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““The Drudge of Scruby Hall” is the Title of “The Boys’ Realm’s™ New School Story. g
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The 1st Chapter.
Caught in the Snow!

Y Jove! It’s coming down!”
*“Sure, and ye're right, Dicky

"
B darling. And it's a fine half-holiday

we're having, intoirely.” :

** T guess we'd better be getting on to Cliveden,
kids.”’

Nevi'le, Flynn, and Poindexter, of the Fourth
Form at Cliveden College—known in the school
as the Combine—were standing under a tree some
three miles from the old school, looking with
glum faces at the thick, whirling flakes of snow
as they fell. ‘

It was Wednesday afternoon, a half-holiday
at Cliveden, and the thrte e¢hums had left the
school in high spirits, and spent a couple of hours
in strolling round the ancient market to of
Carbury. Just as they set out for the homeward
walk, the snow began to fall. The Cliveden
Combine eared little for a fall of snow, and they
turned up their trousers and their coat-collars,
and tramped on determinedly. But the snow
was coming down now, as Poindexter expressed
it, in sackfuls. Thicker and thicker it fell on the
unsheltered high road, whirling 'in heavy flakes
on the bitter wintry wind. And at last the three
chums had drawn into the shelter of a tree, and
there, shaking the snow from their coats and caps,
they debated what was best to be done,

Vghile in the market town, Poindexter, who had
& keen American eye to business, had improved
«the shining hour by making various purchases of
comestibles, which could be obtained at a much
cheaper rate in Carbury than in the village of
Clivedale, near the school. -The result was, that
cach of the juniors had a good-sized parcel to
carry, as well as having his pockets stuffed. They
set their packapes down as they halted under
the tree, glad to be relieved of them for a time.
Micky Flynn was slapping his chest vigorously
to keep himself warm, swinging his arms like
the sails of a windmill. Dick .Neville stamped
savagely on the ground.

** We’'d better be getting on,” said Poindexter.
“It’s a bit thick, I know, but T guess we can’t
do any good by staying here, and ow !
You utter ass ! 7

The back of Micky Flynn’s right hand caught
the American full on his rather prominent nose, as
Micky gave his arms another wide swing. Poin-
dexter staggered back, and clasped his damaged
nose. :

“* Bure and I wish ye wouldn’t get in the way,
Puntpusher ! 7 exclaimed Mickia Flynn indig-
nantly, Yé've hurt me nd - intoirely,

“*T'll hurt your fat head, I guesst” exclaimed
Poindexter,

_ But Dick Neville stepped between.

** Now, then, pax, you two asses!”” he ex-
claimed. * You can leave all that till we're
safe in the study at Cliveden.”

* He'’s nearly flattened my nose——"

*“ He's burt the back of my hand——"

h, shut up, b(’!&h of you! The question is,
6 1

2 xter rubbed his nose ruefully.

- Pve said that we'd better be getting on,” he
replied. “ It’s no good waiting here for the snow
to stop. It would be like the chap who
on the bank and waited for the river:

“ Bure and ye're right,
can’t walk three miles through this
you know.”

“ We-ean't stay here.” 5

“ Faith, but there’s another way. We
home by train if we can find our way to Fe
Station.” i s A

Poindexter looked thoughtful. To go home
by train would certainly be an improvement
upon tramping three miles through a . blindi
enowstorm. Fernedge Station lay on a lane

ed off from the high-road, but exactly where
the American chum did not know. s
“It’s a good idea,” said Neville instantly.
Lane turns off to the right here
somewhere. Let’s look for it.””

* Not thesort of weather to go wandering round
in looking for it,”” Poindexter remarked.

>

can go

A Grand Complete

“ Better than tramping three miles through this
snow.”

¢ Well, we'll see.”

The chums of Cliveden picked up their packages
once more and shouldered them, and tramped
on through the falling flakes.

The February wind blew hard and cold, and it
was in their faces, dashing the snowflakes upon
them as they tramped on. They bent their heads
to the wind, and kept on doggedly. The snow
was thick under their feet, and at every step
their boots sank deep into it. The going was
hard and slow, and it was borne“in upon their
minds that if they tried to finish the journey on
foot, it would be something like midnight before
they arrived at Cliveden.” X

* Hallo t T guess this is the place ! ™

Through the blinding flakes the chums made
out a turning to the right. But the discovery
benefited them little, for a second glance dis-
closed two turnings branching off in different
directions at the same spot from the high-road.
And as there was no sign of a guide-post, it was
a puzzle which turning to take. ©Omne of them
was doubtless Fernedge Lane, and wounld lead to
the station they desired to reach, while the other.
was pretty certain to take them milesout of their

way.

‘yI guess,” said Poindexter, after a good look
round, ‘‘ that we're in a fix. I wish we old
Panky with us now; he knows Fernedge Lane
well.”

Dick Neville grunted. It was useless to wish
for Pankhurst just then. Pankhurst and Price,
the Combine’s rivals in the Fourth Forin a¥-
Cliveden, had spent the half-holiday in Carbury,
and the Combine had encountered them in the
streets there, and exehanged volleys of more or
less polite chaff. After that they had lost sight
of the Old Firm, but at the present moment they

knowledge of the country.

““ Bure and ye might as well wish for a finger-
post, Puntpusher,” said Micky Fiynn, “or for
somebody to ask the way of.” 29

“ Hark ! exclaimed Poindexter, holding up
his hand. “ T'think I heard somébody.”

** Not likely, darlin £

‘* Shut up, while I Listen ! 7 ®

“ Faith, I tell ye it’s not likely that——""

 Quiet 1

““Yes, yes ; but, all the same——"

Poindexter seized Micky by the throat and ran
him against a tree. Taken by surprise, Micky
had no choice but to shut up. The sound of
voices came floating through the dimness of the
thick-falling snow.””

*“ I know we're on the track, Pricey 1 %

Poindexter gave a jump.

“ By Abraham Lincoln’s whiskers! it's old
Pankhurst ! **

. The 2nd Chapter,
A Surprise for the Old Firm—Pankhurst

Takes the Lead !
THE Combine stood quite still under the

big tree at the corner of the lane. They

were almost concealed by it, and the
two youths coming on down the lame did mog
observe them.

Two juniors' from Cliveden, buttoned up in
greatcoats, with mufflers, and with caps pulled
down tightly on their heads ! From under the
caps escaped a lock or two of flaming red hair,
showidg anyone who knew Cliveden at all that
the two juniors were Pankhurst and Price, self-
styled the Old Firm. !

The Combine remained silent, even Mic
came nearer. Pankhurst was still speaking.
.. I wonder if they turned this corner, Pricey

Fiynn keeping his mouth closed, as the Old Firm

ppena

“They'd be leaving the road to Cliveden,

% You, but they inight Have: P Vi
£Vl g v nigh e made up their
follow tmc%s

e
57

ky | sleepy man.

?u‘

by train. It's a bit difficult to |
when the snow’s coming down so.| boo

Story of

The Great Cliveden Snow Fight!

Told Dy Charles HEamilton.
NNNANNANNANNNNNNNNANNNNS

if we're going to have a chance of raiding the
b "

** Quite so.”

The hidden juniors exchanged a grin. Moved
by the same thought, they stooped down to
gather handfuls of snow, and commenced to
knead snowballs, Pankhurst was stooping in
the lane examining the tracks, and Price watching

* Yes, they left the high road here,” said
Pankhurst. “ The question is, did they know
the right way to Fernedge, or have they gone
the other. But I'll soon see. They can’t be far
away now ; in fact, I think we're pretty close to
them.”

I guess you're about right there,” remarked
Poindexter, as his right hand went up and the
snowball flew with deadly aim.

% Ow " yelled Pankhurst, as the missile caught
him behind the ear, and he went over in the sud-
den surprise, and fell at full length in the snow.

Price stared round in amazement ; and as he
stared, two snowballs came whirling from under
the tree, and smote him simultaneously. Price
gave a gasp, and rolled over on the ground.

* Ha, ha, ha ! ” 3 3
_ With a roar of laughter, the Combine rushed
into view. Pankhurst and Price were sitting
up in the snow, lookin% dazed. They jumped to

their feet at the a,ight. of the Combine.
.*‘Ha, ha, ha! ¥ roared Poindexter. *I guess
this is & case of “the biter bit’! Are you going

to raid that grub, P 17

““Sure, and here it is ready to be raided!”
“ginned Micky Flynn,

* Oh, pax, you bounders !** exclaimed Panky,
as Dl’Ck Neville took aim with another snowball.

We're going to have a snow-fight at Cliveden

Dick Neville
to the ground,

“Right you are, Panky. As a matter of fact,
we were just wishing for you, to show us the way
to the railway station.” '

“Gocd ! I can.do that.” 4

The Old Firm dusted some of the snow off their
coats, and Pankhurst led the way. The lane
was narrow, and the snow piled deep in it, but
the juniors faced it briskly.

.My word ! said Pankhurst. “TIt's a lon

time since we’ve had snow like this near Cliveden.
{ hg:é!’? remember a fall so heavy since I've been

grinned, and Hropped the snowball

“ It’s & bit thick, T guess,”
“ How far is it to the station

* Only a few minutes more,

Pankhurst was right.
the station came in sight,
shest of white in the

panted Poindexter,
now, Panky %7

I think.”

A few minutes later
its roof gleaming one
gloom of the February

nffﬁmoon. | laag Lais &
"'7i>n'€hi:;n§n, goodness ! exclaimed Dick Neville.

The juniors ““ put it on,” and came up to the
tation with & rush.  They dashed un;:ler the
shel porch, and ;ﬂu.mped down their parcels
with great relief. Then they shook off the thick
l;zﬁrSMOf ls:;ow,} and lmﬁcked their caps on the

vall to clear them, T Poi 4
d:%ebdolﬁng-omca. en Poindexter went to
: Wwas open, showing that some train or other
was nearly due. Poindexter r:gped, and a
sia‘e‘pgcioolung man came and stared at him.

e gxl;l tr;m to. Cl:;redht;le " said Poindexter.
Nearly due, sir, if t 't it.”
Poind;xyter siamd'. Lo doe-sn > -

My hat! I never thought of that! Is {
‘ Iik‘x?!%:: be a block on the g‘e, thex: ? : them

1 Thote’ Have mn)sgme already,” yawned the
e L Sl
. Yes, five,” said Poindexter,

s %ﬂ"’gea jolly prospeeté?’te
-~ Fane mg snow-bound
?&'ﬁ: h{e this !  Ask i

covarmers to give away, young Tinned X

None at this stntion,y’, ga")id st;he manlgoetll.le

Y
k2

| ] 1 king-office. . “ You ¢ t th
thick. But we've been right so far; you see, . 01 ot tiem af Carbury,
heﬂeqarp t’ethe tracks at thegcltl)mér.” y = wﬂd‘:‘,‘crl;;e??’! : -
3 uite so.”’ - Poindsx: : Bets :
- We aré close behind now, or the tracks would | they i:ii?:; 21‘:: ;mgets ,i,?l h‘? pocket, and
ﬁaml‘?‘;%?'ﬁd' with the snow ity et :g waiting-room, and nobody thow. l?uﬁmthlg
we gt in kiglt of thom, Pricey, nob to alatm the St i &,ﬁ&%‘“@m@’ v’ wes gitiing on
molters Theyte thres and ‘we'ze ohly two.| ¥ Gob any fire fu peatiilt 1 o
la shall have to take them by surprise! dexter,. © . .= B'V® 8Way 1" asked. Poin.,
; ¥ e e 3 ) : L2 4 ] { Al A

shen vgg?\;}’t in, and enough’s as good as a feast. |.
would have given a great deal for Pankhurst’s |

The porter looked round
rose. he fire was at its last g&;md b ¢
carefully poked it, and b@ganpéompo
The porter watched him dumbfounfﬂe o
coal were some highly.prjmd ed, gy

lingeg

o}

¢

own. Then, as a tmiu-whistlém;s:fiﬁ“ ol
went slowly out upon the latform, Wd"

“ You won't get much benefit §
Puntdodger,” grinned Pankhynst, r‘ﬂrlnh
about an hour to burn through,”

“ Quite so.”

‘ Never mind, it will be all » 1}

- A ht 3
comer,” said Poindexter, A Sut for gy

000 gatics DA
own rewdrd. I know that’s trug d actioy Bigh

e &
T |

e, '
it in a copy-book. Here’s the tminbe:gl;“ 151‘ D
The five juniors of Cliveden créwde;mQ ]
tho platform. The train had comg iy out g
carriage windows glimmered with vell b
through the mist., Poindexter open: e&aow ]'*
door, and they bundled in, Carrigg,

** Right away!” ‘B

The door slammed, and the train § il
motion. In the midst of the whirhmnéeg:d“
train ran out ofl the station, W E

Poindexter glanced from the window s -
train, leaving the station behind,mguwmm’.*‘ :
through the gleaming countryside, ’ 3

Embankment and track, field and W'
roof, were white with a spotless catpeﬁng-,g A
it made a dazzling glare under the winteran &

‘T guess we're in for it,” remarked Poindenty b
“ Just our luck to get it like this on auilE
holiday ! Still, there’s good in eve hing, g
this will be all right for the Snow"&ht Ay
Close at Cliveden.” 1

“ Rather!” said Pankhurst, © There.

plenty of snow in the Close already, as a :
of fact, but the more the merrier, Ughl% ;
it cold! I want a foot-warmer! I say, Dt
dexter, would -you mind lying down hews fo b
Price and me to put our feet on 2 ” 3

The 3;1 Chapter,

Stopped on the Line.

HICKER and thicker the snow.came dm b

The train had slowed down, amnh 3

juniors knew that there were massgh

snow on the line, through which the
forcing its way.

When they looked out of the windows, ol
but snow—snow—snow met their gaze,
“ I guess we shall be late for tea at
remarked Poindexter. “ It’s jolly lucky mph
in this grub while we were at Carbury.” A

* Very lucky,” agreed Pankhurst. *Wormub
going to raid it from you, Puntpusher, bitia
we’'ll share and share alike.” X

“ Thank you,” said Poindexter. “Yoimih
kind to live, Panky! But here you am—
drink, and be merry, while you've got the cha' £

The keen weather had made the junios 3
enough. The packages were opened, aml i §
good things intended for a study feed at Clivels &
were passed round, There was nothing ms
about the Combine. They were just a3 W
to share with foes as with friends, and
Firm did full justice to the meal. B

“Good 1™ ‘said Pankhtst. “T lke af
tarts. Tl finish them for you, if you like s
to show there’s no ill-feeling.” .

“Do,” said Neville, *

“ They’re jolly good.
tarts, really !”

* Quite so,” said Price.

“ We'll stand you a feed, though,
said  Pankhurst. “ One good tum
another. A good feed, you Inow, Wi
anything tinned in it.”

¥ Oh, get off that subject!” said the s
from Chicago. '

“ Ah, excuss me, I forgot,” grinned P
“ Never mind, Puntdodger, youre &
specimen, considering that you were bro
on tinned rats in Chicago——" ¥

“If youre looking for a thick ear,
e Pt N

“I’m not, Point r; but i
nobody in this cargage who could oblige

enging wi

I like your :

one, I think,” said Pa , with &
look. 5
.. Sure and y?;——-"

og===— .
“ Faith, and don’t be .interruptin’ meé
dexter. It's talkin’ I am.”
“T say I guess——" f
“ Sure, can’t yo give a chap a chance
If it’s lookin’ for a thick ear ye 8%
sure’s it’s meself- e :
“T gu :
“ Arrah, now, and let me finish int
and I'm the boy to gitve ye a
thick ears, Pankhurst; a

“T'd like to see youdo it!”
“ Sure, and so yZ shall, darling!”
And Micky Flynn hurled himself for
his seat, right upon Pankhurst, Who

opgos,itp to him. ST
anlchurst fell back against the
the tart he was taking a hite o
into his mouth as he :
mouth was a size, and that ta
nicely, but it left no room for brea

e go roooooh !

o “hgzith.’ and is it Chinese ye're

arling 2’ &
* Lemme gerrup ! I'm chuk-ch
“ What can he mane by chuk
wonder 7 / Lo
“T'm chuk-chuk—chuk—cho} ~
M"k'-l;ben you can I:imk-chuk
ic) Flyn TR go my
dot &0\1 on the })mbo‘qpig.”"
“Come off1” 3
Flynn’s collar with both b#!

h. now______» 3 -

Poindexter pro collare
-rolled on the seat in a deadly ent

3} o
Can. TN ST &
L Sk o

if

made a great effort, and shoved 3
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—

g d in the

h him. Pnnkhuxst was re
w vtnhte offects of the tart.
: nll‘l ville did not interfere. Two to two
D‘:ak;r p(l}ay and Dick was busy with a currant

ors reeled to and fro,
%mpgﬁgﬁﬂs came with a crash

o Nevéltleoﬁ, you asses ! 7 roared Dick, as
l (;Iekx:wis daShed off his knees.

 Arrah, now——"

“ et off !

'I;S\IN “;ieIMlck‘ a shove, and he went reeling

faway vnth Pankhurst, and collided with Poin-

T and Price.
tlmt momcnt t

! mbatants resled over, and went
g l;.;p in the bottom of the carriage,

do‘miP as shot forward on to the
ol De:’k Neﬂflxl‘zr: which he rolled upon the

he train gave a sudden,

jm;x?" exclaimed Pankhurst, in a muffled
o] Whats ihe matte‘; ?L 2
! and it’s an aceiden
x “g:xtéu“ uite 501" gasped Pnce
the train's stopp

G “I suass
2 ,umors gorted themse.
o their feet

= tainly at a standstill.
Lins m:quf his yhmr unkempt -and his

 collar one end, opened the window
and pnl:ﬁmh%ag out. Many other windows had

: apened, assengers were looking out
% md exem guardmv;vus coming along the

’i)ves out and scrambled

: “Kiﬂol" “called out Poindexter. * What's
the matter?” -

“The train’s stopped

“Snowed up 17

“ lr“ ! ” >

.The 4th Chapter.
_ Snowed Up !
KEW l"

3 ,  taneous whistle. The row in the
umage stopped at once, and the lads put them-
aelves to rights as well as they could. Price

ygﬁqing from his nose, and

nd one eye. Micky

. y the back of his

had come into contact with a
Pankhurst did not seem to be hurt. b

s Phewl Snowed up !

Tho juniors did not look alarmed. On the
contrary, it was clear enough that the untoward
Jmp ning was by no means unwelcome to them.

ge snowed up in & train was an adventure
whwh would make them the envy of all Cliveden,
and as yet they thought nothing of the pnvatxon
and danger it n:ught entail,

“I guess I'm glad we took this train,” said
omdexter, rubbing his hands. =
Tt will mx&e us late for

5 Ohm_long

% , BO as wi
wilﬂn all right, I reakbn.

"58’ mo!ix!ng either, for that matter,

‘ Oh, d W kid ! said Pankhurst.
: it yet, anyway. I suppose they
to back the train, but if t'?e sSnow's
§ , it will be too thick behind,

atlts” called out the guard.

they're going to back the train.”

he train was set in motion again.
now, but ere long it

th a sudden jerk. The juniors

for it thxs time, and kept their

; “ But
) tlm snow, I fancy.”

md and became slacker
the train came again to
 evident that further progress

the door, and the Cliveden
out. Other passengers wero

The guard was in con-
e-driver.
to deal with the matter.
unded them in an excited
one, and carried no
passengers all told, most
roturning from the
There were several
~of them inclined to
The Cliveden juniors,
to be about the

imaginable
there for a bit!”

n he glanced
d down from th’e

6‘t’)ﬂm(m}mm’l

t, | I am. res

The Cliveden juniors gave a simul- |

ggin fore dark, that | |
We may not get in before dark,  gaid Neville, :

It was evident |

The faces of the juniors grew very grave.

The matter was more serious than they had
imagined at firdf. If it was impossible to get
away through the snow, if might be equally
impossible for help to reach them. That might
mean imprisonment in the blocked train for
days—perhaps longer. They had heard of snow-
bound passengers dying of hunger and cold,
but never had they dreamed of such a pcnl
being brought so terribly near to themselves.

“ We shall have to get help,” said Poindexter
resolutely. ‘I say, guard, what are you going
to do?"”

The guard shook his head helplessly.

“ They’ll soon know ab Clivedale that we're
blocked in,” he said, “and thc;,’ll set a gang
to work to clear away the snow.

% And when do you think we shall get away b

“ We may get away by morning.’

Poindexter whistled.

““That’s not good enough,” he said coolly.
“ We've got a snow ﬁ"ht coming off at f‘lncden
this afternoon, and we've simply got to get in.

The guard shrugged his shoulders and turned
away.

“You're right, Poin,” said Neville, * we're
not going to “stick here till the morning, if I
know it. We should be giddy heroes, of course,
by the time we got in to Cliveden, but we should
be boo jolly cold and hungry to iully appreciate

oy guess s0.”

‘“ Faith, and what are we goin’ to do intoirely ?”

“ Qet out, somehow. I say, guard, I guess
you'd better go for help.”

“Can’t get through the snow, you young
idiot ! growled the guard, with sc.mt courtesy.

“ But somobo\ly must go for help.”

“ It can’t be done, I tell you!”

“ Well, if you can’t do it, I can——2

“You ecan, eh ?” said Pankhurst, * What

do you can? I know you can all sorts of things

I suppose you don’t want to have your head
snou,)ullml off, do you 2"

¢ BExactly ! chimed in. Neville,
we are circumstances
no control. Come along, kids !’

And, leaving the guard still punkr( and
doubtful as to what he should do, the juniors
marched off to make their forlorn attempt to
get through the snow to Cliveden.

, The 5th Ehapter.
Through the Snow.

4 IVE me a bunk up !
“I guess you'd better
; one.”

“Rats! Of course a member of
Firm is to lead the way !”

““ My dear kid, the Combine is always at the
front. First in the field, first in the study,
first in the——"’

“In the canning trade——

‘“ Oh, dry up s

“ Well, you set the example, and leave off
arguin '”

** Now, look here, Panky——""

- I'm loo.;mg, and I can see a conceited ass

“ You see,
over which you have

give me

the Old

’

“First time I knew my face answered the
purpose of a looking-glass,’”” said Poindexter.

Pankhurst had no reply quite ready for that;
and Dick Neville struck in.

“ It stands to reason we must lead the way,
Panky. We'll put it to the vote, though, if
you like, Fair play’s a jewel.”

b Why, you rotters, you're three to two——"

“ Quite so.

* Well, someone must give in,” said Neville.
“The inferior party ought to do so, and so I
call upon you to shut up, Panky and Price.”

‘?}. >
vo =

J-‘

Biff! biff ! came the whizzing snowballs trom the fort, and Monsieur Friquet recelwd as
many as anybody. Thick and fast they fell; but the assailants were lot to be denied, They | :
swarmed around the snow walls, and fought a way &lmqlr% e spite of the ,

of the defenders within.

in Chxcago—ram, and horses, and other nice ¢

thi
mgh, cheese it ! ”*

“My dear Puntbuster, you starbed talkmg
about canning——""

““ Look here,” said Poindexter, °

i to stick here all night, that’s certain!
Besides, we must have help. Thewg's some
women here, and we must get word to Clivedale
at once for help for them, Who's game to

Ty e
“ All of us,” said Panklmrst.
“ Quite s0.” 2

“ Faith, and it's mwm‘smthyou zi;tou'ely, : .ome hold for han

As for the grub we've got left, sure
and it must be handed over to gisge ludxqs
case the poor dears
waiting to be rescued.’

“ Good for you, M!oky o ;

The remains of the provisions weve btchod'
out of the carriage; and the ¢ hn?
still consxderable, for the shoppmg been
extensive in Poindexter took
bundles to the gu
The man gave him & puzzled look.

 That’s very kind of you, youn, gent
can’t go thtougg the snow !’ ¥o 8

£ But tzr{nd T can’t cllow it
? _ddn’ir wnnt "

“ T can——"

“ You're quite wrong,
“he can. He’s in the

and oh;ls f;thet °‘“1,',‘°d be,
shut M ankY

“You mu.s‘tlg’t go!”

nsi -

~ * hereby, thusly, and thereiore xblieve

of all responsibility,” said Poindexter. **

t'

eddngz"

‘we're not

gefr hungry while they’x,;o :
| dexter.

"and e hméd%hnn_‘m

exc anned‘ g‘tmd.

W‘
ges, you can't stop us, We're five to ouo. and"»

|

STORMING THE FORT!

to be“b'sil_l ass!

for a black eye if yau

“ Faith, and it’s a set of sxlly spagaeem
are!” exclaimed Micky ure, Iyﬁ
lead the way. Ireland always leads the way,
doesn 't she ? Here goes 1"

And Micky Flynn scrambled up the bank.

The Cliveden juniors had been searching along
the bank for some favourable spot to elimb, and,
aftdt a long search they had found one. In this

the emba.nkment was less steep, and under
e snow straggli g ‘which ¢

“Icallupon not
“ You'll eall mn me

don't take care,

snow more securely. b was

be a matter of difﬁmlt-y ihd nig

avalanche co down.
¢ Here, oomé Baeb. lﬁc&y!"mhimed Po

% Faith, I‘mﬁnobgning back! Tl show yoh
MXﬂ? do the tﬁ: l‘ B

went plan, u “stee

he was in Wp g;xtxga hurx;tq‘b’é &mﬁﬂ

| events, he tmuneof rolling down the next

G’bﬁl’e

bewilder
reund huh. 'I'he )umors burst
g
‘ha, ha !” yelled Pa.nkhurst. “ If that'’s
I{a, u’re going to show us, Micky Flynn,
't tx‘ouble‘ &5

-

'm the Bnow must Re '
av honi xers, stand as;aq; v %w, me

u mm I 8“958 s said’ i’omdexter
e.*y? 96@ out of the way.” » .
20 Ig;?:n shift y?;l if yOutdon 225 s <
s ready to see you o
”Pmmat Taid hold of the Amglm at once,

| have been broken bones as the result of that wild

s,

was getting up, jamming him down into the snow
again.

“ Arrah, ye howlin’ spn]pcenﬂ, sure and it's

crushed I am intoirely !” roared Mlcky = Get
off my chest, Puntpu:h(\r, or sure I'll bite ye ! "’ 3

Neville grmned and leaving the others to y
seramble up as they could, he tackled the ascent
of the bank, Price turning to his chum to help
him rise. Neville clambered up the steep side,
sending down showers of snow upon the juniors.
As the snow slid and rolled away under his feet,
he grasped at the bushes growing under it, and
held on. He was caked with snow and slush,
wet and wringing from head to foot; but he
stuck to it with dauntless pluck. Before the
other juniors had sorted themselves out, so to
speak, Dick Neville had made good progress up
the bank.

Poindexter looked up after him. Neville was
half-way to the top, and still going strong.

“I guess he takes the cake !’ exclaimed the
American chum. * But I'm next.”

And Poindexter essayed to climb. Pankhurst
reached out and grasped his ankle, and they went
down together in a heap of snow. _ Flynn, giggling,
followed Dick, and then Price followed him.

“ Make it pax, ass,”’ said Pankhurst, as he
serambled up,  we shall be left behind.at this
rate, and I don’t enjoy your company enough
to stay here for it.”’

N Head or tail 2’ said Poindexter, cla.spmg

a penny in his hand. * First guess does it.” *
“ Righto ! Head!”
“ Head it is!” grunted Poindexter. ** Get
on.”
“ Right. Don’t growl; it’s only proper that

I should go flht as head of the Fourth Form at
Cliveden:
“ Rats ! Get on.”
““ Here goes !
Poindexter sprang up the bank. The chief
of the Old Firm followed. By this time Dick
Neville had nearly reached the top, but the higher
he rose the more difficult he found the ascent.
- And suddenly, as he was almost at the level, his
foot slipped, a tendril he was grasping broke =3
in his hand, and he fell. Away he slid down the :
way he had come, gathering snow and speed as
he rolled down the slope.
“ Arrah, ye gossoon ! roared Micky Flynn,
as Dick rolled into him, and sent him flying
too. e i
Price was the next to suffer. He had no time
to get out of the way, and he went down with
the other two, rolling and gasping.
Poindexter and Pankhurst were a dozen feet
from the start when the three flying juniors rolled
| into them, carrying them away as if they had been
smitten by an avalanche.
+ Down they went, five juniors with flying legs
and arms, amid & cloud of snow. It was fortunate
for the Cliveden juniors that there was a deep
carpet of snow in the cutting, or there might

slide. As it ‘was, they plunged into the snow,
nearly buryin hemselv‘es, and Isy there help-
lessly gasping or several minutes.

Pomdexter was the first to scramble up

*“My Panama hat!” he exclaimed. “ What
the dickens did you do that for, Neville ?*

Dick Neville spluttered the snow out of his

Ass L” he eJaculabed.

outh
““ Do you think I did
it on purpose.”

Pankhurst rubbed the snow out of his eyes.

“This is what comes of allowing one of you
bounders to lead the way ! ** he exclaimed. “ I'm
going first this time.”

And Panky sprang up the bank. s

“ After him!” exclaimed Poindexter. I
guess he's not going to get ahead of us ! ”

“And the juniors scrami Mkhutst- =

Thpohw!oftthld

~ Pankhurst was not. long in reachmg  spot
thefe Dick Neville had lgst his footing, and he
here exercised great caution, feeling his way
inch by inch.

Higher he rose, and higher, till at last he stood
breast-d in the snow on the high level, and
waved his hand. He would have waved his eap,
but it was buried somewhere in the deep snow ot
the cutting.
*“ Hurrah !

It's done! I

t out.

16 the juni dra.gged their weary
| limbs ﬂpo% eumxmt ‘of the embankment.
The snow was deep around them and before them -
| ‘but, after a brief pause to recover their breath
thby plunged on through it, and reached the road

mile to Clivedale!” said Poindexter.

=4 B.ete s for a long tramp. Comeon!”
And the juriors, shivering and shuddermg wit]
the cold, were glad to get into rapid mouon
to keep from freezing.

o first,” said Pomdaxtqﬂ.
dﬁn’t‘ know yet that thgto

on the line; and mrvgw

“can to’ll them exactly where the train

‘and they staggered away. and fell over Micky, who

| up.”

7




516

Henry St. John is Writing a New Story f

or THE HERALD, Particulars Shortly.

And the wet and snowy juniors hurried to the
station to report the mishap to the train there.
In the station-master’s room they were given
something hot to drink, and they felt all the
better for it as they faced the snow again to
tramp to Cliveden School. "It was _uscl%s to
think of getting a vehicle, and, besides, they
would have frozen in their wet clothes had they
remained still.

Fortunately, the walk to the school was not
a long one. Cliveden College gates, surmounted
with snow, rose into view at last, and the five
weary juniors passed in.

Tt was very dark in the Quadrangle, save for
the glimmer of snow, with which the ground was
carpeted. But several figures in scarves and caps
were moving about in the gloom, and the five
belated youngsters received a hint that their
return had been noticed, in the shape of a shower
of snowballs.

“ Here, siop it!” exclaimed = Poindexter.
“ We're not up to that sort of thing now.
that you, Philpot, you rotter ? Stop 1t, I say !

Philpot, the ecad of the Fourth, was taking aim
with another snowball. Greene came up through
the gloom, and gave him a push that made him
sit down in the snow.

“Thank you, Greeney,” said Poindexter.
“ We're fagged out. Been snowed up in a beastly
train, and had to climb out through heaps of
beastly snow.”

®  “ My word!” said Greene. * You do look a
lot of giddy scarccrows, and no mistake. Where's
your cap, Panky ?”

* Somewhere in the Clivedale cutting.”

“ You look frozen and starved. Come on into
the house, and get your tegs changed. You
looked soaked.” 7

‘“ And we are soaked, my son,” said Neville,
ruefully.

* Sure and we

“ What about the snow fight ?” went on
Greene. ‘* We were waiting for you to turn up,

_you know, and we've got the fortifications all
ready. There’s a splendia fort built up over
by the fives court, and the side that has to attack
will have all its work cut out to capture it.”’

“ It’s too late to-day,” Pankhurst remarked.

Poindexter smote his thigh as a new idea came
into his mind.

““ Not a bit of it! There will be a moon to-
night, and why shouldn’t we have a snow fight
Ly moonlight ?

* " “ Good wheeze!” exclaimed Pankhurst.

 Quite so0.” .

‘“ Faith, and sure ye———"

“We'll do it,* exclaimed Greene, “it’s a
tipping idea! Hallo, Trevelyan! Nice-looking
erew of scarecrows I’ve got here, haven’t 17 ¥

1)

Trevelyan, the capta.in of Cliveden, stared ‘at |.

‘the woe-begone juniors in amazement as they
entered the house.

“ Great Scot! Where have you been 2 What
have you been doing ?*” he exclaimed.

“Snowed up !’

“ Come into my study,” exclaimed Trevelyan,
hurrying the juniors into his room. ** Get those
clothes off, quick. I'll get some towels and
‘blankets, Hurry!”

% g“@ 33 4
“Pon’t talk |  Move !’ -

‘" Ri w ! » L e

Trevelyan did not allow them to waste a
woment. They were stripped, and rubbed down
wvith rough towels, and then they sat before a

roaring fire, wrapped in blankets, while a change
of clothing was brought to them, They had
dressed, and, by the time they were finished, tea
was ready in the captain’s study.

Ho: tea and muffins were grateful and com-
forting after their experiences in the snow. The
juniors fell to with a hearty goodwill.

“ My word !” said Pankhurst.  Trev., old
‘boy, you’re a brick—a real, first-class, non-
skidding brick, and no mistake.”

 Faith, and so he is intoirely. Sure
~ “1 guess that’s so,” said Poindexter. * We’re

roud of you, Trevelyan, I can tell you. I don’t
. know whf,ch to admire the most, your kindness or

2

your——

“Stuff 1 ’

“ Or your muffins,” said Poindexter serenely.
Trevelyan laughed heartily.

“* You {mmg rascals are always getting into
some trouble,” he remarked. * Now you are dry,

you can tell me exgactly how it happened.”
* Sure, and I’llx&ll ge_ &
“ It was like this 2
I guess I can explain
* You see, Trevely
“ Quite so.”
“ No, I don’t think I quite see,” said the eaptain
of Cliveden. * It's a bit difficult to do so, with all
: oi‘you talking at onee.”
“ 1 reckon so0,” said Poindexter. * So, as head
- of the anrth Form, I had better do the talking,
Excuse me,” said Penkhurst.

cus ** As head of

the Fourth T think I—
“ Faith, if ye start that here, 1 shall ask I'revel-
van to sling ye both out,” exclaimed Micky Flynn.
££ Wl}’ycant« ve be quiet and leaye me to explain

*“ Shut up, all of you,” said Trevetyan. ** Price
can explain. He’s about the only one that
doesn’t seem anxious to gloat on the sound of
‘his own voice.””

So Price told the story. ;

“ Well you’ve had a rough time, and T ho;
the other passengers are safe out of the snow by

“this time,” said Trevelyan, when Price had
finished, which he soon did, for Price was a fellow
of few words. “ You had all better stay before
lyour fire to-night, and go to bed early.”
. Whereat the Combine and the Old Firm
exchanged a series of expressive winks,
_ The snow fight in the Close had to come off yet,
but about that they did not think it advisable to
speak to Trevelyan just now. % £
They left the captain’s study feeling perfectly
fit after the rest and refreshment, and ready for
anything..

" -

1

4o bk

-exclaimed Micky Flynn.

* What a brick he is !’ exclaimed Pankhurst.
“ I gay, the moon’s up over the clock tower, and
it’s left off snowing. Are you coming out ?

‘ Rather!”

¢ T guess so0.”

“ Come on then.”

“ Faith and sure

“ Come on,” said Pankhurst. And he led the
way into the white-carpeted Close-

The 7th Chapter.

Something Like a Fight!
IGH over the tower of Cliveden goared
H the moon, and the light streamed down
in a sheet of silver upon the snowy
Close and the gleaming white roofs of Cliveden,
The snow had ceased to fall, but it was a foot
deep in the Close. It was bitterly cold out of
doors, but little cared the hardy juniors for that.
Poindexter drew in a deep breath of the keen
air.
“T guess it’s cold ! ” he exclaimed. ** All the
better! We shall soon be warm enough ! Let’s
go and look at the fort, and see if the kids have
done it according to instruections.”
“ It’s all right,” said Greene, joining the Com-
bine with several other Fourth-Formers.
 Let’s go and look anyway, QGet the rest of
the Form together.”
The Combine and the Old Firm walked over to
the fives court, and examined the snow fort.
Poindexter had laid out the plan of it, and it
had been constructed by the juniors during the
afternoon, there being plenty of material at hand,
as only snow was used‘:
Poindexter looked at it with much satisfaction,
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= %)g?lem'e off guessing,” said Neville. Time
we got to business. I saw Monsieux Friquet
nosing round a while ago, and I shouldn’t won_«)ler
if he comes bothering us. Time we started.”
“Sure and you're right, Dicky durl_x’ng. If
Poindexter has done talking, we'll start.
“Well, I like that!” exclaimed Poindexter
indignantly. ‘I guess that——"
“ If you like it, leave off grumbling then. Come
e

¥

on. - ;
& Five minutes grace to get ready for defence, :
said Pankhurst.  Then you can gome oOn as
fast as you like.”

“ Agmed.” -

The Combine and their forces drew off, and
Pankhurst and his merry men poured into the
snow fort, and blocked up the opening with snow.
Huge piles of snowballs had been arranged in
convenient places for the defenders. It would
certainly be no easy task to take the fort, with
the defence Pankhurst meant to make.

But the Combine were serenely confident of
their own powers. They drew off for a distance
to get room for a charge, and began making
gnowballs. A little, fat figure loomed up in the
moonlight.

“ Mes garcons!’—it was the voice of M.
Friquet, the French Master of Cliveden—** are
you not cold in ze open air in ze evening ? 2

“ I guess not, sir,”” said Poindexter cheerfully.
% And we're just going to have some exercise, sir,
to keep us warm.”

** Qui, oui, but I really zink

The school clock chimed out,

“Time !’ said Neville.

g Vat' is eet zat you say viz yourself, Neville

sl &)

”

o
/'// // /// /// ,/ // /% (/'25
. e
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“We shall have to get help,” said Poindexter resolutely. *I say, guard, avhat are
going. to do?” “They'll soon know at Clivedale that we're blockedying,” rel;lled the gu:l")dl:

“and they’il set a gang to work to clear away the snmow.”

“That's not good emough,”

Poindexter said coolly. * We've got a snow-fight coming off at Cliveden this afternoon, and

we've simply got to get in.”

“Good!” he exclaimed. “ That's all right.
By Jove, this will be ripping fun, Now we had
better separate the sheep from the goats.”

The Fourth Form were nearly all in the affair,
and they had already agreed as to sides. The
following of the Combine were about equal to
that of the Old Firm. The rivals had never been
quite able to decide whieh was head of the Form,
and the question probably mnever would be
settled. There were about fifteen lads on either
side, ready for the fray. Poindexter-examined the
fort with a critical eye. It was really very well
built. The walls, built of solid bloeks of hardened
snow, were high and thick, and there was only
one entrance, which could be blocked up when the
defenders were inside. %

*“ Now, which side is to hold the fort 2" asked
Poindexter. “ As the attack will be the more
difficult part of the business, I think you had
better have the fort, Panky, our side being a cut
above your lot——"’ i ;

“Rats! Canned Rats!” said Pankhurst.
“ We'll take the attack, as it will need a better
lot than your set to carry the fort——"

“Toss up for it and stop jawing,”
Greene. ** Chap who wins to hold the fort.”

' “ Faith, an’ sure that’s a good idea intoirely,”
“Curious that neither
of you two spalpeens could think of it.”

*“ Here youare ! ”” exclaimed Poindexter. *° Best
two out of three or sudden death, Panky 2

*“Sudden death,” said Pankhurst. S

Poindexter threw up the coin and allowed it to
fall in the snow.

** Head | ” said Pankhurst.

_‘Sure and head it is intoirely,” exclaimed
Micky Flynn.
Faith, but ye won’t hold it for long.”

““ We'll hold it till Doomsday for anything you |

fellows can do to
gisdainfully,

get us out,” said Pankhurst

suggested,

“ You’re to hold the fort, Panky, |

* Time, sir.”
£ %“irme for v?t ;e = ot
_“ We're—we’re just going to have a little game,
sir. Would you mind standing on one sige 2
said Pofhdexter, and as the Frenchman did not
move, he drew him by the arm, ** If you'd like
to look en, sir, it will be fun.” e
“ But vat——""- -
% gk;rar‘lgé ! ** shouted Neville.
““Arrah ! ” roared Micky Flynn.
ye rascals ! sl ‘
And away went the Combine and their followers

* Come on,

at top sﬁeed through the snow in the Close
The little Frenchman gazed aiter them in
stgpefactmn.

Mon ciel ! ” he murmured. *I ha ft

l_:ﬁmmyselfzatzereismadness;xe:uezg
Engim'y boys, and really I zink zat eet is. true,
Ciel1” ho exclaimed aloud in his alarm as a

terrific uproar burst upon the wintry air. T
he ran in the directiogm:he juniotr;yhaa' e.;ﬂ?fﬁf

convinced that something terrible i
The Combine had mhed the smha*;‘éf’”‘“g'

Right up to the walls of snow they dashed
their followers close behind. They covered their
:ﬁ;in:;;lt}eh vgll?y:d of snowballs, which fell

’k ar e defenders, ithi :
fozzjfsmz vgllci)ys e, But from within the

ere Pankhurst and his men

adyvantage, for they were sccure %kehin}&agm'ﬁlse
and had piles of snowballs ready to their hands.
= Giie air seemed full of the frozen missiles as

ey flew. Thick and fast they ‘fell among the
oncoming juniors, bowling some of them right
over on the shppery ground.

Afggard 1* yelled Poindexter.

o dm-nudo aspring at the snow wall.
= pped with his chest right upon it ; but

& moment, he was collared from within and

ed into the fort, where two or three juni
sat on him and held him a helpless prisonex!.um 5

‘| hurst.

i

And )
shouted Digl; y. LE |

*“ Rescue ! Poindexter
chums came gallantly on.
" They’ve got Poin !
“Come on, ! Rescue !
‘‘ Rescue !
But on the snow wall t} i
i 1© assai . 'l
a wave, and back they went slll;ll}ts broke i |
right and left with the snowballs frf‘,‘,,‘}g',."! ot § |
Pankhurst gave a yell of glee Within,
““ Beaten ! Hallo, Point ;lu z
S ! nger |
like ’*em done 2 Gt How do g
Poindexter grunted under t] i
xter : 18w
Gatty, and Simpson. Cight oGrey
* Will you give your parole
hurst. ‘° Otherwise, we shall have

bawled,

”
”

]
3
q
i

grinned Py & !
to tie Pu

and you'll find that rather chi AL

the snow.” chilly lying there jy |
“T1 give it,”” growled Poinde e,

rescued, of course.” o til I

 Of course—that's understood. Byt it s
wasters are able to rescue you, 1 ity
eat a snowball.” Y oRe Puutbust“{

“ I'll remind you of that.” X

“Ha, ha! It won't be necessare
go, kids ! ” b I‘”’m 1

Poindexter was allowed to rise to hi ¥
shook off the snow and gasped {ortl?pg:zém' 4

The defenders of the fort turned their attert &
to the (xgemy, and did not bestow g datoni B
on Poindexter. They knew he w :
word. { b, wive ml’nﬁ g

The assailing party had gone ba i i 4
and collided with the Freg;u-h macsl;erlt:l; o5y
coming on at top speed. + Vioi

Monsieur Friquet staggered back gs Nedh
ran into him, and (:lutcﬁ%d at Mick T )‘“2
support. He caught hold of Micky’s bair, g b
happened ; and Micky gave a yell. s

“Arrah ! Sure and ye’re sealpi
intoirely ! "’ ) dm it 2

* Mille pardons ! ™ gasped Monsieur Frigs b
“ Vat is ze mattair ? Vat do you ery oubfy 3
and run viz yourselves ? Is it zat Zere 15 anyiy
wrong ?”’ i

“ Yes,” growled Neville. * Panky is holigy 4
the fort, and he’s captured Puntbuster; admt.
are going to rescue him ! i 3

“ Faith, and that we are intoirely, as s g
I am the descendant of the ancient kinpgdf
Ireland & 4

“ Blow the ancient kings of Ireland! (b
on!’ e

“ Faith, and if ye spake disrespectfully of !
ancestors, Dick Neville, it’s meself that will w
up the ground with ye.” g

“Oh, rats ! Come on ; 4

“Stop ! You vill hurt yourselves vizzswghF
play. I will not allow g e 3
But no one took any notice of Monsieur Friqui, &

He remonstrated to the desert air; whilstief
juniors, having recovered their breath, dashd
forward to the attack again. 1

 Stop—stop !  Zis is too—— %

But no one heeded. e S

In a body the Combine swept up'to the s
fort, the bewildered little Frenchman in ifF
forefrorit.
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“Stop ! Ciel! It is horroeble ! T af i)
T am keel ty g ]
Bifft Biff! came the whizzing no

from the fort, and Monsieur Friquet rece
many as anybody. Thick and fast. they &
but the assailants were not to be denied. TigE
swarmed round the snow walls, and fosgitels
way through the defences, in spite of theetr
of the defenders within. b
“Ciel ! Eet is terreeble ! - Mon bleu!”
The little Frenchman had completely lot
head now. He rushed to and fro, W8
arms and shouting and gasping; Wik
Combine pressed the attack.
Assailants and defenders were hand {0
now, Neville and Flynn being over the vl
their followers pouring on to back them®
“Stand fast!” yelled Pankhurst.
in to them ! ” >
“Comeon 1™ S
“ Hurry up, ve scoondrils !’
o Hun‘rih !p yThrow them out !’ shouted

R

The next moment he was rolling in the o
with Micky’s grip on him. o0

Price rushed to the rescue;
Friquet came blindly between,
in the grip of Price.

CGAT T am assault—T am knook
gasped the unfortunate Frenchman.
Ishall never see my muzzer any more !

Neville rolled %rice over and colla
unfortunately with Mossoo underneath &

The fall of the leaders discouraged thed
and as the Combine’s followers dash ::-‘
hurst’s defeated party poured out of
side of the fort. . S

“ Hurrah ! roared Neville. ‘
beaten !

“ Fight it out !’ yelled Pankhurst- ¥
. “Rats, old chap! They're one!Gm
get up! We've eaptured the forf. B
parole, and you can get up.” s 5

The Old Firm reluctantly gave ,:i,-’- :
helped to their feet. It was & vietory.
Combine this time with a vengeance ano¥

Pankhurst grinned as Lo rabbed the ST
of his hair, = he

“ Well, you’'ve done us,’ G
“You'd bet%er come and feed in my We's
left your grub in the railway txr'am»,b; =
: good- l:5.1'13 going ghe,t,e, and it won'¥ =
o get the grub ready. e ;

he sugg::ion was too good not to be
Half an hour later the Combin® ;
Were enjoying a ripping téa in tho ¢
study, as if such a thing a8 T S
been heard of in the Fourth Form &

THE END.

(*‘ Bravo, Cliveden,”’ another 8

plete tale next Wednesdsy:)




