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THE FIRST CHAPTZER.
A Littie Run for the Aliens.
" HALL{II. hallo, hallo !

S MMaajct "
“"They're plaving
footer!” Dol Cherry
grioned  pleefully.,  “ Here,
coma on ; we muat have a lovk
at thig I
And Bob Cherry dragged his two companions of towards
the Cloisters. It was a keen November morning, and Harry
Wharton, Bob Cherry, and Frank Nugent—the chums of
the Greyfriars Remove-~were tramping round the Close ho-
fore breakfast. As they drew near the Cloistera, a sories
of startling shrieks and yells rang through the winiry air.
On the olher side of the wide Cloisters stood the New
Academy—the great red-brick building, presided over by
Herr Rosenbloum, and tenanted Ly the sons of foreigners
resident in Kngland.
The yells, shrieks, and shouts came ringing through the
Cloistors from the plavground of the New gcademy, and

tiw chums of the Greyfriars Remove grinned as they heard
them. )

“{On ze ball !V

“ Puck up, there I”

“On o pall! On fe pall ™

“ Blay up "

“ Zuat you pass, you duffair!”

“Ach! Pass te pall, ain’t it."”

And thore was the sound of a scrimmage and of wild
shrieking. The three Removites dashed through the
Claistars, enger to see the aliens at the great game. The bix
gates of the academy grounds were wide open, as was
usually tho case. The Removites stopped in the gateway,
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and looked on at the scene
/ before them, with irrepressible
7 merriment. i
The aliens wera playing foot-
ball, having doubtless deter-
mained toemulate the Greyiriars
fellows. But their knowledge
of the great game was: limited.
They knew that a football was
recuired for the game, but thaj
seemead to be about all they di
know.

Two teams had been fermed—of French and German
junicrs—but they were not limited as to number. There
wore about twenty fellows on each side, o that in point
of numbers the match resembled a Rughy game. It bore
another resermblancs to Rugby, too, inasmuch as the aliens
handled the ball as much as they wished to. The sooccer
portion of the play consisted in kicking wildly at everything
and evervybody that came within their reach.

*“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bob Cherry. “ On the ball, my
gons ! Ha, ha, ha! There's o dozen of them on it now."”

if I‘IEI.-, hzu, ]"nlfi ]r:r

Iritz Hoffmann, the German captain, was on the ball with
a vengeance, sprawling across it on the ground, and Adelphe
Mcunier, the French skipper, was on_ Hoffmann, sitting on
Iz back, and elawing at his hair. Limburger had seized
Meunier by the ears, and was tryving to drag him off, and
Lasalle had just hurled himself at Limburger with clawing
hands.

“My only hat!"” murmured Nuogent. “T don’t think I
should care to moct an alien team on the footer ground.”

“Ha, hn, ha! Looks as if Meunicr's ears will come off.”

“0On za ball I

Y Pass tat pall, ain't it!™

Charpentier dragpged the ball out from under Fritz IHoff-
mann, and dashed off towards goal with it under his arimn.
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The scrum broke up, and the players dashed alter Char-
pentier, and Limburger dragged him down. The ball dis-
vppeared amidst a mass of waving arms and legs, and a
ha{:a'l of axcited screeches rose.

“Wheara iz zat ball 7

“On te ball, ain’t it! Pass!"

“Get off mein neck, you French peeg!”

“el! I am murdair! Sherman beast!™

The ball came out of the press like a pip from an orange.
The aliens did not notice it for a moment, and the struggle
continued. Bob Cherry grinned.

“1 say, kids, we ought to take that ball away before they
do themselves any damage,’”” he said. * What do you say
lo giving them a run round the Close?"

“"Ha, ha! Good wheeze ! i

Bob Cherry darted in, and was ““on the ball” _ in a
moment. He passed to Nugent, who kicked it to Harry
Wharton. Wharton dribbled the ball away through the
Cloisters, and a terrific screech rose from the aliene.

“Ach! Vere s tat pall 77

“ Zey have taken it

“Ciel! Aftair zem !

“Tat vou follows me, ain't 1t 1"

The aliens, forgetting their mutual rivalry, dashed in
purseit of the Grevfriars chums, The three Removites sped
out of the Cloisters, and into the wide, green Close. Alter
them the aliens :iasi'l&d,'bmnthing vengeance.

“Come on!” shouted Bob Cherry., ' Pass!”

Wharton passed, and Bob Cherry ran the ball on, and
then let Nugent have it. Passing like clockwork, the three
Removites ran the ball swiftly on, with the whole troop of
alicns yelling in pursuit.

Two score of shrieking French and Germans were tearing
after the three chums, but they had not the slightest chance
of eatching them,

They were the three fastest forwards in the Greyfriars
Remove, and they could have wallted away fromn the aliens
if they had chosen.

But just now they were laughing too much to put on
their greatest speed.

They easily kept ahead, passing the ball one to another,

while the foreigners laboured and shrieked after them in
valin.

A ecrowd of Greyiniars fellows came out of the house,
watching the absurd scene with yells of laughter.

“Ach ! panted Fritz Hoffmann. “Ach! I tinks tat I
am out of te breath, ain't it.””

“T zink so, too,” murmured Meunier.

“ Ve must gapture dem,"

*Ciel! Den't run against me, Limburger, you Sherman
H.SE.”

“ Keep out of te vay, ten!™

1 xink—""

“I tink—-="

“*Ach! Gome on, and talk not!"” panted Hoffmann.

The Removites had slackened down, to encourape their
pursuers, and the aliens made a tremendous efforf. They
gained ground, and came closer and closer, till Meunier's
outstretched hand almost touched Nugent's shoulder.

At last it touched, but the touch acted as o spur to Nugent.
With hardly an effort, he increased his distance, and the
Removites glided away from the baffled aliens.

! Aig, ciel "' gasped Meunier. "I zink zat I can run no
more.

“Himmel! 1 tinks te same, ain’t it.”

The Removites ran the ball right on, till they had made
a circuit of the Close, and reached the Claisters again.
There they halted, panting, and laughing themselves out
of breath. The aliens came plodding on.
_““Ha, ha, ha!"” gasped Eui‘: Cherry.  ** Of all the howling
idiote at football, I think those screaming duffers take the
cake! Football! They ought to be playing marbles.”

“r dominoes," satd Nugent.

Harry Wharton laughed, and kicked the ball into the
Cloisters.

* Well, we've given them a little run,’”” he remarked, * It
will do them good, and will count as the first lesson in
footer., Let’s clear !

It was time to clear, for the aliens were coming up. The
Removites sprinted off towards the School House, and the
panting aliens shook impotent fists after them,

“Zey have got avay viz zemselves,” said Adolphe
Bleunier; * but ve make zem zing small for all zat.”

“Ach! Tat is right, ain't it "

" ¥e shallenge zem to ze game of ze feotball, and beat
rem at zeir own game,"” said Meunier. **I zink zat put zem
in zeir place."

“ Mein gooiness! Te idea iz ribbing!” exclaimed Fritz
Hofimann. * Ye peats dem at deir own game, ain't 1t. My
belofed friend, Agﬂlphe, ou vas & great man.”

“I zink it 18 good 1dea,” said Meunier modestly,

““THE RIVAL ENTERTAINERS.”

“ I tink it is magnificent idea. Ve peats dem at deir own
game after. I tink tat ve sends dem te shallenge peiore,
gin't 1t

And the aliens, somewhat comforted by the prospect of
beating the Greyfriars fellows at their own gume, trooped
off gasping to their own quarters.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Billy Bunter Plans a Raid,
e BAY, vou fellows!”
I Billy Bunter was standing in the doorway, and ha
intercepted the chums of the Remove as they came 1o,
“H:-Hﬁ'l}, hgllo, hallo!" execlaimed Bob Cherry,
Ehring the fat junior a playful dig in the ribs which I:I"Illﬂﬁl

im gasp for breath, “ What's troubling you, Porpoise?

“I—I say, Cherry, T wish you wouldn't poke me like that;
it quite takes my breath away., I'm rather short in the
wind, and—=" .

“Bosh " said Bob Cherry cheerfully. “ You're a jolly
sight too long-winded, that's what's the matter with you.”

*" (h, really, Cherry——"

“The long-windfulness is terrific,” chimed in the Nabob
of Bhanipur, joining the chums. My estcoemed comrades,
I ikad tha pleasurefulness of watching your exploits with the
foreigniul football. It was rippingful.”

1 say, you fellows!"

“Oh, run away and play, Billy '™ e

“It's important, Cherry,” said Billy Bunter, blinking at
the Hemovites through his big spectacles. ™ It's very im-

ortant, indead. If you fellows don't want to hear about i,

11 get somebody else to back me up.”’

o %H‘I"" What are you driving at?'"”

“"Come into & quiet place,” said Bunter mysteriously,
“T1 don’'t want the whole Form to get on to the whaeeze,"

“What has the voung ass gobt into his silly head, now®"
grunted Nugent, " The Filth 13 gone by, Bunty, and gun-
powder plots are out of date.”

“It's a jolly good scheme, Nugent, and if yvou fellows
won't take it wup, there are others,” said DBunter, with
digéni'y. “I'm giving you first chance as you belong to my
study.

After that, we can't refuse to hear it .a.n;;wa,}',” gaid
Harry Wharton, laughing. " Ge ahead, Billy !

“"Come into o guiet spot., then! It's a dead secret.”™

" Lead on, Maeduff,” said Bob Cherry; * and if it's some
more of your silly rot, mind, you will pet a thick ear !

*Oh, really, Cherry——"

" {(h, get on, and don't jaw I

Billy Bunter blinked indignantly at Bob Cherry, but he
led the way to a quiet spot, the Greviriars chums followin
him. In & corner, by a deep window, Bunter stopped, an
looked cautiously round.  Bunter was extremely short-
sighted, and the enormous plasses he wore did not azsist his
vizion very much, to judge by the ludicrous blunders he was
continually making. On the present occasion, at least a
dozen fellows cbhserved his coutious glance round, and some
of them strolled up to see what was on. But the short-
sighted Owl of the Remove did not observe them.

" Well, get on with the washing.” eaid Nugent impatiently,

“I'm getting on with it, Nugent; but I wish you wouldn't
interrupt me, and throw my ideas inte confusion, I am
always confused when people interrupt me’

" Are you going to pet on't'

“Ain’'t 1 gotting on? 1 was saying that I always get
confused when I am interrupted, and =0 I do. Now, look
here, would you fellows care for a big feed?”

Iz that a conundram '

“*WNo, Cherry, it isn't a conundrum.

That's the wheeze,”
“If you want to stend a feed—"
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*“That isn't it, either. I was thinking of doing so, but
I've been disappointed about a postal-order, and I am rather
short of funds at present. Of course, if any of you fellows
cared to advance me something off the prize I am going fo
gal[: in ‘The Gem® Feotball Competition, I should not
rofuso——"

“ ¥You won't have the chance, T faney.”

“The certainfulness of my honourable chum’s statement
is terrific,”” purred Hurree Jam:iet Ram Singh, *The
chancefulness will be nix.” ]

* But that wasn’t what I was going 1o speak to you about,
vou fellows, know you're teo jolly mean to lend mo a few
shillings, My idea was to raid a feed.” .

““Raid it! Are you thinking of robbing Mrs. Mimble, at
the tuck-shop?”

“ (h, m&lﬂ', Nugent 1"

“Or is it a roid on the Upper Fourth??

“WNa, it i=n't. It'a a raid on the aliens.™

Bolb Cherry gavae & whistle.

“The aliens! How are wa to raid them?"

“ That's the idea! If vou fellows will back me up, it
will come off zll right,” asid Billy Bunter eagerly. 1
don't zee what there 15 to cackle at in that suggestion, Bob
Chorry. The aliens are going to stand a feed——"

“How do vou know?"

* Bocause the fat chap Hoffmann came over fo the school
shop here early this morning, jusi bBefore you had that row
over tho football, and laid in a big su]:%lj of grub. I was in
the tuck-shop, and I saw him. He bought up dogzens of
sanaages, a;m? a gnnd many other things, and when I asked
him if he would lend e a string of sausages until my
postal-order came, he only zrinned at me and mumbled
something in his lineo. T couldn't understand what it was,
but I'm certain it was something disrespectful.”

“I shouldn't wonder,” said Harry, laughing. * And is
that vour great ides—to rald Fritz Hoflmaun's sausages?"’

“Well, there were other things in his basket, too—ham,
and cold beef, and checse, snd soveral tins of salmon. I
shouldn’t wonder if he were going to stund a feed to the
whole giddy academy. Don’t you think it's a jolly good
chanco for & raid?’
~ UMy hat!” chuckled Nugent
ing to turn burglar I

“* Well, they have raided us, why shouldo’t wo raid them!™

“"Good idea! But how?"”

“(Oh, you can rely on me! L shell lead you )

“¥es, I can see you leading ve—I don’t think,” said Bob
Cherry, with a niff. It might be possible to raid the
agademy =aftor darle, but I expect all that grub will be
zeoffed by toa-time.”

“0Oh, we can't leave 1t so late as that!" exclaimed Billy
Bunter. °* They may =at ‘b if we let the grﬂss grow undoer
our feet. My idea was to raid the acedemmy during tne
morning recess.”’

“Tn the broad daylight ¥’

“ Wothing venture, nothing win, 1ou kaow"

“You young ass! It's not quite good enough.”

“1 don't think you ought to bang back where I'm willing
to lead, Cherry.”
“Ha, ha, ha!™

““1 asay, W harton

“ Not good encugh, Billy—not at any price,” said Harry,
laughing. * You will have to think of something belter if
you are anxious for a free feed”

“ But I say—I zay, you fellows—""

But the chums of Study No. 1 were walking away. Billy
Buntar blinked after them indignantly., The idea seemed to
him simply ripping. He was not a2 venturessome youth by
nature, but he would heve run many risks to raid a good
ced. It was too bad to have to give up o really ripping
ides for want of proper backing up. turned round as
he felt a tap on his shoulder.

‘Y Hallo, Russell 1™

“ It 1an't Ruossell," sald the voice of Eenost Levison, 1
heard what you said to Wharton, Billy—"

“Oh, did you!™ said Billy, *“Just like you to listen—
“Ow! Legro my car! You'll make iny glasses {ull off if

ou shake me Like that, Levison, and if tﬁﬂj’ break, you'll
ave to pay for them! Ow! What 1 really meant to say
was that I'm jolly glad you heard me speaking to Wharton,”

“That's botter.” saild Lovison, releasing the fat ear, which
Billy Bunter procceded to rub ruefully. * Wharton won't
he]p vou in this scheme,” ; :

“Ti's a case of jeelousy,” =aid Billy Bunter. " Wharton
is always touchy w]!:ﬁ.tn he thinks L am likely to eclipse kim
‘ﬂ any way. I don't seo what there i3 to cackle at in that,

¥ 1501

“ Certainly not,” s=aid Levison, cackling all the same. A
fellow of your abilities, Bunty, must oxpect to moeetk with
jealousy.” i )

1 Wa!il, I do, of course: but it’s annoying, all the same,”
said the fat junior. * It seems a sin to lose that feed,
becanse—"

“Wall, vou can get somebody else to back you up.”™

“H'm, yos; perhaps—-="
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“ No fperhaps’ about it said Levison heartﬂ;‘n‘ “I'ma
one, and I'll soon get some of the other fellows to join wm—
Skinner and Bulstrode and Stott.”

Billy Bunter brightened up wonderfully. ]

“Rinping " he exclaimed. “ With four fellows to help,
I could manage all right. You sce, I should remain in—in
the backgronnd, directing operations. Good generals always
do that, you know. A good genersl never goes under fire.

“OF course not!" sgreed Levison, *‘And we should go
ahead, and leave you behind diveciing operations, of course
—I don’t think,” he added, umler s breath. .

“ Good, You're a sensible chap, Levison. Now, my idea
was for me to stand in tho gate, you kaow, t'other side of

the Cloisters, and direct you. You fellows will go mto Ihfﬁ
academy grounds, and enter the building at different p::um}i'.f.
and look for the grub. It's bound to be hidden in & h.:
dormitory or in one of the studies, 1 will remain on t

walch—in the gateway, and—and direct operations. ¥ou

con rely on me to do that.' s B

“Teaf‘ I am sure we can rely on you to romain in thla
gateway, Billy. I'll 5|}eak£,¢ E‘in:inner,}pnd Stott, and Bul-
trode, and we'll try after firet lessons, . .
;  Good—iolly good!" said DBilly Bunter, with great satis-
faction, ] : 1

And he wont in to breakfast with a beaming smile upu:ix
his fat face. Levison did speak to Dulstrode, Slnj;t.:adnu
Skinner, and the way they langhed when he explained to
them, showed that they considered the wheezs to ba an
excellont one; but whether Levison's intentions were Juzk
the same as Billy Bunier's was anothor matter.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter Leads, | _
BILLY PUNTER looked oxtremely pleased with himeself

that morning. The proapect of shining us & party

leader, and of capturing a substantial feed, and eating

it aftorwards, was o very attractive one to the fﬁi
junior. He was o little abseatminded in class, and brmig :
down Mr. Quelch's wrath upon himself by random replies.
When the Remove master wished to know the chief roduct
of Lancashire, Billy Dunter absently replied erman
spusaiges,” much to the amazement of the master and the
Form. An imposition of ffty lines breught him to hlfﬂ?ﬂf.
e was vory glad when the class was dizmisted after first
lessonis for the usual recess at eleven o'clock. Bulstrode,
Loevison, Stott, and Skisner followed tha fut junior out into
the Close. ]

Bunter blinked round at his followers.

ak ﬁﬂu fellows Taaﬂjg’li-l: Lask'&d.“ A— lifa."

Sl wo are,’’ sai ViBOTL. . : )

“Gggﬁ! Buck mo up, and we'll have the feed all right.

ome on.'” i
¢ ﬂt;acl Billy Bunter, with a very important air, led the way
across the Cloze. Levison & Co. winked at one another
solemnly, and fellowed ]Elim, ! : i :

Bob Cherry glanced after them from the AOOIway. :

" Hallo, J;i;il%, halle ™ ha em::lmmecl. * Billy has raised
an army afrer all! Look there!”

Harry Wharton frowned a little, :

“¥ suppose they are tatting,” he said.
encugh to bu:i tal]:{rn in, though he ought to know
and Skinner by this time.”

** Ha, ha! I};: will do him good. Perhaps he won't b o
anxious to shine as o leader after this experiment.

Biliv Bunter, however, had no misgivings. He marched
on, with his head heid very high, and his ness 1n the air.
The raiders disappeared into the Cloisters. They reached
the gate that gave access to the academy grounds, and found
it shut. ) e

“H'mal Thai’s because of the row this morning,” eald
Levison. ' 1t's fastened, too. ‘The aliens don’t seem to be
in sight. Are yvou going fo get over the gate, Bunty !

““(bh, no!” said Bunter. “It is my place, as leader, tao
direct operations. You feilows will climb over the gate, and
1 shall direct operations from here I ean ses through the
bars, you know, so it iz really just as good as if 1 camo over
the pate.” _

vison shook his head solemnly.

“T think you ought to climb over the gate, Bunter. It
would give us more confidence if you were with us.”

“ (Oh, really, Levison-——7""" .

“Much more confidence,’’ said Skinnar. " 0Of coursa, wa
don't wank our leador to enter the house; but he ought to
e g e

“ Oh, really, Skinner-—

”C-&rtain]yj:" said Dulstrode. * Bunter climbs the gate
first of all. and directs operations standing inside. Then we
carry oub hia instroctions,”

Buniar hesitated. Ile didn't want to
side of the gate. Dut his [ollowers ha
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their minds, and he reflected that if they came scuttling
back with the aliens aifter them, he «tc-uhir climb the gate
and escape first.

" Well, H it will give voa fellows more confidence,” he
said reluctantly, “1 don’t mind, Are there any of the
aliens in sight, Levison??

As a matter of fact, Fritz Hoffmann and Limburger were
standing near a corner of the red brick seademy, staring at
the group of juniors through the gate. But the Owl of the
Remove was far too short-sighted to see them. Levison shub

his eyes tight, and turned his face towards the aeademy.
“I can't see any,” he said.

“* That’s all right, then!

" Right you are!"

The Hemovites gave Bunter the required bunk. He
clambered to the top of the gate, and succeeded in putting
one fat leg acrgss it. Hoffmann and Limburger watched
the proceeding in absolute astonishment, For one of the
Greyiriars junmrs to invade their quarters under their very
eyes seemed to them the very pinnacle of cheek.

“ Mein gootness ! murmured Hoffmann.
collars tat sheeky rotter, gin’t it

T tinks #0,” said Limburger.

Bunter rested on top of the gates, gaspi’nq for breath.

o o I=I think T'l1 stop here, you fellows” he exclaimed,

I-—1I can see better from the top of the gate, and can direct
n;&eritmns from here much better than from the ground in-
=,

The Removite: had climbed the gate, and ware sittin
astride of the top, DBulstrode grasped Bunter by thga

Give me & bunk up!”

“1I tinks tat ve

shoulder,

" Better pet down inside, Billy. It will give us more
confidence.”

“I—I— Hold on, Bulstrode! Don't sheke me lika
that! I—T shal] fall ™ howled Billy Bunter, as the Remove

bully, under pretence of helping him, forced him over on to

gt}f‘ﬂ'lﬂﬂr side of the gate. ““1I—1 shall fall] Yo Ouw !

Bunter swun_% over the gate, clinging on by his hands,
and kicking wildly against the bars. He held an for a few

seconds, and then dropped. His spectacles fell off, and he
stooped and groped for them,

“I—T say, you fellows, I—I'm quite out of breath! Come
over, if you're coming! There's no time to waste! Whera
are those beastly spectacles?

"' There they are, just by vour hoof,” prinned Stott.

Dear me, so they are!” Bunter jammed his spectacles
on his little, fat nose. " Come on, vou fellows! I SO
voure not going to hold back now I've led the way? Owl
Whe is that? Is that vou, Dulstrode? ™

“ Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bulstrode.

He was still on the top of the gate. and 8o were the others,
It was Fritz Hoffimann who had hold of Billy Bunter

“Ach! I have got him, pelare!™ :

“Boh! Ye ca ures him "' grinned Limburger.

Bunter nearly fainted when he found himself in the grasp
of the alicns. He yelled frantically to the practical jokors
on the gate,

o Help! Resovet! Ow! Help!”

" Ha, ha, ha!" roarcd the jokers.

" Regeue ! ™

Ve capture him after, zin't 17" chuekled Hofman.
Pring him avay.”

“ Sehr gootl

The two Germans dragged away the unfortunate Bunter.
The relling of the dismayed captive brought a horde of
aliens racing vound the corner of the building from the
pravground begvond. There was o vell of delight as the
Iilrll:qll'l'{:'l.' WS S88101.

“Ciel! It 18 ze prisoner of var!” exclaimed Meunier.

" Gook!

* Praval*

Legpo! Lemme alone! Tl gel out if you like. I'm
ainrerely sorry 1 caime over the gate!™ howied Iilly Bunter.

“ It was that beast Bulstrode's fault! Hellup! 'l get oul!
gﬁhE pull me zhout like that! Rescue! Beasts! Ow!
“Ach! Ve have got him!”
'h'“ ?if'i! Ve catches him, and ve makes ze example of
iz
“Duck him in ze fountain!®
“Pravo!"

“Goot! Duck him in te fountain pefore!”
“ Hellup—hellup! Oh!?
A <dozen pair of hands were grasping the fat junior. He

wag yanked along with a specd that tock his breath away
and there was a sudden terrific splash as he was p]umrreé

into the fountain. Ile gave a strangled gasp as the water
closed over him, and he was draggq;-s out agnin a8 limp as

& reg.
Murder! Help!"

“Ow! Heilup!
“THE RIVAL ENTERTAINERS.”

“Is 1t zat you are sorrowiul zat you entair our guarterst'®
demanded Adolphe Meunier,

“Help! Fire!"

“Duck nim in ze fountain vun ozrer time!™

“Himmel! Puck him int"” . i

“AMerey!” ghrieked Bunter. “I'm sorry:; I'm anythin
vou like! I'm wet all aver! I—— DIl get out if  you'
only let me go! It's that beast Levison's fault! Owl®

“Ha, ha, ha! Ze fol peeg ory for ze mercy !

“T1& m vun glorious victory, mein friends!™

if%F = - - ¥

You vas right, my dear Fritz!

“1 am fery bleased mit your poot opinion, my dear
Adolphe! '
“Help!

gal®
“ Keeck him out!"
**Bhuck him out!"

thffnmm:t released the wriggling Bunter, He pointed to
the pate,

“Tat vou runs for it,” he gaid.
start, ain’t it¥"

Billy Bunter undersiood. It was not much of a start, but
he darted off, and the running he put up under those trying
circumstances would have done lam eredit on the cinder-
path. The aliens, with a shricking whoop, swarmed on his
track; but Bunter reached the gate. He clambered blindly
up, and Levison lent hiin o hand, and he wag dragged over.

He dropped on the safe side panting and palpitating like
a fightened rabbit. The jokers ©f the Remove shrieked
with laughter. The aliens were shrieking also through the
bars of the gate.

“ The game scoms to be up,” said Bulstrode. * No good
trying to raid the aliens if our lender turns tail like this,”

“Oh, reaily, Bulstrode——"" gasped Bunter.

“Oh, I'm off ! said Bulsi r-mi“- and he walked away with
Levieon, Bkinner, and Stott, the four of them roaring with
lnughter. Billy Bunter picked himself up, waler squelchin
out of his clothes and hiz Loots. Ile wiped his dimm
speectactes, and jarmed them furiously on his nose.

Meunier wasz rabtling at the fastening of the gate, and
Bunlar, terrified atb the idea of [alling into hostile hands
again, bolted through the Cloisters.

A hand geasped him by the shoulder in the Close, and

stopped him. )
“Legro!' shrieked Bunter,
Thev're after me!

Ow! I'm dripping all over! Groo! Lemme

“"Ve giffs vyou vun second

“Legge, DBulstrode, you
cnd !

“It's not Bulstrode, ass!”

“0Oh, is that you. Cherrv? Ther're after me!™

“They're not,” erid Harry Wharton, with a glance in
the direction of tha Cloisters. * It's all right, Bunty. How
did you get in that shocking state? ™

“Tie—the Dboasts ducked me in the [ountainl' pasped
Lunter.

“Phew! Have you been over the gate? ™

“Yes, and the rotters wouldn't back me up! They were
only fooling all the time. Bewsts, I call them! Ow! I
know I shall caich & cold?!”

“You certainly will, if you don’t he qnick and changa
your things," said Wharton. * Cul off, and get a good rub
down,’

Dilly Donfer cut off. Bu! the damage wis done, and
when he camo down after changing his things he wase
eniflmg and snuffling. There had o chort tima before been
an  ¢pidemie of mﬁis in the Remove, and Bunier': cold
ok to have come back now in a more malipunnt form;
arrd Dulstrode & Co., instead of showing the syimpathy which
the fat junior naturally expected, seemed to regard his cold
as really the cream of the joke.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Depuiaticn from the Allens
i HDAIR 1™
O “Tat iz right. Order dore, ain’t 07"
Y Sehr poot! Order, and do not erowd !'7
1 zink zat ve impressed zem,” enid Adolphe
Mounier, " zat ve keops in good order; and mind, mes
eniants, I speak io ze rotters ovair gere.”

1 tink tat I do fe speaking pefter, Adelphe Meunier.”

“I1 know zat I do him better, Frite Tloffmann.”

“1 tink—-"

“1 zink—"

“Interrupt me nod, you French ass!*™

“1 interrupts you as often as I like, you Sherman peeg!™

** French peast!'

“&herman rottaic!’

And ihen there was a scramble. The aliens waere innsfer.
ing 11 the Cloisters after school hours, in the dusk of the
dim November evening. They had decided to send a depu-
tution over lo the Greyfriars Remove with & challenge to
a foolball match—or, as they called i, feetball—and they
intended to make the deputation an imposing one.
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Hault & dozen aliens had been eclected ae deputies, and
moet of the others had come to the Cloisiers to see ithem off.
Unfortunately, the old dispute batween French and Germans
had restarted, and hade fair to nip the scheme in the bud.
Limburger pushed his way forward as Hoffmann and
Meunier staggered against a stone pillar in frantic combat.

“Tat yon hold on!® he exclaimed. I tellk you—-"

1 FF

" French peastly pounder!
“Fal Sherman rotlair! ™
“1 giffe you licking!"™
::%Lmsh?a vou fearfully "
I L

Eni,

“Tat vou shuts up!" roared Limburger. ** Hold on, and
stop, ain't it? Iz tat how you sends te depuiation, [at-
heads? "

“1t is te fault of tat French peast—"

“It iz all due to zat Sherman rottalr—""

“Btop, [ say! Let 1t be tat wou make friends and
embrace, for te good of te cauwse," sald Limburger per-
suasively,

“Ciel! Fat s we good iden,' exclaimed
““zat you embrace for ze good of ze cause!™

And they drageed the combatanfs apart., Hoffmann and
Meunier had both received some severe knocks and seratches,
and they were not unwilling to ¢case fhghting.

“T tinks I makes friends if Meunier vish it!'" gasped
Hoffmann.

5 "I zink I make ze friend viz my doar Fritz of ze good
earf,’

“I embrace my lofed Adolphe!"

HI koes my doar Fritz! ™

And they forthwith ombraced and kissed. This beinz
amicably settbed, amidst the plaudits and tears of the rest
of the cmobtional aliens, the discussion of the order of the
deputation was resumexl, the oivalry of Heffmann ol
Meunier being now replaced by an overpowering polite-
g3,

" e t of 2o speaker of zo deputation T leaves to my
Jdear Fritz," eaid Meunier, "I backs him up.”

Hoffmann shoole his head.
Y MNewn, nein, mein friend!?
to vou, and I packs you up.”

"I backs vou up, my lofed Fritz!”

“1 packs you up, my dear Adolpha!™

"¥ou speak ze bettair of zo two”

“ Newn, nein! You speaks te petter of fe two.”

" Let it be tot vou both speaks,” said Limburger,
boih sponks and packz one anoder up, ain't it?"

“T1 tink tat is a poot idea.”

"1 agrees to zal vie e good heartl”

YZen let uz zo!" exelaimed Lasalle.

“ Ve are retty pafore, ain't it?”

Tha deputation formod up again. The six chosen juniors
marched off two and two imto the Groviriars ground, and
tha aliens in the Cleisters sont o cheer after them. Hoff-
naatn and Meanier wont first, then Choepentier and Lime-
burger, and then Lasalle and SBachs. They marched aercas
the Clozo with an air of frreat flir.;hi'r.:_r, and reachod tho
housa withaut hindranes, ps most of the Greviriars fellows
wern indoorz i the raw November evening, But as soon
aq they enlersed, and lecoked into the junior common-roon,
there was o yell.

" Falle, alieags®?

“Cheok, coming here!" grunted Billy Bunter. ¥ Bedder
-lilil.g them in the foantain, and give the beasts a gpold, snine
as they've given me”

“Well, that’s not a bad wheere!™ said Bulstrode.

Meunior waved hiz hands in sion of peace.

“¥e are a Jdeputation,” he announced.
amity. Ve vishes to sce Vharion”

The aliens were looking into fhe junior ecmmon-room.
They did not enter, not liking exactly the looks of the Groy-

friars juniors. i ]
"Collar them ! exclaimed Dulstrode. “Let's Jduel the
“Give the beasts

Charpentier,

Te post of te spealor 1 leals

“Yeou

“Ve come in

rotters in the fountain!™

“Berve them right!” grunted Buntfer,
a wold epch!™
| gk | suy zabt ve are o deputation, and ve come viz shal-
Cnge,

“Tat is righd; vo gome mit challenge.”

“Vhere is Vharton?”

“Tat iz it=vhere is Vharton?"

“ Wharfon's in his study,” grinned Dulstrode, 20 are his
fricnds.  But vou ean deal with us. Wo'ro hore.”
_é:&Fl'-ﬂﬂlﬂr‘. 7osand Bkinner, " And the fountain's just out-
side !

“Duag them! Dug the rodders?”

“1 say zat ve are a deputation! Zat vou keep off I ox-
claimed Adolphe Mennier., " Vo come in peace viz you”

“Rush them!" shouted Bulstrode,

Some of the juniors made o rush. The {leputatign eoat-
tered hack along the passape, and tore upstairs. Bul:strode
& Co. dashed alter them, but the aliens wore quicker. They
reached No. 1 Btudy safely.

“THE RIVAL ENTERTAINERS,”

EVERY
_ TUESDAY,

OME
HALFPEMNY.

The “Maqgnet”

LIBRARY,

Mennier flung the door epen. Bualstrode stopped on ha
gtairs, e did not care to pursue them intoe Harry Whar-
ton’s guarters, The ahens breathlessly rushed inte the
study. The Famouns Four were at their preparation, and
they started up in surprise at the sudden invasion of the
foreizn youths.

“ Hallo, halle, halle? Aliens!"

“Cheek "' ejaculated Nugent, picking up the fire shovel.
“Raoiding our own quarters! Go for them !

“The cheelfulness is terrific!”

“ Beace! Ye gome in beace !

“ Zat is correct. Ve come in peace, mes enfants.  Leb
zore be peaca !’

“ Kasy with the shovel, Wuprent!" said Harry Wharton,
taughing., " What do you chaps wank here? [Don't jabber
all nt onee.”!

“Yo are a deputation.”

“You're n—a what *"

“ A deputation. Ve gomes to tring: te challonme.”

' Lat is correct. Ve comes to bring 2¢ shallenge.”

Harry Wharton stared at them.

; ‘;1}Fl1u{: challenge? What are you going to challenpe us
o

“You explain to ze rotiair, my dear Fritz"

“Nein, nein! You explain to te pounder, my dear
Adaolphe.™

“You vill put ze maitair moosh betiair zan T conld.”

“Not at all, my dear Adolphe. You puts him petter
tan L."

“My dear Fritz -—"

“ Ay dear Adolphe—'

“If wou chaps are ever coming to the point, come,' said
Harry Wharton., “ We've got our work to do, and we can’t
stand here all the evening watching you bow to one
annther.”

“The impossiblofulness is terrific !

" (Pest veal. Hey are peegs, my dear Friiz, and not com-
prehend ze Continental politenass !’

“Tat is ferry true, mein lofed Adolphe”

“hon, il you insist, I explains, and you backs me up,”

I do insist, and I packs you up after!™

* YXou pack him up?"" said Dob Cherry.
arg you geing to pack him up for?
Jjourney ¥

*¥You not understands pefore.™

“ Blessed if I do! Are you going to label him when you
pack him up?

“1 packs him up

“Zab is correct. T speak we sponch, and my belofed Frate
pack me up viz himself. Ve are ze deputation from ze
acadomy, and ve shallenges you.”

“Good! What's the challenge ¥

“To ze game of feetbhall™

“What 7" roared the Hemovites, with one voice,

Meounier grinned with delight at the impression his chal-
lenge had created.

Hhe pame of feethall,” he repented.  © Ve shallenges you
to meet wus at ze rame, and ve vill gif you vun fearful
licking viz yoursefvoes 1"

“Tat is right a fearful licking, mein {riends;
pufs you in your place after.””

The Famous Four stared at the «depufation. The aliens,
pleased with the impression they had made, raised their
noses a little higher in the air, and shrugged up ther
sioulders.

Amazement held the chums of the Remove stlent for one
maoment. Then they surprised the deputation by bursting
inta an uncontrollable roar of laurhter.

“ila, ha, ha!"”

“ What on earth
Iz he going on &

and vo

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Declined with Thanks.
" A, ha, he !

The aliens stared at the Removites in astonish-

rrudentt.

At first they thought that the laughier was a pre-
fence to cover up fear and uneasiness at the challenge, but
they zoon saw that it was genuine. As a matter of fact, the
Famous Four were simply convulsed with merriment,. The
iden of the aliens playving football at all was amusing, after
what they had seen that morning; buat to think of playing
the Hemmove- the Greviriars Homove—was really too funny.

The four chums velled with laughter, and the ftears ean
l.lqmll their checks as they vainly tried to econtrol theie
muirth.

Amazoment gave place to indignation in the looks of the
aliens. They exchanged glances, and they shrugged thair
shoulders, and elevated their noses still higher in the air.
And the Famous Four roared again.

3
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" Football?' scbbed Bob Cherry. “I beg pardon—feet.
ball! They are going te play ze foethall 77

"' Good old feetball 1 gurgled Nugent. * They are going
to _|]1“::;, feetball—with feet, and hands, and teeth, and finger-
nuils

“My hat?’ gosped Harry Wharton.
too funny to live I

" The funnifulness is terrific 1"

" Feetball! Ok, my only Aunt Sempronia "

“ They—they are

“ Ze feetball,” said Nugent,. ¥ %Yes; I can see them
playing the Remove. Ha, ha, ha'!”

“"Ha, ha, ha '

Hoffmann, Meaunier & Co. plared at the convulsed
Removites. They began to see that they had not impressed
the Famous Four very much after all,

“Ach! I tinks—"

[1] I EEI'II':—-—"-”

“Sorry I gasped Harry Wharton,
us; we couldn’t help it.
funny,"

“Ha, ha, ha I

“ We—we never expected a challenge to play feetball—

“ Ha, ha, ha I"

“We eall it football ourzelves: but, of course, ihat's a
detail—-"

“ Ze game is played viz both feef, T zink ** said Meunier.

1 Y«ES: but——"

“den I zink zaf we proper name is feetball.
football, you play viz only vun of 2o feet.”

““ Ha, ha, ha!?

::I tink tat my lofed Adolphe is quite right, ain't it 9

Oh, feetball if you like!” said Wharton. " Of course,
%m?: wc:tblld know. You play the game o splendidly.

u —

" You takes our chellenge §”

"lr"reih you see, we haven't any convenient dates just
TH) W

“1If you refuse our challenge, Whartan, ve tinks you are
afraid, ain’t 1t? Ve denounces vou as te coward.”

. “That will be rather rough, of course,”” grinned Wharten ;
but I think we'll risk even that rather than play football
with such a ripping feamy #s vou arc!™

* Rather ! murinured Nugent.

“The ratherfulness is terrifie!”

“I tinks tat you are afraid. You make mooch show of te
fectball, and ven pou got a challenze you dedees out of
him. Yah!” ;

“Yah!" said the <depuiation in chorus.

“I points te Onger of scorn af vou !
suited the action to the word.
do ve not, my dear Adolphe ™

“Ve do, my lofed Fritz—ve does!? T zlso point de fingair
of zc scorn’

And Meunier did so. The whole deputaticn followed suit,
and rix lingers of scorn were solemnly pointed at the chums
of the Rewove. Strange to say, instead of being erushed
tnr:rleb}'._the:.r went off inlo a fresh vell of lauchter.

“'Tat is to hide deir mortificaiicn,” murmured Frifz Hoff-
mann. "1 tink tat in deir heart dey feel ferry schmall.”

‘Zat is ecorrect, my dear Fritz.”

“Oh, my word I"" said Wharton, wining the tears from his
eyves. “We—we can't eccept your challenge, you know,
because-—"

" Because you fears te licking!" said Tritz Holfmann
majestically.

“No. DBut, you see, there are difficulties in the wav.
What kind of football—I mean feotball —do yau play #

“ ¥e have not play mooch so far, but ve are taking up te
game,"

“* Zat is correct.”

*“ And when do you want the mateh to come off 77

“On Saturday afterncon ve plavs you an<d peats vou
hollow. Ve have been learning te feetball for several days,
and vo plays up vell.”

“They've been loarning football for several days,’ mor-
mured Bob Cherry faintly, “Oh, carry me away to die

somoewhora '

“It vill be fe first match ve have played mit an outside
team,”” said Frite Hoffmann, I have no doubt tat ve licks
you hollow pefore.”

“I zink zat is certain.”

And the deputation all sclemnly nodded their heads.
What they did not know sbout fooitball would heve Alled
!n}-g‘a volumes, but they had a subline confidence in them-
selvesn

Wharton hardly knew what to say. The alicns had come
over with the challenge in deadly carnest, and he did not
want to hurt their feelings, but the idea of meeting them

on the footboll-field was too funny to be sericusly enter-
tained,

“THE RIVAL EMTERTAINERS.”

“¥You must excuse
You see, your challenge struck us as

If it 15 za

And IHoffmann
“Ach! Ve despises you—

“What kind of game do you play ' he said, trying to ba
serious. ' You see—"

“Ve plays zo pame of feethall”

* Do you play Rugby 1"’

“Ve have not play any outside matches vet.
play Greviriars E
srhools.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“I mean, do you play the Rugby game? T should think
that was what you were aiming at when I saw you playing
this morning."

“Ye plays fecthall.”

It was evident that Meunier had never heard of the Rughy
code, and probably he was quite unaware that there wezo
two varieties of the national game.

* But there are two kinds of footbaell,"” Wharton explained
patiently. * Rughy is one— "’

“Cenerally called Rugger,” interposed Bob Charry, “on
account of the ructions which often arise in the game.”

“ And Association is the other”

“ Usually culled Boccer,” went on the veracious Bob,
“because, when you play it, vou're supposed to give them
aocks.”

“Ha, ha, ha !

“0Oh, choese ¢, Bob " said Harrv, laurhing. Yoo ses,
E’Iﬂunier, there are two varieties of the game, and you don't
INOW—""

U otheyr from which,” said Dob Cherry.

““ And so 1t will be unpossible—""

T zink zat you =eek to evade ze shallenge because you ars
afraid.”

“1 tink te zame as my dear friend Adolphe.”

“My dear chaps, we'd play a match with youn with
Measure, but you den’t kpow as much about football as you
do about the Chinese alphabet I

1 zinl: zat you dodges becnuse you are afrasd.”

“*1 tink so, too.”

“0h, it'e no mood aroumg with vou ' said Wharton,
lanphing. “It's a custom in Bogland to learn foothall for
maore than a {few days bhefore vou start challenging teams to
lav matehes with you,”™

‘Aot is all righi for ze stupid English,
learn zo gamne guick--—- i

“And te Sherman laarn lum ferry guick, ain't iz

“ Ve brards vou as a coward if vou not play.™

“Goot! Ve prands him as o goward 17

Y00, mo akead with the branding, thea ! said Wharton.
3 G{:} angd wet it done while we're finishing our prop. Good-
nrght 17

Meuniter waved his hand dramaiically.

“Uiel! T despiscs you, and pointz ze finger of 2¢ scorn at
vou! Adiea!”

Ane the deputation solomnly pointed six fingors of seorn
al. the Removites once more, and then shrugged ap their
shoulders, and marched ont of the study.

Havry Wharton sank into a chair, and gasped with merri-
ment.

“Aly only hat '™ he murmured. © These fellows nre foo
funny 1o live! I can see the Remove team playing a match
with them. Ifa, ha, he ™

“Ha, ha, ha ™’

“ Halle, hallo, hallo! What's that [eariu] row?"

There was a souid of bumping on the stairs, The chums
rushedd {o the decr.” The slien deputation was being rotled
down the stairs by DBulstrode & Co., who bad been wailting
for them to come out.

Wharton ran downsizire with knitted brows,

“Tet them alone; they're a deputation !

“Oh rafs ! ennd Balsirodo.

Harry slung un aside, and he eat down with vielenee on
Lhe elairs.

The othor Removites crowded baclk at the Form eaptain's
volce, and the breathless aliens took fo their heels, nnd
vanizhed in the dusk of the Close,

THE S5IXTH CHAPTER.
A Disappointment for Bunter.

IE chums of the Remave were still chuckling over the
visit of the zliens and the absurd challenge, when
Billy Bunter carae into the study.

Bunter's face was very glum. His nose was red,
and his eyes wore walering, aud he Lept upn a siifling and
a enuffling that were slmost incessant, e certainly had
a cold, but his sufforings were probably not quite so great
85 he wished the Removites to believs, _

“Halle, hallo, halle!’ cxclaimed IDob Cherry, in
apparent surprise. U Billv's mot a epld !

Bunter blinked at him mdignantly,

“You knew I'd got a gold I** he grunted.

“nd It Yes, now I think of it, so I did!"" assented Bob
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Cherry. *1 suppose it"s the same cold you had thiz arter-
noogn

Bunter did not deign fo reply fo that frivelouws guestion.
Ile turned to Harry Wharton. The captain of the
Lower Fourth had finished his prep., and had opensd the
latest number of **The Gem,” to look at the football
[Hctures,

1 say, Whartod, you gan see I've got & goldi?” he
ramarked.

“Yes, vou look like it, Billv,"” assentad Wharton, ** Have
you saen this weel's pictures yet?”

“I'm teo ill to think about football ecompetitions!™
gronted Bunier. *' You know what I need for a oold.”

" Exercise ia a good thing,” said Bob Cherry. “ 1f you
lika, 1'll chase vou up and down the corridor with a knotted
towel.  I'd willingly do any little thing I could to cure
you. You might pive ns the cold if you're not cured.”

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

“Or you eould give up eating for a time," suggested
Nugent. “You feed a fover and starve a cold, you know."

A lot you know about it!"” grunted Billy Bunter. ' You
feed o zold and starve a fever. I should think everyhody
knows that. I was going to suggest, as there's danger of
you fellows ealehing my cold——"

“You wern going to suggest staying out of the study till
you're well '

“ Nothing of the aort, Nugent. I—"

“You could put up in the box-room, you know,™

“Oh, really, Nugent! I was poing to suggest that yon
fellows should club together and help me pet rid of the
gold by feoding it.”

“"The cheekfunlness of the honourable Bunter is terrific.”

“I don't sep it!” said Billy Bunter warmly. ** We had
an opidemic of rolds hero a short time age. I suppose vou
don’t want all that over again—the whole Remove going
about ecoughig and sneezig and snuffligz. And I'm jolly
dangersus whon I've got a wold. People always gatch it
You fallowz are hound to have it

“You'll got slnin If you give it to me,” said Dol Cherry.
“1 sha'nt kiss vou good-night till you're quite well again,
s thére!”

“Oh, roally, Cherry, I wish you wouldn’t make fun of a
wrious subject. It would be no joks for me to expire in
agony in this study some evenig when you're doig your
prop.——"

“You'll jolly well get a thiek ear if you start doing any-
thing of the sort!™

“I'vo got o delicate eonstitution, and T ean only leap
goig by havig plenty of nourishig foed, The proner this
to do with a gold iz to feed it. I shall have to raise funds
somehow  to feed it,  It's important. I have been
diganpointed about a poatal order, or I weuldn't think of
troublig you selfish bounders on the subject.”

“ Which postal order have you been disappointed about?”
asked Bob Cherry innocently, ““ The one that was coming
thie morning, the ope that wins coming last week, or the
one that was coming the weock before?’

Az a matter of fact, I'vo had several disappointments
lately. People are so selfish, and the post is so unreliable.
I was goig down to the post-office to inguire about a postal
order, only this beastly pold has gome on and atopped me.
I'm pretty sure there's a ledder for me there, and the
iddioda haren't delivered id. But apart from the postal
ordef, you know jolly woll 1 ehall bs in funds in a feow
weeks, when I have vroped in *The (Gem' prize of & pound
a week for thirtcen weeks. L'm willing to pay ten per cent.
for the use of a loan——"

“Ha, bha, ha!"

1 zay, Wharted, how much can vou advance me off that
pound a weok?”

“ Hixpenca!” said Harry, laughing.

“Oh, really, Wharkod!™”

“The fact 15, the Filth of November has run away with
maost of the cash,” snid Harry., ** We're short of tin.
Besidea that, I don't believe in gorging as a cure for a
m{:it It would be better for you to lead the simple lifa for
R TE

“¥ou ought to know that the proper thig is feedig a

ol d—"

“Well, feed it 10 moderation, then. We're not starved
harn.  ¥ou get encugh meals for any ordinary hippo-
polamopg—""

*“{h, really, Whartod —*

“And you ought to slacken down when you're ill. IF vou
df?‘?'tﬂﬂmmut vourself, you wouldn't be so liablo to catch
eeleda,

“I suppose a fellow can't help gatchig a gold when he's
dupend in a fountain,' said Billy Bunter. *“If vou fellows
had bagged me up, as [ wanted vou teo. those rodders
conlddn't have played that rodden trig on me.™

*“ Tho fact is, Bunty, you're not cut out for a leader, and
raiding is gquite out of vour line,” zaid Wharton, laurhing.
~ " 0h, I know my abilitics have caused a lot of jealousy
in this study—"

““THE RIVAL ENTERTAINERS.”
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“Ha, ha, hal” ,

“@iill, the question is, what am I to do aboud feedigy my
gold? I don't want to give it to all the Hemave.
should be sinesraly sorry to see you fellows gatch it; bl
that's bound to happen if [ don’t get wured.”

“ Ask Mr. Quer{:E to send you into the sanatorium.’™

Billy Bunter shudderad.

[ ‘waa put in the sanatorium last time, Wharted. Thoy
give you hardly anythiz to eat, and I was a mere ghost
when I camse out.”

* A jolly substantial ghost!’ said Bob Cherry. )

e []rg[r. that I had been wastiz away., OF course, I don't
expact aympathy in this study,” said Billy Bunter. *
thir you might raise a fand for gurig my gﬂld, thuugh---lf
only for your own sakes.”™

“My hat! It would be cheap to shut him up for a ecupla
af bobh!" said Bob Chorry. ' There's my only tanner to
the good cause!™

“And there™ another!” snid Wharton.

“And there's threepencs,”” said Nuroent.
me a Fronch penny.” _

The Nabob of DBhanipur added a half.crown te the liftle
heap of coins.

Billy Bunter's eves glistoned behind his spectacles.

*YWell, that'a not so bad!” he remarked, gathering up
the coins. 1 mqard thia a5 a loan, of course,”

“Oh, of course.” said Nugent: * you always do."”

“(h, really, Nugent! I want that to bo distinetly undor
stead. I know thera are fellows in somo guarters whe
rezard me in the light of a cadzer, but I don't think any-
body here ean sav that I ever received any tin as a gife”

“The corrcctfulness of the honourable dummy’s state-
ment iz terrific.’” )

“I regard this as a loan, to be repaid out of the prize
in *Tha Gem® foothall competition. Lot me see—sixpencs
to Whartod, sixpence to Cherry, threepence to Nugent, and
two-and-six to Inky. That's t.hre&m.nd-ninﬂipmif:-e. If wvou
E[{'I.? to stand another threepence, it will make a level four

ob."

The nabob silently drew three pennies from his poclet,
and Passm‘i them to Buntor,

Billy Bunter jingled them into his peckel.

“I‘ﬁ enter it all up on the aceount,” he said.
rvou fellows some liddle arcounts already—""

“* Ha, ha, J:l:l'l..r”

“T1 don't see anvthiz to packle at in that, Cherey. T owa
vou fallows some liddle aceounta already, and 1T'11 put these
on. I'd bedder be potting along now before Mrs. Mimble
gloses the dugshop,"

And Bitly Bunter hurried off to the school shop.

Bulstrode was If.:rungfng in tha {:lw,rrwa:,r, and he grinned
al the sizht of Billy's red and pufly face.

“Got o cold? he asked, with an air of surprise.

“Fou knew jolly well I've got o gold,”” said Bunter. It
was all your faull, foe!”

“Well, if & reckless fellow will go dashing inte danger,
without thinkine of ths odda——"" anid Bulstrode.

Bunter looled nlensed, He rather fancied the picture aof
himself as a reckless fellow rushing inio danger.

“Well, I subbose 1t gan't be helped.)” he said. "1 wna
alwavs rather reckless when my blood was up, you know.
Fellows olten thig I'm s peaceful chap, but I'm nod, you
know. Whea my blood's up, I go ahead like anythig., I

““Ha, ha, ha!"

“1 don't see what you're gacklig at," said Bunter, dimly
realising that Bulstrode had been joking. I thig you'ra
a rodder, anyway. The least you gan do under thoe circam-
stanees iy to bhelp mo feed my gold.”

“Is that what you've coms here for?" grinned Skinner,
coming up.

“Yes, rather! The follows in WNo. 1 have raized four
bob for me to feed my pold, and——"""

Bulstrode shook his head solemnly,

“ It won't do, Bunter,”'

“ What won't do?

“Feoeding a cold.
a cold.”

“ No, you've got it wrong, Bulstrode, ¥You feed o gold,
and starve o fever.”

“1 suppose I ought to know,” said Bulstrode. **If you're
going 1o eontradiet me, Bunter, you'd better——"

" I-T don'd want to gontradict you, Bulstrode!” gasped
Buniér, as the Remove bully’s look had grown threatening.
“I—— It'a all right. Have 1t which way you like, but
I'm going to feed my gold. I subbose I gan do as I lika
with my own geld®”

“Thal's just whers you make the mistale,”
Dulstrode. ™ You say you've got foar bab?”

" ¥es; they subscribed it in Study No. 1—"

Sy,

“That leaves

“1 owa

You ought to feed & fever and starve

paid
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“ Shew it opee?
Bunter drew cut the handful of assorted coins. Bulstrode
gripped his wrist, and cahmly extracted the coins from his

palm. DBunter wafched this proceeding in utter dismay.
' Whewh-whad are vou doig, Bulitrode® he gasped.

“You owe me this tin,”" =aid Bulstrode. “ I*1l have it off
th> old account.”

“ But—birt—I—I sar, Buelstrode—-—*

“Don't you owe me the moner?? oxelaimed Bulstrede
threateningly.

“Yeoees, I owe vou tome tin—vou unsed fo lend mo
money when you were in Btudy Neo. 1, before Cherry
LR R 2

“AWell, then, isn't it about time you squared?i”

Yl T've been disappointed about o postal order.”™

“T'11 take this on acscunt, znd wou ean sguare up the
ress when ihe posfal erder comes,” said Bulstrode, with a
grin. ' Feeb 15, meney 1s fight just now. I blued all my
tin on the Fifth, This will come n useful.”

- Rut—but—hut really——"

h“ ['s all right. Come snd have a feed, Skinner, old
chap?”

“Certainly ! prinned Bliinner.

“I—I say, vou fellows, I—I You're not goig to rob
me |ike that, Bulstrode !'* .

“What's that?” roared Bulstrods, “Reob you! Den't
you cwe me the money, and ten times as much, you young
Bwooj

“Yeogoees, but—but—-" )

“Then whar have vea got fo complain abeut?
eome in, and vou can have o few tarts if you like.
nothing inean about me.” :

The bully of the Remove went infto the tuckshop with
Slinner. ]gt.mte-r stood gazing after him in dismay. But
one thing was certuin—there was no getting the money back
from Bulstrode., And it was nseless to complain to anybody,
for, as a matter of fact, his indebtedness to DBulstrede
amounted fo several pounds in &ll. Bulstrode was good-
natured sometimes, and he was often in funds; and Billy
Bunter had & way of exrracting money from the most un-
Likely andividuals, It occurred to Billy that he might as
well have the tarts, af all events, so he followed Bulstrode
and Skinner into the shop. The two practical jokers of the
Remove were chuekling over their feed, enjoying Bunter's
discombture as much as Mrs. Mimble's g things. And
Billy had the pleasure of seing them dispose of a really good
feast, while he had to content himself with half a dozen
tarts, and penny ones at that.

Billy Bunter left the tuckshop with feelings too deep for
wores. He leflt Bulstrode and Bkinner still eating cream-
puffs and roaring with laughter,

The fat Junior had cleared out Study WNo. 1 for the pur-
pose of feeding his cold, and this was the result. This cold,
like the sea, in Kipling's poem, eried to him still unfed.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
The Deceivers.
T EMPLE, Dabney & Uo., of the Upper Fourth at Grey-

Here,
There's

friara were chatting in the junior common-room, when
Billy Bunter came in with a handkerchief to his nose,
snifing. The Upper Fourth fellows glanced at him,
and sniffed, too.

“Young grampus!” said Temple. * You never see that
chap but what he's sniffing and snorting.”

“Ought to g muzzled,” said Fry.

“Oh, rather!” apreed Dabney.

“"Tve pot a pold, you fellows” said Bunter, blinking at
the trio. 1 don’t subbose it will ke gured until I'm able
to feed it properly.”

*¥ou've alwavs got a cold,” grunted Teomple.

“ 1t's only the sccond one I've had thiz term.”

Y Well, why don’t you keep in your own study when vou've
pot a beastly cold, or go into the sanatorium? You might
prrve it to us.”™

“1 thig that’s very likely,” said Bunter. “T'm an awfully
dapgerous fellow to have a gold, as I always pgive it to

pp{_:i]n_l‘u. !
* Here, get farther off M

1 say, you fellows, I've hed lots of golds, and T've alwagys
gured them in the same way., They only want feeding. T&
has oecurred to me that fFellows who don’t want to gatch
my gold might raise some tin for me to feed it and guro
it, for their own sakes. IF vou fellows like to raise ten bob
or %o for that purpose, vou ean have it back out of the
pound a week prize in ' The Gem.”

* ¥Yes, I can see uz doing it," remarked Temple.

“(th, rather!” grinned ﬁ.‘luhrm .

“ I suy, vou fellows, T could Jn with five bob, vou know,
I shouldn’t have gaught this gold if Whartod had bagged
me up properly this mornig.  You know, I wizh I had
spoken te you fellows now instead, and—-"

 Ieap farther off, you pufling grampus 1™
“Cerduinly, but I say, Temple, if yow ean stand five
a3

“Well, he ought to have hiz eold cured,” said Temple,
with a wink at his compantonz. ™1 suppose that, as heads
of the juniors, we are callml upon to do something.™

“Oh, rather ' said Dabney.

“Just what I was thinking,” Fry reinarked, with a2 nod.

Billy Bunter's eyves glistened. He knew that Temple had
plenty of money, as a rale, and the sudden, obliging humour
of the Lpper Fourth trio made his hopes rizg.

U1 sav, thal's very decent of yvou, you fellows,” he said
engerly. " Come to thizg of it, il would be bedder to give
the ﬁ-ﬁ-ld a really goud feed, and o pound would be all night

“ A pound of what ¥ asked Fry.

*“ L mean & pound—a sovereign, you know—""

F0h, I see! Do you think o pound would be enough fo
give 1t a regular good feed, you know?’ zaid Tomplo
seriously,

“ Well, of course, it would be dena bedder on thirty bob,"”
said Bunter, with beating heart., “I know you have lots of
vash, Temple, and I wish I'd spoken to you before about it,
You can have it all back out of * The Gem* football prize.”

“You'ro quite certain of getting that ?"’

Y Oh, absclutely! You see, I'm the only fellow in the
colicge who can really guess what the pictures mean. They
represent the names of f[ootballers, you know, and T guess
them straight off every time, and the other fellows in Study
No. 1 never have the same solutions that T get. T'm pretty
certain of ihe first gllrizc, and that's a pound a week for
thirteen weeks—a jolly good prize.  I'm goig to stand a
series of big fecds when I get i, and I should be glad for
vou fellows to come. ¥Yes, cerdainly, thirty shilligs would
be enough for me now, Toemple.”

“Don't stint yourself, Dunter, you koow., Make
much as you like."

VU Well, 1 must say that that's gonerous of you, Temple.
Upon the whole, I suppose T may as well make it two
pounda.  That will cover everythig."

“ But will two pounds be enough 7'

“Yos, | thig so—unless you'd like to make it more—""

“ Ii’s not a gquestion of what I like, but of what you need,”
said Temple solomnly,

“ Your cold has to be cured at any pricee. No false
modesty, you know. If twe pounds wouldn't be encugh,
Eﬂ.}" ﬁﬂ,”

:j %}l.umth-‘:ﬁ A T |

‘ell, really, Temple, I must say this iz ripping of vou.
Of eourse, though you can get a good feed for wa prarieriels,
vou can get a bedder one for three, That standz to reason.”

“ Bomething in that, Dab*"”

“Oh, rather!”

“ Then you think three pounds would be about the mark

sald Temple.
“ It would be ribbig!"”

* Think it over once more, Bunty. Don't err on the side
of being too moderate. In my opinion, a fiver would mect
the coase mord -;ﬂmpletqu;. Of course, I don't want to over-
ride your opinion,” said Temple modestly. “Stil], T can’t
help thinking that a fiver is what you really want 1o give
vour eold a thorough feeding.™

“You—you're a prince,” said Dunter, almost gasping.
“A fiver would do me down ribbigly. 1f you can stand &
fiver, Temple—""'

“ My dear Bunier, T oan lend you a fiver quite as easily
as I can lend yvou five bob™

“Good! Hand it over, then.”

“ Hand over what 77

The fiver.”

“ Whaot fiver ¥’

“ The—the fiver you are goig to lend me.”

“You're making a little mistake, DBunter,” said Tompls
blandly, “I'm not going to lend you n fiver. What put
that 1den into your head ¥

# [~I—vou—you suid—"

“My dear chap, I was simply trying to help you arrive
M!?'.': exuot cstimate of whal you really require for your
cold.

" [ —vou—you—you—"

“1 felt that 1 ought to do something for wvou,” said
Temple serivusly. “I couldn't lond you any money, but
I've helped you work it out, now, and vou know exactly
what vou want.  All you have to do now is to get somebady
to lend you ¢ fiver.”

“Ch, rather [V

“Mvo no doubt somebody will jump at the chance. Any-
way, I've done the best I cup for you. You don’t leok
grateful.’

" You—rou—vyou heast "

" Buch is life ! said Temple, looking pathetically at his
chums. * ¥You take a lot of trouble to help a chap because

it a=z
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he'a ill, and so far from feeling docently grateful, he ealls
vou nnes. It reminds me of something in Shakespearce—
or was it Milton——""

" Blassed iof I know,” said IMey.

“1 forget now, but it was something that just meets the
esse—something about a thankless serpent, or something—
or an ungraiein! tooth——"

*1t's from King Lear,”™ grunted Fry. "' How sharper
than a serpent’s tooth 11 15 to have a thankless ehild.” "

“ N, that's e, I knew 1 was something about o serpent,
or a tooth, or something. Ilow sharper than o serpent’s
tonth 1t = to have o thanklesz Bunter.”

" You beasts 1" said Bunter,

My, come away [ sald Temple. I can't stand ingrati-
tude. There are a lot of things T ean stand, but I can'c
sturd ingratitude. There's something else 1n Shakespeare
that touches on the caze, but I can't recall it now ; something
about wintry wing-—="

¢ Blow, blow, thau winter wind,'” said Fry, **thou art
not so unkind ax man’s ingratitude.” ™

“Gaod ! Ts that Bhakespeare, or Tennvson ¥

“ Bhalespeare, ass!™

“Oh, all right! Blow, blow, thou winter wind, thou art
not 20 unkind as Bunter's ingratitude. How sharper than
a serpent's tooth i is—""

“ You rodders I

“Oh, come away! The sight of ingratitude always affects
mo painfully,” said Temple. ' I've worked out the whola
problem for him, and now he's only got to borrow a fiver
of somebody, and still he 15 sharper tﬁun a serpent’s tooth.
Carne away 1M

And Temple, Dabney & ('o. shook their heads solemnly
and walked off, leaving Bunter gazing after them with an

] Bunter clambered blindly up the gate, with the whooplng aliens swarming on his (rack.

s L

nhselutely ferocious expression upon his fat face. He had
almost felt the crisp fiver rustling in his fingers, and it waa
oo bad to be done like this.

“The rodders!” muttered Bunter. ' They were only
rotddig all the time! I suppose I'd bedder go and try the
Chinee, and 1if he fails me, I'll ask Mr. Quelch for an
wilvance on my bogeged money. [ don’t sea why a Form-
master shouldn’t make a fellow an advance on his bogged
money., I know he has advanced cash to Whartod before
now, and I don't believe in favouritiam.”

(R E——

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Still Unfed.
TIIERE wags a sweet smell procceding from the study

occupied by Wun Lung, the Chinese member of the

Remove, as Rilly Bunter drew near it—a very sweet

smell io Bunder, for it was the [ragrant odour of a
stew, Wun Lung, the Chinee, was a great hand at cooking,
though the materials he used were not always to the taste
of English bovs. Dogs and cats being common articles of
diet in China, Wun Iang saw no horm in a dog soup or a
cat stew, but the other fellows in the Remove quaked at the
mere thouoght of them, The Bemove had neot forgotten a
celebrated feoed given by the Chinese junier, when they had
diseovered —too late—that the solid portion of the appetiging
stew he provided had been sapplied by the housekeeper's
Fula, And Bunter, after the first jovful smiff of the scent
fram the stady, remembered Fido and shuddered.,
. He pecped in at the half-open door. There was a good fire
i the grate, and a zauvcepan was bubbling on it. Wun
Lang, with hiz looze sleeves pushed back, was attending to
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the stew. He looked round as Bunter pushed the daor open,
and beamed upon the faf junior.

“Hallo!"" satd Bunter,

* Allee light,” murmured the Celestial.
Me pleases 1f Buntel staveeto glub with me."

“ Well, what kind of grub is it ¥** said Bunter suspiciously.
“"I'm jolly hungry, and I want to feed my gold, but I
don’t want any dog stews.™

“ No doggee.”

Bunter |ooked relieved.

“0Oh, that's all right, then!

at 13 it made of 7"
" Cattee.
Bunter shuddered.

“ You—you horrid youg gannibal! A cat’s as bad as &

“Comen in!

It cerdainly smells ribbing.

duﬁyl”
un Lung's almond eyves opened wide.

“ Nicee cattee—nicee-nices! Better than labbit,”

“Rads! If it were a rabbit, now—— Vou yug ass, why
eouldn’t you make a rabbit stew 7" zaid Bunter regretiully.

* Cattee batter.”

“Rads! You're a horrid Chinese pig,” muttered Dunter.
“Are you really goig to eat that filthy stuff #"

:'Nﬂ filthy—nices-nicee—me eates with chopstick.”

"Well, I'd stay to supper with you, Wun Lung, if you'd
have aﬂmethlg to eat like a decent Christian,” said Bunter,
1n disgust. “* But thers, you're a rodden heathen, and you
don’d know any bodder. "I say, Wun Lung, old chap, can
vou lend mie five hob "

* No londes cashee.™

“Rads! You've got plenty of moner, I know.”

“Me spendee cashes on firewolks.”

BxIIIT,' Buntor grunted discontentedly. :

" Blessed if every silly ase in the school hasn’t wasted all
his tin on fireworks!” ho growled. I thig the Iifth of
November ought to bo abolished, Tt's a sinful waste to
apend money on Breworks that oucht to go in good grub,
How the diggens am I goig o feed my boastly pold?"

““No asavyy IV

* Look hero, can you make it half-a-crown 7"’

* No casheo.”

“ A bub would be bedder thad nothig.”

“ No cazhee. Stayee eateo stow if huagly: nicee-nices.”

“Grorer!” said Bunter. * I'm fearfully famished, but 1
draw a lino at cats, you rodden horrid heathen. Go and
evad gole !

And he walked out of the study discontentedly, Wun
Lr:m;:; grinned, and served up his stew, and started work
with his cliop stickse. Bunter drifted back to Study Ne. 1,
but he found #t dark and empty The chums of the Ramove
were  downstairs. Buntsr  went down, and discovered
Wharton and his friends in the common-room, puzzling
over the pictures in the football comperition.

“ Hallo, ballo, halle! Had that feed?” asked Bob Cherry.
“F¥eel any better?”

“ No, I don't,” grunted Bunter. “ I haven't had the feed
Bulstrode stole tho cash 1™

[ 18 Eh?,l

“* Woll, he took id away from me.”

" What's that?” eaid Harry Wharton, looking up quickly.
“ Aro you telling the truth, Biliy?"

“ If you doubt my word, Whartod, T——""

“ Don’t be an ass! Do you say Bulstrode took the money
from you?"

“ He protended T owed it to him.”

i .chr didn't you?"

“ Well, T owe him some money, I supposs, but that was
en old account.’ Biiliaﬁunter evidently considered it very
unIiust that he should called upon to pav an old aceount.
“It was frightfully mean of him to dake the money I waa
goig to feed my gold with.”

“I euppoze ho did it for & lark,” said Wharton. “ It
was mean anoagh, too! Bub if you owe him the money
you can't grumble.”

“Can’t ho?' grinned Bob Cherry “You don*t know
Billy if you think he can’t gramble.” He could grumble the
bind log off a2 male ™

“1 thig you fellows ought to do somethig for me ™

“Wea've done all we can, Billy, and we're stony. Better
}:rj the simple lifa for a change It will bring n your
ﬂt.. L} ]

“0Oh, really, Cherrp——"'

H Don't bother now, anyway; we're busy with theso
picturca.”

“It seems rodden that I've a pound a week comig in a
few weeks, aml I can't raize a few shillings to feed my
gold. If Wharton wrote to his uncle for some tin—--"

“That's a jolly big if !" said Wharton. * Take vour cold
away =omewhero else, Billy, there’s a good chap, and ho
quiet." .

It was not of much use telling Billy Bunter to be quict.

" THE RIVAL ENTERTAINERS.”

Ho grumbled for the reat of the evening, ro evervone who
would listen to him—and w many whoe wouldn’t. When
Wingate of the Sixth, the captain of Grayfriars, looked into
the common-recm to tell the juniors to be off to bed, Billy
Bunter sidled up to him,

"I say, Wingate, T've |

“ Borry 1 sald Winzase,
want to catch it."'

“1 was thigmg——"'

*Eht" said Wineate,

I was thiggig——""

“ What the deuce do you mean by thiggig?*

“1 was thiggig that you might be willig——"" )

“Oh, you were thinking! Why don't sou speak plainip?”

“ How gan I speak blainly when I've got a fearful gokd?
| '-lwli.s thiggir that you might bo williz to help me gure this
gole LT

“Can I do anything for you?®”’

“Yes, rather ! You see, the proper thig is to feed a gold
end starve a fever. I want to r.-eci] this gold, but I haven't
any tin "

*“ Don't you get any meals at meal-times?’

“ 1 never ged enough, Wingate; and, besides, I want to
feed up this gold extra well, to get the beastly thip gured.
If you could lend me ten bob, you could have it back out of
the prize I shall be gettig shortly in * The Gem' football
competition——""

" You young ass! Geb off to bed!”

“ Won't you lend me the ten bob, to gure my gold?”

“ I'll lend you a thick ear, to cure your confounded cheek,
if you don’t shut up ! sawd the captain of Greyfriura. * Buzz
off, you youngsters 1™

Ihlly Bunter discontentedly went up to bad with the Form.
He looked very sulky when he tumbled into bed. e wae so
accustomed to raising little sums from the chums of Study
New 1 that he felt deeply injured when the hern of plenty
ceased to flow, IHe was firmly convineed that it was 1m-
prratively necessary to feed his cold. Ho grunted and
sniffed pathetically as he drew the hodelothes about him |

" My hat, we can’t stand that row in the dormitory!” ex.
claimed Bulsirode. * Bunter, if you don’t shut up, I'll come
anid pour o jug of water over you!”

“* Oh, really, Bulstrode——""

“ Might an well be in 2 pigsty. Do you think I'm going
to stay awaske all night listening te your grunting?’ de-
manded DBulstrode.

* It was your fanlt T gavght a gold.”

“Well, it will be your own fault if T drench you with cola
waler,” said Bulstrede, “and I'll jolly scon do it if yon
don't shut up.”

Anrd Bunter shut up.  The pathetic sniffs and snuffles wers
stiillicfj, and Bunter scon fell asleep and forgot all about his
cold.

got o fearful gold.™

“Don't come near me. I don’t

THE NINTH CHAPTER.,
The Challenge Accepted.

iy EEGS 1™
p “ Gowards '

* Poltroons I
“ Yah!"

The uncomplimentary epithcts wore shrieked at the chums
of the Remove as they came out early the following morn-
ing, for a little football practice before breakfast

The aliens were ready for them!

Hoffmann & Co. wera waiting, and they shricked at tho
ERomovites the moment they made their appearance. Harrey
Wharton and his chiums stared at the foreign youths, who
were all shrugging up their shoulders and pointing the
fnger of scorn at them.

En -PE"E’E?:: ril

“ Gowands I

* Uey are afraid to play us in te feetball "

“Yah! Zey are terrify of to meet us.”

* #at 1a correct.”

“ Mein gootness! I despizes tem !

“Ciel! [ feels zo erushing contempt ™

“*¥ah, yah, yah!"

" Hallo, hallo, hallo!"” exclaimed Bob Charry. * What's
the matter with our foreign friends? They seam oxcited
this morning."

* The excitefulness s terrifin'

“Ha ha, ha!" roared Nugant.
giddy finger of scorn at ug bocause we won't meet them
at footer.™

“ Peegs! Gowards! Yah! Poltroons! Yah!”

“T tink tat ve shows our fearful rontempt, ain't it9*

“I zink zat ve crushes zem viz ze despision.”

* Ha, ha, ha?”

Other fellows were crowding ocut, and they all stared at

“ They'rs pointing the

Another School Tale
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the forcigners in amazement. The execitadle aliens shricked
encd yelled and pointed the finger of acorn, and shrugged
up their shoulders Ll it scemed as if they must go out of
joint. The Removites yelled with lavghter. Their laughtor
oniy excited the aliens more, and they shricked and gesticu-
latod frantically,

“ My hat!” exclaimed Hazeldene. * We can't etand this
row. t's worse than & heap of monkeys! Let's clear 'em
out.”

" Good idea!™ said Bob Checry. " Come on!”

And the Remove charged. The aliens shrieked in real
earnest now., They had no chance of stopping that charge,
which sent them carcering away. The poarsuit of tho
Remove was hot, and many of the onlucky aliens wore rolled
over in the Close, and given better resson to yell than they
had had Lefors,

The discomfited alicns disappeared inde the Cloisters, and
the clang of the iron gate showed thar they had reached
their own quarters,

The chums of the Hemove laughed till the tears ran down
their checks,

' They mean to shame us into accepting their challenpe,”
grinned Bob Cherry. ' That's the idea. Nothing will get it
out of their heads that we've refused because we're afraid
of petting hieked on the held. ™

“ Ha, ha, ha!l"

Hiirry Wharton's brows were wrinkled a little,

“It's a lot of nonsense, of course,” he remarhed, * But
suppose we did meet them!  TIt's not pleasant, upon the
whaote, to have the duffers think we're afraid.””

It would bo teo funny for anvthing. They haven't an
idea of the pame, and we should lwk o lot of silly asscs
playing them,” sawl Nugent

“The sillyassfulness would he terrifie.”?

“Well, there's something in that. All the same, we dan't
want them shrieking at us tha: we're afraid, and they'll
never et the idea out of their heads fill we lick them,”
sail Harry. * Saturday afternoon is free, as it happens, as
we've serafehed with Redelyfie, It would be fun, if it wasn't
footer.”

“ Ha, ha!
fellows zay ™

¥ Well, it would be more In the nature of a hure joke than
anvithing else.’’ sald Harry. ** Of course the hiffers ean’t
pluy footer.  But I think that this will get round the school,
wned we shall have the Upper Foarth chipping us if we don't
aceopt the challenge™

Harry Wharton was right on that point. Temple, Dabney
& Co. were not likely to let slip such an opportunity of
chipping the rival Form. They made the most of it, as
wus to be expected,

“1 hear you've been challenged," Temple remarkad, as
YWharton came 1n to go to morning lessons—*f challonged by
a team above your weizht. ¥ should bave thought that even
vou Hemove kids could lick those alicns!™

“ L, they couldn't lick a team of siwyearolds " said Fry.
“But 1t’s rather o come down for Greviriars, to have a
junior team refosing o chollenge from sach a scratch lot as
those alions.

(4, rather!™

“dh, o and eat coke ! sand Harry Wharton, He walked
away with a heightened colour, followed by o pirsle from
the Upper Fourth fellows.

“ We shall have to aceept, Bob,” zaid Ilarey, as they on-
terod the class-room.  * We'll send a message over to the
alicns after lessons™

Gl ! Bhall we make 1t a2 giddy deputation??

“Ha, ha! No. A messenger will dol”

Bualy broke into a chuckle at the though: of what the

It would be funny encugh! DBut what will the

coning foolball match would be like. But Mre. Quelch’s
sovere eye on dim froze the chuckle,
MAfter morning lessons, the mwattor was arranped. Harry

Wharton decided te take the message umsalf, and he walled
over to the Cloisters, a number of the Remove accompanying
him in case of hostilities.  Tho gate was fastened, and
Wharton rattled it and drew the attention of IToffmann,
Mounier & Co., who soon came crowding up,

“ Peepsz! Gowardz! Poltreonz! Yah!™

" Holdl yvour row!” bawied Bob Cherry.
to answor——""

“ Peega! Pounders! Yuh!™

“Weo accept your challenge,”! anid Harry Wharten. " Do
vou hear? We accept your challenge, and we'll meet you
11 a foothball match to-morcow aficrnoon.”

Y Aeh! Vo bave conguered U

“Ciel ! Zat iz correct.”

" ¥e& have shame t:m into tat!”

I zink vou are right, my dear Frite.”

“*We'll moeet. you toanorrow affernoon,
our grrowund.

" Welve como

*¥

said Harry, " on
You haven't any of the fixtores. What timo
shall we fix for the kick-off ¥

“ Ve plavs feetball vis vou in ze afterncon?™

“WWill you be ready at half-past two?"

“Ja, j2! Ve vill bo retty after, ain't it?
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“ O, oni! Fat 1s gmn! Ve vill be zere!™

“(Good; then that's settled?”  And Harry Wharton
walked away. )
The foreigners sent a preolonged shriek after the

Removites, who were laughing like hyenas as they departed.
The whole of the Remove team entered into the spirit of the
thing. The game might not be football, but it would ba
funmy.

During tha day the Greyfriars fellows who were curious
enough to look through the bars of the gate could see the
aliens at practice with a football.  They were evidently
preparing themselves for the morrow’s match.  But the
keenest cbserver on the Greyfriars' side could not determino
whethor they were playing Association or Rugby. They
certainly handled the ball to any extent, but they did not
liniit themselves as to the direction in which they passed
it. While they were at practice, there was a group of fellows
watching them through the gate, shrieking with merriment
—which the nliens i‘put down to jealousy. ;

Interest ot Greyfriars centred in the coming match with
the aliens. Fven fellows in the Fifth and the Sixth asked
Wharton when it was coming off, and announced their
intention of being present to witness ik, -

“ It will ba worth watching ! Wingate remarked, with a
laugh. * 1 don’t know how much like footer it will be!”

“We declined the challenge at first, Wingate; but they
shricked at us so, we thought we'd better lick them and
have done with it."” ) ]

“Quite right!’ laughed the captain of Greyfriars. I
Flh:pﬂcr‘ you'll have a good sodience. I shall certainly be
there!”

“ By Jove,” remarked Bob Cherry, as tha Greyfriare
captain walked away, *‘it's a pity we didn't think of
making a show of this, and charging for admission! We
shall have o bigger sudience than we usually get for a
Remove mateh !

YT say, yvou fellows—

“They're all coming o see the fun,”” rematked Wharton.
1 expect it will be a sight to make an archbishep giggle ™

“T say, you fellows, thad's nod a bad idea about chargig
for admission! If you fellows don't want the money, you
could hand it over to me, and I could expend it in feedig
my gold!™ said DBilly DBunter.

“(h, dear, ien't your cold cured yet?"” sanid Bob Fl'h::rr:.r.
“T'm getting fed up with you and your colds! Don't como
near mealt”

“Oh, really, Cherry! It might have been quite well by
now if I had been able to feed it properly at the start!
You have to take these things in time, you know! Biill,
it’s nod too late now, if vou fellows—— 1 say, Wharton—
Cherry!  Dear me, I wish they wouldn't walk away while
I'm talkig!”

Ty

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter's Last Resource.

ATURDAY morning dawned bright and cold. Tha
Remove, now that they had grown accustomed to the
idea, were looking forward to the match of the after-
noon. The only member of the Form who was not

thinking of the afterncon’s match was Dilly Dunter. He
was still thinking of his ecold, which had grown worse in-
groad of better. He snuffled J:atheticully in the class-room
that morning, and Mr. Quelch’s eyes were on him more than
onee.,

“I sny, Wharton,” szid Dunter, when the Remove came
oui. after morning school, ** I want to ask your advice.”

“Go ahead, Owll™ said Wharton tersely.

“ If I were to explain the eircumstances to Mr. Quelch, do
vou think he would give me an advan¢e on my pocket-
money ¥

“ What eircumstances

“Why, the circumstances that I have a fearful gold, and
that I may succumb unlese T am kept up by good feedig. I
should think that would touch his heart.”

* He might not believe in the remedy.”

“ 1 should explain it to him fully. A=z a man of sense, he
rmfasl: I-m::;w that it’s the brover thig to feed 2 gold and starve
a fever.

* He will want a lot of convincing before he advances you
any cash, I expeet,” said Harry, laughing, * But there's no
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reason why vou shouldn't try, if you like.
anﬂ}va:,r."
illy Bunter nodded thoughtfully.

‘' it’s about the only thig I can think of," he said. *I
subbose you wouldn't care to wire to your uncle to telegraph
you some money for an important purpose?’

“Quite right; I shouldn’.’ :

“Wall, I shall have to speak te Mr, Quelsh, then. I'm
at the end of my resources. I shall liave to risk beig sent
into the sanatorium. If I get sent there, Wharton, I shall
regard it as antirely your fault.”

; “ Wall, I've no objection to that, Billy, if it's any comicrt
a you."

“(3h, really, Wharton——'"

“But if you want my advice, I shauld advise you not to
bother Mr. Quelch with any nonsense,” said Harry
Wharton.

I den’d see that there is anvthic olse I can do under the
circumstances,” replied Bunter. My friends have all
deserted me in the hour of need. Quolchy hasn't come out
of the Form-room yet. I shall just ecatch him."

“The catchfulness will be terrific!” grinned FHurres
Jamset Ram Singh.

Mr. Quelch

He won't eat you,

Billy Bunter went back inte the Form-room.
was putting away some éjzr.[mrs in hiz desk, and he did not
look up. Bunter coughed. Then the Remove master looked
round and saw him,

”g}_‘.’hut de you want, Bunter? Do yon wish to speak to
m ?

“Yeees if vou please, sir?

" Very well. Make haste.”

“I've got a gold, sir—I may say a fearful gold—you ean
hoar it in my voice that I'm rather thick, sir, gan't you?”

': ¥es, you certainly seem to have a cold, Bunter.”

"1 have always been advised to feed a gold, sir, and starva
a fover. I've had lots of golds, and I've always fed “em,
“n:;;'&!"-tﬁ -»t?; bean gﬁtﬂd}éslir,bugl of them.” ;

«ll, they wou a rmanent, I suppose, in an
caze,” remarked Mr, Que]ﬂg. P ° Y

O, I den't know, sir! You never know what is goig to
happan when you have a gold, if vou don't feed it. The
great thiz is to geep up your atrength on plents of good,
nourishig food, sir. Deon't you thig it’s a good idea, sir?”

“ Probably.”

Y Unfortunately, sir, at this erisis in my life, I am short
of ready cash. My friends have all deserted mae in the hour
of nead, and a postal.order I am expecting has been delayed
in the post. I wanted to—to ask vou, sir, if—if 2

“¥You may go on,” said Mr. Quelch grimly. * There is no
harm tn asking, at all events "

Billy Bunter’s heart sank. The Form master's tone was

far from promising. DBut there was nothing for it but to
go on.

“I—I thought you might advance me somethiz on my
pcket-monew, sir.”

“Your pockel-money, I believe, i a shiiling a week,
Bunters 7'

Y Yepepeps, sir!"

“ Do you find it more Lthan sufficient to pay your expensas?’

* Oh, no, sir! I never have enough.”

" Then if you spond several weeks' pocket-moner in advanca
this week, what are you going to do for money later? If vou
never have enough now, how will you be able to manupga
with aone at all?”?

“well, that's Iimki,ﬁqfnrwnrd a long way, sir, isn't 167" said
Bunter. * Lesides, I have other resources. I am sxpectig a
postal-order =

“Ahem! I am afraid——

“ And there's another thig, sir,”" said Billy Bunter eagorly,
“Iexpoct to be in posscasion of considerable funds when the
football competition in the *“ Gem " iz finished.”

“What difference can a competition in a periodical make
to you, Bunter?’

“I expect to win 8fiy pounds or so in prizes, sir.”

" Bunter M

“"¥Yes, sir. With my wonderful ability in guessing the
corroct answera, siv, I'm pretty certain to rope in nearly all
the prized. 1 may not collar the whola of the Afty pounds,
but I shall certpinly get a great deoal of 1t, and then 3

"1 am afraid 1 cannot grant your request, Buntere”

“0Oh, really, Mr. Quelch: 1

“ But if your cold ia really bad i

“TId's simply Frighdful, sir!™

*1f you have attacks of aneezing

“The attacka are almeost incessant, sir.""

“If you cough—-""

“ 1 geep on goughing all day and night, sic.”

“Yorr well, You are cerfainly, in that case, in no fE
condition to attend classes. You will take thiz note to the
matron.”’
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Mr. Quelch seribbled upon a sheet of paper, folded it, and
handed it to the fat junior.

“Yeag, sir. Is it an order for a good meal?”

ff No; it directs that you enter the sanatorinm.”

* The—the sanatorium?”’

“You may go, Bunter.” i

“But—but my gold isn't eo bad as all that, sir,” stam-
mered Bunter, utterly dismayed at the prospect of being cut
off from every possible chance of a surreptitious [eed.
“ As a matter of fact, sir, I feel bedder already.”

“If your smeezing is as bad as vou have described to
me——"" )

‘“ It has very much improved, sir.”

“If you cough day and night——"

“ My gough is almost gone, air."’

“ Hava you boon attempting to deceive me, then, Bunter?”
thundered the Form master.

Bunter jumped almost clear of the Hoor,

“N.n-no, sir! I wouldn't do such & thig for worlds.””

“Then you are in a fit state to go into the sanatorium.
Take that note to the metron at onee. Another word, and
I will cane you !

Bunter leff the Form-room. His face was the picture of
woe,  Bulstrode slapped him on the shoulder in the passage
with a laugh.

" Hn[lﬂ.gPEg*g:;I You're looking rotten.”

“I'm fesling rotten,” said Bunter. I wish somebody
would suffocate Quelch., He's been master of the Remove
tuo long."

“* Never mind," said Bulstrade. * Look here, Pigey, T'm
piving & fesd in my study this evening, to celobrate iy
being in funds again. You can come.”

Billy Bunter groanod in the bitterness of his apirit.
i “L.]ruat my luck! Oh, dear—oh, dear! Just my rodden
uck "

“ What's tha matter with you?' demanded Bulstrode, in
astonishment. * Don’t you want to come " ]

“1 should say so—but L can't! ['ve got to go into sona-
torinm for my cold.™

) Hﬂ, I"I-E-r ha 17

“There’s nothig to laugh at. I've got to go into sana-

torium, [ wish somebody would suffocate Quelch. He's too
funny to live.”
And Bunter took himaelf disconaolately off. Hurreo

Jamset Bam Singh fapped him on the shoulder, & Geaming
amile upon his dusky [ace.

“ Wherefore the downecastfulness of the worthy brow " ha
asked. * My worthy self has had a remittance in the letter-
ful gommunication from my honourable guardians, and if
the esteemed rotten Bunter will come to tho tuckshep, T will
stand him the grub treatiully to feed hiz esteemed cold.”

“ Oh, great pip!” yelled the exasperated Billy. * If thiy
ian"t enough to make & chap kick somebody, I don't know
what is! T can't come; I've got to go into sanatorium.”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Vou inky beast! Why couldn’t you get your rotten
remittance before 1 spoke to Quelchy? I'd like to punch
somebody's head! Oh, dear! Just my luek !

And Bunter passcd on with reluctant foet and heavy
heart. There was no neglecting an order of Mr. Quelch’s.
He deliversd the noie to the matron, and ten minutes later
he was in the sanatorium.

——

THE ELEVYENTH CHAPTER.
Greyiriars v. the Allens.

HILE Billy Bunter was disconsolately taking up his
W gquarters in the school sanatorium once more, the
Remova footballers were Pre:p&ring for the match

with the alien team. The kick-off was fixed for two-
thirty, and before that time the team was all ready on the
ground, and the spectators had thronged up to see the fun.

Wingate and a number of the Sixth were there, and the
Fifth was well represented, and the Upper Fourth had
turned up in forca, The Remove, needless to say, Wis an
the ground to a man—with tho solitary cxecoption of Dilly
Bunter, nursing hiz cold in solitary state In the sanatorium.
Tiob Cherry even thought that he could see the face of Mr.
Quelch at the HRemove master’s study window, which com-
manded a view of the junior ground. The interest taken
in the coming match was great. The fellows came down
expecting to see something interesting, and they were not
dispppointed.

As the big hand of the clock in the tower crept towards
the half-hour, many glances were cast towards the Cloisters,
through which the aliens wonld ecome from the red-briclk
scademy. Hoffmann and his team evidently did not under-
stand the importance of punctuality in football matters.
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But as the half-hour chimed out, there was & buzz from
the ecrowd. The gliens were seen issuing from the Cloisters,
and making for the foothall-ground.

Hoffmarm and Meunier led the way, arm.in.arm, evi-

dently being on good terms now, and firmly united for the
purpose of beating the Britishers at their own game. They
were followed by about twenty aliens, German and French,

in football costume, with startling shirts of red and black
stripes, Other aliens in ordinary attire followed, all of
them chattering exeitedly.

Wharton gave a whistle of surprize.

“ What do you make of that, Bob?' he asked. ' Are
they poing to look on in foothall rig, or doesn’'t Hoffmann

know how many fellows go to a football team ¥
Bob Cherry chuckled. ]
I fancy he doesn't know They used to play twenty in

Rugby once, and that may be the latest information Hoffy
has on the subject of football.”

“Ha, ha, ha"

“ Dut, I say, we can't play twenty of the howling ases!”
exclaimed Nugent.

** The too-muchfulness iz terrifie.”

The aliens were grected with eurious etarces as they
arrived, Hoffmann and Meunier bowed politely to Harry
Wharton, Hoffmann had a bhall uvnder his arm.

“Ve are come,” said Hofmann, * Are
pefore?’

“Yea, we're ready,” said Wharton,
are going to play”

Hoffmann waved his hand towards hiz merry men,

“ Dey are all retty pefore.”

. You are playing twenty a side?”

you retty

" How many of you

: Ja, ju !
: We only play eleven in soocor'
‘You blay as many as ve do,” said Hoffmann. “ Dey

all blay jolly well mit feetball, and I not insults dem by
leaving dem out, ain’t it."

“Oh, very well! I dare say we can tackle twenty of
you,”' said Wharton. * Anything for & gquiet life.”

£ Ve lets you havoe twenty, too, ain’t ity

"We don’t want twenty-two,” grunted Bob Cherry.
Y That would give us the odds.”

1 nod means twenty-two; I means twenty—teo.”

* Well, that’s lucid, at all events.”

1 tinks tat——""

“1 zink zat—-

“Oh, it's all right!" said Wharton.
opr team, and cleven is all right for us
ready? We'll toss for goal.”

. " Ve lets you take choice of goal,”” said Heffmann, ** Tat
is only polite.’

“Ciel! Zat is correct! Ve leave ze choice of goal to
you, mes amis.’”

Huarry Wharton laughed.

“We'd rather go by the rule, if you don't mind.”

* Zal is as you like, my dear friend.”

* Tat iz gorrect.”

Wharton lost the toss. It did not make much difference,
23 there was hardly any wind, and the game was not
likely to be a hard one for the Remove, anyway.

;;f;.w you going to kick off, or choose your goal™ he
Q=R00.,

1 tinks tat ve kicks off, ain't L7

“1 zink zo, tog."

“Good ! Line up, vou chaps.”

The Remove eleven lined up. 8o did the glien twenty.
They lined up unyhow, very few of them having any clear
jidea of the diffcrent duties of forwards. halves, and backs,
Limburger and Lusalle both went into goal, a procecding
that was viewed with considerable astonishment by the
Hemovites.

" Here, I say,” shouted Boh Cherry, * How many goal-
keepers are you going to have!”

“Tat 13 all right,” said Hoffmann, Ve tinks it anly
fair io share te duties between te French and te Shernoio.
Tat 1= all right 1™

“My only hat! Btill, T faney Levison in cur goal will
be w bit move useful than both those chumps over ilicre,”
Yol Cherry romuarked. .

Tl% fﬂlillﬂ_'ﬁf H{:‘r,”dia:ultg]lu[_] Wharten.

e allens had chosen to kick off. y feadershi
to be _d"w:'clclt_i between Hollimann anrf]‘hg.-iiﬂf:-ul:fiifh;ipndw etilh.r:t:{j
CxXerssive politeness to one another '] k;
"'E}}iﬂir. rivalry mul!ﬂ' have saused. SapRee 9 Moich. deiicy

‘It 15 zat you kick off, my dear Fritz." zaj ]
Lowing to Lis old mf-:ersur_v.}r Hoffinann lm-frilc? iﬁferuc::::i:i
1.1.'1":1th:_|1:{1! 1mlllt¢t;§-5§, @

i, el ) > 1% tatk y 4 she '

“ Hull,Jruc:r|. my dear ]g‘r'itﬂz“——l{:!‘ el ole Addlghe:

:: :"ulem dear Adolphe——"

, Zem ve both kicks off togeszer,”

Tab is goot. Togedder be it den, mein dear Adolphe.”

And the twe aliens kicked off together. Neither Lkicked
the ball, as a matter of faet, their aim being rather bad.
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Hollmann kicked the air, and Meunier kicked Hoffmann's
ankle. The German gave a fearful yell, and danced on
his undamaged leg, nlasl}ing his ankle with both hands.

““Ach! I am hurt! ¥You silly pounder!”
“(iel! I am sorrowful for ze accident to my belofed
Fritz."

It iz all right.”

1

Y Himmel! It is noting !

“1 have hurt my dear Frifz——'

* It is noting, my dear Adolphe——" i

“ Arc you cver going to kick off, you funny beggars?
bawled Bob Cherry. .

The crowd round the ropes were s:::ealmig with laughter
already, and the ball was not even kicked off yet. The
aliens essaved to kick off agan. Hoffmann kicked wvery
hard, and missed the ball again, epun round, and sat down
on the turf, looking bewildered. But Meunier knocked the
ball forward. .

*Hold! Ve wvill have zat ball placed agein so zat my
friend Fritz try vunce moré——"" -

“* Oh, rather!” growled Bob Cheery. ''I don't think!

The Removites were on the hall. ] ]

The Remmove forwards rushed it through the sliens with=
out an effort, the foreigners scattering in bewilderment
before them, .

Laughing almost too much to run, Wharton and his
eomrades brought the ball up to the goal, and Harry kicked
it in,

H‘;Tﬂl‘““ﬁ a yell round the field :

'CI'El !'I'J'

A goal had been scored in the first thirty seconds of the
mafﬂﬁ.‘ Hoffmann regained his feet by the time the teams
wore lning up again.

“ Is it tat te pame has started ¥ he asked.

“Ha, ha, ha!’ roared Bob Cherry. “ We've taken a
goal, dummy 1™

“Ach! I nod see him."

“ Keep your eyes open, then™ .

The aliens kicked off again. They were more on their
mettle nmow, and they followed up the kick off with a
furicous rush, and o ecrimmage was soon raging.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER
A Wenderful Football Match,
o URRAH ! yelled the crowd of Greyfriars fellows, in

Ceafnsy.
They had expected fun, but not fun quite so rich
s they now beheld. The aliens’ idea of the preat
game of fooilall was very vague. The soecor and rugger
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codeg seemed to be mixed up in their minds with jiu-jitsu
and pymnastic exercises of aH soTts.

They handled the bail without compunction. They passed
in any and every direction. Off-side rules did not exist
for them. When the ball went into touch, they went after
it and clawed it back again,

The Remove were playing under disadvantages. They
were fewer in number, the aliens being nearly two to one.
Then they used only heads or feet for the ball, while their
cpponents were ready to use feet, hands, bodies, shoulders,
teeth, or anything else, either on the leather or on tha
Ramovites, tﬁe_ﬁr were not particular which. And some of
the Remove players ware 8o exhausted with laughing, that
they could not run, which was a drawback to their game.

In spite of these disadvantages, however, the MOVE
continued to =coro.

Wharton had taken three goals in five minutes, and Bob
Cherry added a couple to the score, and Nugent put in one,
and the nabob one.

8cven goals to nil was the score at the end of a guarter
of an hour.

Seven goals had never been taken in a Remove maich
E‘tﬂfﬁtr‘ﬂ, but the scoring in this wonderful match was only

arting.

Ach! Tat ve puck up!” gaspasd Heffmann, as the sides
lined up again atter the seventh goal  ** Meunior, mein
friend, you packs me up.”

F;ft;l,{!?n dieu! I packs you up like anyzing, my dear
ritz !’
“It 13 tat Vharton tat take most goals! T collars him

next, and you runa on mit te feethall ain't it?"

“Cigl! Zat is ze good plan!”
Hoffmann kicked off. The Romove wers away with the
ball in no time, and Hofmann, springing upon Wharton

from behind, bore him with a crash to the gpround.
“ Here, hold on!” yelled Wharton, * Get off '
“I gots him!” roared Hoffmann, “ On to balll”

‘Pravo!"

“On ze balli®?

Bob Cherry rushed up to help his unfortunate captain,
But the aliens'rallied round, and Bob Cherry was dragged
down, too, and after him Nugent. The referse was blowing
s whistle franticaily, but & trifle like that was nothing
to the aliens. Half of them clawed hold of the Remove
players, while the rest captured the ball and ranm it up
towards goal.

Levison was between the posts. He had been leaning
against a goal-post and whistling s¢ far, having had nothing
to do. Now he was on the alert.

Meunier kicked in the ball, and Levison fisted it out
easily enough. Bachs caught it in his hands, and rushed
into the goal with it.

It was useless to argue with the German junior. There
was nho time to explain to him that goals couldn’t ba
seored like that, nor would he probably have belioved it.

Levison wasted no time in worda. & hit out straight
from the shoulder, and Hachs went over backwards, and
the ball flew over him and disappeared.

“ Hurrah ! yelled the delighted spectators.

" Bravo, goalic! Splendid suve! Hurrah!” o

“ My word!” said Wingote, with the tears running down
his cheeks. * This match ought to be taken on the cine-
matograph, and no mistake ! .

Wharton and his forwards had struggled out of the grip
of the alians now. Expostulation proving useless, they had
hit out right and left, and that method proved effective,
They dashed into the fray again, scattering the aliens, and
eccuring the ball,

“On the ball" shouted Bob Cherry. “ Ha, ha, ha!
Mind your back hair, Wharton 1" :

The Removites had rushed the ball up to the aliens’ goal.
Limburger and Lasalle stood on the watch. The apectacla
of twe goalkeepers in one goal made the spectators shriek,
bat the alien goalies were in deadly earnest.

“Ach! Look out Lasallo!" muttered Limburger.

“(liel! Zat you looks out,” aaid Lazalle.

The ball came whizzing in from a kick from Harry
Wharton's foot. The two aliens sprang to stop it, and their
hands humped togather with what a navelist would call “a
slckening thud."

Thers were two simultansous yvells from the unfortunate
aliens, and they sat down together in the gosl, and the ball
rolled behind them. g

“Goal I"" yelled all Greyfriars. “ Ha, ha, ka!”

Bob Cherry staggered against a gﬂ-a]vpmt.‘

““Oh, hold me up!" he sabbed. * I—I belicve I shall bust

my jersey if this keeps on.” ]

it was the mghth goal to nil. They went back to the
contre of the field, and the two goal-keepers got up, rubbing
thair heads ruefully. They glared at one another as they

rubbed the bruises.
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“.e!i..c!}!” muttersd Limburger., *“Ach! Stupid French
peast !
“Cicl ! Billy Sherman chump ™

“*Fatheaded pounder!™
“Bherman peog!”

“Ach! I tink I trashes you, vou peastly Franch

pounder I ]
“1 zink you not abla te trash me, you Sherman rottair [
“Ach! I soon shows you.”

And Limburger seized Lasalle, and Lasalle scized Lim-
burger, and they were scon rolling over in the goal area,
fighting like wild cats.

The Remove forwards brought the ball rushing up to the
goal again., As tho goalkespers were roliing on the ground
cutaide the goal, pommelling one another, it was not very
difipult. to put the ball into the net.

" Nine goals!” gasped Harry Wharton. ‘ Ha, he, hal 1
say, Hoffmann, come and separate your goalkespers! This
15 what comes of having two of them.”

“ Ha, ha, ha " '

Hofimann and Meunier came panting up. The game was
a farcical one, but it was an exhausting one, too, to the
aliens, who were not acustomed to if. eunier held on to
a2 goal-post, and gusped for breath, and Hoffmann stood
panting.

“Tat you stop it,” he roared. **Lasalle, let go! Lasalls,
you French peast, let go of mine friend, Limburger !"

“Zat is g0!” gasped Meunier. “ Limburger, you Sher-
man rottair, let g9 of my friend Lasalle "

* French peast !

** Sherman rottair !

*Is it tat you speaks to me, Adolphe Meunier "

“I not mjmul: to you, Fritz Hoffmann; but ze same vords
nprt}h' to all Bherman rottairs,’ said Meunier dizdainfuily.
“Ts it tat you look for te tick ear?”

“1 zink zat you are more likely to get ze zick ear.”

* French peastly pounder [

* Sherman rotten peeg I

The brief friendship was over. Hoffmann and Mounier
fairly flew at one ancther, and soon joined Limburger and
Lasalle on the ground. The Remove plavers shrieked with
laughter, whils the sliens crowded round shrieking en-
couragernent. The fight soon spread from the leaders to
the rank and file. V¥ells and shrieks of defiance were fol-
lowed by blows and soratches and clawing, and ere long
the whole of the alien football team, oblivious of the
Remove eleven, were fighting furiously, and the Franco-
German war was fairly on the go again.

The Remove players looked on in amazement and merri-
ment.

" Well, of all the funny merchants,” gasped Bob Charry,
"I really think these freaks take the giddy Pesk Frean.'

““Rather! Of all the dummies—-"

*The dummifulness i3 terrifie.”™

“They won't be it for much more footer when they've
done clawing one another,” Hazeldene remarked. 1 vots
that wa clear off.”

“ Right you are.”

And the Remove elaven went into the pavilion to change.
It was some time before the aliens had had encugh of fi %It'
ing among themselves. When at last the scrimmage E]‘lgﬂ{i*
and they locked round for the rival footballars, they found
that they had the field all to themaelvs.

“Ciel!” exclaimed Meunier. “Zey are gone! Zey
have all run avay vhile we vas not looking after zem.”

“ Ve arp victorious! Hoch! Ve are victorious !

In the exultation of victory, the aliens could afford to
forget their little differences. They had evidently beaten
the Greyfriars Remove, for the Removites had abandoned
the ground. Any little trifle of nine goals to nil did not
enter into the alien’s caleulations, They woere victorious,
and they rejeiced. Meunier and Hoffman, with one accord,
rushed into one another’s arms and embraced.

* Mein dear friend, Adolphe, ve have peaten dem !

“ My dear friend, Fritsz, ve have boaten zem "

“* Ve are victorioua! Hurrah, ain't it!”

“Pravo!"

And the aliens marched off the field with exultant shricks,

The dispersing ecrowd shrieked, tou, with uncontrollable
langhter. And the Remove footballers, hearing the alien
yells of victory, as they changed their clothos, simply yelled.

That_football matech _;a not 'likely to be :a:;:r::n forgotten at
Greyfriara; and nothi will ever convince off mann,
Meunier & Co. that they did not win a gloricus victory,

{Another splendid fong, compiato tale of the Chums
of the Greyfriars Remove next Tuesday, entltied
** The Rival Entertaincrs.'’ Please order your copy

of THE MAGNET LIBRARY In advance. Price Ono
Halfpenny.)
Another School Tale HEH‘S
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READ THIS FIRST,

On the death of his father, Jack Dashwcod finds to his
nstonishment that he has been practically disinherited in
tavour of his Uncle Dominic and Cousin Leonard. e con-
gequently enlists in the 25th Hussars, under the nome of
Tom Hownrd, and soon béecomes a corporal., Unfortunately
tor Jack, however, his Cousin Leonard is attached to _the
25th as second lentenant, and, with the aid of a bully in%
trooper named Sligoe, suceceds in getting Jack deprived o
tiis stripes. Dy the death of his father (Dominie), Licuten-
ant i}aﬁﬁwnﬂ{i ig gt first prevented from necompanying the
25th to Indiz; but he subscguently joins the troopship at
frort Said, and he then hears that he has been transferved
to the Ploughshires—an infantry regiment. Jack is soon
reinstated tavounrite, and becomes once moere Tull corporal.
A frontier war breaks out, and the 25th reccive orders 1o
mobilise for the front.  On their way to the scene of war the
QEth are continually *“sniped’” by the rebels, and Tom has
many exciting adventures, in onc of which he becomes

susessed of @ ring, Sligo is bribed by Dashwooed to drug
%mn Howard onc njq,iht while the young corporal is on

tequet duty. Tom falls aslcep at his post and is eavried off
gy the enemy daring a skirmish in which Sligo is w-::-umlcq;
sergeant Clavering inds the missing corporal’s *"¢antcen,
and gives the whining Sligo a drink Trem it and then sends
him to the regimenisi surgeon. LeooKing into the hospital
rent later on, Clavering is told that sligoe has been druggca_L
The scrgeant becomes suspiciowns, and shows loward's
siapnteen’ to the doctor, *fHas this man had any of this
fluid ? ¥ said the surgeon shorply,

{Now go on with the story.}

In the Hands of the Enemy—An Extraordlnary
Development, ‘

¢ Yeas: he took a long pull about half an hour ago,” replied

srpeant Clavering. _ ,
2 Tii doclor nla.&%d his ear to Slige’s chest, and then lis-
tened a!.lent.i'n'ell.? to his hrEat-hing. . :

vt e has certainly been dreugged,” he said. -

Clavering felt as though he had received an electric ehook,
and his mind was in a whirl, _ )

#3Will you be good encugh to keep this, =ir, for the
present? 1 have to make a report to Colonel Gm\;"llle about
another matter, lam:]. _Lhisj canteen may be wanted,

“ Cortainly, Clavering U _

And th&ujthe ruedico busied himself with lint and band-
ages, and a sponge and a basin of water, and Sergeant
Tavering left the tent. :

. v I'd give » gpood deal,’’ he muttered, as he made his way
o tha colonel's gquarters; " I'd give a good deal te know
why Bligo put his fingers down his throat when he lknew
that was Tom Howard's canteen, and I'll have it out of him
before I'm many days oldar!”

Meanwhile » ragged mob of chattering tribesmen was
making its way up into the hills—a mob of dark-skinned
men, 1n dirty linen garments, with loose trousers fitting
tightly to their ankles, and turbauns of many shades and
ctﬁﬂurs upon their heads. And in their midst, on a ra qu
kybere pony, supported on either s.l_de by one of their
number, sar Corporal Tom Howard, his arma hanging limp
and nerveless, his bare head sunk forward in a profound
slumber, from which even the jolting of the stony road
failed to woke him, .

Many miles did those wild mountaineers travel before the
moon sank and the sun rose over the black hills.  When
Tom awole, he was in a dark place. One little ray of light

“THE RIVAL ENTERTAINERS.”

GRAND TALE OF ARMY LIFE.

fromm a chink in the stone wall reavealed a figure kneeling
lﬁasi&lc him and pouring water, drop by drop, on his aching
aadl,

Never before had water seamed so0 cool and delicious, and,
seizing the sarthenware jar in both hands, he pat it to hin
lips, and drank like a thirsty horse.

“ Where am 1%’ ha said, his voice sounding strange and
waak in the close stillness of this prison chamber. .

" Hush, sahib,” muttered the crouching man beside him;
“there's vet time for.us to talk! But at the first sound,
those without will come in! You are a Iénsoner in the
hands of Jamra Khan, and also I, Bundar Singh, who am
a sepoy in the 45th Regiment of Sikhs. We have little time
to live, for they will kill us to-day!™ z

The man zpoke in a4 soft, musical voice, and spoke in
English; and all the time his fingers were busy with the
water pitcher, moistening the corporal's aching head oa
tenderly as a woman.

“I know their language,” whispered the sepoy, * though
they do not think it, and I have listened t¢ their talk
the way [rom the plains down there.'” ]

Tom sat bolt upright, almost upsetting the water-pitcher,
and then he felt that his ankles wers securely tied by =
length of rope. i i

““We must escape, Sundar Singh,” he said. *“ What is
this place they have put us in?"

“We are in the house of the chief, and the walls are
thicker than the length of a man's arm. Moreover, the
village iz in armsz, and it is not possible for two men with-
out weapons to de much againat a hundred.” )

“ You speak wisely, oh, Bundar Singh ! sa1d Tom, pulting
his -hand to his head, which throbbed like a steam-engine.
v &till, if we have to die, they shall pay a good price for our
livost"

He was trying vainly to think how he came to be in thia
place. Ile could remember bathing his head in the stream,
and then all was blank.

Sligo had, all unknowingly, poured sufficient of the drug
into his eanteen to have killed half a dozen men, and Tor
owed his life to the fact that the canteen was more than
threa-paris full of cold tea, on which our troops march whem
in India.

*“Teall me how long I have bean here?” he whispered.

“Yeou came ahout the szinking of the moon, and [ saw
from your dress that you were o soldier of the Great
Fwmperor, and I too am a soldier of the Great Emperor, and
waa papivred when we made a sortie from the Fort of
Bhalkardara.”

Tom put his hand cut in the darkness, and the iwo com-
rades 1n nusfortune—the black mean and the white—es-
changed a st=ang grip. .

“What thimg vou will be the manner of ocur death ¥ said
Tom, after a pause.

“ 1 know pot,” said the Sikh, * but it will be a cruel one,
Listen! Do you not hear them?"! :

A confused clamour of voices, mufiled by the thickness of
the walls, fell on Tom’s ears. It wus like the murmur of
a stage crowd heard from the wings, and he hali-expected a
door to open and some dramatic Hipure to enter and come
plete the tragedy. 1

He gpot up with some difficulty, and hobbled to a chink
at the end of the room, and, looking out, saw that thew
were in o valley in which were several stoue houses, apd
not many yvards away sat a Ting of tribesmen, srmed with
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circular shields and long matchlocks, sitting cross-legged on
the ground. Bomeone had just spoken words that evidently
met with their approval, for they brandished their shielda
and shouted in discordant chorus.

Tom placed his hand upon the wall, and its stern solidity
strucik a chill into his heart. The Bikh, seeing the gesture,
smiled in the darkness.

“ Escape is impossible, sahib ™ he said. I have alread
examined the place carefully, and there is no hole throug
which a cobra could pass!”

Tom looked quickly through the narrow slit again, for
another and a louder outburst rose from the tribesmen, and,
speaking over his shoulder, ho said:

*They are coming!”

They rose like & flock of startled geese, and soon there was
th> grate of a key in the heavy lock. The door was pushed
opan, and a flood of bright light fell into the room. Through
the doorway, they saw a sea of dark-bearded faces, and the
gleam of merciless eyes thirsting for their blood,

“Come forth, unbelievers,” said one, who seemed to be
the head man of the tribe; * come forth!”

His words were lost on the corporal, but Sundar Singh
translated them in a whisper. And Tom MHoward clenched
his fists, longing for a weapon, that he might give a good
accu:t:unh of himself before he was massacred in that lonely
spot.

_ﬂue_ glance at the cunning, low-browed faces convineed
him that he could expect no mercy, and he found his
thoughts flashing back to the old home, and the caks in the
avenus, and Redminster Grammar School and all the follows

“Bring them forth!” said the chief. And three or four

men rushed in, and, laying hands upon them, drageged them
into the sunshime,

Sundar Bingh accepted the position with all the phile-
sophy of his race, though he, too, longed to feel his hands
tighten on a Martini. ‘He took refuge in abuse, and re-
lieved his feelings by anathematising every mother’s son of
the dogs beforo him—which he did with (g;ricntal volubility
that produced something like admiration from the wild
Pathans, One or two of them replied in kind, until tha
head man raised his head and motioned them to silence.

. Curb your tongue, dog of a Sikh!” said the chief.

You we shall presently crucify, and burn with Hre. The
Hames of Gehenna shall be as nothing to those that shall
skrivel your miserable carcase! And now, my brethren, let
us to our work, for it is time to return to the 1.':!.'-11'3:.'
vondar 1"

But bound as he was, Tom was
out a struggle. The rope to

suddenly fell away, and, though half a doren of his captors

fell upon him, he swayed them backward
until their shields clashed one against &:Et;e:?.nd forwards

The chief, his eyes blazing under his frowning b .
forward and grasped the corporal’s wrist. U Nee daedy
“Would wou, teo, share
the fira that shall be the i

not going to give in with-
which his ankles were tied
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“Then you are my brother, and a brother of all the
tribe!" said Jamra Khan, stretching out his arms. And
taking Tom's hand in one of his ewn, he raised the other
skyward and saad, with deep, guttural impressiveness:
“ Not a hair of your head shall be harmed! You shall eat
of my salt, and sit at my board, and be honoured among my
people for all time !

Tom locked ab the Sikh, whose [ace betrayed hblank
astonishment. And then our hero found himself seated
upon a mat within a cirele of tribesmen, who all salaamed

rofoundly and presented the hilts of their swords towards

im. He touched each one lightly, as he Lhad seen done in
India when the native officers presented themselves before
the colonel; and Sundar Singh being brought up, still
guarded b:t; & couple of the tribesmen, Tom learned the
reason of this sudden change in his fortunes.

**This ring,” said Jamra Khan--the Sikh translating—
“ belonged to the greatest enemy of my people. For more
than a century—long before the foot of a Feringhoe trod the
plaing of Ind-—the Earlci and my people have been at war.

“ It was a blood-feud—never to be quenched, save by the

extermination of one tribe or the other. But thizs man was
a3 cunning as a serpent, and ten years I have sought him in
vain. The hand from which you took this trinket slew my
father and three of my brothers, and burned our village
during my absence. Bue the coward was afraid to meet me,
and fled ever further and further away.
- It was in tho hope that I should meet him that T am
now ifn arms agoinst your people. I have no quarrcl with
them, and have lived ever at peace. And now my enemy is
dead. Allah is great, and it was not written that I should
kill him; but you, oh, my brother, have avenged us, and
you are dearer to me than my own zont”

Then food was brought, and ecurds-and-whey and gont’s-
milk in bowls, and Tom was very much inclined io think
that the feast was the best part of the whole performancs,
for he had eaten nothing for twenty-four hours. He noticad,
however, that nothing was offered to the Sikh soldier
and when he pointed towards him, Jamra Khan assumed a
terrible frown,

“* What does ha say ¥ said Tom to the Sikh.

Sundar Bingh siniled conteraptucusly.

“He says that I am a dog, a vulturs, and o kite: that
thersa is no mercy for me, and that I must die the death [

Tem gathered hiz legs under him, and placed the bowl
from which he had just been eating upon the ground, and
then, with a swiftness which astonished nobody more than
himself, he snateched a long, razor-edged kmi e, almost na
long as a small sword, from the chief's girdle, and at one
bound was standing in the centre of the ring.

Jamra Khan raised his big, black eyes, and looked at him
with surprise.

“Tell him,” said Tom, pointing to the chief, “ that T do
not take my life on these terms. Say that I demand vour
release as part of his gratitude. You may add, also, that I
am now armed, and unless he accepts the terms I shall fight
him as man to man, and

Bikh's portion 7 he anid. | Bﬂl?ﬁl“ INVADED "

in this Woelk's Numbor
of “THE QEM " LIBHAE‘I’,_

kill him as I killed hiy
enemny, cven at the risk of

And then he stooped and

being cut to pieces o mo-

fixed his keen gaze on Tom'’s

elenched fist.  Tom still wore
the bronze ring he had
taken from the finger of the
dead man in the mountain
jras3, and 1t was that which
attracted the eye of Jamra

s NoxiWeek,

ment later."

Jamra Khan’: hooked nosa
secmed to grow more lke
the beak of an eagle as the
Sikh translated thesa words
—no  doubt adding many

Ehan.

“f Ask him, you who speak
hiz tongue,” he exclaimed,
“how he came by this |
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Loudon,will be glad to hear Irom you.

Then tha brow of the chief

cleared, and he raised his

, embellishments of his own.
hand.

trinkot ! And, beckonin
to the others, they crowde

“Releases him,” he =aid,
“It is bencath my dignity

5 )
‘li?tlln!::irﬂzgfr all looked ut “THE RIVAL ENTERTAINERS. o hagala orer the: lis of
“Mell him."” said Tom ) such a wretched dog as
when Sundar Singh had What with Billy’s endeavours to that.” Then, in a dialect
translated the chief's words ; give a ventriloguial entertalnment, and which the Sikk did ner

““tall him that took it
from the hand of the man I
slaw, back in the mountains
yonder, even as I would slay
him, were I not unarmed
and delenceless."

To Tom's astonizhment,
the men who held him re-
laxed their grasp at a word
from the chief, and Jamra
Khan really grew into a
very lmill;:mng figure, in
spite of the dirty robe girt

ut hia muddle.

Greyirlars,

Harry Wharton & Co.'s attempts to revive
their Amateur Dramatic Soclety, things
fet very lively, not to say nolsy, at

P.5.—Thanks to those who have J
handed on their + Magnets.” "

understand, he added:
“The kites will pick his
bonea era he hinda his way
out of these valleys, and the
Feringheo fool will be none
the wiser "

A murmur of admiration
had gone round the circle as

. Tom Howard stood erset,
e with the chief's weapon in
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