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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Catching Fish !
i HAT—"
W “Quite 1"
“But I  say, Fou
fellows——"
“Shut up!” .
Biily Dunter blinked at Harry
Wharton & Co. in astonishment. Their

occupation was undoubtedly peculiar.

Bunter had come out of his study and
rolled down the Remove passage to the
landing, intending to go down. But
what he beheld on the Remove landing
caused him to halt, and blink in great
surprise through his big spectacles,

Bob Cherry was holding a tin pail
tied with rope to the balustrade. That
pail was half full of water, Harr
Wharton was pouring & bottle of in
into it. Frank Nugent was pﬂurlr‘ljg 3
hottle of gum. Johony Bull was ad mﬁ
s bag of soot, apparently extracte
from a study chimney. Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh was stirring the weird
mixfure with a cricket stump. Billy
Bunter's eves almost popped through
his spectacles.

“But, I say—what—" he gasped,

“Will vou be quiet, ass? hissed Bob
Cherry. “Shut up, and keep out of
sight. If Coker hears you 2

“Coker of the Fifth ¥

“We're gotting ready for hum !
up "
v He, he, he 1™ cackled Bunter.

* Quiet 1¥

Harry Wharton glanced over the oak
balustrade, over the curve of the stalr-
case below, No one was in sight.

“MNot coming wet!” he remarked.
“Lots of time! But he may be up any
mingte. Keep your eyes open—we
don't want to mop this over the wrong
man [

"My hat! No ™
Cherry.

“The givefulness 15 more blessed than
tha receivefulness!' remarked Hurree
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Jamset Ram Singh, in the wonderful
linglish he had not learned at Grey-
friars School.

“1 say, you fellows—"

“ 8hut up, Bunter!”

“T'1l help vou,” said Dunter. " That
beast Coker kicked me yesterday. He
found me in his study, you know, and
he made out that I was eating his cake,
becausa it was nearly gona! As if T'd
touch his cake, you know! It was a
measly cake, too—hardly any plums in
it. 1 sav, I'll get Toddy's bottle of
indelible marking-ink, whati”

“{Oh, myv hat! Buck up, then!”
grinned Bob Cherry. )

Bunter, grinning, rolled back hastily
to Study No. T in the Remove. Ho re-
appeared with Peter Todd's bottle of
marking-ink i his fat hand, It was
ndgi}ed to the awful mixture in the tin
pail.

==
il /
i n“ /

|

K RICHARDS

fidently. = “We shall hear his fairy
footsteps in a minute or twe "

“He, he, he!” cachinnated DBunter.
“Let him have the lot. Chuck the pail
at him after the mixture! He kicked
me, you know—jolly hard, too—making
out that I was after his measly cakel
Coker won't be able to make a row
about it—he's got no business in the
Bemove studies. Just asking for af.
coming up here! I gay, you fellowsg—-"

“Shut up, Bunter!® ) .

“Mind you dou't miss him,” said
Dunter. ™ You're rather a clumsy ass,
{l‘-h?rr:;"perhnpa you'd better let me do
it '

“ Fathead ! o

“Well, you don't want to miss him—
and wou know what a cack-handed
duffer you are, old chap!"

“Kick him,"” =aid Bob.

“Oh, really, Cherry! Look here, let

“He, he, he I"" gurgled Bunter., “If B el
Coker gets that on Iugs napper, he wil M8 fﬂ hold of that pail,” said Bunter,
be a long time getting it off again.™ I'll take jolly good care that he geta

“ Quiet 1

All was ready now for Horace Coker
of the Fifth Form. The Famous Five
waited. Coker of the Fifth, who never
could remember that it was not his
mission in life to keeE fags in order,
was on the warpath. Coker had
severely reprimanded Bob Cherry for
whistling in the guad. Instead of listen-
ing meekly to that reprimand and
profiti thereby, Bob had knockeuw
Coker's hat off. Then he had oxecuted
a strategic retreat to the Remove
studies. Coker had bawled up the
stairs after him that he was going to
get a cricket stump and follow. Coker
seemed rather a ]anﬁ]iima getting his
ericket stump—but the chums the
Remove had no doubt that he would
come—Coker was a man of his word!
And quite a surprise awaited Coker
when he arrived.

“*Bother the man,” muormured Eob.
“He said he would come—1 hope he
1=n’t going to disappoint us!”

“Dﬁ. he'll come!” said Nugent con-

it ; right on the nut.”

“Keep clear, you [athead ¥

“¥ah!™

Billy Bunier gripped one side of the
pail with his fat hands, and blinked
over the balusirade through his big
spectacles,  Bunter was very anxious
that Coker of the Fifth should not
escape what was coming to him,

Thera was & sound on tho lower stair-
casa. It was the sound of a footstep.

Wharton jerked Bunter back.

l'-l'ﬂw! Lﬂgﬂ'ﬂ_i SEF'."'_“

“EKeep out of sight, fathead!”
snapped the captain of the Remaove,

“I1 say, vou fellows, I can hear him
coming ¥ breathed Bunter, “He'll be
round the c¢orner of the stairs in & tick—

ready—

Footsteps were coming up. They
were passing the curve of the stair-
case. Another moment, and tho new-
comer would be precisely below the
balustrade te which the tin pail was

fred.
“Quick [* hreathed Bunter.
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“Hold on, yon fat idiot—make sere
it's Coker——" hissed Dob.

“Oh, it's Coker all mght!”

And without waiting for Bol to make
sure that it was Coker, Billy DBunter
gave the tin Il:naul a shove, and tipped
it over the balustrade,

BSwoocosh ! Splash!

“Gurrrrergggh "' came a gasp from

helow, : The mixture had shot 1n a
i-:l.'.'a.mpmg flood over the ascending
wead.

“You idiot, Bunter—my hat—I hope
it's Cloker |” gasped Bob.

“You fat dummy—" )

“Urrrrggeh ! came a horribie gurgle
from the stairs.  “Wurrrght Great
gophers—urrrgh! Walke snakes and
walk chalks! Wurrrregh! Oh, Jeru-

salem evickets! T guess this gots my

goat | Urrergh !

“Fishy I" yelled Bob,

“Oh crumbs

“Tuf-ful-Fisliy ¥ stuftered Bunter.

It was Fisher T. Fizh of the Hemove,
who was gasping and gurgling and

uggling on  the stairs, Evidently
%Lmter had been a little too has:i,it.
Coker had not arrived vet! Fishy had!

The tin pail clanged apgainst the ban-
1ster rails. Iarry Wharton & Co.
stared over the balustrade in horror.
Watery, inky, sooty, gummy, Fisher T.
Fizh c ung to the banisters and gurgled
wildly. PFishy was not to be recogmised
by the eye. He had disappeared under
the mixture. He streamed with it from
head to foot. Only his veice betrayed
his identity. His transatlantic voice,
coming through his long, sharp nose,
wias not to be mistaken.

“Aw! Great  gophers! Ow !l
Urrrrrrgegh 17

“I—I sav, vou fellows, you've done
it now ! gasped Bunter. .

“What ! howled Bob Cherry. ™ You
fat freak, vou've done it!"

“{h, really, Cherry—"

“Kick him!”

“Yarcoooooh " _

A burly figure came trampmg up the
lower stairs. Coker of the Fifth, with
a cricket stump in his hand, stopped
and stared blankly at the drenched and
dripping Fishy, wn he stared up at
the five startled and horrified faces
looking down over the balustrade of the
Remove landing. CUoker burst mnto a
roar.

T HR, ha, ha1”

“It's all that fathead's fault,” gasped
Bob Cherry. “Gimme the pail—he can
have that—"'

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Coker.

He disappeared down the stairs,
Perhaps he did not want the pail. [Ie
was heard velling with laughter as he
went.

Fisher T. Fish was yclling, too—
though mnot with laughter, Harry
Wharton & Co. ran down the Remove
stairease, It was all Dunter’s fault, of
course; but they were really sorry for
the acecident. Undoubtedly 1t was hard
luck on Tishy!

Fishy glared at them with inky,
sn0ty oyes, .

“Urrrgh! You pesky jars, vou did
this ! Urrrr?‘h! Look at me! Yurrggh!
I guess I'll make potatoscrapings of

vou! Wurrrgh! Look at me | Look at
my clothes!  Whe's going to pay for
them? I puess—— Gurrreggh 1"

* Accident, old ¢chap—"

“Urrrrgh ! Look at me ™
Fisher 1. Fish,

“Youn want & wash, old bony bean 1™
said Bob Cherry. Tt was DBunter.
YWe'll kick him for you if you like"

“Urrrrrgh 177

Bympathelically=hit  with  prinning
facos—the Famou: Five led Fishy awny
to & bath-reom. They could not help

grinaing: I'ishy’s aspoct was indubit

shrieked
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ablv comie.  Awd there was no doubt
that he needed a wash—he necded one
badly. Then they looked for Bunter
Kicking Bunter seemed to be mdicated
as the next item on the programmc.
But William George Bunter had wisely
made Iezell seares 1 T,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Up f{o Wharton !
T FHARTON

“Hallo, »ou yeoung
sweep )
Kugent minor of the

Second Form put his checky face into
Study No. I in the Remove, where the
Famouz Five were at tea,

“You're wanted I gaid Dicky Nugent.

“0Oh, my hat! Queleh L

“No; Wingate.”

“Well, better Wingate than Quelch,”
znid Harry, oz he rose from the table,
“I suppose hoe's heard about 16, Did he
say what he wanted, Nugent mi ™

“Yes,” answered Dicky.

“Well, what was it?”

“Fou!” said Dicky, with a cheery
grin.

“%on cheeky voung ass!" roared Bob
E{'}hl:-rrgy. “What docs he want Wharton
ort’

“He didn't mention that, bubk he’s
looking rather fieree ! grinned the fag.
“ Better put some exercize books in your
bags, Wharton! I sav, I hear vou men

According to his Form-master,
Fisher T. Fish is at Greyiriars
to *‘ learn things.’’ But accord-
ing to Fisher T. Fish, he’s af
Greyiriars to *“*wake it up ™
and fo squeeze all the money he
can out of his unsuspecting
Form-fellows ! But Fishy’s
Iatest stuni for making money
ends disastrously —and how!

have been mopping ink and things over
somebody | Cu‘ker of the Fifth i1s teli-
ing evervbodr! He says vou meant it
for him, and got somebody else. Did
E,'}uii'l'

“0Oh, go and eat coke !

“ Just like you Remove duffors!”
Dicky., *Well, Wingate wants wyou,
Wharton, and vou'd hetter cut! Like
his cheek to send a Second Form man
up to tell you=—but these Sixth Form
hﬂg‘htﬁm are checky ! Take my tip and
put some books in your bags 1™

And Richard Nugent departed from
the stodv rather hashily—m fime to
clude a Latin grammar hurled by his
Iajor.

“We'd better all go, as we were all
in it,”’ said Bob Cherry. * Bunter, too;
tt was realls that fat idet—""

“1 say, you fellows 1

“Tlallo, hallo. hallo!
You'roe wanied, Dunter ™

“0Oh, really, Cherry! I sax, I hoar
that Wingate of the Bixth has sent for
vou, Wharton ! said Bunter anxiouzlv,
“Tt's about mopping that staff over
Fizhe, of convse. Trofter was prouting
like anything about cleaning down the
stairs after what rou dud )

“You fat villain, vou did it '™

“0Oh, really, Wharten! T saw Win.
gate looking at him when he was maon.
pig up e mixture. 1 sav 3 wveu'e

zaid

Here he is!

going to see Wingate, Wharton, mind
vou don't mention me !

“YWhat *"

“I'd rather not be mixed up in tho
affair,” said Dunter, blinking at the
captnin of the Hemove theough his Lig
spectacles. “1 don’t want six fron
Wingate, I can jolly well tell you!
Don't drag me into it "

“1t  was yvou did
Nugont.

“Uh, really. Nogeni—"

“Let’s all go, and we'll take Buntee
along by his ear,” said Bolr Cherrx.

¥ Beast

Bunter vanished from the doorwar.

“Noj; “’at’%ﬂw’z} anly sent for e
said Harry, shaking his head. * T dare
say 1t will be all right when I explain
to him,”

And the captain of the Remove loft
Study No, 1 and went down (he siairs,
He had no doubt that it was the affuir
of the mixiure that the head prefoct
wanted to see him about, and he hoped
that Wingate—who was o pood-natured
fellow-—would listen to reason on that
sulyject.

He tapped at Wingate's door in the
Sixth and entered.  The captain of
Greyfriars did not look exactly fierer,
s Nugent miner had declared, but L
looked stern and serious, and he turned
rather a grim look on Harry Wharton
as the junior came in.

“You sent for me, Wingate?™ zaid
Hn_rl:;.' meekly.

“Yes," pruntod Winpate,  “You're
head Loy and captzin of your Form,
Wharton, See?” '

“Ye-r-es,” murmured Wharton, Ha
realised that, from the prefectorial point
of view, mopping an inky mizture over
a follow's head was not cxactly what
ought to be expected of a head boy and
a Form captain., “ But the fact is, Win-
gate, 1t wns an accidefit—""

“What"

“Fishy got it by mistake—""

£11 Eh '!'-!J‘

*“That ass Coker was barging into our
guarters,’” explained Wharton; “ we had
it ready for him—"

“What the thump—"

“And a silly ass tipped it over with-
out seeing that it wasn't Coker! Coker
was really asking for it

Wingatoe stared blankly at the captain
of the Remove,

“Will yvou tell me what you're talking
abonut " he domanded.

“Eh? About the mizture—-""

“What mixture?’ hooted Wingate.
"“What the dickens do you mean ¥

“Oh!" pazped Wharton, *I—I—1
thonght——"

“What "'

“Oh, nothing ! Wha-a-at did vou send
for me for, Wingate *™ gasped Wharton.
He realised that it was not, after alf,
the affair of the mixture that he waz on
the carpet. .

Wingate glared ot him suspiciously,

el & SU[}{JGSH you've been up to somoe-
thing ! he grunted. “I saw Trotter
cleaning ink off the stairs. Well, never
mind that; Queleh can whop vou for
that if he hears about . Look here.
Wharlon, as head boy of the Remove
and captain of the Form, vou've got
duties to perform.™

“Oh, cortainly " satd ITorry. “Ir
VOU Tean aliout lt!lting Dunter off ganes
practice, he said he had a pain—"

“NWoxt time he savs he has a pan.
rive  him  another—with & cricker
st 1 snapped Wingate,

“0h, all vight!™

“I: not that, Lazt termn tlices was
talk aboulf some fellow in the Lowaes
Schonl lending money o The other
Bage
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it 1" ghrieked



4

“Oh " ejaculated Wharton.

“1 don’t mean fellows making loans
to one another: I mean lending money
ab interest, like & doashed SBhylock !
growled Wingate. “It came out that it
was young Fish, and he was whopped
for it, and it was supposcd that there
was an end. Well, I've heard rumouys.”’

“Oh 1" repeated Wharton,

“There’s nothing definite to go upon
so far, but I've gotb a Eretty good idea
that something of the kind is going on
apgain,” said the caplain of Greyiriars
“1 don't want to lake tha matter ulp
as a prefect and malke a lot of tallk. 1f
the young rolter's in your Form you
ean handle him as head beoy, See?’

“Oh, ves!” ]

“A head boy’s duties don't consisk en-
tively of playing ericket and—and chuck-
ing ink over banisters,”” added Wingale.

Wharton coloured.

“1'll look into it, Wingate.
idea—"" ;

“Well, the sooncr you have an idea
the bettor.  If the matter comes up
before the prefects it will go to the
Head, and Lﬁcre will be floggings—and
perhaps sackings—in your lonm |
vou keop your eyes open you ¢an wash
it out before it goes that length.””

“Right-ho 1" zaid Harry, making a
mental resolve to kick Fisher T. Iish
as soon as he suw that b youth again.
1f thera was moneylending going on
among the fags, there was not much
doubt in hiz mind of the gulliy party.
He knew Fisher T ¥ish of old,

“Well, that’s all,” grunted Wingate,
“You can cut !

Harry Wharten eut.  There was a
thoughiful shade on his brow when he
returned to Study No. 1 in the Remove.

“ Licked ' asked Nugent.

“Wo; it wasn't a row. Wingate's gob
e suspicion Shat somoe rotien young
Bh}"ﬂ{!lk haz been Yonding money among
the fogs again,’’ answered Wharten.
“He's pub it up to me as head boy.”

“Fishry I"" said all the Co. at once.

“The Fishfulness is terrifie,” added
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“1 supposo so! Fishy all over!” said
Harry Wharton, “Ho's in your study,
Johnny—have you happened to notice?™

Johnny Bull shook bis head.

“ Well, X suppese T shall have to look
into it! A kicking will do him good!”
said Harry, “ After prep will de”

And the Famous Five finished their
tea, and went down to the nets after-
wards, dismissing the Shylock of Grey-
friars from their minds [or the time.

st

I had no

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Aecount Rendered !

* [TAT'S yourn !
E Fisher T. Fizh made that re-
mark. At prep, Harry Whar-

. fon and Frank Nugent eame

into Study No. 1, and they found the
American jumior walting there for them,
They had not scen Wishy since the mis-
hap on the Hemove stairease. Now he
was newly swept and garnished.  All
traces of the horrid mixture had disap-
?g-ﬂ.md, save for a Little gumminess in
s tallow-coloured hair, ™ His elothes
looked newer than wsunl. DEvidently ho
had changed into o betler suit.  The
elothes he had been wearing when the
mixture descended on him, obvicusly
wanted a lot of cleaniny before Fishy
could wear them again.

Tho bony youth from New York had
a paper in his hand, and as the chums of
Btudy No. I came in, he threw it on the
table, and addressed Wharton.

“Mina?” asked Harey, puzzled,

“Vop 1
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Wharton picked up the paper. e
stared at it. Io glaved ab it. It was
wriiten in Fishy's spidery hand, and it
raf:

AJC FOR DAMAGE TO CLOTHES.

One jack 1 % ﬂl.:l
na jac 0w - & - =
W&isimuf.fru]nunud i 7 6
Trousers, do. - - - - - 10 6
Necktie, new - - - - - 3 6
Collar, new - - - - - = 2 0
shirk, new - - - - < = 12 6
Hanky, new - - - - - 1 6
Shoes, reduced in value - 15 6

2 3 0

Flarry Wharton gazed at that mys-
terious document for a full minute n
silence, as i1f it had taken his hreath
away., Frank Nugent, surprised,
glanced at it over his shoulder—and
then he also gazed transfized. .

Then the two of them gazed at Fisher
T. Fish. _

That bony vouth, quite cool, stood

f picking his teeth with a pen-nib, one of

the horrid manners and customs he had,
while he waited for them to recover
from the shock,

“Ta this a joke ?” asked Harry at last,
finding his voice.

i NQPE EJ?

“What is it, then?” ;

“Yourn, as I said! Your little bill I

“You bony, burbling, blithering
idig " . )
“Aw! Come off ¥ said Fizher T.

Fish. “I guess I'll go through it with
you, if you like! It's reasonable, ain't
1t? You figure that a guy can buy =
nog jacket under one pound ten?”

“¥You howling ass——" .

“I'm letting you off easy!” exclaimed
Fishcr T\ n\i‘:sh‘ indignantly. “I'm
getting the walstcoat and trouscrs
cleaned at Courtfield ot the cleaner's,
mstead of sticking yvou for noo ones.
Some galoots would=but I guess I'm a
reazonable guy. I've sent them to the
eleaners, and they'ra the prices. Call
"em dear 1V

“You burbling bandersnatch——"

* Mecktie, collar, shirt, hanky, all
ruined,” said Fishy. “You can_ have
"‘oan, if you like ! They're yourn, if you
want 'em! Mebbe you're kicking about
the shees! Yeon figure that shoes ain’t
dopreciated in value when the? %I:II: ink
and gum sticking all over em! Btill, 1
recken I might meet you on that item,
1f that's what's biting you. Yhat's your
idea ¥

The chums of Study No. 1 gazed at
Fishy. It was true that his ¢lothes had
been damaged—severely damaged, by
the mixture that had been mixed for
Coker of the Fifth, but uniortunately
landed on his transatlantic head. A
lozs had been incorred—that was in-
dubitable. But it had assuredly never
oceurted to them that Fishy would bring
it a bill for damages! Anvhow, he had
brought 1t to the wrong study. Neither
Wharton nor Nugent iad mopped that
mixture on Fishy.

“You benighted ass 1" said the captain
of the Remove. “It was an acecident—
and a fellow at =school i3 supposed to
iako the rough with the smooth. That
idiot Bunter sat on my Sunday topper
the other day. Do you think I landed
him with a lall for it #"

“ Nope ! said Fichy, shaking his head.
“I guess youw're tog soft, buddy! I'd
have landed him {ast enough, I cal-
culate.”

Wharton threw Fish's bill on the
table.

“You take it and go!” he remarked.

"1 guess I'm here to collect the dust.™

Harry Wharton laughed.
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“If you're here till 1 give you four
pounds three shillings, you'rs booked to
stay in this study for the rest of your
natural life,” he =zaid.

“Half each from you,” suggested
Fishy. “You were both in 1! Or
whaek it out with your friends—I guess
the whole gang had a hand in it! I've
coma to you as the king-pin—seel You
paying ¥

“1 guess, reckon, and ealculato not !
answered Wharton,

“You paying, Nugenti”

“I kinder guess nope!”
Nugent

“I guess I'll hike along to see the
other guys, then,” remarked Fisher T.

grinned

Fish, picking wp the paper. “1 surely
ain’t going to be done! Not this
infant! Mo, sir! DNot so’s you'd notice
itu-“

“0Oh, get out!” said Harry.

Fizsher T. Fizh got out, and the chums
of Study No. 1, after chuckling over
that hitile hill, setéled down to prep.
But Fisher T. Fish was not thinking of
prep.  Fisher T, Fish * hiked " along to
Study Mo, 13, where Bob Cherry, Mark
Linley, Hurree Singh, and little Wun
Lung had gathered for prep. Bob
waved a hand at him as he put his bony
face in at tho door.

“Buozz off | Prep ! he said.

“I pucss business comes first!” said
Fisher T, Fizh, ™ That's yourn.”

Ho dropped his little bill on the study
table. o _

The four juniors gazed at it It
seemed to have the same effcet on them
that it had had on Harry Wharton and
Frank Nugent. They glgff.-::d at 1he bill,
and then they gazed at Fisher T. Fish.

“I never knew you were a funny man
before, Fishy ! said Bob.

“1 guesa that's not funny, be! I'm
waiting for the cash |

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“Wait in the passage, then! Take

vour rubbish with you.”

He flicked the paper at Fishy, and 1t
passed bim, and ficated into the Remove
passnge,

“*Shut tho door after you ! said Mark
Linl_eg', laughing.

Fisher T. IFish knitted his bony brows.

“That domage haos got to be paid
for!” he said. *“You figure that I'm
buying noo clothes myself?”

“Pass the Latin die, Marky,” said
Boh.,

“Hers you are 1V

Whiz !

Crash |

Bump !

It was Dr. Bmith’s Smaller Latin Die-
tionary that was used in the Remave.
Put it might have been Dr. Smith's
Larger Latin Dictionary, judging by its
effect on Fisher T. Fish.

It landed on his recently changed
waistepat, and swept him ount of tho
dgorway ! He sat down in the passage
with a heavy concussion.

“Whooooop 1" roared Fishy,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Great snokes! ¥ guess—wow! |
reckon—oooop —I—I—" spluttered
Iisher T, Fish. )
 Bob Cherry rose, picked up the dic-
tionary, and poised it over hiz head,

“Where will you have it next?” hae
PR Lo 1" yelled

AW t up, you jayl” yalle
F¥isher T, Fish, w3 .

He serambled vp, grabbed up the bill
for damages, and fled  KEvidontly he
was tired of Latin dictionaries,

Bob Cherry chuckled, slammed 1he
door, and went back to prep. Fisher T.
¥izh, gasping for breath, went on to bis
own study, No. 14.  Johnny Bull and
Sguilf werg there at prep.  Prep was in-
terrupted by IFishy shoving his little
bill under Jolmny's astonished nose.
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“That's vourn ¥ he said.

Johany Bull gazed at it. Sampson
&liﬂﬂ&}' Hfey Field stared at it, and

uckled, Johnny did not chuckle. He
glared,

“I guess I've seen the other guys,”
said Disher 'I. Fish. *“ Lhev say they
ain't paying. That bill's gof to be
paid ! You paying *"

“You worm!” said Jolmny Dull.
“¥ou toad!”

*1 guess you can shoot off your mouth
all you want,” said Fisher T. Fizh,
“&long as you square, of course!”

“1If vou're going to stick anybody for
the damage to vour clobber, you can
gtick Bunter, He mopped the stuff over
yau I growled Johnny.

Fisher T. I'ish sniffed.

AT

sat down again. “Doan't jaw while a
fellow's at prep!™

“I pucss——"" yelled Fishy.

“Hhut up ! bawled Johmny, taking up
a ruler.

Fishy eyed the ruler. Ile ghut up.
With a considerable amount of
wriggling he extracted the Jittle hill
from the back of hiz neck, With the
crumpled paper in hiz hand, and born-
ing indignation in his face. he stamped
out of the study, to call on Billy Bunter
in Study No. 7—his last resource. Loder
of the Bixth was coming up the passage.

“Tish ! rapped the prefect.

{0111. great snakes !V groaned Fishy.
(1] TQFI_.'J

“What are rou doing out of your
study in prep?”

*“Yooooop "

Loder tucked his a:zhplant under his
arm again and walked away, satisfed
that Fislh, at least, would not leave his
study again during prep.

i

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Billy and a Little Bill |
=5 ILLY BUNTER grunied discon-

+  tentedly.

- Bunter was alone in Studr
Mo, T in the Remove, His
sbudy-mates, Peter Todd and Tom
Dution, had fnished prep and gone
down to the Rag., DBunter was not
finished yet. Bunter disliked work. He

A\ fi il

I
Tl

|

Harry Wharton gazed at the mysterious decument for a full minute, in silence, as if it had taken his breath :;n}a}f. Franx
Nugent, surprised, iﬁinm:aeat at it over his shoulder—and then he, also, gazed transfixed. **Is this a joke, Fishy #*" asked

Wharton, finding his voice at last.

“Lot of good stichking Bunter ! That
fat olam’s pot no money. You were all
in it. I gueszs'l pot to be paid!”

Johnny Bull rose to his feet, Fishy
eved him hopefullv. He hoped that
Johnny was going fo sork out four
pounds, three shillings, for the sewtle-
ment of that Little ball,

But Johnny wasu't. He toolk the Lill
and erumpled it in hiz right hand, Then
he grasped Fisher T. VFish by a beny
neck with his loft hand. .

“ Hyor—leggo ™" velled Fisher T, Fish,
“YWharrer vou ati What's this game!?
1 gpuesz—ow l—unow! You silly pilecan!
Whoooh 7

Heodloss of Fishy's struggles, Johnny
Bull pushed the little bill down the back
of his neck.

“Ha, ha, ha " roarved Squall,

“Aw ! Wake snakesz ! gasped Fizhy.
“I uess—"

“Shut up . sall Johony Bill, as hwe

** Nope ! ** answered the American junior.

clothes I°*

“I—=I—] guess

Loder had his ashplant under his
arm. Ho =lipped it down into his Lhand.
Loder was the prefect in charge of the
Lower Fourth prep that cvenine,  And
Loder's methods were drastic. He was
giving the Remove a lool-in, to make
sure that all wa® quiet on the Lower
Fourth fronk, so fo speak, before he
slipped away to & quiet corncr for a
cigarctte and a rove! and lofe Lis duties
to take cave of {themselves,

“Get inio vour =tady " he snapped.

Fisher T. [Fish eved lum. Ie was
good at gucssing; and he guezsed what
was poing to happen a3 soon as hoe
turned hiz bacl: on Loder. *

“ZBharp ! rapped Loder.

There was no help for it.  Fishy
turned and  bounded back inte  the
study, Quick as he was, Lodet's ashe
plant was guicker,

Swipe !

“*It's an account for damages to my

had told Toddy that he had a jolly good
ming to cut 1%, and tell Quoeleh what hae
thought of him, if the Remove beak
made o fuss in the morning. Dut, on
second thonghts=—proverbially the boest—
Bounter decided that he had better have
a squint &t the beastly rob. at Jeast.
Telling  CQueleh, in the Formervoom,
what Le thought of him, was: one of
those happy things a  fellow might
Hunl of, but bardly pat mito praclice.
Crunting  discontenfedly  over  hia
work, Bunler plinked rvound az the
study doeor opened,  He geinmed at the
sight of Fisher T. Fish, DBunier wonld
have admitted that 1t was hard on a
fellew to capbure & horrid tuisture on
hiz napper which was  interded  for
another fellow's napper.  Sull, it was
fupny.  Moreover, Buntor did not like
Fishv, Fishiy was almost the only follow
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in the Hemove who had never cashed a
postal order for Billy Buntes, 1

“He, he, hel” cackled Dunter. © .‘Er-:u:_i1
you get it all off, Fishy He, he, he !

“1 guess you're the galoot I want to
sop 1 grid Fisher T. Fish., " From
what I hear, it was you bunged that
stuff over my cabeza.”

“Well, I meant 1t for Coker,” ex-
plained Bunter. “ Coker kicked me the
other day—cheeky beast! You shouldn’t
have barged in and got what I meant
for Coker.” . :

“That's yourn !” said Fisher T. Fish,
laying hia raother crumpled bill of
damages before Bunter on the table.

“(Oh erikey " paszped Dunter.

He blinked at Fishy’s little bill, His
little round eyes almost popped
through his big, round spectacles as he
blinked at it. i ,

“Four pounds, three shillings 1™ said
Fishy. “And if it ain't paid on the
nail there’ll be interest to pay on the
debt, I ain’t giving money away!”

“{Catch mo pa:.ri%%‘ you anything !
gasped Bunter, “The fact is, I never
had anything to do with it.” ’

“Why, you pie-faced piecan, you've
just said you wero golng to mop tEat.
stuff over Coker for kicking you—"

‘“ That—that was only a figure of
gpeech! It was Bob Cherry, really; he
got the stuff to chuck over ker,
hecause Coker was coming after him
with & cricket Et.l'll'ﬂ[_‘l--—-r—lul ;

In view of Fishy's little bill, Bunter
was rather anzious now to disclaim all
credit for the happenings on the Remove
landing.

“1 got it from all the guys that you
tipped the stuff over me!” sald Tisher
T. Fish., “I've usimd t‘tmT to sh-he’ll out,
and they won't! It's up te you.

“(h, :i;ea.lly, Fishy—"

“Like ma to take it to Quelch?” de-
manded Fishy. ]

Billy Dunter blinked at him,

Mr. Quelch, the Remove master,
knew nothing, =o far, of the affair of
the mixture.  Had Coker got it, as
planned, it would have been all right!
Coker of the Fifth was not the man to
drag beaks into & row. Morcover,
Coker, s an invader of the Remove

uarters, was the aggressor. Even
%u&lnh, severe on discipline as he was,
would have admitted that juniors had
a right to kick if a Fifth Form man
got after them with a ericket stump.

But Coker hadn’t got it. Fishy had

t it! That was a horse of quito a

ifferent colour. _ :

There might, or might not be canings.
Thera might, o might not be deten-
tions. But & claim for compensation
for ruined elothes was certain to bo
allowed by the judgment of the Form
maeter, .

Probably no fellow but Fishy would
have made such a claim. As Harry
Wharton had said, fellows gencrally
took the rough with the smooth.

GRRRISISOSR SIS SOOI
IMPORTANT NEWS!

Readors of the MAGNET who are about to
vigit the seaside for their holidays will he
glad to learn that Messra. Cadbury Bros., of
Bournville, have contributed no fewor than
A QUARTER OF A MILLION EARS OF
CHOCOLATE for the consumption of readers
buying their MAGNET from beach sellers,
kioeks, and other such places at most of our
popular seaside resorts. In addilion to this,
Cadbury Bros. are contributing pound boxea
of their delicious assorted chocolates ag prizes
at cur Concert Party, Ginema, and Gala Gom-
pefitions, Be fure, then, and watch out for
the MACNET representalivos whan you arg
at the seaside this summer.
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But that made no difference. If a
fellow’s suit of clothes was ruined by
fellows playing ks with  ghastly
mixtures uf ink and gum and soot,
that fellow had a legal and moral right
to be paid for the deamage. Mr. Quelch
was absolutely certain to allow the
claim.

He would investigate
grimly, adjudge and apportion the
blame, ascertamm who had done the
damage, and order that individual to
pay for the same, under pain of having
the bill sent home to his parentsa.

Thera was no doubt about that; and
Billy Dunter was not grinning now,
He was awfully serious. From the
bottom of his fat heart he wished that
he had not tipped that mixture so
hurriedly over the balustrade. It did
not geem funny now.

“I'm waiting ! remarked Fisher T.
Fish, after a long pause, during which
EBilly Bunter blinked at him in dismay.
“If you'd rather I took this to Quelch
I guess you can get up on your hind
legs and say s0.”

“Look here, Fishy, you can’t go to
Quelch " gasped Bunter. *lon’t you
be a rotten smeak, you know.”

“ I guess that cuts no ice ! said Fishy.
“L got to be paid. You don’t figure
that I'm going to lose money, do you

Evidently that scemed a sheer mpos-
sibility to Fishy.

“Well, I never did it!"” said Bunter.
“1 wasn't there, as it happens! I was
in my study at the time; and as for
fotching Toddy's marking-ink to put
in the pail, 1 never even thought of it.
I mean to say, I wasn't in my study.
I'd gone for a walk. You can ask an
of the fellows who were there wit
mﬂ_

“Waal, I swow 1™

“Besides, I thought it was Coker
coming up when I tipped the pail over,”
went on Bunter. “And I never tipped
it over, etther—it wns Bob Cherry!
Not that I know whe did it, you know.
I w‘;:.?sn't there ':;'" ——

“You payingi"” aske ishy.

"Nﬂ,”!}nyﬂm%i Buntor. g

“0. K. I guess I'm going down to
Quelch.”

Fisher T. Fish turned to the door.
Ho was evidently jn earnest. It was a
matter of money, and such n matter
drew out all the earnestness in Fishy's
nature. If Fishy had lost his best friend,
or hizs nearest relation, or hizs good
name, he could have found soma drop
of comfort. But losing money hit him
where he lived. That was the unkindest
cut of all, That was the worst and
most intolerable of the slings and arrows
of outrapeous fortune! That was the
limit—beyond the limit!

“I—I—1 say, Fishy!” gasped Bunter,
in great alarm, “I say, hold onl I
say, it may be a whopping! I say——"

1 puess my time's of value, if yours
ﬂm‘ﬂ:*k h bea

" Loo arg,  you st  gasped
Bunter, “I—I1 d-til’l‘- want it t.uggupt.u
Queleh. He would make out that I did
it, and he would send the bill to my
father. There'd be o fearful row.™

“I guess you should have thought of
that befora you mopped ink and pum
QVer m clﬂhﬁer,"

“ Look here, you beast, I'll pay!1” said

the maotter

Bunter desperately. “I'm not the
fellow to hapgle over & few pounds.
I'Il pay!™

 Four-pounds-three ' =aid Fisher T,
Fish, extending a bony paw.

“I'm expecting & postal order——>**

“What ' roarcd Iishy.

“From one ot ray titled relations—"

“You pie-faced clam 7

THE MAGNET

“And I'll settle when it comes” said
Bu-ln"é’ﬂrl E 1

“ ¥You—you—you— ped Fisher
T. Fish. “I'll give juuggsuatal er,
you pesky mugwump! I puess I'm hit-
ting Queleh’s study, right pow [

"“I—I1—I eay, Fishy—"

“Aw, oan it 1"

Fisher T. Fish marched eaway. The
offer of Billy Bunter's celebrated postal
order—when it came—eavidently did not
tempt him. He had drawn the Famous
Five blank: end now ho had drawn
Bunter hlank,

Fiehy started down the passage with
the fell intention of placing the matter
in the hands of his ﬁurm master,

" Oh erikey " gasped Bunter.

He rolled hurriedly after Fishy.

“1 say, Fishy——" he yelied.

Fisher T. Fish did not even turn his

-  He was already disappearing
down the Bemove staircase.

“Oh lor’ 1” gasped Bunter.

He rolled after Fishy.
yelled to him on the steircase. Fishy
did not loock back. In alarm and
horror, Bunter sew him disappoar in the
direction of Masters' Studies,

“Oh erumbs1” gasped Bunter.

And he rolled into the Rag, in a state
of consternation. The fat waas in the
fire now !

Twica ha

e b b

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Pay Up!
“ HARTON, Nugent, Cherry,
W Bull, Hurree Singh,
Bunter |
Walker of the 8ixth

recited those mames in the doorway of
the Reg. Y

“Ge to your Form master's study at
once, the lot of you!” added Walker:
end he turned eway and departed.

“1 say, you fellows—-™

“Well, that's that!” said Bob
Cherry, with & whistle.  “That uyn-
speakable worm, Fishy— -

“The sneaking blighter, Fishy—"
Emg‘llfd .}'uhnEy Bu}i!.

“That terrifio toad, Fishy—* sai
the Nabob of Bhanipur. suid

Billy Bunter had informed the juniors,
in the Rag, that Fishy had gone to
Quelch, Then came Wﬂfk'ﬂfs announce-
ment that they wers wanted. Evidently
Fisher Tarleton Fish had laid his
wrongs and grievances at the feet of
authority |

“Alfter all, vou fellows mucked up
the chap’s elabber,” romarked Skinner
agreeably. “It will very likely cost him
half as much as he's asked you, to pay
for the damago.™

“The worm!” =aid Vernon-Smith.
“Let's kick him a)l round the
whan he comes away from Quelch.”

"Hear, hear "

“It was that fathead Bunter——"
growled Johnny Bull.

“0Oh, really, Bull—*

“All very well to put it on Bunter |?
said Bhkinner. "I heard that the lot of
you were in it"

“You ean't very well stick it all on
Bunter,” argued Snooop. “Hardly
ericket, what "

Johnny Bull looked at 8Bkinner and
Snoop. Then he suddenly grabbed them
by their collars. There was a loud con-
cussion 83 their heads came togother,

Bang!

“Yarocoop ™ yelled Skinner
Snoop simultancously.

“IHave another 1 roared Jolnny
Bull, glaring at them ferocicusly.

“ Yow-ow-p0w-0w [ Bkinner and Snoop
backed eway, rubbing their heads

8
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They did not want another.
more than eaough.

“1 say, you fcllows, T don't think I'd
better  come,”  said  Billy  DBunter
anxiously. * You can tell Quelch that 1
wasn't there—that will be all right.”

“{My, come on, you men !’ said Havry
Wharton, and the Famous Five left the
Rag; and Bunter, in a very worried
frame of mind, rolled after them.

They arrived at Br. Queleh’s study.
The Hemove master was writing et his
table, Fisher T, Fish standing bestde
the table, waiting.

As the six juniors came in Mr. Queleh
laid down his pen. IHis look was not
unkindly as he glanced at the delin-
quents. Perhaps he had his own opinion
of F. T. Fish and his claim for
damages. 8till. it was his duty to see
justice done. If a fellow claimed com-
pensation for a spoiled suit of clothes,
the fellom might be unsporting end
stingy: but he had a right to be com-
pensated.

“Wharton—"" began Mr. Quelch.

“It wasn't me, sir!” said Bunter, in a
hurry.

“Hilence,  Bunter! Wharton, it
appears that some thoughtless prank
was plaved in the Bemove thiz after-
noon, and that Fish's clothes were
spoiled by—by some mixture of gum,
and ink, and-—and other things.”

“Yes, sir!” said Harry.

“Fish claims compensation for the
lozs," said Mr. Quelch. “He cannot,
perhaps, reasonably be expected to incur
the loss himself. 1 desire to know who
was responsible.  All of vou juniors
were there, I think.”

“Yes, sir I"” said Harrr.

“I never touched the pail, sir!” said
Bunter. “Besides, I thought it was
Coker coming! The fact is, the pail
slipped entirely by eccident when 1
touched 1#t—I mean, when T didn’t
touch it, sir! TIf Cherry had held it a
little more carefully—="

“Bhut up ! whispered Johnny Bull

fiercely.

“Oh, really. Buyll—"

“IE i was Bunter who
rezponsible——" gaid Mr. Quelch.

“ D}\ lor’!  It—it wasn’t, sir! I
wasn't there!” pasped Dunter,

“Yon were not there?” exclaimed
Mr. Quelch.

“0Oh, ne, sir! I—T was—was miles
away! I—I came in afterwards, and
—and was quite surprized to hear what
had happenad.”

“Be silent, Buater! Now,” sald Mr.
Quclch, I have no doubt that it was
that untruthful end stupid boy, Bunter,
who actnally caused the damage. If he
was entirely responsible, I shall—™

“Dh lor 1*

“Well, we had the stuff there, sir*
said Harry. “1 suppose we're all
cqually responsible, sir.®

1 should jolly well think so!”
gasped Bunter. “ Except me—"

“ Bilence, Bunter [

“Oh, really, sir—*

“Tt's up to me, eir I* said Bob Cherrr.
“I got the tin pail, and—and theze
fellows only helped me. That ass
Coker—"'

“ What #*

“I—I mean. Coker of the Fifth was
after me. and I was going to give him
a surprise ™ stammered Rohb. “The
other fellows only backed me up.”

“Rot!" grunted Johnnv Bull,

“The rotfulness is terrific.”

“It's up to all of wus sir" said
Harry Wharton. “If Tish is to be paid,
we shall whack it out—I—I mean, we
shiall all contribute equally-——»

" Very well,” said Mre. Queleh. *And
now, 1 have Tish's statement hore.”

One was

was

He tomssed a paper on the table, “The
amount 13 four pounds, three shillings.
Do you dispute any of the items?”

Wharton's lip curled., He was not
likely to haggle with a fellow like
Fisher T. Fish,

“0Oh, po, sir! I dare say it's all
right.”" And the othor fellows nodded.

“I guess—" bagan Fisher T. Fish.

“ You need say nothing, Tish, a3 your
claima iz admitted by these Dborys!”
rapped Mr. Quelch curtly. “The
matter, then, is settled—yvou will make
up the gum emong vou, end pay Fish.
You may leave my study.”

“1 say, sir—"

“That will do, Bunter !”

“But, really, sir—*

“1f yon speak again, I shall cane von,
Bunter "

Bunter did not speak again, He

s e

: NOTTS READER
, WINS A POCKET-KNIFE!

i * Hadn't you better go and tell
I your magter 7! said tha motorist
{1 to ths Farmér's boy, who stood
i looking at the load of hay that had
: been wpset In the lane., “He

i kpnowa,™ raplied thea boy.
| ¥ Knowa * How can he know 7"
! osked the motorist, *'Cos he's

undeor tha hay ! " retorted the bov.

~ Send in your joke and win a
i ap!endldetnl:mfe ltke J. Moult,
I of 3, Mozart Street, Radford,
. Nottingham, who submitted the
above winning rib-tickler,

rolled out of the study after the Famous
Five. Fisher T. Fish followed them,
with a cheery grin on his face, His
little bill was safe now. Fishy had not
under-eatimated the damapges—in that
little ball. Every one of the items
might have been challenged. Why tho
juniors did not dispute those items was
a mystery to Fishy. He had no objee-
tion to haggling hims:lf. He would
have haggled for m whole term over a
halfpenny.  Me concluded that thex
were javs and ginks, and was  very
pleasad to see a Little profit ahead,

Harry Wharton & Co. went down the
passage in silengo. At the corner Fisher
T, Fizh stopped them, holding out a
bony hand.

“I guess there’s ne time like the
present,” he remarked. ' Pony up !

“Twopence  any  pgood ¥ ashked
Nugent,

“LKh? Keope!™

©Well, that’s my limit, at present.”

‘I've got threepence,” remarked Dob
Clisrry,

“ Mine's a tanner,” said Jolinny Bull.

7

“"And mine's a bol," #aid Harry
Wharton.

“And an csteomed half-crown is the
present vhiodic limie to my hnancial re-
sonrcefulness,” observed Hurree Jomsck
Ram Singl.

“I say, you fellows, I'm stony! I'm
expeciing o postal order——"

Fisher T. Iish breathed hard through
his long, hony nese. Judgment had
been given in his faveur. That was all
right, zo far. But he had rather over-
looked the fact that money was some-
fumes tight in the Lower Behool—in
fact, often so. Schoolboys generally
have a way of spending their money.
Few fellows, a3 a rnle, had much m
hand when the: next allowence was due,

" Now, soc here!™ said Fisher T.
Fish emphatically. “You done the
damage ; vou got to pay! I guess it's
no good telling a man that you ain't
of the dust. Get it! Borrow it!
Vrito home for it! Anyhow, you got
to pay!”

“It’s all right, so far az I'm con-
cerned,” smid  Billy Bunter disdain-
iI'-:.JLlIll:,'. :J' When my postal order comes

“Aw, ean it! I reckon Mauleverer
would lend you the money, if vou asked
him,” said Fisher 1. Fish. “He's the
soft kind of guy that would.”

“We're noi borrowing money from
Mauly [ snapped Bob.

“"INo fear!™

“Bmithy, too. if you put it eivilly,
He might—"

“Oh, shut up!”

o Look here!” hooted Fishor T. Fish.

I guess I want my durocks—sce? If
yvou figure that you're going to double-
cross me, you gol another guess com-
ing! Pl tell 28 man—~"

“You'll be paid, you worm !"” snapped
Harry Wharton.  “We've agreed to
that! Now shut up, and give us a
rest 1M

“1 puoss—"

“Are you going to shut up?” bawled
Johnny Bull,

“INot so’s you notice it. I guess I
want my money. I guess I Yaroop |
Leggo ! What's this stunt? Whooop [”
roarcd Fisher 1. Fish, as the cxasper-
ated juniors eollared him, and bumped

him on the passage floor, “Great
gophers! I guess—  Wow! I'll
say—— Yaroop!”

FFisher T. Fish roared. Ilarrv Whar.
ton & Co. walked on, and left him
roaring.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Ways and Means !

HE following dav thore weras
some worried faces in the Grey-
friars Remove,
Figher I'. Fish's was the most
worricd.

Cash down was what Fishy wanted.
Accounts which woere aliowed fo drift
became more and more dilicult {o col-
lect. as Fishy koew only too well. Ha
had had a lot of experience In money
matters. He suzpected that Le was
going to be *done,™ if the delitors conld
{xnsfihh “do” him. No citizen of the
Iiited States could possibly view the
prospeet of being “done ” with equauni-
mity, Until they squared, those deilors
were likely to hear frem Fishy, from
carly morn till dewy eve.

It was not really a large sum.
Whacked out among six fellows, it was
only thirtcen-and-tenpenee cach, But ax
the total resources of the Famous Five
amounted at the moment to the sum of
{ﬂl:!'-anti-lt\'vp{‘-ﬂ{'c‘, that wae not much
1edp.

Tue MacNET Ligrany.—No. 1,327,
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Even when the weckly allowanees came
in, they wouldn’t make up tho required
eum,  And allowances weore not due
vot; and Fisher 1. Fish was not dis-
posed to wait. It was {roe that Loud
Maulevoerer, as soon as he heard of tho
trouble, ambled along to offer a loan.
But sponginr on Mauly was not a re-
zgonres that the Famouzs Five eould
think of. DBilly Bunter, certainly, was
willing to borrow thirteen-ond-tenpenee,
ar thirteen pounds-ten, for that matter.
But the Famouz Five declined Mauly's
offer with grateful thanks. Loans that
corld nat be softled within & reasonable
period could not be accepted—that was
rather too much hle Bunter.

After dinner that day Fisher T. IMish
came up to the Famous Five in the

nad, His bony face was grim.

“What about it?” he inquired.

“Dh, give us a rest!” growled Johnny
EBull. ;

gl guess I'll give you a rest till toa-
time,” said Fisher T. Fish darkly. “If
I amm't paid by then, I'm pgoing to
Guelch.”

“1 say, vou fellows, let's horrow 1t of
Mauly !” said Billy Bunter.

“Bhut up, Bunter i

“Tl} settle with Mauly, if you fol-
lows like "

“When, ass?”

% When my postal ¢rder comes.”

“Oh, kick him !

“Tea-time "™  said Fisher T. Fish
grimly; and he jerked away on his
bony legs, his mind quite made up.

In class that afterneon Harry Whar-
ton & Co. were thinking more about
ways and means than about the instruc-
tion they were receiving from  Mr.
ueleh,

Only Bunter looked cheery.

The matter was settled for Bunter.
He was going to horrow thirteen-and-
tenpence from Lord Mauleverer. That
would see Bunter clear--which was all
that matiered, so far as Bunter could
B,

The juniors realised that they could
not let the matter go before Quelch
again. They had agreed to pay; and
they had to pay. If they did not their
peaple had to find the money. Four
members of the Co. would not have
minded that wvery much, perhaps, but
Bob Cherry, whose people were far
from rich, strongly objected to cxira
accounts going home to his father. DBob
was the most worried member of the
Famous Co.

It had been his rother unhappy idea
to mop that mixture over Coker of the
Fifth. As he had said, the other fol-
lows had only backed him up. He felg
that ho was rather responzible for tha
whole sum. At the very least he had
to stand his own whaek, The question
was=how ?

After class that day Harry Wharton
sold a bike lamp in the Hemove, and
a penknife, and handed thirteen-and-
tenpence to Iisher T, Fish. Frank
Nugent disposed of some “Floliday
Annuals,” and a Latin dictionaryv. Ha
also =atisfied Fishy. That saw Study
No, 1 elear. That, however, was littls
comiort to them, so long as their friends
wore skill in the soup.

But the afternoon’s post brousht o
pound note to Johnny Bull from home,
and Johnny lost no lime in paying
Fishy, Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh dis-
and of a tiepin, and he zlso was re-
teved of the burden of debt.  Bob
Cherry was the only one left in the soup.
Dut it was in vain that his frieads
affered him what was left over from
their various little sums,

“RHot!” growled Bob., "If I was
goinz to borrow monecy I couldn’t pay,
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I'd stick Mauly for it, as snon as you
fellows. Think I'm Bunter i

And that was that!

Bob had a problem on his mind that
afternoon—a  deep financial problem,
He was thinking it over in the Remove
pazznge when Billy Bunter rolled out

of Lord Mauleverer's study, with a
cheery grin on his fat face,

“Been that cad  Fishy??  asked
Bunter.

Bob anorted. He kpow what Bunter
had been to Mauly's study for.

'; No!" he grunted. “And don’t want
fa l

Bunter rolled on.

“Been Mishy?™
info Study No. 1.

* 1 think he’s in his-study,” answered
Harry Wharton.

“0Oh, all night!*

Bunter rolled towards the stairs—the
wpmﬂta direction from Fishy's study.
Mow that he was supplied with the
necessary cash to pay Iishy, the fat
,;qmm, or somo rrason best known to
umszelf, was aveiding that bony and
husinesslike veouth., He wanted to
know where Fishy was, in order to keep
eloar of the spot.

Billy Bunter's way lay to the school
shop.

Mrs. Mimble ecyed him far from

raciously when he came in.  Billy

unter would have been her very best
customer, had the good dame ron that
establishment on lines of extended credit
—very much  extended.  But on the
prosent occasion Bunter was not thero
to male one more desperate attempt to
scoff good things “on the nod” Witi
quite a princely air Bunter slomined -
ienshilling note on the counfer.

“Hallo! Bern robbing a bank??
asked the Boundor, who was thers with
Redwing.

Bunter blinked at him.

“0h, really, Smithy! Van're not
the only man in ihe Remove who gots
remittances,” he said, And Dunter pro-
coeded to give generous orders,  “ Make
it come to thirtcen and fenpenee,
please,” he said, " Mind, just that
exactly.”

“Yes, Master Bunter,” said Mrs.
Mimble, a little surprised.

It was rather an odd sum.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Bounder.

Smithy understond,

“You fat duffer ™ exelaimed Tom
Redwing., “I somehody’s lent you the
f?‘“",m pay Fishy, you'd better pay
im,™

“Oh, really, Redwing——"  Bunter
was alrcady gobbling tarts, “That will
be all right., 1 don’t see why Fishy
can’t wait till the morning.”

- "Are you going to stick Manly again
in the morning ¥ grinned Smithy.

“Oh, really, Smithy! I'm expecting
a postal order in the morning.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Blessed if T see anything to cackla
at! I shall square that worm Fishy ont
of my postal order,” said Bunter, with
his month full, “As for the loan that
Mauly's made me, I shall scttls that
out of my next postal order., JAlauly
won't mind waiting a couple of days.”

“Or & couple of comturies?” aszked
Smithy.

*¥ah!”

Billy Bunter enjoved life for the next
half-hour. In spite of ihe enormous
wealth to be found at Bunter Couri—
according to Bunter—it was  very
seldom that he had se much as thirteen
chillings to spend on tuck at ene fell
AV TaT b

Wihile he sat at Ars.  Mimble's
counter, and pohbled tart afler tark, and
doughnut after doughnut, nnd cake after
cako, and washed them all down with

he asked, blinking
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coplous gingerpop, Billy DBunter felt

that life was really worth the trouble of

living. It was, ms the poet hans ex-
pressed it, one grand, sweet song !

It was & happy and sticky Bunter

that rolled out of the tuﬂhslm?t at last,
er

breathing rather hard a his
exertions. :
A bony finger jammed in his fat ribs

13 he emerged.

“I guess I've been looking for you,”
said Fisher T. Fish. *I kinder reckon
I want thirteen-and-tenpence from vou,
Bunter.”

“Oh, really, Fishy——>

“ Bhell out, you fat elam !

. “ You'll have to wait till ithe morn-
ing ! explained Bunter. “I'va told
yvou I'm expecting a postal erder——7

" Wait till tha cows come homo 1" said
Fisher T. Fish derisively. “I guess I'll
wait till prep. Then I'm gpoing to
Quclech.”

4i EEBEt [j}

Billy Bunter rolled into the Tlouse
with & rather worried look on his fat
faca! Even if Fishy waited till the
morning, there was some doubi—Bunter
realised it—whether that postal order
would ecomal And Fishy would not
wait fill the morning

Even Billy Bunter felt that he could
not ask Mauly for the same sum over
again, and it was onlvy too probable that
even the kind-hearted Mauly would
Lkiek if he did!

Buntar had had an enjovable spread-—
a really enjoyable spread ; but after tho
feast camo %a reckoning ! Ils almeost
wished that he hadn't spent Manly's
money on that spread ! 8till, he couldn’t
quite wish_that—it had been so wery
vipping ! But he realised that some-
ihing—or somebody--had to be done!

—re—

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter Makes a Discovery !

1 OB, old chap 1*
B “Oh, scat!?
Chorry.

“Buat, I say—"

growled Bob

" Buzz off I” _
Bob Cherry was alone in hiz study
affer tea. Ha was worried. The

question of ways and means troubled
him more than the other follows,

Bob had the smallest allowance of the
Famous Five—and he was, perhaps, the
most carcless of the five in money
matters, Any fellow could “touch™
Boly for o loan when he was in funds—
and all fellows did not remoember to
hguidate the debt afferwards. Dot if
Bob would lend carelessly. he was not
the fellow to borrow carelessly—which
wns quite a dilferent matter!

ITiz total wealth at the moment
amounted to threspence, and he saw neg
means of mnereasing it.  He hated the
thought of the bill going home to his
father, but there seemed no help for
it. It was a decp worry.

In that disagrecable frame of mind
ho was in no mood fo be bolhered by
Billy Bunter—who wasz, in truth, tho
cause of the whele treublo, [le made
a movement with his foot, as the fat
E}vl rolled in, and shut the deor after

Im.

“I'vo come to advise yvon, old chap!™
spid Bonter, with dignily.

“(Oh, rats!™

* We're both in the same beat, really,™
raid Bunter. “Companions in mis-
fortune, vou know.™

“Xauly's lent g{rtl the money fo
equare,” said Bob, staring ot him.
“You're all right1”

“"Well, vou see, I wasz hungry—>¥

“What??

“ It went 1™ said Bunter.
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** Alter all, you fellows mucked up Fish’s clobber,” said Skinner,
Snoop. Bull suddenly grabbed Skinner and Snoop by their collars. Bang !

came together.

“You frabjous fathead !*

“It's rathor uncivil to call a fellow
names, Cherry, when he's trying to help
vou ovt of a serape,” said the Owl of
the Remove. “Look here, weo're both
in the soup, and I know a way out.”

“Has your postal order come " asked
Bob, with deep sarcasm.

“Well, no! There's boen some delay
in the post,” admitied Bunter., “1 can't
gquite understand it. It's from one of
my titled rolations, you komow ! Dutb it
hasn't come !

“Buzz off, and don't worry ¥

“But it's all right,” said Bunter,
blinking at him through his big
spectacles. “We can  borrow  the
Lonay.”

ou can” snapped DBob—"if
Mauly's ass encugh to bo done twice
overl I faney he isn’t. There's a
limit, you fat owl!”

“1 mean, when fellows are hard up,
what do they do?” said Bunter. " They
go to o moneylender.”

“What ?"* velled Baob.

“Don’t tell all the House I snapped
Bunter. *These things have to be kept
dark, of course! What about Fighy ¥

“RFishy I repeated Bob blankly.

“1ishy lends money to fellows like a
Shylock, you know! He was whopped
for it last term, but there's no stopping
him,” said Bunter. “JI jolly well know
ihat he's at it againl J}.’uung Tublb of
the Thipd—"

“You fat chump! DBorrow money
from Tishy to pay Fishy himuelfl As
if I'd touch the worm’s pulrid money I

“Of course, you gouldn't borrow from

Fishy as a friend. DBut you could
borrow from him as a Shylock!™ ex-
lained Dunter. “It’'s business wilh
im. Ile charges interest on a loan,
like a real moneyvlender, wou know!
You're under no obligation when you
pay for the loan.™ )

Bob stared at the fat Owl! Certainly
that extracrdinary resource had not
gocurred io his mind., But now that it
was sugpested, he considered it. From
the talk in Study No. 1 the day before,
he had no doubt that Fisher T Fish
was keeping up his old monoy-lending
pame. Fishy would lend moncey—far
a consideration—te any fellow who could
be tfrusted to pay. Bunter cortainly was
not such a fellow! But Dob was. And
thers was no favour or obligation In-
curred, if interest was paid.

Bob did not like the idea!
soemed to be a case of any
storm ! Given time, he could save up
his allowance and get clear. The only
alternative zeemed to be to lot the bill
go to ks father.

“Fishy won't trust me,” wont on
Bunter.  * Buspicions ecad, yvou know!
But he will trust you all rvight.”

“1 should think so!" growled oh.

“Well, look here! ¥on borrow the
money of Fishy, and poy him,” said
Dunter. At 1the samne time, you can
borrow 1t for me”

“Wha-a-1 7"

“He will triazt you! Well, you can
trist me—you know me,” said Bunler.
* Knowing me go well, you ecan rely on
me to square—sea ™

“h, my hatl®

But it

ort 1 4

* You gan’t very well stick it all on Bunter," argned
There was & loud concussion as their heads
“* Yaroooop ! ”’ yelled Skinner and Snoop simulianeousiy.

“Twice thirteco-and-tenpence is one-
pound-two——" "

“ Yon blithering owl, it’s twenty-saven-
and-ecightpence ™

“Bure?” asked Dunter. “I'm rather
good ot arithmetie, you know, and
you're rather a dud! I meke it one-
pound-twe”

Bolby Cherry grinned.

“I faney Fizhy would make it tweniy-
seven-and-ciphtpence,”  he onswered.
;Thul’s what 1t comes to, fathead.

ub—-"

“Well, you borrow that of IMishy, and
give him an 10U, and pay for both
of us,” said Bunter brightly. *Ie will
charge about ten per ecnt. interest;
but I'll settle that out of my postal
order——"

“Oh, chuck it !®

“In fact, I'll settle the whole thing
when my postal order comes. The

trouble iz, T'm nat  sure when 1t's
coming. ‘There sn't another post to-
dﬂ_'lr_—'"

“1t wouldn't make a frightful lot of
difference i1f  there was,” said DBob,
lanching.  “Choels #, vou fat doffer!
I—I'll think this over.”

" Qirike the iroh while it's hot,"” urged
Bunter. “We don’t want that worm
to go io Quelch nzain.  As I'va given
vou the idea. I touk s up to you to

aee me clear, az well as vourself.  What
o vou think?"
AN right. 1f I ecan fix it with

Fishy,” saud Dob, *1 shall have somo
money for the hols, and they're not fae
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off now: I ean got clear of the brule
then. I—I'[} do "

“Good ! gasped Dunier. * Look
here, I'll go and seo if Fishy is in his
study now. Ilo goos over his putrid
accounts when the other fellows amn't in
the study: and Bull and Squilf are both
down at the ericket now. If he's there,
I'll tell him to come to you.”

Bab had not quite made up his mind.
He was hesitating. Dut he who hesitates
13 lost | Bunter rolled out of the study,
and went aleng to Study No. 14.

e turned the handle of tho door;
but it did not open. It was locked on
the insido.

Bunter grunted. He was aware that
when Iisher T, Fizh went over his
procious accounts, he was accustomed
to lock the study door. Those accounts
would have landed Fishy in serioas
troublo with the Head, if they had ever
et the eiye of anthority. %"ishy had
to bo careful in such matters,

“I say,
the door.

“That vou, you fat clam?
got the i

Fishy ! Bunter thumped on

If you've

dirat—
“ Bob Cherry wants to see you in his

study. He's going to seitle for both of

us 1" hooted Dunter.

C “0h, all right! I guess T'll ba along

in two shakes of a "possum’s taal .V

Bunter heard Fisher T. Fish push
back his cheir, and there followed tho
sound of a book shulting. That, un-
doubtedly, was the business book, in
which Fisher T, Fish kept account of all
the little zmms due to him up and down
the lower =chool, and the interest that
acenmulatod therefrom !

Bunter’s eyes gleamed behind his big
spectacles.

Plonty of fellows knew, or gusssed,
that Fishy had that account-hool, It
whero he kept 16 was a mystery, lIhs
study-mates had noe knowledge of if;
certainly ecither Johnny Bull or Squiff
would have put it on the study fire if
they had found b in the study. Billy
Bunter was curious on the subjoct—as
he was an all subjeects that did not con-
cern him. As {m heard Fishy move
from the tzble the fat. inguisitive Owl
stooped and applicd his eye to  the
kevhale,

Through the keyhole Bunter could zeo

across the study, and he had a view of
Figher T. Fizh’s bony form rjmt){:ung,
with & rather bulky volume in his bony
hand.

Bunter grinned.

Uneonselons of the watching eve at
the keyhole, Fisher T, Fish turned back
a corner of the study carpet,

There was a small section of board
with nail-heads showing which looked
az if it was as Hrm as the rest of ihe
Hoor, but evidently it had been tam-
pered with, for Fishy raised it from its
placo, )

The aceount-book was slipped into the
space below; Fishy replaced the looze
board and (ke carpet,

Evidently Fishy had thought out that
safo hiding-place for his business papers
since the untfortunate occasion, last term,
when such documents had been found 1n
his study by a master,

Bunter suppressed & gigele.

He watched Fisher T. Fish replace the
corner of the carpet over the loose board
and como to the door. But when Fishy
opened that door Billy Bumnter was lean-
ing on the wall on the other side of the
passage,  Uishy planced at him and
jerked along to Dob Cherry's study.

“Ha, he, he ! cachinnated Bunter.

Fob Cherry's door closed on Wisher T.
Tish. Billy Bunter blinked into Study
No. 14 anmd then rolled in.  Iis fat faco
was wreathed in grins.  Hurriedly he
lifted the corner of the carpet and the
loose bouwrd, as he had watched Fishy
do. He groped in the opening and
hooked out a large account-bhook., A
moment more and board awd earpet
woere reploced, and Bunter rolled out of
tha study  with Fishy's busineszs book
squeceed under his jacket. Ho gurgled
with glee as he rolled into Study Mo, 7
wilth his prize. e opencd the study
cophoard and pitched Ifisher T, Fizsh's
heok beliind the lunber that occenpied
the lower portion.

“1He, he, he I gurgled DBunter.

Fisher T. Fish had bothered Bunter
voery eonsiderably lately., Fisher T, Fish
wia going (o be bothered m his turn.
Next time he went to the secrvet 'u'ulin?(-
place for that business book he would
find that it was missing. Duntor could
unagine hig feclings when he miszed it

Read FRANK RICHARDS' School Stories

A burglar has hidden his swag in
Middlemoor Wood—and the rival
Seouts of Grimslade School are on
lhf& warpath. ‘]rm Dainty 15 deter-
mined to fnd 1t for the honour of
White's House ; Ginger Rawlinson
15 equally determined to find it for
the honour of Redmayes” House.

But it t5-Fritz von Splitz, the fat
German jumor, who grabs the swag
—at least he thinks it is the swag.
And when Fritz claims his reward
he gets the biggest shock and the
biggest licking of his life!

If you want lau !}3 and thrills, make
a point of reaﬁlng this top-notch
school story, which is written by
popular Frank Richards. Ask for

The RANGER

RANGER

b -.- If‘ ; f . i ] B
Hf% s

Bﬁ

Erery
Saturdapy

THE MAGNET

And he chackled as he imaginod them !
This was tit for tat—a Roland for an
Miver—and Billy Bunier exploded in a
series aof fat chuckles as he rallad away
down the Remove passage.

e — —

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Nothing Doing !

¢ w7 "X vour antelope ! .
E That was Fisher T. Fish's
prompt answer when Bob Cherry
mooted the subject of 2 loan.
Fizshy looked quite cordial. Ha liked to
get the names of borrowers on his books
—to extend his business as an amateur
moneylender. And a fellow like Dob
was oxactly the fellow he wanted.
Fellows like Skinner or Sncop would
havo agreed to anything to raise a loan
when they wanted one, but they were
only too likely to tell Fishy to whistla
for his intcrest when the time came to
serew them. But a simple-hearted fellow
like Bob, nnwary and unsuspicions In
money matters, and a fellow of his
word, was just the man to suit the
atnatenr Shylock.

The 8hylock of Greyfriars laboured
under the difficulty that las vascality
had to be kept a strict secret, If Quelch
ar the Head discovered him lending
money at interest it was a flogging fov
Fishy. 8o he was, to some extent, at
the mercy of his “clients.” In tho big,
wide world outside school moneylendrrs
could zerew their victims to almost any
oxtent—indeed, they could inveke the
law on their side.  Which seemed to
indicate fhat the big world outside
school was not managed so cfficiently
az the liltle world inside school, Fishy,
anvhow, had to keep it dark—or feel the
Head's birch on his bony carcase—so ho
had to be rather particular with whom
hr dealt.  IDob was just the man for
him—if he could inveigle Bob inie tho
meshes of his net.

“1 puess,’” said Fishy cordially, “that
I'm vour ELI]fJ!'Jﬂi)E, Cherey ! 1hin vour

tho

mition—with wool on'! “op !
Heow much you want?” ] i
“Twenly-seven-and-eightpence,”  said

Dol

Fisher T. Fich grinned. That was &
rather odd sum for a borrower to want,
but he guessed what 16 meant. It was
iwice thirtcen-and-tenpence. DBob was
going to pa;,' two whacks in that debt
for ichy's clobber.

“Basy done !’ said Fisher T. Fizh.
"You'll sign a hittle paper, old beon—
jost your I O U. Business, you know.™

g .-L;:.'thing vou lthe,™

I guess 'l draw it up in two shakes
of a "Ip:}s.sum’i tail | Intercst at five per
cent.’

“Eh? Yes that's all right,”’ said Dob
in astonizhment. ile had rather ex-
pected Fishy to say twenty-five per cont.

“That'il be eirhteenpenca & woeek so
Tong as the loan rane,” zaid Fisher T.
Fizh breezily, “Can't sphit it for odd
amouniz: I shall have to charge you the
interest on thirty shillings”

“Oh, all right!™ %Dh did some
mental arithmetie, “IHHold on, theugh!
Fl_;ujn;- per cent 15 a twentieth part, su't
It

“SBuare !

“Well, fathead, that's cighicenpenca
a vear, not a week V7 sa1d Haob.

Fisher T. IFizh stared at him.

“Forget it be smid, “T ain't in
huazinezs for my healih ! Interest on my
loana is five per cont a week,™

“0Oh crombs !’

“Take it, or leavo ik said Fizsher T.
Fish. “I guess I'm letting you down
lightlv., Generally I charge ton per const,
pub you being a friend—"1=
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“{ut that out I'" said Bob gruffly.

“Don’t go off on your ear, buddy !
Five per cent is the terms; take ik, or
leave it. Bighteenpence a week; and
i,:',uu can pay off the principal any time

v giving 2 moath’s notice”

Boly Cherry sat and looked at the en-
terprising merchant of the Hemove. He
did some more mentel arithmetic. Five

er cent a week was something like two
Eundred and fifty per cent per annum.
The ancient Shylock himself, evidently,
had nothing on Fisher T. Fish.

Fisher opened a fountain-pen and took
2 leaf from hiz pocket-book. In his
scragey, scrawly hand he drew up the
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paper for Bob fo sign. Bob's face grew
grimuacr and grimmer,

“Hyor yvou are 1” said Tish. “That's
where you sign.”

Bob drew a decp breath.

Fle was not satisfied in his conscience
with this resource for ratsing the wind.
Tt worried him considerably. ko had
rather thoughtlessly made up his mind
to it. Now he unmade his mund again.
To be swindled to this tune was alto-
gother intolerable.

“¥You can shove your pen away !” he
said eurtly. “I'm net signing thot
paper. If T signed it I should have to

Strange things are always
happening on the cricket field

—[npldents

tha matoh is aver.

o UESTIONS sometiraes arise ag to
4  whether, in casea in which the

hatsman is out, the bowler
2 chould be eredited, in hia
analysis, with the wicket. A reader of

Fast Lulworth, for instanse, writes to
askh me if the wicket iz credited to the
bowler when the batemsn, playing at the
ball, hits his wicket. The answer 13 yes,
It is just as much a wicket to the bowler
ag if e hed sent the middle stump flying
through the air.

If you think this over for a moment
you will ses the logic of the answer.

I iz nresumed that wwhen the Lals-
siran hits hiz wicket in plaging of the
ball, the bowcler has sent down the
sort of delivery which forced him to
play so far back that the bal came in
contact with the wickel. _

Then thers iz tho ense, which is often
arpued, as to whether, if the ball, not
having been played by the baismon,
comes back off the wicket-keeper’s pads
and breaks the wicket while the batsman
ia still out of his ground, should the score-
bool: record stumped or run out 7 The
proper record is stwnped, and, of course, in
stumping affairs the bowler is given the
credit of having taken the wicket.

HARD CASES !

ETURNING to the * hit wicket ™
R business there are cng or two
curious featurca attached to this
which msy be mentioned. Fer
instance, suppose the batsman is making &
stroke, and as he makes it, his E-IL{:I falis off
hiz head n.ndl-m;w to the wicket, Ile w?u]d
rjuite proper ven out, on append, a3
the 1—‘51‘!’.1111:::11 ;.rm 't.h?a case would be *f hit
wicket.,” Seoms a bit strange, doesn’t it 1
But the laws of the gnme are very definito

on the point.

In respect of these " hit wicket
decisions the big point is that it all depends
aon whether the bails were knocked off
while the batsman was in the act of
making the stroie, and thaet, of eourse, 13
for the umpire to decide. If the batsmean
hnd actuzlly coropleted the siroke, for
ingtanes, and in starting to run somehow
lenocked the wicket down, he would not be
given onut. I have known somo very hard
i!IhSEf ecounected with this hitting of the
wickot.

which cause a
—= Ereat deai of commenl when
£ Umnira * 1s hera to settle these arguments.

Address your gueriep
to him, cjo The MAGNET, The Flesiway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4,
and then watch out for his reply.

Loxt season, Geerge Gunn, the

‘otts batsman, was sfruck on the
head with ihe ball which he was
aftempling fo hil. The blow
krocked hiyn back on fo Ris wichel,
and he was righlly given oul as
having hit the wicket, though it was
not until he recovered consciousness
in hospitel that Gunn Enew he was
oui al all.

A strange way of a batamen being out,
bowled, was brought to my notice the other
day. This particular ph}ycr played the
ball down olmost at Ius feel, a as the
wicket-keeper was standing well bnck,
there was o call for & run. The batsman
who bad played the ball started off
towards the other end, but in deing so, he
trod on the ball, and so turned it back
into his own wicket. I hap to know
that the decision of the umpire—that the
batsman wos bowled—did not meet with
general approval, so the detaila were sent
to headguarters, where it was agreed Lhat
the decision was o good one.

Arising out of this wns a case which
geemed similar, but which was  roall
different. Again the batsman hit the ball
down just in front of him, and again there
was & shovt run, On this oceasion the
batamon coming from the other end,
kioked the ball into the wicket while he
was atill out of his ground. BSome people
thought he should have been givem run
out, but they were wrong. The bataman
could not be given run out thus because
no fiolder had played the bail, This is on
all fours with the incident which often
happens. The bataman at one end drives
the ball straight into the wicket at the
other end while the batsman there ia oub
of his ererse.  Bub the batsmon i3 not out
unless the ball has touched a ficlder on the
way. If it has just been tipped by the
fingera of a fielder—say the bowler—then
the batsman is run out.

THE ART OF SWERVING !

XD now, you cricket playvers, 1
A want to zive you a little leciurn
on the tlangs which are, and are

not done, ot ericket. I often go

o wabtch boys play and I have frequentiy
noticed that, from sheor eaperness and
anxiety Lo win, playeys are guilty of doing
things which they really should not do.
Take, for instance, the matter of appenls

I'm not fool enough fo laet

1y
H

sterrd by if.
vou diddle me to that extent

“Diddie ! repeated IMisher T, Fish
indignantly. “Did vou say diddle?
Don't you pesky jays in this mouldy old
island begin fo understand Dbusiness?
Think I'm lending money becanse I like
parting with it? Guess again|”

Bob rose te his feet.

“Got out ' he said.

“ Look hyer—""

“¥ou make meo sick!” said DBob in
disgust. ' CGet out! I don't want to
have to kick you! But get out—sharp |”

(Continued on nexd puge.)
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for leg before wicket., I want to remind
vou that such appeals should be left to the
players who are in s position to judge
whether it iz possible that the batsman
might be out. And the players in such &
position are the bowler and the wicket-
keeper. I don't like to hear fellows a lon
way from the wicket, and nowhere behin
the line of flight of the ball, appealing for
leg before simply because the ball has
haﬁpaned to hit tho batamon's lega.  That
will do for this week in the ** sermon * line,

One of the curious things about first-
¢lass ericket—which you maey or may not
have noticed, is that there arc very fow
fast bowlers who are left-handed. Edward
Clark, who played for England against the
Weoat Indies in & Test mateh re-mntdg. is om
exception. He i3 a fast loft-hend bowler,
Another fast lefi-hender is ** Bill ™ Voce,
the Notts man.

I don't know why ¢ is tha!t moat
of the fast borwlers of cricket should
bhe right-handers, Lut it i3 cbrions
that there is a very real chance
rweaiting for the fast bowlers of tho
left-hand variely.

I very much doubt whather Voce would
have played for England if he had kept to
the type of slow bowling which he adopted
when he first got into ecricket. are
wonld have been greater compotition for
Voce among slow bowlers than among fast
left-hand bowlers. Notts hed plenty of
howlera of the slow type, snd that was
why Voce changed his style from slow Lo
fast,

There was another reason for this Voce
change of style. He discovered that he
hod what iz called o natural swerve—that
is the ability to make the ball ewing in the
air. I have often been nsked by young
bowlera about this art of swerving ; how
it i3 done, and o on.

douht whether,
generally speaking, wreal swerve
bowling can be taught, There ave
some bowclers—Ilike Maurice Tate—
swohose arm and body action is such
that the ball swccrves in the air.

I veryg wmuch

As vou may like to cxperiment with
swoerve Bowling, however, o hint or two
may help. _

Tirat of all grip the Lall in such & way
thint the scam is *f looking " at the bats-
man ; that 8 with the thumb under the
geam ni the botlom and the frst and
second fingers on cach side of 1t at the top.
Voce tells me that he finde the ball
swerving better i he deesn't grip it too
{ightly prior to the moment of delivery.
Trv it.  And remember, of course, that it
is nasior to make a new ball swerve than an
old ene. The seam on the new ball, plus
the polish, add to the air resistance.
Sounds a bit scientific, doesn’s it? DBut
swerve bowling is a science, linked up with
o noew ball, the atmesphere, and other

Lhngs,
“ UMPIRE."
Tae dMagscr Linnany.~No, 1321
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Fisher T. TFish pnt Lis fountain-pen
away. Evidently it was not going to be
needed.  His cold eyes glinted at Bob,

“Have it your own way,’ ho saul.
“1 guoss yvou'vae wasted mg time. But
have it your own way. Before I go I'll
trouble you for thirtcen-and-tenpence.™

Bob breathed hard. Having rejected
the assistance of the amateur Shyloek of
Grevfriars, ho was back in his problem.

“I'll manage it ta-mﬂrmw,f*ﬁw said,
“I can sell my cricket bat if nothing
else turns up. Now, get out !’

“TI puess I want my money now."

“Are you going ¥

“ I guess ' going to Quelch—-"

Bob's paticnco was exhausted,  He
threw open the study door, took Fisher
T, Fish by his scraggy shoulders, and
Ttr:!md him headlong into the passage.
There was a bump aud a yell as Fisher
T. Fish landed thorve,

"Now cut!” roared Boly his eyes
blazing, from the doorway. “ Get going,
you worm, or 1I'll come out and kick
J‘ﬂu‘!‘" Y 1 T

“Aw! You peshy piecan! Youn—yon
—¥you piE-Faceeray}E'P gasped Fisher T
Fish, * By the preat horned toad
Yaroonoh ! Let up! Keep off ! 1 guess
' going !

And Fishy went—quickly.

Bob Cherry sat dewn in his study
again with & gloomy and worried brow.
It was not so easy for him to “raise the
wind ! as for many other fellows. DBuk
ha had to pay lishy, and he resolved
fo park with lus ericket bat. It was a
wrenely, bat it could wot be helped.
Other articles of which he might have
disposed were not likely to raize tho
required sum.  He was still thinking it
out dismally, when Billy Bunter blinked
mte the study. IIa had forgotten
Bunter. Now ho was reminded of him
again.
“All right—what?” asked Bunter
cheerily. * Fixed it with Fizhy®

-‘I'N +!_?

Bunter's fat face fell.

“But—but you sald—"

“The rotter piled it on too thick,™
sald Bob., “Ib was a rotten idea, any-
how—and it can't be donec.”

“Oh erikey! What are you going lo
da, then 7

“5ell my bat I** grunted Bob.

Who'll give you twenty-seven-and-
eightpence for your bat?”

Bob Cherry started.

“MNobody,” he growled. “But it's a
gpuinea bat, aud I can get thirteen and
tenpenes for 18"

“And what about me*" roared
Bunter.

* Nothing about ron, you fat idiot!
If T could have borrowed the money
of Feshy I'd have paid vour hill, Now
¥ can't i

* Look herg——"

“Oh, shut up!” roared EBEeh, “I'm

fed-up with yvou! Duzz off I

“Letting o fellow down '™ exelaimed
Bunter indignantly.  “ Look heee, you
can borrow it of Fishy, If hie charges
too much, you needu't pay him,  Tell
im you'll go ta the Head and give him
away. Sce? Then he'll have to knuckle
under. ™

“You fat villam '® yolled Bob, ®I
T make a promize T shall have to keep
! Shat up, and bunk ™

*That's all very well,™ =ald Dunter,
“Bat where do 1 come in®”

“You dom’t comn in—yoa go out!™
prowvled Dob: and a foot applicd to tho
vightoat trousers at Greyirviars helped
Lianter oub.

Bunier departed welling, His
problem, like Dob’s, was still unszelved.
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Big Idea!

ILLY BUNTER grinned.
B It was the following morning,
and the Remove were in class,
. with Mr. Quelch,

Latin grammar was the order of the
flay, and there was certainly nothing
in Latin grammar to make a fellow
grin,

Yot Bunter grinned.

He grinued from one fat ear to the
ather.

Bunter had been thinking—net, it was
certzin, of Fatlin  grammar! Now
Bunter had the Big Idea!

Billy Bunter’s fat broin did noet eet
& great deal of exercise, as a rule.
Thinking was not mouch in his line. But
circumstances alter cases.  Bunter had
been  fairly  driven to exiraordinary
mental exertions by the persecution of
Fisher T. Fish.

Fishy, burning with indignation, had
kept his word, and gone to Quelch.
Gueleh had ealled Bob Cherey  and
Bunter before him  and sta that
unless they paid Fisher T, Fish he would
Py the amounts himself, and the hill
vwould, in due course, reach their
parcnts.  T'o which both replied that
Fish would be paid thot day. Bob was
gomng to sell his bat, and Bunior was
expocting & postal ovder. So that was
that!

In third schoel, Bunter, regardless of
Queleh and Latin grammar, thought it
out. His expected postal erder had not
come,  He had looked for letters in
brealk=—but had locked in vain., Bunter,
az earncstly as Dob, did wot want itho
all to go to his father, theugh not for
the same reasons. Boly hated to worry
lus father for money, Major Cherry not
heing blessed with tee much of it
Buunter, on the other hand, did not
mind worrying Alr, Bunter; bot he
knew that Ar. Bunter wonld deduct the
amonnt from bis allowanee. That made
the mattoer seprious !

Filly Bunter wes fooling quite like a
hero in a novel whe was in the hands
of the moneylenders! Neaver hefore had
Bunter  worried about paving  an
account. He wonld not have worrted
now, had hiz eveditor boen anyhody but
Iisher 1. Fish, As it woz, he had to
worry ! And gt was in the stress of that
worry that Bunter's fad brain evolved
the Big Idea.

Whercat Dunter grinned.

When the Remove were dismissed,
after third school, Billy Bunter, stiil
crinning, repaived to the Hemove pas-
sagre, He disinterved  Fishy's aecount-
book from tho lumber in the study en
board, opened it, and blinked into it
Pages and pages were covered with
writing and figures in Fishy's scrawly
hand, It was a complete rvecord of
Fishy's dealings m the moneylending
line, extending over thoe whele of the
sitmmer ferm.

Bunter chickled.

“1f tha Head saw this—" he mur-
rered,

He chuckied again.

1f that precious volume met ilic oves
of Dr. Tocka it meant a fogging for
frisher T. Fish, It might mean the
saclt ! At the very least, it meont a
ilead's Hopeing!

Bunter, in talking that volume from
its hiding-place, had only intended o
pull Fizhy's leg and worry him with tho
loss of the hook, Dut since then
new ideas—big ldeas—had permeated
Punter's fat brain, It was veally Fishy's
fault. DBunter, certainly, would neves
have dene zny thinking if he had not
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been driven to it; and it was Fishy who
had driven him. At long last it had
dawned on Bunter that with that busi-
noss-book in his  possession, ha had
tha Shylock of Groyiriars in the hollow
of hiz fat hand.

He was not afraid of Fichy now! It
was Fishy's turn to be afraid of William
George Bunter!

The Fat Owl blinked cautiously out
of the study. Nobody was in sight. He
rolled out, with the book under his
jacket, and panted up the box-room stair
at the end of the passage. MNow that
he had found a use for Fishy's business-
book, he had to find o safe hiding-place
for it

In the Remove box-room there was a
Erate, and a chimney, never used. Billy
Bunter thrast the book up the chimney.
It was safe thers,

Grinning, he
again.

Fishy, when he missed that precious
volume, certainly would not think of
looking up the box-room chimney for
it! Very likely he would look in
Bunter's study—but he was welcome,
now, to look there az much as he liked!

Bunter's fat face was quite bright as
he rolled out nto the quad. He blinked
round through his big spectacles for
Fisher 1. Fish.

That bony and businesslike youth was
sauntering there, with a frown on his
brow. 'Two sums of thivtecneand-fon-
pence were shill due to him, It was
mwoney “out 'zl not drawing interest |
Naturally, it worried Fishy! He gave
Bunter a plarve as he rolled up.

_::"ﬁ:'ml Efiﬁ.t e]u[n}f”hwns his greeting.
“You fold Queleh that you'd to-
dar. Yoo'd better ’ ey

“I'm not likely 1o remain in debt to
a fellow like yeu, Fishy!™” antwered
Bunter, with haveghty disdain. *“ As
soon a: my postal order comes——

“Aw! Can it!"

“Most likely it will come to-morrew
or the next day,” pursued Bunter. i
want yon to wait tll 1t comes. ™

“I guess I'll watch it 1™

“0f course,” said Bunter calmly,
“I'm not the fellow to give & follow
away ! Nothing snezking about me, I
hope ! Btill, if the Head happened to
sea that book of yours—-"

Fisher T. Fish jumped.

“What book %m demanded,

“The one you keep under the floor in
Study No. 141" grinned Bunter.

Fisher T. Fish gazed at him. For s
moment he was rocted to the ground.
Buntor grinned cheerily.

“You—you—yon fat clam!™ gasped
Figher T. Fish. "You been spying in
my study ! I—I puess—""

“0Oh, really, Fishy—"

Fisher 7. Fish shot away like an
arrow [or the House. Bunter, evidently,
had spied and dizeovered the secret
hiding-place  of the business-book.
Fishy's first and urgent thought was
to get it away from thar hiding-place
and conceal i1t somewhere else. He
vanished into the Ilouze at a rapid run.

““He, he, he!” cackled Bunter.

Ha rolled over to the Famous Five.
They ware ongapod in oan arpumont,
Dok beine determined ta sell his bat
and get shut of Fishy, four members of
the Co. had the brilliant 1dea of club-
Lting together to buy it, and thew lend-
ing it to Bc¢ib! DBob, hewever, scomaod
to think that this was enly a way of
lending hum iho money—as andeed 38
waz! Five fellows were arguing when
Bunter rolled uwp, geiuning {rom ear io
£ar.

“1 zay, von fellows—" ke squeaked,

“0Oh, roll off, Bunter 1’

descended the stair
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Uneonsclous of Bunter’s watching eye at the keyhole, Fisher T. Fish turned baek a corner of fhe study carpet.

Then he raised

a small section of floorboard and slipped a bulky volume into the space below. The fat junior suppressed a giggle as he

par

“1 say, wyou just wu!ch for Fishy!

said Bunter, #'He will be coming out of
tlm House in & minute or two—he, he,
he l—and his face will be worth seeing,
believe ma 1™

“Anything up with thaet toad?? asked

Harry.
“He, hs, hol"
“By the way, I haven't done any-

thing vet about what W ingate told me,”
snid the captain of the Remove. "1
ghall have to look into it! Euot Fishy's
such an eel; it won’t be easy to pin him
down."

Bob Cherry coloured a  little, He
undoubtedly could have stated from
his own knowledge that Fishy was still
in the moneylending linel In the
circumstances, however, he felt bound
to !-:ﬂcp silent.

“Hera he comes 1" said Johnny Bull,
“I gay, whal's the matter with Fishy?
He looks as if ho’s scen & ghost 1"

“1le, he, he!”

Har Wharton & Co. looked
curiously at Fizher T. Fizh as he camo
out of ithe House. Iis bony face was
quite pala with rage and alarm! IHHe
stared round for Bunter, spotted hlm,
ond camo racing across to t.va group of

juniors.
Unheeding the Famous Five and their
astonished faces, he grosped DBunter’s

fat neck with a2 bony hand.
“Whera 13 1t?" he %asped bt Yuu
freed, pesky clam; era’s my boo
* ¥Yaroooh I ]
“Gimme my book 1" shrieked Fisher
T, Fish. "By the preat horned toad.
I'll make potato-serapings of you if

i

rj?

vou don't cough up that book in-
stanter [V
“Groooogh! I szav, vou fellows, he's

choal-choo ch-:nl-mg me 2 gurgled

walched !

“L say, make hin leggo.

l['['fﬁ t

“Where's that book?? shrieked
TMisher T. Fish. “You've pmehed it
fmm mj study, you pie-faced piecan!

| 1 it up!”

geegh 1

o What the thump—" exclaimed
Harrv Wharton. “Let Bunter alone,
you fathead '’

“1 guess I’ II serag him——

“Urrrrgggh 1

“¥You jui!f: well won't!” said Bob
Cherry: and he grasped Fisher . Fish
by the shoulders aznd sat kim down in
the quad with o heavy bump.

Bunter.

»r

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Fearful For Fishy !
i ERRRHRGGH!” gurgled Billy

Bunter,
He gasped and spluttered
for breath. DBunter was short
of breath at the best of times; and
Tishy hiad ﬁhzr,l-:e-n out the little Lie had,

* {looogl ! EIH_\’, vou  foellows—
woooogh 1 Dunter.

Fishear I, i Eu.lt. almost as breath.
less as Eunter Bob had sat him
down with a heavy hand. What was
the matter with Fizhy, the Famous Five
could not guess. Plainly he was deeply
digturbed. Something iad happened=—
apparently a dizaster,

The transatlantie junior scrambloed
up at last. He seemed inclined fo
spring ot Bunter like a tiger: but Bob's

sturdy form interposed, Tighy was
ieaded off,
M Draw it mild, I'ishy,” said Haree
}Tshurmn.” “Ilf Dunter's dosie any-
nng—

“J guess he's got my book !” gasped
Fizsher 1. Fish.

“Borrowed a book, do you mean? A
school book ™ asked Harry, puzzled. It
was probable enough that Bunter hml
Lorrowed a bock, or anything elso, with
out asking leave. DBut that lmrd!r
recinied a reason for all this exeiternent.
Bilivy Bunter could not eat a book—so it
was recoverable. I he had borrowed
anything eatable, the matter would
have been move serious. Iﬂ fl:lﬂt- CasC,
an X-ray appacatus would have been
required to irace the missing goods.

“A—a—a—n book!” gasped Fishy.

Excited and enraged as he was, Fishy
realised that he could not be too ex-
plicit about that book, As head boy
of the Remove, it was Wharton's duty
to deal dreastieally with that very book
if it eame to hiz knowledge.

“You fat burglar——"

“h, really, Wharten——""

“Have you been borrowing Fishy's
books "

“HMe, Lhe, he! Dunler, recovering
hiz breath a bittle, cxpended some of
in o fat prgele. “Ile, he, hel”

“1Ie hazn't borrowed it—1 gness he's
pinched ! howled Fisher T. IFish.
“T'I tell & man ™

“{th, den't bLe an ass!" snapped
Wharlon. " Bunter woulda't pinch your
schanl bonks, even if they were worth
pinching 1

“"Tain’t 8 school book!™

“0Oh!™ Whavton paused. ITe remem-
Dered an occasion, guile recently, when
Banter had “ borrowed * his * Holiday
Aruual,” with the intention of raising
the wind on it. “ Bunter, you bloated

(Confinnrd on mage 16.)
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Lrigand, have wou been bagging some
book of Fishy's 1o sell?™

“He, he, het™ )

“What 1s the fat owl eacklin
rskied Johnny Bull, staring ab

“He, he, he I chortled Banter,

“You piccan! You pesky, +pu:-~i'ﬂ.5‘:nﬂ
polecat 1 howled Fisher T. Fish, Ain't
I telling vou I want that posky, book?
Will you ‘?crn me gerrat that meon-faced
mngwump, Bob Cheryy #

“No fear 1 answered Bob, cheerfully.
“If Bunter's got anything of yours,
we'll make him shell out fast {':lmug‘hf'

“ He, e, he ! cackled Bunter, * Fishy
savs I've #Dt kis book ! Well, I'm ready

al?"
Unter.

to go lg Quelch! Come on, Fishy—let's
ro io Quelel together—you can tell him
I've got your hook ! : :

Fisher 1. Fish gasped. Not for his
life would he have dared to go to his
Yorm master about that precious book.
He conld picture the expression on Mr.
Gueleh’s face when he lieard about it!

“Well, that’s fair enough,” said
Harry., “Aml you're rather fond of
roing to Quelch, Fishy, Hike along to
his study with Bunter,”

“I—I—I guess 1 ain't bothering
Quelch 1" stammered Tisher 1. Fish.
“'Fhat potdgy picean has snaffled a book
from my studv. I guess I want it back
—and I want it now "

“He, Le, he ™ )

“Will you cough up that book?”
yelled Fisher T. ¥ish franlically, Some
of the Remove fellows were gathering
round now ; and Fishy was gelting more
publicity than he wanled.

“MNo, I won't!” answered Bunler
coolly. %

“Have yonu got o book of Vishy's
then *™ exclaimed Wharion,

“(h! No! Nothing of the kind! 1
haven't scon his book. As for watching
a fellow through tlie keyhole of his
study, you fellows kmow that I'm in-
capable of it, T hope 1 said Bunter with
eligrity. "1 never kucw Fishy hid that

hook under a loose board in Study
No. M—""
“What?” ojaenlated Johnuny Bull

“Is there a loose board i my study ™
“lie, he, hol” ]
Iiarry Wharton's face grow grim, Ile

waus beginning to eateh on. He had not

forpotten what Wingate of the Sixth

Lad told him, though, so far, the worry

of Tishy's debt had rvather put it

out of his thoughts. Bub o Fisher T.

Vish kept a book hidden under a looge

hoard in his study, it was preiiy plain

what sorl of book it was.

“I think I seo!™ said the caplain of
ihe Remove quictly. * Last termn Quelch
feund & book of aceounts in your study,
1"izhv, and burned it, and whopped you.
Youve siarted another, and—""

“I—1 puess—""

" And Duuter's found out whera you
sept it yvou worm,” said Johnny Boll
“1fF 1I'd known it was there, I'd hava
put it on the fre

“ =1 puess——" stammered Fisher T.
VTisls, Ile was beginning to wish that
e Lind not allowed his natural wrath
aind anxiety to carry him awey fo such
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an extent. Ti would have been more
judicions to tackle Bunter in private on
ihg subject. Fishy realised that rather
toe late. ;

“If you've got a book with money-
lending muek in it, Lelonging to Fishy,
Bunter, you'll hand it over to me,” said
Harry. “ Wingate has put 1t up to me
to see if anvihing of that kind 15 gowng

S on in the Hemove.™

“Qh, Jerusalem crickets!” gasped
Fisher 'I'. ¥ish in dismay. i

“Not much doubt about it," said
Frank MNugent. . .

“The doubifulness is not terrific.™

“ Now, Bunter -

“The fact is, I don't know anythin
about it, you follows,” said Bunter. *
never spotted Fishy hiding the book
under the study Hoor-—I'm not the
fellow to look through a keyhole, I
hope! As for taking it away, I never
even thought of it. Desides, it was onl
a joke on Fishyl I suppose you don't
think that a fellow would want to pinch
a book of accounts, do you? I thought
it would make him sit up when he
missed ity see? Not that I touched 1t”
added Bunter, with great caution. “I've
nover even seen it, and I don't really
know whether Fishy keeps an account
book at all ¥

“Oh erumbs !

“Ha, ha, ha!” _

“Dlessed if I see an:rthm& to cackle
at,” sapid Bunier warmly. *I suppose
yvon fellows can take my wordt™

“Oh seissors

“If Fishy thinks I’ve got anything of
his, lot him go to Quelel: about it,"” said
Bunter. “I'm ready to go to Quelels,
if Fishy is! Ile, he, he!l

“Have you got it about you?” asked
Ilarry, scanning the fat figure of thoe
{}wl of the Iemeve for a bulging
poclket, : : _

O course not; it's too big o go1n a

pocket!” answered Bunler.

“ o knows how big it is, though he's
never seen  it!” rewmarked Vernon-
Mt

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“oh! I—=I-—-1 meoan—"" gtammercd

Dunter. . .
“What bhave you done with it,
Bunter ¥

“I haven't done anything with it
Wharton! I've told you I know nothing
about I'ishy’s book. Look bere, I'm not
roing to have Fishy saying that I've
taken a book from his study! F'm geing
to Quelch! Fishy can jolly well repeat
Ins words before our Form masterl”
sald PBunter.

d Billy Bunter rolled off towards
the House.
1_";[1&, great snakes 1" pasped Fisher T.
il

He cut after Bunter,

Evidently Fisher 1. Fish did not want
Bunter to place the matter Lelore the
emove masier ]

1'he juniorz stared after them. There
was a general chortle, Dunter, with
great digniey, relled towards the House.
Fishy overtook him in s moment—but
he wos no longer thinking of eatching
Bopter by bis fat neck, or making
potato-scrapings of Lim! Fishy was in
a state of quaking terror. Hea grabbed
Bunter's fat erm with & bony hand
persuasively.

“Let up, you fat clam! I mean, hold
on, old chap!” gasped Fisher 'I. Fish,

“I guess re ain't any need to go to
Quelch,” -
“Let go my arm, please!” said

Dunter loftily.

K ]‘_I Euﬂnﬁ'—"”

Bunter came to & halt, and fized his
biz spectacles disdainfully on Fishy's
cxcited, scared face. e looked Fishy up
and down with the greatest contempt, As
w malter of fact, be had not the slightest
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intention of going o Mr, Quelch, He
was no more anxious than IMishy to draw
the Remeove master into the matter.

“MNow, look here, Fishy,” he said.
“¥ou've accused me of faking s book
from wour study! I yvou stick to 1,
you've got to come to Quelch and re-
peat it to him.  Are you coming?”

“Nops!” groaned Fisher T. Fish.

“Then shut up and leave a feliow
alone 1" saild DBunter,

“Look here—"

“That's enough,” said Bunier, with &
wave of a fat hand. “Cut off! I'm fed-
up with you! 'The fact is, you're not the
sort of fellow I care to be seen apeaking
fo. Keep your distance.”

* You—you—>pie-fanced clam!” gasped
Fishy, his fury }Iyrenking out apain, *If
you don’t cough up that book, I'll burst
you all over the gquad.”

“That does it!” said Bunter. "I'm
going to Quelel 1™
He rolled on to the IHouse! TFisher

T. Fizsh rushed after him. He controlled
his wrath—he had tol It was only too
clear to Fishy that Bunter had the whip-
hand—had him in a cleft stick, as it
wers,

“I—I—1 say, Bunter, d-d-don’t go to
Queleh I'* said Fishy in & gasping voice.
“It—it's all O.K.—I guess I ain't going
to raise Cain—it's all right—leave
Quelch out of it—*

“Bhut up, then, and leave a fellow
nlone ! gald Bunter victoriously.

And Fisher T. Fish—choking down
feelings that were reslly too deep for
words—shut wp, and left Bunter alone.

S —

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Close Quarters !

ETER TODD stared.

? Coming into his study, Study

No.. 7 in the Remove, for his

bat, Toddy was greeted by a
strange and unexpected sight.

The study was In  considerable
disorder.

It locked as if & hurried scarch had
been made in it, or else a3 if it had becn
struck by & whirlwind! Nearly every-
thing was out of its placa.

Various old lumber that was kept in
tho lower half of the stu eupboard
had been shifted out. And fromm that
cuphoard a pair of bony legs extended.
Some fellow was rooting through the
cupboard for something.

Tadd{l stared at those bony lega! Lle
knew that they belonged to Fisher T.
Fish. It was the American junior who
had struck Study Ne. T like & cyclone.
That afternoon was a half-heliday; and
Fisher T. Fish was evidently improving
ithe ahinin%l hour by searching DBuntcr's
study for his missing book. As it hap-
pened 1o be Toddy's study, too, Peter
was not pleased.

Az he stepped i, he heard a gasping
voice from the depths of the cupboard.

“"Pain’t herel Jerusalem crickets!
Whera has that pie-faced clam planted
my book? 1 guess I've rooted tinmugh
the hull ghebang, and there ain't hide
nor hair of it in the study! Ob, great
enakes " _

Peter Todd grinned.

Fishy, having cleared out most of the
lumber, was rooting into the dusky re-
cesses—in vain! He had already rooted
over the rest of the study. ¥ Dunter
hod his Lool, it was elear that Bunter
had mot parked it in Etudy No. T
Whether Bunter bad hidden Fishy's
rascally account-book or not, Peter did
not care twa straws. But he did care
whether Fizshy upset hiz study [rom eud
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to end. That fact he
clear unto Fishy.

Stooping behind the American junior,
Peter grasped those bony legs and lifted
them; and there was a startled gasp
from tho other half of Fishy in the
cupboard.

‘Awl What the Jchosaphat-———
Oh, great gophers!?
Peter Todd hurled thoss bony legs

into the eupboard. All of Fishy was
now inside. Peter slammed the cup-
board door. Then he turned the key.

There was a wild vell from the cup-
boeard !

“"Here, I say! What's this stunt?
You let me out of this! You hear me
yaup, you piccan®’

Unheeding the voice of the charmer,
Peter Todd picked up his bat and left
the study. Fishy was welcome to root
through that cupboard as long as he
liked=—probably longer!  Toddy went
down to play crickes, and cheerfully left
hwm to it.

Thump! Thump! Thymp!

A set of bony knuckles beat & tatton
on ihe inner side of the cupboard door.
Jiut there was no ong to hear, The
=tuiies weve deserted on a line hali-
holiday e Jaly, Upless some fellow
happened to come up [or something,
Fizhy was booked till tea-time.

Thump! Thump! Bang! Crash!

“¥ou pesky piecan, will you lemme
out of thas I¥

Bang! DBang! Thumaﬂi

“0h, Jerusalem erickets!”’ grunted
Tisher 1. Fish.

He realised that Toddy had gone and
left him to it Ila sat in the rather
narrow space and fﬂ.ﬂpﬁ'd and panted.
He could not stand up; the cupboard
shelf was only three feet from the floor,
and it extended over the wholo interior.
Above that, the cupboard was used as a
larder. DBelow, it was used for odds and
ends of lumber, It was a little dusty,
ard 1t was very warm. It was ralher
stufly ! Fishy was in no danger of
suffocating—there was plenty of air for
him. Dut it was not nice air!

He sat and panted.

It was more than an hour vet befere
any fellow was likely to come up to tea.
Fishy groaned at the prospect. He per-
spired in the cloze confines of the lower
half of the cupboard. July was a warm
month—and the day was warm even for
July! Fishy began to feel as if he was
in a dosty oven. He jammed his feet
desperately on the eupboard door, hoping
to burst it open, ut it was in vain!
The door stood the strain quite easily.

“h, wake =nakes and walk chalks !
groaned Fisher 1. Tfish.

e had been fearfully worried about
that aceount-boeck ! In Bunter's hands,
viwere was no telling what might happen
to 1w! HDunter might show it round
among the fellows—he might leave it
where a prefect might come across it=-
anything might happen! But Fisher T.
Fish forgob even his anxiety about the
business-Dook mow. IHo was almost
welting |

If only a fellow would coms up!
Then, like balm in Gilead, he remem-
bered that Tom Duetton bad been given
lines that morning, and ordered to take
ithem to Quelch Ey tea-time.  Dutton
belonged to Btudy No. 7! If he came
up to do his linps——

Fishy listened cagerly for a footstep.
He was tived of banging oa the cup-
beard door. At long last, there was a
sountd 1n the study—somcone cathe in
from the Remove passage. Fishy hoped
that 1t was Tom Dutton; from Toddy
or Bunter he had nothing to hope. Lie
beard a chalr dragged to the table,

iContirued cn ncrt poge.)
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“@av, is thet wvoun, Duksse ™ called
out Fisly,

There was o answer,

“Aw! I guess I forgob that picean was
ot deaf as o post!” groaned Hisher T
Tish. “8ay!” He yelled. “Here,
Dutton I : j _ 1

Fizsiy put Lis beef inte it; but his
volce came muflled from the locked cup-
board. Certainly, sny fellow but Tom
Dubton would have heard it. But
Datton had the misfortune to be deai—
though, in the present circumstances, it
was rather TFishy's misfortune thau
Dniton’s !

Tom, scated at the study table, was
hurrying through his lines for (uelch.
"The yelling from the locked cuphoard
passed him by, like the idle wind which
he regarded not. .

“ Aw, wake snakes!” greaned Fisher
. Fish, IIn thumped on the door
Yoven Dutton ought to hear that, Fishy
guassed and ealeulated.

‘I'ie deaf Removite looked wp. He
Licard & sound ; but naturally he did not

uoss that a Hemove fellow was locked
mnside the study cupboard. He supposed
that it was some neize In the pussage,
and went on with his lincs

Thump! Thump! Bang!

Dution sat with lis back to the cup-
board. He did not look in that direc-
tion. He glanced with some 1rritation
ab the door. )

“Dash it all, T wish the {ellows
wouldn't kick up that row in the passage
while a chap's doing lines!” muliered
Trutton alound. )

“ (th, great pancakes !” groancd Fisher
'I. Fish, as he heard those words from
the deaf jumior. “Oh, Christopher
Columbus 1¥7 .

Dang! Bang! Crash! Fishy banged
and crashed his boots ou the inner side
of thwe eupboard door.

Fle heard Dmtton rise fram the table,
Il gasped with relief. 1ot Tomn did nat
come to the cupboard. lle went lo the
siundy door and glared inle the passage.

“Took hera! Stop that row there!l™
shonted Dhultton.

Then be slaved. There was nobody
in the passage.  Quite puozzled, Lo
turned back ioto the stedy.

Thuup! Dang! Kick! Crash!

In uiter smazement Dauiton realised,
at long last, that the uprear cuee [rom
the study cuphoard.

“ My hat!” he gjacnlatel.

Fishier I, Fih could almest have
cried wilh relisf when he heavd foot-
steps crossing Lo ihe cupboard.  The
key was turned back, and the door
opened. Dulton poered in and junped
almost clear of the Boor ab the sighl

of o erimson fuce slrewining with
perespiralion. .

“Ohw!  Let a fellow ouli” grouncd
Fishy,

e erawled, paspivg, from his prison.
Dutton stured at him as if transfized.
“Look Leve! What arve youn up to
that cupboard 2 Lhe demanded., "1

vou've laken up  grub-raiding  like
Byntor——" .

“You dog-poned gk gasped
Fishv, *“JI was Jooking for my bouk.

p ]

That fat clam's laken my book
“Take my hoolc i repeated Duilon.

“I'm likely 10 take my hook out of my

cwn study=—I don’t think! Look lere!

What are yvou up to¥™

I .ul‘flcz.u deaf paloot, I suid Look, not

1poke '

“Mid you say hook or cook ™

“Pook 1" shirreked Fishy,

“Look? D'm leoking!  Aad vou'rve
jolly well not going till you've eox-
vlained what you're up to lhoere!”
suapped Dotlon, Y Hew did you lock
vemrsedf in, D'd ke o koow ¥7

Tug Mauser Lisnany.—INe. 1,327,

“7 dido't 1 yelled Fishy, “It was
Todd—-"*

“Who's add **

“0Oh, Jerusalem crickets!”

“Do you mean because I'm deaf?"”
demonded Thutton indignantly.  “ Yonu
checky yotter! I'd rather be deaf,
and chance ik, than a stingy, miugy,
sneaking bag of bones?! Odd!®

*T didn't say odd [ slwicked Fishiy.
“I said "Todd ™

“That's & whopper ! said Duiton.
“Todd never said I was odd, hecause
I'm deaf. What's odd about it, 1'd hike
to know? Not that I'mm what on'd
call deaf. T can hear all right if fel-
lows speak plainly, just as I'in hearing

you now.

“0Oh, wake snakes! Look here! Let
A fFuy pass—""

“h, I'm an ass, as well, am I
roered Dutten, “Odd, eand au ass!
Well, if you think you can call a fcl-
low numes like that, I'll jolly weli——"

Without stating what he would do,
Tom Duiton proceeded to do at. Fishy
mado a desperate attempt to dodge
round him, and reach the study doos-
way. But he had ne chance. Tho -
dignant Dutton came at him witl left
and right.

“Dh, Jersusalem erickefs ! Charr-
awav | Ol erikey ! Oh snakes! Whoop !
velled Fisher T, Fish, “Ow! My
nose ! Waow! Wy oye! Oh thundes ™

Tom Dutton was deaf; but he was a
good man with his hands. Fishy had
simply no chanee. He wasz knocked
right and left; and when he got to the
dovrway at last, it was in a2 sprawling,
spluttering heap. He did not Linger

there,  1le serammbled oub, and ran for
it.

Dutton, with o snort, went bacle o
hiz  lines,  Fisher T Fish  hmped

wearily into hiz own study, sank in sthe
armehatr, and nursed his nese with one
hand, and his eve with ihe othor. For
a long, long time Iisher T, Fizn felt
too tsed-up oven to think abown his
missing account book.

— i

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
An Extra Charge !

b H, what o Little Liv of Jucic??

@ Bob Cherry’s face, which

had been unusanalls clonded of
laie, looked as breighi as the

Llozing zunshine that Julw afternoon.

There waz a letter in Bob’s hamnd, au-d
fror that letter he had drawn a pousdd
nuote.

It wasg like corn in Eprpt in one of
ihe lean yoars!

*Cratlers, old beanl®
Wharton.

“The gratlecrluluess is lecrife ™ de-
clared Hurree Jamset Rawn Singi.

“Jolly  luck—what?  grinned 1Dob.
“1 fancied I should have a fip or two
for the hols, and this one haz como:
carly and avelded the crosh.  Now 1
ean squara that rotter Fishy without
selling my bat. Anvbody seen ishy ¥

“1 sav, your fellows! Dhlly DBunter
joined tho Iamous Five on their way
up to the Remove pastage. “T gax,
hold on! I =ay, Cherry, old clap,
vou're not going to woste that pound
note on Fishy, ara yon ¥

“Thirteen and ten ovd of 1™
answered Bob.  “And, Lok lbere, you
fat wsz we'd beller elub together ond
see you througl, too. Fishy will Launt
you like n bony speetre 111l you settle”

Bunter held out a fat j.and lmn:l}:-!.lyi

“Right-ho [" he =ald. “Hand it
over I

“We'll find Fishy, wmnd sen vou
up,” sard Beb, lauvgiine.

sald  Ilarry

; Ay
“Muuly lent
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it o you once, and vou blew it in the
tuekshiop.™

“Oh, really, Chorry—=" ]

“Let's go and Hnd Fishy, and get 16
over before tea,” said Bob., “ You fel-
lows can lend Buntor what you wanted
to lend me, You'll never sce 1t again,
of course.” :

“But look here! Don't you waste the
monpgy on Fishy [ urged Bunter. “Thoe
fact 12, Fishy 1en't keen on being paid
now,”

“What 7" gasped the Fameous I'ive.

“What I mean 13, U've gobt lum,” ex-

lained DBunter, with a fat grin, “IF

¢ asks me for moncy agam, I'm paoaing

to show his account book 1o Quelch.
I'l] tell him he's not io ask vou, either,
Bob—see? I can jolly well Lell vou
that I've gob him scared lo death. e,
e, Imhi" ;

“Why, you—you--you lak
gasped Bob.

“Oh, really, Cherry! If thal's the
way you talk to & chap who's trving to
do you a good turp=—"

“¥ou're jolly nearly as big a rogue
as Fishy! Kick hpnt"

“Yarooh ! )

Lilly Bunter dodged down the stair-
case azain, Why Bob recoived lis
kind offer in this way, Bunter did noi
know. Bub he knew the weight of
Bob Cherry's foot—and he did not want
4ny more.

“Been Iishy, Toddy?” called ous
Bob, sighting Petor on the landing.

“Nat lately,” answered Toddy. * But
vou may find him in my Stud{:' I lelt
him there.” And Toddy chuckled.

* (O, all right !

The Famous Five went along to Biudy
No. T, and locked m. Tom Dutton
had just finished his lines, and was ris-
ing from the fable. Nobody else was
to be seen in the study,

“Fish been hera?™ asked Dol

“Sorry; no,” answerced Dution.
plate, i you like”

Y Eh—what? Wha wanits a2 plate?™

*Bunier broke the dish the other
day,” cuxplained Dufton. “I'd lend it
i you like o shot if there was one.
I

“Dh, mv hat, Fish!” roared Bob.
“Not dish! Fish !

“Fishi ! Only sardines,” said Dutton.
“"We're going to have them ifor iea,
when Pye taken these lines down io
Queleh,

¥ Fishy—lisher  Tarvleton  1ish 1™
rvelled Bob, " Fishy of the Rewmiove!
American Fish! Bany Fish!™

“h, Fish! He was hiding in the
sludy cupboard,” said Dutton, 1 don’t
know Low he locked himself 1m jt—"

“Han, hal I fancy ‘Loddy doocsl”
grinned Dob. “Is he there now?¥

“1 don't know how,” answered Thut-
ton. “He called moe names when T let
him out, and I jolly well whopped him.
I think he went to his study.”

“Como on '™ said Dob; and the five
ug-ccuﬂ:led up the passage lo Study
anll, *

A sound of gasping and prunling
prected them as they arcived., Fisher
T. Fish was there. It was a dizsmal
Fish that blinked at the chums of the
Remove from the avmchair.

“Tallo, hallo, hallo! Iere e i1
said Bob., “Look happy, Fishy! Jwaop
up and do a song and dance, old Lony
bean! You're poing Lo be paid

Fisher 1. Iish brightened up o litcle.
Flo was feeling very sorc; hot moucy
was 3 baln for all injuries. He rose to
hiz fect.

Bob handed over U pound note he
had so opportuncly received from a
thonghtiul and affeetionate uncle.

‘_liil%i:q: aml twopence change,” he
a4,
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Having cleared out most ¢f the lumber from the cupbeard in Siudy No. 7, Fishy was busy rooting into the dusky recesses when

Peter Todd appeared upon the scene.

gasp from the other half of Fishy in the cupboard,

*rhis hyer acecunt ]ms been hawng-
g abour o long time,” said Fizher T
Fish. I shall have o charge you a
leetle in the way of mierest, A guy
can't afford fo leg mun-a:“'." lig idle.™

“That reminds hie. "said the eapiamn
of the Remove, “Wingale's heard
something nhﬂub money-tending going
o among the fags, m]j he's pud b up
to me o voot out the rareal. I fancy
I shan't have 1o Jook fariher 1han this
efudy.”

“Here's your fe. 2l ' oeaid Wisher 1
Fish hm;ul;».. “1 guess l ain’y charging
you-——

Bob :shipped (he Juinge  inio s
pmlici

“Youre net gumg lo cirarge ™ he
#s !u:d "Well, 1 am.

“Yout” EJJLII:H.ITHd 1Pisher 1. Fish.

“Yez: like this!®

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled thie Co,, 25 Bob
Uherry charged—as if e were on the
ieotball feld.

Crash! Bunp!

There was a wild yell from Fisher I
Tigh, a3 he rveceived the charge. 1o
landed on the study fleor in a !u:up-

CAwl  You pesky  jay " shricked
Yizhy, “You mad wwgwuemp! You-—
3':,111——”

"I'IH, ha, ha:i”

"Iave another 17 ashed Bob cheerily,

*Jump up and bave another, -uld bony

b |

ht:ititl' Y{m ro keen on exiva charges,
an

“Yow-ow-ow!  DBeats 1" gasped
Fisher M. INish, wiiliout gung up.
“ Mizzle ! ‘ib*qlmtuldh*. Sew pie-faced
jay ! Vamoeose the rapnch i

“Ha, ha, hal®

H.ery Wharton & Co. ledt ihe study,
leaving Fisher 'I. Fish sitling up snd
uapmg Exira vharges were grilo in
IMizhy's line: buol ihat esira LI!d‘]""ﬂ did

not seem to have pleased him at alll T4
wis some ilme before F!:&-l'{} rrﬂ.mﬂn‘d

Lz breath after that extra charge !
THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Paid !
T LNTLEIL " _
“0h, wes,  siri? masped
Bonter. It wasn't me.””
Mre, Quelch stared at Do
“What? What was nei: you,
Bunter?”
"Oh! Awpyibing, =ir!  T-T mwan,
nothing I stammered  Banter. I

3

haven't been near Coker’s study !
“*Coker's study I repeated the Renove

master,

Yoz z1pl I mesn, N, sir]  DBesides,
1 was Li.l;-.s. ago!l  And=—and I never
'n.c-nt-——’

*Bunter,” said ATe. Quelel severely,

N JE'_ wus aboui to ask yau 11 ynu have
pald the amount due to Fisi @°

“Oh gusped  Bunfer.
That 15, T'm just 50-.1:;_, to, sir] I-—1
locking for IFish nosw, ee Y

“Very well, Bunter! Let there be no
prore delay in the matler, or 1 shall pay
tire amount, and scnd the bill 1o your
t..jther m due cotpse.’™

“Oh lor' 1 murmared Billy Bunler, 25
his IForm master rusiled away.

In the peculiar virgumstances— wiili
Wizher I, Wish's hosiness-book safe in
Buunter's keeping=—1ishy was not likely
to dun Bunter for that account. He
had, in fact, lot thoe matter drop for tho
presant. Eu'tmr had let it drop, too,
zatisfied to leave it at that,

But apparently it was nob to be left st
that.  Mr. Quelch, having {aken Eh-.;
atter in band, that little acconnt had
io ba scliled. Xo was clear that the

"'i o =u

L'

Stooping behind the American junin::r, Peter grasped his hony lezs, There wasastartled
** Aw | What the Jehosaphat—Oh, great gophers ! *

Remnove master was going to assure lim-
sell that it had boen setilod. )
appeared  in Dilly

A sy twinkle :
Bunter's liltle, rouwnd eyes, behind his
g, round s relacles, ITo rolled awav
a1 zcarch of Ii]"l'mh:,r T. ish, Ile found
Lthat beny youllh in his study im the
Hemove., Fishy, with a deep wrinkle in
qis brow, was teving fo think out where
Bunter might possibly have hidden that
accouni-book. Tt was not in Buanler’s
study—he knew that now. But where
was it ?

ITis eves elinted at the [at figare as ik
appeared in the doorway. Billy Bunter
everll bnn wavily,  FFishy's hand closed
ahnost convulsively on the inkstand.

“Uve just been speaking to Quelcl,”
saul Hunter,

Fishy released the inkstand.

t YVou—you—you  jay! You—you'va
:l him see that book——"

“ Mot yet ! said Bunlor, frmmmg “1
haven't decided what to do with thab
book yeb, Iishy ! Besides, I haven't got
it! TLook hore! ¥ wanta loan.”

YT wateh it 1Y growled Fishy,

"I want you 1o lend e thirlcen-ainl-

enpenee,”  explamed  Bunter  aly,
“You -."'Iri chareo any milerest you 1ihe ¥
T'm not the fellow lo lapgle. Not o
icllow of your sort”

* And when P you pay 7" jeered Fishy.

“When my pestal order comes,™ ox-
plained Bunter. “I should bardly caro
o remain wwder any obligation (o a
fellow like you, Fishy.  Will you lend
me thirteen-and-lenpence 77

* Mope

“{}h. all right?!  Please yourself, of
conrse,” sad Dunter, “The Head nay
Iuiﬂh:‘ﬂ. to find that book of yours——"*

isher L. IFish gasped.

“Tho fack 15" continued Dunler

colimly, “I've been thinking it over,

Tne Macxer Lisnany.—XNo. 1,327,
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Fishy, and L'm alraid my conscience
won't let e keep it dark. It's a bit too
disgraceful, you know, Not Greyfriars
st¥le at all! 1 hear that Wingate has
heard somcthing, and he's teld Wharten
to reot it out. Well, Wharton's my
I'orm captain, and head boy, too. 1 can
hardly stand out against him. JIn fact,
he's told me to hand over the book to
Lim, if I've got it. I don't know
whether hie would take it to Wingate, or
Quelch, or the Head! But I don’t sce
how I can refuse to hand it over.”

Fisher 1. Fish looked at the conscien-
fious Bunier as if he could have bitten
him !

“Of course, one good turn deserves
another,” went on Bunter breezily., I
deepize you and your dirty money-lend-
ing—of course, you know that! You're
% %aasglﬁ Shylock, and I'd hardly touch
vou with a barge-pele! Sull, if yon
made me a loan, I should go as casy
with you as possible—as casy as my con-
science will let me, I mean, A fellow of
vour sort wouldn't understand a fellow
Luving a conscience, 1 dare say.”

Agnin Fisher T. Fish grasped the ink-
stand. He would have given anything,
cxeept money, to hurl it at Bunter's
head. PBut ha dared not! Mot so long
as the hiding-place of that precious book
was Bunter's seeret.

Blowly, without a word, Fisher T.
Fish sorted out a ten-shilling note, a
half-crown, & shilling, and four pennies,
They dropped into Bunter's fat palm.

“Thanks !” said Bunter airily. “ Now
eorne down the passage with me, Fishy.”

“ (et put ™ hissed Fisher T, Fish.

“Come along the passage,” =aid
Bunter. "I'm poing 1o pay you, and 1
walt to do it befors witnesses. You're
the kind of fellow to make out after-
wards that I hadn't paid you, because it
wisk your owh money., You're dis-
honeurable, ™

Fisher *I', Fish rose, and accompanied
Bunter down the passage. A number of
Remove [ellows were {.’i‘_lrﬂuped on the
lariding after tea. 'They glanced at
Rilly gunter's fat, grmnmg face, amﬁi
the furious countenance of Fisher T,
IFish behind him.

“] say, you fellows—he, he, hel
Queleh bas been jawing mc about Fishy's
rotten bill,™ said Bunter, “I've decided
to pay him! It's zather beneath a
fellow's dignity to haggle with a chap
liko Fishy.”

“Who's lendin
tenpences ¥ asked the Bounder,

“Ha, ha, hal”

“0Oh, really, Smithy! TLook here!”
Billy Bunter cxhibited a ten-shilling
note, a half-crown, a shilling, and four-

(T,

“0Oh, my hat!" gelled Bob Cherry.
“Ilas your postal order come?”

“ Wonders will never cense ! grinned
Nugent.

“A day worthy to be marked with a
white stone I murmured Hurree Jamset
Iam Singh.

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“0h, really, you fellows! ILeok here!
You're witnesses that I've paid Fishy, if
Quelch wants to know!”  The fat Owl
blinked round at Fisher T, Fish,
“Here's your money, Fishs! Count it!
Don't make out afterwards that it wasn't
right! I don’t mind saying plainly that
I don't trust you."

Fisher T. Fish's skinny hand closed on
the thirteen-and-tenpenee. It was some-
thing to get it back. Though, in taking
it, he washed out Dunter's debt., A
dozen Reoemove fellows were witnessos.
now, that that debt had been paid,
ithough they were far from guessing why
Bunter wanted withesses.

“ ¥ ou—you—you——-="
T Wish.

“Oh. eut!” gaid Bunter scorniully.

Bunter thirteen-and-

gasped Fisher
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“I'm fed-vp with you! ¥You're o mcan

rotter, Fishy! 1n faer, a reptilel
Cut 1*
Words eould mnot have expressed

Fishy's feelings. In silence hie tramped
back to his study. Billy Bunter blinked
at the astonished Removites.

“That’s that!” he remarked. "¥You
fellows make out that I never seiile up.
Well, vou've scen that I've paid Iishy,
with your own aeyes "

*But can we believe our eyes?™ asked
the Bounder.

“Ha, ha, ha "

“The seefulness-is the beliovefulness,™
remarked Hurrce Jamset Ram Smngh.
“But the surprisefolness is terrific !

“¥ah!" retorted Bunter, and le
rolled away, and lost no time in report-
ing to Mr. Quelch that he had paid
Fisher T. Fish's account.

After call-over that evening, Mr,
Guelch—perhaps not wholly relying on
LBunter’'s assursnce—mentioned the
matter to Fish. Fishy had no choico but
to confirm DBunter's statement. Bunter
had paid him, before a dozen fellows.
There was no getting out of that., My,
Quelch was satisfied, and disimissed the
matter from his mind,

Fishy could not dismiss it so easily.
He was thirtcen-and-tenpence to the
bad! That was awful—but that was
not all! His account-book was still
bidden away, only Dunter knew where,
Suppose—it was & terrifying supposition
—sippese  Bunter tried to  extract
another loan from him? That had not
sccurred to Bunter, so far. It might
gecur to him later, wken he realised
more clearly the power that was in his
fat hands. The thought of it made
Fisher T. Fish turn cold all over.

That evening Fisher T. Fish was a
busy man. He grudged the time he had
to spend at prep. Every available
moment he spent in zearching in all sorts
of likely and unlikely places for the
missing account-book., Dut he did not

think of looking in the box-room
chimne ! And really it was not much
usc looking anywhere elsa.

Fisher U, Fish hardly slept, in the
Remove dormitory that might! And
when his weary eyes closed, and he sank
into slumber at last, it was only 1o
dream Sh?}t th[;haccﬁuntd-h{mk lelnd tu;-md
up, and that the Head was flourishing
h!ﬁ-_birch. ok

The way of the transgrossor was hard !

S E—

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Reformer !

:-'!’.‘Trhe nghln nature of his friend,
Won him to virtue in the end.* ™

ILLY BUNTER reprated those
lines, in a thoughtful sort of
way. Harry Wharton & Co.
looked round at the fat Owl

. Jt was in break the following morn-
ing, aud DBunter, sitting on the sions
balustrade of the steps, seemed to be in
an unusually meditative mood.

The IFamous TFivea were talking
cricket—their thoughts. just now, bein
chiefly concentrated on’ the i'-tuul:w-::crg
mateh, which was shortly dve. Bul
ihey gave their attention to Bunter, as
he spouted poctry. Poetry was not
muci in Bunter’s line.  As he had i
sometimes in ¢lass, it was a form of
work, so Bunter naturally lozthed it

“Hallo, halle, hallo!™ said Dab
Cherry. “What's thet? Did wyou
make that up, Buntert”

"Eh! Nol” said Bunter,

Y Bounds as it you might have! HHas
Queleh given # to you 1o learn, or
what "
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“I'va been thinking
poem,” said Bunter,

“What with?*
. “Beast! I zay, you fellows, we had
it in claza once—I forpet what it was,
anc what ass wrate it, but I remember
those lines. There's a lot in that,” said
Bunter. “"Haven't you fellows noticed
how a chap full of faults may
reformed and improved and made into
i really decent fellow hgr the example
of & really decent chapi

.The Co. gazed at Buntcr, Thoughts
like  these were very uncommon in
Bunter's fat brain, The fat Owl was in
& very unusual mood.

" F'rinstance, look at you, Wharton 1"
said Buntor, blinking at him.

" Well, whet about me " asked Harry,

“You remember what a checky, iil-
tempered, swanky sort of blighter you
wuﬂrﬁn?_?n ¥you first cama here—="

“I took you up—-"

“What F* i

“You were ungrateful, T know that;
but I stuck to you, Look hew you've
mmproved. A fellow wounld hardly know
Fou as the same chap.”

“Ha, ha, ha |I” shrieked the Co., quite
entertained by the expression on Harry
Wharton's face,. Wharton, seemingly at
a loss for words, pazed at the Owl of
the Removao.

“ What’s happened once might happen
again ¥ said Bunter. " Everybody's
gof some good in him, Fven an out-
and-out rotter, like Fishy, for instance,
might be made intr 8 decent chap, if
he had a friend to stand by him, point
out hiz faults, set him a noble exeample,
and all thet. The noble nature of his
friend might win him te virtue in the
end, you know, just likr What's-his-
name says in the poem. What (™

“0Oh, my hat|”

“I can't say I like the chap,” went on
Bunter. “8till, I rather think it's up
to me. f anybody could do it, I
could—what 7

“Oh crikey !” gasped Bob Cherry.

“TFancy Fishy being decont, you
know,” said Bunter. “He's a stingy
boeast! Well, suppose he laft off beinz
stingy—think of that! 1f a follow econld
ourc him of that, by his noble example,
yon kKnow——"

“Ha, ha, ha ! yelled the Co.

sbout that

Evidenily, unusual thoughts, great
thoughts, were stirring in Bunters fat
intellect.  What had bréught them

there the chums of the Remove conld
not guess.  Bunter, it appeared, was
thinking of reforming Iishy! It was
“some ¥ task—if he was going to teach
Fishy not to be stingy, not to be mean,
and net to think by night end day of
his money ! Possibly 1t was true that
the noble nature of a friend might win
over even Ifishy to beiter things. But
nobody had ever suspected before that
Billy Bunter had the necessary noble
natura! Bunter, however, seemed satis-
fied on that point

“Blessed if 1 see anything to cackle
at1” said Bunter. “One of these days
Fishy will get sacked, with his moncy-
lending and swindling, and getting
money off fellowa with his trickery,
EL!FS'DSQ the exampls of a noble, high-
minded, honourable follow turned him
mnto o decent chap 7'

“Ea, ha, ha "

" Well, vou can cackle,” said Buntar,
“Buat I'm jolly well going to try it on!
You know what Wharton was lilke in his
first torin=——"

“ Yo silly owl 1"

“I don't meran thab ko was o rolier
anything like Fizhe, of courze. But o
was rather a heast Yen romember
that, ITarry old ¢hani”

“¥You blithering idict 1*

“Oh, really, Wharton! Perhaps vou
don’t sec is so clearly es other fellows,”
admitted  Bunter, “Nugent  will
remember, though, You remember yvou
serapped with Wharton his fiest day here,
Franky— ~ Yorooon! Wharrer you
up lo, you silly heast ¥

The q!:mmnn was really superfluous,
Bunter knew what Frank Nugent was

up to. Frank was tapping his bullet

head on the stone halustrade.

o Owl Leggo!”  roared Dunter,
Beast 17

Ha rubbed his damaged head.

“1 say, you fellows—"

The Famous Five walked away.
They seemed to have had enough of the
bright and entertaining conversation of
William Georpe Bunter,

“I say, Toddy!” Feter  Todd,
coming out of the Honse, grinned at
the sight of Bunter rubbing his head.

I say, old chap, that beast Nugent
banged my hoad—"

“MNothing in it to damage!” said
Peter consolingly.

“Oh, really, Toddy! I say, he says
he could lick vou, Peter——"

“Does he real

"Yes, and if
him and joll

Peter Todd chuekled.

" Well, T won't go after Nugent and
Lick him !” he said. “I'll stay here and
lm':'l: vou, instead 1

Why, vou beast—yarooh—leave off—
whoooop 1"
Billy Bunter rolled away in haste.

When the bell rang for third school,
and the movites came back to the
Form-room, Billy Bunter joined Fisher

ly ¥
l}'ﬂ'ere you I'd go afier
well kick him 1™

T. Fish coming up to the door. Ha
gave him a friendly and amiable grin,
Fishy gave him a black scowl in

Fishy hed spent “break ¥ in another
vain hunt for that account-book. 1is
feelings towards Billy Bunter were
almost homicidal. Fishy longed and
yearned to take him by hiz fat neck
and bang his head on the wall. 5o ho
had no particular use for Bunter's
friendly grins,

“You're not looking very bright, old
chap,” said Bunter.

“You pesky fat elam!™ was Fishe's
reply. " Where's that book

“Never mind that!” said Bunter, “I
gay, Ifishy, don’t walk away when a
fellow's talking to you. Pve got some-
thing to =say, Fishy—Quelch won’t be
along for & minute or two. The fact is,
I'm going o take vou up, Fishy.”

“Wha-a-a-t 7 ejeculated Fishy,

1 mean it "’ said Bunter, blinking at
him very seriously. “I'm going to be a
peal to you |”

“You pie-faced piecan!”™ was TFishy's
ungrateful veply.

Tishy was not popular in his Form:
but he did not seem in the least grati-
fiad by the prospect of being *“falen
up " by Billy Bunter,

“Oh, rml!g, Fishy! I tell you, I
mean 6] Of course, I shan't have o
lot of fima to give you. Fellows who
are run efter, like me, have te ration
their friends, if you know what I mean.
Still, I'm going to be & pal to you.
What I think is that my mfluenee will
do you good.”

“(Great snakes ™

“ A noble naturg—-="

“What-at >

“Way win rou to virtve in the end,”
soll DBunter. “I'm gaing bo try it on,
AN Y10V, You weren't heve when
Wharton eame, Tishy; but T dave say
you've heard fellows speaking of what
my fricndship 4id for him—made o
centleman of him, in facl! OCf coyres,
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I don't expoet to bo able to make a
gentleman of you 3

ir Eh?!i‘
"Can't  expect  tro  much,”  seid
Dunter, “But if T make you a fairly

decent ehap, I shall bo satisfied.”

Frsher V. Fizh clonchoed his hony handa
convulsively, Never had l’.il];,- Bunicr
been nearer te having his fat fittle nece
pushed through his bullet head,

“You know,” continued ihe happy
Bunter, “what a rotter you are, Iishy 1
Mezn  and  stingy  and  eheese-
paring and parsimonons, awd all that!
Well, T'm going to ]imt. o stop to it
You're going to spend money.”?

“Bpend money I gurgled Tishy.

“Yes! It will do you good, Money
was made to spend, you know; nobt to
stack away ! You'll get to like it in the
long ran. I'm going to sec that you do
it. The fact is, Iishy, such a rotter as
you are at prescnt 13 out of place here.
If I een’t make you decent, I shall
eonsider 16 my duty to get vou bunked
out of the schoaol!”

Fisher T. Fish gasped. IHe caught
on, That horrid account-beok, safe in
Bunter’s keeping, was to bo held over
his head, like a sword of Democles.
Billy Bunter was going to reform him
—under penalty afgtl*‘lmring that deadly
evidenee of his misdoings placed before
the Head! WWhether that would mean
the sack, or only a Hogging, Fizhy
could not be sure. DBut he was sure
that he did not want either! ;

“My advice to you,” continued
Bunter, “is to play up! There must he
& grain of decency in you somewhere!
1I"'m going to bring it out! SEinginess
15 your chief fault. You know that, of

conrse.  Well, spending money 15 the
way to cure that! T'm going to sce
ihat you do k. I'm gaoing to——

W hooop I

Self-control  folled Fishy all of a
sudden. Ife hurled himself at Billy
Bunter. He hit out right and left.

“Oh erikey! Keep off ! Yarooooh !
roared Bunter, as a bony fist lapded on
his fat nose, and then another on his fat
chin, “Wow! Beast! I—I Yoop 1M

There was a rustle in the passage.

“Fish! DBunter! What—" It wasz
Quelch, coming along to let his Form
into the Form-room.

“Aw!” gazped Fishy, romembering.
“Ohl Great snakes! I—I sav, Bun-
f i ™ *

“Whoop " roared Bunter, “I'l] jollv
witll tell Quelch now ! Yow-ow-ow ! ['ll
jolly well— ¥Yareooh! I'll—*"

“Fish, you will take a hondred lines!
Luntor, cease that ridieulous noise !

Mr. Queleh rstled on.  Bunter, splut-
tering, volled after him, but a fat orm
was eanglit i a bany hand.

“T—1 s#ay, Dunter, P LTI
Look here, come along to the tuckshon
afller class ™ f}ﬂ.ﬁ[ﬂ"ll Fishy., “I—I1-1
purss I'll stand vyon a—a—a tart!™

“I'm poing to hand over that hook
when——"

HI=I say, I=I guess T'll make it n
dazen tarts 1™ whisperad Filzsher 1. -0
desporately.

iy Bunter relontod.

“Well, wvou choeky roller, if  veu
roally want me to be a pal to voun—"

“You—you—— I mean, vep! Sare™
groancd Fisher T. Fish.

“Wall, I'll give you a chanee,” sanl
Huntor,

And Fishor T\ Tish broathed again, as
ha followed the fab junior into e
Forme-room.  Bunter's nobile friendship
corlainly had no preat atiroction for
frimi, batk 1B was a respite, and it gaae
him a chanece of yet discovering 1hat
muserialde account-book. And once that
wrchebed boole was safe in his hands
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again, Fisher T. Fish promised himaself
the selace of kicking Billy Dunter fron:
one end of Greyfriars to the other,

T ekt

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Good for Fishy !
i OB CHERRY staved.

It wns a surprising sighi .

Aftor elass that morping, Bob
wandered inlo the school shop for
pinger-beer,  Billy Bunier was there—
sitting on o high stool at tha counter.
and going strong, isher 1. Fish stood
by his side. Buanler’s faee was happy—
in fact, beaming., Fisher 1. Fish looked
in the lowest spirits. The contrast be
tween their respective counlenances was
really stnking., Happinesz and nuser
were side by side.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!™ s=saidl IDob.
“Don’t say vour posial order has realls
come, Bunly 17

Bunter blinked round at him,

“I =ay, old chap, these tariz ave
good,” he satd. “ Have some.”

“Deen robbing o bank, or whail”
asked Eob.

“He, he he ™

“1 guess I ain't standing Cherry anv-
thing " hissed Fisher T. Fish. " lLook
here, you keep off the grass, Dol Cherry
—spo T

“Do yon think I'd let you stand me
anything " snapped Bob. * Go and rai
coke! One gmger-pop. pleaze, Mrs
Mimble [

“Oh, really, Fizhy! If vou'rs going
1o be mean * gaid Dunter.

“Is ho ever anything else’®” aszked

ob.

“Well, if he wants me to be hiz pal
he will jolly well have to ehuack it!”
said Dunter. “I'm not palling with a
fellow who's mean and stingy! You
can't oxpect it, Fizshy :

Fizsher T. Fish suppressed los foelings=.

“If our friendship iz to conbtinus,”
woent on DBunter. with dignity, *vou've

ot ta chuck all that, FFishy! 1 make
that a condition.” )

gaid Dok

“{Oh, my hat!™
blankly.

Apparently Bunter was ecareving out
hiz plan, and teving the offcet of his
noble nature in reforming Fishe ! Why
Fishy was standing 1f was a mystery.
He did not seem to be enjoving it. Bob
finished his ginger-pop, and wend ta tell
his friends the strange news. i

“That will be five shillings,” satd Mrs=.
Mimble, with a very curious look at
Blly Bunter and his new friend,

Fizhor T, Fish shuddered, [lis bony
hand went inte his trouser pocket.
IIz would almost as soon have Iost five
tepth |

But he had not heard the worst !

“I'm not Anished yet,” szaid Buanier
calmly.

“You—you'll spoil your dinner, Bun-
tor I groaned Fishy,

Cherry

“Eh! Dinner's not for an hour weot.”
saul Duntor.  “That's all righe! 1701
have zome of those douglnuts I

* Look hyoer—*"

“1 don't want any mean, stingy,
sordid argning, Fishy ! said Dilly

DBunter firmly. “I've told yoo the torms
on which I'm willing to take vou up
and make a friend of you. You've got
io et out Ltho stinginess—eut ik right
ok [ It's for yvour ewn good, vou Lknow,
That's why I'm doeing it, of course.”

“You piedaced clam—"

“That’s enouch,” zatd Dunfer. “That
does it! I'll go! ¥Fve got lo gek some-
thing for the Head—"

“Ped-don’t go. old chap!” pazped
Tisher T. Fish. “ Stick where you are '
I-=1 don’t mind ! Oh, wake snakes !
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“iWell, don't lel’s lLave any slinge
arguing, then,” eand Dunter. “ Taool
heve, vou're not caling anything your-

gelf ! Tuck inf
“1—TI guess I'm not kungry——"
“Rot!"  satd dunter  decldedlr.

“Tuek in! Try the jam tarts! Why
shouldn't you have some, when you're
paying for the lot?”

fishor T. Fish pgroaned.

“And look here,” went on Bunler,
with his mouth full. “If I ask a friend
to join im, no more of your ziingv ob-
jechions. Don't vou spealt again to any
friond of mine as you did to Cherry!
Lot that happen apain, and I chuck
vou! Mind, i mean thet!”

Siimner and Bnoop and Btoit camoe
inte the tuckshop, They, like Dob,
starcd at the strange contrazst of happi-
ness and  wretchedness,  Ihilly Bunter
waved a fat hand to them.

“Have =zome of this, vou fellows!
These {aris are ripping !

Dilly Bunter was a gencrous Iellow
Ir.'lill.[ﬂu another fellow was footing the
nll.

“Who's paying '™ grinned Skinner.

My friend Fizhy™

“Whao-a-at*”

“LI've taken Fishy up. vou see ox-
plained  Bunter.  blinking  at the
astonished three. “ Fishy wants me to
pal with him. Don't vou, Fizshy ¥

“I—=T—1—— ¥op!¥ pasped Fishe.
U Well, I've made i a condition that
it I pal with Fishy he chucks up his
rofren, stingy wavs!"” said Bunter.

“I can see him doing it!" chuckled
SEnoop.
~ “He's doing it,” said Bunter ecalmiy.
“Tle's set out to spend money, and he
likes spending it, don’t yon, Fishy 7"

“Oh! Yep!" gurgled Fishy.

“It's doing him good alreads,” saul
Bunter.  * Fishy's  enjoying himself,
am’t you, Fishy t

“0Oh, you piecan! I—I moean, sure!”
gr{lunﬂf Fizhy.

“He's really a generous chap,” went
on Bunter. “If he did Lhimself justice,
I mean! Ie's willing for you three
fellows to tuck in at his expense, ain't
you, Fishy T

Fisher T. Fisht seemed on fhe verge
of apoplexy! llo tried to think out
whether, after all, it would mean the
sack if the Head learned of his rascality,
A flogging, if it was a flogging, could
hardly be worsa than this! Dut he
dared not risk it | Last term the Hoad
had given him a very scevious warning.
This time it might be the “chopper.”

“AIn't you, Fishy ¥ repeated Bunier,
blinking at him,

Fishy eould not speak. ITe condrived
to nod.

“Look hero, puliing onr lop,
what ¥ asked the mystilicd Skinnoer.

¢ conld not understand Fisher 7.
Fish standing anybody anvthing.

“8peak np, Fishy ' said Bunler en-
conragingly, “Don’t be bashiul, ol
matt!  You needn't mind the fellows
knowing how vou've changed sinee 1
made a friend of vou. Thev'll like vou
all tho hotter”

“Well, if Fishy meanz 1—" said
Hnoop, in vwonder.

“Don’t you. Fishy " asked DBunier,
with a threatening lindk.

“NYop ! pasped TMishy. 1
paving @ Oh erikey !

That waz enough for Skinner & Co.
Willingly  enough  they  joined RBilly
Bunter in disposing of the good things,
Fishwer T. Fish wiped the perspiration
from hiz brow. Ie had read, in hislory
books, of hapless people who had been
pui fo ine torture. Now he knew what
thov had fele like !

Bolsovor major came into the tuck-
shop with his friend Dupont. They
starcd  at the seene

o

o lure !

of  festivitv, Bim good,

THE MAGNET

Wibley and Kipp: and Elliolt came i,
and they also stared. Dunter waved a
fat paw to {hem.

o .?n::-in up, vou fellows I he ecalled ont.
“Fishy's troat !

“Fighs’s  treat !
rmajor.

“Paz possible ™ claculated Napoleon
IDnpont. “ Ponr eela, non t™

“Honest Injun!” grinned Dunter.
“TFishy means it. Dan’t von, Fishy?
I say, vou fellows, Tishy iz furning over
a new leaf. Jle'a entircly giving up
being mean ond stingy, and the more
money he spends tho better he likes it.
The fact is, he wonts o make up ior
lost time. Don’t you, Fishy "

“Oh, great snakes! Yep!" groanrid
Fishy.

“Wall, if T didn't see this T wonldn't
have believed it,” said Bolsover major.
“I alwayz thonght it gave Fishy e pain
to spend money., But if be's turning
aver & jolly old new leaf, I’'m the man
fo back him up!”

“Hame here !’ sald Wibler ecordialiy,

Tisher T. FFish watched the feast with
haggard eves. Mrz, Mimble was keep-
ing an account of the cxpenditure with
the stump of a pencil, on o sheet of
wrapping-paper. It was quite a rush
of custom in the school shop. BSeveral
more Remove fellows came 1n, and were
heartily invited by Bunter to join up.
Nobody was unwilling; and it was cor-
tain that Ilisher T. IMish was rising in
the estimation of hiz Form. Btinginess
iz an extremely nnpopalar fault; and
it had always been Fishy's distinguish-
ing characteristic, If Fishy was giving
up stinginess there was no donbt that
the QGroyfriars Remove would think
much better of lim.

And 1t looked as if he wanz! Even
TLord DMauleverer, or the wealthy
Bounder, seldom let the cash flow to
this tune!

It iz said that the leopard cannot
change his spots.  But it really scemed
as if Fishy had changed his naiure—at
& bound! From the extreme of parsi-
mony he seemoed to have jumped to the
other extreme of reckless extravagance !

In zpite of Bunter’s generous urgings,
Fishy did not eat anvthing himself.
So far, at least, he conld keep the
margin down !

But he trembiod with apprehension
a3 he wateched Mrz, Mimble joiting
down innumerable ilems. It seomed to
Fishy as 1f that “treat " would never
endd !

But 1t ended at Jast !

Billy  Bunter., happy  and  sticky,
rolled off his siool. Fven Billy Danter
conld not eat any maore,

“Thanks, IMizhv!™ he =aiul airily.
“JTally decont of vou! 1 sav, yon
follows, T think this is jolly decent of
Fishr, don’t you?™

“Yes, rather!” said Bolsover major
heartily.

“Tolly decent ! sand Kipps.

Fisher T, Fizsh was lefi to deal with
Mrs, Blimble. Ile rather startled that
good dome by giving ublerance fo a
cdeep, hair-raising groan when she an.
nouncad that the total came o two
pounds ten shillings and sixpence. It
was like a nightmare—an awful night-
mare ! INishy’s fpee was  pale and
perspiring as e paid. He tottered out
of the tuckshop. A pood slice of his
moneylending  profits, that term, had
pone—at one foll sweoop! Iafe seemed
to have lost all tis savour for Fisher T.
Fish,

Billy Banter was convineed {hat this
was for Iishy's good, Derhaps it was.
But he did not look asz if it was doing
He looked broken-hearted!

gasped  Dolsover
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““ Come on, you fellows !** said Bunter, as Skinner & Co. entered the {uckshop.
sped Fisher T. Fish.

F‘[Ehy ? ¥ 113 YEP 1 Lk
& Co. Willingly anuug%a

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Beastly for Bunier !
H.ARRY WIHARTON laughed.

“{.'-t'lﬂ i-{"t'm;f l”{ he eaid.
"Friphtfully funny 17 agreed
Nugent. * But——?" g

“PBut it won't do!™

# No,” said the captain aof the Remove,
shaking his head. “It jolly well won't!
We'd better speak to that fat villain ¥

Yt was after class, and thers wern
strange rumours in the Remove. It was
taid that Fisher T. Fish was going to
stand a spread in the Rag—to the whola
Form! Billy Bunter had specially asked
fellow nfter follow not to think of teaing
in the study, but to turn up at that
great festival instead. He wanted tho
whole Form to come. His {riend Fishy
was, he said, keen on it; and Fishy was
tha founder of the feast!

A spread for the whole Remove was
likoly to reach a stagpering figure, and
Fisher T. Fish was the least li%m];.' man
at Greviriars to think of such wilsl
and reckless expenditure—or anv ex-
poenditure at all, if he could help it
That Fishy could have changed s0 com-
pletely, and so suddenly, was really in-
crodible.  And the Famous Five, think:-
ing it over, jumped at tho explanation,
and  wondered that they had not
jumped at it earlier. And though
they laughed at the idea of Fisher T.
Fish Dbeing reformed in this eoxtra-
ordinary way by the terror of the
“sack "' being held over lns head, they
agreed that it wonld not do. 8o they
went to look [or Bunter!

They found that fat and {atuons
reformer in the Rag! Apparently, lio

i

L
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“Sure! I'm paying !

with haggard face.

was planning arrangemenis for that
extensive aproad,

He blinked cheerily at the Famous
Fivo as they came in.

“I say, yom fellows, you're coming?”
ho asked. “Ii's going to be good, I can
lell you! Iishy won't get through wnder
a tenner, I faney. Ile, he, ha! I'm
giving the orders myself—Iishy's leav-
ing that to me. You can rely on 1t that
the stuff will bo good, and that there
will be lots of it. Cuit and come again—
what? He, in:E he !

“And what is Fishy doing this for?”
asked Ilarry Wharton, eycing the pgrin-
ming fat Owl curiously.

“I'm  reforming hum,”  explained
Dunter. “I lold you fellows I would!
The example of & noble nature—-—-"

“ Ol crikey 7

“Lilke that chap in the pocm, yon
know-—the noble nature of his friend
won him to virtoe in tha end,” snid

Bunter,  “Tishy's quite changing!
Nothing stingy about him now. 1 ean
tell you, my friendship will he the

saving of that chap! I've heard a lot
of fellows saving to-day that hie doesn't

seem  the utter worm  they  always
thonght him

“Look here, you fat villain, vou've
pot  Fishy's swindline account-book

somewheroe, and you're holding it over
hig head,” said llarry. “You're fright-
ening him into this.™
Ji, really, Wharton! I might be

putting a little pressuve on—lmt that's
for his own sake. I'm doing this enticely
for Iishy's sake. 1 hope you don't
ihink I earo about tha grub ¥

“0Oh, my hat ™

“ITaven't given it a thoughl,” said

Oh crikey 1"
they joined Billy Bunter in disposing of the good things, while the American junior watched
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** Fish's standing treat, aren’t youw,
That was enough for Skinner

nter. T’z not mel T oat, as vou
know, A jam tart or two, pochaps. Per-
haps o doughnot. Nothing ™ mueh!
"Fain't as 1f I had an appelite DLike
yours, "

“Wha-a-ot 7"

“Ila, ha, ha 1™

“Don't yon fellows
Fishy,” said Dunter. *Ile's onjeying
this. Iio knows it’s for his good! If
he doesn’t care for my fricndship he
can say so, I suppeze. Ho long as I
treat him az a friend he's got to play
up, and chuck stinginess entirely. 1've
put that to him quite plain,”

The Yamons Five gazed ot Bunter.
That [at youth was, perhaps, uncons
scious that he was thinking briefly of
the loaves and fishes! Tle hed satisfied
luz podgy eonscicnce that he was beno-
fiting Fishy by this reform movermnent!
In fact, so far as Bunter counld see, it
was a benelit to everybody., Fishy was
Leing cured of his Lorrid stinginess,
Mrs, Mimble was doing a good teade,
tho Itemove fellows were getting an
wnusual allowance of good things: it
was beneficial all reund. D'erhaps hold-
mg o threat over a fellow's head was
not quite playing the game; but then,
Fishy pever played the game himseli,
s what conld he expect? Dunter's fat
eensienge  was  quite  easy. It was
rather an elastic conscienee, it is troe,
and eould  stretech considerably v ihen
reqpired !

"L wen't do, Bunter 1" said Wharton,
“*You can’t threaten a fellow into doinge
llungs, as you'd wpnderstand if  yon
weren't as big a fool as Fichy is a
rogne, I8 notb ereloet 17

Tre Macwnr Jasmany.—No, 1,327,
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“1'1 rather you rellows minded your
own business,” said Bunter, "I don't
want vou te come barging in belween
me and my friend.”

“Jz Fishy doing all this out of friend-
ship?” hooted Johnny Bull.

“Entirely ! You see, he's so hunkeﬂ;
st being taken up by & fellow like me.’

“Cut it ont, fathoad!” szaid the cap-
tain of the Remove. “Where's that
book of Fishy's?”

“ Nevoer even heard of iB™

“Where have you hidden
podgy George Washington?”

“1 don't even know what book you're
talking about. JIf Fishy thinks I've
got a book of his he ean go to Quelch,
as I've told him. Quelch would liko
to see it. Ile; he, hel” )

“Now, look here, Bunter,” said
Wharton, seriously. “You don't know
that vou're acting like & young rotter,
but I'm telling you, and you can take
my word for 1t, Heei”

“Oh, realiv, Wharton 2, :

“ Fishiv’s o worm, but vou're not going
to blackmail him—and that'a ;aallg.r
what it amounts to. He deservos it all,
ar:d more; but it won't do. You've got
to shell out that book” _

“The book's got nothing te do with
it,” explained Bunter. " This 13 a matter
of friendship, pure friendship. You
follows wouldn't understand, perhaps,
but the influence of a noble nature——7"

“The noblefulness is tercifiel™

it, you

g
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“Well, if it's s esse of friendship,
and the influence of a noble nature, you
can pot on  with it,” said Harry
Wharton, lavghing. " Dut vou can do
it after handing over that beok”

“We shall want some more chairs”
suid  Dunter, apparently desirous  of
changing the suh‘!EcL “Will you fellows
et some chairg?

# About that book

“TI'm talking about chairs, not books!
T think vou fellows might mwake your-
selves useful, when I'm azking you to
the .5‘pn~ad of the term. Mind, the 1n-
vitations depend entirely on me. My
friend Fishy is taking my advice n:buut,
evervthing, But for me he wouldn t be
standing this splendid spread at all.

“1 fancy not!” chuckled Bob Cherry.
“Wow. whore's that book ! When we'vo
burned it vou can still try the effect of
a noble nature on Fishy. 1 hardiy
think it will make him spend money,
thongh.”

“Ilavdly 1" ehackled Nugent.

%1 Jon't know anything about Fishy's
Lbook! I den't believe he had a book!
1 wish von fellows would stick to the
pointt If you're going fo fetch those
chairs—"" 1 _

“I don't think the chairs will be
wanted afler we've burned Fishy's
accounts, Where's that book ¥’

“T say. you fellows— Here, loggo 1™
roated Bunter, as the Famous Five
collared him. “T1'1l leave vou out of the
spread ! I'll— Yaroooop "

Tap, tap, tap!

Bi!}iy DBunter s hulleb-head tapped on
the table; loud veils rang through the
Rag.

“Sorry, old fat bean” =said Harrw,
“lat vou've got to congh up  that
swindling bookl We're going to stop
izliy welshing—and we've not going o
et vou bezin, Where's that book '

“Yaroooh! Leggo!™

Tap. tap. tap!

“Yowl Ow! Whooop! I haven't
coon any boolk " ghricked Buoter, *'E
rover took it out from ander the—yow,
o, ow l—floor in Kishy's stody, and 1
rivor—wow I—=hid it anywhere! And I
can iollv well say=— Yaroooooh !
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Toap, tap, tap!

“Oh ertkey! Oh ecrumbs! Whoop!
Stoppit I shrieked Bunter. “I'll tell
you where the rotten book 15 if you like !
Yow, ow, ow! I was going to fell you
all along. Whooop! I hid it in the
box-room chimney ! Yooo-hooop!”

“Right-ho " said the captamm of the
Remove. “Come on, you men, we've
got to see IFishy now |’ !

The Famous Five left the Rag. Billy
Bunter glared after them with a glare
that almost eracked his spectacles. It
had been going to be such a great and
glorions and gorgeons spread--and now
there was not going to be o spread at
all ! Bunter realized that., Without the
terror of that wretched account-book
reaching the Head, IMishy was not likety
to be much influenced by Bunter's
friendship—and hiz noble pature! Dun-
ter's carcer as a reformer was suddenly
cut short.

“ Bensts 1" gazped Bunter.

He rolled dismally out of the Rag.
Tustead of that unlimited spread, Bunter
was reduced to his usual necessity of
butting into some fellow’s study at tea-
time, at the risk of being booted out ! 1t
was really hard on a reforming fellow
with s noble nature!

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Finishing with Fishy !

“ ALLO, halle, hallo! Enjoyin
H life, old bony bean?’ roare
Bob Cherry. )

Fisher T, Fish did not look
az if he was enjoying life; he looked as
tf he was going to be hanged. ‘

The Famous Five found him in his
study. Hisz long facoe looked longer than
ever; his sly eyes were almost haggard.
Evidently the prospect of that spread in
the Rag did not buck Fishy as it bed
bucked Bunter. It was o vision of
calamity to him; indeed, he was debat-
ing in his horrified mind whether it
would not be botter to be sacked than
to foot such a bill, )

The chums of the Remove grinned at
his dismal face. _

“ Buck up, Fishy ! said Harry Whar-
ton. “We've gobt rather good news for
vou. DBunter's told us where he's hidden
that book of vours.™

Fisher T. Fich jumped up.

“Where?™" he gasped.

“In the boz-room chimney.”

“GCroat snakes !™

Tisher T. Fish moede one bound oot
of the study ; his bony legs fairly flashed
along the passage.

“After him " gasped Wharton.

The Famons Five rushed in_ pursuit.
Up the box-room stairs tore Fisher 'L,
Fizh; after him Aew the Famous Five.

He dashed into the box-room, and
would have slammed the door after him,
but a boot interposed in time.  The
chums of the Remove followed him in.

“T puess you jays ain't wanted hyer !
snapped Fishy. h

“(Fuess again I said Hurrig' Wharton.
“You're going to pet hold of that
swindling sccount-book of yours and
hand it over to me as head boy., Win-
gate’s put it up to me, and Tin seoing
i throngh.,  DBunter's not going fo Le
allowed to stick you; but vou're not

oing to be allowed fo carry on the
gh}'lﬁt‘.k E}usim.ﬁa. Hoe "

“I guoss— )

“Chuck it ] This isn’t 2 guessing com-
petition.  The book’s in the chimney,
Get it oubt 1™

Fisher T. Tish paused. ITe TWAS cager
to get hold of his precious business book
agnin, but he was net eaper to hand it
aver to the hesd boy of the Eemove.

“Now, look hyer,”" said Tisher T.
Fish, “I got a lot of accounts in that
book; I ean’t remembor ‘em all I
shall be fairly done if anything happens
to that book. I pucse—"

“That's all right!” said Harry.
“You're going to chuck up the whole
game. Youw're lucky to have to deal
with me, mstead of Wingate; a prefect
would take you to the Head, and that
would most likely be the sack., Are you
getting that book out?™”

“T—I reckon—"'

Bob Cherry went to the grate, reached
up the chimney, and hooked down the
book. It was opened, and colummn after
column of Fishy's scrapey fipuring was
rovealed. Judging by the extent of the
entries in the account-book, Fishy had
been doing quite an extensive business
in the Lower Bchool., Harry Wharton's
brow darkened as he looked at it, and
he pave Fisher T. Fish o grim glance,

“You miserable worm!" he said.
“Blessed if I don't fee! half inclined to
take that book to the Head! Yeu ought
to be kicked ocut of Groyfriars 1™

“¥ou dog-goned jay, it's business!"”
groaned Fisner T. ']]f‘iah. “Don’t yon
plecans in this mouldy old 1sland under-
stand anything about business ¥

Harry Wharton proceeded to tear the
RPEEE ount of the business book. Frank

wrent took out a box of matches.

Fizsher T. Fish watched them. Thia
was better, certainly, than having the
book left in Bunter's possession. The
pith of refarm is never easy: and the
path of Fishy's reform, under Bunter's
influence, had been a particularly thorny
one !  Btill, it was awful. The accounts
of a term were ontered in that book;
and a number of 1.5 were pinned
in the pages. IWven TFishy's ealeulatin
brain could hari v remember the roults-
farious details of his extensive business,
if that hook was burned! He made a
desperate jump af the captain of the
Remove, to snakteh the book and fee.

Johnny Bull grasped him by the back
oi the neck.

Bump!

Fishy's bony form smote the floor of
the box-room.

“Aw! Wake snakes!" howled Fisher
T. Fizh. “Let up, you galoot! I'm
telling you, I'H sure make potato-
scrapings of you! Oh, great gophers!
I'll say this 13 the bee's kneel!™

“8Eit on him!™ said Harry.

“What-ho !” grinned Johnny.

And he sat on Fisher T. Fish, pinning
lhim down, while the captain of the
Remove dealt with the business-book,
Every leal was torn out of 1t, and piled
in the box-room prate. I"{u[%-.nt 50t &
match to the heap, the papers blazed up,
and the covers were placed on top of
the funeral-pyre. With haggard eyes
Fisher T. Fish watched his accounts
going up in smoke!

“Awl VYou peskr piecanz!™ he
groancd. “¥ou pie-iaced ginks! You
dog-goned  gecks!  Oh, this sere 1s

fierce! I'Il suy this is the elephant’s side-
whiskers.™

“That's that ! remarked Harry Whar-
ton, when the litkle eonflagration had
burned out, ™ Now, this s your pro-
perty. Iishy, and you're going to have
1t. Bhove 1t down his neck.”

“Hn, ha, hal”

MNow that the account-book was re-
duced to ashes, Fisher T, Fish did uot
want it. That made no difference, how-
ever, He had o have i

Hurree Jamset Bam Singh took a
dauble handful of the ashes, which weres
duly erammned down the back of Fizher
1. TFish's bony neck.  “The hapless
Shylock of Gresfriars wriggled and
writhed and sqguirmed az he pot them.

(Continued on page 28.)



MEET SMILING BILL ALLISON—AVONSHIRE'S NEW RECRUIT, BELOW !

WHAT'S GONE BEFORE,
Bimon Allison, once part-awner af the great

Alison Motor Works, invenis a powerful
supercharger that promises to ravolutionise
the small car industry. Spurred on by his
new partner, a thug named WValatti, Leén
Allison, thy old man's naphew—'' hoss "' of
the works and a “ big noige " As an amateur
in the Avonshire County Cricket Xi—enlists
the sarvices gf a hunchback to raid hie
uncle's workehop and steal the plans, The
raid is carsfed oul and old Simon is hadly
hattered. Tha * plans " the hunchback takes
away, however, aré fakes. Realising he will
now have to support ke crippled father
young Bill Allison, a crack left-handed
bowler, leaves Mike Doyle, a mechani¢, in
charga of the workshop, and Joins tha county
club as a pro.
{How read on.)

Dropped Catches !

I1T young recruit’s ordenl staried,
too, in the very first over. As

second slip to a real fast bowler,
Bill was soon in action,

Len, to whom the past week had been
& sheer torment, bad some long-pent-up
eteam to work off; and, as was always
the case, he procecded to wvent it by
plugging 'em down at hiz fastest and
wildest. ) o

In swift succession three vicicus
bumpers pitched short, kicked danger-
ously, .u;nc? whizzed head-high past Jack
Iee, who wisely laid his bat on his
shoulder and kept it there. DBut the
fourth, faster than ever and a shadeo
straighter, he was forced to play. 2li=-
timing it slightiy, ha snicked it. )

Thers was a sharp elick—and Bill,
standing well back, had a glimpze of a

wrred  red  streak  flashing  in his
direction. .

Harvdly eonscious of the movement,
the tall, lithe youngster Aung himself
pidoways, shot oot his arm, and knew
even as ha dived, that he could not make
the catch. Then a stab of pain stung
his right hand as the ball erushed his
finger-tips against the turf. The next
he knew ho was sprawling full length,
with the piil trickling slowly along the
ground towards Ted Forhes.

Missed it !

Scarlet in the face, wishing {ervently
that the ground would open and swallow
him, the lad scrambled up. A catch—
his first—and he had muffed it befare
the cyes of threo thousand speetators |

ALLISON- 9% >AVONSHIR
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Enowing without looking that Len
was scawling like a thunderclond, Bill

lanced mizerably at Jerry Tompest

o his utter surpriss the county captain
wore an approving smile.  Sao also did
the rest of tlflc team, oxcept Len, And,
more amazing still, the onlockers were
EI:;:?{H“ him to the echo |

3ill blinked and went redder. Then,
above the applause, ho heard the quiet,
ﬁgmfﬂrﬁng voice of Ted Forbes beside

i

“Jolly well fielded, longshanks! Yon
cortainly coversd szome pround that
time "

“Ehi” Bill blinked again, Yes, now
he looked round, he did seem to be some
vards from his original position. “1'm
awf'lly sorry I he mumbled.  “T trigd
hard to bring off the eatch, but jusb
couldn’t get my hand under the ball in
time !

Forbes chewed a blade of grass.

“Catch, my foot! Wally Hammand
himself couldn’t have snitched that one.™
he drawled, to Bill's intense relief. *“If
vou hadn’t tried for it like esome long-
legged Jack-in-the-box, no one wmaﬁl
have known 1t was even a chanees,
You're four runs to the good alrcady,
my zon. Keep it up!™

* Phew-w 1"

Thus heartened, Bill managed te
shake off some of his confusion, ond
for the first time grinned with some-
thing like his old cheeriness.

At the linish of Len's aver, however,
s vastly different reception nwaited
him when he changed ends and took his
place in the slips beside his cousin.

Only teo anxzious to upset the yonng
novice, Len raked him with an ill-
tempoered glare, while 'rank Lec took
guard, and Fraszer, a medivm-paced
trundler, prepared to bowl.

“What was the matter with vou down
thore—zleeping, or something 7' Lon
snapped out.  *This is first-class evicket
you've wangled intoe now, not school
tosh. That cateh was a dolly I

Bill eteaightened himszelf guickly and
eved his éousin up and down, A word
of reprogf from Jerry Tempest, of any
other member of the eloven, might well
have rattled the lad sadly, but Jen's
childish outberst merely brought ont all
the sinhhornness in his pature,
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By JOHN BREARLEY e

eoolly.

he  retorted
Forbes satd 1% wasn't

“Oh, weah?”
“That's funny.
a catch at all t”

Lon, fushing darkly at the calm
definnee, hali-turned and sparled.

“ You—you cheeky pup! How dare
vou answer me back like that?” Lo
rasped. * Remember you're jnst o pro-
fessional—and " a new one, at that, zo
keep yvour place, nnless you want me io

report  you. While we're playing
erickot youw'd botter forget I'm your
cousin, Understand®”’

Bill, thoroughly rouscd, rolled bis
eves 1 mock grief,

“TForpet 1t? Uoodness knows I try
hard enough, old bird!* he replied
sweetly,  ©“ DBab, yon know, il's just like
having an aching toolh—you  can't
forget 1t.”

“Why, Fou—yon—"

Forgetting where he was for tho
minunte, Len edped closer, fists elenched,
dark oyes blazing. It was Iueky for
both conszing that ot that moment Frazer
started to howl.

AN right, .my buck!
vou later !

With a last menacing scowl Ien
cvouched in his placa again, while Bill,
keyed up rather than depressed by the
listle breczo, followad hiz example.

Frank Leoe, a livelier batsn:an than
hiz more patient brothrr, took five off
Frazor's first over, and the game bogao
to setlle down.

Thus, for Lthe next forky-live minutes,
21l was quict on the Avonshire front.

Steadily the Bomerset brothers poshed
the score along, playing Lon's good
balls with care, punching tha loose ones
mereilessly, Bill carned another round
of applause for fielding & erisp cut, but
ithat was all that eamea his way, Then,
however, oil at onee, the moment ho
had bLeen longing for, yet dreading,
arrived.

With the score at thnrtv-five for none,
Jorey Tempest took Ten off and Hippeod
the ball to his youngest bowler,

At onen  the  Avomshira  pground
hoamned like o ziant bes-hive.

1o o man e zpectators sat op ex-
;I'rf-::mntl_".', giving the young recriit m
warly ovalion, pavlly for erfrourapge-
mrnt, aml  to ahow  their svmprthy
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for old Simon Allison and hiz bov.
And loudest of all rose the chieers
of a crowd of Grammarians, who had
a=zembled in foree to watch Bill in his
first game.

“Now, Bill! EBall !
Up, Schoo-ool 17

“Good old Madman ™

Tnder cover of the din, Jerry Tempest
geized the chance to say a few quiet
words to his new bowler, .

“1 haven't put vou on befors, laddie,
beeause I wanted you to seitle down
out here first,” nodded the shrowd
veteran,  “ Now, just keep your head
and bowl like vou did against us last
weel, You ean take it from me, that
form waz quite good cnough for first-
clazzs cricket, so take things ecasy, and
don’t worry, You've got your chance
pow, and you're going to do well!”

In spite of his confident manner,
however, tha grizeled County captain
studied Bill keenly, and a little pang
of uneasiness ran through him at sight
of the boy's pale face and stiff lips.
Yet he need not have worried himself,
for Bill was all there, now that he had
the ball in his hand.

Sock it to ‘em,

Outwardly, he looked tfenso and
draown, ms was to be ER[JEE!‘E-@‘ But
inwardly, he was as cool as ice. It

was astonishing, in a way, and rather
wonderful, But Bill hadn't the time
to examine his feelings.

As Jerry Tempest said, here was his
chance—the opportunity to make his

lace in the County XI, secure, and, by
guing so, carry on the fight for his
father and the Allison invention! All
Bill knew, at that eritical moment, was
that he was as fit a5 a fiddle and ready
to bowl for Lis life.

Experienced eves brightencd as they
watched the lad prepare for action.

Leisurely and methodically, Bill eot
hiz field, as in & School match. Threo
men in clese, to form a leg-trap, Len
on his own, at sghort-ship, mid-off and
cover-point  deep, and the rest of the
fieldesmen placed in a wide cirele, out in
the country. Amid interested silence
he rolled his sleeves tighicr, made his
mark four steps behind the corease,
turned, and looked at the umpire,

Then, as the official nodded “Play,”
the voungest pro in England skipped
forward to bowl his first ball in County
cricket to Frank Lee.

Lightly, rapidly, Bill danced to the
erease, his feet pattering on the springy
turl.  Wrist well arched, ball well
covered, he swung his left arm over, &
clean, high swing that sent the ball
curling deceptively through the air.

Pericet length? No, just & fraction
short, Quickly the eturdy Somerset man
stopped across his wicket, swung up his
bat to force the ball wide of mid-off,
But then, in a split second, as his blada
started to Bash downwards, Bill's guile
took effect.

Instead of coming straight on, the
ball swung out like lightning, pitched,
and nipped sharply nf? the turf., Lee's
bat swung through, but, deeeived by
the sudden swerve, he only snicked the
turning ball. Next instant the pill spun
away, knee-high, into the ships, where
Len Allison erouched, waiting.

“Hold it!™

There came an explosive gasp from
somewhere as Len plunged  forward,
brown hands cupped. It leoked an easy
catch all the way; the crowd got ready
to cheer DNll's swiift, auf.-c::-ssgﬁ} effort.
But then——

At the last moment zomething went
WrOng.

All at once Lon seomed to stumble
awlwardly, Iz hands fluttered, he foll
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on one knee, and made a blind snateh
at the spinning ball, A moment later:

“O-0-0h I”

A long groan of disappointment rolled
fromn the crowd as the fieldsman pitchod
forward on hoth knees, while that ball
—that “dolly *’ catch—bumped from his
arm to the ground!

Avonshire’s New Star !

7=, ROPPED it!™

K In dismal chorus three
thousand voices grected that
tragedy, for tragedy it cer-
tainly was! By dropping that mmgl_e
catch, Len Allison had prevented bis
cousin from joining the very select band
of cricketers whe have taken a wicket
with their first ball in county ericket.

“Oh, bad luek, young 'unl!”

That, too, was a spontaneous exclama-
tion from cvery Avonshire man in the
ficld, and the glances thrown in Len's
direction were grim. Frank Lee, of
Bomerset, whistled thoughtfully; Jerry
Tempest, the county skipper, gave &
little * tut ¥ of vexation, Len, his hand-
some face dark with temper, scrambled
up off his knees, and made a savage
grab at the ball. oy 3

As everyone knows, it is  cricket
etiquette to apologise to a bowler when
one has dropped a catch. Len Allison,
however, would willingly have perished
at the stake sooner than have made the
courteous gesture. . .

Nor was his peace of mind improved
by the barracking of Bill's Grammar-
school pals among the crowd., These
plain-spoken youths, who were as fond
of Len as they were of five hundred lines
of Virgil, vented their disgust freely.

“¥ah, butterfingers I

“Go home and get o bag!”

Shooting a furious glare in their direc-
tion, Len slammed the ball back to Bill,
who caught it easily. Strangely enough,
at that moment, the young recruit to the
first-class ranks looked the least upset of
ANYONE, )

Nothing of the natural disappointment
he felt showed on his cheerful, freckled
face. WNeither would he allow himself
to beliove, az obviously the rest of the
team did, that Len had dropped that
sitter t}llrpnseiy—a petty revenge for th:a
difficult chance Bill had missed off his
bowling. “Better luck next time,” was
the youngster's sensible motte, and,
with a serene grin, be turned back to his
bowling mark.

The mutter of disgruntled voices died
away as he danced up to deliver his
second ball.  And Frank Lee watched
hiz every movement closely.

Thiz new Avonshire bowler was hot
stufl, that was clear. 5o, once bitten.
twice shy, the Somorset batsman treated
the next three balls with  greatest
respect. : 5

To the filth of Bill's over—a shortish
in-swinger—he stepped back, however,
and [orced the ball prettily past mid-on.
But, alas! the last ball proved fatal, as
Bill intended it should. Instead of
swinging, this one dipped, then fizzed
straight through, and——

“Izatt 1" came Bill's strangled velp,
as the ball hit the batsman squarely on
the pads,

Next moment the umpire's fSnger
gtabbed the air. and the first Somersot
wicket had fallen te the newcomer’s
guile.

Thirty-seven for onel The onlookers
ewplm’iﬂd,

‘Good old Bill 1”

“Well bowled, Allison 1"

The thunderclap of applauze that
grected Bill's feat this time showed how
warmly the crowd lind sympathized with
him over his former bad luck.
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Epeetators, old snd young. sat up
eager!?", telling each other that Avon-
shire had found a real trundler at last,
Jerry Tempest clapped Bill heartily on
the shoulder as the ficld changed over,
while IForbes and Conway wore extra-
wide beams when the new recruit joined
the two veterans in the slips,

“ Btuff to give "em, Biliyum ! chuckled
Ted. “Pity Len dropped him the first
time, though., He doesn’t usually miss
'om " he added, with a meaning wink.
and squinted across to where Len wos
meking his sulky way to mid-off. * Gaosh,
isn't he daddy's ray of sunshine? If he
scowls much harder he'll give himself a
headache 17

Bill wisely refused to join in any dis-
cussion on’ hiz cousin, however, even
among friends. Quite enocugh un-

leasantness existed between him and

en off the field. To change the subject,
therefore, he smiled his lugziesi; smile.

“Poof! What's & dropped catch more
or less? If I don't get a wicket one
way, 1 get it another!"™ he koasted;
whereupon the other players forgot Len,
and chi-iked the boy genially, while they
waited for Young, of Somerset, tfo
appear. .

"My hat, vou're a modest little violet,

aren’t yon ! chaffed Conway. *Btill, at
that, I reckon vou're right! Anyway,
keep it up, Bill—keep it up !”

Bill kept it up.

Never one to Ee rattled for long, the
cheery youngster was full of beans by
the time Fraser had finished hiz gver
from the other end.

His gquick success apainst Frank Les
had given him just that extra bit of self-
confidgence he needed to produce his
true form. “Nerves,” the spectators,
Len's smouldering hostility, ceased to
bother him. Iron dctgrminatiﬂ-n lurked
behind his i-lieasaut grin. He had some-
thing to fight for, and bhe fought—hard.

Heo did not lack encouragement, either
from his team-mates or the erowd., As
Dick Hayes, the stumper, had said, nine
of the Avonshire team, at least, were his
frﬂﬂd pals already, and long before the
unch interval came, the new star had
made himself a firm favourite with
Avonshire's su‘}])pﬁrters. Right royally
they clapped the smiling “Lkid,” as skil-
fully, ruthlessly, he proceeded to peg
Somerset down to grim defence.

Also, 1n addition to capturing all
hearts, Bill captured another important
wicket in his last over before lunch.
For, misjudging a cleverly Aighted off-

reak, Young cocked the ball up sharply
on the leg side—where Bill had thres
men posted close in.

Away sped the leather, hard and low,
Bill drew a hissing breath of anxietr.
But then, flinging himself full length,
Jim Frazer shot out both arms, and
rolled clean over on the turf, jerking
hiz left hand—with the ball—high into
the air!

A djp?fui roar tewarded both the
splendid catch and the equally brilliant
piceo of bowling.

“Twe for Sl—and not so dusty—eh?”
was the general verdict of the spectators
when the players came off the ficld for
the interval. “Looks as though the
county’s found a bowler at last [*

That the players themselves wero also
pleased with their new comrade was
clear.  In fact, infully clear: for,

during the intorval, Forbes, Hoves, and
other blithe spirits " baptised ™ Dill in
the dressing-room so jovously that the
breathless youngster had to change his
soaked shirt and towe! himself down
afterwards.

It was all done in the best of good-
fellowship, however, and not even the
?msunmls side glance he received from
onoa few minutes later could snoil
Lill's appetite for lunch.
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Then, at two sharp, out into the feld
again,

By this time the Saturday afternoon
spectators had rolled up in foree, and
the ground was packed with enthusiasts,
cager to watch the county's latest * dis-
covery " in action.  Bur, for o while,
anyway, they had to stifle their im-
patience, LThat veteran captain, Jerry
Tempest, was far too shrewd to overbowl
a promising newcomer. Ife was keeping
Bill up his sleeve for later.

Thus, for the next hour, the ericket, as
far as the crowd was concerned, proved
a trifle duell.

Len, Frazer, and Jones, a fast-medium
right-hander, kept the attack going be-
tveen them, while Jack Lee and O, C.
LCase, rendered cautious by the loss of
two good wickets, batted very sedately.
Runs came slowly, the spectators grew
restless, and all Bill had to do was to
cool hig heels in the long-feld.

Not only the county supportors, but
he, too, breathed a sigh of relief when,
at 96 for three, Jorry Tempest called on
him to bowl again.

“A-a-ah!”

The long, low murmur of satisfaction
that filled the ground immediaiely the
lad took the ball and began to sct his
ficld was a tonic in itself.

Score-cards flickered whiiely, drowsy
onlookers hunched forward 1n  their
scats, the sun glintod on levelled field-
glaszes.  Bill's deed: in the morning
had given the throng a zest for thrills.
Like Oliver Twist, they wanted more,

They got them, too.

Three overs previously, Len had
vorked Case's off-stump out of ithe
ground, so that now Bill had te face
Jack lee and H., D. Burrough. Fal-
lowed by a startled shout of applause,
his second ball, swerving and breaking
back viclowsly from leg, ecrashed in
among the Somerset amateur’s stumps.

And from that point on, seven
thousand delighted supporters of Avon-
shire worked themselves up into a fover
of enthusiazm while they watched a
great young bowler come into his own.

Bill v. Somerset !

HAT afternoon was one that Bill
T was to remember for the rest of
his life.

Although he did not know it,
wise Jerry Tempest's object in banish.
ing him to Lhe long field had been two-
fold. The long zpell of idlenesz had
rested him thoroughly—and more. It
Liad made him as impatient for fresh
action as a thoroughbred ecolt. If he
had been full of pep in the morning,
the tall, eager lad was shecr dynamite
THOW .,

And SBomerset got the full benelit
thereof.

Once again, the crowd, Len, home
troubles, everything was forgotten, All
Bill'a cnergies were coneentrated on
beating the batsmen opposed to him,
and all he knew was that his long, lelt
avm felt like & supple whip, while the
ball did whatever Eus steel-sprung wrist
and fingers commanded.

Unleashing every trick and frap he
had ever mastered, ihe “hecady "’
youngster tore into the West Conntry-
men 1n a way that fairly set the Avon-
shire Clounty ground alight.

S0 fiercely intent on his tazsk was he
that, for once, Bill lost his usual merry
smile; but never his length or stinging

accuracy. None of the Homerset bats.
men were allowed to settle down, He
was the attacker, pure and simple;

searching out each opponent’s particulay
wealness with the instinct of a bora
bowler—and playing on 1t mercilessly,

“0h, well bowled! Well howled,
Allison [ ]

“Got 'em agam! Stick it, Bill!”

In the grand stands men who were
dquiet, szober citizens =all the week,
stamped and clapped, shouted them-
selves hoarse as in onp destructive aver,
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Bill heat and bowled Watson znd Ben-
nett. 'The Avonshire players, alrcady
enjoying tha first taste of victory for
two seasons, beamed, and backed him
up with some of the best fiolding evor
seen on the ground. Naot a chance was
(Continued on nrel page.)
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COME INTO THE OFFICE, BOYS!

Alwways glad to hear from you, chums, so drop me a line fo

the following addresa : The Editer, The ** Magnet ' Library,

The Amalgamated Press, Lid., The Fleeticay House, Farpringdon

Street, London, E.C.4. A stamped, addressed cnvelope will
ensure a reply.

HERE'S some letters on my desk
awwaiting answers, so I think the
best thing I ecan do is to wade
right in end attend to them.

My little chat has often been crowded out
in the past few weeks, so I must apologise
if I have kept anyone waiting. Of course,
you know thiet the MagXrT goes to press
somea considerable time in advance, so
that I write thege chata of mine long before
vou read them, That is why you have
sometimes to wait for your replies.  Buk
remember, chums, if voun are In a hurey
for an answer, all you have to do i3 to send
s etamped addressed envelops with your

wery, and it will be answered by post.

K. 7 Right! Then let's get on with
the first query.

WHERE WAS ROBIN HOOD BEURIED ?

There's a puzzler for wou! Clande
Btirling, of Iuthwaite, Notts, wants to
now.  Sorey, Clande, but there are so
many conflicting stories told about Robin
Hood that it is difficult to get ot the real
truth. In fact some people say that he
never exigted, but this is widely disputed.

Thera are two theories as to whom the
original Rohin Hood was. One says that
he was an Angle-Norman noble who lived
in the twelfth century and was named
Robert Fitz Odo. The other theory is
that he was Robert, Earl of Huntingden.
Whoever he was, it is certain that bands
of outlaws roamed the neighbourhood of
Sherwood Forest—and other places—and
called themselves “ Robin'a  Men.”
Whether all of them balonged to his famous
band is not certain. So many ancient
ballad writers told wvarious stories of
* Robin Hood " that they have con-
fused the whole business and made it
difficult for anyone to discover who he
actually was, when he lived, and where
he was buried. Scott's “° Ivanhes ' will
tell you a lot about him, but that story,
of course, is fietion !

Dﬂ vou remember me telling you

ahout
THE INDIAN ROPE TRICK

a little whilo age * From 8. J. Allbridges
sn Oldbury reader, I have received a
number of most interesting cuttings
regarding this trick, in which, as you
know, & rope is made to stand straight up
in the air without vigible support. A boy
then elimbs up the rope and vanishes in
mid air. In thess cuttings an Englishman
actuelly claims to know how this trick is
done, and to be able to do it. He states,
however, that it would ho neccssary for
an audicnce to =it for about an hour, in
order that they should be properly
hyprnotised. 1 don't think any ordinary
audiencs would ba inelined to sit that
length of time, so I am afraid the Indian
rope trick looks as though it will nover
be performed in this country. I believe
this ia the first time any white man has
actually claimed to be able to perform the
trick—and the principal magicians in this
countTy agree with me in that | I should

certainly like to see tho Indian rope trick
dane, but, like the Scotaman, * I h'ao ma
doois ! ™

Il yonr know ihe answer to this one ?

WHAT 15 A FILM STAR?

A reader who signs himsolf * Anticips.
tion,” and hails from Belfast, asks me this
fuestion, and wants to know the difference
botween & " star” and a * featured
player.”  Yell, the gencral rale is that
the name of a ** star ' i placed before tho |
title of the film and the names of ** featured
ployers ** follow the title.  For instance, if
you rend an announcoment such as this :

Harry Wharton

in
" Rivals of Greyiriars,*
with
Billy Bunter and
Boh Cherry,

it would mean that Harry Wharton was
the ‘'etar,” while the others were
“ featured players.”

Incidentally, '* G.C.,"" of Hackney, asks
me if we can't have the Greyiriars
characters appearing on the films, I
with him that such & film would prove a
great attraction, but I am afraid I can's
oblige him. Besides, just think how
difficult it would be to cast youns notors
in such difficult rolea! T don’t think it
could be done.
~ By the way, will those readers who
intend to take m:lvantaEe of our unigque
offer of the “Modern Encyelopedia "—
o wonderful volume of useful informa-
tion worth a guinea, end offered to
Maaxer readers for 2s. 10d. and four

coupons—please mnote  that another
special coupon eppears on page 28 of
this i=sue. Last week’s AGKET, in

which appeared full particulars of this
great ofler, can still be obtained from
our Back Number Dept., Bear Alley,
Farvingdon Street, Londen LE.C.4,

price 3d. per copy post free.
long complete yarn of the chums

of Greyfriara ja entitled :

“BUNTER, THE VENTRILOQUIST!"
By Frank Richards.

Aa usual, you'll find this popular author
right on the top of his form, and onee you
begin this yarn you won't want to put it
down until you've read every line of it.
Don*t miss 1t, chuma! It's 4 firet-closs
yarn of the tvpe that Frank Richards
knows how to write so well.

There will po another splendid instal-
ment of our most popular cricket serial,
* Allison of Avonshire ' and, of course, a
rib-tickling ** Greyfrinre Herald " supple-
ment.  The shorter features will appear ag
usual, and I'll do my best to ancwer n
number of gueries, which pressure of
space has foreed me to hold over this weel,

Cheerio- until next week, chums |

YOUR EDITOR.,

OW let me gee what there is. in
gtore for you next week, The
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missed, not & run given away., Even
Len, temed by 1he bleak, grey eye of
Jerry Tempest, put his back into the
work.

“You diddle ‘em longshanks; we'll
catch ‘em out!” observed Ted Forbes
pithily.

An
best. :

He did not have matters all his own
way, howover. The wicket was good,
‘he light was good, and so was Somer-
wt's tghting spirit,.  With a wealth of
lashing amateur bats in their ranks,
the Cider County men hit back hard
and stubbernly, as usual. ]

Somo of the professionals tried to
stonewall Bill off s length;  the
amateurs tried to knock him off,

Twice in syccession Guy FEarle, the
stiter, plunked him clean  intd the
rand stand.? The third tuoe the curly
ﬁairﬂd grant hit out, however, the ball
“hung  nastily at the last moment.
Failing to get hold of it properly, Earle
sticed it, hard and hi‘?‘h to mid-wicket.
When "it droppid, Bill, springig like
a haré was underneath, with hands
t%lmt. would have held a capnon-ball just
then. .

And so that great spell of bowling
went on. )

Jack Lee completed a pabient and
gallant Gifty; then, like his brother, feil
a vietim to the young destroyer’s curly
outswinger. A sizzling off-break mipped
past Wellard's flashing bat; Kobertson-
Glusrow was canght in the slips.  Jack
White dnd Liockes wlone saved Somer
set from being all out before tea,

Quist, imperturbable as olways, the
“Farmor ¥ camo in to play one of his
sturdiest  knocks, and ﬂlf-" E{-m;‘s;'sn_t
keepor supported hun grandly. olh
ra-fn,?sid tupﬂc toemnpted s both mel Bill's
woll-mixed-up onslaoght of swingers
and spinners with the broadest of broad
bata.

The crowd beeamo curiously hushed,
absorbed in the long, relentiess dunl be
tween two old stagers, and the briiliant
new star, -

But at last it seemed as though Bill's
triumphant progress was checked,

“ All right, my son; Frazer will {ake
over now ! You've earned B

Bill continued to do his deadly

your rost!
sniled Jorry Tempest eventually.

(Bill Allisow’s sowte Howler, isn't e,
chums?  Don't mizs the condinwaiton af
this thrilling mateh in newt week's chojre
fers of Lhis powerful sporfing story.)
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| THE SHYLOCK OF }
| GREYFRIARS! |
a (Continued from page 24.) i

“Aw! Will you let upt” shricked
Fizshy. * You pesky piecans, will you
let up on a guy? Oh, great snakes!”

“Bring him aleng [ said the captain
of the Remove.

Fisher T. Fish was helped out of the
box-room and down the stairs into the
Rﬂmm'a-f)assage. There were o good
many fellows 1n the passage, and they
stared at the crowd coming down from
the box-room.

“What are you fellows up to?" asked
the Bounder.

“Catching Fish 1"

Cherey.

“Will you let up?”’ yelled Fisher T
Fish. *Leggo my neck, you piecan!
Logen iny venls, Dlow von !

* Gentlomen, chaps, and sportsmen.”
said the eaptam of the Remove, *1 had
the tip from Wingate, a few days ago,
that there was money-lending going on
in the Lower School. He put it up.io
me te find out the rotter, and stop b,
Woe've found him out—here he ist"

“He didn't want o let of finding
ot " remarked Bmithy

“Well, he's found ot and now he's
po: to stop his keoavish dricks!- 1§ the
IHead got on o7t hé might be sacked-—
and we don’t want an cxptlsion in the
Remove ! TFishy has got 1o learn (o bo
decont!  Tt's no good talking to him—
but even Fishy can understand kicking 17

“Lggo my veahs !

“Call all the fellows"' wenb on
Wharton. “Er-::nr;u.' man tn the Remove
has got te kick Fishy 1

“Hn, ha, hal!”
" Cood ecpe

answered DBob

!ll‘

“The kickfulness will be derrific!”

TFellows came out of the studies, Most
af the Remove gatherced 1n the passage.
Fovory fellow was ready lo do his bit.
Fishier T. Tish, wriggling and squirming,
was waolked aleng 1o the emd farthest
from his study. There he was faced
voutn], wriggling in Wharton's grasp.

. E"'.:L;u'l.".'l F'L:-'.]ljr‘ "

“Let up,’ you galoot ! velled Fishy,

“You're going to run [or your study !

Every fellow here is going to kick you
as you go! I'll start you! ¥You men
ready 7

“Yes, rather?!”

“The readyfulness 15 terrifie.™

“Give a fellow room!”

(1 GE‘. Et [JJ

“Btart ! said the captain of the Re-
move, and he released Fisher T. Fish,
and started him with a hefty application
of his hoot. j

Fisher T. Fish ran for it. He ran
for his study, as if {or his life! Secldomn
had Fishy been seen to put on such
specd, He fairly flew!

Round him and sbehind him the Re-
maovites  ¢losed  in—kicking! In the
crush, some of tho kicks landed at the
wrong addresses.  But most of them
landed on Fisher T. Fish, If a Soceer
ball eould feel, it would probably feel
just like Fisher T. Fish as he raced
desperately up the Femove passage.

It scemed to the Shylock of Greyfriars
that there was an ache in every inch of
hiz bony limbs Ly the time he reached
Study Neo. 14! SBwiftly as he ran, i
seomed to him that De never would
reach that haven of refuge. DBut he
reached 1t at last, and Lolied in, lLike
a bony rabbit into a burrow. A rear
of laughter followed hin i

“1la, ha, hal™

“Have some more, Fishy "

“Ya, ha, bha!?

Fisher T, Fish had just eneorgy enough
lefr 1o slam hiz door, Then he collapsed
into thwe armchair and gasped and gas
and groancd and groaned, Ile was left
to gasp and groan; and he was still
gl:ru:lr]llu.f anl j_::l.ﬂsl:n'm_.f:: when 1he Hemove
catnge up o prem.

- - -

Harey Wharlon was able lo report
fo Winpate, without mentioning naomes,
that the Shylock of Greyiriars had been
spottod, and sailsfactorily dealt with
Ho that was that!

Fishy was not feeling satisficd.  That
eould not be helped.  But rven Fishy
had one consolation. He had lost Billy
Bunter's fricndszhip!

TIIE EXIL

(“RUXTESR,  PHE  TVENTRILGO
QGITISTI g the titde of et week's vip-
ainy  lang  complete  slérn of  Harey
Whierton & Co. of Grepfrisrs. Lough?
You't! abzolufely serewm when por réasd
i See tha! wow ordir powe capy in
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WASTE PAPER
{ine Ton of Waste Paper for sale

.‘..
1I'vo  recceved this weck I—W,
atudy XNo, 7, Eemove,

EVADE DETECTION

disguised. Recognition  impossible.

Artists, Study Noo G, ERemove,

I =simply
muab get rid of the pressing holliday invitashing
¢ ek be G, BUNTER, ‘

Tellows wighing to avoid Dunter when leaving !
for the vae, shoold come to us and be effectively -
Why take ]
nnneceazary rizks T—WIBLEY & C0O., Makeaup

“ Nao. 42 (New

=]

. . i e v

eries),

EDITED BY HARKY WHARTON.

Heralg

o

1933.

July 22nd,

Leave your pefs wilth us during your Iollerdays
amd what we say §z thias hero:
Iooked alter !
MIMEBLE & GOSLING, Porter's Lodge.

Finanecially embarrasaed, offera cxpert tuition in
billiards, banker and smoking __ni_wgﬂ_.?m_ pipe, o
cigars) in return for 4 jolly good

I atrict contidence, H. 3., Box No. 09, " Greyiviara
Herald."

PETS AND HOLLERDAYS

they'll be well
Terma on applikation —MLES%[14,

YOUNG SPORTSMAN

whiday,-—Write, |

.

AS OTHERS SEE
THEM

What I Think of Potter and

Greene
By George Blundell

Polter and Greene are to Coker what
Beawell was to Dr. Johnson, or Watson to
sherloek HMohnes., Put don’t for goodness’
gako imugine that Coker is anything like
Johnzon or I{olmes, or that Potter and (zreene
rvezemble Doswell and Watson !

(foker without Potter and Greena wouldn’t
bo Coker. Ho roliea on them to supply that
modicwmn of human friendliness without which
he might hecome an embittered man, And
Potter and Greeno duly supply it. .

Their motives in deing 8o wre someiimes
looked on with & cortain emount of suspicion.
Cokor ia well supplied with £ s, d., and Color’s
sludy is a lund flowing with mille and honey.
Ho it's rathor naturai thab envious fongues
shonid wag and dark Lints be made that Potter
and Greene are just a couple of gold-diggers.

My own opiowon is that the m:ﬁﬂmﬁﬂﬂﬁ is
a gross libel on two porfectly well-meaning
fellews. That they should aecopt Coler's
liberal hospitality i3 quite understanduble.
Any man who happens to share a study with
& plutocrat can take the c¢rumbs that fall
from tho rich man’s table without the slightest
pang of conseience | But the idea that Poiter
end Grecne kow-tow to Coker on account of
hisg money is dead wrong. They don't !

The {act ia that Coker's a harmless ass who
suffers from a mistaken idea that he's a born
leader of men, Folter and Greens know
jolly woll that it’s all rot ; bubif they disputed
ik, lifo in the study would be one long series
of battles, so they give hitn hia head inatead—
just for tho muﬁa of peace and quictnessa.

ho can blame them forit ?

Both of them are fair, avernge, all-round
gportsmen, miles ahead of the redeubtable
** leader ® on the playing fields. Yet they
hergically allow Colker to remein under the
delusion that it's he whe is milea ahead of
them. Nobody, of course, barring Coker, is
deceived, so there's no harm done and every-
body's happy |

My iden ia that for keeping Coker com.
paratively tame and preventing him becomin
too rouch of a publie nuisance, Potter and
Greens deserve a hearty vote of thaoks—
and a medal apices |

(Well done, Blundell, old bean! You've
thrown new light on Potter and Grecne, and
we shall herealter look on them ams really
dogerving eascs, Next weelk, Potter and
Eummum will tell us what they think of you !
—f1.)

DICKY NUGENT'S WEEKLY

WISDOM

During the heat wave, Sammy Dunter
went to sleop in a deck-chair and got com-
pletely wnrm_nu_e.

This is quite s change for Bammy,
Previously he was only half-baked |

GREYFRIARS
IN HEAT WAVE

GRILLS

Groyfriara has had more
than its share of the recent
heat wave. Though eituated
on high ground, the old
School liea in a semewhat
sheltered position and when
the weather reclly does get
hot, ag has happened in the
last week, wo jolly well feel
it to the full !

On Monday, we wers
stowing in the heat. On
Tuecaday, wo wero absolutely
baked up. Weodnesday we
were found broiling, Thurs-
day grilling, and on Fridoy
we wore simply sizzled !

To give you somo idea
of the degrese of heat
expericncod, we may mon-
tion that & block of ice
which Mauly carried up to
his study from the tnckshop
wea 50 hot by tho time heo

arrived there that he uasd
it to make a nice, boiling
hot cup oftea.

Another surprising in-
cident happened when Tom
Brown wenb fishing on the
banks of the Sark. After
landing a brace of gudgeon
and a stickleback, Hrowny
went off 1o get a bottle of

Incredible Incidents

inger.pop. When  he
mmﬂmﬂﬂﬂﬂwﬂa was to find the
figh, which he had left lving
on the grasg, cocked to a
turn. Incidentally, o potato,
dropped by a passing green.
rocer's bov on the towpath,
_m.pm becoane picely baked,
so Tom wasa able to have
fish and chips without
leaving the riverside.
Bunter wos simply bathed
in perapiration. 13 miush
be the firast bathe he haos
had for several wvears.
It was so hot that when
Quelchy tried to pgive us a

freczing glare in eclass it
became s melting smile
‘before he knew where he
was !

It was so hot that ihe
Head atarted instrueting the
Sixth in the Bantu language
in easo wo all had to
omigrate to Africa {o get
a breather,

It was so hobt ihat it
reminded Hurree Singh of &
nmight in hiz native Siate
in India—one of tho coldest
nighta, of coitrso |

b was really awflully hot.

SHARP!

“ hee Boy Wanted. Must
Be Sharp Lad ' read an ad-
vertiscment we posied up in
Hall last weel:”

* But do you think you're
sharp enough 1" we asked
Tubb of the Third, when he

applied.

““ Sharp 1" replied Tubb.
“ I should jolly well think I
am sharp! Why, I can cut
a dash better than any other
fellow in the Third ! ¥

Wa've given him a trial!

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

Greyfriars Queries
Answeirred

“ Comlous.”—* What i
Eilly Bunter's weight 7 7 Next
time a circus comes round
we'll borrow a pair of elephant
gealos and lot you know.,

" ConsTAxT KREADER."—
“ Does Coler ever slide down
the banisters 7'  Tut-tut !
You must have a very atrange
idea of the dignity of Fifth-
Formers i you imegine that
Coker ever doos that. As a
matter of faet, he almost
invariably goea down the
Remove stairs on his neck !

* Gormanpisen.”—'" What
i3 the prub like at CGroy.
friara **  Just imagine tho
hest feed ever served in the
best hotel in the country.
Well, our grub is ebout as
bad ng that oupght to be good !

Y SyaeaTHETIC g
Hoslking short-sighted 2" If
ho's not short-sighted, there’s
semetlung  radically wrong
wilh his eyes, anyway. When
Coker shed one of his motor-
bike whesls vesterdoy,

]

Hoeiing tried to pick it up
and pocket it, thinking it was
@ bhlf-crown !

Y Apornia'—" Would you
call Loder good-looking §"
As a child, ha won the booby

rize in a boauly competition,

ut now thet he's grown up,
he haa to wear o mask to
pravent dogs sttacking lim
of sight. On reflection: No,
he's not |

& " CURRENT”
SUGGESTION

Bimfold, our pet poet, hae
bea uaing the school electric
supply for the purposs of re
BTIeE n.i:m gecumulators. But
they 've found him out now
ond presented him with a bill
for £1 2=, Gd.

T celebrate the occcasion
wo suggest he writes a new
version of " The Charge of
tha Light Iirigade ™|

it 1im

Dear Editor,—At the contemporansous
juncture, when the environment is incon-
trovertibly toriid {rom
phenomenally Thtensified solar assiduity,
IncumEent

the prevalent

on  eontemplative

juveniles to remember the benefieent psychological efficaey

1ry

individualistio personal thernu metrical or sudoriferous

diminution ¢f mental quiescence,
1 remain—unaficeted by the irzalubricus meteorological

Yours truly,

conditions,

ALONZO TODD,

(Which siroply means, ** During the heat wave, if you want

to keep ccol, keep quiet.”

Leep

; 1 But liow the thump a man ean
uiet aiter reading 'Lonzy's letter beats ue. Two of our

sub-editors who tried to do it, digsolved into grease-spots

hali way through —ED.)

Johpny Bull ig the champion
weight-lifter 0! the Remove.
Standing behind Billy Bonler,

he lifted the lat jumior clear of
the Aoor | This was before
dipner, however [

Bolgover major would take

There has been a good deal of
speculation on the subject of the
amazing spectacle witnessed in
the quad i.Hum_,p:... weelk, when an
ice-cream barrow, drawn by a
donkey, tore Hrwa_”_mw the gates
at breakneck speed, carrving a
human being suspended upside
down in the ice-bucket with
his logs waving in the air.

We are privileged to be able
to tell the complete truth about
this nnusual incident,

It bepan about a quarter of a
mile down Foardalo Lane. The
Famous Five had stopped an
ico-cream vendor with the idea
of buying five ico.wafera where-
with to counteract the over-
povwering influence of the heat
Wava,

But before the genial vendor
could gerve them thero was an
interruption. Cedrie Hilton, of
the Fifth, strolled up and ealled
loudly for a_ sixponny carton.
In doing =0, he pulled Wharton
aside by the ear, burged Nugent
and Hurree 3ingh out of the way,

and jorked away Cherry and

Bull by the seraff of the neck.

* Berve me quickly { *' Hilton
added, after giving his ordoer.
“I'm in a hurry |

The Famona Five locked at
each oither. They didn’t speak.
They couldn'tl But, fortu-
nately, though Hilton's ¢olossal
nerve had deprived them of

their wvocal powers, it hadn't

deprived them of their power of
action 1

As if actuated by a common
iropulse, they suddenly eclosed
in on Hilton.

To his utter dismay, the
elegant Cedric found himsslE
guddenly whirled off his fest
and lifted into the gir. Tls
heard someons say: ** It's all
right ; we're going to give him
aride ! ™ Then he felt his head
and shoulders descend into a
darlc well of almost incredible
coldness.

The next thing Hilton Lknew
was that he was heing carried
along in the ice.creaimn chariot
at a speed that would have
magle his hair stand on end had
it not heen submerged in ice-
cream [

Now von know all about it.

We might add, in closing,
that after the intelligent moke
had drawn the barrow three
timea round the guad, it
galloped out of the gates again
and rejoined its master down
the lana,

The ice.cream wendor in-
formed Hilton, when he had
extricated him, that the damago

was sevenleen-and-six. For
gome reason we don't guite
understand, Hilton scom to

object to paving thia, so the
Famous Five had a whip-round
and paid it for him,

Bit thiclk whon the Romovo
have to pay "a Fifth-Former's
dabts, isn't it ¥ Still, Wharton &
Co. chucked him into a diich
afterwards. Taking everything
into eonsiderntion, they con.
sider they had their money’s
worth |

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT |

Asked by his minor fo

It Going for a flight at the Courls TO00m L

the trouble te learn the science fleld  Aerodrome, Coler in=  mend 8 good book o resd,  urging Herbert Vernon-Smith

of boxing, ha might prove a pisted on making a parachute W, G. Bupter said the omly  to try to oust Wharton from

close match for Bob Cherry or descent. He wos Incky to land  book Dbo had ever resd for  the Form caeplaincy, but Smithy

Wharton, He will glick to his gafely in Farmer Brown's duck  plensore was Mrs. Beafn's  frepkly admits he couldn’t do
windmill style o Aghting } pond—but Coker didn’t think 5o Cookery Book | better tban Wharton ]

e
qy

8, @ I Fiold bay made 23

catches in the slips this zeason

—a record!  Vernon-Smith

eomes next with 19, and Bob
Cherry with 3,

REVOLUTION IN
HOLIDAY IDEAS

Amazing Aftermath to
Head's Lecture

The Heed's recent lecture on * The Gravily
of the World Bitnation,” has simply revolu-
tionised ithe holiday ideas of many of the
fellows. What caused it was the worthy old
Beald’s references to the selfishness of ahandon-
ing oursslves to reckless enjoyment and the
wisgdom of spending some of the vae in
studying politico-cconomie prollems (we hope
wo've gob it right, but don't blame us if we
haven't !} s0 that when we're old Jogeya we
can help to pul the world to rights agauin [

The Benl was 5o jolly serious about it that
hia audience left the lecture hall quite deter-
mined to take a more serious view of life,
gven during the vac, A" Greviriars Herald ™
#pecinl Representative who alterwards wade
muiries about the school, found that holiday
plans in general showed an astonizhing clipngo
from those of previous years. Here are oo
of the answers he reecived :

G. WINGATE (Sixth}.—T shall spend most
of my holiday studying Classical Politicsl
Economy. :

T. E@W...HHH {(Sixth)—My holiday will he
Mmmmnnw in a nice stuffy musemmn, studiine
Entomology.

D. BLAND (Fifth).—-I intend to pore over
tito Lives of Great Conchologists.

J. HOBSON (Shell)~—Ahout ton heurs o
day at Trigonometry—that'll be my hol |

C. R, TEMPLE (Upper Fourth).—My
vacation will be devoted to an investigetion
of Industrial Psychology.

H. WHARTON (Remove)—I hopa io
become  thoroughly  acquainted with the
Caleuhis and Mathematical Philosophy before
the now torm beging,

It strikes ug that this particular voo is
going to be a thumping serious bizney for
most of the fellows., Amazing, isn't 1t ¥

STOP PRESS.—On further consideration,
thoy'vo all changed their minds. Wingcate
and North are going uﬁcu;mﬁm,, Bland is
WFH:FW & tour of the Highlands, Hobson's

goking up at Margate, Temple's trotting
over to Lo Touguet, and Wharton's deing o
pleasure eruiso,

Appurently the politico.economie siunb ia
giving place to sand-castles, boating, bathing,
and picrrots, alter all

JOIN MY HOLIDAY CAMP

Juvenilea desiving an wplifting  vacation

# ara reguesiod 1o join my Innnitable Holiday

Camp. Fine location, tenniles Ivown anywhere,
Famnest  diseussions and  meditation.
Vegelarian  food ({greasa). Separato  huta
(converted dog lennels)—Apply at once,
ALONZO 'LODD, Study No. 7, Remove.

Ouistanding Accounts

I talio thiz opportunity of wishing all you
young gentlemen a happy holiday—also of
remindine you that 1 should like gulstanding
accounts sottled belore Breaking-up Dy !—
(Signod) Jessip AlivpLE, Tuckshop Damo,



