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. Johnny Bull whirled Bunter off his feet, and tossed him off the schoolfiouse steps. Billy Bunter disappeared into

| the soowdrift beside the steps.
| roared for help.

The next moment a fat face and a pair of spectacles came into view, and Bunter
Uow! Yow! Gimme a hini?

HellupI" (Sze Chapter [.)

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Buried Alivel
g OMING down, 1sn't it77 said Bob Cherry.
It was indeed coming down'!
Puring morning-lessons, the spow had begun io
fall; and by tho time the Grovirars fellows came out
of the Form-rooms, the old Clow was carpeted with white,
pricl tine leafless branches of the old ¢lme pleamed with ridges
of =now,

Harry Wharton & Co., the chums of the Remove, locked
ot of the open doorway of the School House; and said
thinez., There was a form mateh due that afternoen. with
:Inl-E Upprr Fourth; bub there was not much prospect of foot-
mll now,

ITurree Jumset Ram SBingh, the Indian junior, remarked
that the weatherfulness was tervifie; and the chums of the
Remove agreed with him.  The wind from the sea had
drifted the spow against the houvse, and beside the School
1louse steps it was banked up four or five fest doep.
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“ What are we going to do this afternoon? ingquired Bob
Cherry,

¥ Might got up a snow fight,”

“0Or a row with the Hirhclife chaps!’ sugrested Johnny
Bull.

Wharton shoolk his head,

“No go! The Head's down on that, since Mobbs came
g-te‘ f,‘.'.*d complained last time about our ragging Ponsonby

L

_ * They jolly well ra;‘;ged me vesterdey 1 said Johnny Bull
indignantly, " Five of them at onece, and I had to run for
it. % dan't sea why noti!"

** Hallp, hallp, hallo! Here comes the postman,” said Bob
Cherry. * He's late to-day 1™

The villoge postman was ploughing his way through the
snow ncross the Close. The juniors hailed him all at once.

“ Anything for me, Cripps?’

The postman came up the snowy steps. There was a grin
on hiz red foce—a prin the juniors did not underatand for
the moment.

January 2dth, 1814,
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“ Yes, Master Wharton, 'ere’s a posteurd for youn,” he
roplied. _

“Oh! Only a posteardi™

“Yes; a pieturs one!” prinned Crippe.

** Hand it over. What are you grinming at?"?

" Wothin', Master Wharton.”

Cripps fumbled in his bag, and produced the picture ‘post-
card, and handed it to Harry Wharton, and then went round
the house to deliver the letters. Wharton glanced at tho
card.,” It was addressed to him in an elegant hand—a hand
he knew—that of Ponsonby of the Fourth Form of High-
clife School.

“ It's from Highcliffe,” he said.

“ What_have theso rottors goi to say? growled Bab
Cherry. Feeling was not friendly between the Higheliffians
and the Greyfriars juniors,

yWharton turned the eard over,

Then he [rowned.

It was, s Cripps had said, a picture posteard. But it was
a home-mado pictura cayd, the picture cvidently having been
drawn by one of the Higheliffe [ellows of an artistie tendency.

Wharton held it up in silence for the other fellows to sce.
There was an exclamation of angry indignation from the
Removites,

The picture represented a junior in & Greyfriars cap toar-

at tull speed down the roud, with several fellows in High-
cliffe caps in full chase. The ﬂ'reﬁ'friara junior was weing his
legs to the best advantage.  Underneath the picture was o
sentence in Latin: * Crura puerumdgue cano!™

" The rotters!" growled Johnny Bull, his face crimson
with wrath, * That's meunt for me, of course, I had to bolt
=there were five of them, I gave PPonsonby a thick car; but
I couldn't handle five at once.”

satdl  Wharton

“Of course you couldn’t,”
“That's all right. ™

" What on carth does that rot mean?” asked Frank Nugent,
peinting to the Latin sentence,

Wharton grinned.

“It's rather funny,” ho remarked.

* Rotten chock, I call it,” gronted Bull. “ I don't sce
anything funny in it myseli."”

* But what docs it mocan?”

“ You can construe it, can't vou?" grinned Wharton.
“It's a pun on the first line in the Aneid--arma virumque
cano—arms and the man I sing! Crora puerumgue catin—
II'l;tat. means,h‘ Legs E:Imi! ;}he boy I sing.’ Ti's a rottcn pun.

suppose thoy think Johnny put up a specially good sprint
when he bolted yesterday." v Y ¥k ¥

What was I to do?" roarad Johnny Bull.  “T tell vou
there were five of the votters, Ponsonby and Gadshy—""

“Yes, yos!™
I tell vou I

soothingly.

“And Monson and Merten And Vavazone
gave Ponsonby a thick ear—-"

“ Yes, ves, yesi”

**And I dotted Monson on the nose. But—-""

“ M ecourse ™

“I couldu't fight five of them, could 17

o 'I:'I.,"JE’ na, hﬁf courso not!"

“Then what are you sniggering at?™ demanded Johun
Bull wrathfully. I don’t see anything funny in that.” )

** Ha, ha, ha!?

* Look here, von slly r.hum{m—-

" It's all right, Johnny, don’t be waxy.
von know 1"

“I don't call it funny!™

“But it's beastly cheek, all the
Wharton.

“1 should jolly well say it is. If there had been only twa
of 'em, 1'd have wiped up the ground with “em !’ snorted
Johnny Bull. *But I couldn't handle five. How waz I to

It’s rather funny,

same,'” sald Havny

han::ﬂﬂ five fellows, I'd like to know, all of 'em us big as I
am ! .
* No, nol"
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“Didn't T have to holt? They were going to shove me in
the ditch—threr feot of waterl’

“ Quite so. It's all right 1™

““Well, don't snigger, then!” growled Johnny Bull, who
was evidently very much * edge-wige ’* just then, “1 don't
call it funny I’

“Well, it'a a rather good pun, Fou know ™

“ I thank it's a rotten pun!?

* And the picture isn’t badly drawn "

“ 1 think it's rottenly drawn.”

“ And they've caught your likeness, too™

“If you say that iz anvthing like meo, T'l punch vour
head " exelaimed Johnny Bull excitedly.

* Ha, ha, ha!?

“1 say, yvou fellows, what have you gob there®’ Bill
Bunter rolled ulp, and blinked at the picture postcard throug
his big spectacies, ' He, he, he! That’s Bull, of course. I
heard about his running away from the Higheliffe chaps—
he, he, hel”

. Johnny Bull glaved at the fat Junior. Billy Bunter was too
short-sighfed to sce the signs of 2 coming astorm, and he
chuekled gleefully,

 Bkinner saw Pull coming down the road,” he remarked.
“He said he was going bkoe a giddy steam-engine.
e, he, he!™

“Bhut up ! reared Johony Bull,

“Oh, really, Bull! We all i;nmv you ran away, vou know,
He, he, he! I thought it was rather disgraccful myself.
The Highcliffie chaps have the laugh of us now. We shall
never hear the end of jt. 1 say, you ought Lo enter for the
niile next sfborta day. You're the hest sprinter in the school.
He, he, he! I wish I'd been there. I'd have protected you,
I would, really. He, he, ha!”

. Johnny Bull did noi reply. He strode towards the fat
jumor, ond grasped him in _his powerful hands. Bunter
ceased chuckling all of o endden.

* I say, you fellows. Lezpo, vou beast! Ow, ow! T can't
help it if you rvan away from the Highcliffe chaps! *Tain't
my fault you're a beastly funk! Ow, ow! ¥ah!"

Squash

Jolinny Bull whirled the fat junior off his feet, and with a
ferrific heave, tossed him off the School House steps. Billy
Runter disuppearcd into the snowdeift bLeside the steps, and
vanished with startling suddennese,

* Ha, ha, ha!*

Billy Bunter had disappeared frem sight for a momoent. A
fat face and a pair of speetacles rose into view from the snow,
and Bunter roared for help. The snow was up to his ears,
UI;‘IE!WJ ow, yow! Hellupl Yow! Gimme a hand! Yah!

* Ha, ha, ha"

 Bunter scrambled wildly in the snow, and slipped over, and
disappeared aguin.  The snow crumbled aver him and covered
him.  From under it came a sound of wild howling.

* Groogh! Grook! Help! Yow! Ow!™

Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove, looked out of the

doorway. His face wore a puzzlad expression.

“ What is that?' he exclaimed. " Who—what——="'

“Yow! Ow! Help! I'm buried alive! Yarooch! Help
me out, you beasis! Groooh!”

“ Bless my soul!” cxclaimed Mr, Quelch. * That is Bun
ter's voice, 18 it not?’

** Sounds like it, sir,” said Frank Nugent demurely,

“Where is he? Bunter !

“Yow, ow! You beast! ¥Yah! You rotter!"

“ What "

“Yaro-o00p!  Help me out! I'm hbeing suf-suf-

_ suffecated 1"

Bunter's head, rose from the snow again. His fot face was
[urious. Mr. Quelch uttered o startled exclamation.

‘““Are you going to help me out, you rotters?” howled
Bunter. .

“Dear me! You must have boen very clumsy to fall into
the snowdrift, Bunter !" said Mr. Quelch severely., * Get out
at once! You will catch cold 1™

“1I didn't fall in!"" howled Bunter. * That beast Bull
chucked me in! And I can't pet cut! Yow, ow "

Mr. Quclch leaned aoxer, gé:lﬁped the fat junior's collar,
and dreagged him out.  Billy Bunter was landed on the steps
gasping like a newly-caught fish—a very fat fish, ¥
Queleh panted o little from his exertion; Bunter waz not a
light-weight.

* Bunter. go and change vour clothes at onge—"

“Ow! I'm wet! I shall cateh ¢-¢-cold—-—""

“Go in at once! Bull, did you throw Bunter into the
snow 1Y

“Wea, I did ! growled Johnny Bull.

“glh-r:ra vou will follow me to my study [

i 1 1I::l

" e
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“ What do you want 2" asked Ponsonby. **Just a Httle visit,” answered Harry Wharton calmly. * We've came
In answer to your postcard. The other fellows nr?qwniéing uu;s;de_-.! " % Chuck them out I exclaimed Vavasounr,
LI hf:p!.cr .

Bull followed the Form-master to his study. The
glances upon Bunt@:;r. :
11 L —

Johnn
chums of the Remove turned an

“You fat rotter "' said Bob Cherry wrathfully.
you rotten sneak ! i L i

-‘»_‘:T}’uwl I'm jolly glad he's going fo get a licking! Yow,
owm 1

“Pitch him in again!"” exclaimed Nugent. .

Billy Bunter fled into the House, and escaped up the stairs
From Mr. Quelch’s study esme the sound of a swishing cane.
Johnny Bull came out of the study, looking a little flustered,
and squeezing hiz hands under his armns, and twisting—
locking euriously a3 if he were frying to fold himself up like
a porket-knife.

M Dw-w-w-war-wow-wew 7 he murmured.

- Hurt?"' Nugent asked sympathetieally.

Johnny Bull glared at him. :

“ No" he ned, "“I'm doing this for fun, you silly
fathead ! Ow-w-w-w-w!”

“ It's rotten, old chap!"” said Bob Cherry, with sympathy.
df Hut__f.l‘

“I'm going over to Highcliffe this afternoon!™ said
Johnny Bull foroctously.

“ Ta Highcliffe?" .

Yoz, 1I'm going to lick 'Ea::-ns-nnb? "

“ But—but ﬁ-herc‘%:i be & crowd—'

“I don't care! I'm going—"

“ The Head's down on rows with Higheliffe since——"

T irlﬂ EGE“E !:l:r
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“ But look here, Johnny—"
“I'm going !’ . ) .

And Johnny Bull stamped sway, still squeezing his hands
under his arms. The chums of the Remove exchanged
hopeleze glances. Johnny Bull evidently meant what he said,
and thers was no possibility of dissuading him.

“ There'll be & row,”” said Harry Wharton, “Of course,
we can't let him go alone, It will be & tremendous rag if we
all o, and—"

" And Mobbs will come over and complain again—""

" And we shall be licked!”

* The lickfulness will be terrifio I

“Weo must try to make Johnny see reazon,” said Harry
Y harton, i

And they tried. Dut to all reasonings Johnny Bull mads
the same reply, without variations

“I'm going I"

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Expedition !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. looked very thoughtful when
they eame out of the dining-room alier dinner.

chnny Bull had made up his mind, Other fellows

besides Billy Bunter had chipped him about his

ingloriens encounter with the Highelifie fellows the day

before. Ponsonby’s picture-postoard had been the finishing

A Magn'ficont, Long, Complaete School Ta's of
Harry Wharton k €Co, st Qreyfriars. Order Eariy.
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touch. It was, as Bob Chorry remarked, the last straw which
jave the came! the hump.

Johony Bull was going over to IHigheliffe to bestow upon
Fonsonby a most terrtfic licking. And as Johnny would
certainly be ragged by the Highclifhans if he went over
alone on that ammable errand, the Co. had to go with him.
And such an expedition meant trouble.

There had been a %md deal of irouble already between
Gresiriars and Higheliffe, The Higheliffie fellows did not
play the game. If IHarry Wharton & Co. had the worst of
an encounfer, they were content to toke it as cheerfully as
they could, and say nothing.  But more than once Ponsonby
& Co. had eavand complaints to be made to Dr. Locke, the
Heed of Grevfiinrs, Mr. Mobbs, their Formemaster, had
come over, and hiz visit had had the most painful resulis for
the heroes of the Hemove, And o raid on Higheliffe was
certain to be followed by o cmnrplaint from Mr. Mobbs, if
not {rom old Dr. Vogsey himself, and then there would be
trouble.

Apart from that consideration, the Remove lellows were
quite keen on a row with Highclife, As Bulstrode
remarked, it would fill up the afterncon beuutifully, football
being off. And most of the fellows were willing to risk the
certain row that would follow, for the sake of bearding the
encemy in their den,

The wvxpedition having been decided upon, Harry
Wharton found no lack of enthusiastic followers, Half the
Remove were willing to po.  Even Mark Linley, the scholar-
ship junior, who had intended to spend that snowy afternoon
grinding at Greck, was willing to give up swotting to join
in the expedition. Even Lord Maulevercr, the slacker o the
Remove, announced his readiness to tear himself away from
his aemchair and his study fire in order.to follow the flag,
After dinner Harry Wharton called his followers together in
the Rag to discuss the plan of camprign.

" Wha's willing to come over to Ilighelifie, and risk the
row afterwards ™™ he inquired.

* Fverybody I said Bob Cherry. :

““ Hloar, hear U7 satd the meeting with one volee.,

“Bure, and we're all dyin’ to got at close quarters with the
spalperns 1’ said Micky Desmond. ) .

# 3 licking afterwards won’t Lurt us,'" said Bolsover major.
" We've been licked before”

v And we shall be lieked again!® grinned Tom Brown, the
New Zealand junior. “Lel’s go over in a body and rag
them baldheaded !

“Only they're such rotten  snealks,”
“ There'll be a complaint to the Head.”

“Chaonee it ! suid Buletrode.

** Tlear, hear I . .

w1 guess it's risky,” remarked Fisher T. Fish. the
Ametrican junior. “l"fuu toe, we shall have a erowd of the
galoots on lo us—"

“Oh, rata!” :

“I';m going, anyway !” =aid Jobnny DBull obstinately,
# Yeoqu fellows coming ¥ .

v Hold ont" satld Mark Linley, in his quiet voice.
“ Johnny wants to thump Ponsonby, and there's no need to
make & regular riot of it. Suppose we take Johnuy over,
and he ean challenge Ponsonby to stand ap to him, and
we'll all sce fair play¥”’ ]

" Ves: that's & good idea,” exclaimed Harry Wharton.
# Popsonby can't refuse, after writing that blessed postcard.
They can have it out in the gym. with the gloves on.”

“"And then they'!l ruzh us ! prowled Bob Cherry.,

u Well, if they do, we shall be ready for them. Then we
gha'n't have the blame of beginning it. After all, the Head's
the Ilcad, you know, and he's down on these rags.”

wWell, Thn satisfied, so long as [ can get at Ponsonby,”
said Johnny Bull,  “I'm jolly well going to lick him for
sending that rotten posteard, I'll show him whether I run
BWAY ﬁf{-m Higheliffe cads or not.” i ]

s Well, you did run away, you kaow "' chuckled Skinner.

Snack !

Rkinner suddeniy collapsed upon the floor, and Johnny
Bull pushed back hiz cuffs, and stared af him fiercely.

“Want some more?” he demanded. .

" Why, sou—you rotter——"" howled Skinner.,

He jumped up and rushed at Johnny Bull. There was a
rush of the juniors to sepurate them. Skinner was shoved
back, and Johnny Bull was bumped down and sut upon by
three or four Remaovites.

“Nop rowing here I'' exclaimed Wharton, * We shall have
envugh of that at Migheliffe. Now, how many of us are

ing "'

" .f'!l the Form.” said Bolsover major.  ©“1If any cha
wants to funk, we'll give him a licking, and make kim go, all
the samne.  Where are yon going, Snoop?”

“Rh? I've wot somo lines to do!” said Snoop, who waa
sidling towards the door. .

“ Come back here !" exclaimed tne bully of the Remove.

Tie Macxer Lissarv.—XNo. 311

zaid  Nugent,

“ Ahem! You-see, Bolsover——'

Bolsover major collared the sneak of the Remove, and
dragged him back into the Rag.

“Youre coming with the rest,” he =aid grimly.

Leave him alone,” said Harry Wharton quietly.
HBnoop is a funk, he's better left out. Lot him stay.”™

Snoop turned red.

“I=—1'm not a funk!” he growled. “ I don’t see the fun
of it. that's all. I'm not afraid to come.”

“Come then,” said Belsover major, with a grin,

And he slipped his arm through Snoop’s.

Y I--I'm quite willing to come, of coursel’

““ All serene! I'll sec that you do!”

“We'll get out quietly, in twes and threes,” said Harry
Wharton, *“If we a!l go out together the prefects will spot
us, and smell a rat ™

“* ¥es, rather !’

Anl the Removites left the Rag, and singly, or in twos
and threes, they strolled out of the Behool House, and out
of the school gates. Wingate, of the Sixth. the captain
of Greyfriars, met Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry as they
were going oub.

“ Where are you kids off to 7" he asked.

“ Going up the road,” said Bob airily  “ Would you care
to come and have a gi:.mc of snowballs, Wingate ¥’

The Sixth-Fermer laughed.

“ None of your rows with Highcliffe, remember,” ne said,

“My dear chap, we won't have any rows with Highclifie
if we can possibly help it,”” said Bob.

“Well, mind you don't.,”

And the captain of Greviriars wallked on,

' Nothing like telling the exact truth, is there I said Boh.
“We sha'n't have any row if we can possibly help 1it. We
sha'n't begin.”

“Wo fear

“If Ponsonhy ments Johnny fuir nnd square, there won't
be any row with us,” =aid Bob. * We're only going to sece
fair plav. No good explaining that to Wingate, though.
Prefocts are unreasonable. He mi%;hi‘. think our going over
to Higheliffe was looking for tronble. And it isn't.”

“ Mot a bit of it,"”" said Harry, langhing

They joined the rest of the Removites on the Courtheld
read. Nearly all the Hemove were there,  Dolsover major
had one arm linked in Snoop’s, and the other in Billy
Bunter's. Beoth Snoop and Bunter looked very unhappy.

"{{l-’iﬁm we are!” sald Bob Cherry. “ Now, march's the
word '

And they marched.

Billy Bunter stumbled wnd slipped over in the snow,
dragging his arm away from Bolsover mejor. Tho bully of
the Removae halted,

“Get up, vou fuf duffer "

“[f think I've sprained myv ankle,” said Bunter faintlw.
“1—I'm afraid T sha'n't be able to go over to Higheliffe
after all. T'm sincervely sorry. Ow, ow! Keep your beastly
boots to yourself, Bolsover, you beast !

“ Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Got up ! roared Bolsover,

Billy Bunter serambled up, and, dodging Bolsover's out-
stretehod hand, started off for Groyfriars at a breathless run.

Y Come back ' roared the bully of the Remove.

But Billy Bunter did not come back. e dizsappeared
down the road, his little fat lexs poing like ﬂimkwnri.

“ The rotten funk " growled Bolsover., I suppose you'd
lika to cut after him, Snoopey, wouldn't you ¥

v oW pnne ! stammered Snonp. f Not at all, Bolsover "

“What are you trying to get your arm away for, then ¥

Y Towl wanted to seratch my nose.”

# Barateh it with ihe other hand, then,” chockled Bolsover,
And he kept his grasp wpaon the arm of the funk of the
Ii;.?flrnm'e as the troop of juniors marched on towards High-
clifla.

“If

L]

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Unexpected Visitors!
ﬂ’i{ﬁ{}fﬂﬂf £ CO. were in Ponzonby's study at High-
chidfe.
1t was a large, roomy siudy, and extremely well
furnished. The Hon, Ceeil Ponsonby was one of the
richest fellows at Highelife, where almost all rhe fellows
had well-to-do people, IMighcliffe was a much wealthier
school than Greyiviars, a fact upon which the Highelifhians
prided themsclves. There were, as Ponsonby & Co. said with
pride, no scholarship bounders there—like Mark Linley, the
one-titne factory lad, and Penfold, the son of 1he vilage
cobbler, who were at Greylriaes
Higheliffe was ruled with @ very slack hand. Old  Ar.
Voyser, the headmaster, hardly knew what was going on in
the school, Ile relegated most of his awihority to the wnder-
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masters, and they were not well-chosen men. Many of them
were rather bent on gaining the favour of well-connected
flll[ﬂlﬂ- than in keeping them in order. The school was, in
act, auﬁanng from ‘‘rot.”” The rot showed itself in every-
thing—in the games especially, and in the manners and
customs of the Higheliffo fellows,

Ponsonby & Co. in the Fourth Form aped the manners and
customs of the “blades™ in the Sixth. Most of them had
pientg' of moeney, and they spent i€ upon enjoyments that
would hardly bear the light. Few of the voung rascals
neglected to make & “book ™ on the important races of the

car—and thay knew all about the “Earm” of the well-

nown racehorses.

They played bridge in Ponsonby's study for stakes that
were very high, nap and banker not being quite good enough
for their aristocratie tastes. On this particular afternoon,
when the heavy snowfall kept them within doors, Ponsonby
was giving a bridge party in his study.

At the end of the passage a fag wos keeping watch, in case
of the unlikely approach of a master. Mr. Mobbs, the master
of the Fourth, was giftod with inlinite tuet, and he was not
likely to happen along where he wos not wanted, Mr. Mobb:
hoped for groat things some day from the influence of Pone
sonby's father, @ noble earl; and nothing would have
induced him to find ont anything that would have got the
Honourable Ceeil into trouble My, Mobbs, like Nelson,
could turn a blind cye vpon things that he did not wish to
s0C,

“ I leave it to you. pariner,” Ponsouby yawned, as he laid
down his cards and lighied a frosh cigarette,

fNo brumps ' said Vavasour.

There was a sound of footsteps in the passage, and the fug
put his head in at the door, looking excited.

“1 say, Ponsonby.--..""

“Don't say that Mobby 1z coming,” said Ponsonby, wirh-
out turning a hair. “ If Mobby saw me smoking, he wouldn't
be able to %retmni he didn’t know.'"

And the bridge party chuckled.

“"Tain't Mobby,"” said the fag.

“ What's the matter, then?"

“* There's a trowd of Greyiriars chaps coming in at the
gates.™

“ Greviriars chaps!" exeluimed Fousonby.

“Yes: nearly twenty of "em, I should think.”

HOh, by Jove !

“ Awful cheek, comine here ! .said Gadaby.  * It was that
blessed posteard stirced them wp, I suppose, like a giddy
noest of hormets,”

“Goand tell the porter to keep them out,” said Ponsonby.

The fog grinned.

- "1 just saw them rvolling the porter in the snow, and
they're coming towards the house,” he veplied,

UMy hat ! What 2 negve ™™ -

“ Well, they can't como in here,” said Monzon.

Ponsonby looked sertous,

“1 don't know. They've got nerve enough for anything.
'They came and ragged us here onee, you know—right in the
1tud:'_':n I think we'd better get the cards out of sight. If
there's a row, thoe masters will be coming round—and somc
of them don't keep their eyes shut hke Mobby.”

¥ Look here, that's spoilhing the game ! grumbled Merton.
“1've got @ jolly good hand."

“an't be helped.. Get the cards out of sight—and the
amokes, ton. It's no good running nsks.”

Tha r}‘“ght}:]“ﬁr follows, with acowling fuces, obeyed Pon-
sonby's directions, The cards had disuppeared by the time
thero was & tramp of feet in tho passage, and six Greylriars
fellows thumped at the door, kicked it opon, and looked n.
They were Harry Wharton, Nugent, Bob Cherry, Johnny
Bull, Bolsover, and Mark Linley.

The Higheliffians were oll on their feet now, and they
stared angrily and superciliously at the pew-comers,

“What do you want here U7 excluimed Ponsonby,

¢ Just a little visit,' snid Wharton agreeably.

“You've forced vourselves into the House--—-"'

“ Woll, we found the door open; but we should have comoe
in, anyway,” said Harry Wharton calmly. “ We've come in
answer to your postcard. The other fellows are waiting
onkside.”

“ Chuck them cut!™ exeluimed Vavasour, “ Call up the
porter and the servants,. We're not peoing to have our
guarters invaded hke this”

“ Hold on!' said Ponsonby., ¥ We don't want & row.
Tell us what you want, you chaps. 1 suppose you know we
can have you thrown out if we like; and if you make a row,
vour headmaster will heav of it”

Wharton's Lip curled.

“Yes; we know all that,” he said, “ We don't want a
serap, if vou den't. Here's vour picture posteard—you sent
that 7" He held it up. *' 1 know your writing,”

The Iigheliffe fellows gprinnad.

“Well, what about that?" vawneg Ponsonby, “I wasz
struck with admiration by the way Bull sprinted, and I fo't
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bound to commemorate it. WNever saw such a jolly good
runter, He ought to be a professional, you know.”

* Absolutely I said Varasour.

Johnny Bull clenched his big fists,

#I' jolly well——" he began.

“Dry up, Johony!" said Wharton.
talking."

“ Look herae—"'

¥ Bhurrap ! Now, Ponsonby, that postoard amounts to an
‘i'lbl:‘-!l:.rﬂ;tlﬂlt of funking agsinst Bull. That's what you meant
ot

Ponsonby yowned,
" Your perspicacity does you evedit,” he said, with ealn
impertinence. It shows what cduocation will do for a
fellow.™

And the Ilighﬂliﬁﬂnﬁ chuekled again, Johnny Buoll made
g_ ELE[I forward, but Nugent and Bob Cherry dragged him
nek,

B‘;I[ tell you I'm going to puuch his head ! roared Johnny
ull.

“All in good time,” said Bob. " Shut up

* Did you come over rimply to ask whether I wrote thot
posteard i asked Ponsonby.  Well, I wrote it. Now, will
you kindly got I den't want to rude, but we're rather par-
ticular whom we associate with.”

“ Absolutely I prinned Vavasour,

“Very well. We've come over to sce fair play,”" explainedd
Harry Wharton., “ Johnny Bull is going to Lick vou—with
or without gloves, just as you like. After what you've said,
you ean't refuse, unlesas you're u rotion funk yoursclf.”

Fonsonby crimsoned.

“*Bo that's what you want, is it?" he gneered.

*“Yes; that's it.’

“And that's what we're going to have,” said Johnny Bull
truenlently. ** ¥You can come into the gym. and put the
gloves on, or you can have it here and now. I dom't care
which. But I'm going to lick you before 1 go.”

Ponsonby hesitated. He did not much eare for a personal
encounter with the sturdy junier. Dut to do him justice, he
was not a funk, and he could not rofuse so plain o challenge,
under the eyes of his special comrades, without losing his
prestige. - He quickly made up his mind.

“I'm guite ready to lick you if you're looking for a licking,
my denr fellow,” he said, with studied insolence. ' I reallv
don’'t want to soil my hands on you, but if nothing else will
catisfy you, I'll give you a licking.”

“ Right-ho " said Johnny Bulf grimly. “{('ome on!™
P Well po down into the gym.,” snid Ponsonby airily,
“and wo'll have the gloves on. I don’t want to fight like
hm;h a::: mt:r: bore knuckles, That may suit you and vour
BOr L o

“Not so much jaw!™ said Johnny Bull, * Come to the
gym., then!"

Fongonby glanced round at his admiring friends.

“ Gentlemen,” he said, “will you do me the honour of
coming to the gym. to see me knock gome of the cheel: out
of this cad "'

“ YWhat-ho!"

“ Good old Pon!™

Y Now, my good fellows, we are quite at your service,”
gaid Ponsonby, with an insolent look at the Greviriars
juniors.

Johnny Bull clenched his hands ti]l the nails dug into Lis
palms, He was no matel for Ponsonby in words, but the
airy insolence of the Higheliffe junior made him almost boil
over with rage. Ponsenby walked grocefully out of the
study, without another werd or look to tho Greyfriars foi-
lows, and went downstairs, followed by his friends.

B*'Hhh, my hat. won't I wollop him!” muttered Johnne

And the Co. followed Ponsonby and his friends downatairs,
and joined their comrades, who were waiting in the*guad-
rangle. And the whole party followed FPonzonby & Co. intu
the gymmnasium,

“I'm doing tho

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
With the Gleves On.

HEY bad the gym. to themselves.

There was no one ¢lse there when they entered; but
the word had gone round already, and Ponsonby's
friends came in good numbers to see the Geht—follows

of the Fourth, and the Shell, and the Upper Fourth, and
samo of the Fifth, till a good two score of fellows wern
gathered there,

The Greyfriars party lkept together. They did not trast
the Highclifinns, If Ponsonby got the worst of the en.
counter, it would be very like lnm to give the signal for a
weneral rush.

&

A Magniflcant, Long, Domplete School Tal
Harry Wharton & Co. at Grayfriara. Order l:ﬂ::
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And in that casa the Greyfriavs fellows would hare to
sland shoulder to shoulder and fight their way out. _

Bansonby- stripped off his jacket in-an ary way, smill
genially at his friends. Ponzonmby was 4 good boxer, uﬁ
his comrades were mot without hope of seeing him lick the
Greyiriars chempion.

‘I 1u1%;:;asa wa're %mg' to havae this thing i erdeg?"
yawned -uns-nnb;.f. #Rounds, and & timekeeper, and -all
that—— What "

* Certainly !"' said Harry. Wharton.
amd one-nrinute rests.
of hoxing-gloves 7"

* 0h, yes. ot them out, Vev.
Gadshy."” _

“"Right-ha !"” said Gadshy. .

Wharton looked a little ufcertain. It was impossible 1o
depend upon the Higheliffe follows for fair play, and Gadsby
was Ponsonby’s closest chum, But Johnny Bull only grunted
contemptuously, and did npot raise any objection, and so
Wharton let it pass. After all, he felt that Johnny was
more than a match for the elsgant Higheliffian, however he
wmight be favoured by the refareca,

Johnmy Bull had taken off his jackét sud donned the
glovea, Ilis sleeves volled back, showed his ﬁafwerful arms,
which logked nearly twice ma thick as Ponsonby’s, The airy
smile faded for a moment from Ponsonby's .face as he

lanced at Bull's arms. Tt was evident that Johnny could

it very hard if he knew where to plant his blows,

Gadshy toek ont his watch—a handsome gold ticker.

“ You fellows ready?* he asked.

“Fm ready!” growled Johnany Ball.

*(Oh, qute!"” vawned Ponsonby.

** Seconds out of the ring 1" said Gadsby. * Time!"

Johnny Bull started aerious business st ones. Ponsouhby's
piry manner had the effect of irritating him considerably.
e was anxious to get at the impertinent Highelifian and
give him & good fisnmunering and get it over,

But Ponsonby lmew how to box. He was a little taller
than Bull, tco, and longer in the reach, though not nearly
6o _thickset or muscular. ;

. He backed sway, giving ground, and leading Johnny Bull
right round the rmﬁ, every now and then putting in a tép
that made Johnny Bull more ircitated and excited.

The Highcliffe erowd began to chuckle,

“ Go ik, Pon IV

“ Another dot on the noso "

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

Johnny made a furious rush. Ponsonby side-stepped with
great agility, and drove in & right-hander that caught Johnny
on the side of the head and sent him reeling, Before he
could recover his belance or his guard, Ponsonby was upon
him. with driving left and right. Biff, biff, biff |~ The heav

loves came crashing on Johony Bull's  face and neck, an

e went down Iike a log. g

There was & roar from the Highcliffians.

* Bravo, Pon |

i Hurrﬁi‘t e

“Coupt! Count "

Gadsby began to connk.

“It's time !’ exclaimed Bob Cherry indignantly. * That
rennd’s lasted more than three minutes I
| Who's timekeeper!™ growled .Gadsby.
six, seven, eight, ninge—"

jﬂhnng Bull . serambled up breathlessly, and Ponsonby
rushed in upon him again, hitting out right and left
Johnny, with a desperate spring back, escaped the rush, and
defended himself gz well as be could, gaming time, tiil
Gad:by, for very shame's sake, had to call ** Time "

“ Three-minute rounds
I suppose vou can lend Bull a pair

You caw keep time,

“ Four, five,

Jobnny Bull, strong and sound as he was, had bellows to
lasted over four minutes They'll cal
“T'm
going to lick him.”
him like a bull at a gate? He isn’t & soft funk like Yave-
Wharton said was true. He had given away the first round,
e —— e T

Harry Wharton received Johnoy Bull on his knee, and
Nugent fanned his Aaming face.
mend with a vengeance.

“It’s rotten foul play!” said Tom Brown. * That round

time sharp enough
¥ Ponsonby gets pressed ! .

4 Never mind,” muttered Johnny Bull thickly,

“¥You won't lick him if you’re not more careful,’” said
Harry Wharton bluntly.  * What do you mean by going at
sour. He'll-beat ‘you to the .wide if you don't take care”

o 1'11 take care next time,' said Bull. He knew that what
and it had nearly cost him a defeat.
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“Time "

Johuny Bull stepped up a little heavily,

Ho had uot
fuite” Fecovered but he ‘was h';:'
t

| yet, no means groggy: FPon-
sonby was'smiling riore serenely than ever. He was making
& great show before his comrades, and beating the Grey-
frievs champion, and he was grebtly elated. But diormg
thet round hiz elation was considerably diminished,

Johnny Bull had lost his temper at; first, but he was no
fool, In the s round he was very cautious, and he.did
not allow Ponsonby te come near him. Iostead of pursuing
his elosive enémy round the-ring, he sfood hie ground and
let Ponsonby "attack, The round was all sparring, without
any. harm done, tilb close on the finish, when ?ﬂﬂ&ﬁl}h}'
rushed in to close. A jolting blow op the point of the jaw
flung him back, and he staggered, with his hands wildly in
the air. Johnny Bull sprang’forward, his right drawn beck
for % ﬁn'ﬂthmg rive, when Gadshy shouted :

i EII'I:'E:..."
_ Johnny Bull dmlpnaeﬂ his hand and 5tr:¥.- yed back at once,
There was a growl from the Greyfriavs fellows. Beveral of
them were looking at their watches. It wanted half a

minute to time. “Johnny would

“"The cads ! .gand Mark Lanley hotly,
have finished him that time.”

“ Never mind;” said Johnny grimly. It will end the
same.” L know I-can lick ke

Indeed, during that round Johnny Bull seemed to have
quite recovered from the handling he had received in the
Grst tound. -Ho was fully himself aﬁain and Ponsonby was
locking & little wry. That jolt on t_-ﬁ“ﬂzi:; had made every
tooth 1n his head ache, and shaken him up very considerably.

"1 say,. you chaps!"” =aid Snoop uneasily. * Do you szee
what % blessed crowd is getting round us? There must be
fifty fellows here!™

“ Let 'mii1 all come 1" said Bob Cherry carelessly.

‘! They've closed the door,”™ zaid Snoop.

“What does it matter !

“§ believe I saw. one of them turn the key.”

“0Oh, rats!™ .

“3Well, 1 don't like it said Sncop. “It's no joke to be
locked in here with thofo rotters—two or three to one against
us if there’s a serap.”

;i&"uu can clear off if. yeu're funky!” prowled Johnny
Bull.

But that did not suit Snoop at all. He did not care to
ventura away from the main body while in the enemy’s
country. ‘.S-idlx":e:j ames Snoop was, however, in a state of
funk. His eyes were very charp, and he could sea by the
loocks and whispers of the Higheliffe crowd that they meant
miechief. 1f Ponsonby was beaten in that fight, thers wos
going to he trouble, and the odds on the Highclifie side were
overwhelming. The other fellows were not thinking about
it, but 8noop was not thinking of anﬁthin else. He would
have giveqjm great deal to be safe back at Greyfriara

“ Time !

The third round began. Ponsonby was getting a little
nervous and uneasy now, but he came up to the seratch
veadily enough. Johnny Bull fnirly settled down 4o work in
that round. Ponsonby did not seem to have a chance.
Johnny Bull drove him round the ring under a shower of
blows; and had not Gadsby called * Time!™ a full minute
carly, the Hipgheliffe champion would have been hopelessly
knocked out. i

“ Reunds long or short to suit all tastes!” growled Bob
Cherry. ** Is this what you chaps call fair play ¥ _

i 3o and eat coke!” vetorted Gadsby. * I'm keeping
time 1" :

““ Well, it won’t make any difference, that’s one comfort.”

“ Ho won't last throngh another round,” said Johnny Baill,
with grim confidence.

B | say,” murmured Sidney James Snoop. © Those fellows

ST

“0h, shut up '™ sard Bolsover mojor.

# Yen, but—->""

“ Ring off, you booby "

“ Time I y

Tt was quite a long rest—three minutes, at least. Ponsonby
needed it. Put Gadsby had to call time at last, and the

opponents faced one another once more. Ponsonby was look-
ing very grogey; and his late ciparette was telling upon him
now that he wanted all his wind. His breath was coming in
short gasps, . . g

Jobnny Bull had it all his own way in the fourth round.
Ponsonby was knocked right and left; and a sudden, terrifie
uppor-cut, that caught him on the jaw, sent him with a crash
to the floor. He lay there, gasping feebly.

“ Count! Count!” yelled the Greyfriars fellows.

Ponsonby showed mo sign of rising.  Gadsby began to
count, reluctantly, and he counted very slowly indeed.

# 0One, two, three, four, live, six, seven—ahem—time "
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hand to his head—his fingers came away wet !
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Mr. Mobbs looked dlzzily along the road—the light of the cart was Just disappearing ia the distance. He put his
He realised what had happened—there had been a stone im the
gnowhall that struck him down! (See Chapler 9.)

“ "Tain't time yet!" bawled Bob Cherry,

* Timg I'" repeated Gadshy obstinately.

* Now a ten-minute rest, I suppoze?” said Frank Nugent
garcastically.

And the Greviriars fellows laughed.

Yavasour picked Ponsonby up, and helped him out of the
ring. In spite of the gloves, the hard hitting had done con-
siderable damage. One of Monsonby's eves was darkening,

is nose looked a little sideways, and lus cheek was puffed.
5[;1“ was gasping pamfully for breath a: he sat on Vavasowr's

nee.,

“ Feel very bed, old chap®" whispered Vavasour.

H Yes, I=—I can't go on!" groaned Ponsonby,

H Not another round ¥V

“Grooh! Nol”

Gadshy  gast an anxions look towards the Higheliffs
champion,  He wanted to mi;ive him every chance, ‘The
minute rest had alrcady lastod three minntes,

“ Tune ! said Gadsby at last, reluctuntly.

Ponsonby did not move.

* Timp 1™

“ Keep it up,” said Bob Cherry, with a sniff. *“Go on
saying it for half an hour or so, and perhaps your man will
walk up presentls."

Gadsby put bis awatch back juko his pooket.
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bruised Iace was black with rage. [le whispered to Vavasour,
and Vavasour nodded. The whisper ran through the crowd
of Higheliffe fellows, and there was & enaral movement
towards the Greyiriars party. Harry Wharton understood,
and his voice rang out sharply:

* Back up, Greyfriara[”

THE FIETH CHAPTER.
A Fight Agalnst Odds!

OHNNY BULL threw off the gloves, and donned his
J jacket. He was far from dome yet—and he was quite
prepared to.take his share in the frouble that was evi-
dently coming. The big door had been closed, and the
key turned in the lock; and a crowd of Hightliffﬂ.juninm had
pathered ‘between the Groyfriars party ana the door. Harry
Wharton & CUo. had no chance of égetting out of the gym.
without fichting their way out, and the odds arainst them
were tremendous. But they had expected something of the
m:ﬁh&n they came over to Highcliffe, and they were not
scared.
They drew close together, shoulder to shoulder, fucing the
ENemy.
“Well, it's over now,"” Harry Wharton said calmly. * Our
man has hcked your man. Now we're ready ko go quietly.*

A Magnificent, Long, Complete Gchool Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co. at Qroyfriars. Order Eariy.
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Ponsonby burst into & bitter Inugh. ) . .

“ You may be ready, but you're not going quife so easily
a3 all that,” he said. ~* You shoved yourselves in here, and
ou're _going to be jolly well ragged before you get out.

oun're going to be frog’s marched round the gyin., and rolled
in the snow, and kicked out, every man jack of youl™

“ Yes, rather!” said (radsby emphatically. * And if von
give u; fmf trouble, we'll pitch you into the ditch to finish
ap with I
Be Absolutely ! snid Vavasour.

Wharton set hia teeth. .

“ Well, come on,” he said. “ Yeu won't find 16 very vasy.
It that what vou call fair play?”’

“ Bnougrh said 1" exclaimed Gadsby.
fellows !"’ ]

“ Rush them ! exclaimed Ponsonby,

“ Hurrah! SBock it to them !’

And there was & yush on all sides.

 Stick tomether, and hit out!” sang out Harry Wharton,
# Make for the door.” o

“ The stickfulness is tervific 1™

" Back @ip, Greyimars ™'

And tho Greyfriars party met the vush with a firm front.

There was a terrific melee for a few minutes, and the gyvm, was

“ Collur the cads, you

filled with shouts and yells and zasps and tha trampling of

feet. ‘

The odds were on the Highelife side; but the Greyinars
fellaws were made of sterney stuff. Every fellow in the party
was keen for a scrap, with the single exception of Snoop.
Snoop made & wild break for the door, and wus collared by
the Highelifians, and volled over, and bumped without merey,
Tho rest of tho Removites kept together, and fought their
way to the door, knocking the Higheliffians right and left,
After o fow minutes of it, the encmy fell back, and -the
Removites were at the door, still all together, and so far
vietorious. :

¥ Rescue I'" Snoop was }';:'E'Iingﬁ from Iamid a bunch of High-

iffo fellows, * Ow! Help! Rescue!™
ﬂiﬁ We can’t leave I’lim,“psuiﬂ Harry Wharton, * Follow

i

i Back up, Remove ! )

The Rﬂutln.ritﬂ made a rush to the rescue.  The High-
eliffians were driven back, and Snoop was dragged out of their
hands, and Harry Wharton & Co. reached the door again.
Bob Cherry unlocked it, and they went streaming out into the

drangle.
qﬂ;fmr ?h::-m the crowd of Highclifians poured, shouting and
yelling. Snowballs began to fly through the air.

“ Two ean play at that game ! Bob Cherry remarked.

" Go it

' Giva “em socks !

Whiz! Whiz! Whiz! Smash! Smash! ]

It was a snow-fight on a large scale. The Greyfriars party
moved towards the gates, keeping up a fusillade ns they went,
with snowballs smashing on them on all sides :

There was a sudden yell from Bn and he fell, with a
gtreak of red vunning down his Inrﬂ:-.hm The juniors halted,

“ Get up. vou funk!” roared Bolsover major.

“ Ow! I'm hit—it was a stone [” howled Bnoop,

Wharton's brow grew as hlack as thunder, )

“ They're puttil'.tﬁ‘ stones in the snowballs!™” he exclanmed.
# Tho awful cads! .

“ Oh, go for 'em " exclaimed Bob Cherry.
poiters!t” .

A littla man in cap and gown came out of the distant
schoolhouse, and ran towards the scenc of tho conflict, Tt
mas Mr. Mobbs, the master of the Fourth Form at High-
d:ﬁi wag waving his hands wildly in the air and shouting :

“ Syop, stop! . Stop this ot once! You voung rufhans,
what sre vou deoing here? Stop this seene at once, 1 tell

'u !”

,ﬂ}.jn Mobbs rushed into the midst of the combatanta

It was o somewhat veckless thing to do, for the aiv was
thick with snowballs, whizzing to and fro, and Mr. Mobbs
ran right into the line of five. ] )

Bnowballs smashed on him on all sides—on his chest, and
his back, and his cheeks, and his ears, and his neck, and his
nase. His cap was knocked off, and he went stagmering
blindly under tL-a shower of missiles, and fell into the snow.
Thera was a roar of laughter,

AMr. Mobbs sat up dazedly. ]

“ You young rascals—ruffians—hooligans! How dare yon
eomo here ! I will telephone for the police! I will complain
$o your headmaster | Ef Grooogh !’

A snowball caught Mr. Mobbs in the mouth, and cut short
his flow of eloquence,

Ho stagge up, spﬂlicring and gasping, and made a rush
at the Greyfriars juniors. Siduey James Bnoop was unfortu-
nately in his way, and Mr. Mobhs grasped Snoop, and began
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to box his ears furionsly. Snoop reared and stiuggled and
yelled for rescue. ; ; .
“ Wo're not going to stand that” said Johnny Bull
* Hands off, you silly ass, or you'll get hurt.” .
But Myr. Mobbs, having found o victim, boxed away at his
cars with terrific energy, The unhappy Sneop shricked for

hel

Jrr:'-‘hnny Bull rushed up, and gave Mr. Mobbs & shove that
sent him fAying. The Highelife master eollapsed into the
snow, and lay there gpasping. The Higheliffians were closing
round again Now, anE the Removites fought their way to the
gates. The disturbance in the guadrangle had attrocted
attention from all zides now. Two or three masterd had
come out into the quadrangle, and Drv. Voysey himself could
be seen hlinking through his glasses at his study window.

The Greyiriars party reached the gates at list, and went
pouring through into the road. Theve they formed up, in the
snow, with snoxballe ready for the Highcliffians I'lf they
mrsued,
: But Ponsonby & Co. did not pursue. They had had enough
of the tussle :

They crowded in the gateway, yelling threats and oppro-
brious epithets at the Removites, but they did not venture

outside, .
“Are you coming out?’ roared Bob Cherry. “We're
waiting for yon.”’

But the Highclifions did not accept the invitation,

“Let's get off,” said Harry Wharton., **After all, we've
ilh-:kﬂ;u.;l them. But my hat, what o row there will ho over

ik,

Snoep greaned. -

“P've got & beastly eut on my forchead!™ he snapped.
“ And that beast, Mobbs, has made my head ache. Look
here, if they put stomes in the snowhally, we can do the

same, Let's give them—"" o .

* Bhut up!” said Harry Wharton, in disgust. © 1hey can
do as they Iiike, but we're not going to do a beastly cowardly
thing like that. Come on!" .

" HBut I think—"

“Rats! Come on!™ .

And the Greviviars party, considerably breathless and dis-
hevelled by the battle, mdrched home, elated by their defeat
of the Highclifians, but with a very hively anticipation of {he
trouble that was sure to follow.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Facing the Music4

ERNON-SMITH, the Bounder of Greviviavs, was stungd-
ing in the dootway of the School House, when Harry
Wharton & Co. came back. The Bounder, who waz on
friendly terms with the Higheliffe fecllows, had not

joined in the gxpedition,

He grinned as he looked at the returning warriovs.  Meost
n}i: thl?lﬁ showed very plain signs oi -the stress they had been
through, 5

“ Had & good time?” asked Vernon-Smith, -

“ Ripping {"" said Bob L'hm{?+ “We'va hicked your Iigh-
cliffe pals 1o the wide. Go and eat coke!"

“What's the matter with veur nut, Snoopey "

“(Jne of the cads had a stone in a snowball,” saxd Sooop.

“Well, I've known you to do a thing ke that roirself”
zaid the Bounder ealmly, ** Dow'r you remember, last term."”

“(Oh, rats!” said Snoop, and he went into the house,

“ Snoop's had the worst of it!" grinned Nugent, ''IHe
really wasn’t anxious to be in the giddy forefront of the
battle—"

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“ But he got there. all the same.  Mobbs collared him, and
gave him a fearful thrashing. Aud he's gut that chip on his
coraanut, Mobbs was quite warlike, and I think he'd have
veally hurt Sncop if Johnny hadn™t bumped him over,™

* Bumped Mobbs overy”  zaid  Vernen-South, with  a
whistle, ™ My hat! There will be o row i yow've bedn
bumping mastors aver”’

“ He wouldu't let SBucop alowe,” growled Johnny Bull, * He
shouldn’t have shoved himself into the zcrap if he didn't want
e get huvt.”’

“ith, I don’t blame vou, but he will come and see fhe
Head about it.”’

“Let him come.™ e -

“ It will mean lickings all round,” =aid the Bounder, with
a shake of the head. ]

“Well, vou're safc enough, as yon took jolly good cave to
keepy ont of the trouble,” :aid Johnny Bull, sarcastically,
aml he strode on.

Vernen-Smith reddened. :

“I thought T'd better keep out of i, vou chaps, as I'm
on Iviendly terms with Popsonby,” he suid awkwardly.

“"GHUCKLES," 1d.
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¥ That's all right,”" sald Harey Wharton. “ You weren't
naeded.” 5

" The rightfulness is terrific, my esteemed Smithy ; but your
ﬁ‘lf"l“ﬂ“i with the cada does not do you eredit,” remarked

urree Singh.

Harry Wharton & Co. went up to No. 1 Siudy to tea. They

werg hul;gt'}’ after their expedition in_ the snow, and the
prospect of trouble to come did not impair their healthy appe-
tites. The Famous Five sat down to a big tea, as the dusk
gathered over the old Close of Greyiriars,
It was very cosy in No. 1 Study, with a bright fire spark-
ling in the grate. and the table gleaming with crockery and
good things, The chums of the Remove attacked their tea
with keen appetites. But every now and then they paused in
their talk to listen. They were pretiy sure that a visit from
Higheliffo would not be )I'ﬂng delayed.  Mr. Mobbs's dignity
must have been sorely hurt: and it was quite possible that
Dr. ;Jﬂysey himself might come over about what had hap-
pened.

The study door opened just as they finished tea, and Billy
Bunter blinked in t!im:rugll hiz spectacles. There was a grin
on his fat face.

i | say. you fellows—"

“You're too late!” growled Bob Cherry. * Tea's over.”

Buntor sniffed,

I haven't come to tea. I've had a jolly good tea in my
own studv., Peter Todd's in funds. Blow your old tea!
What have you had—half a sardine oach, I suppose. T've
come to tell you that Mobby has just come in.”

*You've acen him

*'Yeu, rather: and he looked in an awful wax!” grinned
Bunter., *““Ha's waiting in the hall downstairs now, and
Trotter's gone i to tell the Hoad."

The Famous Five exchanged glances.

“Well, wo know it was coming!” said Harry Wharton,
after & pause. “We've had our fun, and now we've got to
pay the piper.”

“The pavivlness will be tervific.”

 Well, we can stand i1t,” said Bob Cherry. “ If the High-
cliffe rotters had any sense of decency thoy'd keep their
mouths shut about it. They could easzily have passed it off
as & snow fght, just for fun. If they'd come here and tackled
uz, we shouldn’t have dragged Quelchy into it."'

M Rotten sneaks ' zaid Nugent.

" Let's go down,”” said Harry,

1 say, vou fallows, vou'll get an awfal licking, you know,”
chuckled Bunter. “I'm awfully sorry for vou, of course.
Fe, he, he!™

“*You'll be sorry for vourself soon, if you don't ztop your
he-he-heing,” satd Bob (herrr, exasperated,

“ He, he, he!”

Bob made a stride towards the Owl of the REemove, and
Bunter promptly vanished.  His he-he-he could be heard
down tho pasaage as he fed.

The Famous Five dezcendad the stairs.
MMr. Mobbs was waiting. He had not yet been shown in to
the Head. D, Locke happencd to be busy just then, Trotter,
the pape, hud come back, and he waa asking Me. Mobbs if he
would wait 8 few minuges. The Highelifo master snappishly
assentad.

Mr. Mobbs was evidently in a very bad temper, His pals,
thin face locked as spiteful as a cat’s, as Johnny Bull ro-
marked. As the chums of the Remove came down, Mr.
Mobbe's little greenish eves turned upon them, and glittercd.

“Ah, you were among that band of ruffians!” he ex.
elaimaed.

“How do vou do, Mr. Mobbs?™" asked Frank Nupent
politely. “ T hope you've enjoyed your little walk over?”

Mr. Mobba frowned majestically.

“Non't be impertinent, boy '

“Bogad!" remoarked Lord Mauleverer, the Dandy of the
Remove. * Have yvou come over toe inguire how wa are,
Palbbs, my dear fellow? Awlully kind of vou!™

“How dare vou call me ’obbs? My namo is Mobbs, as
von very well know.” .

“Borry ! I never remember names." said Lord Mauleverer
calmly, “ How do vou do, Jobba?’

# T have coma to make a complaint to vour headmaster of
vour ruffianly conduct,” said Mr. Mobbs, controlling his
temper with difficulty.

“Too bad of you, Cobba™

“ Did woe hurt any of the little darlings? znoried Johnny
Bull.

Mr. Mobbs fixed hia eves upon him.

“ Aly, vou are the hooligan who pushed me over!” he
excluimed, . .

“ I pushed vou over,” said Johnny Bull, “DBut T'm not o
hooligan, and if you call me names T'll push you over again,
and jolly guick.”

# Shut up, Johnny 7 muarmuereed Wharton,

“Well, the littlo beast isn't going to eall me a hooligan.™

Mr. Maobbs made a stride towards Johony Bull.  The latter
faced him coolly, clenching his hands. arry Wharton and
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Beb Chevry grasped their irascible chum, and dragged him
away by main force.

“You silly ass, we don't want matters to be made worse,”
saitd Harry, when Johnny Bull was removed to a safe
distance. “It's bad enough already.”

“The hittle beast isn't going to cheek me'

““Yans. Shobbs 13 a cheeky little beast, Legad! Lord
Mauleverer remarked. * Blessed if I know how the High-
eliffe fellows: can stand sueh a little boast oz Dobba"

Trotter came back, and requested Mr. Mobbs to follow
him, With o spiteful look at the Removites, Mr. Mobbs fol-
Iowed Trotter down the passage, and disappeared into the
Head's study. A time of suspense followed for the Re-
movites. They knew that the Highcliffe moster was pitching
his tale of woe to Dr. Locke, and making it as hlnell-:.‘ as he
could.  Any minute now they might be sent for, and they
were fecling exceedingly uncomfortable.

* You kids have got yourselves inte a ripping row, I mnst
say,”" said Coker of the Fifth, with a severe glance at the
Removites. 1 shouldn't wonder if it's a flogging. I must
say you've asked for it

Y {jo and cat coke ™ growled Johnny Bull.

F¥es, tun away, Coker; don't bother now," urged Barry
Wharton,

Coker frowned. He did not like to be told to run saway
and not bother, by a mere fag in the Lower Fourth, He was
sbout to take vengeance into his own hands, when Trotter
camc along the passage, looking very serious,

“ Master Wharton e

:* Adsum !" said Wharton grimly.

c ‘You're wanted in the 'HEad's study, sir,” said Trotter.

You and all the young gentlemen that was over at 'Igh-
cliffe this arterncon.”

“ The whole fidd,}' family " said Bob Cherry,

“ Evervone that was at 'Igheliffe, the 'Ead said, sir,” re-
plied Trotter.  ** Which "e's lookin® hawfully solemn, sir.”

“Now for it!"" groancd Nugent.

* Clall the fellows up,” said Harrv.  © We've all got to go,
ond the more the morrier. The Head can't very well Hog
twenty chaps at once. anyway.™ g

“ Well, that's one comfort.”

The raiders were soon gathered together. They had all
becn cxpecting the summons. There was onlv one who
showed unwillingness to go, and that, of course, was Snoop.

“ I think I ought to be left out of this,” Snoop exelaimed.
# 1 didn’t want to go over to Highelife—you all know that.
DBolsover dragged mo into it ™

“ Apd now I'll drag you into the Iead’s study, if vou don't
come ! prowled Bolsover major. !

“Well, I consider——"’

“ You can stay out if you like, of course,” said Harry

Wharton quietly. * But the Head will ask if we're all there,
and you'll be sent for.”
I thank 've dj:.:}Lv well had enough, without going through
it with the Heud," said Bnoop savagely. * That heast Mobba
pitched into me himself. I wish I could get a chanco of
gn‘m% him one "

* Oh, come on!”

“Well, I'm not comang 1™

Bolsover made a threatening movement,

“ Lot him alone.” said Wharton. * The Head will send
for him, anyway !"

And the culprits marched to the Head's study in a body.
Wharton knocked at the door.

*Clome in !

The Head's voice was very sharp and stern.

Harry Wharton opened the door, and the juniers filed in.
IHr. Liocke was seated at his desk, his brows contracted, and
his face very severe. Mr. Mobbs was standing. Dr. Locke
m his eyo over the juniors as they stood before him in &

Y.

“Are all the bovs who went over to Highcliffe this after-
noon here ' he asked sharply,

“ There was another one,” said Mr. Mobbs, who had very
keen eves. I remember one other very distinetly—I came
info personal contact with him——""

#There wos another, Wharton ™

Yo, air

“ Call him in at onee '

Wharton wont to the deor, and looked into the passage.

Y Bnoop, you're wanted !

And Sidney James Ernr:-cql: came reluctantly into the study,

and fook hia place among the other fellows.
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. -
Taking the Groel!

R, ICKE fixed Ms eyes sternly upon the crowd of
junjors.
D They etood -before him, silent and sheepish, looking
and feeling extremely uncomfortable.
Mr. Mobbe looked lko the incarnation of spiteful triumph.
The Head of Greviriars was offended and worried by the
complaint about his boys, and be was quite certain to punish
their offence with a heavy hand. And that wes what Mr:
Mobba wanied. There was nothing of the sportsman about
Algernon Mobbe, M.A.

- "I heard from Mr. Mopps—-" begun the Head, in a deep
yoloe,

* Mr. Mobbs, if you please,” broke in the Higheliffe Form-
master, acidly.

“I really beg your pardon,” said the Head courteously.
1 have heard from Mr. Mobba, my boys, thet you have paid
8 whally unauthorised and rviotous visit to his school. Kindly
tell me cxactly what has happened, Wharton,™
. " Your pardon, sir,” came Mr. Mobbs's acid voice again.
“I have already told you, at =some length, what has
happenad.”

* Quite so, Mr. Mopps—Mobbs—at some length, as you

mﬂ,“ said the Head urbanely. # And now I wiah to hear the
other side etated. Kindly proceed, Wharton !
- Wharton coughed. It was clear that the Head did not like
Mr. Mobbs, and that he was only as polite to him as courtesy
compelled him to be. But that was not likely to help the
culprits very much. The Head, indeed, was more than ever
likely to be severe, because complaint came from s man whom
ha despised. He did not like a person like Mr. Mobbs to be
able to eriticise Greyfriars and make complaints as to the
conduet of its pupils.

“Wall, sir, we went over to Higheliffe,” said Wharton
awhkward]y.

" To quarrel with the boys there 1"

“No, no, sir! Only for a-a-a serap—""

A what?"

* Just for a scrap between Johnny Bull and Ponsonby, with
the gloves on, eir,” said Harry, with more confidence,
“ Ponponby as good as accused Bull of being a funk, and,
of course, there was no answer to that but one.”

* A ruffianly outbreak——"" began Mr. Mobba

The Head made a gesture,

“ Pray allow Wharton to proceed, Mr. Mobbs. And what
happened, Wharton " ' .

“ Johnny had it out with Ponsonby in the gym., sir, and
then the rotters—"

" The whati"

“ The Highcliffe fellows, sir, all sct on us together, and we
had to fight our way out!” said Harry Wharton.

“ Did you anticipate a disturbanés when vou went over 7'

“ Ahem !"

“ Kindly answer that question, Wharton !I"*

“"Well, sir, we knew the rotters—I mean the Higheliffo
fellows, might cut up rusty,” Wharton admitted. “ﬁm; we
weare willing to keep the peace. We only wantod to make
FPonsonby answer for what he had said about Bull, sie.”

“And if they had not attacked you—""

“ Then there wouldn't have been a row, sir "

The Head pursed his lips. Mr. Mobbs broke out angrily:

* That etotement is quite incorrect. These wretched boyvs
came over bent upon a disturbance. They foreed their way
into the school, treating the peorter with vislence at the
gate——""

““ What did you do with the porter, Wharton #**

“Ahem! He got in the way, sir—ahem—"1

" Well ¥

“ And—and we gave him a sort of a shove, sip—m"""

" Kind of gentle push, sir,”" ventured Bob Cherry.

“ And he fell over, sir,” added Nugent innocently.

* Then they burat into Ponsonby’s study 1" exclaimed Mr.
Mobbs, 4 and forced that highly-born and delicate lad to enter
into a brutal fistical encounter with a rough brute—"

“ {h, cheese 1" said Johnny Bull

" Rufl 1" rapped out the Head.

" Yes, sir.”

" ¥You must not use such expressions to Mr. Mobhs ™

" Well, sir, he shouldn’t call me a rough brute, should he ¥

*Indeed, Mr. Mobbse, it would be wiser to moderate your
expressions. This i a matter that canntt be settled by
abusive epithets,” zatd Dr. Locke,

"1 repeat my expression,’” said Mr. Mobbs s}pil:¢=fut]y.
“ Pongonby 15 & delicate lad. He has been dread ully dis-
figured by that boy.”

1 faney he's got one black eve, at any rate,” said Johnny
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Bull, with satisfaction. “ He won't call me a funk again in
& hurry.”

“ It appears, Mr. Mobbe, that & boy of your school gave the
brst offence.”

“MNot in the least, Dr. Locke.
having done anything of the kind.”

“He would I snid Nugent.

“ Silence ! said the Head. ]

“Why, we got a picture posteavd from the eads, sif, &
ﬁ:"irnture of Johnny Bull running away from them [ exclan

‘hartan in{lignnﬁisy*.

" Nongense I said Mr. Mobbs,

“ Have you that pesteard now, Wharton ?”’ ;

“ Mo, sir; I took it with me to Higheliffe, and it was
dropped in the row "

Mr. Mobbs smiled. He knew that, because he had- picked

it up in the gym.
" The attack,” said Mr. Mobbs, ** was utterly unprovoked,
Are we, sir, to be subject to lawless raids from the boys of
this school? Master Ponsonby and his friends—his aristo-
cratic friends belonging to some of the best families in the
kingdom—were studying in their room, when these young
hooligans——"" :

“ No names, please, Mr., Mobbs " . i

“ Master Vavasour, sit, a lad of extremely high connections,
was struck upon the nose by o boy I see here—a boy, from
what T have heard, who is nothing more or less than a factory
hand,” said Mr, Mobbs, his thin lip eurling with contemypb
as hid greenish eye sought out Mark Linley.

The Lancashire lad flushed, but he did net epeak. The
contempt of a little raseal like Mr. Mobba was not likely to
hurt him. .

“And a d deb on the nose it was, too!”" said Johnny
Bull. * Master Vavasour didn’t want a second one!”

“ Silence, Buall!™

T YEH.. air‘"

t TTnless,"” said Mr. Mobbe, with acidulated emphaciz—
¢ unless a condign punishiment ja administered to these boys,
and Dr. Voysey is assured that no such an occurrence can
recur, Dr. Voysey will have no altérnative but to appeal for

Macter Ponsonby denies

police protection ngainst such organised outbreaks of hooli-

ganism in the future.’

“Wa need not go into that, Mr. Mobbs," said the Head.
“If the bors have done wrong, they will be punished. My
boys, I have no doubt that you received provoecation. That,
howerer, is no excuse for .what you have done. ¥You have
deliberately broken the peace by going over to ITigheliffe.
I had already made it quite clear that I forbade these coun-
stant disturbances between the two schools. Whatever provo-
cation you reccived, and in whatever manner the Higheliffe
boys acted while you weré there, the fact remains that you
went to Higheliffe, and so all the trouble came about. TFor
that, I have no alternative but to punish you sm'erfly.’_’

Mr. Mobbs rubbed his skinny hands. He wae satisfied
TIOW, .

* That 15 all that I requive,” he sanl

I}, Locke did not appear to hear him.

* 1 shall, therefore, cane severcly every boy who took part
in this expedition to Highcliffe,” he said. ““ Are all here,
Wharton ¥

" Yes, gir."”

“Very well, ¥ou awill advance in turn, aid T ghall cane
vau, Mr. Mobbs, your business here is now concluded, and
1 wizsh you a good-cvening !’

Me, Mobbs did not stir.

“ It would be more satisfoctory to Dr. . Voyeey, sir, if I
should witness the punishment of the delinguents,” he aaid.

A faint flush came inte the docter’s face. But he would
not allow so insignificant a person as Mr. Mobbs to draw him
into an angry reply. ‘ .

" As voun wish, sir,” he said stiffly. .

Mr. Mobbs prepared to look on at the scene, with evident

enjoyment. Dr. ke rose from his seat, and tovk up a
CRITe,

“You first. Wharton !" he said.

“ Yes, sic.’

Harry Wharton advanced quietly, and held out his hand.
The cane came down with a loud swish, The doctor was
evidently in earnest, and the punizhment was probably all
the more severe because he was annoyed at having to wnflict
it in the presence of Mr. Mobbs,

Thrice again the cane camwe down, hard; and then the
Head signed to Wharton to retire, The captain of the
Remove passed fromy the sbudy, his hands clenched, and his
face a little pale. One after another the Removites stood up
to their punishment, and the doctor’'s arm did not Hag.
Tndecd, he scemed guite tirelezs as he worked through t]i}
bateh of eulprifs, nn:] the last swish was as heavy na the first,

Most of the juniors took their punishment in grim sileoge,
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A whisper ran through the crowd of Highcliffe fellows, and
party. Harry Wharton understood, and his volce rang out sharply: * Back up, Greyiriars!" (e Chapter 4.)

el e

there was a general movement towards the Eﬂ:}'!rlm's_l

-~ e

but Fisher T. Fizh utterce wild howis, and Bidney James
Snoop yelled and doubled up. Bnoop was the last, and then
the study was empty, save for the Head and Mr. Mobbs.
) ‘I‘ I wish you a good-afternoon, Mr. Mobbs,” said the Head
icily.

Mr, Mobbs teok his haf. , i

“Thank you, sir! I trust that that lessen will not he lost
upon those extremely ruffiandy young raseals I

*1I do not desire to hear your opinion of my boys!” said
the Head of Greviriars.

And he turned his back upon the Hichcliffe master.

Llr. Mobbsz grinned spitefully, and walked out of the study.
Ile secmed qguite elated as he came down the passage, as if
the scene he had just witnessed had had an inspinting effect
upon him. Perhaps it had ! In the hall, there were groups
af Juniors squeesing their hands, grunting. and leocking
extremely lugubrious. Mr. Mobbs smiled at the sight. The
Romovites gave him £1I11 looks,

“* Al said Mr. Mobbs, “perhbaps vou will reflect before
you are guilty of another ruffianly outbreak—what? If I
were vour headmaster, I should have flogged you! Young

FEE

rascals !
And he passed out into the Close, leaving the Removites
simply writhing with rage.
Johnny Bull gritted his testh.
“1'Nl give the cheeky litile rotter one snowball——" he
mutteredq,
Wharton caught hiis arm, :
“Don't be an ass! He'll only 134::- back to the IHead about
Tue Macxer Lisranry.—No. 31L

wonbave ' BUNTER'S BLACK CHUM!”

MONDAY—

it, and then there’ll be more trouble! We've had enough
for one afterogon.”

“The enoughfulness is terrific !

Johnny Bull grunted, and desisted. Mr. Mobbs, furpin
up the collar of his coat, walked away across the Close, ang
disappeared into the winter dusk.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
Smith's Treat!
TIIE punished juniors dispersed, most of them looking

very black.
It was not only the punishment they minded, though

that had been severe enouzh. But they had not reallv
been so much to blame as Ponsonby & Co.  And Ponsonby
{'o, had escaped scot-free. And Mr. Mobbs's parting taunt
irritated them very much., The mean triumph of the High-
cliffc master was very galling. There was not 8 fellow there
who did not long to give Mr. Mobbs comething to remember
hia visit by—something, of course, of a personal and painful
nature.

Sidney James Snoop was the most bitter-of all. He had,
indeed, suffered the most. His head was still aching from
the boxing of the ears that Mr. Mobbza bestowed upon ii]im at
Higheliffe. And SBnoop was not of a forgiving nature. Ho
wantedsvengeance, and he wanted it badly, and he was think-
ing of that as the slight form of the Higheliffe master dis.
appeared into the shadows of the Clese.  Vernon-Smith
tap;;ed him on the shoulder, and Suooop turned with a
atart.

A Magn'ficent, Long, Complete School Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co. at Grayfriars,. Ordar Early.
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“ Come into the tuckshop, Snoopey,”’ said the Bounder,
with unusual cordiality.

Snoup shook his head.

1 don't feel up to it, thanks "

"MNa good grousing over it!'" ithe Bounder remarked
comlortingly. . " It'll pass off, you know,”

L wﬂulf n't mind if I could only gi&*e that beast cne "
muttered Snoop. "1 say, Bmithy—'

He paused, and hesiated.

“Well "' said Smithy.

“ The rotter's walking boel to Higheliffe,” Snoo
in & low tone, “and it's jﬂllq' dark in the lanc.
m';i‘,:, and he's a slow walker.'

he DBoundor stared st him. .

* What are yon driving at?” he demanded.

“ A chap could easily get ahead of him, taking the short
cut through the wood,” muttered Snmtjh * and—and lay for
h'IE!“I and—and give him something for bothering us like
this.' .

“Thanks ! said the Bounder promptly. * None for me!
Mobby would come back here. making no-end of a fuss.”

“ He wouldn't sce ~he wouldn't know——""

* Ho would jolly well guesa,” said Vernon-Bmith.

“ But—if you did it, you couldn't be bowled out—--"

Tha Dounder laughtf

“ Not taking any, thanks !’ he replied. **It's no business
of mine. And I'd recommend you not to do anything of the
kind, either. Mobbs is a spiteful little beast, and there
would be no end of trouble."’ 3

“ Ho couldn't prove anything, if he didn't see me,"” soid
Bncop dehantly.

“Gosling would :ee you go out.”

“Not if I legged it over the wall.”

“Better let 1t drop,” said the Bounder, with a shake of
the head. “ You're excited now, Snoopey; you'd be sorry
afterwards." i

*(Oh, of course, I'm not going after him!" =aid Bnoop
carelesely. *' I was thinking that you might, that’s all 1"

“MNo fenr ' 3

The Bounder walked away, leaving Snoop still staring out
into the Clese, where the snowflakes were sull falling in the
thiclktening darkncss. Vernon-8mith went into the common-
room. He came out & few minutes later, but Snoop was

ne.
ilm’!f‘l'n:!e Dounder walked to the door and looked out. 'There
wis no sigh of Snoop. Vernon-8mith wondered it he hod
gone out. But he refleeted that it was no bosiness of his,
and dismissed the matter from his mind.

He went upstairs to the Remaove passage, and looked indo
No. 1 8tudy. Harry Wharton was there, working ot his
table, but there was no sign of Frank Nugent, who shared
the study with him. The Bounder nodded cordially,

“1 say, Wharton, I suppose you haveo't got it up against
e, about my not coming over ta Higheliffe with yout” he
said abruptly. * Considering that I know Ponsonby, you
know, I didn't fecl that T could.™

“ That's all right.”” said Harry.

1 fult rather out of it,”" said the Bounder. * ] zay, I'm
thinking of standing a feed in the Rag to all the giddy heroes
who went over—a sort of triumphal eelebration, you know,
I'in in funds. Will vou come?

Wharton smiled. .

Y11 e with ]}'.nlnnsur{-. Smithy.” ]

“Right-ho! In the Rag at seven, then—that’ll give you
time to get vour prep. done. Where's Nugent ™

T don't know—he hasn't been.up here.”

“Tell him when vou see him, will you? T'il go and speak

to the other ehaps.™
- Right vou are.”

Vernon-Smith went down the passage to No. 13 Study,
which belonged to Bob Cherry, Mark Linley, Hurree Singh,
and little Wun Lung, the Chinee. Mark Linley was there.
working ot his Greek, and little Wun Lung was curled up
in the armehair watching hin.

“ Feed in the Rag at seven,” said the Bounder, ™ All the
herovs of Higheliffe invited., Coming, Linley?”

“ Pleasad,” said Mark.

“Where's Cheery and Inky P

“[ don't know. I think Pob's gone oul”

“Qone out—in this weather!™

“1 saw him go into the Close, anyway.
gym, 1 think."

“ 1"}l look for him."’

The Bounder dropped next into No. 14 Btudy, where he
expuected to lind Johnny Bull.  Only Fisher T. Fish was
there.  The Americen junior was rubbing his hands
lugubriously. N

1 puces thia giddy expedilion was rather a fizzle!” he
remnarked., “ It was all O K at Higheliffe, but just now——or
Ow, ow ™

“Where's Bull 1
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“ Beem to be a lot of chaps with a fancy for going out in
the snow,” said Vernon-Smith, puzzled, *“ Did he go with

Bob Cherry 3" - . .

“I guess not. I spotted hin going out the back way. I
called him, but I guess he didn't anawer. Up to something,
I suppose. Ow! I guess I'd like to scalp that little besst
Mobha! Ow! The Head wouldn't have laid it on so hard
if Mobbs hadn't been there! Yow ! .

The Boander repented his invitation, which Fisher T. Fish
" guessed ' he would accept, and went down the passage.
The door of Bolzsover's study wae open, and Vernon-Smith
looked in. Hoazeldene was there, reading before the fire.

“ Where'ss Bolsover?”  asked tthe under. “* And
Brown ¥’

“Gono out,” said Hazel,

"' Gone gut—together ™

44 Y«EE."

“ Where have they gone?’ -

“ Blessed if I know ! said Hazeldene, and he returned to
hia book. . )

Vernon-Smith, with a very thoughtful expression on his
face, departed. He looked into the other studies, and he
went over to the gym. but he did not find any of the juniors
who had gone out. The rest of the raiding-party he found
easily enocugh, and they all cheerfully accepted his gencrous
invitetion to a feed. Vernon-Bmith woent to the school shop
to give orders on a lavish scale, and Billy Bunter followed
him there.

“1 sey, Smithy, I'm geoing to help you.” said Bunter.
“1 understand thai yvou're treating a.].Il' e chaps who went
to Higheliffe. I was one of themn, you know.”

* Rats!"” said the Bounder, without any unnecessary waste
af politeness,

* Oh, really, Smithy, I was one of the party, you know,
gnly—only T sprained my aukle, and had to come back ™

* Br-r-rop-r-r '

“T suppose I'in to come into the Rag?!"' said Bunter in-
dignantly.

" You'll got booted out if you do."” suid the Bounder.

And he pave his arders; and carried an enormons baskot
of good things back 10 the Secheol IHouse, followed with
hungry eyes by Billy Bunter. The rovlers gatheved in the
Hag in good time for the foed, with six oxceptions. It was
just zeven whon Sidney James Encop eame in, breathing a
iitl!{- hard. The Bounder looked at him quickiy.

* I hear you're standing o feed fo us”’ Snoop remarked.

“ That's =0," said Yernon-Bmith, ** Deen out

T Out! Nol”

" 1 looked for yvou, and couldn't find you."’

“ Tve been in the libravy,” Sacop explained.

“Did vouw get your boots muddy in the library?!” the
Bouncdoer asked caustically.

*“ T just had a turn in the Close afterwards. 1 ot sleepy
over my book,” said Bnooop in o careless way., "Well, I'm
ready for the feed, Where are the other chapsi™

* Gon~ out, or in the lbrovy, perhaps,” said the Bounder.
o 1\;:*& F}}'nn't- walt for them, Gentlemen, pile in—ihe feed's
ready |

And the gentlemen piled in with great gusto,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Done in the Darkl

R. MOBRDRS turncd up his cont-cellar as he crossed the
Close, and murmured something to himself as he
stepped ot of the sateway of Greeyfuoiars, and the
keen wind caught him, laden with snowflakes. IHe

Iad been very pleased with the result of his visit to Grey-
frines; but he was not pleased with the walk back to High-
cliffe, o mile upon o dark and lonely road in thoe snew and
the wind. DBut there was no help for it, and he tramped
ﬁwn:.f with his collar up round his neck, and his head bont
own.

Hiz progress was not rapid, There was thick snow on the
road, and the wind was against him,  And Mre, Maobbs was
not a good walker. He was about half-way te Highchiffe
when there was o pattering of feet in the snow belund him.
Mr., Mobbs Jdid not stop, but as he tramped on, zomething
hard cauxht him on the back, and he jumped. It was a very
big snowhall

The Higheliffc master regained hiz balance. and swung
round sevagely. e wuessed at onee that one of the punished
juniors had fellowed him from Grexfriars, and was snpow-'
balling him in the dark. He caught & dim ghmpse of two
hgures in the deep dusk, showing up on the white znow,

l!‘k"-"i'si:_, whiz, whiz, whiz!

The snowballs came thick and fust. Ar. Mobbs staggered
utider the-shower of them as they broke over him.

NNY POPULATLY “CHUEBKLES,' .
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“ You—vyon irmlng reoundrels ' he gaspcd. “1—1I know
you! Y¥ou shall bée punished for this; Ow, ow, ow(”

Heo grasped his umbrella fiercely, and charred back ab the
two dim forms. Hud he reached them he would certainly
have damaged both them and the umbrella, But they fhitted
Away into the darkness, and more snowballa came whizzing.
The missiles smashed all over Mr. Mobbs.

“ Oh, you voung ruffians! I will return at once and com-
plain to your headmaster—ow—ow—oooch "

Bnow smashing in his mouth stopped Mr. Mobbs's utter-
ance. He gave up the idea of returning to Gzreyfriavs with
a fresh complaint. He knew that he would have the com-
pany of two determined young rascals with snowbails all the
way, for half a mile in tho dark. It was not gure good
enough. Instead of that, he turned in the direction of High-
chiffe, and ran. He ran on for some distanee, and then, ﬁiﬁ-
covering that he was not pursued, he dropped into a walk,
panting breathlessly.

Whiz, whiz, whiz, whix!

From the dark trees st the side of the road came a sudden
whizzing of missiles. Heavy snowballs sinashed all over Mr.
Mobba, With a gasping :,r-:f, he broke into a run again, and
he heard a shout of langhter in the darkness under the trees.

“ They shall pay for this! Oh, they shall pay for it " he
pantcd, as he ran on.

A fgure loomed up Lefore him suddenly in the read. Mr.
Mobbs had been under the impression that all his cnemics
were behind him, but he guickly discovered that there was
one 1o front.

He halted, as the dark shadew popped up in his path, but
too late! The dim figure ran right inte him, and Mr. Mobbs
was completely bowled aver.

Ha fell with a thud into the soow.

“Ow! Help!" ho gasped

In an instant the dimly-seen form was upon him. Mr.
Mobba was rolled mercilessly in the snow, snow was jammed
down the back of his reck, hiz hat was *oased over a hedge,
and in a couple of minutes the Form-master was gasping
helplessly, quite at the mercy of his assailant.

Then the dim figure disappeared into the darkness.

Mr. Mobbs sat up dazedly in the snow.

His hat was rone, his hair was wildly rufiled, there was
snow down his neck, snow all over him.

Ha was in o parlous stakbe.

The Highchiffe master muttercd words as he rose to his
feet, words which it was fortunate there was no one nlgh to
hear, They were really not words that a respectable Form-
rnastor should have ultered,

Trembling with vage and cold, Mr. Mobbs resumed his
way. His assailant had seudded off in the divection of Grey-
friars, and Mr. Mobbs had not the slightest doubt that 1t was
ono of the Remove fellows who had been cancd, whether tha
samo fellow whe had attacked him earlier he could not tell,

But Me. Mobba's troubles were not yet over.

He turned a corner in the reoad, and as he did s0, a snow-
ball caught him nnder the chin, and fairly bowled him over.

He went down with a gasp, and he heard a yell of laughter,
and a sound of retreating footsteps. soon inaudiblo in the
EROY,

"~ Mr. Mobbs jumped up convulsed with rage.

But his assmilant was rone, and vengeance had to bo k-
poned. The thought of returning to Greyiriars crossed his
mind again, but he dismissed it, Ile did not want to traverse
that dark rowd :L,-_{."lin.

He tramped on furiously, hatless, his eyes gleaming greener
than ever with rage.

Buddenly a form detached itself from the shadow of a irec
by the readside, and Mr. Mobbs wasz aware that another
enemy was upon him, or the same enemy, ho could not tell
The obnoxicus junior might casily have cut through the wood
and got ahead of him on the road.

Mr. Mobba started back and flourished his umbrella.

“ Stand back, you voung ruffian !’

Smash, smash, smash !

Snowhall after snowhall crashed and smashed in Mr
Mobbs's furicns face, He made a wild rosh at the assailant,
and brought down the umbrella,

The dark fgure dodged away, and the umbrella smashed
on the pround. There was a mocking laugh in the darkness.

Whiz, whiz, whiz!

Again Mr. Mobbs took wildly to his heels.

Snowballs whizzed after him as he ran, peppering him over
the shoulders and the back of lis uncovered hoad.

But ho got cut of range at last, and dropped into a walk,
panting. He had bellows to mend with u vengeance now ; he
was not used to sprinting.

The Highelife masier beran to reprot his officious visit to
Greyfriars. He had scen the Removites severely punished,
but he was having s taste of punishment limsell now that
was far from agrecable.

Whother he had had one, or two. or half a dozen assailants,
b was too confused to know. But he wonld gladly have seen
all Groviviars soundly flogred ot that moment, from the Head
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of the Sixth to the smallest and inkiest babe in the Firsi
Form.

He tramped panting through the snow,

Ho was gotting noar to Highclifio now. ond he hoped that
he had fnished ronning the gauntlet.  On his left, as he
tramped on, was the stile that gave admittance to the foot-
path in the wood, a short cut from Greyfrisrs. Mr. Mobbe
glanced rather apprehensively at the dark opening in the
trees. Any numﬁar of Greyiriara fellows could have got
ahead of him there by taking the short cut, if they had liked.

And Mr. Mobbs's fears wers not without foundation.

As he passed the dark opening in the wood he caught sight
of something dark and moving on the white snow.

With & gasp he broke into a rapid run to escape the danger.

Whiz !

The snewball came out of the darkness with deadly aim,
and it struck Mr. Mobhbs fairly on the side of the head.

Ho fell in the snow like a log. : -

There were no further missiles; his asaailant had vanished.
Mr. Mobbs lay in the snow for several minutes without
moving. He was stunned. He had fallen by the side of the
rpad, in the snow-covered grass, and the fresh flakes were
settling thickly over him.

There was a‘sound of wheels in the road, znd & carter's
voice urging on a horse. A cart passed the atill form, and
disappearcd in the direction of Greyfriars, Mr. Mobbs did
not see or hear it. But as it disappeared down the snowy
high road, he sat up dazedly.

He locked dizzily along -the road. The lights of the cart
were just disappearing in the distance. All round him was
silent and still.  He put his hand up to his head.. His fingers
came sway wet. And it was not snow that wetted them., He
know that there was & cut there!

He realised what had happened. There had boen e stone
in the snowball that had etruck him down!

Mr., Mobbs stagoered up and groaned. He set off ot &
shambling run for Highelifiz, and he gasped with relief when
tie lights over the school gates came into sight.

He rang furiously at the bell. The school porter opened
the pates, and stared in alarm and amazement at the wild,
hatless figuro of the Form-master. Mr. Mobbs reeled in.

* Bend--send for a doctor!"' he gasped.

Then he recled forward into the arms of the astonished
porter.

He had fainted.

:un:]

——— e—

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
Mum's the Word 1

L ALLD, hallo, hallo! Wherefore this thusness ¥
Bob Cherry looked in at the dmrw-p{ of the Rag.
The eelobration was gowng strong.  Vernon-Smith
waved his nand to the new arrival

“ome in!” he called out. ** Where on carth have you
hoen 17

“Ont " said Paob,

He came in willingly enough. A walk in the snow had
given him w good appetite. The crowd of chairs round the
long table in the Rug were pretty well flleu, but Harry
Wharton made room for Bob ona form beside him.

“ Qeon Nugent '’ he asked, as Bob sat down.

Bob shook his head.

“MNao; isn't he here?”

“ He*s out, I think.”” Wharton looked curiously at Bob.
“ What bave vou been up to?"

“ ¢ Least said, soonest mended,” ™ said Bob diplomatically.
i A still tongue shows o wise head.” * Speech 15 silver, and
silenca iz golden.'"

“ Reen learning proverbz 7 asked Mark Linley, laughing,

“No; I've been--ahem !--f loast suid soonest mended.”
Fass the cake. I'm hungry.”
“ Hallo! Here's Nugent "' said Bulstrode.

Frank Nugent came . He wus looking a little broathless,
t{ui:fl ho made no explanation as he sat down among the other
LW,

It was fen minutes later thot Bolsover major and Tow
Birown locked into the Rag.

The Bounder waved his hand in welcome.

“You're late I he called out.

“Didn’t know there was anvthmg on,” said Tom Brown.

“1 looked for you. Where had you scooted off to?"

“0h, T went for @ walk with Bolsover!" said the New
Zealand junior, Jaughing.

“1 went for & walk with Brown,” said Bolsover major.

And they cxplained no further.

“ Been anything of Johnny Bull and Inky?" asked Harres
Wharton.

““ Yes; I saw them going to their studies.” i

A Magnificent, Lang, Complsate ™!

ey harton & ol at m.‘;m..-!.‘“w..- 'i:nﬂ
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“Then they've come in?” said the Bounder.

*Come in!” said Bolsover. * Have they been out 1™

* 1 thiuk so; I couldn’t find them.”

“Well, they're in now."” _ _

“I'll go and give them the tip,”? =aid Hoarry Wharton.
“Pity for them to miss the feed. And such a ripping feed,
ton.”’

Wlarton hurried out of the Rag. The peculiar absence of
his cliuns made him fecl a little uncasy. What had they all
been out for--and so sceretly? He could not belp remeom.
beving that Mr. Mobbs had been walking home along a dark
road, and that the juniors were very much incensed against
him. But for the fact that the Bounder was standing » feed
to_the heroes of the Higheliffe cxpedition, their absenco
might. have passed unremarked. ut the attention of a
crowd of fellows was drawn to it,  And their unwillingness
to.explain. where they had been showed that there was sone-
tlnni"up."

Wharton looked RArst into Tnky's study. Hurree Jamsct
Ram Singh was there, deying his boots before the fire. He
looked round with his usual amiable grin as the captain of
the Hemove looked in,

* Hallo! You're heve, then *'' zaid Harry.

“The herefulness is terrifie, my worthy olium "

“*You've been out 3

“ The outfulness wag—-o-"

“Yes—teorrific; I know. But what have you been Jdoing ™

The Nabob of Bhanipur cloged one eye.

" “The golden silence shows the wise head, and with the
silver. speech fhe still tongue is sooncst mended,” as your
Englisi: proverb says,” he replied. b

Harry Wharton laughed.

“1 donw't think the proverb puts it oquite like that, Taky.
but [ understand what vou mean. You've been playing the
ciddy goat.””

b '.F_:'h-:: weather 1z very eold,”” murmurad the nabob,

“ Did you see anything of Mobly

“ 1t is w very dark cvening. ™

“ Look here, Inky--—""

“It 1= possible, my esteemed cluun, that there may be
inguirefulness about what has happenfully come to pass, and
i that case mg; chums will be safer if they are not knowfully
aware of anything.”

“ ¥ou mean that you are not going to tell wne 2"

“ The perspicactousfulness of my estzemed chum is.-—""

“Oh, rats! There's a feed in the Rag, and youw're wanted.
Come down at once. I'm going to tell Johnuy Bull,”

* The pleasurefulness will bo great”

Wharton passed along to the end study. e found Johnny
Bull there, beginning his preparation.
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The carter came towards the assembled Removites, and his eyes searched over them In turn,

e .-

He polnted a

“HBeon out ! said Wharton.

“ Yoz, said Johnny Bull briefly,

“ Aud you're not going to tell me anything about 61"

“ No!" said Bull, with oqual brevity.

“Why not?"

“ May be a row.”

“ Well, comne down fo the Rog. There's a feed on”

‘:Eumt egg ! said Johnoy Ball, getting up at omee.
on !

“ I hope you haven't been doing anyihing idiotic, Johnny,™
satd Wharton uneastly, * That fellow Mobbs is az spiteful
us o cat.  And the Head will be awfully vatty if aprthing
Further crops np.””

* Bhouldn't wonder,” agreed Jolmuny Bull,

“* Look here, Johuny----"

“All the morve peason why yon shouldn't know anxihing
about it, Wharton. Neo pood you zetting diagoed into it if
there's more trouble.” :

“ Did you sec anything of the other claps ™

“ What otler chaps ™

U Wugent, DBoh, Inky, Tommy

Tue Macxer Lipsagy.—Neo, 311
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Biown, and Bolsover.

stubby forefinger at Snoop. *' That's the young geotleman, sir 1" he sald, (See Chapter 16.)

Thex've all been out, and they're ali s close as oysters about
what they're been up to.”

Johnny Bull looked startled, )

“ T didn't see anything of them,” he said, 1 remwember
Learing somelody on the voad, amnd 1 cleared off into the
virees till they'd passed. Tt was very duck, anywar. What
have they been wp to ot of gates?”

“They won't suy.’

SOk Well, they haven't tackled Mobby."

“ How do vou know P’ .

“Well, I'm pretty sure,” said Johune Ball, with a chuckle.

“ Dhy you mean that Moliby hasn't been tackled at all 77 7

“Oh, ne! I won't say that.,”

“I'hen you-—--"' - 1 )

“ 'y not going to suy anvihing. T'm not going to make
vou an aceessary after the faet, yon know, Dot for you tc
kuow nothiog abouot it, in case yeuw're guestioned.”

" Yos; but—--""

*Afpm'z the word,” =aid Johnoy Bull, © Let's go and
Took after that feed. ' as hungry as o hooter”

And Jehony Bull declined to say another word, The twe
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juniors descended to the Rag, and joined the fcasters. Hurree
emsot Ram Singh was already there, with penial smiles
upon his dusky face, evidently in a very satisRed humour.
In fact, all the juniors whe had been out appeared to be
quite satisfied with themselves, and in good. spirits—perhaps
with the exception of Snoop. But Snoop had denied having
been out, his explanation of his absence having been that he
had been reading a book in the library. The Bounder had
his own idens about that, however.

Hﬂrrl';' Wharton was feeling uncasy enough for six, though.
That the absence of his chums had snmthin% to do with
Mr. Mobbs he felt assured ; indeed; Johnny Bull had as good
as admitted it. And Wharton had a grim foreboding of
more trouble to come. Mr. Mobbs certainly deserved any
punishment the juniors might have meted out to him, but
that was not the point. There would be more complaints,
more trouble with the Head, and Dr. Locke was already
deeply annoyved by the friction with Higheliffe, In fact,
Wharton foresaw a whole see of troubles, 1f Mr. Mobbs had
been interfered with—and he had no doubt upon that point.

When the feed wasz over, the Removites went up to their
studies to do their preparation. The half-dozen fellows who

d been out of gates had said nothing as to what they had
done, and they had not compared notes. As Bob Cherry
had said, ““the least said, the sooncst mended.” Whatever
they had done, they did not want to drag others into the
C"Dﬂﬂﬂ?l'[llﬂ]'lﬂlls.

Harry Wharton did not ask for their confidence, but he was
feeling very uneasy, and he would hdve fclt more uneasy
gtill if he had known what was happening in the Head's
study while the juniors were deing their prep

Dy, Locke had dismissed the matter from his mind. He
was chatting with Mr. Quelch, the Remove-master, when
the telephone bell rang. The Head took up the receiver,
and & startled look came over hiz face.

“ Impossible ' he exclaimed.
Dr. Locke looked guite agitated.

“Impossible ! he said into the receiver. “Mr. Mobbs
haz made 2 mistake! You say he could not distinguish them
in the darkness. Quite so. Certeinlv it was not done by
Grayiriars boys! Impossible! I will, however, inguire 1if
any of my boys have been out of pates singe locking up.
Kindly hold the line for a momoent.”

The Head turned to Mr. Quelch.

“It is o call from Highchiffe,” he said. " Dr. Voysey is
speaking. He says that Mr. Mobbs has been aﬁsaul{ad on
his way back from here, and felled by a snowball containing
a largo stone. His head is badly cut. Ho declares that it
was done by a Greyfriars boy.”

Mr. Queleh shrugped his shoulders.

* 1 should reguire the plainest proof before I believed that,
gir,"” he said.

“Quite s0, I do not believe it for one moment.
can casily ascertain whether any boys have been out.
dark when Mr. Mobbs left. Gosling should have been clos-
ihg the gates soon afterwards. Will you kindly inquire of
(oszling whether he has let out any boys since Mr. Mobbs
went, and whether he has seen any going out before he
locked the gates.”

“ Certainly

Mr. Quelch left the study. He returned in a few minutes,

“What does Gosling say ¥ The Head was still at the
Jelephone.

“He locked the gates immediately after Mr. Mobbs, sir,
and he has not opened them sinee.”’

“1 consider that.conclusive,™

“ Of course, & boy, or boya, might have gone out by some
other way,” Mr., Queleh remarked. © But unless Me. Mobba
can offer some kind of proof—"

“He offers none.”

The IHead spoke inte the receiver again?

“ None of my boys have been out of gates sinee Mr., Mobbs
was here, t was undoubtedly some othey person whe
assaulted him. What? Very welll I will sce Mr. Mobbs
in the morning i he cares to come over, bul I really do not
see what he can have to say to me. Yes—yes. He can cer-
tainly come. I will gee him. I regard this accusation, how.
ever, a5 utterly unfounded, and, I may say, malicious. Yes;
I will see him. Good-night !

The Head hung up the recciver,

If the Remove fellows had known of that tallk on the tele-
phone, they would probably not have gone to bed that
evening in & comfortable frame of mind., DBut they did not
know.
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"THE ELEYENTH CHAPTER.
Bad News |

ARRY WHARTON & CO. came down cheerfully in the
morning.
The snow had ceased to fall; but the Close was a
sheet of white, and the juniors turned out cheerfully to
snowhball one another and get an appetite for breakfast,

When they took their places at the breakfast-table, some
of them noted that the face of their Form-master was un-
usually grave. i

Mr. Quelch was st the head of the Remove table. His
brows were .a little contracted, and his manner decidedly
ETAVE. '

“ Bomething up !"" Bob Cherry murmured to Wharton.

II&r;;}' Wharton nodded. He En-aw the danger-signals well
enough.

“1 wonder if Mobby has been complaining again?" Bol-
sover major remarked, with a grin. “ 1 wonder if he was
snowballed, or anything, going home last night 1™

Hob Cherry started.

“What do you koow——"" he began.

“ Nothing.'

“Then don't gay anything.”

“The stilliulness of the ecsteemed tongue,” murmured
Hurree Jamset am Singh, 15 8 proof of the wiselulness of
the golden silence."

Me, Quelch zlanced along the table, and the whispera died
AWRY.

When breakfast was over, and Mr. Quelch rose, he made
a sl to the juniers, They undorstood that he had some-
thing to say, and they stood respectiully hstening.

“ Tho Head was telephoned from Higheliffe last night,™
sald Mr. Quelch.

“Oh!"" murmured the Bemovites.

“I hope there haven't been any more compleints, sir{™
said Bolsover major calmly. .

“ Unfortunately, yes"'

“ [Has anything happened, sir ™

“ Homething has happened. Mr. Mobbs was struck by a
snowball as he wus going home last night."'

“ Only one, sir?" murmured Bob Cherry..

“ Thiz snowball contained a large stonp, and Mr. Mobbs's
head has been cut,”’ added the Remove-master.

There was & gasp from all the juniors at once,

* Impossible I eried Bob Cherry,

“ It 1s0’t true, sir !

“It's a whopper!”

“Indeed! How do you know, Brown " asked Mr. Quelch,
fixing his eyoa upon the last speaker.

The New Zealand junior turned red.

“Well, sir, I=-I know & Greyfriars chap wouldn't put a
stone in 2 snowball I he sawd. " The Higheliffe chaps did
vesterday. Snoop had his forchead cut.”

Mr, Quelch's glance turned on Bneoop.

“ Phat's true,.sir,’” said Snoop. Y Leook at my forehead.”

The eut was wvery wisibla on S3noop’s narrow [orchead,
There wia no doubt of the trauth of the assertion, and Mr.
Quelech frowned.

“ 71 peed not tell you that such a thing s cruel and cowardly
i the extrome,”” he said. >
“We know that, =ir,”" satd Harry Wharton. *TIf aoy
Greyiriars chap snowballed BMr. Mobbs, he wouldn't put

& stone in that snowball. We leave that to those rotters.”

“I feel sure of that,” said the Remove-master. ' But
My, Mobbs is coming here to-day to see Dr. Locke about: it,
end there will be ao investigation. If, ns 1s barely possible,
one of my bors acted in the manner described, I ask him
to tell me 20 now, franiﬂ&'. and take the consequences, That
iz the best thing he can do, for certainly the truth, whatever
it iz, will be found out.”

There was no roply.

T No one hos anything to sav *" asked Mr. Quelch.

Apparently no one had. At all cvents, no one said
anything.

“ Yeory well,” said the Form-master. “1 am glad to thind
that no boy here hus such o dizsgraceiul confession to make.
I should not, of course, belicve auch an accusation without
the stronpest proof.’” )

“It's a rotten amccusalion te make, sic!” said Harcy
E‘E’hm'mnlhntlif. “ Does Mr. Mobbs say that he recognised
2 Greyfriars fellow ?” :

“ MNao. It was too dark. But he 1 sure it was 2 boy. He
thinks that 1t was a Greviriars boy."

“ He has no right to think so, sir.”

“ Mot without some proof, certainly,” assented Mr. Queleh.
“Unless he can offer some proof, the Ilead will not listen
to him. NFortunately, the gatea were elosed just before Mr
Mohbs depovied, and no one left after him."

Mr. Quelch surveyed the Removites very keenly as he

M LIBR u P it "
. EI‘IH-I:II?.“T' THE PENNY POPULAR, CHUCKLES,

Every Friday. Every Saturday, i"



sold that. He ohserved that more than one fate turned a
lit-tl-ﬂ il)lrik! " .'

“Tf any boy was out of bounds last evening about that
time I beg him to tell me 8o," said the Form-master earnestly.
“He will not be punished for breaking bounds unless he
was concerned m an attack upon Mr, Mobbs.”

Grim silence, -

“ Very well,” said Mr. Quelch, “If any boy may have
been out of bounds, T hope he will think it over and’ confess,
#o that the matter may be cleared up.”

And the Form-master made a sign of dismissal.

The Remove fellows marched out of the dining-room, and
there were seversl gloomy and troubled faces among them.

Harry Wharton drew Johnny Bull aside in the snowy
Close. ~Bull was looking decidedly worried.

* Johnny, old man—-" ,

Bull gave his chum a sharp look. ;

“1 suppose you don’t think I did that?"” he exclaimed.

‘Wharton shook hig head. :

“ I know you wouldn't put & stone in a snowball,”” he said.
“That's a dirty trick, and I know you wouldn’t do it. But—
bt you were out of bounds at that time, and I know you
went after Mobbs. Tid ‘you ¥

“ Yes, I did!” growled Johnny Bull.

" And’ Fonu snuw%raﬂfd him ¥

* Ves, I did.”

* (Oh, what rotten luck! But—bul you're sure there
wasn't & stone in the snow when you scraped it up? One
might have got thére by acoident.”

ohnny Bull looked very troubled.

“ Well, you see, it might have happened, though it’s not
likely., And I gave him 2 good many snowballs—six or seven
at lenst. ‘The rotter! Ie was fairly bowled over.”

" Bowled over! Oh, Johnny!” .

" Well, if there was a rotten stone in the snow, I couldn’t

help it. T couldo’t feel it or eco it. It's mot a likely thing
to happen without a chap knowing.”
" T'moafraid they'll think you did know,"” zaid Wharton.
““The worst of it is, that some of the other fellows were out
at the same time, and—and they'll be found out, and sus-
pected of-—of this™

“ Mo, they won't " said Yohnny Bull promptly,

“Why not? What do you mean?”’

“ Beeause I'm going to tell Quelchy T was out of gates,
and that I snowballed the rotter.
chaps, anyway."

“[—1 guppose vou'd better tell Quelch,” ssid Wharton
hea-?tating]%'. “ But—but it will look rotten agesinst you,
Johnny, Mobbs's head is cut, they say. It ean't be a lie,
a3 he's coming over here, and we shall zee whethor he's eut or
not, There must have been a stone in the snow, I sappose.”

“ Bomebody else may have snowballed him as well—one
of the village kids'' said Johnny Bull

Wharton shook his head.

“ MNo reason why a village kid should put & stone in the
gnowhall. He lasn't done anything ta them.”

“Well, I'm going to Quelels. If I hurt Mobbs, it was an
accident, and I'm not afraid to own up,’’ said Bulk

And he made his way to Mr. Queleh’s study.
Wharton waited for him in the passage.

Johnny Bull came out a few minutes later, looking a little
pale.

“ What does Quelchy sey " asked Wharton anxiously.

“Frightfully ratty about my snowbalbing Mobby on his
way home,” growled Bull.

* But he believes it was an accident about the stone?™

“He says it doesn’t matter what he believes—it's a ques-
tion of what Mr. Mobbs believes, and the Head !

* Well, I suppose that's so, It's beastly unlucky I

“Oh, it's rotten B &g )

And Johnny Bull strode away with his hands thrust deep
into his pockets, and & worried frown upon his brow,

Harry

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Hall a Dozen of Them!

E. ‘%UEL{JH was seated in his study, waiting for the
'M bell to ring for morning chapel, with his brows

frown.
Bull's confession had worried him. He
was glad that the junior had owned up, but it placed him
in an awhkward poszition. He had scorned the idea that a
Grevfriars junior would have made such an attack upon Mr.
Mohbs. But Johnny Bull's confession justified Mr, Mobbs's
accusation. And the stors that a stone had got inte the
snowball by accident might satisfy Mr. Queleh, who knew
the honest nature of the junior; bat it was quite ceriain that
Mr., Mobbs would not believe if.

The Form-master's unpleasant reflections were interrupted
by a knock at the door,

" Come in ' he rapped out. :

Hurres Jamset Kem Singh entered the study.

" Well, what is it?"'
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" Please pardonfully forgive me for interrupting xour
esteemed lelsure, honoured sahib,’’ murmured the Nabob of
Lhanipur. = : .
“If you have anything to say to me, Hurrce Singh-—
““¥os, zir." 3

“Then say it at opee ! .

“I will procecdfully do so, honoured sir !
make the confecsful clean breast !

“* The—the what?"

Mr. Quelch stared at the dusky junior, . )

“The elean breast of it, honoured and esteemed sir,”" said
the nabob humbly. * 8inee the noble and ludicrous words
addressed to us at the breakinstinble I have thoughtlully
turned it over in my brain, and I have decidefully come te
you to explain.”

*“To explain what " )

“ Ahout the lamentable Injury donefully inflicted upon the
never-enough-to-be-respected napper of the esteemed Mobbs,™

The Form-master started.

“Tho you know anything about that, Hurrce Singh?” he
exclaimed.

“ The yesfulness is terrific!™ .

“ What do you know "

“f did it, sir!” said the nabob simply.

“What " . -

“1 was extremefully ratty by the conduct of the ludicrous
Mobbs, honoured sir, and when he departfully went I climb-
fully got over the school wall, and scooted alter him,” the
nabob confessed. "1 did not intend t¢ burt him badiully,
I hurled the esteemed snowballs, but if there was a stone o
the smow, 1t was pure accident. I arm not the baic and
cowardly person to put s stone in & snowball I

Mr, ﬁguﬂ'lch looked at him blankly. After Johony Bull's
confession, Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh's story was a little
surprising. A very stern look came over the Form-master's

I heve come fo

face.
“Are you saying this to shield another boy, Hurree
Singh " bhe exclaimed. : : : y
"Moo, sir. As it 15 ible that other bovs were out

gatefully, I thought I should speakfully communicate with
Fou, in order that suspectiulness might not fall upon the
wrong person.’’

“Ihd vou know that Bull was out of gpates?™

“1 was not aware of that honourable fact.”’

“Did vou know,” exclaimed Mr. Queleh sternly, ' that
Bull has just been to me, and has confessed that i‘m STV -
balled Mr. Mcbbs in the lane last night, and that the stone
must have pot into the snowhball by aceident 1"

The nabob looked astounded. , !

“0Oh, sir! The esteemed Bull! But T Jdid not see him?
Truld-,- it was very dark, and I had cutfully gone through the
wood., DBut—"

“ Am I to understand, then, that the two of you went out
unknown #o each other, and that you both snowballed Mr.
Mobbs "' the Remove-master exclaimed.

“Tt would appearfully seem to be a0, honoured sir.”

“ You did not throw a stone at Mr, Mobbs intentionally #"

“ Certainfully not, sir !’ the nabob exclaimed ind:‘gnmstlg,
“ 1t would be a beastly mean and rottenful aection!

* Very well, Hurree Singh, you may go! T am glad that

ou have come to me, though I really do not know what can
& done in the matter now.”

Furree Jomset Ram Singh left the study, leaving the
Remove-master in an unenviable frame of mind.  One
confession helped to clear up the matter, but two confessions
were a little too much of & good thing.

The Romove-master would have been still more perturbed
if he had known what was coming.

As Hurree Jamset Ram Singh walked away from the study
he met Bob Cherry, evidently making for the Form-master’s
doar. Bob was locking gloomy and troubled.

“This is a ripping kettle of fGsh, isn’t 1, Inky?" lhe
grunted.

“The kettlefulness of the esteemed fish is terrific " said
the nabob ruefully. ** Where are you procecdfully going ¥

“ I'm going to see Quelchy,”

“ But what—""

“I'Il tell you afterwards—I want to catch him before
chapel now.” ;

And Bob Cherry hirried on, leaving the nabob staring
glter him in astonishment.

Bob knocked st Mr. Quelch’s door and cntered, The
Form-master locked at him inquiringly, and frowned.

“YWhat is it, Cherry? I trust you have no confession to
make ' he exclaimed sarcastically.

“Eh? How did vou know, sx?" esclaimed Bow, in
astonishment. o

“What! Is it possible that you have—""

“JI thought I'd better tell you, sir——"

“ About what?®" 1

1
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“The spowball—the stona. If there was a stone, it was
qu:?a aﬂﬁndentali I can't imagine how 1t got into the snow-

Y What " :

“I hadn't the faintest idea—-— T simply can't imagine
—" sfatmmered Bob, :

“ Are you roferring to the assoult upon Mr. Mobbs?"

“Yes, sir; of course !’

“Were vou with Buall i

“Bull? No."

“¥You were with Hurcee Singh?™

“Inky ! Not at all, sic ! suid Bob, puzzled.

Mr. Queleh glared at him. His temper was beginning te
give way under this very peculiar strain,

“IDo you mean to say, Cherry, that you went out and
snowballed Mr, Mobbs in the road last mght—you by vour-
self 1" he thundered. : ]

Bob Cherry nedded dolorously.

“Yes, sir. I thought I'd better tell vou. as m's turned
cout. I didn't meun to hurt the little beast—abem !—I mean
Mr. Maobbs, sir. I just bumped him over in the snow, and
gave him & snopbeall or two: but—but if there was a stoue
mixed in the snow, I didn't see it or feel 1t. I was never so
astonished i my Jife——" '

Mr. Queleh rubbed hiz perapiring brow.
M Are you-aware, Cherry, that you are the third junior
whe has been to me with this identical confession?” he
exclaimed,

““Wha-a-at |

“Both Bull and Hurree Singh have confessed to exactiy
the same action.” :

“My hit! I mean, T didn't know, str, T didn't see then.
Now [ come to think of it, T remember seving somobody
dodge by me in the dack-—""

“¥You all three appear to have been actuated by the same
ﬂpua‘htl but withéut taking counsel with one another,” said
Mr. Quelch. I suppose you know that you did a very
wrong and lawless thing in dssaulting a Highelife Form-
masfer 2"

“It wasn't an assaulf, sir; it was only o lark—-""

“It was a lark that will furn out very seriously for the
bo? who threw that stohe at Mr. Mebbs, You may go !

‘ But, sir, I—"'

“You mav go! The chapel-bell is ringing 1

Bob Cherry went. Mr. Quelch was very much disturbed
during morning chapel. Three confessions of delinquency
worried him  dreadfullv. One of the. juniors had
inadvertently thrown that stope, he supposed. But which?
It was impossible to tell. And lawless as their conduct had
been, he could appreciate their frankussz in coming and
owning up to him, for fear that the blame might fall upon
innocent parties.  If they had cared to tell falsehoods, they
would have been perfectly safe; they had only to deny that
they had been outside the gates of Grexfriars, sand their
absence certainly could not have Leen proved.

Even Mr. Mobbs did not pretend to have recognised his
assailants,

And worricd and annoved as he was by the whole affair.
the Remove-master felt lil’lmud of his bova for refusing to
shelter themselves behind a falsehood, which would have
been casy and impossible to detect.

But ever that frankness might be overdone: he could not
help thinking, as Frank Nugent stopped him in the Close
after chapel. Nugent was looking worried and forlern.

“Can I speak to vou a minute, sir?" he asked,

“You may,” sald Mr. Quelch. " Prav be gquick, however.”

“1 won't keep youn & minute. sir. It's about what
happened last night—about Mr. Mobbs, and what happencd
to Il-um," said Nugent, Aushing.

“You were there?'

“ Yes, sir"

“ Had vou & hand in the matter?”

“T gid ik, sirl”

“What ! almoast velled Mre. Quelch,

It was I, sir!" said Nugont, surprised by the exprezaion
on the Form-master’s face. "I have been thinking it over,
sir, and 1 think I'd better make a elean breast of it. 1 lnow
gome other fellows were out of gates at the time, and I
don't want them suspected, when thev don't Lknow auyrhing
abaut it." )

“ Tell me what you did, Nugent.”

“1 got out over the wall, sir, asd sendded through the
wood, and caught up Mr. Mobbs in the lane and snowhalled
him !" said Nugent. " From what vou've told us, sir, I
think that there mwust eomichow have been a stone among
the snow, and L scooped it up without seeing it. Yon can't
believe, sir, that 1'd delibesately throw a stone at a man to
hurt him. It would be a cowardly thing to do.™

“ Bless my soull” said Mr. Quelch.

“1 can't understand it, sir—I felt the snow in my hands
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when I squeezed up the snowballs, and never noticed any
stone. But unless somebody else was there, going for him.
it must have been one of my enowballs that bowled him over.
I'm awfully sorry. I hadn't the faintest idea—"

“ Were you alone, Nugent "

“* Quite slone, sir!"

“You did not kpow that Bull, and Cherry, and Hurree
singh had left the school secretly, with precisely the samwe
object ih view 7"

Nugent's juw dropped.

“ Why, n-neno, sir! I—I kpew nothing. They—they didu't
—they wouldn't have chucked 2 stone at Mr. Mobbs, He's
an awful cad—I—I mean we dou’t like him; bub thes
wouldn's have done a thing like that!™

*1 have little doubt that it was an accndent,” said M
Quelch, " But the boy who did it will be punished 10 the
most exemplury manner. I do not guite eee, however, how
he 13 to be discovered among four. However, I shall voport
this to the Head.”

Ho walked on, much perturbed.
There were glam faces amon
gathered in their Form-reom. Mr. Queleh was looking very
black when he came mn  Tom Drown and Bolsover major
exchanged glances, and both of them stood up and began
to EYeuk at once,

Tt

the Rentovites when they

LA

f vou please, sir——

“If wou please, Mr. Quelah——""

The Formemaster looked at them allgrif}'.
waa at b-r&uki!]&*pﬂi]lt.

“ Well, what ia it—what is it¥" he snapped. i

“1 think we ought to fell you, sir, considering what
haz happened,” said Tom Brown.

“I'm not afraid to own up!" growled Bolsover major.
“ We snowhalled Mr. Mobbs in the lane lust night, sir. Bt
there wasn't any stone in the snowballs 1 gave him !

= And there wasn't 1o mipe !" said Tom Brown. “ If there
was a stone, it got 1 by accident, sir—I didon't know it was
there '

“T'm jollv certain there wasn't a stope " sand Bolsover.

Mr. Queleh looked Llankly at ihe two juoiors,

* Do vou mean to-tell ine——""  Hiz breath came thick aned
fast—* that von two bovs also went out and snowballed My
Maobba last night **' :

1 don't know sbout also, sir,” eaid Tom Brown, in aur
prise. " We did, certainly; we went out together.”

“We dide't intend to hurt the little beast,” said Bolsover,

“ I can't imagine how it happened, sir—""

YTIE it happened at all, it was an accident, sir—""

“1 sha'n't believe it, sir, till I see Mobbs's face,' gznl
Bolsover. 3

Mr. Quelch passed his hand scross his brow in utter
bewilderment., -

" Thia ig too much ! he stammered. * No {ewer than six
bBoye have confesaed that they broke bounds last evening and
snowhballed Mr. Mobbs in the lane. Has any other boy here
& similar eonfession to make ™

There wus no reply.

Vernon-Smith'a eves rested searchingly upen the face of
Riduey Jumes Snoop. But Snoop kept his eyes fixed upon
the desk before him, and scemed guite oblivious of the
Bounder's glance.

Mr. Quelch dvew a deep breath of relicf. He wanted frank
coufessions from the culprits, certainly; but he had had quite
enongh to go on with. 1le was glad that there were no mote
confessionsstn come.

“Very well,” he said.  “The matter will drop for the
present. The Head hamsell will deal with it when Me. Mobls
arrives here from Haigheliffe "

And morning lessons went on their ususl course—thouglh
there were six or seven members of the Lower Fourth who
were thinking of anvthing just then, but leszons,

Iis temper

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder Wants to Know!l

ERNON.ZMITH jeined Snoop when the Removwe catne
v out after morning lessons. Mr. Mobbs waz not in a
hurry, apparcntly, to pavy his visit to the Head of
Groyiviarz; at all events, he had not arrived yet.
Before he arrived, the Bounder wanted to have a little tallk
with Bnoop. That desire was not at all reciprocated by
Sidney James Snoop.  He dodged out into the Cloze to avaid
the Bounder : but Smithy followed him and jeined him there.
“ It's no good buzzing off, Snoopry!” the Bounder saidl
coolly. “ I've got to eee you. I want to know what you did
ont of pates last night.”
Snoop gave Iim a defiant look.
“T wasn't out of gates last night !*
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“That won't do for me,"” said Vernon-Smith quictly. "I
didn’t believe you at the time, when you said that you were
in the libréry. Now I know what happened to Mobbs, 1
know where you were. You chucked that enowball with the
stone in it. It waa just what you had proposed to me to do.”

* Do you mean that a'uu’m going to sneak, and tell that T

was out of gates?” eaid Snoop, between hiz teeth. ' L shall
deny it [

“You'll say that you were in the library 1

L1} Ei..""'..h

~ YI've asked Trotter about that. He says there was no one
in the library at that time. There was no light in the room

&t a}ll until nine o'clock, when Hobson of the Shell went
there," i

* I—I suppose I could sit in the dark if I liked.”

The Boeunder laughed.

“You told me yon were reading.’

" Well, suppose I wasn't in the lbbrary?” said Snoop
~vicigusly, “ri was about the school somewhere, You can’t
prove that.] waso't [

*I don't want to prove that you weren'. But you ought
to own up ™

|.I: l_t Elntﬂ- !H

“The other fellows have owned up about what they did.”

“ ¥Yes; but what they did wasn't—wasn't——""

* Wasn't eo serious,’” said the Bounder, as Sncop hesitated.
" They didn't put stones in their snowballs, as you did I

“1I don't admit anything of the sort. If you soy anything
about me, T shall deny it!"" said Snoop doggedly.

*If you don't own up, one of them will get it in the neck,
for what you did.” .

I don’t admit that I did anything.”

* And if 1t shonld come ouf—-"

* There's nothing to come out ™

*1f it should come out,” repeated the Bounder, "'you
won't be able to say that the stone was an accident. If yon
keep it dark, and it comes out afterwards, everybody will
koow what you kept it dark for—beesuse you put the ztone
m the snowball on il:ulrp{:mh I you own up now, like the
vest, you can protend that it was an gccident.™

“Oh, rats' I've got nothing to own up to. And if you
snealk, all the fellowe will be down on you—even those chaps
who are going to get it in the neek I

Vernon-8mith paused.

“1 don’'t want to encaik,’” he said, at last, ““But I don’t
sre how I can hold my tongue and let them suffer for what
vou did,”

* I've got nothing to say.’

“Then you won't go to Quelchy 1"

"* No fear !™

“ It would bo better for you l™

" Oh, rot !

“1 tell you it's bound to come ont. These things alwaya
do come out in the long run!” said the Bounder. *'It was
you—

“Tt wasn't! How could it have beon ?” gaid Snoop. “ A
ot of chaps seem to have been along the lane, snowhalling
Alobbs as he came by, They all tackled him after [—after 1
was in the Hap with you. You know yoursclf that they all
came in later, after T was in the Rag."”

* Well, I suppose you were the fust that tackled ham, and
got back first,” said the Bounder.

“ After bowling him over with a stone—you think that
those hall-dozen %{'"{IWE pitrhed into him when he was in
lh:n.tI state—when he was gomg along with hi head badly
cup '

The Bounder pursed his hps. He knew that that was
unlikely, 1f Mr. Mobbs had been hurt by the stone, the
Jjuniors would have let him alone.

“The chap who pitched the stone at him must have been
the last chap who tackled him, if ho was really badly hure,”
the Bounder said, after & pausze.

“Well, and I waa the first chap in the Rag—the firet back,
it T went out at all,"” said Bwoop, with a sneer.

Vernon-Smith looked at him very havd.

* But you did go out I'" he said. .

“I'll tell you all about it, i you'll keep it dark,” said
Bonoop, with an air of great frankness, 1 was going out—
when I spotted a couple of them in the lane. I guossed
what they were out for, s¢ 1 came back. That's all. I
thought I'd leave it to thom.™

“ T don't believe it,” said the Bounder, with a shalio of the
head ; "?%u}'way, yvou ought to go to Quelchy and tell him,"

“ Rat !

“ Then you're not going to say anything

““No: I haven't anything to say [”

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders, and left the cad of
the Iemove without another word, He did not believe
Suaop; but he did not know what to think. The injury done
to Mr. Mobbs must have been dene after the juniors had
saowballed him—they woulld not have ragged an injured man.
e knew that, Yet, if the injury had been inflicted by the
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last fellow who tackled the Form-master, and that fellow waos
Snoop, how was it that Snoop had got back to tha_m_:*hm!
hefore any of the othera? He must have been further away
from Greyfriars, and must have had o greater distance to
cover in returning—vet he had certainly nppeared in the Rag
before any of the other fellows had come in. )

It was & puzzle, and Vernon-8mith could noet make it out.
Iiut he was sure of one t'l:i.ng-—-mth::—r by instinct than
reasonin d that was, that Sidney James Suoop could
have let light in on the matter if he had chosen to du so.

And thet certainty placed the Bounder in a very uncom-
fortable position. &Jnvin{:n‘:ﬂ in hiz own mind that Snoop
was the resl eulprit, he had the choice of betraying him—or
of allowing the other fellows to be severely punished for what
they had not done, to say nothing of the slur that the
cowardly action cast upon their names.

For there were certainly & good many fellows who would
not believe that the stone had got into the snowball by
nccident—and, indeed, it wanted some believing, as several
fellows had alrcady remarked.  1f Snoop had done it
deliberately, all was explained. And the Bounder felt that
that was the correct explanation. But what was he Lo
do¥

Even if he told about Sncop, he had no proof to offer,
And could he teli? ;g sy )

Fle was debating that troublesome question in his mind,
when o cab drove into the gatoway of Greyiriars. Vernon-
Smith cought a glimpse through the closed windows of Mr.
Mopps's pale and spiteful face, as the vebicle came up the
drive, The Highchiffe master hod arrived. . )

“Here he is!” murmured Bob Cherry, as the [Tigheliffe
master stepped out of the ¢ab. " Looks as ’III he caught a
cold last night—doesn't he? I wonder how "

Mr. Mobls was wrapped up to the ears.  His nose showod
flafning red in the muddle of a pasty face, and his eves
spemed inflamed. The edoe of a bandape showed under hia
hat, which was o little sideways.  Altogether, he was a
somewhat pitiable-looking object.

ile ﬁm-e the juniors on the steps o fieree look as he passed
into the [lousze.

“ Looks tempered and sweet. don't he?” prowled
Johony Bull, rubbing his hands in anticipation, ' Now look
out for trouble ! 5 g

* Trouble for six " groancd Tom Brown.. " Why eouldn’t
jgru a&;es stay indoors, as Bolsover and 1 were going after
the ead?”

“Why the dickens conldn't you tell us you were going?
grunted Nugent. “I'd have left the beast to you with
pleasure 1"

“*Bame here ! said Baoh.

Y The samefulness is ierrific ™

“ What are you looking down in the mouth for, Smithy
asked Bob, catehing aight of the Bounder's thoughtful face.
“ I osuppose Toud dign't o out and snowball the fellow, too,
by any chance, did rou?"

The Dounder shook hiz head.

“The little bonst must have run a regular gauntlet from
here ta Higheliffie ! chuckled Bolsover major. "1 dida't
know there wos anybody but Browuy and me after him.”

“ T suppose we shall be wanted in the Head's study preity
soon !"' grunted Johnny Bull. * Hello, here eomes Trotter !
What's wanted, Trotter ¥’

“Vou are, Master Bull,” said Trotted,* and all the young
gf_-nl’r;iq:ngn who 4old Mr. Quelch that they went out last
night. ™

F‘E‘qmo on!" said Bob Cherrr. * Nugent, old man, get
yvour mouth-organ, and play a funeral march [

“Ha, ha, hal” ] o .

And with many misgivings the six juniors made their way
to the Head's study. Bidney James Snoop showed no
inclination whatever to follow them.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Six Innocents]

R. MOBBS was cold and bilter and savage. He had
come over to Groylriars this time with an undoubted
grievance, ‘That he had been hurt was undeniable.
His face showed it, and, in addition to the inju

that was congcealed by the bandage, he had caught o col
through lying in the snow, llc was sneczing an coughing

. with great energy when he was shown into the Head's study.

Dy, Locke and Mr., Quelch were there. .

The Remove-master had told the Bead of the six confes-
sions he had reccived, The Head was as puzzled as the
Form-master by that over-abundance of contessions. Une
would have cleared up the malter, but six made confuaion
worse confounded. ) i

There was no affectation of politencss aboulb Mr. Mum}fﬁ
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He came in 83 an enemy among cnemies.  And such being
his at.gfuda_ the Head did not waste any courteous greetings
wpon i,

E"!l','ﬂn know why I am here, sir,"" said Mr. Mobbs, with
sharp abruptness. 1 was  assaulted—savagely and
brutally—as I weht away from this school last night. 1 have
been considering whether I should place the matter in the
hands of the police. Dr. Voysey has requested me to avoid
a scandzl. For that reason alone I am willing to leave the
punishment of the hooligan in your hands. That punish-
ment must be severe, or I shall not be satizfied.”

The Head eoloured with wrath.

Y That .is not the language to use here, Mr. Mobbs!" he
paid coldly. “ Unless you ean express yourself more eivilly,
I shall order you to be shown to the door, and you can take
whatever steps scemn to you proper!™

Mr. Mobbs shrank a little, He dearly loved to bully when
opportunity offered, but the reverend Head of Grevfriars wos
ovidently not a person to be bullied.  And BMr. Mobbs's
mention of the police was, as he himself realised very
clearly, mere " gas.” He knew that he had ne proof what-
ever to offer that a Greyirines boy had attacked him.

1 have no doubts sir, that you will sec justice done,'” he
said, in a more subdued manner. * I was knocked over by
a stone, and stunned. I lay insensible in the anow for seme
time—I do not know how long, I cannot think that vou will
leok upon such an offence with a lenient eve.”

“1 shall flpg in the severest manner the boy who was
guilty of this, if it can be proved against him,” said the
Head quietly. * But vou do not expect me, I suppose, to
proceed without proof ™

“Proof will be fortheoming,'" said Mr. Mobbs, el B
suggoest that the boys should be questioned, and asked
dircctly whether they were outside the school at the time.
But apart from any confession they may make, there will be
proof. When I recovered my aenges, sir, I saw a vehiclo in
the distance that had passed while I lay unconscious. It was

ing in the dircction of Greyfriars. Inquirics are now

eing made, and I have no doubt whatever that the carter
will be discovered, and he will be able to give evidencs
whether he saw any Greyiriars boys on the road last night.
He must have passed on the road the boy who attacked me
80 brutally.””

The Head coughed.

“The fact iz, Br. Mobbs, that six bovs of the Lower
Fourth Form here have confessed that they went out last
evening, alter you had gone, and snowballed you in the
lane,” he said. * Of course, they will be punished for thar.
But they all deny having placed a stone in any snowball, and
affirin that if & stone was there, it _must have got into the
snow unseen by them, by accident. I trust you will take this
view."

Mr. Mobbs smiffed.

““It i3 ineredible to me,” said the Head, a little sternly,
**that any Greyfriars boy would deliberately perform such an
“t.'rl

Another soiff from Mr. Mobbs,

**To me, sir, on the other hand, it appears guite probable,
and, in fact, more than likely !I'* he retorted.

“1 take the view that it was an accident——"'

And I do not!” said Mr. Mobbs. _

¥ There is:-also another peint to be considered.” said Mr.
Quelch. * It iz quite possible that although these aix boya
snowballed vou, guite another person may have thrown the
mgwj:f:f:%i thet contained the stone.”

miff !

The smiff angered Mr. Quelch, and his ¢ves began lo
glitter, but he remained quite calm.

1 do not know what terms vou may be upon with the
boys of your own school,” he said tartly. ‘" Someone there
may have treated you in this manner.”

Mo Highelifie bov would be guiliy of such an ack, [ am
glad to say !I" announced Mr. Mobbs poempously.

“Therse vou are certainly mistaken. One of my boys
has & bad cut on his forshead, cansed by a stone Bung in
a snowball at Highcliffe yesterday.”™

“ Flung by one of his own comrades, then!” said Mr.
Mobbs, o

Mr. Quelch compressed his lips.

“The boys would not be likely to fing snowballs at one
another, when they were disputing with double their
number of assattanis,” he said.  ** Besides, T have guestioned
the boy I mention—Sncop—and he has told me the name
‘of the young rascal who stoned him—the name is Vavasour.”

St fln not believe his statement,” said Mobbs; “and I
repudiate the suggestion that one of my own boys might
bave been guilty of this attack upon me. 1 am on the hest
of terms with every boy in my Form at Highelilfe. They
are all gentlemen, and the sons of gentlamen, which is some-
thing that I cannot say of the voung hogligans here, whe
seem to be encouraged o

Tur Maoxer LIBRARY.—No. 31L

OUR GOMPANION PAPERS.

Every

“That iz guite enough, Mr. Mobbs!™ broke in the Head
decisively. "We have not met to bandy words about our
respective schools 1

M Atehoo—atchoo ! came from MMr. Mobbs. He dabbed
his handkerchiof fiercely to his nose, leaving it redder than
ever., I trust we have met to see justice done, Dr. Locke!
My injury might have been very serious. I might have
saffered from a frocture of the skull. It is not that boy's
fault that I did not I''

*As I have said, the culprit will recoive the severest
passible punishment, if found. I will send for the bors whe
snowballed vou.”
~ The Head rang for Tratter. A fow minutes later six
,lun{iluri, looking extremely serious and solemn, came into the
study.

Mr. Mobbs's greenish eves glittered over them, looking
more greenish than ever. The juniors did not appear fo b
aware of his existence, however. They fixed their eves upon
the, Head. and waited for him to speal.

*All these boys have confessed to the snowballing," said
the Head. “ For that, of cotirse, they will be punished,
Fut the serious maticr 15 to discover who threw the saowbal!
mutﬂiuiu%tlm stone. Unless the stone was there by aceident,

} ‘?IEI}'“M plieve that it came from the hand of one of these
ads. ™

“I do not believe that such an accident is casible i
snapped Mr. Mobbs, * No boy could knead a snowbatl with.

ot feeling 4 stone in 1t if o stone was there.”

““ It is not probable, certainlv—but it ia possible. I sup-
pose you do not recognise any of these boys as having been
uear you last night in the lane 77

I am not gifted with the power of secing in the dark.”

“ Naturally I said the Head, controlling his temper with
difficulty. I did not ask you that. Theso boys appear to
have gone out wnknown to one another-—and it follows that
they must have interfered with you at different pointa on
vour walk home, or they would have secn one another so
cngaged. If you can remember exactly where you wore when
vou 1:11131:-11.-:.-[1 your injury, we may discover which of these
bovs tnflicted 10—if any.™

* Quite sp; and I remember perfectly where I was. T had
been attncked several times—four times, to be exuct-—before
I received that injury. Whether it was by the samo boy, or
dilferent boys, of course, I have no means of telling, as 1
caught but the faintest glimpse of my assailant on ecach
oeeasion. But I should not be surprizsed to learn that there
are six, or more, such hooligans in this school.”

HEindly keep to the point. Where were you when the
stone was thrown ¥

AL the point in the lane where 1 15 Joined by the footpatl
through the wood, Knowing that that was a short cut from
Groyfriars, I was on tha wateh as I Fil.ﬁﬁﬂ.d the place, think-
ing that one of the young rascals might have got ahead of
me there, and might be waiting for me to pass. 1 was right
for from the opdéning of the footpath came the missile that
stunned me."”

_ There was & general exclamation of relief Ifrom all the
juniors.

“Then it wasn't Bolsover or me,'” suid Tom Brown, “We
snowballed the rotter—ahem i--1 I mean, we snowballed
Ble. Mopps about halfway to Higheliffe,™

“ That's right,” said Bolsover.

““ And it wasn't 1.7 said Bob Cheery. "I went througlhe
the wood, but I didn't take the foolpath., and I never went
anyvthing hke so far as the end of the short cut.”

Y Bame hero " said Nugent. I think T was a littie more
than haliway to Higheliffe, but eertainly nothing like so [ar
ax that place.”

*The samofulness here ia also tervific !’

“And it's the same with me,” zaid Johnny Bull, <1
wasn't 30 fur as that- as vear as I can judge, 8 good hundred
vards this side of 18"

It wasn't any of us, then ! said Bob Cherey. © I miust
sav L didn’t sce how a stone could have got in my snowhall
without my knowing it. If there wus one there, it was there
by aceidont. But, from Me. Mobba himself says, 1t wasn't
any of us that chucked the snowball with & stone tn i,

The Head drew a decp breath of relief.

% on hear that, dMr. Mohhbs?*"

L hear o, sir,”” said the Higheliffe masier, with a birter
Slheer. ’

T teast the words of thess bovs absolutely.”

“I do not!™ ;

* They were not compelled to admit being oul of the schaod
at all,” said the Head, raizing his vaoiee 5 lietlo,  * Tliew
catite forward of their own aceord and confesscd, to snve
suspicion from falling upon others. Each was willing tn
mdmit that e mught have flung the stone by aceidont. - un
knowingly. DBut they all declare that they did not go to tha
place where you say you received vour injury.”
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#1 do-not believo them ! *

" Really, sir—"

“If they arc telling the truth, there is another boy who has
not confessed,’” said %ih Mobbs. .

“I will question every boy in the Remove, if you wish,"
said the Head. _

“Very well. I shall probably be able to detect some sign
of guilt in the face of the boy who utters falsehoods,” said
Mr. Mobbs. *“ I, at least, do not wish the young scoundrel
to escape unpunished.” ;

The Head Hushed, but made no r-glp!:r to that remark.

“Each of you boys will be caned severely for what you
have confessed to having done,” he said. . “ But I firmly
believe your assurance that you were not in the place men-
tioned by Mr, Mobbs; and that you did nat, therefore, make
that attack upon him which has caused him injury.”

- “Thank you, sir!" said Nugent. “1f we'd done it, wo'd
awn up."’

“* Yes, rather I ]

“ The ratherfulness is terrifie, sir!”

" Kindly call all the Remove together into the Form-room,
My, Quelch, and I will come there with Mr. Mohbbs,” said
the Head. * You boys may remain hiere for the present.”

The Head quitted the study with Mr. Quelch and the High-
cliffe master, The half-dozen culprits were left alone, in a
state of considerable excitement.

" Bo it seems thers was another chap, who hasn't owned
up "' zaid Bob Cherry.

“Or else it was a different party altogether I growled
Bolsover, ““Did you see the Head turn his eye on ma? Ho
wouldn't liave believed me alone, but as Browney was with
me all the time, he had to believe the two of us.

“Lucky for you Browney was with you,” grinned Bob
Chierry. ' You haven't got the reputation of a giddy Georgo
Wazhington youraelf, ﬁm‘, the Head knows t%’ht. Browney
wouldn’t tell a whopper.”

“I wonder how it's going
casily.
up -l_;rl:

Joluny Bull compressed his lips,

“There's only one reason why he hasn't owned up,” he
sald gquetly.

“And what's that?"

* Because he chucked that stone on purpose I

“Oh, my hat ! .

“Bome rotten cad ! seid Johnny Bull. “ There are somo
rotfenn cads in the Remove; we all know that. And the
rotter's disgraced us, and now he's left us to take the blame
of his rotten doings. I wish I knew who it was!” And
Johnny Bull clenched a heavy fist. “1'd give thres terms’
pocket-money for it to turn out to be a Higheliffe chap, ox
ai outsider—but I don't think it was! It was & Greyfriars
chap-—and a howling cad !

And the other fellows, reluctantly enough, agreed with
Johnny Bull,

to turn out?’ said Nugent un-
“If there was another fellow, why haso't he owhed

THE FIFTEENTH.CHAPTER.
To Speak or Not to Speak!

1E Remove had been gathered in the Form room, with
the exception of the half-dezen juniors who were in

- the Head's study. )

Mr. Mobbs cntered the Ferm-room with the Hoad
and Mr. Quelch. . '

The Removites were very silent and serious. Mr. Mobbs's
expression was sufficient to show them that there was going
to-he trouble—as bad as he could make it for them. The
Higheliffe master’s eye resteil upon Hoarry Wharton with o
apiteful gleam. :

“ My i.'s,” said the Head, in & deep voice, “I have to
ask you whether another member of this Form was out af

#tm‘h .’E?ut night, as well as the boys who have already con-
RagEd, ’

Snoop shivered a little, but did not raise his eyes. There
was silence,

YIf any boy was out, I bope he will tell me 80,” said the
Head. * This matter must be eleared up.”

Silence ! )

** You see, vou will not obtdin the trath by asking for it,”
said Mr. Mobbs, with a vicious m!ﬂﬁ;ﬁﬁslﬂll-ﬂf the lips.
“ My own opinion is that the boy was Wharton,*

Harr}y Wharton started.

“1% he exelaimed indignantly.

“Yes, you!” said Mr, Mobbs. T understand that the
boys now in Dr. Locke's study are your personal friends, and
vou are always topether. Why is it that vou were left out,
when all of them started from the school with the same
nbjeet was in view? You are geperally to the fore, 1
believe, in such acts of rascality, as I have observed in the
constant affrays between this school and Higheliffs.”

“ You did not go with them, Wharton?” asked the Head.

T Nﬂp HEI‘.“

“ Again I ask—why ¥'* said Mr. Mobbs, with & sneér.
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“I did not know where they were going. They
even tell one another, and they did not tell ine,” said Harry,
“I knew nothing about it till afterwards. When I Ffound
ﬂhe,;;_ had gone out, I guessed what the game was., That is
i

did not

“ And you did not go outi"”
Y No, sir.”
“You did not lic in wait for me at the end of the footpath

through the wood, and throw a snowball with & stone in it
at me as I passed i*°

“ Certainly not 1 .

“I do not believe you,” said Mr. Mobbs, veo distinctly.
I am certain, Dr. Locke, that Wharton is the oy in ques-
tion, if it was not one of those now in your study. I do not
believe he alone would be left out of an affair like this.”

Very curious looks woere turned upon the captain of the
Remove by the other fellows.

Certainly, when they came to think of it, it was curious
that he alone of the " Ce.” should not have taken part in
that pursuit of Mr. Mobbs.

i Pc-rhﬂim you can prove that you did not leave the
school, Wharton ¥ said Mr. Queclch gently,

“1I was tn my study, sic."”

“ Did anyone see you there? T ask meroly to satisfy Mr.
Mobhs. For myself, I take your word without gquestion.”

Wharton brightened,

“ Yes, sir. gmithy came to speak o me. That was while
all the fellows were out. Smithy was standing a feed to all
the fellows who had been over to Highcliffe, and that was
how we came to miss the chaps whe had gone out,”

““That is the ecese, siv.” sald Vernon-Smith. “I spoke to
Wharton in his study. That was before anv of the fellows
came back.'

“He might have got back before any of the others,” said
Mr. Mobbs,

““The persom who attacked vou with the stone ecould not
have done =o0,” said Mr. Quelch sharply. * You say vour
self that that was the last of the attacks upon vou, and it
occurred furthest from QGreviriars. That person, therefore,
must have been last back at the school, not first, i he come
back to Greyiriars at all.”

Mr. Mobbs bit his lip, The point was well taken, and he
could not deny it. But his little greenish eyes lingéred upon
Wharton, He would have given a great deal to prove that
Harry was the culprit.

" He may have retupned to the :wchool by seme vehicle,
which made him ahead of the others,”” he said. after a pauss,
“1 have already told yon that a vehicle ({Jassed'. while T was
eneonseious, and when I rose I sew it disappearing in.the
distance. Wharton may have got a lift in it, and in that
gase. he would be at the school before the others, who were on
oot

Snoop clenched his hands hard, and his face went very pale.
But no one was looking at Sidney Em}n‘p.

“T can only say, siv,"” said Wharton, “that T was not out-
side -the school at all.” . :

* And I can only say that I do not believe you.”

Whartono flushed, but was silent. In the presence. of the
Head, he could not utter the roply that rose to his lips.

* One moment,” said Mr. Quelch. “ It appears, Vernon-
Smith, that rou were gathering all tha boys who had ‘been
over to Higheliffe, for some celebration oy other.” :

“ Yes, sir—a feed in the Rag.” -

“ And so you missed the half-dozen boys who have shice
confesszed i'° -

ik YE‘S, Sil‘.“

" Did you miss any others !'* i

The Bounder was silent. It was a direct question, and he
could only reply te it by stating his belief that Sincop had
been amon & missing juniors. - Bnoop’s face was like chalk
now, and ﬁa_tnrﬂcd his eyes nlmost beseechingly upon -the
Bounder. There was a long and painful silence, A pin might
have been heard to drop in the Form-room.

* Come, Smith,” said Mr. Quelch, Jbreaking the silence
“1 see that you have something to say. This matter must
be cleared up, and you can help us to clear it up. I caw sea
quite easily that you did miss someona else.”

“ Bpeak, Vernon-B8mith,” said the Head.

The Bounder reddened.

** I—I had an idea that another chap was out, siv,’* ha sand.
* But he explained to me that he—that he hadn’t been cut,"
“* Who was it A membor of this form, of course 't

“ Yes, sir."”

“ His name 7"

The Bounder did not roply.

“ Tt was not Wharton 7°

“ Wa, sir”

“ Then who was it ?"

Silence again. The Bounder set his lipa -
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# 1 command you to give me the name, Vernon-Smith."”
said the Head. * The io;r cun explain for himself, The
name, please 3™ :

“ T can't, sir,” said the Bounder desperately. **T can't
ancak about the chap, sie”’ sie

“ That 'is not a raply to make to your headmaster, Smith.
said Dr. Locke severely.. * This is too serious a matter for
considerations of that kind, I demand to know the name of
the boy who was absent, since he has not the mainliness to
como forward and speak himself.™

The Bounder's faco was like iron now. He did not mean to
speak : seripus as he knew the consequances would be if he

id not. . =

ih-. Mobbs snecred bitterly.  The silenca was  growing

sinful. ‘Mr. Mobbs had not the slightest dowlt that Vernon-
ith was shielding Wharton, and he mtended to push the
matter to the very ond. ] i) :

Wt is perfectly ¢lear,” he =aid, “* that it was Wharton
whom Vernon-Smith knew o be absent, along with the
others.”’ N )

“ It was not Wharton, sir,”" said Vernon-Smith,

“ T supposc this matter 33 not to ond here, Dr. Locke, on
account of the obstinacy of ooe boy who refuses to obey his
headmaster's commands ?'' said Me. Mobbs, with a sneer.

“ No,” said Dr. Locke. * Vernon-Smith; if you decline
to give the name, after I have ordered you to do so, 1 shall
punish you mast soverely.” L

T can’t help it, sir. I'm not s sneak ! 5

There was a murmur of approvul from the Remove, but it
waa instantly silenced by the angry glance the Head cast over
the Form. ‘
 “ Will you kindly give me a cane, Mr. Quelen?
hero, Smith !" _ ‘

The Rounder came out before the Form  His havd faca
was set in obstinate lines now. ‘'The deep frown on D
Locko’s face showed how angry he was. His orders had been
disregarded, and in the detestable presence of Mr, Mobbs,
L'nless the Bounder gave the required information, there was
a bad time before him; and he knew it. But he did not mean
to speak. Al the hard obstinacy in his nature was roused
now, and nothing would have drawn a word from his lips that
he did not choose ¥o utter. It was mors thau a point of
honour with lum now.

“ Now, Vernon-8mith,” said the Head. vory guietly and
very distinctly, * you know the name of the boy who was
absent, and who has not confessed.  The fact that he has not
confeszod 13 a2 proofl, to my mind, that he is the guiley party.
Hehas disgraced the achool by his conduct.  His punishment
is a debt we owe to My, Mobbs, who has been assaulted. It
js necessary for you to give the mune. You understand that.
I command you to give it!” :

The Bounder's lips tightened, and he did not speak

“Will you ansgwer me, Smith?”’

T haven't anvthing to say, ziv’

“Then hold out vour hand,” saul the Head greastly
ircensci. .

The Bounder quietly held out his hand, The cano came
down with & loud swish, and a spasm of pain crossed the
Bounder's hard face. But not a sound passed his lips.

“ Now, Smith—" i

* I have nothing to sar, sn."

& The other band ! exclauned the Head.

Bwish ! .

The boys held their breath. The Head was angrier than
they had ever scen him before: and he wa< caning Vernon-
Smith with a severity that was most anusnal with him. The
Bounder's face had gone guaite whira,

Harry Wharton's eves went restlessly over the Removites,
Whe was the fellow who hadn't awned up? Why didn't he
come forward mow and save the Bounder from that bittes
punishment? Who was the ead !

His eves rested on Snoop's sickly, scarad fuce, and a sudden
suspicion shot through his mind, Snoop !

dnmp met his eves, and Bushed scarler, and then went pale
again. His eyes dropped ; be did ot speak,

Wharton was certiin now,  Buar he waz helplessz.  Snoop's
name was the name that the Bounder refused to give. At
Snoop was the last fellow in the Form to own up to zave
another from pumshment,  And Wharton was helpless.

The Head was speaking again,

* ¥Vernon-Smith, will you give me the name 3™

“ I cannot, sir.””

Dr. Locke laid the cane upen the del

“ 1 will not punish vou further. Vernon-Smath! But von
muzt understand that a boy in this achool eannat disebey myv

Come

orders.  Wou will give me the name. or T shall expel vou from
Groviriare,
Tha There was a

Bounder's Ii|%s twitched for a2 moment.
breathless hush.  Sneop was trembling ; he felr  that
Nounder wonld speak now,
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But the Bounder did not speak.

Hia face hardened, and his eyes
. Head with recklezs hardihood; and
a3 he answered :

* YVery well, sir. You know best.™

The Head pointed to the Forim-room ¢lock.

“ I will give vou fAve minutes to think it over, Vernon-

leamed. He faced the
iz volce was quite Brm

.Smit&}. If bv that time you have not given mo the name, you
may #o and pack your box. You will leave by next
train.

“ YVary pood, sir” .

“ Bravo, Smith!"” came a voice from the back of the

Form.

v Hilenee !’ exclaimed the Head angrily.

There was a tense silence. The minutes- ticked away.
eyes were upon ¥ernon-Smith.

The Bounder might have been a figure of bronze, for all the-
sichi of emotion that he gave.  He had made up lis mind.
and he was not to be beaten. BMr. Quelch's face was deepl:
distressed. It was impossible not to admire the grim pluck
of the junior, who was facing so much rather than vield on
what he considered a pomnt of honour.

The silence was broken by the openn
door.  Bob Cherry looked i, The
anﬁ‘:[_-ilv.

Cherry, T ordered you to remain in my study !"
‘Yes, sir,” said Bob meckly, “The telephone bell's
ringing, si, I came to tell you.™

 Oh, very well !V

The Head left the Form-room.
the telephone bell was buszing incessantly,
a gesture to the juniors waiting there.

“ You may zo to the Form-room."

* ¥Yes, sir.”

They left the study.  Dr. Locks took up the receiver.

. Yes, yes—this is Groyfriars—Dr. Locko is speaking—that
i3 Higheliffe | What s it?"

¢ juniors heard the words a: the door closed. Then
thev went on to the Form-room, and joined the rest of the
Remove there.

All

of the Form-room
cad Jooked round

He hurried te his study;
Dy, Locke made

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Mobbs is Not Quite Satiszfled!

HERE was a grim silence in the Remove-room.
Bob Cherry and the rest, when they came in, had
learned in & few whispers what was passing.
Then there was silence.

The Bounder stood ﬁuim quietly and calmly, with an almost
onxproasionless face, Mr, Egut-k:h restlessly turped over papers
in hia desk. He was deeply annoved and distressed.

Mr. Mobbs was smiling. He had kttle doubt that the
Bounder, under the threat of expulsion, would give the name
—and that the nome would be Harry Wharton. But however
the matter turned out, Mr. Mobbs felt that he was having
quite o goad time. He was causing trouble and worry to
evorvbody concerned, and that was very gratifying to his
amigble natore.

The five minutes had passed. Dut the Head had not ye!
returned to the Remove Form-room. The telephone wax
detaining him.

“Yeornon-Smith,"” satd dMr. Queleh, breaking the oppres-
sive stlence at lasi, ** I trust that yon will act sepsmibly, amd
speak. You must koow that it is yvour duly to obey your
headmaster, above sll other considerations.”

“1 ran’t sneak ebout another chap, =ir."’

“ Good old Smithy ! murmured Bob Cherry. And Bol's
remark went unrebuked. Mr. Quelch turned to the papers
in his desk again.

The Remove waited in breathless anxiety for the Mead's
return. It seemed hours before he came back, but it was
really only a few minutes. The Form-room door opencd ag
Inst, and the Head came in,

“ Vernon-Smith "

“Yes, siri”

“ You may go back to your place”

# [—I—"" the Bounder stanunered in srmazement.

** Thiz matter can pow be settled without vour assistance,
I zhall forgive your refusal to answer iy question, a: [
vuderstand that it was a point of honour—a mistaken sense
of honour towards vour Form-fellows., Az I can do withoy!
vour aid now, T shall not reguire you to speak., You cun
therefure o back to vour place.”

The Bounder drew a decp breath, He was almost giddy
for the momaont.

“Thank you, sir!”™ he spid, in g low voice. " I—I hops
vou won't think I meant any disrespect by not answering,
sir? I dudn’t wean that, Only-—="

1T quite understand, Bmith, and I pardon you, because I
no longer eequire vou to speal.'”
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“Thank you, .sir?

And the ‘Bounder went back fo his place in the Bemove,
his heart much lighter. Theré was & murmur as he rejoin
his comrades—a murmur of applause and relief. But one of
the Removites was looking sick with fear. It was Sidney
Janies Snoop. What did the Head mean? What had been
discoverad now? That was the question Snoop was asking
bimself, with guawing apprehension, B

“I have just received a telephone message from High-
clifie,” said the Head quietly. * Dr. Voyscy tells me b
the inguiries that have been made have been successful,
gpd that the carter who passed in the lane last night has
been found, It appears that he gave a 1ift in his cart to a
boy ywhe overtook him in the lane, gnd the boy left him close
by the gates of Greyfriars.”’ _

“On murqmrody the Remtove.

! Bt i3 certain, therefore, that this boy was the one who
laid in wait for Mr. Mobbs at the end of the footpath, and
the lift in the carf sccounts for the fact that, although
furthest from Greyfriars, he may have been back before all

others,” said the Tlead.
. Mobbs’s eyes glittered ot Hlarry Wharton, He Jid not
think of loockimg at gn{mp.

. Snoop- was holding on to his desk now, to keep himself
from falling down. Hiz head was swimming. igre was
still & faint hope—a hope that the earter -might not. recognise
kimm—but tha hope was very faing.

“The man is coming to Greyiriars, to identify the boy if
he belongs to this school,” ﬂﬂﬂ.iaim._ml‘f the Head. **He may
be here ARy MOMEnt HOw. Hig arrival will settle the matter
definitely.!

I have not the slightest doubt,” said Mr, Mobbs, “that
{1;: -!’-}'111 recognise Whartdn as the boy to whom he gave a
R 11357
“That remains to be seen,” said the Head.

There was a shuffling of- feet in the paszsage.
opened the Forme-room door.

“There i3 a person, sir—"" he began.

* Bhow him in immediately, Trottey I

** Wossir™

A big, burly earter came in, with a whip under his arm,
v held his cap in his hand, and he ducked his head con-
faedly to the doctor.

*“ Which 1 been arskdd to come *ere, sir,”* he said, %1
boen told—"

* Procisely,” said the Ilead. * You are wanted fo identify
the boy who was given a it in your cart last evening in
Friardale Road.”

“I—1 den't want to get nobody into trouble,” said the
carter hesitatingly.

It iz mot n_question of that, Your evidence will be the
means af ﬂinarlngi' a boy from suspicion, as well as of detect-
Anz a guilty one.™”

“ Very well, sie,”

“Will you kindly loock at every boy here, and tell me
whether l}-uu recognise among them the boy to whom you
gave a lift last niﬁht B

. Buttingly, sir.

The man came towards the asseinbled Removites, and his
eves searched: over them in turn.

Harry Wharton met his glance &uieﬂr. But the carter’s
éves did not rest upon him, and Mr. Mobbs felt & pang of
disappointment,

** That's the young gentleman, sir.”

‘The carter was pomting a stubby forefinger at Snoop.

There was a genoral exclamation ;

" Bnoop I

Snoop groaned.

X El'lﬂme out before the Form, Snoop !" said the Head very
fperetiy.

Rnoop staggered rather than walked forward.

“ You are sure, my man?"” asked the Head,

* Quito sure, sir.’

“ Thank you very much "'

' And the carter, touching his [orelock, lumbered out of the
F orm-roorm.

The Head fixed his cyes uﬁnn Snoop. The ead of the
Trmove was gaspang for breath.

" [—I—I—— It was an accident, sir,” he stuttered. T
-=T didn't know there was & stone in the snow., I—J—I——
And my head was cut by a stone in a snowball at High-
cliffe, and—and—" '

“*That is enough, Snoop! Mr. Mobbs, I trust vou are
satished.  You will see th‘.isrlimy given o sovers ﬂcrgginé befora
vou leave Greyfriars,” '

Mr. Mobbs did not look satisfied. He had hoped that it
would prove to be Harry Wharton, But he jerked his head
uigracious!y.

“1 am satisfied,” he growled,

o to my study, Bonoop, and walt for me theve. Throtter,
Liadly tell Gosling he iz required in iy study.” The Head
tank uwp the cane. “ There are six boys here to be punished
for snowballing Mr. Mobbs, Come forward "
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The hali-dozen Bemovites came forward quietly, but they
were grunting emphatically as they retired again, and twist-
ing in.a most uncomiortable mammer. Then the Head left
the Form-room with Mr. Mobhs, .

%" Bo it was Snoop ™" said Harry Wharton. ** You knew it
was Bnoop, Smithy 1"

_"I knaw,” said the Bounder quietly. “I couldn’t give
him away. But—but I'm jolly glad it’s come out. I dida't
want to be sacked.”

Mr. Quelch made s sign of dismissal, and the Removites
left the Form-reom, ' Krom the Head's study could bo. heard
sounds of anguish. Snoop was answering for his sins.

There was & smile upon Mr. Mobbs's face as he eme
from the study. The juniors looked daggoers at him as he
came by, and & groan of disgust followed him across the
Close. But nothiog else followed him, though the snow was
very handy. There were no more snowballs for Mr. Mobbs,
The Greyiriars Remove were fed up with him.

For the rest of that day Bidney James S8noop betrayed =
strong and in‘surmuuntabﬂf; cbjection to eitting down. [lis
punishmeént had been very severe—severo enough even to
satisfy Mr. Mobbs. But he received no sympathy from the
temove. And althﬂugéi the Remove were very keen to get
to closo quartera with Pensonby & Co., whom théy regs ded
s tho cause of all the trouble, they did nct think of reiding
Highcliffe again, It was good fun, but it was possible to
bhave too much of & good thing,
THE ENTN.

(Another grand, mnﬁ aImpiata tofe of Harry
Wharton & Co. newt Monday, entitied " BUNTER’S
BLACK CRHUM,"” by Frank Richards. Don't Torget'lo
order your aopy fn adyvonco.)

YARNS TO TELL. ||

A CLEAN SWEEP ;

“T watit & pound of shilling tea-dust, please,” eaid ‘the
small girl to the shop-assistant of the modest groeery stéres
at which her mother had deslt for years, and had always
-:lﬁu:iured. that the best tes-dust she cver tasted came from
there.

“ Very sorry, missic, but T can't oblize you. Can you
come back in an hour's time 1" asked the young assistant.

“ Mother wants it at once. She can't wait, for she's got
company,” said the child.

H n tell your mother she can’t ’ave it now, for we
‘aven't swept the shop out yet !

“ T think we mct at this restavrant last winter. Your
overcoat is very familinr to me."””
“But I didan't have it then."

“ No; but 1 did!”

. FORGOTTEN SOMETHING.

The Territorials were in camp for the first night, and were
preparing to turn in after a day’s heavy labour. Naturally,
th;;- showed all the helplessness of noviees,
 They were instructed how to lie down and roll themselves
in their blankets, and generally make themselves comiortable.

An officer was appointed to see that each company was
riﬁ:};t. As the officer was strolling back from the tents of
“B" Company, ha waa accosted & civilien. The latter
haed been at-zm&iﬂg by and watching events with nuch
amusenient. !
!f‘ I !ﬁy,” he cried to tho officer, * you've forgotten somes
Lavix

* What's that?’ was the .reply.

“ You haven't kissed them good-night!™

WHO WAS THE CULPRIT?

The teacher was very esmnest, and the subject he chese
was about the terrible outcome of laziness and idleness.

With' due solemmity, as befitted the occasion, ke drew a
terrible picture of the habitual loafer, the man who dislikes
waork, and who cadges for all gots.

“ Now, Charlic,” said the teacher to a little who had
been locking out of the window instesd of attending closely
to the lesson.

Charlie was instantly on the slert.

. Y Tell me,” continued the master, " who i3 the miserablo
individual who gets clothes, food, and lodging, and yot does
nothing in returnt”

Charlie’s fuce brightened,

1 know, sir! The baby ['*

23
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READ THIS

FIRST.

Ferrers Lord, the lamous multi-millionsire, is surrounded in his magnificent London residence by his Friends Ching-Lung, Barry O'Roonay,

Gan-Wags, tbe Eskimo, and Frout & Co.—ibe stalwarts of the millicnaire’s famons snbmarine, the Lord of the Deep.
bere iz & rumour afoat that Ferrers Lord i3 about fo siart upon one of his grest expeditions egain,
devoting all his atiention {0 a curiously carved parwhal’s tusk which he bas picked
to be hollow, aod to contain some gold coln: and a small wad o! parchment, which bears a stra

floaling island inhabited by strange monsters which Ferrers Lord determines to

myslerious
phantom island “* M
suddenly paits, and there, not a leagne away, appears M
Ehlhitm back lak alli
ia a gnd them Barry creates & diversion by fallin
Ji n. the By ¥ ¥ E
thay have never seen
bels has been blown in M

descends, Suddenly his e{:ﬂﬂc lamp Hashes ferice.

parrot, iz found aki k bush, and when Prout Eﬂaa el ttnun“:l’ha;ﬂ initu:Es i bi“d'

iz found croaking over 2 huge bush, apd w rout advances to catch bis pet, be stumbles over the body ol '

en before. The caslawey-is lound to be alive, and is taken aboard the submarine. The ad?mﬂhuﬁ e
teria, and Fecrers Lord announces bis intention of exploring the botlom of the pit.

Alter a period of insction
| Meentime, the millionairs hinngelf iz
up ip &n East End curio-dealer’s shop, The tusk proved
& message fromn the sea, This tells of a

in eearch of. Thorston immediately christens the

yatéris ' in advanca. All hends board the Lord of the Deep, and as they are steaming along one day a back of tog shead

ferin—Llhe weird island. Eesfors suns i i
(oo here, niks lemene saute aypens s ka&w 58 next morping & move is made to explote

ith little sign of life. They catch & glimpse of & terrilying monstar whish
Bhortly atter this adveniure,

then find that & great
A cradle is fixed, and tha millionmirs

(Now continua thiz splendid story.)

Cookey is Upset—and so is Prout!

“Hallo! He's soon had enowgh,” said Ching-Lung.
“ Hoist away I*' \ .

At last the cradle eame to the surface, and, grasping the
engincer’s strong hand, Ferrers Lord sprang out.

“We must have zome lights down there, Honowr.” he
said. “*This is not encugh. ~ If the tunnel bas not gone., we
can take them in that way.”

““Ind you see anvthing #' asked Rupert.

“ Nothing at all, but I have fully made up my mind to see
something. - As soon as we get the lights, I intend to moke
an excursion in force.'

He walked along the edge of the fissure. The crack varied
from five feet 1n width to as many inches, and waz almost
two hundred feet in length.

“It may hold for weeks" said Terrers Lord., Y Irive
some pegs in, so that we can tell how it iz going. There are
some hours of daylight left, We'll land zome of the paphihs
lights, and be ready for the grand atteck at dawn. I shall
need fifty men, Prout! Draw lots for them !

Little else could be done, so thev refurncd to the ship,
their apecedy arrival r.':uuﬁing SN0 ':ilII‘E'I-I"iH‘. Honour worked
hard, and before twilight came eight of the powerful lamps
had been put ashore and dragged and careied to within a
few hundred yoards of the tunnel., The drawing of lots took
place on deck. Those who drew a winning slip of paper out
of the pail held by Gan-Waga cheered, and those who drow
blanks either sighed mourntully, or else bore their itlloek
without o murmur.
 Prout, Maddoelk. Joo, and O'Rooney took pood eare nok to
tempt fortune, for, as non-commissioned oflicers, they looked
upon themselves as exompt from the ordeal.  Herer Schwarts
was one of the losers, and when he opened the paper and
found nothing upon it. he cleached his fists and danced.

“By hokey,"” said Pront zocthingly, ““don’t take on so,
Dutehy ! It's the fortune of war, d've see? Try and forgek
the tecrible disappeintment, and  stay at Come  makin'
custardes ! Make a foew bucketfuls, by holiev, and when [
come back I'll sluice "em over you! Whe nott I'll <o it
Just to please vou, 'cos 1 koow vou likes i [

HE Magwer Lipnanv.—No, 3

“if they expected a visit from

Schwartz had had his fill both of custerd and of Mr.
Thomas Prout. Putting down his head, be hurled himself
at_the steersman, and stored o bullseve,

When the grinning spectators raised Prout to his feet, he
uttll:-::red 8 hollow moan, and pressed his hand over his watch.
chain,

" Why do vou laugh so loudly, Thomas$" grinned Ching.
Lung. *Tell us the joke” # *

But the steorsman answerced never a word, for a winded
man was he, as Longfellow might have zaid, but didn't.

An Advance in Force—Water Stops the Way—Barry

_ Sees Things!

Fifty well-armed and perfectiv-drilled men saluted Ferrers
Lord as he leapt ashore. They looked us neat and spruce as

* Forrm fours! Forrw fours !

- ovalty,
As yveg woere ! e
march ' eried Barry O'Rooney in a breath, Wale
The swung awar over the crackling Jeaves of the sub-
maring plants,  In addition to rifles, bavonets, and revolvors,
they each carried three davs’ rations and an clectric lamp.
some of them followed in the rear with the eanvas boat, for
k CLFers Lord expeeted the cavern to contain o shallow luke,
LUt sames to me. Tommy,'” said Barry. glancing back.
“that we mane ut this Hime. Phwat a lovely soight ut is to
see thim all walkin' wid the same leg at once. Tt takos moe
baek to the days whin (4 was a bould. brave volunteer in
the Ballvbunion Bluebattles. Ut was u blue uniforrm, xez
understhand, wid brass buttons, Me Uncle Dennis was
colone] of the rig'mint, and (4 was captain.” '
“You was captain, souse me !l exelaimed Maddock,
“Of the school cricker ¢leven he means, br hokey,” said
Prout. ** What was yvour havernge—a big round 02"
“Yez moight think Oi wae tellin® loies, bedad "™ said
Barry, tn a hurt tone of voice,
_ “Think i, by hokey !™ roared Prout.
it—we knows ! TAlL vou lubbors—"glt 1"
In a mement rifles were stocked, and the Licavy metal
drums were being hurricd forward., One by one, and two
by two, the mon serambled iuto the tunnsl. * The big lampa

“We don't think
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vore fitked with wheels, and they were steadied down the
dark incline by means of ropes. Bundles of faggots and
torches were thon passed down.

“ Line up ! thundered Prout. “Lamps!"

Nearly sixty powerful electric lamps poured their powerful
beams into the darkness of Mysteria’s great cavern. Then
the naphtha lamps hissed inte flame. T eg' gave a dazzling,
white light, and flung their rays far and wide, and were
capable of burning . for eight hours without being refilled.
Honour had brought zeveral barrels of naphtha with him.

W e'll camp here, close to the entrance,” said Ferrers
Lord. ' By the way, some of these dry weeds ought to burn
fiirly well. Tell off a few men to cut some, Rupert. I shall
ldave you in charge of the eamp for the first time, old boy,
Francs will fix up the wireless telegraph, and th&nd‘;ﬂu can
keep in_communication with us and with the Lord of the

eep. Do you object 1"

““Not o bit,” answered Rupert.  “I haven't the least
objection in the world to being made a martyr. You had
better leave Joo as my second-in-comimand.”

Joe lifted his boot and kicked at nothing in particular, but
the action showed that he was anything but grateful for the
honour conferred on hum. A fire was soon crackling merrily,

and pouring out smolke. : :
“Don't to sleep, Ru, or vou wmay rue b’ said the
prince. Y There are some funny things knocking about down

thiz coal-mine, and if you're swallowed by one of lom, you'll
only have yourself to blame.”

Thurston, Joe, and ten men remained to guard the way
of retreat. The others formed up in one eingle line.

Y Advance quietly,” said Ferrers Lord.  *“* Now for the
mystery of the living pillars. Kecp in touch with each
other there, and look out for pitfalls. Draw a lamp on
cach flank.”

They moved away, the four big lamps flaring and roaring
es they bumped over the uneven ground.

**Hale !

Ferrers Lord could see the pillars that had once terrified
them. They looled still emugh now,

" Throw the light this way " he shouted.

The marvellous pillars awoke from their slumbers as the
glare fell upon them. There was a ¢ry of wonder from the

men. Bnakes of fire writhed and spun on the columns, and

by the

n hiasin;i sonmd a!:m,-.tt drowned the noise made t
la Ferrers Lord advenced, and steod gazing

naphtha-lamps,
upwards.

] i Eeﬂp-am worms, and pothing else!™ he said, with a
augn,

“ Troth, phwat a place to come for bait whin yez are goin'
fishin' " said Barry O'Rooney,

it wns o terrifying sight, and yet marvellously beautiful.
The creatures, born in the gloomy depths of the cocean, were
their own lamps.  As they thrust out their hery tentacles,
and writhed them to and fro, the spectacle was magnificent.

“Tho millionaire ordered the lamps to be switched off.
The pillars, wrapped in coloured flama, seemed to reel and
iotter. Cheer after cheer broke from the men,

“8Bplendid ! said Hal Honour, whose enthusiasm com-
pelled him to epeak. ** Magnificent indeed [

“M'yes. That's worth coming a long way to see' gaid
Ching-Lung. *'It's a sort of fireworks-while-you-wait busi-
negs. I'm not surprised we cleared out in a bit of & hurry
the other day, Lord. When you tumble up against a thing
Lke that unexpeetedly, vou can’t be blamed for leaving the
premizes,  Neotice how they wriggle, Tommy? Is your hair
standing on end yet?

It was soon over, for the creatures rapidly exhausted them-
selves. The bright sucs grew dimmer and dirmmer, until
finally they faded rut. Ferrers Lord drew a hunting-knife,
cnd cut & dozen of them from their nuld for future examina.
tion angd prescrvacion mn spirif.

0 1f that were che only sight Mysteria had to offer us,” he
faid, '*1 should not consider it a wasted journey., Hal I
would give years of my lifle to own & wvessel that could
descend to such depths. The Lord of the Deop is wonderful,
Lt I am far from satished. We must put our heads to-
gether, and think of sommething great.”
" Humph " grumted the engineer.
gible.™ :

“ Except Ching-Lung. You ought to put that in,” laughed
the millionaire. * Forward !"

Lamps flashed out again, and the wheeals of the naphtha-
dirams rattled and ereaked through the silence,

“ We're going down,"” said Ching-Lung. * I've found it,
r= usual.”

iie was ankle-deen In water., T§ extended as far as the
lamps could throw their light.

“ Halt, there!” cried Ferrérs Lord, *' Give me a pole.”

He went splashing onwards, thrusting the pole before
i 1. At every step he sank deeper.

“ C'urious,” he suid, as he came bacl. ** The place below
the hole we blasted out must be an island, unloss thore is
hixier ground alenz to the right,”
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“ Az T haver’t come across a pulde-book describing the
locality,” said Ching-Lung, ** I think the only way of finding
out 15 10 go and sec. What's Barry, of Ballybunion, wast-
ing electricity for? That beautiful, carroty, golden head of
hiz ought to give encugh light for the cccasion.™

“ Heo *ad 'is 'air eut yesterday, souse me!” oxclaimed Mud-
dock, causing a chuckle. * That’s why, sir,”

“Pity he didn't 'ave his throat cut-at the same time, by
holiey 1" said the mighty voide of Prout.

Barry uttered a deep sob. They were getting most unkind
to the genial and gallant hoy from Bﬁllj'guniﬂn.

* Never mind, sweetheart! It's only their jéalousy,” said
Ching-Lung. * They're rude osnd coarses Cheer up, and
Pl you & bun at the next shop we come to. Yl{:lu. tell
your Unele Dennis about it. Don’t ery, little boy !'*

“ Whisht ! said Barry, **0i can't hilp ut, sor; and Of
can't tell yez whoy Oi croy. But yez'll all know prisently.”

“*To the right! Forward ! said Ferrers Lord.

They moved along the edge of the water. The truth was
saon known, and the word passed:

(17 Rﬂﬂ-\k I"‘:I‘

Ferrers Lord, Ching-Lung, and Hal Honour went to
examine it.

“That's a settler to our little plan, chops,” said Ching-
Lung. *““The place you saw is an island. What's the pro-
gramme "'

“We have the boat.”

“ But what about the lights?
not going in the dark.™

A canvas boat was a frail craft in which to explore these
unknown, gloom-covered waters.

“ Rafts for the lamps,” said Hal.Honour,

Thizs constant succeszion of delays was irvitating, bub it
was unavoidable. They turned back to the camp. The
engineer called Joe at once, seized 2o saw, and scrambled
through the tunnel. At a glance he saw that zome of the
hollow weeds were remarkably buoyant. IHe signalled to
the Lord of the Deep for rope. Within an hour it was
brought.

The task of cutting and trimming the hollow stems, and
taking them down fo the water, kept all hands busy., Two
rafts were quickly built, and a naphtha-lamp wis fastened to
cnch. They floated well,

WWe’ll lunch beforo we make a start,”” said Fervers Lord.

“ Glory be for that blissed worrd!" remarked Barry
O’Rooney.  * For, bedad, Oi'm starvin’ intoirely I
It was a merry lunch for such dismal surroundings. When
it was over they highted their pipes.

** Bix or soven will be a2 fair load for the boat with these
rafts in tow, Lord,"” said Thursten.

" Beven will be ample.”

“Y¥ou'll take the usual crowd, I supposet™

“OF course. ~They understaud each other so well. Do vou
intend to go with us, Hal?"

“No. I am going up there,’”” said the engineer, “to look
at the fssure.”

Prout, Berry, Maddock, and Joe needed no telling. The
moment they saw Ching-Lung rise to his feet they were
ready and waiting. At that moment a voice was heard, and
its uceents were practically drowned in a burst of laughter,
as it plaintively 1nquired:

“Where my Chingy? I comeded after all, Chingy. Too
bad 'nough io stopses. heres you ares, Chingy

“ Ye cods and little tadpolest!” said Ching-Lung, “It's the
candle-factory! He has arrived!  Where's my wagtail,
hunk ¥ Where's my bountiful blubber-biter? Come hither
you poor, thin shadow ! Did they give you the push? Say,
what made you shift? Weren't they kind to you "

Gan-‘.’\"aﬁa grinned all over his expansive face,

: “floo, hoo, heowco-ce!” he laughed. “'It was de bad
nough ole Cooks, Chingy. Ole Cooks hab de 'gestions once
more, and him makes anothers butterfuls janme-nomette, I
~-hoo, ho, hoo =1 watches hims through de hole-keys ob da
doors. Ha, haa, ha-a-aa! And when he goeses outs, I—he,
hee, hec-e-ce!—I cates de butterfuls jam-nomette, Chingy,
Den I hides, and he lookings fo’ me wid revolvers! 0
IIGD,Hhﬂﬂ-!'J{?iD-GD-Wh gl : g

“How did you get away, you abominable thisf #** a:k
the amused prince. * Chuck giggling, and talk 1" e
_ Gan-Waga, who was scaked to the sﬁ(in, winked one know-
ing eve.

M1 waits fo' him wid a butterfuls mops, Chingy. T gives
him one smack on de wrists, and overhoards goes de
revolvers, Dena I gives himas butterfuls smacks on de top-
knots—hee hee, hee-e-ee l—and I goes overboards, And ]Im
vells * A-r-rrr-r! and 1 laughs. Oh, how I langhs! It
wes alls gladsomefuls, Chingy !

“It sounds thereabouts,” said Ching-Lung. " What aro

25
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you going to do now? We're going afioat in a boat, silly
goat! Will you stay here with Ruperto?”

“ Like botterer goes wid yo', Chingy,”" said Gan-Waga.

“ All sercne! ﬁu'ﬂ do for ballast. If we get upset, and
the alimy Chonkabooz with the blab-toes bGnds ws, T know
whon he'll go for—eh, Tommy "

Twenty men accompanied them down to the boat. Prout
and Maddock seized the oars. The reftz, with their flaming
lamps, were pushed -clear, and floated like a couple of
minizture lightships.

* Pull™

The oar: dipped into the water, and, with the two rafts in
tow, the boat left the shore,

“We'll pull your way, Harold "' called the millionaire.

Honour wav 12 lamp. The lights became fainter, and
faded away inte dull red smears.

“Rest on your oars a moment.,” said Ferrers TLord
“i Now, Ching! Try towards the lights. You can still sec
them."”

Ching-Luag heaved o sorrowful sigh as he prepared to fix
up hiz camera. MHe accanplished this, snd then set two
cork matz afloar. and then two more. Each carried a deli-
cate clockwork appartatus for finng a fashlight. Another
clockwork apparatus controlled the shutter of the camera,
and all were regulated to act at once. There was a dazzling
fash, and for an instant the roof and water looked as bright
a: day. Great luminous spots floated before their dazed
eTo8.

B"Mud, i can sar plum-pudden swimmin® about ' said

Arry.

The Underground Island—The Perilz of the Darkness—
Caying In!
“Yo' collars ones, denz. and I eats ’em,” gurgled Gan-
“-‘m:;fa. “1I likes plums-puddens; dey butterfuls 'nough.'
wy picked up the cork mats, and then pulled further out.
They had met with nothing to cause them the slightest alarm.
Dreadful as the writhing columns of fire appeared at first
sight, they had proved, npon examination, to as harmless
a8 guineapigs. To all appearance, they were as sufe here as
they would have becn boating on any English lake or Irish,
or cven safer, for no storms could arise here to endanger theiy
little canvas craft. Parhaps., after all, the cavern held
nothing terrifving. Perhaps the roar Ching-Lung and the
millionaire had heard had been only caused hy the wind
hooting through some opening of the great cavern. But
the footprint they had seen was new and fresh. ‘That, at
least, wus evidence that could not be explained away. It
was evidence that could not be refuted.
“I wonder if the fresh air, or too much of it, has
slaughtered all the ferocious monsters and bite-me-quicks 2"
said Ching-Lung. * Marbe it isn't feeding-time with 'em.

Thank “;:nnr lucky stars, comets, and constellations, if it
isn't, Waga of the Gan, for you're the iniey morsel they'd

pounce on ik extra double-gquick time.”

# The say-sarpint winked his wicked of,
*And." says he, ‘a {fat Iskimo Oi espoy.’
Thin he opened his jaws, which was six fut long——""

* And -afore you could * knife,’ by hokey” said Prout,
com utmg Barry's rhyme, ** that Eskimo was gono.”

‘* Har, har, har!™ gmiled Maddock

“The man, bedad, who cen make ‘long’ rheime wid
*gone',"” remarked the poet mthermgiiv, “ wants the thing
he calls a head knocked clane off his ugly shoulders. He's a
brataless spalpeen intoirely.”

1 agree with you, Darry,” said the prince.
poet, anyhow. There's the detter-hole by Jove ™

A stream of dull light streamed downwards and touched

water.

“ Pull towards ©.” said Ferrers Lord.

30 thet's where your island is—eh?" said Ching-Lung.
“1 shall be glad to land and rest my legs, for I'm not
enjoying it a Iittle bit. It's not at all interesting, except for
the ‘beautiful lighthouses we're dragging after us. They
;&TE:}‘ something like motor-cars, likewise. Arc they heavy,

n ™ .

“ Like lead, sir, souse me!"” answered the bo'sun,

* Then shift out, and let Barry have a go. 1'm sure he's

dring to do some work.”

“That's & big lpi i mane, O shall be most plazed.”
#aid Barry, with a eigh. “ Wait till i light my poip, and
thin O1 can see wher Oi'm goin'. Bedad, %}1 niver thoughr,
whin 0i lift Ballybunion, that Oi'd live to be & boatmen
down in & coalpit. Av my poor culd bloind grandmather,
who died afore Oi was borin, could see me now, her oies
would stharrt out of her head wid grief and sorrer.”

Y Oh, stow it, souse me, &nd get hold of this bit ¢* wood ™
taid the ho-sun. ,

Tur Macker Liszssay.—No. 311

“iHe's no

Each long, powerful shove, in spite of the dragging weight
of the rafts, made the light clearer and stronger. And then
Prout uttered a horrified yell, missed the water, and fell
back, his head striking Barry's knees. A wave rushed up
againat the boat, making it rock and dance. A enaky head
lowered above them, and they saw green eyes and two drip-
ping, distended jaws. A rifte cracked, but it made no
impresaign. The jaws snapped down on the hissing flame of
one of the naphthe Iamﬂ.

The next instant the boat was a sinking wreck, and they
were all in the wator.

Ching-Lung rose amid a smother of spray, with a booming,
hammering sound in his ears, a misty glare dancing before
his eyes, and & vague idea that he was in a bath highly
charged with electricity. Ilc dived again swiftly, realising
that a blow from the terrible thing that was beating the
water would break him in halves. When he came up once
more, he saw one of the naphtha lamps tossieg and dancing
like a Hghtship on a rough sea, caught the edge of the raft]
and rocked up and down.

* Boom-com-oom ! came a succession of retreating echocs,
A sallow, terrified fuce loowed above the crest of a wave a3
the prince, sec-sawed upwards, The face was belew himi,
but it was above the next moment. Gan-Waga was clinging
to the raft on the other side. Ching-Lung's feet struck the
bottons.

“ Hallo, Gan!” he yelled. * He's gone, hasn't he?"

INo matwer what kind of ereature it was, it had wade the
mistake of its lifetime. To attack a naphtha lamp in full
blaze with a hissing flame six feet high by eighteen inches
wide, and to attempt to bite its head off, showed a lack of
brain power of the most amazing description, The hissing
and booming grew [ainter, and the turmoil rapidly subsided.
Ching-Lunp stood up, twisted the raft round, and brought
Gan-Waga close up to himn,

“ Here, pull yourself together!” he cried encouragingly.
“ Where are the pthers?™ )
FT Nobk knows, Chingy, not knows,” papted the frightened

Sslinno.

© Btick where you ave, then. I'll be back souvn. Don't be
afraid, Wagtail—that Johnny's had' enough.”

Ching-Lung struck out, and got clear of the brilliant
glare. Presently he zaw the light streaming down from the
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roof. The light vevealed dark human figures. Ching-Lung
counted them in a trice. All were there safe on- the-low-
lying island,

" A-hov-oo-07 1" he bellowed. ** We're all right!” He
turned back, " Push it along, Gan,” he said cheerily, “It's
& good thing, I'm after the other,”

eir assailant had failed dismally in his assault upon their
lamaps. The second one was burning further out. Ching-
Lung reached it and forced it towards the shore. Frog-
ments of the canvas hoat were floating about.  As it became
shallow enough to walk, his foot struck something. He
ducked, and recovered hiz ¢amera. A second plunge secured
his. plate-hag. He was glad to regain his camera, not so
much for its value in pounds shillings and pence, t.l"mugh it
was & most expensive instrument, but because 1t was an old
friend and campaigner. The plates, too, unless they had been
broken, could have come to no harm, fur they were in light-
tight, sirtight, and watertight slides,

FCome on, bonfire!” he yelled to Gan-Waga. “I'm a
diver I"

Another scramble under water was rewarded by threo
rifles, and a fourth dive brought twoe more. Ching-Lung
placed his catehes on the raft. Gan-Wage piloted up the
other Jamp. Prout and Ferrers Lord dashed in to aid them.
By a miracle they had all escaped those terrible blows. Gan
dropped down prone, and lay panting. In the open daylight
he was ns brave as a tiger, but he hated gloom and darkness,
for in his savage childhood he had been taught that spirits
and demons inhabited the gloom, and such superstitions are
hard to shake off. And then the sun looked down through
the hole in the roof as it passed over Mysteria, warm and
I:rnght and cheerful.

“ We're jolly well cut of that, old man,” said Ching-Lung,
who hed not turned a hair. “It wes a handsome-looking
beast, eh 1"

“ Ut was the say-sarpint ! said Barry,

¢ And a mighty big 'un, bﬁehﬂkuy " added the steersman.

T had & good view of its head and neck,” said the million-
awre, "‘end a good chance of a shot, but T fear I missed. I
should put it down as a conker of enormous size.”

o And Ol wager ut singed ut's whiskers,”” said Barry,

Beded, ut was no minnow. Glory be that the ugly baste
at_llru-:k up instead of down, Ut eut us clane in hﬁvm As
Oi'm a livin® man, Oi eailed thirty feet through the air afore
Oi sthruck water.  And our boat, Tommy—phwat about ut 7"

In spite of the sun, it was ternibly cold. They succeeded in
getung one of the lamps hish snd dry, and gathered round
it. The lamp gave a splendid heat. They had lost their wire-
lces apparatus, and could not therefore tell Thurston of their
;u‘.::iruient, But there was Harold Honour, the man who never

iiled,

_ Without exploring it, they could not tell the extent of the
izland on which they had teken refuge. Their electric-lamps
wers under water, and the daylight that entered by the holo
covered only a comparatively emall area, The lamps were
u serions loss,

* If we only had a few portable lights,” said Ching-Lung,
* wo could le round and keep warm.'

“"Me allue warms nough, Chingy, but not likez places,”
said, Gan-Wuayga.

“Oh, I know you've warm enough! You ought to take
lodgings in a refrigerator.  You ean stand that abominable
salt, too, though it pickles us. Frog into it again, Gan the
"I"l'a'ql;Tuii, and duck about for thﬂae%umpaf’

“ Yo' nota wants nuffinsg, hunk "' protested the Eekimo,
** Mot likes hims; hims too blackfulness,"

“ Tl try,” said Ferrers Lord, stretching himself.

“'No, yo' nots,” said Gan-Waga. "I goes all rights, I
only jokings, Chingy !**
 Gan-Weaga was displaying magnificent pluck in again enter-
ing the water, and they ail knew it. He was desperately
afreid of the unknown creatures it held, but he plunged in
all the same, and shot up and down across the dark bottom,
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ﬁrn:r.mg it with his fingers. Ha failed at the frat attempt,
ul rescued two lamps in succession at the second and third
ventures,

“ Bouse me, Eskimo,” remarked Maddock, * you're not
such a chuckle-'eaded chump as you looks, at times.”

" Bedad, didn't Qi alwaya spake well of him " said Barry.
“Didn't 01 alwaye till f}'Ez he was wan o the roight soreg?
Brayvo, my fat son of a tallow.barrel. ILot's sce av
thing's busted 1"

Ono lamp was undamaged, and in a few moments Ferrers
Lord had put the other right. 1lal Honour, of course, eould
not have reached the summit of the hill yot, for he had to
travel much move slowly, and treble the distance of tho boat.
Gan-Waga, encouraged by the various compliments,
volunteered to try to recover the telegraphic apparatus; but
a9 there was little hope that such a delieate instrument had
not been rendered absolutely useless, the millionaire declined
tho gallant offer. )

They had their revolvera and kntves, five rifles, and several
rounds of ammunition, for Barry, luckily, had retained his
bandolior. Dragging the naphtha lamps atill further up, they
started across the island briskly.

“The water may end here, for all we know,'” snid Ching-
Lung, " 36 we'd better not toa far. It would be a case
of when an island isn't an island. My stars, how it must
have bumped I'

Heaps of splintered rock and rock-dust showed where the
reof had crashed in.

“The gap ia widening erceptibly,” said Ferrers Lord.
**1 can aee that, even at thia distance ™

“ What with millions of tons of rock looking round for a
chanee to flatten us to pulp, and hungry gentlemen, with
numbcrless tails and teeth searching about for a free lunch,”
said Ghmg-Lun(?, “ I don't feel any desperats inelination to
laugh any loud, long laughe. How do you feel about it,
Ezkimoaes 1™

“ Bad 'nough orfuls, Chingy.”

" You prefer butter and cangles, hunk? I den't blame you,
cither, Qoh-oo-er! What was that "

Some living thing uttered a hoarse bellow away in the
tlarkness,

“ He's got o cough, by hokey, and a bad 'un ' commented
the steersman, ﬁem’s more salt stuff, air.”

Again they had reached water. They struck away from it
at a tangent, anly to meet with it again.

* An island, undoubtedly, lade,” said Ferrers Lord—" an
island within an island.”

“ And—phew ! Ugh! Pah!—the daintiest emell Myatoria
the smelly one has yet dished up ! gasped Ching-Lung, hold-
ing his nose. *‘ Great tanyards and soap-factories! What
(R ITy

Their handa tightened upon their rifles. With s percing
shriek and a heavy beating of wings, a great shadowy thing
rushed away over their hoads into the darkness. A maes of
riant bones gleamed white in the rays of the lampa, but the
could not tell to what species of dead monster they belong
The atench was nauveeafing and intolerable. They beat s
quaick retreat. Bo even here theve were hideous scavengers
that glutted themselves on earrion; even here the air held
its winged vultures of the darkness.

“ Dis too awfulness, Chingy " wailed Gun-Wags shudder-
ingly., “Ooh! I so frighteneds, Chingy !

“ %o am I, kiddy I'" sard Uhing‘-Lung; “hut I'm not going
to show it—no, not much. I wish I'd taken a pot-shot at
that eparrow. Look out, there's something in front !

(Thie grand serial willf be continued next Monday.
Qrder sarly.)
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FOR NEXT MONDAY:

“BUNTER'S BLACK CHUMI"

By FRANK RICHARDSB,

In this, our next prand long complete tale of the famous
chums of Greyfrises, ioterest  centres  largely  round a
wonderful * darkey " footballer. who plavs for a professional
team in tho locality. This marvellous plaver iz it appears,
a great cham of Billsy Bunter. the fat Remove Form junior,
and Bunter makes very great capital out of the fuet.

When the Greviviars First Eleven is harvd pressed for a
“ top-notéh *' plaver, Bunter's black chum iz rememberod,
aned the fat jumior 15 foreed fo call in s and.

Tho arrival of the dusky champion at Greviriarzs, and his
departure under somewhat peculiar cirenmstances, causes the
whole schivel to remember for many o Tong day

“BUNTER'S BLACK CHUM!"

L

YOUR VERDICT!

By the time theso lines appear in print No. 2 of

Chuckles.” the great new halfpenny companion paper
that all my choms asked for. will be in oll the newsagents'
windows, and on all the bookstalla. FEvery one of my
}Iat‘;HET friends will have read it and formed an opinion on
it, and, I hope, have written to moe to tell me what that
opimion 18, That is what T want. I am determined to give

my chums
Exactly What They Want,

and if thew will only tell me straight out what that is the
:!‘{'Et‘- 18 easy. It 13 vour verdiet on our lateat new i
‘ Chuokles ** that will count with me! For the eest, T will
only say that No. 3 of = Chuckles." for brightness, fun, and
general nterest, iz

Better Than Ewver!l

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

Lilian Maartens and  friends, Holland T was  most
pleased to get your nice letter and %t Nicholas gifr, which
I accept with the gpreatest pleasure.

Tha stele and weatnesz of vonr letter does veur erediit. nmd
I am pleased to think that Tue Magxer Librory and ira
companion papers have helped vou to obrin such s 2plendid
knowledge of the English language. Regarding vour eequest
for the reformation of Vernon-Smith, sou will huve notiecd
that hia characker has improved sowewhat of lute: aned, in
any case, I think, on veflection. that vorr will sgreo that it is
best to allow the author to develop the chavacters of his own
creation in his own way., I will look forward to hearing
from me Duteh pirl readers again,

W. J. I, {(Leicester), —I think the matter can be arratgged,
bt the best thing vou can do is to consalt the local [nsurance
Commizsioners,

C. Dishop.—There i2 no spectal binding publizhed for ** The
Magnet "' Librarvy. Az the haek numbers vou want are ont
of print, rour only chance of cbtainme them s to persuade
gome fellow-reader to parr with Lie

A. L. (Belfast).--Many thanks [or vour letter, which T am
BOTTY lack of space preciudes me from publi<hineg.

Burnest H. {Leeds).—Wingate's first meeting with Mise
Rosie was narrated in No. 162, entitled * Wingate's Chum.”
“ Wingate's Follv " waa Wo. 200, which told of the school
captain’'s meeting with Misas Paula,

IHL—HOW TO ENTER A BANK,

By a Bank Manager.

Many misconceptions oxizt regarding the caveer of the
bank elerl:, Statements have appeared from time to time in
varus newspapers reprosenting him as a very long-suffering
individua!, tvrannously abused, in consequence of which ho
has been for many years a popular candidate for public
sympathy, These statements, while contuining a basis of
truth, ave often greatly exaggerated, and a large propor-
tion consgts merely of the grievances of habitual grumblers—
a ¢las=z by no meens conhned to banks. Their cluef coutention
—that the rate of pavment e totally inadequate to the
rospenzibility invelved—the writer wounld be the last to dis
pute: bot there exist corresponding advantages concerning
which these grumblers preserve a conspicucus silence,

So long as he vematns henest. the bank clevk’™s post 13 &
permanant one, The writer would emphasise this fack, The
permancney of hiz employment gives the bank clerk a feeling
of security which s denied to emplovees i most other wallis
of lifc. Al other clerical worl, with the exception of the
Civil Bervice, is characterised by precarious prospects and
uncertain tenare.

The bank clerk has alwavs with him the comfortalle con-
viction that he will never be turned ont of emplovment. He
runs ng risk of his servaces being dispensed with for thoae
nf a cheaper man, for the vate of payment i3 a fixed one.
From the time of hiz entry into the bank's service to the
time he leaves 11, his salary acernes antomatically to hm
name. He may be incapacitated for work through ilineas
for several months;: his salary will still be paid, and his post
kept open for him. He will find advancing years no draw-
back ; indeed, they will ba counted to his credit. Instead of
causing himn to be pushed to the wall by youngor men, his
lengtl: of service will alwayvs be in his favour, “ senjorite ™
being as much a fetish in banks as in the Civil SBervice.

Penslons for Long Service.

And when hie ean work no longer he will draw & pension.
Thiz & an important consideration: it practically adds a
certain sum vearly to a man's salary, a8 otherwise he would
be compolled to pul by so much per annum to provide for
s old age. There are still, of courze, some banks which
have no recogmised pension scheme, and by which the grant-
ing of a pension is considered an * act of gruce ™ but an
mstance whera long and faithful aervice was not rewarded
withh & pension is, I believe, abzolutely unknown.

A bank cleck may be poor all his life, but if e be honest
he will never starve, and he will never approach old age
with the fear of destitution before his eves. It is this cer-
tainty of cmplovment and remunerstion which is the chief
advantage of the bank clerk's careor: and with the ory of
“overcrowding ' ringing always in one’s care, where practi-
cally all emplovments are concerned, one must admit that
it is a consideration not fo be despized.

So that if & vouth malesz up his mind to remain in a2 bank,
ic 35 futile to develop inte a “ grouser ™ because his pay is
amall. He must content himszelf by looking on the hright
side of things, and make the most of the advantages he hae:
fairly light Liowrs, work that makes no exacting demands on
braip power, certainty of permanent employiment, a gond
gopial position, a slow Dbut eertatn improvement in ciream-
glances during bis career, and the practical certainty of a

penaon at the ond of it
_ﬂja. iL/' -
_-H_-—.-‘

(Anather Interesting
article next wobk.)
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