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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Off for the Holldays.

“ Y RE they coming 7 "
“"No-—yes!

Here they come 1™
“SBtand ready,

you chaps!”
“ Ha, ha ! Right-ho!"™
Tt was snowing in the
Close at Greyiriars—roofs

oiNCey e
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ructions between the Upper Fourth end
the Remove, but they shall never say
that we failed to give them a good sond-
off for the holidays.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

* Bhut up,” said Fry, ** I can hoar thom
coming out."

And the Upper Fourth-Formers atood
well back from the dearway, with snow-
balls ready. Thers ware certainly foot-
falls audible from within, and a8 a figure
appeared in coat and cap the excited
juniors lak fly.

Swish ! smash ! squash !

“ Hallo!” roarod & startled woics,
“ what ths dickeng———"

“ Hold on | ¥ shrisked Temple. * Yoa
asses—it's Wingate'l " i

Wingate, of the Rixth, the eaptain of

and walls, flower-beds and

Greyiriars, staggered under the showering

walks, were coverad with

snowballs, and sat down violently. He

s shest of duxzling whito.
The flakes were falling

thiol: and fast, but tha

dozem or so fellows who ;
were gathered outside the great door seemed to owre nothing

for the snow. : : :

A covered brake was standing noar at hand, the driver slapping
Iiis hands to keep them warm, and the horzes’ breath rising like
steam in the frozem eir, The vehicle was evidently waiting
for l{;ﬂﬂﬂﬂﬂgﬂrﬂ from within the School Housa, to convey them

to the railway station, but none of the pessengers had as yet
made their appearance. . :

Groyfriara was breaking vp for the Christmas holidays, and
Harey Wharton, the captain of the Remove, was teking n littls
party of his chums home with him to Wharton Lodge for the
vacation. The brake was waiting for them, and ao were Temple,
Dabney amd Co., of the Upper Fourth. ]

“Thoy're coming'™ chueckled Temple. ™ Wo must mve
Whorton o good send-off ¢ Got your snowballs ready 1™

** Oh, rather,” said Dabnoy.

Y Mind, give them the first vollay when I give the word, and
thon pelt as hard as you can,” grinned Temple, " We'll give
themn & running fire down to the gates. There have been

MNo; 47T.

jumped up again, red with wrath.
L ou young rascals!™ he roared.
R - Y i | e &
“ Borry,” d Temple. ‘It was &n

—an pecident,  We—we thought it was those Remove kids

comning."’ -
Wingate glared at thom for some seconds, greatly inclined i

rush at the scared juniors and cuff right and left. But o grin

broke over his face at last, and the terrors of the Upper Fourth
ware relieved;

“ Well, be more careful next time, yvou young duflers,” h»
gruntad, and etrode on his way.

Temple drew s breath of relisf,

“Good old Wingate! I expected a fearful row! Hallo,
I can hear them coming now."”

 Make sure this time,” grinned ¥Fry.

*Ha, ha! It's the kida this time, 1 can hoar the Chires
talking."”

The voice of Wun Lung, the Chinese junior in the Groyfriam
Remova, was audible, and it showed that the right paztics
woerd goming at Inat.

* Ready ! " muttered Tomple,
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Harmry Wharton, the handsome young eaptain of the Lower
Feuarth, anpeared in the doorway with the Chinee junior,

* Lot him have it 1 * ghouted Temple,

And the rnowballs flew. Three or four broke over Wharton,
bhut he only laughed pood-humouredly, and made & run for the
brake and clambered in. Wun Lung was after himn in a
twinlling, and opened & huge umbrells a2 a defonce againut the

pursuing snowhalla,

* Look out ! ' shouted Harry Wharton., * Look out there | ™

But the warning eame too late,

Bob Cherry and Frank Nugent ware coming ouf, and a volley
of snowballs biffed all over thom.

Fob Cherry sat down on the steps, and Nugent sat upon him,
and Bob roared.

“Owl Gerroff ! "

Y Go it ! " roared Temple,

The two Removites picked thomselves up end dashed for the
brake. The fun was waxing fast and furiouz now, fellows
gathering from all guarters to back up Temple, Dabney & Co.
In the spowballiing. H Wharton and his friende were ths
firat to leave Greyfriars for the vacation, eatching an early
train that morning. Most of the zchool were going somo
hours later by the apecial, and so they all gladly gathered to
give the early goers a good send-off.

Thatr kindness was hardly appreciatad by the objects of it.

Bob Cherry ond Nugent deshed throueh a eloud of whirling
snowhalls to the brake, and Harry Wherton helped them in,
wlhile Wun Lung gallantly held out his wnbrella inst the
ehowering missiles,  Wun Lung's umbrella was a Chinese one,
& huge concern which would have answered very well the
purpese of a parachute, cnd it stood the Removites in good
sbead nons, ;

‘* Look out ! * eried . ' Here they come !

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, the Nabob of Bhanipur, was the
next Romovite to come out to enter the brake.

The Indisn junior jumpod ss the snowballs sinote him, and
broke into a desperate run, and with snow smaeshing all over him
clambered into the brake,

* My solitury hat [ " he exclsimed.  ** The bashfulness of the
gnowballs is terrific! I am smotherfully eoversd with the
eateemed snow, my wortly chums,”

“ Ha, ha, ha ! "

" Here comes Billy Bunter,"' chuclled Wuagent, ™ He was stay-
ing behind to look in the study, in easc any grub should have been
leit behind., My hat ! He's esting now.”

* The surprisefulness of the henourable Bunter will be terrifie!™
mnrmnuacd the Nabob of Bhanipar.

Billy Bunter was coming out, all unconseious of the ambush
Jaid by the merry youths of the Upper Fourth.

The fat junior was eating tofiee, and one of s cheeks was
putfed out to a huge Gire by & lump of it, as he appeared in the
doorwus,

DBunter was wrapped in coat and scarf, which made himm appear
sliorter and fatter than ever, and gave to his plunp figure some-
what of the outlines of a cask.

Hiz fat face was glowing with the exercize of getting ready,
hiz eomrades having been hurrying himm for the lost half-hour ;
for Billy Bunter had & way of leaving off to take a ' anack™
at all sorts of inconvenient moments,

" Look out, Billy ! ghouted Harry Wharlon.

Billy Bunter blinked round through hia bip speetacles,

He was toe short-zighed to see what wes the matter, and he
teok Wharton's shout of warning simply 48 some more hurrying.

* 0h, really, Wharton,'" he exclaimed, ** there’s plenty of
time, and if I hurry I shall got short of breath, and then—ow—ow
—ow !’

* Ha, ba. ha ! ™

Snowballs were emashing all over Billy Bunter now.

The fat junior started, and jumped, and staggered, snd missed
his fﬁnLin;{1 and rolled to the bottom of the stopa,

The juniors shrieked with lnughter as he sat up blindly in the
paow, with the missileg atill pelting zll over him,

“ Qreper-peperer 1M

* Hao, ha, ha 1 "

Grererer ! Hold on? I'in chooli—chook—chook s

" What the dickens does he moan '™ anid Temple, " I3
that & word they use in the Remove ¥ What does he moan by
“chook " ¥

* Bleased if T know," said Fry.
balle."” '

* (Jh, rather ! ™

* I'in ehoole—chook—1I say, vou fellows, I'm chotk—chock
—phoking ! "

The hanp had disappesred from Billy Bunter's cheek, and the
tofice had evidently slid down his throat in the shoelk,

Herry Wharton jumped down and lifted the fat junior up,
amid a shower of snowballs,

“ Help! I'm chook—chook i

Whartan thumped him on the bael,

“ All right now 7"

' No—yea—satop ! "' howled Billy Bunfer,
rizht !

* Give him some more snow-

" Yoz, I'm ell
What are you knocking me about for, confound you "
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“ T waa trying to help yon™

* Woll, don’t then ! I don’t want you to help me by busting
my beastly backbone ! Help me into the brake ! ™ i

Wharton laughed and obliged him. Billy Bunier was hoisted
into the brake. and sent rolling among the legs of those already
there.

* (o it, give em socka ! Y shoutled Temple,

And & perfect hurricane of mmwbﬂlﬁl smashed on Harry
Wharton as he clambered in after the fat junior.

He was rather dazed as he regained his place, and the driver
jerked at his reins, and the brake rolled down the snowy drive
to the gates, ;

After the slow-moving vehicle rushed the Upper Fourth, pelting
away for all they were worth, and the brake relled out of the
pates of Greyfriars amid a storm of snowballs,

At tho ga.ta.r-l. the PUTSLETS Eave it ap. Thﬂjlf gtood thers w&w‘ﬂ
their caps sz Harry Wharton & Co, rolled on to the villags,
the Removites in the brake waved their caps and shouted back
with perfect good-humour.

Bp——

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

The Sandwiches,

ARRY WHARTON laughed as he rubbed the snow out of
his hair. The juniors in the brake were pretty well
smothered, but it did not damp their good-homour, It
takes a preat deal to damp the spirits of a healthy youth

going home for the holidays.

They laughed es the brake rolled on fo the station. Grey-
frinrs disappeared, only the suminit of the grey old tower showing
ztil! above the leafless, frosty trees. Billy Bunter's was the only
face that wore a serious expression, and he locked very serious
He was feeling in one pocket after another with growing anxicty,
and apparvently without finding what he sought.

“ It's gome ' he exclaimed suddenly.

* 8o it has,” said Bob Chervy, looking at his watch.
pone nine,  Wea shall have to buck up.”™

T don't menn that, Cherry. It's gone—the packeb, you
know. 1 put it into my cost pockef, and now it's pone,’
excloimed Billy Bunter, oxeitedly, Tell the driver to turn
baclk, will vou, Wharton t

Harry langhed and shook his head.

“Cun't be did, Billy, We've only just time to cateh our
troan,

* Dt it's gone,™

“ What is gone—something valuable " "

I should say 3o, It's the packet of sandwiches Mrs. Hebble
gave me to eat in the train—ib must have fullen out of my pocked
when I fell in the snow, when those bBeasts wore pelting me, I
say, vou fellows, we must go back.™ ,

“* Rats, my son,’” said Bob Cherry, * We're going on.™ ]

“ But T ghall be hongey in the train ! exelaimed Billy, sa if
that were & contingoney not to be calmly eontemplated for &
e nt.

Y Awlal ! Bnt we're going on” ]

And they went on. Dilly Bunter blinked indipnantly, bat it
was of no use, The brake went on without o stop, and the
juniors alighted at Friardals Railway Station, For s wonder
the train wea prompt to thne, and it was already in the station
when the Greyiriara chums hurried on the platform.

“In you get]” exclaimed Bob Cherry, preaping Bunter
by the shoulder as he wes starting off deown the platiorm,
* Where on carth are you going ¥ " .

“ I was just going into the refreshment-room for s minute

L It-‘ﬂ

“I Lknow your minutes when Jéc-u got Into refreshment-
rooms !7 prinned Bob Cheery. * You just come along, my
gom ! The train will go withoul you,”

" You could hang on to the door, and——

“TI hang on to you instead. Gee up ! i

And the fat junior was bundled headlong intn the carriage,
He sprowled over Won Lung, and the little Chinee  bamped
down, and Bunter bumped on him, and Wun Lung gave a
sguenk of anpuish.

“ 0w ! Me velly plenty clushed 1"

“ Sorry,” gasped Bunter., ** It was the fault of that beast
Cherry. You ghouldn’t pet in the way, though, Look here,
I'm peing to gef out again, and——"

Slami! The guard closed the door, and the train started,
and Billy Buuter had te give up the ides of getting out sl
making & desperste dash into the refreshment-room. e
zorambled to his feet, put his spectacles steaipght, and blinked
round at hiz companions with killing looks.

“1 say, you fellows, 1 shall probably arrive at Wharton
Tamlge in a state of utter cn]]nfo 1" he excleimed, " You
know perfectly well that my delicate constitution requires
to he kept up by constant n{mri.-thmanp. If T don't havae
anvthing to eat for & couple of hours, T get into o low state—-"

* Havee sandwich,” said Wun Lung hospitably,

By
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The little Chinee had opened a packet of sandwiches, and
he extended thom to Billy Bunter, who promptly accepted
the offer. Then Wun Lung passed the packet along, and
the chums helped themselves. It was not long sinee they had
breskfasted, but the keen winter air pave them an appetite.

“1 say, you fellows, thess mre ripping sandwiches | said
Billy Bunter. " They're exactly like those ¥Mrs. Kebble made
for me—this beof is beautiful, and there’s exactly onough
mustard. Mrs. Kebble does make ripping sandwiches, but
these are guite as good. Where did you get these, Wun Lung 1
You didn't make them vourself §*

¥ No makee.”

" Did Mra. Kebble malke them 1%

* Me tinkee so." :

Bunter locked at him in astonishment.

“*You don't know ! Where did you get them, then 1"

“ Me findeo,”

“You-—-you found them " said Bunter, a glimmering of
the truth beginning to dawn upon him as he saw the juniors
grinning. ** Where did you find themny ? ™

" Me findee in blake,"

* Yon—ryou found them in the brake 17

The Celestial nodded.

“* My sandwiches!' shrieked Billy Bunter,
young pirate ! They were my sandwiches 1"

* Ha, ha, ha ! " roared Bob Cherry,

And the Removites reared in chorus, Billy Bunter did
not laugh. He looked st the empty pﬂtkﬂi} that had been
filled with sendwiches, and ho looked at the bland, smiling
foce of the heathen Chinea, Wun Lung appeared to be abso-
lutely unconscious of having given offence. He smilsd sweetly
at Bunter.

“ Nieee sandwich,” he asid.
Blakeo." ]

“¥ou—you young brigand ! They were my sandwiches—
they muzt have dropped out of my pocket when I fell int™
shouted Bunter. * They wers my sandwiches | ¥

* No savwvy."

“ I tell you they were my sandwiches | ™

" Xo savey”

And Wun Lung was determined not to * savvy," and Bunter
failod to make him understand. The chums of the Remove
were shrisking, and Billy Bunter sat in & atate of boiling indig-
nation while the train roled onward.

“ ¥ ou—you

“How lucky me findes in

—

THE THIRD CHAFPTER,
Wun Luog’s Litile Joke.

UNTER did not smile again till at a station whers the
juniora changed traine., Harry had o good.sized lunch-
basket put into the carriage, Then the fat face of
Williamm George Bunter beamed again, and, in fact,

wore & smile that wouldn't come off. Wun L g littla jale
wez o thing ho could not undersiand ; but s well-filled lunch-
basket went astraight to his heart. .

* 1 must say I like cold chicken,” he said, proving his words
by his accompenying actions. ** This is wery thoughtiul of

on, Wharton. I'm not what yvou'd call & gresdy chap, but

do like a lot. I think it quito possible that a chicken and
a veal-and-ham pie and some sausage.rolls will last e till
we gat to Wharton's place.”

“Oh, come,” suid Bob Cherry, “don't you get stinting

purself | You know that your delicata constitution requires
io}ataer[ng up by continual gorging 1"

“ Oh, really, Cherry——-=»"

But Billy did not waste time in words. He travelled into
the eatables, and nothing could exceed the seraphic contentiment
of his smile a3 he did so. The juniors ell did justice to the
lunch, and then Wun Lung produced a bag from under his
ample coat, and there was a clink of metal, Wharton glanced
at the coin: he was counting, awd looked surprised. Wun
Lung wai probably the richest junior st Greylriar, snd he
was always rolling in money ; & fact of which Billy Bunter
took full advantage. But the little leather bag of coins, in
which thore was as much gold as silver, was a little gorgeous
gven for Wun Lung. Tbe little Chinee met Wharton's glance
v.ith a sweoet smile.

% Plenty cash,” he remarked.
you savvy 7

Harry Wharton laughad. g

“ PBatter keep it out of sight, though," ho said.
safe for n kid of vour ape to cerry 80 much money about,
gilver tips are good encugh, as a mle.”

“ Paol people likee coshes Chlistmas time.”

Wun Lung had been handing out tips royally ever since
leaving Greyiriars. He had started with Gosling, the porter,
aurprising that worthy with & soversign ; and then the porter
at Friardale Station had been amezed with another. Wuan
Lung evidently meant to do the thing in style, and as it was
hiz good little heart that prompted him, no one was inclined
to say him nay. Billy Bunter glanced at the leather bag
with a plimmer in his eyes. The luonch-basket was empty
now, Billy having finished up the last fragment,

“* Me giveo Chlistmas tippee,

* It's not
And
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The “Magnet” narreenny.

“ 1 say, you fellows, I forgot to look in the rack beforo 1
came away,” he remarked. “I rather cxpect there was a
lettor for me there." . ,

 You cen write to Cosling or Mra. Kebble to send it on,
said Nuogont.

" Yeg-e3, hut you see, it will be late. As & matter of fact,
I was expecting o postal order this morning, and I've no doubt
it was in that letter. It's very unfortunste, as it will have
to stay at Greyiriars now, and I'm rather short of lin, I zay,
Wun Lung, would you mind cashing the postal erder for me I

* Which 1" ) )

“The one in the letter at CGreyfriam,” said Bunter, in a
tone of patient explanation, as if it waa fully established by
thiz time that there was ono in & lotter at Greyfriars.

* No savvy.” .

" You ses, it would be & couple of days befers it would reach
me if it wore sent on, and I'd rather have the cash now.™

i Nﬂ‘ mv‘__:rrn

“It's for ten bob, Will you stand the ten bob, and have
the postal order when we got back to Greyfriars 17

* No savvy.” i )

Billy Bunter gavo it up in disgust. The train rushed on,
through o fleeting londscepe daszling in & winding-slwet of
snow. There was a clatter as it atopped at last, the lgst stop
before Wharton Magnus., Billy Bunter locked -~:* of the
window,

I say, Wharton, how long do we stop here 17

“ Three minutcs ; it's the last stop.”

“ Time for & lunch-basket———"

* Oh, draw it mild ! ¥ gronted Bob Chorry. :

“ 1f Wharton wonts to stand snother lunch, Cherry, T Jdon’t
soe why you should try to prevent him. I den’t beliove im
interfering with a fellow.™

“T'U fix it,” said Wharton, laughing. He remembercd that
Billy Bunter was his puest, though why Lo had bothered lémself
with tho cormorant of the Remove he could herdly have ex-

lained to himself. And ho leaned out of the window, Billy
unter blinked at Bob Cherry. i :

“ Roolly, Cherry, you ought to let & chap do as he Jikes,
ho said. “ I s 2

“ Oh, rats ! Shut up!

“The shutupfulness of the honoureble Bunter would be
the boonful blessing to his worthy chums,” sighed the nabob.
“ I have the pooketiul chess in my Eﬂ-ﬂkﬁt. m:.'.‘d ghould be
glad to pla;,rfut;y engage the esteemed Wun.Lung™

“ Me savvy.” _ ‘

And the two Orientals were soon deep in chess, while Billy
Buntor discussed the contents of the socond lunch-basket,
The juniors could lond him little assistance this time, but
Bunter was quite capable of desling with it himself unaided.
The chets went on without interruption, and so did Bunter's
food, while the rest of the juniors made things lively by singing
the latost football song nt the top of their voices, Bob Choerry
broke off in the middle of & chorus assthe trein elowed down.

‘“‘ Hore we arc, my sonat' . ;

Wharton Magnus wos the name of the station. The train
stopped, and the juniors poured out. Billy DBanter E;.'?I:Ll;:um:l
down the last bite, and was last out of the carriage. Hurres
Singh shat up his pocket chess, loaving the game unfinished.
A brisk breeze blow up and down the platiorm, keen from tha
frozen woods. A couple of porters were on the spot in a moment,
ready to teke the luggage—and any tips that might be forth-
coming, Harry Wharton was well known there, of course,
ond known favourably. There was o genersl touching of cape
and cheery greeting for the heir of Colonol Whartun of Wharton
Lo

¥

The Juggage was piled on the station hoacl, but the juniors
electad to walk. The colenel had not known the precise train
they would arrive by, and so there wnia no vehicle to meet
thiem. A walk through the frozen lancs in the crisp air was
very pleasant to look forward tu, after the <onfinement of
the railway carringe [or 8o groat a distance. Harery Wherton
was generous enough, but the gratuitics ladled out by Wun
Lung miade the porters open their eyes. A feeble old willago
beggar was outside the atation, and his wrinkled old faco
brightened up at the sight of Haorry, in a woy that showed
that he had known the junior's kindness before.  Harry dropped
a holf-rrown into Lis brown old huand witle a amile, and each
of the party followed with soms contribution, and Wun Lu
olinked a sovereign on the little heap of silver. 0ld Cale
was too dim-eyed to notice it till tho junicrs had gone, but
all of & sudden, as they strode away, they heard the tap-tap
of @ orutch behind themn, and Harey looked round to see the
eld fellow tottering siter them ns fast as he could come.

The junior hurried back.

“ What is it, Caleb * AnytlLing wrong t" he msked. ]

Bt foreign young gentleman, eir,” said Caleb, * he give
me this by mistake.'

And he held out the scvereign. 3

FRANK ﬁamm
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7 Lo mistakes,” gaid Wun Lung, with an expanzive smile.
" Allee light”

" It's & sovereign, sir"

* Alles light. Chlistmas timeo.”

“ God bless you, voung gentleman ! *

And old Caleb was still blessing when the juniors walked on
IRATTR

Wun Lung grinned ; the surprise of the old fellow scemed to
dende him and tickle his sense of humour. Wun Lung’s little
jukies were not always so harmless.

A shade crossed Harry Wharton's face ag the juniors turned
from the old High Street of Wharton Magnus into the lane
thut led towards the Lodge. A fellow in shabby attire, with &
face that showed the effectz of strong drink frequently taken,
was lounging by a fence, and trying to light a pipe, the keen
wind baffting all his efforts.  The expression of the man’s faco
wis very savage, and he was muttering to himseli, His lnco
wid turned partly from the juniors, and he did not sec thom
coming, and as they advanesd they heard his flow of lan
which eomsisted prineipally of eurscs. A dog was slinking at
i3 feot, and as the mateh was blown out for the fourth or fifth
tima, the loaier gave the wretched brute a sadden kick that
zent it yelping away into the hedge.

” Cowardly beast!” muttered Bob Cherry. “I've a jolly
pood mind to chuck him over that fenee, the besst 1 ™

™ The beastfulness of the honourable rotter is terrifie, purred
tho nu;lmh. * Buppose we bump him dackfully in the eateemed
Jditeh * 7

The man heard the murmnr of voiees, and turned his head.
Instmltlly the savaps axpression of his face changed, and it
was replaced by & look of mesn and fawning humility. It was
the professional beggar's look at once suddenly replacing that
of the brutal hooligan. He slipped hia pipe into his pocket
and came towards the juniors, touching his rogged cap and
almost sgquirming with meekness, .

T you know that chap, Wharton 7™ ashed Nugent,
notiving the look on Harry's face.

* Yes," sald Wharton, " His name is Purkiss, and he ia
rotter, &3 you have just seen for yvourself. The brote has nover
done & day's work in hia life, T belicve.”

A merry Christmes to you, young gentlemen,” =zaid Purkisa.
" You remember me, Master Wharton—Corporal Parkiss——""

" Beoah 1" said Harry, in his decisive way. *° You worked
that on me before, and I asked wy uncle, and he says you
mever ware m the Army."™

* It's bitter cold weather, sir,' said Puarkisa, prudently
changing the subjoct. ™ It's 'ard on & pore man this time of
the year, and I don’t know "ow to get & meal.™

* What's the matter with workk 7" asked Bob Cherry
innocently.

The lesfcr shiverod, whether at the cold or at the idea of
work was not clear.

* There ain't much worlk £y be got in the country this timo
o' year, sir,” he said, " and it's rough pessin’® Christinna with
e emply larder, young gentlernen.”

"I won't give you & penny!” said Harry. *I'm more
miclined to give you a hiding for kicking that dog so Lrutally.'

And he strode on. Hia ehwins followed him, but Won Lung
sacmnxd to linger. He had taken a sovereign from the little
lcather bag, and was holding it between thumb and forefinger,
g i undeecided whether to beatow it on the tramp or not. He
hicd a halfpenny concealed in the palm of the snme hand, but
that the tramp could not see.  The man’s beery eyea glimmerad
sl tho sight of the gold.

* Bless your kind ‘eart, sir,"" he said. “ It'z little I'vo "ad to
cat this blessed day.  As for the dog, he degerved it.”

Wun Lung hemtated.

alr. Purkisa stretehed out his hend, and the sovercign was
siill glinmering betweon the Chineo  junior’s finger and thumb.

* Which I'm ncarly starvin®, sir——""

" Velly lough,” said Wan Lung ﬁyn‘rpnt-hetica]'l;r. “Ii you
toally deserve chality, me tinkee me pivee cashee.'
* 1 awears, sir, that I ‘aven't tasted—— Thanky kincdly,

L 5F
gir b

Wun Lung took his hand and pressed it. and left a coin in
Lis palm. The tramp took off his ragged cap, and alnost
wrigpled with delight as the junior passed guiclly on.  Visions
aof o gloviowa " deonk "' rose before the nund of Mr. Purkiss.
I was not Lill Wun Lung had rejoined hiz comrades that the
grinning tramp looked sk the coin in his palin.

‘Phen he pave a sudden jump.

It was not o sovereign that rested there—ib was a halfpenny !

Meo Porkiss stared at ib for some minutes in dismayed amaze-
rvrnt. Then he looked after the juniors, and saw them lauching
Leartily, and saw YWun Lung nearly doubled up with merriment.
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A bhlack look ¢ame over Mr. Purkiss's face. He realised that
the Chinese junior had tricked bim by a very simple bit of
sleight-of-hand, and that he had not intended to give him the
sovereign at all.

The thingas Mr. Purkiss muttered to himself will not bear
repeating.  He slouched off down the lane, pritting his teath ;
but one thought was clear in hizs mind, and that was what he
would do if he met Wun Lung on a dark night. If Mr. Purkiss’s
chance came, he would not ﬁc slow to take advantage of ite

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
y The Poacher.

ARJORIE !
The Groyfriars juniors uttered the name together
a3 they entered upon the footpath that afiorded a

short cut fromn the romd, th the wood, to the
Lodge. In the path ahead of them two fipures had caught
their eyes—a girl and a boy. The latter was Hazeldene, of the
Remove at Greyiriara; the former waa hia sister Marjories
Miss Marjorie, as the boys called her, was on the best of terms
with the Greyfriars chums, and Colonel Wharton had asked
her to the Lodge with her brother for the vacation, and
Hazeldene had brought her over from their homes. The juniors
uickencd their pace, and at the sound of footateps in the
thick fallen leaves of the path through the wood, Hnzeldens
and Marjoria turned their heada.

* Hallo, hero you are!™ said Hazeldene, * Wea've walked
from the lower station. Fanéy meeting you here,”

There was a genoral hundH{aking. Eob Cherry took Misa
Marjorie's hand as if it were a delicate piece of china and he
were afraid of breaking it. His cheeka were very red, and his
eyes downeast. A curious change had come over the sturdy
Junior, who wos wont to groet his acquaintances with o slap on
the shoulder, and & boisterous " Hallo, hallo, halla ¢

They walked on together, Harry Wharton walking beside
Marjorie. DBob had made o move to fako the place, but he
yielded it tamsly to Harry, who did not even notice that he
hind wanted it. Hazeldeno was on the other side, and tha
three chatted together cheerily as they tramped over the dead
leaves.  Bob Cherry’s usually sunny face wore a slight cloud,
and Dunter noticed it. He dug the junior in the ribs, and
Lob started out of & brown study with a gasp.

“ I amy, Cherry, it's rolten, isn't it 7"

m';‘ Eh! What! What do you mean " said Bob, turning

U It's roltem ! I'm oin the pame case myself, 20 I know how
it is,"" znid Billy Bunter, with a pathetic look.

Bob Cherry stared at him.

*It's beastly 1" paid Bunier.
done bui to grin and bear it.”

Bob Cherry took the fet junior by hia fat ear, much to
Bunter's amazement,

“ You're & funny beast, Bunter,” said Bob Cherry quictly,
*and you amuse us sometimes ; but if yon sturt being funny on
that tepio, it will mesn alicking for you. Do you unders 2"

Bunter faivly gesped in his astonishment.

“ 1 say. Cherry, I don't understand you. I'm mot being
funny ; I'm speaking seriously. It's a serious subject.’

1 know it is, ass, and so you can let it alone.”

" But—but I feel as bad oz you do, Cherry.”

" D, shut up! T3

* Haven't you got an inward pain——"

“ Will you shut up " growled Bob Cherry savagely.

n l-ilailﬂ-, what's ?-Eﬂ matter there T" said Nugent, logking
rownd.

*I—I don't know," zaid Billy Bunter, bewildered. * T waa
just telling Cherry that I feel hungry after a Jong walk, tho
sane a8 he does, and he's flying into a temper about it. Ho
kuows I et hungry.’

“ You—you—you were talking about getting hungry 17
stammered Hob Cherry. " You—you utter wyoung gilgi-nt!
ll?i' thought you were speaking about—about something
«lse |

* What else should I be speaking about 1"

“ Oh, nothing ; shut up!™

" But really, Cherry &

“0Oh, do ring oft ™

And Bob Cherry guickened his Eam and went ahead, and
Bunter turned to Nugent with a look of almost idiotic bewilders
ment on his face.

* Do you know what Cherry's getting ratty about, Nugent § ¥
he asked.

*Oh, go and eat coke ! " said Nugent.,

And Billy Bunter was unable to obtain any enlightenment
on the subject. The party walked on, Billy still suffering from
the pangs of suppressed hunger, and wenring & pathetic ex-
prmsﬂi:_:nlr: Il::f which nobody chose lo take any notice.

“1 suppose nothing can ha

FRANK IB’I;;.{"EHARBH-.



Marjorie started at the sudden sound of & gumshot from the

The juniors stopped and looked quickly round them.

Crack ! crack ! crack !

“ Bomebody potting rabbite,” said Harry Wharton. * Halle,

look thero !’
* A frighténed bunny came skipping acrcss the footpath, and
vanishod into the green thickets on the other side. The next
moment there waz & crash in the bushes, snd a E!t:rw&rf_u“}‘
built man leaped into the He had a gin in hizs hands,
which wag still smeking at the muzzle.

Harry Wharton nttered sn éexclemation.

* Beth Ives—the poacher!™

The man looked quickly round. There was a stubble of
black beard on his bronged Ince, and & {er cap waes dravn low
pver his brows.

“ Young Wharten, by "

“ Porehing ! " eried Marry, snd he ran quickly forward.
The poscher muttered an oath, and disappeared into the
thicketa.

“Harry ! "

It was Marjorie's voiee, with a note of alarm in it, that made
Harry turn back instontly. He laughed.

“It's all right,”” he said. “ But thizs is my uncle's land:
and that rnscal hos been a poscher in thiz distriet for years.
He takes pheasants, hares, ‘enything, and it can never bo
brought hame to him. And now he's potting the bunnies.™
The junior'a face clouded. *' He ian’t one of the ppor wretches
who knock over a rabbit for dinner,” he explained. * There's
a gang in this district who have dealings with bu in London.
and they carry the thing on on a system, and do ne end ol
damage. The rascal was fairly caught in the ast this time,
gnd I wish we could have laid him by the heols.™

" He locked a desperate man,” said Marjorie, with a ghiver.

Haorry -Iﬁl.tghed tamiﬂﬁ]}'.

“ 0Oh, he's only & hulking rufiian. But I say, you chaps, wo
ghall be out potting the rabbits to-morrow, and it will bo
ripping. I want to get a good big bag to send to the village
bosapital, and thers are plenty hera.™

“1I eould do with a rabbit stew now,"” sighed Billy Bunter.
“ It's amazing how hungry you get walking. I say, you fellows,
bow much farbher ig it to the Lodge 17

® There it 5.

Barry Wharton's hand rose to point. The red roofs of the
TLaodge could be geen gleaming through the leafless trees. Billy
Bunter breathed a sigh of relief.

* Buck up, then !’

And in ton minutes they were at Wharton Lodge, and cre
long they were discussing a lunch which even Billy Bunter
found satislying.

ek .

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Shooting Party.

HRISTMAS at Wharton Lodge was a cheery scason, Colonel
C Wherton and his sister, Harry's loving aunt, werean idoal
host and hostoss, and there were many attractions in the

fine old plece. With skating, sliding, snow-fighting,

and shooting, the days passcd in & rush of fun and geicty, end
tho long evenings wore a round of merriment. There had seldom
been 50 mﬁrr{a party at Christruas-tide at the Lodge, and (hoe
old eolonel’s Lkind face beamned as though he felt himeself a boy

ITL,

Wun Lung the Chinee could do many things, but handling a
gun was not ong of the things he could do.  He declined at fivst
to join the shooting-partics, but he allowed himself to be per-
sunded at last, On a erisp moming a few days after Christinas
the juniors set out in hiﬂ]_}; apirits, with gun on shouldsr,  Wun
-Lung, having carefully eu!jad hiz piece according to Harry's
jinstructions, proceeded to corry it in the hollow of hia arm,
with the barrel horizontal snd the muzzle pointing directly
into the small of Bob Cherry’s back, _

Harry prasped the barrel end turned it hastily downward,
gnd, of course, Wun Lung's sleeve caught in the trigger, and
the gan exploded.

Crack !

Bob Cherry gave a jump, and turned round.

* Anything wrong ! "

“ Wothing., Only I've just saved your life,” said Harry,
laughing. “ Wun Lung wented to shoot you in the back.”

“Why, the dangerous lunatic *

" Mo shooteo,

“ Look here, you can keep the gun unloaded for a bit," said
Harry, * and praetize carrying it with the mmuzzle pointing to
the pround.”

* Me lemembol.”

And the Chinese junior pushed the muzzle down, and the
butt up wnder his srm bohind, end gave Billy Bunter a thump
on the cheat with it.

“*Owil What is that villnin doing now 1 *

Wuon Lung lecked rounl.

" Mo solly”

“ You asg, you've nanﬂ_vijr busted my breasthone |

# Me velly plenty solly,*
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“0Oh, rate ' " prowled Billy Bunter. ™ You ought to have a
catzpult or a peeshooter. You aren’t fit to be trusted with a
EIJI'I 1‘ ~r

“ Wo savvy.”

“Did you load mine, Nugent ?" went on BRilly Bunter.
Nugent winked at Wharton and Bob Cherry, Az a matter of
fact, he had loaded Bunter's gun with a blank cartridge, in case
of accidents,

Y Lot mo see,” he said thoughtfully,

Buntoer reated the butt of the pun on the groond, and blinked
down the barrel through his acles.
ﬂﬂ‘;}:ﬂu pas,” shouted Hazeldene, ' you'll blow your hesd

“I'm looking to sce if it's loaded,” said Billy, whoso know-
ledge of fircarms was limitéd. "I wish you wouldn’ startls
me, Vaseline,"

* ¥You—you—take it oway from him!" cried Hazeldens,
in alarm., “ He's bound to have an actident.”

“ The boundfulness is groat.'”

“ Rot ! " said Bonter. * Do you think I can't handle a firo-

atm. I Oht! Ow! I'm shot! Murder! Fire! Oh!™
Bang !
* Murder! Helpt™
The gon had gone off ! Exactly why it had gone off Billy

Bunter did not know. A fellow wilo foole about with a ficoarm
never doea know why it goes off.

Billy Bunter fall flat on his back, his little, fat lepa kicking
up the sward. The pgun ecrashed down into the grass with
smoking muzzle,

*Help ' mooanrd Bunter faintly. “ I—I'm dying! My
braing have been blown out, and the blood is pouring over
my faee®

* It's only irefion, old ehap.”

“ I can ftri!ﬁl{dmd flowing P

* Well, I can’t zeo any,” said Harry.

“I am bleoding intornally, Sond for & dortor.
arm expiring in agony |
me 50 short of grub.

* It's all right,

“I'm expirmg !’

* ¥ou seo, it was & blank cartridge.”

“ The blankfulness was terrific.”

Bunter sat up, recovering suddenly from his fatal wound.

“ Did you say it was a blank cartridge, Nugent 1™

“Ha, hat Yes. I thought it would be better, in case of
accidents,'

*“ Ha, ha, ha!" roared Hazeldens,

Bunter blinked av the shrieking chums.

* L say, you fellows, that was & mean trick to play on & fellow,
you know,"

" Would you rather have had your silly braina blown out 1™
shrieked Nugent.

* Well, cortainly, there's something in that; but—but upon
tho whole, you fellows, I don't think I'll do any shooting to-
day. A shock to the ayatem alwaya givea an edge to wj-
petite, and I think I'll ot back and get sonie more breakinst.™

* (dood wheeze, Billy.”

As & meatter of fact, the shooting-party were not sorry lo be
rolieved of so extremely amateur a shootist. The Chinesy
junior was still marching on with his gun held as Horry hal
told him to hold it; and Bunter put iz discharged gun uiuler
hia arm, and walked back in the opposite direction. The
lpughing juniors hurried after Wun Lung.

*You brought some more blanks, Bob ?" Harey askuod,
in & low voice,

Bob Cherry laughed and nodded.

“ May a8 well load Wun Lung's gun for him. ‘We don’t want
hirn to kill himself or anybody else if it can bo avoided., An
inqtuﬂst would mar the fostive season,”

“ Ha, ha, ha! You're right.”

“Me eally gun allee light," sad Wan Lung, looking round
proudly, ** Where we findee labbit 7 "

“We're nearly on the ground,” raid Harry., * You stand
beside Bob, and he'll load for you while you blaze away.™

" Me savvy”

The juniors moved slong thy wood, and the barking of the
keoper's dogs beyond the trees showed that the bunnwes wore
boing driven out.

Pop! Fop! Pop! x

Harry Wharton was a dead shot, and Bob and Frank were
Eassa.hlﬁ while Hazeldene eould hit things somotimes. W.““

ung probably could not have hit the side of a house, but with
blank cartridges he hadn’t much chanco, Bob Chorey clieér-
fully undertook the task of keeping the Chineso junior's gun
loaded that morning. It i3 probable that Bob saved sovieral
lives during the next hour.

Wun Lung's idea of fring o gun was to hold it to his shonlder,
pointing it in any dircction, and then to shut his eyes and puil
the trigror, ) .

He was likely to do more execution among hu companions

E' -

Helpt 1
I—I forgive you fellowa for leeping
I—I aun dying !’

'illy, you're not hurt.”

; H;r,ic
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than among the game on that system, but under the ecircams
stances he was harmless,

The Chinee locked e little disappointed at tho absence of

e, while tho others were haﬁg’mg & good number. Nothing

Il victim te his shooting, and though he pop-popped away
ardently, the result remained ahwaya the same.

When the shoot was over, Wun Lung could not count a
gingle ** labbit " as his oen, and he was a lttlo shamefaced,

** Me shootee volly guick,” he remarked. ** Labbit quickeo
too. Lun away too fast,”

* Hord cheese,” maid Bob Cherry sympatheticalty. * Of
course, you'ra néw to it ; you'll be better with practice,”

" Hallo ! " anid Hazeldene, coming along, ' How many have
you bagged, Won Lung it ™

" No baggoe.”

"“Ha, ha, a1

“ Any sucoeas ¥ ' asked Nugont, in his tumn,

** Mo shoottes labbit.”

‘' Ha, ha, ha "

The shooters turned homeward, with fot bags destined for
i Wherton Magnus Cottage Hospital, Billy Bunter met
thom as they came in,

* Good sport 1" he inguired.

“ Ripping 1 ' aaid Harry.

“ How many dul you bag, Wan Luang 1"

= ﬁa nf::ﬂ:aﬁ;gmg“ said the little Chince, eolouring a little,

Ed 1 *

i M:' catcheo labbit if tinkeo catchee,” said Wun Lung.
Next times me catchee mole labbit than you.'

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bob Cherry. * How are you going
to cotch them ¥ By their tails '

“1 say, Wun Lung, I'll come and pub Jou up to a wrinkle
next time,” said Bunter {Jatranisingl;,r. You ounly want to
know the ropes, you know.”

* Me gavvy lopes,” said Wun Lung, rather excitedly, * Mo
ghow you ¢atchee labbit. Me catehee mole than allee you to-
mallow.™

The little Chinee gpoke with groat earnestness, but his promiss
was received with o shout of laupghtor ; but there was a very
determined expression upon the guaint little face of the heathen
Emcu‘l

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Wun Lung on the Ice.

EEZING lika anything,” said Bob Cherry, when tho
juniors came out after junch. The weather had taken
a sudden turn, and the frosty grass crackled under the
feet of the Greyfriara chums, * What price the
Lﬂkﬂ ' r
“ Good ! M aaid Harry., ' Let's got the skates”
“ Ia the ico safe ! ' asked Billy Bunter, with a glance towards
the great sheet in the grounds of the lodge, which glistened in
the cold wintry aun,

" Bafe aa houses, Billy,"”

* Me likce skatee,”’ remarked Wun Lung, * Suppossee Hullee
Singh holdes me, me gkatee.™

""The pleasurefulness of my honourabls self will be terrific,™
said the nebob politely,

The juniors prinned. It was not so very long since Hurree
Jamset Rem Singh had learned to skate, and his extraordinary
exploits on the ice at his first lesson had furnished the whole
school with food for lnughter for a long while. But the nabob
had stuck to it, and he had picked up latoly.

' Come on, then,” ssid Nugent; " there's plenty of room
for & good run, anyway. The lake must bs hﬂlfpﬂ- mi.f; long."

“ More than that,” said Harry, “ It ends ot the wood-—
you remember, where we saw Seth Ives, the poacher, the doy we
came down from Greyiriars”

There was o good deal of tacit divergence of opinion as fo
who should fasten Miss Marjorie’s skates, but her brother did
it. The girl's face was glowing with colour in the keen wind,
and her oyez were vory bright. She was very fond of skating,
and the lake, with ita vast sheet of ice, wazs ono of the best
places possible for the healthy exercise. The lake was long and
winding in form, and in places it was enrroached upon by the
trees, so that it varied in width from a guarter of & mile in the
wideat place to a hundred yards in the narrowest. Harry
and B{:E, Frank Nugent and Hazeldene, were soon on the ice
with Muarjorie, Billy Bunter preferring to watch them from
the bank. Hurree S8ingh and the little Chines found greater
difficulty in getting going.

Hurree Singh had been helpless enough when he was learning
skating, but he had been an adept compared with the Chinese
junior. Wun Lung simply clung round his neck and refused
to be ghiited. The nabob argued patiently.

“ Hold & little furtherfull,” he urged. " The casiness of the
skateful exercize is terrific. There 13 not tho slightest danger-
fulness, my worthy Chinese chum,™

“ Me slippee.'
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“T will holdfully grasp you by your hongurable collar, and
the slipfulness will be the verge of the impossibility,”

** Me alippeo plenty,'

" The atefulness consists in the slipfulness,” explained
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,” unless you alipfully glide on the
oateemad iee, there is no posasibility of skatefully progressing.
I will hold you with the firm grip, and the safefulness of the
attemipt will be only equalled by the excellentfulness of ths
performance.’”

And Huwrree SBingh urged the Chinee further upon the ico,

Wun Lung promptly collapsed into a sitting position, and
shot away, dragging the nabob alter him into & stooping attitude.

Then, with a terrific elatter of skates the Chinee scrambled
up, and shot off in anothar direction, grasping Hurree Singh
'llln-g.r his scarf and dregging the astonished nsbob along after

.

Then suddenly Wun Lung let go and twisted away, and
Hurres Singh shot forward, unable to stop himself, and collapsed
into # heap of frozen reeds. 2

Wun Lung made rapid play with his skates, as if unable to
l:&ﬂf}'b hig footing, while the Nabob of Bhanipur sat up in the
recds ruefully.

‘1 think T will leavo the plessurefulness of the urther ine
struction to my esteemed chuma,” he gasped,

" Here, come on,” exclaimed Nugont, grasping Wun Lung
by the srm, © T'll show }*uu—ﬂw—%ermﬁ me neck |

Wun Lung clasped Nugent wildly round the neck with both
arms, and they went carcering away at top epead.

“Help t ™ yelled Nugont., “ Ow! Leggo ™

Wun Lung waa dragging his head down, and Nuogent could sea
nothing. One of hia foet shot into the air, and bis other knee
bant, but he careered along on one skate at a spanking rate,
the little Chineo elinging to him.

It waa bound to lead to disaster, and Nugent waa soon skating
on his back, with Wuan Lung sitting on his chest.

Thay eame to a halt in the rceds near Hurree Singh, who
promptly skipped out of the way. The juniors were roaring
with laughtor.

“ Dear me," said Marjorie, " what a terribly bad skater your
Chinese friend is, Harry §

Harry Wharton laughied heartily.

“Idon't know,™ hosaid. ** Youses, he hasn't had any hum{)u
himaslf. Wun Lung iz a little joker, and I fancy he is conly
rotting.’’

" Looks like it,” grinned Hazaldene,

“ Helpee me ! called out the little Chinee, to Bob Cherry,
wha was nearest., ' Helpeo me learnee skatee,"

Eob Cherry irirmad. He was boginning to understand that
Wun Lung could skate if he liked, and that it was his curious
sonse of humour that had caused the late eatastrophas,

* Como on, then, kid,” he said cheorily, " give me a grip on
your pigtail,”

Wun Lung locked alarmed.

* Wo ghppes pigtail,” he said.

“ Rats | " sald Bob Cherry emphatically.
you by ﬁu;figt&ih and I'm going to do it.”

And ated towamdls the little Chinee with ouistretched
hand, with the evident intention of grasping him by hiz prized
pigtail,

Then Wun Lung promptly showed that le could skate.

Ha glided swiftly away from Bob Cherry. The junior dashed
after him, but Wun Lung swept round in an extendod eircle
and elnded him. Bob Cherry shook his fist at him,

“ ¥ou yvoung raseal ! T knew you could skate,”

“ Ao learnee quickeo.”

“ The jokefulneza of the esteemed rotten Chines iz great,”
gaid Hurree Singh. ** T think I will bash him on the ice for a
further great jokefulness.” .

And the nabob shot towards the Chines.

But Wun Lung Pmmpﬂ_v doedged out of the way, and Huarrea
Sineh, who was poing at a great rate, ran right into Bob Cherrs,
anel both of them went spinning,

Wun Lung, crinning gleafully, skated away at o great apeed,
and vanizhed slong the lake, under the lcafless branches of the
treos.

“ The youne rascel ! " said Hamy Wharton, Inughing,

Harry, Hazeldens, and Marjorie skated on in the wake of
the Chinee. Wun Lung was skimming along like a bird, bis
loose parments fiuttering in the wind. His quaint litile faco
wos glowing., As he went on, he turned anid twisted in ourious
figures on the ice, till the eve could searcely follow } is movements.
Hight on he went, till t fringe of trees Lefore him showed
that ho was reacking the extremity of the sheet of wator,

Too intent upon his skating to observe his surroundings vory
Lkeenly, the little Chinee did not seo a pair of savags cyes that
woere watching him from the thickets ahcad, and noting his
aloser approach with spiteful satisfaction. v

The coppory complexion snd ragged fur cap of Mr. Turkiss
wert hidden by ths froaty thicket ; and the roffian was grasping
o short, thiel cudgel.

“ Takee hand.”
“ It's gafer to hold

1
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Wuan Lung dashed right on, within a couple of feet of the
bushes, and then spun round on hisz skates.

Whiz !

The osk cudgel dew through the air, but it was difficult for
the ruffian’s eye to follow the Chinese jonior's movementa,
and an unexpected twn saved Wun Lung from the miasile.

The CUdgell flew past his head, and crashed down on the ice a
dezen yards away, and the Chinee looked at it with a scared
Btart.

Purkiss pround his feeth.

His hand sought the ground for a stone.  But Harry Wharton
%m:l seon the flight of the cudgel, and he was shouting to Wuan

L.

“* Look out t¥

 Me lockee out.'”

Wharton leit Marjorie’s side, sand made a atraight run for the
bank. In s second or two he was there, and Licking off his
skatos. Purkiss, from his position in the thicket, could not s00
Harry, a big tres intervemung. But a3 scon as the junior had
got rid of his sketes, and came plunging through the bushos
towards him, the ruffian realised that he was in danger, and he
tarned to ron.

Harry burst through the bushes as he ran, and gprang upon
bhin from behind and drageed him to the ground.

 Purkiza 1" he eried. " T thomght ag muech !™

“Let me go!' panted the raffiun, with an oath.
me gol

I will not let you go.”

Purlisa strougeled savagely, and Harry was dragged to the
ground. Ho shouted to his comrades, who were coming up &%
fast na they could. DBob Cherey, on  his skates, camw

lnnging throuzh the bushes, and threw himself headlong upon

urkiss. The rascal was erushed to the ground under the
junior’s weight. The ground at thiz spot was sloping, with
ateop alope to the frozen luke. The three strugpling forms
rolled down the bank together, crashed through the reeds, and
rollad om the ice.

Wun Lung came gliding up.

“ Mo catehes,” he said. “ Me teacheo lesaon. Letteo go.”

On the ice Purkiss was helpless. Wun Lung took a grip on
his ankles, and put himsolf in motion. With a gliding motion
on the smooth ice, the weight of the man was nothing. On his
back, with hiz arms outspread, and one leg kicking wildly in
the air. Purkies was deagped along in the wake of the Chinee,
while the Greyiriars juniors stood round roaring with laughter.

LT L{‘t’

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Gives a Little Entertainment.

TREISS could not help himseli—he could only wripgle
and writhe and gasp. He did so; whilo Wun Lung
ghded o, dragging hitn slong at an increasing rate,
The juniors shrieked st the absord sight, but Purkiss

did not feel lilke loughing.  He was uiterly dazed and bewilderod,
and hardly knew whether he was on his head or his heeis.  As
a matter of fact, he was upon neither, but upon his back. Wun
Lung ran him forward for half the longth of the lake, the juniors
following, laughing too mueh to keep steady upon their skates,

“ Me teacheo Inffian lesson,” murmured Wun Lung.

“Hs, ha, ha ™

" The lessonfulnesa will be terrific.”

Wun Lung suddenly let go the raffian’s ankles, and allowad
him to shoot on with the impetus he had gained, in the direction
of the banlk.

Purkiss shot away, and crashed into o mass of reeds, and lay
there gasping,

He sat up, end glered st the juniors, who stood in a group
lnoking at him and laughing, Thoe scoundrel slowly staggered
to his feet, loaing his feoting anveral times, and shook his fist
at the boys, then plunged into the wood and disappeared.

“ Mo, he, ha!®™ roared Bob Cherty. "I think he's had a

lesson !
dMarjorie was langhing too ; she could not help it, The sight
of Purkiss's puntshment had boen too funny. DBut as the

juniors turned to skate along the lake the girl's expression grew
very snrious, and shoe pressed Harey's arm a little

" Wun Lung is in dangor,” she said, in a low volee, ™ That
altaek was a savage one, and might have done him real injury.”

Wharton nodded.

“¥es; that was what the villain intended. I told you of
the little joke Won Lung played on him. This is his revenpe.
I will report thia to my unole, and the polico will look for the
geoundral.  He cught to be put in prison.”

And when the skating wos over, snd the chums returned to
Wharton Lodge, Harry related what had happened o the
golonel.

The old soldier's hrow grew very dark.

“The hound ! he muttered. ™ He has always a0 for kept
hingelf on the safo zide of the law, but ho has passed the lina
this time. He con be charged with assault, and he shall be.
I will walk down to the village this cfternoon and speak to thein
st the station about it.”

And tho colonel did not forget to do so,
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neighbourhood had long known Purkiss’s character, and wero
anxicus to give him hix deserts, and they were not sorry of &

finite charge fo act u
dﬂBut the réaal WaS lg?ﬁﬂ be found. It was evildent that he
antivipated the result of hia action, for he was missing from liiz
nauzl haunts, and he was searchod for in vein. Whother he
had left the neighbourhood, or whether he waa lurking there in
hiding, it was impossible to say.

{Colonel Wharton, on his return, Impressed upon the boys to be
eareful in their little excursions, and to keep together, which
they promised to do; though the danger did nol make, as 8
mattor of fact, much impression on their nunds.

During dinner that evening there was a thouglhtful shade
npon the fat face of Billy Buntcr., He was thinking deeply ;
though that did not pravent him from making an pxtensive moal.
After Billy had finished, and the juniocrs left the table, he gave
Harry & iz in the ribs.

* I've been thinking, Wharton )

“ What with t** asked Bob Cherry. .

“ Oh, really, Cherry ! I've been thinking that if you fﬂl}::rm!
liked T would give vou a little ventriloguial entertaimment.

Harry's heart sank a little. - H

At Greyiriars he would have cheerfully r&‘piu-.:_i Oh, rata !
but to a puest under his own roof that reply did not scem so
puitable. o

“ You know I have boen improving very much,”” said Bunter
persuasively, I mastered the wventriloguial drone a long
time ago, and lately I have been throwing my veics ahout
like—like & potato. I should be very glad to give you fellows
a little entertainment—saay, for about three hiours.™

** Make it three minutes,” spid Nuogent.

“ Oh, really, Nugent % :

“ Ventriloquisi,” snid Colonel Wharton, catching the word.
“ s there a vontriloquist here 7 Let us have a smnple, by all
means."’ . N

“1 shall be very plad, sir,” said Bunter modestly. * Of
course, you must not expect mo to acquit mysclf exactly in tho
style of Professor Balmicrumpett ; but I really think I could
give you a ripping little entertainment.” o &

“ Oh, go ahead ! " aaid Harry.  ** It's a—a ripping idea.

“I'm glad to see you are beginning to understand my won-
derful sbilities a3 a ventriloquist at last, Wharten. You used
to be rather jealous of mo at Greyfriars. A few hours—"

 Where are you going to give the show 1"

T will stand here,” said DBunter. * You can arrang? tho
chairs in a half-circle facing me, end I will stand beside tho
piane. I will make my voice proveed from the piano first,
and give an imitation of a man shut up in the pianc and ex-
pirin,% of suffocation.”

* Good,” said the colonel.

“ Very intercating,' said Miss Wharton. :

The juniors were grinning. There were two or threa other
yvoung people at the Lodge that evening, and they took the
matter seriously. Bunter was taking it scriously enough.  Hia
little fat figure looked faiter than ever in evening elothes, which
seemed to be alimost bursting with his plumpness. His fat
face was bheaming, snd his very spectacles seemed to ghaten
with satisfaction. )

“ Ladics and gentlemen,” ho said, * I will now procced to
make my voieo proceed from the grand pianoc.” .

i The proceedfulness is terrifie.” muormured Hurree Singh.

There was n hush in the drawingroom. All eyes werd
turned on Billy Bunter. Conscious that he was the centre of
attraction, the fat junior nssumed a more importont air than
ever. He cleared his throst with a preparatory cough, and
hegan.

* Can you hear me 7™ ;

The audience waited breathlessly for a reply. Tunter's
faco was screwed up in the offort to produce the ventriloguial
VEGE.

ik Iim ‘ﬂrﬂall

Unfortunately, it was only too evident that it was Bunter
who waa speaking the reply, which did not appear to procesd
from the prand piano at all.

Colonel Wharton looked surprised. Ho had expected wven-
triloguism. Misz Wharton, who hed a kind heart and was
alwaye happy 8o long a3 others were happy, smiled sweetly
and encoursgingly. Some of the goests looked amazed; uand
the Greyiriars juniors chuackled. -

Billy  Bunter, all uncensvious of the curious results of hia
efforts, went on with the dialogue with the supposed person
hidilen in the piano,

* How did you pot in thero 1™

“ T didn't gat in,"

Harry looked round in amazement.

The reply cam= apparently from Boeb Cherry, who was
grinning tmgely. Billy Bunter blinked round, spparently
aurPriﬂed himself.

* Was that vou, Bob 7' muttered Nugent.

“ 11" gaid Bob Cherey. * 'Was what me ¥

1
FRANK ?ﬂl’ﬂ HARDS.
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* Did you speak ¥ '
| gf idr;llrlme not. It was Bunty squeaking.™
I

Tt looked as if Bunter were suceeeding in throwing his voice,
Lot that the voice was getting thrown in random dircetions.

= tIlcrn'tr vou find it warm in there ' " went on the ventrilos
tpaist.

* It's very wann, thank you.”

All eyes were fixed on Colonel Wharton thet time. The voiee
certainly scemed to come from the divection of the colonel
Ho seemed surprised to see the gonersl gaze turned vpon him.

“ Dear me,’” sald Miza Wharton.  ** Wo will have the screen
put before the fire, dear.””

“* Eh ? " said the colonel.

* Would you like the screen between vou and the fire 1"

Y ¥p, my dear. Why 1"

* You remarked that it was very warm.”

*}! Aly dear, I did not speak.”

" You—you did not spealk 17

“ Certainly not ! I fancy it was Nugent who remarked that
it was warm.”

1, sir 1" said Nugent. *' Not at all, sir.”

“ It was the supposed person in the piano,” said Bunter
mitdly. ' It was my ventriloguial voice, ladies and gentlemen.”

“Oh!" seid Harry. ' You'd better put & brake on your
ventriloguinl voice, old chap. It's taken to wandering.”

“ Ha, ha, ha ' "

* Bhall 1 let you out of the piano 1Y

" Please do.  L'm suficcating.”’

This time it was evidently Bunter who was speaking. His
ventriloguial voice was the most unreliable of ventriloquial
Viders,

* Do you feel bad 7

" I'm sufi—sulf—suffocating ! came in an expiring voice
fronm Eill}- Bunter, and his face was so red and convalsed with
the ¢fforts he was making that he really looked as if he were
m carnest.

Miss Wharton looked alarmed, and Wun Lung rushed to the
resce at once. A vase of flowers stood near at hand. To
clutol out the flowers and dash the water into Billy Bunter’s
face was the work of o moment.

* Ow ! Dooch ! pasped Bunter.

'I'tie Chines looked rowrud prowdly.

* Mo blingee to,"” he said. " Me savee lifee

* Ha, ha, ba 1"

Tiz audience simply shricked. Bunter gasped and yelled ;
and Wun Lung leoked so proud of his timely achicvement that
Lhe juninms y:‘!ﬁvsd REA.

Even the colonol was vocking with laughter. The oniy twe
who did not yell were Ei'll*J Bunter ond the Chinee.

* YVou—you villgin '™ gesped Bunter. ™ You-—you've
Jeenched me !

* Me savee lifce.

“ Y ou—y o sy o ——

Wornds failed Buuwter, He rushed from the reom to towel
oft the water amd ehange his things ; and theve wers no more
vintrilogquial entertainmenta that evenmmg, ror during the reat
of the stay at Wharten Lodge.,

You chokee plenty guick.”

e —

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Wun Lung is Mysierlous,

HE little party at Wharton Lodge oecupied a long room,
witl beds nreanged in o row as in the dormitory ot Grey-
friars.  When the boys went to bed that night there was
f curious twinkle in the almond eyes of Won Lung which

the others did not observe.  The little Chinee appeared to fall
seleep the soomest; but when the regular breathing of his
coinrades told that they were asleep he sat up in bed.

In the dimness of the room bis dark eyes peered to and fro.

* Allee sleepee T 7' he murmured.

There was no roply.

The hittle Chinee waited o few moments, and then stepped
fjuiﬂ,lj.' out of bedl. He dressed himeelf almost without o sound,
and drew on his boota.  Then he crosacd to the window.

He opened it, and let himseli out upon the roof of an out-
house below, and closed the window beband L.

(Quite wnconscious of the secrct departure of the Chinee
jnior, the Greyiriare chums slept on undisturbed.

‘The dark hours of the night glided on, and they did not waka,
anel neither did Won Lung retum.

Midnight chimed out over the woods from the elock of tho
¢ hureh, but atill the Chinese junior was absent.

Then the small hours glided by, and still there wasz no sound
in the room save the steady breathing of the juniors.

Harry Wharton suddenly started and awoke.

Tirough the dimness of the night there fame the frst faint
glimmer of dawn, bLut it was not sufiicient to dispel the
tlarkness,

Wharton saf up in bea.

He had heard something., and it had awakened him, but he
did not know what it was. He listened intently, and o ereak
came to him from the window.

His glance turned in that direction instantly.

The windowa of the room were old-fashioned onca, with
diamond pancs, and they opened outwards on hinges, which
creaked o little as they moved. Outside, a darker shadow lay
on the window, and & gust of bitter air told that it was slowly
opening.

Harry Wharton's heart beat hard.

He knew that the window was opening under the hana of
someone who had mounted upon the outhouse below,  Instantly
the thought of Purkizs came imto his mind. The police had
seen nothing of the ruffian. Was it possible that he was still
lurking in the neighbourhcod for revenge, and that this wes
the firat attempt ?

Wharton stepped silently out of bed, and touched
Bob Cherry on the shoulder, and shook him lightly. o
" ;iLﬂmme alone,” murmured Bob drowsily. * "Tan't nsing
E 1!!

“ Quiet, Bob! Wakeup!"

““What is it 1 " whispered Bob, awake now.

“ Bormebody's getting in at the window.”

“ My only hat 1 ™

* Quick—back me ap !
a row."”

hed no time to say more, for the window had swung
open, and in the darkness a scoveely visible form had leaped into
the room.

Harry flung himself upon it fievcely.

Down to the floor it went, with Harry on top, and the next
moment Bob Cherry piled himself on the heap.

There was a wail of anguish from the fellen mtruder,

“Dw! Don't clush me !

Harry gave a shoutb of amazement.

" Wun Lung !

The other junioxs were etarting up in bed st the sound of
the bump. Harry sprang to his feet, and dragged ap the
Chines. Wun Lung rubbed hiz bones mcfull?;e

“Wun Lung, what on earth have you been doing out of
doors ? " eried Hurry.

* Me no savvy.”

“ You have been out, haven't you 7"

(11 H‘u $Hp"'r"'|."5"'..ﬂ

“ Where have you heen %

" No sevvy”

Hurry Wharton laughed.

“ Oh, kesp it 8 secret if you like,” he saul. * But you came
jolly near getting hurt, I {ook you for a burglar.” )

“ Young ass” gaid Hazcldens, * Whet on earth did you
want t0 g6 out at this time of the night for, and why couldn't
you go by the door 7"

i I":“ .""H""'-"'_}'r”

“Oh, retst™

And the juniors returned to sleep,.  Wun Lung did not sleep,
however, “I'he heavy buinp on the floor had made him ache all
over, and hoe was =till awake when the knock eame on the deor
as the signal to rise.

The juniors roge exrly, and went down for a run on the lake
belure eakfast, and came in with a keen appetite for that meal.
Breakiast was a cheerful mesl at Wharton Lodge.  The juniors.
were thinking of snother shooting excwsion, and Wun Lung
czane in for a good many jokes on the subject of his previous
-B:}.:]:.l{l-i[g, But the Intle Clunea only smiled, g

* Me eatehee lebhit,”” he anid. ™ Mo catechee mole labbit than
Whalton."

Harry ia.ughﬁd lmarti!}-_

* We'll see you do it after breakfeat,” he said. *' U'nleaz yon
coteh them by putting salt on their tails, I don't know how you'll
manage it

Dut breakfest was destined 9 be interrupted. Word was
Lrought to the Colonel that his-hewl keeper wished to apeak to
him, end he ordered the man to be shown m, Harper, the
keeper, emne in with & very serious freo.

* Poachers asein, Harper 7 gaid the eolonel.

* Yes, sir,” said Harper, pulling hiz forelock,
over, sit, I never see such nerve in mg lile, sir,”

* What hove they been deing '

* We was on the lpokont, sir, but we never expected them to
oome laying of their snarcs right up close to tho house, sir.™

Colonel Wharton's brows darkened.

“ Is that what they have Leen doing '

“ Yes, sir, that they have. How many they nave took 1
onn't sey, but we've found the sneres where they were used, and
thore's & lot of "em.™

“The raseals ! Wa must look into this. Finish your break-
fagt, iny boys ; I shall have to lesve you now.”

And the eolonel went out with the head keeper.

Wuon Lung's face was o study. :

“ The vegeals,” ssid Herry., ** They're getting bolder every
day, it seema to me. It would be great fun to have & hunt for
ihem somo moonlight night.”

The others will wake when there's

" Waea than
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f Harry and Nugent hurried through the undergrowth. The poacher hnd fallen upon his face, and the bull-dog was

: standing growling Just behind his ears. Black George

S e —

“ Ripping 1! Let's have one”

“What you do to poachee 1" asked Wun Lung, in & tromus
lons voice.

“ Bhove him into prison,” said Harry.

“ What you do to man who soave labbita ™

“ Sparez robbite! He's a poacher, of course—he goes in
l!'.':l'l_ﬂkﬂ Il.:II

“'H::‘l Lung quietly left the room.

Scma of the boys had caught the expression on his face,
and they looked at one another in wonder.

“ What on earth's the matter with Wun Lunpg ' exelaimed
Hezeldene. :

" He looks frightened,” said Marjorie. * He must have been
thinking of the poacher who attacked him yesterday."

Wharton looked thoughtful.

* It ian't like Wun Lung to be scafed for nothing,” he said.
“1 can't quite make him out this moming. I think I'll go anmd
Jeok for him.™

And he hurried after the little Celestial. But Wun Lung had
vaiahed.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Wun Lung the Sportsman,

OLONEL WHARTON came in presently with & grave
C face. Bob Cherry and Nugent had gone cut with
guns and a couple of ferrets to look for the bunnes,
Harry, whoe was a little unessy sbout Waun Lung,

wna looking for him. He dizcovered lum at last in the gun-

ove on his e,

r— e — — s @

was palpitating with terror, and dared not m

roomys  The Hitle Chinee was sitting, or rather crouching. im
the deep bay of the window, and he started as Harry entered.

* No plison,” he zaid, ' No puttee in plison."

“(Oh, here you are!*” said Harry, **What have you been
dodging me for t "

* Nu puttee in plisen t*

Wharton looked puzzled.

“ What on esrth are you driving at, Wun Lung ? What'a that
abont prison ¥

“ No puttee in plison.  Ma no savvy,”

“ What didn't you savvy !

" Catehee labbit posches™

“Eh! Yeou haven't been cotebing rabbitz, have you 1™
asked Harry, laughing. ° How 1"

“ Me eatches in tlap.” o

“QOh, ‘rata! That’s not a sportaman’a way of killing the
bunnies. But what do you mean—have you been maring
them "

* Me entchee.  No savvy poschee.

Wharton understood at last, and he buvst into aroar of lsughter,
The little Chines looked at him euriously.

“* Why laughee ? " he-said. * Me no savvy’ poaches.”

“ Ha, ha, ha! It isn't posching if you ¢atch rabbits, you
voung duffer—you're a guest here, and you cen do as you
Tike, ™

Wun Lung's frnee eleaved wonderfully.

* Ma do as likee,”

“ Yes but don't use snaves, Learn to shoot and use a gun,”
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grinned Wharton, * I'll give you some shooting st a target in
o safe place to start with,”

* Bub me catchee labbit alleddy.”

“You've caught rabbits already. Where are they 27

Wun Lung rose, and drageed out o huge sack from o corner, and
Wharton to his amazement saw that it was full of the victims
of the little Celestial’s hunting. He stared at the sack.

" Whgr—my hat—you've got dozens thers ! Did you snare
them. 777

“ Mo catchoo."™

“ But whon—how—why ¢ *

** Last nightes.”'

A light broke upen Harry.

“ My hat! That's what you went. out for.”

" Me out catchee labbit. Me showee you me catchee™

*Ha, he, ha ! You must have made s night of it,” Wharton
roared. ° And that's what Harper has put down to the
poachers! Ha, ha, ha.”

Aud Harry rushed ofi to tell the story of Wun Lanpg’s prowess
to the calonel, ‘The little Chinee followed him rather uneasily,
still a liftle nervous as to how the tolomel would regard his
unintentiona! poaching ; but he was relisved when he found
the old soldicr shouting with laughter.

* My word, what & giddy sportsman,’’ chuckled Hazeldene,
“ That young beggar is too funny to Hve."

* Me catchee plenty labbit,"

“Ha, ha, ha”

* he lealua shoottes pon,” gaid Won Lunp. ™ Me no savey :
mo tinkee eatohee, allee lightos; but me lealus shoottes gun alle
same. Englishman”

And during the morning Harry Wharton gave the little Chinea
Liz firat lessons in handling firearms, and Wun Lung, who hed
plmty of intelligenee, picked the thing up quickly enoupgh ;
though for the present Harry deomed it advisable to leep
tu blank cartriddpes for Wan Lung when they went out shooting.

Although the extensive snaring of the nizht was discoverad
£o bo the work of Wun Lung, thore was no doubt that the poachers
had been busy in the woods, and a great deal of wanton damape
had been done, which the colonel thoueht eould be troced with
suflictent cortainty to Purkiss and Seth Ives and their ssscciates.
There was war between that gang of ruffisns and all land-owners
for a great distance round, and it was war to the knife. Colonel
Wharton would never have been hard on anyone who took a
hare for o meal, but it was & different matter with a gang of
rascalz who made a regular business of catching his game and
selling 1%, instead of turning to honest work fer a livelihood,
Men yho lived by theft and spent their ill-gotten gaing in beatial
revelry deserved no mercy. DBut neither the kespera nor the
police counld suceced in dealing satisfactorily with the ** Ives
pang,™ as they wore ealled. Even on the oecesions when he
had been taken, Seth Ives had wsually been able to wrigele out
of tho meshes of the law.,

Harry Wharton waz thinkine over the matter, and the idea
of a moonlight hunt of the poachers appealed to his adventurous
nature,

Tie 1des was hailed with enthusiasm by the other juniors,
OF course, it would be necesanry to keep the matter secret.

“Weo cen got out of the window a8 Wun Lung did,” Bob
Clierry remarked, " No one would be the wiser, till we came
home with a heap of prisoners, and then we should be giddy
heroes,"

“ Hipping," said Nugent. ‘' We might come home with
broken heads instead, but that's all in the game,”

*The rippingfulness would be terrific.”

“The peachers are pretty busy now,” Harry remsarked.
*We'll go out to-night. There will be a meon, and it will be
splendid fun, We had hotter not take our guns—guns go off
and cause swkward accidentz in a row—but we can take a
strong cudgel each, and I think we should be a mateh for any
gang of poachers in the county.™

* ¥oa, rathert"

** The ratherfulness is

*“ Mo savey.
Ei

great.”
¥. Me comee,” said Wun Lung, beaming.
Weo'll all go,"” said Hazoldene,

* Wall, if you want a capable leader,” remarked Billy Bunter
medestly, ¥ I don't mind coming along with you. T should bo
very useful, as in onse of denger I could make my voice procsed
from the trees or bushes, and make the poachers think the polica
wore upon them.”

" You'd only make them think an expiring frog woea upon the
gcone,” gald Bob Cherry.

“ Oh, really, Cherry——-""

“ Bunter can come, but he'll have to bar ventriloguiam, and
koap quict,”

“ I ¢could not come under those conditions. T
perhaps, L'd better stay in—1I
fellows.""

“You take more, anyway.”

And 50 1t wa3 settled. Tho secret was kept., The capture of
the poachers-—if it came off—was to be a huge surprisa for the
¢olonel next morning. Even Marjoric was not taken into the

} n the whole,
reguire more sleep than you
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gecret, in ¢ase she should be alarmed, as she very probably

would have been. Tt was as a matter of fact, a foolhardy enter-
rise, and the juniors were going into grave danger, though they
id not quite realise it. ) z f

During the day they made some preparations In & B%m&t WOY.
A set of thick cudgﬂﬂ wera smuggled up to the bed-room in
readiness, and Harry Wharton promised to wake in time for
the excursion and to call the others. There was a great deal of
suppressed excitement among the juniors when bedtimo cams,

“Ars you going to atay awake all the time, Harry 1™ Hob
EIIHI"I';’ asked, yawning as he laid lns head upon the pillow.

“ Not rauch. X shall wake up at midmight. I ¢an always
depend on waking up if I want to. DBeaides, there's the church
chimes ; wo hear them from here.” )

“ Good. I dom’t believe I shall open my eyea again till T'm
shaken."

And Bob Cherry forthwith wont off to sleep.  The others soon
followed his example, and in ten minutes thers was not an open
eye in the room.

Harry Wharton was right in saying that he would awake
when the time came. His eyes opened, and he lay for & minute
listening, and the chimesg of the church bells cama faintly and
musiegﬁy to his ears through the darkness of the night.

Silence followed the chimes. It was broken by the sound which
Harry had heard the night before—the ereal: of the window na
it was opened from outside.

Harry Wharton started.

There wag a plimmer of moonlight on the outside of the panes,
and as he looked there he saw the dark shadow of a head on the
plasa. It was too dark in the room for him to see the beda, but
he had no doubt that Wun Lung was gone oul on ancther
nocturnel exeuraion.

“* What on earth ia he e for this time " muttered Harry.
‘* SBome little trick on us, I suppose—some humbug ready for va
in the wood, perhapa.”

A whisper eama from Hazeldene'a bed.

“ I aay, arc you awake, Wharton 7"

i Y’Eg.li

“ Did you hear the window creak t ™

* Yea ; dt's Wun Lung up to his tricks agam."

“ That's what I thought." Hazeldene chuckled soitly, I
say, keep quiet : I'm going to get a jug of water ready for him.™

" Good 1" said Wharton, with a silent lauph. " He wants a
legaon for alarming ve in the middle of the night like this.”

Hazeldene stepped guietly out of bed and removed the m
from his washstond. Then he crossed to the windew, an
waited for it to swing open. :

It opened the next moment. A form atepped through in the
dimness, and Wharton, who was watching, gave a violent stark.
Tt was too large & form for Wun Lung's ; but Hazeldene noticed
nothing.  He had the jug of water raised in the air, and at the
Hrat glimpae of the dark form he let fly.

Swizh |

Thore wos a sudden surprisad yall, and then the jug fell to the
floor with & crash.

“ My hat! It's not Wan Lung!™

A aavage volce was rasping oub oaths, and it waa the voice
of Purkiss. Haerey Wharton graaped the cudeel from beside
I bed, and sprang forward.

SN — ]

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

An Expedition at Midunight,

T was indeed Purkiss—and fortunate it was for the boya that

they were awake. The ruffian had a bludgeon sticking

l from the pocleb of his woollen jecket, and thers was little

doubt n3 to what his intentions hed been.  Thoe swish of

the water and the icy drenching he had received almost from

head to foot, had utterly confounded the ruffian, and for soms
moments he hardly knew what had happened.

He had no time to recover himself. Harry Wharton wasg
apringing [orward with cudgel uplifted, and he wasted no cere-
mony upon the acoundrel.

‘The weapon erashed down, and though a movement aaved
Puarkiss's head, the blow took effect upon his shoulder with
atunning foree, and he was hurled to the ground.  There was o
ghout from tho aloarmed boyvs at once.

* What's the matter 1"

“Who is it t "

* Get oa light! ™

But Harry had thrown himself upon the ruffian, and with &
kneo planted in his ribs was pinning him to the fcor.

“ Halp here ! he eried. " Quick "

“ What-ho 1" exclaimed Bob Cherry, rolling out of bed.
* Hers we are 17

* Quick ! Quick!™ ,

Purkiss was struggling desperately. His strength was great,
and the boy had hard work to hold hun.  Hazeldene saprang to
hia asswtance, but a blind Blow from the ruffian caught him on
the chest, and he bumped over on the floor.

B
FRANK R%ﬂ HARDS,



Bob Ehﬂrrji" rushed om, but a kick on the shin bowled him
over, afr.;cj Purkiss, throwing off Harry with a great efiort, pot on
to hia fect.

Harry aprang ab him again in 8 second. They closed, and the
boy waa hurled to the floor.  Half & dozen hands were stretehing
ont at the ruffian when he flung himself desperately through the
window. Therz woa a crash on tho sloping roof bﬁi‘;w, :mg then
& thud in the garden beyond.

Wharton looked anxiously out of the window. He
eould hear Porkisa paaping and cursing in the darkness, butb
the sounds quickly died away. The roftien was pone.

The noise of the atruggle in the bovs® bed-room had alarmed
the houss, and a3 Harry turned away from the window the deoor
opencd and Colonel Wharton appeared with a Ii’lI'I'I.E in hia hand.

: ;’i;'hylhﬂyn ! ".:l.-’}sat in 1t-d—1;£ :_:}b i{a}iths mut;tfrf . -

“ Burglara, sir!™ € o werry. slow ing up.
" My 1.1.'::;21'&. that b&nﬂﬂg nearly huﬂtedrrmy ahin}; PTG TP

" Nobody hurt, sir,"” said Harry quickly. * It waa the raseal
Purlisa. i got mto the window, and I'm sorry to say he's
eacaped.

3 ﬁfﬁ mual have had a jolly hard bump on the ground, though,”
said Hazeldene.

The colonel snapped his teeth under his ﬁ'x‘e:r moustache.

: " The scoundrel ! I will call up some of the men to look for
.’

A few mainutes later lighta were pleaming in the prounds. But
the scarch was in vain, and Colonel Wharton came back ten
minated later, looking dsappointed.

“He 1a pons, gir T

“¥es; clean gone. Ho shell not escape us for long, though.
But you may safely go to sleep, boys, These windows will
lock ; and in addition I have Em-:lp Fangs tied up bLelow."

* Oh, wo're pot nervous, sir. Emf—niglm L

And the eolonel reticed. The juniora leoked at one another
dubiously in the candle-light.

" What price our expedition, now ?* murmured Bob
Cherry. * 1E"’h’ith a giddy bulldog chained wp wnder the
window— —"

Horry Wharton laughed.

“It's all right; Fangz knows me,”” he said. " We'll take
him along with ug, and he will helE us find the poachers.”

* By Jove, that's a good idea 1"

“ It's about time we started, if we're going,” said Hazeldens,
pulhhg an bz boots,

" Yea; but we must wait tall the place 18 quiet.”

The jl,nliurﬂ: dresaed themsaelyes allently. The adventure of
the night had not deunted them. In fact, the possibility of
finding Purkiza again if they met the F::mchera made them all
the more @ : and, of course, the disturbance had banished
sleep from their evelids.

They waited until half-past twalve had ehimed out, and then
Harry Wharton neigelesaly oponed the window.

The juniors, fully dressed, and muaffled wp in coats and
searved, were cloae behind him, ready for the adventure. It
was hitterly eold, but the moon was emerging from the elouds,
nnd the light growing clearer.

" It's a ripping night for a run,”" said Harry.

* Yes, rather. *lt's my delight of a shiny night, in the season
of the year vn

** Shut ap, old chap—yon'll alarm Fangs.”

" The alarmivlness will be terrific if the esteemed Cherry
sings. '

Harry Wharton stepped out of the window, and his comrades
followed him. The junior dropped lightly to the ground, and
thera was a growl and a glimmer of teeth.

" Fangs ! Old dogrgie ! All right, doggie ! " whispered Harry.

The bulldog knew his young master, and the momentary
"1"1;[:[-‘“:-}’ died away. Harry uniastened the c¢hain from his
collar.

* Come on, you fellows ; Fangs is all right t "

One by one the juniors dml:;{:t:::.l from the sloping roof into the
parden.  Harry, with hig hand on the collar of the bulldeog, led
the way. They quitted the garden, and in & foew minutes more
they wore in the wood.

Rowud them were ghostly light and shade, changing with
svery breath of the wind that restled the branches or stireed
the leafless bushes. _

Thao junivra looked round them very alertly, in the novelty of
the expedition fearing a poacher in every moving shadow.,

* Thiz way,” said Harry, in a whisper. ** We shall find themn
in the south spinney, if at all, I expect.”

The juniors followed hia lead through the shadowy mazes of
tle wood.

* Look out here,” said Harrey, turning his head.  ** The ground
ia treacherous=—you can tumble into a hole full of smow if you're
not carcful.”

" Oh, that's all right,”’ said Bob Cherry cheerily. *“ I—oh

Ho broke off suddenly as he plunged up to his waist in &
Lollow filled with drifted snow, and began to flounder.

Y Ow! Help!™

* Me bhelpee ! said Wan Lung softly ; and he caught hold of
Bob'a hair amd began to deag him out.

“ Ouwwww ! pasped Bob. " Leggo ! Hold on! Leave po !
You voung villain } ™
Y Me helpee !
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“Ow! ow! Drag him off | "

Two or three hands grasped Bob, and he was yaoked out of
the drift. He turned wrathfully upon Won Lung.

“ What do vou mean by pulling my hair, you young rascal 1"

The little Celestial locked innocently surprised.

** AMe helpee out.”

" Quiet 1" said Harry. © Don’t make o vow. Heop out of
the next one, Bob, old fellow, and it will be all right.”

“ That's all very well—"

" Then come along.' o

Hob Cherry prunted and followed his leader. The juniors

plunged on through the derk woods, now and then emergin
mio ap open tract where the moonlight softly fell. Nugen
presacd Harey's arm.

“ You're aure you know your way, Harry 77

Wharton lau i’md soitly.

“ Pyvo roamed in these woods sinee I was a tot,” he said. "I
could find my way about them blindfold. You can rely on me.”

“ How do vou know we shall find them in the south spinney? ™
Sugent azked, curionsly. o

" Wa ghall find them there if at all. You ses, the wind ie
blowing from the north, and shots fired thers won’t be heard
from the house.”

“0Oh, Taeal™

“ Weo're pretty nearly near enough to hear them now, thoughy
if they were firing," Harry muttered. ** Listen !

The wind was blowing strongly from the novth, and, of
rourse, sounds wore carried in the opposite direction. Dut the
juniors were now close npon the apinney, and from the gloom
ahoad came a muffled sound.

Cr-ack ! Cr-ack!

The boya started-—and stopped ! Tt was the sound of guns,
fired within a hundred yarda of the spot where they stood |

THE ELEYENTH CHAPTER,

The First Foe.

HE Greviriara juniora atood with beating hearts, silent and
atill. For the firat time they realised clearly the terrible
fﬂﬂjﬂﬂr of the enterprisc they had entered upon 80
ightly.

In the spinmey the poachera wero at work—armed and
deaperate rufhans. How many of them there were the boys
counld not tell, but Harry had distinguished at least two guns.

They were upon the verge of an adventure that might end
terribly, yet there was not in a single mind the thought of
going back.

Hazeldene was looking n little pale, that waa all.

Y They're there ! 7 muttered Bob Cherry tensely.

Wharton nodded.

“ Yes, Don't make a sound, or the wind will carry it to
them and alarm them.”

“ What's the programme ¥ You're leader, you knnw.™

“ Weo must get round to the south of them, or they'll hear ne
coming, and bolt—or be prepared. We want to take them by
agrpriaa,’’

* You're right."

* Follow me, then.”

“ Bure the dog won't make arow 77

Y Oh, Fanga 13 all right.”’

The dog'a eyen wore glistening, but his tonpuo wnz gilent.
Harry's hand waa still on hiz collar. Wharton led the way in
i wide detour round the apinney.  Wun Lung sauddenly clutched
liis arm. The little Chince was singularly aeuto of hearing.

* Me heal footatep.”
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Wharton spoke doubtfully ; he had heard nothing himaelf.
But even aa the juniors halted, & man in a roupgh coat and with
& gun in the hollow of his arm cams> tramping through the
thickets.

That he was a poacher it did not need a second glance to tall.
He was evidently one of the gang at work in the apinney.

The juniors felt their hearts beat thickly. The man was
tramping straight towards them, and in & s2cond more would
#a0 them. They had no chanee to avoid the encounter, if they
had wished to do ao.

The next moment he saw them in the glimmering moonlight,
and angped with & atartled oath and clutched his %;n.

But Harry Wharton was already upon him, and a fierce biow
from his cudgel numbed the poacher’s arm., snd the gun went
down with a crash to the ground.

" Cuss you—cuas o

The ruffian woes dra down, furiously stroggling.

Wun Lung thoughtfully clapped a hand over his mouth, and
the torrent of curaga was stopped, while the juniora piled them-
selves on the fallen rascal.

" Fangs! Here, Fanga!"

_ The bulldeg growled, and his white, sharp teeth glistened
Just over the fpce of the fallen poacher. The man started and
shuddered, and his struggles ceazed immediately.

** Mercy 1 he gaspﬂd. Y Oh, take him away!"

* Quiet, then.'

“ I give in! Take him away !

Y Don't meove, unlesa you want hia tecth in your throat,”
said Harry Wharton grimly, and he ross from the ruffian.

The man lay untouched ; but the jaws of the bulldeg were
close to hiz throat. and he lay numbed with terror, without
dering to move a linb.

“Take him away!™ he mumbled. * It's voung Master
Wharton there, ain™t it * T thought so. They're at work in
the apinney, Master Wharton—3Seth Ives, and Blaclk George,
and IMurkisa.”

* You need tell me nothing,” said Harry, with a geature of
diaguat. “ I am not asking you to betray vour agsociates.”

" But I tell you, Master %\'Imrmn ——'t

“ Bilence ! We must azeure thiz rascal somehow. Ihd you
bring the cord, Bob 7™

* Hera it is.™

“Good! Lend a hand, and we'll have him safe in a jiffy."”

* Maater Wharton, I——"

“ Hold your tongue !’ ;

The poacher relapaad into sullen ailence. His hands and feet
were bound, and then an extra length of cord azcurad him to a

“ Bate enough [ said Bob Cherry, with a chuckle of satisfac-
tion.
* I—T shall be froze ! ™

“* We shall come back for you,” said Harry.

¥ I—I-—don't leave me, yvoung genils, By jingo. i you
leave me 'ere, I'll yell, and—— Ow—ow—ow-ow '’

Bob Cherry was stufling his handkerchief into the ruffian’s
mouth. It was jammed well in, and tied with a length of twine,
8o that it could not be ejected.

“I don't think you'll yvell now, my pippin,”’ said Bob Cherry
pleasantly. " What do vou think * "'

The man only plared ot him savagely : he could do nothing
els>.  Leaving him alone, stll glaring with rage, the juniors
plunged into the wood, and made their way cautiously to the
southern side of the apinney.

Erer e o —

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

A Fight to a Finlsh,

HERE'S Wun Lung 1 "

Harry Wharton asked the question ten minutes
later, a3 he looked round and noted that the Chiness
junior was not to be a=zen.

There was no reply.

Harry stopped and turncd back.

* Wun Lun;:;t Are you there 7"

“ He doean’t seem to be,' seid Dob Cherry. locking round.
* He was following o fow paces behind me. Hallo, hallo. halle !
Wun Lung ! "

But the Chiness junior's voice did not reply. Ha was not
there. An anxious look came over Harry's face.

* He must have mistaken the path,” he exclaimed. * We
can’t shout to him without botraying ourselves to the poachera.”

* He won't come to any harm,” said Hazeldene. * We can
halloo for him ag we go back."

* That's ao.” .

* Unless he ahould fall in with the poachsra alone.” aaid
Nugent.

arry's brow contracted.

“ Let's Jook for him, clhaps—or, rather, lat's pet at cloas

quarters with the poachors aa soon as peossible, That will be
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beat. We might look for Wun Lung for hours here without
finding him."

“ True., Lot's keep on.”

* The kseponfuiness ia the wheszy good idea.”

All the juniors were anxious as they pIu'n.gcd on through the
shadowy wood. No one had noticed just when Wun Lung had
missxd the track, and he might have been Hailmmt-ed for the
past tem minutes. In that cass he was doubtlesa loat in the
wood, and the fear of alarming the poachers in the apinney would
keep him from hallooing to his comrades.

Harry remembered Purkiss, and his hatred towards the
Chineas boy, and he shivered at the thought of Wun Lung falling
in alone with the poachers.

While the juniora were pressing forward, ta get to cloas

uarters with the aa yet unsuapecting en-‘:m%r as soon a9 poasible,
the faint raya of the moon fell npon the yellow skin and gliaten-
ing eves of Wun Lung, searce & hundred yards distant. But
he might a3 well have been a hundred miles pwsy, for all he could
see or hear of hia friends.

The Chineo had misszd the juniors in plunging through =
teackleas thicket, and he had stopped to listen for them : and
they were treading too cantiously for him to hear any sound.

He had followed on in the hope of finding them, and the
ta.ngtied nature of the wood sent him further and further off the
track.

He had halted now in a narrow glade, whero the moonlight
fuintly fell, utterly at a loss. His almond cyea glistened with
uneazineas as he looked round him into the dark, silent wood,

* he lozze,” he murmured—*" losse way. No findee.”

There wns nuthin%{:ﬂ guide him. Bound the glade were the
gnarled, frosty trunks, overhead the branchea bare of folinge,
threading agamat the sky, with the moon sailing beyond.

The gusts of keen wind told Wun Lung the points of the com-
pass, for he remembered Harry Wharton aaying that the wind
was blowing from the north.

But to follow on in that direction might cesily couso him
to overshoot the mark, and leave hia friends behind him in the
wood.

The little Chinee stood guiet, motionless, uneasy—listening |
If he could only hear a footatep or a voice to guide him.

He uttered a joyful exclamation ns thero waa a sudden rustle
in a thicket ! His friends were coming back for him, then !

“ Hally ! Hally Wharton! Here I am!" He calied out
the wo jovfully.

The rustle in the thicket suddenly ceascd. Then a voice
was audible, the tones of which sant Wun Lung's blood with a
rush to his heart.

“ By hokey, it's "im ! .

The next moment the footsteps changed their direction, and
the burly form of Purkiss sprang out into the glade. His
coppery Iace was [uriously excited, his littie beery eyea twinkling
with ssvage aatisinction.

The ferocity of the rufilan’s look held Wun Lung spellbound
for a moment. Then he turned to flee.

Y Etop, you whelp ! . .

Furkisa aprang savagely after him, and caught his foot in &
teailing root, and went with a crogh to the ground.

Wun Lung waz not slow to take advantage of his chance,
Fear lent him wings, and he fairly flew into the wood. DBut
there waa a rostle in the thickets before him, and Purkisa was
calling out fiercely behind :

' Btop him, George ! Stop him, Seth! Aspy!™

Two burly forms loomad up in the gloom, tllnd 54 unlLung.
whio was running right towards them, stopped in utter dismay.

The heavy hand of Seth Ives grasped his shoulder.

* It"s the Chinese brat ! ™ .

Wun Lung shivered in the ruffian’s powerful grasp. With all
his wilinegs, all his euteness, he was caught now. Even his
ju-jitsn was little likely to avail him against 8o bulky on
antagonist ; but the desperate Orviental tried it. e scemed to
eurl round the reflian who held him, and one of Seth Ives's legs
was swent from under him. With an oath, the ruffion recled
over and erashed to the ground. . i

Hr was atill graaping Won Lung, and the little Chinee strove
in vain to tear himaslf loose. He might have succeeded, bub
Black George's grasp wad quickly upon him.

* Keep atill, yon confornded c¢el,” growled the poacher.

Purkiss cane panting up. He promptly twisted his hand
into Wun Lung'a pigtail, and the Chinee was a helplesa prisoner.

Beth Ivea st red to his feet. There was a wvery ugly
expression upen the poacher’s stubbly iface.

¥Yun Lung stood palpitating in the grasp of the ruffians,
like o acared rabbit, his I}ark eyes. turning from face to face in
terror.

The savage grin on Purkisa's festures boded the worst for him,
The ruffidn tightened hia grip, gritting his teeth.

* (ot him ! " he said, * Got him! This i3 the brat who
tricked me, and who dragged me over the ice on my back, with
the others laughing at mo. This is the brat.””

“ Only jokee,” pleaded Wun Lung. * Nicee jokee

Purkiss Iau%had pavagely.

* And now I'm going to joke with yvou,” he snarled.
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“Hold on,” asid Scth Ives. “ Hold on & minute, Purkiss.
What iz the brat doing out here at this time of the night "'

* 1 don’t know, or care, Give mo your eudgel, George 127

" Fool ! we muast know. Do you think it's likely he's out here
elome T 7 snarled Ives. ' It looks to mwe as if there's something

wrong."”

" Well, ask him then,” prowled Purkiss.

Seth Ives prasped the Chineze boy by the shoulder and drew
Wun Lung towards him, bhis evil eyea reading the frightened
little face.

“*Brat! Did you come out alone to-night ? "

i N‘:' ElaﬂN\-':,"q”

* Can't you apesk Engliah 1%

“ No savvey.”

* Have vou any frienda in the wood here 1™

* XNo savvy.”

Seth Ives shook him furionsly.

* Will you answer me '

Y No savey.”

“ He meana that he don't uwnderstand ; but he understands
wetl enouph if he ehoosss,"” said Seth Ives, with an cath. * We
Laven’t heard or seen anything of any others. The young fool
may have come out alone—perhapa for some lark.™

* Are you done with him '™

“ What are you going to do ' " asked Ives, abruptly.

Perking swung the heavy oaken eudgel into the air.

* Don't be a fool, Purkiss, He will tell tales.”

* He won't be able to when I'm done with him."

* Ara you mad t*  You're not going to——""

I'urkiss laughed scoffingly.

“No, I'm not ! 1'm looking after my neck. But he won't
=+l Lales after what T ahall give him, all the same.”

“ Don't go toao far, that's all,”” snid Sath Ives, uneasily. * And
laok here, you can do it by yoursclf. I'!l have no hand in it.”

“Nor 1,7 anid Block Gleorgo.

“ Go. then. Do you think I care.  T'm going to amash him ! "

Wun Lung trembled. The deadly purpose in the ruftian’s
eyes wad not to be mistaken. He did not intend to take the
boy's life—his coward nature stopped him at thet. But o
wvage beating, which might leave the boy a eripple or an idiot
for fe— that was what was in the mind of tho brute.

Wun Lung's eyeas wore fixed upon the willain, watching his
every movement, ‘The Chinese boy's brain worked rapidly.

Seth Ives and Black George, after & moment or two's hesi-
tation, plunged into the wood, leaving Purkiss alone with his
vietim. The ruffian, with & ferocious prin, swung the cudgel
into the air.

Wun Lung dodged under his upraissd arm, and caught him
vound the body. The next moment urkias went with a crash
to the ground, with the little Chince on top.

“* Helpea ! Helpwe 1

Wun Lung shrieked out the appeal, and hig voice rang with
g thousand echoes through the ailent glades of tho wood.

Thers was o shout from the distance.

Purkiss was grinding hia teeth. He atrupgled » and the
Chinge was unable to prevent him, but he clung erately
to his burly foe, and still every moment his shrieks: for help
vang thraugh the wood. Purkisa wes calling to his associates,
but they seemed in no hurry to come to his aid.

* You brat ! ™ Purkisa seemed to grind thé words through his
teodly, ** I'11 kill you !t ™

" Helpes 1V

A shout rang in the wood § closer now.  The Greyfriars chums
were tearing to the rescue, crashing through bush and briar.

* Helpes t ™

“ Foal, can’t you mannge e brat ulone,” hissed Seth Ives, as
he eame up, snd grasped the Chinese boy. " Hark ! what ia
that * ™

Purkiss did not reply. He awmad o blow at Wan Lung, but he
had dropped his weapon in the struggle, and the Chinee dodged
tiwe ﬁtﬁm;kﬂd fint. _

From the thickets o couple of running figurea burat, and Harry,
Wharton and Bob Cheryy hurled themselves npon the poachera,

Blaek George fled through the thickets, bub Ives and Purkiss
find no chance.

Ivea let go Waon Lung, but as he did so Harry's cudgel erashed
upon the side of his héad, and he dropped hali-stunned to the

onntd.

Eanb Cherry aimed s hasty blow at Turkiss, which the villain
dodged, and the next second they were at close quarters.
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Bob Cherry went down hewvily in the grasp of the ruffian,
but Wun Lung was gripping Purkiss the next moment,
between them the two juniors kept him buay. Seth Ivea
staggered holf to his feet, but & swinging blow from Harry’s
weapon sent him crashing down again.

Nugent was on the scene by this tinto. There wos & bump
as he hurled bimself upon Seth Ives, and crushed him down
into the award. There was a low growl os o bull dog aliot paat,
and tore away on the track of Black George.

Hurree Singh and Haozeldenme came panting up, and the
poachers found themselves now hopeiessly outnumbered.

They fought deaperately, and hard blows were piven and
taken on both sides ; but numbers told, and the fortune of war
favoured the chums of Greyfriars. In five minutes or leas Seth
Tves and Purkisa were prisoners, their arms sceured behind thefz
backs with their own balts.

They lay panting and cumsing in the frozen grass, and the
junfors were panting too with their exertions. From the diree-
tion Black George had taken came a tervified yoll and the snarl-
ingof a Bob Cherry gave a shout of delight.

“ Fanga has qgat him 1™ i i -

Harry and Nugent hurried in the dircetion of the snapping.
The poscher had fallen wpon hia face, and the bull dog wns
standing growling just Lehind his cars.  Black George wes
palpitating with terror, and dared not move on his life,

“ Good old Fongs!" eried Harry, patting the bull dog's
maszive head. *° Collar the rascal, Frank !"

Black George was promptly secured, His arms were bound
behind him, and he was dragged back to where the othera had
been captured. The juniors wera in high glee now, and Wun
Lung waa prinning from ear to ear.  Save for a few bruises, they
were not hurt, and the expedition had been a sueccess ! The
poachors were captured ! .

“You've had 8 narrow eacape, Wun Tung,'" said Harry,
patting the Chinese junior on the shoulder, *' but all’s well thad
enda well.” :

* The wellfulnesa of the end is terrific.”

“ e alleo light,” murmured Wun Lung. " Me tinkes poaches
go plison, ﬂ:lent-g good.” .

“ They'll be in prison before down,” snid Harry grimly.

Seth Tves and ]?urkiss and Black George, with their arms
bound and the grasp of the juniors upon them, were compelled
to mareh back to the spot where the Groyfriars chuma had left
their first prisoner tied to the tree. He was released, and tied
arm to arm with Purkiss, and then the captured poachers were
marched to the Lodge. On the way they tried pleading, threat-
enihg, and cursing, all in vain-—their captors were not io ba
moved. They arrived at the Lodge, and Harry Wharton
knocked up Harper, the head keeper.  The keeper's amazement
at the sight of the poachers was great ; but it was increased when
Harry coneisely explained to him what had happened. coloncl

* Maater Harry ! ™ ¢d the keeper, ** what will the colone
aay ¥ Il call some ngfﬂ?il'fu men to take thess scoundrels l:!n the
lock-up, and yon young gents had better go back to bed.

Now that the oxcitemnent waa over, the chums were conscious
of the fact that they were tired and sleepy. The keeper’s advice
was too good not to be taken; and a few iminutes later the

uniors were climbing in at the window, to sleep the sleep of the
juat till the morning.

L 3 - L] +* L] ¥ L 3 L}

Colonel Wharton'’s amazement at the news he received in the
morming was greatb. He could harcdly cvedit it at fimst, but the
gight of the gang of poachers in custody convinced him. He
was a little angry with the boys for running such a risk without
his' knowledge ; but his eatisfection at their succes waa une
bounded.

It was the last adventure of that eventful heliday, but the
bovs enjoyed a time during the remainder of the vacation
which they agreed in deseribing as ‘' ripping,” & description
with whiclh Marjorie fully concurred. And the time to return
to Greyfrism came all too soon !
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READ THIS FIRST,

On the death of his father, fack Dashwood finds to his
astonizhmentthat he has been practically disinherited in
fayour of his Uncle Dominie attcP Cousin Leonard., He cons
gequently enlists in the 25th Hussars, under the name of
Tom Howard, end soon beécomes a corporal, Unfortunately
for Jack, however, his Conpsin Leonard is attached to the
25th as second lleutenant, and, with the aid of a bullyin
trooper named Sligo, sncceeds In getting Jack deprived o
his stripes. Dominic Dashwood's death occurs just as the
25th are sailing for India. On their arrival there, Leonard
transfers inmto the Plogghshires, while Jack is scon
reinstated favourite, and becomes once more full corporal.
A frontier war brenks out, and the 25th receive orders to
mobilise for the front. S5ligo is bribed.by Dashwood to drug
Tom kHoward onc :?ht while the young corporal is on
Piﬁuﬂ dm% Tom falls aslecp at his post and is told that

n doue time he will be ¢court-martialled. In the meantime,
Tom, with Bill Sloggett, is told off to nmmlgaanf a party of
sappers who are to blow up an old ruin, In the underyround
Es&ngts of which & number of Pathans are lorking.

coming impatient of delay, Tom and Bill enter the
E:Hﬂﬂﬂﬁ: unaware that twe eqgually impaticnt Dengal
neers have preceded them, and lose their bearings.
In the course of their wanderings underground, the two
Hussars meet the two mative cavalrymen, and the four
oin forces to resist the attack of the fribesmen, Hemmed

o the angle of a wall, they are in a tight place, and one

of the mn“r?{ a duffardar; gives a shout of waraing, as

be rca half-a=dozen of the Pathans run back to their fire
angd plck np their rifles.

fNow go on with the atory.)

How Leonard Dashwood Jolned a Search-Party and Found
Something He Did Not Expect.

We're lost 1" said the duffardar, reeling as a tulwar clefi
his left arm almost to the bone; but the ilext moment hia
ory changed to one of delight, for he had staggered into an
opening which they had not noticed before, and the duffardar
saved himself by a miracle-from tripping over a stone stair.

o nCPI sahibs—up! Thiz way, Bolar Din!"”

And, making a last desperate cffort to cover the retreat,
the duffardar sprang forward with a circular eweep of his
keen blade. The sowar had joined them, and he and the
Hussars sprang up the staircase, the duffardar retiving step
by step ns o roar of disappainted rage burst from the
FPathans' lips. And then the nllmar.ly hali-expected happened.

A curigus, distant rumble rolled through the vault, followed
by & terrific explosion. The superstitious tribesmen sprang

tumbling over each other, and erying aloud to Allah.
Ancther and another deafening erash rent the air, and the
pillars of the temnple rocked violently.

* They've fired the mine I eried Tom; but his words were
f‘rﬁwn&f in the sudden collapsz of the rooin they had just

As though some giant hand had just plucked those pillars
from their foundations, they bent and snapped like some
overstrained bow; roof and walls fell in upon the terrified
robela, and amid the choking elond of dust and smoke -that
filled thie air, the corporul and his comrades sank, stupefied,
apon the steps.

The Engineer captain had refired to the foot of the hill
with his party when they lit the fuse, and it was a truly
magnificent speetnele that greeted his eve. Following upon
the first hoom of the explosion, a dense black clold, many
z;sr&s wide, rose hizh up into the sky, spreading out like the

p of un elm-tree in full foliage, and hurling debris far and
mxde. Yheo it bhad subsided, the ancient ruins on the hill
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top were seen to have collapsed into a shapeless mass, and
great wreaths of smoke poured out from among them.

The officer’s satisfaction was considerably damped the next
moment, as four Bengal Lancers galloped up to him with
loud cries of consternation,

*“0Oh, !Iahlh‘, we did not know you were laying a mineg!”
they cried. * Two of our companions were within there !

““The «lickens thoy were!” exelnimed the eaptain.
“* That's uncommonly awkward!” He locked round for his
Hussar guides, but they were not to be seen, as the cordon
of Lancers came up one after another and formed up beside
the Engineers.

“Bound the ® assembiy,’ burler,”” he said. I made corlain
those follows had got out some other way!”

But there was no response to the bu fa-mtll, nnd the cap-
tain sirode up to the ruins, the rest following him.

Tho cxploston had done its work well, and the hill itself
hod subsided to the south, showing long, voloanic-like fissurag
radiating from the ruined temple like the spokes of a8 wheel

The eaptain bit hizs lip and tugoed st his moustache. It
was very unfortunate, but it could not be helped, and it was
something of a relicf when he heard the ery of ** Halt!”
behind him, and, turning round, saw a company of the
Floughshires that had been despatched, under the command
of Lieutenant Dashwood. The explosion had been so long
in coming that thoze in eamp had begun to fear that tho little
party ha<l been cut off.

Dashwood halted his men and joined the eaptain,

“ DBy gad, you've made o pretty mess of it!” he said,
fixing his eyeglass and looking at the shatlered walls, where
he and his company had experieaced so exciting an
adventure,

“ ¥es; that's not the worst of it "' said the ta}ri:ain, glad
to have a white man to confide in. * Unfortunately a couple
of those confounded Bengal Lancers have been poking their
noses whare they had no business to be, and I'm alraid
they're done for. And it does not end there, either for a
corporal of Hussars and o trooper acted ns my guide here,
and I'm sorry to say they're in there, too.”"

Leonawd Dushwood's eves contracted, and he swallowed &
great lump that had risen in his throat.

“Wheo's the corporal? he said. " You know I was in
the 25th when I first joined.™

* Really " said the Eugineer, for the subject did not in-
tevest him. * His name was Howard, I belicve!”

And he strode forward and bent down to look into one
of the great, yawning cracks, with the faint hopt that he
might dizeover some trace of the missing men. He did not
ser the convulsion that worked in Dashwoeod's face, nor the
tightening of the fists. )

“ Is it possible—is it possible?” muttered the scoundrel,
" Jack Dashweood dead at last!™

“ If your fellows have got their epades with them, I think
wa had better dig away here. 1 sce something like a dead
nigger at the bottom of this cleft, and we might come across
the others.”

“ Seews to me handly worth the irouble,’” snid Leenarnd,
frowning. * Nothing could possibiy live inside that place
when vou Grod the trainl”

HI'm not geing back withount a thorough search!" replied
the officer sharply.

And ha gave the word to the Bengal Lancers to dismount,
and to his own men to come forward to the spot where he
gtood,

Fvery now and then from the interior of the pile of ruins
a dull crash would boom out us some huge fragment of the
shattersd masonry subsided. The Lancers spread over the
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hillside, searching diligently, and the Ploughshires, hearin
what had happened, got out their entrenching toole wit
considerable alacrity, and scon the hill was as busy as an
ant-heap, with men digging and furning the scil in every
direction.

Private Johnson made himeelf very aclive, remembering
kow the missing corporal had dashed in so bravely and fear-
leasly to their help, and with three or four men he started to
explore a long ravine in the hillpide strewn with fragpments
of broken stone, one of the far-reaching results of the
explosion.

Every now and then he sank knec-deep, and went warily,
for the foothold was wery precarious. Once their weight
caused & mimic landshp, and they all rolled, embedded in
the sand, some thirty yards down the hillside. But Private
Johnson was persistent, and was at length rewarded in a
very singular manner,

He had Etm?’glﬁd o few paces ahead of his companions,
helping himself up the steep side of the cleft with the butt
of his rifle, when the man behind him sprang back with a
ghout. Private Johnson, without any warning, had suddenly
disappeared fromn view, vanighing utterly and entirely, and
the ground whercon he hud stood subsided with him, The
sfartled men gothered together and peered over the edge
of what was now a cu:_}-shapad depression, with a gapin
hoic at the bottom of it. Their szhouts brought Leonar
Dazhwood and the captain hurrying up, and they were told
m excited voices what had happened.

" Bring some tackle heral” shouted the Enginecr captain,
“I am going down into that place!”

“Tt'e useloss,” said Dashweood, biting his lips. * The
man must be smothered with all the weight of that sand.”

“ That's what T .u.!'l:'ldg(:iﬂg to find out,” said the captain.

And when they had brought ropes, he made a noose at
the end of one, slipped his arms through it, and they lowered
him down the eraier side. The hole at the bottom enlarged
considerably as he reached the edos of it
M Bteady now ! he ealled back, * And when I tug three
times on the rope, haul it up.”

The next moement he had passed out of sight, and the rope
continued to pay out to the lengih of about four yards.

Like the crowd at the pit-brow when the rescue-party had
i'mm' down the shaft, the Ploughshires and Lancers and
ingineers crowded reund the edge of the circular cavity,
hardly daring to move, lest they sheould precipitate more
sand and stones on the plucky man below.

Then, after an age of waiting, as it secmed,. three tugs
wers given on the rope, and, with a * Heave ho!” they
hauled up carefully.

The crumpled turban of Duffardar Lolah Singh suddenly
appeared, and as they dragged him towards them, a
grm on his face, he left a preal smear of bloed on the sand
from_ his wounded arm, His face was ghastly pale, and he
couldl not speak; but he pointed down again with an
mipatient gesture of his hand, and they lowered the rope
with all specd. Bolar Din was 1he next to come up, grioning
like a monkey, and he began a voluble explanation to his
comrades, which was as Greek to the Pl-:mg, shire bﬂ{‘ﬁ

" Down with her "' eried tha sergeant. I'vea a jolly good
mind to po mysalf smd give the eaptain 2 hand 1™

“* Hold hard!” cried Leonarnd Dashwood. And before they
knew what he was about, he had snatched the noose from
the sergeant’s hands, and was sliding down the bank. That
all the missing en should have been discovered at one place
was too wildly improbable; and, partly with a view to help-
ing the captain, and partly fromn curiosity to peep into the
hidden mysteries below, Leonard had acted on a sudden
impulse, and now found himself on the edge of & hole, with
the sand sliding past him, and disappearing in a cascade
through the opening.

“ Look out, Burrows,” he called; ** I'm coming down I

i Btay where vou are—stay where yvou are!” came the
roply, in g muffied tone. * llang on to the rope, and pive
o lhumﬂ i

An arm in khaki streiched up out of the darkness, and
Leonard, digging his heel into the loose earth, seized hold
of it, and felt the fingers grasp his own with a tremendous
pressure, He cast his eyes to the top of the bank, and
shouted to the men fo haul. The rope tightened, and he
jerked a dishevelled fgure into view.

“Well, I hope you are satished,” he said. " You've found
your two men——"

And then the words died away in his throat, for it was
pot the captain who steod before him, but Jack Dashwood,
who, when he had secured his footing, let go of his cousin’s
hand, and laughed strangely.

"You don's seemn very pleased to see me,” he said,
rr.*nhng, “I believe if you'd known who it was, you would
have dropped me back into that abyss again®

“ ¥ou never said a truer word in your life!” hizsed Leonard
Dashwood, glaring at him with malevelent hzte. * Hang
you, I thought I was rid of you this time "
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A Most Remarkable 1mscovery.

The fates were decidedly unkind to Tmﬂﬂ Alf 8ligo,
who had gone down to the base hospital with & wound, it
is true; but hiz main object was to get away from the fight-
ing, and have a good time,

To his disgust, his wound healed with astonishing rapidity,
and in something less than a week the medical officer dis-
charged him as fit to rejoin his regiment,

And though B8ligo pleaded internal pains, snd certainly
looked the pieture of dejection, the M.O. had seen that sort
of thing before, and would have none of it.

There were half a dozen other convalescents, all sz eager
to get to the front again a5 Slipo was the reverse, and as &
convoy of ammunition was going up to the front under the
escort of some Bengal Lancers, Shgo and his coroprnions were
warnec that they would go with 1t.

On the morning of their departure, while the sowars were
saddling up, and Bligo stood frowning at the tents of the
base hospital, the mail came in from home, and after they
had picked out the letters for the hospital, it was arranged
that the convoy should earry the rest up to the field force for
distribution to their rightful owners.

“ Here, you," said the orderly-sergeant, beckoning to Alf
Bligo, “ thers are twenty letters for the 26th. You can stick
them in your pocket, and hand them round when you get up
there. Your name's 8ligo, isn’t 167"

“Yus 1" szaid Bligo, stretching out his hand.

“Well, there's one for you, anyway."

Sligo snatched at the packet, and, running his eye greedily
through it, picked out his ¢own letter, and gave a little ex-
clamation of disgust, as he saw the shaky scrawl of his wife,

* More grousing, I suppose. Haven't zent her any money.
Usual thing, I bet!” he grumbled, tearing open tﬁa flimey
envelope, as the orderly-sergeant went back to his tent.
* Hallo, ‘Dashwood’!” exclaimed S8lipo, eatching sight of
the famtliar name. ** What's all this mﬁut?”

It was a pathetio little epistle, badly written, and worce
spelt. It told a tale of neglect and poverty—how the baby
had died, which was, of course, a blesﬁin%

Mrz. Bligo had fallen upon evil times, but of late her luck
had turned. She had got work as a cleaner of offices, and
for the first time in her life she was living in a respectable
house, where she had made a friend.

The name of Sergeant Hogan did not, at first sight. mean
anything to Zligo, but as he read on he found that the old
soldier was going to play a very important part in the for-
tunes of several people of his acquaintance.

We will not give Mra. Blige's letter in her own words
They were ill-chosen, and would be diffcult to follow; but
the gist of her leiter was this;

Her work had led her to a certain set of offices in Linooln's
Ion Fields, formerly occupied by Mr. Dominie Dashwood,

The firm had changed. New clerks bent over papers. new
principals interviewed elients in the panelled rcom with the
green-baize door; but the old furniture still remained there,
and in the corner stood the iron safe that hed contained
Dominie Dashwood’s most precions papers and documents.

The safe stcod on four feet, which raised it gbout four
inches from the floor, and Mrs. 8lige, being 2 conscleutious
little body, had raked out the dust of ages from beneath it—
& thing undreamed of by previous generations of charwomen.

While so doing, she had brought to light & paper dis-
coloured with dirt and exposure, and had read it by the
light of the candle that stood beside her peil

To the ordinary mind it would have represented nothing.
Most women would have placed it in the dustpan, and from
thenee to the rubbish heap; but upon the paper the name of
Dashwood caught Mra Bligo's eyes, and as she read a cold
tremor scized her.

Some thres monthe before, a grey-moustached, straight-
backed old soldier had taken & room in the tenement house,
where Mrs. Sligo laid her weary head at night—an old man
with an abrupt military manncr, and & pair of bright eyes
that always seemed to be searching for something.

“ That's too heavy for yo. Let me give Fe & hand, young
womean,’”’ Sergeant Hogan had said, surprising the frail little
woman struggling upstairs with a huge bucket of eval and
a bad cough.

And he had earried it up to her room for her, and set it
down on the floor with a crash, and casting those curioua
eyes of his about him, as was his wont, had seen a faded
photograph on the mantelpiece, about the only ornament the
room contained, if, indeed, Alf Sligo's presentment could be
termed an ornament.

“¥ou know someone in the Hussare!’ said the sergeant
sharply.
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“That's my ’usband, sir,”” said Mra. Sligo. “*He's in
India with the 25th."” A

"}"l.;!:,at!" exclairaed Hogan, “That's my own regi-
ment ! ™

And there and then hegan a strange friendship between
the Irish sergeant and the little Cockney office-cleaner,
whose room, bare and comilortless as it was, was always
noat and (idy. ' ‘

The reason of Sergeant Hopan's appearance in the neigh-
bourhood of Clare Market needs a word of axp]nrrsut-ign.
In his comfortable guariers at Vivian Towers. the old man
had brooded over the rascality of his late master's brother
and the gross injustice that had driven Master Jack into
the ranks uantil he could stand it no longer.

Ie felt it incumbent upon himsalf to got to the bottom
of the mystery, if it wore posaible, and in spite of all
protests from Dick Vivian's fathor, Horan packed lua

worldly belongings in an old kit-bag one November morn-

ing and came to Londen, with no actual plan, but a very
el purpese in his mind. i

For six months he had haunted the neighbourhood of
Lincoln's Inn Ficlds, found out the haunts and habits of the
varions clerks who had been in Dominic Dashwood's employ,
followed them. watched them, got into conversation with
eome, was snubbed by severnl, and discoversd nothing.

He was alone in London, and there was none with
whant he could discusz the question that had berome a
mania with him, until Fate threw 3es, Sligo across his
path, with very astonishing resulte.

He Lold her o good deal. and spake mysteriously about a
mibsing paper that meant evervihing to that kindly voung
corporal who had befricnded her when the regiment had
left for India, and that was why, when Mrs. 8ligo poked
the dust and Auff from loneath the anfe with the handls
of her feather brush, and saw the name of Dashwood on
the paper she had unearthed, she folded it very carefully,
and praced it in her pocket with her latehkey.

“1Sﬂrgennt Hogan,” said Mrs. Sligo, warlaying the o'd
soliier on fhe staircase of the tonomont-housa, I have
found something.™

"I'm very glad o hear if, my dear. [ hope it's halfa-
erown, for your sake.”

“It's nothing to do with me,” said Mrs. Sligo. *It's a
paper that's bwen lving undor the safe in the ofice T clean
the room rthat Mr. Dashwood used to have™

“Heavens!" exclaimed Sergeant Hogun, his gnarled and
knotted face growing suddenly white,

And as he took the paper from her hand and grasped the

banisters, he muttered a silent praver—the fiest that had
patsed hiz lip: for forty

is writing all about it by this mail, and T would not be in

Mr. Leonard Dashwood's shoes for somcthing when his
cousin gels the letter.'”

How Leonard Dashwood Allowed His Anger to Get the
Betier of His Judgment, and Most Unwisely Kicked
All Sligo Out.

“Halt! Dismizs!" And Leonard Dashwood, gefiing rid
of his company thus suramarily, stalked off to his tent in a
very uwnenviable [rame of mind. His hopes had been raissd
for a moment sky-high, only to be dashed to earth again.

‘Th{: expression on his face was ene of such sullon, vin-
dictive anger that moce thon one man noticed it as ho
passed hin,

On the principle that misfortunes never come singly.
Leonard Dashwood was to have his feelings still Further
ruffled before the day eame to an end, for the convos.
having come chrough without let or hindrance, reached tho
camp Dbofore noon on (hat day, and Alf Bligo presenied
himself with a strange mixture of inzolence and exeitemont
in his bearing.

* Letbers for vou, eic,” he snid, as Dashwood looked upt.

There had been a couple in the mail, and these Slive
handed to the lientenant. They were both bills, as it Lup-
pened, and after he had toen them open, Leonard locke
up, te find with some annorvance, that Sligo still stocd in
the doorway of the tent.

“ What the dickens nre you waiting for? Why don’t you
clear off*" asked Leonard ansgrily.

“I was thinkin',”” =aid Alf Sligo, determined to make the
most of 1, *1hat perhaps I've got ancther letter you mizht
Jike to sce. It's a letter from my missus.”

“What the dickens have T got to do with your missus?
Youa've coma. back mere insolent than ever! OGo lo vowr
owi lines, or T'll have you taken there pretty quickly!™

“ ¥ou won't do no such thing!™ said A Sligo, grinning.
“ Read this. They've found the missing paper!”

“ Mizsing paper? What do vou mean?”

-But at the same time n dewdly ¢hill struck Leonsrd's
‘:marlh and beads of porspiration cozed out upon his fore-
e,

“ Wiy, the paper that 8ir John Dashwood has been lock-
ing for all this time—Corporal Sir Tomn "Oward John Dash

YEars,

“1I'm not well,” he said
hearsely. “° I must sit down,”

And he tottered upstairs
1o his own room, Mrs. Sligo
following him, very much
alormed, and overing
about the door.

The sargeant groped blindly
for the condlestick, spiiled

“BRITAIN INVADED 1"

A/ MZ M e
at his
working,

wood.  That's  what
mean

Leonard snatched the letter
=5 PERSET, from  him, apd hurried
through its rambling con-
tents, Ile read them throush
4 second time, and then sut
ooking down at the ground,
and his fingers
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the matches on to the foor,
and swore 1n Hincustani, At
bast, however, he got a light,
and pldoed the paper on the

The Editor, " MAGNET" Library
‘.E:!E'B. Buouverle Streel, Fleel Strect,
Lotdon, will be glad to hear from you,

it sie,”  said  Bligo,
hugely enjoying the joke.

“Thought you'd like to
I see
Dashwood recovered him-

table, his hands tmmbligg
too violently to held it; a

then there rang a  shout
through that squalid build-

ing{)_ that brought its in-
habitants running to their
doors.

“1've found ut—I've
found wui!" eried Hopan.
“{Oh, I wish that bluck-
hearted  villain  Dominic | &
Dashwood were alive! The
mortgage was paid az I
knew it was, and here's the
lnwwer’s signalure to the

Tacaipt.”
“And 80, wrote Mrs.
Bligo, " Corporal Howard iz

raally Sir fghn Dashwood,

and A, Leonard descrves
to be han for his
wickedness, rgeant Hogan g
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“Whal the dickens do vou
think it's got ta do with
me?’ he =zaid, rather
lamely.

'"l'-}h, ‘ere, T say, stow it!
What do I think you sent
him ashore at Port Said
for? Why did you give me
that little bottle to pour into
hiz canteon?  Answer me
those guestions, and then I'll
ask yer same othér ones™

“If you want a dickens of
a thrashing, vou're in :he
right way to gef it!" said
Leonard threateningly.
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