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THE SCHOOLBOY SPECULATOR!

A New, Long, Complete Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.
at Greyfriars: School.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

ORI (e PR MRRIRRTY T 1 A
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Fish flourished kis banknotes, and Bunter's lttle round eyes almost started through his glasses. It was the first
time Fisher T. Fish had ever had any banknotes to ilourish, and It was a pleasant experience for him, "My

_ hat 1" sald Bunter. (See Chapler 2.)
THE FIRST CHAPTER. the prospects of the coming footer mateh, when the keen,

hard face of the American junior looked in.
The Very Latest! Harry Wharton locked round.

—romar

4 NTER hyer?” gk ' )

" Fisher T. Fish asked that question as he No. If you want Bunter, you'd better look in the
looked into No. 1 Study in the Remove. tuckshop. He's in funds again, I hear.”

There were five juniors in t‘ne study—Harry “I guess so,” asszented Fisher T. Fish, “I reckon

Wharton & Co., the Famous Five the Greyfriars  that’s why I want to see him.”
Remove. They were at tea. and chattmg cheerily over The Famous Five prinned. Bince Billy Bunter, once

No 413. Copyright Io the Ualied States of Amrica. January 8th, 1918.
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(hee most impecunious fellow in the Remove, had been
fluxh with money, he had received guite a lot of attention
frome certain of his Form-fellows.  Fellows who had
siways given Bunter a wide berth had come to regard
i with toletance. They discovercd that Bunter wasn't
suchh a bad chap, after all.  Indeed, many hitherto
tnxnspected good gqualities in Bunter seemed to have
vosne to light.

“1 guess there's nothing to grin at,” said Fisher T.
Fr-ii. MI'm mot golmg fto borrow any of Bunter's
durocis,”

“ Tiis what?"” cjaculated Bob Cherry.,

“thash, you jay! Den’t you wnderstand plain English?
I sucss I'm net going fo borvow anythimg from Bunter.™

"1 suess Bunter would sce to that,” remarked Bquiff,
witle u chuckle,

“I calenlate I'm going to show him how he can double
it, or freble i, explained Fisher T. Fish, "“That's 1l
vtunk.”

* Anothoer of vour little schemes for getting rich quick
erinned Frank Nugent, “What's the swindle this
Lime?”

Figher T. Fish suorted contempluously: but he came
intn the study and closed the door behind him. Fisher
T. Fish was the son of o suecessfut Lusiness man, and the
business instinet was stroang in him. A junier Form at a
Miblic school was net a favourable " stamping-ground,”
as Figh would have expressed it, for a keen, businesslike
vouth., But Fish did his hest mnid those unfavourable
surroundings. Many a little scheme had he schemed for
inoncy-making.  And his schenies were so exeessively
hurinesslike that his Form-fellows persisted in regavding
thom as swindles—which was extromely exasperating to a
businessiike youth,

"1 euess this time it's a corker,” said Fisher T. Fish
impresaivély, YA regular gilt-edged high-roller, =ir!
Ard T'll tell you what—it's a big operation, and I'm
witling to take you fellows into it. I guess I'm not fool-
g round after a few shillings this time. This time it's
:[I;;"igi: sir—hundreds of quids.,  What do you think of

at? ]

If Ficher T. IPish expected the IFamous Five to be
impressed, ha was disappbinted. They did not look in the
least impressed. They smiled.

" 8hut the door after yon, Fishy,” said Harry Wharton.

“1 guess I've shut it.”

“I mean, get on the other side of it first,”

* Look hyer—"

Wharton held up his hand.

“Woe don't want to gebt rich quick. We don't want
shares in a swindle. We don't want to provide capital
for a stunning scheme. We're fed up. Buzz off I

il I gu%ﬂ_‘"‘-“‘

“Now, talking about (footor——"
Wharton.

“1 guesg there's something more important than footer
to talk aboubt just now, you 1‘?1” said Fisher T. Fish,
with withering contempt. “I'm not here after your
spondulics I've got the capital for my new scheme.”

“Bow-wow I”

“The bow-wowfulness is terrific, my avpgust Fish " said
Hurree Singh, with a shake ¢f his dusky head.

“ Money talks " snid Fisher T, Fish.

And the American junior took out a pocket-book, opened
it, and produccd a roll of banknotes.

Harry Wharton & Co. stared in amarzement as the
Yankeo schoolboy flourished the banknotes before their
¢NOS,

“What price that? demanded Fisher 'I'. Fish. *I
guess that’s a remittance from my popper in Noop York "

* How much?” pasped Bob Cherry.

S Hundred and {iftvy d«llars, sic”

“How much i3 thabt in real money™ asked Boh
inmocently.

Ansther snert from Fisher T. Fish. There was scareely
any institution in the Old Country that he did not deapise
heartily. DBut chicfly he despised the system of coinace,
which he declared made him tired. ’

“I guess it's thirty pounds in vour fat-headed, slab-
sided, knock-knecd money,” he replied.

“Thirty quid! My hat! From your pater?”

" From my popper,” assented Fish.

Tue Macxer Liprary.—No. 4135

went on Harry

“ 1las he been canght?”

“ \Wha-a-at#”

Fisher 'T. ¥ish simply glared as Bob Cherry asked thab
gucstion. Bob asked it with perfect innocence of manner,
as if he ook 1t for pranted that Fish senior had not come
by the mioney honestly.

" You—you—you jay ! stuttcred Fisher T. Fish, as the
Hemovites chuckléd,  “ You mupgwwmp! My poppoer’s
made 3 lot of money lately, owing to this silly war of
yours. He's cornered a lot of wheat. T suppose you've
notieed prices going ule[—what? Well, sir, you can thank
my popper for that. He's in the ring. Your extra tun-
pence on the leaf, sir, gors into my popper's pockeis.”

“Is be going to be hanged "

“You silly jay ™ shrieked Tisher T. Fish. * Cornering
wheat i business—pure business. Why, you mugwumps,
if my popper were in Loudon instead of Noo York, he
wonld ke cormering everything right and left, down to
socles and corn-plasters, sir. Yep! You'd find yourselves
rayinr a bob a time for your Inaves if you had a dozrm
real American business men in wvour slecpy old island,
Haulf the population, sir, would be starving, and the other
half would be paying all their cash to the Corn Trust,
That’s what we eall business in the Yew-nited States.”

“You're welcothe to ker[E it in the Yew-nited Stotes,”
satd Bob, " We send that Eind of man fo chokey, in this
ol izlund.”

“0Oh, yvou Illﬂ:-kl.‘! me tired!” szid Fish, with another
siiort.  “ Yoy want waking up in this country. Look
here, you ja}rs dont’t know anything about business, but
I muess you'd like to make gquids—what? Well, ther,
you roise a hundred and fifty dollars to put o mine, and
I'll take you into the scheme, and make a company of it."”

“What's the scheme?” asked Nugent.

“It's ripping—a regular corker!” zaid Fisher T. Fizh
eagerly. " I've been thinking it out ever since the wav
started, but I haven’t had a chance yet, as T hadn't any
vapiial, But I've screwed it out of my popper at last.
Mind, I've got enough to work on, and I'm going ahead
with my scheme anyway; but the more the merrier. I
supminse you know that prices are risine. Well, air, vou
may have noticed—if you ever notice anything besides
feothall and cricket——" Here Fizsh sniffed scornfully.
“ You may have noticed that there's a tremendons demand
for woollen’ goods—socks, mufflers, shirts, and so on, to
send to the soldiers.”™

“We've sent some ourselves,” assented Wharten, “ What
about ity :

" Well, siv,” said Fish impressively, ““ this about it. If
a fellow b-:-uiht up & big stock of those goods, sir, and
heid "em back for a few wecks, he could charge what he
liked for "em. You see, soldiers must have socks and
shirts. If I had capital enough, sir, I'd make a Sock
Trust covering the whole country. I ean't do that—
capdinl’s limited. But T'm out to buy up the whele supply
i this neizhbhourhood.™

“What !

" There's lots of penple ahout here send woollen things
to the troops. There's a Territorial battalion in Court-
field has to be kept supplied. Getting things from
Loendon or Manchester is expensive; besides, there’s a big
demand there. I tell you, a fellew who buys up a
quantity of woollen socks, say, at three hob a pair, can
sell ‘em again at four or five bob; and if he holds 'em
binck long enoungh, at six or seven belr Now, what do yvom
think of that®” v

“ But nobody would be scoundrel enough to do that,
surely?” said Bob.

*You—you—you jay! It's business™

* Looks to me more like stealing.”

“ Ok, vou make me tired! Look here, that's what I'm
going to do. And the more capital 1 get, the mare
extensive the operation, and the bigger the profits—sgeo?
If you fellows like to po in with me—put up a sum equal
to my hundred and fifty dollars—wo can simply nld
on! Wharrer vou at?®”

The Famous Five had risen from the tea-table, and
surrounded Fisher T. Fish. For a mament Fish imagined
that it was an enthusiastic demanstration. But he was
gquickly undeceived,

Five pairs of hands were laid upon him, and he was
whirled off his feet.

WATCH THE “BOYS' FRIEND.” STUPENDOUS SURPRISE! WATCH THE “BOYS' FRIEND.”
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Fisher T. Fish crashed down on his back, and gasped. “Get up!* roared Buater, dancing round him, *Yah,
you funk ! Yah, you swindler! Get up and have some more!" (Ses Chapter E:L

“Leoggo!” roared Fish, What's the

matter?”

“Open the door, Inky !” snid Harry Wharton.

Hurree Jamset Bam Singh grinned, and opened the
door. Fisher T. Fish was swung into the air, and tossed
through the doorway. He dropped in the passage with
a crash and a wild yell.

Then the study-door closed. _

Fisher T. Fish sat up dazedly. He had an ache all
over him, and he was feeling hurt. Why his excellent
business proposition had been received in that rude,
rough manner was a mystery to him.

“Ow ! he groaned. “Ow-yow! The silly jays! Yow!
I guess I shall have to try Bunter. Groo-hooh! Ow!”

And Fisher T. Fish himped away in search of Billy
Bunter, In No. 1 Study the Famous Five went on with
their tea and the discussion on ericket. Apparently they
were wholly insensible o the magnificent prospects of
ynlinvited robbery held out by the business-man of the

Remove,

“You jays!

[ FESSE

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter on the Warpath!

ILLY BUNTER was in the tuckshop.
The fattest junior at Greyfriars was enjoying
himself.
He was seated on a high stool at Mrs. Mimble's
little counter, and he had been eating and drivkiog
Tae Magxetr Lisrary.—No. 413
MEXT
MONDAY—

“BOB GHERRY'S CHALLENGE!”

steadily for an hour. His fat face was shiny, his breath
came with some difficulty, and he had a very tight
feeling about the waisteoat. Skinner and Snoop and
one of two others were round him, gathering the crumbs,
so to speak, that fe]ll from the rich man's table.

Bunter was in funds, and he was standing a feed.
He took the lion's share for himself, certainly. But
hisz polite and respectful followers did very well, and
they were very attentive to Bunter. He was surrounded
by a little court, in fact, when Fisher T. Fish came in,
limping a little.

" 5-:]11 guess you're the galoot I want to see, Bunter,” said
Migh.

Bunter blinked round languidly through his big
olazses. He was bheginning to feel that he had over-
done it a little. As a matier of fact, he had overdone
it o lot.

“Have a tart, Fishy?) he said hospitably.

“Thanks! I guess I will!” ¥ish started on the tart.
“But I puess I want a little talk with you, Bunter!”

“I'm net lending you any money!” said Bunter
promptly.

Fish snorted.

“Who wants gnu to lend any money? Look hyer!”

Fish flourished his banknotes, and Bunter's little round
eyes almost started through his glasses. It was the
first time Fisher T. Fish iad ever had any banknotes

to flourish, and it was o pleasant experience for him.
“My hat ! said Bunter.

A Qrand; Long, Complote B8tors oFf Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RIOMARDS.



*  THE BEST 3o LIBRARY 28 THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 30- LIBRARY, "Zie

“PFishy in funds!’ s=aid Skivner. “Been robbing a
Lanl, Fishy '

“Lend us o quid "' said Snenp,

“{atch me!” said Yish, shoving the bankuotes back
inte hiz pocket. “ Lok byer, 1 want to have a little
talk with yvou, Bunter !’

* Right-ho !” said Bunter., “I've finished here.”

“I haven't,” remarked Skinner.

“Yes, yvou have!” said Benter.
Mimble#*

“ Fifteen-and-sixpence, plense, Masfer Bunter,” said
Mrs. Mimble. FEven that good dame was more réspectful
{o DBunter now. &Since he had heen in funds he had
been a remarkably good customer at the school shop.

Billy Bunter changed a =overeign, with a flourish,
under the envious eyes of Bkinner & Co. Then be rolled
down off the high stool. As there was nothing more
to eat, Skinner & Co. walked away, and Fisher 'T'. Fish
teok Bunter’s fat arm affectionately as they left the
tuckshop.

Fish was looking more hopeful again. Billy Bunter
was in funds, and he was not likely to reccive Fish’s
roposition as it had been received in Neo. 1 Study. The

wl of the Remove was, as Fishy knew, an unscrupulous
young rascal, at least when he was hard up. To such
# person, of course, American business methods wounld
be likely to recommend themselves.

“Come on, Bunter, old man!" said Fish. “Come and
sit down hyer!” They sat down on one of the oaken
benchea under the old clms, glistening now with the
green of spring. " Now, I know you're a sensible chap,
Bunter, You're not a silly ass, like those jays in No. 1
Study. You understand business—what

“ What's the little game?’ asked Billy Bunter sus-
piciounaly. Like the wise gentleman of old who feared
the Greeks when they came with gzifts in their haunds,
Billy Bunter was on his guard at once when Fish started
with “soft sawder.”

Fisher T. Fish coughed.

_ “It's a big scheme,” he said persuasively, “I've gob
thirty pounds, and it’s enough for the—the operation;
but I guess I'm willing to take youn into it out of sheer
friendship, It's a ripping good thing, and heaps of
money in it for both of us. A real business deal, with
a2 regular fortune in it I suppose you'd like to make
some money—what #”

“ What-ho ! said Bunter.

“You know prices are going wp ewing to the war?”
snid Fish,

Bunter nodded.

“Yes, there are some rotters who raise prices just

“ Hew much, Mrs,

to make an extra profit,” he remarked. “I'd hang "em '™

Fisher T. Fish coughed again. This wasn't a promising
beginning.

“It's business, you know,” he murmured.

“I call it thieving!” said Bunter warmly, “Why,
suppose the awful eads put up the price of jam-tarts*”

[T Ahem 1??

" Suppose some disgusting speculator raised the price
;:-f J:_J:Ig?ﬁ-pﬂp—-e]l? ?r"i'h;r, hanging would be too good
o1 him !

“You—you see—-"

“I'd boil 'em in oil!” said Bunter. “Lver since they
raised the price of bread I've been worrying about pastry
going up. I'd lynch ‘em [*

“Look hyer, Bunter, T tell you it's business! Naw,
you know there’s a big demand for woollen garments
Just mow, especially in this district. Mr. Lamle, the
vicar of Friardale apd Courtfield and Redeivife, hag
started a shirt guild for sending woollen shirts to
the soldiers. Now, suppeose somebedy scocped in all the
woollen shirts in Friardale and Courtficld and Redelyfe,
and held 'em back for a rise in pricea—what #"'

*I'd il him in eil I”

“Ahem! But think of could be
made—-"

“By keeping back the things that the soldiers are in
need of 77 said Bunter.

“Yep. SBomebody has to suffer, yon know, every time
speculators make money,” Fisher 1. Fish explained. “It
ean’t be helped. If speculation was stopped, there

Tite Magrer LIBRARY. —DNo. 413,

the cazh that

millionaires. YWhat would become of the
country then? It's the millionaires that keep Lhings
going, by—by raising prices, snd so on. Now, that's
my idea, You go in with me, and we'll simply scoop
in money. Mind, I've got emough to do it alcme, Lut
the bigger the operation, the more profit we make. See?
I'm going round buying wp all the woollen shirts, socks,
mufilers, and things in the whole giddy neighbourhoad,
In o few weeks I shall be able fo sell ‘em again for
double the price.” 2

Billy Bunter blinked at Fish with wide eyes hehind
his spectacles. Billy Bunter was not a very scrupulous
youth, as he had shown many a time and oft. But there
werg limits.

“You—you villain ! he gasped.

“ What "

“You Yankee spoofoer

11 I gu{‘ﬂ:—'—-”

“Yon awful raseal I

“Look hyer, I don't want any of your chin music!”
howled Fisher T. Fish. “If von den’t want to come into
the scheme, you say so, and then shut up! See:”

“You votter!” =aid Bunter, stutterimg with rage.
“Yeou—you villain! You think I'd kelp you buy ap
things that the soldiers arve in need of, and hold ‘vm
back? You—you scoundrel!” _

Billy Bunter jumped up, and sheok a fat fist under
Fish’s long, thin nose. Fish started back in alarm.

" Look hyer, Bunter—"

“You rascal ! howled Bunter. *Put up your hands!"

¥ Who-nte"”

Whack |

Bunter’s ful knuekles came with a ¢rash on Fish's long
nose, and the Yankee junior uttered a howl of anguish.
He started back, and the back of his head crashed on
iha tree-trunk behind the seat, and he gave aucther

owl,

“Yarooh! Why, I'll sealp you—I'11—"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! EBunter en the warpath!” velled
Bob «Cherry, as the Famous Five came out of the Schaol
House. "Brave, Bunter !”

Harry Wharton & Co. came up chuckling., Other
fellows camc up from all sides. Billy Bunter was nob
a firhting man, by any means; and although Fish was
not a dangerous opponent, the Removites were surprised
to see Bunter “going for ™ him.

“A fight, by gum !’ exclaimed Bolsover major. * (o
it, Bunter! I'll hold your hatl”

Bunfer tore off his speetacles.

“You kold my glasses, Bob Cherry! Hold my jacket,
Wharton! I'll show him! Come on, you swindler !

“Look hyere——"

Billy Bunter pranced round the surprised and dismayed
Fish like an elephant, brandishing his fat fists. 1le was
fairly on the warpath now, spurred on all the more
by Fish’s evident unwillingness to come to close quarters.

“ But what's the row about?” ashed Bguiff.

“The rotterl” roared DBunter, “Ie's gpoing 1o
speculate in socks and shirts and things, and he had the
nerve to azk me to help him swindle the soldiers.”

“*Tain't swindling,” shrieked Iish. *TIt's busincss,
you jay. Yarcocch!”

Bunter's fat knunekles erashed on his nose again, and
the Yankee schoolbioy sat down in the Close.

“Come on " velled Bunter,

“Ha, ha, ha??

“Walk up, g&ntlem{‘n, to see the Boxing Elephant !”
reared DPeter Todd

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Go it, Fishy, Don't funk ! wvelled Dolsever inajor.

Fizher T. Fish staggered np, rubbing his nese. %‘Imt
nose was alwavs a good size, but it seemed to Dbe prow.
ing larger now, and its ecolour was that of a freshly-
boiled bectroot,

“Yow! T guess T've no time for serapping. Y've got
business fo attend to,” he growled. * Keep away, you
porpoize.  Yow-pw-ow!”

“Ha, ha, ha! (o it, Bunfcy "

Billv Bunter was going 1it, hot and strong. Fisher T.
Tish had no cheice in the matter; he had to pile in.
The juntors made a ring round them. cheering on
Bunter, The Five backed him up enthusin-Lieally,

wouldn't he any

1r¥

WATCH THE “BOYS' FRIEND.” STUPENDOUS SURPRISE! WATCH THE “BOYS' FRIEND.”



They had bardly expected Billy Bunter to  take
Fish's proposifion 1o this espirit, and they were
agrecably surprised. FEwvidently there was some good
even in the Owl of the Remoave.

Bob Cherry held his spectacles and Wharton his
jacket and Bolsover major his cap. And Bunfer piled
i like an enraged elephant. Fisher T. Fish had offen
offcred to show the move fellows how they boxed
“over there,” but in thizs encounter his kziuwfe&ge of
the manly art of self-defence was sadly lacking. e
was knocked right and left When Bunter got in a
blow, hiz tremendous weight behind it made it wvery
effective. And in a couple of minutes a terrifie right-
hander, with all Bunter's weight to back it up, fairly
swept the Yankee junior off his feet.

Fisher T. Fish crashed down on his back and gaa‘fmd‘

*“Get up!” roared Iiunter, dancing vound him. ¥ Yah,
you funk! Yah, you swindler! d{et up and have some
more !

“Ow!” groansd Tish., “I guess I'm done! Yow! 1

uess I'll make potato-scrapings of you another time!

WeOrWaOw |

“ Vietory ! “Good  old
Bunter "

“Ha, ha, hal"

Billy Bunter jammed his glasses again on his fat little
nose, and blinked round trivmphantly. He fancied
himself as a fighting champioq.

Fisher T. Fish orawled away. BRilly Bunter, sur-
rounded by quite a erowd of admiring juniors, returned
to the tuckshop. He said fizhting made him hungry.

“Our treat!” said Bob Cherry. “ Blessed if T ever
thought Buntor was such a ferocious warrior. Pile in,
Bunter ™

Bunter piled in to the best of his ability. He hadn't
much more reoem, but he was willing to do his best.
Az for Ficher T. Fish, his important business engage-
ments had to be put off for that day. He spent the next
hour in bathing his eye, but he bathed it in vain. The
next day, in the Hemove Form-room, Fisher T IMish
had a first-clyss blick eye, and Mr. Quelch gave him
fifty lines for fighting. Which, as Fish indignantly
fﬁc Trgd to the unsympathetic Removites, fairly put

e lid on,

chuckled DBob Cherry.

— e

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Socks for Coker |

ARRY WHARTON & C0. chuckled over the
result: of Fisher T. Fish's latest * wheeze,”
but they soon dismissed the matter from their
minds. After the unsympathetic reception
of that stunning wheeze, they concluded that the keen
Yankee jumior would he keen ¢nough to drep it
Besides, they had plenty of other things to think about
just now. The crickel scason was coming on, and the
ellows were already oiling their bats. And a few days
after that celebrated fight in which the Ow] of tf‘m
Hemove had been victoripus, Coker of the Fifth was

in the public eye,

Coker of the Fifth had been doing some thinking.
Coker often felt that be did not receivo, at Greyiriars,
the respect and attention that were due to a fellow
of his talents. His idea of forming a school fire-brigade,
for instance, had been o ghastly failure, while a five-
brigade started by those cheeky fags in the Remove had
e a t-wmﬂml;‘:lua suecess. But “ Coker's latest,” as
calle

tiie fellows it, seemed likely to be more
successiul.
It dawned wpon Greyfriars gquite suddenly  oue

morning when the fellows came out of the Form-rooms.
Sampson Quincy Tfley Ficld, otherwise Bquiff, spotted
a new notice on the board, and spotted that it was in
the sprawling handwriting of the great Coker. And
iminediately there was a crowd, Cager fo see what
Horvace Coker had to say.

The notice was, ns Frank Nusent remarked, nol only
in Coker's hundwriting, but in Coker’'s own ap-zu;;i;['l
gpelling.  Orthography was not Coker's stromg point.
Coker had many strong points, but that was nob anc
of them. Indeed, it was o perplexing problem to some
fellows how Coker had ever got into the Fifth Form at
all. There was a legend, indeed, that the Head had
given Coker his remove into the Fifth in dire bodily
terror of Coker's Aunt Judy, who had come down to
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see ahout il, armed with a formidable umbrella. Tubb
of the Third positively declared that he had heard the
Head, on that famoue occasion, begging for mercy.
Probably Tubb exarperated.

The notice, in Coker's ol
orthography, ran as follows:

NOTICE TO ALL GREYFRIARS FLELOWS!
BACK UP!
HELP THE FELOWS AT THE I'RUNT!

Horace Coker, of the Vih Form, has fownded a fund
for sending Socks to the Soldiers! Socks, or muuny to
perchase same, may be IHanded in at No. 5 Stndy, Vth
Form pasage.

Duly best quality woelen socks are wanted. Ne v of
your old Rags. Anybody planting rubbish on this fand
will get a dott in the Eye.

Horace Coker will pay the I{:.‘:Bl:ngﬂ on all pakkels for
the frunt, out of hiz own poklet,

ROLE UIM!

Every patryotic Greyfriars felow is expekted to Hand
out something, in order to suply a repular consinement
of socks for our brave trupes.

ROLE UP IN YOUR THOWSANDS!
Sined, HORACE COHER, Vth Form.

There was a general chuckle as this te!lin% notice waa
read out, Whethor the Greyfriars “ felows ™ decided to
“roll up in their thowsands " or nobt, Ceker’s pew idea
was sure to get a lot of attention, if enly on account of
his spelling.

“ Cheeky asa!” said Bob Cherry. “That's just like
Coker—coming along and collaring other fellows' wheezes,
We've raised a fund already in the Remove.”

big and  original

“a8till, it’'es a pood idea,” said Bolsover major. *“I've
got some old socks he can have.”

*Ha, ha, hal”

Coker of the Fiith came along the passage. He was

gratified to see a large crowd collected before his notice,
But he was surprized to see that they were all mmniling.
Coker did not see anything to smile at.

“Hallo, hallp, hallo, here he is!" said Bob Clerry.
“ What are you doing with that hat, Coker?”

Coker Had an old silk topper in his hand.

“That's for the colleetion,” sard Coker. “I've heard
that the fellows at the Front are in need of warm socks.
I've got the Head’s permission to start a fund. As a
matler of fact, it was a Hemove kid suggested it to me—
I don't mind admitting that. But, as he pointed out very
justly, a matter of this kind requires to be taken up by a
eHow with some position in the school. No good fade
doing it."”

“ Bow-wow !

“But fagps are allowed to contribute,” said Ceker,
“You can either buy socks—only the hest, mind—or hand
out the cash. I hope to send off a big parcel by the end
of the week.”

“Well, it’s wot a bad wheecze, Coker.” said Harry
Wharton. *We'll all stand sometbing. But whe
sugrested the idea--a Lléemove chap#”

" Yes, young Fish.”

“Fish!" exclaimed all the juniors in astonishment.

Coler ttpdded,

“Well, my hat " said Bob Cherry iu amazement. * Lot
Fishy cares about the fellows at the Front, the worm.
This beats it!°

“Of course, he only made the hare suggestion,” said
Coker loftily. “ 1 thought it out, and knocked it into
shape. I could see that it was a good idea, properly
Laaedled.”

“Well, it owght to be properly havdled,” agreed Bob
E‘]lmrr . "1 suppose you're geing to form a committee—
wliat?"

“ With some of the Hemove on it asked Nugent.

{*oker zniffed. '

" Rubbish! Likely to have a fag committee—I don't
think! I'm runping this thing entirely on my own.”

“ Then w'll make a muek of it," said Bob, with a
shake of the head. " They'll palm off rotten socks on you,
Coker, at double prices. You can't do shopping. You'd
better have a committee.”

5

A Grend;, Long, Complote Btory of Harrp
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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“I'm not going to have a committee, and 1'm not going
to have any cheek,” said Coker, frowning. “I’m locking
for contributions. I may say that every kid that's too
mean to contribute will get a hiding.”

“What ¥

“That’'s my system,” said Coler,

“My hat !

"' 8o now shell out!” gsaid Coler, holding out the hat.

The Removites glared at Coker. Coler's system of
raising a fund was evidently as original as his orthe-
graphy. A ™ hiding * for every fag who didn’t contribute
scemed to the great Coker an excellent echemo for
increaging the contributions. DBut that was only one of
Horaee Coker’'s many mistakes,

The fellows who were evidently diving their hands into
their pockets for their loose change, drew out their hands
sgain—empty.

“T’'m waiting 1 said Coler.

“Well, of all the nerve” said Bob Cherry, breathing
hard throngh his nose, *“You can wait till you get your
old-apre pension, Coker, and buy socks with that.’

“Look here!” roared Coker. “I douw't want any
cheek! T want contributions—or socks!”
"“Good ™ said Harry Wharton, with a  chuekle.

“Gentlemen, this i3 a worthy object, and I vote that
we give Coker socks |

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Hear, hear 1?

“Only the best quality, mind,” said Coker.

! C-c;r!:zunl:r ™ gaid Wharton., " Gentlemen, ja it passed
unanimously that we give Coker socks?”

“Tear, hear !

£f H’Em. mn‘ ]_'?

The whole crowd were evidently unanimons.

" Then come on, and give Coker socks!” said Wharton.

“Ha, ha, ha}”

“Give him socks!”

There was a rush, Coker staggered back in surprise.

“Why, you young sweeps, let go! Leggo, you young
ragcals! My hat! J—wyah!”

The junicrs flowed over Coker like a tidal wave. Big
and burly as Horace Coker was, he simply had no chance,
Heswas ewept over by the rush, and he went down with a
crash, and the sille hat, instead of being filled with con-
tributions, was jammed over his head.

“Yow-ow-oooonh I roared Coker. *“ Gerroff! Gerroff
me neck ! Telp

“Ha, bha, ha!”

“Bump him| Give him socks ™

“0Oh, my hat! ILeggo! Help! Yah! 0Oh!” hellowed

the unfortunate Coker, as the Removites proceeded tao
“give him socks ™ in the heartiest manner,

" Bless my soul!” exelaimed Mr, Quelch, hurryin%' ont
of his study. " What is all this noiee? Wharton—Cherry
—Vernon-Smith—what does this mean? What is it that
you are sitting ony”

"Coker, sir 1

“ What 1"

“It's all right, sir—he aecked na to!”

“Yow!” roarced Coker, as his red and furious face

rotruded from a heap of juniors, “I didn’t! Yarcooh!
elp!™

“0Oh, Coker! We're giving him socks, sir! He asked
us to give him socks!” exelaimed Bob Cherry indignantly.
“There it 18 written on the notice-board, sir.”

Uuniortunately, Mr. Quelch was lacking in a sense of
humour, That method of giving Coker socks ought to
have appealed to apy Form-master with a sense of
bhumour, Soemchow, it dida't appeal to Mr. Quelch,

“ Release Coker immediately, Take a hundred lines
each ¥

L1} Dh !_ﬂ‘

“1 eay, sir, ho asked—""'

“8ilence! Disperse at once!”

The Hemovites dispersed at once. Horace Coker was
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left struggling to get his head out of the collecting-hat,
“ Never mind " ehuckled Bob Cherry., "It was worth
a bundred lines to pive Coker socks!”
And the heroes of the Remove agreed that it was,
But Coker’s opinion on the subject was quite different.

THE FOQURTH CHAPTER,
Rival Fonds!
6 T'5 up to =™ said Squiff.

I Ilarry Wharton & Co. met in No, 1 Study alter

lessonz that day. Squiff's remark expressed tho
feelings of all the Famous Five.

It was up to them, Coker's high-handed methods made
it imposzible for the heroes of the Remove to have any-
thing to do with the fund that Novace Coker had
" fownded,” as his notice put it. But fo stand ont of a
scheme having such a worthy olject was not salisfactory
cither. They did not want to be supposed to be eithor
mean or unpatriotic., Indeed, the Hemove fellows had
raised quite o sum for the Courtficld Territorials, on
ong oecasion, by means of a performance by the Remove
Dramatic Society. They felt that it was like Coker's
cheek to borrow their idea of a fund in this way. And
his idea of promising a hiding to every fag who didn’t
confribute made it a point of Bonour with the Removites
not to contribute, of course. So, as Sampson (Quiney
Ifficy Field remarked, it was up to them. '

“It's easy emough!" went on Bquiff, *We ean’t let
Coker come the high-handed hizney over us—hut we can’t
tirn our backs on such a jolly good fund! It will look
mean !

“The meanfulness would
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“ 8o it's up to us,” said Squiff. “All we've got to do is
to start a Shirt Fund in the Tower School. Coker ean
raige movey for socks, and we’ll raise it for shirts.
Shirts are as good as socks any day!”

" Hear, hear!”

“We'll stick a notice on the board—and we'll have a
committee, with members of the Shell and the Fouorth,”
pursued Squifl, “That will bring all the junior Forns
into line,” ’

“Jolly good idea!" eaid Harry Wharton approvingly.
“Let's draw up the giddy notiee, and we'll get Tempia
of the Fourth, and Hobson of the Shell, to sign it.”

An bhour later Horace Coker had the pleasure of read-
ing the following notice on the hoard:

“ATTENTION!
HLOWER SCHOOL SHIRT FUND.

“ Best quality woollen shirts, or money to purchase
same, may be handed in at No. 1 Study in the Remove.
Postage to the Front will he paid by the committee, as
under ; “H. WrarToN (Remove),

“C. Temrre (Fourth Form).
“J. Honsox (Shell).”

“The cheeky young villains!” exclaimed Coker, turn-
ing to hizs chums n%ﬁttcr and Greeme for sympathy,
“What do yon think of that?”

Potter and Greene grinn-ed.

“ Like their nerve,” agreed Potter. “I tell vou what,
Coker.  You were thivking of whacking out that remit-
tance from vour Aunt Judy to the Sock Fund.”

“1I'm goinp to,” sawd Coker.

“Ahem! Chuck up the whole thing 1" suggested Potler.
“Leave jt to those fags, as they've wedged in like this.
And we'll have a jolly afterncon out with that remit-
tance--what?"’

“Jolly good idea!” said Greene. “We could have a
car ouf, and a ieed at Hedelyffe, and quite a goed time
renterally 1" ;

Coker snorted.

“My remittanee is pgoing to the Sock Fund!” he
enapped. " And you fellows are going to contrilmte, too!
You haven’t whacked out vet!”

*“lallo! There’'s Blundell calling
hastily. “8ee you later, Coker!”

“Look heve——"

Dut Potter and Greenc were gone.

look terrificl” Temarked

1!?

me,” s=aid I'otter
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Coker snorted again. It was too bad for a fellow
who was “fownding ™ a patriotic fund uwot to be backed
up even in hiz own study, And Coker was eonfributing,
bimself, the whole of a handsome remittance he had
received from his celebrated Aunt Judy.

Coker read the junior notice over again, and then
jerked it down from the notice-beard, and strode away
to No. 1 Study.

He found that fameus apartment erowded, The Shirt
Fund committes was holding a meeting there., There was
a sardine-tin on the table—evidently for contribuiions—
for a card was stuek on it bearing the imscription:
L] [._ll SH.H

“Halle, halle, hallo, another contribution®™ said Boh
Clierry, as the irate Coker threw open the door and
strode in. *“ This way, Coker!”

“Look here—" roared Coker.

“We ehall cxpect something really handsome from you,
Coker, as vou're volling in filthy luere,” said Harry
Wharton. *“That sardine-tin is for the contributions.
We're getting o bigger tin later. Gold preferred!”

“1 tell vou 3

“ But silver will be taken——"

“You checky sweep!”

" Coppers will do if vou're hard up,” pursned Wharton
imperturbably,

*We've raised fiftcen bob already,” said Frank Nugent
encouragingly, “It's awfully decent of vou to come here
to contribute, Coler!”

Coker was almest purple.

“1 haven't come to contribute!” he bellowaed.

“Then et ont!" gaid Temple of the. Fourth.
interrupting the committee meeting !

“¥es, clear off V" remarked Hobson., “We're rather
busy. Nobody is wanted in here excepting to confribute
to the sardine-tin—I mean the fund ™

“You stuck this rag on the noticc-board,” said Coker,
flourishing the puper. *Well, T'm not allowing itf
There's only one fund at Greyfriars, and that’s my Sock
Fuud ™

“By hat! He's had the nerve to take our notico
down!" exclaimed Hobson of the Shell wrathfully, “Of
all the cheek! Hand over that paper, yon ass!”

“I tell you I'm not allowing—"

* Bow-wow I

*Chuck him out !

Hovaes Coker Iooked inclined to charge the whols
study in his wrath. Dut thers were a dozen juniors
there, and he remembeved his late experience—ho did
not want any more socks. He crumpled up the Bemove
notice, hurled it into the grate, and stalked out of the
study.

Ten minutes Iater he took anolher look at the notice-
hoard. He found the Bemove notice pinned up again.
And across his own notice, that striking document in his
own hand and his ewn spelling, was scrawled in large
lettera:

“COKER FUND CANCELLED!
REMOVE !

Horace Coker simply snorted with wrath.

He tore down the RBemove noetiee, and reduced it 1o
fragments. Then he was busy for s quarter of an hour
rewriting his own lueubrations, and he pinned a brand-
new paper up on the board, calling the attention of
Greyiviars to the Coker Sock Fund. Then he strolled ont
into the Close.

When he eame in again, he looked at the board to
aseertain whether the Remove fags had had the un-
exampled cheek to controvert his lovdly will again.
What ‘he saw there almost caused him to explode. A
new Remaove paper was up, brand-new. The Coker notice
had disappeared. But in its place was another notice:

“ ITRAIT-WAISTCOAT TUND! Contributions re-
gquired Lo provide Coker of the TFifth with » Strait-
walzbeoal ! URGERT !

“ M-m-my only hat " gasped Coker.

He jerked down that paper, and then stretched. his
hand out te the Remove notice. But he paunsed. TE
oceurred to the great brain of Coker that the Hemovites
could play this ﬁ'ttle game as long as he could. Bo, on
second thoughts, he left the Remove notice alone, and
contented himself with putting up a fresh notice for the
Coker Sock Fund.
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And from that moment the two noticos remained
peacefully side by side.

Both appeals were read by the Greyfriars fellows, and
both were responded to. Money piled up in Coker's hat
for the socks, and in Wharton's sardine-tin for “the
shirts.. And, ecuriously enough, ithe fellow who noted
with the keencst satisfaction the progress of the two
funds was Fisher T. Fish. For reasons best known to
himself, the Yankee junior watched the progress of the
rival funds with the keenest delight—which, however, did
not cause him to contribute to either of them himself,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Sold Qut!

. OING out, Cokey®”
It was a half-holiday, a few days after the
inauguration of the rival funds, Coker of the

Fiftlh camme downstairs with his overcoat on, and
Potter and Greene met him with that amicable query. .

Potter and (Greene were mot wholly satisfied with
Coker’s new wheeze. They meuerally depended on Coker
for supplies in the study. Since the Sock Fund had been
started foeds liad been meagre in No. 5 Study in the
Fifth. Coker was devoting all his spare cash to the fund.
He was able to say, with justice, that he wasn’t asking
other fellows to do what he wouldn't do himself. Coker
having put five pounds into the hal, seniors in the Fifth
and Sixth felt that it was up to them to put in something
at least, As for the juniora, those who lhind money to
spare backed up the Lower School Shirt Fund.

It was a noble object, Coker’s—Potter and Greens
admitted that. Still, they weren’t wholly satisfied.
Funds were low, and they thought Coker was carrying
it too far. There were limits-—and Potter and Greeunc
thought that the limit hiad heen reached when they had
a single sardine each for tea in the study.

“Yes, I'm going out,” said Coker cheerfally.
fellows coming#"

“ A little run in a car®” asked Greene hopefully.

“Rats! No. Isn't walking good enough:"

“ Certainly—with vou,” asscuted Potter, “We'll have a
stroll over fo Pege, and have tea at the Anchor——"

“I'm going to Conrtfield.”

“ Allem! Well, there's a jolly good bunshop at Court-
field,” agreed Potter. © Wu'{t come with you wilh
pleasure, old fellow.” .

“I'm not going to the bunshop.

" Where the dickens are you going, then?" asked Potter
’I‘.E:i::g 3

“ Shopping.”

“".“Fh&%)?”g : :

“ I'va raized ten quid already,” said Coler; ” move than
half of it out of my own ket,  Still, the fc-l’l-uwihmre
ponied up pretty well. I'm going out buying socks.

“My hat!”

“You can come— _ : ;

“I—I think I promised to go ont on my hike with Fite-
gerald, now I eome fo think of it,” said Polter. } .

“ And I'm going to Friardale,” said Greene. " Sorry!

Coker grunted, and walked out l:n{ himsolf. Apparently
his study-mates saw no prospect of pleasure in spending
a half-holiday sock-hunting in the Courtfield shops. Aa
Coker came down to the pates he found five JHunmrs just
ooing out, and he gave them a lofty frown. He had not
foreotien the afiair of the rival nolices on the beard, 1n
which he had the worst of the contest,

“ Ilallo, hallo, halle!” said Bob Cherry.
way, Coker#”

“ You fags clear off I said Coker.

“We're going sh{:p}}inﬁg," explained Hob urbanely.
* We've raised five quid already in the sardine-tin.” -

“I've raised ten, and I'm going to buy socks,” said
Coker loftily, “But I don’t want you fags tagging after
me. You clear off I

“ Ain’t you walking our way?”

“ No!" roured Coker.

“Of course he isn't,” said Soquiff,
our way. He walks a giraffe’s way ™™

¥ Ha, ha, hal” i ‘

Coker was certainly stalking away loftily, but it was ;u

Ty eu

“(roing our

“ Cloker can't walk
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exaggeration lo eompare his lofty stride to that of a
givafie. The great inan of the Fifth torned round and
guave the grinning Remaovites a withering look,

" Will you fags cloar off*” he roaved.

I"“J.}i:‘m clear ofl I sngpgested Sampson Quiney T[fley

But Coler did not undertake that difficult task. He
etalked.away towurds Conrtficld again, and the chums of
the Nemove walked after him. They were unly a few
puces behind the Iifth-Former when lie reached the
market-town,  Coker’s destination was the Courtfield
Emporinm, wheve, as a rule, almost anything could be
botght.

Coker marched into the empoerium, and the Famous
Five marched after him. Coler was there for socks, and
he looked ferocicus as they ranged up at the counter
Etlﬂllﬁhidl} him. '

e Ry

hat can I do for you, sir?

"I want some woollen socks, best quality,” said Coker,
turning his hack on the Removites.

“Ah! Borry, sir; quite sold out!”

“ What

“Every sock sold, sir,” said the attendant. “ We're
expecting a new supply, but there is some delay, owing
to the great demand at the present moment. Wo can
supply you with silk socksg—"

Lot of good silk socks will be to soldiers in the
trenches, wouldn't they?” grunted Coker,

“Ahem! I sup not, sir. Perhaps we can suppl
you with something else. We have some fine new sil
muflers—="

“I don’t want any silk muffiers, but I want somne
woollen ones,” said Coker,

“Quite sold out, sir.”

“QOh, my hat !

Coker stocd nonplussed. The attendant coughed, and
looked inquiringly at Harry Wharton & Co,

“ Woollen shirts, please!™ said Wharton,
* Borry, sir—sadld out !”
“ Bold out!” cxelaimed Wharton.

“We are expeeting a fresh supply, but thera i, un-
fortunately, a great delay, owing to the demand for the
troops,” said the attendant. * In fact, we have an order
on haud now from a youns gentleman belanging to your
school—Master Fish— which we cannot fill at present.
Master Fish purchased the whele of our stock last week.”

“Pish#" stuttered Wharlon,

“Yea, sir.”

“(Oh, my hat1”

“D-d-d-did he bay up the socks and muflers, foo®"
demanded Nugent.

“Yes, sir; quite a large order, sir.”

“Oh, the villain ™

" Well, T'll fry somewhere else,” said Coker aulkily.

"I wish you success, sir. Sure we canmot supply you
with silk socks, sir? Perhaps you would care to look at
a new line in neckties——"

Horace Coker did not stay to look at the new line in
necktics, or even to hear the remainder of the young
man’s remarks on the subjeet. He stalked out of the
emporium. After him went the Famous Five.

Harry Wharton & Co. were a litile excited now. They
had forgotten all about Fisher T. Fish and his scheme
of buying up the local stocks of woollen goods. Was it

sible that the enterprising Yankee was carrying out
that scheme after all? It certainly locked like if,

They soon had proof,

Horace Coker, with the Famouns Five following him like
a faithful bodyguard, visited shop after shop.

At each of them the tale was the same.

Their limited stocks of woollen goods had heen sold
oub, and the mew supplies they were expecting were
delayed.

Evidently there was no business fo be done that day.

Coker, in a race, strode off to Friardale: Tmt in Friar-
dale there was only one shop that dealt in such goods, and
that shop also was sold ont.

Not to be beaten., Coker took the train for Redclyfle,
and the Famous Five, in the same carriage, had the
pleasure of watching the expression on his face,

At Redelyffa the old familiar tale was told. The stock
was sold out. There was delay in receiving the mew
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supply, Woollen shirte, socks, or mufflers ¢ould not be
had for love or money.

It was growing dusk when Coker reinrnmed to (Greys
friars, in o state of fury—and the Famous Five with him,
also furious. At thres or four places the name of Fisher
T. Fish had been mentioned az that of the gentleman
who had bouzht up the last of the loeal stock.

The hisiness man of the Remove was evidently carry-
ing out his preeions scheme—or, rather, had alrcudy
carried it out.

Horace Coker was not aware of the great Tlizh scheme,
It Harry Wharten & Co. were only teo well aware of it,
and they came back to Greovinars with aquite a yearmiang
to interview DMisher Tarleton Fish., And as soon as they
reached the echool they started fo look for the cnter-
prising Yankee.

THFE. SIXTH CHAPTER.
Not Business!

" ISH. vou rotter!”
“ Fishy, you cad!”
“ Figh, you fishy worm !

Figher T. Fish looked round. He was in ihe
junicr common-room, seated in an armchair before the
fire, and making calculations with the aid of a pocket-
ook and a stump of pencil. The far from pelite address
of the Famous Five as they came in did not seem to
disturh his seremily. He smiled. IbE was evident to the
bunsiness man of tf{u Remove that his great scheme was
warking,

“Hallo!™ said Fish cheerfully,
graloolsr"

“You rotter ™

* Yon—you thing 1"

* Youn ungpeakable wormn 17

“Hallo, what's the maotter?" asked Bolsover major.

“What's biting you

X erowd of juuiors gathered round at the sound of {he
excited voices.
Tiarey Wharten peinted a forefinger, trembling with

rage, at the cool and self-posseszed speculator of the
Lemove,

“That worm—"" he began,

*“ That polecat!” roared Bob Cherry.

“That terrific rotten ead 1”

“That miscrable apology for a skiuny searcerow ™
howled Nugeont,

Y“"Hard wovrds break ne bFones,” said Fisher T. Fizh
philozophically. " When you've done hlowing off steam,
perhaps you'll tell a paloot what's biting veu.”

“YWhat on earth has he done*” asked Qulstrode,

“He's swindling again ™ roared Wharlon,

“X gi’:!{*-.:ﬁ vaw'll find it hard to prove that,” said Fisher
T. Fish disdainfully. “What have I done, anyway? Give
it a name.”

“Yer, fair piay,’
donet”

“He's done us ! roored Bob Cherry,

“Ha, ha, bhal”

“I'H tell vou,” exelaimed Wharton. “ Ven kiotw we've
Leen oul shopping, to buy woollen shirts to send to the
soldiers,”

“Yaas," zaid Lord Manlevercr.
afl right, my dear fellow.”

We haven'ts gnt :I.':'l:.'_.." shatntoed Dol l:]_usrr;l;, “*and
Coker hasn't been able {o get any socks.”

sald Russell.  “ What kas Fishy

“I hope you got 'em

“Sold out!” hooted Equ

“ Every Dlessed w-::{-?[cu
roaved Frank Nugent.

* Begad " suid Lord Maulevercr. “I didn’t know Fishy
was gomg in for patriotism. Cougrats, Fishy, old wan.”

“Putriotism 7 snovted Squifl.  “Lots of patriotiem
abont I'ish. His idea is to make money out of the war,
in-the real Yew-nited Siates manner.”

¥ 1 puogs——mo>"

“Fishy buving up socks and shirts!” said Belsovor
major. “ What oo earth does he want with them, unless
it's to =ond fo the soldicrs??

“That's what we want to know,” said Wharton.
*We've been to every shop in Courtfield, Friarduie, and
Redelyfie. Fish has hﬂugirt up the lot, and they don's
et in a2 vew stock for some time, owing to the demand

iy

article gold out—to TFizh ™
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Coker, With a swing of his powerful arm, laid Fisher T, Fish facedownwards on the hearthrug. With his free

band he caught up a cricket-stump. Whack, whack, whack, whack, whack !

[See Uhupter 7.)

for the war. You've got all those things stacked away
somewhere, Fish.”

Fisher T, Fish nodded.

“ Hundred and fifty dollars’ worth,” he agreed.

“Where are they i

“ Btacked away in a safe place,” said Fish coolly.

“If they're in the school, we'll jolly well collar ‘em)’
exclaimed Bob Cherry.

Tisher T. Fish chuckled.

“But they ain’t in the school, my pippin.
that lot of goods safely warehoused.”

“But what do you want with them, if yvou're unot
sendine them to the troops?' execlammed DBulstrode in
astonishment.

“I'm dealing in "em.”

“Dealing in socks and shirts!™ excloimed a dozen
voiees.

“Sure

“Can't you see?” exclaimed Wharton impatiently.
“ The cad has bourht up all the stocks in the neighbour-
hood, and warnts to sell them at a higher figure.”

“My hat!”

“Rezad! What a beastly worm, my dear fellows”

* Faith, and it’s a thafe ye are, Fishv.”

Tie indignant and contempiuouz exclamations of the
jiiniors had not the shghiest effect npon TFisher T. Fish,
‘hey slid from his armour of self-zsatisfaction like water
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from a duck’s bLack. He surveyed the indignant
Hemovites with a serene amile.

“I suess you're talking out of the back of your necks,”
he remarked. * Where's the harm in a galoot goin’ into
a shop and buyin’ the goods—what? I paid shop prices
for ‘em, fair and square. If prices go up, I rope in a

rofit. Any of you Ji'ellﬂws might have done it, if yon'd
ad the brains and the capital. Mauly, f'rinstance.
You've got pots of tin, Manly, and you might make
hundreds.—- "

“I'm mnot a thief, my dear {fellow? said Lord
Manleverer, withi a shake of the head.

“Pain't thieving,” yelled Fisher T. Fish, *It's
business, I tell you. It's how we do business over there!
Ain't my popper buying ::P corn ab this very minute, and
making people pay throngh the nose for their daily bread,
gir? In this hver wicked world the weakest have to go
to the wall., Why, i 1t wasn't for rigring the market
in this way, and putting up priees, there wouldr't be any
willionaives at all, And what would beecome of the
country thens”

“Yah! Worm!™

“Cad ™

“ Rotter

“0Oh; T guess vou can gas as mneh as vou like,” said
Tisher T. Fish disdainfullv. *“There ain't a fellow in
this school with a knowledge of busincss. Look hyer, I

A Grand, Long, Complete Story of Harry
Wiharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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haven't hought ulp these things to use as parlour orna-
meuts. I guees I'm open to sell em at a fair offer—a
slight advance in price, of course.”

*Shylock I”

* Bwindles !

“Gimme your order, and I'Il £ill it said Fisher T.
Fish. “ Pricea go up twenty-five per cent., that's all, and
I'm letting you off lightly. You can get a good shirt for
E’Ei’f}l‘tl ?_m;! six, I guess Il let you have it at ten bob.”

i ata Il!l

“ You won’t make money nut of us, you cad.”

Fish ehrugged his shoulders. He had a -tired look.
That utter ‘fﬂﬂk of business acumen on the part of the
Remove fatigued him. It was exasperating to a fellow
with real business instinects to find his “ business” per-
sistent! r:etgardﬂl simply as swindling.

“ Well, if you don't care to buy, I guess I can find
ancther market,” he eaid. “T'm really making the offer
to you galoots out of friendship. I guess if I hold my
stock for three months, the price will go up some. If
‘ou don't want to deal with me, order your goods from

ndon or Manchester. You'll have to pay carringe om
them if you do. And you'll have to waif—just a few.
Order "em through the local shops, and wait longer—wait
till your hair goes grey. I don’t care. My stock will
feteh higher prices every week I hold ‘em back. Why, if
the war goes on, and businees people over here have the
ﬂenziht::‘: make a coruer, I may get double prices next
month.

* And what about the chaps in the trenches, who want
warm socks?" asked Bulstrode,

“0Oh, they can want."”

“Why, you borrible worm——'

*1 guess aﬂmﬁhﬂd_\]' has to suffer, or nobedy wonld get
rich at all,” said Fisher T. Fish. “ Why, you're no hetter
than a gang of dashed Socialists. Can't a galoot do as he
likes with his own money

It was evidently no nee to argue with Fisher T. Tizh,
and the juniors were rot in much of a mood for peaceful
argument, either.

" Look here,” said Wharton, “T won't try to make you
understand that von've acted like a filthy cad, because
you haven't braing enough to understand it. Tou've got
to hand ont these goods you've collared.”

" At my priee, yep.”

" At the shop price.”

L1} H{II':IE.”

“1 tell you we want the things, to send off to the
Frout at onee,” exclaimed Wharton.

“1 guess you can pay for "em if you want ‘em.”

“Do you understand, you—you eriminal, that there are
chaps who get their feet wet in the trenches, and some
of "em haven't new socks te change intor”

" All the more reason why yon should pay my prige.”

Y Begad, what an awful ruseal, oy dear fellows. What
did they send him here for, inetead of to a reformatory:”
said Lord Mauleverer in wonder, %

“1 guees it's business——-"'

" Very well,” said Wharton between his tecth, “ we'll
wait_for our things. You won't get a profit out of us,
you Yankee thief. But there’s one thing vou'll get, and
that's a jelly good hiding.” i

1 w‘h at !:I‘J

Wharten pushed back his cuffs.

" Put up your hands, you ead.”

Figher T. Fish backed away in alarm. This certainly
wasn't business. And he would almost as soon have faced
o tiger in the jungle as the champion fighting-man of
the Remove.

“Look hyer, this ain’'t business !

“Put up your pows!”

“T calenlate I'm not scrapping with yon, Wharton.
‘Taint business. Why,” exclaimed TFish indignantly,
“suppose my popper had {o serap with every chap whose
kids starve to death because he's put up the price of
bread? He'd have a SCrAp o hie hands every day of
the week. Ee reasomable’ ;

M Are you going to put up your beastly paws?' roared
Wharton.

“ Nope IV
“You'd better; you'll get the licking, anyway !”
¥ Look hyer Yow-ow-ow! Leave off! I tell yom
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I'm mot serapping with yeu. 'Tain’t businesa. Oh,
Christopher Columbus! Yarocooh!”

Fisher T. ¥ish put up his hands. He had to, for
Wharton was hitting out righ® and left. The Hemovites
stood round in a crowd, cheering on the capfain of the
Form. There was eimply nobody to sympathise with
Fish and his metheds of busineas. Even Bunter and
Skinner and Sneop despised him from the bottom of
their hearts.

As there was no help for it, Fisher T. I"ieh put up a
fight. But he mizht aa well have put up a hight with a
motor-car or a steam-roller.

He was knocked right and left, and a final terrifie
right-hander awept him inte a cormer of the commeon-
room, where he dropped in a heap, gasping.

“Yow-ow-ow-ow " groaned Fish.

*Come on, you ead!”

“Grooh! I guess I'm finished.
make  potate-scrapings of  you!
Grooh I

Wharton looked round.

“Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows, that worm has bLeen
licked. But that isn’t emough. 1 vote that the reptile
't fit to speak fo, and that he ought to be sent to
Coventry by the whele Form 1

“ Hear, hear!™

“Yow! 1 gueas—"

* Mind, nobody's to speak to the cad,” said Wharton.
u ]1&1’!:5 l;Iﬂt fit for a polecat to speak to, if a polecat conld
speak !’

“Done " exclaimed Bolsover major. ¥ Any fellow found
epeaking to that cad will get a thick ecar!”

“ Yaas, begad IV

“ Hear, hear 1!

Aud the juviors turned their backs on Fisher T. Vish,
and left him to himeself. The much-misunderstood Fish
erawled away delorously to bathe his nose apd his eyes,
They needed it badly,

Another {ime I'I}
Yaw-ow-0w-0w |

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Nothing Dolag!

ORACE COKER was in a bad temper.
'otter and Greene had discovered that.
At tea, which was a frural meal—all meals
in Coker’s study had been frugal of late—
Coker had been like a bear with a sore head,

Potter and Greene were quickly fed up, and after
tea they left Coker to himsclf. And Coker comtinued
to growl “on his own.”

e had reasem to be exasperaied. The Coker Sock
Fund had realised the gencrous sum of ten pounds,
There was the money, all ready, there was Coker, all
ready to pack up the parcels, and send them out at his
own cost, and there were the fellows in the tremches in
need of socks. And everything was at a standstill,
hecawse woollen gpoode were not to be obtained. Coker
thourht the matier out, and decided that he would have
to send an order to o big firm in London. But that
meant delay—probably a good deal of delay—and Coker,
who koew little of business, did not even koow to what
guarier to send his order. No wonder the great Coker
was in a state of exasperation, which made him guite
unhearable to his study-mates. No wonder his voice waa
the reverse of amiable when a tap came at the door
of his study and he growled out, “ Come ! And no
wonder he ascowled when Fisher T. Fish of the Remove

resented himeelf.

“ et out!” said Coker.

“I guess—" began Fish. Fish was not looking hia
best. His long, thin nose wias swollen, and ihere waa
a dark circle Tound one of his eyes. The black eye
Bunter had given him was not quite cured yet, and
now his other was going the same way. The path of a
business man in the Greyiriars Hemove was a thoray
DT

“I can’t be bothered by fage now! roared Coker.
“Travel I”

> EI?E”I guess I've come to help you, Coker.”

“You've been trying to buy socke and mufflers?*

“Yoes; and thev're sold out!” growled Coker,



“Big demand for them, you know,'" said Fish, shaking
his hHead. “Can't expeet to get your orders filled at
once at a time lilkke this "

“You managed it all right,” growled Coker. "1
heard at two or three places that you had bought up all
their stock.”

Fish grinned.

“ First in the field, you know,” he said. )

“"What de you want withk the blessed things?”
demanded Coker. “You're only a Yankee, and you don’t
tale any interest in the war™

113 Hﬁrﬂ IFJ‘

“You're not giving the things away, I know that”
said '.'l;nl:t-r.- #It would pive you a pain to givéd anything
away.”

“1 guess net. The fact is, Coker, I've been op-nrating
in theee things chiefly to do you a good turn.

*“Ale!” said Coker.

“Yep! I've got all the things on hand, a really pood
eupply, firsl-class quality, Give me your order, and I'll
fill it for you.”

Coker’s face cleared a little.

“0Oh, you'll let me-have things! he said.

“Bure! You see, I ren.l‘l{ bought ’em up so g to give
you first chance, and not let those Remove kids get in
abead with their fund.,” said Fisher T. Fish glibly, “I
guess thabt's how I got this eye!”

“Well, that's really decent of you, Fish,” said Coker,
more amiably, “I take back what I said about your
being a Yankee.”

“That’'s all right; hard words break no bones,” said
Fish cheerfully. “ Now, give me your order, Coker, and
leave it to me. How much money have you got to lay
out?

“Ten pounda.” _

“Good ! Fish rubbed his thin hands. “I _%;EEEE I can
fill the bill. You want socks and mufilers, at price
do you want to pay?”

“I've got the Courtfield Emporium price-list here,”
zatd Coker. *'I don’t know the prices of the things, of
course. But they're here.”

Fish couzhed,

“Ahem! I'm afraid that pricedist iz a bit behind the
times, Coler.”™

*It's the latest"™ eaid Coleer.

*I—I mean, I can't have all my %rouble of shopping
for nothing.”

Coker snorbed.

*If you want to be
cad, T'll give you ha
contemptuously.

Fish laughed. The idea of making only half-a-crown
by his speculation in stocks tickled him, The great
Coker was a little obiuse.

“I euess that weuld cut no ice with me" said Fish,
“The fact is, Coker, I haven't gone into this business for
my health. Look here, the price for woollen socks in
that list of youre 1s—what?"

Coker looked it ouk.

“ Twao-and-six and three-and-six,” he said.

“Exactly. Well, I can let you have the two-andsix
ones for three-and-six, and the three-and-sizx oncs for
four-and-six.”

“What 1™

“That's where my profit comes in,” explained Fish,

“ Yonr—your profit.”

s Y'e[’ 1-’?

Coker began to glare.

“Sp you're in this to make a profit, are you?®”’

“You bet!”

“You've gone round bmying up the stecks to charge
higher prices for them?®”

* Hare I

“You young scoundrel 1

“Blessed if you ain't as big a duffer as any kid in 1he
Remove!” exclaimed Ficher T, Fish testily, “ Don't you
understand that war-ihne is the ftime to make money?
Look hyer, T'lIl put you on to a good thing, You've got
the funds in your hands. Well, you pay me an all-round
price of four bob a pair for the socks. Put that down
1 the aceounts, then I'Ml return you a bonus of three-
wice a4 palr, and you put thab in yonr own Jmckcl-usm?
Ton'll muke quite a bandsome sum yourzell™

Coker spemed Lo experience some diffienlty in Lreathine,
He gaxed ab the enterprising Yankee with wide-open
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eyes, and did not speak. His silence encouraged Fizher
T. Fish, who rattled on cheerfully:

“Of course, you ain't raising this fund simply for
something to do. You're on the make, T suppose.

“0On—on—on the make!” stuttered Coker.

“Sure! That's what funds are raised for generally,
ain't they? And I tell you, you take my advice, and you
can clear a quid out of that tenner for yourself”

Then Coker found his voice.

" You young scouidrel . be roared.

“Wha-a-t I’

“ ¥ ou—you—you Coker was purple. He made a
bound towards Fisher T. Fish. That enterprising young
gentleman realised that he had once more awakcened the
wrong passenger, &0 lo epeak. But it was too late to

- ——

escape. He made a spring for the door, but Horpce
Coker's hand was on his cellar, and he was swung back.
Coker, with a swing of his powerful arm, laid Fisher

T. Fish face downwards on the hearthrug, With his
free hand he caught up a cricket-stump.

The scene that followed wias painful—Fish found it
very painful, His yells rang through the study.

Whack, whack, whack, whack, whack!

Coker seemed to think that he was bealing carpet,
from the force with which he laid on those terrifie

whacks, The dust rose from Fish's trousers, and yells
of anguish from Fish himself.

“0h, chuck it! Oh, crumba! Leave off! Teggo!l
Hetp! Murder! Oh, Jerusalem! QOw!"”

Whack, whack, whack, whack, whack!
Yow-ow-ow-0wW-0oW-0W !

Not till hiz arm was tired did Coker cease. Then he

vaught Fish up by the collar, and tossed him bodily
into the passapge.

The Yankee junior alighted there with a heavy bump,
and yelled again, but he did not linger. He picked himn-
self up like %in'hl;n-ing and fled. Coker, breathing hard,
tossed the cricket-stump inte a corner of the study. He
was feeling a little better mow.

But the schoolboy speculator was feeling hafl—very
bad indeed. As he collapsed in his study, groaning
over his injuries, he nlmost wished that he had mever
thought of that excellent speculation at all. It really
seemed that there was no room for o keem ond enter-

rising business man in a sleepy old school like Grey-

riars.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Evicted !

QUIFF came into his stady fo de his preparation,
and was greeted by sounds of woe.  Bampson
Quiney Ifﬁ'*y Field had the honour of sharing
No. 14 with Fisher T. Fish. It was not an honour

he was particularly proud of. Just now he was less
proud of it than ever. He looked at the miserable young
rascal curled dp in the armchair, groaning over the
painful effects of his castigation. TFigh blinked at him
dolorously, It was two hours since that terrific licking
in Coker's study, but Fish had not yet got over it.

“Ow! I do feel bad, Field!” groaned Fish.

“Don’t talk to me,"” suid the Australian junier shortly.
“You're in Coventry.”

“I puess that's all spoof,” said Fish. “Ow, ow!”

”“«'ﬁnt’s the matter wilth you new?"

“Yow! That mugwump Coker—ow !

“(oker been licking you?”

“YFop! Owl”

“Well, you're a worm, and a cad, and a rotter” said
Scluiﬁ‘. “ PBnt Coker's not allowed to lick the Remove. |
We'll jolly soon talk to Coker!” ] ]

“Yow! Ilad me down on the floor, and licked me with
a ericket-stump ™ groaned IFish. *The cheeky jay:
Oy 1°

“We'll soom call Coker to order,” said Squill warmly.
“You're a rofien cad, but vou can come and lemd o
hand if you like"

Fish shonk his head.

“Dw! T don’t feel ke moving, thanks! Yow !

Squiff eniffed, and quitted the stndy. The Famoas
Five were soon called fogether, and Boniff's inﬂiguatirﬂ
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was fully shared by the rest of the Co. Fish might be a
worm of the first water, but Fifth-Formers couldn't be
allowed to lick fellows in the Remove. A line had to
be drawn somewhere. If, as Hob Cherry remarked, the
Fifth were allowed to play that kind of game, what
was going to become of Greyfriars?

“Colcer’s got to be talked to,” said Harry Wharton
decidedly. “We’'ll talk to him.  Better bring some
stumps along !

“"Hear, hear !

Mark Linley and Penfold and Bulstrode joined the
party that went to interview Coker in his study. It was
quite a little army that invaded the Fifth-Form passage
and stopped at Coker’s door and hurled it open.

Horace Coker was struggling with his prep. Coker
was not a brilbant scholar, and even a liberal use of
ﬂ'l'hihﬂ did mot enable him to keep his end up in the Fifth
with very much eredit. 1le stared morosely at the
vigitors,

"“What the dickens do you fags wunt#” he grunted.
“Get out 1™

They did not get out. They got in.

“I hear you've been licking a Remove chap,” said
Wharton cheerfully. “We've come to talk to you about
it, Coker.”

“Clear off! I don’t want to talk to fags!”

“It isn't a question of what you want exactly, but of
what you're going to get,” explained Wharton.

Coker jumped up in wrath.

“You young rotters, I'll whop vou all round if you den't
clear off | 5o yow're backing up that voung thief in his
dirtﬁr tricks, are you®”

The heroes of the Remove had been about to hurl them-
selves on Coker. Dut at that remark they paused.

“Backing wp Fishy:"” said Bob Cherry. “No fear!
We're down on him for his dirty tricks, but we can't
allow a Fifth-Form duffer to whop the Remove—see?
What did you whop Fishy for, though®

" Because he's bought up my socks and wants to charge
me high prices for them, the dishonest young willain!
And if you back him up, you ought to be expelled from
the school, every man-jack of you!” roared Coker.

Oh!” murmured Bob. “That's a gee-pee of quite a
different complexion. Did Fishy come here fo sell you
thinga at high prices?”

“Yes ! pgrowled Coker.

“And that's what you whopped him for?”

“Yes, you young ass!”

" That alters the case,” said Wharton. “Under the
circumstances, we let you off, Coker. You can lick him
‘or that as often as you like.”

" Yes, rather !”

“The ratherfulness is terrific, my esteemed Coker.”

“Oh, get out!” gaid Coker. “Don’t jaw to me. I'll
lick him as often as I like without asking a set of cheeky
fags. Clear off, or T'll clear you!”

" Bow-wow ! said Bob Cherry ind dently.

Coker made a forward movement, and lifted his hoot
to help the juniors out. Bob Cherry promptly collared
it, and jerked it upwards, and Coker collapsed on his
carpet, with a bump and a roar.

Then the Removites departed, chuckling.

Harry Wharton & Co. returmed to their preparation,
and Squiff went back to his study. Fisher :.Pi‘ ish was
still groaning in the armchair.

“Liched the rotter?” he asked, as the Australian junior
¢came in.

“No,” growled Squiff. “Coker explained what he
licked you for. You've been trying to swindle him, the
sime as us.”

"1l ouess I made him a fair offer -

“Oh, shut up! Don’t talk to me; you're in Coventry.
I can't have a study-mate who's in Coventry, and who's
a rotten thief ! went on Sguiff. “I shouldn’t feel that
my watch was safe, with you in the study )"

“Why, you silly galoot-——"

“Leb out!”

111 “‘I’hﬂtl ]?‘J

S%uiﬁ‘ pointed to the door.

“You're not going to share this study with me. I
ean't stand you., Get out!”

“1 guess it's my study, ain't i yelled Fish.

Toe MaGsEr LiBRARY.—No. 413,

“You can come back when you turn honest,” said
Syuiff. *At present, you're poing to get out, and if you
don’t go, I'll chuck you out. See®"

“1 guess——-"

“Are you going®” demanded Squifl.

“Nope 1"

“Then you'll be put out.”

“TLook hyer——"

“"Nuff said! Out you go!"

And the sturdy ﬂ'l!:itl"{l%iﬂn junior collared Fisher T.
Fish and yanked him out of the armchair. Fish clung
desperately to the back of the chair, and it was dragged
ajong after him as he was dragged to the door.

“I tell you I'm not vamooszing this ranch!” howled
Fish. "I goess this is my study. Where am I going
to do my prep, you jay:”

“Any old place~cxcept this!” said Squiff. “Outside,
yon rotter !
“Yow! I'm mot going! Look hyer, if T get my mad

up, I chall simply pulverise you!" roared Fish.

Squiff grivmed. !HE was quite prepared for all the pul-
verang the Yankee schoolhoy nmﬂ%l give him. With a
powerful wrench he tore Fish away from his hold on the
armchair, and earried him bodily to the doorway. Fish
descended in the passage, snd yelled furiously.

“0Oh, you jay! Ow, you mugwump! Yow!”

“Hallg, hallo, hallo! What's the trouliles” asked Bob
Cherry, looking out of the next study.

“I den’t want Fish in my study,” explained Sampson
Quiney Iffley Field.

“"IHa, ha, ha!”®

“1 guess it's my study ! howled Fish,
books and things are there *

“I'll soon settle that.”

Fish’s “hooks and things * followed him into the pas-
sage 1n a shower. Fish sat up blinking as they showered
round him.

“0Oh, my hat!
gasped,

'l‘%nnl the ﬂ{n:?lr of H:[n. 14 slammed.

“1—I say, Cherry, I suppoese I ean do my prep in vour
study®” asked Fish, H v R )

“Don't talk to me.”

“But I—I say—I1 guess——"

Slam !

The closing of Bob Cherry's door cut ehort Fisher T.
Fish's “ guessing.” The Yankee junior blinked at the
fellows who had ecome out of their studies to look on.
He was beginning to feel downhearted,

“I szay, Bmithy, can I come into your study?”

“ No fearI” saad the Bounder promptly. 1 don't want
to lock all my things up.”

“ Why, you—you hrute, do gou think I'm a thief”
howled Fish indignantly.

“1 jolly well know you are ! grinned Vernon-Smith,

* Teddy, old man, I—I can come into your study, can't
I#” said Fisher T. Fish, guite weakly.

“ Certainly I gaid Todd.

Fislk brightened up.

“That’s good of you, Toddy! I'll come—"

“Only I shall start on you with my cricket-bat if yon
do!” said Peter Todd cheerfully.

"Yuu——gﬂu galoot! I say, Wharton—"

“Rats !’

“ Bulstrode, old fellow—-"

“If you call me “old fellow,” I'll give you a licking,
vou ecad!” sald Bulstrode.

The juniors returved to their studies, grinning. Fisher
T. Fish was without a home, and he had nowhere to lay
his ‘wearﬁ head. e picked himeelf up, and cauntions]
opened the door of No. 14. Squiff glared round at him,
and reached for a cricket-stump, which he had placed
handy in case Fish ghould come back.

“You want some more?” he asked grimly.

“Look here, I—I want to get to my prep, Iield, old
man '’ gaid Fisher T. Fish fecbly., * Tg ou don't let me
in, I shall have to complain to Mr. Quelch !’

“Go ahead!”

“You mupgwump! IHe'll make von let me in.”

“ Better tell him at the same time what I've chucked
you out for,” said S8quiff. * For if you don'’t, T will I

Fisher T. Fish grunted. That, evidently, wouldn't doe.

“Look hyer, my

Oh, crumbs!  Oh, Jerusalem!™ he
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Mr. Quelch was not likely to understand Lusiness, accord-
ing to the latest Yankee ideas, any more than the fellows
in his Form. If Fish's speenlations came to the know-
ledge of his Form-master 1t was likely to lead bo trouble
for the enterprising youth.

“ Look here, Squiff, be a good chap!” boscoched Fisher
T. Fish. “There ain't any fire in the Form-roow, and T
can't do my prep there.”

“Try the dog-kennel !” said Squiff. *“ That's the proper
place for you. Now shut that door!”

“But [ say—1I guesge——"

Squiff picked up the ecrickelstump, and jnmped up
from the table. Fisher T. Fish hastily t;lns.—mi the door.
It was evidently useless to argue with that obstinate
vouth from New South Wales.

In & dolorous mood, Fisher T. Fish collected up his
Lbelongings, and “made tracks,” as he would have ex-
pressed it in his native langunage. He felt himself a
much-injured persom,  and his indipnation was great.
His specniation seemed 1o be likely to turn out o suceess,
g0 far as money-making was concerned. But in other
directions it seemed pretty certazin te canse the school-
boy speenlator eousiderable discomfort,

— e

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Sent to Coveniry!
ARRY WHARTON & CO. kept their word, and
H the next day PPisher 1. Fish found himself in
the cold and solitary
“Coventry."

It was his first experience of that salubrious region,
and he did not find it agrecable.

Many a time before had Fisher T. Fish developed
schiemes, all more or less unserupulous, for money-
making, feeling that his business instincts ought not
to be suppressed, and his great abilities wasted, simply
because he was stitl at school, On all those oceasions his
Form-fellows had told him in exeeedingly plain English
what they thourbt of him., But if, as the Oriental
proverl declares, contempb will pierce the shell of the
tortoise, Fisher T. Fish was better protected in that
rospect than the thickest-skinned tﬂ[E)isE.‘. The most
injurious expressions had no effect whatever upon the
complacreney of Fisher Tarleton Fish,

]E“th this time the Yankee junior liad passed the
T limig"”

The Hemove fellows had heard vaguely of such things as
“eorners,” and of “rigging Lthe market,” just as they had
heard of pirates and brigpands, bul their knowledge on
the subject had naturally been very vapue, till Fisher T.
Fislt Lrouwght it home to their minds by his beautiful
:peculation in socks and shirts. They knew that in the
great city of Chicago, where all sorts of mysterious
things are put mto tins for export to Europe, there was a
place called a * wheat pit,” where rascally speculators
hought up wheat, to hold it back for a rtise in prices.
But that Fisher T. Fish sghould have the unexampled
nerve to make Greyfriars the scene of a similar picce of
rascality, naturally put their backs up.

The precocious Fish felt sadly that he was out of place
among fellows with such old-fashioned ideas. Tt was
uacless even to tell Fish that honesty was the best policy,
heepuse he was quite convinced that his raseality was
Iomest. Argument on the subject only made him tired.

o the Removifes decided to Icave Fisher T. Fish
geverely alone.

Bolsover major suggested m%ging him, but, as Bob
Cherry pointed out, thumping the beast made ne differ-
cence to him. Harry Wharton had licked him, and Coker
had given him a tremendous thrashing, and Fish was
still the same old Fish.

The enterprising Yaokee simply could not see what a
rascal he was. That self-knowledge could not be thumped
inte hin:. But in the solitary shades of Coventry he
wonld have plenty of time to meditate upon his sins, and
perhaps the light would dawn upon him.

Fish refused to take the sentence of Covenfry seriously
at first. Fish was a great talker, and it was simply
antruish to him not to be allowed to talk. His conversa-
tion congisted, as a rule, in decrying everything he saw
about him, and poinfing out how much better things
were done “over there.” He would have been willing
to talk even. cricket or foolball rather than net talk at
all. Dut the sentence had gone forth, and that day Fish
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discovered that the Removites .were in earnest. The
Yankee junior had reached the limit,

When thé Remove tonrned ont in the morning, Fish
began chirping quite cheerily, having, in fact, forgotten
his sentence. A frozen silence greeted his remarks, and
then it dawned on Fish,

“T say, you galoots, you're nobt keeping up that rof,
sure?” he exclaimed, in great annoyance and disgust,

Silence.

“ Wharton, old man—-"

Harry Wharten turned his back.

“I say., Bunter-——" i

Billy Bunter lovked Fish up and down, throngh his
big spectacles, but did neb vouchsafe a syllable in
TespFOnss.

“What's the matter with you®"”

Grim silenco. |

“Look lere, Bob Cherry, vou silly jay, can’'t youm
speak? What's biting voun®"

Bob Cherry went on lacing his boots without a word,
Kot a syllable conld be extracted from any member of
the Remove. Fish turned, in despair, to Lord Manl-
everer, who was a good-natured fellow, and could never
bear to hurt anybody's feelinga.

“ Nice morning, Manly !” he ventured,

But even the pgood-natured Mauly lifted the heel
against him, e gave him a surprised and contemptuons
look, and turned lglir; back.

Fisher 1. Fish stamped out of the dormitory, and
slammed the door after him. He hung about in the
Close till the Bemove came down, and then approached
the Famous Five as they came out of the School House.

“* Look hiyer, I don’t mind a joke * began Fish.

The chuma of the Remove walked away without look-
ing at him. The Yankee junior stood almost irembling
with rage and chagrin.

“You =illy jays!” he roared. * Keep it up, then! I
don't eare! Do you think I want to talk to howling
mugwumns like you! Yah! Go and eat coke !”

And Fish scowled at the other fellows instead of
seeking to speuk to them, He kept it up till breakfast-
time. By that time he was simply itching to speak.
Silence was the most terrible punishment that could have
been imposed on the talkative Yankee. He felt that if
he didu’t speak seom something wonld burst, and he
ventured upon a whisper at the breakfast-tablc.

“ Bulstrode, old man, can I pass you something?”

Bulstrode seemed stone deaf,

“ Bulstrode! I say!”

Bulstrode went on ealmly with his breakfast, as if
he had not heard a sonnd. Fisher T. Fish {witched him
by the sleeve,

Then Bulstrode jerked his arm away, took ont his
handkerchief, and deliberately wiped his sleeve where
Fish's fingers had touched him.

The Yankee junior boiled with rape. He plared ronnd
at the solemn faces alonpg the Remove table. Nobody
caught his eye,

Aftor breakfast, Fish gunitted the dining.room by him.
self, the other Removites giving him a wide herth. Iie
bore down on Hobson and Ieeskins of the Bhell in the
Close. He felt that he must speak to somebody.

“Lovely morning, Hobby ! said Fish affably.

Hobson went on speaking to Hoskinsg, just as if he had
not heard. Both the Shell fellows seemed oblivious of
Fizh's existence.

“ Deaf? roared Fisher T. Fish,

“The next match will be with the Remove,” Hobszon
was saying. “ We've simply got to wallop them at footer,
Hosky."

“Yes, rather, Hobby,” assented Hoskins,

“1 guess I'm speaking to vou, Hohson ! velled Fish.

The two Shell fellows strolled away, still talking footer.
Not by a word or a look had they revealed the faet
that they were aware of the existence of such a persom
ag Fisher Tarleton Fizh of *“ Noo ” York,

The Yankee junior stood and glared after them. The
sentence of Coventry was not only in the Remove. All
the fellows were in tt—all the lower =chaol, at all eventa,
Hobson was a member of the Shirt Fund Committee, and
naturally he resented Wishy's sharp practice as much as
anybody. But Fish did net give up hope yet. He spotted

13
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Temple, Dabney & Co. of the Fourth, and started on
them. Temple and Dubney were ou the Shirt Fund Com-
mittee, too. Needless to say, they had fully agreed with
the Itemovites on the subject of Fisher T. Fish. As a

rule, they were on something like fiphting terma with
the Remove.
somplete,

T"anﬁr’s It.he Eunﬂlgottmg -:m}.1 Temple? asked Fisher
. Fish, alinos uirming, as he appreached the grou
of Fourth Fﬁrmeig. ¥ e R

Temple, Dabney & Co. walked away,

Fish clenched his hands.

“Oh, the jays! The silly mugwumps! But I don't
care! Blessed if T want to talk to the thumping idiots!
They ain't worth having real, good American common-
;5:11;:&1-." wasted on ‘em! Let ‘em go and chop chips!

ah !

But, although he did not care, Fish looked extremely
worried. The bell
rang for classes,
and he went into a
Form-room  that
seemed Lotally ob-
lLivious of  his
existence.  Some
little changes had
beenn made, too,
and Fish found
himseli gqguite
alone on his form,
instead of sharing
it with two other
fellows. And in
thia painful and
nnaccustomed
atate of =silonce
and solitude, it
was almost a relief
to Fish when Mr.
Quelech =poke to
him, though it
was only to pick
him out to con-
girue,

a e

THE TENTH
CHAPTER.
Hard Termsl
After morning
lessong, Fisher T.
Fish drove his
hands deep into Hit / f
his pockets, and il Wy iy
stulked out into ' '
the Close by him-
self.
Tueg MaGrer Libragky,.—No, 413.

But on this subject the wnanimity was,
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He was in the blues.

He had half expected admiration frem his impressed
Form-fellows for that cunning stroke of business. In-
stead of adwiration, he was petting contempt and
avoldunce,

It was very bard on a businesslike youth, He did
not find complete comfort even in the reflection that
the goods he had purchased were probably increasing in
value. He had fully expected to dispose of them at
Greyfriars, to the rival funds. He was not likely to
lose his money, and it was highly probable that he would
make a profit. Bat even profits could hardly console
him for being “bottled up,” as it were, in thiz manner.
The fliow of his loguacity had been stopped, like a stream
that was dammed up, and really Fishy felt that something
would “ go 7 if he were not allowed to talk soon.

The schoolboy speculator was furious and dismaved.
In desperation, he even planted his undesired -compan
on  faps of  the
Third and Second.
But Tubb of the
Third turned up
hia nose at hLim
in the most pro-
nounced  manner.
Bolsover minor of
the Third Form
turned his lack
on him with g2
smiff. Papet of
the same TForm
looked him up and
down scornfully
before he walked
away without re-
plying to Fish’s
observations, Even
inky little rascsls
of the Second
Form were oh-
durate. Dicky
Nugent, the preat
chief of the Socond
Eurm, snecred ab
hun with a tre-
mendous sneer
when he addressed
him, and turned
on his heel. Gatty
and Myera and
the rest followed
his example. Iiven
Sammy Bunfer,
Billy Bunier's
miner, was not
to be coaxed., Fish,
despairingly, asked

DAY,
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Eob Cherry took a chunk of chalk from his pocket, and wrote on a lﬂﬂki.n.gﬂgiass, amidEms from the |
Removites : * Are you willing to be decent *’;{:Ec:e E?Jlfzap!:ef 10.) 1

Sammy to come to the tuekshop. It pave Fishy a pain
to part with the meney, but he was willing to stand
Sammy tarts, Dut, SBammy, like his major, was in funds
lately, and so the temptation did not overcome him.
He snorted, and rolled away without a word.

“Waal, I swow !’ said Fisher T. Fizsh dizconsolately.
“'Phiz takes the bun—the whole blessed corrant-bun !
The jays! The mugwumps! OR, dear!”

The Fifth, of course, were not likely to waste their
valuable conversation on a junior, in any case. But
Fisher T, Fish, in hiz desperate state, attempted to talk
to Fitzgerald of the Fifth. Fitzgerald did not merely
send him to Coventry, he gave him a cuff that sent him
spinning, and walked off, leaving Fish sitting on the

round and gasping. After that, Fish did net try the
"ifth any more.

Afternoon lessons came as a relief. Fish was begmning
to feel that he had almost forgpolten what a buman
voice wag like,

Tue Macwer Lieragy.—No. 413

He had a form to himself during the afternoon, as
nsual.  When lessons were over le sidled up to the
Famous Five, as they came out of the Form-room, looking
almoszt besecching,

“I =ay, Wharton,” he murmured, “this silly rot has
gone far enourh, yvou know!"

Wharton walked on.

“Cherry, old man

Bol Cherry was deaf.

“I sav, Inky ¥

Hurrce Jamset am Singh Lorned his back.

“Oh, you jays! Oh, you silly, thumping chumps! Do
you think 1 want to talk to you? Go and eat coke!
Bror-y-rr.r 1"

For a fellow who did not want to talk Fish certaiuly
made plenty of efforts in that direction. But all his
cfforts were in vain.

That |:-1.'=.-11iu% he had te do his prep in the cold Form-
room again. He made a fecble attempt to occupy his

L
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old quarters im Mo. 14 Study. Te was sitting at the
table, &t -work there; when Sampson Quiney Iffley Field
come in. Fish felt that Bquifi was Bound to speak, at
least, even if he chucked him gut. But Sguiff didn’t
apeak.  He grasped Pish by the collar, without a word;
he yanked him out into the passage, still with scaled
lips, and kicked him along as far-as the stairs, in stony
silence. That is to say, stony silence as far as Squilf
was concerned. Fish was not silent, far from it!

Ther Squilf went back to his study, and Fish limped
away to the Form-room.

When preparation was over he came back info the
junior common-room, hoping against hope. Nobody
seemed fo see him come in. When he came towards the
fire a cheery group there melted away. Wharton and
Hurree Singh were playing chess. Fish recommended
Wharton to move his kuigﬁit, He might as well have
addressed the knight itself, for all the reply he received.
Then Fish’s temper got the better of him, and he smote
the chess-table, and sent it reeling, and pieces and pawns
scatiered on the floor.

If that did not make Wharton speak, nothing would,
was Fish's idea. But it did net muke him speak, He
proceeded to actions, mot to words. He caught up
cushion, and chased Fish round the room, and ont into
the passage, under a shower of swipes. Fisher T. Fish
bolted at top-speed, roaring, and at the end of the

e ran full-tilt into Loder, the prefect. Loder
oxed his ears right and left, and T'ish was quite breath-
less when he escaped.

He went to bed early that night.

But he was not asleep when the Remove came up,
He blinked at them dolefully from his pillow.

Some of the Hemovites were grinning. They under-
stood that a renmtence of “Coventry ™ was much maore
severe ont Fishy than on anybody clse, beeanse stopping
his talk was like damming a mountain torvent. Vernon-
Swith had, indeed, offered two to ome that Fishy weuld
burst soomn.

“Look hyer, you chaps,” said Fish, in quite a weak
voice, “ I'm fed up with thiz! I am really!”

It was unnecessary to make that statement. Tt wuas
only too evident to the Removites that Fish was fed up.
But no one answered.

“I—I guess I'm willing to make it up!” =aid Fish,

Stony silence.

“I—I caleulate I'll meet you half-way!" said Fish
desperately. “What do you wan{ me to do, you mug-
wumps? I°11 come to terms!”

Harry Wharton locked at him. If the unserupulous
young rascal had been reduced to a proper state of
repentance the captain of the Remove was willing o
have the terrible sentence restinded, before Pishy “burst
his erop,” as the Bounder had expressed it. Fish caunght
his eye, and brightened up.

“Honest Injun!™ he exclaimed, jumpmmg out of bed.
“I'll do anything reasonable! Just you yaup out what it
is you want meé to do, you galoot!”

Vharton opened hiz lips, and closed them again,
Unless Fisher T. Fish was In earnest he was not to be
“lot out.” Bob Cherry sclved the difficulty. He took
a chunk of chalk from his pocket, and wrote on a
looking-grlass, amid prins from the Removites:

‘' Are you willing to be decent?”

Fish grunted.

* Bure I"

Bob Cherry rubbed out the line, and wrote again:

"WILL YOU HAND OVER THE GOODS AT (0OST-
PRICE?"

Fisher T. Fish plared,

“Nope! 1 puess not!
in?* he howled.

Bob rubbed out the line, and returned the chalk te
hf.s Hn}n:kcbt, and dropped all knowledge of the existence
of Fish,

“I say, I'N tell you what!” said Fish, “I'll let you
have them at a reasomable fisure—a lower fioure than
I intended. Look hyer! My popper sent me that meney
specially, so that T comld skin yon—I—I mean, so that
[ eould have a Fittle speculation, and rope in an honest

rofit. T couldn't face the popper, and icll him that

'd slipped up on it, now, could T*"
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Where would my profit come

Silence.

“Oh, you -jays!” growled Fish. * Well, keep it up as
long as you like! T guess my profit’s coming in later!
Old. Lambe iz after woollen poods to send out, and 1
gukemhl'll do a big deal with him! You can go and cat
coke !

Freezing silence.

Fisher T. Fish grunted and turned into his bed again,
Wingate of the Sixth came in to seo lirht< out,

After the prefect was gone, there was the usual buzz of
talk from bed to Led. But Fisher T. Pish was left out
in the c¢old. If he made a remark nobedy scemed to

hen.:t: it, and he gave it up, and settled down ir steep.
Fish turned out lugubrionsly at the clang of the rising-
bell in the morning. He dressed in gloomy silencs, Not
& word, not a look, from his Form-fellows. They chatted
to one another, but they were stone deaf to the voiee of
the Yankee tunior. Fisher 'T. Fish shook his fist at thom
as he left the dermitory. Truly, Coventry was 2 cold and
mcomfortable region for a dweller thercin, and al® that

morning there was a gloomy cloud on the brow of the
schoolboy speculator,

e

THE ELLYENTH CHAPTER.
Shown Ot !

N Baturday afterncon it might have been ohserved
that the wloom had cleared somewhat from the
brow of Pisher T. Fish, Not that asnylody

. observed him. Nobody even cast a look im his
direction. He had had threc days of Coventry now, and
he realised that the only way of cscane from that chill
abode was to return to the paths of honesty, and sacrifice
the coveted profit on his speculation. But that he had no
intention of doing. Iven Coventry was better than losine
his profit. But the youthful speculator, whe was feeling
that his tongue was growing guite vusty, had bLeen in
depressed spirits.  Some of the jumiors decluved that as
Fishy's “jaw " had always been over-exercised, it would
really do it good to give it a rest. But Fish did not feel
that it was doing him good. Dead silenee, and solitary
werk in the Form-room, did not agree wit: him., TBut
;-'t_';ltliu Suturday afternoon came round he * bucked up ™ a

ittle.

After dinner, he came out of the School House with hi-
coat on, and started for the gates. He passed Coker in
the Close, and Coker made a movement towards him, and
Fizh hurried his steps a little. [n 4he ratewny he found
the Famous Five, and he stopped to speak to thom.

“If you galoots want any socks, shirts, or mufllers, this
hyer is your last chanee,” he said.

“Quite spring weather, and no mistake, Franky,™ said
Bob Cherry. i
" I'm going down to the viearage now—"""

“Yes, I think it')l be a fine afternoon, Bob.
price a run along the ¢lifis,
to tea, vou know.™”

“I'm going tn sec Mr. Lambe about selling him my
goods I howled Fish. “This iz your last chanee if you
want ‘em."”

“Where's Hazeldene? He's coming with us,” remurked
Wharton. '

The Famous' Five walked awny {o look for IMazeldene,
Fish breathéd hard through his long nose, and walked out
of gates.

He strode away towards Frinrdale, He was quite aware
that the rival funds of Grevfriars hud not “got to
business ” yet. He knew that Coker had written for
price lists from London, and that was as far as he had
oot.  The local shops had not yet received their now
supplies of goods.  What the juniov Shirt Fund was
going to do, Fish did not know, and be cared little. Tf
they left his poods severely alone, he knew thev were
always worth their money, and he would find a market
for them soonmer or later, not at a loss.  Indeed, Fishy
was of opinion that the prices of those goods were bound
fo go up—~Ffor the brilliunt idea that had occurred to
him, of making money out of the needs of the new army,
must surely occur to others—and that others might Luve
seruples about such rascally conduct was not likely o
geeur fo Fisher T. Fish.

! Wit
We're going to CHt Hounse
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Mr. Laml::y, the vicar of Friardale, was at home, and
Fisher T. Fish sent in his name, and requested to see
him, Mr. Lambe received him urbanely. The vicar
sometimes visited Greyfriars, snd he remembered havin
geen the Ameviean junior. Mr. Lambe was a plump al%:
gentleman with a very fruity voice and a rich complexion.

“Good-aftahnoon, Mastah Fish!™ he said. “ Pray sit
down.”

Master Fish sat down.

“1 guess 1 don't want to take up your time, sir,” he
said, coming to business at once. “I understand that you
are head of the local Shirt Guild.”

“Precisely ! You desinh to makes a contribution?' gaid
Mr. Lambe. “That is reaily very kind and thoughtful
of you, Mastah Fizh.”

Fish coughed.

Y Not exactly, «jr.”

“ Bmall contributions are thankfully received,” said Mr,
Lambe, beaming. “I hope we shall sce you and your deah
schoolfellows, Mastah Fish, at the little bazaah we are
holdin’ in support of our guild. What?"

“ Bending socks and shiris to the soldiers, sir, I under-
stand "’ said Fish. He bad not come there to talk abont
bazaars,

“ Precigely [

“May I ask, sir, whether you have bought up all you
want so far:”

*The nunber required, Mastah Fish, is unlimited,” said
Mr. Lambe. “Gifts may be sent eithah in goods or in
mongy,

“{iood " said Fish,

“Of late,” said Mr. Lambe, * we have been able to make
no purchases. The loeal establishents are quite sold
out. Howevah, that is only a temporary delay. Qur
little organisation is very husay.”

“Sold out, are they ™ said Fish, with a chuckle.

“ Yaas, owin’ to the demandz of charitable persons, T
presume,” said Mr, Lambe, " Howevah, that iz merely
temporary.”

*“The faet is, sir, I know the chap who has bought up
the stocks™

“ Indeed !

" And he's willing to part with them,” said Fish,

“"You don’t say =o.”

“The fact iz, he's Dought them up in—in case there
should be a rise in prices,” said Fish glibly. * His obhject
was to let your guild have them, sir, at a fair price.”

*“That was very honourable—indeed, noble! said the
viear, looking a little surprised, however. “Am I to
undabstand that this gentleman has the articles to dispose
of now?"”

“ Sure!”

“"That will, indeed, save time,"” said Mr. Lamhe. " Wea
have recelved a request for warm socks for some of the
new army, who are really in peed of them. There has
been delay in supplying our ordahs from London. What
ia the name of this gpentleman, Mastah Fish?”

“I'm the antelope, sir.”

“Wha-a-at !

“I mean. I'm the man.”

“Youl” ejaculated Mr. Lambe. His plasses almost fell
off 1%1:5 pllump, white nose in his astonishment.

' en .'I'I

“Upon my word, you surprizse me!” said Mr. Lambe,
more and more astonished. “ Am I to undahstand that
you had a large sum ad your disposal, and—and disposed
of it in this penerous mannah, Mastah Pish?”

" Bure!”

“Then I must commend you highly,” said Mr. Lambe.
“1 shall make it a point to mention your highly
meritorious comduct to veur headmastab., Not that I
think your feahs of a rise in prices were well founded, my
deah boy. I do not think that anybedy in our little
community would be unscrupulous enough to wish to
make money by holdin® back articles reguired by our
brave troops, Such tiings, I feah, have happened in
some of the large towns, but heah I firmly believe it is
impossible.  Howevah, it was a very thoughtful zction
for a boy of your yahs”™

“ Perhaps you'll give me a list of the articles required,
gir,” said Fish, who found Mr. Lambe a little long-winded.
*(Or, perhaps, 1'd better show you my list, and you can
select what vou want., The things will come a little more
expensive than buying them in the shops—"
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Miocks sold at Courtfield Emporium for half-a-crown
will be three shillings, owing to the general state of the
market—m-=>"

* What, I

" But you'll be able to get the goods off at once, sir,
which is well worth the money, as the zoldiers are in need
of them.” said Fish. *If I hadn’t chipped in and bought
np the poods, 1he prices would—ahem !—very likeiy have
risen higher. 1'mn really letting the guild off lightiy.”

Mr. Lambe’s expression was extraordinary. His face
seemed to be growing purple.

" One moment, Mastah Fish,” he said, in a gasping
voice. “Am I to undahstand that you have bought wp
the local supplies of these articles—-:"

“You bet!”

" With the intention of reselling them at a highah
price?”

"That's where my profit comes in, you see.”

" Your—your profit. Do I heah aright?’ agked Mr.
Lambe, " You-—you—a schoolboy—are dealing in goods
reguired for our brave troops, with the object of raisin
the prices and makin' a profit! Do my yahs deceive me?”

“I'm  giving you straight goods, sir,” said Tish.
“That's the stunt. Of course, the other chaps ain't up to
this kind of thing."

“1 euppose not,” gasped Mr. Lambe, "I think net!
I believe not! I should eertainly hope not.”

“You see, I come from Noo York, and we have our eye-
tecth eut preity early in Noo York,” said Fish proudly.
“We understand business there, sir. I dare say you've
heard that the wheat speculators over there are raising
the prices, sit—putting it on the people’s bread and
whacking in ihe dollars, Well, =ir,” gaid Fish proudly,
“my popper is oune of the wheat-ring."”

“"Your—your what?"

“ Popper—{ather, sir.”

“Ah' said Mr. Lambe, in a deep voice. “This, then,
is not dichonesty which you may have learned from evil
associates. It 3a inherited. Wretched boy! It is your
misfortune to be the son of a criminal. In ap early home
atmosphere of greed and fraud, your mind has taken
this fatal turn towards dishomesty.”

" What!” yelled Fisher T. Fish. " What do you mean?”

Mr. Lambe rose, and pointed to the door.

“{io!” he said majestically,

“Don’t you want to trade?” demanded Fish.

“Leave my house instantly! I should chastise you,
Mastah Fish—"

“ Wha-a-at 1"

“*But I see that your drepdful unscrupulousness is
probably the outcome of a vicioua home life and bad
pnrf?baf training. But go! Your presence disgusts
me !’

“'?Waal, I swow 1*

** James, show thiz young person to the door.”

 Yessir,™

“ And—er—James, kindly keep an eye on the umbrella
stand until he is gone.”

" Yessir.”

Fisher T. Fich was shown out by James. He wenb
crimson with wrath. There was really no need for
James to keep an eye on the umbrella stand—Fish had
not yet come down to stealing umbrellas. But Mr.
Lambe’s nervousness was natural enough, on learning
that his visitor was the son of & Yankee wheat specu-
lator. James watched the junior very suspiciously till
he was outside, and closed the door on him. And Fisher
T. Fish went down the garden path almost dancing with
rage.

His vigit to the vicarage had been a blank. The Shirt
Guild of Friardale would have nothing to do with him.
It really locked as if he wonld have some difficulty in
finding customers for his collection of socks, ehirts, and
mufiers, after all. Fisher T. Fish veturned to Grey-
friars in an extréemely bad temper. The old-fashioned
manners and customs of this sleepy island made him
more tired than ever. i

A Grand, Long, Completo Biare of Harry
Wharton & 0o, by FAANK RIOHARDS.
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Too Latel
OFrH the funds at Greyfriars were still poing
strong.
Money still dropped into the hat and the
sardine-tin.

With capital increasing, it was exceedingly exasperat-
ing to the promoters of the funds not to be able to buy
their gifts for Tommy Atkins owing to the unscrupulous
conduct of Fisher T. Fish.

But the Yankee jm;iur showed no sign of surrendor.

The * Coventry ' was as strict as ever, but Fisher T.
Fish was obdurate, and uet for worlds would he have
relinguished his precious profit,

But when Wednesday came round again Harry Whar-
ton & Co. made a tour of the shops and found that new
supplies had arrived, Their fund had inercased to eight
pountds by this time, and they expended the whole
ameount in woollen goods of the best quality, which they
carvied back to Greyfriars in triumph.

Fisher T. Fish watched them aa they came in with the
bundles, und he loocked on them with a decidedly evil
eye.

“Got your shopping doue at last, you jays?" he
enecred,

Nobody answered.

“L guess my poods will fetch their price, all the
game,” snarled Fish., “I'll hold 'em over till next
winler, if necessary, and double the prices, I'll show
yuurwl?zthcr you can diddle a cute American out of his
profits 1"
~ Fisher T. Fish was standing directly in the way of the
incoming porty as he made those remarks. They did
not tell him to pet out of the way. They bumped the
big bundles into him and he rolled out of the way.

Then the busdles were carried into the Rag, and for
most of that evening the juniors were busy sorting thém
out and making them up inte parcels und prepariug
them for the post. It was a pleasant task—especially as
they thought as they worked of the cheerful feelings of
the fellows in the trenches when they received their
bundles.

The next morning the bundles were despatched, Gos-
ling taking the whole consignment down to the village
it the trap to the post-office,

* That's a jolly good thing done!™ said Bob Cherry
“ Hallo, hallp, ballo, Coker! Have you done your
ﬁ]mpfiug yet

Coker frowned loftily.

“I'm getting my lot down sgecialIy from London,”
fim siid. **They're on order, and they arrive on Satur-

ay.”’

"“Oh, good! Not dealing with Fishy?" grinned Bob.

‘” I guess you might do worse,” broke in Fisher T.
Fizh, ** You’ll have to pay the carviage on that lot down
from London, Coker. Ow! Leggo my ear, you rotter!"

Coker let go his ear, but began operations on him with
his boot. Coker had been put to a lot of treuble, and
his feelings towards Fish were not pleasant. He
dribbled the Yankee junior reund the Close till he dived
into the Cloisters and escaped. Fisher T. Fish was
noticed to ghift very uncomiforiably on his seat in the
E‘ntm—mﬂm that morning. Coker's boots were lurge and

eavy.

After leszsons Fish came ont dismally by himself. Tls
had almost ziven up tyying to break through the icy
gilence that surrounded him now. But e was fecling
it more than ever. Tor o week be had been in
“ Coventry.” and not a fellow in the Lower School had
spoken 1o him. In dire siraits for semecbody to *“gas ™
to, Fish had taken to speaking to Trotter, the page, in
the passage, and dropping inte Gesling’s ledge for a
chat. But even Trotter avoided him :mg only answered
him in menosyllubles, and Gosling was very grumpy in
his lodge. He did not yearn for the eompany of juniors,
especially that of Fisher T. Fish, who had never, by any
chanee, tipped him sinee he had heen at Greyfriars.

Fisher T, Fizh had another worry on hiz mind, too,
He had not ventured fo bring his purchases to Groy-
friars, in fear that the juniors—ignovant of husiness as
they were—might raid them, He had had them wars-
heused in Courtfield—and of course he had Lo pay for
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the warehousing. The chargs was not high, bunt it gave
ing. He had

Fish a pain to have to gay anybody an;
expected to diﬂEus-e of his ands very eoon after their
purchase. He bad cunningly suppested that idea of o
sock fund to Horace Coker, and Coker had taken the
bait, and Fish had supposed that there was a market
all ready to his hand.

And now Coker was ordering his goods from Loadon,
and the Remove fellows had waited for a new supply
in the lacal shops, and the Friardale Shirt Guild was
evidently N.Gi. Exactly where he was going to dispose
of his poods was not clear, and he did not want to go on
paying week after week at the warchouse while he was
waiting for a market.

Evidently the goods had to come to Greyfriars, but—
apart fronf raids by the juniors—there was a great diffi-
culty about that. Thirty pounds’ worth of woollen gooda
took up some space. He certainly couldn’t have stacked
them in his study—especially as he had been twrned out
of his study! To stack such s mass of property in a
spare room reguired special permission—and the know-
ledge of his Form-master. And Fish had o feeling that
if Mr. Quelch learned of his preciouns speculation there
would 'be trouble for the speculator. Certainly the
Remove-master would refuse point-biank to have his

5 packed up in the school. Diplomacy was required;

r. Quelch had te be hoodwinked somehow. ortu-
nately—from the Fish point of view—the Yankee junior
had ne seruples about out-doing Ananias in his own
31;“""“1 ling, Fisher T. Fish had not heen hmu%:lt up
at the feet of the late lamented George Waschington.

8o, after lessous, he presented himself in Mr. Quelch’s
etudy, with the meckest and mildest manner he could
muster.

 Well, what is it, Fish?" asked Mr. Quelch, locking
at hinr sharply. The Lemove-master had noticed that
there was samething *“up " betweon Fish and his Form-
fellows, thougrh he did not know what it was.

“If you please, air, I've been buying some things,”
suid Fish glibly. " I—I guesa I've been petting some
things with o view of sendiug them to the Fgrnut, May L
}Have_l:.];e spare box-room for a few days to stack them
1, gir?”

Mr. Quelch looked surprised.

©Ia it o very large quantity 2" he asked.

" Dh, fairish, sir.”

“ What kind of goods, Fish?”

* Woollen goods, sir.””

“It iz very kind-hearted of you to spend vour pocket-
money in that way, Fish," said Mr. Quelch, in astonish-
ment. He had pever suspected Pisk of Dbeing kind-
hearted hefore.

I guess I believe in backing up the 01d Country at
a time like this, sir,” said Fish. * Why, if the Germans
shounld win, sir, they'll go for the Yew-nited States next,
and then where should we be?"

* That is quite troe, Fish, though T hardly expected—
ahem! However, you may cortainly have the room and
keep the key.”

““Thank you, sie!" said the delizhted Fish.

And be retired before My, Quelch had time to ask him
any questions,

“ Dear me " muromared Mr. Quelech. I have been
mistaken in that boy! T have always considered him
eold-hoarted, and, indeed, selfish—in fack, unserupulous,
to some extont! T am very glad to discover some good
qualities in Fish."

Mr. QQuelch was the only person whe had discovered
those good quulitics, and he was laubouring under a
nrizapprehension.

The next day Fisher T. Fish's consipnment arrived at
the school. Gﬂslillg, grunting, carricd bundle after
bundle up to the spare room, and, as he expected, did
not receive anyithing in the shape of o tip from the
Yankee junior. When the lost bundle had been stucked
away Fisher T. Fish locked the door and put the key
in his pocket. Ilis goods were safe now, and he had no
motre to pay for warehousing., All he had to do was to sit,
tight and wait for a market. Gozling did not horry
mvny;} he vemained, breabhing very bhard, and blinking
at Fish,

“OWerry warm worl, Master Fish,"' sard Gosline,
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“ Good for vou, in this cold weather,” agreed Fish,

“Which it's tiring work, hup and down stairse with
bundles, at my time of life.”

“Yep! Better go and rest.”

“ Makes 3 man thirsty,” said Gosling.

" Lots of water in the fountain,” said FPish.

And he walked awng, whistling the  Star-Spangled
Banner.” Gosling locked after him as if he would eat
him, and ti*am‘{taed awav.

Fish came into the common-room, and found most of

the Hemoviteg thera.

“1 guess I've got my poods under lock and key,” he
remarked, forgetting for the moment that all his remarks
fell on deaf ears. "1 calculate you jays would have
done better to trade with me. Not that I care, sir, o
Continental red cent. T guess I can find a market for
my goods—some! I guess T'11 let 'em go at a good
price, too !’

No one answered Fish or looked at him. The Yankee
junior smorted, and strode away out of the common-
ropm. His goods were safe under lock and key, and he
was  firmly convinced
that there would he a
rise in prices for that
particular kind of goods.
All he had to do was
to leave them there till
the prices rose, if in the
meantime he did nob
succeed in gelling into

who were willing to pay
his price. Whatever
happened, his profit was
gecure, if he waited
for it.

On previous occazions
when Fish had yro-
peunded wonderful
schemes  for  money-
making, his schemes had
genetally ended 1n a
lose.  This  time there
was no danger of that.
He would not lose his
monay.

That knowledre would
have afforded him un-
limited satisfaction if if
had not been for certain
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Look hyer, I-—=I—I'm willing to chuck up the specula-
tion.”

That admission came from Fish as a tooth might bave
vome out. Evidently the sentence of the lemove was
working wonders.

“I guess I'll chuck up the spee,” said Fish hopefully.
“I'Nl let yonr blessed fund have the goods at cost price,
with—-with a slight percentage for my trouble—suy, five
per cent.”

Silence.

“Two per cent!” howled Fish desperately. “ There you
are! Ounly two per cent. for all the trouble I've taken.
What do you say?”’

The T"amons Five said nothing. They went on with
their tea as if there were no such person as Fisher
Tarleton Fish in the wide world.

“{h, you mugwumps !”
oaned Fish. “You're
ard on a paloot—very
hard! I puess I'll stick
ONE BF it out if you dom't allow
mea two per cont”
Boly Cherry pointed to

the words wstill chalked
onn  the looking-glass.
Hurree  Jamset Ram
Singh  picked up a
ericket-bat.

“One per cent., then,”

gaid Fish. “ Now, I can’t
say fairer than that.
Only one per cent. on
the shop price. Is it a

trade "
Dead silence.
“You awful Shy-

locks !  pgasped Fish.
“I—I—1I can't po further
than that. ou don't
want me to chuck up
the speculation, and
have all my trouble for
nothing, do you?"’

Neot o word. Fisher T.
Fish waited hopefully.

other circumstances, s He mm“ﬁﬂ each ]rmr? n
chief ameng which was i o turn. ut  each face
the unreaszonahle atti- ! waa  perfectly  uncomn-
tude of the Remove on i A L _:.h:-,,‘;__,w__i-i_-_r e, svions,  The Famous
the subject. For Fisher o P RGeS e Pive did not seem to

T. Fish waa still in
Coventry, cut off from
hiz fellgws az by an ice
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know that Fish was in
the study at all. The
Yankee junior turned to

barrier, and he was fed 1} 9 4D the door, then he turned
up with it—right uwp to THE GREYFRIARS HEHALD ) : back. Te felt that he
the chin. | could not stand  the
A day or two laler, , Coventry any longer.
irked by the scntence Whatever happened, he
that lay so heavily upon him, Fish locked inte must pet out of that dreadful region of frozen silence.

No. 1 Study at tea-time. The Famous Five were there,
and they Eﬂinied five silent fingers at the door,

G I@G‘E yer, I want to come to terms,” pleaded Fish,
"1 L’;E\'*E you best. I own up! What'll you fake to let
me off

Bob Cherry took out kis chalk, and wrote on the glass:

*WILL YOU TURN HONEST#"

The expression on Fish's face as he read that question
made the chums of {he Remove chuckle.

“Oh, it's no good talking to you,” eaid Fish. “I guess
you haven't the brains to understand business. But I'm
sick of this—simply fed up. Look hyer, you galoots,
the other fellows will follow your lead if yow'll come
round. P'll tell rou what—you chuck up this Coventry
rof, and T let you have & whack of the profits.”

Bob Cherry wrote on the glass again, and Fish
followed the movements of the chalk cagerly. But he
enorted with disgpust when he read: “GET QUT !

“ (Oh, you ‘jjuﬂl" said IMish. " Look hyer, I mean busi-
ness—reil old business from the word * go.” I—1'11 come
down in price if you like,” said Fish despairingly. “I
really can't stand this any longer. 1 must talk or bust.
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“0h, you galoots!” he mumbled. *Tou kuow you've
oot me by the short hairs. I—I—I pguess I prive 1n:
Cost price. There you are, you mingy Shylocks! TN
sell every Dlessed thing at bare cost price, same as I
paid for it. Now are you satisfied?” )

Bob Cherry took the chalk again, and rose to his feet.

“Can't you speak now?” howled Fish angrily. * Cost
price, T tell you! I'm giving up my profits, and good-
Nees m'l-i“j," knowe what 1 shall able to say to my
popper I’ ! .

ob rubhed the glass clean, and chalked again. TFish
followed the chalk with apxious eyes. When he read
what Bob had chalked he almost fell down.

“TOO LATE!™

“Too late!” howled Fish. “Why, you jaya! Do you
think you're pgoinz te keep me in Coventry all my
blessed life? Oh, Jerusalem! You rotters! Look hyer,
I give in. Don’t hit a chap when he's down. *Tain’t
British, you know."” _

It was quite a new departure for Tisher T, Fish to
admit that there was good in anything British, and the
jumiors grinned. But they became solemn again immﬂ
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diately. Grins were not to be Lestowed upen Fish any
more than words.

Bob Cherry rubbed the glass once more,

" Name your terma,” said.-Fish., “I—I'll agree to any.
thing. I tell you I'm forgetbing how to speak. Name
your terms, you mugwumps !’

Bob chalked on the olass:

F;;ESEEFRIHUTE ALL YOUR GoOODs TOo THE
_;“Whlzlt!" howled Fish, hardly believing his eyes.

“Thirty pounds’ worth of gocds—eontribute 'em to the
fund! That's likely ™

“N0O OTHER TERMS POSSIBLE!" Bob chalked en
the glass. “'THAT, OR STAY IN COVENTRY I

“Then I'll stay in Covenirvy, and see you blowed!”
roared Fish. “Contribute thirty quid to your fund!
Mﬁ hat? What would my popper say? Go and ecat
coke !

And Fish departed from the study and slammed the
door, with a slam that rangr the lensth of the passage,
The Famous Five broke into a chuckle.

*I foney our eateemed swindling Fish is learning lesson.
fully,” Hurree Jamset Ram Singh remarked.

* I%e won't come to those terms, though,” grinned

uiff,

Sq“ He can stay in Coventry till he does,” said Harry
Wharton. “It's & relief to be rid of him and his gas,
anyway."

* Hear, hear 1" .

Ficher T. Fieh went away, feeling F-:rsitivaljr homicidal,
The decree had pone forth. He could noe lenger ransom
himself by parting with the goods ot cost price. It was
too late for that, The funds %m{l been expended, and the
Gireyfriars fellows were not likely to raise thirty pounds
amonr them to take his poods off his hands, The price
of his pardon was the amount of his speculation—the
thirty pounds’ worth of goods were fo be handed over to
the fund. Fish writhed with indignation and horror at
the thought. His kind popper had sent him that hundred
and fifty dollars for the cspecial purpose of skinning the
simple Britishers, To have fo tell hie popper that he
had expended the whole sum, without anything at all
to show for it—that the capital iteelf had vanished un-
productively—that was a little too much.

But he knew the Removites were in earnest—deadly
earnest. That was his ransom, and without that there
wis no pardon. The chilly regions of Coventry were to
b his dwelling-place unless he gave in.

But Figh did not mean to give in. He would rather
have been sent to Coventry for the ferm of his natural
Jife. Anything was better than parting with his goods
for nothing. fic was quite resolved on that. But he was
extremely downhearted. Like the culprit of old, he felt
that hig punishment was greater than he could bear,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
No Luck for Fishy!

t UNTER, old man!”
B Billy Bunter blinked round at Fich. He was

standing outside the tuckshop, looking in af

the window. The altitude of the fak junior
was a sufficient indication that he was out of funde again.
Bunter's funde, liberal a=z they had been of late, were
never likely to last him long. The luckshop was p sort
;_mf bottomless pit that ewallowed fhem up soomer or
ater.

A couple of days had passed since the interview in No. 1
Study, and Fish had found his sentence zs rigid as ever.
Silence and scorn on all sides—not 2 word from a soul;
it was rettine terribly on his nerves. He had taken
to talking to himself, for the sake of talking to some-
holdy. But that was a poor consolalion. It was bad
cnough to see himself treated with a comtempt that was
never shown towards even Bunter and Snoop. But even
that the Yankee junior conld have borne—he was not
aensitive—if only that dreadful embarze upon eonversa-
tion had been taken off. The number of unuttered worda
hettled np inside Fisher T. Yish was alarming. It would
uct really have surprized the Removites il he hud, as
the Bounder predicted, * burst his crop.”
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Hence the satisfaction with which Fisher T. Fish bore
down cn Billy Buunter when he spotted him standing
outside the tuckshop, like & very fat Peri at the gate of
Paradise. Never had he yearned for the socicty of
William George Bunter. Never would he have dreamed
of wasting his valuable dollars in satisfying Bunter's
riuttonows appetite. Never till now. But for the sake
of somebody to epeak to he was prepared to stand freat
to Bunter., Aund Bunter being evidently out of funds,
this was an opportunity too zoml to he lost,

“ Come inte the tuckshop, old man!”

Bunter hesitated. He despised the mercenary young
rascal as heartily as aunybody, though in other matters
Bunter was nof particular. And he dreaded the wrath
of his Form-fellows if he were discovered speaking to the
ostracised jumior. But Bunter was humery, and Bunter
wias stony.  Btill he hesitated.

Tigher T. Tish passed a thin arm through Bunter's
fat ove, and led him into the tuckshop, Bunter went
unresistingly.

“ Have some tarts*” said Fish persuasively.

Bunter nodded.

“Ciot a tongue?” encered TFish.

Another nod frem Bunter. It had occurred to Bunter
that he might partake of Fish's treat without breaking
silence. Dut Fisher Tarleton Fish was not to be “done ™
in that easy manner,

“If you can't speak, you can let those tarts alone, vou
fal galoot!” he growled.
“Oh, really, Fishy—"
“Hungry?” asked Fish,

Billy Dunter nodded.

“Are you going fo epeak or not®” reared Fisl.

“Ahem! Ok, yes! I—I don’t mind!” stammercd
Bunter. *“In—in faect, I think the fellows are rather
hard on you, Fishy!"" TDunter gave a nervous blink to-
wards the door. “Pass the tarts, Fishy, old man! I}
speak to you like anything. Can I have some ging~:-
pop, too? Of course, I'm going to eettle up for this !
I'mm expecting a postal-order shortly !

“My treat,” said Fish hospitably. “Look here,
Bunter, I guess I've alway:s liked youm, you kuow!
You're the kind of galoot I—I admire! You slick to
me, and the other rotters—I mean the other fellows will
come round in time, you know! What's needed is for
one chap to break the ice. They can't really keep that
rof 1:111 much longer, you know. When one fellow comes
round, they'll all come round—eee?’”

f:]'_ S-'l"!'{"_..“
too®

“Yep,” said Fish, with an inward proan.

. The delichts of Bunter's conversation had to be paid
or.

Billy Bunter tucked into the donghnuts.

“I =zay, Fishy, I really think the fellowe are rathoer
hard on you,” said Bunter, with hiz mouth full, * Pasy
the ginger-pop.”

“I guess they are,"” said Fish, "“Why, it's a ripping
speculation, you know—simply top-hole! Anybody with
any senze could see that!”

“1 mean, becouse vou can’t help being a swindler,”
pxplained Bunler.

“ What I

“We send your sort to the conviet prisons over here,”
extd Dunter, piling mte the doughnuts as he talked.
“Tot T know it'e different in your country, and so yon
naturally can’t help it. Now, I suppose your pater
huys up wheat, and raiscs the prices, and nobody thinls
of calling him names.”

“I guess not,”

“ Ovor here he would be called a ecoundrel and a thief
and a villain and all sorts of things, and nobody at ail
decent would speak to him,” said Dunter.  Queer, ain'
it DMust be a gqueer country! OFf course, he iz a
vitlain if he buys up wheat and raises the price of breadl.
You admit that, Fishy*”

“Nope! It's business,” gald Fish., “You don't wuder-
stand business! This sleepy old island makes me {ired,
Why, if the war goes an, the speculators in Noo York
will corner prefly nEM‘l}r everything, and raise ;Hi!'-'ﬁ
all round! And there's some of your Stoek DIxehange

Bunter broke silence at last.

said Bunter, “{Can I have some doughnuts,
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guioats in London who'll do the same thing, and play;
the same game, too!”

“Well, it they do, we shall call "em by their rightE
names,” said Bunter. " We don't call that speculation’
here! We call it stealing! And I hope they'll be hung!
Is your pater likely to be hung, Fishy¥”

sunter's conversation did not seem to PFishy quiie
worth what he was paving for it. He did net par-
licularly want to disenze the prebahle or imprebable
manging of his popper. And Bunter was tucking into
the tarts and dewghnuts at an alarming rate. )

“ Here, o ensy  with that tuek!”  growled Fish.
“That's enough! Tleseed if wvou ain’t a regular wolf ™

Bunter blinked at him wrathfully through his olasses.

“Why, you rotter, yor asked me to a feed! Call that
# feed! T've only had five tarts grd half a pound of
dongbrute and two ginger-pops!”

“1 guess it's all you're geing to get ont of me, you
fat jay!”

Bunter sniffed contemptuously, and
reply, but closed his fut lips instewd.
feeddl - was  over, ho remembered that
Coventry.

“Well, gone dumb again® sneered Fish,

Bunter climbed down off the stool withont replying.

“{fan't you speak, vou fat dummy ¢

No apswer. The ezasperated Fish grasped him by
hiz fat shoulder as he rolled away fowards the doer.
Bunter jerked himself away, still without speakine.
int Fisher T. Fish was furious. He seized the Owl of
the Remove by the throat, and batked him up against
the counter.

“ Now speak, you porpoise!”

“{iroooch |

Lilly Bunter jerked off his glasses, and threw them
¢ the counter. Then he went for Fisher T. Fish.
Hoving licked the YWankee junior omee, he was prepared
to lick him again. But Fish was enrvaged, and was not
averse to a combat for omce. The two juniors closed
in strvife, and rolled round the tuckshop in combat,

“Young  gentlemen—young  gentlemen,”  exclaimed

was sbout to
Now thut the
Fizh waz in

“
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Mre, Mimble, holding wp her bauds im horror heliud
the counter, “please go outside! You will emash the
eggs!  Oh, dear! Master Cherry, Master- Wharton,
please separate them!”

The Famous Five had just come into the scheol-shop
for supplies for tea.

“Oh, et 'em go it," said Bob Cherry. "“1t's all
vight, ma’am! They won't hurt one another—they’re
both too funky for thai!” _

“Go it, ve cripples!” said Squiff encnuragmgl}u

“Yow-ow-ow ! Leggo, vou Yankee beast!”

“T guess I'll make potaloscrapings of bim!” roared
Fisher T. Fish, fecling that he was getting the upper
hand. “Tou watch me!™

He .gave Bunter a whirl, and he went flying. There
was a crash and a splash az the fat jumor sat in a
box of egps.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Gurrreoogh " epluttered Bunter. *“Ow!
out! Oh, crumba! TI'm emothered with eggs!
My trousers! Help me out, you beasts! Yow-ow-ow

“Ma, ha, ha!"

The chums of the Remove helped Bunter out of the
egg-box. His tight trousers were streaming with epp-
yolk. The egge in the box were a complete wreck,
Fisher T. Fish grinned at the Owl of the LDemove.

“Now come on and have some more!” he said
truculently., *“I’ll wedge you in head first next time,
yon mugwump!” .

But Bunter had had enough. He rolled away, leaving
a trail of egg-yolk behind him. Fisher T. Fish was
about to leave the shop when Mrs. Mimble’s sharp

voice called him to order.

" Master IMish!” ;

“ Halla!” said Master Fish.

“You will pay for those eggs!”

“What! Ask Duntfer!” _

“You pushed Master Bunter into the Dox.” =aid Mra,
Mimble.  “You began the ¢uarrel. I saw you. Yom
will pay for those eggs—a hundred eggs =t ten 2
shilling! You will pay me ten shillings, here and now,
or T ghall complain to vour Form-master !”

“ But—but T—I say—I pguess I'm nof paying for any
old eggs!” roared Fisher T. Iish. I puess I'll sec you
further first, ma’'am™ ; "

“Very well; T shall eall on Mr. Quelch directly.

Help me
Ow !

e
H

411 on him and be blowed!" said Fish; and be
stalked out of the tuckshop. . s
Mrs. Mimble kept her word., TFisher T. Fish

went into Hall fo tea; there was no tea in the study for
the euteast jumier. And Mr. Quclch, who was at the
head of the table, fixed him with his eyes at once.

“ Fish, I have received a complaint from Mra. Mimble,
She tells me that you pushed Bunter iato & box of egos
in her shop, and the eggs were smashed—to the value
of ten shillings. T have questioned Bunter, and T have
Mrs. Mimble's evidenes that you were Lthe aggressor.
You will pay Mrs. Mimble the value of her property
you have destroyed. Unless the matter is settled this
evening, I shall refer it to the Ilead.” _

Fish groaned. The matter was settled that eveming,
and Fisher T. Fish parted with the ten shillinps as if
they were fen teeth Certainly the schoolboy
speculator’s Juck was out! Amnd there was worse coming
if Fisher T. Fish could have but known it. It was a
case of —to use the words of the great poet—" Thus
bad begins, Lut worse remains behind!”

—

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Choppsr Contes Down !

R. LAMBE came across the Close the next
aftermoon with his ponderous tread, hestow-
ing kindly nods of recognition wupon the
Greviriars fellows as they capped him.

Fisher T. Fish capped him with the rest, but the
Viear of Friardale did not acknowledge his salute. lle
gave Fish a very stern Jook, and passed on imto the
house without tuiiug any further notice of him.
Fisher T. Fizh was left feeling very uneasy. Some nE
d
@& ' iote Story of Harry
A eon & Co. By FRANK RIOHARDS.
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the fellows had observed the vicar's curiens look al Fish,
They wondered what was up, and whether Mr. Lambe's
visit had anvthing Lo dlu with the keen Yankee
speculator,

“My word!” murmured Dol Cherry to his chums,
“You remember that ass was going to call on Lambe
about the Shirt Guild, Fe's been trying to swindle the
Il;gmh, and the Lamh has come to tell the Head! Glory

|
CIlarry Wharton looked serious. Tln did not like Fish,
and he despized him thoreoughly; but he did net want
lo see him in real trouble,

“That might mean the zack!” he said.

“All the better! said Bulstroda. * We
the cad here!”

“Well, ve-g-ea; but—it's rather hard cheese on Fishy !
He can't help being a Yankce. 3till, he's asked for it.
He's only got himself to thank!”

The  juniors waited ewnriously to hear the result
of My, Lambe’s visit. Deeply aa Fish had provoked
them, they had never thouzght of ziving the young
rascal away to the Head. Even Coker ng the

Fifth, who had been put to a good deal of trouble
and expense in getting the supplies for his Sock Fuud
down from London, had mnot thousht of hbiinging
authority to bear on the zchoolboy speculator. But wilh
the viear it was different. If Fish had made an attempt
to ewindle him, he probably revarded it as his duty to
inform the Head of Greyfrinrs of the matter,

It was casy cnough to see that Fish was ineasy. As
a matter of fack, he was in a stote of fear and trembling.
Not that his conascience reproached him in any way. His
conscience was of the best American manufacture, and
warranted to stand hard wear. But he knew that a
schoolmaster and a wiear in a sleepy old island would
pob look at matters as they were looked at in * Noo ™ York,
‘They had certain old-fashioned British ideas about
honour and henesty, which did not “square” with the
Latest American business methods.

Bitterlii; Fish regretted that visit to the wicarage.
Dut, as he arcued with himself, how was he to know
that Mr. Tambe was a stupid old duffer with a total
incapacity for understanding business? Ile couldn’t be
expected to know, till he put it to the test.
now !

He had an inward feeling that that was the matter
upen which bMr. Lambe had called. And his feeling was
prophetic. That was it.

r. Lambe was an old friend of the Head of Groy-
friars, and sometimes dropped in for a chat. But this
time Ir. Locke could see that the vicar had net come
merely for a chat, There was evidently something more
important on hand. Mr. Lambe coughed three times,
and plunged into the subject.

“I roust mention a—a--a somewhat delicate mattah,”
he remarked. 1 am sure yvou would prefer me to tell
you if I discovered a boy bt‘im‘:ging to Greyfriars acling
in & mannah likely to hring discredit on the school.”

“Undoubtedly,” said the ﬁmd. slichtly surprized. ©I
should expeect it of you, Mr. Lambe.”

“The bﬂj;f in question is named Fish—an American boy,
I helieve?

“Iish of the Remove,” said the Head— “a junior. I
trust he has not treated you with impertinence in any
way, Mr. Lambe.”

“If it weres merely thoat, I should not trouble to men-
tion the matter, Dr. Locke,” said the vicar, in his solemn
way. “I am afraid it iz more serious. I feah that that
ho?r has acted in a depraved mannah.”

‘Bless my soul '

“You are awah,” continued Mr. Lambe, “that there is
a Guild in our little village, for sendinr comforts to the
troops—shirts, and socks, and such articles. You have
subscribed very generously to our funds,  Well, sir,
last week, when seeking to make our usual purchases, it
waa discovahed that all articles of this description in
the neighbourhood were sold out. Subsequently I
rece1ved a visit from Mastah Fish. To my surprise, sir—
to my horrah, I may say—this boy—this junior—this—
this I'ish informed me that he—he had hought up this
stock of articles required for the comfort of the troops.”

“I have heard something of this,” said the Head.
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don't want

He Lknew

“Ar. Quelck has mentioned {o me that he has given Fish
perotission to use a spare Toom o dispose of his pur-
chases. I understand that he is intending to send them
to the Front—at all events, that is the impression he
gave Mr. Queleh. A wery genersus action in the Loy,
which his Form-master did net expect of him.”

“That is not the impression he gave me,” said Mr,
Lombe tartly. “I feah that this boy is untrulhful, as
well as dishonest. He stated plainly to me that he was
holding the goods back to obtain a hizher price. He
offéred them to me at a considerable advance 1o price.”

“What!” ejaculated the Iead. _

“T shonld have called immediately to acqnaint you
with the mattah, Dr” Locke, but I have heen very bissay
with our little bazaah. Howevah, I have taken the {iwst
opportunity. I regard the mattah as serious. Heve is
a boy—a junior schoolboy—showing all the unscrupnlens
rapacity of o rascally speeulator. I was sure you wounld
tuke o serious view of the mattah.”

Dr. Locke almost zasped.

“Berious I he exelaimed. I should take a very grave
view of it, if it 15 as vou deseribe. I can searcely be-
lieve 1t. I feel there must have been some mislalke.
But if the case 1z as vou state, yon may rest assurcd
that I shall instantly expel the hoy from this school. 1
would not allow him to remain here for one hour longer,
to contaminate honest boys with his presenee”

Mr. Lambe nodded with satisfaction.

“That is the view I expected you fo take of the
mattah,” he said.

Dr. Locke rang, and sent the nage for Mr. Quelch.
The Remove-master came into the study, apd bowed
politely to the vicar. The expressions on the faces of
the two old gemtlemen surprised him,

“Mr. Quelch, I have just heard a most extraordinary
statement,” said the Head. “Fish, of your Form, is
accused of conduct that is almost incredible in one =o
youne., You have informed me that he has purchised
large guantities of woollen goods, which are—-or were—
stowed in a spare room here.

“That is correct, sir.”

“Tor what purpose did he make these purchases”

“T understood for the purpose of sending them to the
soldiers,” said Mr. Quelch, In surprise. “Surely a very
worthy purpose.”

“ANr. Lambe informs me that, from Fish himzelf, he
has Tearnced that the wretched boy has bought up these
goods, to sell again at higher priccs, with the intention
of making o miserable profit ouwt of the needs of the
troops."

“Impossible!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch, aghast.

“He made me the offah of the goods, sir, at a con-
siderably enhanced price, for our Guild,” said Mr.
Lambe, with dignity. “The boy is undoubtedly specula-
ting in goods reguired by the troops, with all the unscru-
pulousiess of Lhe humnan ghouls, =ir, who are making a
profit out of the bread of the people.”

“I ean scarcely believe it,” said Mr. Queleh.  “How-
gver, Fish haz a right to he questioned, to see if he can
offer any explanation. If he has heen guilty of such
conduct as you deseribe, of course there is no guestion
but that——"

“He must leave Greyfriarz, in ignominy,” said the
Head, frowning, *“That he could have the andacity, the
rascality, to introduce the practices of the Chicage wheat
pit here seems inmcredible. But he must be guestioned.
FPlease call him in.”

Mr. Quelch left the study, and returned in a few
minutes with Fisher T. Fish. Ouiside, in the passayre,
there wasz a crowd of junmiors. All the Remove hiad seen
¥Fish marched into the Head’s study, and the gencral
opinion was that the chopper was comine down. And
t}lmm were few who felt sorry for the schoolhoy specu-
lator.

Fizh was looking scared as he came into the study. He
realised that he was at the end of his tether. If the
Head took a serious view of the matter, it mennt the
“suck,” and the thounght of being expelled from the
school, and sent home Lo “Noo * Yerk in disgrace, made
Iishy feel quite gueer. Dut the expression on Dr.
Locke’s face showed him that that was what he had to
expect.



“Fish " =aid the Head, in a voice like the rumble of
distant thunder.

“Yep!” faltered Fisher T, Fish. |

“Mr. Luymbe has informed me that yon paid him a
visi{—"

[T Y[’P rJJ

“And oliered him certain articles of woollen manu-
facture, of which 3'-.-:-11 had bought up the whole stock in
this neighbourhood———"

X pepep I

At o considerably enhanced price. In short, that
you, i schoolboy, have dared to speculate, like an un-
serupulous steckbroker, in soods that are reguired for
the us¢ of our troops in the field '™ anid the Head, in o
terrifying voiee. “I am willing to heur vour defence,
Fish, I need nob say that unless you can prove clearly
that Mr. Lambe's belief is mistaken, I shall expel you
from this school immediately J”

u':']w !.I'r

“But I am willing to hear you. I am loth to believe
ﬂlettdau:rh depravity can oxist m one so young,” said the

ead,

Fisher T. Fizsh drew a deep breath. ITe was in a tight
corner, and he knew it., It wag no use to explain to the
Head that it was “ busincse” The Head would take
exactly the saome view that the Hemove fellows had
talken, He could ne move convince the IHead than ho
could convince the juniors that wnprincipled speeulation
was honest. And the “sack” loomed darkly over the
business-man of the Remove, Fizh licked bis dry lips,
and thought rapidly.

“I am waiting for you to speak, Fish!" rumbled the
Head,

“I—I punesg—i!’

i Sl}ﬁﬂk l|_r?

" I—I—I guess Mr. Lambe i3 butting off on the wrong
trail, sir!”

“ What" x

“I—I mean he is mistaken, sir,” said Fish, beginning
to recover his nerve. A dead loss was ahead of him; but
anything was better than the "sack ™ from Greyfriars.
“I—I called on Mv. Lambe, and made him that—that
offer from—Ifrom a desire to—to—to raise funds for—ifor
the Bemove Shivt Fand, sir.”

“Oh ! said the Head, searching the Yankee junior’s
keen, thin face with his eyes. *You did not mention
that to Mv., Lambe, Fish?”

“"Nope. Mr. Lambe badn't beard of our fund, sic)”
sald Fish confidently, “I was awfully keen to raise funda
for it, sir, becanse Coker had got in nearly domnble our
amount. You sce, as all the ﬁmr]r-; were for the same
purpose, I felt that T was justified in getting a profit for
—for—for enr fund,” Fishy nearly groaned as he realised
what these words were committing him to; but there was
no help for it. Me knew that, as it was, 1 was even
chances whether lie was sacked or mot, “Hut ag
Mr. Lambe declined the offer, sir, I have decided to hand
over the goods to the Remove Fund.”

“Yon have done so alreadys”

“They're all here, sir, stacked up in the spare room,
veady,” said Fish. “I'm keeping them back for g hit, to
ghe all the galoots—I mean the fellows—a chance to
snbseribe to the fund. If I whacked that lot in all at
once, nobody would subseribe any more. They would
think that it was quife enough.”

There wag 2 short silenee in the study.

‘Tt is your intention, then, Fish, to hand over all these

nls you have purchased to the junior fund for the
soldiers® asked the Head at last.

* Bure, sirl”

“Tn that ease, I will only say that your words to Mr.
Lambe were injudicious,” eaid the Head, after o long
pause, “ You should not have songht to henefit one fund
at the expenee of another.”

“[—I guess I see that now, sir,” said Fish humbly.
“Dut I wazs very keenm on raising as much as—as--aa
Coker, sir”

Ir. Locke planced at the otler two gentlemen. Then
he made a sign to Fisher T. Fish to leave {he study. Tho
Yankee junior almost jumped. He pasped with relief
when he was in the passage, safe,

“I—1 presume the boy was telling the truth,” said the
Head.

“I—T presnme z0,” said Mr, Quelch,

“1 am sure E hope so,” said Mr. Lambe charitahly.

And there the matter had to drop.
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Fisher T. Fish walked down the passage, hardly able
to believe in his good luek., He had wriggled ant of thab
difficulty. It had been a tight corner, and Fish felt
i:lll.'L'llI.-r.I:ljl' that any other pgaloot would have been fairly
mnued.

The juniors looked at him. Never had they come so
near to breaking, of their own asecord, the sentence of
Coventry. They were intensely curious to know what
had paszed in the Head's study.

“Well ® snid Fisher, “when you galoota have dono
blinking at s fellow, you can come and help me make
up:lwh parcela for the Front!”

"

at:r

“T guess I've just been explaining to the Head that I
bought up all that stuff to send to your blessed Tem. ay
Atkins,” said Fish amrnly.

“ You—ryou told the Head that?” gasped Wharton.

“1 guess it’'s a fact! And don’t let’s hear any more
about your blessed Coventry,” said Iish. "1 teckon
there isn’t another galoot in the whele shebang whe'd
make a contribution as big as mine—what®"

*Well, I'm blowed !” said Bob Cherry.

But, as Fish had come to the terms demanded in No. 1
Study, the sentemce of Covemtry had to be rescinded.
Fizsher T. Fish was taken back into the fold. And the
Remove fellows willingly went with him to make np the
bundles for the Front. Tor a long time they were very
busy, and that evening the innumerable bundles were
despatched.

And when Mr. Quelch—as Fish had foreseen that he
wonld—ingnired whether Fish’s coptribution had becn
duly made, he was informed that 1t was not only made
but already in the post, on its way to the Front, And
Mr. Queleh was satisfied, though he looked al the Yankee
junior very euriously. Either there was a hillierto nun-
suspeeted penerosity in Fisher T. Fish, or else he was the
most iremendous prevaricator in Mr. Queleh’s experi-
enee—and the Remove-master could not quite decide
which.

L L [ ] L] L] * [ ] L] L 3

Fisher T. Fish had eseaped the “sack.”
It had been an extremely narvew cscape; but he had

done it. )
In the first relief of fesling himself szafe, he did not

think much about what it had cost him. That camo
afterwards,

It cost him exactly thirty pounds!

That was the end of his great speculation. For days

and days afterwards Fisher T. Fish went chout the
school with a gloomy brow, downeast eyes, and 2
roneral look ag if he had found life not worth hiving.
His loss haunted him. It was worth it, to escape hein
expelled from the school. Bot it was tremendous, an
Fisli felt bitterly that it wasn’t fair. He was the only
fellow at Greyfriars who had had the business ability to
think of that wonderful speculation—and this was how
it had ended. He hardly dared to write to his “ popper ™
and tell him the resnlt of his speculation. Certainly his
popper would have given him a warm reception if he
had mone home expelled. But the loss of one hundred
and fifty dollars was not likely to please Fisher senior,
elther,

Fish felt it as if it had been an amputation. If every
sound had been a tooth, the loss could not have hit him
wrder. For days and days: he was in dreadfully low
spirits. e was no longer in Coventry, he was free to
“eeas  to his heart's content, as much as he liked and
as long as he liked. But even that did not cheer him,
Long, long after his consignment of woollen goods had
arrived at the Front, and been foumd very uscful there,
Fisher T. Fish moped and mourned. Like Rachel of old,
he monrned for that which was lost. and would not be
ecomforted. And the sight of his woeful face evoked only
chuckles among the Greyiriars fellows. Such was their
sympathy for the Schoolboy Speculator,
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THE. FIRST CHAPTERS OF A GREAT NEW SERIAL STORY
OF MAYSTERY AND ADVENTURE.

THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

MR. DELAVILLE, formerly chief cashicr at the GREAT
SOUTHERN BANK, is under suspicion owing to the fact
thet the ILUUBIER OF 3HEBA, gem3 of immense value,
which were placed in the bank's keeping, are missing.

TOM HEREWARD, a junior clerk at the bank—to whom,
with hig sister Dora, Delaville is acting as guardiop—deter.
E?ihe.n to sift the matter out to save his guardian from

jsgrage.

He discovera that PETER SULLOWERY, previously em-
glﬁ}rcd as porfer’ab the bank, really stole the goms; but

ullowby, after a confession of his erime, 13 afflicted with
paralysis, and loses his power of speech.

The rubies are missing from the place whera they wore
hidden by Peter Sullowby, and they are eventually traced to
Mr, Scathel, a buildec’a elerk,

The honse where Bcathel lides the Eems 13 d-E.i.t]_'D:.l'l;‘,{l {luring
a Zeppelin raid, and the rebics cannot be fonnd.

Will Sullowby, Peter Sullowby's son, finds in the cains,
however, a small piece of metal, in the centro of which is
found a parchment plan piving the whereabouots of a treasure.
The missing gems arc atu.tn& therein to be part of this
treasure,

Delaville, Tom, and Will determine to form an oxpedition
to recover the treasure, and Tom and Will sct out o make
arrangements for the provisioning of a ship for this purpose.

On the way tho boya are kidoapped, and eventually find
themselves aboard & veszel in charge of Captain Boyton.

Tom iz informed by Mr. Blake, an American, that he
chartered the ship to secnre the treasure, and he offors Toem
a share for his assistanco.

El'fﬁvinr_.: accepted these foems, Tom informs his chum Will
& elil.

(Now go on with the story.)

LR S—

WLI's Discovery,

Will almost lost his temper.

" Look here,” he said warmly, it was I whoe found that
picee of rock ; it was I who discovered the parchment.”

Tom cut him short mercilessly.

“If you toke up that position, Will,” he said, “ vou must
be a bigper donkey than you look. We're nob in a law court,
where o question of mine and thine has ke be settfed.  Aa
yvet there is nothing to divide. For aught we know to the
contrary, this voyage is a search for what does not exist.
I'm not justiiving ﬁlﬁkﬂ'ﬁ action 1 getting us put on board.
But T do S0y that ho has made a fuir offer, apd that if he
:::cpa r1:t:|. his word wo shall have precious little to gruomble
ahont."

SIET commented Will acidly.

“Well, say he does nat—how are you gong to remoedy
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matters? I tell you plainly that the only sonsible course is to
malke the beat of things by becoming identified heart aud soul
with thiz project. If we're ouiside of it now, we shall kecp
outside. "

“Quite %0,” said a slightly nasal voice; and Mr, Blake
stepped forward. *“ You raise your volce more than is wise,
Mr. Hereward, ™ y

“Well, I was only advising my chum to look amnnable, and
ack up to his looks,” returned ‘Lom.

Blake nodded. .

“Mow,” he said, “just tell all you kuew about thal picee
of parchment ™

om went over all the facts.

Will, not caring to hide his resentment, strolled away.

It was the first time that the chums had ever disagreed,
and Tom felt hurt. ‘

“Let him boil down,” advised Blake, adding nquickly:
“Then that's all right, sonny. 1 take it that we are to make
a aoarch in the island itself. The prospect ain't cxaoctly
allyring, because, if what T've been told is correct, thosc
islandors would be improved by being disinfected. 5o long !

Will had gone his way towards the foc'sle without thought,
Hiz bunk was not there. He was about to turn, when a
voice struck his cars, saying: .

“In the foredeld, lads, in five minutes from now. We
ahall all be there, "copt the watch, an' we can talk a bit
froer, The cargo's a-bein' trimmed=—got shifted, it did, eo
it don't mabter whe sees ust”

Will moved away silently. ¥He had no wish to play the
apy ; but all this mystery, all this plotting, all this tragedy
winich had so suddenly and strangely come upon his life, hadd
rouyaed the instinet of self-defence.  He feared that which
lie could not define—some blow in the dark, some knavery
againat which ho could not puard—and so, after keeping in
tho shadows, and watching the men leave the focsle and
doacend into the hold, he ecrept forward, made sure that he
oould mot be seen, and inclined bis car to catch bhe hoarsa
talle that came up from below,

Beemingly, tha men ware being barangued by one of them-
sl v (. Wil rococrnised the voice as that of 2 man nared
Jack ells, a sulky, huge, and mutinous-looking deck-hand,

“Seo 'ere, mades,”" he said, Ywe ain't pot foo mucl bhis
time, an’ I ain't going to waste o words. What I savs is
—if we're en this job jJust as a or'nary job, give us bhe pay
for & or'nary job, They don't: they offers ua a share. Why?
"Clos they're on the croes, that's why, an' wants to muselo
us, MNow, T ain't pein’ to be muzeled. I'm gomn’ to 'ave
my share o tlos ‘ere treasure. What I voles—"

Hore the voice sank. Thwere came a mutteving from obher
speakers, and Will strained his ears vainly,

“ Right it is then,” said Fells presently. “The bove we
gpares, an’ gives ‘em a trifle o keep 'vin frome jabborin’,
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Bizke an' DBovton goes overboard, The eppinesr anu tae
cook we keepa while they're useful, As for the two.-mates,
we makes 'em an offer—when the job's done—an’ their fate
depends on bheir acceptin® or refusio Tit"'

Will, horrified, his heari fhumpire, was turning away
when a hand gripped his shouhder.

The new-comer was Tom. Ho had come in search of
hiz cham to “make friends 7 with him, zed his fare wos
wistinl » but  the wistfulness bBeeame  astonmsbiment s Will
stacted. violently, and placed his extended palm gently over
lius chum’s mouth.

In the next instant Wil had ztridden on tip-toe 1nto the
shtadows, plucking a2t Tom's slecve as he went.

“What the peliceman are your ap to? dewanded Tom,
when Will come to a stand.

“asten, and whatever you do keep silonee ™ whispered
Will, Then e poured into Tom's ecars a tovse statement of
what hie had overheard.

“{in to the eapiain,” sald Toem, as his Friend concliuded.
“Telt Jum all you have told me. and lot lom know 1 am
an the wateh for any development. T'ID wait liere.™

Will wallzed off in the direction of Captain Boyton's calin.
As soon as he gained admittance” hie told his story.  Boyton
was no strapger to perils, wnd lis face set very grimly as
he listened,

“* Lock that door!™ le said.

Then he throw apen a locker bepeath his berth, scized a
licavy Servico pistel, and examined the chambers

“Lan you sheot? he asked.

“T ¢an hit a nait-head at twenty yards,” replied Will truth-
fully

“That’s good enosugh. Now do exacliv as T tell you., Pt
this weapoa in your inner brepst pocket, so that you can
prasp it on the instant. The frst-mate s on the bridge,
and will be coming off & few minutes from new. His
name 18 Macdeonald,  Tell him that 1 want a word with
him. Dron't explain anything. _

“ Then paes the order o your ohum, and go to the engine-
reom.  wait there till veu see Smart, the engineer, and
cive iim thi="  He handed Will another revolver. “Do it
nnseen by any of the men, and then tell him aload that
T want 4o speak to him about coaling, Wow, be eareful, boy.
I know the scum we have to deal with, and our lives ere
at stake.”

Mocdonald, a red-haired. freckled Beot, with a peppery
lemper, came down from the bridee, whistling, Just as he
was aboub to descend the companton-way to his berth, Will
touched him on the eleeve,

“The captain wishes to epeak to vou urgently.
cabin unseen, if you can,” whispered Will,

Macdonald swung on to Captain Boylon’s cabin, bab lus
commander’s first words knocked all the econeoit out of linn

“You ass! Keep quiet, can’t vou? There's mutiny hicw-
i, Hoeve you a revolveri™

“lrood leavens! Let me get at the villaine 1V

“1 hope they'll get at you, if you don't hold your row, Is
it & toy or a weaponi™

YIt's ap old-fashioncd Cels, but it’s loaded in all the six
chambers, and i1 kill.™

“Then go and arm yoursell with ik When you hiave
dene that, get a werd with the second-muate, Ramsay., I
he hasn't a ghooter, send him fo me.™

Meoanwhile, Will had whispered a passing word o Tuem,
aimd had then pone to the engine-romen.

Smart and a ecouple of stokers wore busy,

“Why, your chucklehead, 1 thought yvou woere tucked up,
and dreaming of hoeme sweet home ! eaid the engincer,
YHowever, as you've torned vup veuw'll have 1o work.”™

“Ar, ay, siv " Will retarned, and, stepping to the rear of
one of the stokers, managed to fix Smart'z srication.

“Eoe bhat you don't let those bearingz get hot, my Tnd ™
grid the opnstnecr stesnly. oo, 'l ghiow ¥ ow Lo
attend to them properly P

Half a dozen sleps, and the two were free frem obsorva-
tion,  As foar being overheard, the noise of the cogioe made
that imnossilile.

Rapidly, and with cmphasis, Will gave the captain’s mes-
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sage, and followed this by banding the engineer the
revolver, :

“But what for?" guestioned Smart.

“* Mufiny "

“{areat. SBeott] Buot - yeu need have no fear of those two
men siding with the scoundrels, They are honest Tynesidere.
Here, I'll telt them "

“Phey'll have to oot Old Nick himself to help "em i by
show their vely mugs down here ! broke -out one of tho
stokera, named Mureay.  With that, he threw open the
furnace door, and thrust into the blazing coal a bar of iron
sume oight feet lonp.

“There I he commented.  “That'll he whitediot in Lwo
winutes, an® if any muatinens skunk shows ‘is ‘ead “ore, 1'll
ive im something to o on with P

“We don't know . that there’s' to be any  immodiats
attack,"” said Will dubiousty, *“That thing will be too hot
to hold if you keep it in the five!”

DMiwrray grunted his contempt at such a sugpgestion, and
pointed to a bucket of water in which a piece of zacking
was steoped.

Smart gquitted the eogime-room.  Will, now that he knew
the others wera to be trusted, pot into ohat with them.
In about half an hour the engineer roturned, Hie face was
gl‘ﬂ.w, and Will knew he hod something of impovianrce to
tell,

——

The Mutiny,

“The orders are,™ said Smark, “lo po on as if we suspected
nothing. We are not to wlisper, or geb into groups, or go
nexr the eaptain, unless he passes the word. . You, Sullowby,
will keop out of the engine-room, and help Tom Hereward in
the pentry. We are to keep our weapons ready for instant
nge, A hose is to be fixed fo the exhaust-pipe, and its nozzle
i to be tarned on any wntinecrs who venture down heve,
Mr. Biake i3 not to be told anything—why, I can only guess.
Those ave the orders.

“ Mow, a2 to the news.  Your chum has been doing & litile
imtelligenee serviee on his own. Fells has made the men
ngree to attack the captain and matea carly lo-maorrow
evining, or, more corvoctly, this evening, a3 it's gone mid-
night.”

“ Bat why doesn't Ceplaie Boyton put Fells and the others
in ironz¥" asked Will,

* My lnd, alwave give some respect to thoze who know more
than yourself,” Smarvt returncd. “If we put the lot in irons
the ship will be so short-handed as to be unworkable, Whas
the captain wants is to eatch the ringleaders in open mutiny,
and to got vid of them for good. No more jabber, if you
pleage.?

Tt was Captain Doyton’s habit to retire to his berth after
dinner awmd ndalge in a nap. On these occasions his cabin:
o stond wide open, and more than one member of the erew
anxicns (o pose as witty had asked Tom and his chvin whether
they had seen the * sleepin® beauty,” for the captain adver-
tviged his after dinoer nap by lying on his back and sonorimge.

Neither of the Inds bad inuch inclination for sleep that
night, but they snorehed a few howrs. With the awaking
caine that which ts worse than fear—tension. To be on tho
slert ceaselesly 3 to know that one is 'Im.\riugi his every action
walched ; to feel nneertain whether o foe will spring from out
the shadows and deal a death-blow eannot be borne for long.
Ton and Witl felt they would rather take part in the fiercest
eonflict imaginable than keep their senses of sight and jm-a.rnpg
an the stretch, while being compelled to assume an air of n-
dilference. X :

O, if Caplain Teyton would only adopt his plan, Tom was
thinking, all further buther would be saved! The idea had
eorie to him swddenly, as a fash of inspiration. The crew
Lied Boen at work o the forehold, because of shifting cargo.
liryton sheuld pretend that he wished the after-hold mada
more teim, get the men down there, clap on the hetch, vefuse
to lot them out till the ringleaders wore sent up one by one,
ard had been put in irons, and them make the others take an
path to deo their duty. o _

Arid Tom had not been backward, either, in whispering his
surpestion at the table, receiving by way of criticism the
ornteent—"" Rolten I}

’ T'hen, seeing that Tom locked hurt beenuse snubbed,
ovion went ond ;

A man who is evil enengh to eammit murder beeauso of
grivd on a boat Hke {his where the pay is good, the fare
execllont, and the bunks almoast as g*_n:m-.i' as saloon boerths, 1s
a man whose oath s not worth hstening to.

“ et you propose would, 1 admit, put the kybech on the
lot, and what wounld result? Why, the very men—whoever
they nre—who have been the active spivits in the plot would
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thrust the others forward as the leaders. We should put the
gcapepoats 1n irond, and let the real offenders walk out free.”

“1I begin to sce,” said Tom.

“I'm glod vou do. What we have to learn is, who hangs
back, and who gocs at the work without hesitation. That'll
do now. I'm just going to have my nap.”

Captain Boyton retired to his cabin, There were two lamps
in the cubin. DBoyton switched on the one further from the
berth, carefully adjusted a shade over its glure, stuffed some
gavments into a pair of trowsers, arranged these and a coat
an lhe berth so as to give a rough appearance of & human
body, doubled up a pyjama suit to make a boad, and spread
the shoek over it as if to shicld his face from the light. Then,
at‘ltc-r geeing that his revolver was ready to his grip, he
slipped behind the open door and waited.

Onee, twice, thrice he snored loudiy, then gurgled, and
snored again.

There was o whispering without, in the alleyway.

Then fotlowed gentle steps—too gentle for such evil wark—
atd there crept on tiptoe into the cabin twe men.

No confusion here. Kach detail of the murderous pro-
gramme had been thought out, One of the men flung him-

self forwnrd and gripped at what he imagined to be the
captain’'s throat. '

And in that aing&e inetost of time the Mving Captain
Boyton did his work, Once fell the heavy putt of the re-
volver on the head of the man gripping the knife. As the

other man raised his startled face the weaspon came xgain Full
on his forchead,

“That's gottled them !™ said the captain under his breath,
as he looked at the fallen fgures, hen, with a skill that
argued past perils of o like kind, he handcuffed the scoundrets
to one another, and then to the ironwerk of the berth.

He ;iraﬂecl fram the cabin noiselessly and listened.
he eould hear nothing that indicated any tragedy.

" Perhaps the reader will wonder at no mention of anything
having been said to Blake about the mautiny, What has to be
satd now will expluin: the silence.  Bovton knew that in
making this voyage he was seizing the one chance of his life-
time. He was only a struggling master in the merchant
service, and of all ccoupations that of a maritime officor iz the
most precarious. He feared ne danger, but he did stand in
dread of being out of worls, and he beliaved that if Mr, Blake
were told that a mutiny threatened, he would lose his self-
cammand, use his revolver indiseriminately, and insist on the
vessel being taken to the nearest port.

Blake, he knew, always went armed, and, like himsclf, took
an after-dinner nap in his eabin, and the door he kept locked.
In fact, Blake had just retired for that purpose when Tom
Hercward had been discussing matters in the saloon, Bayton
wanted, in short, to keep the mutiny from Dlake’s ears nntil
it had been erushed. Bui events made this impossible.

The alleyway was very dimly lighted, In one part it was
almost dark, As Boyton came along gilently, and just a3 he
had reached the dark spot, a voice asked hoarselsy”

“That you, Bill 7" ’

“Ayl" growled Boyton, simulating a fo'c's'le man's tones.

“Hettled 'im

“¥ou bet!”

“Where's Dick #"

“A Telpin® of "isself to one or two odds sn’ ends.
yvou beon doin®

Y Nothin' yet.  Didn't you tell me to bide till the eap.
was outed! I'm geing for Blake. Now for it!”

With the words the ruffian threw all his weight ngainst the
door,  There came a gtartled shout from the cabin ceonpant.
Raogton raised and browght down his weapon once again. As
the man fell Blake threw wide the door. Boyton's raised
hand imposed silence.

F Drag him in here, and bind him, while T keep guard,” he
E:;:;é #urr:m:}d[y, and followed it with the whispered word:

Mutiny !

_ Onee in some far-off time the American had served as sheriff
in an unscitled western town of the States. There he had
acquired a dexterity in kandling “ toughs " that stood him in
good stead now. Without wasting time in considering trifies
Blake tors a sheet into atrips, and, vsing these as cords, bound
his prisener hard and fast, as he tormed it, and finally
Inshed him to the settes. When the work had been com-
leted ha let Boyton get one glance to assure himself it had
een done well, and then he joined him in the alleyway and
called all tho men together, ’
Al the men who have taken no part in this meeting are
to hold up their hands,” he ordered,
Threo men complied.
“ What are your names " demanded Boyton,
h“.‘::mith. Denby, and Bichardaon!™ returned one of the
threc.

“¥ou three are appointed ship’s police,” said Boyton,
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save you, stay here, Richardson, go to the engineer, and tell
him to send his stokers forward.”

Thiz was done,

“Go to the ﬁ:ﬂ.nt-ry, men,” eald Boryton, addresaing the
stokera, ““and tell the steward to give you water and biscuits
for the guarter-boat.”

The men went, and when they returned, Boyton ordered the
guq;‘ter-bmt to be lowered, and the water and Rizeuits placed
in it

The unconscious forms of the men whe had altacked the
captain were placed in the bottom of the boat, and the other
vilining were ordered o enter.

“ Bmare us a bit o' 'bacey an’ a drop o' rum,” pleaded one
ruffian,

“I'm Eparing von a drep from the yard-arm, you mur-
derer I returned Bovton, “ Cast off 1"

The boat drifted off, and at last disappeared from view.

“Thank Heaven they've gone ! cxclaimed Doy ton.

A Peril of the Sea.

The iron heart of the ship was throbbingz., At each beat the
wsgel guivernd like a thing of life  Night had [allen. The
ftour was ten by the landsman's watch, and there were at
least three landzmen in this vehicle of the deep.

Peace had come wpon the ship. The jest, the varn, the
famihiar chat could be heard over the quiet “flap ™ of the
whist-players’ cards. All was cheerfulness. Then one by one
the seats grew vacant, and the herths full; until, save for the
watch, and the wheelman, the ship slept.

Crash !

What had happored? Terrificd sleepers awakened, heard
loud shouting, and the scurryine of feet overhend ; then the
cry :

“All hands on deck !

It was icy cold. For days the temperature had fallen un-
accountably. The sky had been eo obscured at night as to
render it impossible to gather the ghip’s position from the
stars. Doyton had looked uneasy once or twice, but hiy ation-
tiom had been nearly engrossed by the recent mutiny. Now,
as he came on dock, the truth rushed upon him; the compass
had lied—the ship had lest s course !

Tom, as unconcerned in appearance as if he woro pmpnrin
for a gentle stroll, passed up the companion-way, Two o%
the deck-hands were shouting hysterically, others wero rush-
mg to and fro as if to find out whei had happened.

Blake was buckling on a life-belt  The engineor waa giving
frantic orders for the engineroom to be battened down., Thoe
steward was carrying s double armful of tinned foods ta one
of the boats, and dropping half on his way.

The peril was great. The ship had eollided with an iceberg,
and had then reeceded from it some fifty yards. By the light
of the almioat obscured moon, ene could see bowoer on tower,

procipice on precipice, pinmmin:- piled on pinnacle mounting to
a great height.

It was & grand sight, yet terrifying, and even as Tom gazed,
from above, released by the s?'u:n: of the wvessel's impact,
there relled, and crashed, and thundered down the borg's
jagged side a huge mass weighing thousanda of tons.

As this struck the water, there came a mighty wave, liftin
the ship fully a2 hundred feet above the ordinary sea-level.
Then tﬁc mountain of ive swayed and toppled.

As a cork in tho breakers of the seashore, the ship was
Leazed by the resulting fury of walers. She swung round and
round. She became submerged. She canted from side to side,
laying her gunwale beneath the waves, and with every pass-
ing moment the water was rushing through the gap that the
ice had torn in the vessel’'s side,

“ For variety of movement, this beata looping the loop into
nothing,” said Tom ; bubk ne one heard him.

The deck had held twelve souls boefore the toppling of the
berg. Five of these—the three deck-hands, the steward, and
one of the stokers—had been awopt inta the baotling occean.

But so vast are the waters of the decp that within five
m}nutaﬂ. from the moment of the collision the sea-zurface waa
calm.

“ Provisien the leng-boatl, and prepare to lower ' the cap.
tain ordered.

Already the ship had settled nearly to the deck-level, Tom,
who had never been to sea before in his short life, had never-
theless made himnself familiar with many emergency dutics,
He went to and fro between the pantry and the boat, until the
latter had been well provisioned for seven men. A fow
minutes later, all the members of the crew gnilted the vessel,

The scene had a sufficiency of the picturesque to fascinate.
Upon the sullen waters, lighted by a fitfully showing moon,
lay tho ship, her sails Bapping in the faint breeze. Away to
the south of her glinted the fantastic suthne of the berg.
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" Good heavens, it’s an oclopus1” cried Boyton. *“Qut wlth your knives, some of you, and lop off
its tentacies!™ (S:e this page.)

FEvery moment the men in the lone-boat expected {0 sre the
doomed vessol oscillate heavily, and plunge bows foremost into
the measzureloss depths, but she rode the waves ztill, and
DBovton, whese gaze had beeon fastencd on her, said command-
mgly:

1 I.I'ﬂ-"l' t{.} lrl

Sorae idea had seized his mind that he had been too precipi-
tate i gquitting the shi'i:l. Low in the water she waa, but sink-
ing she was not; and then, juet as he was determining to turn
back, and take soundings, the brecze freshened, and the ship
heeled over for two seconds broadside on, then slowly swung
round and made away north-east by east.

Y Enow where we are, 2ir?” ashed the engineer of Boyton.

“ Abeout siz hundred miles weat, and twelve hundred south |

of the island, I make it,"” Boyton returned. *“ The ship seems
to be going for it as if sleered. Wo can’t do better than follow
in her wake—that is, whike she s in view.”

One hour from the time that the ship had been guitted saw
n darkness terrvible in its intensity. Then from this dreadfel
and almost palpable black came the white of snow, and the
wind rising from mere breeze to o mild gale, causzed the little
craft to sway to such an extent that Boyton lowered the sail.
At this moment Will rose hurricdly to change hig seat, and,
stumbling, fell upon the gunwale. The details were =o
sudden and confusing that before danger was apprehended,
the boy had gone overboard.

Mot delaying even by a second, Tom leaped into the boai’s
wake, Wi{l, was not a good swimmer, and Tom knew thig,
henee his action,

Biv strokes brought him to where Will waa endeavouring,
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with but poor sticeess, to keep himsell afloat. The water,
1wy cold, was paralysing limbs already benumbed by the bitmng
atmosphere. Tom, extending his left band, helped to keop his
chum afioat, the while he sent out, in anything-but stentorian
tones, the shout:

" Boat ahoy I*

‘Coming ! Where are vou? Keep up!” followed zlmost on
the instant, and the boat was pulled swiftly to where Tom
SV AT,

“My chwn first ! said Tom.
late 1V

A lantern had been lighted. As tha boy spoke. it shed iig
glearn upon sornething  gelatinous, curved, and shimmors
mg around Tom's free arm.

“ Good heavens, it's an cetopus!™ cried Boyton. “ Here,
ull him in! Noj; just grip lum! We're pulling the brute
in with bim, Out with. your knives, seme of vou, and lop
cff tts tentacles.’™

“Let my arm be free,” paid Tom. As he was reluctaniiv
released, he threw himself on his back, drew up his booted
feet until the heel: toueched, and then forcibly extended lia
legs. The movement thrust the unseen body of "the sea-
monster away, and the tentacles fell off Tom's arm. Thew
were about his lege now, but that e did not so greatly mind.
Hand ever hand, he made his way along the gunwale to the
bowe, and half-clambered and was half-pulled on board.

But the tentacles were all about him now.

“It's gobt me!” almost screamed the engineer, as a leath-
some mass of suckers fell upon him.
And now, maddencd with agony, for the knives had Leen

“"Hurry, or it will he {oo

A Grand, Long, Complets Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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busy, olther tentaclea weore fluny over the beat side, a hideous
body came into view, and tha boat's eccupants found them-
EG"'.‘-LE'& [imkiug into the crocl, unblinking eyes of a monsier
devii-fisl.

Not until the attacker had been blinded did it release i3
Bold. Then the tentacles uncoilvcd, drew back, and the
monster sank into the waters.

“I've made sevenleen voyages,” sad the engineer, “anc I
never yet heard of an octopus buinz scen almest cheek by
jowl with an iceberg,™ -

“1 have," Boyton commeniod. *Whales find their way
to the mouth of the Thames. Sharks have been cavghi o
the coast of Beotland.  And why not?  There are ccean
rivers, and these animals wet carricd where they lave no
patural right. That'a my explanaion.’

Will had been covered with a :ail, and lay in the boat .

bottom.

“Tom!" he called shivericgy,

“Hallo, old chap ™

“¥Fou don’t want a sct specch; but yoa know how 1
fecl towards yon,”™

“I toll you what T do want, and thal's a cup of ¢ozoa,”
Tom returmel

‘i‘-[_'iﬁc:u.l anpeestion! DBrew a pennikin or two," Boylon
order

FEm e

The Plague Ship.

With the Grst zleam of light, anxious eves swopt the wasio
of walers, but the zhip was not s sight. The slate-solowred
expanse, tnder the leaden sy, bezot hopelossness Tom falt
as 1&!;1:}1}1.1:::‘::1.-:3 a3 any, but he tricd to pot a bold front on
maliors,

“Good-morning, overvhody 1 he eried, in a cheery tone.

“Are vou all riglt after your seabath?” Boyton asked
presently, when the boat accupants were at breakiazk

“Well and hearty, sir, thank you.”

During that day all was quiet, ard then night came again,
then the dawwn.  As breakfast was being prepared, a squall
carticd overboard tho mest and sail. TE had esme withous
warnine, The boat, dangerously waterlogoed, had to vely on
itz onrs.  Enereetic bailing  averied  further immediate
dﬂﬂﬁt‘*:‘. The moel had been spoilt.

The =pivit-jar had been upeet, aod ita eonients wasbed,
Much of the food lopt in rescrve had becomo soaked. Even
Tom admibtied the ontlook to be g#loomy,

With one of bhe cara and a tarpaulin, Bovion fixed up a
enbatitinte for a anil. This had to be talen down at aight.
fall wz the tarpaalin waz renquired for o coverine,

The little company had setiled down to pass the howrs of
derknrss,

It was about one hour from dawn when Boylen cheok Tom
Zoently,

“Halio ! said Tom.

“Toll me whotlwr you can see anything on the starboard
quarter.”

“Ondy 2 thick clowd.”™ refurnod Ton.

Y1t is a ehip,” said Bovton impressively.

All hands had now rouscd,

#Bhe's a brig!™ shouted one of the mon.

Then went forth a volley of “Sihip aboye!”
o,

* Bhall we go aboard, sir?" asked Tam.

“No," said dhe i, Arnd with this. having fixed the
larterr: to his belt, clamberad up the brig's side.

“Anyone aboard?” he shouted.

There was no reply,

“ Bhall we come up, siv?"* asked Tom.

*¥es; hitoh the painter to the stanchion there, and hop
up all of yor. Bot we'll keep on deck, pleaze, until day-
Liwht. There's no knowing what this boat holda.”

“It's a bit better than the long-boat, anyway,” said the
minte,

“Maybe., Mavbe not.” commented Bovton,

When the dawn had faicly brolken, Bovton pave dis orders.

“*Go to the ceuddy and make a firve. Make a fire in the ship's
cook-howse, See what stores there ave, and report. I'm
coing to 4ake scundings. Tom, 1 ehall want you, ™

“There 13 & dead man in the couddy. zir,” reported the
mate, “and it's my duty to tell you that he died of the
ibn!mni_a;: plague. I've aeen it, sir, and it's the deadlicst thing

oinge.

g Bovion turned on him erushingly with ihe roply:

““If the ship has been swept of her crew by the plague, sha
muzt have drifted. It i too cold for infectioua diseases to
Aouwrizh, ™

“An extremely popular error,” returned the mate, rather
more erushingly, and turned away.

The next morning, as one of the declk-hands was carrying

No reply

a basket of coal intended for the ecuddy fire, he dropped
it, recled, and sank down.

“ What's the matter!"” cricd Boyton, whe was pazsing,

The mate, Macdonald, whe was standing near, tore open
the man's shivt at the breast, and looked,

“He has the plague,” he said quiectly,

Before noon the viclim was too ill to move.
the afterncon he wazs dead.
minutes after death.

As the group was dispersing, the mate ealled out:

“I am taken, captain! You will have to do without me. ™

It was true. Macdonald clept the great slesp that night.

Then followed a time that had toe many horrors to be
detailed. One by ome the men and lads sickened, and one
by one all save yton, Blake, Tom, and Will died. The
purvivers lay and moaned, or crawled to where they could
slake their thirst. At leasf, three did; but a fourth must
have done otherwise, for thero came o moment when Boyten
raized himself on one elbow, and, pointing at Tom, zaid: -

““He has not rested or slept or fed or thought of himsell.
I have seen him go from wheal to zail, and from sail to
galley, and from galley to the bertha of his mates in one
unflageing round. Oh, lad—lad, I thank Heaven you are
my friend ("

‘he danger was past for all, but they were wrecks of men,
little elsa than skin and bome, and with less stremgth than
healthy children. For all practical purposzes they were at
the mercy of the elements

By four in
The funcral took place ten

The Castaway,

Might had fallen. The moon was at its full.  Tom
was dozing by the wheel, He was feeling stronger almost
with every passing hour. DBoyton was lenning over the side
of the brig smoking.

“Do you hear anything ¥ asked Boyton, placing a hand
behind one car

“Only the rizging and the waves, sir,” returned Tom.

“I hear something else, or I'in & Dutchman,” said the
zailor,

“There it i3 again!” he said prosonily. Then, peering
into the distunee, * Why, there’s a small boat yonder, and a
man in her”

Tom's eves followed the direction of Boyton's outstretched
hand. There was indeed a boal, distant from the brig some
fivo hundred yards, It had a salitary occupant, who was
feebly rowing.

Tom altered the vessel's course. He wos
the brig in the direction of the boat.
could do waz to bring her to.
boat drew nearer.

“Stand by!” shonuted Boyton, throwing a line.
picked up feebly, and the boat came alongside.

“Can yon climb?®’ asked Doyton.

“Av, ay!” came the answer weakly, and within a fow
sceonds the man fell rather than climbed over the brig side,
and collapsed upon the deck.

Boyton pecregnals his face.

od  heavens, it's Lisser,
metineers ' saild the captain excitedly.
of your companions?'

“All died—dysentery.”

“ And you have been drifting®”

“*Drifting,” repeated Lisser feebly, “Forgive ma!
sorry. Mebhe T'll deifl into port—the last post.”

Boyton's eves were dimmed. He put out his right hand
and gently patied the other's shoulder.

Lisser gave him one look of understanding, and—driited.

For a moment or two Tom felt sick at heart. Was sea
life made up of tragedies?

Ho tu.rm:g away and scught his chum., Suddenly Borion
heard a lond shout, or rather a shout that tried to be lond.

“What is it?" he asked.

A whale nsicrn. It seoms to be chasing ws.'

The caprain came feebly along tho deck and locked into
the wake of the vessel.

“Yoea it's a whale,” he commented. A bit out of ita
latiinde, for the .temperature has gona up during the past
week, Hallo! It means business, Hard a-starboard!™

As the boat apswered ro the helm there came a terrific
Blow, given by the antmal's taill. The brig shivered, but the
whale passed on without hiny attempt to repeat the attack.

“Here, get fo vour berths, both of vou! I'll take the
wateh,” said Boyton good-humonrvedly, Then, in an altered
tone, as his gaze went out to sea: * Up with you, lads—
qui-:i&? The worst peril we have yet had to face is npon ws!™

{Another fong insta'/ment of thie gransd sorial mixt
Monday. Order your copy atrly,)

owerless to take
The most that he
With each passing second the

It wnas

one of those infernal
“Whot has becemo
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For Next Mondayv :

“BOB CHERRY'S
CHALLENGE!"

By Frank Richards.

Macxer author excels himself i next

[amous 0
Monday's grand 30,000-word complete story of the chums of

Greviriars. It will 'be remembered that when the Remove
Tileven made a tour of the Southern Countics, Bob Cherey,
the sunny, geodamiurved hero of the Famous Fire, was
keenly anxious to enter the ring against Tom Beleher, -the
boy boxiag marvel., The opporlunity arrives sooner than Bob
expects, and Greyfriars turng up to o man to witness one of
the most thrilling contests in history. The story is rendered
doubly intevesting by- the feud betwéen Ilarey W harton & Co,
and Gerald Loder, which results in the erushing downfall of
the latter. From start to finish

“BOB CHERRY'S CHALLENGE"™
i3 a t story, and one which no Magnetite should allow
himmeell —or herself—Lo miss,

———

CONCERNING “CHUCKLES.)"

Eyerybody has heard of ® Chuckles,” which boasts the
biggest and best Boy and Girl Club'in the whele world, and
tins aveck, I am requested to publish the following announce-
wment from one of the Club members :

21, Minto Séreet,

| “Jensingion, Liverpool.
“Dear President,—T and Gesrge Searisbock (GO, 3TE0),
togethice. with “other Clubifes, have formed a branch of the
‘Chuckles® "Clab “in  thiz eity. We meet every Thursday
evemng.an _my. house.  There are now four members and a
nev.recruit.,. We want some more, and would be glad 1f you
cowld insert w.any. of the companion papers a notice request-
ing boys and girls in this’'district to join.. Hoping our echeme

meets with vour approval, I remain, yours smcercly,
HR, Srawrox {C.C0 1980)."

[ am glad to sce this demonsiration of enthusiasm in famous
Liverpool, anhd sincercly hope that Masier Stanton’s new
u'é:afm-c will lourish apace, as it deserves to do. Meanwhile,
I would draw the attention of all Magnetites, near and far,
to the -colossal bencfits obtained by joining  * Chuckles ™
Club. All you.have t6 do i3 to send to the President your
name ated address, and the names and addresses of two of
vour chums. You will receive In return a wonderful art
cortificate, eminently  smitable  for  framing, and " also the
Becret Code and Rules governing the Club.

“Chackles " iz published every Friday at one halfpenny,
and it contains, besides a tip-top assortment of- jokes, a
sticring serial, a complete story of a breezy old salt” named
Captain Custard, ' and "a grand complete story of Teddy
Baxter & Co. of Claremont School, in which the heroes of
Greyfriars and 8t Jun's ave frequently mtroduoced,

There can he no possible shadow . of deubt that the two
bicst " and brightest halfpenny  papers on  the market arc
“Chucklez " aod the "Grevfriars Herald.”" No British boy
or gir!l should be without either of them.

. aE=w

POPULAR PHYLLIS HOWEILL!

Thoze of my chums who have bought and read * Scheol
ancd Sport.” the great Frank Richards masterpieee, have
expressed themselves as being thoroughly delighted, especialiy
with thas vivacions CHIf House heroine, Phyllis ‘Hlowell, who
exercised such a wondecful measure of influence over Bob
Cherey, and spureed him on to great and chivalrons decds on
the playing-heids,

Mozt of my correspondents are anxious i know if this
encerprising . young lady. can be iroduced into the Magxgpr
Librarv. 1 have disenssed the guestion with Mr. Richards,
who states that he will be only 100 pleased to do so.. T fecl
sure: that the nnovaoon of PJ‘“I:'.-'IE[H Howell in future storices
wikl [13% Far iowards still further rrnlmm:-ing the nome and
faunc of the good 0ld MacxET.

D

The Editor is always pleased to hear from his chums, at home or abroad,
and is only too willing to give his best advice to them if they are in
« + » Whom to wrile to: Ed
Library, The Fleetway Houge, Farringdon Street, London, E.G.

itor, The ** Mornet™

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

Vietor Culdwell {Birken-
head).—Your skoteh of
Billy Bunter having g
tuck-in is"a very credit-
able picce of work., Per-
haps you may bocome the
MaGNET Library's speciul
artist one of these -days. Who knows?

“A Gl Chum * Hﬂ]mﬂ’nr-]rl}.—ﬂuc my comments on Phyllis
Howell printed on this page.

. L. (Btroud).—Your headmaster does not seem to be a
very fair-minded individual, or he would read the Magxer
Library through before stating his opinion of it. It's hard
luck, but the only remedy is to grin-and bear it. I never
encourage boys Lo show disrespeet to those set in authority
over them.
~F T W, (Liverpool).—S3pace does not permit of my extend-
ing the Bhots at Goal feature in the ! Greyfriays Herald."
I quite agree with.your comments concerning the companion
papers, and it would not be a bad ‘idea to stick to the white
fiift{E:EfI‘ cover for good. What do the rest of my chums

iink f

W. I (London, E. C.).—Good muzie is by no means con-
fined to ragtime. Bome of the linest picces we posscss are
of a szolemn or sacred nature; therciore, your rcmiarks are
guite pointless, ,

.o H. 5. (Basimgstoke),—TI will consider vour -kind s
gestion. Thank you for your goed wishes, which 1 cordially
reciprocako.

Sydney ' J. (Bridlington},.—I am unable to tell you the
names of the Claremoni Eleven, The leading lights are
Teddy Baxter, Dick Merivale, Jack Matsh, -Aubrey St Claie,
and Jim Kennedy. - Claremont Sehool is in Burrey.

“I. Mare Ex Indutria” (West Hartlepool) informs me
that a Greyfriars Monastery was founded in that town by
Robert de Bruce in ithe year 1888, On its site a hospital 18
now  buglt,

8. P. (Liverpeell.—1 will try and arrange to do as you
sLigrerest.

W. N. (London, N.W.).—Thaunk wou for vour letter: The
affair you mention 15 unavoidable,

A. Weston™ (Liverpooll.—The identity of the ¥ Greylrviars
Herald " Special Representative is a deep, dark seeret.

J. A, T. 8. —Your only remedy 1s to insist upon your news-
agent ordering the “*Greviriars Herald.”  Otherwize, how
can you possibly expect to get 117 A compelition on the lines
you mentten 15 already in contemplation,

J. T. (West Haumpstoad), —Many thanks for vour letéer. The
“Boys' Friend.” Anti-German League 1s still going sirong,
and 1 hope you will be suecessful in obtaining new members.
We can accommodate quite a lot, and the more the merrier.

&. H. and F. B. (Portsmouth).—The fact that the Macser
reaches your town in advance of the ¥ Greyfriars Herald ”
iz a matter over which 1 personally have no control.  Bost
wizhes,

‘A Loyal Reader '™ (Batterseal.—Give Mr. Frank Richards
a little breathing-space. 1le's pot a phenamenon, yvou know,
and ecin't turn out MaexErs and threepenny-bosk stories at
a quicker rate than he 15 doing at present,

“A Loval Reader V" (Lancachire).—1 will endeavour to do
as vou supweat,

: Miss D, H. H. {(Renfrew).—Many thanks [Tor vour chatty
etlor,

Trumpeter C. Daley (Woolwion).—I waz very pleased in-
deea to hear frem you, and sincorely irast vou wdll be ot of
freapiinl by dhe time this reply appears in print,

H. B. (Edivburgl).—A vory good suggestion, bul we seem
1o have been having a little too smuch footer just lntelr,

; J. Anthony (Jersey).—I quite agree with you that
the ™ Greyfriars Herald ™ deserves to go well, and 1t donbi.
leas will, But we we must nol anticipad:.
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