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“ You're too long tuning up, 1
guess,” sald Fisher T, Flsh, kicking
the concertina in the mlddle. * You
gaid you were going to play *Yankee
Doodle.” “*You ass!’ roared
John Bull junior, 1 was playlng |
*Yankee Doodle ' ™' |
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The Editor will be obliged if you will hand this book, when finished with, to a friend. i

ward,

Splendid, Long,
Complete
School Tale of

Harry Wharton & Go.

at Greyfriars.

— BY -

> | FRANK BICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Back to School.
HARRY WIHARTON wos sitbing in o corner of {he

carriaze. looking out of the window at the snowy helds
and woods along the railway line. Iob (.'hﬂrrﬁ and
o

Frank Nugent were playing chess on a pocket-board,
from which the pieces am wns oceasionally jumped when
the train bumped. as it did overy minute or two. Hurree
Jameet Ram Singh sat with a beaming smile upon his dusky
face, and a fur-lined coat drawn closaly about him., amd two
scarves aud o silk-muffler round his neck.  Billy Bunter, in the
corner opposite Wharton, was leanine back and snorving.
There was a smear of jam on Billy Bunter's [ace, showing
that he had been indulzing in the refreshment of pastry en
route. Two or three other fellows were in the carringe—all
fellows belonging to Greyiriars, and going back to school for
the opening of the new term.
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Bull, this new junior, had a case on his knee. That cazo
coantained a concertina.  Bull was debaling in his mind
whether to open it. A long railway joorney was really an
excellent opportunity for o little practice. DBut Bull did not
know exactly how his travelling-companions would take it.

The other carriages in the train were crowded with follows.
At the junction, Grexfriars feilows from all quarters of the
kingdoni had met, and crammed themselves into the train
for Grevfriara, There was Micky Desmond from Tipperary,
and Morran from Wales, and Treluce from Cornwell, Ogilvy
from Scotland. and Elhiott from the DBorder. From porth,
south, east. and "west they came, t¢ gather once more within
the old walls of Greyfriars.

The ' local ™ was cxammed. Thoe windows were full with
fellows looking out at the winler scenery, and shoubing to
people alonz the line. I'rom some of the carriages came tho
roatr of a chorns. Even some of the semwors were shouting

Januznry 14ih, 1811
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i:ust as if ﬂmi ware juniors and Nugent even sfaid he he-
ieved he heard the dﬁﬂp tones of Wingate, the captain of the
school, mingling in the chorus of * On the Ball,"" which pro-
ceeded from a frst-class carriage packed with the Sixth,

M Looks w]tlﬁ doesn’ i7" Harry Wharton ssid, turpin
hie eves into carrisge again from thé scepery, * We cha
get some snowballing,’

“* Check I"* said Bob™Cherry.
" That’s all right,’* sald Nugent. “I shove my knight

“The jollyfulness iz’ terrific,” remarked the Nabob of
Bhanipur, **The bolidays have been happy and venerab
but the returnfulness to the honourable halls of the esteeme
Greylfviars is alse welcome.” ,

** Hear, hear!” said Tom Brown, the New Zealander.
_“*Yes, it is very pleasant to return to the old school,” said
Alonzo Todd, the Duffer of Gréyiriars, blinking up from a
book. I am glad to hfiear you make that remark, Inky. M
Uncle Benjamin always impressed upon me that we Ehﬂuli
not be displeased to return to the scene of our scholastio
labours, after the relaxation afforded by the vacation.”

‘*Ha, hu, ha " roared Tom Brown.

“ My dear Brown—-""

* Dhd they put any dictionavies in your Christmas pudding,
Toddy ¥’ as Brown.

Todd looked surprised.

“Certainly not, Brown. There were threspenny-pieces—
I remember Uncle Benjamin got one on his teeth, and he said
something I could not guite catch—but there were no dic
tionaries. They would be too large; and besides, the damp
wonld spoil them, as well as its being quite certain that the
Aavour would have a deleterious effect upon the guality of the
comestible under discussion.”

Bunter opened his eyes and blinked.

*1 say, you fellows, shut up!” he said.
& Emaone '

And he closed his eyea behind his big spectacles again,

* My dear Bunter—"'

13 Snnm!” ‘

“Yes,” went on Alonze. "It is indeed
again, after going home for the holidays,
peopla at home, Brown?'

“Ha, ha, ha "

“My dear Brown—""

“¥ou see, I haven't been home!™ roared Tom Brown.
* New Zealand is a little too far to get to for o short
vacation.'t

“Dear mel I gquite forgot that.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"’

“Dear me! I trust you had sn enjoyabla time under the
family roof Fish!" said Alomzo Todd benevolently, turning to
Fisher T, Fish, the American junior,

Fish grinned,

“1 guess New York 13 a little too far to walk home for a
vae., t0o," he remarked.

“ Dioar me 5o it is 1™

Gr-ror-r-row-w-wl!

The juniors all jumped and looked af John Bull junior.
That cheerful youth had taken his concertina out of s case
at last, and tried a squeeze upon it—a sort of preliminary
canter, s0 fo speak.

“ Shut up, Bull!" - .

it here,” said Bull, “T think you ought {o like a little
111115;3[ to while away the time,”

(13 sl ¥

“The music of the honourable Bull i3 terrific.”

i

Lot 5 chap et

leasant to meet
ow were all your

H“lﬁ“ little too terrifiel” growled Nugent. * Chuek ik
ull !

 Look here—""

0 Rﬂ-tt's !:I-

**Yes, 1t's a liltle too bad,” =aid Harry Wharton. ** Have
merey, old son !

John Bull snorted.

“You've got no ear "' Le snapped.

“I wish I hadn't when you in that thing,” said Bob
Charry.

i f‘:e earfulness is terrifie.”

“1 guees that thing ought to be suppressed.’” remarked
Fisher T. Fish. *'1 never heard anything like it, excepting
a sawmill, Can you play ' Yankee Doodle,” or *Hail
Calumbis,’ or any real tunes like that, Bully ¥’

Bull brightened up. )

”E&rtain]f_,” e said. "Il give Fou "Vankee Docdle,' 2
I could stand that.’

“ Chuck it 1"

ii Wﬂ-l], PI'I aps

**But we couldn't!” howled Nugent.

But John Bull, who needed only the Very slightest en-
couragement to turn on his instrument of torture, had
started.

E}p-f-r-:;ash! Gpind! Groohll

”E 11

* Hold on 1"
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“ et up "™

* Chuek it 1™

il H‘ﬂm !,}

] é;ﬂhnndﬂﬁiﬂ paid no dhmd. He had his -]madh.?. Tiitf.h mﬁ gn&
side, & @rs Was & ession upon his face, en
hﬂel,ooked like that, MH?IIE:EH last 1{? his surroundings;
Roating away, ag it were, upon the full tide of melody. Bub
what was m ¥ to him was not melodious to the rest
iﬂaaﬂfhugant had remarked, what was sport to him was death
o others, -

Fishar T. Fish listened for a few minutes, and -then he put
out a long, thin leg, and kicked the conocertina upward.

Bull stopped playing perforce, for Fish's foot had caught
the instrument in the middle when it was at full stretch, and
doubled it up.

There was a ghastly squeak from the concertina and i

ceagid.

John Bull glared at the American,

“You ags—"

* You're too long tuning up, I guess,’” said Fish, " You
said you were going to play ‘' Yankee Doodle.”

“ You—you chump! I was playing ‘' Yankee Doodla.’ "
] ;‘*Dh, come off | Do you think Il;ﬁﬂuidﬂ't have recoghised
ac?

“J was working in & few variations.'

1:1'[ gmglu

Grooh ! ]

Bull started again. :

“Btop " roared the juhiﬂ!'ﬁﬁ with one voice,

Nugent sto his ears. Bob Cherry looked round for &
safe place to lay the chess-board while be slaughtered the
:m‘:‘agzg:n.m‘\‘fhartﬂn jumped to his feef.

But t : concertina sawed on.

'Y E‘tﬂ h.im !n

“ Collay him 1™

P2l celled Fobn Bull, as the Junt ped 1

“Hold on Jonn Bull, as UAMOrs pras im
wrathfally, “T— Oh! Yowi" = L

Daown Eﬂ- went with a bump. The concertina erashed on

the floor, and John Bull bumped upon it.

B'I'uhem was a pasp from the concerting, and a yell from John
IH.
Then both of them disappeaved under & heap of juniors.

L ]

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Yankee Swank,

- AROOH
Y “ Bump ham "

" Help 1" it

O 1 Sauash hin! |

Johu Bull struggled and roared under the juniors. But he
was pinned down by sheer weight in the bottom of the |
Crow CAYTIAL®. .

I puess we'll keep him there till Friardale,” drawled
Fisher T. Fish ‘' He won't make s0 much row there.” '

“Yow " .

“ 8hut up, Bull 1™ ;

* Yaroch I .’

**Well, that's better than the conoertina, I guoss, anys .
hﬂw.ji :

“*Temme gerrup, you idiots!”

* Where's the conocertina?”

* He's rolling on it!" 3

* Ha, ha, hia!"” '

“ Lemme gerrup ! j

Fisher T. Fish dragged the concertina out from under Joha
Bull. The instrument gave a dreadiul shriek as it came
out.

“ Now, I gpuess I'll chuck this out of the window |7 i

“ {g, ha, hal”,

“ Hold on!" shricked Buall.

“ Honour T’

* Ves, you ass!l”’ .

John Bull was allowed to get up. He waa in a very duiyl
and rumpled condition. He dusted himsell down and glar
at the grinning juniors.

“Von chim -

* Ha, ha, hia!"” %

“ Gimme that concertinal'’ i .

“ Here you are,” grinned Fisher T. Fish. ‘*Bhove it back
into the case, &n, and keep & muzzle on if."

" You fathead !" : :

But John Bull obeyed. The precious concertina was
in the case and put up on the rack. Then John Bull dus
himself and tried to fasten his collar on & broken stud.

“1 say, you fellows, yon might let a chap sleep,”” mumbled

Charies Hamliton, 1y in -
h&'ﬂh Price One ﬁﬂfpﬁnnm

“I—1 won't play it

E”" LIBRARY
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The Sixth-Formers, with a roar of langhter, got luto the hack and drove away. Billy Bunter sat up in the
snow and blinked., He did not ask anybody else for a lift. (fes page 4.)

Billy Bunter, blinking through his big spectacles. * When
I wake up I get hungry. Anybody got any toffee?”’

“* Naol"

::Ehmﬂlrata would do,”

“T gay, you fellows, I'm thinking of s.’t:amuliing;i n feed to
celobrate the opening of the term, you know. If you like
to subseribe, suy, & pound each, [ could do the thing in
ripping style. I would accept a sﬁtillirsg each., What do vou
m o

v

“Zo to sleep !

% Oh, really—"

¢ Blessed if I know where the knights are, and the rooks,
too!’ growled Bob Cherry, who was searching about the
carriage for the chessmen, upset and scattered n the tussle
with John Bull. * How are we going to finish the game?’

" Herg is an honovrable knight,” said Hurree Singh, ** but
it has received the treadfulness from an estesmsd boot.”

“It's smashad,” : .

“Naver mind: here we are at Greviviars,” said Harev
Wharton, as the train slackened speed. ** My hat, look at
the snow " ]

The Friardale station had only a small portion of the plat-
form roofed. The rest extended beyond the shelter of the
roof, and thick snow covered ik, Flakes were ztill falling.

On the platform there were a good many people, and among
them & number of lads, whom the Greyiriars fellows imie-
diately recognised. - _

“Trumper & Co. " exclaimed Bob Cherry.

The Courtfield County Council Behool fellows waved their
caps to the incoming train, and then gathered up snowballs.

‘Great Scott!” said Harry. * They're going to open on

Tae MaeNET LiBRARY.—No. 153,
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us as scon as we stop!  Jump out as quickly as you can.
There's plenty of snow, lnckily.” _

The trein came to & standstill in the stabion.

Doora wers flung open at once, and crowds of fellows poured
out on the platform.

Whiz! whizl

Smash |

“Oht"

“ O "

“ Yarooh I y

Snowballs smashed and burst on all sides, and the Grey-
friars follows had o hot veception as they scrambled on the
platform,

* Ha, ha, ha!" yelled Trumper & Co.

* Give "emn socks ! .

*“ YVath, give "emn thocks, dear boys,” said Solly Lazarus.
Harry Wharton received a snowball under the ear, an
another on the nose. As he stooped down to egnl'lmr SIOW,
he got another in the neck, and another knocked Lis cap off.

But then ho was ready for warl

With & snowball in sach hand, he rose and led a rush to-
wards Trumper & Co.

“Come on!” he shouted.

 Hurray I

Whiz! smash! fop! ] ‘

Snowballs flew fast and furious, much to the exaspsration
of the porters and the passengers whoe did not belong to
Greyiriars.

But they did not count! 1

Harry Wharton & Co. greatly outnumbered the Court-
fisldera, and Trumper and his friends werse driven from the
platform under a shower of snowballs,

harton & Co. at

Greyiviars, CHARDS
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Right out of the station they went, and in the village street
they made & stand for a few minutes round the old pump.
But a rush of the Greyfriars juniors scattered them, and
thay fled in various direx .
T. Fish waved his band excitedly.
“Come on!” he shouted. " ARer them!” .
o sk ‘om f’!’” said Harry Wharton, laughing.

Ve enOug . .
_ “1 gueds it's better to drive it home,"” said the American
junier. ** Come on., I'll show you how to do it.”’
“Ha, ha, hal"

* Aro you comingl"”
“"No {fear{”

+d

before he stepped upon a slide
the village children had in the street, and which he had
not noticed in his hurry.

“0Ohi” he E:IEU:L

His feat shot forward, and he had to follow them.

The ishpetus of hiz rush sent him along at top speed.

He whized like an arrow down the slide, his arms waving
t'ﬁtiﬁ; his scarf flying bebind, and his cap satling away
an w1

Toe Greyiriars juniors looked on amd roared.

The amart Yankeo was always showing them things, and
promising to let all Greyfriars see the way things should
really be done; and his efforts at instruction gencrally ended
something in this mannet.

“Oh " gasped Fish, * Help! Ow!”

if H“, hl Iu

B4 l
** Puj the brake on !’ :
“Ha, ha, ha! That's how it's dong—he's showing us how

ih%\l' do it over there!"
e juniors yelled.

Fish was shooting along he ; his aroom waving. He
could: not stop himself, and he & not get his h-hga‘ At
the end of the slide he ran inte a8 mads of snow, and rolled
bead over lieels in it :

The juniors, gasping with laughter, ran sfter him,

I'ish sat up in the midst of the snow. )

He was smothered with it, and locked very dazed .and
bewildered.

“(Gerroch ' he gasped.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

] Eu&.ﬁ-ﬂ—“

* 13 that how you do it over thera?’ roared Bob Cherry.

“ Ratber!"" shricked Nugent.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Then they picked the smart American out of the snow, and
dusted him down; snd for nearly five mioutes after that
Fisher T, Fish was not szean to swank,

“Why don't Ffm stop?" howled Bob Cherry. * Ha, ha,ha !’

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Litt for Buanter.

ARRY WHARTON & CO. set out to walk to the schoal.

There were not nearly enough vehicles in all Friardale

for all the juniors, et alone the seniors, who, of course,
had firsé choice.

Tho snow was falling, and the lane was thick with it, but
the lads cdhd not care for that, Billy Bunter cared; but, then,
nobody cared whether Bunter cared or not.

*1 say, you fellows,” exclaimed Bunter. as the chums of
the Remove started, “"hold on & minute! I say, are you
going to walki”

* Yee, rathar.”

“ The ratherfulness is terrific.”

“1 can’t walk, you know.”

“Why can't you

“Oh, really, Wharton! You know I'm of a delicata con-
stitution, and my medical man has warned me to avoid oxer-
tion. I shall have to ride."

iiarry Wharton laughed.

“Then you can wait your turn with the hack.”

“*Very well, I'll wait in the tuckshop,” said Bunter. “I
fecl that I peed & snack. 1 suppose you can lend me five
bob till I get to Greyfriars?”

“Got heaps of money there, haven't yon?"' asked Bob
Cherry sarcastically.

“I'm expecting a postal order—-""

.. Ha, ha, ha?! . .

“0Oh, really, you know! BSome titlcd friends of mine have
promised me—""

LL ‘}h; r.i.l]g' QE{”.

“ Look here, are you going to lend me five bob or not?”
bawled Bunter.
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“Not!"” said the juniors together cheerfully. And th
walked off in the snow, leaving Billy Bunter glaring throug

He blinked round for other victima, Jt was patural to su
Enﬂ& that on the first day of term the fellows would be mostly
! I:rs'h,ai:nd in flush times & rémorseless borrower like Bunter

v

"1 pay, Wun Lung,” he remarked, addressing s shivering
little Chines who just come out of the station, I hops
you've gnjoyed your ho a

Wun Lung turned his eyes upon Bunter. He knew

Buonter of old, and knew what a polite nguiry from

fis spectacles in great indignation.

Bunter meant.
“ Yelly ni me tankee,'’ he esid. ]
“I'm so I suppose you got lots of tipsl?”

L] .ﬁ!‘hﬂ IEE tl-.].;
* Come back flush, I suppose?™

“ No savvy.”

“I say, ‘E‘-"Z.m Lung, old chap, I hope you'll be in my study
this term. I don't much like Todd and Bull in my study.
We had _I!:}"F nice times when we shared the same stndy,
didn’t wa't"’ ;

Wun Lunf grinned.

i %;z“nn emembel.” i i ¥

. , 83 we're going to together. EUppOse YOu
wouldn't object to lending me half-a-crownt”

“ g E.E.-"ﬁl'\":.l',”

“A couple of bob would do.™

Mo savvy.”
“ Look here, Wun Lung, if you can stand me a bob—"
“ No savvy.'”
** Now, my dear old chap—""
* No savvy.”
" ¥ou heathen beast—"
¥ No savvy.”
" You—you mgtailed rotter, I'H-—-I'll—'" Wun Tung

acottled before the fat junior could finish, and Bunter was
ol to mort with wrath.
. “Beastly weather for beginning tho term, Bulstrode,” he
remarked, sidling up to the burly Removite as he came out
of the station.
Bulstrods looked down at him.
. ufht to suit you, then,"” he said.
o o 8 with another,’

“ One beastly thing

S Oh, really, Bulstrode—" 5
‘Bulstrode walked on gx_‘mnmg;. Billy Bunter glared efter
him, and then, catching sight of Vernon-Bmith, the Bounder
of Greyliriars, ho rul.ieﬁ over to him.

“1 say, Smithy, old fellow——"

“ What are you caling me old fellow for?" demanded the
Bounder, with a stare. ** What do you want?”

“ Oh, really, Smith——"

* Oh, buzz off 1"

Vernon-8mith turned away and joined Hgzeldens, and the
two walked up the lane together.

Bunter anorted. : . .

Beginning of term might be a Aush time, but there did not
seom to he anything for Bunter. Winﬁatﬂ,‘ the captain of
Greyfriars, came down to a waiting hack, with two or thres
moro of the Sixth. )

“ 1 suppoze you wouldn't mind giving me a hift, Wingate?”
sanl Bunter. o

The captain of Greyfriars slared at him. For a junior to
aslk for g lift from the captain of the school was unparalleled
nerve, in the frst place. And as there were four of the
Sixth to inte & small hack, thers wasn't much room to
spare, a.m?o Bunter always needed as much room as fwo.

“ What did you eay?"’ demanded Wingate.

“ ¥ou might give me a Lift.”

“* Cheeky young cad 1" said Courtney,

“ Oh, re&ﬁy. Courtney—--""

“ A Ift!"" repeated Wingate.

“ Yes, please. I'm not really strong enough to walk, you
know. [ dare say yow've noticed what a delicate chap I am."”

Wingate looked at the fat junior and grinned. Judging
by appearances, he would not have said that William Georgo
Dunter was very delicate ) ]

“ Do you think there’s room for you in the hack with us,
Bunter™ asked the Greyfriars captain, with ominous polite
Tess.

“ Oh, we could squeeze, you know!" .

“ Or perhaps one of us could =it on the feor?™ Wingate

=1} ted.

F‘%\?EIL yes, if Jnu wouldn't mind.”

Wingate gasped.

L I—EI’m ﬂr%lid I can't give you a lift in the hack,” hs
gaid. “ I could give you another sort of lift; I think I will”

nd G"I:H:d 1”

“ ¥ou don’t mind what sort of Lift?" ,

“Oh, no, Wingate! I'm an accommodating chap, you

know,"

Hamilton, Ia in
ATl e Ons Halfpenng,



M 8o am X1 paid Wingate cheerfully. " I'd give anybody
s Lift like this—and I'm speciajly glad fo give it to a chap
like you, Bunter.” . ) .

And he swung the fat junior round, and gave him & Lift—
'Figl iﬁhlh boot,

. Billy Bunter let out a terrific yell. o

t was & regular goal-kick, and it hurled the fat junior
' vament into a bank of snow beside the read, where
he rolled and gasped in & way that Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
would have described as terrific, ;
' The Bixth-Formers, with a roar of laughter, got into the
hack and drove away. Billy Bunter sat up in the snow and
blinked. He did not ask anybody else for s lift,

., .

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Figsh on Football,

# o REYFRIARS again!” said Bob Cherry. 3
G Whaarton Co. were the first to arrive.
They were ruddy from the trm:tcfl down the lane, and
in high spirita. Gosling, the

ool porter, came to
?.ﬁ: the gates, with an extremely

surly expression on his

“ Hallo, halle, hallo, Gossy!" exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“It's joliy nice of you to look so ha at seeing us sgainl”

o Yes, rather! Ii's nios of you, Gossy!” :

* The nicefulness iz terrifie.”

gucss g Aace 13 ano O BBE A ¢ChAD up N ohed o

“T guess his f h fo set a ¢h in_chesrful
pess for life. How do you do these things, Gossy?’

Gualini soowled. The chaff of the cheery juniors did not
coliven him,  Gosling had a seoret opinton that boys in
general, and Greylriars boys in particular, ought to be taken
away quietly and drowned. While the boys were st Grey-
friars, Gosling’s duties, of course, were much heavier than
during the vacations. Gosling was paid to work, not to idle,
but that made no difference to Gosling. He did not like
work, and he did not like boys. . .

* "Ere you are again ! he %nmtad, half to himself. “ Nice
goinga hon now, 1 supposa. Wot I says is this "ere, if there's
any nonsense, I'll report yer.”™

“ Ploasant voloe, too, after not hearing it for so long,” said
Tom Brown affably. * I don’t agree with those chaps who
say Gosling's voice is like filing & saw. It sounds more like

y Gosling'a voloe is like filing I d lik
sawing wood to me."

13 }ﬁa hﬂr.\ hﬂ I:I-I .

 Buch nice, homely manners, too,” said Nugent, *° Match
%ﬁa glma;,, you know—I beliove that's what you'd call very

omely. )

g Tr.‘“crurt:‘ﬁnripa ['* said Gosling. *I wish I was their 'ead-
master, t's wot I say—thin 'ere, I only wishes as I was
their "ead-master.”

* Thirsty, Goseling ¥ asked Wharton.

The school-porter's exprossion melted at once.

" Which I am,"” he mplied. “It's a cold day, and some-
thing warm keeps &8 man’s sporrite up, Master rton.”’

* Something nice and hot, yon mean?”

EE ?&E.”

* Quite hoti”

* Yes, Maiter Wharton,"

“Got a kettlei"

* Buttingly 1V

“ And some watsr?"

Y Plenty."

:" %ﬁm I should recommend you to boil some water——"

i il LT

w And drink it. CGood-bye, Gosling 1"

And the juniors m&l'{:hﬁdy on, leaving Gosling glaring.

The enow wes thick in the old I'.!l.lﬂ.ﬂil‘ﬂll;ﬁlﬂ, and piled up
againat the walls. The windows were thick with frost.

The great door of the 8chool House stood wide open, nnd
from within came the ruddy reHection of the fire in the
hall, Mpys. Kebble, the housekeeper, locked out of the door-
way, and greeted the juniors with her kind smile. :

 Back again, Mrs. Kebble " said Harry Wharton cheerily.

“Yes, and I'm glad to see you, my dears. The House 1=
lonely without the boys," said Mrs. Kebble.

“It's jolly nice of you to say s0,"" said Nugent. * You
wg];:.dtﬁ try to convert Gosling., HHe doe:sn't seom half wo

Mrs. Kebble laughed.

“Come in, my dears. I suppose you are hungry. There
are sandwiches here to go on with for all who are hungry.”
“You're & darling, Mrs. Kebble."”
Kebblo is

“The darlingfulness of the esfeemed Mrs.
terrifie.”’ : : :

And the juniors, taking off their coats, were scon teasting
their boote round the blazing log fire in the wide grate in the

hall, and disoussing sandwiches and the new term with cqual
interest.

“(zlad to be back, after all," said Mark Linley, who had

| o, Coe ¢ iRagea”

* How's Lancashire, Marky! _ .

* Bnowy,'” said Mark, laug mg. “and oold. Bub rigping
B8 ever! I've seen some splendid footor matches during the
holidays—ILeague and Northern Union both."

“ Good; wish 1 had. No Morthern Union in my port of
the country,” said Wharton, ** We get some Rughy Union,

though—good games, tool”

i guu play Eﬁutergaral'.’ asked Fisher T. Fish,
“ What"

“ Do you play footer?” ]

The juniors starad at the American.

They stared—blankly. . ]

To ask a Greyiriara fellow if he played footes, was like
acking a fish if it could swim, or a bird if it flew. _

Finﬁar T. Fish was never nearer in his life to being seized
and buniped hard than he was a} that moment.

“ Play footer?” echoed Wharton, at last.

“Yea, Do youl" "

“Do we?” howled Bob Cherry. “°I1 guesa sol

“ The playfulness of the esteemed footer is terrific.

‘“ Oh, you play, then!”

* Yes, wo play o littls,” said Wharton, with alaborats
sarossm. W’; Just push the ball about a bit, you know.
“ Ha, ha, hat'

“ Clood " said Fish, quite unmoved. **I play, you know,
I sup;um, as s matter o? fmot, you just knock the thing about
in .-ai_ w]’bny fashion. I guess I can shpw you some thiogs
in footer. :

: ]ﬁguisa !.';’.fa guessed wrong.'
“ Y;'u aiL:.zt :11: a player against me, and he'll tfet..‘.left. 1
ueas. hy, you nh:m{d ses how we play over thers,” said
%‘iaélﬂ;‘ %i’]fshuw you how to play footer to-merrow.”
[ | Et- Ill

* (Oh, squash him!"

* Cheeky cad '’

“ Good old Yank Swank!™

‘ Ha, has, ha!" A

“ Oh, you hang on till to-morrow!"’ said Fish Iraranaly.
“I'm giving you straight goods—I can play somel

“ Bo can we—a fow.’

““ Ha, ha, ha!" ]

“ Oh, surely! PBut I guess we can lay over anything you
can do, over there.” : "
“ 1 hear you play & Rugger game with a Ej?uﬂar toam,

gnid Wharton, with some interest. “ Is that aoi

“ What's Rugger?”

(13 'E-'h ?l'

* And what's Soccer?”

“ Whatt"' - :

“ Wa play real football,” Fish explained.

* Oh, squash him [” -

“ T wish I could get an American team over here to piay
you,” said Fish, with a sigh. ** We'd whip the whole school,
seniors and all." } .

“There’s one thing you can lick the whole school in
already."”

re LETtﬂ of things, you mean; but what speciallyi"

“ Swank I

* Oh, lia down!" said Bob Cherry. * From what T hear,
vour blessed American footer is a regular hooligan geme,
and the chaps wrap themselves up in things so that they
won't get hurt——" . .

** They get killed sometimes,'’ said Fish, with rather an
air of pride. ** Legs broken, arms broken, and so on—
ovcasionally a neck broken, I heard that there are as many
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people killed in football in a season gver there as were killed
m the battle of Chickebiddy Lick., Surely!”

“'We'll see you play to-merrow,’” said Wharton, with =
grin,

"1 guess I'll show you somethi I rather reckon we
can lay over snything in the Old Country. You're rather
Irlu.;ed out."

*Oh, ring off I’ :

" On your last legs, you know, and in & state of nerves lost
the Germans :ﬁimulg come and gobble you up,’” grinned Fish.

iR I E:.'Im_ ¥
il h-'ﬂ-t b

“1 guess I'm going to wake up this old place a -bit this
term. -'I?EI a new boy here, but the place will hear from me,

" Footer, cricket, running, walking, swimming, anything
ou like; )] undertake to knock spots off any blessed John
uli going,'’ said Fish.

Bull eptered as the American spoke. He stared, and then
walked over to the Yopnkee junion

“Trm ready,” he r«arrmr]':u:e'.{.':l

1] E.h gu

“Im a John Ball
knocked off.”

And the juniors roared..

THE FLFTH CHAPTER,
Yery Moch Left,
J OHN BULL junior stood in his square, solid way, in front

I'm waiting for the spots to be

of the American, with Lis hands up. IIe was evidently

very much in carnest. The juniors roared with laughter.

The sturdy, strong-limbed young Briton would be pretly
certain to make short work of the alim, light American, who
was all keenness and alertness, if he once started on him.
That was clear to everybody pretent excepting Fisher T.
Fish. There was not a tenth part of Fish's awank about
John Bull; but thers was no doubt at all that he could
knock the American into the middle of next week, if not still
further along the-calendar.

Bull had licked Bulstrode, the bully of the Remove, on his
first day at Greyfriars. Bulstrode had treated him with
great respect since then. Beveral fellows had tried to get up
&' fight between Buill and Wharton, the captain of the
Remove, and which would get the better of such a fight was
really a dubious point, But both the juniors wers too
sensible to be dragged into a quarrel for the amusement of
Bulstrode, and f8kinner, and thetr cronies.

Bull looked at the American in his steadfast way.

“ Well, are you soming oni” he asked,

Fish shook his head.

"1 guess I don’t want to kill you,” he said.

“"My word " eaid John Bull. *“Why, I’ll undertake to
fight you with one hand, if you like.”

* Ha, ha, ha 1"

Fisher T. Fish grinned.

“ You'd want both hands, and both feet, to keep your end
up, if 1 once started on you,” he said; “but I won't do it.
I don'’t want to hurt you,"

“My dear fellows,: said Alonzo Tedd. “Pray do not
enter mto a hostile encounter. My Unele Benjamin always
impressed upon me to interfere in such & case, and endeavour
to reatore amicable relations. Now—7""

““Bhut up, Todd L

“My dear Cherry——*

“ Order !'*

“ But my Uncle Benjamin—"

* Blow your Uncle Benjamin 1"

" Really—""

Two or three juniors pushed Todd back into a seat, and a

couple of them eat on him to keep him there,
."Go U said Bulstrode, who was anxious to see John
Bull on the war-path agsin, to judge what form he was in.
Bulstrode had not given up the hope wet of bringing about
a conflict between Wharton and Bull. * Wire in!” Give the
swanker socks, Jobhnny.”

" Wire m !

“Go it "

“I'm waiting,” said John Bull,

“'i'if“m I I‘I;'ﬂn‘l':, hbu;t you."

* Then you'll take back all your swankin " snid John
Bullﬁ;r: ‘r.gs calm and plecid woy. ** Euerygwrgrt& of 1t I"?

(1] H I £ '

" I??:;ln fight, then,"

i ou you'd get simply erippled.”

Pt ris:{r. th]r:;'l.t-." ge Py pp

‘' Here, have the gloyes on for a few ‘minutes, before the
semiors arrive,” said Harry Wherton. ‘' No harm in that,
Cut upstairs and get zome gloves, Frank.”

Ter Masner Liprary.—No. 153,

“THE RIVALS OF ST. WODE'S.”

A Grand, Nea
THE “EMPIRE"

““Right-ho I'

*“Oh, I don't mind " drawled Fisher T, Fish. “ I'll put
the gloves on, and show you how we box over there; but I
don't wanf to hurt the chap.”

The gloves were scon brought. R

Fish and John Bull donned them, and the juniors stood
back, clearing a circle to give the combatants plenty of
TOLM.

Fisher T. Fish advanced to the conflict with his usual aiz
of cool and easy confidence.

John Bull locked quiet and steadfast. But he showed that
he could be guick,

“ Time ! said Wharton.

i G‘} it 11-1

* The go-fulness is terrifie,”” ; .

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was right, it was terrifie. Bull
advanced upon the Yankee, crumpled up his defence in no
time, and drove him round tha ring.

The juniors roared.

Fish simply put up no defence gf all. He had some idea
of boxing, but he was not so strong, and not so quick, and
not nearly =o good a boxer s he guiet Enghsh lad.

Bull could have done what he liked with him. .

Fish went round and round the ring, Ball fapping him on
the node, the chest, and the chin with perfect ease, and every
blow. could have been o knock-down one if the junior had
chosan.

“Time " gasped Wharton, breathless with laughter.

Bull droppied hia hands.

The American etood where he was, pumping in breath,
with a face the colpur of a beetroot. He was hardly oblo
to stand after his exertions.

#“I1—1 guess—I—I"m & bit off colour,” he gasped. *It's
the sandwiches™

“Ha, ba, ha I

L1 I R..LIEEE____H'

But what the Americant junior guessed was drowned in s
roar of laughter.

“Time U

I guess this has gone far enough,” said Fish
hke to give me best, Johnny DBull, we'll ring off.”

“What nerve "' gasped Nugent. " Why, you ass, DBull has
been playing with you all the time.”

* What's_your say-so, Bull?'"

Bull chuckled. .

“I'll keep on,” he said.

“ 0Ok, all O i'{, tf you're defermined to be licked!™

* Ha, ha, ha "

. Theyclosed in strife again. Now the American succeeded
n getting o tap on John Bull's nose.

It had the effect of exciting Bull a littla

He attacked in real sarnest.

There was & sound of wheels in the Claze, of vaiees at the
door. The rest of the Greyiriars’ fellowa had arrived. Dut the
junigra were too angrossed in ihe conflict to heed cven the
srrival of the seniors and prefects.

Wingate appeared in the doorway, and stared at the scene
going on in the hall in blank amazement.

‘l;'ff l:.tat the—"" he began.

I

John DBull junior landed ocut with unusual faree, and the
blow, passing the American junicor’s guard with pecfect ease,
caught Fisher T. Fish on the nose with & concussion that
brought & rush of water to his eyes,

“Oh!" gasped Fish.,

He shot backwards, as if a cannon-ball had smitten him,
and crashed fairly against Wingate.

The Greyfriars captain staggered under the shock, and
grasped hgid of Fish to save himsalf.

Then they went with a crash to the floor together.

“0Oh!" roared Wingate.

“ Great Beott )’ gasped Harry Wharton.
Wingate 1™

“The floorfulness is terrific.”’

“ My hat ™ :

“QOw!" gasped Fisher T. Fish. “TI gucss—— Gerooh!”

Wingate staggered to his feet. He grasped Fisher T. Fish
by the collar and dragged him up.

“ Now,” he roared, ** what does this mean i

“1F gou

“ He's floored

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
The Milky Way,
Y GUESS—"
“What doea this mean?’ roared Wingate, shaking
thha unfortunate American till his heels ratiled on the
ala) of
“ [ guess—""
“0h, let him off, Wingate!” exclaimed Wharton,
was only showing us how they box in New York."
“* Ha, ha, ha "

“ He

Hohool 1 Charles Hamiliton, is in.
Eﬂhﬂmbﬁuk. Price One Hallpenny,
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“ You play footer here 2’ askéd Fisher T, Fish. * Yes, we play a Iltﬂt.’-’ sald *Harry Wharton, with

elaborate sarcasm.

* We just push the ball about a bit, yon know.”

(Sea page b.)

— —

~ Wingate burst into & laugh. He released the American
JUTHLOE .

“You young ass!" he exclaimed,
hitle more careful next time.”

0w

Fish sank upon a stool, gasping.

Wingate and Courtney walked on, leaving the Removikes
roaring with laughter. Fisher T. Fish sat and pumped in
breath.

John Bull steod like a rock and waited.

“Well,” said Bulstrode, “ are you finished, Fisht"

“1 guess s0."

“" Ha, ha, ha 1"

“All right,”” said Johm Bull, “ I'm sure I'm satisfied, if
you are; but if you ever want to shew us any moro
American boxing, remember I'mn ready to oblige you.™

Fisher T. Fish made no reply to that. The juniors simply
velled. They had expected the American to go down before
the sturdy Bull, but not quite =0 easily. And after his offer
to show them what boxing was really like, his downfall was
ludicrous.

Having thoroughly warmed themeelves, Harry Wharton
& Co. made room for later comers, and went up to thsir
study in the Hemove passage. There was a fire lighted
ready in each study, and the warm glow of it cheered the
menrs. Wharton, Nugent, and Hurree Singh went into
No. 1, Bob Cherry and Mark Linley went along to No. 13,
and Fisher T, Fish and Alonzo Todd o No. 14, Billy Bunter

Tue MaenET Lisrant.—No. 153.

wvEex:  ROLLING IN MONEY.”

“You'd betier be a

WEEK:

L )

shared that study with them, but the fat junior had not yeb
arrived from Friavdale.

* Well, this is rippings” said Wharton, locking round. No
place like homs, iz there? Shove the Lkettle on. We'll have
some tea to wash down the sandwiches.”

“ Got any tea?”

“T'll cut across to the tuckshop and get some while you're
putting on the kettle.”

(1) I}ﬂne !H I

Harrff Wharton went ont into the snowy Close, and crossed
to the little tuclshop, half-hidden by the gaunt elms, DMrs.
Mimble, fat-faced and cheery, greeted him with a smile.

“Happy New Year!” paid Harry Wharton. * And a
pound {-F tea! And sugar and milk, please.”

He turned as YWun Lung came into the shop,

“* Hallo, lid !

“ Lookee out " said Wun Lung mystericusly,

* Why, what's the matter 1 :

“ Lodel and Calnee lockee for sou poee in”

“ What for ¥’

““ Zlub," said the little Celestial tersely,

Wharton whistled.

“Thanks, Wun Lung!" he said,.

And when he took up his purchases, Wharton remémberad
the warning. Loder and Carne frequently replenished their
tables in thiz way, and Wharton was on the watch for them
a3 ha went back to the S8chool House, He carried his parcels
under his left arm, and the jug of milk in his right hand..

Wharton & £
A Bplendid SBchool Tale of Eﬂxﬂl IRerton 8 Co. p

Greyfriaras. By FR
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“ Here be ia!" exclaimed Carne, as Wharton arrived at the
foot of the stairs.

The captain of the Remove halted.
. “"Do you want anything, Carne?” he asked. *QOr you,

" ¥Yes,” said Loder coolly. “Take those things into my
study. I'm not sure whether they're things you juniors can

have. TI'll look at them first.”
Harry Wharton looked grim. If the purchases he had

ust made ever went into the prefect’s study, he knew how
ittle chance there was of their evér coming out again. He
made & move as if to go down to the Sixth-Form studies,
and the two bullies of the Bixth grinned at one another.

"Z!?i:lan. ‘with & sudden spring, Wharton gained the stairs, and
a0 up,

" Stop him!" shouted Carne,

The two eeniors sprang after Wharton at once. Carne
nussed him, but Loder grasped him by the ankle as he gained
thE fourth 5‘;?.'11'. ‘

“E:;g'l::"t::l" grinned Loder.
£ (ﬁ-::ma down, you young cad |"
Wharton made an effort to wrench himself away. But in
vain. He swung the.jug of milk round, and there was a
lﬂﬂdﬂa&?a&hﬁitha f.‘ﬁé‘ltﬂnt-ﬁ shot into Loder's face.

) roared Loder, sta ' Ing.

E&I'TF 3 o 4 Epﬁhﬁ s{:ai;":_; ggering ha-:lF, choking

& arrivid g o udy breathl i }
hl:hrla& the parcels on the ta-’ule.y reseten: Qemer fmiand

* Look out ! he gaspoed.

:Whm*u the milk " exclaimed Nugent.

1

::Upmfi’it. you ﬂuEg:iE” ik

o; 've upset r. d sl

W o Al e Sl o had my ankle, and there was

**What was that 7

“The milky way,”

«1 bunged the mill

“1 bunged the milk at his napper,” sai :
afl:T:tE mol Look out !”f EeE ¥ Wha oo

are was a tramp of feet in the passage,

Loder, streaming with milk, glared into the stu

Carne ﬂarﬁd aver ia?jahﬁuidnr. J i
three jumors hined up instantly. Harry Wharton had
the milk-jug in his hand, and Nu ent_had snatched up a
%‘ﬁkﬁﬁéﬁ? ih:{r;]rlmkg{?mmga Bam mglh grasped the ;mﬁcr.
¥ ¥ B0 dangercus th iy

hl:thHS, % Gf Lo i E at Loder, furious as
.. 1t was againet all rules for a junior to resist a prefect, but
it was Guite certain that Harry Wharton & Co. 131:;1.11:1 resist,
and Loder did not want to be hurt.

* Put those things down ! he roared.

£11 Hu f{l-l-l‘ 1"?

1 order you—as a prefect "%

“Go and eat coke [

L 1 II!I_II]]_____H_

L Rﬁtﬂ !n

“Go for them, Loder,” said Clarne, showing no grea i
however, to come forward himself, e

“1'll smash them—]'|}—"

“B&@Eﬂr kﬁﬁpryﬂurhd]iplfmm,’fﬂaaiq Harry Wharton. *“If
Fou raid o chaps grub tke a g1 / Junor, you 1] ¥
%o b%}::r?nted]:lﬂ;ﬂ‘a ju&liﬂr.”’ i ¥l you must expect

“ That's only fair and square,” said-Nugent, and the Nabob
1:-: %hampur edded that the fair and squarefulncss was

Fring,

Loder gave the juniors a furicus lock.

“I'll remembor this!” he exclaimoed.

“Go ahead 1"

.ﬂ.nﬂd ﬂl; 1:?-'1::1 ﬂﬂm-:ar:-lﬁranmed a%a].r. o

ne us " sa: ugent. ““ Bub we shall have to look

ﬂutt- for Loder. And we a_ﬁaﬂ have no milk for tea.””

‘It was worth the milk to give Loder a swamp on the
ﬂﬁp]i){:r with it.”

‘Ha, ha! Tt was!

And Hurree Jamsct Bam Singh added that the wasfulness
was terrific.

“ He'

[ —

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Wishes to Stand a Feed.

HE clhiums of the Remove had finished their tea, when
& fat face and 2 large pair of apectacles glimmered into
the ;tudﬁ
, _Billy Bunter had arvived, and the scent of tea had
drawn: him ioto No. 1 8tudy in the first place. He blinked
in at the juniors with as amieble an expression as he could
munter,
“ Finished tea " he asked,
“¥es"
“ Anything left 1
Tre Maswer Ligrary.—No. 133,
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“Vea,"” grinned Nugent. *“If you came here for tem
you're left—badly left! Ha, ha, hal”

“0Oh, really, you know—" i

“There’s a sardine, and some cold tca,” said Harry
Wharton. “I'm sure vou're welcome to both of them; buk
don't gorge recklessly.”

Bunter slummed the door, and passed on down the passage
He looked in at No. 13 Study, where Bob Cherry, Mark
Linley, and Wun Lung were making themaselves at home for
tho new term. Bob Cherry had a sandwich in his left hond,
and a hammer in his right, and his sleevea rolled up. He
was evidently busy, and had no time to stop for tea. Mark
Linley was holding a picture, which Bob was going to hang
up. Bob had brought the picture to Greyfriars to adorn the
study, having picked it up a2 & great bargain during a visit

to London.
ou fellows——"" began Bunter,

“Try the pext door,” said Bob, looking round., * Ng
broken wictuals given away here,”

: %h, raﬁlry, - rrE"F

UZZ OIT & I buIF
. "I was wondering if you fellowa would lef mo stand a feed
in your study. I ahnu{ﬂyuk vou all to it, of course."”

“Yes, if you like. You can bring the things here. I
zbhall be hungry when I've done hanging this picture.”

“1 suppose you wouldn't mind lending me a few bob !

* Get out!” roared Bob Cherry.

“* But I say, you konow—"

Bob Cherry flourished the hammer, and made & vush ab
Billy Bunter. The fat junior skipped out of the study in
record time. )

“ Beast!” he howled back from the corridor.

He ran into No. 14, The three shavers of that study wero
all there—Alonzo Todd, John Bull, and Fisher T. Fish, the
American.

They beatowed inquiring glances on Bunter.

“1 guest you werce brought up 1n & ten-acre field," said
Fish. “Or 18 it a cultivated habit of yours, bursting into a
room and leaving the door openi"

(13 D.ﬁ, 1:'

“ What's the trouble?™

“ Excuse me,”" gasped Bunter, “That beast Cherry s
after me with a mer 1"’

“PDear me!"" cjaculated Alonzo Todd. * That 1s very
reckless of Cherry. My Uncle DBenjamio always says that
onc should be careful "

* He's nearly fractured my skull, and—"

“' ot any marks?"’ asked John Dull.

“ Well, no, I don't think there's a mark o

“ You blessed fabricaton!"

“Oh, really, Bull——"

“ Dear me ! said Alonzo.  * You should never lie, Bupter,
My lfllc]tLHr'njamin would be shocked—nay, disgusted, if he

B

heard——

“Oh, blow your Uncle Benjamin !”

“My dear DBunter——" .

“1 want you fellows to let mec stand a feed in this study,
to colebrate thic opening of the new term,' reid unter,
“This was my study, only T"in changing out this term, I
should like to stand a fecd here, and invite you fellows, for
the sake of old times.™
* That is very gencrous of vou, Bunter.”

* Well, the fact is, I nwean to br gencrous,’

‘““ Borter change ™ asked Fish,

“ Oh, really, Fish—""

* No objection to standing a fecd heve,” said Jolin Bull
But T suppose you'll want us to pay for it?*

“(Oh, really, Buill—" o
*“ 1 guess you can go ahead,” said Fish. " I'm pretty sharp
got myself.”

“1 should rcfuse to mecept ony contribution from you
fellowsa, That will bave to be understocd at the start, of
course.”

“Well, go ahead.”

*Only, as it happens, some poslal orders I was cxpeciing,
from a titled fricnd, have not had time to arrive yet, you
zee. I would accept a small loan, to be repaid immediately
my postal orders arrive.”

1 pueds—-—""

' Hdt’.ﬂ 1+

i My dear Bunter, you ¢an have the ten shillings of ming
wihich you used by mistake last term, snd which you pro-
mized to brmg; the first day of this termn. I suppose you lave
it about you "

Bunter blinked at Alonze.

“The fact is, Todd, 1—I'm expceting that among the
other postal orders. It hasn't arrived yet, owing to—to tho
delay in the Christmas posiy, you know. You shall have it
immediately it arvives."

* Then 51'21"3 is the loan of seven-and-six, and the fivg
chillings——"'

4]

Grand, N Sohool Tale, by Charles Hamllton, 1s In
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“You phall have tham all fo-nlghf, without fail, out of
]h_:.' al orders.” . :

‘You are quite certain, Bunter I’

“Very good” said Todd, with 3 smile of satiafact

er B with s smi satisfaction,

#Then 1 shall be able to make that New Yeu?;ﬂ gift.”

“To me?" asked Bunter. .

“You! Certainly not. My Uncle Benjamin recommended
me to make some little New Vear's gift to the Head, and I
hed thought of presenting him with a que.”

“With a ticket on i%_ Jh;u%poaeﬁ When - this you mece,
remomber me?’  asked Fisher T. Fish, :
“(Oh, no!” said Todd, without in the losst seeing the joke.

reat
feel

$Just 8 few words from myself expressive of the

esteem in which I hold the Head, and the respect we
for him. My Uncle Benjamin said—-""

' Bpeaking of that feed——"' said Bunter

"%pcaking of the New Year's gift—"

* But the fead—"'

“My dear Bunfer—"
* ¥ou see, I require——"

“You are sure the postal ordera will come, Bunter?”

*Oh, quite certain ! .

"“Very well, I shall rely upon you."

“,_L!mdy it you could make me a small loan now, say five
shillings—"

"] am sorry I have no money, Bunter."

Bunter snorted

“ Fish, old man—""

“More rats !™

“But I say, you fellows—""

*Go and eat coke "'

“ My hat!"” exclaimed John Bull. * What's that?"

“That" was a berrific hammering in the next sfudy.

“ (Oh, it's only Bob Cherry hanging & pictufc ! saxd Billy
Bunter. * 8peaking of that feed o i

“Dh, buzz off, Bunter; yon make me tired !

“ Byt T say——" .

“ (Fet out!"” roared Fish.

¥ Here, hand me that criclet-

ll;ump"_; Todd ! o
“0h, certainly ! Hare it 13!
¥ Now, then, Bunter—"

Billy Bunter was gone before the ericket-stump could be
got into play. From the end of the corridor he yelled baclk
S Begsts " and then Bed downstairs. And the chums of the
cnd study. laughing, looked in at Mo. 13 to sce Bob Chorry
hanging his picture.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTEER.
Fish Hangs the Piciure.

OB CHERRY was getting a little excitexd. .
He had driven a nail into the wall, and the nail,
after refusing to enter for some time, had shot into the
wall ita full length, and Bob cauld not get it cut again.
He was trying to prise 1t out with the end of the hammer-
bead, in vain, when Figher T. Fish looked into the study.

Bob was standing on a pair of steps, gouging away at the
nail, with a very red face and gleaming cyes.

Fragments of plaster tumbled down, and Wun Lung,
having caught one in his eye, retired to a corner to scrape if
out, and, as the t so well puta it, the subsequent pro-

ings interes him no more. ;

Mark Linley was holding the steps with one hand, and the
pictiure with the other, all ready for Cherry.

“I"N1 have the blessed thing out, if I have the blessed wall
down!"” grunted Bob Cherry.

Mark grinned.

“You're getting some of the wall down, anyway,” he
remarked.

There was a chuckle at the door. :

Bob Cherry looked down rather excitedly, to see Fisher T.
Fish standing there, looking in with his usual air of superior
knowledge.

“Well, what do vou want?' snapped Bob, whose temper
wae a little ruffled by the chuckle.

" Nothing, I guess.”

“ Take 1t and then " _

“Wrap it up for me,” said Fish, with unmoved coclness.

Bob annrbew:{. .

“0Oh, buzz off 1" he exelaimed. “ I'm busy!™

“I guess T can help yeu.”

“My dear fellow, I'll show you how we hang pictures over
there of you like," #aid the American junior.

113 Aﬂ ! ¥

“You're making a pretty muck of it, anyhow."”

If you could hang this picture betbter than I can—"
bawled Bob Cherry.

o I could.” :

} en you can try,” ssid Bob, who was getting a little
tired of his exertions, and who found the atmosphere very
P Magy¥er Limrary.—No. 153.
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hot so near the ceiling, for there was & big fire in the study,
and the gas was alight. - cenis

‘T guess I'll handle it to the queon's taste,” said Fisher T.
Fish, who frequantl&\ dropped into American slang thet was
Very m;va'barinus to the Greyfrisvs fellows. ** Just you let me
handle it, that's =1l.”"

# Here you are, then!"

Bob descended from the steps and handed the hammer fo
ih%" Amarican. . ] g

isher T. Fish mountod the steps, still with the superior
amie u his face, )

The hammering had brought half the Remove nlng the
passage to see what was going om. They wabch the
American with great intorest.

Fish’s attem to show how things were done *‘over
there '’ generally caused disaster of some sort, pnd ﬂlq uniors
Were Iuogfing for fun. They disappointed either.

were not da
“You see, there's a way of hanging pictures, and a way
not to hang them,” Fisher T. Fish remarked, as he mounted

the steps. **Now, when I'm at work I don't cotton to people
hanging round. Lot go the ste a8, will youl"

 1f you like," said Mark Linley.

T gucss T do like.”’

“Thoy're not vory steady, you know."™

*I reckon I can keep "em ateady.”

**Oh, all right!" j

And the Lancashire lad retired, not sorry to be out of range
of the hammer while it was in the honds of the American
unior,
: ** Alle# safeo hele,” remarked Wun Lung, as Meark joinad
him in the corner, " ' Me tinkes Yankoe-swankee gleat duffel.
What you tinkee¥"” ) :

Mark Linley smiled, but did not reply. As a matier ol
fact, he shared the opimon of the Litthe Chinee.

“Bo it, Fishy!” said Harry Wharton from the passago.
 Let'a soe how {ou do things over there!”

“1 guess I will.”

'* Pile in, Fishy !

Fishy piled in. He opened his pocket-kmife to got the nail

out of the wall. Tt.was a nail with a big brass head, and if
had cost a penny by itself, and such nails were not plentiful
ade of the knife

in the 'ﬁuic-r studies. Fish inserted the bl
under the fat head of the nail and jerked.

There waa & snap !

“ ¥ reckoned it would come,” he remarked.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“0Oh! My hat!" .

Tt was not the nail that had come, it was the blade of the
lknife that had snapped off short.

The juniors roared. ]

Anybody but Fisher T. Fish would have locked a little
shoepish. But not so the American junior.

His coolness was proof :gm’nsl: anything. ; .

%{a n?aned the ntfzer blade of the knife and tried again.

bap !

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Fronk Nugent. “He's playing snap

}%ﬂlﬁlﬂ”f 1 1 ific.*

* The snepininess 13 terrihc,

“Ha, ha, ha!” : R L

“ 1 guese that nail won't come out,” said Fisher T. Fish.
“ Ain't you got any more nails in the place Cherey?”

“I could have used & fresh nail mysclf,” said Bob coolly.
“"You were going ‘to show me how to do things. Get that
nail out,”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!"” roared the junjors crammed ia the doorway.
¥ Qo it, Fishy!" :

Fish cocked his eye thoughtfully =t nail, and then
crashed the hammer on the wall two.or t times A suc-
cession. The plaster tumbled down i great chun

“ Here, look out!" roared Bob Cherry. * You'll be through
into tho next study in a jiffy "

o lérgueaﬁ I've loosened that nail.”

(13 ﬂu {.: um]j r

* Look here!"

Fisher T. Fish picked the nail from the wall.
difficult as he had smashed great
round it

Bob Cherry simply glared.

“¥You frabjous chump!"” he shrieked. “1 suppose I conld
have done that by smeshing a big hole in the wall. What
will that lock like now?"*

“Well, you can hang the picture higher, yon knoow, sund
cover it up,’’ the American junior suggested.

“1 suppose we shall have to. But of all the chumps——"

“ The chumpfulness is terrific.” -

“Go it, Fishy !’

““I guess I can work the riffls,” said Fish. **Here goeai”

He planted the nail in a fresh spot, about a foot above the
gashes in the wall, and hammered at it 5

Bz o

Ii was net
geshes in the wall »ll

of Harry
Greyiriars, n;? FRANEK
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Then he gavo & terrifie whoop.

" Yarooh 1"

Hammer and nail crashed to the Hoor. Fisher T. Fish aat
on the top of the ateia and sucked his thumb and yelled.

"The jumors below shricked with merriment.

“ Yaroo!” roared Fish, **Yow! Ow! TUgh! Yoop!l”

"' Ha, ha, ha !

Fish had hammered his thumb, but there was no sympathy
Eﬂ]mg:}‘ The juniors roared with laughter. They couldn't

elp ik

“Well, if that's thd way they do it over there I prefer the
old-fashioned way,’’ Nugent remarked, “I should think it
would hurt the thumb, you know.”

““Ha, ha, ha!"

{14 H‘Ew l;l

“Go it, Fishy!"”

Figh gave his thumb a last suck, and tried again.

Bob Cherry grinned, and handed up the hemmer and the
pail, and then retired to & safe distance,

Fish, grunting with the psin in his thumb, hammered the
nail into the wall. It went half-way in, and stuck loosely
in the plaster.

* Now gimme the picture,” he said,

“That nail’s not safe.’”

“ I puess it’s all right.”

I tell you—"

“I rockon I'm hanging this picture.””

“Well, look here, if you demage the picture—'

* Oh, ! That's all right !

The picture was handed up, not without misgivings.

Fisher T. Fish put the cord over the nail,

* Ia that straight? he asked.

“Ha, ha! No!

" Well, & little more on the left perhaps—""

©“Ass! On the nght!”

“I guéss— Oht Ow"

_The nail tore out, and Fisher T. Fish made & grab at the
gmture to save it—with the natural result that he lost his

ilanca on tha steps. The latter reeled over, and there wag
8 crash as the

%i-:tura smashed on the floor, and a terrific

bump a3z Figher T. Fish lunded there.
hB:- Cherry added a yell as the hammer dropped on his
*on v
(11 c'w !H‘
And the spoctators roared.
*“Ha, ha, ha "

—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A High Jump,

ISHER T. FISH sat locking dazed.
Bob Cherry danced ¢on one foot, clasping the other,
and yelling. He wes hurt, and the whole school could

- have known it, for Bob's voice could be heard far and
wide,

Mark Linley picked up the picture ruefully.

The &!asa‘wan smashed to atoms, and there was a gash
across the picture. The frame had been brokenm, too, at one
oorner.

. That work of art would prﬂbnbl{anﬂ be worth very much
after Fisher T. Fish’s attempta to hang it.

The juniors in the passage laughed themselves breathless.
But the occurrence did not seem so funny to Bob Cherry,
He was huart, and his picturo was smashed. Bob Cherry
was wrathfal,

As soon as the pain in his toe subsided a little he advanced
upon the American junior,

Fish still sat on the Roor locking dazed,

Bob Cherry grasped bim by the collar.
“Hallo! Leggo!” gasped %‘ish,
“You asa

"7 guesg——r?"

£ ?‘Dﬂ Chun'lp L
Gt 0w ol roatsd Bob Cherry, & Closr th
i t W ™ rof < £ 7

f&llﬂwst‘?ﬂ EoO L& orry car the way, you

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The juniors crowded aside to give Bob Cherry room. He

dra _the American junior to door and, with a vigorous
spplication of his boot, rolled him into the passage, '
- Fisher T. Fish sprawled among countless feet in the
pun%!fle, gasping for hreath,
. “There!” roared Bob Cherry. *If you show your nose
in this study agamn I'll take the hammer to you, you blessed
Yankee fraud I”

And he slammed the door of the study.

Fisher T, Fish stagpered up.

“1 guess I'm hurt!™ he gas

“Ha, ha, ha! You look it!""
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“I'm not golng to take that lying down, I guess. Thers's
going to be trouble,” suid Fisher T. Fish, rolling back his
uff “Tm:: -r:m]!'t- Emt an Amwerican citizen. No, aiel”

“Pile in 1"

“T puess go, iy "’ ;

And Fisher T. Fish rushed back to the door of Study
No. 13, Aung it open, and rushed into the study in the
most warliko way, _

“Keep clear! masped Horry Wharton, " He's coming
out soon "

" Yesz, rather!” _

Harry Wharton was vight,

There was a sound of scuffling in the study, and then the

American’ jupior came tearing out at top speed, with Bob |

Cherry. behind him, brandishing the hammer.

“Hold him !" gasped Fish. “ He's mad! Hold him "™
And he fled wildly dawn the ge.
Bob Cherr pursued him as far as the head of the staim,

down which Fisher T. Fish went leaping, falling and rolling
down the last dozen.

“ You coma back, that’s all 1" bellowed Bob [Iherriv.
teach you how we do things over here, you fraud!
you if you had any brains! Yah!"

But Fishey T. Fish did not come back, L

He took refuge in the common-room, but his spirits were
not dam When Harry Wherton & Co. went down pre-

-II-I!I!

'd brain

kently Fisher T. Fish was holding forth on the subject of
%‘:mﬁmgi Jumping, it appears, wes second nature to Fisher °
50 to '

ish—in fact, athletics was a sclence be had exhausted,

“ ¥ou should see how we do it over there ! he said.

“Let's see vou do it over he tﬁmnl,” said Bulstroda.
"“¥ou say you jumE over chairs at home?™

" Yes, % guess so.”

“ Well, we've got chairs here

* Hardly room for a run, you hnow.”

“ Oh, such a splendid jumper as you are ought to be able
to iumli without a run,”” zaid Skinner, with & grin,

* 8o I could, but I guess I'm & bit out of practice.”
“You could get » run in the passage,’”” suggested Ogilvy,
*“Take the wi'.r-a:rﬁ length of it if you like, and have the chair

inside the doorway heve.'*

Fidher T. Fish was fairly canght,

“I giiess I can do it," he zaid.

* Da it, then.”

* Play up, Fishy!" )

There 'was one trait in Fish's character—when he wns
caught in his swanking he would always try. to make his
words . Perhaps believed all the things he eaid.
Perhaps all Americans do. Wlho knows? )

Fish walked out of the common-room with quite a jaunty
hjri] and Bulstrode placed a chair within the rcom, in clear
s1rht,

It was rather a high-backed chair, but there were n dozen
fellows in the Remove who could have Ej_umped it with ease.

But it was extremely doubtful if Fisher T. Fish could.
He had declared that in New York he haed jumped over
higher chairs. But New VYork was not Greyfriars, and, as
'Hob Cherry remarked, the jump bhad had tune fo grow whils
Ficher T. Kish was crossing the Atlantic

“ Ready ¥ asked Bulstrode.

“ Ve stand clear.”

“ Btand back, you fellows " _

The fellows stood back, grinning. The general impression
wis that Fisher T. Fieh would funk the jump.

But the American junior certainly started off well.

He came down the pazsape at a trot, and iocreased liis
speed as he neared the open door of the common-reom. The
common-room door was across the end of the passage, which
ended at the room, so that the run was clear righl along the
passago and across the room.

Fisher T, Fish come dashing along right into the deorway.

Then hoe stopped.

There was a roar of laughter,

" Ha, ha, hal"”

“ Funk !"

“ Zo home ™

““Ta that how you do it over there?™

“ Ha, ha, ha! + : ;

“I guess T hadn’t got the distance quite right”" szaid
Fisher 'T‘I.1 Fi?lh, t;.rithcut looking in the least ebashed.

““Ha, ha, ha?

Y G bacig. and guess ?igain, then, look you!" said Morgan.

Arud the juniors rosred,

Fisher T. Fish strolled carelessly back aleng the passage.
He turned facin;g the open door of the common-room again,
and jut the distance with his eye.

g Iiﬂ-o out!” ho exclaimed.

“ We're looking out.™
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looked quiet and sieadiast.

Fisher T, Fish advanced to the conflict with his usual alr of cool and easy confldence, while Jebn Bull
“ Time! " sald Harry Whar{on.

(See page 6.)

“T'm coming I"

“YWell, come on, then!'

Figh cama racing along the passage.

He certainly looked as if ho meant business this time.

But just as he the doorway his pace slackened. and
he just reached the chair, and stood locking at it, withoat
B jump.

The Remove roared again.

* Banlked, by Jova!”

“Funk!"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Fizher T. Fish turned a little pink this time.
that he was not quite living up to the repulation he had
given himeelf. ] .

“1 guess the third time does it,” he said.

“ Oh, we're petting tired I

“ Yes, ring off, F-iﬁ'l}ri You know you can't do it. You're
snoofing.””
~ “The spooffulness of the henourable and ludicrous Fish
Is tervific ™ _

“I guess T ean do 12"’

“Well, this is your last guess,” zaid Bulstroda,

'*Ha. ha, haﬂ!_; _—

Fisher T. Fa ered away along the passage with a very
deiermined expression upon bis I{e&ﬂ.n featum&.g& )

He meant business this time. The juniors were laughing,
not ilﬂl‘lﬂ% the least expectation that Fish would attempt 1o
jump gt all

But Fish was in earnest now. He came along the passage
agaln at top = . and came tearing into the room, right
up to the chair, and jumped.
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_l.e'i_nd his foot caught in the top rail at the back of tha

choir.

F_‘g;]ha chair went over with a orash, and so did Fisher T,
ish.

There was a roar.

“Well jumped "

““Ha, ha, ha!”

i ?ﬂw !!1

“ ia, ha, ha!”

Fisher ', Fish had landed on his hands and knees. He
remained on for some seconds, and then rose slowly,
rubbing his hands painfully.

“1 guess I'm a bit out of form." he remarked.

“1 guess you are!” prinned Bob Cherry. * You'd better
try again. You'vo kicked the top rail off that chair, but
there ara otlers.”

Tisher T. Fish did not reply. He hurried away in.ssarch
of some ombrocation for his hands—-which it He
left the juniors shreking with laughter, and for the rest
:11-1 llﬂmt evening there was™ no moro swank from Fisher T.
FE

[ EEE S

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
Fagging for Bunter,
uf R-B-R! It's jolly cold I" said Billy Bunter.
G “ Generally is at this time of the year," Bob Choerry
remmrked. ; ]
“What T mean is, there's ne fire in my study,” said
Nunter suikily. *'1 think it's rotten making the fcllows poy
for thor own coala ™
“Well, you've nover paid for any yot.”

Wharton & Co. at

Harry
GroyIriars. By FRANK RICHARDA
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* Oh, reslly, Cherzy—""

“1 jolly well missed s lot from my study this morning,”
grht;'ig:é Bulstrede. “I've got a pretty clear idea who raiged
1Ly ar.”

Bunter did not seem to hear that remark.

“I think I shell very likely be ill if I do my prep. in &
tludy without a fire in 1t," he remarked.

" Comee in my studee,” said Wun Lung, the little Chinee.
*“ Thank you, I don’t care to accept favours of a heathen.”
" Nice polite chap, ain't he 1" remarked MNugent. " Why

can’t you do your prep. here in the commeon-room I

“ Well, the noise would disturb me, you know."”

“There's n fire in the Form-room,’” Harry Wharton
romaried.

“It's draughty.”

“"Dear me " said Alonzo Todd. *That is very remark-
eble. T have never heard of a fire being draughty before.”

- %ﬂa! I lﬁztn the Form-room 1™ ¢ ke ? said H

“*You can do your in No. 11 ike,” sai Arry.

Bunter blinked =t mp i ’

“Thank youn, Wharton, but after the way you fcliows have
treated me, I don’t care to accept your hospitality.”

“ (3o and eat coke, then !’

“If there was any fellow decent enough to lend me a bob,
I could get some coals ip,” Billy Bunter remarked. “1
should think some fellow might ?'l'n it, when I'm going to
Ertrl‘t:.'i.d a I:;':J;&f.-up to the whole Form, regardless of expenze.”

ats |

“ Oh, reslly, Bulstrode—"" )

Bob Cherry fumbled in his pocket. Bob had had a
remittanoce thet day from an affectionate uncle, and he was in
funds, and when Bob was in funds, it was genersally easy for
anyone who wanted money to get some of Bab'a,

" Here you are, you fat bounder,” he said. "' Here's a
boblct. But look here, you'd better spend it on the coals—
do you hear? No more of your gorging tarts. You've had
c¢nough to-day to make a hippopotamus Eﬂ. I shall lock into
your study presently to sec if thore’s a firc going, and if
there 1sn't, you'll get a thick ear.™

* 1 trust that you don't think I should spend this money for
ony other ptrpose, Cherry. It would amount practically to
e ement."”

“ BExactly. Bo look out for thick ears if you do.”

*“Oh, really—"

“ Bure off I
. Billy Bunter rolled away. Wun Lung was leaving the
junior common-room, and %unt&r joined him in the passage.
He twitched the little Chinee by the pigtail, and Wun Lung
locked round at him with his sleapy, almond eyes.

1 say, Wun Lung,” said Bunter, in a confidential tone.
" About that bust-up; I believe you intended to make a
contnibution.”

* No savvy [”

“OFf course, I know you're rolling in moncy; you've got
as much as Vernon-8mith, or more, I suppose you could
stand a fver as easily as anything.”

"Moo savvy I

“ ¥You heathen cad—""

“ Mo savvy !"”

“ Look herg., Wun Lung, T want you to come to the feed,™
Bunter explained persuasively. © object in standin
this feed 18 to show the fclfnwa how much % like you mg
vespect yo, you know. 1 want to make you the guest of
honour, and show the chaps I don't look down on you beesusoe
you're & rotten heathen,

“ No savyy "

*1 really had you in my mind all the time, when T planned
the whole thing,” said Bunter., *“I'm going to carry it
through for your sake, m%‘ardlqss of expense. If wou carcd
to stand a sov, towards it, I would accept it.”

Wun Lung grinned. He had no doubt on that point,

“ Mow, what do you say, old fellow i said Bunter.

“No savvy !

“ Now, look here, Wan Lung, old chep—-""

“MNo savvy 1"

“I“.l‘i’i'nuj:ynu hcathen, pigtailed beast " exclaimed Bunter.

The little Chinec scuttled off before the fat junior could
get at him.  Bunter went on his way breathing wrath. He
moved off directly to the tuckshop.  In sEite of what Bob
Cherry had said, Bunter could not resist the tuckshop when
he had any moncy = The shilling was rapidly expended in
tarts, and Bunter rolled out of the tuckshop sgain, & jammier
but a fatter junior,

He went up to his study, end the chill of the room made
him ghiver. He blinked into the study, and remembered Bob
cherrg’a warning.

“That Chinese beast generally has plenty of cosls,” he
muttered. * Blessed if T see why I should go without while
n rotten heathen has plenty.”
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And he went into No. 13.

Wun Lung was there, curled up i the armohair befors
the fire in his usual attitude. He half opened his slits of
eyes to blink at Bunter. Bunter looked round the study, and
picked up o oricket-stump.

“I say, Wun Lung,” he remarked, with unpleasani
emphasis, “I've got no fire in my study. I want you to
light one.”

* Buntee pot coales ™

““No. You can find some coal and some wood. And you'll
gﬂ it ﬁ once, or you'll get this cricket-stump about you.

AvYYyY !

“Mo savvy,"” said the little Celestial prompily, for Bunter
had the stump dangerously close to his ]:1_13-.eui,i\:'ﬂ:ir .

‘ Buck up, then, and I'll have a rest in the armchgir hore
while you're gone,” said Billy Bunter,

Wun Luhg rose from the chair. There was & very peculiar
expression in his eyes. Bunter sat down in his place.

**Be off with you,” he said; with a wave of hia fat hand.

I:iuﬁﬂbhglﬁt'“ T shall lock £ »

‘t And buck up, or all come o look for you

“ Me buckee up."” ¥

The littlo Chinee pathered up & scuttle of coal and woed
and paper, and if he gathered up any other srticles Bunter
did not see them, for he weas sitting in the armchair now
blinking at the fire.

Wun Lung glided out of the study.

Bob Cherry met him in the .

He locked in surprise
at the coal and the wood and a ca
under his arm.

ard box Wun Lung had
“* Hallo, hallo, hallo! What have you got there, kid " he
exclaimed.

“ Ma faggee for Buntee”

* Fagging for Bunter "

“ Alles light. Me lightee file.”

Bob Cherry stared.
. " But what on carth do dﬁ want 8 box of fAreworks to
hg;i:rt a fire for?"” he deman

un Lung grinned.

“Left flom bonfila day,” he remarked. * Pitee wasteq,
what you tinkee? Gleat sulplisa fol Buntee.™
. Bob Cherry roared. The little Chinee winked softly, and

] mte Bunter's study. Ten minutes later he came
glided int er’ dy. T i 1 h back
into No. 13. Bob Cherry weaa there now, but he had not
E:}:pml Bunter out of the armochair. Bunter blinked at the

ines,

“ Have you done 1t 7" he msked.

“Me done.™

" Good I

Bunter rolled out of the armchalr, and quitted the study,
Bob Cherry grinned at the little Chines. |

“ What have you been doing, you young villain " .

Wun Lung chuckled softly. But he made no other answer,

Billy Bunter entcred his study, and grunted. The fire was
laid in the grate, but it was not lighted. It only required »
match to be placed to it, however.,” Bunter struck s match,
bent down before the grate, and applied the light to the
paper stuffed in between the lower bars. '

There was a Bzzing sound.

“ What's that 7’ murmured Bunter, *I— Oh! Owl
Yow "
Bang !
THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Sympathy Discouraged,
ANG! ? g "
Bang T
Bang |

Bunter jumped clear off the floor in bis amazement.
Cloals and sticks were ﬂi‘"? out of the grate in all ﬂtrﬂﬂhﬂn?
andk scveral of them pelted the fat junior as he staggere
back. _
Bang*‘i Fizz! Swooshl
Il

Bang !

Smoke and the smell of gunpowder pervaded the study,
Runter made a wild rush for the door, and stumbled over a
chair and rolled on the floor, Bang! bang! whizz! eame

from the grate. )

“Iﬂw,!“ roarcd Bunter, ““Help! Firel Yow! Yaroohl
Help ¥

Bang, bang, bang!

ltllﬁp 1?:‘ .

There was a rush of feef in the gmagﬂ Bob Cherry
looked into the study in alarm, with Wun Lung grinning

behind hirn. Bang and whizz sod fizz and rattle still pro-
coeded from the grate, which was crammed with firoworks.

Jumping crackera had jumped out, and were exploding in
n'li‘]dim:tiﬂnﬁ, and squibs end roman-candles were poing off
gaily.
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“Wun Lung, you young ass

“My hat!” gasped Bob. :
S reres detice! ¥ trick like

fﬂt dangerous er! You shouldn’s play a m

Lk ]

“Mo savvy "

“You might have set the study on fire”

“No savvy "

* What on earth's the matter "' cried Mark Linley, running

al the passage, **YWho's letting off ireworks here 7

“No savvy !

_“Help!" moaned Bunter. “I'm dead—I—I meéan I'm

! o M{E legs are blown off, and I'm blind, and—and
w

lame!
"Gmata Smt%!i;’
Bang, bang, bang !
Whitscisrst =
“ Phew 1'*
“ What zilly duffor—"
“Cave! Here's Wingate !"

Wingate, the captain of Greyfriars, was dashing along the
passage wWith an enraged face. Wingate had trmﬁ:’le .alﬁn.: h
with the Remove, as a rule; thoy were mnot an orderly

Form. But f;—:tr a fellow to start lotting off fireworks indoors
seemed to Wingate altogether past Eha limit, even for a

Remﬁuv-.}r:m. _

*“What's all this?" he skouted. * Who' i

ﬂ“ﬁ,]f“ﬂ? dﬂh’ Buntﬁr!” d Who's latting off those
e study was thick with smoke and smell Winzate

almost stumbled over the fat junmior ns he rushed in. ngﬂub

Cherry gave Wun Lung & warning look, and the Little Chines

melted away promptly,

;i:.i'mgata stirred the fat junior in the ribs with his Boot.

" B*;;Eterl Get up! How dare you lot off firoworks in-

QOTA { '

“Ow! I'm hare!” _
th“ Gmgd hgawﬁnsl_!_ Thli, .:yﬁu&ugﬁ idiot has injured himself with

£36 i rwelks ! oxclatme ingate, Etﬂu:}iﬂ H
Bupter. * Where ars you hurt, Bﬁmmg" & down beside

“ M-m-m-my leg’s blown off 1™

“Don't be an idiot!I" said Wingate sharply. * Where arc
you hurt?" ] '

“"I—I mean I'm blinded "

“Let me look at your eyes.”

“I—I meaiit to say that my fingers are blown off—that is
to say, I'm suffering from shock to the system, and—and-—-—i’

Wingate Pras;‘:cd the fat junior by the collar, and dragged
liim to his feet

“You're not hurt yet, but you're going to be!" he ex-
clmrﬂ?di “1 haver't got a cane with me, but I will spanl
vou |

“Ow! Yow! It wasn't me!”

" S4op that row 1"’

“Yow! I tell vou—"

Wingate gave the Owl of tha Remove no timo to talk. He
sat down, and threw Dunter across hia knce. Then he
spanked, with & heavy hand and a powerful arm.

Spank, spank, spank!

The juniora in the passage roared. Billy Bunter roared,
too, but in a diffcrent way. He serambled and struggled, but
he could not escape from the senior's muscular grip. The
apanks fell till Wingate's arm was tired.

Then he rolled the fat junior to the Aoor.

*There,” he panted, ** that will be & lesson to you! TDorn't
vou ¢ver let off any fireworks indoors again, Banter, or you'll
get some more I

And Wingate strode away.

Bunter sat t:lp on the carpet, and then promptly rollad over
again. He did not care to adopt a sitting posture just then.
Y"ﬂ‘ﬁ " he groaned. **That beast has nearly killed mge!

Oy .

“And you were dead already!" remarked Bob Cherry
sympathetically. _

“Ha, ha, ha !

YOw! Yow! Groo )

““ But what on earth were you letting off fireworks here for,
Bupter 77 exclaim Harry Wharton, “ You must have
Lnown that you'd get into a row.™

“T didn't!" roared Bunter.

“(h, tata! Why, we heard them—and, besides, the study's
full of smoke, now," said Harry.

“It was Wun Lung !"

“Oh!

“ Ha laid the fre for me, and erammed it full of fireworka!"?
yelled Bunter. "I didn't know thov wers there when I
shoved the mateh in."’

“Ha, ha, ba!"” roared DBob Cherry. *‘*He was fagging
Wun Lung, you know, and that’s the way the heathen fags
for htim! Ha, ha, ha!”

And the junicrs roared. it s

Bunter was left alone, Eroaming in the study, or, rather, not
guite alone, for Alonzo Todd, who was always aympathetic,
went in to comfort him.

“T'm so sorry for this, my dear Bunter,” he remarlod.
“Can I do anything for you*"

Bunter ceased to groan for & moment.

“ Yes,' he said. ' IJ—I think something to eat would buck
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mo up. I[f you could get me some rabbit-pics, and—and
tartg—-""

“I'm so sorry, Bunter—"

"“Well, eut down to Mrs. Mimble's, and——""

““But T have no money, unless you could veturn me a part
of that ten shillings of mine which you used by mistakey,
Bunter,”

The fat junior snorted. : :

“But I'm really sorry to sce you m pain,” soid Alongo.
H Hﬁ hl:l?ﬁt Bunter, won't you lat thiabe a n to youl™

““ My Uncle Benjamin always impressed upon me that we
should gain lessons from all our experiences, even the most
painful ones,” said Todd. * Now, you wcre acting 10°a very
unjustifiable and really sh manner in fagging & boy very
much smaller than yourself. ¥ou admit that, Bunter?

" {Jh, geot out!" .

“This punishmont has fallen ﬁuu'yuu in conscquence, and
muat be regarded somewhat in the light of poetical justice,
Todd explained. “ It is probably reslly for your bemefit in
the long Tun. You may avoid that error in future, and will
come to reflect with real satisfaction upen this spanking you
havoe received, which may be the means of setting you upon
the right path, Bunter.” i

Bunter looked round wildly for s weapon. A cushion was
the only thing within reach, and he reached for . )

“* Consequently, my dear Bunter, while I sympathise with
vou, I cannot it rejoics at this occurrence, which may be the
means of Yowp "

Biff ! o _

The cushion smote Alonzo full in his beaming face, and
bowled hifi over backwards like a cannon-ball.

“Ow! Oh! Dloar me! Yarooh!™

Todd sat up, and stared at. Bunter.

o M{Odaar hunt&r—-"

Bun

r reached for the cushion again. Todd skipped to the

.door. He dashed into the passage, putting his head into tﬂs

dm&::“r again %o continue, keeping & watchful eye on
cushion. '
# My denr Duntér, my uncle would be shocked~nay, dis-
gusted, at this 1"

Whizz ! i " .
Tm:'l]cztldmw back just in time, and the cushion missed him by

ir' aadth.
" Enﬁlrairhmﬂ“ murmured Todd. “ I have very peldom en-

countered any youth &f se ungrateful and violent a nature 84
Buntor. I shall not extend my sympathy to him any maore.”
And he didn’t.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The OQuestlon of the Goose.

LL Y dear Fish—"'
Fisher T, Fish grunted.
M He was not in Ei:&. usual cheerful linmour. . Therve
was a pain in his hands from the effects of his fall
the previous niglt'f: when giving the exhibition of hm";i;_ ]uﬂﬂi
ing in the junior common-room. A great doal of skin =
been ru off his kpees, too; and they smarted. Fisher 1.
Tish believed in smartness, but e did not like that vanety
of it, 80 he was & little less cheerful than wsual. =
1 trust you are not suffering very greet pain, Fish," said
Alonzo gently. ‘*If ao, 1 uong voit- most sincerely.
My Uncle Benjamin says 1 should slways ocondole with a
reom in pain, even if his trouble has been brought upon
ﬁ%ﬁ by h:] own foolishness.”
ish snorted. _
"-Hﬂ-va-rnur:dméﬂn the nose, Frah
“Nol” roe ; 3
“Hur ma! You need not shout at me like that!™ aaid
Todd, .in surprise,  *‘I am not des!. Dutton is. deal, and
it is necessary to exert oneself vooslly in order to carry on
s conversation with him, but it iz not’in the slightest degree
necescary in my case, Fish.'
Fish sniffed. .
““ My dear Fish, I am sure you have a cold. Will you try
comeo of the lozenges my Uncle Benjamin sent me the lost
timd I had a cold?

—
4 Intzrfmsgﬁ;: ':mu ara ungrateful, and even rude, Fish.
You are as rude as Bunter was when I ayrnpathised with him

over the firework affair. I really think, Fish, that you
ahould cultivate a8 more agreesble menner, or ¥ wil not be
wholly conducive to our mutual combort for us to occupy the
same study,"’

Sport ! ] 2

“1 cannot help feeling assured that you are suffering from
the imsidicus . of a*cold, or some similar dmturh];m

A Splendid School Tale of Harry Wharton & Co. &&

Greyfriars, By FRANK RICHARDA
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of the normel system,” said Todd. * However, I will not
pursie that topic against your inclinations. I was about to
vernark that there 15 an opportunity for this study to dis-
tinguish itself.” i ;

IFigh looked a fittle interested. Anything thai would bring
i:im into the public eye had a certain amount of interest for

ITe,

“ What's the game?" he asked.

My Uncle Benjamin suggested the propriety of mnaking
the Head s New Year's gift,”’ ssid Alonzo. I thought of
fl EOO0 A% & ﬂmst-'ﬁeamnai!a gift. Unfortunaiely, I have mo
nnney.”’

I guess that knocks it on the lead, then.™

" Bunter owes me several considerable sums, bub he is
f.]?f_mnd.mg upon gome postal-orders to pay me, and they seem
& little uncertain. I was thinking that ll three of us in this
study might subseribe together to raise the money to purehaze
o veally handsome gooss [or the docter,”

“* Rats 1" ‘ .

* Don't you like the idea?

€ wess not!?

*Why nott"”

* Oh, it would bo rothen I’}

“Not at all. 1 should be very careful indeed to select a
gouse in the very best of “condition, of course——"'

“Ass! I mean soheme would be rotten.™

“ My Uncle Benjamin——"

"1 guess your Uncle B-em%.a.min wants a strait-jacket!™
grunted Fisher T, Fish. " I'll subscribe a dime towards
buyving hum one, if you like,”

" My dear Fish——"*

John Bull entered tle study. John Bull was looking very

oieerful and smiling. The American loocked at him
inguiringly,
* What's an?’’ he asked.

“T've had a letter from my grand-aunt,” zaid John Bull,
with a grin.

*Ohl Big tip, I suppose?”

" No; but she's going to come down awfully handsome,"
said Bull. * Going to make over a lot of tin to me.”

%ﬂg ﬂj«f‘ ng t-'rmA dewth du;iiea. 1 qn-ppaaefi”

‘I don’t know. Anyway, she's going to do it, and T i
%gﬂm}ir:glhﬁg in filbhy luore,’” sgaid g?ﬂhﬁ Bull. t':‘It wilfhﬁ;.
1 ot

** My dear Bull, this is a very excellent opportunity. Woul
vou care to subseribe towards purchasing ﬂﬁuy ﬁndmm‘é
goose fov the Head for & New Year's geft?”

* Not J:;mh Pt

*i MF e e L

J c:#n Bull Haf nqt‘:ﬁi:i?& if not d-ibpﬁﬂ.tc.!

" Very well,” sai ONI0, Wi ignity. I shall seal
cssistance elsewhere, as I am not supported in thi
excelent ild‘&ﬂ- in my own study.” bpRe s really

And Alopzo Todd went oul, leaving Fisher T. Fish and
Jﬂiﬁ: Bull ;i,:rum:i grmuillng':& :

Alenzo stopped at the door of No. 1 Study, to loo
Harry Wharton, but the captain of the Rﬂg"noue wq;t :;Elt-
there. Todd ran him down in the quadrangle, whers he was
talking to Nugent and Bob
Cherry, upon a most im-
portant subject—to the juniors
-when the footer field was
likely to be in & fit condition
for play. The juniors were
keen to begin footer again;
and, besides, Fisher T. Fish
had promised to ehow them
Tow  they played football
“over there." The chums were
anxiouws to be shown.

** Halle, Toddy !

“I have already mentioned
my Unele Benjamin's sagges-
twon that I should present the
Ilead with a New Year's gift,
Wharton. Would you fellows
care to subscribe towards pur-
chasing a really handsome
Christmnas gouvse for the pur-
pose {

* a4, ha, ha ™

“1 do not see the cause of

our merriment. My Unele

ROLLING IN
MONEY!

Who is? Well —See next
week’s MAGNET

LIBRARY.

“My dear Cherpy——"

O course, I eould tell you where you could get a full-
sized goose for nothing,” said Nugent. *Ic¢'s alive, but
would that matter ™

* Not at all.”

“Shall I tell you where he is, then ¥V

“Oh, certainly; and thenk you wvery much, Nugent.
Where is he ™ _ ;

“ Here !’ gaid Frank, tapping the Duffer of Greviriars on
the shoulder. .

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry burst into a laugh, but
Alonzo Todd was far from sceing the joke. He looked round
in bewilderment.

“ My dear Hugeut_. I do not sce a2 goose.™

“Here he 15!’ ]

“QOw! Please don't thump me in that manner, Nugoent,
i sleclare that you are onstaken; there is certainly no gooso

ere”

Nugent took out a little pocket-mirror, and held it up for
Todd to look inte. The Duffer of Greyiriars blinked at it.

“ Sce that 7" demanded Nugent.

“¥es, certainly.”

“ Look into it

i YEH- ?l5

'"“Well, there's the goose.”

“¥You are joking, Nugent. I cannot see o goose reflected
in the mirror, There ig certainly the reflection of your face”

*Ha, ha, ha!”’" roarcd Bob Cherry.

-N%ﬂﬂt looked cross, .

“ What on earth are vou cackling at, Bob 1

“Ha, ha«, ha 1% ;

" ¥ou cachinnating aas!”’

Bob Cherry roared. Mugent put the mirror into his pocket
and walked away. Alonzo Todd looked after him in grest
sstomishment,

"1 de not quite understand Nugent,” he said, in grest
bowilderment. ** If anybody else referred to him as a goose,
I am sure he would be annoyed.™ ]

Wharton and Bob Cherry staggercd awa[y, gaspm% with
laughter. They felt that if they listencd to Alonzo any longer
they would be ill, :

odd shook his head solemnly, and walked away in search
of subscribers to the goose fund.

“ Bunter ! he called out. * Hallo, Bunter!” He had
raught sight of the fat junior; but Billy Bunter melted a.wc;?.
He did not want any further requests from Alonze Todd
for the five shillings, the seven-and-six, the ninepence, or any
other of the various loans he had extracted from the Duffer
of Greyiriars during the past term.

Vernon-8mith, the Bounder, was talking with Bulstrode
on the steps of the School House, and Todd stopped to spesk
to him. The Bounder gave him a starc. odd’s simple
nature was not much in accordance with the hard, unserupu-
lous ways of the Bounder.

“ What do you want?"’ he snapped.

“ My dear Smith——"

“Oh, cut that out!”

“Ahem ! I was thinking fhat you might care to subscribo
to a fund T am trying to raise to purchase & goose for the
IMead as a New Year's gift. Mgﬂ TUncle Benjamin——""

{)h, buzz i
“My dear 8mith, T—*
Y Clear 1™
Alonzo sighed, and walled
on. He dig not seem to be

receiving  very anuch ens
couragement in the carrying
out of a really ripping idea
Bulidtrode looked after the
Duffer of Greyfriars, and a
very peculiar smile came
upon  hiz  face. Perhaps
Todd's idea of 2 New Year's
gift to the Head had put
some scheme for a jape iofa
the burly Bemovite's mind,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Goose.

i QOSE, sir, for Master
Bulstrode !'*

Alonzo Todd stared

at the earrier’s man,
He was on the point of calling

njamin thought it was =
Tery lgmd idea indead.'
My dear T}uﬁer, it's no

ood, Money's tight, and the
ead doesn't want any pre-
sents from use,’* ﬂaiciv ?!-ob
Cherry ———
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in at Bulstrode’s. study. The
gight of 2 man with a rather
large box on his shoulder
mado him pause.

_ He was often an intruder
in other fellow's studies. But
he did not mean to be, '
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‘“ Oh, you Greyfrlars chaps are hall asleep,” sald Fisher T. Fls-t_:, dashing after Trumper & Co. He bad mof
taken six steps before he stepped upon a slide the village childrén had made in the street, his feet

shot forward and he had to follow them. (See page 4.)

——

A

Tz this the right deor, sir "' asked the carrier.

Alonzo came to himself with a start. . )

“¥Yas, my dear fellow., But I must say I can't imaginc
what Bulstrode wants with a goose.” i .

“But my orders are to deliver it, sir," said the carrier,
with & grin. * Borey if I don’t smt.”

And he knocked at Bulstrode's door.

Obeying the order to enter. he went in. _Alonzo Todd
stared after him in open-mouthed wonder, It was only &
few hours since his vain attempt to raise a goose fund,

“ Hallo, Todd! That's right, come in!” said Bulstrode,
as if Alonzo were a fong-lost brother. * Here you are,
porter, and & happy New ¥Year to you.”

Alonzo stared more thah ever at Bulstrode’s unuasual good-
humour. - :

“Hame to you, sirl” returned the carrier's man heartily.
“1 hopes the bird 15 & right good 'un.” )

Bulstrode hed loudly, and the porter, taking the hint,
went off without another word.

“You're just the fellow I wanted, Todd,” eaid Bulstrode,
s the door closed. “ You couldn’t have h&fﬂﬁnﬂd in better.”

“ Indeed, Bulstrode! Then I'm sure I'm very pleased.
As my Uncle Benjamin used to say——"

“ Your Uncle Benjamin did talk a lot, didn't he, Todd?!"
broke in Bulstrade. . _

“Yes, Bulstrede. And he always advised me to bear with
people, however inconsiderate they were,” said the Duffer
of [E}:I'E:i‘ riars, :

Bulstrode bit hia lip. The perfectly inunccent face of
Alonzo sometimes raised doubts as to his being reslly
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unconscious of the subtlety of his replics. But Bulstrode soon

recovercd himself. He had other fish to fry. : ;
“Yes, Todd,” he went on. * I heard you saying that if

vou could stand the expense, you would present ihe Head

with a goose, or something of that sort, for & New Year's
prosent,”™ ] )

Alonzo's face was wrenthed in smiles. Bulstrode was won-
derful to-day.

I ought to sey

“YVou are right, Bulstrode. And I think bo ey

vou are very observant. I did went to make the
present.”’ .

‘“ Good I said Bulstrode. ' Then here you are, Todd!

“ Where, Bulstrode " asked the duffer, locking round the
room. ‘I don't scc any present.” : G

“ Why, what the dickens have we been talkin about!”

“ The goose, of course,” returned Alonzo, wit nwf_?l Bim+
plicity. ' But surely, Bulstrode, you don’t mean—

‘“Yes, 1 do,” said Bulstrode. = “It's for you, Todd. I
ordered it, thinking it hould

jolly hard lines that a fellow =
be debarred from such a good action for the sake of & few

shillings. There it is, old chap; take it!"” :
ﬂndﬁBulatmdﬂ waved his hand majestically towards the

box. ) ] 3
For & minute Alonzo’s mouth was moving in a vain

attempt to frame a Otting reply to Bulstrode's kindness.

But before he could get out'a single murmur there came
a knock at the door, and Skinner came in.

“ That's good for you, Bkinner!” said Bulstrode. “Ia
knocking at fellows’ doorg before entering part of your New
Year good intentions §'t
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But it was agreed at Greyfriars that Skinner had no real
feclings, and Bulstrode's sarcasm passed unnoticed,

All the answer that the bully of the Remove got was a

iggle, as Skinner took in Alonzo"s looks at the mysterious
ox. He had an inkling that ** something was on.”

Alonzo Todd had not yeb even pobiced Skimner’s entrance.
Ho was too much taken up with the thought thet he was
gaing to .make the lHead a present, after all.

smack cn the back from Skinner almost knocked him

ot his knoecs. ; :

“Wane up, Teddy! Is it = mnjur_ing tréek, or are you
trying to tho ddy bo >

ught-réad what's in the’ ¥ boxt
“I'll thank you not to interfere -:5: my g

said Bulstrode, rising :

. Both Skisner end Alonzo stared in perfect amazement at
Bulsirode. He seemed to have changed o great doal.

“ Anything gonv wrong, Bulstrode? ssked Skinner, with

4 Fl‘lﬂ-
: don't chuck your present
barost

ucats, 8kinner,"

Thera may be, Skinner, if
stvle. What d’you mean cumf:: i my study and a
krooking my guest down—>"' :

“Oh; rats! Come off, Bulstrode M

"*Yes, really, Bulstrode,’” said Alonzo meckly. T thank
you, of eourse, for interfering on =y behalf, but the paim
0 n:% shoulder has pow -thlute[?: I think m ﬁn-:ta Benjanm
WOl npfmv_.s: of you letting Skinmer off’

Y Wes, I think you inight, Bulstrode,” said Skinner, with
u wink. *“{Go on with the thﬂught-r&a.ciini busincea, Todd.
A quicker way would be to ask Bulatrode what's in the giddy

thing, though."”
Nttt blankly at Skinner.

“¥oar conduet is perfectly incomprchensible, Skinner,®
he ssid, Then, turning to Bulstrode:
look at the gooss, Bulstrode, before we deliver it?"

- “Wel” sald Bulsirode. ‘I have nothing to do with it.
It's all your own, Todd.” :

A low whistle escaped Bkinner as he heard the word gogse,
But it soon changed to a suppressed yell of pain-as Bulstrode
gave him a “ back kick,” as an intimation to bo quist.

“But I don't think it would be honourable of me, Bul.
strode, «to take all the credit myself.”

% 0h, that's all right, Todd. Just you go right on with
the fowl. The Head will be just sz pleased to have it from
one junior, as if it had come from the whole schoal,”

And with that, Bulstrode winked at &kinner in a more
friendly way.

" Bkinner grinned..

“But my Uncle Benjamin said I was never to take away
& person's just righta” said Alonzo. “ You koow you bought
ﬂl—?hmﬁ* Bulstrode, and you ought to share tho honour
with me."”

“No, Todd. Tt was pour idea, and I disclaim all credit.”

“"¥ou see, Todd, Bulstrode was touched at your being
short of cash.”

- " D'you really think so, Skionner? asked the Duffer of
-G'I.'(-‘ TIAFS,

* Hather!
Todd "'

- Alomes locked almest on the ipﬂ}int of throwing hia arms
round Bulstrode’s neck, Iis face was simply mellow in
gratitude and admiration, :

“1'mt sire my Uncle Benjamin would have liked you to
be with me in this, Bulstrode,” he said. “ But we'll take a
look at the goose, %e‘{ert.lwlm Pray allow me, Skinner.”

Permission from Bkinner was really necemsary, for he was
now sitting on the hox.

‘ There's no need, Todd, really I Bulstrode hastened to
axplein. * It's from Gubbins's, and their things aro slwnys
all rl.iht.. Why not {ake it along to the Head just as it is#”

0 vmi]' well, Bulstroda; I shall he defi hted,"” said
Alonzo. “Tll take it at once The Head will pleased.”
. "I hope 90,"" returned Bulstrode; skill with the unutterabla
politenses which had puzzled Alonac so much.

“Wall. Thank you very much, Bulstrede,’” said Alonzo,

Can you doubt it when you look ab him,

making Bulstrode a digmified bow. * And that’'s for my
Uncle Benjamio as of course. You've a kind-heartod
fallow——"'

Bulstrode returned Alonzo's bow. Bkinner’s mouth was in
the position of a capital 0. To say ha was surprised would
ba mild. But when, after a slight pause, Alonze added
“ After all,"” he had to hide his face in his hands.

But Bulstrode did not move a muscle till the door had clased
after the Duffer of Greyiriars,

Thﬁ_!hﬂ turned to 2 inhnar. &

i at aro langhing at, you blessed image?’ he
demanded. ** You nearly spoiled the thing!” 5

“ What, the g‘k:@!b?" said Skinner, giggtimg. .

* Don"¢ irner! You know very well what T mean.”

“Oh, no offence, Bulstrode ! said Skinner hastily. *'I re-
member him talking about presenting the Head with a
gander, or mnuﬂu:f."

Bulstrode chuckled.
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“You don't mean to say that you've bought him a goose
for the purpese, Bulstrode?" 3

“Why oot! 1Yyou think I never do anythm{;——" .
. Bulstrode was goiug to say good, but he recollected himsell
in time.

“1 understand,” said Bkinner. “ But I say, Bulstrode,
you're not giving it to me that it’s a resl one, surely 7

“Why not, Skinner?"'

“ Oh, come off it, you know, Bulstrode. You're not waell to-
day. Come on to the facts.”
“I have given them to you. [t': a real poose-

A peal, live goose, Bulstrode?” asked Skinner, 'scarcely
ablo to beliove his own ears.

“§ didao't say that, Skinner."

“Well, T like that. What did you say?
¥ guid a real ome.™

;Hﬂh what are you getting at? Come on! Chuck this
rot !

“Weall, ming, or, rather, Alonzo's, i3 a real automatic
one,™.

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

And B’uﬁ;;lmd-a and Bkioner went out to wait for Alonzo’s

‘réturo.
Moanwhibe, Alonzo bad reached the Head's house, and was
shown inko library until Dr. Locke could see him,

The maid & with a titter, and returned in a Tew
minutes to summon Alonzo to the Head's prescnce.

Doctor Locke was in lns dewing-room, with Mrs. ILocke
and his little danghter, Molly.
du“ Hu, Todd ! w. do you do?”’ said the Head. * Pray sit

Wi,

Mrs, Locke indicated & chair to Alonzo, who advance to-
wards it with 3 doubtful smile, '

- Littla Molly's attention was centred entirsly on the lox,
Alonzo was merely tragsit agent, so tchgut it.

Embarrassed enough, Aloare Todd suddenly thought be had
better stand, and intimated the same to the Head lltingly.

¥ Certainly, Todd, iE you like, But to what am I iudihtecl
for this visit?"

“If you pleass, sir,” began Alonzo, “wmy Unde
Banjamig—""

“ Excuse me interrupting, Todd., But he seems to bLe a
remarkable man,'" said she IHead dryly.

“He is, sir,” sawd Alonze, Etr&t-:zhmg his peck out very
much like 3 goose, in his carnestness, * And this is his ides,
sir, really.”

“Pray what is his idea, Todd?" said Dr. Locks, rathey
puzzled,

*This air,” sald Alonmo, tapping the lid of the box. *1
had an idea I ought to make you a New Year's present, and
I asked his opinion. He approved of my ides, sir, and I've
brought the present.”

And Alonzo laid the box on the table. .

Dr. Locke was touched. Tha thought that one of his boys
should conceive the idez of making him & present was very
gratifying. For Dr. Locke was very proud of the good
opinion of his boys,

4 ‘;m'l;l&unk you, Todd. You arg very pood. 1 am de

“ —

5 I think you will be, sir,”” went on Alonzo, forgetting that
he had interrupted the Head in his sagerness to pget the
business over, * Uncle Benjamin said a goose would be
the very loveliest of presents. Would vou like me to take it
out of the box for you, sir?’

“"Certainly, Todd. By all means, Your Uncle Benjamin'y
quite right. And it's a very seasonable present, t0o."

**Yes, sir, Uncle Denjamin always does his with sare and
onions,” returned Alonso, as he got the box open.

The Head started. He had not meant the same thing as
Alonzo, evidently, Alonzo Todd was a curious lad.

M’Ehan the lid came awiy.i Hu*;.it it did not mmnti “]ﬁ:
Alonso, Or anyona present, for that matter, expected.
stood staring at the box like one transfixed.

Y Todd " said the Head sternly.

But Alonzo did not hear. Neither did he see anvthing but
the box; or, rather, what had elevated itself from the depths.
Tonstead of the white down of a poulterer’s . something
like a piece of indiarubber had sprung up the moment he un-
loosed the lid.

It at once seemed to settle into a swing like an inverted

ndulum, emitting a very loud quack al every third swing,
E‘ﬂ}mn Alonzo saw it was an automatic !

“Todd " repeated Dr. Locke indignantly.

“ Quack ! went the goose.

" Oh, J-ﬁmlz,'mmmma. " anid Tittle Maolly.

f Todd [* thundered the Head again.

But Alonzo Todd had eyes for nothing but the absurd
thing that mocked him on the table, and his ears heard
nothing but—

“ Quack, quack, quack, quack, guack!"
les Hamilton, is In

Prios One Halfpesony,



THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

Not Nice for Alopzo—or for Bulsirodel
UACK, quack, quack! _
ua-a-a-ck |
lonzo Todd etood dumbfounded. .
The antomatic-indiarubber goose stood up in the box,
and quacked away cheerfully. It was eﬁdﬂnﬂg made 1o
m Bh:ﬂﬂd guack all the while it was not depreesed by the lid
X.
Little Molly was delighted. The zutomatic goost was more
1o her than a real goose would have been.
But Dr. Locke was not delighted.
His lace was like a thundercloud. .
He oould only believe that Alonzo had had the temerity
{o play = jape upon him—upon him—the Head of Greyiriars!
‘eative juniors at Greyimars had ja prefects—they had
even been known to jape masters. Bui the Head! i
To japs the Head was unheard of—amazigg—incredible!
But Alonzo Todd had done it! '
Eiery quack of the goose said so, as plain as a goose could

speak.

:‘ E-;&;] 1" thundered the Head,

[ l- ¥y

That was Todd's first remark. ¥e gasped it out.

“Tedd! Todd!™

" Oh, sir!”

“How dare youl”

" Drare, eirf? i 5

"Eua, .#Eri Yes, Todd! This ridiculous, disrespeetiul
prapk—"

“ Prank, sir??

Alonzo Todd was startled and bewildered, and when he was
hewildered, he had a way of ating what was said to him.
It was not & way that was likely to allay a storm. :

“Todd! How dare you repeat my words, like a—a parrot?’

:' g:rml‘-, sir 1 brouicht this—this wdiculo I is

: . you have ught this—this ridiculous thing—

5t Rij}culﬂus thing, siri™ 3

" Vea, ridiculous tij.ing, on purpose to play a joke on me—
a joke on your head-master, air [* thundered the Head, as if he
limself could hardly credit Todd’s enormity, though he had
the evidence of his own eyes.

* H-h-head-master, sir?"" stammered Todd.

“I—I will deal with you to-morrow!’ gasped the Head,
remenbering that his wife and daughter were present, and
that his loud tones were hardly appropriate under the eircum-
stences, however much exasperated he might he.

" To-morrow, sir?'

" {Zo away, at once!”

“ At—at once, sir?'

““ And take that thing with you!"

" With me, sirl”

i Gﬂ‘ 1:;-

" Go, sirl” .

The Head made & movement towards the frightened junior.
Alonzo Todd seized the box and fled.

He dashed out of the room; but the next moment he put a
crimson face inside the deor again.

ik ! t-r'.lﬁt;’. ﬂ.lr_”

“What? Todd! Go!

“But I trust, sir—->"

* Will you go, boy 1™ ]

“Yes, sir. But I trust you do not believe—""

The Head strode towards the door. Todd was keenly desir-
ous of explaining. But even the Duffer of Greyfriars realised
that he had better not remain just then. .

Ho scuttled down the passage with the box under his arm.
The Head looked after him from the door of the drawing-
OO,

" Todd, you will immediately destroy that ridiculous thing!
Do vou hear? And I shall punish you severely to-morrow!
Not a word! Go!”

And Todd went. )

He escaped into the quadranflﬁ with the unfortunate goose
in the box under his arm, and an extremely despondent ex-
pression upon his face,

“0Oh, dear, what would Uncle Penjamin say?' he mur-
mured. * It was too bad of Bulstrode. He was very,
very inconsiderate. Oh, dear! I suppose I must deo.as the
Head told me, though really this is a most expensive toy, and
it seoms a pity to waste it. But Uncle Benjamin told me X
must never disobey a master’s orders.”

And Alonzo Todd made s way to the woodshed, where ha
knew that he would find a chopper. He found the chopper,

and h‘ag*‘.’l to chep the automatic goose and the box it was
Ens 1.
The goose gave one Jast creakin

guack, and sank in 2
heap under the chopper.

Todd wie the chopper manfully.

Goose and box and springs crashed into pieces nnder lus
hlﬁnt}r blows.

“My hat! What's all that row about?’ exclaimed a voice
at the door,

Alonzo Todd locked round. Harry Wharton and Bob
Ter Macrer LiprArRT.—No. 153.
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Ch&rr% Wers h&kinﬁ into the woodshed. Todd blinked at
them breathlessly. He was fatigued with hid exertions.

* My dear Wharton, 1 have had a moet unpleasent experi-
Ex0a, a,mji; I fear that thepe will be painful consequences to-
morrow ! ho gasped,  * Bulstrode gave me a goose to present
to the Head as & New Year's Eift, and he was playing & most
mmconsiderate joke u me. It was an automatic goose, end
ﬁlhin I Q;'ﬁ:?:ﬂad ﬂtil? : . t;b ?u:‘cg:d at f-ht? F?e.d in 4 mannet

at waa, Ba. o leaat o1 1 srespectiul.’

L Hﬂ.' hﬂ-,. h.a{”

“It is not really a laughing matter, Wharton, My Uncle
Benjamin alwaye impressed upon me to be reapectful
to my masters, and I have un ﬁ::tunatuéy n&nw;ﬁmed in the
positton of appearing to j o Tt

“Ha, ha, hal You as!" roured Bob Cherry. “T've seen
that automatic goose—it was in Parkeg's window, marked a
guinea,”™

" Dear ma! How very expengjve, considering that I have
ﬂmmiﬁ it, as the Head ordered I said Todd, ‘‘ Bulstrode
must ba vary reckless with hia money, and must have &
graat deal, to expend it in thie manner.’

“ Ha, ha, hal I'll jolly well bet he heen't paid for it!”

¥ Oh, dear 1"

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

Wharton snd Bob Cherry roared. They followed Alonzo
Todd to the house, when she Duffer of Greyfriars re-
linquished the ﬂinp&er. Bulstfode, Skinner, and & erowd of
other fellows met them in the hall, all of them Inuﬁhmm
The joke had been too good to keep, and mearly all the
Remove and the Upper Fourth were waiting to seo Alonzo
oome back with the goose.

A roar of laughter greeted him.

“ Hallg, Todd ¥?

“ Huwe you made the presentation ™

“Ha, ha, hal” .

' How did the Head take it?"”

“* Was he pleased "

*““Ha, ha, ha !" : g

i My deas fellows——"" said Alonzo, blinking round at the
juniovs. My dear friends, I think you will agree with me
that it waa most inconsidorate of Bulstrode. e Head was,
naturally, very displeased.”

# Ha, ha, ha '™

 And he believed that I had intended to jape him—""

“Ha, ha, ha !" .

“ And 1 am to be punished to-morrow—""

The juniors shrieked. . o

“J capnot regard a jape of thia kind as justifiable, you
know. My Uncle 'Benjamin would consider Bulstrode as
being guite deceitful in the matter, and would be shocked—
nay, disgusted !’

‘Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, my hat!" almost ecbbed Bulstrode *It's the
creamiest thing that ever happened. I enly wish 1 could
have seen the f!eﬂd‘-s face.”

*“ Ha, ha, ha " i

# 1 suppose he hasn't kept the goose, Toddy 1"

“Ha, ha, ha ! )

“No,'" said Todd, blinking at Bulstrede, ¥ He told me to
take it away inetaptly—"

““ Ha, ha, ha "

¢ And destroy iL-—""

“ What 7’

“ And I <id,”

“ What 1" , , |

“ My Uncle Benjamin always impressed upon mée to obey
the orders of my masters,” said 4. *1 thought it a
waste, but I have done it.”

Bulstrode looked dazed.

" You—vyou've done it 7" he gazped. :

“ Oh, certainly. I took the goose immediately to the wood.
shed and chopped it up.” : ;

Bulstrode's face was a study. He had hired that automatio

ooes, paying two ghillings for the loan of it for = day.

he prica was a guinea, snd he would have to pey for it
now, that was quite certain. The juniors burst mnto a re-
newed roar of laughter, but it was against Bulstrode now.

“ Vou —you chopped it upi” Bulstrede managed fo jerk
out at last.

::*I:l{h, mﬂ‘“f:nlt ‘-.”h sl b S

a, ha, ha!" zhre & Juniore.
“ You—you dangerous lunatfr: 1" velled Bulstrode.

ANSWERS
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“ My dear Bulstrode—"
“ ¥You—you chump !"
"“You must remember that you gave me the
stroda. It therelfore became my property,
i\ You—you—you—" s
*Pray do not get excited. My Uncle Benlamin always
cautioned me against Josing my temper, and—-"
£5 ?ﬂ!.l.—-}'ﬂl.l—-*"
“*Ha, ha, hal”
Bulstrods stosd specchless for & moment. Then he rushed
at Alonzo Todd, ;
“ You—you chump | I'll pulveriee you ! he roared.
And the juniors yelled again.
LI H!, h&: hﬂ- III‘

gooae, Bul-

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Gulnea to Pay.

he Y dear Bulstrode— Ow "
Alonzo Todd nta.gi ]
upon him, The bully of the Remove was evidently
past argument now, and # no one had interfered
the Doffor of Greyfriars would certainly have been hurt.

But there were a many present who did not mean to
let Alonzo suffer, at Bulstrode’s hands at least, for the result
of Buolstrode's jape.

Harry Wharton caught thp bully of the Remove by the

oulder, and awnng him away from Alonzo Todd.

" None of that!" he said curtly.

" Lat i;-n 1'* roared Bulstrode.

“I'l let go; but you're not goin
Wharton qmalj‘gj and ho rnl&uaeqfnﬁ
pelf befora the Duffer of (ireyfriars,

Bulstrode clenched his hands.

“T'll smash him!"” he shouted.

"“You'll smash me firat, then [

. 20Oh, draw it mild, Bulstrode!” cxclaimed Bob Cherry,
‘You can’t Frth!a if your own jape has worked out in a
wey hg’ don't like,” i » oringed N
s going to pay the inea?” gri ngant.
;‘P'ﬁrhr will want paying for hlgsu automatic goose, Ha, ha,
“The payfulness will be the terrific necessity.”
i:;ﬂf:ava you really smashed it up, Todd?!' domanded
ol

Todd looked at him in surprise.

** Oh, certainly ] The Head told me to.

“Tpuews the_joke's kind tnst Bulstrode th
] guess the e's kinder up agsinat Bulste this
time,"” remarked Fisher T. Fish. B8

Bulstrode strove to ocontrol his temper. Alonzo had plent
of friends to stand by him, if it came to & tussle, anm
Bulstrode realinsed that i¢ would not do, Besides, he reflected
that hammering Todd would not restore the automatic goose.
That wos done for mow, and it would have to be paid for.
Mr. Parker would want the full price of it when ]Ee found
el T ot sonngbed th Tl o pay for it,”

ell, i s8m i can pa |
Bulstrode snarled, : PRy it

Alonzo shook hia head,

"1 could not afford to Fny for it, Bulstrode.
as & matter of principle, I should rcfuse to do so.
Unclée Bonjamin always imp :
principle before ﬁvar‘fthing‘ else."?

“M-::uiynu %thhi i

My dear Bulstrode, you gave me the posse. I asll
Eii:;nnar to witness that you gave me the E.r:.’*
thegﬂu jolly well did, Bulstrode,” g‘rinﬁ&fg)l:iﬂnch 1 waa

LY i [ ht & ing i -
‘::iiu,ﬂ %zé}? :;Eat :rnuld bring it back, of course——
uess Tox & right to do as he liked with his own

mﬁ said Fish. * Whether the Head told him to or not,
o hed a right to smash it up if he wanted to, Yes, sir.”
“Right as rain,”* said Tom Brown,

“The rightfulness is terrifio."

R eheared. calling £

“We & man’s i th i i |
Tm:l? “!? ﬁ:p]l_jain 3 him_HE or the goose this evening, and

“1 sha ave groat pleasure in explaini
matter,” sald Todd. *“‘My Uncle Een'aml:irn said I should bo
always willing to cxplain anything. But the cost of reim-
:::i?ﬁgl.l Iﬂl;! ﬂ;:{}ar of the goose will naturally fall upon your-

esa go."
. “It's & case of the biter bit,” said Harry Wharton, laugh-
ing ; “ and if, Bulstrode had any decenoy, he'd own up to ghu
HE}‘IL‘“’- and save Tedd from his licking to-maorrow.”
Oh, eatch him doing that!" said Ogilvy, with & sniff.

E Maower LiprarY.—No. 153,

to touch Todd,” said
strade, and placed him-

Besides,
.. My
upon me to stick to
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ed back as Bulstrode rushed

¥ around,' too, on

e kfuaaa T'll be around when the man ealla for the gooss,*
ohuckled Fisher T. Fiah. ]

And the rest of the fellows decided that they would be
that oooasion.

It wes about an hour later that the man from the m
ghop came in and asked for Master Bulsirode. Trotter,
page, who hod heard the whole story, and was grinning over
it, eonducted the man to Bulstrode’s study, and a crowd of
interested juniors followed him there.

“I'va cajlla.d' for the goose, please, sir,' said Mr, Parker's
man respectfully.

“1 baver't pot it," aaid Bulstrode,

“But I'm to take it back." ) ]

‘* A follow here; named Todd, has smashed it up," explained
Bilstrode. * Tell Mr. Parker to send the bill in to him.”

“T'm afrail Mr. Parker will hold you responsible, sir, as
the goose was hired cut to you,” said the man.

“Tall hime I'm not responsible, and I can't and won't pay,”
snap ¢d Bulstrode. ) .

FVery well, alr; Mr. Parker himself will call about it

“Tall him it's no good.”

And with that tho man departed.

“You're an ass, Bulstrode,” Russcll remarked. " You'll
have to pay. You're legally responsible, as the godse was
hired out to you.'

“ I guesa that's correct.”

“Dh, rats!” spapped Bulstrode.

Half an hour later My, Parker, the toy and sports merchant
of Friardale, arrived. He came in with a very red face, and
demanded to see Bulstrode. MNoadless fo say, there wers
plenty of juniors only too cager to take him to Dulstrode's
roem. Mr, Parker was shown into Bulstrode's study by a
crowd of fellows.

Bulstrode looked uncasy cnough. Tt was one thing to bluff
Mr. Parkor's man, but another matter to desl with the irate
ahapkecp&r himsell,

“Now, then, Master Bulstrade, about that goose,” said
Mr. Parker.

“1t's been amashed up.”

“Then I hold you rt‘.n!mrmihl{-, of course."

“I'm not responsible.”

“You are! 'The price of that goose was a cuinea, but I
don't want to be "ard on vou,” said Mr. Parker., ‘' 1f there's
been an accident, I'll po casy. I'll take & pound.”

¥ You won't take a pound from me,"” said Bulstrode. “1
haven't it, for.one thing.” ‘

#*There was the two shillings paid for the hire,” said Mr
Parker. **1 deduct that. ¥You vwe me cighteen shillings,
Mastor Bulstrode.”

“1 don't see it.”

“I'm willing to take half, and wait for the rest.”

“You won't take any from me. Ask Todd. He smashed
the goose." -

“1 don't know Todd, and don’t want to. You hired the
ortymatic goose, and you're responsible,” said Mr. Parker,
“You pay me, or I goes to the Icad.”

Bulstrode turned quite pale.

1f Mr. Parker appealed to' the IIcad of Groyliriars,
Bulstrode know periectly well that he would be ordered to
pay for the goose. Worse than that, the ¥ead would learn
the whole story, and would know that it was Bulstrode, and
not Alonzo Téd, who waa reaponsible for the jape,

“ Well ?"' gaad Mr. Parker.

Bulstrode gritted his tecth.

“1 suppose I shall have to pay," he said.

“1 s'pose so,’”" assentod Mr. Parker grimly.

“T've only got five shillings,” said Bulstrode desperately.
#“I'll settle the rest on E-aLurda.;.'."

“ Done " spid Mr. Parker. “I'm not & "ard man."

And Mr. Parker pocketed the five shillings, and Bulbtrode's
written promise to pay the balance of thirteen shillings on
the ensuing Saturday, end departed satisfied. Balstrode
romained—not satisfied.

e

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Fish Soowhbals.

HE next morning, when the Remove took their places in
the class-vroom, Alonzo Todd was in a state of consider-
able nervousness, He expooted to be ecalled out befors
the class, and :'pﬂ.mhﬂd up for punishment, and the

rospect was nob plessing, He had not really been to blame,

ving been led away only by his excellent intentions—a
thing that very frequently heppened to the Duffer of Grey
friars. There was a ;Erﬂat: deal of feeling in the Form on the
aubject. The general opinion was that Bulstrode ought te
own up; &n idea that Buolstrode scoffcd at. But, strango to
relate, Alonzo Todd was not enlled out hy Me. Quelch o po
into the Head's study. Mr. Quelch scemed to unawars
that any punishment wes impending, snd the morning

Charles Hamilton, 1s In
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ed off uneventfully. When the time came for tho clasa to

s disnfiseed, Todd's uneasiness revived. But the Remove
were dismissed without any reference to Todd, and it becamoe
clear that the matter had been nverlmkndf and that Todd was
not to be called :1]% for punishment at all.

“You've got cheaply, Toddy, old son,”
Wharton, after they had left the Form-room.
ovdrlooked the matter, or forgotten it.”

“Forgotten it 7" sard Todd.

i Pﬂﬂﬂih]y.j’

“Why, what's the matter now "

Alonzo looked reflective and distressed.

“My Uncle Benjamin told me always to remind any of
m{T kind masters who should forget anything,” he said.
“Under the peculiar circumstances, my dear Wharton, do
you think T am called upon to remund the Head of the fact
that he intended to cane me to-day i

““Ha, ha, hal®

“My dear Wharton-—"

No, Toddy, I don't think you're called upon to remind
him of that,” grinned Wharton. " ¥ou can safely and con-
scientiously let it pass.”

“¥ou really think so, my dear Whartoen 1

“¥Yes, asz, Besides, most likely the Head's guecssed that

were only being japed hy someone else, and he means to
ook over it. If youn remind him, he'll be bound to lick you.
Beiter let aleeping dogs lie.”

Todd looked round nervously.

“J—1 do not see eny dogs here, Whearton”

“Ha, ha, you duffer! wag roferring to the Head.”

“My dear Wharton, I trust you were not referving to the
flead a3 a dog. It would not be respectful; and my Uncle
Benjamin elweys said—>""

But Wharton walked away without stopping to hear what
Todd’s Uncle Benjamin had a'l}m{'a said. Alonzo reflected
over the matter a great deal, but he finally decided to teke
Wharton's advice, and not remind the Head of the matter.
Which was all the better for Todd.

Wharton woent out into the Close. There was no snow
falling, but the ground was thick with it. The drive had
been clesred by spade-work from the School House to the
gates, but the rest of the wide expanse was covered with a
gleaming mantle of white. The juriiors were snowballing
one another. There was no footer to be had, and snowballine
was the next best amusement that offered.

Fisher T. Fish came out of the house with his usual saunter,
and he looked at the juniors with his uwsual eye of cool
criticisnm,

“1 sha'n't be able to show you chaps how to play footer
vet awhile,” he remarked. : i

“ Perhaps never ™ suggosted Bob Cherey sarcastically.

“Oh, T guess it will be as easy as rolling off & log, when the

aaid .E'Iaunrj;r
“The Head's

ground’s good. Look here, do you call that enowballing 7
“Bomething of the sort.”
Fisher T, Fish laughed.

“*Y¥ou should see us muwbaliing aover there,” he remarked.
eszs we could knock spots off some of you. ¥es, sir.”
“Ceme and play now, then 1" exclaimed John Bull,
“(Oh, I guess you ain't up to American form.*
“Let's gee. Look here,” spid Harry Wharton. *“*I'll take
;ou_ on, man to man, Make our own snowballs, and pelt as
as we can, and the chap who drives the other across

the Close is the winner.”

id Hl}lm !!!

“ Why not?” demanded a dozen voices.
g “ Wharton ain’t within speaking distance, of my form, you
O,

“ You won't take it on?"’

LA Hﬂpﬂ 1Fl
' You blessed windbag!"” exclaimed Harry Wharton wrath-

Fully. " If you're going to funk it, for goodness’ sake stop
swanking 1

“ Funk " shouted the Removites.

“Oh, I puess I ain’t funking, not by long chalks!™ ex-
Ffiﬂ#miﬂkh” er T. Fish warmly. * I'll give Wharton a lesson,
if he likes.

“I'm ready for instruction,” said Harry, with a gtin.

“ (o it, Yank!"

“Pila in! Bhow us how it's done!"

“Yep!" saxd Fish. “ 1 guess I will, some!”

The two juniors took up their stand eight feet apart in the
thick snow. The terms of the contest were simple. They
were to pelt each other till one gave ground, and the winner
was, as terry had ssid, the one who drove the other before

Tl

The juniors stood round in a circle at & goodly distance, to
avoid the Hying missiles. Wharton and Fish stooped to grasp
up the snow.

There was a confident grin on Fisher T. Fish's face. It was
evident that he had no doubt of his own powers.

The Removites grinned, too. They expected to szee that
ﬁrm wiped off Fisher T. Figh's countenance before long; and
thoy were not disappointed.
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“ Ready!"” sang out Nugent,
“ Beady '" replied Harry Wharton, at omve
“Yop ! said Fish.
“ Start !’
And they started.
Fisher ‘% Fish hurled the first ball—too hasbily, and it

missed YWharton by o fool or mora.

Harry Wharton replied with a whizzing missile that caught
the American jupior full on the mouth, and smashed there.

Fisher T. Fish gave a gulg:ng asp. .

As he stag . Wharton utleﬁ another ball, and if im-"
pinged upon i?iah'a chin. and then & third followed it, catch-
ing him under the chin. .

‘ Yarooh!” gasped Fisher T. Fish,

‘* Ha, ha, ha!"' roared the juniors.

Whiz, whiz, whizl

Wharton's snowballs flew as fast as he could make them
a;;ﬁ hurl them, which was much faster then Fish could do
rither.

The Americen junior rolled over in the snow under the
heil of snowballs. But there the snowballs pelted him with
merciless persistance, and he scrambled up lindly.

Whiz, whiz, whizl

Biff, biff, biff |
Whoop:! Yarcoh!"

TO0w! Yow!

" Ha, ha, ha "

Fisher T. Fish fairly tock to his heels at last.

Harry Wharton pursued him, grasping up handfuls of
snow, and pelting tﬁe American junior at every step,

“ Ow! Haﬂu?I Stop!

" Ha, ha, ha!"

Fisher T. Fish had reached the school wall, and could
not po farther. Hle backed agninst the wall and held up his
hands, and Harry Wharton, who was laughing too much to
run any farther, stopped, too, and ]uwawg his hend contain-
ing the read

LL 'Bme.?-!lt

Yow "

missile.
o asked,
“Yow! I guess so! Owi™ )
“* But you haven't shown us how they snowball over there."
“Vow! Ow!"
“ Jovver pet left?" roared Bob Cherry.
““Ha, ha, ha!"
: Keep off " .
Wharton drop the snowball to the ground, leughing.
Fisher T. Fish had had his lesson, 5
The American junior, rubbing the snow out of hiz eyes
and nose and ears, fairly crawled away under the laughter
of the juniors. )
But within ten minutes Fisher T. Fish waa Fisher T. Fish
arain, and swanking as much as ever, There was no représs-
1og the junior from New York for long.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER,
Bunter Skates,
o SAY, vou fellows—""
(13 Eta‘!??
l “ But 1 say—="

“ Oh, go and eat cokel”
“ Look here,” said Bunter, blinking &t the chums of the
Remove indignantly thr-:n-i.:lg:]‘iF his spectacles. “Look here

“Qet 2 naw face, then!"" said Bob Gherrg. “You can't
expect & ohap to look at that one of hit own free will."

“ Oh, reelly, Cherry——""

“ Buzz off, old son! We Lhaven't any money to lend !

“1 hope you don’t think I want to borrow any money of
vou,"” said Bunter loftily. * I despise a borrower ¥’

** Ha, ha, ha ¥’

““ If you cared to advance me a couple of bob off & postal-
order I'm expecting this evening, it would be a different
matter, of course.”

(13 Rm 1".

“ But what T was going to say wgs—"

* Rubbish I"* gomg

** Oh, really, Nugent! FLook here, you cheps are going on
the ice, aren’t youi"

“* YVaa, rather!’

Harry Wharton & Co. had brought down their skates, and
a3z the skates were hanging on their srme, it reslly was not
very diffioult for Bunter to guess that they were going for o
gkate on the frozen Sark.

“I'll come with you," said Buntep,

“ Rats !"

*“ I say, you fellows, I'm a splendid skater, you know, and

1 always prefer skating in & pair,” said Dunter. “I'm a
dab at skating, you know, I'll show you fellows how to do
things ™
19
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# More rets!" ;

And tho chums of the Remove walked on towards the river
tsughing. They did nof intend to have their skating spoiled
by the fat junior, who would have rewarded their good-naturs
with nothing but grumbling and discord:

Billy Bunter blinked at the chums of the Remove as they
turned away, hie little round eyes twinkling with annoyance
hohind his big spectacles

‘* Beasts ' G m .

And Billy Bunter shook his fist after the departing chums
of the Remove. Not that Bunter would or could have done
anything. Harry Wharton & Co. were well able to care for
themselvas, and they regarded the anger of the Owl of the
Remove os the wind that passeth.

- “Pigs! ‘And to a fellow like. me that can do figure.
akating, too! I'll bet wnything that the ice won't bear Bob.
Cherry's big feet!” he went on. :

And really Billy BGnter was very waspish. He had deliber-
ately given up a nice little snack in Mrs. Mimble's tucksho
five mihutes before he had had enough. And then to be tol
they did not want him cn the ice! :

“The rotten swankers!” he burst out again. * But I
know what it is. They don’t want me to show them up with
my good u‘knti:%;m;['ll bet—" ]

: Uncle jamin always said it was a very bad thing

to make bets, Bunter." i

Billy Bunter wheeled round. The still small voice of
Alonzo Todd took him rather by surprise.

““What do you know about it, you duffer? he demanded.

“ Well,- 1 know that Uncle Benjamin's horse never would
come in first, Bunter——" .

" Horae!" yelled the fat junior. * Who the dickens is talk-
ing of horseg——-="' . :

' Why, surely, Bunter, you are not going to deny that you
wers talkin betting as I approached you. Betting and
horsos are the same thing, I suppose, aren't they?”

“If you didn't come crawling up behind a fellow when
he's—when he's—busy, you wouldn't suppose anything,” said
Bunter blusteringly. )

"1 wes metely meking an observation on Wharton,” he
cortinued. ** You did startle me, thcuglli'.’l,- Todd."
M“T'm sorry I alarmed you, Bunter. But you seemed so
excited about something, that I felt it my duty to offer you
any assistance 1n my power. Pray what s the matter?”

* Oh—oh, nothing, y,. Todd! Y was going to take

osa rotiers oo the ice wlt.ih me, and I've had tc decline,

ey're just the limit, vou know. [I'm a ripping fgure-

ter, vou know." i

“ Bkating! Why, has the gymnasium bheen turned inte a
rink, then, Bunter?”

“ Oh, come off i, Todd! That's too strong. You don't
mrean to sAy ?nu’va not noticed the froets we've had thése
lost fow days?” . . _

** I remember the bath being so cold this morning that it
l_'ll!t#? my noea very red, Biinter. But is there skating on the
ioa ™

“ Yesz, rather!”

“I have a pair of skates. My Uncle Benjamin used them
when he went to Earl’s Court rink e ]

*They're no use for this, Todd;'' said Billy Bunter.

** But I have another pair, with iron rails along the bottom

“ Blgdes,”" said Bunter oracularly.
all on_ ice!™ o

““ Thank you, Bunter! Your knowledge of the subject is
G?Eantlﬁ extensive. I suppose you are a good skater——"

illy Bunter swelled out like a poutor ;ﬂgmm He hblinked
patronisingly at Alonzo before he could decide on a suffi-

l::iimﬂ'j' impressiva reply.

“ I've never won any medals, my dear fellow. As a matter
of fact, I was so far above my competitors that it would have
been s mockery to present them to me.”” he said.

Alonzo was impressed. For the moment he entirely forgot
Billy Bunter's fertila imagination.

““Would yon care to accompany me to the jce?’ went on
the fat junior, **I'd give you s hand, you know. But you
wouldn't mind doimg a little watehing, would you?"

* Oh, no, Bunter] I should be very happy——"' ]

“ One always skates better with a decent ring of admirers

“ Indeed, Bunter, you must be mistaken. I never re-
amember my Uncle Benjamin doing anything of the kind—"

““Ags! I was spesking of myself."”

“QOh! Then I beg your pardon, Bunter! As s matter of
:&ﬂmt;_ I ahrll be very pl’-.;ased to form the nucleus of & ring of

irers."’

Billy Bunter stared at Alonzo Todd. _

But over all Alonzo's cbservations there reigned an abso-
lute calm of face, Everything he uttered was always for the
hast, in strict accordance with what his Uncle
had taught him.
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“ Rollers are no use -at .

The Falstaff of Greyfriars was'on the .ﬁ“t of pouring the
vials of his wrath over Alonzo when an idea seemed to strike
him. Alonzo had only made wlat he considered a plain
statemnent of fact. And time was going, too. If they wanted
to skate they had better h

Furthermom,

urry.

Timo and dinper-bells wart for no man.

Billy Bunter's idea was to do & little deal with' the Duffer
first—a deal for Bunter's benefit, needless to say.

“You'd better let me. see those sketes, Todd," 'he broks
in shortly. **If you haven't used them for a long time they
may nob bo safe. ™

“1 shall be delighted if you will ook at them for me
Bunter. Pray come with mo to my study now.” ;

“All right, Todd. But I'll just run to my room first, if
you don’t mind.” ;

Alonzo was rather surprised at Bunter's unusual poli
and then staring after him for o few seconds, he wal
to his own study.

“Just the thing for him,"” grunted Rilly Bunter,
rommaging in an old cupboard. *“And it will be a nios
litthe feed for me. Hiz own skates will be no use, of courss
It standa to reason they won't.” '

And. he at length dragged an old pair of skates to light.
They looked ready for the marinewtore man, the straps
being guite mouldy in some places, and the bledes in & very
., v " condition on thé edge, to =ay nothing of a litile

inoidental rost. ;

The skates having been found, Billy Bunter made not the
least stir to keep his appointment with Alonzo. Theat was
part of his idea. He had something to " work' on the
Duffer, and he knew that Alonzo would very soon mﬂud
of waiting in hia own atud;,]:, and would come to look for
him. Anﬁ that waa what Billy Bunter wanted. His visiting
list was not extensive, and he koew there was no fear of an
interruption there. :

Alonzo soon came along the pessape. Billy Bunber jn-
stantly became very busy mkjngBLn the cupboard.

“What a time you've been, Bunter,” said Alonzo. *“I
thought I had better come for you. I've brought my skates.
Here they are. Tell me what you think of them, please
Bunter.”

Billy Bunter looked up, and grunted as he toolk the skabe
from Alonzo Todd. s

They were in very much hetter condition than the old
thinga he had unearthed in his cupboard. But that was s
data.?f Alonzo must pay for his experience. That wm
Bunter's 1dea. ] )

“ Mo good, Todd,” he said. * They're not quite the thing,
Tt's rather difficult to explain, but you can take it from me,
Better have these.” "

Alonzo looked doubtfully at the rusty things Bunter hald
out to him. His own looked betier, ;

“1 know they look a bit dusty, Todd,” went on Billy
tliluut.c:r, : but these are the real thing. 1 wzed to um

en—

““I'm sorry to disappoimt you, Bunter, but T prefer my
own—""

“But I couldn't undertake to show you any tricks if you
gkate in ‘them! And, besides, these have to be tried to
be appreciated. And I only want s bob for them." :

Alonzo looked backwards and forwards from pair to par
for & moment, then he gave in. i .

Bunter pocketed the shilling, and in two minutes they
were off for the Bark.. . _ .

“ Wa'll take a newspaper with us to sit on, Bunter,” said
Alonzo, producing one from the depths of his overcoat.
“My Uncle Benjamin always said it was safest not to sib
omL me grass without something underneath you. Besides,
it saved his trousers, he said.”

Billy Bunter growled. He would have preferred to have

ne into Mrs. Mimble's for another zn before starting.
g’ut time pressed, and he was thirsting to show Harry
Wharton & Co. E.{:rmum-ﬂlm%;1 )

They scon reached the bank of the frozen river, and Harry
Wharton & Co. gave a shout as they saw the luckless pair draw
near.

Fi Alonzo spreading the newspaper for Billy Bunter to
Bit ﬂ“ﬁh elicited roars of laughter. Tll:n there was anobher
yoll as Alonzo's pi was blown away in a little puff of
wind, and the Duffer of Greyfriars slid several yards on his
back along the ice in pursuit. He crawled off again gasping,

“What! You don't mean to say you've had eonou
already " =aid Billy Bunter, struggling with his shates.

“ Yes, thank you, Bunter! I think that is sufficeent skating
for to-day.”’

“ But you haven't begun yet, Todd." o

“ But one of those fellows caught me in the neck with his

heel, Bunter.””
“ That’s nothing,”” said Billy Bunter. “ You gel
njamin  used to that sort of thing. There are always some igans
on a piece of ice, you know. Come on!”
and. New Sochool Tale, by Charles Hamliton, im in
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v T it very slippery, Bunteri™

"Well, it iz & bit at first, bk one scom get's weed 1o it,"
relurned the fat junior sententiously,

“ Then pargh.ﬁs I'll not try, after all, thank you, Bunter!™

“"Good, Todd!" grinned Billy Bunter, feeling his way
down the bank gingerly, ‘ Just you watch me.”

“Certainly, Bunter. What are you going to do——"

Billy Bunter found his weight rather tryin
down the bank., Todd's persistence annoyed him. He did
n;:: want to lose his balance before lie had actuslly been on
the ice. :

_"Oh, I say, Todd, don't bother a chap so muchl It's

Hy votten getting down here on skates. As a matter of
aof, I was thinking of showing you how fo do a figure eight
firk. Give us your hand, Quick— Owl  Shooshl
ﬂw_”‘

As Billy Bunter spoke his legs suddenly shot from under
hmhh;nd I!tye t::I::d dwyln t&g regt. of the nver!;l;aﬁ& ver-
Ing hirmee CATLY, mana.gaed 1o 15 -tﬁgﬂher,
an%’i away he wgr?t akigd‘in into the mig-%‘e of the river.

But his nce 5o w refused to maintained.
Arrived af the middle of the skating-ring, his legs suddenly
seemed to want to go forward, while his heavy body was
apﬁa.rﬁntg; determi to go in the o ite direction.

and down flashed hiz limbs as he still struggled to re-
establish his equilibrium,. s ;

Harry Wharton & Co. roared till their sides achod.

Down he went at last, accompani sereame of mirth.

“1 say, Bunty, what figure do you call that?" shouted
Harcy W harton. .

* Banter told me he was going to do the figure eight,
Wharton,”” said Alenze Todd, from the bank.

M And he's given us eight. thousand eight hundred and
eighty-eight,” said Bob Cherry, laurhing, * just to show us
what ho can do.”’

“Ha, ha, hal™
“My dear Cherry, would it not be better to assist Bunter?™
said Alopzo, "My Uncle Benjamin told me to always be
kind to the fallen.’

*All right, Tedd!” sang out Bob Cherry. * We don't
mind you picking up Bunter, do we, chapy?”

“No!" shouted the chums. *“ We should like it terrifiet"

“(Come and help me up, you lanky ass!" yelled Bunter.
"3 :;.limu Ig'ethmy death of cold hera!™

* Ha, ha, ha!™

“Yali! Beasts!”

“If he persists in screaming his pedigree at vou I should
leave him there, Todd, if I were you,” said Frank MNugent.

"1 hope I shell do my duty to a fellow-creature, in any
case,'” said Alonzo, walking forward, ‘' But I cennot help
making the observation, Bunfer, that you have brought thia
on yonrself ™t

' Deasts 1"

“Ha, ha, ha !

And amid cheers and roars of laughter Alonzo proceeded
te try and get Billy Bunter on his feet again.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER,
Fisher T, Fish to ihe Rescue,

9 w! Careful, ass!™

O “ My dear Bunter!”

“*Mind! It's horribl 5123}?6]‘}" i
“You will generally find, Bunter, that ice is
gippery,” said Adonzo. “ My Uncle Benjainin has explained
to me the cause of—"

“Oh, help me up "

“1 was explainin

*Aszs! Help me up!"

“Take a firm grip round my neck, Bunter, and asz T rize
it will drag you up to your feet.”

Billy Bunter cbeyed, and the Dulfer of Greyiriarz strove
o rize npright.

But Billy Bunter was a champion heavy-weight.

Instead of Alonzo l'iSlIlg to an upright position, and pulling
upr Bunter, Bunter pulled the Duffer of Greyfriars down to
& horizontal one. _

The fat junicr sank back again upon the ice, and Alonzo
fopped down on him with & grunt, and Bunter gave a
breathless vell.

“Ow! You ass! Gerrup!”

“I'm =0 sorry——""

* Cerrup Y?nu*m s-q-q-quashing ma! Yow "

“Ha, ha, ha?" reoared the Remove.

* My dear Bunter—""

The fat junior got ono arm free, and pave Alonzo a
tervific drive in the ribs. The Duffer of Greviriars velled,
sud rolled off him, his skates clinking along on the ice.

* Dear me! Oht"

DBunter sat up, pasping.

The skaters were in a ring round him, yelling with laughter,
end two or three of them, in their excess of merriment, had
dipped over on their skatea and sat down, too.

*»y

as he crawled -
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Billy Bunter blinked indiznant] he velli i
thm_;;g-h his big spoctaches. EHRLY. athe yeling lruiot

* ¥ou howhng asses——"1

if HE», hah'l hﬂ- ! -]

* You chivping duffers—"

“Ho, s, ha I° 1

“* ¥ou dangerouna lunatics—'"

::H&,,ha, gai”

7 %ﬂ ?1 Eﬂﬂa come and help me?" roared Bunter furiously.

1 say, you fellows——"

But the fellows only rcared. ﬁ?a.?’ were laughing .too
much to come and help Bunter, even if they had waated to.

Bunter made a ate effort to get upon his feet. Bus
cach time he sirove to niee his skates travelled in different
divections. Bunter, as & matter of fact, was a very bad
shater, and almost helpless on skatea.

He blinked at Alonzo Todd n.

* Coma and lend me a hand, Todd " he pasped.

But Alonzo Tedd, thovgh he was far from gﬂrfng malio,
Epd imt forgotten that punch in the ribs. Todd had his

lgﬂ] 5

“I'm so sorry, Bunter—"' z

“Mind you don't fall on me again—"1

“My dear Bunter——"

“Lend a hand, you chump!"” _

“I'm so sorry, Bunter, but I cannot aid you. In the firab
place, I have been reduced to a brea state by the severe
concussion of your fist upon my ribs. In the second place,

regard you as ungrateful and wunfeeling. My Uncle
Benjomin cantioned me never to have anything to do with
ungrateful and unfeeling people.”

“Chump! Assl”

“* My dear Bunter—""

“f‘ g TE” : f the B
_ "1 can only retire from spot, Bumtier, as yoy persist
in addressing me in terms of disreéspect and opprobrium,”

And Alonzo Todd forthwith retired from the dpot.

ﬁilly Bunter snorted.

a wae, as Todd had remarked perfectly correctly, both
ungrateful and unfeeling, and with thess estimable qualities
he had driven away the only fellow who was at all inclined
to help him. Though whether Alonzo Todd's assistance would
have geen of much use to Bunter is & great question.

The fat junior blinked round. He was beginning to feel
very cold where he came in contact with the ice.

“1 say, you fellows, lend me & hand—"

“1'1l lend you a foot if you like, Bunter,’s

“0h, really, Bulstrode—""

“Ha, ha, ha!” 1

“ You're too dangerous, Bunter,” =51d Tom Brown. * You
ought to be labelled * Dangerous to skaters’ when you go on
the 1ce.”

““Ha, ha, ha "

“1 guess I can manape 16"

It was Fisher T. Fish. :

The American junior had his skates on, and he was pliding
towsards the scene in what he regarded se & masterly manner,
but it was & manner that did not esll forth any enthusiastic
admiration from the Removites.

Ha skated ui:' to Bunter. _

“1 guess I'll help you, Bunter.” ]

* Oh, all vight!" said Bunter ungraciously.
careful, Fighy."

“ Hurely I _ .

“Lay hold of me under the armis ond lift me very care-
fully. Mind, I'm delicate.”

[ 21 m ]ill

* Oh, really, Fis I3 _ _

“ Put your paws on my shoulders,’”” said Fish, “ and heng
on. Mow, here goes, ] puess.”’

He dragged the fat junior up,

Billy Bunter’s skates beat o tattoo upon the ice, and he
clung desperately to the American juniow.

“* Mind ["" he roared.

“ I guess you're all 0K

“Ow! I'm falling! You're letting gol”

Wi NDI‘.IE [H-

* Yarech! Hold onl™

I Yﬂr.h” .

“Whoop! We're going "

“ Great snakes!”

They were going—there was no misteke about thot!

Witﬁ a8 whiz and a clink they shot along the smooth ice,

“Mind you're

and their atr$ les to stop only increased their speed,
_ Fisher T. Fish strove to drag himsel loose from the fat
juniar.

But Billy Bunter c!c]u.ﬂ{; on like grim death. He did not
mean to part with his only visible means of support.
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“Yow! Hblp P
1 guess——"*
Lr i

They shot t-ﬂgﬁ%hpr into a bed of frozen reeds, and rolled
over. Fisher . Fish sat up, gasping. Bunter sprawled in
the reeds and roared.

“Ha, ha, ba!" yelled the Remove. *‘Is that the way you
do it over there, ¥ishy? Jevver get left? Ha, ha, ha !

P— i

YHE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Fish Kicks!

ARRY WHARTON & CO. trooped in to dinrer, luugé'l-
ing loudly. Billy Bunter on the ice was funny; but
Fisher T. Fish in the role of rescuer was funnier still,
The American had failed to come up to time agein,

but the juniors were getting used to his failures to malie good
bis swank. :

Fisher T. Fish had received two or three hacks from
Bunter's skates while engaged in the work of reseme, ahd so
he was a littla subdued during dinner.

But as he recovered, hiz usual manner returned, and apain,
as Bob Cherry put it it was * Forward, Fish."

e | Eueaa 1 wish the weather would calm,” Fisher T. Tish
remarked, as ho stood with & group of juniors, looking out
of a window into the white, shining Clase. “I want to show
you how wa play footer over there.”

Bob Cherry elhuoklad.

“ Anything like the way you box, Fishy #*

“Oh, ratal”

“ Or like the way you skate ¥

* Brop-gr 1M

“ Or the way you snowball?''

Fish znorted.

4 Oh, ring off 1" bho exclaimed. “ You make me fired, I
guess I'll show you what footer is like, anyhow.”

“ 8how us now,” said Nugent. * Weo've got a ball here,
and the passage is wide enough for kicking.™ .

Y Well, T guess—"

“Ha, ha, ha! Funking again!”

“I guess I'm not funking any. Tl kick a footer with any
of you,” declared Fisher T. Fish.

* Hero you are, then.”

“Zo ahead, Fishy !

“ On the ball, Yankee!™

Nugent brought s footer into sight immediately,

Fisher T. Fish locked at it a little dubiously.

“ Never seen a football before?' asked Tom Brown sar-
eastically.

At ha, ha!"

Y gueas I can kick with anyhody,' said Fizshar T. Fish,
“Bhove the ball down there, and you watch the way we o
it ovar thera '

““ Good old Yank "

“Go it

* On the awank—T mcan on the ball.,™

* Ha, ha, ha!”

E'lﬂhﬂl' T. Fish placed the ball with a careful hand and eve.

There you are!” said Nugent, *“Those antlers over the
Comman-room door are goal. If you can touch ‘em with
the ball I'll admit you can kick.”

“ Yes, rather, Fishy ! .

*The ratherfulness is terrific!"

*I guess it's as easy as rolling off a Juz,” said Fisher T.
Figh, glancipg at the Common-room door facing the end of
the long, wide passage. * Give me something a bit harder
to do—do 1™

2* That's hard mmuﬁh if you ean do it.”

““Ti? ha, ha!

*I reckon it's dead easy.”

S Well, play up, then!” axclaimed IHazeldene.
waiting."'

“Weo're

Tha American iuniﬂr carefully caleulated, and his foot
awapt forward. But it did not touch the footer. Fisher T,
Fizh had m‘:d&nt‘t}y mado a slight miscalculation, for his boot
amaﬂt ast the ball and shot up into the air,

The Remove roared,

**Ha, ha, hal"

““ Whoop !

Fishor T. Fish lost his balance as his foot went flvine
upward. He sat down on the foor of the passnre with a
réverberating bump,

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ I3 that how you do it over there?’ shricked Dol Cherry.
“My hat! I should think you hud the footer-grounds fitted
out with oushions, then!"”
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Harry Wharlon ran to help the Amerlean junior up.

Fisher T. Fish contorted himself a little as he stood upon
hia feet again, as if he had » pain somewhers,

¥ 0wl I guess that hurt,” he grunted.

!‘Tr:p'aﬁam, Fishy "'

_:‘ Kick] Kick!™ :

: I guéss it's dead onsy, T kinder missed it that time."

**Ha, ha! ¥You kinder did!" shouted Nugent.

** This will be all O.K."

Fisher T. Fish kicked the footer again,

This time his toe did hit the football, and It rose from the
Boor and whizzed through the air.

But it did not whize at the target.

It swerved off towerds the staircese and smote with terrific
force a little gentleman with curled and waxed moustachs
who was destending.

There was a terrific vell.

“Ah! Oh! Cisll Mon Dieu! I am kill!"

And Monsieur Charpentier, the Greyfriars Frenchi-master,
rolled down the stairs, wildly clutching nt the banisters.

“My only hat!” shouted Harey Wharton, * You've dong
it now, Fish!"’

“*Thunder 1"

* Cut off, you ges !

I puess—"'

“ Get outaide I

Fisher T. Fish hesitated a moment, and then ran. Tt was
advisable under the circumstances to et out of ihe sight
of the French-master.

Wharton and Hureee Singh helped the little Parisian
pentleman to his foet at the bottom of the staircase, Nugong
had captured the rebounding footer, and had whipped it out
of sight in next to no fime,

el ! gasped Monsiour Chavpentier. ** Ciel ! T vas strock
viz sumzing in the zomack, and I fall "

“Wea saw you fall, sir,” said Harry Wharton sympathetic
ally, “"'Wa ran to help you at ence, Monpsiour Charjentior.”

* I zank you ferry moosh, Wharton 1"

“Not at all, sir. Only too jolly glad to be of auy hel
s 1 3 i

“ The pladiulness 13 terrific,”

HI=T vas struck,” said Mossoo, looking vound in great he
wilderment, * You did not steike mo viz anyaing, Wharton ™

“1, sir? Mo, sir!"

“I think I could explain, sie,” seid Alonzoe Todd innocently,
' A {ootball propelled by a kiclk—="

“Todd! llﬁa:r‘. Todd! Todd!" bellowed Bulstrode.

“ Yoz, Bulatrodea??

“ You say—"" said the little Frenchman,

“ Yes, sir," said Todd, turning back. ** A {ootball, deserib-
ing s natural trojectory under the propuliion of—"'

“Todd! Todd!™

“Yea? Is thal somecone calling me?”
“Yeog oass! Cut off 1™
“ Pray excuse me, Monglcup—"

“ But I zink—""'

Todd ran off in a great burry, with Bulstrode grasping i
armt. Bound the nearest corner Balstrode changed his prrasp
to Todd's neck and knocked his head against the wall there
severs]l times.

“Ow! My dear Bulstrode!

* Now keop quiet, yvou ass !’

" Heally, Eu gbrode—-""

“You're not to give Fish away. you ass! Bavvy?”

“But I had no intention of giving any fish away." sail
Alonzo Todd, bewildered. * I do not possess any hsh to give
awoy, Buls a'

“ Acs!" vellsd Bulstrode. “ You'rs nobt to tell Moseos
about the {’Emk kicking the footer”

“0Oh, I zes, Bulstrode! I understand perfectly. But—"

** Fathead !

And Bulstrode swunﬁ{ﬂﬁ, leaving Alonzo rubbing his head
ruefully. Meanwhile, Monsienr Charpentier had given up the
matter. He had noet seen the foothall, end he could not
guess what it was that had smitten him in full career, =0 to
speak, as he frotted downstairs. And, needless to say, no
one of the juniors was at all inclined to enlighten him upon
the subject. ] . i

“T zink znt is a mystery,’”” said Monsieur Charpentior. 1
feel certain zat somezing smite me viz violence, and yet zors
iz nozzing. It is & mystery.”

And he gave it up. -

The chums of the Remove, langhing, joined Fisher T. Fish
in the common-room. The American junior was waiting in
Eoma anxiety.

“ All over?" he asked.

“ Yas, ' said Wharton, laurhing.

What—what—"
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“Bood I said Fish, with a breath of rvelief. " OF hiurﬁ.
I hadn't the loust idea the !i-lm&e& thing would whiz ug the
and hit the little bounder.' . _

“Ha, ha, ha! You'd better get into a ten-acre fidld and
shut the gate, the next time you show us how they kick
footers over theral” grinned Nugent. *“You're {00
daﬁ:iemm at close quarters, Fishy.”

EHEEE%
% Fa, ha, hal'*

it ]

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.

The Romapcers!

ULSTRODE came inte Harry Wharton's study ab teas
time that afternopn. Wharton was making toast, and
Nugent was buttering it. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
was making the tea. The chums of the Remove ceased

their various cccupations to look at Bulstrode. It was not
often that the Bufl; of the Remove honoured them with a
visit,

A rather disagrecable look passed over Bulstrode’s face,

“1 haven't eome to teal” he exclaimed. .

“ Never mind ; you can stay to tem, if you like,” said Harry
Wharton, “ Youw're quite weleome,"

Bulstrode paused. .

Harry Wharton's hearty and cordial menner tock him
somewhat aback, and he coloured a little.

“ Well, you're very decent!” he exclaimed, * As a matter
of tact, I was oing to have tes in Hall, as Hazeldene has
gone over to have tes with his sister at Cliff House, and
Brown iz out to tea with Bob Chorry and 'Lin'ley.""

*“ Bit down and make yourself at home, then,” said Nugent
hospitably. " It mayn't be much of a feed, but it's better
than tpa in Hall, any day.”

“Thanks, I will.”

And Bulstrode sat down. ) ]

“ The welcomefulness of the esteemed Bulstrode is {errifie,
ropnarked the Nabob of Bhanipur, with one of his most
iJL'i:ii:ﬂly' bows to the burly Removite, ** The honour of ba-
widing the honourable face of the handsome Bulstrode in
our poor study is alio great.

Bulstrode grinned. _

“0Oh, draw it mild!" he remarked. I say, .Wharton, I
seame here'to speak to you on the question of Iish.”

“ Fish for tea, do you mean?” asked Frank Nugent,

“We've got toast and sardines,”’ said Wharton.

“Ha, ha! I mean, ¥Yankee Fish."

“0Oh, I see!

* What's hizs latest? y

* Oh, he's swanking away In the common-room now ! sajd
Bulstrode, with a snort of disgust. *' I've seen some swanking
before, but nothing to equal that blessed Yankee, and that's
the truth.* :

“The esteemed Bulstrode iz quite correct.’’

** And the best of it iz, or, rather, the worst of it is, that
the fellow can’t do a blessed single thing!" Bulstrode ex-
claimed warmly.

IIter_L.r Wharton lavghed.

"We've discoverad that already,” he remarked.

“Well, I don't think we ought to stand it,"" eaid Bulstrade.
“Ho swanks on every blassed subject @1l wa put lim to thoe

test, and then he shows up worse than some kid out of the
Second Form."

i %‘litﬂ‘ En_u

“Tho sofulness is terrific.™

“Now, he's jawing about painting,” said DBulstrode.
“That's a thing where he can’t be put to the test and shown
up, and he's swanking away for all he's worth.”

“ Good old Fish!” =

“The pictures he's painted over there would make Raphael
blush with envy, and Murillo tear lis hair, to iudgi;a bf};]the
way he talks,”™ said Bulstrode. 1 dor’t believe the fellaw
could whitewash a wall, as a matter of fact.”

“Ha, ha, hat”

HWell, T think the time's come to shut him up for good I**

Harry Wharton laughed.

* Jolhy ;_{md idea, if it could be done,' he remarked; * but
I den’t think anything less than a gag would induce Figher T.
Fish to shut IJE-”

“T was thinking of a rag.”

“{3o0 ahpad."

“ Well, E;;i}pose wé all take to swanking in the same way,”’
said Bulstrode, with a grin. ' Whenever he tells a whﬂﬁper;
we'll tell a bigger one, till he begins to see that

““Ha, ha, R

“Then we might put some notices up in his study,”? went
on Bulstrode. " Something sbout swank and chack, you
know. We could pin labels on his back and over his bed,
and stick 'em on his hat. [ think if we set our minds to it,
we could put him up to a wrinkle about swanking."

Y (zood egg!" .

“The _g‘ocfifulnﬁm of the egg is terrific.”

_And Bulsrede and the chums, with wnusual amicability,
discussed their tea, and the new wheesze, at the same time.
HE Maexer Liprany.—No. 153.
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Harry Wharton & Co. were fuslg agreed with Bulstrode upon
t.huh*puint th;?t. sll the Lower was gotting fed up with
Fich's swank. i

When they descended to the common-room, Fisher T, Fish
was holding the floor, so to speak.

“ Toboggans!” he said, * Yed, I guees you should haver
seen us tobogganing oo the Hudson ziver. It would have
ope your eyes,’’

« Jovver tobo chapa?”

* Jevver an, you cha i :
* Oh, fﬂthar,”ggaid ugent ;F‘ﬂ‘ but we do it on a big style
ll':eml ,, We have & toboggan made twenty-five miles Jong, you

now,

i E-l'i i"

“ And we use a sleigh as large as & house.t
"1 guess that's & crammer.” ) -

. “Well, we're telling crammers, aren’t wel” said Nugent
mnmenti:,r. . .

Thers was a yell of Isughter, and Fisher T. Fish turned

uite pink., Nothing mora was heard on the subject of to-

B M P 3w g Mt e

ut a supper ish was quite hi : ’

“ Pretty skinny this,” he ;Iomarkad. referring to the bread
and cheesa. * Weo used to have tremendous suppers in my
gchoo! in the United States.” ;

"“Did you really?” said Billy Bunter, "I wish I had been

it an American. Did you have ki - i
'&We Jhad all kinds of ings—big trout, and fresh salmon,
an r

“My dear chap, thet’s nothiog," said Bulsfrede. " We
used to have whales here.”

* What 1" o .

* Baked whole, with their tails on, you know."

[ 1} ,ﬂh !:H'

“And if T described the trouble it was ﬁd‘tmgethmn into
the dining-room, you know, 1 ghess it would make you open
your eyes some,’’ said Bulstrode. ) N

The juniors giggled, and Fisher T. Fish wan quite silent.

As they went up to the dormitory after mﬁvpe-r the Ameri-
can junior was talking much less than usual ut when &
festive junior spoke of leapfrog in the dormitory befors golng
to bed, Fich woke up again, so to spesk. ,

“You should have seen us playing leap-frog in my old
“1 could give you some pointers about

school,” he remarked.

that, 1 puses. " . .

. E; Wa:], t.:]l?}'ﬁ’a time before lights out I grimed Bob Cherry.
o ahead,

“Oh, I guess I won't make & row this timo of the night!
But—"

" Besides,” said Wharton seridusly, “ you remember the
last time we played leap-frog here? Chap jumped sc hard
that he sailed out of the window, and was never ssen again,
Did you ever beat .that at your school in the United Stabes,
Fishy 1"

Fish smiled & sickly amile.

“T guess you're prevaricating,” he remarked, "It seems
to have come over you all suddenly."

“0Oh, it's catching !'"" explained Nugant,

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!"

“¥ guesg—"" .

“ ¥ou brought the infection!" roared Bulsiroda,

“ Ha, ha, ha "’

“1 gusss—'1 :

. But Fisher T. Fish had no chance t¢ make his voice heard.
The*juniors yelled with laughtar. _

Wingato came in, and the ﬁm:mm turqﬂ’ in, and the lights
were put out. And for the first time since he had been at
Greyfriars, Fisher T. Fish did not ocoupy ten minutes belors
sleeping, with stories of his wonderful exploita * over there”

——————

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
A Fall for Flgh}

& REAT snakes!"
G Fisher T. Fish uttered that exclamation as he woke,
and sat up in bed on the following forning,
The rising-bell was clanging out, and the
were yawning and turning over in bed.
But someona hed evidently been up before rising-bell.
For a cardboard placard was fastened at the foot of
Fisher T. Fish's bed, so placed that it fronted him as he
sak up.
Upon it the following words were inscribed in big black
letters, with bold sweeps of the brush:

'jf;l?!'l;?lwr T. Fich| Swank merchant! Whoppers while you
WAIL:

Fish stared at the card.

ovites
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The other juniors stared at it, too, as they woke up and

caught sight of it

A yell of Jaughter rang through the Remove dormitory,

Fisher T, Fish skipped out of bed with a very red face.

“Who put that theref" he shouted,

*“Ha, ha, hat”

" Who did it, I want to know?”

* Ha, ha, ha!"

Fisher T. Fish tock the card and tore it into fragments, and
scattered them- up and down the dormitory.

Then, with a clouded face, he turned to his toilet,

Thanhegmvﬁ grinned joyously,

They ﬁlrmnqd still more as they went downstairs, following
Fisher T. Fish, " For someone’ had brushed against the
American, and in brushing against him had pinped a card
upon his back—a amall card, but large enough to attraot
agtice wherever the Americap junior moved:

It bore the inscription:

... "Waror ME Swang!”

The juniors simply roared.

To see Fisher T. Figh walking on with his ueual strut, and
tha:a notice on hie back, sesemed to the juniors too funny for
worda.

Fishor T. Fish lodked at the yelling juniors several times,
wondering what was the cause of the laughter.

But he could not sce, of course, the little card, pinned to
l'm:' acket, in the middle of his back,

I gucss you'rs off your rockers, this morning!” he ex-
clﬂtﬁad.h g "i:.FhIat‘a the caclle abouti”
a, ha, ha 32
e ot
ou are!" ye ilvy. a, ha, ha!"
' Whst do you mean '.?gj L{hﬂk h&rer—-:"’
" Wa're looking. We're watching you swank I"
Ha, ha," ha "

Fisher T. Figh swung away angrily.

Every fellow who caught sight of the notice on the Ameri-
can junior's back buret into a roar ss he passed.

Seniore as well as juniors caught it.  HKven Tonides, the
worst-tempered fellow in the school, roared with laughter.

Mr. Quslch, the master of the Remove, saw them all in the
passage, but as Fish was coming towards him he did not
immediately see the notice. -+

The_loud leughter puzzled him a little. He saw that it
was directed tgqwards IFish, but did not epe the reason.

" Whatever 15 the matter, Fish?'' he exclaimed.

Fish was very pink by this time,

I guess I'm in the dark, eir,’’ he said. “The guys have
got some joke up among themselves, I opine !™
e Daar’Enai t is very peculiar,” -

Yep.

Fish passed on, the Form-master glancing after him.
Then the truth dawned on Mr. Quelch, and he smiled.

Fisher T. Fish procesded into the gquadrangle, followed by
yells of laughter wharever he went,

He cornered Alonzo Todd in the Close, grasping the
obliging youth by the shoulder and questioning him. He
i:ene'.: that he could depend upon Alonzo's -nature, &t

ast.

I guess there's some Joke on, Todd ! he exclaimed.

o %‘Jﬂ'{. dear Figh—""

“ Where does the ecackle coms in 1"

"My dear—— Oh ™

Fisher T. Fish shogl; the Duffer of Greyfriars.

“ Where does the laugh come in?" he demanded.

ﬂl%ﬁmi lml;lad perplexed. .

: & laugh does not come in, Fish," he explained; *it
vomes out. The laugh is caused by an nutwarlz:] expiration
of the breath, accompanied by certain facial contortions. It
i quite & mistake to aup%ma that a laugh could come in.

It always comes oub. You sce—-0-> '

“ Ass 1" roared Fish.

i dear fellow—-""

““What are the fellows catkling ati"

" They are cackling at you, my dear Fish™

Fish glared,

“But why "' ;

“They are watching wyou swank," explained Alonzo,
 aceo 3 to the written invitation on the card on your
back, m¥ dear Fish."

Fieh. rﬁav& a yell.

“Card! On my back ™
F'“hcg'i‘l" certainly ! Were you not aware of it, my dear

150 . 5

“Dear me! That is a very rude expression, Fich, and
my Uncle Benjamin would be shocked, not to eay disgusted,
if he heard it. ¥You sce—"

Fish was groping round his back.

- He could not_remch the little card, however, which was
securely pinned high up between his thin shoulders,

Tu= Micwer Liprarny.—No. 153.

He glared at Alonzoe Todd.

L ﬁgn‘t you help a chap, you long-legged guy?" he
roared,

“1 doubt whether Bulsirode would take it Lindly if I
should interfere,”’ said Alonze doubtfully., * You see, that
joke was undoubtedly played upon vou in order to diminish
the nb?fuf;i and exaggerated swank with which you comport
yourself,

" Dummy I

“My dear Fish—""

' Take that thing off me, or T'll punch your fat head!"
roared Fisher T. Fish, quite losing his temper.

* I decline to do anything of the sort. My Uncle Benjamin
Briwayﬂ impresasd upon me npever, under any Imaginable
circumstances, to yield to threats.”

* You—you—you——="

¥ As you are eo extremely bad-tempered and unreasonabls,
Fish, I fear that I am left no altarnative but to put a period
to this conversation. Oh!”

Fisher T. Fish put a peried to the conversation by
punching Todd's nose. Todd etaggered baclk against the
wall, in a state of preat astonishment and indignation; and
Fish tore off his jacket, and, standing in his ebirt-sleeves
tore the offending fabel from his jacket.

Then he put.on his jacket again, amid a circle of
faamin?lad and admiring juniors, who were shrieking with
aughter.

*0Oh, dear!” exclaimed Alonzo, rubbing his nose. "I
have besn amitten with considerable viclence upon my nasal
organ, and the concussion has been provocative of an umn-
pleasant amount of bodily pain. Oh!"

““Ha, ha, ha!" i

¥ Go for Fish! Xnock him down ™

“ Whop him, Toddy !" :

. Alonzo put his fists up, and advanced upon the American
junior.

#71 fear, Fich, that I shall be compelled to chastise you,
unless you apologise for that brutal and unprovoked attack
upon my naszal organ.’’

“ Rats I"’ .

“I'm so sorry to have to punch you, Figh, but my Unclo
Benjamin always 1mp upon me to decline to take a
blow without an a.daq'un:l:a retaliation. Will vou have the
kindness to come on ¥’

Fisher T. Fisher had the kindness to come on. Ho was fael-
ing so exasporated—eo mad, as he would have said in the
American language--that he wee glad of someone to wreak
his wrath upon. And surely the Duffer of Greyfriars should
not have been a very formidable foe.

But Alonzo, though he had little science, had heaps of
pluck and mountains of determination. And Fisher T,
Fish's powers, as the chums of Greylriare had already dis-
covered, oonsl chiefly in saying what he could do, and
not in doing anything in particular. .

To Fish's great satonishment, Alonzo's elogging attack
knocked him far and wide. He was knock own tweo or
three times, and then driven round the ring of delighted
juniors, who cheered Alonzo to the echo.

It was in vain that Fish landed punch after punch upon
the Duffer of Greyfriars. T e i

Alonzo stuck to his guns, and his windmill blows rained
upon the American junior. Never had Alonzo shown himself
so warlike. ] ] )

The cheera of the Remove excited him and urged him on.
He f[elt that he was standing up for Greyiriars against the
swanking etranger who had come there to ehow them things

Fisher T. Fii bumped on the ground for the fourth time
—amnd the last.

He zat up, but he did nof rise, .

“1 guees I'm done,” he remarked, with perfect coolness.

Alenzo dropped his hands. _

“My Uncle Benjamin always told me to be sorry if I
hurt anybedy,” he said; and, to judge by the considerably
swollen state of Fish’s nose, and the peculiarly shadowed
appearance of his left eye, I fear very much that he hes

been hurt.”

“Ha, ha! He looke like it !” yelled Bob Cherry. y

Fisher T. Fish rose to his fest. He mopped his streaming
nose with a handkerchief. He had been licked to the wids
world by the biggest duffer in the Form. Buf, to do him
justice, there was no resentment or malice in Fish's face.

6 ooolness was unimpaired by his defeat, and so was his
excellent opinion of himself. ;

“* ¥You min't such a bad boxer, either,” he remarlked fo
Alonze. * ¥ou can put up your fists. But vou should ees
the way we bex over there !

- And Fisher T. Fish walked away, leaving the Juniors
gasping.

THE END. ,
{ Another s?laniid, long, complele tale nexd Tuesday, enlitled @ ** Rolling
wn Money,” by Frank Hichards, Orderin advance. Price one peniy.)
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Stauley Dare Is Dissatistlied—The New Footman—Alice Con-
veys Another Warning—Shadows—Drugged.

“ Could anyone have warted him against us?” said the pro-
fassor. ' Tt doesna seam feasible. But if not, we arg either
sespecting him wrongly, or alse he has & wonderful command
over himself. Yet, when ye put the black feather on the
table T thocht—mind ye, I wouldua be certain—but I thocht
thai Aust for a fraction of time & gleam of fear shone in his

eyes .

“1 had the same idea,” replied Dare. " Bub it was &0
fleeting, that I believed I was mistaken.”

The young detective produced a worn, leather-coverad
pocket-book, which he had picked up in the underground
chamber, which was a secret rendezvous of the Raven ﬁang.
There was a small memorandum-book slip in through the
elastic-band inzide it. Ameng a number of other entries, hav-
ing reference, apparently, to illegal work which the gang had
done, or had arranged to do, was the _[-u_li-pmxg: ; .

 Received a letter signed with the initisls P. G., in which
writer states that the missing book, containing the records
of the society, is now in the posession of a man named
Lawrence DMartin, sup at one time—ycars ago—
;:i have been a Haven. The usual warnings to be sent to

artin.

Under & Jater dale another entry occurred, which referred
to thﬁ same mg@ter. It was i;rmf and terribly mﬁmﬁﬂnt

“Warnings dis rded,” it ran; ' econsequently Lawrence
E"grl. has paid t-Eﬁ penalty. The records have not been

LI,

Dare, having read out these extracts onoce again, olosed the
book and replaced it in his pocket.

“The initials, P. G., stand for Philip Garstone,” he said.
“Df course, they might stand for a hundred other names,
bt in connection with that mysterious letter we have to
rementber that Garstone was Lawrence Martin's nearest rela-
tive—that he waa the one person who would benefit if Martin
died without making a will. But as there was always the
pousibility that Martin might take it into his head to make a
will, leaving all his money to someone else, ¥ was to Garstone’s
inlerest that he should die before he did so. Moreover, Gar-
sbonp was in Jow water, and wanted money badly. He was
not & man who wae, or is, troubled with many scruples; but
to bring about his ocousin’s death with his own hands—to
commit murder, in fact—was running too great a risk, If he
only oould compass
suspicion should fall on himself, it would be all right. That
letter was the outcome—""

Y Stay """ interrupted MacAndrew, * How could this fellow
Garstone have known anything about the mising records of
the Raven gangi™

“That is what T have vet to find out,” pursuwed Dare.
“You know I have believed from the beginning that it was
through some outside influence that the Ravens struck at
Lawrence Martin. We have it here ''—ha tapped his ket—
“in black and white. The man whese initials are P. G.—
whethey Philip Garstone or another—is the man who has the
vecords book in his possession. When we get hold of that
beok that case will be finished.”

“But would a man bhe such & fool as to call the attention
of the gang to the faot that he knew the book was missing,
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hie death in such & manner that no-

A Splendid School Tale of Harry
Greyfriars.

ARE

INTRODUCTION.

Stanley Dare, the Boy Detective, is visited one day by a man nawed
Maitin who bas had sent to him at different times four raven's feathers
accompanied by & warning fetter, Dare promises to try and find the
sendar, but the same night Martis is mysteriously polsoned. Suspectiog
Garstone—the inheritor of the polsoned man's money—of being involved
i Martin’s death, Dare and Professor MacAndrew visit him, and at-
tempt to learn the truth from him, They fail in this, bowever, * He
mistrusted us ffom the beginning,” says the young detective later, as he
and the professor are seated at dinner.

{(Now go oo with the Story.)

said the professor, *“if he had it himself, even though he
accused another of having stolen it1" . L

“Tf oriminals never committad some act of folly which
helped to lead to their detection,” said Dare, * there would
be ten times more undiseo crimes now than there are.
But I was saying that I should have to obtain a glimpse of
burean in the library of Priory House.”

“Ya were saying that,” sgreed MacAndrew, who, having
finished supper, was stuffing tobacco into his favourite briar,

“Have yo a plan?”’

“J have. Read that.” :

Dare passed over the ““ Evening Star,”” an Ipswich m*mi:g

paper, and pointed to an advertisement which he had mark
with blue penecil.

“ Footman wanted,” it ran.—"* Apply personally on Tueeday
evening next between the hours of five and seven, at Priory
House, Mearplesdon.” . 1

Professor MescAndrew read the advertisement, and smiled
grimly.

“You mean to apply for the situation?” he said.

‘“Yes,” replied Dare. ‘I inay not pet it, of course, but I
must take that chance.” )

“¥eo'll peed tae have testimonials,”

I shall have them." _ = =y

They returned to London on the ollowing morning in ime
to be present when the police raided the veults and under-
round chambers beneath Isaac Cohen's house. Bassett, the

ew, and the two other men were captured after a sharp
struggle; but they only represented & very emall proportion
of the terrible society known as the Ravens. They weve, how-
ever, the only ones who had any direct connection with the
murder of Lawrence Martin, except, perhaps, the ruffian
named Scarthe. But he was no Jonger ab that rendezvous.

Heving given evidence at the prelimynary magisterial
inquiry, Stanley Dave returned to Ipswich o= Tweaday, aud
duly presented iimﬁuif at Priory House in the evening as an
applicant for the berth of footman. He ha disguised hie
features to some extent, but it wag not possible to do much
in that way, as he could only attach a pair of inch-long side-
whiskers at the sides of his face—male servanis mot being
allowed to wear a greater amount of hirsute & ges.

Dare was the smarbmt-lmkmg of the applicants. His
roferences were satisfactory, and he was engaged. FPhilip
Garstone little dreamed who it was he was engaging, or that
the nmew footman had been in- the housc-only -three: days
previously as ** Mr. Smith,” o solicitar. 7

The young detective knew very well what the duties of &
footman were, and oontrived bto perform them in so satis
factory & manner as to draw forth an expression of approval
from his senior—two footmen were kept, but no butler—very
much to Dare’s amusemeant. :

But every hour of the day he wos watching for an oppor-
bunity to discover the secret of the locked hureau, for. that
it contained the missing records he felt certain. Ile did not
believe they had been destroyed.

Philip Garstone seemed to be in rather a confident frame of
mind. Perhaps he considered that the arrest of Bassett and
his companions was, after all, one of the best things that
could have happe for him, He had, of course, read the
account of their arrest in the newapagem. .

At last the ﬂptﬁort-unity came. Dare zlept in a double-

voom with the other footinan; but one night that
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individual obained leave to go to his home and remain until
the following eveming. Dare had the bed-room to himself,
snd could guit it at any time” without his movements being
ﬂmﬂ or questioned. midpight overvbody in tho houso

retired to rest. He allowed an hour and a half to pass:
by that time, he caleulated, even the most vestless of them
must surely be in a cound slumnber. It wanted a guarter to
two as he quetly shpped from his room and made his way
noiselessly down to first foor, on which the library was
situated. He felt rathet like a burglar, and he smiled grimly
a3 he thought what might hap if Philip Garstone wero to
come down and find the new footman in the library furning
over the contentz of the bureau.

was no need for a light, The moon sailad high in

a cloudless heaven, and a broad shalt of radiance came through
one of the windews, rendering every object in une part of
the room quite clear and distinet.

» other half of the room was in shadow, and it was from
thie side that the second window—hirh and narrow—gave a
lock-out upon the woods.

Dare hud o bunoh of skeleton keys with him that had been
made in Brusssls. They were the most perfect specimens of
their kind that had ever bean manufactured, and there were
but few looks which th&ﬁ could not open.

The young deteckive had just fitted the first one into the
brass ** rajah ' lock of the bureau hid, when the hbrary door
WS mftlr pushed open & few inches, and the startled face of
Garstone's eleven-year-old daughter appeared st the opening.
Dare’s back was to the door, and he did not =ee her, and as
she was in her bare fest, with only hor nightdress on, her
moverments were s noiseless as those of a kitten.

With wide-open, frightened cyes, Alien stared at the young
detective, mistaking ghirn for a hurqlar; for she did not
recognise him in the mystic lipht with his back towards her.

Then she crept awsy as noiselossly as she had come, and,
making her way to her father’s rcom, aroused him from his
B

* What is the matter?” he demanded sharply. * Who are
you?! Alica! What is wrong that you are wandering about
$he house at this time of nighti” :

1 Pa!.:ﬁ. there is a burglar in the library "

Philip Garatone jumped. out of bed and went fo the door,
He was in his sleeping-suit, and a3 the night was not cold he
did not trouble to Eut on any more clothes, For a few
maments he Hstened, but could not hear anything,

“Tall me what you saw or heard, Alice,” he said. * To
begin with, what took you down to the library 4t two o'clock
in 'I"memg when you ought to have bean in bed and

* Bomething woke me up, papa,’”’ replied the girl. T don't
know what it was, but I was wide awake in & minute, Then
I thought 1 heard someone pass my door, so I ran out into the
corridor. I cbuld not see anyone at first, but when I peeped
over the banisters I saw a man go inko the library. I wasn't
afraid, so I went downstairs and looked into the library.
There was a man_there trying to wnlock your bureau!”

" Trying to unlock my bureau?"

Philip (rarstone was alert enough now, although his face
went a shade paler. He slipped a loaded revolver into the
breast-pocket of his aleeping-jacket.

“ Run back into your room, Alice," he said, ' and jump
into bed. I must go and frighten this burglar away. ind
you remain in your room. I will tell you when the man has
gone,

* YVery well, papa.”

The girl mtumus to her room and got into bed again, lis-
teming with heted breath for sounds of altercation or strife,
which she feared must soon be heard.

But time went by, snd no such sounds reached her ears.
A deathlike stillness reigned in the house, Then her tired
eyves closed in sleep.
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It was the third key thet did it. The bureau was unlocked,
and Btanley Dare let the polished mahogany lid down upon
the rests. There wera a few E:pera and letters in pigeon-
holea, that was all that could seen. Certainly there was
no book visible, and a briel examination of the documents
available proved that they were of very lLittle importance, and
had no bearing on the * records '’ of the mysterious Ravens.
But the young detective was not cast down on that account.
He knew that in old articles of furniture like the one he was
standing in frant of there often were secret recesses of some
kind or another, so he sct to work in a systematic manner
to try and discover one,

In five minutes he had found out that the framework of
one get of p::fann-lmleﬂ was movable. ‘Inm another three
minutes he had the secret recess at thoe back of them exposed
to wview. The recess contained a dingy-looking, leather-
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covered volume that had the appearance of & ledger. Ha
examined it in the light of the moon.
o Tho records of the Raven fa.m;!” he eried triumphantly,

At Jast I have them. Now 1 know with absolute 1.1~|31'1::|11|1|.l'i’r
who was the instigator of the murder of Lawrence Martin)

‘If you know, the knowledge will avail you little "

Dare swupg round sharply, to find Philip Gerstone standing
at hizs albow with a sinister scowl on his evil face, and a
ravolver p[:'nppaﬂ in his hand. Garstone gave an exclamation
of astonishment when he saw who it was.

5 T;_m new footman!” he cried, “ Hang you!
one of the geng seat here to spy_upon me i
* I am not,” replied Dare. **T am a detective, engaged o
find out who it was that murdered Lawrence Martin. That
actual murdersr is now in custody. But you are the mas
who instigated the murder, simply for the greed of wealth
Of the two, you are the %rﬂ&-t-ﬂr villain "'

Ph:l.::p Garstone laughed with a sotind like the hiss of a

serpent. .
. YA deteckive!” he said. * You will have to be dealt with
in another fashion, then., A private detective evidently, for
you have done what the police could not hava ventured to
do. I think that if I handed you over to their charge for
obtaining admission to my house under false pretences and
attm;}ptec:_l burgla i

* Nothing would suit me bettor,” interrupted Dare
“ Pray do 3o at once.”

(Garstone was nonplussed by the yo detective's coolnem
It was the lask tﬁing‘iwhit:h he desired, to have the whols
case brought to light in a police-couet, although he balisved
that he had managed things so cunningly that he could kegp
flﬁ.\u tﬂf the clutches of the law, He expressed himself to this
effect,

“You think to escape your just punishment,” exclaimed
Dare, ** and it may be that you will escape legal punishment,
but in the end I am firmly convinced that by some means or
other you will receive your deserts. I shal)![ tako care that
the true facts of this case are made known to the world.”

FPhilip Garstone did not reply st once, but lie handled his
revolver menacingly. At the library window & dark shadow
appeared—the ow of a man, It vanished. Another
came, and vanished. They wers unseen by the occupants
of the room, who were intent on each other's movements,

“¥ou may not have the cpportunity of making your
valuabla discovery, such as it is, known to the world,” said
Grarztone, with & malignant eneer.

“ A few years ago, under an assumed name,” pursued Dare,
“ you had some dealings with the Raven ga Later,
book containing the records of that society fell into your
hands. It is here.”” He placed his hand upon the leather
covered volume. * ¥ou wished to compass your relative's
death without any suspicion falIirlgh on yourself, and to that
end you sent a communicstion to the gang to t.i'rp effect that
Martin_had in hia possession .the very book which you had
yourself stolon and still retained. You knew that they would

to any lengths fo regain possession of that book, for if
it got into the hands of the I;EOhm it would bring more than
one member.of the gang to the scaffcld. The result was that
Lawrence Martin was murdered, and, morally, you, Philip
Garstone, are his murderer!”

* You think to spread that story abread, do you?'" snarled
(zarstone. ** You hound, I'll kill vou first ™

He sprang upon Dare and clutched him b; the throat, and
a sharp struggle ensued, in the midst of w the window
was raiged, and four mashed men chmbed into the room.

They leaped upon the two combatants with the silent
stealthiness of tigers, and a strange melee now ensued. But
so quietly was it corried on, the carpet being thick and =oft
that not & sound penetrated bevond the closed door, and net
another aoul in the house was aware of tha terrible drama
that was being enacted so close to them.

The only weapons thai the masked men uzed were chlore-
form-pads, but at close quarters no mora effective weapoms
could be devised. In two minutes it was all over, and Stanley
Dare and Philip Garstone, so recently antagonists, were now
lving prone and unconscious on the floor.

“The record book!”" whispered a hoarse voloe.

“ T have it," replied another of the men, * What are we
to do with this fellow™

Hea kicked Dare in the side with his footf.

“We'lve no time to waste on him now. [His business can
be settled afterwards. Secure Garstone and lower him out of
the window." .

In a remarkably short space of time it was done.

‘ Make for the old hut in the wood,” “he leader of the
Eﬂﬁkﬂﬁ] men ordered, ** We are not likely to be disturbed

Cre.

_Five minutes later they had vanished as quickly and
silently as they came, and Btanley Dare was left there on the
library floor, inert and unconscious.
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Retributlon—The Breaking uwp of the Raven Gang—The
Long Last Journey—Cenclusion,

A cmoky oil-lJamp hung from the centre rafter of the eld
hut in Marplesedon Woode, casting & dim, murky light on as
strange & scene as ever had been witnessed within the four
walls of the tumbledown edifice.

The four masked men who had carried Garstone off from
hie house were standing at one side of tha room, and Philip
Garstone, with his ankles bovend with ropes, was seated on a
pecking-case on the other side. A rough sort of apology for

a table, comsisting of two }?Ianka laid upon empty cases, was

botween the prisoner and his captors.

The man who was speaking wes Scarthe, for the masked
men were four of the Raven gang. ) i

“We ain't over-partickler in our society,” he was saying,
“and if we think 1t's to our advantage to put a man out of
the way—w'y, he's put out of the way, and there you have
it. But we draws the line, Mister Phlip Garstone, of beiﬂ%
made catspaws for others. Pay us high enough, an' we'l
undertake work what other chaps ain’t got the pluck, or the
chance, to carry out theirselves:; but we ain't going to bo
tvicked into doing it

“ What do you mean?” demanded Garstome. "1 insist
upon being released thiz instant. This farce has gone on
quite longe enough. I will give you my word, if you desire
it, to take no action againet you for the outrage=——""
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* And that 13 what you wanted. We draw the line at doin”
other people’s dirty work, d'yer uhderstand ¥

“ But vou said just now that the gpang would do anything
if the price paid was h‘lﬁh enough " cried Garstcne, grasping
at s faint hope of making a bargain with these men as &
drowning man grasps at a straw. "I can pay you well now
for what you have done. Name your price, and I'll pay it!"

* ¥ou are going to pay 1t!"’ reglicd Bearthe grimly. ** The
price you pay will be a high one—the highest that a man
can pay. That's our way of doing business!" F

1 am not rich ! stammered Garstone, trying to put awa
tho deadly fear that was gripping at his heart with ice-co
hand., ** And when 1 said nems the price, I—*

*“ The price you'll pay,” interrupted Scarthe, speaking
slowly and deliberately, " 13 the same as you made Lawrence
Martrn pay—no lees. That is the order of the society, and
we are here fo carry it out!"

“You daren't!” cried Garstone, his voice rising almost to
a seream.  ** Would you murder me? I won't submit! Do
gmt think I'll sit here calmly and let you take my life? Help

ere! Help, I say!™

He shouted at the fop of his voice, but the only effect it

]
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A hoarse shout of laughter interrupted him, and he quailed
before it, as though it bad been a savage blow. His poor
attempt at bluff had failed, and he sat there white and trem-
bling, with a haunting fcar showing in his widely-dilated
cyom, and beeds of sweat that stoed ouws upon s fore.
head,

“Your word ain't worth much!” exclaimed Scarthe.
“ And as for saying you won't take action against us if we
release you—w'y you're going out of yer war fo wasie yer
valuabls breath. You can’t take any action against us, becos’
we gin't a-poin’ to release yer!”

“ What are you going to do with me?" cried Piulip Gar-
stone.  *° Why should vou treat me like thizs? I have never
harmed you!"

Scarthe tapped the leather-bound volume on the table, the
book contaiming the terrible records of erimes that had been
committed by the ruthless gang who called themselves the
Havens. Phtlip Garstene inwardly cursed his felly that he
hed not destroyed the fatal book long ago, instead of keeping
it in the vain hope that it would place the leaders of the gang
one day in his power.

“ ¥ou stole these records,” said Scarthe. It ain't no use
in denying it. I say you stole them. And then, so as you
eould get his 'ﬁmnn{: you put the blame on to an innocent
man—your cousin, Lawrence Maztin™

*But I didn't know—"

“You knew it meant his death!” thundered Scarthe.
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had was to arouse the mocking laughter of the men whe hed
constituted themselves his judges and executioners. He bent
down and tried to unfasten the cord which bound his ankles,
::»}at. they jerked him up again, and one man on each side held
15 @rms.

" There's nobody to hear you shout," said Scarthe, who
was the spokesman throughout, * so, as T said before, you
had better save your breath. It iy getting precious now. Set
the bottle and the glass on the table, Jake; this gentleman iz
gnm!;i' to drink success to the Ravens!"

A laugh greeted this bratal jest, for they knew wall enough
that the wine they were about te force him to drink would
be the last to pass his lips upon this earth. The hotile was
}:rﬂducedr. and & glass—a crimeon glass, identical with the one
rom which Lawrence Martin had drunk the draught which
killed him—for these men omitted no detail that would give
gn added terror to any revenge they meant to take he
glass had been treated with the poison which carried death to
every glutinous drop.

Scarthe poared out the wine—"a bumper,” 2z he
facetioualy remarked—and held the glass out towards Gars
stone.

“ Drink it up!™ he said.

i “You have never tasted any-
11T
1 won't touch it!"

so cholee as that before in all your life !’
‘ sereamed i’hilip Garstone. “ It is
poisoned! 1 reluse to drink 160"
“ You'll find this the pleasantest way of—of paying the
price,’”” said Scarthe. ** But we are considerate. 8 rnrzqfn'*
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forca you do drink it,. We will give you the choice. Bring
the rope, Jake!” ;

A rope, with an ominously-suggestive noose at one end, was
fung upon the table by the side of the wine.

“There are soms handy trees outside,” pursued Scarthe,
“if you prefer that way.”

Philip Garstone changed his tone.
cupidity. He hoped by again offering money to turn them
from their purpose,

_ *'Let me free,”” he cried, “and you shall have a thousand
vounds apiecel Think! You could do much with o thousand
pounds "’

“ We could do more with our lives,” replied Jake. *“The
socety has got a long arm, and if we did not fulfil our orders,
it would reach us. o should then share the fate which is
to be dealt out to you, for you would not escaps in the end.
It is hopeless to appeal to us. Choose betwesn the wine and
the rope; and if you know any prayers, and feel inclined to
say them—say them now "

Philip Garstone realised at last, if he had not done so
before, that there was no possible hope for him.

**Tho glass!"’ he gasped.

Scarthe handed it to him. His face was awful to sse. Tt
had turned to a sickly, sweat-badabbled grey; his lips were
almost cclourless, and his eyes were strained with terror.

His hand shook to such an extent that some of the wine
was spilied on to the floor. He raized the ginss, while the
four men watched him curionsly,

“You fools!"” he ecried suddenly, in a high-pitched voice,
“Drink the wine yourselves. 1 will not take my own life!”

With all his force he Aung the glass at them. Searthe
rpised his prmn to shield his face. It struck it just above tha
wrist, glanced off, and smashed into the lantern. In an
mstant the room of the hut was plunged into darkness.

hers was some confusion, fierce oaths and cries, which
were presently stilled by an awful, blood-curdling shriek,
which rose above all other sounds. One of the men struck a
match and re-lit the lantern. They looked for Philip Gar-
store. (}1é was stretched out upon the ground—quite dead.
No drop of the poisoned wine had passed his lips, Death had
bean caused I’E the bresking of a blood-vessel.

“ Ho is dead,” exclaimed Searthe; * and our work is done !’

His eyes fell on the roughly made table as he spoke, and
what he saw there caused an exclamation of fear to break
from his lips.

Four black foathers were lying there side hy side. They
were not there before the light went out. How had they got
there during the darkness?

The men locoked from one to the other with startled EaE.

*Who put them there? asked Jake, in a hoarse whizper.

""We sent four to Lawrence Martin before he was put out
of the way. Are these the same onea?”

Silence fell upon the group—the silence of a superstitious
fear. Outside, 1n the woods, in the Brst grey of the comin
dawn the birds were waking, and beginning to trill fﬂ}!‘ﬂgl
their songs., Within the hut was death and terror and crime,

* Are these the same feathers that were sent to Lawrence
Martin?" repeated Jake helplessly.

* I can answer that question—they are!”

The hut door swung vpen, and SBtonley Dare stood before
them. Scerthe whipped out his révelver, but a commanding
voice bade him put it down. Through the narrow slit in the
woodwork which did duty for a windew, a hand and arm
wera thrust. The pistol
which the hand prasped
was  pointed  full  at
Bearthe’s head.

Yoices sounded . out-
nide, snd the tramping
of feet. Dare s on
one aide, asnd men
pushed through the
doorway intc the hut,
The professor first, then
an inspector of police,
and after him zeveral
oonstables,

“*There are  your
prisoners,” said Dare.
““We are too late to
save Garstone’'s life,
but hizs fate is but a
just punishment for the
orime which he |has
commifted.

“Make & brenk for
ik!" velled Bearthe to
his companions, ' Don't

ive in like mugs.
Fight your way out!”

or & matter of five

e appealed to their
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minutes there was B sceno of the wildest confusion within
the hut, and during the strugple it was difficult to distinguizh
between frdend and foe, as the lantern wes completely smashed
up this time by a revolver shot.

Stanley Dare had gripped hold of Scarthe, and they fought
amiud the wreckage of the table for a few minutes under the
feet of the other combaiants, But in the end, Bearthe and
his three associates were secured and conveyed to the Ipawich
police-station, the Marplesdon one not being considered safs
enough for the custody of such desperadoes. The body of
Philip Garstone was removed to Priory House, but not
before little Alice had been taken away by the professor and

laced under the care of his housekesper, whom he had sent
or from London.

A few words may suffice to tell the little that remains to

be told of this strange case. :

here were now eight men of the Raven gang in custody,
including three who, to & great axtent, hag had control of
the London branch of that terrible society—Bassott, Cohen,
and Scarthe,

Bassett was tried and brought to justice. The book con:
taining the records of the gang furnished crushing evidence
against them; and all those who had so far been captursd
were condemned to various terms of Lnprisonment.

But the branches of the gang and its membership of
dangerous criminals were more numerous than had at first
been supposed, snd it was mainly due to the exertions of
Stanley Dare that its secret power was crushed,

It will be within the memory of the public how completely
tha evidence which Dare accumulated exposed the organisa.
tion of the Raven gang, and led to its eventual breaking up
and the punishment of its leaders. But all this was net
accomplished for many months afterwards; and the adven.
tures and érem'ls_whm'h the young detective went throngh
while pitted against them have no connection with this
particular story. They will be related at some Future tine,
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One other scene—a peacsful and ha cne this fime.
Professor MacAndrew and Htanlsy Dare %}gra, seated in the
former’s comfortable dining-room in his houss at Chelsen,
They wore sitting over their wine and dessart.

“I knew from the first,” Dare was saying, * how acces
was obtained to Martin's rooms. You r};ﬁmh&r that his
landlady stated that he returned to fetch somcthing which
he had forgetten. He did not do anything of the kind. It
was Bassett, who must have been shadowing him, that went
back te the houss. He was so cleverly made up to represent
Martin that even the landlady was deceived. ingida
the house everything was easy. He ransacked the rooms in
search of the recards; but, not Ending them, proceeded to
carry out the vengeance of the gang. The glass which
Martin used every night when he had his wine before going
to bed was rubbed over on the inside with that poison whick
wa discovered. Nothing more was needed, The victim's fate
was sealed, for death would ensue within five minutes after
lin Iﬁ% drunk the wima; 1::1 the pm'?pned glass,*

" Mon, it was one of the most fiendish sod ingen!
that ever I heard of,” said MacAndrow, o s pioiy

“ What about little Alice Garstone?” asked Dare. * et
vou decided to adopt her?” Z are ave

" ¥es, the little lassie has taken a li]{Ingi for ms. She

thinks I sm her uncle
I'll scond her to a guid
achool. Ab, here she
1!

The pretty, blus-eyel

amsel entered  the
room, and ran scross ot
onhea to the old Bootaman,

“ Uncle,” she saud
gra.ﬁ;-l;r. #I've been
wanting to ask you
somathing ever since wa
oama here.  Whers 5
papa? I haven’ secn
him since we left Priory

DR G

The professor glanced
at her thc:ughtl‘u?!:.r.

“ Your papa, lassic”
he said, at length, ‘4 has
gone on & long journey
—a& werrn, verra long
Journey. He went on
it g0 suddenly that he
hadna' time to sy
good-bye ™
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Jdohn Bull Junior, has sent kim

what a good maoy of os wonld

lke— In s0lid cash! What he

does with if, and how some ey

to *do" him, will be told In out
next lasue.
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