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GOKER & CO. CHUCKED OUT!

(An  amusing
incident in our
long, complete
School Tale.)
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HIS MONEY'S WORTH.

Bl Charry was & batehor, What's more, an enterprising
biteher,. who was determined to extract from his business
every penny thae copld be extiacted, His favourite dodge
was always to cut off just a little more mweat than his
cestomers pskod for. Whe latter rarely objected. and in
phiety-inte enses ot of o hundred P;lfd l."ht‘*{'."l'fl.l“)’ for thy
exfrin quantity.

Ba e pudsued his cunning course without even o twinge
ul conscletice—thit 18 to gay, untld the day when Jim Travers
ot the better of him, :

It waz lato one Saturday evening, and Jim, rushing into
the shop just before closing-time, said;

I'he mizssus wants a shilling’s-worth of stoak.”

Rl ! replisd Bill.  Then, cutting off the meat, he
wolghod it, wrapped it up, and d it to his customer.
“ There' s oncaemd-threepence-worth,” he remarked easually.
“ Thot won t be too much, I sup :

“ b, ue" replied Jim—'* not for a shilling I™

Then, throwing down the coin, he took the meat and

witlked out,
IT WOULDN'T WASH.

Farmer Turtle was in Tondon for the first time, and
thought his best celebration of the oecusion wauld be o good
cdinner at & -smart restaurant.

Ho ananfully struggled nll through the men.

“What chcess can ye recommend, man?” he inquired of
the waiter, “ 1'd loike something new.”

" Will you try a little Roguefort, sir?' suggested
wikor.

“ Hang it! I've never heard of it; but bring it along. 1
loike the vame, anyway.”

The cheese partioularly ticklod Lis palate, and he thought
lis wife might like to try this * new ™ choeso. | Arriving
home late, he Inid the small cheese, in its  silver-paper
wripping, on the sideboard,
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“1 oan't say us I likes your new-fangled London soap,™
said his wife next doy, as he came in from the fields. * It
may be rmighty stylish, but I couldn't kinder got any lather
ol swhen | washed the childven wi' it they grumbled like

il
DID THE VICAR STOP?

It was too much., Every Sunday old Adams, who blew the
cigan, would continue blowing aftor the music had stoppud,
therehy producing most undesirable sounds.

Time and again had the organist taken him to task for it,

** Right, nuster,” bad been old Adams's invarable roply.
“ 1 forgits; you hnow.”

Ono Sundasy tho organist could stand it no longer.

Tho congregation had been set tittering by the old man's
forgetfulness, and during the sermon the orgamst scized the
opport uml.::ij to write him a note cn the matter, and hand it
to & choir-bay to deliver.

Misunderstanding the whispered directions, the lud handed
the note straight up to the vicur, who sstoundedly read the
following ;

“ Will you stop when T tell you to? People come bere to
listen to my musie, not to your horrible noise!"

EARLY SYMPTOMS.

1 '.‘{ll-..-." sighed the bride, “ marriage makes a big diffor.
enee,

Her mother-inlaw langhed.

*Can one month’s experionce really have taught vou so
much wisdom? But;, tell me, cluld,” she added, " what has
LGourge boen doing? s :m:yl:hinq wrong "

" Oh, no,” said the girl, ** I don’t think anything is wrong.”
She hesitated for a minute. " But, d'yvou know,” she con-
tmued, ** whenever—whenever 1 =it on George's knce now
lu:: oot goes to slecp <0 wineh more quickly than it used
ba:E"

WHAT'S SAUCE FOR THE GOOSE - —

“ Teddie,” said Mildred, with a contemplative look, * how
rouch money have we m the bank ™

“We!" rephed Her husband, in sareastic mood,
about u hundreéd pounds. Why do you ingquire?’

For a second there came o glint in the feminine eye; then
lnconicully ;

“1 just wonderod, that's all

iy I1r have

from
e had

: suddealy alert, “ How

T hove o lettor tnqlnf
]

the lawyer who wound up poor pa's cstate, and I find
much more to leave than anyone expected.”
“That's Ope!"" exelaimed hubb
much do we got from hin, Milly
" We " —surprisedly.
Why do you inquire?"

-|,‘|
L

“1 get a lew thousand pounds!
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SHE HANDLED THE POEMS.

““1Is the editor-in-chief in?" usked the visitor, us le strolled
into the magazine office at eight o'clock in the morning.

* No, sir,” answered the churwoman politely, ** He doesn’t
get here so early, Is there anything I can da for youl”

* IYerhapys you can. I sup you are not counected with
the pocticsl department of the magazine?”

“Oh, yes, sir!” was the quick reply.

“You are! And what do you do?"

“1 empty the waste-paper baskets, sir!”

STUDIES FOR LAZINESS.

The subjeet nndor discussion was laziness. And what more

ap ate sibject could be found for a hot June evening?
ﬂtteil": i{h;:;d Ihmwlt;wr. of the laziest man on earth was
promptly cap ¥ James.

L. th‘t. 1 once know a man,” déclared the latter, ** who
staved m bed for twenty vears, simply beciuse it was too
miich trouble for him to get up and dress himself."

Then Brown, the globetrotier, chimed in. .

* Rocently,'" he saud, * while I was over in America o
couple of tramps, basking in the sun by the ropdside, called
out to me us 1 was passing, and siid that they were absolutely
famished—done 1o the world, m fact.

" Well)! said I, * there's o farmbouse quite near. Why
dﬂl{l't 'f'ml go there and bog somo food ¥

“ 4 Thot's what we want to do,’ one of them replied, ¢ but
we're both too tired to volunteer; so we're going to toss o
penny to seée who must undertake the job.?

W4 Then why delay?

YAy, mster. We're waiting for an carthquake to conme
wlong and throw the penny uwp!' ™

“IF AT FIRS

Cheerful was the agent, and sunny was the sky, as he
steppod into the private office of the {:unimm.n. man,

“1 bave lere, sir," he began, *“a patent glass-cutter for
two Ti}ﬂhilling.-r. I might—" 3

“ Don’t want any gloss-cutters!” snapped a sharp voice
behind the desk.

“Well, then, I have a carpot-clcancr.
homes—""

“1 don't need a carpot-cleaner!™

" Ab, perhaps pot! But this I:ha&m:rgrnph will ecertainly
intorest yow. Its entwe oost is bul three pounds. There
mn't snother——""
I“I'.LL hoate phonographs ™ thundered the voice behind the
sk,

“Indead, sir! A camera mo doubt tueets your recreation
noeds. Onply—"'

An ominous growl stopped thia little Aow.

“ No camera to-day?  Does a fast motor-car appeal—-—""

A fiery faoe was pushed over the desk,

“ For dness' sake, stop! Give me a glassoutter, oo
get out of here !

“Thank- you, sir!” said the agent. * That's all I had to
sell in the first place!”

Applications' with regard to ad-
vertisement space im this paper
should be addressed: Advertisement
Manager, “PLUCK” SERIES,
The Fleetway House, Farringdon
Street, London, E.C,

In thouwsands of
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Until Further Notice.
rodlen

t H. rotien!”
0 “What a beastly sell I”
““This 15 the middy limat !

Those exclamations, and a :_rmul many more, were
uttered in chorus by the crowd of Greviriars junioys

Moming lessons were just over, and the juniors had
swarmed out of the School House in great spirits. It was a
fine, summer morning, and the sun shone merrily in the old
('lose of i.pH'-‘l,f:IIH- “I.:]Tr'- i lurr-. party of the Remove 15“
Lower Fourth lmlll—-hul e 1i|r|1_t|"r for the tuckshop in
the corner of the Close, to refresh themselves, after arduous
labotur in the Form-room. with the sparkling zinger-beer and
the luscions jam-tart, IMarry Wharton, the captain of the
Bemoy e, hil-'.i had an IIIII.-\.II.;[“". Tenerons |-1-”|i|||”“.{. it hint
morning, and his Form-fellows were nobly awd lovally veudy
tir back him up in * bluecing 7 it '

And then, to use an expression dear to the heart of the
novelist, their  feelings may  be  better  imugined  than
doseribed  when thevy beheld the shutters up on the little
and o paper pinmned on the door, beavine the dreadful

shio),
words:
“ CLOSED UNTIL FURTIIER NOTICE!"
No. 290,

Copyright in the United States of America.

A Splendid, New, Long
Complete Story of the
Chums of Greyfriars.

By FRANK RICHARDS.
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this 13 about the
o Closed  until
going to gol
going to do tor

“ Well,
rottenest !’ saad
further notiee !’
tho further notwee?
ginger-beer ™

“And jam-tarts T said Nugent.

" Aud rabbit-pies?" groaned Billy Bunter. *° 1
suy, vou fellows, we're not going to stand this.
Mr«a, Mimble can't play these rotten tricks on us!
[t's too thick! I suppose the old girl doesn't
want us to die of starvation?”’

The junmiors grinned., Billy Bunter did not look as if he
woere in danger of dving of starvation, He looked more hkely
to perish of fatty degencration of his whole person.

“I'm expecting a postal-order this evening, too,”” said
Bunter. * 1 was going to stand vou fellows a really stunning
fordd when my postal-order comes- o

*When " mmwrmured Bob Cherry And Hurrce Jamsel
Ram Singh, the Indian junior, remarked that the whenfuln.ss
was terrific,

“ But what are we going to do?"" exclaimed Tom Brown.
* It's too rotten shutbimg up the tuckshop like this! It's a
jolly long walk down to Unecle Clegg’s in the village."

“This s the second time Mrs. Mimble has played this
votten trick on us,”" said Billy Bunter, in an aggrieved tone.
“* The blessed shop was closed a few weeks back, and some
of you chaps got it in the neck for breaking bounds to go
tlown to Uncle Clege’s one night. It's too thick!"”

“It's rotten !™

“The rottenfulness is tervific."”

“We won't stand it !

* Bung on the door,” said Bolsover major

“Good ege 1

“1I ruess wo've a #irht to Lw sorved,”” remarked Fisher T.
Fish, the American junior. ** I caleulate it's not business te
clone the sho P oan |]1|-.r ness hours. We don't run our busincssos
like that ever there,’

of all the rotten sells,
Hob Cherry.
And when are we
What are we

August 30th, 1
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Bang, hing, bang |

Bol=aver ujor thatped on the dose with a lnrge stone,
sl the noise vang through the Tittle shioopy and the {itt e house,
The junioes clicernd on Balsovey major, amd some of them
Livekesl 1y his noisy sminmenz with their boots on the door.
They wors annoved, amd they wepe wdhignant.  Mres. Mimbje,
the zardenoy’s wife, hl the privilege of keeping that little
shop within the previnets of Groylriars 2ehool, and there was
oo other fuckshop within o mile, Tt was * upn "™ ta Mis,
Mimblo, thevefors, to keep the tu kshop  oven when her
pamedous custoimers wanted to patronise it

For a crowd of hongry jundors 1o be told to wait till
" Papthee notion™ was the limit,

Bave, bane, Loane !

Thump, thump, thomp !

“ Lt s M roared Bunter,

o Come down amd open the doar, love

“ Ma, ha, ha!™"

Ihaner, bang, bang !

A window abave the Lirtle -hon apened, mud Mrs. Mimble
looked oure The plump fuce of the good dame bore an ex-
pression of disteess,  She was grevted by a rear from the
tmmiors below, The crowd had Jocvensed in numbers—rthore
were: Fonetle Fopmeys, il figs of the Thand there now, and
et of thee Mifils, Lbad vome along. All of them were loudly
hiwant ar the elosing of the tuck=hop.

* Come down and lor us 1™ roared Coker, of the Fifth.

“ Open the blessed shop !

“ What's the Little game =

"1 whant some ginmer-heer

" b want some tarts !

v down 1T

" My dear yonng gentlemen.” began Mres, Mimble, ** the
s in closed ol further netiee. T am very sorvy indeetd

There was a roar,

* R 177

o ddown amd open the door !

“We'll bnst an the J

“*The  bustfulness
Moibde ™

“ Young geutienwn, 1 assare you

Bung, bauy, bang !

snng Skinner.

our if vou don't !

will  be  terribic, my esteomed Mre,

i !-'ilit] 3Ir:+. llftllh!v.

“*Yah!"
“ Uome down and fet ng in!™
“Hold on ™ exelwimed Harey  Wharton. ** Lart"s hear

wintt Mra, Mimble has toosav? What i< it. mia‘am ¥
are il or anvthing of that sort, we don't i
vrselyves,’

“a. ha. ha!"

“ Yomg gentlomen—please be gquiet ! The shap is ¢losed
ecitize there is influenen in the honse. My little bov hins
ifluenza, You must all keep away unril e is well, T am
viers corery, but ot canmet be helped. Unol the shop is re-
opwented, vour st wo to My, Clega’s in the village when vou
watlh anvtlung. | am sorry

*“Oh, my hat!”

“ What disl the kil want to go and eateh influenza for 1
rowled Bolsover magor.  ** Like iz cheek, T think 1™

I don't soe why he ean’t be «ent to a hospital,” growled
Billy Bunter. * That's what hospitals ave for! There's the
hew Cottage Hospital in Friardale—you coulid have him taken
tiptter oo oenh,”

“8Bhue up T snd Bob Cherry, giving the fat junior a dig
i the ribs that made him gasp. “Tf theve's illhess in the
Lomase, that alters the ecase. SBorey the kid's laid op, Mpys.
AMunble, s hope he'll soon get well. Who's coming down
o Friavdale *™°

“Nothing else to e done,™
think it's ratten !

T am sorry, young gentlemen,' =aid Mrs. Mimble from
the window. ** Perhapa in the econrse of a week——"

* Week be blowed ! growled Bille Bunter.  * Do von
think I'm going to walk down to Friacdale every time I

Ry e M e e Y e e — e e ——
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want a blessed jam-tart for a blessed week? Why can't the
blessed kid bo shoved off into the blessed lm-.ipit-ui - Ow !
Legzo my ear, .Bob (Chevev, vou beast! Yaroooh !™

Mys. Mimble closed the window.

The dissppointed  juniors crowded away—and a large
number of them walked down to Friardale with Harry
Wharton, to carry ont the important task of * blueing "' tho
remittance, After they .were gone, over and anon fresh
customers arvived ot the school shop, only to be [aced with
the fatal netice on the door —* Closed until Further Notice.”
And there was growling und grumbling loud and deep among
the Greyfrines juniors,

One junior, however, neither growled nor grumbled. Tt
was Fishor T. Fish, the Amervican junior, Fisher 7. Fish had
stitten his thigh with a sounding smack, 2 sign that a girent
idea had entered his mighty brain,  Fisher T. Fish was &
vouth full of ideas, wid simply bristling with elever sthemoes.
His ideas generally turned ont to be quite useless, and his
schemes alwavs ended in smoke—but failure never daunted
the enterprising Yankee junior,

Fisher ', Fish was thinking, And when F. T. Fish did
rome thinking, something was bound to happen, he guessed.

When Harey Wharton & Co, camo back from their little
vxcursion to Unele Clerg's, in Friardale, they found a paper
pmned on the notice-board in the hall. It was in the spclor-
legay handwriting of Fisher T. Fish. And it ran:

* All members of the Remove are requested to tum up in
the Rag after lessons, to discuss Ways and Means of dealing
with the Tuckshop Question. A new and thoronghly business-
like scliemie will be submitted by the under-signed ;

“Fisaer Tagrerox Fisa.™"

" More fishy schemes ! grunted Johnny Bull. ““ I wonder
whut 1t is this time? Ie's tried a money-lending scheme,
amd o pawnbroking scheme, and eot it in the neck each
time.  Lake his cheek to call a mecting, too. Who's Fish *”

"1 guess Fish 18 the brainy man in this school,” said the
voice of the individual in question. " T guess this scheme s
a regular high-rollor—just a fow."”

*“ Oh, rats!" said Jn{mn}’ Bull,

“"The ratfulness is termfie, my esteemed and  ludierous
Fi“,]i' " said Huovreo Jamset Ram Singh, with lLis amiable
s,

"1 gucss youw'll see; you just watch out!" said Fishor T
Fish eonfidently. *' 1 guess this is going to put the lid on—
soe T

“ Put what's the idea?" asked Wharten,

“That's what I'm going to ¢xplain to the mecting, T gue«s
You turn up in the Rag after lrssons, and you'll hear som
thing drop, [ guess,”

And Fisher T. Fish declined to e more exphlieit.  He
walked, or vather strutted, away, and the juniors burst inte
i chuckle,

"1 think I can see myself missing the ericket to tuin up
at a mouldy mecting in the Rag " greinnsd Bob Cherry.

“ Ha, ha, ha!™

“Hamo here!” grinned Frank Nugent. “ Fishy can hold
Li< mecting all on his lonesome- just a fow. I mean some.

** Ha, ha, ha!"

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Quite OIf!

R. QUELCH, the muaster of the Remove, picked up a

jeinter, and came fowards the desk where sat b'i:-?-

T. Fish, of New York. Afternoon lessons were pio

veeding in the Remove Form-room, and My, Queloh
was imparting to the juniors some really valuable informa
tion about the carly iin.j.'s of Rome. But there was on
fillow in tho class who had no ecars for Roman histors
Fisher T, Fish was plunged in thought, and having fail
to answor aftor My, (b.uuh-h hiad spoken to him twice, it was
cvident that he needed waking up. Mr. Quelch had taken
up the pointer for that purpoese.

Fisher T. Fish had a pockot-book open on his knecs under
the desk, and was making jottings in it with a pencil. 11
was deep in culeulations, un-:'l he had forgotten that there was
such a person as Henrvy Queleh, and such a place as Rome
A rap |’t'u1ll the pointer brought him back to cveryday life
with a jump,

** Yoaup "

Fizli jumped out of lis caleulutions, and bBlinked at tlh
Homove masior,

“ Whar are you doing?" demanded My Queleh,

“T1 guess I'm makin® a little enleulution, siv.” said Fishes
T. Fisir. T reckon that with an expenditure of ten pounls
as eapital, T ean nwke the thing faicly himn

“Ah! You nee making calenlations in that Im.:kn:-lm.- L
[ pereeive? said Meo Queleh amiably.,

“THE EEHH POPULAR."
very
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shareholders danced with rage outside.

— o —

Crash! Crash! There was a sound of jJam-pots smashing on the floor inside the store cupboard, and the
Il they could have got at Bunter just them his fate would have
been little better than that of the jam-pots; but they could not get into the cupboard, and Bunter could
not get out! (See chapter 10.)

L] -EFL"P :ll.
“Vory good!
id v{.p !ll
“Kindly place that
vour lessons,
Virgil."

“Oh, gee-whiz!" said Fisher T.
sir, these are very vuluable
vl —""

**Put that rubbish in the wastepaper-basket immediately ™
thundered the Form-master,

Fisher T. Fish groancd inwardly and obeyed.

The Removites grinned as he returned to his place. Tish
was ovidently deveoting lesson-time to calculations concern-
ing the great new scheme which was to bo unfolded at the
meeting—if  there was a mecting.  The Yankee junior
looked round at the grinning Removites with an injured ex-
pression,  He did not make any more calewlations that after-
roon. My, Quelel’s gilet-eve was upon him,

But as soon as class was dismissed, Fish made a beedine,
as he would have called it, for the wastepaped-basket, My,
Queleh's voles rapped out, '

“You will leave the rubbish there, Fish!”

0 erumbs " murmured Fish,

And the Yankee junior left.the Form-room disconsolate,

1 omuess s time for the meeting, vour chaps ! lLie ex-

Tur Macyer Lipnary.—No. 200,

NEXT HUP AGAINST

MONDAY:

You seo the wastepaper-basket?"”

> pocket-book in it, and then attend to
You will also write out a hundred lines of

"1 say,
working

Fizsh in dismay,
caleulations, I'm

claimed, us the Remove streamed down the wido passage
townrds thoe door of the Close,

1 kinder gness it's time for the ericket,” said Beob Cherry,
“and I kinder caleulute that I gucss better than you do!™

**Ha, ha, ha!” )

And the Famous Five took their bats and departed. Fisher
T. Fish grunted discontentedly, He caught Peter Todd by
the elbow as hie wus going our,

" Come on, Toddy ! lie said,

Peter Todd stared ot him.

“Uome on where?' ho asked.

" Tmportant mecting in the Rag 1"

“ Oh, blow the mecting ! said Todd.
arm away and walked off,

* You're coming, Bolsovor, I guess?

“Guess again!" said Bolsover major, with a chuckle, as
he sauntered out into the Close. '

" Dutton, old man!" Fisher T. Fish took the arm of the
deaf junior, “* 1 sav, Dutton!™

"ELTT said Tom Duatton.

“ Yoan're coming to the meeting ¥

" Don’t you be checky ! snid Tom Dutton, shaking an
unexpocted hist in Fisher T, Fish's surprised face.  ** 1 don't
allow anybody to tell me Ty blesting

T dudn't say bleating ' yoared rl"“iﬂh.
comnig to the mecting ™

IT!”

And he jerked his

“1 said are you

A Splendid Complete Tale of Ha
Wharton & Co, Order Early.
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' Eatine ol

Moot ass—mect.ng " shricked Fish.

= Oh, there's poing to be cating at the mcntinE
Duotton,  ** Al vight, I'm on, if it’s & foed,  What
FEON]

“ 1 puess it's not o feed, It's o moeting I yelled Fish,

“OB3ub what are vou going to cat?’

“ Tt nothingg ! It's just o mecting 17 _

“ Yo said it was o foed, vou silly ass!” said Dutton wrath-
fuily. T think vou're cff your dot. Seat!”

Apd Tom Datton suve Fisher I, Fish a shove, and he
Cgeatted . Phe Yankee junior snorted, and looked round
for fresh vietime, o spotted Billy Bunter, and bore down
rn luin,

“ T'his wav to the Rog, Bunter! he said.

“ Peed?” azked Bunter,

YNope”

“ 1" not coming, then," ‘ _

Buntey eolled away, and Fisher T, Fish gave another dis-
wusted snovt, One of the most brilliant ideas of modern
times was practically going begging, and he could not even
wet tha I'r!llmu:s lo hsten to hime It was said of old that
wisdom crics out in the stroets, and no man rvegards it
Wiy T. Fish felt that it was true. _ _

The Yaukce junior made lis way nln:m' imto the Rag in
e hope that the meeting would ** voll u into that famous
ppartment of its own accord. Dot the Rag was empty, and
ic remained empty save for Fishoe T, Fish. e waiied o
guarter of an bouy in the hope thiat the crowd would come.
But the cvowd showal no sivns whatever of commng. ‘

“Well, of all the silly wuys, 1 guess they take the whole
bun ! growled Fish. © But they've jolly well got to hear
my wheezo, all the same."’ |

::r"b.ml he sallicd faith wgain from the Rag. Mark Linley
was just going up to the study with a Greek lexicon under
his arm, and Fish huiled him.

“Time for the meetny, Linley.”

Murk griomed, _

“T'm just zoing to do Greck!” he said, _

“ Oh, T gucss that can weit!  This is a most mlpn;{tn.nh
yeting—a big iden, siv, that will nuke your hair curl.

“1'Il leave my hnir as it is, thanks,"” said ‘Moark, and he
dsappearcd with Liddell and Scott, and  Fishor T, Fish
wpaintedh ]

“1've ot to get somebody to sct the ball volling,” he
muttered. ** When one comes, they'll all comne, and follow
one another like sheep,  1allo, younyg heathen!™

Wun Tang, the little Chinee, Flinked at lim with Lis almond
eyea  Fisher T, Fish did not hke Chinese, but he was ready
ter withor in anyvbody to his meeting,

- [ guess you re wanted, kid,” he said.
wito thoe Rag!”

* No savvy " murmured Wun Lung.

“It's an important meeting,”

** No suvvy "

“ 1 want you to come."

* No savvy " .

And Wun {.uﬂg scuttlod awav down the pessage. Fisher T.
Fish, with a very red face, stainped out of the Bchool House,
uiid took his wav to the ericket-field. Most of the juniors
wore there, and the Famous Five were at Emutlﬂ'. Iurreo
Jamset Ram Singh was bowling, and Frank Nugent was at
the wicket. Fisher T. Fish scized llarry Wharton by the
wym,

“ 1 wuess you've forgotten something ! he exclaimed,

“What's that?" asked Wharton,

“The meeting."

“ Eh—what mecting?”’

“ My mecting I said Fisher T. Fish indignontly. A most
importunt mecting in the Rag, to discuss the question of the
tuckshep. T guess I'm goingz to make things slide, some,
I've got a regular scorching wheeze " _

“ Lot it scorch, then!" sail Wharton, lawghing. ** T'm
staying here. Run away and hold your mceting, or stay
here and held your tougzue, just as you like.””

“ I guess you re a silly jay,” said Fisher T, Fish. *' Cherry,
old man, you've got more seuso than Wharton any day.
You'd better come.™

Bob Cherry prinned,

“ Thanks awfully.
cricket.” '

“ Liook here " began Fish.

“ Look out!" shouted Bob.
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" sand
avo you

“ Just you come

But I'm not coming. I'm playing

Gur Gompanion Papers.

“h, wilae? uh, Jehosaphat 1™

Crack !

Tho ball was wluzzing, hat from Nugoent™s bat, and Fisher
T. Fish was in the way. 1f he had not been in the way, Bob
Choryy would have made an casy cateh.  As 1t was, Fisher 1"
I'ish made the ensy r':arll with his lefi ear!

The Yankee juaior jumped clear of the ground, and
claspod lus haund to his car, and roared :

“i, oh. oh! Great Beott ! Jumpin' Jehosophat ! Oh,
cerumbs ! Yur-o-0-c-0-0-oh t*

“Hun, bLia, ha "

The ericketers stooa and yelled with laughter. Fisher T.
Fish rubbed the side of bis head, and glared at them wrath-
fullv. He shook a bouy list ol the hilarious juniors.

“1 gurss I won't edmit yvou silly jays to my meeting now !
e roared.  ** You ean go and chop chips! Yah!”

And Fisher T, Tish stamped wrathfully off the ervicket-
ficld, leaving the Reniovites yeliing with laughter. He went
mmto the Rag onee more, in the hope of finding zowcbody
there, but the Rag was empty, Fisher T. Fish slammed the
door i goout Jdudgeon, The meeting woas evidently off.

I suvss—yaup! varvooak !

e o

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Great ldea.

ARRY WIIARTON & CO. came in from the erickst
with ruddy faces and cheerful 'ooks.  The Famous Five
erowded iuto Stady No, 1 for tea, The famous Co, were
distributed in three sludies nlong the Remova pasaage,

but they generally met in one of them for tea, and this time
it was No. 1, which was fortunate, us Horry Wharton had a
consilerable amount of hus renmttance left,

But & sudden thought came into Wharton’s mind as he wes
uidoeking bis de<k to extract therefrom a golden sovereign,

“My hat! 1'd forgotten ™

“What's the trouble?”" ssked Nugent. “ Lost the quid?”

*(bh, no. But the tuckshop’s closed.”’

 Oh, rotten ™

Tie juniors had forgotten thet little circumstance. But
therd 1t was, staring them in the face. The school shop was
closed, and if they wanted any of the usual little delicacies
for tea 1t was wecessary to cyele down to the village.

“ My hat!" said Johonuy Bull. * 1t's beastly ]| Somebody
ought to start another tuckshop in the place, if the Mimbles
are zoing in for influenza and things™

Nugent opencd the study cupboard.

“ Lucky we brought in @ bag of tarts to-day,” he said.
“ Laots of bread-and-butter, and tarts to Guish with.”

“I'm bhungry " zaid Johnuy Bull, 11 & tone that implied
that bread-aud-butter end tarts were not of much use so far
as he was coneerned.

“ Bame here,” sail Dob Chervy,  “ Things are gotting
into a rotten etate. It's the worst thing that could happen.
Why, when the Head was ill, it didn’t bother us so much as
Mrs, Mimble’s blessed kid having s$he influcnza.'”

"*No frar!"

“What's to be done?” saul Wharton, ** Can't wnit tall
somebody poes to Friardaie, Woe shall hive to do the bezi
we can. [f yoa fellows have anything n your studies, you
can fetch it here and whack it ont.”

“1've got a 1in of sordines,’" sand Johuny Bull.

“ Buzz oft and get it, then”

And the Fawous Five sat down to a frugal tea. They
had been on much shortee commons before, eortainly, when
funds were low. Dut it was especially hard upon them wnow,
when funds were agh, All five were Hush with money, as
it bappened—a most unusual circumstance for the chums of
the Rewove.  And it was simply [earful, a5 Bob Cherry
remarked, that they should be rolling in weakh, and not be
ab'e to expend any of it for the good of trade,

The sardines vamished at record speed. The chums of the
Remove had got to the tarts, when the -tudy door epened
aud the thin face of Fisher T. IMish looked in.

* Too late !I”” saul Bob Cherry.

““ All gone ! said Johnny il

“1 guesa I haveu't come here for 1ea,” said Fisher T,
IFish. * I've got something to say to you chaps. Nobody's
comae to my meeting ——"

** Ha, ho, hal”

“ Put T'm willing to take you fellows into the scheme—"

“Thanks! Leave us out!” said Harry Wharton.

“T guess 1I'il make you all members of 1the Committee of
Ways and Means,” spid Fisher T. Fish, ** Now, don’t pluy
the giddy coat, but listen ta we.  The tuckshop's closed -
we don’t Fnow for Low long. Somcching’s got to be dune,
and [ guess T'on the antelope that's going to do it.”

“ Boumcbody’s got to be done, vou wean, If vou're going to
do it!"” growled Johmny Bull.
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Fislier T. Fish did not deign to nolice that insinuation,

“1 guess this is where we get up on our hind legs and
take matters into our hands" he declared. “I've got a
scheme—'"

“Take 1t out and bury it !”

“The school shop is closed. Has it ever occurred to you
fellows that yvou pay through the nose for the things you
buy at the school shop ? f vou bought "em in quanditios,
wholesale price, you'd save half the money."”

“(xo hon 17

“That's myv schemad”

“Oh, crumbs!"”

“I1 guess 1've gol it down fine," went on Fisher T, IFish
conlidently. ** Why shouldn’t we join together and pool the
money, and start o tuckshop of our awn?’”

“Garent Seotl !

The juniors stared a Fisher T. Fish.
surprising suggestion.  Put it struck them as being o hittle
loss  wdiotic than most of Fisher Tareleton Fish's selimnes,
ll.‘ rtinly, under the circumstinces, something lad to be
LA

“Dy Jove!l”™ said Wharton, *' There's something in that,
Ii we pooled the money, i shares, we could buy the stufi
from the manufacturers, and save all the working expensea
out of the cost of the staff.  We could get all we vwantod 1o
a birge guontity, and pot down the cash for 16 83 wie whackedd
1t ot =

“ Proavided thot Bonter dide’t get on 1o it,"" sand Nugont,

*“1Ta, ha, ha!l”

“I guess iy schome’s o bigger thing than thot ! sl
Fisher T\ IMsh coollyv. Y Not ouly tuek for ourselves, but
for al! the Form—und all the sehool, for thot matter. We
can cut under the tuckshop prwes, amd stll make o hond-
SO fmruﬁi_ by selhing to ull the Fellows, und raise enouwh
capital to inercase the stock, as well as puving a bonus o
the imanagzing director of the company.  After a few wiereks
there would b a good dividend to whaek out among the
sharcholders "

“0Oh, good!"

“With &4 capital of ten pounds, I'd undertake to see the
thing through m Al styvle,” and Visher T. Fish., ** 've hodd
a lot of experience of business. My popper owns gome of
tho biggest stores i New York, We know how to do things
over there, you bet. Now, put it that we form a company
of 1s =1, with a capital subscribed of two quid cach—-"

“ Muke it two bob!"” said Johnny Bull,

“Two guid each—or, sny we tnke four or five other fellows
iato the company, and make the subscription a pound cach,”
saidd Fish. ** That will give us a working capital, say, of
ten quid. T vould go over to Courtfield and buy up a
guantity of stulf, gotting rock-bottom prices for quantities,
ard get it carted here. We store it in the Rog, and opon
shop. "'

“ My hat!™

“We supply a good article at a reasonable price,” said

It was certainly

Fisher T. Fish. * As managing direcror, 1 shall bave a
bouus on the profits——"'

“COh !

“Aud in oreturn T shall be willing 1o give my tine 1o

mnllugimf the business. You fellows take it in turns to help
tie as shopkeepers. 1 guoess you're not so mouldy, old-
fushionerd as to suppose there's nuything derogatory in keep-
ing a shop —ch?* We grew out of those %‘HHTIF ideas hundreds
of veurs apgo in the Yew-nited States. Takes brains to keep
n shop and to sake in the dollors these tiines—youn hear me "

“ Lamited Laability Comipany—eh ¥ psked Bob Cherry.

“Thuat's the platform. I guess it will go.”’ Fisher T, Fish
took a stump of peocil from his pocket, amd pcked up a
sheet of qmpot. paper, * Now, shall T put down your names
as sharcholders?  Eyvery fellow with one share has a4 voiens
at the sharcholders’ meeting, two shares tukes two votes, and
so on. Bhares a quid each.™

The chums of the Remove exchanged glances,

Fishor T. Fihi's latest took thoer faney to sowe exient.
With the achool shop elosed, certninly 1t was time something
was done.  The new fine would not lack ecustomers when
their nearest business rival was ot Friardale, a mile awny.
If the goods supplivd by the new company were good anl
cheap, fellows woeuld vather do their shopgping in the Rog
than welk or cvele down to Uncle Clege's, in Frinrdale.

“Well, 1t's not o bud wlen,” Wharton saul, thoughtfully.

1 = [{at 1t's a jn“j.' grmd e, soud Fisher T Fish,
“CWhy, we can make o regular Wonamaker's of it, a regular
Waraliall Field's, vou bet !

“Ten quul = a lot of money.™

“And 1 kindvr rocss that we couldn't raise it, jut a
[~w!" grinned Bob Chievrey.

Fishoer T. Fish relloctod.

" No necd to ratse the lot at onee,” he sard. T sup pose
you kuow how linnted companios arve run?  Tssue of shares—
yvou piy so much on application, so muaeh on allotiment, anld
vou don’t pay apoin I'IIII anless the money’s needed. You re
mmble to be oalled on tu pay up the face vahie of the shares
if the company needs money, that's all. Each sharcholder
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in the School Shop Company pays, say, five bob at first. five
bob more when the shares aro hnmlmi ont, If the company
makes a profir, you don't pay anything more at all. In
case of loss, you can be ealled upon ior the othér ten bob.
But there won't b any loss.”

“How do you know that "

“T'm going to manage,” explained Fish,

The juniors grinned. They did not regiard the maonage-
nmient of Fisher T, Fish ng an absolute guarantec ngainst loss.

“The sharcholders have to elect a managing-dircetor,
don't they " askod Nugent.

“Not oan this ecase. I take that job sa founder of the
basiness, [ tuke also one share gratis, in eonsideration of
].HEIJ\']'!IEIIE' the selieme.””

“Oh Y said all the jumore together.

“1 guess vou don't want to be mean, do vou " demanded
Fisher T Fish. -~ The scheme 15 worth something, if it
prang out & success.”

“ Well, that's right enough—hkut

“We'll put down the shaves it & pound each,' said Fisher
T. Tish, scnbbling on the unpot. paper. ' Say eleven
shares—one gratis for me, smd ten to be paid for. You
icllows pay five bob vach now, and five more when the shares
are delivered.  Ten times ten bob is five ponnds—twenty - five
dollars i real money.  With Bve guid to stact, I'll undertake
to zot the business going i splendid order.”

“* And if vou don't——""

* Then you'll be ealled upon to pay up the other ton bob
cach on the sharea, that's n{I I

“And elect 0 new manager,” snid Bob Cherry,

* Oh, that will be all vight—1I shall make things hum,” said
Fisher T, Fish. " Now, whack out the boblets, and T'll go
ronnd and hunt up the other sharcholders. T shall easily get
five more fellows to take up shares when they know that you
vhaps have come mto the company,”

“Well, wo might as well,” said Wharton, with a glance at
s comrades,  * After all, if we can’t sell the stuff, we shall
hiove i, ad ot will e worth the money, "’

" That's so0 " suid Bob. with a nod.

“Bign here!" sund Fisher T. Fish, spreading a seribbled
pancr an the table.

“ What'sa that*"

“Only an upplieation forny for shares in the School Shop
Company.”

The juniors read thoe form earefully—they know Fisher T.
I"izh. But it was all right, and they signed in turn. Then
the five shillings cach wero handed out, and Fisher T. Fish
slipped them mto his pocket and rose.

1 guess thut's O, K.Y he remarked. ' Managing director
takos w boous of ten per ¢ent. on all net profits, n Leu of
silavy. That's square.”

* Yoos]"

“1f you'd rather pay me a salary—

“ No fear!™

“ Then that's all vight. T guess T'll absquatulate now

“ You'll what " dvmamln-.‘tlgthﬂ juniors, in astonishment.

*Vamoose the ranch "' exclaimed Fisher T. Fish. ** Slide,
vou know. I've got to look out five other shareholders.™

And Fishor T. Fish ** absquatulated,” in a mood of great
satisfaction, and left the Famous Five to linish their tea.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The School Shop Company, Ltd.
FIEETER T. FISH was right upon at least one point—as

soon a8 the Remove fellows knew that the Famous Five
were in the campany, theve were shareholders enough
fortheoming.

They did not trust Fisher T. Fish or his schemes—but what
vi'aq good enough for Sindy Neo. 1 was good enough for
T,

And all the fellows who did not want (o tuke ehares wore
full of good wishes for the suceess of the venture,

A school shop in the Rag would be much more sonvenient
than gomg down to Friardale for their supplies—and if, as
Fish promized, the supplies were better and cheaper than
at Mys, Munble's, then the prospects wern quite rosy.

When Fisher T, Fizh ehowed the application-form in the
contmon-yoom, sigucd by all the members of the famous Co,
there was quite a ru-h for shares.

It Fish had allotted shares to all the applicants, the com.
pany waould certoanly have been i a Hourvishing state so far
ws the numbes of shareholders went,

1l Fisl, as e promptly explumed, was conducting that
rainess upon stvictly cash bz amd that had the effect of
tinnmishing the number of applicants considerably,

The would-be sharcholders were not all ready with the
required capital; and promises to pay at some dote not fixed
wele not good enough for Pisher T, FPish, Such offers, as hE:

A Spiendid Compiete Talo of Harry
Wharton & Co, Order Early.
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explained in the beautiful and vxpressive American lunsunge,
cut no ice with him,

Buuter's offer to tuke a dozen shaves on the spot, to be
;mid for when a postal-order arrived which Lo was expecting
wourly, was declined without thanks.

“1 puczs money talks!" said Fishor T. Fish., * Five bob
down, and five bob more on allntment—that's the ticket 1"

" Oh,-really, Fishy,” urged Buuter, * you ean’t leave me
ent.  I'm willing to take a block of a dorzen ehuares—"

“Where's the durocks?”’

* The—the what?"

“Tho spondulies ! expluined Fish,

“Oh, the money ! When iy postal order comes

“8eat I said Fisher T. Fidi. with teree emphasis,

I there is going to Le w dividend, that will be all right,"
sinl Banter engerly. ** 1 suppose you'll be payving w dividend
ot the shuresg——"

"1 guess so.”™

A good dividend, I st po=e P

. Yr."I:I !1;

“That's all right, then, If my po-tal order is delayed, T
it pay for the shares out of miy livst dividend,” suid Dunter,

“1Ia, ha, hal"

" That's business, vou know., Al modern bosinesses are
bilt up on a system of extonsive erodit," said BRuntor,

* This one isn't going to b, 1 guess,” said Fisher T Fisly
" You can go oand eat coke.  low muny shares did von
sitv. Mauleverer 7'

“1T'Il take one,”

“Rhove yvouy
Bivlstrode !

e I sandl Bulstrode.

“Id yvou say two, Bmithy 5

L didn’t way any,' sand Viernon-Smih, with o erin. 1
know your precious schemes, Fishe,  You won't rpe in
i of my cush !°

“This company  isn't begging for shareholders,”  sand
Fisliry T. Fish, with o great deal of digmityv. = Keep vonr
casloan your trousers pocket.  Brown, old man, vou onght
fo b in this company.,  Shall 1 put down ene for von

* Right-ho ! said the New Zealand junior. 1
“IiTld .r"

“That's three I saul Fishor T. Fish,
toe make ap the puniber. What offeps?
utpn !’

O, put me down ' said Skinner.

“ Five bob, please!™

* Noxt week ! said Skinner.

“ Next week nothing! Fay up or clear off 1"

*“Then vou ean go and burv vour blessed <hares™
Skinper. " I'm not taking any '™

“One for me ! said Newland.

“Right you are!” gakl Fizher T. Fisly, pochetine Npw
lenal’s five shillings.  * Now, follow Nr-i.\'llnllnfs exutnple,
somnebody.  Newland's a Jew, so it stands to reason he
wouldn't come into the company if it waen't on a sennd
huﬁil‘lill;'fnﬂ footing. 1 want one more sharcholder—who's tho
i

Oh, ¥ou can put me down,” suid Bolsover major, throw-
i live shillines on the table.

Tim cotiis  disappeared into Fizher T Fish's capncious
Pawckot,

“ Good cgg—that's all O.K." he said, “ 1'l get the shar s
written out this evening, and vou'll have to pony up another
Ii]ru 1?1.11 when the serip is delivered, Then the company geos
ahedd.

And Visher T. Fizh marched off. He captured two more
sharcholders on his way to the study- Peter Todid and
Ilazeldene.  Fisher T. Fish's fuce was glowing with satis-
[action as he wrote out the shave certilicates in lus study,

That evening they were delivered to their happy owners,
il the five shillings un allotment was paid up by the shave-
hl'lll.l-l"'r::-_

Half the value of twelve £1 ghares being puid up, gave the
_'multhful munaging director the s of six pounds ta deul
with,

If things went well, there was no reason why six ponnds
worth of supplics should not be the foundation of a great
business—so Fisher T. Fish declared,

Thut evening Fisher T. Fish was busy.

The sharvebolders were called upon to hielp; and the Rag
wits prepared for the great shopkeeping scheme,

There was a large cupbourd in the room, where all sorts
of Jumber had been piled; and this was cleaved out, and
cleaned out, to form a store-room for the supplies of the
School Bhop Company,

There was u lock on the door—which was essential—for
probably there were quite u number of reckless youths in
the lower Forme wha would not have hesitated to vanl the
~tores of the company if they had had a chance.
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In front of the big cupboard a counter was rigged up, of
boards laid across boxes, and covered with choeap American
cloth of marble-colonr—which Fish declared looked CVOry
bit us gond as 4 marble counter.

The Awmerican cloth was quite new, and cortainly looked
very elean and bright. There were several vards of it, anid
H cecurred to one of the sharcholders that yards of ncow
Ameriean cloth are not found lying about.

“ Where did that stuff come from " asked Johuny Bull.

“ Friardale !" saud Fish.,

“ And those scales?™

" Bame plage 17

“ And that blessed pile of paper bags "

" Bame !

“Have you bought ‘em 1"

" Well, 1 guess they weren't given away with a pound of
tea,” suid Fisher T. Fish sarcastically,

“That's right—some of the company's funds must bo
expended in shop fittings,” eaid Harry Wharton. * Hew
much have you spent en fittings, Fishy 2"

“One quadd !

“ Well, that's not dear ! agreed Wharton.

Al bills and accounts ought to be laid before the shaie-
holders,” remniked Nugent.

This company leaves such matters to the managing
diector,” said Fizh, airilv. * You are free to inspect the
books of the company at any moment. You'll find 1t in the
ledger there—expenditure from capital for shop fittings, one
pouned.”

“ But where are the alls ¢

"I guess they're safe.”

" Yon ought to get a discount for cash in buying things"”
sand Bolsover major,

“ I guess that’s all right."

C L guess ot a=n't" sand Bolsover major.
thosae nlls. 'm 2 sharvehalder,™

1 gaess this company trusts ils managing diveetor——

" Betler show up the bills, Fishy," eaieddl Wharton. ** Yen
don’t want to make the fellows suspoet that you've been
kg something out of them."

<1 guces those bills are locked up——

“ Youdd better milack ‘ein, then, and sharp," said Bolsover
nragor, pushing back lits culfe,

1 guirss o

©Nuff said s trot out the Lills™

IMisher T, IMieh glanced round helplesslv, DBut the elosrpe-
holders were aull backing nwp Dolsover major in his demand.
They knew Fisher T. Fish of old. Fisher T. Fizh would
have repudinted the suggestion of dishonesty with great in-
dignotion. But he prided himself upon being a business
mnn, awd with Fisher T. Fish the word business covered a
multitude of sins.

“ The bills 17 exclaimed Beob Cherry,

1 pucss *

“ Show us the bills !

“ Naope ! ] —"

Bolsover mujor nseried his knuckles inside Fisher T. Fi-li'a
collar, and sliook him. The thin Yankee junior was like an
ifant m the grasp of the burly Removite.

“Aro you gomg to show us those bills?*" demanded
Bolsover grimly, * You can do it before yvou are licked, or
alter, just as you like.”

"' Ilear, hear !

“I guesz I'll ehow "o "' stuttered Fisher T. Fish. “ Loggo !

ITe unlocked his dezk, and laid an invoice before the
juniors, It was from Mr. Luzarus, in Courtficld, and the
varions items were specified upon it the total coming to cne
pournd gad threepenee.

“ That’s all right,” said Harrv Whartow.

“ Wait a Int,” enid Bolsover. ** Ol] Lazorus alwavs allows
a thscount of five per cont. on orders above a pound. Why,
s marked here. The total cught to be entercd in the beoks
us nineteen and threepence, not a pound.”

* Where's the discount, Fishy ! chorussed the juniors.

“T guess the managing direetor pockets all discounts. as a
peviuisite, in consideration of his 1ime and energy——"

" ¥ah 1D

- Rats 1"

* Bpoofer!"

[t was elear ot once that the sharcholders did not share the
views of the managiog director upon that point.

“ You'll alter that entry in the ledger,” said DBulstrode.
" You'll put down shop littings at nineteen-and-threepence.”

I gures 4

" Alter it!” roared the juniors.

Fizher T. Fish bowed to the starm.
the required alteration in the ledger.

1 vote that we appoimit a bookkecper !" said Johuny Bull
“ Franky'sa good at accounls, and vote we appoint L
olheinl h{:-ukﬁt*u;mr of the compiny, with power to examine

T want to sce

*“ Trot 'cm out.”

He grunted and made

“THE PENNY POPULAR,”
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There was a terrific crash as the corner of the box caught upon the door. * My hat!" exclaimed Coker. And ]

| Fisher T. Fish's face was a study as the box rolled down the steps! (Se: Chapter 5.) |

all balls, nnd check all accounts, and to sce thot the com-
pany sn't swindled by the managing director.”

“1Ia, ha, ha!"

1 puess—"'

“ Passed unanimously !"" suid Harry Wharten,

“Tm oon!" said Nugent. “ If I'm hookkeeper, vou can he
jolly sure thut there won't be any spoofing. 1 shall keep an
cve on Fishy."

““The managing director declines to be under surveil
lonee,” said Fisher T. Fish. with dignity. ** 1 shall resign.™

“Good; we'll eleet another manager now,” said Johnny
Bull.

“*Ahem ! On second thoughts, 1 won't resign,” suid Fisher
T. Fishi hastily. I shall be very pleased to welcome Nugent
ug—nhom 1=y colleague "

““And vour colleague will keep a jolly shiarp eyve on vou !
promised Nugent.,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Getting to Work,
Tl[l'l next day was Wednesday, and n hulf-holidaw. Tt

was # line summer's aftoernoon, and the Remove wern

playing the Uppor Fourth at ericket-—with the resuls

that they had very Little tioe to bestow upon the new

shopkeeping company,  Buot Fisher ' Fish assured them

thot that would be oll rigl®, Maiters could safcly be left in

his linnds.

While the Remowvites were playing cricket, the managing

director of the new company was to make his journev to
Tue Macxer LisrARY. —No, 290,
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Courtlield town, there to expemd flive pounds m the purchase
of tueck at wholesale prices

Fisher T. Fish pruded himself upon his shopping powoers—
he never bought so much as o tooth-brushh without trving to
get a reduction on the e mdeed, some of the local
tradesmen always eaised their prices specially for Fishee T,
Iish, to allow a margin for that little peculiarity of his.

Fish wus goite ecrtain of his ability to get nt least seven or
might pounds worth of stuff for a live pound note, by dint of
the shorpmess which was o notural gift of a fellow Dborn and
Brod ia the great city of New York.

The ehwins of the Wemove lelt their manazing direelor te
his own dieviees, amd went down to the ericket, and furgol
wll about Fisher T, Fish and the School Shop Company, in
the joys of the great swnmer game.

It was a hot afternoon, and ericket was ”Iil:':-‘T}' 111“} ; und
on that afterwooan more than ever the junim'.a missed 1he
tuck-shop.

There was no refreshing themselves with ginger-beer be
tween the innings, no sipping of cheery lemonnde with nice
Ittle preces of 1o floating in it

True there waos the fountain, at which they were weleomeo
to drink their fll without charge; and Alanzo Todd assured
them, upen the authority of his Uncle Denjamin, that clent
pellucid  water from the spring was better for their little
isides than gimger-beor or lemonade, or any summer drink
whaltever.

Which was cdoubtless fruv: Lut the ungrateful fellows onlv
called Alonzo Todd an ass, and grumbled sbout the closing
of the tuck-shap,

It was evidently a specinlly favourable momoent for the

A 8plondid Completo Talo of Harry
Whartlon & Co. Order Early,
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spening of tho Junior School Shop and all the Lower Schiool
were mterested in the cxpernnent, _ o

On the notice-board in the holl appeared a anwr i Iish's
handwriting, announcing”the opeming of the shop for five
o'elock precisely. ,

Seniors as well as juniors read that announeement with
rreat intercst, and Coker & Co., of the Fifth, ql-:!lm'mmml to
come along und sample the wares of the new firm, as well
as a great crowd of juniors and fags.

Fisher T. Fish had often inflicted s r,g11|*+|;'|:=L’t, schemes upon
u long-suffering Remove, and they had always ended in
smoke : but it really seemed ot last that the Amernican junior

it upon ** it.” )
I.J‘ILI';iir.lhl:'r;r,r ]:th.rtﬂn & Co. were still busy beating the Upper
ourth when Fisher T. Fish returned from Courtfield.

He came back in a trap, and in the trap were o large as-
sortment of bundles, purcels, packages, and boxes, of all
sorts and conditions, .

Fellows gathered round on all sides to watch them falken
out of the trap. .

" Lend a |IHI:'II:L some of you!" said Fisher T. Fish. *“ This
<hop has got to be cpen at five, and it's half-past four now.
Sale begins at five precisely.” N

“ Anything to oblige,” said Coker of the Fifth, and he
cvized o large wooden box and dragged it out of the trup

Fisher T. Fish gave a yell. ) .

 Clareful with that box! There’s cggs in that!

““ Oh, that's all right,” eaid Coker. “T could carry a
bigger weight than that!” Aund he hoisted the box arily
upon his shoulder.

““ (Careful I' said Fish.

“Oh, rate!” .

Coker wulked in with the big box on his shoulder, and
caught the corner of it upon the door, and there was a

ifie erash.
W jIn!ﬂ_-,r hat !"* enid Coker, as the box rolled down the steps.

** Ha, ha, ha!”

Fisher T. Fish's face was a study. The box had rolled
to bottomn of the steps, and the sounds that pro-

comn it showed that the countents were not of much

wse any longer for anything but omelettes. l

“ You—you jay !’ gasped the American juntor. ' Do vou
know thers were five shillings worth of eggs m thn;l_‘. box "

“Qorry !" said Coker. * You asked me to help. n

| ess vou'll have to pay for those eggs!” howled
tee shnekied

; r chuc , _

"ﬂﬂﬁm again!” he suggoested, and he walked away with
Potter and Greene, laughing. _

Fisher T. Fish gazed after him, and at_the ruined box of
cggs, with feelings too deep for words. The unsympathetic
fei?nwn round him we-radln.ughing. They seemed to see some-

ing funny in the incident. _
e Eu.n Ilrhelp you get the tarts in, Fishy "' asked Billy
Bunter.

Fish snorted. G

“ No, you can't! Buzz off I _

“1'll help to pack the things in the store-cupbourd, if you
ike—"

1 ]‘:‘ Inio your inside, you mean, I guess. Clear out !”

' Oh, really, Fishy—"

Crash ! . o _ .

“ Who's dropped those jam-pols? shricked Fisher T. Fish.

“Sorry ! said Belsover minor, of the Third. “1 was
carrying them in for you, Fishy, and young Faget shoved

ninse: me— .
nII“I - css you'll have to pay for them,” yelled Fm}!.
“ Hands off these thingp. you silly jays! I rm*.l;m!l' I don't
want your silly help. The man can carry them in.”"

And the man who had come with the trap carried in the
rest of the things, without further accidents. They were
stacked in the Rag, ready to be stored away in the store-
cupboard. When they were all taken in, the trap-driver
touched his cap respectiully to Fishor T. Fish.

“That's the ?ut. sir,” he said.

Fisher T. Fish nodded. )

“I guess $0,” he replied. *T've checked “ewmn.™

“ The whole lot, sir,”” saiud the man.

“Yep! That's all right." ) _

The man scemed to linger, as if he expected something.
Fisher T. Fish did not seem to see it. He began to transfer
the pile of stock into the shelves of the big store-cupboard.
The Courtfield man looked at him meaningly.

“ [t's "ot this afternoon, sir,”” he said. _ _

“ [ guess it usually is at this time of the year,” said Fish
rmiably. ‘ Hotter than this in New York, though. Good-
afternoon !

“Dry work, sir.”

“T shouldn't wonder!" '

The juniors in the Rag were grinning.

THe Magrer Liprany.—No. 280.
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the man wauied, but the business man of the Remove did
ot S0 o a0,

“Carrying in them things wasn't part of my duaty, sr,"”
sald tho driver surhily.

“I guess 1t was"

“Bome young gentlemon, sie, asks a man if he's thivsty
arter a job like that,” said the wman from Courtfield, with
r:nt]'}hil:ﬁi.'i-

Do they ¥ zand Fish, with interest.

“ ¥Yessir.”

““1 guess you are thivsly, anyway,” said Fish. “T'm
thirsty myself, and I should have a drink il 1 could afford
it. 1F you're dry, you can tuke a decp pull at the fountain
s you go out, There's no charge, and it's ficst quality
water -sume as supplied to the school for drinking pur-
posoes,

The driver™s face had gradually been assuming the hue of
a bailed beetront. Now it seemed to decpen to purple.

“You're sure there win’t nothing more I can do for you,
sir, for nothing " he asked, with terrific sarcasm.

“ No, thanks,” suid Fish calmly.

“Bome gentlemen weuld have made it a bob,”" suid the
driver reflectively.

“They'd have to have more money to waste than I've
got,” said Fish cheerfully. * Look here, my man, do you get
wages from your employer?”

“ Course [ does, «ir,"” said the man, in surprise.

* Are they the current wages in your trade?”

“1 dessay."”

“Then you can't expect to be paid twice. If your wages
are not high enough, 1 guess I should ndvise you to join
with othors, and start o trades union, and go on strike. But
I guess I'm not augmeniing your wages. Savvy?”

The man apparently “savvied,” for he snorted and
marvched out. Lord Mauleverer slipped a shilling into lis
lhand as he left the Rag, however, and the purple foce
cleared,

“You're a gentleman, sir!” said the driver, in a tone that
implied that his opinion of Fisher T. Fish could not possibly
lse ewPres.aed in the same words.

“Thanks awfully, my dear man ! said Lord Mauleverer,

And the diiver and the trap departed, and Fisher T. Fi-h
was left to arrange his stoek.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

GGood Business !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. came off the cricket-ficld
red and thirsty, and 1o high spirits. They had beaten
the Upper Fourth by the comfortable margin of an
mnnings and twenty runs, and they were satisfisd witn

themselves.  They were also ready for refreshments, both
solid and liquid. And with one accord the cricketers trooped
into the Rag—and a good many of the Upper Fourth
trooped 1n with them.

Temple, Dabney & Co., of the Upper Fourth, Lad smiled
superior smiles “'ﬁr:n they heard of the venturc of the school-
hoy shopkeepers., Dut on that hot afternoon, with the school
shop closed, they were glad enough to tuke advantage of the
new venture., Nobady wanted to walk or cyele down to
Friardule for his ginger-beer,

Quite a crowd poured into the Rag.

There were Removites, Fourth-Formers, and fags of 1ho
Third and SBa2cond. Bolsover minor and Tubb and Paget of
the Third were already there, amd Nugent minor and Gatty
and Myers of the Becond had been the [iest customors,
Fellows were gathering like bees round the new American-
cloth-coverod counter of the Behool Shup Company.

Fisher T. Fish was ready.

Behind him was the store-cupboard, with open door. the
shelves laden with comestibles of all sorts and conditions.
Before him was the counter, with piles of eatables and
drinkables on it. There wero jam-tarts in dishes, and cakes
in pyramids, and tins of salmon and sardines in stacks, and
bottles of lemenade and ginger-besr, jars of jam anl
mmarmalade and preserved fruits in enticing arrav. Judginz
by quantity alone, Fisher T. Fish had certainly sucecedaol
in obtuining a large stock for the modest expenditure of 1
pounds,

* By Jove, that looks business-like " said Harry Wharton

“1 guess this firw 15 business-like,"” said Fisher T. Fisi
proudly, .

Fish looked very husines<.like limself. He was in o
shirt-sleeves. with a white apron on, and Inoked the part o
n youthful shopunan to the hife. One corner of his apron wn-
tucked up in the professiona! way, and he had a pen!
biehind his ear.

" Are yon chaps coming in as cuslomers or as membhers of
the firm " he asked.

““THE PENNY POPULAR."
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Lustomers D grinned Bob Cherry. Hani
over the ginger-beer,”

Y And the lemonade,” said Johnny Bull.

“Jam-tarts,” snill Nugent.

“T'U try the giddy eake ! said Bob Cherry. * Now then,
my man, serve up, and don’'t keep your patrons waiting !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I say, sou fellows, T suppose you run sccounts here,
dan’t you?" asked Billy Bunter.

“ No, sir!” said Fisher T, Fish, as he handed out articles
with wonderful celerity to his crowding customers. ** No,
sir; we do not! This business is conducted on lines of strict
cushi. We supply o good article at o reasonable price, s,
und we defy competition.”™

“T'm expecting a postul-order—-" .

“We cash postal-orders for customers, charging a com-
mission of two per cent. on the transaction," suid Fish,

“My postal-order’s coming to-night ‘

“Then you'd belter look in again to-night,” said Fish
nminbly. “I'm afruid we can’t trade just now, Bunter.
This 1su’'t o philanthropic institution, or 4 Home for Indi-
pent Caudgers. This is a busincss, sir.”’

“Oh, really, Fishy —

“Ginger-beer? Yep! The best on the market, sir.
Champagne, Mr. Temple* Nope. At present we don't
stock champagne, but we have our specinl ginger-beer, which
is better than any champagne that was ever made in French
rhemists” shaps, Jam-tarts ¥ Certainly, Mr. Fry ! Bix tarts
at twopence —one shilling, please !™

“TI see you later,” said Fry of the Foucth, as he de-
molished the sixth of the twopenny tarts,

“1 guess vou'll sece me now,"" suid Fisher T. TFish. *“One
shilling, pleasc!"”

“I'in afraid I've left my money in my study, on the grand
piano,” explained ¥Fry hunorously.

Y One shilling, please.”

“When will you have it ™" queried Fry.
vou can get it ¥

“DBoth, I guess.” said Fisher T, Fish culmly.  Dolsover,
alidl man, you're big enough to see that customers pay cash,
mid vou're in the flrm. I ean’t serve customoers and look
nftor bilkers at the same tune. Will you persuade My, Fry
to puy cash?”

“Whet-ho!” said Bolsover major, lounging ever towards
Iry of the Fourth. * One shilling, Fry. Cash down on the
nail, or hand the goods back.”

F'rvy could not very well disinter the jam-tarts and hand
them back, and as Bolsover major wes a dangerous customer
to tackle, Lie paid,

Ogilvy of the Remove had purchased a becf-steak pie, and
tuken it away o los study. He ecame back live minutes
luter. holding that pie in the study tongs, with his nose
serewed up into an expression of incffable disgust.

** Look at that!” he roaved, * Do you sce that, Fish?"

Fisher T, Fish looked at 1t

5k 'flip' I*'

“Dao you call that a pre?”

“Beef-steal pie- fivepener,” said Fish, “That's a penny
cheaper than m Friardule, and it saves you the walk.”

" Illut I can't cat it ! roared Ogilvy. * It's mouldy !

“Stuff ! That pie was in good condition when it was sold.
Porhaps you've been keeping it 1n a damp place,”

“I haven't hiad it ten minutes !’

“ Lemonade - vep " suid  Fish, turning to
rustomer.  ** Here yvou are, Mr. Bulstrode.
C'nsh down, pluase, Thank you!”

 Look at this pie ! roured Ogilvy. * 8mell it !

“ Bardines*” said Fish. ** Certainly, Mr. Brown. Large
ov small tin?"

The exasperated Ogilvy plumped the beef-steuk pie down
on the counter, into the midst of o pile of jam-tarts. The
tarts were not mmproved thereby. Fisher T. Fish gave a
sliaut,

“What arc you up to, vou jay*"”

ST owant my money back ! That pie’s mouldy !

“Piffle!  You got that pic cheap. Take it away; it's
yours !
" ¢ You ean keep it,” swid Ogilvy. “I'll take it out in
gingor-beer. I suppose the ginger-beer isn't mouldy ¥

“ You let that mingev-beer alone ! shouted Fisher T. Fish,
as Ogilvy eollected up five penny bottles.  ** Are you going
to pay forat?”

“I've puid fivepence for the pie, and you ecan keep the
yie'

! ““This company doesn’'t take back goods once gold and paid
for. Tuke your pie away. If you want that ginger-beer you
must square for at,"

“Rats!"" said Ogilvy.

“Put 1t down!" roared Fish.

“Lio and cat coke!”

“Hoere, Bolsover——'

“Hold on!” oxeluimed Havey Wharton, examining the pie.

Tur Macxer Lasrary.—No. 290.
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“That's not a good pie, Fishy. You oughtn't to have sold a
mouldy pie to Ogilvy, and taken his money.”

Fisher T, Fish glared at his shareholder.

“ What do you ﬁuuw about business!" he snapped. * Who's
mhnaging director of thiscompany, I'd like to know * Haven't
you ever heard of the first principles of business?"

“You seem to have heard of the first principlea of
swindling,” said Harry. ** While T hold shares in this busi-
ness, you're not going to spoof anybody. You'll hand Ogilvy
his money back, and sharp.™

W I u(‘ﬂﬁi—'—"

“It's all right, Ogilvy,” said Nugent. “ We're keeping
Fishy in order. This is a fair business, only Fiehy can’t get
out of American habits in a hurry. Fishy, if you don't hand
{J_g‘i!v]? back his money immediately, wo'll make you eat the
pie.”’

* Look here, you jays

“ Money back at once!"” exclaimed Tom Brown.

“The sharcholders are not permitted by the rules to inter-
fere with the managing director in the administration of the
business——""

“ Are you going to hand Ogilvy his money back, or take a
thick ear?"’ cﬁ-mandvﬂ Wharton,

Fisher T. Fish groaned.

*“Dlessed if 1'd have started the business if I'd known
vou were such a set of unbusiness-like joys!" he said.
“ There's your fivepence, Ogilvy. 1 guess | don't know how
# business 1s to be run to a profit on these lines.”

Bob Cherry sniffed.

“‘ Haven't you ever heard that honesty is the best policy 1
he demanded. “ You want to keep customers as well as to
get 'em. It deesn't pay in the leg run to sell wooden
nutmegs. Try honesty for a change, Fishy.”

“1 guess—"

“I'm not having this cake,” said Bolsover minor of the
Third, slamming & large cake down on the counter. * Look
it it—simply mouldy ™ _ _

“You've bought that cake, and vou're keeping it," said
Fisher T. Fish nngrily. “ Do you think this firm has nothing
to do but to change goods?”

“71 want my money back!’ said Bolsover minor.

“ And you're jolly well going to have it, kid I said Bolsover
F._u'ﬂrPr:m;:-hnti{'all;f. “Don't you try to swindle my minor,

Tighy !

‘ﬂ isn't swindling,”' pleaded the business man of the
Remove.  * Buy in the cheapest markot, and sell in the
dearest—that's business. Of course, things you buy in the
cheapest market ave sometimes a bit off colour. That can’s
be helped.™

“Hand my minor his money, you spoofer!”

“1 appeal to the shareholders——"

“Hand him his monev!' chorussed the E.hnrf:h-:ﬂderﬂ..
“We'll jolly well bump vou baldheaded if you don't.”

And 1:'111:- managing director had to give in

T

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Shareholders' Meeting.

(T, busy scene in the Rag was over at last, and the crowd
| of juniors departed, leaving the School Shop with

greatly diminished stock, and the till crowded with

coppers and small silver. But Harry Wharton & Co.
did not depart with the rest.  All the sharcholders in the new
company were snxions to know what profits, if any, had
been made, and to go over the accounts with the assistance
of Frank Nugent, Esquire, official accountant to the company,
Fisher T. Fish blinked at the juniors over his depleted
counter, as he began to pack the unsold stock away in the
big store-cu Jhnm‘c?: )

*“No n to wait,” he said. “I can pack this stull away
all right. I don’t want to bother the shareholders to help.”

““The shareholders are going to hold a meeting after the
sale,” said Harry Wharton. * The ﬁiddy’ shareholders wani
to know how the thing is going, and also they want to im-
yress upon their managing director some tips about honest
{)llﬁil‘l.l‘-.'ﬁ!-!, and not swindling.”™

“ Hear, hear!” said all the sharcholders.

] guess _ 2o g

“This firm is not going to Eﬂﬂpl‘j‘ rotten goods," said
Wharton., ** 8o long as I'm a shareholder the stufl has got to
be good quality.”

“1 guess Lhis business has got to pay— .
“If it won't pay with honesty it can fail, and be hanged,
sinid Wharton. ‘“It's dishonest to scll bad stuff, and you

know it, go shut up.”

Fisher T, Fish groaned over the obstinacy of human nature,
and gave in. The mecting was held on the spot, the share-
holders mostly sitting on the marble-covered counter. Tha
juniors were all groatly intevested in the rise aud pr:}gres.;

i§
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of therr new business, and thev were wove tha willing o
'Ii""""-','h-" the necessary thoe to it.  There had been o it on-
tensive salo, and if Fishor T Fisher's forecasts woro wnything
like the facts, there should alveudy be a handsonie profit to
the good. Huzeldene proposed a dividend on the spot’ and
a duily dividend so loug as profits were muacde,

" Let’s see how much the profits wee before we whaek them
out, H-Ilil';[ Harry Whurton sapely.  ** No pood counting the
chickens in advance, and whacking out shuves iu w big ronnd
nought,  Get to work, accountant,”™

“ Documients, please, munaging divector,” said Nugent,

T puwess 'vo ot all the bills here"' sard Fisher E Fish
“I've checked ofl on this papor all the goods sold, and the
reanniming stock is heve, umllur yuur peepers. 1 oreekon vou'll
tnd it all 0.K." ‘

" Expenditure for stock, five pounds ™ said the aveountant,

“That's all vieht,” said Bulstrode.  *“rhe other quid was
spunt lust night for shop fittiges, ™

" Neb receipts to-day, two poumds ten shillings.”

“{rood egg!”

* How much of the stock vemoining?” asked Tom Brown.
“There ought to be hall of it left. at that rate.™

“That's if we sell at cost price, ass,' said Nugent, ** Fishy
has bought these things ot whulessle prices, luulli we ake a
wolit, same as Mrs. Mimble does, We onght to have at
L-u.ﬁt two-thirds of the stock left.”

“Yes, 1 forgot! How much is left, Tishy "

“Weo're proceeding to the stock-takivg at onee,” snid ihin
ollicial weconntant, ** You con yell over thie gowls, Fishy, and
'l check them off.”

* I guess you can safely leave it all to nmie——"

I guess we're not going to do anytling of the sort. Yon
fellows turn the goods over. and shove out all the bad stuff.
We're not selling wny rublish.”

“Right-ho!”

Fisher T. Fish looked with & frown as the stoek was
rausacked and sorted out. There seemed to be a gaod pro-
portion of stufl that wus off colour. Ham that was begin
ning tv show signs of age and decreptude; cheese that was,
ks Bob Cherry expressed it growing whiskers: jaw-tarts in
which the Lloom of vouth had faded, and in which enterpris-
ing fies had found premature burial; cream pulls that
" tulked 7 oat quite a distance of sour cremm—all these, aud
other things of the same sort, were tuken away froin the
genern] stock, and piled at the other end of the counter,

FFisher T. Fish's brow grew more and more clonded as he
watched the sorting out process. It began to look as af
there wouldu't be much stock leflt. The customers that after-
noon had insisted upon taking only gocd ctall, =0 all the
rubbish was left on Ins hands, so far, and it bore o very Lhieavy
proportion to the remaining stock.

The sharchollers were frowning, too. All of them agreed
with Wharton that no bad goods should be seld, but they were
not plensed at tho prospect of having so much stulf left on
their hamds  which hul.l been puid for with the company’s
eapilal,

“That's linished,” said Tom Brown atb last, ' Blossed lot
ol stull there that’s no good except for burving ta the
arden.”

“1 guess

“ Now we'll goover the steck,” sand Whuarton severely, 1
suppose these bottles of ginger-beer ave all right, Fishy?
You haven't bought a cheaper varicty made of water with-
out ginger, or anything hke that ?

”lt;i'rpu i

The stock was gone over.
vroximately thirty shillings.
culatious :

“Net takiugs, £2 10s.; iu hand goods, £1 10s. Total, £4."

There was a general growl from the shavcholders. They
could not be delighted with the vesult, The takings and the
remaining stock were valued at four pounds The t*:l»u!lt.l.!
oxpenditura had been Ayve pounds.  The whole transaction
therefore represcuted a loss of one pound to the School Shop
Company.

“Js that the wav you manage o business, Firhe 2?7 ds-
manded Nugent. A less of oo pound st the lirst stock-
tiking."

* Rotten!™

B H.ILI.-H !H

T guess you're s set of silly jays" said Fisher T. Fish,
“ ook at that heap of stuff you'se ehncked out. 1 guess [
roped that in extra cheap, and we should make a whacking
profit by selling it, even ab a low peice. It represents two
pounds of the purchaso money, and las a selling valuo of
throe pounds ten at lenst.  'ut that down in the account,
and the whole transaction shows a handsome profit.™

¢ A handsome swindle, if we sald that stuff,” said Wharton,
“ Look here, you must get them to take that back, Fichy.

Fish shook his hoad. )
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“Topess. 1 had it at o special low figure because it was
b= ittle shopsoiled,” he veplicd, = They won'tv take it
back, aaud af yuu fellows back noo up as }'r1u11.,mghi:- to back
up your managing director, we could pass it ool on the
vusterers aniang the other stuff, and decline to change ziy
wrtiely once paul Tor ' i

* Shureup 17

“Bpoiep !

Fisher T. Fish slirveged his norrow shoulders with 3 hejee-
lisss piy,

“Waell, i veo Jdun’t undevetand the fret
brsinces, 1 guezs I ean't help it he said. ** 108 o loss, then,
tnless 1 can dispo=e of the stuff somchow. Don’t you know
s a great rule to bay in the cheavest miacket and soll in
the deave-t; amd adultevation is one form of enmpetiiion
HuLw:f you'ie dead sev on playing the giddy goat, let her
vijy !

“1f you can dispose of that stuff honestly, do it ' suid
Harry Wharton. = Somebody who 1s0't very parvieular may
pive you five bob for the lot; only noue of vour palming it
off as geod stuff, vou know, That's barred !

** Yes, rather.”

“ Gentlemwen, T vise 1o put a motion to the sharcholders.”
said Bulstrode, ** Fish haviug proved thot ho's no good as a
managing divector. 1 -uggest kicking Lim out of the honour-
ible pasition and electing a new one."

*1ear, hear [V

“Oh, shucks ! exclaimed Fisher T. Fich
R eliance !
huriness,™

“You've had time to muke a dead loss of o quid I eaid
Nowland,

=1 gitess the monaey will bo rolling in next week.”

“We'll give him a chance,” said Harry Wharton, * Sup-
pose we pllow him till Saturdey to show a profit, un the
iistinet understanding that if there is any more swindling
he gets the order of the boot instanter."

“Hear, hear ™

And so it was agveed. And the meeting of sharcholders
in the School 8hop Comupuny., Limited, broke up, extremely
cissatislicd with their too business-like mancging divector,

neineiples  of

: “Give a man
1 guess I haven't had time yet to run the

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Coker's Little Party.
”'J OLLY gooad wheeze I said Potter heartily,

“* Ripping " said Greene,
Coker nodded cheerfully. Cokur, too, thought it was
a jolly good idea, and rinping. Coker of the Fifth, as
wsunl, was in funds. His kind Aunt July bad sent him o
big remittonee, and Coker, nlso as usuzl, was procecdinge to
et rid of il i the shorlest possible tiine.  Potler and Greene,
liis chums and study-mates, were only too willing to help lLim.
They always lent old Coker their aid ai times like that.

" As soun as last lesson’'s over,'” saud Coker of the Fifih,
“we'll buzz straight out; and we shall have heaps of tume.™’

* We can eut cricket practice,” Potter remarked.

“ Blow ericket practice I sanl Coker, with a wajestio
frown., * The Fifih are playing the Sixth on Baturday. I've
offered THundell to play for the Fifth. You [ellows kuow
how T play ericket 2"

* We do!™ satd Greens solemnly.

“We does " murmured Potter.

“Well, what do you think Blundell said ™

“ Jumpesd at the offer, of course,” said Potter blaudly.

“ With both fect, of course,” suid Greene.

Coker shook his head., = No!”

“ No!™ vepeated his chums, i great astonishment, winking
al one another with the eves that were fuithest from Coker

“No!" said Coker.  * Blundell said he'd ask me next tine
the Filth weve playing mnarbles, but while it waa ericket he
would leave mwe out.  What do you think of that for the
cuptnm of the Form—what ¥

Y We want 4 new Formeenntanm.” said Groene.

“Blundell's 0 bit played out,”™ sakd Potter., “He cun't
tell a really extroocdmary erickeler when he sees one.”’

* So*'m gomg to cut ericket proactice to-dny "' suid Coker

of the INifth, with a great «deal of dignity. ** I shajl declhine
to turn up on the groond at all.”
** Hear, heae !l

“ Ro at's all vight about the pienic. Those Remove kivs
are alwayvs having pienies out somewhers, and they have tho
eirla from CHIT House to them.” said Cuoker. ** Noaw. I don's
~o0 why the Remove fags should be the ouly chaps who can
vt p’ir?;t to came to their pienics, do you?"

* Certainly not ! eaid Potter. :

“ Are we going to have any girle?"" asked Greene, a little
Jismayved, aud thinking that perhiaps he, at least, would tin
up to erivket practice, after all.
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Crooke, ** “r-!"#l_l,.hfd‘-" been ke e,
dnd he's gone to your stwdy to murder you

¢ "1

“ Yes 1™ sand Coker impressively.  * After all, a pienie with
anly fellows 15 rather rotten. And why shouldn't we have
girls with us, same az thase faga do?"

“Jlave vou asked the Cidf llouse kids "

“ O, no:; I'm going one better.”

Poiter and Greene exchanged glanees. They were cheer-
fully willing to join Coker i his little piemie, and nobly
prepared to do their level best to do justice to the fare
prrovided But Coker's iden of going one better than the
Remove by adding ladies to the party somewhat dismayed
them,  They would have been quite satislied without any
addition of the feminine element to the party. But lorace
(oker. after all, was giving the party, and a fecd was a feed
So Greene and Potter put on their friendliest smiles, and took
u ceep mterest in Coker's iden,

“ You've nzked somebody, then " Potter inquired,

“* What:-ho !’

“* And she's coming 77

“¥Yes; two of 'em !t

“ Oh, good!" saul Polter, with great heartiness,
sort of a critter —ahem !— I mean, who uve they "

“You know the girls in the bun-shop at Courthicld,” sad
Coker—'* Miss Spriggs and Miss Phrump. Two ripping
rirls !

“Oh, erumbs "
** My hat "
Tur Macxer Linnary, —No. 290.
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Hrice Cne Penny.

Coker looked sternly at his comrades as they uttered those
two dismayed and involuntary ejaculations.”  Potter and
Greene had been taken off their guard for the moment. They
did indeed know those two young ladies at the bun-shop in
Courtlicld—two young ladies who had been yvoung ladies as
long ws the oldest inhabitants of Greviviars could remember,
Generations of echoolboys had come and gone, but Miss
Spriggs and Miss Phrump of the bun-shop went on for ever !

“*Well " saiucl Coker grimly.

““Oh. lovely !"" said Potter feebly.

“Ihd-did-did-delightful 1" stammered Greeone.

1 suppose you like them—eh? Two ripping girls,” said
Coker. ** Miss Spriggs is rather older than us—eighteen.”

** Eighteen ! murmured Potter. * How do vou know 1"

“1 azked her,” said Coker sunply,

“ And she told you?"

T YL'--.H

“ Kighteen 7'

“*¥You"

“1'm not surprised that girls like you, Coker, old man”
anil Potter affectionately “Girls alwavs like touching
sumplicity and gentle faith in a chap. Queer thing about
Miss Spriggs boing cighteen.  She was seveateen when my
wncle was ot Groylfrares.”

* Lok here, Potter—'

*1low old is Miss Phrump " asked Potter, with interest.

A Bplondid Complete Tale of Harry
Wharion & Co, Order Early.
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d@avonteen,” said Coker defiuntly. :

“ Oh, good! When my uncle was at Greyfriars, he—

“‘ Blow your uncle !"" said Coker crossly. *' 1 don’t want to
hear anything about your elderly relatives. Do you want to
come or don't you?”’ .

“ Oh, rather,” said Potter. ‘' We shall be l]t‘llg'htﬂ! to see
Miss Spriggs and Miss Phrump—sha'n't we, Greeny 7

“ Fascinated !"" said Greene. * Charmed!" . _

“* That's all right, then,” said Coker. *° They re going to
meet us by the rviver nt half-past four. We shall have just
time to scoot across after lessons.’ _

‘““ What about the grub?" asked Potter, gluncing up al the
clock tower. '‘ It's just on time for alterncon lessons now.
Have you got the grub ready ?” .

“That won't take long. Money makes the mare go,
Coker. _ _—

““ But the school shop’s closed till further notice.”

“ 1 know that. Haven't you heard about those kids start-
ing a shop in the Rag?" said Coker. *1 dropped in and
had a tart, and it was all vight. We can buy up half their

stock." i
“ Good 1 anid Potter. * That will be making use of
S Efﬁ by - o the stuff's all right?”

the cheeky little bounders. I sup | right T

“Yeg: I've sampled it. Besides, Wharton's 1n it
Wharton's a cheeky young votter, and doesn’t understand
that the Fifth is the Fifth, but ho's honest enough; he
wouldn't palm off rubbish pn customers. We'll make ‘e
make up a big lunch-basket for us. That will be all
serene.”’

“Good !" said Potter.
ladies waiting—""

“ The what?” _ o

“ T—I mean, the young ladies. T say, it might be as well
to keep this dark. I don’t know what the Head would say
about Fifth Form chaps meeting girls from the buu-shop,
said Potter, rather dubiously.

““ No harm in it,”" said Coker.
euspect me of being a bounder "’

* Certainly not, old chap! All the same, may as well say
nothing shout it. Let's go and lock over the stock in their
giddy School S8hop.”

“ Come on!" said Coker.

And the chums of the Fifth procceded to the Rug. .

The School Shop, Limited, was in full swing then. Fisher
T. Fish had announced that it would be open for half an hour
after dinner, and as he had ceased trying to palm off bad
stuff to his customers the juniors had rolled up to purchase,
Before dinner, Fish had cycled down te Courtfield and
returned with a-fresh consignment of goods, so that the stock
was still ample. The two pounds ten shillings takings had
becn reinvested in fresh stock, and this time the managing
director had not purchased damaged or mouldy goods at a
specially Jow price. He still had a EI—TE“ pile of damaged
stuff to dispose of somehow, and his chances of disposing of
it seemed slim. But he had refused Johnny Bull's offer to
bury it in the en., It was of no use, but the school
business-man could not bear the thought of throwing it away.

Fisher T. Fizh was behind the counter, in apron and shirt-
sleeves, when Coker & Co. came in. There were several
fags feeding at the counter, but most of them were gone, as it
was close on time for afternoon lessons. Fisher T. Fish was
about to close the shop when the Fifth Formers arrived.

‘““ Good afternoon, gentlemen!"” said Fish affably. " Can
[ do anything for you 1"

‘““ Got any stuff left?"” asked Coker.

“ Heaps !" said Fish genially. *‘ The company has renewed
its stock to-day, after a great rush of custom yesterday.
This business is simply humming." -

** 80 are the beef-steak pies,” growled Bolsover minor.

“1 guess 1 can suit you,”” said Fisher T. Fish, in the best
manner of the up-to-date American salesman. *“Can I
interest you in these specially Al seed-cakes—"

““ May as well have a snack,”” said Coker., * Sample the
stuff, you know."” )

“ You're simply full of good ideas to-day, Coker," said
Potter admiringly.

Coker threw down a fiveshilling piece with a lordly air,
and the Fifth Formers sampled the stock of the School Shop.
Certainly the stuff was all right. Ginger-beer, and jam tarts,
and dough-nuts certainly were as good as anything supplied
by Mrs. Mimble or Uncle Clegg in Friardale.

“ Well, that's all right,” said Coker. ** You re charging
the usual prices, I suppose?”

“1 guess we defy competition.”

“Can you make up a luncheon-basket for u picnie 7" asked
Coker. ' I want a really good spread, and enough for five—
better put in enough for six, to make sure.”

Fish's eyes glistened.

“T'm your antelope!” he said heartily.
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“ 1 suppoese nobody would
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idea what you wuant, and I'll quote a special price for the
whole turn-gut.™

“Good erg! SBay, three cold chickens,” ead Coker,
“half & dozen meat-pies, two dozen jam-tarts, two dozen
cream-puffs, one dozen ginger-beer, pound of doughnuts,
pound of ham, pound of tongue——"" -

“ Good egg " chirruped Fisher T. Fish, jotting it down an
a sheet of supar-paper. “ I suppose you'll want tea—and
sugar—and condenzed mlk."

“Yes; ehove "em in!"” .

“ And our specinl home-made breul—and our extra light
and tasty French rolls—"'

will Gmd 1!1 .

“Qur special dairy butter, warranted—and our particulpr
line in fresh erps—-""

** Shove "em in!" -

Fisher T. Fizh rattled off a hist of things in an airy way.
Coker was nothing if not lavish when he was standing a feed,
end he suid ** yes *' to everything, until it really scemed that
he was laying provisions for a sicge 1nstead of a pienie,

““ 1f there's anvthing left over we can bring it home, and
it -will do for feeds in the study,” he explained to his com-
panicns, and Potter and Greene concurr hmll‘tiliy.

I puess I can name a special price for that lot, and the
company will lend a lunch-basket,” suid Fisher T. Fish. = XNo
charge for that if the basket is returned eafe and sound.”

“ Good enough; what's the figure?”

Fisher T. Fish ran over his list.

"* Two-pounds-ten the lot,"” he said.

“ Well, I must say that's reasonable,” said Coker.

" Bpecial price for the quantity, you sce,” said Fisher T.
Fish, * By supplying ranﬁy good stulf at rock-bollom prices,
this company 1s going tc capture the whole trade.”

“Good !" said Coker, ** Change a fiver for me?”

He tossed the banknote upon the counter.

“T'll change this for you,” said Fisher T. Fish. “1I guers
I'll have to ask Mauleverer to change 1t. Mauly, old man.™'

Lord Mauleverer was in the Rag, and he willingly changed
the fiver for five sovereigns. Then two pounds ten shillings
were handed to Coker, and Fisher T. Fish gave him a receipt.

“1 want the lunch basket immediately after lessons,”” said
Coket. '* We're starting the moment we're out of the Form-
room, as we're meeting friends by appointment.”

*“That lunch-basket will be ready, sir,” said Fisher T, Fish.
“ Ready on the nail. The motto of this fivm is, * We delivis
the goods.’ ”

“ Righto, then!" said Coker.

“I'll make up the lot at once, and put the basket in vounr
study,” said Fish. *‘ Basket with lock and key, and I'll haud
yvou the key when you come out of the Form-room.”

" That's all right !

And Coker & Co. departed satisfied. Fisher T. Fish wasalso
satisfied. For Fisher T. Fish saw, at last, a chance of dis-

sing of that heap of spoiled stoek which was left upon his

ands! The School Shop Company would not be put to that
dead loss after all—thanks to Horace Coker and Cokers
picnie,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

The Punishment Fits the Crime,

" UNTER!"

Mr. Quelch rapped out Bunter's name with em-

hasis. Afternoon lessons were proceeding in the

ove Form-room. Billy Bunter was slacking

more than usual. Now he had allowed his head to fall upen
his fat hands as if he were going to sleep.

** Bunter!™

Billy Bunter raised his head, and blinked at the Form-
mastor thmugh his hig spectacles,

“* Yes, sir,” ho said 1n a feeble voice.

* What is the matter with you, Bunter?”

" I—I.don’t fecl quite well, sir,”" said Bunter faintly, *T—
I've been feeling queer ull day, sir. Would you mind ex-
cusing me for a little while, sir, so that I can get some fresh
air, gir. If 1 could walk in the Close for ten minutes—"'

Mr. Quelch looked at him sharply. Heo knew that the Oswl
of tho Remove was a malingerer to the finger-tips,  But
Bunter had worked up an expression of intense sufferine
upon his fat face, and even the keen-cyed Remove Muster
was taken 1n for once,

“You may walk in the Close until next leszon, Bunter, if
vou feel faint,”" he sail.

It was very hot in the Form-room, Outside the sun was
blazing down. It was ot surprising that the fattest fellow at.
Greyiriars should be feoling faint. But Billv Bunter did ot
look faint ae he quitted the Form-room, and closed the dooy
behind him. He grinned gleefully, and hurried briskly away
—but not to the Close. Billy Bunter turnad his steps in the
direction of the Rag.
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He peered in cautiously through his big glasses, but the
room, was, of course, empty in the alterncon.  All the fellows
were in the Form-rooms. Billy Bunter rolled into the Rag,
and burst into a fat chuckle.

"““He, he, he!"

A moment more, and he was behind the counter of the
school shop. The counter was bare, all the goods being safely
locked up in a big store cupboard in the wall. The cup-
board was a large one, as large as a good-sized larder, and it
oxtended from the floor almost to the ceiling,. There was
ample room insude for all the stock of the School Shop Com-
pany, however extensive that fameous concern might become
under the management of Fisher Tarleton Fish.

Billy’ Bunter turned the handle of the high cupboard door,
but 1t did not, of course, open. 1t was locked, and the key
was in the pocket of the managing director. But Billy Bunter
had been devoting a great deal of attention to the lock of
that cupboard ever sinee it had been the storehouse of the
company. s investigations had revealed the fact that the
lock was the same size and make as the lock upon the cupboard
in the Remove Form-room. And before Jessons Bunter had
abstracted the key from the Form-room cupboard, and it wus
i his pocket now.

1[:,[][ rinuned cheerfully as he inserted the key in the lock.

ek !

Buunter gave a gasp of delight. The door opened befare
him, aud the treasures of the School Shep Company were
spread out before his eves.

“Oh, erumbs!” murmurcd Bunter.

He blinked round the Rag once more, and then stepped
iside the cupboard, and diew the door shut after him,

There was a little barred window at the top of the cupboard
which let in a glimmering of light. Theve was also a gas-
jet, but Bunter did not need that, He had light enough for
Liis purposc.

He drew the door shut after him, and latched it. If any-
Liody eame imto the Rag then, they would naturally not suspect
that there was anybody iuside the store cupbourd.

safe in his wew quarters, and secure from observation,
Billy Bunter set to work.

The stock of the schoolboy shopkecpers was at his merey,
But there was o merey in the heart of the Owl of the
Remove,

e started on the lighter pastries with a good appetite. He
had had # good dinner little more than an hour before, but
Billy Buuter was always ready to cat. His cyes simply
danced with delight at the pros spread out before him.
Theve was more there than he could possibly have eaten if
e had been famished ; and never before had he been in such
a delightful position.

His jaws worked with marvellous celerity, So busy was
he that he had no cars for a slight sound in the Rag, on the
other side of the massive cupboard deor, It did not even occur
to him that anvone had suspected his true reason for leaving
the Form-room for a little walk i the Close.

But someone had.

Five minutes after Bunter had left the Remove Form-room,
YVernon-Smith had suddenly put his hand into his pocket,
and dreawn thevefrom a letter. Vernon-Bmith rose in his place,
with a very concerned look.

“ If vou please, sir——"'

“What is if, Vernon-S8mith ¥ asked Myr. Quelch.

“1 forgot to post this leiter to my father, sir,”" said the
Bounder of Greyfriars. ' May I run down to the school-box,
sir? It won't take a few minutes, and I shall catch the four
collection, My father usked me to unswer him at once.”

* Very well, Smith."”

“ Thank-you, sir,”" said the Bounder, and he hurried out of
the Form-room.

Vernon-Smith was no more particular than Billy Bunter
about a falschood. He left the Form-room, but he did not
make for the school letter-box. He made for the Rag, as the
Owl of the Remove had done,

The Rag was empty when Vernon-Smith looked into it.
He tiptoed round the counter at the end of the room, and
listenied carcfully outside the door of the big store-cupboard.
From within came a steady sound of the champing jaws, in-
terrupted every now and then by a grunt of fat satisfaction.

The Bounder grvinned. He had guessed where Billy Bunter
was; and now he was sure, But the Bounder had not come
there to save the supplics of the School Bhop Company,
Limited. He was not a shavchelder, and he was quite willing
that the voracious Owl of the Remove should deplete the
stock of the schoolboy shopkeepers.  His idea was quite
different from that, He listened to the champing sound for a
few moments, and then bent down before the door, and with
great care drove a little wooden wedge under it. 1f Billy
Bunter could have seen him, he would have known that the
Bounder knew of the abstraction of the key from the Form-
room, and was “on’ to his hittle game. But Billy Buntee
wits too busy to think of anything at all.

Vernon-Smith pushed in the wedge tightly with his thumb,
and then drove it home with a sudden kick.

The door was fast now; it uggﬁl outwards, but it would
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certainly never open again until that wedge was removed.
Vernon-8mith grinned and walked away, He did not core
if Bunter heard him now. He returned calmly to the Form-
room, snd resumed his place there, and settled down cheer-
fully to his lessons, wondering what would happen.

Billy Bunter, inside the cupboard, had heard that kick
that fixed the wedge irrevocably in its place, und for a
moment he left off cating. His first thought was that he
was discovered by the schoolboy shopkeepers, and he waited
m terror for the cupbourd door to open and reveal the
angry sharcholders. But the door did not open, and there
was silence in the Rag.

“ Wha-a-a-at was that?' muttered Bunter, when two or
three minutes of silence had elapsed. ** Bome silly ass has
come in and kicked the door. What on earth for, I wonder?"”

He peered through the kevhole, but he could see only a
strip of the counter, and part of the room. He did not
venture te open the door to look out, in case there should
be somebody in the Rag. But as there was no alarm, his
cournge rveturned, and he resumed his gastronomic perform-
ances with undiminished encrgy. :

Even Billy Bunter's appetite began to foil at last, and he
grew very particular, and picked out the choicest morsels.
When oven these cloyed, he ceased cating, and gasped for
breath. He was looking very shiny and jammy, and fecling
a little bit uneomfortable in the neighbourhood of his waist-
coat.  Never in his life had he ¢njoved so tremendous a
feed, but now that it was over the fJL'{:ling it gave him was
not exactly enjoyable.

“Grooh !" murmured Bunter. “ I—1 hope 1 haven't over-
done 1t. Perbaps that laust eake was a bit too much. But 1
never really get enough to cat. May as well put by some-
thing for n rainy day while I'm here.’

And with sodulous eare he filled all his pockets with cakes,
dough-nuts, and parcels of other catables. All his pockets
were bulging out by the time he was prepured to leave the
scene of his depredations.

‘Then he turned the handle of the deor and pushed it.

The door did not open.

Billy Bunter stared at it blankly for a moment or two; and
then, thinking that perhaps he gnd lacked the door on the
wside and forgotten, he put in the key and tried to turn it.
But the key did not turn, and he realised that the door was
not locked,
~ “dolly queer!” murmured the fat junior. “Tt's ot
jammed somehow., Why docsn't the beastly thing open!”

He shoved hard at the door. It did not budge. The
harder he shoved, in fact, the more tightly the wedge became
fixed under the door. '.l'hl:l[ fat jumior ecased his efforts at
lust, ‘Eupmg for breath, and streaming with perspiration.

* Muni-mum-my only aunt, it's fixed ! Oh, erumbs!™

Ho rested a few minutes, and then tried the door again.
He shoved it, and kicked it, and banged upon it with his
fat fists, All of no avail. The door refused to budge. The
fat red face of the raider turned almost green as he realised
that he was a prisoner in the Etﬂl‘ﬁfl.lp%ﬂﬂ.ﬂ]_. He under-
stood now the meaning of the sound he had heurd ten minutoes
before. Somcone had followed him into the Rag, and
fastencd the door of the store-cupboard on the outside.
Bunter gasped with dismay.

Mr. Quclech would be expecting him back in the Remove
room. If he did not return, there would be trouble. And
if he remained shut up there till the schoolboy shopkeepers
came to open their shop—the thought made him shiver. 1f
they discovered him in the midst of their depleted stock—
the culprit captured red-handed, so to speak, on the scene of
the crime !

“Oh, erumbs !

He attacked the

roaned Bunter,

oor again. He kicked and hammered and
shoved. He sank down on a box at last, breathless and ex-
hausted. He blinked in dismay at the little barred window.
The thinnest of juniors could not have crawled through that
little window—and Billy Bunter was not thin!

** Oh, crumbs, I'm done in! Oh, dear!”

It occurred to Bunter that it was very hot and stuffy in
the eupboard. He had not noticed it while he was eating.
Ho noticed it now. He was perspiring at every pore, and
the drops ran down his fat face. He gazed at the food spread
about him with almost loathing, He had eaten too much
already, and for once in his life the sight of food had a
sickening effect upon the Owl of the Remove. He could not
rut any more. The mere sight and smell of it made him feel
quite 11}, The Mikado says in the comic opera:

“ My object all sublime,

I shall achieve in time,
To make the punishment fit the erime—the punishment
fit the crime !’

It had rhj:lpu cned in Billy Bunter's ease. The fat junior sat
gasping in the midst of plenty—surrounded by good things
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he would almost have died rather than have fouched! It
was a case of the puunishmout ftting the cume—with a
vengoeunoe |

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
No Exit!

R. QUELCUH pursed his lips when he noted that Bunter
had not retuencd at the end of the lesson NiAT
IM lesson, as 1t Lappened, was French, and Monsicur
Clmrpenticr came in to take the Remove, and My
Queich left tﬂ'm jumiors i s charge. But by the time the
Remove had miven the usoal amount of time—and the usual
amount of attention—to the tongzue of Voltaire and Racine,
Bunter had not come e When Mre. Quelelh came back to
the Remove voora for last lesson, he glaneed 1o Bunter's
111&..1':-, ard Foumd it still sty
Then he frowned.
* Has not Bunter returned. Wharton®" e
dressing Harey as head of the Form,
" INo, e, osad LHiarry,
“This is very curtous, kKindly vo and look for him, wnd
tell hine to return ot onee.”
“Yes, s
Harry Wharton wont out into thoe Ulose.  Billy Bunter was
not tao be seen there, e loocked for him an the ¢loisters and
the gy, though the gym. was not a likely place to find
Willinm George Dunter in. He camoe back mmto the School
House, and gave a careless glunce into the Rap in PRasing ;
buat the Rag was empty.  Ile could only surmmse that Billy
Bunter had gone ont of gates If the tuckshop had been
U, hio would bave l‘.'-['w*.'h'c.l to find Jum 'I:hq-rr_'. but Mis

asnod,  nel-
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Mimble's little ﬂﬁfnb]ishnh'llt was still closod till  further
notive. Wharton could only surmise that Bunter had taken
French leave, and gone down to Uncle Clegg's in Friardale,

UWell?! sand My, Quelch, as Harry Wharton came back
nto the Forme-room without Bunter,

1 van't find bhim, =0

Mr. Quelch elevated his evebrows,

" You caunot lind Bunter?

“I'm sorry, sir—no.”

" You have looked far him !

“Xes, sir, I've looked.™

" Then he miust bave souno out?’ said Mr, Queleh, com-
pressing his lips with an eapression that beded no good 1o
the Owl of the Remove wiwen he T'lJIIII'qJ AN di U, ‘

1 don’t know, sir."’

" You may po back to your plece, Wharton,"

Tarry wene to s place, wondering what had become of
Willy Bunter., Unless he had rone to the village, it was 1m-
possible to imagine what had become of him. And it was
simply amazing that Bunter should have the unhewrd-of nerve
l'.‘ break bounds durmg h.'-:-.nlj-., with the cortainty thiat his
Form-master would miss him and inquire after him Mr.
Quelch was not the kind of master that bovs cared 1o trifle
with in thut manner, as a rule. If Bunter had done i, he
wis displaying a " nerve ™ the juniors had mever given him
l'l.‘l'l]il FFIE".

Lant lesson ended, and Buntor had not appeared. Vernon-
Sanith kept his own counsel, but he prinned to himself.
here was a -Eill'pl‘i,‘n' -l'n‘i'..l_ih.ll;_', the hl_]hlllt[ﬁ,rl\' :’-]Juph{'vpi’*iri
whon IJI!"}' 1‘1.'-:1[}('!'1'.‘1] their 5|1f:|iu; and the Bounder wondered
how much of their stack I’h{-'_lr would find remainine.

IIis brows wore

Mr. Quelch was ovidently very angry.
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chicken floated down the river after the ham and the eggs and the beef-steak pie, and the tongue followed the

chicken!

(See Chapter 12.)

knitted, and he called to Harry Wharton as the Remove
filed out of the Form-room.

** Please find Bunter as soon as vou can, Wharton, and send
him to myv study.”

“Yes, sir,"” said Whartaon.

He followed the rest out of the Form-room. All the juniors
were surprised by the peculiar absence of Bunter,

‘““* Blessed if I knew the young ass had such a nerve,” said
Bob Cherry. " Why, Quelchy will simply skin him when he
comes in."

“And I've got to find him,” said Harry.

“You've looked alreadv, haven't you?'

“ Well, come down to the ericket.”

“But Bunter ™

““ Did vou look for him on the cricket-held?”

“Of course T didn't.”

“"Then you can look for him there now,” s=aid Nugent,
linking his armt in Harry's, * Look for him between the
runs. He's fut enough to be seen when he turns up_"

And Wharton laughed and went down to the cricket with
his comrades. After all, there was no pressing hurry to find
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said. Nugent,

Bunter, and Harry was almost certain thut he was out of
wates, and that it was no use looking for him,

Meanwhile, Fisher T. Fish had gone along te the Fifth
Form-room to meet Coker & Co. coming out, The Fifth
were dismissed a few minutes after the Hemove, and Coker
and Potter and Greene came out together.

Horace Coker looked nt his big watch—a birthday present
from his affectionate Aunt Judy. He sniffed,

““ Just like old Frout, keeping us five minutes late on an
occasion like this!"” he said. *° We sghall have to buck up to
ret there n time. I don’t want to keep Miss !':."-Priggs and
Miss Phrump waiting. Where's that Fish kid ,

“1 guess I'm on hand,” eaid Fisher T. Fish, detaching
himsell from the wall he had been leaning against, ** Always
on hand for business—that's me, and don’t you forget it !™

“Did you put the lunch-hasket 1n my study?”

“Yep! Here's the key.”

“Good! Come on, you chape!”

Coker took the kev, and hurried on to his study. Threa
minutes later the chums of the Filth were striding out of the
School House, Horace Coker carrying the lunch-basket,
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which was of a good eize and considerably honvy. Fisher T,
Ii=h watched them go, with o friondly grin,

“I hope they'll enjoy thot feed,” he murnmured.  * It's all
rot 1o say the stuff isn't all O, K.—rather fresh in places,
that's all.  Hardly notice it in the open air, and when they're
hungry after a walk. It will go down all right, and there's
no rengon why they shouldn't enjoy themselves. I really
hope they will !

And Figzher T. Fish strolled down ta watch the ericket. 1t
was o use opemng the Junior School shop until customers
were ready 1 come. Hurree Jamset Ram Singlh was bow ling
to Hoarey Wharton, and the ericket practice was prrocecding
merrily, when Nugent minor of the Sccond Form arrived ou
the ground, his sunny face wreathed in broad smiles,

“ Fishy here " he callod out.

“1 gurss 80, said Fish. * What's wanted? Crowd of
customers waiting in the Rag. If so, T'll happen along—
thowgh it isn't quite time to open vet.”

“There’s w erowd,”  griuned Nugent “Not
customers, that I know of.”

“ What's the matter "' psked Prank Nugent.

ek Nugent chuekled,

* Banter ™

**1las he come in after all ¥

“11e ho<u't wone out.”

LY What

" He's i the store-cupboard, velling to be et out I grinned
Nugent iinor,

“What 1"

“ Bunter in my store-cupboard ' ronred Fisher T. Fish.
“Why, all the stock will be gome——~  [—1—1 guess I'll
sealp o, PH—I e

Words failed Fisher T. 1Wish, and he broke into a desperate
run for the School Howse. The vews =pread amons the
pamioes, and wocrowd of the ericketers followed the exeited
Yankee junior,

Thore wos, as Dwky Nueeut had reported, a erowd in the
Iagr. They were laughing.  They langhed more lowdly
than ever as Fisher T. Fish hurst into the coons, with o very
rod face, waving los hauds o fury,

“Where i= he ?" roared Fish,

“ Ha, ha, ha!" .

From the etore-cupboard at the end of the room came a
‘."'f}l._II'I[l of hammering on the insude of the door, und a miufled
voiee,

“* Jemme out!
liot !
out !

“He's in there I yelled Micky Desinond,
can't open the door intirely. 1la, ha, Lo !

And the jumwors velled.  But the sharcholders did not
laugh. If Billy Bunter had had a free run on their stock
ever sinee he had left the Form-room, their shares must have
considlerably deteriorated in value., Fisher T. Fish made o
rush for the store-cupboard, and dragged at the handle, BDut
the door did not open. The American junior rapped furiously
vn the door.

“Bunter! You snide! You elabsided jay! Come out !

"1 ean't get out ! roared Bunter from within, “ Do vou
think I'd have stuck here for hours and hours and hours if I
vould get out, vou silly fathead 7"

“Is the door locked?" asked Harry
amazement.

*“ It don’t seem to be, but I guess it won't open.”

“ Bunter | called out Hurry, * How did you get in 7"

" Walked in, vou idiot."

“ Are you holding the door #"

“Of course I'in not, vou silly ass!" Billv Bunter was in a
state of high exasperation, and was evidently not disposed to
be complimentary. * Don’t ask idiotic questions, hut open
the door. I tell you it's like an oven in here. T'my suffo-
cating.”’

* Well, suffocate quietly for a bit, and we'll get vou out,”
gaid Dol Cherry,

“¥ah! Lemme out!”

“If the door sn't locked. why the dickens doesn’t it eame
open !’ exclaimed Frank Nugent, pulling at the handle, * It's
jummed somehow.,  The beast must have got another kev
and let himself in, but the door isn’t locked now. What the

dooce £
“There's o wedee

minor.

Lemme out! I'm suffocatine here! It's
Look bere, you beasts, I shall faint! Yuh! Lemme

“ Faith, and we

Wharton, in

“It's jammed,” chuckled Russell.
under it.

*Oh, my hat!"

" Who oun earth could have put that there?®” exclaimed Bob
Cherry, staring down at the wedge under the door in aston.
ishment,

" Somebody caught Bunter there and shut him up ! said
Nugent,

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the juniors. “ What larks!"”

“It's not a lark for the giddy shareholders, growled Jobhnny
Bull. “ There won't be much of our stock left.” )
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“There won't be much of Buuter left when I'm done with
him, I guess," howled Fisher T. Fish. “Get that wedge
out, some of you, while I ger a cricketstump.”

* IS not 50 jolly easy,' said Dob, trying to drag the wedge
away. “‘It's [l.mun jammed tight under the door. I can't
move jt."

“Bure and I've thried,”
couldn’t move it.”’

The juniors essayed in turn 1o remove the wedge. Bat it
was immovable, Fingers and thumbs were guite useless
upon it. They gave it up. Fisher T. Fish came back with a
cricket-stump, and growled when he saw that the door was
not vet open.

“Can’t you do it ¥ he demanded.

“ It's fixed too tight—it won't move, Fishy."

Fisher T. Fish snorted.

* Oh, get out of the way and let me do it ! he said.

Fisher T. Fish wos born, apparently, with a conviction
that he could always do things that other [ellows couldn't do.
The juniors grinned, and made way for him, and the Yankee
schoolboy bent down and grabbed the end of the wedge be-
tween finger and thumb, and strove to move it.

But the wedge was too tightly jammed, and Fish had no
cliance with it.  He etrove with the obstinate wedge for
several minutes, while the Rewmovites looked on and chuckled.
Fisher T, Fish rose to his feet at last, panting and warm,
undd suicked his thumb.

“ 1 ruess it's toe tight,” he said. “ It will have ta be
spdit up, Some of yvou go and find a hammer and chisel.”

" Buzz off and lind "em vourself, vou cheeky ass,'’ growled
Dull.

“ I guess—""

There was a lowl thumping on the inner side of the store-
l."ll.]_ll)!?lf'll‘ll door.  Thump, thump, thump, thawp!  Kick!
Bang !

“Are vou beasts going to levone out " roared Bunter.

“You'll hmve to wait a bit—"

“Teant! [ won't! Yah! If vou don’t lemme out I'll
sash up the things ! velled Billy Buoter. ** Yah! Open
the door ot onee, or T'1l start on the jaii-pots.”

I “ Hold on, the door’s wedged; we're going to get it un-
duhe—-

“ Will vou epen this door, you beasts?”

“ Wait a minute "

Crazh ! Crash!

It was o sound of jam-pots smashing on the floor inside the
storc-cupboand.  Billy Bunter was getting desperate, and he
was keeping his word.  He had remained silent long, in the
lope of fimding somue way out of his predicament ; but now that
e Lind taken the desperate measure of making his presence
i the cupboard known, and risking the vengeance of the
schoolboy shopkecpers, he didn’t mean to remain there a
minute longer.  Ile was convinced that the juniors werw
keeping him shut up to punish him. and he was prepared to
sindash everything within reach to hurry them up.

Fizher T. Fish had gone for a chisel.  Wharton rapped
furtously on the cupboard door, and velled to Bunter,

“* Srop that, Dunter! If vou smash the things, we'll
sloughter you! Stop it, I sav!”

Crash! Crash!

The sharcholders were all there now, and they danced with
rage as they heard their property emnshing inside the store-
cupboard. If they could lhuw got at Bunter, his [ate would
have been little better than that of the jam-pots. But they
could no more get at him than he could get out.

“Are vou going to open this door*"" cume Bunter's voice
sulphurously, through the kevhole.

“We can't ! velled Wharton. Fichy’s
gone for u chiscl,

“Yah! Rats! Open the door, vou beast!”

“Wait a nunute !

“1 won't wait o second !’ velled Bunter.
smashing the things till vou let e out !

“*You fat villain |™

(‘rash! Crash! Crash!

*“0Oh, we—we'll boil him in oil when we get hiin out !
gaspidd Nugent.  ** There go all the profits {}Fth{' compuny,
the fat heast !

Crash! Crash!

*“Ha, ha, ha!"”

All the fellows who did not hold shares in the shopkeeping
company secimed to regard the matter % a scrcaming joke.
They yelled and roared. The news of Bunter's imprisonment
had gpread, and crowds of fellows were swarming into the
Rag to look on.  The roars of laughter from the Rag sounded
through the passages; and it was not surprising that Mr.
Quelch was drawn to the spot.

The Remove-master strode into the roomm with rusthing
gawn, and a frowning face. The roar of merciment died
down mto chuckles which wore irrepressible,

“THE m!m!lun."

grinned Micky Desmond. 1

“It's wedged,

“I'll keop on



“ What is the meaning of this unseemly disturbance " ex-
claimed the Remove-master angrily,

It was DBunter's voice from within the cupboard that
replied :

" Will you let me out, you rotter?”

“What! Bunter!"

“You beast! Let me out!™

Bunter evidently did not know that the Form-master was
there, My, Quelch frowned at the gigeling juniors, and
etrode towurds the store cupboard. He rapped upon the door
with his kouckles.

** Bunter !’

“Oh! Yes! Yes, sir!" gasped Bunter.

*“ What are you doing in there, Bunter ¥

““Some beast shut me in, sir!"”

“Open the door at once, Wharton!" said Mr. Quelch
angrily. ** This 18 an altogether unpardonable trick.”

Wharton pointed to the wedge.

“We keep grub—I mean eatables—in that eapboard, =ir,”
he explained.  ** Bunter must have goue in (o sceff them =

**To what "

“To eat them, sir; and somebody lias fastencd him in,
Buck up with that chisel, Fishy !"

Fisher T. Fish started work with hamnier and clisel.
Bang, bang, beng !

e

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

After the Feast—the Reckoning.

ISHER T. FISH hammered and chiselled at the wedge
F —but it was hard, and it was frmly jommed in, and
Erugvess was slow. My, Queleh looked on, frowning;
1 ut even their Form-master's frown could not keep the
juniors [rom grinning. Nobody had known where Dilly
Bunter was until lus vowe was heard [rom the store-enpboasi
in the Rag, and the juniors had wondeved what had become
of him. Now they were wondering how much was left of
the stock of the School Shop Company, Ltd. Vernon-Smith
observed that the stock was likely to be more limited than
thie company, after Bunter had done with it.

Hammer, hammer, hammey !

The wedge was chiselled into picces at last, and the cup-
board door wus pulled open.

Billy Bunter was revealed.

It was very hot and close in the cupboard on that sultry
day, aud the Owl of the Remove showed signs of it.

I1is complexion was crimson, and perspiration was rolling
down lus fut fuce, and he was gasping for breath.

He staggered out of the cupboard. The sharcholders of
the School Bhop Company looked in, and exchanged furious
glances. There were smushed jars and jam on the floor—
and the shelves had been greatly depleted by Bunter's raid.
All the cheicest morscls had vanished—there was hardly o
jamn-tart or a cream-puff left. Nearly a dozen ginger-beer
bottles lay cmpty on the floor along with the smashed jam-
jars.

BBut for the presence of the Remove-master, Billy Duntor
would have been seized upon the spot, and given the punish-
ment he deserved. Buat with Mr. Quelch's gimlet eve on
them, the juniors could not handle Bunter as they wished,

The fat, perspiring, jammy {'uniur rolled out, gasping.
Mr. Queleh frowned at hun sternly.

* Banter "' he rapped out.

“ Yessur " gupl:-tr Bunter,

"“What were you doing in that cupboard 1"

“1-d-doing, sir”

“"Yea!"

“I—I—T waa fastened in, sir!” said Dunter [eebly.

“You have been eating 17

“(Oh, no, sir!"

“What! There is jam on vour face and hands, Dunter 1

"“T—I might have taken a snack, siv.”

“Taken a =nack!” growled Johnny Bull,
villain! You've bolted half our stock !"

** The boltfuluess of the csteemed Bunter has been torrifie,"”
soicl Hurree Jumset Ram Singh, mdignantly.

“¥Yon camr here when you left the Forim-room, Bunter
ennpped Me, Queleh,  * You were speaking falsely when you
said vou were fuint,”

** Oh. no, sir!"

“Did yon come directly here or not?”

v T—I—1 Yes, sir!”

““To cat things that did not belong to you®"”

“I'm going to pay for them, =u,"” said DBunter, with a
great deal of dignity., " 1 hope vou don't think, sirm that
1'd take the stuff without paying for it. I know exactly
what I've eaten, within o dozon things or so, and I'm going
to v these chaps. I'm expocting o postal-onder thie even-
mp, =iy, amd I—I'm going to settle up out of that—in full,
eir 1"

“Youn may settle that with the bays the articles belonged
to,” saiedl Mr. Queleli; ““but you have another matter to
gcttle with me, Bunter,”
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“I—I don't owe you anything, sir!"' said Bunter, in dis-
may. I0 1 did, =1v, I'd zsettle up like o bird. sir, out of my
postal-ordor—""

“*You hed to e to get out of the Form.room, siv!™" sud
thoe Removemaster stermly.  ** You ntended to come here
and eat these things!”

* Oh, no, sir!™

" Then why did you enter the cupboard ¥’

“To—to sto if the things were safe, sir. I've got my doubts
ghout some fellowe—Bob Cherry, for example—"

“What !"" roared Bob Cherry.

- I=1 dudn't see you, Cherry,” stammered Bunter, blink-
mg at the indignant junior through his g epectacles, 1
didee’t mican :H_'ru—l—"i meant Nupgent *

“ You meunt me?’ demanded Nugent.

“Oh, crumbs!” gasped the short=ighted Owl of the
Remove. " Nunno—I really meant Tom Brown. you know,
the New Zealand chap. 've got miy donbts about hiin——""'

The New dealand chap strode forward,

" About me—eh?"” he demanded.

“Oh, Jor'! Nunno, uot vou, Drowney, old follow—"

“ Bunter ! yapped ont Mr. Quelch. * You are lving!™

“Yoeu, s

“What! You admit that you are lving?”

“Oh, no, air!"

*Hu, ha, ha!™"

“Hilence ! exclaimied  Me.  Quelch, Ilookinz  rouwml
“ Dunter, I beliweve yon are so untrathful that vou hardly
know when you are lying and when you are not ™

“Yez, siv! That is to say, no, sie ! sait] Bauter,
rvou, siy!"

“You—you stupud boy ! excluimed My, Queleh., “ I um
convineed that yon made an untruthiul excuse to got away
from your lessons, and that vou intended to come here aud
vat this unwholesome stuff, which does not belong to you. I
shall cane you severcly for milesing two les:ons this after-
noon, Bunter!” )

“Oh, sir! It wasu't my fault I wailed Bunter. ** Some
rotten beast fastened me up in the cupboard, sir. or I should
have been back 1 ten minates”

“Then you admit that you left the Form-room purposcly
to come here "

“0Oh, no, sir!"?

" But you have said that you would have been back in ten
mu[tr:!u if someconc had not fastencd you up in the cup-

wel.

" Oh, no, sir; I Jdidn’t say that !” said Bunter.

“What !"

“1 didu’t say somebody, sir.
sy 1"

* It 15 the same thing 1"

“Not at all, ;ir. Of course, I wouldn't contradict you,
sir.  But T don’t think you ought to think I'm ndmitting
things when I'm not, sir. I'm not the kind of chiap to nias
lessons for the sake of a feed, sir. I'm too fond of my
leasons.”

* Ha, ha, ha!” roarced the Removites. The idea of Billy
Bunter bemg fond of his lessons, and declining to miss thew
for a feed, struck them as funny.

My, Queleh could not help swiling too.

" ¥ou are a ridiculous boy, Bunter !" he said.

* Thank you, sir!"

* You have nothing to thank me for, you stapid lad,” said
the Remove-master tartly.

““ No, sir! I mean, yes, sir!"”

“You were fusteped up in that eupboard within a short
time of leaving the Forin-room, Buntey?™

* Yies, sir. Some awlul rotter—"

" Vernon-8mith ["*

Vernon-8mith was moving towards the door; but he had
to stop as Mr. Queleh rapped out his name.

“Yes, sin,” gaid the Bounder, with perfect coolness.

“Iid yon follow Bunter hepe and fasten him op i the
cupboard? I remwember that you made an cxcuse to leave
the Form-room shortly after him."

*No, sir!"

“* Where did yvou go?”’

“To post my letter, sir!” said the Bounder, without a
muscle Minching,

Mr. Queleh looked at him hawd, Lut the Bounder met hia
gaee with pedfeet steadimess. A falsehood dud not cost much
to the Bounder of Greyfriove, and he was perfectly well
pwite that there was no evidence against him, and that s
Form-tuaster was too just to punish him on suspicion—
thourh the suspicion was very strong in this case,

“Wery well," said Mr. Quelch, after &8 pause. “1 am
bBoud to Lelicve vou, YVernon-Smith, and 1 hope you are
telling the truth. T should have panished vou for keeping
Bunter away from his lessons—though for the rest, he fu'li;

“ Thank

I said some rvotten beast,
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deserved what happened to him, for his greediness and un-
scrupulousness. Bunter, you will follow me to my study.”

“1f yvou please, siy 4

' Follow me at once !"

Mr. Quelch strode rustling from the room. Billy Bunter
blinked round at the juniors, who weve glaring at him—at
all events, the sharcholders in the School Shop Co. were
glaring. The rest were luughing.

1 eay, you fellows, 1'm jolly well not going!”
Bunter. " 1—I say Yar-g-oh! Leggo!"

The angry shareholders rushed at Bunter, and collared
him.  They whirled him to the doorway of the Rag, and
he went hurtling forth into the passage. He landed there
with a loud bump.

Myr. Queleh, who

turnéd round at the noise.

winid

had reached the end of the passage,

He stared at the fat junior

sprawling in the passage.

"“What—what 1s thet?" he exclaimed. * What— i

““We're helping Bunter out, sir,”" said Bob Cherry meekly.

“Ow—ow! Yar-o-0-ch !

Mr. Quoleh smiled.

" Follow me, Dunter!"

He walked away. Billy Bunter sat up and blinked at the
juniors in the doorway Gi}"the Rag. They made a movement
towards him, and the fal junior -jumped up and bolted and
dashed after Mr. Quelch Mr. quﬁch‘s study was not a
desirable gl'ace to visil under the circumstances, but it was
still less desirable to remain and face the angryv sharehalders
in the School Shop Company, Lid. DBunter chose the lesser
of two evils.

In the Rag the shareholders eounted up their losses, which
were tremendous. In Mr. Quelch's El'l.ltl.}' howls of anguish
were heard.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Not Quite a Success.

" ERE we are!™ said Horace Coker.
“And here they ain't!" said Potter.

! ““Fat lot of
use hurrying !’

“Glad we're here frst,” said Coker. ** I1t's bad
form to keep a wuman waiting, you ass—rotten bad form !

e ]
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They ean keep ue waiting if they like—it's only to be
expected.  They loaven't sense cnough to be punctual. But
wir hve, 80 iUs up ro us—see

Having delivered that eomplimentary opinion of the intel-
lectual powers of the fair sex in generil, Coker planted
down the big lunch-busket. It was o charming spot that bad
been chosen for the picnic—a gentle slope of greensward
down to the river, backed biy lir-trees, and a big oak spreacd-
ing wide branches and sbeltering the chosen spot from tho
gun. CUoker had certainly shown great judement in select-
ing the place,

Yotter and Greene would have been a little more ~on-
tented 1f Coker had shown still greater judgment in keeping
the picnic to themselves. As it was, they Lad felt bound to
hurriedly put on elean eollars before leavinz the school, and
to brush their hair and their hats, and now they would have
to be on their best behaviour. It was a blazing afternoon,
and they would have liked to throw their jackets off, but
they could not very “well await the arrival of Coker's Indy
fricnds in their shirt-slecves. But after all, it was gomg to
be a good feed, and they were getting it for nothing, so
I'ﬂll.i-r and UI.'(‘”I]-- WEre vary IH'.:I]'I-"_-! arnd fHIlit‘l‘H.

Coler felt in his pocket for the key of the little lock on
the lunch-basket. He found the key and unlocked the pad-
lock, and opened the lid of the big basket. As he did so,
there was a sten on the ruwmg-]'antﬁ.

“"Here they come!" grunted Potler.

The two young ladies appeared in sight, and they came up
with sweet smiles. Miss Spriggs was a merry blonde, and
Miss Phrump a romantic brunette. Both of them were quite
young things, and had been young things for years and years
and wvears. In the bunshop in Courtfield, wrhaps, they
locked rather younger things thun in the fuli glare of the
summer sun; but they wore enormious hats, which threw
their faces into the shadow and certuinly theoir cheeks were
rosy enough, though whether Nature had planted the roses
there was another question.  As a matter of fact, they were
a pair of healthy young women who worked hard for their
living, und were cheerfully prepared to picnic with schoolboys
?n ti]{Eir lintle outing if there was no older male escort ‘o be
ound,
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Coker jumped up from the lancli-basket and prected his
ludy friends warmly. He prosented Potlter ind Greene, who
were: vory polite and o hittle shv,

“Whore ure the cuap-stools, Potty #™ weked Colier

HoDndut brivg any,”” sand Potter,

“Well, you must he an pes ]

“AVell, vou did't bring any, either,” said Potter warnly.

1 owoull b osa Jovely 1o st on the erass 1" saul Moma
Sprigos dreamily, but with great tact. 1 adore the grass!”

“Positively delicions ' osaid Miss Pheoauy.

Nebachadnezzar himsolf could never have been fonder of
rrass than these two togtful young Iaihes appeared to Le at
that moment, Sa they sat down under the big oak-tren ad
smitedd sweetly, Thoy wondered tnwardly whether Uoker
would tread en their feet, or whethior Potter and Lireene
would upset tea and butter over their dresses; but theie
faces remained inmovebly dxed in sweet simailes,

“Wetve gol o sporit-stove hore," said Coker, We'll have
the tea ready in a jily, I suppess you'd prefer tea to
gineer-borr ¥

“ogineer-heer 13 delicious.” said Mi=s Phrump, " but per-
iaps I should prefer tea. Yes, I think [ should prefer tea™

“ood ez ! said Coker. _

“ Yes, and perheps an egg e well,” said DMiss Phrump.

“1Ia, ha, ha!™ roared Poiter, a3 he observed that the
voung lady had misundersteod Coker's exclamation,

Horace Coker glared at hina.

YoAnything the matter with you, Polty ¥ he demanded.

* Nunno,"" staianmored 1'otfer,

“What are yvou making that row for, then?™

“ Ahem! I—I-—"

“ Shut up, then, and get the spirit-stove lighted !

“ liook here, Coker— -

“ liook here, Potler =5

Y How dreamily beautiful the rlvor Jooks from here,” zaud
Miss Phrump. * Do you not thiLk se, Mr. Coker?"

“Does it?" said Coker, Coker had no cye for seenery,
and he had never noticed it. ** Yes, I believe it dovs, Miss
Chrump.  Joelly beautifui 1™

And the incipient row with Potter was ripped in the bud.
The spirit-stove was started, and the tea was made, and
then th» eges were put on to boil. Potter took the egpgs cut
of the bpag, apnd s expression was a little gueer as he
handled them.  He was observed to sniff in a somewhat
doabtful mannper, However, he |Illl1ngt'*-:l the eggs into the
littls tin enucepan, and they botled.

When they were dune, Potter took them out, and ezg-cups
were ect up for the young ladies and the eggs placed in
themm. Miss Phrump and Miss Bpriges ﬂEEIRrL’E] laughingly
that they were not hungry at all, but thero was a satished
look in their eyes when they glanced at the crammed lunch-
basket.

'V Eggs all right ?" asked Coker, as he nbserved the young
ledies looking at them with very peculiar expressions upon
their faces.

Miss Phirumn made an heroie effort, and tried to taste her
oge, but she could not. The smell of il as soon as it was
cracked was oo terrifie.

“I—T1 think, after all, I'm not hungry enough for an egg,”
she said faintly.

“I—1 thmk the
Sprigoes,

“Why, they're whaliy I exelaimed Coker.
have becn an ass to cock them, Potty.
nege 37

' Not so big n one as yours!"” growled Potter.

Cekes’s nose was a very pronunent fecture on Coker's
face, and he did not like to hear it wentioned. Ha pushed
bick his cuffs, for the moment forgetting the presence of
lacli <,

“ Please take the eges away " murmured Miss Spriggs.

Cuoker threw thom juto the river.

“Thr sorey ! he smd, " I'll be more careflul with the
next.  Potter doesn't know a good egg from a bud one. e
doesn’t know enrongh to go in when it rains. Now, here we
arc!™ Cuber zorted over the remaining egzs, =niffing at
vach to make sure whether i wos o good one. His face
turned almost vreen after a few sniffs.

Y4 Oh, erasbs ! They're all the same ! he exclaimed, in
ianiay.

“1 cculid ave told yeu that,” said Potter.

Y Chuek Cem away, for poodness' sake!" said Greene,
“ They're simply talking, Coker. Rather rough on the {islhes
ro chuck "vin o m the mver, though,™

®ulish U ospdash ! splash !l The eggs disappearcd wto the
waters of the Surk. Colier's brow was [rowning., 1t was
et unforionete beginming to has pienwe, and he inwardly
resulved to wake Tisher T. Fish repent of i, The tuck the
Vifth-Forners lund tasted in the School Shop had been all
viceht., but that packed in the lunch-basket was evidently not
ap to sample,

S Never mand,”” said Coker,

saimne, thank you!" murmured Miss

“You must
ITaven't you got a

“Will you iry the han
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“T love it " snid Miss Phrump gushingly.

Coker served oup the ham, It eemed to hirn to have a
rather queer odour, but he was too confused and worried to
think of ir. But the yvoung ladws gazed at the hmn on
their plotes in dismay end dread. It was evideutly very
ancient ham, and had a smell and a flavour all its own,

“I—I think, after all, 1 am not hungry,” said DMics
SpPriges.

“ Anything wrong with the ham?" uscked the dismayed
Cloker.

“Only it's talking !" said Potter victously, *'I must say
you are a silly idioe, Ceker, to bring stulf like that to a
yienie !
! “1If you're looking for a thick ear, Datter- —

“Try the chickous—il they don't walk away!” said Potles
sarcastically. _

“1 adora cold chicken!" murmured Miss Spriggs, but
with wvisibly diminished enthusiasm.

Coker carved the cold chickens. But the precezs of cory
ing wos enough. It made him feel guite faint, anc he had
to turn lis head wside as he carved.

“ Chuck "em away, for goodness’ sake ! exclaimed Greene,
“T'm feeling quite 11l "

“Oh, my hat!" gad Coker. ,

The cold chickens Aoated down the river after the ham and
the egpe. Cokor rummaged through the lunch-basket in
despalr. e brought to light some beefstealk-pies, but the
first cut through the crust revealed the fact that the beei-
steale-pies were only fit to follow the eold chickens—and they
followed. Then he tried the tongue, but the longue, as
Patter remarked with grim humour, was talking. And the
tongue wiss ek o talk m the river. ) _

Miss Spriggs and her friend were growmg restive by ils
time. They kad very healthy appetites, and the walk aloug
the river had freshened them. But it was pretty clear that
there was nothing o eat,

Even the tarts were ancient and ** wangy,” and the young
ladies turned up disdainful noses at them. There was a cake,
but it was old and as hard as nails, and might have been an
heirlpom, as Potter remarked.

Coker was in despajr. .

Mies Sprigps and Miss Phrump sipped their tea. And Miss
Spriggs, developing a sudden and unexpected vein of sarcasm,
asked Coker whether it was tea, or whether he had put in
sawdust or anything like that by mistake. .

Coker assured them that he hadn’t. It was tea right
enough, and if it didn't taste like tea, 1t wasn't his fault.

“My word !” growled Greene. * Thers won't be anything
to tﬁpt but bread-and-butter. I suppose that's better than
nothing.”

Mies Spriggs did not say that she adored bread-and-butter,
Sho was grimly silent. Coker began to cut bread-and-butter
in huge ** hunks,” suitable more for fags of the Becond Form
than for delicate young ladies like his guests. The bread was
hard and aged ; the butter was odoriferous, and had evidently
seenn better davs. But there was nothing clse, and Coler
offered it timidly to his guests.

One sniff was enocugh for them.

Ther petience was exhausted. They could not help sns-
pecting the unfortunate Coker of an elaborate joke on them
—of wviting them, as it were, to a Feast of th® Barmocides,
where there was a great show of plenty, and nothing to
caf.

They exchanged glances, and rose to their feet.  They
gathered their skirts round them in the disdainful manner
of voung lodies who wish to be speemlly crushing.

“1 think we uneed not remain,” said Miss Hpisggs, with
chilliny dignity. * We are very much obliged to you, Mr.
Coker."

“ Very much!"™ aaid Miss Phrump, satirically.

“T—T say ! ejuculated Coker, in dizmay, ts the two voung
ladies sutled off. T say, I'm awfully sorry, you know. 1've
been taken in——"' .

“1 think we have,” said Miss Sprigzs majestically. “ We
had an impression that a gentleman asked us to a pienic.”

“ Wo were mistaken,” suid Miss Phrump.

* We find that the person we mistook for a gentleman was a
foolish schoolboy, with a foolish taste for praciical jokes,”
said Miss Spriggs crushingly.

* And we do not like practical jokes," said Miss Phrump.

And then the young ladies sailed off in caruest, turning a
deaf ear to Hovace Coker’s almest [rantic expostulations and
apologies,

“Oh, crikey!" =aid Coker utterly arhast, as his guesta
disappeared down the towing-path. ** This 15 a ripping go,

I must say."”
Thoey had been disappointed as

Ty

Potter and Greene snorted.

isitond ™ well as the two young ladies from the Courtficld bun-shop.
e [ ud:}rp ].;;'[.r“ !" huitl :‘q'lit:ﬁ Si!rigﬁﬂ, ok ﬂf ﬂ.". I.j.l'E Eiﬁ:f abﬁfh! ) E—ﬂ.jd ljﬂt-t'-?r.
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“COF all the Witheving, chortling, burbling chumps,” gaid
Greene, in measured tanes,

1t wasn’t my {ault!” roared Coker, ** I sampled the stuff,
didn’t L I've been swindled by that Yankee. My hat!
I sealp him! 'l slaughter Lim! I'll squash him! Ll

Wouds fniled Coker.  He tramped away towards Cirevioiars,
leaving the lunch-luwsket and the crockery  where it lay,
They belonged to Fisher T Fish, o it Jdid not matter o
Coker what beeame of them.,  Potter and Greene tramped
furicusly after their leadvor. They would gledly ha co dueled
Cither i the viver, but that was not practicable: but there
wottld be some econsolation in ** taking ™ 1t out of Fisher I
Fi-h.  And with that objeet in view, the chiums of the Fifth
tramped awny with knitted brows towards Greafriars.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Something for Bunter,

“ ALK ap, gentlemoen !
The Schoal shop iu the Rog was open.  Fisher
T, Fish, in apron and shirt-sleeves, was behind the
counter.  Quite a crowd of juniors had come round
to puwrchace.  The School Shop Company was doing a brisk
business.  Bunter's depredutions had depleted the stock; bus
there waos plenty for the stiop that evening.  And after the
A0 Wis rlnm‘-ql Fish meant to evele down to Courttield and
order a fresh supply.  Indeed, as Fish declared, the business
wis o strong.  There had been one loss—the spoiled goods
this customers rvefused to take. But these lm:g now boen
disposed of at a handsome profit. Bunter's raid causerl suother
loss, but the profit on the Coker transaction mere than
vovered it

It was chavacteristic of Fishor T. Fich—and porhaps of older
business men of his great nation—that he looked chicfly to
imediore sales and rakings, and never oven thourht of con.
solidating a business by giving his customers goad value for
therre money, T he thought of that at all, e regarded it as
an obl and played-out Britisher idea. quite out-of-date in these
progressive adnys of adulterated food and wosdon nutues,

He bad sold a quantity of rublash xt a good price, and he
was satislicd, That Coker wouldn't be satishiod was nnothor
natter. I Coker kicked wp a vow, he would have to gl
ont of it somehow, Even now, after the lessons he L bl
he would bave sold spoited stuff over the connter, atnl thiis
gradually choked off customer after custouier aml ruined 1l
li1l=ilh‘=‘ﬁ, l*ltl for the :-Imrp ryi “I{"‘ '_-hiln'llull:ll'l‘ﬁ Lept on i,

Havey Wharton & Co. had warned him that ifl anvthing
Corotten T was disvovered among the stock again, they wonld
nuke bim eat it, and charge him the price in full, out of his
first = whock ™ 1 the dividend.

Fisher T. Fish was quite prepared 1o sell ancient eges, and
smelly herrings, and out-of-date beofsteak puddings, but Lo
was not pwepared to eat them himself, He vealised that the
r-]'l;1l‘ﬂl1u.}11’ﬂ‘:~ were in deadly earnest, and be submitted.  But
he groaved over what he called stick-in-the nud Beitish LTS
of doing business. According to the American idea. 2 customer
was an oyster, to be opened by any possible means. The fact
that a customer who was satisticd would come senin, anil
that & custorier who was dissatisticd wouldn't. did not wppenl
to Fisher T. Fish, whose eve was upon iminediate taking:,

Owing to the care exercised by the sharcholders, and not at
all to the wmarvellous business ability Fisher T. Fish prided
himself upon. the businezs was indeed roing stronx.  And
profits were being made. Duying at wholesalo prcee gl
sefling at retail prices naturally produces a profit, and the
tchonlboy shopkeepers were not at the tervible exponse of
roul, rates, and taxes, which ruin so wmany uniortunate bici-
nesses that might otherwise pay theiv way very well,

After allowing for stock left over or snoiled, the sehalboy
fhopkeepers had every reason to look forward to a rosl
d'vidend on the capital subseribed,

Even the loss of Bunter's raid would be covered. About
the Coker transaction, the sharcholders knew nothing. The
managing director was keeping thut as a private spoecn-
lntion of his ewn.

The comnvany had written off the s
if Fither T. Fish could dispoze of it,
he ' guessed,’” at all events,

The Famous Five had returned to ericket practice now,
but the Rag was pretty full of juniors. Temnle, Dabney & Co.
of the Fourth were there, 'T'ilm had sniffed nt the Remove
teteme, but they had to admit that it was very convenient to
buy tuck in the Rag instead of trofting down to Friardale.

Fisher T. Fish was kept very busy,

He was pleased to sce that o number of seniors were
dropping in, too. He would not have been pleased to sen
Coker just then, but he was glad to see anv others of the
Fifth. It showed that the business was extending.

And he was too busy to note that the Fifth Formers were

Tir Macgxer Lisrary,—No. 290.
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wiled sbock at n loss. andl
e wias entitled to—or so

exchanging signs and winks, and that thelr number was

constantly increasing,

Blundell and Rland of the Fifth bl strolled in first, and
after thewn came others. Potter came i, and Fish glanced
at him rathoy El:l:'ll'[lrL'i » but Potter was looking quite cheery,
and he began to tulk cricket to Blundell. Greone came in ' a
httle later, with some more of the Fifth,

If Fisher T. IFish had boen as keon ns Lo prided himself
upon being, he might have ** guessed ™ that uschief was

Tew g,

But he duln’t, e went on sorving his customoers cheor-
fully,  Fowrth Formoers. angd Hemoveites, and fags gave him
plenty of orlors. The Yankee junior's eves gleamed as Billy
Bunter volled in,  Bunter seemod to have recovered from the
caning Mr. Quelch had given him, and also the torvific feed
of the afternoon. Apparently his uppetite had returned, for
he came up to the countor. blinking rather suspiciously at
Fish through his big spoctacles,

o I;u;l_x, Fishy— " hu began.

“Yoep!" said Fisher T, Fish, idly taking up a soda syphon.

"1 say, old fellow,"” Buunter went on aifectionately, " my
pastal-order will be here short Iy, and then I'm going to puy
for the stulf T had to-day. You ean put it ot any figure vou
like; T'H square up—us =0on as the postal-order cones.”

" You don't say !

“Yes, I do; and—and as I'm going to equare up, I sup-
pose vou woukin't mind letting me have o fow Larts now "

' Nothing else?” asked Fisher 1. Fish blandly,

Bunter's evos glistoned behind his spectaces,

"Wl yes: I'll huve soine ringer-beer, top——""

“ Like some soda-wator®"” u&tl‘tl Fish.

Not puticularly,”

Notaf I give it to von for notiing *™* nsked Fish,

L sny, youlre Jolly decont, Fisiy. Yes, 'l hive it il vou
like, 17 ‘ }

CGood! You're woing te have it whother vou lhike it ar
not. " smid Fisher T, Fish.  * Here vou ape! I guess 1 hope
vou')l Jike et ‘ '

I"Hml: Buvtar undvrstood—as the siphon was turned upon
iqil.

M1 agasasa]y !

“Lronoeh ! YXoh!

Swish !

“Yaurononop!  Ow ! Srappit ! Chuckit ! Yawwwp !™

Eally Bunter stagwored back undor the whizzing stream of

Cierianaich !
sada-water.  His fat five was deenched. his collur was 2
his hr wd his ears and his neck,

0w, owy oow, ow ! Grooogh ! gasped Bunter, © Ieast!

Fisher 1. Figh st down the empty syphon, and chickled.

TNow von absquatolate,” he sad. * That's all vou'll
get lere, amd if vou walk your chalks into tlis shop again,
I quess vou'll gof some wore—just o few ! Travel !

““Groovgh !

“Are you going to vamoose the ranch®

Fisher T. Fizh Langht up another svphon, and Dillv
Banter minde a wild rush for the door. He thsappeared,
andkorehief.  The Yankee junior grinned,
markel,

* Ha. ha. ha!™
custommer—and a miuch LG i:hlu_!s,'q.‘rn.'-l.|ql Customer—came n
as the Owl of the Remove stagpored awav. . Tt was Coker
nearly all the Fifih Form were there, Then Lie closoed the
doar of the Rag, locked it, and put the kev in his pocket,

L gness that doot’s ot to be open, Coker, Just a fow !
ho exclumed.  © My customers want o come i, I gress,"'
plenty of customers to deal with now, and vou won't haye
time for any others. We're here on business,  Biuek M,

And the Fifth-Formers, chuekling, bore down npon the
sclion] F]iﬂr ol the Yankee junior—Ilcoking very business-

lp vag. his spectacies were blurrad, and the wiater run down
Ow ! Rorter! Yah! Grooogh 1
. roared Fish.
“Crre-rp!”?
rrunting  and  gasping,  and mopping at his face with his
“I guees that jav won't come buck liver again,” he ro-
Billy Bunter did not come  back again;  but anothor
of the Fifth, Coker glanced ronnd the Rug, and raw that
Fisher T. Fish viewed this prococding in alarm.
“That's all rvight.” ranl Coker. grimly.  * You've got
Fifeh!™
hke ind: o

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,
Goths and Vandals.
ORACE COKER cortamly mcant business,

e had returned to Grevfriars in a towering raqe,
and s first napolse had boen to rush into the Reg
., And wreek the school shop on the spot, and slaughter

Fisher T. Fish amid the ruins of his establishment.

But the more cautious Potter counsellod prudence.
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Tt wus no use three of the Fifth enifering into a row with
half the Remove—they would be chucked out on their necks,
as Potter elegantly and graphically expressed it—and justice
would not be done, ;

Coker histened to the voice of wisdem. e confided his
wrongs to his fsiends in the Fifth Form—and the Fifth-
Formers were willing to help him almost to a man. Coker
had pajd two pounds ten shillings for stuff that was worth-
less, amd he hrd been swindled ; there was no other word for
it. To make Fish hand back the money, and then to wreck
the school shop and slaughter Fish, seemed the plain eourse
of duty to the Fifth. They were ready to do their duty,
and a4 it was certain that force would be required, they all
leant Coker their aid. They dropped into the Rag by ono
ar two or tliree ot a time, without exeiting suspicion.  Cokor
came in last, and found all his forces gathered; aund then,
ta quote Putter again, the band began to play.

There were twenty or more juniors and fags in the Rag,
hut thev were not disposed to take on a tussle with a dozen
determtinied seniors. And the door was locked, so that 1t
was inipossible for the Famous Five to come to the rescuo
till ull was over. Coker & Co. had laid their plans well.

Somre of the sharcholders were present; three or four—
Lord Mauleverer, and Newland, and Peter Todd and Bul-
strade. But they had no chance, if they put up a fight—and
the disinterrsted customers were there to buy tuck, not to
wage war in defence of the tuckshop. Coker locked upon
the startled erowd as he reached the counter.

“1f yvou kids try to interfere,” he said, ' we shall wallop
vou! If vou don't, you ean look on and cnjoy yourselves,
You can scramble for the lxis if you like”

“ Hear, hear ! said Dunter ninor of the S8econd Form.

NGt a bad idea ! said Tubb of the Third, thoughtfully.

“Haold on!? exclaimed Peter Todd indignantly. ** You're
not poing  to vard the ﬂllnp, Coker. “Tll_‘lu'* you blessed
barglar 7

“1 odon't mind oxplaining,” said Coker loftily. "1 gave
at order here for a lunch-basket, and puid two-pound-ten

for 3t. The basket was packed with filthy rubbish, and my
menic was spoiled, My lady friends have cut me over
it Thev think I was playing a rotten jope ou them."

** a2, ha, hal”

Cukey gave Todd a ferocious glare.

“ Oh, von think it's funny, do you ?"" he demanded,
Bapa vou’ll think it funnier when we've Anished here”

S Let’s start ' said Dlondell. 1 waot to get back to
the ercket.”

“ Haold on,”’ said Todd, *“If Fish has been swindling yon,
wo'll mako it good. We don’t allow him to swindle. when
we can find him out. Fishy, you worm, did you palm off
that rotten stoff on Coker?”

“ [ quoted him a special price for it,” zaid Fisher T, Fish
foebly. I the stulf bod been Al guality, it would have
been worth more than two-pound-ten.”

i ;fnu planted that muck on him?" exclaimed Dulstrode,

o esg—""

u '1'1'311 sponfer "' growled Newland.
Coker hiw money back.”

“1 gness this firm docsn’t do business on these lines, I
puese that wuas a private speculation of my own.”

“(ive Qoker his money ! roarcd DBulstrode.

i :\TUIH} l‘l

“¥You hear i 2 sand Coker,  *“Come on ™

The Fifth-Formers made a rush.  All the sympathy of the
erowel wasz on the sde of Coker & (o, row. Fisher 7.
Fizii had swindled Coker, that was plian, and the sconer
an oxumple was wade of Fisher T. Fish the better. And
porhaps the fags were not averse to picking up valuable
frarments from the wreck of the School Shop.

1 sav, von clear off "' shouted Fisher T. Fish,
can't do this, von know. DBusiness 11 business—— Yarooh !
Oh, my hat! Great Washington Post! Yah!™

The rush of the Fifth against the flimsy counter upsot it
in a secomd. The trestles rolled over, the counter collepsed,
and there wns a terrifie crash of dishes and plutes, and
Lottles and jare, anud tins and glasscea.

Ciush, veash, evash! Smash !

“ Callar the el ! roared Coker.

Fizlir T. Fish was promptly eollared.

Bulsteode and Tndd] and Newland rvuslied into the frav—
not tn help Fisher T. Fish, but to save their properiv. Dt
they hud po chance, The Fifth-Formers tossed them out of
the wav, and proeceded with the work of destruetion.

Fishor T, Pish was strogeline wildly in the grasp of Coker
and Potter.  They jammed him down on his back on the
Baor, and Licld him there, Then Coker roared ab ling,

“* Are vou oeing to hand my money back

“Nope I gasoed Tish,

“Toa-pound-ten ! Do you hear ?"

i '.\;I r1]f‘|' [!‘!‘

“Per-

“¥You'll have to give

“You
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Greenc opened the jum-jars by the simple process of barg-
ing them on the loor aud cracking them into piwers. 1o
ladled out the jam, and ladled it upon Ficher T. Fish's
face. The Yoankee junior struggled and wiiceled frantically,
but Coker and Potter held him fast,

Jam was smothored upon  the
fraturcs disappearcd under it

* Now will you pay up!" roared Coker.

‘Nope !"" spluttered Fish. * Groo!
chips ! Nope !?

" (ive him tho gingoer-beer.”

The Fifth-Formers, roaring with laughter, opened buttle
after botlle of ginger-beer, and poured the contents over
the unfortunate junior shop-keeper.

Face and hair and clothes were drenched with it. Soda-
water followed, und lemonade, till the stock of liquids was
exhausted, The state of Fizher T. Fish by that time was
simply horrible.  Jam and cream and marmalade, ginger-
beer and  soda-water smothered liumn, und Potter shook
out the canister of tea over him, and then the tin of coffee,
and then opened tin after tin of condensed milk and added
it to the mass,

Fisher T. Fish was in such a state by this time that the
Fafth-Formers havdly cared to touch him. He was a
wrigghog mass of sticky horror.

The wuste of thewr valuable stock excited the sharcholders

to frenzy. They put up the best fight they could, but they
had no chance whatever.

Blundell und Blund and the rest drageed them to the
window, one after another, and dropped them into the Cluse.

Fisher T. Fish remained in the hands of the rageers,
alone. As for the erowd of customers, they were serambling
far suraps from the wreck. Tubb, of the Third, jumped
from the low window with his pockets bulging with tins of
condensed milk, and Bunter minor escuped laden with pine-
$L}!‘)plf' tins and jam tarts, But the Fifth-Formers, to do
them Justice, did not forget their dignity as seniors—t hoey
were there to pumsh, but not to raid. They did not devour—
they destroyed.

The stock displayed on the counter was smashed rvight
and left, the counter was wrecked, the nice new American
cloth that eovercd it was ripped into tatters.  Glasses and
Jars and dighes were smashed. Then the store-cupboard was

¢leared out, awd the contents added to the heap of wreck
and ruin,

Tho devastation was swift and complote. A widden
teseent of the Goths and Vandals could not have been much
more terrific in its results,

Coker and Potter and Greene, meanwhile, were devoting
wll their attontion to Fisher T. Fish. That sticky and furious
junior still refused to part with bis ill-gotten gains  The
damage to his clothes was cortainly greater than the valne
of the two-pound-ten; but Fish was determined. Ile had the
cash, and he ** guessed " he was not going to part with it.

“Aro yon going to hand out my monev "' velled Coker.

“Nope !" gasped Fish.

“Bump him 17 said Potter.

Bumyp, bump, bump!

'“Now, then—where's my cagh ¥

“Go and eat coke!"

“Take it out of tho young thiel's pockeis,” snggested
Greene,

(‘oker shook his head.

" No fear. T'm not going to take it from him. He's goin
fo give it to me, fair and squave. He's swindled me, an
hi's got to hand back the money of his own accord. Now,
Fish, Fh'hcro’a my two-pound-ten?  Ave yon going to give
lt .}]i .'l.-.l f"!”

“1alle, here come the Remove ! ejaculuted Blundell, as

there was a crash at the door of the Rag. Voices yelled
through the keyvhole,

laot us in!”

“Open this door, vou cads !’

“"Down with the Fifth!™

" What are you up to, you beasts®"’

Harry Wharton & Co. had been called in. Bulstrode had
dashed down to the ericket-ground to warn them of what
wus happening in the Rag. The Famous Five and e crowd
of the Remove had rushed in at onee to deal with the
rintdders. . But the door of the Rag was locked against them,
and they could not get in, Inside the Rag they could hear

crnshing and smashing as the work of destruction proceeded.
“ Open this door, you beasts!”

“Tu, ha, ha ! ronred Cokor,

Yaukee junior till his

Nape! Go and chop

" Dou't you wish we would!

PBurz off, you kids!  Go and play marbles! Yau ean't
“Wa'll spuecze it ont of ham,'” said Coker.  * Bring those  come in heye ! e
jnneqars htre. Now serupe the jun out over hin, Greoney.” [Bing, bang, bang!
“What-ho ! said Glreeene. " Now, Fishy, where's that {wo-pound-ten?®”
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"I guess that's mine," spluttered Fish. “7T guess it was
a fair trade. I quoted vou a specinl price, and you accepted
the poods. T gucss that's all’

“Here's a cricket-stump,”” said Dland.
swindler !'"

Whoek, whack, whuack !

“Yarooh! Yah! Oht!”

“ Where's that two-pound-ten?’ roared Coker.

“Yarooh! Ow!™

“ Look out!” gasped Potter,
window !*

The open window, only a few feet above the Clase, was
t'rmnmm‘.{ with heads and faces of the Removitoes.

“Walop the young

" They're coming in at the

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Wound Up!

ARRY WHARTON & CO. had rushed round to the
window as soon as they found they could not get the
door of the Rag open,

The destruction of their property made them simply
furious; and they were enger to get to close quarters with
the raiders.

The wide window wos erammed with Removites, scrambling
in, as Potter caught sight of them and gave the alarm.

All the sharcholders were there now, ond nearly all the
Remove were backing them up. It was no longer merely
a2 matier of the school shr_:?!—u was a Form row, and the
Remove rallicd up engerly for a tussle with the Fifth.

The Fifth-Formers rushed along to the window to ejeck
the new-comers. But Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry and
Bolsover major were already in, and they met the rush of
the Fifth-Formers with doughty blows. They held back the
rush while the Removites scrambled in after them. Most of
the juniors were fresh from the cricket-field, and they had
h‘tﬂd the presence of mind to bring bats and stumps with
them.,

The bats and the stumps proved very useful. The Fifth-
Formers were driven back with loud vells as the Remove
charged.

Coker dashed into the combat at once, and Fisher T. Fizh
was released. But Fish did not join in the fipht. He was
not a great fighting man, and he was exhausted; and he had
the jam and marmalade and cream and inilk and tea and
coffec to serapce off.
h'Hﬂ scraped away furiously, while the battle raged round

1m.

The odds were on the side of the juniors now, but the Fifth
were seniors; and with bare hands they would probably have
held their own.

But the bats and the stumps decided the matter.

The Fifth were driven towards the door, and Blundell yelled
to Coker to unlock it. But in the confusion of the moment
Coker could not find the kev, and a charge of the juniors
drove the Fifth away from the door, They backed awav
towards the window, the Removites pressing them hard.

Potter et the example of jumping from the window, and
Greene followed him, and then the Fifth scrambled out as
fast as they could,

Coker remained to the last. Coker was a bulldog when it
came to a fight, and he never knew when he had had enough.
He charged at the juniors, but half a dozen of them grasped
him and brought him down,

Coker rolled on the floor, struggling fiercely. Hands
g d him on all sides, and he was swung off the Aoor,

“Chuck him out!” shouted Wharton.

i [J’Eggﬂ_'ﬂ“'_ﬂw !Il

“Out he Toes A\

Coker was whirled to the window, and dropped out bodily
into the Close. He fell on Potter, and his fall was fortu-
nately broken. Potter did not sesm to regard it as fortunate.
He roared,

“Ow! Gerroff, you silly ass!”

Coker scrambled up.

The window was crammed with Removites
They glared at the Fifth, and shouted defiance,

** Como on, vou rotters!”

“ Come on, Coker! Come and have some more!"

Coker dnbbed at his nose, which was streaming red. and
rinned. Hao could afford to grin now. The business of the
gchnulhuy SBhopkeepers was not likely to survive the devas-
tating raid of Coker & Co.

"1 1hipk wa'vo pretty well done them in, anvhow." said
Coker. ™ There won't be any more of their blessed swindling.
I fancy. But I'm going to have my two-pound-ten back, all
the same—now or some time !

And the heroes of the Fifth cleared off,

Harry Wharton jammed down the window, and turned
back into the Rag.

A scene of disaster and desolation met his indignant cves.
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A eyclone seemed to have struck the Rag and the School
Shop.  OF all the valuable stock of the School Shap Co,, Ltd.,
hardly a thing remained unbroken, Tarts and cakes wers
stuashed out of shape, broken bottles and jars, and aspilt
jam and condensed milk lay on all sides, The counter was
i pieces, the marble cloth in tatters. The grontest wreck
of all was Fisher T, Fish. He was gasping dismnlly as he
soraped off the stickiness,

CThe vocers ! exelaimed Bob Cherey. *The  awful
beasts! We'll make them pay for it! This is miore than
juke—it's rotten | They've no right to destroy our property.”

“ What was Coker saying about two-pound-ten?” said
Harry Wharton quietly,

* Blessed if 1 know what he means,”

UIE this is a rotten raid, we'll make them pay for it
samehow,” said Wharton, * But if it is somo moie of Fish's
swindling, it's o different matter. Tf Fish has swindled Cokor
out of two-pound-ten, and won't pay it back, it's no wonder
Coker was wrathy, We should have done tho same."

" The samefulness would have been terrific, my worthy
chifm,” murmured Hurree Jamset Bam Singh, **and the
swindlefulness of the esteemod Fish was probably the cause.”

U We'll jolly soon see.  This is o mecting of the share-
holders, Fishy,” said Harry Wharton. * We want to know
the facts.™

COw ! groaned Fisher T. Fish.

“ Do you owe (oker any monev?"”

" Nope."

:r I{',u you mean that he was talking out of his hat, then ™

ep !

*Oh, get it out, Fishy, yvou rolter!" growled Bulstrode,
“ We know all about it. Coker asked for his money buack
when he come in."

1 guess—"" _

" Fishy hos been swindling him,' said Peter Todd, with a
grunt. " It serves us right for letting Fishy have a hand
it the business at all, when wo know him so well”

" Why, it was my idea from the start!" howled Fisher T
Fish indignantly, glaring at Todd with a jammy glare. 1
guess a gnloot has a right to run his own business—some 1"

" SBomcebody had better clear up this muck before the
mitsters or prefects spot it, I should suy,” Newland remarked.,

“ Fish is in charge of the shop," said Bolsover ITHLj ol
*“He can do that."

I guess I'm Euing to clean myseli before 1 do anvthing
else " gasped Fisher T. Fish, and he scrambled away jammily
to the door. CUoker had dropped the key there, and Fish
picked it up and imserted 1t into the lock: but before he
could turn it, Johnny Bull had caught him by a jammy
shoulder and swung him back into the middle of the room.

Fisher T. Fish spun round, and glared at the sturdy junior
wrathfully,

" Wharrer vou up to?" he roared.

“'Didn't you hear us say that this was a sharcholders’
meeting T growled Johnny Bull,

“ Yep! But I'm going to—""

" You're going to slay and attend the mecting, my son,
and give an account of your giddy stewardship,” gaid Frank
Nugent,

“T1 guess—

“Gentlemen of the School Shop Company, Limited, the
meeting 15 now open,”’ said Harry Wharton. ** We have to
call upon the mannging-director “for a full account of his
managing and directine”

*“ Hear, heart™

" We have reason to suspect that the managing-divector has
been swindling the customers, and leading them to reprisala,
which have hud the effect of mucking up the business.”

“Yoes. rather.”

“* Now, Fishy, what have vou got o say "

“I guess T want to clean this jam off before I go in for
any chin-wag!" growled Fisher T, Fish.

“The jam can wait. More Lkely vou want to elear off and
put Coker's two-pound-ten in u safe place before we make
you give it up!” growled Johnny Bull,

" The likefulness is tevrifie, my worthy chums."

Fisher T, Fish turned a little pink. Perhaps Johnny Bull
had spotted enrrectly his motive for being so anxious to
gct out of the Rag, and away from the shareholdess’ mecling,
at that moment, But  whatever his motive might be
certainly he had no chance of going. Johnny Bull was on
guard at lhe deor, and the unhappy managing-director
resigned himself to his fate.

** Now, we're waiting for your statement,” eaid Harry
Wharton,  *“Did wvou sell that rotlen stuff to Coker, and
take good money for it 7"

I oguess 1 gnoted him a specinl low price—"

“Did he know it was rotten goods "

“He was at Liberty to Jook.”

“Dil he know it, T sav?" raaved Wharton.

LT
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“ Nope.”

“He paid vou for it?"

“Yep !

“Two pounds ten shillings ! demanded Ilarey Wharton.

“* Correct !

“* Haven't we warned you that you'ro not to sell any
rolten stuff in the name of this company " demanded
Wharton, frowning.

“1 puess this wasn't in the name of the eompuny. The
company had chucked the stuff away. It wasn't any use
to the compauy. I sold it on my own, I caleulate that I've
a right to make a private speculation if I like. I guess that's
what I did. I planted 1t on Coker, because he's a jay. lle
should keep his eyves peeled, I guess. Boys who go round
in this world with their eyes shut must expeet to geot skinned.
Coker's got left. That's all. I guess I'm going now H

“¥You've guessed wrong, then. You're nolt going yet,”
said Harry Wharton calmly. “ You're geing to answer for
your sing, vou spooling bounder. Did you explain to Coler
that it was not in connection with the firm, and that it was
a private speoulation of your own to plant that rubbish on
a Jay?"

“Nope !" growled Fisher T. Fish. * Of course I didn't!"

“You swindled him "

“Business 18 business!” groaned Fisher T. Fish. s !
ruppose vou stick-in-the-mud DBritishers will never be uble to
understund business. It's ro good trying to explain, L
gurss.’

“No good trying to explain to us that swindling 1is
bisiness,” sgreed Wharton, *“ We shouldn’t believe you.
What have you got out of t? Even if it was honest, it
wauldn't pay. Your clothes ave ruined, and I suppose
they're worth more than two-pound-ten.  All the stock has
boeen destroyed, and the business hnished—quite done in!
That's the result of hustling methods in business, sn't it ?"

“1 guess I'm pgoing to call on the sharcholders to shell
out Tere t.*ﬂ}:i'rul to renew the stock,” explained Fusher T,
Fish. * Fach of the shareholders is liable to pay up another
tenn bob on his pound share, to meet the liabilities of the
COTUBIILY, I :1fmll asscss it at ten shillings to each shave-
linlder holding a single share——"

“Yon won't serew ton shillings out of me, you spoofer!™
growled Jobhuny Bull. “I'm fed wp with you.”

“Bane here 1?

Opinion scemad to be unanimons among the sharcholders,
The losses on the S8chool Bhop had 8o far outelassed the gains
ta such an extent that the prospect wus not at all encourag-
g,  And it was known, too, that Mrs, Mimble's shop was
to be re-opened on the following day. The shareholders con-
silted together, and Wharton, as chairman, communicated
the results of the deliberations to the managing-director,

“The aharcholders have decided that no issue of further
capital can be contemplated——"

* Hear, hear!™

“Oh, I sav!” r{inculatnd Fish. " The whole stock’™s gone.
The vash in hand is only enough to pay for the crockery
that’s been broken. Thero must be a fresh issue of capital
to re-start the business.”

"*'Then the business can go to Jericho ™ said the chairman
ol the sharcholders’ meeting, “We're pretty nearly fed
up with it, and Mrs, Mimble opens again to-morrow—and

| VARNS TO TELL. |

MISUNDERSTOOD,

"“Yes, thioge curtains 'aven't been down for montls, and
tie never eleans her step from one week’s end to ancther !

The little ecnfab had already lastod an hour betweon Mrs.
Jonkinsg and Mrs, Pollins—next-door neighbours. BSuddenly,
at the farther end of the gtreet, the doctor’s carriage stopped,
All the street vere eagerly exeited.

“Tre, Johnuv,” suwl Mise Jenking, “ run over to number
foriv-eight, and ask how old Mrs. Brown ia.

“Well, what's she say " she inquired
offspring on his relorn,

“She =avs, "Mimd your own bizness.
do vwi' you ‘ow old ghe 81"

cagerly of her

"Tain't nothin® to

CATCH FATHER WITH THIS!

“ Just had a shoek," explained SBnookey. "1 was seatrd
next 1o a lady on a 'bus coming down the Strand, and, think-
ing to impress her, put on my last cigar. Imagine my
astenishment when she suddenly snatched it out of my inouth
arid threw it overboard !

“Ind vou dave after 183" struek in the Chirpy One.

“No; but I grubbed her toy dog, and dropped that over-

board, too! '8, she welled, '1 threw your cigur over
wonsav: UP AGAINST IT!”
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wo're nmiare than fed up with you. There wou't be any more
cvapital, Moreover— "’ .

“I'll guess I'll advance as much as two-pound-ten, at Ave

r cent. interest, to start the business again,” said Fisher

. Fish.

“Ha, ha, hal” ) ‘

“"“You won't advanoe Coker's two-pound-ten, f‘f *thu_l'.i
what you mean,” said Iarry Wharton grimly. * You're
going to hand that back to Coker.”

“1 guess not |7 _

“‘ Lay 1t on the table now !" commanded Wharton,

* Nope.” R

“Collar him and take it away from him,” said Harry.
“ We'll send Coker in here to feteh it, if he wants it. Take
Coker's money and lay it on the table.” )

Fisher T. Fish made a wild rush for the window. But
the Removites were after him in a twinkling, and he was
captured and dragged back. Bolsover major turned out his
pockets, and two sovereigns and hall-a-sovereign ware
speedily unearthed. The Yankee junior 'ﬁ':.ll'uﬁgil‘:d frnnnml‘ll:,r.

“1 guess 1I'm not going to stand it!" he roarved, I
gucss that's mine—-lshg}mﬁa—;-ynrmﬁl—- I calculate—

owp! I reckon! ¥Yah-h-hh!” .
?Bl?rnpl Fisher T. Fish was dropped from the window,
and he ralled in the Close, and a shower of squashed tarts
and other fragments followed him as he fled. .

The carcer of Fisher T. Fish as managing-director o th:-l
School Shop Company, Limited, had come to an end. .ﬁnd
the School Shop Company, Limited, had come to an en
simultaneously with the carcer of its managing-director.

L
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Coker vocovercd his two-pound-ten; and the reputation ot
the defunct company for honesty of dealing was vindicated.

But Fisher *.l‘. Fish mourned over his loss, and lke
Rachel mourning for her children, he refused to be com-
forted. He persisted in considering that Horate Coker owed
him twe pounds ten shillings— Dut the first time he
dropped into Coker's study to ask for payment of the l-:l;'ﬂl"
it wis also the last time. He left the study *“ on his neck,” a3
Coker described it afterwards to Potter and fo'ﬂﬂﬂ‘r and,
after that he never ventured to say the words ‘two-pound-
ten' within hearing of Coker. o

The shareholders of the School Shop Company, Limited,
had lost all the subseribed capital ; but, as Nugent remarked,
that was gotting off pretty well, considering that they had
had an American business man for their mnqaf;mgvd:rutﬂr.

The next day Mrs. Mimble re-opened her lLittle shap, and
sinong her best customers to celebrate the oceasion were the
cheerful vouths who had nearly become her rivals un business
—The Schoolboy Shopkeepors,

THE END.

Next Monday's sple
tu(lh is unﬂth;r “UP AGAINST IT Frank Richards.

Please order your copy of the MAGNET LIBRARY in
Advance. Price One Penny.)
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because it was against the regulations ! * That's tho reason
I threw your dog overboord,” I replied.

“ We both looked over the 'bus to see what had become of
our possessions, and there was the pom. rinuing along by
the side of the 'bus. And, what do you think was in its
mouth ¥ . _

“The cigar?"’ ejaculated the Chirpy One with prompti-
tude.

“ No; its tongue !" zaid Bnockey.

OVERHEARD IN A RAILWAY CARRIAGE.

“Hour and twenty minutes, next train, sir,” said the
porter, as he turned into the porters’ room on the little
country station. ) _

“H'm!" muttered the Irishman philosophically, as he
entered the waiting-room. ** I'll put on & pipe.”

He had been calmly seated for about a quarter of an hour,
when w fusev, nervy little wopan entered and sat on the
chair next hun, .

“Kir, if you were a gentleman," she remarked, with
asperity, * you would not smoke here!”

“If ‘yve were a lady, ma’am, ye'd =it farther away,”
he retorted.

Strained silence pervaded the atmosphere, Lut presently
ehe buret forth again in a thin, cutting voice:

“1f you were my husband, 1'd give you poison !

Slowly and comprehensively, the son of Erin suiveyed tha
acrimonious lady, putling quietly ot his pipe. _

“If you were iny wife,” he said, os he quietly felt for his
vouch, “* I'd take 1t !" 2

A Splendid Complete Tale of Harry
Wharton & Co, Order Early.



T Che “ IMagnet bouE, ;

Our Grand Ne

By SIDNEY DREW, Pri

w Serial Story!

nce of Adventure Story-tellers.

PN NAPNAL NN NPT NN\ NN\ D\ 2\

READ THIS FIRST.

Ferrers Lord, the lamous

Gan-Waga, the Eskimo, and Prout & Co.—the stalwarts of the

multi-millionaire, is surrounded in his magnificent London residence hy his
millionaira’s famous submarins, the Lord

friends Ching-Luag, Barry O'Roonsy,

- _ ol the Deep. After a pariod of inaction
there is a rumour afloat that Farrers Lord is aboul to start upon one of his great expaditions again, I'qlum-ntimua-fI the mjllinpnl.ire himuﬂmil
devoling all his attention to a curiously earved narwhal's tosk which be has picked up in an East-End curio=dealar’

to be hollow, and to contain some gold coins, and & small
mysterious fioating island inhabited by strange monsters, which Ferre
bantom island ‘* Mysteria '’ in mdvance. All hands board the Lord
errers Lord makes for an uncharted island, which he intsnds to use
acquaintance of the inhabitants, leaving Prout in charge of the launch.

from some vessel, but which is now enrolled as one of the crew of the

The mysterious island .
Tﬁ'l:tt! out, thers can never be & mirags without a subsia

adventurers at last catch sight of ** Mysterin.'
mirage, but, s3 Ferrers Lord ,
of the flosting island at once, but a terrific voleanic eruption occurs,
Elmn[ clean through her from deck to kesl. The mill onalre runs th
ung and Thurston with & party of men in the launch to cut some logs.

o'shanter, who warps them that the island belongs to Germany.
to cut down some palm-trees,

wad of parchment, which bears a stran
rs Lord determines to go in se

of the Deep, which slips out of its sacre
ax his he

in the course of which a blax

Ching-Lung laughs at him,

& shop.
£¢ message from Lhe sea.
arch ol.

The tusk proved

This tells of a
Thurston immediaizly christens the
t enve on its mysterious new quest,
e Iands with & party to maks Lhe
katoo, which hus evidently escaped
A.B. Back on the submarine, the
to be flosting in the sky. It is a
millionaire determines to start in purswmit
ng fire-ball falls on the Lord o! the Deep,
bay of the nearest island, and sends Ching-
on‘ronted by a curious figure in & red tam-
however, and he sirides off, while the party proceed

quarters, and, arrived there.
Prout captures n wonderful talking coc
Lord of the Deep as James Jimson,
—bere and ghostly-leoking —APPOArs
nce. The

¢ submarine aground in the
On landing the party are ¢

(Now go on with the story.)

Strange Behaviour by the Germans.

A lordly palm came crashing down, and Thurston pre-
ceaded to lop it

“I say. it woull be easicr to lever it down to the water
thun to Lift it on the carring,’’ said Ching-Lung. ** Gan and
I will tske the job on. Wauke up, lazv! What do you think
we pay yvour dog-licence and keep vou in eandles for 2"

“'Cos 1 was borned so butterfuls—hunk Chingy ¥ lisped
Cinn.
" No, to work!" roared his Highness, **W-a-r-k! That's

what we keap vou for. Didn't vou know?"

Gan-Waga dropped on his knees, and held up two Bp-
pheating hands,

“Den shoots me at twices. Chingy "' he groaned.  ** Dat
betterfuls dans workings. Bull a puidet 10 me, Chingy. Mo
s¢s put a bullets in me. 1 sooners thoe. ™'

“ You will f vou don't watch it. Look out!
don't break vour spoectacles ™

Down erashad ansther palm, Dinging up a shower of sand
and water. Tho hill was fairly steep. and. with the help of
a conple of poles, (hing Lun :uulI Gat-Waga levered the
first trunk along, and u|JIu~!u=:rlt into the creck. The tide
wis practically at a standstill,

“"How do you like gathering firowood. O fat and mightv
one ! inquired the prince,

I likes cangles betterer,
fully.

“Yoes. the anmibition of vour gidde life i< ta get a job an
n tillow foctory. ssn't it? You're an oilv rascal, Cranns, bt
Vol ve got to |||."![| me to shiflt some more trees. Trot along,
tear—trot along !

“I nots a navvy, Chingy'"
B0°00,

“Who siid yon were? If von were painted red. and kont
your mouth apen, vou'd be a pillar-box, L'dl mive prise
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Mind yom

Chingy.” said Gan-Waga truth-

snid the Fskimo. with ligh

Our Gompanion Papers.

of a pinch of snuff a waek for life ta atvbody who can tell
me whit von really are, Tie a stick to yourself, and sit
on a barrel of gunpowder, awl if I'm anvwhiere in thoe
viciuiry with a box of matches yvou'll soon be a rockef !

Lian smiled feebly as he waddled up the hill. They rolled
down two more of the lopped trunks, and got them ailoat
Another tree was tottering to its full, whon Barry suddenly
checked his gleamine axe,

“doe.” ho said, gazing down towards tho rocky
O just seed a walkin' fog signal.
was a walkin pickled-cabbuge.”
“Then tell it to walk up “ere, and bring some cold beef
wi' it said Joe

“Wlisht! 0% seed ut wance moro.
skulkin® about. Will, may Qi—
(hm a man!”’

A dozen figures broke from the shelter of the vocks. headed
by the red tam-o'-shanter, nnd dushod towards the launch,

In a fow seeande thiv had hauled the bHitle veenrl higle
pud deyv, Gan-Wagn and Ching-Lung, who were half-way
down the hill, halted in dismay,

“The blackeunrds: Thev'eo stavin® her in!”
“Tt's piracy "

He snatched up Ching-lang's rifle, and Jor was o deadly

'-'u|'|.c*_1r'.
Av ut wasn't thut, ut

Bodad, ould red-nob is
Lauk, sor! Thrayson, as

velled Joe,

‘F;h,pl 3 i )

Sniop. you mantac ' ened Thurston.  * They've all got
rilles. amnd could mow. us down with eue wvuollexv. Ching,
com:> back ™

They eould hear the sullen thudding of stesl against steel.
A clond of mist deifred down the lnllside. . . |

The prince and the Eskimo. both boiling with indignatien
arul rage, came running back. _

* How many rifles have we®’ panted Ching-Lung.
: gronned Barey {]iﬁnruﬂ_‘.'-l

““I'hen we're the biggest asses unhung! Thoso dogs mean
miischief. Get back over the slope. What did T say ®

Fei

““Onlv two, sor!”
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The mist had hidden everything. A bullet sang thvough it,
wid the shrick of the flying lead was followed promptly by a
sl report.

Like ecxpevioneed veterans who had weathevod many a fight,
they seattered and ran. Tt was Lavely o lhondred and fifty
vards to the brow of the hill. They sprang over its sheltering
viest, and halted.

“IF ths Cere s Pritain agen Germany,” said the oar-
jponter, spitting on his hand, *1 'ope Germany 'as got her
eoflin ready 17

“1hd anyvone count the scoundrels?

“1 did, sonny,” roplied Ching-Lung.  ** With red-knob,
there was just o baker's dozen.”

“And my Unele Dinnis of Ballybunion Castle olwavs towld
mo that thivteen was a moizhty onlucky number,” added
(0 Rooney. **Och and bedad, uv O onuly had the photograph
of an eighty-owan-ton gan 01 blew the sawdust out of thn
murtherin’ spalpeens ! 0i'd make Misther Joolius Fubor as
cowld nnd dead as Joolius Saizer. Ounly lot me get at thoe

nuserable bhaste!

Ching-lamg, a grim look in his slanting eves,
wards. There was o thin brenk in the angry 1ue
A gust of wind boat the nist down,

The effect was brief, hut extraovdinary., The heads of half
w scare of men aopearad,

At the disteneo their bodies were invisible, and their heads
=comed tn be gevered, and resting on a while shicet. Tha
P tam-o’-shanter was vory conspicions,

1 pguess 1 eould bore a hole in that ved target,” said
f'hilrjlg-[.ungJ smeking up the sight of hiz rifle to four hundyed
yurds.

“Wail o bat, old cliap "' said Rupert.
do anything rash.”

The chanee huwd gone.  Another gust swopt (he Fopr awavy.
Not a man was visible, The launeh had been turned over
on her side, batteved in, and most probably looted into the
bargain.

“Now they've made full-sized idiots of themselves ! said
Clhung-Lung.  * P"erbaps they faney wo belong to some two-
wnd-sixpenny pearling vessel.  Oh, did she?”

“Bee those colours theve?  Oh, mein saver-krant und
bolony ! Dot vas Shermany's lag, ain'dt ud? Ach, der saure
off dor kippors 1"

A flag Auttoving from n pole rose aver the rocks. Tt was
the bluck-and-yellow imperial standard of Germany, with tho
motto, " Gott it uns,” and the date 1870.

“Gintlemen.” grunted Barvey O Roonev, ** wad ver kaindlv
toll me pliwgt koind of an insect that is on that Aag? (]
TITRITS ;th big black reptoile m the middle, wid the erawn
uver ut,

“ It ain’t an ivsect, or a reptile neither, ignorvance!” said
Joo. “It's the Black Eagle wi’ two heads.”

“All the betther. Ol wring both ut's necks and twist
both ut's heads off afore the ball's over ! said the valinut
Barry. ' 0Oh, whoy and oh, whoy did Oi forget my littlo
g, that darlin' pet? Shame “twas to lave that l.'i-ﬂ-;mm
dear. Bedwl, (h wish O had wt here. O'd slip wan carth-
vidge i the bolt, and make that two-necked eagle monit.’
How's that for o poem made up on the spot?”

“ You onght to make another like it, aml drop dead on the
spot ! sighed Joe.  * That's wuss than rat-pizen tuken on an
empty stomach 17

"1 sooners eats tin-tackses and boot-protoctors dan hears
dats!™ said Gan-Waga mownfully, “ It puin my POOIS 111
sides bad "nough awfuls.”

They were not in the least uneasy, but they wero highly
indignant. The outrage was unpardonalile,

To have their boat smashed, and to be wantonly fired upon
by a gang of desperadocs, was a monstrous crime that ealled
for swift und stern justice.  Nutions had been plunged into
costly wars for less,

Not for a moment did cither Ching or Thurston imagine
that Cermany had the slightest interest in the Isle of {he
Twin Pillars or in Julinug Faber.

Many a desperate and bloody battle has been waged by
rival vossels for the possession of seal calonies and guaio beds
on the Southern Seas.

“T'm pretty sure you wore right, Ching,"” said Rupert.
“Thov've found guano, and they mean to stick to it. [
wandoer who really owns this show ?”

“1 don't know, sonnyv. Tt wasn't down on the Admiralty
charts till Lord mapped it in. You ean woger it isn't worth
much, or somcbody would have roped it i long age. T
know one thing, though. Herr Juliua Faber has bitten off
a much bigger pmece than he can swallow.

“The worst of it is, he's camped down right In our way
home.”

“And it's & strong place, too, sonny. A few pom-pom
shells would feteh him out at a rush. My stars!  It's so
cheorful that T want to sing.  Any sign of o rainbow vet?”

Ta stir would have been the height of folly. They hadd
hadd two tastes of the termiper of the gang already. 1t was
maddening toosit there in the drenching downpour, helplessly,
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lanced up-
of elonds,

“Wo dou't want to

N EQE AGAINST IT!”

| wousk, Che [ IDagner”  owe,

with nothing to do exeept watel the Muitering Nag aml the
torrent-swoept hillsidie.

“What's the fellow's idens, T
“Why did he smuesh onr bomt?
prisopeps ¥’

AV 01 had him beve," growled Bavey muvderonsdv, 0050
wrsunde lum o el ver peditely by tickhin' lias vibs wisd a
Lunil‘e!"

“And we hinlps yo' butterfuls,” said Gan-Waea.

“One thing 18 jolly plang™ said his Highness of Kwai-hal,
1le's not aware of the jub he's fackled.  1le st think we
belong to some wind-innmner or litlle steamer with abort o
dozen hands. When toughs like those chaps Linble weross
guintto they van seo n fortune starng them o the face. Gl
vosts money, and they'll Gght to keep it, tooth amd sail,  OF
course, it may be pearl-oysiors, but it mmonnts ro the same
thing, Naturally, when we don't show up thero 1 be a
search-party, and Mr. Julius expects another hanl.  The
Gevman busiess as all w puee b, The vory way the coptile
warned us off shows that he has struck oil, and e wants to
load up bhefore anvone else can put a fingeer m the pae.”!

UL might be threasure, sor.” suggested Bovev—"" poirates
buried goold. Yoz niver ean bl in those outhondish holes, O
wance dug up some theeasore mesilf ot Ballybunion., (4 was
diggin” wurrns ta po lishin, whin all at wande the =janefar
stinck sorocthon’ wul o dull and holler thad,”

“What dul it steake

A buried brick,” woent om tha Teishman,  * Of 1ok out
the brick to kape hinndy to throw at the policeman whin he
carne round, and there, stavin” me in the face, 8 sivd &
cheat.  Faney foindin® o bursed cliest ] Bodad, (8 wus <n
exeited  Oi vushed into the castle. My Uncle Dennis—arrah,
phwat a mwan he was for breakin® heads at  falis—was
clanin’ the grate. “Oncle,” I yells, *Orve fouud a chest
"Whereabours? he howls, takin® «

wonder?”' sanl Thoarstio,
Can lhe want to make us

burted in the garvden.'
dhvink out of the blacklead pot in mistake for the whisky-
jar. C Alongsonde of the onion-bed,” T says,  * Then, he
jubors” says he, ‘ut's the moncy your grandfuvther Moike
towld us he'd wiven to buy knives and forks for (he cannibala,
the ould fibber. T goessid he'd hid it he ~ayvs. * Hurroo!
We'll bo vieh for loife! Wid that we both runs loike mad."

“And was dere lotges of monevs, Bareys?" questionsad the
intevestod (GGan-\Waga,

“thodude't want,” said Barew. 110 eot a powerfnl
harrd fist. Hle van north, and O van sonile Ut was o foine
chest, ull the same. Yez see, bhove, ut happened oo be the
vhiest of our ould tomeeat, that Ord laid im0 othe cowld and
silont tomb o few months afore "

“1lusa "' snapped Joe.

“The samoe to you, amd many an “em ™ <ail Barry.
OV invoite yez to dinner when the cariots and thistles get
roigae.”’

Hud they seleeted the palms pointd ont by the engineer,
they would have Dbeen visible to those on board the sils-
marine throwgh an ovdinary poie of lold-glasses,  The frece
they had chasen were ensier to wet afloab, but they wirn
hidden fram the ship. The inaction beeame intolevable.

“ This won't do. We must try and make a move of sama
kind."” smd Rupert impatiently. .

“T've been thinking the swne thing Tor the last half-hour,
olil man. I wish the prgs would show themsilves, ow
about making a long sweep of it, and coning down te tha
bay. Wa anght to be able to walk under the cliffs at low
131 LA

" Dut Lord will semld o a0e what hus become of ns befora
that,” said Thurston. ** They'll pull up in the dinghv, and
bolt strapsht 1ute the net,” L

Ching-Lung nodded, and let his eyes rove inta the nisty
valley bebind lim, and then up the il bevond, A man'a
figure showed black against the gloomy skyline.

“ By Jove," he cried, " T believe we're in the soup. Rul
Thers wre morve of them over vonder, It's impossible to
signal, There's not n bit of wood or grass that isn't as wet
as if it had been soaking at the bottom of the sea for twelve
minnths.”

The hgure vanished suddenly and sospiciouslv. A man
with honest intentions would not have dived out of sight so
promptly.

“Are you sure it wasn't & nizger, old Ghap?”’

“I'm perfectly eertain it wasn't.” said the prince,
13 4 miee gamo to play—for the other side,
thing desperate in o minute,”

“*Thin, bedad, lind me a bob, =or,”
“and O1'll hoire an umbrella.
kapes on." _

“ Tlnng it. get hold of my rifle ! growled Ching-Lung in

“*This
I shall do some-

] said Barry O'Raoney,
01 shall soon be o fish uv 1his

utter desperation.  * Tll speak to the hound. If he looks
lilke treachery, bore a hole in him, Joe. Il ecan’t mean
murder.* Lel's see if 'l answer this” 25

A Splendid Complete Tale of Harry
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He waved his sosuked pocket-handkevchief, FPresently a
'.l.]jll'.l“ rag was seen Huttering above a low rock. The rod
tam-o’-shanter came into view; and, slipping a revolver into
h!s sleeve, Ching-Lung walked boldly forward, holding up
his hands.

Julius Faber advanced to meet the prince, his hands ox-
tended above his head to show that he carried no weapons.
U That'll do,"” he shouted gruftly, *“ We're near enough to
jaw.  Why the dickens couldn't they send a white man,
izstead of a dirty Chinec? Stand still, and get on with the
telking. What d'yo want®"’

" My rudmappgd. honest, German friend,” said Ching-Lung
quietly, " that is the identical question I wish to put to
you. What do you want?”

And so the two stood face to face, glaving at ench other
menacingly.

Tells How Ching-Lung, When He Thought He Had Won
the Game, Discovered that His Opponent Had an Ace
Up His Sleeve.

Joo crept along the ridge on hands and knees, for Faber,
guessing that he was covered, did his best to make a rampart
ﬁ{ Liﬁing-Lung. Faber wiped his grey beard, and laughed

arshly,

“It's no good fooling matters,” he said,
let alone, and we don't want you here, You ecame without
asking. People who stick their noses into other people’s
business often get them bitten offl. We were here fiest.  1f
vou wanted a thunderin® island, why didn’t vou find out one
or yourselves? Aren’t there plenty of them in these seas?
r\'hai; the deuce do you come nosin’ about here for, any-
w1

Ching-Lung put on his most bewitching smile.  He was
generally most dangerous when he looked ns he did then

“You go a little too fast for me,”” he said. * You want
to be let alone. Being rather particular about the company
I keep, I can solemnly assure yon, Red-cap, that 1 had no
intention of interfering with you. You did not invite vs to
come. Quite true! I have no recollection of receiving a
scented invitation-card with pold edges from vou. Nor do 1
want this island. T have quite as much property of my own
as | can manage in one amall lifetime, [i'-::- come to the last
point, most honourable Red-cap, I admit T am puzzled, 1f
vou do not want us here, why in the name of all whys do
vou stave in our boat, and thus prevent us from going away 1"

The shifty. bluck eves gave Eim g perplexed look. Fabor
could not make him out. Ho absolutely recoiled when he
saw that Ching-Lung was smoking. The movement nearly
cost him his life, for Joe was keerﬁ}' watching. Had he put
unother ounce of pressure an the trigger, Faber would have
rolled over, a dead man. He recoiled another step. Ching-
Lung was helding a ridiculous little paper umbrella over the
glowing tip of his cigar.

“ By the way, illustrious Red-cap,”
in honeyed tones, ©

“We want to be

continued the prince
as yvet you have not informed me why
you staved in our boat. And why, most magnilficent one,
ns we are not ducks or minnows, do vou expect us to swim?"”’

“TN tell you." Faber leaned forward. * Do you know
what a paradox is?"

“ Perhaps 1 don't. What T do know, greatness, is that
vou speak marvellous English for n German,”

- \\Pl.ﬁ.l, I'll tell you. A paradox 15 a statement that con-
tradicts another, so to sav. We don't want yvou here, but we
do want you here. And, you vellow, juggling dirt, we mean
to keep you here. You'll be useful. We'll make you work.
By thunder, we'll show you what work is like! Try to bolt,
and we'll kill you like flies! Look over there. You'll see
my men."”

ChinggLung'u smile broadened, but he did net turn his
head. Such an ancient trick as this to take him off his guard
tickled him.

"You are a funny man!” he said. * Bo you're going to
make us work. Well, strange as it may seem, we don't like
work. Do you know what I think is the best thing to do?
Frankly, I'd be delighted if vou could teach some of our
boys to work.”

“1'll teach ‘em, don't fret ! said the man, with a vicious
chuckle,

“T1 wish you'd come and talk to them, Julivs—you must
really come and talk to them, If vou don't "—his voice sank
into a strangled hiss—you'll never talk again, Herr Red-cap!
Follow me, you cur, step by step—step by step, hound!
Move! Five scconds I give vou, and only five! Wiil vou
teach us how to work? Move, hound—move, or I'll stop your
teaching for good and all!™”

To the amaze of Rupert, Joe, and Gan-Waga., and to the
puzzled consternation of the scoundiels ambushed amongy the
rocks, Ching-Lung began to back up the slope. His hands
were still raised above his head, and so wore Faber's.

But the German—if German he was—followed the prince.
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His eves, flushed with blood and szlow with horror, were
lixed—not on Ching Lung’s face, but on the prince's loft
knee. Ho sermed hvpnotised,

“ iy the ghosy of Eidri}' MoCarthy, what does ut mane?™
gusped Barry, * Luk at ut follerin® lotke a tame shope !

Ching-Lung stood still.

" Hands up, most glorious Redeeap!' he said. “ 1 have
another in my pocket, and a trusty lad of mine has a bullet
ready for you, No ducking or doflging, dear Hed-cap! In
love and war, you know, all cheating is fair. Just hope as
havd as ever you can hope that 1 sha'n't trip over anyihing.
1f I do, it will be pretty bud for you. I'm only a dirty
Clunaman, you know, but T can tame dirty white moen, Btep
out carefully, my pet. That's very mice. I like people who
do as they're told.™

What did it mean? Faber's face was distorted fiendishly
with fear and rage, He kept pace with Ching-luung, They
stepped over the ria_u;ﬂ'- not three paces apart, and, uttering a
tervifie ** Hurroo ! to which Gan-Waga added o hysterical
J"i'ﬂutwrfulﬁ ' Barry rolled into the arms of Gan and hugged
1,

Ching-Lung’s teeth gripped the butt of a revolver. A
itrmg attached to the cocked trigger waos tied round his left

T,

The slightest buckward jerk of his lez, or the slighiest
stumble, would have exploded the weapon, and shot Faber
dead. Ching-Lung let tho revolver drop into his hand,

*tGentlemen,” he said, “allow me to introduce vou to
Signor Don Mister Herr 8ir High Duke Scnor Faber. He
has come all this way to sce you becuuss I nsked him, with
this shooter, And I'm a dirty Chinaman.  Oh, no, vou
don’t 1" .

Faber gave a ory of pain, A heavy blow on the shoulder
from Joe's rifle stopped the hand that was fving towards
hui hip-pocket. Barry promptly seized the concealed re-
volver.

" Oh, Ching,” said Thurston, tears of laughter in his eves,
youre a terror!” )

U Wud yer loike me to wring his neck, or shall we save
Liiim up to burrn on the bonfoire noight, sir " grinned Barry,

“Oh, just see what he's got 1™ said Ching-Lung.

“Oh, sees what de bad 'mnough ugly faces gots!” added
Gan-Waga, his face aglow with pure delight. * P'haps dero
somao slossidges, hunk ¥

:‘llﬂi'it‘r tic him up, boys,” advised Thurston,e

‘Good idea, Ru!" Ching-Lung pointed over the ridge.
“Great, noble, and very funky Red-cap, yonder vou will
I:::r'hﬂid a gun-carriage, various hatchets, splinters, and ropes.
Fetch the rt:r]:rm. My friend here with the rifle can put a
bullet through a hole the size of a lmlfp{-nu;; ninet y-nine
times out of a hundred. T can do the same with o hole the
siz of u farthing. 'Nuff said. Ropes, pleuse!”

" Do—do you mean vou'll shoot?"

o Try us, am]ﬂnnt 3o much lhip!” said Joe grimly. “ Do
ﬁJ}‘ﬂlﬁt ro ;:{-llud. - % :

ust as nec was apout to start, Barrv, as ale -
hunted fox, seized him by the collar. A ation

“ More mist, sor!"

" Good man!” eaid Thurston, looking behind him.  * He
might have got clean away.”

“No, he wouldn't, sir,” said Joe. ““I'm watchin' that
Mr. Rupcrt.” '

They could not even see cach other.

“ All roight, Oi've got him, al:.:r!" said Barry's voice. * Bo

jubers ! he's done me —lie’s— '

_ “He nin‘!: done me, not much ! growled Joe. * Don't ba
tn such a 'urry, mate. That's a rifle, feel it —eht Very
well, don't be so lively.”
It was some time before the drenching fog drifted away,
There's more coming up,” said Ching-Lung quickly, * and
a lot of it. It won't be here for some time, though, Fetch
those ropes."
"1 must, then?" snarled the prisoner.
* If you don't,”’ said Joe, regarding Fabor most unlovingly,
*“*I'll knock your head elean into the rivoer." -
“ Phwat a treat for the eels that wud be!" said Barry
“ Move along, yez ugly spalpeen.” .
Faber clumbered over the ridge. Two rifles wore following
all his movements. Any attempt to cscape, as he knew well
cnough, meant at least an ugly wound, if not certain doath.
He picked up the thickest rope he could see. A puff of simok.
burst over the rocks, tossing up a splash of sand. One of Lis
own men had fired,
“ Hurry up, there!” bellawed big-voiced Joe.
The man returned sullenly.  Barry snatched at the ropw,
o Luk at phwat the ugly baboon has brought,” he said.
Does he think, bedad, we want to tow an ivonclad wid ut*"
“Mukes ole ugly faces picks its, Chinev.” said Gane
Waga, @
* Another good idea !

DBravo, Gan! Just unwreap that,
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Hod-eap,  Take one strand out. Don't look so white. We
don't menn to hang you with it just yvet, only to tie yon up.
Bometimes we make prople work just for fun, We like fun,
Work o T

“ Into the river roes that lump vou eall a ead,” said the
carpenter, swinging the riflo like a golf-club. ' Get to it!"

It was a hard and tarry rope, but Faber proved himself
un expert seaman by promptly splitting asunder the strands.

* Tie hih up, Barry,” said Ching-Lung.

He was watching the sky. He stooped, and whizpered in
Thurston's ear.  Rupert nodded.

* It must be done,”” ho said,

“It can be done, old man. It's cusy.”

** But they'll hear 1t,"” protested Thurston.

' Not they., The ground = too =oft, and the wheels are
too well oiled. Here she comes, Watch that it doesu't lift.
No, it’s n dream. So-long !™

Ching-Lung glided into the mist-cloud that drove over the
il When it cleared away, Ching-Lung was in safety, wiul
the gun-carriage was within forty yards of the oddge. A
second cloud poured down.

" Now we'll give him a mide in our npice motor-car,”” saud
his Highness of Kwai-hal, dragging the gun-curmnage over
the ndye. * Here it is.""

" Faith, thin,”" grinned Berry, who was helping Joe to bind
the prisoner, * moind vee don't exceed the Jezal lmit of
spade, or UI'll run yez in, Oi'm a policethrap. My Uncle
Denmis had the fomest mothor-car —rowl over. yee spal-
peen —that iver left o horrid smell behound ut. Will yez
kKipe qquotet, or mmust O woipe e boots on vouy face? O,
et was a lovely mothor-.car, wid—wid wheels on ut, nnd—
angl——"

‘I thought you =aud vour unecle had been dead twenty
vears, | remarked Joe, busy with the rope.

“ 8o 01 dud, and se he has,” retorted Barvy.

“ Why, you dotty ourang-outang,” =aid Joe, *Tow dye
mike it out, then? It awn’'t ten yvear sinee Lthey wos fivst
runuin’ motoc-ears in Hengland."

Burry gave him a glance that might dave withered up a
bronze stitue.

“This was in Ireland,” he roared. And Joe said no
more, ' lon Irelnnd, where the snakes doa't come from,
futhead [

" Yo' potted him, Barry, butterfuls!"" said Gan.  ** 1o, ho,
hien! In lrelands, Joes, where de snakeses comos froms.”

Thurston and Ching-Lung whispered together,

“1don't ke it,"" sard Rupert. ** Why not leave the fellow
here?”

** Because I've tiken a passionate longing to be ncar him,
sonny. 'The tude's on the ebb now, and =

“Then send Gan-Waga,” said Thurston.  The swim s
nothing to him. Or let us all go together, and leave the
prisoner hehind.”

“What! In the cold rain?
heartless, merciless bounder !
wet he'd get.”’

His Highness spoke jestingly.
and then he langhed.

““ All serene,” be said. ** Unfasten vour boots, lads, for
vou've got a long swim before you. Wea're going to take ad-
vantage of the next lot of mist to scuttle away to the river.
The tide should be running out [asl.”

“*Are we goin' to lave ould pudden’-fuce. sor'™

“ M'ves, it looke like it, Barry,” answered Clung-Luug.
“ His dear pals will ind him later. Heve it comes, us thick
as pen-soup. Keep close together and swim hard. We shall
be hundveds of vards below the rocks before it clears away
if we have any luck. I we don’t have luck, drop down flat
und lie as still as mice till another clowd arrives.”

Barry patted the sarly prisoner on the head, and advised
him to be n good boy. Like u dense cloud of smoke the fog
billowed down,

“1 don't like it, Ching,” repeated Thurston.
doing the worst thing possible, I'm certain."”

* Not o bit of it, BSeoot along, chaps.”

Grasping each other's haunds shey plunged into the fog
and down the sodden slope, Ching-Lung, unknown to his
comrades, turned back. He stumbled against the gun-carviage
in the dense gloom,

“ Borry,” he sand, us e trod on something vielding,
neodu’t swear ot me, sweet Red-cap. I didn’t mean it, really.
Jove! 1F T wanted an wland, 'd ehoose one that had decent
weather., Caug yvou swim?™'

al

Rupert, my boy, voau're a
Oh, for shame! Think how

He wus silent for & moment,

“We're

" You

Another long instalment of this splendid adventure
story in next Monday's iss e of * The Magnet"

Libvrary. Piease order your capy in advance. Price 7d.)
Tie Macxer Liarary.—No. 290,
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Ureyfriars Lyrics

BY
“The Magnet " Libirary's Own Rhymester.
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No. 4—FISHER T. FISH.

I guess vou'vo heard of Fisher Fish,
The enterprising Yankoo!?
The boys wﬁn he has tried o * di=h ™
Denounee his ways =0 swankw,
He seeks to gain, in manner dofr,

The great alimghty dotlar,
And ealls 1t ** baz,”" but it s thelt
To every Greyfrines scholar.,

His business instinet made him starg
A mode of moncy-lending,

In which he tgok the leading part—
Both firm and fellow blending.

DBut when his chents noticed how
The interest kept juul]:iiuﬁr

A feurful vengeance they did vow,
And Fish wus bruised with bumping.

Not all the bumps veceived cquld crush
His wonderiul endurance,
And Fishv started, with a rush,
A system of insuranec.
The fellows entored with o will,
But when, o wrath and wonder,
They learned that benefits were nil,
Poor Fish was rent nsunder!

Do you mmagine, after this,
That Fish desisted? No, sir!

He next began, in porfeet bliss,
The business of a grocer.

Hiz tea bad noither form nor void,
His coloured cakes were curious:
The cheese wus constantly annoyed—
Its bark was fieree and furious !

To sample Fishy's foreign crgs
Was simply suicidal ;

"Twero wise to drive them down with pogs,
Or check them with o bridle,

The Greyfriars chaps had had enoupgh—
Fish took a fearful licking ;

To extricate him from his stuff
Was worse than cakum-pieking !

An agency for faithful fags
Found Fishy in the centee:
This plan, with many rows und rags,
Returned to plague the inventor.
Then Fish began to realise
That Britich boys love fairness:
And his behaviour, in their eyes,
Had savoured not of squaroness,

The deeds which Fishy doth declare
He did in New York City,
Like all the tales of * over there,"
Are listened to with pity,
Although the Yankees muy deride
The British race ps dwindlers,
Well might they waste their foalish pride
(On Fish, the Prince of Swindleps!
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The Subject of next Monday’'s Lyric
will be

PETER TODD.
AT T o R PV, P, P P DU VO, VP D Vo, vy

A Splendid Complete Tale of Marry
Wharton & Co, Order Early,
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NEXT MONDAY :

“UP AGAINST IT!"
By Frank Richards.

In aur nest woek’s long, complete school story, entitled as
kv, Hoarey Wharton and lus ehums of the Remove Form
at Grevlfriars have o new problem to fuce, Uning to the
trouble that the wnruly jumiors have boen giving of late, the
wwers that be decide to put o prefect in cliarge of the
Lemrove passage, amd to that end o box-room in the passnoe
bovamverted imto a o study for Walker, of the Sixth,

Walker announces s intention of keeping a strict eye
ipone his charges, and the Remove are

lT I ¥

“UP AGAINST

with a vengeance, the problem being to get rid of the ub:
woxdons prefect. This task bewds the Form o give thew well:
kunown " ragzme 7 tachwes full play, and theee s frouble of
the most lively kind, Every " Magnetioe ™ will enjoy vemld
i of how the Removites fare i the .‘-.I|1I_-_-:||= sarsnn=t th.s
fro-lt invasion of thety vights in next Momday's ssue.

REPLIES IN BRIEF,

Mahel Geddfroy (Catford). —My recent reply to your query
e this page hag brought forth two  letters frmn fellow -
roeniders. One of these, Charles Kngoel, of 47, Luckley Steeet,
Pamchouse, London, E.. = anxis to eammnnicate with vou,
having the wlea that bhe mav be able to renew an ol
peqpuontanes therchy,  The other—Churles Wght, of 123,
|l|.||1-||-.,= HI]'IH"I, ]1:1I11|In|r~_:h—an--r-r. to lit Vil lLinve HETRY
nwilwrs of ** The Boxs™ Friend ™ &L Library issued  sinee
June, 1910, T leave it 1o yvou to conununicare with either o
both of these readers if vou so wigh, 6= neither of themn s
aware of vour present addriess.

A, Brown (Motherwelll.—Great patienee required to aceom-
plish yvour task. Try amnd persuade your jackdaw to imitato
cortain words which yon mast constantly repeat to him,

. A (Coventryl—DPlugging your ear with cotton-wool ia
thie only way to stop the water enterving ic, Ty again, amd
plug barder, although be eareful not to damage vour car.

J. Hedkinson (Hevwood, Lanes). T am afeand T cannot
vilue vour coins. Write to the cditor of the * Connoisseur,”
od. Maddox Street, London. W.. and ask his advice.

S —

THIS WEEK'S “PENNY POPULAR."
The tssue of our splendid companion paper,

“THE PENNY POPULAR.”

which is now on sale, baasts such a splendid programme of
attractions as to draw all wmy chows’ special attention,

“THE MASTER CHEAT."

A thrilling tale of Sexton Bluke, the world famons deiee-
tive s, encounter with the Prinee of Cardshinepers.

“ROUGH JUSTICE.”
By Martin Clifford.

A arand. complete school story of the popular (iams of S
Jims—Tom Merry & Co.

) rinted and published by the Proprietcrs st The Fleotway louse,

I.'T::nr;;;dun blreet, I.ﬂlidl:ll:l, Eugland. .ﬂﬂlnt:l In_r Australis : Gordon &

“ON EQUAL TERMS"
By S. Clarke Hook.

_'”rw of Juck, Sam. and
citing adventures; wid

POPLETS,

Ii.u- great competition, by menns of which dozens of “ Penny
Populae™ readers are supplementing theirr pocket-money by
wirinitng the splendid

CASH PRIZES
which arve offered every woek, I don't want a single one
of my “Magnet” chums to miss this week's * Penny
Popular "—it's & " top hole ™ number! So get it to-day,
readers, iF only 1o satisfy yourselves that 1 am right in my
commendation of 1t

PPeto’s most mmtoeresting and ex-

“HOW TO RUN A SCHOOL MAGAZINE."—No. 3.
THE TONE OF YOUR MAGAZINE.

Now that you have vour mag. in something like wonrkine
order, there s an important point vou must not forget, and
1".1" i=s “-'h'pl! i‘- 1'_1-'.l]|l'|] |ii|' s |:”|'|_|'-1” Qr -""t'l'ill“, ﬂf }I."‘“ [”llif‘l'-
This must be kept above suspicion, and this is how to keep
il 0% Iiest it foremost, |'r|;|1.':= |;|:'rT|'|||1___,: hll;;:q.hu_ui 11 vour
]:luh]:lf';:llltltl. HIH'H‘IL‘L ‘IFT I.H‘ f.‘nlh}' Hramimar, gl'tu'j.'ul ey
cies o rewand to facts stated, o bl arratigement of the
features,  The soeret of kicping these things right s Juind
i I-IIII_| attontion, and plenty of extra trouble.  Be sure of
cvervthmg you write ere vou allow it to b published. and
it vou are i doubt wirhh resard to gramncetical rales, ask
}‘”“' I f1'||:' h‘.l..'i '.III.I||‘ i=siatiaricnm u“{_l [||.|' :iﬁ[“llr'.'l.i 1|'|f|'H*'n'|;|_.
tion, if you have not a school lilvwey —there will he publie
one avallable—and the librarians will be rendy to help vou
tiv get at what vou require,  Be eaveful to avoid anvihing of
A personal nature. espeemltly when it custs an adverss roflees
tron upon anyone inoor oot of the school. Koep up to date
in school politics, but take no side, mervly state foets,

FICTION.,

This is an attractive featare of every paper, and the public
]-.,!.'.HL""- Tivesiie Uf “Ii:ﬁ Kind of PTATTa IIHI!.SI .,'l,ﬂl,.q'hinu. E'L".'jlfnl“]-l"l‘l.'.'i
ke fiction, Dot it must be of snell a nature ';'E!-Tl.p}u'-'ll:-. to the
I‘I,'.;I]'c instinet=, This 132 o i:m'rnt nui_\,' one st hool AT e PR e
in a hundreed pavs suflicient attention to.  Stutistics given by
a leading writer, who had spent yvears reacling stories of all
:-n|-|._- [rom bngf:mrr:&, wiernt to show that 90 Fl.t‘l' cont, ol the
stories 1n school anangazines dealt with the following theme:
YA man or woman enters o railway compartment to fnd,
afrer the rain has startod, that the other QUONPANT §s
dangerous lunatic, with o knife.”" ete. This touchos a broad
moral, avoid burglars, murders, erime of any sort. and exeept,
it vare cases, sentimental Jove-stories. You are a bov, and
vou know that all this stull docsn't appeal to you half s
much ws o good, rousing footer varn, with a grand finish up.
two nmunutes to play, the skipper with a sprained wrist, and
a goul wanted to win,  Let vour contributors knew. thier.
Fore, that vou want stories for bovs—sachool lifv, footer varns
sport varns, showing pluck  and  endurance, hl‘]f"-"i-ﬂi.:'l'i.l:lf_-p.
thought for others. and ceoastonally o real ol Hrijiill!li.::
ndventure story.  Bee to it that the stories are nntoral ond
Hfe-like, huve plenity of bright dinlogue, and stick to tho
plot.  Don’t meander olf telling the colour af the horo's
eves n ity words, disnuss it inoa .-””[1,[“ af incs. In short
et storiics about phiases of Iife that ave known well to th._;
writers. If wvou can get good funny stories that really raise
a lavgh they will be popular. * -

( Another article of this
interesting  series will appear
im  the Chat age moxt '

Monday.)
H

Goteh, Lid,, Melbourre, Eydney, Adelside, Frisbane, ard Wellingten, N.Z. ; for South Afriva; Cential News Agency, Lid.,Cape Town snd
Johanuesburg. ESulscription, 7o per annum. Saturday, August 20th, 1935
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A SAW-SEE IDEA!

1. " Never saw such a horse in all my life! He does 2. “ But for sawing timber there is not Lis equal in the
nothing but stand on his fore feet and work his hind legs like whole of this country,”
a windmill, He's no use for riding or driving, anyway.”

A LITTLE BIT OFF THE TOP!
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1. Algy and Bertie were taking a stroll in the country,
hstening to the birds twittering in the trces and the frogs
croaking in the crockery ; but just then a funny thing happened Al
—yes |

2. Farmer Hayseed's scythe tock a little bit off the top of
gy's topper, and—

ey~ . 9
1 ' V)

B~ L el

Piorrot: " How did vou get vour stoles wafe® Ba
J. It fell on Bertie's little bowler, and, believe us, you | quickly ¥

couldn’t tell one hat from the other, It's o fact; and if you | Jester: '“The poor idiot of = thief tack = iz 3 Tewmi

don’t believe us, ask them, where they at once recogrised 3 & m=
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PA IS STILL LOOKING FOR THEM.

1. " Now, I wonder how we can come o
series of spasms * ' gaid Jollyboy, who was
Count de Gornbroke's daughter.

ut on top in this
eloping with the

“Oh, I have it 1"

2. Just then old Gornbroke came along on his thirty-five
candle-power motor, ** I'll find them, if it takes me for ever

and a day after,” he squeaked, as the motor dashed along
at about ninety inches an hour.

3. Ah, we thonght that flower-pot on
picturo looked & bit suspicious. * What a good thing you
were wearing the latest thing in hats!” said Jollyboy to his

the right in the last
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THE WAITER CARRIED ALL BEFORE HiM.

| PO

-]

le, found

at his job
erformance, to say nothing of
ustav lilkked not at all.

1. Gustav, the waiter at the Hotel de Barbe
businesa had increased to such a merry extent
meant a daily acrobatic
breakneck juggling, which B

.ncém&:i

e
2. However, it so happened that while Gustay was taking
a day off in the country he met sweet little Dolly, the dairy-
maid, and much admired the manner in whick she carried
the milk to the farm without spilling a drop.

lady love, us they toddled off.

USEFUL INFORMATION,

I eay, boy, did yousee a hare run by hero ?
“ Xes, air. I think it'll be threo years next Christmas. "
N

contraption, and now
to see him marathon about
easy-gettatable patent.

“"May I give you a
tipt™

“ You may, sir.”

" Keep your thumb
out of the sou
when you hand it
to oustomers in
future,
Bu."

3. 8o he made his appearance the next day with a similag

the customers come for miles rounid
with his express non-upsotiable,

A GOOD TIP,
The Guest:

The Waiter:

The Guest:

That's "



