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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Yisitor Expected,

ARRY WHARTON came into the study with an epen
letter in hiz hand, and a thoughtiul expression on
hrig face. There was a strong smell of bloaters in the
study, and a erackling sfund from the frying-pan

Billy Bunter was watching on the fire.
expresaive sniff. :

“ Bunter, hold on!l  Open the window, Nugent!
get that frying-pan off the fire at cnee!™ ; y

Billy Bunter looked round from his busy occupation with
a red and perspiring face. He blinked at Wharion through
hiz big spectacles.

“(Oh, really, Wharton! The bloaters are not done yet "

“ Chuck them out of the window!”

“YWhat"

“ Chuck them out of the window! We can's have them
nifling here like that with a visitor coming !
“ A wigiior?'  exelaimed Bab Cherry

togpethear.

“Yes; a distinguished visicor, Loo! Just like Dunter,
to be filling the study with o niff of bloaters at a tine like
this 1" said Wharton severely.

“Well, I like that!” exclaimed Billy Dunter indignantly,

Na. Gd.

Wharton gave an
Billy,

and Nugent
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“ There's nothing for tea cxcept bread-and-butter, and T
raised o tanner by selling a penknife to get these bloaters.
Is that what you call gratitude, Wharton?” -

“Whose penknife did you sell?”’ asked Bob Cherry, with
a grin.

S Well, as a matter of fact, it was wvours."”

“Mine?' howled DBeob Cherry.

“Yes, As wou chaps leave it to me to keep the meals

oing, I had to raise the wind somehow. I sold it to young
%ﬂhnsﬁn 1I.. and he said 1 could have it back for a bob
any time I liked. It's all right, you know. I've yot a
postal-order coming to-morrow, and I'll get it back if you
want 16"’

* You-—you--you—"" : :

“There's nothing to besexcited about. Anyway, youve
got the bloaters. They've nearly done, and they will be
rippine for tea.”

:‘?;&ke tl}:am away ! said Wharton.

- But—

“Chuck them out of the window, or kill them somehow!
I tell you we've got a distinguished visitor coming, and I
can't have the stuﬁ(;' reeking of bloateral I wish I'd known
yoil were going 10 slart cooking bleoaters, and I'd have
chained vou up in time!’

“Oh, really Wharton——

“0Off with them!™ i .

“1 fancy they're off already, to judge by the niff!™
grinned Bob Cherry. * But whe's the distinguished visitor
wha 3 going to honour our humble roof? This is the firsk
I've heard of 1t!"

He glanced at the open lester in Harry Wharton's hand.
J.“."‘E‘:m.u-a here!"” said Nugent, **Is that letter from St.

s

“Yes, it's the reply from 3t. Jim's Junior captain, It's
all right about to-morrew. I ought to have settled the
inatter before, but 1l've been szo Lusvy keoping vou chapa
out of mizchief, and 30 on. This letier is from Merey; 1'U
read it out to you'

“{z0 ahead ™

“I say, you fellows—""

“Dry up, Billv, Goet on with the lettor.”

“ But about theae bloatersy"
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“Take them away, said Wharton., “T1 can't read the
letter out while they're talking, Go and bury them some-
where”

“That's all very well, but what are we going to have
for teal” _ .

“We've got to get up a good Feed somchow, with young
1A coming, but bloatera won't ferm part of 1. Get
those horrors awny, and leave the door wide open.  Open
the window wide, Nugent. With o draught straight
through, we may get rid of the conversation of those
bloaters. DBuck up, Bunter!" : "

“I may as well finish cooking them, and then if you don't
want them for tea, I can have them fArst as o spack—"

“Take them away!™

Wd T..’H-E, hutﬁ_?l

Wharton strode to the grate and jerked the frying-pan
off. A hissing steam rose from it, and the fish crackled
aZAIN.

“ Now if you don’t wani thizs lot bhiffed on your head,
Eilly, you'll get out!”

"g)il, very well! Buot really—"'

“* et out!”

“1'll talke them along to Wun Lung’s siudy,” said Bunter,
taking up the frying-pan. ** He'll let me finizh them there,
if I let him bhave one of tham.™

“¥ou'd belter buck up, then; we shall wané you to help
with the tea.”

" Right-ha! This won't talie me long, but it's against my
principles to waste rood grub. You see——'7

Harry Wharton pushed him out of the study, and he
earried the frying-pan and ifs odorous contents along the
paszgage. Then Wharton read oul the letter. Teb Cherry,
and Frank Nugent, and ITurree Singh—the Nabob of Bhani-
pur—lizstened with great attenticgn,

“''The School Houge, St Jim's, November 4th, 1908

“fDear Wharton. —Yours just received.  YWe are in the
same boat, so it will be all righe, We always have a half-
holiday on the Fifth of Novemher, and as L comes on a
Thursday this year, the Wednesday half iz given on Thurs-
day instead. 'i:hﬁ seme arrangements will hold good, the
match -being played on Thursday afternoon instead of
Wedneeday, as previgusly Bxed; but in case there should ke
anything new Lo be settled, one of our fellows is coming over
to see you about it. I don’t know' whether you know
IYArcy. IHe will call this evening, about tea-time.
Kindest regards,

“!Tou Meray”

** Mice letter!” said Bob Cherry, with a nod.

“Yes. I saw Merry shout making the arangements for
the foothall mateh,” said Harry Wharton, “ A very decent
chap. I don't resmember meeting D'Arey, and I don't know
what sort of a merchant he iz, but we must do him down
pretty well, you know. I think we shall get on pretty well
with the 8t. Jim’s chaps, and we might fix up other matches
later. If I'Arcy is coming sbout tea-time, he won't be long
now,

* And there ought to be some tea.”

“Yes, rather! T should renlly like to do things in decent
style while that chap is here, and show him that Gregfriars
knows how to be hospitable. What on earth can we do to
get the smell of bloaters out of the study?”

“Oh, it will clear off in time! Tha chief question is,
what about the tin? We're all stony—everything gone for
fireworks.”’

Harry Wharton nodded.

““¥Yes, that's awkward.
Inky?™

“The bustfulness is terrific,” purred the Wabob af Bhanpi-
pur. " The lastful cash of my honourable self has been
expended in largeful stores of the esteemed crackers, the
honourable squibs, the exeellent Romanful candles, and the
august catherine-wheels. The brokefulness is wide.”

“And we are zll in the =same state,” said Beb Cherry.
“I suppose we can't wire to anybody for {in? You can
zgend money by telegraph, you know, when you've got any.”

Wharton shook his head.

“A chap's governor would be apt to get wild, if he
recelved a wire from scheol and found it was only o kid
wanting tin'' he remarked. ' He wouldn’t send any. My
uncle might, as he's so jolly good-natured, but 4

*But you wouldn't ask him?” grinned Bob. * Quite ao!
But otherfully, as Inky puts it, what's to be done? Wa can’t
borraw 1t of D’Arcy when he comes, can we?’”

“ Hardfully, my worthy chum,” said the nakob,

" There’s Wun Lung,"” said Harry Wharton, brightening.
‘He's relling in tin, and he would do anything for us. The
young bounder iz always lending money right and left to
Tellows who will never repay him. I hate borrowing money,
but there are times when one has to do it, and this iz ono

Even the nabob iz busted—eh,

square him on Saturday.

of them. TI’ll pet a sovereipn from Wun Lung, and we'll
I konow my uncle is sending me
an extra tip then.”

“{zood! China to the reacue!"™

"You chaps put the study as straight as vou can—don's
shift the things too much, thourh, in cose I¥ Arey comes in
in the middle of it. T say, don't have the milk in that old
gum-bottle thiz time—see if vou can borrow a milk-jug of
somebody. And mind vou don’t put a pen-handle for the
visitor to stir his ten with-—D'Arey is 1o have the spoon.”

“Right-ho! Tl loek out for that!”

“Then I'll run ﬂ]ﬂnﬁ and speak to Wuen Lung, and Bunter
can come to the tuckshop with me and do the simnping."

And Harry Wharton left the siudy, and hurried along
the corridor to the Ilemove study, which the Chinese junior
shared with Russell and Lacy, A strong smell of frying
bloaters procecded from the study, and warned him that
EI!]}' Gunter was at work., Wharlan stepped in at the open

Qor.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

The Coming Guest.

UN LUNG, the Chinese momber of the Groyiriars
Eemaove, greeted Wharton with an expansive grin.

The new junior was very much atlached io the
captain of the Remove, and there were few vhings he

would not have done for Marry Wharton,  Billy Bunter
was ab the fire, frying the bloaters, which were nearly done
by this time, Wharton coughed a8 he came into the study.

“For goodness’ salke kill those bloaters, Billy!” he ex-
claimed., " The ecent simply haunts one! You'll make the
whole house rveek with it ™

“They're jolly good bloaters !

“They talk too much ™

“Oh, really, Wharton—-——="

“Well, keep them quict while I'm hera!
d‘lﬂ[’{, 1 want to ask you 2 favour.”

“Wun Lung leddy.”

“I want o sov. till Saturday."

* Me muches glad lendee.”

The Chinee dived his hand into the pocket of his Toose
trousers and brought owt & palm full of money—several
golden coins being mingled with the silver. The Chines
was the richest junior at Greyiriars, and extremely careless
with his money.
mg‘i’harmn langhed as the Celestial laid the money on the

a,

* Takec muchee—all—alles samee,” eaid Wun Lung.

B A soversign will do,” said Wharton, selecting the esin.

We've got a visitor coming to No. 1, and we want to give
him a decent spread, and =1l cur tin has gone for fireworks
for the Fifth. You shall have this on Saturday for cortain.”

* Allee lightee,™ ¥

“And put that tin into your pocket again. I den't like to
see & chap careless with money,' said Wharton, frowning,

The Chinee clinked the coins back inte his pocket.

“'.;11]&& ltighme,” g

“I want you to come and help me do some shopping,
Bunter,"” said Wharton, "ﬂ-"e’rE going to have a ﬁheﬁ
feed. Let those bloaters alone!”

o Right you are, Wharton,” said Dunter. ' I'm always
willing to oblige a fellow I like. I'll do the shopping for
yeu with pleasure, and the soocking too—" ’

* And maost of the catee!™ grinned Wun Lung.

* Oh, really, Wun Lun 3 )

“Come on, then!” zard Harry. * There's no time to
waste. 1D'Arey may be here any minute. Tea ought ro be
ready when he comes. You'll come in to tea, Wun Lung?”

YWun Lung, old
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The Chinese junior grinned.

* Me comee, muchee plenty glad ™

“Good! Leave those bloaters there, Billy, and get &
move on you.'"

" Me cockee fol you if likee,” sugpested Wun Lung.

IHarry Wharton shook his head idediy.

“ Not much! I remember the last feed you steod wal”

“Miceo dogee! In China allee people catee doges!'

" We don't like them here, though; and we won't have
cny more of your cooking. Thanks all the same, of course.
Comwe on, Bunty !"

"' I'm coming! 1 say, Wun Lung, you'll finish thesae
bioaters for me, won't you; and take them off when they're
done? I'll be back soon.”

“ Me cookes nices-nicse.”

Billy Bunter followed Wharton from the study.

Wun Lung assumed charge of the bloaters with a ocurious
grie on his quaint, little face, and a glimmer in his almond
cyes that would have warned Billy Bunter of mischiaf if he
had seen it. But the Owl of the Remove was too short-
sighted to see it, and moreover he was thinking just now
of the feed planned for Study Ne. 1.

“ I suppose vou're going to have a docent spread?’ he
remarked, as he walked with Wharton to the scheal-shop,
kept by Mrs. Mimble, the gardener’s wife. * Is it necessary
to himit yourself to a sovoreign?™”

“It'a all I have.™

“Your credit is good at Mrz, Mimble's. She won't trust
me, for some reason, but she will let ¥ou run it up to any
Eu"r;ulr:-‘h hﬁ;}}ppmn you spend & pound and owe & pound—-""

2030

" INot to make use of credit when you can get it is a sin,”
s1id Bunter, with a zhake of the head. * You lose the use
i money, you know, by not making use of cradic.”

“ What about when the time comes to pay the hills?”

“ Well, of course, it is never easy to pay bills. For my-
self, I have a certain income to look forward to for thirtesn
weeks, when the result of “The Gem' foothall competition
i5 announced. You know, I am expecting to geb the prize
of a pound a weck for thirteen weeks, as my answers to
the pictures are bound to be better than any others aent
tm, If you like to run np a pound at the tuckshop, I'll
consider it my debt, and pay it with the first pound I get
from *The Gem.'"

“Rata!’

“That's hardly a polite way of answering a chap who
wantz o de you a ssrvice. 1 enly want fo stand a jolly
good feed to do honovr to the stranger within the gates.
I'm not thinking of the little bit I shall eat myself. If vou
think I'm allowing that to weigh with me, the sconer we
H_E"*;t _ﬂ;ﬁ' the subject the Dbeiter,” said Billy Bunter, with
dignity.

Y Quite so! ot off it, then! agreed Wharton, * Here
we are! You voung ass, you can get a ripping feed for a
sovereign—and there are very few fellows in the Sixth who
spend as much on a study spread.  It's o curious thing o
me that a chap who never hus any money is always mer-
eitravagant than a chap with a farge allowance. = Good-
aiterncon, Mrs. Mimble, Wo are having a little celebration
in the study ai teatime, and I want Bunty te select stuff up
to that hrure.”

And Wharton laid the soversign on the vounter.

The good dame was all smiles ac onee. Wharton was not
her best costomer, but he always paid eash, and that was
very grateful and comforting to Mrs. Mimble.

“Made wup wour mind about the other soversign,
YWharton? asked Billy Bunter.

“¥es, you voung azs!”

“Tf you like, T'll settle it eut of my postal order
fo-morrow, instead of waiting for the prize in *Thoe Gem'
footipall competition=—="

“ Oh, cheeso 1t Ced those things to the study as quickly
as you can, and gel teg repdy—— Halle, what's that row
about??

There was a sudden sound of volees in the Close—a shout
of laughter, followed by many voices 1n 2 Luzs.

Harry Wharton steppod oot of the tuckshop, remembering
the distinguished visitor whom he expected any moment at
Greyiriars, The next moment he uttered an exclamation
of anger and indignation, and ran swiftly towards the crowd
that had collected near the gates of Greyfriars,

e

THE THIED CHAPTER,
D'Arcy of 5t. Jim's.

YOUTII had entered the gates, and was looking about

him with an expresion of somewhat languid interest,

He was a very intercsting yvouth to look at. There

. were some fellows at Greyfriars whe “dressed to

kill,” though they were not numerous in the lower Forms.

Buf the new-comer was a sweil such as had scldom been
gecn at the old school.

He was clad in Ltons, which fitted him like a glove. He
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ecarried a light overcoat of elegant cut over his arm, and a
cane in his neatly-gloved hand. The polish of his boots
equalled that of hiz silk hat, but could not axeel it. -His
eollar was high and white, his necktie tied with a finish
that bespole s master hand., A diamond pin Aashed in his
e, diameond links on his shirt-cuffs. An eveglass was
jammed in his right eye, and it was through the gold-
rimmmed monocle that he was taking his nonchalant survey
of Greyiriars,

Every fellow whe was in the Close had immediately
moved towarde this slerant personage to oblain a closer
view. Bug what occasioned tlfe laughter was the action of
Bulsirode, of the Remove. It happened that Gosling had
bean tarring some timber, and had left the tar-pst outeida
his lodge when called away on some other duty. Bulstrode
had taken the tar-brush, and holding it behind him, was
walking towards the new-comer, His infention waa evident
—to get near enough to dab the tarry brush in the face of
the elegant stranger, without giving the alarm till he was
withipn reach. The tar-brush was hidden from the stranger
by Bulstrode's bulky figure, but it was perfectly evident to
all the Greyiriare fellows, and they shrieked with laughter,
as much al the absolute unconsciousness of the stranger as
at the coming joke.

Wharton immediately guessed that the elepant junior, was
tha emissary fromi St. Jim's. and he ran forward to stop
the inlenda {jc.relr.e, It would have been a rough onough joke
o a fellow belonging to Greyfriars, but wpon a friemdly
vigitor it was shocking bad form. Wharton dashed up at
full-speed, and caunght Bulstrode by the shoulder when ho
was within o few faet of the new.-comer.

The Bemeve bully loeoked round.

*Let me go!™ he exelaimed. * What are you holding me
for?”’

“ Put that car-brush down "'

“* Bha'n't!”

* Look here, this iz the chap from 5t Jim's, come to
arrange asbout the football match to-morrow——"

“1 don’t care a rap !’

Harry Wharton swung the big Removite reund,

“ Put that brush down! he said. *“If you put 1t any-
where near that chan, I'll knock you into the middle of
next weel !

Biulstrode breathed hard. HHarry's eyes were faming,
and when he was in that meod there were fow who cared to
face him. .

The new-comer furned his eyeglasa upon the two juniors.
Tho tar-brush was visible to him mow that Bulstrode was
facing Harry Wharton.

“I3ai Jove!" he gjaculated,
gweat visitahs, deah beya?™”

Wharion turned towards him. DBulstrode, after a hrief
heaitation, hurled the tar-brush to the ground, and strode
sullkily away, with his hands in his pockets.

“T'm glud to see von,” said Wharton, mukin%nﬂ reply
to the now.comer’a remark. 1 suppose you are D'Arey, of
ot Jim's !

“Yaas, wathah!"

“ My only hat!™ murmured Hazeldene.
hie dug up thal aceent?”

“ood! I'mn Wharton, junior football captain hero.'

And Harry shook hands with the elegant stranger.

“Are you weally? said D'Arcy. "I am vewy pleased
indeed to make your acquaintance. I have come by twain
[vwom St Jim's, and walked fwom the station. XYou have a
gwent many wude little boys in the village."

“Iave we?"' said Harry, laughing. “fhﬂi‘.ﬂ-& they haven't
ventured to troat you with anything approaching dis
rozpeck.”

“As g mattah of fact, that iz exactly what ﬂus{y have
done, deah boy. Sevewal wude littls boys called out * Here's
a!mtlrmh guy ! when I ecame out of the station, and I
wozarded that as extwemely wude."

“They're rothor excited abeut the Fifth,” said Harry,
lnughing. “ We've got a Chinese boy here who gets the
same grecting whenever he goes to Friardale.™

IV Avey fxed his monocls upon Wharton,

“Weallr, deah boy, 1 hope you do not mean to say that I
bear any wesemblance to a Chinese boy,'" he said.

*Oh, no!" said Wharten hastily. "I mean he's a litile
raanarkable, too—that 13 1o sa =

“1 pwesume the voung shavahs are not accustomed to
srein' a weally well-dwessed fellow about here,” said I'Arcy
complacently. **I imagine that is the twuth of the mattah,
Was that person goin' to shove that beastly tar-bwush on
me, deah boy

“T'm afraid so—it was his idea of a joke, you know."

““Bai Jove, if he had spoiled my clothes, I should have
gwen Him a feabful thwashin'!" said the junior from St.

1m's.
TUESDAY.
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ITurry Wharton grinned at the idea of the slim and
e]u%ant stranger bestowing o fearful "thrashing upeon the
burly Bulstrode. He did not betray his thoughts, however,
but couducted the junior towards the house.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy looked about him with consider-
able_inferest. There was nothing shy about the swell of
8t Jim's, He had the gift of seﬁ‘-pc:ssegsinn to a ramark-
abie degree. .

“ Wathah a decent place you've got here,” he remarked.
“This weminde me of the guad. ot St. Jim's, but it's not
?uue g0 big,  Vewy pleasant old twees. I like old twees.
* gets dark beastly enrly now, deesn’t 1t ¥
:; Yes; one expects that in :':I::E-_u:niwr."

Yaas, but iv's wathah annoyin' all the same. Bai Jove,
who's that? We'vo got o chap a good deal like him in the
New House at St. Jun's—chap named Wynn.”

D'Arey had turtied his eyeglass npon Billy Bunter, who
was Just seuttling into the house with a ﬂaskﬁt full of
excellencies for the eoming repast.

Wharton smiled.

LT

That's Bitly Bunter—he's in our study., We call him
the Owl I'm jelly glad to see you here, D'Arcy, and I
hope you'll have tea with us in the study.”

* With plensush, deah boy!  As o mattnh of faet, I'm
wiathah hungwy. It is wathah a long way fwom 8t Jim's,
and I haven't had anythin® since dinnah. I shall be vewy
‘:!ﬁse}:lnm-:lﬁed to bhave tea with you, if il won't be any
Drindth,

" On the contrary, it wiil be & pleasure.”

U Vewy good!  Then it's o go, deah boy., If tea ien't
weady yet, I'd like to have alook wound Gweyfwiahes before
it gets quite dark,™

“ Rather!” said Harry, inwardly much relieved, for the
feed was far from ready in Study No. 1. 1 shall be very
glad to show you round. By the way, are vou coming over
with the team to-morrow afterncon®?

“Yaas, wathah! The team could hardly come over with-
out me, I suppose.”

“No? Are you secretary, or whatt”

“1 am inside-wight.”

“Inside what—oh, inside-right!
gasped Wharton.

“Yaas, wathak!™

Wharton could not help looking a litile surprised. He
had not unufnetl the elegant junior fo be a footballer, If
the rest of the Bt. Jim's team were on the same lines, the
malch would be something like a wallk-over for Greyfriars,
he thoughi. He was too polite to say =0 to Arthur Augustus,
however, They strolled rbund the old school, Harry point-
g out the objects of interest—the ruined tower, the ancient
Cloisters, the clmiml_. dating from the reign of Henry I1L
Arthur Augustus looked at it all with much interest.

In the thickening Neovember dusk a litile figure in a
strange, loose garb came towards them, and D'Arcy turped
hiz monoele upon it,

“Bait Jove! Is that o fwiend of yours?™

“ That's Wun Lung, our Chinese chum.”

* Bai Jove!”

Tea is leady,” said Wun Lung, in his peculiar Chinese-
English, in which many of the *r's™ were changed into
“Pa’ Quite leady, Whalton, "

“Good! This is IV Arey—D"Arey—Wun Lung.™

“ Flom the Yangtse-Kiang,"” murmured the Celestial,

"I am vewy pleased to male vour acquaintance, deah
boy,” said D'Arcy, extending his hand, and shaking that of
the Celestial,

The next moment he gave a startled jump., As he pressed
Wun Lung's band there came a sudden “ bang!” from the
Chuul:lﬁa junior’s palm, and there was a slight emell of gun-
powder.

* Oh, bai Jove! What was that?

" MNo savvy,” murmured the Celestial, locking greatly
puzzled. ** Bhakee hand two time.”

ﬁ'ﬂ.rci:.r shook hands with him again, rather gingerly.

ang !

The swell of Bt. Jim's stepped back quickly.

" Bai Jove, have you a lot of ewaclabs in your hand, or
what " ho 1t*:-|:n:|==m'r'4rej’+ “Thizs 1= weally most surpwising.”

 Wun Lung solly,” murmured the Chinese youth, * Velly
stlange. Shakee other hand.”

“ Weally, I'd wathah—-~"?

“ Bhakee othel hand.”

Arthuc Avgustus was too polite to refuse. He shook the
laft hend of the Chinaman, and there was a louder bang
than before, and a stream of blue sparks shot off with a
fizz. D'Arcy jumped back in alarm,

“Bai Jove! 1 shall vttably wefuse to shake hands with
yvou any more ! he exclanmed.

Harry Wharton gave Wun Lung & warning
knew that the Chinessa youth was & past master of the art of
making fireworks—an art very much eultivated in the

You—you're plarying®™

The greotest story of the vear,

lance. Ha

Flowery Land. The curious result of the handshake was one
of Wun Lung's little trieks,
“Tea’s ready,”” said Wharten, “ Come on, D'Arep.” .
And Harry Wharton conducted the junior from 5t. Jim's
into the Houss,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Ii*Arcy is Surprised.

UDY No, 1 presented a very cosy appearance when
Arvilar Augustus D'Avey, of St Jim's, entered it
There was a nice white eloth on the tuble, and a cheerful
fire burning in the grate. The kettle was singing on

the littie hob, and there was a [ragrant scent of freshly-made

tea. The chums of the Bemove were there, all with clien
roilars and expansive smiles. Btudy No. 1 was putting its
baoit side foremost in honour of the stronpger.

DArey took in the scene through his eveglass, The eye-
?‘Jae&s brought & glimmer of fun to Boh Cherry's eyes, but his
aee remained grave, Harry Wharton presented D'Arcy to
hiz chums, the visitor going through the ceremony with
Chesterfieldian grace. Then he accepted a chair, and trusted
his stlk hal—a little doubtfully—to Nugent, who deposited it
in a sale corner,

* Bai Jove, you know, this is wathah x-.-i? in' of you,”
I¥Arey remarked, as ho glanced over the well-spread fable,
I am a twifle hungwy., Yaazs, I will have some szusage
and chips, deah boy.  Thanle vou vewy much.”

“ I cun recommend the sausages,’’ said Billy Bunter. “1I
cooked them nryself.”

* Lid you weally? Yaas, they are wippin.”

“The rippingfulness is terrific,’”” said the WNabolbi of
Bhanipur. “DBut I will trouble my honourable Bunterful
chum for the banana fritter,”

“ Here you are, Inky.”

D’Arcy looked rather curiously at Hurree Jamsot Ram
Singh, Perha the nabob’s wvariety of English surprised
hini. The sawell of 8t. Jim's was really hungry, and he made
an cxcellent tea. There were hoth gquantity and variety in
the feed, and even a fastidious young gentleman like Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy was satisfied. ‘The tea being under way,
vo to speak, the juniors came to the subject of D'Arcy's
business at Greyfrinrs. The envey from St Jim’s explained
over his third cup of tea.

“We shall be havin' a Cuy Fawkes celehwation on the
evenin’ of the Fifth," he explained. I wathah think there
15 goin' to be a competish——"

“A what? asked Nugent.

" A competizh.'

“What is that, Wun Lung?*

“ No savvy,”

”EIJIJ, come, you ought to know—it sounds like a Chinose
wWor -ll

"It is not a Chinese word,” said Arthur Avpustus D’Arey,
1 snid competish—commonly called competition.”

“Oh, I see! My mistake

“Yaas, wathah! As T was wemarkin', T wathah think
there is goin® to be & competish between the School House
and the Wew House, me to which can make most wow on
the evenin® of the Fifth. I dare say vou know we have two
Houses at our coll., and they are always at daggahs dwawn,
There will pwobably be a fight at some stage of the
pwoceedin’s. We should like to fix the footah match to-
rmowwow as early as poss., &0 as to get home before dark.”

* Good,” said Harry Wharton. ** Wa zhall be doing some
fireworle business ourselvez in the Close, and wo should like
the match over early, too.”

“ As a mattah of fact,” said D"Arcy, * wo ought to have
two half-holidavs this week—the usual Wednesday one, and
an extwa one for the Fifth. I wegard it as wathah incon-
sidewate of the powahs that be, to give us only one, and
make us play Waednesday's match on Novembah 5th. How-
cvah, it cannot be helped. If agweeable to you chaps, we
will fix the Kick-off for hall-past two.™?

“ Agreed!”

g “i;ﬁ: shwise, leave it at thwee az awwanged for Wednes-
ay. . ‘
“ Half-past two will be ripping. I suppose you chaps will

coming by railway to Friardale?”

* Yaas, wathah!™

“* Then we'll come down and meet you with a brake,” said
Harry, “and bring you on here. I suppose you'll be in the
train that geis in at a quarter-past twai"

*¥Ynas, ]gsuppusﬂ go. " .

“Then we'll have the bhroke outside the station to meet
that train. That su't yout” e

“Yaas, wathah! And I wepard it ns extwemely obligin® of
vou, I am sure,” said D’Arcy, looking round the table
through his eyeglass—*‘1 am quife sure that wo shall enjoy
our visit to Gweyfwiahs, and I weally hope we shall have a
wippin' mateh. warn you, howevah, that 3t. Jim's Juniors
are in good form **

‘“ Answers’ "’ new serial, “ GREED,” storts to-day.



“8s are we,” said Harry Wharton, laughing. “ The
Ramave Eleven 15 in pretiy gucpr_[ condittnom. Yee ara stronger
than the Upnar Fourth, so you are really meeting the best
junior teamm Greyfriars can put in the field, We will give
vou o pood game, anyway.” i ] -

“ [ guppose you are foothall eaptain ab St Jim's, D’Arcy 1"
satd Bol Cherry innocontly,

Arthur Angustus shook his head. :

* Certainly not, doab boy. Tom Mowwy ia caplain of the
junioh team, though, a: & matiah of fact, T am wathah in-
clined to think that I should fill the post betiah, What i3
wanted for a footah captain iz a fellow of tact and fudgn'_mnt,
and I weally think I have those important gqualbifications,
But Tom Mewwy is the next best. e is wathah & good
foatballah, and =0 iz Dlake, and Figgins.”

“ [ suppose vou play in an eyeglass?’ resumed Dob.

Wharton stamped on his foot ander the table.

“ Not at pwesent,” said IXArey. "1 used to do so, but 1t
ded to wuctions, Tom Mewwy aiwﬂ:.'a. culled me names, and
Blake sometimes took the thing away and hid it, which I
wogarded as feahfully impertinent of him.”

he chums of the Remove could rot help grinning.
Levizon looked into thoe study, and nodded to the tea-party.

T understeod you had a chap from 8t. Jim's here,” he
remarked. :

“ 8o we have,” szaid Harry Wharlen, leoking rather dis-
trustfully at Levison. Levison was a veuth with a tarn for
conjuring and practical jokes and the glimmer in his eyes
hinted that he was thinking of Arthur Augustus as o suitable
victim., ‘*This is Levison, D'Arey, whe i keeping goal for
uz to-morrow,’

Arthur Augustus rose from the table, and howed.

“I am vewy pleased {0 make your acquaintance, deah
boy,” he remarked, )

“The pleasure i3 on my side,” said Levison gravely.
“ By the way, have any of you seen anything of my white
mice P

“* Aren’t they in their cage?”

“No. I thought they nugzht have got in here somewhere.
I'm looking for them,"" said Levison, with the blandness that
meant that & trick was coming, ** Ah, excuss me, DMArcy, 1
think thero is one on your shoulder.”

Arthur Augustus gave u jump,

ﬁ:‘_.]?ai Jove, tha howwid thing on my jacket! Pway take it
Oil !

Levison swept his hand over D' Arev's shoulder, and showed
a white mouse in his palnm, D' Arey dusted his shoulder care-
fully with hiz handkorchief.

“IIallo, thore's one up your sleeve, too!" exclaimed Tovi-
gon, apparently drawing a white mouse from under D'Arcy’s
immacalate white caff.  ** My only hat! And here’s another
in your waistcoat-pocket, and one in your collar. By Jove!"

The junior drew a white mouse from each of the places
named, or seemed to do so. At all events, there were the
white mice, as larpe as life, lockin li'l;nl’}r enough. The
chums of the Remove prinnad huagely, bat DV Arey was horri-
ficd. He stared at the white mice in blank amaszoment.

“Rai Jove!” he pasped. " How did the howwid littlo
bwutes ret about me! I weally uttehly fail to compwehend
this! Bai Jovel”

* Batter let mao seae if there are any more,” said Levison
seriously. ““You don't want toe go home with your clothes
full of white mice, do you?! Halle, there's a little bergar
]}ﬁﬂiping out thers."

He snatched a white mouse from D'Arey's sloove. In o
geoond more the swell of 5t Jim's had hia jacket off, and
wag shelkine it wildly. No mice droped to the floor, how-
evor, but Levison snatched one from his necktie, and ons
from the back of his neck. The junior from Bt Jim's bora
it his waisteoas, and shoak if. éurinusly enough, in spito
af the number of white mice Levizon discovered about tha
person of D'Arey, there never secimed to ba more than five
it all, but the swell of 3t, Jim's was too confused and exeited
io notice fhat littla circumstance,

“Tai Jove!” ha gasped. Y Bai Jova!™

“ Curious,” ssid Levison, while the Removites, unable to
restrain their merriment, roared. ' Perhaps I'd better look
into vour hat and gee if there are any there”

“ Yaas, pway do, deah boy.”

Levison took up D'Arcy's silk topper.
itk and rove s ostart,

" Bai Jove, is there anvihin® in 119" exclaimed IXArcy.

“WWell, look here,” zaid Levizan, ’

He dived his hand into the bak, and brouzht out a variaiy
of things, First eame a white rabbit, then a bunch of
bananag, then an apple, and after those a variety of smaller
articles of various kinds. IV Acey®s eves almost started from
hig head as the junior went on drawing article after article
from the apparently inexhaustible stores in the silk hat.

q“ I.L'\L,il Jova! I am weally astounded! Bai Jove! Oweat
Puladid A

Y That's about the lot,"” said Levison, “Lucky T thoneht
of looking into your hat. You wouldn't have liked to shovo
it on your head with all that in it.”

* Bai Jove, vou are wight!” D'Arey teok the silk topper,
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and Jooked into it. " Tlank you vewy much! It's all wight
now. '

** Sura there's nothing else in it?” said Bob Cherry, shriek-
ing with laughtor, .

“ No, nothin' now, deah boy. 1 suppose it is wathah
funny that all those things should be in my hat” said
Arthur Auguostus, looking at the convulsed Removitey. 1
hape veu fellows do not suspect for & moment that I lknew
anvii:n' abouat it?"

“1la, ha! No" zaid Wharton.
didn't! Ha, ha!”

*The cortainfulness is terrific.” ;

“I’ll take these things away,” remarked Levison, who had
remained perfectly seriouns all the timo.  * Bye-bye !

Ho carried off the various articles he had extracted from
D' Arcy’s elothes and hat, Arthur Augustus locked into the
topper once or twios again as if to make sure that there
were no white rabhita in it. When he took his Jeave a little
dater, all arrangements having been made, Wharton walked
down to the gates with him A trap was calling to take
himm to the station, ) .

" Well, good-bye, desh boy!" said D'Arey, shaking handa
warmly with Wharton. * I shall see you to-mowwow. Bai
Jove, though, wasn't it wemarlkable about thoze things 1n
my hat?"

“Very remarkable." ] .

“ Somebody must have shoved them in, you know,

Harry Wharton laughed. ]

**And the cuwiocus thing is, that they didn't damage the
lining of the hat at all,” said the swell of 8t Jim's. * Not
avan the white wabhit, you know."” :

““Ha, ha! The fact is, they never were in the hat,” said
Harry Wharton, lnughing. * ¥ou must forgive Levison for
a little joke. He i3 a conjuror.”

* Bai Jove " =

The trap rattled up. IVArcy took his seat in it. ]

“It'a all wight,” he added, over the side. I don't mind
a little jape, though I was wathah surpwised at the time. 1
weally think I shell have to get Levison to come ovah to 3¢,
Jim’s and show us some of his twicks. Well, an waveir["”

And the swell of 8t. Jim's drove off to the station.

“YWe're quite certain you

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Little Yentriloguism.

HE next morning there wasz considerable supprossed
exciternent at Gravfriars. The Fifth of November was
always celebrated there, especially by the juniors. A
hugo bonfire in the Close, and}' the letting off of

innumerable cracker:, squibs, rockets, Roman candles,
catharine-wheels, and other fireworks, made night hideous
evary Fifth,

Even the high and mighty members of the Sixth usually
condescendead +o take a hand in the commemoration of the
Gunpowder Plot: and as for the juniors, they went mio
the thing whole-heartedly.,  They celebrated the plot of
Guy Fawkes by cramming as muach noise as possible into o
single evening, and it was wondorful what they could do
in that [ine when they really tried. ‘

But beside the Guovy Fawloes celebrationz. thers was tho
foothall mateh with St Jim's to be thought of. That was
a matter of intense interest to the Remove. For the team
that was to meet St Jim’z Juniors waz wholly sclected from
the Reomove, without any recruits from the ![][l:por Fourth.
And although Temple, Dabney, & Co., and other members
of the Upper Fourth, shook their heads compaszsionately
aver the Remove's prospects in the match, nevertheless
Harry Wharton had very high hopes of pulling off a victory.

“We've got to lick 3t Jim's." said Bob Cherry, as they
wont inko class that morning., **You see, 1f we wore loked,

tha Uppar Fourth would never leave off crowing. 5t Jiun's
Y S e
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Juniors play Upper Fourth and Shell fellows, and it wi

I:na"n feather in our cap for the Remove to wipé Ehn:lmltil:?’u

i It means a jolly hard pull for us, anyway,” eaid Nugent.
As & matter of fact, they'ro ahove our weight.”

All the more glory in licking them,” said Bob Cherry,
who was too keen a fooiballer te admit that any match was
really beyond the powers of the Remove eloven, We're
in ‘fmd form, toe. Hazeldeno is turning out well as a half,
and Levison hae shown thai he ean keep poal. To do him

Justice, he's a ripping goalkee cr, and th : d =
to shoot well to get [m%;t him.ﬂ @ Saints will have

“1 say, vou followg——"’

“ And there's Inky. too: he's as fast forw
'.':G?'H want,” ) ‘ W e sou

“1 say, you fellows——?"
.,;D"] you speak, Billy#*
= %ﬁﬁ, E‘dlﬁ, {J{'IEI'IF, :u.n;c{ Ik reallr think——"
=¥ objection to your thinking, Billy, if you know how;
but don't speak, old chap. As T w Aving, wi in
the f:‘ﬂni’r line, with Hﬂ—p” £43 was saving, with III}{,}' in
4 say, you fellows, it's about the football h——"
:%ﬂ,tdeiridlﬂet it over, then, éuiﬁ:-“ e e
“ That's hardly a polile way tting 2
Than ll.'['.J:.” Poate way of putting it, Cherry.
But it's important. I say, you fellows, we oupht to do
the 5t. Jim'a chaps 'l:]i{:-‘ﬂ'n in good slyle this afternoon.”
FOW want 1 1 plig vt s
lﬂ-ughiné‘. nt a place 1o the team, Biliy¥” asked Mugent,
Eunter l'rlinlmri_ rather indignantly.
Oh, really, I"'-ru1g-:mi, Wharton r:ﬁght do worse than play
me, you know., I've always zaid that it was only jezlousy
that kept me out of the junior eleven, Mind, if the '!Remm-E

ocsr 'L play me, I am thinlking of offerin g
the Upper Fuur'rh,” g g omy services 1o

““Ha, ha., ha'™

" Blessed il T enn see anything to cackle ab. Whon wo
have a Form match, and you fingd me plaving against vou,
you may alter vour tune ™ : )

H ‘Ha. ha, ha!"

" But it wasn't about that that I was going to epeank.
was thinking that after the mazch the ELEJi!'I?E Fn!]Fr.w-'-s 1.';il]15
very likely be hangey ™

# Trust you to t ink of that, Biliy.”

Well, s a refhier bnportant matter, jsn’t it? I SUPPOED
you want to be hospitable and do the decent thing, As I
sha’n"t be playing, I could give practienlly the whole of tha
alternoon te preparing a really ripping  spread.  The
weataer is going to be decent, and we could have it in the
aeper atr M you like—al fresco, vou koow, I weould wiliinelw
ke all the arrangemonts, if vou fellows liked to nttend
to the less important details, such as finding the money, for
tnstaneo, ™ :

4 ?‘NWTI ]E-p,l'.'o! Eit till your postalordar comes™

e oalrawl theps ma lolay in 1 Eoov
that, Nuomn ¥ be some delay in the post ovor

“The delayfulness will be terrifie,”
of Bhanipur, ik errific,” purred ihe Nabob

“It may not come till Saturday now,
& week I am poing to have—-'"
Y Edence ' osatd Mr., Quelch.
Billy Bunter relapsed into sileree. DRut he coon found an
opportauity of whispering to Harry Wharton.
I say, Wharton, yon'd better think thal over about the

feed. There's absolutely no grub in the pl g
bloaters. " 2 & € piate oxcept my

Harry laughed silently.

» Haven't they walked away vet, Billy ™
S Oh, really, Wharton! They're all right, you know. I
didn’t need them last night, &s we had something else in
the study, and they're in Wun Lung's cupboard.  Thev'ro
all right when they're cooked. But they won't do to feod
& hungry football eleven.”

“You are talking, Dunter,” said Mr., Quelch.

* Oh. really, sir—="

“Tako fifty lines."

“0Oh, really—=—"

* Silence 1"’

Billy BDunter was silent at last, but ke was wreathful. Tho
elesd on his brow and the gleam behind his spectacles
ehowed that he was meditating vengeance. Levizon leaned

over, when Mr., Queleh’s back was turned, and tapped th
fat j!unf{rr on the shoulder. o "

“ Bunter, old chap, why don't you i|;.ri'|.'|3 him some of vour
ventriloguism, and make him sit up?™

“That's just what I was thinking of, Levison,” whispered

Therc’s the pound

Burter. " Buppose I made a voice come out of his desk?
It would make him jump.”
“*Ha, ha! Ripping!”

Mr. Queleh had F,‘fme te his desk., He was closing down
the slanting lid when Bunter, clearing his throat with a
preliminary grunt, started his ventriloguism.  DBilly had

“GREED ”"—* Answers’ " new short serial—is a story you cannot offord to miss.

been practising for quite a long time now, and had fully
mastered the \‘Ert‘ltirliﬂt%uiﬂ drone, with which he had been
deafening the chums of the Remove ever since he had taken
up his new hobby. He had several times tried throwin

his voiee, but the voice was zomewhat obstinante when it
caine to that, and declined to be thrown., But Bunfer had
& vivid imagination. 1 he wanted hia veoice to procceed
from the chimney, he tried to throw 1b there, and was eutis-
fied that it sounded all right. Some of the Removites, too,
were in the habit of starting him throwing his voice, for the
frn of fhe thing. Billy's unconsciousness of the fact that
everyone knew the voloe was procecding fromn his own throat
was extremely diverting.

Y Go i1 whispered %.E\'iscln.

Billy Bunter * went it.” He falt just a little trepidetion,
for if the joke did not come off, it was very probable that
a hicking would come off, for Mr. Quelch was not the kisd
of master to take kindly to fun in 2 class-room. Dut Dally
had great faith in his own powers.

Mr. Quelch closed down the lid of his desk. In a faint,
far-away, ventriloguial voice, supposed to proceed from the
desk, Dunier siaricd operaiions,

“Tet mo out!”

Every head in the class-recom turned towards Bunter:
evory eve was fived upon him. Je had expectod Mr. Quelch
te stare at the desk, imagiving that somebody was shut in
il. Buat he didn’t; he stared ot Bunter.

“Let me out! I'm sulfocating!’ went on the ventr:-

loguial voiee,

There was a faint gpiegle in the class. Mr. Queleh's face
wuas a study., Wharton pulled Buntor by his jacket.

“*(uiet, you voung ass!” he mubtered.

Bally did not even hear him, His whole mind was con-
centrated 1n the work in hand. The effort of producing the
ventriloguial vorce mode his face the colour of a beetroot
He went on undaunted!ly,

Lot me out! I'in cﬁul{ing!”

Mr. QGueleh made a etride fowards the class.

* Buanter !

The [at junicr's jaw dropped. Shoet-sighted 23 he was,
he could see pow the expresing on the Forin master's {ace,
aned realised that there was something wrong.

“ Yewe-es, sir,” he stamnered.

“YWhat are vou doipel?’

I, eiz? Nothing, sar.”

“You said you were saffoecating.”

Y I—I=I-—=hid I, =i’ pasped poor Iy, overwhelmed
by this proof that hiz voice had not heen thrown se far as
he had intended, " T—T think yvou're mistaken, s

“1T am noi mistaken” thundered Mr. Quelech.  “ You
satd that you were saflocating, and azked me to lef you
out, Your face corlainly 15 very wedd, as if vou have been
undergoing some strain, What is the matter with you?™

* MN-nothing, sir.”

“{Llome, Bunter,” said Mr. Queleh, more kindly; “if
thore 1= n,n]_.'l:.hinf; ?ﬁm mattor wilh Fou, [ray te:l] me pt OO,
and it shall be seen to.”

“T—T am all mght, sir.”™

Y Mhen why did yeu say vou were snflfecnbing, and why
did vou speak 1n such a straned and anpatural voice?!’
dr:1:t1i1r|:!f-cl Mr.”Queich.

“ Answor me ! thundered the Form master.

It you plesse, sir, I—I1 was  veofriloquising,”
gasped out RBilly Buntar.

“{th, you were vewtriloguising, were ven?' saud  Mr,
'E;lun;-’;:,-h, “T understood 11:|1:!t x‘#n!‘rih‘:{]tlir'rn cansested i
making the voice appear to procecd frem another place,
net in emmply speaking in g slrained and aritheial tove,
However, that may be vour system of vooirtlegquism. at,
tn any ¢ase, the elags-rocm 15 not the placs for 1. You wiil
take tweo hundred lines instead of ffty, Bavier, and you
will write them all out this afterncon, oowmedintely after
dinner, before you leave the Housel”

N peo-as, Gir.'’

“And now,” said Mr. Queleh, *we will proceed with the
leszon, if Dunter has quite done ventriloquising, Yo are
guite done, Dunter?”

“ Ye-g-o8, sir,” stammored poor Dhlly.

“Then we will proceed.”

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Levison Lends a Hand.

UNTEx was looking gloomy when the Remove was
dismisacd after mornmyg lessens. Bob Chorry gave
him « slap on the back as they went into the passage.
e meant it for encouragement, but it knocked nearly

sl the breath out of the fat junior. Bunfer clutched at his
glasses to hold them on.
“Oh, really, Nugent—-=="

Start it to-day.



“Han, ha, hat”

“0h, is it you, Cherry? I wish you wouldnt punch me
like that. You nearly made my glasars fall off, and if they
had got broken, I should have cxpected you to pay for
them.  It's rotten, isn't it? I sha'n't be able fto come to
the village with you chapa now, having all thase lines to do.
Do you chink I could risk leaving them?™

“Yeos, if vou want a licking.”

“0f course, I don’t want a licking. I'd rather do tha
linos than that. Bat how are we ro manage wabout gong
to the villaga?’

** We shall have to contrive to do without you somchow,”
said Dob Cherey grively, “IF we weep, we shall console
one another, and——-"" .

“Oh, don't bo an ass, you know! I mean, I waa going
to get tho things for the fecd at the village shop, and
IOV '

“What fced?®”

“The feed vou follows are going 1o stand afier the foof-
ball match.” ] .

“Wea shall have to make your bloaters do, I think,' said
Nugent, grinning. * There's not going to be a feed; we're
ail stony, my son.'

“1f you're geoing to be mean—-"

“It’s all right,'" said Harry Wharton, “I've fixed that
with I’ Arcy. Tho Saints want to get off immediately the
match is finished, and the brake is going to be ready for
. them at the gates. They're going to have some sandwiches

lg the Eavihcm, and the housckeeper ia going to provide
the grub.”

“If you've arranged that for the sake of doing me out
of a foed, Wharton——" i

“I haven't, really, Billy,” said Harry, laughing. *1It's
the most convenient arrangement. It's all right, and you
can do your lines without bothering about coming down to
the village."”

* That's all vory well.”

“Than don't grumble!” zaid Bob Cherry. _ 1

“1 don't want to stick indoors on a fine day doing lines.
I think some of you fellows might help me out.”

“Waell, we would,"” said Wharton; “but it's no good.
Quelch always looks at the lines, and he knows our hands.
It it were Capper or Prout we could lend a hand.™

“1 don't see how T cen write two hundred lines. Don’t
alap me on the shoulder like that, Bulstrode, please! It
disturba my nerves, apd——""

“ It isn’t Bulstrode, ass,” said Levison, “I say, about
those lines. It was I got you in for them, and I'll do them
for vou i you hke."

““YWell, that's decont of you; though, of course, it's only
what yvou ought to do,” said Billy Dunter. ** By the way,
can vou lend me five bob "

“MNo, 1 can't,” said Levison, who never made any bones
about refusing a request of that sort. * I'll do the lines if
you like.”

“Make it half-a-crown, then You might stend mo
something after getting me into a serape,’” said Bunter, with
an indignant blink. * You ean have it back with intoroat,
if vou like, out of my postal-order to-morrow.”

“Rata! I'll do tha lines.”

“It's risky,”” said Wharton, * Quelch knows
and knows Billy's, and he's certain to spot the

Lavison grinnad,

“MNot 1f I have a copy of Bunter's handwriting to work
from,” he said. “I can imitate almost anybody’s hand.
Come on, Billy, and give me some of your scrawl, and I'll
get the lines done before dinner.”

And Levison linked his arm in that of the fat junior, and
drageed him away., Harry Wharton looked after them with
a alight frown on his brow.

"'ngllj- dangerous gift of Levison’s” Beb Cherry re-
marked. * A chap who can do those things is the kind of
chap to find himself in chokey some day.”™

Wharton nodded without replving. Some thought of the
gsame kind was passing through his mind. Levison was a
strange fallow in many respects, and in his breast generosity
and ﬁl-natum seemed to be mingled in egual proportions.
He was fond of playing unteeling practical jokes, and yob
he was always Wiili:ﬂ to take the l:-fa.me. if necessary, vr to
get his victims out of the scrapes he had gof them into. A
cv¥nical svapicion of everyone’s motives was the leading trait
in his eharacter—a ¢haracter Wharton did not much like.
But Wharton had saved Levison’s life, on a well-remembercd
rainy night on the summait of the Black Piks, and ever aingo
then Levison had been as [nendly te him as he could be (o
anybody. ) )

When the Bemove went in to the juniors' midday dinner,
Bunter nnd Levison were there, the latler with o amear of
ink on his inzoers, and a satisfied expression on his faca,  He
nodded cordially to Wharton, :

“It's done,” he remarked. I made Billy write the firss
few lines, and [ did the rest, and I'd defy anybody to tell
whare Billv's leave off and mine beotn,”

CIt's brua encugh,'” assented Dilly Bunler,  * Yeu can
always write my lines in [uture, if you like, Lovison.'

“BILLY BUNTER'S RAID.”

our hand,
iferonce.”’
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“Phank you,” said Levison. “I'm likely to, I don't
thinlk.™ _

After dinner, Wharton went up to the study, and there he
saw the sheets contalning the mposition. Bunter's large
and ungraceful writing sprawled over the foolseap, and, as
far a3 Wharton could tell, it was all Bunter’s. Levison had
picked up the handwriting in a single attenpt, and written
the majority of the lines so u?{actii like Dunter’s own Lhat
the difference could not be detected. Levison was grinning
over the joke on the Form master, but Wharton did net
smile. He was thinking that, aa Bob Cherry had remarked,
Levizon's gift was & dangerous one, and the discovery of it
pave him o vague feeling of uncasiness. T

Dut he had no time to think about the maiter then. The
chums of the Hemove werp to walk dewn te tha village,
where the brake was in readiness to convey the visibing team
from the station to the school. Wharton had writteu over-
night to engage it, and it was fo be outside I'riardale
Bration at a quarter-past two. The Famous Four went ulnrng
the Remove passage together with their caps on, and Wun
Lung came to the door of his atudy.

“ Goes walkee ¥ he asked. o

“ Yas; we're going to the station.

“ Me comen.” . L ]

Wharton would rather have left the Chinese junior behind
on that particular day. It was the Fifth of Novembor,
and Friardale was in o buzz with Guy Fawkes celebrations.
Of late, whenever Wun Lung had appeared in the village,
a crowd of urchins had followed him about with remarks on
the subject of guys. The Chinese garb of the junior was
rather striling in n guiet village where s Chinamoan had
nover been seen before. The pigtail, too, seomeat to exercis?
a sort of fascination upon the Friardale boys. Harry knew
thare was to ba a Guy Fawkes procession in the afternoon,
and all Friardale would be out to seo 1k

“ Me comee walkee,” snid the Chinese jumer.

Wharton could not refuse, and he did not care to wound
the little Chinee. Ile nodded and Wun Lung grinned expan-
sively, and joined the Famous Fouwr. They walked quickly
from Greyfriars, as there was no time to lose.

Harry's expectations wera guite fulfilled. There were =

reat many village lads in the old ITigh Street of F riacrdale.

celing betweon thom and the Greyfriars’ boye was always
gomoewhat strained. There was a yell oz soon as the Chinee
was sighted, and a erowd gathered round to stare.

¥ ﬂﬂllﬂ!" 3 |

“ Here's another guy!" ] ) .

Wun Lung looked over the urchins with a bland amile.
11e was not hurt. In fact, he seemed to be rathor pleased
with the impression he was making. From a side street
came & Iresll-| arowd, with shouts and yells, and in their
midst was a hideous-looking *‘ guy,” mounted u.lpl:m nn old
chair, and carried in the procession. The Greylrars boys
stopped out side the tuel-shop while the crowd passed. Wun
Lu“?'.-'i glancad into the shop.

“ Me goee In here,” he said.
here™ ) ,

{E‘Gwd." anid Wharton, rather relieved in his n‘-.um.ll. The
brake will pass hers, going to Greyiriars, and we'll pick you
“E].“

“ Light-ho !"' ] ]

Iindgtha Famous Four hurried on to the station, leaving
Wun Lung to make his purchases, whatever they were, in
Uncle Clegg's shop.

THE SEYENTH CHAPTER.
St. Jim's to the Rescue, .
T HTE brake was standing outside the railway-station, when

EVERY
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“You goce on; me waites

tho Famous Four arcived there, but the train was not

vet i, As was not uncommon on the local line, it was

delayved several minutes, and at a quarter-past two
thera was no sign of it. The Greyfriars chums waited out-
sida the station till they should hear it come in.

The Goy Fawkes procession had passed on ils way, but a
renewed shouting and ynlhmi* of laughter caused the Grey:
friars lads to look down the High Street in the direction of
the tuclk-shop. A crowd of village boys were coming along,
with a hezure upen a chair in their midst, and yelling with
moerriment. Wharton looked at them keenly, trying to malie
out in the distance what the figure was.

“ Oply another procession,” said Nugent.

Wharton shook his head, : i

“It's not a guy! That’s a boy they've got on l.hﬁrcham
and I belicve—=— My hat, 1'm sure it's :'i:"l.'un Luug !

“ Woun Lung? DBy Jove, you're right! _

There was no mistake about it. The Chinee, coming oul
of the tuck-shop, had boen collared by the village boys, and
foreed to mount upon the chair, and was being carried oo
the shoulders of half-a-dozen fellows, the rest whooping and
laushing round him. s

““Holler, bovs!" roarcd Stokoes, the blacksmith’z son, =ln:!

i

MNEXT
Ey FRANK RICHARDS. TU EEBA\'
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the valiant leader of the village boye in their forays agninst
the Greviriars lads. *° Another guy !

“Ha, ha, ha !’

“Here's ancther guy [ .

The chair swaved forward with the litile Chines clinging
to it. YWun Lung was very wuch alormed.  His position was
extremely dangerous, for irli!i bearers wetre lml'ghmi s0 much
that it appearcd that at any moment he might be hurled
to the pround, and the fall would hove been a nasty one.
He clung to the cbair, hiz almond eyes wide with afiright.

Wharton's brow dn ricened,

“We'lve got to get him out of that,” he said briefly.

Bob Cherry pave o whistle. Theve wore filteen or sixteen
fellows in the erowd, and there were only four of the Grey-
frinrs chums., They were not used to counting odds, but this
wng what Bob called o * big order”

The villaze bovs stopped outside the railway-station,
catehing sight of the Fumous Foure there, and send them a
yall of defiauce,

“ Another guy ! roared Stokes. * Holler, hoys 1™

The bovs ** hollered ™ with o vengeanee. Then they struck
up the well-remembered ditty

“ Plense to remember the Fifth of November!"

“Helpee ' squesked Wun Lung. *Helpee ! Me fallee,
bleakee bones 1™

“Lome on!” muttered Ilarry.

Where Harry fed, his chums were njwzl%s ready to follow.
They rushed after him in o desperate charge. It was an
unexpected breal, for Stokes and his merry men had not
expected thom fo teckle adds of four to one. The chargo
earrioel the Groviviars chwmns night up to the unhapp% Euy.
the processienists being knocked right and left. Iarry
caupght Wun Lung in s arms as the bearers, hurled azide,
allowed the chair to fall., He set the shaking Celestiul en
his feet,

“ Keep close to me, kiddy 1™

* Me keepee closee.”

* Bhoulder to shoulder, lads!"

The Famous Four steod shoulder to shoulder round the
littla Chinee. All four were {amous in the Greyiriars Hemovo
for their powers as fighting men, and they needed all their
pluck and all their powers now. The enraged procession-
ists swarmed round them, nttacking them on all sides.

“Lrive 'em socks!” roared Btolkes, and he led the rush
bravely enough, only to roll over with Harry's fist crashing
en_his nose.

The Famons Four hit out right and left, and the attack
{m';utl;‘*-d: but 1t camoe on again, and such odds were bound
o tell.

Bob Cherry went down, with two or three clinging to him,
nndd Nugent was soon sprawlhing on the ground, desperately
wresthing with o couple of foes,

Hurree Singh was surrounded, fichting valiantly against
odds, and Wharton found himself striving apgainst five or
Bix foes.

The excitemment was terrific.

A ecrowd of village people gathered round, looking on,
laughing, and it was evident that all their sympathies were
with Btokes and his party.

T'he Greviriars four fought desperately, but in vain!

The odds were teo greal! Hurree Singh joined Bob and
Nugent on the ground, and Flurry, with his foes clinging
to him ps thigk as bees, was unable to shake himself froe.

“Lollar "em ! yelled Stokes, ns he rubbed his swallen
nose. ' We'll carry 'ein round in the procession, and tie
‘eon bacl to back ! Collar the beasts![”

“We've got Tam !

Harry Wharton was down at lazt, his assailantz swarming
over him.  He made o fingl effort, hurled them aside,
and, for a moment, rained his feet. They were upon him
agnin at onee, ciinging to him like cats, and his glance
swept round alimest wildly In ihe hope of seeing a Greyfriars
e in the strect. ITis eves fell upon o doren fellows who
hid just i=sued from the railway-station, and who were loolk-
ing on at the serimmage curiously, He recognised the slim
lgure and aristocratic features, the shining topper and high
eollar of Arthur Augustus DVArcy, and he knew whom the
tozen must be.

Y Rescue ! he shouted., ™ Reseue, St. Jim's!"”

The next moment he was down again, and Stokes was
sitting on his chest. DBut his ery had been heard by the
strapgors

“Rescue I shouted a sfurdy, sunnv-faeced junior, whom
Wharton knew to be Tom Merry, the eaptain of the St Jim's
Junicors. “Clome on, kids! Soek i to them 1

* Yaas: wathah

I'he jurniors from 3t Jim'z rushed fo the rescue.

ere wore twelve of thern in the party, but only eleven
came on.  The twelfth was Arthur Augustos 1 Arey, but it
wis not want of pluck thsat kept him back. He staved
behind only to plaee Lis silk hat in safety in the brake, and
then be followed Tom Merry and his comrudes.

The charge of the *"Snints’ settled the matier. Stokes
and his poarty had  already had nearly enough fHpghiing.
They were in no condition to stand the charge of o dozen
fresh foes, . -

The chorge seattered them right and left. Wharten and
his chuams jumped up and joined In the brief fray. Very
brief it was. The village party were defeated and chased
ol the scene ander & minute, and then the Famous Four were
shaking hands with their rescuers. _

“ Thanks " gasped Harry Wharton breathlessly. “ We're
awfully obliged, Merry., We were in o bad way, wiih that
lot arainst us.”

“ By Jove, you were !
all about ¥

“They had Wun Lunoe—""

ie Eh -:-‘!1

“They had Wun Lung—-""

“Who had one lung ¥ asked Tom Merry.
allowance is two for every perscn, I believe.
to see & chap with one lung.”

IMarey Wharton laughed.

“The Chinese kid's name 13 Wun Lung,” he explained.
“They bad him, and were treating him as a gop, aml we
tried to reseue him.”

“ And wanted rescuing ourselves,”” said Beh Cherry, mop-
ping & stream of Yelaret” from his red and swollen nose,
*You fellows came along in the nick of time.”

“Yaag; wathah! We are exiwemely pleazed to he able
to wescue you, deah boys!" sald Avihur Augostus TV Arey.
‘*It iz a weal pleasuah to vs!”

“You didn’t come up till 1t was all over,” said one of the
Bt Jim’s juniors.

“ Weally, Blake—--""

“Oh, dey up! No time for any of your Chesterfield-
Gﬁ:ﬂ:}]dimn speeches now, Gussy,” said Blake. * Let's et
off.

“1 wefusze to dwy up-——-""

“Come on,” said Harry Wharton.
You're not hurt, Wun Lung !

" WNo muchee.

Wharton hfted the Chinese junior into the brake. Wun
Lung was very much shaken up, but he was more scared
thon hurt.

The brake was a roomy one, and there was ample room
for the passenpers. The vehicle drove off from the station,
and the village party, gathering round, sent yells and jeers
after it to whieh the St. Jim’'s party replied with hoots and
cat-calls; and the brake drove oot of Friardale in the midst
of a terrific din, and took the road to Greviriars.

gaid Tom 3erry. “What was it

“The general
I shonld like

“The brake's ready.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
On the Football Ground.

EFORE the brake arrived at Greviriars, the Famous Four
and their visitors were az well acquainted as if they
had kpown one another for ten years at least.

Tom Merry had brought a very fine junior team fo
Groviriars, The list read as follows, in the nroper order:
Wynn; Herries, Reilly; Kerr, Manners, Digby; Figgins,
Lowther, Merry, I¥Arcy, Blake.

Wynn the first-named, goalkeeper for the junior team-—
was a g'nmh whose plumpness of face and fizure rivalled
those of DBilly Bunter. Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn belonged
to the New Housze at 8t. Jim’'s, and the rest of the team to
the Bchool House.

As the brake rolled on its way, tha Famous Four heard
from their new acquaintances more than one anecdote of the
varicus ' House ' rows with which the rival juniors made
matters lively at St. Jim's. According to their own aceount,
both parties constituted the * cock-house ™ at 5t. Jim's.

Arthur Aupgustus DM Arvevy did net take part in the talk.
ITe had a paper on his knee, and a peneil in his hand, and
wns evidently in the throes of composition.  The Famouns
Four glaneed af him enriously onee or twice, and he caupht
Bob Cherry's eves at last,

“Do wou happen to know of 2 whyme to *fair,” deah
Liow 1" he uﬂl-:{*{ll.’

“ A what—to what "

" A whyme to the word fair.”

“Lots,"” said Bob Cherry. " Weiting a poem 77

“Yaas."

“My hat! I didn't know we had a poct bere,”™ said
Mugent, with & grin. I sheald like to hear the pocm,

“It's not Anizhod yet, deab bay;: but when if is prolsbished
I #hall be vewy happy to send vou a copy.”

MNugent stored.

“ You don't mean io say you have your poems published ?"

“ Yanss wathah 1"

MNugent looked puzeled, but Tom Merry came to the reseus
with an explanation.

“The stuff 1= published in fhe school magazine,” e ex.
plained. **Tom Merry's Weekly,” you know-—the junior’s
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paper, launded and ediied e mysell., We somelimes shove
Linssy's poetry e to G ap space.’™

“Weally, Tom Mewwy——

“ it wouldn't get published anvywhere else,” said Jack
Plake.

“You are weally quite mistaken, Blake., I have offercd
sonie of my poefwy to the editah of the loeal paper in
Wylcombe, and he offerad to publish 3t

“Why didr't ven et b, then 27

Y Well, he wanbed o charge ordimawy adverlizement wates,
s 1 couldn’ agwee! 1L wasn't the money, vou know, buk
v dir. nsz n p-lf‘.t:r:i.hr

¥ our e Y7 enid Nugenl, Y What do you mean? Why
do vou digg as a poet?  Poets dea’t i, do they 77

“You mizappwehend me, deah boy. I mcan my dignity
as n poet,”’

Ay, I see! And vou arve allowed to put it inte * Tom
Merew's Woekly ' wratiz 77

“Weully, deab boy, my
value in the psapah,’” =zid
mean.”’

“Ah! You mexn my Red Indian story ¥ said Fipgins,

Y Ruts " said Blake, “ He means my poetic serial.’”

“Not at all, deah boy! I mean the fashion column,
written by myeelf 1 said I Avey severely. ™ Dut, to come
back to our topie, can any of you suggest a whyme for

wietwy is the only stulf of an
Arey—"" with one excuption,

“Well, T should say there were lois)" said Bob Cherry.
Bl let's hear the rest of it What's the preesding line ¥

“1s: an ocde 1o 2 lovely gal,” explained DVArey. LI
wend i fwom the vewy bapginmn® - 7

“That you won't,” sakd Jack Blake.
of the brake sf vou do !

ookl urr;:hljp wolnse o e chuclked ond of the hwalke.
There are oaly two hundwed Lines 20 {ah 2

*Thare'l] be lose whoen it appears in the mape, 1 chuckled
tive youthfol editor of *Tom Alerry’s Weelkly,”

“1°1] chueck you oud

T T W

| The effort of producing the ventriloguial voice made Billy
Bunter's face the colour of a beetroot; but still he went
on undawntedly——"Let me out! I’'m choking!™

—— T B B S SRR ) B P P S— T

_______ P LTy e =

“ T chould wefuse {o have my work of art mautilated, Tom
Mewwy I

“ That won't make any difference, old chap. Duf get on
We're in sight of Greyiriars now, s0 you can't read it {rom
tho berinning, unless we postponc the football mateh till
another oceasion,’’

“[ should have no objection to that, Mewwy."”

“TPut evervone olse would, I think.”

Vewy well, I will wead only a few lines. Listen,

CAndd I wepard vou as a slaly,
And worship liumbly fwom afab;
I gase upon your features fair,
And thinl——

“That's as far as I've gof, deah boys. I wnnt a suitabla
wlhvine for fair” _ .

“Gocd ' said Bob Cherry. * Tow will this do? f1 gaze
Fr"'."mm your features fair, And think it's time vou cut your
1tk L.

“Weally, deah boy-—- .

“ 1 can go one berter than that’” =aid Nugent. “°1 gazo
.__:]mqﬁ.{,?{ foatures fair, Although il's rather rude to stare”

LE _'Eﬂ -___l'

“]_-‘aith?r and it's a better ling I ecould give ye, Guss:._r!"
snid Reilly. * 1 gaze upon ye're fealures [uir, And think
their shape is rather quare.’ ™

“Weally, Weilly —--7

Y Hero we are ! exclaimed Tom Merry., ' Put the brake
e yvour poetry, Gussy, We've got to think about focter
IH.NI'I.'-'-“

““ 1 shail have to leave that line unfinished,” said D' Arew,
carclully putting awny his paper and pencil. “ It will he a
weallyv wippin® poem by the time it's done, and will takes up
aboni a guartalh of the whole magazine.” ] )

“More like a guarter of a page, alter I've {inished wilh
it " prinned Toin Merry,

HWeally, Mewwy -

“Jump down

e § ﬁ'E}UHD to move 1n a huwwy.

Pway <don't twead on my
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feet, Blake. Hewwies, keoep your wotten elbow out of my
wibs. I you shove againat me again, Dig, I shall give you
a feahful thwashin®. h!*

IV Arcy was bundled off the brake. The vehicle had halted
near the porter's lodge. The great clock of Greyiriars was
indicating & quarter to three. Time had been lost, after
all, bat the rival teams were agreed on getting started as

quickly as possible,

The Baints hurried into their quarters in the litile
avilion, and wers soon engaped in changing their clothes
ar the match. The Remove cleven, with the exception of
the Famous Four, bad already changed.

The four chums hurried into the dressing-room, and were

uickly in thair football garh. They changed so quickly
that t a%} ware out before Tom Merry's team appeared.
‘T'émple, Dabney, & Co., of the Upper Fourth, were lounging
cutside, and they at once came up to Harry.

“So you're going through with 1, Wharfon?®” Temple
remarkod.

“With what?”’ asked Wharton.

‘ This fooler mateh."’

“1 imagine so."’

“The mo-throughfulness 1s terrifie, my worthy fathead "
purred the Nabob of Bhanipur,

“Weo'll lend you a player or two if you like,"” said Temple
magnanimeuwsly.  * A Romove cleven isn’t much weight
agaimat players from the Fourth and the Shell, you know.
St. t{g]ﬂ’ﬁ. is above your weight. We'll put in a few men il
you like,™

HWo'd be glad to sccept your assistance, but we want to
win the mateh,” said Wharton.

The chums of the Remove chuckled, and the Upper Fourth
fellows thrned rad.

““Well, ro ahead,” said Temple. I expect we shall see
you wiped up.”

Tom Merry and his men came out of the pavilion. A fine
set of lads they looked, in the red jerseys of St. Jim's.
Figgins, of tha New House, cortainly 'Iml-:ed very slim, the
footer shorts showing his seanty calves off to great advan-
tage. DBut some of the Greyfriars' fellows who grinned at
the thin calves were destined to ruefully note how quickly
those long, slim legs could get aver the ground.

Fatty Wynn presented a marked contrast to Figgins,. He
wos short and plump, and his ample form filled out his
jersey to bursting-point, though it was of very goenorous size.

The two captains tossad for choice of goal. It was a fing,
kecn afterncon, with a somewhat sharp breeze blowing over
the ground. The advantage of tha wind counted for some-
thing, and it was Tom Merry who won the toss—and choso
the goal from which the wind was blowing.

Fatty Wynn walked towards his goal, and then turned and
mace a sign to Figgins, with an anxious look on his face.
The long-limbed forward hurried towardz him.

“ What is it, Fattp?' he said anxiously. © Don't w2y
you're not fE!"

* It's not that, Figging; buf—""

" What are you looking worried about, then?’ grunted
Figeina.

"“"You sec, I haven't had any prub since dinner.”

“ Well, you young cormorant, it’s less than an hour and a
hall szines dinner

I get so hungry this November weather,” said Fatty
Wynn plaintively. ** You seo——"

“ You should have had some sandwichea!"

1 hrought o half-dozen sandwiches from St Jim’s.™

“Well, you should have eaten them in the train 1™

“1 dul,” said Fatty Wynn.,  “But now I feel rathor

empty. I suppose you haven’t a sandwich about you 1
" Liots " said Figgina. “ [ usually ro on a footfall-ficld

with my clothes stuffed full of sandwiches, pork-pies, and
plum-puddings!"
" Look here, Figging—""
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“¥ou can get a bite in the interval. Don't kesp on like
that, or }'ﬂu']rnmka me frel hongry myself.”

And Figgins walked away, leaving the fat Fourth-Former
to rather discontentedly take his plece belween the posts.

Meanwhile, Harry Wharton's attention had been arrested
Ly Billy Bunter, who had come bremthlessly down to tha
ground, and was waving hia hand exeitedly 1o the captain of
the Remove,  Harry ran quickly towards him, thinking
there wos something wrong,

“1 say, Wharton—""

“ What is it—guick "

“ Have yon ehan&‘od your mind about that feed? If you
have, I could cut off and get the stuff now, » >

* You young aesl” -

Wharten turned round and walked away. Bunter blinked
alter him in great indignation.

“Well, of all the rotters!” he murmuored. ° Faney treat-
ing o chap like that who's willing to tske a lot of trouble
to <o him a favour! Of mur&c,% never expect gratitude;
Lut, really, Wharion takes the cake!™

And Hi{!y Bunter watched the commencement of the match
with a very dissatisfied expression apon his fat face. Rogers,
of the Fifth was refercaing the match. The whistle went,
and the ball rolied from the foot of Wharton

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The First Haif,

ABRY WHARTON kicked off against the wind, and
the memorable match of Greyirtars v. 8t Jim's com-
wmenced. The ball was at once sent back over the line
by Figgins, nnd the Saints followed it up, and the

first tussle was whelly in the home half.

The beginning was watched with intenss interest by a very
considerable crowd. All ihe Remove were there, eager to
sea how the Form ecleven would play up against an older
team, and most of the Upper Fﬂﬂrthiﬂdp come along to seo
the Removites licked.

Wingate of tho Bixth, the captain of Greyfriars, bonoured
the match with his presence at firat, knowing full well that
the Remove team would * buck up ™ all the more under the
cye of the school captain.

More eagerly than anyone else, perhaps, the Chineso chum
watched the conflict. Wun Lung's almond eyes were seldom
off the stalwart fipure of Herry Wharton. The youth from
the Yangtse-Kiang took a decp interest in the great game,
and, under Wharton's instiuction he was ming well
acquainted with it. His ambition was to play in the Remove
eleven. Not a turn of the game was lost upon the Chinese
junior, as he stood at the ropes, his eyes ever on the field.

But at firat the home eleven seemed to bo getting far from
the best of the tussle. The ball was on their side of the
ling Irom the beginning, and in spite of their eforts they
could not shift it.

Tom Merry and hia comrades kept it there, and soveral
times it was rushed wp to the home goal, but tho backs
succeeded in elearing.

But now a defermuined atfack was made by the St Jim's
forwards, and they came up the fiekd in beautiful style, tho
ball passing from feot to foat as if by clockwork. Right up
to the goal they eame, leaving forwards and halves nowhere,
and seattering the backs, and the goal was at their merey—
except for the goalie.

Levison stood there keenly on the watch.

The ball came in from the {oot of Tom Merry. The goal-
kocper was seon to epring into the air, and his hand smote
the leather, and out it went again., And the Remove
Lrenthed once more.

But the cutgoing hall met & hard, round head, and Figzina
drove it in again, like a stone from a catapult.

This time the goalie kicked, and the ball went out with a
whiz, with nothing to siop it this time. It dropped among
the home halves, who sent it spinning forward, and the for.
wards bore it up the fisll

It was a chawnecs for Harry Wharton at Tast! He was “on
the ball ™ in a sccond, and he dribhiled it rizht up the Beld
against the wind, eluding his foes almost by magic.

Richt up the field, with the Saints panting after him,
Tom Merry and Figgins close enough to touch him if they
had stretched out their hands, Reilly and Hevries closing up
i his path,

_ His comrades were not near enough for a chanee of pass-
ing, and he knew he could not et through, All depended
upon o runmng ok,

He kicked! Right into the geal the ball went; but Fatty
‘»".'{‘gm was there!

14T _|‘|||:.1lr-r'f1, anc the hall smote him LEV his p]l.tm'ﬂ chost

and bouneed away azaimn, and 1o a secomd Reilly had elearad,

Wharton's bold attempt had almost materialised, but nos
guites, The siruggle was transferred to midficld, and the
goalkeopers had a rest again.

Bat Wharion's essay brought a ringing cheer from the

Starts to-day.



Remove. He hod not succecded, but it was Juck as much as
anything else that had saved the goal.

* Muchee good!” murmured Wun Lung. * Plent o] 17

Ydolly pood V' Wingate observed to another Sixth-Former
who was standing beside him.  * But it won't be easy to pass
that poulic. He fills up most of the space between the posts,
doeen’t he?'t

This was a libel on Fatty Wynn. But certainly his givth
was ample. But 1t did not interfere with his activity, ze ho
had shawn,

The game had lasted twenty minutes, and the score on
cither sule was still blank. But the play was lively enough,
and thern wae plenty to satisfy the spectators, although there
were no goals. It was, in point of fact, the excellent play
on both sicks that kept the scove-sheet biank.

Several times the Saints came very near scoring, but when
the Greyiriars defence failed in other respects, they could
always rely on their goalkeeper.

evizon seemned born to keep woal. His somowhat epare
fipuro was always just where it was wanted. Nothing took
him by surprise. The fastest shot or the slowest, high or
low, long or short—:ull scomed the same to him. He stoppad
them all, and generally saved in o way that gave the Re-
movites o chance to pet the ball away.

Thirty minutes had ticked away without result as far as
goals went, and Iarry Wharton felt his hopes rising. )

If the Remave held their own with a keen wind in their
faces, they might confidently cxpeci to do hetter when it
was behind their backs in the second half. =

He would have preferved gouls, of course, but he was quito
cordont that ithe first holf should end blank.

But it was not to ba!

Tom Moerry nnd his men were out for sealps, and thongh
the Greyiriais {eam were giving them an unexpectedly hard
iussle, they were only made more determined thereby.

The firsi. hall ha<d ten minutes more to run when the Saints
maide n combined effort, Jod by Tom Merry, and at last
succoaded 1t prercing the Greyirniars defence effectually.

It was Figgins who brought the baill right up to the goal,
amd he pessed to Biake just as Desmond charged him over,
arh Blubes let Tom Merry have the ball just in time, before
Harry Wharton was upon him, Tom Merry kicked [or goal.

Lovison was on the loek-out, ready lor anvthing—but that
shot habled him. It sl past the 1ips of his outstretehed
fierzrovs, and lodeed i the net, and there was o shoat:

“Qoal ™

It was a goal st last!

“ Goat ™ roared Fipgins—" goal 1™

The erowd ronned the vopes shouted too, in admiration of
the splendid play even of a vival team.

Fevizon looked black for a moment. He <id not like
sicfeat, He tossod out the ball.  The footballers were
breathing hard. The pame bad been fast and furions. Bot
the SBaints looked vory pleascd with themsclves,  Figgins
pave Tom Merry a thump on the shoulder that made bim
etoroer,

* Good for you!” he excloimed.
it’s come ab last1”

Tean Merry Inughad breathlessly,

“Wall, don't bust my backlbwone, Figoy!
transports,’”

* Nai Jove, it was weally good, you Eknow!" Arthur
Aunpustus IVArey remarked, ' You weally ought to have
let mo have the ball ther, Blake !

* Rute " =aid Jack Idake cheeriully.

“ Weally, Blake, I ipsist that you ought to have let me
have the ball! Didn't you sce me make a sign to you fo
pass to med’

Y Blessedd if I oclid! But I sheuldn’t have passed to you,
apvwaw., Merey wis e only ehap who had o chanee.”

YWz, rather 7 sand Fierins,

“1f you woltahe know nore sbout foctah than T do——"
Loean I'Arcy, with dignny.

Jack DBlake chuckled,

“Weli, ruiher!” ho saidd "1 shoulkl hope so, Guasy!
What you don’t know ahout foothall weuld fill {he Encyelo-

dlia Britannier.”

“ Waeally, Blake—"

* Line up, chaps!™ egaid Tom Merry.

" You arc intewwuplin’ me, Mowwy P

“1 know 1 am, Guesy., Line up, ‘This is a foothall match,
not a conversazione

CWeally, Tom Mewwy-——

Jack Blake took the swell of 8t Jim’s by the neck and
ran hitn to fthe centre of the field. IPArey had no chance
of cecaping that iron grip, and #o he went. When Blakoe
r:rieuﬁm? him, the swell of 5t. Jim's groped for his eyeglass,
jamined it mnto his eve, and gtared at Blake with a withering
slare.

* Bipke, you utinh wottah——-"

e Lim .u.i.:l E!b

“1 weluse to line up fill T have expwessed the uttah con-
tommpt T Toel for this wuff wottan ™ said D'Arcy.

“Line up, or et off the feld ! exelaimed Tom Merry.
“ None of your rot, you young ass!'

‘“ BILLY BUNTER'S RAID.”

“ Ti's time it came, and

Maoderate your
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“ T wefuse 4o be called an ass——""

Phip! went the whistle. D'Arey ceased, perforce, and the
cnne restarted, There were only five minutes to play out
of the first half, aud no one cxpected the score to be altered.
Ho it proved. The juniors played up well. the Saints attack-
ing vigorously, -the Remove defending as vigoreusly, and
after five minutes’ of bard tussling, tﬁﬁ_whtstla went, and
found them neither better nor worse for it !

The phip of the whistle came as a welcome relief to both
sides. The game had been se hard and fast that even tho
tonghest of the young Ilootballers was in need of a rost
Their faces were glowing as they poured off the field to take
what repose they could in the brief interval.

—

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bllly Bunter Finds a Kindred Spirlt. |
ARRY WHARTON towelled his glowing skin, and

sucked a lemon, as he sat in the dressing-room. The
Removites were mostly similarly engaged round him.
They were glad of the rest, but keen enough for the
second half of the great match. ;
A fat facs adorned by a puir of big epectacles came peering
roundd the door. I
“1 sav, you follows——
“ Hallo }lhem’g Bunter 1" said I':liﬁ'ent, “Lend me that
leinon when you've done with it, Harry, and I'll ece 1f I
can gs];t it hullla-n o ?
*Oh, really, Nugent——" o
" Halle, hello, E.alln 1" exelzimed Beob Cherry. What
do you wanit? There's nothing to cat here excepting lenons
skins."' ;
1 wish you wouldn't hint that I'm always thinking about
rub, Cherry. You wound me, and you know 1t sn't truoe.
%’m not grecdy, but I like o lot. I've come round now to de
von fellows o favour.”
* Go ahead, then” _ ’
" Wharton has arranged a cold collation——
“ A which!"”
“ A cold collation for the visiting team——"

“ Bome cold grub, you meas” -
“ A cold collation,” raid Billy Bunier. " Wharton has

arranred o cold eollation for the team, but a cold collas
fion on o cold afternoon isn't comma il faut.”

* fsn’t whomi™

“ {omme i1 faut i

* Who's that®"

“You know perfectly well that it isn’t anybody at all,
Cherey, and that it's an expression meaning that it isn’t
as it should be™ o

“ Then why can't you talk English?” .

= Well, 1 cught to have remembered that French is rather
above vour intellect, But as I was saying, a cold collation
on o cold afterncon isn't comme 1l fant, and if vou fellows
like, I'll get & good feed ready during the sccond half.™

Mo objection to that,” seid Bob Cherry. " If you want
to stand us a feed, you're at liberty to go ahead with all
stoam on.” . . .

= {3h, really, Cherry! T am planning a serics of extensiva
foodds to take place when I receive that foothall prize of a
pound a week, but that will not be for some little time yeb
I am stony at present, as I have been disappointed alc,umt. a
pastal order. 1f you fellows li%e to stand the tin, I'll put
in the time.” .

Bolr Cherry held up the lemon he had been sucking, 2nd
took careful aim at Bunter.

“Where will you have it!” he asked, . ;

© O3k, rveally, Cherry! I may as well admit that, besides
my desire o give the St Jim's chaps a good feed, I am
rather hungry myself. You needn't chuckle; that is guile
o secondary consideration with me.  Still, you know I'm
dolivate, amd have to be kept up by having ]rlﬂnty”ﬂf
nourishing fond. I've got nothing Lut those bioaters——

“My hat! Haven't they escaped vei!™”

“Thase bloaters are all right, Cherry: they'll keep a long
time in this weather, especially after being cooked,” siad
Billy Bunter. *““ Wun Lung has gone up to the house to
fetch them for me now.”

“ Yeu voung rotter! Why couldn™t you fetch them your-
eolf 77 ashked Harry Wharlon

“T wanted to come and speak fo you fellows in the in-
terval s and, besides, ['m so faint from want of nourishment
that I really shouldn’t bave had strenpth to ge,” said
Rilly Bunter. * Wun Lung ia a very obliging ehap. He
alfered to go.  It's aloot time he was back with them, too
I sav, you ¥|=1]c'r".1.'=+, have you q'l'li‘h: decided about the feed?

“Where will you have it¥* demanded DBolb Cherry,
flourishing the lemon.

“Oh, really, Cherry——"
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WHAT IS

GREED:

It is the canker spot which,
spreading, will eventually eat
away a man’s soul, rob him of
his conscience, and cause him
to be hated and despised even
by the meanest of his fellow
creatures. Here is a little pic-
ture which tells the whole story
of Greed and its work. It shows
us a father, his arms closed on
the bag of gold for which he
has sold his soul, turning away
from wife and children to pursue
the phantom shadow which
Iures him to his destruction.

You can begin the wonderful story
entitled **GREED" in
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Biff ! The lemon squashed ander Bunter’s fat ehin, and
the plump junior gave a yell, and promptly disappeared.
Bob Cherry laughed.

* Ho much for Bunter,” he remarked. ] i o

““ The Bunterfulness of our catzemed fat friend is terrific,
remarked the Nabob of Bhanipur, “ and the obligefulness
af the honsarable Chinese chap is worthy of suspicion.
have obeorvofully noted that the oblizefulness of the esteemed
Wun Lung is-generally ihe leader to some practical jokefuls
ness.'’

““ Ha, ha, ha! Well, if that greedy young bounder finds
that thers's anything wrong with his bloaters, it will serve
him right.™

“The rightlulness will ba terrifie”

As a matter of fact, the nobob's surmise was very near to
the truth. Billy Bunter did not suspeet the cause of the
Chinese chum's obliging offer, and there was certainly
nothing in the Ceieaﬁaga bland looks to awaken suspicion.
Ha brought a couplo of bicaters wrapped in paper, with &
couple c‘f forks and a tin plate under his arm.  He met
Dunter as the latter was coming from his unsatisfactory in-
terviow with the Greviriars footballers.

“ Me blingee bloatee,” murmured the Celestial.

“ Good ! "said Bunter, taking the bleaters, plate, and
forks. “ I'll get into some quiet corner, and these will keep
me up till the cold collation. Look here, you can have part
of one il you hke.” ’

The Chince shook hiz hoad, with a lurking glimmer in
hia eyes.

* No hkee!™

“ You're fond of bloators, Wun Lung."”

" Mo no lubbee, Bunter. No likee.”

““Juzt as you like. Hallo! I wish you wouldn't tap me
on tha shoulder so suddenly, Levison.”

“Eht said a voice. * I'm not Levison, whoever he may
be. I'm Wynn—Wynn of the New Iloase at 5t Jim's'"

Eillﬁ Bunter blinked at the fat Fourth-Former. There was
something cbout Fatty Wynn that recommendmd him to
Bunter at once. His plumpness, his evident relish for good
living, made a certain passport to Billy Bunter’s favour.

“I'm hungry,” explained Fatty Wynn, " I don’t usually
get hungry, I really haven't much of an appetite, but I
generally get peckish in this November weather. 1 seo
you've got some bloaters there, and they smell ripping.’

“ Rather [ said Bunter. °° Come along, and you ean have
ona of them: we can eat them under the tree behind the
pavilion without being noticed. It's only just some Dbread
amd bloaters, bub——"'

“ My dear chap, they're ripping! IL may save my life!™

“That's just how I feel,” sald DBunter. I don't eat
much myself, but I'm of a delicate constitution, and [
require plenty of nourishing food fto keep me up, Bug I
say, won't you be late for the second half?” .

“I don't see why they shoulda’t wait a few minntes” said
Fatty Wynn. “ They're bound io look for me before they
start, and that will be time eno:gh for me. No good tryving
to kecp goal on an empty tummy! I've fimished all my
gandwiches, and Figgins never thought of bringing any.”

The two plump juniers hurried round the pavilion, Wun
Lung's slanee following them.

The Chinese junior was grioning. Perbaps ha had an
tdea that the two juniors would not enjoy those bloaters

Biliy Bunter and Fatty Wynn sat down under the tree, and
Bunter opened tha paper. They had to eat from one plate,
armed with a fork each, but little difficolties like that were
nothing to hungry juniors. Fatty Wynn's eyes plistenod as
he seanned the bloaters.

“They're nicely done,” he remarked. *Did you cook
them®"

“* I staried them,” said Bunter, * Wuon Lung—that Chinesa
chap—finished them. H2's o good cook—pretty nearly as
pocd as I am.™

“ Well, they look stunning.'t

“ Go ahead, then"

The juniors started. Bach of them helped hibmself to a
rood mouthful of bloater.

Fatty Wynn's jaws closed on his mouthful, and then a
suklen and ferrible change came over his plamp face,

“Ow!l Graer! Ow! Oh!”

“ 0w ! gasped Dilly Bunter. " Gerrooch! Grorree!”

 Atchou-ooooo !’

" Grerererer 1M

Fatty Wynn jumped up. The portion of bloater was ox.
p:‘tfl{*d forcibly from his mouth, nm.’l_ tho fat juniur from =i,
Jim's faicly danced, coughing, choking and anecezing.,  Billy
Buntor [ollowed his example, conghing spasmaodically, his
fat face crimaon and streaming with perspiration,

T O™ pasped Wynn, ““You—sou heast! I'll teach you
to {i]Eﬂ‘t.Dr a bloater with cayenno pepper and then give it to
me !

Do not fail to commence * Answers’ ™ great new serial, * GREED,” to-day.



“I—I didn't!" gasped Billy Bunter, mtreating from the
furious Fatty. * I—I have had the same stufl en mine.
Can't vou see for yourself?"

“Phen who did 117 howled Fatty Wynn,

* Gerrooh ! Geerer-r! Ow! I don't knowi”

“Grorr! Ugh! Upppeh!™

“TIt must have bheen that Chincso beast!” yelled Billy
Bunter, " Ie’s always plaving some trick. That's why be
offered to fetch the bloaters.””

“Where's Wynni"

It was Tom Merry's voice, calling for the missing goal-
eoper. It was time to line-up for the second half.  Fatty
Wynn rushied round the pavilion in search of the Chinese
junior, coughing and spluttering as ha went, the water
streaming from his eyes. Billy Bunter followed him, gaep-
mg and grunting

“Where's Wynn? Oh, here you are! Where have you
been, you fat ass? Are you ready? What the dickens is
the matler with_you?”

“ Grr-r-rer | Dg-gag-g-gh

"My only hat!”' exclaimed Tom Merry, in amazement.
“are you illY What's the matter??

" Where's that—gr-rer-r-r l—that Chinese beast?”

*“ What's the mattec?”

“Hc’s been doctosine my bloater with cayenne pepper

** Ha, ha, ha!"

“1'Il pulveriee him!” yolled Fatty Wynn “I'm—
grrr-rI—choking! I'm—atchoo-choo--goo l—eoughing  and
sneezing like anything, Where is he?"

* Where is he?” roared Billy Bunter. I say, you fellows,
wheie i5 that yellow beast? My bloaters are wasted, and

“Ha, ha, hat"

* Theve's nothing to cackle at Where's that beast?”

Wun Lung was conspicuous by his absence. As a matter
of faet he was on the roeof of the pavilien, secure there from
reprisals. Doth the teams were laughing heartily, and the
two fat juniors received little sympathy. Wharton brought
a glass of cold water and a lemon for Fatty Wynn, and the
St. Jim's goalkeeper succeeded n washing away some of
the fHavour of the pepper.

"I opinesl beforefully that the Chinese chap was practie-
ally joking,"” murmured the Nabob of DBhanipur. *“The
jokefulness 1z terrific.’”

“ Here, hurry up!” exclatinad Tom Merry. “ We're two
minutes late now, What the deuce do you mean by devour-
ing bloaters in the interval, Wynn? Get on the field "'

“1I'm nearly choked——"

“You'll be q‘rulte choked if vou don't buck up. Get on!”?

And Futty Wynn went on the field with the rest, still
sputtering at intervals. Billy Bunter cut off to the houso
to wash his jmouth under a tap. And then Wun Lung ven-
tured to descend From the roof of the pavilion, with a aweet
and amiable smile upon his [acze.

e L S

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Second Half.
T HE change of ends Lrought the wind behind the backs

of the Greyfriars juniors, and they were not slow in

fecling the advantape. The wind had risen a little,

too, und was blowing harder. Tom Merry kicked off,
znd the Baints followed wup the kick off with a rush; but
this time they did not gel maiters so much their own way.
The ball went through to th: home halves, and Hazcldens
was on it in & moment. He gpove a kick that cleared the
leathor two-thirds of the way to the Bt. Jim's goal, and there
was & rush down the field after it.

Thie #t. Jim's baclks found it impossible to clear. The
Greylfriars attack was steady and pressing, and the ball was
kept in the visitors' half wo ot three of the Saints wero
rolled over, and the Gregfriars {orwands came on in fine
gtyle. Ilorree Jumset Ram Singk had the ball, and he
Harry sent it in, and thero was a

11

passed to Wharton, 3
quiu:{ :h‘ﬂu‘ing of breath round the field. Bus the leather
bounced back frem a poalpost, and Ilerries cleared at last,
sending it inte midficld,

It had been a close thing, and though it had not come off,
it encouraged the Remove. The wind in their favour made
a great difference. A protracted struggle In midfield fol-
lowed, the ball many times going into touch. For a guarter
of an hour the game was lively enough, but the outcome was
nil. A ?reat deal of the " vim " of the first half was want-
ing. All the juniors were fecling the effeets of three-guarters
of an hour of hard, ineesant play.

“Bai Jove,” Arthur Augustus I¥ Arey murmured, “ 1 am
gettin' quite out of bweath! T wegard this game az a
wathah exhuustin® one!™

“ Buck up, Gussy!” said Tom Merry, passing him on the
Tun.

“ %¥aas, wathah, but—— Oh, vou wuff wottah!”

The last remark was addressed to Bob Cherry, who had
charged past the swell of St. Jim's to deprive Tom Merry
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of the ball. D’Arcy being in the way, he had the benefit of
Bob’s shoulder, and he went sprawling to the ground. It
was too much for the dignity of the swell of 8t. Jim's. He
was up again in a second, and rushing after Bob Cherry;
Egt to get to the ball, but to get to Bob. Figginz yelled to

im.

Y Heold on, Gussy ™

“E wefuse to hold on!™ panted the swell of 8t. Jim's, “I
uttahly wefuse to be wuffly knocked ovah by a wolien
boundah 1™

Fizginzg dashed across to intereept him, just befors he
clutelied at the unconscions Bob Cherry. They were within
the dreaded ]pena]t-y area, snd a yell of " Foul!” from the
Greyiriars players m:ght have resulted in a penalty goal
aguinst the visitors. Iigeins reached the swell of St. Jiun's
just in time, and dragged hint bacl.

“ Hold on, you young idiot!"”

“1 wefuse to be addwessed a8 & young 1diot !

“ Keep your wool on! Do you want to give them a penalty
goal ¥’ howled Figgins,

“ Bai Jove, you know, I nevah thought of that!"

“I_'fﬂu’d better think of it, if you don’t want to be jumpaed
on!"

“ T should uttahly wefusa to—" ;

But Figgins was not listening. The Greyfriars juniors
woere rushing the ball forward again, and the defence wad
broken. Figgins dashed into the fray, but he was too late.
All depended upon Fatty Wynn.

The Welsh junior was ready. The Greyfriars forwarda
dashed up to the goal in line, driving the backs to right and
left, and Monty Lowther kicked,

Whizz went the leather, right between the posts, but bt
came Fatty Wynn's ready fist, and out 1t came again. It
came to Manners, who kicked it clear, and the Greyfriars'
chance was lost. TFiggins slapped I’ Arcy on the shoulder as
he came near him.

“Lucky for vou it didn’t come off,” he said grimly. “It
would have been your fault, and you would have been
jum-{md on, you young asa!"

*“1 wefuse to admit—""

But Figgins was off again. The struggle wasz in the homa
half now, and Tom Merry & Co. were making a desperate
efort to drive their way goalward.

In spite of Wharton’s aplendid leading, and the good
backing he roceived, it looked as if tic Saints would
succeed,  They went steadily on,. and a sudden break
brought them up to the goal, and 'I‘Gm Merry kicked. But
the wind deflected the flipht of the ball, and it struck a
post and rebbunded. Tom Merry had ne second chance,
Hazeldene cleared, and the whele field rushed off agains
But one player was left gasping on the grass. It was Monty
Lowther, who had received a kick on the ankle during the
melee by accident, and whether from friend or fos it was
impossible to ascertnin. He rose and limped after his
comrades, and the whistle went as he fell to the ground
again, The play stopped, and the referee gave Lowther
a hand up

Tom Merry ran towards him anxiously,

“ Hurt, old chap?"*

“Only a bump on the ankle,’” said Lowther, trying to
crin. “1It's all right, but I can’t go on.”
“You

“Can't be helped,” said Tom Merry bravely.
can't go on, anyway, and we must do the best wae can.
Manners, you iske Lowther's plaece, and we'll play two
halves."

Lowther was helped off the field., iz injury was not
seripus in itself, but it would make him limp for an hour
or two. The iﬂy was resumed with Bt Jim’s playing a
man short. The tide had turned more than ever in favour
of Greyfriars now., They pressod the Baints herd, and there
was a stern struggle in front of the vizitors' goal. Dut
zgain Fatty Wynn saved his side, stopping three or four
succossive shots that had scomed certain to get home.

There was a quarter of an hour more to play, and the
seore remained unchanged. With a man off th field, Tom
Merry did not expect to increase the szcore, but he was
determined that the Removites of Greyfriars should not
equalise.

The odds were on the Grevisiars’ side now, but it was not
for long. In a rush up the field, Nugent was charged over,
and received & painful twist in the leg which compolled
him to join Lowther in the pavilion. Both =ides were now
2 maun short, and pretty well fagged by the hard game,
Ten minutes remained to play, and the spectators had
almost given up the hope of seeing the zcore changed. It
looked like a victory for 8t Jim's.

But Harry Wharton did not give up hope. Every minute
that remained was full of possibilities.  From a meles in
midfield the home forwards got away with the ball, and
brought it up to the Saints’ goal, The referee had glanced

Sy
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up at the clock in the towor of Greyfriars, visibla from the
football field. There were three minutes more to play.

The players knew it, too. Three minutes more, but sach
minute was to be crammed with exeitement!

Again and again the Szints cleared, but esach time the ball
was rushed goalward agsin, and at lnst it came whizzing in
from the foot of Bob Cherry. Fatty Wynn fisied it out in
fine style, but Hurree Singh's dark head was ready, and he
bifficd the ball in again in a-twinkling. Fatty Wynn was
alinoat taken by surprise, but not quite. Ile clutched tha
bail, caught it, and advanced to fling it far—and in-
cautiously advanced a step too much for safety—and Harry
Wharton hurled himself forward, Back into ths goal went
goaikeper and ball, and, as Harry recled From the charge,
the whistle hlew,

“Goal!" yelled all Greyfriars, mad with delight.

It was the equalising posl!

Wharton had charged Fatty Wynn, ball and all, to the
net, and the poal was taken—on the stroke of time!

Greyfriars had equalized. The match was a draw, and
honours were divided.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Night of the Fifth.

HE great match was over, and the juniors rubbed down
their wEErinL]hnhS and chmag their clothes in o
mood of considerable satisfaction. The match hid
ended in a draw, but both sides had the satisfaction

of not being defeated, and that was something.

In spite of Billy Bunter’s misgivinga on the point, the
“eold collation ™ was heartily enjoyed by the footballers
from St. Jim's, and when it-was over they prepared to start
for home.

The brake came to the pgates of Greyfriars, and the
Sainta tool their bags and walked down to meot it. With
them wenk most of the Remove sleven. There was plenty
of room in the brake, and they wanted to see their visitors
off at the station.

The brake drove on through the village, and the St. Jim’'s
team were in good time for their train. Harry Wharton &
Co. accompanied them to the platform, and there was a
genoral handshaking. The juniors had learned to like one
another very well, and Tom Merry's invitation to Harry
Wharton to return the visit had been heartily accopted.

" Bai Jove, we'll give you a good weception!"” said Arthur
Augustua D'Aroy. " WE shall be honahed and delighted if
you come ovah! Good-bye, desh boy!”

The train buzzed off. Tho juniors shouted good-bye, and
a8 last glimpse of Arthur Augustus was caught, standing up
in the carriage and arguing excitedly with Blake,

The Greyfriars .{““'“"3 grinned as they turned away. Tt
waad dusk in the village strect as they left the station. Thay
were to walk home, and the brake ‘was already gons. Tha
juniors strolled down the village street, exchanging chipping
romarks with the youth of Friardale, but they were too
mumerous to be tackled. Stolkes and hia friendsewers busy
with a Guy Fawkes procession, and had the Greyiriars'
fellows beon only two or threa in number, they woukd Pro-
bably have £i ared in that procession against their will.

It was dark in the lane; quite dark when the juniors
arrived at the gates of Greyfriars. There was a crowd in
th:a_ Close, and a buiz of exeited voives.

‘Hallo, hallo, hallo)” exclaimed Bob Cherry, * What's
the mattor "

* 1 say, you fellows——:?™

" What 13 it! Any of those bloaters got loose?”

Ch, really, Cherry—-=""

A roar of laughter interrupted the fat junior. A group
of Removites were parading the Close, carrying a chair to
which a diminutive form was clinging. The chaired figure
bad his face blacked with soot, but Harry Wharton knew
vhom it was, and his eyes fashed with indignation.

“Wun Lung!™

He knew now what had happened. Bulstrode was at tho
head of the procession. The bully of the Remove had taken
advantage of Wharton's absence to carry out the long-
deforred ragging of the Chinese chum., Wun Lung, smothered
with soot, was being carried in procession round the Close,
the followers of Bulstrode letting off erackers round him, and
yelling out the old rhyme of the Fifth of November,

Wharton ran guickly towards the Removites

“Held on!” he exelaimed. ““Stop that at once!™

Bulstrode glared at him,

“Mind your own business!” he exclaimed fiercely. * Come
on, boys! Holler, thers! Here's another guy!"

“ Hurrah ! roared the Bulstrode party. * Holler, boys!
Another guy!”

* Please to remember, the Fifth of November—"

* Hurrah |"

The greatest story of the year.

“Stop!" said Wharton, planting himszelf in the path of
the proceszion.

There was a general hesitation among Dulstrode’s fol-
lowers. They were ready for o rough lark, but they did
not care fo face the captain of the Form when his temper
was roused, and his blazing eyes showed that it was roused
now,

“Btand aside, or we'll march over you !™ shouted Bulstrode.

“Jh, hold on, Bulstrode,' said Traver. " It's all nght.
We've done enough egrweaaing‘ Let's get to the bonfire;
it's Lirme it was lighted.™

“ Lot the Chinecs go.”

"I won’t! Wharton's nof going to dictate to me

“ Put him down!" said Wharton zavagely.

The Removites who were carrying Wun Lung ect the
chair down. Bulstrode sprang at Harry Wharton, and rolled
away before a heavy right-hander, un Lung squirmed
out of the chair, and plumped upon Bulstrode as the bully
attempted to rise.

“Me gottee!” hs murmured.

Bulstrode strugpled furiously, bot Wun Lun

rﬂl

had him

pinned down. The Chinee turned a grinning face to the
chums of the Hemovwve.
“Bagpee of sootoe on chaie,” he murmured. * Dulstlode

blackea my facce, me blackea hiz facee, allee sames.”

Bulstrode yelled and sguirmed. But he could not cscape,
and his friends did not eare to interfere, with Harry Wharton
& Co. ready to take Wun Lung's side at a moment's notice.
The soot was emptied from the bag upon Bulstrode's face,
sl Wun Lung's hand rubbed it well in. The bully's mouth
was half-filled with it 05 he opened it to yoll.

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bob Cherey.  “You're a giddy
nigrer minstrel noew, and no mistake, Bulstrode.™

“Groo! Lemme gerrup!'

“ Mo finish!"" said Wuon Lunz “f Wow stickes in chail
and cally lound Closo, "Nother Guy !

M Good wheezo!™” exclaimed MNugent. “ And if we shoved
him on the bonfire afterwards, it wouldn't be much loss to
Greyfriars.”

“ Lomme gerrup! (Groo—groo! Legpo!*

Bulstrodo struggled free at last.  His faeo was black as the
November night, and his elothes wera thickly spattersd with
soot. He was in a raving temper, added to Fb,].r tho fact that
hiz own friends were laughing ax loudly as anyone olse,

“Well, of all the sights," said Bob Cherry, with the tears
running down hiz checks, I think you take the cake, Jul
strode. Talk about guwst!*

* You—you—you—-" spluttered the enraged bully of the
Reomove.
© **Ha, ha, ha! Better go and get & wash!"

Bulstrade thought so, too, Followed by a howl of laughter,
he sterted off towards the housa,

. The bully went in, with feelings that may bo better
imagined than deseribed. His ragging of the ﬂ{ﬁnnﬁe chum
had ended worse for him this {imme than on previous ooea-
siona, though he had noet beon vory hacky in that line at
any tirne.

The Removites were flocking to the bonfire in the Close,
which was soon lighted, and the juniors glesfully watched
the flames mounting to the black, November sl:y.

A guy-—-which bore & strong likeness to Gosling, the porter,
muoch bo thet individeal’s indignation—surmounted the pyre,
and was thrown into relief by the fames that sowred round
it. The roar of the flame: mingled with the cracking of
craokers, the squibbing of squibs, and the flare and fiz of
Roman candles.  All sorts and conditions of fircworks added
to the exctiement and the din, but the success of the evening
was due to Wun Lung. The Chinese jumior had been haid
at work preparing for the celebration of the Fifth, and his
fireworks were a great success, especially one which, exploding
in the black sky overhead, burst infe words of fira that
brought a ringing cheer from the Groyirviars fellows, Painted
in fery letters apainst the black sky appeared the legend,
* Good old Gregfriars!” ;

Bob Cherry slapped the Chinese junior on the shoulder
with a foroe that nearly huarled him into the bonfire, but
iqrtugatily Harry Wharton caught his pigteil and §ulied

1M Dot

“ Jolly good!" exclaimed Bab heartills'.
“ Velly wood!" gasped Wun Lung. “ But no knockee to
Pi'l'ﬁﬂﬂﬁ'.'--”

“Good old Greyfriars!” faded from the sky, and at last
the celebrations were ovar, and the juniors trooped indoors.
The most exciting Fifth of November in the history of
Grevfriars was over.

THE END.

{Next Tuesday's long, complete school tale of Harry

Wharton & Co. iz entitied “BIly Buniter's Raid.”

Ploase order J‘ﬂlﬂ" copy of THE MAGNET LIBRARY
In advanco. rice Dne Halfpenny.)
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On the death ot his father, Jack Dashwood finds to his
astonishment that he has been practically disinherited in

favour of his Uncle Dominie and Consin leonard, Ilecon-
zequently enlists in the 25th Hossars, under the name of
Toin Howaerd, and soon beeomes o corporal, Unfortunately
for jaock, however, his Cousin Leonard is attached to the
2Rih as sccond Hentenant, and, with the aid of a bullyin.
trooper named Sligo, succceds in getting Jack deprived o
his stripes. By the death of his fother {Dominie), Livuten-
ant Dashwood 15 at first prevented from accompanying the
25th to India; but he subseguently joing the troopship at
Port Said, and he then hears that he has been transfevved
to the Pionghshires—an infauiry rcgiment. Jack 1is soon
reinstated tavourite, and becomnes onde more Tull corporal.
Just as the irkzomeness of Indian gerviee in peace time 15
sctting somowhat hoavily on the men a fronticr war breaks
out, and the 25th reecive orders to mobilise for the front.
On their way to the seencof war the 25th are continually
“eniped® at by rebels, and Tom has many exeiting adven-
tures. Sligo is bribed by Dashwood to drug Tom Howard
~nrg uiyght while the wvoeung <orpoval s on duty with a
P :juct of the 25th, at the base of rome JIow foot hills where
an attack is expected. (Now goon with the story.)

Aslecp at His Posat!

" Wo must keep a sharp look-cul, snen ! said Corporal Tom
Howard., * Neo dozing, mind you, for if the ruscals pot
batween nz and 1he eamp they might play the very nnscloed,
to say nothing of cutbing ws offt" )

Even as he spoke e opened his monih with a great yawn,
and a fecling of unusual drowsincss began to crecp over
him, which he tricd bhard to suppress

He etrolled a little distancs away from the plegquet, and
sat Jown with hie back agninet a rock, and took a pull at
his cantean,

“That will wake mo up, I hape. T feoel as zleepy as a
boiled owl”

Hz had not snt many minntes, when ha j.gﬁf up azmn and
paced to and iro; but, do what I would, hiz exehds began
to drooj.

“What 1he dickens is the matter with me!" he esaid,
thumiping his chest, I suppoese the work has baon a Iat
astift, but I've never felt so dog-tived m my liie”

He lifted the canleen to his hps szain, and took a long
drinlk. d 1ea 15 a very excellent reviver, but on this
oeeasion 1t scemed Lo Corporal Howard to do more harm
than good.

Hig erclids felt pa heavy ns lead, and, strunggle as he
might, his chin evinced an anconguerable tendency to settlo
on his chest,

e paulled himself up suddenly with a jerk, finding {hat
he was swaying a [itlle on hiz heels,

“Confound 1it, this won't do!"" he mutierved, tearing his
cyes open with a great effort, and looking  anxiously
round

Some distance sway the stars twinkled on 2 small stream,
and, with a glanee in the direction of his men, whoso
helmets could be seon outlined arainst the sky, Tom stole
away towards the water.

It was about fifty vards off, and to reach it he had io
wind his way through a mass of grey recks, the remains
of some wintor avalanebe that hod come tearing down the
maountnin side,

?ln ffllll'ﬂ banl }i:tle lni% down hiz enrbine, took off his helmet,
and, flinging himsnl rone on the ground, plun his
head intg ihe cool wntE:-.r. = » plunged
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Again and agan he bent down, and then, drawing his
handkerchief from his slecve, dried hi]tl&:lf hastily, resumed
his arms, and turned to rejoin the picquet.

[ ] 4 L] ] [ 1 [ L &

The moon sailed out above the mountain-peaks, bright
silver against a background of blue-black sky. The {ramp
of leet made the men of the picquet turn their heads, and
a clump of shadowy fygures approached from the direction
of the camp.

The mean of the plequet had been very much troubled,
and had been whispering among themselves for a long time.
As the relief approached, one of them rose to his feol, and,
without waiting to challenge, went quickly tﬂwa.r-:iﬁ the
approaching pariy,

That vou, Clavering?’ gaid the man, in a low voice.

“Phate me!” suid the ecrgeant, recognising an ununsual
ring in the man's veice. * Something wrong?”

“"Yes, Howard's missing!"

“Whatl o you mean?”’

“He wont off into thosz recks vonder. We saw lhim

moving gbout onee or twice, then lost eight of him. It was
half an hour ago, and he has not yet come back. We've

hunted for him, bat we can’t find any trace.” .

“The dickens vou ean’t!™ said Jim Clavering, frowning.
“Which way did vou say le went?™

"1 will come with you,” enid ihe man.

And, gulding tlie relicl party, he strode quickly towards
the boukler awainst which Tom Howard had leaned. It
wias on the edge of a little ridge which curved in a semi-
cirele away from the pieguet-post, and they epread out and
searched every cranny, with no result,

* Have you heard anything else?™

“Nobt a sound ! .

Jim Clavering paused a moment, and tugped al his
moustacha, ,

“There's water down vonder,” he said at last, his eyes
catching sight of the moonbeams dancing on the litile
slream, *"Twa of vou come with me!"” i

And he wenb down the ridge on to the plain, The man
wiwr had guided him wont with him, and the other troopers
wha followed was Al Sligo.

Az Tom Howard had done, they also threaded their way
through the boulders, and came out into the [ull light of
the moon on the banlk of the rivulet.

“There ho is!™ said Clavering, ‘extending his hand
trivmphant]y.

Then he checked himself, and something very like a
grosn oscaped the ioﬂd fallow's lips. Tom Howard, his
heliwet pulled over his eyes, his back comfortably eettled
apainst 4 fragment of rock, and his carbine Iying on the
prass beside him, lay stretehed ount, with his arms folded
across his chest, not twenty vards away from them.

Serzeant Clavering blessed himszelf in his own hearl that
he had not come alone, but it was teo Jate now.

“He's asleep af his post ! snid A 8ligo. " Hanged if 1
ghould "ave thought that of "Oward ! ™

“Yeou keop your tongue boedween yvonr tecth, young man!’
sxicd Clavering, turning on him szvagely

“All right, eerpeant; but it am’t no fawlt of mine. 1
gupposs o man can zay what bhe thunks! "

Bligo's remmark was unanewerable, and Jim Clavering was
at hiz wit's.end. 1f there was one offence maore heinous than
another, 1t 18 for a soldier 1o be asleep at hie post in front

af the cnemy.
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It is & crimo which may be punished with death, though
that is rarely inflicted in our Service; but the slightest
penualty, Clavering well knew, would be two years' imprison-
ment with hard :Fnbcmr.

For the life of him he eould not see any way out of it

he discovered Tom when nlone, it would have been
another matter; but there were witnesses, one of whom, he
knew, hore no good-will towards the sleeping corporal.

Hao had just drawn a deep sigh, and was about to ste
forward to arcuse the aleepor, when the air became sud.
denly alive with shots and shouting, and over the boulders
sfreamed a howling mob of tribesmen, who hed crept un-
Boen aerns3 the streamlet towards the British ocutpost.

Bligo felt o shot in his left arm, followed by a numbress
and a waria zensation, which he Lnew was bLlood trickling
in hiz sleeve,

' Back to the pieguet!" shouted the sergeant, raising his
voten, and calling Howard by name.

There was no time to run forward, for the SHEMNY Wak
within ten yards of them, and they found themselves hand
to hand with the wild fanatics, and had te fight their Way
every ineh back to the post

When the men of the picquet and those of the relief joined
them, they took u!:ca. position behind a huge bhounlder, and
opened fire with their carbines.

More than one turbaned tribesman echoed the crack of
the Lee-Metfords with his death-vell and after a very hot
five minutes, the followars of the Mad Mullah retreated, and
Eﬂ:‘lm‘{?lﬁrm] awiy with loud cries.

oo Where the dickens is Howard?" said Jim Clavering.

Surely to goodness they have not cub him off! That first
volley of theirs was onough to walke the dead. Como o,
Fou fn]lc-ws.‘_rl We must go |I-;r:’a':ﬂ-: and loolk for him!?'

And, nothing loth, the men streamed afi
muftenng vengeance—all but Slipo, who remainsd hehind
the boulder nursing his wounded arm, with a leer on his
face that would have cost him his life had any of his com-
ratles seen it

Tom Iloward's helmet lay by the rock where they had
soen him sleeping, and one of them picked up his half-flled
canteer, tho strap of which had been cut in two.

The grass was trampled by the tread of many fect, but
that was all they found, There was no doubt about it, the
¢arporal had n carried off, but whether dead or alive
they could not tell.
With a very sad heart, Sergeant Claverin returned to
tha picguet-post, and met half a company {E the Plough-
iqih!reﬁ, who had been hastily despatched to the sceno of the

ring.

" No good going forward, sir,”” he said to the officer, who
was none other than Leonard Dashwoecd, “ We have driven
them back over the river, and killed half o dozen of them.”

Ha had no love for their former lizutenant, and turned
abruptly away to the rock against which Slipoe was still
lna.u:r}t_ri. while a sergecnt of the Ploughshires bound his arm
up with a handkervchief,

©Did you get hit!” said Clavering.

2r the sergeant
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face, and he pushed the canteen roughly back with his
unwounded arm, and straightway went through the extra-
ordinary maneuvee of thrusting two fingers down hia
throat, with the obvious intention of making himself sick.

“ What the dickens is the matter with you, man?' zaid
the ecrgount sharply.

“Ugh, I do feel that bad!” said Sligo, groaning.

“Bad! Great Scott, man, there are no bones broken! A
fesh-wound won’t do you any harm!™

But Sligo, whose hand had slipped, and who lnew that
he had far exceeded the ten drops that he hed intended to
pul into poor Tom's canteen, was seized with the terrible
fear that he might die, and suddenly eeizing the bottle,
poured its conients out on to the ground.

“1 ean’t drink after & dead man, zergeant!” he said
huskily,

And then eatching sight of Leonard Dashwood's eves,
which were fixed on him from behind Clavering’s back,
Slige pulled himself together with a mighty effort, If
Leonard's look could heve killed, AM 8Blige would have lost
the number of his mess at that moment; and the clumsy
fool realised that he was making a mistake, and shet an
appe?lling glance at Dasghwood as he pulled himself
togather,

Clavering intercepted the glance, and, stooping down,
tcok possession of the canteen a3 Sligo made a clumsy
allempt to place his foot upon it, and Leonard Dashweood's
hand reached out for it simuliansously,

“Well, you had befter get bagk into the lines,” said the
sergeant sternly. “I suppose you can wealk; or shall we
get o barrow and wheel you ™

“T'll try,” said Sligo, breathing hard throngh his noss,
and wishing he was baclk in Hoxton, and out of it all,

And then he weoent away through the darkness, Jim
Clavering looking after him, still holding tho ecanteen in
his hand.

“ Well, I'll relieve oy plequet, sir.” he said, after a little
pause. " Then I must report the matfer. Tour sentrics
are over there, on the right.”

And, raluting, he turned his back on Leonard Dashwood,
and I1:-r+::|:~e':-wc115ed with his duiies,

* I have met some fools in my time,” muottered Dashwood
to himeelf, * but  begin to think that I'mn tho groatest that
ever breathed, trusting anything to vonder idiot! I wonder
whather it's merely coincidence, or whather Clavering
siuspacts anything? There was something in his eye that I
don't quite like!”

Then he gave an order to his mon, and they marched off
to perform their duties.

It was half an hour before Berpeant Clavering got back
into camp, and seeing a light burning in the doctor’s tent,
and ene or two men moving ahout the doorway, he lonked
in, to sea Alf Blige with his jacket off and his shirt ripped

up to the shoulder, and the surgeon dressing the wounded
arm,

= X : : *What i3 wrong with this man, Clavering?® said the
Ef £33 h“ﬁ 1 Tm .j""’*'ﬂt : doctor, looking up from
i Ynnek "B his work. **Has he got at
tplﬁ:' TOUE 18 8ok some of the native spirit, T
el S B g wonder? Ie's gone sound
. The pain in his arm was off to sleep!”
intense, though his wound Then Jim Clavering
was nolt a serions  one. ;

Slige certainly looked wvery

looked at the troopeor lyving

@ﬁi

pale and ill.
“Take a swig of this,"
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on the doctor's cob. His
mouth was wida open, and
he was breathing curiously.

ey r
aaid itho sergeant, And, e B
placing a canteen to the A
man's parched lips, AIf

Slizo drank grecdily, and
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“IDo you notice anything
peculinr about this, sie?”
ha snid, handing the ecan-
teen to the surgeon.

The surgeon took it from

leanad back agaivst the
rock  with a purgle of
relief. “Have  anotner
pul,  said  Clavering,

noting "the white face and
the state of collapee into
which Slige had fallen,
for, like all physical
powards, pain  was  very
abhorrent to him. “It's
rear  Howard's; but I
don't suppose he'll wait
it again, The cnemy have
carried him off,”

If #8ligo's wgly visape
had been ugly bofore, it
grew doubly so at thosa
words., A sickly green
colour spread over  his

the New Academy,

Billy, the irrepressible, takes the lead
against the French and (German boys al

How he gets on is best left to your
imagination until next Tuesday.
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him, and held it to his
RCe30,

“What has it held,” he
eaid sharply.

“Cold ten, I faney, sie."

“ And the rest!” snid the
doclor. “Has thisa man
had any of 1t

(To e continted raxt Tuesday)
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