


CONTRA ACCOUNT !

Figher T. Fish, the husiling son of a New York financier, starls in Dusiness on s own.

He selg out to collect bad debts ; but little comes his weay in the shape of hard eash, elthough Fishy doea g brisk

Diusiness il'lll:l'EE'-ti in hard knocls !
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Typewriter Wanled !

6 GUESE I've come to the right
joint, then!™
Fisher T. Fish made that
remark as he looked into Study
No. 1 on the Memove passage at Grey-
friara, : ;

There wera six juniors in the study,
but not one of them even troubled to
look up at the American junior’'s crisp
remark.

Harry Wharton & Co. were much too
busy. And they looked 1t

They were seated at the study table—
a crush for six of them—which was
covered with scattered sheets of paper,
some of them written and some of them
typed, There were one or two bottles
of ink on the table, and there was ink en
"the tablecloth itsclf, and ink on the
fingers and features and vollars of the
juniors. Harry  Wharton, Frank

ugent, Johnny Bull,” Hurree Singh,
and Varnon-Smith were scribbling away
for dear life, while Hob Cherry, with
rather & desperate expression on  his
rugged * features, - was tapping away
grimly at the rusty keys of an anti-
guated typewriter.

All the juniors wore expressiong of
deep thought and tense concentration on
their youthful browe,

It was an inspiring spectacle—Busy
Bees not being in it, so to speak,

If Fisher T. Fish was looking for a
picture of animated activity, then he
certainly had come to the “right joint,”
a3 he expressed it in_hizs illuminating
American langaage. For it was press
day on “Harry Wharton’s Football
Supplement,”™ and the editor and sub-
editors of that important schoolboy pro-
duoction were working against time to
gret their popular little journal ready for
press.

At such a time of trial and stress they
were not keen to be worried by anyone,
much less by Fisher Tarleton Fish, of
New York.

But Fishy was, apparently, defer-
mined fo worry them. He came farther
into the atudy, his sharp eyes fizxed with
some satisfaction on the typewriter Bob
Cherry was wrestling with.

“YT guess——"" he hegan again.
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remark Harry

that  Temal
Wharton pointed behind him to the

With tersa

door, and then resumed his literary
labours,

Fizshy grinned.

“1 guess you guys—"

“Blow out, blow you!" snorted Harry
Wharton, “Hook it! Vamoose !

“Y gucss I want to spill a few words
with you f.uﬁ first,” grinned Fishy.
“ Now look hyer, Cherry—"

“Get out " roared Bob Cherry, strug-
gling desperately with the carriage of his
typewritar © which appeared to have
stuck. “Can't you see we're busy?
Gerrout "

“"Yes: hook it, you streak of chewing-
gum ™ growled Johnny Bull, locking up
crossly, - “There's a thumping notice on
the door; read it!” : ;

“Yep! I guess this guy’s read it "
grinmed Fishy. “It savs, ‘' No admit-
tance except on urgent business.” Waal,
I kinder reckenn I'm on business."

“Rata 1" ]

YT guess I am—jeost a few. I guess 1
heard jeet now from Bunter that you
guys had bought a tvpewriter. I see you
have. 1 guess.I've come to the nght
joint, pards!”

“If you don't clear out,” hissed Bob
Cherry, “T'Il—I'll heave this ' dashed
apology for a typewriter at you !

“Hyer—hold on!" said Fishy., 1
guess you'll about bust it if you do; and
I want it, vou silly _ﬁa]{mt i

* You whatter—'

I guess 1 want it,” eaid Fishy, eve-
ing the typewriter eritically. “It ain’t
much of a bus, but I reckon it will suit
my purpose—yep! I guess that's jest
why I'm hyer. You can chuck spoiling
good }lmper. Cherry. I'm going to hire
that old bus from you for an hour.”

“ 2 gpspoiling good paper, am IF"
gasped Cherry. : ;

“Yep! I guess s0,” eaid Fisher T.
Fish disdainfully. *“Wasting fime and
goowd paper, I reckon. I puess that
sleepy, one-syed, dead and worthless ra
of yours ain't worth' the paver it's
written on. YEE! But I guess I ain’t
come hyer to talk about that publication,
I've come to talk business, Now jest
hand over that typewriter Cherry.”

- You—you—-" Sia i ;

“(dh, come off it!"” said Fishy. *XNe
need to get excited, Cherry. I puess I
want {o hire, not borrow. Now what
Jdo yon goya say to threepence an hour?”

A  mirth-provoking yarn

of the Chums of Greyfriars,
featuring Fisher T. Fish's
latest “ business” stunt.

By FRANK RICHARDS:

said Fisher T. Fish generously., ™ Dur~
rocks down, if I can have the old bus
right hyer, of course! T reckon I've got
the dandiest, gilt-edged business
scheme—--" '

"You cheeky rotter!"

“Oh, let up!” said Fishy impatiently.
“1 want that old bus to get some real,
dandy leaflets out. Get me? Now what
about that old bus, Cherry? Hyer's the

. threepence I'

And Fisher T. Fish planked down
three pennies on the study table brigkly.
Bob Cherry looked at the rest of the
editorial statf, and they looked at him.
Then, as Bob Cherry rose to his feet, the
rest of the staff rose also—grimly.
“Bug !” breathed Bob Cherry. =71l
bust yon, you American freak! SBpoiling
gum:'lu paper, am 17 Why, you cheeky
Bob Cherry dropped words for actichs
just then. Fishy seemed to realise quite
suddenly why the juniors had risen ‘to
their feet so grimly, and he mades
backward Ienp?ur the doorway. :
He was too late. Bob Cherry grabbad

him, and Wharten and Nugent Jum
to the door. Figher T. Fish had called
their popular journal a sleepy, one-eyed,

dead and worthless rag that was not

‘worth the paper it was written on; an

naturally enough, the editorial staff di
not like it

here was o escape for the Trans-
atlantic junior.

“ Bump, the cheeky rotter !” snorted
Herry Wharton, ]

“Hyer! Let up!” roared Fishy.
“ Haven't I come hyer to talk business'?
I guess—— Yoooop!™

%um_p!

“Now again!” gasped Bob Cherry.
* Bpoiling good paper, eh! Dowa with
the rotter!

“Ow - Oh, Jernsalem !"

Bump! Bump! Bump!

“Let up!” howled Fish. “0Oh, great

snakes! Ow! I guess I'll make potato-
m‘:ra.pingg"af vou guys! Yarroopl 1
guess——

Bump ! 3

“Where's his giddy threepence 7™
gas?ed Baob. - :

He snatched the three pennies from

the table, and crammed them down the
back of the American jumior’s collar.
Fisher T. Fish roared with anguish,
"“There, you spoofer!” snorted Harry
Wharton.  “That'll teach you not to
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gome bothering us when we're busy
another time! That'll teach you not to
come here with your thumping check,
How y?u! Now, out with him, and let's

t on!"

“Yes, rather!” .

“I guess I'll smash vou!” howled Fizshy
as hﬂfl & dozeén hands grasped him and
vanked him to his feet. "I guess I'll
scalp you, you pesky Fu_w.! I celculate
I'll Hyer! Yoop! Let up! I
guess—— Yoooop !’

What else Fishy guessed was lost in &
geries of fiendish yells as half a dozen
boots smote his anatomy. The business
man of the Remove shot through the
doorwav.

Slam1

Crash ! . ¢

The door slammed, and Fisher T, Fizh
dropped like a sack of coals on the Hoor
of the passage. ‘The Transatlantic
junior sat up gasping for breath, and
started to double himself up in a frantic
effort to reach the three pennies that had
been stuffed down his back. He was not
likely to leave those pennies there long.
Whatever his business programme had
bean, his efforts to hire Hob_Cherry's
typewriter at threepence an hour had
certainly failed.

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Bunter Helps !

L E, he, he!" .
H A fat figure, wearing o [at
grin and a &mu‘ of huge s

tacles, rolled uwp and looked
down at Fisher 1. Fish. It was Billy
Bunter, and he seemed highly enter-
tained at the sight of the grovelling

Fiﬂlﬁ.

“He, he, he!"” he grinned. “1I told yon
g0, Fishy, you chump! I told you thf.-g
wouldn't lend vou that typewriter. Bo
Cherry gave fifteen bob for it, I belicve,
but he wishes he hadn't now. I say, you
Li'ur? ﬂ:‘l awful ass to go in just now. lle,

e, he!”

“Aw! Let up, you pesky lard-barrel 1”
groaned Fishy., “0Ow! Oh, Jerusalem
crickets! I guess I'll pulverise those
pesky mugwumps for this! Threepence
an hour I offered the galoots! Fancy
turning down an offer like that! I guess
T'll have to borrow old Quelchy's typo-
writer, after all, durn 1t!"

“Yes, do!” grinned Billy Bunter, “Go
and ssk him now, Fishy. Better put
some exorcise-books in your bags first,
though.” _

“Aw! Let up!” snarled Fishy., “Cut
. out the e}ainw;n'l, Bunter, or I'll bust

ou, you fat jay[l*

d He acramblﬂ?up, having fished the last
of the three coppers from down his collar.

Bunter gave a fat chuckle,

“I say, Fishy,” he grinned, * what'll
you give me if 1 work the wheeze for you,
old chap ™

“You pesky fat—" .

“I mean 1it," said Bunter, winking.
“It's no good trying old Quelchy—you
know thal, Fishy. e'll hek you just
for looking at his blessed old typewriter.
But I fancy I ean get Bob Cherry's old
bus for you, Fishy.”

Fisher T. Fish stopped rubbing him-
solf, and looked sharply at Bunter.

“You gotter wheeze to got that type-
writer for me, Bunter?” he echoed
u:garl_v.

unter nodded and chuckled,

labourer's worthy of his
know. 'I'wo bob and I'l
vou, Fishyv.”

“ Look hyer, Bunter,” said Fisher T.
Fizh, “iz that the straight poods, you
galoot "

“Hand over the two bob and you'll
sce !

“At a price, Fishv.” he grinned. ™A
i fiﬁy hire, vou

wangle it for

. markably

“I reckon I should want that type-
writer for keeps for two silver shillings,”
saidd Fishy dizdainfully. “Look hyer,
Bunter, I'll give you threepence to get
me that old bus for an hour.” £

““‘Make it a bob and it's a go,” said
Bunter firmly. “I'm not rizking a wal-
loping for less, Fishy.”
“1 guess I ain't payin
yvou EE“ clam!" snorted Fishy. “Look
hyer, I'll give you sixpence to do it
Bunter. There! ] E

Billy Bunter turned up his fat little
nose, and started to roll away., Fisher
T. Fish called him back. .

“Hyer, hold on, Bunter,” he s=aid
hastily. “I guess I'll pay you the bob,
you durned Bhylock! What's the stunt,
first, though!"

Bunter grinned and came back.

“Quelchy's out, isn't he?"” he
marked, “He's gone to the village.”

“I guess that's so. But if you think
I'm going to risk a licking by pinching
his typewriter—""

“It's nothing of the kind.” grinned
Bunter, ““He, he, he! My idea is to

ot Wharton and his pals to go to
%ualchy’a study and wait there until
uelchy comes {-mk I happen to know
ho won't be back until nine or there-
abouts. Seel?” '

Fishy gave a snort. .

“I guess that stunt cuts ne ice. with
me, ]Eunfer. How are you going to
wangle it?"

* Hand me sixpence, and I'll show ;;uu,
Fishy,” said Bunter. “I'll get those
{:lm[:r.a there and keep "em there until
yvou' ve finished with that rotten type-
writer.  That's foir enough—sixpencn
now and sixpence when the job's done.”

Fisher T, Fish groaned, Parting with
sixpence was no joke to the business man
of the Remove. But he was desperately
keen to get the use of & typewriter for
an hour, and he handed over six pennies
to Bunter, after a struggle within him.

“There you are, Yyou pesky mu‘T
wump!” he grunfed. “I guess you'll
spout the stunt right hyer, Bunter.”

Bunter chuckled, and then he whis-
pered to the Transatlautic junior for a
few moments. Fishy brightened up as
he listened.

“Gee!” he grinned. “I guess that's a
real top-notcher, Bunter, old pard! And
you reckon you can deliver the goods "

“You leave it to me, Fishy,” grinned
Bunter., “You just keep out of sight
for a bit and watch me.”

Fisher T. Fizh nodded, and, reirnat.ing
along the passage, he took up his stan
just 1nside the doorway of his own study.

unter hurried away, but he was soon
back with something hidden under his
acket, It proved io be & gown—DMr.
uclch's gown,

After 8 hurried glance up and down
the passage Bunter took his stand by
the door of Study No. 1. Then, draping
the gown over one shoulder and arm,
the c¢rafty junior opened the door
slightly, allowing his draped arm to
show tltruu%h. To his satisfaction, he
found that he could not see the inmates
of the study, nor could they see him—
excepling s arm.

“"X*hnrtﬂn " he colled sharply.

Even Fisher T. Fish, though he had
been expecting it, and though he knew
Bunter's wonderful powers as a ventrilo-
guist and mimic. jumped. It was a re-
lifelike  imitation of the
Remove master's sharp voice.

It quile deceived the inmates of Study
No. 1, at all event+, There sounded o
subdued giahp. and the pens ceased to
seratch.  Then came Wharton's veice,

“Yes, sir?”

“ Abh—never mind the door, boys, 1
will not =top to come inside,” said
Buuter.  “ You and all the boya with

no bob to you,

re-

you will kindly go te my study and
await me there, Whartion. You under-
stand 1"

“Yes, sir.”

&t "-}h, .}'1‘-'-'3; SiI'!u

There was a chorus within the study—
a not 'very cheerful chorus of assent., The
editorial staff did not like being inter-
rupted even by Br. Quelch!

unter did not stop to say more—he
had already zaid quite enough. He
closed the door and rolled away as
guickly as his fat little legs would ¢
him in the direction of Mr. Quelch's
study. The room was lit only by the
hirelight, and it was empty—a [ack
Bunter had been well aware of.

Bundling up the gown, he hastily put
it where ha had found it. Then he
scuttled out of the study, hiding a little
higher up the passage to await develop-
ments.

There sounded the tramp of feet alon
the passage, and six rather annoyed-
looking juniors tramped up to the Re-
move master’s study. They knocked and
entered. As the last one filed in,
Bunter crept up to the door swiftly, and
turned the key in the lock—having
placed it in readiness beforehand.

Then, with a soft chuckle, Bunter
rolled back cheorfully to Btudy No. 1.
He found Fisher T. Fish awaiting him,
a grin on his lean features,

“I guess you take the goldarned
wheat-cake, Bunter,” he said admir-
ingly. *I reckon it's all serene now!"™

“Righ} as rain !” grinned Bunter. He
liked flattery, and he [elt he deserved
it. “I fancy I worked that rather well
—what? Trot in and collar the old
bus, Fishy. Those fellows will be safe

enough until old Quelchy comes to let

‘em out. He, he, hel I cxpect he'll
lick "em !™
“I guess I hope he does, some,”

grinned Fish, rubbing himself ruefully.
“Hyer goes, Bunter!
where we smile.”

“Ho, he, he 1" cackled Bunter. * What
about the other sixpencef"

Fisher T. Fish made a wry grimace,
but he hended over the sixpence. 18N
he walked into the study. He.picked up
Bolb Cherry's precious bypewriter and
walked out with it in the direction of
Study No. 14. Most of the fellows wera
busy at prep, and he met nobody on the

Way,

ﬁa vanished inside his study. Mean-
while Billy Bunter pocketed the six-
pence Fishy had reluctantly handed
over, and rolled into Etud,}r No. 1,
clozing the door. Then, with & fat
chuckle of satisfaction, DBilly Bunter
opened the cupboard deor, and glanced
inside.

There was a nice big cake on tha
lower shelf, also plenty of jam, and
sardines, and biscuits, and quite a lot
of stuff left over from tea. It had been
gﬁuita a decent spread that day in Study

0. 1.

Bunter folt thankflul that Wharton &
Co. had left so much of it, and the
next moment he was as busy at work as
thae Famous Five had been some
moments ago—though it was not work
for Bunter. And the seratching of pens
and the tapping of a fypewriter had
given place to the busy munching and
clamping of hungry jaws.

In the meantimme, Harry Wharton &
Co, werne filling the air in Mr., Queloh’s
cosv study wit—ﬁ growls of disgust. None
of themn had, as yot, noticed the closing
of the door, nor had the soft elick of the
key in the lock been heard.

“What rotien luck ! groaned Harry
Wharion., *“This will about put the tin
hat on getting that stuff off to-night,
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chaps. What the thump does Quelchy
want us for " .

“And where is he?” demanded
Johnny Bull, a.trifle suspiciously, *“I
understood Quelehy was spending the
evening with old Lambe, the vicar, or
somebody, Blow it, anyway!”

“Must have come back early,” said
Harry. *“Had we better turn on the
light, I wonder?” : '

““Hallo, who's eclosed the dashed
door 7" asked Vernon-Smith, with grow-
ing suspicion. "I came through last,
and I didn't—— My hat! The dashed
door's locked, cheps ™

“Wha-a-at?"

“It's locked!" snapped the Bounder,
twisting angrily  at the door-knoh.
“Great pip! What blind fools we were.
It's a rotten trick!™

“A—a——n trick " _

“Yes, of course,” gritted the Bounder.
“Can’t. you sec? Some rotter must
have imitated Quelchy's voice and
tricked us into cominhg here for some
reason or other. I felt it was queer from
the first."

“Bo did L7 grunted Johnny Bull

Mvaﬁeiy. “ But—"’
- “But I saw Quelchy's sleeve through
the erack of the door!” said Harry
Wharton blankly.

“That could eamly be worked,” said

2

Smithy. “Why didn’t Quelchy show
himself? -It's ciaaruenﬂugh. I bet
uriter,”

it was that spooling rotter,

“Phew! . 'Fﬁzt’a 1 b !

All the juniors understood as they re-
membered Billy Bunter. Billy Bunter
was & clever mimic as well as a ventrilo-
guist, and he had imitated Quelchy’s
volce suceessfully more than onece. And
Harry Wharton & Co. had been taken
in in the same manner more than oneo
by Bunter's skill in that direction. They
felt they wanted to kick themselves for
having been taken in so easily now.
The locked door was proof enough for
the juniors that they had been tricked.

Harry Wharton drew & deep breath.

“Well, my hat!” he gasped. * That
fat worm is the limit! We'll boil him in
oil for this, chaps. We can't very well
kick up a shindy in a Form master’s
study, can wei”

“I'm going to make a row, anyway!”
pnorted the Bounder.

And he started thumping on the door.

The rest of the juniors waited, all of
them in & towering rage. They did not
have to wait long, as it happened.
There was a footstep in the passage, and
then came Wingate's voice.

“Who'e that in there ™

As he called the gquestion, Wingate
tried the door-knob. Then, finding the
Key still in the lock, Wingate turned it
and flung the door open.

He stared as he sew the furious [aces
of the juniors.

“Hallo, what's this game mean, Whar-
ton?" he snapped. “How ecame you
to be locked in Mr. Queleh’s room 1"

“"We—we were locked in,” stammered
Whearton.

It was not a very illuminating remark.
But the Co. could scarcely give Dunter
away—supposing it was Bunter.

But Wingate had been & junior him-
self once, and it was obvious that the
juniors could not have locked themselves
in. Moreover, it was useless to ask for
details—Wingate knew that also.

“Cut [ he said briefly. “ You're jolly
lucky not to have been caught here by
Mr. Queleh, Lkids. Cut!™

Harry Wharton & Co,, and Vernon-
HBmith, “cut” quickly enough., They
had a vague and growing suspicion as
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to what would be taking place in Study
No, 1 during their absence.

The moment they got round the corner
of the passage they raced for Study
Neo. 1 with wrath on their faces. They
fully expected to find the door locked ;
but to tkeir surprise it was not locked.,

As a matter of fact, Billy Bunter had
blundered as he usually did when he
tackled a “wheeze " of this nature. He
had fully intended to take the key of
Mr, Quelch's room away with him, but
in his eagerness to get his hands on the
good thqus in the cupboard, he had
quite overlooked this amiable intention.
And heinﬁ blissfully unaware of his
error, he had deemad it quite unneces-
sary to lock the deor of Study Na. 1.

o realised his mistake when the Co.
dasned into ‘the room.

With a jam-tart in one hand, and a
chunk of ecake in another fat fist, he
blinked in utter dismay at the wrath-
ful faces of the avengers.

“Ob—oh- dear!” he mumbled, hijs
mouth full of cake, “I—I say, you
fellows—"

“You—you fat burglar 1™

*You spoofing rotter |

“Yon fat poacher ¥

“Berag him ™ roared Bob Cherry,

There was a combined rush, and
Bunter howled.

“Here, keep off! I—I say, you
fellows, 1t's all right! It wasn't me.
know nothing about it. It was Fishy,
you—— Yarcoooh!"

Bunter roared with anguish as Bob
reached him first and rammed the chunic
of cake down the fropt of his collar.
The jam-tart Bobh plastered over the fat
features of the ﬂw{. T

“¥ou fat worm !" higsed Bob. “ Pla
yvour rotten tricks on wus, wonld j'mﬁ
Yoiu—ypou—-"

*Pulverise tha fat sweep!” roared
Johrmy Bull. **Over with him [”

“What-ho 1"

Bump |

¥ Yoooooop ™

Billy Bunter descended. on to the
carpet with a bump that fairly made his
spectacles dance on hig fat little nose.
He howled fiendishly,

“Yooop ! Legpo! I tell you it wasn't
me!” he roared. “Ow—ow! h
crumbs ] It was Fishy suggested 16—
he practically made me do it. As if I'd
treat you fellows like that just for a
bob—a measly bob! Yarcocop! I say,
vou fellows, it was Fishy, I tell yon.
He's pinched your—yow-wow—type-
writer, Cherry,”

“What

Bob Cherry gave & roar as he saw that
hiz precious typewriter—for which he
had given the sum of ffteen shillings
only that day—was missing, It was un-
doubtedly gone!

“My typewriter ! he gasped, scarcely
able to believe his own ears and eyes.

“That skinny worm ﬂnﬂl‘lﬁd my bype-
writer? Is that true, Bunter '™
“Ow! Yes,” gasped Bunter. “Ho

vou see it was nothing at all to do with
me locking you in Quelchy's room. In
fact, I didn’t even know you were locked
in. It was all Fishy's fault. He gave
me & bob to—to—I mean he didn't give
me & bob to imitate Quelehy's voice."
“You—you—"> ;
“Nothing of the kind,” s=aid Bunter,
Llinking hopefully at the junior’s faces.
“J gay, I think I'll go now, you fellows.”
“Will you?” breathed Harry Whar-
ton. “Not g&t, my ﬁ.}:ppin! A dozen
with a fives-bat for Bunter, you chaps.
Then we'll go and interview friend
Fishy."
“Oh dear! I say, you fellows, I'd
rather you 1'(3313!*1'&&7 vour energies for
walloping that skinny beast I'ishy, you

know, I've explained that it wasn't me,
haven't I7 nd—— Yoop! Leggo,
Cherry, you beast! Oh crumbs! Leggo
yog—-=—"

There was no escape for Bunter, how-
ever, despite the fact that he had ex-
plained that it wasn’'t Aim. He was
whirled over a chair, and the next
moment . & fives-bat  was brought into
play acrass his tight trousers. Harry
Wharton gave him a dozen, and then
Bob Cherry, with a parting kick * for
luck,” sent Bunter whirling out into the
pa3szage,

Bunter sat- down on the passage floor
with a bump, but he was up again like a
fash of lightning as the Famous Five
and Vernon-Bmith trooped out after
hir, and he took to his heels.

“Now [or friend Fishy,” said Harry
Wharton grimly, “It's worth riskin
missing the thumpin gt to deal wit
that crafty schame. e—we'll bust him
for this”

“Yeos, rather ! ,

They hurried alohg to Study No. 14
without further ado. Much as they
wanted to get back to their labours, and
urgent as the matter was, they felt they
could neot postpone dealing with the
crafty Transatlantic junior, Moreover,
Bob Cherry wanted his typewriter back.
Most of the keys of the machine were
loose, and some of the letters were miss-
ing, and the carriagé was acoustomed to
jamming every now and again. But it
was a typewriter, and—in Bob Cherry's
view, at all events—it was better than
mribi}ling‘ with a pen.

In any case, the juniors wera savapgoe
at being held up, and more savage still
at being tricked by -the oversha
American junior from “Noo Yark.”

As they approached the door thevy
heard the angry voice of Sampson
Quincey Iffley Field, who had the mis-
fortune to share that study with Fisher
T. Fish—a misfortune he shared with
Johnny DBull.

“Out you go,” he was snorting, “and
take that rusty box of tricks with you.
Think T can do my prep with that
thumping row going on? Out it goes
vou burbling fresk! I suppose you want
it for some of your rotten swindling
dodges ¥

“1 guess I don’t,” came Fishy's nasal
twang.’ “1 guess that typewriter's stays
in¥ right hyer—jest a few I?

‘But prep—="

“ Blow prep!” snorted Fichy., "I
Euesa I've got a noo stunt, and I guess

'm going through with it. Now I've
no time to wasta in nhin—wn; Squff,
you galoot. Hear me yaup? 1'm going
to start hustling now from the word go.
There's the door. I puess you'd better
vamoose the ranch. Yooop !

Fisher T. Fish ended his remarks with
o kind of strangled yelp. The juniors
guessed that g ui5€ the Australian
junier, had cut them short with & tap
on Fishy's long, sharp nose.

They were quite right, as it happened.
As they dashed in the next moment they
saw Fishy stamdin%' hugging his noze,
while Squiff faced him across the table,
shaking a fist at him,

“Why, you rustling galoot, I'll make
potato-scrapings of you for that !” Fishy
w3 huw!:'ug, when he stopped and his
jaw grgpﬁpa ae he sighted Harry Whar-
ton '

“Oh, Jerusalem!” he gasped. “0h,
great jumping snakes !

“Yes, you rotter!” hooted Baob
Cherey, his eye on the typewriter on
the table. *“So Bunter was right, you—
vou spoofer 1.

TI—I guessy—

“(Collar him ! roared Johnny Bull.
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There was a rush
round both sides of
the table. Souiff
looked on with a
cheerful grin as
several pairs of hands

grasped Fisher T, ™ ~
¥izsh and whirled him ¥
over the floor. The

uniors were saving

im - the trouble of e
dealing with Fizhy, ¥

But it was more than
likely that Fisher T,
Fish himself would
have preferred Squilf
to deal with him dur:
ing the next few
breathless meoments.,

Despite his vells and
throats, Fisher T.
Fish was soundly
bumped for the second
time that evening,
and then cinders were
rubbed. into his lank
hair together with a
mixture of gum, most
of which ran down
his thin features in
streaks, and much of

[L P &

eI 1
it

which got into his
mouth whenever he
-opened it to yell,

The oavengors
finished at last: and
Fisher T. Fish was a
sight when they had
finished with him, He
gat on the carpel and
gasped and gasped as
if for a wager.

“Ow! Ow - wow!
Garrough! M u m-
mum-mum!”  he
spluttered. “ Oh, Jeru-
salem crickets! Yow-
wow! I gyess I'll—
grooooh! — make
potato - peelings and
chewing-gum of you!
Ow-wow ! I gueszs I'l]
scalp you, you—yow!
—pa.e.l::,l‘ jays! Oh
Jerusalem '™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

| L

hapdi|

i
fodud 1,
qid

-ty

e

——

Boly Cherry gathered
up his typewriter—
which had obviously
not heen used yet
—and followed by

full of cake.

With a jam-tart in one hand and a chunk of cake in another fat fist Billy Bunier blinked in utier
dismay at the wrathful faces of Harry Wharton & Co.
* 1I—1I say, you fellows——"'

** You fat burglar ! ** * You spoofing rotter ! **
fat poacher 1 **  ** Scrag him ! ™ There was a combined rush, and Bunter howled. (See Chapler 2.)

Oh—oh dear ! ** he mumbled, his mouth
L1} "fn.“

his laughing
fellow-journabsts, he vacated the study,
The Co. left Fisher 'I'. Fish making use
of the most extraordinary Transatlantic
EXPressions, among  which  “pesky
galoots " and * gol-darned mugwumps *
were numerols and familiar. Then they
trooped off to finish their literary
labours—in peace this time,

Fisher T, Fish did not get his leafeis
done that evening—nor did he bother
further about borrowing or hiring a
typewriter. He spent most of the even-
ing in the bath-reom, serubbing and
rubbing at hie mop of inky and gummy
and ecindery hair.

[ = S

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Fishy’s Scheme !

ARRY WHARTON saw nothing
H further of Fisher T. Fish until
bedtime that ovening. . And

they smiled as they saw him.
Having got their “stuff * for the next
1issue of the football supplement off just
in the mick of time to t?m printers, the
editorial staff of that valuable periodical

were feeling more like amiling than they
were earlier on that evening.

Moreover, Fisher T. Fish was still
zomothing to smile at. All his serubbing
and rubbing had failed to remove all of
the ink anﬁ gum and cinders. There
were still traces left, and Fishy's face
looked like & hoiled beetroot, and his
hair like a cleaning-mop.

But on Bob Cherry asking him how
his latest “scheme ™ was progressing,
and what it was, Fishy scowled and re-
fused to enlighten him. Possibly that-
was because IYishy had not got the busi-
ness fixed up vet.

In the morning, however, Fisher .T.
Fish looked much more cheerful, and
quite his wsual keen and brisk self.
Harry Wharton & Co. were very curious
to know what his latest business “stunt ™
was; but their questions were received
with a wink and a grin by the Trans-
atlantic junior;

“1 guess you'll know soon enough,”
he said, rubbing his long nose.  “I
kinder guess and caleulate that it’s a
real top-notcher, a gilt-edged business
scheme. I guess I'm going to show you

that an American business man can be
& philanthropic galoot and make moncy,
too. Yep. You galoots keep your optica
on Fisher T. Fish 1"

And with that Fisher T, Tizsh winked
and walked away,

The Removites wore very curious,
They were always interested in Fishy's
innumerable schemes for making money,
They wern always planned out to be of
great profit to Fishy and great loss to
the fellows innocent encugh to “fall ™
for them. But somchow they never
quite came “off.” They usually ended
in grief and sorrow, for their keon, busi-
nesslike promotaer.

But though he never seomed to make
any money, and though, indeed, his
plans usually ended in loss and sorrow
for Fishy, the keen Transatlantie junior
was never discouraged by failure. He
was a sticker first and last, whatever his
many other failings and gualities were.

Moreover, his wheezes usually pro-
vided plenty of entertainment for the
Remove. Henco the great interest and
curigsity now on the part of Harry

Tue Maexer Lisgary.—No, 944,



© INTRODUCE A NEW CHUM TO THE “MAGNET™ TO-DAY! THANKS!

Wharton & Co.. and the Remove in
general, I A

That morning in the Form-room Mr.
Quelch also“seemed to be interested in
Fisher T. Fish. Morg than once as the
first lesson progressed  he glanced
sharply at Fishy., And at last, suddenl
seeing Fish fall forward over his des
with Bl;is head in his hands, Mr. Quelch
came round to him. . :

“Fish ! he said, in no little alarm.
“What iz the matter, my boy? I have
noticed that your manner has been
somewhat strange this morming.  Are
you ill 7"

Fisher T. Fish gave a hollow groan,
and looked up. His face was always
more or less pasty and white, but it
looked uncommonly pale now. Had Mr.
Quelch looked closely at it he might
have observed that chalk had been
gently rubbed over it.

But Mr. C%:lelch—usua!]y the keenest-
eved of masters—failed to note the old
dodge on this occasion. Fishy—unlike
Bunter—rarely tried to cut lessons by
feigning illness. Mr. Quelch never even
thought of suspecting such a thing of
Fish at that moment. )

“J guess I feel real bad, sir,” groaned
Fish. “I guess I've got a head on me
like—like & gol-derned hive of bees.
Yop 1™

Mr. Quelch set his-lips, but he over-
leoked Fishy's lapse 1
slang—a little failing of Fisher T. Fish’s
which the Remove master ahominated.

“ You—you mean you have a headache,
Fish 1" exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

“Yep—I mean, yes, sir,” groaned
Fish. “I—I guess—I mean I think it
was the hacon this morning, sir—or the

rridge.”

Fc:‘ﬁaﬁenm. Fish! Tt iz more-likely
the need of more fresh air and exercise,
my boy. I have noticed that you are
reluctant to take part in healthy games,
and that you are in the habit of staying
indoors too much, Fish. However, if
vou are feeling unwell—and you cer-
tainly do not look well—you may go up
to -vour dermitory and lie down for an
hour.” ,

“Yep—I mean, yes, =ir,” said Fish
promptly. “I guess that will soon cure
this hyer headache, sir.” _

Mr. Quelch nodded, and Fisher T.
Fish rose from his seat and walked to
the door. He was watched by many
envious eyes—in fact, there was scarcely
a fellow in the Remove who did nof
glare after him enviounsly. The Remov-
itexs would not have minded possessing
¥ichy's headache, for the simple reason
that they knew perfectly well that
Fisher T. Fish had no headache,

“Wall, the spoofing rotter ! breathed
Harry Wharton.

“ Spoofing, of course,” agreed Frank
Nugent. “My hat! -T never thought he
h_adg it in him to risk it!”

“0Oh, my hat [” murmured Bob Cherry.
“My© typewriter!  That's what the
fraud’'s after! How lucky I locked 1t
up in the cupboard !*

" Qilence!” said Mr. Queleh tn.i't-l.y.
“ Cherry, take fifty lines for speaking in
class |

“Oh! Yes, sir!™

Bob Cherry ceased to murmur or grin
after that, and the lesson proceeded—
without Fizher T, Fish

That crafty junior’s face lost its ex-
pression of dismal pain and woe  the
moment the door had closed upon him.
For Harry Wharton had been right—
and Bob Cherry had been right. Fisher
T. Fizh was spoofing, and s intention
was to spend the hour Mr. Quelch had
so kindly given him by purloining and
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into American -

using Bob's, typewriter for the purpose
of ig’p;‘jang out his, laaflets,

“ 1 I guess that was a first-chop
stunt [¥." he murmured’ gleefully, as he
hurried along to the Remove studies.
“MNow for: that typewriter! I

- that galoot, Cherry, was ignorant of the

fact that this guy was raised in little
old Noo ¥ark, and that he has his eye-
teeth cut—iep ! )

And Fishy chuckled, and entered
Study Ne. 1, where he judged the type-
writer would be, ‘@z that was the edi-
torial sanctum as well as the stud
owned by Harry Wharton and -Fran
Nugent. .

But his keen face fell as he searched
the roomn to no aveill. He tried the
cupboard door, and then he groaned.

“Waal, the suspicions jay!" he
mumbled in disgust. “I reckon I never
counted on Cherry being so slick! He's
locked it up in this hyer cupboard—that
is, unless it's in his own study.”

Still hopeful, Fisher T. Fish hurried
along to the study Bob Cherry shared
with Mark Linley, Hurrec Singh, and
Wun Lung. Dut again he was é:aap-
pointed; there was no sign of a type-
writer in that apartment.

Fisher T. Fish turned away from the
study in deep dismay.

“Ihshed,  diddled, and done!™ he
groaned. “Waal, I swow! I reckon
I'll have to write 'em out after all—
though they'd lock more businesslike
and eonvineing typed—yep! Geel!”

Fishy T. Fish paused as a sudden
startling idea ocenrred to him.

“Waal, I swow!™ he murmured, rub-
bing his nasal organ reflectively. “Wh
not? I guess there ain’t no risk -wnrt.ﬁ
a2 red cent! Gee! Old Quelchy ain't
likely to leave the Form, and I guess
I'll soon tap "em off ! Gee! I'll do it
Blessed if T won't!” ) ,

Having come to that deql{:nimt, Fisher
T. Fish hurried along to Mr. Quelch's
study, The door was slightly ajar, and
pushing it further open, Fish snoaked
inside, He soon saw what he wanted—
Mr. Quelch's typewriter, '

It stood on a side table with a pover

cover it. With his heart thumping a trifla

uneasily, Fishor T. Fish closed the door
and stepped up to the machine.

Then he paused hesitatingly.

Should he take the typewriter to his
own study, or should he use it here?
After _mucl:r indecision the Transatlantic
junior decided upon the latter course.
t was certainly risky.  But -it. was
extremely unlikely that Mr. Quelch
would wisit the study at that hour.
While it-was more than' possible thit
Fish might blunder into someone while
carting the heavy machine to his own
study.

After all, it would not take him long
to “tap 'em off.”

With these reflections, and with many
inward gqualms, Fisher T. Fish seated
himself at the table and took the cover
off the machine. Then he grabbed a
heap of Mr. Queleh’s wnting-paper and
got to work—feverishly, as if he did not
trust his own courage to carry on with
his daring project.

Very soon the sharp clicking of the
tvpewriter was heard in Mr. Quelch’s
gsanctum, Fishy had extracted a pieco
of paper from his pocket—a draft of
the leaflet he proposed to broadeast
among his fellow Removites—and soon
he was copying it out at top speed. - The
qap_er was thin, and with the help of
Mr. Quelch’s carbon:paper heo recled
the leaflets off half a dozen at a tinie,

He very soon warmed up to his task,
and he had almost forgotten where he

was when a firm rap sounded at the
door.

Fisher T, Fish almost leaped out of
his skin.

But he had sense enough to cvam the
bundle of leaflets he had-done inta his
pocket, and He had scarcely done so
when the door  opened and someone
looked in. _

As he saw who that someéone was
Fisher T. Fish almost collapsed through

gheer fr'l%lt.

It was Dr. Locke, the Head of Grey-
friars !

“0h, jumping snakes!” Tbreathed
Fishy.

His knees knocked together with sheor
terror,

Dr. Loocke raised his eyebrows as ho
sighted the American junior, and then
he came into the room,

. “Bless my soul!” he exclaimed, peer-
mg at the Removite over his spectacles,
“What are you doing here, bov?”

Dr. Locke had happened to hear the
clicking of that typewriter, and wish-
ing to speak with Mr. Quelch, whom he
had expected to find in his Form-room,
he had come into the room. He cor
tainly did not expect to find a junior boy
here, however.

Fisher T. Fizh. said nothing—he
couldn’t. He was utterly “floored,” as
he would have expressed it himself, Dr.
Locke’s keen glance hardened., Guilt
and dismay were only too plain on the
bapless features of Fisher T. Fish,

“"Bless my soul!” said Dr. Locke.
"Am I to understand fromr your silence
that you are here without Mr. Quelch's
permission, Fish?"

“Oh, dear! I—I— No. I mean
yes, sir. That is, yes, sir. I guess I
mean no—yas, sirl!"

It was rather difficult even for the
Head of Greyfriars to make much of
that reply. But Fisher T. Fish's face
was enough reply for Dr. Locke. -

His face went grim.

“Wretched boy!” he said.angrily.
* Angwer me truthfully at once! Does
your Form-master know that youn are
here 77

“No, sir,” groaned Fish. ]

“You are using Mr. Quelch’s type.
writer without his permission ?" gasped
the Head. _

"Oh, crik— I mean vyes, siv,”
groaned the hapless Fish.

“Bless my soul! . This—this is un-
heard of! A boy—a junior boy—
making nse of his master’s room and
typewriter without his permiission, and

in  class hours! I-I—  Good
gracious! 8o that is what you were
typing! You uttorly absurd boy !™

And Dr. Locke blinked in amazement
at the sheet of paper still in the
machine—a fact Fisher T. Fish had
overlooked.

MNo wonder the Head of Grewfriars
blinked at it. There was little on the
sheet as yet, but what there was was
certainly surprising. It read as follows:

TATTENTION!
THE GREYFRIARS DEBT- -
COLLECTING AGENCY.
LOOK RIGHT HERE!
DOES ANYONE OWE YOU MOXEY ?-
If s0, go to:

Fisher T. Fish, Stud
Financial Adviser and

No. 14, the
1 mmercmi—.'f

That was as far as Fishy had got n‘iﬂ'}.

‘the leaflet he wad in the machine.

The headmaster of Greyfriars blinked.
at the extraordinary epistle, and ithen
he locked at Fisher T. Fish. It was o
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look that almost made the “financial
adviser * shrivel up.

¥*Fish!" thundered the Head. * How
—what—what—— Ah! I presume this
is intended for an absurd joke, Fish 1"

Fishy gasped like a stranded fish.

“Yep—I guess I mean—that is—oh,
ves, sir  Just—just a joke, of course !
he groaned. *I—I did it to—to pass the
time away, sir.™

“The time you should be spending in.

your Form-room, I presume, Fish 7 said
Dr. Locke, in a terrible voice.

“Ow! Yep—I mean, no, sir !” gasped
Fishy. “I guess I was sent—"

“Come with me at once,” Interrupted
the Head.

He sailed to the door and went out,
his gown rustling ominously. ~Fisher T.
Fish stumbled after him, his sharp
features the picture of woe. The door
of the Remove Form-room was reached,
and the Head sailed into the- room.
Fisher T: Fish followed.

Mr. Quelch locked round from the
blackboard, and the Form stared at the
sight of the Transatlantic junior behind
the Head. There was a scraping of feet
as the juniors stood up, ;
gesture from Dr. Locke sent them into
their seats again. :

“Mr. Quelch ¥ exclaimed the Head
grimly. “ Were you aware that this boy
was absent from the Form-room?”

“Yes, sir,” said Mr. Quelch, llno!-nmf
astonizshed.  “Fish complained of feel-
ing unwell, and I sent him to lie down
for an hour. You will note that he
looks far from well.” .

At that moment Fisher T. Fish cer-
tainly did look far from well.

Dr. Locke pursed his lips.

“ Possibly you have not had the oppor-
tunity of sceing the boy's features at
close quarters, Mr. Quelch,” he said
grimly. “You will note on careful ex-
amination, however, that flour or chalk
haz been rubbed over his face—a very
ald tricl, Mr. Quelch.”

“0h!” gasped Mr. Quelch, ,

“The boy was undoubtedly malinger-
ing in order to cscape lessons, Mr.
Quelch,” said the Head. “ Hearing the
tapping of a typewriter proceeding from

pur study, I entered, believing 1 should
find you there. Instead, I found this
wretched boy. He was seated at your
desk at work on your typewriter, Mr.
Quelch.” )

“G-good  pracious Y
Quelch. ) £

The look he gave Fisher T. Fish made
that business gonius feel suddenly faint,

“You—you found Fish at work in my
study using my typewriter, sir?"” ejacu-
lated the Remove master. ;

“Precisely, Mre. Queleh. Fish, you
will read out to Mr. Quelch what you
had already typed on that sheet of
paper.” :

“Ow! Oh, vep—I mean, yes, sir.”

With knees knocking together, Fish
road out his notice as the Head handed
it to him grimly.

There was a loud gasp from the
Remove-as he read it out. The Form
had been wvery curious to know whal
Fishy's latest stunt was; they knew now,
But they were far too scared to laugh,

S 80 that's 1t!"  breathed Harrey
Wharton to Bob Cherry. * Phew! The
awful ass! Now the chopper will come
down [*

The august presence of the Head was
enough to keep the Form from express-
ing their views of Fishy's scheme either
in gring or laughter. They just stared
at the shivering financier.

“Instead of obeying your order to lic
down, Mr. Quelch,” said the Head
sternly. “the wretched boy has been

gasped Mr,

ut a curt

amusing himself by typing that farrago
of nonsense on your machine. Such im-

udence and disregard for discipline I
Eava never heard of. I will leave you
to deal with him, Mr. Quelch, and 1
trust that you will not err on- the side
of leniency.”

b | 3ha]f certainly deal severely with
the impudent boy,” said Mr. Quelch.

And he meant it—there could be no
doubting that. As the Head left the
room with dignified stride Mr. Quelch
turned a baleful glare upon Fisher T.
Fish that boded ill for that unfortunate
business man.

That Fish had dared to disobey him
was bad enough; that he alse had dared
to visit his room and Landle his precious
typewriter was far worse. Yelb it was
something else which made Mr. Quelch's
eves plint ferociously. It was the
thought that Dr. Locke had observed
what he had failed to observe—thak
Fisher T. Fish was malingering.

Mr. C?u-cich felt humiliated—and he
felt justly annoyed at the cause of his
humiliation.

“Fish " he gasped. * Wretched boy!
I—I am e¢xecedingly angry with you!
You have not only dared te disobey me,
but xou have dared to visit my room and
use my typewriter without poarmission,
in order to—to produce that absurd and
ridiculoug rubbish "

Here Mr. Quelch almost snatched the
leaflet from Fish's hand, and, tearing it
to shireds, he flung the pieces into the
waste-paper bashet.

i

i 1

K

—

ﬂpﬁhrenil,y the Remove master shared
the Head's view that the " Greyfriars
Debt-Collecting Agency " was just an
absurd joke—nonsense which Fish had
typed just to amuse himself. It was
excecdingly fortunate that the Head and
Mr. Quelch did take that view—for
Fishy.

Needless to say, the Roemove did not
share that view—far from it. Thay
realised that this was Fish's latest stunt
—made public at last. Fisher T. Fish
loved _puﬁlic‘lty, and here he was getiing
it; his publicity agents being the Head
and Mr. Quelch, as it were.

Yet Fish did not look pleased.

He groaned in deep bitterness of
spirit as Mr. Quelch walked to his desk
and took therefrom a cane.

“"Touch your toes, Fish!" he smd.

“0Oh crumbs

Fisher T. Fish groaned and touched
his toes. And the next moment Mr.
Quelch's cane came into play. In his
time the Transatlantic junior had re-
ceived—and earned—a pood many lick-
ings, but he had never received such a
licking as Mr, Quelch administered that
wiorning.

Tt was a record licking, and it left My,
Quelch gasping, and the hapless Fishy
moaning and gurgling—having uzed all
his breath up howling by that time—

“ond wriggling and squirming in deep

anguish.

“There !” gasped Mre. Quelch., *Let
that be a lasting lesson to vou, Fish! I
do not think ven will ever dare to play

Fisher T. Fish made a rush at Bunter.

into the fOreplace.
against the hot hars of the grate.
Jerusalem !

But as he did so Bob Cherry—by accldent
or otherwise—placed a foot in the way, and the business genius took a header

Fisher T. Fish howled as one waving bony hand caughi
“* Yooop !
Grooooh ! **

I'm burnt,” he roared.
(Sec Chapler G.)

ak Dhj
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such impudent pranks again. Now go to
your plece, wretebad boy !” .

Fis]‘np;l.- tottered to his place, groaning
and panti=g His expression of anguish
was ereugh to move a heart of stone.
Evem the Remove could not help feehng
eympathy for him, although they could
not help grinning. '

Through the rows of grinning faces
Fisher 'T. ‘Fish passed to his place.
Whatover sort of debt-collector Fishy
proved to be, he had certainly suc-
coeoded in collecting the debt Mr. Quelch
owed him in full. And the fact that he
had succeaded in borrowing o type-
writer at last, and that in his pocket
reposed o bundle of typed leaflets an-
nouncing his new business venture, did
not afford him much comiort during the
remainder of that distressful morning.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Nothing Doing !

i O0R old Fishy ™

P “Ha, ha, hal”

Thers was a howl of laughter

in the passage as the Remove

came out of classes that 'm4:~4:*lnlin,s_:l.J By

that time Fishy's anguish had subsided

somewhat, and with it had subsided

what little sympathy the Remove felt for

Fisher T. Fish. They were at liberty to

laugh az mueh as they liked now, and
they did laugh.

Fishy's schemes for making money out

his innocent echoolfellows were always
weird and wonderful; but all agreed
that his latest was the limit.

“Here ha 1517 bawlad Billy Bunter.
“He, he, ha!’ What price the giddy
debt-hunter? I =ay, Fishy, tell us all
about it; old chap!"

Ficher T. Fish, whe had just emerged
from the Form-room, glowered round
at the grinning faces of the Bemove.

“Wes, let’s hear details of the scheme,
Fishy," asked Bob Cherry cheerily.
“You've no need to tell us where the
gwindle comes in: wo'll be able to spot
that for ourselves when we know the
details. The whole thing sounds hshy,
anyhow 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“T guess there's nothing for you slab-
sided mugwumps . fo  hee-haw at!"
groaned Fish. “I guess it's the real
g];:luds, and I guess it was jest bad luck
that made the Head mosey along jest
then. I guess it makes no difference to
this galoot, anyhow. 1 puess you durned
mugwumps will jest jump at my dandy
scheme when you're pub wise to il 7

“1 guess we sghall be mugs if we do,
whatever we are about the wumps!
said Bob Cherry.

“Tla, ha, hal”

“0Oh, let up!™ groaned Fishy, in dis-
gust. “You guys in this worn-out,
sleepy little old island make me tired.
I guess I don't feel up to making yon
jays wise jest now, though., I guess T'Il
expound after dinner.”

And, amidst a chorus of chuckles,
Fisher T. Fish limped away, rubbing
himszelf tenderly. Apparenily he did not
feel up to business just then,

YW ell, mi; hat!" chuckled Bob

as the

Cherry, Famous Five walked
away. “The Greviriars Debt-Collectin
Apency—eh? What a scream! As

any fellow would give Fishy any debt
to collect 1"

“Well, T don't know ahout that!”
grinned Frank Nugent. “If there's any
fellow who can wangle cash out of any-
body, it's Fishy. 'l worry Lhe life
out of a chap until he does pay uﬁ"'

“And then he'd keep it for himself,
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and the creditor could whistle for his
monev ! grunted Johnny Bull. “1
fancy I can guess what's behind it. The
swindler's hoping to work this wheeze
in conjunction with a money-lending
game. It's a wheeze to get hold of cash
to finance a loan business,'

“0h, mv hat! I never thought of
that I saicd Harry Wharton.

“He, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry.
“That's it. He'll collect debts at so
much per cent, and then he'll loan out
the cash he's collected at something
more per cent. Good old Fishy !

“The rotten swindler!” %mwlled
Harry Wharton. “The debt collecting
isn't =0 bad, but we'll soon put che

kybosh on him if he starts any money-
lending again; we've had enough of that
from him."

“Yes, rather!”

At dinner Fisher T, Fish was an object
of great attention in the Lower Schoal.
He seemed to be quite himself by this
time, though it was noticeable that he
seemed to find the form he was zitting

JUST OUT!

A Rousing School Story by an old
favourite, MICHAEL POOLE, and
well worth reading, boys!

H

on particularly uncomfortable. He was
the first fellow out of the dinner-room,
and the Famous Five understood why
when they found & leaflet lying on their
study table a few moments later, Ewvi-
dently Fizsh was starting his business
activities again in_earnest. .

The juniors read the notice with many
chuckles. It ran as follows:

“ATTENTION |

THE GREYFRIARS DEDRT
COLLECTING AGENCY!

LOOK RIGHT HEEE!

DOES ANYONE OWE YOU
MONEY T

If so, go to:
Fisher T. Fish, Study No. 14, ilie
Financial Adviser and Commercial
Accountant,

And Give Him ¥Your
BAD DEBTS TO COLLECT.

PROMPTNESY — SPEED — LOW
COMMIBSION.

ROLL UP!

THE GREYFRIARS DEBT.
COLLECTING AGENCY!

Offices: Study No. 14, Remove Passage.
President: F, T. Fish.
WHY LOSE YOUR MONEY "

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherrv.
fi?ud old Fishy! What hopes he's
got!”

“He's certainly an optimist!”
%rmned Harry Wharton., *“Blessed if

can zeo how he can make much
money out of a wheeze like that, even
ml&ﬁ-‘mmg—— Halle, here he 1s!”

& door opened at that point, and
the angular features of Fisher T. Fish
logked in, Ho camo into the room and
closed the door briskly behind him.

There was a keen k on his face,
and he had a notebook and pencil in
hiz hands, :

“I guess you galoots have read m
notice, ‘then?” he remarked, wit
satisfaction. “Good! Well, what
about it? I guess I'm ready to do
}:Im;ing}?s hyer and now, Got any bad
& A

“Oh, rats! Hook it, you money-

grabbing rotter !
"] guess ou're only joking,
Wharton,” said Fish, wetting the end
of his pencil. “Now this hyer's a real
sound business proposition; debts ecol-
lected speedily; no pressure used un-
less instructed clients; utmost
seerecy observed, if necessary; low
commistion. How's thati"

“"What's the commission, Fishy?!"
azked Bob Chevry thuugi?l'mtjfuli:r.

“All depends,” said Fishy., “If it's
an ordinary debt I charge ten per cent
on_all money collected. it means
collecting dust from a guy who's likely
to commit assault on the collector, then
I reckon I charge a stiffer commission.
Gat me? I guess that's fair enough.”
“Well, that’s so,” agreed Bob. *“Is
collecting debts to be the sole work of
the—ahem !—agency, Fishy "

“Waal,” =zaid Fish, with rather a
doubtful glance at Harry Wharton, *I
reckon there’s a little side-line to the
business that ain't down on that therc
hill. I kinder reckon that if any galoot
wantg, a little loan at any time from
the afrency, this gu}r won't object to
lending a bit of dust. Nope, s
Debt-collecting ain’t all—not by a long
chalk ™

Johnny Bull gave a grunt,

ik | t.nl}'d you Eu!” he sniffed, “The
swindling rotter's going to collect debts
just to finance a thumping money-

ending business "

Y uess not!” snorfed Fishy
promptly, though he eyed the juniors
rather uneasily. “I pguess this hyer
liusiness is going to be run on sound
lines of business. You let up, Bull
I guess this study won't be interested
in that side-line, though., Nope. I'm
hyer asking for debts to collect. 1
veckon I spotted vou loaning Bolsover
half-a-erown on Monday, Wharton 1"’

“That's so,” said Harry, smiling.

“What about it?” said Fishy eagerly,
his book and pencil maﬂﬁ'. “1 guess
vou've only got to say the word, and
that debt’s not going to be a debt for
long, pard. Ten per cent for this guy.”

o held the pencil ready to write.

“Well,” smiled Harry, “if you can
et hali-a-crown from Bolsy, you can
wve twenty per cent of it, Fishy.”

Fishy's eyes glistened,

“Is that the straight goods?”

“Clevtainly, I on't proposa

to
hother Bolsover aboub it again,” smiled’
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Harry. As ho had already been paid
that morning by Bolsover, it was un
likely Harry would bother him again.
“¥ou can have it all for that matter if
you can get it, Fishy.” )
“Gee!" grnned Fisher T, Fish.
It was tho sort of business deal he
liked. He scribbled the *“debt” down
in his book. Then he looked up. *I
guess that half-a.crown's mine, Wharton.
I reckon I'll rope it in all right. I'm
poing to publish a gazette every weck
giving the names of the debtors’and the
amounts they owe. I kinder reckon
and ealeulate that the galoots won't like

that!" he added, with & chuckle.
*They'll pony up slick enough then, L
reckon. Goet me?”

The juniors did “get” him, Ther
chuckled. If Fish was going' to work
on those mcthods he was booked for
& very warm time from the debtors he

proposed to pillory,
* Publicity will durmed soon make “em
pony up!’ grinned Fishy, winking.

“But I reckon I've no time to waste
discussing my dinky business methods.
Nope, sirs! I guess I'm watting for
mora business from you galoots.”

“ Well, I fancy we can put a bit more
business in your way,” said Bob Cherry
thoughtiully. " There's a fellow who
owes us all various sums of money—

uite a considerabla sum each, in fact.

f—"

“Gea! That's the stuff to give 'em,”
said Fishy briskly, “ Name of debtor,
and what amount " '

“ Bunter! Heaven knows
amount !” chuckled Bob,

Fish slammed hiz book shut
snorted.

“Oh, jumping crickets,” he snorted
in deep disgust, “cut that galoot out!
I guess I've already got that pesky fat
guy down from a dozen clients. I guess
I ain’t taking on any more.- I calculate
I'm going ter haunt the fat clam until
he does pony up; but I reckon I'll be
lucky to get emough to buy a pesky
collar-stud. Nope, sirs! Getting dollars
outer that pesky fat quitter is like
l:lli?‘ij’il'lﬁ gold-dust outer & durned
elay brick! Yep! Now, gentlemen—"
- Bob Cherry looked husitl-&tingiy At
Harry Wharton—winking with the eye
farthest from Fish as he did so.

“What about Loder, Harry?" he
muttered, with more hesitation. “ Dare
—gdare we—"

“T don't  see any harm in  at"
answered Harry. He didn’t because he
was ignorant of Bob's cheerful inten-
tion,

Fishy pricked up his sars and looked
from Bob to Harry.

“Loder mightn't like its being made

pblic,” murmured Bob, shaking his
wad, “But—but we must have our
money, Harry, Think it—it's safe to
trust Fishy? Two quids, you know.”

“Hyer,” cub in Fishy, his eyes gleam-
ing, “I guess I'm on to this, pards!
I reckon vew ken trust Fisher T, Fish
—jest a few! Two golden quids! Gee!
Jest you——" : :

“Fishy might mensge it perhaps,”
went on Bob, as if appealing to his
chums. “It's no good our tackling the
blighter—not a bit! We shall never
got two quids out of Loder unless Fishy

tz it for us. I vote we risk it”™

“Right-ho 7

“The rightiulness iz terrific!”

The Famous Five secmed guite ready

what

and

to-risk 1f.
“Tt's like this, TFishy,” said Bob
cheorfully. *“Loder happened to bLe

nard-up 8 few wecks ?gn_”
“He always iz hard-up, I
grinned Fishy.
“That's so. Everybody knows ifl"

gress .

“"MAGNET” PORTRAIT GALLERY.
No, 27— Micky " Desmond (of the Remove),

A happy-go-lucky son of the Emerald Isle, Michael—tfo give him his

proper Christian

name—can hardly be called a Greyiriars celebrity. Good-

natured, not too sirong-willed, for he is easily led astray by a more forcible
personality, Micky seldom, If ever, figures as a leader. But he is a stout
follower, while he lasts, and always ready to back up hot words with hard
fists. Rather musically inclined ; in fact, we might almost say that
Micky is ** Jack of all trades,” but master of none. Although he is fairly
popular with his school-fellows, Desmond is more often found in the com-
pany of his study-mates, Rake, Wibley, and Morgan—sharing Study
No. 6—than amongst the other members of the Remove.

smiled Bob., “Well, if you can serew
two quids out of Loder, Fishy, you can
have twenty-five per cent out of 1if
That's a bargam!”

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Fisher T. Fish Geis fo Work !

[SHER T. FISH chuckled and
scribbled in his book. That
Bob was pulling  his Trens-
atlantic leg he lzli-:ln*t auspect
for a moment. It was true that Loder
wac alwavs hard up, that shady prefect
having a partiality for gee-gees and
such  like. It was also true that
the Tamous Five were generous
voutlis, always ready to help a fellow
in trouble—even a prefect who backed
OO eRs,

Hacd it been Skinner, or any other
fellows than the Famous Five, Fishy
would have been suspicious—very sus
picious. But, sharp as he was, Fishy
was not suspiclous m this instance. In
hi+ keen eagerness to get clients Fish
guite fuiied to sec that Bob had chosen
his words carefully, and that he had
not stated that Loder owed them two
“guids.”

He looked up at lengih with a gleeful
rin.
¢ “I gucss i.'-:ru. galoots were soft mug-
winiepe 0 lend that pesky rotter two

quids ! he grinned. * Yew ken leave it

te this hyer guy, though. I kinder
reckon I'll soon put paid to his account!
I reckon:he won't like it ‘nosed about
that he borrowed dollars from juniors.
Nope, sirs! He'll pony up like & hird
when I start my publicity stunt! Vep!
Any more business, gents?*

“Y think that's all,” smiled Harry.

“The allfulness is terrifiel” grinned
Hurree -Bingh.

“Wanl," pgrinned Fish, cloesing his
Lock. “I guess that's enough to be
going on with, anvhow. I guess I'll
get down to business right now, and
interview Bolsover and tﬁat pesky guy
Loders. I reckon I'll show tho jays
that this child was raised in little old
Noo Yark, where they grow business
Eu:"s!ﬂl

And with that Fisher T. Fish doa.
parted brizkly. Apparently he pro-
posed to drop touting for clients and
devote a liltle time to debt-collecting—
much more serious business.

The Famous Five roarced as his brisk
footsteps died away.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Not even Bob Cherry had expected
the keen Transatlantic junior te swal.
low the bait. Yet he had, chviously,
in his keen eagetness to do "business.”

THE MaoxeET LisRany.—INo, 344,



“Daob, vou s.2™ s.oed Harry Whar-
ton at last. “ Lodes ve. . 3lp the silly
chump! You shouldn't—"

“Rot!” said Bob cheerfully. “He's
out to swindle all and sundry, and he
desorves all he gets—and more. My
hat! Wa simply must see what hap-
pens to him, me on " _

Bob hurried out of the study, and his
chums followed him quickly enough.
There was no sign of Fishy then, but
as they hurried nﬁnng a study door flew
open and o figure, seemingly all arms
and legs, flew out, striking the passage
wall opposite with a crash,

The study was Bolsover major's, and
the figure was Fisher T. Fish. Bolsover
—whose hefty boot had been the power
that had propelled Fishy from the study
—stood in the doorway and glowered
down at him. . .

“Now, clear out, you skinny swind-
ler ! he roared. “Come herc agam
with your monkey tricks and I'll make
mincemeat of you!™

=lam ! pirgr ;

The door slamnied, and Fishy, his
hair almost on end., and-his collar and
tie tl;v.cri{ﬁtad round his neck, sat up and

ﬁ L]

“0h, Jerusalem crickets !” he gasped.
“Why, I'll—I'll make potato-shavings
of the pesky galoot! I'Il—TI'll ‘make

corned beef of the rustling jay! Oh
crikey | Ow-wow!"
He scrambled to his feet; but he

made no attempt to charge back into
the study and carry out his terrific
throata.

“Hard Tlines!” said .Bob Cherry
gravely. “Any luck, Fishy?”

Fishy glared at ham. : .

“MNope!” he hissed, struggling -with
his tie. ™I guess the rustler ain't
Fnished with this guy, though. T guces
I'll make him squirm when 1 start my
rmblicity stunt! I guess I ain't let-
ling that half-dollar nosey off—not for
~ dozen boots. T guess I expected this.
[ guoss it ain't going to stop me raking
in tha dollars, theugh.” :

Fisher T. Tish limped .uwayu-kt_lﬂ
guessing. The juniors waited a bit,
and then they followed on his
trail. They were expecting _that
after hiz last unfortunate failure, Fishy
would hesitate'before tackling Loder of
the Sixth. But Fishy did net hesi-
tato. i

Fisher T. Fish was a sticker—when
he was on the trail of “dollars.”

On arriving outside Loder’s study

door the juniors found the door slightly
open, and they heard Fishy's nasal
twang from within.
. %1 guess that sort of yarn don't cut
e with  this  hyer infant, Loder.”
Fisher T. Fish was saving. “I guoss
I'm after that two guid—every time.
I reckon Wharton and his pards have
‘placed the debt in my hands to deal
with. I mean cold. business from the
word ‘Go!' ¥Wep! Jest a few!”

“You—you cheeky little rat!” came
from Loder in a strangled sort of gasp.
¥E ‘fﬂll-"}'ﬂl'l I_1____|:u. _.

“*nt it out!” snapped Fishy.
it right out! T guess vou wouldn't like
this hver infant to publish the fact
that vou've beorrowed dollars from
juniors? MNope! T guess vou'll squirm
same e¢f T Iet it out that vou'd borrowed
two guids to pay a durned gambler—
Hyer! Jest you— goo, vou quits
ter! Hyer— Yarooogh! Oh Jern-
galem! T guess—— Yoooop!”

Whack, whaek, whack, whack!

From within the study cama a sudden
series of sharp slaps like a pillow being
beaten with a stick. They were accom-
-panied by lendish velps from Fisher T.
TuE Macyer Lipnary.—No. 944,

“Cut

Fish. Bob Cherry peeped inside the
study and was vastly entertained by the
gight of Fizhy being held across the
table, whilst Loder ﬁj.id hie cane across
his nether garments,

Whacek, whack, whaeck, whack!

Apparently Fishy had banked on
Loder not daring to be high-handed
concerning the debt from fear of publi-
city, But as Loder did not owe the
debt 1t was scarcely likely he would be
afraid of publicity!

Nor was he. He laid into the squirm-
ing and howling Fisher T. Fish, and
that sharp business genivs discovered ho
had “banked ¥ on a very feeble reed,
z0 to speak. DBut Loder was tired at
last. and, throwing the cane down he
gank&d Fish to the door and hurled him
arth inte the passage. Fisher T. Fish
—for the second time that noon—can-
noned against the passage wall, and sat
down with a hearty thump on the hno-
leum.

Not darin

) to laugh, the juniors
gurgled with

mirth as Loder's door

slammed, and Fisher T. Fish sat up,

roaning and gasping weirdly. The
juniors had no sympathy whatever with
the oversha husiness man of the
Hemove. Fishy's methods of doing
business and his grasping greed did not

appeal to Harry Wharton & Co
“Hard lines. TFishy!” said Bob
Cherry., “What's happened, old chap?

What did Loder do that for?"

“ 0w ! panted Fish, “Ow-wow! I
guess I'm hurt! Ow! Oh, Jerusalem
crickets! I guess I'll make that guitter
seuirin for this! I guess I never ex-
pected this! I reckon I expected the
rotter would shy at a goy letting it out
that he'd been borrowing dellars from
juniors. Ow-wow !

. “Great pip! Has Loder been borraw-
ing from juniors?” said Beb Cherry in
surprise.

Fishy loaked up and stopped rubbing
himself abruptly.

“Eh? Look hyer, vou puyv, T puess
you were the galoots who loaned him
the deollars, and T guess you——"

“We loaned Loder moneyi” ejacula-
ted Bob. “YWhat rot! Loder owes us
no money !

Fishy gaped.

"You—vou lent him two guid, didn't
you 1 he howled, ] ghess—"

“What an i1dea!” said Bob cheerfully.
“Wa never lent Loder a guid or two
quids in our giddy lives, Fi;i'lj'.”

“But you said * almost shrieked

ishy.

“1 said that wo should never get two
quid from Loder unless you got it for
ns, and I said you could have twenty-
five per cent 1f you did managa to
serew two quid out of him, I didn't
mention that he owed us two quid,
Quite a nistake, Fizshy, old dear! Loder
doesn’t owe uz a giddy penny ¥

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Waal, I swow!"

Fishy's lean face was a study, He
glared and glared up at the laughing
untors. It dawned upon him now that

ia leg had been pulled.

“ You—you—you——"" he gasped.

*As for Bolsover's half-crown,” went
on Bobh blandly, “that was another
little mistake, Fishy. Wharton ought to

" have mentioned the fact that Balsover

paid it him back vesterday. I suppose
that was why RBolsover was waxvy—be-
cause he'd already paid it back!™
*You—you— Why, I'll—1"l1l—-"
Waords failed the business man of the
Remave then, and he jumped up in
towering wrath. He was no [lighting
man—far from it—but this was moro
than even Fisher T. Fizsh could stand.
He gave a ferociouz howl, and went for

the laughing juniors with a rush. The
]![nimlma scattered, howling with laughter,

hey did not wint Fish to catch them;
they felt that Fish had suffered encugh
for the time bheing.

Fisher T. Fizh ?:;au:] undoubtedly. He
gave up the chase, and his*face was dis-
mal as he limped back to his own study.
His early experiences as a debt-collector
had certainly nol been a success, either
financially or otherwise,

THE 51XTH CHAPTER.
Fishy is Persistent !

collector caused a great deal of

amusement in the Remove—and

in other Forms. But Fishy
recked nothing of either scorn, anger, or
ridieule on the part of his fellow juniors,
His unfortunate experiences made no
differcnce tc his programme, either. By
the end of afterncon classes—and belore,
for that matter—Fisher T. Fish was as
keen as ever he had been on his new
stunt.

"The husiness man of the Remove was
undoubtedly a sticker,

The Famous Five were dizcussing
Fishy and his activities just bpfore tea
in Btudy No. 1 when Peter Todd looked
in, a grin on his face, _

“Heard the news, you fellows?"” he
exclaimed, in & tone of great excite-
ment.

L L] Eh T.n
from the fireplace. “ What news, Toddy?
No.  Anything wrong?"

From the excited tone adopted by
Peter, anything might have happened—
anything of great import, that is.

“You'll think s0 when you've heard
the news,” grinped Toddy., * DBunter's
postal-order’s come |

“Wha-at "

“It's a fact!” sald Toddy. “I've seen
it. It's just come by the a?terﬁmn post,
Several fellows zaw him pull it out of
the envelope. It's a cold fact, you
fellows. The age of miracles isn't past,
after alll™

“Well, upon my word!"” said Bob
Cherry, *“To think that mine aged
eyes should see the day when Bunter's
postal-order came!"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“8o Bunter's been speaking the truth
all these terms when he's claimed to be
expecting one, after all!” said Bob, in
a tone of preat astonishment.  * And
it's come—come at long last! Do you
actually say yvou've seen it, Toddy?*

“Hao, ha! Yes.”

“What sort of whiskers did it wear—
ginger or pink, or beaver or mutton-
chop? It's bound to have grown some
sork alter all these years."™

“ Nobody was lucky enough to get a
real look at it—DBunter saw to that!®
grinned Peter. “QOr, rather, Fishy saw
fo it. I believe he's been haunting
Bunter all day with his debt-hunting,
and I believe he was last seen chasing
Billy and his wonderful postal-order.”

““Ha, ha, ha!"

Toddy nodded and hurried off, possibl
te spread the wonderful news high an
low. And it was wonderful news. Billy
Bunter's postal-order was quite'a famous
institution at Greyfriara. He had been
expecting it for terms, and he had hor-
rowed money from almost every follow
in the school at various times on the
strength of that expectation. But the
expected postal-arder never came.

Yet now it had come—according to

Peter Todd.
“Well, my hat!” laughed Harry
Wharton. “Faney a postal-order for

Bunter at last] What price Fishy and

THE story of IFizh’s dobut as a debt-

Harry Wharton looked round |
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his list of DBunter's debts! - 1 expect
the postal-order will be for sixpence.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!™ . )

The juniors were still laughin
the door flew open violently, an
figure dashed into the study.

t was - Billy Bunter, and hiz fat face
was red with wrath and exertion. In
one fat hand he clutched a letter.

He clozed the deor swiftly after him,
and turned an appealing but wrathy
face to the juniors.

“I say, vou fellows, lemme stay herae
for a bit!™ he panted. “That awiful
beast Fishy's after me. The rotter's
been fairly haunting me all day. Oh
dear ! He's after me now ; he thinks I've
got a postal-order, Of course, I haven't.”

“0OFf eourse not,” grinned Bob Cherry.
“1 think I'd better see what's in that
envelope, though, for all that, Billy.
You owe us a good bit, old chap, and
woe want our whack out of that postal-
order before Fishy gets his greedy paws
on it!"

Bunter jumped in great alarm, and
ghoved the envelope behind him.

“1 say, you fellows, Toddy and Fishy
and the rest of them were guite mis-
taken, vou know!"™ he gasped. * It—at
was only & bit of blus paper in the
envelopa, DBesides, it was only for a
h}hu ir

“Ha. ha, ha!"

“It's a fact, vou fellows!” pasped
Bunter, “It wasn't a postal-order at all.
In any case, what’s the good of & bob
to you fellows? I say, keep that rotter
Fishy out if he comes—— Oh crumbs!
Here the beast is now ! ;

Thera was a hasty step outside the
door, and then the door opened and
Fisher T. Fish's sharp features showed
in' the doorway. His eyes ghitered as
he sighted Billy Bunter.

“2p you're hyer, you loot ! ho
roared. I guess I'm on this; I guess
I'va got cold business with you, Buntor!
You've owed me six bobs for terms, and
1 guess I've got clients on my books
thet you owe over five quid to alto-
gether. I guess 1'm having some of it
onter that durned postal-order wyou've
E:t, you ﬂesh}' rustler! Yep! I caleu-

tec I'm having a squint at thet order
vight hver.”

And Fisher T. Fish made a rush at
Bunter, As lie did so Bob Cherry—by
accident or otherwise—placed his fool
in the way, and the business genius took
a header into the fireplace as he tripped
over it

Fisher T, Fish howled as one waving,
bony hang capght againegt the hot bars
of tho grate.

“"Yoooop! I'm durned-well burned !™
he howled. “ Oh Jerusalem ! Groooooh 17
- “(Great Scott] He's burned himself!”
gaspeil Bob Cherry. * Quick—something
old! Ah!"

Bob rnnatched wp the milk-jug, tea
being laid on the table. He poured a
gtream of milk over Fish's hand. As
Tishy was sucking his burnt knuckles
af the moment, most of the milk went
into Fish's face, and down his neck and
clothes:

“Sorry ! murmured Bob, *“You find
that cooling, though, don’t you, Fishy "

" Ha, ha, ha!"

“You pesky galoot!” roared Fish,
spluttering wildly, * Oh, you slabsided
jav: Look at my durned clobber, blow
you! I guess I'll knock -you into a
‘spuashed omelet for that—— Hyer!"

Fish leaped - for the door in a des-
perate attempt té stop Bunter, who had
scen his chance and made a bold bid
far liberty.

The two collided full in the doorway,
and struggled there, IYigh, ignoring his
damaged hand and milky face and
¢lothes, making desperate snatches at

when
a fat

punching each other.

“ Get ont, you little rotter ! ** hissed Billy Bunter furlously. He rushed at his
minor, and grasped him with the obvious intention of rushing
At that moment the door opened, and five junlors stood upon the threshold. They
were the Famous Five, and they blinked at the slght of the Bunier brothers
““ Ha, ha, ha ! ** they roared.

him from the study.

(See Chapler 8.)

the envelopo in Bunter’s fat fst. Fishy
never by any chance lost sight of the
main chance.

As they struggled thus, Bob Cherry
chuckled, and, as the }'elling Bunter
held the envelope ont at arm's length
?Ew'ajr fromr Fishy, he snatched it from
vim,

Whetlier the envelope really held a
postal-arder or not, Bob did not Lonow,
E.llt- 11{! WHE il'l. F+ ] Ili_iiﬂ}l.iﬂ'\'mlg mﬁﬂ}d. J"LI.
all events he got it, and there was a
howl from Bunter and from Fishy.

They ceased to struggle and went
after Bob with a cush. Bob dodged
round the table, laughing, and, finding
himself cornered hetween the two, he
threw the envelope across to Harry
Wharton, who was standing before the
fireplace, grinning.

Harry clutched at it, bur, unfortun-
ately he missed it, and the envelope fell
inte the fire.

It flared up, and was charred, black-
ened dust in a flash.

There was a wail from Bunter, and
a wrathful howl from Fish.

“Oh, my hat!" said Harry.

“Waal, you gol-darned mugwump!™
howled Fishy., “You slab-sided, blun-
dering jay! That's knocked the durned
bottom ont of the market, T guess!

“My postal-order!” roared Bunter
wrathfully. “ You rotten beast, Cherry !
E’uu’ﬁl have to make that good, you

rasfel”

“J thought there wasn't a postal-order
in it," grinned Bob.

“And the one that wasn't there was
only for a bob,” added Frank Nugent,
chuckling.

“¥ou awlul beasis!” wailed Bunter,
his eyes glittering behind his spectacles
with wrath and dismay. *0f course,
there was—Toddy and a lot of tha
saw it. Oh, you awful beasts! You'll
have to recommend me for it now."

*To=—to whatter?"

“Recommend " snorted Bunter furi-
ously. “I shall inzist upon recommenda-

tion, ﬁl:u beasts 1"
“What the—" gasped Harry.
“Ha, ha, ha! o means recom-

pense ! roared Bob Cherry.

“Oh! Well, we'll do that,” smiled
Harry. “ After all, it was our fault, and
Toddy says he saw the postal-order. How
Illl;f'gl was it for, Bunter? You said a

ob 7 I

“0Oh, all right, if wyou'll pay 'a]?."'
grumbled Bunter. * Yes, it was—"

He paused, ]

A sudden idea had entered the mind
of the fat vouth.

After all, nobody had scen the postal-
order—at least, not closely enough to
see the figure value on it. And who
could prove that it was for a bob or
wasn't for a bob? He could say it waa
for any amount, and nobody could say
it wasn't. -
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What a gorgeous chance !

Bunter assumed a serious look.

“Oh, all right,” he repeated, blinkin
at Harry Wharton indignantly. **I sha
ask no recommend—I mean r&mm};:pns-a
for the letter in that envelo nothing !
I'll overlook that, you fellows. After
gll, I suppose it was really an accident,
But I must insist upon you fellows
making good the value of the postal-
order, It wag for two quid.”

“What!"” yelled Bob Cherry.

“Two quid,” said Bunter calmly. “It
was from Admiral Bir Herwood Bunter
—one of my titled relations, you know.
He always sends me postal-orders for
two gquids at a time. [It's rather a
curious habit of his to send postal-orders
instead of cheques.™

“You fat fibber!"” roared Bob.

, Harry Wharton could not help laugh-

ing. :

“You silly, burbling duffer 1" he said.
“Really, Wharton,” said DBunter
“You owe me two quid between
you, you know," :

Aud the Owl of the Remove held out o
fat and uot overclean hand expectantly,
But if he expected two pounds to be
placed inte it he was doomed to be

disappointed.

coolly,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Very Fishy Indeed !

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
H blinked at Billy Bunter. They
were used to DBunter's little

waya, but this was the limit

sven for Bunter. They had not seen
the postal-order, but they knew perfectly
well that it was for & very small amount
—from long experiences of Bunter's
financial affairs, and from the fact that
Bunter himself had mentioned a “bob.”

“ Wall, you—you cheeky fat fraud!”
gasped Bob Cherry. * You—you have
the nerve to expect us to swallow that?
You said yourself it was for a bob.”

i Nothing of the kind,” said Bunter.

“ Tt couldn't have been tweo quid, in
any casa!® shricked Bob Cherry.
“There would have to be two postal-
orders to make that amount.”

“ Certainly,” eald Bunter calmly. * No
need to get excited, Cherry. You see,
there were two of them in that envelope
vou burned—two postal-orders for a
Pﬂu{lﬁil Hﬂﬂh.]:’ -

“Oh, iny hat !

i Now !:;In you understand?” asked
Bunter, “ You've already given - me
vour word to make rec-recompense,
Wharton. I trust you are not thinking
of going back on it,” added Bunter, with
dignity.  “I should hate te have to
report the matter to the authorities.
insist upon recompense being done.”™

“You fat ass ! .

Bunter waved a fat hand loftily.

“ Enough ! he said. “1I don't wish to
be hard on you fellows, But I shall
insist upon that twe quid being paid
back to me. If it suits you, T am per-
fectly willing to take it in instalments—
say at five bob a time. How's thati”

Tho Famoug Five blinked at Bunter.
Harry Wharton suddenly burst into a
laugh. Bomehow it was difficult to feel
angry with the fatuous Owl of the
Remove, Plunging a hand into his
packet, Harry drew out some silver. He

~placed a shilling on the table.

“There you are, Bunter,” he said

ﬁl‘i!l‘]]f’. “There's a bob. don’t
elieve that thumping postal-order—if
there was one at all—was for more

than a bob. If you can bring me proof
that it was for more than a bob, or that
there was more than one, I'm willing to
make it right, my fat man. But I fancy
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vou won't prove it. Now get oul, you
fat fraud!"

Bunter pocketed  the shilling
promptly ; and he was only just in time,
for Fisher T, Fish stretched out a claw-
like hand to grab it barely the next
gocond after. :

“That leaves c¢ne pound nineteen
shillings, Wharton, owing to me,"” eaid
Bunter.

“Poes 61" grinned Harry Wharton.
“1 fancy we owe you something else for
coming here delaying our tca like this—
and Fishy, too.. Let's give it them,
chaps. Boot them out ¥

“ What-ho |

#1 sav, you fellows—— Yoooop!
Stoppit, Cherry, you beast "

“Hyer! What's this game—
Yooop! Let up, you pesky galoots!
Yoooop! I guess—" i

Bunter and Fisher T. Fish leaped
frantically for the door as the Famous
Five brought their boots into play. They
climnped home on the persons of Fishy
and Bunter, and the two shady schemers
shot thmug’h the doorway like eafapults.

Some yards farther along the passage
they stopped breathless and wrathy.
The door of Btudy No. 1 slammed.

“Oh Jerusalem ! gasped Fishy, “I
guess I'm J:Tsttiru:; sore all over., I
guess— ﬁe” Hold on, Bunter, you
mugwump! I guess I've a few words
to spill on you. Yep!”

His bony hand closed on Bunter's fat
shoulder. Bunter enorted.

“Leggo, Fishy, you beast!” he
Eﬁﬂpeda- “T know what you're after—
that bob, you beast! Leggo, or I'll
shout and bring someone here.”

“T guess I'mi not after a measly bob,”
gaid IFish, his face breaking into an
admiring grin. “Gee! But I reckon
that was a real dandy scheme of yours,
Bunter. Yep! I reckon you've got
those galoots fixed jest where you want
am. guess it was a real business smp
to tell those gol-darmed critters that
postal-order was for two quids like that.
Gee! I'm on this.”

i 1" grunted Bunter.
nntL:Eaﬁ&ne- at all, you beast!
was a fact.” -

“PFact fiddlesticks!"” grinned Fishy.
“ Now jest you look right hyer, Dunter,
I reckon you aren't the guy to bring a
scaop off like this. It needs me—n real
dandy business man—every time. You
place the debt in my hands, and we'll go
fifty-fifty.” ]

“Oh, really, Fighy—"

Bunter paused.

After all, he had not really much hope
of getting two pounds out of Wharton—
far from it. It was an idea that had
occurred to him on the spur of the
moment, and he bhad carried it through
60 far for what it was worth. Cer-
tainly he had meant to try it on again.
The postal-order had been for a shilling,
as it happened; but what waz & bob?
1f Fishy could manage to wangle more
out of Wharton & Co.——

It was a chance. _

“Look here, Fishy,” said Bunter,
lowering hiz voice. *“Make your com-
mission twenty per cent, and I'm on.”

“Nix! Cut it right out,” said Fishy
promptly. “Fifty-fifty, or not at all. I
reckon I deserve that for running the
risk of a ragging every durned time I
tackle em.  Filiy-filty, or no business,

“ Tt—it's
Tt—it;

Bunter.” ‘
“h, all right!” egronted Dilly
Bunter. *You are & skinny Shylock,

e i it — i i el g iy
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Fishy ! T'm not trying the beasts again
to-night, anyhow.” ) )
Ly .fw leave it to me," grinned Fishy,
wiping the milk from his clothes with
a dingy handkerchief. “7T guess I'm
going to mosey along to get a clean-up,
and then I'm an this stunt from the
word *go. " :

With that Fisher T. Fish hurried
away, his keen features still milky, but
determined. When the business man of
the Hemove had one of his financial
schemes on hand he lost sight of past
tribulatjons, and he never looked ahead
for future oncs,

Bunter grinned after him, and then
ho rolled away to spend hiz shilling in
the tuckshop before it clogsed. ;

Meanwhile, tea was proceeding In
Study No. 1. It was a cheery meal
enough, but more than once IHarry
Wharton frowned thoughtfully, He waa
thinking of Bunter's claim. Iie could
not believe that the envelope had con-
tained more than a shilling postal.order,
yot how could they prove that if Bunter
stuck to his elaim, and reported the
matter to Mr. Quelch. It had been their
fault that the envelope was burned, and
there was no knowing how the Remove
master might take it;: He might-insist
upon Bunter showing proof that it had
contained two postal-orders for a pound
each. or he might not.

It was rather worrying,

Harry was just thinking of this when
once again the door opened, and once
again the visitor was Fisher T. Fish, the
business genius of the Remove.

“(ireat pip!” gasped " Bob Cherry.
“Blessed if it isn't that silly ass again,
chaps !" . .

The juniors stared at Fiﬁl‘;iq Well as
thoy knew how persistent Fisher T. Fish
could be, they were staggered at his
nerve in visiting them again after his
previous experiences that day.

“Hallo! Here again, you silly burb-
ling ass!” snorted Harry Wharton. * Out-
gide I

“] guess not,” said Fishy stubbornly.
“I guess I want you guys to glance over

that.” ;
As he ke Fish

lanked a sheet of
paper on the table, ﬁ: was apparently a
bill, stating that Harry Wharton and
Bob Cherry owed 1|r&illiam George
Bunter, Esquire, two pounds less one
shilling paid on account.

The juniors blinked at it. .

“1 guess that places us on a husiness-
like lL;:m:nt.ing.'." said Fisher T. Fish
briskly. “Bunter has placed the matter
in my hands to deal with, and I guess
he couldn't do better, I guess—"

“ ¥ ou—you—" -

“1 guess I ain’t standing for any rough
stuff,” warned Fishy grimly. “I guess
you guys burncd that envelope, and I
guess Bunter holds the cards—yep! Just
a few! I reckon you can't prove thero
weren't two quid in that envelope, And
if you start & rough house again I shall
advise my client to take the matter to
Quelchy. Get me " :

And Fisher T. Fish grinned triumph-
antly at the five juniors. Apparently
Fisher T. Fish considered that threat
would frighten them. He was mstaken
for not the first time that day.

“You—you howling rotter!” gas;})lm:l
Harry ﬁartﬂﬂ, l%1111:-1:4111;3' aup. * Why,
I'l jolly well bi
}"ﬂu——“ - ;

“Aw! Let up!’ said Fish, snorting.
“Cut that out. I guess I've come to
collect two Fishers—two erisp Fishers—
and I gucss that you can have your
durned shilling back.”

“Chuck the silly fool out!™ snorted
Johnny Bull, “I'm fed wvp—— )

“Hold on!” said Bob Cherry, getting
to his feet also. “Fair play, chapa

(Continwed an page IT:]

vou on the boko if



SIGNED ARTICLE BY JOHN MCINTYRE

OF BLACKBURN ROVERS—INSIDE! 18 *

Flag-Kicks and Penaities

PARS ABOUT FOOTBALL
MEN AND MATTERS.

By The Man in the Street.
THE faracus amatenr club, previously known as the King-

stonians, has decided to deop the flnal “s " from the

name. If this becomes a habit we should be referring to

Bolton Wanderer, Blackburn Rover, and the Ranger. :

In two suceessive rounds of the Cup, Beecham, the Fulham goal-

keeper, was carried off the feld shoulder-high. He still says he
prefers to walk, however.

P

Leeds United have nol done at all well since they Iost their
Wains-coat.

South Bhields have a winger whose real nome is Thirlaway, But .
they call him * Tearaway "—and he does!

There I3 always a Iot of argument as to the footballers who
ghould play for their country. But if England, of Sunderland,
lrllayu,ﬁthzn we shonld certainly be uhle to say that England is
pleased.

P,

Thiz iz how-the Cardifl Clty team was made up the other week—
five Bcots, three Eoglishmen, twp Irishmen, and one Welshman.
%nﬁt to complete the story, they were playing in the * Englizh *

up.

Swansea Town are all out for honours this season. Indeed, not
eo long ago it was stated that these * Swans ** were “craning ™
their necka to reach the Cup and the Second Division championship.

No team likes to lose the toss on a windy day. Indeed, to do

thiz may be described as a nasty blow,

I:took my sister to see her first foolball mateh the other day.
she was mightily Interested in the remarks of the watchers and
in the game, and I thought she was picking it up nicely until, in
& dull moment, she maked: “ How long has a half-back to play
before he can become a full-back?*

The class had been set to write an essay on a foothall match.
To one boy inspiration would not come. The minutes went by as
he chewed his pen. Buft when the teacher called * Time's up!’™ the
brain-wave came. “*No play, owlng to fog,™ he wrole, and handed
up his paper.

There are many peculiar names among footballers, hut surely the
Elackburn Rovers side take the bizcuit with Puddefoot and
Healless.

According to Halliday, the Bunderfand centre-forward, the vocal
encouragernent given to the footballers in Cupties helps them very
much. I am glad to have thiz azsurance from a player, as I have
sometimes suspected otherwize.

Zopthampton have appeared in the Cup Semi-Finalz five fimes
anc in the Final tie on¢e, but have never won the trophy, which
is cnough to turn these ** Baints " into * sinners.’

Goll has become a8 favourlte pastime of many of our leading i
feotballers, but this does not account for such a large proportion
boavimg what they ecall * bogey ** grounds.

When West Bromwich Albion won the championship In 1018-20,
and scored over one hundred goals, all their fve regular forwards

g

Mo. T (Mew Serfes). Vol 1.

I have monaged o secure the services of some of the finest
foolball experts in the country as confributors io our new
Supplement. _
be sure of gelting the very latest and most exclusive news,
interesting gossip, and information.—H, Wharton, Ed.

pat to double figures In the net-finding husiness. They were
cortainly chirpy © Throstles ¥ in those days.

R
it

MAGNET yreaders woho follow it regulariy can

Soccer Rules that
may “Jrip You Up!

IF THE CROSBSBAR “ BUSTS"

T jan't often that a big club’s goalposts give up the ghosk
during a match, for there is usuallr sufficient ecash in the
coffers to ensure replacements really before they become
necessary. . With small ¢lubs, however, such a3 those to which

most boys belong, & broken crossbar I8 by ne means unknown.
What, then, should be the roferee's ruling if the ball Is crashed
into the met just as the crosshbar breaks? ozt local League refs
would admit their ignorance unless they were quite familiar with
the rules. But it is laid down definitely that play must cease
Immediately the bar breaks or is displaced, but that if, at the
same time, the ball would have passed inte the net had the bar

-not “e¢rocked uwp,” a goal may be allowed.

WHAT'E THE BALL WEIGH ?

Flayers and spectatorz alike would stare at any referee who, just
prior to o game, produced a pair of scales and a tape measura
and proceeded to welgh and measure the ball! Yet he s quite
entitled to do so.

And it he finds the ball not conforming fo the rules, he may
demand 3 fresh one to be obtained.

The circumference of the ball muet not exceed twenty-elght-
inches, and must oot be less than twenty-seven.

Its weight must be from thirteen to fifteen ounces—at the com-
mencement of the game, that is, before wetness and mud do their
best to make It feel Uke a lump of lead!

DON'T TOUCH THE FLAGS.

A plaver who takes a corner-kick Is often tempted to move the
corner-lag if tha level of the ground isn’t to his liking. The rules,
howeaver, Torbid such a practice.

Corner-flags should be at least five feet in beight, and it is
recommended that ther should not have pointed tops, in case a
player runs into them.

A ball rebounding from a corner-flag—or the goalpost for that
matter—is still In play; likewise, it is still in play if it rebounds
Irom a referee or linesman, providing be iz within the touchline,

QOALE THAT ARE—NEARLY.

There are lret};mntlr aquabbles about referees” decisions when it
is nilquestrh:rn whether or no the ball passed completely over the
goal-line,

It Iz generul_lg thought that 1t is necessary only for the greater
part of 1he ball to pazs over the line to register a goal. But the
rule says that the whole of the ball must go completely over
before being out of play.

Amateur llnesmen should remember that the game role alzo
applies in coonection with the touchline.

tARE MY BOOTS 0O.K., REF?®™V

A referes would probably smile if you asked him that guestion
and offéered him your footwear for his inspection. But, according
thu;. tl;:ﬂrﬂulﬂ, & player s entitled to do 30, and the ref must answer

im, ;

Ona the other hand, the ref may force the whole of the players
to allow him to examine thoir boots!

This is because Law 11 states various restrictions in connection
with boots. :

For instance, all nailz, if any, must have thelr heads driven in
flush with the leather. Metal plates or projections on boots or
shinguards are prohibited.

Bars or atuds on the soles must not project more than -half an
‘inch, and their fasteningz alzo must be driven In flush.

Studs must-in po case be conical or pointed, but fat, round in
plan, and not more than hall an inch in diameter.

Bars likewlse must ba fiat, not less than half an inch in whdth,
and must be fastened across the bhoot, not lengthwise.
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A nutshell biography of
the famous Villa for-
ward.,

MALL need, metliinks, to introduce you
to William Walker., 'Walker, I grant
you,; s not an uncommon name, and
nelther, come fo think of it, is

William. In the world there minst he hon-
dreds of Walkers and thousands of Williams,
but to the average footer fan there iz only
ONE Willlam Walker.

This is the lad who weéars the claret and
blee of the famons Villa—the lad whom I
have often mentioned in these notes as being
I-mr.-njri the first few wizards of modern footer.
Here iz pn inside-left with an International
reputation; a flylng and a scheming crafts-
man, whose every move and every kiek on
the field hasz the workings of eubtle Soccer
brain behind 6. Here I8 Walker whose lelt
foot aslone has won meny a bright game
for the Villa—Walker, the one and only, and
firet cholce as England’s inside-left.

Here [= his hiztory.

Walker fs one of the fortunate few who
Iz deamed to have haen baorn with foothall
in his blood. Whether that is true or not
1 cannob say, but I can lestily to the fact
that Walker certainly comes of footiballing
swok, for his father, George Walker, was a
leading light in the Wolverhampton Wan-
derers team of days gone by.

Tt waz when alker senlor was at the
zenlth of hia fame that young Willinm came
Into the world. That was on Qetober 20th,
1868, in a little town called Wednesbury,
which you will ind, if yon consult yonr map,
lea equi-distant between Walsall and Wolver-
hampton, and 1s only eight or so miles re-
moved from the Villa ground. At & very
early age young William showed an enthusi-
aetic aptitude for the Soccer code, and there
was no greater worshipper of George Walker
than this, hiz destined-to-bedamons son.

Therefore, ¥ou fellows, it will come as no
eurprise to Fw to learn that a great deal
of little William's epare time wae spent at
the Wolves' ground, and, il the stories I
have heard In the neighbourhood of Wednes-
bur¥ bave any truth in them, a greéat deal
of time that was not to spare.

In those early days one imagines Willlam
as having had two ambltions—one to shine
g8 & footballer like his idolised dad: the
other—eclosely linked, vou will ohserve—to he
a ehining light in the ranks of Astom Villa
F.C, For the Villa, you must know, was
William’s favonrite team, just as, im the
other sense, George Walker was his favourite
player.

Lucky Willlam! Not often doea It fall
to our lot to have ambition so early Ernti-

. At an early age he wae the heart
and soul of the Kings Hill School team.
Leaving that and the acholastic establish-
ment to which It belonged, he joined gp in
the ranks of Hednesford, for whom he played
Eu_:ln ames before throwlng in hils lot with

rlaston.

Then came the War, and az Willlam was
too young to join up he persevered with
his favourite game, Presently then, we find
him taking & step farther towards the goal
of ambition in transferring his affection to
& clab nearer home in Wednesbury Old Park
—g ¢lub, nevertheless, which was keenly
watched by the bigger clubs round about.
E’J; his smartnesz on the fAeld of play, by
bis really prodigious scoring powers, It was
not long before some of these higger fish
began to visyalize bhim in the colours of
the clubs to which they belonged. Thus
Birmingham was keenm on him, but keener
than thay were the ¥illa,

» Yes! The Villa knew an International
In the making when they saw one, and they

WAILIKIERY

saw one, in all truth, in young Walker.
Therefore the Villa, whose motto you might
have remarked 18 " Prepared,™ began to
think about post-War footbell, and decided
that William would form o very useful unit
of that team. They =i him as an
amateur, and from then ontil the War was
over Willlam occasionally assisted them,

With the coming of peace William found
oné youthfol ambition realised—that of being
a fully fledged player on the books of his
most idolised club. At the beginning of the
season of 1019-20 he playved either at inside-
right or centre-forward for his new club,
but, not heing used to such big occasions,
was not a brilliant success, and so was rele-
gated to the reserves in order to gain e¢xperl-
ence. That was a wise move, as subsequent
eventz ehowed; for in Janoary of 1920 he
was recalled to the first lt-fl'ﬂi!‘- and given
a chaoce to ece what he could do Tn the
¥illa's Flrst Round Cuptle against Queen’s
Park Bangers.

What did he do? He secored two goals,
and later went on to help the Villa In win-
ning the Cu h; he:.t.ini; nddersfield in the
Finel at Stamford Bridge. Thos, in his
initial seasom of fArst-class  foothall, did
William achieve an honour and ambition that
Bteve Bloomer would have given almost
anything to have won.

And not only that, indeed, Ol dear, no!
Among his outstending feats in that sensom
he seored four goals In one match!

But the pnext seqzon saw England’s Inside-
left fairly laonch wponm his eareer, for in
this season he had the tremendouws hopour
of playing for his country and laying the
foundation of that Internntional career which
is surely the triumph of post-War soccer. It
wag then that he earned hls fret cap ngrinst
Ireland. What he has dope gince in the
International and representative lne Iz fully
get out In the record here appended.

I think I have fargotten to mention that,
theugh Willlam as a youngster was s0 keen
on a football career himself, his father,
having * had some,” had no soch Hluaions ;
and when Willlam left King's Hill School,
go far from being encouraged to take up
the game a8 a means of lvelihood, he was
peremptorily packed off to a nut-and-bolt
works at Darlaston with a view to learning
the ironworks trade. But Willlam was not
happy In this line. That football seams to
have been uppermost in his mind iz rather
proved by the fect that he joined Hednes-
ford Town.

Twice has he figured In Cup Finale—on the
Villa's wvictorlous occasion in 1820, and again
when they lost to Newcastle United In 1924
at Wembley. In the Iatter case it may bhe
eald, however, that Walker was undoubtedly
the finest forward on the feld.

Here iz his record :

INTERXATIONAL MATCHES,

1022.24-25,—For England v, Seotland,
1922.25 —For Engiand v, Wales,
1021-22.25-26.—For England v. Ireland.
1928, —For England v. Sweden (2).
1925.—For England v. Belgium.

1825, —For England v. France.

TwtERMATIONAL TaIiL MATCHES.

1925, —For North v. South.
1925, —For Professionals v. Amataurs,
1p21-22.25.20.—For England v. The Rest.

INtEn-LEsGUE MIATCHES.

1922-20.—=For the Foothall League v. Irish
League.

HIS weok T want $0
Blr » pereonal
grigvance

am

that 1

not sure that he still is my
friend — Harry Wharton.
He asked me to slip up
Lo to sea how
the guns were firing, Tt
Headathe oo ol s

che pow and &

result f8 that I have a
heasdache T wouldn't sell for & fiver,

I ew thought when I got to Highbary-—iwhich hﬂl
where the Arsenal play—that the guns were firing good |
and plenty. I soom overed, however, that the nolssup
was not of guna at all, bat of mrmnt&nh&rﬁ at work under- [l
nesth the stand. T are busy building new mmﬂun:{
and drill-rooms for the players. N

Having had a look round these new rooms under the ..
stand—with my fingers In my ears—I hove come to the sl
conclislon that the 1 mean to be the ** poshest "*—or Ha
should it be most ™ h "—club In the country. I dom't
suppoee any of the plavers will io anyhody else onca ma
they get properly esttied in thelr new quarters, and ik s ¢
%nite certuin that if some of the s rts of the old K

homstead doays ever poke thelr nozes Into the
new gquarters they will wish they had been
borm twenty years or 8o later,

These new rooms which they are building
at Highbury, ,  stand ma A8
representing the new gpirit of the club in
general, Toetéad of ghosts of relegoation
stalking around t.hnhfll.m there are rosy
vielong of champlonships, apd fo g the
Arsenal guna will take a bit of By
the way, the dictates of grammar will
copmpel me, right through these notea, {o

refer to the club

T HOM
THE GU

By **PA"I

(Qur Travellice €

g8 the Arsenal.
BFut tha redal
nama f& " Ar-

A, BaE

ar
that the club should alwaye i
Eﬁ first In any alphabeticat e
of foothall clubse, An |m

way, that ls the story as
]

was told to me.
rentdmber that|io

You will
when T was at Live 1
week I moticed the absence of
tobaceo fumes, and told youn il
that there were several playera of the Liverpool elub who! I
don't emoke. At Highbury they go one better, for there ke
is & rule to the effect that there must be no smoking ** on m
the premises " by the players of the Arsenal club, George b
Hardy, the trainer, sees that this rule Iz carried out, and K
what I3 equally to the polnt he

J. D, BUTLER,

Tactists What e pocachet. . s LIGHTNING
ouly allows hi tr smoke

i
once & week, and that {3 a clgar
on & Sunday afternoon. 1 &m
not to tell vou which player
it was gald that the trainer
doesn't even smoke on Bundays
vinless he has a cigar given to him,
becauze I don't belleve it.

One thing I do know, that
Hardy, who served wunder
“Bllly ™ Willlams, now the
trainer of Sunderland, sees more
with 151?5 &ve t-hﬁﬂm most n-tﬂul
808 T, ]
Arsenal frainer lost 'rieagl:sﬂﬂit of
hiz left eye while working at a
circnlar saw. 1t was this accident
which caused him to give up his

carpenter's job,

I was rather lur_h}- to cateh
the Arsenal players * at homa,"”
because two or thrée days a
week they go of somewhere for
Solfers, bt thep sl have &
golfera, bu &y & Wve

., becauge fn the view of Mr.
erbert Chapman, the new auto-
erat of the mansgerial chalr, it
is a very good way of iraining.
Hut If the Arsenal men
playviog golf it is possible that
sooner of later rome of them will
E ahle ﬂ:ﬂgmt. Eltl-!-r Bh’th.tmmfi[;lu:r

Vi i Wik 5 10

R
) everybody by
play E is m vwonder with

the " pil " on the golf course.

Y Billy ** is the character of
the team—the optimist whose
senee of humour never fails him.
What the other Avsenal plavers
would do without “Dilly ™ 1 An Impression of :al-
haven't the faintest notion, for Soottish Intern |
they are what I should call & County; by Jimmy be

FOOTER CEl
o
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TI(LE BY DAVID HALLIDAY, OF SUNDERLAND—NEXT WEEK!

~ PLAYING
ALL OVEER THE FIFLD

dour, determined Jot—
untta'!.uly not a set of
comedions,. But Billy
keeps them allve. Bome
timoe ago the oub lost to
Neweastle United by soven
goals to nothing. I E'fl*
- pressed my symps oF
Billy a&% ﬂ';n cIuE. Ehi
vou needn't worry u
that,” safd the half-back.

=1 did tibmtt.r well Ter-
gonally, and made two good passes in the course of the
1 | egume—haoth to sl

aod  Charlie Buchan s also gr;ud of & record which he has st
olse up ot Highbury—that of having plnéed in this season with
ler= [Mther and pon a8 partners, I refer to the two Rutherfords,
O L e e i s
M are a wing, and there is alwvays this
:m..dd tﬂrltl]a_:;: I.;sla\m?a;;-tharﬁnnﬁ:“ Isck Brain in their
slactk, oke at T¥s thmtgh, CONCETTEE
—or Huden. Ha s ever such a tiny fellow, frafl and ting
on't that you could blow him over. DBut Haden's Christian
nen game s Sameon |
% I8 S0 much 12 known about Jook Butherford that there is
old Btlé necessity for me to add anything. He is not a
player given to much talking, and ones when
& presentation was mode to him he confessed
that it was ever s0 much easier to score
goals than string sentences er, Htill
there are talkers on the slde, even h it
is diffieult to wnderstand soma of
I mive reserve HBobson best, and
a0 far na I am coneerned he fan go on chin-
wagring with his successor from Seotland
— By Harper—umtil the cows come home,
I have got the Idea that Harper still
thionks mather a lot about the old folls atb
home, for although
he may have foond
that ondon'a
strenta are paved
with Tresgury
notes, the
remaloe that it ia
not alwayvs eas
to eettle down sue
R long way from
aye we's native heather, But all in
jealtie  time Hml'pﬁut;'iiﬂ ba &
n; |mdoner, and il hbhm somie-
ng which made him cheer
g quite a lot. " Evervbody
hat|mea to love Lomdon in time,
last|ad the reasom why are
v of jeven. million people In the
you Bdropolis Ia because nobody ever loawves JL"™
vho! Leoving the players for a minute, we can n-:wrt?ut
pere e “ﬁ of a mose into the manager's room, What a
“on mm e has—ft for o eabinet minizter T shonld and
wge kddentally Mr., Chapman I8 regarded ns the L
and Fmister among football managers. He pulled Huddersfield

Town through with two fue-
SIEETCHES OF

ME WIT.
SUNNERS?

AL PRY.”

Jliny Correspondent.)

W.N. BLYTH.

cessive First Division champlon-
ships. When he starts talki
;'m_l Just have to listen, an

listened for so long that he
N
Wil n carpen oW
below had done.

One of the things which Is
#abkd mbout Mr. Chapman by
thoaé who know him best ia that
ha has an amazing habit of
knowlng exactly what he wanta,
and mever mests a4 moment
until he it. Poerzxibly tho
guup'ln w gay  this the

reenal manager are alluding
to the salary with which ramour
aasociatcs him,

There are s0 many stories of
how much the Arsenal manager
gete that 1 am not going to
repent &ny of them so far as
actual fgures g, but I can
BNV deﬂnﬂ:ﬂr that there Is no
manager in football to-day who

ets as much as Mr, Chapman.
HKumonr further says that ho
will recelve & niee Hittle bonms
if hiz club finkshes in the first
hall-dozen glwr:ea in the League
fable, and, believe me, the boya
nTE ﬂ! out to earn that
for thelr ** boss.™

That Mr, Chapman does get
what he wanta |8 ghown by gome
ﬁf his ea t:rfﬂ:adglh[n afka-wn—

arper, Scotland’s goa r,
for imstance. Take another
case, too, On o certain Wed-
neaday  recently  HRutherford
had to go into hoapital. On
the Thurdday morning Manager
Chapman secured the transfer
of Jaek Hulme from Blackburn
Rovers, and ha a o} for
the Arsenal on the following
Baturday.

honns

| Harrla, tha famous
Ilo':: farward of Notts

my kWl of ths Spure.

Should a good footballer
be able to fill any
position T

UAT recently there has been a lot of
discussion on the lines of good foot-

ballers being able to play In prac-

tically any position on the fleld. ‘This
seagon, perhaps more than any other in our
day, has heen a time of experiment, and
there hLave been several of these experi-
ments which have certainly come
*“tromps.” At Blackburn, for Instance, we
have seen Syd Puddefoot, coming to the
¢lub as a centre-forward, do remarkably well
at inside-right, and there have also been
other experiments in the Blackburn team.
Again, I scarcely go anywhere in Lancashire
in these days without hearing of the promise
:I:f Jﬂ:ldh 0'Donnell, the Everton man, as a
orward.

FROM FULL-BACK TO FORWARD,

It may be remembered that a year or so
ago O'Donnell was sécured by Everton from
Darlington az a full-back of much promise,
Indeed, 1 think I am right In saying that
the Evertonians paid a. fairly sobetantial
fes to secure his eervices. But now we find
0'Donpell making a name, not as a full-
back at all. but as an Inside-left. Scores of
aimilar cascs could be quoted of men who
have switched from one position to another
end done as well, if not better, in their new
position than they did in the old one. There
ate also the players who have established a
reputation for ng able to play in any
department—full-back, h;lf-bacr. and the
various forward positions,

WHAT AM 1 7

I have done a little bit In the versatility
business, a8 woe might call if, mysalf—In fact,
I might revise the following statement, and
say that I bave played In 5o many positions
gince I was at Fulham- that If vou nsked
me now what [ really am I should find it
diicult to say exactly. I could tell you
what I am not—a goalkeeper: but, then, the
goalkeeper's job iz o different, and there are
50 few of us who play in other positlons who
can make anything like a good show between
the sticks. Possibly we don't want to do
s0, but that Iz a guestion which can wall
be left Tor goalkeepers themselves to discuss,

AN ASSET TO THE CLUB.

When we get these cases of players switch-
Ing from one position to another and making
& * pood eénough * show wherever they sre
played, we get people declaring from the
bouselops that these are the real foothallers
—ithe men who are worthy of belng put on
a pedestal. It is added that the footballer
wha iz really worthy of the name—who
knows his job—should be able to pot up &

ood show |'|:|. any position. Although on the
acg of it this sounde reasonable argument,
I am not s0 sure that we ought to accepd
this without guestion. I am quile prepared
to admit that & must ba very nice for a
¢lub to have two or three versatile players
on the staff. If you have one man who can
put up a good show anywhere, then it s
comparatively safe to travel ta away matches
with twelve players only, for if any one falls
out at the last minute through sudden indie-
position, then the " able to play anywherse
footballer can Al the vacancy.

FINDING THE RIQHT PLACE.

Conslder this switching buziness (rom ona
or two other points of view, however, In
the fArst place, It does not necessarily follow
that a footballer who is switched from one

[

JOHN McINTYRE.

(The famous Blackbura Revera
player.)

A

place to another, and in the new place
mikes & sucoesa, can necessarily lay claimy
to extraordinary versatility. It may be thal
the change bas given him an opportunity
of shining In what really ought to have been
lils 'imu on Rl the time. We fpotballers
fall into positions more or less haphazard,
In our young doys we go into & junior team,
not with any deep-rooted convictions as to
the poaltion on the fleld to which our abill-
tiea are best snited, but with the prime
object of getting a game of soma sort. Thus
we play, not necessarily in our best positiom,
but in tha position which happens to be
vacank st the time.

THE CABE OF WADSWORTH.

Take the case of SBam Wadsworth as am
exampla. For years he had been a forward,
and not so lomg ago he told me that when
he was at Nelson the officlals thers had the
utmost difficulty In persuading him to have
a shot at full-back in an emergency. He
tried his luck thera In the end, and, as we
all know, Wedsworth has won fame a5 &
full-back streets ahead of anything he ever
achieved as a member of the attack. The
casg of Wadeworth—and others on similar
lines which could be mentioned—seems to
prove to me that there may be many foot-
ballers in the game to-day—just ordinary
cluly  men—who wounld become positively
brilliant if they were changed to some other
place, elther by aceldent or ﬂeﬂi&‘ﬂ, Thera
are same Toothallers, * two-footed ** men, who
are such good all-round playvers that the
can be played anywhere almoat withe
detriment to themselves or the side for which

they play.
THE DAY OF THE SPECIALIST.

I certalnly do not think, though, that we
ought to lay it down as a maxim that the
footballer ought to be able to put u? il
show In any position. Rather do I incline
to the view that this, particularly, ia the
day of the specialist, and that there are
g many things to be learnt In conmection
with every position on the fleld that life
Is too short to learn everything about several
positiona. 1 repeat that the real foothallep
will probably put up & decent show in any

sition, hut & decent show is not going quite
F:r enough: yon want a really good show,

" JACK-OF-ALL-TRADES."

While on_ this subject, let me make &
candid confession. Looking back on my
career as a-footballer, I am sometimes more
than a little bit sorry that I ever gained
any sort of reputation as a fellow who could
be put in practically mny position in am
emergency. Often in my career' have I had
the fesling that I was regarded as the
jack-of-gll-trades and & master of none, The
player who has no fixed itlom on the feld
doesn"t get Infernational caps, thoogh occa-
glonally he may he chosen as reperve Hidm.
The compensation comes, of cogree, becnose,
having a reputation for versatility, you
sometimes get Into & team in one pozition
when there Il no vacaney In another. So
to the coming lads I would say—never mind
all this talk about a Eutl footballer being
able to take on any jo Find your corner,
mul t.I,‘h“ which hest suita yowo, and stick

e
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7 TRUTH AROVT
Z/PECIAL TRAINING

Nothing Like What Most
People Think,
D'L"RI?{G the past few weeks there

hasz been no end of talk about

“special training.” We have

read about the players of this
or that big football club, getting ready
for an important Cuptie, being taken
away to some seaside resort for a
course of special preparation. Two or
three vears back it nﬁpeﬁred as though
thiz idea of taking players away from
their usual haunts prior to a big match
was dying out, but this season there
have been unmistakable signs that it is
becoming - the “fashion ” again. For
this switch back there is a very real
explanation. The new football which
has come about consequent on the altera-
tion of the off-side rule is faster than
the football of other days. It also fal-
lows that, being faster, tﬂem are greater
risks of the plavers getting that tired
fenling, and of going stale.

This staleness may not be easy 1o
axplain, but it is very simple for .any
lad ta understand, for we have all felt
it at one tune or snother either in
respect of lessons, work, or play. This
staloness i3 really the root of the good
old proverb—*“All work and no play
makes Jack & dull boy.” If you get too
many lessons, too much home-work for
the ovenings, you loze your zest for les-
sons; vour keenness and the work you
do is not so good. Exactly the same
rule applies to playing. Too much foot-
ball turnz footballers stale, and it 18
this staleness which -has to be guarded
against as far as possible in order that
the fooiballers may remain keen édnd
fresh for every match right through a
long season of eight months.

It iz to guard agaeinst this staleness
that football players mre so often taken
away to the seaside in the later months
of the season. And now, when I have
stated the reason wliv they are taken
away, you will then better be able to
appreciate the disclosures which follow
and ‘which have been put under the
title of “The Truth About Special
Training.” )

Special training as ‘anlmd to football
layers is a term which ought never to
Ee used. It isn't special training at all
in the generally accepted rendering of
the phrase. I know there are nlenty of

cople who, reading about this or that
feam going for special training, conjure
up & vision of footballers doing about
twice ax much physical jerks as wsual,
of going for many more long walks,
and of filling in every spare minute
practising with a football the tactics
which they hope to employ in the forth-
coming big match. Nothing could be
further from the fruth. nstead of
talking about special training, we ought
to talk about players being taken to the
seaside for a rest and a change of air;
for that ia what it really amounts to.

When Huddersfeld Town went to the
Cup Final of 1923, they spent zeveral
weeks at Blackpool getting ready for
the big game. But 1t is an absolute
Fact that they did not take with them n
single football, and their special train-
mng ri'l}id not consist of any ball practice
ai all.

Soute people may think this iz a mis-
tuke, but it may be taken for granted
that ihe trainers of the big football

THE MacxeET Lisrary.—No, 944,

teams know their jobs, and included
among the knowledge iz the certainty
that lafe in the football season the more
football practice iz given to footballers
the greater the risk of players suffering
from that stale feeling which I have
already described.

It is the change of air which is ex-
pected to “buck up ™ the men who are
taken away to the seaside, and the
brine bLaths which are to be found at
thesn seaside places are considered a
most valuable help both in freshenming
up fellows who are getting tired and in
keeping the limb4 in a proper state of
fitness. More and more is the game of
golf being encouraged by the managers
of the big eluba, iis game does not
take too mueh out of the players: it
provides them with an interest in their
training, and ensures them breathing
good air ag they take gentle axercige.
In a sentence, golf-clubs are now con-
sidered far more important for apecial
training purposes than a football.

There iz one other feature about this
so-called special training which should
be mentioned. As the players of a elub
are all gsthered together for their
menls. proper care can be taken that
'I.‘::lhe;r.-' have the food which serves them

est.

SCORING FROM “THE SPOT!”

Why penalty-kicks so0 often Fail to
produce goals. '

(1 NY player who has football in him
ought to be able to score a goal
every time.” That is an opinion
pretty widely held in regard to
penalty-kicks, and

should be so. A good footballer certainly

ovught to be able to beat a goalkeeper when
the latter has to stand on the line and the
kicker has the ball dead on the twelve yards
spot. In this business of scoring from the
penalty-spot, a3 In many other phases of
feotball and other things, theory and prac-
tice are rather different. It may surprise
my readers to know that in the very highest
clars of football—that is, the big Leagnes—

Lhe average of success with kicks from the

petialty-spot is rather less than two ont of

cvery three, Some are saved by the goal.
keeper, and some kicks are shot wide of
the mark.

In a BSecond Division mateh against
Chelsea a short time ago Barnsley had two
penalty-kicks, but oeither of them produced
a goal. As Barnsley eventually lost that
particular game by three goals o two, the
importance of having a successful penalty-
kicker on the side becomes obvious, Now,
why are penalty-kicks so cften missed?

In the first place, failure is wvery often

due to what can only be described as nerves.
When there are no people ahout, and
nothing hangs on & successful shot, it Is as
gnsy a3 winking to beat the best of goal-
keepers from the penalty-spot. But it s a
different proposition when & gla;rer iz called
upon to take the kick in the presence of
40,000 spectators, and when he [eels that
the result of the mateh may depend on hioe
making a successful shot.. I remember
“ Billy ** Smith, the outside.deft of Huddera.
fleld Town, telling me that he never feit so
nervons in his life as when he was called
npon to take a penalty-kick in the Cup Final
nf 1523, There are some quite well-known
and seasoned plavers who absclutely refuse
to tuke o penalty-Kick.
« In this eonnection it is & pood principle,
in all clakses of Tootball, to let a particular
player of a team ftake the penalty-kicks
until e misses one, and then io trr some-
hady else. The man who has missed iz apt
to worry, and follow up hiz fArst miss with
other failures. _

Another reason why so many penalty-kicks
are missed is because they are often tuken.
capecinlly by young players, in the wrong
way. It is a hig mistake to try to break
the net, and it is guite uonecezsary. A low,
well-placed shot from the twelve yards spob
will beat nny goalkeeper. The harder one
tries to kick the hall the greater the risk
of nof Litting it troe.

in theory it

Does Footballing Pay?

£ s. d. of Football,
By “0OLD 'UN.”

YERY year there must come to many.
lads this problem—will it pay me to
become a professional footballer? As

- I-have already pointed out in this
Supplement, there is very little chance of
4 promizsing young fodtballer going for very
long without an offer coming to him to sign
a5 a professional. And when the ofer comes
there must inevitably be associated with it
this question of whether it will be a good
thing—will it pay?

Each lad to whom the offer comes must
40lve tho problem for himself, according to
his own individual ideas and ideals. ut
there are very few who really know what
being a professional footballer really means;
20 1 propose here to show the job exactly
as it 18, painting the Fintura faithfully, and
showing you the two sides, :

0f, one thing we can be quite certain—
that, althodgh it may be possible to make |
un ordinary decent living out of football, it
15 not a sport out of which fortunes arm
made,

The utmost which it is permissible for any
foothall eclub to pay even fta very best
players ls eight pounds & week during the
laying season and six pounds o week. during
what is called the eclose keason. For the
purposes of this maximum-wage role the
playing =eazon s reckoned as thirty-nine
weeks, and the close season comprises the
other thirteen weeks. Being a bit’ hazy of
arithmetic in these days, [ am not sure that
I ought to be dogmatic on the point; but,
a8 1 reckon I, the above weekly wage
amonnts to £312 during fhe playing season
and £78 doring the close senson, or a total
of £300 a year. On top of this there is the
bonus for wine of two pounds per man and
one pound a man for draws, which means
that, on the average, every Arst-class foof.
baller gets an additional one pound per
maich.

Then there is the benefit possibility.

After serving five years with the same club
A & frst-team player & man may receive
6 benefit amounting to £630, or, In other
words, an additional £180 per year. We ¢an
cut out the share of transfer fee, because,
#0 far us English players are concerned, th
are only allowed to receive, as park of their
transfer fee, what is called accrued shave
of beoefit. To make thiz clear, suppose 'a
player has been with a elub three years, and
iz then transferréd, he is allowed to receive
£340 nz hiz share of the transfer fee.
- The above flgures will serve to show the
possibilities of Tersionul Cootball oz =
muney-earning job. Now there is the other
side of the picture. The maximum wage, as
alorementiconed, can only be paid to the men
who are recognized memberz of the first
team, and a moment’s thought will serve
to show that there are more players outaide
the Hrst teams of the big elubs than ia
thoze first teams. The reserve men probably
get four to zix pounds per week, accordin
to the financial standing of the club wit
which they are engaged. Now, it Iz obvious
that moe lad turning pro can be sure that
he is mer to get and maintain a regular
pluce io a Arst-elass gide. Even I his skill
Iz sufficiently high, there iz the risk of
injury and the possibility that he will be
kept out of the firat team by some super-
men  playing iu  his particular position,
Again, although, as we have seen, the wages
of the “star ™ are not bad, it should never
be forgotien that the average [ootballing
life of the professional is not a long one.
The rainy day when he s finished as a
footballer =oon comes.

S0 my advice to the young footballer who
retas a ehance to become o professional with
u good side is this: Weigh oup the matter.
carafully, look ot it from every side, and
if you have a job which does not take too
muech out of you phyeically, tey to combino
professional football with that job. '

(There will be anolker fopping four-page
fooler Supplement wexl week, chuma, Meon-
while, drop wme o card and Tet me know what
wou thinl of ithiz latest nddition o the
MAGNET.
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“FISHY’S
DEBT-COLLECTING
AGENCY 1"’

(Continued from page 12.)
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Right's right, after all. If Fishy wants
two fishes, he ean have them and wel-
come [” _ .

“Gee! I guess now you're talking
sense, Cherry,” grinned Fisher T. Fish,
who quite fu.ih:dg to note that Dob had
said ‘" fishes 7 and not * Fishers." *I
guess it will save trouble if you toe the
line, pards.”

“He wants two fishes,” said Bob, "and
hia shall have them. Here they are,
old aport.”

As he spoke Bob Cherry grabbed the
half-emptied tin of sardines from the
talile. Then he leaped upon the business
man of the Remove, and, ramming the
startled junior's head forward, he tIEperi
the contents of the tin down the back
of the Transatlantic junior's neck.

Fishy roared as the slimy sardines and
ail slid and trickled down his spine.

“There you are, Fishy " grinned Bob.
“There's two fishes with some more to
keep them company, and some woil for
the dinky fishes to swim in. I hopo
you're satisfed.”

i Hﬂ-, hﬂ-, ha 124 :

The Famous Five howled as Fisher T.
Tish ducked down and strove frantically
to reach the unwanted fish from down
his back. It was not an easy task.

He waltzod about the study, his fea-
tures erimson with wrath and frantic
exertion, But the sardines had gone too
far down, and he gave it up at last,

“Ow-ow! Groocooogh!” he gasped.
“Oh, jumping Christmas crackers! I
uess i'll smash you galoots to a frazzle
or this, I guess—" )
“He isn’t satisfied even now,” said

Bob. *“Yet he asked for it!1"

“1 didn't, you burbling mugwumps!™
hooted Fish. “I guess I asked for
' Fishers '—1'reasury notes—you gol-
darned rustler! I guess I asked for what
you galoots in this sleepy old country
used- to call Dradburys. 1 guess you
mistock me purposely, Cherry, you dan-
gorous critter Y

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“He's not  satisfied vet,” murmured
Cherry regretiully. I vote we give
him some jam as well, There's some
treacle, too, in the cupboard; he can
have that. Sardines, jam, and treacle
should mix well; and there's plenty of
ink on the bookcase there, and plenty
of cinders in the hearth. We must
satizsfy Fishy now so that he won't come
again. Collar him!" :

“What-ho!"

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

But Fisher T, Fish did not stay to be
“collared.” e was satislied at last. As
the juniors jumped up, he jumped for the
door and tore it open and flew for his
life. And tea procecded uneventfully in
Study MNo. 1 after that, without Fisher
T. Fizh or the sardines.

There was much hilarity in the Lower
School at Grevfriars that evening. Not
only was Fisher I'. Fish the subject of
much attention, but so were Billy Bunter
and Harry Wharton & Co. The ﬂtDl‘F of
Bunter's postal-order—or  postal-orders,
as the case might be—caused roars of
langhter, and Fisher T, Fish and Bunter
were not the only ones to be cilipeml and
chuckled at. Indeed, Skinner & Co., and
fellows like those shady juniors, who

wera always more or less “up against ™
the Famous Five, pretended to believe
Buntor's version, and they were loud in
their demands for Harry Wharton & Co.
to pay Bunter his two quid. They tried
to encourage Fishy to tackle them again,
promising to back him up if he did.

But Fisher T. Fish had had quite
cnotigh for the present, though he had
no intention of giving up lus debt-col-
lecting scheme,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Family Affair!

£i UNTER, you fat clam!”
Peter T'odd  looked rather

fixedly at Billy Bunter as he
rolled into Study No. T after
prep that evening.

Bunter's fat face was still jammy after
his visit to the tuckshop earlier on in the
evening, and just now it wore an expres-
sion of satisfaction.

Billy Bunter, in fact, was feeling quite
cheery. The spending of that shilling
had given him some satisfaction, and his
qualms regarding the burnt enwvelope
containing—as Bunter alleged—the two
pound postal-orders were guitc at rest
now, The fact that Skinner and several
other fellows chose to believe his claim
—or pretended to, which was just the
game to Bunter—had eased his mind
considerably. Indeed, =0 sympathetic
and encouraging had Skinner & Co. been
that Bunter was almost believing him-
sclf that the envelope had contained two
pastal-orders for a pound each, instead
of one postal-order for & humble
shilling.

And he was beginning to believe there
was 4 good chance of getting two pounds
out of Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry
now. B nter was far more of a fool
then a rogue, and it scarcely occurred
to him that there was anything at _all
questionable in Jus little scheme, His
only repret was that he had promised
Fisher If the proceeds if they did
materialise; though if he once got his
hands on the money himself, Billy
Bunter hadn't the faintest intention of
letting Fishy see a penny of it.

Fisher T. Fish also hadn't the faintest
intention of handing a penny of the
money over to Bunter if he got it, either.
But Bunter did not know that.

He had just been discussing the matter
with the sympathetic S8kinner & Co., who

been trying, in their efforts to stir
up troubla, to persuade him to report
the matier to Mr, Quelch.

And, although DBunter had good
reasons for not doing that, he was feel-
ing very satisfied and hopeful when he
ralled into hiz study just then.

His look of satisfaction faded a trifle

as he met Peter Toddzs grim  look,
however.
“d35 here vou are, von podgy

swindler 1" gaid Peter. * What's this rot
about Wharton and Chenry having
burnt two quids of yours, Bunter?"

“0Oh, really, Toddy!™ rombled
Bunter. *I don't see what business it is
of yvours! Go and eat coke!”

My dear old fat barrel,” said Peter
pleasantly, * I'm making it my business
to see you don't get yourself shoved in
quod. or booted from Greyfriars. ¥You
aren't as bad as Fishy, perhaps, but
that's because you're a bigger fool than
Fishy.” |

SOh, rats!  You shut up, Toddy!
Ii's like your check to shove your car in!

Yah! I think—" ;
“Chuck it, Bunter!” said Peter
patiently. “If thia gets to Quelchy's

cars there'll be an inguiry, and there'll
be trouble for someone—and I fancy that
somecone will be yon, Bunter. 1 saw

-1 want my tanner, Billy,

that postal-order, and T'm thumping sura
it was for no more than a bob, just as
I"'m sure there was only one.” Pk

“You seem to know a lot about it!"
snecred Bunter. :

“1 know a lot about Hnu. my piEpin

rinned. Toddy cheerfully. “That’'s why
f’m going to talk to you like a giddy
father now, Bunty. I'm advising you lo
chuck it, old top !

“And I advise you to mind your awn
business, Toddy,” said Buanter, with a
great deal of dignity. ** Why, a fellow
might be trying to swindle Wharton by
the way you ta]ﬁc, Check and impudence,
T ecall it! That letter contained two
][J-ustq]anrdera for a quid each; they were
rom a titled relative of mine—{General
8ir Lumsden Bunter. You can—"

Bunter was intercupted. The door
suddenly opened, and a fat form, with a
fat face like Billy Bunter's, and wearing
spectacles almost as large and round as
Billy Bunter's, entered the study.

It was young Sammy Bunter of the
Second Form—Billy's young brother.

He stood and glowered at Billy, and
Billy glowerad back at him—rather un-
casily, Toddy thought, .

o k here, Billy, you rotten thief,”

E“

snorted Bammy, “what about my
tenner " ]
“Your—your tanner!™ zaid Billy
Bunter feebly. “I—I don’t understand
you, Sammy.”
Sammy ﬂuntcr snorted.

“Vou rotten fibber!” he smiffed. “Of
conrse you do! I had a lefter from the
mater to-night. She said she had
written to you and enclosed a bob postal-
order, and that half of it was for me.
You—yon
haven't spent it, have you, you awful
;;utter?“ concluded Sammy, in sudden
Bar.

“Snent it!"” echoed Billy Bunter, with
an uneasy glance at Peter Todd. “I—

—

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Peter Todd,

“Tf you've spent it I'll make vou sit
up, you greedy beast, Billy!” hooted
Sammy.

“Lonk at his chivee and that’ll tell
you, Sammy |"” chuckled Peter Todd.

“0Oh, all right, Billy ¥ hissed Sammy,
hiz eyes glittering behind his spectacles.
“1'Il make you sit up for that!

“ Lank—laok here, Sammy!" gasped
Billy Bunter, with a still more uneasy
glance at Toddy. *f Just—just come out-
side & minute. I want to tell you some-
thing—something rather impertant.”

“URats I sniffed Sammy. “I know
jolly well what it is! I've heard how
you're trying to swizz Wharton and
Cherry aver that burnt letter. You'ra
trying to make 'em think there were two
postal-orders in it for a quid each, 1
know all about i£1"

“Shut up!” hissed Billy frantically,
T ook here, Sammy—"

“1 sha'n't shnt up!” snorted Sammy.
“Look here, Billy, make it halves if yon
get that two quid and I'll agree to k
my mouth shut, If vou den't I'll spht
and tell evervhody that letter was from
the mater, and that there was only a bols
in it. There! Is it a gol?™

And Sammy waited expectantly and
cagerly,. He seemed quite unconscions
of Petor Todd, and of the fact that ho
had given his brother hopelessly away.

But Billy was not unconseious of thal
fact. e glared at the chuckling Peter
Todd, and then he glowered at his
minor.

“(Fet out, vou little rotter I he hissed
furiously.

“8ha'n't 1M

“Won't youl" howled Billy Bunier,
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He let himself go and rushed at his
:_nmnrhqnd rasﬁd. im, with the obvious
intention of rushing him from the study.
‘Bammy promptly hacked his major's
ghin, and his major howled. T

That did it. The next moment major
and minor were scrapping ferogiously.
Therc had never been eny love lost be-
tween the Bunter brothers, and it -was
not the first time they had  sguabbled
thus by a long wav. '

Five juniors who happened to be pass-
ing just then opened the door and looked
m. They were the Famous Five, and
they blinked at sight of the Bunter
brothers punching and hacking each
other’s shins,

“Ha, ha, ha! Come in, you chaps!”
roared Peter Todd., 1 was just going
to separate the beauties.  Stop this, my
tulips ™

He grabbed Billy Bunter and hauled
him away; Harry Wharton grinned end
held the warlike Sammy back.

“What's the trouble, Toddy?' he
asked. o

“The usual trouble, only more so!”
grinned Peter. *“The dear old Bunter's
mater sent Billy a postal-order for a bob
to be divided' between the two of them.
You chaps know what "happened to it.

Anir' old how, Bammy's. heard that
Billy's trying to wangle a couple of quid
out of you chaps, and he’s threatened fo
gwe the game away if Billy deesn't go
alves." !
(13 Dh !J‘l

“Great pip!”

Bunter groaned.

- "1 say, you fellows,”  he iaspcd,

*don’t believe it! You know what an
awful fibber my minor 15! It 1sn't true
--nt% a bit of it 1™ 33

“Yah! OF course it is, and I ecan
prove it!" hooted Sammy Buuter. Ho
knew now there was no hope of shari
any plunder, and, knowing Eilly ha
spent the bob, he was determined to
make- his loving brother sit up. “Yah!
I've got the mater’s letter to prove it!"

“That's enough, Sammy ! said Harry
Wharton, not knowing whether to laugh
or angry. “It’s clear enough, and
we don't need proof, If this fat spoofer
refuses to own up and settle the matter
we'll get Quelchy to settle it. I'm fed-
up with being chipped about it.”

% Hear, hear [

“Oh dear!” groaned Billy Bunter.
He knew the gams was up now.  “Oh
dear! I sus-say, you fellows, it was only
a_joke. I mever meant to take that two
quid, of course !

“Of course not!"™ said Bob Cherry
sarcastically. “Well, 1 suggest & good
sound bumping, chaps—just 'to teach
Bunter not to play such jokes.”

“Yes, rather !’

“Collar him ” said Bob.

A 0h, really! I say, vou fellows, it
was all Fishy's fault. Why not bump
Leggo! Ow! I say—— Yooop!'

Bump ! .

Jt was the first bump, but not the last
for Billy Bunter. He descended again

and again on .tha. hard. Hoor, and he
howled each time. He was finding that
the way of the transgressor was hard—

like the floor. They lot him go at last,
and a couple of boots helped him to
leave the room in 8 hurrv. Then Bab
Cherry led his minor Sammy ot by the

oAT.
_“Well, that's that!” grinned Baob
Cherry. ""Let's go down to the Rag
now, chaps! I believe Skinher's pot

some wheeze on against Fishy. Skinner's
wheozes are always entertaining to all
but Skinner himself. Anvhow, this lets
us out ™ ;
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“And loses poor old Fishy another I'll do the rest.

olient,” grinned Frank Nugent,
“Ha, ha, ha!"

. And laughing at the thought, the
junmiors went downstairs to the Rag.
From all accounts, Harold S8kinner, the
cad of the Hemove, had a surprise in
store for the business man of the
Bemeve., Skinner was a great practical
joker, and though his jokes rarely came
off, they always PIB‘-’iide entertainment
for the onlookers—if not for Skinner
himself, '

—_—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Skinner's Wheeze !

£ ISTER ANNE. Sister Anne! Do
you see anyone coming 7
Skinner, 8tott, and Snoop
were standing at the corner of
the passage a few yards farther along
from the junior studies, when Skinner
ssked his chums the gquestion. Really,
Bkinner had no need to ask the guestion,
for he had as good a chance of seeing
anyone coming along the passage as his
chuma had,

But Bkinner was pgetting impatient.

He held a folded note in his hand, and

READ THE TOPPING
. SCHOOL YARN

“THE NIGHT
RAIDERS!”

MARTIN CLIFFORD,
in this week's sparkling
« » o 18sue of . . .
The “ Gem ” Library,

Our Wednesday Companion Paper

he seomed to be rather anxious to get
rid of it.

“Why doesn't the silly duffer come
out?” he- sniffed. “We promised to
help him to dun Wharton for that two

uid. if he'd come down to the Rag.

low Fishy 1™

1 expect the burbling ass is nursing
his aches and pains,” grioned Stott.
“3hall we—— Hallo, here he is!"

“Come on I hissed Skinner,

The door of Study No. 14 had opened,
and Skinner & Co. did not trouble to
sew who would emerge—they knew only
Fisher T. Fish happened to be in that
study at the moment,

Without looking round, Skinner &
Co. walked on.

“Here we are!” grinned Snoop, as
they were passing Mr. Prout's study
door, " “Now's your chance, Skinner.
Drrop it."

Skinner looked swiftly behind him.
He could hear Fish's foolsteps behind
them, but a turn in the passage hid the
American junior from his sight,

He dropped the note he carried on the
floor just outside Mr, 1 ;
Then he chuckled as he walked on with
Stott and Snoop.

“Think "he'll’ swallow 1t?”* grinned
Stott.

“ Like a giddy bir%’!“ smiled Skinner.
“He's & nosey bounder, and he'll read
that note and swallow it without water.

¥

Prout's door.:

l : Let's make sure
Wibley's in the Rag and then I’]l.sli'p
along to his study and collar the togs.”
“It—it's risky, Bkinner."”
“Rubbish ! sneered BSkinner, *“If
Fishy sees through the game there’s no
harm done, and I'll watch nobody else
spots me.”
Harold Skinner chuckled again.
Meanwhile Fisher T. Fish's sharp eyes
had :]pqtteﬂ the folded note, and he
picked it up at once. ‘There was.no
name on.the outside, and Fishy paused
and opened it, being a very “nosey ™
youth, as Bkinner h:ﬁ said, .
Then he jumped at what he read
thereon.

The note was brief, and to the point—
very much to the point, and it appar-
ently belonged to Mr, Prout, the master
of the Fifth.

“Dear Prout,—I regret very much to
have to draw your attention once again
to the matter of the ten pounds which has
now been outstanding for two terms.
Really, I feel T must ask you to be good
enough to repay the loan without
further delay, ss 1 am, at the moment,
in urgent need of the money.—Yours,

“ALGERXON Jawmes CArPER.”

“Great jumping crackers!™ pas
Fisher T. Fish. “Gee! Waal, I guess
that beats the band! T reckon thesa

hyer masters ain’t all they crack up to
be. Neope! Geel Wouldn't I jest like
the business of roping that hyer debt in
—jest a few! Twernty per cent on ten
pounds! Jerusalemm! I pguesz I'd
better——*

Fishy hesitated, The note had
obviously dropped from Mpr. Prout's
E;I-:ket while that august personage had

n - entering or leaving his study.
Fish's first thought was to shove it under
the master's door and clear. But on
second thoughts he put the note in his
pocket, his eves gleaming.

“Gee ! he murmured. “I guess there
ought to be & chance to do good business
if only I can work something slick
and safe. I wonder——" . ;

Fish was “still wondering when he
entered the Rag. There was an unusu-
ally big crowd of fellows there, and the
appearance of Fisher T, Fish was the
ﬂi%’f‘“‘l for a chorus of chuckles

Hallo, here's the giddy debt-
collector,” remarked Tom Brown,
“Waal, how's business, pard?™

“Tried Loder again?” asked Vernon-
Smith. '

“Or Bolsover ! queried Bulstrode.

“Ha, -ha, ha!"

“1 guess you ‘g:a.lmiﬁ- needn’'t laugh !*
snorted Fishy, “I guess I ain’t got into
my stride yet. I guess I've got a big
commission in view, you grinning
galoots, You wait!”

Fishy took out his pocket-book—
apparently to do business—and seated
himself on the end of & form. There
were four fellows seated on the form,
and as Fishy sat on it they got up as if
moved by the same sprihg.

The form tipped up abruptly, and
Fisher T, Fish sat down with a bump on
the floor.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Fishy scrambled up in great wrath.
Then he gave & wild howl as Bob Cherry -
took a running kick at his pocket-book.
Tt flew through the air, and Vernon-
Smith trapped it neatly, and sent it
whizzing back across the room.

“On the ball ' bawled Bolsaver.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

There was & rush to get a kick at
Fishy's pocket-book, and Fishy joined
the melee with a [urions wail. He
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wished be hadn't done so the next
moment. A - dozen boots which would
doubtless have been aimed at the book
were now aimed at Fishy, Fishy was no
more popular than was his debt-
collecting k, and the Removites were
gll as ready to kick him as his book.

* ¥Yarooooh " roared Fishy.
“Fooocop! Let up, you galoots! I
ueszs I'll smash you up to bits. I gpuess
'II— Yooooop !
FUEEG—"

Fishy vanished from sight in the
merry scrimmage for possession of his
precious notébook, But his voice, raised

aloft in a wail of woe and wrath, was
still heard. The hook came out of the
scrimmage at last, and as it fell at Tom
Brown's feet that junior lifted it neatly
mto the air and shot for goal—the goal
being the fire.

It was a goal. It shot into the fire,
raising & shower of sparks, and that was
the last of Fizshy's notebook.

But Fisher 1. Fish was still alive,
though from his voice he was in a par-
lous condition.

The ﬁcrimmaga broke asunder at last
when it was dizecovered that the book
was gone, and Fisher T. Fish became
visible. He was a sight. His collar was
loose, as was his tie, and he was
gmothered from head to foot with dust.

“Ow-wow |" he groaned. *I guess I'm

half-killed, you pesky rustlers! Oh,
great jumping snakes! Yow-wow! Oh,
you durned mugwomps! 1 guess I'd

gmke shavings of you one after the other
if I wasn't & wreck! T reckon—->"

Stoppit! I

Fisher T. Fish took out his
pocket-book—apparently to
do business—and seabed
himself on the end of the
form. There were four
fellows already seated on
the form, and as Fishy sat
on it they got up. The
form tipped up abruptly,
and the American junior sat
down on the floor with a
bump. (See Chapler 9.)

N ———— —————

“Ah, boys! Is Fish, of the Remove,
hero 1

It was & deep voice from the doorway.
Stott and Snoop spluttered, but the rest
of the juniors started and wheeled round
towards the door. It was open, and in
the doorway stood a figure in cap and
gown.

It was the short, stocky figure of
My, Capper, the master of the Upper
Fourth, '

Fish himself jumped as he recognized
the master. Into his mind at once
came the significant message in the
note he had picked up.

“Gee!™ he mumbled.

In a moment his troubles were for-
gotten, and he waa the keen business
man again,

“Ah, T ses you are here, Fish!”
oxclaimed Mr. Capper. “I wish to
speak to you in private, Fizh, my boy.
If vou will come outside a moment——""

“I guesa I will, =ir, right now!”
gasped Fisher T. Fish,

S
r—

|

Dusting himself down hastily, Fish
hurried to the deor, and as he did so
Mr. Capper withdrew into the passage,
which was rather dimly lit by the gas.
It had, curiously enough, been quite
bright & moment or two ago.

Mr. Capper drew the door almost to
as Fishy came out and joined him in
the passage,

“1 wish to speak with you upon a

rivate and strictly confidential matter,

ish,” =aid Mr. Capper, in a hoarse
whisper—a whisper that reached every
fellow in the Rag, however. “I have

. long known you te be a boy of unusual

business - acumen, Fish.™ -

“Yes, . sir,” said Fish, gaining con-
fidence at such Aattery. "lH guess that’s
me, sie”

“T have known it a long time, Figh,
and I have long thought of enlistin
vour aid in a very delicate matter o
private business.”

“1 guess you couldn't come to &
better joint, sir,” said Fish, beaming.

“1I am perfectly sure of that, Fish.
It has recently come to my knowledge
that you spectalise in—a—ahem '—in
debt-collecting, Fish 1"

“I guess you've hit it, sir, I guess
I'm working that businesa as a side-
line right now, sir.”

“It 13 witally necessary that this
maiter be kept a close seerot, of course,
Fish? You understand that, my bov”

“Yep! I understand that, sir. 11
be like a shut oyster, siv.”

“Yory well. I will proceed, TFish,”
said Mr. Capper, while Fishy grinned
as he thonght of the note in his pocket.
He fancied he knew what was coming.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.—No, 944,
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“There is a gentleman—a master at the
school, Fish, who owes me a rather
large sum of money—to wit, ‘ten
pounds, e has owed it me for two
torms, and it is vitally necessary for
me to get my money back., That—
ahem !—gentleman iz Mr. Prout, the
Fifth Form master !

“,‘!: guess I'm not surprised at Lhat.
8lr.

“And I am not surprised to hear yvon
say that, Fish. ¥You are undoubtedly
keen and unuswally clever.  However,
you -may possibly think it sirange that
I should entrust such a tazk to a junior
boy. But I have a very gpood reason,
It 15 this: All my efforis to got repay-
ment of the loan have failed. Mr.
Prout has ignored my notes of appeal
to  him. f must try more drastic
measnres. I muat attempt to shame
him into paying the debt. VWhen he
mecomes aware that the truth 15 known,
‘and that a junior boy has. been en-
trusted with the matter, e will be
humiliated, and he will very soon pay
the money in order to prevent the
unpleasant matter becoming  public
knowledge., You understand 77

“Yep, sir! I guess I understand,”
grinned Fish.

And he did understand. He had

g T e e e e T
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K. BIRCHEMALL, the venuerable’
peddygog who ruled St Sam's with

o red of irom, was lookimg wvery
pompuss and important. He was at

all times a diggnified and majestick per-
sunage, but never had his digenity and
majesty been go strongly-in evvidence as NOw.

Fur it was a very special occasion!

Bt. Bam's had been presented with & new
rifle-renge, the gift of Colonel Crackshott,
O.B.E., a very extiuguished governor.

The gallant colonel had writtén to the
Hesd, regretting that he would not be able
to come down to the school to open the
vange, and rekwesting that the Head himsel?
should perform this important funkshun by
firing the Arst shot. i

The Head ligd never hapdled a eifle in the
wiwole course of hiz skollastic career, which
extended over a perlod of ninety years. He
wus o trifle nervnss of the ordeal, and when
the colonel’s letter came he sent for Mr.
Lickham.

“ Lickham,' he sald, when the master of
the Fourth appeared, ¥ [ have been asked to
open thé new rifle-range by loosing off the
first  bhullet. To tell the trooth, I am
lggnerent how to proceed in such matters.
Can you enlighten me?™ .

“With plezzure, sir!” said Mr. Lickliam.
i It is slmple enuff. Al yom lave fo do §s
to take a rifle, open the what's-a-nume, put
a shot in the what-you-may-call-it, close the
what's-a-name again, sod then press tha
thingummyhob. Is that clear, sir?™

“{ear as mud!"” snapped the Head., 71
will trobble you to be more egg=plicit,
Lickham.™ .

_ The master of the Fourth described the
process all over apain, and the Head was no
wiser when be had finished. :

The time arrived for the new rifle-rouge to
be apened.

Al the 5t Sam's fellows were assembled .
nutside the range. anid there was n brethless
ezl when the Head came stalkinz on the
seett, attired in his robes of offis

Ko roll-eall was taken, or it would have
been discovered that ome fellow wa= alsent,

Jack Jolly, the hero of the Foonrth, was
the absentee. He was nol very far away,
thongh. He was actually in the rifig-range
at the far end where the farget: wereo but
e waz safely sereened from view.
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been just a trifle dubious before that
cxplanation. But he understood now.

“Yery well, Fish,” resumed Mr.
Capper with what sounded like a deep
sigh of relief, “Then I will leave the
mattor in your capable hands. But I
would prefer you not to lose =a
moment’'s tine. You need not fear
punishment at Mr. Prout’s hands. .He
will mnot wish for unpleasantness or
scandal. You will find him like a—a
cooing dove. You must not forget the
respect due to & master of this school,
however. You must be tactful and
respectiul. Dot you must be firm !

“1 guess T understand, sir. I guess
I'll get to work at once, sir.”

“Thank you, my boy—thank you! I
shall not forget, of course, your com-
mission. You can report to me later”

And with a genial nod Mr., Capper
rustled away.

“Gee!"” gasped Fish, Even now he
conld scarcely believe it was true, Yet
it must bo true. “'Waal, if that don't
run off with the chewing-gum! I guess
I'll get down to business right away.”

With that the almost dumbfounded,
but eager and excited Fishy . fairly
dashed away, heedless of his dishevelled

hﬂilgrmucll more excitement for Fisher
T. Fish when he got there,

And, in the meantime, Mr. Ca
who had gone in the opposite direc-
tion, had met with an adventure. He
was hurryving along, just as if he was
fearful of mecting anyone, when he
bumped into Mr, Queleh just emerging
from the music-room.

“Oh!" gasped Mr, Capper.

He started to push past heavily—and
rather rudely—but Mr. Quelch, with
rather a neat leap for his age, jumped
after him, and a heavy hand closed on
Mr., Capper's shoulder, whirling him
round,

“Oh crombs!” gasped Mr, Capper.

Mr. Quelch, whose attention had been
drawn, first by Mr. Capper’s rudeness
and then by the strange fact that the
Lpl[:er']?nurth master’s pointed mous-
taches were at an angle of forty-five
degrees instead of in their usual i-
tion, gave a start, and, raising his hand
guickly, he toock off Mr. Capper's
mioustaches altogether., Then he lifted
off Mr. Capper's cap, and with it came
off @ mop of slesk hair.

It revealed the vouthful features and
head of Harold Skinner of the Remove.

per,

appearance, to Mr. Prout's study. “Ah!” said Mr. Quelch. *Very
There was every likelihood of there clever—very clever indeed, Skinner!
: W W A
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JACK JOLLY’S JAPE!:

A Brethless. Eggaiting, Hare-raising Story of 5t
Sam’s, Contributed Specially by the Famous Orther
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"I will now proceed to fire the Arst shot,"
sald the Head, “*and declare the rifle-range
open !

He walked into the nmew building with a
rather uua-tfndir gate. He was mervusa and
trembling. His bony knees were fairly
lmcklﬁitﬂgﬂher-

Kot having handled a rifle in his life, the
Heuwd was natecherally a bit funky. He had
heard that some rifles had a habit of kick-
ing; Indeed, a friend of bis had had his
shclder dislokated in this 'mu{f.

Thesze thin were very disquicting to a
skollarly jentleman lize Dr, Birchemall, but
b2 did not falter. He picked up a rifle,
which was loaded for the occasion, and,
shutting his eyes and gritting his teeth, he
pressed bthe trigger,

Craek! )

Thers was a loud teport as the bullet
whizzed on its way.

The next instant the Head gave a squeak
of alarm.

At the very second that the rifle had been
fired a figger in gown and morter-board had
suddenly walked in front of the target!

“ Lickham ! eried the Head in tones of
wild horror. “ My only Aunt Jane! I—I've
shot him t .

The figger in gown and mortar-hoard had
given a sudden lurch and fallen to the foor
in a huddled heap.

For one awlful moment the Head stood as
il turmed to stope. Then he turned, and
rushed wildly out of the rille-range, nnd
churged hiz way through the solid ranks of
St. Sam's fellows. Awav lLe flew, with his”
aown fAapping bhehind him. Like Charley's
Aunt, he was atill running when he disap-
peured from the gaze of the astonished
gehool.

Stralght for his study he headed, and, on
rexching that apartment, he locked the door,
and fastened the winder, and gank into A
chalr, gasping. i {

“0Oh, what have I done?" he wailed, his
fuce white with terror. By a most gnrs*f.:lﬁ
axxident. I have slain poor Lickham! O
dear! [ shall be persecuted for this in a
plice-conrt ! It §s what they call R capital
affence—Lhongle it isn't at all eapital from
iy point of view )™

The unhappy Head rocked to and fro in
Wiz chair. &0 prate was iz greef that he
becume almost historieal.

Dusk had fallen, but he did not dare to
tiurn: on the light. He was in o etate of
fear and dread.

An hour passed. And then a powerful nock
sopnded on the door of the Head's stody,
and a powerful volce thundered :

“Isase Birchemall, 1 have come to arrest
you, in the name of the law, on a charge
of masterslaughter!*

ol 1 yelped the Head,

“ Who killed Cock Robin—I mean, who shof
poor old Lickham?®* continwed the woice,

“1 done it!" groaned the Head, ting
hiz grammer in his agitation. * But it was
a pure #@xxident—""

“Tell that to the jury!’ came the
powerful yolee mockingly. * You will swing
for this, Birchemall!™ .

" Yarooooh I

Already, in antizsipation, the Head could
feel the noose rownd his skinny neck. :

“Unlock the door, and c¢ome fourth!™
roared the volee. * Get the handeoffs rendy:
constable ! " _ "

The Head glmlwd wildly round the study
like a honted animal at bay. Then, to his
serprize, he heard a genftiing of retreating
footsteps without.

Then other footateps were heard approach.
ing, and there was a forther nock on the
door., The handle was trled, and then a
yoiee inguired ;

“ Are you there, sir?"”

The Head nearly fell out of his chair in
hiz astonnishment and releef, for the volce
was the woles of Mr. Lickham whom the
Head had left for dend! :

The door was unlocked, and the master of

" thes Fourth entered. The Head, In his joy

at zeelng Mr. Lickham alive, flung his digg-
nity to the wind: and his armz round the
Form-master’s neck.

My dear Lickham." he sobhed, ™are you
mnch hurt? Where did I hit you?™

“¥on didn't hit me. ot all, sir,* sald Mr.
Lickham, smiling as he detached himself
from the Head's embrace. “ That was a
dummy fgger which yon hit—a clockwork
representation of mysell which that young
rascal, Jolly, was manipulating!*

“ Bless my sole! But—hut the police, my
dear Lickham! They were here a moment
upy clammering outside the door!?

i Nonsense ! spid Mro Lickham, “As I
came along to your study I met Tolly and
hig friends rushing away from it. They have
Leen pulling your leg, siel™

The Head looked prim ns he selected his
most formiddable birch-rod.

“Summon a General Assembly, Lickham!"™
he commanded, © That young rascal Jolly
wil! feel fur from Jolly by the“time I have
fnlshed with himi"

And the saquel proved very

Ipanel!ul indeed
for the orther of © Jack Jollys

Japes "1
THE EXD.
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moustaches.

As ** Mr. Capper ** endeavoured to push past Mr. Quelch a heavy hand closed on his shoulder and whirled.him round.

crumbs ! ** he gasped. The Remove master gave a siarf, and, raising his hand quickly, he grabbed at ** Mr. Capper’s "

Then as he wrenched at his hat 2 mop of sleek hair came off with it, revealing the youthful features and head
of Harold Skinner of the Remove I (See Chaplerd.)

““Oh

But not quite clever enough! You did
not apparently ecount upon an  acei-
tdental collision. What does thia mas-
ruerade mean, Skinner ¥

Mr. Quelch spoke quite calmly, but
there was rather a nasty sting in his
vodee that Skinner didn't like at all

He groaned in deep hollowness of
spirit. But he did not reply. He
vouldn’t, -

“Come with me!” snapped Mr.

Quelch . .
Hareld Skirner went with him—a
truly dismal figure. .

Skinner was an exceedingly clever

youth, He was almost as d at im-
personations as was  Wibley of the
Roemove, - DBut somehow he always

seemed to ba just a little too eclever—
inst ag his practical jokes always were
jnst & little too ill-natured and some-
times cruel. Once again he had over-
reached himself. ‘Whether or no the
hapless and mispuided Fisher T. Fish
was booked for trouble, it was fairly
cortain that ITarold Skinner was.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Trouble for Two !

& UM-MY hat!”
M “Well, upon my word!”
Y Capper I

“ And—and Prouty!”
“And—and Fishy—fancy a master

enlisting Fishy's aid!™ guasped Harry
Wharton unbelievingly. * Well—well
I'ip—"

Words failed him. It had been im-
rossible to fail te hear Mr, Capper's
resonnding “whisper ” had the juniors
tried. Indeed, it had almost seemed
ns if the master had tried to make tho
Hag hear. Yet Mr. Capper was not

known to be a spiteful man—even to-
wards his fellow-masters.

It was amazing !

FProuty owed My, Capper ten quids !

And Mr. Capper had actually placed
the debits into the prasping hands of

tsher T. Fish to deal with—to collect
if he could. Fishy, of all people!

It was amazing ;: but it was scon made
clear !

“He, he, he!” cackled Stoti, 1 say,
come along and zee the fun, you chaps.
Great pip! You uha}éﬁ were blind !
Couldn't you see 1t was Bkinuner "

wi Bkiﬂ'ﬂﬂ:l‘ ln

It was a yell.

“Wes: it was Skinner, of course”
grinned Snoop. “Come on. Ie's got
himself up as Capper, of course, and
he's bamboozled that fool Fishy into
trailing old Prouty, He, he, he! Come
and see the fun ™

And Stott and Snoop raced out. They
wera followed by the rest with a rush
and a scamper of feet. Even Harry
Wharton & Co., much as they dis-
appraved of BSkinner's daring joke.
rushed out, anxious to see what would
haP{mu to Fishy.

“Well, the rotten cad !" gasped Harry
Wharton. " Fancy letting that American
rotter in for that! Why, he'll be abso-
lntely slavghtered, It's awlul 1™

“HRotten cad be blowed!" snorted
Bulstrode. * asn't Fishy been asking
for it for terms, the blessed swindling
cad? Doesn't he deserva all he's going
to get? It'll perhaps teach him not to
bring his rotten, swizzling games herec.”

“Here we are! Shush !

Tho juniors came into the passage
where Mr. Prout’s study was, and then,
they stopped short and erept up to the
door. It wae slightly ajar, and throngh
it they caught o g]iml‘.l.l:e of TFizher T.
IMish,  MHe was standing before Mv.

.Prout’s desk, and though his face was a

trifle pale, it was determined and keen
a5 mustard. _

But Mr. Prout's face was a sight for
men and little fishes. He was, at the
moment, staring with goggling eyes at
Fisher T. Fish, the business man of the
Remave.

It was fairly clear that Fishy had
already announced his business.

Mr. Prout seemed on the point of
having an apoplectic fit, and a severe
}mﬁrt attagcél:l; ; e

o & a ok ast—or,. rather,

articulate

“ Fish 1" he choked. * Wretched boy !
Impudent, insclent, brazen-faced, idiotic
dolt! How dare you--how dare you, 1
zay?  Iave you—vyou taken leave. of
vour senses?  Are vyou losing your
mental stability ¥ Is this an unheard-of,
vascally, reckless, pretence of & practical
joke, or are vou a bigger, more brain-
lesa faol than I had hitherto supposed ¥

Mr. Prout would doubtless have gone
on n that strain, but he had to pause
for broath. Mr. Prout was a rather
podgy gentleman, not in the best of con-
dition, and such o flow of words left him
gasping like a stranded fish. -

“1 guess ' hyer on strict business,
sir,” said Figher T. Fish briskly. I
guess I'm sane enough, and 1 gucss this
ain't a practical joke. Nope, sir!
guess Mr. Capper's been cute enough to
place the matter in my hands, and I
kinder reckon and caleulate that I'm
the guy to see it through. 1 guess—

" Y ou--you—you—" :

“1 dou't mean to be disrespectful,
sir,” said Fishy. “Dut I guess it’s po
good getting het up; it cuts no ice with
me, sir. 1'm after thoe dollavs, and I
rockon, as I've already varped, that you
don't want publicity on thas hyer private

‘Tie Maaxer LisRary.—No, 944,
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bit of business. Mr. Capper has lent you
ten gquids—I mean pounds—and my job
is to collect it.™

“Gegug-good gracious!  You—you
dare to suggest that Mr. Capper, a2
colleague whom I respect, has sent you
here, Fish? MNonsense! Rubbash!
Bunkum ! Balderdash! You depraved
voung rascal ! roared Mr. Prout, get-
ting most of his breath back with a rush,
“How dare you enter this room and
make such absurd and utterly wicked
statements § How dare you, I say?
Why, I will—will—will—" Mr. Prout
spluttered, and then his wind gave out
again, and he dropped back into his
char.

“1'm real sorry vou're taking it like
this hyer, sir,” said Fishy candidly. "1
guess you'll have a crowd of galools
round this door soon like a swarm of
wasps round a jam-pot! Yep! If you'd
taken it calmly now, as Mr. Capper and
me expected vou to, wa could have
talked the matter over quietly and come
to some business-like arrangement, 1
guess, ™

“Mr. Cap-Capper and you expected
me to!” repeated Mr. Prout, in a
hellow. his face red as a beetroot, and
hie voice shaking with passion. * You—
vou impudent young rascal! You dare
Lo 3ugg&3t that I owe Mr. Capper ten
pounds ! MNever in my long career as
a master have I been subjected to such
an insult.”

-I:-II EHEH ¥

" You—vyorp——=:"

“I guess vou'd better keep calm, Mr.
Prout,” suggested Fishy, glancing
round on hearing a chuckle outside the
slightly open door. “1 reckon if this
hyer matter gets publie it won't be
_!:.tu-nam:t for you, sir. Nope! I guess
H—

Er
He got no further. With & lr.-a.% that
did credit to his vears and plump e,
Mr. Prout jumped for the corner of the
room. There was a gun there, and a
couple of golf-clubs. Luckily—for Fishy
or anyone near—Mr., Prout left the gun
alone and snatched up a golf-elub,

Only then did the business man of the
Bemove scent r_la.t'ig'ﬂl:. He had been
“banking " once again on people’s fear
of publicity, and onee again it failed
hiym. : '

He made a wild leap for the door, but
somebody held it from outside—it was
Bolsover—and the next moment Mr.
Prount's hand was on his shoulder, and
Mr. Prout’s golf-club was making a
close and painful acquaintance with
Fishy's wriggling anatomy. ]

Whack, whack, whack, whack !

It was nu tervifie licking, and the
businesz genius of the Remove raised
tho echoes with the most fearful yells.
Most of the juniors oub 1n the passage
were grinning  gleefully—they were
highly entertained. Harry Wharton did
not know quite what to do.

It was certainly very hard lines on

Fishy, but—but
“but.” - Fighy was &

There was a

swindling spoofer. Again and- again he
had been bowled out in his sharp—ex-
ceedingly sharp—businesa schemes, an
again and again he had started afresh
regardless of past failores and their
painful consequences. It struck Harry
that it really wae time Fisher T. Fis

received o lasting lesson.

He was certainly getbing a lesson
now—whether it would prove to be last-
ing or not! Mr. Pront—gasping and
panting hoarsely now—broke one of the
golf-clubs, and, dragging the hapless
Mishy after him, he reached [or  the
second one. Bub just as he was start-
ing to use it, and just sz Fichy's howls
woere rising crescendo again, the group of
grinming faces round the door vanished

Tur Macser Lisrany,—No, 044,

abruptly, and next moment Mr. Quelch
npﬁem_'ed in_the doorway.
ehind Mr., Quelch was Harold
SBkinner, apprehensive and dismal, All
the actors in the  little drama—or,
rather, tragedy—were on the spot now.

HHless my soul!” ejaeylated Mr.
Quelch, “Mr. Prout! Prout! My
dear sir, pray stay your hand! One
moment, sir! That boy is the victim
of an absurd trick, 1 am convinced.
Mr. Prout!” o

Mr. Quelch raised his voice almost to
a shout. Mr. Prout heard him and saw
him then, and he ceased his labours and
threw the golf-club down. Then, pant-
ing and wheezing like a pair of old
bellows, he dropped into his ::'-'I:mr,

The hapless Fisher T. Fish collapsed

on the Hoor.
. “Ow-wow!  Ow.wow-wow-wow "' he
groancd, tears of woe rolling down his
cheeks, “0Ow! Grooooogh! Yow-wow-
wow! Oh, Jernsalem! Oh, I guess
I'm killed! I guess my spine’s smashed
and my ribze done in!™

“Bless my soul!” gasped Mr. Quelch.
“Mr, Prout, I beg of vou to explain
this—this amazing scene! [ have a
dim suspicion that this boy SBkinner, of
my Form, c¢an throw Light on this
astounding affair.” .

“Ow-wow !" groaned Fish, Hearng
Skinner's name, he looked up, and then,
as he saw the grease-paint and make-
up on Skinner's face, and the gown he
was  wearing, a great and clear light
came down upon him, as it were. * Oh,
great jumping-crackers!” he moaned.
“1 guess I've been done brown—done
to a frazale! Oh, you—you—you pesky,
gol-darned galoot, Skinner!™ .

Even the presence of the masters did
not prevent Fishy from making’ those
remarks. And as he mado them there
came & sudden explosion from outside
—an explosion of langhter,

“Ha, bha, ha!" _

“Bilence ! thundered Mr. Qualch.
“How dare vou! Mr, Prout—"

He turned again to Mr. Prout, who
{‘l_sﬂ recovered himself somewhat by this
ime,

Mr, Prout gasped.

“Mr. Quelch.,” he began hreath-
lessty,: “never in all my scholastie ex-
periance have I -bean so inanlted ! When
you hear my reason for chastising one
of your pl_lpiis vou will, T am sure,

NOW ON SALE!

A Thrilling Yarn of School Life

and Adventure, featuring Harry
Whearton & Co.

By FRANK RICHARDS.
MIND YOU READ IT!

understand, and add your righteous
indignation and anger to mine."

And with numerous, baleful glares at
the hapless Fisher T. Fish, Mr. Prout
explained. Fisher T, Fish groaned as
he proceeded, but he did not venturs
to interrupt. :

“Ah!” aaid Mr. Quelch, his brow
black as & thundercloud as Mr. Prout
wheezed to an end. “So—so that was
your purpose in impersonating  Mp.
Cﬂﬁpor Skinner? Very well—oh, very
well! You shall suffer dearly for this,
SBkinner " '

Mr. Prout looked at Skinner in be-
wildered amazement; but Mr. Quelch
very soon  enlightened him. Mr.
Queleh, to make matters still clearer,
subjected Fisher T. Fish to a deadly
cross-gxamination — to which Fish,
weary in body and soul, made no effort
to _evade the issue. Ho told of his
ambitions business programme, and he
showed the note he had found outside
Mr. Prout’s 'door., = And Mr. Prout
almost fainted when he read it.

“I think there iz no need whatever ta
bring Mr, anier upon the scene,”
said Mr. Quelch. *Come, Skinner!
You heve already told me one story,
which, according to Fish's account, is
u tissue of falsehoods. 1 demand to
know the truth here and now! You
will find it much more profitable to ex-

lain here and now than to trouble Dr.

acke to drag the truth from you under
eross-examination. Tell we " exactly
what your object was.”

Skinner trembled and told him. The
ma‘nt:{m of the Head was enough.

“1 swear I didn't realize what it
meant I he grosned, at the end. “T
only thought it would get Fishy a lick-
ing from Mr, Prout. I—T ‘never
thought it would be—be insulting Mr,
Prout at sall. That never ocenrred to
me, sir. It—it was just a joke !

‘A very heartless and criel joke,
Skinner,” said Mr. Quelch., “ Hawever,
I do not feel that, under the circum-
stances, we need worry Dr. Locke with
this—this disgraceful "affair. Do yolu
agree with me, Mr. Proat i '

Mr, Prout grunted a reply in the
affirmative, and Mr, Quelch nodded.

Thank you, Mr. Prout! Fish, you
may go. Yon have already received
your punishment: Skinner, follow me ™

And Skinner, trembling at the knees,

- followed Mr. Qualch, .

A few minutes later & loud swishing
sound, punctuated by howls. of waoe,.
were floating from the Remove master’s
sanctum.  Harold Skinner had had his
little joke. He was now paying for it!.

All Greyfriars roared over the story,
and for days afterwards it gave no end
of joy and hilarity to seniors and
nnors—excepting, . of course, to . the
juniors chiefly concerned in what to
them had been a tragedv. Perhaps, out
of the three — Skinner, TFish, and
Bunter—the latter youth came off the
best—eertainly much better than he had
deserved.

No more was heard from Fisher T,
Fish regarding the Greviriars Debt-
Collecting - Agency from that day on,
The notebook — containing - Bunter's
dabts, and no one else’'s—had hean
burnt, and Fisher T. Fish himself dis-
mully and regrotfully destroyed in like
manner the leaflets,

The business man of the Remove had
had enough, for the time being, at any

rate!

THE EXD,
(Logk eut for another of Alr
Ttickards wmuasterpicers next  weel,
entitled: %A STAR OF THE

CIRCUS ' —the firet of e splendid
serics of school and cireus yarne)
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Nod only has Flonel Speedlow sworn {o vuln Langsdale football, Dbut he has swwarn to pull dewen

his popular cousin. He finds however, he has bitfen off mare than he can chew despite’ fhe cunning way Mo
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ANDERERS

A Powerful New Football and Detective Story, featuring Ferrers Locke, the private

investigator,

The Arrest !
II'{EPEC-’I"DR TOWLEY noticed that

start, and was to recall it at a
later date. But Speedlow broke
into his reflections abruptly.

“Good heavens, man!"” he ejaculated.
“ There's over a thousand pounds in the
club safe ™

It was Inspector Towley's turn to lock
surprised.

“Then you've said good-bye to it,
gir,” he remarked grimly. “And, if I
might say so, it was asking for trouble
to leave such a large amount lying
about. But the safe’s been cleaned out,
you can take my word.™

SBpeedlow’s late animosity towards his
cousin seemed to have evaporated
entirely in the face of thizs calamity.
He turned towards him.

“You hear that, consin? he said
hoatsely. “What a fool I waa to leave
that money there! What shall I do?™

“Heaven slone knows!™ said Curly,
staggered at the amount of money that
had been rifled from the safe. “There's
Ferrers Locke—" he added, as a
brilhant afterthought,

“Ah, Ferrers Locke!" muttered
Spredlow, and  his  eyes  glittered
crafiily. "“"But we musin't forget

Iuspector Towley, If
me I'm sure it is he "

“You are very good, sir,” smiled the
inspector, who had bristled at onee at
the mention of Ferrers Locke's name.
“I think I shall be able to do all that
is necessary without any interference
from private detectives”

He laid stress on the word “private ™
for the especial benehit of Curly Taylor,
and the voungster knew that he had
fallen fnto the bad graces of the police
aflicial in his enthusiasm to suggest a
likely course of actiom. Not that that
worried him—at the time,

“1 suggest, =ir, that you proceed to
- pxamine the state of the premises with-
out delay,” zaid the inspector. " The
robbery was only discovered by chance
half an hour ago. One of my constables
saw a light burning in one of the rooms,
gnd he thought it strange. Bo he left
his beat to mvestigate, and found that
an entrance had heen forced at the rear
of the premises™

“I will come at onee,” zaid Speedlow,
all anxiety, apperenily, to hasten to the

anyone can help

and his clever boy assistant,

scene of the outrage. ‘“Perhaps you will
Eom]e with me?” he added, turning to
urly.

“Like a shot!"” came the responze; for
in face of this calamity young Taylor's
personal feelings towards his cousin were
submerged.

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

After the death of MARCHANT TAYLOR,
Tounder. and managing - director of the
Langsdale Wanderers, FERKRERS LOCKE,
the -world-fanous criminal investigator, s
called in by the Home Secrelary to rift the
peenhar  evidence relative to  Marchant
Taylor's end, which feems to indicate the
mysterious affair as being the work of a
gezret gociely. :

Locke arrives in Langadale fto find that,
after a deal of legal argument, the entire
fortune of Marchant Taylor haz been left
to LIONEL SPEENDLOW, hiz eldest nephew,
while CURLY TAYLOR, Speediow’s eighteens
year-old cousin, is allowed ten pounds a
week, on the understanding that he con-
tinwes to play for the Langsdale Wanderers.

In hiz new rele of nanaging-direcior,
Speedlow maker o hash of things, jor he
knows next lo nolthing about jootball,

In a burst of afiiej‘uil rage Speedlow deter-
minea to hit ai the Lengedale folk by rain-
ing their favourite footer elub,. Hiz nature
18 g0 perverse that he glories in Lhis lask
of destrpction, allhough & means a logs of
thousands of pounds lo kim. Then, tohen
the team has already been ret on a down-
hill courge, Speediow intercepts a message
intended for Curly, which states that
anether will-=leasing the entire Tortune of
ol Taylor to the younger neéphéw, Curly—
wil be found in & volume, entitled
f Nieholog Nickleby.”” The message iz thrown
into the fire, but part of it is relrieved
bn Ferrers Locke, who has reason to be in
the house,

Meantime, Speediow commences a hurried
search of the Nbrary., The book, hotsever,
it not {o be found, Wilh Curly and Jack
Drake, Ferrera Locke succeeds in véconatruck-
ing the tmporiand meessage, bul, despile all
their efforts thereafter. the bhook alleged o
contain the new will iz not to be found.
Specdlow beging In think the whole thing a
hoax; all the sanie for that, he decidez 1o
get Curly put oul of the way, and at once
setz hiz cunning brafn to weork to achieve
hiz roscally purpose. Az a beginning, three
crackamen are tmporied fnto Lthe Wanderers
team. Some tivee later, after a kealed alter-
cation between the ¢ousing, Inzpeclor Towley,
the local police-inspector, visite the Rookery.
He bears startling news. for he declares that
the offices of the Wanderers have been
broken inte, and thet the safe hag been
riffed ! This sudden news stariles Curly,

(Now read on.)

Jack Drake.

In company with the inspecior, the
counsinag left the Rookery and speeded
towards the eclub’s offices in Speedlow’s
car.

It wag as the inspector had said. The
safe was open—Ileft in just the same state
as the constable had first discovered it.
On the floor before it was a scattered
pile of papers, contracts, etc., of no
intrinsic value. But of the thousand
pounds there was no sign.

“Gone!" ejaculeted Speedlow in dis-
may.

“¥ou are certain that the money was
there ¥ asked the inspector. “I mean,
you haven't banked it and forgoiten all’
about it "

“It was there,” broke in Curly Taylor.
“I remembor telling my cousin only yes-
terday that it was unwize to leave such
a large amount lying about.”

"That i3 so,” admitted Speedlow ruo-
fully. Then .he forced a laugh,
“Never mind, inspector. It's my own
look-gut. I 5im'n't. be guilty of such an
indiscretion again. Lot it go at that.”

The inspector was about to make a
reply, but at that moment a plain-clothes
man who had been despatched into
another room, beckoned his superior
officer from the doorway.

Inspector Towley excused himself, and
strode over to his subordinate.

A few muttered words passed between
them, ang something changed hands,
When the inspector returned there was
a peculiar giint in his eyes that Curly
Taylor didn’t fail to observe. :

But Speedlow now seemed to have got
over the shock of his loss, for, with a
light laugh, he intimated that he was
going to return to the Rookery.

“ Ahem !” began the inspector, and his
face roddened as he gazed at Curly
Tavlor. *One of my officers has picked
up something from the floor of this room
W ii::lh might throw some light on the
cose 12

“It won't throw the thousand back,
I'll be bound,” langhed Speedlow,

“1 wouldn’t go so far as to say that
it wounldn't ¢lo that,” returned the officer,
with & meaning there was no denying,

Speedlow and Curly were interested,
the latter more so than his comsin.

“What is it ¥ he asked eagerly.

“For answer, Inspector Towley hald
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up a key-ring, at sight of which Curly
Taylor blushed to the roots of his hair.

“Why, that's mine!” he exclaimed,
“Where——"

“Yours!" cjaculated Speedlow. “ And
— " He took a step nearer and

lanced at a fairly large key on the

unch, “Why, that's the key of the
safc ! L

For guite two minutes the trio stared
at each other in stupefied silence; or,
rather, Eglaedluw and
hard at Curly Taylor,
in the cireumstances, Curly began to
erimson. His head was in a whirl. He
recognised ths key-ring as his own,
I'here was no question about that. DBuft
how came it to be found in that room?
And how was it that the key of the sale
was attached to it? For Curly had never
posseszed the key!

“T'm afraid, Mr. Taylor, I shall have
to do my duty,” sald the inspector
bluntly.

“What do yvou mean?” Aashed Curly,
a sickening feeling gnawing at hiz heart.

“8imply this, that a robbery has
ocenrred—that what little evidence we
liold seems to implicate you. Therefore
I must now warn you that anything you
say may be taken down in evidence and
uzed against you.” .

“Tnt this is outrageous!” exclaimed
Curly hotly. “SBecandalous! You know
az well as I do, mspector, that 1 am
innocent [

“I know innoeence only when the
maFistmte and the jury declare 1t,"
replied the officer gruﬂiy.

‘But you, cousin Lionel—" began
Curly, and he stopped as he saw the
wengeful light in his cousin’s eyes.

“Y¥ou must not appeal to me,” said
Bpeedlow., “I'm sorry—deuced sorry!
But this pfficer has his duty to do. I
I must say that appearances look pretty
black——"

“You hound!” roarved Curly, now

beside himself with rage at the injustice
of it all and his cousin's two-faced atki-
tude, “I sea it now,
mentioned about this meney a little
while age. You confounded hypocrite !
;'Yqu cunmng worm! But I'm not proved
guilty yet.  Thank heavens, I've a friend
in Ferrers Locke! He'll ferret this thing
out to the bottorn!”
“¥ou will ba allowed to communicate
with your PForrers Locke when the
charge has been entered at tho station,”
said the inspector dryly., “I must ask
wvou to come along with me now.”

“I'll come fast encugh!” retorted
Curly Tayvlor warmly.

Tn a-silent body the trio moved door-
wards. Speedlow's car again camo into
requisition, and within ten minutes they

As was natural

were in the charge-room of the local
pelice-station.
The station-sergeant entered the

charge. Particulars of Curly’s age, resi-
dence, and sundry other seemingly un-
necezsary details were  extracted from

humi. He asked for bail, but this Speed-
low opposed, and Curly's request was
over-ruled.  Then, his face showing

the steain this grave charge had made
upon him, the young centre-forward of
thﬁ Wanderera was taken below to the
aalls,

Meantime Speedlow and the inspee-
tor. accompanied by another plain-
clothes man, made. all haste to return
to the Rookery to scarch Curly's belong-
ings. His room was at the top of the
house. and the inspector found the door
locked.

“Daocs he usually lock his door? ha
grunted,

“It was his habit,” sneered Speedlow.
“Perhaps he judged others by him-
pelf.”

Tae Macxer Liprary,—No. 944.

& inspector stared’ f

I see why you -

The door.was opened eventually by
one of the kevs found on the incrimi-
nating kev-ring.

nee inside lgurl:."s room the inspector
and his colleagues began a thorough
search for any sign of the missing
money. .

“I take it that it was done up mn
bags?" said the officer.

"Exactly,” replied Speedlow from the
doorway. * The silver was done up in
ve-pound  bags, and coppers were
done up in one-pound bags.™

“Then our young friend would have
needed s pantechnicon to take the loot
wway " grunted Inspector Towley.

“I expect he did use a vehicle of some
sort,” was Speedlow’s reply.

The search went on for another fve
minutes, and then Inspector Towley let
out an ejaculation of triumph.

He had left the chimney till last, but
its interior proved to contain on a
ledge, 2ot up at & height of about two
umf a half feet from the commence-
ment of the chimney, three heavy bags.
These the inspector, by dint of much
stretching, managed to get a grip of.
h_'I‘ha plain-clothes man took them from

i,

“Ah1” exclaimned Speedlow, his eyes
glinting. " Those are the bags all
right. See they are marked—Z£5 worth
of silvor.™

“Wea've pot all the evidence we need,
I fancy,” rvemarked the inspector com-
placently,

“More than enocugh!” commented the
plain-clothes man.

“This really is a shock to me™ said
Apeodlow as the lice-officers vacated
the room, Towley locking the door after
him. “I was only joking with cousin
Richard this morning when he men-
tioned that some of my money would
some day perhaps go to him." _

“(Oh, he said that, did he?” remarked
the inspoctor, jotting down the state-
ment in his notebeok. "I suppoza yvou
have no one to witness that?"

“ Ac a matter of fact, there were two
witnesses beside mysell.,” replied Speed-
low thoughtfully. “Turville, the ser-
vant whom I sacked this morning, and
Tlh-:-mr:s::-n, the man I've engagoed in his

ace.”

“Then the case is complete,” mut-
tered the police official, snapping his
notehook shut with & gesture of satis-
faction. A good merning's work, sir,
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You'll be present at the court to-
morrow? I cxpect the casze will be re-
manded for the next nssizes.”

“I shall be there,” said Speedlow,
with more finality than was necessary.,
“Good-day, inspeetor, and many
thanks1*

He watched the police-oflicers stride
down the drive, watched them until
they were out of sight. Then he
chuckled :
~ “8Bo, cousin Richard, you've fallen
into the net at last., I said a dose of

ison would do you good. We'll ses
ww you like it."”

And, greatly smitten with hiz own
cleverness, Lionel Speedlow poured him-
self out o gencrous measure of refresh-
ment from the decanter in the dining-
roont, and drained it at a gulp.’ That
he might be rejoicing too soon never
ccourred to him.  Speedlow never could
see very much bevond hiz nose, and the
same could be said of the inspector who
at that precise moment was also re-
joicing in the fact that he had handled
a very difficult case in & manner that
rﬂﬁmt&d considerable eredit upon him-
solf.

There was a shock in store for both
of them'!

e ————

Drake Hits the Trail !

AD news spreads like wildfire, and
barely had it become known to
the folk of Langsdale that
Speedlow had hought out the

other directors of the Wanderers F.C.,
when atop of if, bursting like a bomhb-
shell, leaked the news of Curly Taylor's
arrest.

Langsdale was geething with excite-
ment and anger,

In each ealamity Lional Speedlow,
the wrecker of Langsdala fmt[!))ea.ll, as
he had come to be known, had played
some -park.

The two topica of the day were the
buying-out of the old directors and the

-arrest of the Wanderers' centre-forward,

But the former topic was submerged
in the gencral interest and outery the
latter topte gave rise to. For not a
man, woman, or child in the whale of
the town—with the possible exceptions of
Speedlow ™ and  his  police riends—
thought Curly Taylor guilty of the
charge preferred agsginst him. :

Old Silas Chisholm forgot his own
troubles when he learned of the plight
his favourite was in, and hastened at
onca to the police-station. But someone
was before him, and that was Ferrers
Locke,

The great detective had heen sum-
moned by Curly Tarlor without delay.
Into Locke's ears the vyoungster had
poured out his trouble.

“My dear fellow, don't worry,” said
the detective, when Curly had con-
cluded. "“There are zo many weak-

nesses in the prosscution that Plll: Wager
to make them sorry they ever brought
the case. The case will be remanded
to-morrow—if it getz as far as that—
there's not the slightest doubt, but I
undertake to promise you bail.”
hat was a relief to Curly. He hated
his present environment, as what man
wouldn't in the circumstances? He had
hardly been able to keep a grip on him-
self, =0 helpless did his position seem
with that unpleasant, dreary bhack-
ground of stone walls, clanking keys.
and the m,guiar. monofonous tread of
the warder's feet outside the cell
But now that Ferrers Locke was thero
confidence, hope, and faith in his own
innneenee had  revived. He was
allowed, too, to send out for decent
food, which comforted him after a
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| Inspector Towley held

up a bunch of keys at :Sght.nf which Curly Taylor blushed a deep crimson. ** Why, those are mine [ » -
he exciaimed. ** And that’s the key of the safe ! ** said Speedlow ominously.

limapse of the frupi'ui lunch provided by
glm- police authorities.

And the great detective, before he
had departed, had assured Curly that he
would seo the thing through to the
bitter cnd.

Far from being despondent mnow,
Curly Taylor nctmﬁ!y filled in the time
with humming some popular dence
music to himself—a circumstanca that
surprised the warder on duty outside in
view of the prisoner's ecarlier de-
INEa i,

Meantime, Ferrers Locke was busy.
Briefly ho outlined the case to Drake.
That youth nearly jumped clear of the
flaor when he heard tho facts of the
malter,

“The scoundrel!™ he cxelaimed.
“ Speedlow’s at the hollom of this, with-
out a doubl.”

“Well, 'm not in the habit of con-
vicling & man in my own mind before T
have sifted the evideuce thoroughly,”
replied Ferrers Locke. “But in this
cage, my lad, I think you are right."

.Thereupon he fell to, to making his
planz, which neccssitated Drake running
for his cep snd coat {orthwith.

“Your job is easy to decide wpon,”
remarked the sleuih, with a smile,
“ Apparently a thovsand pounds was
lifted from the club offices—"'

“If it was gate money,” lLroke in
Drake gquickly, it would be in silver
and copper.”

1] Emttlyr”

“Which means that a couveyance of
some sort would be needed to cart the
stuff away,” conlinued Drake. “ Why.
there would be over a hundred bags of
the stuff,” he added.

“A regular woving job!” chuckled
Loacke grimly. “That's where our
friend Hpeedfuw has tumbled down. On
the face of it, it is only recasonable to
surmise that two or more men would be
needed to lift a haul like that.”™

“That's what T think, guv'nor.”

“Good; then get busy and see if voun
can find oui how that stuff was shifted,
Doubtless won will lind wheel-tracks of
gome #ort in ihe lane ab the back of

the club's premises, for that's where our
burglar friends worked from, I feel con=-
fident, ' Follow them, you understand;
they might or they might not lead to
something. It rained last night, so any
tracks in that region would still be dis-
cernible.™

“Right-ho, guv'nor!”

Drake was outside the hotel in a
couple of minutes. In five more he was
at the rear of the Wanderers' premises
in Watcombe Lane. There, sure enough,
he spoited deep tyre-tracks, that were,
by reason of a patch that occurred at
regular intervals in them, easily followed
and easily distinguishable from the car-
tracks left by Bpeedlow's two-seater,

But Drake's task was & long one if
not a difficult one, and two hours later
found him in the vicinity of Begelbamp-
stead—a suburb of Langsdale two or
three miles away. There the trail ended,
for the tracks emerged on to a first-
class road, where there was no mud to
record their progress.

“This is a go!” multered Drake,
senatching his head. "1 wonder—"
He broke off as he sighted three figures
coming towards him. He recognised
them as the newcomers to Langsdale
football, Messra. Jaggers, Spindle, and
Bowsley.

They were in possession of some huge
joke it seemed, {or their remarks, or
part of them, reached Drake's ears.

“HEasy !" chudkled Spindle, taking no
groat notice of the lad at the side of the
road. *0Old Marlow iz a elever nut *o
find vs & crib like ihat, Xey and all,
mrark you ! i ,

Drake jumped as he heard
words,

For Ferrers Locke's assistant had an
imaginative mind, and he wag makin
capital of them the moment they passe
into Lis head. It was the word “erib ™
that scemed fo loom out from that
remark. coupled with “key” and the
mama ‘" Marlow.” For, wracking his
brains 1o discover where hie had come
across that name befove, Drake immedi-
ately pictured a paragrapl in hiz chiel’s

those

e e )

crime-book which stated that the big.
gest receiver in the metropolis was a
‘gentleman rejoicing in the name of Mar-
ow. It added, too, that he was always
clever enough to elude the clutches of
the police.

Another glimpse at the trio as the
passed on c?ﬂwn the road drew Drake's
attention to the fact that their pockets
were bulging in an extraordinary
mannmnar,

“Jovel This is getting warmer, with
a vengéance |” muttered Drake. *It's a
chance shot, but I'm going to try it.
-How do these people know anythin
about the key? 'That part of the evi-
dence is known only to the police and
,a few intimates of young Curly.
w!]lg' are they talking about the cribi™

rake's yonthful deductions were,
perhaps, none too logical, ‘but his in-
stincts provided his logic as a rule. He
decided to follow the happy trio. Tak-
ing up a position about a hundred vards
to their rear, he began to trail them—
an easy task in view of the open coun-
try. But after he had progressed in
this fashion for half an hour, he saw the
nocessity of lessening the gap between
him and his quarry, for there were now
soveral lengthy twists in the road that
hid them from view for too long a period
at a stretech.

It was while he endeavoured to make
up a hittle of this ground that.he heard
a sudden step behind him. He wheeled
sharply, just in time to see & form hurtle
from the hedge at the side of the road—
just 1n time to ses an upraised stick.

Instinctively Drake's arm came up to
ward off the impending blow, but he was
& split second too late.

Thud ! :

The stick crashed home with stunning
force, and Drake collapsed like a felled
ox, without even a moan. OQver him
stood Spindle, one of the newcomers to
the Wanderers, ;

“I was right,” he wmultered. |
thought the young whelp was shadowing
18, Strike me ”—he knelt over the
fallen youngster—''but it looks to nig
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like that accursed puppy of an assistant
who works for Ferfers Lodke [V

The more Spindle looked at that
white faco, the stronger became his con-
viction, till at last, with a muttered 1m-
precation, he took to his heels and re-
joined his comrades, who were eighty
yards or so farther along the lane. To
them he explained his suspicions, and
three faces at once hecame grave. More
than that, they took on furtive expres-
sions that ill-befitted the character of
the professional footballer.

Next minute they were speeding to-
wards Langsdale as fazt as their legs
could carry them.

- - - ] w

How long Jack Drake lay in the road-
way he had no idea, for on coming-to
he found himself in bed. Around ﬁ;m
were several other beds, from which
occasionally moved the figures of white-
clad nurses.

“Good Lor' " muttered Drake, tryin
to zit up, and finding the effort too muc
for him., *“This 1z a hospital! Whera
the deuce am 17"

A murse moved over to his bedside and
gently but firmly moved him back into
a comfortable position.

“Take it easy, sonny,” came a kindly
voice, “You're in good hands.  You
were found lving unconseious in the
roadway, and brought here by a motor-
ist who all but ran over you.'

“ But—but,” stuttered Drake wearily,
for his head was throbbing, “ where 18
this place—what's the name of 11"

“'I']]'te Langsdale Cottage Hospital”
was the reply.

“Tangsdale—good !” muttered Drake.
“1' be %Ethmg up soon.” )

“You'll do nothing of the kind !** said
the nurse frmly. *“You are suffering
from concussion. Come, come!” she
added, as Drake was about to remon-
gtrate. “I must ask you to make as
Jittle fues as possible, for there 13 a
very serious cate in the next bed. That
particular patient must have sleep. The

or man was in that terrible accident

the south:bound express from Bar-
mingham. They've sent him here be-
cause the only word that he has uttered
’tdh?t might help to identify him is Langs-

.a E’.. LB

“Paor devil 1M hmli:am?d :Er%!-:a, tak-
ing & P at the bandaged figure in
the bed Euining his.

There seemed nnthm%' ab that moment
¢o warrant anything of any importance
oonnected with the case of the Langs-
dale Wanderers being sprung from that
chance introduction to the man who had
travelled from Birmingham. And yet
. there was a startling development in
store, so startling that it was to make
history the world would gossip over for
many a day to come.

But of that, naturally, Drake had not
a thought, as he turned in his bed and
sought the sleep that claimed him,

Yengeance !

& the two-thurty train to London,

began to draw clear of the plat-

form at Langsdale, there was a

sudden commotion near the

ticket-barrier. The official on duty there

was suddenly pushed on one side as

three stalwart men, each carrying &

largg suitease, dashed past him and tried
to board the moving train,

“Btand clear ™

~ The guard velled the command at the

top of his voice, but the late arrivals

gook no notice of him. The foremost of

the teio grabbed the deoor-handle of a
compartment and scrambled in. Alter
hine piled his companions.

I'he train gathered speed, and within
a minute had drawn ciear of Langedale
East.

* Lor', that was a narrow shave!”

The tallest member of the thres late
arrivals mopped his forchead with a
handkerchief and grinned at his
colleagues.

“ Another second and we should have
mizsad it,” he added.

The other two nodded,

The trio owned to the names of
Spindle, Jaggers, and Bowsley respec.
tively—the three latest additions to the
Langsdale Wanderers. Since their
meeting with Jack Drake the rascally
trio bad decided to shake the dust of
T.angsdale from their feet while the
zoing was good. They had accordingly
paid a flying visit to an empty house in
Bogelhampstead, coming from which
place Jack Drake had surprised them a
short time since, loaded with something
that made their suitcases bulge.
Followed a hasty consultation of the
time-table, and a frantic dash to catch
the two-thirty to London.

One or two people they had passed
on the way, recognising them, wondered
what business it was that demanded such
haste, for were not Spindle, Jaggers, and
Bowsley members of the Langsdale
Wanderers ?

They were—or, rather, they had been
prior to catching the two-thirty! And
werg, which was of more account, three
of the most daring cracksmen the
English police had ever had to cope with,
Al the samo for that their exteriors
bore a deceiving air of respectability.

% 24 this is the end of our turn as pro
foothallers,” grunted Jaggers, at length,
pulling away strenuously at an obstonate
pipe. “One erib cracked, and us nearly
pinched into the bargain.”

“ Jolly glad, too!” exclaimed Jerry
Spindle, with & grimace. * Give me kiss
in the ring, every time. Football's too
busy a game." ] )

“Tio you think we're wise in beating
it like this, you guys!"” came the guery
from Bowsley, who sat hunched up in
tha corner of the carriage. )

“PDunno  about wise!” exclaimed
Spindle. “But I'm not exactly pining
to moct Mr. Blessed Ferrers Locke. ¥ou
can bet your life he's not far off if his
hrat of an assistant is hanging around,”

“Fomething in that, Jerry,’” said
Jaggers shrewdly, * Why, we should be
in the dock inside a couple of days if
we tried to crack any more cribs at
Langsdale. Marlow was a blind fool to
send us to Langsdale.” )

“He was that,” growled Spindle.
“ And there was I mapping out such &
lovely plan of campaign, too. I'd
booked the parson’s house, boys. Lots
of silver there. Then there was old
Judge Meredith’s place—enough stuff
there to keep us guiet for a year or
moare.  And there were we, respectable
members of Langsdale, bang in the
public eve all the time. Why, it locked
a5 easy as nicking sugar in a restaurant,
until that swop-faced kid Drake hove 1n
sight.”

“T don’t know about that." said
Bowsley slowly, “We kidded ourselves
that wa had taken that footling, wall-
eyed idiot Speedlow in. Seems to me
he's token us in very nicely.”

“What do you mean, granny "

gpindle and Jaggers put the question
:in u?isuﬁ. “Granny "' Dowsley emiled

ourly.

“Simply this,” he said. * That it's

durned strange the key-ring we left
knocking around the club premises, when
we had eleared tho safe, belonged to
that youngster Curly Taylor.”
_ “But old Marlow gave us that,” put
in Jaggers. * He said the key had come
inte his posscssion, and that we might
find it useful. Of course, I remember
he gave us instructions to leave it lying
about in a prominent position when we
cleared off.- But that was to throw the
police off our trail ™

“Not & bit of it,” grunted Bowsley.
“That was done pu ly to drag
Taylor into it. We didn't know whose
the key was until the midday paper told
us all about the robbery and Taylor's
arrest, did we 7"

“3Weall, that's s0.”

“Tut Marlow did!" exclaimed
Bowsley triumphantly. “And what is
he doing with Curly Taylor's key-ring?
How did he get hold of 183"

“ Ask me another!” -

“I'll durned soon enlighten you,” said
Bowsley warmly. “ Marlow was fixing
a frame up for somebody, and that some-
bady, as far as I can see, is Wall-eye
Speadlow.”

£i {}md lﬂl-l !ll .

Jaggers and 3pindle looked up in
surprise,

“You're bigger idiots than I thought
you,"” went on Bowsley, ‘Haven't you
seen since we've been in Langsdale that
Curly Taylor and Speedlow hate each
other like poison? Can’t you let your
imagination do eomething for youl
Why, it's as clear as erystal that Speed-
low eomehow got Marvlow to fix things
for him——"

“ And like blamed sheep we did all
that Marlow told us!" stormed Jaggers
suddenly. “He knew, he must have
known, that Ferrers Locke was in the
district, for Marlow never leta the tecs
out of hiz sight, They can go teo
Jericho, and Marlow gets a wire from
someone eaving * So-and-so landed to-
dav. ¥

“Good!” jeered Granny Bowsley.
“ You're waking up, my buck. DBut it's
o bit deeper than that; for if Eﬁ:ﬂlow,
as I surmise, fixed this with rlow,
then he must have known that our cre-
dentials were forged when we were
signaﬂ on for the Wanderers.”

“Which means,” continued Bowsley,

“ihat Speedlow held & trump card aver
uz all the time if things went apgainst
him. He could declare that he had been

imposed upon; that the three men ha
had signed on for the Wanderers wera
impostors—were the burelars, in fact,
who had made away with a thousand of
hiz money, and left a false trail to rope
in his cousin Curly Taylor.”

“The dirty dog!” reared Spindle,
bringing & brawny fist down into an
eqmﬁly brawny palm with a resounding
smack, “I'd like to scrag him "

“J¥f things bhappen to work out like
that,” continued Bowsley, * Speedlow
would apologise to his cousin, shift the
blame on to us, and retire gracefully
from the evez of the law.”

“The gwab! Bunt Marlow knew this—
he knew what he was sending us to when
he told us of the easy cribs going beg-
ging st Langsdale " roared Spindle. It
seems as if he had a double purpose in
sending us there—"

“We'll have a talk with him the
moment we get to the ' ronday,” ™ mul-
tered Bowsley, his Jast word being a
phonetic contraction of *rendezvous.”
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“ And if it."la as I have develops in his own inimitable style. Don't

said, then Heaven
kelp him 1 :
“* Hear, hear!”

+

- Lo +
ereg was no mistaking the menacing

note in the veices of the speakers, for
there i1s nothing a cracksman hates more
than treachery f[rom the man who, as a
general rule, collars the lien's share of
the spoils,

- “Cheer up, mates!” said Bowsley at
length. “We've come to no liarm. In
& way, it was a good job we bumped
into that feller Drake, for I don't doubt
he had got on our trail. But the swag
is 0. K. We've got most of the thousand
quid, Wish there had been more of the
silver, though,” he added ruefully.
“Coppers remind me of dragging a
steam-roller about—"" ]

“There's another comfort,” broke in
Spindle. “We sha'n't have any diffi-
culty in getting rid of the stuff—not
like notes, you know.”

“Talking of that,” said Bowsley sud-
denly, “reminds me that the police—
according to the midday paper—have
found some of the silver in young Curly
Taylor's room. Noiv, how the deuce did
it get there?
didn’t we?" i

“Yan answered the question long
agoe,” said Jaggers. “Mr. Wall-eye
Speedlow put it there, of course! And
he'll have a dickens of a job to account
for it, too, I'll wager, if that nosey-
parker Locke is hitting the trail” -

The train began to slow down; Euston
Station signal-box flashed a sign for it
to proceed; and five minutes later
Messra. Spindle, Jaggers. and Bowsley
were beating it at the double for the
Tl mnﬂﬂ._?'." r L

They found Werthemir Marlow at
home—very much at home, for he was
handling with great affection a diameond
and sapphire necklace that must have
been worth fifty thousand of the best,
Put his interest in the necklace faded
out as he saw who his visitors were, as
he saw their grim expressions,

For once in & way. old man Marlow
delt that he had exceeded himself. Lie
as he might—and Marlow was a pretty
pood understudy of Ananias—the money-

rabbing receiver failed to satisfy
i[i‘.{,ﬂﬁ'l"ﬂ. Spindle, Jaglgera, and Bowsley
that he had dealt fairly with them. And,
on the maxim of an eye for an eye, a
tooth for a tooth, the three ex-members
of the Langsdale Wanderers proceeded
40 take it out of Marlow’s hide. They
finally left him in a senseless heap,

sprawled over his .own. desk, his closed

eyes an inch or so from the sparkling
gems in the necklace he loved so much,

And subsequent events, as Ferrers
TLocke was Lo prove, showed that the trio
had just cause to take the law into their
own hands.

L] & L

“Good heavens "

FThis ejaculation escaped Ferrers
Locke, as, looking up from a mough
diagram he had been drawing, his aeyes
fell upon the bandaged head of his boy
assistant.

“Don't pet excited, guv'nor
chirruped Drake. “Just a smack on the
head—nothing to worry about.”

But Ferrera Locke was worried—or,
rather, he was anxious—for there was o
great band of affection befween him
and hiz plucky assistant.

Before Drake knew what was happen-
ing he was firmly but forcibly pushed
down into a comfortable armchair, what
time s chief’s eves roamed that
bandaged head, as if secking lo pecr
beneath the white folds,

(Continued on the back page.)
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We cleared the whole lot,

TO AND FROM

| YOUR EDITOR !

THE SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIERARY,
Noa. 23 and 23.

FEEL that I must draw your attention

to the C[act that two new numbers of

thiz monster school story library e now

on sale. But No. 23 features your old
choma, Harry Wharton & Co., in a thrilling
adventure “up aloft.”™ The title, perhaps—
“ The &choolboy Balloonists!™—whl give you
a better idea of what I mean. It's one of
the best yarns Mr. Richards has ever given
us, and that's saying . something. nao
Magnetite should miss {t. Its companion
volume, entitled * Wake up, Eatie"s!" iz by
that celebrated author of school® yarns,
Michael Poole, and “ Mlehael ** knows exactly
the “stuff to give "em.” Trot round to your

newsagent to-day and get a copy of one or
both of this month's “Schoolboys” Gwn
Library.” It'Il bhe money #pent to good

advantage, take it from me, ¢hums.

HE WANTS TO JOIN THE MER-
CANTILE MARINE!

A Magnetite writes to me for information
on how to get into the Mercantile Marine.
Ile says that he capdot enter the service
via the training-ships, for reasons which we
need not go into here. Can he join wp in
any other way? Yes, my chum. You could
start as ao apprentice with one of the steam-
ship companies. It will ¢ost you about
forty pounds, as a premium for the four
years' apprenticeship, which is returned to
you by instalments id the form of a honus
at the end of each year of rervice. The
eorrect age for an apprentice is fifteen to
sixteen years, and candidates most pass
various tph gical tests as prescribed by the
Board of Trade.

For Mext Monday.
A STAR OF THE CIRCus!"
By Frank Richarda.

- That's the title of the grand school tale
for next week, chums. There's a fine theme
running through it which Mr.

Tiehards:

miss it oo any accotdif!

FOOTEALL SUPPLEMENT Nbo. 8.

Harry Wharton and his merry men have
piled in with another topping footer Supple-
ment for-next Mondoay., Wharton has proved
himself with this new featurs, judging by
tha' enthuoslastic letters pouring into this
office, and no one's more deligited than
yours trualy.

“THE CASE OF THE LANGSDALE
WANDERERS ! "

There will, of cowrse, be another powerful
instalment of thiz popular football and
detective story. FPerrers Locke i5 well on
the trail; he knows more about this strapge
cage than even his capable assistant, so
you ¢amn bet your life that =ome startling
revelations are io store.’

TWENTY TOPPING TABLE FOOT-
BALL GAMES!

Lazt week I gave you full Instructions on
how to win one of these fascinating tahle
cames, and for the benefit of renders who
mizsed this announcement 1 will repeat the
offer in detnil. Al you have to do i3 to
gend In oo ““par ¥ —not more than three
hundred words in length—deseribing any
incident which ron consider interesting, seen
or heard on the football ground. Now, this
iz deliglitfully simple; one can hardly ecall it
n competition, ns it is within the reach of
evaryone. For the best twenty efforts sent
in cachr week 1 am going to award twenty
topping table games. The pictore helow
gives you an idea of the gaine. Note the
minfature footer hootzs atkached to the
fAngers of the hand. Practically the same
tricks and movemecuts as played on a proper
football feld apply to this table game,
There’s a [oothall, there are two sides, there
nre the footer hoots. What mare waould you
have! Now pile In with those pars; you
can send in A8 many as you lke. All efforts
must be addressed “ Pars,"™ No. 2, The
Miaker LIBRARY, UGongh Hounse, Gough Square,
London, E.C. 4. . g

Your Editor reserves the right to publish
any prizewinning paragraph. Now get busy!

YOUR EDITOR.
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SEE IF YOU CAN WIN ONE OF THESE FASCINATING

TABLE GAMES.

(Full Particulars Given Aﬁﬂﬁ!-}






“*JOY DAYS FOR THE PLAYER"—SPECIAL SIGNED ARTI(LE BY DAVID HALLIDAY, OF SUNDERLAND—NEXT WEEK!

HIS week T want to dour, determined lot—

alr n pereonal ' HOﬁﬁE W" Etﬁﬂ'!.ﬂlr not a set of -
grievancs st comedians,. DBut Billy
my friend—1 am keeps them alive. Home
time ago the club lost to

not sure that ha still ia my
friend — Harry harton.
He asked me to slip up
to Highbury to see how
the guns were firfing, but
he didn't glve wme any
headache powders, and the
Tesult fe that 1 have a "1 did pretty well per-
headache T wouldn't sell for & fiver, gonally, and made two good passes in the eounse of the
I ce thought when I got to Highbary—which |egpme—both to elf | *
where the Arsenal play—that the guns were firing good Charlie Buchan I8 also proud of a record which he has set
and plenty. I soom discovered, however, that the nolse up af Highbury—that of having played in this season with
was not of guna “'u‘]l} but of earpentera hard at work under- ather and son a8 partoners, T refor to th

Keweastls United by saven
goals to nothing. T ?x-
= pressed my symps Or
Bllly a-gf_] tl'éﬂ nIuE. “-ligh{.
vou mneedn't worry 1
that,” sald the half-back.

THE CUNNERS?

By *“*PA"L PRY.)”

{(Our Travelling Correspondent.)

AL OVER THIE FIELID!

o two Ruthe

A nutshell biography of Should a good footballer

2 nesth the stand. are busy new recreation of course—young Jock and old Jock. Buchan an
thke famous Villa for- i " and drill-rooms for the players, Yutherford are & good wing, and there is always thistobe | be able  to fill any JOHN Hﬁ]"TYRE.
ward REFEREE. Having had a look round these mew rooms under the.dd for the Arsenal—they never lack Brain in thelr ition 7
" stand—with my fingers in my ears—I have come to the sttack, The big joke at Highbury, though, concerns pos (The famous Blackbarn Revers

eonchusion that the ] meéan to be the ** poshest ""——or Haden.  He s ever such a tiny fellow, frail and ting player.)
should it be most ** posh "—club In the country. I dom'that yom eould blow him over. But Haden's Christian
suppose any of the p will to anybody else once same Is Sameson |
get properly eettled in thelr new rters, and i% I8 S0 much Iz known about Jock Rutherford that there s
%l]l & certain that If some of the s rta of the old Btle necessity for me to add anything. He i8 not a
humstead doys ever poke thelr noses into the plaver given to much talking, and opce when

new quoartera they will wish they had been & presentation was made to him he confeased

place to another, and in the new place
mukes & snccess, cam necessarily lay claimy
to extraordinary versatility. It may be thal
the change has given him an opportunlty

UST recently there has been & lot of
discussion on the lines of good foot-
ballers being able to play in prac
tically any position on the field. This

MALL peed, methinks, to introduce you in all
to Williamn Walker. Walker, I grant

you, I3 not an uncommon name, and

truth, in ¥oung Walker.

SAW ONe,
Therefore the Yilla, whose motto you might

have remarked fs  Prepared,* hagan to

neither, come to think of it, iz | think about post-War football, and decided Batr - twrenk :
: cars or s0 later. that it was ever g0 much easier to score | Season, perhaps more than any othe of shining In what really ought to have been
:ﬂlliam “}fmt.he Wflfh:hma m:;hwl:mjhun- t.!;n:h‘ﬂ'tmt:m nmﬁm l'arn:j " ;jerrmuaelul unit | PO e raoins which they are bullding I A R |, Eah pech: wowe Suag e:fwjm; .-,'_"" o it g Ra A Skt 1o Duve bk
mf'%ﬂmﬂlh £TE AN Ho “"?"1"5' e “':']5- o t: "E“'[ t-?: ‘“m ih mw‘“ ‘,““ at Highbury, however, stand to me as there are talkers on the slde, even h it | there have been several of these experi- | [all into positions more or less haphazard,
OKE whif‘ “%‘ e coter fan there is only | ama #’.’ﬁ.‘“ rom. |'.'|¢Ir1. lmui t¢d$ t-heﬁ 48 | representing the mew spirit of the club in is difficult to wunderstand somo of mentds which have certainly come off | ID our young days we go into a junlor team,
am Walker. over Willam occRslonally nisis ' general, Instead of ghosts of tion I give reserve Robson best, and | “ trumps.” At Blackburn, for Instance, we | Pot with any deep-rooted convictions as to
Thiz is the lad who wéars the claret and With the coming of peace William found | stalking arcund the place there are rosy so far as I am concerned he can go on chin- | have seen Syd Puddefoot, coming to the | the position ‘on the fleld to which our abill-
blae of the famous Villa—the lad whom 1 | one youthfol ambition realised—that of being | vislons of champlonships, and to @ tho wagging with his successor from Scotland | elub as a centre-forward, do remarkably well | tiea are best suited, but with the prime
have often mentioned in ihese notes as belng | & fully fledged player on the booke of his | Arsenal guns will take a bit of d B —Biily Harmper—until the cows come home, | at intide-right, and there have also been | object of getting a game of soma sort. Thus
:m-:-nri the first few wizards of modern footer. | most idolised club. At the beginning of the | the way, the dictates of grammar will I have got the idea that Harper still | other experiments In the Blackburn team. | we play, not necessarily in our best position,
Here Iz an inside-left with an International | season of 1019-20 he played either at inslde- | compel me, right through these notes, to thinks rather a lot about the old folks at | Again, I searcely go anywhere in Lancashire | but In the position which happens to be
reputation; a fylng and a scheming erafts- | right or centre-forward for his new colub, refer to the clnb home, for although in thesa da?g. without hearing of the promisze | vacant at the time.
man, W every move and every kick on | but, not heing used to such big occasions, s Arsenal, he may have found of John O'Donnell, the Everton man, as a
the field has the workings of eubtle Soccer | was not a brilliant success, and so was rele- But the real that London's forward. THE CASBE OF WADSWORTH.
li-.‘;;ln Iighiudhlt. Here Is Walkﬁﬁﬂﬂﬂgﬁﬂ left | gated t'?hu? I"H-EH’HiiI] order to gain c:perlé name ia ﬂ-- M.I- Et’f&?‘lT‘m paved e .
glome has won many & g game | ence. &t was a wise move, as subsequen senal, an W, reasgury ROM FULL-BAC - Take the case of Sam Wadsw
for the Villa—Walker, the one and only, and | evenkts showed; for in Janoary of 1820 he will tell you w}r]y notes, the fact - TO FOMIAND example. For years !?: had hmn;tlanr?ﬂ
first cholce as England's inside-left. was recalled to the first utnrlﬂit'. and given the word * The ™ : | remalne that it s It may be remembered that a year or so | and not so long ago he told me that when
Here Iz hizs history. a chance to see what he could do in the A. BMER not always eas ago 0'Donnell was sécured by Everton from | he was at Nelson the officlals there had the

was dropped
Yilla's Plrst Round Cuptle against Queen's from the u%-t:ile' to settle down sue Darlington as a full-back of much promise. | utmost difficulty In persuading him to have

Walker fs one of the fortunate few who

fs deemed to have beem born with football | Fark Rangers. It was in order - & long way from Indeed, 1 think I am right In saying that | 8 shot at full-back in an emergency. He
in his blood. Whether that Is true or not | What did he do? He scored two goals, that the club should alwayeee's native heather. Butallin the Evertonians paid s fairly snbetantial | trled his luck there In the end, and, as we
1 cannot say, but I can testify to the fact | and later went on to help the Villa in win- 1;“' In any Blﬁﬂhmﬂ" dae  Ume Harper “'i“ be & fee to secure his services. But now we find | all know, Wadsworth has won fame 2 &
that Walker certalnly comes of footballing | ning the {-'l.l.!l h¥ h-EI.t-inII nddersfield in the “mmm“ clu An, 1!1'5-"511'&?{.“‘1 toll him some- 0'Donnell making & name, not as a full- | full-back sireets ahead of anything he ever
Eik g e e v e [T Sl e, Sy B it B, e M A e il e, i SIS Doty e le B, Bt | it e e 2 BT
ding 1| n the Wolverhampton Wan- | initial season of first-class  foothall, " cou que men case of Wadsworth—and others on similar

g P o Willlam achleve an honour and ambition that You will remember —that|mes to love London in time, W. N. BLYTH. have switched from one position to another | lines which could be mentioned—seems to

1 last|ad the

when I was at Liv
noe of jeren million

weelk I notiesd the o
to

reason why there are

gl end done as well, if not better, in their new

derers team of days gome by.
ﬁ Eteve Bloomer
position than they did in the old one. There

It was when alker senlor was at the
zenlth of hia fame that young Willinm came

prove to me that there may be many foot-

would, have given almost
hallers in the game to-day-—just ordinary

anything to have won. J. 0. BUTLER,

peapie
bacco fumes, and told youlBtropolis i3 because nobody ever leawves jt™

auetuall

; ate als ; 4
1808, ' & Titite town alied OWednasbury, | arnd not only that, indeed, O dear, no! | that there were several players of the Liverpool club who| Leaving the players for ‘a mimute, we can mow put reputation 1or heing. &bla. Lo play in any britliant, If they were changed 10 sous gthet
which Il A A e SOTEIR W A Among hiz outstanding feats in - don't emoke. At Highbury they go one better, for there ke “ﬁ of & mose into the managers room. What a | genartment—full-back, half-back, and the | place, elther y aceident or desi Thera
Hies squi-distant betwedn Walsall and Wolver: | oo s Our Foals n ane match! i2 & rule to the effect that there must be no smoking * on wm he has—fit for & cabinet minister I ehould say,; and | varipns forward positions. ' 210 Some’ ToothulleTa,  Ewe-Sooted ¥ BiEn, WhO
ham a1 Iy eleht mil : But the next scason saw England’s inside- | the premises ** by the players of the Arsenal elub., George bddentally Mr, Chapman 8 regarded as the 2 are such good Al round - oliiers that "the
mnrfd ?mﬁf t‘n: ?&Hﬂ Enl'!mun?:lr BDM. l“T:T"'? 1?1” fairly Iznuilldupﬁn g-.u cm&ur. ﬁﬂr in }I!n 5; the t{jﬂ-lng,tﬁf:ﬂ HmE thhnh rule Is earried out, and ¥mister among football Mlmmi He puuﬁguddemﬂetd WHAT AM 17 ca e pisyed ““Mﬂf :Imml: wlthnni
; ; this season he the tremendous honowr | what s equally poln Town two fuc- :
ﬁa‘j !.Ftﬂi ?‘gl“‘l il':.:]“ﬂél;l'l ﬁhnweg an i;[lt:;iﬂ- of playing for his country and 13},;“5 the Emtm what he preaches, Ins LIGHTHIHG “EETCHES oF cessive First Division champlon- I have done a little bl In the versatilit Eﬁ:;jﬁ%fththﬁﬂﬂlfﬂ or the side for which
g rﬁu.t:r o orabinoes of Georos Walkes | foundatlon of that International career which | deed, George told me that he - ships. When he t;lkln& business, as we might call it, myself—In fac play.
SN Chia: BIe AANbInat ta b Tl Gog is surely the triumph of post-War soccer. It | only allows himself to smoke FOOTER CEEBRITIES yon Iust have to listen, and | | might revise the following statement, and | THE DAY OF THE SPECIALIST
; g b ? wag then that he earned his first cap agninst | once a week, and that is a_cigar * listened for so long that he | ..y that T have played In so many puuii.inna .
e

made my headache

Therefore, you fellows, it will come as no | freland. What he has done since in the | on a Sunday aftemoon. 1 am since I was at Fulham-that If you asked
gurprise to you to learn that a great deal raational and representative line [z fully | not ta tell vou which player worse than the carpenters down ¥ I certainly do nob think, thou that wa
of little Wbﬁlnm‘a gpare time was spent at EEE'EML in the mnrﬁrhm appended. 'Y St was who: sakl thab the alies below had done. me now what I really am I should find It | ,;oht to lay It down as a maxim that the

diicult to say exactly. I could tell you
what 1 am not—a goalkeeper: but, them, the
goalkeeper's job iz g0 different, and there are
s0 few of us who play In other positlon: who
can make anything like a good show between

foothaller ought to be able to put up o good
ghow In any position. Rather do ineline
to the wvlew that this, particolarly, is tha
day of the specialist, and that there are

doesn't even smoke on Bundays
rimless he has a cigar glven to him,
becauze I don't belleve i,

One thing I do know, that

the Wolves' ground, and, if the storfes I
have heard in the neighbourhood of Wednes.
bur¥ bhave any troth in them, a gréeat deal
of time that was not to spare.

One of the things which Is
#ald sbout Mr. Chapman by
thost who know him Test is that
hie has an amazing habit of

I think I have forgotten to mention that,
theugh Willlam as a youngster was so keen
en & football career himsell, his [ather,

In those early days one imagines Willlam | DAYIng “had some,” had no such flusions; Hardy, who served under - g0 many things to be learnt In connection
as having had ‘two smbitions-—one to shine o tar"Trom being encouraged to take up | ; BUIY” Wiliams, now tho and mever Tests 8 moment | tur wet Ehat e a aestion b art wdi | WIth overy position on_the field that_life
ga a footballer like his idolised dad: the g L trainer of Sunderland, sees more until he it. Porsibly the | ne f 0 ech can Wel 1 is too short to learn everything abont several
other—closely linked, you will ohserye—to be | Wi Bame as a means of livelihood, he Was | gigh one eye than most of us ple who say this of the | °° 1o for goalkeepers themselves to discuss. | nogigions, 1 repeat that the real footballer
a shining light in thé ranks of Aston Villa ﬁf}[‘:pﬁ DLIEJM St vie o learning | 3°¢ With two. Iﬂn&ﬂuﬁh the Rﬁenll manager are alluding AN ASSET TO THE OLUS will probably put up & decent show in any
F.C, For the Villa, you must know, was Arsenal traloer Jost sight. of to the salary with which rumour :

Pnudt-iun, hut a decent show is nob wlmulﬂ
n w.

the Ironworks trade. But William was not r enough; yon want a really good

happy in this line. That football seams to
have bheen uppermost in his mind iz rather
proved by the fact that he joined Hednes.
ford Town.

hiz left aye while working at a
circnlar saw. It was this accident
which caused him to glve up his
carpenter’s job.

to cateh

William's favonrite team, just as, im the
other sense, George Walker was his favourite
player.

Lucky William!

associatrs him, When we get these cases of players switeh.
There are g0 many stories of | ng from one position to another and making
how much the Arsenal manager | 5 © gaod enough * show wherever they are

i K-OF-ALL-TRADES."
gets that 1 am not going to | played, we get people declaring from the A A g

Mot often doea It fall

to our lot to have ambition so early grati- | Twice has he figured In Cup Finals—on the | I Wwes rather lucky ! repeat any of them so far 88 | hoysetops that these are the real footballers | While on this subject, let me mike &
fled. At an early age he wae the heart | Villa's ﬂnt.nﬂﬁuansnnmu{nn in 1920, and again ﬁﬂllmtw}hﬂ'ﬁﬁ “‘dhf_“‘“" “t""‘“d’l ﬂgﬂﬂ” 4 E'll"'t' I] CAIL | —¢he men who are worthy of being put on | candid confession. I!wtflﬂg back on my
and soul of the King's Hill Bchool team. | when they lost to Newcastle United in 1924 | Pecause k. SHie: Sl s e y that there 18 no | 4 pedestal. It is added that the footballer | career as a-footballer, 1 am sometimes more

Leaving that and the scholastic establish- he | Week they go off somewhere for manager in foothall to-day Who | who s really worthy of the name—who | than a little bit sorry that I ever gained

at Wembley. In the latter case it m
ment to which It belonged, he joined up in | suld, however, that Walker was undoubfedly | 80lf. They are mot all good gets as much as Mr, Chapman. | ppows bis job—should be able to put up & | any sort of reputation as a fellow who could
the ranks of Hednesford, for whom he played | the nest forward on the Deld. golfers, but t all have to ::Hr.m“r Egrﬁ:m“ :umg: i Joh—theuld s abls Jo bk up & ;‘j, sory of FFME“HF s & fellow who conld

ace of it this sounde reasopable argument,

three games before throwing in his lot with T nok hat ht to t
am 50 sure that we oug accep

Darlaston.

career‘ have I had

emergency. Often in my
regarded as the .

the feeling that I was

Here iz his record: E%:tl""r because in the view of Mr.

hert C
crat of the managerial chalr, it

hayman, the new auto- hig clib finlshes in the first

. half-dozen placea in the Leagne H ilo 1

Then came the War, and ac Willlam was INTERNATIONAL MATCHES, is a very good way of training, table, and, Detieve mie, the boys | (his Without question. 1 am guite prepared | jack-of-all-trades and a master of none. The
too oung o join up he perscvered wth | 1005 o055  For England v. Seotlond, | Dt I Ws, Amenal men Keep aro W1l uf to eara tiat bonus | 19, AdmIC thal It must bo sery mice for 8 | plsyer who ha no fxed position on the field
him taking a step farther towards the goal 1021-22.95-26,—For England v. Ireland, gooner of later pome of them will That Mr, Chapman docs get n“t. “e ﬂl . Eﬁw a“'ﬂ wh?zrc ah:n ﬂi E:lll; glonally he may he chosen as reserve man.
of ambition in transferring hiz affection to 1998 —For England v. Sweden (2). be ahle to beat Billy Blyth. They what he wants i3 shown by some | POt ub a il .'F'IHM ' toh The compensation comes, of course, bechuss,
2 S ub, mevertheleas, which was keenty | 1925-—For England v. Belgium. Bivi s KRG WAY W ab choRan 1 of his captures this season— | (GAPSL 1T 0k ers Only, for If any one falls | oK & Fop ol o o ot esltion

o, nevertie which was ¥ . for tha hali- w arper, Scotland's T 4 mes

watched by the bigger clubs round about, | 19%5—For England v. France. for  instance. Take  anothes | ©ut at the last minute through sudden indis- | when there Is no vacancy In another.

has rsed everybody by his

phymt.ﬁ season is a wonder with

the ** pll " on the golf course.
“Billy " is the charscter of

position, then the “ abla to play anywhere
foothaller cam fll the vacaney.

to the coming lads T would say—never mind
all this talk about a d footballer being
able to take on any jo Find yoir corner,

cast, too, On a certain Wed-
nesday recently  Ruwtherford
had to go ioto hospital, On

Bﬂ his smartnesz on the fleld of play, by
his really prodigious scoring powers, it was
not long hefore some of these bigger fish

TuTERMATIONAL TaIAL MATCHES.
1025, —<For North v. South.

began to visuyalise him in the colowra of
the clubs to which they belonged. Thus

1885, —For Professionals v. Amateurs,
1021-22.25.20.—For England v. The Rest.

the team—the optimist whosa
semer of humour never fails him.

the Thursday morning Manager
Chepman secured the transfer

FINDING THE RIQHT PLACE.

the place which best suits you, and stick
tao it.

Birmingham was keen on him, but keener What the other Arsenal plavers of Jack Hulmé from Blackburn Conszlder this switching business [rom ona A
than they were the Villa. INTER-LEAGUE MIATCHES, would do without “Billy™ I An Impression of Harrls, the Tamous Rovers, and he appeared for | or twe other points of view, however. In Y

Oh, yes! The Villa knew an International 1022-20.—For the Football League v. Irish | haven't the faintest notion, for Booitleh Inter ferward of Notts the Arsenal om the following | the first place, It does not necessarily follow .
in the making when they saw one, and they League. they are what I ghould call & County, by Jimmy wd of the Spure. Saturday. that a footballer who is switched from one



