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An exocited crowd of prize-winners surrounded the competition merchant, holding out their
hands for their sovaresigns. Fishar T. Fish waved his hand soothingly. “‘f guessit's all
right, you chaps'*—he began, ‘‘Pay up !""—came in deafening roar. (72 the compiete alosy Lnside,;
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Fisher T. Fish does a
roaring trade.

A Splendid, New and
Amusing School Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. and Fisher
T. Fish.

By FRANEK
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Puzzling,.
"C Lil’i‘}fﬂfjﬂ‘ JUNCTION—"
by ]::ui_idingtuu

“What 1"

“ Cannon Btreet!"

[arry Wharton gazed at his chum, Frank Nugent, ‘of the
Remove, in alarm. Nugent was sitting on the table in No. 1
Study in the Remove passage, with a railway directory in his
hand, muttering the names of railway-stations gs il for a
winger,

There was a thoughtful wrinkle on Frank Nugent's brow,
a look of concentration in hiy eyes. He might have been
engaged upon the deepest problem in Euclid, to judge by his
cairncst looks.

No. 237,
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“ Look here, Frank—'

“f Fuston !

“You—you ass!" exclaimed
* What on earth do you mean?
about "

‘“* mt. Pancras!"”

“ Fraunk, old man, if it's the hot weather, you'd botter see
a doctor '

Nugent waved his hand.

“Run away!" he murmured.
Bridge !"'

Haorry Wharton gazed at him for a momoent more. fixedly.
and then made a sudden rush at him, and dragged him off
the table. The railwayv directory flew in one direction, and
Frank Nugent in another. The directory [ell into the fender
E‘ith a crash, Nugent dropped upon the carpet with a loud

ump.

Wharton, exasperated.
What are vou mumbling

““Don’'t bother! London

August 24th, 1912.



2 THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY ®&™ THE “B0YS’ FRIEND” 3™ LIBRARY. "™

“Ow: ™ ne roared. *You fathead! Yah! Oh["

Wharton gazed down upon him sternly.

" Now, explain what the silly game 18, before I tread on
you!" he said.

“Ow! You ass—""

"“What are you babbling about? Have you got railway-

stations on the brain ! demanded the amazed captain of the
Remove,

“* You—you— OQOw !V

Nugent was interrupted. Beb Cherry, of the Remove,
rushed into the study excitedly, and nearly [vll over the
junior on the carpct,

“1've got it " Elm velled.

" Got what?"" demanded Wharten,

" Kensal Rise I gaid Bob Cherry triumplantly,

“What " yelled Wharton.

“* And Gower Street "

“ My only summer hat!" gasped Harry Wharton,
" Youre dotty, too, are you? Any more of the Remove
goune potty in the erumpet, do you know %"

As 1f in answer to Harry Wharton's question, Johnny Bull
looked into the study with a red, excited face.

“1've got it !"" he shouted,

I“ Oh, you've got it, too, have you ?’ said Wharton, with a
zlore.

“Yes, rather! Hurray!”

"*Bo you're as mad as Nugent and Bob, are you?” asked
Wharton. “T can see you've got it! But how did you get
it? Is it hydrophobia 7 '

“Eh? "hat are you driving at?
Bull. “Temple, of course!”

“Temple, of the Fourth " asked Wharton.

“Ha, ha! No! Temple Station, you know !" explained
Johnny Dull. *“ What on earth are vou doing on the floor,
Nugent? How many have you got?”

“* Nearly all of them,” said Nugent, ?icking himself up
and dusting his trousers wruthfulfly. “1 was interrupted
by that ass Wharton! 1've got all except one,"’

“Good! Perhaps I've got that one,” said Johnny Bull
**Have vou got Paddingion "

“Yes, rather !’

‘“* And St. Pancras?”

ia Yus-‘!'l :

R_”B;u have I!"” said Bob Cherry gleefully. “ And Kensal

IEE ‘II

" Kensal Rise!" said Johnny Bull.
Which one is Kensal Rise? Oh, rats]
Bridge !

Wharton shrieked.

“ You fearful asses! What are you _illbh{-‘;ing about, you
‘hortling jabberwocks? Is it a gaime?’

“Game! No,” said Bob Cherry. ‘Look here, Johnny
Bull, that one is Kensal Rise i

“Rot! It's London Bridge."

“Tt isn't I'* said NugEnt witheringly, “It's 5t. Pancras |”

“ Well, you ass—'

“You fathead—"

“You duffer—'""

“Oh, I'm off !'"* said Harry Wharton, making for the door.
“T1 came to see if you're ready to go down to cricket, but I
shall go potty, too, if T stay here with you! So-long!”

“Oh, go and eat coke!” said Bob Cherry, * Look here,
it's Kensal Rise—"

“london Bridge, you ass!"

‘“ 8t. Pancras, von fathead |V

Wharton 51:-:5 d hiz ears, and fled. But just as he rushed
sut of the stu ﬂ]l;-,. another junior rushed in—Tom Brown, of
the Remove, the New Zealand junior. Tom Brown was
waving & paper excitedly over his head.

"“Got it!” he roared, :

** Oh, another of "em!"" shrieked Wharton. ‘' All as mad
as hatters! What are you bumping into me for, you silly
pss 7'

“Gaot it!” yelled Tom Brown., *“It's Marble Arch !

““ Which one "

“This one—Marble Arch——""

23

I've got it!"” said

“*I haven't got that.
I make that Londen

—
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“STAGE-STRUCK!"”

** Kensal Rise, you ass——"

** London Brjclg‘e, vou duffer | Tube stations den'’t count !

“Yes, they do! It's Marble Arch—"

“Rats |

[F] Rnt !JI I )

Harry Wharton drew a decp breath. The four juniors
were exchanging impolite opinions in an excited group.
Harry Wharton yelled to them. =

“Will you explain what you're up to, or are you potty I’
he yelled.

** Marble Arch—"

“Kensal Rise——"'

* London Bridge—"’

“8t. Pancras—" .

MHarey Wharton lost the last atom of patience. He laid
violent hands upon the study table, and gave it a shove
towards the excited group. They were bowled over like
ninepins, and rolled in a confused heap on the study carpe
There was a chorus of wild yells.

“Oh! You ass—"

*“ You fathead—"

The four juniors sprawled on the carpet for a moment,
aud Harry Wharton made for the door, laughing. DBut
before he reached the door they were up again, and they
seized him, and bumped him down on the floor.

"Eit on him I gasped Nugent. ** He's dangerous |

i i ‘Irm ‘.TI

"'8it on his head, and keep him quiet while I go through
the directory ! snid Nugent.

“Good egg !

“Grooh! Ow !

Jolinny Bull obligingly sat upon Wharton's head, while
Nugent recovered the directory from the grate. But
Johnny Bull did not keep his seat for more than a second.

He suddenly leaped up with n terrific yell.
“Ow! Ah! Oh! Yow! I'm bitten!” Ow "
i Hnr hu‘j h-ﬂ. !'H'

" Why, what are you cackling at? You silly asses! I'nn
bitten " T Oh 1 4 § *

Harry Wharton struggled to his feet, He snatched up the
shovel from the firegrate, and brandished it.

“Keep off, you lunatics!” he gasped. “I know vou're
mad ! Emp GE!“ NS !

Nugent burst into a roar.

“Ha, ha, ha! Don't be an ass|"

“Well, #f sou're not , what is all this abouti”
demanded Wharton. “ What are you babbling over the
names of railway-stations for "

“Ha, ha! You ass, it’s a competition "

g gh g s.Ia.id ‘l."i.i"hml':-t.i:un.mi'i

" Sto aying the giddy
said Bo Bherrj'. o
Rise, St. Pancras, Temple, or Morble Arch 7

oat, and look ai this picture!”

" Do you think it's London Bridge, Kensal

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Divided Opinions.

ARRY WHARTON laughed. _
It had scemed to him that his chums had taken leave
of their senses all of a sudden; and he was relieved 1o
. discover that their mania was nothing worse than a
picture-puzzle competition.
Frank Nugent spread the sheet of pictures out upon the
study table.

There were eight pictures, each supposed to represent a
railway-station, though some of them hardly seemed to repre.
sent anything in the earth or jn the waters under the ta.rtﬁ

“Well, I'm glad you're not potty,” said Wharton. “'1
certainly thought you were. Bui do you mean to say tha:
you're going to waste the time on that rot, instead of coming
out to play cricket ¥V

“It's not rot,” said Bob Cherry.
cricket-bat,”

““1 want a new bat,” Nugent remarked.

“8o do I, said Johany Bull. *“ May save a fellow a

uinea.”

E‘“‘a'n'm-ll, yon ean't all win the same bat,” said Harry.
“ Better be satisfied with the bats you've got, and come out
and play ericket with them."

“Oh, rats 1"

“One of the prizes is a fiver,”’ said Bob Cherry.

“Let us compare notes, and share the prize when we get
it," said Nugent, “I'm willing to give you fellows the
answers I've found out. 8t. Pancras, for instance—"'

" Kensal Rise, you mean.”

“If you mean Marble Arch——"" .

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Wharton. *“ You don’t loock like
sharing the prize at that rate !”

“1 say, yon fellows—"" !

Billy Bunter put a fat face into the study doerway, and

“One of the prizes is a

MARTIN CLIFFORD, in this Thursday's
m:'l-rlllr of “THE CEM ".’HHHIT- One Penny.
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Bump|

powerlul hands,
There was a roar from Bunter,

little shower.

“Let's see how many the blessed swindler's got ! " exclaimed Bolsover Major, seizing the fat junlor's legs in his
Billy Bunter descended upon the floor, and shillings rolled out of his pockets in a
wi ﬂwl

Oh! Help! Yah!"™ (See Chapter 7.) ]

———

Yow!

blinked at the chums of the Remove through his big
spectacles. There was a howl from the juniors.

“Get out, Bunter! Don’t bother I

“But I say, you fellows—"'

“We're busy; cut off "

“0Oh, really, Nugent! I've been Gnding
and I've come to tell you fellows,” said
injured tone. ' I'm going to help vou

lob Cherry grunted.

“Oh, you can't guess anything !"' he said.
make this one to be ¥"

IBilly Dunter blinked at the picture.

“ﬂﬂ, that's Lambeth!"" he said.

“Ass! It's Kensal Rise!"

“ London Dridge—"

“ Bt. Pancras 2

““Marble Arch

“Hn, ha, ha !"" roared Wharton

“ Oh, don't cackle! Look here, you chaps

“You'd better leave it to me, yvyou fellows," said Bunter.

“I'm rather a dab at guessing these things. T came here to
make a proposition to you chaps. I'm willing to go in with
you to guess them, you know, and place my superior brain
power at the service of the syndicate——"'

Mv hat!"”

“We'll send in a dozen sets, you see. You fellows will
find the money for thp papers and the postage, and I shall find
the brains,” said Dunter, in explanation. “ Then we'll share

out the pictures,
Billy Bunter, in an

““What do you

B

YOUR FRIEND WILL APPRECIATE

the proceeds. I'll take half, and you fellows can have hali

between you."

“*“Ha, ha, ha!"

“My hat!"

“Of all the cheek

“I don’t see it,"" said Bunter,
and take all the trouble, I'm entitled fo my ‘H'hEIE'E.
hnd the money, and I'll find the braina, That's fair."

‘But where are you going to find 'em?” asked Nugent.
““We could find the money without muech trouble, but where
are vou going to find the brains?"

““ Oh, really, Nugent—"

““You ecan't beg, borrow, or steal 'em,” said Nugent
nrgumontatn{*ly “* and a5 Nature left you unpmwded with
I.H"I I don't see hﬂ‘r‘r you're going to find "em.

" Liook here

“Oh, buzz off I" said Bob Cherry, “ We're going to get
these thmgs right, and you can't help. Your kind of braina
wouldn't be any use, you know, Travel!"

* Look here, if you don't want me to guess those puzzles
for you, you'd better say so!" bawled Billy Bunter.

“Well, we have said so, haven't wet"

“Yah! Rotter!"

“ Buzz off |

' Beasts "

Bob Cherry swung up a chair into the air, and made a rush
at the fat junior, as if to smite him to the floor. He did not
intend to do anything of the sort; but he looked so dangerous

Tur Magwer Lisrary.—No, 237,
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that Williarsn George Buntes turned with a hoewl of terror,
and fled from the study. He went so fast that he stumbled in
the passage, and rolled over, and he sprawled on the linoleum
in momenrwary terror of fecling the brandished chair come
crashing down upon him.

“Ow ! he roared. **Keep off ! Yow' Yah! Gerroff!
Stoppit! Ow ™

'IdIEfE was a foatstep close to him, and Billy Bunter yelled
wildly,

“You! Gerroff! Yah! Oh! Help!”

" What on earth’s the matter ! asked Coker, of the Fifth,
tlaring down at the sprawling junior. ** Are you dotty?’

Hilly Bunter sat up, and put his spectacl s straight on his
a4 little nose, and blinked at the Fifth-Former.

“Oh! Is that you, Coker "

“Yes, ass! What's the matter 1"

“Oh! Bob Cherry was aiter me with a chair!” grunted
Bunter. “I thought—"

i Hﬂ-. hﬁ, hﬂ !n

“ Oh, really, Coker—"

illy Bunter was scrambling up close to the doorway of
No. 1 SBtudy. Coker grinned, and put out his foo', and
jammed the toe of his boot against Billy Bunter's plump
pteraun. and sent him rolling through the doorway into the
Eluay.

“Ow!" gasped Bunter. *Oh!"

Coker chuckled, and walked on down the passage.

* Hallo hallo, hallo!" exclaimed Bob é'hﬂrry. Im omagze-
ment.  * Here's that fat bender come back again! Of all
the cheek——"

“Ow! Oh, really— Ow—-"

“"Kick him out!” said Bob Cherry.
togcther 1"

IFive feet swung towards Bunter,

The Owl of the Remove twisted oul of the doorway with an
agility surprising, considering his plumpmness, and only one
boot reached him.

L] {]“, ]‘|i

Then Bunter fled.

He paused at the end of the Hemove passage, to howl back
some complimentary remarks at the top of his voice; but they
were unheard or unheeded in No. 1 Btudy. For there were
four er five voices going there at once; and the burden ol
them was:

“ 85t. Pancras "

" Kensal Rise 1"

“ Marble Arch, you ass!”

“ London Bridge, you duffer "

" Ratg 1™

i Hu!h_ll‘

“ Look here—"

And so on, ad lib.

“ Now, then, all

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Fisher T. Fish Has An Idea.

ISHER T. FISH, the American junior in the Remove
F Form at Greyfriars, wore a very thoughtful expression
upon his face.

I'isher T. Fish hatd a very keen face. His best iriend
—F. T. Fish—would have called it handsome, but nobody
else would have corroborated the statement. But if it was
not handsome, it was certainly very keen. Fisher T. Fish
prided himself u;IJ;m being & man of Business, or, as he
deseribed it in the wonderful American language, ‘' Cold
business from the word go.”” The things thatnlg"inher T. Fish
could do, in his own opinion, could not be numbered; but
the things that he couldn’t do were unlimited. Fisher T. Fish
prided himself upon being a fellow with ideas; but, as Bob
Cherry had remarked, hia ideas, if they were any good, were
alwayvs somebody else's; and if they were his own they were
rotten. But incessant failures in almost everything that he
undertook made no difference whatever to the cheerful
American junior. His swank was undiminished, and after
the most complete licking in any line whatsoever he would
i1ssue a challenge to iﬂj’gﬂdf in the most optimistic way in
the world.

He had on various occasions undertaken to teach the Grey-
friars fellows how to play cricket, and football and tennis,
and fives; how to row, and swim and run, and jump; and
he had achieved in each a mest conspicuous failure. But
whenever any of those subjects came up,ﬂp]!‘is.her T. Fish would
still remark in the most patronising way that the fellows
should see how they did them * over there ""—' over there"”
being in the great United States,

Fisher T. Fish was standing in the Greyfriars Close just
now, looking thoughtful. He had a sheet of picture-puzzles
in his hand, and was putting in the names in penel, and
nodding thoughtfully over them. _

Picture-puzzles seemed to have caught on in the Remove,

Tare Macxer Lisrary.—No. 237.
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and Fisher T. Fish had taken the matter up in his usual
patronising way. Ile had remarked carelessly that a five-
F:'rllﬂj:l-ﬂ{.‘-ﬁﬂ would come in useful. %o help him in a scheme he
iad 1n mind.

He had not the slightest doub* aboui getting it It only
depended, as he explained, on whethe: tﬁa competition was
conducted honestly. If it was conducted honestly, the prize
must naturally go to the cleverest competitor, and so Fisher
T. Fish was certain of * corralling ** iL

Harry Wharton & Co. came out ot the School House, and
paused to look at the American junior. Nugent had a sealed
envelope in his hand. The chums of the Remov: had finished
their long wrestle with the picture-puzzles. and were going tc
post their solutions.

" You % t 1t, too "’ asked Harry Wharton.

Fisher T. Fish looked up.

"1 guess I'm working it out,” he said.

** What h"“’nﬁ““ guhﬁﬂr No. 81" asked Nugent.

Fisher T. Fish grinned.

“1 guess I'm keeping that dark,” he said. " You'll have
to get up very early in the morning to get anything out of
me, sonny."”"

Nugent flushed.

“You blessed Yank! Do you think T want to use your
rotten answers!” he exclaimed.

“T'm just posting my solu-
tions. Look here,”

““QOh, all serene!"” said Fisher T, Fish calmly. * Keep your
hair on, colonel ! 1 guess I'm spry, you know ; it pays—some.
If you ain’t going ta use i, you can look. It's Blac friars.”

“Rats!" said Bob Cherry. *It's Konsal Rise.”

“Bt. Pancras,”” said Nugent.

““London Bridge."

** Marble Arch.”

i R-l“ I'l

“* Bash 1"

** Fathead ™

Harry Wharton put his fingers to his cars,

**Bhut up!” he roared. ‘' We've had all that out before.
Don’t start it all over again. But I think yours i1s the worst
of the lot, Fishy."

Fisher T. an; smiled superior.

"“"Well, wait and see,”" he said.

“ Bosh I"

L1 | Piﬂﬂ lIl"l‘

“I guess I've got an idea,” said Fisher T. Fish, putting
the paper in his pocket. ' When I've got this prize—""

“When !’ snorted Nugent.

“Oh, 1 shall get it, you know,” said the American junior
easily. “*1 guess I shall rake that in—some! This paper is
pretty honest."

“Who said it wasn't, asa?"’

““Well, if it’a honest, it's bound {o give the prize to the
best answers, ain’t it?"’

“(Of course yours are the best!” sniffed Tom Brown.

b3

L L] Yﬂp.l'

o gnt I:h:a least chance of any being wrong 1"

aa 'upe.‘l

“‘?t}., come on!’ said Bob Cherry. " Fishy makes me
tired.”

‘*Hold on a minute,"” said Fisher T. Fish. 1 guess I've
got an idea. When 1 get that fiver, I kinder reckon I'm
going to use it as a prize in a competish.”

"ni which 1"’

* Competish.”

“*What on earth's that?" .

“ Competition,” explained Fisher T. Fish. '*We cut 'em
down over there—lifa's short, you know, and we have to
hustle. Competish is long enough for me. Well, I'm figurin
at present that I'm going to start a competish myself, an
offer that fiver as a prize. Twenty-five dollars will a good
prize, I reckon—what?”

LR E’at‘! l"" '

"I guess it's a good proposition,” said Fisher T. Fish.
“1T'll work out a new competish—something a bit better than
picture-puzzles, of course—and every chap will have to pay
an entrance-fee.”

“1 don't believe thoe Head would allow it,” said Harry
Wharton,

““1 don't see why he shouldn’t,” said Fisher T. Fish. * The
same thing's done by lots of papers—quite respectable papers,
too, Anyway, we're not bound to take the Head into our
confidence over the matter. I'll work out the competish, lay
down the rules, and provide the prizes. Prize guaranteed to
every winner, I can write to my popper for some spondulies,
if 1 need—you know he’s a milliongire—""

“We know you say he is,”" growled Johuny Bull, who had
a dreadful way of speaking out sometimes. * You don't seem
to bo rolling in money, all the same.” .

“T1 guess | know how to look after the shekels,” said Fish,
quite unabashed., “ I guess 1 can stand the prize. And an
entrance-fee of sixpence all round—"

MARTIN CLIFFO in this Thursday'
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“You'll have the prefects down en you—""

“ Oh, blow the prefects! We sha'n't tell them anything
about it, of course,” said Fish. *'I reckon it's a good !E!Ea.
and it'll cateh on, And IT'll use this fiver as the chiel prize.”

To which Harry Wharton & Co. replied with one voice
“ Rats!" and then walked on, leaving Fisher T, Fish to work
out the details of his great idea at leisure.

The letter posted, the chums of the Remove went d-ﬂ-“’ﬂliﬂ
the ericket-field, and they soon forgot all about Fisher T. Fish
and his ‘' proposition.” ) .

But it was gz?:}ught back to their minds a little later. When
they came in to tea, they found quite a crowd round the
notice-board in the hall. e

““ Hallo, hallo, hallo!" ejaculated Bob Cherry. What's
up? Head giving us a8 holiday " .

“No fear!” said Bolsover major of the Remove, turning
his head. *'It's only some rot of Fish's." _

““A notice by Fisher T. Fish," grinned Vernon-Smith.
“Bome more of his rot, T suppose.’

* Let's have a look at it.” _ .

Harry Wharton read the notice aloud. Tt was written in
the big, Aourishing hand of the American junior, and signed
with a tremendous flourish,

“NOTICE!

** All members of the Remove, and the lower Forms gene-
rally, who are interested in a new and npping competish,
are requested to roll up at seven o'clock in the Rag, when
the undersigned will pul:hn. HEE prupuu:f_;n:itr pe!g:;;:f:i them.

who want to get rich quick are specially invited.
Chaps who ’ “ PISHER TARLETON FISH.”

There was a general chuckle.

“ Some mors of his rot,”’ said Bulsirode of the Remove.

“ Oh, rather!” said Dabney of the Fourth.

i i)

% Lot's zo and hear what the ass has got to say,” qui ested
Temple of the Fourth. * If it’s only some more of his blessed
swank we'll bump him round the Form-room.”

** Hear, hear! ) :

Temple's idea was approved on all sides. And with that
kindly object in view, most of the juniors of Greyfriars turned
up in the Rag: at the time specified by the American junior in
his notice on the school board.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Business Proposition.

UITE a crowd gathered in the Rag before seven o'clock.
The Rag was a large room on the ground floor in the
School House, used ﬁy the juniors for their meetings,
and it had been the scene of many a noisy gathering,
to say nothing of rehearsals of the amatour dramatic societies
in the Remove and the Fifth, and meetings of debating clubs
that sometimes strongly resembled Rugby serimmages.

Fellows of all the lower Forms turned up there, and even
some of the noble Fifth. The Sixth ignored the meeting,
being far too high and mighty to take any interest in a
junior gathering, secluded, like the gods on Olympus, from
mere mortals far below them. But five or six of the Fifth had
condescended to look in, including Coker, Pﬂtttr,lprmne, nnd
Fitzgerald, who had probably come more to “rag’ than
;nyﬁning clse. As the meeting was called by a Removite, 1t
was “*up” to Coker & Co, to rag it if possible, and therefore
they had come,
h’I{;mple, Dabney & Co. of the Fourth were there also. pro-
bably with much the same object in view as Coker. Hobson
and Hoskins of the Shell, and a crowd of other Shell fellows,
came in to see the fun, whatever it might be. Fven the
Removites did not take the meeting seriously, though they
rere quite ready to tussle with either Fifth or Fourth who
s1ould presume to interrupt it. The right of imterrupfing it
sney reserved wholly to themselves, _

Fisher T. Fish was there to time—in fact, he was ten
minutes early. He had placed a chair upon the table, in
order to address the meeting from a coign of vantage. He
was seated there gs the crowd swarmed in, most of them

rinning.

g We're here, Fishy,” said Harry Wharton, as seven struok
from the tower of Greyfriars, _

Fisher T. Fish rose briskly. Ile had some written notes
iti his left hand, he raised the right to dominate the n]m:tm%;

“ Gentlemen, I'm pleased to see so large a gathering,”’ he
began, *‘If you'll kindly be quiet, I'll put my proposition
before you. I'm u.hhumln?sa man, from the word go; I'm

hap who's never been left.”
gt ;ﬁ:rer been right, you mean!” yelled Tubb of the Third.

“ Ha, ha, ha!"”

Fisher 1. Fish smiled serenely.

“1 guess that's a smart kid," he remarked; ' but, bless
vou, 1 don't mind. I've never been left. 1 always get there.
But I didn't call you together to hear me sing my own

FRises "
i Going in for a change, then!"’ inguired Temple of the
Fourth.

** Ha, ha, ha!"” i
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“ Gentlemen,” said Fisher T. Fish, unheeding, “*I've got a
business proposition to put befors you. Somo of you have
been going in for competitions lately. Now, if we want
competitions in this school, I don’t szee why we shouldn’t
provide 'em cursclves, and keep the money in the family. 1
therefore have the honour to propose s new competition, with
handsome prizes guaranteed by myself.”

** Ha, ha, ha!”

Fisher T. Fish, quite unaffected by the laughter, consulted
his notes.

“There will be an entrance-fee of one shiling——""

“My hat !" ;

“* The puzzle will be handed out to each competitor for solu-
tion on Eja applying for same at my study, No. 14, in the
Remove passage. A prize of five dollars will be guaranteed
to every winner—""'

* Phew !I" =

“ How much is that in real money, Fishy?' _ N

“ One pound in your queer old coinage in this little island,
gaid Fisher T. Fish. ** Five dollars in real money., That prize
will be guaranteed to every winner, each person who solutes
the puzrﬁn to bo reckoned a winner."

"g;:jﬂh person who what?"' gasped Wharton,

** Solutes.™

“‘Oh, ho means solves!” said Bob Cherry. ‘" We ought to
get ﬂl ﬁﬁnerﬁfun dictionary when Fishy is making a speech.

*“ Ha, ha, ha!" =

““ Bach successful soluter will get a prize of flive dollars,
suid Fisher T. Fish. * That i3 guu;nl:r:r.-d, and will be pro-
vided by the capital I put in the business.”

* Hurray 1" o

““If the entrance fees do not cover the amount, it will be
found by myself, out of my own resources,” said Fisher T.
Fish. ‘““On the other hand, if the fees overlap the amount
required for prizes, I make a profit. That's only fair.

** Looks to me like gambling,” said Coker.

Fisher T. Fish smiled condescendingly,

“That's only your want of intelligence, Coker

“ What!" roared Coker, ) ) _

“I—I mran that's a slight misapprehension,” said Fish
hastily. ** You: see, all competitions are run on thosc lines.
Besides, that’s the way men m the City speculate on the Stock
Exchange. It's the same thing.” _—

““ And what guarantees have we for the prizes?" asked
Vernon-Smith. o

“The word of an American business man!" said Fisher T.
Fish pompously. .

This stutement did not have quite the effect he anticipated.
It was grected with a roar of laughter.

‘* Ha, ha, ha!™

“ Look hero——"" exclaimed Fish indignantly.

® Ha, ha, ha!" _

“* Havo you got the tin, Fishy?!"' piped Nugent minor, of
tho Er-r:rmci,' Form.

“Yaas, that’s the question, dear boy,” said Lord Maul-
everer, of the Remove. ‘' Have you got the capitul, you
know " L

“T guess I can raise the greenbacks for this propesition.”
said Fisher T. Fish disdainfully, *“ Chaps who can’t trust to
my honesty can stay out of the competish.” .

“*Well, that's all right,” said Bob Cherry. *' After all, if
Fishy didn't pay up, we could bump him bald-headed, and
mako him sorry for himself."”

“Right!"” said Harry Wharton.
he's not o welsher.

““ Hoar, hear!"

Fisher T. Fish smiled with satisfaction. It looked as
though the competish, as he called it, was going to catch on
in tho Remaove,

““What's the puzzle, Fishy!" asked Nugent.

“I'm not giving that out yet," said Fisher T. Fish, “I'm
going to have 1t printed on a card, at the printer's in Friar-
dale, and the cards will be handed out to competitors when
they pay their shilling entrance-fee, The answers must be
written on the cards, and sent into No, 14 8tudy within three
davs, Then the rrizen, if any, will be distributed.”

“1f any!” howled Johnny Bull.

“I mean, if any are won."

Ed ﬂh Il'l

“And who's the judge of the answer to the puzzle?”’ de-
manded Bolsover major,

““The editor's decision is final.”

“Rats!"

‘' Bosh t"”

“If vou hand out a puzzle, we can’t leave vou to make
up an answer to %I‘en&e yourself, unlike all those that are sent
in,”' amid Tom Brown. “*We know American business
methods, old son, and we're not going to get left.”

“No fear!"
“1 gupes——'

‘“Fishy is an ass, but
Let's give him a chance.”

“THE MAGNET I‘“



°  THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY ©%~ THE “BOYS’ FRIEND” 3™ LIBRARY. g 2"

““No spoofing, Fishy!”

"1 caleulate )

“Yah!"

*4 Himuﬁ“r i

Fishey T. Fish waved his hand {or rilence.

" entlewen -

" 1 o 42

" Bpool 1"

“Geatlemen, in order to establish complete confidence in
the genuinencss of tho competish, the answer to the puzzle
will be wrtten out befarehand, sealed up in an envelope, and
placed in the hands of some disinterested pevson. This dis-
interestod person will open the envelope on the day agreed
upen and announce the apswer, 1 guess that will prove to
you that tho answer hasn't been made up to disagree with
the solutions sent in."

“"Well, that's fair enough,” said Johnny DBull
weren't going to do that, though.”

“Abem! 'm going to do it now."”

" Who's the disintercited persom?” demanded Bolsover
major. ** We'll have his name and know him before we put
ur money into the scheme.”

“Yra, rather.”

““"What-ho 1"

"1 guess,” said Fisher T, Fish hesitatingly—"1 guess I
should about fill the Hill mysalf 1

** Ha, ha, hat"

“Of all the cheek 1™

“If you're not satisfied to rely on me——"

" No fear!”

"“You see, we know you, Fishy.,”

** Ha, ha, ha!”

"1 will select someone else we can all rely upon equally
well," said Fish,

" Select somebody we ean rely upon better than that," said
Bob Cherry, ** otherwise it won’t be much use.”

" IIE, }'HL. ha 1"

“I will ask one of the prefects,” said Fisher T. Fish, * or,
rather, I would, only we don't want to let the prefects into
this. ~ Some chap who's not going to enter the competish
would do, if we could all rely upon him.”

*“Good enough !

““A senior would bo best,” sz2id Harry Wharton. * What
price Coker ™

" Will you do it, Coker?”

Coker smiled benignantly  He was always pleased to be
called upon to act in the capacity of an umpire, or a person
of authority among the juniors,

" Certainly,” he said. "' The envelope can be placed in my
hands, and I'll undertake that it sha’n't be opened until the
day appointed for setthng tho prizes.”

“You won't be able to enter the competish, then,” said
Fisher T, Figh.

Coker grinned.

1 don’t mind that,” he said. *'I wasn't thinking of
entering it. I've got something better to do with my bu:in."

" Gentlemen,"” said Fisher T. Fish, *the printed puzzles
will be ready for you to-morrow afternoon. All who desire
to enter the competition can apply at my study after school
and hand in their entrance-fees, and the cards will be handed
out. FPrize of one pound, or five dollars, guaranteed to every
chap who correctly solutes the puzzle. Mind, it will be a jolly
hard one.”

“*Never mind that, so long as there is an answer,'" said
Harrv Wharton.

“The answer will be in a sealed envelopo in Coker's
charge. ™

" Good enough !

Fisher T. Firﬁl waved his hand,

" Gentlemen, the meeting is over 1™

Axnd ho descended from the table.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

The Great Fish Puzzlel

REYFRIARS—or the junior Enrtiﬂn of the old school,
at all events—entercd very keenly into the Fisher T,
Fish scheme. Certainly, it scemed reasonable encugh,
on the face of it.

Puzzle competitions were run in periodicals on the same
lines, and thero was no reason why Fisher T. Fish should not
run his successfully.

If the answer to the puzzlo was written out and placed in
safe hands, that would Ee a guaranteo of the genuineness of
the competition; and without that ;]:reanutiun. it was not
likely that any of the juniors would have trusted their
entrance-fees into Fisher T. Fish’s hands. Fish prided him-
selfl upon his sherpness in business matters; and 1t was quite
well known that in making a borgain for himself, his sha
ness sometimes developed into what other fellows ealled sharp
practice.

Tae Macxer Lisrary.—No. 237,
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As for the prize, Fisher T. Fizsh had talked so much about
his " popper’s ™ millions that most of tho fellows swallowed
the dollurs whole, so to speak; and although Fish certainly
did not scem specially flush with money, it was supposed that
there was something in it.

At all events, a fellow could not be suspected of failing to

keep his solemn engagements in money matters,  Such a
failure would be called at Greyfiiwrs by the ugly namo of
ewinddling; and it was not fair to suspect Fisher T. Fish of
anything of the kind, until the time came, anyway, Then,

certainly, it would bo too late; but that could not bo helped.

The juniors were very curious to see tho great puzele which
Fisher T, Vish decJared he had invented and perfected him-
self, The fact that he had announced it as excessively diff-
cult only whettod the keenncss of the juniors.  All the fellows
wero keen to try their hands upen thut wonderful puzee.

It is to be feared that the next day in the Form-reoms
quite as much thought was given by some of the juniors to
the Fish puzile, as to the work they were supposed to do.
Certainly, Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove, found some
members of his Form very trying, and was uwnusually liberal
with lines.

When school was over, and the Remove came out in the
afternoon, there was & big gathering round Fisher T. Fish
in the passage, and the strut of the American junior was even
moroe pronounced than usial,

'{Eiﬁl‘ it ready, Fishy " asked Bob Cherry.

yep.

“*Good. Where is it

“In my study. All ready in a few minutes, my zans.”

A big crewd followed Fisher T. Fish to his study ut the

end of the Remove passage.
. Fisher T. Fish strutted into it, and the juniors crowded
in after him, and many more renmined in the passage., Tho
study was not large enough to accommodate a guarter of
the number.

Fisher T, Fish sat down at the study table and opened a
packet tied with string that lay on the table,

Ihe juniors watched him curicusly.

A neat little stack of printed cards eame into view as the
American junior opened the packet. This was evidently the
great Fish Puzzle,

" Now, gentlemen,” said Fisher T. Fish, * walk up and
hand over your entrance-fees, und here you arel”

“Hold on!" said Bolsover major. * You haven't handed
th? Janswer to the puzzle in the sealed envelope to Coker
yet.

“ 1 guess, ns Coker isn't here—""

" Coker's here!” said the owner of that name,
way forward.
envelope.”

" Ahem! Very well!”

Fisher T. Fish groped in the table drawer and brought an
envelope to light. 1t was sealed, with a great dab of red
sealing-wax upon the flap.

“ Here you are!"” he said.

“Is the answer to the puzzle in that?” asked
Wharton.

LL YEP-"

::%'qin ln:'rkt, you know,” said Jehnny Bull suspiciously,

opa.

““The answer contsined in that envelope is to be the afficial
answer to the puzale,” said Nugent categorically; * and
every chap who gets his answer the same as that is entitled
to a prize of one pound?”

i [:ﬂrllmt !’.

" Well, that's clear enough,” said Bolsover major. “ Better
to have it out plain. Take care of that envelope, Coker,
won't vou!"

Coker grinned.

“ Yoe, rathor! T'll lock it up in the desk in my study.”

“Mind you den’t give it back to Fishy at any time,” said
Bnoop suspiciously. * When he finds we're all gues&ing the
giddly puzele he may want to substitute another answer.”

““1 guess you're a suspicious beast, Snoopy I

“ Well, we know you, you know !” Snoop explained.

‘““Ha, ha, ha|"

“It’s understood that Fish isn't to touch the envelope
againt” seid Harry Wharton. *‘ It's to be opened on settling
day ]le:_tjr I.'I:aker in the presence of all competitors?”’

LS Ep "I'I‘

** That's fair."

“Fair as o die,” suid Tom Brown. “ Only Fishv is such
u slippery customer, he needs keeping up to the mark.”

“ And now, gentlemen,” said Fisher T. Fish, * the puzile
is ready, and will be handed over to every chap who pays
his entrance-fee of one shilling,. Now's your chance to make
a smeall fortune. You've got a Chancellor of the Exchequer
who gives you ninepence for fourpence; but 1 cffer you a
pound for o bob—five doellars for a quarter! What offers?™

“* Begad, 1 think I'll have one, my desr fellow |”

! ushing his
“I'm quite ready to tuke charge of the sealed

Harry

¥
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“Having purchased the winning ticket in my private capacity, gentlemen, | take the prize,” said Fisher T. Fish,

with perfect coolness, slipp'ng the two soverelgns into his pocket.

one shilling, and 1 take that as part payment of my fee as managing director.,” And he slipped the shilling into

his pocket along with the two sovereigns, while the shareholders of the Fish Company gazed at their managing
director speechlessly ! (See Chapter 15.)

—— . i 3

“The takings in this competition are exactly

* Faith, and so will T!"

“* Me, too, velly much!"" murmured Wun Lung, the Chinee.

“Thoe verymuchfulness is terrific!" grinned Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh.

And indeed it was! There was a rush for the printed
cards containing the great Fizsh Puzele.  Fisher T. Fish
handed them out and received the shillings as fast ss s
slim, active hands could work.

Bhilling after shilling rattled into the drawer of the table,
as juniors came and went, coming with shillings in their
hands, and going away with the great Fish Puzzle.

Removites amrFDurthnrm{-I‘s and Shell fellows and Fifth-
Formers and fags of the Second and Third came and went
till Fisher T. Fish's harvest of shillings must have been
enormous.

The American junior’s face wore a grin of satisfaction,

He had, he believed, with his unequalled Yankee ingenuity,
evolved a puzale so difficult that 1t could not possibly be
solved—or, as ne called it, soluted. The entrance-fees were,
therefore, so much clear gain to him, and he would not be
called upon to pay out eny of those pound prizes. What
would happen 1if, by chance, a large number of fellows
guessed the puzzle and he was called upon to pay oot fifty
or sixty pounds he had not considered. His wonderful gifts
as a business man did not include foresight.

The crowd thinned down at lasi. Billy Bunter was the
last fellow in the study, and he remained there because he
was teving to get the puzele on tick.

iJunter was m his usual state of impecuniosity, but he tried
his eloquence upon the American junior in vain.

Taw MacxeT Linrany.—No. 237.
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" I'll sottle for this presently,” he said, first taking Lold
of the card Fisher T. Fizh was extending to him.

Fisher 1. Fish promptiy jerked it back.

“Good!” he said. * Aud you can have it presently, then,
when you settle for it.”

*Oh, really, Fish—"'

*Cash, or get out!" said Fish tersely. ** That's business!
I'm a business man, you know—business from the word
"*Go!” Bome!"

" You see, I'm expecting a postal-order this evening,"
Bunter explained. “ 1[I can't settle just for the moment.”

“Oh, all 0.K.!" said Fish cheerily. * You can't have the
puzzle just for the moment either.”

= 1125}11: I can’t enter the competition without the card,
can 1!

* No. Nor without the entrancefee either.”

“ Look here, Fishy, you can have it out of my postal
order, you know. 1 want to go on guessing the puzzle, and
not losing time; so just you hand it over."

“ Rats "'

1 suppose you can trust me, Fishy i

“ Yep—as far as I can see yvou!™ said Fisher T. Fish.

“Oh, really—"

“Go and beg, borrow, or steal a bob, and come back for
the card,” said the Yankee schoolboy, * Nobodv enters this
competition without paving the entrance-fee."

And he pushed Billy Bunter out of the study.

Then Lo locked the door and proceeded to count over his
gains; and the anmount of them ecaused him to chuekle with

“THE MAGNET!”
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delight, There was no doubt, in Fisher T. Fish's mind, that
he wus a very great business man, and worthy to rank with
the Juy Goulds and Rockefellers and other big men of
finance.

But the competition was not over yet!

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Catchy !
H.-'!LRHT WHARTON & CO. stood in a group under the

old elms in the sunny Close, with the puzzle-cards in
thewr hands, puessing.
The puzzle was not at first sight a very difficult one.
It was upon the old lines of a missing-wor competition—
Fisher T. Fish's genius did not extend =o far as the invention
of anything quite originul.
The cards bore the inscription :

“THE GREAT FISH COMPETITION !
PRIZE OF £1 FOR EVERY CORRECT SOLUTION!
ENTRANCE FEE 1/-

The Missing Words in the Following Sentence to be
Supphed ;

THE EARLY .........-.. ... CATCHES THL
Fill up the blanks, and win!

All solutions to be handed in ot Study No. 14, Remove
passage, by Saturday.

GO IN AND WIN!?

The chums of the Remove read over the card, and looked
at one another in surprise,

"' Does the silly ass call that a puzzle?' said Bob Cherry.
" Why, a bat would guess that at one look! *‘The early bird
catches the worm’ must be the sentence.”

" That's as elear as daylight I'" said Johnny Bull.

" The clearfulness is terrific.”

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“I den't think it's quite so clear,” he remarked.
cateh [

“What do you mean? What sort of a catch?”

“It's not as simple as it locks. Fishy wouldn't offer a
pound prize for anybody who could fill in the words of a
well-known proverb. It's a catch. Of course, there are a
lot of words that would make a grammatical sentence. For
lﬂsfrlt[l;ﬁ-::h *The early traveller catches the train.’ "

“ gL r:lThe early angler catches the fish.'*

* Or, ‘The early letter catches the post,’”

“Myvy bhat!"

"Beems to me that we've handed out our bebs for
nothing !"" said Bob Cherry wrathfully. * Why, there could
be almost any number of sentences made up of that!"”

“Of course there could!” said Wharton, with a grin.
“"And you can bet that Fishy has made the most unheard-of
sentence he could possibly think of. He told us it was a
hard puzzle, you know."

“Well, that isn't a puzele,” said Nugent; * that's a rotten
catch !

" Fishy is n great business man, you know.”

“Well, we'll all send in different answers, and catch him
somehow,” said Bob Cherry grimly. ** We've got to think
of the most unlikely answers and shove them in. And if a
dezen or so of us happen on the right one——*'

"It will be rough on Fishy " grinned John Bull.

And the chums of the Remove set their wits to work.

The number of sentences that could be made by filling in
various words in the empty spaces was very great. Nugent
made a long list of them n Tis mrket-hﬂ:}i—md when the
list was macde there were still innumerable others that could
be pdded.

Temple of the Fourth came up while the Famous Four
were still comming sentences.

“T've got it!” he remarked. * This is casier than the
rallway-stutions puzzles, you bet! *The early hird catches
the worm.” 1 don't mind telling you.”

**Ha, ha, ha!"'

“What are you cackling at?’ demanded Temple, in
surprise. *° Isn't that mghti”™

* No fear!"”

“ What do you think it ie, then?"’ - y

“The early Yankee catches the Britisher, very likely,”
said Wharton.

‘“* Ha, ha, hal"
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“0Ch, my bat!" said Temple. * It's a catch !

“Jevver get left !’ grinned Nugent, %ﬂﬂliﬂg‘ the famous
question which was always upon Fisher T. Fish’s lips.

" Looks to me as if we've been done!” growled Temple. :

" Well, we shall jolly well be done if Fishy can do us,” said
Wharton * But we've got to try to do Fishy. It would be
the joke of the season if we could get ot right, a heap of us,
and give him ﬂft;f pounds to pay out.”

“ Ha, ha, ha !’

“I don't believe he'd pay so much as that!" growled
Temple.
¢ “OUh, he'd have to, you know. He's got our entrance-
ees,

" And very likely some blessed Yankeo trick ready for the
winners, if fii}ra are any !’ growled Temple. * How do you
know he’s got the mun? iy _

"“"His popper's a giddy millionaire, he says,” said Tom
Brown.

“ He says!” snorted Temple. *'T should like to sec some
of the dollars before I swallow that. He says a lot of things
that don’g equare with the facts.”

* Well, it's rather late in the day to raise that point,”
said Bob Cherry. “ After all, we're bound to believe that
he's honest, unless he proves that he isn't. Let's jolly well
slam in fifty correct answers on him."

“The early master catches the
thoughtfully.

“ The carly fish catches the bait,” suggested Johnny Bull.

Wharton uttered an exclamation.

pupil,"” s=said Nugent

“Good! The early Fish—Fisher T. Fish, you know—
mtchm?thn shillings," he said. * What price that for an
answer "'

“Very lLikely”

2 “Might be anything!” growled Temple. ““We've been
one !

And that was the impresssion that most of the fellows had,
In.]fterl puzzling for a considerable time over the great Fish

UELle.

Many of the juniors filled in the simplest answer, and wore
satisfied that they were right; but the knowing ones kept
theui ?Iud! open till they had thought the matter out very
carcfully.

Thinking it out, however, did not seem likely to benefit
them very much, for the thing was evidently a catch.

Fisher T. Fish was approached on the subjeet by a good
many fellows, with wrathful faces and loud voices, who
wanted to know what he meant.

“1s it a ecatch, you bounder?"” demanded Bolsover major,
cornering she Yankee schoolboy in the Close.

Fisher T. Fish smiled blandly,

“1t's a puzzle,” he expluined.

“ Have we got to make a proverb of it 1" asked Hazeldene,

“Make m::ﬂ.hmgi: you like, my son. Just make a gram-
matical seftence of 1t, and that's all right. If you get the
right one, you get the prize. The missing words are written
down on the paper Coker’s got in his desk, and it's all fair
and square.”

** But it might be a:jthing I" howled Bolaover.

Fisher T. Fish nodded.

" 8o it mught,” he agreed.

* Why, you—you——""

“1 guess I warned you it was hard,” said the American
junior cheerfully. * You didn’t expect to rope in a pound
for o bob quite easily, did you?"'

“Well, no. But this isn't a guessing competition, it's a
gamble,” said Bulstrode, of the Remove. “We've got tc
shove in words on spec.”

* Bhove 'em in any way you like, my son."”

“ Well, anyway, if we do get 'em right, he can’t wriggle
out of it, as the words are written down in Coker's charge,”
said Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Greyfriars. “1 sup
pose we're allowed more than one guess, Fishy "'

** As many as you you like at a bob a time,” said Fish,

“Oh 1" said the Bounder. . ;

“I've got heaps of the cards,” said Fish. " The answers
have to be written on them, in :}m spaces provided, You cun
have any number of the cards at a bob each.”

The juniors did not seemn anxious to accept that generous
offer. Fisher T. Fish smiled serenely,. He had taken more
than o hundred shillings already, and he was quite satisfied
that he would be able to keep them in his pockets, without
having to hand any of them back in the shape of pound
prizes,

“It's a catch, of course!” said Vernon-8mith. *“ It might
be ' The carly American catches the Britisher.’ ™

Fisher T. Fish started a httle. _

The keen eye of the Bounder was upon him, and he did
not fail to note that little sign the Yankee schoolboy gave.

He grinned and walked away. _

Fisher T. Fish =old out a dozen or more cards that evening

By MARTIN CLIFFORD, In this Thursdey'
nudklrlf“TllIIIN“ BRARY. InllW;;L



many of the fellows making up their minds to have a
sccond chnnoe.

Billy Dunter came into Study No. 1 to see Wharton and
Nugent when they were having tea. Nugent reached out
carelessly for the poker, and the Owl of the Remove kept a
strategic position close to the door, ready to bolt if necessary.

**1 say, vou fellows—"" he began.
“*Buzz off "

“ Can you lend me a bob?"
“Nol'

1 want to enter the competition, you know,"” said Billy
Bunter, 1n an injured tone, ' and that rottes Fish won't let
me in unless [ pay the entrance-fea. He won't wait nll my
postal-order comes.”

** Life's too short,"” suggested Nugont

“Oh, really, you know "

Harry Wharton felt in his waistcoat-poclket.

“Here you are," he said, tossing a shilling to the fat
{ﬂnmr.t 2“1 don’t sce why you ahﬂutﬂn't have a chance with

o rost, .

“Thank you, Whaton! Will you have this shilling back
out of my postal-order when it comes, or shall I put 1t down
to the old account "

" Whichever you like,” said Harry, laughinf.

*“Oh, really, you know, 1 wish you'd say. don't want lo
romain under any obligation to you,” eaid Billy Bunter, with
dignitv. * You can hardly expect me to acoept money pre-
eents from you, Wharton. .k fellow has to think of his
dignity."

“ (o hon !"

“Very well, I'll settle it out of the prizes,"" said Bunter.
“1 decline to remain under monetary obligation to you."

“Hand 1t back 1f you like,” said Wharton grinmng.
;:nThnt will put an end te the monetary obligation, you

ow."”

Bunter zeemed to have a sudden attack of dealness. He
rolled out of the study, and the chums of the Remove
chuckled.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Financial,

CORD MAULEVERER, the dandy of the Remove, was

h reclining in a frnnefui attitude upon the sofa i his

study, when Billy Bunter eame in. His lordship did

not move. He was gencrally the politest of mortals,

but the weather was warm, and perhaps he did not think
Billy Bunter worth rising for. He podded languidly.

“Hallo, Panter "

Lord Mauleverer had an incurable wealkness for forgetting
names, and the varviations he made upon them were some-
times guite weird.

“Hallo, Mauly !"' said Bunter, in his most affable tone,
¢ A slight expression of distaste passed over his lordship's
ace.
His most intimate Friends called him Mauly, but he Jdid
not number Bunter among them. But that made no differ-
ence to Bunter, Lord Mauleverer was an earl, and he was
a millionaire, and Billy Bunter was not to be prevented from
being fricndly. )

“T've just dropped in tc see you, Mauly,"” said Bunter.

“Yaas, I see you have. 1 didn’t hear you knock.”

“0Oh, T never stand on ceremony with a fellow [ really
like,” snid Bunter.

" Don't you, by Jove!" said lus lordship.

“(Oh, no. Now, I want to speak to you, Mauly. It's about
the Fish competition.”

“Yaoast®"

“}\suppm vou're going in for it?"

ke '.'_D.?'I-

“ But you bought one of the cards, Mauly—I saw you!"
exclnimed Billy Bunter.

“Yaas'"

“Why don't you enter, then 7"

** Lost the card.”

Billy Bunter blinked round the study. The card was lyin
ml-t t&;_tublm where Lord Muuleverer had forgotten he ha
placed 1t.

“(Can I have the card if T find it, Mauly?"" he azked.

“ Yaas," yawned his lordship.

“Thanks! Here it is."

“Good! Take it away with you, then.”

“I'm not going yet,” said Bunter,

"Begad! Aren't you!" eaid Lord Mauleverer,

3 . I've got a proposition to make. You've got
lots of money, Mauly, and I've got plr:ntj;r of brains, Bup-
we go into this competition together?""

“Eh?

“You find the money—say five pounds—and I'll do the rest,
"“f,i Eh{‘;”’ share the prizes we get out of Fishy," said Bunter.

“I say, old man, don’t go to eleep just vet,” said Bunter,
as his lordship’s eyes closed. ““ I'm talking to you."
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“ Begad, so yvou are! Run on!"

“Would you like fo take live pounds’ worth of tickets of
Fish, and leave me to Gl in the answers?” bawled Bunter,

Bnore !

“1 say, Mauly

Snore !

“ Blessed if he hasn't gone off to sleep,' said Billv Bunter,
in flfi?ﬁmt' “The silly ass! I say, Mauly, wake up!"

i lll

£l ]

““I want to enter this competition. Lend me s bob to get
a ticket.”

“Ah!"

“I'll ssttle out of my postal-order when it comes!"" shrieked
Bunter.

“My purse is on the table somewhere," yawned Lord
Mauleverer. * Take a bob, and bunk. I'm tired. I walked
nearly all round the Close this afternoon.”

Billy Bunter found the purse, and extracted a shilling from
it. He was strongly tempted to extract a sovercign, too;
but better thoughts prevailed, and he refrained. He left
the study, leaving Lord Mauleverer to go to sleep, an oppor-
tunity the slacker of the Remove took immediate advantage
of.

Bunter stopped at the door of No. 13, and tapped and
opened it. Four juniors werp in that study, doing their
preparations—Bob  Cherry, Mark Linley, Wun Lung, and
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. They locked round at Bunter
without enthusiasm, |

“1 say, you fellows," suid Bunter, * I've been disappointed
about n postal-order. Could one of you lend me a bob to
enter the campetition 7'

“ There's only one Bob here,”” said Bob Cherry, ““and he's
doing his prep., and you ean't have him."

“ Dh, really, Cherry 44

“ T blued my last for the ticket,” said Bob. ** You're not

oing to plunder Marky. Don't lend the bounder a bob,

arky."”

Mark Linley smiled. .

“ Excuse me, Bunter,” he said.

Billy Bunter sniffed. )

“1 ‘'don’t expect anything of you,'" he said. “ 1 know
jrnu'wmg{[:_t: no money, you blessed scholarship bounder! I
E—— 1

Bob Cherry had suddenly put out his foot, and Billy Bunter
rolled over. He sat up on the focr, and glared at Bob
Cherry.

“Yow! What did you do that for?"” he roared.

Bob Cherry made no reply, but he picked up the inkpot;
and Billy Bunter squirmed out of the study in record time,
and slammed the door after him, He stood in the passage
breathing deeply after his exertions for a few minutes.

“ Boast I" he murmured. ** I suppose I'd botter try Brown
next."

Tom Brown, the New Zealander, was in his gtuidy, which be
shared with Bulstrode and Hazeldene, when Billy Bunter pre-
sented himeelf at No, 2. .

“ You fellows are all in the competition, I suppose ?"" asked
Bunter.

“ Yes; cut!" said Bulstrode.

“1 want to go in—"

“Well, I want you to go out,” said Bulstrode. * Go oul,
and go in; and we'll both be pleased. There's the door.”

“T want one of you chaps to lend me a bob to enter the
competition——-"""

“ Oh, go and eat coke !

“Hold on,"” sid Tom Brown,
Bunter to be left out, if he's stony,
Bunter."

“Thank you, Browney,” said Billy Bunter, pocketing the
shilling. ““I'll make a note of this. You shall have it back
out of my postal-order."

“ Thanks !"” said Tom Brown, grinning. “‘ My address is
Auckland, New Zealand.”

111 Eh !"‘

¥ For you to send it on, you know,” explained Tom Brown.

“ But—bu{ you don't want me to send it on New Zealand
while you're at Greviriars, do you?" demanded Billy Bunter,
in astonishment.

“Oh, no; but I shall only be here a fow years,” said Tom
Brown; ‘and yvou say you're going to pay me when your
postal-order comes. Bo you will have to send it on to New
Zealand after I'm gone, you see.”

Billy Bunter glared.

“You—you silly ass!
now !"

“ All right: pitch it over,” ssid Tom Brown, holding out
his hand.

“Yes—I'm coming!" called out Billy Bunter, in n.nm.re-% to

“T can't do 1it."’

“T1t's hard cheese for
I can stand you a bob,

I jolly well won't take the bob

YOUR FRIEND WILL APPRECIATE “THE MAGNET!”
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an imaginary call from the passage, and he hurried out of
the study. Tom DBrown chuckled.

EBilly Bunter paid several more visits in the Roemove passape.
Ogilvy and Morgan and Micky Desmond and Dick Penfold
and Bolsover major, all handed out a shilling to the fat junior,
thinking it hard that Bunter should be left out of the com-
wtition by the fact that he was stony. The Owl of the

emove carefully concealed each loan, of course, from all the
other fellows he borrowed of. Indeed, if his career had not
been cut short, it is probable that half the Remove would
have lent Billy Bunter a shilling to pay his entrance-fee into
the great Fish competition, in ignorance of the fact that the
fat junior was borrowing the needed shilling on all sides.

But Nemesis was upon the track of William George Bunter.
Having exhausted the Remove passage, he rolled down to
the junior common-room in search of fresh victims, The
hﬂu_r was getting late, and most of the fellows had finished
their prep., and had gathered in the common-room for a chat
before bedtime.

Billy Bunter spotted Vernon-Smith, who was well known to
have plenty of money, though he was equally well known for
& great unwillingness to part with any of it excepting for
value received. But Bunter had wonderful powers of per-
suasion ; borrowers, like poets, are born, not made. He had
Ropes of extracting yet another shilling even from the close-
hsted Bounder of Greyfriars.

“1 say, Bmithy,” le murmured, “T want to apeak to you
very particularly.”

““Well, wou can speak out
apparently not impressed,

“It's about the competition.”

M Well 2

“T want to go in for it, but I*ve been disappointed about
& postal-order. Could you lend me a bob for the entrance-
fee, to get a ticket 7"

*“ Certuinly,” said the Bounder placidly.
h" Good !" Bunter held out a fat hand,
then."'

“Give you what?" asked Vernon-Smith, in surprise.

“’II"hu bab, of course.” o

“I'm not going to give you any .

“Eh! You said—"

" You asked me if I could,” said the Bounder, “and T said
I could. 8o I could, if I liked. I could lend you five pounds,
for that matter. But I’m not going to."

** You—you rotter |’

Vernon-8mith grinned.  Billy Bunter withdrew his fat
hand; it was pretty clear that the Bounder did not intend
to place a shilling in it.

"“I—1 say, I want to enter the competition,” =aid Bunter.
“T think you might spring a bob, you know, Smithy. We've
alwavs been friends."

“ First I've heard of it,” said the Bounder,

““Oh, really, you know, I've always been quite chummy
to you—""

“Well, T don't pay for chumminess,” said the Bounder.
“When I want to pay for it, I'll get a better article.”

“You—vou beast—""

" Ask somebody else,” vawned the Bounder. “T1 say,
Wharton, Bunter wants a bob to enter the competition—""

“Bhut up!" whispered Bunter hurriedly, ns Wharton
turned round. Vernon-Smith stared at the fat junior in
surprise,

“Why, you young spoofer!” he exclaimed. * Have voun
borrowed one of Wharton alveady, and come to me pretending
to he stony?"

" No—yes—oh, really—it's all right—don’t bother!" stam-
mered Bunter,

“Ha, ha, ha! Wharton, Bunter says he's stony, and wants
a beb to enter the competition !" sang out the Bounder.

“Why, you young rotter,” exclaimed Harry Wharton,
* vou're not stony! 1 lent you a bob at tea-time to enter the
competition.'

* Begad I"" exclaimed Lord Mauleverer.
too 1"

“ 8o did 1,” said Tom Brown. *“ He told me he was stony,
and hadn’t a beb to pay his entrance-fee."

There was u shout of wrath from half a dozen fellows., The
alarmed Bunter was surrounded by a wrathful crowd at
once,

“You spoofer "

“You've had a bhob from me.™

““ And from me!"”

** Me, too!"

* Faith, and me too, intirely."

* I—I say, you fellaws,” murmured Bunter feebly—*T say,
vou know e

“You blessed swindler!” =aid Harry Wharton angrily.
“You've been pretending to each of us in turn that you're
stony, and getting a bob out of cach of us."”
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loud,” said the Bounder,

“Give it to me,

“T1 lent him one,

“STAGE-STRUCK !’

“I—I—ch, really—"

' Let's see how many he's got ! exclaimed Bolsover major,
seizing the fat juntor's legs in his powerful hands.

“Ow! Yow! Oh! Help! Yah!”

Bumyp !

Billy Bunter descended upon the floor, and shillings rolled
out of his pockets, Bolsover major turned out the fining of
his pockets, and more shillings were revealed. There were
ten in all.

"“Ten bob!"” shouted Nugent. **That means that he's

spoofed ten chaps nto lending him a bob each, with his
blessed fibu.” i
“I :11

“Ow! Ow!

“ Well, I'm having mine back,” said Bolsover, putting one
of the shillings into his pocket. *“*I'll bave mine now, instead
téf waiting till your postal-order comes, as you've in funds,

unter,'’

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“And T'll have mine,” said Ogilvy indignanily. “T told
the cad I had only one-and-six, but I'd let him have the bob,
as it was hard he should be left out. And he had a pockes
full of cash all the time.”

“Oh! Ah! Oh! Oh, really, you fellows—"

“All of you take your bobs back | said Bolsover major.
" It's encouraging spoofing, to let him keep them! We've
got to bring Bunter up to be honest !”

“Oh! T say w i

The grinning juniors took the shillings, even Lord
Mauleverer doing the same as the rest. The coin was
nothing to him, but it was a matter of principle. Billy
Bunter was left in a denuded state, and he sat on the foor
and n!.Pr,-d.

“Ow! You rotters!
now! Qw®

“ You've got the card T gave you, that I paid a bob for,”
saitd Lord Mauleverer.

“ My hat! And he had a card ail the time!” oxclaimed
Bob Cherry. “Of all the rotten spoofers I think Bunter
takes the cake !’ )

“Ow ! This is business, youn :igg assps—— '

"It won't be any good telling that to a judge, when your
time comes !"' said Bob Cherry.

‘“Ha, ha, ha!"

X k here, you fellows—"

“Bump him!" said Bolsover. ‘He will come to a bad
end if he isn’t bumped into the right path! It's our duty
to bump him ¥

And the Removites did their duty.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
A Pleasant Prospect.
ISHER T. FISH sat in his study.

There was a serene smile upon his thin, sharp face.
Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Greyfriars, grinned as
he looked in. It was Friday evening, the last day

before the close of the great Fish competition.
Vernon-8mith had a card in his hand, and Fish, looking

up, made a gesture towards a heap that were already lying
on the table.

“Put it there!"” he said. .

*1 suppose you've had most of them in by this time 7"’ the
Bounder remarked.

“Yep." y

‘*“ Any answers right 1"

“You'll see to-morrow, I guess "

“You've been blueing a lot of tin lately,” the Bounder
remarked, glancing round the study.

Fisher T. Fish griuned,

* I guess that's all right I'" he said. * I'm a business man,
and lI reckon to make something out of running a competi-
tion."

““ 8o long as you have some tin left for the prizes,” said the
Bounder.,

* Oh, I guess that's all 0, K. " :

Tho Furnhmu of Fisher T. Fish had indeed excited a good
deal of comment in the Remove during the last few days.
He had bought himself a new bat and a new fishing-rod,
and he had purchased Russell’s white rabbits, and a set of
foreign stamps from Banthorpe. The innumerable shillings
received as entrance-fees in the competition must have been
very nearly all expended,

““Well, here's my card !"" said the Bounder.

** S8hove it on the table!"

“Oh, lock at it!™”

Fisher T. Fish took the card. and glanced at it carelessly,
and then his faco became fixed for a moment. Vernon-Smith
was walching him carefully.

* Snakes ! murmured the American junior,

“The early American eatches the DBritisher !" was the
sentence written upon the cnrd,

“That the right answer ¥ asked the Bounder.
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| “Take down those n.hsurd photographs from the wall, Lowther ! " sald the Head, sternly. Lowther hesilated,

' But there was nothing for it but to obey.
' down the offending theatrical photographs.
Head. (For the above incident see the

Dr. Holmes stood in the doorway, frowning, while Lowther pulled
“ And now put them in the grate and set fire to them!" sald the
grand long, complete tale of Tom Merry & Co. at
5¢ Jim's, entitled: " STAGE-STRUCK, ' by Martin Clifford, which is coniained in this week’'s

‘““Gem ' Library., Out on Thursday. Price One Penny.)

“ You'll see to-morrow, I guess!"’ said Fish.

“ All serene! A good many other fellows are going to
gsend that answer "

“0Oh!" said Fish, his jaw dropping a little.

““Yes, rather "

“Well, it'sall O, K. 1" ) )

*“1 hope you've got tho tin for the prizes!"’ said Vernon-
Smith, in a slightly unpleasant tone. * Otherwise, there will
be trouble !

“Yep"

' You're not anxious about the result—eh?”

s :\ﬂ]ht‘.”

Vernoi-3mivh grinned and left the study. In spite of
Fisher T. Fish's firm belief in bis own keenness, the Bounder
of Greyfriars could see through him quite easily, and he
had ton times the cunning of the American junior. As soon
as the Bounder was gone, a worried look came over Fisher T.
Fish's face.

“ Great snakes!” he murmured. *“*DBust it! J—"

He broke off, and tried to compose his features into a
cheerful grin as Harry Wharton came into the study.

“Here vou are!l" said Wharton cheerily. * Here's my
anawer, Fishy!"

“*“What may it happen to be?"
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“ The early American catches the Britisher !

“Oh!" said Fish,

“"Is that right?"' asked Wharton.

“1 puess you'll see to-morrow [

Wharton laughed and went out, and the worried look on
Fisher T. Fish's countenance deepened.

“Two quid "’ he murmured. * Ten dollars! My hat! I
haven't got quite that left, I reckon! I kinder guess that
I've let myself in for something this journcy! I've got
left 1™

His uncomfortable reflections were intprruL:rtﬂd by the
entrance of Bob Cherry, Johnny Bull, and Frank Nugent, all
together, with cards in their hands. They nodded to Fish,
and laid their eards upon the table. i

“ Here yvou are!” said Bob Cherry. * The early American
catches the Britisher! Is that right? Vernon-Smith gave
me the tip, and I think it's a good one !”

“Oh!" said Fish.

“We've all put the same,” said Nugent. “TIf that's the
right answer, you'll have a good bit to hand out, Fishy [

* Oh, rats!" said Fish,

“Tla, ha, ha! I believe it's the right answer !" exclaimed
Johnny Ball. ** Well, there's no altering the answer, any-
way. UCoker's got it sale!”

“THE MAGNET!”
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*“ Count out the quidlets ready, Fishy " said Beb Cherry.

“Jevver get left P grinned Nugent.

'“Ha, ha, hal"

And the chums of the Remove quitted the study laughing.
Billy Bunter came in next, and Hurree Jamset am Singh
followed him in.  They laid their cards on the table,
grintned, and retired. TFisher T. Fish glanced at the cards
they bad laid down. Both of them bore the inscription his
Cyes were now growing accustomed to,

His face fell lower than ever.

I “Seven ! he muttered. “ That's seven pounds !
g 1

He almost groaned as Temple and Dabney, of the Fourth,
came in. They were grinning joyously.

"1 fancy we've got it, Fishy!" said Temple. ** Vernon-
Smith secins so jolly certain about it that wo've telen a tip
from hLim, and put it on our cards "

*Oh, rather | said Dabney.

“The early American catches the Britisher!"
Temple. * Is that it ?"

" ]Jﬁ that it, Fishy, old man?” asked Dabney.

" You'll see to-morrow !"" said Ficher T. Fish desperatelv.,
“Close of the competition to-morrow, when the answer will

be given cut!”
“Oh, all serene! We'll wait !

*(th, rather !

'ﬁnni the Feurth-Formers left the unbappy Yankee junior
.00,

Fisker T. Fish rose from the comfortable armehair, where
he was feeling no longer comfortable. There was o deep
wrinkie in his brow,

" Great Christopher Columbus!” he murmured. * What
am [ going to do? How was I to know the blessed Euys
would tumble to it in this wav? Blow them! Unless I ean
alter the answer I'm done in 1"

A Bush came into his checks at the thought.

Fisher T. Fish was very keen in business, and his keen
business methods had eonietimes been denounced as sharp
practice; but to take the answer back from Coker and alter
it, s0 as to make the right answers wrong, was a little too
sharp even for his tough conscience.

_I-l:]a coloured at the thought, but it did not leave his
mina.

He had not the slightest prospect of raising the mone
for the prizes, and he was already in need of nine pounds
for the nine competitors whom he knew were correct,

And he knew perfectly well that he had not the slightest
prospect of raising nine pounds; indeed, he had not nine
shillings left at that moment.

uess,” he murmured. ‘T ghall

“There's only one way, I
have to get that envelope back from Coker somehow. I

Ell{'"sﬂ I don’t like doing it, but it's got to bo did! After all,
usiness is business !

" Business,’" with Fisher T. Fish was evidently like charity
—a word that covered a multitude of sins.

He wns pacing the study recklessly, with a troubled brow
when Bolsover major came in. He put his card down, and
chuekled.

" The carly American catches the Britisher " he remarked.
© Smithy secms to be set on that, and I'm taking his tip.

May be a case of the early Britisher catching the American !
Ha, ha, ha !

And Bolsover retired, laughing.

“Ten of 'em!” groaned Ficher T, Fish. "*That's ten
quid! Great pip !”

But it was not the end, Tubb and Paget, of the Third.
came into the study, and then Hobson, of the Shell, and
they all had the same answer. They, too, had evidently
taken a tip from the Bounder of Greyfriars,

" Get the guids. ready, Fishy!" said Paget, as he retired.
“1 shall want mine to-morrow 1"

Fisher T. Fish grunted.

“Thirteen quid I he murmured.
others to come ! I guess I shall have to get that eard back
from Coker! It's the only way! Oh, what a giddy idiot I
was to get myself into this rotten fix ! Bror-rr!”

Getting the card in the envelope back from Coker was not
likely to prove a very easy task. Coker was not a suspicious
fellow, but he was pretty certain to doubt Fisher T. Fish's
motives in wanting to have the card back. But it wns evi-
dently the only resource of the competition-merchant; and
Fisher T. Fish, puttizg his seruples in his pocket—as he had
nothing else there—ser out for Coker's study, not, however,
feeling very hopeful.
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Too Fishy,

ORACE COKER was having tea in his study with Potter
H and Greene,
Coker was in funds, as he generally was, and he was
stending a bandsome spread, and consequently had the
pleasure of hearing Potter and Greene saying nice things.
Potter wondered that the Fifth didn't make Coker oricket
captain, and Greene expressed surprise that Blundell didn't
vesign in Coker's favour of liis own accord,

Coker nodded assent, .

“I'm not a chap to brag,” he remarked. ‘‘ There are some
things I can’t do——"

“No!" murmured Potter.

“Yes, really,” said Coker. “I don't deny it. There re
some things I can't do. But there are some things I can do,
and one of "em is playing cricket.”

“¥You can, old man? said Greene.

These are Jolly good shri
y

Prgg B
** Had "em sent over specially,” said Coker. .
“Good! We were jolly glad when you got into the Fifth,

Coker,” said Potter. ** You had been altogether too long in
the Bhell.”

“Eh'" said Coker. _

“I—1 mean," said Potter, realising that he had tauched
upon o delicate fubject, " I—I mean that a fellow like you is
an ornament to a sentor Form. We always felt that,”

“That we did,” suid Greene. * Pass the toast "

“Jam, please,” said Potter. .

There was a knock at the door, and Fisher T. Fish came in.
Coker gave him a grin.

** Hallo, here’s the competition-merchant!” he exclaimed.
"1 guess you're going to get left this time, my son, if there's
anything m what SBmithy's saying.”

“1 guess not.”

“Well, we'll see to-morow,” said Coker. *“If Smithy's
right, you'll have a lot to whack out. I henr that he's lend-
ing fellows bobs to buy eards to send in his guesses.”

“Oh!" said Fish, :

*“8it down and have gome shrimps, kid."” said Coker.
“ You'll need to keep your strength up for to-morrow.”

"“Ha, ha, ha !"

“I—I guess 1 want to speak to you, Coker,” said Fisher T.
Fish. * It's a rather important matter. If Pottor and
Greene wouldn't mind leaving vs for a minute—""

Potter and Greene glared.

“We're having tea, you fathend.”

* Wait till after tea,’ said Coker.
some, It's good.”

i YE’F I'i ;

Fisher T. Fish accopted the invitation.

Coker's fare was good, and there was plenty
under ordinary eircumstances the American junior would cer.
tainly have made o good meal, His business principles would
}laﬁm led him to do so, as the bill had to be footed by unother
ellow.

But just now Fisher T. Fish was not feeling quite hungry;
his appetite seemed to be impaired.

He was thinking incessantly of the demands that were to be
made upon him on the morrow for prizes in the Great Fish
Competition, and wondering whether he would succeed in
getting the envelope back from Coker. His conscience, too,
was a little troublesome ; he'could not help realising that the
word swindle described his intended action better than the
word business. But he felt that he had no resource, und he
had the good fortune to possess a conscience of the consistency
of leather. He decided that he would somehow make it up
to the fellows who lost their prizes; and with that salve tg
his En]l;asciﬂnc&. he dismissed that aspect of the case from his
thoughts.

The chums of the Fifth were a good time clear

Bu:.] when tea was over, Potter and Greene loung
study,

“Wait for you at the end of the passage, Cokey,” said
Potter.

* All serene,” said Coker.

Greene shut the door, end they were gone.
curious look upon the American junior.

“Well, what is it?"” he asked *“ I hope you don't want
that envelope back 7

“W-why not?" stammered Fish,

Coker chuckled. .

“ Because you won't get it, that's all,”" he replied coolly.

“Well, you see——"" began Fish,

Coker gave another chuckle, more prolonged than the first.

“Yes, 1 sce,” he agreed. " The Bounder’s got the right
answer, [ suppose 7" X

“I guess that won't be known till to-morrow.’

" Pass the shrinips.
maps. [ suppose you got ‘em from

“Bit down and have

of it: and

nj: the table.
ed out of the

Coker fized a
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““Why, vou know what's written on that ecard in the
anvolope, don't you!" asked the Fifth-Former, in surprise.

Fisher T. Fish hesitated.

“ 1 guess 1i's slipped oy memory,” hoe said slowly.

2 ::.:hatt{'la gueer,” said Coker suspiciously,

*Yeopl"

“Well, you'll know what 1t is to-morrow, same as the rest
3f us,” said Coker. “ Anything else you've gol to say?
Potter and Greene are waiting for me, you know."”

*“Hold on a minute, I want to have a look at the card in
the cnvelope, just to freshen up my memory a bit, you know,
to—to see how 1 stand.”

Coker laughed.

“Ts that alli”

il 'T'“p !-l

“Then you ean look at it here in my presence.”

Fizhér T. Fish coloured.

“ 1 guess I'd rather take it to my own study,” he remarked.

Coker roared,

“Ha, ha, ha! T guess you would! BDut you're jolly well
not going to, Mr. Sharp Fish. That card with the answer on
it was put in my hands for safe keeping. and I promised the
fallows I'd keep it safe. And I'm jolly well going to. too.”

“I guess there’s no harm in my seemng it.”

‘“ Not if you see it in my presence,’’ agrecd Coker.

““* Look here, Coker, old man &

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“1 guess T want that eard.™

“You won't have it."”

“1 guess I'm going to," said Fisher T. Fish angrily.

“* Guess aguin'” said Coker coolly. * That's a wrong
Zless. "

“ Look here, hang vou, that eard is my property

** Ha, ba, hal"

“1 want t—" ) 1

“1 dare say vou do; but yvou're mot going to have it.”
Coker rose to his foet, and threw the door open. * Travel,
Fish, You're too Hshy for me."”

“1 gness I'll stay here a bit; you ncedn't stay in

“ And you jollv well won't, erther,” said Coker. * You're
not going to burgle my desk, my friend. Out you go, and
I'in going to lock the door, ten.”

. [blh. say, Coker—"'

* Qutzide I'" roared Coker,

“1 guess—"

Coker put his head outside the studs, and shouted :

. “ Hallo! Fish wants his envelope back! &hall [ give it to

im "

Two or three Removites were within call, and they ran up
at once. Vernon-Smith was one of them; he had seen the
American junior make his way towards Colker’s quarters, and
knew what the troubled expression upon Fish's countenance
mieant.

“What's that?"" exclaimed the DBounder.

“Trying to get the answer back|™ shouted Bob Cherry.
““Ts that true, %inh}‘?"

Fisher T. Fish turned red.

“1—I only wanted to sec the card,"” he stammered.

“He can't see it here—must take it to his own study,”
grinned Coker. “If I find my desk burgled to-night, 1 ehall
know who did it. You'd betier take that Fish away; he's a
rotten Fish, and I don't like him about my study.”

Fisher T. Fish left the study. Bob Cherry gave him a very
sharp look.

[ don't like the look of this, Fish,” he said, very abruptly.

“It's all O.K." said Fish feebly.

Vernon-Smith laughed contemptuously, and walked away
with a shrug of the shoulders, Coker locked his door very
ostentationsly, and put the key into his pocket.

““ Tt looks jolly suspicious, that's al!,"" said Bob Cherry, “I
don’t want to think that you're a swindler, Fishy, old man,
but 1'd advise vou not to make any further attempt to get
thf;tlem-elnpv ot of old Coker's hands. It looks bad."

‘1 guess—'

“¥You can guess till you're black in the face, but you'd
better let that envelope alone,”” growled Bob Cherry. " 1'm
gaving that to vou as a friend.

And he walked away without another word. Fisher T. Fish
returnad with slow steps to his study. _

'The envelope containing the written answer to the Great
Fisn Puzzle was still in Coker's desk, and likely *o rcwain
there !

Thivteen competitors had already sent in the right answer—
or, rather, Gfteen, as two more had been added to the pile
during Fish's absence.

What was to be done?

Fisher T, Fish walked up and down the study, and began to
wish very heartily that he had not invented that wonderful
echeme for muoking money at the expense of his school-
fellows.

What was to be done? Tt seemed to be growing quite
clear that Fisher T. Fish, the great business man of the
Remove, was, to use his own peculinr phrase, left—most
completely, utterly, and indubitably left|
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THE TENTH CHAPTER,
The Early American Does Not Catch the Britisher!

ATURDAY morning wos a mormng of rreat excite-
S menk among the entrants of the Great Fish Competi-
tion.

Fifteen or sixteen of the fellons felt pretty convineed
that they had written in the right answer; and it was already
whispered about the Lower Torms that Fisher T. Fizh had
attempted to tamper with the answer in Coker's chargi

That discovery, of courss, conflirmed "l.’nrm::-n-SmiI,.L in his
hiohief that he had the right answer—and his friends shared
his apinion,

The juniors were waiting anxionsly for the declarabion,
The rvailway-station puzzle, which some of the juniora had
entered, was quite forgotten in the great interest excited by
the native article, so to speak. The Great Fish Competition
absorbed wll the interest of the Remove. _

Whether Fish would pay up; how he would get out of it—
these were questions that the juniors asked themselves and
one another all Baturday morning, somewhat to the detriment
of their lessons,

Fisher 1. Fish maintained silence all the morning. He
was not to be drawn upon the subject, and he would cormmit
himself to nothing. All entrants into the competition were
to meet in the Rag after dinner, when Coker was to open
the envelope that had been placed in his charge, 2nd, in the
presence -:-% all, the right answer was to be read out.

After dinner tho juniors swarmed into the Raj.

Bo convineod were most of the juniors that Vernon-8mith
& Co. had the right answer that there had been many
applications 10 Fish for extra cards that morning; but the
supply had apparently run short, At all events, Fisher T.
Fish declined to supply any more, o

Perhaps he felt that he had already enough winnmg
ANEWETS,

Coker came into the Rag with Potter and Greene of the
Fifth, and he was grinning sercncly. He was by no means
sorry to lend a helping hand in taking down the insufferable
swank of Fisher Tavleton Fish. L

A shount from the crowd of assembled juniors greeted
Coker:

“Got it, Coker™

Coker nodded, with a chuckle,

“Yes, I've got it all right."

“Sure Fish hasn't been at it?" asked the Bounder.

“Quite sure!"

“Where's Fish'™ , T

“1 guess I'm right here,”” said Fisher T. Fish, coming into
the Rag, with a bundle of cards in his hand. * You fellows
read Iifu- tho finish?”

“Yes, rather!"

“ The readyfulness is terrific.”

“All velly leady ! murmured Wun Lung.

Fisher T. Fish looked round upon the cager assembly. He
seemed to have recovered all his coolness

Vernon-Smiih felt a momentary misgiving as he looked at
the Yankee junior. Had he been wrong, after all? Or had
Fish succeeded in getting at the sealed-up answer? The
Bounder wondered.

Fisher T. Fish did not look at the Bounder, He mounted
upon a chair and waved his hand to the excited crowd.

“ Gentlemen—"" he began.

“ Buck up! What's the answer!” .

“ Faith, and we're waitin' for the answer intirely!

“ Gentlemen, the time has now come to declare the answer
to the Great Fish Puzzle—the biggest and best competition
ever run at Greyfriars, and guaranteed to beat hollow any
rotten old railwav-station puzzles."

* Hear, hear!”

“What's the answer?”’

“Out the cackle and get to the hosses!”

“(Gentlemen, here are the answers handed in at my study.
Mr. Coker, 1 call upon you to produce the sesled-up answer
placed in your hands to ensure the absolute genuineness of
the Great Fish Competition.”

“ Now we're getting to bizney !™ said Temple of the Fourth.

“Oh, rather!"” said Dabney.

% Bhow it up. Coker!”

“ Buck up, Cokey, old man!"’ )

Horace Coker produced the sealed envelope from his
pocket. He held it up in the aie, so that all the jumors
could see that the seal was unbroken, just as when it had
been placed in his hands.

“Open it!" shouted Nugent.

“PBuck up, old man!™

Coker slit the envelops.

Ha took out the card it contrined, and rend out the anawer
aloud, & deozen fellows looking over his shoulders and reading
it aloud at the same time.

13
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And the answer ran:

THE EARLY AMERICAN CATCHES THE BRITISHER !

That was the sentence that had been evolved by the genius
of Fisher Tarleton Fish )

It was undoubtedly **cute,”

But there happened to be fellows at Grevfriars as cute as
Fisher T. Fish, and even a little cuter: znd so the cute
American had been—as he generally was—** left.”

That senitence had been a clever catceh : and it also contnined
nopibie at the Greyfrinrs fellows, which would have been very
telling if none of them had guessed the right sentence, s
Filt had fully anticipated,.

But under the circumstanees of the sentence having been
guessed by nearly twemy fellows, the laugh was very much
ageingt the cute competition merchant,

There was a roar as the answer was made known,

**Ha, ha, ha!"

“1 say, Fishy, did you ever pet left?”

“ Jevver get left, old man?”?

“Pay up!”

“T've pot that answer!™

L | ..Eul.i l !T!

“And 1!

“ The gotfulness is terrific.”

“Sure, and I want me pound prize intirely."”

An excited crowd of prize-winners surrounded Fisher T,
Fish, holding out their rmmlﬁ for the prommsed sovereigns.
It looked for a minute as if the chair the American junior
wis standing upon would be swept over in the swarm,

Fisher T. Fish waved his hands soothingly.

““1 guess it’s all right, you chaps——"

“1've won!"
“ 2o have 1!
“Toay up!™

“Sure, I want me pound.”

“Where's my prize?’

It was a deafening roar. All the fellows who knew that
they had sent in the right answer were demanding their prize
at once ; apd most of the other fellows, feeling that they had
hw-:lr caught, crowded round to make sure that Fisher T. Fish
pad ap.

The IA:nt-ri:::tn junior was cool as ice now. Evidently he
had schemed o u-flneme for dealing with the difhiculties of the
aratter.

“ Gentlemen!” he said.

“Pay up!”

“Where's mv nrize?’ )

“T say, vou [cllows, I've won, tao, you know. Make him
ggnare up”’ . o

“ He's jolly well going to square up,” said Vernon-Smith.
" Hand out the prizes, Fishy."

“ Gentlemen—1"

“Yah! Pay un!”

“QOrder! 1 guess—1"

rﬁhh Cherry thumped on the table for
order.

“Order I chouted BPob Cherry. " Gentlemen, all who have
nim :Ent in the correct unswer are requested to retire fiom
the Rag.

“We want to see him shell out,” growled Russell.

" Business cannot procecd until only the winners remain
here," eaad Fisher . Fish firmly.

The non-winners grumbled, and retired,

Lhe room was eleared at last of all excepting Fisher T. Fish
and the eighteen fcllows who had put the correct answer on
their cards.

" Shut the door,” said Fisher T. Fish.

Tiob Cherry clesed tha door.

Then the prize-winners surrounded the competition-merchant
with grim locks. There was no sign vet of the sovereigns,
and Iisher T. Fish, as he glanced over the grim faces raund
him, felf that his task was not’ easy. He coughed, and
coughed again. The prize-winners waited in grim silence

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Way of the Transgressor,

“ HEM !
H Fisher T. Fish coughed. Then he coughed again,
maora emphatically,
* Ahem 1"

" Well,” said Harry Wharton, * we'ro waiting."

" The waitfulness is terrific.”
 Take your time, Fishy,” said Frank Nugent sarcastically.
"If you've got a sudden vold in the peck, cough it up before
you ﬁ_uml out the shekels.”

" Exgl}‘twn pounds wanted,” said Bolsover major, *'or
elap——on

*“Oh, give him time to pay,"” said*Vernon-Smith. “I'm
sure Fishy docsn't want to swindle us. He knows what he
will et if ho does.”"

“ Ahem !

*“Go it, Fighy "
Wi i‘-%}em !H h
“I'll get you some cough lozenges out of my pound,” said
Bob Cherry cheerfully, * How long will it take vou to hand
it over, Fighy
"Gent}:‘.rmnn." said Fisher T. Fish, '‘the competition is
Ty know that. The early Britisher catoh
es, we know at. @ ear vitisher ca th
American,”” =aid Temple of the Fuur{h. : 8
" Sure, and the early Irishman catches the Yankee,” said
Micky Desmond.
“ Where are the quids, Fishy
“Any chap who isn't satisfied with the way T run this
competition 15 entitled to his entrance-fee back,” said Fish.
Tha:rq was a general growl,
‘t'T'E- e're entitled to a pound each, you spoofer! Hand it
o
“Gentlemen, uwin% to the delay of an expected remitlance
rom Arqurrmu, I am not for the
moment in a pesish to hand ocut the

" Silenco for the chair!” he roared. prizos—-"
““Give Fishy a chance to speak [" " What 1"
“Let him pay up, then!’ growled  Spoofer I
Bolsover major. NEXT *“* Bwindler "
" Gentlemen—" TUESDAY: *“Listen to me !" said Fisher T. Fish,
“ Silence! Go on, Fishy!” “I guess you won't catch any fish by

‘“Gentlemen, it is with much pleasure
that I announce the conclusion of the
Great Fih Competition. There are
eighteen prize-winners—""

" Hurrah !™

“Each of the prize-winners is en-
titled to a pound in cash as the result of
his guesrin% the right answer in the
Great Fish Compstititon——" :

“*Pay up, then,” said Bolsover major,
“and not so much gas!”

*“* Hear, hear!" ) ) )

“* Gentlemen, this business is going to
be settled up right away,"” said Fisher
T. Fish briskly. * All the prize-winners
are requested to come to my study—"

“Pay us here!” exclaimed Vernon-
Smuath.

** Business transactions cannot be car-
riedd on in & crowd,” said Fisher T.
Fish calmly.

“All who haven't won can get out,”
eaid the Bounder. ** There itn't room
in your study for eighteen of us.™

* Quite so ™

“Oh, rather!”

““Pay up here, Fin]ﬁ. You're not
going out of the Rag till you've squared
up, you spoofer.”
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ragging at me. Let me explain.”
A “"Go Ehald " enid  Vernon-Smith.

But we're not going to let- you sneak
out of it ™

“No fear!" said Bolsover very em.
phatically.

“ Correct! I don't want to sneak out
of it. Gentlemen, the firm of Fish can
always meet its obligations. 1 have a
proposition to put before you—"

“We don't want any propositions,
said Micky Desmond, “ we want the
prizes, ye spalpeen!™

*0Uh, rather!"

**Hand out the prizes, Fishy!” The
voices rose in a threatening roar. *‘ Are
you 'ﬁnmg to pay up, or are you a
swindler?""

* Goentlemen——""'

“Pay! Pay up, Fishy!"

“I can't!"" said Fish desperately, at
last. I tell you I—I haven't got the
money for the moment, but I'm gain
to lay before you a proposition that wi
make your und shares worth five
times as much.”

There was a roar.

“ Blow your propositions I"

** Hand out the cash!”

Long
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The Juniors closed upon Fisher T. Fish and yanked him
inkpot, and the ink swished over the American’s face.
“ Take that away!" he yelled.

off the chair he was standing on.
Some went into hls mouth and he gurgled and gasped,

“ I've got a proposition—Yowp !

Bob Cherry seized an

Grooh!" (See Chapter 11.)

‘““ Pay up!"”

“]—1 can't!” gasped Fish, losing his coolness somewhat as
the juniors swarmed angrily round hun. “1I"'m stony just at
prch.am:l,——-”

“ Where ave vour five quids that you made out of the
entrance-fees,”” demanded the Bounder, " or nearer six or
seven quids, 1 faney?”’

** 8pent!"’ said Fisher T. Fish.

“You spoofer! You've blued all the entrance-fees, and
now you can't pay up the prizes!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.
' Is that what vou call business over there?”

“I've got a proposition >

" Never mind your

money 1"’

‘* Nope,” snorted Fish, ** 1 haven't!”

“You haven't got any tin?’ roared the enraged prize-
N INTIeTS.

“Nope! But "

Y ernon-8mith jumped upon a form.

“ Gentlemen,”" he shouted.

“ Hear, hear!”

“1 guess—"'

“ Shut up, Fishy! You've finished !”

“ Gentlemen,” shouted the Bounder. * Fish has reped in
our money, and now he refuses to pay up the prizes. He's
deliberately run a competition to rope in entrance-fees, with-
out having the money for the prizea. What do you call that?”

Tue Maener Lisgary.—No, 237.

proposition! Have you got any

“ Swindling 1" roared Temple.

“Bpoohng I'°

H ’l’ﬁlieving "

“ Hear, hear "

“ Fish calls it business,” pursued the Bounder. " We want
ta show Fish that that kind of business isn’t approved of at
Greylriars. It's the kind of business people get sent to prison
for. Fish says he's got a proposition. He can keep his pro-
position. It's only some [resh spoof. What we wani is the
prizes.’”

** Oh, rather!"

“ Hear, hear !’ .

“1 surgest, therefore, that Fish is ragged for not pa:,rmﬁ
up, and given till Monday evening to raise the money, an
that we do not let him off a shilling of it. If he gets clear
this time, he'll start spoofing us again.”

“Goaor "

“We'll give him & Form ragging as a spoofer who can’t
keep his word, and give him time to raise the money. Heoe
can sell all the things he's been buying with our entrance-
fecs, and raise some tin that way, and he can write to his
popper—unless his popper’s in prison, as I think is very likely,
if this is the Fish way of doing business——"

*“Ha, ha, ba!"

“ Anyway, Fish owes the muney to the prize-winners, and
he's got to pay. And first of all, he's got to be ragged for
trying to spoof us.™
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** Hear, hear!™

“I—1 say, you know!" gasped Fisher T. Fisi. *TI'wa ﬁ'ut
i real good proposition—a regular snorter, you know, 11—
I Sh. Ow! Yarooh!™

Fisher T. Fish had no opportunity of continuing. The
liuuiur.« were fed up. They elosed in upon Fish, and vanked
um off the chair he was standing on,

The Yankee junior came down with a bump on the flsor,

“ Yarooh! Thunder! Snales! OQw "

" He's got to be branded as a swindler,” said the Bounder.
“Bump him first, and ansint him with ink."

““Hurrah!"

“Yow! Ow! Help! Yowp! Yah!™ :

Fisher T, Fish's explosive objections were unheeded. He
wis seized in many hands, and wrathful faces glared at him.
A terrific yell escaped him as he was bumped on the floor.

Lilly Dunter brought an inkpot, and Bob Cherry seized it
from his hand and bent over Fisher T, Fish as he sat on the
floor in the grip of the excited and oxasperated prize-winners,
Fish cved him wildly. e

“Take that away I'" he yelled. “I've got a proposition—
Yowp! Grooooh!"

The ink swished over the American junior's face. SBoamo of
it went into his mouth, and he gurgled and gasped. Some
want into his nose, and he sirorted.

Then the ink was rubbed into his hair, and poured down
the back of his neck, and in a few minutes his complexion
rivalled that of Hurree Jamaset Ram Singh.

Fisher T. Fish struggled Furiously in the hands of the
raggers, but it wits of no avail. The juniors were in deadly
earnest. Romove and Third and Shell were united in ad-
ministering punrishment to Fishor T, Fish. The unfortunato
business man of the Romove had to be made to understand
that the way of the transgressor was hard—and inky !

" Groo—hoo—yoo—vow—grow ! spluttered Fish.

The juniors drew back from him, and the pitiful object
sitting on the floor elicited a yell of lsughier from the
aVOngors,

1“\ ell, you do look a picture, Fishy!™ chuckled Bob

1erry.

"Giﬂlﬂh? Gerrooh !"

" Honesty is the best policy, old man,” said Hobsan of the
Shell. **You ocould have Icarncd that in any copybook.
Bear it in mind."

" Yow-ow-ow I"'

“*The yowfulness of the esteemed Fish is toerrific "

*“ Ha, ha, ha "

" You—you silly chumps!" roared Fish.
position—a real good one——"'

“* Ha, ha, ha!

1 tell you I've got a proposition that's O.K. 2

“Keep it!" grinned Vernon-Smith, ** We give vou until
Monday evening to raise the prizes, If vou haven't got the
n:nnt:-;a: by then, we'll rag vou bald-headed. This is only a
plart,

*“Groo!

“ Rats!"

And the juniors streamed out of the Rag, l=aving the un-
fortunate competition-merchant to gasp for breath and rub
the ink out of his eyes. Fisher T. Fish did not feel equil to
moving for full five minutes, and then he slowly and dis-
consolately took his way to a bath-room, and rubbed and
scrubbed, and serubbed and rubbed, and before he wnt rid of
the traces of his anointing he had had ample time to roflect
wpon the undoubted fact that honesty is the best- policy.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
A Business Proposition.
GR[M looks were cast upon Fisher. T. Fish vwhea ha

“I've got a pro-

I've got a prop—"'

appeared among the Removites again. Fish nright

say what he liked about business, but a fellow who ran

n competition and failed to pay out the prizes after
pocketing the entrancefees was not likely to be able to con.
vince anybody that such conduct was ecxousable under Boy
circumstances.

There was n very plain word the juniors used in describing
it, and they did not hesitate to use it to the Yankee junior,

As for Fish's proposition, whataver it was, nobody showed
any intercst in it,

The prize-winners wanted their money, not new
positions, and there was an end of it.

During Sunday Ficher T. Fish gave the matter a great
deal of thought. There was no doubt that it was WOrrying
him. Tilly Bunter had constituted himself persecutor -
chief, anc he gave the American junior a troublezome time.
Bunter was one of the winners, and Fisher T. Fish owed
him a pound. Billy Bunter himself owed money to half
Greyfrinrs, and never thought very much about it. = But that
anybody should awe him monecy and decline to pay scemed
unspeakable to the Owl of the Remove. His imchirnation
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wis boundless, and his remarks on the subjeet were like tha

little brook in the poem—they went on for ever, _

All Bunter's impecuniosity was attributed to Fishor T,
Fish, and the fact that he did not square up as promised.
Bunter tiied to borrow money on all aides on the plea that
Fish owed him money and he couldn’t get it. Little debts
that he was called upon to pav lie said he would Aruare up
at once if he could only get what was due to him out of
Fisher T. Fish. He waylaid the unfortunate business-man in
the passage und the Close, and asked for his pound, and
doclined to let the subject drop. He proposed a system by
which Fish might pay [J‘.nim in instalments, and kindly offsred
to tuke his new bat and fAshing-rod as part payment. As the
bat and fishing-rod had cost fifteen shillings each, Fish tas
not likely to let them go on those terms, though, as Bunter
carefully pointed out, he had no right to them as thev had
been bought out of ths entrancs-fees,

Fish dropped into a habit of scutiling round corners when
he caught sight of the fat junior m the distance, end some-
times DBunter sprinted after him and enught him, and
doemanded cash.

The Owl of the Rewmove, too, developed a way of cornering
Fish in the presence of others, asking him for the money
before them in the most pointed way. He taclled hin on
Monday morning in the presence of Wingate, the captamn of
the schonl. Fish was spenking to the Sixth-Former when
Bunter rolled up.

“1 say, I'ishy, don't go!" said Bunter.
have that pound 1"

Fish turned red,

" Look here, Bunter—"" he began.

“I'm in need of it," explained Bunter. “I owe Russell
and Penfold some tin, and thev've asked e for it, I want
my pound, Fishy "

“ What's thot?” said Wingate [rowning. “ Do you owae
Bunter a pound, Fish?"

Fish snapped hiz teeth. He could not tsl] Wingate that it
was o prize wn the Great Fish Competition, berause that
mnipetitiﬂn was being kept from the knowledge of the
pretoeis,

“Yep,"” he said reluctantly.

Wingate looked nshnﬂhef

“I don’t see how Bunter could have lent you a pound ! 1o
exclaimed. “I'vo never heard of his having one before "

*“Oh, really, Wingate—""

“If you owe 1f, you'd better settle up,” said the captain
of Greyiriars.

“I—I guess I can't jest now."”

“He said his father was a millionaire, and he could get
the money from him to settle if necessary,” said Bunter
cheorfully.

“* Iid you say that, Fish

(11 '51"[_]’-1'?

“Then why don't you do it 1"

“I—I guess 1 haven't written to my popper yet,” said
Fish desperntely.

" Then you'd better write. If you've got a pound out of
Bunter, you'll have to pay him, or I fhn:ll interfere very
seriously,” said Wingate.

* Yes, make him pay up, Wingate,” said Billy Bunier.

“It's not fair play. A chap ought to be mado to pay up.”
* He shall pay up, too,"” said the Grevfriars captain,
f you don’t psy Bunter, Fish, I shall put the marter
before your Form-master. You have no right to keep his
money,'

“*I—I guess T can pay to-morrow," mutterad Fish.

“Very well. If he doesn’t, come to me, Bunter."

* Yes, rather ' gaid Dilly Bunter.

The Greyiriars captain walked eway, The unhappy coms.
petition-merchant glared at the Owl of the Remove.
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“ You fat rotter !" he exclaimed savagely. ** You've made
Wingate think that it's an ordinary loan, and that I've
refused to pay.” _

“ You can tell him what it really was, if yon like, Fishy,
if you want him to know that you're a swindler.”

“1'm going to settie up. But——"

“] want my pound.”

Y I've got a real good propesition

“T want my pound.”

* Oh, go and eat coke!” growled Fisher T. Fish.

He walked angrily away.

After morning lessons that day, Fisher T. Fish came up
to the Famous Four as the Remove came out of the class-
rooni,

They fixed inquiring eyes npon him.

“Got the money "' asked Harry Wharton.

e N‘:..I_I-F'll‘

“ You've got te get it by to-night,” said Bob Cherry.

“Yep, But—"

“(Or else take another ragging,” Nugent remarked.

“ Correet. But——"

“That's ¢cnough. You'd better send a wire to your million.
aire popper.”’

“ a, ha, hal”

Fisner T. Tish snorted.

“1 could settle up all right, if only you chaps would give
me a charnce,” he said, pathetically.

* Ain't we giving you a chanee 7" demanded Dob Cherry.
“ [lere we are, ready to take the money thal's due to us
What mere do you want ¥’

“T'vo got a proposition—-:""

“ Some new spoof 1 gaid Johnny Bull eaustically.

“ Fair and square,” said Fisher T. Fish. “Tf you fellows
would give me & chance, the others would come round. 1
admit I've made a bit of a bloomer, But don't be hard on a
chap when he's down.”

Such an appeal could not fail to have an effect upon the
Famous Four.

“Well,” sard Harry Wharton relentingly, ' what's the
proposition? We'll listen to it if you like. But I feel
protty vertain that it's only somo rot.”

“ Cowe into my study and I'll explain.”

“Oh, all right.”

The Famous Four accompanied Fisher T. Fish to his skudy.
Fish closed the door with the air of a fellow ubout to discuss
a big plan of business. The American junior was already
recovering his coolness.

“JIt's a ripping proposition, and real business," he said,
tapping on the table with his beny forefinger to emphasise
his remarks. 1 guess 1 can show you Britishers soniething
in the line of rcal cold business.”

“Oh, ring off swank I"" said Johnny Bull.

“The early Britisher catches the American!” chuckled
Nugent.,

‘** Ha, ha, hal™

Fisher T. Fish turned pink.

“ Nover mind that!” he exclaimed.
osition.'’

“Go ahcad !”

“ There are eighteen chaps in all who have won the
prizes——""

“ And haven't got it,”" said Bob Cherry.

“Yep; I know that, That's eighteen quid. Now, m
idea 18 to form those eighteen chaps into a joint-stoc
company.’”’

“ Wha-n-at "

" The company will be divided into eighteon shares of a
ound each,” said Fisher. * Each of the shareholders will
¢ a winner, taking one share in the company in lieu of a

pound due to him from me."”

“ Why—what i

“T1'll have the share-certificates properly written cut, and
printed at my own expense,’”’ said Fish generously.

“ Go hon ! said Nugent. “T should have eapected you to
want us to pay for that.”

“1 guess I'll stand it,” said Fish. ‘" Each of you fellows
become o sharcholder to the extent of one pound, and the
dividends will be paid ¢n the shares—"

“What dividends!” demanded Wharton,

“Tho dividends paid out of the profits of the company.”

“ What profita?”

“ MThat's what I'mi coming to—that's the propesition,” said
Fizh., " Mind, I'm not asking for any shares myself. There
will be only eighteen shares, worth a pound each, and they
will belong to you [ellows. When the profits come in, you
will take the whole eaboodle. 1 shall be managing-diréctor,
witl:_ fees for each tranzaetion, that is all.”

“Oh !

“The iden 15 to run another competition.
beon a rippitg success in one way-——""

War the compelitors " grinned Nugent.

“Yep. But with certain alterations it would have made a
big profit for the promoter. Now, I'm going to run a second
competition
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““My hat! Do you think the fellows will trust you with
their money?" asked Harry Wharton, in astonishment.

“1 guess so, as chairman of a body of Fllﬂ.rl?liﬂldﬂrﬁ Tepre-
senting the leading fellows in the Lower Forms. '

“ERh? You want to make use of us to extract money from
the other chaps!"" roared Bob Cherry. !

““ Nope! Yon don't seem to understand.” _ o

“ Blessed if T do! Looks to me like a new gwindle," said
Bob Cherry suspiciouely.

" Ti's business,’ _ ,

“ That séeems to be a synonymous term with ybu. .

“ Listenn to me,” sai] Fish patiently. **I've got a big
idea for n new competition. Instead of a prize for every
winner, wo'll have a prize for the first-opened carrect answer.
The prize can be a handsome one; say two quil. Two quid
for the first-opened answer to the puzzle, whatever it is That
only lets us in to pay two quid, and we rope m shillong
ontrance-fees from all who enter. You fellows, as share.
holders, guarantee the two pounds, so the competitors will
know it 1s all right."” .,

“ Seems to me wo should lose two pounds that way.

““ Nope; there will be the entrancefees. They will be
divided among the shareholders as dividend. As managing
director, 1 shall be entitled to a fee of a guinea for the
operation, to be paid first out of the takings.’

“ Oh, rats—" L _

“ Well, the labourer s worthy of his hire, said Fisher
T. Fish. *“ and it's a splendid chance. The money w all s:mp!
roll in. When the fpifﬂws know vou are backing it up, they
enter like so many rabbits. There will be heaps of entrance-
feos: somo of the rich chaps will send in half a dozen answers
at # bob a time, you sce; and as only the first f:pﬁned right
one takes the cake, we shall be all right. It won't make any
difference to us how many tries there are, ns we have to
pay out only one prize, anyway.” o

“That's nll very well; but I'd rather have my quid,”" said
Jahnny Bull _

““ Oh, do talk business!” urged Fisher T. Fish.

“* Ten't it business to want my quid?”

“T1 puess I can’t =ettle.” _

“ What about your millionaire pater?” demanded Hartry
Wharton.

““1 ean't ask him for so much money."

“ Why, you were saving the other day that twenty pounds
would be next to nothing to your popper!” exclaimed Johnny
Bull indignantly.

‘““ Ahem! You see—"'

“ Yes; I see it was all gas.”

‘1 guess this praposition lets you all out. You all make
a handsome profit, and I clear off my debt, and we start &
business that can be extended indefinitely, and may rake in
heaps of eash.”

is H{'J'Sh !:rl

And with that explicit answer, the Famous Four walked
out of the study.

———e

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
The Company Promoter.

ARRY WHARTON & CO. had stated their opinion of
H Fisher T. Fish’s proposition with great frankness.
Dui the business man of the Remove was not easily
defeated.

He found opportunities of explaining the scheme to the
other prize-winners, and he was a fluent talker. Whenever
thers was talking to be done, Fisher T. Fish could always keep
his end up.

And to Harry Wlharton's surprise, the scheme found favour
with some of the prize-winners.

It was made clear. in the first place, that Fislier T. Fish
could not pay up. They might rag him if they liked; but
ragging him would be the only satisfaction they would get;
!nnd as Bob Cherry vemnrked, that might begin to pall in the
ong Tun,

Thers was no maney to be had from the clusive Yankee
jurijor; it was the scheme or nothing. And the scheme at
enst held out a chance of reimbursement. The prize-
winners so far were a shilling each out of pocket, as not even
the entrance-fees were returned, or likely to boe returned.

If the ** proposition ' came to anything, they had a chance
of indemmiying themselves; if it came to nothing, they would
be no worse off, it being understood that they did not intend
to hand over any working capital to Fisher 1. IFish,

Billy Bunter was the lirst to give in his support to the
proposition. Having in vain tried to extract his pound from
Fisher T. Fish, the fat junior was willing to extrect it from
anybody he could—and more with it, if possilile.

And Bolsover major followed his example ; and then TI&I"’I%]F,

“THE MAGNET!”
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of the Fourth. and then Tubb, of the Third, all entered the
scheme a- sharcholders.

Fishar T. Fish's persuasive clonuence was having its effect.

the competition was a success, the money would roll in,
and the pound shares in the company would be paid for, and
thera vould be a dividend over.

Fistiwr T, Fish made wonderful caleulations, at a moment's
notice, with pencil and paper, to prove that the Co. was
eertain to score hugely.

And cerlainly his argunients ssunded very plausible,

One Ly oue the juniors came into the :m!lmlne, and on
Monday evenine IMisher T. Fi.l presented himsell in No, 1
Study with a notebook in his hand.

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent were having their
supper, with Bob Cherry and Jolnny Bull and Hurree Jamset
Ram Singl,

The Yankee junior nodded to them affalily.

"I guess I want Lo talk to you straight," he smad. 1
hope vou're not going to muck up a good business concern
out of sheer pigheadedness.”

“Eh? What's that you've got there™" asked Wharton.

© List of shareholders.”

My hat!"

" I've got thirteen names down here,” said Fisher T. Figh.
“They've all come in; even the Bounder. They've all signed
their names heie as shareholders.”

“Whnat!  Vernon-Smith las®"
FUrprise,

“ Yep "

“1 fanecied he was too sharp to be taken into any of your
roiten schemes," said Harry %.'lmﬂuni

“Here's his name.”

. Let's see it,” said Johnny Bull suspicionsly.

" I guess it's plain enough.”

Fisher T. Fish held out the notebook, and the chums of the
Remove scanned the list of signatures. There was no room
for doubt on the subject. The names of the varions fellows,
from Temple, of the Fourth, to Tubb, of the Third, were
written there, and the last of ail was Herbert Vernon-Smith
The juniors knew the various handwritings; each of the new
shareholders Liad written in his name, in lig own hand.

2 :;!‘-"EIII. that's genuine enough,” admitted Bob Cherry.

W EI,J.P'

" Then the company's formed Harry Wharton asked.

“ Uorreet !

Wharton wrinkled his hrows thoughtfully.

* Well, if the Bounder thinks it's good enou h, T don't ses
why we shouldn't go in for it,” he nlmc-n'edﬂ.; * Bmithy is
deeper than anv of us, and deeper than Fishy, If he's gone in
for it, it's a good thing, I should say."

“ Right!" said Nugoent.

“The rightfulness is terrific.”

“ It is a good thing," sawd Fisher T. Fish.
want to persuade you, But there it is. Ii's a pood business,
and the profits will be handsome. As managing director, I
take only one guinea, however big the profits are. Say we
take twenty pounds, that leaves you a elear profit of a bob
cach aftor paving the value of your shures—a pound a time.
Say we take thirty pounds, that's an extra ten quid to divide
—every shareholder pockets nearly half a sovereign. If we
take forts o

" Why not figure out a million or two ™" asked Johnny Bull
sareastically.

“ I don't ses why there shouldn't be a regular rush for
it," said Fisher T. Fish confidently, “ I'm going to work it
in the Fifth and Sixth if possible, and rake in entrance-
fees on every side,"

“Blessed if I half like the idea!
growled Bob Cherry, :

** What piflle I said Fisher T. Fish.
this are run in lots of papers.”

I know; but—"'

" Temple's put his name down: so has Hobson, of tlie
Shell. It's a good business proposition, and you're dotty if
you let it pass, | puess—""

* Oh, ring off I said Nugent, ** T supposs we may as well
sign on, if Vernon-Smith has. I can't say L like Smithy; but
ho's keen as a razor in business, and we might do wor-2 than
follow his lead."

“Yep, I guess so!”

And the Famous Four signod their names in turn, and
Hurree -.;Ilumzmt Ram Bingh wrote his own imposing name with
& Hourish.

Fisher T. TFish blotted the signatures, and closed the book,
and put it back into his pocket with a great deal of satis.
fuotion,

*“I guess that's all O.K.!" he remarked. ** The company
will go aliead now, and I'll gat oul the puzzle at once.’

And the competition-merchant quitted the study,

The chums of the Remove fAnished their supper and went
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down to the common-room before bed-time. Harry Wharton
loolied into Vernon-Smith's study before he went down. He
wits a little curious as to the motives which had induced the
keen, cunning Bounder of Grevfriars to sign his name in the
list of sharcholders,

]“ :I’ﬂu‘ra a sharcholder in the Fish company, Smithy?"' he
BEOO.

The Bounder nodded.

" You think it's a_good thing?"

" Yes—for Fish. It will clear off his debt

" But what about the sharcholders? asked Harry,

The Bounder laughed,

" That_remains to be seen,' Lo =aid.

~Harry Wharton was about to speak ngain, when he cauglt
éight of two abjects in the Boundar's study which had not
been there before. One was o handsome now fishing-rod, the
othor a new cricket-bat. [Ile recognised at once the new
jurchases of Fishor T. Fish,

- Hallo! Have you been swapping with Figh " ho asked,

“ No,” said the Bounder carnlessly,

“I gee you'vo got his bat and rod."

“Oh, yes, They're mine."

“Yours? Have you bought them?"

“Fish agreed to give thom to me if I eame into his
company and said no mors about the pound he owes me,"
explained the Bounder,

“Why, you—you " ognsped Wharton,  * Then vou're
really Jot your quid all right, and something over; and
Wir—

Vernon-8Smith laughed.

"“1 suppose Fish has talked you over#'" he remarlked. 1
made him shell out, you bet ! "He can't come over me 1"

Wharton quitted t%m study without replying. He under-
stood now why the Bounder’s name had appeared in the list
of sharcholders in Fisher T. Fish's precious company. He
found the youthful company-promoter in the COMINON-rooim,

nnd he marched up at onee to him and put a Ireavy hand on
his shoulder.

Fish looked round amicably,

" Hadlo I"" he said. “* Do you want to take an extra sharo
in the company? It's open to any sharebolder to increase
his Holding by paying——*'

“Why didn't you tell us that you'd given Varnon-Smith
vour bat and to square his account before he'd come into
the company ! demanded Wharton stornlv. °

“I guess you didn't usk me," said Fisher T "ish; with
perfect coolness.  “ 1'in not going around giving away infor-
mation, you know. Thoat's not business, "

Bab b]‘mrrj' burst into a roar.

“He's had us agnin! Ha, bha, ha! Serves us right for
trusting lum! 8till, it's all right. We don't stand to lose
anything more than the quid, and we've lost that, anyhow."

“Well, no," said Wharton. ** We're not handing over any
more money, so I supposs wo don't stand to lose anything. ™

But he did not yet quite know Fisher T. ish.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Not a Success,
HE Fisher T. Fish Company excited great interest
T among the Greyfriars juniors.
Fishor T. Fish always had some scheme on hand,
and they generally provoked merriment; but this

time the keen Yankee junior seemed to have succceded in
muaking an impression upon the Remove,

In his new characler of company-promoter, he strutied
more than ever, and he adopted a very hustling tone towards
the shareholders in his valuable eompany.

By accepting shares in the company in lieu of the pound
that was due to each of them, they had wiped off Fish's debt
to thom, and that little matter scomed to have passed com-
pletely out of the Yankee junior's mind.

When the shareholders wanted to know what form the new
competition was to take, they were mect very airy
responses. Fish was managing-director, nnd his ideas of a
managing-director’s powers were lofty. A munngmg.
director, according to Fish, was monarch of all he surveyed.

“ You leave it to me,” he said, wagging hia forefinger at
Bolsover major when the latter questioned him. *“ I guess
I shall get there all right."

“But what's it Ening to be?" asked Bolsover,

“ I'm going to think that out, I guess.”

“ When is 1t going to be " asked Temple, of the Fourth.

“1 guess I'll decide that myself.” .

“ Look here, you cheeky young begzar,” seid Bolsovor
major wrathfully, “if we're members of the company we'vo
got a right to know about it."

Fisher T. Fish shook his head, ) . :

““That's where you make o mistaie,” he said cooliy. “I'm
maﬂarging--:}-i rector. That's agreed, I reckon "

“Yeos; but—"
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“ No time [or buts,” said Fish. ** Your busincss as ghare-
holders is to back me up, and shell out my guinea feo for
moneging expenses.”’

“ Look bere, 'l jolly well withdraw from the company [
exclaimed Temple.

‘! Please vourself,”

" Hand over my pound, then,"

Fish starcd at hip.

“ Pound ! What pound ?" he inquircd.

“You owe me a pound ! roared Temple.

“What rot! You have z share in the company, value one
pound nt par. Il you like to resign it, you ean; but you
can’ t expoct the purchase-money to be returned. That's not
business,” explained Fisher T. Fish.

“My bhat! I—I—"

“1'll fake the share ¢ff your hands at a fair price, i you
like,” said Fish.

“ All right. Shell out the quid, and you can have the
share,” snid Temple.

Fisher T. Fish laughed.

“* Nope. That's not business, The par value of the share
is a pound. But if I take it off vour hands, I don't pay that,
I'll give you twopence.”

**What !" roared Temple.

" Bupposiug the company fails?"’ said Fish argumenta-
tively. *“ Then the share 1s so much waste paper.”

“But if the company’s going to fail, what do you mean by
drogging us into 1t at a pound each ?"” demanded Temple.

"1 don't say it's going to fail, I hope it won’t. DBat if
it does, the shares won't be worth anvithing. They're not
worth anything till the Co. succeeds.”

"“Then what do you mean by sticking us for a peund a
share !"" demnnded Bolsover.

Fisher T. Fish shrugged his shoulders,

“1 guess you came into the compaeny with your eyes open,”
he replied. ' 1f you get left, 1 guess that's your own
look-out.™

And he strolled away very ainly.

The next day Fish elaborated his mew competition. A
notice was put up in his study, which all the {fellows were
invited to read. He did noi venture to pin it on the school
notice-board, where it would have attracted the sttention of
the prefects, and perhaps of the masters. And Fisher T.
Fish had o very shrewd euspicion that if his company-pro-
moting enterprise came to the knowledge of prefects or
?nﬁéers-, it would be put down with an exceedingly heavy

and.

Crowds of fellows came to Study No. 14 to read the notice
and learn the conditions of the new competition. Tt was
simple enough, and arranged in a way that made profit to
the company pretty certain if a sufficient number of com-
petitors entered and paid entrancefecs. But afier their
previous experience of Fish's prize-givin r rather, lack of
prize-giving—it was doubtful if anybody would part with
sny money to him. But they all read the notice with great
interest, It ran as feollows:

GREAT NEW FISH COMPETITION !

PRIZE OF £2 FOR THE FIRST-OPENED CORRECT
SOLUTION OF THE FOLLOWING PUZZLE:

WHY DOES A CHICKEN CROS8 THE ROAD?

FIND THE ANSWER, AND ROFPE IN THE DOLLARS!
EVERYONE MAY ENTER!

CASH PRIZE! CASH PRIZE! CASH PRIZE!

ALL ANSWERS must be accompanied by an Entrance-Fee
of ONE SHILLING, pnznbla ijﬂ cash or Postal-Order in
this study,

THE FIRST-OPENED CORRECT S30LUTION ROPES IN
THE PRIZE!
NOW'S YOUR CHANCE! ROLL UP AND WIN!

THE answer to this Puzzle is Secaled UE) in an envelope
placed in the trustworthy hands of HORACE COKER
ESQUIRE, &th FORM.,

GO IN AND WIN! COMPETITION CLOSED
WEDNESDAY, WIHEN ANSWER WILL BE
DECLARED.

(Signed) FISHER TARLETON FISH.

ON

Fisher T. Fish greeted cheerfully all the fellows who came
in 1o read the notice, sitting at ]";in table rendy to receive
fees and gucsses,

But the fces were pot fortheoming.

Fellows came and went, passing all sorts of remarks upon
Fisher T. Fish and his methods of business, but without
handing out any entrance-fees,
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After some little time, the cheerful expression faded from
the features of Fisher T. Fish, and he looked a little annoyed.
“Aren't you going in for this, Penfald 7" he asked, as
Dick I’-.-nfnﬁl read the notice, grinned, and turned to walk
out of the study.
Penfold grinned.
*“Thanks; I'll keep my bob.”
“* But you stand to win two pounds!” i
“Yes; I might win it, but I mighin't get it,"" grinned
Penfold,
“ It’s guaranteed by the company.”
:‘ '{*ﬂurlﬁﬂmpaur 1" grinned Penfold.
op ! .
“1'd rather trust my bobs lo some other company, Fishy,
if you don't mind."”
** Look here, young Penfold 2
But Dick Penfold chuckled and departed.  Banthorpe
came in and read the notice; and Fisher T. Fish explained
to him what a chance it was. Banthorpe was a timid little
fellow, very much given to following the advice of others—
good or bad—and after a little of the eloquence of Fisher T.
Fish had been expended upon him, he handed over a shilling,
with his puess sealed up in an envelope provided generously
by the managing-director of the Great UCompetition
Company, ]
Fisher T. Fish endorsed the envelope on thy cutside as
paid, and laid it in a conspicuous place on his table.
Banthorpe retired, feeling very uneasy about his shilling,
and Bulstrode came in with Trevor. They grinned at the
noticoe.
“Going in " asked Fish affably. .
“No,” said Bulstrode. ** We're going out.’
And they retired, _ . .
Bolsover minor of the Third came in |‘nresﬂnﬂf, with
Nugent minor of the Second, and Sammy Bunter and Gatty.
The fags laughed most disrespectfully as they read the
notice, and Fish glared at them. But as a cute business
man, he controlled his wrath, and spoke to them with great
politeness.
“I've got room for n fcw more entrants,’’ he remarked.
‘“ Are you coming in?"
“No fear!”
“ Ha, ha, ha!” _ .
“ Bunthorpe’s in,” said Fisher T, Fish. ‘‘Here's his
answer. I've got the rest stacked away in a drawer.
Wess—
e You guess wrong if you guess we're handing out any
cash,” said Nugent minor. ** We only came in here to have
a ]l.i.l h.hhuthw?'m not going to pay for it.”
R !" ﬂ, a 0 .
And the fags laughed heartily, free of charge, and retfired.
Fisher T. Fish began to look a little blue. Like the spider
we read of in infancy, he had arranged for the flies to walk
into his parlour; but unfortunately, after walking in, they
walked out again. 3
Banthorpe of the Remove had entered the competition,
and his entrance remained the unique specimen.
Thore was nobody else.
Fisher T. Fish had forfeited whatever confidence the other
fellows might ever have felt in him. They weren't gm.n? to
rt with any money ; that was the long and the short of it.
?:wn.n in vain that Fisher T. Fish expended his eloquence on
the subject. ;
“We don't trust you, Fishy,” said Fry of the Fourth, with
cheerful bluntness, when he came in with Dabney to read the
natice, and Fish endeavoured to make him understand what
a chance of a lifetime it was. *‘That puzzle is as ensy as
anything, but it's a ecatch."
“Nope! Tt's plain sailing this time,” said Fish.
“If it's not a catch, it's as easy as winking.”
““Oh, rather,” gaid Dabney. .
““ All the more reason why you should go in and win,"”
urged Fish.
“Ha, ha, ha!
right.”
“ Prize goes to the first opened,” eaid Fish.
“ Then it's simply a giddy gamble.”
“1 guess there’s an r:qun;F chance for everybody to be
first opened,” urged Fisher T. Fish.
“ Not much chance of gelting the gﬂ-lﬂ though.”

“It's a good thing, you know.”

If it's so casy, all the guesses would Le

" Yep! If you're first opened, and you're right, you rope
in two quid, cash Erixe.”

Y %ﬂ we get it, though ™

(R El-l :'IJ

“Samoe as the other prize-winner's got their quid ! asked
Fry, grinning,

““Ahem! You see—"'

Fry and Dabney burst into & roar of laughter,
“This 18 erte—-{;uite different,” urged Fish.

““This 1is
gueranteed by the company. All

the shareholders are

“THE MAGNET!”
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linble; the two quid is raised by them. You've rot it on
the word of Wharton and the rest.” '

“I've no doubt you'll trick them inte finding the two
quid,”” agreed Fry, 1 dare BEY tocy ve ratsed thal ;llr-.-:;-!}'
and you've got charge of it,"

" Lorroct,”

“But I'm 1I:t:n]:;.' certamn that you won't hand it ever to any
prize-winner,"

™ 1':'rj:- ; that's understond."

"1t may bo understood, but it won't be dono.
you think, Dal*"

1 know Fishy!" said Dabney, chuelding. " He won't
imrt with any money. If anv fellow wins the prize, he'll
lave a new proposition to mako—offer to take him into the
company, or something, He won't pay!"

—on! I guess—"

" What's the good of kepping that up, Fishy 1" demanded
Fry. “We know vou won't [ray, and you know vou won't
pay, and all the blessed school knows vou won't pav. What's
the good of telling us whoppers "

And Fry and Dabney departad.

Fisher T. Fish rose with a sigh and put away the salitary
envelope belonging to Banthorpe into his drawer. It looked
as 1f the competition was going to he a frost, with a venge.
ance. But if the sharcholders got “* left.," Fisher T Fish d:d
not mean to get left; he was thinking that out glready.

T —

What do

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
A Shareholder’'s Meeting,
l‘W ELL, how's the competition going on?" Bob Cherry

asked the Remove company-promoter, after morn.
ing lessons on Wednesdav,

Fisher T. Fish made a grimmace. The sharp.
holders wore gathering round him in the passage, and they
all wanted information.

" Is it catching on?" asked Balsover major.
Fisher T. Fish shook his head.

I oguess it seems to be a frost,' he replied.

“ How many have enterced *"

| e t

“What " rONre [E'ZrEJ- {_-;Jl;_*l':l'}'.

" Unly one, i uess

. ;{il-.-e:u the takiugs are a bob, so far?" askod Nugent.

op |

“ What about the thirty or forty quid you were going to
rope m, for B dividend to the zharehaolders =" demanded
Temple, of the Fourth.

“I've done my beat, 1 giuess; but the fellows scem to be
holding off,” said Fisher T. Fish, * They seem to be afraid
that the prize wouldn't be paid to the winner, somehow."

" Very surprising they should think that, considering vour
record,"” remarked Vernon-Smith, sarcastically,

**Ha, ha, ha!

“ Haven't you told them thev've got the guarantee of tho
conpany ¥ asked Billy Buuter.

“Yep! But they seem to think that T shall keep the
prize myself, by some techiicality or other. It's queer."

" They know you, Fishr, don't they I"" remarked Johnny
Bull.

“Then the whole thing's a rotten failure. lilie all TOour
precious schemes,” said Hobson of the Shell angrily.

Fish shrugged his shoulders.

“1 can't help it. I've done my best.
of confidence on the part of the public,”

“Well, they've been had once.”

I guess I made the competish easy enough,” said Fish.
“It's an old riddle, with an casy answer: bul they fancy
there's a catch in it. There isn’t; but they think there is.
I guess you Britishers are pretty slow. There ought to
inve baen a rush to enter. It's a bob to get a chance for
two quid."

" Wha's the chap who's entered !"" asked Harry Wharton.

~ Young Banthorpe. And he's already asked me for his
bob back."

“Ha, ha, ha!™

It's simply a want
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“You'll jolly well give 1t to him back teo,” said Harr
Wharton. **It's a rotten scheme from beginning to end,
gnd yvou're not going to plunder young Banthorpe. You'll
givo the kid his bob back.”

*1 puess that's all right,” said Fisher T. Fish, easily.
* I've bought hia coupon myself. You see, there's no reason
why a managing director shouldn't enter the competition,
umf it shows confidence in the thing, too. So I've pad
voung Banthorpe a bob for his guess and I teke hiz chance.

hat let's him out.”

And Fisher T, Fish walked away.

The shareholders looked at one another, Some of them
laughed, and some of them frowned. The company was a
miserable failure; but after all, they had lost nothing, 2s
Wharton pointed out, by entering it. 1i nobody entered,
there would be no correet solution, and the two peunds thot
they had contributed for a prize would be returned to them.
They would ke nothing out of pocke!, in eddition to the
original shilling cach they had lost by entering the Lirst Fish
competitian,

** Besides, there may be a big rush later in the day,”
Bolsover remarked,

* Not likely,” said Harry Wharten,

Wharton was right.

There was certninly no rush later in the day; the Dan-
thorpe entry was the only one; and thst, as Iish had
explained to the shareholders, he had bought up.

Uoker, who had again kindly consented to take charge of
the sealed answer, came into the Rag at six o'clock, with
Potter and Greene, with the envelope in his hand. He found
a meeting of the sharcholders there, all eighteen fellows
being present, seated at the long table, with Managing
Director F. T. Fish at the head.

Other fellows had crowded in to see the proceedings—
though they had no personal interest in them this time, 2«
nobady had entered the famous competition. _

“ Gentlemen and fellow-members!” said Fisher T. Fish,

rising. " The answer to the Great Fish Puzzle No. 2 will
HOW F[u': declared.”
Fisher T. Fish laid two sovereigns upon the table—the
prize, raised among the shareholders and placed in his hands
as director. Next to it he laid the envelope contamnng
Banthorpe's solution.

Then }m looked at Coker.

*Will you read out the answer, Coker?” he asked.

" Uertainly,” said Coker. ‘

11e unsealied the hidden answer, and read it ocul.

“TO REACH THE OTHER SIDE !”

There was a chuckle among the assembled juniors. Every-
body had expected a eatch in the riddle set as o problem for
competitors to solve; but the answer was, as Fish had
assured them in vain, quite straightforward. Certainly
anybody might have solved the puzzle. It was a time-
honoured ** chestnut ' to which everyvene knew the answer.

“Thank you, Coker,” said Fisher T. Fish. * Gentlemen, I

am sorry to sa that there was only one entrant to the
competition, and the sam received 1z therefore only ono
<hilling, which, however, is the property of the sharchelders.”

He laid a shilling on the table,

“Didn't vou say you'd bought up Banthorpe's answer?"”
asked Bob Cherry.

“ Yep "

““ Then there are really no answers at all?”

“Yeap! My answer—Banthorpe's answer is now mine, you
see, as | bought it.”" ) _

“What! But vou bought it up as managing director!" ex-
claimed Bolsover.

Fish shook his head.

1 guess not. Managing directors, as managing directors,
cannot take part in a competition they are directing. That's
against the rules. I bought up Banthorpe’s guess as a private
person—entirely in my private capacity. I therefore stand a
chance of winning the prize as an ordinary competitor.”

“My hat!"”

“ (Great Scott !"’ _

The shareholders simply stared at their managaing director.

In that speechless pause Fisher 'I. Fish picked up Ban-
thorpe’s envelope and slit it, and took out the paper inside,
upon which the answer was written. He held it up for the
gsharcholders to see.

“To reach toe other side!”

That was what was writien there, in Banthorpe's writing.
The answer was correct. 1t Banthorpe had not sold his ticket
to Fish he would undoubtedly have been entitled te the prize.
But he had sold it of his own accord—indeed, he had been
glad to get his shilling back on those terms, so had no cause
of complaint. But— ‘

“ You see that the answer is correct, gentlemen?”’ said the
managing dircctor.

“You!" gasped Bob Cherry.

*The prize goesz to the first-apened ecorrect solution.  This
is a correct solution, and it ia first opened—in fact, it is the
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only one, and therefore is bound to take the prize. Haviu
purchased the ticket of Banthorpe in my private capacity,
take tho prize.”

And Fisher T. Fish picked up the two sovercigns, and with
perfect coclness slipped thewm into his trousers pocket.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Toa Cute,
THJ:I shiarcuclders in the Fish Company gazed szt their
managing divector specchilessly.
The sight of Fisher 1. Fich collaring the two golden
sovereigus as his own scemed to have deprived them
of the power of speech for the moment.

There was a breathless buzz from the crowd of jumors sur-
rounding the table, and a laugh. They wondered how the
chareholders would take that exceedingly business-like pro-
ceeding upon the part of Fisher T, Figh,

Tho sharcholders sat quity overcome.

As they glared speechlessly at the cool American, Fisher T.
Fish took out a notebook from his pocket.

* Gentlemen, the matter of the prize-giving being now com-
pleted, we wiil now procecd to settle up the business details
remaining. The fee of the managing director, as agre
uq?lfi hi?' one guinea for each operation of the company.”

“This fee is paid out of the takings, or if there are no
takings, the charge falls, of course, upon the sharcholders.”

i j11

“The takings in this operation are exactly one shilling,
paid by me for Banthorpe's coupon,” said Fish, rmking up
the shilling he had laid upon the table. *' 1 take that i part
payment of my fee as mannging director.”” He slipped the
shilling into his pocket along with the two sovereigns. ** Now,
gentlemen, that Jeaves s sovereign due to me. As there are
cighteen aharuha!dnr!, that is just over & shilling each to be
contributed. Will you kindly settle up?”

They glared at him.

“It's better to get business details of this kind seitled u
befere another operation is started,”” Fisher T. Fish explained.
“That's business. I will work out the exact sum due from
each shareholder while you're getting out your money.”

l-lqlduttml some fgures in his notebook with a stump of
pencil,

8till the shareholders did not speak.

They seemed to be dazed by the procecdings of their
managing director. That Fisher T. Fish should pocket the
prize, and then mako out that they owed him money, simply
took their breath away. But the American junior had evi-
dently proved it all to his own satisfaction. DBusiness was
business,

Fisher T. Fish looked up from his notebook.

“I've worked it out, gentlemen. You will have to sub-
seribe one and a ny and a fraction each. We'll over
the fraction,” added ]!zia.h generously, ' I'll trouble each of
veu chaps for one and a penny.”’

Then the sharcholders rose to their feet, Some of them
were making a movement towards Fisher T. Fish, but
Wharton restrained them.

ik L'Et.I h-l"i-'ﬂ

“* Hold on!"” said the captain of the Remove.
this out before we squash him. It may be a jape—a funny
Yankee jape that we don't understand.’

Fisher T. Fish looked astomshed.

“T guess there's no jape in it,” he exclaimed. * What do
vou mean? I've explained it all fair and square, haven't 17"

v Eﬂ.irf.nd square | hooted Bob Cherry.

i EF “'!

“You've collared the prize, and say we owe you money——""

*So you do !’

" You—you—you

" Bpoofer 1™

** Swindler [

“ Burglar!™ ) :

“Well, of all the silly guys!" exclaimed Fisher T. Fish.
“ Blessed if T can understand vou Britishers at all! You're
too slow for me! I reckoned I'd made it all clear.”

" Hand over our money!"

“Your money? What money?®”’

" Those two quids I"" roared Bolsover major.

“* They've mine; I'\;F wou them,”

Lt

" You swindley—
“We'll take 'em if vou don’t hand "em over, Fishy."”
“You can't spoof us like this.”

“ My only aunt ! said Fisher T. Fish. * You don’t seem
to understand business. T bought up Banthorpe’s ticket, and
therefore, his guess being right and taking the prize, the prize
belongs to me."”

‘* As managing director of the company?”

* Certainly not! In my private capacity as a competitor.”

“THE MAGNET!”
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“And vou tuke the bob paid for the gucss in vour private
capacity, tao?”" demanded Nugent, :

*Wo; I take that in my capacity as managing director as
part of my fee.”

“"Good! You have a private eapacity and an offidial
capacity, and use whichever one ecan bo used to screw any
money out Etf us,”’ said Nugent.

W I_l

*“*Ha, ha, ha !

* Hand over the cash, you spoofer!"

“1 say, you follows, moke him pay us—"'

* Faith, and it's an nwiul thafo vo are, Fishy !"'

“The thief-fulness of the estecmed Fish is terrific !

“Oh, you make me tired!” said Fisher T. Fish angrily.
“You chaps owe me a pound, tho balanee of my fee as
managing director. 1f you'll be kind enough Lo settle up I'll
dizssolve this meeting. It's no good continuing a discussion
with fellows who don't understand the elementary prinpiples
of buginess."

*You won't get anything out of us, you blessed impostor!™
growled Bolsover major.

“If you're hard up I'll wait till Saturday for the money,"
said Fish generously,

“You'll have to wait a bit longer than Saturday,” grinned
Nugent.

*HMa, ha, ha!™

“If you're thinking of swindling me out of my money,
Nugent " began Fish indignantly,

“Swindling you!" gasped Nugent. *“My hat! A [lellow
would have to be pretty keen to do that., Besides, vou
couldu't be sﬁ'irtdlutl[. You haven't got any money, Al
vou've got is ours, nnd we're jr.-l]l‘]: well going to have it back
Im[urp yvou get out of this room !

“ Yes, rather!"

“The ratherfulness is terrific "

““Hand it over, Fish "

Fisher T. Fish strode towards the door. The powerful
grasp of Bolsover major descended upon him, and he was
swung back bodily. The sharcholders gathered round him
with decidedly threatening looks, and the competition-
merchant began to look alarmed.

““I guers——"" he began.

“We've had enocugh guessing,” said Harry Wharton, in-
terrupting him. ** We'll come down to the facts now. This
15 how the matter stands: You got a bob each out of us to
enter a competition, and refused to pay out the prizes. Then
you planted a company scheme on us, and you've worked it
s0 that the money we raised for a prize is taken by you in
ﬁﬂu_r private capacity, and a fee as managing director 15 takon

y you in an official capacity. One way and anothér, vou've
worked it so that you collar all the money in the room, and
make out that we owe you more.”

(1] Eﬂ J"U'Ll dl}- L

I guess—

::Thnl.:.g business, isn't it?" asked Wharton,

“Well, our idea of business iz a bit different. We're not
business-like enough to understand vour methods, but we're
busineas-like enough to know that you're not going to walk
off with our money, so hand it out, or we'll take it."

“Hear, hear!"

“Fork out, Fishy!"

“1 guess—""

“What you owe us you ecan keep, as far as I'm concerned,"
Wharton continued secornfully, “I know we jolly well
shouldn't get any of it out of you, anyway. You may be
honest, Fishy, but if yon are, you've got a kind of honesty
that won't do for Greyfriars. Keep what you owe us, but
hand out those two sovereigns you're trying to steal—"

“ Steal I” yelled Fish indignantly. * What do you mean?”

*“1 mean what I say. Shell out our money !"

“ Look here, T guess—"'

X fhfd it over, or we'll bump you and take it."

“ Bump him, then!"

Fisher T, IFish made a desperate rush for the door, breaking
through the juniors who surrounded him.

He almost reached the door, when they ssized him.

The alarmed competition-merchant made a clutch at the
door, and dragged it open; but at the same moment he was
dragged down. He yelled and struggled, as many hands
c upon him, and he was bumped hard on the Aoor.

Bump! Bum[}!

“"Ow! Yow!"

Chnk! Two sovereigns rolled out of the American junior’s
trousers pocket, and they were immediately pnunp.:-dl upon.
Bob Cherry picked them up.

" Here's the money!” he said.

HFGT‘!:{! him another bump, and tcach him not to swindle us
again !

* Hear, hear!”
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Bump! Bump!

" ¥Yarooh! Help! Yah! Murder! Ow!" roared Fish.

There was a step in the possage, and Wingata strode inlo
the Ragz. The caplain of Greyfriars was looking very angry.

“* What s all this noise nbout?" Le exclaimed,

“Yow!"” ronred Fish, ** Help!”

* Release Fish at once &

“ We're only bumping him,” explained Bob Cherry.

* Yow! Help! Ch!™

Wingate grinned,

Lt him alone at onee!™

" Groo!” gnsped Fisher T. Fish, as he sat up, smothered
with dust, with his jacket hitehed up round his shoulders, the
buttons burst off his waistooat, and his hoir locking like a
E}}w:]_ud mop. “*Groo! Oh! Yowp! Great snakes! Al

!

* Now, what does this mean?"' domanded Wingate. ** What
are you bumping Fish for?"

There was silence. The juniors did not want to tell the
head of the Sixth about the competition. But it came from
Fisher T. Fish in a torrent.

"1 guess they're swindling me,"” he exclaimed, “and I'm
not Fﬁﬂudrmg it—zome! No, sires! They owe me money "

** Rats!" '

Wingate held up his hand ior silence.

" Let's have the rights of this,"" he said quiatly,
it, Fish.” ;
. Fisher T. Fish explained brenthlessly. Other juniors burst
m occasionally with indignant conunents. Wingate listened
qulzeilly.h] ’:Ahen he had heard all, he spoke.

i F 'u }.'Il

" Yes, Wingate," said the Third-Former.

:‘ Eﬂ and fetech a cane out of my study."

'Yes. " ' ]

The fag hurried off. Wingate fixed his oves upon Fisher
T. Fish. There was a very peculiar expression on his facoe.
Fish had risen to his feet, and was dusting down his clothes.
He had a very evident expectation that the csptain of the
an!}mi would take his side, and order justice to be done.
Wingate certainly meant to do justice, but not quite accord-
ing to the ideas of Fisher Tarleton Fish.

" S0 it comes to this,” said Wingate. * You have been
getting up money competitions, though vou knew that
anything of the =ort would not br allowed by the Head. You
have taken all the money that has been concerned in the
matter, under one pretencs or another, and vou refuse to
?n lj’ your own obligations, and you work it out that the other
ellows owe you money, in addition to what you have welshed
them out of. I acquit’ you of intending to swindle, because 1
think you are too stupid to understand what is swindling,
and what isn't."

:: Oh 1" gasped Fish.

But the money you have taken will be returned to the
OWners—-—

* We've got it, now,"” grinned Bob Choerry.

“ Very good. Has Fish any other money E:!nng'mg to any-
body here!™ '

L1 qu;u-.ll' H

" Very well. All the boys who took part in the competiti
will write out a hundred lines of "m'l"irglilj..lL i v

Oh!" said the competitors, looking rather blue.
ﬂ‘iﬂfﬂm r:: t}r;l“m?‘d tﬁ TuTbl'-::u, W}ﬁﬁ haddmma hllﬁk* and took the
r ) and. ¢n he made a stride forward an
gripped Fisher T. Fish by the collar. paapd
As for you, Fish, you want a licking, and as I'm on the
spot, I H we 1t to you.”! Whack! Whack! And a yell from
ish. ou must learn the difference between honesty and
dishonesty.” Whack! Whaok! “ You must learn to leave
other people's money alone.” Whack. * You must turn
over & new leaf!" Whack! Whack! *“There! I think
that will do! Now just think over what I've told you, and
ﬂm-:tb tljl.‘-lﬂ"!ﬂ business agnin, or you will get a worse licking
ext time,
ﬂ;nd Wingate walked out of the Rag.
Ow " gasped Fisher T. Fish. *“* Groo! Oh! Yah! Yap!"

The juniors roared. They did not mind their own lines, in
their satisfaction at this complete downfall of the business
man 'S?f t.lrlm IRumu?e. ;

“Yow! Buess this is just British jealousv of Ameri
smartness, and nothing else!” gmanﬁ Fisher T, E%?:ﬂ

And the juniors streamed out of the Rag, leaving Fisher
T. Fish to bewail the failure of his schemes, and the anguish
IF ;]rn.a I;:'uﬂ'?:n:}xlg. a{:tthng same t}ilma.ﬁlt was some time before

imher L. Fish quite forgot the effe iti
Chase ot Grationt g0 wis of the Competition

‘“* Explain

THE ESD.
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OUR THRILLING NEW SERIAL STORY.

START THIS WEEK!

CE ROUND THE

THE STORY:OF:THE
GREAT MAN-HUNT

> SIDNEY

Ferrers Lord, millionaire, and owner
of the Lord of the Deep.

Prince Ching=Lung, adveniurer, coajurcr and
Yentriloguist.

Nathan Gore, jewel collector
and multi-milllonaire.
Ferrers Lord's terribie rival

THE FIRST CHAPTERS.

‘““BY FOUL MEANS OR FAIR, I'LL WIN."

Nathan Gore, millionaire and jewel-collector, clenched his hands furionsly and raved lLie @ madman on the deck ol the liner Eufaunﬂuﬁ
He had started specially from America in order to be present at the sale-room in London where the costly diamond, ** The World's Wonder,

was to be put up for auction.

Wonder * privaiely. No bidders. Price unknown.”” * 11

“‘ & telegram for Mr. Gore,’’ & voice rang out through the darkness. The American was told the messsge, and, a8
he listened, his face came over deathly pale, and he gave vent to a terrible oath.
'l win yel,"" shrieked the man.

The message was: '* Ferrers Lord purchased * The World's
““ By foul means or [air, I'll win 1"

“THE WORLD'S WONDER."

In the magunificent drawing-room of Ferrers Lord's house in Park Lans was assembled a varied collection of individuals.
g2 to him sat Ching-Lung, a Chinaman, buaily engaged in making paper butterflies,
jping tea, and Rupert Thurston yawned in & chair,

was the celebrated millionaire himself, and clo
the great engineer, was si
asked the Intter. The millionaire smiled.

The prizeless gem passed from hand to hand.
every lacet.

“‘ Money and fair words, Rupert,"' he repliad.

First of nll there
Hsl Honoar,
“ How much you pay for that great diamond P presently
‘‘ By the way, yon have not seen it yet P "

A thousand fires burned in its erystal heart ; a thousand colours, ever changing, leaped from
““1 guess it would have been more money and lesa iair words if old Gors had turned up,'’ remarked Ching-Long sagely.

“1LL TAEE THE CHALLENGE ! ™

The millionaire’s bouse was wrapped in silence.
ery broke from bLim. A man lay Iace downwards onm the Hoor.
** Ching—the diamond ! ' came in a hearse voice,
8 message had been left behind :
worst. defy you. The stone is mine,— Nathan Gore.’’
hunt him down and wio back my diamond.

A faint light shone from the drawing-room.
There was & ghastly erimson stain on his collar. :
Ching opened the drawer which Lord indicated, but there was no diamond there. Bul
““ To Ferrera Lord,—Knowing that you would not sell * The World’s Wonder,” I have taken it,
The millionaire rose to his feet.
He berins the chase alfier the diamond thief, and rushes acrozs Germany

Ching-Lung pushed open the door, ithen &
The man was Ferrers Lord.

Do your
‘T take the challenges, Ching,'’ he said. “ 1IN
into Rossia in a #

train, taking with him & number of the crew of the Lord of the Deep, which ve:sel has been destroyed by Nathan Gore.
They are not able to overtake Gore, however, and when they reach the estale of Prince Miguel Ollenorfl, the prince inyites them to stay at the

mansion. Ferrers Lord, thinking that Nathan Gore is in hidin
are surprised by having the tops of their floats shot off. Prout

there, accepls.
nds the oflender, Ching-Lung, and after tipping him in the water, fastens him

Thomas Proat & Co. go fishing on the ¢ in the grounds, and

by bis pigtail so that he cannot eseape. Then he goes to Yetch his friends, to show them his capture.
(Now go on with the story.)

The Tables Turned.

Maddock had his fish in the boat. Prout produced the
banknote

“*Ere, Ben, 'old that ! he sadd. ""If T ain't got n queer
fish by the tail in a rat-trap, you pass that over., You wet
them sticks and come arter us. That's all we arsls "

“I am't takin’ much on," said Maddock ; ** but 1 reckon
Tom don't stake on nothin® !

“Is ut a bet? Joe, is ut a bet?”

“1t ain't, Irish," answered the carpenter.
Tom P.”

“Thin open yer earg, me bonnie ons,"”
“and Oi'll & tale unfeld.”

Barry related tha story of the strange capture. Jee and
Maddeck were forced to he down and kick. Thoy wound up
their lines and {ollowed the boat. Asg they rounded the rushes
Barry raised his vaoice,

“Gintlemen,” he said, * bein' the leader and gude of this
happy par-rty, ut 15 my duty to ray a lew wur-rds. Cud yez
imagine, avin in dhrames, a more deloightful sinsation than
thus to float gintly over the placid buzzum of this luvly lake?
Cud yez, now 7

Taeg Maexxr Linrany.—No, 237.

A Grand, Long, Complete School Tale

of Harry Wharton & Co. next Tussday :

“1 knoow

laughed Barry,

“THE FORM-MASTER'S SECRET!™

“Wa eouldn’t,”” came the chorus, N}

“* And, oh, me frinds,” went on Barry, " me wan aun 1s
to plant a luv of natcher in yer breastss h want yez to
think, to examine for i1ersilves. O1 want yor to take an
interest in foindin’® out whoy the tadpole wags his tail, and
whoy hairy caterpillars 18 borrn wid whiskers, We know
that a hairy caterpillar is hairy—but whoy

** Beeanse he's got whiskers,”” suggested Maddock.

“That 15 the raal answer,” sa1l Barry. “Tuke this
proize !

He handed Benjamin a broken clay-pipe.

“ How sweet and still it 15" said Joe.

Y Ow wet the water seems !’ added Prout.

“'Ow cloudy the sky would be if it was rainin’,” Maddock
remarked thoughtfully, ** Oh, 1 love Nature!”

""Me likes cangles better,” said Gan-Waga,

Barry l"*"I]t hold of "q,.'ﬁ']li;'-el.;-_“'ry 1“"1'”_‘-‘. and Joo mountad
guard over his boaltman. They glided through the rushes
and saw Chung-Lung. With {aces as solemn as Duteh clocks
they pulled on,

“01 cud dowe happy loike this,” said Barrv, with a sob
“The beauty of ut all mnkes me want to croy me bear-r

Please order your copy of "' The Magnet "
Library In advance.
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out, Ut reminds me of the swate and touchin' loins in the

* Ancient Mariner "

“* Wather, wather, iv'rywhere,
But not a bit of soap.’

“¥is, Oi cud sail on for iver loike this. Swate, swate
home of me choildhood, ut remoinds me of thee! You ses,
We lived near the canal in thim days, and Oi luvved to watch
the drowned dogs and pusses floating down on the summr
avenin's. Oi must break down. Oh, Tom, Tom, lit me Croy
on yer manly buzzum !

* Bartinly—sartinly | Wait till T get my macintosh on !"

Barry sobbed hitl:ﬁrlﬂ}ln They pulled within a foot of
Ching-Lung, but pretended not to sec him. There were grins
on the bearded faces of the Russians. It had slow ly dawned
upon them that it was a joke.

ﬁE'I:‘I‘Il murder you for this!" yelled the prince, shaking his

.. Good gracious !” said Joe. * Look here !
.:A Chinaman, by hokey !” said Prout.

Iimlind,l 0 ubt i8!" said Barry. “ Come away! Ha's
washin', d'ye see, and troth, yez can’t insult a Chinee more
than disthurb him whin he's washin’ ! They only duz it
wance ivery foive year. Come away, and don’t luk at him 1"

They pulled round again.

*“ Come and let me go, Barry, you rogue !"* shouted Ching-
Lunﬁ.D .
“Row fert;,-er loives!"” said Barry. “ There's murther in

his evil h{:;i:& .
ts vanished behind the ree and Ching-Lun
raved. They could control their mir?’l%nn longer. v The;
gl‘:i?kd and screamed until the tenrs poured down their
5.

* Let’s got where he can see us,” sugges . " an
start fishing again.' R 4 then

;'hL;ﬁ::? have a swim. \T;h;r not 1"

1@ day was warm, the water tempting, and thevy im-
m?flmter adopted Prout's idea. One and aﬁi began t:} strip.

Look here,” said Maddock, “I reckon we don't want
our togs mixed up with fish. Let's clear the fish into one
b;cmt and put our duds in the other. Then we'll have a race.
I'll swim anybody of yer, barrin’ Gan, round the island and
back for a pound o' ‘baccy. Barry can have five minutes'
start, and Gan can start us. Are you game?"

All agreed. As swimmers, Joe, Prout, and Maddock were
well matched, and Barry would not be far away with such
a start. Of course, it was impossible to race against Gan-
Waga, for Gan was a human seal, an amphibious animal,
quite as much at home in the water as on land.

Ermn took Prout’s watch. He had learned to tell the time.

Yo' can goeses no’, Barry!" he gurgled. “ Me hopes

¥ win !I‘I

?p!uh ! Barry took a header and went off at a fine pace.

' By hokey, he'll be able to talk to us yet!"” said Prout,
a3 he watched the naked arm rise and fall. “That's o nout
stroke, and it takes him along.”

. “P.ltf he don't swing better wi' his legs,” said Joe.

He's a good 'un for a beginner, is Irish. EE?IIE up, there,
and get ready. No pacin’, mind, Gan, Don't you leave us
all be'ind and pace Barry! He's got a good start!”

““Me not do dat,” grinned the Eskimo. * Him close on
times. One—two—tree!"

They went overboard in a bunch. Prout took the lead at
once, churning himself along with a swift sidestroke, and
showing a right arm whose mighty thews and sinews would
have shamed a Hercules. Then Gan slipped into the water,
and dived a good ninety feet before coming to the surface.
An open knife flashed between his teeth. Another mag-
nificent dive drove the human otter through the reeds. And
then Ching-Lung saw a grinning head emerge.

“Yo' wet, Chingy?' inquired Gan.

“Gan, I'll slay you—I'll murder you!"

. " You hol' on a bits,”’ said Gan. *“*Dey gots deir closes
m de boats, and—ho! ho! ho! hol—dere such a beds of
nettleses! Yo' nots be cross wid Gan, mine Chingy "

“Cut this confounded line, lard!”

““Me do it, Chingy."

Freed from his anchorage, Ching-Lung swooped down on
Gan, cager for revenge. He might have just as well tried
to catch an eel,

" De nettleses!” grinned the Eskimo. *Don't be angry,
Chingy."

“All right; scuttle!"”

They swam to the boats.

** Pull home!" roared Ching-Lung in Russian. *“ Get out
of this, you two!l If you come back I'll have you both
knouted ! , .

They knew that Ching-Lung was their master's guest, and
the two Russians, terriied by the threat, paddT-:d away
hastily in the boat that contained the fish.

E MacnET LiBrAaRY.—No. 237,
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“Now row!" said Ching-Lung.

The faithless Gan obeyed. Prout saw them aund yellad.
On the bank was an enormous thicket of stinging-nettles.

““CGeot dressed, Gan."

Gan huddled on his clothes. Ching-Lung hurled garment
after garment far into the nettles. the men were making
for the shore.

* Pull, Gan—pull "

Ching-Lung kissed his hand to them as the boat swept
away, The shivering men gained the bank.

*What's he done?” asked Joe.

“Chucked our clothes in there !I'" sighed Prout. * We can'$
get 'em out wi'out bein’ stung to death."

They looked at each other wildly, and then sat down and
groaned.

“Ut's me dith of cowld Oi'm takin'!"”
“Somowen throy to git out the duds!”

“Try yourself!” snapped Prout.

“Av O1 had an iliphant's hoide loike yours—""

" Shut up! It's your fault!" .

Joe set his teeth. Twisting a lot of grass round his calves,
and beating down the nettles with a stick, he took one step
very gingerly. He bounded back, yelling and rubbing his
legs. Those nettles could sting like wasps,

sighed Barry.

The Funniest Adventure of all up to the present, dealing

mainly with Four Gentlemen, a Lady, and an Umbrella,

Ching-Lung leapt afhore. Though he did not look, he was
certain Gun-Waga was grinning. The prince hesitated for
a moment. He was very wet and cold, and it was a lon
way to the castle. He wanted to sce what happened to his
late tormenters now that the tables were turned. All the
same, he would have liked dry clothes. They would help
him to enjoy the fun better.

He had seen a hut, he remembered. Perhaps he could find
dr?' clothes there.

*Scoot along, Ganus!" he said.

“¥Yo' not snappy wid me now, Chingy?

" Not a scrap, ciltank,"” grinned Ching-Lung. “ You re-
pented, so I forgive you. ow you only repented because
you wanted to escape a jolly good licking, but the pardon is
granted. Don’t fret! 1 mean to rub it into those others
pretty thick! What ho! Who hung that trap on my Leauti-
ful pagtail ¥

" Ho, ho, ho!" laughed the Eskimo.
Prout. I nebber see not’in' not so morer funnier!
me knuckle—"

“ Chuckle "

*“No, Chingy; it muke me put knuckles in bofe eyes to
wipﬂi de laugh-tears out; and I tickles all ober wid joyous-
ness,

“¥You liked to see me in o fix, you unnatural, heartless

“Dat ole Toma
It mnke

monster " said the prince. *Bhame upon veur head, base
hypoerite! Avaunt, traitorous rogue! To heel, I say, thou
fat and oily turncoat! I disown you! I fling you off!
Begone I

“Be blowed!” said Gan-Waga. “I comin' wid my
Chingy !"

“You'd better, margarine. I tell you to cling tight to
me. They'll flay you alive, cut you into strips, and make
bootlaces of your yellow hide! Gan, you are double-faced.”

“What him? I only gotted one face.”

“Good job for you!" chuckled the prince. * Prout would
punch them both if you had! Stendy on! Here's the
wdentical palace I was steering for.”

It was a little hut, built of rough logs and thatched with
bracken.

“ What-ho! What-ho, within there!"” eried Ching-Lung.
No one appeared except a mangy-looking fowl, thoug
smoke was rising from the only chimney., Clung-Lung called

again, with the same result.

“ Gadzooks, and by my halibut,” said Ching-Lung, * this
is but a sorry welcome| Methinks the valinnt knight and
lady fayre who dwell in this noble castle have wended forth
into the city to purchase a penny saveloy! What deemest
thou, my fat squire?”

“Me tunks dey gone drive in deir motty-cars, Chingy.”

“ But what advisest thou? Weary and damp am 1. Shall
we cross the enchanted portul and dare the dangers unknown?
Hust thou the ferce, indomitable strength of purpose, the
grim courage, the resolute—""'

“ Not know if gotted all dem,” murq‘mrml Gan, feeling
his jaw tenderly; * but I gotted a gumboil comin’.”

U;liug&ung sniggered, and, opening the ru:ketly; door,
thrust in his head. The room was very clean. The tiled
floor and white deal table had been scrubbed until they shone
again ; the cooking utensils on the walls were brightly scoured
and a fire burned cheerfully in a brick stove. i

“ Barrin' the dear ould pig and the swate fowis roosthin'
abuv, and the onpleasant smill of soap,” said Ching-Lung,

Ey MARTIN CLIFFORD, in this Thuraday's
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anitating Barry O'RRooney’s voice splendidly, “ Oi cud shut
e oles and l?ﬂll-[‘}" Oi was at home agen in DBallvbunion
(‘actle, the dear ould home of me happy choildhood. The
tearrs bloind me at the soight. Oh, musha, mushs! Sorra
the day Oi iver left that home! Begad, and Oi moight be
theve this blissid moment av the gun hadn’t missed foire
whin Oi shot at the landlord! Bad luck to the man that
wowld nie thim cartridges !’

Gan gigﬁglﬂd with pleasure. _

“ Dat ole Barry hisself,”” he said.
Lhingy 1 i

“It doesn't find me dry togs,'' answered the prince.
“1'mn going to explore a wee bit, Here's a chest! OGh, pip!
Oh, joy! Here are duds! Behold, my son!"

Ching-Lung held up a long and wide blue shirt and a coarse
shawl.

“ Dem ain't nots trousis, Chingy 1™’

“What care T? More joy still! Here's a sun-bonnet.
E-i:tknul vour sticker and chip some dust off one of those

ricks,"

“What yo' wants dat fo'?"”

“ You'll see. I'll hang my own togs up to dry. Get your
great hoof ageinst the door, my Waga, while I perform my
totlet, Pound that brickdust fine. 1 don't want it 1n chunks
big enough to shy at people. And here's a towel. By hokey,
es Prout calls it, T'll reward these folks with minted gold !

Ching-Lung undressed while Le chatted, and rubbed himself
down with a towel. Then half his naked body vanished imto
the choest,

“Got 'em, Gan!"

“(3ots what, hunkf" :

“* Stockings, nice boy. I'm about fixed now. Ain't they
nobby, with their red and white stripes—just Like fat sticks
of toffee! There are some blue goggles in my blouse. Iork
‘e out "

In o few minates Ching-Lung was dressed. He wore the
skirt rather high in order to show off the taking pattern of
the stockings. The pewdered brickdust was a fair apology
for rouge. He bundled his pigtail under the sun-bonnet,
donned the blue glasses, seized a big book and a battered
green umbrella, and was changed, as if by magic, into a
eree and learned-looking female of doubitful age.

* Oh, yo' saucy-waucy little kipper!” said Gan. * Oh, yo
tickley little coughdropses ! L _

* Go away, you naughty, bold bad man!” simpered L‘Iunf—
Lu? . *1 should scream if you wanted to kiss me! T should
readly M

“Me would be sick,” grinned Gan; *very bad "nough
awlul sick ! ‘

“Charlie can't chase me!” said Ching-Lung, darting out
of the hut. * Look here, my honey boy,” he said, as they
hurried down a glude, ** I'm going to have my fun now.
den't think they've fished out thewr clothes yet. Keep right
out of sight, Gan, or gﬂu'it spoil it. You can stalk—eh?"

" Not ﬁnl{:knuw cabbage-stalk. What him, hunk, Chingy!”

* Creep close up without being seen,” _ .

“ 1 catch de seals and walrus and musk-oxes, Chingy,”" said
Gen-Waga proudly. *' I come ober der snow, where dere no
hide-places. Me stalks butterful 'nough.”

“Then stalk close after me, my fat pet; and remember,
if _'-,"{".il.il.ll give the game away 1'll stop your candles for a whole
month."”

‘““Me not forget, Chingy."” _

“ What-ho, what-hoo !” chuckled his Highness,
we'll see what we shall see, see? Do you see!”

“1 see-saw, Chingy."

The fair lady tripped along the woodland path, and Gan,
who had stalked the erafty musk-ox so often, wriggled into
the underwood and followed unseen.

Yo' doeses it grands,

“You see

Four wild-eyed men glared horridly at the great bed of
eruel nettles, Three of them wildly tore their hair, and one,
having no hair to tear, plucked at his whiskers.

It was cool under the shade of the trees, but their rage
kept them warm for a time. They tore down branches, and
tried to fork out the clothes. All the branches were too
short. They tied them together with dry grass. They either
broke or came undone. Then they called each other unkind
15 MR,

"“0i kave an oidea,” eaid Barry, whose teeth were chatter-
ing. ‘*0i t-think w-we m-moight——"

“ What 1"’ roared Prout. "i?un't take all day !

“0i—01 wes thinkin'—Oi'm no hand at ut mesal{—that
av we made some stilts wid branches——"'

The three faces brightened a little. The plan might work.
The stilt-walker would be out of reach of the deadly nettles
if the stilts were built high enough. He could spring down,
fling out the clothes, and return.

The difficulty was to find somebody who had walked onm
st1l1s.

“*It's a thing I never knowed nowt about,” said Prout.
*Of course I've seed circus chaps on 'em.”’

“They're puzzles to me,” growled Maddock
rechkon they re easy to larn.™
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Joe remembered having a pair in his youth, and bravely
volunteered to do his best.  They soon found a pair of
suitable poles, and twisted a few grass ropes.

With these, crosspieces werc attached to the poles. Then,
having arranged themselves 1o petticoats of bracken, which
made them look like four white cannibals, they prepared for
business. -

Joe looked rather pale when it came to the pont,

“1 must practise a bit fust,” he said doubtfully.

“ Howld up the other sthick, thin, Tom,” said Barry.
“0O1 know Joe can do ut. Didn't O always t1ll yez on the
quoiet what a foine bhoy Oi thought him "'

“Yes,” answered Maddock; ** I've heard you call 'im a
bladder-'eaded hideot !

01 meant that for luv.
talkin’.”

“Oh, 18 17" murmured Prout. *‘* By hokey, you have
rummy ways of showin' affection, that's straight. Now,
Joey, jump up!”

“Yeyves,' said Joe. " Of—of course!”

He got his bare feet on the crocspieces, and frantically
gripped the poles.

*“Let go ! said Barry.
N-not for a bit, IIHl-e-:a.:-:e i

-

Ut's only a way O1 have of

“Oh, d-don't!

“Come on; put "em down, Joey

“I1've g-got to pick 'em up f[-first,” stammered the
carpenter. ' H-hold me up !”

His heart dropped into his boots—into his feet, rather, for
he had no boots—as he looked drearily at the nettles.

Prout and Barry relaxed their grasp. and the stilt.-walker
wobbled about in a weird kind of fashion, amazed that he
did not fall.

“ Bedad, he's a real daisy ! cried Darry. “* 00 belave he
¢'u'd walk to Ballybunion widout wan tumble. Brave, Joe,
me swate, swate bguy ' We'll have the togs in two shakes !

""He's a treat )" said Prout,

“A knockout " said Maddeack.

Jog did not fecl himself either a treat or a kXnockout

ero was a wistful, faraway expression on his face,

A eyclist coasting down a steep hill without a braks might
have looked somewhat the same on seeing a brick wall at
the bottom. He took a few shaky steps forward.

“Fomne! Glorious!"” said Barry, clapping his hands
“Kape ut up, bhoy—kape ut up "

* I—1 think I-I'm g-g-gettin' on!" sighed Joe.

“By hl:!!m;r, we don't want you to get ofi — Why, what's
the matter?’

Joe's mouth had opened, and he uttered one groan of
horror. He did not walk backwards, but ran. Then, with a
wild shriek, he vanished over the bank, and a dull splash
informed the others that the lake was still there. Prout turned
his head, and his bald pate became purple.

** Hokey !” he screamed, and dived into a clump of rushes

Then Maddock had a look. He went up a tree like o
terrified monkey, and hid himself among the foliage.

*Will, Oi'm blissed !"" gasped Barry. * They've all gone
balmy ! What ia ut, at all, at all?"

His blood went chill. A female was sauntering down the
glade, An open umbrella shiclded her head from the sun,
and she held an open book. Barry was behind a bunch of
thistles in the twinkling of an eye. The lady was reading
poetry aloud mm a high falsetto voice, strangely similar to
the sound made by a file when rubbed briskly against a
saucepan,

** Horror of horrors!” sobbed Barry. * S8he’s ecomin’!"”

She lowered the book, and looked eiraight ahend through
a pair of blue spectacles. There was open ground all round
Barry. He could retrcat no further, The lady advanced
and sat down on a green stump only six feet away trom him.

Barry longed for the earth to open and swallow him for

good and all.
“Ah!” she murmured softly, ‘‘how beautiful—how
beautiful ! Even dear England, my home, can show nothin

more lovely than this, Where is that beautiful poem o
Chatterton’s?"

Bhe turned over a few pages, and read :

*Bee, the white moon shines on high.
Whiter is my lover's shroud,
Whiter than the morning sky,
Whiter than the.evening cﬂmd.
My love is dead,
Gone to his deathbed
All under the willow-tree.”

Barry would have given much to have been in possession of
that shroud for five minutes. From the tree poor Maddock
shook his fist madly.

Joe, dripping and cold, =at under the bank; and Prout
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clenched his teeth and groancd—not loud, but very deep
indeed.
“Oh, go away—go away, vez haythin " whispered Barry.
“For pithy's sake git thee gone!™
But the lady seemed in no hurry.
pages once more, and began to read:

“ Break, break, break
On the cold, grey stones, O sea!
And I would that mny tongue could utter
The thoughts that arise in me."

Shea turned over the

“Bedad,” thought Barry, ' nv moy tongue c'u'd utter the
wur-rds that aroise in me this blessed moment, sure the air
w'u'd tur-rn blue. Go away—go away! Oi shall fraze into
an oicycle! For the sake of marcy, go away, vez ugly ould
haythin |"

& the lady did not hear, she took no heed. She closed
the umbrella and brandished it.

* Mercy, she's goin’ to recoite!” thought Barry. * Oh,
kape yer distance, do!”
The lady appeared to be zomowhat stage-struck. The

ﬁﬂf}ﬂﬂhfﬂ}:‘rﬂl to rang out, and she brandished the umbrella like
n club.

¥ Come out, thou eaitiff—come and face Alonzo!
By the nine gods of Rome, he fears thee not 1™

“Don’t Oi wish Oi dare!” sobbed Barry. “Of w'u'dn’t be
here long av Oi dare come out. Go away!”

“ Villain, arch-coward, Iurlu'ug ral !
Thou hidest from me there !

“ Murther! She's spotted me!" groaned the Irishman.

“Thou wilt not face me?”" went on the lady. *“Then, I
tell thee plain, a dog's death shalt thou die! Have at thee,
eur-r-r 1"

Barry gave himself up for lost. She made a savage lunge
at the nettles, and loft the umbrella sticking in the ground.

Barry could bear it no lenger. A fly was biting him. She
turned her back for a scecond, and Barry opened the umbrella
and leoked over it,

" Madame,” he whined, “ [or the luv of mercy——""

The lady jumped, caught sight of the face, and sereamed.

“Whisht !"" said hnrr:,r. “Daon't be frichiened, madameo.™

" Who—who is it? Is—is it my Juliusf”

“No; ut's only me—a poor jintleman in misfortune, Oi
wish to Jupiter ut was Joolius!"" he added.

“He has a sweet voice,” said the lndy. * Ah, poor Julins
has '];mab such accents as them. Ah me!"

The tender tones gave Barry courage.

“ Madame, go away, Oi pray, Oi beg!
besoech yez!™

E{_: ti:;ﬂud crawled round the thistles, using the umbrella as
a 1edal.

“ Why should I retire, sir?"” asked the lady tartly. “ As
governess to the daughter of his Highness, T Lhave a right to
walk in this forest. Bir, you are impudent! Restore to me
my _Enrﬂpluie A

*Your—er—what, madame 1

“My parasol—my umbrells. You are evidently a low

erson, or you would have understood the French term.

ive it to me, fellow! I require it at once!”

“0i can't!" groaned Barry. “For the luy of merey,
madame, rotire. Yez have a swate and beaufiful face—the
swatest Oi ever set oies on. Oi know there’s o soft and

tle hear-rt batin® in yer brist this minute. Av yez can
sal for the sorrers of the mis'rable writch afore yez, lave
me—oh, lave me to doie !"

“Are you really dying, poor fellow " .

" Lotein’ at the dure of death,” said Barry, * and longin’
to expoire alone and unbefriended ! _

“Then lei me feel vour pulse,” said the lady briskly.
“I buve studied medicine.”

* Nivver I"" shrieked Barry, in tones that made the female
jump and scream—*' niver, Oi say ! Lave me, in the name of
marcy. Floy, hnq;nne, lave me! Oi want to doie. Yez cud
not save me. Orm stabbed in noinety places through the
hearrt, riddled with cannon-bells, and run over foive times
by a forrty-ton sthame-roller! Lit me doie in pace. Loife
has no longer any charrms. Ut is the cowld soilence of the
grave O1 poine for now. Floy from me, Oi beg, in marey’s
name !"'

** Bir, give me my umbrella at once.”

**Give her her confounded gamp, you ass!”" roared a
voice from the tree.

“Yes, give it her—give it her, you great chump !” howled
two other angry voices. ,

“How can 017" wailed Barry—*“how can Oi, whin OQi've

Tae MacxeET LiBrRARY.—No. 237.

rand, Long IQTI- Bohool Tale
:tilllnﬂ'hlrhnl . next Tussday :

Lave mae, Oi

nothin' on barrin' a hay petticoat? Qi wish 1 cud. Go
away, vez ould froight!”

“Go away!" screamed the voices.

“ Gracious,” said the lady, "' is this an ambush ?
I—I shall faint !

“O1 wish yez wud !" said Barry [ervently,
up. Sure, ut was nnlr the echo.”

“None of yer lies!" bellowed Prout. “ Don't you got
callin’ me no ccho. Give the old woman her gamp and let
her go. There's a wops smellin' me.  He'll sting me in a
mimite,."" -

The lady was bending forward, her hands clasped in cestasy ,
ns she listened to the ?mnrse tones of Prout. She attered o
little seream of rapture.

‘At last At last!" she cried. * He has ¢ome back. He
has not betrayed mo or plaved me false. Them is his lovea
accents.  Oh, bliss! oh, joy! Forty long years have 1
waited for this moment! Oh, Julius, Julius, my love, rny
tlnrlinlg. my sweet, sweet pet! Fly to these fond arms!
Nay, let me fly to thine! Dearest, I come, 1 come!”

**And I go!"” shricked Prout. * By hokey, I'm gone!"

Prout dived into tlte lake as the love-lorn beauty rushed
towards his ambush. Maddock took adventage of the
moment 1o scramble down and scek the same refuge. Barry
wig not quick enough. He was crawling away under the
umbrella ke a huge snail when the Tndy descried her
vanizhing property.

“ Come gnc , thief !

Oh, oh!

““Plaze hurry

Villain, give me my umbrella.”
“ Never!” sobbed Barry., © (gi'll be cut to paces firrst!
Go and foind Julius. He wants to hug yer. 0i—Oi've got o
friepd to mate in the wather here. Good boie!”

Barry limply kissed his hand to the lady, and began to
move backwards towards the lake.

“Thief! rogue! rascal!” shricked the female. * Givo
me that umbrella 1"

" In wan minute,"” said the unhappy Irishman,

“Why don't you give her her gamp,” Lowled voices from
below, “and let the lady

He was nearing the brink.
the lady mrenme5 for help:

“Julius! Julius! Thieves! Help, darling—help !”

Barry paled from toes to ear-tips. There was a crashing
of branches, and a manly voice shouted :

“Coming, my pet—ecoming! I've got my gun!"

*Bhoot them, Julius—shoot them! Shoot them !
them. Shoot at the umbrella !"

“T will darling—TI will! I see the rogue!™

Bang! A lﬂuﬁ roport rang through the forest. The terei-
fied Barry sprang to his feet, holding the umbrella Lahind
him, and his bare legs twinkled aguin as he covered the
distunce to the lake., An instant later the four of them
were diving and swimming for their lives. Gan crept out,
g;inglmg like an ape, flung down the smoking revelver, and,
placing

o e
Seeing her property depariing

Shoot

his arm round the lady’s waist, performmed a polka
with her up and down.

"My son of the north,” said Ching-Lung, wiping away
the tears that trickled from under the blue gngq‘?e.-., X
consider that we made n pile and a bit cxtra that journey.
I believe I am smiling !"

"1 b'lieve I going to bust!" said Gan.
hoo! Oh, Chingy, 1 going to die!"

" Fish out the wardrobe, Ganus, and let us depart in joy.”

Gan plunged into the nettles and brought out the clothoes.
Chl{:gg ung found a blank poesteard and a pencil in Prout's
pocket,

" Me t'ink me do Juliuses a butterful good 'nough treat!™
said Gan with pride.

e [‘{En a briek!”

net :

Pe Hmthﬂu, hoo, hoo!

* Hoo, hoo, hoo,

laughed the prince, who was busy

How dev hook it when I shoots!
De? comin’ backs, Chingy, I see deir hends. When we go?"

" At once, my blubberbiter. When I've put up this."

He forced a cleft stick into the ground, and put up the
posteard like a notice. On it he had written :

“Will the undressed gontleman kindly return umbrella as
promised, to Madame Ching-Lung or Mr. Julius Gan-Waga at
the Castle? Fondest kisses to all " .

Then, smoking one of Gan's cigars, and with Gan's arm
clasped lm-mily round her waist, the charming lady tripped
away throu the sylvan glades. swimmers were
returning. ﬁu.rrj* ut his nose over the edge of the banl,
and camo face to face with the messago.

He said not a word. e simply seized his clothes and
strode into the woods. Prout came next. He did exactly
the samne thing. Joe and Maddock landed together. They
glared at each other savagely.

“ If you speak, Ben," growled Joe, “ I'll murder you "

“'That’s wot I was goin’ to tell you!" snarled Maddock.

They dressed about a hundred yards apart, and made for
the castle by different paths—sad, and sick at heart.

(To be comtinued next week,)
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FOR NEXT WEEK.
“THE FORM-MASTER'S SECRET."

Under this title, Frank Richards has written a story of
ccheol life which will prove a real treat to ell my readers.
The juniors of the Remove Forin at Greyfriars become much
exercised on acount of their Form-master, Mr. Quelch, who
behaves in a manner which 1s, to say the least of 1t, peculiar.
Harrv Wharton & Co., however, resolve to stand by their
Form-master in his trouble, and take vigorous measurcs to
prevent his being persecuted. Vernon-Bmith hives up to his
reputation gs the Bounder of Greyfriars, and actually suc-
ceeds in ferretding out

“ THE FORM-MASTER'S SECRET,”

but is persuaded—by means of tar and feathers—to hold his
tongue ; and the matter is, of course, satisfactorily cleared
up in the ¢nd.

GENERAL APPRECIATION OF OUR FREE
SUPPLEMENT.

T have had an enormous number of letters and postcards
during the last few weeks from readers, expressing their
opinion on the comic supplement which I have been pro-
viding for them lately, and I am, naturally, delighted to tind
that over nincty per cent, of these expressions of opinion arc
favourable to the innovation. In making any chauge what-
ever in a paper of =uch widespread popularity as * The
Magnet " Library, a few voices are bound to be ruised in
dissent—zs 18 only natural, considering how greatly different
people’s tastes vary. And I always welcome any fair
criticism of ** The Magnet *’ Library—even if unfavourable—
and give it consideration. In the present instance, however.
I cannot conceal the satisfaction 1t EI?E'! me to find that the
extra irouble and expenze incurred in presenting thd freo
comic supplement is thorougnly appreciated by the vast
majority of my readers, Some of the minonity of adverso
eritics have complained that comie pictures are childish, and
amusing only to the very young, but personally I do not take
this view at all. My experience is that boys and girls of
every age—and grown-ups, too—are vastly entertained by the
siniple and harmless fun contained in such quaint and funny
pictures, and are, as a general rule, much too sensible to
pretend otherwise. Everyone is entitled to his own view, of
course, but there is no doubt thet my little experiment n};
adding a comic suppiement to the iund little ** Magnet
has been more than justified by the whole-hearted and
genercous appreciation of the great majority of my renders.
Spavce does not allow of my publishing more than a conple of
Emtcnrd apinions, selected at random from my bulky post-

ag- Thiyis what a cheery reader from Brighton says:

“Brighton.

“ Dear Editor,—The first part of *The Magnet' 1 read
this week was the new supplement, and 1 think it is just the
thing, and is a jolly good idea. You can bet I'm looking for-
ward to the mnext number. By the pictures in 'The
Magnet.! it looks as if “The Gem' is just as good.—Yours

~onstantly, “E. B."
Thanks, E. B. Now for an opinion from the Green Isle:
" Treland.

v Dear Editor,—Just a few lines from a very old reader of
both * The Gem ' and ‘The Magnet® Libraries, to tell jou
that I think the idea of an all-school story-book in the case of
‘The Gem' was a grand inmovation, also that the comie
addition to ‘ The Magnet’ rmade that eplendid poper even
better than it is, and that's a big thing to say!

“1 heartily agree with Miss Mully Malone—a country-
woman of my own—about a ‘' Magnet' League for girls.
Could such a thing be done *—Your sincere friend,

“Etuer F.Y
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A Qrand, Long, Complate School Tale
of Harry Wharton & Co. next Tuasday :

write to:
Editor, ** The

Magnot" Lib
—_— 23-9, Bouverie St
o . London, E.C.

“THE FORM-MASTER'S SECRET!”

OUR GRAND NEW
WEEKLY FEATURE
ON PAGE 28 AND
PACES Ill. AND V.
OF THE COVER.
SHOW YOUR FRIENDS
THIS COPY.

Many thanks to vou, nlso, Miss Ethel F. As to whether
such a thing as the formation of a ** Magnet ” League for
irls could be done, 1 nm able to tell you that it s hm?ﬁ
one all over the country at the present time by keen gir
Magnetites, who write to me and say that they are everye
where forming such leagues on their own initiative.

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

R. Wyatt and T. Bird (S8alford).—I am sorry to say tha
the numbers vou ask for are now uncbtainable.

G. A, Lansdowne (Hampstead).—Thanks for your posteard.
The answers to your question are: (1) There should be no
smell whatever: (2) L. Upcott Gill, of Bazaar Buildings,
Drury Lane, London, W.C., will send you a book entitled
“* Fancy Mice " for 1s 8d. post free. _

Will any reader who wishes to join a " Magnet " League
write to Miss Ethel 8., 37, West Street, Bognor, Sussex, for
particulars of “ The Mag.-Gem " League, of which she s
president ?

TRAINING FOR THE AUTUMN SPORTS.

Part 1l.—Long Jump,

An event that finds a place in every sports’ meeting is the
long jump. To become a successful long jumper, a boy must
put in a great deal of work &t first; but when once the art
of jumping has been learned, there is little need to put in
much actual jumping practice. The only training that it is
necessary 1o undergo to keep the body and muscles m a
thoroughly fit condition is an  occasionnl sprinuing or
hurdling half-hour. _

Although most boys can jump, the most satisfacto
results can only be attained by following some systematio
method. To start with, an important step to Jearn is the
correct manner of leaving the * take-off "’ board. This board
is a plank of wood about five feet long by twelve inches wide
by two inches thick, which is sunk inte the ground so that
it is flush with it, and which is situated just before a pit,
called a jumping pit, about one foot deep by four feet In
width. The board is wsually painted white, so that it can
easily be seen, _

The quickest way to learn how to * take-off V" properly is
to reverse the order of things, and start from the board with
the foot with which you jump, running ten paces away from
the pit. Mark this spot and go back and etart ogain, this
time doing fifteen strides. Mark this spot also. Now is the
time to try the jump, taking about thirty yards' run. When
the fifteen-pace mark is reached, take care to strike it with
the foot fromy which you do not jump, and then strike the
ten-puce mark with the other foot, mereasing your speed in
running the while. DBy this means you should strike the
board corvectly. The marks may have to be moved backward
or forward a little at first, but when once they are acourately
fixed tho distances should be measurced off and kept for
future use. Speed in the run has a lot to do with the length
of the jump, and the highest speed should be at about
between threo and four feet before the ** take.off ' board.

When taking off, strike the board well and with a good
pressure, so as to get a strong send.off, and to attain eleva-
tion, Without height the jump will be a short one, and to
get this required height, jumpers, when practising, should
place a hurdle in the pit.

Now for the last hints. The time for the use of the arms
comes when the body 1s speeding thrﬂuﬁh the air, in as much
as they preserve the balance of the body, and help to throw
it forward, if properly used. They also prevent the bod
falling backwirds on landing if thoy are thrown forward.
This throwing forward of the arms also increases the length
of the jump.

When about to land, tho legs sliould be thrown forward s
far as mﬁih!ﬂ‘ and not downwards, 23 most begiomery 2ve
indiﬂfdl to do. :

Some useful hints on high-jumping will be prres sex weei
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THE BUNSEY BOYS SCORE OFF IKE—BUT NOT FOR LONG!

l. Dear Mr. Editter,—lke pot a job the other day as a 2. Then he turned ra.hTt}r. We was wet, and BWOre I-r-r-
squirtest in an orkid garden, 80, of course, we had to tickle revenge—ah ! We hadn't long to hang about for it. Oh,
him up a bit. them gardings is nice !

g

4. And shoved the mmzzle down the spinal column of his
shirt. Meaowhile time rolled on.

. “Turn on tho water, Georgie!” And he did. Talk 0. We saw the fireworks too, now ! And Ma said it scrved
about the Crystal Palace fountain we once seed ! Well us right.—Yours, Ferdy the Bunsey Boy.

m—
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A CORKING IDEA!

L. " Heave ho, ye lubbers ! " quoth Smuggler Sam to his
crew. * Up with yon casks of ginger-beer! Smart there,
and your fortunes are made—perhaps!™ So the lubbers
heave ho'd.

2. " Belay there, cap.!"” said one-cyed Ned. ' The per-
leece are upon us!"™ ' What reck 17" oried the bold
buccanver. ~ We've four hundred barrels stowed away.
We'll keep these two—

; A GOOD STARTI

.....
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Mr. Bigg: " Do vou know, my lad, that every British
boy has a chanee of becoming Prime Minister of England.”

Youngster : “* Well, T'll sell my chance for a shilling
guv nor.”

A YERY DRY JOKE.

L L
Lﬁ.du —

"l S,

Loct €hild : * Mummy, mummy, mummy ! "
Policeman XX. (at the British Moseum): * Mummy, boy ?

Oh, yes.  Upstairs, first to loft, tirst to vight, straight throogh,
and there you are ! ™

THEN THE OLD MAN GOT CROTCHETY !

3. "' And, removing the bungs thuswise, fairly do it on the
minions of the law. And now, me lads, up and away. and
leave the burly bluebottles to it! Yo-ho!'

Okd FFpnrf ol 1-.'51. . 1-—" T & mmus==53! I3 li.LE_\._"
The Other : “ Musical ¥ Blesa yer, sir, why, even our dorg's
got & brass band round its meck !
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NOT GUILTY.

Iz

-

]

The Judge: ™ Prhﬂt:r. the jury find that yon did not
steal the spoons. You may go.”
Prisoner : “ Thank ye, sir. An' may [ keop the spoons ! ™

HOW 18 IT DONE?

Bob: * Say, Bill, you knows geometry, don’t yer ?"”

Bill : * Yes."

Bob: * Well, can you tell me how to square a straight
bobby * "

KEEPING FIDO FITI

} 1
T
L

Miss Primrose: “ Don't yon ever give your dog any

cxercise !
Miss Hollyhok (fondling a fat pet dog): “ Of conrse. I

feed him every few minutes with chocolates to make him

wag his tail-™
N

The “Magnet” Library Special Comic Supplement.
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ist (to burglar who has fallen though the skylight at three
a.m) : v Now then, what are [Luju doing here T "
Burglar : * Pleaso, sir, 1 called to ask if yonr wanted a model.

TAKING NO RISKS.

Bridget : * The master has been grumbling about this ould
barometer falling so; but, begorrah, it's no more cause for
n:'.?mplai.nt he'll have, if a few pails will keep it safe in ita
place L ™
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