





The Cheerful Chinee.

Another School Tale NEXT
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Wun Lung Does Not Undersiand.

[LLY BUNTER was stooping before the fire in Study
MNo. 1 in the Romove, with a fork in his hand and a
crimson glow upon his fat face.

There was a sizzle and a savoury smell in the study,
Dilly Bunter was frying szusagez—a thing he could do to
pecfection, and which he thoroughly enjoyed. DBunfer was
never happier than when he was cooking, except, of course,
when he was cating.

He was far too buzily occupied to nofice that the study
door quietly opened, and that a face looked inguiringly in,
It was a curlous face—a hittle face with a B olive skin in-
clining to yellow, obligque eyes, and an expression of mmnocent
nuﬁe‘:&;]t:;- A head adorned :m'ljr 'r!:.r a3 5;{1';:5[.

It was the face of Wun Lung, the Chinee, the new boy in
the Greyfriars Remove.  He looked into the study, and
gniffed the scent of frving sauwsages, and came softly n.
Wun Lung had a cat-like tread. Billy Bunter, quite un-
conzeious of his presence, rose with a sigh, and took the
frying-pan off the fire.

“Dens to o turn!” he murmuared. I don't think I ever
saw sausnges ao really beautifully done bofore. I those
fellows don't come in I shall scoff the ot myself. They
ourhtn’t to be late for tea, when I've taken so much
proable, '

sunter stepped back from the grate, and gave a jump as
he kémcked against the Chinese boy. He turned guckiy
round.

“I say, you fellows, you sturtled me! You shouldn't come
in 5o quietly. Why—who—what do you wuant?"

Billy Bunter blinked in amazement through his big spec-
tacles at the unexpocted visitor.

The Chines smiled swoeotly.

“Me Wun Lung,” was all he offured in the way of ex-
planation,
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“¥es, I know you're Wun Lung." said Dunter. ** Bub
what I want to know 13, what do you want hera?”

The Chinee made a gesture towards the frying-pan.

“Wun Lung hungly.”

Bunter blinked indignantly at the now boy.

“ Well, of all the cheek,” ke said, “of all the nervel
Faney a-Yg;ldd ; heathen inviting himzell to tea in a fellow's
study ! ::ru’tf better bunk !

“No savvy."”

“Bunk!" said Billy Bunter, pointing to the door with the
frying-pan. * Bkedacddle! Get out!"

The Celestial shook his head slowly, as il nob compre-
hending.

Y Wo savvy”

“T'll wager you could savvy if you wanted to,”’ ssid Bunter.
“Buat if you don't understand [‘Jhiill Etigliﬁ}l, amnd 2z I can't
talk Chinese, I shall have to proceed to demonstration.”

“ No savvy.”

“See 1if you can savvy thiz!" grinned Bunter; and he look
the Celestial by the pigtail, and drew him forcibly to the
door,  “ There, that's the deor! There's the passage! You
travel! Bunk! Slhde! Be off! Absguatulate!”

N savvy.'

“My only hat!” exclaimed the exasperated Dunter. " I'll
trach vou to savvy, if I have to bump vour head against
the wal! What studv are vou in—Russoll’s, isn't ti"

The Chinese boy nodded,

* Then come along; I'll see vou home.”

Billy Bunter led the new boy aslong the passage, by his
pigtail, to the deor of Russell's study. Wun Lung made no
resistanee. The meekness and muldness of his manners
would have done credit to the curate of the Dab Balluads.
Bunter t}ﬁcnﬁd the door, and jerked Wun Lung into lhe
study., Then he wagged a fat forefinger at him warningiy.

"'g'r.ru stay thore,” he said. *Thet's your place. You
stay there."
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He closed the door, and returned to No. 1. In the attrace
tive oceupation of turning the sausages out into a dish, and
taking & snack to go on with whiie he waited for Lhe otier
fellows [o come, Billy Bunter forget all about the Chinese
boy. The tea-table was laid in Study No. 1, and the teapob
was warming in the grate. All was reudy for the evening
meal, but the chums of the Remove had not vet made their
appearance. The October evening: were drawing in se much
thiat there was mothing to be done out of doors after tea,
and the Removites made the most they could of what day-
light they had after alternoon schiool. Billy Bunter could
not uwnderstand it in the least, but Harry Wharton & Co.
placed football practice before even meals in their esstima-
tion. Even fried sausages would ool drew them indoors
while light remained.

" Well, it's all ready,” murmured Billy Bunter. “I sup-
poza I had better not make the tex till they come. The
kettle's boiling, I wish they'd come. T know I shall bolt all
the sausages if they don't turn uwp protty svon.’

Bunter stepped back from Lhe fire. Tll:{rm was a dight foot-
step in the study, and ho looked round,

“Is that gou, Wharton? Why, it's
hoathen 2gainl'™

Bily Bunter blinked wrathfully at the Chinese boy. Wun
Lung smiled blandly, and crossed to the tea-table, and =at
down. Bunter watched him in speachless indignation. Ho
drow a plate before him, and picled up a fork. He was

about to help himself to the sausages when Billy rushed
forward.

" Hold on, you young ass!™

Wun Lung looked at him innocently.

* Me likes ratzaps.’

"1 dare say you do!” grunted Billy Bunter. ** But you'll
have to wait Gl T ask you to tea before you feed on my
sausages. Travel !

oMo osavey.'

" Get off that chairl™

" No savvy."

* Look here, I shall sling sou out if you don't go.”

¥ No savvy"”

_ Bunter grasped the Chinese boy by the shoulders, and
jerkod him off the chair. The next moment Bunter was sit-
ting on the carpet, blinking dazedis. How he had got thers
he had not the faintest idea. Wun Lung was sitting at the
table, helping himself to sausages. It seemed impossible that
that slim, bland, emiling youth could have szat the fat junior
down so eacily, apperently without an efiort. Bunter blinked
at him in uwitfer, blank amazement.

" ITallo, hallo, hallo!™ said a cheerful voice at the door.
¥ Do you find the floor more comfy than a chair, Billy? I
didn’t know vou had visitors.”

It was Bob Cherry. He came in, looking curiously at the
Chinee. Billy Bunter stagpered to his feet.

Mt I—=I haven't visitors!” EE gasped. * That cheeky young
villain has come in of hiz own accord, and started bolting the
sausages. I've chucked him out onee, and I was going to
chuck him out again, when—when my foot slipped, and I
fell down.*

Dob Cherry fastened a grip upen the back of the Celestial's
collar, and lifted him bodily out of the chair, and set him on
his fest. Wun Lung looked at himn with a disarming smile,
Bob Cherry led him to the door.

“ (et out,”™ he said concisely,

“No savvy.'

. “That's what he says,” growled Billy Bunter. “I know
jolly well that he eavvies anything he wants to savvy.”

“You goee out,” explained Bob Cherry, in the nearest
approach he could make, on the zpur of the moment, to the
“pidgin_ English” of Wun Lurg.  “ You bunkee, joll
quick. You scootee, or I kickee—kivkee jolly hard. Savvyi™

Apparently Wun Lung savvied for once. He could under-
stand an upraised- football boot, at all events. He scuttled
aslong the passage like a rabbit. Bob Cherry turned back
into the study with a laugh.

“ Funny little beggar ™ he remarked. *“ Ha zeeme to have
taken a fancy to this study. He would have been put in
here if wo'd had room, but we're five already.”

" That's too many,” said Bunter. "I know they have six
in some of the Remove studies, but I should object.”

“I don’t suppoze the Head would pay very much attention
to your objections if he decided to put another fellow in
here,” zringed DBob Cherry. " Btill, it wouldn't be quiie
fair. Counting you as two—and you're fal enocugh—we aro
six already.'

“Oh, really, Cherry—-"

"And we don't want any strange dops in the kennel,”
said Bob Cherry. I rather like that little Chinese begpar,
but there’s ne room for him here. 1 say, those sausapes
levk ripping, Billy.”

" They are ripping,”” said Dunter.
wouldn't run te clips.

that econfounded

“T'm sinceroly sorry b
There's bread-and-butter, I've pob
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* Awflully " said Bob Cherry, with a grin.

“Then I'm sorry there’s no more than-one. Hallo, here's
Whartun, af last! The suusages are getting cold, Wharton.”

Harry Wharton, Nugent, and Hurree Singh came into the
study. The chums were glowing from the exercise of the
football ficld and the sharp rub down following if. Nugent
snilfed the scent of the sausages appreciatively.

" Bunter, you're worth your weight in gravy!" he ex-
claimed. * These sosses are prime! 1 wonder if we can
persuade Isky to have one!”

Hurree Jamset Bam Singh shook his head.

“The esteemed banana amd the honourable brown bread
aro excellent prog for my worthy self,” hoe remarked.

“1 profer sausapes mysell,’” remarked Nugent, sitting
down at the table. “ Why, the fat young willain hasn't
cooked any chips. I always like chips with sausapes”™

“The funds wouldn’t run to it,”" sad Dilly Banter. " You
fellows get things done pretty cheap as it is, [ had to have
o pork-pie to keep up my strength. or I should have been
too hungry to do the cooking, and so it wouldn't run to
chips. I'm sincerely sorry! Fortunately, I have a baked
epud for ma'ﬁelf. Tve made you a banana fritter, Inky,
and it's really nice. nearly ate it mysclf.”

“1 thank my esteemed chium,” said the Nabob of Bham-
pur, a5 he zat down, *“ May I pass you a banana fritter, my
esteemed chuem, Wharton i

" No,"” said Harry Wharton laughing, * you can pass me
ithe sausages”™

The chums of the Remove settled down te tea. The four
foothallers were hungry, and Billy Bunter, though he iook
no exercise, had an appetite excelling any other there. The
tea hod just commenced when the door opened, and Bunter
looked up with a grunt

“My word, if it isn't thet Chinee again!™

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Won Long Comes to Tea.

UN LUNG came into the study with his soft step dnd
his bland, insinuating air. The chumsa of the Remove
all turned their heads to lock at him. Harry Wharton
gave him & good-natured ned. Harry had befriended

the new boy in the Remowe, and saved him from a set of
rough =pirits who had considered it great fun to “rag the
Chines.” And since then Wun Lung had shown a grest

attachment for the captain of the Remove,

* Hallo, hallo, hallol" said Bob Cherry.

“* Me bungly,” said Wun Lpng.

“They're having tea in. Hall” said Billy Bunter, with a
withering look at the Chines, *' Go down and grub with the
Form."

“ Mo favvy"

“Travel! Bunkl Got swtl"

Mo savey.!

" O, lot him stay o tes,” said Harry Wharton, lsughing.
“Will you have tea with us, Wun Lungi”

Wun Lung’s almond eyes glistened.

“ Ma ﬂ-ﬂ.\rvf.”

“Yes, I thowght he'd savvy that!"' grinned Bob Cherry,
making room for the guest. “38it down here, my pippin.
You can hang your pigtsil over the back of your chawr, [
hope you've brought your chop-sticks. We don't keep them
Ln the study, We haven’t a rush of Chihese guests, you
tnow,

The Celestial grinned.

“Chopee stickes alunci Lknifee-fulkee now, allee samee
foleign devil 17

“My hat! You mu-tn't call your entertainers foreign
devils,” said Nugent. * It's not considered polite.”’

“Wun Lung selly.”

“The apologyiulness iz acceptable,” said ithe Nabob o
Dhanipur. *1, for one, am gladfully pleased to welcoms o
guestful wisitor from the farful lands of Asia. It is perhaps
fully possible that you spealkfully couverse in my language.
Tum Hindustanee bol snkta?"

The Chinea shook his head He replied in o voluble
i-'ullﬂ;:f of Chinese, to which the pabeb in turn shook his
1endd.

“Oh, don’t "’ said Bob Cherry., ' TI vou're going to hold
n conversation in FHindustanee and Chinese, I shall glide, Do
you like sausages, kid? Savey ¥

Y Me savey, Mo lilkee mucheo 1™

Iioh Cherry gave the Chinese boy a liberal helping of
evervthing, He had none of the ﬁlmjudices of the ITindg
witiv regord to articles of diet. All was grist that came to
his mill, and he had 8 good appetite. His face glowed with
pleasure and good-humour, winle a eloud settfed upon Billy
Bunter's, Bunter was not inhospitable, but ho was thinking
of his supper. An extra puest at the table " gucered ™ the
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noxt meal. The chums of the Remove wers content with
the bread-and-cheese supper in hall; Bunter wasn't.

Tea finished, the chums of the Remove rose. They had
their preparation to do for the morrow's lessoms, and after
that there was a meeting of the junior football committes
to be attended. :

Billy Bunter sat in the armchair to rest after his laboues,
and Hob Cherry swept off the tea things into the cupboard.
Books were brought out, and pens dipped inte ink. Wun
Lung sat on tho hearthrug and blinked at tho fire.

““Ho's at home horoe now,” murmured Bob Cherry. ** He
dossn't mean to shift.” "

“1 suppose he has prep. to do,” said Wharton, with a
puzzled look, and ho bent and tapped the Chinese boy on
the shoulder. Wun Lung looked up with & childlike amile.
“1 say, kiddy, havon't you your prep. to doi”

M Mo savvy.”

¥ Hadn't you better got along to your study and do your

rep. 7
g o savvy." .

It was ﬁﬂﬂj’ clear that Wun Lung did not chouse lo
“eavvy." Harry Wharton gave it up; and the chums of
the Romove settled down to work. For a long time there
was silence in the study. Billy Bunter rose from the mrm-
°h§f§ at last with a grunt, and joined the workers at the
ta

Wun Lung coiled himself up in the vacated chair, and
stared at the fire. He scemed to be asleep, but several times
when Wharton looked round he caught the gleam of the
firelight on the dark eyes of the Celestial. i

At tho ond of an hour the Removites had finished their
prop. Harry Wharton rose from the table with a slight
yawn. The Chinese boy looked up.

“Wun Lung, old chap, hadn't J‘mu better run slong and
do your prep. '" asked Harry kindly.

No savvy.' ]

“¥ou will have to prepare your lessons for the morning,”
said Wharton., "I thought Mr, Quelch had explainad it to
you. Havoe you your books¥™

“ Booleo in studee.”

“Then run along and do your work.™

“Ma savvy."

The Chinese rose and scuttled out of the study. Wharton
amilod. Thoere wos somothing he liked very much about
the youthful Uslestinl—something infantile and very laking.
But the captain of the Removo suspected, at the samo time,
that thore was more in the younp Chinee than met the oyo.
Ho belongod to the varioty of still water that runs deop.

“ Botter get alopg te the commities, Bob," said Harry

Wharton, * Nugent and Inky can play chess. The meeting
15 at cight in Trevor's study. you know." 5
“Right-ho ! said Dob Cherry, rising and stretching his

long logs. “I——  Hallo, hailu, hallo !

chonrful back again!" .
Wun_Lung c¢ame scuttling in with several books under his

arm. Ile had evidently misunderstood Wharton, or chosen

to misunderstand him. He kad brought his books to Btudy

."ii"h, l‘l. te do his proparation there. hartoen burat infe a

augh,

“ Iob him gtop,” hoe said. ““One of you fellows might lond
him a hand with the work, too. 1 wouwld myself, only I've
got to got along. You might, Inky."”

“The pleasurefulnesz will be terrific,” said the good-
natured Nabob of Dhanipur.

“What about my game of cless?"’ snid Nugent.

“¥ou can playfully work out an estecmed problem on
the chesa-board while you waitfully attend for me to reach
the finishfulnoss,™

“Oh, rats! I think I'H do a little sprint round the Close.
You can do that after derk.™

And Nugent went out with Harry and Bob. Hurreo Singh
end Wun Lung were soon busy over tho books. The dark
faco of ihe Hindu and the vellow countenanee of the voung
Chinee drow close together, and Ilurrse Singh ﬁxﬁiained
in his curious Bnglich, and Wun Lung apswored in English
more curious still, Thoir voices soon sent Billy Buntoer to
gleap in the armehair,

Moeanwhile, Wharton and Cherry went to Trevor's stbudy to
the committee mecting, and Nugent wont out into the Close,

It was a dark mght, but quite fine. It was too dark to
aprint very fast, but Nugent took a repid swinging walk
round the Closo, enjoying keenly Lo sharp Ootober air after
the warmth of the study. As he passed the gym. a veico
floated to his oars from an open window of that building
just above his hoad. Tt was the volce of Bulstrodoe, the bully
of tho Ramove,

¥ 1l you fellows will stand by mo, we'll make him go
through it. Ivery now kid has to go through it, and why
shouldn't o rotton Chinco? Wharton will prive in if there's
a lot against him."”

Nugont did net choose to listen. Ile passed on without
aither quickening or slackening hiz pace, and left 2 murmue
of voices bohind him. ‘There was o glint in the junior’s eyes,
He knew what Bulstrode’s words meant. The Tlemove bully
had not given up thoe idea of ragging the Chineo, and he
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{vﬁa seeking to gain support in his opposition to Harry
IATLONn.

Wharton had come down heavy on the raggers, and there
had been some bitlerness over it. Nugent walked on. He
passed the porter's lodge, an swung on past the great iron
gates of Greyiriars. 1 _

In the dim gloom a patch of something white ab tho gate
caught his eye, and he glanced at it

Thon he gave a sudden start. .

It was 3 human face that waz pressed against the bars of
tha gate, and a pair of deep, black eyes were looking in, and
thoy were fixed upon the junior, ]

‘1"‘1'1:3 sudden discovery sent s strange thrill through
Nugent.

o hesitated a moment, and then walked directly towards

entar, for the gates wore closed for the might. A low
ejaculation of amagoment broke from Nugent as he came
cic-sur, and made out the form of the man outside the
gato, .

Ho was a Chinaman !

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Man from China.

UGENT stared at the stranger in amazement, Till
Wun Lung come to Greyfriars, Nupgent had never seen
a Chinaman. Now it sesmed to be raining them.
Wun Lung had been only a couple of days at the
school, and hore was another Chinaman, peering in at the
gates of Groyfriars undor cover of the darkness. It was
natural that Nugont should connect the two, and he jumped
to the conclusion at once that the stranger was some relative
ORI S il doprbil s pate

“Hallel'" ho said, s Ing a a gate, )

The man lecked at II:E He was elad in the garb of
(thina, with some modifications. Bub, apart from that,
there was no mistaking the Mongolian featurcs, the abligue
eyes, the piptail. The face was that of an old man, wizened
and wrinkled, but thoe oyes wore as keon and alert as a
monkey's,

“ Do you want anylthing here?" asked Nugent. " If you
want to get in you have to pull the bell. Have you come to
goe anybody 7" ] )

The old man gave Nugent a sharp look, with a guick,
sudden movomont of tho hend that reminded the boy
strangoly of a parrot. He bogpan to sponk, in a language
totally unintelligible to the junior, but which he guessed to
be Chiness,  Then, I'Glﬂﬂﬂllbﬂl‘ing' himself, he went on in
Euglish without a panse:

““Ts he hero—ia ‘;r'un Lung here?"

“Yeg," said Nugent. “There is a boy of that name at
the school—a new boy.” ;

The old Chinaman nodded auickly.

“ Do you want to seo him *'7 asked Nugent.

“Yes, yos, yes!" sanid tho old man ecagerly. @ Tell
im g
“ You can't come in withoul ringing up the porter.  The

Head would lot you sce him if you asked. ERing the bell.”
The Chinaran shook his hoad. ]
“No, no! I wish speaker Wun Lung, no olhora. Toll him

I nm hero, and ha will come'’

Nugont looked uneasy. If the man were a relation of Wun
T.ung's, there was no reazon why he should not apply fo the
Head for pormission to ses the young Chinee. are was
aomothing furtive, somelhing sccretive about the old China-
man tI]mf. made Nugent vaguely suspicions, and he hesitated
to roply.

5 '].I:sﬁnﬁ him,"” uwrged the Chinaman—"tollea him the
Mandarin Yen Hai ia here to see him, and he will come."'

“ But why don’t you get permission 1o come in? asked
Nugent.

The mandarin made an impationt pesfure,

“Tolles him ! Tellee him " he repeatod.

" Wait a minute or bwo," said Nuogent shortly.

He walked back towards the howse. Thero waa somethin
vaguely suspicious about the old Chinaman, yob it m}ljlﬁ
searsly do any harm to convey his messape o Wun Lung,
If the boy chose 1o see the mmlguriu. it was his own business,
AL all evends, tho lacked gate was between them,

Mugent woni in and up to Study No. 1. Thoe two
Orientals were buay over thair hooks,
“Halle " suid Nugent, * Nearly finished? I say, Wun

Lung, have you any relations from China answering to tho
nams of Yon Hai?"

The Chiness boy gave o sudden start.

“¥on Hai!"

“That's it. T ean see thal you know the name," said
Nugent curicusly.

It was casy enough to zoa that Wun Lung knew the name.
He had turned pale under his dark skin, and a troubled look

i
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came over his face. e vose from the table, and Nugent
zaw that his hands were trenthling,

“Who s he, ki

“He i my unche,”
despening on his fiwee.
me eome fo Ingland.”

“Well, he has como to sce you.”

Wun Lung started apain.

“He i3 not hele? he exclaimed, in a shrill whisper,

U He's at the gate, and ho wants you to go and speak (o
him, said Nugend, * But, mind, sou necdn’t go unless you
;th‘i” Il go back and tel! him you don’t want to seo

Il

Wun Lung shook his head guickly.

YT st see him!, Whele 13 hot”

* Outside the ke’

“Will you—wiil vou comeer with me? zaid the Chinese
boy timidly, “L—L am aflaid 17

¥ Nothing to be afraid of" sald Nugent reassurinely.
“There's a lucked gate, and he's on the other side of it
Bug we'll come-—won't we, Inky?”

“The ratherfulness s terrifie,” the nabob
promptly.

* Me tankee vou muchec !

“Raiz ! said Nuzeat cheeriully.
your Unecle Gargoyle frighten vou, We'll come wlonyg and
B t::m* play.  We sha'n't hear any of vour cunvorsation, s
we don't know s word of vour cheerful language.  Come on,
andd tell the old hounder to got beek on his tea-caddy 1

Wun Lung smiled, and followed Nugent from the study
and the nabob browght up the rear. "

Harry Wharten and Dob Clierey were just returning from
the meeting in Trever's study, amd the juniors met them in
the passage. Wharton stopped-as Nugent tapped him on ihe
shouider. )

Y Lome on 1" said Nugent.  “ Wun Lung's Unele Garsorlo
has called to see him, and we're going to sec that the old
chap doesn't bite through the bars of the gnte.”

" Gorpoyle I said Bob Cherry, looking puzzled,  * That's
not & Chinese name !

“Ia, ha, ha! His name i3 YVen Hai, but I eall him
Gargayie afier his features,” explained Nugent. * Come
on! Iln's wailing ot the gate.”

:: %tms W|11|1 l;.uti_% :.-r:mft- J,l-il to como

cg, rather [ He's afraid of the gargoyle®

“ Right-ho; we'll eone 1™ =t

The Removites went oui into the Close, and walked in a
body to the gate, The old, wizened, yellow faee was still
pressed to the bars. The black eyes scintillated as they fell
ﬂpun Wun Lung. A pair of elawlike hands grasped the iron

Ars.

Y Yon Hai,” said Wun Lung, in a low voieo,

The old man replicd in Chinese. ITe spoke in a shrill,
harsh woice, and the Chinese junjor listencd with downeast
eyes and a troubled brow. He shoolk his head as tho
mandarin paused; and then Yen Hal wont on again moras
volubly than before. IHis voice sank lower, and there was a
pathetie note in it, as if he were pleading with the boy, The
wizened old features contracted, and the Removites, to their
amiazement, snw the fierce, datk eves dimmeod for 4 moment
by moisture. But still Wun Lung shook his head.

Then the manner of the mandarin changed. ITis face
flushed with anger, his eyes blazed, his voice took on o
ehriller and harsher note. Wun Lung threw up his head,
and a red Aush eame into his pale cheeks: his eves fashed,
but he did not 5[119.-::1!1:, A torrent of invective poured from
the lips of the old mandarin. Not & word of tho strange
tongue was comprehensible to the Greyfrines boys. From
beginning to end they did not grasp a syllable of it. Rug
the old man’s meaning was clear now, at all events. Ho
wae carsing the Iad who had rafused his demand, whatever
it was; and in his rage his voice became husky, and his
cluwlike hands grasped and shook the strong bars of the

rale,

His wvoice sank af last from sheer exhaustion. The
Removites stood looking on in silence. Then Wun Lung
replied in Chinese. He zpoke only a few sentences, in a
low tone, with perfect quictness. The invectives of the old
ntandarin had treobled bim, buat they had not roused his
anger, The mandarin listened, his brow growing darker
and darker. Ile interrupied the boy at last with a cry of
rage, shook his fist fiercely through the bars of the gate,
and then turninq, dizsappeared into the darlkness.

“ My only hat!" murmured Bob (herry. ** That's what I
call a really agreeable ald gentleman to have for an uncle.”

The mandarin was gpone. Wun Lung stood silent, with a
pale face, and the juniors waited for him fto move. He
moved with a sudden start, turning back towsards the house.
Curlous as they were, the chums asked noe questions, and
Wun Lung did not speak. But as they walked towsrds the
schoolhouse, the Chinese boy slid his hand through Harry

r:F:..i-:i Wun Lung, tho troubled look
Ae not likee soe hita—he not likee

repliad

“We're not poing to let
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Wharton’s arm, and held to him; and Harry knew by keen
intuition that the instinet of secking the proteoction of one
stronger than himself had caused the action of the Chinese
junior,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Fall for Bulstrode.
WING&TE, the captain of Greyfriars, looked into the

common-room &s haif-past nine rang out from the
vlock tower,
“ Bed-time, kids "

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was ér]a. ing chesz with the
Chinese jurior. He had discovere tﬂat Wun Lung was
proficient at the game, and it was a bond of union between
the two Oricntals,

Hurree Singh was a past master of the great game, and
there was no junior at Greyiriars who could stand against

him. Dut, somewhai ta his surprise, the young Chince was
iving him a hard struggle. The nabob was too keen on
the game to even hear Winrate's worda

Wharton, Cherry, Mugent, and Hazeldene were standing
round the table, looking on &t the game with great interest.

* Bed-time !"" said the Bixth-Iormer again, locking over
towards the group.

“* Please walt momentfwlly, respected Wingate," said the
naboh, 11 hie purring voice. Y I have the esteemed Chincse-
ful chum mate in three.”

A smile Mickered over the bland face of Wun Lung. He
moved a piece, and the expression of the nabob's dusky
features changed. e pave s gasp, and fixed his dark eyes
on tho beoard in dismay. The caplain of Greyiriars camoe
over to the table, and glanced at the arrav of chessmen.

“Lome, you'll never finith that game,” he saul, good-
nuturedly.

“The esteemed Wingate iz mistakenfully in error,” said
the nabob., ** The game 13 already ﬁlljﬂllf'ﬂl?j concluded,
The hovourzble Wun Lung ean finizh in two.”
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3 ;I"g;f hat!” zaid Harry Wharton.
DKy

"He has beaten meo hckfully.”

“I don't see it said Wingoate, whe was & chess-player
himself, ' Whera's the movel”

Wun Lung emiled.

g “ Lookee takee pawnes,” he murmured, " checkee. Kingee
onea, '’

“The game s donefully Bnished,”” said the nabob, with a
eigh. “1T did not expeetfully look for the lickful defeat. T
ghzll try you againfully to.morrow, my worthy chum.”

“"Me likee muchee,”

; “Well, off you go to bed now " said the captain of Grey-
rines,

* No savvy." i

“ You'd hotter savvy before I come to look for you again,”
eaid Wingate: and he wont out.

Hurres Jamszot Ham Singh rose and swept the pieces into
the box, Perfectly good-natured as he was, he felt a irifle
on edge after his defeat, and would gladly have tackled the
Celestial in another gameo. Dut bed-time at Greyiriars, for
the juniors at least, was like the laws of the Medes and
Fprsi}.ans'. And thore was no arguing with Wingate of the
Sixth,

The Remove wont up to bed. There was soma whispering
between Bulstrode, Levison, Trevor, and the rest of the
rougher sot in the Remove, Harry Wharton & not notico
it, but Nugent, mindful of the sentence he had caught at
the opon window of the gym., guessed at once what was on.

“There's geing to ba trouble to-night, Harry,” he said,
in a low voice, a3z he sat on Harry Wharton's bed to take
his boots off. Wharton locked at him quickly.

“In what way, Frank?"

“* About the heathen.”” And Nugent explained.
Wharton's brow grew dark.

“ Thers will be a row if they begin,” he said briefly.

The juniors went to bed. It was evidently the intention
of Bulstrode and his sct to leave whatever they meant to do
until after lighta out. . .

Wingate came in, and found the Remove guietly in bed.
B:iiii unter was already asleep. The fat junior was ona

a sleeper as he was an eater, Wingate looked up and
own the dormitery, and turned the hght out.

“Good-night, kids!"”

" Good-mght, Wingate !

The door ¢losed. The Remove dormitory was dark and
gilent, A murmur of voicea rose from the upper end of the
{ong, lofty room. Bulstrode's tones could g} distinguished
above the others, though hiz words were ooly audible to
those near him. Harry Wharton did not close his eyes.
Thers was no sleep yet Lor him.

Five minutes elapsed, to make assurance doubly sure that
the captain of the school was gone for good. Then thereo
was & #cratch, and a mateh Hared out. A bicyele lantern
was lighted, then another, and thon- several candle-ends.
A fickering dight spread through the Remove dormitory,
and most of the fellows sat up 1n bed.

Bulstrode stepped out. Hea had kept on most of his under-
clothing, and now he slipped on his trousers and a_pair of
slippers. The October nights were c¢hilly. Trevor, Levison,
Ykinner, Crouch, and others followed him. Bulstrode, with
ona aye on Harry Wharton's bed, walked towards tho boed
of the unconscicus Chinese boy. Ile laid his hands on the
badelothes, and dm%g*ed them off with a single jerk. Wun
Lung startad up with ar exelamation in Chinese, and stared
at the buily of the Removo.

“Out you come !’ zaid Bulstrode. .

“Don'"t moeve, Wun Lmuag-,” said Harry Wharton quietly.
Hs sprang out of bed, and was upon the spot in a second.
“Stand back, Bulstrode!”

Bulstrode looked at him furieusly.

“It's no good, Wharton,” ho snarled. **You can't carry
things with a high hand in the Greyfriars Remove. Every
new boy goes through it, and this heathen can do it as wall
as others. You went through it vourself, and pretéy stiff,”
he added, with a sneer.

“You shall not touch Wun Lang!”

“1 shall touch him. I shall toss him in o blanket, and
make him run the gruntlet, and souse him with cold water,"
said Bulstrods tauntingly.

“You will not!™ ] _ )

“Got out of it, Wharton!” zaid Trevor. “ We're going
to put him through it. Why shouldn’s wo?" )

“Because he's a foreigner, because he's an inoffensive
tittle chap,” sald Wharton, ° He does not know our wey.
You don’t know how much you might scare hum.”

“Ha'll have to chance that.” i ]

“Weall, T can only repeat what I said before,” said Harry
Wharton. * The fellow who touches Wun Lung will have
to walk over me first.” ] i

“It's a lot of trouble over nothing,” sald Levison, with a
shrug of tho shoulders. “I don™t sce why the heathen
Chinee shouldn't go through it. Bat i Wharton malkeas
guch a point of it, I say let him alone.”

“You c¢an say what you like,” enid Bulstrode, belween
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his teeth. " ¥You have been sucking up to Wharton ever
since the fime ho found you on the Black Pike. I'm going
to put thoe Chinaman througk it  Get out of the way,
Wharton.” :

““Mo fightee,” murmured the Chinee, taking hold of
Wharton's arm, as the lad was about to raise his fist, **No
fightee. Me not aflaid.” .

Wharton looked at him curiously. Undressed, the Chinese
boy did not lock o helpless as hias bland and childlike
manprer implied. His limbs, though diminutive, were hard
as nalls, the muscles like iron. It cccurred to Wharton
that Wun Lung's manner was deceiving, and that consider-
able strength dwelt within the shim frame. Bul against an
epponent like Bulstrode the Chince surely could have no
chance. Bulstrode was bigger than Wharton in every way,
and though Wharton hadg conguered him in fair fight, he
was & powerful adversary, and another fight mught 'Emlﬂf'
end ancther way. A struggle botween Wun Lung and Bul-
strode would be like the war of the pigmies and giants.

“ There you are!” exclaimed Trevor. ' He's not afraid,

he says. t him go through it
“Rats 1" said Wharton.,  ““ He docsn’t krow what you
menan, "

“No afaid,” zaid Wun Lung, in o murmur audible only

to his champion. ** Big fellow no hultes Wun Lung. Jiu-
Iitﬂ-LL”
! Wharton started, It had not occurred to him that the
Chincse boy might be proficient in jiu-jitsu. Yet he was
still unwilling to leave Wun Lung to the tender mercics of
Bulstrode. He hesitated. ] .

** All light,” said Wun Lung, with a grin. * Lettes him
tly takes me off bed, and you see. If he hultes me, you
comes help. Savvy?!” . :

“Very well,” eaid Harry Wharton, laughing. *° Mind,
I'll chip in the moment you want me.”

" Allea hght.” )

Wharton stepped aside. He sat on his own bed and
dooked on. The gleam of mischief in Wun Lung's E{E gave
him an idea that there was a surprise in store for the
Remove bully, but he still had very strong misgivings. 8till,
ha was ready to interfere as soon as his interference should
be necdad. :

Bulstrode was astonished at the chango of front on
Wharton's part. 3till, he was glad enough to avoid a
personal encounter with the best athlote in the Remove. Ha
awaggered towards Wun Lung, who was sitting on the edge
of hia bed in his pyjamas. o

“Come off, you ES;:;mrn rottor I he ﬁ;unl‘ed. seizing the
Chinese boy by the shoulder, and giving him a powerful jerk.

Wun Lung eame flying off the bed, and then he seemed
to curl round Bulstrode like an cel. The bully's legs wero
swept off the floor, and he came down on his back with a
crash that made the whole room ring.  Wun Lung was
sitting on his chest when he realised where he was, and ho
was pinned to the floor. The Removites gazed on in blank
astonishment. It had been dono zo quickly that no one had
been able to follow the heathen's motions with his eye; but
they could all seo DBuolstrode lying on his back, and Wun
Lung sitting on his chost.

“ My hat!” gasped Levison.

1]

“ My only summer hat!"
Ha, ha, ha!’ roared Bob Cherry. *Is thats how you
like it done, Bulstrodei” r

. }:‘Ehe honourable Bulstrode scoms surprisefully aston-
ished."

The expression upon Bulstrode's face made the whofe
Remove rear. Ilad an carthguake suddenly happened in
the Remove dormitory, Bulstrode eould not have looked
more amazed, more sick and dizzy. The back of his head
had hit the hard floor in hizs fall, and his brain was buzzing
lilke a hive of bees,

“I—I—lemme got up! Get off my chest!" he stammared.

“Ha, ha, ha!” ]

Y Drag him off, you fools!” yelled Bulstrode furiously.

Trevor and Crouch started forward. Wharton gquickly
stepped 1mm the way. )

“Fair play?” he said. "I should think DBulstrode’s big
mmuEH to deal with a little chap Lika that without assist-
ance”

“ Yea, rather !’ chuckled Levison,
him off, Bulstrode?"'

“Get off, vou weilow imp!’
Remove,

Wun Lung smiled blandly., He had iz weight on Bul
strode’s chest, his koees on DBulstrode’s elbows. Iis weight
wis not great, but it was sufficient to pin down the bully
af the Remove., Dulstrode could net get rid of his diminu-
tive assailant; hoe could not rise; he could only squirm and
wasp, amd his face was erimson with mortification,. The
whele Remove was {aughing at the ridiculous sight.

“Let me got up!” he growled savagely.

“Why don't you fling

roared the bully of the

¢
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* Plomise,” said Wun Lung sweetly—'' plomise to let Wun
Lung alone, and I lettee you lise”

Y le=] won't1!"

“Then vou stay whare you ale, I tinkee.”

" Let me get up!”

" Lats?" sald Wun Lung. His curious Chinese pronuncia-
tion, the changing of the *r's ™ into **I's,”” strangely trans-
lformed that familiar reicinder: but there was no bt as
to what he meant. * Lats, my Riend 1"

“I=1 promise,” muttered Bulstrode, who wourld have
g_i'.'ﬁn snything to get out of that abeurd position. * Ii's ell
right."

“ Alles light."

And Wun Lun

sprang up like an india-rubber ball, and
the bully of the

emove rose to his feet.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Terror of the Nightl

ULSTRODE stood panting—scarlet—his chest heaving.
It seemed for a moment as if he would spring upon 1.§5
Chinese boy and erush him. Wun Lung was sitting
on the odge of his bed again, and the smile that was

Tebild-like and bland ™ was playing over his features.

But the Remove bully restrzined himself. He turned away
with a sullen scowl, and went towards his own bed. And
the intended raggers followed his example. TBulstrode had
given up the wdea, and his followers did not feel inclined to
carry it oat without him., In a few minutes they were unll
in bed again.

Harry Wharton patted the Chinese junior on the shoulder.

“liood for you,' he said. “I never thought it was in

“* Me plactice,” said Wun Lang. “ The battle is not always
to the stlong. Whal you tinkee ¥"'

“Quite right,” laughed Wharton. * I think you can take
mare of yourself, anyway."

And he went back te bed. The candle-ends were blown
out, and the Remove, alter much muttered diseuasion of the
carious development on the part of the Chinese boy, went to
sleep, with one exeeption.

The oxception was HBulstrode. He had given Wun Lung
hig promise to let him alone, and for very shame’s sake he
could not break it the next moment. Dut he was nursing
hiz revenge. [liz bones, almost every bone in his body,
ached from that tremendows bump on the floor. His head
was still singing. He lay awake, and waited for the rest
of the dormitory to sleep.

The buzz died away at last. Eleven rang out from the
glock tower, and then half-past. Greyfriars was silent, Thoe
Remove dormitory was sound in slumber. Only Bulstrode,
with his aching bones, lay swake and vengeful.

The bully of the Remove stepped out of bed. The night
was very dark. There was no glimpse of the moon, and
only the faintest glimmer of starlight 1n at the high windows
in the bare, blue-washed walls.

There was a faint sound i the dormitory. Bulstrode
heard 1t, but he attributed it to some slecper stirring. In
the darkness he could see nothing.

But he knew his way to the Chinese junior's bed. To
seize the jug from the adjacent washstand, to invert it over
the head of the sleeper, waa his amiabhle intention, The
shock and the drenching would sufficiently repay Wun Lung
for that little exhibition of jiu-jitsu.

He groped his way slong the dermitory, his bare foet
malting no sound.

He knew every inch of the great room, and he ecarefully
evolded the beds, and anvthing else with which contact
would have made a sound. -

There was 2 faint sound in the darkness. Tt sounded like
a stealthy footfall, and Bulstrede started for a moment,
listening. He concluded that he must have been mistakon.
It was impossible that there was another Removite out of
bed bezside himself.

He crept on towarda the Chinese Junior's bed.

Suddenly, in the dense gloom of the dormitory, a blacker
shadow loomed up. In the darkness he was not aware of
it for & moment. But he stopped, thrilling in every limb,
his heart 1;!;1|.r:11!;I a sudden convulsive jump, as a sound of
low, quick breathing caught his ears.

For the moment he was petrified with terror.

It was not another boy out of bed. The black shadow
looming up before him in the dense darkness hiad the stature
of a man.

Bulstrode started back, and in his terror he Jost all
eaxution, and his feet came heavily on the floor. There was
a low, gasping sound from the black shadew, a sudden
movement, and a hand reached out. Bulstrode felt the wind
of it by his face as he dodged.

A loud and piercing shrick left Bulstrode's lips—a shrick

PBulstrode.

into which all the terror, all the wringing horror of that
moment, found expreasion.

It ran through the dormitory with a thousand echoes.

There was a momentary mutter in the darkness, and s
strong hand grasped Bulstrode, and he writhed in a power-
ful grasp.

“ Bilence !

That single word, muttered in a strange tongue—English,
but never spoken by Englizh [ips.

But Bulsirode was too cenvulsed by terror to heed.

He shrioked ngﬂin, anid zii.ruggli_ad Ir:—lhtic—ﬂ”}’, :‘mm:u]sn'ﬂl?,
and tore himself from the detaining grasp, and sprang away
blindly in the darkness.

Ie collided with a bed, and fell to the floor, and, fearing
every second that terrible grasp upon him agamn, he lay
and shrieked almost in frenzy.

Therc was & quiet sound of a door =zoftly closing.

“"In Heaven's name, what i3 the matter ¥

It was Wharton's voice.

The captain of the Ilemove was sitting up in bed, striving
to plerce the darkness with his eves, as he listened to Dul-
strode’s wild crice.

““What is it? Who is that shricking "

“ Help, help 1™

Wharton sprang out of bed. He scized 2 match-box and
lighted a candle, and held it up, staring round him in the
gioom. All the Removites were awake now—some sitting
up in bed, some calling out, the more timid ones crouching
under the bedelothes.

“ Bulstrode 1" cried Wharton, as the lizht of the eandle
fell upon the prostrate, guivering form of the bully of the
Hemove.

“ What is the matter "' cried Bob Cherry.

He was out of bed and at Harry Wharton's side in &
moment. Nugent and Hurree Singh were quick to follow,
and n dozen or more of the Remove tumbled out, graspin

illows, water-jugs, boots, anything they could lay hold '::E
ar Weapons.

Harry Wharton steaped over Bulstrode and helped him
up.  Buistrode's eyes were rolling, his face ashy white, his
lipg gquivering and shaking ae if with the palsy. The horrible
fright in his face made Harry shiver. There had never been
any love lost betweon these two. But that was all forgolien
now. Harry threw his arm protectingly round the bully
of the Remove, and Bulstrode, who secmed hardly able to
siand, leaned hesvily on hiz shoulder, pasping~—pgasps that
waore almost sobs.

The dormitory door opened, and Mr. Quealch, the master
of the Hemove, came quickly in with s lamp in hizs hand.
The Remove master had a poker in one hand, the lamp
in tha other. His face was verr stariled.

“Whatever is the matter?’ he exclaimed. * Wharton,
what ig. it 7"

.“I don't know, sir,"” said Wharton, completely mystified
himsolf. “T was woke up by fearful shrieking, and [ lighted
a csndle and found Buwstrede like this. Look at hun, sir.”

The Hemove master came closer and threw the light upon
Bulstrode’s face. The deadly whiteness, the convulsive
twitching of the features, made him start,

“ Bulstrode! Calm yourself! What has happened 1

Bulstrode cast a fearful planee round the dormitory. The
lights, the erowd round him, brought back some of his
courage. He drew himself away {rom Harry Wharton's
arm, but he was still trembling, and he had to grasp a bed-
stoad for support,

" Ta=—is he gona’?"

Mr. Queleh looked amazed, an expression that was reflected
in every other face

“What are you talking about, Bulstrode?” the Remove
mazter demanded. " Iz whe gone "’

" He——it—— My Heaven !’

Y What has happenead ¥

“I—I don’t know ! It was a burglar, I suppose 1" groaned
“"DBut I came on him suddenly in the darkness.
I—1I thought my heart would stop beating."

“ Do you mean to say that there was a burglar in the
dormitory ¥

“You, or—or tomabody. ™

“I can sec that you have had a great fright, Bulsirode,
but I hardly think that there could have been a burglar,”
said Mr. Quelch quietly. "I have just come along the
}msﬁagq. and I have seen nothing of him. He cannot be
were, either. Tell me eéxactly whot ooeurred.”™

“1—I was coming along—just here—when I saw a kind of
shadow, and then he took hold of me,"” muttered DBulstrode,
through his trembling lips. " I ghrieked."

“ What were you doing out of bed at this time of night?
Why should you have been coming along here when your
bad is in the upper end of the dormitory "

Buletrode was silont.
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#{lyme, Bulstrode,” said the Remove master, kindly
enough. “ You have Lad a bad droam, and it frightened
you, To-morrow you will know it was all a dream.™

“Tt was not, sir,” stammered Bulstrode. * 1 was out of
bed, and wide awake.”

“Then why were vou out of bed?" .

“I—1 was going to play o little joke on the Chinee"
stammerad Exﬁstmdﬂ.

Mr. Quelch’s brow darkened, and so did Harry Wharton's.
The latter, at least, had no doubt that the Remove bully
was stating the facts now.

*“You wera going to play a trick upon a sleeping boy at
this hour of the night %u!stwde?” Dsr. Quelch demanded,
it 8 voieo that made Bulstrode quake.

“#It—it was only & joke, sir"

“ And what kind of & joke, pray?” .

' I=I was only going to throw some cold water over him,
gir.

“ And did you realise that such & sudden shock in the
dark night might have an offect upon him equal to the
fright you have yourself had?"’ demanded Mr. Quelch
sternly.

“I—I didn’t think of that, sir.”

“¥ou should have thought of it. You deserve the most
sovere punishment, and if you evor carry out your malignant
intention, . Bulstrode, you will be severely dealt with, 1
shzll make it a point to keep myself informed. Now, about
this person you imagine touched you. Are you quite certain,
now that you are calmer, that thers was anybody at all #"

“Quite oertain, eir,” said Bulstrode, with a shuddor.
“I—I can foel hia grip on me now."

*You did not see him ™ .
d“Enly a faint shadow. It seemed to loom up in the

ark.”

“Tt was probably & boy."

“It was too big for a boy, sir, snd & boy could never
have gripped me like that. It was the grip of a fellow
stronger than myself, and I"'m the strongest in the Remove.”

Mr. Quelch looked round at the scared, excited faces of
the Romovites. The boya were casting uneasy glances into
the shadows that lurked and flickered round the dormitory.

“Tid anyone of you hear or see anything I"" he asked.

There was a general shaking of heads.

“Was anyone awake befors Bulstrode cried out "

Another general negative.

“ Might not tha apparition have been a boy from a higher
Form, coming hera Ior & raid #"* said Mr. %Blﬂh. mindful
of the rows between the Romove and the Upper Fourth,
and turning to Bulstrode again.

Bulstrode shook his head firmly.

“It was a man, sir.”

“ Boys, you may search the dormitors while I remain
here,” said Mr. Quelch. *“ You will not sleep, I am sure,
till & search has been made. Wharten, take two more with
you and go and wake Wingate, and ask *h:rrs to call the
prfn[%cta 1o nqu.rch the touse for a burglar.’

‘Yas, sir.' ; -

Wharton, Cherry, and MNugent went to wake Wingate,
taking a candle each te light their way. The Remove, under
Mr. Quelch's eye, secarched the dormitory irom end io end.
Evary bed was carefully locked under. There were fow
other places whero an intruder could possibly have found
concealment, but every corner was ransacked.

It waa sll in vain. There was no trace of the burglar.
If ke was not a figment of Bulstrode's heated and terrified
imagination, he had made good his escape.

The search over, the Removites felt oasier in their minds.
The three chums returned and announced that Wingate
was up and calling the prefects.

“1 will loave you now,” said Mr. Quelch. *XKeep your
lights burning till I come back. The house will be thoroughly
sparched bofore I go back to bed. If there 13 a burglar we
shall discover him, or, at least, evidence that he has left
the house, MNone of you may stir from the dormitory."

And Mr. Quelch laft the room.

The Removite: were in a buzz of sxated talk now. Ewven
Billy Bunter was awake, and sitting up in bed now, and
asking questions that no one tock the frouble to answor.

Bulstrode was plied with guesticus from all sides, but he
could only 2ay what he had already said to Mr. Quelch. He
had not seen his azsailant, only a looming shadow, which
ha waa cortain was that of & man and not of 2 boy. lle
had been grasped, and had brokon away. In the secnriiy
of the light and the crowd Balstrode bogan to be a litile
asharmed of the wild terror he had displayed. e had nof,
after all, boen hurt. Many of the Removites weore inclinad
to attribute the whele matter to an atfaclt of nightmare,
and Buntor asked Bulstrode what he had hed for his sapper.
The answer to that guestion was a hurthing pillew, which
flattened ithe inguirer down upon hiz bed, and put an end
to further guestioning upon his part.

The eager buzz of talk ccased as the dormitory door
ppened again, and the Remave master onterad the room.

o ——
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Unoknown.

HE Remove master’s face was very grave. The juniors,
T ag they looked at him, could see that there had been
some discovery.
“Have you found him, sir?" broke ocut Dulstrede
eagerly, _
“ No,” said Mr. Quelch, ** he has not beon found. But it
appesrs that the house has been entered by somecne, and
I must therefore regard your story as quite correct.”
There was & buzz of gquick-drawn breath among the
junlors.
Bulstrode looked relieved. He had ailmost begun to
believe himself that he had been misled by a disordered

faney. .

“A window has been found unfastened,” said the
Bemove master quietly. It had been forced from the
cutside, and the scoundrel, whoever he was, has apparently
offected his escape at the same point. Wingate and the
othoer profects are looking in the Close, but it is not likely
that he will be found now. It is pretty cloar that it was
a house-breaker who frightened you hers, Bulstrode, but
thers i3 n¢ oceazion for any further uneasiness. He must
bave come inte the Remove dormitory I:r;.r mistake, as there
ara few valuables here to tempt o thief.’

Mr, Quelch turned to the deor. ;

“Tou may go to sleep again guite securely,” he said.
“If you like, I will leave the light for the remainder of
the night.”

“ Not for me, sir,” said Bulstrode. .

“Oh, no, sir,” said Wharton guickly. * We're not afraid.
Besides, the man is gons now.” )

“Vory well,” said Mr. Queleh. “ Good-night, boys!™

" Good-night, sir!”

The Remove tumbled quickly into bed. ‘The light waas
switched off, and the dormitory plunged onoe more 1nto
darkness. Bulstrode was ehivering botween the sheets. He
gusssad that he would be chipped by the othere on the
morrow if he had the light left on. But he would have
liked it =ll the same. The darkness was full of terror to
him—peopled with threatening ehapes.

“Queer business,” Bob Cherry remarked, as he settlad
his head on his pillow. *'If any of us had run into the
bounder, instend of that duffer Bulstrods, he might have
boen oollared and laid by the heels.”

“The ratherfulness is terrific,”” purred the aleapy voice
of the nabob.

“I don't know,” Wharton remarked. ‘It must have
been a horrible sheck for Bulstrode—though 1 can’t say
I'm very sorry for him. He was going to play & cowardly
trick on Wun Lung.

Thera was a sound in the gloom, and Wharton etarted,
as a shadow fell blacker beaide his bed. But the mnext
moment the soft voice of Wun Lung reassured him.

“ Mo flaidee,” murmured the Celestial.

“Wun Lung! Why aren't you in bed?'

“ Mo flaides.’

“It's all right, kid,” said Harry, in a low, reassuring
voics, ““the burglar won't come back.”

“¥ou tinkee he bulglal?

“*Why, ves. What else could he have been?"

“Why he comee to thia dolmitoly i

“Wanderad in here by mistake, I suppoze, He wouldn't
know his way about the house, would he?'

“No, plaps not. Ma faides.’

““What are you afraid of ¥

Thoe Chinese boy was silont. But Harry wWharton eould
hzar his guick, nervous breathing in the darkness.

“Buck wuwp, kiddy,” murmured Bob Cherry drowsily.
“ Thare's nothing to be faides of. Goteo inte bedas,
sleepee Joliy quickee. Bavvy?'

The Celastial did not move,

Harry Wharton touched him softly on the shoulder.

“Would you like fo comne into my bed, Wua Lung, for
to-night ¥

With a lkeen intuition he had pucssed what was in the
Chipeas boy's mind.

There was a solt, gratefal murmer from Wun Lung.

“ Bin bikee moaches,”

“There's room, then. JIlop in

Harry Wharton made reom for the Chinese junior in his
bed, Wun Lung settled down there with a little purr of
contentment like a kitten, In a few minutes more Harry
was fast asleepn.

But it wos long helors the eyes of the Chinese juntor
ciosed. Long, long the dark eves weres wide open, staring
into the darkness. Had the Chines2 boy a cause for fear, un-
koown toe hiz: comrades—some weight on hiz mind, some
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deep uneasiness in his heart, that he ecould not esplain to
tiie English boys?

. Harry Wharten did not think of it then., ITe thought of
it afrerwards.  DBut the remainder of the night passed
without slarm.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTEL,

Bulstrode Catches It.

HE next morning there was only ene tepie at Greviriara
—the curious happening of the night., The faci that

n window had been foreed proved that the house had

] hﬂf‘-jl entered, but otherwize there was no trace of the
thief. WNothing had been taken, and no traces of him were
diseavered in the grounds. The police at Friardale were

communicated with, and the Inspector came over to the

echool.  But he discovered little that was not already
known.

He exammined the foreed windew. and pronounced that it
had been done by a clumsy hand—not at all that of a
professiona! house-breaker. ~ This circumstance sugpested
that some tramp had made the attempt at robbery. If so,
the man had doubtless passed on his road after the failure,
and there was but slight chance of identifving him. The
inspector promized to do his best, and left. Dhat gvaryons
supposcd that the matier was at an ond.,  Tramps often
Eﬂgﬂed by the road through Friardale, or nam{mﬂl in tho
_rory ruins in the wood. Thoe man would not be likely to
linger after his unsuccessful exploit, The changes were
that he was already twenty milles away from Grevfiriare
That was the general opinion. )

In the midst of the almost endless discussion among the
Removites, Wun Lung was silent. There was o shade upon
the wsually cheerful face of the Chinese bov, but he did
not explain itz cuuse. Wharton, whoe remembered his fear
of the night before, thought that the matter was still
weighing on_his mind, It did not ecour to him then that
the Chinese junicr mu{ht have & seeret cause for uneasiness,
The “ ragging ” of Wun Lung seemed to have heen quite
given up, as far as the Form was concerned. DBulsirodo
re‘mne-:l”sume animosity, but the rest seemed inclined to
let the " hesthen™ alone, éave for some occasional chip-
ping. Wun Lung, indeed, was so soft and gentle, that few

could have disliked him, and his bland smile was very dis-
ATmlng,

Bulstrode hed not forgotten, however He had been
chipped considerably on the subject of his fright. In the
broad day] tght it appeared rather ridiculous, even to him-
self.  He rather unreasonably attrvibuted it all to Wun
Lung, who cerfainly had not wanted him- to get out of bed
tlm!_mght’_, But Dulstrode was smarting, and he wanted to
i.‘aew m'&E with somchaody,

un Lung was placed next to Harry Wharton in t
elass-room. g.I':'l spite of the peculiarity gf his English ihg
gducation had been good for his years. His Chinese pro-
nune:atien was a national peculiarity he was never likely
to lose, but otherwise he was on level terme with most of
the fellows in the Remove. Sometimes, indeed, he did not
ﬁnderstund 1:ni:n:;cmtEm,g:Imh. But the fellows were heginning
< sspect that that was only when i
unﬁemmud it, ! v fitagh chyos By

. was curious to hear the Chines consiruing Latin, Hi
Latin, €0 far as reading and writing went, wai quite u lg
the Remove average, but when he was construing aloud his
Er{rmu!ntmt:lcrn had the coffect of turning Virgil into &
UNaQri+g,

The first time the Remoave h i 1
was a %r:m:ml chuckle. SARd nim.cn the Alnid there
Mr. Quelch, with some doubt in his mind, pointed to

Win Lung, who rose i issi
. ; A€ L construe, with o sweet, submissive
smile. He proececeded in this wize: ’

(1] ' >
Tles notusee ableptasee in saxa latentinee tolqueten—
Baxa vocantee liales, mediisec quae in flustibusee, Alas
claum bomiance malee snino,” r '
And o very asudible smila awept through the Remove.
nﬂMl-. Qileic}'lx ér:fed “".II“”“]’ :!:iai countenance ; bubt it was of
Lez, ner nac to zmile with hia Form, and the emile be-
m‘?’F 2 laugh. ’ ' e
wn Lung assumed an expression of im
T 5 1oeent
Apparently he did not
merriment.

But a portentious frown from the T
the g l'ﬂ‘-'iII:‘.-' of the Remove, and lht? Jgﬁiﬁt}s I;:f;?:-i;[gﬁmmd
Later, when Mr. Quelch was busy with the biackboard, Bul-
stracde leaned over from his desk towards the Chinose junior
He was sitting in the second rvow, just behind Wun Luamne—
%frlmg “{.;?:ll‘.lit;ml Iplucﬂ.ﬂ; ut-ith n.!'u:-ihﬂr fellow io get there.
Iy arton happence i er hi
Dulstrode -F:llt']liil'_'.'[?li_‘_i‘ldlt'i-’."n'\‘ E:::é}l-:.t‘: MAER RS I Ahatli, and
Wharton looked at hmm sharply,
He knew that Bulstrode had been going to play some

wonder,
know what was the cauwse of the

trick upon Wun Lurg, and that ha had stopped him only
In timne.

The Remove budly gave hun o defiant look,

Y Better be caveful "' muttered Wharton.

Bulstrode shrugred his shoulders.

I"L';f"t-l_l.'lt's tha liftle game?” murmuered Tevison, who was
sitting next to the bully of the Remove.

Bulstrode grinned,

** Look 1#

He had a pin in his hand—a long and sharp one.

Levison whisiled innuedibly,

"I say, you'd better draw it mild,” he muttered. ** That
chap would wakea the house if vou stuck that in him.™

I don't eare. Whe's to prove L dad it ¥’

“ Wharton would guess,'’

“He ecouidn’t give me gway. Il

segar jump

*Well, he'll jump if he gets that in his leg, and no ms-
tuke I' chuckied Levison.

Bulstrode waited for an opporiunity. It enmo a litile
later. The master of the Upper Fourth, Mr. Capper, camse
to the Form-room door to speak to Mr. Quelch. While the
Form master’s back was turned Bulstrode leaned enutiously
over the desk. Wharton, as it happened, was busy with
Iiiz hook, and had forgetten the previous incident.

Jab went the pin against the plump leg of Wun Lung.

The Chinese hoy did not yvell or jump., He gave a sglight
%turt, and turned his he.'id:: and looked Bulstrode in the

ace,

Thaere was a bland smile upon his lips.

Bulsirode nearly fell over the dask. Ha gased in blank
amazement at the Chinee., Ile had stuck the sharp pin
with all his force into the Clelestial’a leg, but apparently
the ** heathen ™ was inzensible to pain.

Y Mememy word ! gaszped Bulstrode.

Hao drew the pin awsy. It was red at the peint,

Wung Lung smiled sweetly.

“ Mo hultes muchss,” he remaiked.
softee likee you, Sayvyi™

“ M-m-my hat !

Mr. Quelch looked quickly round as Mr. Capper departed.
He saw the pin in Bulstrode’s hand, and the look of hel
less. amazement on hie face. He slepped quickly towa
the class, a darlk frown on his brow.

* Bulstrode !

The bully of the Remove jumped, as the master rapped
out hiz name.

" Yee-os giri”

“(Five me that pin!”

“That—that pin, sir. What—what pin, sir?

“The one you had in vour hand & moment ago.”

There was no trifling with Mr. Quelch. Bulstrode handed
aver the pin.

: FNI: atIu:r.:I: ’t’hia pin into Wun Lung, Bulstroda

“¥es or no."”

“* Ye-a8, zir,”” stammersad Bulstroda.

“Did it hurt vou, Wun Lung ™

“ Wot muchee, sir, Chinee not softee.’

“ Btand out before the elass, Bulstrode."

The Oriental insensibility to pain had saved Wun Lung
from being muech huit, hut Bulstrode's acltion ealled for
punishinent, all the same. Ile stepped out reluctantly before
the elazs. Mr. Queleh took up his pointer.

make that voung

“Chinea logee nob

“ Hold out vour hand!”

Mr. Quelch rapped out the words.

Bulstrode gave a wriggle. The pointer was far more
dveaded than the eane by the Femovites, DBut there was no
help for it. He held out one hand, and then ihe other, and
had a eut on each that nearly doubled ‘him up. IHis facs
wont almost white with the pain.

“* Mow go back to your seat,” said Mr. Quelch sternly,
“and let that be a lesson to you net to play brutal t.:j;,-lfa
upon an pnoffending boy ™

Bulstrode went back to hiz place without a word. TBut
thare wus fury in his breast, and the looks he gave the
Chinese junior boded ill for that vouth when DBulstrode's
time should eome,

When the class was dismissed, the chums of Study No. 1
hurried off at onee to the football field. Wun Lung was
following them when a savage grasp fell upon his shoulder,

“No, you don't!” said an unpleasant voiee. And Bul
strode’s strong grip dragged the Celestial into the shadow
of the porch, where they could not be seen by the fellows in
the Close.

1'-_5.:1111 Lung looked at the bully of the Remove with a sweet
amile.

“ Liliee talkee? he azked.
stlode.™

Bulstrode amiled primly.

“You won't be happy when I've finished with vou!" he

“Mc happee talkea to Bul-
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“What ever Is the matter?” exclalmed
Mr. Quelch, entering the dormitory with
a poker In one hand and a lamp in the
other., * Wharton, what is it 2"

remarked. “It's no good looking round; Wharton ian't
hers now, you yellow-skinned rat!™

“ No savvy.” .

E"Eﬂu got me into a row with Mr. Queleh, you young
cad !”

“No savvy !’

“ And now I'm going to make you sit up for it!”

" No sitee up. No savvy.'

“TI’ll make you savvy !"” grinned Bulstrode,
and that!"

The blows fell thick and fast on the Chinese junior.
Suddenly Wun Lung seemed to curl like an eel round his
bulky assailant, and Bulstrode felt himself going. Ile mada
a desperate effort to save himself, but quite in vain. The
next moment he was lying om tha cold stone, with an ache
all over him, looking up at the arch of the old porch: and
Wun Lung was strolling quietly down to the [football field.

"Take that—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Wun Lung Plays Football.

T was a keen, clear Uctober day. After morning lessons,
most of the Hemove had gone dewn to the football
round for practice, There was time for a good half-

wur befors the juniors’ midday dinner.  And Harry
Wharton, the foolball captain of the Remove, had the
restonsibility of keeping the Form team up to the mark,
and he did not spare-ihem. A Form mateh with the Upper
Fourth was shortly coming off, and after that there were
two important fixtures close at hand—with Redelyfle and
with 8t Jim's. The Grevirars juniors took foothall quite
az =erionsly as their eolders, And 1t was Harry Wharton's
ambition to make the Remove team superior to that of the
Upper Fourth—a difficult task in the nature of things, the
higher Form, of course, conzisting mainly of ¢lder and

— = ——

bigger fellows. DBut Wharton hoped to *pull it off,” and
the Form match would bring the matter to a decisive test.

Wharton & Co, had hastily formed up a scratch match
with six aside, to get to practice, and they were in the thick
of it when Wun Lung arrived on the ground. The Chinesa
junior took a great interest in football. He had never seen
the gama till he eame to England—and he had not been
leng in England. The rules of the pame were o totally
unknown quantity to him. He knew that the boys wero
struggling  for the possession of a  ball.  That they
fought under certain conditions he did not know. Thera
are good old ladies in this country who have exactly the
sama view of feotball.

Nugent had come off the field, having had an accidental

kick on the ankle which made him limp({miln fully, Ie waa
atanding by the ropes with a coat round him, occusionally
rubbing hiz ankle, when Wun Lung came up. Nugent

wsually made it a point to be very kind to the young
Oriental, but just now he was watching the gpame keenlg,
and he did not see Wun Lung, and was not aware of his
presence 11l he heard his soft, silky voice,

* Playee fooiball, my liend?”

BMugent looked round with & grin.

“Wes,” he zoad, Y thot's {oolball™

“ Why you not playee?”

“Knock on the ankle.”

“ Mo savey. You hurlee®™

A little {uil-. ITuve to be carcful, you know, with the
Form match coming off ”

How nuLny rhhl..'ﬂ_"u":”

“There should be eleven aside,” explained Nupgent.
“Thizs 13 Association, you know.”  The Chinese junior
nodded, though the explanation was 8o much Greek to him.
* But this 13 only a scratch match, for practice, and we'veo
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knocked up aix aside. I'm out of it, and there are only five
svith Wharton sgainst six with Bob."

“ Me savvy.™

Wun Lung looked on enrnestly. Bob Cherry, Hurres
Singh, Russell, 8kinnar, Hazeldene, and Lavison were play-
ing on one side, Harry Wharton, Trevor, Desmond, Raw-
lings, and Morgan on the other. Wharton was holdmg his
ground. But the six wers pressing tho five hard, and Harel.
dene, who was keeping goal for Cherry, had come out
from betwsen tha posts.

“ You watch,” said Nugent; “ Harry will got the ball”

“ He is ﬂymg to got the balleat™

“Of course.'

‘“ Whates hs do with it?"’

Kugent laughed.

i *“ He's got to shove it throngh the goal—thoss posts, you
now.

“Why not thlough those postee behind him?*
~ “Ha, ha! That's his own goal. If it goes through there
H cﬂu:llt?. a goal against him, you see, whosver puts it

irough,

“ Ma savvy. Why he not pickee up hall?”

"That's Rughy.’

The reply left Wun Lung as wisa a3 it found him. He
watched the game earnastly, and his expreasion grow anxious
a3 he saw Wharton being driven back goalward. Tho six
wers playing up well, and the struggle was now all on
Wharton's side of the half-way line.

“ Buppose me playee?” suggested Wun Lung.

Nugent gave a roar,

“IIa, ha, ha! You'd make a rippiog footballer! What
you want 13 a thorough knowledge of the gamse, and I can
aoe if-u. I'iare- that 1" 1 4 the Ch Ho!

" Me playee in your place,” said ‘the Chines. * Helpes
Whalton. Edn- playee.’! é

* You can’t! Wharton's all right.”

“ Mot allee lightes. Me halpeo.”

I\'“ He;-e, hold on, you young azs; come back["™ bawled
ugent.

Wun Lung had hopped over the rope, and was making for
the soenp of metion,  Nugent’s shout was in vain. Thae
Chinese junior meant to help: Wharton. With his fearful
and wonderful ideas of the great game, his aid was likely
to causo some troubls on the Eﬁll‘]. And it did!

*Come back!” bellowed Mugont. “Oh, my hat! Oh
dear! You young villain! Come back1!”

But Wun Lung Eaid ng heed. MHe ran very awiftly, his
pigtail streaming behind him., The ball had besn kicked
into touch on the side towards Wun Lung, and Wun Lun
was ““on the ball” in a twinkling, He stooped and seize
the leather, and there was a yell from the footballera.

“TLet that ball alona M

;;Ka'n off the prass!™

ut Wun Lung did not heed. Clasping the muddy ball to
his brenat, he made a break for gﬂﬂl.i e 4

The playera stopped still and stared at him in blank
smazemant. To see a Chinese playing Rughy on an Associa-
tion ground was rather a novalty. %Ifun ung had a
turn of speed. He went down the field like 2 Ruggar thraa-
guarter recing for goal. Haxeldene had advanced so far

rom his posts that he had no chance of stopping the Chinea,
but he would not have been able to, anyway. He held his
sides and roared, and the other footballora, passing from
ampzement to merriment, roared also.  Bob E’herr}r threw
hiinself on the ground and kicked up his heels in ecostasy.
Harry Whoarton roared, and the others roarcd, and every-
body in sight of the football ground roared.

But Wun Lung paid no heed. ITa was on the ball! He
raced on, right up to the goal, and slipped botween tha
posta, and came down on hia face with the ball undar him,.

Then he sat up and loolked trivmphantly round, having
not the shightest donbt that he had ssored a goal for his
fricnd Wharton. He seemed awprised to ses the whole
ficld volling hysiarically.

“ (Goal !’ shricked Mugent. “ Oh, my only sunt! Goal!™

“ (zoaleo,” chirped Wun Lung: * goalee!”

The players came up. Wharton held on to a goal-post,
E::sgilmg. Wun Lung rose to his feet, the ball still in his

anda.

“Me takee goales,” he zaid blandly.

“Haza, ha, ha!” shrieked Wharton, with the toars rolling
down his cheolks,

“Why ladfee?

“Haua, ha, ha!™

“Oh dear!” murmuored Bob Cherry, wiping his eves.
“Hand over that ball, and go and bury yourself some-
whoral”

“Me takes goales for Whalton"

“Ia, ha, ha! Are you going to count that goal
Voharton?"”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Y Mo savyy,” said Wuan Lung.

Mo takee goales!™

“Why laffee?’

“ My dear kid, it would tale too long to explain. Buf
you don't play Rugby in Association games, and outsiders
aren’t allowed to join & football team at their own swest
will, and you don’t play a ball in touch, and you had 'i:a-eue;l;
go and eat eoke, anyway. Hand over that ball and bunk!

Wun Lung locked inguiringly at Harry Wharton.

“ Mo playes,” he said. “ Me likee football. Me takeo
mora goalag.”

Harry Wharton wiped his ayves, i \

“¥ou'll have to learn the game first, kid,” he said
“ Lucky for you this ia only a practice match. If you in-
tp.rruﬂl;ed a sat mateh like that, you would get jumped on
with both feet!™

“YWhy jumpesl” ;

“Oh, run & c:m?,: now, and I'll tell you later! Buzg off !’

“Yon not wishos mo playes?™

“Ha, ha! Not till you've learned the difference between
fﬁ-l}tbnli and dominces!"

“ No savvy.” ;

But Wun Lung gave up the ball, and trotted obediently
off the field. He did not know why his goal was not accept-
able to the person it had been taken for, but Wharton's
word was law to him. The play was resumed, but the
match was spoiled. FEvery now and them ono of the players
would burat into a shriek of laughter, which would bo taken
up by the rest. The sight of Wun Lung %:lr&vely watching
the game overcame the juniors whenevaer they caught sight
¢f him. They went off the field at lzat, still chuckling.

“Whe winee?’ asked Wun Lung, as he joined Harry
Whearten. ‘The captain of the Remove had the ball under
his arm, and he looked very red and muddy and healthy,

,; Iﬁuhuda'," said Whartorn, laughing: * no goals on either
Hi1cka,

*“ But me takes one goalea for you!" _

“I'm afraid that wouoldn't be allowed to count,” said
Wharton, laughing.

The Chinese junior looked puzzled.

“ No savyy.”

T'I tell you what, Wun Lung,” said Wharton: “if wou
like to take up the game, I'll take you in hand and give
,I)J'ﬂl-l some inatruction, and see whether I can make a foot-

allor of you. Vou were very funny just now, but I noticed
you could get over the ground!”

The Chineses junior’s oves sparkled o

“ Mo likea!l’ he said bresthlessly.
Me learnos quickee!”

““Then it's settled.”

“Wun Lung velly glateful’

“0Oh, rats! That's all right.”

And siter dinner the Chinsse chum had his first lesson in
the graud old gama,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Visit to Yen Hat

‘T 'LL walk down to the village with . Harry," Bob
horry remarked. Wharton shook his head.
“No, Bob. You get to practice. I'll run down
alone—aor, rather, I'll thke Wun Lung with me. Ha
ought to be shown round & bit.™
“* Right yvou arel”
Thoe chums of the Remove, and most of the eleven, wero
soon ab work on the junior ground, while Harry Wharton
looked round for Wun Lung. He found the Chinese boy

agorly.
“Mva likoe playeal

sitfing under an eolm, reading & curiouslecking written
volume in Chiness charactors. He looked up with s smile
65 Wharton stopped, and rose to his fect.

" Like a walk to the village?’' asked Wharton. “I am

ﬁ:{_ﬁg there, You haven't been through Friardalo yet, I
-

““Velly tlue. Me likee come.”

“Comw along, thon."

Wun Lunz fotehed his cap, and they walked down to the
gates. Bome curious glances followed themi. Hurree Singh,
ihe other Oriontal at Greyirviars, dressed in ordinary
Buropean garb, but his dusky complexion often drew per-
sonal remarks from thoughtless boys outaide Greyiriars,
What effect the garb of a Chinaman, to say nothing of the
pigiail was hikely to have upon the vouth of Friardule, was
s guestion that occurred to a good many minds. Wharton
did wot sesm to care much.

They strollead down il lane. Wuan Lung had to trot a
little to keop poce with Whurton's strides. Harry noticed
it presently, and slackened his pace. They entered the wil-
lage, and paszsed down the old-fashioned High Stréest. Ia
the little old shops the chial article displayed was fireworks,
for it was nearly the end of October, and in a couple of
waeks esme November Bth, It was rather unfortunate for
Wan Lung. For hali a dezen Jittle urching immediately
spotiad him, g sel up a yell.

'lera’s anolher guy I

Wharton goitied his testh angrily. But the Chineso hoy
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smiled blandly, and scemed quite impervious to the remarks
of the village youths

““When did yer get orf the tea-caddyi"’ demended one
youth,

“Here be another guy!™

“*Rah, rah! "Nother guy!"

The Removites marched straight on. Their way lay past
the Red Cow, an old-fashioned hostelry lving back from the
road, with & long garden behind it stretching gway to the

ficlds. On the balcony, covered with crecperd¥Fthat were

turning brown in the autumn, e little old man sat, and as

Wun Lung's %‘Iance foll upon him, he gave a start. Harry
[

glanced round, and recognized Yen Hai, the mandarin.

The old Chinaman saw them, and his eyes scintillated.
Ha gave no other zign of having observed them, however,
and went on smoking his pipe stolidly. Wun Lung made a
timid sign of recognition, which passed unacknowledged.
There was o cloud on the face of the Chinese rnlor as they
walked on now. Ife coloured a littla as his eye met
Wharton's.

MMy unele bad fliends now,” he explained. ‘"He not
likee me comee to this countly. He old Chinaman—not
likes foleign devil.™

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Then why 15 he here?”

“He comee tly makee me go backee.”

“0Oh, I seel”

“ My iathel dead,” said Won Lung simply. “ He zpeakeo
Eaglish—hikee Fnglish =likes me loalnee Fnglish and be
Eaglish,  Fla leavee me in chalge of Majol Neweome to
bling to England, Mse unele not likee. IF I in China, he
have contlol of me, Me gavvy., Me not go backes, net till
e gplown up.”

1 see.”

Wharton understood clearly enough the difforence between
the Clanaman of the generabion thot was going vut, and the
Chinaman of the generstion thot was coming m. He had
resd of the ¥ourng Ching party, who wished to wake up
thair country on Japanese bines. e could anderstand the
Fi_l"-'*:jtl-i.]"li:ﬂﬂ of the old mandsring his horror of s sephew
living and seccivipg his edacation in the midst of the
“foreizn devils,” The old fellow must have had his good
ponis. 1t was no licht thing to undertake a journey half
round fho rlobe for the szke of 1he hu;.' whem he 5.1,1]'-]1n.re|;1
ta be learning to forsuke and despise the ways of lus fathers.

They entered Crump’s shop, und Harry fouand that the
nm-.'ticc-thnll which he had ordered was ready, and paid
for 1. A dozen or more urchins followed Wun Loang when
he camoe out, and they walked towards Groviriase ngain,
Wharton's brows kmitbed angrilv. He was grestly inelined
to charge juto the crowd and kneck them flving right ane
left. Wun Lung probably read his thoogphts in his faees, for
he laid his hand gently on Harry s sleeve.

Y Not gettes angly,” he said. “ Wun Lung no cale”

*'The yvoung rascalz..—!?

“ Allae Lghtes,™

Ag they pa=sed the Red Cow again, Wun Luong hesitpted,
and glanced st Wharton, ‘The ficure of the old Chinaman
had disappeared from the balcony,

“You'd like to go in and epeak to your uncle,” said
Whartan, guessing Wan Lung's thousht.

Wil you comcee?”

* Would you like me fo come with you?”?

“ Me feal mole sziel”

“More safe? You don’t tlink tho old gentleman would
hart you, de you, Wun Lung®’

“ Mo no savvy., Me lilkee vou come,™

“ 11 come, with plensure?

The host of the Red Cow, a white-whiskered, red-faced old
fellow, grinned genially at Wun Lung when theyv entered.

* You want to soe vour dad? he asked.

“"Me wantce seo unele.”

“ Oh, uncle, 15 it? ¥ou'll Fave to go round by the garden,
then., He's & queer obd genlleman, he 150 He's l-::an:i-e-d ap
his door in the house, and always goes inte his room from
the garden. That's the way you’ll have to go.”

The juniors went down the path beside the inn into the
lomg, wide garden, sheltered by oid trees. At the bottom
of the gerden n path through an orchard led down to the
banks of the Sark. At thoe back of the house a fight of
worden steps led to a small versndah, upon which a door
opened. In the doorwar the old Chinaman was sitting.
He was smioking 2 long pipe, as when the bovs had zeen hiun
lest, and did net ebserve them., Wuan Lung ascended tho
stops. The old Chinoman enught sizht of him then, and
laid down the pipe. e tuined towards the Chinese jJun{f:-r
with hiz old wizened, villow face strangely Lighting up.

Harry Wharton did net understand o word of the
sentencos he zan to uttor volubly, bul he puessed the
thought that was in the old mandarin’s mind. He faneied
:,ha{._ Nun Lu: g bad changed his mind, and had come back
o him,

The Chinese boy looked sad and troublad.
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He waited for the old man to cease, and then shook his
head, and spoke in a luw voice.

The expression of the old parchment face changed.

The mandarin made & furious gesture, and sut down
again and took up his pipe.  Wun Lung went on, in a plead-
ing voioe, but a sesond savage ture, more decided than
the firet stopped him. He slowly pscendad tha wooden steps,
and rejoined Wharton, who was waiting for him below.

“ Comee long,' he said briefly, _

His face wus shadowed as he walked homeward beside
Wharton. They were nearly at the gates of Greyfriars
before Wun Lung spoke, i

“* Me t.ly muliea ﬁ;uﬂ,” he =gidd. “No g’nuﬂm. Yen Hai
nevel folgive me: he tinkee me go back to China, or he
culze me; he no savvy.”

“ His curses won't hurt you, Wun Lung,” said Harry.
“Try not to think about . He may cwne to & more
sensible frame of mand in time.™

Wun Lung nodded, but the shadow did not leave his face.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

The Fai Junior's New Scheme,
"o BAY, you fellows—""
Thus Billy Bunter, pgreeting Wharton and Wun
Lung, as they came in. There was a dizcontented
look upon Hiflg,r Runter's [at faco.
“Tea ready?” asked Horry, lnughing.
- " NWo,” suid Bunter, blinking through his glasses, **toa
izn't ready. Blessed il I hknow how you expect me to get
tea ready when there Ism't anything for tea. 1 was think-
ing '

“Thinking how to get it ready *'"

“Yes, in a way. Wun Lung
Romove ——"

“What about that?"?

“Don't you think his coming here ourht to be celebrated
by 2 bit of a feed?™

“ Caertainly, No objection to your standing a feed.”

“Oh, don't b funny ! Wun Lung will have to stand i,
of course.”

" Oh, shut up, vou preedy young cormarant! T believa
vou'd cadge with your isst breath ! oxclaimed Wharton, m
digzrusk,

“(Oh, really Wherton! I was thivking that Wun Lu
could stand & feed I our study if he liked, and come o1
himself., He couldn’ have one in his own study without &
lob of greedy chaps wanting to wire in, too. Blessed if 1
huow what vou're gigarling ac But if you don’t like the dea,
I was thinking you might advance me something off my—*

“{h, draw it mmild with the postal order 1™

1 wasn’t going to speak of the postal order. I am going
to have a pound a week shortly, and I could pay up every-
thing out of that.”

Farry Wharton stared at the fal junior.

“ Where are you going to get a pound & week from? O
your rocker?

“Certainly not. It's only for thirteen weeka, hut ik will
mount up. I shall get quite clear of all my old outstanding
accounts, and sfart fresh with some capital in hawd, Then k
shall rhe able to fully sguare up the ten bhob you lend me
now,’

“ But whera are you going to pet & pound a week far
thirteen weels from?"?" demandad Harry, in amazement,

“1t’s the prire, you know, in *The Cem’ Football Com-
petition.”’

“You utter asa!”

“1 don't sec why you want to call me names. It's s
genuine and really intelligent sort of competition and the
editor says plainly that the prize will be given for the
correed names of the fontbulliers. As I am practically cer-
tain of being right in every instance, I don’t see how I can
possibly fail to rope in the pound o week., You see. when a
fellow of my brain starts on a thing, something is bound to
happon, ™

I ihe answers you send in are like those you've shown
J:m,LIjll.}!;.', Pin afraid somebody else will get the pouand a
weolk,

“Well, vou're not nwuch of 2 judge you know. About
that ten bob—"

“What jen boh??

“The den shillings ven were going to lend me.”
¥ But I'm not going to lend vou ten shillings. I haven'd
it, a5 a matter of fact "

I don’t mind maling it ive. You can have it back ouk
of my next postal order, or cut of the prize in *The Gem?
Competition, whichever you like

“ Rats!™ eaid Wharton cheerfuliy.  And he gave the Owl
a. gentle push, which sent him rolling to the ground. Harrey
walked on, and went to look for NMugent.

in the

i3 a now kid
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" Hallo, Skinner!” said Billy, groping about for his
spoctacles. “Help me find my glasses ™

*It's not Bkinner,” chuckle ob Cherry, grinning ab the
perspiring and dishevelled Owl of the Bemove.,  ** What
have you been up to? Dusting up the floor with youwrself?"'
T think you might give a fellow a hand up, Bob Cherry,
instead of standing there grinning like a Cheshire cheoze—
I mean a Cheshire cat, l.%w! Don't jork me so suddenly,
you beast:; you shake up all my nerves.”

“ What do you mear by amusing yoursolf rolling about a
dusty floor?” said Bob severely. * Think of your clothes.”

“You ass! 1 wasn't amusing myself, ="

“And [ want vou to come and do some eocking.''

Dunter's face lighted up at once.
- M Uertainly, Cherry I'll be very pleased. Who's stand-
ing the feod?”

* Nugent's had a remittance. Will you come, Wun Lung?"”

“ Me likee muches,” .

I don't see the use of having the heathen thare,” objeeted
Billy Bunter.

** No uwse in having you there, for that matter,” said Bob
cheorfully,

* Oh, really, Cherry——'"" .

“Are you going to cut off and do the cooking, or not?”’

“(h, cortatnly I

And Billy Bunfer cut off.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
llssing at Midnight.
OOM! A single stroke from the clock tower.

Harry Wharton awoke, lle hardly knew what made
him wake. He lay in the darkness, wondering. It
might have been the boom of the eclock, seunding

through the dim night, or was it some sound in the dormu-

tory¥

'l?he room was vory darl. As he lay there, wide awale,
every sonse on the alert it was only natural that the scare
of the preceding night showld fash into his mind—that ho
should remember the unknown, the unsean and undiscovered
visitant who had onterad the Remove dormitory in the small
hours of the night

He lay and listened. The single boom was [ollowed by 4
deathly silence. It was one o'clock in ths morning. Grey-
friars slepe!

Wharton gave a sudden start, and sat up in bed.

A alight syund had caught his éar—a sound from below,
What it was he did pot know: It was simply a shight sound
that made itself audible in the stilness of the night. Tho
night waa calm; on windy nights Greyiriars was full of
sounds. But now-it was still. And that dim, faint sound
from the distance jarred on Harry's tense norves with the
shock of a suddon blow.

At the same time, he bocame aware of a strange and
pungent odour in the dormitory. It scomed to proceed from
the bed next 40 him—the bod wherea Won Lung slept. It
was a faint, lingering perfume, and it seemed to Harry
Wharton that his sénscs grew heavier as he sniffed it. It
needed no more to tell him that it was a drug. If it was
not chloreform, it was something like it .

The boy, with every nerve quivering, sprang sut of bed,
He knew where to find o matchbox. He struck a match,
and held it high in the air, his heart beating hard, hall
expecting 1o see In tha darkoess of the dormitory the mys
terious form that bad stricken Bulstrode with terror the
mght beforo.

He saw nothing. The match burnt down te his fingers.
Nothing! But oven as it expired a ecry left Harry's lips.
His ng'iI'lﬂE had fallen on the Chinese boy's bed. It was
ermpky |

He struck ancther mateh with a guivering hand. Tt was
no mistake, Wun Lung's bed was ompty. The Chineze boy
Was gono!

“Frank! Bob! Inky! Wake up!” ]

Harry Wharton's voiee rang through the BEemove dormi-
tory. A dozen fellows started out of their slesp. Wharton
found a candle and lightod i1,

“Hallo, hallo, halle! Whaat's the matter?™ demanded
Bob Cherry's sleepy voice.

“ There's something wrong,”

“Eh? What is it?"

“Wun Lung's gone™

“What "'

Bob Cherry sprang out of bed. Nugent and Hurree
Bingh, Desmond and_ITazeldens, were up a moment later,
They gazed at Wun Lung's bed in amazement.

“I heard something,” said Harry Wharton hurriedly.
“I den't know what., YWun Lung 13 gone. Bomeone has
been here.”

“ But—but he may have gone of kis own acoord.”

“Whyt I heard a noise downstairs, and sniff his pillow,
Do you smell that? [ is chloraiorm. "

Y Good heavens!™

Wharton was dressing hastily. He atayed only to put on
trousers and boots, the latter unlaced. e hastily buttoned
a brace, and caught up the candle. ‘

“{fame eon, kids! Something's awfully wrong. I don't
know what it 15, but—"" ) :

He opened the dormitory door. The candle flickered in
the windy paasage. Bob Cherry was lighting a bicycle
lantarn. Thers was a faint sound from hbolow.

Careless of the fact that he was unarmed, Wharton ran
down the stairs. The candle was blown out, but he did
not stop. He knew whence tho sound came. It was from
the window in the hall. the same window whero the intruder
of the provious night had entered—the window that had
heen found forced in the morning.

Wharton reached the window. A glimmer of starlight
met his eye, a cold breath of the night air fanned his face.
He knew that the window was open before he reached 1t
It was open. It had been forced again, and it swung open
on its hinges. Someons had been in the house, but now was
gone. Was Wun Lung gone with him?

Harry Wharton ¢lamberad upon the window, Bob Cherry
came hurrying up with the lantern. Nugent had a stick
in his hand, Hurree Singh a cricket-stump.

“ Has he gone out?' gasped Bob Cherry.

“ Yes, ang Wun Lung with him. Come on, we may catch
them in the Close.”

*“We're after youl” o

The chums of the Remove were in the open air in a fow
seconds, They left an excited house behind them. The
alarm had spread from the Remove dormitory. The other
fellows were awake, doors were oponing, voices shoulin
inquiries. Wharton and his comrades did not hear or heed.
They ran through the Close towards the gates. Tha moon
was showing over the cleck tower, and there was a dim
light in the Close. But there was no sign of Wun Lung
or his kidnapper.

The juniors halted at the gates. i
“They're gone!' sald Wharton, between his teeth,
“Hark!" cried Nugent.

There was a sound of wheels on the road. The sound
passed the gate, and died away in the direction of the
village. Wharton set his testh. . :

“Wun Lung is in that trap,” he said quiatly.

* But—but who—what—"'

“T think I can guess” Wharton's brows were darkily
knitted, '‘ You remember what happencd last night—ths
man who broke in—"

“The burglar!"

““He was no burglar.
ml'.?'—'—‘“ .

“(Great Scobt! You think he came for Wun Lung?’

“ Yo, Bulstrode unintentionally saved the Chinee. What
hes happened to-mght was intended. for last night.

“ My Ea-t, I think yeu're right!”

“ The rightiulness 13 terrific.™ ] ] .

“You see,” went on -Wharton hurriedly, **# was no thisf.
The man of last night was the man of 4o-night. Thinking
it was a burglar, we never dreamed he would come again.
If we had guessed it was a kidnappsr we should have 4
on our guard.”

“ But whe—~who—— . T

* 7 think T know. I think little Wun Lung had a suspicion
himself last night, in the light of what has happened. Ha
was 30 seared, I let him stay in my bed. I couldn't under-
stand it then" i

“Why couldn't he speak outf? .

* Hp was not sure, and I think he shrank from givinig
his uncle away."

“ His unole?” i ;

“ No other,” said Wharton decisively. * Tt was Yen Hai
who came here to-night. You remember what Wun Lung
told ua—tha old man came here to persuade him to cut
Greyiriars, and go back to China? o wouldn't, and, you
remember the fury Yen Ifail was in?”

* Yes, rathor ! 2 X

“Tt looks to ma as if he had taken the law into his own
hands, and I believe now that Wun Lung feared it all along,
and would not speak.” ] i

“ But how could he find his way here, into our dorm

“ My dear chap, it's easy snough to get a plan of Grey-
friars. &ou can get one in tho County Guide. Yen Hai is
up to an easy dodge like that."

“ Tt looks as if vou've hit it, Harry., Shall we go and
tell Mr. Quelch? The place 13 all awake now; Quelch will
be up.'

“No. There's not a moment to lose,
what that crazy old Chinaman may do.

“Where are you going £

# To the Ttad Cow, in the village."

di Gmd !Jl

He came to the Remove dormis

by

We don’'t know
Canpe I
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They wasted no more time in words. Wharton's chums
belioved that he was right in his surmise; but, right or
wrong, it was the only clue they had, and they were ready
to follow it up.

The night wae fine, though cold. Healf-dressed asz they
ware, thoe four Eemovites clambered over the wall, and

e into a awift run along the lane to Friardalo. The
lantern was left behind. The moon was coming up higher
.!m'&r the grey old buildings, and her light glimmered in the
ano.

The chums of the Romove ran hard, without & halt. Tha

:f!mdj practice of the football field stood them in good stead
.

Through the glimmering night, through the dark shadows
of the trees across the, lane, they ran, with light, pattering
footsteps, in the dead silence.

Harry Wharton's eyves gleamed as ha caught a faint sound
aheud—the distant sound of wheels on a rutty road,

.. 108 pursuers were not far behind the pursued. The sound
died away, and at length, panting for breath, the Removites
arrived st the gats which gave admittance to the path
beside the old inn. The windows of the Red Cow werc
atte dark. Al within the building were sleeping, but in
the yard Harry Wharton discerned o trzp, with the horse
#till between the shafts, tethered to & post. Thore was a
Buﬁnd in tho stillness behind the inn.
Look out now,” muttered Harry. “ Don't hurt him if
Fou can help it—he’s an old man.”

= Right-ho! Lead on, old sen!” murmured Bob Cherry.

« The eagerfulness for the estcomed combat is torrific [
o :}umt now; don't give the alarm. We're not ocertain
. Thoy were protty certain, however. They crept in silence
down the path I:raafﬁ]& the inn, and turned in{a thE old shaded
garden. Lights gleamed from the window of the reom
where Harry and Wun Lung had visited the old Chinaman
in the aftornoon. Harry had told his chums of that visit,
and they underatood —if Wun Lung was in the powoer of his
uncle, he was thera. Wharton placed his finger on his lips,
and softly ascended the wooden steps. In spite of his care,
tha old, dry wood creaked a little. The othors followed
bim as guistly as they could.

The door leading from the little verandah into the room
was partly open, and a bar of light fell upon the gloom
without, It was clear that the old Chinaman had but just

one 1n, But it was to the window that IHarry Wharton

astily moved. There ho could look into the room, and as
he looked in his testh came togethor with a sharp click.

Yen Hai was standing IB' the tablo, Lrenthing heavily,
gpent by a great exertion. On the tablo lay 2 form wrapped
in & blanket, evidently just as it had been lifted from a bed.
10s gfl:{:a. pale and sef, was visible. Ib was the face of Wun

Even as Harry Wharton looked in up 1
sl wnl:g: upen him, Wun Lung

e

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Exit the Mandarin.

UN LUNG sat up on the table. The blanket fell aside,
and showed the diminutive Chinee in his blue sillcen
pyjamas. His almond eves opened wide, and starsd
about him,  They fell upon the wizened, gnome-like

face of the old Chinaman, and he trembled,

“Yen Hail"

The old man nodded grimly.

Wun Lung slipped from the table. His head was
swimming, and he hold on to the table for support. Yen
Hai, with a guick, tigerish movement, placod himsclf be-
tween the boy and tho door on the vorandah. The other
door of ihe roomn was locked, and the key was removed.

Wun Lung began to speak. e spoke in Chiness, and the
chums of the Romove heard the mErmur of hia voice wigh-
out understanding a word. The old man pointed to a pad
tying on tho table, from whick a pungent scent still came,
It was a mute explanation. Then he intorrupted tho bov,
speaking harshly in Chiness. Wun Lung shoolt hiz head,
An cxpression of iromic primness came over the wizened
foce. The lean hand of the old Chinaman pointed to tho
chloroform rag again.

Harry Wharton could guess what it all meant. If the
Chinese junior did not go gquictly with his uncle, he waa to
hﬂ_druggﬁd again, and carried off insonsible. The lean finger
potnted to a large packing-case in a eorner of the room,
and Wun Lung evidently understood.
look towards the dvor.

Wharton looked round for his chums.
'I:G‘!}mﬂ him.
Are you ready ' he muttered.
" Yes, rather!”

IHe cast a hunted

They wero closa
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" Collar him, but don’t hit him if it can be halped.”

Hearry Wharton stepped to the door and dpuahed it open.

Yen Hai pave a violent start, and stared in blank amaze-
mont ak the chums of the Hemove aa they sprang mio the
room. Wun Lung pave a cry of joy.

“ Look out!"™ yelied Bob Cherry,

The lean hand of the old Chinaman was fumbling under
hia loose coat. Bob Cherry guessed what that aotion meant,
and he hurled hirmself upon the mandarin, Wharton gripped
him at the same moment. The lean hand came out, with
somathing in it that flashed in the lamplight, but in a second
Hurree Singh had wrenched it away, and flung it through
the open door.. Thero was a clink of steel on the wood
without,

The old man struggled, his face convulsed with fury. Hia
strength was wonderful for & man of his ape, but a coupls
of the sturdy Removites were enough to hold him. He was
pintoned, and Nugont, toaring the table-cover into two strips,
tied his skinny wrista bohind his back with 1t. Then the old
man's resistance coased.

Wun Lung was almost erving with joy and relicf. He
flung his arms round Wharton's nock and hugged him, but
when his glance turned on his uncle his look grew troubled.

I fancy the police-station 15 about the proper place for
this amiable old gentleman,” MNugent remarked.

““Iia i3 my uncle,”” said Wun Lung, in a low voice,

“Waell, old chap, he can’t be allowed loose after this.”

“¥ou won't be safe, Wun Lung,’” said Harry Wharton
gravely. “It's not safe for you to let ¥en Hai go after
what he has done.™

“I will speal 40 him," said Wun Lung. " Ha shall ple-
mize me to leavee the countlee, and if ho makee a plomise he
will keapee it.”

Wharton looked at the sullon face of the old Chinaman,
and hosttatod. Wun Lung laid a plnnding hand on his arm,

“ Lottes him goee,” ho murmured. “ Wun Lung velly
glateful ™

Harry Wharton noddad.

“ Have your way, old chap.

Won Lung bogan to sponk to the mandarin in Chinese.
And now tha boy's voico took on a storn tone, and it was
tho mandarin's turn to tromble. English laws and English
prizona wore an unknown terror to the old Chinaman., It
15 quite probable that he pictured to himself ihe tortures
he was accustomed to in his own delightiul cotintry. FHo waa
pale and shaking, and he nodded his head eagerly as the
junior proceeded. When ho spoke, it was in a i"ﬂ-w and
broken voico. Wun Lung turned to his chums.

“Hea has plomised fo leave England by the next boates
to Canton, and to keepee away fom Glevilials till then," ha
said.  “ He will keonee his wold.™

“Good ! Then let him ba”

Wun Lung unfastened the old mandarin's bonds. He spoke
fo ham in farewell, but the old man did not answer. They
left him, and Wharton's last glanco back foll wpon him,
still in the same position—silent, sullen, crushed.

M - " £

Thoe juniors borrowed the trap standing in the inn yard
for the roturn to Greyfriars. Glad encugh was Dr. Locke
to see thom again—glad were their friends, too. The Ilead's
brow was stern when he saw them, but as Wharton ¢x-
plained it ¢loared, and when the junior had finished, Dr,
Locke shook him warmly by the hand,

“I am sorry we had to belt off without permiassion, air,”
IHarry concluded, * but T thought there was no timo to lose ™
“And vou worl doubtless guite right, Wharton,” said the
Head., ™ You are fully excused. I am glad, too, that any-
thing like a scandal has been aveided. Lt i3 much botter for
thut foolish old man to guiotly loavoe the country than for
tho papers {o be filled with the case, as would happen if he
were sent to prison. If you ean bo assured that he will go,
Wun Long——""

“Ho neval bleakee wold” said the Calostial.

“Good! If he keeps hiz word, all will be well. T will
give a hint to the inspector in Friardale to keep an eye
on him {ill he goes, to make all sure. Now, my Iimiﬂ, you
may go back to bad. I can only say that I thank you from
my heart for what you have done."

And the Femovites wont back to bed very well satished
with thomselves.

Thea mandarin did keop his word. Thera wns no need to
wateh him-—at daylight Yen Hai left Friardale, and the
train bore him to London, and, as ho had undertakon, the
next steamer to Canton carried tho mandarin as a passsngrar,

And Wun Lung breathed moro freely when he know it.

The mandarin was gone—disappeointed, but uninjured—
and Wun Lung was satisfied, And, in spito of ths perilous
adventure of the night, the next day there was no more
t:r.lgﬁarfui countenance in Greyfriars than that of the Chincse

U,
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READ THIS FIRST,

On the death of his father (Colonel Sir Harry Dashwood),
JacK Dashwood finds to hiz astonishment that he has heen
actically disinherited in favonr of his Unele Ilominic and
ousin Leonard. He consequently enlists im the 25th
Hussars, under the name of Tom Howard, and soon hecomes
a corporal. Unfortunately for Jack, however, his Cousin
Leonard is attached to the 25th s second leutenant, and,
with the aid of a hpl]}‘in? trooper named Sligo, succeeds in
?Ettmﬁ daﬁk deprived of his stripes. By the death of his
ather {Dominic), Lieutenant Dashwood i3 at first prevented
from accompanying the 25th to India; but he subsequently
joins the troopship at Port Sald, having travelled there
overland., While at Port Said he bribes a Greek gambler
named Constantinidi to Ridonap Trooper Howard, whom
bhe sends ashore on a false errand, Ouar hero 1s attacked
and stunned, and wakes to tind himself a prisoner. How-
ever, with the helg(;: of a party of officers from the troopship
Ganges, Jack makes his escape and continues his journcy
to Indin, and eventually rejoins the 25th Hussars., Jack is
soon ‘reinstared favourite, and bocomes once more foll
corporal. Justas the irksomeness of Indian service in peace
time is setting somewhat heavily on the men a frontier war
breaks out, amd the Z5th receive orders to mohilise for the
front., On their way to the secne of war the 25th are con-
tinnally ' aniped? at by rchel-, and Tom, with an officer
and four men, have a 3har£, but deecislye tussle with four
Pathans, (Now goon with the story.)

An Quatpost Affalr.

Before they left the little cup-shaped hollow in tha
ravine where the fallon Pathans lay, Tom had dismounted,
and, seeing & bronze ring on the finger of one of the men
he had slam, he drew 1t off and placed it on his own hand.
[t was covered with strange charreters, which were Chinese
to him, and, as he put his toe in the stirrup, -he little
thought that the time would come when these hieroglyphics
would stand between him and a cruel desth.
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When they rejoined the sgquadren, Captain Vineent rode
off to report to the colonel, the others resuming their places
in the ranks, and the advance continued iis way,

Tom Howsard deseribed the little adventure in o few brief
words to Sergeant Clavering, and relapsed into grim silence.
It was Bill Sloggett who had most to say about the matter
and many were the envious eyes turned upon the stained
sabre. which Bill sheathed vary reluctantly after it had been

passed very surreptitiously from hand to hand.

“"Ow did yer do 1it, Ball?" saud AlL SBligo, as they rode
knee to knee.

“Oh, it weren't nothin'!” suid Bill contemptuously. “1I

jest give "im a point, and it weni through a soft place! Dut
vou should *ave sean 'Oward! 'F took on two at once!
Pointed st left, and eut over on his right side, znd the 'olo
thing done in a twinkhin'! "E's a perfect marvel, 'e ia!"”

Sligo sneered behind his chin-strap.  He hated the cor-
poral for s variety of reasons. First, because Tom had had
to tell him off more thao once; but chiefiy becanse he had
been paid to hate him—and well paid, too. A miserahble,
white-livered hooligan was Alf Sligo—one of those cowardly
young brutes who aet in gangs, ard use the buckle-ends of
thair belts and kick their man when he is down, and, having
detected the admiration which Bloggett evineed for ihe
entleman ranker, Bligo’s hatred was nereased thereby. In
act, he was beginning to lose something of his opinion of
tho redoubtable Bill Sloggett himself.

Then, about noon, they joined the Malakand Garrizen,
which had been hotly atenciced, but which had managed to
beat the enemy off and was now organising a relicf exped:-

- should march at the firat streek of dawn, 1
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tion for the gallant fellows at Bhakardara Fort. Major-
General Bir Bindon Blood, who toock over the command as
soonn as he arrived, approved of the arrangements which
the brigadier had made, and gave orders that General
Smither’s cavalry should join the relief force,

Tho day was drawing on, and it was aﬁr&ad that they
: : f . 1ere was heavy
ﬁnn? from the hills above the position, the enemy advancin
beoldly among the rocks and ge.ttln?: to within three hundrﬁg
iﬂ'-ﬁl‘dﬁ' of the British piguets, while on the hills all round
large numbers of tribesmen were seen clustering and musters
ing.

The 25th marched off to their bivouac at Gretna Green
where they found some squadrons of the Guides Cavalry and
of the 1lth Bengal Lancers, with & party of the 24th Pun-
jaub, the 45th Sikhs, and two hundred ti:ﬁaa of the infantry
of the Guides, wiith some gunnera and native engineers.
Glad wera the men to get out of their saddles after the
long march in the fierce sun, and glad were the horses, too,
when the reeking pirths were slackencd. There was litila
sleep that might in the bivouac on Gretna Green, for tho
enemy kept up a continuous firing, and the hills resounded
with the echoes of jesails and matchlocks, and even Martinis
—for & FDI:H:I many of our weapons find thair way inte the
hands of the tribes through a variety of channels,

Tom was on piquet that night, and suddenly challenged
as & figure cameo through the darkness. (n nearer approach,
it proved to be the Honourable Algy, who, in spite of con-
stderable affectation, was really a very keen soldier, and had
had his appetite whetted by his encounter of the morning.

* Anything to report, Howard ¥’ he said, lighting & cigar-
ette in the inside of his helinet, and leaning up agzinst a

boulder.

“Well, I don’t know, sir, whether it's fancy or not, but I
have an idea that a lot of the enemy are mustering on

-yonder hill. I have heard stones rolling down several tines,

end, if you listen, there iz something very like a murmur of
voices.

The Honourable Alpy concealed the glowing end of his
cigarette in the palm of his haod, and bent lorward in the
darkness. They had grown nsed to the firing now—which
was loo far off to do much damage, and seemed, after all,
a useless waste of ammunition—and the two stood poering
at the outline of & mass of rocks in front of Tom’s post.
There was no firing from that point, and, save for the echo
of the sniping in the hills round nfwut. there was silence.
But Mr. Armstrong had tiot been there very long when he,
too, heard the rattle of siones rolling down,

“There is certainly somecbody moving over there,
Howard,"” he said, in a low wvoice. “What's that dark
object stratght in front, between v and the hill ¥

“1I make it out fto be o clump of boulders, sir,"' said
Tam.

“Let's go forwnrd and have a lool at them,” said tha
Haon, Algy, scrowing in his cyeglass. “ Are you game,
corporal ¥

“1 am game [or anvthing, sir,” said Tom, with a litile
laugh., 5t you dou’t want to expose yourself un-
nevessarily, and you run the risk of a shot if any of the
beggars are over there”

* Never mind, if we reach those stones we shall pet the
gutline of the hill against the sky. It 15 just possible that
the beggars are mustering for a rush, and we don’t want
thom running ainol among our horse-linea, Come on I

And, looscning hes revelver in ity case, the licutenant
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bent down and went forward in the darkness. Tom fol.
lowed, carbine in hand, holding his sword in the other to
prevent any clatter that might betray them. And fifty
paces away they reached the rogped mass of black stones,
dotted hers and there with patches of scorched herbage.
3ehind lay the bivouac; in front the toworing h]]‘liﬂ:, still
schoing to the reports of the snipers on the other side of
the camp. Horses neighed in the bivouao lines and sentries
challenged, and through Tom’s veins there ran a quicken-
ing pulsation, born of the sense of novelty, not unmixed
with danger, as they stole silently along beside the outpost.

YWas it the wind .rustling in the grass? Tom turned his
ear sharply to the left.

“ Heavens!" whispered the Hon. Algy, kneeling down on
ong kneo. *That hill iz swarming with them [

And Tom, bending down beside him, got an outline of the
hill against the sky, and saw that it bristled with the move-
Emant. of turbaned hoads und men creeping stealthily to and

ra.

“ Don't you think it would be as waell, sic,” he whisparad,
*“to sond word te the brigadier? I believe thosa boggars
mean mischief ™

The Hon. Algy's reply was lost, for Tom seized the officer
by the shoulder and "Aung him unceremonicusly to the
ground, apnd the erack of ii_s carbine drew a sharp echo
from the hill in frout of them. A gigantic Pathan, who

lovmed up ont of the grass within striking distance of
the lieutenant, sank back with a gurgle, and the razor-edged
tulwar, which would have ended the Hon. Algy’s career in
& flash of time, struck the rock with a musical ring. Tom's
shot hed anticipated a ragged volley from over Lhe boulder
not three strides away, and the volley was followed by a
wild yall, as o score of figures leapt from their concealment
and sprang upon them. Tom had no time to draw his
gword, so he clubbed his carbine, and with a sudden IWean
falled o tribesman, who seemed to have sprung up out of
the rcruﬂd.

“lrat back, sir!” he coried, swinging his carbing with
nrﬂahmg biow on top of the turl:-a.ngd ﬁnad. 5

Gat back, be hanged I ericd the Hon. Algy, Bring six
successive shots in as many seconds, whilo the alarm rose
in the camp bahind them,

Then, springing to tha sholter of a huge rock, whish kant
off any attack from the rear, they stomd side by side, facin
tremendous odds. The Hon, Algy had drawn his swor :
n.r"".i the two blades swept and eircled and pointed at the
living mass of P,Ht-hﬂ-ﬂ vilour before them. Looking back
afterwards, Tom's recollection was one of shadowy forms
springing up from nowhere and vanishing as suddenly intao
the unknown, of low guttural cries, and wild shouting, and

"lthﬂ'ﬂ of o SUddEﬂ & sharp o f th : ;
on to his knea. P cry irom ¢ Hon. -““Hﬁ'; 'i"-I!_ﬂ axnle

“ﬁ.r& you hit, sie?" spid Tom.
Rathor think I am,” said the lieutenant, * Don’t mind
me—but those baggars arn a long time coming."”
And there was a ring of acute agony in his vaoice.

Tom falt him collapse against hi ;
his teoth hard. I—[jﬂp urmg 15 own leg, and he set

ery for haelp. Tt was answered by Bill Sloggett's wlﬂll-I-mﬂwﬂ
cat-vall, and & hum of voiees came from the direction of tho
camp. But simultaneously the Pathans rose to their feet,
and rushed at the solitary fizure which siood between his
officor and douth, Btooping swiftly down, Tom disengaged
the sabre-knot from the lieutenant's wrist, and, doubly
armed, delivered two swift thrusts, both of which went
home, and then the weleome erack of Captain’s Vincent's
revolver rang out, and Sloggett and Clavaring and twenty
more swept past the face of the boulder and fell upon tha
cnomy, who retreated with wild yella back among the
boulders and up the hillzside,

In a few minutes tho Hussars returned, and Captain
Vincent came up to our hero. Tom was kpeeling down now,
fumbling with i’lia canteen, which had somehow got mixed
up with his sword-balt.

* Anybody hurt I" seid the caplain, peering down through
the darkness.

*“ Yes, sir. I'm afraid Me. Armstrong has got hit rather
badly. He's fainted, anvhow.”

And then they carried the woundod man back to the
camp, still unconacicus, and Tom, picking up the two swords,
returnad with them, giving a modest account of what had
happoned to Clavering as thoy went., The whole of the
relief forece at Gretna Green had stood to srms, but the
anemy contentad themselves with aniping, and after & while
thay turned in again to snatch some sleep bafore they
marched to Shakardara.

“I'd given somethin’ to "ave been wiv you, "Oward,” said
Bill Bleggett, examining the two sabres by the light of
the lantern, and finding them sullied from point to hilt
with Pathan gore.

“I shouldn't have minded if you'd been there, Bill™
said our hero. “Jt was a great deal hotter than I eare
about, T can tell you. It was just as dark as pitch aminng

those boulders, and they secmed to be all avor the pluce
at once.™

Meanwhile, the Hon. Algy, returning to his senses under
the attention of the surgeon, asked straightway for
Corporal Howard.

“Hg saved my life,"” said the lieutenant,
have been cut to mineo-meat. I should like to know how
many of the beggars he killed. He's a perfect demon with
tho sabre, and he flatly refused to loave mo, but he just
went on cutting away like o man carving a ham. We

shall have to do something for him, colonal. He's no ond
of a good chap ™

Colonel Greville smiled in his moustache, knowing what
he knew.

“Yeos,” he said drily; “he's no end of a2 good chap, as
you say, and we must do something for him.”
The Hon. Algy had recsived a tuiwar gash perilously close

to the soiatie nerve, and, to hiz great regret, the relief of
Shakardara was not for him,

HT should

was aching with the weight =
of the heavy, badly-
balanced sabre, gut he con-
tinued to cleave the dark-
ness in front of him with
whistling circlos of steel.
Then he found that thae

7 Nt Woek.

“¥ou may thank your

doctor, i you sit vour
horse in a month's time.
Anyhow, you're going back
to the base hospital now.”

anemy had vapished as snd-
danly as thoy had appeared,
and, bendin down, he
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And the Hon. Alpy snid
many bitter things, and ths
sympatbics of all the men

i gtars, old man,”™ said the

placed his left arm under
the lioutenant’s  shoulder
gnd ruised him: but the
Hon. Algy, having fainted
with the intense pain of his

“THE CHEERFUL
CHINEE.”

present weare with him,
(To be continued.)

(Readers of thig story,

wound, sank down again, o
hmp, inert mass. Kneeling
down to try and ascertain
the nature of his wound,
Tom caught sight of a dark
mass ngamst the skv, and

he saw half a dozen stealthy
figures erecping  forward Wharton & Co.
from the cleft of thae

bouldera,

“Why the thunder don't
those chapa comai™ he
thought.

And, laring the licutenant
against the rock, he took
up his positisn in front of
him, and shouted n great
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