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By FRANK RICHARDS.

1 take this opportunity of wishing ALL readers
of * The Magnet” Library a merry Christmas and
a happy New Year. Editor.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER. the ¢nd of lessons thers was a general {eeling in the Form
v ited § iy that the clocks were slow.
nrequ ympatay. Tho twelve strokes were very welconw to the ears of the
WELVE strokos had boomed out from the clock-tower  Removites. - Some of them halt-rose from their secats, anti-
at Ureylyiars, and there was a stirring in tho Remove  cipating the signal to dismiss. Bub. unexpectedly snough,
Form-room. Mr. Quelch, tho Form-master, did not give that signal.
Tt was tho time to disniiss after morning lessons, Mr. Quelch had turned to his desk, end was looking over
The Remove wera quite ready to dismiss—in fact, they it as if for something he had mislaid; and the hasty jumiors
wera rather ziven to [oo‘:ing forward to the time, and tovards  who had msen sat down again.
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Theve was a perceptible huze in the Form.

" What's up?”’ whispered Frank Nugent to Hurry Wharton,
the captain of the Form. *‘ Why doest’t Quelely dismiss

Wharton shook his head.

1Is did not know.,

“ Bomething up, perhaps'’ Bob Cherry murmured.

* 8houldn't wonder.” .

“T—1I say, you fellows, this is rotten, you know " mumbie‘d
Rilly Bunter. * I'want to get out and see il the postman’s
Lboen. I'm expecting a postal-order, and——"

™. Ha, ha, ha!" ’ . )

Mr, Que;ch looked up from his desk, and the giggle died
away. Billy Bunter blinked indignantly at the gigglers.

“I say, you fellows, I—""

“It’s all right, Buntey, there’s no postul-order for you.®
satd Bulstrode, with a grim. *‘ We've heard of that postal-
erder before.”

* O, really,. Bulstroge—""

“Cheess it! As a matter of fact, it’s Todd who's at the
liottom of it,”" said Bulstrode, looking st Alopeze Todd with a
very severe countenance.

odd started.

Alonzo was called the Duffer of Greylriars, and not without
reason. He was the most obliging and good-netured fellow
‘n the world, and one of the simplest. IHe would swallow
anything -except the tasty diches cooked by his Chinese
friend, Wun Luna.

“Dear me, Bulstrode,” he id. " How am I to blune?
I should be very sorry indeed t get the class detained. What
bave I dane?’

“ You can see Quelch is ratty, ean’t you?” asked Bulstrode,

*Dear me! I had not noticed it. I trust it is not on
nmy account,” said Todd, looking ilistressed. My Unuls
l‘-enLamm always cautioned me mever to cause iy kind
teachers to get angry. What is the matter?”’

* Well, if you've willing to set tlie juatter xight—"
"Ccrt’s,.mly, my dear Bulstrode. My Uncle Benjunin

]

£
. " Never mind Uncle Ben now,” said Bulstrode. ' Quel:h
i loolung for Lis pointer. You'd better da the right thing
while there's time.”

* But wh-wh-what have T done?” asked Alonzo, in dismay.

Do you mean fo sgy you dou’t kmow?”

** My dear Bulstrode, I assure you 1 do not. I should be
only too willing—"

“"Ill tel! you, then,” whispered Bulstrode, with a hurried
glance at Mr. Quelch, who was still looking for something
on lis desk. *“Quelch evpects us to he sorry he's got the
sack

“The what?"

“The sack. I-suppose you know that the Head's sacked
him?” said Bulstrods impetientlv.

o ¥ me! No, I had net heard of it.”

" He thinks we ought to be sorry he's woing, and as you're
his favourite pupil—ahem !—he expects you to espresa some-
thing of the sort, and really, Todd, I thisk you're a little
selfish noy to speak up.”

My dear Bulstrede, I sheuld Liave done #o at once, but
1 was quits unaware—""

-t Well, it’s not too late now. Quelchy’s in a bad temiper
about it, and he's looking for his pointer to wallop some-
body—perhaps you.”

" That would be very unjust.”?

“Well, as you're his favourite pupi), Le natwally ex-
pects—-~""

" But I did vot know I was his favourite pupil.”

“ Well, you know it now.”

“*Yes, that is true. I am so sorry Mr. Queleh is going—""

e ed, yon msan.”

“Yes, sacked. I'm so sorry—"? 3

“ Well, teli him sv,”’ whispered Bulstrode hurriedly, as Mr.
Quelch raised his head from the desk at last. * Glet it out
quickly, and pacrf'y bim. He may detain the whole ¢lass an
hour i he doesn’t get a nice spesch from somehody, and
you're the chap to wake it. -Don't forget the word sacked.

on_mnet make yourself clear.”

" Yes, indeed. I—"

“Go it, then. Mind, don’t say T supgested it.”

‘f 8h,_ ,c«?rlmnly not, Bulstrode. But—"

*Goat !’

. Mr. Quelch came towards the class, e had a little paper
in his hand, which was evidently what be had been scarcling
his desk for.

He was sbout to speak when Alonze Todd jumiped np in
e great hurry.

“H you please, sir——"

¥ 8it down, Todd !

*“Yes, sir, But——"

" Bilence, please’! I have something to say to you, my
boys, before i' dismiss the class.”
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* Plense allow me to speak, sir," said Todd hurricdly. *It's
about that very matter, siv.”’

Mr. Quelch stared at him.

8 .:}bout the matter I was going to mention, Todd ¥

" Yes, sir”

1 fail to see how you can know anytiiing abont it, Todd,
ay it was only mentioned to me by Dr. Locke this morning.”

** I-—I do know, sir, and—and 'm so sorry.”

* What?

“I'm so sorry, sir.”’ P

‘I feil to understand you, Todd,” said Mr. Quel:li irasciblys
“1 do mot see how yow kmow anything about the ruatter,
aud I fail to see why you should he sorry, or, indeed, how
it specially concerns you at sll.”

“*As your favourite pupil, sir—"1

“What?"

* As yowr favourite pupd, sir, I am very, very sorry you
lisve got the sack,"” szid Alonvo. ;

My, Quekh jumped slmost clear of the foor. The
Removites jumped, too. They had heard Alonzo Todd say
many startling things since he had been at Greyfriars. Bug
they had never hesrd him say anything quite eo startling as
this before.

Mr. Quelch stared blankly at Alonzeo,

“T-T do not—not understand you, Todd!” Jie gasped.
*What did you say?’

“I'm so sorry yow've gob the sack, vir."

‘* The—the what?"’

“ The sack, sir.”

" Are you mad, Todd?’

* Certainly not, sir. My Uncle Benjamin always fmpressed
upon ma to have a kind feeling for my g teacliers, eir,
and I like you very much, For that reason I am sorry that
you bave pot the sack.”

My only hat!"” murmored Harry Wharion,

Mr. Quelch seemed rooted to the floor. Fer somo momenig
he was deprived of the power of speech, apparently.

Ehen Ixe”iound his voice, and it eame ont like thunder,

I

Alonzo jumped,

“Veaees, sir.”

* Come out before the class.''

“Oh, certainly, sir!" . .

Mr. Queich picked up his pointer, Alonzo viewed this pro-
ceeding with some alarm as he approached the Form-master.
He did not understand what Mr. Suelch’s intentions wera,
But he was soon placed out of his doubt

*' Hold out your hand, Todd!"” thundered the Form master,

** Wh.what, sir?"”

* Your hand. Hoid ont your hand

“M-m-m-my hand, sir?”’

“Yes. At once!”

“* At once, sir!”’

““Will you obey ‘me, Todd?"*

“QObey you, sir?’

" For the last time, Todd ™

* The—the last time, sir "’ stanmmered Todd. He liad fallen
into his unfortunate habit of repeating what was sad to
him, as he alwayas did whes he was frightened. ‘' The—the —
the last time, sir ™

Mr. Quelch said no move. He liad Jost patience. He took
Todd by the collar, and laid the poimter across his shoulders,

“There! Now go back to your place, Todd, and learn
nok to he impertinent to your Form-master I he exclainred.

The Duffer of Greyfriars gasped.

" ]—I—I—— But I'm ieally sorry you've sacked, sir!”

“"To your place!” thundered Mr. Quelch, with a threaten-
ing Bourish of the pointer, and Todd akippeci back to his form.

The Remove strove hard to repress their giggles. Mr.
Queleh looked Aushed and angry, as was not to be wonidlered
alat, and no one cared to catch his eye with & smile upon his
ace.

Alonzo Todd sat down in a state of blank amazement, Ile
was & sxnlpnthetic fellow, and why the Form-master shounld
receive his sympathy in this rude and violent way wus &
puzzle he conld not selve.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Fisky!

R. QUELCH kreathed liard through his nose. e
gave Alonzo Todd one lovk, and then glanced at the
peper in his hand. Then he addressed the Form,

*T have something to say to you, my boys, hefore
Y dismiss the class,” Le zaid. "Tﬁem 1¥ & new boy coming
1o Greyfriars.”
The {temovibes made a movement of interest.
New boys, certainly, were not by any means uncommen at
Greyfriars, There had been several lately. But the fact that
My, Quelch mentioned the matter to them indicated that this

LIBRARY, ™ Sl tenny.~"
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“Yon can jolly well put up your‘- ?

hangs!” said Billy, elevating his fat fists and advancing upont Aloaze. * I'm not going to stand your cheek!

particular new hoy was coming into the Remove, aod that,
of course, excited a certain amount of interest.

There wus intcrest, ton, In the fact that Mr. Quelch had
taken tho trouble 1o makae the annonncemont at all. He did
not vsnally henour a new boy by meutioning the fact that he
was coming in state like this to the whole Form, When
Alonzo Todd, for instance, had come, hardly anybody had
kaown ahout it before he arrived. There was something out
of the nsual about the new boy, evidentiy

“This new boy,” went on Mr. Quelch, **is coming into the
Remove--the Tower Fourth.”

The class waited,

Mr. Quelch glanced' at tho paper again.

“Hi, name,” ha went on, ““is Fish—F,- T, Fish."

“That's fishy " murmured Nugent.

“Did you spoak, Nugent!" asked Mr. Quelch icily.

Frank Nugent started. He had not oxpected Mr. Qualih
to hear that faint whisper, forgetting that the Form-master
had ears as keen ay his eves, which had been popularly com-
pared to gimlets for their sbarpness.

“ No—yes, sir.” .

“Indesd! What did you say?”

4 [wm]—) said—""

“ Well?** ‘

“I—I said it was fishy, sir,” stammered Nugent. with a
scarlot fuce.

“Indeed! You will take fifty lines for saving it was fishy,
Nuge.rllt. The Forni-room is not the proper place for idiotic
puns. - -

Tue Macker Lisrary.—No. 150.
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“Ye-es, sir,”” murmured Frank.

“1 am mentioning the matter to tha full class,”’ wept om
Mr. Qualch, ‘after having erushed the unfortunata pusster,
** because thiy new bay iy a siranger in England. He comea
from n very great distance, and has been oily a few days
in thia country, and, therefore, I want the wlole Form to
treat him with as much kindness as possible.”

“A Dblessed foreigner!” murmured Bulstrode, with a dis-
paraging glanca at Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, the Nabob of
Bimnipur.  * Another nigger, T suppose!™

“ Or another rotten Chines ! sgid Bkiorar, lond snough for
Wun Lung to hear. : .

* 1 think you are s

“Qh, siel” No, sir!

“Talke fifty lines for speaking, Skinner I

O, sir ™

* And fifty more Tor telling an untruth 1"

Rboohir

Eeaking, Bkinper,” said Mr. Quelch,

i

* This boy Fish,” wont on Mr, Queleh, ‘‘ comes from the
United States of America, of which he iy a native. Ho has
been sent to England for his education, and he will bs a
stranger in a strange land here. I therefore expect my Form
to treat him with every consideration. I may mention that
any ragging or bullying that comes {o my notice, in connoc-
tion with the new boy, will bes severely punished. But I am
willing to leave the whole matter to the good fesling of the
Remove,™

Wil do our heat, sir,” said Ilarry Wharton.

*Thank you, Wharton; I am sure you will. -Fish s

A Splandld School Tads of Harry Wha Co.
‘n%a yirlars, By FRANK mémﬁnﬁ""
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coming by the threc o'clock truin {his afternoun. 1 sindl ke
very pleased to grant leave to two boys whe way wish {o go
1o the station and meet him. i application is made to my
after dinner, before afternoon schoul.  That is all. Diginics.””

And the Remove disnuissed,

They poured out into the passage, discnssing ie nows.

“How very odd!” murnmred Alonzo Todd, looking very
much puzzled.

~0dd ! said Wharton. © Why? There have bron new
hoys here before, and some of them have comw further than
from Americs.”

T wase not referring to the new Loy, Wharton, bt to the
extraordinary eanduct of Mr. Queleh.’

-*.Ha, ha, ha !’

“ ¥ do wot see any eircmstancrs provocutive of meni nent
in the matter at all,” said Tedd, in his long winded way. = 1
am greatly surprised. Mr, Quelch did not even make any
rforenoe to the fact that the Ilead had discharged hin.”

“* Ha, La, ha!"

““Surely it is no laughivg matter, Wharton. My Uncle
Henjamin would net approve of your laughing at such a
niatter; he would be shocked—nay, disgusted.” i

“Vou ase!” voared Whaitun. ** What put the idea 1nto
wr ]’l’ead‘? Wiio told you that Quelch had the crder of the

t

* Balstrode mentioned it-—""

“ He was pulling your leg, ass!”

“ My dear Wharton—""

w And it was jolly rottrn of him not to own up, when you
were getting the licking,'' said Bob Cherry warmly.

« Just like Bulstrode,” said Tom Brown.

“Oh, rats'” sail Buistrode, passing. ' Who would expect
Todd to be such & dumny "

“ My dear Bulstrode-——"

‘ Ha, ha.

Todd gave Bulstrode o sholked look. .

" You don't mean to say, Hulstrode, thatl you weve telling
me an untruth ?”’ he exelaimed in tones of great Liorror.

O, rats!” said Bulstrode, who felt a littlo anhanwd. when
it was put like that. ‘It was ouly & lark, you champ ™

“ My (!J’l’l{:]c Benjamin would be shocked—"

h

“Tp {act, disgusted——""

“ Oh, go and eat coke !”

Bulstrode swung angrily away. Alonzo Todd Tovked after
him with an expression of great distress upon his simple face.

] am sorvy to sce that Bulstrode is following bad paths,’”
he excluimed. * He is really becoming: as untruthful ae
Bunter.”

“Qh, eally, Todd !

“ Excuse my speaking pluinly, Butter. You are & most
untenthful person, and I have often teld you that my Uncle
Renjamin would be shocked at you. Do you think it would
do Bulstrode any good, Wharton, if T were to follow him,
and talk to him gently bat lirorly about this?'’

Tt wouldn’t do you any good >’ grinned Whartan, “You
would probably get a thiek ear.” L.

T would willingly risk that for the sake of bringing about
any moral improvement in Bulstrode; but if you think he
would not listen to me—--""

*1'm jolly sure he wonldn't.”

v Perhaps I had better speak to Bunier. Bunter, 1 fear
that it is your example that has led to tlus antruthfulness on
the part of Bulstrode. I consider——"

“(Jh, shut np !” .

«Your bad character, Bunter—you don’t mind my gpeal-
ing plainly, do you--your bad character. and youi great
propensity to faisehood, have had a bad cffect npon—- -

“Look here, vou’ll grt a dot on the nose if you den't shut -

up 1 roarcd Bunter.

SANDOW’'S BOCK
FREE!

Just published, a new book showing how Sandew won
Health and Fame, beautifully illustrated, and explainin
how every man and woman can obtain robust health an
perfect development by exercise.

SPECIAL OFFER.

To every rcader who writes at onoe & copy of this book
will be sent free.
Addresa; No. 18, SANDOW HALL, BURY STREET,
LONDON, W.C.
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“My dear Bunicr, you kvnow my objection to fighting—"*

* You ean jolly “eif put up your bands,” said Billy Buntey,
elevating his fat fists, and advancing upon Alonzo Todd.
“1'm not going to stand your cheek. Cuowc on”

“My dear Bunter—"'

“Come on ' roared Bunter.

** But-——""

¢ Come on ! shouted Dunter, lunging out.

“ My dear Bunter, if you insiat, 1 wichertairﬂy fight you.”
said Todd, pushing back his caffs. ** I disapprove of it, but I
an willing——-""

“Oh, 1 don't know that we need let the matter go any
turther,” seid Bunter, suddenly cnoling down as Alonzo Todd
.-snluz.r}red up to him. *“Only you be a bit more civil, that's
u

And the fut jusior rolled away.

“Pear me!” said Todd. *How very edd! My dear
Wharton, do you think it would do any good if T went back
and apologised 0 Mr. Quelch for my misapprehension {”’

] think you'd better let the matter alone,” said Harry.
taughing, ‘‘There might bo another misapprehension, and
you might get the pointer again."

* Byt my Uncle Benjanin says—""

But Harry Wharton did not wait to hear what Undle
Renjamin had sad.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Hands Across the Sea.
“ MATHEMATICS ! gaid Frank Nugent.

Harry Wharton and Huiree Singh turned {heir

heads {o look at him. So did Bob Cherry amt Tom

Brown, the New Zealander. They were sunning

themselves on the steps of the Scheol House, the sun having

eome out for a fow mimutes, after remaining behind the clouds
el the morning. ;

Wharton had boen talking football, and surmising whether
the new boy from the States played footer in the English
way, or <n the American system; and Hurree Jameset Rain
Singh had volunteered the opinion that the Yankeefulucee of
the new boy's fonter was probably ternific. Tom Brewn con-
tributed the renirk that he had heard that American footey
was & mixture of Soccer and Rugger, combining the faults
of both—so far, of course, as footer had any faults.

It was into this interesting discussion that Frenk Nugent
peojected hin remark.

“Mathematics !

It was no wonder his chums sta-ed at him.

“ Mathanatios | repeated Wharten.

“Yeu!

“What has mathematics {0 do with Tooter??

** Nothing.”

““ Ass! Then why—"

“Mathematics is first Tesson this afterwoon,”™ Nugent ex-
plained.

“T know that, fathead, Bat-- -

“It’s a Bne afternoon for o walk.”

“My hat! He's right off hig rocker,” gan] Bob Cherry.
“ #peak to him gently ! He'll begin to babble of green fields
in aminute.”’

*“ The babblefulness of the estcemed Nugent is terrific.”

“T mean what I say,” persis Nugent. “ It would be a
jolly sight better o take a stroll this afterncon and miss fired
lesson. 1 hate mathenatics.”

“Well, T suppose nobndy likes maths. very much,” sitid
Bob Cherry. * Buf how are we to cut them, assj”’

“RBy doing a good deed.”

Y Whiel 7

* ¥You have heard,” resumed Nupent, with a wave of the
tiand to guicten his exasperated und perplexed ehums-—* you
h:gvod heard of an episode in the reign of George the
Third——

“ low Gewgr the Third I

“With pleasure. If cver a king deserved to be blowed, it
was George the Thivd.” suid Nugeat. ' Blow him as muach
as you like, But sprahing of George the Third—--"

W weren't,”

“Bat I was. Speaking of Cleorge ihe Third, an event
happened in his reign which bas had the meost—most rotten—
no, deplorable—deplorable consequences.”™

What on eartl is the chaup driving 2t 97

“ Qame colonies,” said Nugent, unherding—" some colonies,
which were almost as good quality vy New Araland—of
course, not quitn —

Tomn Brown grinned.

* Oh, et the butter s he said. .

« Almost as good as New Zealand. but certainly not yuite,”
sai] Nugent cabmly. “ These coluniey abjeeted] to something
—something about stamps, or somwething else.’” .

“What 1 lke aboat Nugent is that he's go jolty lueid,"

5. _.
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said Bab Clerry. “ The Ilead cught to give himr & job as
a lecfurer on English history.”

“Don't interrupt me,” said Nugent. ““These blessed
colonicy, anyway, revolted, whatover the cause was. There
must have been a cduse, and I've an idea that it wus some-
thing to do with stamps, or sometling. Couldn’t have becn’
postage-stamps, becnuse I know pliilatelists are awfully peace-
able peopla; but it was something d

* The stamp-tax,” sald Wharton.

“What was that?” asked Dob.

“Oh, go on, Nugent!” said Wharton, rather hurriedly.
1 What are you getting at?”

. * Woell, these colonics broke off fram the mother countrs,”
waid Nugent solemnly. * They still exist—"

““Go hon 1"

“But under another name. They no longer form part of
the great and zlorious British Empire, for which our fathers
fought and bled i

“Mine didn't," said Bob Cherry.
architect.”

“ Ass!
became—what do you call it win
bocause he's got his back up?”

“Juiky 7"

“ No, ass.”

# Ratty ¥

“Ng, chump. Independent.’ said Nugent—*'that's the
ward: These colonics became independent, and becaine a great
and glorious Republic, famous for  far freedom, and lavery,
and canned beof, and all sorts of things in tins, and so on.
Since then it hos been the aim of every British stateswnan
worthy of the name to draw closer the ties of kinship. —"*

“['ve read somcthing like that in the papers” seid
Wharton suspiciously,

“To draw closcr the ties of kinship, and the bonds of
friend:hip with these bleswed colonies,” snid Nugent. ** This
dodga is ¢alled < Hands Across the Sea””

“ Well 27

“Well, this idea of hands across the sea is & jolly good
wheose,” said Nagent; * as patriotic Britishers, we're bound
to back up the United States.”

Wharton looked puzz'ed. .

“ ' willing to back them up,' he gaid. ““ But T don'l see
exuctly how we're to do it, or wiiat good it will do them."

“Thera's 's United Statev-—L mean an American—coming
to Greyfriars, isn't therc?"

* What ahoui that?™

© Well that is & chance 1o show lLow deeply we feel the
hands across the sea wheeze,' suid Nugent. o

“0Oh, I aee. You think wi ought to treat this Fish chap
well, Well, we'd alrcady decided on that,” esaid KHarry,
“ Wo'll treat the chap deceotly if he's decent.”

¢ That's not sll.” . .

# Do come to the point, old chap. DBlessed if vou don’t go
on like Tadd, or a blessed gratwophone.’” said Wharton.

~ What I mean is, that we can't back up the hunds acroes
the sea bizney betéer than by almwmj this chap some kind
attentions,”” cxplained Nugent. “ And the best way we can
do that is by meeting him at the station.”

“ PBut——

“That was it, you ass!”’

“My fathier's an

I am &peaking generally. These colonien became—
a chap.goca off on his own

“ Mr. Quelch said tiat he'd fl\'e leave to two fellows to go
to the station and meet him. | think I ought to be one, as:l
one of you chaps the other. Wa shull be able to show tha
wa don't besr any malice about Bunker's Hill, and buek up
the hands across the sea dodge, and get out of (he
mathematica lessan.” . )

W¥ou ass!” said Wharton, laughing. T kee now. Wall,
it's not u bad idea.  I'd like to see what the chap is lilir, and
we may as well neet hin at the station.” .

“Then who's coming with me " asked Nugent. ! Whiel
of you fecla most deeply touched at the idea of vxtending lns
tand across the sea’” . )

1 My honourable handfulniss is tervifie.”

] think § ought to ge, as & Coloninl,” sail Tom Brown.
#1 ahalt he & living exainpde to the new chap that ity possible
16 be quite frer aud independent, and to stick to the old flag
at the same time."”

# Hear, hicar ! maid the rest,

¢ Perhaps Quelchy might sticteh a point, and let ws all
go,” suggrsted Bob Cherry.  * We can put it to ity strongly
about the hands acrhss the seal™ .

“The strongfulness should be terrific”

Flhood egg!” said 1larry Wharton. *'We can try, any-
way. Comu on.”

And the juniovs Turried indaovs to make their way to My,
Quelch’s study. To their aurprise, they found the posage
full of juniors.

“ Jtallo, hallo, halle! What's ep?" exclaimed Boh Cherry,
tapping Ogilvy on the shoubier,

Tie Seottish junior looked o ki

“ Don’t you know "

 Pleraed if T do!™

$'ve come here with Destiond 1o <k leave to go down
nml{r;iwet the Yank.”

“ 1
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{ -dtsst, M - Magnet”

“Vou see,” explained Ogilvy. * We think that it weuld
he a good idea to show him some attention, becauvse every
Britisher ought to back up that wheeze about hands acrosa
the sca, and mathematies is fixst lesson this afternoon.”

The chums of the Remove grinnod at one another. Tk was
evident that there were others in the Forrm whe were just as
lmfriotic, and just as unxious to cscape the wathematics
csson as Frank Nugent.

“ But what the dickens are all these fellows here for?”
asked Bob Cherry.

Bulstrode looked round.

¥ Wy're sll anxious to go and muevt the new boy at the
station," he mpaid. “Weo want to show epecial attention to
4 chap from America, of course."”

* And get out of the maths. lesson 27

““Hg, ha! Yes.”

“ Well, why don't you go in® What's (he goud of standing
oulaide the study ?"* asked Harry Wharton.

“ We're taking our turn—Bunter’s got in first."”

$0h, I see!”

¢ Listen—~you can hcar the It bounder now,” muttered
Ogli‘ivy. i o

he Fortn-master’s study door was open. As tho juniers
pressed a little closer, they could hear the fat, unctuous tones
of the Owl of the Remove.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Many Reasons.

" OU sce, sir,”” explained Billy Bunter, blinking at Mr.
uelcl: through his big stpctaclm—“_you sce, sir, my

object im to show somec kind attentions to thin now
chap. Ho must feel awfutly loncly landing in a foreign
country sfter a8 long voysge across tlie—tho stormy deep,

o

8ir,

Mr. Quelch looked hard st the [at junior. .

Ho had never suspected Bunter of wishing to show kind
attentions to anyonc bofore, or of caring twopence whether
anybody had had & long voyage across a deep, stormny or
otherwisc.

“1 trust thiz thoughtfulucss for others, which is so swr-
prising a development of your character, is genuine, Bunter,”
satd Mr. Quelch,

+ Oh, really, pir—""

“ You have no other object in view?"”

4 J—] essure you, sir, my sole objret iy to—to look aflter the
new chap. L was thinking I might stand him a little fued
somewhere near the station, sir, to make him fecl homelike.
I'm cxpecting a postal-order by the next post, so I shall

have plent money.”
¢ Indced " n .
“ Yes, wir. And perhaps T ought to mention that I've

thought this matter out very carefully, und that I think kind
little attentions of thia sort will—will promote—promote
international gnod fecling, sir, and—and back up the—ths -
that dodgr about hands acroms the sca, =ir."

“ Ah," said Mr, Queloh, “ I see! Then your object is not
to cscape first and second lesson this afternoon, by going ty
thn sintion 7"

“Oh, sir! No, sict”

“You are sure, Bunter?”

¢ Certainly, air!"”

“You do not want to elude the mathematics lesaon

o Certainly not, sir. I'm wo fond of mmathwinatics. T oflea
do maths. in the holidays, sir,’” said Billy Bunter. “ Sotie.
times a titled friend will cull for me to teke me out in his
fivat-lasa motor-car, sir, and I say I can’t come, bocause 1'vo
got deeply interesied in mathematics and can't leave "em.”

The juniors in the passage wiinply gesped,

Billy Bunter was 8o mcmfacioua that it had beromie a secand
nature with him, and fellows averred that he never told the
truth if & lie would do. And the fat junior never stopped (o
refloct before prevaricating, with the result that his untrutha
wore 50 steep that no one could possibly belicve them.

M. Ciut-lch looked aternly st Bunter.

twell, if you are so fond of mathematics, it would be n
pity ta deprive you of the lesson,”” he matd. 1 cannot ellow
you to carry welf-sacrifice to this extent, Bunter. You will
appear at lessons as usual, pleane.”

“ Tut, wir " wtammered Bunter, in dismay.

< That is enough, Bunter. I deeline to give you leave.”

“0Oh, really, pir—""

“You may go."

Y Buot, sir ---""

Mr. _l%uelc!n made s moveuent of the hand towards a rane,
and Billy Bunter hopped out of the atudy. Ile hopped out
an fuickly that he ran into Bulastrode, and neurly overset
him, and the Remove bully responded with a kick that seot
the fnt junior down the pussage with a wild howl. .

5
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“Whose turn next !’ asked Morgen, .

* Mine,” said Bulstrode, in his most bullying tone, *Come
on, Skipoer,”?

And Bulstrede and Skioner knoeked at the open door and
catered the atudy. The other fellows remained outside,
keeping out of sight of the Form-master, but with their
oars open.  They were anxiou to know how Bulstrode fared,
8o that if he faited to obtain leave they might profit by bis
©x; enenr:c)g, 4

ulstrode, certainly, was trying to profit by Billy Bunter's
elpnriencc, .

‘If you plcase, sit, may we go and meet the new fellow at
the station this afternoon?” he asked. “ We should like to
rhow him some kindness, siz.” . n

“T've got relations in Ameries, too, sir,’” said Skinner,

The Remove-master looked at them.

He had no high opinion of either Bulstrode or Skinner, and
he suepected their motive to bé¢ about es noble aa Bunter's,
and no more 10,

*Why do you wish to go?” he asked.

*“ Just to be kind to the new boy, sir.”

“Indeed! And without thinking of cscaping the mathe.
matics lesson 7

*No, sir,” said Bulstrode, remenbering Bunter,  “ You
#te, sir, wo're jolly anxious to escape the maths. lesson. We
dor’t like it.”’

“‘Bulstrode hoped a great deal from this excessive frank-
ness.  But perhaps Mr. Queleh guesaed the reason of it,

“Very good! You are guite caudid, Bulstrode.”

*“1 hope so, eir,"”

** But your dislike of matheiuatics shows how necessary it is
that you should not miss the lcsson,” said Mr. Quelch. " You
will attend as useal.”

“If you please, mir-—"?

“You may go."?

And Bulstrode and Skinner went, scowling blackly as soon
88 they were outsido the study door,

“The old bounder is just catching uvs, like r blessed spider
in & web,”” growled Bulstrode. ' I’m done.”

Aund he’ stalked away, and scveral more of the juniors
followed him, B{t Ogilvy and Micky Desinond went in to
try their luck. ilarry Wharton & Co., as the last arrivals,
waited their turn. . -

Mr. Queleh had taken up his pen, but he Jeid it down
again as the juniors knocked and came in. e saw that he
was in for it.

“ Well 1! he sald vather shortly,

* Faith, sir, and sure we'd like to go and mect the Ameriran
chap, sir,” said Micky Desmond. *“I'm thinkin® he'll feol
rathor & gucer fish when he first arrives, sir, and—"

Mr. Qucich frowned, s )

“Your Form-master’s study is not the place for stupnd
puns, Desmond. You may go,”

“ Faith, sir—"

“You may go—at once !"?

Mr. Quelch rapped out the words, and the juniors departed.
iIn the passage, Ogilvy brandished 2 closed fist in Micky's
ace. .

" You utter chump!” he exclaimed. “ What did you want
to start working off Nugent's stele puns on Quolchy for?™

“Sure and I didn't,'”” said Micky, in dmway. “1 acver
made a pun, Faith, I was thinkin' the chap would {ec] a
quece fish at first, and I eaid so. Ilow was I to remember
lain‘benai.’]'y name was Fish 1"

d I 3

¢ Faith, and T—"' ;

Ogilvy growled and stalked away. The chance was gone,
_nny:vny. through that little misundcrstanding on Mr. Queich’s
part. ‘

Russell and Trevor entered the lion’s den next. But aa
both of them were weak in muthematics, they did not get
leave. Then 8ncop and Stott tried their juck. But M.

uwelch knew all the boys in his Forni; and he knew that

noop, the cad of the Remove, was not likely to do the nrw
boy mny good service, and he declined curtly enough to give
them leave, Lacy and Smith minor were the next, but they
o0 came away unsuccessful.  Then Vernon-Smith, the
Bounder of Greyfriars, the fellow who had the warst
reputation in the Remove, went in alone. Mr. Quclch gove
MI"I‘I one;,look, and answered curtly:

And the Bounder retired.

Now it was the turn of the Famous Four. They cutercd
the study in & body, with Tom Browh of New Zealand. Mr.
Quelch was growing a little tived of the persecution, and
Berhapa_wmhmg he had not suid anything about meeting
F. T. Fish at the station, since the candidates who offercd
themselves wero ull proving unsuitable. DBat his face relaxcd
at the sight of Harry Wharton & Co. As a mattee of fact,
Whatton was the [ollow he would have mclocted. He knew
that he could rcliupon the captain of the Remove to show
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the new boy kind and thoughtful aticntions, withoul amy
risk of the junior japing the ncw-comer, ov taking him in in

any way. e

“Well, Wharton 7 he sard kindly. .

“We were thinking we might go to the station and meet
the new chap, sir,”’ said Harny Wharton modesily,  “1I
think you ssid two, sir, but if you thought five would be o
botter pumber 1o go, we should be glad 1o offer curselves,”

Mr. Queleh vould not help ewiling, )

“Burely five would be o superfluons number, Wharton,"
he rewmarked. .

“Well, sir, T was thinking that T ought to go as captain
of the Remove, and Nugent bocause he suggested the idea to
me. Then Tom Brown ought to go, becauee he's a New
Zwalandoer, siv.”

Mr. Quelch looked astonished,

“What has that to do with it, Wharton ?"

“Well, you sce, sir, we naturally want to show off a New
Zcealand chap to the American, sir, 85 a—a sample of what
a (olonial eun be when he sticks to the old flag, sir.”

Mr. Queleh langhed.

** Then Inky ought to go, <it," went «n Whortan eloquently,
! hecause--because he cowey frow Bhanipur, -ir.”

" Inky?"

* I-—I mean Hurree Singh, sir,”?

* PBut what has DBhanipur to do with this new Loy from
New York?”

“Well, Inky Hurree Singh represents aur Eastern Empire,
<ir. on which rhe sun never seta,” explained Wharton, ' It
will be an---an object tesson to the Awerican chap. sie.”

** 1 do not quite see how it will be an object lescin to him,
Wharton; but supposing we pass Ilurree Singh, why 18
Cherty to go?”

Wharton rubbed his nose thoughtinily.

For the life of hun he could not think of a reason why
Bob Cherry should go, cxcept beciuse he wantml to go,
wlich would hardly puss as a reason with Mr. Quelch.

Y Well, you sce, sir, Ilob would mako the numnber conis
plete,”” he said, at last.

The Reinove-master smiled.

“ You may all o, he -aid. " You are not likely to
suffer for nossing a couple of lessons, 88 1 gl swnre that
you ave all workers, and not slackers, like some of the boys
who have just beer in my stuody, You may zo. but come
directly back to Greyfviara after you have mwet thn new
boy, and come to the Form-raca.’

“ Certainly, sir ! raid Wharton, delighted.
very much, sar*?

And the chwns of tho Remove quitted the study in high
feuther,

“Thank you

A

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Two Gozis.
Ly BELL‘S gone ' satd Ogilvy, passing Flarry Wharton 8

Co. n the Close, a little Jater. It was tine for after.
noon classex, und Ogilvy was huvrying lowards the
School 1lause, but he stapped to throw that word of
warning to the chums.  The Jatter were chatting idly, and
appurcntly had no intention of going in to_clegs,
“Thanke!"” said Hurry, ™ We heard it,”
“* Weil, you'll be lute!™ )
“It's ull right; we're not coming.’
© Cuttiug mathe, 7"
* Yeox, rather.”
Owilvy whistled.
“You den't wean o say that yeu have got leave to go
down und mect the Yank:”
Marry Wharton noddid.
“Some fellows huve all the luck,” said Ogilvy  pood-
paturedly, AXE

“* Ro-long ¢ .

And he hurried on 1o the house. Busirede was passing,
and ho paused, with o fur from good natuied look upen bis
face,

2 Not coning in?’’ he aid.

“ No: we're going to wret the Yank.™

* All five of your” )

o The fivefulness is tervific,” said the Nabob of Bhanipur,

Bulstrode sniffed.

“ Roiten favouritism ™' he said.  * OF course. T might lave
known that it would coute to you {cllows. Rotien !

And Bulstrode <talked away before the junions could reply,

“Nice chap - I dow't think!" vemarked Nugent, whiln
ITurvy Wharton flashedd angrily. = Look here, we've pot
heaps of time for the tesin, We may as well have a siroll

round.”
A3304) O [ JOETIIA i 0 ENGIR | ng ' qund S
suggisted,

“Good epg!”

* The goodness of the epy je terrifie,™

Nove on Bale.
One Helf ooy,
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! _A"'Whlch you look tIrcd', sir,” sald ﬁosiing to the Yankee schoolboy, W'hel:é ‘ave you been, Master Fish ? 7§,

{8'ee page 10.)

“Jolly good idea,” said larsy Wharton, © L'l fetch out
the study second best.™

And ho soop came ont with a footer under his arm—a
footer that had seen consideruble service, but was still in good
condition.

It was a hard, crisp afternoon. just the afterncon for
punting a footer aboui. Wharion gave the footer lift that
carried it down nearly (o the gates, and the five juniors
broke into a run after it, Nugent lifted it fairly over the
gates with a high kick, and they dashed after it into the
road. Then they punted it merrily along towands Friardale.

Thero i3 no greater fun than chasing a footer along o road
on a frosty day, and it is certuinly an rxcellent way of keep-
ing warm. But thera arc disudvantages. When the local
butcher's cart came suddenly round a corner, and the footer
parrowly missed the locul butcher's head, he ncarly fell out
of his trap, and ke shook his whip at the juniors threat-
eningly.

o Boprry 1" called out Wharton.

The butcher shook his whip again. and drove off, and the
juniors were a_little more cureful after that. Thoy had
almost reached the village when P.-c. Tozer loomed into view.

The fat policeman of Friardule frowned majestically on
the juniors, apparently shocked and annoyed at the freo
vse they wore making of the King's highway.

He waved & fat hand commandingly.

* Stop that!” he exclaimed.

Harey Wharton stared at him.
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“ Stop what?” he demanded.

*« Kicking that ball about the publie road,” said Mr. Tozer.
i It's <dlangervus.’”

“Dangemus to whatt"”

“ Don't you arey,” said Mr, Tozer. “1 horders you te
,

p.
“The ratfulness is terrific, my Tozerful fricnd,”
mured Hurrec Jamset Ram Singh,

Harry Wharton & Co. had had morc than ¢ue rub with
Mer. Tozer, who was rather pgiven to excecding his legal
authority. But Harry picked up the bull while they wera
passing the constable, for the sako of peace, and carried it
under his arm while he walked on as }ur as the next bend
::! lt‘hu lane, Then he drepped it: to the zround for a fresh

iok.

But Mr. Tozer was very decp.

As evon as the juniors had passed the bend, Mr. Tezer.
walking on the belt of groxs beside the road to silence hia
footsteps, strode swiftly aiter them. with the intentien of
catehing them in the act if they kicked the footer afong
tho road again.

But Harry Wharton was quite as deep as P.-c. Tozer.

Ilo looked back, and saw Mr. Tozer's helmet gleaming
ubove the hedges, and grinned, He held the ball in hix
hand, facing towards tho spot wheve the policemsan would
apjrear, rea g for a drop kick. Wharton had played Rugeger,
and he could drap a goal with any amateur uger layer,
and he intended to drop one for the benefit of P.-o. Tozer.

lendil hool Huarry asrton
A SRl ol e AN NTON A LE o

mnur-
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"The chnmy waited, grinning.

P..e. Tozer coie s sight.

Tho woment he appeared. Iarry Wharten dropped the
bail, and as it rose he kicked.

Tho ball whirzed through the asr.

Biff!

There was a wild yell from P..e. Tozer, and a ghrick from
dhe juniors,

* Goal !

* Ha, ha, ha!?

P.c. Tozer steggered bock, his helinet faliing on the back
of his head, and his face simiply smothered by muad fram
1o footer,

The ball bounced off into the road, sndd in a mowent Hurrce
Singh dashed up and recovered it, and passcd to Wharton.

Wharton took it down the voad, the jumiors chasing with
himy, and velling with Jaughter,

P..c. Tozer mop{x-d is red face with a red handkevchicf,
and s0id things which we shall not set down in print.

‘Fhen, as soon as ho had recovered his breath, he -stavted
in pursuit. .

Harry Wharton looked back, 2s hie heard the heavy tranip
of P.-e. Tozer's pounding fect behind in tho lane.

“Ie's after us!” bo cliuckled.

* Wo can’t go to tho slalion now!" pgasped Rob Cherry.
“ Wao shall have to dedge bim scross coentry before we twin
up there.”

* Yea, rathee,” .

“Well, there's heaps of fime. We can have a run for
half an hour, l,.’ﬁd still be in time ta caich the train.”

pis "

Tie juoniors tuined off fromn the voad st the lane leading
down to the ses, und kept the footer going mermly. F.-c.
Tozcr dashed after them afresli.  His faco was growing redder
and redder, und iz breath was coniing in short, quick jerks,
But P.c. Tozer was a determincd man, He dashed on
reaolutely.

But he had as much chance of overtnking the niwble
juniors us of fOying. They drew fucther and further away,
with hardly an exertion on their part, and the fat ocon-
stabie was dropped at last,

The footer was bounding alonp the sands now, and the
Greyfriara chuoms kept it going for soms time, thoroughly
enjoying the sport in the keen wind. Wharton wished to
leave the returr to the village as late as possible, for the
purpose of avoiding Mr. Tozer. As a matter of fact, he left
it very late, and suddenly looking at his watch, ho discovered
that it wanted only five minutes to three.

* Phew!” he exclaimed. “ That blessed train comes in in
five minutes !

' Great Beott ! :

Tho chums paused in their game, panting, somewhat dis-
mayed. Bob Cherry picked up the footer, They could
hurdly reach the station in Bve minutes, if they pelted theie
hardest. 1t was annoying cnough. They had obtained special
lezve from classes for the purpose of meeting the Awmcrican
Loy, and if they did not mect him, it would be very like
breaking faith with Mr. Quelch,  Certainly the Form-
jnaster would want an explanation,

 Wo must manage it somehow ! exclaimed Tom Brown.

“ Hang it1" said Wharton. ‘I didnlt know it was getting
o late. But the traina often comne into Friardalo a fow
minutes late; that’'s one comiort.” ”

* Lot’'s buzz off.™

v (300d! Follow the footer: you get along faster that way.”

Bob Cherry drepped the footer, and kicked it on the
rise, and they started alier i,

There was no doubb that they niade quicker work following
the footer than running without it. 'They chased the honnd-
ing Jeather down the lanes, and into the quiet old High
Street of Friavdale,

But, quick us they were, threo o'clock had boomed out
from the church just os they enteved the old village.

They dashed on to the station, the footer bounding before
them. There ncver was any traffic in Friardele streets, so
there was nothing fo stop themi. They dashed breathlessly
up to tho station, .

That the train must be in they koew. But there was no
sign outside the station of & boy or a2 box, &0 they hoped
that F. 'T. Fish hud not yet left the place. They came up
with a8 run, and Harry Wharton Lfted the foothsll into
tho station entvance with a finel kick.

Then there was a roar!

A slim youth of about Wharton's own ago was stepping
sut of the staiion just as the ball rose. Whartoa saw him
& sceond too late.

* Look out!"” he yelled.

But it was too late for the new-comer 1o look out.

'Fhe muddy footer smote him under the chin, and he was
&:ept backwards as if a cannon-ball hed struck him. Feot-

il and hoy disappeared together into the station entrarce.
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Fisher T. Fish,

4 Y only hat!" gasped Harey Wharten,

M ‘ Great Ncoti!”

Wharton rushed into thy station. The incident

was not without its comie side-—at loast, Wharton's

comrades secmed to think so, for they were yellmg with

leughter, But Harry was really sorvy for the niishap to the

steanger, If it had been a Greyfriars fellow who was

bowled over, it would not have mattered ; but it was hard on
a sirangee to have to serve involuntarily as o goal.

Within the ststion, the strango youth was sitting on tho
floor, locking considerably dazed,” The footer had rolled
“wafyﬁ but it had lcft 2 trail of jnud on the face of the
youth.

“ T say, I'm sorry ™ exclaitnied Wharton. ** It was quite
sn_gecident. T didn’t sea you till I had kicked.”

The stranger looked at him with two somewhat small but
exire.mcly keen grey eyes, which seemed to take in cvery-
thing they dwelt. upon, at a single glance.

T* Wiat sort of a pienic do vou call this, anyhow?” he
axiced, with a peculiar nasal intonation in his voice,

Wharton jumped.

That draw! told him who it was he had bowled over, ad

once.
J‘Q,re you Fish "

“I'm sorry! Let me help yvou up”

* I guess I'm all right.”

The slim youth got upon his feet. The chums of Grey-
Iriars came 1n, grmnmﬁ_ns they saw the muddy face of the
rtranger. The mud did not disguise his features, which
were 89 keen and sharp as his grey eves.

here, I'm really sorry,” said Wharton again,
.. Oh, don't worry!” exclaimed the new boy. “I guess
it's all 0. K. Accidents will happen, I guess. [ suppose you

chaqs bclong to Greyfriars i’

* ¥Yer, We camne here to meet you.”

* Wel, that was rteml nice of you,'” cxclaimed the
American. * Do you generally meet uew boys in this way 7

Wharton lasughed.

" No, not as a twle. In fact, we don't generally mect
them at all. We're making an exception in your favour,”

" Hands across the sea,’” explained Nugent solemnly.

** What "

** Hends ascross the sea.’’

“I guess I don't tumble,” said the American; *‘but if
rou've come to ineet me, perheps you'll tell the man bere
what to do with my box.”

* Certainly.”

* And malybe, you'll show me somewhere where I can wash
my face. 1 don't want to show up at the school with a
dirty face. That woulde't suit Fisher T, Fish.”

* What [?

“1 say it wouldn’t suit—"

* But. your—your name "

** Fish —Fisher T, Iish.™

“Oh, my only hat!” murmured Nugent. * Gorgeons!?

1 guess that's my pulronymic,” wuid the American boy,
“It's all 0. K., I guess. My father's Vanderbilt K. Figh,
the railroad king. guess you've heard of himi”

1 don’t think I remember the name,” said Harry,

Fisher T. Fish stared.

“ You haven't heard of Lim ?**

* I think not?”

* Great snakes! Where were you raised

Marry Wharton laughed.

**This way to the washk,” he said, and he led off the
Americun Junior to the perter's room, where the old Friars
dale porter accommodated themn with the necedsaries for ree
moving the muddy stains from Fisher T, Tish's face.

When the wud was off, the Greyfriars chuins were able
fo get a better look at the youth from New Yori,

Fisher T. ¥ishb could not be ca)led good-locking. But, in
epite of the elertuess and the keenness of his face, there was
a very pleasant gxpression upon it, and the juniors felt that
they could like the Yankee chum.

RBut Fish’s manner was not wholly taking.

There was s cooluese, an airinegs in his manner, which
eceined a little out of keeplng with the fact that he was 2
stranger m a strange land, and a new boy coming for the
firsl tune to a publie school.

Mr. Quelch had feared that the new hoy from New York
would feel friendless and forlorn on his arrival in Friardale.

But there was Jitile danger apparently, of Fisher T, Fish
feeling forlorn in Friardale or anywhere else.

The Amercivan boy was, as he would have said himself
“all there” :

Fisher T. Jith was sufficient unto himse)f, ie whatever cir-
cumstances he might chance to fall, .and if he had been

Nowver o Bale Pedo
One Halfpozngy, -



stranded in China or the Canniba!l Islands, he would have
swanked there aas if China and the Canvibal Islands were
private property of his.

Pish replaced his cap on the back of his bullet head, and
{eft the station with the Gregfriars juniors. )

He looked around him at the village street with a dis-
pareging glance.

“ Pretty sleepy old place this,”" he remarked.

“ It's quite,’” agreed Wharton,

'h“I guess we should wake up thie 'sleepy hollow, over
there.”

““Where ! asked Hurry, thinking that Fish alluded to the
opposite side of the street.

Fish laughed.

*{ mean over the pond.”

*The pond?”

£ Yes, the Atlantic.”

“Oh, I sge!”

¢ Atlantics are only ponds to an American,” said Nugent
serivusly. *“There are American millionaires who have
ornamental pouds as big as the Atlantic in their back
gardens.”

Fish laughed.

%1 guess we should wake it up, over there,” he remarkedl
again.  What you want in this street iy a syetem of electric
trams."

“ Rats!"" sgid Wharton cheerfully.

 Doesn’t this quite get on your nerves?” asked Fish.

“ Not a bit,”

# ] guess that's queer. Now, you could stop all that with
a system of electric trams, andy the gongs going at every
cornet. Nothing Tike electric trams to wuke a place up.
Why, in my native place there’s an average of two people
killed every week by the electric trams.”

* How jolly I"" said Nugent, *‘ especially for those who are
killed.”

% Does that thing move?" asked Fish, regarding the
ancient horse and hack which stood outside the station.

The equally ancient driver touched his ancient hat to ¥ish.

“Going to Greyfriars, sir ! he said.

‘ll guess w-”

“*Ave the 'ack, sir ?”’ .

Fish looked disparagingly at the hack.

“‘I' guess [’} walk,” he said, * I'm in rather a hurry, you
gee.

. **Box, sir,” eaid the driver, whose slow wits were quite
impervious io the little joke. * You can’t carry the box,
sir.”

“I guess T could earry it as easily as that hoss could.
Thanks, I guess 1'I} walk, and I suppose the porter can send
the box on, you cheps.”

 Clertainly,” said ¥Wharton.

The driver stolidly resumed his resting-place against the
station wall, and resumed chewing a straw, Fisher T. Fish
walked away with the Greyfriars juniors,

“ T4 it {ar to Greyfreiars?” he asked.

¥ Quarter of an hour?"

% Oh, for you chaps, I suppose! said Fish. “1 guess T
should walk it in ten minutes. Some !

The chums grinned at one another. All five of them were
es?ecmlly good walkers and runvers, and there were few
feilows of their age who could have beaten any of themn.

+ We'll make it a walking-match, if you liko,"” said Harry.

% Good. I'll show you how we walk over thers, I guess,”
said Fish. *'By the way, are you fellows in the Form I'm
going into. I'm going Into the Lower Fourth.”

it Yes, we're in the Remove—that's the Lower Fourth at
Greyiriars. I'm Wharton, the captain of the Form. This
chap is Nugent, this is Bob Cherry, and this is Tom Brown,
of New Zealand. This is Hurree Jumset Rum 8ingh, Naboh
of Bhanipur, King of Borrio-boolah-Gha, and Emperor of
Titubuctoo.”

The nabob grinned.

Fisher T. Xish had been regarding him with a curious
look. Wharton gucssed that ke had the common American
prejudice against the black race, but he could see, of course,
that tfurree Singh wus not a negro.

*I guess I'm glad to meet you.” said Fish. ‘ Jt was un-
commonly decent of vou te come and meet me. It’s only
fair to show you how we walk, over there. But I don't

want to tire you ont."”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Where's the joke?”

¢ Here,” said Nugent, tapping the American hoy on the
shonlder. “* A standing joke.

Fish grinned.

i‘_ ll‘ﬁhOk lrere, jevver get lefr 2" Le asked.

‘Eh

“ Jevver get loft "'

“J—1 don't quite catch oa”
apeaking KEnglish 7"

I guess so—it's plain United Siates”

“ And what may it happen to mmean "
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“ Great snakes!” said Fish. © Wheve was you raised?
To get left—that’s to be dished, done, or spoofed. Seel”

“ Yes, I see that much.”

“Well, then—""

“tglknd what does jevver mean?™ ailied Bob Cherry innod
cently.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Tom Brown. “Tbal means "did
you ever.'” |

#“1 guesa it'’s plain United States,” said Fish. *“You
gin’t what we should call slick, over here in Yurup., As I
was saving, did you ever get left? Because you'll get lelt,
and badly, if you try a walking-match with e

“We'll rick gotting left,” said Harry, Jaughing. * You
ma;qy get left yourself, you know.”

g
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ish shrugged his slun shouldera,
I guess not. Come on, then!” .
“(jood! We're on!” "
And the six boys started walking down the old Iigh
8treets of Friardale at a very fast pace.

i

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Lelt,

ISHER T. FISH put on specd at the very start, and he
forged ahead of the Greyifriers fellows, He was 8
pretty good walker, with a quick and & steady action.
But hn.rry Whaerton had only to look at him ic see
that he was not by any means up to Greyfriars form. Thara
was not one of the five juniors who could not have beaten
him easily at & walking match, but Fish atarted off as if he
had beaten the greutest champions in his time, and this wan
a mere bagatelle to him, - )

The juniors soom came o the same conclusion as their
leador. and they exchanged grins behind Fish's back as he
went striding ahead, .

They knew thai they could overtake him as eoon es they
chose to exert themseives, but they contented themselves for
the present with keeping s dozen paces behind.

Fish strode on shead, his long legs going like clockword.
The sight of the American junior stalking on ahead, and the
Greyfriars fellows following, made some of the villagers
grin, and the chuma of the Remove grinned, too.

*“ What do vou think of our latest addition?” grinned Tom

Brown. .
i Well, he bests anything we've had so far,” anid Harry
laughing. “I think li¢'s & decent chap enough in the main.'

“Put his swank—-—"

“ Yos, there's heaps of that” .

“[e's going to show us things, and teach us things,”
grinned Bob Cherzy. "1 rather think it's our duty to take
himn down a peg or two, in a good-natured way, of course.
We don’t want to be hard on a new chap, Lut we must show
him that we haven't quile run to seed in the ofd country.”

“ Just so.” ) .

“ The just-so-fulnens iy terrific.”’ .

Fish looked round over his shoulder, and grinned at the
Greyiriars fellows, evidently under the impression that they.
were badly beaten already.

« Jevver got left '’ he sang out.

t Nat beaten yet, Fishy.”

 Qticking it out -eh " . .

“ Yes," said Hurry, laughing; “a little whale yet.”

#May as well give in. I don’t want to fag you out.”™

* Ha, ha, ha!” —

“Oh, all 0, K,! I'li walk you ofl your legs I said Fish,

And he stalled on again.

They left the village, and then Harry Wharton & Co.

vickened their pace. To Fisher T. Fish's surprise, they
ﬂrew level, and walked round him.

e gave them a stare. - . .

“ T guess you're pumping yourselves.” he said warningly.
“ You don’t want to put on a spurt like that.”

“ Oh, we're all right!” ) )

Fich incrensed hix pace, but his heavy breathing showed
that it told upon him. 'The -Greyfriars juniors put on a
litle extra speed, too, without half the exertion.” .

¢ By the way, you'll know Greyfriass when you get fo it.”
said Harry Wharton. * Follow the straight road, and it's
the big building with the tower.”

“ Oh, T sha'n't be so very much ahend of you!"

“1'mt not thinking you will- but you'll be a jolly good
way behind,”’ said Wharton coolly,

< K, ha, ha!"”

I guess -~ .
“ Come on, you fellows.”
“ Right-ho!"”

The chums quicketed their pace again, They drew ahead
of the American. Fisher T. Fish stared at them, and sut
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on speed agaln, but he could not keep it up. e dropped a
pace or two behind, and he was breathing ®ery hard, The
chums of the Remove still had something in reserve, too,

Fish was evidently greatly astonished.

“Qreat snakes!' he murmured.

“Jevver pet left ' asked Nugent sweetly.

And the chums of the Remove strode on. .

The Ameriean junior struggled after them in vain efforts
The five juniors were walking abreast, the pece that of the
slowest of tho five, as they kept level. DBut the slowest of the
five was not much slower than the rest, and was very much
faster than Fisher T. Fish.

Fish struggled on with muttered ¢jaculations,

He was quite amazed to see that the Old Country had so
much left in it; and 1here was no <oubt that he was, to use
his own expression, getting left. 1

But he was game ali through. He would not give in, and
he tramped on determinedly, in & vain effort to catch up the
chums of Greyfriare. i .. .

But they were faitly going now, tramping on in time with
steady feet, and ihey were a hundred yards or more ahead
of Fish by the time the tower of GreyEriars rose into sight
over the trees.

And they were drawing further ahead every moment.

They tramped on, faster and faster, and passed in at the
gates, leaving ¥ish with the highway to himself.

They burst into a chuckle ze they entered the gateway,
Gosling, the porter, was outside his lodge, and he stared at

em.

“ Which I thort you 'ad gone io meet the new boy, Master
Wharton ! he excluinied.

“Bo wa «id,"” said Harry,

** Ain't he come, then?"’

* Yes; he's come.” .

“Then where is he 7' demanded Goeling. * Wot T soye is
this ‘ere -where is he "

** Left !”

“t IIC_Y ?ﬂ

i .‘T.::ft " said llarcy, Jaughivg. " Thet's where he is -

“The leftfulness is terrific I

*1Ia, ha, ha "

-And the chume of the Remove framped on across the Close,
teaving Gosling staring, They disappeared into the Scheol
flouse helore the American junior arrived at the gate,
isher T. Tish came in goasping. Gosling blinked at him.
Fish sank down upon the bench outside the porier's lodge,
and panted.

* Which you're the new boy, sir "' he asked.

ing waa always very civil 1o new boys. New boys
generally had their pockets lined, and Geeling throve on

1.

L I gucss 80,” snid Fish breathlessly.

“ Which you look lired, rir,” said Gosling, with soliciiude.
" P'r’aps you'd like to comie into my ledge and rest, sir 2"

“1 guees I ain't tived.””

o W'I’rich you lock tived, sir. Where "ave you been, Masler

thh ?

Fish looked at him grimly.

* ['ve been left!™ Le prunted.

At} he rose from the bench, and tramped on to the
10038€,

Gosling scvatched his head in surprise.  1le could not quile
make out the new boy, or why he should aintain that he
wasg 1ot tired when hie was gquile evidently fagged out.

But whether Fisher T. Fish admitted that he was tired or
not, -one fact was clear and undoubted; und thaf was, that
Lie had been conpletely, utterly, hopelessly * left,”

—_—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Fish is Williog to Learm.
HARRY WIHARTON & CO. were sitting in the hall, rewt.

ing, when the American junior came in. They greoted
him with eweet smilos, and a question couched in his
,own peculiar Janguage1
 Jevver get left 1"
Fish grinned.
JTe wae evidently Dblessed with a sense of humour, and
could take a joke against himsell,
" I'm done,” hie remarked.
“ Jevver get done?"” eard Nugent,
_“But I'm not in_good form pow," said Fish, in uplnua—
tion, ** When I'ms in form I'll walk vou off your Jegs ™
“Jevver get walked off your logs?”
“Oh, cheese it!”
* Jevver cheese it '*
The American laughed,
‘**Nuffi’s as good as a feast,” hoe remarked.
Tus MaaNer Lisrary.—No. 150,
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tired, of couree, but I'd like a rest. T guess I have a study
here, don't 1Y Where s it ?”

“You'll have to ask the Formanaster,”’ ¢aid Harry.

“Torm-master ! Who is he?™

* Mr. Quelch.”

"“Where is he "

“In the Form-room at present. I suppose we'd better
iale you there,’” said Harry Wharton, rising. '‘This way.
We shall have to go in to next lesson, and we'd better show
you ta Mr. Quelch, to prove that you haven't strayed.'™

And Ficher T. Fish was taken to the Form-room. .

Maths. were long over, and the Remove were deep in
gecgraphy, and Billy Bunter hod just given Mr. Quelch the
remarkable information that Pekin was the capital of Japan,
It was fortunate for Bunter that an interruption came at
that moment.

Mr. Quelch looked round testily as the door opened, and
then he fixed his glance inquiringly upon Fisher T. Fish,

* Ah! s this the new boy, Wharton ?”

*Yes, sir. Fisher T. Fish.”

“Ye gods™ murmured Bulstrode. “ What a name !

“Very good. You may take your place in class. 1f you
weuld prefer a rest, Fish, you may leave the Form-room,"
raidl Mr. Quelch. * Perhaps you had better go to my study,
wrl wait there till T am dicengaged.”

" Certainly, siv.”’

*“Take him to my study, Wharton.
refreshment after his journcy, you

If hie requires any
may speak to the
“ Yes, sir.”’ .

Harry Wharton marched Fish off, leaving his comrades Lo
take their seats in class.

They absorbed information regarding Pekin, while Harry
took f{le American junior out of the Form-room.
“Hungry "* he asked.

‘1 guess not,” eaid Fish. “I had a Junch-basket in the

train.”
*“ Tired 1’ g
“No. I'n never tired; bard as nails" snid Fish.

** That's how we =all are over there.  None of your OKl
Country slacking for me.

Wharton smiled.

*“Well, here's Quelch's study,” he vaid. "I suppuse you
can toke one of the books to read, to pass the time. There's
plenty here.”

Fish glanced over the Form-master's study #ohle. There
were certuinly books in plenty, but Fisher 1’.‘ Fish did not
{feel particularly interested in Alschylus, in Ovid, in Horace,
or in Homer. -

*Got any Amurrican new:spsper ?” he asked.

* We don’t take them here.”

“Oh! Where was you raised?" soid Fish. “Do you
mean 1o csay vou've never scen 8 copy of the ‘New York
Runtler':"’

" Never.

“Or the *Chicago Bustler’ 7"

* Nat once,” )

" Wel, carry me home to die ! said Fish. *“You do want
woking up, Never mind; I've got sume literature of my
aown."’

I1e sat down in Mr. Quelch’s armehair. and stretched ont
his long legs to the mantelpiece, Ile jerked s book from his
1ocket pockel, and Wharton glanced at it

1t had a glaring cover in neurly all the colours of the
ragnbow, with a picture representing a murder. The title,
which sprawled in hig lctters over the cover, was " Doad-
woud Dave's Dastardly Double; or, The Red Road-Raiders
«f the, Rockies."

My only hut I ejaculated Harry Wharfon. * You don’j
mican to suy that you read that rotten stoff, Fish1”

*1 guess so.'

*“What for¥"?

"1 guess it’s all right.” .

“'Fhen vou guess wrong,” said Wharton,
Chuck it into the fire!”

*“ Rats !’

© Don't Jet Mr, Quelch «ee if, anyway."”

“ Oh‘, I guess I'm Ay !" said Fish. * You can travel I'm

iy

L]

“J1t's all rotten |

Harry Wharton left him, and returned to the Form-rooni.
The leszons proceeded, but the alternoon’s work was agree-
sbly short to the chums of the Remave. Mr. Quelch dis-
missed the class at last, and then proceeded to his study to
sce the new punil.

Mr. Quelch, perbaps, expected to sce something out of the
conmon run of new boys. The youth from New York was
not likely to resemble exactlv the average Britisher, But
{he Renove-master had & shock, all the same, as he entered
his etudy. s Lo . .

Fisher T. Fish was sprawled back in his arm-chair. His
feet were resting on the mantel, and his shoulders buried in
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*‘ As your [avourite pupil, sic,” sald Alonzo Todd, “Iam very,
not understaed you,'”” sald Mr. Quelch, staring blaokiy at the Dutfer. * What did you say, Todd " {8e¢ page 2.)

{
t

very sorry that you have got the sack!” #J duAI

the cushion at the back of the chair. It was an attitude
rather of carelessness than comfort, but Fish seemed to enjoy
it very well, He was still deeply engrossed in the adven-
tures of Deadwood Dave's Dastardly Double eo deeply that
be 4id not hear the Form-master cnier.

¥r, Quelch ocoughed indignantly.

Figher T. Fish turned his head.

‘The Remove master expected him to turn ved and jump
up in confusion. Fisher T. Fish did nothing of the gort.

He nodded.

e nodded to the majestic Form-maeter as if he had been
only a common or garden human being, and Mr. Quelch
almost staggered,

“Boy !” he gasped.

“ Hallo I said Fish.

““Rise I"

“Eht

“ How dare you remain seated when your Form-master
enters " exclaimed Mr. Quelch. “Rise to your feet at
onoe |

Fisher T. Fish rose.

* Sorry,” he remarked. “Ts that a custom here?”

*1 should say so!" exclaimed Mr. Quelech, *If you did
not mean it for impertinence, Fish, I will overlook 1t. Bug
you must learn better manners.”

“1 guess I'm here to learn, sir. If there's anything wrong
with my mlm_namf Tm open to learn, air. That'a what my
poppet (s paying for.

g‘lt;? Qmﬁt gasped. " 4 550

41 didn't know manners were in the curriculum, sir," went
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on Fish, * But if they are, I'm ready. If they're an extra,
wy Eom)l?r will pay.” ’
* Box |V

'“Hallo !

* You must not say ‘Hallo? to your Form-master,” ex-
claimed Mr. Quelch, somewhat puzzled how to deal with the
new boy. ‘'¥ou must speak more respectfully.*
_""Certainly, sir. What shall I say? I'm ready 4o lears,

REF.

“ Say ‘Yes, sir.””

“Yes, sir—yes, sir.’’

* You should not—not sit down in m
inelegant attitude,’ said Mr. Quelch. “[s
put your feet on the mantelpiece.”

Fish whistled.

“Is that straight goods, sir? he inguired.

“ Wh-w-w-what?”’

“You're giving it me straight? No gum?”’

ai G“.m badd

‘“Ne gum-game, sir—I mean, it’s all 0. K. 1"

“0.K. """ said Mr. Quelch faintly.

“ Yoy, sir. You're not pulling my leg, I mean?"

“Oh, no! Certainly not!"

““ Chap mustn’t put his feet on the mantelpiecs]”

# Certainly not.”

“It’s bad manners?”’

* Very bad manners !"

“ Quite ocutside, in fact?”

“"Ye3," murmured Mr, Quelch.
side.”

study in such an
is disrespectful ta

* Quite—er—quito ogi
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“Good " grinned Fisher T. Fish, " Won't I scoro over
popper when T see him again, that's all!”

" Popper " wrnced My, Quelels.

“Yes, y father, you know., Wo call 'em popper over
theve."

Ol I—1 see.”

e always puts his feet on the nirntelpiece,” explained
Fish, with a joyous grin. ** Won't I put it to him about bad
mmnnersy, eh? 1’1l scora over him, I guess.”

“ Dear me!" wmurmured the puzzied Forni-masier  ©1—I
teally did not mean to be criticising your parent’s manners,
Fish. I was alluding 1o you only.”

" What's bad manners for the goose is hud
the gander, I guess. Is there anything else, »ir’

“Wewewhat weia vou reading? asked Mr. Quelch.
had caught right of the glaring cover,

 New York boys' paper, sir,”

*let mo see it

Fish remembered Wharton's esntion, but it was too lute
vow. He handed the gaudy paper to the Remove-naster,
who frowned.

“You must not read this nonsense, Fish,” e exclaimed.
“1 am not severo with my boys, and, 1- %, not nnreason-
able. Any lealthy and decent boys’ litereturc 1 encourage
my boys to read. But this nonsense about revolvers and
knives and bloodshed can only do harni. Tt has led to as
much mischief as reports of niurders in pewspapers., [Pleave
throw that nonsense inta fire."”

* It cost me two eents. sir,” said Fish.

“Is that very much?' asked Mr. Quelcddi, wlho lad very
huzy ideas about Anserican coinage.

‘A penny, sir."

* Well, vou must loso tho nay as a fine for having
lm*ht such trash,” said Mr. Quelch. “Throw it into the
five.”

* Surely, sir, if yvou like,"" said Fish. “1° nearly finislied
it, anvhow, and I know just how it ends. Deadwood Dave
shoots the other chap through the head, sirv, and his blood
vuns over Bowie Bill, who has been stabbed, ot the same
time that Shooting Sam sticks his bowie knife into Mustang

Mr. Suelch . .
* And that is the kind of literaturo that the youth of
New York is nourished upon!” he exolaimed indignantly.

1 guess we're alead in that line, sir, as well as in every-
thing else,”” said Fish, with a ehuckle. It sells like hot
cakes, sir, and we export hundreds of thousarnds of 'em, sir,
to England every week.”

“Then it is high time the authorities looked into the
matter,” said the Formi-master dvily. "' However, vou will
remember never to purchase any more nonsense of that kind
whilo you are at Greyfriars.” )

* Surely, sir,” said Fish. “ 'm going to follow the yules,
sir. while U'm here. That's what ' hero for.”

“'hat is a very proper spirit, certainly,” said Mr. Quelch
slowly. 1 hope we shall get on very well together, Fish,
1 understand that you have passed the examination pre-
liminary to entering the Remove here, Weo will, however,
go over a few matters for ten minutes.  Sit down.” .

I'ish sat down—not with his feet on the mantelpicce this
time—and Mr. Queleh sat down, too, and they went over
the ‘' few matters.” It turned out that Fish's excellent
opinion of himself was hardly justifiec] by the extent of his
attainments, but there was no doubt that he was a very
quick and alert youth. Ie was a little outside Mr. Quelch’s
experience, but the Form-master was pretty satisied, upon
the whole, when he dismissed Fish. The American boy had
no viees in him, at all events: and as for his Transatlantic
ways, they could be got used to.

manneys oy
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THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Bunter's New Study-Mate,

ISHIER T. FISIH came along the fagged passape
whistling * Maryland "' after he had left Mr. Quelcli’s
study. Fisher T. Fish whistled considerably out of
{une, but he was quite satisfied with his powers as a

whistler, und his whistle roze crescendo as he canme down the

passage. A door was opened, and a head was put out, and

a voico velled at the new junior,

“Who's making that row?”

“allo ! said Fish.

Ho stared at tho questioner. Tt was Loder of the Sixth,
one of the worst-tempered fellows in the top Form, and a
prefect. e glared at Fish. .

“ Were you ehricking like that I he snapped,

“1 guess I was whistling.” .

“Pon't you know you're not ailowed to make a row in
tho Sixth-Form passagei”

Ture MaeNer Liskary.—No, 150.
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“1 guess not: and I didn't know this was the Sixth-Form
paseage.  Anytling special about the Sixth-Form passage?”
asked IFish.

Laxder snapped his teeth.

“T'I jolly soon show you!" le exclaimed.

Aud le came towards the Amevican junsor.

I"i<h backed away.

“Mallo, what's the trouble”’ he exclajimed. * Who are
}...I.Illnn} way, and what's the matter with Hanner?”

“Heold on, Loder!” said a quiet voice, and Wingate, the
in of the swhool, came out of Lis study. **Heold on!
< a new kid, I think.”

e Sixth-Form bully swung round angrily.

1 don't care a rap whether lie's a new kid or not!" he
svatled, ' lle's not poing to cleek me, Wingate.”

U Ob, go casy ! said Wingate, in his good-natured way.
“ You mustn't whistle lere, kid. You Lave fo keep quiet
when you come this way, And you mustn't oheck Loder;
he's o prefect.”

“What's & prefect?’ asked Fi<h.

Loder gave an angry lsugh. .

" Where did the wild animal come from?’ Le exclaimed.

“1 guess I was raised iu the States,”” said Fish. *'I kinder
guess, too, that the Yu-nited States can lay over anything
you can scare up in the Old Country. Some!”

Wingate laughed.

** A prefect 1s a senior boy, somewliat like a monitor, and
o lias anthority to keep the juniors in order,” he explained.
* You must treat seniors with proper respect.”

Iish rubbed his nose thoughtfully.

“Thauks!"" he said. "1 suppose I.shall pick it up in
time,  Ave vou a prefect’”

* Yes,"” said Wingate, langiung.
captain of the schiool,”

“Then 1 suppose I've got to treat you with respect, too?"™

* Yes, rather!”

** Move respect than tlie other chap?’ azked Fish, with a
nod towards Loder.

The Grexfriars captain burst into a laugh again.

" No. about the sawe,” he said. " You are a queer fish,
I think.™

*Oh, come off ! excluimed tho American junior,
puns onomy rame."”

" Your name?”

. "I My mame’s Uizl said the new  junior—** Fisher T,
Tish.”

“1 did not know,” said Wingate. 1 expect vou'll get
a pood many puns on a nae like that, <o vou'd better get
vred to them, Now, cut along., You can let him off this
time, Loder: you sce he doesn't know the ropes,”

Loder went into bis study without rveplying, und slammed
tho door.

I guess you've a good sort,” said Fish to Wingate. “I'm
obliged.”

" Don't make a 1ow lLeve any more, then,” said Wingate,
going back into his study.

* Surely not.”

Fish proceeded on Lis way, no longer whistling, Ile saw
no reason ot all why he shonldn’t whistle if he liked, but he
was willing to 1ake concessions to Dritish idiosyncracies.
Ho was looking for Harry Wharton. e found the chums
of the Remove in the big doorway, looking out into the
qnad., already dim with the dusk. They turned round to
look at him.

“allo, halle, lalle ! exclaimed Bob Clerry. * How did
rvou et on with Quelohy ¥

CAN 0K, said Fish,

CWewew-what 1

T like him,” said Fish, “T was looking for yon fellows,
too. Can vou tell mie where the Remove pussage 181

“1a, ha! Yes.”

“1'm to go into Study No. 14.”

“ Phew !

“What's the matter with
wrong with Study No, 147
“ Only Bunter's theve”

" Bunter "’

“Yes, the one and only Bunter,” said Iarry Wharton.
“T expected vou would be put in theve, as there's plenty of
PO, DBunter, Wun Lung, and Alouzo Todd were put
into Study No. 14 when it was opened as a new study, but
Todd and Wun Lung couldn't stand DBunter, and they

“ 1w Lead prefect, and

“I bar

“T think he's a decent old guy."”

it?"" asked Fish, ** Anything
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elianged back into their old quarters, Perhaps you'll get
o8, with hio betber”
ness Ty. .

*1 %hink we ought ko warn Fisl not to lend him woney,"”
said Nugent. ‘' You know how he goey for new chaps’

Fish winked. S v

#1 guess I can look after the rocks,” he exclaimed.

“The goodfulness is terrific ' said Hurree Jamset Raw
Singh. 1 think even the esteemod and disgusting Bunter
will heve the hardful task to extract cash from our respected
and ludicrous friend Fish.” . i

By gum ' said Fish, staring at Ihuree Singh. * What
sort of a critter do you oall that?” .

¢#Nabob of Bhanipur, King of Timbuotoo, Einperor of
Um ia__..—" . - rey v -

i sh. ring off, do! Blessed if I like the colour!™” said Fisl.

s that what you call good rmannars in the Rocky Mous-
tains?"’ asked Nugent sweetly.

Fish snorted. ;

& hail from New York," he said. ]

“ Well, isn"t New York in the Rocky Mouniains??

* Huh !

“ At any vate, the Rocky
ain't they?”

L Huh [I! . . ;

“ And both are inm Canada, I believe? said Bob (levry
solemundy. .

* Well, you chunps,™ qaid Tish; ¢ is that what you call &
knowledge of geography over here?”

3¢ Ha,%la, hat” .

Fish's face broke into a grin.

i Qb 1 see, you're pulling my leg. T gueas!”

+ 1 guess we are,”’ said Iarry Wharton. * But while we're
on the subject of Inky, we may ns weil have it out. Inky
jsn’t & nigger - he’a an Indian, which is as unlike a negro aa
an American is. And if he were a nigger, we should like him
just as much, and ko would be just a8 good B sort. And we
don'y share your ridiculous prejudice against coloured people,
and if & nigger ever comas to Greyfriars, and you put on
pny airs about it, we'll fjump on yon. Ts that quite clear?"”

‘[ guess so." ,

“ Tlhat's settled, then. Hallo, hers's Bunter, and he'll
show you to your study!’ said Harry, “ Bunter! Bunter i

“ 1 pay, you feltows,” suid the fat junior, rolling up. “I
wos loqlfing {or you. I'm expecting a postal-order this even-
ing——

“ Ol, cheese it!"

 Oh, really, Cherry—"" .

# This new chap is going into your study, Bunter,” said
Wharton.

Billy Bunter blinked at the new fellow through his big
spectacles. He did not seem to be very much impressed by
the junior from New York o

% Dh. is he?" he said. '*I think it's rotten of Quelcl:, then.
T've had that study to myself for some time, and I think 1
ought to be allowed to kesp it. It’s simply rotten shoving
a new chap in, especially a blessed Yankee.”

« Hallo ! said Fish, .

“ T don't like it ! said Bonter peevishly. * Why can’t you
have him in your study, Wharton? There's enly thres of
you!"

" '!.'

«Weall, I shall ohject, and—-—-""

« But he's a mitlionaire, Billy,” said Frank Nugent.

he fatb junior jumped.

“ What?™

“ Sunply rolling in woney."”
i Oh !ll

Mountains are in New York,

“ Tong of it,” said Nugent impressively.

«Of course, the study's not very lorge, and T require a
good deal of room,” said Bunter. * Bui, as 1 was saying, I
5]15!1];?:;}01131 glad to have you for a study-mate, Fishy,”

+ T have been feeling very lonely in the stidy, as a_matier
of fact, and 1 shall be jolly glad to have ¢ nice chap like you.
And 1 was specially wiching that an American chap wonld
eoine to Creyfriars and slare my study, because I—I admire
Awmerica so much,” went on Bunter. ' I think it's a glorious
country, and it must be lovely to lock out of your window
in New ‘York: and watch the wild bnffaloes dashing over
the prairies, and

“ You, it's ripping,” said Fish, with pecfoct gravity: © and
then when the Red Indians raid the cable cars. you know, it's
very oxciting.”’

*"Ha, ha, hat" roared the juniors.

“Yes, it must be,” said Bunter, whoe knew very little
more of America than Fisher T. Fish knew of England.
“ But let me show you to your study, Fishy, old man. I'd
like you to_tell me all about America. It's a Republic, or
something, isn't it?”’

“* T00k here, if you're going to be funny—-""

Buntcre started.

“1-T say, I wam't being funny I he stammered
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sure I've heard somebody say that Awmerica was a Republic, of
something

Tish stared at him. That there should exist in the wide
world a single individual who did not know all about the
great und glorious American Republic, was a thing that he, as
a true American, conld not possibly understand. He eould
enly conclude that Billy Bunter was © pulling his leg.”"

"1 puess you're going the right way to get a thick ear.”
lie romall:l‘;ed. “ Drop it! Show me where the study is, and
ring off !

““artainly "' snid Billy Banter, glad to drop the dun-
gerous subjeck. “ This way! I sy, vou koow, I'm simply
delighted to have you in my study."

And Billy Bunter was telling the truth for once. He was
cortainly delighted to have the son of a willionaire in No. 14.

The chums of the Remove looked after them and grinned.

S What a giddy capture for Billy!” said Nugent. L
ought to be as good as a bank to him, I should think."

“ 1 guess not,” said Wharton, laughing. * Fisher T. Figh
strikes me as a chap very well able to take care of his
money." .

© Same hers,” said Bob Cherry. '*T don't think anybody
will take a cise out of Fisherty Fish very easily.

And the nabob remarked that the samefulness was tersific.
And there was no doubt that the chums werp right. Fishoer
T. IMish was very wide awake.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Expects a Postal Order.

ILLY RUNTER showed Ilisher T. Fish into No. 14
Stady with quite an aix. If he had bLeen a prince
showing a visiting emperor inta tle state apartments
preparcd for hLim, Bunter could not have had a

grander manner on.

Billy Bunter wanted to impress lis visitor. He ushered
Tish into the room with a wave of his fut hand.

< Hore you aral" he exclaimed. * Here's our study.”

Fish locked round the room. i

His glance was not admiring. It was, indeed, disparaging,
He was not much impressed with the apartment of which
Bunter was prepared to do_the honours in the grandest way.

“ This No. 147" he asked.

“ Yo-es!” \

“ No wonder you gvowled at having another chap put in
here ﬁit’l.x vou,” said ¥ish. * There isn't room for one.™

‘ .

“ Plossed if T kuow how Tin going to dig here with you”
. oad Oh, rea.lly—"

“ You're o jolly fab, too,” said Fish. “If you're going
to share this room with te, you'll have lo melt soine of it
down!"

“ [Look here—-'

< ggill, T suppose T must take things as I find them, and
it's no good grambling,” said Figh, ratler late. 1 can
wunags here.”

“ Oh, really—"

« All the studies furnished like tlis" asked Iish, with
another disparaging glance round the roown.

The study was certainly bare. Thoe fact was, that ir was
s newly-ppened study, and the Greyfrinra juntors had to
provide Furpiture themselves for the studies, with the exeey
tion of table snd chair. They lad the alterpative of dig-
«ing "' in the ¥Form-room if they liked, Wun Lung and Todd
had provided most of the furniture for the new study, but
they could not stand Bunter, and when they went, they kook
most of their proporty iwith them. Dunter had a study to
Limself, but very little in it. There was a table, a ohair, and
a box, and a damaged scuttle for coals. There was litlo
nwore. Even the carpet had been taken up off the 8oor.

Bunter blinked at the Americun,

“ Wall, no,” he said. * This study wag better furnisled a
short time ago, hut a couple of rotters were bere with me—
fellows T couldn't stand—and [ turned them out. They taok
most of the things with them.”

T'ishei grinned, remembering the different account he had
heard.

“The things belux\lgf-d to them, then?" he asked.

“ Well, you sce, I let them take ther, because—hecause
I'mm above raising any
gaid Bunter.

“ Vey, you look like that,” said Fish.

Bunter purred.

" Yos, you can ses that Uin a very decent chap, of course,"
e remarked. ff You are a keon chap, and I can see that
1 shall get on with you. 'It's the ecustom here for felows
to furnish their own studies. I should have had this placa
splendidly furnished, ready for you, but T've had a disap-
pointment about a postal-ovder.’

sordid comsiderntions of that sort,”
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“ A titled friend of mine, who often sends me big tips, has
—has forgotten to post the letter, or something,’” said Bunter.
“ Or—or else there's been a delay in the post. Anyway, the
postal-order Lasn't come, S0 you must excuee tho state of
the %ud;;,at present.’”

o Eh!‘l

[ Yap“l!

* What 2"

“ Yeop."”

* Excuse me, I don’t quite understand. Whet are you say-
ing *yep' for? Does it mean anything?” asked Bunter.

Fish sniffed.

“ You don's understand plain United States?”’ he asked.
“ Yop means yep, of course.”’

** Oh, does jt?” mid Bunter, not much enlightened by that
pxplanation; ¥ Yes, I—I supposad yep would mean—er—
gep. I thought perhaps it meant—er—I—I don't quite know
what it means. Is it a foreign word?”

) Nﬁpe."

1 E!l?"

" NOI'C-"

BRiliy Buntec stered.

» What did you sey!” he stammered.
[—I don’t understand Gerinen very well"”

** German !’ howled Fish.

““ Yes. We have it in the Remove, but I think it's rotten ;
{ don’t get on with it at al. I'd rather you spoke Fnglish.”

Kish glared at him.

“If you don't understand what yes and no mean, the
sgoner you learn the better!” he exclaimed.

M Yes and no,” murmured Billy Bunter. ““Oh, T—I see!
I see now. Speaking of the state of the study, you under-
stand how it is that it's in a rather unfwimished state at tle
present qmmentT_”

“ Bay it again.

‘: Of course, it’s not intonded to remwin like that.”

“ TN tell you what,”” said Bunter, with an air of great
{renkness, ' If you're going to dig hers, you'll be expected
to stand half the furniture. 1've provided a—a table, and a
vhair. If you likke to get the rest of tho things, you can pay
for them now, and I'll settlo np with you for haif the amount
when my postzl-order comes.”

“VYea I guess I've got your size,” said Fisher T: Fieh.
“ Pt lay in some things ta_use, I gues, but I know fow
much you'll pay on the bill )

The -things -will belong to me,
my son, and don't you forgeé

#QOh, really, Fishy——"

“The sooner we get them in
the better, too,” said Fisher
. Fish. “I've got the dol-
lars. Where can we buy the
crocks 7"

“Oh, in the village!” eaid
Bunter cheerfully, “‘I'll get a
pass from a profect, and take
you down to Friardele, if you
like.” .

" }11m E’,

“ Or, if you choose, I'll take
the money and go myself,”
said Bunter obligingly.

ad Nom.lF

“Of course, you ecan rely
upon me—""

“ [ guess not. How much do
you”nckon it will figure out

1

O Tyt
ndidly for fifty pounds.
:Eid' Buater, who {ll‘.d an un-
limited iusgination in dealing
with meney.

ai Eh ?’,

#1—I mean twenty "

“*What 2"

“That is to eey, ten,” said
Bunter, bringing his estimate
down with remarkable jumps.
" Well, suppose we 23y five?"

Fish grinmed.

* Supposa we 313- five dol-
lers 1 he suggested.

# How much is & dellar?”

“Well, great enakes and alli-

Introduce
FISHER
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“ Where was you raized? You don’t know how much a
dollar is?’

“No. I helieve it's an American coin.”

“ My aunt!"

“ Well, how much is il 7" asked Bunter. “If it’s as much
as a pound——7""

“Five dollars go to a pound, you chump I’

“Only four bob! Well, 1 think you're a duffer!” ssid
Bunter. * Furnishing a study with fwenty bob! Oh, dor’t
be an ass!”

*1 guess——""

*“But never mind, I'})l do the best I can on
said Bunter, holding ocut & fat hand. “Give it to me!”

¥isher T. Fish stared at the fat hand, as if i were held out
merely for his inspection.-

:: %3]??’[;“ that wents washing,” he remarked.

_ “Bat I'm not going to take on the job, so you can take
it away.”

4 Oh, really, Fishy—"

“I guess I'll see about that furnishing,” said Fisher T.
Fish. “I'm not trusting any spondulics into your paws,
anyhow.”

And he turned to the door of the study.

“Oh, I say,” exclaimed Billy Bunter, look here! T want
to be obliging, especially as L’ve been. looking forward so
much to having you in this stady—"

“#Oh, cut it out!”

S Well, look here! I'm expecting a postal-order this even-
ing. Will you cash it for me?" demanded Billy Bunler.

“Why can't you cash it at the post-olfice ?”

“ Bocuuse 34 hasn't come yet,” explained Bunter. ™ You
soe, I wani you to cash it for e in advance, then I hand over
the postal-order to you as soon as it comcs. It's mercly
obliging we for a few hours, far of couse the money's as
safe as the Bank of England.”

Fisher T. Fish laughed.

“1'guess you can't rin
romarked. *'I'm Fisher

“Oh, really—"

# ] guess it's time T meandered.”

“ Ok, I say, you know—Ilook here, I'll take cight bob now,”
auid Bunter, * The postal-order's for ten, so you'l! get two
bob interest. Now, I know you Yankees arc awfully close
with money, and you'll make two bhob that way.”

Fisher T. Fish turned towards Bunter, and raised his
boot. That wos enough for Bunter. He backed away into
the study, and the American
{U::IOI' went down the pamsago
aughing.

The Owl of the Remove
blinked uslter him with indig-
nant wrath.

* Yankee beast!" he mui-
tered. “‘The ides of putting
a rotier like that into my
study] Yah!”

TRE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Tea !n Hail

“ ALLO, lallo, halle!
Don't you get on with
Bunter 7" exclaimed
Bob Cherry, a8 he nret
the American junier a few
minutes later.

Fisher T. Fish sniffed.

“The study’s pretty bare,
and Bunter’s & worm!' he re-
plied. *“TIs he the only freak
you've got there 7"

“Ohb, nol’’ said Bob.
‘' There's a fresh one w-day.”

¥Fish chuckled.

b | dguesa that’s smart,” hLe
replied, with perfect good-
humour. *“Look here, 1'w
looking for tea. You bave tco
here, 1 suppose?”

_“We do when we can get
it.”’

" Where 1®

“Well, you can take your
choice. Lkaps who have any
money generally have their
tea in their own stuclies; but

that sum,”

in a deal like thal on 1ne,” he
. Fish, and I'm wide awake.”

Please

T
FISH
to a
friend
of
yours.

The Ediior.

it’s provided in Hall for
everybody who gares (0 go
there”

gators1” eaid Fisher T. Fish.
‘Tup Maonzr Lisraey.—No. 150.
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* Anything to pay®”
b Cherry laughed.

“In Hall? Oh, no!"

“ Thea 1 guess I'll bave my tea in Hall ™

“Well, there's a lot of fellows having their tea there,”
esid Beb € herry.  “ F whall be one, this !‘.une &s I'm etony,
and Marky's in the same boat, :md we're not gomg to
borrow of Wun Lung. i’m just going 1o tea, and I'll show
you tho way il you like.”

*' That's real nice 1"

Bob piloted the new chum downsinirs to the dining-hall.
A great many fellows were going in. Though most of the
fellows preferred having tea in their own studies, funds were
in s fluctuating a etate--in the Junior Forms especmll that
there were usually half the fellows in 11all to tee. raides,
fellows could take in what they pleased to grace the lfestivo
board, ond, as Nugent said, if you had & tin of bloater-
punte or & pot of jam, it made toa in Ilall scem quite con-

vivial, while it wasn't much use o feed on alone in the
nh.lr.ly

Mark Linley joined Bob as he went in with the American
Junior. Fish looked hitm up and down, in his cvol Amcrican

way, and noted, with an eye that rmrlung eacaped, the fact
thut Mark was dressed more shakbily than the average Grey-

friars boy. Even Billy Bunter, though he did not take half
#0 much care of his clothes, undoubtedly looked more ex-
pl’,ﬂﬁl?e

Tux Maener LipRary.—No. 150,
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“ My best chum, Mark Linlcy " Bob Cherry explained..

“Oh ! said Fish,

Murk nodded genially anough to the boy from New York

He went in first, Jeaving Fish behind with Bob. Figh
jerked at Bob Cherry’s sleeve.

“That chap a pupil here!” he asked.

" Yes”

** Not the boots?™

Bob glared.

** What the dickens do you mean " he blurted out angrily,

“What I eay. 1 thnught ou might bave some system hero
as they do at—isn't it gll'ord ?—where a chap gets hia
education for nothing, or next to nothing, on condition of
hanging round doing 1he dishes,

Bob Cherry frowned darkly.

“Well, you're ofl-side,” he waid. “ There's nothing of
that sort of rot st Greyfriars. -‘Mark Linley's an g us
any uvther lcl]ow here, and a great deal better than any fresh
ll:-ilmrtnumm

“Oh, don't get mmad!"” said Fish coolly.
ning the guy down,
the rags.

* The what?”’

“ The clothes. Don't you understand English 1"

“I don't understand Anerican,” said Bo Cherr, tnrtly,

""and if you're going to eay & word agsioet Mzi
because hie's a scholarship boy, and because ba's poor, ,ou

“Pmn not run-
Ouly 1 guess I couldn'i help noticing
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better say i6 to somebody clse, because if you say it to me,
you'll get my knuckles on your blessed long nose 1n a shake!
Savvy "

Fisher T. Fish grinned.

“Burely,” be said, *il's all O.K.7 I was only asking
questions, "’ °

* Well, don’t ask "emn!"

“Uan’t help if,” said Fish coolly. *1've come to England
to learn, and to study the manners and customs of the
natives,'

:: The what?"” howled Bob.

. The natives, Now, don’t get mad. T'm il right, and
if that chap’s poor, and sticking to it with the odds againsi
him, I guess I admire him.”

And Fisher T. Fish walked over to Mark Linley who was
about to sit down at table. He tapped the Lancashire lad
on the shoulder,

Mark Linley tocked round, in some surprise.

Fisher T. Fish held out his hand.

“Shake " he mnid laconically.

“Certainly ! said Mark, witi
the American junior. * But—"

**I guess you're all right, that's all,’’ said Fish.

Mark Iaughed. y

There were plenty of vacant seats at the table. Haery
Wharton & Co. were not there, so Fish concluded that they
were having tea in their study.. He sat down st the table
opposita Bulstrode and Skinner, who grinned at one another.
Bylstrode considered that the Americen youth, as a
stranger to Greyfriars, was fair game, and a very useful
victit for regging.

“ Hallo, Flipperty Flop!” Le remarked.

Figh atared at him.

“¥ guess you've got the name wrong,” he said.

*Isan’t your mame Flipper T. Flop 7' asked Bulsicode, with
8 look of astonishient,

B smile, shaking hands with

“Nope I

“ What "7

“Nope! My name's Fisher T. Fish."

“ Fisherty Fish," repeated Bulstrode. T thought it was
Flipperty Flop. Borry, I'm sure. Have you left New York
very long?”’

““Nope. Passthe bread.and-butter.”

“Burely,” said Bulstrode imitating the curious American
way of saying “surely” instead of “certainly,” “I guess
that's alick !

He passed the bread-and-butter, contriving to tilt the plate
s0 that the slices tumbled off into the lap of the Amecican

ish gave a yell.
*“ Whoop! You're spoiling my new bags!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“dlick, is it?” eaid Pisher T. Fisk, gathering up Ile
bread-and-butter in his hund, with & gleam in his eyes. *1I
guess that’s alicker 1”

F ﬁnd he Aung the slices into Bulstrode's face, across tha
able.

“Yow !" gasped Bulstrode.

“ Ha, ha, ha!" roared the Removilce.

-Fortunately for the juniors, Mr. Quelch was not at the
head of the table.  His place was generally taken at tea-time
by a prefect, and it happened to be T,oder. Loder stared
angrily down the table.

““ Stop that row, there!” he exclaimed.

Fish looked along the table.

“0Oh, that guy again "’ he muttered.

Loder gave bim a {ar from pleasunt look. Loder seldoin
forgot an injury or an offence, ond he remembered the fact
that he had been provented from punishing the Awmerican
]uazgl;earlwr in the afternooa.

. 80 it is you again, is it?” he spapped. ¢ You'd
better take eare, Fish 1™ :
* Burely 1" seid Fish. |
Bulstrode sat down, wiping butterloﬁ' hia face, He could

not take vengeance upon the Americin junior in the dining-
room, under the eyes of masters and prefects. He bided hiw
timo till his opportunity should como, afierwards. ’

“WWell, you got as good a9 you sent that time, Bulstrode,”
grinned Bob Cherry.

“(Oh, shut up ™"

I3 H" hll, ha !

“1 say, Fish, I liear your pater's a millionaire!" re-
marked 8kinner.

& Yep."

* Then I aupposc yor're a gold-Fish 7"

Apd the Removites chuckled at 8kinner's littla joke.
Fisher T. Fish snorted and helped himself to jam. Skinuce
returned to the attack, ’

“ President all right when you left ?*' he asked,

guess so.”’
# Jeft the family all right al home?”
Tur Masner Lipeany.—No, 150,
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“I suppose ther'll wmiss their darling bhoy?" auggested
Skinner,

11} = «
“Wonderfu! country, America!” pursued Skinner, de
mined to draw the New York youth, *1I heard you've g
the biggest mountaing, and the biggest rivers, and

biggesl lakes——""
; a

C“ And the biggest railroads, snd tho biggest trusis, and the
biggest liara—-""

YHa, ha, ha!”

“Yep,” said ¥ish, nonchalantly. * We've got the biggest
things in most lines. You can beat us in only one. Thereyd
one variety you'se got the biggest of.™

‘“ What's that?” asked Skinner, unsuspiciousty.

o Iufbll’\'e got the biggest duffers!” said Fish. “ Pass ghe
Jam .

‘““And that’s one for you; 8kinny,” said Bob Cherry,
laughing,

“0h, rats!" said S8kinner.

*“1 guess I'll have some of thaf cake,” suid Wish, glancing
round.

Ogilvy grunted.

. “Then you can jolly well guess again,” he asid. ““That
eske’a mine,” .

. * Private property, Fishy," sgid Bob Cherry, laushing
“Bunter would cut down to the tuckshop and get voua
cake, though, if you asked him.”

“Yes, rather! snid Bunter cagerly.

“Only he'd eat it instead of bringing it back.”

“Oh, reelly, Cherrg—"

R ;}‘le talk there!” growled Loder, Trom the head of the
able,

Fisher. T, Fish fooked at him.

““ Ain’t we allowed to talk at meals?” he asked.

“ No,” growled Leoder.

““Isithat a custom hege?”

“ Hold your tongue!” '

“I'm asking questions. & only want to know, vou koow'

“ Take (ifty lines for impertinance,” suid Loder angrily,

Fish stared, - 2

“Can that guy give me lines?"" ho asked Bob Cherry, in
a tone quite loud encugh for Loder to hear. i

“Yes,” said Bob. *"Shut up! Don't argue with a pre
t "

fect.
“T guess I'll argue with anybody.”
“Silence !" exclaimed Loder. !

“Well, if you can give me lines, and you'ro going to give
e liges, [ may as well tell you what I think of vou," said
t¢he American junior, *““I think you're a worm.”

The juniors ganed, and Loder turned purple.

“Two hundred lines!” he cxclaimed.

“ Al serene. I’ve said my say, I guess.”

And the American junior went on with his tea quits

calmly.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Shadowed by Three.

i EEP an eye open for Bulstrode,” Bob Cherey said to
Fisher T. Fish, a3 the juniors left the dining-room
after tea.

¢ Bulstrode ! said Fish. “Who's that?”

“ The chap you buzzed the bread-and-butter at.”™ -

“Oh, the big guy with the wide mouth, eh?"” said Vish,
Do you mean tﬁat he's tikely to go for me because of thal
litkle difficulty,”

“F rather thiek so, my &on, and you'd batter Leep an
eye open.'” 2 )

[ guess I’'m fls,” said Fish. .

Ile glanced round the hall. Tt was very dark outside, and
there was nothing to be done out of doors. Some ol tha
fellows were going out for a sprink round the dark Close to
keep themsclves fit for the footer, but Fisher T. Fish did
not fecl inclined for that. He yawned a littie.

““ What do son chaps vsually do of an evening ¥ he asked,
joining Harry Wharton as he atood talking to Nugent io
the hall. Fisher T. Fish had no misgivings about breaking
in upon a conversation. ) - e e

“(Oh, various things,” said Flarry, with a smile. You'll
soon shake down here.”

“But what do you doi” ,

% Well, we have an hour's prep.”

““ What in that?"' "

t Preparation. Wo prepare the lessons for the next day,

“(3h, T see. Got to be done?'”’

* ¥ey, rather!”

“ Anything else ?" .

“ Well, the rest of the timne's our own. In the summe
it's light enough ta be cut of doors, and we play cricket o
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soncthing clse till dark. TIn' the winter we bave_chess and
draughts, and leap-frog: in the passages when the masters
ar¢ not about.”

“ My hat!” o

“1 suppose it’s awfully slow after America?’ grinned
Nugent. * Now, in New York you conld sit down en the
patent stove, and warm one side ol you while the other was
*rcc:.ing, and rcad about the adventires of Deadwood Dave,
the Bloudstained Bounder, or the Red Rustlers of the—the
Reeking Rockies."”

Fisher T. Fish grinned, ) i .

1 guess it would be a bit more lively than this,* he said.
“ What do you read 7’ .

+4¢0h, there's Liddell and Scott's Greek Lesivon, for hghter
wmonents, while if you wanl a hearty lavgh, you can’t do
better than turn over n page or two of Jolmson's Dictionary.

Then we have Craden’s ‘ Coucordanee,” and the * Origin of
Spocies,” and the ‘Times.'”

“Oh, come off I’ said Fish.

“’Phen for really serious reading we have ¢ Punch,’ and
volumes of extracts from American humorists. You seo—"'

* Cheese it, my son, cheese it! Cat it out. Isn't there
anything going on in the house to keep a fellow awale till
Laedtime ¥7*

“Come and have o gume of chess,” said Harry.

Figher T, Fish shrugged his shoulders,

“I don’t play it,"” ﬁe said. “T guess I'lE have a look
round. T suppose I can look over tho House if I like?"

M Well, you can't go into all the studics, of eourse. but the
library and the gym. are free,” said Harry. **I0 it were
tight,I'd show yon over the ruined tower.”

* Ruined towoer %" said Fish. i

““Yes; that old tower you saw as you came in. It's in
ruins, and covered with ivy. You inust have neticed it

“¥Ves, T guess I saw it. Is it reully in ruinsi™

*“Yes, quite.”

“ Uninkahitable 17

“Well, rather?”

“Why don’t they bave it repaired 2%

“ What "

" Why don't they have it repaired ™ asked Fish, “1T sup-
pose you couldn’t Jive in it, but it would do for a fowl-housc
or something.’!

The Romovites looked at one another, and then looked
at Fish. The Awerican junior was evidently in earnest.

“Iv's a relie,” said Harry at last. ** Part of it has been
standing since the reign of Henry the First.”

**Oh, I sec—it's a cariosity.”

“Well, in a way, yes.
ell parts, sometimes.”

‘“ Any charge for admission 2

' What ¥

“You don't juean to say that people are allowed fo coms
and sece it for nothing 2" asked Fisk, in astonishment.

“Well, 1 should rather say so!”

“Stars! 1l that iso't real yueer,’” sald Fish. “1In
Amurrics we should have a barbed wire fence put round it,
and it would be repaired and fitted up with electric lights,
and we should charge a dime for admissien.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

** And vou Britishers call yourselves a business people,”
said Fish, with much eontempt. **Ilook on that old tower as
so inuch capital runping to weste. ‘What rou wart over here
is a dozen American buginess men to run the country.”

' Ah, what a giddy dream!” sdid Nugent, with & sigh.
“We shall never, never reach that level! XNever, never
shall we have meat-packers who pack dead rats in tins apd
call ’em beef! Never shall we have table delicacies made out
of the sweepings of the slaughter-yards! We shall never
haye trusts, and combines, aud universal suffrage, and
bribery, and all the pride, pomyp, aud circumstance of
glorious Republics.”
~ And Nugent, overcome by his fcelings, fell upon Hurree
Singh’s bosom and wept.

Fisher T. Fish stured at him for a woment, and then
grinned and strolled away. He walked down the passages
with his hands in his pockets, his hcad held back, and a
greatly superior smile upon his keen face. And thro: juniors
who had watched him leave Harry Wharton followed in &
quict way upon his track.

They were Bulstrode, Skinner, and Snoop. They wanted

to catch the new junior in some quiet apot whera Wharton
way not hkely to see them, and give him a ragging. Bul-
strode had the episode of the t{ea-table to avenge, and
Slﬁ““e’ and Snoop were always rcady for any unfeeling
joke.
Fisher T. Fish did not scem to he aware Lhat they were
following him. Buot, as a matter of fact, very few things
escaped the keen eves of the American chum, and he wos
perfectly aware of the three who were on his track,

He amused bimeclf by leading them a little dance. He
strolled into the library, bot there they could hardly venture
to collar hinn. 1le-looked in at the housckeeper's room, and
even penctrated into the sacred precinvts of the kitchen.
Nothing ‘was too high or too low for the investigations of
the keen American youth. At last he strolled into the
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Remove passage, &na ascended the back stairs leading to the
box-rooms. And then Bulstrode's eyes gleamed.

" We've got him now 1" he whispered.

“ What-he !” muttered Skinner.

They hurried on to the box-room stairs.

Those stairs led to a passage, which gave nccess to o very
old and mostly disused part of the grest rambling building.
Some of the rooms were used as box-rooms, others were

uite empty, and the raper was pecling off the walls, and
the plaster off the ceiling.

Fisher T. Fieh had iaken a lamp from a study, amd wad
throwing the ]ight before him as he went. The Greyfriars
clectric lights did not extend so far.

Whether it was more curiosity that led the American to
explore those shadowy rccesses, or whether he was simply
Jending on his shadowers, we cannot say. He stopped in a
box-roony, and stood down the lamp on a trunk, and looked
round him.

A few moments more, and the doornay was blocked up
by three Ggures. Fish's escape was eut off, if be wented to
escape. But he did not appear to want anything of the
sort.

Ile was Bl.andini by the lwmp, and he had taken some-
thing fromn his pocket—something that glistened in the light.

And the three shadowers who were about to rush upon
him halted aud recoiled. For they saw what it was.

“M-ni-m-my  word ! muttered Snoop.  'lle’s got =
pistol! Good heavens!”

And Snoop incontinently belted. PBalstrode and Skinner
tooked at one another, and then followed Snoop, more
siowly, but with haste, . o

»Great Scott!” muttered Balstrode. “ Fancy the villam
hringing_a pistol to school!  That's a blessed American
castom, I suppose.”

“ My bat!?

‘1t ought to be reported to Queleh.” .

“I—I'd rather not have anything o do with iL,” esid
Skinner pervously. ““ You can report him if you like. I—
1'd rather keep out of it.” .

And Bulstrode, after some momenls' reflection, decided
that ho would keep out of it, too. Fisher T. Fish, in the
box-raom, grinned # joyous grin, znd returned the dummy
rovolver to his pocket.

THE THIRTEENTH CBAPTER.
Covered !

ARRY WHARTOX was playing chess with Wus Lung,
the little Chinee, when Fisher T. Fish strolled imte
the junior common-room a little later. There way an
easy grin on the American jumior’s face, and he

grinned still more as he canght a scowl from Bulstrode.

* Hallo, hallo, halle ! said Bob Cherry, who was lookm&-
on at the chess. * Have you done wandering up and down?

““Yep,” said Fish; "E guess I've got the end of things
here, I don’t know how I shall get through another evening.
Anybody ever dic of too much nothingnees here?”

*"No: chaps have been hurt for having too much cheelt,
though,” Nugent remarked,

Fish yawned portentously. :

Temple, of the Upfcr Fourth, looked into the room.

“ Loder's bawling for a fag,” he remarked. “ Some of
you kids bad better go.”

To which the unanimous reply was?:

L8 Rﬂ"s E”

But Loder, of the Sixth, evidently wanted a-fug. His
face, red with temper, appeared in the deorway of the
junior room, . p

“ Wy he exclaimed, “Haven't you heard me calling 1™

“ What does the gy want 7 asked Fish,

¢ 1Je wants a fag,” said Skinner. *' You'd better go.”

e 1 X

*Vea, you're 8 new boy, and it's your bizney.”

“ (3h, certainly!” said Stott, solemnly. .

As it happened, Loder’s eye singled out the Americans
He beckoned to Fisher T. Fish across the xoom.

* Comnge here, you new kid ' he ealled out.

The American did not stir.

““ Am I bound to go when that guy calls me, Wharton 7" he
asked.

* Yes, h's a prefect.” .

“Gtars! Life here must be jolly for chaps who ave not
prefects, I don't think!” said Fish; and he crossed over g

er. “Here I am.”

“ Why didn't you come before?”

“Only asking fquestions, I wented to know, you know.”

t Follow me.”

“ Burely.” .

And the American boy, with a grimace, followed the bully
of the Sixth to his study. lonides, the Greek, and Carne nlr;m

endid Sohdol Tale of Ha Whawton & O,
A Bplandid Sobidal Tale of MY NIORARDS



18 THE BEST 3* LIBRARY D@~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND" 3" LIBRARY, "

there.  Tisher T. Fish looked ot them with his keen eyes.

o did not like the looks of ecither of them.

“ Hallo! A ncw recruit, Loder 2" said lonides. )

“1It’s & new whelp,” seid Loded. * I'm going to break him
in. He's been cheeky several times already, and it's his first
day at Greyfrinrs.  Now, Fish, or Mackerel, or whatever
your nama is—" .

“ My name's Fish—Fuher T. Fish.” .

“My hat! said Carne.  “ Where did he dig up that
pame !’

. ““Ha, ha, Lha!” . ) ) _

“] guess the nama's alt right,™ eaid Fish.  “If your
manners were as good you'd be a much better sperimen thau
you are, ]

“Why, what—I——"Carne was red with rage, 3

“That's a specimen of Lis back-talk,” said Loder, with an
unpleasant. grin. W'l give him something to cure all
that.” g

“ My hat!  Rathev!™” said Carne.

Loder pointed w0 the grate. )

“You'll cleun out that grate, Fisl, and make & new ﬁ:'(:,,
and boil the kettle,™ be said.  “ That's all I want done now.’

Fish cocked lus eye thouglitfully at the grate.

i [y that the regular bizney of a Fag?” he asked.

“0f course it is.” A o .

“ All serone. I'm not grwmbling. K it's in the rules, I'm
willing to take it on,” said Fish. **{'m here to learn, aud to
follow tho rules in the book. L'l show you how we light fires
over thore.” . o

There was no doubt that the American junior could fag et
lighting fires. He had the cinders vaked out, and a fresh.fire
going, and the kettle on in & very short time. .- The three
senigrs -watched him, )

“ood 1" said Loder. “ As you're so joll usoful11 you can
make yourself more useful still, That's the last of the coal, L
think?"

v yep., It's all on.” .

£ Go and get some more.”

Fishhpicksg ﬁlp{ t,het ggn’z‘t'tlc.

# Where sha got it ? . . .

“In one of the junior studies,” said Loder, with a grin.
* The next passage to this, on the n%?t, belongs to the Fifth
Forn:, Go into the Arst study that hesn’t s light in it, and
collar the coals,”

Tho new junior stared.

g that a custom here?" he asked.

“ Yog, ass.”

* Isn’t it ptealing 1" .

Loder made & threatening gosture.

i You do as you're told,” he said. -

“Qh, all 0. K.! I only want o know, you know.!

“ Buzz off!” | ’

The American junior left the study. The three seniors, the
black sheep of the Sixth Fomn, grinned at one another.

“He's a sharp whelp,'’ said Carne. “ Ho may be xory
useful to us when he’s had a few lickings to teke the cheek

+ " ¢
ot .?islz“:rhut I was thinking. He'll get the coals all right.::

«Then you can kick him out, and we'll have a quiet game.

¢ All serene.” . .

There was & sound of rapid footstepa in the passage, the
clattering of B scuttle, and ratiling of spilt coal. Fisher T
Fish dashed into the study, red and breathless, swinging tho

.senttle.
coﬂl‘f‘?l‘;y‘re after me!” he gasped,

« What! Who ore after you®” .

“ Tliey—they came into the study just as 1 was getting tho
toal "' ’

“ You clumsy fool I

«QOh, I guess—""

'I‘i?el:-'e wEa o trampling of fcet at the door, and Coker of tho
Fifth rushed in, with Blondell and Higgs and Potter at his

ecls,
heg Here he is!"” he roared.

“ Here's the giddy raider "

“ Herc’s our coal!” o« , )

# What do you mean by bursting into a prefect's study like
this?"’ demanded er. “Get out, you Fifth-Form
bounders! Do you hear?” . )

+ % He's raided our voal-lockor !" roared Coker.

him doing it!"” )

"Whatsl Have you been taking Coker’s coal?’ demanded
Loder, turning a very scverc glance upon the American
unior, )
" Fh? I went mto the first study that wasn’t lighted—

“My study !"" howled Coker, * But we came in and caught
hin waiking off with the blessed coal. And we chased him—
rather ! .

# What-ho "' said Higgs.

“ Give us shat coal!’

#I¥f you assure me that it is your coal, Coker, you may
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certainly take it, and this young rascal will be punished;
said Loder, severcly., *As & prefeet, it's my duty to
down this study-raiding. There's been too much of it s
at Greyfriars, and 1'm ?-oing to tuke 2 stand in the matter.

“ Well, it's jolly well our coal!"” said Coker, jerkin
scuttle away from the hand of the American chum.
caught him pilfering it!"

Fish made no remstance. He was too much astounded
Loder’s sudden change of front. Flc did not yet under
ail the manncrs and customs of Greyvfrisrs. While some
the fellows raided one another’s studies quite freely, it
considered hardly the thing for a 8ixth-Former, and especial
a prefcct, to have a hand in anything of the sort. He
Loder’s virtuous indignation on ihe subject.

. Coker and hLis friends hore the scuttle off in trium
Fisher T. Fish stared blankly at Laoder.

“ Well, this beats the whole deck ! he exclaimed,

“You clumsy fool 1"

“ What "

“What did you lct them catch you for?” demanded Lodn
angrily, siemming the door of the study. ‘* You Ffaol!"”

0 guess 1 couldn't help niyself, They came in on m
suddenly. But I brought off the coel, and you ought to hay
backed me up!” exclaimed Fish indignantly.

* Now, then, none of your cheek!’

" Why didn't you back me up? If I could get the coal o
you, you could stand by me and keep it! You're a set o
white-livered guys, that's what's the matter with you!”

“ Whut!" yelled the prefect.

“ White-livered guys, I .guess, thut’s what!’ said Fish,
“I'm not going to fag for you any more! ¥You can do your
own bit'nghng. ' off, Y guess. Ii's trme 1 vamoasced thiy

ranch.
Loder had pldced his back to it.

g

He turned to the door.

‘* Not' quite go fast!” said the prefect, with an unpleasant
grin. “ You're going to have somc of the Yankee nerve en
out of yon before you leave this study. Collar. him !’

‘‘ Let me get out. I shall get mad with you, I warn yoy)
and then there will be fircworks ! said- Fish.

*“Collar the checky cad!™

Ionides and Carne ran towards the American junior. T
staggered back the next moment as something bright flash
in the rising hand of Fisher T. Fish—something that flashed|
and glistened in the gaslight as it was levelled at them. '

‘“You'd better fo slow "' said Fisher T. Fish, in a drawling
voice, ‘] guess I've got you covered! Jevver get left?”

Fo————

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Called Before the Head.

OVERED the three seniors in the study certainly wero,
The levelied barrel in the American junior's hand
seemed to point at all three of them, and tho eye of the
new junior gleamed along it threateningly. It seemed

that it needed but the pressure of the finger on the trigger
for the bullet to fly, and then—

If it had been Wingate, he would have advanced upon the
boy and teken the ﬁilstpl away, even if he had belicved it to be
foaded and in working order. But Loder was not Wingate,
neither was Carpe nor Ionides.

They stared at the levellcd weapon, and they shrank back,
as if seeking to meke thomselves as small as possible. |

“You—you murderous young scoundrell” exclaimed Loder,
in a shaking voice. “ P-p-put that pistol down instantlyl”

“1 guess not.”

“ Do you hear 7"

(13 Yc 0’.’

“ put it down "

:‘tht!" ight f! ped !

f It—it mi go off I”" gas ‘arne.

Fisher T. ﬁish grinned.

“T guess that's what a revolver's made for,” he remarked,
“ And I toll you I can shoot dead-centre straight, t00.”

“ You young fool! ¥You wouldn't dare——""

“Try to rush me, and sce.”

But thet was precisely what the seniors dared not do. They
would as soon have rushed upon a mad bull as upon the cool
American while he held that glistening barrel at o level.

** Look here,” said Carne, *“ you can get out of the study
if you like."”

The American junior laughed.

“] guess that's eo! Then yow're not going to lamn me?”

“ N-n-n-no.”

* Not going to take the cheek out of me!”

“ Cc-cortainly not.”” .

“In fact, 1. guess you feel yuite fziendly now,” said Fish.
* Curious the difference a shooter makes, isn’t it?”

“You mad young idiot!"” gasped Loder. “ How dared you
brieg that—that thing to Greyfriars! You must be mad !
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“ Better get away from that door, unless you want me to
drill you,”’ remarked Fish.

Toder hastily stepped away from the door.

“ (et into the corner, all of you,” said Fish imperiously.
“Mind, no gum-games. I've got the drop on you.”

The three seniors obeyed in an instant. They had a fear
that Fish might shoot, but they had a fur greater fear that
the revolver might go off by accident. And a bullet, whether
discharged by accident or intention, was no respecter of
persons.

* 8it down on the floor!" commanded Fish, victoriously.

“] won't! '

“ All right. Where will you have it?"”

“ Point that another way!” pasped lIonides huskily.
will certainly sit down if you wish it!"”

*You others, you'd better hustle.”

* Hang you! Hang you!”

* Hustle, I say!"”

They had no choice but to obey.
them with a quict grin.

“Well, 1 guess 1 never saw a gang of hoboes taken down
so quickly before,” he remarked. ™1 guess you've got nice
manners—when the other fellow's got the shooter.”

* Get out of this study!” panted Loder,

“I'm going."

Fisher T. Fish, still keeping his face to the seniors, opened
the door with his left hand, backed out of the stady, and
closed the door behind him. )

Loder struggled to his feet as he heard the American boy's
stops dic away down the passage.

He was pale, with mingled fear and rage.

““My hat,” said Carne, as he rose, *what n desperato
young scoundrel! This is a lively importation for Grey-
friars, 1 must say.”

*“He won't stay here long,” said Loder, between lis
teeth.

* What are you going to do?"

* Report to the Head.”

“* But——""

“I'm going. You'd better come to."

“Look here,” said lonides, *it may come out that we
were going to rag him, and as he's a new boy and a
foreigner—=""

1 don't care. I'm going to have that murderous young
villain expelled,” wsaid Loder ho.rsely. **He's got to be
called up before the Head before he's had time to hide the
revolver, too. He might shove it somewhere, and deny the
whole story.”

“ Weall, that's possible.”

Loder flung open the door.

*Come on!" he said. )

Carne followed him. Tonides slipped quietly into his own
study. The Greek considered it best upon the whole to keep
out of the matter.

Meanwhile. Fisher T. Fish strolled to the Remove
dormitory, where he washed the coaldust from his hands,
and thew he returned to the common-room. A good many
inquiring glances were turned upon him there.

* Got on all right with Loder?"" asked Wharton.

1 guess it was all right. There's been trouble, but Loder
came out at the little end of the horn,” suid Fish cheerfully.

Trotter, the House page, put hix head i at the door,

* Master Fish's wanted,” he said.

The American grinned.

You can go and tell Loder that he can go and cat
radishes!™ he replied. 1 guess 'm not coming.”

“It's the Head, sir.”

**Oh, the Head—ch 1"

“He wants you in his study ut once, Master Fish," said
Trotter, with a curious look at the American.  * Master
Loder is with him, and Carne, too.™

“Am I bound to go, Wharton?"' asked Fish,

Harry Wharton stared at hin,

* Bound to go when the Head sends for you?" he said,
“Well, I should rather suy so! Buzz off at ouec, and don't
be an ass!"

“Oh, 1 only wanted to know, you know !

“But what on ecarth’s the matter?”"’ asked Nugent.
*Have Carne and Loder been complaining to the Head
about vou?’’

* Looks lLike it, docsn't it?"

*The lookfulness is certainfully terrific!”

“Come along with me, Wharton," said Fish. " You'll
hear the whole story, aud it's funing,  And I'd like you to
back me up.”’

“1'll come; but if the Head doesn’t want me, he'll seand
me out.”’

* Never mind ; come "

* All nght.”

“I-1

Fisher T. Fish surveyed

Harry Wharton weut with the American ¢l to tl
II;ln_d"; study. Fish knocked, and the Hcad':":l:cp voi;
replied :

"I"ICome in!” B
e two juniors went in. Dr. Locke glanced at Wh 5
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but made no comment on his presence. Carno and Lodor
were in the study, with dark faces, in which their late
execitement had left traces of agitation.

Dr. Locke bent a stern glance upon the cool face of the
American chum.

**Fish,” he exclaimed, 1 have heard a scrious, a most
extraordinary complaint about you. I can scarcely credit it.”

“Yes, sir.””

* Loder complains that while you were in his r.tudf: you
produced a deadly weapon, and threatened him wit Y
said the Head. ** Now, Fisli, this is so scrions s matter
that, if & deadly weapon is really found in your posscssion,
I shall have no resource but to expel you immediately from
Greylriars.”

“Oh, sic!”

“ Is the charge true, or do you deny it?"”

“1 guess I deny it, sir,” saud the American coolly.

* What!" yelled Loder and Carne together,

The Head made them a sign of silence.

“ Lot Fish speak!” he said. "1 have heard your charges
It is for Fish to defend himself now, if ho can.”

1 guess 1 can, sir, all O.K."”

“ You deny having produccd a deadly weapon—a revolvet
—in Loder's study?"’

. ch" .

2 v\f’m.t deny having & revolver in your possession?”

“ Yep."

** Wharton, have you scen any weapon in Fiah's posscesion
since he has been at this school?” ;

** No, sir,”" said Wharton.

** Have you heard anything about such a thing?"

Wharton hesitated. .

*Speak out, Wharton ! said the IHcad quickly. "I neod
not explain to you liow very serious & matter this is.”

** Go ahead, kid !"” said Fish checrfully. * Don’t mind me.”

* Waell,” said Wharton, ** Bulstrodo was saying something
shout seging a pistol in Fish's hand, but I put it down ag
all moonshine.” i

1 will send for Bulstrode——""

1 guess it's not ncoessary, sir,”" said Fish. “T'll show
you what Bulstrode saw, sir, and what these guys took fox
& revolver.”

* What!"”

It wasn't a revolver at all, i,

**What! Then what was it?"

A lark, sir

0 F'ah__ll

** Here it is, sir.?

And Fisher T. Fish, with a porfectly nonchalant air, drew
the dummy revolver from hix pocket, and laid it upon the
IHead's desk.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Loder is Left.

R. LOCKE leancd forward, and looked at the objeot
Fisher T. Fish had lud on his desk. Then an in-
voluntary sinile broke over his face.

Loder started forward,

It was beginning to dawn upon the prefoct’s mind that he
had been done,” thet the American junior had been one
too many for him. )

“ Dear me ! said the Head, picking up the shining object,
** Way this—this the deadly weapon, Loder?”

The prefect did not reply.

Now, in the clear light, he could sec that the pisto]l was
only a dummy, that it was made of wood painted to look
like steel, and that it would discharge nothing but & harmiess
cap under the trigger. i

,]"ho pintol was, in fact, a plaything, and it was enly
Fish's manner and Loder’'s own terror that had made the
prefect believe that the American junior held a real weapon
i hin hand.

* Well, Loder, is that it?"”’

“ [t—it oertainly looks like it, air,"" stammered Loder.

Do you recognise it, Carne?”’

It secms the same, sir.”’

* You sec thut it is only a harmless toy,” said the Head.
“ It in made to discharge caps, and the barrel is not even
hollow, and there is no pluce for a cartridge. The pistol
is a child’s plaything."”

[ guess wo, sir," said Fisher T. Fish, * but it's a handy
thing to have around, sir, in case you si\ould get a0t on by
a lot of hoboes. Guys of that sort, sir, ain't generally gos
too much courage, and you can acare "em.”

“H'm!" said the Hoad. " You will be well advired not ta
produce that toy in the school again, Fish."

** Surely, nir, if you nay mo."

* You sce, Loder, that this was simply a joke the junior
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Wwas playing. Of course, it was very impertinent to play
such a Joke on a prefect, and I think that Fish should be
punished for that. Why did you do it, Fish?"

Fisher T. Fish gave Loder a very significant look.

he were called upon for his dofence, he meant to tell
the whole story, and the explanation of how he had raided
a Fifth Form study at a prefect’s orders would do Loder no
good with the Head.

But Loder understood his look, and he was as anxious to
let the matter drop as Fish could be.

“If you please, sir,” he said, ** as—as it turns out to be a
mistake, I'd rather say no more about it. Believing that the
boy had a real pistol, I considered it my duty to report the
m..i‘tter.to you."

“Quite s0, Loder; but ahem'! on a luture occasion you
might make sure before startling me with an absurd story
like this. You may go, Fish.”

‘' Thank you, sirl"”

Fish left the study with Harry Wharton. The latter seized
him by the arm, and dragged him away.

‘* What's the hurry?" asked Fish,

“Ass! Loder's %‘ninﬁg to get a jaw from the Head, and
he'll squash you if he finds you when he comes out.”

The American laughed.

“I guesa he don't scare me worth a cent,” he exclaimed.

“Oh, hang on if you like! You'll get a big thing in
thick éars.”

Loder and Carne came out of the Head's study. Loder’s
face lighted up as he saw that Fisher T. Fish was still in
th?_ {)rusan e. He strode furiously towards the American.

ou Yankee rat!" he said, between his teeth. ¢ Tl
m?ke you smrart for this!”

" Kinder seems to me that I've made you smart,” said
Fish coolly. *Hands off, you cad! Remember, I've got
a shooter

Harry Wharton_could not help laughing, but the reminder

e dummy pistol made Loder purple with rage, He
grasped the American junioc by the shoulder.

** Hands off, I aay!" repeated Fish steadily. * The Head
will hear me if I yaup; and if you touch me, you bully, I'll
yaup on the top note.”

er glared at him, and relcased him. He dared not
touch him within hearing distance of the Head's study.

He. was trembling wigﬁ rage.

“TI'll find a time to ‘'make you suffer for this soon,” he
muttered, * you—you Yankee hound! I'll make vou sorry
for yourself!" ) :

“Go hon!" said Fish calmly, “ Mind T don’t get the drop
on you again, that's all."

Loder could not trust himself to reply. He strode away
with Carne. Angd as he went, an inquiring voice followed
him down the passage:

‘* Bay, sonnie, jovver got left?”

I';ader did not reply to that question.

" Well, yow’re a cool customer, and no mistake,” said Harry
Wharton, laughing, as he walked away with the junior from
Nr:r York. * But you've got Loder up against you now,
and he won't forget." i )

Fish shrugged his shoulders.
“I guess I can keee my end up,"” ha remarked.
And in that Harry Wharton was inclined to agree with him.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bulstrode is Balfled !

HERE was some whispering among the Removites when
time drew near. mething was *‘on’ in tho
Remove; and Fisher T. Fish would have becn a great
_deal less keen than he really was, if he had not observe-l

that it was something in connection with himself,

Fisher T. Fish was new to England, and new to English
ways, and he knew almost nothing of school life in England.
But that it was not an uncommon thinﬁ anywhere to * jape ™
a new-comer, he knew very well. nd if the Removites
wanted to jape him, they ooul?i not have a better opportunity
than in the dormitory, away from the supervision of masters
and proefects,

And so, when tha Lower Fourth went up to bed, Fisher T.

ish was very much on his guard. He tapped Wharton on
the shoulder in the passage.

“ Kinder surprise-party ready for me—hey?" he asked.

The captain of the Remove laughed.

T have no hand in it, anyway,” he said.

“But it's going on, I gness.'

I shouldn’t wonder. New fellows hers arc sometimes put
through it at times. It all depends on the new fellow.”

# And you don't interfere, as captain of the Form—hey®"

¢ Well, T should, if thers were any ragging; but there's no
harm in a little fun,” said Wharton. * Better take it calmly.”

Fisher T. Fish n :
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“Oh, T guess I sha'n't go on the war-path unless I have
to,” he said. “But if I get my mad up, there will be
cyclones.”

And Fisher T. Fish went to bed with perfect nonchalance,

Wingate saw lights out in the Remove. The captain of
Greyfriars looked rather attentively at the juniors, as if half-
expecting some sign of excitement. But the juniors were
very circumspect.

hey turned in with the meckness of lambs.

The lights were turned out, and Wingate retired.

Snoep sat up in bed.

*“Turn out, you fellows!"

. “Hold on!" growled Bulstrode.
ing about yet."” )

“ My word, yes!" said Skinner. ‘ Lie low for & bit.”

And the Remove were very quiet for a quarter of an hour,
During that time they heard footsteps pass the door twice.

Then there was sifenm, and Bulstrode felt that all was
safe. He turned out of bed, and lighted a candle-end, and
drew on his trousers.

* Up vou get, you kids.

“ What-ho """

“You Yank!” )

There was no reply from Fisher T. Fish. He was breathing
quistly and regularly, and might have been asleep.

“You Yank!” ropeated Bulstrode. ** Up with you. We've
gol something to say to you."

Snore!

*Oh, he's asleep!"” said Skinner.

“ Dear little innocent! Wake him up!™ .

Skinner grinned and went towards the American's bed.
Wharton sat up. He did not believe that Fish was asleep,
and he waited for what weuld transpire.

Skinner seized a sponge from the American’s washstand,
and dipped it in the jug of water, and stepped close to the
Amarican's bed.

As he bent over the recumbent form, preparatory to
squeezing the sponge over him, the American suddenly sat up,

The top of his head, which seemed as hard as iron, caught
Skinner just under the jaw with a fearful crack.

Fish did not seem to e hurt.

But Skinner gave a yell that ran
dropped the sponge, and stagger
in goth hands.

“Oh! Oh! Ow! Oh! Yow!

“ Hallo!" said Fish.

* Qtop that row, Skinny!” growled Bulstrode, “Do you
want to wake up the whole blessed house, you silly ass?”

“Ow! I'm hurt!”

¢ Oh, shut up!”

“Yah! Yow!"

Fisher T. Fish rubbed the top of hLis head.

“1 knocked my head against something,” he remarhed.

“Ha, ha, ha! roared Bob Cherry. It was Skinner's
'a“"'l

“«What was Skinner’s jaw doing over my bed!”

“Ow!" groaned Skinner. ‘‘Yow!”

¢ Ha, ha, ha!” : )

“T say, you fellows,’ said Billy Bunter.
that American beast was aslesp at all.
Skinner in. He's a deep beast.”

““Ha, ha, ha!" .

¢ Qet out of bed, Fish!” .

¢ What for?" demanded the American, y .

¢ Because you're told to!" said Bulstrode, in his most
bullying tone. “I'll jolly soon lave you out if you won't
coma:™

“1 guess not."

o Get out!”

‘ 1)

Bulstroda breathed hard through his nose, as e cama to-
wards the American junior’s bed.
“Are vou going to get up?"’

** Nope."

*Then I'll make you."

Bulstrode grasped tha bedclothes witl bath hands, and
dragged at them. Fisher T. Fish held on to them with both
hands, too, and they tugged and tugged fur susly against ons
another.

* Hurray "' said Boh Cherry.
on Yankee Doodle!”

“Go it, Bulstroda!"

“Stick to it, Yank!" . )

Bulstrode, growing very red in the facn with rage and
exertion, tugged away for all he was wortl.

He was far bigger and stronger than Fish, and the bed.
clothes were bound to go—and they went, but not exactly as
Bulstrode wanted. )

Fish let go suddenly, and tho bedclothes sliot out of his
Liands, and Bulstrode, who was exerting his whole strength,
shot backwards as resistance ceased.
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He shot away towards the next bed, drapging the bed-
clothes after him, and the back of his liedd knocked on the
bed as he sat down with great violence. .

He was so’ dazed by the shock that he could do nothing
but sit there and stare blankly for a full minute.

The juniors rocked with laughter. .

"My only hat!" gasped Tom Brown, * That Yank is as
{:5 0 tricks as a monkey! Bulstrode, you'll damage that

**Ha, ha, ha!™ . .

Bulstrode staggered to his feet. Even his own friends wero
Linghing too much to be able to help him.

With a ferocious expression upon his face, Bulstrode rushed
towards the American., Fisher T. Fish sat on the denunded
Led, und looked at him without moving.

" Look out, Yank!” shouted Nugent.

Bt the American was looking out.

As soon as Bulstrode reac]wﬁ him, Le rolled off on the
“pposite side of the bed, and Bulstrode's crashing blows fell
upon the pillows and bolster, .

The juniors yelled again. Fisher T. Fish stood regarding
Julstrode across the bed with an agreeable smile,

"1 guess you're not spry,” he remarked,

Pulstrode snapped his teeth,

** You—you hound! I'll sinash you I

Ile ran vound the foot of the bed.

As Bulstrode was head and shoulders taller than the
Awerican, and & much more powerfully-built fellow in every
way, it certainly looked as if things would go hard with the
cheery youth from New York. ’

But Fisher T. Fish made up in keenness whatever lie might
lack in physique. f

As Hulstrm}a raced round the bed, Fisher T, Fish leaped
acios< it, so that by the time Bulstrode reached the spot where
he had been standing, the bed was still between mm, and
the American was grinning across it.

“Jevver get left?™ he inquired.

*Ia, ha, ha!"

Bulstrode gasped with rage.

“ Collar him, some of you—collar him!"" he roared. “I'll
pound Lim to a jelly! Skinner, you chump, why don't you
collay him?"

Skinner van at the new junior. Bulstrode leaped over the
h!ed at the same moment. ~ Fish could not dodge the two of
them.

But he did not try to. From the pocket of his lighly-
coloured pyjamas, he flashed out the Summy revolver which
had so scared the bullies of the Sixth,

It rose to a Icvel almost in the eyes of Bulstrode.

**Stand back !" drawled Fisher T. Fish.

Bulstrode staggered back. Skinner, with a howl! of terror,
lolted down the dormitory. Snoop, who was coming to help,
gasped, and dived under a bed.

“Jevver get left?' inquired tlie Awerican sweetly.

Bulstrode backed further away.

* P-p-p-put up that piztol, you mad idiot !'" he gasped. * It
might go off !”

* Yep.”

* Will you put it away, you young villain?'?

“ Nope.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Wharton, the only jumnior in the
dormitory who knew that the revolver was all ™ spoof.”
“ Keep 'em covered, Fishy !"

Fisher T. Fish winked at him coolly,

“} wiean to,” he said. **Tlands np, Bulstrode.”

* Hands up!" thundered Fish,
motion with tho revolver.

It was in the best style "of Deadwood Dave or Shooting
Sam, the excellent characters upon whose adventures the
youth of New York aro nourished. And Bulstrode, shaking
as the apparently deadly weapon looked him in the eyes, did
not venture to disobey. His Lands went up over his head,
and the Removites stared on in grim silence—excepting
Wharton, Ile was rocking to and fro, very nearly in hysterics,

making a threatening

—

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER,

Badly Left,
" ANDS up!”
Skinner’s lands went up, too,
Bulstrode and Skinner, in their. Pyijamas, looking
ntterly sheepish and frightened, stood before the
American junior, with their hands elevated over thejr heads,
It was sucl _a scene as had certainly never been witnessed in
the Lower Fourth dormitory at Greyfriars heforo.
The American grinned over the levelled barrel,
1 kinder reckon you come out at the little end of the
liorn this time,"” he remarked.
* You mad fool!” said Bulstrode hoarsely. “1f that thing
goe.a];f"f, and we're hurt, you'll get hung., Do you under
stanc
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Che - agner”

“ Put it away [
“ No n :’l

*“ Look here, we’ll let you alone,” said Skinner, in an a ony
of fear. ** Put that blessed thing away before it goes off 1"

‘* Make 'em make it pax, Yank!" shouted Harry Wharton.

T guess so|”

Bulstrode gritted his teeth.

" So you're backing up this murderous young villain in
carryin’ pistols, are you, Wharton?"" he snarled,

"Hu‘ Ln.l Yes, ruther!”

*“ He'll be expelled for it "

T don’t think !”

“TI'll jolly well let the prefects know, anyway!” eried
Bulstrode. ** Do you think I'm going to have my life pus
in dunger every time that mad idiot thinks fit to flourish &
1evolver about 1

*“ Ha, ha, ha't

“How are the mighty fallen!” grinned Bob Cherry,
“ Where is the mighty Bulstrode now? But yesterday the
word of Bulstrode might have stood against the world ; now
lies he here, and none so poor to do him reverence?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

** Oh, ring off Shakespeare, Bob 1"

It suits the occusion. Oh, Remove, thou wast the forest
to this hart, and Bulstrode, indecd, the heart of all the
Remove. Now—"2

** Ha, ha, ha |

** Will you turn that pisiol away?” howled Bulstrode, “ Dg
you think I'm going to stand here all night?”

The American looked reflective,

** Can this guy be relied upon to keep his word, Wharton "

he asked.
“If he makes it pax, he's bound

" Oh, yea!” said Harry.
to stick to it.”

“All O.K., then! Now, Bulstrode, you're a lot too fresh;
but .i’f you like to say you're sorry, and promise to be good

“T won't "

" Would you like me to shoot off the tip of your ear as &
warning?"' asked the American. “I'm a dead'centre shot.”

‘' You dare not!”

The American cocked his eye along the revolver M g
businesslike way. Bulstrode folt his knees knock together,

*“I—I say, hold on!” he stammered. *JI—I g your
pardon |’

'* And the other chap?"”’

“I'm sure I bog your pardon!’ stammered Skinner. *T
— 1 waa only joking, you know. I like you, Jou know, and
--:m[:l I f’l}oul like to—to chum wp with you.'

** Liar !

“ Well, you see, I—I—t

“ You make it pax ('t

“ Yes, yes, yes!"”

“All of you?”

‘" Ye! :ll

** No more ragging to-night—hey "

i Nn !7'

** Honour 1*?

* Yes, honour bright!” gasped Bulstrode.

‘*Oh, all right, then!” said the Amcrican slowly, T
guces I can let you off with that. But no more of FOUr gume
games, you know."”

“I've made it pax for to-night,” said Bulstrode sullenly,
“T shall keep "ili‘y word.”

** The who‘o orm will sce to that,” said Harry Wharton,

Fisher T. Fish lowered his weapon. :

E"T (;l!]uess yonh.cn: put your‘paw]a down,"hl;a said.

sladly enough the two juniors lowered their achin armsy
They were tireg.f. and they were furious. §

Fisher T. Fish tossed the weapon upon the bed.

I guess—"" he began,

Bulstrode could hardly believo his eyes for a Mmomen
Then he pounced upon the pistol, and grasped it, and ]evelloﬁ
it at Fish,

* Now, you hound!” he shouted.

Fisher T, Fish looked at him calinly,

‘*Well, what now?" he ashed.

'y my turn, you cad !’

“ Rats!"!

{“Here, be careful with that, Bulstrode!" exclaimed Hazels
dene. It might go off, and then there would be trouhle.'t

* Not much danger of that,” said Fish cheerfully. “ You
sec, it isn’t a real pistol at all, and o it can’t go off I'd

* What 1"

‘Ha, ha, ha!"

Bulstrode glared down at the object in his hand. A careful
g_lunc]-o was quite enough to show him that it was not a real
pistol.

The Remove dormitory rang with laughter,

Bulstrode's face was a'study,
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He had been frightened almost out of his wits by a toy
that was a safe plaything for a child; ho bhad held up his
hands obediently under the levelled weapon that could dis-
charge nothing more dangerous than a percussion cap.

The Remove yelled. )

They forgot masters and prefects; they forgot everything
but the absurd exhibition Bulstrode had made of himsolf.

Bulstrode, with grinding teeth, hurled the revolver to the
Door. The wooden barrol broke into two pieces.

Thero was & fresh yell

“Ha, ha, ha!” _

Bulstrode, with his fists clenched, advanced npon Fith. He
was in so great a rage that he had quite lost his self-control.

‘Hallo " said Fish. * What about pax®” o

Bulstrode did not reply. but he rushed on, hitting out.
The noxt moment he reeled back, with throo or four pairs
of hands upon him, and he was flunyg to the floor.

“ None of that!" said Harry Wharton sternly. “ You mude
it pax, and you're going to leep it, you cad!"

ulstrode glared at him. ]

But he could not very well argue the matter oul fistically
with Wharton and Bob Cherry and Brown and three or four
more. He staggered up, and turned towards his bed. But
ere he got into bed he lurned a face black with rage upon
the Amerjcan. ]

41|l make you sorry for this!” he hived.

The new junior grinned choerfully.

“I'll remembor,” he said. ‘‘ By the way, Bulstrode, ol
son, may 1 ask you a question? Did you ever get left*”

Bulstrode, without vouchsalng auny answer, turned in; and
Skinner blew out the candle. ) .

Fisher T. Fish chuckled as he made his bed in the dark and
turned in.

“ G:ood-night, Fish!"' said Harry Wharton, .

“ Good-night, kid! Somebody got loft this time—hey "

“Yes, rather " said Harry Wharton, laughing.

And for some time, ore the Remove finully scttled down to
sleap, the quict of the dormitory was broken by chuckles pro-
ceading from the various beds.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Shut Up,
wHEN the rising-bell called the Remove from their

slumbers the following morning many of the juniurn
were ohuckling as they turned out. The incident of
the previous night was too funny to be forgotten
easily.
Bulstrode rose with a face as black as thunder, and he
scowled at Fisher T. Fish as the latier tarned out.
Fish looked out of the dormitory window, and sniffed as
he noted the haze hanging over tho landscapse.
“Js your climate always like this, you follows?" he asked.
“No, not always,” said Nugent, with a shake of his head.
“I guess it's hard to stand if it is. When I was in London
thore was a black fog, and the train came down through six
or seven different varieties of mist. Now you've got the haze
here. Do you ever see the sun?"
“Once & year—on Midsummer Day,'' said Nugent. ‘It
can only be seen from the top of & high hill, of course, and
the railway companies make a lot of money running special
excdrsions.”
The American grinned. .
“It's not always like it is this morning,"” went on Nugent.
“This is a vory fine morning. On an average morning the
Close is as black as your hat, and the fog 13 so thick that
wé sometimes hang up our coats on ]l
«“ Oh, come off ' said Fish.
He shivered as he dipped his fingers into the water in his
u

EDO you chaps wash in cold water?” he asked,

“As a rule.”

«Can I have any hot water, then?" demanded Iish. who
had the true American’s horror of cold, and was shivering,
where the English boys took no notice of the atmosphere at

all.
< Certainly I said Nugent. “1 mean, surely, of course.
Ring the bell, and the ead will come toddling up with a
can of hot water in next to no time.”’
‘“Ha, ha, ha!”
“AmM't t|1 re any bath-rooms?’ demanded Fish.
“ Yeos; bu§ you have to lake your turn. There will be two
or thrad follows waiting outside every door already. We
enerally prefor to wash all over in the dérm.,” said Harry
harton, svho waa sponglng himself down in icy water,
Fish shuddered.
%Yf you think I'm going Lo freeze of a morning like that
thore's & mistake somewhore,” he declared. “I reckon I'll
for a bath-room.”
Tur MioNer Lierary.—No. 160.
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“They're on the lower floor mostly, but there are somg
upstairs,”" said Harry. *‘Ono of you fellows show him."

“1'Il show hjm,” said Skinner, who was already drossed,
Skinner's morning ablutions never delayed him very long.

I'isher T. Fish looked at Skinner suspiciously.

* No gum-game?’ he said.

“Oh, that's all right!"" said Skinner, in a very hearty way
“ You surely don't suspect me of bearing malice for that litt
joke last night?”

“ T guess it's all right."”

And Fish, clad only in pyjumas and slippers, foliowe
Skinner from the dormitory.

Skinner led him to the upper bath-rooms, which wer
usnally used by the Remove. A crowd of Upper Fourt!
follows were there, and every bath-room was going, to judge
by the sound of dashing and splashing that came from within,

“ Hallo!"" said Temple, of the Upper Fourth. * You kidy
aro too late! No room for fags!”

* Oh, rather!" said Dabney.

“1t's all right!” said Skinner. *The American chap i
going to use the reserved bath-room. This way, Fishy!"

He opened a door, and pushed the American in.

“Thanks!" said Fish. *“I guess—— Oh, here!
I say!"

Skinner had suddenly given him a violent shove in the
small of the back, which sent him staggering forward; and
before he could recover himself the door was slammed, and
locked on the outside.

““All right in there?” asked Skinner, through the kevhole,
“ This is as good as a dummy pistol in the dorm., fen't 1f "

And he walked away with the key of the door in hiy

pocket.

Visher T, Fish had fallen on his knees. He serambled up,
and ran back to the door. But it was fast.

The room he was in was certainly not a bath-room. Tt way
a small garret, with bare floor and walls, rotting ceilingy
and two or three broken articles of furniture thrown care
lessly into it.

Skinner had shut the American junior up in a disuse
lumber-room, and for once the keen Yankee had been de
cidedly *left.”

“ Woll, my word,” said Fisher T. Fish, as he looked roung
him and shivered in his pyjamas. T call this real mean!”

Ha went to the door, and thuwped on it vigorously.

“ Hallo, out there! I guess yvou'd better open this door!”

There was a roar of laughter Trom the Fourth-Foraers,

“Can't be did, my son,” said Temple. “Skinne’s taken
away the key."”

“1 can't stay here!" howled Fish,

“I don't sce lLow you can do anvthing elsel”
Temple, ** But suit yourself.”

“Oh, rather!"” said Dabney.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Look here—'

¢ Ha, ha, ha!"”

Fisher T. Fish rattled the door. The Fourth-IFormery
laughed ; but had they been inclined to help Fisher T. Iish,
they could not, for the key was gone, and »o was Skinner,
and the door could not be opened.

I"ish breathed hard through his nose.

‘Qtara!” he exclaimed. 11l make that guy sit up, 1
gueys !

He looked round the lumber-room for a means of escape.

There were only two modes of exit apparently—the door
and the window. The door was locked, and the window gave
upon a sheer wall of at least fifty feet. Fisher T. Fish
looked out of it and then closed the window again. There
wae no esoape thut way. He was shivering with cold.

The joke of shutting the Yankee schoolboy up in the
lymber-room might be a funny one from Skinner's point of
view, but the humour of it did not appeal to the American
junior, shivering there in his pyjamas.

Fish was getting furious.

He thumped on the door agaln, and shouted to the Fourth-
Formers outside. But he rcceived no reply.  Temple,
Dabney & Co. had taken thoir turns in the bath-rooms now,
and there was no one to hear.

‘| say,"” shouted Fish, through the Leyvhole, “ I gucss T'll
stand a dollar to the chap who gocs and gets that key !

There was no anawer,

“You hear me?"" roared Fish.

But they did pot hear; mor, if they had heard, is it pro-
bable that the munificont offar of a dollar would have been a
very great inducement to the lordly Temple. Fisher T. Fish
realised that there was no hope in that dircction.

He wondered whether Harry Wharton or his fricnds would
think of him, and look for him. But why should they?
They imagined that Skinner lad taken him to a bath-room,
and they would be gone down before he could have returncd
to the dormitory to dress. He would not be jmissed till
breakfast-timg,

Let up,

grinned

Pxice.



To: pyfamas and fom, with ne additions] clothing exsepd &
towel, Fislicr T: Fish was growing oo every moment,
and be had the true Americap susceptibility to cofd.

His tooth werc soon chattering,

¢ made Skinper atl sorts of mental promises, but that did
not help Lim to keep warm, and lic waved his thin arms about
to_keep up the circulation.

Ie looked up the chimney at last, fn the desperate hopo
that there might be an evenue of escape that way.

The chimney was very wide--a real, old-fashioned ohimney,
and probably 1n centuries previous it lind been cleaned in the
vld-fashioned way by boys ascending inside it. Ji was cer-
tainly large enough, Fisher T, Fish could see a patch of
misty sky at the top.

Ie hesitated for a few moments,

ut there was evidently nothing else to he done. He throw
his gown and towel on the floor, and elimbed into the
chimney,

It he cscaped that way, ke would be under the necessity of
appuaring in pubtic in the lijht and airy attire of the night;
hut that could not be helped.

He clamberad into the chiwnoey, finding as he climbed, that
there wire vosts inside for the hunds and feet. Thcy had not

n used, or brashed, perhaps, for half a century or more,
with the result thab they were thick with soot nm{ dust, and
before Fisher T. Fish haul covered Lix own length upwards,
D was as black as any sweop,

1l¢ breathed fury, and suol na Lie advanoed.

Up and up!

I1is Jicad came ont of the wide old rod shimney-pot at lest.

Rourd the stack was a flut Jevel of leaded roof, and Fisher
T. Fish clainbercd out and deopped upon it, dropping cloads
ol mool with Lim as he aligiu«f

“ Well, my stars ;™ he innttered.  * If this dovsn't beat the
wliole deck 17 .

Bt was hitterly cold to the thinlv-clad junior, but the exer
tion of elimbing the chimney had restorml lis eirculation
somewhnt,  Ile shivered es Hie wind struck bin; his hands
were eold, his feet nearly numbed.  He was black as the ace
of spades from head ta foot

He lovked round the roof for a means of eseape. There
was o trap there, wnd it was unfustenod, 1t had been hept
always unfastencd sivee the lire at Grevfiiars, when the
Remnove age had bien burnt down,

Fisher T. Fish surveaded in raising it, and lie stepped inside
aut of the wind with greut relief.

He went down the ladder. and fourd linself in 8 passage:
upon which the scrvunts’ bed-roows opencd, and then hurried
to got further, He wunted to reach the Remove dormitory
and dress, unseen 1itl be had succceded in removing the sool.

But Lie was new 1o Greyfriars, and the rambling oid huikl-
g was strange te him.  Grexfriars was o inass of
architecture that had heen erected piecemcal in differont cen-
turies, wixl the adding to and tnking away from the ald build.
ing had bein always going forward. It was Ml of passagos
I.IIIM, led nowhera, and other passages that led to unexpected
places.

Fislior T. Tisli shortly found himsell in a boad corridor,
and he walked quickly down it, leaving scoly fontmarks on
the strip of carpet down the contre, A door apcned, and o
majestic figare came into view. .

1t was I, Locke, in his cap wud gown,

Fisher T. Fish stopped.  The Head stopped,  The LT
was mutnal; but it is safe to say that the Hleml's SUT i
was the greuter,

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER,
All Bisck!
R. LOCKE starel blankly at the extracrdinary figure
before him,

Figlier T. Fish stared back,

The American junior was quite unrecognisable in his
voating of soot, aml the IHead had not the faintest idea that
thin was the new hoy at Grevfriurs,

“ Dear me ! pusped the Thead.,  * What—w iat—""

“ My word M

Fizher T. Fisle did not stop 1o speak or attempt to explain.

Te hulted. . .

I, Las ke ploax] staving after hin blankly.

*Gracious goodness ! Extraondinary I gasped the 1lead.

“Is anything wrong, s " asked Wingate, of the Sixth,
vonting dewn the passage.

“Wrong ! Yes! Estraerdinary ) .

“Can 1 da anything, sir?” ssked the Greydriavs captsin,
waorndering what on carth was the matter with tho Iload.
* No! en! Exteaordinary! [—T have peen a
cxtraovdinary thing, Wingate,” stammercd the Fead,
had just come out of mmy study, snd—and & deeadful appari-

tion atood before me,"

“ Indeed, sir!”

It was iinpessible to suspect (e 1Tead of drinking, so Win-
gate wortddered whether he wis suffering from ene peculinr
Irlluetnation.

" Yes, a—a negro,” said Dr. Tacke, still greatly anazed;
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“at—at all ¢vents, he was quite black. It was extras
ordinary,’” "

“It—it must have been, air,

** Extraordinary ! Dear me, you ser, he has left black Fook
marks on tho carpet, Wingate ' the 1lead exclaimed,

Wingate mrteé.

The black lootmarks were theve—there was ne mistake
sbout that, and it showed him that the apparition seen by the
Heud ocould not have been wholly imaginary. The &rox-
fl-gg:d captain bent down to Jook at the footmerks, and
anm .

“Boot ! lie exclaimed.

" What did you say, Wingate 1™

“ Boos, sir

“ Boot 1"

“ Yes, sir, Tt's acot.”

* Dear me 1" ‘

! Bome chap has been doing this for a lavk, sir, T suppose, ¥
said Wingate, '*Whoever went by lieve ecrtuinly had thiek
soot on his feet.”

! Extraordinary "

“ It most be some junior fape, sir. Shall I look for the
roung rascel?’ oxclyimed Wingate.

“ By all means, Wingate—by all means.” )

Tha captain o Grt:,v?riam followed the footnarks. They
Ted him up and down the passages for a long way.

Fisher T. Fish, 23 & niatter of fact, had stopped hehind the

first corner, to ascertain whethor he would be foliowed, snd
80 he knew that Wingate was on lis track.
L Pisl knew very well that if Wingate caught hing, the
licking was most likely to come fivst, anl the explanation
afterswards; and he did not mean to et ot close quarters with
the Sixth-Former if he could help it,

He ran on at top apeed,

Two or three Inghtsined maidservants shricked af the sighl
of hiny, and at & corner he 1an full tilt into Trotter, the page,
who was carrying a tray.

i '{Iuere was a terrific crash a8 Trotter and thic tray wenl

yhg. .

Fister T. Fish staggered agalnst (e wall, all the wind
knocked out of him for the moment,

“ 0w he gul ’

“Yow !" atuttered Trotler, ©Gummy! Yow!”

Fisher T. Fish ran on.

He found himself passing the Form-masters’ studies, and
he could hear Wingate's footateps behind him.  Tle opeped
8 1oor and durted into a study, hoping to lind o place of cone
ooulmont.

1o cloard the door, and stood listening inside.

Wingate's licavy footsteps passed the sdoor, He had ned
seen ¥ish dart into the voom, and ho pa on unsuspecting,

Fiali gave o great gasp of relicf. )

Ile waited & few minutes, and then quictly loft the study,
There was no one in the passsge. 1fe trod cn breathlesaly,
lraving a feintor trail of soot as he went,

“My hat I he gasped suddenly.

1ke_emerged into the open hall, where {he juniors weng
crawding in to go to breakfast. There wun a yelf at the sight
of him.

“ Hallo, balla, hallo I**

* Louk there !

“The wild man fmm Borneo ™

“ Tho wildnesn in terrific.”

““What on earth—who on carth is 1?7
Wharton.

1 guens—-

Y Fish 1"

“ My hate "

v Fish!” gasped Skinner. “Then he—he got out by the
chimpey ! 1la, ha, Lal"

*T1a, Iia, ha 1"

“ Heore, keep off I° ronred Skinner, as the American Junfor
vushied at bim vergefully. "“Keep off ! You're sooty | Yow |
Gerronhi) OLb! Ugh! Oh P’

There was no esceping Fisly )

He rushed right st Skinper, and clasped him in his srme
16 held him tight, and rubbed his sooty hair over Skinver's
face, and rub soob all over Skinner, til Skinner wag
ulmont aa black as the vichim of his little joke,

There was a shout as Wingate came in wight,

*Oh! Therc he in]”

The Greylfriars captain rushed up, Fisher T. Fish broke
away from Skinner, and fled. Ile dashed up the atalrs, and
Wingate paured for & moment to look at Skinner.

IFiah cdashed up to the bath-rooms, which were how wun.
necupied. He ran into one, locked the door, and plupged
intn the buth, setting tath taps geing mersily,

He heard Wingate run upstaire, and went on splashing,
and the searcher for the mysierious sooty person passed him

by, P
did
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Wiugate went down again, baffled. )

I ean't understand this!"' he exclaimed " Some. fcllow
bas done himself up in sool, and is dodging alout the house
upsetting people.’’ . .

“Ow !” groaned Skianer, rubbing soot from his smarting
eyes. “Oh! Ow! '

Y You'd better io and clean yourzelf,” said Wingate curtly.
“Do you know who the fellow was, Skinner?"

Skinner would gladly enough have given Fisher T. Fish
away, but he could not very well do so without admitting
himself as the cause of the whole affair, s0 he replicd
discreatly, .

. He was covered up with soot, Wingate. so I couldn’t see
his ohivy.”

Aod he ran off to the dormitory, to avoid further
questioning.

He was washing off the soot and changing his clothes when
Eish came in, fresh bathod and clean as a new pin.

he: American junior grinned at Bkinner.

“ He, hs, ha " he chuckled. *I kinder reckon you came
?u_t at the little end of the horn that time, my festive

riend.
“Owt" grunted 8kinner. “Ught"

** Javver get loft?"’ inquired Fish sweetly.

“T'U lick you {)ruently for this!" groaned Skinner.

*“I guess you'll find me ready. “I'm your matton, with the
wool-on !"" grinned Fisher T. Fish serenely.

He dressed and went down to breakifast, being just in time.
Bkinner was late. The juniors grinned at Fish, and Fish
grinned baock secensly.

: Meanwhile, sevaral prefects were looking for the mys.
rioits pereon in black who was causing such a disturbance
12 the School House.

They did not find him.

. -‘Wingate, Courtney, and Loder came in late to breaklast,

ing vory cross indeed; having had to report to the Head
that they oould not find the praoctical joker, who had left lis
sooty footmarks up and down the stairs and passages.

It did not oocur to them that the chesrfullooking
American junior, eating away with Ferfect nonchalarice at
the Remove table, was the individusl they sought; and oo
one in the Remove was likely to enlighten them. :

e

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Not Busimess.

ISHER T. FISH looked very satisfied with himsell in
class that morning.
Bkinner seemed extromely bad-tempered. The whole

. Form was grinning at the result of Skinner's little
joke; and Bkinner, frut humorist as he was, could not take
a ﬁ;h sgainst himseli.

‘Hle wad nursing vengeance.

After morning lswsons were over, he meant to descend
ppon the Amerioan boy, and crumple him up -at least, eo he
confided to Bulstrode and Btott and eome others, who
cordially backed him up in the idea.

Fisher T. Fish was very slim and slight. He was wiry,
and might be strong. But there wae no doubt that he did
not fook anything like a matoh for S8kinner.

If he, could be made fo- stand up to 8kinner, no one
ﬁouhhd that he would get the licking of his life, and Bal-

tode & Co. rejoioed ut the prospect. Ragging the new boy

might have been interfered with by Harry Wharton, but a
fair fight was beyond his interierence. And 8kinner joyfully
looked forward to hammering the American jynior, who had
Anurnod hig ill-natured joke against himself.

" “You'd better look out, Fishy,” Billy Bunter whispered to
the American in claes. ‘“There's tronble shead for you.™

“Yapt” said Fish.

“Yes, rather. 1 say, you know, L'll stand by you if you
lile”” aid Bunter. “I'm rather a dab at boxing, and I
don't mn'zg taking it on for you."

“I'm rather hard up at the present moment, you ace,
oml::f to & disappointment about s postal-order, and if you
could lend me & bob I should look upon it as a favour. I'll
look after you, you know. Ona good turn deserves another.”
‘T guess you'll have to Jook further for the bob.”

:: krt.are, old chap —"'
“¥You ,Ymkee bounder —"
(13 0 'l'

" My dear fellow, it's really only a matter of form, you
kn‘?w. boti’a'uue I'm expecting a postal-order this afternoon.”

“You Yankeo cad—.""
Iisher T. Fish chuokled.
‘Bunter's varying epithels atru.cl: him as comical,

Mr,
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Quelch looked round as Billy Bunter fnvoluntarily ralsed b
YOLco.

‘“Bunter !" he rapped out.

Billy Bunter jumped.

“ Ye-e-es, sir.’’

“ You were talking, Bunter.”

* Oh, no, sir!"

" ‘Vh.t !!l

“1--1 certainly wasn't talking, sir!” seid Billy Bunte,
blinking at the Form-naster. '*I hope I know better than
talk in class!”

“I distinctly heard you, Bunter I exclaimed Mr. Queley
angrily.

‘*Oh, no, air! It must have been a mistake, sir. P-p-pe
haps you—you were talking to vourself, air?" suggest
Bunter,

Mr. Quelch almost snorted, and the whole claes gigeled.

“1--I waan't talking, sir,"”" eaid Bunter, “I wasn't, si,
really ! I was only eaying to Fish ——”

“ What!" roared Mr. §uefch.

I was only eaying to Fish, sir, that—that we were havig
a inost enjo!abla geography lesson, sir, and that I wished j
waa longer.’

“1Ia that the truth, Bunter?"’ .

“Oh, sir! 1 hoxe you do not doubt my word, sir!" sajd
Billy Bunter. * Any of the fellows will tell you how trath.
ful I am, eir.”

'“Oh, my word !"" murmured Nugent.

* Ind; Bunter! Well, as you like the geograply
tesson, you shall stay in for half an hour after dismissal, ang
write the lesson out.”

Billy Bunter's jaw dropped.

“Oh, sie!”

“ Well, Bunter,” said Mr. Qdelch grimly, “are you oot
satisfied 1"

“N-n-n-no, sir.”

‘“Very wefl, you shall stay in for an hour.”

Bunter gasped. i

1] don't want to be groedy, sir,” he said; “and- and,
upon the whole, sir, I—I'd rather not stay in.”

" You have no choice about the matter, Bunter. You will
be detained for ap hour, and if you speak again I shall-cans
youw'

Bunter knew that Mr. Quelch was a man of his word, and
he did not n‘l:onk again. He maintained a glum silence till
the end of the lesson. .. ] .

When the Remove were dismissed, Billy Bunter remained
sitting dolefully in the Form-room by bimself, as he richly

desorved for his untruthfulness.

Skioner and Dulstrode swaggered over to_the Amecrica
junior in the wide, flagged passage upon which the cluem,
rooms opened.

“ Look out, Fishy !" said Wharton,

“ I guess I'm looking out,"” said Fish.

He waited with his hands in his pockets while the
Rewmovites came up. 8kinner had a bullying expression,
whioh meant mischiel.

“I'm looking for

Fisher T. Fisu - %

N se3 ‘ve found me, then.”

4 Aglyou’::nd; to be licked "

“* Nope."”

"“You nre going to fight Skinner,” said Buletrods
threateningly. *If you won't stand up to him, you'(l jolly
well get nfmed the whole Forin,”

“He jolly well won't!” said Harty Wharton, with 4
# Skinner's bigger than Fish, and Fish has a right
to refuss if he likes.”

s here. The Yankee cad..--

“Oh, ring off " anid Fish. ‘1 guess there ien't n bigger
cad swanking about than yourself, Bulstrode, my [estivy
friend 1"

The Remove bully acowled.

“If T have much of your cheek, I'll lick you myself; and
I all‘a"n't ;leave much for Skinner "’ he exclaimed.

4" .t’ "

"

f
, you Yankee'!” he exclaimed,
od coolly,

£ Iﬁwk here, are you willing 10 meot Skinner?”

“ Nope.” .

“Coward!” howled half a dozen voices,

The American junior did not turn a hair.

[ guess I'm no coward,” he remarked. “I'm bininoss,
I am, trom the word go. 1 don't want to punch Skiuner. [
don’t want to punch him. Ring off, and don't play the
giddy goat! T guess that's straight talk,”

Skinner sneered.

“You're afraid, you cad ™

“ Nope.”

“Coward I"

' Seaff 1

* Look here,"” exclaimed Skiuner, nll the more determinod

oww oxm Bnles i
[ % -ﬂmw.“



o fght as the Ameyican seemed io with to dvaw ‘baich,
“vou'll ight me, or I'll give you the coward's hlow.”

The American shrugged his shoulders, .

1 gues I'll fight you if you iusist!” he excliimed.
“When a man’s looking for trouble, there’s no stopping
him; and if T have to lick you, I'guess it may sare me the
ivouble of licking somebody else later.”

"“Vou'd better fight him,” said Harry Wharton. A
follow who refuses a challenge is not likely to have a quiet
time here.” . :

“ fYonest Injun, you reckon I'd betier wade i

“} reckon so0,” said Wharton, laughing. .

“Then 1 guers 1'm ready, and I'll hustle if throngh as
foon as you like,”" said Fisher T. Fish. * Here goea !’

And he put up his bony fists, and advanced upen Skinner,
hitting out. . 5 _

Skinner backed away in surprise, defending himself,

“huck it ' he exclaiimed. - You can't fight here.”

“Why not 7"?

“In the passage, you dummy ! We shall be dropped on
by & prefect or a master in a minute "’ howled Skinner:
“Jands off | You will have to come behind the gym.”

“ Ta that one of the rules here (™

“Ves, idiot !

v Al O, K.! ¥ only wanted to know, you know.”

“ome on!” said Marry Wharton, putting Jhis erm
through Fisher T. Kish's. ~ “Come on, and Pl be your
rvcond, if you Jike!” )

] guess that's real good of you."

“ Not at. all. It's an honour to act for a citizen of the
prontest. Republic upon which the eun never sets!” said
Whartn solenunly. % .

And, in the midst of a crowd of excited and iniergsted
juniors, they made their way to the open space behind the
xymnusivn, where the affair could be settled in  quiet
roclusion, without any gveat danger of interrupiion.

7

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
All 0.K,

1SUUER T. FISIH had somewhat surprised the juniors

by his refusa) in the first place to fight Skinner. They

had been disposed to concur in Skinner’s belief that

he was afraid. But now that he had accepted the

ehallenge, the Americun jenior showed clearly cnough that
he was not afraid. . . i

He strolled down to the place with Harry Wharton with
pecfect nonchalance, and his whole manner implied his firm
fnith in his ability to beat Skinner. But that, as Bob Cherry
sagely remarked, might be only swank.

There wos, in fact, so much swank about the -Yankee
pehoolboy, that it way doubtful whether he could do anything
at. all, and the fcllows had quite open minds upon the subjoct
of the coming light. ; . -

Fisher T. Kish remaved his jacket with perfect coolness,
and faced Skinner, withont a sign of finching, though
skinnee was fully half a hrad the taller of the two.

“1 guess P'm ready,” he vemarked. “But if you've got
any hoss-sense, Skinner, my boy, you'll let it slide.™

“Oh, cheese that!”

*Pime ! said Bob Cherry.

And the fight began.

o it, Skinner:” sanpg out Bulstrode.
stufing ont of the Yankec!”

While the chums of the Remove shouted encouragenunt to
the new junior.

“ (3o it, Fishy !"

“ Wade inl” )

Fisher T. Fish dil not wade in, however. IT¢ was very
cautious at first.  ile was covidently trying to draw his
epponent, and thereby lo ascertain what there wes in him,

And Skinner wag soon drawn. .

He attacked savagely, and drove the Amevican round and
yound the ripg, and a great many of his blows got home.

“(lo it, Skinner!" shouted Bulstrode. *XKnock him sky-

“Knock the

high 1"

'ﬁkirmm- was doing his best to follow out that instruction.

Bul i, wag in vain. i :

The elusive American evaded Lis heavy attacks, aud dodged
him vound and round, vvery now and then closing into give
» blow, and escaping sgain. Skiuver was far too heavy and
clumsy to deal successfully with the lithe-limbed American.

He was beginning to Jook rather groggy now, too, for one
of Fishey T. Fish'z fsts had been planted in his eye, which
was ncarly closed, and his nose was assuming a very red
anid kwollen appearanee.

Three vounds liad been fought, and though Fish had had
;no-ﬂ. of the punishinent, he looked much the fresher of the

wo.

Tn the fourth round, Skinner defermined to bring wmatters
to a clese. He felt that his wind was going, and ho did not
menn to give the Amevican & chance of hammeving him in
the fifth and sixth rounda. )

He rushed upon Fisher T. Fish, lilting out Jike a wind-
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will, pressing the Ameriean se hard and fust that he had no
chance of escape.

Fish had to stand up to his cnemy and fuce the milling,
and almost everybody present expeetad him to go down under
the slogging blows.

The chums of the Remove looked on anxiously.

They did not particularly want an Ambrican to defcat o
Remove - fellow, of eoarse, but Skinner was sa flagrantly in
the wrong in this fight that they counld not help wishing that

. Fisher T. Fish would win.

= Skinner's got it growled Tom Brown. “It’s all over
bay shouting now.”

The crowd watched breathlessly, It scemed that it was
Skinner’s Hight now—Fisher T. Fish could not withstand that
peltirf attack.

And so it might have been, but thui Skinner over-reached
himself in his cagerncss and energy. Fisher T. Fish retreated
suddenly, with a backward leap, t6 cscape & siogging attack,
and Slinner plunged after him recklessly.

His hands were up to drive at Fish, and he was almost
blind with excitement, anger, snd the damago to lis eve,
The keen, cool American dodged under his guerd likc & fash,
springing forward just. when Skioney did not e¢xpect hin

Rat-tut, came the American’a hard fists on  Skinner's chest,
and the Removite staggered back.

And 1s he staggered there came a vap-rap of heavy body-
blows again, and Skinner gusped and.recled,

Then out wont both Fisher T. Fish’s fista, cvashing :upon
the jaw of his staggering adversary.

Skinner gave o grunt, and fell like an ox.

He bumped heavily on the ground, and lay where he had
fallen, breathing in gulps, and hardly moving a limb.

That terrible knock.out had done I}:Jr Skinner.

¥rom helf the Remove burst a shoul.:

“ Bravo, Yunkee!”

Harry Wharton slapped the American on the back

“Woll, done, Fishy, old son}?

Fisher T. Fish grinned.

“1 guess that lets him out,” he remarked,

‘1 guesa that does, some,” grinned Bob Chetry.

There was no doubt about it. Bulstrode run to Skinner
to help him up, but Skinner ooly groaned.

“lemme alone! Ow 1’

“Oh, let him alonc ! exclaimed Harry Wharton.
done. Why can't you-let him alone, Bulstrode?'™

Bulstrode rose to his feet with & grunt of disgust.

Harry Wharton helped Skinnérto e sitting position. The
defeated junior clasped his wohing jaw with one lmmd, and
blinked round him 10 & most uncertain way,

“ You're done, I suppose?”’ asked Harry.

Skinner groaned. =

“Ow! Yues. Oh!”

“Good! You've won, Fishy !

“J guess that’s O.K.,"” said the American, as he cahnly
slipped his arms into the jacket Frank Nugent was holding
for him. *It's all right, Skinner. I. was bound to lick
you, you know, and you necdn't bear any malice. I sha’n't
swank over you bocause I've downed you; that sort of thing
culs no ice with me. Shake!”

And the American held out his.hend to the junior,

Skinner blinked at the hand, and blinked at bim, and
finally took it, and shook in e hall-hearted sort of way.

“ q)l 0.K.,” said Fisher T. Fish. ““I'll go and get & wash,
after this, T gues.”

(e walked auway with the chums of the Rcemove. Fisher
T, Fish had said that he would not swank over the defeated
junior, and he told the truth. But he was swanking, per-
haps, on general principles; at all events, it was indubitable
that theve wue & new steut in his walk, » new awing to hin
shoutders, since he had licked Skinner.  Harry Wharton
lm_l;:{ at him, and the chums looked at one another, and
#I11 »

“T gucss that's how we fight in New York,” Fisher T. Fish
vemurked.  *“ The chap never had a dog’s chance. Nope.”

“Ruts ' seid Harry Wharton bluntly. *‘ If Skioner had
Been a little more carciul, he would have licked you hollow,
out of eondition as he was.”

The American winked.

“] gyess you can’t rving that in on me," he remarked.
“No, sir! Thut's the way we do things over there, sir;
that's what's the matter.” ]

And Fisher T. Fish put his bhands in his pockets and
swanked off. But the chuma of the Remove, far, from being
impressed, only burst into a roar.

“Har, ha, ha?l”

“Ile’s

THE END.

{Another long, complete Tale of Harry Wharton & Co., by
Frank Richards, next Tuesday, entitled * The Girls’ School’s
Challenge.” Order your copy in advance, price 1d.)

Splendid School Trle of H harton & Co.
A aviriare. By FRANK RICMARDA.
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