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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Strange Alarm,

. W1 Helpt™
0 Crazh |
It was Billy Bunter whe uifered

howl that rang through the Remove poss
And as he did so, the dish full of eold potatoes he was
carrying under his arm to No. 1 3tudy slipped to the floor, and
smnshed into a hundred pieces,

the suadden wild
BgEe ak G'rrn_'l.-'-
frinrs.

“*Help! Ow! Hslp!™

Tt was n dark svening in late October. The Remove passaza
was nob Hghled, but Billy Bunter was coming along in the dusk
without o thought of danger, when two bright green eyes suddenly
plimmered out of the gloom, and behind Lthem loomed faintly »
fearsome ghape. It was no wonder that Billy Bunter dropped
the dish and yelled, The dish smaghed, the potatoes rolled far
and wide, and Bunter stood petrified for a moment, his koees
knocking togather, able to do nothing but yell. But the green
eves were advancing—and Billy Bunter turned and bolled.

He bolted along the passage, and skimmed down the stairs.
With a white face, and wide Starir:f; eyes behind his spectacles,
the Owl of the Remowve bundled downstairs three at o time :
lost hiz footing hali-way down, and rolled to the bottom. e
picked himsell up on the mat and gasped, and jamming his
gpectacles on his nose, dashed off to the junior common-room.

He burst into that apartment like a thunderbolt,

“Help ! help 1™

Harry Wharton and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh were playing
ehess near bthe door. Bunter rushed right in, coliided with the
table, and sent it Aying  The pieces relled in all directions, and
Wharten sprang to his feet.

“* You voung ass | " he roared.
vou're going T

“ The aasfulness of the young rottes is terrific,” growled the
Nabob of Bhanipur, whe had been within three moves of mate
after & trving sttm{:gglu on the chessboard.

“Halp! help !’

“ What's the matter *—what——m-1"

“Ow! MHelpt!"

Nog. 38.

“Why don't you look whero

Bunter staggerad towards Wharton, and threw his arms round
the neck of the captain of the Bemove, and clung to him hyator-
icelly. Harry stared at him, and the other Removites gathered
reund and stared, too. DBunter was gasping with afiright, end
even the light and the ¢rowd seemed hardly to reassure him.
He elung to Harry Wharton as if airaid to let him go.

“* Hallo, hallo, hallo ! ™ 2aid Bob Cherry, giving the fat junior
a playful dig in the ribs, ** What's the trouble ¥ Have you boen
ventriloguising again, and is aomchody on your track with a

ricket stump T

*No. 11—

* Been raiding somebody's fommy ' "' asked Nugent.

¥ N—no. I—I was taking up e dish of potatoca to No. 1
to fry for tea—ow—ow s

" What's the matter * Was the housekeoeper affer you with
a rolling-pin ? " asked Hazeldene.

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

* Mo, she wasn't, Vaseline,” said Bunter, recovering himself
alittle.  *° She gave me the potatoes, and said I was to be carcful
with the dish. It's sinashed to pieces now——"

“ Is that what you eall being careful with it * ™

* How could I help it, when [ was frightened out of my skin * "'
demamnded the fat junior indignantly. " If vou had seen a horrible
chragon suddenly jungpdog en you frem the darkness T expest yvou
vwould have holted, too.””

A what * demanded a dozen voices at ones.

“ A fearful-looking animal, with bright-green oyes, paping
jaws, and avful long claws:,” said Bunter, drawing upon his
naagination for details, It was coming aloeng the Brnowve
paszape at a fearful rate, prowling like a tiger, and gnashing its
tezeh like—like anything. It nearly had me i

“ What nearly had you * "

* The wild beast.™

* What wild beast ¥V

1 tell you there’s a wild beast in the Remove passage,”
nearly shrieked Bunter. " Do you think I should drop a dish
of potatoes for nothing 17

“ Well, no, there must be somsthing wrong when you get
carcless with grub,” advatted Bob Cherry. V' But the wild
beast i5 a Little too thick.”

Cctobor 3iet, 1908,
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“ It might bo a tiger escaped from some menagerie,”” sugrested
Haozeldene, with & wink. ' It may be coming m the deor hers
at anv moement."”
wfii]]y Buanter gasped, and squirmed round to get behind

warton.

* Qrit may stop to eat the pofatoes,” @nid Bob Cherry. *° Are
Ligars fond of potatocs in your beautifal country, Inky ? 1

The Mabab of Bhanipur shoolc his head.

“ They would ratherfully take the big bitefulness fram the
futful carcaze of the cotecned Bonter,” he replied. "™ I1f it iz a
tiger, ho iz certain to come here anel seleet the excellent Bunter
fur his honourable sapper. Lot usg say the pood-bye-{fulness to
our Bunterful echum in cage =

* Geond,” said Bol: Cherry. ¥ Got a little nearer to the daar,
Bunter, so that the Ltizer won't have to come in. This way——""

* Hold on,” shricked Bunter. " Stop | Beast ! I won't go
to the door ! Ow ! Help!™

Bob Cherry released him, giving him an indignant look,

* Do you mean to sav that you would refose to sacrifize your-
self to save the rest of ug, Bunter ¥ I'in osshamed of youn ?
Besides, thore’s the tiper to be consédered. He's probalidy
hustgry, and he would hilke o fat oyster<dike you for his supper.
To deprive g hungry tiger of his supper comes under the head of
cruclty to animals.’

* It's all very well for yon to rot, Cheery,'’ said Bunter, * bat
therc's n wild beast in the Hoemove pazsage.  Very likeby he has
devoured Waon Lung, who was in No. | Siady alone.  I'm jolly
will not Fning ot again till he's captured.”

" You'd better mako up a parcly to capture him,” said Levison,
“ 0Of all the howling idiots, Bunter takes the cake,

wilth o yawiL.
I think."

* If you don't believe me, Levizon i

“ O, of course wo all believe you.  Tt's so probable that a
tiyer would be reaming round the junior studies.”

“I diddn’t say it was a tiger. It looked more like o dragon.
It might have been a lion. Tt had green eyes and gnashing
jaows. It neacly haed e, when with wonderfal prosence of mined
I brought the {ﬂ".-;h down upon its head, and bolted,”

* ¥You said just now you dropped tho dish.”

* Tha dish dropped after I had brovght it down upon the wild
beast's head with wonderful prescnce of mind. You should
have heard it roar, that's all. ™

* We should have heard it roar, certainly, if it had reared,”
gaid Harry Wharton, laughing, * This roomn isn't so very far
pwny from the Remove passage. If there were a wild beast
roaring up there, I funcy all Greyivinrs would hege ie™

“ Perlmps it was more like o growl thon o roar. Yes, now 1
think of it, it was roaring in g suppreseed tone, 1 have no donbt
thet the tervific blow I geve it partially stunned the ereature.
I eay. you fellows, whpt are you geing to do TV : ]

Y I'mogoing to find the ¢hessmen vou've seattered,” sgid
Wharton, stooping down to look for the pleces on the floer,
“I'wvoa j-::r"_‘i,? gm.u{ b o J:iw's YOu & ]:it;ling, too?

* Oh, really, Wharton—-—"

" Better gpo and eollect up the potatoes,” said Bob Cherry.
* You can wash "em, aned fry "ein for tea, all the same.”

Billy Bunter shddered.

U T wouldon’™t go up the Hemove passage again for a thousand
pounds,” he gasped. “ I say, what are you going to do about
it ?l Eﬂ{?& of you ought to go and look for the wild beast,
aml——

“Iats " ruid Bulstrode.
fan’t any wild beast,™

“ I tell wou T saw it.™

“Bosh ™

" I'in sincerely sorry that you should doubt my word, Bul-
atrode. T ernshed the dislhe down on ita head, with wonederful
prosence of mind, and—""

* Ohy, go and eat colke——""

v Better go up to the study and pet tea,” suppested Kupent.
* You can take a candle with vou, and you won't see the wild
beast in the light, you know. It was only a shadow,™

= O, r{'n"_-,-, Nugunt

0t off, and don’t be g Yoy T E Th

Bunter shook lis head.

" T'm not geing out into the passege again. I you fellows
ave afraid to go and see what it is—-—"'

* You young dulfer ! There's nothing there™
; I 1 l{:ll you I smashed the dish on its head with wonder.
:u e

“ Bosh !
raicd Nugent.
eorning ¥

1 will,” gnid Bob Cherrey,

Haxeldene, Levizson, Desmond, ond Rosecell alzo volunteerad.
The party left the common-room, and wend upetairs. Bunler
called after Nugent to take a light, but Nugent dud not Lrouble
to reply. The Removites woere firmly convinecd that the fat
junior iad been Irightened by p shadow, and that there was
nothing to be afraid of in the Remove passage.  There should
Lisve been a L:E&s-jct alight, but it was out now, and the passapge
was very dark. Nugent, Cherry, and the rest strode on boldly

“GREYFRIARS v- ST. JIM'S.”

“Don't be a young a2z, There

We miny ag well go and look along the passage,’
Y Thiz young ass i3 in s jolly with fright.  Whe's

towards No. 1 Btudy, and there was a sudden sound in the
silent passape.

It resembled somewhat the trompeting of an elephant, out 1%
wns not exactly like anything the juniors bad heard before,
The lemovites stopped.

* What the dickens is that ? *" mattered Bob Cherry.

* Sonnds like-—like—-imny only summer hat—look there!™

From the end of the passage catne a glimmer of green oyes, and
the strange neoize approached tho joniors.  Below the oyes
eonld be dimly seen hoge juws, round the faint outlines of a ]]U%ﬂ
misshapien head. For one moment the juniors gazed spell.
bound.,  Then with one aeeond they turned tail and fded. Down
the stairs they went helter-skelrer, seudded glong the lower
paszage, and buarst into the commen-room with pale faces and
thumping hearis,

“ What iz it 7" eried Harvey Wharton,

Nupent gneped for bresth.

*“I—I don't know ! But it's there 17

==

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Danger Ahead.
THERE was a buzz of excited wvoices in the unior reom.

Hilly Bunter's story had been lpughed st : but when

Nugent declared that it "' was there, it was clear that

there was cause for alarm.  Nugent was not the fellow to
be alarmed at a shadow, aned besides, the ather fellows with him
were equally acared. Dultirode went guickly to the door and
clgsed it.  If seme wild heast wore lurking in the uppor corridor,
he might tale a faney into his head fo come downstairs.

The dovr re-opened the nexi moment, however, el Templa,
Dnbney and Co., of the Upper Fourth eame ine - They stared at
the starthed Remnoviies.

“ Heallo, what's tue matter here 17 exelaimed Temple.
" What the dickens did you slum the door in o chap’s facc for 17

* Looking for & thick car apicco, perbaps,” suggested Fry
“ Alighty near getting it, anyway.'

* Oh, rather,” said Dalbney. "

* There's something wrong upatairs,’” said Harry Wharton.
* The fellows tlink there's a wild beast or something in the
Remove passage.””

“Wa he, ha '™

Temple and Co. laughed in chorus, The Remove glared ot
tlhicen.

“1 ray, you follows, it's quite correct, you know. I found
the wild beast there, and I smashed a dizh over it's head with
wonderial presence of mind A

* Ha, ha, i 1"

" IE you think it's so funny,” exclaimed Nugent, indignantly
# yon'd better go up and s2e what it 15."

“ Not worth the trouble,” said Temple aicily. * Can’t go
abiout looking for the shadows that frighten yvou kids.'

“ Not nneh ! ™ said Fry.

“ Well, then, if you funk going up stop your silly cackling.”

Temple turned rved.

x5 Wlﬁr_'r funks going up, Franlt Nugent 1"

“"You de!™

Y1 you want a licking

“Dats ! If you don’t funk it, go up and show that you
don’t, that's all.”

“IVs nob worth——"

* Bosh 1"

* No good going up for nothing ——

" Piffe 1

Temple made a ziride fowards the irreverent Nugont.
Wharton pushed him back, and raet calmly the pluve of the
captain of the Upper Fourth,

*Cheese it 17 he said quietly. Y If you are looking for
soinething to do, go up and look in the -Bemove passage and see
what has scared the chaps."
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“It's all rot 1™

“Oh, rathert"

“ Very well, if you don't like the joh, I'll go,” said Wharton.

“ Funk !’ hooted a dozen wvoeices. " Stop your cackhing,
Tomple, if you funk it "

* You confounded young asees.” wled Templa. ** OF
course I'll po, il you think I funk it. Come on, you chapa.
Give me a candle.”

“ I went up without a light,” said Nugent.

“ Oh, very well. I'll go up without one, too—hang you!

me o'

Temple's companiona hesitated for & moment. They knew
that tho Bomovites wore not easily scared, and they felt that
something might be wrong, DBut to funk it now was to exposs
themselves to endless ridicule. Temple led the way boldly
enough, and Fry and Dabney and Scott followed.

Tho Removites watched them go, and atood round the
doorway waiting for them to come back. Temple & Co. went
along the pnasage and went boldly vpstaics.

The Removites waited and listened anxiously. The silence
wa? broken by & sudden yell in the distance, followed by a
heltar-skelter on the ataira. :

Wild and hurried footsteps eams erashing down the stairs,
amd the heroes of the Upper Fourth came back towards tho
common room, running as if they were on the cinder-path.

They burst into the room, knocking the waiting Removites
right and left, and Fry slammed the door hard and locked it.
Then they stooed panting and palpitating.

“ My only hat | " gasped Tempie.

Nugent looked at him sarcastically.

“ Only a shadow, wasn't it ? "' he ashed.

“ My—my aunt !’

But it was no time for chipping. The explorers were foo
thoroughly scared for any fun on the subject. Harry Wharton’s
face was grave and anxious. He was thinking of the new boy
glone in No. 1 Study. The juniors could not have been scared
by a shadow. It was not impossible that some wild beast
might have escaped from. a travelling menagerie, and found
its way into (Oreyiriars,

The captain of the Lower Fourth made a movement towards
the door, and Nugent eaught him by the arm.

Y 'Where are you going, Harry 1"

* We muat look into this.”

di Hu tl__!'l :

“Wun Lung is in Ne. 1 Btudy,” sald Harry quietly. *“ If
thero is any danger—-—""

Nugent turnsd pale.

I had forgotten that."

Wun Lung, the Chinese boy, was new in the Remove. He
did not belong to No. 1 Study, but he had a way of taking up
his quartars there, and on this particular occasion he had
gottled himself down in the stndy to manufacture a Chineso
kito, The chums had seen him there an hour before,
surrounded by bamhboo, canvas, paper and paint, and qluim
happy and busy. He was doubtless still there—and, if there
was in truth some escaped wild beast in the passage, Wun Lung
was in danger,

“ But—but you can't go up,” said Hazeldene. " Hang it,
it might really be a tiger 1"
“* It looked more like a lion,' stammered Temple. * I caught

two greenish eyes

“ T aay, you fellows, I told you 8¢, you know."

“ The head was vory large, and I think it had a mane,” anid
Dabney. *' It was mors like a lion than a tiger.”

“I should have taken it for a dragon,' eaid Fry, " only we
know jolly well that there ian’t sauch a thing a3 & dragen. It
waz an enormous beast, too—I couldn't see itz body, but its
head was on & level with ours.”

“1 don't undemstand it," asid Wharton.
gome rotter playing a practical joke,™

“ Impossible 1" aaid Billy Bunter. * The fearful blow 1
gave him would have killed him. You remembbr that I crashed
the dish on his head with wonderful presonce of——"'

“Ratz ! I daresay you imagined u;i]] that,' said Bob Cherry.

* Oh, roally, Cherry

“ Anyway, we can't stay here ell night,” said Harry Wharton.
" Wa've got to go up and soo what's the matter. If thern's
really any danger, wo must lonk aftor little YWun Lung. Gel
agy WEapons you ¢an find, aud come on. No good hanging
about.

Thore was a bicycle lantern on the table, and Bob Cherry
lighted it. Wharton took the poker from the grate, and Nogent
and Hurreo 8ingh toole the ajuwel and tongs. Several other
follows found cricket stumps or walking-canes, and seme
oponed their pocket-knives. The wild beast in the Remove
passage was likely to have a lively time if tho varied weapons
onee got to work on him.  Billy Bunter did nof join the
pxplorors, and most of the Form remained with him., If, by
any possibility, an escaped tiger was in the upper corridor,
dizcretion was certainly the botrer part of valour in their case.

Harry Wharton was quite alive to b possibility of real
and terrible danger, but his face was calm, his nerves firm, as
he ascended the stairs. He held the polter firmly in his hand,
and Bob Cherry held the lantern above his shoulder, to throw
a steady light in advanco. After them came a dozen or fifteen
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of the Remove and the Uppor Fourth, variously armed, shaking
with sxeitoment, and ready to bolt at a moment’s notbice.

They reached the head of the stairs, but nothing of a suspicious
nature was seen. No. 1 Study was at the farther end of the

assage, where another passage branched off towards the

ox-room stairs. Greyiriars was a very old building, ramblin
with passages connecting portions of the structure which ha
been put up at different times. The explorers advanced slowl
but steadily along the passage, till a low, strange sound §
upon their eara.

*“ That's it ! " moittered Bob Cherry. ]

Wharton halted, the poker held ready for use, his eyes
searching into the gloom ahead.

The noise was a strange one, and seemed to bo meade by
some animal, but what the animal was the junior had not
the faintest idea. But it was certain that it was not tho growl
of a lion or a tiger. It was only for & moment that Wharton

stop Then he advanced again grimly, and tho others, with
beating hearts, followed. There was a sudden gasp from
Nugent.

“ Look "™

Two greenish eyes glimmered from the darkness. Harry
stopped, his heart beating hard. The light of the lantern foll
upon the green eyea, and upon s fearful head, upon red jaws
and glistening teoth.

A mingle movement of alarm from Wharton was all that was
required to send his followers flying helter-shkollor. Bubt in
that trying moment the :,'"mm%rnuptnm of the Remove showed
that he was worthy to lead. or a moment, indeed, hia heart
beat hard, thumping against his ribs, and his breath came thick
and fazt. Then, setting his teath, he rushed forward.

“ Harry ! ' shouted Bob Cherry.

Harry Wharton did not heed. He dashed forward, the
}'y:-ker in tho air. Ancother moment, snd the weapon would

wve crashed down upon the formidable head. But in that

‘moment enme a sudden glare, and with tho blazo in his cyes

Harry stopped short, blindly. The noxt instant it waa pitchy
dark again, and his dazzled eyes saw nothing, Bob Cherry
ran forward, lantern in hand. Nothing was to be seen in the
corridor. A faint sound was hesrd from the dircetion of
No. 1 Study. Then dead silence !

Harry rubbed his eyes. The juniers looked up and down
the passage. Nothing was in sight—nothing was to be seen
aave their own seared faces.  All had seen the terrible vision—
what had become of it ! Harry Wharton pointed towsards
the study door.

“ It i3 in No. 1, he said in o low voice.

There sould bo no doubt upon the peint. The wild beast, or
apoctre, or whatever it was, had eseaped into No. 1 Study, and
was thers now, behind the e¢lo door. The Roeomovites
pressed on, and halted outside the study door; but, for the
moment, even Harey Wharton hesitated Lo open it.

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Wun Lung's Little Joke.

ARERY WHARTON did not heaitate more than a moment.
Within the study was Wun Lunyg, the Chinese boy, and
if the strange besst was thore teo, Wun Lung was in
torrible danger. In spite of what he had seen with Lis

own aye:, Harry had o lurking fesling that there was soma
deception sbout the matter—that it weuld turn out to be
some * jape,'” due to some practical joker of an original turn
of mind—how, he did not know. Buat he folt his heart beat
a3 he prasped the handle of the door and turned it.

Ho theow the door open, and then stepped back for a moment.

The inlerior of the stud:;.-' was dark ; the gas had been turned
down to a mere pin-point. From the blackness came the
green glimmer of the oyes. Boh Cherry brought the lantern
to bear, and the terrible hoad cams into view again, but only
for a second. Something whizzed in the air and struck the
lantern from Cherry’s hand, and it crashed on the floor and
the light went gut. There was a stampede of the Remowvites.
The crash was onough to make them imagine that the atrange
boast wasa apringing upon themn.

“* Run for it 1 " guaped Hazeldene,

Harry Wharton did not mowve. Ho stood, with beating

heart, watching the green, glimmering eyes. Bob Cherry put

8 hand on his shoulder.

“ Harry—cut ! "

" Nonsense | It's some frick, Bob.™

L1} H_ut'_._:i

“ I'll give him one with the poker, and——"

A guick, sharp voice came from the blackness.

66 1."_: ]'Iil:-f.ﬂﬂ- |t

Bob Cherry burst into a Toar.

“It's Wun Lung!"

Harry Wharton laughed, and stopped into the study. and in
g moment turned the gas on full. In the fSlood of light the
terrible beast was fully exposed. "

ANSWERS' New Short Autumn Serial, * GREED.”
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A huge dragon’s head had been artistically made of bamboo,
eardboard, and paper, and painted with great skill. Tho eyes
were formed of green glass, and behind each was fastoned a
tiny electric gplow. The effect in the dark was startling enough,
but in the light it was comic, The huge jaws of the dragon,
painted red, and the cardboard tecth, were very realiztic in
the dusk.

 The dragon’s head was mounted upon the shoulders of a
diminutive Chinese boy.

Harry Wharton burst into a laugh ag the flood of gaslipght
showed him the cardboard torror, and the yellow face of Wun
Lung grinning through the open jaws.

" You young raseql !

The Removifes came erowding back round the doorway.
Wun Lung stepped from under the dragon’s head and laid it
on the table. The whole secret was laid bare now, and the
Juniors knew that they had been the vietims of something
rather new in * japes,’” and the startling flash in the passage,
which some of them had taken for the dragon breathing fire,
bad, of eourse, been produced by magnesium powder.

The Chinese junior faced the Removites with a bland and
deprecating smile.

" Wun Lung solly !

".I think we'd better make you sorrier,’” grunied Bob Cherry,
taking the Celestinl by the car. “ What do you mean by
sight—startling us like that 27

" Me tly kitee.”

“Kite ! What kite 7

Wun Lung indicated the dragon's head.

* Chinee kitee,” he explained. " Me tinkee tly it—flighten
Bunter for jokes 1™ '

" Well, it's all very well to frighten Bunter,” said Nugent
eeverely. ' But yew've—startled w2 too, and that's a serious
business. Don’t you know batter than to startle grave and
reverend zeigneurs, the heads of the Remove 2

" Wun Lumng solly.”
h‘fi'_Thﬂt’s all very well, but I think you had better have a

g,

' No savey."”

" Better smsh uwp the dragon,” said Hazeldene. ** He
deserves it for his cheel. Of courze, I knew it wns a little
game, all alonge.™

" Yes, you looked as if vou did,” said Bob Cherry,  * But it's
& good idea to jump on this horrible-looking thing.™

“ No junpre—ns jumpee.”

“Rats! The soconer it's busted the better——"

" No bustee.  Me makee kitee."

" Well, this borrid object i=n't a kite.”

" Yes, kitee—Chinese kitee."

" You ean't fly a kite that shape."

 Me flyee to-mollow, said Wuan Lung. *' Ma show. TLookee!
Wind blowee thlough holee, and makee noisew—sp.”

The Chinee blew into an corifice in the dregon’s head, and

oduced the sound which had so nlarmed the Removites.
The juniors were laughing now. The bold explorors returned
to the common reom to report their suceess, only the chums of
No. | remaining in the study.  Billy Bunter came upatairs with
o very doubtful expression wpon his face. But his last fears
;n'rﬂlz relieved as he saw the cardlLoard dragon's head on the
B [

1t was only a joke, you young ass !'” said Nugent.

" Well, you were more scared than T was," said Bunter,
' I brought the dish down on the dragon’s head with wonderiul
prescnes of——"

" Ha, ha, ha ! The cardboard raust be jolly strong to have
Etiﬂud it, and it doesn't show a sign of the whack,” grinned Bob

eITY.

Bunter loocked a little confused. He never told deliberata
untruths, but he never stapped to think whether what he was
going to gay was frue or not.  And after he had onee uttered
an exagperntion, however wild, he firmly believed that it was
true, and would repeat it with every confidence.

" It’s no good arguing with a chap like you, Cherry,” he said.
“IF you doubt my word, thizs discossion had botter ccase,
Bling that Chinese imp ont of the reom.™

* No glingre. Me stayes.”

" Look here, you yellow gnome,
exclaimed Bunter,
Travel along.™

" No savvy"

* Get outside,”

" No savey,”

" Ha, ha, hat" roared Bob Cherry. * You can't possibly
mitke him understand plain English when he doesn’t want to,
Billy. You'll have to tell him in Chinese.'

T can't apeak his disgnmting lanpunge.”

" Then Inky had better tell him in Hindostanee,”

The naboeb grinned, and tapped Wun Lung on the shoulder.

" Ghar se nikle,” Le enid.

Y No savve”

"It wo pood,”” saild Wharton, laughing.
moan Lo Bavvy.

thiz isn't your study!”™
" You dig down the passage with Russell,

*He docsn't
I zay, Wun Lung, will you stop to tea 17
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W Lung"ﬂl Q’{;‘ﬂ glistened.

Y Me gavvy.  Me velly pleasee stoppee.’”

" You 2ee, he ¢an savvy =ome things.™

" That's gl very well,” growled Banter. ™ But what ahout
the potatoes T I was poing to fry them for tea, and now they've
been trampled on by neacly every hoof in the Botnove.  The
mail will make a row to-morrow about cleaning up that linolewm,
Lo,

* Well, we can™ have them for tea if they've been trampled
on,” =aid Bob Cherry. ' Think you could get a fresh lot from
the houwseheeper 177

“ If I po back to the hougekeeper she will ask me for the dich,”

* We shall have to get her a new ane. Meanwhile, what ara
wo to have for tea ¥ Aonybody pof any tin? [ don't inind
doing some shopping.”™

]:‘ I =ay, you fellows, I think it's about time that Chinee stood
a food

Bhut up, Billy 1"

' not going to shut up. I say it's tine Wan Lung stand
a feed. He's been here more than a week, and ¥ rcally con.
siler——""
* Me tinkee zamee.™
" Oh, you think the same, do you 1" blinked Billy Bunter.
Then the sconer the foed comes along, Mister Wun Lung,
the botter T sludl like it.™

“Me standes feed to-mollow—me cookee nicos dishee.
.E'-Fupim:u:-al? you lettee mo cookee in this loomee, me cookes pood
ardoo,

" You can cook in this room if you like, if you'ro going to
etand us a feed. But I think you'd better leave the cooking te
mo.  I'm an old hand.™

* Chinee cookee nicee-nices foed.”

“H'm! Well, it's a bargain. Mind, to-morrow’s the feed,
I shall remind you. Speaking of feeds, I was going to stand
one myself, but I've had o disappointment about a postal order.
F you ff:!k-c»ws liko to stand the tin, I'll go and do somne shopping
or you,

“}'rl.’ha,t-'s what I eall kind, Bunty.™

* 1 mean to be kind, Nupgent, You fellows have atood me a
lot of things, and I like to return obligations. As a matter of
fact, I am planning a series of extensive feeds ready for when I
am in Iuncg.”

" When 1" said Bob Cherry.

" Oh, it won’t be for some litile time but it's a dead cert.
You see, T am poing to win a pound a week for thirteen weelka
in the * Gem ' Football Competition. There ian’t the slightest
chance of my not getting the prize you see, because my answers
to the puzzle pictures arve absolutely correct, and are certain
to boe better than any others sent in. When I get that pound
a week i

“ When you do, Bunty, you can tell us about it,
us & rest pow.'

“ Oy, really, Cherry s

* Cut down to the tuck-shop and get some grub for tea ¥ said
Harry laying o half-crown on the table, " and buck up. Some-
thing cold—1'm hungry.”

* Certainly.  If you like to wait half an hour, though, I could
cook up & ripping spread. I could have a snack myself to kecp
up my strength til]l——"

“Boah! Cut along.”

And the fat junior cut slone + and Wun Lung, with a beamin
ard infocent smile vpon his face, sat down to resume his wor
upon the Chinese Lite.

Li

But do give

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Jabberwock,

UN LUNG had tea with the chums of the Remove:
w a habit he was falling into. 8ince Harry Wharton
had protected him from a Remove rageing, the
little Chinee had been very much attached to the
captain of the Lower Fourth, and he showed it by spendin
most of his spare time in No, 1 Study. Billy Bunter n‘.gul‘duﬁ
the invasion with & sdmewhat unfriendly eye ; but the Famous
Four Jooksd upen Wun Lung with good-humonred tolerstion.
He was such a smiling, good-tempered, amialde follow that one
coul’ not dislike him. He had such an engaging simplicity
thet few suspectod him of boing ' decp "' 1 but it was already
borne in upon the mind of Harry Wharton that there was moro
iy Lthe Chinese chum than met the eye, He had & curicus turn
of humour, and only Harry was safe from his practical jokea.
His “ japes ** were 8o caretully planned that they were seldom
traccd to their source; and when he was discovercd as he
sometimes was, g disarming smile generally savod him from
punishment.

After tea, the Remowites settled down to their preparation,
but Wun Lung sppeared to have po work to do. He was
remnarkably  guniek with his lessons, but he neglocted prep.
in a wiry that had already brought down upon hin the wrat
of Mr. Queleh, the master of the Remowve. But the Form
Master hesituted to cane the little Celestinl, and Wun Lun
Jooked ro contrite when called to account that so far ho ha
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vacaped with leetures, which had about as much effcct wpon him
a3 wator on 8 duck's bacl.

The chums looked at the Chinee several times while he was
at work on the kite. Xt was a kite of a kind common enough
in China, but unknown to the chiums of the Greyiriars’ Hemove.
With considerable artistic skill, Wun Lung was shaping the
form of a dragon, to which he affixed the head which had so
seared Billy Bunter, and the result was a really fearsomo-
looking beast,

¥ %o won't ho ohle to get that in the air,” Bob Cherry
remarked as he finished his prep., and signalised that fact by
hurling his boolks right and left.™

** Mo tinkes s0,”" said the Celeatial mildly,

* What sort of a tail sre you going to give it "

® No tailon.

A kite without a tail 1"

* Chinee kitee no tailes.” . . i

* And you can mako tho thing keep up in the air 7" asked
Boh incredulously,

* Me tinkee sp.'*

“ Well, I'd like to see you do it, that's all,’”’ said Bob Cherry,
“T'm thinking of making » kite myseli, and I'li sail it against
that funny jabherwock any day.”

* Notteo jabbelwock—dlagon.” )

“Looks to me like a jabberwock,” said Bob obstinately.
“1 prefer the other kind, and we'll have a kiting competition
in the Closs to.morrow.’”

““ Ma savvy.”

‘I zay, you fellows——

“ Why not sail it to-night 1" said Nugent with a pgrin.
 Thal abject would look ripping in the dark, you know, satling
round the Close with its eyes lighted up and that buzzing noise
coming out of it.  We might seare the Fiith and Sixth, too, with
the jabberwock.™

“* Ha, ha, ha !

I say, vou fallows——
4 " Me savvy,” grinned the Celestial.

?” Iz it Anished ¥

© Alles copt littlo paintee.™ ; .

** I zay, vou fellows, listen to me a minute. I've been think-
ing that I shall take up aerostatics, and give ventriloquism a
rest for a little while. Tt has occurred to me thot an aero-
plane—--""

Ld & 'ﬁ"hﬁt- t *r . )

‘“ An acroplane—a big kite, you know, for raizsing things.
It has oceurred to me that an scroplane might be construetad,
withda hanging seat upon which a fellow could tale up his
stand——

* What's the good of standing on a geat ' 7

# I was speaking figuratively. Upon which s foliow could sit,
and take a vovage round the Close, and perhaps over the roofs
of Greviciars."

“ Good wheeze ! T'd like to ase you taking the Hight.”

* You shall, Cherry, if I succeed in constructing the asroplane.
I ghall want somo cash, and unfortunately I am rather short at
present. I expected a postal order this morning, but there
has been & delay in the post. Howover, I'H'Em'l;%c making a
groat deal of money shortly out of the ' Gem ' Football Compoti-
tion, and I suppose some of you fcllews will be willing to lond
me & little on the strength of that pound a weok for thirteen
weoka., The competition is abselutely penuine, 30 your money
will be as safe as if it were in the Bank of England.”

! I've no doubta about the genuineness of the competition,
Billy ' grinned Bob Cherry

And the masters too.”

LA

* Good windeo—liites

_ "but I've got some big doubts
about o silly chump like you pulling off the prize.”’

“ Oh, really Caprry——""

* Etill, if you're raiain%'iunds on your expectations, you can

ut me down for a lueky halfpenny.’

" Oh, mally i

* But that™s the limit, mind.
extravagant.”

" Lock here, Cherry, I am speaking seriously.
atruct an aeroplane——" &

** The kite w leady,’’ said Wun Lung.

“Don't interrupt me, vou Chines. I was saying—""

“ Oh, go and eat coke ! " said Nugent. * If the kite's ready,
we're ready, too, so come aleng, young Cheerful.””

Wun Lung grinned anticipatively, He {;i::kaci up the curions-
looking kite—very curious-looking to Engli

I want to be generous, but not

I ¢ould con-

ish eyea—and bore it
out of the study. The chums of the Remove [ollowed him.
Billy Bunter glanced after them, and then glanced at the hright
fire—and sat down in the armchair. The cosy study was
preforable to the dark and windy Close in the opinion of the
Owl of the Remove.

Feveral Removites met the juniors in the passage, and gazed
in astonishment at the fﬂﬂriui and wondearful kite, which Bob
ﬂhﬂ:{g had christened the * Jabberwock.'

* What on earth are you going to do t "' asked Levison.

" Going to iy the kite* '

“ Ha, ha! I'll coms."

And several other fellows cams too. The party left the house
without being observed, and found themselves in the Close—
wide, and dack, and alive with fluttering leaves, rustling down in
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ths wind from the old treez. The moon was peeping over the
clock towor, but the light was not yet strong.

Wun Lung unwound the cord fromm his arm. Contrary to the
expectationa of the Kemowvites, it proved a simple matter to got
the dragon kite afloat. :

In a fow miputes it was aniling on the wind, Wan Lung with
the taut eord in hiz hand governing ils mevements. It waa
a curiovs-looking object in the air. The greon glass eyes wero
brilliantly lighted by the electric glow in the dragon’s hewl, and
the wind made a curions humming znd buzzing neise in the
holiows of the body. Had not the juniors seen it at close

uarters, the zight of it in the air would have sent them helter-
zkelter into the house.

* My hat " said Bob Cherry.
lieved it would fly.”

“ Cave ! muiterad Wharton., *° Here eomes Capper

Mr. Cepper. the masier of tha Upper Fourth, was coming
from the direction of the gates. e had his hands bohind him.
and was walking along with an expression of deep thought. A
peculiar humming noise in the air canght his attention, and he
glanced up, rather startled. The next moment he stood
potrified at the sight of the dim and harrible forme in tho eir,
with its two gleaming. green cyes.

For ona moment the Form master gneed at the dragon in
oven-mouthed horror. Then e bolted !

Tha juniors, whe had erouchad back nta the shoulows out fff
gight, broke into a chuckle as Mr. Capper rushed past, his
gown fluttering in the wind, )

The Form master's figure disappeared in & moment in at the
great door of Greyiriars.

“ Ha, ha, ha!"”

“ My only panama hat !" muttered Nugent. ' 1 never saw
Cappy in such & funk before ! T wonder what he thinks of it
Ti-‘r'}tmre iz that voung imp going now T 7

Harry Wharton uttercd an exclamation.

“Wan Lung! Stop! He's taking it past the Head's
window.,"”

“* Ha, ha, ha!”

The Chinee did not stop. He was guoiding the kile with a
skilful land, and there was no limit to his norve.  The juniors
hurried after him. Meanwhila, Mr. {J:—l:_:-Fur had burat into tha
house with fluttering pown, and minus his eap. The FRemove
mazter met him in the hall with g blank stare of amazemen k.

“ What iz the matter ¥ Mr. Queleh asked quickly.

“I1—I hardly know!"™ pgasped the Upper Fourth master.
¥ It—it cannot have been a—a vision.”

“ A—a what "

“I do not kaow what it ia.
floating in theair 1"

“ Tt the air 1" said Mr, Quelsh dubionsly. :

“Yea! Some huge bird, with bright eyes of a greenish
colour. It made a peculiar neise, which first drew my attention
t2it. It is not the shape of any bird with whish I am acguaintad

“ It's ripning ! T ncver he-

A fearful-looking object was

c—in faet, if 1 wore credulous, I should imagins it to be sume

survivor of the pterodactyls of prehistorie times.™

Mzt Qualch amiled.

* You—ar—amaze me, Mr. Cappor.”

“1 am amazed mysolf. It is absolutely amazing, T hod
botter acguaint the doctor with the matter. I do not know
what to make of it. I confess I ran for my life."

* Excuse meo, Mr. Capper ; but to toll the Head so atrango a
tala——"" Mr. Quoleh heaitated.

Mr. Capper turned rod.

#* I sens what you think," he said acidly.
drinking."

** Oh, no—eér—hut iy

“ I shall immediately acquaint the Hend with what I have
seen,’” said Mp. Capper. “ It may be a matter of tho first
importance in natural hiatory. 1t was undoubtedly a bard,
but it was certainly not a bird of British origin."

And he hurried away to the Head's atudy, leaving Mr. Quaelch
firtnly convihesd that he had been indulzing * not wisely, but
too woll” in something stronger than water, Mr. Cappor
Lhnockord at the Head's door, and entered so hurriedly that
Dr. Locke started and dropped & blet upon the page he was
writing.

rE Rgaliy, Mr. Cappar— -7 #aid tho Head, in a toro of voxation.

“ Pray excuse me, sir; but g remarkable happoening—a
most alsrming oceurrence——""

Tiwe Head laid down lus pen.

“ What is the matter, Mr. Capper t "

“ 1 have seen a strange thing in the Closo—a huze hird, sir, of
A shape unknown to British ornithology ! " exclaimed the Upper
Fourth master, in an agitated tone. ' It was swooping down
upon wme with extonded telons when I darted into the house and
narrowly escaped its attack.

The Head looked at the Form mastor, the same SuBpicion
arizing in his mind that had ariaen in the Remove mastar's,

* Mr. Copper ! I-—-I really——""

“You shull seo for yourself, sir!™ exclaimed Mr. Copyer

** But I have not boon
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exoite:lly. " Tho moon is rising, and you will undoubtedly ba
able to 302 the foariul thing fromn your window,”

* Really—er—really ——"

But Mr. Capper was not listening, Ho rushed to the window,
and let tha spring blind fly up, with a erack like a pistol-shot,
The window was bared, and the glimmer of faint moonlight from
tho Close waa visiblo to the two masters in the stady. Mr.
E"‘P'fr azed out of the window, and uttered a loud cry,

' Look, sir !—look '

The Head advanesd to the window—and thon staggered back,
his face as white and stertled as Mr, Capper's own |

For there, ¢loss to the window, apparently staring in upon
them with its green, gleaming eyes, was tho tevcible ereaturs
Mr, Cappor haid so narrowly eseaped in the Close !

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

The Slaying of the Jabberwock.

T was only for a few momenta that the terribla vision was
geen at the window, Then it paazcd on, and the peenliar
humming noizse it made was quite audible in the study.
The Head gazed at Mr. Capper, and Mr, Capper gazed at the

Head, in dead silence, in horror and amazerment,

The strange noise died away into the night. The thing was
one.  Dr. Locke moved slowly to the window and placed his
and upon the sash.

“ Pray be prudent, sir!'™ cried Mr. Capper. * Remember,

the creature may be ferocious ! Pray, air, be prodent t ™

Dr. Locke nodded, and threw open the window. He put out
his head and looked into the Close, The moon was higher over
the tower now, but tho light was very dimn,  Ho esught o ghimpso
of a dark object aflont, somoetimes hieh, and sometimas low,
Had it been a kite, he would have puesscd that it was alternately
choying the wind and the cord in the hand of tho kitist.  But
thera was uo resemblance between the sirange object and angy-
thing the Head had ever seen in the shape of a kite,

" Amezing ! muormyred the Head—" amazineg !

* One of the strangest Incts in naturs] history ever recopded,”
saitl Mr. Capper. ' There is not the slightost doubt as to the
existence of thus erenture, sineo woe have both seon it et close
quarters,  You will ;ld your testianony, will you nok, sir, 1o o
paper 1 shall draw up to rend before the Royal Bociety ¥ This
discovery will buorslt Jike a thunderclap upon the sclientific
world."”

" Dear me—dear e "

Mr. Capper was exultant now.
scientific tarn of mind, and the
Croyiriars,  DBut what butterfiy or moth, beetle or caterpillar,
could gompare in importance with fhia amazing eroature—this
fabulous monster, who was evidently a bitherto unknown
gurvival of a prehistoric apecica ¥

Y Dear me ! wurmared the Head, apain,

Mr. Capper took a pocket-boolt out of his pocket. He wetted
the ond of his pencil and jotted down details.

* Dimeonsions of the hitherio unknown creature first seen by
Soptimus Capper, M.A., &t {jrai,'[ria,m College, on Qetober 20th,
1e08, Length—— H'm! what would you take the length
of the creature to be, sir 1"

“ I renltly did not obaerve.™

* Unfortunately, I did not observe, oither,

" Dear me !

“ I think I had better oo out into the Close and observe tho
bird ot cleoser guarters,” smid Mr. Capper, shuatting ap his
pocket-book., ** I must have tho purticuiurs for my paper for
the Royel Socicty.”’

* There may be danger—""

“Hhw ! T shall be ready to fly if it should attack me ; or,
better still, I will take a pun. It would be aplendid to shoot
the ereaturs and be able to presend iv to the British Musoum."

The Heed was looking utterly perplexed. He was not so
enthusiaatic & naturalist as Mr. Capper, and he did not know
what to think. He ¢ould not dishelieve the evidence of his own
eyes, and he was blankly amazed, Mr. Capper hurrisd from the
study in acarch of o fironrm.  Mr., Prout, the master of the Fifth
wis something of a aportaman, and ho had a eouple of guns in his
stady. He was supposed to be o good shot, and Mr. Capper
mmediately thought of Mr. Prout and his guns. He hurried into
the Fifth Form masters stwdy, snd found him eleaning o rook
rifte.  Mr. Prout lookad up in amazement as hig exeited colleague
burst in upon him.

“Good gracious ! What's the matfer "' he exelaimed,

"“Will you lend me a gun ¥ Quick—aqguick 1"

LR A_n' EI.ITI ! [ E]

“Yea, Yoo might lead it for me, a3 I am pot used to
firearms, and I doubt if I ¢ould load it suceessiully,”

The Fifth Form master grivsed.

* If you are not accustomed to firenrms, the less you have
to do with a loaded gun the better,” he said. ™ What on earth
ia the matter ¥ *'

" There ia nstrange creature in the Cloge,"” panted Mr, Capper.
" A monastrous bird, with green eyes and s curiouwsly shaped
body—a remarkable creature, unknown to the natural history

“GREYFRIARS v. ST. JIM'S,”

LL ]

He waz a gentleman of s
greatest " bug-hunter 7' at

Width e

of any European country., Tha Head has scen it as well ns T,
I want to shaot it to prosent to the British Museam."

Mr. Prout jumped up snd took down agon from the wall, end
rapiclly loaded it. All his sporting instincis were aroused,
and though he was o little ineredulous as to the description Mr.
Capper had given, he had no doubt that there was something
or other to be killed, and, like a true sportaman, he was always

reacdy to kill.

* Itight ! ”* he exclaimed, * Lead the way.”

* Will you come with me ? Good! You will no doubt aim
h-.‘rttﬂ than I should, s I have never handled a& firearm in
my life,"’

* [ think ib guite possible,” assented Mr, Prout drily. I
have loaded both barrels, Lend the way. Whatever it is
I'll soomn bringleit. down ; I promise you that.”

Mr. Capper led the way from the study.  They went S_uick]}rta
the door, and two or three fellows in the hall Jooked st them
i amazement, astounded by the excited face of Mr. Copper, and
the gun in the hauds of his colleague.

“ Anything the matter, sir 17 called out Wingate of the
Sixtl, the captain of Greyiriars.

But Mr. Capper was too excited to reply. He rushed into
the Close, followed by Mr. Prout. Wingato and seversl other
geniora followed to see what the matter was, and & considerablo
number of juniors followed their example,

“Theve it iz ! " eried Mr. Capper.

A gieam camo from o distent cerner of the Close, and he knew
it was the green eye of the monster, The two masters roshed
in purzuit. Half a dJdozen Removites had scawtered into the
shadowa to avoud them, and they gazed after the excited gentle-
men in armazeinent.

E ;".h[}f only hat 1" gasped Lovison,
it

“ Shoot it ! By Jove, so they are 1"

“ Ha, ha, ha! I hope they won't shoeot Wun Lung by
rnistake."

* Ha, ha, ha !

“Uhe funnifulness is terrifie.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

It whas useless for the junicrs to interfere—or, rather, ime-
Ro'ﬂ-‘-ihl::, a5 the two eager hunters were already far away in the

i Close, They were rushing in eager puesuitb of the [abulons
monater, which rose and sank in the air in a curioes way, and
atitl emnitted that curious humming nope,

S Mkere he ts ! Can you et pood atrm o 2

" Fust aomoment ! said Mre Prout. U I heve soomore amimae
nition with me, 20 Tinust be coreful. T will got 8 sure aim.”™

The moon wez higher now, and the light growing sirongor
Me. Prout stalked the floating monster till he obiained ap
excellent aight of it in the woonlighet, Tlen he knelt and tools
a doudly ain,

Bang !

The report of the gun echoed through Greyiriars, and startled
averyhody in the school. Mr. Capper watched the ereature
with “'ilj anxiety. He was equally afraid that it would fly
over the walls of Groviriars and disappear, and thet it would
rush ot him to vent ite dyving fury upon the hunters. It dicd
neither ;o it gave & slighe futter, and then floated on tranguilly
as before.  But Mr. Prout was taking aim again.

Bang |

Tha seeond shot did it !

The object was seen to start convuolsively, and then to sink
slowly, as if reluctantly, to the pround. It sank dewn to the
earth in a flowor-bed—but flower-beds were nothing to the
enthesinstic hunters at Lhat moment. Mr. Prout. overjoyved
al his sneecess, clubbed his pun and rushed forward to deal tha
firiishing blow,

There was a ery from the distance—a ery from Wun Lung,
which passed unheeded, Mr. Capper caucht hiz foot in o eowd
and wont headlong to the ground., DBut Mr. DProut rushoed oo
with clubbed gum; and there was & dismal scrunch as the
abberwock erumpled under the desecendling bult.  Mr. FProut,
ike the hero of the terrible combet related by Lewis Carroll,
had “ slain the Jabberwock."

Lt

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Wun Lung Does Noi Savvy.

HERE was a watl of anguish from Wuan Lang,
T * My kitea ! My kitee t™
The Chinese junior ran up in dizmay. Dut Mr. Prout
did not hear or heed,  The bubtt of his gun legd crashed
through the bamboo and cardboard of the dreagon, and now it
crazhed through again.  Mre. Prout moeaunt to finish the jubber-
wock while he was about it. The electric glow-lamp in the
hellow head was extinguizhed, ond so the orenture’s cyes were
dork now, The humming noise, of conrae, had ceased, The
Fifvh Form master had slein the jabberwock !
Mr. Capper dizentangled himsell from the cord and stapgered
to his feet.
* Have you shot it 7
" Yos—yey, and finished it with the butt of my gFan.”

TUER Ay,

" Thev're going to shoot

Another Schoal Tala
By FRAKK RICHARDS.



“Good?! Pon't damage it more them you
want to have it atuffed for the British Museumny.”*

“ My kitoo | My kitpe 1™

TLhe iellows wore crowding up. Some of them wore striking
matches. Half Groyiriars had been brought out into the Closs
by the reports of 3r. Prout's gun.

" Bring o Light ! "' shouted Mr. Capper

A lanfern was quickly on the seens, It glimmored on the
slain jabberwoek, and thore was a ripple of laughtor among the
Removites.

Bob Cherry scized Nugent and hugged him ecstatically.

* And haat thou slain the jabberwoek 1 ** ho sobbed. ** Coms
to my arma, my boamish boy !  Oh, frabjous day | "

“ Ha, ha, bal ™

! My kitee 1| My kitoo 1™

*“What on esrth ia it ** soid Wingate, bending over tha
crumpled objeot and showing the light of the lantern upon it.

“ A strange bird,” esid Mr. Capper—*"' o bird of a speciea
utterly ynknown to British ernithology,”

Wingate chuckled.

lm“ ﬂ; to the ormithology of any other country, I think, sir,

EAERLC

" What do you mean, Wingata 1"

* It i made of eardboard, sir.”

* What ! " roared Mr. Cappor.

** It & cardboard, and bamboo, and papor. It's a kingd of kite,*

* A-a-a—kind of—k-k-kita 1™

“ Yes, oir. Look for youorseli."

" My kitoe I My kiteo ! "’

Mr, Unppor looked at the wrecked dragon in the light ot the
lantern, with feclings too deop for words. Mr, Prout, who
had been leaning upon the barcol of his gun with the air of a
great sportaman who know that he dessrved admiration, guistly
slip away, snd put his gun ont of sight as quickly sa possible.
Both his shots had gone through the strango eroature, and if
it had been alive would certainly have killod it. Bub it was
rather a come-down for the great sportaman to find that he had
slain nothing but & curivusly-shapesd kite.

AMr. Capper looked at the dragon kite ; and the boys lvoked
et Mr. Uapper. The Uppor Fourth master's face was » study.
A ripple of laughter ran through the crowd, and the Form
master skarted and turned orimason,

* 1k is a—a kite,'"” he murmurad. * I have nover seen & kile
flike that bedore, but it is undoubtedly a kite,"

* 1t's a Chinese kite, mir, I think,” said Wingate,

* Ah! To whom does tlas kite belong t*

“{;’g kites ! My kitea 1

" Wun Luyng, is this kite your property " demanded M.
Capper, fixing his eyes, with & portentous frown, upon the
veleatial,

44 M}' Litﬂﬂ B

* You have beeny flying it in the Close ¥

¥ Mo Ay kitos,"

* How dare you fly a kite in the Close aftor dark,” exolaimed
Mr. Cappor—"" aapamall*r one of such s—a atrangs form ¥ You
lyd me to suppose——"" Thse Furmu moastor chocked himsslf.
His absurd miustake made him colour deeply as he thought of
it “_r‘fﬂu—:,'cru mizht have done demage with this abswrd

thing."

“ %1}' kitee—bloken ! *'

* Yea, it is broken ; and it is just as well, as I should certainly
have ordered you to destroy it,”’ said Mr. Capper. ' You havo
beon guilty ﬂiyn moat reprehensible act, Wun E’ungi"

“* No savvy.''

" You ought not to have flown this kits in the Close after
dark, I firmly beliove that you did it with the deliberate
antantion of fri—of startling people.'

Y No savvy.”

“Anawer me, Wun Lung! Wers you not perfectly well
aware that you were being guilty of an infraction of the rules
of the eollege 1"

" No savvy."

The Form master was baffled. He believed that the Chinesa
jumior * savvied" weil enough, but Wun Lung's fate waa
perfectly innocent and bland.

* You must not use that ridiculons expression Wun Lung,”
ha said angrily. ' If you do not understand, say that you do
not understand.””

¥ No savvy."

Mr. Cappor gave it up. Te walked away with & heightenad
eolour ; and then the merriment of the bhoys could be no longer
restrained. Thoy burst into a roar, which Mr., Capper had the
pleasure of hearing as he entered the houss,

“* My word !"" gasped Bob Cherry. * Did you ever atrike
arainst anything q‘uit& g0 funny as this, people 1™

** Ha, ha, ha! Nover1 ™

“ My kitos bloken !" said Wun Lung, bending owver hia
procions dragon. “ DBut it all lighteo, pullea loggee of
Mistel Cappel—ow ! " :

A finger and thumb ¢losed on the ear of the Chingse chum.
He squirmed round and looked up into Wingate's grim face,

“ Ho you were puliing your master's leg, were you 1" said the
captain of Gru;’friarﬂ grimly.

* Wo savvy.”

* You wero working off a little jape at Mr. Capper's oxpenae ? "
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¥ Wo aavvy."

Wingate could not hel qughin%. He released Wun Lung’s
ear and walked away. ho youthiul eceleatial gathered up his
brolen kite, and carried it off towards the house,

Bob Cherry gave him a thump on the back,

“You'll do, you young rascal !™ he said, **If was worth
busting a kite to see those two naturalists bagging such an
unique apecimen. Thia bird, gentlemen, belongs to a epecics
utterly unknown to British ormithologists,”

“Ha, ha, ha ! ” .

“ It i3 probably a survival of prehistoric times,” went om
Bob Cherry, as they entered the house. ' Examine it closely,
and you will detoct & resemblance to the ptercdactyls of anto.
diluvian days—to the strauge birds that lived along with the
mastodon, the ichthyosaurwa, the plesicsaurus, and the other
cheerful inhabitants of the earth in its aprightly infoncy, the
chief differences being that the ptercdactyl was not made of
cardboard g

** Ha, ha, ha!"

" Wor were its eyes manufectursd of green plass. in etwner

ots the resemblance is rernarkable + and when the stuffed
mrwwk iz pregented to the British Museum——""

Lk Hh hﬂy h“' ? EE

“ Ext-omely comic,” zaid a dry voice. And Bob swung
round in didmay, to aee Mr. Quelch standing at his study door,
* You have a wonderiul gift of humwour, Cherry, have younot 1"

“I—I " stammerad Bob Cherry, in vonfusion.

“ Unfortunately,” proceeded Mr, Quelch, it is mmhinq.j,
with an equally wonderful gift of impertinenco, and so it will
b necessary, é'he-rr}'. for you to keep your wonderlul gt of
humeour within bounds, To assist you to do ao, T will give you
an exercise which will impress the loszon on your mind., Yon
will write out a hundred times ' Impertinenes loads to ponial-
maent.” I shall want to see the linos bofore bed-time.™

And Mz, Queleh torned into his study. Bob Cherry made
a grimace : but he made no more jokes jusi then.

The wracked dragon waa carried up to No. 1 study, whora
the Chineas chmmn proceoded to pateh it up, Tt had saffored
goverely frem Mr. Prout's doughty biows, but it was not past
ropair. Moeanwhile, Mr. Capper had reluctantly reported the
facta of the mottor to the anxious Head. Dr, Locke looked at
him anxivusly sa ho re-onterod the study.

“ Has the erenture bosn shot, Mr. Cappee 1™ he asked quickly.

“ Yo.ea,"" paid Mr, Capper, blushing. " But—it—er—tums
put to be a—a apecios of kite—-=""

“Indead ! There ia no speeies of kite in England, or the
known world, of such & size ! the doctor exclaimed ly.
* This must bs a uniquse apocimen. The length of the object
I saw certainly was considerably over the length of the largest
kito known—more than treble the langth, in fact.”

“I—I do not mean the kite of ornithology," stemmered
Mr. Cappar.  ** In point of fact, it—it was not a bird at all.”

The Head stared. ‘

** Not a hird—but you said it was a species of kite 1"

“ ¥es. But—but i’ meant a schoolboy's kite,"”

L1 {)h ! b

“ It—it waa & kite made by the Chinese boy in the Remove,
in the shapo of a dragon,” said Mr. Capper. " He was flying it

aftor dark, and I—T roade a mistake. Of course, I could not—
conld not know———-="" ] )
“ Of eourse not,” assented the Head, taking pity upon the

Form master's confusion. ‘' The thing startled me a3 much as
it did you. FReally, the boy should be punished for causing
so much trouble ; but he is such an innocent little follow that
1 am sure he was uncongeious of doing harm. Perhags it would
be botter to the matter over,"

And passed over it was,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

Wun Lund Lends a Hand.

HE slaying of the Jubbersock furnished the Remowve
with an inoxhsustible topie for fun laughter for
somoe time to come. Wun Lung suddenly found him-
aclf quite a famous personage in the Lower Fourth. A

follow who could succeed so completely in pulling the leg of
a Form master, and escapo scot free, was a Iellow to be
roapected.  The Celestial, somewhat to his surprise, was the
hero of the hour.

The jabberwock, as all the juniors called the dragon-kite,
was patehed and repaired, and, after morning lessons the next
day, Wun Lung flew it in the Close., It was curious, bot not
in tho lemat terrifying, in the daylight. Several more of the
Remove, following Wun Lung’s example, were manufacturing
kites, though they did not attempt to give them the artistic
form of the jabberwock.

Rilly Bunter waa as busy as anybody. The fat junise, who
was porfectly convinced that he wans an inventive ginius, was
busy ann his seroplane. He wasz hampered, as uwsual, by
want 0f cash, and he made efforts in all directions to i}litr;'lii'l.

Do not miss ANSWERS' New Short Serial, #“GREED.” 1t is the greatest story of the ycar.
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eapital.  DBut lenders were searco, It was in vain that Bunter
explaimned that with s pound & week for thirteen wecks he
would bo able to discharge all debts,  The juniors declined to
believa that he would cver possess Lhot valuable prize.

“The thing's a deml eert.,” Bunter explained, almost with
tears in his cyos, Bleszed if T know how ta convinee vou
ohstinate duficrs. Don't you see that the best answers Send
n are boand to get the pize 27

“ The bomndinlness is grear,” agreed the Nobob of Bhariour,
“but the bestfulness of the honourable Bunter's answers is
terrifically problemetie.

< Oh, really, Inky——""

I believe that the prizeiulness will arrive for the honouralde
Lunter alongz with his cateemed postal order.™

“As o matter of fncl, I'm expecting a postal order this
cvening,” faidd DBunter. " I'd let you have that on account,
and pay up the rest out of Lthe pound a week, if you could Iet
me have a pound or two now."

“ Well, of all the nerve " said Bob Cherry.
you ask for a fiver ¥

“ A couple of pounds would be encugh, Desides, I shall
make money,  Yhen the aeroplane is completed I can give
the fellows ridea on it, and charge a tanner a time.  The novelty
will make them patronise the aeroplane.  If eighty fellows take
a ride at sixpenee each, there's the twe pounds back again.”

* Oh, pive us a rest, Billy 1"

“ Oh, really, Cherry, I must hove a litile eapital to work
with, you know. How ¢an you expect me to make an acro-
plane when I haven't any tin 17

" We don't expect you to make one.™

“I'm sincerely sorry to see a cho
Ecttg,r jealonsy, Cherey. You can't help being a bit dense,

ut this envy of ancther fellow——""

* What 1 " zaid Bob, taking Bunter by a fat ear, “Eh 1%

" I—I mean, I know you are incapable of fecling jealous of
another lellow, Cherry. That's what 1 really meant to say
Ow—-don't shake me, it disturbs my nerves, and if you make
my spectacles Inll off they may break, and then you will have
:_-D ]‘}-ﬁi]rj for them. Where am I to pet a couple of pounds
rom §

“* Ask the Head,” grinned Bob, as he left the study.

Bunter grunted dimcontentedly., He was left nlone in the
study with Wun Lung, the Chinese junior being busy givin
some finishing toucles to the dragon-kite. Wun Lung ]mkeg
.

" How muchee 7 he asked.

The fat jl:rn'mr gtarced at him.

* What are you jabbering about, you silly Chinese ass 1
he growled.

* How muchee cashee #

Billy Bunter brightened up wonderfully.
Chinese junier ha
carelesa with it

" A couple of pounds would do,” he said, eagerly.

* Late ! zaid Wung Lung, turning to his work again,

" Well, [mrhaps thirty bob——""

v Iﬂtﬂ ! L

“Bay a pound, then.
fhat."

Wan Lung groped in a pocket, and tossed a sovercign over to
Bunter. The fat junior could scavcely believe his eyes, He
caught the sovereign. '

' Now shuttee up,’’ zaid Wun Lung.

* Oh, really Wun Lung—-—""

" No talkee.’

Apparently the Celestial regarded the shutling up of the fat
junior as cheap at a sovereign, But Bunter was quite con-
tented, and he left the study before Wun Lung murid change
hiz mind.

It was a half-holiday at CGreyfriars, and Bunter had plenty
of time to corey out his schems. When Harey Wharton ﬂ-nkﬂl
inte the study o couple of Lomrs later the fat junior was very
busy. He was =itting on the floor in the midst of piles of all
sorts and condditions of materials, sewing nway at canvas with
a huge needle, and muttering things whenever he jabbed the
point into his Hoger.

Wharton starcd at him in amazement. The study was in
utter confuston—the table, the floor, the chairs, and even the
fender hittered with materials for Billy's aeroplane.

“ What on earth are you doing, Billy ™

The fat junior blinked wp at him.

“ I'm making my asrroplans, Wharton.™

" Ha, ha, ha ! "

¥ Blessed if T can see anything to eackle at.
made aeroplanes hefore,™

* Not people like you, Billv,"” laughed Wharton.
wheré on earth did you get all tlis staff from T

A friend Jent me a pound,'” zaid Bunter, with dignity.
* Bome fellows can trust ne.””

* They must be perfest steangers, then”?

*h, really, Wharton——""

“ And you'd better get some of this muck cleared up before

“Why don't

like you actuated by

Ho knew that the
plenty of money, and that he was very

I eould get the bare materials for

Peonle have

ia But‘

we fome into tea.
garden.’”

* One must be preparcd to make small secrifices in the
cauze of science.  If vou like to wire in and help me, T'11 let
vorr Lgve the ficst ride on the aeroplane when it's finished,”
zpid Billy Bunter.

Harry Wharton laughed.

* Thank you, I've only got one neck,” he replied. ™ Besides,
I'm due on the focter ground.™

And Wharton picked uwp hizs football and left the study.
Bunter sewed and eut, and zlaghed and jabbed and pinned and
stuck valiantly, sod the aeroplune prew. Whether it would
ever fly was a guestion =-which-onyone but Billy Bunter would
have angwered immediately in the negative. DBut the faith of
the fat junior in himself was absolute. Aeroplancs made by
common perzons had ffown before, an aeroplane touched by
the masterhand of Bunter was therefore certain of succees,
That was the way Billy Bunter reasoned it out.

Severnl fellows, hearving that Bunter was monuafacturing an
acroplane, came to look at him daring the progress of the
work.,  They gave him plenty of [riendly advice, but no assjsts
anee.  Skinner recormmended lining it with felt to keep the
1ain off, and Levizon sugrested a framework of wrought icon
for strength.  Billy Dunter worked on and took mghmd of
these frivolous supprestions.  The only offer of help he received
came from Wuon Lung. The Chinece locked into the study
owards tea-time, and found IE‘riIl;,r Bunter up to hia cars in
work. The fat junior was perspiving, but slaving away n-
dustriously. The fire had gone out, but exertion kept Bunter
Wariit.

* Futtes Buntz] wolkee muchee," said the cheerful Chinee
sympathetically. " 8'pose Wun Lung help 17

“Well, I'd be plad of a little help,” szaid Bunter, " The
fellows will be in to tes soon, and Cherry will make a row if the
study is in this state. The acroplane ia getting on, but this
canvas wants sewing up.  Could you manage that t 7

The Chinee’s almond eves twinkled,

* Mo sewes piecc-nices.”’

* There's a needle. Mind you don’t prick your fingers. I
keep on doitig it. I'moa little bit shortsighted, you know."

Wan Lung grinned. He had noticed it. o threaded the
needle, and et to work, DBunter was busy, and the Chinee
ent down partly behind him, and Billy did not keep an eye on
hirn. The Celestial sewed away industricusly, and a guarter
of an hour later there was a trampling of feet in the Hemove
passage, and the Famoua Four burst into the Bt-udﬂ', glowing
with the exercise of the foothall field, and as Ugry a8
hunters.

“ Hallp, hallo, hallo! What's all this 7" exclaimed '.E-'ph
Cherry, as he caught his foot in o coil of cord and nearly fell.
" You voung ass !

“Don't tread on my materials, Cherry.
acroplans.’”’

You've turned the etudy into a giddy bears

I'm making an

“You ought to be making the tea. Fire's out! You
young villain ! I'm hungry 1"
“ 1 think you fellows could have tea in Hall this timo. Wun

Lung is standing a feed this evening, so you don’t want much.
I wish you'd be quiet and not interrupt the work,"”

* Well, of all the cheelk 1™

“T'm Fra.{;t.ir:u"]r finished now.™

“ Don't you want any tea yourself "

“XNo; Isha'n't want any.”

* What duffer was it said the age of miracles was past t "
said Nugent,

“ Oh, really, N e

Y 1§ the esteemed Bunter does not want any tea, the miracle.
fulness is terrific,” murmured the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“Oh, really, Inky! You sco, vou fellowa, I've eaten ail
there was in the cupboard, 1 had te have a snack from time
to time to keep up my strength while I made the aeroplane.
You can go and have tea in Hall, On second thoughts, I will
coma with you, and I can put the finishing touches to the
azroplane afterwards.”’

Gunter rose to his feet—or rather, attempted to do zo. He
pot halfway up, and then sat down again with a jarring thud,.
His spectacles slid down his nose, and be gave a gasp of blank
AR EEINEIT,

" Wh-wh-what’s the matier 2 ¥

He strogpled to rise, but he could not. Wun Lung had
riion, and wes looking at the struggling Buntor with an expres.
siort of mild surprise.

* What's thoe ntter with youn " asked Harry Wharton.

" Blessed if I know ! T say, you fellows, lend me a hand,
will you ¥ I—I—In eiuck to the ficor somehow, I can't
Linve sat in the plue ! Nao, there it is. What on earth——""

" Ha, ba, ha!" roaved Dob Cherry, *“The tail of your
jacket’s sewn to the carpet 1™

* What " yelled Bunt.or.

Wun Lung quietly dizappeared from the study. The Famoys
Four stood round the fat junior, langhing helpleasly. The look
on Bunter’s face was too funny for words,  He squirmed round
to get & look bebind Lim, and jammed bis spectacles tighter on
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sult of the fabulous monster, which
rose and sank in the alr in & curious

e

his iat little nese. It was true enough. There was a gash in
the study ¢arpet, and to one of the edges of it the tail of Bunter's
jacket had been sewn carelully, and the fat junior was a prisoner.
He made an efiort to rise, and fell over on hig back with a pasp.

" My—my—my word!" panted Bunter. " How—why-—
who——""

“Ha, ha, ha 1 "

Bunter gave a yell as a light dewned on his mind. He
rememnbered the kind assistance he had received from Wun
LHII%;H 2
* Where's that Chines "

“ Ha, ha, ha ! "'

* Help, help ! You prinning idiota ! Get thiz loese, will you I
I say, you fellows, vou might lend a hend, yvou know. 'm
%ni.n,g' to pulverise that Chinee, I'll have his pigtail off for this.

he young villain ! Why don't you help a chap, instesd of
standing cackling there like a lot of silly old hens—eh "

“Ha, ha, ha!" )

Bunter gave a desperate wrench, and the jacket came up,
with a fragment of torn carpet adhering to it.  The fat junior
panted for Lreath.

“ Ill—I’ll massacre that Chinese wvillain!" he panted.
*I—I—I 0

Wuan Lung leoked innocently into the study,

* Teg is leady,™ he said, with a bland smile.

Bunter made o wild dash ot him, and the Chinese junior fled.
Bunter pursued him down the steirs ab top zpeed, and the
Famous Four followed, leughing alinost hysterically. A littloe
fnt poodie belonging to the housckeeper ran acrosa the passage
under DBunter's feet, and he went sprawling headlong.  The
poodle ran away yvelping. nnd Bunter szt up and pasped.

“Ow! Where's my glasses ¥ Ow ! Where's that Chinese
beast ¥ Owl"

Harry Wharton picked up the fallen glazses and handed them
to the fat junior. The poodle had vanished. Bunter had
fallen on him, and Bunter waa not a light weight. Fido had
gone to seek comiort from hie mistresa.

* Thank you, Cherry ! " paaped Billy Bunter, as he received
the spectacles from arton. ' I'l—I'll ba the death of that
Chinee. IL.I'm quite out of breath @™

It was some minutes before Billy Bunter recovered hiz wind.

hen he went into the dining-hall, and found Wun Lung sitting
at the Remove table with the blandest of amiles upon his amniable
inco.

S —

THE Elﬁii_"FH CHAPTER,
Bunter Flies.

UNTER'S wrath had cvaporated by the time tea was

B over, savoral consideretionsa ]II‘EI|]'I'iIT,I?.' it.  Oune was that

Wun Luneg had lent him bhe Fu\'ﬂﬁ*ign in the afternocon

Not that Billy had a good memory for favours received ;

but he had a very keen anticipation of more favours to come.

Another and more important consideration was the feed Wun

Lung had promized to stand that evening. The fat junior did
not want to be left out of that.

Besides, Bunter was busy with his acroplane. It was finished
now, and thers was plenty of time before dark for the first
flight, and he needed assistance. The Famous Four were, of
El’_:lu]'ﬁf‘, called upon, and they consented to lend a band in tho

HAose.

The acroplane—which was, in peint of fact, nothing but a
very large and very clumsily-constructed kite—was carned ont
into the Close. half the Lower School coming to look and see
the result. Opinions were freely expressed that it wonld never
rise in the air, unless Bunter went up a ladder and carried it,
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= " You aee, it will have to get some impetuos first,* said Bunter.
The proper way to start an acroplane is to run it along for a
short distence, and then it rises in the air of ite own accord and
flvats, and you can carry up big weights with it that way., [
onght really to have a line of rail to run it on, 30d I am working
wnher disadvantages. You hold it, Wharton, as you've got
most sense.”’
:‘ Eh 1" said Bob Cherry.
"I mean, I'd like Wharton to hold it. Start it when T give
Yyou the word. I'll keep the cord, and it will be up in a jifiv.”
And Bunter marched off with thacord. The wind was favour-
able, and there was ample room to run in the Close. But
somehow the kite would not rise. Wharton held up the hu
construction manfully, with the long tail fluttering on the
ground. Whenever Bunter gave the word he started it, but
each time it fluttored to the ground. It was possible that
Bunter had not constructed the meroplane on really scientifie
rmciples, bat it was of ne wse telling him s0. As a matter of
att the weight of the materials was very unevenly distributed,
and the whole Nti.rmnu very truly if not olegantly deseribed
hjr“LH\"ﬂ:m aa cack-handed and cock.-eyed.
I lay';drnu fellows, I think you miiht help me & bit,"" said

Bunter 3 tly. to the grinnin smovites, ** You said
you'd help, hargn." i &
“I'm doing my best, kid."”

* It keepa on falling to the ground.™

* That's not my fault, ass.'

" Well, the kite is all right, sp I don't ses why it shonldn't
fly. 'Will you hold it for me, Cherry ! Wharton can't manags
lt..lll

Bob Cherry obligingly held the kite. ‘The result was the same,
Then Wun Lung voluntesred to hold it. But Bunter had Imd
enough of the Chineo's assistance, and he curtly declined, He
asked Hazeldene, who took the kite with & grin.

_Hazoldeno was in & humorous mood. He did not let go the
kite, and Bunter tugged at ths cord in wvain. After some
minutes he came up and gasping.

* No d,” he said. “ You fellows can't handle a kite for
toffea. wles, what it really wants i3 a good start from high
up somewhere, Would you mind climbing up on the roof,

harton, and starting it there for me.”

“ Well, rather, I think I should mind.”

“ I don't ses why you shouldn’t take a little risk in the causa
of seience. When it'a fairly going I will let vou have first ride."

Harry Wharton lavghed and shook his head.

“Don’t bo an ass, Billy. You know very well we're not
sllowed on the roof.”

" It’s & special oceasion.

Bob Cherry chuckled.

" Wall, I don't know about going on the roof, Billy ; but I
wouldn’t mind trying from the top of the gym."

“Good! The gym.'s hardly high enough for the purposs,
but it 15 better than the level. You can pull up the aeroplane
with a cord, after you are on the roof.”

A ﬂqnd ! Get the rope out of our study, Inky.”

* With great pleasurefulness, ray worthy chum."

" You gat the ladder, Nugent, to get up on the gym."”

Y Cortainly." '

Billy Bunter, satisfied at last, led the way towards the gym-
nasium. The Removites followed, most of them grinning. It
was apparent to everybody but Bunter that Bob Cherry had
somo joke up hia sleave.

Tho ladder was planted against the side of the pym., and
Hurree Singh returned with the coil of rope. Bob Cherry
fastened one end of it to the bamboo centre of Bunter's kite to
pull it up by, and then he cut off & length and tied it directly
undernogth.

* What's that for 1" asked Bunter, blinking at it through
hiz apactacles. e i

** ¥or you to hang on to."

*1've got the cord.”

“ Buppose the kite carries you up into the air,” said Bob ;
* that cord would snap.”

" Quite right. T didn't think of that. Of course, the aero-
plane will in all probability lLift me ofi the ground,” agreed
Bunter. * Perhaps I had batter put a turn of the rope round
undar my arms, in case I should let go.™

* Good wheeze ! "

Bob Cherry took his rope in his hana and escended the
ladder. Hoe signed to Nugsnt and Hurree Singh to follow him,
and they did so with solemn faces. The Remove waited
expectantly. Bob Cherry pulled up the kite over the rooi
of the gym., and all was ready.

* Are you ready, Bunter 1™

K "il‘%‘ I‘J‘tl %ﬂu’l

“It’s going 1 * roared Bob Cherry. " Hold on ! ™

“Has the wind caught it 1" gasped Buntcer, as he felt g
steady pull on the rope.

* Hold on t "

“Is it going up ¥

* Hold on like anything !

The kite was, of course, invisible, as it had passed over the

“GREYFRIARS v. ST. JIM'S.”

Will you go up for me, Cherry 1™

roof of the high building. Whether it was rising in the sky
or lying idle on the roof of the gym., could not be scen by
anyone standing clese to the gym. in the Close. But there
was cortainly a sharp pull on the rops.

Bunter clung to it desperately, and in a few sseonds he was
whisked off his feet, and carne with a bump agrinst the wall of
tha gym.

“Oh!"™ he .

But he held on. Highsr and higher he was pulled, till he was
half-way to the roof of the building. He was turning round
like & juint on a spit, his little fﬂti}é? sticking out at aliost
right angles with his little fat ¥ ; sometimes jamming
against the wall, sometimes sawing the air. The Removites
below were almost in convulsions. They knew how much of
Bunter's ascent was due to the aeroplans. But Bunter had
no doubta.

* Hold on, Cherry '™ he gaaped.  * Don’t lot it go¥oo hight *

';_ Can’t be stopped now ! " called back Bob Cherry from the
rool.

“ I zay, hold on—hold on ! ™

The ascent stopped. Bunter was half-way to the roof, and
thero was a ﬂm.id.};n crosh of glass aa his foot went through a
window.

** Doar ma ! " gasped Bunter.

The Removites on the roof came down the ladder. Thoy
Joined the erowd of juniors below, and at the same times Wingate
came wrathiully out of the gym.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Wung Lung at Work,

INGATE stared in blank amezement at the fat junior,
W half-way up the wall of the gym., with one leg through
the window and the other wagging in the air.
“ What on earth are you doing, Bunter 1" ho ex-
claimed.
“ I'm sorry, Wingate—can't help it 1™
“ Come down immediately.”
“I can't.”
“ You young ass!" shouted Wingate, " Come down. or
I'll warm youl"
“I—I can’t. It's the aeroplane, you know ! ™
“ The what ' howled the captain of Groyfriars.
*“*The meroplane. It is carrying me up, and I can't como
down. If you ¢ould hang on to my feet it might bring me
down. I‘hope for goodness’ sake it won't rise any higher.

I-—]—I'm getting n-n-nervous |

" Ha, ha, ha ! " howled the Removited.

"' I say, you fellows, it"s very unfeeling of you to laugh. I
wish I could get down. Somebody will have to pay for thia
window."

" Hg, ha, ha 1"

" How is the young idiot fixed np there 1" asked Wingate.
" What is the rope fastened to 1 "

** The asroplane,” grinned Lovison.

Wingate muttersed something, and stepped to the ladder and
ascended. He could not help grinning as he stepped on the
roof. The great kite, which Bunter supposed to be soaring in
the sir, lay on the leads. The rope which was holding Bunter
wad fastened on the roof. Bob Cherry and Nupent had, of
course, pullsd him up by main force and {astened the end of the
rope, while Bunter imagined that the aeroplane was dragging
him up from the earth.

Wingate locsoned tho rope, and lowered Bunter to the
.Eruund- The fat junior came down with a sharp run, and

umped on the ground with a jar that took his breath away.
He sat up and blinked, and as he sat up his kite came over the
edge of the roof and fell upon him, and Bunter's head biffed
thirough the canvas. The expression of the jumicr was almost
tdiotically bewildered as he sat with the kite round his neck.
The Remove roared.

Wingate came down the ladder,
with a grim amile.

“ You young ass ! he gaid. ' If you hadn’t been an utter
idiot you would have known that that clumsy contraption
waan't lifting you I ™

Y But it was, Wingate. It's a first-class ne-mplatm."

' Mind, no mors tricks on the roof of thegym.,"” said Wingate;
“and the charge for mending that window will be sent to your
people, Bunter.™

“Oh, really, Wingate e

The captain of Greyfriars went back into the gymnasium,
Bunter staggerod to his feet. Ho blinked indignantly at tho
Removites,

* Blessed if I see what you want to keep on eackling at,” hio
growled, * Wingate must be an asa ! Fancy his pob belisving
that tho acroplans raized me from the ground, when he had
the evidence of his own eyes.”

* Ha, ha, ha!'"

* Bob Cherry, didn't the aeroplane raise me from the ground

Y Woll no; 1 rather think it was a chap about my sizo who
pulled you up,” roared Bob Cherry, * Ha, ha, ha!"

T UNE%’BR‘I'"

He surveyed the fat junio:
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And the juniors shricked at the expression on Buntar's face.

“ Oh, really, Cherry——""

*“ Ha, ha, ha!"

Billy Bunter indignantly gathercd up his kite.

“1 ghall try my next sxperiment without sssistance from
you,” he aaid. * You are jeslous of my superior powers.”

** He, ha, ha 1"

Bunter stalked away. The aeroplane disappeared, and was
not geen egain. Bunter was not wvery sensitive to ridicule,
but he could not help feeling that his experiment had been
a failure, and he did not sare to fece it o secomnd time.

* Any more ssaroplanss, Billy 1" asked Bob Cherry, when he
pama in with Wharton, and mat the fat junior in the hall.
Buntar blinked at him reproachfully.

“ No, Cherry. I am thinking of giving up acrostatica and
sticking to ventriloguism after all, I am Jearning to throw
my woice wonderfully, I will give you a specimen if you like,"

“ Not at all ; I'd rather take your word for it."

“* Oh, really, Cherry !  But while we're on the aubject, there's
‘the paying for that window in the gym., you know. Wingate
paid the bill would be sent to my people ; he will report it to
Mr. Quelch, of ¢course. Now, that's not fair.”

" Wa shall gee to it," said Harry Wharton,

“Good., If you could give me ithe money now, Wharton
T'll manage it without any trouble to you. 8lade in the village
chargos two shillings for a pana like that. I'd rather have
it put in at once and not let the matier go before the beak,
You can tell Wingate that I've arranged it with Blade."”

" Very well."

And Bunter walked away with the btwo shillings jingling in
his pocket. The chums of the Remove went upstairs to No, 1
Btudy to do their preparation, but they found the room eccupied,
Wun Lung was thero, and ho was evidently deep in the prepara-
tions for the feed. His sleeves were rolied up, and he had a
white apron on and lockod extremely professional,

A huge fire was banked up in the grate, and & variety of
utenails occupied the fender and the hob. It was already
duek, and the ges was lighted in tho study. It shone on tho
round, contented face of the Chineso junior, and his twinkling
almmond eyes. He ducked his head to the chums as they looked
1.

* Get leadee,” he remarked.

* Oh, vou're getting ready, sre you,” said Bob Gherry.
“ But whoat aboat our prep. ¥

* No plop™

“ But wo've got to do it, you know. We ecan't get owver
the Form master in Lthe morning with soft sawder, a8 you do.™

Wun Lung grinned.

" No plep.. allee samee. Mo makee nicee-niceo feed.”

There certainly wasn’t much room for doing preparation
in the study. The table was piled with crockery and utensils,
Wun Lung seemod to have borrowed: things on all sides for
his ecockery, for half of them did not belong to No. 1 Study.

* What are you poing to cook 7" asked Harry Wharton.

“ Niees stew—Chinee stew.”

A pavoury small was proceeding from a huge sancepan on the
fire, to which Wun Lung was adding at intervals various
ingredientz.  Bob Cherry sniffed.

" That sniffs all right,” he remarked,

" Leadee soon.”

* Yes, but what about our prep. "

" No plep.”

Horry Wharton laughed.

U We'ld better take our books down into the common-room,™
he said,

* Oh, all right ! It looks like being a decont feed. We had
a rotten, poor tes in hull, and I'm petting jolly peckish,” Bob
Cherry remarked. ** Will the feed be ready in an hour, youny
Cheerfnl T

* All lsadec.™

“frood ! Then you can have the room to yourseli, Mind
there's enough, and mind it's good ; I'm not particuler on
other points,””

Wun Lung grinned and nodded, and the Removites went
down again, They met Hurree Singh and MNugent on the
stairs, and explained matters to them,

“ Well, if it's going to be a good foed, T den't mind,” Nugent
remnarked,.  “* That young Chinee ecan cook, too. Heo did us
gome sauzages and chips the othor day in first.rate atyle, quite
up to Billy Bunter's mark, I shall be quite ready for the stew
in an hour's time.”

And the Famous Four went into the junior commeon-room to do
their preparation, It was not easy to do it there, with a buzz
of talk geing on round them. Bunter ¢ame mto the room,
and seeing Wharton, came ¢ver to him.

“I say, Wharton.™

“ Don't bother now, Billy, I'm busy. Why don’t you do
your prep. 77

“ Lota of time for that. DBesides, I want to tell you—I—
its about that window."

“That’s all right, if you've arranged with the mon,™

“ Well, ns a4 matter of faet, I haven't. You see

“ Very well, I'll see to it

" Oh, that's all right then,” said Bunter. "I vou see to
it, it’s all right. I don't want Mr, Quelch to be bothered about

“ I'm gotting hungry.™
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the matter, and of course it wouldn't do for the bill to go iv
to my fnther."

And the fat junior walked away,

" You've forpotten the tin,"

Bunter turned his head,

“* No, I haven't, Wharton."

* Well, if I'm to see about it, leave the tin here,"” said Harry.

** ¥ou see—that's really what 1 came to speak to you about,”
said Bunter hesitatingly. ' 1—I thought I had better have
a snacl, as we're waiting 80 long for Wan Lungsa little feed,
vou know. [ suppose to-morrow morning will do for the two
bob, Wharton."

" What do you mean '

“I1—I had to have s ¢nack to keep up my strength. Yon
know I'm in delicate health, and I e¢an only keep going by
having Ii:-o}lentj.r of nourishing food. I've got a postal order
soming by the firet post to-morrow morning, so 1 thought,
if it was all the same to vou, I'd¢ let vou have the tin back then,
and spernd the two shillings with Mra. Mimble,"”

* But it isn't all the same to me.”

" Wow, don't be menn, Wharton, You won't arranpge with
Blade about the pane till to-mnorrow, What possibla differenca
can it make to you if I pive you the two bob now, or i you
have it cut of my postal order to-morrow morning "

“ Wone, if I have it then, you young humbug!
all my own fault for trusting money into yoor hands.

*I hope I'm o fellow that can be trusted with money,” said
Bunter, with dignity. 1 had to spend thot two bob at the
tuck shop; bus I suppoze you give me credit for common
honesty, and knowing that [ shouldn't have spent it if my postal
order hindn’t been coming for cortain to-morrow morning.”

“You'll be telling yarns like that 1o a judge some day,”
aiid Bob Cherry ; ** but you won't pet off ag essily as you do
with Wharton.”

* Gh, really, Cherry 1"

1t was my own fault,” said Harey., “ I onght to have
known Huntler better., Don't talk any morge rot about your
postal order, Billyv.”

Y Wall, it is barely

Harry ealled siter himo,

But it's

oagible that there may be a delay in
the post, Wharton, and i you are net in an immediate hurry
for the money, I would rather you left it till 1 get the prize
in the ' Gem ' football competition.

" Oh, cheese it ' Lot me get on with my work.™

* Certainly ; but is it understood that the amount stands
over 1"

" I make you a present of it”

" Thank wyou very much, Wharton, but I cannot accepk
f money present at your hands,'” zaid Bunter firmly. vk
know I'm poor, but I have my pride. A loan T have no objaction
to, but a gift of money kn't possible between friends on an
equal footing. Yeou can gither have it back out of my postal
order when it comes, or out of the ' Gem " prize,”

" Will you get away and stop bothering ¥ 7

“1I think thie point ought to be settled. As I am to return
vou the moneyv, you can, if you like, make it an even five bob,
or perhaps it would be better to make it up to ten, and take
the whole of my, postal order to-morrow morning. That will
be simply eashing the postal order in advance.”

Bob Cherry rose, took Bunter by the ear, and led oo to the
door. A drive of his foot sent the fat junior aleng the Eﬂﬂ-‘iﬂgﬁ
hurriedly. DBunter caught up against the wall, and blinked
ﬁtr the wrathinl Removite, Bob shouk a warning finger at

irm.

“If you come in here again till our prep.is finished, I'll
jumnp on you ! "' he said.

*Oh, really, Cherry t7*

“Seat ! "

And Bob Cherry looked so dangercus that Billy Bunter
promptly * zeatted.”

THE TENTH CHAPTER,

The Eighteenpence.

HE news had spread that a feed was preparing in No. 1
Study, and that the Chinege junior was stending it
and a good many fellows looked in while the pre-
PArations weére going on,

The smell from the huge sancepan boiling on the fire was
most appetizing. Wun*Lung was undoubtedly &8 good cooi.
Skinner declared that the mere scent of that stew made hum
hungey, and he asked Wuon Lung when it would be finished.
Bulstrode was equally impressed, and he demanded a rpoonful
to try, which the ohliging Wun Lung politely accorded him,
Bulstrode pronounced it ripping, and regretted that he was
not on the best of terms with Hurry Wharton & Co. He
would have liked wery muech to be asked to that feed in No. L

After finishing their prep., the Famous Four looked into the
study, Wun Lung was still busy, but his laboum were ugp-
proaching an end. He had laid the cloth and disposed afl 'Ic}im
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© Ripping '™ ho aaid, Y I'm- getting jolly peckish, too.
I hopa you'va pot o good sApply of tliat stew, young Cheerful.
I ahould like to ask some ialﬂ_:ws in."

Wun Lung nodded,

* Muchee plonty.””

“Good ! Where did you got that saucepan 2

* Me bollow it of nicee ful housekooper.”

“Ha, ha! I wonder how Mra. Kobble would like to hoar
horsolf described as a nice fat ]musﬂkﬂapar,“ prinniyd Nugont.
© It was very decent of her to lend you the ssucepan. What
ars you making the stew of ¥ 7

" Nices moates, nicce tato, boanee, pollherb, callots, and
gngyun=s, muches plonty.,”

Biob Cherry sinacked his lipa,

“Good ! The weent is ripping, and if it's anything like it
amalis, it will be primoe.  Now thera will be aix horoe to the feed,”

-** Five, my worthy chum,” asid the Nabob of Bhanipur,

* Come, Inky, you're not going to stand cut of a feed like
this,” aaid Bob warmly, * Thore's nothing in it for you to be
frstidions ahout,”

The nabob shook hiz head.

* The excollentiulness of the esteemed stow iz great, but the
keop-ofi-the-grassfulness is terrific."”

* Blesael if I know how you live," said Bob Cherry.  * Well,
wo'll got in some bananaz for you, as you ecan't oai good grub.
Five of vs, thon—wo ean have two or thres of the follows in.
They ara all anxious to come."

* Muchee good.”

“ How long will it be, Wun Lung ™

* Lingeo ball when leade-~.”

" Good. Buzz that bicyele bell st the door, and we'll come
elong. The guests will have to bring their own plates and
apoons and forks, though ; must remember that.”

Tho Ramavitoa, tealing very chesrful at the proapoct of the
feed, strolled along the passage. Billy Bunter met them on the
stairs.

“Isn't it ready yot " he asked,

“ Not quite ; wait for the hell to ring."

“All right. I agy, Wharton, what's going to bo done about

“GREYFRIARS - ST, JIM'S.”

the hest advantage. Bob Cherry  sniffed

that dish that was broken last night ¥ The housekeeper haa
askod me about it."

Harry Wharton layghed.

“ I suppese you don't hold me responaible for that, Billy 1"

“* Well, somebody will have to pay for it. It was Wun Lung's
fault it was broken, over his rotten jape with that dragon, snd
he ought to pay for it. Mra. Kebblo zays ahe will complain if
the losg isn't made good, and as she was giving a dish of potatocs
to Mo. 1 Study, I think tho lzast you follows can do i to pay
for damage done.  Still, I'll go and ask Wun Lung.”

“ N, yvou won't,” said Wharton,  ** How much does Mres.,
Kebbls want for the broken dish 1"

“One and six.”

“1 will go and see her then”

" You needn't trouble, Wharton, I'll take it to her.”

" You are too obliging, Billy,"” said Bob Cherry sarcastically.
* Parhapa the one-and-six might follow the two bob to Mre.
Mimble's tuek-shop.”

“ (3, really, Choerry—where are you going, Whaorton 77

“ 1 am going to the housekeeper's room.™

“ Better not. I could manage the affair ever sc much
better i

Harry Wharton walked away. He knotked at the lhouse-
kesper’s door, and Mrs. Kebble received him with a soulo.
Bunter followed Wharton in, looking very rod, and plucking
at hiz sleewve.

.1 say, Wharton, it's all right—better leave it to me."”

“ Bhut up, Billy."

“ But—I say——really, Wharton——"'

“I've come to see you about the dish, Mra., Kebble," 3aid
Harry, coming to the point at once. ' We're very sorry it was
broken, and Bunter says it will be one-and-six to replace it, ao

L]

I——

The housckeeper gave Bunter a withoring look.

“ Mothing of the sort, Master Wharton, Master Bunter
explained how the dish was broken, and insisted U knowing
how much it coat. I said it did not matter, but he insisted upon
paying.  As it will be charged in the breakages—and ao L
told him——"

** Billy, you young rascal :

* Wall, I thought the dish ought to ba paid for,” said Bunter,

TJE DAy,
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“ You nlways spoil things Ly this bull-at-a-gate way of yours,
Wharton. I was going to pay for the dish out of my postal-
prder to-morrow morning, ond have the use of the eighteens

neo Fur’ the evening. I am in need of some nourvishing
o) —= e’

Wharton's brow darkencd,

“1 s sorey to have troubled youo, Mz, Keblble”

“It i= nothing,” said the housekeeper, " and I shall not
gllow you to pay for the dish. I was surprized at DBunter's
ingisting, aml did not guess his reason, I consider him s dis-
henest T,

“ Ohy, rendly, ma'mmn-——

“And veu are guite right, Mrz. Kebble," szaid Wharton ;
“only Bunter is too stupid to knew what is honest and what
i Dot

“ Oh, really, Wharlon——-"

Harry Look hold of Bunter's collar to merch him away.
sopuirmed.

“1 =uy, while we're here we might as well ask Mrz. Kebble
if we can have another dish of potatoes, to eat with Wun Lung's
stew, as that lot last night was wasted,™

Y Come along, Billy.'

" But really——""

" Yes, along, you bad bey,” said Mrs. Hcbble severely.
“ I think %h&rmu would only be doing right if he were to box
vour ears. It is your fault that I have lost my poor, dear,
gweel litkle Fido.’

“ Is Fido lost, ma’am * " asked Haorry.

“He's dead,” =aid Bunter. "It wasn’t my fault, How
could I help falling on him when he ran under my feet ¥ Besides,
I've Iallen on dogs before, and they nover dicd. It was because
Mrs. Kebble over-fed the poodle.  He was 8o fat that he could
hardly crawl about, and of course a shock to his system was
bound to finish him off. There's nothing so bad for the health,
;:-r “1:{11 likely to lower the tonc of the whole aystem, as owver-
exding. '

* Well, you ought to know,” said Wharton. I am very
serry about Fido, Mis, Kebble. He must have been seedy for
a shock like that to cause his death.”

1 had the wveterinary surgeon,'” said Mrea. Kebble, with
tears in her eyes. ™ He made the same ridieulons assertion that
Bunter has just made, that the poor, dear, sweet little pet was
over-fed.  Of eourse he was nothing of the kind. He died ro

cefullp—you could hardly see when he had eeased to hreathe.
Eie; little pet t It wa= all Master Buntor's faunlt. I I were the
Head I wounld expel him.”’

“ (h, reelly, ma'am

Wharton dragged the fat junior away, leaving the housekeeper
to mourn over her departed Fido., DBunter blinked rather
uneasily at the young eaptain of the Remove, not liking the

expression npon his fnee.

*1It’s all rot about Fido, you know," he remarked. " The
little beast was 2o fat he could hardly breathe, and there wazn’t
more than a gasp left in hinw  After I fell on him ha eguld
hardly crawl away, as vou noticed for yourself, It was all
due to over-feeding”

Wharton had not muoch doubt on the point. Even without
Bunter's hegvy weight falling on him, the poodls had not, in all
probability, & very long lease of life.  But Wharton was not
thinking about the poodie now. His grip tightened on Bunter’s
ghoulder.

* Look here, Billy," he zaid seriously, " you wore telling lics
when you said that Mrs, Kebble wanted to charge one-and.-six
for the Lroken dish.”?

“ I didn't 2ay sho wanted to.”

“ You snid that she told you it would be one-and-six,” said
Wharton steraly.

“ 8o she did! Why, yvou heard her say 5o yourself.”

" Yes, but you gave me to understand that the dish had to
e paid for."

“ Well, I thought that under tho circumstances we couldn’t
do better than pay for it, Wharton. I suppose 1I've g finer
sense of honour in these matters than mosat fellows.™

* You voung raseal !

" 1 ddon’t think you ought to call me names because I have a
finer gense of honour than yon have, Wharton. I really—I
wish vou wouldn’t shake me lile that. You might make my
spectacles full off, and if they get hroken, you——->""

* Listen to me’

“'m listening, but I wish you wouldn’t zhake me. It dis.
turbs my nerves and ruins my digestion, and as | was eaying, if
my glosses get broken——""

“Listen to mo ! You pretended that the one-and-zix had

be paid, 8o as to get hold of it, not intending to give it to the
honsekeeper at all'”

* 1 was going to give it to her out of my postal-order to-morrow
motning.”

“ And suppose it did not come 77

“Well, it's bound to come, so it’s no pood supposing that.
Besides, there's the pound @& week for thirteen weeks I shali
b getting from the " Gem " soon, and—-—-"

Do you know that keeping the one-and-x1x back, after T
hat given it to you to give to Mrs. Kebble, would have amounted
to embezzlement )

* But you didn’t give it to me,” eaid Bunter, changing his tack.

Billy
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" How ean you say anything of the sort when you didn't give
it to ma 1

“ Yea, but if I had—"

“It's no pood supposing what would bave been the ease il
vou had done something you didn't do. I prefer o fellow o
stick to the [acts in nn'ur;;rum{'nt. But that’s what you will
never o, Any amount of " ifs T don't count. Buck to the
facta"

“ Yon utter young ass 1"

Y Calling o fellow names #=n't argument. either. You've
acted very stupidly and rather sclfishly in this matter, Whartony
but I'm quite wlllin;‘; to overlook it, but I don’t think you ought
to call me names.’

Harry Wharten gave it up.  He released the fat junior and
turned away. Bunter hurericd after him and canght bis sleeve,

“1 say—I1 say, Wharton !

“ Well, what is it 7" said Horry impatiently. _

" Az the dizh hasn't to be poid for, I suppose you're poing
to let mo have the eighteen-penee 7" said Bunter. " 1 think
yvou ought—doen't po yet, Wharton, I haven't finished what I
was going to say—really, Wharton———"

But Wharton was gone, and the Owl of the Remove was left
with an extremely dissatisfied cxpression upon his fat face.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Feast—and Alter.

VE-Z.% 1
B “ Time ! " exclaimed Bob Cherry.
Wun Lung was buzzing the bieyelo bell at the door of
No. 1 Study, to announce to all whom it should conecrn
that the feast was rendy.

Harry Wharton, who was chatting with Nugent in the eommon
room, turned towards the door. Temple of the Upper F(gul‘th
tapped him on the shoulder. Temple was looking exceedingly
amable.

“I hear you've got o feed going,'” he remarked.
conkery, and =0 on. T don’t mind i I come.”

Harry Wharton smiled.

* ¥ou're quite weleome." .

“Good. I passed your study,” explained Temple, " and
the niff was so ripping that T couldn't resist it. 'l be glad to
come.’’

* Clome orn, then.
and other thinga, that's all.
plenty of grub.’”

“That's the chief thing. T can manage the rest.”

Billy Bunter nudged Wharton as he left the commaon-roomd
The captain of the Remove glanced down af hin

* T aay, Wharton, ean I bring in n friend 1% asked Bunter.

“ Yea, one,” said Wharton,  ** Who is it 7V

* Bulstrode. ™

“ O, very well,” snid Harry, not very cordially. Buntct
scudded off, and found the bully of the Remave waiting for him
in the pas<ags. e

““1t'z all right,” he sanouneed. ' I've pot the invilntin
for you, Bulstrode. Can you let me have a couple of bob off
my Eif'ﬂtulﬂ -order to-morrow morning 1

es ; to-morrow morning,’ =aid Bulstrode grimly.
1%

* Chincea

You will have to bring your own plata
The supply is short, but there'a

I'd rather have it now, brenuse——

“ Rats 1 * said Bulstrode, ws he wolked off towarda Ne. 1
Siudy, Billy Bunter stared after him with an expression of
utier chirgust.

“ Well, of all the ungrateful brutes,”” he muttered. And
he slowly and disecontentedly followed in the Remove bully's
footsteps. . )

Dabney of the Tpper Fourth was in the passage as Wharton
gnme out with Temple. Harry invited him along with his chum,
and Dabney gladly accepted. The two Upper Fourth fellows
fotehed the rogquired utensils from their stucies, and came aleng
to No. 1. Bob Cherry brought in Levizon, and Hageldene cnme
in with Nugent. Micky Desmond chummed up with Hurree
Jnmeet Ram Singl, and strolled in with his arm linked in that
of the Nabob of Bhanipur. 8ix guests found themselves in No. 1
Study, along with Wun Lung and the five owners of the roonn
It was a pretty Iarge crowd for the study, though it was one of
the largeat of the Remove room3, But the juniors were ac-
cuztoned to ¢loge quarters. i

The table was laid for seven, with squeezing. A chess table
was brought up from the eommon.-room, te accommodatc a
eonple more. A box was laid for two. Hurree Jamsct Ham
Singh. nz he waa not sharing in the feed, was content to take los
bunanas on his koees.  Anticipation and contentment were in
every face.  Seats had been formed by borrowing extra clairs,
and by laving severnl bosrds along them.  Space was linited,
but the feast was not, and that was the more inportant point.

Wun Lung was beaming. He prinned cordinlly st ench new

uext, affording a polite weleoms even to Bulstrode, who had
wii the leader in the rageing to which the Chinese junior had
been subjected on first coming to Greyiriars, -

Are you reading * GREED,” the remarkable story which starts in this week's ANSWERS?
On sale everywhere, price One Penny.
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The stew had boen turned out of the saucepan into an im-
menge dish, and a savoury steam was rising from it.

It was thick, rich, and appetising. The juniors eyed it
hungrily. The fire had been allowed to die down, but it was very
warm in the study. The window waa wide apen, and the door
waz left ajar. A good many fellows sniffed the scent of the
stow a3 they passed along the passage, and envisd the feasters.

Wun Lung glanced round upon the crowdsd juniors with
8 beaming smile, and dipped a huge ladls intp the dish.

“ All leady " he ashed. :

" What-ho ! "' zaid Temple, emphatioally,

** Oh, rather,’ said Dabney.

'* Buck up, Pigtail !

* On the ball 1 "

- Wun Lung served the stew. There were no side dishes—ewvery
eonesivable ingredient had bean added to the stew itaslf. Carrats
and turnips, parsnips and beans, marrow and radishes, could be
detected in it, and many other vegetables, and ingredients that
weore not éven recognizable. It waa clear that the Chines was an
roeomplished cook, He had combined the different elements
into a harmonious whole with consummate skill.

Every feastor received a liberal helping. The beat of it waa,
that n dozen helpings hardly diminished the supply in the
dizh ; there waa evidently encugh and to spare, and no need to
oconomise.  Billy Bunter had provided himself with the largest
aoup-plats he could disegver, and it was filled to the brim.
Buntor was a little inclined to be jealouz of the rival cook.
But aa apon as he tasted that stow anything like rancour vanishod
from his breagt. The follow who could make a stew like that
was moro than a brother to Billy Bunter from that moment
forward.

" My only hat!" said Bob Cherry.
anything like this befors.”

* 1 say, you fellows, this is ripping.”

i Dh,l;a.tfhar v SR

* Why don't you have some, Inky "

" The smellfniness ia sutficient for my worthy sclf,” repliad the
nabob, urbanely. * The nativea of my esteamed country live
nearer to Ching than your worthy aslvea, and so they are better.
full_;,' acquainted with Chinese cookfulneas.'”

" P'd hike to become cloder acquainted with Chiness cookery,
ifit's all like thia,"” said Mugont, ** why, it's a droam !’

* A vigion ! V' said Hazeldene.

“ I must 2ay it's all right," said Levison. * The meat is
tender, and no mistake. Blessed if I can guess what it is,
though.™

* It's ripping, whatover it is,"

“ It testes to me like voeal, something." Bulstrode remarked.
“ Tt's not veal, though.”

* There's a flavour of kidnoys about it, I think."

“ What is it, Wun Lung 1 "'

But Wun Lung was 5y, He had hel himself laat,
but he had given himaclf a very generous helping.  The Chiness
chum did not eat with the chop-aticks of his native land, for he
had learnod to handle the imploments of English use with vase
and facility. It was evident that ho enjoyed the stew. His
ourious Oriental face beamed over the steam rising from his well-
filled plate.

Billy Bunter passad up his plate for more.

Hia examplo was followed by the others. The plates were scon
eraptied, and as guickly rofillad.  Maost of the juniors had geood
appetites. But that delicious stew would have tompted one
who had juat dined heartily, Billy Buntor fairly let himself
go. Ho sent up his plate again and again. Ho was at the end
of his fpurth helping before the othors wore finished with their

second,
" Ripping '™ ho said again and again. " Simply epiffing.
to be in the eating, and cer-

Another helping, ploase, Wun Lung.”’

The proof of the pudding is aai
tainly Wun Lung reeeived the bost possible proof that his stew
wad appreciated. Wharton was the only one who stopped at
the third helping. Ewvery other plate woent up for a Eu—th.
Then some of the othera dropped out, but several plates received
a fifth supply. The stew in the dish, groat as the quantity was,
wus gotting low now, Bunter was working steadily through
hiz soventh helping. Bulstrode was atarting on his sixsh.
Tuml;'lva leanod back in hig chair and breathed contentedly.

** Woell, L must say I think you've done us down well this time,
Wharton,” ho romarked.

* Oh, rathor,” said Dabney.

“ But 1'd really like to know what it iz," pursued Temple.
“I'd lay anything that it's rabbit dono up in a new way."”

“ Pork ! ™ said Bulstrode. * I say pork.”

Y Wall, what iz it, Wun Lung * "'

Y Coma, Wun Lung.” said Wharton.
Has anyone gueased right 1

Thea Chines shook his hoead.

“ No gueases light,”

:: %'ﬂ-ﬂlﬂb pork 1" asked Bulstrode.

M.
* Nor rabhbit 1" .

" GREYFRIARS v. ST. JIM'S.”

“I've never tasted

* Toll uz what it ia.

“ No labbit.”

“ Norlamb 7™

* Nor kidneya 1 ¥

© Nor mutton 1

“ Mor heef * 7

* Nor liver 1"

1S N’D‘r t-":“ngll-'lﬂ -I L} ]

** Nor tripe * "

Thess, and o dozen other questions, were cshowered on the
Chineas junior, who replied to all with the same bland smile
and shake of the head.

The juniors were puzzled. A curious oxpression camoe over
the fece of Harry Wharton, a3 he suddenly remembered some-
thing he had read about Chiness manners and customs. The
colonr faded from his cheek gt the terrible thouzht.

** Tell us what it is, Wun Lung," ho aaid hastily.

* Mo labbit, no beeffee, no lambes,” said the Chinee grinning.
* No kidnoe, no Hipea——"

“Then what iz it 1 " demanded half s dozen voices.

* Commen glub in my countly.”' ,

4 A ComInOn grulj in your cnuntr_'n.r'." aatd Hugél‘lﬁ. “ You
don't mean to BAY that it’s & Chinese animal 77

* English anunal, velly aommon in China too.™

“ Then what on eartd: @ it ¥ "

" What you tinkee of doggea T "

“WHAT ! " roared eleven voicea.

“ Chines always eat doggee—nicee-nicee—-—=""

“Dog '™ aaid Nugeat feintly. " A dog! Oh—er—ah—a
duﬁ ! My only—eh—er—ah!™ ;
“A—a dog ! murmured Bob Cherry. * Impossible |

“It's—it's & lark of the Chinee besst,” said Billy Bunter,
putting down his spoon suddenly and turning almost green.
HIts—it"s & jape, vou know."

¥ Hf—if it's true I'll strangle him with his own pigtail,” said
Temple.

** Oh, rather,' groaned Dabney.

But they felt that it was true. The smiling face of the Chines
showsd no comprehension of the horror that had asized upon his

udata.
e MNicea ga,” he asaid. ** Nicee fattee. Nicee-nicee.
Velly commaon glub in China—dogges, cattes. Nicec.picee,”

* But-—but wherse did you get the dog from t " said Wharton
faintly.

& }xm fattoo doggee Fido."

* Fido '™ shrieked Rilly Bunter.
beastt Oh! oht®

* Dogeas Ritllee when Bunter fall on him,” explained Wun
Lung, mnocently. * He clawl away and die. e no killes
doggee. Cook doggee that die"'

'%emp!a ata, wams to hiz feet. His face was ghastly.

" ¥ou-—you horrible young cannibal——"'

“ You—you pigtailed beast—--"'

“ Berag him '

Wun Lung looked astonished.

“ Whattee wlong T Niceo doggee—nicesstew ! Haves more 17

“Oht!" gas a-dm’z,{'ampia. " I—I feel very ?uceﬂ" He rushed
from the study, strange sounds proceeding from his throat.

And after him rushed the rest of ths feasters, with faces of
.;n,nhgmga hues between green and yellow, and horror in their
goks,

All except Billy Bunter. ¥e had eaten too much to move
fquickly. and & violent ft of sickness seized him before he could
get out of the study.

“0Oh! oht gh " groaned the fat junior, as he rolled on the
floar. " le=l=—=I"'m g}ing ! I—1 feel that I shall expire!
Oh=—ph=—gh ! '

* Whattee wlong 1  Haves some moro 1 H

o I{?Ih_ﬁg_nh £ :

Y Nicoe dopoes—niges-Tleee——

** Oh, oh, Dhgﬁ"

The sudden exodus from No. 1 Btudy had attracted general
attention. Tho looks of the suffererz excited something like
alarm ; but when the facts were known thore was a vell of laughter
from all who had not partaken of the feast, which rang from end
to end of the house.

But the guests at Wun Lung's feed did not feel like laughing.

Dop was & conunon cnc-ugﬁ article of diet in China, but the
Enowledge that the stew had been made of the defunct Fido
acted like the strongest possible emetic upon the unfortunate
fenztors,

While they were gasping and groaning in anguish, Wun Lung
calmly finished the stew.

“ Mrs. Kebbla's fat littls

[ 1] i * " [ ] L] #

The story was soon all over Greyiriars, and the whole school
shrieked over it. Wun Lung, when he was taken to task over
it, said that he was “ velly solly.”

THE EXND.

(Another splandid complete achool story next Tues-
day, entitied * Greyfricrz versus 5t. Jim's.”" Dan't
forget to order your copy of THE MAGNET LIBRARY
in advance. Price One Halfpenny.)
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READ THIS FIRST.

On the death of his father (Colonel Sir Harry Dashwood),
fack Dashwood finds to his nstoaishment that he has been
P.mctic:'nlly disinherited in favour of his Uncle Dominie and

ousin Leonard, He conszeguently enlists in the 2Z3th
luzsars, nnderthe name of Tom lloward, and soon becomes
a eorporal, Unfortunately for Juck, however, his Cousin
Leanard is attached to the 25th as second licutenant, and,
with the aid of a bull¥ing trooper nomed Sligo, sneceeds in

etting Jack deprived of his stripes. Dy the death of his

ther (Dominie), Lieutenant Dashwood is at first prevented
from accompanying the 25th to India; but he subscquently
joins the troopship at Port Said, having travelled there
overland. While at Port Said he bribes a Greek gambler
named Constantinidi to Kidnap Trooper loward, whom
he sends ashore on a false eyrand, Our here is attacked
and stunncd, and wakes to find himself a prisoner. How-
ever, with the help of a party of officers from the troopship
Ganges, Juck makes his escape and continues his journey
to India, and eventually rejoins the 25th Hussars, JackK is
soon reinstated favourite, and becomes once more fulnl
corporal. Justas the irksomeness of Indian serviecin pence
time is setting somewhat heavily on the men a frontier war
breaks out, and the Z25th recelve orders to mobilise fer the
front. On their way to the scene of war the 25th are ¢con-
tinually “sniped’™ at by rebel, and Tom with Licutenant
Armstrong has o desperate seuffle in the dark with the
Pathans. Tom defends the wounded licutenant till hel
eomnes. The latter is subsequently, to his disgust, sent bag
10 the base hospital. (Now go on with the stcrr:.'.fi

A Black Plot and a Tiny Botile.

The first glimmer of dawne broke wver the hilltops, ard
he word was given to march, :

Sir Bindon Blood, having seen that evervthing was ready,
had gone to the top of Unstle Reoek FhLill to ﬁué}erm‘tend the
operationd generally. A party of Sikhs and Gurkahs, sup-
ported by two guns of the Bengal Mountain Battery, the
whale arder Colonel Gedney, advanced silently towards the
enemy to clear the way, rushed the pesition, the en&w
kolting in all directions.  Then Meiklejohn's force advaneed,
the Guides Infantry and the 45th Sikhs domg some smart
bevonet work where the Graded Road and the North Camp
Road joined. : :

There was a pood deal of bayonet exercise as the light
inerensed, nnd, driven from hill to hill, the enemy conld
be zeen seureying nbout like ants, panicstricken and dis-
arganised. Farther abend was the Khar Plain, into which
many of the foe doecconded, and the word was now given
for the cavalry to advance and fall upon them, The Guides
and the 11th Bengal Lancers, fullowed by the 23th Flussars,
now gpedd down into the rice-fields, spearing and sabreing in
all directions, and reaping hot vengeance upon the flesing
tribosmen, There was a strong position at Amandarrea,
which the cavalry seized, and over the level country be-
tween that point and the Shakardara they heard heavy firing.

“You had better push an, colonel,’”” said General Meikle-
ohn to Adams of the Guides, *and sce what iz going
arward.”

And, swinging away at a hard gallop, the cavalry jingled
through the rice-lelds, along the Clitral Road, and soon
catne in sight of the beleaguecred position,

Above the broad Swat River roze o econical hill, crowned
by a fort, against a background of mountains, covered by
mighty deodnrs, From the top of the fore the British fla
was still fyving bravely, but the little garrison was har
pressed, and the defence of Shakarcdara is one that will
always be remembered for its pluck and gallantry. The

GRAND TALE OF ARMY

LIFE,

garrison consisted of two companies of the 45th Sikhs and
twenty-five Sowars of the Ilth Bengal Lancers, with two
hundred and twenty men of all ranks. They had been
besieged for seven days. Captain Wright of the 11th Bengal
Lancers had made a hne dash with forty of hiz men from
Malakand, eutting his way through the Amandarra Pass, on
the 27th of July, and taking command of the fort, Night
and day they were atiacked, alwavs under heavy fire, and
:'Em im%med signal-tower was witheut water for a long
ime.

They sent the two words, * Help us!"” by heliograph to the

camp at Malakand, and 1t was in response to that messagro
that our cavalry was now reconneitering the approach to the
position.
The bridge across the hroad river was fortunately un-
ini'lunad, and, sending back a message to General Meikle-
john, Colonel Adams led his men over and entered the fort.
The infantry were now pushed on with much ropidity.

Lieutenant Rattray, of the 45th Sikhs, made a dashing
sottie for the fort, during which he was wounded in the
neck, and the word was passcd for the cavalry to go out
1n pursuit.

Then the blue-coated Bengal Lancers and the drab Guides,
with their gay scarlet sashes; and the kharki-clad 25th put
tn their spur and thuodered away in the bright sunlight.

SBabres flazshed, red.and-blue pennons E'Iu‘rtvrmi nrnuk
turbaned sowars and helmeted Hussars reaped heavy
vengeance among the fribesmen, The swift march from
Malakand had told on the horses, and it was soon necessary
to draw rein and return, theugh not before the hillsides and
the depths of the gloomy valleys had been littered with the
dead bodies of the enemy.

The relieving cavalry bivouacked that night at Shakardara,
wherae they had much fo hear of sorties and the re:pul&:in% of
night attacks and the gallantry of the signallers, who had
stuck to their posts for cighteen hours without wafer In a
blazing san, and how Sepoy Prem Singh, of the 45th Sikhs,
had elambered out several times under a hot fire to_helio-
graph to the Malakend.  All this may be read in tho

eneral’s despatches, and very fine reading it is, except for
it lange list of killed and wounded.

The next moarning the troaps filed over the long bridge
again, and returned throogh the rice-fields to the Amandarra
Pasze, where they met the general riding up from the Mala-
kand, and Sir Ponsanby Smithers with the infantry of his
brigade, The 25th halted close to n company of the Plough-
shires, who had asz yet borne no share n the hghting, and
Team's keen eye was not long in detecting his friend Dick
Vivian, and his bitter foe, Leonard DNashwood.

“Tell you what, "‘Chward,” suid Bill 8loggett, leaning ont
af hiz saddle and whispering fo the corporal, " next fima
you 'it that bloke Dashwood, "it 'im ‘arder. 'E's as [resh as
paint with that saucy new kit of "ist" .

What reply Tom was about to make iz not known, [or
word was suddenly passed down the line for Corpornl
Hownrd, and, turning hiz mare out of the squadron, he rode
forward to where Sir Bindon Blood aod his staflf where
listening to the report of Colonel Greville. Beside Sir
Bindon sat Sir Ponsonby Sinithers, the point of his helmet
down well over his nose.  Tom reined in a conple of horses'
lengths from  the gencral, saluted smartly, and sat ab
attention.

“ {*alone! Greville has given me such an excellent account
of you, corporal, that T wished io sce you with my own
eves. I understand that vou performed prodigies of valour

ANSWERS New Short Autumn Serial, “ GREED)”
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tha other night whon the enemy attacked the outpost. You
saved the life of your officer under circumstances of particu-
lar bravery, ur.uj’ I am going to put your mame in the
despatch that I am going to send home.”

Tom saluted apein, and the eyes of the staff were upon
him. He was also conscious that Sir Ponsonby Smithera
sclzaaimmd him very hard, and Tom began to feei uncomiort-
ale, .

“Your face 15 very familiar to me, corporal,” said Sir
Ponsonby. * Where have I seen you beforo

This was a direct question, to which Tom found great
difficulty in replying.

“1 have secn you several times in England, sir,’”” he said,
with a slight tremor in his voice which was not lost upon
3ir Ponaonhy.

“I would not press him too hard if T were you,” whis-

ered the gencral. " Greville knows who he 1s, and says

a's a remarkably smart vyoung chap.™

| shall make it my special business to keep an oye ¢n
him," said Sir Ponsonby. * Would you like to ride with ma
na my ordarly, corporal, or would you rather stick to your
regiment ?'"

om fushed.

“Thank you very much, sir, but, if you wouldn't mind, I
would rather L:-EE|1:: with my I‘E%il’ﬁﬁﬂt.”

* Just as you please, corporal.”

And Tom knew from Sir Ponsonby’s vuice that he had
chosen the right thing. He could not help his eye wander-
ing to the company of the Ploughshires, drawn up there
within easy earshot, and he saw Dick Vivian's face radiant
with delight, and marked also the contrast between Dick
and his cousin. Leonard Dashwood had turned a sickly
{&Iiﬂw, and was biting his lips. The words of praise which
h

rought Joy to Dick’s heart, were gall and wormwood to

im. And it was well that no one could sce into his hoart,
and fathom the treachery which was forming itsolf thero.
Oneo Leonard’s hand went instinctively to his imast pocket,
and his fingars pressed on a little hard substance, his eyes
gleamed malevolently the while. And so intense was his
hatred, that it glowed in a red spot on each cheek, fanned
into malten heat by the general's praise.

“ You can return - to your sguadron, Corporal Howard,”
aaid the general.

And, very thankful to withdraw himself from this un-
expected publicity, Tom rode back, exciting further com-
ment from the staff by the manner in which he rode his
INatre.

Shakardara having been relisved, the general proeceeded
with the commands of Brigadier-Gencral Moeillejohn and
Colonel Reed, to the villages of Aladand and  Thonna,
which wera thoroughly scarched. A few women and
children were the sole inhabitunts romaining thore, all the
man having gone off with their guns inlo the hills with the
ingurgents.

Dismounting af o well to water his mare, Tom heard o
seroam from a mud-walled house a few yards off, and seoing
one of the horses of hiz own squadron standing riderless at
the door, he strode over and epiered the dwelling.,

Asa his shadow fell across

the 25th, and you will bo wise if you take this warning. 1 -::}:m"t
want to have you up on the carpet whon the regiment ia on
sarvice, and if there is any more nonsense 1 may be
tompted to settle the matter in my own woy. You know
what I mean.”

Bligo knew perfectly well what ho moant, and made no
reply; and as Tom returned to the well to mount, a pariy
of the Ploughshires, who had been rummaging among the
houses with their bayonets fixed, under the command of
Leonard Dhashwood, pnssed by in time for their leader to
catch the purport of tho corporal’s remark. Leonard Dash-
wood fell back a pace and let his men pass on, making a
sign to Bligo, who had again placed his toe in the stirrup.

eonard glanced round. ere was no one within hity
vards of them, and for the second time that morning his
hand went to the square packet in the hreast of his pocket.

Leonard Dashwood turned & searching glance on Alf
Sligo. His sallow face had never struck him as so singulariy
unprepossezsing before, and he hesitated a moment, doubt-
ing the wisdom of committing himself for all time into tha
hands of that yellow-faced trooper of Hussars. Dut the
sight of Tom Howard cantering eway across the plain
roused all the old hatred in his breast, and he drew out &
tiny bottle and glanced furtively around him.

*Take this,” he said. “I want you to use it the next
time Howard is on outpost.”

And he whispered zome words in Sligo’s ear.

An evil grin spread over Blige’s features, and, holding the
bottle in the hollow of his hand, he looked at it gloatingly.
It contatned a thick, brown-coloured fluid, and, marking the
look, Leonard Dashwood tapped him sharply on the
shoulder.

“ Mind,” he said, * ten drops—not a fraction more. And
when you've done it pitch the bottle away. If that should
ba found In your posscession there'll be trouble.”

“ Leave that to me, sir!" Sligo said. * IVver think T'm fool
anough to put "is light out? D’yer think T wants to kill the
goose that lays the golden hegg, Mr. Dashwood ™"

And Leonard's heart quailed at all the future possibilities
that sentonce betraved.

# No, no,” he said quickly. *0Of coursa net.
don’t supposé I want to kill him, either, do you?”
Alf Bligo looked straight into Leonard Dashwood's eyes.

““1 don't 2ny nothin’ about that,”” he replind, with & leer.
““All I say is ten drops, and ‘e shall 'ave 'om.  And when
it's done I'll pass the word some’ow "

Thdn he hid the little bottle away in a safe pocket, and
Leonard Dashwood, zlipping some eoing into his hand, strode
nway to rejoin his mon.

And you

It was night. The skv overhead was gemmed with a
myriad of bright stars, but the moon had not yet tisen.

At the buae of some low foot hills lay a pcquet c:i:‘ I{uszars,
umder & corporal. The corporal was Tom Howard,

e had been specially chosen by Colonel Groeville for tha
post, ag an attack was expected in that quarter, and the
colonel wished to have a smart man, on whom he could
thoroughly rely.

They lay in the grass

the threshold, he szaw a
black-haired, brown-skinned

among the boulders which
were . atrewn  about, and

rrecrar e — e r— N P
womnan  struggling  in the lovked  down  ints  the
rasp of Alf Shgo, who valley, shrouded in  im-
ad been attracted by the penetrable gloom,
gold bangles on her wrin, The szilence siruck a
which he was endeavourin o T ; : o .
b aBprolciite E “} The Editer, *MAGNET" Library, species of awe into their
T e Rt _ F ot 9320, Bouverle Street, Fleet Street, hearts; it was all so big
. “?, .;“T 0 i’l?“' z London,wili be glud to liear from you, and lonely and solemn. No
orse,” sanid Tom, rushing sound but an occasional

forward and rasing - lus
arm, hiz eyos PMemining—
“get back to your horse,
vou rmiserable thicf, and

neigh from the horses far
behind  them, and some-
times the rolling of a stone
from the hillside.

don’t let me catch you at
this game again!”

Bligo scowled and slunk
away. He hdd too great o
respect  for Tom’s right
arm to desire any closer
acquaintance with it: and,
throwing the woman a
coin, Tom followed him,
and tomched him on the
shoulder as he was placing
hiz toe in the stirrup.

I have had my eve on
you for some time, Sligo,”
Tom said. **Just try and
remember that vou are a
British soldier—if you can.
You'ro the slackest man in

o

The Rival Colleges meet on the foot-
ball field, and a rare fussle takes place
| for supremacy. Who wins?

e e o ot T |
P.S.—You can enter the £50 Foot-
A ball Competition in *THE GEM™
2, Library, out this week.

A jJackal barked away in
the distance, and the
laughter from the hyenas
told where the beasts were
already busy among the
dead tribesmen,

(To be comtinued next Tuesdag.)

An  lovars of good
fiction should make a
point of reading the
great naw Autumn
gerfal “"GREED.,” which
Commeances I this
woeek's “ANSWERS.," on
sale everywhora fo-day,
Price Td.
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