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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Music Hath Charms.

" M
0 £ Lisfon &
Hirreat Scolb!™

“The great-Scoct-fulnesa ix torpific I
“ My hat!”
£ ﬂl] LARS
Thowe cxclamations, snd many more of the kind, eopso
erescendo in Ehe Remove passage ad Greyisipres.

It was tea-time. and most of the Remove—the Lower
Fourth—were having tea in their studies.

Harrr Wharton and his chums were endoving loasi poud
eggz in No, 1 Btudy. Bob Cherry and Mark Linley and
little Wun Lung were diseusing a pie in Ng. 13—and the
rest of the Romove were similarly enploaved.

But thers had como & audden intarruption,

Fallowa came to the doors of the studies with chunkas of
;:akg. or bread-and-butter in their hands, and wrath in theie
ACds.
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Exchunnbions of rage resounded through the lengih and
breadith of the Remove passage.

The cause was & wild and weird voluwre of sound that
proceeded from the last stody in the passage, No. 14,

The noise was comparable to many things—to the howling
of maddened enls, the growling of iufuriated dogs, the
11.}11:1;11&‘ of n herd of jackals, the rearing of the wild beasls
at the Zoo, the grind of a un]l wheel, the whire of & motor-
oar,

But it was caused by a concertina, played with extra-
ordinary want of akill, “and with dendl-nr determinalion, by
a Junior in the end study,

It was surprising thal so terrifie a_din could proceed from
a single instrument, wiclded by a single pair of handa,

But so0 it was.

.\'!' hen BuII of the Remove, mall-. pols Ry el e (ﬂnmrln:m‘
the fact was known to all Greylrinrs.

It 2 on record that music has been extracted from con-
certings., DBut John Bull, of the Greyiviars Rewmove, had
never learned the secrel,

Dut if he could nol mazler the art of cxtracling melods

Janmunry 2fel, 1811,
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from his instrument, it wos not for want of patience and
¥i 1r.

ull wonld have practised cvery day for hours. if he could
have managed it, but though he was equal to it, Greyiriare
wasn't.

Dire threats of homicide had been made if lie ventured
to play that dreaded instrument within the walls of Grey-
friars, and for some time Bull had let it alone.’

But it was bound to break out again. -

And now it had broken cut—worze than ever, the juniors
thought, after their rest from it. /

To think of having tea while Bull was playing the con-
ceriing was Impossible, The juniora came out inio the
passage wrathfully. Bob Cherry and Mark Linley were the
tirst out. They were in the study next to the offender. As
for little Wun Lung, he was the only fellow in the Remove
who could stand it. He eaid it reminded him of the music
ot home in China—which was quite possible.

" Bﬁii-: Cherry kicked at the door of Neo. 14, turning the
andie.

DBut the door did not cpen. ] .
) J_?!lm Bull had taken the precaution of locking it on the
inside.

“Bull" roared Bob Cherry, kicking away. “Bull! I
way ! Open the door!”

E‘-rnsh—éraﬁh went the concertina !

There was no other reply to Bob Cherry's exhoriations.

“By Jove!" exclaimed Harry Wharton. “ The fellow
pught to be ragged bald-headed for bringing such a thing
into Greyfriars at all. Bull! Open the door!™

Crashl Crash!

Yow-w-w-w-wl!

id h tl-”
s 'I“l?;a l?itiu]neu in terrific!”’ execlaimed Hurreco Jamset
Ram 8ingh, the Nabob of Bhanipur. ' The din of the awful

pconcertina ie terrific also.
 Btopr it, Bull!”

" Chuelk it 1"
“'Wa'll egiash you
“Hold on !

** Meroy I

The crowd -of juniors kicked at the door. )

But there was no reply from within but the wild howl of
the conceriine. The probahility was that John Bull Jid
not even hear them. ; : ; :

“Where are the chaps who dig with him?” exclaimed
sz:inlglﬂugent, looking round. " Is Todd or Fish in the
5 e

“1 guess I'm not,” said Fisher T. Fish, the American
junior, who shared that study with Bull and Alonzo Todd.
*I'm here.”

“I also sin here,” said Alonze Todd distressfully. ““1f I
were within the study, Hug;iut, 1 should be glad to oblige
you by opening the door, r Uncle Benjamin has always
impresssed upon me to be obliging. But being outside the
study, you will doubtless cbserve that it is impossible for
e to open the door from within."

& f{ﬂ on !"

o dear Nugent—"

L Tiﬂl him tq open the door, Fishy !"" shouted Bob Cherry.
* It's your study, you know, and you have a right to go in.”

‘“ I guess a0 !’

Fisher T. Fish banged on the door.

“Bull! Bully, old son! Hustle now, and get this deor
wpen! T guess U'm coming in! You hear me yaup "

{'rash—grind—how] ! ] ] .

“0Oh, he won't open for TFish!" said Bulstrode. - YWe
shall have to samash the door in.”

“* Hear, hear ™

“Bull! Bull! BulllM

“ Btop that row!” ]

“ Let's smash in the deoor,’ satd Skinmer. * I can't stand
it We can get the stool from along the passage.”

“ Come on!” exclaimed Snoop.

“1 sav, vou fellows i

* (h, buzz off, Bunter !V

“ But I say—"

“Get out of the way, Tubby !

“ Oh, really, Brown—-"

The howling of the concertina in the study ceaced for a
moment. The juniors renmewed their vells to the sole occu-
pant of No. 14. It was clear that he had reached the end
of a tune, but he was pretty certain to start immediately
upon another.

“ Bull 1™

“ Hallo 1" \ . _

““I say, you fellows—"" persisted Billy Bunter, i.'r:r,rmg to
squoeze his fat form forward in vain, through the erowd cf
juniors. “'I eay, you know—"

“ BShut up, Bunter '’ .
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“Buall! I say, Bull!®

“What do you want?”

“Stop that ghastly row, will you!" roared Wharl
through the keyhole. ' Open the door, and let us come m.

* Mo fear ! :

“Then chuck that awful din!"

“I'mr practising.’” o 1

“ (o out on the island in the river and practice, then, ot
up to the top of the Black Pike, or on a boat in the buy,"
velled Whartaon,

* Rats 1 :

“ We can't stand it here.” ]

“I'm only going to practise for another guarter of aa
hour to-day.”

** Quarter of & century!  Ass!
another quarter of a minute.”

The chums heard John Bull laugh softly, and then the
wild howl of the concertina recommenced. The junior
raged at the deoor, while within the study the concerting

We can't stand it for

‘bowled and erashed.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Buater Does It,

ARRY WHARTON shouted thromgh the keyhole. Bob
Cherry and Linley kicked on the door. Tom Brown,
the New Zealander, hammered with & cricket-stump,

But the musician took not the slightest heed. :
He was floating saway, as it were, upon the full flood of

" %iprid disoned.

The jumiors raged in the

They were furious; but
not break in the strong osken deor.” .
had been battered in once by o form, but it had brooght
the prefects upon tha spot, and there had been trouble,

“* What the dickens——"" said Harry Wharton.

“The rotter!™

* The beast!"

** The Philistine !”

" The Hottentot!™

“1 say, you fellows—"

“* (th, shut up, Bunter !

“ But I've got a dﬂdie for making him open the door
exclaimed the Owl of the Remove, blinking indignantly sk
the jumiors through his big spectacles. :
- Rats [

* Ch, really, Wharton—-"

“Good [ exclaimed Nugent. * Let Bunter roll agains
it, and it's bound to go."

““ Ha, ha, hal"

* Oh, really, Nugent—"

" Well, what's the dodge, Bunter " exclaimed Bulstrods

th it, or dry up "'

** Oh, really, Bulstrode——"

" What is it, you young nas}"

“You know ghat a ripping ventriloguist I am—"

“ Birererer.r 1" i i

** Look hers, you.know jolly well I'm a splendid ventriles
quist,” said the fat junior weathfully. “You know how
jolly well I can mmitate voices. Look here, I'll imitate Mz
Queleh’s voice, and make him open the door.”

: egg !" enid Nugent. **I remember vour working
that wheeze on somebody before.”

*“That was before Bull came; he won't be up to it,"”

*Let him try, Harry !
*Oh, all right " said Wharton. * Go shend, Bunter!”
Billy Bunter hesitated. Now that he had gained g

hearing, he was in no hurry to begin. He had his terms to

make hrst.

1 say, you fellows—r-"

“Go ahead, Bunter!"

* Puck up!™

" Yeos, but——""

** Begin, sou fat daffer!”

*“'That's all very well, Bulstrode, but I'm feeling faint from
want of food,’” said DBunter. ™ ¥ou know how delicate I am)
and that 1 have to be kept up by taking conastant nourish
ment, Now——" F

ui B.r_r_,r 1” ;

" Oh, really, Nugent! I'm short of cash at present, bof
I'm expecting a postal-order this evening. If you chaps like
to lend me half-a-crown till it comes——"" =

“*¥ou shall have a bob if you get that door open,” “#
Harry Wharton, “and I'll kick you along the passage if;
you don’t!” ‘

"*Hear, hear

** Oh, really, Wharton——"

“* Begin ! roared Wharton.

“Oh, all right!"" grunted Bunter.
righlecnpence, Wharton?”

Assage. '
y were helpless. They could
True, 2 Remove door

r

“Did von say a bobew
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Billy Bunter went to John Bull's bed with the water-bottle In his hands. The bottle was an old one, and It
leaked-at the screw stopper, But Bunter didn't notice that—-his thoughts were elsewhere,

“[ said a bob: and you'll get s licking instead of the
bob if vou don’t buck upt”

ai ﬂh; IEE“_]I"—'-"'"

“ Begin, you chump!"

Bunter drew closer to the deor, and the juniors ceased
kicking and shouting, to give an appearance of being awed
by the arrival of a master.

Bunter rapped sharply on the door.

“Open this door, Bull!" he called out, in so cxact an
imitation of the stern tones of Mr. Quelch, the master of
the Bemove, that the juniors started.

But from within the study came only the grinding howl of
the concertina.

“Try again!’’ whispered Wharton.

“All right.”

Billy Bunter raised his voice.

“Pull, open this deor immediately

John Bull heard the words then. Not for a moment did
he suspect that it was the 1'n.=entriln:rq‘.uist of Greyiriars
imitating the tones of the Form-mastor.

The din of the concertina died away, and a blessed, peacciul
gilence [oll upon the Romove passage.

There was o sound of a footstep inside the door

“My hat, it's working!"" muttered Harry Wharton,

“The workfulness of the csteemed wheeze is terrific.”

“Bull,” rapped out Bunter, still in My, Queleh’s tones,
“do vou hear me?"’

“ Yes, s

“Then open the door immediately!”

¥ Yo-pn, gir "

There was a click in the loek, and the door was flung open.

e

NEXT
WEEIL :

“SPOOFING ALONZO.”

John Bull, coneerting in hand, appearad upon the threshold.
Heo atared at the juniors, in amrcg of Mr. (melch,

Mr, Quelch was not there: but before the junior could
discover that he had been tricked, the Removites rushed
tumultuously into the study.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Telegram for John Bull.

OHN BULL backed away, dropped the concertina
upon tho table, and put up his fists. John Bull was a
sturdy, ruddy junior, of compact build, and strong
almost as & horse, but he hed no chance against the
wave of humanity that engulfed him.
He rolled over on the foor of the study, and half a dozen
of the juniors rolled over him.
“ ot him 1" roared Skinner.
“ Hurray!"
“ollar him!™
* Bump him:"
o Bﬁuush him ! .
“0Oh!" roared John Bull. “Yow! Yarooh! Biop it!
What do you mean, you howling duffers? Yarooh!"
*“Ha, ha, hat"”
“ Pila on him!"
* The pilefulness is terrifie”
The Removites did pile on the offending hevs of tho
concorting.
Five or six were sitting on John Bull az Le lay wriggliong
on the carpet.
The fallen junior was gasping for breath. He forgot his
A Splendid Talse of Harr
at Greyfriars. By FRA

Wharton & Co.
K RICHARDS,



¢ THE BEST 3™ LIBRARY P&~ THE “BOYS" FRIEND” 3> LIBRARY. "X

own troubles, however, to give a shout of alarm as Bob
Cherry seized thie eoncertina from the table,

“Hold on, Cherry! Don't you knock that aboutl”

Bob Cherry grinned.

“I'm jolly well going to smash it}

id E?} I E, h‘!}:’

“ Rip it open!

“ Here's & knife.”

John Bull struggled desperately.

*Let it alone !’ he yelled.

" Well,"” said Bob Cherry, putting the edge of a pocket-
i:ilfﬁ blade close to the concertina, '‘suppose we make

rms, "’

** Let that concertina alone "

“1 will, on condition that you let it alone.”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”’ )

“1 guess that’s fair,” said Fisher T. Fish.
oxpect us to stand it, Bull"

L1} REJ'EIH

“Now, then,” zaid Boh, “we'll come to an agreement.
If we leave the beastly thing in existence, you'll promise,
honour bright, not to play it unless you're asked.”

“Ha, ha! That's not fikelg to happen.”

“ The not-likelyfulness is terrific.””

John Bull locked rebellious.

‘But the edge of the knife was very near the concertina.
Dulstrode had picked up the poker to add his little aid in
the work of destruction,

** Now, then, what do you sav?" demanded Bob Cherry.

s I_I__'u

* Yas or not™

“You can't

" Look here——"
“ Will you promisei”
“I havae to p up my practice,” howled John Bull

“Aod we have to keep your practice down,” grinned Bohb
Cherry, *“ and it looks to me as if we shall score if we make
an end of the horrible instroment of torture.”

. ha, hal"

“The soorefulness will be terrifie.”

* Now, then, Bull, sour last chance,”

John Bull gwe a gasp.

It wes & hard promise that was exacted from him, but
there was evidently no other way to save the existence of his
beloved ooncertina.

" Oh, all right!” he grunted,

* You promise "

* Yeo-p-en"

;T&ng&r to play the concertina here apain unless you're
R5Ked |

‘' Yes,” growled John Bull.

* Honest injun®'’

" Yes, honest injun.”

Bob Cherry burat into a laugh, and laid the concertina
down upon the table.

* I think that's all right,” he remarked.

* I guess s0,” zaid Fisher T. Fish. _

“I am sure that John Bull will keep his word with the
utmost exactitude, my dear fellows,” said Alonze Todd.
"It will be a great satisfaction to him to reflect that he has
conferred an obligation upon the whols Form., My Uncle
EEnba.mm always told me——""

id sour Uncle Benjamin ever tell you to shut up,
Todd?’ acked Bulstrode. ! y
*Dh, dear! Certainly not!”

“ Then he negiﬂ{:tcd his evuncular dutics.”

“Ha, ba, hat"

“ My dear Bulstrode——"

" Lemme gerrup!" growled John Bull.

The dusg and dishevelled junior wos allowed to rise to
bis feet. He picked up the concertina at once, and put it
away in & locker, and locked it up.

* You asses——"" he began.

"My desr Bull——"

“0Oh, ring off! Yon chumps don't understand music.”

“Wa haven't heard any here,”” Nugent remarked.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!"”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! You're wanted, Bullt?

The voive of Trotter, tho page, was heard in the passage.

* Master Bull, plense! Ia Master Bull here#*

“Quelchy has heard the row,” grinned Bob Cherry,
* You'll gct hauled over the ccals, now, Bull”

“Rata!"

Trotter came into the study. He grinned &ll over his
fat face at thie sight of the red and dusty juniora

Heo had a buff-coloured envelope in his hands. John Ball
was standing with his hands in hiz pockets, but he axtracted
one hand to take the telegram as Trotter extended it to him.

** Telogram for Master Bull!" zaid Trotter.

“ Thank you, Trotter!”

4 H{sﬂa waiting. "’

**Halle, ballo, hallo!
exclaimed Bob Cherry. )

Tuz Maerer Lisnary.—Na, 154.

Nothing wrong at home, I hope?’

Bull shook hia head.

“No, I think net, It's from Have—Mr. Have, my Auni
Tghltha'u: lawyer, I believe. He was going to wire mie
when—'

John Bull did not finish the sentence, .

He tore open the buff envelope, and unfolded the flim
strip within, and read the message in the thick bla
lettering.

Then he gave a long, low whistle.

The juniors all locked at him. Telegrams were not
commonly received by juniors at Greyfriars, and they wers
interes Fellows who had telegrams beeame the cynosute
of all eyes for the time h«eil;f.

“ My only hat!” ejaculated Johu Bull,

" MNews?" asked several voices.

* Great Beott, yea!”

“ Any answer, sir?"” said Trotter

* Answer! Oh, nol"

" Very well, sir,”

Trotter turned to the doeor.

" Hold on, Trotter!"”

“ Yes, Master Buil.” ;

* Give this to the tclegraph chap,”” said DBull, extending o
half-crown to Trotter, * and here’s one for yourself.”

John Baull called to him.

Trotter gasped. It was the first time & junior had ever
greaented mm with a half-crown. The juniors stared at
ohn Bull in amazement, as Trotter left the study with the

two half-crowns in his grasp.

They knew that John Bull had a rich father, and was
pretty well supplied with money, and thet he had liberal
i rom his aunt; but they had always known him for e
sober, level-headed sort of fellow, who would never waste
money recklessly, however much he had of it .

Hie sudden extravagance strdck them all with surprise.

“What on earth are you up to, Bull?" exclaimed Hsarery
Wharton, in amazement. ** Ifare you come into a fortung
as big as Vernon-Smith's?

“1 say, you fellows, I know what it is. His aunt's been
telegraphing him money,” said Billy Bunter. ' ¥You can
telegraph money, you know. A titled ifriend of mine
waz going to telegraph me - some, but he—he forgot.
1 saw, ]E!,ulli:T old man, i!prmz could lend me & half-sovereign
off a postal-order I'm expecting this ¢vening——"'

John Bull groped in his pocket, produced a half-sovereign,
snd handed it to Billy Bunter.

The Removites could only stare.

Bunter could scarcely believe his eyes for &8 moment,

He blinked at the gleaming golden coin through his big
spectacles, his mouth n, gasping like a fish out of waler,

Then he suddenly belted from the study.

A sudden fear had mmitten him that John Bull might be
joking, or might change hiz mind, and Bunter did not mean
to part with that half-soveresign. He made s record run to
tho school tuckshop.

* My hat!” ejaculated Wharton, ** What do you mean by
that, Bull? You know jolly well that Bunter isn’t going to
have a postal-order. He won't pay you a penny "’

* 1 don't carce.”

*“ You don’t carel™

Wy mots Ten't half b "

s ¥y pot? Isn't -a-sovereign anything to you!l

“ Nothing."

“ What !’

“ What! Why™

* Because 1 shall be rolling in gold to-morrow.’

“ My hat!"

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Five Hundred Pounds.

s UT, my dear madam—"
i EtLI.EI” )
“ My dear Misa Bull—"
“ Come, come!™
" Yes, but—" ;
“ Please attend to business, Mr. Have.” _
Mr. Have, of the well-known firm of Flave and Hookil
£8Vo o airing shrug of the shoulders.
He knew of old that Miss Tabitha Hull was not a person
to be reasoned with.

Johnny himaclf, her dutiful nephew, though a determined
youngster, never tried to argue with his Aunt Tabitha.

When Aunt Tabitha mads up her mind to do a thing, that
thing was done; and when she made up her mind that any-
by else should do-a thing, it was but seldom that the thing
wasn't done.

For sheer force of character, Miss Tabitha Bull tesk, so
to speak, the whole caks. ;

Mr. Have objected to the course the old lady had mapped
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out, becauss it was his duty as the family Lawyer, and senior
partner in Have & Hookit, to so object.

But he knew beforchand that Migs Tabitha Dull would take
not the slightest notice of any of his objections.

He might as well havo saved his breath. 13ut Miss Tabitha
was a chient very profitable to tho firm of Have & Hookit,
and lepall Bﬂt:tlﬂd to & certain expenditure of breath on the
part of the senior partner. Therefore, he expended it in
objeclions, knowing all the fime that Miss Tabitha would
e E}r. L Et-liﬂ' !H
1%”& Tabitha was very determined, very eccentric, and very
rich, and she had salways beon acoustomed to having her
own_way. _

Affoctionate relations—not at all curious, of course, as to
what might or might not be written down in Miss Tabitha's
will—paid her the most devoted attention. Nephews and
meces were fondly interssted in her health. Brothers and
sisters would come and stay with her, and bring their families.
Five nieces had been namoed after her, and as it was impos-
giblo to name nephews Tabitha, several of the nephows wero
nicknamed Tabby by their affectionate parents.

There was only one nephew who did not bow down and
worshipy at the shrine of Mizs Tabitha's moneybags.

That one waa Johnny.

John Bull, of the ﬁornuva Form at Groylriars, treated
bis Aunt Tahitha with the same blunt respeck he showed to
all his elders—just so much, and no more. As o matter of
fsct, if he mado a distinetion, he was a little’ more blunt
to Miza Bull than he was to any other lady.

It was very clearly understood that Johnny did not care
twopenoo whether he was put down in Miss Bull's will or
not.

It was probably for that very reason that he was destincd
to inherit the bulk of the old lady’s fortune.

Mr. Have had drawn up Miss Bull's will long ago. He
knesw how much her favourite nephew was to benefit under
L 1

But Miss Bull's latest idea startled even Mr. Have. He
reised objections, as bound to by his professional duty, and
then prepared te oarry oubt Miss Tabitha's wishes.

_{Edﬂed.. Aunt Tabithe was not a person to be lightly argued
with.

Even John Bull, as we have 3aid, never attempted it; but
he would go on his own way, if he thought it right, without

ment,
mguhe old lady had a kind, if ecoentric, heart, but she had
a grim faoe, flanked by early Vietorian curls.

oma of her dutiful nariawa and nieccs—strictly among
themselves—had compared her to a Gorgon. Indeed, some
of themn, who had been lashed by her sharp tongue, would
bave wished—if they could have been sure that they were
Ydown ' in the will{for a Perseus to como along.

Mr. Have made a gesture, and tock out a fountain-pen.

* Bafors 1 proceed, Miga Bull,” he remarked, ' my pro-
fossional duty compels me to remark that this is a most
unheard-of pmnpadmgg'

" You have said so before, Mr. Have,” said the old lady, in
har shrill voice,

“And I say so again,” said Mr. Have. Mr. Have had a
Elifh 1&3&1:;;{31'_:&1'&5@.1!::1&1 duty, His E;ﬂhgaimmi duty, as a

£, COnsis in piing up fees for his clients to pay.
never neglected his professional duty in that respect, at all
evonts,

““ Then please do not say so a third time," saiul Miss Bull,

“ My doar madam——"

“ Jtuff 1™

“Ta !hand tho sum of five hundred pounds to o more

i ¥

“ A junior at a public achool—-*

“1 heve decided.”

“ A mere child —"' ]

“1 have reflected upon it."

“ My dear madam!™

[ 11 Et'u.ﬁ' |F:|

“ My dear MMiss Bull—" 1

“ Please don’t pursue tho subject, Mr. Have" said Miss
Bull, raising her thin hand. *“' I have decided what to do.”

“Very well,”” said Mr. Have, with a sigh. ** Of course,
vou will have your way, Miss Buall"

The old lady smiled.

“ [ gencrally do,” sho remarked,

“%es, I am afraid you do™

"But I am willing fo explain,” said Miss Bull, conciliated
by the lawyer's submission. “I have an object in what I
do. No doubt you conzider me eccentric——'"

The lawyer raised his hands in repudiation of the very idea,
but Miss Bull weant on with the frankness for which she
was famous. "

Y Yos, I':u]r-::u know you do. But I have thought this out. I
l‘l:iiﬁv& that my nephew Jobhn ja a8 brove, steady, and firm

“I'm quite surp—-"

“1 don't see how you can be guite sure nbout it, My
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Have, when you hardly know the Yoy, :aid Miss Bull
unceremonicualy. ** You know that he will inherit the bulk
of my cetats ™
* Cartainly,” said tho lawyer meekly,

. “But if ho should prove to be unworthy, I should dis-
inherit him in a moment,” said the old lady, with a spark
in her eyes
L] %‘;lm j:us.[ "
“ Do you really think so'™

Ahem—my dear madam!" murmured Mr. Have, in-
wardly wondering whether ho would not leave Miss Bull to
hizs partner in the future.

* Just or unjust, I shall keep to that intention,” seid Miss
BHH-H “I have always been accustomed to lhaving my own
WRY.

“ Yes, indecd!’

“I1f Johnny ehould turn out weak, wicked, and worth-
loss, or any of the three, I should cut him off without a
penny.

“H'm!" gaid Mr. Have, considering that the least com-
mittal of any reply he could possibly make.

I am resolved wpon that, Mr. Have”

" Dhaite go, madam.™

“ And, therefore, I wizh to put Johnny to the test.”

“Indeed! Yes."

" Five hundred l!;munﬂa. in small notes and in gold, will
be placed in his hands, with an e:i]anati-:m that he can
do exactly as he likes with it—spend it, waste it, give it
away, burn it if he pleases.”

i ﬁh !ll‘

“If he should plunge into any exccsses unworthy of the
estimate I have fﬂrmlag of his character; if he should fall the
victim of bad sssociates; if he sheuld drink or gamble, I
shall know that he is not the boy I have taken him to be”

* A hard test, madam.’

““71 intend it Lo bo hard.”

* But the natural result of placing so hu%e_ & sum ¢f monay
i the boy's hands will be to inake him reckless, ex-
travagant—""

“1 suppose so. That does not matier. Let him be a3
reckless ns he likes—as extravagant as he chooses. So long
as no mean trait in his character is brought to light, 1 shall
know that he 15 worthy.”

“ Ahem ! .

“ You think the mmoney will have & bad eifect upon him,
Mr. Have."

“ 1 fesr 1t." . ) .

“ And you are thinking of giving him a hint of my real
objects in handing him tgia large sum of money."

“ Ahem ™

“I forbid you to say o word. You may tell him that
the money is coming, aml that is 2l not a hint of wmy in-
tentions.'"

The lawyer bowed.

“ Your will in the motter i3 law, of course, my dear Misa
Bull.”

“ Quite so. Now you will write directions to my banker.”

‘“* Ahemn!"

“ And then you will wnite lo Jobhnny."

" With pleasure,’ )

* But not & word of my intentions,™

“* Not o word," agreed Mr. Have,

“ He must not know that I am putting him to the test."

“ Certainly not.™

And Mr. Have, with a weinkle in his brow; drew up: the
instructions to Mizsa Bull’s banker to place the sum of five
hundred pounds, in gold and notes, in the hands of John
Bull, of the Rewmove Form at Greyfriars,

—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Grent News!

- REAT Scott!™
“ Blessed if T believe it!"
“ Oh, it’s true!”
“ Phow "'
“ Show us the telegram, Bull
# Whera's that wire?™
“ My hat!"
“1 say, you fellows.—"
“ My word! ;
Thera was a crowd of juntovs round Jelin Bull in the junior
common-room a8t Grevirmars,
The hero of the occpzion seemed undisturbed,
John Bull junior was sn strong, and steady, and ealm that
it required a grout deal to upset his equanimaty. .
his eguanimity was not upset by tho news wlhich had
so greatly excited his friends in the Lower Fourth Form.

]

A Bplendid Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.
at Greyfriara. By FRA“.EE RICHARDS.
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Tho junicrs stared at the telezram; every fellow in the
Forin insisted upon having o look at it.

Tha news was true enongh,

At all events, the telegram was renuine; there could be no
doubt about that.

“You see, I'vo had a letter from Mr. Uave already, ex-
plaining all about it."* Bull said. ** 'This telegram is only to
tetl mo when the cash will arvive,’t

© How much

* Five hundred povnds,’

"My hat !t

* Impossible 1'*

" Is true”

" FFive hundied quids®”

" Exactiy.”

* All your own?’ demanded Skinner.

Al my own."™

*To do what vou like with??

h Egr.:mt-lf what 1 like."

M Well, T puess that takes the whole biscuit fuctery !’ said
Fisher T. Fish, * My popper wouldn’t haod me out five
hundred dollars. Not much I*?

“ Aunt Tabitha's a brick "' said John Bull,
I shall have a good time.™

“Phew! Rather!”

“I say, Bull, old man—"

 Hallo, Bunter?”

“You won't fﬁrf;ot cur old friendship at a time like this,
I know,” said Billy Bunter, blinking affectionately ot John
Bull. " Lwook here, if you like I'l mind the money for you."

Ha, ha, ha "
Oh, really, you fellows——"

The juniors rosred at the idea of Billy Bunter minding
money for anyboedy.

John Bull chuckled.

“1 rather think 16 will be zafer with me, Bunter,” he
rawnarked.

“Oh, really, Bull—"

“ What a splendid amount of good you will be able to do
with it,"" said Alonzo Todd beamingly. I am sure my
Eﬂnﬂ!?’ Benjamin would give some excellent advios if ho were

P
“Ha, ha, ha?”’
“My dear Bull, T shonld recommend—"
* Oh, we'll help Bull spend the maoney,” said Skinner.
suggpestion is a big feed for all the Form.”
ud ear, ]I'l'Eﬂ.l'iu
ad Hurra‘h !H'
" Play uf), John Bull I
Johnny laughed.
“I'm quite agreeable,” he said. " I'm sure you worn't find
me l":_;mn, anywey. Five hundred pounds is a lot of mone;.™
wil rEYQ !1-1
“I say, Bull, I'Il help you ordor the things' said Billy

*It's ripping !

Bunter, "I suppose you'll have the feed to-night, won't
youl"”
“ The money won't be heve till to-racrrow maorning.”
“¥Yes, but Mrs. Mimble will give you any amount of tick

when you tell her about the five hundred pounds coming in
tho morning.”’

John Hu!f shook his head, :

“Wa'll wart ti!l the cash comes,” he zaid.

“PBut you say Iit's certain to come.”

*Yes, 1t's certain encugh."

“Thea why wait?"” urged Willy Bunter.

“I"m not going to run credit. I never have, and rever
\1‘:1[,””5'.&id .]'{5111 ull. " What I can't puy for in cash I don't
wank.

* Hear, hear!" said Bob Cherry.

Bunter looked disappointed.

“That isn’t business, vou know,” he remarked. " Tho
wlﬁ:ﬂq ag:::dﬂrn systemn of—ol eredit 15 Loult up on—on eredit,
1 1 [] e

ad Rq'.ltg- -!‘II'

“0Oh, really, Bull—"

* Wait till to-morrow, Dunty,” said Frank Nugent. * Don't
have anything to eat till the quids come, and you'll have a
livst-plass appetite for the feed.’

1 don't want to tla.ll-: te you chaps,”” said Bunier, with
digruty. " John Bull 18 my best chinp=——""

*Am 17 saad Bull, *Tlis is the first 've heard of "

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“0h, really, John M

“ Pr-rr! %Inn’t. call me John."

Hl—=1 meant Johnny—""

“Or Johnny either.™

1= sy, will you eomro and have a feed with me?" zaid
Bunter. *1f VOL ,:_;{:-ing i Lot ws to-morrow, I think
wia oaght [o feed you now, Do come and have some of the
mance-piea at Mrs. Mimble's."

Jola Bull hesitated.

Ture Maexer Lisrary.—No. 154

“Thw sure that. under tle circumstences, Wharton will
lend me a few bobe off the postalorder 1'm expecting this
evening,” Bunter remarked.

“*You—ryon fat fraud " zaid Jobln Bull,

* Oh, peally, vou know—""

“ Indeed. I would be very plonsed to lond you some money
to treat Bull' zaid Alomzo Todd,  ** ITow imuch would you
regquire

* (Oh, aboud ten hob—"

AR T afiaid—"1

* Five bob woold do—"

* ' n—"*

“ Make it Lalf-a-erown, Todds.” ]

“I'm 5o sorry?! 1 have onlv szponce, and——"

* You—yon ass—""

** Ha, ha, ha "

“ My deary Buntey—-—""

*Chump !’

“1'm 50 gorry—""

* Fat-head 177

And Buanter rolied away, loaving Alonzo Todd looking ver
distressed.  Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent marcl
John Bull offl to the tuckshop, however, and stood him the
minee-pies., It was only fair, as he was to conme down s
batdsome on the morrow.

“ Dear me!” said Alonze. ' 1'm so sorrv that Bunter
should take my endeavour to oblige him in this spint. My
Unele Benjunin would bLe ‘Bh-&ﬂﬁ-&d at him, not to eay
dispusted.™

* Oh, never mind Bunter!” said Blunner, patting Alonre
on tho shoulder, with & wink at Bulstrode. * TE{& whel
Foarm knows what you're worth, Todd.”

*“'Phat is iiwdead very gratifying, Skinner. My Uncle
Denjamin woull be delighted to near a remark like that”

“0Oh, wo'ye all apreed about you, Todd. You're splendid]
Leok here, if vou can kecp o secrot, Todd—""

“My Uncle Benjamin always impressed upon mwo never to
have secrots, Skinner. I'm so sowvy, but I fear that I could
not undertaks to preserve secrecy.”’ . ]

“Well, I won't tell you, then.' said Skinner gravely,
“Put vou nmy expect some token of the ve:pect of the
Form-—a testimonial of the regard we all feel for you. Thet's
all 'l say at present.”

* My dear Skinner—-" ‘ _

“Mum's tho word "' said Skinicer mysteriously. 1

“ My dear, dear fellow, I am deliglted! Tio statemont
you have made is gratifying to 1me in the extreme.” ;

“Good ! said Skinner. And be walked away with
Rulstrode.

The latter looked at him in perplexity.

* What rot were you telling Todd™ Le asked,

“I'll explain,” said Shinner. .

o explained in a low voice, and Bulstrode gave o suddea
oll, ;
et o, ha, o ™

“ Iy up!" caid Skinner, with & grin.

1] Hn! h-|1+ ]2-!.-1_”

Meanwhile, Alonzo Todd wore a most happy and gratified
oxpression upon his face. He was ire-urtl Meazed fo heee
that his Form-feilows held Lhim in such high esteem, and U
ithought of 2 jape never occurred {o lus innocent oind.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Not According 1o Programme,

o NOTHER minge-pie, Bull{*
e Sumtir&r cakei"”
“One more ginger-pop®”’
John Bul laughed. :
“No, thanks!?* he =aid. *“'Nuff's as posd as a fesst
Thanks, I've had enough—and a little more.”
“Well, wo don’t often get o chance of feeding a bloated
millionaire, you know,” said Iezwrry Wharton laughingly.
“We always loved Johinny from his early youth,” sid
Nugent solemnly; “or, at all events, we should have, il we
Jiard kpnown him.™ '
“ Ha, ha, La!
“ There’s somoihing $o nice about Johnny," szaid Tom
Brown. *1 suppose 1t most bo the five hundred quid.”
“ Ia, ba, lial” )
Jolmny laugled merrily. Ile was guite willing to take
any amguent of badinage. He knew that the Famous Four
would never have dreamed of "' making up™ to him m
seconnt of his sudden wealth, But thero were mwany fell
af. Greyfriars whoe wera willing to ladle out any amount
fattery in order to shave in the loot. _
Iat it is safo to say that John Bull was auits keen enough
to see through any fellow wiw came looking for loans, and
foanz alene,
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The junlors stared at the money received by John Bull in astonishment,
# Flye hundred pounds !

Harry Wharton,

“ My—my only hat!"' muttered
Five hundred solid pounds! ™

The juniors left the tuckshop, and woved across the
shadowy Close towards the Bchool House.

There was snow in the Close, and light fakes were Eu!linf.
But the snow was very nearly over, and snowballing would
soon Lo a thing of tho past.

A little, fab figure came through the gloom, crossing in
tho direction of the Cloisters.

“?ﬁh:” said & wvolee. " Is zat ze gavcon, Dull, n'vst ce

as’

i Yeas, Mossoo,” said John Bull

Little Monsieur Ulmrihenﬁer, tho French master, stopped.
Ho peered at John Bull in the gloom of the Ulne as the
boys raised their caps.

“Ciel!" said Monsieur Charpentier. **1 lhear ze strango
pows of you, mon garcon. You are to rall in ze gold, =0
zat zey tell me."”

John Bull grinned.

“T'va pot some money coming to-moviow, siv,”” he vepled,

#Zat is 20?1 counsel you to be ferry careful viz it,”" said
the little Frenchman. * You vill take eanre of zat money,
Bull, and not fligr it about and play vat you call ze giddy
ik Lk

And Maossoo walked on.

“"Good adviee, Dull, old nan,” said IHarry Wharton,

“Ols, T shall be all vight,” =aid John Bull carelessly.
glanced after the little Fremolunan,
to the Cloisters for®”
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“SPOOFING ALONZO.”
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Harrv Wharton laughed.

“(h, vou're new hers, of course.

A what?™

“ A poet!” grinned Wharton, “ He writes yords qu
vards of stuff, and he walks out in the Close of an evenng
nuaking it up. Bometimes the chaps who were out for w
aprint in the Ciose at night used to see him, and hcar him
muttering, and thers was a ramour that he was off his
rocker, but it came out that he was a poet.”

“ Much the same thing,” remarked Nugent.

“Fla, ha! Pochaps! Well, he's always at it, and his
favourite walk is under the study windows. There's a row
of trees there, and it's o very quoiet walk at night time)
We've often seen him fromn the study window, trotting up
and down and muttoring things. He's harmless, guite
harmless, though. I suppose he's geing into the Closters,
now beeause it's snowing.”

The juniors went on to the house,

Bulstrode and Skinner passed them in the Close. Both
the Remove follows were chuckling, and Harry Wharton
paused ns they passed.

“ There's some jape on'’ he remarked.

“ 7 zav, Bulstrode!” called out Wharton,

The Remove bully stopped.

“ Hallo!" he daid}.

# What are you up to

BualstFode gave 3 low

Mossao is & poct.”

langth.

Wharton & Co.

Splendid Tale of Harr
A Splen . By FRANK RICHARDA

at Greyiviars.
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“It's Mossoo! We're going to snowball himy, and he
won't seg in the dark vwho it is.” He'll most likely think it's
Hosenblaum’s boys. Anyway, he won't sec us.”

Wharton's brows contracted.

" Hang it all, he's such an excitable little heggar, vou
mlight startle him into a it,”" he exelaimed.

*0Oh, rot!”

" Look here. you know——-"

“I know he's given me Hft
Dulstrode angrily, “and I
with him."

fd But_-'-_ll
. ""0Oh, mind your own business, YWharion!
intrfering with somebody.”

Horry Wharton coloured.

That was an accusation that was sometimes made against
him—that of interfering. He was captain of the Remove,
and bound to interferc in some matters., But he had a
natural dislike of appearing to =or himeelf np on a pedestal
to judge his Form-follows.

At the same time, it seemed to him a cruel joke to snowball
the littie Frenchman in the darkness of the Cloisters. Little
Monsieur Charpentier might or might nat be o poet, but he
certainly was a bundle of nerves, and the shock might quite
postibly have a serious effect upon him.

* Look here, Bulstrode, drop it!"" cxelaimed Wharton,

-H:I “.ﬂn:t lh:l

“1 tell you—--"*

" Are you going to sneak 27 demanded Dulstrode, with an
ANErY SNEeer.

i ND, but_l:r

** Well, mind your own business,

“ Yes, buck up " said Skinner,
~ The two Removites hurricd on. Harry Wharton stood
irresolute. He did not like the idea of Monsicur Charpentice
being ‘victimiszed in that way, yet to interfere would be doing
what he knew the whole Form would econdemin. As to
“gneaking,” giving Bulstrode away to the master, that was,
of course, impossible.

“ Well, it’s not our business, anyway,” said Nugent,

‘" No, I suppose not, but—"

* And it's too late now.”

Wharton was silent. He listened for sounds from the
Cloisters.  There was a moon, but it was hidden behind
banks of thick e¢louds, and the Close was very dark. Under
the shadow of the Cloisters it was almost pitehy. Balstrodo
and Bkinner could hardiy sce ome another ss they entervd
the Cloisters. They had gathered up handfuls of snow, all
ready {or pelting of the French-master.

Bulstrode stopped to listen.,

" Blessed if T can hear him ! he said.

“1 can't, either. We'll scon spot him, though,’” said
Skinoer confidently. “ The old duffer will Le J:-.Lhuring
Fronch to himself; you know hiz style”

“ ¥eg, but where 13 he ¥

“ Come fu::thcr on; we shall hear him in a mminute, e
can't ses us in the dacrk, and we shall be able to give him
two or three fairly in the chivvy.”

Balstrode chuckled.

“Good! I'll teach the old alicn bounder to give me his
rotten Moliere to copy out.”

“This way—— My hat!"

Skinner broke off suddenly a: a form lcomed up in the

lincs of rotten Moliere,” said
now I'm going to get level

You're always

Come on, Skinner!™

gleom. ) )

“Ciel ! ejaculated o voice. " Ah, I see, vou vicked
p{;t:.gh i:h::uu plet viz yourself to snowball your master I

“ Ah ¥

The two young rascals stood transfixed.

They had not dreamed that the French-master was so close

at hand, and they shiversd as they rcalised that he must
have heard cvery word they uttered.

Monsieur Charpentier was usually a kind and good-tem-
percd little man.' But what the two juniors had said was
quite enough to ruffle the temper of the best-tempered of

pecople. . )

The little French-master whisked his walking.cane in the
A1PF.
“Ah! I zink zat you arc two vicked poys,” he said,

‘“1f you please, sir—""

“ We—we dido’t mean—-"

“ Do not tell ze falsehoods also viz you.” said Monsieur
Charpentier contemptuonsly. * Zat is vorse zan ever.”

“If you please, Mossoo—-""

“If you please, Bulstrode, you will hold out your hand,
and I canes you viz ze stick," said Monsieur Charpentier.

“Oh, sir—"

“ Hold out ze hand at vunce, Buolstrode !

Tha Remove bully gritted hiz teeth as lie obeyed. Thero
was no help for it. Monsicur Charpentier gave him a cut
that made his hand tingle.

“ Dw 1" granted Buolstrode.

Tee Maower Lispary.—No. 154.
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“ Now you, Skinnaie!™

“1f you please, Mossoo, I apologise, and—""

“¥You vill hold out your hand also, viz youi"

* But, sir—"

“ At vance, " Bkinnair 1" )

Skinner unwillingly held out his hand. He reecived o cul
across the palm that made him jumnp. .

It was evidently not too dark for Monsicnr Charpentice
to take good alm, .

“ Zat is enoff for you, Bkinnair. But T zink zat you ere
z¢ leader, Bulstrode, and I giffs rou vun were viz you”

* Wot at all, sie. I—"

“ Hold out zo hand 1™

Bulstrode sullenly extended his hand.  The cane came
dawn with a loud swish, and the burly Removite drew back
hiz hand suddenly.

Thwack ! )

The cane rang against Monsiear Charpentier's ]uT.

“ el 1" yelled the littte French-master. * Ciel! Yahl
Ow ! Vicked poy I :

He caught Bulstrode by the collar, and began to lash him
across the baek with the cane

“0Oh!" roared Bulstrode. " Ow! Yowl™

“ Take zat, and zat!”

“ Now! Ow!?

Hualstrode tore himself away, and ran. The little French-
man dashed after him, still lashing with the canc.

Tt was fortunate for Bulatrode that he was a good rupner,
T3ut he reecived half a dozen cuils ere he cscaped from the
little Frenchman., Mossoo halted at lost, breathless, and
tinlstrode dashed on to the House. In his wild flight he
rant into the %1'::-11!1 of juniors outside,

n

“Hallo, hallo, halle!” exclaimed Tdob Cherry. ™ What's
the matter®™
0w ! Let me pass! That Fronch beast is after me?™

“1Ta, ha, ha 1™

“ Lot me—-""

“It's all right, Bulstrode,” said Harey Wharton laughing;
“he's mot conung.”

The Remove bullvy cast a hureicd glance behind him.  The
little Frenchman had given up the pacswit. Balstrode gasped
for breath.

“Groo! he mattersl.
pray kim out for i

“Ia, ha! Well, I warncd ron to leave him alone™

*0h, shat ep !’

Bulstrode stamped on info the [Tow-e. ITe Kl the chums
of the Remove grinnin]g, They did not feel mu{'h_ﬂ}'mpﬂ&a
for Bulstrode. He had intended to play an ill-naty
trick, but it had turned out against himsclf, and he had
probably received no more than he deserved.

Skinner joined him there, holding one hand in 1le oiler,
and grunting very expressively.

“AWell, I must say that ended pretty rotienly for ws”
Skinner romarked roefully.

Bulstrode set his tecth hard. ) _

“ Il make that French monkey wreizele for it, though!
he said. o

And as it happened—though it did not always happro—
Bulstrode kept his word.

U The beast did lay it oene T

THE SEYENTH CHAPTER.
The Testimonial.

T ORRY to disturb you, Todd, really ™
S Alonzo looked up from the book he was reading.
Bulstrode, Skinner, Snoop, and.several other juniors
were walking in through lus study door, cap in hand,
Alonzo had been so derp in Ins book that he had not hesrd
their knoelk, and he stared in omazement at their unuseal
deferential manner.

“I don’t mind, Bulstrode,” he said, “if I can be of any
gse. My Uncle Benjamin——" .

“ Wea, just so,” said Bulstrode: 1 know. YWe'll take the
usual for granted, Todd. But we're jolly glad you're im,
aren't we, chaps?”

* Rather 1" R )

+ My Unele Benjamin told me never to interrupt peopls
Bulstrode,” said Alonze, in 3 more mild tone than wsual
“ But I'll forgive you, because he also said there was ne
force like the force of a good example.”

Bulstrode bowced. 3 @ s g

“ And it's just beeavse we have taken Uncle Renjamins
views to henrt, Todd, that we are here to see you,” said

Skinuer. .
“ Rather I cchoed Snocp.  * Todd and_his Uncle Ben
a proverb at Greyfriars”

jamin are rapidly becomin 1
“ Dry up, Snoop, or you'll give Todd the hump to begin
with,” said Bulstrode grandly. = I'm doing this—"
“ For us, of course, Bulstrode,” said Skinner and Snoop

the Champlion Ltihbwmhf— Boxer, In this
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topether. “ You're spokesmian, oId c¢hap, but we're all in
it, vou know."

“ Rather ! ecried the juniors in the doorwar.

Alonzo beamed on his aninvited guests.

““This is very gratifying, Bulstrode. May I ask what is
the matter with Skinner's wrist? Ho appears to have if
twisted permancently bohind him

“ Qertainly, Todd,” answered Bulsirode. “That brinps
ms to the point. As we have said, the influence of Uncle
Benjamin and your worthy self on the sccial life of Grey-
friars cannot be overestimated, Todd."

“My dear Bulstrode, how kind——" ) i

# Don't thank me ! said Bulstrode, putting up lis hand.
“It is our place to thank you . for the many improvements
vou have made since you came to Greyfriars. 8o I have
nothing more fo do but eall upon Skinner to present you
with & sinall token of osur estcem. Now, kids, three cheors
for Todd ™

And after the checrs had subsided, Alonzo stared in greater
wonder than ever at Skinner, who was approaching lim
with %l‘ﬂ-ﬂ-ﬁ- deference, holding forward a lﬂrgu jam-turt,

“It's a specially favoured ons, Todd'" zaid Bulstrede
grandiosely. .

* What-ho!" whispered Snoop to those behind. ki
and T did it onrselves witl: ammomated tincture of guinine.

“Shut up, Bnoop, you jay!” Bulstrode muttéred. Then
he blandly resumed his former tone.  ** There is only one
cendition we chould like to impose, Todd,” he said hesi-

htirgl;;‘ i
“ Pray ask it, Bulstrode. How could I refuse any condi-
tion in the face of such kindness?"”

“Skumer

15

“Unele Benjamin wouldu't like you to, would le,
Todd ™ waid Skinner.
“ Certainly not, Skinnev!' veturned Alonzo. * Pray tell

me your condition, if you please, Bulstrode. My Uncle Den-

amin—-""
M Oh, no, we didn’t mean lim to have any!" said Bulstrode.
" Wa merely want you to promise fo eat it all yourself.”

“ But surely that would be greedy, Bulstrode. Won't you
leb me offer you some of if, now?”

The deputation perceptibly chenged countonance.  Bub
Bulstrode saved the situation. _ o

“Well, to cblige you, we wouldn't mind your inviting a
friend in, Alonzo, One friend, mind. We couldn’t stand
you sharing it out with the mob-—" .

“ And ocur part in it, is merely to make the presentation,
Todd,” zaid Skinner. *° Amd you'll oblige us in the matter
of the condition, won't you?"’

Alonzo opened his mouth to speak, But his attempt ak
returning thanks was a lamentable failure. e was literally
too full for words

“We understand, Todd.™
sympathy, * Don't bother.

|!'Il

said Bulstrode, with great
Now, chaps—threc miore for

H Three clcers for Todd

“ Hoorayv!" grinned the juniors.
and Unele Benjamin! Hooray !

And the deputation began to file out of the study. Alonzo
Todd at last %n‘und his voiee. 1 _

“ But you will surely allow me to give you fellows a bit?”
lo said plaintively. _ _

Evervone excont Bulstrode and Skinner was in the passage
in two seconds.

“ No, thank you, Todd ' :zaid Bulstrode. ** It's all vonr
own, and it would spoil our gift if we waded into it as soon
aa we had presented it to you. But you will honour our con-
dition, won't yeu? Only one friend. No more.”

“You may rely on me, gentlemen,” answered Alonzo. *
have Buanter in my mind. He never gots cnough to cat, poor
fellow—"

Bulstrode and Skinner dare not wait for any more. They
were nearly bursting with suppressed Inughter. They bolted
ﬁpwn l;ehc passage after the others, and Alonzo was left to

mselr.

“ Tell Bunter T shall be pleased to see him, if you should
meet him., Bulstrede!” calied out the Duffer of Greyfoars
after them. 1

“ What-ho " murmured the fleeing pair.

And Alonzo took up the tart to smell at it

“iit:s lovely,” he zaid. *'I wish Dunter would come at

onee,

But Biliv Bunter did not happen fe be in Bulstrode,
Skinner & Co's way just then, and Alonzo, with whetted
a Hl}tite, soon got ti of waiting. He resolved to go for
BE; Bunter himself.

ardly had he got to the end of the passage when a fat
form came panting up the steps.

# Ah, Bunter, my dear fellow, I am looking for you

“ Really now, Todd! llow fortunate! %’m_ locking for
youl” gusped the Owl of the Remove. ** Am I in time?”

“0h, yes! Come on, my dear Bunter! I thought of you
at once when the fellows said T might invite a friend to share
the tart with me—"" ] ]

H Really, Todd ! said RBilly Bunter, gaining ihe fop sktair.
#And I'm awfully peckish, too. Where s it
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“This way, Bunter. I don't care how soon we begin

cither—"'

B“Pan’t talk, Todd, at such a time as thils!" intesrupted
unLer

: ﬂ;u;l_ brushing past Alonzo, he led the way to the ** hall of
eask,

“ By Jove!" he exclaimed, as he caught sight of the tart
on the table. “I could just do that in myself nicely!
suppose there's nothing the matter with it, Todd?" )

Alonzo stared at Billy Bunter. Used as le was to him,
Bunter's bad manners were almost too much for Alonzo.

“ My Unecle Benjamin told me never to look a gift horse
in the mouth, Bunter—""

“ Look here, no rot just now, Todd """ interrupted the Owl
of the Remove again. ** Iy this a feed, or what? Flow much
are you going to give a fellow?"”

“You don't seem warfr grateful, Bunter," said Alonzo
reproachfully. ' But I'll get you & knife, and you can help

aurself. ¥ Unele Benjamin told me alwarys to return good
or evil "

*“ Oh, really, Todd—"'

“ Why did you ask was the tart all right, Bunter?' asked
Alonzo mildly.

M Well—really——  Well—I once—had a Christmas-pud-
ding that turned out a bit ‘nutty,” ™ said Billy Bunter, with
an apologetie jerk.

“DOh! Then that explains your conduet, Bunter.
the kmfe”

* How much shall I take—a half?" s

“ Cartpinly, if you like, Bunter., My TUncle Benjamin
would think 1t all right, I'm sure, as long as you left me
enough——""

Alenzo dried up precipitately as he noted the lump Billy
Bunter was cutting for himself. The simple youth had
intended to finish his sentence with * enough to keep his
promise to the fellows™ but Billy Bunter's idea of “ half ™
was a thing to be wondered at. Then befors Alonzo could
reaover, the Owl of the Remove hagan te fll up with tart.
It couldn’t be called o bite. Hurres Singh would have called
it terrific.

But the way of the wrongdoer is hard. Billy Bunter's glut-
tony browzht its own punishment.

“Groo! Qosh! Grool Snatchtchteh! Ow!™ he spluttered.

“ My dear Bunter!” exclaimed Alonzo, in great surprise.
“ What ever is the matter with you—""

“Ow! I'm poisoned! Murder! Groo! Oooch! Groo-
roooorooo !

Alonzo drew back.

“ Are you ill, Bunter, my dear fellow?

helpr—"

He didn't get any further. Bellowing like & bull, Billy
Bunter made one wild rush at the Duffer of Greviriars, and
knocked himm sprawling with a terrific punch on the mose,

“I'll give, you working your rotten jJepns om me!” he
roared, kicking his half of the tart at the unfortunate
Alonzo, who was rubbing his nose behind a desk in ths
COITOT.

* But, my dear Bunter-—"

“ Come out!" roared Bunter. *“I'll smash you!"™ Then
Bunter dashed away down the passage like one who had
auddenly lost his reason.

Alonzo Tedd waited behind the desk for a few minutes
But Billy Bunter did not return as he had expecied. Then
ho sat down at the table again and stared st the tart.

“ What sver could have made Bunter behave like that?
he mused. What should he do? His Unecle Benjamin would
never approve of him breaking his promise. He must enk
what remained of the tart, whatever hs thought about tha
strange conduct of Bunter. He had one consolation. The
fellows would not expect him to eat the part Billy Bunter had
kicked about the study. But he would not waver. He would

keop his promise.
And two seconds later, Alonzo Todd understood Billy

Bunter's strange conduct perfectly.

The first mouthiul of tart made his faco assume an expres-
sion like moiment spoplexy, and he rose from his seat wpit-

tin{:; it out. :

“0Oh!" he gasped. “Ow! Now I understand Bunter's
mysterious conduct, " Tiua}ra 13 something wrong with the
Tarooh !"

tart! Ow! Groo!

Here's

If so, let me

“SPOOFING ALONZO.”
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Consclentions Alonzo.

3y OB CHERRY and John Bull looked in at the door of
B Alonzo's study.

* Hallo, h&livl:}, halle ! exelaimed DBob, m astonish-

ment. “* What's the matter?®’

“ Groo!"

. " 'What's the matter with Bunter?” asked Bull. * Ile's
st passed us coughing and grunting ae if he'd swallowed o
packet of mustard.”

“ Yow i

* Great Seott !

“Ughi”

Alonzo gasped and spluttered, and spluttered and gasped.
The two jumors looked at him, half laughing and half
alarmed.

Alonzo recovered his breath at last.

*I'm so sorry,” he =aid. **1 did not mean {o alarm you.
But I have had a most unpleasant experienee.”

“ Taking up Bunter's dodge, and eating too much?" asked
John Bull, with a glance at the remiains of the tart,

. "“Indeed, no, Bull. I have eaten very little, and it has

imparted o most disagreeable sensation to my inwerd organs

Bulstrode and Skinner very kindly presented me with this

tart, a3 2 token of esteem '
“ What's the matter with it¥”’

“ My dear Cheriy——"

“ Something wrong with i, I suppose ™

I say, Tedd, cld man, what iz it

" It certainly had a most horrisd taste. I imagine that the
jam inust have gone a little whiffy,” said Alonzo.

“"Ha, ha, ha "

“* Pray taste it, Cherry—-""

* No fear ! said Bob Cherry promptlv.

“ 1t is 1-':;13' unFleasant indesd. The worst of it 15, that I
had promised Bulstrode to eat it mysell, and my Uncle Ben-
jamin always impressed upon me never to break my word.”

* It was a jape, you ass!”’

"My dear erﬁnw—”

* Bulstrodeo was pulling your silly log I roared Boly Cherry.
" He's doctored the tart for you.”

“Dear me! Do you really think Bulstrode would be so
deceitful, Cherry ™

““Ha, ha, ha! Yes, rether!"”

" The deceitfulness of the esteemed Bulstrode iz termific,”
murmured Hurrea Jamset Roarm Singh, who had come along
the passage with a crowd of other fellows to see what the
noise was about.

“ What-ho " ssid Harey Wharton.
Todd 1"

Y My dear Wharton, you would not counszel me to break a
promise '’

“* Of course not."”

“1 have promised to cat that tavct.”

It wos a trick.”

T do not think my Uncle Benjamin would approve of my
breeking my promise, however, even if it was a trick,” said
Alenzo, with a shake of the head. ' It will be a lesson to
me not to make rash E‘.ll'ﬂmlﬁﬂﬂ, and I trust that you fellows
will take the lesson to heart also.”

** Ha, ha, ha!” _ )

“ Tha ha-ha-ha-fulness is teyrifis,"

“ Look here, Alonro—-="

1] pmlt be BT m[l.

“1 am afraid that I have ne alternative but {o cat the
tart, my dear friends. It will be horrible.”

“ What have they donc to it¥' asked Tom DBrown.

“1 do not know ; but the taste s brtter.”’

“ Bomebody taste it."

“ ¥ou taste 1t, Brown."

“ No fear!”

1 say, Fish, taste this tovt.”

“ 1 guess not.”

* Linley, old man

Mark Linley laughed, and broke off o small piece ot the
tart and tasted it. Then he made an extremely wey face.

" What is 1t?"" asked a dozen voices.

" Quinine, it tastes like," snid the Lancashire lad. * Am-
moniated guinine, I believe—the stull you use for colds.™

‘** Ha, he, ha!"

The Hemovites simply rvoaved ot the idea of presenting
Alonzo with a twrt favoured with ammoniated quinine.

The Duffer of Greyfriars looked et them repreoachiully,

* My dear fellows——"" he began.

“Ha, ho, ha!" roared the juniors.

“Jt is really no laughing matter. T am bound by my
promisa to eat the tart—at all events, the portion which 1
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have not presented to Bunter. My Uncle Benjamin would
be shocked if I did not keep my word--nay, disgusted.”

The juniors velled.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Go it, Todd ™

“Pile in, Alonzo!"

“Good old Duffer "

“¥You don't mean to say ithat you're really going fo eat
that horrible thing, Todd? demanded Vernon-Smith, in
amazement.

Vernon-8mith, the Bounder, had never troubled to keep
a promise in his Iife, and it was not surprising that Todd
astonished him,

Alenzo nodded.

_";I fear that I am bound to do so, my dear Smith,” he
sa i,
“Well, vou are a dufler”

“My dear Smith—-""

““Ha, hao, ha ™
~ Alonzo szat down at the table befors the tert again, The
juniors watched him breathlessly. Reg%rd for a promise
was, of course, a praiseworthy thing. Todd seemed to be
carrying conscientious scruples rather far. It seemed im-
possible that he would really eat & jam-tart flavoured with
ammoniated quinine. DBut tho conscientiousness of Alonzo
Todd was without bounds. He had been very, very carefully
brought up by his Uncle Benjamin,

HE pﬁf; a fragment into his mouth, and twisted up his fsos

ik ‘rg 1**

The juniors grinned. Some of them shouted encourage
ment to Alonzo Tod

“Go it, Toddy!”

* Buck upl”

““Take a really decent bite!"

Wk Wil'ﬂ in 1!:

“My dear fellows, it is nob so casy to wire in, for the
thing has & decidedly disagreeable taste.  Howaver, my
Uncle Benjaniin would disapprove very strongly of my dis
rogarding my ward, Tigh!”

** Ha, ia, gl

“Go it

“On the bell "™

Alonzo started again.

This time he kept on hercically, munching away at thal
torrible tart.

The juniors watched him, choking with Iaughter. They
Emd no time to feel sympathetic, the whole thing was too
Unmy.

Alonzo Tedd's face assumed a pale colour, which grodually
changed to an art shade in green as he proceeded. *

His eyes seemed to be trying to bulge out of their sockets,
and his very hair seemed to want to stand on end.

But he kept steadily on. ) .

Fragment by fragment the terrible tart disappeared, the
juniors watching the performange with breathless mterest, !

It was almost finished when Todd ceased, his face going
through &ll sorts of horrible contortions.

“Ugh!” he said.

“Chuck it up now, Toddy,” said Bob Cherry. " You'ns
caten enough to keep your word, and to satisly your Uncle
Bonjamin, you know.”

Todd shook his head.

“ J—I—groo—I must finish it, Cherry. But—but you
might open the window, will you, in—in case—"

Bob Cherry understood. He crossed to the window and
threw. up tho lower sash. It wes all ready for Alonzo to
rush to it in case of necessity, as a Channel passenger
to the side of the hoat.

Alonzo’s jaws worked slowly, but the remains of the tar
were disposed of at last. The last morsel had gone in, whes
a fanrfuP-chang‘e came over Todd's face, and he jumped up
so quickly that ho kicked his chair over backwards.

He made a wild rush to the window.

“He's got 1t!"" murmured Nugent; and the Nabob of
Bhanipur remarked that the gotfulness was ternihic. _

Todd was hanging his head and shoulders out over the
window-sill. His form was shaken by internal commotiong
heaving and heaving convulaively.

% ogd, old man, i{}w do you g:al L

“ Better now, Todd?'

“ Ifow pleased Uncle Benjumin would be !

“ Poor old Todd!” i

But Alenzo made no reply to the remarks addrvessed &
him. He heeded not; in fact, he did not hear. The mos
rensick passenger on the rockiest Channel-boot on the
roughest day iﬁlﬂ not suffer more than Alonzo Todd at thed
moment.

Light-welght Boxer, In
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o] “E' Buil, old man,” sald Billy Bunter, softly.
John Bull stared at the 0wl ol the Remove.

**Could
He was too astonished to speak for a minute.

ou lend me a couple of bundred pounds #”
(Ses pags 16.)

THE NINTH CHAPTER
Jobo Bull io Hot Water,

OHN BULL was the objoct of the mest polite attentions

possible that evening. The fact that his Aunt Tabitha was

sending him_ five hundred pounds on the following day

in ready cash was quite enough to moke him a remark-
pble personaoge. And the fact that he was expeected to be
very generous in sharing it ont made him the recipient of
many little attentions that would not under ordinary circum-
stances have fallon to his lot.

It was even noticeable that Loder, the prefect, when he
saw the Homove off to bed, was very civil to John Bull. He
psked Bull 2 question about how he had enjoyed his Christ-
mas holidays—a mark of the most tremendons condescension.
Coker and Blundell and Higgs of the Fifth stopped Ball in
the passage to say good-night. John Bull replied to them
with his uwsunl plncig ealm. Temple, Dabney & Co. of the
Upper Fourth bade him good-mught in the passage, and
grinned politely whon ho roplied with an anecient and classic
monosyllable—** Rats 1"

Whether John Dull realised that it was his great expecta-
tinns that coused the sudden wave of polite attentions was
not apparent from his manner. Outwardly he preserved the
most unruffled calm.

In the dormitory, when he went to bed, many of the
Lemove were remarkably nice to John Bull,

gnoop asked him if he would like him 4o pull his boots
off, & quevy to which Bull replied by reguesting Bnoop to go
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and eat coke—a roply that made Snoop lock very sheepish,
and let the matter drop.

Stott remarked that it was 2 cold night, and offered Bull
a blanket off his bad, with the statement that he, Stott, never
did care for much bedclothes: but Stolt, too, dropped the
subject when John Bull replied, ** Rot!"

Billy Bunter was the most persistent of all John Bull's
new admirers,

Bunter was feeling extremely wild at the knowledge that
he hed been once in Bull's study, and might now have been
the grent man's study-mate if he had only known in time.

He was not likely to get back into Study Ne.o 14 now.
When fellows pot rid of Bunter from their studies they were
never anxjous to have him back. During his career in the
Lower Fourth at Groyfriars the fat junior had been through
many studies, and his departure from ono was always an
ovcasion of grest enthusiasm among the fellows he deserted.

“Its a cold night, Bull,” he remarked, sidling up to the
Freat nian.

Y Usually is in wintor,”” said Bull.

Bunter blinked at him; and thon, deciding to take tho
rﬂ:ﬂ'i as o joke, burst into a roar of laughtor.

*Ha, ha, ha! He, be, hel”

John Dull stared at him.

“ What's that row about?’ he demanded,

‘““Ha, ha, ha I’

“What are you eackling at®?

“0h, really, Boll—="

“Shut up, and go to bed—de!™

A 8plendid Tale of Har

Wharton & Co.
at Greyfriarse. By FR

K RICHARDE.
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% Ha, ha! You're such a funny chap, you know " grinned
Bunter. ‘*He, he, he!™

“Oh, am 17 Looking for a thick ear®”

Eilly Bunter backed away so saddeuly that he trod on
Bulstrode's toe, and Bulstrode gave him o shove that sent
him staggering. He sat down beside 2 bed and gasped.

“Ow! Oh, really, Ogilvy——"

“Ha, ha, ha ¥’

“Oh, was it vou, Bulstrode? Doust?”

Joln Bull turned .

It was some miuutes before Billy Bunter recovered suffi-
eiently to return to the attack.,

1 say, Johnny—"" ho exclaimed,

“Eh? Who arc you calling Johnoy ™

“You, old chap!”

“Well, chuck !’

“QOh, really, Johnny—="

* Chuck it " roarcd John Bull.

“T was thinking that as it’s a cold night, you might hike
a hot-water bottle,” said Bunter ingratiatingly.

“Rosh ™

“ Look heve, Dull—-"*

di Rﬂtﬂ !H‘

And John Bull tuened over to go to sleep.

Loder looked in, and the juniors tumbled hastily into bed.
The lights wera turned out.

‘l‘l' S0V, Bui]." sotd Morgan from his !md, “what are you
gmnﬁ to do with the cash when yvou got it?”

“LEh?” said John Bull sleepily. John Bull had the gift of
going to slecp soundly us soon e he went to bed.

“What are you going to do——"’

“I'm going to sleep.”

“I moean to-morrow, when——""

L1 Gm !"I‘

“I say, Bull—"

* {aroo-oor 1"

“ Bull, old man—"

Snore, ]

*Ha, ha, ha! He's asleap!

“I say, you fellows, I reelly think Jolmny ought to have
a hot-water bottle. I'm very much alraid for hiz health,
vour know.*

* Oh, shut up, Bunter!"

“It's all very well for you, Bob Cherry! Johnny isn't
yvour best friend, and, of course, you don’t feel anxious about
him—as I do."

* Br-rver 1t

Billy Bunter relapsed into silence. Bui he did not give
up the idea of ingratiating himself with John Bull by supply-
ing him with a hot-water bottle. Somo of the Sixth, of a
luxurious turn of mind, had hot-water bottles of a might—
such a8 Jonides and Carne. Billy Bunter turned the matter
over in his rind, and finally erawled out of bed and de-
scended to his study, in the Remove pazsage, helonging to
Harry Wharton & C%

Twa or threo voices hotled him as he went.

* Is that you, Bunter?®"

“*Where are you off to?"”

" You'll have mdigestion if you gorge now,”™

Billy Bunter made no reply. )

He rolled away, and went down the staivs, blinking round
keenly, on the watch for o possible prefect looking out.

Ho resched No. 1 Study in safety, and lighted the gas.
There was a spirit stove in the study, and Bunter soon iad
a kettle of water on it, and the spirit flame blazing away.

e knew that thore was an old hot-water bottle in the
study cupboard, which he had used himself during one of
his imaginary illnesses, He soon had 1t out, and then he
wuiled for the water to boil.

He occupied the time by raiding the provisions in the
cupboard. Billy Bunter could slways prss a comfortable
ten minutes E;;JHIHE oway an extra meal. The water boiled
at last, and Bunter filled the hot-water bottle,

He crept away to the Remove dormitory with it.

Silence greeted him as he ewmtered.  The fellows had
fallen asleep.
be];umﬂ closed the door, and crept towards John Bull's

He meant to slip the hob-water bottle into the bed with-
out awakening the ohjeet of hiz hindly attention.

When John Bull woke up, and found that he had been
looked after in this Lindly and thoughtful manner, his
gratitude was sure to be immense.

So Bunter thought, at all events, He drew up the edge
of the bedclothes, and slipped in the hot-water bottle.

The bottle was an old one, and had not been taken much
care of. The notural conzequence was that it leaked at the
ECTEW stﬂp(}qer,

Bunter did not observe that.

Bus when the hot-water bottle was pleced close to John
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Bull's back, it was pretty ceriain that he would soon obeerve
it,

Bunter pressed the bedelothes down over the bottle, and
crepd back to his own bed,

Then a sudden sound bLroke the silence of the Remove
dormitory.

It was a shaet, sharp yelp from the bed occupied by John
Bull junior.,

It was followed by a loud yell

“Ow! ¥Yarooh!™

Billy Bunter stopped, and blinked back towards Joba
Bull. The latter had made a sudden I&a% up in bed.

“ Yarooh ! he roared. " ¥arooh! Ch! Oh!" 3

The fellows wuke up on all sides, and a dozen voice
shouted.

“What's the matter I'?

“Who's that 1"

*“ What's the row "

" ¥ow ! yvelled John Dull. “I'm scalded! Ow i’

The unfortunate junior had been awakened by boilin
hot water drippitig ¢n his back, and he bad clutched wil@E
at the hot-water bottle, and jerked out the stopper, whi
fitled very imperfectly. ) . .

The rush of hot water made him fairly szp. )

He leaped wildly out of bed, and a-gurgling sound behind
hitn showed that the yest of the water was pouring out of
the bottle and swamping the bed.

“Ow! Help! Pm scalded! Yarooh!™ )
“My word "' mutiered Bunter. ** The blessed thing must
have leaked! Oh, dear! I wonder if Bull will be waxy!"

And he slipped into bed quickly, and drew the coverlet
over him, and began to snore.

He was no longer desirous of gaining ihe eredit of having
introduced that hot-water botile into John Bull's bed,

——

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bunier's Kind Attentlon,

L AROOH '
Y “My hat "™

“ The myhatfulness is terrific.”

Harry Wharton jum cut of bed, struck w
malch, and lighted & candle. e light glimmered on John
Bull, if his pyjamas, dancing what appeared to be a wild
and fantastic hornpipe.

“Yarooch! Yow! ¥Yoop!™?

“ By Jove!*?

“ Great Seolt I

“ What's the matter *™

“ The matterfulness eeems 1o be terrific."t

“1 guess somebody’s hurt.”

“Ha, ha, ha!™”

John Bull calmed down a little. The first brunt of the
pain had passed off. But he was etill considerably hurt.

He was less hurt now, however, than furious,

“I've heen sealded!™ he roared. * Somebody's besg
pouring hot water into my bed.”

““Ha, ha, hal”?

“Who was 1§ roared Bull.

**Ha, ha, hal? ;

* Did anybody see 11"

“1 guess 1 was asleep,” remarked Fisher T. Fish,
“ Bufttr smd somelhing ebout getting you o hot-water
bottle, though.™

'“So he did! DBunter !”

Billy Bunter snored loudly.

" Bunter !" roared John EuIL

Snore 1

“ Are you asleep, Bunfer?®?

Snore ! )
U Well, he's enoring enough to be asleep,” grinned Frank

MNugent,

"ghil"-thiﬁ]-'.ﬂa the Tady doth profest foo mueh,” chuckled
Bob Cherry. " IHe never snores quite so loudly as that
when he's really asleep.™

Bunter's snore took on a diminuendo at onee.

It was so perfectly evideni that the fat junior was as
?uﬁ“ln& that snore, that the Removites burst into a roar of
anghter. .

Jobn Bull did neot laugh.
He rushed to Bunter's heg,
bedelothes,

“Ow!” yelped Bunter, "I'm asleep—I mean, leggo—
chuck it! Ow "

The bedclothes flew off. Bunter's fat legs kicled in the
air, and Jehn Bull brought down hiz palm in & mighty slap
on the pyjamas,

*VYow !” roared Bunter.

“ Are you asleep now, vou fezt fraud?™

He was feeling too scalded.
and laid viplent hands upon the

“Yes! No! ¥Yow!"
# the Cha n Light-wa Boxer, In t
week's MARVEL Library, Now on hﬁmﬁ



“ What did you pour that hot water over me for ?"

#1=I—1 didn't."

“ Who did, then?”

“Yow! I think it must have been Wharton! Yah!"

“What's that?'” shouted Harry Whorton, “IT7 _

“I—I thought you were asleep, Wharton, I—I mean it
muzt have been Bob rry.”

R T I ik Yoo, i

“Dh, re erry—1 meant Tom Brown, tha aw
Zealand bnaa.glrf’—” ¥

" That what?”’ shouted Tom Brown. i

“I—I'm sincerely sorry, Brown., That was a slip of the
tongue. I dide't really mean to say that at sll.”

“ Not if you knew I was awake, you fraud.”

“Oh, really, Brown—"" )
John Bull laid violent hands upon Bunter, and dragged
him from the bed. 'The fat junier rolled on the Hfoor,
yelling fiendishly in anticipation of smacks.

“Ow! Yow! Yeh! Yarooh!™

* Now, then, what did you ?""’ the hot water on me for "

“It was & hot-water bottle,” gasped Bunter. * It—it was
& kindly attention. I didn’t koew the rotten thing leaked.”

“ [{a, ha, ha!" roared the juniors.

“Oh, really, you fellows—"

“You fat bounder!" execlaimed John Buil w;&t}-l’ull}u
“Well, the bed's sosked now, and I can't sleep in it. As

u're 30 fond of hot water in bed, you can sleep in my
ad, and I'll have yours™

“(Oh, really Bull—"

“ There fﬂu are !

John Bull rolled Bunter over towards his bed, and then
entered Bunter's, and loid down. He was evidently in
garnest,

Bunter s#aghg:ered up, blinking at John Bull, comfortably
ensconced in his bed.  Then he blinked at Bull's bed. In
the eandlelight he could s¢e that the bed was simply
drenched with water. The bottle was ampty. ,

“5}—1 say, Bull, I suppose you're joking ¥ he exclaimed.

di mm !! 1

““ Look here, Bull, you're not going to sleep in my bed.

“Gro-o-oh "

“Ball! I say, Bull!"

Snore !

John Bull was aslesp.

“De you want the candle,
Wharton, getting back mmto bed. .

" Yes, gay, ¥Wharton, do you mind if 1 slecp in your
bed to-night *'

“No room for a

“Can I sleep with you, Cherry "’

“Not much!” said Bob Cherry promptly.

“I say, Btott, I'm going to sleep in your bed—"

“You're jolly well not.” T

“ Look here, I can’t aleep in & bed drenched with water,"
roared Bunter.

“You can argue that out with John Bull,” chuckled Dul-
sirode. “ Only don't make a row, II you keep me awake,
I shall get u%:: and larrup you."

“(h, rea A f Bulstrode—""

Bunter?" asked Harry

orpoise in my bod.'

“ Dy up V'

The ?unﬁm settled down to sleep, leaving William George
Bunter to solve the problem as best he might.

The fat junior blinked indignantly at the other fellows,
and then groaned as he surveyed the decidedly damp bed.

“1 say, you fellows, I shall have to sleep om the floor,”
he grunted,

There was no reply. No one ssemed to care whether the
Pwl of the Remove elept on the Hoor or not.

Bunter, groaning loudly, dragged the bedclothes over on
the floor, and arranged the bolster and pillows there.

Bulstrode sat up in bed.

“ What are you groaning about, Bunter?” he asked.

“I'm catching cold,” said Bunter, ::Iesqmu.laﬂtly. |
expect I shall be seriously ill in the mu_rmn%. ’ _

‘ You can be seriously i1l in the morning 1f you like," said
Bulstrode. “I don't care about that., But if you don’t
ghut up now, I'll get up and give you something to groan
for.”

“Oh, really, Bulstrode—"

“ypill you shut up ?"

Billy Bunter thought he had better shut up. Ie rolled
himseiff up in John Bull's bedclothes, and ﬂﬁﬂ%ht repose on
the floor. As a matter of fact, Bunter could have slept
anywhere; he was a wonderful sleeper, and ecould have
slept through earthquakes and tornadoes.

He did not wske till the rising-bell clanged out in the
[rosty morning air. | ) .

John Bull eat up in bed, and grinned at the sight of
Bunter snuggléd under the bedclothes on the floor,

“Had a good night's rest, Bunter ©*" he asked.

Billy Bunter groancd.

“ Caught a cold " asked John Dull

0wl Yes"

 Feeling nearly dead ¥
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“ Yes, quite—I—I mean pearly—"

“ Geod 1"

fl.Eh ?li ‘

“ Perhaps vou won't shove leaky hot-water bottles into
8 fellow's bed again,” said John Bull. )

“¥ah! It was just a friendly, kind attention—"'

“ Then you'd better ring off with your friendly, kind at-
tentions, that's all,” said Bull, as he turned cut of bed.

And Bunter murmured things to himself, which he would
have taid out loud but for the fact that John Bull wes to

rec;itre, that day, the sum of five hundred pounds in ready
cash.

i

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Ready Cash.

OHN BULL was the centre of atlention in the Remove
Form-roém that morning. ;
That morning, the juniors knew, the cash was to arnive
—five hundred pounds in & box! It was amuzing Lut
true. Miss Tabitha's motives in sending it the jumiors did
not know, nor John Bull cither. Bub it was coming—that
was the main thing. . .

It is to be feared thot the Remavites that mqrmn% gave
more attention to the prospects of John Bull's windfall than
to the lessons. : :

Mr. Quelch, who had heard of the oxtreordinary gift of
Aunt Tabitha, was very patient with his class, But Johu
Bull, for one, showed no undue excitement. He was as calmly
and plecidly attentive to his work as ever. If he had been
about to receive & cheque for & million pounds it would preo-
bably not have disturbed tho serenity of John Bull junior.

When the sound of wheels was heard in the Close the ex-
citement of the Remove rose to fever heat. .

That the carrier would arrive with the precious box was
certain before morning lessons were over. ;

John Bull had left instructions for it to be taken to hia
atudy—anddthl_?m it would be waiting for him when work
was finished that morning. - .

At ten minutes b&fnmgtha time of dismissal Billy Bunter
rose in his place. |

“Jf you pleass, sit—"" he began.

“ Well, Bunter?” Mr. Quelch rapped out,

“If you pleass, sir, may I go a little early?
letter 1}' want to post, sir.” 5

“"Phe collection is not till two o'clock, Bunter. _

‘ Ahem—sir! Nothing like being early siv. Punctuslity
is the thief of time, sir—I mean, sir, that—"'

“ 8it down, Bunter!"

“ Yes, sir; but—"'

“ Bit down !"' rapged Mr. Quelch.

And Bunter sat down.

“ No burglaries allowed,” grinned Bob Cherry. * Narrow
escape of your five hundred quid, Bull”

“gh, really, Cherry!”

Mr, Qﬁelch dismissed the clasa at last.
Billy Bunter made at once for the staircass, and somebody
put out a foot and tripped him over, and he sat on the lowest
stop and grunted. )

ohn Bull passed him, end went up to his study. He had
asked Mis chums to go with him to see the box opened: and
Harry Wharton andg Bob and ﬂuﬁnt and Hurres Bingh and
Tem Brown and Mark Linley gathered in the study with the
happy posseszor of five hundred pounds.

’I:Ea E:x lay upon tho table. .

The juniors gazed ot it almost with awe. .

i Faney five hundred quids being in that l.::lﬂused box !
gaid Bob Cherry, " It's almost too nmrnilnuy ;

« Wish I had an Aunt Tabitha!” grunted Nugent. * Why,
she beats Coker's aunt hollow—and she used to come down.
very handsome for Coker.”

John Bull smiled, and opened the box.

The juniors looked on breathlessly.

John Bull, with a hand that did not tremble. turned out
the contents of the box. They were «:Lm:z‘]m%;a

There were sovercigns in little rolls, and banknotes for all
amounts up to twenty poutids in crisp batches,

The jumors never scen so much money at once befors,
and thoy wore simply dazzled.

“ Wonderful " exclaimed Wharton,

“ (Gorgeous !

¢ Sphendid ™

“ Tarrific!”

] guesa this beats the deck!™ said Fisher T. Fish, looking
in. ‘.‘ Why, my pepper never comes down like that—F guess
not !’

“ Let's have a look, Bull.”

“ Let's see the giddy gold.” -

A Bplandid Tals of Wharton & Co.
at Greyiriars. By F K RICHARDS.

There's &
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“My hat!"

“ Wonderful I"

“ Good old auntic !

“Hurray ™

“Halves!”

'.Hﬂ--. ha., hﬂrlﬂ . . ]

John Bull stood awith o guiet smile on his face as tho eager
juniiors crammed themselves into the study and surged round
the box.

They feasted their eyes upon the cash, oaly John Bull
himsclf appearing indifferent and unaffected by it.

“ Blessed if he doesn’t take it ag calmly as if he had thou-
sands of quids coming down every f.lsx;,rl” exclaimed Hazel-
dene.  * Ain't you delighted, you ass?

John Dull laughed. .

“Yor rathor!” he said. © But there's nothing to ot ex-
cited about. Look here, let’s get out to the tuckshop, and
CVErY ftrlluwif:ﬂu order what he Tikﬂ-s-"

* Hurray !

The juntors streamed out of the study.

Billy Bunter made & noble first. ; ,

They crossed to Mrs, Mimble's tuckshop in a joyous stream.
Foilows of other Forma joined them, and all were weleome.
Thore was surely money enough to pay for the most exten-
sive feed that Mre. Mimble's little shop conld stand. _

John Bull remained to cram gold and notes into all his
weketz, He was fairly bulging with money by the time
lm finighed, i

As he cntered the tuckshop room was made for him by the
jiiniors, crammed as thoy woere.

“Here he comes!"

“Walk right in, sonny!”

“Bee, the conguering horo—"

“IIa, ha, ha!®

' This way, Ball!"”

# Dear boy 7

* Nico .chuij L

“ Hurray !’

John ‘Bull walked in, grinning. Place of honour was
found for him, and an admiring circle cramumed round him,
eating and drinking without hmit., FEvorybody was talking
at once—excopting Billy DBunter. He did not talk at all.
His jaws svere too busily occupied otherwise,

“My dear Bull,”? said Alonzo, digging a horny knucklo
into {;Jc-hn Bull’s ribs—" my dear Bull, this is extremely—"'

(7] W !ll

“What 13 the matter, my dear Bull™

“*You've punctured 1me, you ass!”

“I'm so sorry, my dear Bull. As I was saying, this is
extramely ﬁc-mmua and noble of you. T rejoice to sce if,
my dear Bull. At the same time, I am sure my Unele
Benjamin would advise you to be careful and moderate. I
my aunt were to send me five hundred pounds I should cer-
teinly say-—— ¥arooh!”

Alonze had not meant to Anish that way.

But Beob Cherry, with the idea of cutting short his flow
of eloguence, had m;.-aned a bottle of gingerbeer just under
hie nose, and Alonzo's face was swamped.

“Yoop!” he roared. “Ow! My dear Cherry—"

“Never mind!” said Bob
Cherry. " There's some left !

“My dear——"

“Not & word

my dear

Todd. I won't allow you to |}
apologise.”™ ]
*But—"" p

)

“ Mot o word!"
; “}Iu, ha, ha!" roarcd the
JunioTs.

“ My dear fellows—"

“Put a cake in your fﬂ@%
Toddy, and shut up!” sai
Nugent.

“N¥No, under your nosce!l’
“ Bror-r-r 1" 1

NEIET YWEEXR.
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
Joht Bull Does Not Want to See Life,

£ URRAY
“ Good old Ball ¥*
“¥ sav, you fellows, is Bull there"™

“*Where i3 John Bull¥”

“Bull, old man, will you come and play—"*

“Como along, old chap!™” _ .

“1 suppose you wouldn’t mind lending me a pound till
Saturda &

i “1.-:::4}!-::1I here, old thap, I'm stony! Ii you could stand a
er———

John Bull grinmed screnely.

I{e was standing in the Close in the midst of a crowd of
fellows. Every cadger at Greyfrinrs was gathered round the
:.:-.;Ir::l:h who ‘owned five hundred pounds to do as he liked
wiki.

It was an exgited crowd.

Many fellows who would not ordinarily have paid much
attention to a fellow with money, were -:ia.zzlewf by John
Bull’s wealth, and had joined the crowd of worshippere.

John Bull was vmnoved.

Whnt would have turned many an older fellow's liead lad
not the slightest effect upon John Bull.

““ Oh, cheese it!"" exclaimed the fortunete neplew of Aunt
Tahitha.

“T1 say, Buoll—"

** Bull, old msn—"

* Johnny, old son—"

“ My dear feilow——"’

John Bull drew a handfvl of sovereigns from lis trouscrs
rocket. )

* Whe wants e quid?'’ he asked.

“1 do?

L1 I dﬂ E:“

“ And I1"

“And I

1 say, Bull, I'll {iake it a3 a loan. I could not aecept g
gift,” said Buater, " 3hall I put this down to the old
account, or will you have it out of my postal-ovder to-morvow
morning ¥

* Ha, ha, ha!”

** Bhut up, Bunter !’ :

“T'll take a couple, if you like, Bull."

** 'Nother one here, lease!”

“ My hat! This 15 samply gorgeous!”

John Bull handed out the sovereigns
diff erenca.

His pockets were full of them, and he was quite willing
to hand them out. There werc few of the fellows whose
feelings of personal dignity interfered with their acceptance
of the golden gifts.

John Bull strolled away with his hands in his pockets. He
went up o his atugg*, te work through an umposition Mon-
sieur Charpentier, the French-master, had given him. He
had not been at work many mimutes hefore his door was
opened, and Vernon-Smith,
the fellow who was called the
Bounder of Greyfriars, ens
tored.

John Bull gave him a curt
neud.

Ho did not know Vernon
Smith very well, but betwesn
the frank, hearty John Bull
* = ¥ # and the deep and . cunning
} Bounder of (reyfriars thers
} could be little in common.

But Vernon-8mith’s mannor
wae all cordiality now.

*1 want to speak to you,
1' Bull,” he remarked.

" John_ Bull dived his hand
into  hiz trousers-pocket.

L4

with perfect in-

Bob Cherry poked a tart | “How much? ho ashked
into Alonzo’s mouth az he | 9" N torsely.
apened it to  speak, and |} | The DBounder burst intc a
Alonzo almost choked. His ® !au‘gh.
rloguence was stc&:ped for “Ha, ha! I haven't come
R

some time afterwar

It was & record feed in Mrs.
Mimble's shop. And when
John Bull put his hand into
bis trousers-pocket and drew
out a - handful of gold and
notes to pay the bill the geod
dame's eyes almost storted
from her head. { ot

Tee MagreT LinmiaRy.—No. 154.

A Capital Tale of the Duffer
of Ureyfriars.

to borrow money!™” he ox-

claimed,
“ No," said Bull, withdraw-
ing his hand. *“ What do

you want theni™
“Only to speak to wou™
“YWell, that's frec
charge,’” said the junior. “ (o
shead "

L
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“ Before I proceed, Miss Bull,” temarked the fawyer, “my professional duty compels me to remark that it is
| a most unheard of proceeding!'* * So you've sald before,” sald John Bull's Aunt Tabitha, calmly, (8¢¢ page5.)

“I'm not after your money. I dare say I could raise as
mpuch myself if I wanted to,” said Vernon-Smith carelessly.
“ My father's a millionaire—and he lets me have ss much
money &8 I like, I've nover been able to find a chap at Grey-
friars with enough money to sescciate with me"™

John Bull looked at him cuviously.

* That s0?"” he asked.

“No. I usually chum up with Hazeldene, but he's a
spﬁng&rﬂhﬁ's got no money, and 1 have to pay his exes every-
where.

“ (Oh, nice way to talk of a chum "’

“ He's not a chum—I"'m only making use of him," said the
Bounder. ** He's got the check, too, to eat my grub and
spend my money, and refuse at the same time to let me know
us sister Marjorie.”

Y Well," said John Bull, in his slow, deliberate wav, * from
what I've seon ofsyou, 8mithy, I should say he's about right
in that. You're about the last fellow in the world I'd intro-
duce to my sister.”

Vernon-3mith smiled sneeringly.

** Never mind that,"” he said. * Drop Hazeldene. Look
hers, you and I both have hesps of money; vou've got
enough tin to enjoy yourself, bus you don’t know the way.
{'gétruﬂdun't- know the ropes here yet. Do you want to see
e 771

* Bea life!" said John Ball slowly.

“ Yeg—l|ife!”

“ 1 don't quite understand vou.*

Tre Maexer LiBrary.—No, 154.

“1 suppose you're not contented with this humdrum ol
that satisfies the other fellows!” exclaimed Vernon-3mith.
* Yeou don’t want to spend all your time playing footer nnd
hockey, and taking Sunday walks with the Cliff House girls
You want to sea life” '

“ What kind of life?”’" asked John Bull c;umt%y. 5

“ Real life,” said Vernon-Smith coolly. **1 can ﬂmﬂ 13
you. What do you say to a little run out to-night—

“ Ta-night 1"

** Yes; after lights out in the dorm.™

John Bull stared at him. 3 ’ 2 .

“T've never broken bounds at night,” he said. **If a‘E
were a lark I might. But what sort of thing do you mean?

“ T moan to take you to see life—a quiet game of pr:!;m:;j
eunchre, and drinks, and smokes, asnd jolly soriety,
Vernon-Smith.

“ You're joking, T supposa®’

‘* Not in the least.™ ; o

“ o you mesn to say that you keep that kind of socielyl

“* Yeu, rather.”

“ After ]i%}ltm out."

“ Exactly.'

“ And you've never been found out?” -

Tt wouldn't make much difference if T were,"" mnid the
Rounder boastfully. " father has too much mllugé;-‘:a
with the Head for me to sacked from tho achool—and ke

could protect vou, toa!™ .
Jnha.? Bull was silent. Ho was looking at the cad of the
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Remove with quiet, steady eves, that made Veinon-Sraiih
feol uncomfortable.

[a spite of himself, he dropped his eyes befare John Bull's
steady paze.

:: 3o that's wlat you call seeing life?" said Ball, at last,
Certainly,” replied Vernon-Smith. ** Now, what do yeu

EE- ?.l
ﬁnhn Bull looked reflective. He rose, and opened the study
door. Vernon-Bmith looked at him in surprise and uneasi-

' at do you say, Bull ¥’ he repeated.

“Bay?" said John Bull. “Y say that 1 give vou half a
minute to get clear of my study !”

* What?

“I don’t want to see life—your sort of life. I .don't want
to be a hu}mdw and a cad,’” said John Bull clicerfully and
quietly. “1T don't want to have anything to sny to you,
Cet out ™
Haruﬂn-Smitl}'a face turned crimson with rage.

You—you msuitmﬁllmund " he exclaimed furious]y,

Eﬂhn Bull shrugged Ius shoulders.

.'!:_ shoulda't thutk it was possible to insult n fellow like
you, I'ia aat:.‘.l,_ * Anyway, get out of my study !

nu‘; On my word, Bmith, if you don't get out, T'll kick you

Jobhn Bull did not raise his voice in the least. DBut theve
was more in his low, quiet tones than there could have been
in the loudest bluster.

Vernon-8mith gave him one look, and then stepped through
the doorway into the passage. Gladly enough he would have
flung himself u the sturdy junior. But he remembered
i time that John Bull had licked Bulstrode, who could have
made :m?s round the Bouander of Greviriars at any time
John Bull was not a fellow to be lightly tackled with fists.

. The Bounder of Greyfriars paused to look back at the
junior, with a quiet, deadly glance of hatred,

“T'll remember this!* he said

John Bull laughed scornfully.

ElﬁMmemhr to keep outside my study in future, too,” he

Then he closed the door,

He returned to his work, but ho was not left long unin-
terrupted, The door opened, and a fat face peéred in, and
a pair of big spectacles glinted. Billy Bunter insinuated him-
self into the study.
au;'t‘II say, Bull, old man,” said the Owl of the

i .&11?’2 rappad out John Bull.

“ I'm going to ask you a favour—-—""

« Bt ke

o m ! at I was poing to say iz—camn vou—er—
niutem*_t. Could you lend me a m:-Epla of hundred pounds, Els:l
chap?

John Bull stared at the Owl of the Remove.
astonished to speak for a moment,

“0h, really, Bull—"

Joha Bull picked up a heavy ebony ruler from the table,
and made & guick step towards Billy Bunter. The fat junior
gave him one blink, and dashed out of the study and slammed
tha door. John Bull lsughed, and sat down at his table
Eﬁ? Billy Eunﬁeih did ]:mi;t pnm tith he reached the ond

@ passage, and there he and ga .

;ﬁemﬁt e hahm:iarmured. * il

Billy Bunter had had one gorgeous feed that day, but, lik
Oliver Twist, he wanted mDErETE Where he was ti-:T geltl. inore
was the problem the fat junior had now to solve.

Remove

He was too

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Alonzo's Windlall,

! ODD! Todd!™
Billy Buntar’s voice echoed round the Cloisters. ITe
appeared greatly excited.
“Todd! Todd! Whore are you? Todd!"

“Yes, Bunter, Here I am!"”

Billy Bunter pulled up sharp as a mild face popped itsclf
through a hole 1n the traﬁnrﬁ of the stonework, The Duffer
of Greyfriars had cpsconced himself in a snug corner 1o read.
He has;i not heard Billy Bunter until the %atte: was right
uron him. ]

: « Oh,” saiﬁ Billy Bunter, ““I'm glad I’ve found vou, Todd!
—ap—]—

“Then so am I, Bunter,” said Alonzo Tedd pleasantly.
“I'm very glad, Bunter., DBut pray what is the matter?
You are very exci &

““* And bo would you be if you bore the good news T do,”
maicl -H:Ig Bunter, “I—-J1-—-I1—"

A quick observer would have known in a moment that Billy

Tae Maawer Library.—No. 154,
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Bunter was “ putting it on.” But Alonzo was quitc takon
i his dramatic pauses,

" eH' good—very , Banter, my dcar fellow. But
pray calm yourself ore you go on. You are quitc dis
tresaung me. My Unole Benjamin—'"

nas  Really, Todd, I—"" began the Owl of the
Remove again,

Alonzo was quite touched at Billy Bunter's excitement:
Yes, Bunter,” he said, in a most sympathetic voice, ** Bub
1 slways said you would pay me back."

Billy Bunter's excitement stopped instantly. In an instant
he bocame all dignified curiosity.

“"Eh—oh? What's that, 'Tmfcll Pay you back?®"

“Yes, Bunter,” explained Alonza. * ¥ou arc going to pay
me back that ten shillings I once advanced vou om one
your postal-orders coming to you, area’t you " .

" Well—er—ves, -of course I am, Todd! Dut not just
now,” said Billy Bunter. “I am expecting—"

“Oh, yes; I know, Bunter! But I wrote to my Unele
Ienjamin about the things you were expecting to come b
post, especially postal-orders,” said Alonza. And he eai
it was & very old tale, whatever that may mean—"

_“Oh, yes, Todd!” interrupted Billy Bunter. “But your
Uncle Benjamin dovsn't understand me—" _

* Excuse me, Bunter, if I disagree with you, 1 think he
dorz. It seems to me you want a new tale, you know.”

“That's just it,” said the Owl of the Remove. *I've got
one.  And it’s onc you'll like, too, Todd ! ;

“ You interest me, Bunter. But I think I can gucss it
You've come to propose paying e back a shilling » weck

“ Oh, really, Todd—"

Alonzo’s face was a study. Bunter's tone admitted of but
ne interpretation. Ho had not the lcost intention of doing
a3 Alonzo suggested.

“But how could your statement interest me, otherwiso,
Bunter "' asked Alonzo.

“0h, you leave that to me, Todd!" said Billy Bunter.
“What would you say if I told you you had come into a
lot of money ?"'

Alonzo Todd stared at Billy Bunter,

“1 should be very pleased, Bunter. And so would my
Uncle Benjamin," said Alonro. * But you are joling, of
course, Bunter "

The Owl of the Remove shrugged his shoulders.

“0Oh, rcally, Todd,” he said testily. °° Now, what rcason
i thord that Bull should be the oaly follow to have £500 took

i 7%

Alonzo's curiosity woas aroused. His face became radiant.

“ But you don’t mean to say, Bunter—"' he began.

“1 mean to say,” interrupted the Owl of the Remorve,
“That 1 met Bull only just now, and he told me his Aunt
Taliths was going to send you £500, the same as she has
done for him—-"

The book fell from Alonze's hand.
Bunter as if ho were a fairy godmother.
mother* kept it all up with a face of brass.

“Bull spid she wished to do it in remgnitiﬂn of your
elevating influence cn hean, and all of us. o saya sho en
such a fellow ought to be rewarded. OCh, I say. "En-dd, doa't
let it knock you so silly I’

Alonzo was still staring at Billy Bunter as if 12 were his
one thought in life,

“7T beg your pardon, I'm sura, Bunter,” said the Duffor of
Greyinars, mmin%maut of his momentary trance. ‘‘ But I
waa thinking of what Bull's aunty said about rewarding me.
I shall write to her and tell her that the eredit is entircly
due to my Uncle Benjamin.”

“Oh, blow—I mean, you'll wait till the stuff arrives first,
of course, Todd 7" said } ill_'i'3 Bunter,

"4 Perhaps it would be better, Bunter,” agreed Alonzo,
“When is Bull’s aunty going to send it? Do you know,
Bunter

“ Bull said it was in the carrier’s hands alreads$,” said Billy
Bunter. *“I should say it'll be here almost any minute.
That's only a small matter, though. I've heard it said many
& thme that fellows who arc cxpecting money can always geé
a draft.

i Dyyaft, Bunter 7"

“Yeg, An advance of money, you know,'" oxplained the
fat junior. “You couldn’t get an advance of tin at Grey
frinrs, of course, Todd. Dut Mrs. Mimble would let you
have some—"" 4

Billy Bunter broke off in the middle of his sentonce. Sit.
ting down in an angle of the Cloisters, he began to fan him-
self vigorously. i

“ th, dear " ho cried. Y I'm—"

Alonzo was alarmed.

“ My dear Bunter, are you ill—"

" This comes of running all over the coll. efter a chap,”

He starcd at Bill
The **fairy E:m{

ht-walght Box in this
brary, How u?hn!o.m.



“i% ﬁjl]y Bunt?r, moaning, "I was simply run off my legs
to find you—'

o Wh;, ou don’t really mean to say I'm the eausc of your
suffering, %untﬁr?" said Alonze sympathetically.

“ Not exactly, of course, Todd, old chap, But it has made
me feel famnt, really.”’

“I'm wery sorry, I'm sure,” said Alonze. *If I Lod apy
monty, Bunter——"" )

“Why, you've tons of #in!™ bioke in the Owl of the
Remove hotly, . )

“ Ah, yes, my dear Bunter,” returned Alonzo, with naive
simplicity. ‘' But my Uncle Benjamin would never approve
of me spending the bird in the bush.” '

“ Well, I like that—I must say !" said Billy Bunter, coming
dangerously near a recovery in his cagerness. " What about—
what I told you of & draft? Mrs. Mimble would—" ]

“If we can procure anything at Mrs. Mimble's that will
relieve your distrm{h my dear Bunter, pray let us procced
there without dr!&é,* interrupted Alonzo. .

The Duffer of Greyirizrs wasg surprised at the way Baully
Bunter found he could stand up. :

“You needn’t be afraid about the tin, Todd,” he said. “I
shouldn't be surprised f we meok the carricr as we go to
Mrs. Mimble's."”

“ Really, Bunter ! ]

 And %y the wayy Todd, hado't you better do the thing
properly while you're about it "’ ;

“ About what, Bunter 7' asked Alonzo, In surprise.

“Well, I only want somncthing to take my pain away,”
rxplained Bunter facetiously. * But the other fellows, you
know—— Well, Todd, I put it to you, how would vou like it
E:HHE-I.H Bull's been deing the thing handsome, you

ow,

“Indecd, Bunter ' sabd Alonzo innocently.

Az yet, lwe had not the fointest suspicion of what Banier
was driving at. .

“Yog ' zaid the Owl of the Bemove, “he gave Mrs. Mimblo
& n]ﬁendid ordop——""

“ My dear Bunter—->="" :

“You," said Billy Bunter, *he gave the fellows a ratthing
good tume. It wasn't much in my line, of course—nhem !—
hat I joined in just to show therc was no ill-feeling. Yes
I say, Bull's treat was splendid! T say, Todd, reully, you
kEnow—""

And Billy Bunter broke off suddenly to stare at Alonzo in
8 way that a brick wall might have understood.

*(h, I sce!” snid Alonzo. _

The Owl of the Eemove interrupted Alonzo with a decp
sigh.

F"'Il-::. loet themn order what they liked, regardless, Todd,"”
pait the fat youth, blinking convincingly ot Alomzo. * It's
the thing, you know.” ) )

Alonza was impressed, and Billy Bunter was relieved. In
another moment they would be at Mras. Mimble's,

“Lot ws make arrangements then, pray, Bunter,” zaid
Alonzo. I have no desire to interfere with precedent, I'm
sure my Uncle Benjamin would advisc me to do the right
thing. Help me to arrange the draft business with Mra.
Mimble, if yon please. And then, if you wouldn't mind
inviting those fellows whom you think ought to come, I should
be very pleased.”

Billy Bunter did not require twice telling.
buzzed into Mrs. Mimble's little shop.

On his word alone the ]pmjected “trust " would have been
s failure. But the old lady knew Alonzo “would pay for
things,”” and in a few minutes Bunter was at the counter
stowing away a large pork-pie as fast as he could. He had
concluded he could not afford to lose a minute, and had
despatched o fag who happoned to be outside Mrs. Mimble's
to whip in Bulstrode, Snoop, Bkinner, and Stott.

Alonzo Todd was m the position that sporting men call
“aleo ran,” maintaining a pleasont conversation with Mrs,
Mimble, and trying to look as busy as Bunter, on a bath-
bun and & glazs of dry ginger-ale.

* Hallo, Toddy !

Alonzo was not  prepared  for
sahatation. Drinking ginger-zle and
on the shoulder leads to trouble.

“Congratulations " said Bulstrode, laughing lhugely asz
Alonzo sprayed ginger-ale all over Billy Bunter.

Bulstrode had not the least idea why he must congratulate
Alonzo, but he thought it best to begin in that way.

“Here, you let my friend alone, Bulstrode!” eried DBilly
Bunter indignantly.

Bulstrode, to say nothing of the other juniors who had
come to the feast, stared in open-mouthed wonder at
Bunter. That the Owl of the Remove should loave off sating
for &« moment, to interfere tn the couse of any fellow, was
past their understanding.

But Alonzo Todd soon enligphtened them.

“I'm perfectly willing to iér.rliufnrua sou meant well, DBul-
stronde,™ he said smmply. " Please to wade 1o, I understand
that ia the earrect term on these oecasions.'

Bkinner grinned from ear to ear. Bncop pulled Stott hy
tho jacket.
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“Look here, Bunter,” said Bulstrode, *if this is ono of
your rotton japog——""

* Wot at all, Bulstrode,”” Alonzo hastened to interpose.
“My friend Bunter morely advised me on the course 1 am
taliing. Please to wade in.”

*Noff said!™ zaid Bkinner, with a more than usually
wide grin. "

And it was so. Mrs. Mimble was having e busier time
than she could remember for a long time.

Alonzo beamed on them. The old %ady behind the counter
looked doubtful once ov twice when the orders sssumed
strange proportions, but Alonzo invariably assured her with:

* It will be quite right, Mrs. Mimble. I'm paying. H{
Uncle Benjamin said that when I entertained anyone,
was to be sure to look after my guests well.” ’ .

And the guests certainly saw to it that Alonzo did not fail
on this occasion. In a very short timo it was buzzing about
the ynadrangle that Alonzo Todd was standing & feed. Like
fics on jam, came juniors to the feed. i

*Thank you, you fellows!” said Alonzo, as he reccived
their congratulations. ' Please to wade in'’

But all things have an end. At last Alonzo’s offers of
further refroshment wera declined with & profusion of thanks.
The juniors began to fle out of the shop, sMpping Alomeo
on the shoulder, wringing his hand til his arm ached,
bustling him as they went till he must have felt something
like a blancmange. :

At last they were all gone—all cxeept Billy Bunter.

* Go on, my dear Bunter,” said Alonzo, shining with the
Hight of hospitality. * Please to wade in.” :

But Billy Bunter had met his match at last. He couldn’t
have eaten another morsel to save his life. And there stood
Alonzo—Alonze Todd, of all follows—challenging him to

o1,
gﬂ}iut Bunter was resolved to show he could accept defcat.
Clambering down from his stool, he walked to Alonzo.

“Todd,'” he said, with much emotion, ™ it is the feed of
my life. I eannot eat another bit!"

“Oh, I'm =0 pleascd, Bunter!" said Alonzo rather wn-
fortunately. . ) .

Shaking Alonzo Todd's hand in eloguent silence, Billy
wend out into the sunlight, hJinIr.ingi

** Shall I give you the bill now, Maater Todd?” asked Mrs.
Mimble,

Alonzo turned, with a start.

*Oh, ves, Mrs. Mimble, il you please!
how much is it?"”

v Nine pounds, fifteen-and-tenpence, Master Teodd."”

The Dui!‘;er of Greyfriars was rather startled at the hugo
total, but he turned a smiling face on the ‘old lady.

“1'm afraid I haven’t cnough with mo to settle it now,
Mrs. Mimble. Pleasa to sond it up to my study, and 'l
send vou a cheque.”

1t was Mrs. Mimble's turn to look astonished, but sho
recollected that Alonzo Todd was a truthiul lad.

“0h, that's oll right, sir!" she said. * Thank you, very
much, =sir!

** ¥es,"” sald Alonzo.

And, raising his ¢ap, he went out.

* Hallo, Toddy! ow's the gamel™ .

It was John Bull, Alonzo’s study-mate, who overtook lhim
as he wended his way to the study.

= Oh, I'm very well, thank you, Bl;l'l 1" angwered Alonzo.
“It's very good of your aunty, ien't iti"

Eull stared at Alonzo Todd.

**'What’s vory good?’ he asked.

*Why, Bull, surely you have heard that she's sending me
five hundred pounds? I've just been standing the fellows
a fecd.”

Bull stared ot Alonzo as if he were a lunatio.

“*Who told you?" he said.

“Oh, come, Bull!l
know——"1

““Ha, ha, ha! You ass! You've been done! Ha, ha, ha!"

And John Bull roarcd, while Alonzo looked at him like

one in a dream.

“* Ha, ha, ha!™

Wade—1 mean,

Bunter, of course. But sarely sou

o i

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Lucky for Alonzo.

OHN BULL simply roared.

The wutter simplicity of Alonzoe Tedd, in being
“apoofed ” by Bunter's ridiculous yarn, appealed to tho
junior as funny.

* Ha, ha, ha!"" he roared.
My dear Bull—="
* Ha, ha, ha!”
Alonzo blinked at him in amazement and dismay. Alones
never suspected anybody of pulling his leg, though he hed
17
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been “spoofed™ so often that really he might have been

excused if he bhad grown a little su fni]:iﬂil:mﬂdﬁtgt th&l—:}nm
e liv o age

¥

was never likely to grow suspicious, 1
of Methusaleh, g

_ "“"Do you mean to say, Bull, that your auntie i3 not send-
ing me five hundred pounds?" he exclaimed.
**Ha, ha, ha!”
““My dear Bull, I really——"
‘:Df' course, she isn't!" rosred John Bull
But Buriter distinctly said——""
“He was pulling your leg, you ass!™
“Oh dear!™
:: Ha, ha, hat™ .
But—but Bunter said that it was the case, owing to my
influence over you, my dear Bull, and the other
ellows,"” said Teodd, in bewildorment. *‘ Arc you suro you
haven't made a mistake, my dear fellow?"
John Bull only roared.

“What's the joke!” demanded Bob Cherry, coming up

with several other fecllows, attracted by the roars of
laughtar.

“The jokefulness seems to be terrifie,” ked th
Nabab u{l Bhanipur. 5 romare °

" 0Oh, hold me, somebpdy!” gasped John Bull. * The
champion ass! Bunter has been spoofing him with a
terrific vurn.’’

“It's very odd,” eaid Alonzo. * Bunter stated to me in
the moat explicit terms that Bulls auntie had decided to
sond me five hundred pounds, the same as Bull, because of
my clevating influence in the Form."
he juniors shrieked.
Ha, ha, ha!™
“It a};pmgra now that Bunter has made an incorrect state-
ment. cannot beliove that ho deliberately prevaricated.
I fear thore must be some mistake.”

*Ha, ha, ha!”

My dear fellows——"

“ Here's Bunter,” exclaimed Bob Cherry, catching sight
of the Orwl of the Remove on a seat under the elms. ™ Let's
ask him.'

Bunter was resting after his labours in the tuckshop. He
needed o rest. But 1z he saw the crowd of juniers comin
towards him, he made sn effort to rise and bolt, but they
were round him before he could get away.

Bunter blinked at them through his big spectacles, with a
feoble attempt at an ingrabiating grin.

“"I—I say, you {ellows, it's a fine day; ain't it?™ he
remarked.

“* What have you been telling Todd ™

“Todd! I—I don't remember telling him anything.*

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“My dear Bunter, surely wour memory ia failing,” ex-
claimed Alonzo Todd, in astonishment. * You surcly
romember coming to me in the Cloisters with the news that
John Bull's aunt had signified her intention of sending mo
Gve hundred pounda?"

*Oh!"” snid Bunter. “I—I say, you fellows, you know that
was a joke.”

“My dear Bunter——""

“It was only & little joke, of course,’” said Bunter, *I
expeoted you to ses through it at onoe. He, he, he!"

unter’s feeble cackle died away under the grim, stern
looks of the juniors. Bunter realised that he was dangerously
near t¢ & ragging. And Bunter had crammed himsolf so0
full in the tucgahup that he was feeling very uncomfortable
within, and he felt that if a hand were laid upon him ho
would be ill.

=1 say, you fellows——"" he murmured fechbly.

“It was very, wvery wrong of you, Dunter,” said Todd.
“My Uncle Benjamin would be shocked-—nay, disgusted.
¥ou led me to stand a great feed at the tuckshop when I
could not afford to do so. 1| owe Mre. Mimble the great sum
of nine pounds, fifteen shillings and tenpence, and I have
only two shillings and sixpence to pay it with.”

““My hat!" ejaoulated Bob Cherry.

“1 am really placed in & most diffiecult and awkward
position,”” said Todd, in great distress. I can offer to
place the whole of my pocket-money at the disposal of Mre.
Mimble: but how long will it take to pay off nine pounds,
fifteon shillings and tenpence at the rate of two shillings =
wook '

“My word! A great deal longer than Mrs. Mimble will
be inclined to wait for the money,” grinned Ogilvy.

“Ha, ha, hat" )

“It is really no laughing matter, my dear fellows. I
am placed in & most unfortunate and discreditable position
hy Bunter's mistaken sense of humour.” : .

“Well, we'll give Bunter & jolly Himd bumping for if,
anyway,”’ said Bob Cherry. * That will be some consolation
te you, Todd."
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s M:i' dear Cherpy—""
*Collar him !
“I—I say, pou fellows I" exclaimed Bunter, as the juniors

elosed round him with grim looks. * D-d-d-don't you touch
me, Dtl; Jnow 1
ats 1

“I—I—I'm ill, you know."
“Yes; wo've heard all about that befora* said Bob

Cherry, “We know your illnesses, Bunty. Nothing like »
bum n;? to cure you."
T iy, Chﬂ!‘l‘j‘-—-"

* Collar the fat bounder {"

!l:Elil Bunter was collared and jerked off the seat under
Ma.

. The fat junior did not make any resistance. He was
incapable of it. He was like n lump of jelly in the hands
of the Removites.

His fat face had turned a ghastly colour, and strange,
mysterious sounds procetded from his throat,

‘My word!” ejaculated Bob Cherry. ‘‘He does look
seedy this time, though !"

Es rﬂ{.hjbb

“The genuinefulness is terrifie, my worthy chums !

“ Groo-ooh

“ My dear fellows, pray let him alone!” said Alonzo

Taodd. “ He looks as if he were seasick, and I know that is
a dreadful {eeling 1"

The junicrs released Bunter,

He fell back into his former position on the seat, his face
changing into a variety of art shades of colour curious to
look upon.

He was evidently in ne condition to be bumped. For
once, Nemcsis had fairly overtakenm the glutton of the
Remove.

The juniors turned away. Bunter was not at that moment
a pleasant sight to look upon. Alonzo Todd walked away
with a deeply distressed face. Above all things, his
excellent Uncle Benjamin had cautioned him to keep clear
of getting into debt, and here he was in debt to the extent
of nine pounds, fifteen shillings and tenpence, with assels

fialf-a-crown to meet his lisbilities. It was an awful posi-

tion for the unfortunate Alonzo.

John Bull slipped his hand through Alonzo's arm.
h‘Thu Duffer of Greyfriars turned a lack-lustre eye upon

init.

*“Cheer up!” maid Johp Bull cheerfully,

“I'm so sorry, Bull, but I cannot help feeling depressed
and anxious. I owe Mrs, Mimble the sum of mine pounds,
fifteen shillings and tenpence——''

:: %ﬁt‘n go and make an arrangement with her,”

up—"

* Come on "

John Bull, in his masterful manner, marched Alonzo Todd
off to the tuckshop, without listening to his objections.

Todd had not the least idea what he could say to Mra
Mimble., When he started explaining to her that he couldn’t
pay that bill, he had & premonition of the expression that
would come over the good dame's face. He had seen her
look at Bunter.

He followed Bull nervously into the shop. Mrs. Mimble
greetod them with a smile.

“My dear Mrs. Mimble—"' began Todd haltingly.

John Bull cat in.

¥ Todd's come to settle his bill,” he said.
fifteen-and-tenpence, 1sn't it ?”

* Just that, Master Bullf”

John Bull laid a couple of five-pound notes on the counter,

“(Jive the change to your little boy, Mrs. Mimble !" he

“* Nine pounds

said.

“ Thank you kindly, sic "

“ But my dear Bull—"' ejaculated Alouzo,

“ Como on, Duffer!” said John Bull

And he dragged Alonzo away.

Outside the tuckshop, Alonze insisted wpon speaking.
“¥ou do not really mean to pay that bill, Buli?" he

m-:cl'lzﬁimvﬁ‘t, —
i i DULEEe G,
“T'va paid it, haven't T ho saii.
“Then T owe you "
# Nothing !
“PAupt I cannot allow you—="
“Todd, old man, I insist upon your obliging mo in Ehis
matter,” said John Ball solemnly.  * Not a word—I insist!
T shall take it persenally if yon objeet !
“1F you put it like that, my dear Bull,
ay——"
A “Just 0! Good-bye!” .
And John Bull walked nway with his hands in his pockets,
leaving Alonzo Todd almiest specchless with emction.

I can only



THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
Evenlog Dress Indispensable.

" Y Uncle Benjamin would be very pleased if he
knew, Trotter.”
“* Yes, sir. But how about you, Master Todd?
What shall T tell the Head 1

““Ah, yea! Of course! Plcase to say, Trotter, that I
ghall be very pleased. You may assure Dr. Locke thet I
will present myself at five o'clock punctually I said Alonzo.

Trotter apparently was in 2 hurry. He had the door
open as Alonzo 330]11:, and anyone in the passage could have
heard every word.

Hazeldene, Bulstrode, and Ogilvy were coming along the
passige.

“Quick " whispered Bulstrode, dragging the other two
after him into the nearest empty stuedy. %Ie:rﬁ:'a a lark !

“Yes, Master Todd,” said Trotter, trotting into the
passage. ‘' Always be punctual, especially when you come
to tea with the "Ead! And, besides, I've heard that late-
comers always get cold tea.”

“ Thank you, Trotter!
returned Alonzo. ‘

And the three in the empty study heard Trotfer’s tnotting
dic away and Alonzo Todd's door close before they ventured
out,

“The wee Todd iz a person of importance, it seems,”
grinned Ogilvy. “*Tea with the Head—ch?”

“Perhaps the Head means to return thanks for that
goose Alonzo presented to him,” said Hazeldene, with a
quiet smile at Bulstrode.

Bulstrode scowled slightly. IIe owed Alonzo Todd one,
as the saying is, for the smashing of that hired automaton,
and the incidental damage of one puinea. Alonzo had done
it at the Hend’s commuand. But Bulstrode thought he ought
to have known better.

“(Oh, don't be funny, HWazeldene!" ho said. ' Perha
you'll say next it's for brilliancy in Form? But I would like
to know what the beggar’s done.”

The three looked earnestly at one another. There was
nothing unusual in & junior being invited to tea with the
llead. But Alonzo!l )

"Twas thus. Since Alonzo’s appearance in Dr. Locke's
drawing-room with the goose, little Molly Locke had pro-
moted him to the highest pinnacle of impbrtance at Grey-
frinrs. And at last the doctor consented to invite Alonzo
to tea to please her.

“§ can’t make it out,” zaid Bulstrode perplexcdly.

“What does it matter, Bulstrode? Leave him in peace
for once,” )

The burly Removite looked as if he would like to leave
Ogilvy in picces. .

“{'}i‘;, rot, Opilvy 1" said Hazeldene. * There's no harm in
a little bit of fun. I say. I've an idea! Buppose we tell
him that evening-dress is indispensable ¥
ﬂ‘il broad grin overspread the faces of Bulstrede and

ilvy,

it Let us kiss him for his mother, Bulstrode " said the
Scotch youth,  **Bend down thy napper to receive our
crowns of myrtle! Ow! Chuck' it, [Tazeldene I .

Bulstrodo, and Hazeldens laughed as Ogilvy rubbed his
damaged ear. i

“ PBut your suggestion’s just the thing, Hazel ! said Bul-
strode. ** Let's get out ! me on to find the giddy Tedd ™

*“That's scon done ! said Ogilvy. * The beggar's in his

They found the

I'll certainly consider thmt,"

gtardy !

And they approached Alonzo's door.
Duffer of Greyfriars in a brown study.

“ Hallo, Todd! Thinking it out ™

Bulstrode had not meant anything in particular. Alonzo
conld only think of one thing just then. His face brightencd
pereeptibly. Tho imvitation had already made him famous.

“Well, as a matter of fact, I was, Bulstrode,” he said
mildly. * But I cannot imagine how you can know so soon
that I am invited to take tea with the Head—"

The juniors grinned.

“How did you know

*Of course, I know, now you tell me!" interrupted Bul-
strode. ** My first remark referred to your studious attitude
as I came in, Todd, You're going, of course '

“Yes, Bulstrode. But I was just wishing my Uncle
Benjamin was here. T am not quite decided what to——"

“Wenr?"' suggested Opilvy, with owl-like gravity.

“How clever of you. Ogilvy! That is my exact diffi-
eulty,"” said Alonzo, with & beaming smile.

Bulstrode and Hazeldene nedd Ogilvy had excelled
himself for ence. Alonzo was already well on the hooks.

“You're very right, Todd " said Hazeldene quietly. “1
should be very particular on an oeccasion like this, The
proper thing—-"

“Ts evening-dress,” said Bulstrodo,

Alonzo looked alarmed.

“* Indispensable " said Ogilvy emphatically.

“Then I'm afraid an imsurmountable di

Tae Maawer Livrary.—No., 154,

NEXT
WERK ;

ulty presents

“SPOOFING ALONZO.”

—

sveny.  The “IRagmet”  ows
TUESDAY, b m‘,‘g, PENNY,
itself to my fulfilling promise to Dr. Lecke,” said
Alonzo.
Hazeldene sighm‘].
“ Are you quite sure, QOgilvy 1"’ asked Alonzo snxiously.

“You seec the Head might expel ;ruu,‘if ou appeared in
anything but the proper garments,” said Bulstrode.
Alonzo turned a horrified gaze on Bulstrode. He had
made an awful mistake this time. Why hadn't he ascor-
tained such an important faet before accepting the invita-
tion? Whatever should he do??
4 They regarded him with the solemnity of Chinesa man-
Arifg.

“¥You ses, Todd, anyone of us would be delighted to lend
vou a dress suit,” began Ogilvy. * But——"

“ Thank you, Ogilvy!" said Alonze, with avidity,

“.But we haven't any just now.”

Alonzo went quite limp. To say his face was as long ae a
ilddéi would be mild. Ae long as o whole orchestra would

e tter.

“ Follows like us don’t expect invitations from the Head,”
cxplained Bulstrode. “ We haven't anything just ready at
the moment®

“Of course not,’" assented Alonzo; “but I thank you
very much for the delicacy you observe in the discussion of
my disability. It must be an oversight of my Uncle Ben-

jamin's—"" ]

“Ah! I've got it!"” said Ogilvy brightly. * Couldn't we
borrow a suit for him 7"’

* My Uncle Benjamin wouldn't—"

“* Ha, ha, ha !

“That's too much, you know. We meant you!” .

“(th '™ szaid Alomzo. *It's Very kind of you, Ogilvy.
Where will you—"

ilvy woved his arm hke & prince. i

*“Leave it to us, Todd,” he said largely. "1 think I
can get the things for you, if you are aqr-ae&hi:‘: gk

“1 should be mfinitely obliged, ﬂgzlvi{l. . 5
'1‘;53}1:? ;thut's all right! What tirme shall wo bring them,
bl .}r-F : h

“Farly, if you pleass, Ogilvy, My Uncle Benjamin
would hike me ta ve ample time to dress on such an

goeesion, 1'm sure—""

“Good I" said all three. “We'll bo here.  By-bye,
Taodd 1"

And seeing by Alonzo's expressive countenance that s

ponderous speec .
quickly as they could. They felt 1t wou
them.

“Now, you ass!” asaid Bulstrode, as scon as they had
laughed some of it off. ' What's this rot of yours? Bor
rowing a dress suit? 1 must uu!y you've done us in beauti-
fully | ¥You've spoiled the whole thing, really !" : 1

‘“* Not ag fast, Bulstrode,” said iz{;i!vy, with a quiet grin.
“ What about Eurminﬁ Loder'a dress clothes ™ ;

And in two minutes Hazeldene and Bulstrode wers quite
satisfied with Ogilvy's proposal.

“1 know he's going cut immediately after lessons to-
day. I heard him tell that Greék chap. It will be quite
easy. 1'll get the things myself."”

““Ha, ha, ha!" )
willingly left to Qgiley the task of

of thanks was mminﬁl E;E{ got ﬁtf“
o0 much for

And Bulstrode ver :
raiding Loder's study. Prdl:fﬂy. &t two minutes after
half-past four,« they knock at Alonzo's study door.
Ogilvy was carrying a brown-paper parcel. They entered,
to find that Alonzo was not yet thera.

“ Better than “ever,’” chuckled Bulstrode. “ He will fall
on our necks for joy and weep tears of heppiness.”

**Ha, ha, ha!”

And the trio were more deferential than ever when
Alonzo came in. The Duffer of Greyiriars was too full for
words. He held up Loder's garments with eyes expressivg
of gratitude, : ]

“You're sure no one will be embarrassed by thisi" he
asked.

Hazeldene nfmﬂa a nh-:i{klng fmut;d, Bul;tr%dql busied him-
self Jooking for a packet of pine, ang Ogilvy coughed.
They all knew well enough that Loder’s things were nbout
five sizes too large for Alonzo Todd,

“ Wea'd better make haste, Todd,"” eaid Ogilvy. ' Let me
help vou into these bags. ]

Alonzo was still too full to talk, and he submitted
to the attentions of Ogilvy, much a2 a tailor's dummy
might have done. Hazeldene and Bulstrode put in one or
two criticel remarks.

Thoy hardly dared to loak at Alonzo. But at last they
risked it. The effect was nearly disastrous. Loder's
trousers were at least a foot too long for Alonzo Todd, sud
where his feet should have been, there appeared two short
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longths of trousers at right angles on the floor, giving him
gn appearance of o ' badly bent gentleman,” so to speal.

Hazeldene made a noise like a minlature gas-engine out
of control, until Bulstrode kicked him. .

Ogilvy had & face like a judge, and Bulstrode himself
found it hard to keep equally grave. But he braced himseli
with an effort, and Ealped gilvy.

“Shall I do, Hazeldene ?"* asked Alonzo,

Hazeldene was nearly bursting again, but he controlled
himself, ] ;

“What are you laughing at Hazeldene, please?”
" ‘Bulstrode and Qgilvy seizing their oppertunity, scowled
at Hazeldene. .

‘T was thinking of my aunt, Todd. She used to look so
funny in—" : ;

“ Your aunt, Hazeldene!” asked Alonzo, gaping with
surprise. *° How can vou say such things? She never wore
things like thess, surely—""

“Ha, ha! Ha, ha! Ha, ha, ha!”

Bulstrode rushed forward with the eoat for
ITazeldene would spoil evervthing. vet!

“It's all right, Todd.” They almeost shouted, so as to
drown H&zelgene’u uncontrollable langhter. * You look
ripping, old chap. Never mind the cackling ass. Ila, ha!”

The last exclamation was cceasioned by the sighi of
Loder's coat-tails reaching down to the middle of Alonzo's
ealves. The Duffer of Greyiriaras looked something like a
low comedian without the paint. His sleeves hung over lis
hands, making his arms look like elephant’s trunlks.

“ You do seem pleased, though; don't you, you fellows:"
he said, smiling. ““I'm so glad. It would have beoen feur-
ful to go in the wrong things. These are a little large, 1'in
afraid. But perhaps you could arrange some more -
provements with pins, Ogiley ¥™

And Ogilvy did.

And Alonzo took his departure for the Head's at tem
minutes to five. Then DBulstrode, Ogilvy and Hazeldene
laid ihemselves on the study Boor and chuckled in cne
steady stream of deepest merriment for fully ten munutes.

Meanwhile, Alenro arrived at the HHead's door. The
maid appeared, and grinning from ear to ear, took in lus
name to the Hend.

Alonzo entered—and conquered.

Dr. Locke and Mra. Locke rosa dared. Little Molly ran
behind her mother’s chair. The Head could hardly be ex-
pected to hide his surprise. He was used to the vagaries of
Alonzo Todd. But—- .

“ Good-alternoon, Todd I™ he said, very politely.

But Alonzo's luck was not in to-day, Seeing the sfrange
effect he had on Mrs. Locke and Mally, he hafll begun to
rub one leg against the other. He scon desisted. A pin
coining loosa 1in the process embedded itsell in the calf of
his leg, just as the doctor apoke. One side of Alonzo’s face
was instantly wreathed in pain. But he tried to smile, and
succeeded in producing a very droll wink. Dr. Locke's fnco
coloured.

“It was o pin, eir,” said Alonzo feebly.

Hia chin dropped so low into his collar that he was the
very picture of despair. The Head stared st him more than
evar, Then he turned to hizs wife and daughter.

“Won't vou give Master Todd some tea, Moelly ™" Le
said kindly. ) .

Molly came forth from behind the chair. She still ap-
peared to have some idea that Alonzo might bite. But in
the end she assisted her mother to pour out the tea.

“Is it usual in your part of the country to dress for after-
noon tea, Todd?" asked the Head, evidéntly thinking it
best to reassure Alonzo, #f posaible,

“I don't kpow, si——"' _

The Head almost dropped his cup. Mrs.
Molly could not help but stare at Alonzo.

“You don't know, Tedd,” said the Head, rather tarvtly.

¢ No, sir. But my Uncle Benjamin would ke able to tell
vou, sir, I'm supre.”

Dr. Locke looked keenly at Alonzo. The Duffor of Grox-
friars was on dangerous ground for a moment. But the
most . suapicious person would not have accnsed Alonzo of
playing e practical joke. His face was perfect innocence—
aug some distress.

“ Won't vou sit down, Tedd " said the Head, rezolved to
humour Alonzo.

“I'd rather stand, sir, if [ mmay,"” began Alonzo earncstly,
remembering the pins,

Y, tut, my lad! Sit down !

Alonzo loocked round in deepest despair. All this time he
had beeri nervously working his feet aboul, regarvdless of
sundey pricks.  Chancing to look down at his fect he
gave & groarl. .

Ogilvy’s pina had evidenily been badly pinned. The
trousers were hanging ke two bags over Alonwe’s bools,
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and he had unwittingly assumed his former badly hent
aspect.

“ Come, Todd ! said the Head again. “ Why Ehis hesi-
tation "

Down went Alonzo all forgetful of the pins in his ex
treme migery, reaching forward to take the cup fronm Mra
Locke as he did so. He bounded up azain with a yell like
& EAVBZE, knacking the tea HAying out of Mrs. Locke's hand.

“Owl Q-0-0-0!" shrieked Alonzo, backing on to the ﬂdﬁa
of the fable, and getting three more in the small of tha
back, “O0—h!"

The Head was specchless with astonishment. He began to
think Alonzo Todd was out of his mind, He waved Mrs,
Locke nod Molly on one side, as if there was danger.

I'm extremely sorry, sir,” said Alonzo, almost tearfully,
“ But I was told this attiro was the proper thing. I'm afrad
1've had an accident in my arrangements——"

1o got no further. Bowing to Mrs. Locke and Molly os
Lo s]im e, another pin asser itself.

Alonzo bucked forward in the direction of the Hesd, and
lost his balance. Down he went in a sitfing position to
veceive the business end of six more pins,

Tha voar he gave made the doctor and his wife and
davglier go white, Bat De. Locke thought that cnough
was ns good as a {east,

 Get up, sir!" he said to Alonzo severely.

Jut it was needlesa. The Aying ends of the long trousers
fluttered in the doctor’s sight but the fraction of & second.
Alonzo leapt to his feet again as quick ns an acrobat,

Y What d'vou mean, s10!” thundered the IHead. ' What
d'you menn presenting yourzelf in this manner !

' 1t is indispensable, sir!" moancd poor Alonzo, tuzging
at s garment to keep the pins off his fesh.

o lngiapi&ﬂsnhlra, sir ' gaid the Head.

“ Ye-ps, sir!"" gasped Alonzo,

“ What?”

“1 was in doubt what to wesr, sir, and T was assurcd that
evenino-dress was indizpensable on such an cocasion, sir"
said Alonzo, giving another little yelp, as ancther pin
seratehad him,

Dir. Locke looked at Alonzo, The anger faded out of hia
face, and lis lips twitehed. He looked at Mrs, Locke, That
good lady was smuiling, and teying not to laugh.,  Little
Molly burst into 2 sudden shrick of laushter, and -buried her
fuce in a cushion.

Alonze stood wreithing in his evenin
face locking as if all the blood m lus
inlo it

“ My—my—blesa my soul!” pasped the Head.
—15 extraordinary !

H My dear sic—"'

“ Could you not see, Todd, that you were being decerved
for the purposes of a joke?” demanded the Head.

* Joke, sir!™

“ You—you arc & mosk simple boy, Todd !

“ Bimple, sir 1" gasped Alonzo.

Y Yes, ndiculously simple, Todd.™

“ Ridiculously, sir!" ]

““ Pray do not repeat my words in that absurd, parrot-like
manner, Todd!” exclaimed the Head tartly.

“ Ropeat your words, sir.”

“I—1 was told so, «r”

clothea, with his
¥ had beon pumped

“ Thiz is

“Todd! I reall e

“ Really, sir!™”

“0Oh, dear!” murmured Mrz Locke. ™ Molly, you must
not laugh! I forbid you to laugh in that way, Molly! Ha,

ha, ha!"

Molly was suffecating. Mrs. Locke ran into the adjoining
room. She felt that she would sercam with merriment. D,
Locke made o gallant effort to compose his face, but the
sight of Alonzo Todd standing there with the trouser-legs ex-
tending over his boots, and the slecves over the ends of his
fingers, and twizting and turming as tho pins seratched him,
wasz too much.

The Head burst into a roar.

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

Alonza Todd gave one wild look round the room, and fed.
Tho door clesed behind him, and Dr. Locke sank into o
chair, and simply shricked.

“}a, ba, ha! Ob, dear, how abzurd! Ha, ha,

1
H

Ha, ha!
ha

— e

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bull Pays.

LONZO TODD guitted the Head's house with his checks

H kurning. He realised that he had made a terrifie

“blopmer ”” this time, and that ms having tea with

the Head had not been MEHEI a success. As o matter

of fact, he hadn't had any tea at all. Ha came out of the house,

and found several juniors waiting for him in the Close. He
looked reproachfully at Bulstrode and Hazeldeae.
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“Had a goed tima?' nsked Bulstrode checrfully.

“ My dear Bulstrodo—--""

“ You haven't stayed very long,” Hazeldeno remarked

' My dear Hazeldeno——**

*Didn’t you enjoy it?" asked Bulstrode.

Alonzo Todd locked at them more in sorrow than in anger.

' ¥ou have taken sdvantage of my trustfulness,” he said.
“ My Uncle Benjamin always impressed upon me to have
faith in human nature, althouph woscrupulous persons might
take advantage of it. But, my dear fellows, to make me go
to the Head's to tea in evening dress, when it waas quite
the wrong thing—"

' Wrong thing I"" cxclaimed Bulstrode, in astonishment.

“VYes indeed!™

“ Do you hear that, Hazeldene? He says it's the wrong
!;hmﬁ, and he doesn't givo us credit for our good intentions
in the matter,” said Bulstrode sadly, T suppose it’s too
imuch to e:-i{mut ratitude from aovbody, but 1 did think that
Todd would be decent about it.”

Hazsldena sighed.

* Better not expect anything of anlfh-:rd;', Bulstrode, and
then you never get disappointed,” he replied. “ But I
ndanit that I, myself, had a h":é.:hm* opinion of Todd."

Alonzo Todd looked greatly distressed,

0 I-1"moso sovry ! he exclaimed. ° I—I understood that
it was a jape, you know. If you fellows aeted with good
intentions, of course I am willing to take vour kindness in
the Iapmt in which it was meoant, in spite of the deplorable
RoeT] |

* Oh, Todd "

{0, Alenze!™

" I'm s0—s0 very zorry if 1've hurt your feelings,’” zaid
Alunzo anxiously, ' But pray excuze mo now, I must get
these thigs ol I am afraid they have been a trifle
damaged.”

And Todd horeied en towards tho 8chool House.
 Balstrade and Hageldene stagpered apainst the wall, hold-
ing their sides. Todd heard a sound suspiciously like laughtor
ug he hurried on. But he would net suspect hus kiad friends
of luurhing.

Ho entered the School House, and there was a yell at
ohce, as he was seen.

* What on carth are you doing
1larvy Wharton.
i g™

My dear Wharton—"

" The comicfulness of the ezteemed gnd ludicrous Todd is
terrifie.’”

* Good old Todd! Ha, ha, ha! Where did
you get those coat tailsi™

" Where did

* Ha, ha, ha!’

" Where did you dig up that dvess suit?” roared John
Ball, slapping Alonzo Todd on tho shoulder.

“Ow! My dear Dall, | did not dig it up et all. It was
lent to me.  Bulstrode borrowed it somewhere to lend to
. I should be very glad to find the owner, as I desire to
pedasn it. I fear that it has been slightly damaged, ond I
wish to apologise very much for any injury the clothes have
preeived.’ )

As Todd had been walking through the mud in the Closa
with the trouser-leps cxtending a foot under his boots, the
trousers certwinly might be considered damaged.

A yelling erowd gathered round Alonzo.

In the midst of the merriment, Loder came out of his study,
with a scowl on his face. The prefect was never very ga-o-i-
tepered ; but just now he looked furious.

"E:linme of you Jids been in my study?* he cxclaimed
angrily.

The juniors Jooked round at him. Sowe of them drow
guietly away. Loder's look portended trouble to somebody,

"1 haven't,” said Wharton, as the prefect's eye scemed to
ailzglc kim out.

“ Nor 1" said Boh Cherry. * What's the matter?™?

* Somebody’s taken my dress clothes away!” prowled
Loder. ‘' X warn the fellow, whoever he was, to bring them
buck mt once. I don’t like japes of this sort,”

ik :iI:;I' at 1"’

“Oh, Todd!

Loder caught sight of Todd, and pushed through the
JURIOrS roug 11{ fie stared at the amazing figure of the
Duffer of the Remove.

*Todd! What does this mean

“ It you please, Loder—-"'

Loder gave & start as he recognised his own clethes on
Tudd, Hiz face becames transfigured with rape.

“Why, you—you—you—you cheeky young scoundrel!” he
F:]-:ll'ﬁ?. “¥You've pot my clothes on—and you've ruined
them."™

* ¥Your clothes, Loder?’ gasped Alonzo.

“You—you—you young thiel!” Toder stored at lus
clothes, too dizamayed, now he saw the damaze that had
been dons, to be angry. * You've ruined them., They cost

in that rig?’’ demanded
- Are you dressing for a comic turn some-

My word!

i‘r'.il

you get those bagst

51
:

e ten pounds!  You-—you young villein!™ ]
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“ 0Oh, dear!™

* ¥You'll pay for them !" gasped Loder. T won't lick you.

won't pive you lines. I'l ;juat f wich vou to the Head, and
you'll pay for those clothes.”

“1 am sc sorry, Loder, but it will be quite impossible for
me fo pay for the clothes, if they cost ten pounds, I have
onlr half-a-erown, and the meney that Bunter owes me,
which is a lLittle uncertain—"'

** The uncertainfulness is terrific!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

““Come on, to the Head, you young swindler !"

“My dear Loder, it is extremely unjust to characterize
me as & dishonest person, I am sure my Uncle Benja-
I ——

“Come with me!” roared Lod
“Iold on!" said John Bull
you say the to
Loder glar

§

er.
quietly. " How much id
cost you, Loder?™

at him,

‘Ten pounds !" he enorted.

**Then you were done,” gaid Bull guietly, * But if you
say ten pounds, ten pounds it {s, and there you are

He held out a ten-pound note to the astonished prefect.
Iﬁc}{li]ﬂr gazed at it almost dazedly, and then gared at John

ull.

“ Weow-what do you mean ¥’ he exclaimed.

**That's to pay for the clothes, and I'll keep them,” said
John Bull calmly. *“ They'll come in handy for amateur
theatricals.”

Loder stared at him, and then took the banknote. If
John Bull chase to buy the clothes at that figure, he wae
welecome to do zo. The clothes were not new, snd, as a
matter of fact, they had only cost Loder ¢ight pounds in the
first place. Leoder did not think it necessary to mention that
fact now.

“Oh, very well!” he exclaimed.  “It will be a lot of
trouble to e to get new things made, but if you really want
to pa for the damage Todd has done—"

* Money talks," sawd John Bull tersely.

“Oh, very wel]!”

Loder slipped the banknote into his pocket and turned
awzy. Il was not a very dignified proceeding on his part to
take it, perhaps, but probably Loder thought that ten pounde
waz worth more than what dignity he may have possessed.

The juniors looked at John %ul in great admiration.

“ Got air:i\; more ten-pound notes to give away, Bull, old
man '’ sard Nugent affectionately.

John Bull Jaughed.

¥ My dear Bull, I can only say—"" began Alonzo Todd.

“ Fxactly.”

can cnly say—

* Rats 1"

And Bull walked away, with his hands in his kets.
Bull was o most unpromising person to express gratitude to.

¥

L

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Muslcal Evening.
“ TLL, old man!”

John Buill locked up from his work., He was
finishing the French imposition that Monsieur
Charpentier had so kindly bestowed upon him. John

Bull very seldom had an imposition, but when he had he
never left it till the last moment, as many of the boys did.
He was too businese-like and steady-going for that, He
would put in a few minutes at it whenever he had s few
minuies to spare, amnd his work was always done in time.
e had a dozen more lines to write when Hazeldene,
Skinner, and Snocop looked into his study with an
affectionate greeting.

“Hallo " said Bull, in hie brusque way.

* Just looked in to &ee you,” said Hazeldene pleasantly.
“ That an hnposiiion you're doing? Can I help you”

Bull shook his head, .

*1 don't see how you can,” he said. * Monsieur Char-
![:-e:nti-:r gave it to me to do. You can’t write it out for me,

suppose I . ..

“Yes, I could I'd imitate your writing, tco, ond make
it loole as if it were your work.”

“Can't be did.”

“Well, I wanted to do you a good turn—-="

“Thanke, all the same; but it's not business, Mossco
gave me the lines, and it would be a bit like telling lies to
tale in another chap’s hnes"

“Wea pll do it here,” said Hazeldene, eclouring.

Wall, ' not judging anybody else,” said John Bull.
“I don’t hke the ilea myself, and so I'll do the lapet. on
iy own., Thanks, all the same.”

And he went on writing.

The vizitors to the study lcoked at one another as Ji.?lhn
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Bull's .en travelled steadily and methodically across the

Aper.
’ hey wanted to-be John Bull's special friends.  John
Bull's special friends were likely to have a specially good
%ime, under the circumstances. They were willing to stroke
John Bull down the back to any extent, but, somehow or
4:13:11 er, the sturdy junior did not seem amenable to “soft
mawder,"” )

“1 suppose you'll scon be done that, Bull, old son " said
Skinner, after a pause.

“Yes, soon,” said John Bull, _

" Came out for a walk when you've finished 1

“Thanks, no; I'm going to write out fifty extra lines,
ready for my next impesition,” said Bull cheerfully. “ Not
much weather for walking out in the evening, is it ¥’

“Well, pleasant company, you know !’ murmured Snocp.

“ Plaasant mist, top—and ?]Eﬂﬁﬂﬂ_t rain,” said John Bull,
looking at the window. ‘*L'll etay in, thanks.” o

“Wa wern thinking of getting up a bit of a celebration in
our study,” Bkinner remarked, “Would you care to
come ¥’

“Certainly, dear boy ™ .

The other fellows Im{md at Skinner. 1Ile had invented the
celebration on the epot, in his anxiets to chum up with Jehn

Bull. :
“1t will be a—a oquiet little affair,” eaid Skinner
desperitely. “Just a f[ew [ellows, and—and a sone. you

know. Wharton's going to bring his viclin to accompany.”

Tl come,’” sai] Bull. * When®"

“Seven o'clock.”

* Right-ho! Depend on me.” :

John Bull’s pen travelled over the paper again. The three
follows looked at one another, and retired from the study.
There was evidently nothing more to be done there.

" What on earth do you mean about a celebration in the
study, ‘Skinny 1"’ Snoop inquired in the passage. * You're
atony, ain't you?"'

“ Dead stony !

80 am 1.

“And I, too,"" said HFlazeldene ruefully.
ing on & balf-sov. at least from Bull.
ain’t he?” * et

“We can't stand g feed, that's certain,"” said Skinner;
“but it doesn't matter. Bull's been fod up to the chin to-
day. We'll have a little music.™

¥ Wall, if Wharton will come and play his fiddle, T sup-
pose it will’be all right. Whatton can Flay. when you_come
to think of it. Bit different from Bull and his awful con-
certina, anyway." .

“ Yes, rather. Thank goodness he never mentioned bring-
ing that! I don’t think I could stand that, even for the
whole five hundred pounds.

“ Ha, ha, ha!" : i

Harry Wharton & Co. were in the commen-room, when
Skinner came up with such an agreeable expression upon his
face that they knew st once that he wanted something.

“ Haven' eiua:u'«l:l vour viohin for a long time, Wharten,"
Skinner remarked. )

Harry Wharton looked surprised. _

*“ Why, I was playing last evening,” he eaid.

“ Ah! Woere you?! I didn't get a chance to come.”

“8Borry,” eaid Harry. “I asked any of the fellows fo
setep in if they liked, and I felt sure that you heard me.™

Skinner coloured a little. As a matter of fact, he cared
wothing about music, and when he had heard that vielin-

la i‘? was on, he:had departed at once for the gym. And
ﬁai: forgotten the whole matter by this time.

“Well, I—-I'm sorry I missed it,” he said.
what & musical chap I am, don’t you ?"

“ Are you?" said Harry, in surprise. * I didn’t know it."

“Ahem! I simpl Hjﬂrﬂ music " eald Skinner. 1T
wanted to ask you il you'd bring your fiddle along to my
study about seven. I've got a few musical friends coming
in, and they're so anxious to hear you play.”

“If you mean that—-"

“Mean 1t 7" ejaculated Skinner.

“Then I'll be glad to come"”

“Thanks awfully! Hope you other fellows will come,
coo,.” aaid Bkinner. " Np feed, you know-—quite an artistic
gathering."

“Oh, we'll come!"

And Bkinner walked away very satisfied. ¥le was in his
etudy, with Booop and Hazeldene, when seven o'clock struck
from the old tower. John Bull looked in to the very minute,
MNobody had ever known John Bull to be late.

“Come in!” eaid Skinner heartily. ““In good time, I
gee. You're a business man—I can sec that, Bull, old
fellow !

" PBusiness all over,'" sald Hazeldene ndmiringly.

“Just my sentiments,” remarked Bnoop. '%n;-.n I look
at Johnny Bull, I think to myself, what & &plendid specimen

Tae Maigner Lisrany.—No. 154,

“I was depend-
Crusty sort of beast,

“You know

“Of course I mean it !’

of a fing old English gentleman--I mean a fine young Eng-
lish gentleman, so to put it."

“Oh, cheese it!" said Johr Bull, in his charming direct
HIBEII.I'.I.EI.‘. ; Ed . L

noop TuCn Nk,

* Ahem I he murmured,

Billy Bunter looked in at the door. Hia face was sproad
over with o grin of anticipation. PBunter had & mysterious

way of ecenting out any sort of gathering that might
Elh'ﬂi turn cat to be a feed. war

“I asy, you fellows - '

* et out, Bunter !

“L euppose I can come in where my friend Bull comes?"
?mdt Billy Bunter warmly. “I'm sure that Bull wants me
o atay.

“What rot!” said Johnny,

“Oh, really, Bull—-"

“ Clear out, Bunter !

“ Oh, really, you fellows, I sayp—-""

Skinner reached out towards the poker. Billy Dunter stood
not upon the order of his going, but went at once, to borrow
& phrase from Shakespeare,

Harry Wharton & Co. appeared a few minutes later.
Wimrtup ‘had lus vielin case under his arm. Skinner grected
them with affectionate nods.

“Come night in,” he said, “It's jolly good of you,
Wharton. I suppose you'll be playing something classical,
like—dike Beethoven's Concerto in X minor.”

“Well, I don’t think I'll undertake to play & Concerto all
b_"i'"m}"ﬁﬂ'i ' suid Harry, laughing., “I—— Qi ™

He was fumbling in his pocket.

*Anybody scen the key of my vielin case?” he asked,

“Do you keep it locked 2" aai':a:-n:l Skinner.

* ¥es, rather, ever since Bunter borrowed it onece, to
practise on."

Wharton went through his pockets, but he eowdd not find
the key

“ Borry,” he exclaimed. “I ought to have looked hefora
T came. Blessed if I know how I'm geing to open the ease,”

Y Might break it open,” suggested Snoop.

YWharton glared.

““ Ass " he replied.

“ Well, you sce, I—I thought i

“Wasn't the key in the pocket of your other jacket?”
asked Nugent,

“By Jove! ¥es! T'll be back in 2 minute, vou chaps.”

Wharton ran off, leaving his violin-casc behind. As la
approached his own study, a fat figure disappeared down the
eorridor, Wharton went into the study, and I[?l;:]i.'. in the pockets
of the jacket on the door, but no key was to be found. He
returned to Skinner's Etudj-

“Sorry I he announced. 1 can’t possibly get the case
Ep-cn without the key, and the key's lost. It's rottem, I

now,""

He picked up the wiolin-oaze.
" Never mind,"” said John Bull,
if you like. ™

Harry Wharton & Co. did not appear to kear the romark,
They loft the-sady hurredly, . o0 .

John Bull stood with his hands in his pockets, whistling.

Skinner, Snoop, and Hazeldenc lookad ot one another in
dismay. Their musical evening, so far, did not secin very
succesaful. John Bull looked at them inguivingly.

“ Well, shall I fetch my concertina?” he asked,

Skinner hesitated. Gladly cnough would he have obliged
John Bull. He would have done anxthing for the possessor
of five hundred pounds, excepting that. But he felt that he
could not undertake to listen to that awful instrument of

torture at close quarters, cven if Dull had offered hiin half
Aunt Tabitha's money in a lump.

“Well?" said Bull brusguely.

“I—I think I'd like to hcar the coneertina,’” murmured
Snoop.

“Yea, another time," said Skinner, with desperate cheer-
fulness. ** But—but just now, you know, I was thinking
that we might play—er—dominces.’

“Good " exclauned Hazeldene., with preat enthusiasm,

“I'H fetch my concerting

;; I"slimpi;.r adore dominoes. You'd like to play dominoces,
u R
“* Ripping game,” said Booop. ¥ Bo—cr—axeiting.”

John Bull snorted.

“ Rats!" he repled.

“Oh, T say, Bull! Bull, old man, vou're not going!
Look here, DBull, you—vou can bring the concertina if wvou
like " exclaimed Skinner desperately. g

But Bull was gone.

The three schemers stood in dismay. The litile scheme had
worked out gquite wrongly, and the charces were that they
had offended John Bull, instead of propitizling him. A fat
face blinked in at the door.

(Continued on page 24.)
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“ Hallo I" said Bunter. *I haven't heard any music™
“Oh, clear out, confound you!" Bkinner growled. "1
don't want any of your jaw now."

“Rull gone "

“ Yaa, you fat rotter! Buzz-off "

Y Wharton's gone, too, I ser,” Bunter romarked, blinking
round the study. “ Jolly soon ever, your musical evening,
Skinny. You might as well have asked me”

* (Oh, get cut!”

The Owl of the Ramove grinncd.

“It might have paid you to ask me'" he remacked.
“You see, I might have becn able to find the Ley of
YWharton's violin-case."

“Eh?"

“ Ha, ha, ha!"”" roared Lilly Dunter.

The three schemers starcd at the fat junior.
upon them that the 15ss of the key had been
in return for hia exclusion from the party. Ile had certainly
suceoeded in “ mucking-up ' the musical cvening.

“You fat young fraud!" roared Skinner furiously.

“Ha, ha, ha!" Bunter threw a small key chnking upon
the table. ‘‘ Give that to Wharton when you sec him again,
E‘ﬂ] I_‘_::‘]:.I.? Bay I found it in a jackst pecket on a deor.  Ila,

a, hal’

Skinner, 3ncop, and Hazeldene made & rush at lam,
Dunter slam the door and Red.

It dawned

Bunter's work,

Billy

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER,
Burglarious.

L OOD-EVENING, Todd [
Mlonza Todd looked up from the large volume he
Wwas ring over, to sec Skinner and Snoop in-
sinuating thomselves into the library.

“ Good-eveming, Skinner!" he said pleasantly.

“I hope you'll excuse me——""

“And me, Todd," ﬁut in 8oncop.  **Sorry to disturb you,
ronlly. Good book, eh? Red Indians, I suppose?"

“ No, mdeed, Bnoop,” returncd Alonzoe, My Uncle
Benjamin told e never to read books of that sort. I'm
reading ‘ Wholesome' Lessons for Humanity, Gathered from
the Lesser-known Habits of the American Fauna.' [ will
lend it to you when I've finished with it, if you like "

Skinner and Sncop assumed an attitude of profound atten-
tion, but they hastened to declere that they couldn’t think of
tronbling Alonzo so much.

“It isn't a trouble, really,” Alonzo said.

“And I think wo had better K, Snoop,” sald Skmner, as
if he had not heard Alonzo. ° It isn't fair to bother hiwm
with what we have on our minds, at such a tine.”

“No. Perhaps you'ro right, S3kinner.”

“0Oh, but I could not consent to let you go now,” said
Alonzo. “ My Uncle Benjamin said I was always to be
ohliging and nake myself useful on every possible accasion,”

* Well, what's to donc ?'"" demunded BSkinner, of ius
companion. *'It ian't right, really—""

Alonzo looked almost imploringly from one to the other.

*1I beg of vou to tell me, Skinner and Snoop,' he szaid,
“1 can finish mmy reading another time, capecially if it is any-
thing particular.”

8kinner and Bnoop exchanged hurried glances. Alonzo
Todd waa playiog inte their hands. Their unusaal politeness
did not appear to excite his suspicions.

“That's the worat of it," said Snoop despondently.
about a burglary.”

“ Burglary ! gasped Alonzo, horror-stricken.

Skinner and Snoop looked at him very seriously,

“T'm afraid my Uncle Benjamin wmﬁdn’t. approve of my
taking part in a burglary, Skinner.”

o %, don't alarm vourself, Todd!" replied Skinner. It
isn't anything like that. But we've discovercd that onc is
to ba committed. Snoop and I were havitg a walk through
the fields just after tea to-nmight, and while passing a By
]}I&:Iﬂ.al;inn wa overheard twoe men plotting to rob Bull's
study.”

Alonzo's face was a picture of horror. He turned such a
stare of consternation on Bkinner that the latter had to stop
for the moment lest he should burst out laughing.

“Why, that's my study also, Skinner!” said the Dufler of
Greyfriars.

“ Yes, wo
Todd."

“Of course. MNeed T say how grateful T am to vouy My
Uncle Benjamin would thank—-"

““And we heard them arranging that the one who s to
commit the burglary will disguise himseli as 3. Chavpenticer,”
intarrupted Skinner, in an awed voice, and recklezsly fAouting
Alonzo's celebrated relation.

“Dear me! How strange!
best to tell the——"'
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“It's

know. Now vou 2o why we cnme fo vou,

Don't you think it would be

Bkinner and Snoop shook their heads vigorously.

“ Wouldn't do to tell anyone, Todd,” said SBkinner. * The
burglur is after Bull's money, thinking Bull keeps it in his
atudy, We werc trying to think of seme way of checking
the rascsl. The fﬂﬁc-wa would only think we bad got thln
whole thing up betwcen ourselves i it came out, yvou know.”

“1f someone would keep watch now,” suggested Snoop.
# I would myself, only I'm such a sleepy chap—"

“Bo would L" said Skinmer. I had an idea at first of
mounting guard, without bothering Todd like this. 1 had
cut-and-dried plans for capturing the brute, teo. DBut 1 really
cannot put such a lot of things off. Tt's simply retten——">

“ Pray don't worry about the trouble, my dear Skinner,
said Alonzo, swallowing the bait whole. * Perhaps I eould
do semething, you know.'

“Well, there's no reason why a fellow should not defend
lia own éumpertr, anyway,” said Bocop. " If it were my
st .mI‘ give the bounder o reception, I give you my
waord !

“Woall,” aaid Skinner diffidently, “a determined fellow
might do & lot. Thut in any case, there isn't much time. The
fellow E:ud found out by some means that ull is usually in
the common-reom at half-past cight.” .

Alonzo Todd jumped up. Putting his book away, he
walked to the door. . .

“Wiy, what are you going to do, Todd?" cried Skinner
and Bnoop, in mock surprise. o

“]'m going to do what my Uncle Denjamin would recom-
mend, I'm sure,” said Alenze. *'I'm going to prerunt"l:hn
burglary—nay, capture him if I ean, Skinner and Snoop.

And there was a real, herolc h%'ht in_Alonzo Todd's erea.

“Don't I wish I could help you¥"” said Snoop.

“And I, cchoed Skinner. “ Stay, Toedd, I can help
you, If you got & pail of some stuff or other to chuck over
him now " )

“Thanl you, Skinner. I'll think about that. I shall in-
form my Uncle Benjamin of your kindness in letting me
know of this. I should be sorry if Bull lost any money, of
course, and I eannot permit myself to be robbud of some
valuable books that Uncle Benjamin gave me."”

“* 8o that settles il’:.’_’ gri:!med Skinner, a5 Alonzo trotted off
to make ready for his vigil.

Arvived at ihu study he shared with John Bull, Alonze took
s cautious look through the window to see if there was any-
one in the gquadrangle. But there wasn't o soul in sight

The moon was just rising in all her glory. It did not
strike Alonzo as strange that o burglar should choose such an
evening. But he was !?.;!ad the moonlight would cnable him
to sce anyone approach, however carciul thet person might
be.

* Dear me " he said to lumself. I reslly think that idea
of & bucket that Skinner mentioned will be a goud thing.
Now, where can [ get a bucket, I wonder?” £

And the Duffer of Greyfriars sat down to think it out. He
had been the victim of more than one jupe in which o bucket
figurad prominently. But up to now, he had never been on the
aggressive side, so to put it, and where a bucket nught be
obtained presented itﬁﬂh to Alonzo as a really decp problem.

HSuddenly he jumped from his seat.

“Why, of eourse,” he zaid, smiling placidly. * Trotler
leaves one by the side of that old water-butt sometimes. T'll
go and look.” )

Five minutes later Alonzo Todd retorned to the stady wil
a bucket in his hand. Hiding it in one cornor of the room,
he began to hunt for things that would mueke up a nice mix-
ture,

Tins of blacking, some liguid glue, transparent gum, some
mouldly coffec-grounds that had been overlooked, woere
shiortly unearthed. y

% Timt would be a good thing to put in, too,” sail Alonzo,
coming across an egg with a erack in the shell a momont

later. ** Oh, dear!" ] ) )
8till, he found ple-nt.f of “mice™ things (o put in the
Lucket. Then when he had filled the bucket with water, la

lockead his stady door. He was dé@termined that the burglar
should have ro more chance than could be helped. Then he
made the nauseous mixture.

“1 much regret that this should be necessary,”” Le sajd
musingly, * But I think Uncle Benjamin woultd agres that
I'm left ne option. He would also say that wrongdoers
deserve a lesson sornetimes, LI'm sure.”

And, after satisfyving hinself that the stuff would do, he
pluecd it under the windew, and sat down to wateh,

For preater secucity he had ﬂ;;:ene{! the window,

“ Dear nie, it iz cold, though ' said Alonzo. “* I wish I'd
lighted the fire."

The thought was fathar to the deed. He was on the poink
of striking a mateh, when it ocecurred to lnm that it would
probably be seen by the burglar. The fellow would be wateli-
ing the window.

With a sigh Alonzo sat down again behina the curtaing.
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Ten minutes passed. Despite the way he rubbed his arms
and thighs, and the way he kept blowing through his hands,
Alonzo wasg nearly stiff.

** Dear me,”’ he smd. “* I wish he'd come—"

_The absurdity of his remark inspired a still more chilling
tilence. Alonzo Todd began ta think about deserting his
"fg:_i—vcr:; briefly, of courze, while he went to fetch his over-
con

Then he reflected that even so short a time would be ample
for & skilful burglar to make his depredations.

“ I might fasten the window down," he thought, hiz teeth
chattering with the cold.

But that would make a noise, and the burglar would then
depart without veceiving his lesson, No. Alonzo deter-
mined to sit it out if they came in the morning, and found
him comgeoaled into an ieicle.

_But the cold was hard to bear, and he was oa the point of

risking the run for his overcoat, when there was a shght stir
in_the quadiangle.
. In & moment Alonzo's heurt was in his mouth, as the saying
in. ¥es! There it was again. A foolstep—and it was
comng towards the open window, too! In his anxiety
Alonzo nearly knocked the bucket over. The narrow escape
somewhat brought him to his mind. Carefully shifting the
buckset, he knelt down and pecrcd over the window-sill. He
drew his head back immediately.

There in ‘the middle of the quadrangle was a short fat
Feure moving sbout in a most mysterious way.  Alonzo
tuought it looked like & Frenchman, too. There could not
be much doubt. This was the burglar. Alonzo cowercd be-
hind the sill, and nearly upsct the bucket again.

“ Oh, dear!” he murmured, as the steps came nearer.

. Then Alonzo's pulse beat wildly as he heard & rapid jabber
in French asernd [rom below.

" Oh, dear!” repeated Alonze.
right. The ruffan's e-ladder will rattle on the window-sill
in & moment. How shall T have courage enough io throw
it down again? Oh, dear !

DBut no rope-ladder was flung inte the room. Tha French
language was having a red-letter day, though, Alonzo could
net byt note thet he had never heard so many words in such a
gliost time before.

Cautiously he pesred over the window-sill again. There in
the moonlight was 2 fat little figure jabbering away like a
baboon, an gesticulatincf in & most selarming manner.

Alonze was spellbound.

* He's a clever fellow, anyway,”” he murmured. * What a
pity that a man who can imitate M. Charpentier so well as
that sirould take to thieving! Why, it's M. Charpentier to

the lifet”
lar stop-

" Skinner and Snoop wern

Hiz further reflections were cut short by the bu
ping and beginning to search in a back pocket [or some-
tung.

" Oh, dear!" monned Alonze. * Here comes the rope-

ladder! Now, here goes!” .
_ And Alonzo stooped down for the bucket. But the jabber-
ing began again, and, peering out, Alonzo saw that the
burglar had commenced to move up and down right under
the study window. Now was the time,

Alonzo, thinking this was the strangest burglar ever known,
lilied the bucket on to the window-sill. Fla was desperotely
cald, and he meant that the fellow should have the full
benefit when he did throw it

“ Daar me! His voice is very disconcerting to me!™ mur-
mured .!'Elnnm', as the man was about o pa<s under the win-
dow again. *' Hero goes!™

“ Glorious orb of heaven, pour out thy light!" raved the
barglar, in French.

And Alonzo did his best.

“Ah! Ma foi! Vhat eet ees? Oh, Heaven!' screamed
the ljurgiar‘ “ Yhat ruffian pour ze sewair on zo heed of
me !

Alonzo blanched. The voice was terribly like M. Char-

ntier's.
F'E”It’u only his cunning, though.” thought the Duffer of
Greyfriers. * He would bave beon up hers in another
moment. '

And with that he sent the last drops from the bucket over
his vietim, =

* Ah, ogein it ees! Fe scoundrel——-"

“ Go away!" =aid Alonzo, as mildly as he could. * You're
g thief, and must expect such treatment ™
“ Teifs ! gereamned the burglar. It ees Tott. I hear

vear mveelf! Ab, Y go to zec Hend!

“It 13 no uee to think to deecive me any mors,”™ said
Alorzo. I have heard all about you. T know, vou hnow,
Novw go awey, and be thankful that I do not raize the alarm
istend of letting yon go. You are o naughty man !’

“Let me go! howled the figure in' the tundrangle.

And with a yell like a wild Indian, it darted off into the
gloom on the other side of the Cloze.

And after earefully fastoning up the window, Alonzo Tedd
fockod the door and went to the dormitpry, without

E.-r-revenge |’

EVERY LA A
wSvsnty, Che “IRagmer™  owe
THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER,
Magnanimous Mossoo.
“ IEL! I am soak—I am drench! I am black as ze aco

of 28 s;ix;.de. and I am smell fearful viz myself!”
The little fat figura hop in at the doorway of

the Bchool House, gesticulating and shrieking.

There was a rush of fellows to look at him.

" Ciel! Help! Ze back! Za smelll Mon Dicul"”

M It's Monsieur Charpentier I exclaimed Wingate, of the
Sixth, in wonder,

i M}" hat 1

“Old Mossoo 1™

* What's he been doing ™

“ He, ha, ha!"

The little Frenchman raved and waved his hands,
ai the very top of his compass as he shricked.

“Mon Diea! I am ocutragel! I am drowal
R-r-revenge!”

(3] Mr “F'ﬂrd !T'l

" Ha, ha, ha!" .

The fellows could not help yelling at the strange sight.

The Remove were going up te bed, but they stopped as
they heard the wild fegi?un:ﬁ the little Frenchman, and roarcd
with laughter,

Alonzo was alrcady in the dormitory. He wanted to wash
off the stains ho had gathered from the mixture before he
turned in.

Mr. Quelch came hurrying cut of his study. ,

He started with amazement and horror st the sight of the
wild, blackened figure, with its evil scent and 1its wildly-
waving hands.

* Good heavens!" exclaimed the Removeanaster. ** Who
—what is thati”

* Ciel! I am outrage!"

* Monsieur Charpentier 1™

“ Halag! I know not verzer I am Monsieur Charpentier, or
vezzer [ dream viz myself I the little Frenchman gasped.

“ Whatover hae happened?’ gasped the Epemove-master.
“ Good heavens | How could you possibly get into that state,
Monsieur Cherpentier 7'

“I am drench viz ze¢ muck zat 18 frown over me from ze
vindow of zo study, seir.”

Mr. Quelch's brow darkened.

“What? Do you mean to say that one of the boys—"*

“Oul, out, owr! It ia zak Tmi! i

a4 ‘:.I;'n:dd?' You amaze me! I am sure Todd would never

He was
Ciel!

“1 hear his voice viz him, sair. It is 3a voix—his voice™

“1 am amazed, Monsieur Charpentier. I will send for
Todd at once. Bkinner, will you go and fetch Todd? DLiear
me, I was sure I saw Bkinner there! Ilazeldene, please go
and find Todd, and bring him here ot onee.”

“¥ea sir,” zsid Hazeldene,

Alonzo Todd arrived in o few minutes with Hazeldene. He
stared at tho blackened figure of the French-master in great
amazenient,

“Dear me!” he exclaimed. " How very odd! It is amez-
ing ! BMr. Quelch, that man is a burglar.’

““ What 1"
“He is a burglar, sir?*
“ Are you mad, Todd?"

in the familvy,

* Certainly not, sir. There is no insani
that my Uuocle

so far s I am aware, sir. People have sai
Benjamin i3 ecceniric, but——""

& Tﬂdd lr::r

“Yes sir, I was warned that a burglar was coming to
attempt to bresk into my study, sir, to steal John Bull's

mney.”. . :
*This is Monasieur Charpentier.”

Alonzo Todd smiled the smile of superior knowledge.

* Not at all, sir,” he said. “This 13 not Monsieur Char-
ﬁmier, sir. That 15 a wicked burglar, siv, disguised aos

onsisur Charpentier.”

“What?' shouted Me. Quelch. 2

Alonze jumped. The crowd of fellows roared with laughter
—they could not help it. Even the Remove-master's frown-
ing glances could not repress the merriment.

“Todd, I do not know whether you are uiterly stupid, or
whether this 1s an astounding piece of mmpertinence—""

“0h, sir! Impectinence?”

“VYag, Todd. This iz Monsieur Charpentior—""

“Tt's a burglar, sir.”’

“Boy, do yon gare to contradict me®’

Y W-nme-no, str. My Uncle Benjamin told me never to con-
tradict 8 master, gir, even when he was in the wrong.”

Tha fellows roarcd again.

"Tm']d*" zaid Me. u_e:l{:.h. m‘ﬂ,t.l'ﬂ“ill'lg. his f-ﬂ.'lllpﬂr' with

troubling to take back Trotter’s bucket. iR . “ithis i iR, :
lTHE e e i o diBeulty this 13 Meonsieur Charpentio gupjIose m::rgm
NEXT ké : ] A Splendid Tale of H Wharton & C
WERK: SPOG F’NG ALDN ZO. at Ell?':]rm.‘ By !:'F".'E':IHl K H!‘.EHEHD-E.“
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body has told you that it was a burglar in disguise—an absurd
story, which would have imposed upon no one but you,
I am sure. You have treated Monsiour Charpentier mn &
disgraceful way."”

“T am soak! i
gmell fearful— .

Alonzo's eyes almost started from his head as he realised
that it was the genuine Monsieur Charpentier who stood
before him.

* Oh, sir," he gasped, “ I—I—I'm so sorry !"

“ Your sorrow will net remove the horrible mess you have
thrown over Monsicur Charpentior,” said the Hemove-master
tartly. * Who was it told you this ridiculons story ¥ 1

“ Under the circumstances, sir, I—I would rather not give
you their natmes, siv,” stammered the Duffer of Greyfriars,

“Todd ! thundered Mr. Quelch. g

“Yes, sir! My Uncle Benjamin alweyd impressed upon
me, sir, that I should never tell tales for any reason whatever,
bir,"” said Alongzo. ) 5

“Then the punishment will fall upon yourself solely ! ex-

It iz ze awfullest ting! T am drench. 1

tlaimed Mr. Ich. “‘Follow me into my study imme-
diat.e‘f!’y, Todd.”” o
“ Yp-e-c-om, gir! Oh, certainly !

“1 assure you, Monsieur Charpentier, that the offender
will be a&u{]uttalj punished,” said the Remove-master, with
Ih setting of the lips which showed that he meant every word

o said.

“Ciel! T zink zat ze silly garcon should be punish—zat

g0, At zo same time, sair, I sce zat he 'ave heen takon in
~—vat you call spoof. I wmink zat I pardon him,” said Mossoo
magnanimously. “ I zink I beg you not to punish him, sair.”

Ii!ﬁ-. Quelch halted. i _—

“What? After what he has done, Monsieur Charpentier?

'“ ] zink zat he is a victim,"” said E;m good little ¥Frenchman,
“1 zink I takes it an & great favour if you pardon him, sair.”

“1 will certainly do so et your request, sir,”" said Mr.
Quelch. “I only trust that Todd will fully understand and
appreciate your magnanimity, monsieur.”

“0h, sir,” exc Alonzo Todd, 1 assure you thai
you shall have no reason to be in the slightest degree dis.
appointed with me in thet sir! I am only too keenl
conscious of the extent to which I am boheolden to this kind-
hearted gentleman, whom I have injured under a misappre-
honsion and quite unwittingly.” i

- Good old dictionary ! murmured Bob Cherry. *Go it,

oddy I ]

Mr?r Quelch turned away, trying not to gimiile. The httle
Frenchman grinned under his covering of blackness.

Alonzo Todd ocould be very funny sometimes, while in
complete unconsciousness of the fact. ;

#71 zink zat it ia all right, Todd,” said Monsieur Charpen-
tiat. "' But if I find ze boys zat ara really to blame I makes
it varm ting for zem."

And the hittla Frenchman waddled awny to a bath-room,
and the boys gave him a cheer as he went—a thing they had
moldom deme for Mossso.  But thore was no doubt that
Mossoo had been very magnanimous on this occasion

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER,
Too Much!

OHN BULL sat in his study the next day, looking some-

what disconsolately at the case containing his concertina.

John Bull had not done any concertina practice for some

time, and he missed that pleasure. The other fellows
missed it—but they were glad to do so—in fact, delighted.
But John Bull was pot pleasod. There is none of us who
does not have his little weakness—and that concertina was
John Bull's weaknoss,

But John Bull had given his word that he would rot play
the concertina again unless ha was asked ; and that he would
ever be asked was the remotest of ibilitios,

“It's rotten!” said John Bull disconsolately.

“Dh, no, it isn't so bad as that, old follow !"- said a voice
pt the door. .

John Bull looked round. Billy Bunter was Dblinking into
the study.

“Hallo!" said Bull grufiiv. '

“J#'s not very nice perhaps," said Bunter. * But vou
shouldn’t call it rotten. Tt's not so bad as all that.”

“What are you talking about?” demanded John Dull,

*“The concertina.”

d£L AH!" . 3

““1—1 thought you were speaking of the concerting, as—as
sou were looking at it,” stammercd Billy Bunter. * M.-m-my
mistake, of course!" i

“ o vou want anything®"" asked Jehn Ball divectly.

“Ye-ca-pa’"

“ How much?"

Tie Mioner Lierart.—No. 1531,
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Bunter looked injured, ]

“ Oh, really, Bull, I don't think you ought fo impute mes
conary motives to mo like that. We've come to ask you—
Come in, Snoop, old man, you needn't be shy. We've come
to ask you if you'd mind giving us a little music.”

John Bull's face brightened up at onee.

Sncop came inte the atudy, grinning.
stood and looked at John Bull, . 1

“We simply dote on music,” said Bunter. I was trying
to get a chance to hear Wharton playing his violin last even-
ing, but it didn’t come off somehow, DBut—but I know
Wharton's violin is nothing like your concertina. You know
that, Snoop?

“*Yez, rather?!’ said Bnoop. T

““ We hoped you'd play to us if we asked you,"” said Bunter.
“There's plenty of time before afternoon schoel, if you'd be
kind encugh to give us a tune.” :

John Bull's face had brightened unp wonderfully. Billy
Bunter hed touched his weak point, If thero was one matter
upon which John Bull could be flattered, it was upon his
concerting playing. There he was at the mercy of an in-
sidious flatterer, The oxpressioh upon his face showed
Bunter and Snoop that he was t-]lair rey. X

“The other fellows aren’'t musical, you know,” Bunter
went on, pursuing his advantage. ‘ Horry Wharton thinks
he can play; but, bless you, he docsn’t know anything about
real music. Now, your cvoncertina rerainds me of—of on
organ in a cathedral—and—and the thorus in & good oratorie
—and an operatic work, you know. You seam to get the
good effects of o whole orchestra into the one instrument,”

John Bull smiled.

1 didn't know that you had such s keen taste and such
an ear for music,” he said. "I suppose every fellow has
something in him, if you can only find it out—even the
biggest ass, you know,"

unter coughed. S

John Bull's remark was not sxactly gratifying,  Dut
nothing tho possessor of hve hundred pounds could heve
said would have offended Williamm George Bunter.

] suppose you wouldn't mind playing us & tune or two"
Bunter romarked engagingly.

John Bull nedded.

“I should be delighted if you'd really like me to,” he
said.

“0Oh, veally, Bull, we've been looking forward to it for
o long time! Haven't we, Snoopi™

“ Just 0!’ said Bnoop. ** But we hadn't the cheek to ask
really. It acems like asking' a chap like Turner to paint us
o picture, or Tennyson to writo & for us.”

** That's it,"” said Buntor. “It seems like a choek. But
then we thought you might be willing to do it, so as fo mm-
prove our musicel taste,” ]

“I'll play for you with pleasure,” said John Bull. *“The
follows made me promise to keep off the concertins unles
I were asked to play.”

“Well, we're asking you”

“And T'll play.™

John Bull opened the case and took out the famous con-
certina—the instrument which had caused so much suffering
since 1t had been manufactured.

Bunter and Snoop drew a deep breath each, like fellows
preparing to mount tho scaffold.

hey had found the way to Johr Bull's heart, and if
they could endure the conocertina, there was no doubt that
they would have a pormancnt fricodship with him. John
Bufl would be as chummy a3 they chose with the fellows who
admircd his concertina, and were eager to hear him play-

ing it

%ut would they be able to stand the horrid discorda? Tt
was a terrible price to have to pay, even for a free share 1n
five hundred pounds. i

¥y were very norvous of the ordeal.  But beth had
made up their minds that they would stick it out manfully
to the very finish. _

* Better lock the door” 3noop remarkad. “ Those un
musical bounders may come and interrunt, as they did the
other day, you know.”

“*Yes, lock 1t," said Bunter.

Johm Bull nodded asseni.  The door was locked, and
Bunter and Snoop sat down to enjoy the musme.

Joho Bull drew open the concertina with a long, shudder
ing, rasping sound, and Bunter starcted as if he had the
toothache. Bnoop sat tight. . . .

Bull sat on the corner of the table, his favourite position
for plaving, and started. fle had his liead a little on one
side, and a dreamy exprassion on bis face.

Crash! Grind! Grororr-r! Serccch! -

The concertina was fairly goinz, Jahn Bull threw himself
inte it, and slaved away at the conecevting witle all las foree,
producing o greater volume of hideous noise than he had
ever suceocded in extractinzg from it before.

The two of them

the Cham

fon Lizht-welght Boxer; In this
weoeli's M i b

RYEL Library, Now on Salv. 1d.



Rilly Bunter closed his eves, and would gladly have closed
his Ei{’ﬁl. Spoop held on tight to the armﬁI& hiz ¢hair, and
eet his teeth.

{'rpg-g-z-g-sh ! .

There was & sound of hurricd f{ooteteps in the paszage.
The door was tried, and then it wes hammered upen
furiously from outside.

“ Btop that row !

“ Chuek it, I sayp!™

“You villamm! Bilop 1t

Jonn Bull sawed and serapncd on.

Tho hammering at the door grew louder. Not the slightest
heed of it did the musician take. Ile was rapf, a3 it
were, i the ocean of harmony, only there wase’t much
larmony in this casc.

Some concertinas sound well when they are played; some
don’t, John Bull's one waos of the variety thet don't.

Jangled, out of tune, and harsh, waz o mild description
of it. Even Shakesprare had no words to deseribe it fglly.

Hammer, hammer. hammer! came at the door. Then
came Wharton's voice shouting through the keyhole.

“Buil! John Bull! Stop 1!

Cras-s-s-sh! Grin-n-n-nd ! :

“Buall! You're breaking your promise!’”

John Bull ccaszed to saw.

“I'm not!” he called back. “I'd punch your head for
that, Wharton, if you were in here ! ;

“ You promised never to play that beastly thing hrre
ngain, unless you were asked,” shouted Wharton wrathiully.

“T know I did, and I’ve kept my wnr:}_."

“ You're playing it now,” yelled Bob Cherry.

“I'va been asked.”

“What !'*

“I've been asked.”

“0Oh, don’t rot!”
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* Beautiful I' said 8noop, with a groan.

it G‘ﬂ{ﬂi ]1!

John Bull ground on at the conecrtina. He took not the
slightest notice of the hammering at the door, or the throots
bawled through the kevhole.

Ilad Bunicr and Bnoop been able to stand it, there is no
doubt that tho rest of the Remove would have had to stand
1t too, for the door was locked, and they could not burst it
open.  But humgn nature cowld nob stend too much: tho
cndurance of flesh and bleod had its limits,

Sroopr's endurance reached its limit first.

e staggered to his fect.

“Hold on!” whispered Bunter.
longer.” : .

Emoiy shook his head wildly

Y] can't ! he gaapnd.

He stnggered to the door.

“Heold on!"" velled Bunter desperately.

But Snoop had turnad back the key, and oponed the door,
I1c simply reeled into the passage.

. There was a yell from the juniors cutside, and they rushed
info the E-tl.ildr.

“1 say, you fellows—" began Buntcr feebly.

Someone hurled Bunter's c]%air over, and he bumped on
the floor, and rolled under the table. ﬂn deemed 1t wiser to
remain there,

John Bull was torn off the table in a second. His con-
orrting went rolling on the floor, and John Bull went rolling
over i, and a dozen infurigted juniors rolled over him.

“Bump him!" rese the shout. * Bump him !?

Tt can’t last muach
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“ Bunter and Snoeop.asked me.
to the musie,’ sald John Bull indignantly. * You sce, there
arc at least two chaps in the Remove whe can appreciate
really good and classical musie.”

“You ass!” rosred Wharton. ‘* They're spoofing you!
They're stuiﬁng; vou up! Uhuck it! I tell you we can't
gtand that row!”

‘“‘Rats " :

Joho Bull started ogan. 1 _ )

The inharmonious, unmelodious strains of the conceriina
rang through the study, and through the Remove passage.

The juniors outside in the paseage raved. Fellowa in the
(Mlose heard the hideous discord, and walked quickly away
with their fingers to their cars. -

But the greatest suferers were the two sveophants in the
gt.ud}-, Bunter and Snoop were paving dear for e
duplicity.

either of the juniors were munsical. If either had been, he
would have gone into a (it. But, without being musical,
they had nerves.  And ne known set of nerves—with the
exception of Johu Bull's—could have stood that terrible
concertina at close gquarters. y o

Billy Bunter felt as if someone were hammering nails into
his cars while 8 bad attack of toothache spread all over his
head. That was the charming effect of John Bull's 'muste
ot ¢lose range. i

Bnoop's expressions. changing évery mament, showed how
mytecht B E,uﬂl?ircd. The sweat was pouring down his face
almost in chunks.

O grunted Buonrer saddoniy.

John Bull locked at him.

“Did you speak, Bunter?” he acked.

Thev're in here, listening

PRICE ONE PENNY,

Btrong hands grasped tho stiuggling junior.  He was
bumped, and bwnped again. Meanwhile, Bulstrode and
Skinner were taking it in turns to jump on the conevriina.
A few agomised squeska cscaped from that instrument, and
then its dreaded voice was silent for ever,

The juniors had slain the jabberwock, so to speak!

The concertina had lost all acinblance to the form of a
concertipa. John Bull had almost lost all semblance to &
junior. He was dusty dishewlled ; his clothes in rags, his
eollar torn off, hiz very trousers ripped and rent. Never Lad
a jumior been so handled in all the history of Groyiriars.
And as he wan clutched and bumped, and rolied and pushed,
aﬁveiliﬂigna and banknotes rolled out of his pockets and over
the Hoor,

“* There I' gasped Harry Wharton at lnst.
will do ™

**Ha, ha, ha! Leoks like it

* The lookfulness is terrific.’”

Bulstrode gave a final stmnp upon the concertina, and
then the avengers streamed out of the study,

John Bull was left sitting beside his ruined concertina,
gasping. He sat in the midst of spilled sovercigns, but he
did not heed them. He was thinlang of los concorling, so
far as he was able to think at all.

“My hat!" he gasped at lasth

Bob Cherry l{mﬁﬂd back as he wont, and laughed.

“ Rolling it money, and no mistake, now " he said.

The jumors roarcd. ;

They left John Bull ﬂjt’:ingI in money, if not rolling in 1k
And they went away with the pleascd feeling of duty well
done, and the happy consciousness that the concertinag would

“1 tlunk that

“No—yes!” stammared Bunter. ¥ said it was—was ¢ heard no more at Greyfriars
lovely.” THE EXD. =
wirk:  SPOOFING ALONZO.” Afdyindgs® s FRakd RISHASHE
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Mysterious Ferrers Lord.

A wet, misty night had followed a day of blustering wind
and rain. The Great City slumbered beneath 1its groy
cinopy of smoke, and the huge clock at Westminster sent
ita chimes reverberating sullenly across the wilderness of
rocfs and chimneys. . < !

The tide was raciog out, gurgling and hissing weirdly
nﬁainat the pillarsa of the dark bridge. A few lanterns

immered upon the moored barges, and the narrowing
ights of the Embankment glistened dimly in the oily
stream. It wae no night to tempt stragglers abroad. The
few belated wayfarers and merrymakers tarned up their
colara and hurried on doggedly. ‘

As Big Ben's lusty voice struck two, a hansom came spin-
ning rapidly up the incline of the hﬂdim A young fellow
in spotlese evening-dress was _t;r:qf back lazily among the
cushions puffing at a cigarette. The horse stumbled upon
the greasy pavement, and he pushed open the trapdoor in
the roof of the cab. The cabby bent to listen.

“ Look here, driver,” he said angrily, T may be insured,
but I den't want to get neck broken! I'm rather
partial to my neck, if it's al the same te you. That's
twice you have narrowly escapod pitching me out. It's not
a matter of life and death, or even a Rre. Take your time,
my friend."”

‘“ All right, sir; I beg vour pardon, sie
just grease.™

He tightened the rcins, and slackened the pace of tho
reative horse. As the cab neared the centre of the bridge a
piercing shriek for help rose from the black river.

The guu man dashed open the door of the hensom, and
Aung himself out. He ran to the parapet of the bridge
and looked down. A barge had broken from its moorings,
and the mad current was sending it tearing {owards the
bridge. A =olitary woman, mad with terror, was labouring
a;!:-ll:i the ponderous eteering-car and shrieking piteously for
aid.

The young man turned white as death. The oar was too
heavy for the woman's arms. Like a flash the barge darted
towards the bridge, spun round like a cork in the grip of
the boiling current, and struck one of the massive piﬁarg
with & deafening crash.

“Stop him! Btop him !

_ They were too late The young man flung his dress-cont
into the muddy gutter, kicked off his shoes, and gained the
Sara[}ep at a bound. FEager hands tried to seize him and

rag him back. He left hallf his silkk waistcoat in & police-
man's clutch. He foll like a stone, and the bubbling water
elosed over him and chilled him to the very bone.

He rozo at last, gasping for breath, and swept the water
from his eyes., A mass of splintered wreckage danced past,
and something Aashed white against the inky water. He
was a proctised swimmer, and caught it, but Aung it away.
It was only a soaked sunbonnet, such ay barge-women
Welr.

The alarm had been given, and » tug was shooting to the
resce.  The young man turned his head up-stream, but no
man could battle against such & current. The lights of the
bridge were fading into a mist, He raised himsclf to pear
around. Something grazed his arm, and he clutchod at it
blindly. He uiteved a cry of joy.

Alive or dead he had her at last. Turning on his Lack,
he drew the white face above the water, and struck out for
the shore. Ile heard a lash of screws, and uttered a hoarzo

The roads iz

" Printed and Eummi‘m by the Proprietor at 23, Bouverie Strest, London,

Bydney, Ade . Brishane, and Wellington, NLZ, ; for South Afries:

Central News Agency, Ltd,, Cape Town

%
§ The Story of a Great Conspiracy, introducing Ferrers Lord and Ching-Lung.
o

cry. No one heard, foe the ruzh of the tide cholied if, and
the tug slid past.

The biting cold of the water was telling upon him now.
His limbs felt numbed and dead, and his teeth were chatter-
ing. Unimpeded, ha might have gained the bank; but the
thought never crossed his mind to abandon the limp body to
the trancherous river, to be whirled, battered and shapeless,
to the distant sea.

A black shadow rose before him, and again he uttered a
despairing ¢ry. The tide awung him so close to an anchored
atleatmer that his outatretched fingers grazed her rusted
plates.

“Help! Help!™

The hisz of the torrent mocked him, s mist swam befors
kis eyes. Ile sank and rose, panting and choking. The
air seemed filled with dancing specks of fire. His head
recled, and a théguannd hlandqg noises rang in his ears. Hea
«id not see the little boat that shot out from the gloom, or
foel the strong arm that esught him by the collar, He had
f;:-uud forgetfulness, but the cruel river had been robbed of
ita prey.

* . a2 . * -

The voung man wole with a start and stared dazedly
round him. lle was tucked snugly in & hammock wrapped
in blankets. A cheerful fire was throwing dancing nimfts
of ruddy light upon the raftered ecofling of the long, low
room. At a teble near the curtained window a man sat
;;r‘mtmg, with & shaggy Russian wolfhound crouched beside

.

“You are awake, I see, Mr. Thurston,” zaid & deep voice,

The young man started at the sound of his name. The
writer turned, and rose lazily from his chair. He wae tall
and thin, and his crisp, curling hair was shot with grey.
The eves were black and piercing, the shaven chin square
and strong. He went to the side of the hammock.

“How did I come here !'" asked Thurston dazedly. * Whera
am [? How do you know my name?" He put his hand to
his head with a shiver. “ Ah, 1 remember now—the river
and the barge! Is the woman saved*”

“Bhe 13 dead. Vou did everything that 2 brave man
could do to save her. [ saw it all from my boat, but lost
vou in the darkness, Luckily I found you again, and just
in tiime Lot me feel vour pulze. Tut! Ina %nw hours you
will be sywmurself agnin”

“Then I have to thank vou for my life,” said the young
NEH]

“f su ulmm yout have,
A3 poasi

[ have to keep my affnirs as secret
: e, but your lucky star was in the ascendant, I
had just left my club, and my private hansom put me down
at the Temple Pier, [ love this great river for it fascinates
me.  Very soon you will know why I prowl about in my
solitary boat in_the darkness like an owl, and why I found
vou. You say I have saved vour life.”

Tha dark e{m flashed again, and he went on:

“Is it worth thanking me for? I have watched you for
some time. ¥You have health, strength, and wit, and vel
vou live an empty, aimless life. Is an aimless life worth
living, my friend ?"

Again Rupert Thurston gave a start. Those slrange, un-
canny oves seemed to pierce info his very =oul, and to read
what was written there,

e folt it was the truth. Dot how did this man know?
Thurston had eight hundred a year and nothing to do. Far
two vears he had idled away his time. He was tired of his
empty life, but he had always lived like this. Ile raized
himself, and stared at Ferrers Lord.
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