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A Splendid, Long, Complete School Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.

By FRANK

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Back to Scheol!
THERE were faces at all the windows in the train, and

a deafening din proceeding from most of the
CArTIALNS. he express swept on through a snowy
lundseape, leaving a trail of black smoke and an
echo of shouting veoices behind.
The boys of Greyiriars were returning to school affer
the Christmas vaeation. The special train was crammed
from end to end, and, although by no means glad that
the holidays were over, the trainload of youthful humanity
geemed in high enough spirits, and they were celebrating
theirhm’rurn fo the old school in the most vociferous way
assble,
p}e‘rmn one carriage especially the din was terrific. It
was o carriage ﬂccu?wd by fellows belonging to the
Remove—the wer Fourth Form. The Removites of
Greyfriars penerally made their presence heard wherever
they were, but on the present occasion they were excelling
all previous efforts.
Tho carriage was crammed; every seat was taken, and
fellows were standing at ithe windows or sitting on oné
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another's lneea. Frank WNugent was playing the “Grand
March” from “ Tannhauser '’ on his mouth-organ.  Tha
cftect, from a musical point of wiew, ‘was _aumﬁwhfxt
spoiled by the fact that Bob Cherry was playing “ Bill
]'?niley " on a tin whistle at the same time.  Bulstrode,
Skinner, and Stott were telling zome unknown person, at
the full force of their lungs, to love them and the world
wag theirs.  Wun Lung, ﬂu} Chinese boy, was singing &
song in Chinesa, which had an apparently endless refrain
of “* Ko, ke, Lo, ke, ko, ko, ki!"=—or somcthing that
sounded like that, Hurree Jomset Ram Singh, the Hindu
junior, not to be outdene, had burst into an unintelligible
chanting melody, celebrating the heroie deeds of Rama,
in a language only known to himeelf. Harry Wharton
was almest the only one who was not singing something,
und he was stopping his ears.

“Hold on, you chaps!" exclaimed Nugent, suddenly
Lreaking off his stirring march. ' You're off-side! Can't
vou keep quigt, and listen to the musie?”

“ That's what we want vou to do,” seid Bulstrode, "1
wish you'd shut up that unearthly iInstrument. tie it,
Skinny! Buck up, Stoft! ‘Leo-o-o-vae me, and the world
is mi-ina ! "
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“Beb—I eay, Bob, old man, do back-pedal with that

whistlz !’

“HRata! I must play something, or I shall hear
Bul:stroda sing.'

* Ha, ha, hal”

“1 eay, you fellows,” said Billy Bunter, from his

corner, where he was eating sandwiches at express speed—
“I say, if you like to shut up that row—"

“'Don't mmterrupt! Go it, Skinny!™

“ But I say, yvou fellows, if you'll shut up, I'll give you
a liitle ventriloquial entertainment till we get to Friar-
dale. I can throw my voice——"

"1 wish you could throw Bulstrode's voice,” said Dob
Cherry. " I'd get you to throw it out of the window.'

Bulstrode broke off azein, to glare at Bob Cherry.

E: “;_hut'ﬂ that, Cherry? What's the matter with my
voioe

“ Bicesed if 1T know, but it rmust be something serious,
to judge by the sound,” said Bob cheerfully.

“1f you're locking for a thick car—-7

“ 1 say, you fellows——

“Hnl{c-, hallo, halla! Here's Friardale!™
The little country station was in sight. Soeme of the
singers and players stopped their performances, but others
kapt on merrily, and the train swung into the station with
4 roar of mingled melodies. Before the train had stopped
the doors were flying open, and venluresome youngaters
were jumping ouf. Buletroda was the first, and he
stumbled on the platform, rolled over, brought up againat a
trolley, and gave a yell.

*“IIa, ha, ha!”

There wps no sympathy for Bulstrode: only s yell of
laughter followed him from the carriage. The juniors

oured out, and the long wooden platform was alive with
vin o few =econds. '

Bob Cherry thumped the sleepy Friardale porter on the
back, and roared in his ear:

“How are you, Freddy”

The unfortunate man jumped clear of the platform.
“(th, Master Cherry——"

“How are you, Freddy?' said Beb Cherry, insistin
upon shoking hands with the porter. * How iz Mrs, Fre
and all the little Freddies?’

The porter grinned. Ilie name was not Freddy, and he
was an upmarried man, but Bob was disposed to be
humorous, But on the firet day of the new term there
was o regular hacveat of tips at the station, and the porier
was all smiles. There was s terrific bumping of luggage
on the platform, but the Removites paid no attention to
that. ‘hey knew it would be sent on without trouble
from themn.

Harry Wharton & Co. linked arms, and marched along
the platform, clearing a way through the crowd by the
she:r force of shoving., They were not in any particular
hurry, but they were in high spirits, and so they shoved
their way along, cheerfully disregarding loud and
strenucus ohjections on the part of the shoved.

* Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's Dabl” said Bob Cherry.
“Temple and Dab and little Fry! Shove them along!™

Temple, Dabney & Co.,, of the Upper Fourth, had
siepped out of a first-class carriage, and Temple was
arranging his necktie by the aid of a ket-mirror held
by Dabney. The heroes of the Upper Fourth were some-
what particular in their persons, and they usually held
themeelves up as shining examples to the rowdy Remowe.
Consequently Beb Cherry's suggestion was hailed with
enthustasm by the Removites, Wharton, Cherry, Nugent,
and Hurres %ingh marched on with linked arms and the
force of o steam-roller, marched into the Upper Fourth trio,
wnd marched over them,

Temple, Dabuey & Co. went down helplessly, and
srrgwlej:l on the platform, and there were boot-marks on
their nice clothes when the Removites had passed. The
pocket-mirror—alas'—was ie fragments, and Temple's
necktie was hanging out over his crumpled waisteoat.

Temple sprang to his feet in & rage.

“"You young rotters!” he roared. “ I'll—"

“(h, rather!” gasped Dabney.

But the four Removites were . They tackled the
crowd on the platform like Rugby forwards in a serum.
They shoved, and shoved, and made their way. Fellows
who got in the way lay sprawling on the platform, and
the Famoue Four went marching on.

Near the exit was a thick crowd, with some big Fifth
Form fellows im it. The Remove usnally reserved their
favours for the Upper Fourth, and let the Fifth alone.
A senior Form was a little too strong for them to tackle.
But on the opening day of the term they were capable of
anvthing.

“Richt on!" said Harr

“Right-ho! Here goes
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“The shovefulness is terrific!” murmured Hurree
Jamset Ram SBingh.

And they shoved! i

“"Look out!’ roared DBlundell, of the Fifth. *“You

cheeky young beggars! Where are you shoving—hey?”

“Keep off, you young rascals!’’ yelled Bland.

“Bhove!” said Wharton tersely.

And they shoved again! And Blundell went one way,
and Bland another, and a couple more fellows rolled om
the lﬂn!{ﬂ,, and the Fomous Four squecszed through.

" Bravo!’ roared the Removites on the platform,

“The cheek!" gasped Blundell.

“The nerve!" howled Bland.

But the Famous Four were through, and marching on,
laughing heartily. They came out of the station into the
street, where the snow was thick on the ground, and
feathery flakes were still lightly falling. The school
ommibus was waiting, with the driver in his seat, and two
horses snorting ond steaming.

“ Bag the front seats!” exclaimed Harry Wharton.

. The achool 'bus had accommedation on top as well za
insida. Nobody who could help it ever went inside. As
for the snow, that was nothing. Bob Cherry was in the
seat beside the driver in a jiffy, and Harry Wharton,
Nugent, and Hurree Singh captured the foremost seats on
top. Mark Linley, the lad from Lancashire, was the next
out, and he joined them there. Harry Wharton steod on
the seat, waved his cap, and shouted:

" Buek up, Remove!”

And Removites came scrambling on the 'bus from all
gides. They were the Brst, and the top of the 'bus was
soon crammed with juniors, and the more slow and stately
Fifth and Bixth-Formoers found only the inside left for
:chem. Most of the fellowa preferred to walk, as the school
buz had to make four journeys at least to and fro to get
the whole lot to Greyfriars.

Wingate, of the Sixth, the eaptain of Greyfriars, looked
up at the erammed top with a grin,

“You chee!-::;r young beggara

“QOh, there's room for you, Wingate! exclaimed
Wharton, "Il chove one of these chaps off te make
rcom—— Hang it all! I'll get down myself!”

Wingate laughed.

“ Nothing of the sort, Wharton, I'll wallk.™

" Here, got down from there, yvou cheeky young brats!™
called out Carberry, the prefect, coming out of the
station. " Get down! Do you hear?’
¢ i‘r Gel off, Jim,” said Harry to the driver. *' The 'bus's
ull,

C Ay, sir!” eaid Jim.

“Etﬂp! Get off, you young rotters!"” howled Carberrs.

Oh, chuek it!” “said” Wingate. * Why can’t you lot
th?m alone! They bagged the places firat.”

‘I suppose the kids have got to make room for a
prffml;?’ snarled Carberry.

':I-'L:uts! What's the matter with walking?"

I'm not going to walk! I—
. Wingate shrugged his shoulders. He did not mean to
interfere. Carberry was clinging to the 'bus and running
behind it, yelling to the driver to stop, DBut Jim, the
driver, made it a point not to hear him.

‘Stop, you scoundrel—stop! Do you hear? Wharton—
Cherry—Nugent—get down at onca!”

“ Hallo, halle, hallo!” exclaimed Bob Cherry, * There's
someone hanging on behind the 'bus!™

* Btop, you young hounds!”

“Whip behind, driver!”

“‘ Ay, Master ri'}"herry-”

And Jim slung out the long lach of his whip behind, and
Carberry gave a yell as it curled round his lops. He let
g0, and dropped off the 'bus into the snow, ond sat there
staring dazedly round him,

A yell of laughter rang from the ’bus as it rolled swifily
enward through the snow, and the last the juniors saw of
the prefect ho was etiil sitting there, shaking his fiat,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The First Day of the Term.

“¥4A, ha, ha!”

The shouts of boyish laughter rang merrily
through the crisp winter air. The ‘bue was
crammed inside and out, but the horses were strong

and hearty, and the wehicle rolled swiftly on through the
snowy lane to Greyiriars, ) i

Village boys in the lane saluted the Greyfriare lads with
whizzing snowballs, which were taken with perfect good-
hamour. The juniors on top of the 'bus siruck up a
football song with a rousing chorus, and it rang far away
over the frozen felds.

Anothenp Eghndld Long, Complete
chool Story.



A little fat gentleman with a happy, good-natured
German face was walking along the lane, and the ‘bus
overtouk him.  Ho glanced up and smiled at the Grey-
friars lads, and every hat swept off in salute to Herr
Bosenblaum,

Herr Rosenblaum was the headmasler of the New
Academy—Greyfriars' closest neighbour—where the sons
of foreigners resident in England were instructed, and
where they bhad many a row with the Greyfriars fellows.

Herr Rosenblaum wos very popular at Greyfriars, where
he had onece beon German master, and the rbws the
Gray Friara had with the “aliens” did not make any
difference to the respect they felt for the German
gontleman,

* Goot-morgen !’ said Herr Rosenblaurs, raising his hat
politely. *I am glad to see te sheerful yoong faces again
mit demselves alfter.”

“ Goed-morning, sir! Mappy New Year!™

“Tank you, Wharton! Te same mit you after!”

The ’‘bus rolled on, and ihe ]ittfg fat pentleman
disappeared behind. He had evidently lately arrived at
the station, and was walking to the New Academy. The
foreign boys did not commence their term till the next
day, Herr Rosepblaum having thoughtiully made that
arrangement when he opened the New Academy. Iad the
gliens opencd on the same day ss the British schoeol, and
arrived at Friardale at the same time, 1t was pretty
cerlain that riots would have becn the result. There were
rows enough already.

The tower of Greyfriars loomed up, white with.snow, in
the distance over tho leafless trecs.

“There's Groyfriars ™ shouted Bob Cherry.

“Hurrah!™ ]

“Here we are again!” grinned Nugent. * Same “old
spot! Bame old Gesling, with the same old red nose!™

Gosling, the porter, was looking ocut at the gates, not
with a pleasant expression on his face. The opening of
the term meant to him renewed work, and Gosling did
not love work. His nose was certainly wery red, but it
might have been with the cold—though it probably
wiasn't.

The 'bus rolled up to the ancient gateway, and rolled in,
and the boys saluted Gosling with more or less polileness,

“ Oh, Gossy, Gossy!" said Beb Cherry sadly. " Didn't I
warn you wﬁen we broke up to leave that bottle on the
mantelpiece alone?"

“I'm shockead at you, Gossy!” said Nugent solomnly,

"“The shockfulness iz terrific!™

" Me shockes allee samee,” murmured Wun Lung. ““Ma
tinkee Gossoe naught:.r—vnlljr naughty I
“¥Young himps,” said Gosling; " young horrors! Wh

they don’t make a law to ’ave all boys drownded at birt
puzzles me!"

The juniora clambered down from the 'bus. The old Close
was white with sanow, and the snow lay in a whiie mantle
on roofs and walls and chimneys. The boys stamped their
foet to warm them. Jim, the driver, turned his steamin
horses round to trot back to the station for the next load.
The Romovites poured into the sachool, and awcko =
:ﬁnusa.nd echoes 1n deserted rooms and corridors with their

outs.

“I say, you fellows,”™ exclaimed Billy Bunter, * I find that
dinner won't be ready for a quarter of &n hour

* Horrid 1

“Hadn't we better have a feed? DMrs. Mimble kas har
shop open, and she’s got a ripping lot of new grub there!”

i Come on, you chaps—DBunter is standing a

sartainly !
feed to celebrate the new torm!™

“(Oh, don't be funny, Cherry! OF course, you fellows will
have to stand the fecd! I should be very glad to do so, but
I've been disappointed about a postal order. I expected to
find some romittances hers waiting for me, but there seoms
to have been a delay in the post, This has happened to mea

bofore 1
“fIa, ha! More than onee, I think!"”
“ Blessed if 1 ean see anything to caclide at in it, though!

Some fellows see a lot of fun in ancther chap’s misfortunes.
Are you going to stand—-—""

i3 I'm poing to sit down!™

““T moan are you going to stand a feed?”

“Yos, when T gi;mw up and get rich. At present, the
dinner Mrs. Kebble is getting ready will do for me.”

“I don't like a fellow to be mean!t
chaps can't stand——""

“There's one thing we can’t stand, Billy, and that's you !
Buzz off 1™

“(h, really, Cherry—-

Bob Cherry toolk Rilly Bunter by the shoulders, turned
himn gently round, and helped him to start with his Lnee.
Bunter started.

“Let's go and have a look at the study!” sugpeated
Eu;gﬁnh .e!';lnd the chums of the Remove went upstairs to

way NG, L.

They were glad to see their old quarters again,
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vacation at Harry Wharton's home had been n jolly one
but they had had many merry times in Study No. 1 in the

emove passape at Greyfriars.  There was coal in the
locker and the fire was laid. Mrs. Kebbla, the house-
keeper, saw to the comforts of the juniors—or at lenst, ta
those of the juniors whom she Jdiked. The room looked
vary neat after the cleaning given it lately, and the chuma
of the Remove glanced round it with considerable
setisfaction, _

“ Ripying!"" said Nugent. “I can't say I'm sorry to gel
back again! We shall want a new square of carpet this
term ™’

Wharton nodded thoughtfully. _

“Y¥es, [ thought of that when we broke up. This carpet
has never looked really decent since the whitewash pail was
epilt on it. I asked my aunt sbout it, and she's going o
gend a square from Wharton Lodge.”

“ Good; that will come cheaper!” grinned Bob Cherry.
Y think there's something in Billy's idea of standing & bié
of a foed—though not ten minuted before dinner! There
jsn't much work this afterncom, and it's jolly hungri
weather. Suppose we do some shopping after dinner, an
have a good feed about tea-time? Bunter can cook it for
us, while we have a run in the Close.”

* Good 1" )

Dinner was taken in the great Hall at Greyfriars. Half
the school was there, but on the opening day of the term
dinner was a meal almost indefinitely prolonged, and later
comers found plenty of the good things left. Billy Bunter
enjoyed that dinner. He was the first at the table and the
last to leave it, and he was eating most of the time. And
thera was a shiny smile of satisfaction upon his fat facs
whon he left the Hall at lust.

There wae little more than s pretence at work on the
opening day of the term—only a littla preparation, rendy
for work which would begin in earnest on the fellowing
day. But masters and pupils had plenty to do in getting
settled onee more in their old quarters.

Billy Bunter hailed the idea of a fesd in No. 1 Study. Hs
suggested that it should bs something on a rather grander

l% than wsual, and generously offered to do all the shop-

aca

ing and all the cooking. O :
Pl Well, we want it to be rather ripping,” Nugent
remarked. “ We'll come with you and do the shopping,

Bunty."
“I?mul& manage it alone, Nugent! T don't want you

fellows to have any trouble at all in the metter!” said

Bunter, blinking at Nugent through his big glasses. _

“You're too kind, Billy! But if you do the shopping
alons, I'm afraid you will have so many little snacks that
there won't be any feed left!”

“(Oh, really, Nugent—""

“ 80 come on, and don't jaw, old chap! _

The Famous Four paid & visit to Mra. Mimble in force.
They were overflowing with pocket-money at the beginning
of the term, and their purchases were generous. Billy
Bunter's fat face beamed as the pile of goods mounted up,
nl}:d the fve juniors were all laden when they left the scheol
shop.

“Hallo, starting in the grocery and provision line?" asked
Hezeldene, meeting the chums as they came upstairs,

Harry Wharton laughed.

* No, we're having a feed!

“ Yea, rather!”

Defore they reached the study Iarr
and Desmond, who both accepted.
slecve as they went in.

“1 say, Wharten, I like to be gencrous, but you needn't
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a=k all the Remove, vou know! We want the grub to go
rogned 1

“'Why, you young cormorant, we have enough here for
fifteen or sixteen feﬁﬂwﬂ!” sald Harry indignantly.

** ¥as, but there’s sopper to-night——""

(1] H..:L‘-‘H 1]‘!

“And 8 snack to-morrow——""
. ““Waea are not standing you a series of snacks, Billy, This
12 8 feed for this afterncon, and we don’t want a crumb left
on the table.”

“Oh, really, Wharton e

“ And P'm going to ask two or three more fellows™

Bunter blinked disapprovingly, but he knew that it was
useless to argue with Ilarry. 1le opened the pareels, and
prepared to do the cooking, while the chums of the Eemove
wont o make up their list of guests. They looked in at
Russell's study, to ask Wun Lung the Chines, and, as
Russell was there, th-zg asked him, too. They met Mark

Linley in the hall, and asked him, and the Lancashire lad
willingly accepted. But as they walked on, Linley came

quickly after Wharton and tapped him on the arm. Harry
gtopped, with a smile.
“ Excusa me, Wharton!” Linley was very red. * I—I'm

awfully obliged by your invitation, but I—I1—"
“ Don't you want to come?"

“Yes, of course! DBut—well, you know that some of tho
Remove fellows have made n set against me, boceuse I camo
to Greyfriars with a scholarship and used to work in o
miil '’ Linley coloured more deeply. *“ It's decent of you
to take me ap, but I don't want to get you into trouble with
your friends. I you're giving a party, I'd better not
COre,

“ I understand %u::u, Linley, but it™s all right. You will be
a guest in No. 1 Study, and I shouldn't ask anybody to
meet you who couldn’t bo relied upon to behave himself.
.?1:1 for Bulstrode and his set, I haven't anything to do with
them.

* Well, I—I thought I'd speak—--"

“That's all right; it's all serene.”

And when the lictle party of invited guests gathered
to march into No. 1 Study, Mark Linley was among them.
He was looked ot rather curiously. Most of the ﬁ,ﬁmﬂ?ﬁ
wondered why Wharton had taken him up. But, as a
matter of fact, Mark's quict, pleasant ways were already
winning him friends in the Remove.,

Wharion came slong the passage and found his guests
arriving. He joined them with a cheery amile.

* Cowmne along, you chaps, it's close on feeding-1ime!*

“My word,” said Russell, “there's a jolly strong niff
coming from your study ! Your chef is burning the grub!”

Harry Wharton sniffed. There was indeed a strong smell
of burning proceeding from No. 1 Study. Wharton looked
in_at the door, and had 1o hold his breath.

Billy Bunter—in his shirt-sleeves, with an apron round
him—was hard at work. The grate was crammed with coal,
and a fire was roaring half-way up the chimney, The glow
from the fire filled the room with light and heat, and made
the gas superfluous. Bunter's fat face was streaming with
persparation. He had a frying-pan m one hand and a fork
in the other, and on the i%rt! was o rasher of bacon which
had apparently just escaped from the pan.

* Phew!” said Hazeldene,

Billy Buntor turned round,

* Don't come In yet, you fellows!
and I'm busy!"

“You look it,” said Mark Linley, smiling.

“1 ecan't do everything at once, you know!
bacon and sausages, and fryin
kettle, and warming the
another ten minutes!"

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!" suid Bob Cherry, coming in.
ready yet!"

“ Ready in ten minuies!""
only aunt, what o niff

“ It's all right; do got out!™

“ Don’t hove such a big fire, Billy,” satd Harry Wharton
anxiously; “ it's dangerous, you know! We shall get into a
row if the chimney cafches!”

* I'm going to let it down when the cooking's done.™

The juniors left the study, and Billy Bunier went on with
i herculean labours. A childizh voice culled to Harry
Wharton, and he stopped and fooked round.

ANSWERS
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The feed’s not ready,

I'm cooking
potatoes, and boiling the
rabbit-pies | Run away for

6 K{FI‘.-
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter Causes a Catastrophe.

I28 MOLLY ™
Harry Wharton greeted the liltle

smile. It was the Head's little dauvghter, Molly
. Locke, a great favourite with the Greyfriars’
janors.  Miss Molly was only eight years old, though she
sometimes had a %'ruvﬂ and serous manner that seemed
more suitable to a lady of sixty or so.

* I want you to help me,”” said Miss Molly.

Harry Wharton smilad.

“ What can I do, Miss Molly

“ Look!” The child held up a broken doll. * Will you
mend her?’

Wharton fook the doll doubtfully. Tt had evident]
suffered from a severe fall, and the china head was smashed,
The face was missing, and the neck was cracked, and the
hair hung by a little bit of glue.

“I'm afraid it's rather far gone, dear,”
o Y?u sea, ghﬁre'sha lot of il;dn{is-s:'ng.“

" I've got the pieces,” said Miss Molly promptly: and sh
showed a chubby little fist full of fragmgnﬂ. of Ehiﬁa. 4 Y-::-I:
stickk them together again. Dada said he could not stick
them: I thought you could.”

Wharton smiled at the idea of the grave and reverent
Head of Greyfriars with the broken doll, sticking the
shattered face together again.

“I'l do my best,”’ he said. *“ But yoa mustn’t expect
mLII‘ch dear. You will hardly know your dolly again.”

i ‘_'E;L:ru stick it with glue,” said Miss Molly—*' It wil] he all
right if you stick it with glue.”

“It’s rather badly broken.’”

* ¥Yes, but you can stick it with glue™

Miss Molly evidently had an cxaegerated idea of the
efficacy of glue in case of a breakage.

Wharton carefully tock the pieces, and assured the litile
one that he would do his best.

“ You mend her now?' said Miss Molly,

:: Yes, as soon as I can,”

I will come and fetech her,” said Miss Molly, with a
grave nad. And sha walked away down the passage, leav-
ing Wharton with the broken doll in his hands, and a rather
rucful look on his face.

But it was impossible to disappoint Miss Molly. Wharion
had his doubts about muking the doll lock as of ofd by the
2id of the glue-pot. But, whatever he did, he conld hardly
make matters worse. Ie earried the wiecck inte Btudy
No. 1, and Billy Bunter locked round peevishly,

“ I say, yvou fellows, the feed’s not ready yet.”

* All right, Billy " said Harry, laughing. “I haven'd
ceme for a feed. Have you room thare for the glue-pot ?”?

“ ¥You ean stand it on the hob, Wharton, if you like.
11's vearly red-hot.”

The pglue did not {ake long to melt. Harry Wharton took
the doll between his knees, and glued the shattared face
togother, stuffing rags inside the hollow head to give the
gluz a hold. The result could not be ealled beautiful, The
classic features of Miss Molly's doll could nover he renewed,
But at least all the fragments were united in one piece with
some rescmblance to a face.

** Don't knock this over, Owl” he remarked, as he laid the
doll on a shelf te dry. “And if Miss Molly cames hero
for if, tell her if will take some {ime to dry, and I'll bring
it to her when it's all right.**

* Certainly, Wharton,"” said Banter aksantly,
inn here, sn'f it

“Yes; I hope you won't set the chimney on fire”
© Harry Wharten left the study. Iilly Bunter perspired on.
Ths study was extremely hot, though the window was open
lo lod in the eold atre of the winter evening from the Closo,

Murk Linley’s door was open as Harry passed it. The
Lancashire bad wos sested at his table, with an open Homer
Before him, and Liddell and Seott at his clbow. His face
wore a somewhat worried lock. Wharfon stepped in, with
a cheery nod.

“Can 1 help youl” )

"“You can. if you like,” said Mark, with. a rucful grin,
“ Bt it's a shame to make you fag at Greek when—-"

“Btulf! Tt helps me as much as it kelps you. Where
are vou stuek ¥

“ Here you are—Ilector and Andvomeda™ o

Wharton seated himself at the table, and the two juniors
were soon busy. Greck was an extra in the Greyfriars
Remove, and the lad from Lancashire had taken it wp
“on his own" Hence his difficulties, in which he found
a ready help in Harry Wharton, In the keenness with
whieh he tockled the snbject, Harry soon forget the fecd
that was preparing in Eh1tI|y Neo. 1.

It was Mark Linley who first looked up from the work,
and eniffed.

ik

irl with a

said Harry.

* Jolly hot
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“ 1 say, thera's something burnmmg!™

* (h, it's oenly Bunter! e's cooking: and 1 mqgmac he's
dropped some more bacon in the fire He's got a fire going
like a furnace.’

“ But hark!™

A wild vell rang from up the passage. Wharton sprang
fram tho table and ron out of the study, and a ery of horror
left hia lips.

There was a terrific burst of Game from the doorway of
Study No. 1, and Billy Bunter was flecing down the corri-
dor, with a scared face. An empty [rying-pan was still
convulsively gripped in his hand.

“ Fire! Firel

“You young ass!” roared Wharton.
dong ™

“I—it wasn't my fault! The chimpey caurht, and—and
then I was stariled, and upset the f[rying-pan. Then the
grease caught fire! OCh, dear!”

There was a roar of flame in the study and the blaze
from the door burst oul and licked the opposite wall. There
was a crackling of burning wood. A pan full of grease had
been spilt over the fire, hearth, and floor, and it had instantly
caught alight. The carpet was ablaze, and the study
was filled with fire and smoke. The draught through from
the open window to the door fanned the ocutburst.

Wharton, with the wild idea of yet getting the fire out,
made a rush forward towards the study door; but a rolling
velume of smoke and flame drove him back.

Mark Linley grasped his arm, and pulled him away.

“You can't get int™
Wharton snapped his tecih,

“No! There will be a fearful row over this!
alarm "’

“Fire! Fire!™
Fellows were crowding into the Remove passage from
oll qluurters, velling * Fire!" at the top of their voices.

Billy Bunter made a break for the Closa, to sef into
gafety, while other fcllows stood around, seared and helpless.

Harry Wharton was prompt to act.

' Bucketa—quick !"" he eried.

There was o row of fire-buckets in the wpper corridor,
but they were ciapty and dusty. There was a tap nbove
aon the box-room stairs, but to reach it one had to pass
the flames bursting from the blazing study. Harry Wharton
would have attempled it, ot Mr. leinh. the master of
ihe Remove, was now on the seene, and he ferbade him
to do so.

“All of you get ont into the Close ! said the Remove
master eharply. " The fire is spreading! Get buckats,
Ralls. anything, and you can get water from the fountain.

vot that it will he of muoeh use,” he added, under his
breath.

The whole school was alarmed now. Fellows thronged
up from all guariers to land a hand, and articles of value
were hastily carried out of the studies, and water soused
on the fire—without much effcet. Fifth, and Sixth, Hemove,
ard Shell, worked together like giants.

Mr. Quelech hurried off to the Head, who, startled as he
was, by the news, acted quickly and ealmly.

He telephoned immediatlely to Friardale for the ioeal fien
brigade—an amateur and volunteer institution, very mueh
admired it Friardale, and muoeh gpiven to faneving isoll.
The reply came that the brigade would turn out 1eune-
diately, and then the Head hurried to the scepe of the
conflagration.

Wingate and several other Sixth-Formers had a hose
working now, and were pouring waier into the window
at the end of the Remove passage, in a continuous stream,
It was all they could do: but it did not touch the seaf of {he
fire. The Bames were spreading uiﬁng the Remwove passage.
and the roar of the fire was audible from one end of Grey-
friars to the other.

Billy Bunter stood, with a scared face, the frying-pan
still in his hand. There was a red glare of flame oit many
windows now, and the glass, here and there, was cracking.

The Remove passage was one of the oldest portions of
Groyiriars, and, from ths guantity of woodwork, secrned
ripe for a fire, and the rambling nature of the hulding
made it diffieult to get at.

Follpws were streaming in and out, carrving furniture,
Looks, and other articles, and piling them in the Close.

Mark Linley had a Greek lexicon under lus arm.  Nuzent
was feeling in his pockets to ascertain whether he had lefr
his mouth-organ in the study. Dy, Locke's Eace was anxions
and alarmed. If the fire should spread to the rest of
Greyiriars, the loss would be irrcparable,  Would the
Friardale firemen never come!

“ There i3 not much danrer of that, sie)” said Mr. Queleh,
who knew what the Jlead was t-hiul-:ihﬁ. “The Remove

assage has a wall of solid stone towards the rest of the
Euildiugﬁ; and, besides, 1t 15 easy to flood the upper floor
from the tank above in casc it spreads. The big staircase
is already Booding from the tap in the Fifth-Form passage,
and cannoft burn'
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The ITead breathed a little more frecly. ; ;

“¥You are right, Mr. Quelch! Fat I am afraid this
portion of the building will be gutied. Is it known how
the fire atarted ¥’

* In one of the studies, I helieve.™

“ Ah! This must be inguired into." N

Billy Bunter heard the words, and he ehook in his shoes.

Dir. Locke called to Hazeldone. ; )

* Go lo Mrs. Locke and tell her that there is no immediato
dangor,” he said,  * But request her to come into the Close
with Miss Molly, in case of accidents.”

* Yes, sir!” said Hazeldene,

Ha ‘cut off, and in a couple of minutes came back. Mrs.
Locke, looking very much alarmed, was following him.

““ Where is Molly, my dear?’ asked the doctor hastily.

“ Ta she not with you?

“ With me? No! I thought—"

“Then I do not know.” said Mrs. Locke. Her paze
turned towards the glare of red on the windows. *° It 18
not possible that—that—-" :

“ Impessible!  Why should Molly be in the Remove
passage? There 13 no cavse for alaruw

Herry Wharion heard the words.

His face went white as chalk.

Why should the little girl be in the Remove passagel
He remembered that Miss Molly had promised to return lor
her doll, Whether she had done so or not he did not know
~—hut if she had--——

“ Oh, heavens!” ) o

The words broke involuntarily from his lips in terror.
Foar, ha had never felt for himself; but the thought of tho
Hmeﬂ girl in the flaming passage turned him cold with
dread.

The Head looked at him quickly,
horrificd exclamation. .

“ What is it, Wharton? Have you scen Molly ¥

“ YVos—no—I don't know, sir! But—al, there is Dunter!
He will know! Bunter!” = o

“1 say, I couldn't help il!" muttered Bunter. “Thn:s
chimney caught, and then the frying-pan upset, and——

“ Bunter! Billy! Did Miss Molly—"

“ It wasn't my fault! I—" ]

Wharton grasped him by the shoulder, and shook him
aavarely. i

“ Billy, did Miss Molly come te the study—

“ I wish you wouldn't shake me like that, Wharton. You
might make my glasses fall off, and if they broke, you would
have to pay for thom—--"" ) ¥

“ Will you answer me® Iave you seen Miss Molly?

* Miss Molly? Yes!" .

“ Did she come to the study afier T left?”

“ ¥ea. she came for her doll. I gave it te her.
hoer what you said about the glue——" "

“ hiel she leave the study beofore the fre broke out?

“ Bhe was just going.” ] .

“Aht 'Thgn a.ltge wEE: not in the sludy!” eried Wharton.
And Mrs. Locke, who was listening feverishly, gave a sob
of reliof,

“0f course, she wasn'l ! said Dunter.
with me when the fire broke out.”

“Thank Heaven ! murmured Mrs, Locke.

asped with relief. i
; Blut Harry Wharton's face was white and hard.  His
grasp tightened on the fat junior's shoulder. till Bunier
c‘riec’ out with pain. But Harry did not hear him.

* Bunter, think, ven fool! I met you in the passage
when vou ran out of the study, but Miss Molly was nol
with you ™

W Wasn't she? Then she muzt have run the other way
—towards the box-room.”

Mrs. Locke gave a shricls ; s g

Wharton recled for a moment, his head swimming. :[]'4'
knew the worst now. Miss Molly was in the hurning Imikd-
inng. eircled by fire!

a3 he enught tha

I told

“ Bhe ran outl

And the Head

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Fighting the Flames,
Hf‘LRR"{ WITARTON reeled nnder the shocley bub il waa

.:nr:l:,' for a moment. Onoe moment of Mank horror, :II?‘_-HZ.’:

then he was guite himscl again, Mizs Molly was

ihe midst of the fire, for {rom the Bemove pasags
there was enly one wav of escape. ;

If =he had not run with Billy Bunter towards the stairs,

el muat duve run up the passage towards the upper sfans

o the Lox-roomn,  In her fright, the clikl had doubtlesa not

paticed where she was flecing; bur from the upper end of

tho possage there was no escape, The fire cut off the ooly

path, and as it spread it musé reach the child and r]m'-r:_ur
il

Anothor Eg!endld Long, Complete
choeol Story.



6 THE BEST 3" LIBRARY D THE “BOYS’ FRIEND” 3" LIBRARY.

her. She was doomed—il not a vietim to the emoke and
fBame already !

In that {ermble erisis Wharton's brain, after the first
shoeck, seemed to work with strange clearness. He saw it
wll. Az in a picture, he saw the form of the terrified child
erouching awayv from the flames, which advanced nearer and
nearer lilka a hingry beast of prey to devour her. He saw
it ull. and ho heard the wild cry of the mother.

* My child--Molly! Save herl”

Harry ran towards the door.

“Come back!' eried the Head, in choking tones—" come
back! You can do nothing.”

But {or ence the captain of the Bamove passed o command
of tha Head unhesdsd. FHeo dazhed in ot the door, and up
the stairs. The great staircase was smouldering in places,
bat it eould not cabteh fire, [or a stream of water was pour-
m? down it {rom o fap turned on above.

larey reached the top of the stnircase, untouched by
flame, but Llinded by the rolling volumes of emoke. Hae
couid eea nothirg, and he kept his eyes clozed to allay the
smuarl of the smoke,

But well he knew the woy! To the left:; and hia rapid
fouteteps rang on the Hemora passage, on the flagstones that
Iay nnder tho lnelenm. The Hoor, at sll evonts, was secura,
Tt was of solid stone.

But the studies on both sides of the boy were ablaze, and
the roof was burning. Flame and emoke rushed upen him,
and he [eli the scorching tongnes licking at his skin; but
irii' the excitement of tho moment ho was scarcely conscious
of pain.

He knew what he had to do, and he did it. Before him

Jay the Remove passage, thick with emoke, blinding with
flame. He had te pass through it, and reach the upper end
of it, whare Miss Molly, if she still lived, must be erouch-
ing away from the fire.
, He paused one moment to fear off his jacket and wind
it about his face. It would save him from the fame io
some extent—zave him perhaps from suffocation. Already
his eensas were reeling in the tumes. Could he get through?
Even if he braved the flames, counld he hold out without air?
Grim dearth was mocking him from the golf of smole and
fire; hut Harry Wharton never faltered.

Right on, right ahead, he went, and he felt the scorching
Emn:d on s hands, on his arms; but it was only for
G e {Orrdd.

Then he was throngh ! Smoke was still round him in thick
masees. but he knew that he had passed the flames. The
fire had not yet reached the end of the passage. Wharton
staggered on to the end. and stumbled upon the hox-room
:EH-.:I&. Where was the child? He tore the jacket frem hia
e L A

“Molly! Miza Molly ™

A Frig]:re:necl ary frem the box-room sfaire answered him,
The child was erouching there, too terrifiod to move, the
tlamaged doll still elagped in her arms. Wharton groped
his wav to hor, and drew her into his arma.

“ Molly, don'’t be afrpid, dear!”

She was sobbing eonvalsively, She clung te him, and
Wharton keld her with her little arms round his neck. e
was tryving to think. To dash through the flames and reach
the child had been his frst theught; but now? He had
found ber; she etill hived, Dot how to escape?

He turned bock the way he had come for a moment.
Could he pass that blazing furnace again? He knew thut
he had got through it once only by a kind of miracle.
Conld he pass it nﬁnin burdened with the child?

Tha crach of falling timber answered him. Myrinds of
sparie flew through the blinding smoke. Wharton set his
teeth hard. There was a groan 1n his heart. It was a fall
of burnimg walls in the passage, and the way was blocked,
A fiercer rush of flame came up to the very end of the
passage and ainged his clothes. He stagegered up the box-
rOOm sinirs,

There was no way bacl!

He upened the box-room door, and elosed it behind him.
The room was full of emoke, but it was not so thick as
outsida.  He breathed again. The little window high up in
the wall offered him a chance of air He dashed it apen,
and held the child's head out into the open, and then put
put his owmn.

Gilorious was the feel of the biting winter air om his
scorched face. Miss Mollv's eyes opened again: her
frichtened glance turned upon him.

“Take me away!™

¥ Yeou-ves, denr! Don't be afrawd!”

“1'm so frighroenad !’

i“ .[dwill toke care of you," multered Wharton, * Don't be
afraid.”

He was racicing his brains to think of a means of escape.
The window was high np. and Icoked out over the green at
the back of the chapel: He could see nothing of the crowd
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in the Close. How was he to escape? MHow was he to save
Fﬁ]lj? The child trembled convulsively as she clung to

17tk

The smoke was thicker and thicker. Tt was creeping
thickly under the door, and the deor itself wns scorching,
snd would soon be alight. The box-room stairs, up whic
Harry had so lately passed, were ablaze

The hoy gazed from the window. Far below the chapel
ETaen !m{:ngl s cool and inviting, the eropped grass glim-
mering in the light from blazing windows. & looked round
him. There was a ledge of stonework under the window,
and it ran along and met the slope of a slate roof. Alone,
hﬁri{?ight Lhave managed the elimb; but burdened with a
chitd-—

Yot lo eave himsall alone never erossed his mind, If it
was Jeath thet awaited him there, he would not leave her,

I am &0 frightened!™

Thea child'e voice was broken and wealk. She was fainting
in the euffogating emoke., Wharton made up his mind. To
creep along the ledee, up over the alates, and gain the roof
of the chapel was his anly chance of life, and he knew it

in all probability he would fall, and then it was death

E} lz:um af tham., Dut thas was better than death in the
e

Fe had reaolvad. and he wasted no time.
was to be made, the sooner the hetter.

* Molly "—his voice was quick, but very kind and gentle—
Tlet me cover your face from the smoke. I am going to
take yon away.'

Tho c¢hild made no resistance. Ife [astened his handhker-
chief tightly over her eves, bDlindlolding her.  He knew that
if she saw her danger sha would strupele, and then doom
was cerfain.

“ Molly, wiil vou keep still, and I cun savo yout"

“¥ea,! whiepered the child

But she was trembling. Wharton opened the window
wide, and gathered her info hiz arms.

“Priw!p gtall 1

It was not difficult to clamber out on the ledze. Then,
with hig jeft arm round the little girl as she clung to his
necly, and hig right hand elutehing at the brickwork on nis
right, Harty Wharton crept along the ledpe Letween earth
hﬁlrfi sky; and behind him & volume of smoke rolled from
the window,

If the attempt

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

In the Shadow of Deaih,

ACES m the Close were white and scared. Iarry
Wharton had not been seen again, and all feared that
he had succumbed., Bob Cherry and Nugent had made
x dash up to the Remove passage. but they had found

it tdooxed with smoking woodwork, and had had to retreat.
The way was barred. They knew that Wharton could not
return, if he still lived, and their heartz were a3 heavy pa
lead as they emerged gasping for Lreath into the Close.

“1t's all np!"” groaned Boib.

Mra, Locke had fainted. and had boen taken away. Dr.
Tocke waa white as a sheet, and trembling in every limh.
The chitd he loved was deomed—he felt it—and the brave
lad who had gone to her rescue was <looined too. The Head,
almiost overcome, leanad his trembling hand arainst a frosty
tree for support.

“God help uz!” he murmured agam and again. Y God
help ns!™

There was 0o signt yet of the fircmen from Friardale. The
lsavs had desistad from  their uscless efforts. They  had
taken care that the fire did net epread to the main buikl-
ingr, but the Remave rooms were ultorly gotied,

Flowing waier and stone walls kent the Sames from the
rest of the building, The firemen, if they arrived, would
L too late. Nothing now could save Wharton and Mally,
unlesz Wharion could zave hoaoself and the child.

“He's done for! ™ muttered Nugent, with the lears hot
on his evelids. " Poor old Harrr! He ¢an't get our now.”

“Me tinkee p'lapa he pettes in box-leom.” mmygtrured
Wun Lung. the Chinee, in his =zoft voice. * B'posee we
lnokee at window?"

Nugent started,

Y GowwI! Come on'”

The RRemovites riced round {o the chapel green.
that point they could see the window of the hox-recm.

Smoke, linged red with Aame. was pouring from the
window and a dozen ofhers. They could sce nothing else at
first. Tob Cherry groaned,

“* There's the seerat passawe,’ he mnttersd, " but it's been
bricked up. But for that, Harry could have—"'

Mugoent gave &4 Cry.

“Teook!™

“What s 21"
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“Can't gﬂu see him? It'se Harry!"

HGreat Seott!”

Nugent had first discerned the fipure creeping along the
stone ledge, high up in the dusky air.

In the darkness of the night and the dim rolling of the
smoke, the firure was imperfectly visible, but there was no
doubt that it was Wharton, and theyr could see that he had
8 child on hiz arm,

“"Heaven!” Bob Cherry turned almost sick. " He will
fall; he must fall!™

“{io0d forhid!™

They wetched anxiously, with thumping hearts. Word
poon spread that Whartcn had boen ecen, gnd tha crowd
thronged round to look at him. Dr. Locke eame, and ho
staggered as he looked up and saw the figure clinging to
the ledge. Looked at from below, it seemed to be inevitable
that Harry raust lose his footing.

“ They will be killed!”

“Don't look ! muttered Mr. Quelch.
we cannot!"

Nulgent pulled Dob Cherry's sleeve.

““He's making for the chapel roof, Bob!"

“Yes. If he reaches it—"

“ He must—he must!"

F“ IE[ h}e does, how can he climb up the slates? Ol
rank !’

“That’s what I was thinking. Wa know how to get on
the chapel roof [rom the end of the chapel, Bob. Come on;
we may be able to help him. He will Lave to climb up

“God help them;

ihe ﬁid e, "ﬁ':: can help him there”

“ Right I

The two juniors toré¢ off. Bob stopped as they reached
the chapel.

“You go on, Frank. I'll cut into the gym. for a rope;
we may want it."”

“Good ™

Five minutes later the iwo venturesome boys were ¢lam-
bering from a window upon a ledge nnder the chapel roof,
and thenoe to the slates. It was risky work, more so as
the slates were frosty, but they never faltered {’-::nr a moment.
Bob Cherry had a stroag rope looped over his arm. Thﬂg
gained the ridge in the centre of the roof, and locke
anxicusly for Harry Wharton. .

He had reached the cnd of the ledlge, and was taking
hreath there. His position was terribly perilous. On his
right the brickwork rose to the edge of a roof, the edge
being above his reach. The stone ledge was a foot wids,
and rounded off. On his lef* was the abyss. .

But he had reached the slates of the chapel, which endad
at a couple of feet's height above the lcdiye he was follow-
ing. He rested his hand wpon them, and slowly llft-lEd Molly
upon the slates. A single [alse mowvomentf, and the child
would have slipped—he would have slipped himself.

And a slip meant a fall of a hundred feet to hard earth.

Hiz heart was beating quickly, hiz teeth were set like a
vica, his face white and rigid.

All depended on his nerve . _

Hiz nerve did not fail him. The little girl was placed on
the slates, but the slope wns considerable, and only his
support kept her from rolling off. To climb on the slates
himself, and with his burden to reach the ridge a dozen
yards distant, seamed impossible.

Had he come eo far to fail now?

“ Harry!" . .

Tt was o whispering, trembling voice from the roof of the
chapel. .

“Ehartun looked up. There was a glimmer of starlight on
the slated roof, and on the stone ridge along the cenire sat
two forms astride, His hear! beat almost fo suffocation.
He knew that his chums had braved death to aid him.

“Rob! Frank!” .

“Hold on, old chap!” muttered Bobh Cherry, “ We'ro
here; we've got a rope.”

“Thank Heaven!”

“Keep a otiff upper iip. Look out! I've made knots
along the rope, and made a loop at the end. Catch 1t as I
plide it dowmn." .

“(God bless you, Bob!" mutterod Whartan thickly.

The I'ﬂﬁ;,". came slithering down the slates. Harry Whar-

ton caught the loop at the end with an almest convulsive
rasn.
E £ pﬂ-t Et?u

“Veas. I will fasten it to Molly; you pull her up.”

“ And vout” -

“1 will wait till sha is safe.” Harry whispered to the
child : * Molly dear, it is all right now.’ :

[hut there came no reply from Molly.  The child had
fainted. Wharton was zlad of it; she waa spared the horrors
he was sulffering himaclf.

It cceupied him but a few moments to securely knot the
rope round her under the arms. Then he called out to Bob.

“Pull up!”

The jum}ﬂrﬁ pulled. Moiy stid up the sloping slates at
the end of the rope, and Wharton watched her with tense

anxiety. Ier weight was nothing to the two sturdy
11
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Removites; in a minube or less they had pulled her up 44
the stone ridge in the centre of the chapel roof,

On the other side of the chapel the end of a ladder came
into view agsinst the edge of the slates. Wingate of the
Sixvth was mounting it, and hiz head rose to sight. He
looked up the slope at the junlors on the ridge.

“It's Wingate!” muttered Nugent. " Wingate, old
chap—"

“Are you safe there?' i "

“Yeos, ves, We'va got Miss Molly., Will you talke her if
wa lower her down?”

* Yes—quck !’ >

Nugent [ifted the little girl over the ridge, and allowed hes
to slide down on the other side of the roof, towards the
igdde:. Wingate, standing on the ladder, ipok her inlo

iz Armas. 7

:: gnfgﬁf?n the rope, Wingate; we want it for Wharton™

ood !

The rope slithered up the elates again. Wingate descendad
the ladder with the insensible chiid in his arms. Dr. Locke
ran forward with a guping ery, and took her.

“ But—but Wharton?' he cricd.

“He is coming, sir."” _

Every eye was now on Harry Wharton. The child was
eafe, but her rescuer—he was still in terrible danger. Ha
waited patiently on the ledge while Miss Molly was lowered
to Wingate, but at last Nugent slung the rope back to him.

He breathed deeply with relief as he saw it coming. His
position on the ledge was insecure; the rounded edge of it
was dangevous foothold for his feel, and the frosty slatea
offered little grip for his hands. How he remained there
s¢ many minutes without falling he never knew. But ha
Was ﬁlt1ging there still when the rope came back, and he
caught it. ; :

*“Hold it fast,” he called ocut; “I'll climb up with the
rope.

“ Rignt you arei” ]

Nugent, holding the rope, erouched betind the stone ledge,
and so gave 1 & securs hold. Wharton clambered up the
slates with the assistance of & grip on the rope. He reached
the ledge, and Bob Cherry grasped him.

“ All right now!"

To descend to the ladder and reach the ground was the
work of a minute or less. But Harry Wharton would pro.
bably have fallen then if his ehums had not taken care of
him. He was uiterly spent with his terrible efforts, end as
his feet touched the ground he recled like a drunken man,
Bob and Frank held him sight, and Hurree Singh dashed
up to lend a hand, )

“ Wharton!" Dir. Locke cams up, hiz eyes full of tears,
Never had the boys of Greyfriars seen the IHead so moved
as he was at that moment. ** Wharton, my dear lad, rou
have saved Molly.”

* Bhe is safe?’

“ YVes, and unhurt—save for the shock. But for you—-"
The Tlead shudderad. * God bless vou, my boy! Greyiriars
should be proud of you.”

“ Hurrah for Wharton!"" shouted Hazeldene.

There was a ringing cheer at once. TUp till now the
anxiety had been so keen and intense that every dip seemed
frozen. The pent-up feclings of the bovs found EXPIERIION
in that wild cheer, which rang far over the frozen fields,

“* Hip, hip, hurrah!” )
But: an!;r Wharton did not hear it. IHe had fainted.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Friardale Fire Brigade.

ARRY WHARTON came fc himeelf in a few minutes,
Ile was not the kind of fellow to sucoumb for long.
He opened his eyes and looked about him. Xe was
lying on a sofa that had been dragged out into tne
Close to save it from ¢he Hames, and INugent was supporting
his head, while Bob Cherry was bathing his forehead with
cold water. There was a group of fellows round him with
anxions faces. Flarry struggpled up ionlo a sitting posibion.
“ Hallo! What's the matter?” ;
Bob Cherry lnughed a litile hysterically.
“ Nothing, only you fainted.”
[ 9] Dld 1 ?..l .
Wharten passed a hand over his forchead. Tt was grony
with smoke. His skin was emarting in & dozen places; his
clothes were burncd into holes,
“By Jove,” he said, “that was a narrow shave, and I
don't want to go through it again.” :
“ Precious few ehaps would like to wo throngh it ones
said Hazeldene, grinming. ““¥You ought to hear what the
Head szid. It would make you blush.”

Another SBplandid Long, Compista
l:hunl. Etﬂl‘rt
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Wharton coloured uncomfortably.
It was nothing to make o fuss of; and I suppose T

couldn't deave Miss Molly there to be burned. Have the
fircmen come yeti'

“ Bomcbody says theyv're in sighb.”

“Good! Hallo, Bunter! You've got a jolly lot to answer
for, you young sweep  We shall be turned out of vur study
over this"

“Oh, really, Wharton, I den’t think you ocught to biame

me! 1 was cooking a good fecd o oblige you lellows, lsn't
it oawful®

" The fre? Yes, rather.”

“1 dan’t mean the fire; I mean the feed, All that grub
wasted ! Why, we had enough in the siudy for o rocord
feed: and now—""

*“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Blessed if I can zee anything todaugh at,’” eaid Dunter
crozly. I know I'm jolly hungry.”

“Go and eat coke, then,” zamd Bob Cherry. ' There
won't be anything left but the wall of the passage in the
Remove guasters. Tha whole place will have to be rebuilt
What are wa going 19 do for studies?”

* And for bed-rooms,” grinned Hazeldene. * The Remove

“ Thers

dormitary has Tallen through info the studies.”

My ]{{;tt" said Harry Wharton, getting up.
will be a ill for somebody 10 pay! This will use up all
Bunter's postal-orders for e long time to come.”™

" Ha, ha, hal’

“Oh, really, Wharton——="

Ih:;}g"f%l pretty dirty,” said Ilarry; *“do I look black,

“Ha, ha! Samething like a chimney-sweep after an ex-
eeptionally hard day's work.”

Harry rubbed his face; but thai only made matters worse,
iz skin was black as coal with the grime of the smoke.
The grime had been won by heroism, bu! his chums could
not help grinning ab his looks.

“I thank T'll go and get & wash.™

h:‘ﬁats‘.' Here comes the fire brigade.
this. ™

There was a wild showiing al the gates of Greyiriars.
The fire brigade had arrived.

* Here they come!™

“* Thank poodness!” exclaimed Dr. Locke, hurryving to the
epot. 1 am glad you have come, gentlomen. I do not
think there is much danger of the fire spreading now, but
it shows no sign of dying out.™

*We'll soon have it under, sir,” said the captain. *“ Buck
up with that hose, there! Don't be all night 1™

“Who are you a-ordering about, Bert Jones?”

" I'm ordering you. Will Hodge, and you'd better buck
uy.

“Etuff! What I sav 15"

“Get out that hosel”

The Head looked on in surprizse. He knew ihat the fire
brigade of Iriardale was an amaicvr affair. On occasicns
when they were training they had the fre-engine out, and
plaved the haose f;‘h!lant'ly over the trecs and shrubs of Frine-
dale Green, anc swaggered about in brass helmets, to the
proat deligim and admiration of tho little boys of Friardale.
If there were scoffers who regard.d them as nof being quite
up to the form of a professiounal fire brigade, they kept the
gpimon secret.  The Friardale brigade was the pride of
Frizrdale, and they fancicd themselves immenzely. But it
had to be admitted that discipline was not perfeet.

The captain, in his ¢ther moments, was employed at the
local drapery stores, and dus right-hand man was also the
right-hand man of Mr. Sandeman, the Friardale grocer.

And there was not always perfect harmony. It waz for-
iunate, perhaps, that serious fires never happened in Friar-
-’ulaIe.l The fire brigade might have been found unequal o
the strain.

But the fire at Greyfriars gave them their chance! The
had come ratiling up to the school, too late to be of much
ttse, hut burning 1o distinguish themselves !

“* Don't be a silly chump,” Bert Jones whispoered fiercely
in the ear of Will Hodge. " We've pgot fo get the firo
undler, you idiot "

*You can be eivil spoken, all the same.”

" Amn't 1 yvour caplain?'

Will Hodpe grumbled something indistinetly. He thought
he would have made a better captain himsell. The fire.
cngine rattled up to the burning portion of the rambling
old buildings, and the firemen soon hed the hose reads.
There was & plentiflul supply of water in the Close, so there
wore no dilficultics on that score.

Tuoe efflorts of the Greviriars fellows had been pretty sue-
vesstul, and the fire, confined within cerfain  limits, was
bepinning o sink,

ﬁm- that mattered nothing to the amaieur firemen.

Veau can’t mizs

They were determined to save Greyiriars, whether it was
in danger or not! : .

They turned a mighty stream of water inte the window of
the corridor, and there was a tremendous sputtering and
creckling and hissing.

Flames died down, and huge volurnes of smoke rose and
rolled acrass the gquadrangle. : -

Some of the smoke spread through irntsrstices into other
parts of the buildings, and rolled cut of the windows, a fact
that at once caught the keen eye of Will Hodge, the grocer
fireman.

“ Look here! It's catching over here!™ he cried.

Captain Jones turned round angrily, but the sight of the
smoke pouring from a class-room window eonvineed him
that his lieutenant was right. : :

By pum! o it 18! Hose this way!”

Smush!

The powerful stream of water went through tie clacs.
room window like g stone, smashing the glass to fragments,
and poured in over desks and forms.

Dr. Locke hurried up. _ :

“ What are you <dommg? My dear sir, you are fooding
the class-rooms!™ i

Captain Jones ook no nofice.

He had his hand en the noszle of the hose, and was too
busy to talk. The Head grasped him by the shoulder

“* Mr. Jones, pray—— Oh, oh, oh!”

Hiz grasp on Mr, Jones's shoulder bad made the amateur
fireman turn partly round, and the nozzle was divected foll
against the doctor. ]

The stream of water canglit him full under the chin, and
he was ewept backwards as if he had received & right-
hander from a prizefighter.

“ Oh, oh!" gasped the Head,

Captain Jones stared at him, too startled by what he had
dono to think of turning off the water. Huarry Wharton ran
forward and grasped his wrist, and pushed the hose away
from the Head, who was [airly bowled aver. TUnfortunately,
the stream of water only turned upon new vielimz  Mr
Queleh gave a shriek as it caught him under the car, and
then Wingate yelled, with the siream playing upon his
waisteoat,

Harry jammed Captain Jones's wrist dewnward, and the
wator rushed to the pround, and leaped uvp in great splashes,

“ You ass! Shut it off I be roered.

The captain mechanically obeyed,

“My—my 'at!" he gasped.

v, Locke gave the amateur fireman a glanee that spoke
volumas, and went indoors, Mr. Quelch said some things

that made Mr. Jones colour very much, and followed the
Head.

Caplain Jones, feeling very annoved, vedirected his atten-
{ion of the fira. He swamped the burning portions of the
building with water, and he swamped a great many portions
that woere not ‘t:l1.:L:r1:'1imi.€K He sent swamps of wator over
evervthing an<l everybody within reach. Al when the
last sparl had been extinguished, and the blackened embers
wearg dripping with water, and cverything olse was dripping
with water the pallant captain ceased [rom troubling, and
the weary were at rest _

And the fireengine went off at the gallop bock to Friar-
dale, to be greoted with wild cheers from the Friardnlers
And from that hour it was firmly believed in all Friardale
that the local fire Lrigede had saved the school from being
entirely gatted, and none belioved it more firmly than Cap-
tuin Jones and his merry men.

THE SEYENTH CHAPTLR.
New Quarters.

R. LOCKE was looking very worried, as he sat in lis
study with Mr. Quelch. The fire was out, and the
firemen were gone at last
worries wore only begpinmng. ]

Greyiriars had gathered in force for the beginning of the
term, and there were a number of new boys, too. There
had been none too much space to spare at any time. But
TICW——

“ The Remove studies are gutbacl,” said Dr. Locke. * That
iz not so serious, as the Lower Fourth can do their prepara-
tion in the class-rooms until the reoms are rebuilt. But the
dormitory ia pone. Wheére are they to sleep?

Mr. Quelch looked thoughtful .

““ They could be put in the Upper Fourth dormitory, sir,”
he zaid.  ** The boye could sleep double until further arrange-
ments were made.”

Dr. Locke smiled slightiy.

* But you kndw what terms the Remove is upon with the

But now the Head's
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Upper Fourth. What would be likely to be the result if
the two Forms were put inte the sume dormitory?™

The Romove master amiled, too.

“VYon are right, sir.”

“Of course, :f nothing elec can bo thonght of, we mnust
" edopt that plan,” seid the Head slowly.

T would make matlers warse to put themn in with the
Fifth, sir,”" said Mr Quelch. * There would be endless dis-
turbances, I am afrand.”

“True. I think—— Come in!" The doctor broke off
83 & tap came at his door

The door opened, and a stout little German genileman
presented humself. The Head rose with a smile of welcome,
anw] shook hands with him.

“1 am glad to see vou, Herr Rosenblaum. 1 did not know
you had returned.”

“ 1 return mit meinzelf to-day, ain't it,”" said Herr Rosen-
blaum. * How did you vas, mine fricnd? How did you vas,
mein dear Mr. Quelch? I tink tat I comes over to speak to
you apout te fire, ain’t it."”

“ Pray sit down, Herr Rosenblaum. Yes, we have had a
fire, and 1t has placed us 1n a serious difficulty.”

“T tink tat I knowe im. I tink tat I gome ofer to help
you, ain’'t it."

The Head amiled. Herr Rosenblawm had a coarions way
of expressing himself in English, but there was no douht
that his heart was in the right place, and that he was in
groat earneat.

** Thank vou very much, Herr Rosenblaum,™

| There was a strong smell of burning proceeding Ifrom No. 1 siudy, where Billy Bunter—In his shirt-sleeves, with
....an apron round himwas hard at work. Harry Wharton looked in at the door, and had ta hoid his breath.

L — e P
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* No tanks,” said the Here, beaming., 1 tink tat I does
gll I can. I tink I remember tat you Jemd me to cash to
build te New Academy——"'

“Pray don't speak of that,” satd the Head lLiastily.

“I 1ink I speaks of him, ain’t it. 1 tinks | opens te New
Academy, and I owes it all fo you pefore. I tink I make it
pay. too. Te money come in”

“1 am very glad ta hear it.”

“But T not yet 1 him up mit poys,”” said Her® Rosen-
blauwm. * Dere 15 a lot of space fat 13 not Rl pefore.”’

1t wall £ill up in time.”

“Ja, ja! DBut shoost now, I put your poys in dere, hein?™

The Head started. It had not occurred to him that lus
liouecless Form mught find shelter in the New Academy
“gver the way.”

= My dear Herr Rosenblaum—=""

'** Mein poys not gommence te new term till to-morrow,”
explained the Herr. e house all empty now. Ven tey
come pack, te peds not all full, as 1 say. Plenty of room
to put up te Remove, mit a little squeczing.  Te poys not mind
squeczing, hein?  Petter tan sleeping in te passages mik
demselves. ™

* This iz very kind of yon, Herr Rosenblaum,” snid the
Huead, looking very pleased and relieved. 1 did not think
of this; but 1k 13 just the way out of the diffieuliv. 1 yon
could put up the Reomove for a couple of days, that will
Lo splendid. The class-rooms are sl intact, and it will
unly be a question of sleeping accommadation.”

“Den tat is arrangod 7
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* Yes; and thenk you very much. Alr. Quelch, will you
inform the Remove that they will sleep in the New Academy
to-night, and direct Mrs. Kebble to supply them with what
they will require. I am afraid most of their things have
been destroyed in the burning of the dormitery.”

* Certainly, sict”

And Mr. Quelch left the study. The Remove scon learned
of the new arrangements, and they received the news in
purprise at first, and then with something like hilarity.

*Hallo, hallo, hallo, here’s fun !’ exclaimed Bob Cherry,
when Mr. Quelch was gone. ** You remember the {imes
whmr the aliens were at Gregiriars, vou kids! There wore
mm.::

“The rowluiness was terrific.”

“QOoe good turn deserves another, and now we're going
to invade their quarters. We sholl be established there
before they come back for the new term.”

"' Locks like ructions to me,” grinned Nugent.

And te me, my son. We shall be in possceasion, apnd 1
“hink we shall give the aliens a high old time when they
irrive !

And the Remove, always ready for & row, and especially
combative at the beginning of the term, when they had not
vet seiiled down to the collar, grinned gleefully over the
proaspect.

After sapper, Herr Rosenblaum looked into Greyfriars to
herd his new flock across the Clase to the New Aendemy.
The snow was falling in light flakes, and the bovs put their
hats and coats on. Fach fellow carried a bag containing
the things he needed for the night. Skiener likened the
procession to the Tsraelites crossing the Red Sea, after spoil-
ing the Fpyptians Mr. Quelch watched them start, with
p somewhat anxions plance.

" Of course, you will do your best to keep up the reputa.
tion of your Form for—er—orderly conduct and good
behaviour,” he remarked

“Yes, air,” said Bob Cherry. * We sha'™n’t allow the
gliens to come any nonsense over us, sir.”

“ Not mueh, sir,” said Nugent. **If they try any little
games, you can rely upon us to put them in their place,
pir.

“Wa ghall keop our end up, sir, never fear,” said Harr
Wharton nhﬁﬂrfuﬁy, P Y
“ The k&EEfLﬂIW% of the honosurable end will be terrific.”

Mr. Quelch sighed.

“1I did not mean that,
Good-night, boys!"

& -pight, sir!"

And the Remove marched,

Across the Close in the falling flakes, to the dusk of the
ancient Cloisters, where in earlier times the monks of Grey-
friars had walked and meditated upon holy things—or
fierhapa upon the pood cheer which they kept in  their
arders, and the rod wine that was stored in their vaults—
if old tales of the abbey woere {0 be believed. Through the
greey, old Closiers went the Removites, through the iron
gateway info the ncatly-laid-out grounds of the New
Academy. The huge, square red-brick building which offered
w0 startling a contrast to Greviriars, loomed before them.

The MNew Academy was a guite modern building, and
perhaps had a beauty of its own; but to the eyes nccustomed
to the groy old stones of the ancient Greviriars, it appeared
a3 an ngly red-brick monstrosity. Yet when the bovs were
imside, they realised that medern buildings had some
advantagea whatever they lacked in appearances. Thero
was electric hight everywhers, and the passages all led to
somewhere, and were wide wnd airy. In Greyfriars,
passapes frequently led to nowhere, and odd little rooma
wore poked away in cornera where a stranger would never
have suspected their existence. The arrangements in case
of fire were perfect, and the whole building could have been
flooded from the top in five minutes; s study fire would
kave had no chance of spreading.

Yeot, in Wharton's eves, at least, the convenience did not
compenzate for the oppressive newness. But he wouldu't
have hetrayed his opinion for worlds. Herr Rosenblaum
had gone over and over the plans of the Academy before,
and while it was being built, and the finished edifice was
the pride of hiz heart,

His face beamed as he ushered in the Remove.

The place was strung&lj' silent without the uaual occu-
pants. The foreign lads who tenanted the New Academy
were o noisy crowd, and excited voices could always be
heard jabbering in French or German somewhere about the
place, in ferm time, But now the achool had the stillnoss
of the tomb. :

* Ach, mein poys,”’ said Herr Rosenblaum, “ dis seem like
older times, ain't it? I teach yvou Bherman vunce at Grey-
frinrs, now [ welcome you as guests in mein own sohool.
Tat is a change, pefore. You follows me up to te
dormitory, ain't gt ¥’

NEXT
TUESDAY:

I meant—wall, well, nover mind

“THE NEW SIXTH-FORMER.”

And the fat little German led the woay.

The stairs wero very broad, and edged with brass, upon
which the boots of the Removites clinked and rang.

Herr Rosenblaum switched on electrie lighis as he went,
and the progress of the juniors was through a continual
blaze of illumination, which contrasted strangely with the
dusky shadows of the old passages at Greyfrairs,

Thers were two dormitories in the New Academy—a
small one occupied by the semior boys, who were few in
number, and o large one in which the younmer lads had
their quarters. This was divided in the middle by a rail,
and on one side were the German beds, on the other the
French. The dormitory was very large, and very bright
and elean, and the touching of a single ewitch outside the
door flocded it with light from a dozen points, ,

“Ach, and tat is your quurters, pefore,” said Ierr
Rosenblaum, beaming. *'I tink tet you goes to ped mit
}ﬁl_nrrsalvm, and tat [ comes and put te light out after, ain't
1L

‘“ Yas, air.””

And tho Herr left the juniors to thomeelves,

** Nice guarters,” said Bob Cherry, looking up and down
“Clean as & new pin. And the beds look comiy.”

“Jolly quier here,” seaid Hazeldene,

“ There will be row enough when the aliens come back."

“"Ha, ha! Yes!"

And the boyz of the Greyiriars Remove, being pretty
thaoroughly tired out with the events of the fira day of the
term, turnod in, and were soon asleep in their new quarters,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,

The Return of the Aliens.

N tho winter sunshine the next morning tho gutted por
tion of the Greyirtara buildings logked diama? enough.

The last trace of smoke had died away, and the

charred ruins were coverad with a light conting of snow.

It was possible to trace where the rooms had been, by the
remains of the strong stone walls; but with the exception of
the solid stone, nothing was left.

Study No. 1, in which the chums of the Remove had epent
s0 many jolly times, was gone—gone for ever!

The movse dermitory, the soene of many 2 riot and
pillow-fght, had diﬁwﬂ]d' and the ¢ld box-room where
the seoret passage ended, would never be seen again.

The boys looked at the ruins with grim faces.

“It's rotten!” said Bob Cherry. :

‘‘ Beastly," agreed Harry Wharton. “ It won't take them
long to rebuild the place, I suppose, Lut it won't be the
BAME,

“And there's all our property destroved, too. My
booka—-""

“* And my bat—my foothall boots—-our clothes '’

“ My camera!” growled Buistrode.

“The place was insured,” znid Hazeldene.

1 suppose
the things wili be paid for 2

; L But it will be rather rotten
having to hanr about in the class-rooms till the studies ure
rebuift. It's all very well for the Third Form to do their
prep. in a Form-room. It's a come-down for the Remove.”

* The come-downfulness is torrific.”

“I say, you fellows, 1t’s very rough, you know. Where
3m we to have any feeds now that the studies are burnt

owni"

“Oh, hang you and your troubles, Bunty!
fault the nlace was bhurnt !

“h, really, Hazeldong——""

“If 1t hadn't been for your unearthly appetite——"

It was really Wharton's fault. I was cooking the feed
for Wharton, Of course, if there is any inquiry, I shall
expect Wharton to own up.”

" Well, my hat!™ saad Harry, I must say T like that !

The h-u‘}-a went in e breakfast. Before morning chapel it
became clear that there would be an inquiry into the cause
of the conflagration. Billy DBunter was called into tho
Head’s study,  That Bunter had started the fire was penee-
allv khown, and so Dr. Locke had decided to question him.

Billy Bunter was feeling very uneasy, but he looked
resolute, when he came inte Dr. Locke’s roem. He didn't
mean to have the blame put upon him. The Head looked
at him with a searching glance.

“There appears to be an impression, Dunter, that you
were the cause of the fire in the Remova passage,' he said,
P Wil you explain how it came about ™'

“I don't want to give anybody away, sir.”

* Nonsense! If syou did not start the fire, and vou know
who did, you ought to tell me at once, and I command you
ta do =0, said the Head sternly.

Bunter wriggled uneasily on hia foet.

“Well, sir, Wharton would be waxy, and—"

It was your

Another Spvlendid Long, Complets
School Story.



" Do vou mean that Harry Wharton was the cause of the
uuthreali?” : :

- Y1l pather not say anything, sir. Ib amounis to sneak:-
ing. Of course, it was W]:;.urt{:m'a idoa to have the feed, and
the fire was banked up for the coolung. Then the chimney
eaught. I don’t blame Wharton—he couldn't foresee that
the chimney would catch alight, sir. 1 think it has wanted
gweoping for soma time.” s

“ Yo may go, Bunter, and send Wharton to me.

“ Thank you, sir,”” said Bunler, in great relief. I hope
you won't let Wharton think I've been sneaking about him,
sir. He couldn’t help it——"

“You may go," .

Bunter went, and Harry presented himself a c¢ouple of
minutes later. He did not quite know what the Head
wanted, but he was afraid he was to receive praise for the
rezcue of Miss Mclly the previous evening, and eo he was
feeling a little awkward as he came in.

“*Wharton, I cannot understand from Bunter how the fire
ﬂEiginated. He appears to think that you were the cause
of 1t."”

Wharten could not help smiling, .

“Wa were going to have a feed in E:-h_y;]? No. 1, sir, and
Bunfer Luilt up the fire a little too high. The chimney
caught.”

“ Was that all?” . .

" Wall, I think he upzet a frying-pan of grease.”

“‘Then why does he assume that it was all your fault?

“Bscause he's a young duffer, sir—ahem.—I beg your
pardon—hecanse he hasn't t'er{l much sense, sir. I was
partly sbanding the feed and so he worked it out that 1 waa
at the bottom of it. DBut, of course, siv,” went an Wharion

uickly, “ we were all in it. Bunter happened to be doing
?ha eocking, but any one of us might !l:a.n-'e been domg 1f,
and we're equally responsible all round.™

“T den't think it probable that anyone but Bunter would
hava been so careless. [ zhall have to consider what to do
in tho watter. Bat for what happened last night, 1 should
certainly forbid all ceenpants of LI‘!G. 1 the vse of a study
again.”

“Wharion colourad. : : 1

“If you are referring to Miss Molly, sir, I hope you won't
lot thai weigh with you in any way."”

“But I must let it weigh with me, Wharton. ¥You cor-
tainly ought to have exereised a ﬁha;r[lier supervision over i
foolish lad like Bunter; bui you saved my child’s life at the
risk of your own, and so it iz impossible for me to say awy-
thing further on the maotter. But while you aro here,
Wharton, 1 wish to thank you for what vou did,” said the
Head earnestly. T had no time to speak as I felt yester-
day. You did a decd that has few parallels in heroism, and
I am proud of having such a lad i my scheel. Your name
will be put upon the Greyfriars Holl.”

“ 0L, sir !

And the Head sheok hands with the jumior as he dis-
missed hime. Bob Cherry, and Nugent, and Hurree Singh
were waiting for him anxiously in the passage. 7

“ Wall,” said Nugent, ' are we to heve o study again?'’

“Ves, 1 think so. I'm sorry to say that the Head is
letting us off —"'

“Eht Sorry?’

“ Lot me finish, He's letting us off because T fetehed Miss
Mollv cut of the fire. 1'm =orry for that; but there you
are.”’

“(Oh, I see! Never mind, so long as we have a sindy
erain, it's all right,” =aid Bob Cherry. ' 1 hear from Mra.
Kebble that Migs Molly is to stay in bed for a few days—
shock to the system, otherwise she’s all right.”
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Morning schoo! was rather slack. The excifement of the
fire was 50 receni, and the Remove, too, had lost many of
their books, and were thinking as well of the ructions that
ware pretty certain to fake place in their new guarters that

ni

{"vlll Mr. Quelch was very lenient. He had noticed the
traces of the burns on Harry’s skin, and had offered the
captain of the Remove remission of morning lessons; but
Hurr}fhﬂlli‘ﬂl‘i!}' replied that he was all right, and went in
with the rest,

The Remove-room: had been flocded by the gallant heroes
of the Friardale fire brigade, and there were thick traces of
smoke on the ecsiling, and of damp on the desks and floor.
Many of the desks Ead been flooded, and books and papers
were stuck together. The boys breathed vengeance as they
sorted them out,

After lessons they trooped out inte the open to look for
the alicns. 3 "

The foreign youths were expected to arrive at the New
Academy about the middle of the day, and the Removites
wore anxious to greet them,

The snow was thick upon the ground, =o, as Bob Cherry
ramnarked, there wore I*:]lqr:ut}' afl means of giving the Foung
gliens a hearty and seasonable grecting.

It was about twe o'clock when the aliens camo in sight,
marching up the road from Friardale.
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Almost opposite the gatas of Greyfriara the path branched
off the road, whero the aliens had to turn along the river
bank to get to the front entrance of the New Academy.

At the turning, Harry Whearton & Co, had spent the last
half-hour in constructing a barricade of snow, streiching
across the lane from side to side.

The alicns came in sicht, saw the barricade, and
stopped in amazement. The BRemovites crouched on the
inner side of if, and the aliens, from the high road, could not
zee anything of them, so far. .

“Tat is funny mit ii=ell,” said Fritz Hofimann, 1 tink
tat te vay is plocked.” ]

“1 zink zat is correct,” assented Adolphe Meunier

“1 tink it is te vork of te Engleesh peegs.'

“1 zink s0 aussi.” :

“Tey tink tey make ws go round. I tink tat ve climbs
ofar,” said Limburger.

“Ach! Follow me! Ve soon gets ofer.”

And the aliens marched up to the barricade to clamber
over it. Al was silent; not a sound hinted at the fact that
the Gregfriars juniors were in ambush behind the snow
hregstwark.

“My word ! murmured Nugent., ' They're coming!"

“ Enowballs ready " muttered Harry Wharton.

" What-ho "

The erowd of Removites clutchoed

waited,

The aliens began fo clambier over the Lreastwork, and
Fritz Hoffmann, catching sadden :ight of the crouching
Juniors, gave a vell of alarm.

wlk out mit yourself [

“Ciel! Zoy are were!”

" Give "vin socks ! showted Horry Wharion, o

Up rose the Bemovites, suowhalls i hand, o a :llhl::'llﬂj'.t
']l.'ﬂF"E}' swept upon the alicrs, smaszhing upon them right and
att,

Back sfagpered Hoffmann, Meouier wild
shriaks Iltlli|g]’l;uté.

*“Ach! Te poundera!™”

“Mon Dieu! Ze beasgzl!

" Ciel 17

“ Himmel 1

Y Give Tom aocks ! 2

There were heaps of snowhalls ready, amd 1he Removiles
ciel not want for ammunition, Shewers of the handy misstlea
pourad upon the aliens, and they were fairly driven away
Jown the road by the swiit volleying. :

Bob Cherry jumped on top of the snow Darvier aml waved
his ecap.

“ Hurrah! Licked——0Ow-wow!™ i

The snow was hardly substantinl  enongh 1o stand h'_rﬂ
weight. Bob's feet plunged into it, and he sank np to his
armpifs.

YOt ITelp me outl”

“Fa, ha, ha!"

“You grinning duffors!
1i"z c-c-cold I

And the laughing juniors dragged him out. The aliens
dicl not return. They had had enough, and they went round
the lonrer way to reach the New Aca(i_{-m:.', It was the first
row of the new term, and the Removites had had the besk
of if.

theoir snowhalls aud

& o, winh

Help a chap out, can't you?

= ===

THE NINTH CHAPTER,

Unable to Agree.

IEL! Vat you zink?

C “I tink tat ve gpoos for te Greyfriavs pounders at
e goonest bossible time,” suid Fritz BHoffmann, as
Adolphe Meunier burst inte the common-room of

the New Academy with that excited question, I tinks tat
v lick dera hollow, ain’t it?"

“1 mean, zere iz preat news,"”

“I have nok hear him pefore.”

“ Loy are coming !’

“Who ars comnge?’

" Ze BEugleesh rottairs ' said Adolphe Meunier excitedly.
*fey are coming here [

“Himmel! You szo¥ tey come herc—here®”

“1 explain, I have just hear ze news, Zere was g great
five al Greyfriars yesterday, amd last night ze Remove sleep
in our dormitory here.”

" Vas dot so7”

¢ Fat iz correct.
amain”

“* Py Chove,”’ said Hoffmann, *‘tat is great nows! Ve
shows dem te hospitality of te place mitl oursclves, Ve puls
iters trough i, after.” it

e

Zoy sleep here, and zis night zey come

Anothar Splendld Long, Complate
Heohool Story.
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“I zink zat ve are eall upon to bLe polite, and show ze
Eagleesh rottairs how to I_mh:r:v:& viz ze:-|1|£c-[\-fs:"

" Ach, ja, if tay keep toir place!™

U Zat s correet—if zey keep zeir place.
kit place-——"

“ Vo sholly soon puls dem into it

“Zatb ois vat I ozink.”

And the n“::-ﬂllé- were qo0n excibodly <iscossing Lhe matter.
It was the evening of the first day of the term at the New
Academy, the second day of the Greyiriars term,

The idea of having the Remove ladging in their dormitory
was an exciting one to the foreign youths. They were torn
between two fealings—tho desire to be overpoweringly
polite, aml thus to show the Greyfriars fellows I;u::w cha
from the Continent knew how to bahave, and the still
stronger desire to take advantage of the peculiar gircum-
stances to avenge their defeat of the midday.

And they talked it over with an endless fAow of French
and German and broken Fnglish that would have put the
Tower of Babel to the blush, Ff‘lm_v eame fo the decision that if
the Removites kept their place they shoukl be treated with
great politeness and hospitality. But the gquestion was, what
wits their place, and how were they to be kept in it?

= Zey must treet us viz great respeet,’” said Meunier.

I tink tat toy showid take off deir hats and bow ferry
humbly when tey come in," suggested Hoffmann,

:: Ea.thi!a correct.”

echiaps it petter 1f we goes ofer to explain to dom.”

Y Good! 'I:_':m]'hﬂ viz l’l:‘rw!:*:"g i R

And IToffmann and Meunier promptly erossed tha Cloisters
and the Close, and entered Groyfriars, and presented them-
sclves at the door of the junior common-room.

The room was unusually crowded.

The burncd portion of Greyfriars was in ruins, and the
rebuilding had not eomimenced vet, nor even the cloar-
img ¢f the ground. The Head was making arrangements
for new sleeping quarters for the Removites, so that they
would not have to trouble Herr Rosenblaum for more than
a night or two longer. But as for the studies, it was likely
to be a long time before they were rcbuilt. Meanwhile, the
Remove dul_f'ihmr prep. in the Form-room, and foregathered
aftqrw&rﬂﬁ in the common-room to pass their leisure time.

The room was crowded, and the juniors wera not pleased.
They mizsed their studica. Emnlr enough had been the
rooms, but they had been cosy, and—chiefest of their recom-
men<dations—they had been their own, Fellows were masters
of ali they surveyed within the narrow domain of their own
studics.. In the common-room it was different.

Wun Lung and kHurrce Singh were playing chess amid a
babel of tongues. Several members of the Operatic Society
were practising a new pari soag, and their dismal attempts
to keep in time and tume simply exasperated other fellows,
whoe yolled at them all kinds of threats across the room.
Then Ogilvy was Y going over "' a Highland dialect song,
and Elliott was trying to geé thoe bottom notes in the
King's song from * Lehengrin,” with the aid of & tuning-
forlk.  Altogether, the rcom was not a quiet place for a
nerve rest.

Hoffmann and Meunier locked iu, and the Remove greeted
them with a yell. They thought it was a raid at first, and
'hﬁ" welcomed it. They were in a great humour for a row.

Here are the alicns!™

“ Chuck "em ont!"

Hoffmann and Meunier advanesd into the room holding
up their hands in sign of amity. Wharton pushed back two
or three excited vouths who were rushing forward to oom-
menge the * chucking out " procoss.

“Hold on!  Give 'em a chance !
Hoffv i

“ Ve comes to speak mit vou.  You comes to sleep mit us
in te dormitory in to New Acadomy fo-night, after.”

“Zat 15 corrcet, I zink?”

“Right-ho! smid Wharton. *Borry if it putz yon out;
but I don't sce how it can be helped. We've had a fire,
you know.”

“Ve welcomes you—=-"

v Zat i1z correct.”

“On condition tat you keeps vour place.”

" Tixactly "

Y But how can we keep our place when we are coming
mto your place? asked Bob Cherry innocently. '

“You nob understands. You adopt te humble and maelk
manner, like poyvs who visit deir superiors.”

“ And zon ve velcomies you viz ze open arm.”

“Wan takes off your hats and bows humble.”

“And zon you asks politely to be allowed to atay In 8
dormitory viz ze young gentlemen of ze New Acadery.’

" "]‘lﬁtmln{ler: you apologisea {or fe rough peer vay you snow-

4] .

“ And zen ve forgives you and velcomes you.'

“ Oderwise——"

“ Qzzervise, ve makes you sit up."”

L zey not keep

Whot do you want,
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ITarry Wharton laughed.

“ Any more conditions?’ he asked.

“If vo zink of any more ve tellz you.” .

“H'm! We're not going to apologise, we're nob golng to
be humble and meek, and we're not going to eat humble pio
in any way ab afll. We'll let you sleep in the same
dormitory——""

Y ab1" shricked Meumer. “If is our dormitory!™

“Well, we'll let vou sleep 1n it,” said Harry, **so long
as vou odon't make a row, of course. We cun't have n lokb
of jabbering in French and German going on when wo're
teying to go to slecp.” 1
Heffmann and M}:!uniﬁr gtared at him with fechnpgs too
decp [or words.

They had been propared to welcome the Remove in a lofly
and grandiloquent way., provided that the Remove ate a
sufficient quantity ¢f humble pie, so 1o speak. Te have the
Removites saying what they would do and what they
wouldn't <o in their new quarters was a decided shock to the
owners of those quarters. ;

The eXpression of their faces made the Removites roar.

“ That's how it is,”" went on Wharton imperturbably, I
vou chaps keep quiet, and behave wyourselves, we've no
objection to your sleeping in the same dorm."

**Ha, ha, ﬂu!” roared Cherry.

“Mein himmel!” murmured Fritz Hoffmann  dazedly.
“He have no objection to our slecping i our own
dormitory, if tat ve do not make a noise!"

“"Coil! Ze sheek—zo fearful sheek !

“ That's all at present,” said Harr;.
-::l:hEr rule we want you to observe we'll
on.

“Ha, ha, ha!™ )

The two aligns gesticulated wildly.

“ Engleash duffair! Rolteir! Peepg! Ve teaches you!”

“ Himmel! Ve giffs you vun lesson!” : -

And the two excited aliens darted off to inform their
comrades of the spirit in which the Hemove were accepting

the hospitality of the New Academy.

“If there's any
let you know later

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Sonmething Like a Row,

IR Remove were fecling somewhat exeited when bed.

T time came, and they prepared to march across the Closs

te the New Academy. Herr Rosenblaum did not coma

for them this time, but Mr. Quelch saw them as [ar as

the door of the new school. He did not mean them to have

any skylarking by the way. Having watched them enter tha

red-brick acaﬁemjf, the {{.emc:-vﬁ master roturncd, satished

that he had done all he could, and content to leave tha
regt to tho academy masters.

The Roemove adoptesd their meckest manners as they passed
Lhe inspection of Herr Resenbiaum, and the German head-
master grinned at them amiably as they weat up the broad
stalrcase.

“ Good-night, poys!” he said.
able night, ain't it."

““ Thank you, sir! Good-might, sic!”

“ Mein poys are alretty gone up pefore, 1 comes up to lurn
out light in z quarter of an hour, aiv'¢ it

The Bemove marched upstairs, and went along the wida,
clectric-lighted passage upon which the dermitories opened.

“* Here you are!” exclaimed Hazeldens, opening the door
of the dormitory they had occupied the previous night.,

Il*lle stepped 11, and the next moment started back with a
yell.

The door had been a couple of inches ajar—just ajar
cnough for a tin can to rest on the top, ready for the first
COMmIcK.

The can was of light tin, very light, and open at the top,
and it was crammed with cayenne pepper.

Hazeldene gave a wild yell as the stinging cloud settled
about his head, end his yell trailed off into a furious
snCeEe,

“Ow ! roared Boeb Cherry, whoe was just behind him,
f 0Oh, lor' ™

“Help "

My hat !

 At-choo-cho-choo 1™

“ Gr-r-rereterer !

A vell of laughter greeted the sneczers. The aliens fairly
danced with joy, hey had laid that booby-trap for the
Bemovites in great hopes, and their hopes had been mors
than realised.

The Remove crowded in, sneezing and coughing amd
weeping peppery weeps, and the aliens hupged themselyes

with glee.
L l‘f;n,,. ha, ha I
f He, he, he!”

“I hope you hafl comfort-

Another Splondld Long,
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“Tat vas fmuny pefore, ain't it

“7 zink I Iaff. &, he, ha!”

“You rollers!” roared Bulsirode,

" Ha, ha, ha!” C :

The Removites were greatly inchined to go for the alions
on the spot. But Herr Hesenblaum was soon coming up to
gee lights owt, and they didn't want the kindly Geroran to
bnd a free fight raging.

So they bore it, though they could not grin. And, sneez-
ing frantically, they proceeded to undress.

ha forcign juniors shrieked over the joke till zome of
them seemed 1n danger of going into fits.

When the laughter died down, somecne would begin
erckling again, and that would start the rest; cackle after
cackle, shriek after shriek.

““ Blessed if it isn't like being in a
grunted Elliott. ' Cackle, cackle, cackle! Yah!”

“Bing to them,"” said Bob Cherry. * Bing them the
I{irég‘a gong from * Lohengrin,’ old chap, and serve 'em
right."

‘Battar than the way you yap out *On the Balll' ™
growled Elliatt.

Cackle, cackle, enckle, went the aliena untiringly.

Billy Bunter was the first to be undressed, and %EE: plunged
his little fat legs into his bed, and then drew them out
agaln, with a shriek.

* Oh, shut up!” growled Bob Cherry. ¥ You're always
maeking a row.

0w, ow, ow !

“What's the matter "

“There's something in my bed—ow—it stinga—ow!
EEI_'L;?':_?-E! been puiting a hive of bees or something in my

Tho aliens shrieked again. Wharton flung back the bed-
elothes, and revealed o heap of thistles. Al]l the beds had
been served alike, but Bunter's discovery had saved the
others from an unpleasant experience.

Hoffrnann was doubled up with laughter, velling with all
the force of hiz lungs. Bunter turned & wrathful blink
upon him, e seized the sponge from his washstand,
di;;:‘jmd it in the jug, and hurled it at the German junior.

offmann was elad in pyjamas, and the sponge landed on
the back of his neck. The icy water ran down his back,
and he gave a fiendish roar.

“Ach! Wat 1s tat? 1 am vet pefore!™

" Wet behind, you mean !” roared Bob Cherry.

“ Ha, ha, hat'f

“1_say, you fcllows, I caught him o treat, didn’t T?"
said Bunter, much pleased. * I—oh—ow—what's up? Drag
him off |

Hoffmann had rushed at Bunter, and bumped him over
his bed in a moment. Billy’s fat fimbs came down on the
thistles, and Billy wriggled.

“Healp! Fire! Fire ond thieves! Drag him off I

“Off, man!" exclaimed Bob Chérry, perpetrating a
shocking pun as he seized Fritz Hoffmann by the hair and
yanked him off. ** Be "offmann !”

“ Ha, ha, hat”

Hoffmann caught hold of Bob, and Bob grasped
Hoifimann, and they rolled on the floor. There was o
sudden yell from Russell.

“Cavel”
tTha footsteps of Herr Rosenblaum were heard on the
stairs.

In 2 moment the combatants separated, and the juniors
made & rush for bed. Dressed and undressed alike tumbled
in, and all was peuace as the German master opened the
door of the dormitory,

Herr Rosenbloum looked up and down the room with a
smile of satisfaction.

“Tat you vas all in ped, ain’t it,” he roemarked. X
finks tat you siﬂe!; beacefully mit friendly feelings, *and
all vas ealm and bright,' as te English poet says. Goot-
Hi?;ht. mein fn}‘sg”

" Good-night, sir ™

The stout German gave another contented glance up and
down the dormitory, and then went out and elosed the door.
Tha click of the electric switch in the passoge outside
followed., and the dormitory was plunged into darkness,

Herr Rosenblaum’s footsteps died away down the passape,
and then most of the boys sat up in bed.

“If vou want to fimish that hrtle serap, Holly, you'v
only got to get up on your hind-legs and say :0," remarke
Bob Cherry.

“I tinks tat T licks vou, ain't i£."

“1 zink zat ve goos for zem, ™

" Rats to vou, frogey !

“1 zink zat I vipes out zat msult in ze pore®

“ More rats!”

There. was a sound of serambling out of bed. Remonites
and aliens turned out in force. They were not sleepy vet,
They wera exeited, and ready for a row. And Eanlﬁ side,
too, suspecfed the other of intending to play some trick
under cover of darkness, and thought the matter might as
well be settled on the spot.

Hoffmann groped hiz way towards Bob Cherry’s bed.

iddy farmyard !
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The bors were sleeping two and tweo, but the Enﬂﬁh lads
wer. ol together. Iloffmann and Meunier had been put
in the saxe bed, and they go!t out of it on differcnt sides,
and both bad the same iden of gotting hold of Bob Cherry
and starting with him. ‘They reached Bob's bed at the
same time, ond each grasped a form in the darkness. If
was impossible to see, and Hoffmann did not know that he
had hold of Meunier, and Meunier did not know that he
had grasped B ffmann.

“Ach! I licks. you!"

“Ciel! T trash you!?*
And the two alieas, gmgpm% each other fiercely, rolled on
the floor in deadly combat. Bob Cherry heard their gasp-
ing breath, and, guﬂsing what had bhappened, romained
quite quict, save for & subdued chuckle.

Hoffmann and Meunier rolled on the floor, and bumped
against the washstand and brought down a clatter of
erockery upon themsclves, dnd bumped against the legs of
the bed and wvelled, and punched euch other furiously.

“Ach! T licks you, I tink.”"

“Ciel! Is zat you, Hoffmann "’

“Himmel! Is tat you, Meunier

“7 zinks zat you vas Sherry !

“71 tinks tat you vas Bherry alse.”

* Ha, ha, ha!" roarcd Bob Cherry. _ r

“ Mein gootness!”  Hoffmonn ‘released »eunier and
5prang?}tpi ““ You silly French pounder, vy for you gets in
te vay !

“Vy you gets in ze vay, you Sherman fathead 7"

“Ach! I tink—"

“1 zink—e" .

“Go for dem!” shouted Limburger.

“ Zat is correct! Go for zem!" ; 3

And Hoffmann and Meunier, leaving off their quarrel in
the middle, made & dive for Bob Cherrs's bed. But Bob
was out of it, and he was grasping the sponge on his wash-
stand. He caught a glimmer of bare legs, and squeezed
the sponge with o sweep through the air.

Hoffmann and Meunier :.'eﬁcd ga thoy were drenched
with ey drops. )

“1'p with vou, chaps!"” shouted Bob Cherry. " FPillowa
and bolsters [

“ Buck up, Remove

“ Hurrah ! ) .

Harry Wharton groped his way ¥ the door, opened it
and felt outside for the switch of the electric light. .

He found it in a moment, pressed it, and the light
flooded the long darmitory with a sudden glare.

The juniors blinked in the hgght light, and Wharton
closed the door geain guickly. ¢ seized his pillow, and
the others soon followed his example. In the glare of the
eleetric light the juniors could see what they were doing;
and though the slicns outnumbered the English lads, the
latter did not shrink for & moment from the combat, ;

Hoffmann and Meunior had made _Eaacu to unite their
forces against the Remove, and French sand Germons and
Belgians combined to attack the invaders of the alien
dormitary.

The Removites were ready for them.

Harry Wharton's vaice rang out, and the juniors followed
]l!iﬂd]ﬂﬂ.{:f in a pillow-fight as they followed it on the football-
field.

In o compact mass the Removites et their foes, and the
eddving rushes of the aliens broke on them Like water
breaking on stubborn rocks. o

Pillows and bolsters make cffcctive weapons at close

carters, and the Grevfriars bovs made active play with
their weapons.

Rome of the French boys began to kiek and scraich, in
their exeitement, but the Removites did not follow their
gxample. They contented themselves with dealing mighty
swipes from their pillows, acd they knocked the aliens
right and left.

he yells and shricks that rese from the forcign vouths
wore deafening, and it seemed certain Lthat in gpite of the
thickness of the walls the din must be heard in the lower
guarters.

But the bovs, Hemovites and aliens alike, were too
excited to think of that., They yelled and shouted and
shrieked, and fought on like gpamoecocks,

From the first the alicns had the worst of it. They wers
knocked to and fro, and all the time thero were at loast
ltalf their number on the floor,

Asn fast as the fallen ones sprang wp, others wero swiped
over to toke their places, and they sprawled ard yelled,
and velled and sprawled, while the Removites wont on
swiping with shouts of laughter,

“Turn ‘em outl"™ shouted Bob Cherry “We're not
going to have a erew of cheap aliens in our dormitory 17

“ Ha, ha, ha1”

“Kick ‘e out !

lil‘l‘l‘

*“ Qo for to peegs!™

11
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“* Hurrah!"

f-{Miel! Stand firm, my brave comrades ™

“Tat you fight like anything, ain't it.”

" Hurrah! wn with tho aliens !

The Remove made a furious rush, swipinf r'ﬁht and
-m

l!jaf{;, and the foreign youths were driven pell-mell to the
0oT.

They were jammed againat the door, and with thair
bgcks fo it, in a disordered erowd, they strove to resist t
victorious attack of the Greyfriars Remove. But they
strove m vain. The Famous Four swiped a way throug
them, and dragged the door ocpen. Then, with an
irresistible attack the Removites sent the aliens surging
through. :

In the doorway the French and Germans stood as long as
they could, resisting leroically, but it was of no avail.

_One by one, or two or three at a time, they were hurled
tirough, till the last alien had been hurled into the corridor.
. Then the Removites seized the door, and jammed it shut,
in spite of the resistance of the foreign juniors outside.

Wharton put his oot azainst it, and the victory waz won,
The Remove gave a tremendous cheer that rang through the
Iength and breadth of the red-brick academy.

““Hip, hip, hurrah "

“Wo've done "em in " panted Bob Cherry. * Hurrah for
us! They're spiflicated I' !

** The spiflication is terrific !

Meunier was thumping on the door from the ouf=ide. The
aliens were Glling the corridor with shrieks and vells.

“Zat you open ze door!" shricked Meunier through the
kayhole.

“Go and eat coke!" retorted Harry Wharton, * You
can come in when you are willing to admit yourselves licked
and eat humble pie.”

“ Zat will neffer, neffer be!”

““Then you can sleep in the passage.”

“Ciel ! Open ze door ™

“ Rats !

"[:imrnp. thu:mp, thump !

The thumping and the yelling suddenly died away in the
passage. There was a hand on the hn.mﬁc of the door, but
Wharton kept his fuot tight (o the lower panels, and it could
not open.

Then came an imperative knock.

L ﬁﬁi you apem;:}ah dﬂncrﬁ"'

. “Rats " retort o erry, ‘"We're not going fo open
at for any giddy German that gf.te.r garmed [ e ¥

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Tat vyou open, ain't it "

“I tell vou-—s""

“Hold on ! gasped Tlarry Wharton, I believe that's
I-]sn: Rosenblaum’s voicoe.

:"ll.'_;mﬂt pip l I thought it was Iloffy or Limburger.”

“Tat you open!” roared the voice again; and this time

it was unmistalably that of Herr Rosenblaum.
tat you opon te door pefore !
arry dragged the door open.

Herr Rosenblaum stood there majestically, in the midst of
n soared crowd of aliens —quiet enough now. ]

It had not oceurred to the excitable foreigners till too
late that the terrific din they were making was certain to
bring the here on the zcene.

Herr Rozenblaum's face was very revere. He locked at
tha Removites, who immediately assumed expressions of
heartfelt contrition that somewhat softened the German
headmaster.

“I tink tat vou makes vun riot,” he said. * 1 tinks tat
vou behave yourselves mit a treadful noise, ain't it 7"

“We are sorry, sir,” said Harry penitently. *“ We--we
were o little bil exeited, s’

The German master smiled

“Ach! I tink te sound tat vou vas fery morch ox-
cited. I finks tat 1 offer to gff you shelters [or {o nights,
L'nuE._ I not have my school turn into a bear-garten, ain't 167
I tinks I send a mastor to sleep in hore, and iceep you poys
in order after.’

“It’s all right, sir. We were only haviog s little fun”

“Ach! 1 tinks tat it vas a tunderstorm,”

“We won't make any more row, sir—honour bright.”

The German looked at him.

“1 takes your vord, Vharton, You prommises me tat ders
ba no more row, and I not bunishes any of te poys, ain't it}
I tinks tat you have a great temptation to make row."”

“We promise, sir.”’

“Goot! Mein poys, you promise also

“Oui, oui, monsienr ! chorussed the French boys; whila
thae Germans chimed 1n with *Ja, ja, mein here 1"

“Ferry goot ! said the placable German. * I trusts youn
after. Go to ped.”

The aliens crowded inte the dormitoery. The word of
honour they had given was enough for the boys, and there
was ne more rowing. Bub the aliens were not content with
a truce; they had to maka friends.

Meunier amnd Holfmann, in the fulness of their hearts,
insisted upon kissing Harry Wharton in zign of amity, and
the captain of the Remove went through the ordeal with as
good a grace as he could muster.

Yoot " sald Herr Rosenblapum, with much satisfaction.
“ Let dere be beace!” And there was peace.

I tells you

rimly.

- L] ] = ] ] ] 1]

But that was the last night the Remove spent in the Now
Academy. Herr Resenblaum had been very patient, but
Dr. Locke would not try his patience too far.

Other arrangements were made for the Remove the noxt
day, and they bade farewoll to their quarters in the
alien academy--thouph, as far as their old quarters were
concerned, thoy were atill burnt out.

THE ENID.
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GRAND TALE OF ARMY LIFE.

READ

THIS FIRST,

On the death of his father, Jack Dashwood finds to his
astonishment that he has been LPraﬂtieallr dizinherited In

favour of his Uncle Dominic and Cousin Leonard., Ee con-
sequently enlists io the 25th Hussars, under the name of
Tom Howard, and soon becomes a corporal, Unfortunately
for jack, however, his Consin Leonard is attached to the
258th as second leuntenant, and, with the aid of a bullyin
trooper named Sligo, sueceeds in getting Jack deprived o
his stripes. Dominic Dashwood's death occurs just as the
25th are sailing for Indla. Om their arrival there, Leonard
transfers inte the Ploughshires, while Jack iIs soom
reinstated favouarite, and becomes onge move full corporal.
A frontler war breaks cut, and the 25th receive orders to
maobilise for the front. Slige is bribed by Dashwood to drug
Tom Howard ouc night while the young wr&nral is on

1cguet du“tr' Tom falls aslcep at his J;osr and is told that
?n ue time he will be court-martialled. Onc day Sligo has
g letter from his wite, desceribing how, while ¢leaning ont
g certain set of offices in Lincoln's Inn Fields, Ehﬂr{!is-
eovered a dusty decnment nnder a safe, relating to Tom
lloward’s affairs, and that sergeant Hogan, a former
servant of Colonel Uashwood's, with whom Mrs, Sligo was
goguainted, had joyfully affirmed that it established Jack
Dashwood's claim to the Colonel's estates. This letter 5H
maliclonsly shows to Leonard Dashweod, whose anger is
further groused by the man's insolence.

(Now go on with the story.)

The Escort fo the Wounded.

“Yor can owe the thrashing you promise me for the
present I said Slige impudently., “ Yer see what my wife
says about the sergeant writing to "Oward? Well, T've got
'is letter 'ere.”” And he held it up. ' If 'e reads i, in five
minutes’ time you're done, 'Ow much will yer give me to
hand it over to you ¥’ : R

Slige felt so secure in his position, snd was so complete]
confident that he had the whip hand, that he allowed himself
to be taken off his puard, and, Leonard Dashwood suddenly
leaping from the box on which he sat, snaiched the lctter
from his hand, and tore it open.

His colour came and went, for Sergeant Hogan had spared
neither him nor his father, and the whole thing was laid
clearly bara. ; 7 o

Qutside a fire was burning, and some men were cooking
round it, and, starting to his feet, Dashwood pushed Sligo
back, and went towards it.

He held both letters over the Hame, and when they had
caught, stamped them in among the burning wood until they
were both consumed, and then retwmed to hiz tent.

"“You asked me what I would give vou for those letters,”
he said. I shall give you nothing, and if you want to save
your akin, scoot out of this. You haven't o jot of evidence,
and I'm just aboui tired of this game you're playing,*

“I think it’s 8 very good game," said Slige, folding his
arms insolently. **The news in that letter 1s worth thou-
sands of pounds to Corporal 'Oward, aud s great deal more
to you. It's worth a thousand pounds to me, and I'm going
to ‘ave 1t

Leonard’s rage rose, and, striding hack to the tent door,
ha seized Sligo i:q- the collar, shook him like o dog would o
ret, and kicked him out into the sunlight.

*If I have any more of your nonsense,” he said, *I shall
report you to the colonel. You'd better hesitate before you
come here with your cock-and-bull stories™

But, for sll that, Leonord Dashwood's face was ashen grey,
and his eyes looked as though he had been sitting up all

*“ Nothing will save the situation but my ecousin’s death, and
that I must use my best endeavour to bring about.”

Bligo picked himsolf up, for he had gone fying over &
BUy-ropo,

*Yery well—very well,” he said, under his breath, “ wa
will 2ece now what the other side will do. If I put *Oward
on the scent—the missus iz about right—they won't 'ang "im,
but ‘e'll do lime!"

* Beg pardon, sir!” eried a voide. ‘' The colonel wants
vou to fall your company in in ten minutes.”

Lecnard flung his tent curtain back, and looked out.

** What's poing on, sergeant?”’ he demanded.

“ Wounded men going down to the hospital, sir. You're
told off as escort to pet them over the hilla. There's half &
dozen of our chaps from vesterday’s business, and s corporal
of the 25th, who was knocked about when they blew the

ruins up.'

“Warn the men,” =aid Leonard abruptly. “I'll be with
you in & moment.”

And he turned into the tent to hide the wave of diabolical
delight thet passed over hiz fuce. He buckled on his sword
with trembling fingers, anxious to start on the instant, belore
Sligo should bave had time to start any conversation with the
corporal of Hussars. He had not known that Howard had
gona sick. In fact, our hero hardly knew it himself, until
on arriving in camp he had reeled and swooned into the
arms of Jim Clavering, and was thought to have sustained a
slight econcussion of the brain from the efiects of the
exploston.

A string of brown mules saddled with pannicras was stand-
ing by the door of the hospital tent, and as Dashwood ap-
proached he saw them fying hig cousin safely in.

‘“ Keep your pecker up, old man," said Jim Clavering, who
had come up to see them stert. ** You will be all right in
woeek or two ™

“T'm all right now,” =aid Jack feebly. “ I don’t see what
ther want to send me down for at alll I must have got a
erack on the head from one of those falling stones, and been
half choked with the smoke.”

“* Well, so long, old man,” said Clavering, sinaking Tom’s
hand. And then he paused as he turned away. ' Whe do
vou think is commanding the escort, Tom? Your old iriend,
Dashwood; and ‘now you're off 1”7

The file of mules started, their suffering burdens swaying
in the panpicrs at their sidos. The escort stepped oft in the
rear, and Clavering retired to the Hussar lines.

“Hallo! You come back?"” said the sergeant, running
against All Sligo,

“Yes. Where's Corporal 'Oward? I want to wee 'im.”

“You're too lete,” said Clavering, turning away. ‘* He's
g}ﬂ& to the base wounded. [ expect your business will keop.

o and report vourself to the orderls-tent at once, and return
to your duty.”

Bligo's face fell, but there was nothing for it but to obey
the. sergeant, and he followed him to the guarters of the
25th, where the first person he set eyes on was Bill SBloggett,
busily grooming his mare.

“* Halle, Bill?" zaid Sligo.

“Hallo! You turned up again?”’

“Well, you don’t seem perticular glad to see me’”

“Don't know as T am,” said Bill Sloggett, whisking away
at his mare’s withers,

Sligo passed on, but returned when he had gone s few

“1 say, Bill, is Corporal 'Oward badly wounded

ight.
- It's most wnfortunate!” he muttered to himself, i
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“Dunno; the doctor thinks so0."

And Sloggett went on with his grooming, fecling no in-
clination to camverse with his anciznt admirer.

A little later 8ligo learned that Leonard Dashwood was
the officer in charge of the escort which had gone down with
the sick, and his cup of bitterness was flled to overflowing.
Bloggett, who happened to be locking at him from the corner
of his eye at the time, wondered why Bligo turned so pals
waen he heard the news.

" Good lor'! I'm out of it this time,”” he heard the hooli-
gan say. *“'Oward will never come back alive, and then I
may whistle for my moner! Bither way, I've a dashed
good mind te report the whole thing to the colonel!"

But the sharp voice of Clavering eriad:

" Fell in, fatigue party!”

And Bligo, being one of them, marched of mechanically
with the rest,

Sighting the Tribesmen.

The little l];:flt}l of Ploughshires was divided into advance
guard, main ¥, and rearguard, and the main body marched
along on. either side of the line of mules. There were twenty
mules all told, which represented a total of forly wounded,
and when you throw in half a dozen native water-carriers,
Leonard Dashwood found himself in colmmand of guite a
respectable force. .
a ¢olumn wound on slowly down the mountain pass, with
black rocks on either hand, grown hore and there with
coarse, rank herbage. The sky was very blue overhead, and
somotimes & vulture would sail slowly across it, for where
the carnage is, there tho vultures are gathercd together,
and there was carnage in plenty in that Malakand valley.

Leonard Dashwood rode a native pony, and, though he
glanced from left to right, and was fully conscious of the
importance of the duly committed to hig charge, he found
his thoughts straying to the one great object of his life—the
murder of the man who lay, dreamily half-unconscious, on
the offside of the third mule.

It would take them two days to get down to the base
hospital, and the road was fraught with perils. The gorge
through which they wound was so stern and forbidding that
conversation ccazed, and no sound was heacd but the rolling
of the stones under their fect, and the oceasional plunge of
a rofractory mule.

ng_h up obove them, against the mountain-side, were
the little strips of terraced felds, where the inhabitants
grow their crops; and once, where an opening in the side
of the valley showed them a ghmpse of the lower lands,
they could sce the bright green of the rice-fields in the
GITTH Y

“If I miss this chance,” thought Feonard Dashwood, © 1
deserve to lose everything, All seoms to play into my hands.
It is Kismet, or Destiny, as these rogues term it."”

o medical officer who

1in one direction.,

sort happened,” said the sergeant gravely. "I believe
there's something moving akead yonder. D'ye see those
pine-trees? Well, look just below "em !

“That's o nigger, sure cnough ! said Privete Johoson.

“Halt " said the sergeant. *“ Go back. enc of you, and
tell Mr. Dashwood that we have ayutt-ed the cnemy, and asl
him to come up and have a look.

Johnson went back in time to stop the foremost mule. as
the hittle column wound rewnd an angle of black rock.

“Hold on, you chaps ! he said, pushing past them up the
stony track. *' Beg pardon, sir, but there's somebody moving
on the side of the valley, and Bergeant Hawkesley tninks
}'pulld better come and ‘ave & look through your glasses,
51r.

Leonard jerked his pony’s bridle, and made his way past
the wounded, and soon found the advance guard 2ll looking
: Hea took his glasses out of their case, and,
following the sergeant’s finger, looked steadily for some
W OnLens,

“There are three fellows there," he said, without taking
his glasses from his eyes; **one standing up, and two lying
down, with their guns pointing furihe road wao shall have
to follow, Johnson, go back, and bring up a dozen of our
men ! We will stay here, and wait while you push on and
see if you ean discover their litile game”

Johnson signalled with his rifle ™ Enemy in sight,”” and,
taking off his helmet, beckoned with it, and about twenty
of the escort ¢ame up at the double.

“Get forward, sergeant, and if
rock straight ahead and nﬁihing

We must get along somehow, an
if they mean business.'

., The sergeant saluted, and went on, Leonard sitting thera
m the saddle, watching the cutline of the hill against the
sky. He waited perhaps ten minutes, until the little khaki
dots grew faint in the distanee, and then from the hill-top
there floated ont a little puff of smoke, and the creck of a
Snider came on the wind to his cars.

It was answered by the Leo-Metfords of the advanca

uard, and Leonard saw half a dozen of the tribesmen draw
themsolves up, and disappear among the boulders, and then
from the point of the vock he bad indicated he saw the
sergeant signal * All elear I" with his rife.

The mules started again, and came within touch of the
advance guard, who moved off as thoy approoched. and
for another couple of rocky miles they wound uphill and
down dale, farther from the support of the camp, and still
within the confines of the gloomy gorge.

The track, called by courtesy a read, erossed a waber-
course, and a clump of chenartrees spread out theie
branches and afforded some shade there,

Dashwood eried * Halt!" and, leading the mules into the
shelter of the foliage, the party flung itsolf down ta rost,
the water-carriers passing among the woundad, and moister-

ing their lips with the luke-

ou pass that point of
1epeits, signal fo s,
you will draw their fire

want down with the
wonndoed was a taciturn, red-
hogded Scotchman, who was
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warm fluid that filled their
poatskin water-bottles.

mounted on & sure-footed
Khyboroon ny. and who i
had imbibed a hearty con-

tempt for Leonard Dash-
woed as he watched him
putfin on his  brown,
tanned gloves, and select a

Dashwood, who had taken
R * care to keep out of sight of

that third mule in the

tratn, sat down on a rock,
pid  lit another cigarette.
Hig face was pale with tha
pallor that was not born

of oxhaustion. though the

cigarctte with great caro
fram a case in the breast-
pocket of his jacket.

With the advance guard
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the blazing sun was tiring

scrambling  tramp  under
enough ;

and he =at  as

Ol the adan pr L Ee silent and motionless ae the
short clay in the coraer of «THE NEW = - folded, —thinking, until" the
his mouth, and the peak of SIXTH-FORMER." sergeant nppm‘:fn'!mﬂ. All
bis helmet pulled well down troce of the enemy had
over his nose, Tae Chums of Greyfriars find a new vanished, and he had no

*“What's that up yondar,

comer in their midst—one not quite

wish to be overtaken by the

sorgeant™’ he enid, when to thelr liking—and they are more OF darkness until they were
they had traversed about less hard put to it to keep thelr end up. cl:ﬂar of the gorge.
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A little speck of Autter- | b= place, and Wun Lung, the Hitks ’ F should the burnt tower

ing white had caught the
private's eye far up among
the peaks ahead, although
it had disappeared asz he
pointed &ut 1ts whereabouts.

“If they atarted rolling
rocks down,” said the
private, “‘we should not

stand much of a chance.” |
“It would not surprise

uts a neat llitle touch fo a laugh-
Pruising comedy, in which the Sixth-
Former is made to look very

at tha end of the pass. Tt
will take us all our time lo

t there if we stay much
onger.”

Leonard rose quickly, and
swurg into his saddle.
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