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THE FIRST CHAPTER,
No Chance for DRunter.

i HARTON! I sax, Whay-

ton,*hold on o minuke ™

M Cun't stop o second,

Billy I said  Harry

Wharton, the captain of the

Remove ot Greyiviars, “I've pgot

to get to the football committee
meating.’”

“But, I say——"

lt's at seven, and it'a three
minutes to now."

“ Yeu, but it’a importanf——""

“Hlorry: can't stop!”

And Harry Wharlon ran on,
leaving  Billy Bunter blinkin
giter him indignantly tht-wgﬁ
hia  big  spectacles. Wharton
dimpg&arad along the Upper
‘Fourth passage, and Bunter was
still blinking after him, when
Bob Cherry came along with huge strides, and walked
right into the fat junior.

" Hallo, halle, hallo!™ exclpimed Bob Cheorrv, “ What
are you getting in the way for, you ass? ™ =

Bunter ctaggered agninst the wall, and gasped.

' ‘Oh, really, Cherry, kold on a minute! L want to speak
0 yOou—

" Can't stop. Got to attend the mecting of the foothall

O e, but T I say, CI D
es, but I say-—1 say, Cherry—— Dear me, he' ne '’

Bob é_hnrr:r h:—l};l ﬂiﬂ{l{l[}&ﬂ?ﬁ'd.‘ b8 S

“Ill jolly well follow thew, answar!” grunted RBilly
Bunter. “I'm not going to have "an’ important uater
shelved like thiz. They might have asked me to the com-
mitteo meeting—— Hullo, Bulstrode! ™

“Ib isn't Bulstrode, ass!”™ said Frank Nugent, “ And
what ¢ re you blocking up the passage for, porpoise? ™

“1loid on & minute! I want to speak to you——""

"Can't stop. I'm going to the committee meeting——

“But it's about the football T want to speak.™

* Well, you can epeak about it if youn like. but there's no
necd for me to stay here and listen. Good-bye!™

And Nugent eluded the fat junior, and hurried on.

“Well, of all th> beasts! "™ murmured Billy Bunter. in
- utter disgust, * I can only suppose that ther have seen e
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JBunlers Uengeance

P
ERb oL

FRANK  RIGHARDS.

at [ocler practica lately, and
know how 1 am coming on, und
are determinzd to make a seb
arainst me and keep me out of
the Form eleven. Hallo! Is
that you, Inkyi"

=1t i= my honourable self, my
worthy  chum?”’  said  Huorree
Jamset Ram Singh, the amiable
MNabob of DBhanipur. * But pray
do not cause me the delayfulness,
as I am expected at the august
mw’ein%r of the football coms
mittes.’

“Hold on o sccond! I wanted
to be present at the commitle-

Fk

maeting—— ; :
“The stopiulness s 1H-
possible—"

“ Just a minute! Where are
they holding the beastly meat-
ing !’ asked Bunter. * It is most
important for me to be present.”

“In the Honourable Dabney’s
gtudy," ssid Hurres Singh. “ But the presentfulness of the
estcemrad Bunter will be superfluous.™ .

And Hurree Singh twisted himself away from the [ak
junior, and ran. Bunter rubbed his little, fat nose with a
detcrmined expression, and started down the passage alter
the <usky junior. ]

The Remove Football Club usually held its meetings in
one of the Remove studies, but sincs the recent five at Grey-
frinra, the Remove quarters had not been rebuilt. The re-
building had commenced, but it was progressing slowly.
Meanwhile, the Removites had no guarters that they coukd
call their own. and Temple and Dabney of the Upper
Fourth had lent their study for the purpose of the com-
mittes meeling.

Bunter had nearly reached the study door, when g junior
came bolting along the passage. and ran into him and sont
him flying, It was Trevor of the Remove. He ran inlo
the study, and banfed the door, and Billy Bunter sat up
on the linoleum and gasped and blinked.

" Weoll, my word—— Owl”

Another juntor was racing aleng after Trevor. It was
Russell, also s committee-mah., and alse in a hurry. Seven
had just struck. Russell fell righl over the fat junior, and
gavo a vell,
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“What's that—ow !—you dummy? What do you mean by
ljing about in the middle of a dark passagal® ¥

“1—I—1'm sincerely sorry—m"~"

“ Well, that will make you sorrier!” eaid Russell; and,
having gained his feet, he bestowed a powerful kick upon
the plump form of Billy Bunter.

Bunter pave o yell, and rolled over on the linoleum, and
Ruesell grinned and disappeared into Dabney's study.
Billy Bunter slowly rose to his feet. His fat face was very
wrathiul.

“It's a eot against me in the football club,” he eaid aloud,
““that’s what it is. They know how I can play, and they're
determined to keep me out, I'm not the kind of fellow to
stand it."”

And Billy Bunter thumped at the door of Dabney's atudy.

;f o away!"” velled a voice within, ,

natend of going away, Bunter tried the handle, and the
door opened. Bix fsllows were seated round the table in
the etudy, and eix glarea of wrath were turned upon -the
fat junior.

“ Get out!?

“I won'tl I—=""

" We don’t want any ventriloguial entertainments now!”
bawled Bob Cherry. “ We don't want the latest thing in
hypnotiem. We don’t want te know anything about
&ﬁﬂ?ﬁ culture, and we're all against thought-reading.

1

“* Oh, really, Cherry——""

“Blide! "

*“ 1t 18 wery important that——""

Trevor jumped up and seized the poker. Bunter waa
outside the study in record time, and he banged the door
after him. In the passage he paused to think.

The fat junior was glowering with wrath. He felt that
he was being hardly treated. Bunter was an enthusiast in
many things, and though his enthueinsms were, as a rule,
shortlived, they were very strong while they lasted.

He had taken up many things in his time, and, as Bob
Cherry expressed it, "' made a muck of all of them."” Ven-
triloquiem had lasted the lonpest of wll, and, as o matter
of fact, Bunter liad a littlo gift that way, which had been
improved by incessant practice till ke was now a very fair
ventriloquist.

But, lika the youth in the fable who eried “ Wolf!" so
often wlhen thera was no wolf, and was not bhelieved when
the wolf really came, Bunter found it impossible to’ make
anybody believe in his ventriloguism,

él’éﬂ on the occasions when he had induced fellows to
listen to him, and had gwen s demonstration of his powers,
they declared that there was some trickery in it; and, un-
fortunately for Bunter, his reputation g3 s veracious pereen
did not stand high.

And so liust lately he had rather dropped ventriloquism,
and a8 all Greylriars was talking football, Bunter had
token that up.

He was about as good at football as he was at flying, but
he felt within himself the stuff of which first-class centre-
' lorwards are made,

Hence his determination to make his claims heard at the
mﬂﬂt:ﬁlj of the football committee of the Remove.

A Form match was about to take place between the
Remove and the ‘Upper Fourth. The rivalry was keen
betweon the iwo junmior Forms, and the Remove meant to
leave no stone unturned to uli off the vietory.

Bunter thought he could help, The trouble wae that he
ﬁouidn'fr_ fiud anybody in the Remove to agree with him on

18 IMt.

“ Blessed if I'm going to stand it!”’ he muttered, as he
stood -in tIhEuEMEEFG and heard the murmur of the voices
from the st within “For the sake ‘of the Form, I
ought to be played against Temple's team, and they've no
right to leave out a really gw-dp forward. I'll make them
listen to reason.'”’

And, with an extremely determined expression upon his
face, the fat junior reopened the door of the study,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Generous Offer Refused,
Hr‘lRRY WHARTON was speaking when the fat junior

came in. Wharton was looking eeriocus. The selec-

tion of the teamn to play the Upper Fourth was no

light task. There were various and conflicting elaims,
and it required a captain with a will of iron to keep
steadily in view the important point—that the team should
he & winning one. The young captain of the Bemove felt
his responsibility Leenly.

“It 1n’t only the licking, if we're lickad,” he eaid, * lLint
Temple, Dabney & Co. will crow. They'll say it was like
our cheek to challenge an Upper Form.,  We shall iocok like
a lot of cheeky youngsters who've pot what they dezerved.
1 icll you, kids, we've simply got to pull off this match.”

“Yes, rather! Hallo, ‘halle, hallo! There's that por
polse again! '’

“I say, you fellows——"

" Get out!™ ] .

“I've got something awfully imiportant to say on this

very question,’” said Bunter. * You ought to listen. I sup-
poce you want to beat ithe Upper Fourth?”
“Bunk!" . ] )
“Oh, let him speak!” said Wharton resignedly. * We'll

give you & hearing, Bunter; but buck up, before we lose
paticnce and chuck you cut!”

Bunter blinked reund upon the impatient assembly.

1 say, vou fellows, it's awlully important, you knowl
It's about the football match. ¥ou want the strongest team
Fou can get.”

“Of course we do. Buck up!” .

“1 ¢an't buck wp if you hurry me., It throws me into
confusion, You want the strongest team you can pet. At
guch a time as this, I don't think that any small jealousies
mi;lght. to be allowed to interfere with the selection of
players.’”

‘harton turned red.

* What do you mean, you young ass?”

“1 mean what I say., I1f there's a fellow in the Hemove
who can play footer rippingly, and hasn't had 2 chance
yot, he ought to be given a trial. I don’t think a team
cught 1o be spoiled because a chap isn't given a chanoe.
Of course, some present member would have to get out; bub
that can’t he helped.”

Harry Wharton looked thoughtful.

“ There's sométhing in what Dunter says,”” he remarked,
“1 think I know the chap he's alluding to, too. A chap
wha hasn't had a chanece yet.”

“That's 1t1’ said Dunter, beaming. " I'm glad to sce
you taking this in the right spirit, Wharton.”

“0Oh rata!” said Harry. “Of course I should make any
neceasary alteration in the team to improve it

“DBut it's your own place that would have to go, you
knew. Of course, you could play as a winger, You could
take Russell’'s place.”

“ Thank you!" eaid Russell.

“If the chap were botier than T am at centre-forward, he
could have the place, and welcome,” said Harry, “and I
am willing to leave it to the committes. But I hardly think
he's up to it. He used to play Rugger before he came to
Greyfriavs, and theugh he's picked up Boccer wonderfully
wall in a short time, I hardly know about putting him in
the front Tine in a mateh like this.'

“Eh? I don't quite make you out, Wharton. I never
played Rﬂlﬁﬂr in my life,”” said Bunter, blinking at the
junior football captain,

Wharton stared at him.

“Who said you did, duffer?™

“ Why, you were saying that—""

“J was speaking of Mark Linley, the chap from Lancas
ghire."”

“(h, I wasn't thinking of Linley. I was sugpesting
myeelf as centre-forward,” said Billy Bunter modestly.

The committea looked at him, ‘They seomed unable to
gredit their ears at first, but when t-ﬁuy_ﬂﬂnnned the fat
face of the Owl of the Remove, and realised that he was
in earnest, a roar of laughter went up that scemed to shake
the study walls.

“Ha, ha, ha!’

Bunter blinked round indignantly. :
flattering way to receive his valuable supgestion, but the
committee could not help it. They roared, and roared, and
roared again, -

“Ha, ha, ha!” velled Bob Cherry hysterically. - Bunty
as ﬂf}!treﬂfﬂnﬁardl We should have to roll him along! ™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

It certainly wasn'® &

SANDOW'S BOOK
FREE!

Just published, & new book showing how Sandow won
Health and Fame, beautifully illustrated, and explainin
how every man and woman can obtain robust health &
perfect development by exercise,

SPECIAL OFFER.

To every reader who writes at once a copy of this boolt
will be sent free.
Address: No. 18, SANDOW HALL, BURLEIGH STREET,
STRAND. LONDON, W.C.

ANOTHER COMPLETE SCHOOL TALE OF HARRY WHARTON & CO. NEXT TUESDAY,



“0h, really, you fellows—"'

“Ha, ha, ha!" sy e _

”;[j'm sincercly sorry to see this spirit of petty jealousy

“Ha, bha, hat'’ ] -

“Oh dear, oh dear!" gasped Harry Wharton, wiping
awny his toars. “I believe Bunter will be the death of
me vet!"

“ Look here, you fellows—"' _ _

““ Ho could get sixty pounds a week for doing these things
on the stoge,” murmured Nugent. *“ Why don’t you iry the
music-halls, Billy

“Tf you're going to refuse my offer— .

“Oh, we're going to accept it, of course!” said Trevor, * 1
ecan faney s team with a spectacled porpoise 4s centre-
forward !

“0f conrse, all tha fellows would have to be carcliul of my
glasspge——""

“Ha, ha, hat™

“T1f vou can't do anything better than cackle st my sug-

estions, this discussion had better cease,” said Bunter, with

ignity.

Emach better I'* agreed Bob Cherry. * Get out!™

“ Oh, really, Cherry—""

“ (3o and do some more ventriloguism, old chap. You're
less funny when you ventrilequise. Go and throw vour
voice out of windew—and if you throw yourself after it, so
much the better!" ) . )

“1 shall let all the Form know that this committee 13

overned by jealousy and favouritism,” said Billy Bunter.
“Unless I am given a trial, I shall dencunce this committee
to all Greylriars. I warn you.” .

“ Thanks for the warning. Now bunk!

““ I shall hold you up to the finger of scorn——o

*Travel ™

71 shall point out tha—-" .

“QOh, ring off ! said Harry, laughing. * Look here, we
can't play vou in the Form match, but I'lllbu;.r yOU & BUgAr
football at Mrs. Mimble's when the meeting’s over. Now
get out, old chap!™

“7 say, vou fellows——"

“* Chuck him out, Beb, and lock the door!”

Bob Cherry rose to his feat.

Bunter did not wait to be “chucked™ out; he left
hurriedly, awd Bob Cherry locled the door aftar him, Then
the committee went on with the mora sorious business of
the mesting.

Billy Bunter went down the passage with & wrathful
gountenanca.

“I'll jolly well make them sit up!"” he rr}urmu:fed. L
wish I hadn’t got out of practice at hypnotism—I'd hypno-
4 the lot of them and make “em squirm! By gum,
though, I can make 'em squirm another way!" :

Bunter sudde stopped. He remembered that he was a
ventriloquist, and he had already used his new powers suc-

fully. By imitsting Skinner’s voice, for example, he
ad brought about a  conilict between Skinner and
Bulstrode, and avenged a %t}nd many injuries on both of
them. What if he could play the same little game upon
the football eleven of the Remove? His eyes sparkled behind
hia big glasses at the thought. ]

Bulstrode still believed, in spite of evidence to the con-
trary, that it was Skinner who had **slanged ™ him through
a locked door, and Skinner had never been able to make
the matter out. Skinner was still bearing the traces of his
combat with Bulstroda, If the chums of the Remove could
be set by the ears in the same manner, Bunter would be
avengod indeed! _

Billy Bunter did not stop to reflect upon the mean side of
the scheme; he was feeling too deeply injured—and he
never did reflect upon any matter till it was too late.

“ My hat!” he muttored. ' Could I do it? I rather think
g0, With my wonderful abilities as a ventrilogquist, it will
be ns easy as falling out of bed. I'll jolly well make "em
squirm!"’

And Bunter stepped inte an empty class-room and began
to practise. It was very gloomy in the class-room in the
January evening, and very cold; but Dunter did not mind
that. He atarted, and hiz voice echoed eerily through the
ampty room.

He imitated tha clear, cultivated tones of ITarry Wharton
with marvellows facility, and it was undoubted that the fat
junior sad a gift that way. No ona would have imagmed
that it was Bunter speaking. When he came to imitating
Bobh Cherry's louder and decper tones his success was satill
more complete. He was still Frmtiaing when he caught a
sudden glow at the dark cnd of the class-room, and stopped
sucidenly.

“ My—my hat! What—what—" ‘ .

A face camo glimmering out of the darkness, glowing with
a strange phosphoroscent light. It was a curious face, with
a deathly white skin and the lips drawn hack, showing a
row of white tecth. No body wuas visible; nothing but the
face, and at that terrible face Bunter gazed spellbound.

L]
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Without & sound it advanced towards him, and the fa$
junior, with a sudden gasp of terror, turned and bolted from
the room.

He dashed along the passage at top speed, and did not
hear o voice call to him, and did not stop till an iron grip

wis laid on his collar.
“Ow!"” he gasped. *“The ghost—the g-g-g-ghost!
Leggo !

“Yon yvoung fool!” It was the hard, metallic voice ef
TIonides the Greek, the new Sixth-Former at Greyfriars, gnd
the -most unpopular senier there. ** You nearly ran inte
me! What do you mean by dashing along like that?”

“The ghost !

“"Tool! What are you drivelling about®"

But Ionides the Greek changed colour. Thoere was a vein
of superstition in his nature, and the junior’s terror was &0
genuing that it was evident that he hed seen something,

“The ghost!"” gaaped Bunter,

* Where—but where?"

* In the class-room—there !

Bunter wrenched himsclf away and ran. Ionides hesitated
a moment, and then strode along to the class-roem door, A
diminutive firure was coming towards him; it was that of
Wun Lung, the Chinese junior. Ionides glanced at him.

* Have you been in the class-room, hoyi"

H No savyy."

‘ Have you scen anything unusual here?™

“ No savvy.”

Wun Lung never ‘“‘savvied" when he didn't want te
answer. The senior aimed a blow at him which the Chince
dodged. The little Celestial scuttled off down the passage,
and Ionides hesitated at the door of the class-room.

But he did not enter.

He hesitated thore a few seconds, and then walked un-
easily away. Ionides the Greek was not of the stuff that
ghost-hunters are made.

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
The Eleven.

ULSTRODE was standing at the door of the junior
common-yoom when Billy Bonter came up, still look-
ing very scared from his strange experience in the
clasa-room. Bulstrode dropped his band upon Bunter's

shoulder, and the fat junior started '
“Ow! I wish you wouldn’t startle me like that, Skinner

—

“ Ass! Do you know where Wharton is?"

" Oh, is it you, Bulstrode?’ said Bunter, blinking at the
bully of the Remove. ' Yes, he's in Dabney’s study, at the
football committee-meeting. I say, Bulstrode—"'

But Bulstrede was walkin? away. A couple of minutes
later he was tapping at tha door -:-f} Dabney's study.

The foothall committee had finished their deliberations,
and Bob Cherry had unlocked the door. Ie was about to
opcn it when the ta.gac:a.n_u, and he stopped. He made a
sign to the others to be quiet,

“It's that fat villain again!” he muttered. * He hasn't
had enough yet. Don't make a row. Let him come in, and
I'll nab him.”

Bol caught up the inkpot from the table.

He was looking and feeling vengeful. He had had enough
interruptions from Bunter, and the cheek of the Ow! n
returning to the charge exasperated him.

““* The door opened, and Bulstrode put his head in,

“ 1 say-—~cooooch ! y c

The contents of the inkpot Bew in a stream at the intruder,

Bulstrode, suddenly converted inte a Christy Minstrel,
staggered back with a yell.

Boh Cherry burst into a roar of laughter.

““ Ha, ha, ha! Got him!” N \

H H;a., ha, ha[' shrieked Nugent. You've got the wrong
man '

“Eh? Whati"

‘“ It's Bulstrode!"

“ My only hat!” .

The football committee shrieked with laughter. _

Bulstrode glared into the study, nearly stultering with
rage. His furious face, strcaming with {)1&::!: ink, was a
curiows sight to see. :

" You—you—you beasts—-~" . 1

“Sorry "' gasped Bob Cherry. “ Quite a mistake! 1
thought it was tﬁat young ass Bunter bothering us again.”

“It's o lie!”

Bob Cherry turned very red. )

“ Oh, shut up!' he said. “I suppose you'ro feeling
rr.ther excited: but if you say that again, you'll get some-
thing besides ink on your chivvy, I warn you.” .

Bulstrode did not say it again., He did not feel liks

fighting just then. He mopped his facs with his hagd-
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kerehiof, reducing it very gquickly to an inky rag.  Baob
Cheryy pencrously offered his own to help, and Bulsirode
grabbed it, with a growl, and mopped away. His aspeet
when he was finished was peculiar, and the football cor-
mittee could not help grinning,

" I'm sorry,” said Bob Cherry again. 1 really thougls
it. was that fat young villain, and he's been interrupting us
bhefore. {_Tf course, wo werean't a‘xl}ectiug a vizit from any-
edy during a committes meecting.”’

Bulstrode sneercd savagely.

“OE course not!  Since Wharton has Leen at Grexvlriarvs,
he has stepped into my shoes in a good many wavs, and he
hne shifted me off the foothall committes.”

“0Oh, rats!" said Wharton, "I was elected foathall
captain by the whole Form, and that's an old storv, too.
W]ha.r. are youw raking it t'llJ again for? And yvou doo’t go
in much for footer, either.’

“* That's what I came here to speak about,” said Bulsivode.
“ Last term I was shifted out of the commilive and ont of
the team. T mean to play the game this term. I you don’t
imtcend to go_ by favouritism this time, I ought to have a
chanee.™

“ You can have as much chance ns the rest; stick atl the
praciice, and if you're better than a membe- of the tean,
you take his place for the matches.” _

“That's all very well; but it’s pretty well knewn that
you always look aﬁ'&-r your own friends first.”

Wharton's eyes gleamed.

“If you camo here for a row, Bulstrode. you'd belier
sy 5o out plainly, If not, what do you want?"

“ T want my old place in the team. You can say what
ou like, but you know jolly well my footer is all right.

um'afﬂ;”m: place, to play the Upper Fourth at ithe Forin
mateh.

Wharlon shoolk his head.

“ That's impossible. You miﬁht have o chance for the
next mateh, but the eleven for the Form match oo Saturday
e made up.” 3

*1 pucased nz wuch,” said Bulstrode,
“ Well, there'll be trouble.” .

Wharton shrugeed his shoulders. Bulstrode stood aside,
etill scowling, while the members of the foothall committee
Weft the study., Wharton went downstairs to put up ino
notice on the }i'.mard. :

The Remove were all curious to know who would he
plaving in the Form match, and Wharton had promised to
put up tho list when the comunittce had decided upon the
matter.

There wae soon a goodly crowd round the notice-board,
veading the names of the list of players selected for 1he
Form mateh.

The hist ran as follows: ;

Hazeldene; Trevor, Morgan; Desmond Russell, Jones;
Cherry, Nugent, Wharton, Hurree Jamsct Ham Singh,
Opilvy.

& Fﬁith. and it's a good team intirely!” said Micky
Desmond, as he read over the names. " Bure, and it
E-n1jt1Tlr.|n'1.' be improved, unlesd O'Rourke and Clancy were put
n.

“ Rotten !™ said 8kioner. ** Why, my name isn't there!™

* Faith, and did ye expect it to boi” _

“ Ricieulons " said Stott. ** Now, yvoua [ellows kpow the
kivd of half I am——"’

“Yes, rather, we do!" said Hazeldene., ** Wharton knows
i, 1oo--that's why he left you off tho list!"” _

* You needn’t jaw, you can't play for tofice! It's only
because of your sister that Wharton has shoved you in as
goalkeeper.”

- Huts!"" said Hazeldene cheerfully.

“It's true! If Marjorie were my sister, Wharton would
have asked me to play at centre-half " snapped Siott.

A prip was laid on Stoit’s collar, and he was jerked hack.
He whirled round, to find himsclf looking at Hervy
Wharton, whose eves were flashing.

* Will you come into the gym, Stott? asked Harry.

“xonao, Why!”

" To put tha gloves on.”

1 don’t want to put the gloves on with yvou, Wharton.™

" Then without iﬂvﬂs.” saidl Wharton, I heard what
v wore saving to Hazeldene”

It was only a-a-a-a-a-a joke,”” stammerved Stoit,

Marry laughed scornfully.

" Yery well; if you like to eat vour words, deo =0, COnly
if von make any more jokes like that, you won’t have any
choice nhout backing them up with your fiets, that’s all.”

ANSWERS

with a scowl

Aund Stott went away scowling, Ile was not the only
maleontent. Skinner and Lacey hoth considercd that they
ought to have heen plaved, and they joined Bulsirode in
forming the opposition.

Buit ﬁn rry cared little for the opposition. e was backed
by the majority of the Form; and if opinion went agoinst
him. he was always ready to resign.  But the Remove knew
well eoough that they would never get a better foothall
capialn,

—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Real Thing at Last,
‘v BAY. you fellows——"

I Bulstrode, Btott, Skinver, and a couple of othee
Femovites were talking in a corner of the common-
ooy when Billy Bunter came up. He had to speak

reveral {imes beforo Bulstrode turned his head, with an
mipatient grunt, and glared at him. Bulstrode hod washed
the ik off his face, but there were still traces of it round his
cars and the roote of his hair.

*Cut!” he exclaimed angrily.

“But I say, I want to speak to you. It'z about ihe
fcothall. Bome of tha fellows in the Remove think there’s
o Jolly lot of favouritism goes on,” said Bunter,

“Bo there is," said Bulstrode more amiably. He was
glad to get & new backer, though Bunter certainly wasn’t
of much account in the Form. * Wharton shoves in his own
fricnds, and leaves us out. That's perfectly well known.”

** 1 eay, you fellows, are you going to stand it? 1t's jolly
lain to everybody that there’s a better centre-forward to
bo found than Wharton, and the way he sticks to the place
158 simply rotten!”

“1 don't know,” said Bulstrede., “ 1" not saying that
I'm a beiter centre-forward than Wharton, I could fake
the place quite as well, or I could play inside-right.””

“I-T wasn’t speaking of you, Bulstrode. I was speaking
of myself."

Bulstrode stared at him.

“ Off vour rocker?™ he asked.

“ Oh, really, Bulstrode—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked Skinner, *'Fancy Bunty playing
football! It would beat his physical culture and his hypno-
tism hollow! My word! Bunter plaving footer would make
the fortune of & cinematograph merchant.”

“* Ha, ha, ha!l?

“Oh, really, Skinner! I'm sorry to seo this spirit ¢f
peity jealousy all ever the Form. I'm practically not on
epesking terms with Wharten and his lot now, on account of
their jealousy of my form as a {oothaller.™

" Oh, don’t, Bunter! It's rough on a chap's ribs!”

“1 was thinking,” said Bunter, glowering angrily, of
f{irrmmﬁ an opposition, and putting those cﬁam in their
places,

* Then what will yoa do for feeds? asked Skinner,
grinning.

“I'm sinecrely sorry to see that you regard me as capable
of being actuated by mercenary motives,” said Bunter, with
dignity. “Of course, I haven't thought of that at all.
Hesides, since our study was burnt down, we haven't had
auy study feeds. We have to take tea in Hall. We can't
cook anything anywhere, and Ionides cut up awfully rusty
when I cooked a feed in his study. Until the Remove studies
ure rebuilt, there won’t be any more study feeds,”

: Dh’!. That asccounts for your disinterestedness, of
CONLTSC,

" As o matter of fact, I'm in want of a good feed now,”
said Bunter pathetically, *'I'm of a delicate constituiion,
and 1 only keep mysell going by taking plenty of nourishing
food, you know. Now I'm not on speaking terms with
Wharton's lot, I have to go short, and it comes rather rough
on me. I haven't been on speaking terms with them for
nearly two hours now——""

' Ha, ha! How you must have suffered! Do you mean
:ﬂ fEl,‘_-‘”}]"lﬂ.'t- you haven't had anything to eat for nearly two
LAteEs !

M Nothing-at all.” said Bunter. * I'm hungry. I've heen
disappoioted about a postal-order, or I was going to stand
myself a feed. I shall be petting it by the first post to-
morrow morning, now, and if one of vou fellows felt inclined
to ¢cash 1t in advanece, that wonld make the matter all
right.”

“ 0, ring off I

“Oh, very well! T had a jolly pood selwme for making
Wharton & Co sit up g but if you don’t wan® to hear it——-*

“ Rafs! sad Bulstrode.  ** Fire away !

“T'm too hungry to tallk, II you'd care to walk along fo
ilpe I'I.:If_‘l-i-:'i]:!{'.li]—"'”

“ Clateh me standing you a fecd on spee.’

“You neadn't stamnd the feed 111l you konow the wheewe,”
sand Bunier, with dignity,
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Bulsirode bLesitated. Bunber had been Wharlon®s study
mate t;ili No. 1 Bitudy was burnt, and it wae qguite poszsible
that his acquaintanee with the private affairs ot the Famous
Four might afford the bully of the Remove an opportunicy
of getting even with the Form football captain,

“Come along,” he said abruptly.

And. with a nod to the other malcontents, he walked away
with Bunter. Billy Bunter, with a grin of delighted antici-
pation on his fat [ace, toddled along beside the burly Bal.
strode to the sclwol shop.

Mre. Mimble came out of her little parlounr, and looked
decidedly disappointed at the sight of Bunter, Billy waa

never welcome in the school shop. His stowing capacity for’

provisions was only equalled by his incapacity to pay [or
what he consumed.

Billy walked up to the counter, and looked round at Bul-
strode. The latter sat down on one of the little tables, and
put his hands in his trousers’ pockets. Bunter Binked at
him indignantly.

“ You're keeping Mrs. Alimble waiting, Bulstrode,” he
reminded him.

“Bomey; I'm not going vawnod
Bulstrode.

“ But you sai]l——""

“You know jolly well whai T said.”’

Bunter frowned as Mrs. Mimble, with a diseontented lool,
retreated into her little parlour. Bulstrode grinned.

“Yell, I don't see how I can cxplain, when I am praclic-
ally }qarishiﬂg of hunger,” said Bunter.

* Right-ho!"” said Bulstrode: and he walked iowards the
door. Bunter called after him exeiredis.

*Hold on, Bulstredde! Clome back a winote, will von®
I taan manage all vight, if T have the feed divectly afrer-
wards"

" Get on, then,” grunted Bulstrode, twrming back. * I
you've got a echeme for making Wharton sit up, explain it.
And don’t waste time."”

*1 was thinking that if I made them all quarrel, sou know,
and punch one another's heads, and——""

“ Do youn mean you know romething that would set them
by the cara?’ asked Bulstrode eagerly. ** By Jove, that
would be ripping !’

“Yes. vather! I mean by my ventrviloquism——"'

“Your what?" reoared Bulstrode.

“My ventriloquism! I can make—— Here, hands off,
vau beast 1"’

* You young dummy! Do vou mean to say you've brought
me here to.gas ghout vour silly-fool ventriloguism '’ shontecl
Bulstrade,

“ But—but i’ genuine. you know. Hold on! Tl prove
it! You remember how you lammed Bkinner for squeaking
af you through the door of vour siudy, and he said f1e never
did it? Well, that woe me.”

‘** Rata!"’

It was—really. I was Imitating Skinner’s volce. T
ditd it to make you pgo for him. Ow—wow-—wow! What
are vou up to¥”’ ,

“I'm knocking your silly head against the counter. Il
teach you to play tricks on ma!”

“Ow—wow! I—I only mentioned it to prove to vou—
ow--wow!—that I could do it, you know!  Just lemme
alone, you beast! Ow! You'll make my gloasses fall off, and
if they get broken you’ll have to pay for them.”

Bulstrode released the Owl of the Remove. He could see
that Bunter was telling the truth, for once in a way, and it
occurred to him that he might be able to make use of the
fat junior to further his ends. Bunter was gasping for
breath, and looking very muech flustered.

* Look here, you ;munf pig.” said Bulstrode, * you oncht
to have a jolly good hiding for playing that trick on me,
and making me give Blunner a lamming. And you'll jolly
well get it, too, unless you can prove what youw've said. If
vou con do it, give me a gample now. Go ahead!™

“TI'm so hungry—-—""

“Go ghead!” roared Bulstrode,

“0h, very well!" said Bunter, who was plad at any rate
i ot somebody to give him a bearing at last.  ** I'll mwake
Mz, Mimble think there's somebody else here”

And with a very clever imitation of Blkinner’s squeaky
voice, Bunter squeaked out:

* Mrs. Mimble! Mrs. Mimble!"*

The good lady came into the shop.

“ Yes, Master Bkinner! What s it!"”

Then she looked round her in amazement.

There was no sign of Skinner in the shop, and Bulstrode
and Bunter were grinning.

She looked at them suspiciously.

“Where 15 Master Skinner?"” she asked.

" Leok under the counter, ma'am!”

“ Wonsensa, Master Buanter—=—""

“'Ere I am!"

It was a squeaky voio2, and it certainly scemed lo pro-
ceed from under the counter. Mrs Mimble stooped in
aumazement, and looked there. Bunter turned a triumphant

to give any orders.”
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look upon hiz companion; but, lo his surprise, Buolstrode
goized him by the throat and jammed him against the wall.

“ Whewl-what's the matter?” gaspod Buanter * Elokl
on!”’

* ¥ou roung pig! Think you can take me in¥"’ grunted
Balstrods, " Think I don’t now that you amd Skinner
rave put this up between you? ¥You pot him to cur vound
here first and et undder the counter.”

 [—I—I dicin’t! Look there!”

At that moment Skinner entered the mekshop.  Bulstroda
veleased] Bunter, and staredd al the Removite in luanl

arnazoenient.

It was pretty clear that Skinner could not have been unvler
the eounter. Mrs. Mimble rose with a red and puzzled faoe,
and when she saw Bkinner standing at the counter her eyes
nearly atarted from her head.

* Goodness oracions!  Master Bkinner !™

“ Halle! Yhat's thé matter?” said Skinner, in surprise.
“ SBeen a ghost?

“ [—I thought you were undor the counter.”

 Oh, that's a jolly | joke!” sald Skinner. *' I suppose
I'm likely to get under your counter, ain't 1? Give mo
some sansages, Mrs. Mimble, and don’t bother thal hottla
on your Inantelpiece any more to-might."

And Mrs. Mimble was too Austered even lo resent the in-
ainuation.

Bulstrode clapped Bunter on the shounlder.

“ Good! Ripping! But keep it dark.”

* You believe mie now, I suppose?”’ saldl Bunter, with an
important air

** Yes, vather: but keap it dark!

“ Right. But what about the feed?™ ]

“Oh, o ahead! It's worth it. You can have anything
vou like up to five bob,'" said Bulstrede, who had plenty of
money, and was pencrous enough when he was pleasexd.

Billy Bunter id not need t-:ﬁling twice,

He travelled into Mrs. Mimble's good things at cxpress
specd, and he got rid of that five shillings’ worth of tuck in
record time,

——

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Rift In the Lute.
w_ UN LUNG the Chinee came mio the junior éommon-

room looking rather white, and with a Llack bruoise
showing on his foreshead. Harry Wharton noticed it,
and came over to him at once. .

It was the day after the football committee-meefing.
School was over, and most of the Remove were in tho
common-room, Some were doing their preparation there,
a3 well aa they could in the bus of voices.

Accident, kid?" asked Harry Wharton.

The Chinee shook his head.

** Ne accident,” he said. ** Me gpettee whackee!™

Wharton's brow darkened.

“ Do you mean to say somebody hit yvou hard enougle to
make a bruise like that?" he exclaimed quickly. * Waas it
B%ﬂstm-da?“

* No Bulstlode,

“The brute!"

Wharton was not surprised to hear it. Heracles Tonidea,
the new Sixth-Former, was the hest hated senior in the
school, and he specially disliked the Chines. Wun T.ung
had schemead the scheme by which the juniors had ** got
their own back ' an the Greek, and it had come to the Sixth
Former's knowledge., And since then Wun Lung had felt
his heavy hand more than once,

“The beast!” said Nugent. ** He oucht to be shown up!™

“* And he ghall be!" exclaimed Wharton angrily. " Coma
with me, Wun Lung."

“ Whele goea?"

N e e lig)

‘ No goee. ee light.

Wharton hesitated,

“ Look here, the Lrute ounght to be shown up,” e zalil.
“ He's always down on you. The doctor would give him ths
order of the boot if he knew the kind of cad he was.™

“ Allee light. Me pavee out!"

“* How did it happen?"’

*“He catchee me in passage. Me lnn, lie kickee. Me fall,
]«:nmkﬁ* head on flool. Me makee Gleok sitee ng. Ao
SAVVY. :

“You've got some little scheme for getting level®™ saild
Wharton, laughing. ** What is it? Can we help vonu®"

“ Me tinkee. Me sce Jonides in bed-loom nightee,” auild
Wun Lung. " He puttee faces wash on facee, and binzh hail
amil puttes on scentee, and puttee hail in culling pins”

“My bat!™ said Nugent, in disgust. *'I knew he was o

Lonides.

Me pavee ont Gleel. '
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dandy, but I never thought even Ionides would put his hair
in curcling-pins "'

Harry Wharton laughed.,

“That's where his beautiful curls come from,” he re-
marked. “ My hat! What a lark if he could be brought
out of his room one night with his hair in pins!”

“Ha, ha, hal™

listanad,

Wun Lung's almond eyes r
“Meo tinkee dat. Me makee him come oul™

““Oh, 30 that’s your little scheme?” )

" Me savvy. makee him dome out nightee Playce
ghostee.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The Removites grinned gleefully as Wun Lung's scheme
dawned upon their minds.

The new Sixth-Former had already become noted in the
school for his effeminate ways; but the curling-pins were a
dead secret.

To bring him out before a crowd of fellows with his hair
in pina would be a joke he waould never quite recover from.

“You waitee,” said Wuan Lung. "' Me showee up! Me
makes all schoolee laff. What you tinkee?”’

““ Ha, ha, hal"

i Ha..l'lﬂ-, IJI-H."'-'.}, hallo! What are you cackling at, Nugent?”

Nugent looked round guickly, ;

Bob Cherey was standing near at hand, with his hands in
his pockets, looking up idly %t a map on the wall, which
showed the sea coast near whith Greylnars stood. Baob had
not looked round, but Nugent had no doubt that he had
gpoken. He knew Bob Cherry's voide by that time. Hao

rl mot even notice that Billy Bunter was standing near,
partly screcned from sight by the bully form of Bulstree.

* Been studving new MANDETs, Bob?" asked Nugent.

“Eh™ said Bob Cherry, looking round. * What's that?"

“1 waan't cackling, as a matter of fact. 1 was laughing.”

“Wera youl" said Bob. * Well, it's a [ree country, and

you can laugh if vou like; but what are you looking ratty
about "’

“I'm not locking ratty.™

* Wall, don't catch a fellow u o' said Bob Cherry won-

deringly, for Nugent was usually the best-tempered fellow
in the %&mm'ﬁ, ‘ Anything the mattee?”?

“No. I'm sorry vou don't like my oackls, as you're
pleased to call it, that's all.™

“ Dotty 7' asked Bob pleasantly.

“Oh, rats!"' said Nugent, walking away huffily. Bob
Cherry looked after him, and then looked inguiringly at
Harry Wharton.

“What's the matter with Franky?"’ ho asked.
huffed him in any way?"

“ Well, -you didn’t speak in a pleasant tone,” said Harry,

and I suppose he didn’t like you to call his laugh & cackle.”

Bob Cherry looked bawildered.

“*But I didn't. I never said anything about cackling.”

“0Oh, draw it mild, old chap!”

“1 tell you I never said aﬂ}'th«inig of the zort. I suppose
can take my weord, Wharton.'

**But I heard you.”

“¥ou dido’t hear me.”

‘“.Bﬂ‘bl”

“I say you didn’t hear me!” exclaimed Bob excited]y.

"I m|ﬂ}m I ought to know whether I spoke or not. .Leck

here: Bulstrode, did you hear me say what Wharton says

I said ™

* Na," gaid Bulstrode.

“0Oh, come!” exclaimed Harry warmly. “Ydu were
ptanding quite close, you must have heard him.”

“8Bo I'm a liar, too, as well as Cherry ¥’ eaid Bulstrode,
with an unpleagant laugh. "I didn’t hear Cherry say any-
thing of the sort.”

Wharton made an impatient gesture, and turned his back
on Bulstrode. He knew that the bully of the Remove would
be only too glad to make trouble if he could.

"You must have spoken without thinking, Beb.”

**1 didn't speak.”

“Very well,” said Wharton quietly. *II vou say =0,
Bob, it's no good diecussing the matter any further. It's of
O 1mportance, anyway.'’

He walked away. Bob Cherry looked wfter him, and
made & movement as if to follow. Then he thrust his hands
deep into his pockete, and walked away in another direction.

“Have I

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Capper Is Startled.

HERE waas something like a coolness between Bob
Cherry and Nugent after that little incident. Dut
when the Remove went up to bed that night, Nugent

ta.]::pad Bob on the shoulder as he walked ﬁ-ﬂﬂﬁﬁ him.

“ Don't look grumpy, old chap,” he said. " It's not werth

while having a row about nothing."

Bob Cherry grinned. He was thinking the same himself.

* That's all right,” he said. ** But I'm blessed if I know
why you should imagine 1 ﬂPa!-m when I dida™t epeak.”

“ But you did a"peall:, Bob.”

“Oh, rats! It's a case of illusion, I suppose, and you
and Wharton were dreaming,” said Bob Cherry. ' Never
mind it, anyway. What is that young duffer Wun Lung
grinning at {ike a Cheshire cat?”’ .

I: "Tlilietr&‘a a joke on, up against Jonides. It's coming off
a-nig RL .

And Nugent explained in @ whisper. Bob Cherry grinned
glaefully. Anything up against the unpopular sentor was
weleome to the Removites.

The Remove turned in, and Carberry, the prefect, saw
lights out. He scowled ‘at the juniors, grunted in reply to
their ** Good-night!” end slammad the door, In his usual
amiable way. the Remove did not go to sleep.

Wun Lung sat up in bed, and drew up the clothes round him
for warmth. The Famous Four had made up their minds
to keep awake and keop him company, but as the quartera
struck from the clock itower, 1t cccurred to them that it was
quite sufficient for one to be wakeful.

They dropped off one by one, and the Chinesa junior was
the only one left awake in the Lower Fourth. un Lung
sat upright, his unwavering eyes gleaming in the darkness
of the roeom. With Oriental impsssivencss he sat .'h""'“!*
without metion, while the clock struck and struck again.

Harry Wharton was ¢ .t asleep. when he folt a light touch
on his shoulder, and started into wakefulness again. He
looked round him drowsily in the gloom.

““Is that vou, Wun Lung?”’

" Me hels,”” whispered the Chines.

““What's tho time, then?”

“ Half-past 'leven.”

"By Jove! I've been asleep.™

Tha Chinesd junio:s chuckled.

““ Allee light. You wakee now, wakee othels.
out. Savvy!"”

" Right-ho!" )

And Wun Lung glided silently {from the room.

Harry Wharton elipped out of bed. It was bitterly cold
in the room, but he did not care for that. He dragged his
clothes on hastily

There were only seven or eight other beds in the room.
The Remove dormitory had perished in the fire at Grey-
friars, and the Bemove were still scattered in various
quarters. An old box-room had been fitted up with beds
for seven or eight of them, and 1t was in this room that the
Famous Four were sleeping. Harry shook Bob Cherry by
the shoulder, and woke him and then did the same for
Hurree Jamset Bam Singh and Nugent. Thera was a
glimmer of spectacles in the gloom of the room.

“I say, you fellows!™

“ Bhut up, Bunty!"”

“What's the row?"’

“You're talking, that’s aii."

‘O, teally, Cherry—"

' Oh, go to aleep !’

Bunter grunted, and seftled down under the warm bed-
clothes. He had bhad a suspicion that a feed was on; and
finding that it wa3 no: the case, he had mo further interest
whatover in the procecdings.

The chums of the Remove erept mliﬁ#iﬁ from the room.
They had to down a staircase into the Upper Fourth
passage, and then down to the Bixth Form quarters. As
they came into the passage, Hurree Jameot Ram Singh
gave a sudden convulsive start.

“ Hallo, halle, hallo! What's the matter, Inks ' mutterod
Bob Cherry. .

" The terrific vision,” muormured the Nalbob of Bhanipur.
“The Elimpse{u!nesa was instantaneous, but the sight was
terrific.”’

 Hallo, Inkv's scen a gnast !

*“The ghostfulness was great.”

Nugent gave a chuckle.

*It's Wun Lung, I expcct.”

“ Hark!™

A voioe Apated through the dusk of the passage. Tt was
that of Mr. Capper, the master of the Upper Fourth.

“¥You may as well come out of hiding, sir. I know vouw
ara there.”

Wharton ¢licked his teeth.

“Jt's Capper! He's spotted Wun Lung, and the gpame’s
i ‘JJ
F"Wn.it. a minute! That Chinee genorally equirms out of
a fix. Wait a tick!" :

The juniors looked down the stairs before them. In the
corridor below they comid eee the form of Mr. Capper, dim
in the gloom. The Fourth Form-master had m-i:ianﬂy
raturned late after going ocut, and had been coming upstairs
in the dark, when ]%.g caughi sight of & boyish form on the

Me gooce
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stairs. But it was preity clear that he did not know who
it was he had seen, as he used no name. o

“ Boy, you may as well come out at ones,” said the Form-
master sterndy.

“Not likely!"” murmured Bob Cherey.  * Hallo, hallo,
hallo! Look there!™

A zudden light glimmered on the stairs.

AR murmured Hurree Singh, " the terrife vision!”

A deathly face, with parted lips and grinning teeth, and
strangely burming eyes, ghmmered out of the gloom in a
phoesphorescent light

The juniors felt their hearts leap inle their mouihs.

I;LGWd heavens!” murmured Bob Cherry. * What—
F 'tl_.b!

There was a gasping cry from Mr. Capper.

The deathly face was turned towards him. . The juniors
saw it no more, but it was full in the view of the Form-
magtar,

Mr. Capper stood rooted to the spot. He glared up the
stairs at the terrible wvision, which secmed to be floating
down towards him in the darkness.

There was no ‘body o be eecn, only that deathly face,
strangely, eerily lighted up; and it was no wondee that
the Form-master gazed spﬂiillmund.

It was only for a few moments. As the terrible wvision
came nearer, Mr. Capper turned and fled, and dashed away
at top epeed, pasping marticulately as he went.

His footsteps died away down the leng corrider. Then
from the darkness of the staircase came a faint chuclkle.

Wharten drew a quick breath of relief.

“My hat! It's the Chines!”

“ The—the young rascall”

“The rasealfulvess is tervific,™ : )

_ The Removites hurried down. They ran into the Chines
in the dark, and Wun Lung turndd round, and they saw
the deathly face again. But this time the countenance of
Wun Lung was grinning above it. It was simply a grotesque
Chinese mask, and the junior had taken it off.

“ You young scamp!” muttered Harry Wharton, “Yon
gave us & start!” ;

Wun Lung chuckled softly. -

:‘]13'-111 tml:r?a makee Ionides staltes too. What you tinkee?'”

e .

“ Me hully up, 'fole Massa Cappel makee low." i

“Hold en! 'This wen't do, kid. It's a rotten trick to
etartle people by playing ghost. Look here—" But Wun
Lung had already glided away.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Curling-Plns.

ERACLES JONIDES, the Gueek Sixth-Former, was
asleep. limmer of fire was still in his grate, and
curious shadows played to and fro in his room. The
Sixth-Formers at Greyfriars had bed-room and study

combined. Ionides’ room was the best [urnished in the
Eixth.h He had plenty of money, and he epent it carelessly
onough. :

Tho bed was in an alcove, half hidden by curtains. The
grate was on the opposite wall, and Ionides, with the cur-
tains looped back, could watoh the fire s ha went to eleep.
There was a mfﬁrtmg warmth in the room, and a linger-
ing traoe of scent in the zir.

onides had a great taste for poriumes. Ho spented his
hair, o3 well a8 spending almost s much time upon it as &
girl. When he went to bed, it was after carefully applyiog
ungucnte to his face for- lus complexion, and—as {‘u"un Lung
haﬁ discovered—putting his locks into curling-pins.

He was-sleeping soundly enough, but suddenly, in ihe
quigt of the night, he awcke. He locked round him lazily,
and caught the red glow in-the grntu._ Shadows moved io
and fro as the light of Lhe d5-1:~;¥ re flickered.

There was a strong current of ood air in the room.

Ionides olicked his teeth. He knew that the deor must
be open, and he knew that he had closed it securely enough
before turning in. A

Someone had entered his room. He did not feol alarm
for the moment. He was unpopular with the juniors, and
they had played tricks on hun before. He had very little
doubt that it was a junior who had thrown his deor open
and entered. F

He sat up in bed, his black eyes g[!nttermg-. The next
moment he gave & gasp of affright. There was a phospho-
rescenl glow in the room, and in the midst of the glow the
deathly face amd burning eyes looked forth, and Tonides
saw the same fearful vision that had so scared Mr. Capper
on the skadrs.

For some seconds the Greek gazed at 1t, too terrificd tn
move,. Then, with a wild howl of terror, he leaped from
the bod, and made a spring to the door. The ror:iﬁfe vislon
eeemed to swoop towards him as he reached the door, and
-the Greek dashed frantically ‘out into the passage.

He was yelling out wildly in his fright, and his voice rang
through the passape. T])I'ET'E was a sudden bump in the
darkness, and a sharp exclamation [rom Mr. Capper. The

rovEoay, Oh¢ " INAQmet"” sacfienemy.

Fourtlh Form-master was returning to the scens. He had
masterged his fright, and—annoyed at himseli for being so
startled by what he knew on reflection must be a trick-—he
had come back to investigate, taking o walking-cane from
the hall in p:u;sin?';, in caee he should find the practical joker,

The terrified Greek ran right inte him, and Mr. Cuappor
erasped him by the collar of his night garments.

(L

“ Ah, so I have caught you.

¥ 1’[er1:| i

Bwish, swish, swish!

* (w—ow—ow !’

THeracles Ionides wore elegant pyjamasz, of the most
artistic design. They were very pretty to leck at, and very
warim for a winter night; but they did not form much of &
protection againet a lashing cane. ] . ]

Ionides hopped and jumped and squirmed 1n pain.

“Ow! Leave off! Help! Murdeg!” ) .

* Dear me,"” gasped Mr. Capper, " it is Jonides! A Bixth-
Former playing such an absurd trick! Amazing! Dis-
gusting !

Ewii, swish, gwish!

A Sixth-Former was nob supposed to be caned, even by the
Head; bub, under the circumstunces, My, Capper let him-
self go, and he made active play with the cane

Doors were opening, lighis .were gleaming on all sides.
A diminutive form, with a curious mask hidden under a
buttoned jacket, glided unnoticed from Ionides” room in
the dark.  Wun Lung rejeined the juniors on the stairs.
Follows were coming out on all sides now, and the Removites
did not hesitate to show themselves.

Temple, Dabney & Co., of the Upper Fourth, came racing
along the passage, eager to be on the scenc of the disturls-
ance, whatever it was. Blundell and Bland, of the Fiith,
were only & minute or two after them. Wingate, of the
Sixth, came out of his room in hie pyjomas, with a lamp in
one hand, and a ericket-stump in the other. .

Heracles Ionides fove himself away from Mr. Capper at
last, emarting and tingling in every limb. In his anguish
he had even forgotten his [right. o was almost weeping
with the pain.

“ What 13 this?"" .

It wos o decp voice that asked i1he gquestion, and ihere
was o hush as Dr. Locke strode upon the scene. The Icad
of Greyiriars looked about him sternly.

) “'1:1"!1&!- iz the meoning of this disturbance at such an
o ¥

I am sorry, sir!" gas Mr. Capper—" very sorry that
vou should have haengnwp:kqencd. I came in late, sir, and
ns I was going upstaire I was startled by a fearful-looking
foce lighted up with phosphorus. I was very much [ri—
startled, and when I came to investigate the matter, this
boy ran inte me, and I haw;{lpunishﬂd him, sir. Buch an
E‘}ﬁuﬂl m;d"fmlish trick played by o member of the Sixth

orny——""

“ Quite right, Mr. Capper! Ionides, how dare you play
sitch a :}hildla;hh trick¥'” ;

The Greek was grinding his teeth. o

“T did not!"" he yelled. © I—I saw the same thing in my
room! I was awakened by it! And I wae startled, and
ran out into the passegel Then I was attacked by Mr.
Capper, and eavagely . sssaulted 1" _

r., Capper looked startled. It dawned upon him that he
had been o litile hasty in jumping to conclusions, Tha
Head looked at him. ; : ey

“ Are you sure that it was Jonides playing this trick, Mr.
Capper® *

“* I—I certainly thought so, sir,”” atammered the Fourth
Form-master. * You see, I—1I found hiun here, in the dark.
I imamned—"

““ Tt waas somewhat hard on Jonides to bo punished in
haste,’ eaid the Head drily. ** A mistake appears to have
been made.”’ ;

“If thers has been a mistake, I min very sorry,’ said
Mr. Capper.

Ionides snocted. Mr. Capper's sorrow did not remove the
ache and smart from his tingling limbs. :

* This trick was doubtless perpetrated by a boy lowar in
the school,” said the Head sternly, ' The culprit shall be
found and punished. Meanwhile——  Boys, this 1 no
langhing matter!'”

The Head looked round in amazement and anger.

Scme of the boye were grinning—some were laughing=—all
apprared to be in the throes of suppressed merriment.

he Head was amazed. He was always treated with great
rezpect personally, even by the Romove, the most unruiy
Farm in the school. He could not understand this cutburst
of merriment. He [rowned severecly.

“Boys! Silence! How dare you laugh! Wingate, I am
surpriss] lo sce even you taking part in this ansecmly

demonstration !

ANOTHER COMPLETE SCHOOL TALE OF HARRY WHARTON & CO. NEXT TUESI]A‘:’.
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“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Wingale!l"

“Ha, ha! Borry, sir! Iln, ha, ha!” gasped Wingate.
But it’s too funny, siv!”

“ Wingate, I am surprised—shocked !

“ Look at him yourself, sir!"

“ Look at whom?"’

* The Greek, sir—Ionides—look 1

The IHead looked at Ionides. In the excilement he had
not given the Greek more than a casual glance. There waa
plenty of illumination on the scene now, and the Greek was
ploinly to be seen.

The light of lamps and candles glimmered on the metal
curling-pins in his hair.

The Ilcad gozed—and gazed again. He could scarcely
belicve his eyes. The juniors were shouting with laughter,
and even Mr. Capper could not resist joining in it. The
Head gazed—and elowly a smile dawned upon his own
eevere lace. .

Ionides, who had forgoiten all about the eurling-pins,
Tooked round in amazement. Ile saw that he was the centre
of attroction, and the cause of all the laughter, but he did
not know why., Te seowled furiously,

”II'{.H, ha, ha!" roared Baob E'}mrr;..r. “YWhat lovely
curls !’

TH Ttmi's where we geb our curly hair from!” shricked
cInple,

“ Oh, rather!” said Dabney. * What priee enrling.-pins?”?

The Greek understeod. His face went zcarlet as he put his
hand up to his head. There wera the pins, in glimmering
array. :

The Greek gave o ery of mingled rage and shame, rushed
into hizs room, and slammed the door

Loud and long the lauﬁ-htar rang in the passage.

The Head himself was laughing—he could not help it—and,
encouraged by that foct, the boys simply roared.

‘* FIa, he, ha!”?

Teracles Ionides listened to the ringing laughter as he
stood, quivering with shame and fury, in his room.

“Dear me ' "—the Head recovered himself—" dear me,
this is most absurd! Boys, go back to your beds at onece !

And the spectators of that curious secene, still chuckling
and sniggering, returned to bed. The Fameous Four seized
Wun Lung and*Dhoro him upstairs on their shoulders, the
little Chince grinning contentedly. Butb before going to bed
Wharton %"IE:TE him a lecture on the subject of playing
ﬁhnﬁt-, to which Wan Lung listened meckly, and promised to

ave that kind of trick severely alone in the future.

s

i

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Friendship in Danger.

¥ e NOW " prowled Bob Chﬁr?'.

Feathery flakes were descending in the Close at
Greyfriars as the chums looked out of window in tho
morning.

- #now was net, as a rule, unwelcome at the school. Snow-
fights and scrimmages were exciting and healthy, But just
now the juniors were thinking of football,

If the ground were deep In snow the fxture with the
pper Fourth could not come off, and the match to which
the Removites had been looking engerly forward would have
to be postponed.

And all octher convenicnt dates were already filled. IHence
Boh Cherry's growl, which was echoed by the ofhers.

“Rotten ! prunicd Nugent, ps he jumped inio his
trousers. ** Beastly ™

“The rotten beastlyfulness is terrifie,” said the nabob,
“ But, in spite of the snowfulness, the practice of the honour-
able footer will be possibleful, unless the heavinesz of the
downfall ig--—"

*! Torrific,” said Bob Cherry. “Of course, I suppose a
few Aakes don't matter, I fancy therc's nobody here afraid
of a little snow, except, perhaps, Bulstrede.”

Bulstrode did net reply. He was looking at Billy Bunter,
who was sitting up in , and putting his glasses ou.
RBunter blinked at him inguiringly.

* A feed before brekker, if you like,” whispered Bulstrode.

Bunter's eyes gleam

* Right you arel”

And, kﬁﬂpln?‘ the bedelothes up to hide his wouih, {he
ventriloquist of the Remove began his little game again.

* We can manage to pet some practice if it doesn’t become
any worse,”" saidl Wharton, looking out of the window.
* There are only some flakes so f». We can get u run in
the Close before breakfnst.”

“Too jolly cold !’
Wharton looked round quickly. It was Nugent's voiee
1& bootlace, did not look up.

but Frank, who was tyving
“Oh, bosh!" eaid ﬁoh Cherry. " A run will warm you

op, Franky., Don't you start being alfraid of the cold, and
seiting a bad example to the team [”

“Ehi" gaid Nugeni, looking up.  Whe's afraid of the

eold #**

* Well, you think it’s feo cold for a run——"

“Rats! I think a run’s a good idea ™

“You've changed dycuur opinion jolly scon, then!™

“I haven't!” said Nugent. i] don't know what you're
driving at! Scems to me youw're a little bit off your rocker
lately, Boh.™
And he left the room. As he did s0, & voies that anybody

there could have sworn was his, made a parting remark.

“I'm net coming out, and you ean go and hang your-
sclves 1
“Oh, ean wel” exelaimed Bob Cherry hotly. * Well, of

all the pigs, I think Nugent tukes the ecake!”

Nugent looked into the reom apain. Ile had heard Bob'a
excited tones from the passage, and he wae red in the faco
HOW,

“What's that, Bab Cherry#?

"L gaid yow'rs a pig, and I repeat it {”

" Well, you retter,” said Nugent warmly, * what have T
done now? If you're looking for a thick ear, you're going
just the right way to get it1"

* If you can give me a thick car——"

“I'll jolly soon show weul™

“Come on, then!” exclaimed Bob, putiing himsclf into a

ugitistic attitude., “*I wasn't locking for a row with you,

ut you'ne a pig, and that's flat. and I'm ready to dot you
on the boko as scon as you like!™

Harry Wharton ran between them just ip time. Nugont
wis hitting out, and so was Bob, and Wharton took one fiet
on his ear, and another on his necl.

" You dummies!™ he howled., “ Hold on'!
thumping me for?"

“ They mistake you for the honourable punching-ball,”
aaidd the nobob.

“ Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bulstrode.

What arc you

“Sorry!"” pasped Nugent, “I meant that for Bob
Cherry,’
“Sorry! I meant that for Nugent's nose.”

" Xou duffers! What do you want to begin rewing fori"”

“* He called me a pig!l"

“Bo you arel”

" Lemme get at the rotter (™

“Sha'n't! Btand back!"

*“Look hero, Wharton, get out of the way! This is no-
thing te do with, you.”

“You're not going to fight,” said Harry quietly. * Don's
be such fools, ¥ou ocughtn’t to have said what you did,
Nugent. ™

“*1 never said anything amiss that I know of.”

“Well, I thought it amiss, as well as Bob. Anyway, let it
d;ﬂp. _".'f{:u’r& not going to start fighting for that cad to grin
at you.”

_“0Oh, I don't mind!” said Bob Cherry. “1I won’t call
Nugent a pig if he doesn't like too much 4ruth at once.”
“ Lemme get at him!"”" roared Nugent,

“Bosh! Come down|"
And Wharton draggcd Nugent away, and doscended the
staira with him. Bob Cherry, looking red and flustered,
finished his dressing, and followed. The other fellows had
gone down., Bulstrode and Bunter remained alone in the
room. Billy squirmed out of bed and grinned. Rulstrode
laughed loundly. He gave the fat junior a slap on the
shoulder that made him stagger.

“dJolly good!” he exclaimed. *'Keep it up! My hat, il
it hadn’t been for Wharton, they'd have been secrapping |

The amatear ventriloquist chuckled.

* Yes, rather! They won't believe that I can ventriloquise,
but perhaps they’ll believe it some time. I say, Bulstrode,
what about that feed
_“0Oh, come along, you can have it as zoon as vou like.
Unly keep it dark about the ventriloguism.

“Certainly. Of course, I shall have to let them off if
Wharton gives in and lets me play centre-forward in the
Form match.”

“Right!"” chuckled Bulstrode. " I'm mnot much afraid of
that happening. Ugh! How beastly -cold it is!"

They went downstairs. Beveral fellows noticed them
ga into the tuck-shep, and noticed Billy Bunter’s fat, greasy
smile ag he came out. For once in 2 way, Bunter made a
moderate breakfast. He only ate twice as much as anybody
cl:a,

“ Bulstlode fecdes Buntel’ said Wun Lung thoughtfuly,
“What his little gamee, ¢h? What you tinkee?"”

*Oh, they're the opposition now,”’ said Harry Wharton,
with a emile. " I suppose Bulstrode 1s g&ttllg up a party on
the football question, and hé&'s enlisted the Owl."

He slapped Bunter on the shoulder when he left the dining-
T :é-iil:r blinked round irritably.

* Oh, really, Desmond '“
Y Chumming up with Bulstrode?' asked Harry, laughing.
* Yes, certainly,” said Bunter, with dignity. *' There are
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“1 shall let all the Form know that this committee Is governed by jealousy and favouritism,” said Billy
Bunter. * Unless I am given a irial, I shall denounce this commiitee to ail Greylriars. I warn you!l"

rEa " Eam

fellows in the Bemove who can appreciate me. Of course, I
don't want to absolutely drop you fallows. I don’t want to
be hard on you.”

* Thanke, awfully.” :

“ But, under the circumstances,” continued Bunter, more
and more dignified at every word—"under the ecireum-
stances, Wharton, I am compelled to look elsewhere for my
intimates. I am not referring now to the way ‘;I-::u have
kept ma short of grub. That was rotten enough. You know
that I'm of a delicate constitution, and that I only keep
going st all by taking plenty of nourishing food. You have

lected me on that point in the most heartless way, and
I've stuck to you”

Bob Eh-err;;l; wliqd his eyes. .

“(Oh, he's breaking my heart!” he sobbed. * Damon and
Pythisz aren’t in it, and David and Jonathan take a back
sogt, When it comes to pure, disinterested friendship, Bally
Bunter is the man for your money.”

“It'a not a joking matter, Cherry. I've looked over that,
as I said; but when it comes to keeping a fellow out of the
Form team, and rigking losing an important fixture, out of
sheer jealousy, then it'e time to cry halt.”

**Ha, ha, ha !’ i )

“¥You can show as much effrontery as you like,” said
Bunter. * That's how the case stands. I'm willing to kee
on speaking terms with you fellows, but any intimate friend-
ship i3 out of the question, so long #s the present situation
Jasts. Of course, if you like to climb down—""

* Anything, anything,” said Bob Cherry, weeping into hig
handkerchiel, “%}ou't deprive us of the inestimable boon
of vour intimale friendship. Who will there bo to cook our
grub—and eat it? To whom can we lend our superfluous
cash? What will become of wus without our fame
cormorant?"”

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

“1t's bard on us,” =aid Havry, with a smile. * We ghall
have to stand it, somehow. I don’t quile see what Bulstrode
15 feeding you for, Billy, but by all means make hay while
the sun aiines. You'll come back to us when he’s busted,
expect.” .

“* Are Jou willing to give me & trial as centre-forward?®”’

“* Don't be funny, old chap."”

** Then the situation remains on the same footing, Thera
will be troubla.’

“8pare us!" moaned Bob Cherry. * Don't bring down
our budding moustaches with sorrow to the erematorium ™

“You'll see,” said Bunter darkls. * Give me & tral

A ——

“But yon can’t play footer for toffce!™ exclaimed
Wharton, lasughing. ' You know you can't Billy] Don’t ho
an ass!"’ '

“I know what I know!"

“Look here, we'll give you a irial,” said Wharion.
“Come out now—there isn't much enow! We'll give you a
trial, and if you show up all right, we'll shove you into the
team,’
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A Very well, it's a go, and if you do me justios, Wharton,
L1l restore you to my triendship.”

Bob Cherry fell upon Bunter’s neck, and hugged him in a
transport of gratitude. Bunter's foot slipped, and he went
down with a bump, with Bob sprawling over him. He
lcﬁ_u:rmed and - gasped frantically, till the Removite rolled
off.

“By Jove!" said Bob.
Bunty."”
Bunter staggered to his feet, and blinked engrily at the

“¥You. must have fallen down,

E::Iu‘:r. Then, with hiz little fat nosa held high in the air,
e followed Harry Wharton inte the Close.
THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Bunter i3 Given a Trlal as Centre-Forward.

HE snow was falling in feathery flakes, but the foot-

ballers of the Remove did not allow it to deter them.

The ground where the Form match waa to be played on

Saturday was already safely under cover of thick layers

of straw, and if the weather turned fine again, the boys

would be able to play. Meanwhile, a few fakes did not
prevent, them from punting a ball about in the Close.

Billy Bunter was in deadly earnest, but the reat of the
Remove seemed to be amused by his trial as & cenire-
forward.

In the playground the juniors formed up into two sides.
Wharton took the place of Hurree Singh, and Bunter took
Wharton's place at centre. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh pre-
ferrod to remain indoors while the anow was [alling. To the
native of India, the English winter was a hard time. The
nabob did not like snow.

Billy Bunter, finding himself the centre of the front line,
diiEd not know exactly what to do thers; but he finally kicked
Qil.

The other eleven, which was compozed of Removites,
hended by Lacy, ruaimd at the ball at onee, and Bunter was
shonldered away, and went reeling in the snow,

_ He sat down, and when he recovered his breath, the
juniors were half-way acrcses the Close. :

Bunter staggered to his feet. He wiped his spectacles,
and adjusted them, and blioked after the Hemovites, who
were following the ball.

“ (0h, really!"” he gasped.

here was a roar.

“ Look out!"

The rush was coming back towards Bunter.,

The Removites, mingled in a crowd, without much
seimnblance to a couple of football teams, were chasing the
ball through the snowflakes. . e

Billy Bunter was in the midst of the crowd in a twinkling.
Ho recled to and Iro, gasping, shoved, and shifted from one
to another. .

“ Hold on !"” he gasped, beginning to feel sorry that he had
asked to be given his trial as & centre-forward, ° Hold on'!
Stop it! Ow!"

“Buck up, there!"” roared Wharton.

““{n the baill! On the balll"

“ Look out!"

T Hurrah i . :

Bob Cherry blundered into Bunter, and sent him flying.
Lacy Bfrm and shouldered him back, and he was biffed
into Mioky Deamond.

The Irish junior let him roll to the ground, and as he
went down, Hussell and Ogilvy stumbled over him.

Billy gasped for breath.

d)e Ow [

“Ow! Grerer! Hellup!

“ On the ball, there " .

The crowd streamed off apain after the elusive leather,
which Ogilvy had lifted a third across the Close by a
powerful kicl,

Billy Bunter sat up in the snow. i

Bulstrode came out with his hands in his pockets, and
stopped to stare st the fat junior. He chuckled with amuse-

ment.

“ Hallo! Run over?’ he asked. " )

“* N-nn,” gasped Bunter. ° Wharton’s giving me my trial
a3.a contre-forward for the Form eleven!™

Bulstrode burst into a roar,

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!" .

" m El‘et!.:? well winded.
ing roug ly on purpose !’ gasped Bunter
like it."

“ Ha, h“ﬂ- hﬂ-!” . .

“T'm not going to stand it. I'm centre-forward, and I'm
going to play!" - )

And Bunter toddled off to join the footballers again.

A whirl of the crowd caught him, and he went staggering
away among the shouting Removites, hardly knowing
whether he was on his h or his hecls.

“Hold od!” he yelled. * Btop! I——"

¢ [

I believe the rotters are play-
“ It looks to me
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On the ball™

pik
=

“ Hurral:!

* Buck up there g

And Bunter rolled in the snow again, and the jumiors
rushed over him, hardly noticing that they were treading
on the fut junior in their excitement.

Temple, Dabney & Co., of the Upper Fourth, came out
of the house, and looked on at the scene, .

“0On the ball!" repeated Templo. ** Yes, rather! We'll
be an the ball. Come on, Lkids, and we'll have their footer.”

** Oh, rather!"

A crowd of the Upper Fourth rushed into the melec,

“ Look out!” yelled Bob Cherry. * Line up there!”

In a moment the Removites, mstead of being rivals for
the possessicn of the leather, were a solid phalanx againsi
the rival Form.

A wild and whirling seramble ensued, and many of the
juniora grabbed up handfuls of anow and began to pelt.
© In the furious combat Billy Bunter was alternately
trodden on by both parties, till he managed at last to squirm
away and escape. .

The fat junior dragped himself from the melee, leaving the
Upper and the Lower Fourth to fight it out, and tottered
towards the house,

He looked o curtous cbjeet. He wae smothered with wet
and snow from head to [oot, he had lost his cap, and his
collar was torn out. His spectacles, saved almost by &
miracle, were clutched in hizs hand.

Bulstrode, Skinner, and several other fellows were stand-
ing on the steps, and they roared with laughter as he came
i1.

“Good old footballer ! chuckled Skinner.
going to play you in the Form match, Billy?"

“ Ripping centre-forward ! said Bulstrode.
—I don’t_think!”

“I'm done with thosa rotters
course, this was all dene on purpose.
l:.‘ullrﬂl".” ; .

“Of course,” said Dulstrede, with a wink at Skinner,
“ you are just cut out for a centre-forward. You ought to
play in a Leaguo team.”

* Ha, ha, ha!”

“1I shall catch cold,” mumbled Bunter.
go and change, Ow!"

And he hurried away, leaving the juniora shrieking with
lsughter, ' He changed his clothes before the bell rang for
morning c¢lasses, ancd by that time the footballers had comae
in. Wharton laughed as he meot Bunter and encountered
the indignant glare from hLis spectacles.

“* Feeling pretty fit, Billy?”’ ) ]

“ No,” said Bunter, “I'm not feeling fitt I'm sincorely
sorry to sce jealousy of a better player than yoursell carcy
you to such ieng‘ths, Wharton 1"

The Remove captain stared,

“* What's tho matter now?"”’

“ You know jolly well what's the matter.
about till I believe I'm bruised all over.”

“ My dear duffer, you must take your chance of that. You
asked for it. You couldn't expect us to treat yvou as if you
were made of glass, A chap must expect a rough knock or
two at football.™

Billy Bunter sniffed. ;

“ The long and tha short of it is, that you don't want me
to play in the Form match,”’ he said. * 1 can see that”

“It's pratty plain for anybody to see. You can't play for
toffes, old chap!"

“1 eould if I were given & chance. But whenever I was
going to kick the hdll somebody got in the way, or else
pushed me roughly.”

Harry Wharton laughed. ) -

“* Better cut foofer, Billy, and stick to cooking.
you é};:ttar}'- A—— o

! you're not going play me? :

'l‘l(]f course not, you ass. You don't know how to kick a
ball yet.

““ There'll be trouble,” asid Billy Bunter darkly.

But Wharton only laughed.

e s

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Quarrel.

“ w DON'T think Bunty will ever make a footballer,”
grinned Bob Cherry, as the Kemove came out of the
clusa-room that morning. ** He has been threatening
that thers will be troubls if we don't play him as

centre-forward ; but I faney there will be trouble with the

Remove Football Club if we do!” : _

“1 rather think =0, said Harry, laughing. * Bunter iz
funnier as a footballer than as a hypnotist or a ventriloguist,

I think. By the way, we haven't heard se much of his

ventriloguism lately, He hasn't been practising.”

“ Aro they
“ First-class

gasped Bunter. “ Of
It's jealousy, of

““1I shall have to

I've been biffed

It. suits

ANOTHER COMPLETF SCHOOL TALE OF HARRY WHARTON & CO. REXT TUESDAY.



"“Ne: I hope ho's getting over it. Here he comes with
Bulstrode nfmn. Curious how they are chumming up.”

“Vely cu

¢anee mischief.”

* Why, what mischief can it mean?”
(1] E-'!-TI'?F Eﬂt-"
Bunter ed tha chums of the Remove with his nose in
air, They laughed; Bunter on his dignity was an in-
teresting sight. Hglﬁ dignity would last exactly as long as
Bulst was inclined to stand him feeds at Mrs. Mimble's,
they knew that. Then he would make it up again with the
Famous Four. Meanwhile, thay were not sorry not to be
bothered with the fat junior for a time.

Nugent camo last out of the class-room, having been
detained a few minutes by Mr. Quelch. As he came down
the passage, Bob Cherry’s voice proceeded from round the
COrner.

“ Hallo, hallo, hello! Pig!”

Nugent flushed scarlet. &

His old dispute with Bcb Cherry had not been made up,
h“rr‘:]hnmn.u influence had prevented it growing into a
quarrel.

He quickened his pace, and came round the corner, but
fﬂ:ﬁ:} no one there but Bunter and Bulstrede, whe were
chatting.

*“1s Bob Cherry here!” asked MNugent, looking up and

wWi.

“Hea's gone on™

Nugent ran up the passagwe. Bob Cherry had reached
the with Harry, when Nugent cmught him by the
shoulder and stopped him.

Bob looked round.

* Hallo,- hallo, hallo!”

He thought for the moment that Nugent only wanted to
speak to him. But the red, angry face hiz chum sur-
preed him.

“¥You called cut to me in the passage just now,” eaid
H?’gﬂnt angrily, “ and I want to tell you that I won't atand
it.

i Eﬂﬂu won't stand whati"

' Being slanped by roul” exclaimed Nugent savapely.
“I've had snough of it. If vou can't shut upE:;J::: that t_EpEe,
there will be troubla!"

**Blessed if I know what you're geiting at!”

“¥ou know jolly wellt™

“1 tell you I don't!" exclaimed Bob Cherry, angry in his
turn.  * ¥You seem to me to be in nothing but tantrums
lately ! I don’t know what you're driving at|"

ik h‘ Eﬂ:ﬂﬂh!”

" Lock here, Nugent——""

" Look here, Cherry——" ‘

" Oh, hang it all,” said Harry Wharton, locking worried.
“ Are you two going to start ragging again?”

“I'm not going to stand Bob Cherry. I don’t want
anything more to say to him, and that's flat!”’ eried Nugent.
* Have your own way,” sald Bob. ‘' Come on, Harry "
Wharton hesitated.

“Hold on!" he gaid. “I don't sea——""

“ Oh, come on, I say! It's no good arguing with Nugent.
He's off his rocker!”

* If you lgn with him, Harry, you needn't come back to
me,” eaid Nugent, pale with anger. * You were my chum
;Jgfum Bo ITY Came If you give me up for
Ii——""

“He'll ba aeting like a sensible chap ! said Bob quickly.

Nugent stood looking at Harry, without speaking apain,
but there was an angry determination in his face.

Harry Wharton was sorely puzzled between the two.
- Nugent was the older chum of them, but Bob Cherry was
his friend, teo.

“ Come on!” eaid Bob, again, pulling Harry by the arm.

“Hold on!" said Harry. I don’t see what you two chaps
want to row for, I——" .

“"Well, we have rowed,” said Nugent.
ing to that rotter or to me?"

b Cherry's eves Dlazed.

“Who's & rotter?”' he demanded.

“ ¥You ara!"

Bob sprang forward. Harry drapged him back.

“ Hold on, Bob!’

“I won't! He shall take that back, or I'll dust up the
floor with him "

Nugent pushed back his cuffs deﬂunt'f_;ir.

“Come on, then, and start the dusting!" he cried,

Bab Cﬂ;ﬂrr{ wrenched himself from Wharton's graep, and
rushed on. In a moment the two juniors were hammering
away, while Wharton Jooked on in blank amazement and
indecision, for once in his life not knowing what to do.

" Hallo 1" exclaimed Bulstrode. " A fight! A fight!”

“A fight! A fight!™”

The cry was repeated in all ouarters, and juniors hurried
u}: from every side. But the hall door was not exactly the

ace to choose for a fistic encounter.” The master of the
E{emnre was on the scene in a few moments

4]

here,

“ Are you atick-

wons,” said Wun Lung, who heard the remark.
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Mr. Quelch rapped out the word like the report of a gun.
The two Hemovites stopped, and separated, etill glowering
at one another.

Mr. Quelch looked at them sternly.

“How dare you ficht here?’ he exclaimed. ** Nugent,
Cherry, you ought to be ashamed of yourselves! How dare

you!l”
* Sorry, sir!”" muttered Bob Cherry. Nugent did nof

spaak.

“ I hope vou are sorry. In case there should be any doubt
on the point, you can follow me to my study,” said Mr
Quelch caustipall:r. "I shall be able to convince mysell that
your sorrow 1s genuine."

Without & word the two culprits followed the Form-master
inte hiz room. ;

The juniors erowding outside the door distinetly heard the
swishing of the cane, and the gasps of the juniors as they
received the stinging cuts. DBulstrode grirmeé.

* Berve 'em jolly well right!” he said.

“ Bhut up! said Harry Wharton.

And he |looked so savape that the bully of the Remove
thought 1t beiter to shut up. Cherry and Nugent came
out of the study looking very white and angry. They did
not look at one anciher as they rame out, and they walked
away in different directions. Iarry, .after a moment’a hesi-
'f-.?.fiﬂﬁl‘], lillmrd Nugent.

* Frank !

ﬂaxaont. looked round.

o He had been hurt by the eaming.
My

ucleh knew how to inr it on when he thought that
serious punishment was called for. DBut it was not only that.
There was a bitter indignation in Nugent’'s breast. He felt
that Harry ought to have stood by him, instead of hesitatin

botween the two., His glance met Harry's like a flash o
stecl,

“ Well

" Idon't leok like that, old chap !’ said Harry.
nothing against me, at all events "

| think roUu might stick to an old friend.”

“Well, I'm doing =o. Ouly Bob's a friend, toco. And 1
can't make out yot what the row's aboat.”

* Mever mind what it's about. I'm not geing to spesk to
Cherey again. And you ean take your choice bhetween us!™

" That's a rotten way to put it. You're both my friends

* Btick to him, then!" said Mupent, turning away.

Harry eausht him by the arm.

”Hﬂi:::'i on, Frank! It's not like you to be unreasonable.”

* Unreasonable, am 17" enapped Nugent. * Go te Cherrr,
then; you may find him more reasonable! But yvou can's
run with the hare and hunt with the hounds!”

Wharton flushed scarlet.

“That's enough!” he zaid. And he stepped back. His
own temper was not a very patient one, amd Nogent's words
hal roused the worst of if,

For a moment an apolagy trembled on Frank Nugent's
lip]._}; but he turnod away with the words unuttered.

arry loocked after him with set hrows, and then walked
elowly away. Ho met Bob Cherry near the door, and Bob
stopped him,

" 'm done with Nugent.," he said.
was such a rotter.
at all.”

1 don't understand it.
don’t like it."

Boby Cherry flared out at onee.

“Well, T <o call him a rotter, and vou can like it or
lump it! You are nobt going to dictate to me, Horry
Wharton 1"

“If you are going to quarrel with me, Bob—"

““I don't care whether I do or not "

““ II you don't care, then, that ectiles it!"*

Harry walked away with his hands in his peckets.
Cherry ealled after ﬁim once, it Wharton did not turn
his head. He was angry, too, pow. Bob did not call a
secand time., He set his teeth hard, aund turned awary.

"“"You've

. { 1 never thought he
He's picked this vow with me for nothing

But don't call him a rotier—I

Bob

THE ELEYENTH CHAPTER.
Wun Lung to the Rescue.

UERREE JAMSET RAM SINGII, the amiable Nahob of

H Bhanipur, was greatly distreszed. During all the tima

thi nabob had been at Greyviriars, coraplele accord had
reigned between the chums of No. 1 Study.

Number 1 Study had been burnt o the ground, but ihe
Famoue Fdur's friendship had survived that historie apart-
ment, and had been c{mﬁsrjimﬂg expected to last through life.

And now it was ended !

The nabeb hardly knew what to make of it. He had not
witnessed the quarrels, and the new =tate of afairs came
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as o surprise to him. Ie learned it ficst of all from Frank
Nugent,

1 have the goodiul news,’ he remarked, whon he met
Nugent a little after the ** row.” * The worthy Temple,
“the cxcellent Dabney, and the inestimable Fry wish us fo
take ton with them in their study after afterncon school. as
a friendly mi:-e_tmi before the football mateh to-morrow.”

“ Good !” eaid Nugent.

" IE wou will tell me where the esteemed Wharton is, I
will conveyfully take him the execllent newsfulness,”

Nugent's brow darkened.

*Is Wharton coming?"

“Yee; and the esteemed Cherry."”

“Then I ean't come!"

The naboh's dark eyes opened wide.

“ Why not, my worthy chum?®"

“I'm nof on ﬁgﬁ-&&hmg terms with 1hem now, and I can't
come t0 a feed it they're te be there”

And Nugent walked away abruptly, leaving the nabob
petrifiedd with amazement,

“ My wordfulpess!” murmuored the ttll*ﬂ{¥ junior. ** The
surprisefulness iz terrific! The excellent Nugent surely has
an estecmed bee in his hat!”

And Hurree Jamset Ram SBingh walked away in search of
his other chumis, to fid ont the clue to this mystery. He
found Bob Cherry locking out of the staincd glass window
in the hall in o very prumpy frame of mind,

The naboeb tapped him on the shoulder, and Bob lookesd
round with a grunl.

" Hallo, hallo, hallo, Inky !

" The qusfqinass [ heir from the estecomed Nugeni is
paralysing,” said the nabob. * He savs Lie is no longerfully
on the excellent speakful terms with vour aungust self,”

** That's right!" '

" The sorrowfulness in your friend’s heart is greaf,
not possible for the rowfulness to be made upfully ™

Bob Cherry shook his head. )

" Not unless Nugent apologises.”

And Bob resumed his gloomy stare ont of the window.
Iurree Jamsot Ram Singh shaok his head, and went to Juok
IﬂEIHafrrg Wharton.

e found the caplain of the Remeove puniing a flooiball
about in the ﬂlﬂ-ﬁﬂf The =now hadl cenr-el-}d. and there was
only a thin layer of flakes on the ground. Harry looked at
the nabob with a smile. His fuce had been very gloomy.
1t was riot o pleasant thing to break with two old chums
like Bob Cherry and Frank Nugent. And he was thinking,
too, of the mateh on the morrow. How would they pull
together- in the contest with the Upper Yourth  Form
elﬁv%r;!:.:’ o )

- sorrowiulness o! your friend is groat,” said Hurree
Singh sadly. “ I hearfully learn that t—hﬁg bustfalness of your
honourable friendship is torrifie.”

:: I'm sorry to sn:{: it iz, Inky !

** Perhaps the makeupfulness would be the good wlheeze™

I don't see how. I don't quite know what's wrong with
those two, but they've rowed, and dragged me inta it, and
there the case stands. Better let it alone, old ehap !

The dusky junior sighed. He did not s=ee what ha
could do, but he consulted Wun Lung. He had a great
faith in the acutencss of the little Chinee. Wun Lung
listenec, and his almond eyes gleamed, as if he had a
cuepioton, but he said littls,

* My heart is sadful,’” said the nabol.

* Mo see,”” said Wun Lung. ** Mc lookee into it, my fliond.
Me savvy.” i

The quarrol between the Famous Four soon became ihie
topic in the Remove,

wlstrode and hia friends chuckled over it, and wondered
what effoot it would have upen the football match fixed for
the morrow. Bunter did not chuckle. At first he swaggorod
over his sucoess, till he was in danger of giving the whole
game away, throwing out mysterious hints as to what he
could say if he likod, and confiding to various fallows thai
hie knew what he knew. But Bulstrode soon stopped him af
that. As a matter of fact, the fat junior's conscience was
beginning to prick him,

“You wyoun mas,”’ sail Bulstrode, interrupting Bunler
as he was talking to Wun Lung. and dragping tha [at
Removite away. “ Do von want to pul Wharton up to the
whole game? Do you kuow what you'il geti”

* I suppose he would be waxy,” Bunter remarked thought-

Is it

fully,
Bulstrode gave a scoffing laugh.
““He would lick you till you couldn't crawl, you duffer!”

“ Oh, really, Bulstrode, T don't think Wharton would lick
a chap emaller than himself! Fle's not a bully, you know.
You think everybody is like you. Ow! Let go my ear, you
beast, or I'll call ouf to Wharton this minute 1™

Bulstrode released him, scowling foarcely,

“You'd better be careful!"" he muitored.

“As o mafter of fact, Bulstrede, 1T wish [ hadn’t plaved

that irick on them.” said Bunter. * I'm beginning to think
that Wharton dido’t deserve it. He would have the jealousy
of all the Remove Foothall Club to face if he put me into
the eleven.”

* You dummy !”

“1 don’t think you ought to call me names, Bulsirode,
because ['m a conscientions chap. Wharton had a repgistersd
lefter this afternoon, amd 1 think very bikely he wanis (o
stunidl a feed to the other chaps. Now, I oughtn't to comws
between them at such u time. A joke's o joke, but a joke
ought to end somewhere.”

“You mean you want to geb a feed oul of Wharton now
he's in funds.”

“I'm sincerely sorry that wou should impuie such mer-
cenary motives to me, Bulstrode,” sdid Bunter, with great
dignity. I don’t see how I can speak to you after such n
suggestion. I thik I shall make 1t up with Wharton, and
drop you and Skinner.”™ .

“Come ulong 1o the tuck-shop, Bunty," said Bulstrode,
glowering.

“Oh, eeriainly,
Bunter.

Arnd rhe threatened diselozuve bo the Famous Fouor was
postponed,

Billy Bunter had heen very exacting lalely in the matter
of fecds, andd Bulstrede, though he was usnally very flush of
money, was getbing short of that useful article. Buat so long
as the Famous Four were kept in the dark {ill aflier the
foothall match, he did not care so much. He would have
heen glad to see the Form team beaten, and with the Dbest
players in it at daggers «drawn, it"s chance of victory was
not great, _

Harry Wharton was decidedly worried. Bub he was too
proud to make any overtures ro either Bob Cherry or
Nugent, and the juniors went to bed on ithe same terms of
stlence amd dark looks.

Billy Bunter came up to hed fab and conlented frotn o
really ripping feed. The bully of the Remove had ron up
an account at Mrs. Mimble's little shop to fecd him, and
Bunter, was sntisficdd.  There was o strained and painful
poeliteness between Wharton, Nugent, nul {_!}u.rrr;,-, which
Bulstrode would have been glad to sea break out 1ntn fisti-
cuffz. It needed very little to make it do so, and Bulstrade
gave the fat ventrilogquist a hint as they cane in

“You've had o jolly good feed, Billy,"” he remarked,

“ Yoz, pretty foir,” asscented Bunfer.

“ Like another one to-morrow mornin

“Yes. 1 was thinking of asking
loan.”

“Never mind Wharton, You stick o me.”

** Oh, certainly, Bulstrode! Aa a matter of fact, Wharton
never could understand how a chap of a delicate conatifu-
tron requires kecping up on continual nourishment. (]
couree, I shall seo that you have all this back out of my

tal-order.”

** Oh, of sourse ! grunied Buletrads, ** Go ahead!”’

And Billy Bunter, who waz not sorry to show off his now

swers belore so appreciative a wetator, went aheacl

ugent was undressing, and he had dropped his hoots rather
noizily on the Hoor, when DBob Cherry's voice was heard fo
say emphatically:

=-u PJ'P‘_l !H

The repetition of that odious epithet made Nugent jump
up from the side of hia bed, where he was sitting, and turn
towands Bob with blazing eyes.

" Bo vou are beginning aghin?'' he aaicl.

Bob looked round at him.

“Eh? Ihd you speak to ne, Nugent?”

“You, [ did, you insulting rotter. Il you want lo have
it out, say @0 at onco, and pat up your fists!"” shouled
Nugent.

** Oh, you're dotiy! Go to bed ™ )

“* You heard what he said then, Wharlon ! eried Nugent,

Harry Wharton nodded. )

““ You oughtn't to do it, Bob,"” he said. B %on can't
expect & chap to take that sort of thing patiently.”

“What sort of thing?' howled Bob Cherry, bewildered
and exasperated. ° What have I done*"

“ You called Nugent a pig when he dropped his boots”

“I didn'e.”

“It's no good saying yvou didn’t, when everybody in thae
rooin heard you!"” exclaimed Harry angrily.

“ I tell you I didn't!” shouted Bob. I heard somichody
say ‘pig,’ but it wasn't I! I suppose my word's good
enough to bo taken?”

“ Mot against the evidence of a fellow's own ears,’
Nuoagent.

“Ho I'm a liar, eh®"’

““ Yes, you are, if you want plain English."

“ Put up your fists, hang you!™

“I'm ready.”

old c¢hap, anrthing lo ollige!™ said

before breakiasiy”
avton for a little

aa id
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The juniors were advancing upon one another with
clenched fists and blazing eyes. But at that moment there
came a wild yell from Billy Bunter, and they paused to see
what was the matter. The fat junior had been suddenl
pounced upon by Wun Lung, and the Chinee had flattene
himi down on his bed and was sitting on him.

“Ow! Help! I won't do it any morel Help!”

“ Shutes up,” said Wun Lung, ' little lottel—shutee up!”

“ What's the matter, Wun Lung*”

“Me spotee,” explained the litde Celestial; * me savvy.
Bob Chelly no say pigee; Buntel sayee.”

“Eh? What on eurth :]U- you meani”

“ Ventliloquist,”

“ What "

“Fat Bunte] sayea pig in voicee Bob Chelly. Yon
lemembel him speakee in Bkinnel’s voicee othel day, e
speakee in Bob Chelly voices.”

** Impossible !"

" Me spoteé.”

The chums of the Remove siared at ihe little Chinee and
at one another. They had never belicved in Billy Bunter’s
ventriloquial powers. Ilis failures had been frequent and
ludierous, and it had not occcurred to them that he might
have attained success at last. And knowing Bunter's
nature, they would naturally have expected his success Lo
be blazoned forth for all to see, if he ever attained any.

“Is it possible?’ said Nugent slowly.

' Me spotee.” .

“We'll jolly soom know for certain,”” said Harry
Wharton, his I:;mw darkening. And he advanced towards
Billy Bunter with a look that made the fat junior shiver
in his shoes,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Cleared Up—The Form Match,

UN LUNG released the fat junior, and Bunter stood
shaking before tho captain of the Remove. Harry

fixed his eyes upon the fat junior. 1
“Is it right, Bunter? Have you bheen ventrilos

quising at our expense?’ )

Bunter had no particular weakuess for the truth; and, in
fact, his usual method of getting out of a difficulty was to
lie himself out of it. But under Wharton's stern and search-
ing eves the lie would not come. He had a miserable in-
ward feeling that if he lied the lie would be detected at
once, and that it would make matters all the worse for him.
Added to that was a desire to show off his lpnweﬂ, and
prove to the Famous Four that he was, after all, a ventrilo-
uist
L ‘“ Angwer me!’’ cried Harry imperiously.

“ Ye-g-e-e8,” stammered Billy Bunter.

“1 can't quite swallow it,”” said Nugent. "If you can
yentriloguise as well as that, Bunter, give us a proof of it."’

The fat junior bristled inte importance at omee.

“ Certainly, Nugent! I'm sincerely sorry that you should
doubt my word—""

““0h, cut the ecackle!™

“Go ahead, you young rascal!™

Bunter obeyed. The chums listened attentively while he
gave them a sample of his new powers. He mada his voice
appear to proceed from the chimney—and there was no
doubt about it this time. Billy Bunter was a ventriloquist
at last—the real thing! _ i

“ My hat,” said Nugent, “ it looks like it!"

Harry Wharton's hand  fell heavily upon
shoulder. : 1

“ You young villain! So you have been playing tricks on
us, and making us row "

Bunter grinned s little,

“Woall, T warned vou that there would be trouble if I
wasn't put in the team,’” he said. " You only laughed,
too."

“ 8o you have been doing this because we didn't play
you in the eleven?” .

“1 told you there would be trouble.  Hesides, Bul-
strode—"

“(Oh," ekclaimed Harry, undersianding at cnee, “that's
why Bulstrode has been feeding you lately! 1 might have
guessed that that cad was at the bottom of iL!"”

“That what?” exclrimed Bulstrode fiercely.

“Cad ! eried Harry Wharton, facing him with flashing
eyes, “‘ Bunter is only a fool, but you're a cad and u
ruscal! You have played upon his stupidity to make him
sorve ua this mean trick!”

“ Oh, really, Wharton——"'

“ Hold your tongue, Dunter! Balsirode, you are o roiien
cad! And if vou've got any objection to make to that,
get up and make it!"

Bulstrode gritted his teeth—and stepped into bed. e
pulled up the bedelothes round hin.

“1t was n joke,” he suid; *you can seitle 11 with
Bunter.”

Wharion made a gestuve of contompt.

Bunter's

11a turncd his
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back on Bulstrode with a losk thut brought the scarlet to
the bully's cheeks. .

» [—1say, you fellows," stammered Bunter, realising that
the horn of plenty had ceased to flow from Bulstrode's
direction for good, and remembering that Harry had had a
vegistered letter that day; 1 say, you fellows, I—I—it was
ouly o joke, you know, I only meant to walke you sit up for
]en.';.'jing me out of the eleven, and then I was going to own
wtpe.

* Hold your tongue!” ]

* Yeaa but 1—I say! I'm sincerely sorry, and—and—-"

“ (et into bed! If vou weren't such an utter duffer, I
should give you a hiding 1" said IHarry savagely. " Get o
bed and hold your tongue ™

And Bunter thought he had better do so. |

Wharton, Nugent, and Cherry looked at one nnother.
They realised the truth now, and that there was no cause of
offonce—that their quarrel had been sunply playing into
Bulstrode’s hands,

% The truthfulness is now clearfully made up,” purred the
Nabob of Bhanipur. “The guarrelfulness is a thing of the
esteemed past, and the proper caper is the shakefulness af
the hand.”

Wharton laughed.

“We've been a set of asses " he exclaimed. *' You unders
stand now, of course, that it was DBunter who said thd
things we quarrelled about®”

Y Yes,” said Nugent. * I—I was an ass, T suppose, but—
but Bunter ought to have & jolly good hiding 1"

**Oh, really, Nugen %

* The handshakefulness is the esteemed proper caper, my
worthy chuimna.™

* Right-ho ! exclaimed Bob Cherry.
Cive us your fist, Franky—not on my nose this time

And Nugent laughed and the chums shook hands, and the
quarrel, which had threatened to be so serious, was over.
The Famous Four went to bed in a much more contented
frame of mind, and Bob Cherry, beforc he turned in, be-
stowed a hearty thump of appreciation upon Wun Lung
Elh'ich knocked every ounce of breath out of the little

linee,

Cheery enough the Famous Four looked the following
morning. It was a fine, bright, winter day, and. there was
1o uigu of snow, and all were looking forward to the Forin
match of the afternoon., The Remove eleven—in which
Billy Bunter was not playing centre-forward—were all in
good trim—and so were the Upper Fourth champions, for
that matter,

When the afterncon came, and the rival footballers met
o the ficld of battle, TEmpia, Dabney & Co. were in high
and confident spirits. The Remove felt just as confident—
and with more reason, ns the result showed.

Younger fellows as they were on the average, belonging
io a lower Form, they took the grest game more seriously
mora assiduously,

“It’s all right!

and training was bound to tell.

A goodly crowd had assembled to see the match, and
there were cheers pa the sides lined up.

Temple kicked off, and the Form match started; and it
was exciting at once. The Hemove were in fighting form,
and they gquickly showed that they were out for scalps. A
goal in the first five minutes of the match was o forataste
of the wrath to come—for the Upper Fourth.

At half-time the Remove weres two up.

In the second half Temple, Dabney E‘r. (0. made a dos-
perate effort to equalise, but the Remove were equally
determined that they should do nothing of the sort. The
result was & keen encounter, that was watched with tha
groatest intarest by the crowd round the ropes.

(One goal, and then another, fell to the Upper Fourth,
and Temple hoped—for a tipe. But his hope was brief.
With a fine combined cffort the Remove brought the leathar
down the field, and Harry Wharton slammed it in; and
the E{emm'e. were three to two, with only five minutea more
fo ey,

That five minutes was wholly spent in the Upper Fourth
half, and it ended with another goal from Cherry’s foot;
and then the whistle went.

“ Four to two!"” grinned Bob Cherry, as they came off the
field. - What price the Remove now¥"”

And the Removites round the ficld cheered frantically.
They had won the Form match! Temmple, Dabney & Co.
bad to hide their diminished heads, but the rest of the
afternoon was epent by the Removites in celebrating their
vIETOry.

THE EXD.

{ Another splendid iale of the Boys of Grayfriars
next Tuesdoay.

Please order your *Magnetl' Library n advance.
Frice One Halfpocnny.)
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GRAND TALE OF ARMY LIFE.

o

READ THIS FIRST,

On the death of his father, Jack Dashwood finds to his
astonishment that he has been practically disinherlted in
favour of his Unele Dominie and Cousin Leonard. lle con-
sequently enlists in the 25th Hussars, under the name of
Tom Howard, and soon becomes & corporal. Unfartunately
for ﬂﬂi}l{. however, his Consin Leonard is attached to the
25th as second lleutenant, and, with the aid of a bullyin
trooper namecd Sligo, succeeds in gerting Jack deprived o
his stripes., Dominic Dashwood's death oceurs just as the
25th are sailing for India, On their-arrival there, Leonard
transgfers into the Ploughshires, while Jack is soon
reinstated favourite, end becomes once more Tull corporal.
A fromtier war breaks cut, and the 23th receive orders to
-mobilise for the front. Sligo is bribed by Dashwood to drug
Tom Howard one night while the young corporal is on
Piﬂguet_du.t . Tom falls asleep at his post and is ;uld that

n due time he will be conrt-martialled. One day Slige nas
a letter from his wife, deseribing how, while eleaning out
a certain set of offices in Lincoln's Inn Ficlds, she dis-
coveréd a dusty document nnder a safe, relating to Tom
Howard's affairs, and that :imge:am Hogan, a former
servant of Colomel Dashwood's, with whom Mrs. Sligo was
acguainted, had joyfully affirmed that it established Jack
Dashwood's ¢laim to the Colonel's estates. This letter Sligo
maliclously showsa to Leonard Dashwood, who manages
to destroy it, together with one from Sergeant Heogin to
Tom Howard. An 10U for £95, which - Dashwood had
given to Slige as hush-money, falls into Colonel Greville's
hands, The latter then interviews Tom, who is slightly
wolutded in the leg, and asks him a numhber of guestions.
Sligo, in the next tent, oveérhears the interview, und tais
causzes him to reflect as to how muech money Tom Howard
would give him te hear the whele truth of Licutenant
Dashwood's infamouns plota.

(Now go on with the story.)

All Sligo Throws Out a Strong Hint.—A Brush with
the Enemy.

" There's another matter, Howard,” said the colonel—
“ that saddle-cutting business. It oceurred entirely in your
troop, and your own things wero dama.ged more than once.

Does that ‘remark suggest any possibility to you—I mean,
roupled with the name of Sl ﬂ'F? y

* By Jove, sir, I hadn't thought of that!l” said Tom.
“ Of gourse, my consin has been down on me all through, on
the principle thet you hate a man you have deliberately
wronged, Of course, it's possible; but I don't quite see
how Bligo could have done it, because at that time, sir. he
was an intimatep chum of Trooper Sloggett, and we all had
our eyes very wide open.”

% Sloggett? That's the pugilistic man,
handy with his fists?"”

“ Yery handy in every way, sir. He's one of the hardest
fighters I know. I don't know whether he got a chance
when the conveoy of wounded was attacked, but I know
before that he had killed eleven men with his own hand.”

“ Used to drink,”” said the colonel, taking out his note-
book. “ A reformed character since he came under your
infuence.” ;

And he looked hard at Tom, with.a twinkle in his eve.

- Y1 don't know about that, sir,” gaid Tom, emiling rather
ghamefacedly. “I tricd to give him a ]cg up, and I must
gay he's had a clean sheet for a long time.”

The colonel wrote some wotrds, and replaced his notebook
in his pockst, :

“This is getting very hot indesd!" murmured Slige. *°I
wonder what the old bloke will say next?™

o 'gs.a old bloke,” as Sligo termed him, had little more
to add.

“EKeep your eyes and your ears open, Howard," he con-
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cluded. “*We are on a hot scont, and I balieve we shall
run our fox to earth before very long. I need not warn you
to say nothing that will.give & hint that we are watching
anybody, Ahl, there's * Evening Stables ' sounding 1

And with a pleasant nod to Diek Vivian the chiel went
away, and Alf Sligo began to wonder how the dickens he
was going to get out unsoen by the two [riends.

Fortunately for him Tom's leg was decidedly on the
mand, and, bidding good-bye to Dick, he limped away to
the horse lines, Sligo following stealthily a moment later.

A’ preat surprise awaited our hero when orders were read
out, for, after the usual information concerning ecounter-
signs, the hour for reveills next morning, and sundry other
regimental details, he heard his own name read out.

" Corporal Thomas Howard to be lance-sergeant; Troopor
William Slogzett to be corporal. The foregoing promotions
are for distinguished gallantry in the feld.”

Somelh.ng very like a cheer breke from the men of B ™
Bquadron, which the sergeant-major instantly checled:
But most of them shook Tom by the hand, and there wers
cosgratulations for Bill Sleggett, who was not unpopular
in the sgquadron. A pang of bitter jealousy shot through
Alf 8Blige, and he forthwith began to hate Bill Sloggett
with an exceedingly bitter hatred, which he look good care,
however, to conceal.

“I knew you'd get something, old chap,” seaid Jim
Clavering, elapping Tom on the shoulder, and burning to
unbossom hiraself, " The colonel had Middleton and me up
to-day, and asked us a lot of questions about you.”, -

Mg for Tom, he was in the seventh heaven, and he knew
now that it would be only a short time before he exchanged
the worsted stripes for three gold-laced chevrons, and he
sat long in the gipsy-shelter looking at the starry sky, and
the faint sounds of the sleeping tent fell unheaged on his
ear. The sentries challenged, the officere made their
rounds, a low grunt and grumble came from the transport-
camels in the centre of the camp; and then about midnight,
when Tom was on the point of settling himeslf down to
sleep, an arm pulled his curtain aside, and a man from the
adjoining tent poked his head in.

The voung sergeant recognised Alf Sligo, and was etruck
}'lj’ the peculiar smile which the moonlight showed upon his
nee,

" Well, what do you want?” he eaid sharply. " What's
wrong 7

** There's nothing particular wrong, sergeant,” said Sligo.
"1 only wan:ed to "ave a look at yer."

“1 don't know that I particularly wanted to bo looked
at,” said Tom. * Push off, and get back to your own tent!”

Slipe grinned again, and withdrew, DBut four words
:auint Tom's ear, and, leaning suddenly forward, he thrust
his head out after the retrc.-ﬂ.tm%' figure.

“What was that you =aid? he demanded
whisper.

“I only zaid *Good-night, 8ir John!"" replied Slige, in
the zame tone,

And he disappeared behind his horse-blanket, leaving the
gergeant very wide awake indecd.

Tom Howard hardly slept a wink that night, and bafore
“Heveille! went in the morming, he came out of his
shelter, made two strides in the direction of Sligo's tent,
and fung the saddle-blanket curtain back with so much
cnorgy that the frail structure well-nigh came doewn with a
ram,

‘“ Here, get up, and come out of that, Sligo!"” said Tom.
*1 want a word with you!"

in & sbtorn
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Bligo awoke, yawned lazily, looked up at the sergeant,
and rose quickly to his feet, reading mischief in his eyes.

“\What was that yvou said to me last night when you
turned in?' asked Tom, with & red flush on his face, and
a particularly angry glitter in his eyes. * Out with it}
Bay it again! You called me Sir John, 8ir John what ¥

“Dashoood,” said Bligo, his shifty eyes roaming about
Tom's face, unable 1o meet the stern, steady gaze of the
pergeant.

“And whers did you pick that up? Where did you
knowi" demanded the sergeant. ‘' Come, no shillyshally-
mmg! Out with it, or I'll give you the most infernal hiding
you ever hadl"

“ Look here, sergeant,” eaid 8ligo. ** What I know, 1

know, and the knowledge is worth something. If I told you
I could put you on the track of something that you have
been looking for a long time, what would you give a
fellow?"
. Bligo's face had becone very white and serious, and Tom,
who had drawn his right arm back with the intention of
letting it drive and knocking the man eilly, slowly allowed
it to drop to his side es the man locked at him.

“ What do you mean? Quickly, now! What have I been
locking for " : : :

“A paper with your ,own name upon it," said Sligo
slowly—" & paper that will put thousands into your pocket
if you can find it.” o .

Bligo saw the trumpeter breathing into the mouthpiece of

his trumpet preparatory to blowing the ' House,” and
being taken r.:rg his guard so unexpectedly before he had had
time to &arran the cards of what he naturally con-
sidered a nap ﬁgnd, he mentally cursed the lad for being
w0 long sbout it ; :
- “There is mmethhhg very mdyateric::ua. about this," sadd
Howard. " How the dickens did you come to ba mized up
with my affairs? Do not play the ass, for I'll have it out
of you if I have to take you up before the colonel I’

“"You can take me up before fifty colonels!” said Ehghu.
M The point 8 what will you give me if I put you on the
F:?Et of that paper? True as I am here, I know whero it
is :

Tom shivered from head to foot, for he saw that 3ligo
was speaking the truth. Then the “ Reveille” blew, and
Bligo, undar tha iﬂ'l}il‘*ﬂ!ﬂiﬂn that he had scored & point,
smiled hie disagreecable, underhand amile. .

“I will see you after stables,” eaid the sergeant abruptly.

And, turning on his heel, he went into his own shelter,
feeling that he must be alone; and, dropping his blanket
ovér the opening, he tock his head into hie hands, his
templos ulua.tinf&:ike the piston-rod of a locomotive,

But after stables Bligo was not to be found. He had got
himself posted to eome duty that kept him away from the
sergeant, for He, too, wanted to be alone, feeling that some-
how he was pf _
take this time hé would probably lose everything.

. The next day the camp was in & bustle, and though Tom’s
. face had assumed & pwglmr gravity, he went about looki
ns black as & thundercloid. He had matters to atten
.to otber than his own private sffairs, for the advance had
been .or , and they were about to proceed inte the
Mahmund country. .

The night beforp eniping shots had made the sergeant
look out into the darkness seversl times, and now the war
wag going to begin, after that brief pause, and the 2Z5th
Huseara had orders to march
valley with their old friends, the Bengal Lancers,

In the meantime 8Sir Bindon BEBlood had gone to
regonnoitre the Rambat Pass, and rode off with his escort
before the 25th Hussars got the word to mount.

“1Ope we get a chance to show that we earned our
stripes  to-day, 'Oward—you and me,” said Corporsl
William Bloggett, with s grin. . )

But the sergeant made no reply as he swung intoe his
saddle. He had not even troubled to get an extra chevron
sawn. on hig sleeve, but Bill had been E-H'i_'l.gfi(ﬁ'riﬂ about for
a good hour in all the glory of his new rank badge.

They halted at & village in the broad, brown valley, and
a political officer, who accompanied the reconnaissance, laid
down the law to the sullen tribesmen, who denied they had
been fghting against us, and swore they remained true to
their aalt..

In the distance, however, a cordon of armed men held
sloof, fAuttering their standards, and the sun, which was
obienred by heavy clouds, shone on their drawn swords and
rifle-barrels, ,

Preszntly there came to the political officer some other
tribesmen, who told him that in the next village they would
find a British troop-horse. 8o thither rode the cavalry,
and though the horse was gone, eagl{er hands pointed out
the house in which it had been atabled, and the command
wag given to dismount and burn it to the ground.

Scon the roar of erackling Hames was heard, and a great
eolumn of smoke rose skyward. The band of Mahmunds
in tha distdnce approached a little nearer, and sent some

_suddenly found as much fighting

: e- . Howard galloped up, raising & c
aying hig last card, and if he made a mis- -

on_a reconnaissance up the
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daropping shots among the squadrons, who were orderad to
retire at the trot, 2 g

They had just got under way, when a voice in Tom's
squadron exc aimegl:

" Where's Sloggett?”

And Tom locked sharply round among the files. .

“ Pass the word for Corporal Sloggett!” he snid over his
shoulder. :

Corporal Sloggett was not there, and Tom pulled his
mare out on to the plain, and looked back under his hand.
As he did so a distant cateall came on the wind, and among
the strageling huts of the village behind them he saw a
little bustle, and in the midst of a knot of armed men hia
sharp eyve detected a khaki-coloured helmet and an arm
that whirled s bright blade. .

Another little knot of Mahmunds were struggling with a
horse, which reared and fought with its ?ﬂt‘ﬂlﬂg!. and
finally, breaking away, came galloping after the equadron;
and Tom recognmied Sloggett’s mare.

He did not weit to communicate with Captain Vincent,
but just pointed with his hand, and, dashing in the spurs,
galloped back to the corporal’s aseistance,

The band of snipors who had menaced the reconnaissance
E:rty were running towards the village, and it was a race

thween the sergeant and the Mahmumﬁﬁ who would reach
it first, - .

The sergeant won, and his approach was greeted by a
shout of welcome from Corporal Bloggett, whose keen desire
to kill somebody had got him into sericus trouble.

He had stolen away from the house-burning, leading his
mare by the bridle, scowling lerribly at the keen-ayed,
watchful natives, and saying scornful things to them in his
best Coclney with the intention of foreing a quarrel; and
when the zquadron went about, and retired at & trot, Bill
as he wanted; in fact,
rather more, for one man asgainst forty has not much
chanca,

Even with a comrade te back him, the odds were too
great, and the sergesnt, taking in the situation at a glance
a8 he neared the mob that surrounded the corporal, cried:
; “ Put your beck into it, Sloggett, and I'll get to you if

canl!’ »

Thus adjured, Bill, who had kept the circle at arm’s-
length, mada a sudden dash for & hooked-noee giant-with a
sword and shield, and ran him through the cheet, snapping
his own sword off short as he tried to disengage 1if.

The Mahmunds scattered Like aheef} for & moment as Tom

oud of dust from the
%Ilm. and he bowled half a dozen.over at the firet onset.
ut round the corner of the Khan’'s house came other armed

£100 FOR A PRIZE STORY.

Sometime eince the editors of ™ The Red Mapgazine,™
the well-known fiction journal, offered £100 for a short
story of 8,000 words which, in the opinion of the editors,
was the best of those submitted.

The prize has now heen awarded, and thereby hangs a
tale of romantic interest. It was won Mr, F. Howel
Evans, whose story, in accordance with the conditions of
the competition, was placed inside & sealed envelope, hia
real name and address being concealed.

At first Mr, Evans had no notion of éntering the com-

tition, but an idea for a story occurred to him only a

ew days before the last day of sending in—August 31st

last, 1t was suggested ’ﬂ; a paragraph in a morning

per giving an account of a smokeless gun invented by
}Jfr. axim, the brother of Bir Hiram Maxim, the cele-
brated inventor. He actually began writing on
Angust 28th, which left hlm practically only a a% in
which to write the story, and them, as he sawys, ** With
a sort of desperation, I determined T wonld try. On
that Friday morning, them, I sat down with the words
‘The Smokeless Gun’ staring me in the face from an
otherwise blank sheet of paper. At first ideas for the
further development of the narrative would mot come;
mt eventually I made a start, and the story was com-
pleted within a fraction of eight hours.”

THUS WAS THE £100 WON!
A story written in such movel circumstances should he

of interest to all, and you will find it exactly as it was
written in the January number of “ The Red zine,”’
now on sale at all newsagents and hooksellers. In spite

of its having been written in record time, it is probably
one of the most stirring parratives ever penned,
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men, who had hitherto kept at a respectful distance, and
there was n-::thin?- left but to ride [or it. )

Tom took his left foot out of his stirrun, and pulled his
mare up on her haunches beside the corporal.

- d]! you get!” he shouted.

An Elﬂ,gr‘lgett, grasping the cantel of the saddle with one
hand, and Tom’s brid]i}a arm with the other, luckily found the
won at the Hrst attempt, and
:&erguqut.

“Whoop, my beauty, off you go!" eried Tom, touching
her i:ghtlf- with his spur.

The gallant beast, with its double burden, sped like an
arrow from ils bow, Sloggett's riding-breeches receiving a
tulwar-point that rent them from hip to knee, and a volley
of Martini bullets whistled about their ears.

The rearmost troop of the Hussars had faced about, ns
Captain Vincent saw the danger, but the mare carried the
two comrades out of danger, and Treoper Rogers, having
caught the corporal's horse, Bill Bloggett leapt down, and was
in his own saddle in & moment,

“Thanks, old chap!” he aaid, riding up alongside the
sergeant. Y DMver mind shaki ‘ands with ma? 1 veckon
you saved my life that journey [

“Get back to your place,” said Tom sternly, * and don't
vlay the goat! Perhaps I shall not be so ready next
rime!"

Returning at o [ull trot, they scon outdistanced the
snipers. But, hearing some lively firing, they looked back,
and =aw the inhabitants of the two villagzes engaged in 2
combat of their own.

The people of the second village reaented the fact that
the others had peached about the captured horse, and they
proceeded to fight it out after the good old tribal fashion
which etill exista in that wild region.

“ Bravo, sergeant!" said Captnin Vincent.  ** 1 shall
report vour action to Colonel Greville. Hallo! What's
the matter with your leg? Got another wound?®”

Tom locked down quickly, and saw that his puttee was
saturated with blood; and then for the first time he
experienced a great stiffness in the limb.

But it was only the old hurt broken out afresh, and
though it began to hurt intolerably, the young sergeant set
hiz teeth, declared it was nothing, and when the squadron
halted, he borrowed a fresh puttee from one of the men,
which answered all the purposes of a surgical bandage.

swung up behind the

The Alarming Adventures of the Hon. Algy,

The resut of the various reconnaissances having proved
satisfactory from the general’s point of view, the advance
began the next day. The camp was abandened, and
squadrons and companies, batteries and brigades, pushed
wto the Mahmund eountry. )

Twenty-four hours afterwards a dapper little officer on a
nondeseript  sort of peony,

stood ; the ashes of the camp-fires; the deserted paths where
the sentinels had paced backwards and forwards, and all the
dreary signs and tokens of loneliness and desolation that met
his gazo.

Everything was alarmingly still. Not a sound, save the
hot wind sobbing among some stunted bushes, fell upon his
Qar.

“My luck’s out!” said the Hon. Algy. And, taking off
his heime-t-. he wiped the perspiration from his narrow fore-
head with the daintiest of handkerchiefs, which bore an
elaborate monogram worked in silk in one corner.

In o very short time it would be too dark to see any-
thing until the moon rose, and, scrambling his peny through
the gap in the rough parapet that Eurrﬂunded‘l the old
cu.m}:ing'- round, the Hon. Algy locked about him for o
comtortable spot where he could settle for the night.

He chose an angle in the parapet, and, unfastening his
picket-rope, he tethered the pony securely. Then he found
three branches of a tree that had been used for the samae
purpose, and sticking the three ends firmly in the sand, he
spread his blanket over the top of them to keep the dews
off, and, crawling underneath, sat with his legs crossed—a
very disconsolate voung gentleman indecd.

A mouthful remained in his flask, and he produced a
couple of sandwiches from some ecrevice of his uniform;
and, when he had disposed of them, he lit a cigarette,
leaned back against the angle, and smoked meditatively.

Some day, unless & chance bullet took him off, he would
succeod to the earldom of S8nowdon. At the present momeni
ho was the sole representative of the British peerage in that
lonely spot, and found his position very exclusive.

Presently he felt his head nodding, his eyelids drooped, and
the Hon. Algy slept the sleep of the just,

Eh::w]y the rim of the silvery moon rose above the Kastarn
mountain-tops, fooding the valley with light and maling
the shadows doubly mysterious.

The Hon, Algy awole with a start, blinked his eves, and
sat bolt upright, to find himself sarrounded by a civele of
dark, grinning faces; to see the moonlight glinting on
swords and vataghans, and to realise that he was a prisoner.

A man with an ﬂ.(]lu'lliﬂ-l} nose and a jet-black beard, who
seemed to be the leador, peered into his face—the moonlight
shining on his eyeballs—and when he saw that his prisoner
was awake, he smiled with a mouth of white teeth and
cjaculated something that sounded hike * Yorigaboo!™

“Yos, I dare say it does,” said the Ilon. Algy; “but [
roally do not understand you."

The fierce-looking tribesmen, breaking into a discordant
Iaugh, raised their weapons and sheok them in tho moon-

light. The solitary ofhcer put his hand upon his revolvee-
case, but the flap was open and the weapon had been
removed., It was the same with his sword. The empty

scabbard alone rewarded his touch, and his heart began to
beat with a little flutter,

e

his feet almost touching the
ground, reached the deserted
camping place as the sun was !

|“BRITAIN INVADED 1" -+ s 2t dzey.

Do any of you speak
English?" he said, looking
round the circle of faces.

setting.

1t was the Hon. Algy, late
of the Ploughshires, and,
reining up his pony on the
Lirapstwork that had suor
raunded the camp, hz fixed
s eyeglass and surveyed the

fixed his glass with great care
and looked vacantly from
one to another.

But the only reply waa
some unintellizible gibberish,
whereupon the Hon, Algy

The man whom he had

large, empty quadrangle 2,
with & comical expression of .
unnovance on his face.

The Editor, * MAGNET"™ Library,
T3-29, Bouverie Street, Fleet Straet,
London,will be glad Lo hear from you,

to understand by a sign that
they wished him to get un.

\ taken for the chief gave him
and he did so slowly, then sud-

“By gad, vou know, they
have gone!” said the Ion.
Algy, half-alond.

He had pot wind of the
rrupnﬁ.ed advanes, wrenched
umself free from the shackles

of the medical authoritics very exciting times |
down at the hospital, and.
wirdin on his sword—a

beautiful weapon, for which
the military tailors had
charged him unknown
guineas and which was war-
ranted not to brealk or bend
al & eritical moment—he had
mounted a pony and rvidden
off alone to reioin his regi
ment, 7

He could have eried with
vexation—in faet, I am not
quits sure that he did not—
as he saw the trampled
rround where the horses had

irom the school.

Harry Wharton & Co. are in for some
Qur next story will
open with a terrific storm and the wreck of
a vessel on the rocks mot very far distant
The part that Is so well
played by Harry and his chums [ will
leave you to find out mext Tuesday.

oo

denly  snatghed one of the
supports of the tent-blanket
and used it like a club., There
wal & gleam of steel in the
meonlight, and the chief cut
it through within an inch of
his thumb with the same ease
- that would have severed o pak
of butter. They surrounde
him, jabbering and gesticulat-
g, ot without searching
glanees along the valley, and
resently they intimated to
im by signs that he must
mount his pony and go with
them,

g
f@, {Ansther Tong ingtalment of this
splendid War story next Tuesday.
Plenze order your copy of ““The
Magnet™  Library  tn  adoance,
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TOM SAYERS

I Tom Sayers is just an ordinary British boy with

a good allowance of pluck, and his fight against
adverse circumstances proves that a true heart
can beat benecath a ragged coat. Tom Sayers is
not a4 milksop, neither is he very nobhle. Hec has
to work out his own salvation, and the advens-
tures he goes through sould try the strength of
many better equipped to stand against Fortunc's
l hardest knocks and blows.

Read the story of

TOM SAYERS

in this week's

‘cTIWVEA IRV EIL”
LIBRARY, id.

A Powerful Story of the present
GREAT UNREST IN INDIA
Read

.A.. SON OIFXF T"EE: SWORD

By CAPTAIN WILTON BLAKE,
now starting in

THE BOYS’ FRIEND

This new stirring military serial deals with
the sedition now rife in India, which at any
timme may break into flame, bringing in its
train all the horrors of war. . : .

R E E E O O "B . A i PLATEE

A SPLENDID FQOTBALL PLATE is Qiven
Away each week with THE BOYS’ FRIEND.
Every Tuesday, One Penny. . . .
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