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A Complete School-Story Book, attractive to All Readers.

! The Editor will be obliged if you will hand this book, when finished with, to a friend. g

A Splendid, Long, Complete
School Tale of
HARRY WHARTON & CO.
and FISHER T. FISH
at Greyfriars.

—— BY — =

FRANK RICHARDS.

B o s e R e

THE FIRST CHAPTER. Bquash !

Fair Foes. A snowball squashing uader his chin told him plainly
IFF 1 enough what it was. .
B uashl * Hallo, Lallo, hallo?”’ shouted Bob Cherry. *‘ Look out!"
- Oht” Iarry Wharton & Co. drew together in the middle of tho

“Oow!” snowy lane and looked round them in some excitement.
"l_\?,_v hat 1" oxelaimed Iarry Wharton,  “ Wh-wlh-wlat's Harry Wharton, Bob Cherry, and Frank Nugent ware
t»ha,t_.' there. They were taking Fisher T. Fish, the new boy from
L New York, for a walk. Fisher T. Fish wanted to eee ths

Mo. 1581, Copyright la the Unlted States of America. Dacembar Stst, 19310, .
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oountry-side with the snow on it, and the chums ef the Grey-
{riars Remove ware obligingly taking him for a walk.

The sudden. snowbadl attack had come as they were going
down Friardale Lane, piching their way alomg through debp
suow, dented with cart:rute. Bnow lay on the , and en
the leafiess hedges, and opn the fields, and the steep slopes
of the Black Pike had disappeared under a eloak of snaw.

_‘_'Lg? hat!” said Nugent, in bewilderment. ‘* Where are

et
ere was no enemy to be seen.
Each of the Greyfriars juniors had received a snowball, but
the hseemod to be the only living things in Friardale Lane.
iz!
Squash! .
‘A snowball caught N}lgent under the chin as he spoke,
and he staggered back with a gasp, and sat down in the snow,
There was a sound of a faint laugh ftom behind the high,

smow-thickened hedgo.

‘* There they are!’’ shouted Bob Cherry. *‘‘It’s the Court-
field bounders, for a cert. I’

“1 guess this is cold,” grunted Fisher T. Fish, rubbing
the snow out of his scarf. *“*I reckon— Ow!”

Fish’s reckonings were cut short by another snowball,
which caught him on the chin. le gave a yelp, and sat
down on Nugent, who was leﬁeft-tmg up.

Nugent roared as-he rolled over under the sudden weight
of the American junior,

“Ow! You assl
o ogrumbs l""

* You chump——"*

*“You fat-head!” .

‘ Oh, cheese it!” exclaimed Harry Wharton.
for the enemy instead of slanging one another.”

*1 guess that's so.”

* Come on!” shouted Bob Cherry.

The four juniors rushed towards a narrow gap in the high
bedge, behind which their assailants were evidently lurking.
They had little doubt that the enemy were the fellows from
Courtfield Council School—Trumper & Co. But whoever
they were, Harry Wharton & Co. meant to come to conclu-
sions with them.

But that was not so easy. . .

The snow was piled up thickly in the gap, and the juniors
plunged- into it almost breast-high as they clambered through.

A ‘steady and well-ditected fire of snowballs played upon
them all the time, and they were bowled over again and

ain.
.gFisher T. Fish went scrambling back into the lane. He
* guessed’” that he had had enough of it. He was an
American, and he could not stand the cold like the Englizh

boys.

éut Wharton and Cherry and Nugent scrambled fiercely
on. They were at a disadvantage now, but once they got
through the hedge they would have a chance, and when it
eame to close quarters they had no doubt about their power
%0 ' keep their end up,” even if the odds were against them.

‘““Come on!” panted Wharton.

“ Hurrah! Buck up, Greyfriars!"’

There was a soft laugh again, but no word was spoken by
tbe enemy. The chums of Greyfriars could not see them yet.
Within the hedge was a high bank of snow, and the enemy
were hidden behind it. Sometimes, through the whirling
sow, the juniors caught a glimpee of a thick-gloved hand
with a snowball in it. That was all.

*Ow!"” gasped Bob Cherry, as a snowball smashed on his
mose, and he fell backwards into the drift he had just
scrambled through. ‘' Yow!”

* Como on, Bob!”

‘‘ Better go

“Groo!"
Nugent drugﬁed his chum out of the drift.
Biff —bifi—fl !

Snowballs smashed on them, but they valiantly faced tho
snemy.

“Back up!” gasped Wharton, “ We'll be at ’em in a
minute, and then we'll simply smakh *em to smithereens.”

“J guess you can’t work the riffle,”” came a nasal voice
from the lane behind. *'I guess you'd better let up on it.’"

* Oh, rats!” ’

“You'll get left.”

" '&)sh !5'_

“1 guess—"

“Back up, you blessed Yankee!" yalled Bob Cherry,
scrambling up, and returning to the charge. *‘(‘ome on!”

“1 guess I’vo had some.”

* Come on, you blessed Yank!” .

Fisher T. Fish hesitated, He did not like snow; but he
had glenty of pluck, and he followed the English lads throngh
the hedge once more.

Harry Wharton was clambering over the snow-Hank now.

He a}va,ggered as three or four snowballs burst in his face,
and almost lost his faoting, but he kept on grimly.
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A big leap, and he went plunging through the snow, and
rolled among the enemy.
In a moment he was on his feet, blinded with the snow,

and gasping for breath.

# I%ow, tiell" he roared.

There was a soft laugh, and a giggle.

‘** Oh, dear! Don't hurt us, Harry!”

Wharton jumped. .

His fists unclenched, and he wiped the smow from his-eyes
and blinked about him blankly.

Four smiling faces looked at him.

“ M-m-my hat " gasped Wharton. ‘“Marjorie {'*

** Ha, ha, hal”

And the girls of Cliff House laughed loud and long.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Fish is Unreasonable,

ARRY WHARTON blushed.

*  He had not been able to see the enemy till this
moment, and he had had no idea that the assailantis
were the girls of Clif House Scheol.

Marjorie Hazeldene was laughing soft!ly. Miss Clara_ was
gigfiing.- Meaud and Wilhelmina actually chuckled. They
ocould not help it.

“8o it's you!” gasped Harry. )

“Yes,” said Marjorie sweetly. ‘“We give in, you know.
You have captured the fort, and we are beaten. You are
no¢ angry, Harry??

Wharton laughed,

‘“Angry? No, of course not 't . .

* Of course, we didn’t mean to hwrt you,” said Miss Clara
penitently. '

“Hurt us!” exclaimed Bob Cherry, who had followed
Harry Wharton closely. * I suppose you don’t think a few
snowballs would hurt chaps like us, Miss Clara? We're not
soft, I hope.”

‘* Rather not!” said Nugent. .

** Then Jou forgive us?’ said Marjorie.

“ Stuff ' said Harry. ‘' It was only a lark, of course.”

Marjorie smiled demurely.

‘‘ You did not look like larking when you came scrambling
in,” she said. ‘' I—I thought you were going* to be quite
savage and dangerous.”

Harry coloured again, and laughed.

“I thought it was the Courtfield fellows here,” he ex:

lained, *‘ or else the Highcliffe chaps. Of course, we should
Eavo gone for them.” .

*“ And walloped them!” said Bob Cherry emphatically.

““You are not going to wa us, I suppose?’ Mis
Ma%orio asked innocently,

** Oh, Marjorie !’ \ : .
Great snakes!’. gasped Fisher T. Fish, scrambling in
through the snow. * Here I am, I guess. Where are they 1"
" 'l‘gere aren’t any they‘.{" exclaimed Nugent, putting out
a restraining hand as the Yankee jumior gathemd up a £pow-
ball in :a'mh hand. ‘‘It was only a lark.’

It was only a lark of the girls—""

‘“Rats!” snorted Fisher T. Fish, T‘aspmg the snowbells,
“ 1 ain't larking with snow, I guess. I've got some down my
neck, and I”m giving some of it back.”

¢ Aus—'

‘ Here goes !’

The girls gave little shrieks of alarm as Fisher T. Fish
raised the snmowballs. Fish was a hard-headed Auwerican
youth, and prided himself upon his business abilities. i
girls played a joke like boys, he did not see why they should
not *‘stand the racket’ like boys, and face the music—
whereby he showed that he had a mere iasculine brain, and
was not entitled to reason on such subjects. For, as is well
known, ladies may do anything they please, from punching
(‘abinet Ministers to biting policemen, but they must not
be punchied or bitten in return, or what heconies of chivalry?

“ [Told on, you ass!”’ exclaimed Ilarry Wharton,

“ 1 guess—=""

“Stop!" )

Wharton jumped in front of the American, aul received
the snowball himself. It smashed on his nose.

*Ow!” ho gasped.

“Down him!” roared Bob Cherry, thoroughly indignant
at the idea that anybody should presmmne to thiuk of snow-
balling Marjorie. ‘‘Roll him over!”

*Ow!” roared the American. ‘' Leggo!
up! Yah!” .. .

But the Greyfriars juniors did not “let wp.”

They rolled the American over in the snow, and finally
left him sitting in it, looking a great deul like Father
Christinaa.

Chuck :t! lLet
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| The snow was plied thickly in the gap, and the juniors sank deeply Info It as they scrambled through the |

hedge.

Fisher T. Fish :at in the snow and blinked at thom.

“ You howling asses I’ le roared.

* Ha, ha, ha!”

“ You slabsided chumps!

'“Ha, ha, ha!"

““ You fat-headed hoboes !’

‘ Ha, ha, ha!"

IMsher T. Fish staggered up.

The girls were laughing almost Liysterically at the spectasle
ho presonted. Fisher T. Fish was in a rvage. It was not
often that the cool Yankce lad was excited. But he was
excited now.

* You walleyed, slab-sided chun.pst”

*“ Ha, ha, ha'”

*You jabbering cuckoos

‘“ Ha. ha, ha?’

“Is_this what you call playing the zame, von fat-headed
John Bulls? roared tho incensed youth from Now York.

“ Yes, you ass!" said Wharton. * What do you mean by
trying to snowball the girls? You ouch! to have more sense. "

“You might have spoiled our hats,” said Miss Clara
soveroly.

[Fisher T. IMish snovled.

s

"

“Then what did you mean by snowballing us?” lLe
domanded.

Miss Clara sniffed.

“ Blessed if that isn't just like girls!” exclaimed the

Tre Masver Liprary.—No. 131.
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“Ow!" gasped Bob Cherry as a snowball simashed on his nose and knocked him iInto the drift
again. “Yow!'’ (Ses page 2.)

exasperated Fish. * You chuck snowballs at and
mustn’'t chuck any back. That's not fair.”

" Rats " said larry.

“1 guess "

Marjorie broke in.

“Ob, we should not be afraid of a fair snow fight.,” she
excleimed. *We don't want to take any advantaze becauza
wa are girls. We could easily keep a snow fort against an
equal number of boys, I should think.”

The juniors laughed. ‘I'hey could not help it. Tlhe idea
of the Cliff House girls holding a fort agninst them was
comic.

Marjorio turned pink.

“ Then we will do it,"” she exclaimed. ‘* We shall challenge
you to asnow fight, and it shall be a fight to a finish.”

** Ilear, hear!” said Clara.

“T tink so it is all right,” remarked Willielmina Limburgor.

“Oh, stuff, you kmow!” said Harry Wharton uneasily.
¢ It's all right; you mustn't mind what Fish says. He's only
Fish. anyway.”

“1 guess—""

“ But vou laughed,” said Marjorie,

“Ihd we?” -

“Yos, you did.”

Y Well, we didn’t exactly laugl,” said Wharton cautiously.
““ Not exactly what you'd call laugh. We smiled a little.”

“Well, you smiled, then.”

us, wo

A Splendid, Long, Complete e of O s
of Greyiviars. By %hﬂl R?cgl:lll?g.n‘-
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" Well, not exactly smiled—"

“You think you ga.ve beaten us this time, I've no doubt{”
exclaimed Miss Clara.

The &“m{" stared, _ A_

‘As they had invaded the defences of their aesailants, and
had forborne to *‘ wallop” because they were girls, there did
nek se@hn to be miich doubt that the{iad won in that little

Jut there is no following the mysterious workings
of the feminine mind. .

“There }" agclaimed Miss Clara trizmphantly. “I knew
you thought so!” ‘

' Well, Jou see—"" i ,

‘“Sa we'll put it to the test,” said Marjorie. * We'll send
you a challenge id'form,. and meet you, and then we'll seo
who's coliguerar.™

“ What-ho I said Miss Clara emphatically. .

And the four girls, ‘with very distant nods to the Greyfriars
fdlows, walked sway.

YRE THIRD CHAPTER.

Teamper & Co. are Left.
HE chums of Greyfriars stared after the Clff Houwse
T girls, and then -stared at one another. Then they

g%ed' ot 198 et
ell, my hat I"* siid Harry Wharton.
#1 guess——"’ . . .
“Marjorie means business,” said Bob Cherry seriously.
“ 'Wa shall get that challenge.”
% We'oan’t accept it,” said Nugent.
“It we don't, M&qorie will be offended.”
. it we do—-""
" we shall have to let them lick -us, I suppose.”

ol I
i if we lick them they will be annoyed. Besides, we
oéﬂldn’t'!a}ak them -without s?ina rough plsy, you know, aad

y S—

K1) m’ 1)0 h‘lll'l lr!-

* In-w double sense,” grioned Wharton, * Wdll, I hope
Marjorie won't send the challenge. Well, Fish, are yon
feeling cold 7"

The American’s teeth were chattering.

‘“I g-g-guesa 80,” he maid.

‘“‘ Better get walking, then.”

“” S'B-SOmB.”

.The juniors walked back quickly towards Greyfriars to get
warm. They were a little troubled in their minds about the
farthcoming challenge from Cliff House.  But that :was
quickly driven out of their minds by the gight of four fellows
in the lang between them and the schook;

-‘The “four were Trumper, Grahame, O’Neil, and Solly
Lezarus, the chums of Courtfield nty 'School. The
Cburtfield fellows eeldom met the Grey Friars without a row
of some gort; and with snow on the ground, the temptation
‘was irresistible,

Trumper & %o. were already stooping for snowballs.

" Hallp 1" said Fisher T. Fish. '“ Who are those chaps "

“Chaps we'we told you about—Trumper and the rest?”

“Going to be a row?”’

‘ Looks like it,” grinned Wharton; “Thésg're going to
bar our way to the scheol. We shall have to charge them.”

““Well, I guess it will make us warm, anyway.”

“Get some ammunition, and charge,”” said V%harton.

* What-ho I . )

The Greyfriars juniors gathered up snowballs, packing them
under their left arms. Trumper & Co. were doing the same.
. “"Hallo, college cads !’ chlled out Trumper, hie voice ring-
m%clculy in the frosty air. ‘' Looking for a licking ?”’

arry Wharton’s reply was in one word :

“Charge !’

And the Greyfriars juniors charged. .

They bore down ugon the Courtfielders, sending their snow-
balls as they charged. Trumper & Co. met them with a hot
fusiilade.

There was a warm exchange as the two parties neared.
By the time they were at close quarters, the snowballs were
expended. Grahame and Barney O’Neil were stooping down
for'more, when Nugent and Bob Cherry charged them over,
and they were rolled in the enow.

Trumper laid hold of Harry Wharton, and they wrestled.
Solly Lazarus retreated up the snowy bank at the side of the
lane, grasping up the snow in handfuls and keeping up a
warm fire on Fisher T. Fish, who was his adversary. And
as Fisher T, Fish did not like ¢lose quarters in the snow, he
oontented himself with replying with spowballs.

“Thock it to them, dear boys'!" shouted SoMy. ‘‘Go for
the thilly asses |"

# Back up, Greyfriars!”

“ Hurrah !”

OV.JLhaﬂon and Trumper rofled in the snow, Wharton upper-

m
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Harry sprang to his feet. .

* Come on |” he exclaimed. * We shall be late for dinner,”*

“Right-ho !” C

And the Greyfriars juniors ran down the lane, leaving thred
of their foes rolling 'in the snow, and the fourth sendin
snowballs hotly after them. Fisher T. Fish turned his he
as he ran, an fel!ed:

“* Jevver get left 2" L.

next moment he yelled again—in another way—as &
mfn;l_adl from Solly Lazarus smashed on his mouth,

‘ 00 2

::ga, hla, ha }’ yelled Wharton. “ Come on!”

roo |” :

Wharton took the American by the arm, and rushed him on.

The Courtfield fellows serambled up, and &frnapcd more
sm;wlfmlla, but the chums of Qreyfriars were already nearly
out of range.

The Courtfielders were * leoft,’”” as Eishcr T. Fish expressed
it. The Greyfriars juniors reached the school, red and glow-
ing with the exercise. Fisher T. Fish was gasping for
breath. The American junior claimed to be in better con-
dition than anybody elsc at Greyfriars, and had often offered
to show the juniors how things were donc “over there,” by
which term he described.the United States. But, as a matter

of h.ctI.n Fisher T. Fish was frequently i‘etting “left

self. nothing, so far, had he shown himseif o be ahea
of the Old Country, excepting in one particular, as Nugent
i o far'as swanking went, the

had. ted out—swank |
Gx‘!yml juniors were willing to admit that Fisher T. Fish
was an firat, ' . )

* Hallo, hallo, hallo ! exclaimed Bob Cherry, slapping the

‘* Where is your wind 7"

Pisher T. Fish gusped.

“Qwt 1'm sll right !’

* But where’s your wind ?”

' N-n-nothing the matter with my wind!” cmcd the
American junior, who was so breathless ‘that ba hardly
articulate, * I--feel—as—easy—aa—anything.”™

*“Ha, ha, ha ??

‘“ Look here—"’ s

‘“He féels as easy as anything,™ grinfed Bob ry.
‘“That's why he’s spurting out one word at a time  like
blessed stones from a catapult.”

““Ha, ha, hal” )
“1 guess I'm all serene. I'm as sound aq a bell, and I
could walk miles and miles yet,” ‘dtuptered the gasping
American. .
4T ganm T oould y uver snyibi Xide could do !
ess 1 co over anything you kids coul o!
gesped Fish. “We {nmv bow to keep our end up, over
there, I reckon!” = . . .

“Come on, theny!” exclaimed Bob Cherry, grasping Fish
by the arm, .

“ Hcy ?”

“Come on! Get 2 move on.”

* Look here—"*

“Qh, buck up!” )

And Bob Cherry started across the Close with his gigantio
strides, dragging the American junior along by the arm.

Fisher T. Fish, puffing and blowing with- anguish, stamped
along; trying to keep e with him, He felt as if every
step would be his last, but he tried not to give in,

Wharton and Nugent followed them, laughing.

“Groo!” grunted Fish. *‘‘Oh!”

“ What’s the matter 7"

“ N-nothing, .l guess.”

‘ Buck up 1"

(3 Ow !,!

‘“You're slowing down.”

SANDOW'S BOOK
FREE|

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

SPECIAL OFFER.

To every reader who writes at once a copy of this book
will be sent free.

Address: No. 18, SANDOW HALL, BURY STREET,
* "LONDON, W.C. .

leombe Grammar School are In THH “ EMPIRE"
{'. One Halfpenny, Every Wednesday,




“I'm not.”

“ Feecling fagged!”

“T guess I'm- all 0.K.”

**Get a move on, then.” .

Bob Cherry increased his speed. Fisher T. Fish, fecling
as if his lungs were about to burst, panted on beside him,
Bob's iron grasp dragging him on. Before they reached the
school-house, however, Fish dragged himself loose.

“Leggo!"” he iurf;led.

% Hallo, hallo, hallo! Tired?"

“No,” snorted Fish. “I'm not tired, T don't see w_hi I
nho’t'l.ld tramp on at that rate for nothing, though. ot

‘' Ha, ha, ha!"

And the chums of the Remove went into the school-house
laughmg. Fisher T. Fish grunted; he had not breath cnough
left to do anything else.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Alonzo Todd s S$hocked.

] OSTMAN ! snid Bulstrode, as the Remove came out
of the Form-room, after lessons, that afternoon.

And there'was a rush to moet the postman.

“1 may, you fellows!” exclaimed Bill
he rolled to and fro im the crush. I say,
fellow! I want my letter.”

“Rats!” said Tom Brown. * There's nothing for you.”

¢ Oh, really, Brown, I'm expecting a postal-order !”’

* Ha, ha, ha!”

¢ Blessed if I can sce anything to cackle at. I—"

* Here you are, young gents,” said the Friardale postman,
his ruddy face beaming with exertion and frost. * Here you
are—Master Wharton and Master Cherry." .

“Good!” said Harry Wharton, taking his letter, but his
face fell. It was addressed to him in Marjorie Hazeldene's

_ handwriting.

As a rule, n letter from Marjorie was very welcome to the
Greyfriars chums.

But circumstances, as the proverb says, alter cases.

Harry Wharton had very little. doubt that the letter
addresscd to him in Marjorie’s hand contained the challenge
from Clff House.

And that chnlle‘? e would come awkwardly to Greyfriars,
To refuse it would be to offend their girl chums. To accept
it meant one of two things—to beat the girls in a snow-
fight—an idea Whl?l was repugnant—or to let themselves be
licked—which would be to make themsclves the laughing-
stock of Greyfriars Wharton could imagine how the {T per
l“‘o‘l;r!:,h would chuckle over the Remove being *licked by
girls.

It was an awkward situstion altogether; and so the sight of
Marjorie’s handwriting did not convey as much pleasure as
usuel.

Billy Bunter blinked at Harry Wharton through his big
spectacles,

“ Is that letter for you ?'" he asked.

‘“Yes, Billy.”

¢ Who's it from:?”

Somebody.”
¢ Look here, there doesn't seem to be a lotter for me,”

said Bunter peevishly. “If there is a postal-order in that
letter, I expoct it's for me, and it's got wrongly addressced
nm‘t‘tohovri” ou know how mistakes do happen."

- “0Oh, really, Wharton—""

Harry Wharton walked away with the letter in Lis hand.
He signed to his chums to follow him, and Bob Cherry,
Frank Nugent, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh joined him
in No. 1 Study in the Remove passage.

Billy Bunter blinked after them suspiciously,

Tho fat junior scented a mystery, and to Bunter a mystery
meant only one thing—that somebody was going to stand
a foed, and keep him out of it.

“The rotters!" ho exclaimed aloud. “ The beasts!
There’s a {:ostal-order in that letter, and Wharton doesn't
mean to nsk me *o the feed. And I used to be in his study,
too! Of all the mean beasts—"

“Dear me!" said Alonzo Todd. stopping, as he passed
the fat junior in the passage. “I trust you were not allud-
mﬁto me, Bunter.”

illy Bunter grunted.

* Look here, Todd, Wharton's got a letter that I believe
bolongs to me,” he exclaimed.

“Dear me!" exclaimed Todd, looking shocked. You
don’t mean to say that Wharton has had the t=mcrity to
purloin your correspondence, Bunter.”

Bunter certainly didn't mean to say that: he couldn't
havo used such long words if he had been ordered to by
his Form-master. But he certainly ‘wanted to convey that
impression to the Duffer of Greyfriars. The distinguishing
trait in Alonzo Todd's character was that he was always
perfectly willing to believe anything.

*You sce, I think there was a postal-order in it,"” ho
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explained, lowering his voice, and blinking round to make
sure that ho one was within hearing.

" Dear me, Bunter! Surely you do not suspect Wharton'
of attempting to purloin a cash remittance which is your
property.”

“I think there's a—a mistake,” said Bunter. *“ There's
ro doubt whatever that the postal-order in the letter belongs
0 me.

“ Bunter, this i3 an extremely scrious matter. Jf what
you state is veracious, nothmg could cxceed the turpitude
of Wharton's conduct.” :

Billy Bunter did not know what turpibude was; he had
a vaﬁue idea that it was something to do with turpeniine.
But he did not want to argue about that. What he wanted
was the supposed postal-order. .

‘“ Well, look here, Todd, are you going to back me up in
getting hold of my postal-order?” he asked.

o certainly, Bunter! -M{v Uncle, Benjamin would
assuredly advise me to do so; I fecl convinced of that. My
Unole Benjamin always—""

“ All right, then," said Bunter. * Look here, they've
tt}k_cn my postal-order into their study. I want to get hold
of it,”

“ Why not ask for it? If you oouched the rcquest in
moderate language, I am surc that Wharton would:observe
its reasom}bleness, and immediately accede.”

“Rata !’

My dear Bunter—-"

“1 want that posta.-ordor.”

“ But arc_you sure it is yours? You remember, Bunter,
that you frequently commit extraordinary mistakes in
matters apg_ertaininx to money, as in tho case of my ten
shillings .w. mgesou expended in mistake for your own.”

Bunter sno . . .

“Oh, that's an old account,” he said. “I'p going to
settle it, of ‘course, some time; in fact, I can settle it out of
this very postal-order if you help mo to got it. I am con-
vinced that it is mine, as Wharton had such a—such a
guilty Air as he carricd it off. Look here, if you'll help
mo—'"""°

“ Oh, ocertainly ! .

* Well, then, supposze you rush into the study and shout
‘Fire!" then while they're getting out I'll nip in and get
the postal-order.”

Alonzo Todd looked puzzled

‘ But there is no fire,” he said. .

“Oh, rats!” said Billy Bunter. ‘‘Who said there was?”

* But if I shout ‘Fire! whon thore isn’t a fire, it will be
cquivalent to uttering a falsehood, Bunter, I could not
possibly do that. My Uncle Benjamin always impreascd
upon me to tell the truth.”

‘Oh, really, Todd—" X

‘* My Uncle Bonjamin would be shocked—nay, disgusted.”

“ Look here, you idiot—-""

“Eh?"

“I—I mean, you ought to back me up, Todd, old fellow.
B?_?idvs.” added Bunter, struck by a sudden idea; “ there is
a fire.”

“Is there? Where?"”

““In the Form-room grate.'

‘The Form-room grate?"

“ Yes. You just shout ‘Fire!" you needn’t say what fire
you're ulludmi to.”

Todd shook his head.

*That would not be a direct untruth, Bunter, but it would
amount to a prevarication, and I am sure my Uncle Ben-
jamin would object to it on moral grounds.”

‘“0Oh, blow your Uncle Benjamin!™

“ My dear Bunter——*'

*“Iook here, are you going to help me or not ?”

“0Oh, certainly!  Under the circumstanoes, Bunter, 1
think the best system will be to go to Wharton, and point
out to him that it is unjustifiable, indeed strictly reprehen-
sible, for him to retain posscssion of a monctary remittance
which is not his own property.”

“You ass!"

“T will go, Bunter,” said Alonzo Todd, with o wave ot
his hand; and he turncd to the stairs. **My Uncle Ben-
jamin has told me that if I ever sec a person on the down-
ward path, it is my duty to stop him, if possible, with a
word in season. I shall regard it as a strict duty to savt
Wharton from dishonest courses.”

“ But—
¢ Leave it to me.”
Y Look here '

But Alenzo Todd did not lock. He was mounting the
stairs three at a time, in his eagerncss to performn that
service for Harry Wharton, and to save him from the down-
ward path.

Bunter blinked after him in dismay.

“My word!"” he murmured. “'The idiot! They'll—

5

A Boplondldi Long, cao,mglou Tale

the Chusr
t Grey RANK RICHARDS.



¢  THE BEST 8" LIBRARY @ THE “BOYS’ FRIEND” 3™ LIBRARY. "t"

they’ll squash him! Well, serve him right, that’s all, the
champion ass !”

And Bunter rolled away. Todd had gone too far for
Bunter to stop him, without going to No. 1 Study himself;
and that the Owl of the Remove certainly did not intend
to do. He had an idea that there would be-a row there
when the Duffer of Gregfriars started rescuing Harry
Wharton from the downward path.

—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
The Downward Path,

; A&Rd!' WHARTON had opened the letter in No. 1
udy.
H . He read it out to the other feliows. They all
listened very seriously. It was the challenge to the
spow-fight, as Wharton had expected.

It was worded in a very stately and impersonal fashion.
In fact, it sounded quite legal, as Tom Brown okserved.
The letter wn:

4! Whereas the Greyfriars Remove have a peculiar idea‘that
lbey could beat the girls of Cliff House in a fair stand-up
snow-hshb—

* And whereas the girls of Cliff House are quite convinced
that they could do nothing of the sort—

*We, the undersigned, wish to put the matter to the
test, and heroby send a challenge to the Greyfriars: Remove,
an the following conditions:

_“ We will bulld a snow fort on Saturday afternoon, and
fiold it aguinst; all comers till dusk; and if it is not captured
b_!i dusk, it ia to be reckoned & victory for Cliff Housc.
CHff House will be.ready for war at three o'clock.

“'There shall be twenty girls on the CLif Housc side, and
an et}unl number of boys fran Greyfriars.

J*It these. conditions are agreeablo, please write and
signify the sama.

¢ (Bigned) MarJoRIE HAZELDENE,
CrarA TREVLYN,
“ For the Girls of Cliff House.”

The iunidn looked at one another.

“ Well, the fat’s in the firc now !”” Nuygent remarked

! The fatfulness in the estcemed fire id terrific,” remarked
BHurree Jamset Ram Bingh.

* What's to be donc?”

“We can’t refuse.’”

“ And we can’t fight."

A And there’s no middle course.”

.Tox_n Brown laughed.

* Looks like a beastly awkward fix,”” he remarked.

“ Perhaps—"' .

** What are you thinking about, Bob?” demanded Whar-
ton, g-lancm%;t Bob Cherry, who was staring at Marjorio’s
letter with ixed brow.

Bob Cherry started. L

* What a pretty hand Marjorie writes!” he remarked.
Nugent sniffed.

* Oh, blow that, now!” he remarked.

“My dsar Wharton—""

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's Todd!
Lunatic asylum next door.”

*“My dear Cherry——""

* Yes, buzz off now, Todd, old man,” said Harry Wharton.
“We're busy.”

Alonzo Todd did not buzz off. He came into the study.
There was a very solemn and sericus expression upon the
gimplo face of the Duffer of Greyfriars.

My Jdear Whartoo—"

* Another time, Todd.”

“ Another time will not do,”” said Todd solemnly.
“ Another time may be tco late. Another time may find

ou so far on the road to ruin that a word in season may
L too late to save you from the tcrrible consequences of your
iniquity.” .

The juniors stared at himm blankly.
forehead in a significant way.

“** Right off it at last,”’ he murmurcd.

“* My dear Nugent—"" ) .

“I'm sorry, Todd,” said Wharton kindly, ‘‘but this isn't
an asylum, you know, and really it’s too bad to give us
Bedlam conversation.”

“My dear Wharton—"' -

“ Would you mind shutting up the dictionary and bunk-
in;?" asked Tom Brown politely.

‘*My dear Brown——"

" Buzz off | roared the jumiors together.

Alonzo Todd closed thé door, instcad of buzzing off. Ifis
exll'i!;uion grew more earncet, more deadly in its earnestness,

*“The question

Walk along, Todd.

Nugent tapped his

® Magxxr LiBRARY.—No. 151.

IMPORTANT

than ever. He waved his hand at Wharton, who jumped in
surprise.
Oh, my friend—"

“ Wharton !

* What 1"

“ My dear friend, be warned in time. No good can come
of hyx:aldmg to temptation, and going on the downward
path.’

* The—~the what?”’

“The downward path. You are staggering—"'

(1] Wh&t?"

“You are staggering on the brink of crime.. Pray—pray
give up the remittance you have unjustifiably purloined, and
clear your laden conscience,” urged Alonzo.

“My hat!”

““Pray reflect before it is too late!” o

“Is that a piece youw’re learning fof recitation?” asked

arry.
** My dear Wharton—" L

“If it is, you can go and learn it im your own mmi
you know. If it isn’t, I suppose you're off 'your rocker

you ought to go to the Formn-master, and ask him for a
!tuihtd ja::lket. Sev':ond study on the ground Hoor. Gogqd-bye.”

b y ea,r 3 A

“ Buzz off !I"" roared Wharton.

‘“ Never!” gaid Alanzo firmly.

‘* What?" -

“ Never till I have made clear to you the rieks you run in
turning to dishonest courses, and have persuaded you to
retrurn the stolen =

Wharton u:gp;;ered.

** Stolen cash!” he said faintlﬁ

* Yes, Wharton—Wharton! ¥ dear fcllow, reflcet! What
good can this do you! - In the long rum, think of the prison—
the treadmill—the skilly! Oh, ieflect, my friend, before it
i3 tvo late, and escape from the downw path.”

Alonzo’s voice grew quite impassioucd. )

* Well. my only Pyjama hat!" said Tom Brown. * He's
fairly off his rocker, and no mistake. Aws he's 50 st,rongagn
dewnward paths, he may as well save himself from one. 1l
him downstairg!”’

** Good egg!”’

“ My dear fellows—""

“ Collar him!” '

Alonzo's cryptic utterances were not in the least under-

H

-stood by the chums of No. 1 Study; but they did net feel

inclined to unravel the mysteries of the working of Alonzo’s
minc.. Phey collared' Alonzo instead, and whirled him out
of the study into the passage. :

The Duffer of Greyiriars struggled as he wae rushed
towards the stairs,

“Ow! Oh!! My dear fellows—""

* Shove him along!"

*“ Roll him down!”’

* The rollfulness is terrific!™

(13 Go it IFI

‘“ My dcar Whnrton—-n:? dear Nugent, 1 came to save you
fromn the downward path.’

** Save yoursclf, then!” grinned Wharton.

Alonzo Todd was on the downward path now—on the
stairs. Mo was rolled down, bumping on the stairs, and
clutched wildly at the banisters.

‘*What on_earth’s the matter?” ezclaimed Bul:trode,
coming out of his study with Hazeldene,

“ Only T'odd on the downward puth!”

** Ha, ha. ha!” .

Alonzo grasped the banisters, and stopped himcelf half
way down the stairs. He hung there, dishevelled and dusty,
blinking at the juniors, who roared with laughter on the
landing ubove.

‘“ My dear fellows—""

** Ha, ha, ha!”

“ My dear Wharton—""

The chums of the Remove did not stay to listen to Alonzo,
They returned to No. 1 Study to dircuss tho question of the
Clifif House challenge.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Startling Accusation,

" ALLO, hallo, hallo! Eomcthing's up!”’
H Bob Cherry made thut remark, ax the chums of
the Remove came into the junior cominon-vvom.
Harry Wharton & Co. had spent some time debat-
ing the CHff House challenge, but they hud not yet decided
what answer to send. Frank Nugent had sugpested piving
tho subject a rest, and that was agreed to, and the chumns
had come down with the answer to Marjorie's letter «till not
scttled upon. As they entered the common-room. it was
casy for all of them to seo that something was ** op.”
F}:‘llows wore talking together, and they suddenly lefl off

as the Fumous Four camo in. Whispering went on, and
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“ Look here, Todd,” sald Billy Banter, ‘I believe Wharton's got a letter that belongs to me!”

¢ Dear me,”

sald Alonzo Todd, “you don’'t mean to say that Wharton has had the temerity to purloin your

P—

covert glances were thrown at Wharton and his friends.  Bul-
sirode and Skinner coughed in a very significant way, thoui:h
what the coughing was meant to signify was a question the
chums could not answer.

Harry Wharton looked round with a puzzled expression.

“ What's the matter?’ ke demanded.

There was no reply.

The juniors looked at one another, and some of them
suiled, and some of them coughed, and a few sneered.

But no one replied in words.

Harry began to feel wrathful.
to rise.

“ Look here, you asses, what's the matter?” he demanded.
“ What are you grunting about, Bulstrode:"

Bulstrode shrugged his shoulders.

‘1 suppose a ?'liow can grunt if he likes,” he remarked.

“ You've got something on.”

“ Well, I'm not likely to go about without anything on in
this weather, you know.”

Some of the juniors chuckled. Harry Wharton made a
step towards Bulstrode, with a gleam in his cyes.

“ Will you explain what all this rat is about?”’ he asked.

‘ Ask Skinner.”

“ Will you explain, Skinner?”

‘f Ask Ogilvy.”

Harry Wharton looked at the Scottish junior.

“ Will you explain, Ogilvy?”

Tae MaeNeET Lierary.—No. 151.
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His temper was never slow

correspondence, Bunter?”

(See’ page 5.)

Qgilvy looked very uncomfortable.
“1 know it’s all rot,” he said, at last.
“ What’s 1ll rot?”

*“ About the postal-order

“ What postal-order?”’

“0Oh, you know well enough,” said Bulstrode, with a
sneer.  “ Bunter's postal-order.”

“1 didn't know he had one,"” said Harry.
mean to say Bunter’s had a postal-order at last

“ Of course, you didn't know.”

“ Certainly 1 didn't.”

“'Then you haven't boned it?

* What?”

““ Todd says—"

“ Oh, Todd!"”

Alonzo' Todd came forward. There was a look upon his
faco in which indignation and benevolence were mingled.

** Wharton——"" he began.

Harry Wharton grasped him by the shoulder, and shook
bhim.

“ Now, explain yourself!” he ra out.

“ My dnarp\VhaI?ton ' pped

“ Explain, you duffer.”

1 have explained to these fellows about your keeping
Bunter’s postal-order,” eaid Todd. *“I did not wish to
injure you in any way; but I wanted the whole Form to
remonstrate with you, and keep you off the downward path.”

A Bploga Lone, Complatepein, ot sho Chue-e
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asked Morgan.
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Wharton was speechless. Ile could only stare ut the
Duffer of Greyfriars. He had never expected this, even of
Alonzo Todd.

“ While there is yet time, pause!” said Todd, impres-
sively. ** My Uncle Benjamin says that a sinner can always

use while there is yet time, and, under tho circumstances,
1t is the most judicious thing he can do. Pause, my dear
fricnd! Reflecct! Once committed to the paths of dis-
lonesty——""

‘* My only hat!" gasped Wharton. .

* Pause!™ repeated Todd, raising his hand and his voico
at the same time. ““Oh, my dear fricnd pause !’

** Great Scott!”

“ The great Scoitfulness is terrific.”™

“ My dear friends—-"

‘“You howling ass!” roared Wharton.

“‘* My dear Wharton !"

* You frabjous chumpl"

* M-m-my dear!”

“ Did¢ Bunter tell you I had taken bhis postal-order:™
Harry Wharton, with a dangerous gleam in his cyes.

s gh, certainly.”

* And you were idiot enough to believe him?' exclaimed

Cherry.

My desr Cherry

“The letter that camoe was for me, and it was from
Marjorie Hazeldene at "CLff House,” said Harry Wharten.
“ Bunter was stuffing you up!”

[T Oh !”

** Where is Bunter?” asked Wharton, lovking round.

Bunter was not to be seen. Bunter had an idea that
there was going to be trouble on account of the yarn he had
told Alonzo, and for some time he had becn out of sight.

““ Do you undegstand now, you champicn ass?’’ demanded

arton.

Alonzo looked at him more in sorrow than in anger,

4 dear friend, pause!"

“ Wl"(nat'f"

*“ My Uncle Benjamin says that it is wisest to confess a
sin instead of trying to get out of it by uttering fabrica-
tions,”” said Alonzo solemnly.

Harry Wharton {'umped.

“You—you ass!"” ho roared. *“ Look here, I can’t stand
this,"m'en from a howling duffer like you. Put up your

asked

7

“ What for?’ asked Todd, innocently.

“I'm going to lick you, chump !

*“ Oh, dear!"

“ Put 'em up!”

“ I think this is very ungrateful, Wharton, when I’'m only
trying to save yon from the downward Path, and rescuec you
from the depths of sin and wickedness.’ .

Wharton snorted.. He had had enough of Alonzo’s kind-
ness. He grasped the Duffer of Greyfriars by the shoulders,
and rolled him over, with a bump, on the floor.

*“You ass!” he gasped. ““I've a jolly good mind to put
ycur‘ohea;gl in the ashes.”™

[ w ]

“ Let him alone!”’ exclaimed Bulstrode, in his most bully-
ing tone. “ Let bim alone, Wharton. Hit a chap your own
fsize.

“ Coward!" exclaimed Vernon-Smith.

Harry Wharton turned upon them with flashing eyes.

“I'm not hitting him!” he exclaimed. ‘1 wouldn’t hit
such a silly chump as Todd. But I'll show you whether I'm
a coward, or not. Come on, either of you, or hoth—I don’t
care!”

Bulstrodo and Vernon-Smith exchanged a quick glance.
Bulstrode, the bully of tho Remove, Vernon-Smith, the
Bounder of Greyfriars—the pair of them would have liked
nothing better than to take Harry Wharton at his word. But
thero was the public opinion of the Form to be reckoned
with. They could not atfack Harry Wharton two to one; at
all events, with half the Remove and the Upper Fourth look-
ing cn.

Y 0Oh, rats!” exclaimed Bulstrode.

“¥You know we shouldn't accept that,”” sneered Vernon-
Smith.

Wharton's eyes bluzed.

1 don’t know anything of the sort!"” he exclaimed, * And
I'll jolly well make you accept it.”

And he ran towards the two of them, and his open hand
camo with a loud sinack on Vernon-Smith’s face.

In a second more his hand smacked loudly on Bulstrode's
check.

The action had been o swift that neither had time to
dodge. They staggered a pace or two back, and Wharton
followed them up.

*“New, will you come on?”’ he exclaimed.
both, you cads!”

*“ Qo it, ye cripples!”" sang out Bob Cherry.
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The two juniors leaped at Wharton. But ¢ven as they did
g0, tho faco of Mr. Quelch looked in at the deorway.

© Stop!” exclaimed tho Form.master.

The juniors dropped their hands, Bulstrode giving Wharton
a furicus glance, Alonzo Todd was staggering to his feet,
very much confused and bewildered.

Mr, Queleh looked at Wharton, with a stern hrow,

* What is this dispute about?’ he exclaimed.

Wharton did not reply.

“ You explain, Bulstrode,” said Mr. Quelch quietly.

“ We interfered between Wharton snd Todd, sir,’? szaid
Bulstrode glibly.

“Indeed I

“I bumped Todd over, sir,” :aid Iarry., I «don't think
he's hurt; but he made me wild, sir. 1t’s because he's such
a howling duffer,”

“My dear Wharton, I was only acting in your best
interests, and in a way my uncle Benjamin would certginly
have approved of, wken I tried to indute you ‘to restore
to Bunter the money of his, which you have wrongfully
withheld.”’

“Oh, the frabjous ass!” murmured Bob Cherry. * All the

fag's in the fire now.

‘What!" thundered Mr. Quelch, glaring at Todd.
“Wharton has withheld money rightfully belonging to
Bunter "’

. “Yes, sir. 1 was attempting to persuade himn to restoro
it, sir. My Uncle Benjamin says that there iz always time
to pause on the downward path, aud [—""

Mr. Quelch advanced inté the room, and tho look upon his
face made even Alonzo cease. A grim and uncemfortable
atlenco fedl upon the juniors,

THE SEYENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Catches M.

ARRY WHARTOXN was standing with flushed cheeks.

His gaze met Mr. Quelch’s without faltering. Wharton

was very angry. The ridiculous charge against him

ocould, of course, be disposed of in a very short time,
but the eagorness of his enemies to meke capital out of it
naturally angered the captain of the Remove,

* Now," said Mr. Queloh, in a hard, stern voice, *' we will
cxamine into this. 1 want a fuil explapation, Todd.”

“If vou please, sir——"" bepan Wharton,

Mr. Quelch held up his hand,

“ 1 will lave Todd's zeeount first, Wharton. Now, Todd,
you say that Wharton has held back money belonging to
Bunter?”’ i

* Oh, certainly, sir.”’

* Where iz Bunter'"

“ He's not bere, sir,”’ said Bulstrode.

“Bome of ycu go and look for him, and bring him here
at once.”

Half a dozen juniors left the room to look for Duuter.
Tho master of the Remove questioned Todd.

* Did Bunter tell you so, Todd?"’

“ Yeg, sir.”

“ And vou believed him?”?

*Oh, certainly, sir. You seo, a letter came, and Whgrton
took it, and Bunter said it was hig, and there was a postal-
order in it. That's how it was, sir. I went to Wharton's
study to remonstrate, and point out to him that the evil
course lie was following eould orly lead eventually to destrue-
tion, and I was m]les downstairs, sir, in what I can only
characterise as a rough and unfeeling manner.”

1 hardly know what else you could expect under the
circumstances, Todd. You deny the whole matter, I suppose,
Wharton "

“ Whally, sir”

“VYou had a letter, T suppose ™™

“Yes, sir: I have it here.”

“ Have you any objection to my sceing it

“ None, sir.”

Harry Wharien handed Mr. Quelch the letter comtaining
the challenge fromn the CLfi House girls.

The Remove-master glanced over it, and a puzzled expres-
sion came npon his face, but that expression scon gave placo
to a smile.

*Here's Bunter, sir!” exclaimed Bulsirode, entering the
room with Billy Bunter, his hand upon tho fat junior': collar.

Billy Bunter was wriggling most uncomfortably. He had
made several attempts to bolt on the way to the common-
rcom, but Bulstrede’s knuckles were digging into the back
of his neck. Mr. Quelch handed the letter back to Wharton.

* Bunter. come here!”

“Yeees, sir’’

Billy Bunter was jerked in front of the Formi-master, and
there Bulstrode released him. He cast a longing glance
towards the door.
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“Ves, sir. I—I—I'm here, sir.” .

“ You accuse Wharton of having received a letter directed
to you, and of having taken a postal-order from it?"

“ Ye-es, sir. I—1 mean, no, sir.”

“ You cannot mean both yes and no, Bunter.”

“ Yes, sir.”

“ What do you mean, Bunter?”

1 No, sir”

Mr. Quelch drew a deep breath. 'The Owl of the Remove
was always a trial to him. The juniors were beginning to
grin. Bunter’s manner was not that of a fellow who had
& serious accusation to make. The fellows realised that the
whole affair was only the outcome of Bunter's love for
crooked paths, )

_ “Now, Bunter,” said Mr. Quelch sternly, ‘collect your-
self, and answer me seriously.”

#Yes, sir.”

“ You say that a letter came for you to-day?”

‘ Certainly, sir.” . ]

“ And that Wharton took possession of it?"

“Yes, sir,”

4 1s it in his possession now?"

1 don't know, sir.” .

$ Pid you see it in his possession?”

“ No, sir.” L

¢ Where did you see it?"

“In his hand, sir.” .

Mr. Quelch breathed hard through his nose, and the crowd
of juniors chuckled. Billy Bunter was bewildered 1o such
an extent.that he hardly knew what he was seying. but he
held, in the midst of his confusion, firmly to his usual system
—not to tell the truth so long as he had a lie left.

‘ Bumter, if the letter was in his hand it must have been
in his possession.” .

- “"If you say so, sir, only—only you're saying so, not me,

4* ¥ou should sav not I, Bunter.”

* But you did say so, sir.” .

“] mean, you Jmuld use the nominative case, Bumter.”
said Mr. ch., .* You should say ‘mot I’ not ‘not me.””

H NO‘tmI. not not me,” l::ljd Bunter.

'‘And the Remove again.

i Bnimtor. you de&g‘lg that the letter Wharton had was

ours '’
! “Jf you please, sir, I'd rather let the matter drop. I'm
quite willing to overlook Wharton’s ponduct, sir, as I used to
be in his study, snd I—I hope i¢ will be a warning to him,
Bir "

“ My hat!” murmured Wharton.

# Nonsense, Bunter! How do you know the lettor was
yours!” ) .

“ Because it was mine, sir.”

“Did you see your name on it?"

$Oh, no, sir.”’ )

# Then how did you know?’

“There was a postal-order in it, and T expected a postal-
order, sir. In fact, I have been expecting several postal-
orders lately, sir, from some titled friends of mine."

4 Did you zee the postal-order, Bunter?"

¢ No, sir; Wharton wouldn't let me."”"

¢ How many letters did Wharton receive?”

“Only one, sir.”

¢ Wharton has shown me the letber he received. Runter,
and it was written to him. I have read it.”

¢ Oh, sir!”

““ And so,”” thundered Mr. Queloh, in a voice that mado
Bunter quake, * you did not see the superscription on the
letter, you did not see the postal-order, and on these grounds
-;oa,; rather, no grounds whatever—you accuse Wharten of
theft!"

*“Oh, no, sir! Certainly not, sir! I never di~amed of
such a thing.” .

‘“You accused him- of retaining your poslal-order, which
has no existence.” .

“But not of stealing it, sir. Oh, no, sir!
dream of aocusing Wharton of such a thing.
in his study, sir, and I know he wouldn't steal.
koep a fellow short of grub, but—""

‘] fail o see any difference between rctaining it and
stealing it, Bunter."

*'But yon say yourself, sir, that the postal-order haz no
oxistence, =0 he conldn’t possibly have dono either. Your
own words, sir.”

Myr. Quelsh drew a deep breath.

“ Onoe for all, Bunter, of what do you aocrnse Wharton?”
ho denmnded.

* Nothing, sir!"* said Rilly Bunter promptly,

* You stated to Todd——""'

“ Oh, that was a—a figure of s 1, sir.  Bosides, sir, any-
body will tell you what an awful duffer Todd is. Ha always
misunderstands, sir.  What 1 really said to T'odd was. that [
had a great respeot for Wharion, and that I knew the postal-
order world be perfectly safe in his hands.” 4
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* My doar Bunter——"' began Alonzo,

Mr. Queloh gasped.

“ You—you said that to Todd, Bunter?”
“Yes, sir. Todd will remember my words."
(13 r me !’)

‘“Did Bupter say those words to you, Todd?”

¥ Certainly not, sir! Bunter is mistaken—in fact, I should
think that was prevanicating, only my Uncle Benjamin

has always impressed upon me always to give anyome the
benefit the doubt. But Bunter is quite wroni. He told
mo that Wharton had taken his letter and was keeping his
odtal-order, and so I went to Wharton to remonsirate, siv..

was suro that that was a oourse of which my Uncla
Benjamin would have approved if ho had becn consulted in
the matter, sir.”

“Do you deny Todd’s statement, Bunter?”
" ¢ Oh, .no, sir! I don’t know his uncle, sir,” said Bunter
‘eebly.
. Iymenx_n his statement of what you said to him.”
“ Yes, sir.” .

" i:ou say that Todd is speaking fulcely?"”

o, sir.”

“ Bunter "' .

“If you please, sir, I'd rather lot the matter 'drop. I'm
willing to overlook both Wharton's and Todd's conduck,

* Bunter!” rapped out the Remove master.

L 1) g! o-08 <

“ Follow me to my at.uci.y."

:“}\’-w-w-njhat for, sir? Iy | "

am going to cane you severely for uttering deliberate

untruths,  You have brog;ht & wioked and ridioulous accusa-
tion against Wharton, im| wiokodl'y upon the
credulity of the most foolish boy in the Remove.”

“Oh!” said Alonzo. .

“If—if you please, air, it was all a joke,' said Bunter,
ohun%mg his ground. “I was only stuffing Alonzo up, sir.”

*“If you utter another fal , Bunter, I shall cane you
more severely than I had intended. I shall cane you as &
warning to any other boy in this Form who may be inclined
t> prevarication, bs well as a punishment for your wicked-
Dess.
*If—if you don't mind, sir, couldn’t you cane Todd as a
warning?” stammered Bunter. ‘It would be just as good
& warning, sir, and—and I'd like it ever so mue‘ better.”

Mr. Quelch did not reply in_words. His forefinger and
thumb like a vice upon Billy Bunter's eer, the fat
junior was led from the room. One minute later sounds of
anguish were hcard prooseding from Mr. Quelch’s study.

THE EIGHTH CHRAPTER
Alonzo Refuses to Reply.
MY dear Wharton,” exclaimed Alonzo Todd, “I'm

so sorry !"’
“Eh?" said Wharton.
“1'm so sorry.””

“ ?h, you are, aro you, you champion ass!" said Harry
grimy. . g

“My dear Whatrton I was deceived with that unscrupu-
lous person. My Uncle Benjamin would be shocked with
him—nay, disgusted.” . .

“Your Uncle Benjamin did a lot of things for you, didn'
he, Todd 7' Nugent remarked. )

“Yes, indeed, Nugent. I am very much obliged to my
Uncle Benjumin in every way.”

4 Thore’s one more thing he might have done.”

“My dear Nuﬁent, what 45 that "

““He might have tied a brick round your ncck and
dropped you into a pond,” ssid Frank.

“My dear—"

““Oh, scat!™

* All the same, I don’t sec why Bunter should have made
such a mistake about the letter,”” Bulstrode said obstinatety.
“ What is that blessed inysterious {etter, after all!”

““ No business of yours,” said Ogilvy.

“I don’t mind showing it,"" said {!arry Wharton. “In
fact, it concerns the whole Form, and I was going to read
i It's a challengo from CLff House."

“ My hat!” o
Harry Wharton read out Marjorie's challenge.

ANSWERS
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8ome of ghe juniors grinned.

“Oh, we'll meet 'em I” said Bulstrode,

“1 guess so!” Fishet T. Fish remarked. “ But I suppose
you'll let us snowball ’em this time, Wharton?"

"]i;u’l—l be expected to play the game,” said Wharton
sternly.

The American shrugged his shoulders.

‘ Does that mean standing up to be snowballed, and doing
nothing 7’ he asked. ‘If so, you can count me out.”

“ And me, too,” said Bulstrode promptly. “I don't mind
s snow fight, but I’m not going to be made a cockshy of.”
" ““ All nght, I'll leave you out,”” said Harry curtly; and
he turned away.
;' There was o

/ 3 reat deal ef disoussion in the Remove on
the subject of ¢ i

e ¢oming snow-fight.

o sennral opinion was that the challenge should bo
accepted, as there was no doubt that the ClLff House girls
would consider a rcfussl in the light of shirking a contest.
But how the ﬁght was to be fought was another question.
The girls would be no match for the boys in a real snow-
fight, of course; but the Removites felt that they could
hqrdi combat with Marjorie & Co. as they would have done
with Trumper.

But it was nccessary to reply to Marjoric’s letter that
evening, and before the last ooSlccticm went, Harry Wharton
hdd written an acceptance of the Cliffi House challenge.

The letter was posted, and the chums of the Remove were
committed to it now, though exactly what their plan of
operations was to be they had.not yet decided.

‘The Famous Four were roasting chestnuts in No. 1 Study,
with Mark Linley and Tom Brown for company, when Win-
gate camle along.

The captain of Greyfriars looked into the study.

““Hallo!” he cxclaimed. * You're pretty full up here.”

* The -fullupfulness is terrific, my worthy Wingate.”

" Room for one more,” said Harry Wharton. * Come in
and have some chestnuts? They’re good.”

Wingate smiled and shook his head.

*No, thanks. Let me sec; you're three in here, as a rule,

think."

"“Three since Bunter left,” said Harry.

“ How many are you, Browni"

“I'm in No. 2, with Buletrode and Hazeldene.”

“ You sce, there’s a new boy coming, and I've got to find
a study for him,” said Wingate. ‘ The Remove studies are
nearly full up, I think.”

“New_ fellow in the Remove?” asked Bob Cherry. A
new arrival in the Form was always a matter of interest
to_the Removites.

Wingate nodded.

““Oh, you can’t put him in here, Win
Nugent. ‘“ We're quite crowded. I should think Bob would
like him.”

Bob Cl'l,erry.

“Rate!” said “I have Linley and Wun
Ltﬂa% with me in No. 13.

herc’s No. 14,” exclaimed Tom Brown.

that, Wingate,”

‘* Which two?” asked tho Greyfriars captain.

*Billy Bunter and the Yank, Fish.”

*“Good! Bull can go in there, then.”

“ Bull 1’

‘“Yes, that's the new kid's name.”

“Tame bull, I hope, not a wild bull,” said Bob. .

“You'll see when he comes,” said Wingate, laughing;
and he left the study.

*“ Any more chestnuts?” yawned Bob Cherry.

‘“No; all gone.”

“Time we wcre gone, too, then. I wonder what the new
chap will be like?’

*“1 wonder "

“Jolly glad he isn't poked in with us, anyway.
studies ar(iu:kﬁiio too large at any time.”

‘ Right-

ThegRemuve went to bed a little later, and in the dormi-
tory the Remove were informed of Wharton's reply to Mar-
jorie’s letter. Most of the fellows were satisfied with it.

‘“ But is it going to be a real fight?” asked Stott.

“Y don’t exactly know.” .

* 1 mean, if we've got to take the fort, and they're going
to snowball us, I don’t sec what we can do but snowball
them.”

“Hear, hear!”

*We shall have to be careful, that’s all.””

“The carcfulness will have to be terrific.”

““You can leave mc out,” grunted Bulstrode.

“1 intended to,” said Wharton quictly.

And Bulstrodo grunted again, and went to bed.

‘I say, you fellows;” Billy Bunter remarked, as he took
off his gOQtl 1 hear there's @ new chap coming into .tho
Remove, and they’re going to put him in my study.”

“r hgnas_s. oy mean my study,” said Fisher T. Fish.

** Oh, really, Fish—'
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“T guess it will be all right.” said Fish. “I'd lJike to
have a decent chap in the study with me. It will be &
change.”

“ Oh, really—"

‘“ Ha, ha, En! That's one for you, Billy.”

““Oh, rats!” said Billy Bunter. *“ Look here, what T was
going to say is, that I should like to stand a feed to the
chap, as he’s new to Greyfriars, you know. I hear that he's
coming to-morrow morning. T'm expecting a postal-order
by the first post, and—""

“Then it will come in handy Bunter.”

“Ye-es; but~there are delays in the post at this time of
the year, you know,” Billy Bunter remarked. “If my
postal-order shouldn’t arrive by the first post, Wharton, I
suppose you'd have no objection to lending me the ten hob.”

* Something wrong with your supposer, then,” said Harry,
laughing. *‘I should have a very big objection.”

“Oh, really, you know—-"

‘“But the postal-order will be here,” said Skinner.
“ Bunter’s postal-orders always come just when he expecta
them, His titled friends can be rélieci upon.”

‘“Oh, really, Skinner—"'

‘“Ha, ha, ha ¥’

“I suppose you'll lend me a trifle, Todd, till my postz}-
order comes ?”’

"Todd looked very seriously at Bunter.

“lfou have not yet repaid me the five shillings I lent
ou.”

“ QOh, really—""

“ Nor'the half-crown.”

“ Vs, but—"

:: gor th'e,a threc-and-sixpence.”

“ Nor the one-and-six.”

“Look here—" .

“ And then there is the tco shillings of mine which you
used by mistake.”

‘“ Look here, Todd—""

“ Besides,” said Alonzo solemnly, “I have thought tho
matter over, Bunter, and have considered the circumstances
in all their bearings, and I have come to the decision that
it behoves me to avoid four acquaintance.”

*“Good old dictionary I” murmured Bob Cherry,

“Ha, ha, hal” )

Alonzo Todd blinked round at the Removites.

“I regerd this as my bounden duty,” he maid. “ My
Uncle Benjamin, were he acquainted with the circumstanc(s
of the case, would, I.am convinced, counsel me to avoid
Bunter. Bunter is a_very untruthful person, and my Uncle
Benjamin would be shocked, nay, disgusted, at his conduet.”

“ "You ass!” roared Bunter, “I—7

Alonzo wagged a bony forefinger at him.

“Pray do not address me again, Bunter.'”

“You chump !

“1 vefuse to reply.”

“ You fathead !’

“T will not say a word.”

*“You howling cuckoo!"” .

“T still refuse to open my lips.”

The Remove were yelhng with laughter. [
to reply was comic, as he was replying all the time.
gate came into the dormitory. A

“ Not so much row!” he said. * Lights out!”

And the Remove, still chuckling, went to bed.

Todd’s refusal
Win-

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
A Sudden Alarm.

L ULL'8 coming this morning,”” Frank Nugent re-
marked, as the Remove made their way to tle
Form-room in the morning.
Harry Wharton nodded.

‘“Yes, he'll be here by the morning train,” he remarked.

“You remcmber when Fish came, there was an expedi-
tion to mect him, and we were let off lessony for the pu:-
pose 1" .

“Yes,” said Harry, lnugh;mi;. “Put that was becauwc
Fish came from America. The same whecze won't work
twico,"” . i

“0Oh, I don't know ; I believe Bull comes from a distance.”

‘““Well, you can try it. I'd rather go for a run down the
lane this morning, and snowball the village chaps, than
grind Latin.” . ) . )

“No harm in trying,” said Mark Linley, laughing, ** but
I don't think it will work. Mr. Quulch is too old a bird.”

But Frank Nugent mecant to try.

When Mr. Queleh came into the Form-room, Nugent rore
in his place, and remained standing. =~

The Remove-master Jooked at lnm inquiringly.

“1f you please, sir——"' began Nugent.
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“Well?” said Mr. Quelch, In his short, sharp way. .
R: 1t you please,- sir, theré’s a new boy coming into the

move.

“I am awsare of that, Nugent. The Head would not be
likely to leave me to be informed of the fact by a junior in

my own Form.”

r. Quelch’s manner ocrtainly wasn’t encouraging. But
the frosty, keen air outside tempted Nugent, and he stuck
to his guns. )

“ Yes, sir. Chap named Bull, sir.”"

“Will you ‘kindly come to the point, Nugent? You are
wasting time.” -

“Yes, sir, You see, we were thinking that the new chap
might be lonely and—and solitary, and—and alone, you
know, and all by himself, sir.” )

““If he is one of those things he will probably be the zest,
es all the expressions you have used have the same meaning,
Nugent, ou are tautological, Nugent. Have you any-
thing else to say?” . . .

“We were thinking, sir, that it would be a iood_ idea to
go and meet him at the etation, as we did Fish, zir,” eaid
Nugent boldly.

“0Oh! You would like to be exoused lessons for the pur-
pose, I suppose?” .

“QOh, yes, if you please, sir.”

¢ How many of you?"

“ Well, the four of us, sir.”

“Only four?” ) .

¢ Perhaps six would be better, to give the chap an im-
pression of—of hearty - welcome, sir,’ said Nugent. “I
dare say you remember, sir, what you felt like when you were
a new boy in a school, sir.” )

The Remove grinned. Tt must certainly have been a
gr}fat many years since their Form-master was a new boy in a
school.
“gix,” said Mr. Quelch. “You fecl that six would be a
sufficicnt number, Nugent ?”* .

Eager looks were cast upon Nugent from all sides. Every-
body wanted to be in the part]yl. of course.

“Well, gir, I dare say eight would make the new fellow
feel more_at home, sir.”

“ Only eight?”

s Woﬁ, a round dozen, sir,” said Nugent.

“You are very moderate,” said Mr. Quelch, “I really
Iaqm surprised that you don't suggest the whole Form going,

ugent.” ;

ugent started. It dawned upon him suddenly that Mr.
Quelch was only subjecting him to a sarcastic process, and had
no intention of excusing anybody frorg lessons for the purpose
of mecting and welcoming the new boy.

“ Oh, sir, you see—"’

““I see an impertinent boy,” said Mr. Quelch, frowning.
L0 Your request is _impertinent, Nugent. There is no
occasion to meet Bull at the station. It was different in the
case of Fish, who came many thousands of miles to this
school. Bull, I suppose, will be able to reach Greyf:iars in
safety. I fear, Nugent, that you have beon actuated less by
a desive to greet and wolcome the new boy, than by a desire
to cscape your lessons this morning."

¢ Oh, sir!”

¢ You may sit down, Nugent.'

¢ T-t-thank you, sir!”

Nugent_dropped into his seat.
getting  lines. Mr. Quelch’s
impositions.

. The subject dropped ; and Nugent, and the round dozen of
juniors who didn’t get that little run after all, settled down
to_work with the rest. .

When morning lessons were over, the juniors crowded out.

Bnow had been falling in the quadrangle nad footer was a
thmF impossible; but a snow-battle with \he Upper Fourth
would afford plenty of fun.

_Harry Wharton & Co. were on the stairs, when a sound

ringing down the passage from above made them halt.
. It was o wild, wailing sound, as of some powerful animal
in great pain; or, as Byron has put it, ‘“a solitary shrick,
the bubbling cry, of some strong swimmer in his agony.”
It echoed wildly down the stairs.

“What on carth’s that?"” exclaimed Wharton, in amaze-

ent.
“Blessed if T know I”” said Bob Cherry. * Somebody hurt,
I suppose.”

¢“The hurtfulness must be terrific.”

“ There it goes again!”

¢ Hark !

The discordant sound rang out again. It was followed by
another and another, and then a burst of what seemed like
hidcous shrieks in chorus. '

“My hat!”

“ Great Seoft !”

“ What's that "

Fellows were gathering from all sides to listen,

“Tt's in the Remove passage !” exclaimed Wharton,

" 4 (!!’nme on,"” said Nugent determinedly. “ Let’s see what
1t 15,
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They ran up the stairs.
A crowd followed them to investigate. There was another
burst of hideous discord, and the sound guided them to the
end study in the passage—No. 14.

The door was closed. .

From behind the closed door came a sound of groaning,
shricking, and grunting, which astounded the juniors.

* Some animal dying,” said QOgilry.

“It's not Bunter; he's here.”

¥ Oh, really, you fellows——""

¢ Listen "’

“QOw! What a horrible row !” ‘

“The rowfulness is terrific, my worthy chums, but it sounds
to me likeful to the discordant strains of the untuneful
musical instrument.”

“ By Jove !”"

Harry Wharton threw open the door of the study.
. The discord burst upon them louder. than ever, and the
juniors crammed their fingers into their cars as they stared
into the study. .

A youth with a plump figure and chubby cheeks sat in the
ﬁrmgfmir, with his feet on the fender, and a concertina m his
ands.

As the Removites stared, the concertina closed once more,
and the discord burst forth ancw. .

“Qh1” gasped Harry Wharton. *“ 8top it!"

“My hat! It's the mew fellow !”

“Bull I

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Joha Bull, Junior.

ULL—for the occupant of the study was evideatly the
B now fellow in the Remove—lowered the concertina and
stared at the Removites.

He had a round, plump, strong figure, and a round,
plump, %ood-humoured face, and a round bullet head with
a crop of early hair on it.

He was not a big boy, by any mcans, but he looked strong
and sturdy—a mass of muscular developnient frem 'head to

oot.

“ Hallo I he said.

* Hallo 1"’ said Wharton.

“TI'm Bull.” .

“Oh! Any rclation to John Bull?” asked Skinney, by
way of being funny. . o

But the new boy nodded, apparently taking the question in
all seriousncss.

““ He's my father,” he said.

“Eh?

# John Bull's my father.”

*“My only hat!” exclaimed Wharton. * You don't mean
to say that your father’s name is really John Bull

“Yes, I do,” What’s the matter with it?"

* Great snakes 1" ejaculated Fisher T. Tish.

“ And what's your name?” demanded Bob Cherry.

“ John Bull—John Bull junior.”

“ Phew "’

‘“Ila, ha, ha !

The new boy's keen, blue cyes sparkled.

“ ¥ don’t see where the joke comes in!"* he exclaimed. *“Tf
vou see anything comic in my being named John Ball, I'd
be glad if you'd point out the joke, and I'll laugh, too.”

““IHa, ha, ha!” )

“T may as well tell you,” went on John Bull junior, ** that
I’ve theard jokes made about my name before, and I alwaya
punch the joker’s head. If you bear that in mind, it may
save trouble.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Skinner.

Bull looked at him quictly,

“ You heard what I said "’ he exclaimed.

“Ha, ha, ha! Yes!"” roared Skinner. “‘ Are you going to
punch my head, Johnny Bull? Ha, ha, ha!"

Skinner regarded it as an excellent joke. Skinner was &
big fellow, almost as big as Bulstrode, and half a head, at
least, taller than the new jumior. It did not secm likely that
Bull would tackle him.,

But 8kinner had under-estiinated the hero of thoe concertina.

Bull. stopped up to bim,

“T'll punch your head with great pleasure,” he said. “I'm
not a quarrclsome chap, but I'm not going to be ragged, 1
warn you. ] mcan business.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”’ .

“Tf you cackle again, I'll tap you on the boko.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Who are you?"

Tap!

Bull’s knuckles came upon Skinner's rather promincnt nose,
and the humorist of the Greyfriars Remove loft off laughing
suddenly, He staggered back. Bull had said that he would
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tap Skinner wmose, but the tap was a very hard one, and it
brought the water with a rush to Skinner’s eyes,

Bkinner doubled his fists, and an extremely nasty look
came over his face.

**Go for him, Skinny,” said Bulstrode.

“Hold on!” said Harry Whkarton, *‘Don’t pile on to a
new fellow, Skinner !”

Skinner snorted.

“Do you think I'm going to te punched on the nose for
nothing 7** he yelled.

“ Well, you see—""

“T'll wipe up the floor with him !’

“Go ahead,” said Bull cheerfully.

. Wharton was silent. Bull had certainly been rather aggres-
sive, and he could not expceet Skinner to take that tap on the
nose peacefully.

. Skinner wanted vengeance. ITe advanced upon the new
Junior, seeming to tower over him, his big fists sawing the
alr,

“You worm !

. I'll smash you!” he exclaimed,

Smash away !” said Bull.

“I'I—I’ll knock you into little pieces !

a“ Knock away l"

“Go it, S8kinny; knock his chceky head off !” exclaimed
Bulstrode. “I've a jolly good mind to do it mysclf.”

You're welcome,” uidg.lohn Bull,
kinner ran at the new junior.

John Bull junior met him, standin
fraction of an inch did he budge.
dodge, but he didn’t.

His hands came up quickly, and Skinner’s puard was
knocked up, and a hard fist—a fist that seemed like iron—
equbt. the Removite on the point of the chin.

8kinner went backwards as if he had been shot.

He crashed on the floor of the study, with a crash that
made the chairs dance. '

*“My hat [’ ejaculated Wharton.

“Great snakes! T gucss that was a regular sockdolager !”
said Fisher T. Fish. “I'm not quarrellicg with that chap
myself, I guess,”

*“ Ha, ha, ha [”

Skinner sat on the floor, holding his chin with onc hand,
and looking utterly dazed.

:: 8w i S‘i{ groanc;::]. ‘(;Ow e

o it, inner !’ said Bulstrode encouragingly.

But Skinner shook his head. sinety

“Thanks! I've had enough,” he said. “ That chap can
have best; he can do as he likes, and say what he likes. I've
had cnough; I don’t want to be kicked on the jaw by a
horse again. Ow! I know my jaw’s broken 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

““The jawfulness of the esteemed Skinner is terrific,”

“Oh, go it ! urged Bulstrode. “ Don’t let a new bounder
ke that knock you out in one round, Skinner, old chap.”

Skinner sniffed.

“Go it yourself,
exclaimed.

“I'm backing you up.”

“ Well, take him on yourself.”

"_qu, go it, Bulstrode,” said several voices, from the crowd
of Juniors in the passage and the doorway,

“Take it up for Skinner.”

‘“ Let’s sce you wipe out the new chap.”

“Pile on him "

‘“ Go it, Bulstrode I’

Bulstrode hesitated.

The new boy stood quite firmly .on his feet, looking as
st.eadir 23 an oak tree. It was amazing to the juniors that so
forcetul a blow should have come from that quiet, compact
littlo fellow.

_Many of them ﬂlouﬁht. that Skinner ought to go on. But
8kinner was wiser in his generation. He knew when he had
had enough.

.. Bulstrode, indeed, was not so very anxious to tackle John
Bull junior. But his credit was at stake.

If he fe!u_sed to tackle him he would indubitably lose very
much ol his prestize in the Remove. And, after all, he
looked like a giant beside the new boy. There could surely
be no doubt of the result.

Ho pushed back his cuffs.

““I think I'd better lick you, Johnny, or you'll be getiing
swanky,"” he remarked.

“I don't want a row with you,” said Bull, in his slow,
deliberate tones; “ but if you're looking for trouble I don't
mn‘l(éet Come on !’l;o - it

. ready to.be wi up, then.’

** Thanks; I'm all right.”

‘** The -wipefulness will be terrific,'” murmured Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh; “but I thinkfully consider that the
honourable and ludicrous Bulstrode will receive the wipeful
contaot with the esteamed floor.”
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IMPORTANT!

like a rock. Not a
Skinner expected him to

if you'rc so mighty anxious!” he

“ Ha, ha, ha!”?

“ Go it, Bulstrode I’

“8tand up to him, Johany!"

Bulstrode advanced upon hh? new boy,

He did not attack recklessly, as Skinner had done, bu
he threw all he knew of science into the attack. .

But John Bull junior met him calmly, steadily,
secientifically, standing as firmly upon his feet as if he weve
nailetil to the study floor. . .

Bulstrode’s blows did not get home easily. His attack was
brushed aside, and it was quite clear that John Bull was &
good boxer. !

But by sheer strength Bulstrode forced the attack home,
and his fists came smartly upon the new boy’s face, but John
Bull junior countered with swiftness and terrific force.

Bang, bang! came left and right, the first on Bulstrode’s
chest, the second on his chin. Bulstrode staggered back
blindly, and John Bull could have followed up his attack
easily if he had so chosen. But he did not. He dropped
his iands quietly, and stood impassive, while Bulstrode
crashed to the floor. - . -

T}E?llle”was a long-drawn ejaculation from the juniors:

4 1

—

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Put to the Torture,

OHN BULL JUNIOR stood with his handsin his pockets,

J looking calmly and sedately at the fallen Removite.
Nothing seemed to shake John Bull junior out of his
phlegmatio calm,

Bulstrode lay on the floor for some seconds, too dazed te
move,

Then he sat up. L. .

He blinked at Bull, and then at the grinning Removites.

His face was dark with rage, but he showed no intention of
renewing the contest with new fellow.

He staggered to his feet, rubbing his chin.

"Going ont” asked Vernon-Smith,

4 No l’

““ Oh, come—"? . .

“Mind your own business ! said Bulstrode savagely. *I
suppose I can please myself about it, can't 17"

“Yes, but—""

* Well, shut up, then!” .

“It's all right,” said Bull. “I don’t want to quarrel with
anybody, only I'm not going to be bullied.”

“Quite right,” said Harry Wharton. “My hat! You
aro a hard hitter1” . . L.

“The Bulls always were hard hlt@em," said the new junior.
“ Look here, I don’t bear any malice, and I'm willing to be
friends if you are.” .

Bulst: and Skinner did not reFIy. As a metter of fact,
they had more reason to bear malice than John Bull had.
He had had matters all his own way in that little contest.

They left the study without replying, but with dark scowls
upon their faces which boded no % to John Bull junior if
they should find an opportunity of paying off the score.

The Removites loo at Bull in wonder and admiration.
Bulstrode, from hie size and great strength, was the terror
of the Remove. ] .

True, there were several fellows who could beat him, with
or without gloves, such as Wharton and Mark Linley, and
perhaps Tom Brown.

But they wera few, and Bulstrode generally managed to
avoid quarrelling with them. For a new boy to come into
the Remove and knock out Bulstrode in one round, before
he had been a couple of hours at Greyfriars, was a surprising
thing, and the new boy was an object of general interest at
once.

“1 su those chaps have got their backs up,” said
Bull, as %Eimmr and Bulstrode strode away together. * Well,
I can't help it. They started it.”

* Quite so—"" .

“The so-fulness is terrific!”” .

“T say, you fellows,” began Bll]¥1 Bunter. *‘I think that,
under tz cireumstances, as Bull has put the bully of the
Form into his proper place, we ought to stand Bull a feed.
I'm expecting a postal-order—"’

*“ Oh, ah:{tl; up, Bunter!”

“ Oh, really, Cherry——

*Ring off I" roa?e-d Bob Cherry. “Look here, Bull,
here's a word of warning in case Bunter tries to borrow any
tin of you. Don't do it—he owes money to every fellow in
the Remove, and he never pays.”

“ Oh, really—"

“Dry upl’

John Bull laughed. . .. .

“I shouldn’t likely to lend him money,” he said. “I
never lend money. It's a mug’s game. Look here, you
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chaps, I've been amusing myself the last hour or 50 with my
ooncertina. . Would- yeu_like § tune?”

“ A tupe, eh?" said Wharion doubtfully.

* Yes; I'll play for you with pleasure.’

¥ Grive us a reel,” exclaimed Ogilvy.

44 Faith, and a Jig's the thing!"” exclaimed Micky Desmond.

The ohums of ve, remembering the terrible noises
they had already heard from that musical instrument, backed
out into the , prepared for fight. John Bull took
up his oonoertina, and put his head a little on one side, with
a dreamy expression upon his face.

Groo—shriek—c¢rash—grooh ! .

It was a terrific burst of discord from the conocertina.

£ My hat!"” gasped Ogilvy.

$Qht

“‘ &op !'?

& Chuck it!™ . .

But John Bull junior did not stop. The concertina wailed
end groaned and crashed on wildly.

“ My only hat!” eﬁ'aculated Harry Wharton, “I'm off I”

And he'Hed, with his fingers in lus ears.

His chums followed his example.

In & fow moments the study and the passage were cleaved,
but the concertina still wailed and brayed in the end study.

-With only one exeeption the Removites weve gone, That
OIOﬁtlon was Billy Bunter. Even Fisher T, Fish, who was

pularly supposed to have no nerves, could not stand it.

ut Billy Bunter was hardy.
_ The fat junior had looked John Bull up and down, and
decided that he was a prosperousdooking. person, and Bunter
was hard up, as usual.

Bunter would have endured worse things than concertinas
for the purpose of raising a loan when he was hungry. He
was always hungry. But it is doubtful whether there ever
was anything worse than Bull’s concertina.

Whether he was playing a tune or not it was_impossible
to tell. If it was a tune, it must have been, as Nugent re-
marked, something extremely olassical, for there did not
Be&‘m to be a trace of melody in it. .

here was nothing but crash and bray, and -bray and wail
and groan, Billy Bunter Leld out heroically.

He burst into oloquept speech the moment the din ceased.

T say, Bull, that's jolly good, you know!”

Crash—bray !

The concertina was
intervals.

Bunter looked dismayed.

¢ I—I thought you had finished,” Lo exclaimed.

Bull did not reply.

He was bitting on the corner of the table, ses-sawin
tho concertina, with his head on one side, and a very
exﬁmsmon upon his face.

_He was oviddntly buried deep in music, and totally lost to
his surroundings. He did not even know that Bunter was

re-starting, after the briefest of

with
reamy

in the study.
“I—T1 say—"' stammercd Bunter.
Bray—creak—crash !

“I want to speak to you, vou know. The fact is, I'in
expecting a postal-order by this aftermoon’s post, but I'm
rather hard up a% the present moment.” Bunter shouted to
make his voice heard above the din. “If you could lend
me ten bob till my ?ostul-order comes, Bull, I should Lo
ever so much obliged.’

Crash—bray ! =

“You s00, I'm in tenporary difficulties, but only till my
postal-order arrives. I'm expecting soveral, in fact, from
some titled friends of mine. 1i you care to oblige me in this
matter, Bull, I'll—I'll use my influence in your favour in the
echool, you know."

Crash—wail—squeak !

“It's jolly well worth while having an influeniizl friend,
Bull, I can tell you, in a place like Greyfriars,” puisued Billy
Bunter. *1'm in with the profects, and I'm Mr. Quelal’s

favourite pupil, you know. I've a lot of influence with tho
Head. What do you say, Ball?

Cras-a-s-sh !

Bunter wondered if it would offend John Bull and

endanger tho loan if lio stopped his ears with his fingers. Iie
felt that he could not endure that concertina at close range
muoh longer.

*“1 say, Bull, okl man, that's ripping musie, you know, but
vou ought not to tire yeursell.  What do you suy about that
litlo loan?"

(‘rash--squeak !

“ Besides, I'm very clutzimy with tho girls at CHf Honse,”
went on Dilly Bunter. * Most of themn aro rather mashed
on me, you know. I can introduce yon to Marjoiis Hazel-
done, and she'll be nice to you as my friend.”

Squoak—erash !

“ Look here, Bull—"'

('rash--crash—crash |

With that final burst of terrific discord the concertina
orased, and Bull laid it on the table with a decp sigh of
contentinent.
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* There! That's music!” he exclaime&d, “ That’s musio, it
you like! Hallo! What are you doing in my study?”’

Bunter blinked at him. ] ;

#Jt’s jolly well my study, too!” he exclaimed. “But I
stafed to speak to you. Didvn't, you hear me?”

ooy i “How could I hear you when I was
1] {
P lg’i‘l'll;I Bunter snorted.

Tt was not pleasant to be told that all his eloquence had
boen wasted on the desert air. But he returned to the charge.

“ Look here, Bull, I was asking you for a small loan—""
“ 3tuff "' said John Bull, in his direct way: *I never lend
money.”
g gm expecting-a postal-order——"
III
T shall repay the loan this aftornoon——"
# Bosh '’
Bunter glared. .
“ Look here,” he exclaimed wrathfully, * will you lend me

a few bob, or won’t you? 1 want a plain ‘yes,” or ‘no.””
““No!"” gaid Bull. . .
And he walked out of the study, leaving Billy Bunter
speechlcss,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Dismayed Challengers.

» H, dear!” .
0 ““ What’s the matter, Marjorie?”’
‘ Nothing.” .

“Then why ‘Oh, dear'?’ demanded Miss Clara.

¢ Oh, dear!” .

Marjorie Hazeldene was standing in the school-room, with
an open letter in her hand. There were several girls clustered
before the big, blazing fire. Marjorie Hazeldene was looking
dismayaod. . .

:: gls' from Harry,”’ she said, holding up the letter.

’ .l!

“: g}‘: gx.na accepted the challenge.”

And the girls looked at Murjorie and at one another.

Now, as the Cliffi House girls had put their pretty heads
together to concoct that challenge to Greyfriars, it might
have been aquosed that thoy would expect a rgply to it, ac-
cepting the challenge. . .

ut, with the eweet inconsistence which belongs to tx‘m
feminine natuge, they did not scem to expect anything of the
kind.

It had scemed to the girls that in sending that challenga
they had jput the Greyfriars juniors in their place, and tuo
acceptance of it came as a surprise. .

It really secemed to them that the Greyfriars Remove were
popping up like » jack-in-the-box, in an unreasonable and
irrepressible way—like the gentleman in the story who was
dead, but refused to lie down.

“ Cheek " suid Miss Clara.

“Oh, Clara!"™

“Nerve!” repeated Miss Clara fivmly. * Face!” .

“Tat js vat I tink, too, meinself,” said Wilhclmina Lim-
burger. “1I tink tot is it vat you say—cheeky, ain't it?"’

“Horrid!” remarked Grace.

“ Rude !

¢ Uncalled-for!”

“Rotten ! said Misz Clara, who was boyish in ber exe
pressions or nothing. ‘‘Beastly! Quite outside!”

“ Oh, Clara!" . .

“ 8imply outside!"” said Miss Clara.
to do now ¥’

**Oh, we shall have to meot thom, as they are so peor-
sistont "' said Marjorie. “ Of course, we cannot rcfuse the
acerptance of our own challenge.”’

“i suppose not.” .

“It's very inconsiderate of them to Eluco us in an awkward
position like this, I think,’” said Miss Clara.

“] am sure they did not mean to bo inconsiderate,” said
Marjorie. * Bui, as you say, it is vory awkward. But the
snow flight will have to tuke place.”

“Of course!”

“ We must put on our oldest clothes, and—and shawls over
our heads instoad of hats, and thick boots on."”

T know I shall look a fright.”

“ Yes, it's horrid!"

“ Why not take no notice of that letter, and treat tho whole
matter with contempt?’ suggested Kate Flynn,

Mnrjmio laughed.

‘““ Well, we sont the challonge, you know.”

“Sure. But we shall have no chance; and if some of the
bovs are rough we may be hurt, too, you know. T knew a
girl who had her hat completely spoiled by a snowball.” 13

A Splendid, Long, Complete Tals of the Churn
ot Greylrimre:’ By FRANK RICHARDS. ©

“ What are we going
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“Oh, dear!”

* Horrid I'?

“1 don't see what's 10 be done,” said Marjorie thought-
fully. *“* We must build the snow fort, and—and hold it, that’s
all. " ‘After all, we challenged them.”

*T don’t see what that has to do with it.”

“Well, boys ure so—so unreasonable, you know. But I
have an idea,” suid Marjorie. “I suppose you don't know
how to build a snow fort?” )

There wes a general shaking of heads. The Cliff House
girls had had very little experience in that line of business.

'*Well, T know_where we can got hel}:’,” said Marjorie.
* You remember old Captain Trumimr in the village?”

‘* He is an old dear !’ said Miss Clara. * But surely he—""

Marjorie Hazeldene laughed.

I wawn't thinking of him, but of his son. He belongs to
Courtfield County Council School, you know, and I know him
very well, You remember he came here for -the deportment
lessons with Miss Primrose. Well, -he and his friends would
help. us build the snow fort, and, of course, they know about
that kind of thing. “And, as they are always hghting with
Greyfriarsy, they would like to help us, I think.”

* Good egg!” said Miss Clare.

“Oh, Clara!"

*“ Ripping wheeze, then!” )

** Bat where can you see Trumper 7 asked-Grace.

“I saw him this morning. He is helping his father mend
a boat between school hours, and I know where to find him,”
suid Marjorie. *“Let's go and ask him now. There's timo
before dinner.”

“Jolly good ™

And M jorie and Clara put on theiv hats and walked out
of Cliff Houso,

The path along the sands led them to the village of Pegg.
On the left the sea was rolling on the rocks with a deep,
sullen boom. But the Eirls bad no eyes for the sea just then.
They were too busy thinking about the impending conflict
with Greyfriars, and how it was to turn out.

The clinking of a hammer came from the direction of
UH(BMIF Trumper’s little cottage facing the sca.

utside the house a béat wes upturned upon trestles, and
Trumper, of Courtfield, was engaged at work upon it. The
lad was i his shirt-slecves, and working away patiently and
steadily, to get-his allottod tusk finished before it was timo
o return to Courtfleld for afternoon lessons.

He looked up with a smile as the girls came up. He could
not vaise his cap, as it was lying on the sand.

re you very busy?’ asked Miss Clura. “We want to
speak to- you,”

Trumper .grinned.

" Yes, I'm busy; but I can talk while I work,” ho said.
*Can I do anything for you?"’

*“You can help us,” said Marjorie.

+* Anything I can do, Miss Hazcldene, T'll be glad to do,”
said Trumper.

Trumper liked Merjorie very much. There was never any-
thing in her manner to hint that she was conscious of the fact
that he was a Council School
boy, while she belonged to an
expensive boarding-school.

Marjorie explained the cir-
cumstances ‘of the challenge
to Greyfriars.

i EH A D

“QOh, we're jolly glad to get one up acfaiqst Greyfriars, and
very glad to do youa turn, Miss Hazeldene! We'll have the
snow fort up 8IF right "’ said Trumper, “I wish we could
be inside it, and hel Jou keep out the Greyfriars chaps!”

*1 wish you coulg, said Marjorie, laughing. * But thet
would be impossible.” .

' But you won't have any chance, Mics Hazeldene.”

‘“ We shall try.”

* You might get hurt.”

“We shnﬁ have to risk that.” .

Trumper wrinkled his brows thought{ully, A curious gleam
had come into his eyes. His grin widened. .

“My word!” he ejaculated. ‘‘I've thought of an idea,
Miss Hazeldene. I believe we could help you to lick the
Greyfriavs chaps!"”

“ How?"’ asked Marjorie eagerly.

Trumper laid down i’iis hammer and laughed. .

“It’s a ripping idea I’ he exclaimed. * It's splendid! And
the fellows will all join in it like anything. Look here, why
shouldn’t we help you gold the fort? The Greyfriars fellows
won’t know any differehce, if—"

“If what?”’

“If we're dressed as girls |? .

Marjorie and Clara locked at one another quickly, and then
burst into a simultaneous laugh.

* Ripping !”’ exclaimed Miss Clara.

“ But would it be c;uite fair 7" said Marjorie thoughtfully.

““Fair as anything!” said Trumper. ““You can have any
garrison you c{xoose; and so long as they look like girls it’s
all right. And I'll guarantee to hold the fort for you a¢ long
as you like against the Greyfriars chaps.” ;

** If—if it could be managed——"

““Of course it could!”

‘“ And you think the others will Lelp you?” )

“I am sure of it,”" said Trumper, with conviction. ' Yon
see, they’ll only see vur heads and shoulders over the snow
walls, and we can be wearing shawls and bonnets—or somw-
thing of that sort. It's as casy as anything; and as they'll
never get inside the fort it can't come out.” )

“ Then—"" said Marjorie slowly, her eyes dancirs

i Y(.'ﬂ l‘(”

T think we'll accept your help.”

“ Ivrray 1"’

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Not to be Done,

OHN BULL JUNIOR had caused some excitement in tko

Greyfriarts Remove. Ho had certainly made himse '

rather conspicuous on his first day at the school. The

fellow who had licked Bulstrode with scarcely an effort,
and without turning e hair, was entitled to respect. And
John Bull junior did not assume any airs for having done
that either. He went on his way with phlegmatic calmnes-,
and appeared to be quite unconcerncd about his victory;
though it would have been encugh to make some of the
fellows in the Remove swank for weeks,

But was evident
John ull was a solid
character, and not to Le
moved easily by external in-
fluences. e estood firm
upon his own feet, and it iy

that

 Trumper grinved as he probable that if he had been
listened. I H E LI FE s I ORY defeated, instead of vic-
He did not seem to sce very torious, in that tussle, he

clearly that the Greyfriars
fellows had been s0 very un-
reaconable; but he was evi-

dently willing, and even
eager, 1o heip the CLiff
House girls in their cam-

paign.
. “You'll help us?’ Mar-
jorie asked.

* What-ho !"” said Trumper,
“It's easy as anything., I'll
get a dozen of the fellows,
and we’ll pile up a enow fort
i any place you like. We
can begin it to-day if you
e ; it's certain not to
thaw before S8aturday, and we

OF BILL LANG,

THE FAMOUS BOXER,

IN THIS WEEKS

“MARVEL”

would not have allowed tho
result to disturb him very
much.

John Bull was a good boxer
and a hard hitter, but he was
8 good-tempered fellow, tuvo.
It was also clear that he was
well provided with pocket-
money. Upon the whole, the
fellowe were inclined to re-

ard him as an acquisition.
‘ertainly Bulstrode had becn
much more subdued in
manner since that little en-
counter in No. 14 Study, and
the small boys felt much re-
licved and comforted thercby.
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can take plenty of time about It was naturally expecicd
it.” that Bulstrode ‘\v\'ﬂlllld ‘ﬂl}iow
“Joll d!”  decl animosity towards the fellow
Minm cbij;"-goo Flared ouT TO-MORROW. PRICE 1d4. who ha ! knacked him onl o
“ That is very kind of you, easily: and for eome tin,

Tramper,”
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indeed, he did. But later in
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~ It shall be a fight to a finish1”

_“.i'-t-lil laughed!” exclalmr't-i Marjorie, turning pink. ‘ Then we shall challenge you to a smow fight, and
** Hear, hear!” sald Clara.

(Ses page 3.)

the day he tecmed to have recovered from the eflects
of the licking. At the dinner-table he asked Bull if he might
pe:s him the salt, and passed him scveral things with great
politencss.

. Buistrode never troubled himsclf to be very polile at any
time, and that he should be so courteous to the fellow who
had knocked him out was a thing o astonishing that all who
beheld it stared.

Bulstrode scemed unconscious of the stares.

He was polite to Bull all through dinne¢r, and when the
boys came out of the dining-room afterwards, he stopped to
spesk to Bull.

“ Borry about what happencd this morning,
said, in a very frank way. *
you like that, I know.”*

Bull nodded calinly.

* Quite right,”’ he agreed.

Bulstrode coughed a little.

“ Exactly,” he assented. ** Well, I'm sorry.”

“ That's all right,” said Bull. “ You can't say more than
that. I'm willing to be frivnds, as 1 said before. Thure's
my fist.”

He held out his hand, )

Dulstrode took it, and gave it a shake with grvat hearhi-
ness. The fellows who saw him simply gasped.

My only hat!"’ said Bob Cherry. * There's Bulstrode

Tue Magner Library.—No. 151,

Bull,” ha
I had no business to sturt on

“You were in the wrong.

shnkir}g hands with Bull! The world will come to an ¢nd
next.’
‘““Some game on,” said Nugent.

“ Bulstrode is up to sumething,” said Harry Wharton, with

a frown. ‘' He certainly hasn’t forgiven Bull for knocking
him out. Bulstrode wouldn’t get over a thing like that in a
hurry. But Bull can take care of himsclf, 1 fancy. lla

docesn’t look like a chap to be taken in casily.”

“ Rather not!" said Nugent, laughing. *‘ Bulstrode wiil
find him a very hard nut to crack, 1 think.”

The chums of the Remove went out, and forgot about tie
matter. If Bulstrode was trying to make up to the new
fellow, it did not trouble them.

Bulstrode watched them go out of the corner of his exe.
He had felt their eyes upon him.

*“Look here, Bull,”’ he rcmarked, “ you're & jolly good
boxer."”

John Bull nedded. ) .

T used to pride myself on it a bit,"” said Bulstrode, * but
I admit that you can go onc better, vaxily.”

“Oh, not at all!” said Bull.

“Yes, you can. Where did you learn?”

“Oh, I've always boxed,” said Bull carelessly.
pretty strong, too.”

“By Jove, you are!” said Bulstrode. *“ You saw that
fcllow who went out, just now—llarry Wharton?"”

“I"'in
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*Yes.”

“ What do you thiek of him?”’

¥ Beems a very decent chap.”

“Bulstrode bit his lip.

“Bit of a swanker, don’t ‘you think?” he -asked.

“I haven't notioed it.”

““ Well, he is; tho fellows all think that he puts on a lot
of sido, and he's not an casy chap to get on with, cither.
He's bad-tempered and suspicious.’

Jolin. Bull looked Bulstrode directly in the face.

“*Yoit needn't talk like that to me,” “he said. “I don’t
want to hear ¢ fellow run down behind his badk.”

Balstrode flushed.

“I didn’t mean that—" he began.
:‘ Well, that’s, what yos were- doing.”

‘I_meap—-"

*Oh, kéep off the subject! I tell you I don't like it.”

Bulstrode’s tceth came hard together. He would have
gl:::g a great deal to lay hands upon the new junior just

 But he rememberad that terrible knock-down blow in the
stud, amfuhe reagaiqed- himself.
i was tarning away.

# Hold on [’ said Bu:alai:rm‘.le{r
1, what ie it?" j
L was only speaking for your own good,” said Bulstrode,
with uhwonted civility. ** What I mean is, I wanted to put
iou. ap to some' shings as you're a new boy, and you don’t

néw the rogu here yet.””

#I'm much obliged to you.”
““My idéa is that you'll come into contact with Wharton,
and therell be trouble,” said Bulstrode. “I was .putting

you on your guard.”

‘“Oh, that's all right!"

“He will try to lord it over you, as ho does over the
zest of the Form, because he’s a first-class boxer,” said Bud-
stgode. 1 was wondering: whether you could handle him.”

41 don't want to quarrel with him,” said Bull.

“ But you may have #o0; what then'?”

* Then I fancy I shall be able.to take carc of myself. But
look bere, Bulsirode, if that’s your name, you're not going
to set me ?ﬂmt Wharton, and bring about a row. Itﬁ:)lu
¢o, mp as if that’s your game.” i

Bulstrode turned -scarlct. There was a directness about
John. Bull junior that was decidedly disconcerting.

ot here!” he exclaimed ficreely.

Bull Iaced him, with his hands in his pockets.

“Well 2” he said.

“Y don’t want any of your confounded cheek,” said Bul-
strode savagely.« " If I start on you again, you mayn't come

20 ‘well Hexttime."

Bull shrigged his' shoulders.

“I don’t want a row,” he said, “but I'm ready if you
are, any time. Come into the study and try it over again.”

Bulstrode did not accept that invitation. He muttered
something, and turned angrily away.

John Bull, with a slight grin, went out into the quad-
rangle, still with his hands in his pockets. That was his
favourito attitude, and_except when he was using his hands,

they ieners‘]ly reposed in his pockets. He sauntered out
into the snowy quad., with a calm and cheerful expression
upon his face.

Whiz !

8quash !

A snowball flew through the air, and smashed on John

ull junior's nose.

He staggered, and as he did so scveral more snowballs
crashed upon his chest and face, and he rolled over in the
snow. .

He scrambled up furiously.

¢ Who chucked those smowballs?'" he roared.

There was a laugh and a yell.

* Back up. Remove!”

“ Go it, Fourth!”

The Close secemed to be full of Gzures trampling through
the snow, in scarves and coats, and snowballs whizzed in
all dirvecttons through the air. Another and another caught
John Bull, and he staggered and fell again. At last & strong
hand dragged him up, and he stared dazedly at Harry
Wharton,

“Come on!” exclaimed Wharton cheerily.

“Eh? What?"

“We're fighting the Upper Fourth.
Come on!"”

“QOh, I see!”

¢ This walyl Back up!"

John Bul anned.

“Right-ho I he cxclaimed.

And he clutched up handfuls of snow, and joined in the
battle on the side of the Remnve.
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THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

Snowballed

HE snow was falling in thick flakes, and there was &
cloak of it upon the ground, plenty for snowballs, and

the juniors were enjoying themselves thoroughly.
'I'ernplel_l Dabney & Co., of the U;l)‘per Fourth, were
snowballing the Remove, and getting back quite as good as
they sent. John Bull had walked into the middle "of the
combat, and received the firc from both sides. But it did
not disturb him, and he fell into the ranks with great readi-
ness. In a minute or less he was snowballing away merrily.

The Uppor Fourth h g:ined an advantage, driving the
Remove back as far as the School House; but here the Lower
Fourth rallied, and their enemics receded in. turn.

The air was thick with whizzing snowballa.

The fight was waxing fast and furious, when .Loder, the
prefect, came out of the gym., and walked across towards the
School House. Lo F

Loder's face showed that he was in a bad temper. Loder
had troubles on his mind. He had broken bounds the pre-
«igus night to visit thé Cross Keyd in Friardgle village,
and had not got back to bed till one o'clock, with the natural
result that he had not had enough slesy, and woke in the
morning feeling ‘ﬁeovmh and generally ““rotten.” He had
also drunk something overnight stronger than tea, and the
fumes of it were not quite gone out of his head. He felt
rotten, sired, and bloary that day, and he had the additional
comfort of owing several pounds he could not pay. It was
not a time for any unlucky junior to cross his path.

Loder scowled at the sight of the snow fight.

He was in danger of catching a stray ball as he crossed
the Close; but any good-natured fellow would have riskod
lki rather than interfere with harmless fun. But Loder was
glad of an excuse to be down upon gemebody.

. He lto:;ged. and glared at the juniors.

“ Stop that!” he roared. ) "

They.were too busy to hear him. Loder advanced towards
them and shouted out the order again:

“Stop that snowballing! TIt’s not safe for anyboedy to
come out into the Close. Stop it at once, I say!”

The juniors heard him then. .

But they did not heed. Loder was a_prefect, and techni-
cally entitled to obedience. But authority is only roap?wé.
as @& rule, when it is used justly. Thc.great Nelson put his
tolescope to his blind eye when he did not wish to see a
signal, and the juniors of Greyfriars turned a deaf ear to

er.

They might all have been stone deaf, to judge by the
amount of attention they paid to tho prefect

The snowballs flew more busily than ever,

Loder's hard face grew red with rage. He ran towards
the juniors, and a snowball—accidentally, or, perhaps, not
aocidlenta.lly'—caught him on the nose.” He gasped as the
enow smashed in his facc, and the fragments flew in all
dircctions. :

“Oh! Ow!"”

The juniors who saw the mishap chuckled. Nobody scemed
to know who had thrown the snowball, but Loder knew who
had received'it. )

“ Stop that snowballing I he roared. )

He reccived no reply, and no obedience. ¢ missiles
flew thickly through the air. and Loder could not come
nearer, or even remain where he was, without great danger
of coming under firc.

But Loder's temper was at boiling-point now,

He ran into the thick of the snowballs, waving lis hands
and shouting furiously at the juniova

‘' Stop at once! Stop, I ray!"

Somae of the more timid of the fellows left off.

But the majority of them turned a deaf car.

‘* Blessed cheek!”” exclaimed Wharton. * Don't take any
notice! If he comes too near, let him have the snowballs!”

‘ Ha, ha, ha!"

‘“ You catch on, Temple

“ Yes, rather!"

“ &top, I say! I'll-I'll—ow!—oooch!™

A rnowball from Micky Desmond cauzht Loder in his open
mouth, and effectually stopped his utteranee,

He staggered back, ga<ping and spluttering.

It was the signal to the rest

Fourth-Formers and Lower Fourth turned their combined
fire upon the interfering prefect, instead of upon each other,
_andla rfect hail of snowballs cawnc crashing and smashing
on Loder,

There were more than fifty frllows snowballing in all, and
when they all started upon Loder, the fire was thick and
fast.
The prefect tried to stand again-t it, shouting to the juniors
to leave off. But the snowballs crashed into bis fuce in
clouds, and broke upon his chest and lega in a rain, and he
could not make his voice heard. His mouth, his nosc¢, his

ey
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eyes, were full of enow, while his ears and his neck were
thick: with it. LA

He staggered to and fro as if intoxicated, under the cease-
less attack of the snowballs.

The juniors were laughing loudly now.

They had already gone far enough to be punished, in snow-
balling a prefcct at all; and, as Bob Cherry sagcly remarked,
now they had done it, they might as well be hung for a sheep
as for a lamb.

1f punishment was to come, they might as wcll take it out
of Loder in advance. And they did!

Crash, crash, crash, smash! went the merry snowbalis, and
Loder’s face, and head, and body and legs, reccived the in-
cessant fire,

He was bewilder and twice he went down into the
snow, and scrambled blindly up ageain.

A few minutes of it were enough for him, and then,
throwing authority and dignity to the winds, he broke into
& run for the School House.

He wae so blinded by the snowballs breaking in his face
that he ran in the wrong direction several times, and zig-
;'.agged across the Close instead of making straight for the
wouse.

The juniors only needed to sce the Ereiect running, to wire
in with a hearty good will, and keep him on the run,

- Behind him {Ypper Fourth and Remove joined gaily, with
inexhaustible snowballs, to chase the prefect, and give. him
a warm run to the house.

Loder plunged and staigered and scrambled on, wildly and
blindly, while snowballs broke on his head and his neck and
his. back.

Ho plunged forward on his hands and knces several times,
butegot. up agsin, and at last, covered with powdery snow,
dazed and furious, he gained the shelter of the School House.

He stt:ggered in at tho open doorway. The juniors were
so excited thot they would have continued to snowball him
there, had not an awe-inspiring figure appeared in sight. It
was that of Dr. Locke, who had seen the whole occurrence
from his study windows, unknown to any of the actors in
tho scene.

“ Loder!” exclaimed the Head.

Loder, who had turned on the doorstep, and was about to
break into a torrent of abuse, dirccted towards the juniors,
restrained himself in timo.

He gasped as he turned to the Head.

“ You see how they have treated me, sir—me, a prefect]”
ho panted.

The Head coughed. .

“Why did you interfere with the juniors, Loder!” he
asked.

] was restoring order, sir.”

“There is no harm in a game at snowballs, and the
weather prevents football at the present moment,” said the
Head quetly. * You should be carcful not to interfere un-
necessarily, Loder.’”

The prefect almost choked with rage. If he had said the
things he felt inclined to say then, the Head of Greyfriars
would have been very much surprised.

“ Ves, sir!” Ea.sp Loder.

* However, the juniors must be punished for snowballin
a prefect. Discipline must be maintained,” said the Head.
“ You had better go and change your clothes, Loder. You
may leave this matter in my hands—entirely in my hands.”

* Ye-e-es, sir.”’

The prefect almost staggered away. Dr. Locke looked out
into the Close. Some of tho juniors had scattered, but a
great many of them stood their ground. They knew that
{he Head must have recogniscd them as Loder’s assailants,
end, in any case, the prefect would not have hesitated to
give their names.

“My boys!” said the Head, rubbing his chin, * this—er—
this will not do. I canmot approve of your snowballing a
prefect, as if he were a—a—junior. ou are quite—er—
wrong to do _so. Every boy who has taken part in this
regrettable affair will—er—be detained for—er—ten minutes
aftor lessons this afternocon, in the—er-—house. Please
more careful in the future.”

And the Head walked in.

The juniors had listened in respectful silence, but as socon
as the Head was gone, they grinned. The punishment was
formal only. To have to remain indoors for ten minutes
after lessons was no hardship.

*“ Good old boy !’ said Harry Wharton. “ He knows that
Loder was in the wrong, though it wouldn't do to let down a
prefect before us, Of course, he doesn’t know that we
sce all that as well as he does. We're never supposed to sce
anything.”

“ Wetvas R 1% pretty cheaply, T think 1"

* We've got off pretty cheaply, I think!”’ grinned Temple.

“ Oh, ratgcr," said Dabncy.p - .

It was jolly fup, anyway,”” said Bob Cherry. ‘‘ We don't
have the treat of chasing a prefect acroswe the Close with
snowballs every day. Ha, ha, hal”

** Ha, ha, ha!" roared the juniors,
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I‘“ By the way, who won that snowballing scrap!’” asked
Fry.
“ Remove,” said Wharton, at once.
“ Fourth, you mean,”’

““ Rats!
““ Bosh 1"

* The boshfulness is terrifie,”

“ Loock here——""

*0Oh, go home!”’

“1 tell you—=""

“ My worthy chums, pray keep tho estecmed peacelulness,
or the respected and ludicrous Head may descend upon us
punishfully. Let it remain in undecidedness who has won
the fight, a3 we can agree that the honourable and disgusting
Loder has lost it.””

“Ha, ha, ha! Good old Inky!™

‘ Inky’s right.”

And the Remove and the Fourth Form cheerfully agreed
that it did not matter who had wen, as the bullying prefect
had certainly lost.

—

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Fish Looks In.

“ SOLLY ﬁood place here,”’ said Trumper,
‘ therene, duar 1
:: Then"gm’ll build it here.”

The early winter evenin,g1 had set in, but there was a clear,
leaming starlight, and the moon was"rising over the sea.
rumper & Co., the chums of Courifield County Council

School, had atopged in the lane that ran down to the village

of Pegg, in the bay. .

Here a slope led up from the side of the lane, to the first
acelivity of the Black Pike—a hill no longer black, but loom-
ing spectre-like in its white garb of snow, spotless in the
gleam of the stars. ) .

Snow was banked us th:ck:g on the slope, and piled up
behind the hedie, and heaped in masses beside the road,
where the path had been cleared, .

Trumper & Co. were satisfied with the spot. Trumper’s
comrades had simply jumgd at the idea of building the
snow fort and helping the Cliff House girls to hold it against
the juniors of Greyfrars.

Trumper and Grahame and Snl]{ Lazarus and Porter and
Barney O’Neil and Bertie Ford, had come down together,
three of them carrying light spades for the work. Some of
the lads were inithe habit of turning an honest l'Jwenny- in their
spare time by shovelling away snow from garden paths und
doorways, and so they were somewhat accustomed to the work
they had to do now. .

rumper had selected a very suitable spot for the fort.

It was easy of access from Cliffi House. Marjorie had

pro(nirnised ‘to come next day, and see what progress they had

made.

Trumper marked out the space the fort was to occupy, and
the snow was cleared from the area, and banked up in square
blocks to make the foundations of the wall.

Then the building of the fort was commenced.

Snow was cut ang beaten into hard squares, and these were
piled up steadily, and jammed close together, forming a wall
almost as hard as maconry. .

The work was hard enough, and it kept the Courtfield
fellows warm, as they laboured n.wag with the snow bricks.

After an hour of steady work a breastwork of snow to the
height of three feet had risen round the growing fort.

']ﬁ'len Trumper slackened down.

*“’Nuff’s as good as a feas " he remarked. * Plenty of
time to finish it to-morrow.” .

““ Quite tho,” assented Solly Lazarus, leaning on hiz spade.
“ We've put about five bob’s worth of work into it already,
you know."”

Trumper snorted. . :

“ Just like you to look at it in that way!’’ he exclaimed.

Solly grinned. He had a way of reckoning up all matters
fr%:_n a Bnancial standpoint, and he did not mind jokes on the
subject.

" Anyway, it will keep the Greyfriars chaps out when it’s
finished,” Grahame remarked.

 Quite tho!” . . .

“ Fspecially with us inside, pelting the bounders with snow-
balls!”’ chuckled Porter.

And the Courtficld fellows laughed in chorus.

The joke that was to be played upon the chums of Grey-
friars just appealed to their senso of humour. The surprise of
the Grey Friars would probably be great at the force with
which snowhalls would be hurled by the aup‘poscd girls.

“Hallo!” exclaimed Porter suddenly. *‘Look out!”
‘“ What is itt"”
17
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“ Greyfriars cads!”

* Phew!"

Porter was pointing over the hedge to the lane.

A cap had come into view, and theé Courtfield fellows knew
the Greyfriars caps well cnough.

‘“ Cover "' muttered Trumper.

 Faith, and—""

“Cover, O'Neil, you ass! Don’t lef -him Bee us. We
don’t want them to know the fort's here till they find it on
Saturda¥.”’

“ Faith, I——""

Truinper and Grahame dragged the Irish lad down behind
the snow walls. The walls were high enough -to hide the
lads, crouching.

‘* Faith, I only wanted to say—"’

“ Shut up!”

“ But sure—""

‘“ He'll hear you!”

(1} But___‘_" = N
Porter jammed a mouthful of snow into O'Neil’s mouth to
keep him quiet.

nfortunately, it had the opposite offect. .

Barncy was quict for a moment, while ho was spluttering
the snow out, and then he gave a gasp that could ba heard on
tho other side of the road.

“ (3roo-0-0-00p !

“Q'h, you mssl” muttered Trumper. *‘ He'll look here
" Faith, T—

¢ Bhut up, you chump!”

But the cap passing 'tll)m hedge in the lane had stopped, and
the front of it was turned towards the ficld.

Tilf sounds had evidently caught the ears of the passing
youth.

There was a muttered exclamation, and then tho eap was
seen.coming thmt;ﬁh.ghe ge:g in the hedge from the road.

Trumper snapped his teeth.

All the hillside was perfectly clear in the moonlight, and the
moment the stranger passed the gap in the hedge he was
certain to see the snow fort.

' Faith, and give him a snowball, and he may buzz off
without looking, entirely I” Barney O'Neil gasped. * That's
wl«"‘i 1 was going to say, yc omadhauns.”

a8

¢ Faith, you spalpeen, I i

“Here he is! It's the Yank!"” .

The wiry figure of Fishér T. Fish came into view in the
early moontight. Fish had been to the village of Pegg on an
errand for a master, and was returning to g:eyiriarﬂ. But
Fisher T. Fish. was always inquisitive,. He was ourious now,
and he stared at the half-made walls of the snow-fort in
astonishment.

The Courtfield fellows lay very low, even Barney O'Neil

quiet now.

They knew that if the American saw them there, he would
tell what he had seen in the Remove at Greyfriars; and it
was quite possible that Harry Wharton would * tumble ™ to
the intended jape.

The Courtfielders lay low.

*‘Great snakes!” the American junior exclaimed aloud.
“I guess this beats the deck! Who's building s snow-fort
here, I want to know 7’

He came up the acclivity. The Courtfielders heard his
bopts in the snow, 'and Trumper grunted. The American
evidently meant to look inside the snow walls,

“ Faith, and he'll see us now,” muttered O'Neil.

“ All your fault,” grunted Trumper.

“ Sure, I—"'

¢ Shut up !”

‘“Get some snowballs ready, and let him have something
for his blessed inquisitiveness, anyway,” whispered Grahame.

¢ All therene!”

The Courtfield fellows, grinning softly, grasped handfuls of
snow. .

They waited for the American to come through the narrow
opening left in the snow wall of the fort.

Fiaher T. Fish came on unsugpiciously.

It was Fisher T. Fish’s boast that he had his eye-teeth cut,
and that he could never be taken in, and that he was never,
under any circumstances, ‘‘ left.”

But he was destined to get “left’ this time, with a
vongeance.

The moment he stepped into the snow-fort, before he could
pereeive the half dozen forms crouching in the snow, six
arms went up, and six snowballs flew at the same moment.

Smas-s-s-sh !

Right into the American’s face the snowballs crashed, and
Fisher T. Fish recled back with a wild yell of alarm.

* Go for him !" roared Trumper, leaping to his feet.

. The Courtfielders. sprang up, and rushed at the Amevican
junior of Greyfriars.
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Before Fisher T. Fish had recovered his balance he was
sent rolling down the slope to the hedge, and he crashed into
it, bringing down a thick shower of snow upon himself,

“M-m-m-my hat!” stuttered Fish. ‘ What—"

Smash, smash, smash ! came the snowballs. .

The American staggered out into the lane. under a shower
of smashing missiles. There he broke into & wild run in the
direction of Greyfriars. A

“ Ha, bha, ha!” roared Trumper & Co. *‘Jevver get left?”

Fisher T. Fish did not stop to reply to that question..

He kept on at top speed,. and vanished in the direction of
the school, and the last snowballs hurled after him fell short.
The Conrtficld fellows chuckled cheerfully as they took their
homeward way.

——

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Kind Regards from Greyfrlars.

- Y hat!"”
M ‘“Great Scott!"
““ What's the matter?” . . .
The juniors gathered round with exclamations of
i‘\llrpriue as Ilisher T. Fsish‘came breathlessly into the School
ouse,

The American certainly presented a startling sight.

His cap was gone, he was smothered in snow and wel
from head to foot, his collar was full of snow, and hia
ruffled hair streaming with wet.

He was so breathless that he could only gasp.

“What on _earth have you been doing?” demanded
Bulstrode. “ Rolling down in a snow-drift ?"”

“QOh!"” gasped Fish.

“ What’s happened, old chap?”’

¢ The Courtfield cads !’ gasped the American at lasc.

The juniors laughed. .

“QOh, you’ve met Trumper & Co., have you?"” said
Nugent.

“Yes. I've got some news for you.”

“Go ahcad!”

“They're building a snow-fort in Pegg Lane, on the hill-
side,” said Fish. “I -drogpcd on them there, and they gave
me a warm time. I had to run. If there had bcen only
three or four I'd have licked them—"'

“ Ha, ha, ha!” )

¢ But there were ncarly a dozen, so I had to bolt. I guess
it would be a good dodge to go out after tea and yank the
fort down. Hey?"”

“Good egg!” said Bob Cherry.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Jolly good dodge!” he exclaimed. ““We can get a pass
from Wingate for some of us to go out after gates.”

“ The good-dodgefulness is terrific I”

And Harry Wharton lost no time in asking the captain of
Greyfriars for a pass out of gates. Wingate, who was having
tea in his study with Courtney, put down his teacup and
looked at the jumior.

“ What do you want the pass for "’ he demandsad.

“To go out, Wingate.”

The Greyfriars captain laughed.

“Yes, I know that. But what do you want to go out for,
and how many of them "

“ Well, half a dozen would do.”

“You must tell me what half a dozen of you want to go
out for,” said Wingate. ** I suppose it’s some prank—ch?”

“QOh, no! In fact, we're—we’re going to back up the cause
of law and order, really,” said Wharton cautiously.

Wingate and Courtney burst into a laugh.

“Yes, I cen believe that—of the Remove,” said Wingate.
#¢ Now, tell me what's on, or you can got out of the study.”

“Well, as a matter of fact, the Courtfield fellows are

utting up a snow-fort alongside Pegg Lane,” seid Wharton
rankly. “1 supposc they mean to hold it and snowball
people passing—us among others, We thought of {anking
it down this evening, so that they’d have all the building to
do over again to-morrow.”

The Greyfriars captain could not help grinning.

“I can’t give you a pass to go out ?d pick a row with
the Courtfield fellows,’’" ho said thoughtfully,

* But there won'’t be a row,”” said Wharton eagerly. ““Tho
Courtficld fellows must have been gone home hours ago. We
just want to yank down the fort, that’s all.”

“ All right; I think I can allow that, especially as you're
taking all this trouble in the cause of law and order,” said
Wingate, with a twinkle in his cyes.

And he wrote out the pass for six,

Harry Wharton carried it away in triumph.
gathered round him eagerly in the passage.

* Got it?"” demanded Bob Cherry terscly.

Wharton held the pass up to view.

““Bravo!”

His chuma
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* Wharton, my dear fr!e?i,:‘-s;l:ip:\lonzo solemnly, * be warned ]n time. No'good can come of ylelding to

temptations and golng on the downward path!”
* The—the what ? ' gasped Wharton,

(See page 6.)

“(ood !"

“ Pass for six,"” said Nugent thoughtfully.
you going to take?”

“You and BDob, Inky and Tom Brown and Linley.

“ Right-ho !’

And a little later the chuis of the Remove, well wrapped
un against the cold in scarf and overcoats, left the gates of
Greyfriars. They left Gosling, the porter, shaking his head
after them in a dubious sort of way. Gosling felt that there
vaus mischicf afoot; but as the juniors had a pass signid by
the captain of the school, the porter could not stop them.

Iarry Wharton & Co. lost no time in reaching the spot
Fiaher T, Fish had deseribed to them.

The moon was sailing high above the great Pike now, and
a fll?od of silver light glimmered back from the snow-covered
fields.

The snow walls stood up to view in the moonlight, as the
juniors came through the gap in the hedge. There was no
~ign of the Courtlicld fcllows. Even their footprints in the
snow had been obliterated by a fresh fall.

An unbroken sheet of white surrounded the snow-fort on
the slope of the Black DPike.

It was soon disturbed by the tramping boots of the Grey-
friars juniors.

Harry Wharton & Co. entered the unfinished fort, and
looked round them with some admiration.  The place had
been very well planned, and when it was finished would
undoubtedly be a strong fortification. It did not occur to
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“Whom ave

“the juniors that the Courtficlders were building the fort for

Marjorie & Co. They did nat know, of course, that Marjorie
had asked Treumper fur help.

“AYVell, they're putling it up very well,” said Bob Cherry.

“ Jolly streng, anyway."”

“The strongfulnesa s terrifie !’

“We'll sivc ‘¢ something to cure all that,”” grinned Bob
Cherry. ““Heve goes! Lay held, and we'll soon have their
blisscd fort over.”

“ (o it, yo cripples !”

The juniors hud brought a couple of spades. They set td
work, and the snow walls of the budding fortification were
demolishied much faster then they had been built.

The juniors worked hard, chuckling the while. The only
drawbuack to the jape was that they would not sce the faces
of the Courtficlders when they came the next day and found
that their snow-fort had ceased to cxist.

The snow had now ceased to fall, and the frost was hard.
Tt was bitterly cold, but the Greyfriars chums were warm
rnough as they worked.

The work was done at last, and they stepped back into the
road, well satisfied withi the result of their labours.

*“I should like to bear Trumper talk, when he sces it,”
grinned Tom Brown.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!"’

“The honourable and ludicrous Trumpor's talkfulneces will
prubably be terrific.,’”” murmured the Nabob of Bhanipur.

Wharton wes looking thoughtfully at the wreck of the fort.

spl , Complate Tale of the.
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¥ Come ,on, Harry,” said Bob.
Cold here %
“I Wi )u.st. thmkmﬁ
You can, do the t mkmg at Greyfriars, over some roast
ehatnubs sald Bob Cherry, with aic of one making a
real X usefui suggestion.
88! I was thmklfg that we ml ht leave a messapge for
Tm,mpar 50 that he’ll know who ion indebted to. We
don t wa}l:: hl:m to feel grateful to the wrong party.”
‘“If there's no more snow a message written there would
be a.li right,” said Harry thoughifully. * Anyway, I'll risk

“1 think the frost will hold.”

liMny

as well get in.

Harry W n entered the wrecked fort again. In the
level: sheet of spbw that covered the interior it was easy to
trace a mesiage.

With sweeps of the shovel he cut out %
letters in #he snow, and in a few minntes had completed m
message to° Courtfield. It ran,
engraved in the anow:

“WITH KIND REGARDS FROM GREYFRIARS!

ih - great, square

Tﬁ ohuokimg, the Gmyfrmrs juniors tram, off. They
rinned over tha to Courtfield and rest of the

N gnnnsd w'hen wey heard it; as Nugent said,
it would have been worth a week's pocket-money to see

Trumpér's face when he read it.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER,
Figher T. Fish Catches It,
ARJORIE HAZELDENE came out of the gateway of
- Cliff. House fm the bright, ovold, winter sunl: ht
There was a fmutonthoﬁelds.ondthou
beent Do more snaw eince the fall of the prev-ious
evening

T B Jone s e ousde T

to see how snow fort's getting on?’ asked

M‘lrjuri. nodded.

¥ Yes; we shall be glad to see it.”

“Dh, rether !’ said Miss. Clara.

*Come on, then. I think you'll say. it’a all right,”
Trumper, as they wewt down the lane. Wogol:l.t t
half no last evening, and we'll finish it after sohod! this

a1 you 50 much!"’

#Not at all. It's fun tea us, ain’t it, Solly »*

’gmw tho" said Solly Lazarus. "Afl therene, Mith
Hazeldene.”

“It will be more fun still to be inside the fort when the
.Greyfriare bounders come aelong to-morrow,” gnnued
Trumper. * There will be a sur in store for them.”

fTﬁl:ema was & surptise in store for Trumper fiow, as a matter
O ot

They reached the gep-in #he hedge, and Trumper was the
firet to step through, and as he did so he paused, and uttered
a sharp e]acnlatton

“ My word I”

s What s the matter, dear boy ™

“ The fort!"

(1] Eh 1*r

“It’s gone!”

““ What?' yelled Solly.
dela{d.i bounded through the hedge, and then he, too, stopped

Marjorie and Clara followed them, and looked at the bumpy
masses of snow, which were all that remeined of the snow
[drl’ in consternation.

“Dear me " said Marvjorie. * Ilas it beon pulled down?"’
! “My hat!” said Clara. * It looks like it
inted to the i tion on the lovel mow in the
upm t hed boen enclosed by the demolished walis.
Is read the mess-ge lrom Gro{frmrs, and oould not
help hughu:g Trunmper and only glared at it. The
re were as clear in the deop mow as when Wharton had
out them with the spade the previous night.
S WITH KIND REGARDS FROM GREYFRIARS!

¢ M word I’ murmured Trumper.

¥lﬂ ooly Uncle Tham!”

“W rton, of course!”

¢ Quite tho.”

'Il‘rumpar looked very pink as he looked towards the smiling
girls.

“I'm sorry,’” he said. * One of the Creyfriars rotters saw
us putting up tho fort last evening, and I suppose they came
out late and yanked the thin down
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¢ Yeth, rather!"

Mar;one smiled sweetly.

*“ Never mind; it c:mnnt be helped,”

“The bounders!” muttered Clara.

““Oh, Clara!"

“ The rotters!” repeated Clara firmly.

* Never mind; we'll have it up again this evening,” said
I’I;rumper ‘ Only, if they pull it down again after ark—

Im "I

"I’!I speak to Wharton a.bout it,” said Miss Clara.

o8, indeed!"’ said . “1 suppose they didn't

bnow the fort was for us, but I shall tell them so, and then
they will Iet it alone.”

she said.

“Good ! said Trumper, ,“We'll have the blessed thing
up again this evening, then.’

Y rather !"

TFhe CIiff+ House ginls walked on towards ‘Greyfriars.

Tmm-per snd Solly Lazarus looked at wnoe another with rueful

o ‘YY;;O heen donse, Solly."”

* Never mind ; wa’ll meke them sit vp for it on Saturday.”

s« All therene !” grinfied Solly

Marjorie and Clara welked to Greyfriars, and looked into
the Close. In a momdnt af active figure came speeding
gowurtk them. It was Harry Wharton. He stopped, with &
nshed face, and raised his cap

Do come in!"’ he exelzumecl * Sotﬂad to see you!”

Mnrjcme and Ulara bowed  stiffly—they were very much
upon_théir dighit

SN I duont thml. we'vo time to come in,” said Miss
ghm, with great stateliness. * We have to get back to
inner.”’

"% 1 guess we'd stand you a dinner,” said Fisher T. Fial,
coming up.

“ Thank you
Marjorie.

:‘g_ou had my letter?’ Wharton remarked.

€3

very much, but we must geturn,” said

“ What time to-morrow—no alteration?”

“ Certainly -not."”’

“Good! We'll be there.”

‘“ But you must let our fort alone,”

Wharton stared.

“ Your fort?” he said.

* Yes; our saow fort.”

“*Of course we shall let it alone,” said Harry.
started building it vet, Mar_qone

“It was started yesterday.

o }\'here is Il.:: '

[ n P no ”

Harry o\%fmrt(m started.

“You—you don't 1wean to say that that was your fort we

said Miss Clara.

" Havo gou

lugged down last mght' he exclaimed, in 8y.
" "It certainly was.
“ My hat!" ejaculatcd Bob Cherry, * That blessed Yank

told us it was being built by the Courtfield bounders! Where's
that Yanok? Bulup bin ¥’

* Collar him 1"

“1 gnees—— Ow! Yow!
ther T. Fish had no time to guvess. The exasporated
juniors laid hold of him and bumped him in the snow.

Fish velled at the top of Lis voice.

“Qw! go! Yow!

“There " exclaimed Wharton. * That's for hamﬁ a little
too smart! Don't you tell us any mcme fairy tales

“You stab-sided chumT I the ~ American. “It

you t.he Courtfield fellows were

u.m, a.ml they snowballed me.

"

wasn't & fairy tale. 1 tel

i Mu‘ j-Ol"lO and Clara were laughing heartily—thov could not

elp it.

' "Don ‘t—don’t 1’

Fisher T. Fish, however.

boys were building it for us.
‘Oh!

exchimed Mnr]orm. too late to savo
“lt is quite true the Courtlield

Tbay are going to rebuild it," said Marjorie, **as tho
snow fight comes off to- MOITOW. I really hope that you will
leave it standing this time.’

*“ Yes, rather!"" said Miss Clara w\m-ol\

Harry Wharton's face was very p

““Of course1” he exclaimed.
yon know——""

‘“ Not the faintest!”” said Bob Cherry.

“The faintfulness of the idea was terrifin!"

““Oh, never mind,” said Marjorie. lauching.
turn up to hm-e to-morrow. There mny
store for you.'

“We'll be there."

‘‘ Weo sha’n’t bave all (liff Honse girls in the fort.”” said
€lara. *‘I suppose that makes nn difference to you!"

“e lmdn t the faintest ildea,

* Mind von
be a surprive in
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“ Not the leest ip the: world” -~ .

“We can have anybody wo like?*”

“ Certainly.” :

* Very well; that’s understood.” .

* Anything short of the suffragettes,” said Bob Cherry.
“ Of couree, we bar biting.”
. The girls laughed, and went up the road, leaving the
juniors in the old gateway. Fisher T. Fish rose out of the
snow, where he had been sprawling in a dazed condition for
some minutes, and glared at the Removites.

*You howling chumps—"" he be%an.

_“Go it, old man,” said Harry Wharton. ‘“We were a
little too previous, but if you like to take it out in slanging
you can go ahead.”

“You frabjous wasters—"'

* Go ahead !’

“You wall-eyed hoboes—""

& %;:av%!" i ;

“You burbling guys—'

“ Hurrah !

Fisher T. Fish stopped at last. Words failed to express
his feelings, and he snorted and stalked away.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Skianer Tries It On.
OU don't seem to be getting on very rippingly with

Y John Bull,” Skinner remarked to Bulstrode that

evening.
Bulstrode scowled.

“ Hang him "’ ho said tersely.

“With pleasure !” said Skinner, rubbing his chin reminis-
cently. “I'd give twopence any day to see him hanged!
But you were going to make use of him, you told me, in:tead
of—ahem '—thrashing him.”

The Remove bully gritted his teeth.

“1 could thrash him if I liked,” he said.

Skinner winked at the ceiling.

“Yes, of course you could, old fellow,” he agreed, with
an agreement that was more irritating than denial would
have n. *“We all know that, of course.”

“Look here, 8kinner—""

“My dear chap, it's all right! We all know you could
s,imPly wipe up the floor with young Bull if you tried, and
you're only letting him off because— use he’s a new boy,
and you're so tender-hcarted.”

Bulstrode clenched his fists.

1 mayn’t be able to wipe up the floor with Bull, but T
could wipe up any floor with you or three like you, Skinner,”
he said, between his teeth, ‘““so0 you'd better keep a little
more civil.”

*Oh, that’s all right!’ said Skinner. “Don’t get ratty.
1 like the idea of setting young Bull on Huarry Wharton quile
as well as you do. Only you don’t seem to have made much
of a success of it."”

“T tried it on.”’

“ And he wasn’t taking any?”

“ No,” Bulstrode confessed.

“1 suppose you showed the little game too plainly. You
need diplomacy in a matter like this,” said Skinner sagely.

“1 Bun,mse you think you could munage it better than I
did?’ Bulstrode exclaimed angrily.

Skinner nodded coolly.

“1 know I could,” he said.

“ You'd better try, then!”

“I'm going to. If Wharton licks him, jolly good; if he
licks Wharton it will take that stuck-up prig down a step or
two, so it’s all right for us in any case,
is simple enough; I can twist him round my finger, I think.”

“Tf you can I'll stand you a jolly good feed,” said Bul-
strode.  “ I'd like nothing better than to see those two going
it hammer and tongs.”

“Done!” said Skinner.

Skinner lost no time in putting lis scheme into practice.
Skinner considered himsclf very decp; and, indeed, he cer-
tainly was cunning in mauny ways. DBut it had never occurred
to Skinner that frankness and honesty have always the advan-
tage over cunning. Skinner was about to discover it now.

¢ strolled into the gymnasium, where Harry Wharton and
Bob Cherry were chatting, looking on at Nugent and Inky
on the bars.

“Spen Bull?’ asked Skinner, gluncing round.

Wharton shook his head.

“(Oh! You haven't been rowing with him, have you?"’

“ 14 guid Wharton, in astonishment. ‘ Certainly not!”

+ Oh, good!”

“T don't sce why you should suppose I have been rowing
with Bull,” said IHarry. *He seems to me a very decent
feilow.”

“ A bit of a swanker, don’t you think?”

“T haven't thought about it at all.”

“Qh, all serene!” said Skinner. ‘‘ You needn’t cut a fellow
up so sharp. 1 was only thinking of what he said about you.”
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“ About me?™™ said Wharton sharply.

“Yes, He thinks he could lick you in & fair fight,™ said
Skinner, * What do you think sbout it yourself?”

Harry Wharton flushed.

“J don't care to think abont it.””

“ Yoy mean you wouldn’t care to take him ¢n

“ No, I don’t.”

“Then youwd stand up to him.if it came to.that?"” asked
Skinner. ; -

“I don't care to discuss it. It looks to me, Skinner, as if
you're trying to set me ngainst young Bull and make
trouble,” .

“ What-ho " said Bob Cherry with emphasis. *“ And I jolly
well know the reason, too! Wharton's to play cat to your
monkey and pull the chestnuts out of the fire for you. You
can buzz off, Skinner; you won't bring uabout a row just
1ow.”’

“Oh, T say—--"

“ Rats! Get out!"”

Skinner retired, discomfited. .

He had not expected to be seen through in this easy way.
Skinner sometimes amused himse!f, in a cattish way, by bring-
ing about rows between fellows whe miﬁhf have remained.
on i)erfectly friendly terms but for him. He had had a igreat'.'
deal of sucecess in this line. He would ask one fellow if Bo;
and-So hadn't a very swauking manner, and suggest that he
needed taking down a peg or two. If his interlocutor agreed,
Skinner would report to So-and-So that the other fellow con-
sidered him a swanker, and was roady to take him down.

With the amisble offices of the kind Skinner going on be-
tween them, two fellows would frequently come to blows
without cither having the least rcal grudge against the other.

Skinner found this sort of thing very amusing. But it did
not seem to work with Harry Wharton. .

But Skinner had no doubf about his success with John Bull
junior. That youth, coming straight from the country as he
did, was surely no match in cunning for the astute Skinner.
At all events, that was what Skinner thought.

John Bull was in the gym. a littlg dater, and Skinner strolled
up to him, with a most agrecable expression upon his face.-

The new junior looked at him.

There was a bluff directness about John Bull that was a
little disconcerting, but Skinner was not easily disconcerted.

“T hear you're having some trouble with Wharton,” he
remarked.

“Oh#" said Bull. *This is the first I've heard of it."”

“You know Wharton's Form captain, I suppose?”

“* Yes, somcbody told me s0.” .

“Fo.m captains have a certain amount of nuthgr;t! ab
Greylriars,” Skinner explained. * A chap has to be civil.”

“Waell, I suppose I shall be eivil.” :

“QOnly Wharton wants a fcllow to be more than civil,”
said Skinner. *“He wants every chap in the Form to jolly
well kow-tow to him.”

“ Stuff !

“Well, yowll see it for yoursclf later. As for you, he wag
saying just now that he'd like nothing better than to stand
up to you and give you a licking in a fair fight.”’

““ He said that, did ke?” said Bull,

i Yt‘ﬁ.”

“ Anything else?”’

“Yes, he said you wanted taking down a peg, and that
he'd be jolly glad to do it if you gave him half a chance,”
said Skinner, ﬁrawing upon his imagination in a way worthy
of Billy Bunter. )

“Oh? Any more!”

“Well, if you'd take a friend's advice, you'd put a stop
1o Lhat sort of thing at once,’”” Skinner remarked. ‘‘ You don’t
want tho fellows to think you're afraid of a fellow like
Wharton, do you?” .

1 suppose not,” said John Bull, locking at the mischief-
maker, with a very peculiar expression.

Skinner felt that he was getting an very well indeed.

“That's just it!” he continued. *‘ Now, my impression is
that you could lick Wharton as easily as falling off a form..
What do you think 1"

T think T'Il ask Wharton whether he really said the things
vou say he said,” said John Bull in his slow, solid way.
Skinner started.

“ You'll what?*

“ Come with me to Wharton."”

“J—I'd rather not. You see
“ You will come, plcase.”
“I've got an cngagement just now,” stammered Skinner.

?n

“T've just remembered some lines I must tauke in to Mz

Quelch before prep.”
‘“(ome with me.”
“T must be off I”
Skinner made a movement towards the door.

2
Splendid, Long, C Twie of
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John Bull stepped quickly towards him. and pulled him
back by the shoulder.

Then he slipped his arm through Skinner's. The latter
made an effort to escape, but ho was as a chitd in the hands
of the sturdy new jumior.

John Bull grinned,

“ No, you don’t !’ he said.

* Look here——"

“ Come with me to Wharton.”

“I don’t want to.” .

‘That makes no difference. If you've been telling me the
truth, it’s all right. I think you've been telling, lios. But
we'll see. ' Come on.”

“1—I won't!”

“Yes, you will.”

L3 - Oh1”

A This way |” eaid John Bull.

And, as Skinner resisted, he grasped the cadof the Remore
'b?' the back of the collar and propelled Lim in the direction
of Harry Wharton by sheer force.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
‘ And the Result,
" ALLQ, hallo, hallo!"”
: &t M h&t P’ )
.. Bob Cherry and Harry Wharton looked at John
Bull in surprise, as he propelled Skinner towards
them with a grip on the back of his collar.

8 er was resisting, but his resistance counted for nothing.
He was in a grip that seemed like a grip of iron. i
. John Bull marched his panting prisoner straight up to the
juniars, and halted in front of them. A crowd of fellows,
attracted by the unusual sight, soon gathered round, wonder-

mg what was up.
kinner was crimson in the face, and gasping for breath.
John Bull junior was perfectly calm and undisturbed.

“ What's the row?” asked Wharton.

“ Skinnor has been telling me somcthing about you,” said
Bull, in his direct way. “He wouldn't come and say it
before you of his own accord, so I've brought him.”

ere was a laugh.

It was a novel and direct method of dealing with a back-
gzt?ll-, and quite in accordance with the character of John

ull.

“* Faith, and it’s & broth of a boy he is!” oxclaimed Micky
Desmond. * Phwat stories-have ye been telling now, Skinuer
darling ?"*

‘“What did he say?’ asked Harry, with a glunce of con-
temgt at the crimson, panting Skinner. P

**I fancy he wants to make trouble between us,” said Bull.
“If you really seid the things he says you said we'll have
the gloves on at once and have it out. If you didn’t .8y
them I'll give this chap a hiding for lying to me. That's

usiness.”’

‘“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Did*you say that I wanted taking down a peg, and that
Emﬂd be glad to do it if I gave you ha!f a chance?’ asked

ull.

):thr,t‘o.n coloured.

“But -Skinner tried to make him say something of the
sort " exclaimed Bob Cherry indignantly. “He was here
just now trying it on.” , .

“Oh, I thought I saw his little game!” said Bull quiet!v.
‘*He's gat something up against both of us, and he’d like to
see us punching one another.’’

1 suppose that’s it,”’ said Harry.

"% Faith, and ye're right !’

“ Well, Pm not going to be dragged into a quarrel to please
a “third party,” said John Bull. “I don’t care twopence
whether fcoufd lick you, or you lick me. It doesn't matter,
that I can ses, so long as we're on friendly terms.”

‘* Just 80,"” said Harry, laughing.

“We're not going to let this rotter make trouble, then?”

* Certainly not " .

‘““Then he’d better have a licking as a lesson.”

“Good!”

“Leggo!" gasped Skinner. * You’re cho-cho-choking me!”

“Well, you ought to be choked!” said John Bull, shaking
him, a great doal as a terrior might bhave shaken a rat.
*“ Look here, yow had better own up. You were telling lics
to me a few minutes ago, weren't you?"’

“1 was—was j-joking.” . )

“ Wharton diJ not say what yoa said he said?”

¢ P-p-perhaps not exactly.”

“You were trFing to make trouble '

“Ow! Leggol” . .

John Bull released his prisoncr
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He faced Bkinner, who was gasping for breath, and pushed
back his cuffs. There was a grim, businesslike sxpression
upon John Bull’s face.

* Will you stand ap to Wharton or me?” he asked.

“Groo "

“You've got to do one or the other.” .

“Faith, and ye're right! Sure, I remimber Skinner
getting up a row between Ogilvy and me in the same way,”
exclaimed Micky Desmond indignantly. * Only -Ogilvy was
an ass, and he never saw the game.” '

‘* Well, you didn’t either,” maid Ogilvy.
‘“But ye were unrasonable.”

““You mean you were.” )

 Look here, you Scotch duffer—"

‘ Look here, you Irish chump——"

“ Faith, and 1 B

“ Rats |

It looked very mmch as if that former fistical encounter
between Ogilvy and Micky Desmond would be renewed.
But the juniors pushed them apart.

‘*Look here,” exclaimed Skinner, “it was only a joks,
end I—I don’t want. to fight ecither of vou.”

“Then I shall kick you out of the gym.,” said Bull.

:: Hold on! ',I’-—-—h”

o Eere g‘oaa o

John! Bull grasped Skinner by the shoulders and swung
him round.

Bkinner started forward to run.

As he did so, the new junior drove out his foot as if ha
were kicking for goal, and Skinner cought the full force of
it, and went staggering forward.

“ O 1 yelledSSkinner.

‘“ Ha, ha, hat”

Skinner broke into a desperate- run, and dashed out of
the gim._bcfore John Bull oould get in a second kick. He
left the juniors roaring with laughter behind him.,

Bulstrode was ¢oming up to the gym. as Skinner dashed
out, and they met outside, and Bulstrode put out a hand
to stop his associate.

‘*Hallo! What's the matter?” he exclaimed.

Skinner stopped, gasping for breath.

*Oh, nothing !" ke panted.

' What are you running for?"

** [I—I—nothing.” '

“You've been trying on the little game,” oxelaimed Bul-
strode, bursting inbo a roar of laughter, “and you've got
handled over-it. Ha, ha, ha!”

Skinner scowled savagely.

“ That chap ‘Bull is an outspoken brute,” he said.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!"”

“You can try it on yourself if you want it tried again,”
cxc!a‘u_lmed 8kinner engrily. “I'm done with it, I can toll
¥ou.

And he stamped on his way.

Balstrode grinned as he went into the gym. Ie was dis-
appointed, it is true, but Skiuner's discoinfiture in itse)f was
a consolation to him.

But his grin vanished as he saw John Bull chatting with
the chums of the Remove in the most amiable manner. . The
new junior was evidently on the best of terms with Hazry
Wharton & Co.

As a _matter of fact, Bull’s dircctness, and his frankness
in coming at once to IMarry Wharton with ths mischicf.
maker, had made a very favourable impression upon the
Famous Four.

John Bull might be a litile too outspoken in some res cots,
but there 'was no doubt thet he was frank, sincere, and true
to the core.

&Acnd they were qualiiies that appealed to Harry Wharton
‘0.

“It was jolly decent of you to come and have it out like
that,”” Harry Wharton said. “ If you had been a hot-headed
duffer like Micky here—"

“Sure, Wharton, and I—"

“ Why, we might have been fighting at the present mo-
ment, and Skinner grinning at us,” said Wharton. © Naw
Skinner's got what he deserves, though not as much as he
ought to have, the rotter.”

‘“ Faith, and ye're right there!”

“ Look here, John Bull, will you make cne of our party
to-morrow ! asked Wharton. “ You are the sort of chap

: We've got to make up twenty for the snow-
fight.”

John Bull nodded cheerfully.

“I'il come,” he said.

“Good ! |

“I suppose I'm coming with you to-morrow,” Bulstrode
-remarkeg, looking at Wharton in a kind of challenging
way.

Harry shook his head.
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“Ne,” ‘he replied “ You asked me to-ldave you eur.”

“Well, of course, I never really meoant that.”

.“You're out, anyway. Better say what you mean next
time,” said Wharton drily. . .

And _Bulstrode, thrusting his hands deep in his pockets,
walked away scowling.

—_—

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
The Garrison.

ARJORIE came out of the gates of Cliff House, with
a scarf round her neck against the bitter wind, an
e little shawl over her head. Miss Clara and Wil-
helmina followed her, and Grace and Kate Flynn.
The Eve girls walked down the lane towards the Black Pike,
following the path cut in the snow of the lane. .

There had been a fresh fall of snow that morning, and
the feathery flakes were still falling lightly.

Marjoric & Co. were in the highest of spirits.

The Cliff House challenge seemed - Jikely to work out, after
all, in a victory for.the CLif House girls, with the aid of
the fellows from Courtfield. Trumper & Co. had promised
to be there—fifteen of them from Courtfield County Council
School—and Marjorie had handed to the Courtficld leader
the neceesary shawls and other things for dxs&uiae.

True, the Grefr.iar:-. fellows expocted the fort to be
manned wholly by girls; but all was fair in war, and
Wharton had said that the girls could garrison the fort with
whomsoever thoy pleased.

There would be a surprise for the juniors when they
attacked.

Imstead of carrying everything before them with perfect
ease, they would find the fort held by a forco as strong as
their own; and with the advantego of snow walls to protect
them, there seemed little doubt that Trumper & Co. would
get the best of the ¢ombat, and that the
would be pat to the rum. .

““Here we are!” exclaimed Miss Clara, stopping at tho
gap in the hedge which gave access to the slope upon whioh
the snow fort was built.

The girls fauccl through the hedge.

A shout of -welconle groeted them.

Fiftcen lads of Courtfield School were therc, and they
had given the final touches to the fortifications.

The walls of snow were six feet high, and made of blocks
firmly jammed together, and inside a raised step of soow
ran round for the defenders to stand upon.

On this, in huge piles, were ready-made snowballs.

There was sufficicnt ammunition ta allow the defenders
of the fort to keep up a heavy fire for a very long time
without stopping to renew supplies.

A narrow opening had been left in the snow wall to give
edmission to the girls when they arrived. Trumper stood
in the o?emng. his cap in his hand, and a grin upon his
bronzed face. .

‘“ How do you like the fort?” he exclaimed.

Marjorie’s eyes danced.

“1 think it 1s splendid,” sho said.

“Ripping !"" eaid Miss Clara.

“1 tinks tat it is ferry goot, ain’t it, pefore.”

“We'll hold it against the Greyfriars bounders, anyway,”
said Grahame, with a laugh. * They're due in half an hour.
They’ll get a surprise.”

“A thtunning thurprise,” remarked Bolly.

*Come in,” said Trumper. “ We've got to block up
that © emnﬁ; and make it all safe, and then rig ourselves
up. ou’ll help us there, won’t you?”

“ Yes, indeed,’” said Marjorie.

The opening insthe snow wall was carefully Hocked up,
and now the circle of snow was unbroken, and ofiered no
access to the assniiants.

To get into the fort the Grey Friars had to chargze up the
slope, and scale the six-foot wall, in the face of the defenders’
?rc-—a difficult task even for Ilarry Wharton & Uo. to per-
orin.

“(Oh, it's simply top-notch!” said Miss Clara cnthusias-
tically.

“()h, Clara!™

“ 8o it is, Marjoric. We'll wake them up this time.”

“ VYoth, rather, Mith Clara.”

“ Now for the wigs!"™ said Trumper.

The girls sct to work. Marjoric opened a bag, in which
were a number of tresses of artificial hair of various hues,
which the girls had been accustomned to use in private
theatricals. They came in useful for another purpose now,

Tresses of curly golden hair were pinned to Trumper's
thick hair, and transformed his appearance wonderfully.

Then when a shawl vas pinned round his shoulders, and
a «ab of paint put upon his cheeks, and a touch of charcoal
on his eycbrows, there were few who could have recognised
the leader of the Courtfield fellows,

His chums stood round grinniog at him.

Trumper coloured a little,

* How do I look, you fellows?” he asked.
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“ All therene,” said Solly. . ;

“Beautiful " said Grahame. “I believe the Greyfriare
chaps will be so struck with your beauty that they won't be
able to come on. Ahem !

“(Oh, don’t be funuy !’ .

“Well, you're funny enough yourself,” said Grahame.

* Yeth, rather.”

Marjorie laughed, and went on with the work.

One” after another the Courtfield fellows were daubed,
wigged, and shawled. .

The result, secn from close guarters, was curious, .

The lads looked like girlé—rather roughslooking girle,
cortainly—as far down as their waists, the shawls covering
the upper part of them closeg.l .

Below the shawls appearcd their trousers and the tails of
their jackets. .

Grahame remarked that they looked somethin
maids, only not so good-looking.  They coul
grinning at one another. .

But scen from beyoud the snow walls, only their heads
and shoulders could be viewed, and there was no doubt that
they would pass for girls, unless the assailants got inside
the fort.

And that the Courtficlders did not mesn them $o do.

“There!” exclaimed Marjorie at last. *I think that will
do, and I am sure you all look very nige.” .

 Better than usual, I am sure,”’ said Mies Clara, with her
usuall h-naknl:ncaﬁl.f

“7T tink so, after.”

“It's nea.r'ly time for the Greyfriars boys to be here,”
said Grace, looking at her watch. G o

“Keep your.wcather eye open, mi thons,” said Solly

#“Jt would be thilly to be taken by thurprise, yoa

like mer-
not help

know.”

“Yes, rather!” z

The Courtficld fellows kept & gﬁ:d look-out.

In a very few minutes after t ﬁrepnutu::nl had bcen
completed there was a shout from Barney O'Neil.

** Here the apal(?eens come !’

Trumper snorted. . i :

‘ Shut up. you ass!” be exclaimed. ‘Do you want them
to hear you.”

*“ Faith, and why notft"

“ Chump [t

‘ Sure, and I—" L

“You ass! They're to suppose there are bnly girls here.
Do you think they'll take your blessed foghorn of a voice
for a girl's voice!” demunded Trumper.

* Faith, and I think—"*

* Shut up ¥’ .

* Trumper, darting—""

* Silence !’

* But sure——" . L. i

“Dry up, you chump! Miss Marjorie, you'd better speak
to the Greyfriars chaps when they come up. We aball have
to_keep mum.” .

Marjorie nodded.

She mounted upon o heap of snow inside the defences, and
scanned the lane in the direction of Greyfriars.

QOver the snowy hedye she oould sce the juniors.

There wore a score of them, with Harry Wharion & Co.
at their head, advuncing down the lanc, most of them laugh-
ing as they came.

It was pretty clear that they regarded the attack upon
the snow i'ur!. garrizoned by girls in the light of a huge joke.

They caught sight of Marjorie, and every cap came off at
once.

Marjorie nodded back. .

The Greyfriurs contingent marcbed on till they roached
the galp! in the hedge, and then they scrambled through into
tho field.

Marjorie heid up her hand.

« Halt!" she said.

The Greifriara juniors halted. .

““ We're here, ready for you,” said Marjorie.

“ 8o wo see,” eaid Harry Wharton, with a smile. * I hope
you won’t be too hard on us, Marjorie.”

** Oh, we'll let you off lightly, if you know when you've
had enough,”’ said Marjorie loftily.

There was a chuckle from the juniors.

©1 guess that's ali O.K.,” remarked Fisher T. Fish.

“ Stuff ! said John Bull. )

* Are you ready?” asked Marjorie.

* Quito ready, Marjorie.”

“ Then you van come un as soon as you like."

* Right-ho!”

Murjorie stepped down from view.

In & moment wore the snow wall was lined with heads; and
snowballs began to fly.
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THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
Holding the Fort.

ARRY WHARTON & Co. were under fire at once. They
were within a ghort distance of the snow fort, in easy
range for snowballs; and the missiles flew with a force

i that surprised them, considering that they came from
girls,
Smash, smash, smash! came the snewballs,

e of the juniors sorambled back hastily into the road

Others rushed up the slope to the attack, and were fairly

bowled over by the shower of heavy snowballs that poured
upon them.

Then they went scrambling back, too, and the whole party
streamed ont into the lane, whers the hedges covered them
from the fire.

Wharton rubbed the snow out of his eyes,

o Jove, this will bo warm!” he exclaimed:

“They're going to put up a good fght, anyway,” Bob
Cherry remarked.

Fisher T. Fish sniffed.

*“ Go for "em " he- exolaimed. ‘‘ Some of us can snowball
every head that shows over the walls, while the others make
a rush. I guess that's the way to take the giddy fort, and
that’s business.”

Wharton shook his head.

** They might be hurt,” he said.

€ guess—"" .

“Rats! We're not going to snowhall girls.” .

. But they'll tumble to it that wo'ro only making believe,”
remarked Bull.

**No. You can chuck light balls that won’t hurt.”

““ We shall not get into the fort that wz_x&r. Wharton.”

e

:: Then we'll koep out,” said Harry decidedly.
ucss—""
* Oh, cheese it, Fishy!"
"*“The choesefulness should be terrific, my worthy Yankful

chum,” murmured the dusky Nabob ¢f Bhanipur.

F_“hl kinder guess you'll get left, if you go on this way,” said
ish.

*“ We'll get left, then.”

‘ gue____n

" BM !ll .

‘' Well, let’s get on!" exclaimed Nugent. “It's jolly cold
standing here, talking."’ i

“ The coldfulness is terrific.”

“ Come on, then,' said Wharton. * We'll try a rush right
up the slope. As soon as we get in, they'll throw up their
hands, you know. We've only got to stand the fire till we
get into the fort.”

* Buck

The juniors scrambled through the hedge again, and made
s rush,

Up the slope they went, scrambling and tramping through
the snow. .

= Fire!” oried Marjorio, within tho snow fort.

The wall was lined with heads, while Lands grasped
snowballs,

Whiz whiz, whiz!

Crash, smash, smash(

‘““ Oh—oh "

[ 1 ow !II’

“Yarooh!"

¢ Grooh !"

* Oooch !

Smash, smash, smash:

Half way up the slo]po went tho charging juniors, but
several of them were rolling dazodly in the show now,

The others faced the incessant f‘:.millado bravely, but they
were growing confused, and half-blinded by the smashing
snowballs.

Fisher T. Fish was rolling over, and John Bull junior
rolled over him, and Nugent, Bob Cherry, Toun Brown,
und Mark Linley, added themselves to the heap.

Ogilvy, Morgan and Micky Desmond had crashed iuto
the hedge, and wera trying to cxtricato themselves,

The rest scrambled on blindly but resolutely.

Crash, smash, smash ! camo the whizzing snowballa,

It was amazing to tho Greyfriars juniors that girls' arms
could hurl missiles with 50 much furle, and keep up the fire
at such & apeed.

From what Wharton could see, about a dozen or fiftcen of
the defenders were kecping up tho fire, whilo the others stood
behind, handing them a oonstant supply of snowballs for use.

The fusillade was inocssant, and thy air seemed to be thick
with whizzing snowballs.

One after another the Giroyfriars juniors rolled over.

Hal;'! Wharton and throe or four more ‘were all who
reached the snow wall at last, and strove to climb over it.
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But as they draggeg at the snow, snowballs simpl{ rained
upon them from above, and they were hurled back, blizd and
breathleas. .

John Bull had picked himself u[i), and he came charging
ldlp 'th% slope again like the animal from whom his name was

erived. .

Bull’s chief characteristic was his obstinate determination,
as_the Greyfriars fellows had already discovered.

It showed up to (food advantage now, and stood the new
junior in good stead. .

Careless of the snowballs that smashed on his face and
chest and legs, the new Removite pushed forward.

He reached the snow wall, as Harry Wharton & Co.
recled away from it, blinded with snow, and out of breath.

John, Bull grasped at the snow wall, and, driving his
hands deep into it, began to clamber over.

Snowballs rained upon him from above.

He did not heed them.

Smash, smash! ‘ .

With his eyes shut to keep the snow opt, and his teeth
clenched, John Bull fought his way on. .

He was twico pushed off the wall by the sheer force of the
snowballs raining uﬁon him, but each time he dragged away
whole armfuls of the defences, and thus effected a breach
in the wall. . )

For the third time he came on, plunﬁmg desperately into
the wall, and forcing a 'passage through. . .

Another minute, and he would .have been in the fort, and
Harry Wharton & Co., rallying on the slope, would have
followed him in.

But a Pair of powerful hands grasped John Bull, and he
was whirled round, and sent spinning down the slope.

He was 30 astounded by that powerful grasp that he made
not t&io loast resistance, and was flung away without a
struggle.

He orashed into Harry Wharton, and sent the Remove
captain whirling, too, and both of them rolled over in the
snow. John Bull had clutched at his assailant for a moment,
and had caught something in his hand, it was in his
handd still as he rolled over. He did nof know what it was,
but he kept hold of it. . g

He rolled into the hedge with Wharton, and they scrambled
out into the road. The rest of the juniors, baffed and
breathless, and covered with snow, followed them.

“By Jove!"” gasped Harry Wharton. “It’s not so easy
after all!”

John Bull panted for breath.

‘“ We'vo been done!" he said,

“Eh? Whut do you mean?"

“They're not girls in the fort.”

“ What?"' yelled a dozen' voices. .

‘' Somebody took hold of me, and chucked me out,” said
John Bull. * You know I'm not weak, but he was quite
:s strong as 1 was. And look here, this came off in my

and.’

He held it up to view. i

It was a tress of yellow hair. L.

'[he Greyfriars juniors stared at it in amazement.

“ My only hat!" ejaculated Wharton, at last. ‘' It's a
jape on us! They've got some fellows there to help them!”
*Tho japefulness is terrific.” .

“ That accounts!" exclaimed Tom Brown. ‘I was joliy
certain that girls couldn’t chuck snowballs in that way. 'hy,
it was like facing blessed cannons!” i

“ I guess so. Jevver get left?”’ grinned Fisher T. Fish.

1 wonder who they are!"

““ We'll soon know I"* said Wharton dete inedly. “I eaw
Marjorie and Clara, but I shouldn't wonder if all the rest
are fellows. They're doing the snowballing—I can sce th:t
now—and the girls are keoping them supplied. What asses
we've been not to guess it!'’

“1 guess I smelt a rat-—-""

“I guess you didn’t! But we'll jolly soon have the fort
now !"" said l;'(!urry Wharton. * Back up, you fellows!"

And the Greyfriars juniors gathoered round their leader,

THE TWENTY-SECOND CHAPTER.
Well Won !

RUMPER & CO. were rejoicing. The Greyfriars atinck
had been beaten hollow; and, so far as the garrison of
the snow fort knew, the jape had not been discoveral,

. Irumper hardly thought the enemy would come on
again.
5L They've boen licked to the wide!” he said, with great
satisfaction.
““ Yeth, rather!" agreed Solly.
‘“Keep & look-out though!™ said Marjorie. “I am sure
Harry will not give in very quickly.”

The °"“ﬁ§ ?{A g;loomb. Grammar School are in E!! £ :HPIBI:"
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you know.’
“ Faith, and here they come I” exclaimed O’Neil.
“Hallo! Look outl'
¢ Fire "
The - Courtfielders were en their guard
onoe maré faces lined the wall, and snow

the air, :
But they had a more dangerous attack to face this éime,
rry n knowing “that he had boys, and not girls,
to deal with, had made a completé chang® in his tactics,

Half the Greyfriars party were statio at the hedge, with
heaps of snowballs, to keep up a fire over the heads aof the
attacking party. ’

The rest were to charge after Wharton up the slope.

The party behind, whHo had Bob Cherry to lead them, were
to keep up a fire as fast as they could; but as soon as the
attack was in full swing Nugent was to lead half a.dozen
of them round the field, and attack the fort on the other side.

Harry Wharton & Co. charged the fort.

Whiz! Whiz! Whiz! came the snowballa.

Crash! Smash! . . .

The juniors reeled over under the fying missiles, which
smashed and broke upon them on all sigeu; but they picked
themselves uﬁv and charged again.

/And the fe! {ows behind hurled snowballs with just as much
vim and vigour as the eemy, and the faces of the Courtfield
fellows suffered.

" They had to look ovér the walls to aim their missiles; but
every head that showed above the line was a target-at once.

Smash! Smash! Smasht

Back reeled the defenders from the walls, as the snowballs
Frlo_ko_ in their faces, and the defence slackened, the fire
“faltering. .

. Harry Wharton & Co. tock immediate advantage of it, rush-
'mf on with renewed speed, and dm& gained the wall.

. It had already been ged by their previous attack’; and,
instead of trying to climb over it, they set themselves to drag
the snow awsy and meke a breach through it.

The snowballs rained upon them from above.

Bat thehy; stuck to the work. =~ |

Meanwhile, Nugent. was leading his followers round to the
reer of the fort, which was left quite unguarded byr Trumpor
& Co. in the haste and hurry of repelling the frontal attack.

“ IC,i,o for 'em !” shouted ry Wharton, . ‘‘8ock it into

““The sockfulness is. terxific!”’ panted the Nabob of Bhani-
pur. “Ow! I have a'terrific snowball in my estecemed eye "’

“Ha, ha haP

“ Btick to it 1"’

“ Go for 'em I"* .

Crash! Smash! Plunge! o 2 g 3

Harry Wharton and John Bull, side by si;il? went plunging
through the snow wall, and rolled head .and heels into the

fort.

“ Faith, here they are!” yelled Barney O’'Neil,

“ All therene! Chuck them out!”

“ Courtfield cads !’ gasped Harry Wharton.
socks|”

“ Hurrah for Greyfriars!’”’

“ Back up !

Wharton and Bull were grasped in strong hands, and sent
whirling out the way they had come, and they rolled over,
and sent several of their followers rolfmg over, on the snowy

slope.

ut, like Antceus of old, they seemed to gather strength
from the earth every time they went down, and to jump up
with renewed vigour to return to the attack.

They came on agpin undauntedly.

But the numbers, as well as the position, were against them,
and the attack would have .been repulsed but for a sudden
diversion in the rear. )

Frank Nugent and the rest of the Greyfriars party had
arrived on the other side of the snow fort.

They scrambled over the snow wall almost without inter-
raption, and announced their arrival with a yell.

' Hurrah for Greyfriars!”

Then they tumbled into the fort.

Marjorie called out, and Clara shrieked, and Wilhelmina
screamed. Trumper & Co. swung round to face the new
enemy.

‘ng’n‘i.on saw the slackening of the defence, and knew that
his opportunity had come. ¢ shouted to his comrades:

‘Then he leeped through the breach into the fort.

Truraper grasped him, and they closed, and rolled on the
ground together, and several other fellows rolled over them.

But Wharton’s followers wete Ipouring in.

Nugent and his party were .all inside, and Wharton's com-
rades quickly joined them; and now the combat was at close

uarters.

4 Snowballs were no longer of any use, and the Courtfield
fellows and the Greyfriars juniors wrestled and pommelled
excit.edlg‘f.

The Cliff House girls, of course, were out of the conflict.
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They knew now that the Greyfriars fellows knew the facts,
and the affair was betweén the rival schdols.

A.qd} Bow they were at close quarters, the odds were on the
side of the Greyfriars paity, for they were twensy to fifteen.

The Courtfielders were ‘rolled: over, b And bumped
in the smow; and Trumper, rcleasing. hi from Harry
Wharton at last, and, jumping up, found that he was almost
the oni{ fellow left standing. i

Greyiriars were triuniphant ! .

“Sock-it to the

‘“Sock, it to "em !’ roared Bob- Cherry.
bounders! Down with Courtfield I’

“ Hurray I

*Go {or ’em)”

““ Chuck 'em out !’ shouted Wharton.

‘*Ha, ha, ha! Hurray!’

Solly Lazarus was the first to go. Chrasped by Wharfen and
Ogilvy, he.was hurled out of the for} and semt rolling dgwn
the slope. He stuck in the hedge at the bottom and remamed
there, gasping and snorting. \ .

Trumper was collared nex$, and sent folling after him.

Then went the other Courtfieldera one after enother,
struigiing helplessly in the grasp of the juhiors, but going
all the samec.

Grahame was the last io go, and he Eut up & stout fight,
and it took three of the Grey Friars to hurl him forth.

But_hurled forth he was, and he joined the rest of the
Courtfield party at the bottom of the sloge.

The Greyfriars party burst into a breathless cheer.

‘“Hip-hip-hurray "’ . .

The ground was strewn with - wigs, tresses, and shawls
The disguised Courtfielders had'lost all their borrowed plumes
in_the final struggle. L

Harry Wharton turned towards Mar)log'la & Co. after the
last of the Courtfielders had been sent rolling.

‘" Well,. here we are!’ he remarkéd.

Marjorie was trying. not to langh.

‘“Yes, I seo you are,’”’ she paid.

“ Horrid of you "’ said Miss Clara, with a toss of her golden
curls. **I did not think you could be so rough and herrid I'*
Wharton stered, .
“’B-b-but you challenged us to capture the fort?” he said.

"I know we did !’ .

“We weren't going to be rough at sll, even if we got
licked,”” said Wharton. *Only Bull found out that there
were boys here, and not girls, and then we went for ’em.”

*“'Yeos, rather 1 )

‘' The ratherfulness is terrific.” o

“] guess we've captured this fort,” seid Figheér T. Fish
“Jevver get left, Miss Marjorie?"’ .

“Dry up, Fishy! After all,”” said Harry Wharton, struck
by a eudden idea,* this doesn't count as a defeat for Cliff
House, you know.” )

** Doesn’t it?'* said Migs Clara dubiously. e

“Certainly not. It isn’t you who have beenlicked; iA's
the Courtfield chaps,’” said Wharton eagerly, ‘' You haven's
taken part in the thing at all, except in looking opn, _l.m‘.l—
and just handing those chaps snowballs. They’ve Lean licked,
and—and we've been very nearly licked; but you haven’t’
been licked at all. You come out of the affair the ‘best of
the lot really.” ’

Marjorie’s cheeks dimpled as she smiled.

“That is a very nice way of putting it, at all events,” she
said. ““TUpon the whole, I think we can forgive you.”

‘* Yes, I think so,”” assonted Miss Clara.

Wharton did not quite see what thore was to be forgiven.
But he accepted the forgiveness with a proper m

** Thank you!” he said.' “ And, now 1t's all over, we might
ali go and celebrate the—the victory, you know, in the {ea-
chop at Pegg—the Courtfield c_h"l]’: an all.'”

“That will be ripping!” said Miss Clara, with sparkling
eyes. i

“TIt is very kind of you, Ifarry!” said Marjorie softly.

‘“ I'll speak to Trumper.”

The Courtfield fellows had picked themselves up, and were
debating whether to charge the fort, when Harry
called to Trumper’: ‘

“ Trumper, old som, will you make it pax ?ow, and come
and have a feed with us in the village? The girls are coming.”

Trumper grinned.

“ Wil} a duck swim ¥’ was his counter-query.

And a party—somewhat battcred some of them, but very
mcerry all the same—Ileft the snow fort behind, and all rivalr
was soon buried in the cheerfulness of a hospitable bo&!t{
And so, cheerfully, ended .the conteést caused by the CLff
House challenge. ’

s THE END.
(Another long, complete Tale of Harry Wharton & Co., by

Fremk Richards, next Tuesday,
Order your copy in advance, Price 1d,)
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IN THE UNDERGROUND TUNNELS.

Stanley Dare knew that it was more than likely that this
was the case. e had fallen into the power of the ** Ravens,”
of that he felt assured—the gang of miscreants who had com-
passed the death of his client, Lawrence Martin— ang( froin
what he had learnt about them—Ilittle enough though that was
—he knew that it would be useless to look for any mercy from
any member of that band of thieves and murderers. In all
probability they would not even trouble to descend and re-
move his {;ody after they were sure of his death. The vault
would make an excellent tomb.

The outlook was black indeed for Stanley Dare. But a
maxim which the young detective believed in implicitly was
.the time-worn one: “ While there is life there is hope"'—or,
as the British tars used to put it in the good old days, when
they fought in the *‘ wooden walls of England,” *‘ Never say
die while there's a shot in your locker!”

Dare was considerably handicapped by having to cxplore
the place in rather more than semi-darkness, for his stock of
matches was getting low, and he could not venture now to use
more than one at a time.

“If I could only find something that I could make into a
sort of a torch,” he exclaimed, I should be a bit more com-
fortable! Ah, there is something on top of that heap of fallen
masonry! A rope, by jingo! The very thing!"

He caught hold of it, but it came to pieces in his hand as he
gave a pull on it. It was rotten with extreme age. The
match went out. He had clambered up on to the top of the
rubbish-heap, and, sitting down upon it, leaned his back
against the wall.

All at once something gave way behind him and he was
srecipitated backwards, turning a complete somerszult, and
‘anding in a sitting posture on some loose earth and stones.

“Tt seems to be my fate to have some uncomfortable sur-

rises,”” muttered Dare. “Where on carth am I now?
Fallen through some old blocked-up side-chamber of the vault,
I expect. Well, I think I must be extravagant and use three
matches all at once to give a decent light to investigate my
new surroundings.’’

The wax matches flared up, the flame burning brightly and
steadily. Dare held the miniature torch above his head and
peered through the gloom.

Then a cry of horror burst from his lips, and he recoiled a
pace, for, out of the darkness, and advancing, as it seemed,
slowly towards him, came the figure of Death itself!

It stopped before it reached him, for which the young de-
toctive felt decidedly thankful, although his nerves were of
steol. A gruesome visitor of that sort was the very reverse
of pleasant under such circumstances; but, having no super-
stitious fears or fancies, Dare meant to have a closer look
at it.

There were some pieces of worm-eaten wood and a few
fragments of rotten rope on the ground; so, after kicking
these together in a heap, he set fire to them and soon had a
dec?nt blaze, whieh was decidedly comforting in those chilly
vaults,

Then by the wavering red light he made a clear inspection
of the affrighting thing which at first had seomed like Death
itself come to claim him.

It was a skeleton. That, of course, he had realised the
moment he got over his first shock of surprise. But how
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STANLEY DARE

eleclive

INTRODUCTION.

Stanley Dare, the Boy Detective, is visited one day by a man named
Martin who has had sent to him at different times four raven’s feathers
accompanied by a warnmﬁ letter.
sender, but the same night
investigations lead himto a Jew's house where heis admitted toone of
the rooms. He converses with two men he finds there,
lights are put out, the floor gives way from under his feet presipitating
him into an underground vault.
conscious. When he recovers he finds that all exits to the vault are
closed up.
here to

. Dare promises to try and find the
Martin is mysteriously poisoned. Dare's

Suddenly the
The young detective is rendered un-

. “I am trapped,” he mutters.
ie slowly of starvation? "

(Now go on with the Story.)

“Do they mean to leave me

came it that a skeleton had the power to move? For that the
gruesome object had moved there was not the shadow of a
doubt.

An explanation of the phenomenon was soon forthcoming.
Tho skeleton was fastened on to a wooden frame which
worked in a groo%te, and the fall of masonry which Dare had
broken through when he leaned back had by some means or
other set the frame in motion.

. The arms of the grisly relic were extended, and rusty nails
that protruded through the bones of the hands and feet were
Eretty conclusive evidence that the poor wretch whose flesh
ad once olothed this now mouldering skeleton had been
brought down there and crucified.

What crime he had committed, who could guess now? Per-
haps he had merely broken some strict monastic rule —perhaps
been guilty of some far greater crime. No doubt many a
deed of horror had been committed in those vaults in the
olden days; and now, hundreds of years later, a gang of
desperate criminals were keeping up the record, though their
crimies were not committed in the name of religion,

“ What could be the idea of the movable frame?” Dare asked
himself. * Was it for the purpose of scaring other persons
out of the vaults whose prying eyes might have found out too
much? Or did it eonceal some secret means of exit? Those
old time monks and friars were not in the habit of construct-
ing things which were of no use.”

There was a slight current of air passing through the cell,
and the young detective reflected that to produce a draught
there must be an inlet and outlet. The aperture might be
too small even to allow his hand to pass through; but if it
could be found it might be enlarged.

Stepping past the framework with its ghastly burden, Dare
pushed his way along the stone-paved tunnel on the further
side of it. The unsteady flame of the fire threw queer, moving
shadows here and there, like phantoms starting up to see who
this venturesome stranger might be, daring to penetrate their
haunts.

But what was that shining a little way in front of him? A
point of light, steady and untwinkling! It was certainly not
a reflection of the fire he had built, for it was beyond the
radius of illumination from that source.

He scrambled on, over debris of every description, and
more than once over human bones. But he cared nothing for
that. He was petting nccustomed to horrors, and ceased to
hoed them. The point of light grew larger and brighter as
he advanced.

Then suddenly there rang out upon the silence of those
ghostly vaults a harsh, croaking voice that trolled out a song
which for grucsomeness was thoroughly in keeping with the
place:

“Down in the vaul.s the dead men lie,
And their fleshless lips are grinning.
But as iron crumbles away in rust,
So their bones will crumble away to dust.”
Then why play the game when the stake is high,
And Death is always winning "

The weird verse ended in a burst of cackling laughter that
was even worse to hear than the song.

Dare came to a standstill. Who could this uncanny singer
be who indulged in such ghastly merriment in this abode of
horrors?
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Th eProfessor on the Trall—~The Jew at the 0id Shop has
Another Visitor—A Stransge Experience,

"“Weel, weel,” murmured the professor, Seth MacAndrew,
as he puffed celmly at an old briar pipe that was a regular
veteran among pipes, ‘“it's a queer world ! Here am I gaeing
on a wild-goose chase intae the East of London, and, maybe,
running ma heed intac danger, when 1 ought to be sitting
doon tae ma books or tae a nice comfortable dinner—for T'm
needing a bit rest. But it is twenty-four hours sin’ the laddie

uittecF the hoose, and he washa oxpecting tae be awa' half
that length of time. I'm anxious-aboot him, so I'll need tae
try and find oot what has become of him.”

e worthy Scotsman started to hunt for hie hat,

He used to put his hat dewn anywhere on coming into a
house, but he never seemed to have the remotest idea where
he had put-it, consequently this search for his headgear was
quite a common occurrence when he wanted to go out again.

“It’'s an awfu’ trouble and waste of tinte, having tee take
a hat off, and leave it— Hey, here it is}” . .

He crammed it on his head, tock a heavy walking-stick
from the stand, and went down the stairs into the strect.
Here he paused for a moment to consult o notebook.

“+The old shop—Denyer Street, Eust,”’* he said. “I could
verra weel do with a plather direction. But I'Hl find it.”

Mounting on to a Blackwall omnibus at the corner of
Chancery Lane, the professor, after making a number of in-
quiries, found himself staring into the window of a second-
hand shop in Denyer Street, exactly as Stanley Dare had becn
doing twenty-four hours previously. -

“This must be tho place,” he muttered. *It's an auld
shop, sure enough, and the things that are in it are—weel,
if they’re not auFd, they're verra dirty.”

Glancing up, he read the name over the shopfront—* Isaac
Cohen.” ith a half-suppressed smile twitching the corner
of his mouth, Professor MacAndrew entered the second-han
emporium. He was a rare student of human nature, and the
prospect of a bargain-tussle with a gentleman of the Hebrew
persuasion was likely to afford him a grand opportunity for
the study of character.

For the moment he had almost forgotten the young detec-
tive, and that he had come East to try and obtain news of
him rather than to study character.
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Ho had qualified in his {‘ounger days, and started a practice,
but had long since given 1t up. .
(,c:;aB“ you don’t practith in thith ncighbourhood " observed
Johen.
** No,” said MacAndrew.
He did not consider it necessary to inform the Jew that he
did not practise at all now—at least; not in the ordinary

way,

“Vell, then,” pursued Cohen. “I'm glad you came into
my shop. There ith & man in—vell, in & rcom down below,
who hath met with & bad accidens. He wanth medical atten-
tion, and a high fee will be paid to the doctor who prescribeth
for him. But there are conditions.”’

‘“ Name them,” replied MacAndrew.

On_hearing the Jew's words, a terrible foreboding had
seized him—that the man who was auq}pmd to have met
with a bad accident was really Stanley Dare, who had been
the victim of .foul rlny, erhaps. If thie was the casc, and
his life wae in peril, he (MacAndrew) might find a means of
eaving him, That the Jew—and, presumably, his associates
- ghould want a doctor to see him was not ro strange a
request as might be supposed. They probably wanted to
find out whether he would live or d’ire, g0 that they could
thape their actions accordingly.

**Come into the back parlour,” eaid Cohen.
talk thith business over in the shop." .
. Professor MacAndrew followed the grimy old Israelite
into a emall room at the back of the shop that was even
more grimy than himself. Here a welldressed man wae
scated, smoking a very large cigar. He glanced curiously
at the professor as he entered with the Jew. The man was
Tony assett, one of the pair who had trapped the young
detective. :

“Thith ith_a doctor,” observed Cohen, going through a
sort of introduction. ‘e hath half promieed that he vill
prescribe for our friend who hath et with an aocident.
have told him there are conditions, and he would like to
hear them.”

“Ve can't
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Isanc Cohen came forward, rubbing his clawlike hands
together,

“ Yat can I do for you, sir?’ he inquired. .

“I'm wanting to look at some old china,” replied the
professor.

“You've coime to the right ehop,” Cohen hastened to
assure him. “I thell the real sthuff. No faked-up marksh
here.”

He produced a willow-pattern plate, a very fair imitation
of genuine old china; but MacAndrew, who was an exccllent
judge without being a collootor, detlected the fraud at once.
i—leilcw off the dust and exumined it.

“Hoo much & dizen would ye be wanting for plates like
this?" exclaimed MacAndrew drily. “Ye could get some
more, ’m thinking, frae the manufacturer.”

The Jew's face fell. He had had to deal with Scotemen
before, and knew that there was & possibility of his coming
out sccond-best in ¢ bargain with one. But he stuck to his
TUnS.

§ “ That'sh genuine old china,” he persisted.  “ How can any
more be made? I'll thell you that one for fiftcen shillings.
There ain't a dozen more like it in London.”

“I'm glad tae hear it!” retorted MacAndrew, putting the
plate back om the counter.

He was trying to think how he could frame an inquiry as
to whether Dare had called in at the shop on the previous
evening without exciting the old Jew's suspicion;  for he
guessed, as the young detective had done, that the estensible
husiness of selling second-hand goods and curiositics was a
mere blind to eover far less innocent transactions, A box of
surgical instruments caught his eye.

“Iot me look at those instruments,” he said. ** Age doecsn’t
add to their value, anyhow.”

Isaac ('when darted a sharp glance at him from under his
shaggy eycbrows as he handed him the case.

“ Are you a doctor, thir?”' he asked.

“1 am,” replied the professor.
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“ The conditione are very easily told,”’ said Bassett, as he
flicked the ash [rom his cigar. “If you care to agree to
them vou will carn a large fee, Dr.—Dr.—— I beg your
pardon, 1 did not catch your name.”

** My name doesna’ matter,” replied MacAndrew. “I am
a stranger in this neighbourhood, so ye'd be none the wiser
il I1old ye. But I am willing to earn a large fee if I find
1 can comply with your conditions.”

*“You are cautious,” laughed Bassett. “ Well, T won't
quarrel with vou for that. We don’t want to engage a man
who iulks. The conditions are these: You must submit to
be hlindfolded when you are taken from this room to the
jflace where your patient is now lying; that you make no
artempt to find out who he is, or anything more about us
than you know at present; and that you will not afterwards
make any reference to anything you see or hear while acling
in your professional capacity for us.”

* Your condeetions are peeculiar,” replied MacAndrew;
‘“‘but I sce no objection to complying with them.”

*Thut vas all right, then,” «aid the Jew,

“1 must warn you,” pursued Bassctt, ‘‘ that, having once
unslertaken to abide by them, it will not do for you to break
venr word. Swift and terrible retribution will follow &
letrayul of your promise.”

1 perfcc”i understand the compact,” said MacAndrew,
“Yaou can take me to your patient as soom as you like. I
mu-{ tell you that I have no aurgical instruments with me if
they should be required; and, of tourse, no drugs.”

I think we shall he able to supply all you need in that
reepect,” answered Bassett. ‘' If not, we can procure any-
thing that you require. And now, if you are ready, we will
blindfold you.”

I am quite ready.”

The Jew produced a handkerchief, which, not Leing one
of hLis own, was, fortunately, clean, and quiekly bound it
«ver the professor's eyes, a tack at which he seemed to be an
adept.  Then Basseit took hold of his hand, and led him
out of the room, along a short possage, and down a long
flighit of stone staire.

27
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The air was cold and elammy, by which sign the professor
knew that he was in a deep underground chamber or
passage. Isaac Cohen now came to the.other side of him,
and he was led forward between the two men. He counted
‘the paces he took after descending the stairs one hundred
and ninety—then they came to a halt. ‘

Baesett gave s peculiar whistle, which it would have
taken a coneiderable amount of practice to 1muta.fe. Bolts
were shot back, a key was turned in a lock, and a door
creaked on its hinﬁee as it was swung open.

“ Vun shtep up,” directed Cohen. .

MacAndrew, still lod between the two, took the upward
step, and then forward about half a dozen paces, when a
halt was made again. The bandage was removed from his
eyes.

MacAndrew cast a rapid glance around him. He had the
taculty of being able to grasp all the essential details of his
surroundings almost instantly.

- He found himself in a large, oblong room with a stone
floor. It was lit by a gas jet at one end. A table, three
chairs, and a truckle-bed comprised the ferniture, and a
small Ameriocan stove kept the place warm.

- His patient, the man who was supposed to have met with
an accident, was lying on the bed with his head bandaged.
MacAndrew heaved a sigh of relief as he saw that it was not
Stanley Dare. But what had become of the young detec-
tive? The question puzzled and troubled him. However,
he oould not try to work out an answer to it just then. Firet
of all, he must see what he could do for the wounded man.

_He was about to remove the blood-stained bandage from
his head, when the man opened his eyes, and slopped him
with a geeture.

. ' That is nothing!” he gasped. “It is the stab in my
side that is the worst. If you could just give me a little
sage—"

He waf covered up to the chin with a rough horse-blanket,
which was made to serve for bedclothing. The professor
removed it, and saw that the man’'s shirt on the right eide
was soaked with blood. With his penknife he ripped the
shirt up, and a &hastly wound was revealed, the only
attempt to dress it having been the placing of a pad of
medicated wool over the gash.

“Mon, I'm thinking iny surger
avail here,’ said MacAndrew. <

pital.”

will not be of muckle
ou must be taken to a

" “'That e out of.the question,” interposed Bassett. *‘ You
must do your best for him, that is aﬁ‘.’s At least, you can
let us know whether he is likely to pull through.”

He spoke callously, puffing at a cigar.

- The shrewd 'Bcotenan guessed that all Bassett and lLis
ansociates wanted to make sure of was whether there was
any likelihoed of the man recovering. And it was tolerably
certain that they hoped he wouldn't..

- There were two others of the gang in the room in addition
to Basseit and the*Jew. They were sitting at the table
playing eards, and did not trouble to interruFt their game,
except to dart a suspicious glance at the professor when he
referred to a hospital.

.A look in the wounded man's eyes and a slight mofion of
his hands oconveyed to MacAndrew the idea that he had
something to say to him which he did not want the others
to hear. It was difficult to find out a way to arrange that,
for the Jew and Bassett
were standing close be-
side the wretched bed.

His only plan was to
ask for various surgical
instruments, antiseptics,
ete.,, which he thought
it possible they would
have to go and fetch
from the shop above or
from a cher "’

But in - ne was
disa inted. Threo
out of the four things
which he asked for
were produced at once
by the Jew. The
fourth, a drug, he was
informed could not be
obtain

“But ye told me I
could have anything I
required,”” said the pro-
fessor.

¢ Anything in reason,”
zorrected Bassett. “ We
2an’t obtain the drupg

for you, so there’s an end to the matter. Your patient
seems to have revived a bit since you came, 0 he may be
able to answer a few questions that is is necossary I should
put to him."” X .

““ You will get no answers from me!"” cried the wounded
man, with a sudden accession of strength. * You can kill

me, but you ean’t make me speak! You have killed me,
you murderer! You and Scathe, you cowards! Look here,
gir!"”

He laid his thin hand on MacAndrew's arm.

* You can do nothing for me now,” he went on. “I am
past the help of doctors, but I may put a spoke in the wheel
of the coward who stabbed me. Tt was Scathe, though he
was helped by Bassett and others! I am_a member of this
gang«-—tﬁe Ravens—and they planned to kill a inan who had
once done me a good turn. I meant to warn him, but I
was too late. They found out what 1 was going to do, and
this is the result. But they want to get a secret from me
before I die. They won't! I denounce Bassett as the
murderer of—"'

With a snarl of rage, Bassett sprang forward and struck
the dying man a savage blow upon the lip.. The wanton
brutuﬁt)' of this cowardly act roused thé usuallv calm pro-
feesor to euch a pitch of indignant anger that, without stop.
ping to consider what the consequences might be, he gripped
the fellow by the throat, and shook him ag a terrier would
shake a rat; for the Scotsman was as hard as nails, and
stronger than moset men supposed. Then he flung him from
him, and Bassett fsll heavily, striking his licad sharply on
the stone flags. ; i

Having accomplished this feat, MacAndrew turned again
to the wounded man, and bent over him. But he was,
indeed, beyond human aid now. .

Professor MacAndrew drew himself to his full height and
faced the miscreants, who were moving towards him wirh
threatening looks. . o

*“The man is dead!” he said, pointing to the body.
“Ye'll know among ye who has the guilt of his murder on
his soul !”

Bassett had by this time staggored to his feet, somewhat
dazed by his fall, but with his face convuleed with fury.

** You shall pay for having laid hands on me!" he cried.
“And you know more now than i g for ron more
than we allow outsiders to know of our affairs. You have
seen an example of the manner in which we deal with a
man who is a menace to us. Self-preservation is the first
law of Nature, you know, Mr. Soots doctor; and we mean
to preserve ourselves, though it may cost a dozen lives to do
g0 ! Catch hold of him, and slip the irons on him!”

The two men addressed rushed at the professor, and, after
a short struggle, managed to force him, face downwards, on
to the table, while his arms were jerked up behind him.

Isaac Cohen had produced a pair of handeufts. and was
leaning forward to snap them on MacAndrow's wrists, when
a sharp report echoed through the room.

At the same instant, with the ring of nietal upon metal,
the handeuffs were struck from the Jew's grasp by a hullet.

There were shouts and oaths and wwmentary confusion,
<uring which MucAndrew wus released.  1lis assailanis had
no clear idea from which side of the room the shiot had Leen
fired, and still less who had lired it, for ihere was no one
viaible eave themselves.

They were, Lowever, to be enlightened in a stariling
manner. A clear voice
broke in upon their
nmuiterings,

¢ Hands up, you four
lniscreants ! I have you
covered, and the man
who does not obey will
be shot!”

The Jew did nol hesi-

e tate.  Ile put his hands

e i nlhove his hoa(; with

the  greatest  alacrity,

JGHN BULL JUNIUR for he wus terribiv
scarecl. The others ouly

The new boy, whom vou will j ¥ 3

~Z—_ find a8 good ’I. “aport” us the fie<itated  for a mo-
. members of the famous Co., takes ment s then slowly and
the leading part In our next tale f sullenly they, too, raismd

of Greyfriars, and there i3 no lack
of fun and laughter.

Please order your “John Bull
dunior” NOW.

their hands.

A~ they stood there,
bufHed. ut the mercy of
an un-<een foe, a weird,
uncanny  laugh echoel
through the chamber of
ceath.

(Anithey exciting instal.

awu-nt of this pepular gerinl
niext Tuesday.)
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