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THE FIRST CHARTER.
Billy Bunter's Sympathy.

" HARTON "

W “ Yo, air "

“ Dr. Locke wishes to see you
in his study after prayers.”

“ Yeon-ge, sir.’’

Mr. Qualeh, the master of the Remove -
4t Cireyfrinrs, walked on, and Harry ¥ :
Wharton immediately became the centre
of commizserating glances fromn his com-
rades. If he had been ordered to exeen-
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¢ What for?"

Ty gtuff under your logs, old chap,
in case it's serious.” : y

e (3h, rats! I'm not afraid of a lick-
ing; and perhaps it wen't ba ono after
ull.”

it Nothing like being on the sale
side,”’ =aid Bob Eherrs. “ An exercise-
book between you and the cane makea

all the differcnce.”
But Harry Wharton was already

walking towards the chapel, and his
chums followed him, still debating the
probable causs of the unexpeocted sum-
mons to the Head's study.

tion, Cherry and Nugent and Hurereo G . R e
Singh could hardly have looked more’ W : milargﬁ“ill;;‘f CLI:}.?:; t}’:“i‘ﬂ? g:: :ﬁ;:i
sympathobic. : ol some delinquency which might b at the
' Ratter I said Bob _L‘-herr‘fy fealingly. i e | TN bottom of it. Ha could think of nothing
“ What can it be this time? 1\, T ~. o but the row in the box-room. The
“The rottenfulness is torrific!” mur- Y o ™ Whartan Operatic Socciety had been
mured Hurree Jainset Ram  Singh, : \\ o i interrupted in a rehearsal by some
“and the cutfulness on the esteomed Gy ;:"'-“*3.;\ practical jolers of the Remave, and the
hand is more hurtful in the cold gk okers had been ejectell necl and crop.
weather, T look upor my esteemed \ a o’ Tnlesa that was it, Harry could not

chum with great sorrowfulness !

“ Bame here,” grinned Nugent.
doing, Harry?™

Havry Wharton laughed

“ 1 pan't call to min] anvthing in partienlar,” he said,
“yunless it's the row we had in the box-room over the
Christmas rehearsala.”™

“ It's pot that. You wouldn't have to go in to the Head
sbout s Lirtle thing like that.”

“ Then 1 can't think what it 15"

“ Marions how these little thinges ship the memary," Bob
Cherry vemarked, in a thoughtful way. ** We never mean
any harm, but masters take snch a beastly seriouws view of
things. Quelch ents up roush if you show the least glimpse
aof o sens of humour in the clasa-room, and a eracker under
hia desk mmakes him guite waxy.’”

o grions” sald Whorton, Ianghing.
chapel bell 1"

“Hold on & ticlk: bada't you belier get some exoicise-

booka——""
MNe. 4L

“ What have you been

“ Hallo, there's tho

inagine what was the matter.

He was thinking of it 8 good deal during chapel, and when
the morning service was cver, he came out with a snma-
what clonded brow.,

“ Anything wrong?” asked Levison, passing him on the
way to the class-roon,

* Oh, no—only——"

“ Only a licking,” grinned Buolstrede, the leader of the
practical jokers who had been sjected from the box-room on
the occasion of the rehearsal. “ Wharton has to go in (o the
Hend, And the Head knows how fo lar it on. 1 ghould re-
commend exercisc-books, Wharton,”

“(O0h, rats!” said Wharton

“ O rub something on your hands—--"

Wharlon walled away without replying. ‘ilie otiier Re-
movites went on to the claes-room, while Harey made his
way slowly towards the Head's study.

“ 1 say, vou fellows——""

“ Hiallo. Porpoige!”

“1 wish you wounldn't call e numes, Bulstrode" enid
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Rilly Bunter, blinking at the Remove bully through bhis big
spectacles. I don’t think ¥m - much like & porpoise, either,
when I'm wasting away to a shadow for want of proper
pourishment.*
* ¥You look it,"” grinted Dulstrode

"1 koow I never get cnough to eat,” growled the fat
junior. “I've had to have my tes in Hall several times
lumllf, and the school tea, of course, is never emough for
e,

* And vou contribute a lob to the funds of Study No. 1"

paid Lovieon sympathetically.,

“*1 don't contribute anything, Wharton and Cherry and
MNugent and Hurrce Singh do the contributing, and 1 do
the ecocking,” ecxplained Billy Bunter. I suppose a
labourer i3 worthy of his hire, and you know it's wrong to
“nudzzle the ox that treadeth out the corn.' And T rather
think that the little I «at isn’t likely to be missed.”

** He, ha, ha!l”’

**1 don't Eup?mbe I shall ever get a decent meal again il T
get the prize of & pound a week in * The Gem ’ football com-
petition,” said Billy Bunter. ' Of course, that will make
a difference. I am thinking of standing an extensive scries
of feeds, and 1 should like you two fellows to come to all of
them, By the war, conld vou lend me a couple of bobi”

; '_:}1 dare say I could,” said Bulstrode, * but I'm not going
o

““ Oh, really, Bulstrodo——?

" Why don’t you ask Whartan+?

" He's made it a rule now never to lend me more than a
philling at & iime, and never twice in the same day. Of
course, it's horribly mean, but Wharton isn't a fellow vou
can argue with. [ eay, you fellows, if vou like to advance
me & litile off * The Gem * prize——"

** Rats1”

“Oh, really, Levisom! I've been disappointed about a
postal order. By the way, where is Wharton going? Why
120't he coming to the class-room "

Bulstrode winked at Lovison,

* Didin’t you know, Billy:"

“DHdn't I lkknow what 7

* About Wharton being expelled.”

Bunter stared.

i Wharton expelled

*Yes. That's what he's going to the Head's study for—to
be cxpelled,” said Bulstrode, with perfect gravity. * Botter
go and condole with him,”

o B hﬂt-hltaa lic been dain?‘i”

' Ah, thet's it!” gaid Bulstrode, with a shake of the head
“ What has he been doing ¥’ % -

! I'm sincerely sorry to hear it, but if he's leaving Grey-
friare he mi%ht stand me & little before he goes,™ aaid
Bunter. I know he had o registered letter yesterday, and
if he's leaving——"" Bunter did not finish, but r awny
after Wharton as fast as his fat little legs could carry hine.

Bulstrode burst into a roar.

]‘Ihg;r hait;] There's sympathy!  Bunty thinks he's ex-
ed, and he’s going to take the opportunity to borrow his
t bol:! Ha, ha!” ' d

* Little beast!” grunted Levison.

* Ha, ha, ha!"

Harry Wi‘tartqn had almast veached the Head's door when
he hoard the lp&l-terinpg of feet and the panting of breath
behind him, He looked round, and Billy Bunter cune
pounding up.

1 say, Wharton! Stop a minuie!”

Wharton stopped.

“ What is it, Billy? Le asked good-natuvedly. ** You'll be
late for clags.”

“I-~I say, Wharton——"" Bunter gazped, and could not
get on. He wes very short of breath, aed the run had
winded him, “I1-I say——"

“ {h, take vour time,” langhed Harry.

“ 1—1I say, Wharton, as you are going—going——"

“ I'm going in to the Head.”

s .%im. yes; I know, As you are going to bo expelled——*"

. Rhi"

“ As you are going to be expelled, you won't want that
remitiance you had yesterday, and you might lend me a
few lob——"

* What are you talking about, you young azsi" demamded
the captain of the Lower Fourth impatiently.

Billy Dunter gasped for breath.

“ I—1I say, a8 you arve going to be expelled, you might——""
* You utter ass!" said Wharton, laughing n spitc of him-
eelf. ' Who told you I was going to be expelled?"

* Bul:trode. I thought you might lend——"

“* He wasz pulling vour leg, ass!™

“Oh, really, Wharton——"

“You'd batter cut off, or vou'll be late for clags™

' Bat—but—but aren’t you poing to be expeiled—hznour
bright " asked Bunter,
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** No, of course not.”

“ Then—then the rotter was only rotting!  But T say,
Wharton, you—jgou oughtn't to diseppoint me, you koow

" Well, I'm sorry, Billy, but I'sa_afraid T can't undertake
bo be expelled simply to please you,” said Wharton gravely.

“ J-—I don’t mean that DBut—but if you were expelled,
I thought you wouldn't have any use for your remittence,
ancd you might have left ms a few bob. 1 think you might
lend me & few bob, all the same.™

Harry Wharton logked at his watch.

“ You're a minute late for class now, Bunty.”

; ”lf_':h, dear! Quelch is bound to notice it, and 11's all your
anle!™

My faultt” )

“ ¥Yen, for keoping me tatking ‘nstead of handing aver the
few shillings you ave poing to lend me™

“1f you wait till I hand them over, Billy, you will be late
for afternoon classes as well,” said Harry Wharton, laughing.

*{th, really, Wharton-—?

" Cut off you young ass!”

“Put aren’t you going to give me——"

“I'm poing to giva you o thick ear if you bother me any
more,” said Wharton. " I'm glad to know exactly how
sympathetic you would feel if I were really expelled. Now
vou've enlightened mo on that point, cute——"

“ But really, Wharton—=""

“0Oh, cut!" And Harry turned and walked away him-
se}lf, Bunter blinked after him with an expression of
agprieved indignation, sand then turned and made his way
to the Remove elass-room.

The clock over the bookease indiested nearly twenty
minutes past nine as Billy Bunier pushed open the class-
roenm door and entered. The Lower Fourth were ol in
their places, and Mr. Queleh, the Form master, fixed his
e¢ves on Bunter like—as Billy afterwards deseribed il—a pair
of gimlets,

“ Bunter!” he rapped out, as the fat junior tried to snesk
unseen to his place.

* Ye-poes, sir!"”’ said Bunter, with a jump.,

" You are four minutes late,”

" I'm sincerely sorry, sir.”

1 have no doubt vou are, Bunter, but that is hardly enfhi-
cient. What i3 the cause of this inexcusable delay im
asrrivipg in the class.room ' deinanded the Remove rmoaster,

“1f you please, sir, it wasn't iy fault——""

“* Then whose fault was i7"

“ -1 hardly like to say, air.”

“ Answer me at once, Bunter !

“I mean, Wharton would be waxy, and——'

“Wharton! What do you mean? Did Wharton cause
your delay ™

“ Well, sir, I—I i

“Answer ane at once!” rapped out Mr. Quelch, in a voice
that nearly made Bunter jump clear of the floor.

“*Well, sir, Wharton kept me talking, and—""

“¥Yon will take twenty lines for bemng late, Bunter, and
I shall speak to Wharton on the 5uhjeqﬁ” said - Mr., Quelch
severely. * Wa will now proceed.”

And the Hemove procesded.

P S

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Good News.
HAHR? WHARTON tapped at ithe door of the Head's

-3

study, and the vaiee of Dr. Locke bade bim enter. Dr,

Locke nodded pleazantly enough to the junior, and

Harry Wharton took courage Irom his expression.

Ah, it 15 wou, Wharton,”" zaid the IHead. e glanced
over 1&53 desk, and took up a letter that had been already
opened.

“ Y8, sir,” zajd Wharfon.
wished to see mo here.
and coloured.

The Head glanced at him, .

“Well, Wharton, what i it? Have you something to tell

e

11 should like to explain—<*

“Go on, by all means. ™

Tt was all in fun, =ir,” said Wharton.

“Eh? What do vou mean, Wharton "

“We wera holding a rehearsal in the box-room, and those
bounders--I mean, the other follows—hid themselves in the
empty boxes to muck it up—I mean, to interrupt the
rehearzal-———"'

The Head locked amazed.

“ Indecd, Wharton I"? i

“ Yes, sir. And when they began to interrupt, we buozred
them out in no time. I mean we chucked them out of the

il

“Mr. Quelch told me you
If you please, siv—"" He paused

Ordean
in advance.



box-room. But, of course, it waa all fun. They knew that
if wa discovered thein they'd go out on their neck 3

“Really, Wharton, I have not the faintest idea of what
youn are talking about,” said Dr. Locke. ™ You appear to be
under a slight misapprehension. I have not heard anything
of this fracas in thoe box-room.”’

Harry Wharton started, and his colour deepened.

**Oh, I thought—"'

The Head smiled.

“I see, there has been a little mistake.”

" [—I thought 1 was sent for to—to—""

Wharton pauwsed. He could see now the mistake he had
E:HEE_ inte.  The Head locked as if he very mush wanted to

ug

“Well—well, it was quite a mistake,'” said Dr. Locke. “ Tt

is not a question of punishment this time, but gquite anobher
matter. kave had a letier from your uncle, Colonel
YWharton."'

Harry Whatton leoked interested. e could not help won-
dering what his unele should have written to the doclor sbout
him for, instrad of writing to him direct.

“Yes, sir.”

“TIt appears,” resumed the Ilead, “that the colonel’s ol
vegirient iz playing in a football match this afternoon—I
mean that the regimental team i3 playing—ar Aldershol, The
colonel 13 gowg down for lhwe mateh, and ke particulacly
wishes to take you with him, if it can be permitied.”

Harey Wharton flushied with pleasure.

“It iy vers kind of him, =ir, to think of me, and there is
nothing I should like better, 1f30 you will be kind cavugh
to give your permizsion.’

Dr. Locke amiled.

“I have spoken to Mr. Quelch about it, Wharton, and we

have agreed that there is no reason why the colonel’s wishes
should not be complied with.'”

“0h, thank yon, sie!”

“ ¥You have not to thank me, Wharton, bub vour own gond
conduct for some time past,' said the Head, ** There 14
another point the eolonel mentions. Heo thinks that you wiil
like, if possible, to take some of your friends with you—-"

Harry Wharton's eyes danced,

“Oh, sir!™

“ And he wishes me to give permission. if possible. Noaw,
I do not see any objectinn, if you are cacoful in eelectinge
Four companions.  There are some bovs in the Beomove
to whom I should certainly not give permiszion to leave thin
school for a whole day, but boys of this kind, I think, oro
nob among wour personal friends. Ac all events, you may
send in the names of three ot four lads whom you would lile
to fale, and T will diseuss the matter wich Mr. Quelch."

““Thank you, sir!”

“If you go you will mest the colonel ai Reading. az the
nearest polnt o Aldershot, where you ean mest, and vou will
atart early from here. I shall send a wirs to Colones]l Wharton
to inform him that you are coming. You may go, Wharton,
and you are excused clagse: to-day, after first lesson.'”

“Thank you, sir!"”

And Hacry Wharton lefe the Head's study, walking on
air, A day's holiday was of course weleoma to any school-
boy, bub & run down to the great Hampahire camp, and the
sight of an exciting footballmateh thrown in, would be
delightful. And il he oltuwined permission to take along
his chums, the day out would be & success in avery way.

Harry Wharton entered the Remove class.room, and a
goml many fellows glanced at him curiously, expecting to
se0 him twisting hiz hands, or bwisting his features—a com-
mon result of a visit to the Head's study.

The genuine plessure in Harry's face puzzled tho
Removites, his own chums as much as anyhody clse.

¥ The thrashfulness has not como off,” murmured Hurrea
Jamset Ham Bingh. * The congratulatefulness 15 terrifiz”

FEo it wasn't a licking " muttered Bob Cherry,

Wharton shook his head.

Mo, Don't talk now.".

“Why not? Queleh ian't looking.'™

* Best behaviour, te-day.”

* Anything on?"

“¥os, rather.”

* Explain, then, fathead."

“ Bost behaviour, I tell you; no talking in class.*”

And Bob Cherry had to control his curiosity. Mr. Quelch
glanced 10 their direction. aiwd, as a matter of fact, it was not
safe to say more. At the end of the first lesson the Form
master signed to YWharton to come out to his desk.

Bulstrode's faco lighted up.

“Now he's going te get it,"” ho muttered. *“The ITeal
bas let him off, and Quelchy 15 going bo lather him instesd.”

Mr. Queleh’s eyes fixed upon Bulstrode,

* Bulstrode, I kave cautioned you before about talking in
clasz.  You will take fifty lines.”

And Bul:strode scowled and was silent.

“Wharton, you are excused further lessons to-day,” sail
Mr. Queleh, " as you will doubtless have some Little prepara-
tions to make for jour joucrner."

“THE CREYFRIARS VICTORY.”

vOtepay, ©b¢ “MMagnet” oW\
g R (.o oo RO TIW T
“¥es, sir. Thank you!"

" Let me know whom you wish to take with you, ab eleven
a'elock, and 1 will speak to the Head about it.”
4l YE&; 5!1.,‘”

And Wharton left the class-room. The eariosity of the
Hemove was great, and that of Harry Wharton'’s own cliune
was exeited almost to fever heat.

“ What the dickens does it mean?”’
ko Magent. “ Where is he going ™’

“On a journew, {Juelch said.”

“1I know that, duffer! I want to know where*r

“ Ask Queleh."

“{h, rats!”

“The ratfulness ia tercific."

“1 say. vou fellows,” muarmured Billy Bunter, © Wharton
must have been erumming when he told me he wasn't frastilag
te be cxpelled. That's where he's going.™

“What'a that, you young ass*" said Jﬁnh Chorey.

 Wharton 1z expelled, of courae, and that——e Qw!"

Bunter brolke off with a wail of anruizh, a3 Nagent jalibeld
a pin into hiz fat leg. Mr Quelch looked round.

* What is the matfer with vou, Dunier?”

“I—I had a sudden pam, sir”

“You will have another suddern pain i you disturly the
class apgain,”’ said DMr. Queleh, ““aind a more severe oauw,
Bunter. Take core!™

And Billy Bunter understudied the oyster for the rest of
the leszon, amnd was mum.

multered IRob Vherry

—-—

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Hollday for Flve.

HE moment the Remove were released from the class.
room for the morning recess, Harry Wharton's chuma
rushed off in search of him. They were suffering from
a burning curipsity to know what was “up.” Wharton

vas nat in the Cloge, and they looked for him in Study No. 1,
and ran him to carth there. The captain of the Remove
was dividing hiz attention bebween a heap of articles piled
on tha tahle, and a bagr on the floor, which could have con-
tuined abonl & guarter of them when crammed to its full
capactty.

“ Hullo, hallo, halloP'' exclaimed Bolb Cherry, as ho rushed
intn the study. “ What is the meaning of if, anyway?!"'

“Wiat's up?” exclaimed Nupgent.

“Why the bagfulnes: and the journeyfulness !’
the MNabob of Bhanipur,
Liessy

* Hallo, you chaps!

“Yes rather,”

“ Then I ought to have the list ready for Me. Queleh.”

VWharton tock a pencil from his pocket, and tore a sheot
of paper from o Emkebbﬁal:. “I suppose I can pul your
namoe down, Bob ¥’

* What for—a football subscription?™

“ ?}*”-, ha! No. Feor a litile run down info Hampshire."

i 0 l-t-r!

“ And a football-match at Aldershot.™

i “rllﬂ'!.-:l:”

““And a whole holiday."

“ What are you talking about?” shricked Bob Cherry. ** 1
sou're trying to pull my leg—-"

“ MWothing of the sort.”

“The pulliulnezs of the esteomed and nugust leg would bs
the bad formfulness under the honourable circumstances,’
gaid the Mabob of Bhanipur. * But ] should be glad for owr
warthy chum to explain what he dickensfully mesns."

“That's it said Nuogent. * What the dickens do yza
mean?’

“Yon see, my uncle has written fo the Head, and ashed
him to give me a day off,” Harry explained. * His old regi-
moent 13 sending & team to Aldershot to-day for & football
match, and Colonsl Wharton wants me to go down with him
to see 1k

“ Lerwxd 1den!

“That's it."”

“Ripping! How fortunate that we made =ach
collent impression upon the colonel I prinved TBob
“On the present occasion. chaps. 1 think it can be passed
uaanimously that the respected colouel has plaved up wall,
and deserved well of his couniry.”

““ Yoz, rather !

“The ratherfulness is ternific.”

Y T'm o Jet Mr. Queloh know what fellows T want fo take,
and he'll see nbout it," said Wharton., “ Your name to go
down, Charry ¥°°

“Wall, I should say so."

“¥Yours, Frank?"”

i demanded
“What i3 the honourable upful-

Is it eleven o'clock?™

And he wanls you to tako us?®"

an ex-
Cheery.,

JSSky.

A Daub!ua]angth Schoal Tala.
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“T suppose 1'd beiler be there to look after you and the
colonel,” said Nugent.  “Put my naine down,

“ Aud yours, Inky "

“ The gladfulness on my honourable part will be terrific.™

::G:{-Dﬂ! New, we shall make a pleasant party of four.”
o Wil i.'nu? said Billy Bunter, coming into the study,

I'm rea l{] surprised ot vou, Wharton. ™

* Huallo, hallo, hallo!  What's the matier with the QOwl?"

“I'm surprised 2t Wharton., I'm not referring now to his
meanness.'’

“Are you looking for a thick ear, Billy 1"

“Oh, really, Wharton! I mean your meaumess in not
lending me a few bob, when you know the state of health
I'm in through not properly feeding my recent cold. I've
hoard all you fellows huve been ssving.’

"_Ymrl. enerally do hear a 1ot of what fellows have been
jﬂ&'}tli, 1 'UE’EI.I'Z;_ remarhkod.

4. really, Nugent ! As T was saying, T think you might
remember me when it comes to planning an excursion. You
will have to take some grub to eat in the train, and vou will
want me to get it ready.”

1 think we could manage, Rillv.”

“I couldn’t leave such a thing in your charge.)' said
Bunter loftily. "1 have o sensa of duty. Besides, 1 think
that a run down to Aldershet would probably do me good
after my recent illnese”

“It wouldn't do us good {o have & fat porpois roll
ahout,” said MNugent. &9 BOEpGide:to: ke

Oh, really, Nugent——""

* Well, I'll put Bunter's name down,” said Wharton, after
a moment’s hesitation. I don't know whether Mr. Quﬁ-]ch
will allow you to come, Billy.”

*Oh, yes, he will, if you beg it as a special favour,”

I'm blessed if 1 know why I should do anything of the
sort,” eaid Wharten, " especially after your sympathy when
¥ou thought I was going to be e.n;_{:ﬂlle&, YOU YOUlg Frampues.
I'll do my best, though. If yeu don’t get on’in the world, 1t
won't be for want of cheek.™

* Oh, really, Wharton——"

“T'll go and ask Mr, Queleh about this list, now.”

And Wharton left the study. He found the master of the
Remove in hia roony, and My, Queleh tock the list.

“You have four names here, Wharton,”

" Yes, sir”

“ Cherry, Nugent, Hurree Singh, and Bunter. T do not
know about Bunter: he is too backward with his work, I
am afraid, to be given an extra holiday.”

** I—I should be glad if you could [E‘I’:Jlrﬁm come, sir," said
Wharton, fh::shmﬁ_.1 The Form master looked at him keenly.

"I don't see how your pleasure will bo enhanced by
having that troublesome and selfish boy with you, Wharton.
¥ am efraid you have allowed your good nature to make Fou
put his name down here. Ilowever, T will zea,”™

* Yes, sir,” said IHarry uncomfortably.

.. He returned to No. 1 Study. Bunter was changing his
shoes for a pair of thick boots, and he already had his
searf on. Wharton glanced at him. Billy was making his
preparations for the journey, evidently assured that he wos
EOIng.

o ‘E-'tll, what's the verdict 1" asked Hob Cherry.

“I think it’s all right for vou three fellows, but about
Bunter I'm not so sure,” said ilarry, beginning to pack the
bag. Bunter looked up quickly.

" What's that, Wharton ? D? course I am coming,'

"It all depends on Quelch, Bunter. The fact i3, you're
too lazy and careless with your lessons to be let off.”
vy :aupfuag, as a matter of fact, you'd rather leave me
behind, think it's very selfish of vou, when I'm so much
im need of a change alter my recent illness,” said Bunter,
L_I;E?}i injured tone. * Nobody ever feels any sympathy for

* Oh, cheese it, Billy; 1've done my besi.”

Bunter grunied, and went on lacing his boots. Harry
Wharfon packed the little bag, putting in the things the
ehitms would be likely to want on a day’s run, and not for-

etting o big packet of sandwiches he had obtained from the
wusekeeper. :

" What train are we calching'®"” asked Bob Cheyrr,

“The twalve e'clock from Friavdale. We shall have to
walk down to the station.™
- O, F osay, Wharton, it's 2 jolly long walk., Couldn’t
¥ou have some sorl of convevance '’ said Billy Bunter. = I
pet tired walking, '

“Part of the waz's downhill, and son cowld roll it
suggaested Bol Cherry.

“Oh, come on ! said Harry Wharton, laughing. ** D'
to go to Quelch’s study for the answer, and you chaps. had
better get sour conts on,”

%k ad !'l'!- ,

Harry Wharton went down the passage. A yourh came
out of Russell’s study—a gentle-looking youth, with almond
eyey and a piglail, and a smile that was ¢luldlike and bland.

TLFE%%R -

GRAND CHRISTMAS DOUBLE NUMBER.

It was Wun Lung, the Chinese junior in the Greyiriars
Remove.

“Goee out i’ he asked, as he clariced at Wharton's coat
and cap.

“*Yea "™ said Wharton; ' going on a liitle run, kid.”

“ Me comest”

Wharton looked a littla uncomfortable. Wun Lung, the
Chinee, had shown a great attachment te him since commng
to Greyfriars, and #Imrtuu was very kind to the litle
Uriental.  IMe would willingly have taken Wun Lung along,
but he felt that he could hardly ask Mr. Quelch for more.

“Can’t be did, kid,” he replied. " I'm going on loave,
vou see, and T ean't teke vou., ['d be glad Lo if it could be
tixed.”

* No savvy."

“Can't take you."

“ No savvy.'"

“You could jolly well savey if yon hiked,” murmured
Wharton.

" Whalton say, me comee *" asked Wun Lung.

o, I didn't. I'm sorry, yon can’t come.
long way.”

“Chinee likea goee long way.”

“Tt can’t he done™

“No savey.'

“ Well, I'll ask Mr. Quelch, if you hle”

Wun Lung grinmed with delight.

“Me savvy.”

' Yes, I thought you'd savvy that,” said Wharton, laugh-
g in spife of himself. ' But, mind, I don't promise you.
I'm afraid it can’t be done. Wait here a bit !

" Me waitee.”

Wharton tapped at Mr. Queleh’s door and entered. The
Form master gave him a genial nod.

“You have the Head's permission to toke thess com-
panions, Wharton,” he said. 1 hope you will have &
pleasant day.”?

“Thank you very much, sir,” Wherton coloured. *I—I

—— Mi%ht I ask vou, sir, if I could take one more fellow
wifli me ¥’

Mr. Queleh shook his head.

" Come, Wharton, you must be reasonable. The Head has
stretched a point very much in your favour by allowing you
fo take four companions, Tou énn’t want to take the whole
Hemove, [ suppose 1™

“ It s Wun E;'.ﬂ.m.g, gir. He—"

““ I should not care to take the mafter to the Head again.”

“*Thank you, sir. I—1 am sorry I asked; but I told Wun
Tang T would, and—-"

“1 quite understand ; but I do not think it would de.”

“Very well, sir."”

. Wharton guitted the Form master’s study. Tha Chinere
junior was waiting 'for him in the pessage. He looked at
the captain of the Remove eagerly.

“* Me comee?” he asked.

“ Borry, Wun Lung; I can’t get permission.'”

“ No savvy.”

“1'm sorry you can’t come, old chap. Can't be helped."

And Wharton walked away. He left the Chinese youth
with & curious grin upon his guaint, litile face. Five
minates later, the Famous Four, in caps and overcoats, were
leaving the gates of Greyiriars, with Billy Bunter pleddi
on behind, and grumbling at every step at having to wal
to the station.

I''n going &

e gy

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
In the Traino.

e RAIN'S in!” excluimed Bob Cherry, as the Gresfriars
juniors came in sight of the station.

The Removites broke into a run, and dashed into

i the station. Billy Bunter came panting in after
121,
“ 1 say, Wharton, you can take my ticket,” he said, **T'lIl
return you the amount out of my postal order on Saturday.”
Harry Wharton did not reply. He took the tickets, and
the juniors hurried upon the platform. The train was pre-

paring to start. A carriage deor was wide open, and the
juniors bundled 1olo i,

“"Urry up there!”

Billy Bunter was the last to enter. He was breathless
from the run., ‘The guard gave him a shove behind that
seni him sprawling over the feet of the Removites, and
slammed the door. Bunter sat up gasping.

“Upon my word!"” he exclaimed.
vou might have given me a hand in.
shoved me lhike that?"

“Ha, ha! It was the guard.”

" Like his cheek. And all of vou stand there grinnin
|1-[{ﬂ3 a lot of Chezhire cats, and don’t give a fellow a hnnﬁ
e’

say, you fellows,
Which of you was it
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Harry Wharton jerked the fatb junior to his fecl. Billy
Bunter sat down in his seat, and panted. _

“ Mo need to yank me about like that, Wharton,"" he said.
“ You might have made my aspectacles fall off, and if they
hadlgat broken I should have expected you to pay for them,

“What's the malter now ¥

“ Bomebody stuck a pin into my leg.

“Btufi ! You're dreaming.”

“I tell you I felt it,”" yelled Bunler.
Cherry 1" = .

“No, ass! You're dreaming.”

“Wall, I felt it jab, anyway,” grunted Bunier,
Wharton, i3 thers a.n;f't.hinﬁ to eat in that bag ¥

“ Yes, some sandwiches.”

“ I suppose you're not going o tale them all the way to
Aldershot 7" i

“No; but I'm going to take them most of the way le
Reading,” said Harry Wharton grimly. .
¢ “Oh, really, Wherton, considering that I'm practically
amishing——""

“ Cheese it! You can have some presently. I—— What
on earth’s the matter, Bob¥"” _

Bob Cherry was sitting next to Bunter. Ile had suddenly
loaped to his feet with a fendish yell, clasping his leg. Then
he turned on Bunter, grasped him round the neck, ard
vanked him off the seat.

“Hold on!" velled Billy. “I moan let go!
mattsr now? Are you off your rocker®" o \
“You young villain, I'll teach you to stick pins inlo me.”

“Ping ¥ I—I didn't."

“Then who did " : :

“ How should I know? You're dreamin gasped Billy
Bunter. * Don't shake me like that! ou might make
my glasses fall off, and then you will have to—" .

“7f you do it again I'll sling you out of the window ![”
growled Bob Cherry. ** 8o look out, you funny merchant.”

“71 tell vou I didn't—""

“ Oh, cheese it! If vou didn't, who did "

This was unanswerable, and i!illy Bunier’s protests wers
unheeded. The Famous t"‘t:rur, by way of passing the time,
commenced to sing a quartetie they were practising for the
Christmas entertamment of the Wharton Operatic Bociety,
and Billy Bunter kept his cyes [astencd upon the bag.

“ T pny, Wharton,' he said, at last. .

The juniors did not stop singing. Bunter blinked af them
indignaitly. ] _

“1 say, you fellows, I don't mind your making that row,
you know, but really I think you might Jet me have soine
of the sandwichea——""

“ Shut up !

" Bt reglly, Cherry—"" ;

“ Unless the shutupfulness is immediate, the whacklulneas
will be torrific," said the MNabob of Bhanipur,

Y 0Oh, reslly, Inl 5
0w !‘r’ Toared ﬁug‘ant :

“\What tho dickens is the matter now, Nugent ?*

“It's -that fat young villain! I'll teach him to play off
his practical jokes on me!” howled Nugent; and he hurled
himself upon the astounded Bunter.

Billy was- bumped down on his back on the seat, and
MNugant buughed his head on the cushions. Buntor wvelled

and sguirmed.
He's mad !"

“ Hold on !
“YWhat on exclaimed IHarry
A The 3 illain stuck & pin in my leg!
e young villam stuck a pin momy leg "'

«112T diddid——

“ Yes, I know you did.”

ok I—f—l’—did-——-—-” atammerad Bunter.

“Well, if you did, you ought to be licked,” said Bob
Cherry. I warned you once not to be funny, Bump
bim !'

HI—I—1 did—did—"7

“ Yes, yes, ves. Don't keop on telling us you did; we
know you did! DBump him i]jlil.l'vl.l, Nugent, only mind ho
doesn't burat.™

U1 did—did—didr't ! yelled the unfortunate Bunter.

* Now, don't prevaricate, DBillv,” said Beob Charery
reprovingly, while the incensed Nugent still industriously
bumped Billy Bunter on the cushions. * First you said you
did, and now you say you dida't. It won't do™

# JuI—] did—didn’t—1 didn't!"

“ Then who did " reared Nugent.

“ B-b-blossed i I know. Perhaps Bob Cherry did.”

“What'a that?” domanded Bob Cherry.  “Qive him
another bump for his cheek, Frank., We have ermuf;h to
put up with from Bunty without his starting as a Iunny
merchant.”

YT should rather think so."

“ The ratherfulness (3 terrific,”

“#[—I—I think you mught stop them, Wharton ! gasped
Ell!ftﬂr, By MNugent Amished bumping him ou the seat, * [—

e a——

“Was it you,

-!;1 Ei.ﬂ.;'a',

What's the

phs

Stop him, vou fellows !
earth’s the matter?"
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“You shouldn'l start in the funny ling, Billy. Fellows
don't like pins stuck in théip- legs. You're getting off
Hghtly.”

“But T dide’t do it."

“0h, don't eram!"” said Nugent. “Youo've had your
medicine, now bo guiet. [ :,.'ﬂl.i' nle _hmr-:r again, I shall
sling you out st the next station; so I warn you!l

“But T tell you—"

“Bhut up ! o g :

And Billy Bunier relapssd into indignant silence, and the
Famous Four resumed the practice of the quartette. Four
merry veices rang from the carriage as the train rushed on
through the keon November atr.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Yeniriloguism Extraordinary.

ARRY WHARTON opened the bag at last, and Billy
H Bunter's eves glistened. Tho hero of the Remove

took out the substantial packel of sandwiches, and

the juniors began an early lunch.  Billy Dunter
started on the sandwiches at express specd, and the whole
supply would quickly have disappeared had not Bob Cherry,
as he expressed it, put the brake on. R

" Hold on,” he remarked pleasantly, as the fat junior
reschéd out for his sixth sandwich. “I'm afraid you will
damage your works, old chap, il you give them so much to
deal with all of a sudden.™ . . .

“I've been famishing all the morning, Uherry.

“Now, you know after a long famine, it's dangerous
to cat large quantities of fuod,” said Bob Cherry. * ¥ou
ought to know that well enough, Bunter. As you hmru_hce:.n
famishing for a whole morning, it won't be good for you io
eat any more now.”

“Oh, really, Cherry L :

“ Quite right,” said Nugenl, grinning, EWe must loolk
after Bunter's health. As he is in our charge, wo must ses
that he doesn’t expire of repletion.”

“ Look here, Nugent——" )

“The replotefulness is already terrific,”” remarked thae
Nabob of Bhanipur. “It is only equalled by the greediful-
resa of the honourable Bunter,” .

“{itter rot!” said Billy Bunter. “You [ellows don’t
undorstand me.  I'in not greedy, but I like a lot. 11
vou've done singing, I'll do a little v-‘:nt.rlluquml_prn::tm?;

" “That you won't!"” said Bob Cherry emphatically. If
vou start the ventriloquial groan here, I'll give you some-
thing to groan for.” _ : _

Tt isn't tho ventriloguial groan; it’s the ventriloguial
drone.” i ;

“] don't rare whother it's a groan or a drone, we've had
enough of it in Study No. 1, at Greyxfriars,” said Hob
Cherry. * Besides, it's forbidden by the bylaws of the
railway company.”

“ Oh, really, Cherey——"" ) ,

“ Look there—it's printed plain enough. You musta’t do
anything to the detriment of the railway or the discomfort
of the passengers.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” o .

““As a mattor of fact, T wasn’l thinking of practising the
ventriloguial drone,' said Bunter.  “Of course, with the
time I've apent on ventriloguism, T've got far beyond that
now. I can throw my voice——" . 1

“(ould wyou throw it out of rthe- window, s t}m{: it
wouldn't keep on jawing all this journey " asked Nugent
D o gt

IRy, INIgent-—

“Well, we'll gffe you a chanee,”" said Wharton. * Mind,
only one chance, and il you can't throw your voice you're
to shut up.” .

“J am guite willing to agree to that, Wharfon, as thera
ara few who ecan ecqual my wonderful abilities in voico
throwing on the famous Balmicrumpelt principles,” said
Bunter. “I will first make my voice proceed from unders
tho seat. 1 will speak to a person supﬁﬁﬁﬂi to bo under
the scat, and he will reply—""Ere!" Az yon know, the
aspirate cannot be produced with the ventriloguial voice,™

“Go shead ! If you maeke vour voice proceed from under
thoe seat, you shall have another sandwich.™

“%¥ory well. IL'in Iiustr going to begin,’” ssid Bunter,
clearing hia throat. * Now, then, vou fellows, just watch
me !

“ We're watching you, Owl.”

“I'm going to ask the sopposed person under the seat if
he's thore, and he's going fo reply—*"Ere " "

“Well, do it then, and don't jaw."

* Ars you there ¥ rapped out Billy Bunter. And he was
just about to squeak, in his ventriloguial voice, a reply,
when an answer came from under the seat.

g IP:I.,E: !l]

The Famous Fonr gazed al one anollicr In amazement.
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“ My hat!” ¢jaculaied Bob Charry.

“Wall, I must say that’s all right,” Nugenlt remarked.
“ 1 dide't see his lips move even.”

“ile looks pretty well astonished
Harry Whavtown.

Rilly Bunter did indecd look astonished. The voice from
under the scat astounded him.. He knew he had not made
the veply, and vet it seemed that he must uneonsciously
have done it. At all events, Bunter, was not Lthe porson to
isziaim  any credit. ITe Llinked trviumphantly at the
Remavites,

“* Whaore's that sandwich ?” he demanded.

“Well, you've carned it,"” said Bob Cherry. “Iere ton
wrc D Blessed 3F I thought you'd ever be able to ventrilo-
fise, though ™

A fellow of my wonderful abilities iz often misunder-
slocsd by corimon chapa.”

" The modestfulness of the estcomed Bunicr is terrifie™

“I'll give you another specimen, if vou like,” aspid Bunter,
when the sandwich had disappearad—which was in the space
of half & minute. Il make my voice come from the
luggage-rack.”

“Go abead ™
_ ‘;ﬂr? you there 7" rapped Bunter; and then he squeaked,
] I:rﬂ L] ]

But the reply did not seem to proeced from the luggapo-
racl ; it was only too evident that it proceeded from %E"j‘
Euutor himszelf, The Removites grinned.

" There, what do you think of that?’ asked the fat
junior,

" Rotten ! came the reply, with singular unanimity.

“Oh, really, you fallows, you eughtn’t to allow jealousy
of my abilities te bhias yonr like this!" expostulated Billy
Banter., * 8till, T adinit that TI'm more successful in throw-
thg my voice downwards. I'll hold a short dialegue with
a supposed person under the seat. Now, then, are you
there ¥

* 'Ere!” came from under the seat,

Bunter grinned slightly. 1le knew peorfoctly well this
fimo that he had not made that ventriloguial reply, but he
dul not mean to give himself away.

“Go abead !’ said Bob Cherry encouracingly, I admit
thai vou're getting on.”

“Iiow lony have vou been under the seat?” went on
RHunter,

* Long time,™

"My hat!” ejaculated Nugent. “One would almost
think that there was somebody under the seat. Go on,
Bemty, this ia getting interesting I

llarry Wharton looked puszled, and so did Bob Cherry.
They bhad not seen Bunter’s lips move in the slightest when
he was ventriloquising, and they did not knew what to
make of 1. The nabobh was watching the fat junior
intentiy,

o %nn’t yvou fird it stuffy under thare " went on Bunier.

LT3 EE.'-

"}"i?-::nu]n:f you like something to eat ?*?

sk reﬂ.:ll

“What would you like 7"

* A sandwich.’

Bob Cherry shool: his head.

“ Ah, that waan’t quict up to the mark ! ha cheerved.
“That word ‘sandwich' gave it away, Billy. It dido't
sound as if it came from under the sent,”

Billy Bunter grinned.

I thought it did,”” remarked ITarry Wharton,

Bab Cherry shook his head.

"I admit that it was pretty good, but it wouldn't have
deeerved me,” he said. " Go on, Billy, let’s sce if you can
xeep 1t up.™

"1 think I osught to have another sandwich first.™

! Ilere you are.”

Buntfer devoured the sandwich, and then another. Then
he resumed the extracedinary ventriloquism.

“Are you getting tired ¥’

“Yeu,"” came from under the secat.

“Why don’t you come out 7"

“ Mo allee light,””

Bunter gave a gamlm of dismay. He knew that there niust
l:e somebody under the seat, who was entering into the joke
f';'l_idtl';e Remn;;t?s. hl’iut_ ho did not know who it was, ner
hid  ho expect to be given away b n Y pidgin-
English.’ P g ¥ by & reply in * pidgin

The Removites jumped up in amazement,

“Wun Lung ! shouted Harry Wharton.

* He's under the seat !

*It's a little game ™

* Billy, you fat impostor 1"

Bob Cherry reached under the seat and caught hLold of a
pegtail. e gave it a jerk, and with a loud howl the
(“hinese juuior rolled out on the ficor of the carriage.
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Startling Epcounter,

UN LUNGDY
W “You young raseal!” .
“ Then—ihen it was you all the time:"

The Chinese junior grinned.  Billy Bunler took
advantage of the faet that the general attention was drawn
to Wun Luing to make a fresh attack upon ithe sandwiches,

“ 2o you were lalking under the scat, and it wasn't
Bunter's veniritoguism at all!”’ exclaimed Fob Cherry.

“Me talkeo for jokee," explaiced Wun Lung.

“ You young Juffer! Ard I suppese it was you that was
sticlking those pins into us, wxd pot Bueter ot all?’ sad
Nugent, laughing.

Wun Lung prinmed expansively,

“ But did vou have leave to come away from the school,
Wun Lung?” asked Iarry Wharlon, serionsly.

“ No savvy.” G o

Y Did you ask Mr.o Quelch if you could leave Greyfriars™

* No savvy.”?

“You have bolted, then¥®?!

" No savvy.'!

Harry Wharton gave it up. Tt was plain En-nug\h that the
Chinese junior had taken French leave. When Wun Lung
had an idea in his head, it was not easy to get it out agaimn,
amed the idea of accompanying the Greviriars' chuma to
Aldes<hot had evidentlv taken possession of his mind. The
Celesrinl must bhave lefe Greyfriars before the Hemaovites,
reached the station first, and hidden himself in the train
Ity not showing himseelf unti] the train was near Heading,
be made return nnpossible,

“There will be a row abovt this when the young rascal
ets back to Greviriare,” said Nugent, with a shale of the
read,

“The rowlulness with the estesmed Quelch salith will be
ferrifie.”

“Well, it can’t ke helped now.” satd Harry, half-vexed
and half-amused. " We shall have fto izke the youn
kounder along, and look after him for the rest of the doy.

Wuong Lang beamed.

* Mo comee.  Allee light.”

“It won't be all right when vou get back, unless vou can
marnage 1o soap over the Queleh-hird,” prinned Bob Cherry.
“ But now you're here, you'd better have zome sundwiches.
You must be packish.”

* Ma hungly.”

1 say, vou fellowg—-7"

“Don't say snvthing, veu [at humbug T Catch. me beliovs
g in your guldy ventriloguism apain! No wonder you

vouldn’t make the voice proceed frowm the lupgpage-rack!™

** Ha, ha, Lia!?

“But 1 osay, vou fellows—-7"

© Bhut up, and hand over the sandwiches ™

“ That's what [ was poing to say. There aren’t any.”

“Why, there wera a doren left! Blessed if the young
cormorant hasn't scoffed the lot!” exelaimed Bob Cherry,
in disgust,

" After exerting mysell to eutertain you as I have done,
I suppose I am entitled to a snack to keep up 1y strength®”
said Bunter, with dignity.

Y Neothing left for you, Wun Lunp, unless you take a bite
ont of Bunter, Do vou like pork??

“ 1, really, Cherry—e" G
" Hallo, here we are!” exclaimed Nugent. * This will be
Reading.”

Billy Dunter smiffed.

“ Ry George, 1 think I can smell the biscuits already ™
le exelaimed. 1 ruppose you follows are going to stop
here for zome lonch?”

“Hungry againf?’ asked Nugent sarcasticallv. *1 sup-
pose you must be: ics nearly five minutes since you scoffed
the last sandwich !’

* Well, I could do with a snack. DBut you know Reading
15 ihe place where the best biscuitz in the world come from,
and we ought to samiple them while we're here. It would
be a good idea, if you fellows like, to give up going to
Aldershot to-day, and have a look over the biscust factories,
and try sonie samples of the stuff. It weuld ke niuch miore
fun: Anyway, I think we ought to take a few pounds of
biscuita to eat in the train.”

“ Better say a few fons, and they weuld keep you quict
for an hour or so.""

* Oh, really, Nugent =

The train stopped, and the juniors poured cut. A tall,
soldherly figure was sianding en the platform, and Harry
Wharton sighted it at onee, Colonel Wharton caught sight
of the boys, and came towgrds them with a genial amile
upeni his bronzed face, He sheok hands with them, his
plance lingering curiously upon Wuan Lung. He knew the
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others, but it was the frst time he had sesn the cheerful
youth from (hina. ; ,

“1 am glad wou ware able to come, Harrs,” he said.
“1 am glad to sea you and your friends. The doctor wired
me that you were coming by this train. The train wo are
taking for Aldarshot does not leave for half an hour, and
I suppose vou lads could manage a little lunch?™

*“¥es, sir, rather!” said Billy Dunter, ¢

“We had some sandwiches in the train,’’ said Harry,
“but lunch would be welecome, all the same.”

““{'ome along, then.”

The eolonel Ted the way, Twiee or thrice as they went
Hurree Jamset Bam Singh looked back over his shoulder,
with 2 curious expression upeon his dusky face. Harry
Wharton noticed it at last,

“What is it, Inky*" he asked. ;

“I was observing the honourable rotter standing yonder
with the esteerned scow! upon his august countenance,'’ said
the nabob, ** He seems to be specially interested in you,
my worthy chum.”

' Where is ha?” ] ]

“ Standing behind the henourable cuiomatic machine."

Wharton looked in that direction and gave a start. The
man, whose black, glinting eyes were fixed upon him, waa
ne stranger to the hero of the Greyfriars’ Remove.

He was a powerful fellow, with dusky skin and white
tanth, m—ld&ntl;y of gipsy blood. A fur cap was drawn
low over his brows, and he had & muffler round his neck, a
shabby cardigan-jacket on, and his lower limbs were en-
cazed in ragged pailters. -

“* Melchior!"" exclaimed Harry, involuntarily. o

It was the gipsy who had been the I{!dnﬁ.p&)ﬂt‘ of Marjoria
Hazeldene, shortly after Harry Wharton had come to Grey-
friars, 2nd who was now supposed te be in prison.

Colonel Wharton heard the boy's exclamation, and looked
roaind.

“What i3 if, Harry?'

“* Melchior, the gipsy!"

* Whorat" .
“There; he is going!” -
The gipsy, finding himself observed, had glided away,

and mingled with the orowd on the platform. Harry
Wharton made o movement, a3 though to dash in pursait,
and then paused.

THE SEYENTH CHAPTER.
Billy and the Biscuilts,

# o BT him go,' said DBob Cherry, catching Harry's aye;
““we haven't any time to bother with him now!"
““ Melchior1" ssid Colonel Wharton, ' Is that the
ipay——" . 2
= Thugruacal who kidnapped Hazeldene’s sister,” gaid
Harry. ““You remsmber my telling you about it, sir. He
was sent to prison, but he must have escaped.”

““Then he ought to ba arrested !” exclaimed the colonel.

“Hea is gone now.'"

The colonel pulled at his groy moustache doubtfully, The
gipsy had disappeared, nnd, after all, he had been punished,
aven if he had escaped a part of his punishment.

“Wall, lot him ge,"” ho said. * After all, 1 dare say we
shall never see him again. I should think he would give
u3 & wide berth."

And they walked on.
thoughtful, He pulled st Harry’s sleeve, and
of tha Remove looked down at him with a smile.

“Bad man your enomy "’ murmured the Celestial.

T ¥ed, 1 suppose so”

“ He lookes like it
velly likoly.”

Wharton shook his head.

“1 don't think he's hikely to comne near us again, Wun
Lung. I should only have to point him out to a policeman
to have him arrested and sent back to prison”

“If he catchee you in lonely placee?”

“1'Il take care that he dossn't!” said Harvry, laughing.
“I admit that I shouldn™t cnre to meet Melchior on o lonely
mad on & dark night ™

“Hore we are!” murmuared Ihlly Bunter. 1 sar,
Wharton, I suppose youor anels anderstands  that—thao
wep——"

“ That we what, ThHilly?"

“Phat we shall want somosthing o bit more solid than
buns and miik,” said DBuntee in 2 low tong, anxicusly. o[
could do with roast beel and vorkshire to start with, and
sommetliing substantinl bt follow, as far aa T'm concerned.”

“0h, dry up, Piggy ! muttered Bob Chearry,

i, really, Cherry—""

“Come in,'" said the eolonel, suppose vou yvoungsters
are pretty sharp et 1 know I am !

And as the boys sat down round the white cloth, the
colonel gave his orders to the watier.

Billy Bunter listened anxiously, but 2 smile of content.
ment soon overspread his fat visage. The colonel under-
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atood that boys were hungry on a cold day. The feed was
to be ad lib., and a prospect of enjoyment unfolded itself
before the fat junior. . .

The table was soon laden with good thinga. ,

Time was limited, but the fecd was not, and so Billy
Bunter ate against time, and performed feats in the gaa-
tronomic line that astonished hiz comrades, well as they
knew his powers in that direction, ]

““ This 15 something like!” murmured Billy ecstatically.
“ [ say, vou fellows, I will have a little more beef, Yes,
and soma mors potatoss.  And some more of —of everything.
I think I can do with another helping—yes, and a big one—
I'm rather peckish!™ . sy Es

““ The peckishfulness of the henourabla Bunter is terrific.

“Well, I'm not & gready chayp, vou know, Inky, but 1 do
like a lot!™

Wun Lung was also *“doing himself down™ pretty well,
and all the ’il.lIli-Cl-l'El maede good meals. Tho colonel waa an
ideal host. The grim, bronze face knew how to relux, and
he could tell many & erisp story of battle and siege. The
voteran evidently took a, deep interest in the foothall
exploits of his old regiment, and he spoke of them with a
sparkle in his evos.

“It will ba the first time you have seen the Toamshires
play, Harry,"” he zaid. " You know they are my regiment,
as they were your father’s. Thev put a really toain
inte the field, and they have a2 good record in the AL 1
think weo shall gee them at their best to-day !™

“Who are they playing, sir?”

“An artillery team—and n fine feam too! The Artillery
take to football splendidly ! The kick-off ia at three, so we
shall have ample time. You will see something of my old
friends of the Loamshires, I hope. As I dare say you know,
it 1s tho second round for the Army Cup.'

“And in the first round—"

“The Leoamshires pulled off the match, as I hope they
will pull off this one.™

Harry Wharton's eyes sparkled. He naturally felt a
deep interest in the foothall fortunes of his father’s old
regiment, and he was very keen to see the match.

e colonel glaneed at Lis watch.

* Time we were moving " he remarked cheerily.

Tha juniors rose, feeling all the better for their lunch.
Billy Bunter showed a strong desire to go fo aleep, He hod
placed himsell on the outside of the biggest lunch he had
had for some time, and it was an old joke in the Greyiriars
Remove that Billy resembledd o boa-constrictor, and alwaya
wantted to fall into o state of inertia after a gorge.

But there was no sleep for Billy Dunter just then., Tho
train was in the station, and tley had to go to the plal-
form. Bol Cherry kindly lent the fat junior & hand, taking
a grip on his collar, and propelling him ont of the refresh-
rent-roomas.

“Hald on, Cherry! Don't shake me ke that! You
might make my glases fall off,” expostulared Billy, “and
it they %'E{: broken wyou will have to pay for the blesssd
things. say, yvou fellows—""

“ Hurry up thoere!™

“I gay, vou fallows, we haven't had any bisruits,"”

“ Biseuita ! "' said the colonel, looking round.

“ Yes, sir. Hverybody who comes to Reading ought to
sample the bisouits. Its famous for them.”

“*1lear me, I nover thounght of 1"

“IFs all right” said Harry Wharton, luughing, < TI'l
got Billy a tin of Huntley & Palmer's when wa got back e
Friardale™

“ But they ouaght to be tested on the spot. vou know

“You won't be able to come to Aldershot if von burat in
the train,” said Bob Cherry warningly,

* My, really, Cherry—=—""

“There i3 atill time,”” suid the eolonel, pressin
into DBunter’s hand. " Cuat back and get a
to take im the train”

“Oertnindy, sir! Anxthing to oblige.”

And Bunder cutb off as [ast as his fat legs would go.

“Buck up!” shouted Bob Cherry after hime " They're
gothing stean up,”’

Blily Bunter dashed through the swing doors, and dm-
appeaved.  Colonel Wharten  and s voung  companions
cirered a carriage. and the engine shricked. Harey Whar-
ton lookod anxionsly Hifmﬁ the platform.

“That young duffer will ba lefr Lehind ! ™ ha exclsliaed,

“Billy ! Hallo, hallo, hallo! Buck up!”

Bunler was in sight again. He had a bir iin of bisenlla
under cach arm, and his poeckefs were bulging with packoeres,
He came sprinting along, and as bhe did 0 n rongh fiseee
erossed tha platform, and Harry Wharton  recognized Lhe
savaye features and glinting eves of Melchior, the gipsy.

“lLook oul, Bally )7

Batl the shortsighted Owl of the Eomove was in oo groat

STy,

a coin
bayr of biscuits
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a hurry fo look out, Right inio the eipay he rushied, and
there was a yell from Meldlilor, and a gueping vell from
Billy Banter.

Both of them weni reeling,
violently vpon a ecat, and Hiﬁ
siedding biscuits on all sides,

The two big tins rolled to right and lefr, and the lids
counng off, cascades of biseniis poured out over the plat-
form, while streams of good things ran from DBunter's
l!m:lr-em and from under his ‘jm*lmf.

“Ow!’ gasped Bunter. *Oh1"

“ Buck up ! shouted Bob Charrr,

_ The train was beginning to move. Marry Wharron lhad
jumped ont. Bunter began to frantieally  collect up the
st biseuiis,

” Il:‘,'ﬂme on, you young <uffer!™

B F-——

Harry Wharlon grasped ithe fat junior, and huelad him
hodily 1o the earrviape, and .-a.:r-:nmf;l{-d m after bl The
guard slammed the door.  Bunter sut ap gesping.

and Alolehior sat down
Bunter on the platform,

v I-T—I say, you fellows, those biscuits have been lefr
hehijng !
" You weee jJolly mearly left Lehind, you soung asa!™

Hr-:ihi'le{l Wharton. *“&o was LV

" ¥es, but the biscujis—"

“Ume afraid you will never sen (ham again,’ weid (he
celanal, langhing, z
C Wl s hard lines,” seid Buater. I apent some hme
in selecting thom, too, you kiow. 1've only got a Few pounds
of them leit in my pockets. 50 U'm sorry there won't be
enotgh for vou fellows 1o have sny,”

Colonel Wharton loeokad ot him vather euvionsly, hat mada
no rejoinder. Thera was a cheory chaiier of voicrs in {he
carreage a3 tha (rain rushed on, 1o the accompaniment of
an Ineeszant crvnching of Liscails [roon the corner where
Billy Buntee szi.

The bizcnita were finished ai last, and ihe fail junior eom-
posod hueself to slumber. The eyes of the Chiresa junior
twinkled az he looked at thoe slwnbering Bally.

Huarree Jumast Ram Singh waa looking at Lim, (oo, with
a twinkle i s eyes, and the two Orionfalz glancsd ai one
another, apd their exca met. Upon each dusky faoe wa3 an
expreszion of great mwonning,

Y The opportmwinlivess 15 great,” porred Hareee Singh.
“Has my honourable pigtailed chum any coldnrs v cravonrs
m his esteemed pockets?™

Wun Lung shook his head rogreifnlly.

“ No clayons.” e remarked, * no eolours.'

" The wastefulness of the golden opportunily iz greal.”

“Plaps another ftime,” murmured Wun Lung. * Plaps
'F.‘»I:mtnrj feed again, sleep again, and we takee opportunity,
plaps.

“ My worthy chum is correciful.’?

And the two Asiativs quntierad glecfully over their in-
fended jape on the wnconscious Bunter, while the fat junior
rlept on unsuspectingly.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

At Aldershet.
LDERSIIOT!

The Greyfriars juniors looked aboul them with keen
=gn-::] eager inteérest 2s they walked down Wellington
traet,

There scemed o be soldiers everywhere. Havry Wharton
was the son of a soldier, and he had always liked o bo
among ihem. The juniorz acked wmany questions of the
bronzed veteran who was their guide, fo all of which 1he
volonel replied cheerily. They learned much about the
famous camp on the horders of Hampshire and Surrey, anel
of s bhistory, as they walked and looked aboul them.

low during the latter half of tue nineteentih cenlury so
much of a wild and unpeopled heath had boen reclaimed,
bow a town had grown up about the great camp, where now
l|1ir'§;ir thousand troops were alwass quarierced, the colonel
toid them, and many another iteim of inlercel, as they
walked to Egpar’'s Hill Ground.

As they had some time lo gpare before the commencement
uf the mlitary maich, the colonel showed 1hem the chicf
sights of the town that could be seen within the rodius of o
walk-—all of great interest to the juniors, thoush the aight
of a restaurant was more welcome than anything else 1o
Billy Bunter.

Bat he had no chance of entering if. e was ready for
another lunch, but, ss Bob Cherry politely pointed gut 1o
him, the party had not come to Aldershot for the special
parpose of seeing hun lunch,

“f don't know ahont being alle fa sit out 2 foothall
mateh,” said Bunter dﬂuhlhrlii'_m “You see, Chervy, it In-1s
an hour and a half, and I don't ege——"
" You can devour the biscuis.”

“Whar biscaits? ™

“Thete you broaghr lrom Reading. You heve pounds of
thao in your pockels.™

*OF cowse, [ ate these in ihe train”

_“]11-51‘} o can'i poszibly be hungry agoin Belove hed-
1Lk, :

I wveallr wish vou wouldn't joke on a serious enhjeet,
Cherry ! Wha do you think the ecolonel would say if 1 sug-
wested my sisying oo restavrant while vou fellows looked
ronnd the tawn?™

“He'd probably think sou o pig.”

Y 0h, really, Cherry. -7

“*The piglulness of (he honourable Bunicr 34 lereific”

“Yaou sse, Inky, T have 1o think of my constiduiion, BT
tlon’™ have a snack when T Teolb thate T onesd one, the pesalt
mav bk sorions,”

" If you have many maore enacks to-day, the result may be
sorona ! zaid Boh Cherry. 1 warn you that we're not
going to rolk you home !

" Peorbaps it would e hettor to mizs 1he footer malteh, and
have a Fead instoad,” Bonter nmurmveed, with an aiv of re-
Rection. “In justice (o any consriintion, 1 couldu’t coansenk
ta pass an hour amd o balf on a cold locter groumd without
a meal first.”

* Well, dodge in somawhers, and we'll make vour exeness
ter !r‘[a;‘s eolone]l i he misses voo, which T doen’t suppose he
will,

T thiak that's rother a pood eg, (hereve Lepd e a
[ew bob, will yout?”

“HRats! ™

*Lend me o few bob, will you, Wan Lung?™

“ Latal”

“TLand me a fow hob, Inky--—"

“The rarfulness 13 terrvife”

The Tat junior plowered al them wrathfuity,

*How awmn Tie get a feed when Ui stony? ™ he deomondedd
I ou think (hat’s & good joke, Bob Cherry, there's eame-
tHong wrong with your zense of huoour! ™

Y My dear cormorant—--"

A couple of bhob would do., and I'll lel you have haif.a-
sovercign back lov it out of the prize in *The (Gem® foot-
hall competition. 1've been digappointed about a pestal
arder, or [ wonldn't azk you.”

* Morz ratz! ™

“Then whal am I to daoi®

AWt for the next mesl, von boa-ronstrictor? ™

“In justiee to my constitution ——""

* Blow vour constitafion ™

Oy, really, Cherry—-=-"

“ More rats!™

Bunter relapsed inio silence. Colonel Wharton had
stopped, and was in talk with an officer who had met him
ab the street corner. The juniors Jooked about them.
colonel’s friend glanced at his watch and departed, amd
Un'one! Wharton turned to the juniors.

* Come on, my lads! We have no fime to loze now.”

Wun Lung had disappeared into a shop, but he came out
vamediately, with one of his Jooze pockets swelling vimbly.
Tha juniors walleed ﬂwit‘tlfv to keep poaee with the military
strice of the colomel. Billy Bunter nudged the Chinese
JHnIar.

“What's that you've been buying, kidi" he ashed.

The Chinese junior grinned.

“Glub!" he replied concisely,

Bunier's eyes -‘r{inm'n{:m-i

“{irub, £h? Tor me?”

1-” ‘.:"Ea_., Bunter; in case you should expire on the football
Tound.

" “Really, thal’s very d{houghifnl of you, Won Lung. 1
ithink 'l have a little of it now, 1w go on with,”

Wun Lung shook his head.

"I eay, Wun Lung—"

“Lata! Waitee!’

And Billy Bunter had {o wait. The party reached the
mitrance to the football ground, and they were about to
onter, when Hurree Jamset Ram Singh pulled llarry Whar-
tan by the sleeve., Ilarry lookad round.

“Look!" muatterad the nahoh.

“ What is i?"

" The gipsyiul rvotier!’”

Harry Wharion started.

IFor a moment he caunght & glimpse of Melchior's dusky
face, and then it disappearcd. He nodded (o tha nabol,
and hiz brow was very thoughilol as e enterad the groumnd
with the colonel.

The gipsy had evidenily followed them from Reading.
O course, the outeast Bomany might have intended to come
1o Aldershot on sffaire of his own: but Harry Wharlon
eonld not help feelmg thut the vuflian had followed him,
and the glint in the black eres scemed to tell him of
intended mischief. ]

1le resolved 1o be on his zaard.

inm

He Lhnew what ke had
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o hardly Hike to tell you who has made me late, sir,” said Billy Bunter. “I think Wharton would be
waxy, and——-"

to expect if Melchior, the gipey, the ocutcast of a Romany
iribe, should ever have an opportunity to wreak his
revenge,

Bui there was no time to think aboul that now.

The colonel, unconscious of the reappeararice of the gipsy,
led the way, and ihe boye followed him to thelr ecats.

The old soldier was very keen on the match, and Harry
dl'l;d not feel inelined {o epeak to him of the outeast gpipey
tnen.

The colonel looked at his nephew, with a genial grin on
Lis bronzed fearures.

“You will soon see how the Loamsheres play, Harry,” ha
remarked. * You will sce them put up a good game. The
regiments are very keen on the Army matches—in fact, there
it a good deal more keenness, in my opinion, in Army
matones than in Leazue matches, even, ou will see”’

It was near time {or the kick-off. The junidrs wera eager
encugh, thongn hardly as eager as the old soldier who had
beenn through fire and flood with the regiment which was
now about to show 1is prowess on the foorball field.

Billy Bunter was eager. too, but not about football. He
was Hinking of the recent purchases of the Chinese junior.
He nudged Wun Lung to remind him.

* What have vou there, Wun Lung? he murmured, ' It's
ell right, you know. I'm sitriug behind the colonel, and he
won't notice. ™

Wun Lung grinned.

“ Likee zaveloy ™

* Yee, ruther!”

“Whalton will be waxv if he see vou gorgee here,™

“Ji'g all right; T']l manage it on the guiet.”

“Velly good.” ;

Al eyes were on the ground as the [ootballers came wito

sight, and no one caed what Billy Bunter was doing. Tha
fat junior negotiated the saveloy aud followed it ulil with a
slice of cake, and was content.  But Wun Lung ad not
brought. 1o light all hia purchases in the Aldershot shopa.
There were others, which ke.did not intend to show to Billy
Bunter just thon.

— s

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Soldiers’ Football Match.

OLONEL WHARTON'S bronzed face lighted up az he
tooked i the footballers. :

“Thore are the Loamshires, Ilarey,” lie said. And

Harry looked with keén interest. - : :

A fine; upstanding set of men the Lowmshire regimenpd's
teani certamly were, The colonel glanced with an sye ol
pride gver eleven as sturdy fellows as ever wore fopiball
colours, or rushed an Association hall up a football figld.

: M;_n het ! spidh Bob Cherry. " They look a fing set of
mew .

“ The fincfulness of 1he honourable footballers is ferrifie,”
purred Hurreo Jamse: Ram Siugh. “ 1 have seea thom
ey before™

“You have!” excluimed Nagoent.,

“Yes, iy worthy chum, af Bhawpar, when. T was a
nipperful ki, and the Loamshires were in Indis.”

The colone]l nodded. ] g i

“I remember the mateh at Blanipur, Hureee Singh. It
wasn't the same tean, of conrse, but they vere a fine set of
Leasmshire lads, ™

“ And the arillerymmen logk prelly fit, too,” remarked
Harry Wharton.

“They de, indecd.™
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Tha roforee came on to the field, The juniors recognised
ti:gtaﬂlcer they had seen speaking with the colone! in iider-
shot,

Loamshire won the toss. There was a somewhat keen
wind blmnng, and the artillerymen had it in their faces for
the first half.

The artillerymen kickad off, and the game commenced,
watched 'with cager interest by a keen throng of spectators.

Colonel Wharton watched the mateh with as much interest
as any achoolboy watehing his college team, His eve followed
the movements of the players, and no phase of the game
escaped him.

The captain and centre-forward of the Loamshire eleven
was a eplendidly built aon-com., with whom the colonel

ﬁ?ultm‘ ed a genial glanoe when he came near the ropes on
hat side.

It is Bergeant Price,' explained the colonel. “Heo was
with me in India as a young soldier, and is one of the hest
men in the battalion.” .

* By Jove, his football is all right " exclaimed Harry.

He was right, The sergeant was the life of the Loamshirs
attack, and the Loamshire men were atiecking most of the
time. It was Bergeani Price who first broke through the
artillery defence, and put the ball inte the net.

The Greyfriars juniors cheered for Loamshire with as
much expenditure of dung power as they had ever shown on
the ground at home at Gr&ﬁrium-

“Goal! Goad! Huorrah!"

* Good old Loamshire !

I:rBf:h Cherry gave Billy Bunter s sounding slap on the
ack.

“Why don’t you chesr, vou fat young porpoise?’ he
demanded.

“ELT What? I--I think I was dozing off,”" =aid Dunler.
“ I really wish you wouldn't thump me in that rough way,
Cherry. ¥You might make my spectacles fall off, and than
thg':,' might get broken, and 3

“Rats! hy didn't you chear?"”

“1 dem’t feel guite strong encugh for cheering:
besides, what is there to cheer for?" asked Bunfer.

" Didn't you eee that poal?'”

“What goal? Do you mean the goalpesta?”’

“Do I mean the goal-poste!” repeated Bob Cherry, in

utter disgust. ' Nice eort of & tame lunatic you are to bring
to a football mateh, and no mistal:s”

*0h, ceally, Cherry——""

" The Leamshires have just hroken their duck, fathead.”

“1 dare say they have, Chorry, but I'm sleepy. I supposs
there's no harm in « fellow going to sleep when he's gleepy ¥

“0Oh, you can go to sleep, or go to Jericho!™ gaid Bob
Cherry. And he turned to wateh the game again. Billy
Bunter took advantage of his permission. He did not go
to Jericho, but hoe went to sleep, leaning against the obliging
IHarree Jamset Ram Singh.

The Nabob of Bhampur exchanged glances with tho cheer-
ful youth from China. Wun Lung winked exprasaively.

My worthy chum has the honourable eravons®' pslked
the nabob, in a whisper.

“ Ma_gottee, allea light.”

“It is goodiul. Wait till the estoomed rotter Bunter iz
fast asleep in the arms of Muorphy”

Hurres Jamset Ram Singh probably meant Morpheus, but
Wun Lung only nodded. The fat junior was already slum-
bering, and he was not likely to open his cyes arain for
the match. i ) .

The play was growing exciting, however. After the Loam-
ghire poal, the artillerymen hag “haeked up ™ wonderfully,
and were now doing most of the attacking, and Loamshire
wore hard put fo it to hold their own.

They did hold it for some time, but the artillery gradually
farced their way goalwards, and a mass of pMvers concon-
trated in front of the Loamshire goal.

The struggle was keen, and was watched keenly by hun.
dreds of eyes. Boldiers and civilians were almost equally
interesied in the result of the sharp strugele.

Harry Wharton realised the truth of his uncle’s remark
respecting the keennesa of the inter-regimental conlbes's on
the soccar ground. He had seen Teapue maiches in the
bolidays, but nothing that came up to this soldiers” mateh
for zbzolute keenness and *f go.”

IF the fate of the Tmpire had dopended upon the result
of the mateh, the men on either zide could hardly have
shown greater determinaiion.

The juniors watchad in bresthlesz exeitemeont.

Tho artillerymen were pressing harder and harder, and
riow shols rained in upon the Loamshire goaliee. He was
handzome, weollset-up young corporal, in the pink of con-
ditton, and alert a3 a cat,

Bhot after shot came in on him. but he fisiad or fonted
them out again, and at length gave one of the Loamshire
backs a chance to clear.

EXT
SDAY :

and

TU
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The ball went to midfeld, with a rush of players after 3,
and the goalkeeper had a rospite. ;

Buat it was only a respite.  In a couple of minutes the
artillerymen were back again, forcing the game goalward,
in spite of the splendid defence of the Loamshire infantry.

The ball cam» in again with a fast shet that would have
hafled most goalies, and the Loamshire man was at dast
found wanting. He made & clutch at T.]_iIE ball, and missed
it by a haie’s breadth, and it plumped into the net.

There was a roar from the friendz of the arfillery eleven,

“Goall”

“ Hurrah!™ :

The players on both sides were panting now. The game
had been hard and fast, harder and faster than any game
Harry Wharton had ever seen before.

It was goal to goal now, and the first halfl was nearly over.
The players walked back to the centre of the field, and lined
up to renew the struigle. ]

Loamshirs fought hard to get ahead once more during
the remainder of the first half, but the artillerymen defended
their citadel too well

The whistlo ranz out, and the half ended, and the score
ro_nlnﬁineii lovel. " e Load .

: ayers, pretiy well pumped by a slogging game, Wen
off thapﬁeid for their brief rest, which they needed. ;

Harry Wharton glanced at his_uncle. The colonel's ex-
pression was just a little grim. Loamshire, with the wind
in their favour, had scored only goal for goal. In the second
haif, with the wind against them, their luck might be worse.

“Mever mind,” 2aid the colonel, answering his own un-

“It's & good game, and may the best
team win."

“ Loamshire, T hope,” said Harry. “ And I don’t Lhink
our men are guite so pumped as the cther side, unele™

The colonel nodded with a amile. g "
h“Hu : they are cortainly in the pink of condition. We
shall see."

The five minutes ticked awny, and the teams re-entered
the field. Brief as the rest had been, they locked all the
better for it, and lined up for the second half with almost
as much keenness as at the kick-off.

spoken thoughts.

——

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Loamshire Wins !

E* whistle blew, and the ball few from the foot of

Sergeant Price. The change of ends had breught the

ﬁa ainst the Loamshires, amd it was blowing keenly

now. But the disadvantage seemed to aocl rather as

a spur to the infantryroen than otherwise, They put their

“ beet " into it, and from the blast of the whistle the atback-

ing was mostly done by the Loamshires, in spite of the koen
Movembor wind that blew in their faces.

And in the first quarter of an hour of the second half the
ball wont inte the net from a Leoamshire boot, amid a
hurrioana of cheers,

One up for Loamshire! C

“That's more like business,
“ What a ripping goal, tou!”

“ Ripping, and no mistake!"

“ The rippingfulness was terrific, ; :

The tesms lined up agsin, and the artillery kicked off.
Tivery spectator on the ground was keen and cager with
one exception—Billy Bunter was sleeping soundiy. e had
eaten enscugh since leaving Greyfriars to keep even lim
guict, and mow he was having what Bob Cherry described as
his boa-constrictor snooze, :

Some desultory play in midfeld followed the artillery
kick-off, and Hiurreo Jamset Ram Singh and Wun Lung
turned their attention from the field to the slumbering
junior. ) s

“Tha evefulness i3 not upon us,” murmured Hurreo
Qingh. “ The opportunefulness is great, my worthy, pig-
tailed chum."

“ Me savvy.” ;

“TPhe crayonfulness of the honourable fat faco m_ﬂm
esteomed tofter Bunter would be the wheezy good joke”

“ Me savvy,” said the Uelestial again, .

He drew a cardboard bos of cravoens from his pocket, and
commenced operations upon the esteemed fat face, as the
nabob eatied it, of the sleeping Owl. Duntor was too fast
azleep to bo awalened by the pentlo tnuch of the Celostial’s
ariiatic hand.  Huorree Singh watched the work with a
eritiral evo and a series of silent chuckies

“The improvefulpess is terrific,” he murmursd, as two
redd cireles appeared round the eves of tha slumberin
Bunter, giving his large spectacles u larger and more owl
like appearance than ever. A black spotfulness on his
august nose  would vary afecbive. The honourable
H-i]l.tm’ar begina to resembla the sleeping beauty in the fairy
tale.’

wirt

CUolonel Wharton's eyes sparkled.
n Harry!"" he remarked.

Oraoam
in advanos.



A liack spot on Bunter's nose was [ollowed Evy o bBluck
mounstache, artistically done, on his upper Jip. Then a
series of green spots over both cheeks added ta the artistic
efeet of his appearance.

Wun Lung looked at his handiwoerk and grinned, awnd
returned the box of crayons to his pocket. ﬁurrce Bingh
pulled Buanter's cap a little over his faee, to conceal the
artistic improvements that had been made upon bis counten-
ance.

i [:'Clﬂ-l I+

* Hurrah!™

The shout was ringing again over the fooiball pround.
The artillerym&n this time wera the srorers. Backed up Ly
ths November wind, ever growing keener, they had brought
the ball to the Loamshire goal, and, after several attempis,
had succceded in Tairly driving it in; the Loamshire goalie
slipping ut the critical moment, and landing on the ground
ut the samme Lime that the leather landed in the net,

“Goal! Ilurrah!™

The score was level azain!

There were still twenty minutes more {o play, however:
ﬁl?mthr the Loamshire infantrymen to make another big
GILOEL.

The colonwel’s face was growing anxicus now. If FLoam-
shire lost this match, the result would be that the battalion
would be struclk out of the competition for the Army Cop—
& reault that would be a keen disappointuzent to the veteran.

But the Loamshira men knew what was at stake, and they
played vp harvd and harder; only, of course, the artillery-
men were equally determined to be left in the competition,
and so it was, as Nugent obscrved, the old story of an
lri:'pslanhle force being brought to bear upen an immovakle
objoct.

he minutes ticked away, and the score was stil} level.

" Looks like being a draw,” muttered Bob Cherry,

Colone]l Wharton glanced anxiously at the shy.

“ It will be light enough to finish," he remarked. *“Tn
case of a;’draw, the teams play ancther hall-hour, if the light
permits,

“And if not?" asked Harry,

* Then the match is replayed on the same ground.”

* That is compulsory#*

“In Army Cup com petitions, certainly,™

Nugent pulled out his watch, Five minutes more io plax,
and the score stitl level. It looked as if the extra half-hour
would ba wanted.

But now, all of a sudden, the Loamahires wers making a
tremendons effort, Sergeant Price broke through the encmy
with the bail at his feet, and the infantrymen backed him
up splendidly. With a rush, tho Loamshire wen brought
ihe bell goalward, and shots were rained in wpon the g-fmf:rﬂ
(e shot, from the foot of the sergeant, nearly went in, but
““_i%g to the wird it struck a goalpost and rebounded into
the field of play,

There was & buzz of guick-drawn breath in the crowd. It
had been 2 narrow escape for the artillervimen, and there
:;::_atlmed only twe minutes for Loarshire to try their luck

.

But two minutes, as it proved, were enough. The ball was
logt amid a press of players, and all of 4 sudden it cames out
like n ehampague-cork, " The goalie was hardly prepared for

it, and he made a swift clutch at the elusive leathor—a
seeond too late,

The ball was in the net,

i E'ﬂﬂr] 13

“ Loamshire wingi”

“ Hurrah t™

The whistle rang out. T.oamshire had won the maich
with chout half & minute to spare!? ’

The spectators were cheoring, and the Greylriars’ juniors
loudest of all. There was a cheer even from the bronzed
old colonel, and Harry Wharton and his chums were waving
their caps wildly, and shouting their loudest,

“ Hurrah! Hurrah!?

The players, pretty well spent with thefr offarts af the
Ell.'fmd old ?me, moved off the field; the faces of the Laam-
shire battalion were extremely gleeful. They had won the
match, and were (till in the running for the Army Cup; a

~ource of great satisfaction to the stalwarts of the Loam-
shire Regiment.,

Harry Wharton's eyes were sparkling as he waved his cap

atnicd Shﬂllt-@‘d_ HE Waa an ]mfui a5 + ]
father’s old regiment. = as any at the victory of his

TJ'Im WI“I“Fl 3 a;‘:p@::ll him on the shoulder.

1d F ! - : | T r

01 I,ﬂ}?ﬂt;:‘?:a!{:'e wins, Harry! We shall have the Cup afier
" T hope 50, said Harry, ccasing fo cheer from sheer want

nf breat . It was A 'F'i]':']:.l‘ilj mateh “nd _'_h ' Al
unlucky to loge.™ & : e arfillery were

The colonel glaneed at his watch.
I dare say you lads would like a vun about the town by
yourselves for an hour or two,™ ho observed, with a amile,

“T can trust you not o get into mischief ¥’
* Oh, yoe, gie!”
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* Then suppose you join e again at the hotel,” said tha
eolonel. *We will dine at seven—ruite lale enough for
boys of your age to be out—and then I e2n see you off in
good time in tho train for Friardale,”

* That will be rir-piugl, sir 1"’ .

" Then good-bye, for the present! T shall come back with
vou as far as Reading, and I shall be plad to leok vp some
olel {riends during my stay in Aldershot.”

And the Eﬂiﬂn@? parted with his young friends. Abhough
1he juniors liked him well, and were very Frnlefnl for his
kindness, he knew that & run “ oo their own ™ would be very
acceptable to thom.

“Senzible old gentleman, your governor!” Dob Cherry
remarked, as the colonel walked awasy. “ Kuoows buys!
Wake that porpoise up, Inky, and come aloug "

" Very poodiul, my worthy chum.”

Harry ‘?“.r'h.u rton strolled off with Bobh Cherry and Frauk
Nugent. The nabob grinned or Wun Lung, and shoolt Billy
Bunter by the shoulder. The fat junior staried oot of &
klissful dream, in which a feed upon pork.pies in the study
at Greyfriars had figured.

“ Here—hallo—what’s up?
lated] sleepaly.

The nabob grinned.

* The worthy rotten Bunter’s statement is eorrectfol," hin
exclaimed ; it 13 not rising-bell!  But the honourable [oot-
Bidl mateh i3 over, and it is time to move !

“Oh—ah—yea! I forgot!” Bunter took off his spectacles
and rubbed his eves, with rather curious effect upon the
crayoned eircles. ** Is the match overi™

“ Yes, Loamshire won,”

“Ihd they??' said Bunter, without much iuierest,
wi going to have tea somewhere?”’

“We are going to join the esteemed colonel at seven
o'clock for dinner at his estimable hotel.”

“ka you think I can go till seven o'clock without even a
SNEC ?

“Oh, come along, my Bunterful chum, or you will be lelt
bBeliind 7

“0Oh, all right!” grunted Bunter.

And he rose to his fest and followed the chwms of the
Remove from the football-field, rather puzcled by the
curions stares and audible chucklea that greeted him from
evorvone he passed,

‘Tain't rising-bell!” he ejacu-

4 _.'l‘ rl:

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
Biily Bunter is Astonished—A Sudden Atiack,

e A, ITA, HAM
Billy Bunter blinked round him in awarcment.
The crowd was melting away outside the football
ground, and as Billy came oui, he immediately
becamea an object of general attention.

A roar of laughter gpreeted his appearance, and it amazed
the fat junior. He blinked at the laughers, and then
blinked inquiringly at Hurres Singh.

“ What's the row, Inky?"

1t is useless io questionfully ask me, my worthy chum,
The excellent Alderahotful persons seem gayfully amused hy
vour esteented phiz."”

“Nothing wrong with my chivey, is there?™

“Tt was always a eurigusful chivvy.”

“(h, really, Inky i

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“I can't understand i,
“ What's the row, Wun Lung?"

No savey.”’

Bob Cherry looked back,

" Come on, you kids! Why—what-=— IIa, he,
And Bob went off into a formidable roar.
at him indignantly.

“What are you cackling at, Cherry?"?

“*a, ha, ha!”

“CYou hnw]ing ags, what's the joke!"

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“ What 13 1% asked FHarry Wharton, locking hack.
“What the—— Ha, ho, ha!”

*1 say, Wharton——"

“Ha, ka, hat"

“1 =av, you fellows—-<"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Billy Bunter blinked at his chums in wrathfu! astonish-
ment,  They were convulaed with laughter, so were the
others round him. Everyvone who locked in Billy Bunter's
direction immediately went off into a roar.

*1 balteve everybody’s gone off his blessod chump !
grunted Bunter, stalking on with great dignity. * Shut up,
some of you, do !

Loud laughter continued to greet the fat junior as le
stulked on, the convulsed Removites following hin.

Il
TULSBAY.

murmured DBilly  Bunter.

hat?
Bunter blinked
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Billy Bunter lodked back savagely.

* Loolk here, you ch&l;s, 1 muppose we ara going to have
soine tea, aren't we? shall bhe glad to pet out of this
cﬁling lot, too! Blessed if I linow what they are cackling
a £

“If the honourable Bunler could sce his  esteomed
chivey—""

* Are we going to have some-tea?”

“Cerininly,” laughed Harry; * lead the way !’

- Bunter was not long in finding a teashop, Ile marched
into 1, and the damsel who attended to 1-E.:- wants of the
customers gave one look at him, and shrieked.

Billy Bunter glared at her.

" My word! They're all miad in here, too!™ he exclaimed,

**Ha, ha, ha!"

“ What iz the matter, Wharton '

“ Look in that glass !

_Billy Bunter rushed to a mirrer, and glared at his reflec-
tion in it. Then he stood petrified.

1 -I—-1 I3 that my face?" he gasped.

“ Ha, b, ha!™

“ What--who—which—how—you villain,
roiter, Wun Lung! Thia iz your doing!”

Tha Removites shrieked.

BLilly Bunter made a vengreful rush at the Chinee, but Bol
Cherry caught him and held him back, though laughing too
much to exert himself without a great effort.

“ Heold on Billy! No homicida sllowed, vou know!™

“I'm going to aquash that Chinee !

“(zood jokee,

Inlky! You

" Xo squashee,”" murmuared tho Celestial.
Me standee feedec allee light.”

Billy Bunter changed his tone at once.

“ Now you'ra telking,” he said. “I don't mind a joke, if
a fallow i3 ready to stand a feed to make up for it. I'll get
this washed off, and 1'll join you. Mind, I'm jolly hungry,
and 1 shall expect enocugh to eat.”

“ Alles. light.™

And Billy Bunter, having had a wash, and cleared his
Face of the artiztic rouches of Wun Lung’s ¢rayons, sat down
at a table with an air of businestlike determination. He
meant to compensate himself with that feed, and he did.
_The Removites all made a good tez, but-Billy Bunter dis-
tinguished himself. Wheon the others had sll finished, and
ware ready to go out and see the town, Bunter declared
that he was only just beginning.

' Mot going yet, are you!” he exclaimed. “Don't buez
off when we're just starting.

“If that's a start, what will the ending be?’ murmured
Bob Cherry, who had been watching the fat junior’s per-
formances with ecuriosity and amazement.

“You see, I'm hungry, you flellows.”

“ Well, we can’t stay hore all night,”” said Harry Wharton,
laughing. “ Buppose you stay here and feed, and you can
go when vou've done to the hotel to meet my uncle.”

“ Well, that’s a good idea. You'd better settle with the
waitress, and leave me another half-sov, to go on with, Wun
Lamf. I dare aay I can manage on that.”

“Wall, of all the cheel—--""

“ The cheekfulness 1a terrific!”

‘T Allee  light,” murmured Wun
piggee.”

And Bunter's suggestion was carried oul.

Leaving the fat junior aitting alone st & well-stocked
table, with a smile of seraphic contentment on his face, the
Remnovires laft the place,

It waa almad;.‘ darl: in the stresls of Alderzhot.

Y Now, wo haven't much time, anl we've got to make the
best of it,” Harry Temarked. ““We shall be able to walk
quicker without the wrpoize. Follow your leader.”

: ;_Eiigr'l'it-l:ﬂ!" gaid three voloes; and Wun Lung chimed in
*hapht-hot™

And the juniors Iost no time.

Az much a3 was to be seen of 1he zoldier town in fhe
short epace at their disposal they saw, winding up with a
lonk a: Cemsar’s Clamp.

Then _Jarry Wharton looked at his watch and announced
that it was thine 40 think of rejoining the colonel.

Il wes vary darl on the common as they strolled town-
wartls again, and a dim XNovember mist waz hanging over
the landscape, rendoring the night more impenctrable.

“ My hat ! murmured Bob Chegry, stopping to look about
hirm ar & cross-roads. ""This would ke a cheerinl place to
gel loat in!™

“The cheerfulness would be terrific!™

* No loses way. Sign-posteel”

ANSWERS

Lung, " Me tleatee
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“ But how are we lo read it said Harry Wharton rue-
fully, glancing up at the sign-post. *‘Looks to me as il we
have missed the road.™ : ’

It was too dark to read the sign-post, and the sign was
too high up to be read by the aid of matches. .

“I'll get on Bob's shoulders,” suggested Nugent, then
I ean atrike matches and read it."”

*Good! Up with you!"

““ Lookes out!” suddenly yelled Wun Eung.

The juniors swung round in atarm. '

A dusky figure came looming through the mist, & hand
was rais&e‘i with a heavy bludgeon in it. A sovage blow was
aimed at the hoad of ]—inrr:.- ‘harton.

Wun Lung’s warning cry had made him turn—he recog-
nised, glinting through the mist, the savage eyes of
Melchior, the gipsy.

Wharton had no time to elude the dastard blow.

In & moment more the bludgeon would have crashed upon
his uwnprotected head. But Wun Lung, with the nimbla
spring of a panther, had hurled himself upen the ruffian,
and even as the blow fell, Melchior was borne backwards by
the spring of the Chinee. The bludgeon swept down, but it
mis%d ita object.

* Helpee! Helpeal"

The juniors, amazed and startled as they were by the
sudden attaclk, rushed te the aid of the Chinee. -

But Melchior, with a savage cutse, hed hurled the litile
Calastial to the ground, and dashed away into the mist

Harry sprang to the fallen Chinee,

“Wun Lung ! Are you hurt®”’ .

The Chince sat up with his aid, gasping for breath.

“ No hurtee,” he panted, with & breathless grin. * Alles
light."

E‘Yﬂu have saved my lifo, I believe,” said Harry
Wharton guietly, gripping the hand of the little Chinee.
“* That blow would have killed me.”

“ Alles light."”

‘' Look out!™ yelled Bob Cherry.

Harry Wharten leaped to his feet.

Melchior had some of his asscciatez at hand, and he was
indeed returning. Four burly figures loomed up in the
Novamber mist.

“Hurn ma! There they are!”

It was tha savage voioe of Melchior.

And the roffians rushed to the attack, as the Grﬂf’f:iﬂr:
chums, though with pale faces, stood shoulder to shoulder to
receive them,

“ They're coming ™

I

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Loamshires to the Rescue—The Return to Greyirlars.

ARRY WHARTON faced Melchior, and he was on his
guard this time. As the gipsy rushed af him, striking
savagely with his bludgeon, the junior dodped the
savage blow, and came to close grips with the ruffian.

Burn me! ¥ turn at lest!" muttered Melchior.

And hizs hot breath was on the bey’s cheek as he grasped
him and strove to bear him to the eatth. x

‘“ Keop off the others—this is my game!” he cried.

And the other three ruffian: contented themselves with
kesping the juniors from aiding their comrade,

“Come on,”” muttered Bob Cherry desperstely.

And the boys, in their turn, attacked. But three burly
ruffians were more than able fo keep the bhoys at bay.
Meanwhile, Harry Wharton was struggling desperately in
the grip of the outcast Romany. . )

Melchior had mo such easy task as he had imagined in
overcoming the captain of the Grevfriars Remove.

It was boy against man, but Harry waa the best athlete
in the Lower Forms at Greviriars—agile, athletic, with
boundless pluck. He fought hard, for he felt that he wus
fighting for his life. _ _

The gipsy had dropped his bludgeon, to leave his hands
frear for the struggle, and he had now succeeded in getting
the junior down upon the earth.

But Harry was graaping him hard, and still struggling.

The fierce eyes of the oulcast glared down upon him, and
the hard, sinewy fingera were sceking his throat

“Burn me! It ia my turn now ™

The words scemed to throb in Harry's cars.

Tleapair was creoping o his brave heart. His chuns
mu'Ic-lI Iiﬂt-l atd him—they were overmuiched already !

Ti & "'l
hﬁH-E:jcr?&d ocut that one word, in little hopeo that it would ba

ard,

The gipsy grinned savagely.

Ha &E{d not think for & moment that Harr(if'a cry would ba
ansvwered in that lonely place. But he was disappointed.

Thers was o shout from the mist, and a pattering of feet.

Y Help! Help!” roared Bob Cherry.

A shout anawered from the darkness,

The tiext minuie three soldiers in the uniform of the
DOUBLE NUMBER SAvan
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Toamshire Regiment, came ronning up. They had evidently
been returning to Aldershot by road, when they heard the
cries of the juniors )

They did not stop to ask questions. They rushed into the
conflict without even stoppuing io take breath, hitting out
right and left. .

e gipsiea reeled away from the fierce blows, and with-
out stopping to try the matter further, they vanished into
the mist as fast as they could go, with the exception of
Melchior, whose grasp only tightencd on his victim,

But a soldier’s strong hand grasped the ruffian, and he
was wrenched away, and Harry, relieved of his assailant,
gasped for breath.

¢ outcast Romany fought like & tiger in the grasp of
the goldiers, and tore himself Joose, He made a2 desperate
spring to escape, and eluded the hands outstretched to seize
him. A yell of defiance rang baelk from the mist azs he
disappeared,

Harry Wharton staggered to his feet. Bob Cherry caught
him by the thoulder.

“Harry! You're all right ! There was almost a sob in
Bob's vowe, ‘' I-T thought you were & goner,”

Harry gasped for breath.

“Bo I was, nearly, Bob. I beliove the villain meant to-—
to——"" Tle broke off, and turned 1o the soldiers. **1 don’t
know how to thank you fellows; you have saved my life.
You belong to the Loamshires '

“¥Yes, sir,” said one of the soldiers, locking at himn
curiously. “And T think I have seen you before to-day.
You were at the football mateh.”

" And vou were in the team "

The soldier nodded.

“¥Yes; and you were there with our old colonel.”

“He s my uncle,” said Harry. ** My father was in the

Lumns'l}iﬂ::a, and he was killed on the Indian frontier. You
are going to Aldershot?” he added,
*Yes, siv, and you had better come with us, Those

scoundrels may not have gone far.”

“Thank you; we shall be glad ta.”

And the juniors walked k o
soldiers.

Harry Wharton chatted with them on the way, glad
engugh {0 hear En% news of his father's old regiment, and
te taik with men who had known Captain Wharton when he
was in tha Army; and it wes plain from the way the
roldiers spoke, that the captain had been a popular officer.
They walked with the bhoys as far us the colonel's
hotel, and there found the old soldier standing on the steps,
-ﬁ:jdent'!y waiting for the juniors, and a little anxious about

£k,

“Ah, here you are at Jlast!” excluimed the colonel.
g Bu’r}ter has just arrived, and I was getting anxious about
you.

“It's all rigi.:l.lelg sir,” said Harry chearily,
wightn't have n but for these brave fellows,
Melchior, the gipsy, on & lonely road——"

The colonel atarted,

“i’i_lha.d fﬂiﬁten him, Did he- 7

“Ha attac ue, with his friends, and we shounld have
been in a bad way if help had not cone.” ’

-And Harry Wharton eaplained,

I will have the police set on the seoundrel’s track imme-
diately ! ™ the colonel exclaimed, his cves gleaming. * (o
in now, and get ready for dinner.”

And the juntors went into the hotel, leaving the colonel
with the soldiers. Ten minutes Jatet he joined them in the
dining-room.

In spite of the perilons adventure ther had been through,
the juniors made a hearty dinner, and enjoyed it. Billy
Hunter hed done pretty well at tea-time, but he scemed to
be guite ready for dinner, and he distinguizshed himwelf in
L g t

a large helping of every course, and he privaiely
confided to Bob Cherry that he could easily have dEne with
two of each,

But even Blllge'ﬂ-unter was satisfied by the ftime the dinner
:.'afm?‘r-er, and loolied contented when they rose from the

i

“And now to catch our train,’” said the colonel briskly,

And the jumiors, in coat and eap and scarf, sot out [or
the reilwaystation with the kind-hegsrted veteran, The
had had a pleasant. day out, and they were getting fatigued,
and the prospect of Greyiriare and bed was & welcome one.

The truin was in the etation, and they were soon buzzin
off over the metals on the twenty-one miles run to Reading.

“You will not sece anything wmove of Maelehior,” the
colonel nssured them. * Before we left Aldershot the police
were close upon his track, and thero is no doubt that he
will be arrested before morning.”

“I shall feel safer with him in prison again,” IHarrg
remarked, with a smile.

" Yes, and I shall feel more secure about you, too, Harry.
But Fou read have po doubis; I am zsm that he cannot
BRI i

The train arrived at Reading, and they alighted. Here
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their wars separated. The colonel saw them info the train
for Friardale before he weant off to cateh his own., He shook

“hands all round with tha juniors 1 his hearty war

“*Thank you very much, uncle!” saied Harry., * We have
had a ripping day—one of the rippinges! 1 can remember!”

“Yes, rather!™ said Bob Cherry. " And we owe it all
to you, sir.” ]

““‘T'he ratherfulness i terrific."

* Me tinkee samee.’”’

“Well, I'm glad you've had a good ilime,” said the
colonel. ** Good-bve, Harry! Good-bye, my lada!™

“Good-bye, sir 1Y :

And the train started. The colonel waved his hand from
the platform, and the juniors waved their caps from “he
window, as the train buzzed out of the station.

It rushed on through the dim November night towards
Hr«e?friara. Bob Cherry eal down with a grunt of satis-
faction,

“Well, we've had 2 ri]lr.ning dax, vou chapa!” he said,

“The rippingfulness 1z grear. Wherefore 1he worthy
cloud upen the honourable brow of 1he exocllent Wharton?''

Harry Wharton laughed.

I was thinking of Wuan Lung.” he said,
forgotten that he took Fremch leave?
with Mr, Quelech vetl’’

Hob Cherry nodded,

“And the Cuelehi-bird ien’t likelr {0 he i a reasonablo
temper, either,”” he remarked., " ile doesn’t hke fellows
taking French leave.™ ) _

The train arrived at Friardale, and the juniors walked to
Grayfriare. Biliy Bunter was disposed to gruwmble at havin
no vehicle from the etation, Lut nobody ook any heed o
Bunter's grumhles.

They reachad the schoel, and Gesling's look was wery
significant when he let them in,

“Which be's with you, 15 he®™ said the porier,

“ Who— Wun Lung? VYes, here he is.”

“ Which thare’s been inguiring for him."”

“Dear me!’ enid Bob Cherry. ** No wonder yvou look
mad ':?nd distressed, Gosling. It has been weighing on your
mind,"”

The porter snorted.

*Which there's a licking for 'im."” he said, *"and which
Il serves 'im right, in my hopinion.”’

The juniors presented themselves at Mr. Queleh’a door
with wome misgivings. The Remove master was about the
last man in the sehool lo cxcuse truancy.  Iis {ace wag very
gritn as they entered,

" Alr, vou have retarned, Wharion !
a pleasant duy.”

“ Vary pleasant indeed, sir. thank vou?!"

* YWas ‘\}\"un Lung with youi'

“ Yea, sir. Ho—-" i .

I guessed ae much. e Jeft the school withoul permis.
sion.”  Mr. Quelch selected a cane. " You others may zo
Remain here, Wan Lung!™

“No savey——""

“1f you pleass, siv,” said Wharten diffidently, "1 don’s
fiuinE Wun Lung quite undersiandd the full importance of

“ Then he wust learn——' .

“1 might mention, sir, that while in Alderahol we wers
artacked by a gang of gipsy footpads, and Wun Lung saved
e from serious injury, if nol worse, I he had not bheen
with us I shoukd have heen felled Ly a bludgeon in Alel-
chior's hand,”

My, Quelch knitted his brows.

* OF gourse, in that case, 1 am glad that Wun Lung wae
with you, Wharton. But that can make no difference (o
his breach of discipline in leaving the school without per-
mission.’”

11 suppose not, sir.’

“ You understand, Wun Lung, that yon have commitied
n serions offence? ™ said the Form masler, lurning & sovers
goze upon the Celestial,

Wun' Lung met hiz plance with a2 hland smile.

" Well, well, vou may go, bors. But mind, Wun Lung,
nothing of this kind must occur again.  Good-night, hoya!"

“Me savvy, Allee light!" )

“ Good-night, sir!”  gaid the Removitea in gratelul
chorns, and they marched thie Chinee awany unpunizhed,

And so, satisfactorily for all concerned, ended Harry
Wharton's day out.

“ You haven't
1l hae fto rechkon

I hope you have had

¥

THE END,
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READ THIS FIRST.

On the death of his father, Jack Dashwood finds to his
astonishmnent that he has been practically disinherited in
favour of his Uncle Dominic and Couain Leonard. He con-
sequently enlists in the 25th Hussars, under the name of
Tom Howard, and seon becomes a corporal. Unfortunately
for gm:k. however, his Cousin Leomard is attached to the
25th as second licutenant, and, with the aid of a bullyin
trooper named Slige, sncceeds in getting Jack deprived o
his strtﬂas. By the death of his father (Dominic), Licuten-
ant Dashwood 13 at first ‘Erﬁwnted from accompanying the
25th to India; but he subsequently joins the troopship at
Port Sald, and he then hears that he has been transferred
to the lell’ghﬁhir_m—m! infantry regiment, Jack is soon
reinstated favonrite, and becomes onee more 'nll corporal.
A frontier war breaks out, and the 25th receive erders to
mobilise for the front. On their way to the scene of war the
25th are continually *“sniped” by the rebels, and Tom bas
many cxciting adventures, in one of which he becomes
&)_aaarsscd of a'ring, Sligo is bribed by Dashwood to drug

om Howard ome might while the young corporal is on
I;f;(oquu: duty. Tom falls aslecp at his 1:: ost and is carried off

¥ the enemy during a skirmish, Iis life is spared owi
to the chief, Jamra Lihan’s, recoguition of Tom's ring, a
the next night, with a fellow-captive, Sundar Singh, of the
Sikhs, Tom escapes. The two are pursncd, and, coming to
a stcep and narrow gorge, turn to face their pursucrs. The
Sikh sends Jamra Khan rolling down the denlhri?(, but
before he can recover hiz balance, four tribesmen slip past
bim with a chorus of loud yells,

{(Now go on with the story.)

A Strange Race lor Life,

One tribesiman was armed with a Snider rifle, which he
fired, and the bullet passing betwesn our two friends, whistled
wway tn the valley behind them, after tearing a shred from
the corporal’s uppezr garment,

Then it was thrust and peod and parey; and the Sikh,
suddenly elubbing his madchlock, brought 1t down with
terrific force on the shaven head of a muscular Pathan.
Rut, alas! the flimsy stock shattered and broke, and Sundar
Bingh had only the barrel to defend himszelf with.

The chief, after several vain attempts to squeeze past his
excited followers and get into the forefront of the battle,
eried out something to the men behind him, which Sundar
Singh translated for our hore’s benefit.

“Ile bas told his men to fire,” said the Sikh. “The
moment you see a gun-barrel raised, sahib, fling vourself
down on your knees. It is your only chance."

It was -all very well, however, kecping off the slashing
outy of the three tribesmen below him, and watching those
stitl further in the rear; but, fortunately, at the very
moment when Tom had eut one of the Pathans very severcly
over the face, SBundar Singh fell Rat upon the rocks, and
Tom instinctjvely bent down alse. Martini and Snider rang
out -in the grey morving, and Tom's turban was pierced by
one-of 'tha bualleis. ’

“ Now," cried Sundar Singh, " before they have time to
reload! Death to the dogs!”

And springing forward, he dealt a shower of blows upon
the enemy that took them completely off their guard; and
Tomm following with his long knife, the onslaught was so
unexpected and so irresistible, that the Pathans turned and
fcd down (he sleep track, carrying Jamea Khan with them.

It was their intention fo gain the shelter of the angle in
tho path, and thean to shoot the infidels, whose position gave
them such mn ndvantage, But alas for the schemes of the
wily tribesmen !
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As the fast of them reached the angle, he had gob such =&
fremendous pace on him, thanks to the steepness &Ftlm path,
that he elutched ot the black rock to check himself, and
a huge fragment of it, loosened no doubt by the frequent
raing, came away in his arms, and the man's yell of terror
rang out far over the valley.

The tribesmen saw their danger. Round the angle the
path led straight &5 an arrow, and well nigh as steep as the
side of a house, for about two hundred yards down the
mountzin.  Its sides were so precipitous that they afforded
no footheld, and the mass of rock, thus unexpectedly
doosened, rolled on their hecls, pathering speed and impetus
at every yard.

There was nothing for it bt a mad flight Lo gain the next
turning in the path; and the corporal and the Sikh, spring-
ing over the bodies of the Pathans they had killed, reached
the angle, and saw & etrange sight.

A frantic mob of screaming men, in fowing white gar-
tients, tore for their hives down the precipitous track, and
after lhem the huge rock went rolling and leaping, and
rebounding from side to side, gaining on them rapidly. A
slip of the foot meant instant death; but the mountaincers
wers as agile as cats, and headed by Jamra Khan, who had
managed to start a good first, they fled as surely men had
:ncluizr fled before, imploring the help of Allah with agonising
yella,

Sundar Singh broke into a peal of laughter, but only for
B noment,

“Quick, sahib!” he said. © We, too, must follow, for tha
rock will stay at the rext turning in the path, and we must
be there to wrench it on s way.™
: Recognising that everything depended on their accomplish-
ing thia, Tom sped after the Sikh, praying that the next
turn in the way might be as sieep as the one thoy wers now
descending,

The tock met the side of the track with a ferrific crash,
fragmenta of tt splintering and showering down among the
stunted pines that grew there; and the next moment, with
a wild cry of dE[tﬁ t, Sundar Singh ssized one side of ita
ragged corners, and, bracing himsslf, plunged it again upon
ita way.

Round the angle the path went down almost steeper than
before, and as they halted, breathless, to watoh, they saw
ihe rock gain oo the fugitives. The terriffied Pathans were
overtalken one after another, and still the rock leaped and
bounded on its death-dealing course.

““This way, eahib!” eaid Bundar Singh, springing up
where the side of the path afforded a foothold.

A clump of pine-trees olung to the edge of the mountaing
tlore, :&ll(ll flinging themselves on their faces in the welcome
shelter, they heaved a sigh of relief, as the yells of the enemy
scunded farther and farther away.

For some momenta the dull orashing of the rock revorber-
ated in the still air after it had vanished from view over
the shoulder of the bill, and the corporal and Sikh looled
ez each other, and each silently thanked Providence in his
own particular fashion. But they did not linger long.

“ Bahib,” said the Bikh, “we must find some place of
concealment, It i3 useless to descend into the wvalley now,
they will wait for us below, Besides, look vonder!™

And he pointed 4o another ridge of hills, where the gliticr

of steel in the rising sun revealed another band of the
anemy. )
Bending down and erawling cautiously alon

] : the precipi-
tons side of the mountain, they at lengt

reached a crevice,

Order
in advance.



into which they crept; and from their hiding-place all t].a?'
long they saw the hille and valley beneath 1hem alive will
fierce tribesmen, beni on the destruction of the British.

The Mad Mullah, whe had been working all manner of
myeterious miracles unti]l the time was ripe for the revelt,
hed declared that an army was coming down from heaven
to help the true believers.

The only army, however, that came hito that region was
the army in khaki, and the results were not altogether what
the Mullah of Hadda could have desired.

_All day long the fierce sun blazed down on the mountain
sides, znd the two fugiives were coneumed with a fearful
thirst : but it was not until evening that they ventured forth,
and after an adverturous climb that lasted for more than
an hour, they at last reached the plain below, and procced-
ing with oxtreme czurion, the Sikh struek out into the
darkness,

Tom's hands were tern and bieeding, and Sundar Singh’s
bare foot, which he bandaged from fime fo time, compelled
him to limp painfully; bot about the time of the second
relief, when the moon was pouring down with great brignt-
ness, Sundar Singh stoppod.

“Wo are close to our picquets now,” he soid, ' bot there
is yet some ground in fromt where the enemy may be lurk-
ing. We must keep to our disguise for a little time, and
thon we shall have to be very wary, if we do not wish to
be shot by our owhn men”

Licutenant Dashwood, of the Ploughshires, had just visited
the pleguet posts, and found evervthing guiet.
ithout any particular feeling fer the beautiful, he could
not help locking at the great silvery meon, which lit vp the
valley like the light of day. He had a half smile on his
face, but there was o grimness io the curl of his hip. -
“I wonder whether that moon is shining oo his bonest”
ha thought to himself. * I have got rid of him at last}”

Dashwood stood looking across the green rice fields iike
a4 man in a dream. Money, position, and social rank weroc
his. He would see the campaipr through, and then, with
his undoubted ability and clever brain, he would try for a
staff appointment: for the Floughshirea were not at all to his
fancy, thanke to Dick Vivian, and the unenviable reputation
Loeondard had earned during the short time he was with tho
25th Hussars. :

“ Beg pardon, sir,” zaid 4 voice behind him, ' but I think
there's somebody moving on the other side of that field.”

One of his sentries had comec up behind him, and now
pointed to & dip in the plain. Dashwoeod was on the alert
I a moment. \

“Where do you mean, John=on?' he said, following the
direction of tha man’s finger.

“1f you lock a moment, sir, where that rock throws a
gshadow, you will see something white.”

“That meuns the enemy.”

“Yee, vir. Do you seo 1t now?

“By Jove, I do!” . .

And, straiming his eyes, he watched two little gpecks in
the moonlight that crept out of the shadow into the sianding
cron.

'"“Tion™t give the alarm yef,” said Leonard. * There ave
only two of them, probably a couple of snipere. We will see
if we cannot bag them.” i

Officer zod private lay down on their fzces and watched,
seping the turbsned heads pop up every now and then,
alwaye a few yards ncarer. :

*1t looks as though they were stalking us, Johnson,” suid

Dashweood, drawing his revolver. ** They are making for
that heap of grey siones there an the ridge directly in front
of us. Sight for that, and let go when I tell you to, but
not before,”

Private Johnson, with a gleam in his eyes, settled himself
comfortably on his elbows, and did as he was told. The two
figures in *tﬁc rice-ficld were takinlg whispered council together
a3 to how they could appreach the outpost without drawing
their fire.

“We are not mear enough yet, Sundar Singh. to try a
shouwt. Let's gel on that ridge first, and then I'1] try them
with the King's English.”

The fugitives wormed their way through the rastliop rvieo-
blades, and drew mnearer and nearer tWw tho spot which
Lecnard Dashwood bhad indicated to the man at his side.
Their progress was so caufious and so slow that Dashwood
bacome impationt, and believed that they had gone back.
ile stood up, clearly outlined against the =ky, a figure dis-
tinctly British in his kheki campaign kit and helmet.

“That's an officer yonder,"” eaid the corporal suddeanly,
as they crept behind the shoulder of the heap of grer stones,
"I am going to chaoce it now, Sundar Singh, alke your
turban off and Lt yonr hands while I shout, We will try
ancther half o dozen yards first”’

And, worming his way along, Tom lessened the distanca
hel{wnen himszelf and the one mian in the world he had most
fo tear.

“THE GREYFRIARS VICTORY."
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On a sudden two figures =prang up on the litile ridge,
Ainging their turbans off as thoy did so, and raising their
sring high above their hends. . )

““Don't fire, sir!” cried an unmistakably English voice.
“We have escaped from the enemy.”

With the rapidity of a lightning flash Leonard Dashwood
recognised the voice and reahs=ed the Egmttml. a zs the
private in the grass beside him drow his hand back from
his rifle, Dashwood raised his revolver and fired. _

“ Hold on, sir, ha's one of our chaps!” said Private John-
BOn, springing up. ,

And Leonard, not daring to go further, lowered lh."
weapon ; but the bullel had sped and found itz billet—nob inr
the heart Dashwood had wished to pierce, but in the faitnfud
breast of Sendar Singh, of the Hikhs, and Sundar
SBingh fell forward with a low groam.

** Hold hard, hang you!” roared Corporal Tom II-:nw_m?-ﬁ
hoarsely, " Don’t you know English when you hear it!
And, epringing back, he lifted the 3ikk in his arms and sup-
ported him against his knee.

For a moment Dashwood hesitated; but Johnson had
already run forward in the moonlight, and there was nothing
for it but for Leonatd to follow him. When he reached the
group his face was deathly white, and there was no mig-
taking the swift glance that Tom Howard flung at him.
Then, as Johnson, very much mystified, laid his rifle down
and produced his canteen, Sundar Singh looked up into our
here's face and smiled feintly.

“Tf ia destiny, zahib,' he whispered. * We have fought
together, and—and—=—" i i

Sundar Singh shivered o little, and coughed twice, and a
his earthly troubles were over. ‘ .

“What's the meaning of this?"” said Jeonard [?nshwm:ll, i
a sudden altempt to carry the position with a high hand.

Tom laid the dead man back on the grass, and, rising to
hia feet, approached his cousin. _

“ The meaning of this,” he said, in a low, stern voick,
which «id mot reach the ears of Private Johnson—"the
meaning of it all is that the shot you intended for me haa
killed the man that saved my life, and so you have ﬂddﬁ;ﬂ
murder to the rest of your crimes, yon cowardly scoundrel !

“T¢ was an accident,” foltered Teonard Dashwood, his
hand trembling as<he replaced the revolver in-ifs case.

“1t was no accident,” said Tom, tarning away from the
man in disgusé, as the private rese from his knees and re-
glung his cantoon, . 1 . )

“T thought I 'eard an English voice, sr, he am:c;l regret-
fully, ““but you pressed the trigger as I cried out.

Dashwood went forward and looked at the man he had
shot more as a matter of necessity than because he wanted
to look at him,

“ Poor beggar ! he said; and then he furned on his heel,
“We have roused the camp, anyway.”

And they met Captain Vincent, who had turned cut when
the shot was fired. Leonard made haste to explain s eup-
wosed error, and Tom tteod by, .sa;r:ug nothing. 1t wae mot
}lig business to expese his cousin, and for the seke of the
family name he kept hia mouth shut. o

“I em glad to see you, Howard,” said Captaim Vincen
making @ motion as though he would put out his hand, an
then withdrawing it. ' We thought you were killed. am
afraid I must ask vou to go over to the main guard and
consider vourself under arrest, for fhere’s an agly rumour
that you were asleep at your post when you were taken.
I sincerely hope that you will be able to clear yourself.

Tom eaw the smile that lit up his cousin's {:a.c?; It he
paid no heed, and saying simply, ©* Very well, sir!” went off
and gave himsell up.

“VYou seom to have as many lives as a cat, old man,”
eaid Jim Clavering, who was in_charge of the guard. I
euppose there’ll be a court-martial as soon as things have
quictened down a hit, but you needn't look so down in the
mouih. I've got a bit of evidence up my sleeve that will
sslonish some people, although I don't know who.”

Arnd then he m!ld him of Sligo’s extraordinary behaviour,
and the report of the dogtor tg;h-at Tom's canteen had been
druzged.

By thunder, if T had thought that,” muifered the car-
poral, T don't think I should let kim off so easily for this
might's work [V 1

And then tho coreleza, unthinking fellows helped him to
take off his disguise, laughing heartily the while,

The shadew of the regimental sergeant-major fell aecrces
the doorway, and though he shook hands with Tom, there
wl;lla a gravity in his manner which impressed all uncomfort-
zbly,
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U Glad to sea you back, my boy," said Sergeant-Major
Middleton. * You must come with me to the colonel, who
has sent me for fmu."

Colonel Greville had tpken up his guarters in a stona hut,
where Tom foind him, smoking a. leng cheroot; In his chirt-
Zleeves.

“I want to quostion Corporal Howard alone, sergéant-
major. Will you be good enough ta withdraw?" anid the
colonel. And Middleton saluted and went out into the moon-

light.

qI_'hE colonel opened a kit-bag, which contained almaost the
whole of Tom’s modest. campaigning outfit, and looking up
ﬂu%i:l nly at Tom, who stood at -attention in the doorway,
said ;

“* How long have you been in the habit of taking landanum,
Howard, and what do you do it for?”

“Y,audanum, sir?'"™

::I said laugian-um,” said the colonel. :

I never tasted it in my life to my knowledge,” said Tom,
very much astonished at tha question.

* Then how comes this fo be found in-your saddle wallet?"”
And the colonel, who had been fishing among his things,
held up a smal bottle.

Tom looked at it curiously and shook his head.

*T never placed it there, sir. I mever saw it before.”

The colonel know that he was spedking the truth, and
pilled his grizzled moustache freely.

“ T 5&1 guite honest with vou, Howard,” he said, *if
your cousin Dashwood hsd been éiill in the regiment, I
should have had very strong suspicions that he was at the
bottom of this matter; but [ do fiot sée how that can ba.”

And then the colonel plied him with many questions about
the country and the natives that ne had s2en, and listencd
altentively to the story of Tom's escape.

* Btrangs!” he muttered. ‘‘Anyway, there'll have to be
an inquiry into the matter, and until then you had better
return to your.duties. The whole thing is very mysterious,

have my suspicions, but I have no proof. If the man I am
thinking of has done this thing, he would deserve to be
hanged, - for -it was deliberately jeopardizing the safety of
the whole force. However, say nothing %o anyone: We
E‘mﬁf bide our time. We are going to force the gate of the

wat’ Valley. Personally, I .exoncrate you from all blame,
for l)'bu ar¢ the lnst man in the world to sleep at your post.
Btid, you will have to face the music.

“Meantime, go back to your duties, and keep your eve
nn & ¢ertain person, who shall namejeas. You have an
ewemy, and & most wnserupulous one. You know whom I
inean. But one of these days he will go too far, and be
hoist with his own petard. We make a reconmaisance fo-
morrow, and you shall go with us. 1 am sure ihat the con-
Idence I have in you 1s not misplaced, and all will come
fight in the end. You may go now."”

 And after the  lad had

strongly held by -them. ‘The squadrons retired with this
intelligence, and it was decided to attack next day at day-
break, The Hussars moved off at half-past six in the morn-
ing, and shots were 3co nfired from the Buddhist ruins near
the yillage of Jalala.

The encmy had constructed strongholds of stone along
the mountains, and their standards and sword-bladee were
clearly seen in the sunlight., Their number was estimated
at something over five thousand, and the position was very
strong. On the left, as the British troops advanced, there
was an unfordable river, and on the right meountains rising
with precipitous stespmess. The road lay along the cause-
ivay, between the ridge which the enemy hold and the water,
and before %&ing any further it was abeolutely necessary
to dislodge them. ]

The weather was very brolken, and heavy raing had been
falling, &0 heavy, in fact, that the forward movement was
Enstpu-ned until the 16th of Aupust, The tents and heavy

aggage wps sent to Khor; the camels, escoried by =
squadron of the blue-coated 11th Bengal Lancers, and the
rest of the stores, were placed in camp until the read should
be clear in front. : ;

The road from Tehanna #o Jalala iz a stene causeway,
winding along the vallay, round cliffa and spurs. Across the
valley runs the Landakai Bpur, on which the enemy were
entrenched so strongly. The weak point in their position
was soon detected. s

Behind them lay low marshy ground, covered with rice-
fields, and their only line of retreat would be up into ke
mountains.- As they expected the advance to be slong the
road, the great bulk of their foree was massed near tle
extremity of the spur where it overhung the causeway, and
f,ni attempt was to be made to cut them off by turning inewr
alt.

Tom was standing beside his mare, waiting for the order
to mount, when Dick Vivian came up to him. .

“ Got my chance at last, old chap,” said Dick ecxcitediy.
“Our chaps and the niggers are going to take shat ridge,
and mine is the leading company. If I come acrosi your
friend Jamra Khan, I will give him your compliments.™

Dick had already had an interview with his old friend,
and heard all the details of Tom’s adventure. He had heard
also the details of the shooting of SBundar Singh, and cut
Leonard Dashwood dead on parade in consequence.

His own mother would not have known him, for Dlaster
Dick was burned as black ascoal. Upon his head was a huge
khaki-covered helmet, with & quilted flap at the back te
protect his neck from the fieree sun. For the rest, ho was
all pockets and buttons and belis and marching boots, with
soles like & ploughman'’s, as he ran off to take his position
with his company.

Then the cavalry mounted and advanced towards Jalala,
o cngags the coemy and keep them busy; and with them
went two companies of the Roval West Kent to help them ;
while Meiklejohn, with the

Yaken his. departure, the
polonel sat  emoking in
nee for a long while, !
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Ploughshires and the 24th
and 3lst Punjab Infantry,
and the 45th Sikhs, c¢limbod
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iwéighing the: pros and cons
of ohe of the knottiest pro-
blemw that had ever exer-
cised him.

“T ahall wiever rest,” he
muttered, “auntil that pre
'gious cotwin of his is out of
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the hill, to cut off the tribes.
aen from their only pos-
sible line of retreat.
Turning in s saddle,
Tom walched his friend as
losig a3 he could see him,

the Service. T am confident
that he i1s somewhere at the
sottom -of this business, for
the h-aggmr is ms cunning =y
a fox.*

- Tom resumed his duties as
tml'::% nothing had  hap-
pened, - but he was conscious
that the men looked at him
atkanoe, Bligo having taken
good care to sproad the
report that he had slept on
outpost. - for Bligo, he
iﬁ' ne - sick, and been

t down {o the base hos- |
pital,. & fact which he had
hﬂgh& with delight, as it
of

kim-for ¢he time being
.all mecessity to anewer
awkward . guestions.
A few days later the 1lth
Bengal Lancera  and the
B5th” Hussare went ous to

E
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order in ad-

whenoa 1he enemy openad
fire. At the samc time the
10th Fisld and Tth Mounted
Battory opencd fire on the
! tribesmen, and iustantly
swarma of -white figures
were secn tushing out of
the fort and retiring under
cover, their wild yella float-
{ ing down on the light wind.
They had breken up the
osuaeway in several places,
and rolled rocks upon it;
| 2nd when our sguadrons
pushed round the end of
the spur, they had to de.
beuch slowly by twos and

throes.
{ An extra-Towg tnstalment o thir
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