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round lazily #s ho heard the general exclamation that grectod

THE FIRST CHAPTER. s i Bt
Willing to Oblige, B e b st
“* Here's Bull IV
“ Anything up?”®

ERE he is!™ B %
John Bull, of the Remove Form at Greyfriars, e H"*"ﬂ'!EE“'FIM'?“'%’:IIEH“*
came 'l:{ﬂ-‘l-'lr]"lﬁt-ﬁ.llﬂ- with his hands in his [‘:ﬂ-ﬂkﬁts Eltu::: Jé]ﬁ::tgulf}g;mned ;
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moment half & dozen letters in the rack which the owners
had not yet taken the trouble to claim, Letters from kind
uncles and afiectionate sunts did not excite the recipients—
unless, of course, they contained tips, But a letter for John
Bull was another mattor.

The postman might have brought a whole bagful of lettors
for the other fellows, and nobody would have noticed it—but
a letter for John Bulll

That was quite different.

For Bull was o great man in the Remove now. Since his
Aunt Tabitha had talen it into her head to test the stemdinesa
of his character by presenting him with a large sum of
money, Bull had been the cynosure of all eyes in the Lower
8chool. Even the seniors bad paid hih some attention. A
unior who earried a wad of banknotes in his pocket was a
wile out of the wsual run. A fellow whoe could lend you
twenty pounds if you asked him—and if he chose—was a
fellow to be cultivatad. A chap who could stand unlimited
treat at the tuckshop was o chap whose acquaintance was a
boon and a blessing Lo anghmii,' who could meke it.

Hence the interest of the fellows when the lotter was seen
in the rack addressed to Master Bull, at Greyfriara School.

For who knew what that letter might contain? It might
bo banknotes—it might be a cheque for a thousand pounds.
The mero sight of it made Billy Bunter's mouth water, Even
fellows who did not want Bull's money were greatly in-
t-&mﬁd i the letter. They wanted to know what it might

about,

* Lotter for you, old man!”

" From your aunt, I expect.”

*Ain’t you going to read it, Bull{"’

John Bull laughed.

:ﬁlt?l;uﬁmtm“d e mt}ig'x Yter, but the f
m: unter reached up for etter, but the fat junior

too short to reach at. Bulstrode lifted it over his head
and hnlntdafi :il:t ko :tjlajrhfhﬂu"h I]::!u:ﬂ@ar hiinkeii at the burly
Removito indignan rough his big spectacles.

* Oh, really, Bl’:latmda—g: ' he baﬁn.

“There's your letter, Bull." -

“I say, you know, you m'ﬁht. leave me to hand the letter
ta my friend Bull,” said Bifly Bunter. *1 hopo it's pood
news, Bull. I'm sure you won't forget your greatest friends.”

“ Greatest’in girth, at all events,” Bob Cherry remarked,

“0Oh, really, riy—-="

“ And grhaatﬂu&rri‘chwk,‘fl aa}jd Harry ;W’hﬂ.rtﬂn,

Y Look here, arton, now you're jealous of Bull's
frisndship for me—""

‘“Rats!” said John Bull, in his painfully frenk wey.
“Don't talk. piffle, Bunter !’

" (Jh, reall "

* This iz tho first I've heard of our friendship,” said Bull.
“You can go and eat coko! Seat!™ ;

""¥Wes, get away;, and don’t bother Bull, Bunter,” said
Bnoop, with virtuous indignetion. **It's simply sickening
ko ses you sucking up to Bull for his money. 1 suppose
you're going to opén the letter now, Bull?™”

1 say, you fellows——""

** Ok, shut up, Bunter !

" Lodk here, Bunter, if you don’t stop bothering Bull T'll
bump you!'’' exclaimed Snoop. ** Shall f bump him over for
you, Bull"”’

Bull grinned.

‘“ Ploase I’ he said,

“ Right-ho !'" exelaimed Snoop.

Bunter was about the only fellow in the Remove whom
Snoop, the cad of tha Form, would have cared to tackle. But
ho wasn’t afraid of Bunter. - He rushed at the fat junior, only
too %Iml of & chance of obliging Bull on such casy terms.

" Here, hands off I yelled Billy Bunter. *Ielp! Rescue!
Fue! Yow!l"”

“ Ha, ha, hat"

Ei{!‘y Bunter went rolling on the floor.

“"Yow! Yarooh! Help!”

* s, ha, hal™

Bnoop rolled the fat junior over as far as tho doorway, and
:Earg“ ke kicked him out. Bunter roared, and r-:}lled}'duwn

a stapa.

" There, he's settled!’ exclaimed Snoop, coming hack red
with exertion. ways plad to do anything to oblipe vonu
Bt'il?" “Al glad to d ything ge you,

uil,

John Bull grinned his quict grin.

" Any other fellow here willing to oblige me?'' he asked.

There was & shout of assent at once.

“ 1 will I’

“And I

“And T!"

* Right, then! Skinner, you're tho man ™

“What can 1 do for you, old chap? asked Bkinner
affectionately.

" Bend SBonoop alter Buntor.”

“ Here, I say=—-—"" pxclaimed Snoop, in alarm.
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“ Certainly 1'* said Skinner. 3

He advanced upon Bnoop. Snoop backed away, but Bkinner
was not to be eluded. He was as keen to oblige the youth
who was rolling in money az Snoop himself hod been.

“Out you gol'™ roared Skinner. “I'm not surprised af
Bull being disgustad at the horrid way you try to seck up
to him, Snoopl™

** Look bere——"'

e 8 ol eioon Wi ihs abighiduns ud whiited: W

ndr gr op & ghoulders and whr im
to the door. Sooop resisted, and whirled Bkinner back again,
Then they waltzed round Jobhn Bull—at all events, it looked
lika waltzing. Finally Bkinner got his prisoner to the door,
and hurled him forth.

“Yow !l velled Snoop. o i

He erashed into Billy Bunter, who was picking himself ap
E:rnl tl}u a-t-e%a. There I:-:aa a]fc:;rdfmm 1.]1'::3 tt::.t J;lnrgg{ﬁ and &
yelp from Bnoop, as they rolled down steps Y.

'?Hal ha, he ¥’ shouted Bob Cherry. ‘

“Thére ™ exclaimed Bkinner breathlessly., * That cad's
ehucked out! I never could stand Snoop! 1 say, }—"

“1 eay, Bulstrode,' said John Bull, without taking any
notica .:.f:1 Skinner, ** will you do mea & favour?”

“With pleasure!” said Bulstrode. Bulstrode, the bully of
tha Femove, was not much given to doing people favours
But John Bull was an exceptional person. fellow who had
had five hupdred pounds given him in a lump sum by on
eccantric aunt was the kind of fellow the grumpiest person
would have yearned fo oblize,

* Bure vou don't mind?’

" Quite sure !

“ Then chuck Skinner ouwt for me!”

* Ha, ha, ha!" .

Bulstrode locked dubioosly at John Bull, and Skinner
backed away in alscm. Bulstrode seemed to be thinking o
out.,

“Well?" ssid John Bull. _

F0h, 'l chuck him out '’ said Bulstrode.

““Hands off 1"’ velled Skinner. ' I—"

“ Qutgide 1"

Skinner had no chanoe against the burly We. In
a trice, as a novelist would say, he was whirled to the door
sod sent whirling -out, He jowned Buntor and Bnoop at the

bottom of tho sters.
"! Going—goin oneol” roared Bob Cherrys ' Ma, ha, ha "

John Bull grinn mereuel)!n

“Now, if any of vou fellows want to oblige me; pleass
chuck Bulstrode out * he exclaimed.

There was a vell of lavghter. The juniors had caupht oa
to John Buell'a little ioke by this time.

*You'd better not try " roared Bulstrode angrily.

* Ha. ha, kat™

* And then chuck yourselves out, my dear friends ! gaid
John Bull.

And putting the letter um;mnad into his pocket, John Buil
walked away whisthing. He left most of the juniors laughing,
and somoe of them scowling—Bulst emong tho latter.

Threo angry faces looked in at the deorway.

“\Where's that beast, Bull{" 3
_“T1 guess he's gome,’” said Fisher T. Fish, the American
juntor. “ Jevver ged leftD’®

**Ha, ha, hat?

nii——

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Bumplug for Joha Buil.

HE juntors gazed after John Bull

That cool individual had walked away with the letter

in his pocket without even opening 1t. He was not

curious himself, and ho did not seem to vealise that an-

body else was curious. Perhaps he thoughi it was cheek to
ba curicus about his businesa,

But the junicis were not disposed to stand the cooluess of
John Bull. .

They rushed after lum down the passagoe.

Bix or seven cxcited youths ﬂul'mum'_lm:fhim, and John Ball
was feirced to stop. Ho stood with his hands in his pockeis,
looking at them unruffled.

“Wall, what's the row ™" he asked.

‘““ That letter——"

“* What's tha news?"

“ 1= it o cheque™®

* Is it another five hundred quid?*

John Bull rrinned. .

“Tt's my letter,” he gaid. * Privafc corrcspondence isn'
public property at this scheol, is it?"”

“Date!” wad Bulstrode. “*You see, you're s little out
of the ecommon. Juniors don't have five hundred pounds
planked down on them every day. We want to know all
about 1t. IHang it all, you've been swankmng enough latedr,

Charies Hamiiton, is In
ealkk. Price One Halfpesany.



TUESDAY,

a = e
- e
s s
= R e i,
e B T — -...
- -... i i

e m——
4t ot

*

Iy

if
1
F'jl.
anif

il
gl
i'm'l f
t

i

TUESDAY:

/
)

fi

X

f".w".f;' i
/

i
lil

ﬁ*

"
S

i -'—-...
e

(|
e

ARy

g

i

SN S i SIS S 'S SERS O e —— S R P SRS 4 8 e —

;
N

“ Let m;-,;. c;s-in gol” é-xsilai.aei--gﬁ;n;s _Er-a-.né.._l-r;lili-n_g. J;J-}'I-i-:l Huli by the arm, * Let him go. or TUH—" i
“Rats ! replied the Juniors, keeping a firm hold on Jehn Bull junior, (See page 26.)

B EEE-om: s

and vou can't he o public character without owing something
to the public.™

* Just sa!l'’ said Stotd.

1 say, you, flellows——

“ (h, shut up, Bunter!"

“ Now, then, Dull—"'

““ Open that blessed letter ™

“Tell us if thera's any news!”

“Go ahead "

Excited juniors were gathering round Jobn Bull, and their
aspoct was growing threatening. The eturdy jJumor grinned,
aud drew ihe letter from his pocket.
mind reading it now.”
F Blessed f T sce what ib's got to do with vou [ellows, all
the same."
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he remarvked,

T T

S e L S e { P L P

———————— s Lmmrwr = ——— ey

S eueys we want to know, you konow,” remoarked Fisher T,
Iizh,

e Il-ﬂt-‘ﬁ 1" . '

“I guess L'll yead the letter aloud if you ke, the Yankcas
junior suggested, with the cool cheok thal was peculiarly
his own.

o i guess vou wonr't ! said Johin Bull

is L'l El-:i'__"""

“Rats! Shut up while I read my lotter!”

“ Yes, shut up, Fish!” said Billy Bunter, ¥ Let Bull road
his lctter. Pleaso be a little more considerate, you fallow:s
I don™t think that a chap like Bull ought to be wnterrupted
when he's reading letters from home."

“ Oh, cheese ik, Bunter !’

“ Oh, reully, Ogilvy—"

late Tals of the Chums
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John Bull gave a Jow whistle.

The juniors fixed their eyes vpon him hungrily. John Bull
had read his letter, and the contents of it surprised him,

“What i3 it™ howled half & dozen voices.

" What's the newsi"

“Out with !

* 1 zay, Bull, old man, you can confide in me, you know.”

" Oh, really, do lct Bull alone, you fellows! Bull wants to
vonfide in me. Would you care to step into my study, Bull ?
Weo shall be elone there.”

““No, T wouldnt ! said Bull.

" Oh, really—"" murmured Billy Bunter fesebly.

“ What's the news, Ball?”

“"Ts it & hig cheqaue?'’

*Is it & thousand pounds this time!”
E;itﬂc, it isn't! It =0t from my Aunt Tabitha at ell,” said

“Whe's it from, thea?' asked Vernon-8mith.

“0Oh, shut up, you chaps!" excloimed Harry Wharion, in
disgust, “‘ Blessed if the wholo Form doean’t secn to have
turned into a lot of Peeping Toms ™

“The peepfulness of the honourable Toms is terrifie!”
mu Hurree Jamset Ram Siogh, the dusky Nabob of
ipur.

M Ob, rats!” exclaimed Bulstrede. " You mind your own
ht:naa:r. Bull hasn’t any right to excite onr curiosity in this

way.'

'?M if it's my fault ™

"¥You ought to get your aunt sent to &n asylum or some-
thing,” said SBkinper. * Look here, we've got & right to
know what's in that letter.”

"1 guess 30." .

BAY IYIEnD |axcal + ar

" My dear riends,” laimed Alonze Todd, the Duffer of
Greyiriars, " pra ailuw*mp to remonstrate with you! It is
& besetting eih of small minds to pry into the affairs of others
My Uncle Benjamin always cautioned me to beware of the
angall sin of inquisitiveness. Uncle Benjamin says—"

But Todd was pushed aside before he could get any further.
The juniors were in no huwnour te hsten to the homilres of
Alonzo Todd. .

** Read out the letter I'* yelled zeveral voices

“ My dear fellows—-""

“8Bhut up, Todd I'

(1] Gﬂ iti 1'!"

“Read out the letter!”

“Oh, I'don"t mind 1" said John Bull,*with & shrug of the
shoulders., ' There's nothing of any importance in it, and 1f
you'ra curious—"

“I'm mot,”” said Bulsctrode, “but I think you ought to
read the letter cut to the fellows. Bome of them. are™

"“Well, hero goes."

Bull read out the letter,

* Dear Johnny,—I am cominy down te Greyiriars to see
im:'an Wedneaday afterngon, which, I believe, is .a half-
aliday at your school. It is so many vy ginee we smet
that T am very anxious to see you, and having a little time
to spare, I thought T could not employ it better than in look-
mfﬁ ﬁu up. I am ‘sure you will be E"[.I"d to. see me. You
wi pleased to hear that your Aunt Tabitha is in excellent
health. —Your affectionate cousin,

Bulstrode smorted.

* Not much:in that, anyway."

“ Rot I" said Skinner.

** Rubbizh I"

The Removitea were very frec in their coments upoen thal
iotter from John Bull's couein. Bull only langhed.

“Well, you azked me to read it out,” he zaid.

“There's a foctnote,” said Billy Bunter, who was blinking
through his biz spectacles over John Bull's shoulder,

There was & shout at once,

“ Read it ont!™

“ Very well,” said Bull

“P.3.—I shall arrive at Frardala by the irain at thres
s'clock to-mmorraw alterncon. Terhaps you might care to
wneet it

The juniors sniffed,

““Is that all¥”’

“* That's all.”’

* What rot "' i

“1 say, Bull, iz that couwsin of youra rich?” asked Billy
Bunter.

“ Blessed if I know,” sainl Joimm Bull
-"-hﬂp.”

“Don't know him "' exclaimed several voices.

“No. I haven't seen him sinee I was a kid of two, and T
den’t remember him in the slighicst, and T don’t supposze ho
has the least recollection of me,” said Bulll " I've Leard
that he's o giddy . manabont-town, and I know my mother
doesn’t like hime. But I dave say 'l be all rvight, Blessed

THe Macwer Liprary.~No. 150,
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“Locas Crang™

“7 don't know the

if I know what he's coming to see mo for. It's jolly odd to
dig 2 -chap up Lke this afler so long."

! Perhaps it’s the quids?” suggested Ogilvy.

John Bull nodded.

It mught be,” lie said. "I know Crane had scine expecs
tations of being Aunt Tabitha's heir, though whether he will
be, I don't know, I think I'm making all the runbing at
present, not that I care twopence either way”

“He may bring you down another box of banknotes from
your aunt,”’ Tom Brown sugpested.

John Bull sheok his head.

*“ He docsn't say anything about it, then.

* Perhaps your aunt’s dead, and you've inherited all her
money, Bull,” suggested Billy Bunter eagerly.

" Asz! He =ays she's in excellent health.”

““ That may be only a way of breaking it to you genily.”

‘* Ha, ha, ha ¥*

* Fathead !"” gaid John Bul.

“ Oh, really, Bull—"

" Lock here,” zaid Bulatrode, * it zeems'to me that we'vs
been done. There wasn't enything in that leiter woith
reading out.”

“Well, you would have it,” said Bull.

“It’'as rot ™

" Bubbigh !

wd B‘O—?«h ]”

1 guess so !

** Like Bull's cheek to read out such stuff

* Wasting our tine!”

“Well, 1 ke that!” exclaimed John Bull indignantly,
" ¥ou made me read it out. You wouldn't give me any pesce
until I did.™

ad R{ﬁ {I'll

““ Bosh 1"

4 Rﬂm !!I

“ Bull's been wasting our time reading out his votivn pri-
vato corvespondence in the passege,” said Bulstrode. 1
gj:li'l_’:i see that we've called wpon to put up with it. Bumnp

ym 1

* Ha, ha, hat?

“Good ezp! Collar him !
Y Bump ham 1"
Johp Bull put up his fists.

But the rush ef the juniors pinned Lim against thoe wall,
and he was collaved and drﬂggm}! out 1nte thf middle of the
passage, strmiglmg- viokantly.

“Legeo!"-ho roared. " Ow! Youw!?

“ Ha, ha, ha ™

“Bump him 1

Bump!

John Bull smote the Heor with a mizhity buwp, and ilen
the juniers, laughing, crowded off, leaving him sitting tlicie
duzty and breathless, with the torn letter in his hand,

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Yernon-Smith Siis Down,

ARRY WHARTON picked up the dusty, hreatiles
ugior. The Famous Four wero laughing heartily,
ohn Bull did not seem inclined to langh. He granted,
“You do leck dusty,” Ilarry semarked,  * Scorv!

Ha, ha, ha ! )

“ The sorrowiunlness is terrifie,” movmured Hurree Jansct
Tam Singh. *" Ha, ha, hat”

" Too bad ' zaied Bob Cherry.,  “ Ha, lia, ha '’

“Bo sorry,” said Nugent:  Ia, he, ha!”

John Bull snorted,

“ Oy, o and eat coke!™ ke oxclaimed,

* Ha, ha, ha!"

Bull swung away with Lis hands in his pockets. Yeinon-
Smith, the Bounder of Greyiviars, met hirs on the siai -

“ I want to speak to you, Bull!” he exclaimed.

Y Well, it’s all on your side, then,” said Bull curtlv. T
tnink I've told you onee before what T thought of vou, ™

The Bounder zet his teeth for o moment, :

“Tt's about yoyr cousin,” lee said.

John Bull stared at him.

My consm Y

“ ¥es; 1he chap who's just wiltten to you,'

“I don’t see what you can know abeut him."

T know tho wan,™

“You hnow mé' conzin * exclaimed John Ball, starine at
the Bounder of Greyfriars in great astonishment,

Verpon-Smith nodded conly.

“T didu't know [weas Crane wae vour eowsin nnbil e
rend the letter out,” he said.  * But I know Lueas Coana, T
know him well, and-—""

“AWait for me in my stude” sand Joba Bull

} L] 'I'i'..l.,‘ ;‘:_.“.
1o get some of this dusy, off,

I joio jouin a fow minnies”

A Grand New School Tale, by Charlsz Hamilton, is In t
“EMPIRE" Library this week. g T e

Price One Halfpenny.



“ Right-ho 1"

Vernon-Bmith walked away to Bull's study whistling. Tacre.

was & peculiar smile upon the Bounder’s face, he evil-
disposed lad, who had covered himself with disgrace since he
had been at Greyiriars, had nover shown any desire to culti-
wate John Bull's acquaintance till the windfall from Bull's
¥ich aunt. = Ther the Bounder had considered that Bull
might be worth his while; but Bull had received his advances
very cavaliorly, John Bull had no desire to break bounds at
ﬂlglt. or to play cards at the Cross Koys in Friardale—little
relaxations which the Bounder of Greylriars allowed himself,

Vernon-Smith entered Bull's study and sat down. Alonzo
Modd and Fisher T. Fish, who shared that room with Bull,
were not in, and the Bounder had the study to himself. He
leaned back in the arm-chair, put his feet on the fender, and
E&gi‘i;t-&d a cigarette. Smoking was -another of the little

xations of the Bounder, :

The cigarette was half-finished when John Bull came inte
the study, looking his usual neat and clean self again.

Ha atarted, and sniffed at ths smoke, as he came in, and
then turned a dark frown upon the Bounder.

“VWhat do you mean by smoking in my study?” he ex-
Plaimad angrily,

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

““1 had to pass the time," he yawned. .

“Well, you won't pass the time with your filthy cigarettes
hera!" said John Bull. Ho threw the window open angrily,
and waved an exercise-book in the air to dissipate the smoke.
“Juppose someons came alonr the passage now and found
the study hke this"

Vernon-3mith sneered.

H Are vou afraid of the prefects?”

“No, I'm not afraid; but I don't want & prefect or any-
body else to think I'm & blackguard., If you want to smoke,
get out of my room [

1 want to speak to wou first.” ; :

Vernon-Smith ¢hrew the romainder of the cigarstte into the
ﬁg. ;L?hn Bull kicked the study-door shut, and came over to
tha table,

“ Well, what is it?" he asked ungraciously. .

John Bull could be very courteous to people he liked, and
civil enough to strangers; but no one could accuss him of

ocrisy. He dishked and distrusied Vernon-Smith, and he
would not affect to feel otherwise. o

The Bounder's eyes glinted a little, But he maintained an
outward suavity of manner.

“1 know Lucas Crans,” he said.

“830 you've told me already.”

“1 met him in Bwitzerland,” said the Bounder,

John Bull locked directly at him.

“T've heard about that!” he exclaimed. *' ¥ou used to go
into the gambling casinos, and take that duffer Hazeldens in
with you, and lead him into your own rotten ways!”

“f supposs Wharton's been telling you!™

“1 didn't have it from Wharton "' said John Bull curtly.
¥ Ity true, though.™

“] dare say 1 had a little fun while T was abroad,” said
Yernon-Smith, with a shrug of the shouldera. *‘If you want
to know, it was in the casino nt Geneva that I met your
oousin,”

“Oh

“ At all avents, he 15 your cousin, I seppose?” said Vernon-
S8mith. * His name is Lucas Crane, and it's not & common
pame. The man I mean i3 about thirty, with a black mous-
tache, and wears an eveglass™

John Bull nodded. . . 1

“ My cousin will be about thirty,”” he eaid. "I don't
know about the moustache and the eyeglass, as I've never
seen him to recognise him,"” i : ’

“(h, he'a the eame man [ eaid YVernon-Smith. * Why is
he coming down to see you?”

“I'm gure I don't know."

“Sudden burst of family affection, I suppose?”
Bounder sugpested earcastically.

John Bull stared at him. ; j 3

i No hizney of yours, anyway,” he said. I don't sup-

o6 it's thal, though. There's ne love lost between b

anch of the family and mine.”

i‘ Both after the old lady's money, I supposa?”

¥ You'd better not euppose too much, Smith, if you don't
want io tale & thick ear out of this study with you.”

The Bounder grinned Eainily.

“Well” he said, * your Cousin Crane is what you would
vall a bounder—a regular goer. The fellows here consider
me & bit doggish, but I'm nothing to him. He's a high-
fAyer, and knocks me right into Lhe shade.”

“1 gha'n't believe that unless I see if.”

¥Vernon-Smith laughed impatiently. ; .

K Look here,” he exclaimed, **I know you're pulling my
log. Since you've had more money than you know what to
do with, you must have got sick of the humdrum life here.
I know jolly well that Crane 1s coming down to help you see
life a little."

(13 A'Fs-..":'. !'l
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“"Tan't it the case?”’
A0 W, phE

“ You don't intend to go on the batter, after lights out "

Bull's lip curled.

“That's not in my line,” he said. *“ You suggested it te
n}u_ once’ before, and I thought I snswered you pretty
plainly.

I knew you werse spoofing, of course,”

John Bull's eyes glittered.

“Well, I wasn't spoofing,” he said;: *and if you can't
take word, I don't want to talk to you. I don't want to
kit a chap in my own study. Get out, plesse.”

Vernon-8mith kept his temper.

“Look hers,” he exclaimed, “come off' T can eee
through you as clearly as I please, and I know your game
from end to end. You're a fool if you thinl it will hurt
you to take me into your confidence. I can show you and
your cousin both round the houses, T can tell vou."

John Bull threw open the study door.

“Will you !-:indl_}r get out "' he aszked.

“No, I won't!" shouted the Bounder angrily, * You
can't take me in. You can't pull the wool over my £yes, an
yﬂgﬁtﬁ; over Wharton's, you confounded hypocrite—-""

1 *

John Bull's fist caught the Bounder of Creyfriare [airly

and equarely on the nose, and Vernon-S8mith , a8 if
he had bean shot. l ropped; 4 i
“0Oht Owi™

Bull stood with his hands in his pockets, looking down ai
him, but his hands were ready to Eﬁh out at once if they
wors needed.

But they were not needed.
. Yernon-S3mith staggered to his feet, and, giving the sturdy
junior & look of deedly hate, he walked from the study
without a word. John Bull closed the door after him.

—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
The Descent of Bunter,

It was the evening, and Jobn Bull, having done his

preparation, had come down into the common-reom.

As the sturdy junior walked into the room with his

hands in his pockets, Bunter sidled up to him, with a very
mﬁratmtmg expresston upon his fat face,

i I SAY, Bull !

No!" said Bull.
Lilly Bunter blinked at him.
“Eh? Whati"
“Not”
* What do you mean, Bull 7
“ I mean that I haven't any money for you," said Johr
Bull calmly. _

Bunter glared indignantly.

“ Do you think I want to borrow your rotten money " he
exclaimed.

“I know you do!" eaid Bull tersely.

Bob Cherry roared.

“Ha, ha! He knowe you, you see, Bunter."

“Oh, really, Cherry——-" :

John Bull walked on towards the fire, and the Owl of the
Remgve rollad after him.

“1 say, Bull, you know, I want to do you a [avour.”

1 Rﬂ.tﬂ 1:'"‘

“ h, reaily, Bull, I'm in carnest, you know! T think 1
Ehai%ib:hi:‘blﬂ to <o you a favour te-morrow afterocon.”

L ﬂ |.:I

% %l}u want to play footer, don’t you?" demanded Boater.

£f E’E'h”

“Woil, then, who's going to meet your. cousin at the
station 7"

“T am." ) i

“ But how can you, if vou're playing footer 1™

“ I ghall give up the footer.”

“Tt's a pity," sald Harry Wharton, “I think you're
shaping all right for a place in the Form team, Bull. Bui
I suppose you must show some attention to your relation.”

“Wust ! grid Bull. )

¢ T gaw, that's where I can help vou," said Bunter eagerly.

** Bubbigh I

“1 was going to suggest——""

““ Bosh I' o )

“To suggest going to meet him instead of you,” said
Billy Bunter persistently, I could meet lum st the
station, you know, and look after him, and--and stand some
réfreshment. I'm expecting a 'pmtai-mdar thia evening, so
I don't suppose that L ehall have to ask you for any
money. .

Lo Late & of the Ohums
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“* And suppesing the stal-order doesn't come? de-
mended Frank Nugent, with a grin.

“0Oh, it's really bound to come !’ said Bunter confidently.
“You see, it's from a titled friend of mine. But, in case of
aceidents-—1 know there iz a delay in the post sometimes—
Bull could make me a small loan, say, ten ﬁl}ilﬁ:ﬂ_‘gﬁ, to be
repaid out of the postal-order as soon as it arrives.

“Rats ! zaid Bull

* Look here, Bull, do you want me to go and nieet your
cousin, or don't youw?’ roared Bunter.

“1 don't '

“ Oh, really~—"

“ 3hut ap "

And the juniors chuckled. Bunter was the most disobliging
fellow in the Lower Fourih, and hiz desire to oblige Bull
wae comical. The fat junior could not see that his motives
were as clear to everybody elze as they were to himself—or
clearer.

“I think you might be civil to & relation, Bull[” hae
snorted.

Bull gtared at him.

““ A relation?"’

“Cortainly. I've suepected for eome time that we were
related,”” eaid Bunter. ‘‘There's the resemblance, in the
first place—""

“ Resemblance " roared Bull indignantly. “Do you
mean-to say that my face is dnyihing hike your chivvy, you
cheeky young sweep "'

“Uh, really, Bull-——--"'

“Ha, ha, ha " roared the Removites,

“Well, bBestdez the resemblance,” said Bunter, " there’s
the name. My grapdfather was a Bull.”

The juniore shrieked.
hewled Bob Cherry.

“Hig prandlather was a bull !’

*“ Ha, ha, ha!" :
“Rats!” said Ogilvy. 1 know jolly well that 1f his

grandfather was an amimeal at all, he was & pig !’

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Or a donkey?” suggested Nugent.

“ Ha, ha, ha!"”
randfather was a Bull, so—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The roars of laughter stopped even Billy Bunter., He
blinked at the juniors i1m ir-&at indignation. John Bull sat
down and took up a book, grinning  Bunter's claim to
relationship did not impress him very much.

But Billy Bunter returned to the charge.

““1 epy, Bull," he remarked, dropping into & seat beside
John Bull—"1 say, you know, I'm quite willing to keep to
iy affer of going to the station to meet your cousin, if
you'd rather play footer to-marrow afterncon.”

“Go and eat coke "

“1 say, Bull—"

U Oh, shut up I

“i I 1t a fact that you haven't seen your cousin since you
were two 7" asked Bunter.

“ Oh, yea!

‘" Then he won't recognise you when he sees vou”

*Well, I shall tell him whe I am, fathead !”

" You won't recognise him." _

“ There are not many passengers by the three o'clock train
at Friardale. What the dickens are you bothering about 1t
for, anyway ? What's your iittle game?"

={h, really, Bulle—"

“Do leave a fellow in peace!”

“But really—"

John Bull ﬂuﬁ oul a fool snd kicked Bunier's chair from
under him. The fat junior was 100 short-sighted to see the
action, and he did not see the chair going until it went.

Then he sat down with 'a mighty bump on the floor.

There was a roar of laughter from the juniors in the
common-room as Billy Bunter sat on the Aoor, and blinked
round dazedly and wrathfully,

“Ow! Yow!

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Dunter acrambled furiously to his feet.

"“"Who did that?” he roared. ' Whe knocked my chair
AW 1)

'*.{[n., ha, ha !

“Was it you, Skinner ¥’

“ Mo, 1t wasn't.”

" Jolly lucky for you. ¥'d have-—=""

“Well, what would you have done ¥’ ashed Skinner.

“Well, it wasn't you, anyway,” said Bunter, rather
harciedly. “ Was it you, Snoop?’

“No,” eatd Snoap.

“Was it you, Cherry, you beast 77

“ Buppese 1t was !’ asked Bob.

"Well, I—I—I think it's mast inconsiderste,”  eaid
Bunter, all his warlike ardour fading away as Bob Cherry
pushed back his cuffs.
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““Ha, ha, ha! Well it wasn't I, Bupter." .
John Bull sat quietly grinning. Billy Bunter blinked at
him, and caught the expression on hiz face. Then he wnder-

slood. .
- Bull, you beast, it was you!”
““Ha, ha, ha!"

“Did you kick my chair away on purpose?” roared
Bunter threateningiy.

Bull lcoked at ham calmly.

“¥es, I did,’” he replied. ‘' What about it "
. ﬁh. n-n-nothing "' said Bunter. " Of course, it was a
joke ¥

“No: it wasn't a joke™

“Well, as you didn't intend to hurt me—"

"B'l.lt- I 'di'ﬂ-ﬂ

“0h, really, Bull—-"

“Ha, ha, ha!™ )

" Bleszed if I can ¢ee anything to cackle at 1" zaid Billy
Bunter peevishly., " You're & besst, Bull! You're a beast,
Cherry ! You're all beasts !

H Hﬂ-, hﬂ‘ ]'.I:EL !!:l

** Beasta "

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

And Billy Bunter rubbed his fat limbs and grunted. Ho
did not condescend to address sapy more remarks to John
Bull that eveniog,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Nice Relations.

HE room was very quict, save for the monotonous ticking
of the clock. A cheerful fire burned in the grate,
casting reflections upon the old furnmiture. There was
a glimmer of old mahogany and brass Areirons. The

old lady sested in the easy-chair by the fire, with her feet
on a cushion, was very quiet. Once or twice she glanced,
with her eyes that were as keen ss any young woman's, at
the clock. Miss Tabitha Bull was evidently expecting zome-
One.

The door quietly opened.

Miss Bull did not Eﬁok round or rise from her chair. Bhe
knew that it was a man's step, and she Lnew that it was
the man she was expecting.

‘Iz that you, Lucasi®"

“1t 15 I, my dear aunt.”

“ Lloze the door——"

“ Certainly, my dear—"’

“ And come and sit down where 1 can see vou."

The tabhy cat streteched on the hearthrog vose, end licked
its whiskers, and glanced at the new-comer. As he advanced
towards the fire, the cat moved away and took refuge in
the skirts of the old lady. A grim smile curled the lips of
Misz Tabitha Bull. Bhe glanced sharply at tho young man
who stood before her.

He would have been called a handsome wan. His face
was well outlined. The somewnat prominent nose and black
moustache were the chief drawbacks. Hies eyes had a2 very
keen glitter. Young as he was, there were traces in his feco
that told of late hours and a reclless life—traces which tho
man did his best to conceal, but which were quite clear o
the old lady's sharp eyes. 3

Lucas Crane had a most affectionate smile upon his face
oW,

But there was no answeri:&g smile upon the face of Alis
Bull. She was grim and cold.

“Well, suntic!” said Crane, takin
He would have kissed her, but she
He bore the rebulf guite calmly.

“ No nonsense ! said Miss Tabitha.

Crane amiled.

“I Tz it nonsense for an affectionate nephew to kiss his oldest
and dearest friend,” he asked—' the most generous of
aunts 7"

¢ Nonsense [

“ Ahem !

“ 7T have been very generous to you,” said Miss Bull calmly,
“but you do not think so. You are spiteful and ungrateiul.”

Crane's smiile died away.

“ Like moaost people who receive favours,” went on the ol
ladly -mercilessly, " you are only expectant of more. All you
receive you regard as a right, and you are angry and annoyed
if move is not done for you."

*Yaou are hard on me, aunt.”

"1 know vou.”

“ This is not & kind greeting to a nephew vou have net
coon for years™ ;

* And why have you not seen me for years?’ asked Mis
Tabitha shrilly, * Beeause you have been wasting time und
substance in & wickedly veckless life,”

“I have wished to come—="

“To axk for money—yoes!
vou for that reason.”

the old lady's hand.
rew back her head.

But I Jidd not choose o <o

Charles Hamliton, Is in
cek. Price One Halfpenny,
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“Now ihen, chuck 1t!™ howled the crowd of jumiors from outside the woodshed. " Do you hear?” Joha
Bufl heard mothing but his own playing, apparently. (Sse Page 26.)

Mise Tabitha's grey old curls rustled as she fell silontly.
'tfhha oung man bit us lip till the blood almest came through

B Ekin,

Miss Bull was terrible when she was frank. But Lucas
Crane could not alford to quarrel with Aunt Tabitha,

“T think vou are hard on me,”” he said. I have alwaya
wiched to be & most affectionate nephew. But you do not
frust me."

“ Doss anybody 1"

“ Really, Aunt Tabitha—"

“Ihd you szes my cat shrink away from wvou when vou
came in?"” sard Misa Bull. “ A man from whom dogs and
pats shrink away 13 a man to bo avoided.”

The young man gave Aunt Tabitha's cat a far from plea-
sant look.

U Did you let me come and ser you, aunt, so that you
pould speak to me in this way 7" he asked, in a low voice.

“I let you como because you mentioned my nephew Johnny
in yvour letter,” seid the old lady, looking sguarely at him.
“What do you know about Johnny? ¥ou have never scen
him since he was a child. I have never wished you to. I
should have been sorey to ses him grow anything hkn you.'
" & ] have not seen him, but——"

“Well

“¥You have made a favourite of my cousin Johnny," said
Lucas Crane. “I do not complain of your injustice, aunt.
¥ou have told me, in your franlk way, that I am not good
enough to be your favourite. I cannot make you think that
I am sz good in every way as your othor nephew.”

““You cannot deceive me, if that iz what you mean."

Lucas Crane coughed.

" Ahem ! But what if Johnny iz no belber than I am? T
bave been reckless, I admit it, but I am a man at least,
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What if vour favourite Johnny had the same ways—and
wurse—beg:re he is fifteen?” :

The old lady sat bolt vpright in her chair.

“ Have you come here to slander your cousin?” she asked,
i a trembling voice.

He shrugged his shoulders. o

“1 put 1t to you as a matter of justice, aunt. Suppose
it wera 207"

“ It is nobt."

“ But guppose 1t wore " :

“1t is impossible. I have tested his character, Lucas, since
the last time you made insinuations against him. I have
placed a sum of money in his hands—an onormous sum for
a bay—Ffve hundred pounds. I have waited to hear whethor
it tempted him into an excess which was inoonsistent with
the estimate I had formod of his character. I have been in
communication with his head-master, Dr, Locke."

“Well, aunt ¥

“ Well," said Miss Tabitha, * Johnny hsa wasted a great
deal of the money, as I fully expecied. He haa stood treat
to everybody, lont money to all sorts of persons, behaved, in
fact, like the kind-hearted, genorous lad he is. But not onae
hint of exeess, not a whisper of any bad conduct. A lad
with money at a public school has plenty of temptations.
Johnny has passed t over. His conduct has proved that
he is what I have always believed him fo be. He is fit to
Eut my money to good use when I am gone. Jolnny is my

aie."’

Crane's teeth came herd together. But he worked up a
sinile under his black moustache. : :

“YVou trust, then, to the careless observation of a nead-
master?'" he said.

“Dr. Locke is not careless,”

THE GREYFRIARS HYPNOTIST. * S8 Greviviars. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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“But he would naturally have little to do with o boy in
s jumor Form.™

“ Perhaps. But I trust to his report.”

“* You would not trust to mine?”

8ha gave him & scornful look.

= E-‘.TIEI Ho.’l' ——

** But suppose ave you proof i said.

“Proof ! Proot of what{” _,

“Proof that Johnny was not what you believed—that he
has used his money to plunge into reckless dissipation; that
the lexity of a pul:ﬁm school has been taken advantage of,
him, for his own bad ends; that he gambles, smokes, drinks.™

* Imposaibla [’ .

“ What if T prove it?" _ i

Mies Bull gazed at her nephew with wide eyes.

“¥You cannot prove it! ll-iuw could you prove it?"

“In ono way only,” he said. * By going down there, by
entering his haunts, mixing with his company. But then you
would say I had led him inte it.” ]

* That would make no difference,” said the old lady. “1f
Johnny allowed himself to be led into wickedness, by you or

by anybody else, he is not the lad I take him for, 1 would
duﬁnharir i at -ﬂ'lit.;u.t;*
rana’s ayes .
" You mesn E:t-r 4
“QOF coursa I mean it. But vou cannot do it. You are

wa'gimma':m try if you like,"” said Miss Tabitha, with a scornful
b rgp L

*“ T shal! not try anything of the sort, but I shall investizate,
[ will bring you proof.” =

“1 should not take your word.”

1 asaid prn-'.}f.”' .

“Well, very well,” sarid Mies Bull. * Bring me proof that
Johnny is as bad as you are, and I alter my will to-morrow,
Now go! My cat does not like you” .

Lucas Crane murmured s-::rmethmf; under his moustache,
but his eyes were triumphant as ho left the house. He had
& free hand, and surel
who could withstand l{m cunning ! He would be able to lead
his cousin into some excess that could ba blackened for Miss
Tehitha's ears, surely ! .

o i “ Once disgust

game's in my hands ["' he muttered.
her with that young rascal—once make her believe he iz un-
ratoful for her affection—and I have won. A hundr
Ehnumd pounds for me when she dies—and she cah't live
muchk longer—and—and I hopg she will leave me her cat.
I’ll wring its neck with my own hands !

And Lucas Crane went on his way in & very satisfied mood,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Trapped.

o {OTTEN for you, Bull !" said Nugent, the next day, as
the juniors came out after lessons.
Huli‘{i ncdded. He was always & fellow of few
WOTas.

It was a haM-holiday, and a glorious winter's afternoon.
Thatjuuiﬂra were looking forward eagerly to the football
practice.

As the chums of the Remove came out, Temple, Dabney

& Co., of the Upper Fourth, were going down to their
ﬁmunﬂ. There was to be a Sixth Form match,. and the
embve were playing a scratch team of their own Form.

Fﬂ-utl:;a.lrt was everywhere that afternoon; but John Bull was
out of it
“1 suppose you're bound.to meet the chap?” Bob Cherry

remarked. :

And Jobhn Bull nodded again.

" Bather his nmﬂirilg down now ! said Tom Brown.
wouldn't be a bad i
meet him."’

John Bull laughed.

* Must be civil to & relation,” he remarked.

13 ]’ E“[‘-‘Pﬂﬁ-ﬂ mlﬂ'

* The supposefulness is ternific,’”” murmured Hurree Singh.

“J puess I'll go 3 you like,” said Fisher T. Fish. “1I
reckon I could take the guy under my wing and show hin
round—some."’ )

“ T shall have to go,” said John Bull

“ Well, you may get somo footer when i,'uu comg back,™
said Harry Wharton. “ You'll have to leave here about
half-past two, if you're going to walk, and you want t0 make
sute of gpetting to the station in good time.’”

" Thanks!™

Before half-past two, Harey Wharton & Co. weie on the
footor ground, hard at it. John Bull locked at them rather
wizstfully. But he was a quiet and resclute fellow, and never
chose the easier path in preference to the right one. He
wdnt into the House for his overcoat,

Billy. Bunter blinked at him in the hall.
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" juniors had stood Bull’s concertina for some time,

ere was no lad of fourteen or fifteen

et

* 1 say, Bull, old man ;
“No time to jaw now,” said John Ball.
“ But it's important.”

“ Bosh 1!

“ Look here, if you den't want the concertina——"

John Bull stopped suddenly. ] .

Billy Bunter had touched the right chord. Concertina -
wea a word to conjure with with John Bull junior. John
Bull had his weakness, and it was & touching belief that
he was musical. He would extract the most agonizin
gtrains from s concertina and apparently ahjpr it, while
within hearing fled in pain and dismay. e Grajfﬁ?rs

en
they had risen in wrath, and smashed it. Since then Bull
had been minus a musical instrument. He had been plainly
warned that if he purchased another it would follow the
firet. Not even Bull's sudden accession to wealth could
make the fellows stand his concerfina. ]

** Concertina !’ repeated Bull, dropping his hand cagerly
upon Bunter's shoulder. “ What do you meant

““1 mean the new concerting.”

** What new concertina?”

“Isn't it yours?' asked Bunter. "It came here by the
carrier, addressed to you, o I thought—— '“ :

“My hat!” exclaimed Buil axcitedly. It must ke a

resent from my Aunt Fabitha. I told her somcthing had

apponed to my old one. Where 13 1877

“Emﬂ of the fellows have hidden it, but I watched
them,” said Bunter glibly. *“Out of pure friendship, Tl
show you where it ia, if you like.”

Bull hesitated. He glanced at his watch. He had half
an hour to get to the station to meet his cousin. He
reflected that a gquarter of an hour would be erough if he
walked quickly and ran part of the way. He was strongly
desirous of getting that concertina safely into his posscssion,
and extracting one tuna from it before he started.

* Buck up, then!” he exclaimed. ] :

Billy Bunter led the way upstairs with alacrity. It was
s little suaspicious that the fat junior did net attmr;gt- to
extract & loan from Bull for his services, but Bull did not
think of that for the moment.” _ ‘ s

“Where on esrth have they hidden it, Bunter?” he
‘&}?claimed, as the fat junior led him up the second flight

stairs.

Billy Bunter gave & fat chuckle,

4 I’gl taking guu to the top box-room, Bull," he replied.

“Yeou don't mean to say they've hidden it therg?
exalaimed HBull.

“ At the very to
afraid you might find i
play one of your ripping_ tunes—-—

*“ et on!”’ said John Bull ‘

Bunter clambered on. Bull followed him up the last
flight of stairs, and Bunter opened the door of the top
box-room. :

The room was in the dldest part of Greyfriars, and had
been s bed-room at some distant date. It waos used as a
box-room now, and was very remote from the inhabited
part of Greyfricrs. Only o few ohd empty boxes and broken
articles of furniture were stacked in it. DBull glanced into
the room, which waa dimly lipﬁv‘hted by a small window high
in the wall, thick with cobweabs. . .

“Look under the box in the far cormer,” said Billy
Bunter.

* All right.”

Bull went into the room. . .

Billy Bunier watched him with eyes that faivly glittered
with anxiety through his big spectacles. 1

Bull reached the box at the end of the room. Billy
Bunter pulled the door of the garcet shut.

Tha key waa in the outside of the loclk.

John Bull was locked in the garret. 1

The junior heard the click of the key. He turned guoiekly
round, znd saw the shut door, and came back lowards it
He had turned over the box in the corner, and scen at cnce
that. there was no concertina there.

* Bunter ! he called ount. o _

There was no reply from the faf jumior. DBall tried the
door of the garret, The handle turned, but the deoor did
oot come open.

“My only hat!” ejaculated John Bull
villatn! He's locked me in!”

He wrenched at the door. .

* Bunter! DBilly Bunter! Unloek thiz door!”’ ]

Theve wae no answer save the echo of his own volee from
the cmpty walle,. He heard a faint sound as of a foctstep
dyineg away down the stairs.

Biily Bunter was, gone,

John Bull fairly gasped in amazement. That the izt
junicr should dare to play such a trick on him was astcund.
g, And why?

of the house. You see, they wers
it and make an awful row—I—1 mcan,

L

Bunter turned it

“The young

Charles Hamilton, 1s in
eak. Prlee One Hu'll'n-unnr.



Unless Bupter returned and unlocked the door, Bull
eortainly wouldn't be able to go down to the station to
meat his cousin.

Bull hammered Furiously at the deor. Bub even as he
did so he realised that it was useless. In that perched-u
gorner of the old building he was too far away to be heard.

His voice and jhie hammering on the deor would reach
no ears but his own.

 Bunter—Bunter!"'

He had & faint hope that Bunter might return, that the
fat junior intended to mske terms for letting him out
John Bull would willingly have handed over half-a-
apvercign in order to gobt out, to go down to the station,

But the Owl of the Remove did not return.

John Bull desasted -at last, breathless and with aching
kands. The door was too strong for him to hope to shake it.
He glanced at the window, with the thought of climbin
out. ut the window was small and barred across. o
dragged & box to it, and mounted. He could look out and
se¢ & patch of grey sky far above the tree-tops.

' Outside was & sheer descent.

Bull stepped off the box again. He was a prisoner. No
one would hear him there, and he had to remain till Bunter
phose to let him out.
ﬁ:?iqarlj through the frosty air came tho sound of a clock

iking.

Onel Twol Threel

It waa three o'clock!

The train was arriving at that moment in Friardale
Station, and it was too late to meet 1t, even if he hnd
succeeded in getting away. John Bull gritted his teeth.
Fe promised all sorts of thidgs for Bunter in the near
uturg.

But for the present his threats were empty words. He was
safely locked in the box-room, and he could only stalk to
and fro like & wild animal, mutter threats, and wait for the
time of reloass to coms,

— il

THE SEYENTH CHAPTER.
Wharion Drops a Geal and Bunter a Hat.

“ ALLC, hallo, hallol Whither bound?"

Charry came out of the Bchool House, with a
footer under -‘his arm. Bob had succeeded in wreck-
ing the old footer the juniors had been playing with,

and he had gone in for Harry Wharton’s new one. As he
vame out, he eame upon Bunter. The fat junior had his
coat on, or, rather, s coat. A socond glance showed that it
was not his own, He was also wearing a silk hat. That
certalndy was not his own, either; it was in far too neat
and tidy a condition.

Bob [gherm starad at the fat junior. Bunter was so un.
usuglly neat and clean, with his fat {face newly washed, and
gl:ltg?aa on his hends, that Bob could not help seeing that
thers was something ““on.”

““What's the matter, Bunter?” he asked.

Billy Bunter blinked at himm a little nervously.

“* N-n-nothing,"" he replied.

“Where are you going?'’

“Oh, I'm just gﬂi:ég out for a wall!™

“"Meeting somebody's best girl, 1 suppose?™ grinned
Dulstrode, coming up. “* ¥You'll mash them in that topper,
Buut{: Whose is it?"

“(Oh, really, Bulstrode——'

“Tt's jolly well not yours.”

“0Of course, it's mina!"

Bulstrode jerked the hat off Bunter's head, and locked
at the name written on the lining.

“J, Bull,”" he said. * Why, it's Bull's Bunday topper!™

*“ He—he lent it to me.”

1§ Hatﬂ'!”

“You mean he's gone out, and you've borrowed it,"
gald Bob Cherry. “Is that Bull's best coat, too?”
'“ Oh, teally, Cherrg——""
“Yes; [ can see 1t 13" said Bob., **Do you mean to
:calliy say that Johnny Bull lent you those things?"”’

“1 guess he was queer i he did,"” remarked Fisher T.

¥Fish.

“0Oh, really, Fish——"

“Buck up with that ball, Cherry!”® shouted half a dozen
voicen from out of doors.

“Here I am! Here's Bunter, too!"

“ Blow DBunter!” 3 :

- " But look at him, Solomon in all his glory wasn't arrayed
like thist"

*“*Ha, ha, hat”

Bunter snorted, and rolled out of the Scheol House. The
feotballers had waited for Bob Cherry outside, and they
all stared st Bunter,

“Oh, gorgoous!” rearcd Nugent.

“Where are you off to, Bunty?"”
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As a matter of fact, knowing Bunter as he did, he thought
1t vory likely that the fat junior had the check., Bunter had
cheek Eﬂt}uﬁh for anything, as & rule.

“Oh, ren y, Wharton——""

“Ha's going to CLE House!" exolaimed Hazeldono.
“The cheek! Dump him!"

““Look here, Hazel, you know jolly well that the girls are
ﬂlw:ﬁi:u glad to seo mo. As for an invitation, I've got a
standing invitation there, JI—=—"'

“Bump him!"” exclaimed Linley.

“~]—-- Hold on! I'm not going to Clif House," ex-
claimed Bunter hurriedly. “I—I'm going for a walk.”

“What for?"

*“0Oh, exercise, you know!”

“ Rats!”

““ Porhaps he's trying to bring down his fat,” remarked
Russell,

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“¥You are going for a walk, Bunter?"’ asked Alonzo Todd.
*1 shall be very pleased to come with you. Wharton, for
some reason, does not wish to play me in the foctball team,
although I have assured him that I shall undoubtedly pick
up the rules after playing & few games. My Uncle Benjsamin
told me that a quiet welk a.ng talk are very good for a
studious nature."

“0h, go and eat coke !" zaid Bunter.

Alonzo stared at him,

“ My dear Bunter, would you not like my company?”

“ Hats ! sh1 Nol"”
dear——""

“What I like about Bunter is hie polished manner," saic
Bob Cherry. * Bo free-and-easy and courteous, you know.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!™

Bunter snorted, and rolled off towards the gates Alonze
stood blinking after him, evidently very much wounded by
Bunter's rude refusal of his society. Wharton tapped the
Duffer of Greyiriaras on the shoulder.

“ Fat™Bounder " said Harry Whatton,
Todd."

“I do not,” replied Alenzo. *“I am only sorry that
Bunter should entertain no predilection for my socicty,
when I could probably grea.tlg improve his moral charactes
by repesting to him some of the exordiums of my Uncle

BRI, Uncle Benjamin——""

o tiy 1" maid Wharton. * Gimme that ball, Boh!"™

““Here you are, What are you going to do?

“ERY W aint playing Ruggen”

3 e ain't playing Rugger.

Harry Wharton lau he-i
‘I am, just now,”” he said; **and Bunter's topper 13 goal
Laok I"

"“Hay ha, ha! Go 1t

Wharton took the ball in his hand. Wharton was a very
good kick, at either Seccer or Rugger, and he could drop a
gosl with anybody. Bunter, rolling slowly al towards the
gates, had just reached a convenient distance when Wharton
cdolivered the dron-kick,

Eﬂ] pirc:!rpped the ball to the ground, and ms it rose he kicked.

izz !

Right at Bunter the leather flew, and it smashed right upon
his silk hat from behind, knocking the topper over his eyes.

There was a yelp from Bunter, a-,us a roar from the
foothallars,

ik ‘E’l}w !'ll

Bunter sprawled forwgrd after his hat. o dropped on
his hands and knees with a heavy bump and a grunt. The
hat reposed in a puddle.

“ Ha, ha, ha!" roared the Remova.

“ Don't mind him,

A ——

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,

Mistaken [dentlty.

ARRY WHARTON ran after the ball and picked it uap,
and the whole crowd of footballers rushed off tuwurgln
the footer field. They left the Owl of the Ramove
sitting on_the ground, blinking dizzily over his glasses,

which had slid down his nose.

Alonzo Todd came to his sid. Alonzo Todd was slways
willing to oblize anybody, and even Bunter's ingratitude
could not freezo him off.

“My dear Bunter, pray take my hand and rise,” said
Alonzo.

“Yow ! : ; ;

“1 will willingly assist you, in spite of your rudeness and
ill-nature, Bunter. Uncle Benjamin always impressed
upon me—"' ]

“Oh, rats!” growled Bunter, rising with Alonze Todd's

“¥You haven't got the cheek to ﬁa to Cliff House without nssistance.  ‘"Don’t you spring your silly uncle on me.
an invitation, I suppose?”’ asked Harry Wharton sharply. Grorrout [
THE Maewer Lisrany.—No. 158 9
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“My dear Bunter——"'

“ Somebody knocked my hat off ——-"

“Tt wes Wharton with a football, Bunter. '

robably inflicted that penalty upen you as a punishment
or your rudeness to me. It was very Just, though 1 deplore
the tncident as much as you can do, my dear Bunter.”

* Look at my hat! It's muddyt”

“Dear mel I'm so sorry!” _
* * Lend me your handkerchief to wi
angrily, as ho picked up the hat. *
"back and change—1 shall miss the train.” -

“"Dear me! Are you about to meke a train
Bunter? You told us you were going out for a wal

“ Lend ma your hanky."

“ But why cannot you use your own, Bunter?"’

“ Tt 'E'i't}ulé make it dirty.””

i But it would make mine dirty, too, Buntfer.”

“0Oh, don't jaw """ gald Bunier. )

He jerked Alonzo’s handkerchief from his pocket and wiped
the hat. He certainly waan't able to restore its former gloss,
but at least he removed the worst of the mud. Alonzo
watched him speechlessly. :

“My denr Bunter——" he burst out at last.

-“Oh, bosh!" said Bunter.

He toteed Todd’s handkerchief on the :
away. Todd picked up the handherchief, and he was still
staring alternately at the handkerchief and at Bunter when
the fat junior disappeared out of the gateway. -
uﬂliy %unter looked at his watch as he came -out into the

% %uart.nr to,” he muttered.
ma, but 1 ghall ba in time.” N

Bunter was not a good walker. Three o'clock was striking
as ha entered the village. Ile panted on to tho railway
station. Trains® were generally & few minutes late at
Friardale.

“The three o'clock in yet!' Bunter gasped to the portes,
as ho entered the station vestibule.

“ Just comipng im, sir.”

Y Good ege ' ) ]

Bunter mﬁad on to the platform. The train was steaming
into the station, and he was in time to meet it after all,

Bunter blinked along the train through his big spectacles.
Four or five passengers alighted from it.

Two of them were country farmers, the rest, with one ex-
ception, women. The exception was- the one upon whom
Bunter fixed his uncertain gaze.

He was s man of thirty, with & black moustache and a
monocle stuck in his right eye. The moustache was of a
deep black, and even Bunter guessed that it was dyed. The
man’s hair was greying- on tﬁa temples, not from age, but
irom dizsipation. e gave a cold, hard glance up and down
the platforn.

Ha was expecting someone to meet him.

He caught sight of Bunter, and started. He looked at the
fat junior a second time, and then jammed his meonocle into
hiz eye alresh, and looked apain.

An expression of great surprise came over his face. Up
and down the platform he glanced again, to see if any other
schoolboy was present. But Bunter was guite alone.

. Bunter®s heart -was beating fast. He wez about to car
hatched, and for the sake of whic

I think he

L ]

here’s no time o go

fxﬂHmEF’

round and walked

“Thoza beasts have deloyed

out the scheme he had }
he had locked up John Bull in the box-reom at Greyfriass.
But now that the crucial moment had arrived he was feehnys
nervous and uncomfortable.

But he did not draw back. He had 2 licking to expect
from John Bull inany case, and so he thought he might as
well o through with the e,

But there was something in the dyed mounstache and the
coldly glittering eyes of the stranger that made him feel
YOry uncasy.

a rolled nervously over towards the new-cemer.

He ed in front of the staring man, and nervously
raized John Bull’s silk hat.

“You are my Cousin Lucas?" ho asked.

The man drew a quick, deep breath,

“¥You are Johnny?’ he asked.

“ Didn’t you recogmise me!"" asked Bunter, with a feeble
grin.

“No. I haven't seen you since you were two years old,
E‘u know," said Lucas Crane, eyeing Bunter narrowly, “A
‘boy changes a lot from two to hfteen.”

“1 sup 50, You haven't changed much,” said Bunter,

Crano looked astonished.

“¥You don’t mean to say that vou remember what I looked
liko when you were two years old?’ he exclaimed. * Why,
1 was a IacllIr of only seventeen then!"

“MN-n-no '’ stammered Dunter, realising that he had put
his foot int.g- it at the very start. * I—I mean, from—from
your portrait Aunt Tabitha has.™

* My portrait?’
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“ 1 mean photogravh.” .

* Aupnt Tabitha has my photograph?’

Crane asked the auestion with such amazement thet Bunter
could have bitten his tongue out for making such a blunder.
He knew nothing of the citcumstances of the Bull family
except the few hints he had gleaned from John Bull. He
had naturally supposed that Miss Tabitha would possess her
nephew's photograph, but apparently it was not the case.
It was too late.now, however, to withdraw the statement.

“¥ea," said Bunter boldly, “She showed it to me last
vacation.”

“Well, I sent her one once, but I understood that she
destroyed it,'"" said Crane, looking very perplexed. ' She
certainly said so.”

“A-a,—a‘i]nka_ of hers, perhaps’” suggested Bunter.

Crane smiled involuntarily at the idea of Mies Tabitha
making a joke. Jokes were not in her line at all, .

“Well, I'm glad she’s lkept it,” he eaid. " It's curious
she should show it to you, Johnny. She has pever shown
ma & photograph of you.”

Bunter turned cold for 2 moment. Ile bad never thought
of that possibility, simple and obvicus as it was. DBut he

breathed again as Crano concluded.

“* Oh, she has lots of them "’ he exclaimed.

““ Hes she? Cpane looked very euriously at Bunter.
“ Look here, I suppose you are really my Cousin Johnny,
and not & friend of his having a little ioke?’ he exclaimed.

Bunter jumped.

* W-w-what?" he exciasimed. )

“1 mean, I never knew that Johnny wore glasses,’ ssid
Crane. "1 know I haven’t scen you, but you'ro not the
kind of lad I imagined vou to be.”

“If you doubt my word this conversation may as well
cense,” said Billy Bunter, with a great deal of dignity.

Crane looked uneasy. FHe had come down there specially
to mske himself agreeable to his schoolboy cousin, and this
certainly wasn't & good beginning.

* Besules, wvou mapn't my Cousin Crane, for that
matter " exclaimed Bunter,

Crane laughed. . i it

I suppose you are Johnny,"” he said. *'I thought it might
be a joke, that's all. Johnny might have asked another fellow
to come and meet me if ho was detained.””

Billy Bunter tock off his hat.

“ Look thare !’ hoe said.

Crano read *.J. Bull® on the lining of the hat.

“ 0Ok, it's all right!” he said. ‘

“I'd rather convince you before I take you to Greyiriars”
said Bpnter, in & very dignified tone. * Apny of the fellows
there, of course, will tefl you who I am at once. But look
bere 1"

He drew an old envelope out of the coat-pocket.
addressed to " J. Bull, {Er friars,” 1 the handwriting of
Mizs Tabitha Bull. Cranc knew his aunt’s hand at once—
he had scen it many times in curt notes declining to send
him money. .

“It's all right, Johnny!” he exclaimed, familiarly passing
his arm through the jumor's. ** 1 spoke only in jest.”

Bunter frowned over his glasses. ’

“Oh, very well?™ he said. "I can’t say T like the kind of
joke that reflects on my truthfulness and my personal honour,
that's all.’”

“YWell, I'm sorry!” said Crane. ;

“That's all right!’ said Bunter magnamimously. * Coma
on; let’s forget all about it. TI'll show you roun e town,
shall I, before we go to Greyfriars? The fellows are playing
footer, and I don’t want to get in til! they've finished.™

“ Anything you like,” samd Crane. “[I've come down to
sea you, Jobhnny, and improve our acquaintance. I'll go any-
whera you please.” ] i

“ There's a ri'['rpmﬁ tuckshop in Friardale—"

“Let's go there!

““ Yes, rather ! Come on " said Bunter, in a great hurry.

And he simply rushed his newly-found relation out of the
station.

It was

THE NINTH CHAPTER,.
Feeding the Drute,

UCAR CRANE walked beside Bunter, keeping an agree.
h able and affectionate smile upon his face. His smils
hid his real feelinga. He was, as & matter of fact,
feeling utterly amazed and disturbed. He had imagined

Liz cousin to bo something entively different from this.

What John Bull was like he did not know in the least, but
he had vagnely expected a hearty, healthy-looking lad of
sturdy build. ;’}.‘rua, he had ];;rr::-l::ablz.r conjectured as much
from the junior’s name, which naturally called to the mind
a picture of sturdy British strength and health. Now that he
mlélmtad upon it, he admitted that he knew nothing of John
Bull excepting his name, and the name might have belonged

Charles Hamllton, Is in
sskK. Price One Halfpenny.
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The halt was so 'sudden that Fish's hold was torn loose, and the Amerlcan junior was shet over

the donkey’'s head, and [efl at the feet of Dr. Locke, gasping.

(8ee page 18.)

to the fattest or the leanest boy at Greyfriars, to the hand-
somest or the plainest. Only what was there about this fat,
unwieldly junior to make Aunt Tabitha so fond of him? But
in reply to that question the young man ssid to himself that
there was no accounting for the affections of women, which
were froquently bestowed upon the most unworthy objects.
And, besides, Miss Tabitha might only be assuming that
affection for Johnny as a blow in the face for the rest of her

expectant relations. She was of a sardonic turn of mind, as
he wall know.

Johnny was a surpriso to him, and Johany upset all his
caleulations, but the task he had set himself, which he had
expected to present some difficulty, seemed ridiculonsly easy
Hov,

; TUnseen by the short-sighted junior, he scanned Dunter's fat
ace,

The fat, ruddy conntenance, with its gross, greedy lines,
gave Bunter’s nature away completely. Here was a boy who
was greody, unscrupulous, and ready to yield to fattery—
ready €0 swallow it however thickly it was piled on—
f:'mb the boy for Crane's purpose; and as he recoversd from

is first astonishment, Crane congratulated himself upon the
easo with which he would be able to accomplish his work.

“There is no fool Jike an old fool 1" he murmured. ** This
f_’mmﬁ cad has taken in old Tabitha, le seoms to have
ooled hor completely. But he won't fool me. I rather think
that [ shall do the fooling hore.”

Buili Bunter paused at the tuckslh

Ho had suddenly remembered that
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tha shop, knew him well, and would be certain to address
him in- greeting as Master Bunter.

“Is this the place?’ asked Urane. .

“Ve-es,"” said Bunter. 1 say, wait a minute, will you,
and I'll ses if Uncle Clegg™s ot homa?"

Crane nodded, and Bunter went into the shop alone. Uncle
Cleggz was sitting bohind his little counter reading a nows-
papoer a week old, He locked up at Bunter, but did not rise.
VWhen Bunter looked into the village tuckshop, 1t waa
generally o ask for credit; and Uncle Clegg did not helieve
in credit—to Bunter, at all events. Beaides,gljnr-lu Clegg had
recently had trouble with some of the Greyfriars’ chums, and
it had left him feeling very naamiable.

Bunter, after a hurried blink back at the figure standing
outside tho HMB. leaned over the counter and whispered to
tho astonished Uncle Ulepigi

Y1 say, Uncle Clegg, I've pot & rich cousin come dewn
with mea.”

“Ho!" said Unele Clege.

“He always calls me Johnny,"” said Bunter hurriedly.
**1t'a a nickname he's got for n, Will you call me Master
Johnny when ho comes inf"

44 II.BFIIE-H

“No harm, you know,” said Bunter. *“Only s kind of—
of joke! EHe's poing to spend a lot of money hare.*

“Orlright,” satd Uncle Clegz. “ Oaly a joke, of courss.”

““Of course."

Bunter remembered how Uncle Clegg had swindled Alonvo
Tudd on a famous occasion, and he knew the kind of app=al

lete Tale of
RANK RICHARDS "
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to make to the wily cld fellow, Yncle Clerg knew that there
must be something more than a joke in the matter, but what
it was he did not know or care, s¢ long as he secured o good
customer. If the stranger did not pay well, then Uncle Cleyg
would have given Bunter away without thie least concern.

Bunter rolled back to the door.
thmugh his glimmering eyeglass,

“It's all right, Cousin Lucas,” zaid Billy Bunter,
Clegz's at homne, ain't you, Uncle Clegg?’

“¥es, I'm at 'ome,” said Uncle Clege.
to customers, Master Johuny.”

Bunter grinned.

Uncle Clegg bad brought out the name in the most naiural
way in the world, and it Lucas Crane had had any suspicicn
l=it, 1t must be banished now.

“I say, I supposo you're hungry after your journey ™’
Bunter suggested, blinking at the visitor.

“ No,"” said Crane; * but if you are—""

“ Well, I don't usually get hungry,” said Bunter. “ ¥ liave
& very poor appetite, as a rule. 'E*"ellcm-s at school remark
upon my eating szo little. But T suppose the walk to the

station has given me a keener appetite than usual. I reall
do feel rather peckish,™ ppey an usu really

“Then eat, hfr all means,’”’ said Crane.

" The factis, I've been disappointed about & pestal-order,”
said Dunter. "I was expecting a remittance to-day frem a
titled friend of mine—I—I mean fresm Aunt Tahbitha, vou
know, but it hasn't come.™ :

Crane stared at him,

“You don't mean to 51‘?’ that you've got through all vour
money already !’ he exclaimed. ** You had five hundred
pounds "

“I—I—you see, the Head has taken charge of that,”” said
Bunter. * He thinks it's bad for a junior te have a lot of
mo like that in his possession.”

oL said Crane.

“If you could lend me half-a-sovereign,” szaid Bunter
persuasively,

Crane's eyes sparkled. He was only too anxious and willing

to lend money to his cousin a3 & first step towards gettin
him into the toils. P g 1

“Why, of course!” he exclaimed. “Call upon me for
anything you like. I came down here speciaily to see you,
and to give you a good time if I conld.”

*0Oh, I say, that's vipping ™

Y Onder anything you like,”™ said Crane. “It's my treat.™

Billy Bunter did not wait to be twice bidden.

He ordered things right and left; and Uncle Clegz, after
assuring himself by a keen glanco that Crane was in & posi
tion to pa{, served out his good things with great alacrity.

Uncle Clegg did not attempt to ** spoof ™ gﬂ]y Bunter as
he had Alonzo Todd. Billy Bunter knew as inuch abou
eatables as Mr. Clegg himself did, and he would never have
been taken in. DBunter always had hiz morey's worth in
that line. : _ )

He sat on a stool at the counter and atfe.

When he left off eating, it was to drink; and then he wou'd
[ecominenca ea.tmgl.

Hilly Bunter could do great things when he veaily set hime.
sell to it in this live. Lucas Crvane watched him in growing
B ad Bisd lik

Ao had never seen anybody dquite like ihis before,. Wien
Bunter had had enough, &and {ngru- than enough, he still want
op eating.

“And this greedy bor wasz his rival for Aunt Tahitha's
hundred thousand pounds,’ Crane zaid to limself bitterly.
" Surely it would not be difficult to bLring such a fellow to
disgrace through his own greed

ily Bunter ceased at last with a sigh of decp content.

He had eaten as much as he could, and there came a tine
when even the Falstaff of Greyfriars had to call halt.

f&?nu‘d Letter give my cousin the bill, Uncle Clege,” he
shid.

Unole, Cleg

Incle Clegz had never spoken so very vespectfully 1o T30l
Bunter before. He had ngvcr had so Enmi}ﬂerabl&jﬂﬂ m':h-!:r'
from him. Bunter cast s longing eve over the cakes nnd
buns and tarts, but he could eat ne more,

“1I suppess I might take n few of these things to (e
school with rue?” he suggesed, blinking at Lucas Crane.

Crane nodded at once,

“ Certainly,” he said. ‘' Anvthing you like.”

“Good! T'll have a couple of dozen tarts, Tlncla Cless,
or, say, three dozen—twopenfly ones, of cowrse—and a pound
enke, and two dozen buns, a dozen of ginger-pop, a bottio of
sweets, two hoxes of chocolate——"* )

. Bunter rattled on cheevfully. Uncle Cleos took it all dewn
in stragpling pencil. )

“You'd better send them,” said Bunier, "T eouklin't
carry them. Diirect them to Willlam George Bunter's study
at Greyfriars."
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* Always at ‘oine

“Yes, sir” i

“ You see, that'a the study I'm in et Greyiriars,’ Bunier
explained to Crane, ""We F{- three or four to a study there.
How much is the lot, Uncle Clegg?”

“ Three pounds fifteen and six, sir,”

“That's all right."”

Crane made o slight grimace, He was not a generous man.
He had expected Bunter to feed to the extent of four or Ave
rhilbngs. Bul it was his cue to make as favourable an im-
pression upon the junior as he could.

He laid a hve-pound note u the counter.

Bunter's eyes glistened belind his big spectacles. By thia
time Bunter almest believed that Crane really was his cousin.
He gave him a most affectionate prin.

i f hope you'll often come down and see me at Greyfriars,”
ho remarked,

“1h z0," said Crane agreeably.
littla walk-nowi™

*“ Certainly, old man,”

They quitted the tuckshop.

Crane gave the fat junmior a hard, searching look.

* Do you want to get back to the school now? le asked.

Bunter shook his head. It came into his mind that as soon
as he came fo the school with Crane the deception would be
?xpﬁf&aad, aud thera was a thuomping from John Bull to be
aced.

“0Oh, no! ha exclaimed. *“I'm net in a hurry at all
I've got plenty of time--in fact, I'd rather not get back to
the school just yet.”

“* Bhall we have & walk round?”

“0Oh, good!™

“1I could introduce you to a very apreeable chap,” sup-

sted Crapes, 1 have an acguaintance staying in Furar-
gﬁ!eu, ot the Cross Keys. Do you know the

“Oh, yes! It's out of bounds.”

“71 suppose you don't care Ifor that?'’ said Crane jocularly.

“Not 11" smid Bunter.

“Then come along, and I'll introduce you te Banks, and
we might konock up a little game," said Crane,

“"Banks! Do vou miean the bookmaker chap¥*

“"¥Yes, I believe lie is connected with the turf.”

“Oh!" said Bunter,

And lte pawsed,

“2hall we go for s

cod't

Sy

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Little Game,

RANFE pansed, too, and locked long and anxiously at
G the fat jumior. He had shot his bolt now; the question
was whether the junier would fall to it & had
jndged from Bunter's looks and ways that he was a
greedy and unscrupulous young rascal, and that it would be
the casiest tlung in the world to lead him into crooked paths.
Believing the fat junior to be his cousin, John Bull, the
tempter was already congratulating himself on his eertain
SuCcCesy.

Bunter paused, in doubt. Bunter was not particularly keen
or cbservant, but he could not help thinking that 1t was
peculiar that Crane should want to take his young cousim to
such a disreputable place as the CUross Keys, there to meet
sich a2 man as Banks, the bookmaker. Bunter, as a matter
of fact, had no honourable scruples on the subject: but he
had a very lively fear of punishment. It was that thot maie
him panse.

“Oh, you're coming, surcly!” said Crane. " You den't
mind the place being out of bounds. I supposze a sharp,
ﬂd.‘h'ﬂ'l];’i-illjll:?l'lﬂ fellow like you breaks school bounds often
BTl

“Oh, yes!" eaid Bunter., “I'm a regular dab at that. The
chaps in my Form know what a reckless, daring fellow I am.”

HJust what I thought,”” said CUrane. " Now, we're out
for a bit of fumn, aren’t wel"

“Oh, yes!

" Then let's lock in at the Cross Kevs. I'll make you sone
clavet-cup—stuff that will cheer vou up withoot any fear of
consequences—and we'll have o little game of nap.’

Y But, Banks—"'

“Well, he's a very decont chap.'

“Chap was expelled from Greyfriars lor chumming with

Jeinwe, ™

“But no one witl know. Besides, I'd take all the blame
if ib came out,’” said Crane. “"I'm your elder, and you're
in my hands, you ses’

“I haven't any money,” said Dunter.
sppointed abant a postal ovder, and—"

“ Oh, I'll lend you some!™

“I've never plaved cards for meney., I've got some nuls
in my pockets.” : :

Cranoe Ianghed. He eonld not help it, at the idez of hLis
playing cards for nuts, with Baoks, the bookmalker, {oo.

L U T've heon  dis
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“ My dear kid, be a man!" he exclaimed. * You can draw
on ma for tin. I'l lend you a mﬁla of pounds to start
with, and if you win, you may go back to school with twenty
pounds in your pocket.”

Billy Bunter caught hizs breath.

Twent unds{ How he would swell, how he would
swank, if he ocould strut into the Close at Greyirvinrs with
giuch & sum of money !

“I might lose, you know,” he remarked.

“Oh, that's all right! I should stand the loss.”

It seemed to Billy Bunter that he would score either way.
He broke inte a trot a::faih, and Crane strode on.

“Oh, I'll come!” said Bunter, I like & bit of fun. But
the chaps say that fellow Banks 1s an awful bounder. 1 know
jolly well that he's a friend of Smith's—Vernon-Bmith, of
our Form.”™

Crane started a libtle. ) i

“I met a Vernon-Smith, belonging to Greyfriars, when I
was abroad,” he esid. *‘ Is he in your Iorm, Johnny "'

“Yes; we call him the Bounder. I remember the time he
was in Switzerland, and—"

“ You do!” cxclaimed Crane, in surprise. * Was not that
hefore you went to Greyfriars?"

?untar caught his breath. He was one of the most unseru-
P ?us of liars, and at the same time onoe of the most un-
aktlful.

“ Yes," he stampmered=—"* ye-pe. I mean I remember hear-
ing the fellows talk about that time, you know. Smith used
to take Hazeldene into the gambling cazinos. Vernon-Smith
is an awful outsider, vou know. Here's the Cross Keys."

Bunter halted at the inn, which lay back from the reoad,
towards the river, on the outskirta of the villape.

A fat man, with a fat cigar, was lounging in the wooden
verandah, and he grinned and nodded to Lucas Crane.
Eﬁcr knew the man at onee; it was Mr. Banks, the book-
I T

Bunter began to feel nervous.

He knew that My, LBavks must know him by sight, having
geon him i1n the village beforve, but whether the bookmaker
kopew—or rémembemc? if he did know—his name, Bunter
conld not tell,

He had to risk it

If he was presented to My, Banks as John Bull, he could
only brazen it out, and bolt if he was not able to keep up
the deception,

Crane nodded to Banks, then the twe passed in under the
verandah. If Crane was a stranger to Friardale, he had been
told & great deal about the Cross Keys, for he scemed to know
his way guife well.

He went inte a passage, passed down it, and opened a door
winch gave him admittance to a parlour behind the bar.

“Come in, Johnny ™ he exclaimed.

“I'm coming!”

Bunter blinked anxionsly about the room. Mr. Cobb, the
landlord of the Cross Keys, was sitbing in gn sarmchair smoking
a cigar and reading a newspaper. ¥le looked up and nodded
to Crane; the two men had evidently met before.

‘““ Wice goings hon ! said Mr. Cobb, referring to the news
he had just been reading in the paper: " Anarchists hesieged
in o "ouse in Btepnev, and scttin’ it on fire. Wot's the world
roming bo—hey "’

Crane did not reply te that question. Probably he did not
care what the world was coming to.

“I've just looked in to see yvou, Cobb," he rvemarked. * I
dare say you have seen my Cousin Johnny before.”

Bunter shivered. He knew that he was even better known
by sight to Mr. Cobb than to Mr. Banks, yet therc was no
reason £o suppose that Mr. Cobb koew his name. Mr. Cobb
hed seen most of the Greyfriars fellows at one time or anothoer
about tho village, but he could not pessibly know a couple of
hundred names,

But he stared at Bunter in o way that made the fat junior
fear that his nome was really kmown., Bunter trembled in-
wardly, He was calling himselt all sovis of names for not
bolting immediately after the feed in Unele Clegg's shop.
Why could he not have been satisfied with that, without run-
ning further risks? But Billy Bunter never was satisfied.

“ By hokey!" said Mr. Cobb. * I've often scen this voung
gent about, sir; I ain't likely to forget such a—a distinguished-
young gent, but I never thought as he was any velation of
yours, me'

* [t's my Cousin Johnny.'

“Very ‘appy to make your acquaintance, voune eir,’”” said
Mr. Cobb, ducking his head.

#I'm sure I'm very pleased,” said Bunter, breathing freely
again. It was clear that, although the landlord of the Cross
Keys recognised him, he did not know, or recall, that his namo
was Bunter.

“ Banks is here!" said Crane.

“ ¥es; he's "aving a srmoke outside.””

“ You might ‘.':lslcgi'u.im to step in."

* He's expecting a friend,”” said Mr. Cobb, with a sipnifi-
cant wink.

¥ Bafe, 1 suppose?’
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*Oh, quite safe!™

* Then that's all right.”

Mr. Cobb quitted the room, end in & few minutes Me.
Baulss came in. He greeted Luces Crane in a very friendly
manner,

“I'm expecting a young friend of mine,"” ha remarked.
“P'raps we could gt up a little game together, nice and
cosy and privit "ere."

“* Just what I was thinking," ssid Crane. " My cousin
wants to zee a little life, and I've told him I eouldn’t intro-
?uee him to a better man than wou to show lim round the
1ouses.

“ Very pleazed to be of any serviee to the young gent,™
said Mr. Banls.

“Time's passing,” Crane suggested. * Suppese we hegin
T, and your [riend comes into the game as econ as he gels
in "

** Just my idea,”

They sat down at the table. Mr. Banks produced s pack
of cards, Billy Bun#er's heart was beating fast. In spite of his
assumed doggishness, he was slmost {rightencd at the idea of
playing vards for money. But the thought of the possibla
twenty pounds, and the knowledge that 1t was not his own
n:oney that he waz risking, urged him on.

A series of signals had passed between Mr. Banks and
Crane. The short-sighted junior did not see them, and would
not have understood them if he had seen them,

And indeed—as hie was Billy Bunter and not John Bull—he
would not have been dissatisfied if he had scen the signals and
understood them. For Crane was conveying to the book-
nitaker the intelligence that the junior was to be sllowed to
win, in order to encourage him in the evil path he was enter-
ing upon. It was an old dodge with Mr. Banks, of course, to
allow o novice to win, and he understood Crane's object per-
factly. Crane, of course, was to stand the loss in cash.

Bunter knew how to pla%nnpn though be played it badly,
as he did everything else. But with such opponeats, and with
such intentions, be could not fail to win.

He won, and won again. In ten minutes he wai able to
repay Lmucas Crane the two pounds he had lent him to starb
with, and was still a sovereign to the good.

Bunter was very excited now.

The gambling fever was fairly in his blood. The greed for
money added to 1. He was more eager to go on than either
of his opponents could be. : {

Crane and Banks exchanged a grin. Newver in all their
ERpﬂI‘iFlJ;rGE: had they come upon a gull who flew into the net
s0 easily.

“ ¥You'd like to be off now, I suppose, Johnny?” Crans re-
marked. He knew the opposite well enough, but he wanted
to put * Johnoy ' in the position of urging on the play.

Bunter shoolc his head. .

“ 0h, let’s keep on ' he sxelaimed.

* If vou have to get in—"'

“ 1 needn’t get in till calling-over I

“ You're suro you'd like to go on?

“ Yes ves!"

* You might loge, vou know." :

*1 hope I'm & sportsman,” said Bunter, with a great deal
of dignity.

“ &ir,"”" said Mr. Banks, showing some emotion, *' your "and!
I 'ave never "eard nobler words on the lips of any sportsman
of my acquaintance. *' Your 'and, sir.”

And he shook hands with Bunter,

* Your deal,” said Billy Bunter, ] .

Then they went on playing. Bunler conlinued ic win, and
four sovereigns lay on the table before him, and a heap of
z1lver, when the door opened, and o junzor from Greyirisaes,
in coat and silk hat, came in.

My. Banks looked round. _ .

“ Just in time for a little pame, Mr. S8mith!" he exclaimed.
hieartily.

Bunter started. ;

Vernon-Smith, with his silk hat in his hand, was standing
quite still in astonishiment, regarding the Owl of the Remove,

 E————

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Bowled Out.
BANKS looked at Vernon-Bmith, and then at

R.
“Bunter. He saw the confusion in Billy Bunter’s fuce,
without understanding it. .
Bunter was struack quite motionless for & moment,

He knew that all must come out now; Vernon-Bmith would
not think of sheltering him for a moment. Bunter's fat hand
groped in all the money he had won. With a quick movement
he slid it into his trousers’-pocket, and picked up his bat.

“ Hallo, 8mithy 1" he exclaimed Feebly, -

lete Tale of the Chumas
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Vernon-B8mith stared at him. .

1 never expected to meet you,” he said.

“Oh! said Mr. Banks. *f The young gent iy Mr. Crane's
mua'i;r:’.l You ought to konow hun, Mr. Smith—a real young
ppork !

*“1 certainly never knew that," said Vernon-Smith. * 1
didn't expect to meet you here, Crane.” He came forward
and shook hands with Crane. ‘I last saw you in Geneva.
How did you come to know this fellow Bunter!"

* Bunter?’ said Crane.

Billy Bunter had gained the door by this time, and had
his hand upon the handle. As Vernon-Smith was speaking,
Bunter a%ened the deor. ,

“ ¥ea, Bunter,” said Vernon-8mith.
hiz neme was Bunteri”

" Bunter !

“I don't know where he’s got the money to play. [HHe's
the poorest beggar at Greviriars, and he's always cadging oft
somebody.”

“ You're dreaming—that's my cousin, Bull—John Bull

Vernon-8mith buret into & roar.
“Ha, ha, ha! You don't mean to say that he's been

** 1 supposze you knew

TE
!

apaaﬁni you into thinking that! Don't you know your own

cousin by sight?'"

* No,”” stammered Crame, " I—I don’t! I haven't scen
Lim since he was a kid of two! DBut——"

““ Ha, ha, ha!"

" Leok here—"

Vernon-Smith leaned back agsinst the door and yelled with
merriment. Bunter was scuttling down the pas te the
doorway. He heard Bmith’s shouts of laughter, and he knew
that the Bounder of Greyfriars had givenr him away.

Lucas Cranc was utan:i'ing dazed.

He knew the sardenie nature of the Bounder of Greyiriars,
and his suspicion was that Vernon-Bmith was trying to deceive
himm. But Bunter's flight did not leave much doubt on the
matier. .

" You say he's not my cousin I he exelaimed.

““ Ha, ha! Not unleas your cousin's named Bunter I

“ 1 mean Jobn Bull!" ; :

* He's no more like John Bull than he's like Julins Ceesar 1™

“ But how—how——"' ]

“ Ha, ha, ha!” rosred Vernon-8mith. "I remember now,
Bull read your letter out o the fellows. Bunter heard it
with the rest. That's how he came to think of spoofing you.
But didn't Ball meet you st the station?’

* Not unless that chap is Bull” )

“Ha, ha! I suppose the other chaps wouldn't let him
awany from the footer—or else Bunter has contrived to shuf
him: up somewhere. I remember he locked a chap in a study
eoco while he borrowed his silk hat”

(1} D.h 1!1

Lucas Crane stood still, dazed.

That he, the clever and unscrupulous man of the world,
the man who knew life on itz seamy side as thoroughly as
sny man could know it, should be so easily taken in by a mere
schoolboy, was astonis ;gg-amd it enraged him terribly.

Not ﬂnfy had he wasted time and money; not only had he
been mads 8 Yool of; it was worse than that! _

Bupter knew hia objects now—to lead Bull into gambling
and other rascalities. Jﬁuntar would most probably chatter—
John Bull would know beforehand what Crane’s game was.
He would be on his guard. And if he were really the honest,
straightforward lad Aupt Tabitha believed him to be, the
tempter's task would be doubly hard now. It was like a

yeor being compelled to show hiz hand in advance,

““Oh? muttered Crane. “0Oh! J—I—"

He cursed savagely.

“ He's got the money, too," stuttered the stout bookmaker.
# Ave you going to let him get away with that, Crane? Mind,
it's your loss.” ! :

Crane started. Besides the money he had expended in the
tuckshop, Bunter had more than five pounds that he had been
sllowed to win ot nap.

The rascal made a dash for the door,

% Cfome on !” he exclaimed.

He rushed down the passage. But Mr., Banks did not
follow him. The fat, unwieldy bookmaker had no inclination
to run. Neither did ?mau—%mith quit the room. He wasg
not inclined to put himself to any trouble on Crane’s account.
He sat down at the table, and Mr. Banks dealt the cards,
and they resumed the game without either Crane or Bunter,
Meanwhile, Crane was chasing after Bunter at top speed, hig
fsce white with rage, his breath coming in quick gasps, his
pilk hat on the b of his head, end his eyeplass streaming
at the end of its cord.

Billy Bunter had a good start. He was clear of the village,
and well on his way to Greyfriars, when he heard pattering
footeteps behind. If Bunter had been in anything like form
for running, he would have cscaped quite easily. But the
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in time to avoid r

fa.t} ﬁunmr, panting for breath, had already dropped into s
walk.

He blinked back over his shoulder, and shivered as he saw
the furious man dashing after him. Crane was not in good
condition, but he was able to cover the ground three timey
as fast as Billy Bunter could.

His look showed the deadly rage that was burning in hie
breast, and one glance wns enough to show Bunter what he
was to czrfec_t if he was canght.

He broke into a desperate run,

_;;Etﬂ[:- !’;! yelled Crane.

Bunter did not stop. He pounded on desperately in the
dlimﬂnn of the school. But Greyfriars was }‘E‘IE far a:::m;r.

‘ Help 1" gasped Bunter as he ran,

But there was no one to help. The lane was lonely
deserted by all save himself and his purewer. Ahead o
Bunter was the turning in the lane, and when he was past
that he would be able o see Greyiriars.

The footsteps behind were closer now,

Crane was gaining on him rapidly. Bunter went careering
:ﬁgﬂt& the turning in the lane at top speed, and there was &

Four juniors werc coming down the lane, and Bunter hed
ﬂa{ﬁf—;gu right ﬂntnhﬂi;iu nlrn*xdsl: of 5[1%:1.5 ol

o, halle, hallo ! roare o erry, grasping the
Owl of the Remove by the collar, rnd bringing h%m o a halt.
“What do you mcan by cannoning imto me like that, you
young chump 1

l:{]w !u

** The chumpfulness of the esteemed Bunter is terrific I

“Ow! Oh, really—you! Rescue!’

Bunter gasped and panted like o bellows. He could hardly
believe in his %nud luck in running into the Famous Four
this way. He clung to Wharton’s sleeve.

“ Stop him !"" he gasped.

Wharton gazed at him in astonishment.

“What do you mean, Billy? Are the Courtfield chaps
after you?

Y M-n-no ! stuttered Bunter,

“"Who is it then ?*

“Crane.™

“ Crane !

(11 Yﬂﬂu ¥F

“John Bull with him 1"

“ No.”

*f But what—-»"

‘' Hallo, halle, halla!

Crane came dashi

Do rou mean John Bull's cousin §7?

Here he ia 1™
round-the corner, and he stopped just
me, t’mg inko thcdﬁi:uyiric&rs jun{gﬂ?. He
paus or & moment, panting, and then anc 16U
towards the Owl of the emﬂfﬁ. ATERR e IR,

tirf:nhe: clyng to Wharton, dodging behind him at the same

Y Keep him off I'' he yelled.

Harry Wharton faced Crane eoclly,

“ Hands off I he said (;Iuirz'l:.ly.

“Get out of my way !’

““Rats 1"’

"“Got out of my way!” roared the imfuriated man. “I'
smash you !

Wharton's eyes gleamed dangerously.

*Line up, you chaps!” he said. ' We'll seo about that "

Crane muttered an cath, and ran straight at Wharton. But
ag he grasped the lad, the other feliows grasped him, and the
next moment Mr, Lucas Crane was rolling in the duss.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
Shell Out !

ARRY WHARTON locked down at the adventurer
with gleaming eyes.
“You'd better be & little more carcful,” he said, *1
don’t want to handle John Bull's cousin, use he's
g chum of mine. But you can't put your paws on ue.’

Crane staggered elowly to his feet. HHe was dirty and
rumpled, His eyes were fuirly sparkling with rage. But
he did not venture to attack Wharton again, The ease with
which the juniors had thrown bhim off showed him that it
would not do.

“ You—you young hounds ! he gasped.

““ Better language, please,” said Nugent sharply.

41— say, you fellows, I:eell: him off! He's dangerous!
He's o rotten gambling beast !’ eaid Billy Bunter.  * He
plays eards for inoney, and—and he's a friend of Banks, the
bookmaker. He's been trying to make me gamble®?

Wharton's brow grew very dark.

Ead ns he was, and & schoolboy, he hod keen eyes and
plenty of intelligence. He could sce that Crane, with his

dyed mounstache and flashy clothes, was a doubiful character.
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John Bull's fist caught the Bounder of Greviriars fairly and squarely ¢o the nose, and Vernon-Smith l

dropped as If he had been shot,

“Ohl Ow!" he gasped. (8ee page 6,)

There was that about him which told of late hours, of the
Turf, and the billiard-recom. He was as unbike John Bull as
onc cousin could possibly be unlike ancther.

“Ts that true?’” he exclaimed.

“ (Oh, really, Wharton—" .

* i That young villain met me at the station 1" gasped Crane,
“ He pretended to be my cousin, John Ball, and made me
give hun money, thinking he was iny cousin.”

"My hat I cjaculated Bob ch““j:

“Tt's a lie!" roaved Bunter. "I didn't.”

i I—}ave you had any money from him *’ asked Wharton
quictly. .
j "EZ[?, I haveu't—well, he lent me some, but I paid it

AcK.

" How much "

" Two pounds.”

T Where did you pobt two pounds from, then, to ropay
him ?"" asked Nuogent,

“T won it !

¢ What P’

“1 won it,"” repeated Bunter. “T'm a repular dob at nap.
I won it, and paid him back, and he can't say 1 didn't.””

The jumors looked at each other. Bunter would lie and
lie, till it was scarcely possible to disentangle the truth from
the falsehoods in his statements. TDut at the same time, he
was 50 dense that he would allow the truth to czcape lnm
by accident, and it was evidently the truth that he was now
revealing unintentionally.

“ 8o you have been playing nap 7 said Wharton.

Bunter remembered himself. He knew how Harry Wharton
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& Co. were down upon the members of the Remove who
distinguished themselves in that way.

i No, certainly not,”’ he replied.

“ But you said just now you had."

" Wall, vou see——"

“ You'd q}attrer tell the truth, Bunter—""

* That young villain has five pounds of mine,’” said Crane,
ﬁ::e,;;:n his tceth. ““ He doesn't go until he’s handed is

YT won 1t !"" howled Bunter, *I—"

“Vou won it, Bunter ¥ asked Wharton.

“Yea, 1I—"

“ Hand it back to this man!”

“Oh, really, Wharton—o~>"

“Hand it back !" thundered Wharton.

" Lock here, it's my money——"'

“It's not your money. Money won at cards does not
helung to the winner,” said Harry Wharton coldly. ' Money
doesn't belong to anybedy unless it’s carned. Hand it back!
If you don't, I'll bump vou on the road till it dropa ocut of
vour pockets, you young blackguard I”

“I—1 say, you tellows—"" " )

Wharton grasped the fat jumior. His expression was s
angry and determined thet Billy Bunter yelled in anticipation,

L] | ;nr[ Oh, really, Wharton--—— Leggo—leggo! I'll shel

£ 1"

“ Buek up, then ! .

Bunter slowly cxtracted two sovercigns end some silver
from his pocket. He cxtended it sullenly to Wharton.

“Is that all **
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“Yoq " snorted Bunter.

“(3ive me the rest.”

“ There isn't ah marLa-" Babs

“ (3o through his pockets, Bob.' .

o Yuw---:nllﬁ There may be another shilling—yow !"

* Shut up " o ,

Wharton held the fat junior, while Bob Cherry turned out
his pockets, The whole of Billy Bunter's winmngs were
brought to light. _

“You young rotter,” said Harry.
pounds here." ] :

“Yow! Some of it's mine!
postal-orders——"'

“ Don't tell liea”

' Oh, really, Wharton—"" ; ;

“Von said you were stony this morning,” grinned Nugent.
“You tried to borrow a bob of me. 8o you eouldn't have
had any tin of your own this aftermoon.”

“There's your money, Mr. Crane,” said Wharten, thiow-
ing it into the road. I won't say what I think of you, for
playing cards for money with a boy. L supposc you know
what any decent fellow must think."

Crane qﬁt.'tr:d his teeth. : -

T don’'t want any of your impertinence !” he snurled.

Ho gathered up the money from the dust. Billy Bunter
blinked at it ruefully through his big spectacles. The juniors
watched Crane as he went back towards the village. [ie
disappearsd without another word to them,

Tllr:’en Nugent gave a low whistle. e

" Well, I must say that Bull's cousin iz a pretty shining
spocimen,’” he r?mar 'IH_.'l.t -

“The shiningfulness ia terrifie [ )

“You madaghim think you were Bull, did you?” asked
Harry Wharton, turning & stern glance upon the Owl of the
Bemove. : i

“ Well, that was only a éﬂkﬂ, you know."” _

" But how was it Bull did not meet him at the station?”
demanded Harry. “ He H-I:-I!I-F'Eﬂ out of the footer on purpose.

“I—1 dor't kmow—-1—'

Wharton seized his ear between finger and thumb.

**It's some dodge of 1" he exclaimed. ““I know that
joliy well. Where iz John Bull#”

{i'fuw -Elj

“* Whera is he, then 1" .

“ ¥ { I-X believe he's at Greyfriars.”

““'Why didn’t he come to the station?™

¢ [—Y don't know.'

Wharton oompressed his grip upon the fat junior’s ear, and
Billy Bunter wriggled like an eel.

“ Think "' auﬁ arry pleasantly. _

 [—=—ow—row—1 think he Fot ghut up in a box-room,
somehow,’” said Bunter. “ Yow! T think the key must have
got turped in the lock on the outside, somehow. Yoop !"

The jariora looked aghast.

“Dio you mean to say that you've shut Bull up in a box-
room, and he's been there sl the alterncon?’ exclaimed
Harry Wharton. ; _

“I—I didn't exactly shut him up. T—=T made = little joke
asbout a concertina having come for him, and he went to the
box-réom to look for it. I—I just turned the key for a lark,
you know! Ow " wailed Billy Bunter.

“1 won't lick vou,” said Harry Wharton. * Bull will do
that fast enough! Let's get back to Greyiriars, vou [ellows,
and lgt Bull out. We can go down to the post-office another
time."

“ Right you are!"

And the chums of the Remove walked back to the school.
Billy Bunter saccompanied them, in fear and trembiing.
Bunter zeldom looked shead, and he would play the most
outrapeous tricks without considering the consequences. But
the oear p ect of John Bull's release fram the hox-room
madae him realisa that thera was trouble in stora, After thres
or four hours in the hox-room John Bull waa likely to be
what Bunter called “waﬁ{." And the looks of the chums
of the Bemove showed Billy Bunter plainly enough that he
had no help to expect from them.

“Tt's fair winnings.”

“There's over five

I've been having some

_h—_-.—.'

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Two of Them.

BAMP—tramp—framp!
The stoady march of footsteps to and fro greeted
Harry Wharton's ears as he came up the stairs to the
top box-room.
“ He's thera ! he exclaimed.
Bob Cherry chuckled.
“My hat! He will be rattyl Where's Bunter? Buanter!"
But Billy Bunter was gona. The fat junior intended to
zive John Bull & wide berth as long as ho possibly could.
Harry Wharton unlocked the door of the box-room.
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There was an exclamation from within.

** Bunter! You young—— Oh, it's you, Wharton!"

Wharton looked into the room. Bull had long age given
up the idea of getting out till he was released by someons
from outside. He had been tramping to and fro to keep
himself warm,

** How long have you been here?’ asked Harvy.

" Bince about half-past two,” said Bull quietly. ** Bunter
tricked me into coming here, and then locked me in. I
wasn't able bo go to the station to meet my cousin, Do you
know whether %rane has arrived at Greyfriars !

‘“ He arrived in Friazrdale.”

** Have you seen him ™

Y Yes."

** He 1s0't at the school?

Wharton shook his head. He felt a little awkward about
tho oxplanation he had to give to John Bull. It was not
pleasant o bave to explain to a fellow that his cousin was
n gambling blackguard, and that he had lured s Greyfriars
junior into a disreputable public-house to play cards there.

ut John Bull would have to know about the Bunter story.

“ What's happened?’ =aid John Bull, in hiz direct way.
He ecould see %:,- Wharton's lock that there was something
to tell

“ Bunter met your cousin at the station—=="

“Y,)'Js:wr:! Bunter did?”’ .

“¥es. He made Mr. Crane believe that he was Bulli—
was you, you know—and Crane believed it."

John Bull gave a long whistle. :

“The young sweep! That's why he locked me in here,
then. Ind he get any money out of Crane? I shall have
to make it good. ¥ suppose his object was to borrow money.™

“ Ho pot a treat out of him at Uncle Clegg’s,’ said Bob
Cherry.  ** And then—""

Bob paused.

“Well, what then?” asked Bull

“ Bettar tell him,"' 'said Nugent.

“ The betterfulness is terrific!" )

“ Hang it all, what's the matter?’ exclaimcd John Ball,
“What are vou so jolly mysteriouz about?”

“ el I!E.-.tdly fike to tell you,” =said Wharton; * but
vou'll soon know, anyway. Lumcas Crane took Bunter into
the Cross Keys."”

“ My hatt”

“ He made him play cards for moncy, and then somehow
he found out that Bunter wasn't his cousin, and he tried to
get back the money Bunter had won. He was chasing Bunter
up thoe lane when we met them, and stopped him. 1'm afraid
we'va been a bit rough with your cousin, Bull, but—waell,
it coulda’t be helped.”

Buil's face grew very grave,

“I'm not exactly surprised to hear that about Crane”
he said. *“*I've heard some things about him: buet he must
be an awfully reckless sss to think of letting a kid pamble
with him. And he thought Bunter was me?”

“Yes," said Harry. "It looks to me—if you don’t mind
my saying so—that your cousin is u rotter, and he wanted
to lead you into his own ways. You know best what his
motive may have been.”

John Bull nodded.

“But I suppose this is certain ¥’ he asked. “ You know
what Bunter is—you can't believe a word he says."

“Crane did not deny having gambled with him, and he
was chasing Bunter to get buck the money. It's pretty clear
that Bunter had been allowed to win—bo draw lim on, of
course. We made him give the money back.”

“Where's Bunter now?’ asked Bull abruptly. .

“ About as far as he can get from vou,” said Bob Cherry,
with & chuckle. * T last saw him in the Close.”

“I must find him. Thank you, chaps, for letting me out.”

John Bull descended the stairs.

The Famous Four followed him more slowly.

T shouldn't care to be Bunter when Bull drops on him,"
grinned Nugent. ; _ _

I fancy Baull is thinking more about his pousin than about
Bunter,” said Harry thoughtiully. “'It's a curiouz thing!
This man Crane seems to have come down to the school for
the special purpose of getting Johnny Bull into trouble. Not
that Bull would have gone into the Cross Keys and gambled
—he's too decent for that.”

“1 can't understand it! The manr's his relation, and I
suppose he must have some regard for him, or he wouldn't
come and see him,” Bob Cherry said, with a puzzled look.
“Ho must be mad to think of leading a mere kid into
temptation like that."”

“It's amazing, unless——

Hnless what?'

“Unless Crane wasn't scting from mere wicked careless-
ness.  He may have had a desp motive. His lotting Bunter
win—that must have been intentional. Bunter is too big
& dufler to win unless he were allowed.”

¥
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“ But surcly & chap couldn’t want fo lead his own relation
into bad ways!™ ; .

" Unless thers was something at stake. It might be that
e wants to disprace Bull with his aunt. It may be a question
of Aunt Tabitha's money.” ) )

“My hat! He must be an awful scoundrel if that's the
case, " _

“Well, he doesu’t look a decent man.”

“ Quite right; he doesn’t.” , )

“71 puess you're chewing something over,”” said a cheery,
nasal voice, as the chums of the Remove eame out of the
School House. ** Anything wrong?”’ 5

“Oh, we're all rigtd;\, Fish " said Wharton, with a nod to
tha Yankee schoolboy. Fisher T. Fish was never slow to
““chip in" to & conversation. He had a really American ifea
that private affairs ought not to be allowed to exist -

“1 guess I could have showed you something at footer,’™
said Fish, **But you're afraid of being shown up, eh?”’

Harry Wharton lauerhed.

“You've shown us that you can't play already.” he ve-

¥

merked. *‘What clse do you want to show us, Fishy?

The American junior smifed. _

“T guess we can lay over anything you can do, over
there,”” he said. * Play footer, shoot, swim, cycle, ride—"’

“ And swank ! roared Bob Cherry. * Ha, ba, ha!”

"IIH“%E—'_“_” ; y ;

“Well, we've seen you walk and play focter,” said Bob
Cherry. “ We've never seen you ride yet. 1 suppose you
can {ia;?tﬁ anything on four legs—anything from a ravehorse to
a sola ;

“T guess there's no horseflesh in this country I ean’t yide,”
gaid Fisher T, Fish. “ If vou heve got any critter, trot him
out._ I'll ride him—some!” ) ) ,

“T'Il take you on,” said Bob Chervy, with a grin. Il
find the eritter if you'll ride him.” ) o

“¥ guess I'm on! What's the critter, and where is he™
said Fish carelessly. . )

“It's Farmer Dobb's domkey, Fish,” he said. **Bui X
advise you not to try. He's a very vicious broie.”

“8o! Guess I will, though! I once rode o Lob-tatled mule
that bucked like a switchback in eruption——"

“Oh, ring off tall stories!” said Bob Cherry. " Lel's sco
you do something, We've heard you talk. It might be like
your walk from the station, you know.” :

“Yes" said Harry Wharton quietly. “ You licked us
hollow, in talk, But we licked you off the earth when it came
to walking.”’

The juniors, used as they were now to Fisher T. Fish, did
not expect him to take this so easily. But he did.

“ Bay, w'tilem's the bose mule? Jevver get Jleft?' he
retorted airily.

“Oh, yes, 151’1&113- a time !’ said Bob Cherry sweetly. * When
we leave an American chap on the road to coll., for instance,
because he couldn’t stay the pace.”

But Fisher T. Fish was as thick-skinned as he was sharp-
witted. He appeared not to notice the laughter that followed
Bob Chervy's sally. _ .

“ Guess we'ro wasting time,” he said. ' Show me the old
hoss. Say, ﬁhat. Edﬂ waﬂ];ava on E-h]ﬂ mateh? I wouldn't like
to hurt the hoss for nothing—" ‘

“ We don't bet,” said Harry Wharton; *'and if you can’t
go on without 8 stake on the performance—" .

“ Nope ! interrupted Fisher T. Fish. * Your mistake,
Wharton, I ain't a circus, Guess I drum business, every
time. That's all. I'd go on with the lay, anrhow.”

Bob Cherry nodded as the American pointed to a turning
down the lane. The chums were laughing as they got neaver
end nearer to Farmer Dobb's field. Billy, the former’s
donkey, was an animal with a very bad past. No one about
tho district would have cared to attempt to ride him, and
Fisher T. Fish was likely to have s painful experience if he
atterapted if. .

"Til:at him?’ said the American youth to Bob Cherry, as
he caught sight of Billy, the donkey, in the feld. _

Bob Cherry grnnned. He knew that Billy always took
peoplo in by his appearance. The American lad was evidently
congratulating himself on an easy thing already.

“%}REH I've zeen & more dangerous mule in a tovshop,'™

be said confidently. “‘I lay that old hoss couldn’t zo unless
you put wheels on him.” ) ) _

“Palle, Fish!” said Frank Nugent szoftly. " Why don't
you begini" ..

* Yoy, vather "' shouted the juniors,

" Surely ! I wade wright in here, boys. Whip i the
mustang.’’ 2

u Weﬁ] T liko that ! said Harry Wharton, * Do you mean
that you want us to bring Bally to youi®”’

“You've gucssed it, my festive friend,”” replied Fisher T.
Fish., I want to sea just how much he can kick, We allow
that all unnecessary risks are taken by the other side.’”

The chums of the Removae were completely taken aback at
tha American junior's coolness. ] '

* A kick befors the show starts, ain't in my contract.
Don't stare at me, bovs! Vamoose, and lead up the engine.
I'm rea }&'I’
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The juniors were simply speechless at Fisher T. Fish's cool
NeEw P,

* ¥eu'll jolly well do the whele thing yourselfI" burat out
Hob Cherry. a little hotly. ' You spad you could ride the
hﬁﬁ& Duck up, or we'll chip you until you'll be sick of your-
zelf !

" Bravo, Bob!
mg

" Your mistake, sonnies!" said the Amcrican, as coolly as
ever. I amm’t afraid. Come on! Guess I'd be on if Billy
was a prizzly bear. Jevver get left?”

And without any more talk, Fisher T. Fish walked towards
the famous, or rather infamous, donkey., The chums of the
Remgve followed cautiously, Hatry Wharton leading.

“ Hallo, old hoss! Gee!" said Fisher T. Fish, as he ap-

proached Billy’s immediate vicinity.
_ Billy © ee&” _Lifting his haunches slightly in the air, he
intimated his dislike to company, so to speak. Then, stretch-
ing out his neck, lie greeted the American youth with a fear-
fully discordant bray. But Fisher T. Fish walked straight on.
All donkeys were alike to him apparently,

“* He's & song-and-dance artiste, sonnies!"? was il he =aid.
“ But guess I'll take him on. Come on, mule '

. 'The last remark was accompanied by the American lad hald-
ing out his hand to BIIE;, And Billy, accepting the invita-

Come on, Swank! Get on with the wash-

tion, rushed at the hand with all his testh showing. But
Fisher T. Fish was ready. The chums were electrified as they
saw the American leap nimbly on one side. Flinging his arm
around Billy's neck, he cau it the donkey above the fetlock

with his boot. Down came Billy's arched back in an instant,
and Fisher T. Fish, seizing hiz advantage, vaulted ncatly upon
the donkey's back.

" Brave!" cried Harry Wharton & Co.  ** Well done, Fishy !
Ride it out! Btick to him ™

* Jevver get left, old hoss!" shouted Fish, in return.
“ Gee, boys! Ain't he a live wire?™
“* My hat! He does lock like a live wire, too. TWhat does

he feel hike, Fishy?™
“Ow! Bones!”
"“Ha, ha, ha 1"
“ Stick to him, Fishy ™
“Ow!l Yow! Yarooh|™
“ Ha, ha, ha!"

The Greyfriars juniors roared with laughter as the donkey
kicked up his heels, and Fisher T. Fish threw hiz arms wildly
round the animail's neck to hold on,

Fisher T. Fish may have been able to ride a quiet pony
with a saddle, but to ride that donkey barebacked was as
much as Harry Wharton could have done—if he could have
dono 1t.  Fisher T. Fish had no chance at all.

The donkey pranced to and fro, bucking and jumping, and
thﬁ .:Liimerma:jlﬁuntlr ?;E]dt.ﬂﬁ'fﬂ]r':ie“ lli:E]g.H " s

word ! ook ab him!" gasp ugent. ** He'
break 111’3 neck 1"’

“ Jump off, Fishy "' roared Bob Cherry.

“Ow! Yow! Grool”

Y Clear the line!™

“ Juinp off, Fishy "

* Ha, I]Jm, ha ™

Fish did not venture to jump off. He would have had &
nasty fall if he had done so.  But it was almost as bad to stay
on. The donkey was rearing and jumping at a terrific rate.
and Filﬂh was bumped and bounced dill lis very toeth seemed
to rattle,

Huddenly Billy the donkey made for the gate, which had
been left cpen. He dashed out into the lsne, with Fisher T.
¥ish still chnging wildly to his back.

“ My hat!” gasped Wharton, * IHe's off I”?

“ No—he's still on!" .

“ I mean the donkey—he's off ! Dobb will make a row.”

“ Ha, ha, ha! He's heading for Greylriara!”

UMy word !

“ The wordiulness is terrific!”

The juniors dashed alter the donkey, and raced after him
down the lane. The donkey’s course would take him past the
gates of the scheol, and uniless he was stopped there, theve
was no telling where he might go. All England, really, lay
before him,

The juniors panted on his track.

Dutside the gates of Greyfriars they caught sight of several
juniors, and Wharton shouted a warning to them.

* Btop him I
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THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Frll in Plsh,
L1 TOP him "
“ Look out!"

* Btop the donkey!"™ L
Bulstrode and Mark Linley rushed out into the road
to stop the donkey. Billy the donkey came to a halt.

He out a most unmusical bray, and backed away from
the juniors, Then he caught the footsteps of the pursuers,
and blinked round at them. Fisher T. Fish was clinging
wildly to his back. Fish's jacket had burst, his collar had
“bean torn out, his cap was gone, his hair was a towsled mass.
He was coversd with haira from the donkey, and pouring
with perspiration, cold day as it was. Never had the juniors
seen Fisher T. Fish in so deplorable a condition. ‘

But ha still clu frantically to the prancing, bucki
donkey. The road looked too hard and uncomforfable te fa
upon.

(1] 'G'Tﬂl:l -!TI‘

* Blide !EE "

‘““Ha_  ha, ha !

“ Collar him, Linley!™

Billy the donkey made an attempt to prance past the gates,
Linley made a catch at him, and he backed away, snorting.
Wharton ran at him on the other side. The donkey snorted
again, and lashed out with his heels. Then he backed into
tho gateway of Greyfriars, and there was a shout frown tho

p himt"

" Great Bcott!™

" Collar the beast !’

They rushed in after the donkey. But the beast Hung _u.F
his heels and dashed off across the Close.  Fisher T. IMish
clinging wildly to his neck., There was a roar.

“g{.-cnl: cutt"

“ Ha, h:;hhu.!" .

“ Tt's Fish—Fish showing us how they ride over there!"

al Hﬂ-u. hﬂq. h-ﬂ- P .

But Fisher T. Fish was insensibde to jeers. Ile would liave
given all the dollars his * pepper” had made by canning
mysterious things in Chicago, to be safely off the back of that
dreadful donkey. 3

The donkey seemed tireless. Ile pranced and bucked
round the Close, and even looked into the School House.
Wingate of the Sixth made a clutch at him thers, end Billy
decided to eeek other quarbers. _

With a yelling crowd of juniors on his track, he careered
round the Close. The whole school entered into the chase
with great glee and cxcitement. It was not often that any-
thing so thrilling as this heppened at Greyfriars,

Buat the more the juniors chased and shouted, the mora
searad and excited the donkey became, and the harder to
catch. He was rounded in at last ageinet the little gato
leading to the Head's garden, but he bum it open.
Th:im was & yell of dismay as he trampled into the
garden.

For the Head's garden was sacred. Prefects walked thera
sometimes, feeling awfully select. Juniors, and certainly
donkeys, were barred. But Billy the donkey seemed to have
no mors respect for the garden than if it belonged to Trotter,
the boots, instead of the Head of Greyfriara.

““ My hat! He's in the Head's garden!”

 fle'll squash the Howera!" )

“ The squashfulness will be terrific.”

* Faith, and there'll be & row1”

(1] gt{:?;r h}?-l“ll!"

& i 1m 1!]-

“ Hurrah!"

A crowd of fellows rushed into the parden alfter the dﬂnh{.
Billy the donkey carcered round the paths among the shrub-
baries at a spanking speed. It was really an exciting nide if
Fishor T. Fish had been in a position to enjoy it _

But he wasn't. Sprawling over the donkey’s back, holding
on with an anguished clutch to his neck, was not exactly
anjoyabie. . _

‘“* Oh, help!"’ panted [isher T. Fish. ' Help! Yow! I'im
falling! Oh, Jerusalen! Ow 1™

“aﬁn, ha, ha !

“Dear me! What 15 that?"

It was tha Head of Groyvinars who uttered the exclamation.
The Head had stepped ovt of the French windows upon his
lawn with a book under hiz arm. Thoe Head had a habit of
walliing up and down the secluded shrabbery paths, with a
book, when he was studying. But as he stepped out of the
House, the tramgx;ng of Billy the donkey startled him out
of his studiows abstraction.

* Dear me! Whal—oh '—extraordinary " i

The Head stared blankly as the donkey came charging
towards ham.
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Billy the donkey was too excited to see him for the moment.
The ﬁe&d wae too astounded to move.

Tt looked as if he would be charged down, but forlunately
the donkey perceived him in the way, and halted at the last
moment. )

The halt was so sudden that Figh's hold was torn loose,
and the American junior was shot over the donkey’s head, and
fell at the fest of ir. Locke, with & bump. ;

The donkey threw up his heels and careered away, leaving
the American junior sprawling at the feet of the doctor,

ing.
i DE! Yow! Yarooh!"
id Bn:r.r i!l

“Yoop! Whoop! Oh!

“ Fish 1"

“ Groo!"”

“ What dooes this moan?’ thundered tho Head., ' Bog!
Fish! Boy! How dare you, sir, ride that—that animal in
my garden, sic?™

“ Yarcop !

“* Fishl1 Boy!”

Fisher T. Fish staggered up. Ile put up his hand to raize
his cap to the Head, but hiz cap was pone.

He blinked dazedly at the Head.

** I guesz I slipped up on that, sir!™

** How dare you, Fish!"

“I couldn’t help it, sir.
awing to having no bridle.
buck-jumpers over there"

* I ghe——"t

“ I'm sorry he brought me in here, siv.”

“0Oh!" gaid the Head, his [ace clearing.
enter the garden on purpose?"’

“"MNope, sic?"’

“ You should not have attempted to rvide that animal.” said
thE a‘!ﬂa%* “ You will take 2 hundved lines for doing s0."

ep !

“ Mow, go at once,”

“ Certainly, siv,"” zaid Fisher T. Fish cheerfully.
already recovered hie cheerfulniss.
parden with his usuel jaunty manner.

Cutsido a crowd of grinning juriors surrounded him,

“*Where's that critter?’ demanded Fish.

“Gone! He's bolted!”

** I guess his owner will want to know:"

* Oh, he'll po back to his field " said Wharton,
gmnﬁ to rida lim again!™

“ Ha, ha, ha "

“I guess not. You see, JI—I—"'

“ Yes, we soc!” roared the juniors.

&1 I EU-E'EE"'—”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“I reckon M

““Ha, ha, ha!"” roared the juniors.

And Fisher T. Fish was fairly laughed out of court. Ha
walked off as jauntily as ever, quite unruffled by his absurd
failure ; and within ten minutes he was telling somebody how
he had ridden in steeplechases, and won over therel

with me. It was
to rida the witdest

Ee ran awa
1 always u

“You did not

He Lad
He walited out of the

“ Are you

" "You ean't nda ™

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Gets Hls Due.

“ Ow "
* Bunter I
“I'm not here! I--I mean I'm il!"
John Bull -knoocked at the study door—not a Ioud knoels,
but a hard, determmined one. Bull meant to get into that

study.
Bunter had a study to himself in

¢ B UNTER "

It was Bunter's study.
the Remove passags now, a little room where there really
waz room for two, but nohody showed any desire to sharve
it with Bunter. Bunter had shared several studies in the
Remove, but when he ceased to tenant & study, he was nover
asked to return. Fellows who had tiffs with their stody-
mates sometimes chaneed, and then changed back., Bil
Bunter was never allowed an opportunity of changing back.

“(pen the door, Bunter ™

“1 can't !

“Why not

“Tt's locked I

“ Unlock it, then, vou fut duffert*

“1 cant! I—I—Tve lost the key!"™

“Daon’t tall lies, Bunter,” said John Bull quietly.

“0Oh, really, Bull—="

“ Look here, Bunier,” satd John Buall, through the key-
hole, * you can’t stay locked up tn your atudy for ever,
Eﬁ-ﬁﬁ.s;”l’m not going to hek you™
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“ 1 won't lick you if-yeu tell mo the exact truth about what
happened between you and my cousin, The exact truth,
mind.’ I

“I—I'm sure I've no objection to telling you,” eaid
Bunter. *‘ Your cousin tre me very v, and if you
feel inclined to make any little compensation—"

L) the door ™
or b Ho Lknew that he could trust. to

Bunter cpened the door.
John Bull's word. ;

The sturdy junior entered the study. Hia face was very
eerious, but not angry. He bad reason enough to be angry,
but he did not look =9, .

i I—1 say, Bull,”’ said Bunter nervously, ¥ I—I'm mncarfalﬁ
sorty, you know. It—it was only & lark. I—T really thio
the fellows cught to buy you a new concertins, and—""

' Tell me what hnp?enad ‘to-day.”

“I—I'm feeling & little faint,” Bunter remarked. “I—1
think we might be able to talk better in the tuckshop,
porhaps.' i
: Jrislh?f Eugdiu}nlq the fat junior by the collar and shook hum
tiil ho roared.

“ Now, then,” said Bull, dropping bim into & chair, * tell
ma ﬂxﬂ.nf:_!j' what happened to-day, or you'll get squashed.”

T I

v !

“Go on, I tell you!” :

And Bunter blurted out the story. Jobn Bull ] ed
attentively. It was easy for so keen a lad to see where
Bunter strayed from truth to faleehood, and to distinguish
ihe falsa from tho true.

" ““That will do,”” he said, when he had heard the whole
story. “ You wera a mean cad to play such a trick, end to
enter the Cross Keys at sll.” ) )

Tt was that chap's fault. I—I really went in to persuade
him not to gamble, and—" :

Bull went to the door. _ )

“I—I say,” said Billy Bunter, "I suppose you're going
to compensete me for the money Wharton made me give
your cousin.’” ] :

John Bull left the study without replying.

‘* Beast !"" murmured Bunter. _

But he was very glad, upon the whole, to have got off
without a licking. He had certainly deserved one.

John Bull went downstairs. There was a sombre shade
upon his face. Home of the juniors, as they saw it, grinned.

Bull was thinking of his cousin, and of what his conduct
might mean; but the genera! impression was that he was
thinking of his concertina. Since Bull had lost that instru-
ment ¢f torture, he had been like Rachel—he refused to be
Ehumiurted. But as it happened, Bull was not thinking of

atk now. '

His cousin had not srrived at Giﬁvfriam Why had Crane
not come? Since he had discovered the deception that had
been practised on him, he must guess that the real John
Bull had been detained somehow from meeting him at the
station. Why did he not come to the school?

If Bull wanted to see him, he did noet know where to look
for him now, unleas, indeed, he went to the Cross Keys 1n
Friardale to visit him. ! ‘ _

Why did he not come? It was evidently & guilty conscience
that prevented him. He had intended to lead John Bull
inte temptation. Believing that the fat, greedy Owl of the
Remove was Bull, he had shown his hand too soon. Now
he had given his game away ﬂmuplatalfy, and Bull was on his
guard. There would be no chance of deceiving the junior
of gradually leading him astray His hand was shown, an
John Bull knew what to expect.

That was why Crane did not come. He probably did not
km:swh_wha.t- to do, what to say to his real cousin when he
et Mm.

Bull thought it out, and wrinkled his brows over if. Bull
was a keen fellow, he knew the competition there was
ammong Aunt Tabitha's relatives for places in her will, Ha
could not help the suspicion forcing itself into his mind that
Lucas Crane ﬁad deliberately intended to canse him to enter
into disgraceful pursuits, for the zake of doing him injury
with Miss Tabitha.

Bull smiled grimly at the thought.

He was the last follow in the world to be led into such
conduct; and now that he was forewarned, Urane’s task
vould be more difficult than ever. ; )

“I wish 1T bhad a concertina,” he muttered. I can think
things out ever so much better when 1'm playing.” :

“ Hallo, halle, halle 1" exclaimed Bob Cherry, slapping him
an the back * What's that about & concertina?”

“Ow! Don't be an ass!™

a %au don’t mean to say you've got ancther, ehi"

" No, ass.”’

“Can't be did, you know. It would be cruclty to sntmals.”

“ Ok, rats!” said John Bull o i

Ha walked away with his hands in hizs pockets, leaving
Rob Cherry grinning. As he passed the tu-r;'l-:sh;g), a fat form
detachod itsolf fromy the wall, and relled towards him.

“71 say, Bull—"?

“ (Oh, shut up, Bunter ! o o

“Put 1 say, it's important,” zaid the fat junior, blinking
at him. “ It's ahoul that cousin of yours.'
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., Che “ilaguet”  on |
Bull started. | :

" Vou haven't seen him again, Bunter?'' he exclaimed.

“0Oh, no! Look here, he owes me five pounds—"

“ Oh, ring,off 1"

“T don’t see why I should ‘be done out of five ?ounda.
You're rolling in money. I know you've gobt lots of bank.
notes.” ;

“ And I'm going to keep them,” said John Bull grimly.

oWell, T'IL tell you what I'll do,”” sajd Bunter, with an
air of great Irapknesm. “T'll take five pounds from you as
a loan, and repay it out of some postal-orders I'm expecting
this week." :

* Fathead !"

“ Oh, really, Bull!
to-morrow MOTMING ;
mine." ]

“Oh,- cheese it 1" .. ]

John Bull swung away, but tho fat junior broke into a
trot and ran beside him. He puffed panted to keep up
with Bull's vigoroms strides. Bull was trying to shake the
fat jumior off ; but Bunter was not easily shaken.

T say, Bull, look hers! Gimmo two-pound-ten, and we'll
pall it oven. I don’t mind helping your relations a little, but
pect me to hand out fivers to them.”

you can't ex

Bull did not reply.. .

“ I only went what’s fair,” said Bunter. * Give me what's
dua to me, and I jolly well won't ask you for anything else."

John Bull stopped and faced him.

“ You want what's due to you?" he asked.

“Yes, certainly. I don’t see why I shouldn't have m
due,” said Billy Bunter, blinking at Him. “I'm sure

desorve it."

The postal-orders can’t be Inter than
they're from some titled friends of

“I know you do, and I'm quite willing to give it to you,™
HMEJ!;DI::P ull, * Where will you have it?’lﬂ
ik ?

¢ Whare will you have it?"” demanded Bull
# J—I don't understand.” :
“You want me to give you your <due. Here you are
Bull’a right shot out, and his kouckles crashed on Bunter's

1o
L

.chin. The fat junior gave s fearful yell, and sat down with

a bump on the ground. John Bull walked away with his
hands 1 hiz pockets, whistling. . -

Billy Bunter sat up and gasped. He adjusied his
tncles, which had elid down his fat little nose, and sno

“ Beast "’ he murmured. .

And for some minutes Billy Bunter sat there, rubbing his
f{at chin, and sincerely wishing that he had not received his

ne.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Melodious !

o Y hat! Bull does look down in the mouth!"” ssid
M Frank Nugent. ‘‘He's goinz sbout the coll. like
Shakespeare’'s ‘ mood ane,” since that rotben
concertima of his was <done in.”
“Berve the beggar right,” said Bob Cherry. '‘He ncarly
drove us dotgy with it."”
““ Well, I suppose be did,” agresd Harry Wharton. ** Bul
it doez seem & pity the fathesd couldn't see that what be

took for music was only a fearful row."
““Bull iz a

“ Yos, rather ' said Bob Cherry. name
in musical annale, I've hearnd the governor say. Bré Was
a chap named Ole Bull whe used to do vory decent things
on the fddle once. But the row our John Bull made bere
was enough to earn the desth sentence for him,"

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent laughed,

- *“Halle," said Nugent, '’ there’s Alonzo !

Alonzo was apparently out of earshot. As a matier of fact,
he had just canght the tail énd of Bob Cherry’s romarks.
He, too, was thinking that John Bull, to use & populsr ex-

ression, was not logking very rosy.
Fﬁlanm Wag SOrry [m_g Bull. ila guite understood thas
Bull’s concertina playing was a fiting torture for a revi
Inquisition. But it was his ides that people ought to bear
with one another, and as he had Ff;ut more ** concertina '’ than
anyone, being Bull's study.mate, he thought the other fellowa
mipht have done the same. .

 Besides,” he said to himself, * Bull's getting on my
nerves. L must do something to comiort him, because my
Unele Benjamin would certainly like me to take the part
of a fellow in distress.”

And Alonzo turned the matter over as he want.

He must do something for Bull, he was convinced. Bud
what? Visions of & leed presented themssives. But he
reflected that it would hardly be a novelty to Bull. It would
have been all right for a fellow like Bunter.

“ But with Buoll it's quite another thing,”" he muscd. "It
must be that he suffers from lack of opportunity to give
expression to his soul.™ 9

landid, Long, Complete Tale of tha Chumms
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Alonzo's thoughts in that direction soon stopped. He
remembered the awful effect Bull's concertine had on the
chums of the Remove. Bull's * expression of soul” had
Eﬁltﬂd in them jumping on the concertina, and nearly on

“And yet,"” thought Alonzo, * Unclo Benjamin used to
impress upon me that music had power to soothe the savage

mt‘_?l

But he could not hit on the thing to do for Bull

Alonzo thought of buying Bull some chocoldtes, Bubt he
spon forsook that idea, pll was a boy with almost un-
limited pocket-monoy, and probably sick of all sorts of
sweets.

Then he came across Bulstrode, Skinner, Ogilvy, and one
or two other juniora grinning as Bulstrode enlarged on some-
thing that had recently oocourred. Alonzo caught the word
conoertina. Then he started as he heard Bulstrode laughing
over what might occur if Bull pot ancother conoertina.

*“Dear me,” thought Alonzo, * how stupid of me not to
think of it!"

Alonzo was wishing most earnestly that they would not see
him and detain him. The idea had come to him at last. He
got out of their sight as quickly as he could, Once indoors he
gavo himseli up to reflection. o

" Yes," he thought, * my Uncle Benjamin.would be proud
of me, I'm sure. Poor Bull is really very disconsolate, But
1 thila:’k if I buy him another concertina, he'll buck up like
anything." )

And Alonzo's face was the very picture of happiness as he
reflacted on his new resoclve. ] ]

He strode along like a giant refreshed with wine.

“¥os," he concluded, “T'll do it. It ia plain to anyone
that music is food for tEﬁ mind to Bull. I'l go down to the
village at onco.” ]

And Alonzo Todd did. _ _

Slipping up to his study, he got into his overcoat.

T set out for the village with s face as happy as summer.

He counted up hiz money, and concluded that he could
afford it. Alonzo’s ides of an instrument for Bull's exprossion
of soul was something for half-a-crown.

* Splendid,”” he muttered, "I find I could even go to &
Littls more, if necessary.”” )

'Which was fortunate. The music-dealer had heard of
Alonzo. He had oot the least idea of letting him off so
cheaply. .

‘Arrived at the shop, Alonzo selected the most expensive one
in the window, which had no price marked on if. He
entered, explained that he really wanted a good one, had
made up his mind to two and six,-but in view of the beauties
of the one exhibited would %u to three and six,

“Will you pay for it weekly, or take it on the thirty-three
years nystem, sir?” said the music-dealer, with soft sarcasm.

The coin dropped from Alonzo's hand. He had always
regarded concertinas as very cheap things. -

“That one's thirty shillings. I szell those they put n
stockings at Chnstmas-time tor hall-a-crown,” continved the
dealer, with a smile. * How's this?" ‘

Alonzo looked at the one he proffered. It was certainly
very nice. Bub he had set his heart on the other. Bull
ghould bo comiorted properly, ho had thought. But how
could he go to thirty shillings? i i o

“ Baven and six,” said the man, oxceuting a hightning-like
acale on the instrument. L

Alonzo’s face was & picture. The rippling notes sounded
like o silvery laugh after Bull's mournful squeaking. His
mind was made up In & moment., :

“Phank you,” he said. * That will do _nmeli._”

And two mmnutes later Alenzo started his homeward
journey, carrying a German concertina worth exactly half-a-
CIOW L.

“ What & much better one than poor Bull had before,” ha
thought, in his Fﬂnd-naturﬁri way. ‘“The fellows will bo
guite pleased with Ball this time.”

Which showed clearly that Alonzo was no person to judge
#he signs of the times.

In the comparative soclusion of his study Todd untied his
parcel and surveyed his purchase with delight.  Strong
temptation came upon him to play it.  That tould be a
gplendid way of showing the chums, if they ware within
hearing, that all concertinas were not alike. But he forbore.
It would not do to have Bull's * comforter” jumped on like
its predecessor—not before Alonzo had made the presentation,
ADyWay.

“1'N leave a little note of explanation, and Bull shall ro-
joice to find it on the table,” he said.

And as good as his word, Alonzo tock pen and paper and
did =o.

“With every good wizsh that this will soothe your sorrow
and fill up the aching veid. From a friend,” he wrote,

Ho walked away to the door. But the impulse to try just
one noto on 1t was too strong.
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Alonzo turned back, pressed the wind-key, jarked the in-
strument backwards and forwsrds, and, ni{ courge, got no
sound from it. Great goodness, had the dealer done him,
after all'l Then the memory of Bull playing on the * wind-
key " of the old one for an i;our before he found out what it
was for flashed through his mipd. Pressing one of the other
keys, he elicited one tiny squeak, Then he went away Hushed
with pleasure.

Shakespeare has told us that “ Orpheus with his lute mads
trees, and the mountain tops the} freeze” do some wonderful
things. But what about the magic powers of Bdll and a
cheap German concertina In the w hed ?

Ten minutes after Alonzo had left the study, Bull had
cpme. Hardly able to believe his eyes, he pounced on the
new ooncerting like a cat on a bird, To play in the stud
would be fatal—to the compertina. And away went Bull wi
a lump wnder his coat.

Then did a doleful strain Boat over the guadrangle. .It
reminded one of Hiawatha's lo, *Bweeping westward
wild and woeful."” The chums of the Bemove were puzzled,

Surely Bull had not had the cheek to "' start ahother,” But
thewe could be no doubt thas the mournful moaning was of
Bull's making. They knew the * brand.”

' *"The cheeky lunatic?' said Bob Cherry indignantly, *It's
sim awiful! The cheek's s awiul as tha muaint

f"Yes, rather!” agreed Frank Nugeat. “I've a good
mind to make Bull eat the thing when we do find him.*

Harry Wharton laughed. But the search for Bull was not
50 oasy. - They could tell by the “row " that he was not up
in his study. But where was he!? Suddenly a gust of wind
blew the sound right at them, so to speak.

Then it dawneég on them all at once, and a wild rush was
made for the woodshed.

f*Now, then,” cried Frank Nugent, “chuck it!
hear t'”

But Bull heard nothing but his own playing, apparently.
In any case; he had taken the precaution to bar the door
with ohunks of {

All notes were alike {o Bull, and the dismal droning of
his comcertina continued. Harry Wharton hammered on the

DMyou

door.,

“Hguak! squak !" went the concertina.

“Come on!" said Nugent. *It's no use, I suppose? We
cap"ﬁ Smk the door down. Let's got away from that awful
ring ¥ -

& Apnd the chums, stopping their sars, rushed away.
“l_?;r&nt chapeau of my ?‘al:.har P eried Bob phﬂr.l'jr as ﬂm-';
got in the study passage. ** What's that lunatic doiog there?”

Alonzo Todd was bent double, his ear to the keyhole, at his
own study-door. _ -

“OUJh 1" he said, holdisg up & warning finger as the chums
approached.

oy stared at Alonzo. He was too comic for anything.
hat on carth was doing?

“'3h!"” he said agein. “I'm waiting for him to begin.”

“Begin! Who?" exclaimed Nugent.

“Buyll, Nugent,” he said, ' Thanks to the munificence of
rmy Uncle Benjamin, I have been able to provide poor Bull
with the means of restoring his fallen spirifs—"'

Alonzo Todd wasn't allowed to get any farther. Like a
flash the chums of the Remove saw how their new trouble
fiad originated. With one acoord they seized Alonzo, and
catapulted him to the head of the stairs. Then they rolled
and bumped him to the bobbtom.

Alonzo Todd pulled up on the mat at the foot of the slairs,
minus his ceollar, some hair, and looking generally liko a
golliwog after a rough experience in the nursery.

“Ow! Yow!” he gasped. “ Oh, whatever would my
Unols Benjamin say! Ow]"

**Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ow! I am considerably hurt, and very breathless| Ow!
My Uncla Benjamin would be shocked, not to say dis-

us [

But Harry Wharton & Co. moved off without waiting to
hear any more about Uncle Benjamin.

g

THE SEYENTLEENTH CHAPTER.

The Tempter!
o SOHNNY I
John Bull started.
He was sitfing in his study, He had finished playing
the concertina, having ground away at that terrible
instrument till even he was satisfied, in his secura fortress in
the woodshed. No one had remained within earshot of the
woodshed, with the exception of Bull himself, whila the con-
cert was going on. Bull felt very much cheered up when he
finished, and he had hidden the concertina away in a securs
place. He knew that if any of the juniors found it, it would
bo fatal to the concertina.

New School Tals. Charles Hamllton, is I
lwwki PP:-lun.bn;u Hl;.'lf'l-n:u.r.



The sturdy jumor had gone into his study, and he was
sitting at his table when there was a tap at the door, and it
opened. John Bull was counting up some of the money his
sunt had so recklessly sent him. He did not know how much
he had left to within twenty pounds, so well was he supplied
with cash, i

1le looked reund quickly as the door opened, and a voice
gard ™' Johuny [

It was not an agreeable voice, though the speaker was doing
his best tfo make it very pleasant.

A man with an eyeglass screwed into ‘his eye, and a silk-
hat in his hand, and a cane under his arm, stood in the door-
way.

Bull rose to his feet.

“ Crane!” he exclaimed.

Lucas Crane nodded.

“Yes. You are Johnnyi™

*I am Joha Bull."” ]

“I have inquired for your study,” szaid Crane, "and a
master has directed me here, so I suppose there was no mis-
take this time. I have been taken 1mn In a most outrageous
manner by one of your echoolfellows.”

“Yes, I've heard nbout it. Come in and sit down,” =aid
Bull, pfating‘ a chair near the fire for s visitor. * It wes
Buntar."

“¥es, I think that was his name.”

“He's an awful cadger,” said Bull. “ He wanted to get
somﬂhing out of you. He locked me up in a box-reom, and
I couldn't get out to meet your train. I'm very sorry; but
after i-l.‘:l-u found Bunter out, I expected you to come up to

the echool.”

“Well, here I am,” said Crane. 1 had a little refresh-
ment in the village. I’'m very glad to see you, Johnny.”

“ Thank you,” said Bull.

He did not say he was glad to see his cousin. He was not
glad; and John Bull never told an untruth.

“You look very comfortable here,” zaid Crane, glancing
round,

" Yes, we're protty well fixed up, considering.”

“But I sup things are a little dull at times?’ Crane
suggested, with a keen glance at his cousin.

‘rane had placed his silk-hat on the table, and he had
stretched out his feat to the fire, nursing one koee with his
hands. He seemed to be guite at his ense; but, as a matter
of fact, he was very troubled inwardly.

“Dull?" said John Bull inguiringly.

“¥es. I mean, you get sick of lessons, and football, and
po on, and want a little change and excitement.”

“0Oh, I don’t know !

1 know I did when I was at school,” sald Crane. "I
used to get out sometimes, and have a really giddy time.
But I dare say you do the same.”

“1 don't "' sa1d Bull.

“MNo? Then you must be bored to death.”

“TI don't see why you should think so. Greylriars is a
splendid place, and the fellows are splendid. I dare say our
tastes differ,” said Bull quietly. * I've heard that you don’t
care for quiel pursuits.' oo .

“I hope you haven't formed any ;ﬂ;&]udme against me,”
gaid Crape. '*I should very much like to be on friendly
terms with you, Johnny.”” '

“I'm willing enough, and I don't know that I'm pre-
judiced,” said John Bull. ** But there's one matter I want
to gpeak to you about. That chap Bunter, who spoofed you
_fﬁm took him into a publicchowse and made him play
ca '

Crane drew a quick breath. He had been expecting this,
and it had come.

“The whole thing was only a joke,” he explaiped. 1
thought he waz you, of course, from the tale he told me"

“Then you would have made me gamble?”

“That 15 o harsh word. The fellow was cadging money
from me, and I let him win some money instead of- giving
it to him. Thinking he was you, I naturally was willing to

ive him a fip, don't you see? When I found out he had
seoei\r-ed me, I mada him return the money.”

John Bull's fuce cleared a little.

“ Then it was not really pambling ¥ he asked.

Crane laughed.

“{f courze not.'’

“I'm glad to hear you say so. I'm glad if you've come
down to sec mo for my own sake, Crane, but I couldn't do
soything of that sort; and if you were thinking of it, it would
be better for us to part, and not see cach other azain,” =zaid
John Bull, in his direct way. “ Nothing would induce me to

et mixed up with gambling and thet zort of thing, I think
it's blackguardly.”

Y Quite =0,” agreed Crane, “T'm glad to sce that you've
got such firm prineiples, Johony ™

Bull looked at him,

“ Very well,” he said.

Crane smiled agrmuhiir.

“My call has been left rather late, owing to DBunter's
raseabity,” he rowarked. I wanted to see something of you.
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TUESDAY!:

* That's all right, then”

P
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I've arranged to stay at Friardale over the night. Could you
gome out with me tomovrow afterncon, Johnny ¥

Bull looked doubtful.

“"It's classes as usual to-morrow alterncon,” he sand.

“I could get you leave from the Head, perhaps,’” Crane
suggested. “ I gm sure he would give leave if [ asked him.
1 was thinking we might have o car, and Eci:. round the
country & little, and get § fced out somewhere.’

Bull bnghtengd up. .

Such a prospect was naturally enticing cnough to a lad
who had no particular likimg for grinding Latin-in a class-
room. An extra hebday is generaliy welcome to any boy.

* Well, that would be ripping,” ho said,

“Then I’ speak to the Head.”

“Good! Shall I come and show you the way?"

“Tt's all right—I know it. I was shown in to the Head
when I arrived. I'll come back here aftor 1've seen bhim.”

“ Vory well,””

Crane left the study. He left his hat and stick and gloves
on the table. John Bull remained with a very thoughtful
gxpression on his face.

He did not trust Crape. He could not trust him. . Vet he
did not wish to be too hard upon the man, or to risk Judging
him too harshly.

The lad was thinking the matter over when geveral juniors
looked into the study. John Bull looked towurds the door-
way, and met the eves of Harry Wharton & Co.

“ Halle, halle, halle!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. ' We've
come to save you.'

“ What 2"

“We've come to save you,” said Nugent.

“The savefulness ia terrific,” murmured Hurrce Jamsct
Ram Singh, with a broad grin upon his dusky foaturcs.

“What on carth do you mean? What's the little gene,
Wharton ?"

Harry Wharton laughed.

“ We've come to save you,” he said.

* Look herg——"

“To save vyou from the giddy tempter," explained Nugcnt.
T see that Mephistopheles has left: his props bohind.™

And he nodded towards the het and stick and gloves oo
the table. Johp Bull coloured.

“ Arc you calling my cougin Mephistopholes i he demanded.

“ Exactly.”

““ Well, it's like your cheek !* _ _

“ My dear chap,” said Wharton, " it suils him to & T. He
15 & giddy Mephistopheles—the tempter to the life! You
know how he did Bunter in, thinking that Bunter was you.
That chap has come down to Greyiriars to initiate you into

d ways” -

“Why "

“ Beeause he's & rascal, T seppose. Sorry to call a relation
of yours fancy nemes, but you can sce it for yourself.”

Bull flushed more deeply.

“ You've speaking pretty plainly, Wharton.”

Wharton nodded.

“ Because I'm a chum of yours, and I wunt to prevent you
from being done in,” he said. “ You know what Crane did
with Bunter. DBunter would be expelled from the school if
the Head knew he had gambled gt the Cross Keys,"

“1 know that."

“ \Well, if it had been you instead of Bunter——"

“1 shouldo't have gone in."”

“But Crane wanted you to—his objeet was the same,
whether he sueceeeded or not. He wants to get you into that
way—nprobably for some rcason of Liz own. o may have
something to gain by disgracing you.  Suppose yaur aunt
were to disinherit you?™

“3he would—if T were expelled from Greyfriars for any-
thing of that sort.”

“ And then Crane mizht score 3

“ Possibly."

“Tt looks to me as if that's his object, then, What other
object could a prown man have in inducing a mere led to

ONE
FENMNY.
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take up such pursuits 97
“Y hardly know; he says it was roally & joke. I don't
want to think worse of him than I can help, But I shall

see.’

“ You've not qcﬁng oul, with him

“ Not to-day.’

“ Ta-morraw ¥

“Yes, I think s0.”

“Look here, Buall, you're playing the mddy gost, you
know. The man has shown as clearly as he possibly can
that he wmeans to lead vou inte mischief. Whatever hia
mative is docen’t matfer much; be wmeans misclief, That's
plain.’’

“The plainfulness is tervifie

“1 ean look afioe wvsell,” said Buall,

“Ratz ™

?IJ‘
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“ Bosh !"

“ The boshfulness is—"*

“Now, look here, you chaps' said John Bull.
much obliged to :.rﬁu for taking an interest in me.
can look after mysell.” ‘

Ta which the Famous Four replied in a kind of chorus:

* Rubhbish !" ]

Then they walked out of the study, leaving John Bull
looking half amused end half angry. In the passage the
chums of the Remove stopped. :

*The ass will run his head rtﬁht into the trap that bounder
tas ready for him," said Frank Nugent. * He cught to be
locked after.” ) _ ) o

“ The oughtfulness ia terrific, bitt what is the howfulness?

““ Look here,” said Wharton resolutely. * That scoundrel
has got to keep awsy from Greyfriars. IF Bull won't give
him the order of the boot, we'll make the place too hot.to
hold him."

“ Good egg !

And the
a plot.

&€ Ii‘m
But I

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
; Kind Attentions,
= ULL—my dear Bull—" .

Alonzo Todd put his head into Bull's atu
the pturdy junior was standing with his ha
pockets, and s wrinkle in his brow,

“ Hallo !™ said Bull, -

“Will vou do me & slight favour, Bull? Thoere 15 a large
package for me at the porter's lodge, and Wharton suggested
that vou might help me carey if in~—""'

“ Eh 1 hy can’t Wharton help you?” ; 5

““He seems very busy in his study. He was getting a jar
of treacle out of the cupboard, and so 1 suppose he 18 getfing
ready for somebody. He sugges ; ]

“I'm expecting my cousin,” Bull explasined. *DBut I
supposoe 1 can get away for a few minutes. All right.”

“"Thank you 50 mu *

“Oh, rats! Let's get & move on." .

Tho two juniors went down the passage to the stairs. As
they passed No..1 8tudy, Todd looked in.

“It'e all right, Wharton; Bull has kindly consented to
help me with the parcel.”

“ Right-ho " said Wharton,

“ You are sure the parcel is at the porter's ledgei”

“ Quite sure.” _
i, “It iz very odd that Gosling should not have carried it

ere.”’

“I know ho doesn’t moan to." .

“ But that is a distinot dereliction of duty on his part. My
Unele Benjamin-—=""

“0h, come on!" said Bull.

“ Oh, certainly, my dear Bull."”

And Todd went on.  The Famous Four grinned at one
another. ' There certainly was & parcel in the. porter’s 3
for Alonzo: Harry Wharton had taken one thers himasslf.
The parcel contained nothing but én old box packed with
disused rubbish, such as boots and old clothes. Wharton
had tipped Gosling = shilling to keep it there till Todd came
for it, and to delay Todd and Bull as long as posmble when
they came. The algmnu:mn Four wanted to get rid of John
Bull from the Remove passago for & few minutea.

“Ready,” said Harry Wharton.

i guite ready.” ; :

““The quitefulness in terrifio, my worthy chum,"

“Then come on !

The joniors hurried out of the study. The passage was
clear: John Bull had gone downstairs with Alonzo, and he
certainly could not return for some minutes at least.

 Coast's clear " grinned Nugent.

“Good! Hurry up!”

In & few seconds they were in Bull's study. Crane's hat,
stick, and gloves were still on the table, and his overcoat was
banging on the door. 'The Famous Four did not lose a
moment. They knew that Bull might be back any minute,

Wharton tilted his jar of treacle over the silk hat, letting
the sticky fluid HBow into the topper in a thick stroam.

. Nugent carefully filled up the fingers of the gloves with red
ink and gum.

Bob Chervy knelt before the fire, heatin
of the stick in the coals.
heat.

Huyrren JYamset Ram Singh, with a darmiog-needle and
rapid stitches, fastened up tho sleeves of the coat so that
Crane's hands would not come out when he tried to put the
soat oh.

Tho work wes quickly done.

The juniovs grinned glecfully as they worked.
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* That will be o nice, when the chap puts his hat on™
Wharton remarked. * Bweets to the sweet, you know."

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”’ ]

“1'm sure he'll ike these gloves,' axid Nugent. *They'ra
ripping—by gum !" '

e &, ha !

A the handle of this cane will give him a warm
recoption,” said Bob Cherry.

The juniors roared.

“The sleeves of the esteemed coat will also be warmfull
recephiful of the worthy beastly person,” remarked the Nabo
of Bhanipur.

Wharton glanced into the passage.

“ You chaps finished ¥ he ssked. * Ball may come in—""

“I'm fAnished.”

 Just a minute,’"" said Bob Cherry. *1 must make this
hot amugl,h to laat.”

“Cave!” muttered Nugent, looking out. “ Hcere he
comes "

“ John Bull "

Y Na; Crane" _

A '{lm o 1k ¥

Bob Cherry hastily laid the cane beside the hat on the
table, Heo carefully placed the head of the cane over the
edge of the table, a6 that it would not scorch the cover, and
hmmg the trick b7 a smell of burning. It i3 to be feared

that Bob Cherry was not thinking of the table.cover.
The four jumors quitted the study rather hurriedly. Crane
locked at-them as he oame up the passage, with a li’a.rlmn.ing

brow. He had not forgotten the wiolent encounter in Friar-
dale Lane.

But it was his oue to get on good terma, if he could, with
the friends of the lad he meant to make & victim of. He
foroed a smile to his face.

“Ah! Vou have been to see my cousin?” he remarked.

* Heo's not there,” said Wharton,

l:u‘“"?!’ thought he was waiting for me. You arc friends of
a3

““ Jolly good friends,” said Boeb Cherry.

“Then I hope you will be my fricnds ne well,” said Crane
agreesbly.

Wharton looked him steadily in the eyes.

“That's impossible,” he said. “We couldn’t be
friends, while you're trying to do harm to Johnny."

Crane changed colour,

““What de you mean?’ he exclaimed, beginning to bluster,
**What de you mean by =aying that I am attemnpting to do
my coutin harm? Ave you rad?"

“*You wanted to make him gamble with Banks, the hook-
maker, gt the Cross Keys,” said Wharton. * You took the
wrong chap in, but you meant it for Bull. You'd have got
him expelled if you'd had your way.”

* ¥You—you cheak; puppy———""

“Halle! What's the matter?’ exclaimed John Bull,
coming &long the passage. '

. “Only your friends have hoon amusing themselves by
inaulting me, that's all,” said Crane, _ :

* Just & little plein English,” #mid Bob Cherry cheerfully,

John Bull frowned.

** Look here, you chaps—"' ho began.

“0Oh, we're off I

The Famous Four walked away; and Bull went into his
study with Lucas Crana. Crane's face woas very dark.

“1hd you get leave from the Hoad?' asked Bull,

“Yes, I shall call for von at the school at half-past one
to-morrow—after you've had your dinner. You are allowed
tha afterncon.”

“Tood!" ssid Bull heartily.
“I'll be off now.” Crano stretched cubk his hand for his
cang,. ““I—— Oh! Ow! Yow! Yarcoh! ¥Yah! Oh!™
His fingers had closed on the handle of the cane. They
unclosed again with starbling rapidity. _ _
Crane dropped the cane, and fairly jumped inte the air,

yolling :
Ow'! Yarcoh! Groo! VYarooh!"™

your

Yo !

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Not Nice!
OQOHN BULL astared at his cousin in blank surprise. .
J [l.lucas Crane was sucking his hand, and fairly dancing
with pain.
i What on earth's the matter?” exclaimed Bull,

it I::H.I,I" II"P

“ What 18 187"

“Yow!"

““ What's happened ¥

it Yu.mr:-h !-r : . .

Crane stood, with & brow like thunder, licking his hand, A

chool . by Charles Hnm!ltmhri:ln
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rer, mark zhowed on the fingeis, but he - was mnot badiy
burtied. The chuns of the Remove wonld not really hava
hurt him, bad as thev believed he was, It was the shock
mora than anything clse that had made him vell out.

“The handle of the cane was kot I"" he growled.

“"Hot? The handlq_ of the cane?"

“Yes, If this is 2 joke of yours—-—

"1 suppose vou don't think I should treat a visitor in that
way ' said Bull. *'1 suppose that’s what those fellows were
doing here.”

Crane gritted bis tecth.

" Hang them!”

1 hope you'ra not badly burnt—-1"

“ Oh, never mind! It's nothing! Tl go now ™

Crane, with an angyy jerk, jammed his silk hat on his
head. The treacle flowed down at once upon his hair,
~ He gave a start as the stickiness clung to his hair, and
jerked the hat off again.

His hoir was running with treacle !

It volled down over his forchead and cheeks and the back
of hiz head, and r.-.hm& in sticky masses to his collar and tie.

He¢ passed hmis hand in amazement over his head, and it
canie away thick with treacle.

John Bull burst into an imvoluniary chuckle.

"By Jove " he exclaimed., * It's treacle ™

“"Treacle! Oh!"”

"I sav, I'm sorry! 1a, ha!

1t

Yery sorey !V

"The—the young hounds!" shouted Crane furiously.
“"T'Hl make them suffer for this! 1'm smothered! Yowl
It's running down my neck! Ow!"”

T IJ[I'.I SOYFY 1

“I—I— Yow! Groo! Oh!”

" Here, come along to the bath-voom, and get it washed
off I gasped Bull. *“It's horrid! 1'm sorry it happened |
I'll speak to those bounders about it.”

Crane, specchless with fury, followed him to a bath-room.

While he was washing the treacle off his head he was mur-
murinflthingx to himself, and Bull caught a few worde that
made his brow grow dark.

He made no remark, however. Ho could make allowances
for the state of fury Crane was in; but he liked the man
none the nore.

The Famous Four watched them go to the bath-voom, and
at the sight of Crane’s treaely head they roaved.

It was some time before the visitor was ¢leancd. Then he
monped his head dry, and at last returned to Bull's study.
His collar was sticky with treacle, and he had to borrow &
collur of Bull,

Wearing a collar of a2 boy's size was not pleasant.  In fact,
i was very uncomfortable. The man scraped the treacle
ont of his silk hat, with muitered wovds of fury,

Bull looked on as seviously as he could,’

He was sorry that his visitor had been treated in such a
woy, but for the life of him he could not help seeing the
comical sule of the matier,

Crane picked up his ploves. He had learned wisdom by
this time, and he Jooked at them before putting them on.

Streams of red ink mixed with gum ran out of the gloves
a¥ he held thean up.

“My hat!"” ejaculoted John Bull,

“The—the young hounds!™

“It was a lark, you know."

“Hang them! I will make them smarvt for this! I—I

Words failed Lucas CUrane. Ile hurled the gloves into the
lire, and wiped his inky fingers on his pockethandkerchicf.

“I'l! repovt this to the Head !"” he panted. *I'll have the
young scoundrels flop for it!""

Bull looked uncomfortable.

1 Wel, the story about the Cross Keys s sure to come out
if you do,” he said. “The Heud would be very annoved
about that, and I'm afraid he'd ask you to get away from
Greyfriars and never come back again.”

Lucas Crane gritted has teeth.

“Help me inte my coat,” he said, taking it down.

;. 'I_Tertnini{' i

John Bull held the coat while his cousin thrust his arms
into the sleeves.

Crane's hands come as far down as the ends of the sleeves,
and ihere stopped. They could not pet out of the ends.

“What's the matter?” he howled. ** Ave you holding my
Blooves ¥

"No! T don'te—— My hat!"

“What 13 i7" roarcd Crane.

“They've sewn ™

"Sewn? yolled the man.

“Ha, hal! ¥YesI”

Crane deagged off the coat azain in a fury,

“I's all right!” exclaimed Bull, “TH get the stitches
cut i a fow minules.”’

Uranc zfood glowering winle Ball anfastencd the stitches.
Then he donned hig overcoat successfully at last.

“ Good-bye, Crane ! said Jelim Bull, ™ Te-morrow at half-
just one ab the eatez,’
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Che Magnet ”

“That's right " mnttered Crane.

He shook hands with his eousin, und strode from the study.
He passed the Famous Four as he went to the stairs. He
grasped his cane—by the cool end—and almost yielded to the
temptation to rush at them. But he restramned himsclf and
passed an.

A roar of laughter followed him fromn the chums of the

CMOoT e,

“Hu, ha, ha!”

Crane strode from the house.

John Bull came out of his study, and stopped to sneak to
the Fomous Four. He gave them & reproachiul look.

S ¥on might let my visitors slone,” he said. ' It's not
hike you chaps to play this kind of ,japa on & stranger.”

“The man's a rotten outsider!” suid Harry Wharton.
“We're gong to make Greyiriars too hot for him.”

* Exactly " soid Nugent.

And Hurree Jamset Ram Singh murmured softly that the
exactiulness was terrific.

John Bull frowned a lLittle.

“ Look here, I can look after myself all right!" he ex-
claimed,

“"You've mistaken ; vou can't.,”

“1T'm jolly well—"

“You ovught to ba iolly thankful you've got friends o
stand by you and rescue you from Mephistopheles!” said
hu{g‘ent severely.

“0Oh, don't be an ass '

““Is that chap coming back again
n';!He'a calling for me at helf-pust one fo-morrow,” samd

ull.

“You're going out with him ¥’

“Yea, I've xot leave for the afternoon.”

“PDon't do it. HEN lead you into some mischief—the sume
as he did Bunter. Give him o wide berth, Bull, there's a
sensible chap "’

“ Oh, rats!™

John Bull thrust bis hande ioto his pockets and walked
away.

The chums of the Remove looked at one another.

“ Obstinate beggar!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. “It's as
plain as you could wish that that cousin of his is a wrong
un, and trying to make him & wrong 'un, too. But—"

“ Bull must know 1t. PBut I sunposc he tries to think the
best he can of o bleod-relation,” said Wharton thoughtfully,

“"Ho oughtn't to go out with the man to-morrow.”

* Right-ho! Look here,"” said Harry Wharton, " we'll be
on the look-out &t half-past one to-morrow, and mcet that
rotten boundar.™

* And stop Bull from going with him ™

ET -El_r@s..‘}

s Gmd 'E'Eg !:r

And it was settled,

j.'ri

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Quite & Surprise.

¥ EAR me!™
* Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's the matter, Toddy "
“This is most astonishing !"
“What ig?"

“This ! gaid Alonzo Todd.

He pointed to a large box that he had unfastened on the
tublo in the passage.

Bob Cherry grinned.

He recopnised the parcel for wlich Todd had been sent fo
Gosling’s lodge for the purpose of getting John Bull away
from his study. 5 ]

Todd blinked at Bob Cherry in surprise.

“1 do not see anything to excite risibility in the matter,
Cheery. My Uncle Benjamin always Im?mﬂud upen me that
langhter without canse was the nfallible aign of an empty
and probably idiotic mand.™

““What?"’ roarcd Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Nugent. “Ie's got you there, Boh 1"

“ Look here, fathead—' ]

“It is very remarkable—I may say extraordinary—that
anyhody should send me this parcel,’”” said Tedd, in bewilder-
ment. * You see, it contains a pair of disused boots—"

““Ha, ha, ha!” . !

“ And a pair of old trousers—very old indecd—"

“Ha, ha, hat” ' .

“ And a broken kettle, and a broom devoid of hair——"'
awiy yelling, Todd gazéd
He did not understand the

The juniors yelled, and wal
after them in great surprise.
matter in the least. )

What to do with the exiraordinary consipnment that Lad
reached him was a puzzle to Todd., The articles t'l‘l‘t-iila'llj’
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were of no use. He decided to wrap the peper round the box
again and bestow it in one of the box-rooms. There it would
he out of the way.

He had finished tying the siring, and was earrying the box
up the passzgo when Billy Bunter came upstairs.

The fat junior blinked at him inguirmngly., Bunter had
board that Alonzo had fetched a box from the porter’s lodge,
and ‘& box arriving at the school meant only one thing to
Bunter's mind—a feed of some sort. 3 }

As he saw Todd ascend the upper staircase carrying the

, the suspicion immediately came into the fat junior's
gind that Todd had received & consignment of good things
and was taking them away to a quiet place to eat.

Bunter's round, litile eyes glistened behind his spectacles.

“Beast!"” he murmured. * Fancy getting a big box of

1'ull:'{:-I| like that, and not asking a fcllow to share in the

EB .lJ :

Buanter cautiously followed Todd. Buanter was expecting
a conzigument from Uncle Clegg's himself, but in the mean-
time he was very hungry.

He tracked Todd up the sbairs, and the Duffer of Gr{:i-
fviars entered o box-room without thinking of looking back.

Bunter watched him through the crack of the door, and
saw him place the bhox in & corner behind a large trunk.

Then he came out of the room,

Bunter's heart beat fast. ] i

Todd was e‘l.riq:'lemliv bestowing his tressure in a safe place
kill he should have leisure to deal with it, Bunter thought,
What an opportupity for the Owl of the Remove. _

Bunter drew back into the next doorway, and Fodd, coming
tut of the box-room, passed him and went downstairs without
guspecting that he was there.

Bunter waited till ha was gone, and then hurried into
the box-rogm,

In a moment he was looking at the box.

Heo lifted it. 1t woighed heavily. Visions of cake and tark
ard buns and all sortsa of comestibles Hoated before Bunter's
mind. He was strongly tempted to open the box there and
then.

But he refrained. Todd might return at any moment, and
it would not bo safe. DBunter picked up the box, and carried
it out of the room. ]

The box was heavy for Bunter, but he hardly naticed that
in his excitement. He glanced down the stairs. Todd was
not in sight. Bunter bore the box down, intending to get
it into his own study, and lock the door before he started
operations.

Just az he reachod the Remove passage, Bulstrode and
Hasoldene eams into sight. They stared at the fat junior.

“What have you gobt there?'" asked Hazeldene.

Bunter turned recf

“Only—only 2 new hat,” he stammered.

““Ha, ha, ha! Is that a new thing in hat-boxea!" roared
Bulstrode.

“ Well, you see——"

“It's a feed, of course,” sald Hazeldene, *"and the f[ak
cad doesn’t want anybody to take a whack with him."

“ 0O really, Hazeldono——""

“Why, I inuw that box,” Bulstrode cxclaimed, looking
at it. * It's the one Todd and Bull were carrying in from
the lodge. It's Todd's"

“0h, really——""

“You've stolen it, you fabt young fraud!”

liﬂh. I EaF-—'l,

“It's Todd’s!™

“I—I—I've raided it,”" Bunter eonfessed. - * Todd hid it
in the box-room. Look here, I was looking for you fellows,
to ask you—""

it Li.ﬂ.l' I”

“1—1 mean 1 hoped I should meei you, so that I could
ask vou to the feed,” said Billy Bunter. “Come into my
study, you know, and—and take your whack.”

Bulstrode and Hazeldene chuelkled.

Wi WE!‘I'{# on ™

“MThisa way, then," sald Bunter. “Lond & hand, Tho
beastly thing’s hcavy. It must be simply erammed with
grub. I dide’t know Todd had relations who sent him
supplies like this. [ suppose it's his Uncle Benjamin.™

“Ha, ha! Good old Benoy!"

‘The three young rascals ran the box intc Bunter's study.
Bulstrode closed the door, and Bunter looked for a knife, to
cut the string.

The string was severed, and Billy Bunter eommenced to
undo the brown paper wrappings.

“I=1 say, you fellows,'” he remarked, *it’s understood
that yon have a feed and leave the rest to me, you know,
and—and keep it dark”

“ R—ELE;'EE” said Hazeldene,
oOurse.

“ Oh, really——""
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“Fair play all round," said Bulstrode. “If I have any
of your EE{J«E ;, I'll sling you out, and keep the lot!™

“0h, really, Bulstrode—=—""

““ Bhut up, and get it cpen!™

Buntor unwrapped the paper. ]

Bulstrode cagerly opencd tho tid of the box.

i o U ienind f tempti d appetisi

natead of the expected array of templing and appetising
catables, his glance fsll upon g heap r::? bﬁtn, old trousers,
damaged kettle and broom, and crumpled newspapors and
other rubbish.

Ho stared blankly at the earious collection.
Hazoldene nitered an exclamation.

““Bpoofed, by George ! ]
““Hpoofed by Bunter!” yelled Bulstrode Euriously.
““Oh!™ pasped Bunter,

He was even more astounded and dismayed than Bulstrode
and Hazeldene, but they did not give him credit for it

Bulstrodo turned on him furiously.
“You fat rotter!” he roarcd. * So you're playing one
of your rotten japes on us, are you! Do you think wo're
Eﬁli‘tg to be japed like Todd?"

“*Jh, really, Bulstrode——""

“Collar lum !

“Qh—ph! I—— Ow!”

“Bump him!"

“Yow! Help! Yarooh!™ :

The two angry juniors acizead upon the Owl of the Remove
Billy Bunter was swept off his feet, and bumped heavily upon
the study floor.

“Ow! Yow!"

*“Now let him have his blessed tubbish!”
strode, *‘ Bhove 1t over him!"”

**Ha, hat Good wheaeze !

Bulstrode and Hazeldene aeized the box by the ends
With a swing they brought w off the table, and inverted
it aver Bunter.

The fat junior roared az a shower of boots and trousers and
newapapers and things rained down upon him.

The two raggers roared, too—with laughter. They dumped
the hox itselfdﬂwn over Bunter's head, crowning ﬂim. and,
leaving him struggling under that novel extinguisher, they
left the atudy.

Billy Bunter pitched the box off, and gasped:

‘ Boasta !

Ho sat gasping in the midst of the rubbish. Alonzo Todd
looked tn at the door.

“My dear Bunter, I heard a noise—— Dear me!”

roared Bul-

Todd gazed on the scene in utter astonishment. Billy
Bunter blinked at him furiously.
“My dear Bunter, that iz the same box—-—— TDiear me!

How did that receptacle and its surprising contents come to
ba in your perzonal posscssion, my dear Bunter?”

“You—you chump!"” gasped Bunter, grasping up the old
bools, © f:i] teach vou to jape me, you blithering ass!”

“My dear Bunter—— Ow! Yow!"”

Alonzo staggered back into the passage as a boot, hurled
with torrific force, caught him on the chest.

“Ow! Yow! My dear—— Yarooh!"

Bunter rolled to the door with the other boot 1n hia hand
and vengeance in his fat [ace. Alonzo saw it coming, and
boltad. Bunter hurled the beot with deadly aim alter Alonzo,
and it caught him on the back of the l{nEEH. Alonzo sat
down in the passage with a suddenness that took his breath
away.

“Yow!" he roared. *“0Oh!"

And Bunter crawled back into his study, fzeling a littie
comborted.
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THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAFPTEK.

All Hands |
A CLL™
** Hallo !
“* Where are you ‘fuing?" -
Four voices asked that gquestion at once—the voices
of Harry Wharton & Co. John Bull waa walking down to

the school gates, It was half-past one, and afternoon olasses
cornmenced in half an hour, but John Bull was dressed for
going out,

Bull prinned.

“Out!"” he replied.

“You're going out?”

“Yes. I've pot leave. T told you yesterday.”

“With that cousin of yourar”

“Yes, He's waiting at the gates for me now. So-long !™

And Bull strode on to the gates.

Hurry Wharton & Co. looked at each other. They cavght
right at the pates of the silk hat, the dyed moustache, and
the eyeglass, Lucas Crane--—-the tempter—was there! John
Bull, according to the arrsngement roade the previous day,
was going out with him.

“It won't do!"” exclaimed Wharion.

The others shook their heuds seriously.

“The won't-do-fulness 18  terrificl”
Jamsct Ram Singh.

" It's too rotten!” g

“ Bull's just looking for trouble, I guess,” remarked Fisher
T. Fish, The Amcrican junior knoew the story, The whole
of the Greyfriars Remove had heard it from Billy Bunter
by this time,

*That'a it,” said Tom Brown. *° Let’s sto
“The man is o blackguard ! said Mark
ought to be stopped from going out with him.”

* Ha means mischief,”’

“Of caurse he does™

“Let's collar Bulll”

" Good ™

* The poodfuliuess is torrific 1™ .

“Come on, then!"” exclaimed Wharton, starting towards
the gates, o

The juniors followed him in a crowd. ; :

John Bull bad rvesched the gates, and met his ‘cousin,
Lucas Crane was looking very noat and _natty and c-_zti'pmc-]j'
pood-temperced, He hafF apparently quite got over his un-
plezsant experience at Grevirviars of . the previgus day.

He shook hguds very cordially with John Bull

“Ho glad you can cowe out,” ho exelaimed.  We'll have
g really ripping thme this alternoon, Johnny,''

“I hope so, I'm :uee,” sand Bull, " ¥eu're very kind.™*

“Not at zil. I—1 suppose vou're comung alone?” added
Crane hastily, as the jumors came crowding up.

O eourze,” said Doll

“What do ese boys want, then?

! Blessed if I know!™

The juniors leoked very busmesslike. Alonzo Todd was
in the crowd. ‘Todd was very earncst about the matter.
He hed been thinking of what s Unele Denjamin would
do under like civoumstances.’ .

B_'[-IIIQ wagged a bony and admonitory forelinger at John

11l 5.

" Rtop!" he exelazoaed,

“Whatt?

“ Pause i time ! said Alonzo.
ke warked by me!”

* Aeg ™

“ My dear Bull——" :

*0h, buve off, and don't play the giddy goat!” exelaimed
Bull

* My Uncle Beniamin——""

“Bless your Uncle Denjamin! 1'm off 17
o " Hoeld on!”’ exclaimed Harvry Wharton,  * Bull, old man,

don't go! Tiat fellow doesn't mean you auy goosd, You
know he doesn’t.”” :

“The knowfalness is terrific, my esteemed ehum, Bull™

“He's a retter ! said Nugent.

“A howling ead ! snid Bob Chervy,

A rottes, you know !

“ A rank outsider.”

Lucas Crane torned livid with rape.  The Grexfriars funiors,
in their eagerness to save John Bull from the tempter, were
putting things with painful frankness,

Bull rurned red.

“Look here, mind jowr own bizeey, you follews!” he
exclaimed. T suppose I can look after myself oll righe.*

“ That's just where you sappose wrong,” eald Bob Cherry,

i H."I.T:ﬂ !!ll

“ Look heve, slav in !

Yitm poing out !

“You're jolly well not ! exelaiimed Wharton defcrminedlv,
“Tlold on, kids!™ ’

* What-ho !

Wharten grasped hold of John Ball as the sturdy junior
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Bob Cherry to Nugent, end Tom Brown to Bob. The res

laughing, laid hold in line, so that there was a long line o
juniors all hﬂidinf on, and John Bull would have had to
drag six or scven lellows aftoer him if he had gone out.

“Leggo [ roared Bull.

“ Rats 1"

it i 1M

4 %f};mﬁ‘ get away !

““Look here, Wharton—"

* Rubbish I

“We are acting, my dear Bull, in a way that would be
approved of by my Uncle Benjamin, I am sure!” cxclaimed
Alonzo Todd. '

] Chump b )

“My dear Byll—"

:: {:Efﬂﬂ- Four asses t'r’. : 1L o L

et my cousin go!' exclaimed Lucas Crane, grasping his
cane hard. "I’ﬂﬂ' NREER

Harry Wharton looked at him steadily,

*“If you touch us with that cane Eﬁr. Crane, we'll wipa
up tho dust with you,” he said mlfy. “You'd better think
twice about it.””

The man lowered the cane, gritting his teoth.

“*You young hounds——"'

* Oh, dey up ™

* Bull, ¢old man—"

* Leggo, you dummies !’

““Hallo! What on carth’s the matter hero? exclaimed
Wingate of the Bixth, coming up. * What sort of a game do
you call this? MNew kind of tug-of-war "

Tf.u; }?m{:ll;ﬂ rnie;u:p::l %ﬂ&r f:]llll.l They didn't want to
explain to the captain of the pol; it might have led to
trouble for John Eull. ’

h”{‘.lh. it's aIE ri htf!”' said John Et;}lil. with a grin. * Thego
chaps arc so fond of my compan at they don’t want me
to po out, that's all. Good-bye ;]ﬁ” 4

nd he walked away with Crane,

Wingate gave the juniors a curious look, and turned away.
Harry d'fha,rmn & Co. growled. They were disappointed and
RANTNOVWEd.

“Rull's gone looking far trouble, and T gucss he'll &
it,” said Fisher T. Fish, with a Eﬂgﬂrﬂhﬂ.ke of J?ﬂm head. ™

“ The findfulness will be torrific 1*

Well, we've done all we could,” remarked Bob Cherry.

1 wonder what my Uncle Benjamin would advise, under
the circumstances?” said Alonzo Todd, blinking round at the
jumiors.  “* Perhaps it would be « good ides, ﬁhart:}n, to go
down to the village, and despatch a wire to him, actuainting
him with the eircumstances and requesting his opinion. The
telegram would have to be & long one, but I am sure you

fellows would not object to subscribing & sovereizn or so for
the purpase.™

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“ My dear fellows——"*

“* Hallo, hallo, hallo!  There's the bell 1"

The juniors went in for afterncon classes. But as the
lessons of the afternoon went on their way, the chums of the
Bemove could not help thinking of John Bull, alone in the
eompony of the tempter.  What was he deing—and what
would be the result of it ?

But if the juniors had been a little better scquainted with
the strong and sturdy character of John Bull, they nced not
have been uneasy on that subject. John Bull junior knew
how to take care of himaeli,

—_———ara

THE TWEET‘:’-SEGQHD CHAPTER.
The Last of the Tempter,

ARRY WHARTON & Co. came out of the Remove
Form-room when classes were dismissed, skill thinkin
of John Bull junicr, and Lucas Crane. John Bull h
not yet returned.  The juniors could not help being
concerned ahout him. :

Jobn Bull waz & quiet, steady-going fellow, with as kind.a
heart as any fellow at Greyfriars, and in a quiet way he had
made Inmeclf very popular while he had been at Groviviars

The chums of the Remove would have felt the klow very,
sincerely if trouble had come upon him; and they knew very
well that Lucas Crane was there to bring trouble to Ioe
COuIsEN

Hiz conduct with regard to Buntor had betrayed him.
What hix motive micht be they could guess, thourh they could
not be sure.  Fot there was no doubt what his objeet was.
What puzzled Wharton was, that John Bull must know it ss
well as the others dud, or better; yel he had gone out with
the tempter,

Was it possible that they had been mistaken in their
25
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ostimate of Bull's character—that he was at bottom the samp
kind of fellow as Vernon-Smith I ; ;

Harry Wharton was very reluctant to think anything of
the sort.  Yet John ull's conduck certainly necded
explaining. .

harton was feeling very anxious to see him again. I

was possible—und Wharton hoped that it was true—that Bull
was simply pulling his cousin’s ler in affecting to fall in
with his plans. As the dusk of evening fell upon the old
(lose of Greyirinrs, Wharton and his chums strolled down
to the gates to look for the return of John Bull. But he
wasz not in by dark, and they returned to the School House
feoling puzzled, and considerably uneasy.

Bunter looked into No. 1 Study, where the Famous Four
wera discussing the matter. He blinked sagely at the chums
of the Remove.

“7T say, vou fallows,” he remarked, * I think I know what's
become of Bull I

“Well " said Wharton, g

“You know, that cousin of his will very like];( inherit his
rash if he's done in,"" said Bunter, know it's nsually an
uncle who murders his nephew for his cash, but I don't zce
why a cousin shouldn’t work the same wheeze, It stands to
reason that there are wicked cousing as well as wicked uncles.”

“You utter ass 1"

¢ 0h, really, Wharton——"

“You clhump! Den't you start veading newspaper serials
and working tho bosh off on us," sa1d Wharton, in disgust,
“Buze off 1"

“But T think it's a jolly good theory! Buppose Crane has
murdered John Bull and hidden his body in the ficlds some-
where—""

# Shut up !

“Or he roay have posoned him in & ginger-pop—>""

The chums of the Remove made a vush at Billy Bunter,
Ilis cheeriul sugrestions as to the probable fate of John DBull
ware not welcome, in their prosent uneasy frame of mind,
The fat junior hopped out of the study, and Wharton's boot
caught him as he diud so. ] ]

Bunter gave a yell, and sprawled forward, bumping into
someone who was just coming along the Remove passage.

Y Hallo 1" said a well-known voive.

The Euniura gave a shout.

Y Bufl 1

John Bull grinned quietly.

“"¥Yes, here I am,” ho said.

_ Harry Wharton & Co. spized the junior, amnd rushed him
into the study. He was bumped breathless into the armchair.
Then tho juniors gathered betore him, with stern looks,

“ Wow youn just jolly well explain yourself, you bounder!”
exclaimed Beob Cherry., My hut! There's & smell of
brandy "

Thoy gazed at John DBull speechlessly,. There was no
mistake about it—there was an unmistakable scent of brandy
about him.

“(Good heavens!” gasped Wharton at last. “ Then you've
done it "

“ Donn what ?"

“You've let that villain lead vou inta what he was leading
Bunter into—you've let him make you——-"

‘‘ Hold on,"” said John Bull quietly,
telling you what's happened.”

“Go a , then, By Jove! What's the maiter with
your knuckles 7'

John Bull held up his hands and glanced at his knuckles.
They were red and vaw, as if the junior had hit some hard
object with very great force. Bull grinned slightly.

“1 wenb with Lucas Crane,”” said Bull quietly, " because T
wantod to make sure of him—what he was, and what he
wanted, I pave him his head, you see. I let him hove rope
enough, and he hahged himself nicely.”

“What's he done ¥

“We have had a drive in 3 motor-car, and Crane gradually
led up to the idea of having refreshments at s hotel, and &
rame of cards to pass away the time, and so on,’”” said John

ull, "I lay low, and let him talk.”

The Juniors grinned. They began to understand wlhat John
Bull's little game had been, and how he had made the tempter
show his hand.

““ Ha wanted to persuade me and banter me into drinking
and smoking and gambling,” said Bull. “I was so easy in
his hands, that he came right out into thé open, and let me
se0 what he wanted. We stopped at the King's Arms, st
Clourtficld, where we met Mr. Banks. Then I talked to
Crane. He had been doing most of the talking, but when I
started, he didn’t seem much inclined to talk any more. [
told him what I thought of him, and then I told Mr. Banks
my opinion of him.  They were looking quite green by the
time I had finished "

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ But what's happened to your knuckles " asked Nupent.

“That's coming ! They saw the game was up, and L knew
them throwgh and through, and would have nothing to do
with them, and they went for me. Crane threw his glass of
brandy at me; my clothes arve still miffing of it. I shall have
to give them a jolly good awring.’ said John Bull, with a
grin. **Then T let him have my left, on the jaw. Banks got
the right; on the car. Then I walked out. They were stil
sitting in the sawdust when I last saw them."

My hat!™

Wharton glanced again at Bull's knuckles.

“1 think they'll remember those whacka for some Tittle
tirne,'" he said, with a grin.  * You're all right, Bull, and I'm
sorry wo doubted you for a minute., PBut—"'

“ Oh, it's all sercne !

“¥ou won't see your cousin again

John Bull laughed.

“1 don't think he's likely to pay me auy more viziis,” ha

“I've no objection to

voplisd, ‘‘If he does, vou're free to handle him as you
like.™"

“ Good Qggi','f i .

And the jdniors in their exuberance, thumped John Bull

on the back till he was out of breath, and bogan to hit out.
Then they Icft off.

“ Jolly good !"" said Harry Wharton, * Wa've seen the lust
of that awful bounder, and a jolly good thing, tao!"

But was Wharton right? Had the chums of Creviriars
seen the last of the Tempter?

THE EKRID.
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. Wolves of the Deep.

The Story of a Great Conspiracy, introducing Ferrers Lord and Ching-Lung.
By SIDNEY DREW.
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READ THIS FIRST.

Ferrers Lord, while on board his powerful submarine the Lord
of the Deep, rescues Rupert Thurston from the River Thames, and
then begins to explain to him the powers of his vessel. Thurston Is
astonished at the sights he sees while below the surface. Ferrers
Laord tells him that when he perfecta his submarine he Intendsto visit
every sea in the world, and study the wondera that are hidden there.
He then goes on to praise the capabilities of the British workman,

(Now yo on wilh the story.)

ES— S

At the Hopse of the Milionaire.

“You seem to have studied the question,
Thurston, busy with his fourth cutlet.

““ Perhaps 1 have. I study many things, and I know that
the British workman, the J}r.!r'ttish goldier, snd the DBritish
gailer are the kings of the world I

Breakfast wes over ot last, and Thurston indulged in a
cigareile. L

“We are going {o the surface,” said the millienaire, * and
then back to London. Ar:you ready?”

“ Quite.’

“Then follow me."

They passed out of the lower room together, and mouuted
& steep companion ; as they uscended, the boat begun to rock
and pitch. Ferrers Lord went first, and as he veached the
head of the ladder, he wrenched down a brass lever.

An ivon door 8'id noisclesaly aside, and & food of brlliant
sunlight poured in. Thuvston gianced up. Above Libm was u
rounded dome of glass and steel, with the polisled reflectors
of two scarchlights gleuining on either side. Behind the
searchlights was the wheel, with & brawny zailor clinging to
the spokes; around him danced the sunlit waves, speched
hore and there with brown zails and patches of smoke.

A second door was ulr:enfd, znd he stood upon the glisten-
ing deck of the Lord of the Deep, with the fresh selt breesw
in hiz nostiils. The Tow deck, tanering to = pomt at either
end, waa flush with the wafer, and the waves dashed over it
in hissing surges. 1le caught the rail, and looked away to-
wards the misty cutline of the Essex shore,

“Where are we ' he asked.

 Akout eightecn nules east of the Dlackwater. We shall
be just in time to ecatch the 2.20 from Bummbam back to
town. The Jaunch is guite ready.”

The deck-plates ncar the prow of the little vessel gaped
open before Thurston’s astonished eyes. Two huge doors
fell saftly back, and a trim little steam-launch rose inte sight.
The lift that rzised it tilted, and the launch clid slowly into
the water, and danced away to the full length of its cables.

Twa eiant suilors drew i alomgside, aned Ferrers Lord
stepped in.  Thurston followed. The hittle funnel spat out o
cloud of amolie, the little sovew thrashed the water, Thurston
turned his heod (o look buck. The Lovd of the Deen had dis-
appeared, and only & whivlpeol of dancing foam marked the
place where the had foated a moment hefore.

Ferrers Lord marvked his glance, and smiled.

T must hide my deings,” he said, ' as I do not wish {o sco
the papecs filled with rumours and all kinds of sensational
storics, I wish to keep this a secret as long s I possihlv
can. All the men I employ are thovoughly trostworthy and
pledged te me. Even this launch left Burnham early this
morning, s no one will be surprised to sec her again, It is
as well to bo cantions.’

The lounch churned into the harbour and the {wo men
btoarded the London train.

giv,”" saul

The tr::ﬂn afeanmed wko ]..I1:'nr-_]:}u| Streck with prameworthy
punctuality. and a footman in lvery opened the deor ef the
Tne Macrer LinrRary.—No, 156,

first-class carriage rescrved by Ferrers Lord. An clegant
carriage drawn by & pair of superb bay horzes was waiting.

“ Home ™" said Ferrers Lovd. :

The carriage m\'nﬂ westward through the buzzing streets,
It was & glorious May evening, and even the smcky City
leoked bright and cheerful. The 3wift, untiving trot of the
mettled horses brought the carriage rapidly to the Marble
Arch. It turned down Park Lang, the home of the million-
aires, and halted before a princely mansion. Ferrera Lord
sprang out, tock Thursten’s arm, and they mounted the wide
stepe together,

A silic-stockinged servant Rung open the door, bowing low.
The huge hall was & museum of wealth and wonder-treasures
of Tast and West, of every ege and evory land.

We  will into my snuggery,” seid Ferrers Lord
pleasantly., f;)ia a good hour to dinner-time, and I will
show you the working model of my vessel, and explain its
mvsterics to you, Well, Hilten?™

The kst words were spoken to the valet,who had hastencd
to mect himn, ]

“ There has been a pentleman to sec” you, sir. He would
not give his name, and I did not like his looks. I told him
vou would be back ot six, and he said he would wait, I
aliowed him into the library, sir, and, not liking his looks, as
I said, cir, I sct one of the footmon to watch the door.™

i Well 7™ said Ferrers Lord sharply, as the valet paused.

“Woil, giv, he's vanished, like & puff of smoke.”

“ Vanished " The dark eyes flashed. **What do you
meen, Hilton? What was he like?"

The servant pondered for a moment.

“ He was a tall man, sir,” he anawered, ©* with a long, grey
beard, and a queer habit of catehing hold of his left wrist
wiith his right hand. I saw him do it a dozen times in five
minutes, %‘n wore riding-breeches, and carried a crop.
iPhat's ull [ know, sir, except that he's gone, and that he
wouldn't give any name.”

I'errera Lord's black eycbrows knitted. The French
windows of the library opencd wpon a fower-grown
verindah, and the only way of escape was o drop of at least
thivty feet into the garden below., What waa this man, and
what did he want? ‘The valet's meagre description offered
ne ¢loe, and he puzaled his brain in vam.

An elogant lift hrought the millionaire to the door of what
Ferrers Lord had called his sneggery. It was more a
lui:ovatory than a snuggery, though half o dozen roomy chaire
were littered about, and & spirit-case and a cigar-cabinet stood
upon the table. Lines of shelves crammed with bottles,
retorts, and strange scientifie instraments covered the' walls,
Near the window, with the golden evening sunlight shinin
through it, was a deep tank of crystal plass, in which fis
were laxily swimming ; beside it was a massive safe.

Forrers Lord zank into a cheir, end stared at the crackling
fire, Thouzh it was late in May, fhe evening was chilly, as
Muv « venings often are, and a fire was not to be despised,

“ihis affair has rather got on miy mnerves,’” he said.
“ What could the fellnw have been after? The only way he
could have got cut is by the front door. I suppose the ser
vant forgot all about him, and, getting tired of waiting, he
went away onobserved. A crank of some Kind, T expeet, e
ewo somcbody begging., It ie a millionaire’s fate to La
yestored by such people. Come, I will show you the bost.”

He took out hiv key-chainand, t:nfnnk{nﬁﬂt}m safe, pro-
dueed a wonderful madel of the submarine boat, and placed
it in il tank. His bronzed face flushed with cothusiasm as.
he looled at it

Y Look, my friend ! ho eried. * Theve fs the triumph of
ten venrvs of weary teil, and the expenditure of more than »
Lundeed thousand pounds! T am o young man, but my hwir
iz already turning grey with sleopless mights, and days of

oRESTy, THE GREYFRIARS HYPNOTIST. ~ S5 Greviviars By FRANR RICHARDS.
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doubt and despair. I have given my very heart’s blood to

this morsal of sluminivm, and I deo not rogret b, Look,
Thurston !” 1 _
He reached down a wired box, and opened it. Three

pommon whita mice, such az schoolboys love, ran out cagerly
and neetled in his hand. He clicked back the niuwnbole of
the model, and one by one embarked the gueer, long-tailed
B3ETIEETS. ;
“That is the crew,” he said, smiling.
mences now."”’ -
Down sank the little boat like a stone, sending the lazy
fish seattering in all directions. A foot from the bottom it
came to a halt, the baby screws beat the water, and it moved
awiftly round the tank.
hands.

“ Wondertul V"' cried Thurston,
“ Marvellons!"”

“Wait, and I will show you something else,” said the
millionaire. ** As we are playing at ships, we might as well
finish the game. Hera is an exact model of his Majesty's
hip Powertul, whoso gallant lada and 4.7 guns saved plucky

smith. The plates upon her hull are a good eighth of an
inch in thickness, and very tm:.jh.”

"He placed tho boautiful model in the tank, and lighted tha
methylated spirit under her miniature boilers. After a time
the pauge showed a working head of steam, the helm was
got to carry her in a circle, and she steamed merrily round
tha tank.

“What are you going ta do?" asked Thurston eagerly.

“Ram her,” answered Ferrers Loved.

As he ﬁﬁln’]m,. the model of the submarine wvessel laopt
upwards lithe & flash. Full and true it struck the littls iran-

ad a good five inches below the water-line. The spiked ram
out through her platea as a knife cuts tissue paper. Sha hoeled
over as the other model drew back with serews reversed.
filled, and sank. With & sharp report her boilers exploded,
deluging the room.

1 hope you are not scalded, my friend?"’ laughed Ferrers
Lord. * In the excitemment of the moment I quite forgot that
hot water and cold do not agree,”

Thurston wiped his face, and laughed in return.

“I got & few warm splashes,” he answered, ' but nothing
to harm. I would have willingly spent a month in hospital
to see what ‘I have scen to-day., What & marvel! What a
triumph! And you think the Lord of the Deep could
annibilate an ironclad with such ease as that?"”’

* I do not think it, my friend: I am certain of it.”

Like a thing of life, obeying every unspoken order of the
man whose brein had created it, the model had risen to the
surface. Again Ferrers Lord opened the manhole, and
taleased the mice.

“ You gec, they are none the worse for their trip,” he said.

Ha relocked the model in the safe, and Thurston sat down.

“It ia marvellous!"” he said agein. * Wonderful in the
pxtrema! I have dabbled in mechanics a little, and thers
are two things that trouble me immensely—the air and the
motive-power. I suppose the latter is the coming power of
all—electrieity '

“That 1a my secret,’”” said Ferrers Lord, smiling still
“ Perhaps, when we know each other better, T will tell you
Thoe motive-power is nothing in a submarina boat, as far as
short voyages are concerned, for it is easy nowadays to store
alectricity in a emall way, What has baffled all scientists so
far has been how to overcome the pressure of the water at
great depth. A hollow
pylinder of steel sunk =
:golmand fathoms will
be crushed as Bat as an
opera-hat. This is what
I have struggled with
for ten long years, and
I have wonl Will you
drass for dinner ?"

“1 have no clothes.'

¢ Bah! That does not
matter. If you like, I
will send a eervant to
your rooms  Will that

" The voyage com-

clapping his

guit you? You had
batter jpive him &
note.”

Thurston scrawled a
note, and a footman
was despatched n a
hansom. They chatted
together until he re-
turned, and then separ-
ated to dress. The

ng boomed just az he

ad arranged his tie to
hissatisfaction, Hilton,
the valet lent to himm by

o ——

Ferrora Lord, gave his well-litting coat a last brush, and he
onterad the lift

Farrara Lord was not alone. Standing with her back to thoe
window, the jeweals nestling in her dark hair and flashing
upon her uecg:. was a tall girl. Bhe turned langeidly, and
the sight of her face thrilled Thurston through and through.

“My niece, Lady Lestermore,” said Ferrers Lord; I%n
Bupert Thueston.™

Hhe answered Thurston'’s bow with a nod and & smile,

“1I am pleased to meet you, Mr. Thuvston,” she saud
sweetly, ' Come, uncle, let us get this tiresome dioner over!
What a boring institution it is!"

Rupert Thurston did not think so. He sat opposite her,
hardly able to keep his eyes from her face. She was mar-
vollously beautiful, he thought, a veritable artist’s dream.
Almost before he knew it, the coffee and ligueur wers at his
elbow, snd the footman was holding a silver box filled with
cigars and cigarettes before him. Ferrers Lord's decp voico
roused him from his dreams.

“ A moment, Thurston!" he said. “71 had a present of
some marvellons cigarvettes from the Khedive the other day,
and I have not smoked one yet. Fritz!"

The footman hurried to his side.

“@Go to my room, and take thia key. Bring a box of
cigarettes you will find in the left-hand drawer of the
cabinet.'

The footman vanished, and Thurston sipped his coffce.
Théy talked for five minutes.

A frown nppeared on Lord's handsome face. He turned
to a second attendant.

" Go and see what that idict is doing !" he said sharply.

The frightened man hurried away. He returned, whiie-
faced and panting.

“The door 12 locked, sir,”" he gasped, “and I can't get no
answer,'’

# Locked 7

Ferrers Lord sprang from lits chair, Thurston close at his
heels. They tried the door, but it was fastened upon the
nner side.

Y Btand back 1" cried Farrers Lord.

He fung himself madly against the door. The slurdy
panels split, the scvews bulged [rom the hinges. A second
ressure of hia shoulder sent the door crashing inwards. le
eapt over it, amd then reeled back.

-The footman lay face dowawards upon the carpet, his
arma stretched out before him. Thurston stephed forward,

and raised the prostrate figure. The eyes were glazed and
staring, the face was ashen white and hideously distorted.
“By Jove " eried the young man, in horror. “1 believe

he's dead—dead as a rat!”

Forrers Lord did not hear. Like A man transfixed, le
was gazing at the eafe. The door was wide open: a bunch
of keys hung from the lock. With a mad ery he darled
across the room. Then his hand went to hiz head,

“Btolen " he shouted, ' Htolen!”

“ What is stolen '

“ My model. The model of the Lord of the Deep.*

: ﬁl?mtﬂgdjet]t,he_dea-ﬂ tml@m hlfclll ;:ril!igl a Ehlud. He could
wardly eredic his éars; he oo a elicve his eves.
Ah! What was that? 4 *

IHe staggered towards the gruesome thing--n severed
human arm. The light was brighter there, and a glance
showed hlmn it was nob
the hideour object he
had thought. Tt was
artificial, and on one of
the pink, waxen fingers
a dliamond ring gleamed
and sparkled.

. Ferrers Lord snatched
it from him.

S The man who held
his wrist,” he panted—-
“the cone-armsd man !
Spy, trattor, thief! 1
lknow him now, Thurs-
ton — Michsel Scaroff,
the Russian!”

With a second ery of
rage and hate, he dashed
the arm into fthe grale.
The wax hand broke
mbto fragments, a bril.
liant blaze hissed wup,
gnd the priceless dia
mond disappeared into
the glowing ashes,
{dnother thrilling instalment
of s grond serigl serd
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gitc a scosation s caused at
ylriars by a certain Fourth.
Formér's newl dea. Billy Bunter,
aot (o be outdone, comes to the
front with his ventrilogulsm and
a5 Bob Cherry exprésscs i, * gels
it In the neck 1™
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