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% ¢“THE BULLY'S BROTHER!”
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A Splendid, Long Complete
Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co.

g F =T . . By . .
P = = FRANK RICHARDS.

o . a

ut his bead out and scanned the green old Close of Crey.
Friars and the blue sky overhend.

“Hurrav ! he shouled.

Harrv Wharton sat up m bed.  Bulstrode, the eaptain of
the Remove, followed his example, sawning and rabbing his
eves, DBob Cherey's shout  rawng  through the Remove
dormitory from end to cnd.

--------

: “What's the row?" demanded Hacry Wharton,  * Whe
THE FIRST CHAPTER. are you velling about, you ass?"’ 1.-' ik
Wﬂﬂhiﬂg Il:l.}l “It's n fine morning 1"

OB CHERRY jumped out of bed in the Remnove “Well. ass, it's been a fine morning before. and no bones
dormitory at Groviriars. The first clang of the rising- broken ! said Joho DPuell, sitting ap. “My hst! What a
bell was sounding through the clear, {resh air of the row Gosling is making with that bell 1™
morning, Bob Cherry ran to the nearest window, and Clang. clang!
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“ The beast likes it ! geunted Frank Nugent.
tevenge for having to get up early himsalf, Yaw-aw-aw !”

“Bp you pet ! exclainted Bob Cherry. ™ Ain't I telling
you it's a fine morning—Hfae and clear and sunny? It
going to be sieply a perfect day 17

‘*T may, you Iuﬂmw i

.“Roll out, BDanter, and don't jaw ! Fi's geing to be a
opping day 1" Dob Cherry exelaimed. * Tumble up! We
coulddn® have had a finer day for the 8t Jim's mateh. And
1 think wo quzhé to give the Eead three cheers for granting
ws o whole holiday fur the mateh.™

“Yaw-aw-aw !

1 dhido'e sax theee vawns I said Bob Cherry indignantly.
“ T said three cheers! And if vou fellows won't give them, I
will! Hureay 'Y

'aj E‘?“ ﬂlﬂ-ﬁ""_"-";

“ Hip-pip *

** Fothead !

" Hureay——— Qh!1"

A pillow whirled through the air. avd eanght the
enthusiastic Dol across the chest, and he set down on the
slormitory floor with a suddenness that stopped his cheoring
before it was Hnjshed.

“Ow! Ow! You chump! Who threw that ™

“I guess I did?!" said Fisher T. Fizsh. the American
juu'i.c::u “Stop your row, you sifiy guy! I guess I'm fed
Wi -

L You Yankee ass——"

" pness—""

Rob Cherer whirled the pillow back, and Fisher T. Fish
left off guessing sudilonly, as lie was swept over the side of
s bed. Ile gove a roar as b tumbled out on the foor,
rotled up in his bedelothes.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Bob Cherry, who seemed to be in
great spirits thiat morning,  *“It's time for all you chaps to
bo up. We can’t have any slacking on the morning of the
St. Jim's match. especially when ’IE{.‘. Head has given us o
whole holiday, Guot with vou, Harry, my son !”

" Hants off, rea ass! Oh Y

Bumap !

Harry Wharton landed, on .the floor, and roared. DBob
UCherry tuened cheerfully to Frank Nugent's bed, and thero
was ahethor sadden bump on the dormitory floor.  Then he

ran towards Jahn Bull, but Bull skipped out of bed on the
ather sty in time.

“ Bunter, old man, it's fime to get up!”
Cherrr, laymg vielent bhands upon l’iils;-,'
elothes,

Bunter blinked at him,

“Oh, really; Cherry—— O 1"?

“Qut you goet!”

“0Oh! Yarooh!

Bump !

Billy Bunter wag o heavy-weight, and hiz lmpact upon
the floor almest shook the KEemove dormitory,

11e staggered to his feet, and groped for his spectacles,
amd lodged them on his fat little nose, and hlinL:m_? furionsly
at Bols Cherry,

M Beast ' he bellowed.

“Tin. ha, ha!"

“Yah! Beast!”

““Ha. ha, hal”

Binter snorted. There was no making any impression
wpon Bob Cherry, or reducing the gaiety of his spirits, The
fat junior began to dress himself, and the boisterows Bob
lonleed round for fresh vietims.

But the Bemove were all turning out now. The rising-
Lell had ceased to elang, and it was time for all to be up.

* Anybedy want any help " Bob asked blandls.

" Age 1Y

* Pathead !’

*1la, ha, ha !

Bob Cherry turned 1o his washstand. He splashed hisself
over merrily with eoll water,

Bob was very mwrry that mornmg: but all the Remove
were in high spivits. There was 0 whele dayv’s mateh ou
bodween Gresfrinrs and St Jun's.

As thern was a considerable distoner between the two
sehools, the Tead of Grevfriars and the Head of 8t Jim's
ol arvanged hetwoeen them that that Wednesday should be o
whaole heliday instead of o half-holiday, as usual,

The 8t. Jim's fellows were to come over by an early frain,
ancd thers would be ample fime for the mateh, And the
Geeviriars fellovws meant to entertain themt well for the dav,
aac, incidentally. send them home well lieked, )

The prospeet of a whele dax’s holiday, in rippilog weather,
with asericket mateh thrown in, and a erowd 1;} their peaple
down to watch them, was quite enourh bo exhilarate the
Homgve.

Marjorie Hazeldene and Clara Trevelran were coming over
froon CLiff TTouse Bchiool in the afternocon, and perhaps that
bad sometiiog to do with Bolb Cherry's boisterous spirits.
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Bob plasfully splashed Bunter with cold woter as he
washed i1:"‘11II:‘I‘I.‘-.‘::11’I‘zl’;:'l'i:ﬂ.']:'ll.'t head to foot, and Billy Bunter yelled.

BBuntér did not like cold water. When he rose in_the
marning, his custore waoa to dress himself before he washed,
Then he would make a sort of hypnotic puss at his face with
o sponge, and he was washed! Cold water was pot pleasant
to Bunter, gnd he never touched it if he mu!id_ help 1b.

“You—you beast!” he howled, “You've wetted my
arm "

“ Ha, ha, ha !’

“Gimme o towel I Yow!'* .

* First time his arm's been wetted for wewks!” 3&111”'Fr;n!{
Nugent sympathetically. *“It's really too bad, Bob!

“Wa, ha, ha ™

“Dh, really, Nugent—" ]

“ Horrid fat beast!” said Bulstrode. “ We've gob a litile
extra time this morning—let's give Bunter a wash!”

" Hear, hear!”

“ Good wheeze I )

IT he -jt:miﬂra shouted approval. Billy Bunter looked fearfully
ELIELT It

“1—1 say, you fellows,” ho gasped, “I—0'm all right! T
don't- need much washing, you know ! Deon’t play-the giddy

P

“ Wash him 1" roared John Bull. * Here's some sonp ™

“Here's o sponge! 1 can burn it afterwards!™ said
Oeilvy,

“Ha, ha, ha !

“ Oh, rexlly, you know—— JT—I say, vou fellows, ehuek
it ' I—I had a bath last week; I did, honour bright—well.
the woeek before, then! I've pot a delicate eonstitution, and
it doesn’t do to bath too much! I say, you kuow, I'm not
one of those dirty ehaps who need washing all over every
day i Ow! Leggo!”

The juniors, laughing loudly, collared the Owl of the
Remove. Harry Wharton gently removed his dpectacles,
and placed them in safety; the clothes he had put on were
less wently removed. : :

The fat junior struggled az the Removites grasped at his
clothes, and there were several sounds of tearing as the
things were drapgged off.

o 1t! Wash him ! roarced Bulstrode.  * Here, lemme
get at him! T've got a serubbing-brush here, and he needs
it !

“w ! Ow! Hollap M

““Ha, ha, hat"

Water was splashed sver Billy Bunier: the floor rouyid
him was swimming in it., He roared and howled and yelled
for help. There was no doubt that he needed a bath; and
there was certainly no doubt that he was getting it

Bulstrode serubbed him over with ne gentle hand. The
juniors roarcd with laughter, and splashed him and scaped
i andd sponged him, and Bulstrode zerubbed awax till
Bunter was us red as a beetroot.

In the midst of the terrifie din the dermitory door opened,
and Win;‘i;:atr, of the Sixth, looked in. .

“Yhat's this horrid row about?” the captain of Greyfriars
demanded.

Bulstrode looked round with 2 grin. ]

*We're bathing Buntor, to celebrate the whole holiday !
be said.

Wingate burst into o roar.

“TMTa, ka, ha!"

“Help 77 roared Bunter. “Help! Yow ! 1 shall eatch
cold! Yarsoh! I'm delieate! ¥Yow, vow ! Yoop!”

“Your lungs aren’t delicate, by the sound I grinned
Wingnte. “T hope it will do you good. Bunter !

“Yarooh !

And the eaptain of Grevfrinrs went out and elosed ihe
door. Bulstrode threw the serubbing-brush aside.

“ There ' he gnsrm'f, Rl that Jdo, Boanter 27

“Fow! Tes! Yow!”

“Ha, ha, hat" ]

And Bunter towelled himself dows. and dressed himself,
ancl lowored ficrcely all the time, while the Remoeve roared
with lanrhter.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Merely a Loan.

ULSTRODE went to look at the crickel-piteh befors
breakfast.  Since Dulstrode had bevome tapiain of the
Hemove thére had Deen some ehange in DBolstrode.
Hé had alwars beon o pretty good cricketer, but not

abwavs keen; at times he had :lacked vory much. and his
unrelinbility in that respeet, and his uncertain temper, had
cansrd hiin to be left out of the Form team on nany
occasions, when Wharton was captain,

But now there could not be a keener fellow on the subject
of cricket. He worked haed himself, and he made hig teain
work hard, and he had brought the Remaove cleven into a
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Billy Bunter, breathing hard and guickly, groped in the pockets of Joha Ball's coat, * Bqntnrt " It was the deep,
stern volce of the captain of Greyfriars. Bunter swuag round in terror towards him, “‘Oh1” he gasped. (See page 19.)

Yery Jd atate. They had lately been beaten by Higheliffe,
but i;ﬁ:?y had cvery hope of winming in the Bt. Jim's
mateh,

When Tom Merry & Co. came over from St. Jim's, they
werd likely to find the Remove team in unusually good form.
Bulstrode was very keen on that mateh, The 3t. Jim's
match- was really the erucial test of the cricket season for
the Greyfriars juniors, and if they come through that all
right, they could rest upon their lanrels, for the teams were
not really quite evenly matehed, The 3t. Jim's juniors woere
sclected fromm the Tower School at 8t. Jim's—Shell and
Tourth Form. But the Remove team was picked from the
Romove alone—the Lower Fourth of Greyfriars.

At Greyfriars, the Upper Fourth and the 3hell had been
beaten on the cricket-ground by the Remove, and the school
junior team was weaker than the Rewmove team by itself.
A fact which was the cause of endless swanking on the part
of the Remove.

It was Harry Wharton who had brought it about, and
since Bulstrode had beecome captain he had stepped into the
fruits of Wharton's work. To do him justice, }hn.- was doing
his very best to justify his election to the eaptainey. And
Wharton, instead of auiking over the matter, a8 many fellows
would have done, was backing up the new Form eapkain
for all he was worth.

It was to be a great day at Groyiriars. Bob Cherrv's
father—Major Cherry——was coming down to see the match,
and Bulstrode's people wore coming, and the sisters and the
eousins and the sunts of o pood many of the players.

TaE M.mz:;r.*r Lisrary.—No. 177.
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“The pitch is splendid 7 said Bulstrode. * Wo shall have
to roll it a bit more after brekker, that's all,”” .

“ Wo'll make Bunter do that ' said Bob Cherry genially.
“1t wiil bring down his fat a little!”

# (h, really, Cherey—"

“Or we could use Bunter as a roller I’ John Bull remarked.
“ Do you think he would be too solid ™

**Ha, ha, ha!” ) i e

Bunter blinked at the juniors angrily through his big
spectaeles. ] . -

“1 say, vou fellows, do stop rofting!” he amd." I've
come here to speak to Bulstrode for the last fime-—

“ Hurrax ! suicdd Bolstrode. : y

“1 mean, for the last time on the subject of this match,
I'm willing to play against 8t. Jim's, unless I'm Lkept out of
the team by personal jealousy—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” " .
 If my offer 15 declined now, I shall decline to repeat
it

“ Declined, with thanks!” said Bulsirede, laughing.
H%ou soe, this isn't a comic opera we're getting up; it's a
cricket mateh !

“*“Ho. ha, hai™ .

< 8till, we'll use Bunter as a rollar I said Bulstrode cheer-
fully. * Collar him ™

“Ow! Leggo! Oh!”

The fat junior clutched out wildly as he was rolled over
on the ground. Ho dragged Bulstrode down with him, with

& bump.

Another Grand, Lon Complata Tale of the Chumsa

of Greayfriars, FREANK RICHARDS,
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“OL! roared Bulsirode.

"Ow ! gasped Bunter,

The junrors yelled with laughter. Bulstrode struggled in
the frantic grasp of the fat jumor. ke serambled mgl:lgis feat,
and there was a ]1:r||§.]¢r of monex on the ground.

Two sovereigns had rolled” Fromy his waistcoat-pocket.
Bunter canght the glimmer of

" I—T1 say, you fellows, T— deop some money !
Why, you young fraud? zhouted Bulstrode, It
dropped from my pocket, It's a tip I had from my father
last night. Didn’t vou fellows see it}”

“ 1 saw it,"” said John Bull

“ 0Ob, really, you kmow—-7":"

The juniors seized Bemter sgain, bat they were not laugh-

now; their feees ware a smd grim. Bunter's notions
on the subject of meam and tuups were very dim and ill-
defined, anc he. hed & way of layimg elaim to things thot did
oot baelong to him, in: a way that gu Removites often found

Very exaspersti
i o the bwo soworeigns was a little too

and he zat up quickly.

His impudest:
“ thick,” as Mugart remarked Al the juniors had scen them
fall from Bulstrode’s pecket; and thay knew, tao, that Bunter
nagt:e; hm} ?m[ﬁﬂmm?a of his own.

ou fa - Wharton.

“0h! ﬂwﬂ? = e

" It was Pulstrada’s m-:}nij‘, and. you would take it if you
Eﬁpgfd.!.” caid Herry ssosnfully. **You ame mo better than. a

ief,

“ Bump him ™

» ¥es, rathor—and harmd, too!

Bump—bump !

;IYM'GDI'] b

1¢ Juniers lelt Biily Bunter pasping om the ericheb-ground
ax they walked in te breakfast.  The Owhk of the Bamave
clambered up gasping.

“ Deasts " e Lowlsd,

“* Ha, ha, ha!"

Bunter volled off slowly lewards the Houss. Tn his mind's
eye the fat junior could still see the glinmor of woldi  Zover
eigns had a fascipation for him; he soldom lad any of biw
oW,

He poked Dulstrede in his ribs as they went in ta Break-
iﬂﬂtn? g}llﬁtt‘ﬂdﬂ jnmped. : i

* Yeu dat agsl, What are vou tryin T
be d;mfndbd. N i ving to pancture me for

“I—1 ey, Bulstrode, I'm oxpecting a postaborder this
offornoon, and # veu care to msﬁ} it illgmd‘l-::l!:nfﬂ—”

Bulstrode shook Lim off, and went in,
k4 he went to his qlau::e. But his disappeintment did not
gffcet s appetite. Nothing ever did that.

After breakfast, the juniors prepared for the comi
3t Jim's fellows. Some of them rolled the pitch, to
fo the highest possible state of perfection. They changed
into their cricketing flanncls. IL was a unique experionca
for the juniors to have a whole day for a cricket mateh, amd
they wero Epulnng_ forwaird to 1t with the keenest anticipation.

“ The Saints will be over here by the half-past ton teain,”
Harry Wharton remarked. “ We may as qull walle down o
the station and meet them.™

" Good egg I suid Bolstrode.

Quite a crowd of juniors tramped out of the schoal gates
to go down to Friardale. Billy Bunter stood in tlic gateivay
watching them

" You're coming, Bulstrade?’ Wharton asked.

The captain of the Remove shook hiz head.

*No; my people will be here carlier than tlat,” he said.
1 shall have to be here to mect them.”

" Right-ho i

Harry Wharten & Co. went awayv down the lane, and Dul
strode remained at the gates. Dilly Bunter blinked at the
Remove captain, with a curious expression in his round eves.
He noted that the capiain of the Form had changed into his
Aznnels, and he wondercd whéther lie hind taken the sover-
vigng out of Lis waistecat pocket when he changed. In the
ricited stabe he was in, it was very probablé that Bulstvode
had forgotten all abeut the nioney.

Billy Bunter relled away towards the School House. Ha
blinked round him as he woent upstairs: ﬂe'le house was deserted
wnd silent, everybody was out of doors in the bright July
sunshine.

Bunter glanced at the letter-rack in passing. There was
no letter for him ; nor was he really expecting one, bui Buntey
bad told his Lttle fable about the expected postal-order so
oftan that he had almost come to believe in it Illimmzlf.

“ Lemme sec,” he murmured. ** Suppose I get a pestal-
order for—for two pounds, by the afternoon’s past, then I—I
could pay Bulstrude back his two sovercigns if he lends them
1o me, I should like to have a little veady  cash to stand
something decent o the Bt Jim's fellows when they come,
1 was very chummy with IDArey of the Fourth once, and [
wank to do him down decently, ab least. Buppose I borrow

Toae Macwetr Linrany.—No. 177,
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a couple of pounds of Bulstrode—the beast won't lend themt
to me—hbnut I necdn’t mention the mattcr to him yet. 1 can
ﬁgaﬂﬂ the money when my postal-order opmes——""
unter was in the Reniove dormitory by this time.

Bulstrode's clathes lay cavelsmsly thrown em Mis bed, whers
fie had changed, and Bunter was upoan the waistcoat im mext
to no tne,

His fat fingers felt in the poekets, and he gwre 2 grumt of
satisfaction as they eamn indo contwet with- twe thick coins

“By George, here they are™

The fat junior extracted the two ceime from the pockef
For a moment he hesitated. Whetever he might say to hime
self, he knew g& too well what, bis action I‘Hﬂﬁ}" was—though
he would net. ik by the right naree

His hesitation lastcd only a mement
He zlipped the fwo suvereigns imtoy Ris own Eif:ﬂket. and
rolled out of the dormitory, ims heart Beating a little faater

than uwsuak and his fat face a litls paler,

EHE TRIRD CHAPEER,

Cougdht.
Ll ‘M'E' Bat!"" cxelmimed BPulstrode.

“ Coming " ashed John Bull, detachimg himself
froos tie gatepost, and gloncing eut into the

romd:

Bulstrede shook hiz Iwead

“0Oh, ne! I remember I didn't take the tin out of my
packet. when: I changed 1"

John Bull leughed.

1 diere: say Bunter willi aftend to that for vou,” he said.

Just. what I'm afraid of" he said. *“That fat bounder
never seemns. o know the didference between other people's
money and: his own. Will yon wait here, Bull, and I"ﬁ Ko
il.-;ld geb the tin. If my governor comies, tell him I'm in the

ouse,

“ Right you are ! said John Bull.

And he attached: himself ta the gatepost agnin, with his
hands in his pockets; and waited lazily. Bulstrode hurried off
towards the House. Bulstrode wanted his money, as a matter
of fact, as he intended to take the St Jim's fellows into the
tuckshop when they arrvived. But in any case it would hardly
have been zafe o leave it lying about when Bunter had onen
ot on tho scondr of it

The captain of the Remove hurricd up to the dormitory,
and found it vacant. His clothes were lying on the bed as he
had Ieft them.

He felt hastily in the peckets of the waistcoat.

They were empty.

“My hat! That fat bepnder has been here, then.'
 Bulstrode remembered perfectly leaving the two sovereigns
m his waistcoat pocket. He felt through the otlier pockets,
however, to make assurance doubly suve. But the sovercigns
wers not to be found.

An angrey light gleamed in Bulstrode's eyes as he quitted
the dormitory. There was not the sightest doubt in his
mind that Bunter had taken the two sovereigns; but a search
of the fat junior would reveal the truth, bevend a doubt.

And Bulsirode looked for Bunter,

** [ave tou seen Bunter?”

Fe asked the question of overvhody he met. SBkinner of
the Remove was able to give him soma information.

“T saw him go into the tuckshop,™ he said.

Bulstrode snapped s teeth.

He nught veally have gucssed it: the tuckshep was natur-
ally the place that Billy Bunter would make for if he was
in funds,

Bulstrode hurried off towards the tuckshop. Theve might
be time yeb to recover the money; and in any case to give
the Owl of the Remove a hiding.  Bulstrode had picked up a
cricket-stump before quitting the House. He was very angry
indeed, and he meant to make Billy Bunter smart for hig
depradations.

A fat face looked out of the door of the tuckshop uneasily.

Bunter was on the wateh.

The fat junior had been eeverel minutes in the tuckshop,
and he was ordering things rvight and left; and Mrs. Mimble,
having seen him slam down a sovercizgn on the counter, was
serving him with her most gracious snitle.

Bunter changed colour as he caught sight of Bulstrode in
the distance, striding towards the shop. He could see, short-
sighted as he was, from the expression of the burly Removite's
lugni_t.l:[i'!.t he i;}d dﬁh_::ﬂ'ﬁ'ed his I?“I sy, i

“1—1I say, Mrs. Mimble, my change, quick ! he gasped.

“ ¥es, Master Bunter.” ® i

“ And—and can you let me out the back wav?" stammered
Bunter,

Mrs. Mimble looked aft lum in astomishment.

* Uertainly, Master Buntor—but why?"”

" There—there's a chap going to raid my grub”™ said

in this week's "GEM"
Library, Price 19



Bunter. * Ie—he iz coming here to raad it, vou know. I—
I don't want him to cateh me as I go out.”

Mrs. Mimble understood at once—mot whelly, certainly,
but enough. The juniors of Greviriars had s little way of
raiding one another’s supplies after visita to the tuckshop.
And Billy Bunter was just the fellow whom the other juniors
would be likely to raid.

*This way, Master Bunter.”

Bunter clutched up hiz change in one hand, and a bag of

things in the other, and rolled afrer Mra. Mimble into
er little parlour.

“ If=—if Bulstrode asks for me, Mrs., Mimble, tell him I—
I'm dead—or—or that I'm gone out picnicking for the day,
will you?" pasped Bunter,

“ Yes, Master Bunter.”

There was 8 loud rap on the counter. Mrs. Mimble re-
turned into the shop. Bulstrode, with a face red with hasta
gn;:l anger, was banging on the little counter with a haavy

&L,

*“Is Bunter here®” he exclsimed, as the good dame came
out of the parlour.

“ Bunter!" repeated Mres. Mimble, to gain time.

“ Yes, Duntert™

“ He's beon here, Master Bulstrode.™

"“ Has he gone®'

i “Yeas, he has g-g-gone. I'm sorry, if you wanled to sce

im."

*“ He's been picking my pocket,” Bulstrode roaved. 1
want to got the money back before he blues it."

“ 0Oh, dear!™

“ Hes he ¢hanged any money here—pold, I mean '

* He changed a sovercign, Master Bulstrode,” said Mrs.
Mimble, in alarm. * I—I hope he has not stolen it."”

“ He has, the young scoundrel! Where 15 he?'

# He went out the back way.”

* Whers bas he gone?” .

“ He zaid he was going out picnicking for the day."

“ O, raty”

Bulstrode stamped out of the shop,  He glared up and down
the Close in search of the Owl of the Remove.

* Ah, there the cad is!”

Ho caught a glimpse of Buntor just enterin |
House, ¢ dashed peress the Close apain, unter disape
pearced into the House. Bulstrede ran in after him.  Ar the
same moment a lady and a gontloman ontored tho gates of
Grreyiriars; but Bulstrode hngo no eves then for new-comers.
IIe was thinking of Billy Bunter and Ins two pounds

IMe van into the House,

Bunter was not in sight, and the eaptain of the Romove
r;mtr‘.l upstairs, and along the Remove passape to Bunter's
Ty

Tli'& door was locked.

Bulstrodo did not need telling Bunder was there,
meredd on the door, and shouted through the kexhole,

“ Bunter! Dilly Dunter!™

There was no reply. But he bheard o guavering broath
within the study. There was no doubt thet the Owl of the
Remove wos there bebind the locked door, .

Rulstrode thundered at the upper pancls again with his fist.
“ Open the <door, vou young tuef ! he bawled.

* I—1 say, Bulstrode—""

“ et me n !

#T1—I can't! I—I've lost the key.
come in for, Bulstrode i

“ 1 want my two sovercigns.”

“I[—I haven't seen them."

Crash ! Crash!

“[—1 say, Bulstrode, vou'll break the lock if von po on
Jike that, vou know. I--I say, vou know, hadn't vou botter
ro and get ready for tho 8t. Jim’s chaps. They may be
;Em} almost any minute wow.'"

{’rash!

“1=I helieve you're expecting your people, too, It would
b {;mhhﬁd not to meet them when they come in, Bulstrade."

razh !

“You'll bust the lock, Bulstrode. Look here, I've only
horrow ¢ two quid, you know, and I'm going to return
it from my postal-order this aftarnoon.’”

Bump! Crash!

“1I'm expecting several postal-orders from somao  titlod
Ln_:d;ﬂsl of mine, and I'll settle it all up this cvening, honour

vigr o

Tha lock

i lock pave wav, and there was & vell of terror §
Billy Bunter as Dulstrode rushed into the :;r.ud_v. or o

the Sclhool

H: han-

What do vou want to

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bulstrode Senior,

OHN BULL took off his cap as an elderly, stoutlv-built

gentlemun, with a lady on his arm, stopped in tha
gateway of Greviriars Sehool.  They pglanced abeut
i them, and looked at John Bull as he advanced towards
em.
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“ Mr. Dulstrode 7" asked Bull politely.

The gentleman nodded, He was a man very like Bulstroda
in appearance, with a redder face and hoavier brows, and
an expression of bulldor dotormination. It was casy to sce
where Bulstrode of the Remove got his everbearing churacter-
istics from. The lady was very quict and very subdued.
Perhaps the mneighbourhood of her determined and over-
powering husband made her so. :

“¥es," said Mr. Bulstrode, in a heavy, powerful voiee—
everything about Mr., Bulstrade was heavy and powerful—his
voice, his manner, hia elothes, his silk hat, his watchehain—
evervthing—'"Yes. I am Mr. Bulstrode.”

“ Bulstrewle's been waiting here for vom, sir,” suid John
Bull. *“He's just gone into the School House, sir.’

*Very well. Thank you."

The stout gentleman turned to his wife.

“Oome, Ameha! We will gee the doctor fiest.”

# Veory well,” said Mrs, Bulstrode—* very well, denr”

Judging by her tone, if Mr. Bulstrode had said “ We will
now jump into the fountain,” Mrs. Dulstrade would have
veplicd in the same meek voice: * Very well, dear.”

They walked to the IHouse. As they rntqrua;"l, there wis &
sound of hammering sbove stuirs, but they did not giuess what
it portended. Trotter, the page, showed them into the Head's
study.

Diu?, Locke prected his guests politely.  The ITead of Grey-
friars had all sorts and eanditions of parents to meet, and ha
had thoe same courteous manner for wll of them. Mr.
Bulstrode was a somewhat formidable visitor, but the Ilead
was as urbane as possible. ‘ .

“8n rlad to welcome vou to Greylriars,” sakd the IHead.
“ Pray sit down, my dear madam, my dear sir. What a
veally satisfactory day for the cricket mateh.” .

“Ouite 8o, sir—gquite =6,"" said Mreo DBulstrode, without
allowing his wife to speak.  “*We shall cnjoy eceing the
mateh—shall we pot. Mrs. Bulstrode 2

Y Wory well, dear

“ But [ should like to speak to you about my senm, if 1
may, sir,'" said Mr. Bulstrode.

“(vh, certainly "' sabd the Hoead

“In last term's report of him, yeu were pleased to say
some complimentary things,” saud Me. Dulstrode. I was
very pleased to read them™ . .

“T am glad to say that there has boen an improvement in
vaur san,’’ said e Leocke. *1le was very much inclinad to
nverbearing conduct towards simaller boys—bullying, in fact—
but a wonderful improvement has taken place in him. I
waz very plad indeed to see it :

* Bullyine,” azid Mr. Bulstrode, in his ficreest tanp—
“hullying is a thing I detest! A man who speaks positively
ar raises his voieo, or lescs his temper, 18 my sbbhorrenee,
st Mr. Bulstrode's voice rose emiphatically while he was
speaking. * These traits in my son’s character shoukl be cut
out of i, sir—cut ont."’ : . :

1 am glad to say they seem to be disappearing of ther
awn accord, without any drastic measures being taken, Mr.
Bulstrode,” ]

“Vory good, sir—very good, T desired very much to speak
to vou upon this subject, Ide. Locke, 1 bave been very
anxions about my son upon that account, Where he could
obtain his overbearing proclivities from 18 a mystery to
me, I am sure his mother s the sweetest-bempered woman
in tho world, and I am a quict and wnassuming man.  There
is mo acounting for these things, sir.”

# 1 fear not, Mr. Bulstrode.”

“T will not take up any more of vour timp, sir'
Bulstrode’s father. 1 will go and sfee my son.™

“ Trotter will show you—""

“PThanks: [ know my way!™

“Vory good, sir. T shall seo vou at the encket mateh,
suppose? 1 have promissd the Remave to wabch part of it."

v 1 shall certainly be there, 1ir. Locke. I hear that my son
is now captain of his Farm ericket toam.”

“ That 15 corract, sir.”

“1 dare say I shall find him in his study,” Mr. Bulstrode
sald, * Come, Amelia"

A Vory well, dear.”

Mr. and Mra. Bulstrode left the Iead's study, and i
Locke settled down to have a peaceful few minutes before the
next visitors arrived,

“*This way, mi' dear,” said Mr. Bulstrade, in his powerful
voice. ** We will catch him in his study—ch 7"

¥ Vory well, dear,"’

Me. Bulstrode led the way to the Remove passape, Tlo
knew the way well; it was not by anw means his first visit
to Greyiriars. As a matter of fact, hie was rather fomd of
coming down to the schaol and watching his son's progress,
Mot that Bulstrode seninr was particularly tender-hearted. Jlo
was quite cupable of plaving the Reman parent on accasion,
Mr. Dulstrode persomally had o great admication for tho
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First Brutus who had his sons scourged and executed, when
he might have pardoned them—from a sense of duty. Mr.
Bulstrode would not have carried his sense of duty to that
length, certainly; but there was » great deal of the Brutus
about him.

“Ha!™ ¢xclaimed Mr. Bulstrode, as he reached the Remove
passage. “ That is George !™

Bulstrode’s woice could be heard from Bunter's study.

* You rat! You rotten young hound !

“0Oh, dear!” murmured Mrs. Bulstrode.

Mr. Bulstrode’s brow grew as black as thunder.

“Ha! That does not sound as if George has improved
much, Amelia."

“Oh, dear I

*¥ou fat bounder—hand over the money, T tell you "
. Mr. Bulstrode marched down the passage with thunder and
lightning in his glance. He strode mto the open doorway of
the study, and & startligg scene burst upon his gaze.

— r—— -

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Barred,

[LLY BUNTER was writhing in the grasp of the captain
of the Remove. ;

Bulstrode, his face inflamed with anger and excite-
ment, was silaki'ﬁ?: the Owl] of the Remove savagely.

“ You young hound 1" Le roared. “Give me the money !”

O !

“ Hand it over, T say !

“Varooh! I—I won't! It's mine! Ow! ¥Yah! Help!”

Neither of the juniors noticed, for the moment, the two
new-comérs in the doorway., Mr. and Mrs Bulstrode gazed
upon the scenc, the former with a thunderous brow, and the
latter m deep distress.

Certainly E\]hﬁl‘l}dﬂ bad never shown up in a more un-
favourable light.

He had grasped the fat junior in a grasp of irom, and
having shaken him till his head was spinning, he proceeded
to turn the money out of Bunter's pochets.

Billy Bunter was resisting fmz-h!;:.r.

e 's only one pound four,” said Bulstrode. "1 want
more than that.”

“Ow! Help!'

“ Hand it over, 1 tell you!™

“Yaroch! Help!™

“ George ' thundered Mr. Bulstrode

Bulstrode _iumped.

“George V’

“ Father I

Bulstrode released Bunter. The fat juncir reeled away,
gasping for breath, but clutching at tho money at the same
time.

Bulstrode stood flushing and panting before his father.

His mother gave a little crv.

:: Oh G-E.'D'I;EB dear, how could you

‘“8o this is how we find you!” thundered Mr. Bulstrode.
““ Bullying a small boy, and robbing him of his money "

" Father—""

:: Sn:uundrﬁl " gaid Mr, Bulstrode,

“He's nearly throttled me!
Heo's trying to vob me of my money. Ow! Help! Yow!”

“"“Wretched boy!"” said Mr. Bulstrode., “This iz worse
than I ever expected. If you could not restrain your bullying,
surely vou mught have obscrved common honesty, and not
taken this lad’s money."”

Bulstrode went crimson.

‘" His money !"* he exclaimed. ' It's my moncy.”

Mr. Bulstrode sported. When he was engry, he had a
snort like a horse.

" Your money '

U ¥es, father.”

“" How did it come into this boy’s pockets, then 1"

“"He took it from mine."

' Nonsenge I .

““Father ! Don’t you beliove me ! .

““ No, sir,” thundered Bulstrode senior—*"no, siv, T do not!
I have heard abont your bullying before; I know that you
have a reputation for being a bully, and for making small
boys miserable.”

Istrode bit his lip. Tt was true that that had Jong been
his reputation; and he could not be surprised if dt stuck to
him atter he had ceased to dezerve it

‘ Father——"" he began.

_ “"Bilence I Mr. Bulttrode turned to Bunter,
i your name?"

U Wew-w-wiliiam George Eu‘nt-ar;

“Is that money yours, Bunter !’

" YVes, sir.”

“ Did you take it from my son "
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“ N.n-n-no, sir,” stammered Bunter. “Do I look as of I
could take it from a big chap like Bulstrode

“ Certainly net.” :

“It was in s waisteoat-pocket I left in the dorm.,”
Bulstrodo said. i : e

“It's a lie,” said Bunter viciously—*it's a lie, sir!™

* ¥You young hound!™

“ Bilence, George! I have caught you bullying this boy
in the most brutal way, and taking away his money—-"

H =1 sweap—-""

" Bilence! If the money was yours, and Bunter had taken
it, you should have asked him for it—-"

“1 did ask him !

“ And if he refused to give it up, you should have explained
the matter to a master.” You should not have attempted to
take it by violence,”

i Eut'____‘.il
oIt is your word against his,"” thundered Mr. Bulstrode;
hsm.l:11d1”[ prefer to take the word of the victim, not of the

ully !

“ Father——"

“1 am ashamed of you,” said Mr. Bulstrode.  * Your
mother is ashamed of you, too. Are vou not, Amelia?”

s "'L"eﬁ,r well, my dear,” said Mrs. Bulstrode feebly.

Mr. Bulstrode waved a large and heavy hand,
“You are no son of mine now,” he said. “If it wero
possible I would disown you. As it is, I decline to speak to
i‘ﬂu until you have reformed yourself. You understand that?

am here for the day, but T have nothing fo say to vou.
Your mother has nothing to say to you either. Is it not the
case, Ameln ¥

“ Vory well, dear.™

“And unless this reform takes place in yowr character,
George, vou need never expect a kind word from either of
ug again,” said Mr. Bulstrode, and he gave his arm to s
wife, and Jed her away.

Bulstrode stood transfixed.

Bunter, with a aly glanee at him, slipped the disputed
money into his pocket and stole quictly out of the study.

Bulstrode did not move.

He did not even see Bunter at that mament.
Intter thoughts were enough to occupy him then.

This was the day he had loocked forward to—this was the
day when he was to appear as captain of the Form cleven
in 2 big match, and to play under the eyes of his parents,
and shine in the eyes of the school.

Thiz!

On this day, of all davs in his life, he was disgraced, eut,
and barred by his own people! Ho stood in the study, stlent,
stunned.

Mrs, Bulstrode ventured a feeble protest as she walked
away with her husband,

* Perhups, dear——"

Mr. Bulstrode snorted.

*There 15 no perhaps about it, Amelia. George 15 a hully,
and he is dishenest, and I have nothing inore to say to hun”

*Then we had better go,” said Mrs. Bulstrode,

T {;.}gn

o H{:S, dear. There is nothing to stay &t the school for, if

His own

Another snort.

“1 shall certainly not go!" said Mr. Balstrode. 1 camo
here to sce the cricket match, and 1 shall stay to see the
cricket match. It would not be consisfent with my personal
dignity te quit Greyirviars because my son has misbehaved
himself. T think wyou fail {0 appreciate my charvacter,
Amelia."

LE ﬂ'l.ilt L2

“ There are no buts in the case."”

“However—"" : :

“ However, we are not going ! =nid My, Bulstrode., I
shall not be sorry to show all Greyfriars how strongly I dis-
approve of Goeorpe's eonduct.”

And Mr. Bulstrode finished with a snovt so emphatie that
the unfertunate Amelia did not venture to say another word,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Saints,

. AT Jove! Jollay glad to sce you again, deah boys!”
An elegant youth, in the moet elegant attire, leaned
gracefully eut of the window of a frst-cluss carriage
a5 the train came into Friardale Btation.

Juniors were crammed in the enrriage behind him, and in
the next carriage, and the next. More than cleven St. Jim's
fellows had come over for the match.

“ Hallo, hallo, halle? exclaimed Bob Cherry.  “Here's
the one and only !

" Hurray I" ] 5

The clegant junior jammed an eyeglass into his eye and
gazed ot Bob Cherry in a rather doubtful sort of way.

s week'sa "GEM"”
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Bulstrode had grasped the fat jumior In a grasp of iron, and haying shaken him till hiz head was

spinning, he proceeded to turn the money from Buater's pocketis.
Bulstrode jumped, and torned (o see his father and mother standlng in the doorway.

i

b George!” thundered a volce,
(See page 6 )

* Wenlly Chewwy—'" he ejaculated.

“ Jolly glad to sce you, D'Arey!” said Harry Wharton.
“Woe thought we'd come down and mect you.'r

“Thanks awf'ly, desh hoy!™

Towi Merry, the captain of the 5t. Jim's juniors, jumpoed
out of the train, and the other fellows ,fuljlmvz-d him fast
from the carmeges. 'The St. Jim's junior eleven were a fine-
looking set of fellows.

Tom Merry, the skipper, and Manmers and Lowther and
Noble belonged to the Shell; Bloke and Herries and Diglby
snd {2 Arey apd Figoins and Kerr and Wynn, to the Faurth
Form at 5t. Jim's. There were four or five other fellows
with them. who had come over to sce the mateh.

Bob Unerry slapped Arthur Augustus D'Arey heortily on
the bark.

TIET awell of St Jim's gave a httle howl.

“0w!

“ All serene—eh?” asked Dob,

“Weally, Chewwy, I wish vou would not be so howwibly
woll ! exclaimed Arthuor Augustus IPArvey. “You have
thwawn me nto quite a fluitah, and coused me to dwop my
eyorlass,”

“Horry!" said Bob, giving him a slep on the other
shonlder. **That any better ™

W ow 1

“ Hg, ha, ha!” roared the junicrs.
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“Weally, Chewwy, T must say that T wegard you as e
dangewous ass,” said Arthur Augustus, backing away from
tha boisterons Removite, * Pway do not be a woff beast
Yeu have wempled my jacket now.”

“ Looking for anything?"' asked Bob Cherry, noticing that
Fatty Wynn of St Jim's was gazing up and down the
platform m a lost sort of way.

Wynn started. - ;

“1 was wondering whethor there was a buffet in this
station,” he said.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry.
of that !"

“ Well, it's an important thing, ain’t 1t%" said Fatty Wynn.
“I'm hungry. 1 always get hungry after a journey; and I,
have a jolly keen appetite in this .fxﬂg.' weather, vou know.™

“ And in ovory othor blessed weather I murmured Blake.

* Yuoas, wathah !

“ There -isn’t a buffet here,” said Harry Wharton, with a
smile: ““ but there's a jolly good tuckshop in the village, and
we pass it going to the school. There's time to stop there
for o little feed.”’

“*0Oh, good !

*This way, then."

The juniors poured out of the station in & merry crowd,
the St. Jim's fellows earryving their bags,

Fatty Wynn dropped o little behind with Havry Wharton,

“ Trust Fatty to think

of the Ch
ARDS, e
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and nudged the Greyfeiars fellow in the ribs. Harry looked
at him in someo surprisc.

“1 say,”" whispered Wynn, * where's that tuckshop ¥

“Only down the street.”

*Could you manuge to take the other fellows on while I
BhP in by mysclf?”

': Eﬁhat o {sﬂith fﬂfri” . i % i ;

iggy's such a bepst,” said Fatty nn pathetically.

" Ha H‘:l:llrrlkﬁ I sha'n't Le able to ]Jﬂ-h?]. :'f)l hu'rl?a uliythirf;:

decent to eat. He keeps me frightfully short of food when

there's any blessed cri::F:et on. If you could keep him occu-

ied for five minutes or 30, I could have & bit of a tuck-in
ar¢ he found out.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“I'm afraid that wouldn't be quite fair on your skipper,”
he szid. * YWou'ro the chempion bLowler on your side, you
know, and it wouldn't be cricket to get you out of form by
letting you stuff—I—1 mean, eat.”

Iil\ii'ﬂﬁ hef t ’ l F b o
: not put it gently to Fipgy
“Oh, Figgy's an awe . o0

“Hey?" said Figgin who had slackened pace m time to
Lhear that remark. 'W%ﬁ’ﬁ an a5’

“You are, Figgy,”" ssid Fatty Wynn.

“¥ou cun have & sandwich, an
Figpins,

* Look here, Figgy——""

* And nothing more," said Kerr. “You're not going to
let 8t. Jim's down in this mateh if T know it

“Wathah not! I'm surpwised at you, Wynn, weally.'”

“Oh, wou cheess it, l'.'?usﬁy 1 said Fatty Wynn crossly.
* Look here, Figgy—

“I'm looking,” eaid Figgins grimly,

“You see—""

“¥eg TI'll soe that you don’t have any tarts or jam-pufls
till after the match.”

I T don't loy o solid foundation—

i Ratﬁ .p!l

Fatty Wynn heaved a deep sigh, and walked on alowly.

They passed a confectionor’s, and Fatty Wyrn's eves
glearned. Then they halted at the village tuckshop.

“ Heore we are !’ zaid Harey Wharton,

* Come and have your sandwich, Fatty,” said Kerr Lindly.

Fatty Wynn shook his head.

“Thanks, I won't come in!"

The St. Jim's juniors stared at him blankly. So did the
Greylriars fellows. They knew Fativ Wynn pretiy well. It
was certainly the frst time he had ever been known to de-
cline an invitafion 1o enter o tuckshop.

** Not ill, are you, Fatty " asked Tom Mervy nnxiously.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Fatty Wynn prunted.

" No, I'm not. Dut I'm not going to eat any blessed ald
sandwiches! I'l! come i amd Jive o good feed f vou like™

“You jollv well won't 1" saild Figwins.

“ Mot much ! samd Tom Merry emphatically.

HThen I'll stay out!™

“ All right, sit down on the bench. We sha'n’t he long
having a pinger vound,” sail Monty Lowther.

Fatty Wynn grunted and zut dowmn. The juniors erewded
into Uncle Clege's little shop and ruined orders upen that
crusty old pentleman. Uncle Clegg sorved out gingerbeer
and doughnuts in great quantities,

The Saints had had a good breakfast before they stavted;
but the journey was a loeng ono, and it had given them a
poad appetite.  They devonred sandwiches, but light pastvy
was harred til] after the mateh.

Figzins wore a purzled leol as he ate sandwiches. He was
thinking about Fatty Wynpo IE was not like the hearty,
vood-narured Fatty to sulk—and he had not looked sulky
eithor. But what did he mncan by staying ontside the tuck-
shop and having nothing to eat at all?

The matter worked go upon Figeins's mind that presently
he went to the door of the shop and locked out for Futty
Wynu, to speak £o him.

Then he witered an exelamation of amazement,

Fatty Wynn had disappeaved !

“Fm hungry.”"
one stone pinger,” said

1r

THE SEVYENTH CHAPTER.
Jammy !

" Y hat!"
M Figey's smprised exelamation brought a crowd of

jumiors o the doorway.
Y YWhat's the matter ' Tom Merry asked.

‘ Fatty 1
“YWhat's the matter with Fatty ¥’
“He gone
“Gone! My hat!™
£ Bai Jove !
Thae Macrer Inarary.—No. 1I77.
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Bob Cherry buarst into a roar.

' Ha, ha, ha! 8o that was his little game I"

: What was?’ demanded Tom Merry, staring at Bob.
*What was his little game? What do you mean?

:‘ Eﬁ*ﬁigcme to the confectioner’s,”

In a second the St. Jim's crowd were tearing down the
street towards the confectioner’s shop, «If Fatty Wynn wero
allowed time to raid the pastrycook’s wares, there was no
telling what his bowling would be like in the match with
the Greyfriars Remove.

’,‘E'Im emovites roared with laughter.

" Blessed if that chap doesn’t beat Billy Bunter, of ours!”
said Bob Cherry, with tears of merriment in his eyes.

" Ha, ha, hat"*

Tom Merry & Co. reached the confectioner’s shop, and
rushed in,

There was Fatty Wynn!

He was standing at the counter, and there was a pile of
pastry before him., 'The confectioner was regarding him
with almost an affectionate smile. He had seldom had sa
good 8 customer as Fatty Wynn,

Jem-turts and doophnuts, eream-puffs and buns were dis
appearing at a really remarkable rate of specd.

Fatty Wynn's plump face was plowing with enjoyment,

“This is something hke ! he murmured,

‘* Fatty I roared Figgins,

Fatty Wynn started, in the act of taking a huge bite out
of a2 jam-tart, and choked as the great mouthful went down
the wrong way.

* Groooooooooh I

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Bai Jove! He's chokin®#®'

" Gereororooooh ! gasped Fatty Wynn, " Oh! Ow]
Groo—"

* Thump him on the back—quick " gasped Tom Merry.

“ Here goes!”

“"Lend a hand 1"

* Groo-oo-ooh 1

Five or six jumors started thumping Faily Wynn on the
back at the same time. The fat Fourth-Former gasped and
purzled and roared.

“QGerrooh? Lepgo! Lemme alone! Ow! Yow!”
“zo it, deah boys—he's wecoverin 1
Thump—thump—thump !

* Feel bettah, Wynn, desh boy O I

Fatty Wynn was hitting out wildly. D'Arey caught a fat
fist vpon lus nose, and sat down on the floor of the con-
fectioner’s shop.

“Dw ™ he gaspoed. Ow [

** Ha, ha, ha!”

“Jeememe alone ! roared Fatty Wrnn, “T'm all rvight!
By (rearge, Tll=I'H Wif this ginger-boor at you if you don't
cheese 11, vou champs ™

“ Bure you feel all night'” azked Manners, with his hand
raiscd ready for another terrific thumimn.

“Ow! Yes, idiot! Ow _

I Avey serambled to hig feet, Tlie arislaeratic visage was
rech with wrath, and his bsaotifal trousers were very dusty,

“You uttah ass!” he shoured. " Ow! My nosel My
twousahs T Quwi™

*““Ha, ha, hat!"

“71 sce nothin® whatevah to- lanzh at, wou witah asses!
Ow! My twousah=! My nose!”

Figgins and Kerr grasped hold of Falty Wynn.

il HFJ':: ins grimly.

“ Ay nose!

ome on!"' said

“ Look here, Figgy—

“This way to Grevivars™ . .

* Heg pardon, sir,” eald the grmning confectioner. ““The
youns gent. hasn't paid wet, s

* ¥es, of course, 1 haven't panl,” Fatiy Wynn exclaimed,
glad of any excuse for lingering., “Youw—yon see, I—IL
haven't paid. How ruch is vt

“SBix and sevenpence, sir”

U Legza, you fatheads!” : —

Figeinz and Kerr let go Fatty Wynn while he felt in his
pockers for the money. The junies all watched the fat
Fourth-Former like catzs warching for a mouse. with the
excepiion of Arvthur Augustuzz DArvey, who was dusting his
trousers with a cambric handkerchict.

Fatty Wynn cast a longing zlance at the nnhnished rans
on the counter. They =cemed 1o him to ery to be earen.

“1—I szay, Figgy, perhaps I'd better finith the arts,"
ke murmuored.

Figeins granted. :

“ Just vou try, that’s all”" he said,

“Boppose I-have one

“* Better not.” .

" Look here, just one—

“Pay up, you chump, and come ou

“Put I say—>"
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* Are you golng to pay?' rodred Figgins,

Fatty Wynn snorted, and threw the money on the countex

“There you are! I want fivepence change.”

* Yes, sir™

Fatty Wynn turned away from the counter, and thea
suddenly turned baclk, and made a grab at the tarts. He
conldn’t resist the temptation.

But Figgins and Eerr were watching hum,

As ho scized a tart in each hand they rrasped his wrists,
and they hiffed the hands containing tho tasts wpon Fatty
Wynn's face,

Tha tarts were squashed there, and the plump face of
the Fourth-Former was smothered with jam and nastry.

Fatty Wynn gave a roar

“"¥ah! Oh!" ;

He goured the jam out of his oyes and nose, spuitering
and snorting furiously, The juniors yelled.

‘‘ Ha, ha, ha !’

“Groo! I— Dh—ah! Yah!?

Figgins and Korr seized the fat Fourth-Former and rushed
him out of the shop.

“Leggo!™ roared Fatty Wynn, " Tve got to %nt a wash
now. I can't go to Greviriars in this state, can I, you fat-
heads T

“You're jolly well going to, whether you can or not!™
grinned Figgins. * Don't lot go his arms, Kerr”

* Rather not!” chuckled Kerr.

“* Look here, you idiots—"

“*Lomo on!"

* Yaas, wathah!"

* Favhead—""

“This way!"

“ Chump—"" .

“Quick march ! grinned Figgins.

And Fatiy Wynn was quick-marched off. The Grey-
friars juniors yelled at the sight of him.

“Ts that something new in fy-catchers? asked Dob
Cherry.

* Ha, ha, hat"

“(Groo-hon! I want a wash! Yah!"

Y ¥an can pet a wash at Greyfriars.”

“ Bb-but look here 2

“Oh, come on!"”

And Fatty Wynn was marched by sheer force out of
Friardale, and along the lane to E}ﬁ-ﬁfriam. and it sesmed
to Fatty Wynn thet every fly in the county must have
spttled wpon his jammy face at one time or another during
that walk in the July sun. )

By tho timo the juniors reachoed Groyirlars IF:n.tt:.r Wynn
had  repented  very  sineerely  of  that  visit  te  the
confectioners.,

—Tr——

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Under a Cloud.

TLETRODE met Harry Wharten & Co. and the party
frown 2L Jun's as they camo in, but thern was a
strange change in Bulstrode.
The cheeriness of his manner was gone.
& dark cloud upon his face.

Wharton looked at him in surprise. ; :

“ Nothing wrong, is there?" he asked, in a low voice.

“Wo,"” said Bulstrode

* You'ro not ill#"

“T'm all right.” :

* You leok pretty sick.™

“ (Oh, that's nothing.™

* Something’s happened.”

“Ii's all rizht.” .

It was evident that Bulstrode did not mcan to say any
more.

Wharton felt wery uncasy. Bulsirode ecrfuinly did not
look jzst then like o skipper who was to lead a ericket team
to victory.

That something had happened was certain, and Wharton
could not help wondering wihat it wai.

Whatover it was, it had lefr i naclk vpon the caprain
of the IRemove, _

Bulstrode looked as i all the brightoess amnd cheerfulness
had beon taken out of him, and grim despondency put in its
place.

* Bomethineg's np,'' sa1d Nugent,

“ Yoz, pather ! said Bob Gherry, Y Hang it all, what's
the matter with Bualstrode? That iso't how a chap ought
1o look on a whole holiday, with the cricket match of the
soason just in front of him."

“J should say not.' :

Bulstrode greeted the 8t Jim's fellows cordially enough,
bLut Tom Merry & Co. could not help noticing the sirain in
his manner. ] )

Arthur Augustus pave Bulstrode a ligh:, [riendly tap on
tho shoulder.

“ Pway buck up, deah boy,” he remarked.
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Enu've got no chance; but don't take it like that, you

now,

Bulstrode started,

“Ah! What's that?™ hoe exclaimed.

“(M course, you are booked for a feahful lickin’,” said
Arthur Augustus cheerfully, * but buck up.”

* (th, rats ! said the Removo skipper.

Y Weally, Bulstwode——"'

“We'ro poing to walk all over you chaps"

““YWats, deah boy !’

“ Don't swank, Gussy """ said Jack Blako severely.

Arthur Aungrstus D'Arey turned his cyeglass upon Juck
Blako of the Fourth with a perfectly withering expression.

“Iid you addwess me, Blake? he gueried.

* Ypa, rather!’

“1 wofusoe to have my woemarks chawactowised as swonk,
I wegard yvou—""

“Loma on ! said Tom Merry.

“Nou are intewwuptin® me, Tom Mewwy.™

“Yes, I know., Come on!™

Tho ericketors went down to the pitch. A goodly crowd
was alrondy gathering there. It being a whole holiday ak
Grevfriavs for the Remove, the whole of the Form had
determined to see the match.

Follows of other Forms were to be there, too, while
lessons were not **on,” and visitors were expected in any
number,

“Your people are here, oin’t they, Bulstrode?” Joha
Dull asked.

Bulstrode Aushed. * Yes," he soid awlwardly.

“Mater and pater?”

" Yo" s -

“They ought to be told the mateh is going to begin, them
I suppose you can't leave the pround now? I'll send Fish—
ho's not playing.” ] ) L.

“ T guess I'll o with plegsure,” said the Amerncan jumor,

Nulztrode hesitated.

“T'U1 tell them,” he sand. .

o wolked off the ground. Fisher T. Fish looked after
him with a peculiar expression on his face. .

“ Bulstrode been baving any trouble with his people?™
ho asked.

““ ot that I know of,” said John Bull.

“ It looks odd.™

¢ Vae it does,”’ John Bull remarked thnug'hlffully; “ T3ul-
strode's gob something on his mind. I hope it won't muck
up his play. We shall have all our worl cut out to bead
the Sainis, in any case.”

“ Yep ) . . .

“ His people can't be ragging him on a day like this,
I shiould think,” =said John Bull.

** His pater locked & bit of & goer, but "

* ook there! said Fish.

“ My hat!"” i

Tulstrode, crossing towards the School House, mat hia
parents caming towards the ericket ground. 1

Mr. Bulstrode was walking very upright and stiflly, and
hiz wife had a troubled expression upon her face.

Bulstrode hurried eagerly fowards them te speak.

Fliz father gave him one hard glance, and then lifted
his ¢hin very high in the air, and walked on as if Bulstrode
were a porfect stranger to him.

Pulstrode stood rooted to the ground,

Ilis face went pale and red by turns. Ie locked after
Lis father, without speaking & word,

Mr. Dulstrode and Mrs. Bulstrode came down to the
ericket pround, and Harry Wharton hastened to find them
geats before the pavilion.

My hat!” murmured Bull. * What can be the matter!

His own people won't speak to him
ish nodded. ]
‘- He's barred by his people,” he zaid.

“It's rotten for Bulstrode.™

“Iloereid™

Bulsirode came back slowly towards the ground. :

His faco was very pale now, and there wes a deep wrinkle
in his forchead. John DBull tapped him on the arm.

“ Bulstrode, old man—"

Balstrode looked at him dully.

o Yee—whot 15 it, IBull ?7 i X

“1 don't want to interfere in your aifairs,” sald John

Tull quietly. *““Tut I can see that there's some trouble

between vou and yvounr people.”
TBulstrode nodded without replying.
“ 15 it a misunderstanding ¥
Ve
“(an’t you explain?™
“ My pater won't listen to me.”

“ Baut—-""
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“It van't be helped,” said Bulstrode,
cricket."

“Lould I do anything "

Bulstrode shook his head.

John Bull did not pursue tha subject. It was no business
el his, but he woul have been (]ad to help if he could.

Fhe stumps had been pitched. , Tom Merry and Bulstrode
tosged for choice of innings. Bulstrode won, and he elected
to bat first.

Tom Merry and Co. went out to ficld,

Hendsome and very fit they looked, eleven figures in
spotless white, on the level green of the cricket-field.

As they took up their positions, there was a sudden shout
fr_ntm_ Bob Cherry,” who was locking away towards the
gates,

“ My governor!”’

A ruddy-faced, military-looking old gentleman, with a
flerce ;Fhlt-ll moustache, was bearing down upon the juniors'
ground.

It was Major Cherry!

Bob dropped hiz bat, and rushed across to mweet his
father, and the major shook hands with his son, and
slapped him on the shoulder, ovidently delighted to see

Bob, snd to see, too, that he was playing for his Form,

“Let's get to the

As for Bob, he was grinning with delight.

* This w&y: dad,” he exclaimed. =

':‘l;ﬂg'tnq. tI_'m‘ gfm! I'm in time,"” EEE.- the major,

“Just in time—we're just going to begin. This is Mr.
Bulstrode, Bulstrodes pater—ouy skipper’as pater, you
know. My father, sir! Horo's your chair, ded. Marjoric's
geing to have the next one, when she comes aover!

And Bob ran off to open the innings with Bulstrode.

Bulstrode gave one last look at his father as he came
down with his bat under his arm, buttoning his glove,

Mr. Bulstrade did not scem to ses him.

A dark cloud settled over Bulstrode's face, and he
tramped heavily on the turf, as he went to take up his
place at the wicket.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Hard Cheesal

OM MERRY of 8t. Jim's looked Fatty Wynn up and
down. That fot Fourth-Former of the New Houso at
8t. Jim's had washed the jum off his face, He bore no

, outward traces mow of the little scene in the con-
!?ﬂfnm:ﬁ shop. Bt:it&inwardl he was puffing and short
of breath. 8 sudden menl of light and indigestible
nastry had told upon him. “ 88
“ XYou're not fit,” said Tom Merry severely,

“Oh, yes, I am,” said Fatty Wynn. " Youn gimme the
ball and see me bowl.”

TQF Merry shook his head.

“You're not going to take the first over” wlad,
el ﬁeldﬁ g t over,” he growled
£13 [-'Uﬂk hETE k¥
“Oh, go and cat coke!"?

Fatty Wynn frunted.

“Whare shall I field, then?* he asked.

“ Anywhere you like, only keep out of the way," Tom
.I:hia:r{; said cmﬁ}n
L1 : I gﬂ,}r—-———‘

“Cheese it, and buzz off.”

“But where shall I go?" howled Fattv Wynn,

“ Oh, down into the long-field, and stay thers!™
And Fatty Wynn trotted aﬁ.

He avoided mceting the glances of Figgine and Kerr.
Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn belonged to the New House at
8t Jim’s; the other t&llmrs to the 8chool House at that
famous foundation. Figging and Kerr were very anxious,
neturally, for their housec-fellow to shine in the team: but
under the circumstances they could not blume Tom Merry
for declining to give him the first over.

Tha ball was tossed te Monty Lowther, and the Shell
fellow went on to bowl egainst Bulstrode's wicket.

Bulstrode had hia bat on the crease, and was looking out.
Ha %Ianceﬂ back once towards the pavilion, to see whether
Jhis father was looking at him, and he found the old
gentleman's gaze fixed steadily before him in an icy stare.

Bulstrode's face fell and grew darker.

“ Look out, Bulstrode,” Harry Wharton muttered, from
where he was standing. “ What's the matter with you,
old man ¥

“ Buck up ! muttercd Nugent.

Bulstrode started, and pulled himself together.

“T'm all nnght,” he *mid!:}

And he watched for the first ball,

Bulstrode's_heart was heavy, and, in spite of himself, he
could not drive the cloud from his face.

The day which was to have boen so happy was likely
to be the most miserable of his life, and, try as he would,
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he could not “ buck up,” against the nfluence of the heavy
dﬂﬁpﬂndanﬂ' that overwhelmed him.

It only he could have had one kind glance—one look to
show :hnt his people cared whether he d%sﬁslguished himself
O not,

But his father's gaze was fixed and herd ; and his mother's
troubled eyes were on the ground.

Monty Lowther took s little run, and sent down the bell!

Round the ground, a crowd of fellows watched the
first delivery.

It was an easy ball to tackle; any fag in the Hecond
Form could have stopped it with ease, if not scored off 1it.

Not so Bulstrade ! :

'Ié!m captain of the Remove made a swipe at the ball,
a“ e 1

Missed it !

Urash !

The middle stump of the wicket went crashing to the
ground under the impact of the ball, and the bails were on
the ground, and the wicket was left with & peculiarly
toothless aspect.

There was a deep buze from the spectators.

“How's that?" yelled Jack Blake,

And the umpiré grinned as ho soid:

i uut !!l

Bulstrode stared down at his ruined wicket.

He was out—there was no doubt about that—out, Hrst
ball of tha first ovar!

He put his bat under his arm, and tromped off towards
the pavilion, his ears burning as he heard the comuents
passed by the crowd upen his performanee.

The Bt. Jim's fellows were grinning. They could not
help it, and it was excusable, Monty Lowther was not
their champion bowler, by any means; but he had bowled
the captain of the opposing side with the greatest of ease.

The Baints knew nothing, of course, of the trouble that
was weighing on DBulstrode’s mind; and they only won-
dered how 1t was that the Greyfriara Remove, so keen on
cricket, should have chosen such a rotten, bad batsman
ns skipper,

There was n cheer for Monty Lowther from his friends,
but it was drowned by the mocking yella for Bulstrede
The Remove did not stand upon ceremony in expressin
their opinion of a cricket captain who was out first ball
of the hrst over.

“ Beastly 1"

“The fathead !

“The chump!"'

“What a skipper !

“0Oh, he's looking for ducks' eges!"

Bulstrode hesrd those remarks, end many others, o he
trumped off. He paused for a moment to speak to Hany
Wharton, i

“You're next in,” he said. “Get in, and for gooduesy'
sake do what you can to get something for the side. 1I'm
ne  good,”

Wharton looked really concerned.

“I'm sorry, Bulstrode,”” he said softly.

Bulstrode gave a miscrable lough.

“Oh, 1 know I've come a beautiful mucker ™ he i
“Hear what the fellows ave saving, I suppose iU scives
me right."

“It decsn't; you're not yourself now.”

Bulstrode passed a hand over his hrow.

“I'm not,” he said, “It's rotten—what's happened
wasn't my fault! What's a fellow to fcel like, with his
own people cutting him, before o crowd "

“It's hard cheesa. But—"

“Go in; they're howling for next man.”

ANl right'

Wharton went down to the wickets,

Bulstrode tramped into the pavilion, and fung his hat
down with a crash, and then Aung himself into a seat,
his brow black and moody,

From without, he heard the merry click of bat and hall,
and then a shout, ringing loudly over the cricket-field and
the old walls of Greyiriara,

“ Brave, Wharton! Well hit!"

Bulstrode did not move.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Greyiriars Innings.

e BAV(, Wharton!”

“ Qo it, Harry |

** Hurrah 1"

The ball was sailing away, away, eway.! It dropped
far, and the fieldsman ran for it, and Wharton and Bob
Cherry crossed the pitch, and crossed it agoin, and erossed
it & third time, and yot a fourth.
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Then the round, red ball came hurtling in seconds too
lata!

The new hatsman had started his innings with a four, and
the hopes of the Greyfriara fellows roso.

Bulstrode's start had disheartened the team. DBut Wharton
had succeeded in bucking them up again.

Wharton, the old captain of the Kemove, was evidently
tha one who would pull the mateh out of the fire, if it
could be pulled out.

Harry Wharton's eves were sparxling.

He waz in splendid form, and prepared to play the game
of his life. And the game of hiz hife was needed, for the
Spints wera very keen, and in deadly earnest.

An odd run gave Wharton still the bowiing, when the
bowlers were changed. Figgins gave Tom Morry an implor-
ing look.

“Trey Fatty, now!" he muttered.

Tom Merry nodded curtly.

“ Chuck him the ball!” he said.

Fatty Wynn went gladly on to bowl

He was not in his best form, but ke was detevrmined to play
up as well as he could, and sheow that that feed in the con-
fectioner’s in Friavdale had not really had its supposed effoct
upon him.

Harry Wharton faced the bowling steadily. Though not
at his best, Fatty Wynn sent down some deadly bowling,
and it taxed all Harry's resources to stop it.

The over gave him o single run, at the sixth ball, and so
it came that he was still batting when Jack Blake bowled
the third over.

Fatty Wynn drepped Dack into his place with a Aushed
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face and a deprecating smile. He had not done what was
expocted of him, T

“ Ags!"" murmured Figeins.

“ Really, Figgy, you know !

“ Fathead "'

* Oh, ruts!” .

And Fatty Wynn thrust his hands deep in the pockets of
his white trousers, and trampoed into the long-field.

Jack Blake bowled well. He was a good bowler, one of
the best in the 5t Jim's junior team, but he was not p}l):tﬂ
Fatty Wynn's style. Hea could not touch Wharton's wicket,
and the over gave Harry six more runs. .

Then Bob Cherry had a chance of batting with Lowther
sending down the ball. Bob was a slogging batsman, and
Lowther's bowling lont itsoll to slogging.

The Groyiriars score wont up and ap.

Loud shouts from the Greviriars fellows hailed every
suceessful hit, Even Billy Bunter, who was blinking on at
the game through hiz bir spectacles, joined in the cheering
when Bob Cherry hit a boundary.

Tom Moerry broathed hard through his nose,

“ Those two bounders are geiting set,” he remarked, as the
field erossed over once morve. “ Something will have to be
done, or they'll declare soon, I should think.,"™

“ Yaas, wathah! I'll po on and bowl i you like, Tom
Mewwy.™

Tom Merry snorted.

1 don't like,"” he said.

“ Weally, deah boy——""

“lrive Fatty another chance!

“Oh, blow Fatty!

said Figgins.

Another Grand, Lcm% Complete Tale of the Chumw
e Y
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Kangaroo—Noble, of the Shell—was put on to bowl. The

‘ornstalk junior from St. Jun's made an impression on the
wickets at last,

Harry Wharton was bowled, with a score of thirty rans to

his own individual credit. He was loudly cheered as he went
off the pitch.

zeldene took his place.
Kangarco's cyes glinted as he sont down the leather to

Hozeldene. With one ball he had taken Hazoldene's
;lk};aif;m;. With the sccond he knacked the llemovite's bajls
-high.

Heazel went out for a duck’s epg.
oreé Wns o gproan from g}: Remove, and Hazeldene
Bushed.  He was very sensitive, and that duek's egir weighed
heavily upon his mind. But ha comforted himsetf with the
llﬂl?e of doing better in the Greyfriars second innings.

rank Nugent went in, and he and Bob Cherry kept the
ball on the go very merrily for quite o long time, while the
score imounted u{lx

Dr. Locke had joined his guwests outside the pavilion, and
with him came his two daughters to watch the match— Miss

osie, a charming young Iac?:v of seventeen, and little Molly,
Littlo Molly joined in the hand-clapping which greeted !li'a
snecessful hits, but Miss losie, wit tiu: reat dignity of
seventeon years, was less demonstrative. But she watched
the ericket very keenly, Wingate, the captain of Greyviriars,
was 3 greatl ericketer, and pechaps that had something to de
with Miss Rosie’s enthusiasm for tho summer game,

"Give Fatty another chanee, Tommy,” sai Figging, at
the end of nearly every over; and at last Tom Merry relented,
and the ball was entrusted once more to the Falstaff of the
New Howso at Bt Jim's.

Fatty Wynn was in great form now, apparently,

He accounted for Frank Nugent's wicket at once, and the
run-getting of the Greyiriars' hatsmen was redueed at once,
thongh the wickets did not fall fast.

Figgins clapped his hands enthusiastically as Nugoent's
wicket went down,

" What ddid T tell xou, Tom Merry ™ he shouted.

Tom Marry Jauphed,

“It's all right, Figgy.”

AT right ! repwated Figgins,. T should just say it
i3! Just von watch Fattr, that's all: you just wateh him 1"

And Fatty Wynn was worth watching just then, Ho
seetigdd to e getting into bettor and better Torm with SVeTY
ball. and he was evidently a rod in pickle for the Greyfriars
cricketers,

Bulstrode eame to the door of the pavilion, and looked
out. His clouded face was in stvange contrast with the
brizht seone on the ericket-fisld,

He glunced at the play, und saw Tom Brown's wicket go
down before a deadly goorly, Greyfriars were now five
down for Gifty. Ogilvy wont on with his bat. Bulstrode
catne slowly over towards where his father was sitting,

He tonched the old gentleman lightly on the shoulder,

U Father!™ he muttered.  * Won't you speak to me? I
can explain=-—-:

His }Elflll‘r gave lim a hard stare.

“[ think 1 told you T wished to have nothing to say to
sou," he suid, very distinetly,

Biadlstrode potlpwed.

* You're very hard on me,” he said.

* Naot another word !

* But, fathop—a*"

" SBilence, [ say !

Bulstrade's lips closed. He looked at his mother, but she
avoided his glanee, He moved awav, Soma of the fellows
standding near had heard what had passed. They torned
wway their heads in studious indifference; but they could
not help focling amazed,

Bulstrode walked away quietly towards the House.

o was not wanted till the innings was over, and he wanbed
to be alone. To the misevable lad the whale bright sceng,
the merry crowd, and the shouts and cheers, were intoler
wlle,  The day which was to have been a day of triwmph
h'-'usfnj;.iu; of disgrace amnd defeat, snd Bulstrede’s heart was
ton full,

He went info the House, and no one notieed him o, Al
wes were on the paume. No one gave another thourht to
rediie Bulstrode until the last Greviriars wicket fel . and
the Remove were all out for seventy.

*1 could prove—"

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Where Is Bulstrode ?

o CLETRRODL
B The Rewmovites were inguiring on all sides for

* Where the dickens has that chap got to?!
" Where's Bulstrode ¥
Bulstrode. It was only twelve o'clock, and lunel
had Been fixed for half-past, =0 there was time for the St
Jim's imninga to begin before lunch,
THe Macxer laswany.—No. 177,
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- ui,-}u kuow where Bulstrode is, sivi'’ Bob Cherry
asked, addreseing Mr. Bulstrode.

The old gentleman frowned.

“N o not,"” he replied curtly.

“I think he went towards the House.,” said Vernon-Smith,
who was lying on the grass on his elbow. * Looked as if
he had a l'magache._. or something.”

“I'll look for him there!™

Hob Cherry ran off towatds the Houes. . .

Why Bulstyodo should go in, when the Greyfriars innings
was nearing its close wes a mystery ; but evidently he was not
on the ericket-ground, or in the pavilion.

Bob Cherry entered.the School House.

Tho whole holiday had been granted only to the Remove,
for the ‘;Imrrme of the 8t. Jim's match, and the cther Forms
were still at lessona. The afternoon was a half holiday for
all Greyfriars. Dob Cherry heard the droning voice of
Temple from the Upper Fourth Form-room, us he went down
the passage calling for Bulstrode. Temple was construing
under the eye of Mr, Capper. From the Fifth Form-room
came the wellkknown tones of Coker, stumblin OVer casy
verses in the JEneid. Bob Cherry grinned. Virgil seemed
miles away from him at the present moment, imbued as he
was with the spirit of cricket and the open air.

* Bulstrode !

Bob Cherry looked into the Remove Fofm-room.

It was empty. Bulstrode was not there. The junior ran
upstairs to the Remove .

Bulstrode's study door was open, and as Bob Cherry came
down the passage, he heard 2 sound like & suppressed sigh.

He started.

Could that be Bulstrode—Bulstrode., the
trucalent? Bob Cherry stepped
looked in. i

Bulstrode was seated there, plunged in deep and dejected
thought. There was a portrait in his hand, and Bob Cherry
knew it at once; it was the face of the gentle, kind, subdued
woman who was by the side of Mr. Bulstrode at the cricket
pavition. It was picture of Bulstrede's mother!

Bob Cherry coughed. _ _

Bulstrode started up, and thrust the portrait inte his
pocket, turning & suddenly red face upon the juinor,

" Wow-what 1" he began.

There was wet on Bulstrode's evelashes, But Bob Cherry
affected not to sec it.  As a matter of fact, Bob, burly and
boisterous as he was, was more moved than might have been
expected by that uncxpeeted discovery of the tenderncss in
Bulstrode’s character.

Bulstrode was the last fellow in the world of whom he
would have expected this

" You're wanted,” sail Bob.

Bulstrode’s eyes gleamed,

"My father wanta me?”

It was & sucdden oxclamation. straight from the heart,

" Neo,” Bob Cherry said, awkwardly enough. ' Not your
patrr,  You're wanted, old man—the innings is over.*

“th, I sce™ _

"We're all down for seventy,” said Bob Cherrv, ' Tom
Merry's waiting to begin his innings. It isn't exactly cricket
to get off the pround like this is it

Bulstrode nodded indifforont!y.

“1'm sorry,” he said. “I'm out of soris

" What, forgotten the match !

“Yes, I'm afraid so.”

“ My hat 1" snid Bob Cherry, with a whistle, " Better not
tell the fellows go. They might think it time to get a now
captain.™

“1 don't care if they do™

“Well, come on” said Boln  “ There’s no time to loso.
Lunch is in half an hour or less, and we want to teke soms
St Jim's wickets before then ™

AN zerene ™

Bulstrode followed Bob Cherry downstairs, He Wlinked a
little as they come gut into the hright- sinshine in the Close,

The crowd on the ground preeted Dulstrode in a way that
was not exactly complimentary, coneidering that ho was
capain of the Form. Greyfriars all down for seventy in
the first innings did not zatizfy the Remove.

** Here he comes !

" Where have you been hiding your blushes, Thulsirode 3

“Found any ducks epgs?”

"I suppose you're lookiug for a pair of spectaclee?” sug.
rested Vernon-Smith.

And there was o general yell of laughter at that sally
from the Bownwder of Greyfriars,

If Bulstrode made a «duck’s egp in the second innings, us
well as in the first, he would be the possecsar of that rewded
wdornment, a ' pair of spectacles,”  Hence Vernon-Smith's
little joke.

Bulstrode reddened, but he made no reply to any of the
remarks and jeers, He wos not feeling {it to enter to o
wordy warfare with anyone.

burly and
along to the study, and

I'd formotten.™

“THE FIGHTING SCHOOLMASTER” '™ hiseeks arm®



Tom Merry nodded to hum chearfully. .
“Wa're ready to begin oe soon as you like," he said,

* Right-ho ! said Bulsirode. * We knock off at half-past
twelve for Junch. Sorry to have kept you watting.”

“ Mot at all.™

“ Wathah, deah boy !" said Arthur Auguetus D'Arcy. *1
was glad of o little west myself. The weathah is decjdedly
warm, and I find cwicket most exhaustin’,”

You haven't been playing cricket,” said Monty Lowther
cheerily.

" Weally, Lowthah—-—"

CF 0l it ericket 7 grinned Werr. * My dear chap, that
isn't cricket. What you've been doing 1s trotting sbout like
a pony in & paddock, ar<l missing the ball every time.”

¥ Woally, Kerr——-"

“Did you sny lunch at a guarier-past twelve, Buleirode ¥
aslied Fatty Wynn anxiously.

Bulstrode smiled.

Mo half-past.’™

“It might be a good idea to have lunch before we siart
our anniugs, ' Fatty Wynn suzgestesd, in o <hisinterested sort
of way. " ¥You sea ="'

“[h, chease it, Fatiy 1™

:‘]\"'r'el_l. it would be more convenient in soina ways,
gnd - "

“Come on!"

“Did you sav lunch at—at twentyv-past twelve, Pulstrode 7

“No,"” said Lulsteede; * half-puast.™

111 l:}h '!."

FPatty Wynn was dragped away. Tom Merry and Jack
Blnke opencd the inninegs for 5t Jim's. Harry Wharton
wai put on fo bowl the fiest over against Tom Merry's
wicket,

Wharton wins a good, steady bowler, though it wans os a
bateman that e really shone. But he could generally he
«epended upan to take wickets, e found Tom Merry's
wicket hard to take, however.

The 3t. Jim's jumor captuin wos o Arst-class bat.
gave him a variety of h::}
them soaring,

Runs began fo pile up for 8t. Jim's at a very quick rate.

Bulstrode changed the bowling several times, amd Whar-
ton, Beb Cherry, Nugent, and Tom Brown, the New
Zealander, tried their best, but Jack Blake and Tom Merry
were still at the wickets when hali past twelve rang out from
the clock-tower, and the cricketers adjourned for lunch, And
the seore to the eredit of 3t Jim's olready was 20 runs.

Naturally enough, the 3t. Jim's fellows knocked off in high
smrits,

They hod sturted well: they meant to finigh well: and
already, in anticipation, they saw themselves vietoras, with
wickeota to spare.

Fatty Wynn was the cheerlulest of them all—partly
bacause of the initial sueeess of the 8t Jim's batting, but
chiefly hecavee lunch-tinee Lack arrived.

A really pood cold collation had been prepared for the
ericketers, and they had keen appedites to enjoy it Aml
after lunch and a brief rest, the St Jim's fellows propared
to reswme their innings, with the full intention of giving the
Greviriars field the complete @ kybosh.”

Wharton
15, but he stopped them all, or sent

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER
Bunter's Particular Friend.

w LAD to see you, (Gussy, old man '™
Artaur Augustus ‘J’urci' Jaminet hiz moneocle into
his eye o little more tightly, and looked town at the
. round, fat junior, who was blinking at him through
his big spectacies,

Billy Bunter did not look partienlarly prepossessing at
that moment., He had just had his dinner; amd as Bunter
nlways ate more than was gond for him, his complexion hudl
n shiny look now, and his eyes a slightly bulging appearance,
und ho seemed to broathe with some difficuley.

“* Weally, you are vewy kind,” sard Arthur Augustus, in o
slalely way.

“Of course, you remember me Y Bunter remarked.

T'he swell of 51 Jun's nodded,

“Yaas: 1 thank I have seen vou before,” he remarked.

The coldness of 12 Arey’s tone would have frozen off any-
Lody excopting Willlam George Bunter. But Bunter was
ol aastly frozen off. Dunier had once upon a time puid
Y Arey o special vizsit af 3t Jim’s, Ile bad done it withaut
beang asked, and had made bugsell extremely unpleasant
while hie was thare.

Put the 3. Jun's follows had treated him ewvilly, and
“I._mtm' ]k:L{I_ﬁunm back firmly convineed that ' Arey was his
friend for life.  Fle had talked of the great friendship Lord
Foastwood s son hed for him, till fellows tn the Remove were
tireel 1o death of the subject.

Now that IV Arey had come aver wilh the 5t Jim's ericket
team, Bunter meant to claim him as a close cham, sl
parade him bafore the whole school in that- character.  As
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for D'Arcy, he had completely forgotten Billy Bunter's
existenoe until the [at junior himself remuindoed him of it.

Billy Bunter was far too obtuse to see if one was cald to
him, and he would not have seen it if he could, He was
going to chum up with Arthur Augustud D°Arcy, whether
D' Arcy liked it or not.

Beveral CGreyiriars follows were lounging noar them, and
they were looking towards the two, and Bunter meant to
show them that his talk on the subject of Lord Fastwood's
sen had not been all empty “ewanl.”

“You remember my vistt to St Jim's?' zald Bunler
brazenly. * You wrole to me a lot of times ashing me to
vome, and I came over af last. I must say T had a rippin
time thers, and I still remembar it. You f}re& me jolly well,”

“I do not wemembah w'itin' to you, Bunlah; but 1
wemembah your comin', now I think of it,”" said Arthur
Augusius, "I am twuly gled vou enjoyed your vieth.”'

And D'Arvey nodded to Bunter and strolled away. But
William Ceorge Bunter was not (o be so easily <liamisss).
Il rolled aleng by I¥Arey's side, and tried to link arms
with the swell of gt. Jim's, Buat ID’Arey's arm ohaded has
soinehow - perhaps by chanee.

=1 B0¥, g want to return your hespilality a lat, you know,
now you're over here,”" said Rilly Bunater. “ 1'm in {unds to.
day; I've had a remittakice from o titled fried  Will you
come into the tuckshop, Gussy '

D’:’chr breathed hard throuch Lis nosa fer a moment.
“Gussy "' was o name bostowed upow him by bis most
intimate friends, and it annoved him extremely ti be called
“Gussy ' by this fat liftle bounder, whaom he was very far
from regarding as a friend. DBut D'Arcy was a fellow of
almost {astidious delicacy, and he shrank from anything
like incivility to a Greviviars follow on Greyfriare ground.
If Buuter had patied hun on the shoulder, or poked him in
thie ribs, he would have ondured it with the pnatience and
furtitude of an carly Christian imariyr.

“Thank you very much, Buntal!"

“0h, enll me Bilky ! said the fat junior

“Weally, deah oy, I couldn't take such a liberty! I
shotulkl pwefar to call you Buntah, 1f T may,'" said D'Arcy.
“And, weally, T don’t think I would like to eat apnythin’
vou ktoow., We've only just finished Junch'

“ Bomething light -a few sausage-rolls amd some jami-tarts
and doughnuts,” seid Billy Dunter pevsuasively.,
fellow can always tockle them."

“Weally, you know ; .

“You see, I want to return your hospitality,” Dunter ex-
plained. ™ You amdl that chap Wynn made o fuss of e,
nnd I want to do the snme, nlle, Wynn ! Will yoa coxno
to the tuekshop ™

Fatty Wynn was reposing in the grass, with a Panama
hut shading his face. He appeared to be asloep, but he
jumped up as if electrified as Bunter spoke.

“ Well wyes, rather,”” he said.

“¥aas; you , Wynn, I wil wegard you as my
\%'fj{wmumuliw in ihe mattah,” said Arthur Augustus

rey.

“Oh, no!" exclaimed Bunter, who did not intend fo let
a lord’z son escape him eo casidy. Ie hwad all his yaros
ahout D"Arey's friendship for him to prove yet. ' Beally,
vou know, 1 shall take 1t very unkindly 1if you don't come.
LY:.-u fed e up when I was at 3L Jun's, and, really, you
MOwW - ;

“uite right,"” said Fatly Wynn, “If Dunler wants fo
stand a fecd, I think it7s a jelly good wlea mysell. What's
the matier with you, Gusev ¥

“I'm not hunpgwy, deah bay 1™

“Wall, you neednt eat mueh, IHave a cale and box of
biscnits ared o ddozen taris or so, and leave the rost to moe™

Y Weally, Wynn-— 7

“You other chaps come--o!" said Dunler,
princely nir.

He had thirty shillings in his packet, and he knew that i
he did not spend 1t e would not be allowed to kecp it efter
Bulstrode's people were irone. Bulstrode was not likely to
fake the Mss of his money patiently after ther, And Dunter
meant fo * blue '™ every penny of it, and he could not do so
bhetior than by “swanking ' before a crowd of fellows.
Noxt to feeding, Bunter's preat wealiness was swanking.

I¥ Arcy reluctantly wallked round to Mra. Mimble's little
sliiop with Billy Bunter and Fatty Wynn, He did not like
Buanpter, but, wmnler the cireumstancos, e felt it to be im-
possible to «lecline his hospitality.  Fatty Wynn ‘had no
doubts. Fatty Wynn was not given fo deap refleftion where
a feed wes voncerned.  Ile was apt to go straipht for o feed,
like an arrow for o tarvget.

Theee or four Greyfriars fellows joined them. Punter did
not particularly want o treat Bkinner and Snoop and
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Hazeldene, buk ke wanfed witnesscs to his extreme Friendli-
ne=3 with the lovd's son.

He marched up to the counter with the air of a prince.

Order what you like, you [ellows!" he exclaimed, with
a wave of his fat and not over-clean hand.
Iﬂé}{rﬁ. Mimble gave the fat junior a peculiar, hesitating

'* Master Bunter —"

:: Trot out the vinger-beer, Mrs, Mimlle,”

ea, ‘Master Bunter: but--

“ And the Jam-tarts ..

“*“¥Yes; but- .-

“"And mind they're freeh omes, Mes. Minble!" ¢aid
Bunter severely. " This js iny special friend, Mr. ¥ Accy
fLﬂ}:’wi Eastwood's sun. I want something very special for

I,

*Weally, Buntah-—"

:: Ices, too,' said Bunter. * Iees all round !™

“gm.l"ninstgr Bunter; but— 7

h, if you re thinking about the money, there you are !
Bunter exclaimed, slapping a rovereign down upen the
counter. I sha'n't wunt any change,”

“Yes; but—""

m;'!ﬁuﬁcwhat, i’;:nri E:{:f-:lnesy‘ sake ! ?‘Jm-'h TOU kErve us,
and talk afterwards? Isn't my nouey all vight 7' lexd
Billy Banter warmly. ? ? ¢ St
::‘.’E’eg, Master Dunter, if--if it is your money,”
Hey 7 howled Bunter. )
“ Master Bulstrode sajd—-—"*

“ Never mimdd Bulstrode! Ile's a bully amd o} :
he'd eay anything. He tried to rob mo J:rl this m'e}f;ls:;!.n?::r;{
EF-da » and his own father was <down on him,” said Bunter.

He's barred by hiy own peoplo because of that.”

" Bai Jove!”

" Hia pater won't epeak to him," eaid Bunter. “He came
on him mixldanly. trving to tulo my money away from me.
]]ul:-‘Ern-den an awful bully, He thinks nothing of taking o
chap's pocket-money away. Lool hers, Mrs. Mimble. '
watting for you to eerve me.” :

“Yes; buck up ¥’ said Skinner,

And Mra. Mimble eerved: and Bunter's roverelgn and the
Test of his money--cr, rather, Bulstrode’s moncy—was soon
liguidate-l. Bunter certainly spent his money very freely
and by the time it was gone he was in 4 very painfal staic
of indigestion, nmd even Fatty Wyna look as if he had

ad enouph. . Arthur Aupustus D' Arey ate very little, and
that little only for politeness’ sake. :

Figgins put his head in at the door,

‘: ¥nn, here! Fatty, you bounder—"

“J ust corming; Figgy,” said Fatty Wynn hastily,

= ?uu;—_mu bounder! Feeding awain!" roared Figgins,
tndI‘_'I Ve gniy hmi & taste, that's all—some sausnge.ralls,
A a,;.;.?ugrfr cer, anc tarts, and buns, and cakes, and dough-

“Come out, yon porpoise !

;Iﬁuk 1IIIIII:;*::*»C.-, Figginsrah_d (b ™

aity wynn was rushed out of the tuckshop, and the
?:};::cgc:llﬂﬂcdp 1t was time for the St Jim's innings ta be

e s,
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There was a much larger crowd on the cricket-ground now.
Fellows of all Forms had gathered to lock on, lessons for
the day being over at Greyfriars. Wingate, -uf’ the Sixth—-
the captain of tho school—honourcd the junior mateh with
his presence.  Whether the Grevirinrs captain was keenly
interested in junior ericket, or whether he found zome kind
of pleasure in standing beside Miss Rosie's chair and talking
te her, we cannot undertake to say; but certainly Wingate
had cut cricket himself for the afterooon, sand becomo a
patient spoctator.

Mr. Bulstrode, true to his word, was watching the mateh
out, and chatting with Major Cherry. The old gentleman
sat bolt upright, his eyes fixed straight bofore himg, and ha
Joined in the elapping at good hits and good eatelws ; but his
eyes never once fasteped upon his son.

Bulstrode brought off a very clever eatch, getting Dighy
out for 2; and as the cheer rang out from the Greyfrinrs
crowd to greet the performance, Bulstrode glanced round io
where hiz maother and father were sitting.

Mr. Bulstrode did not look at hiu

The cloud deepened on Bulstrode's faee, and e seemed {0
5;]-9 through his fielding duties after that iu & mechanical sort
of way.

Fatty Wynn picked up his bat as Digby's wicket fell.
Mgr&y called to Kangaroo:

“"¥You go in pext, Kangy 1"

" gxclaimed Fatty Wynn.

T

“Here, 1 say! U ¥What's that ?

"m next man in !

Tom Merry shook his head.

"Yeour're not,” ho replred.

“I'm next on tho list !

* You're going to be last man in " Tom Merry growlod.
" You can’t bat when you're stuffed up to the neck with
rnatry .

“ Look herc, Tom Merry—*

“Oh, seat!™

And Fatty Wynn “ seatted."” Kangaroo took his bat and
went i, and partnered Arthur Augustus D'Arey.  The swell
of SE Jim's gave him o cheerful nod und & word of
encouragenent us he passed to go 1o his wicket,

" Kangy. deah boy—-""

“ Hullo ! said the Cornstalk.

I Arcy sniffed.

“Certainly not! I have taken ouly six. vitns, so fah.™

“Well, that's a pretty good allowence for you, -ain't it ™
said Kangaroo. '

“"Weally, Kangy—'

“ 8l trr to make it a dozen,” said the Cornstallk,
encouragingly.

" You uttah duffah ! T'm goin’ (o wmake it & centuwsy,”
snd DY Arcy, loftily. " Whar [ wanted 1o :ay, was, ¥ waut
you to do some stone-wallin’,”

Kangaroo stared.

Y You want e 1o do what 7" he reared.

Y Btone-wallin',” said DPArcy. ** You cau Jeave the wun-
pettin' 1o me, deah boy, I'H pile up the w ans, if T can

depend upon yon to back me

“TFagged out i

¥
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THE THIRTEENTH
CHAPTER.

D'Arcy Does not Shine.

OM MERRY and Jack
Blake reswined their inn-
ings, with the intention
of making it Iast quite a

NEXT WEEK:
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— up by stonewallin',”

Kaugaroo stared at the awell
of 8Bt Jim's with feclings too
deep for wordas,

“Man i 1?
Mevry.,

Kangaroo tramped on to hia
place,  He could not have
adequately expressed what he

yelled Tom

leng time, Bus, alus, for their
anticipations ! Tom Brown
bowled the first over after lonel,
nnd with the second ULall he
Enocked Dlake's stumps over.

BROTHER!

felt at that mioment, oxeepting
by felbing Arthur Auvgustus to
the carth with his bat. Ho
gave 1V Arcy an expressive louh,
and went to his wickeb.

‘Tom Merry’s wicket fell at the
“end of the same aver, and 5S¢
Jim's were two down for 20
Monty Lowther and Herries
took Lheir places at the wickets,
nnd ad to the seore belurs
they were sent out—Hervies
caught by Wharton, and Low-
ther bowled Ly the New Xea-
lander.  Arthur  Aupgustus
I¥ Arey was left in with Dighy.

“Fonr down for 33,"" maid !

Complete

Harry Wharton, *“*It's not eo
bad, after all, Bolatrode,”

Bulstrede nodded  without
kpeaking.

Taz GNET LIcRABRY.—N0, 177,

Another Splendid, Long,
Tale of
Chums of Greyfriars.
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“Don't forger, deah oY
IFArey called after  fam.
“Brone-wall like anythin', and
leave the hittin' to ma,”

““Aly bhat!'™ murmured Kan-
parno.  ° If we weren't on the
pitch, I'd do some hittio' may-
salf."’

Harry Wharton went on o
bowl apainst Arthor Augustus
¥ Arcy.

‘The awell of St. Jim's stood
ftl in & very handsome attitude,

)} and really looked a pretty pic
ture as he stood at the wicket,

the
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The captain of the Remove made a swipe at the ball and missed It, Crask! The middle stump of the wicket
went crashing to the ground., ' How's that?” yelled Jack Biake. The wmpire grinmed, * Out!™

{See page 10.)

Tut, as a mabtter of fact, he was, as Moty Lowther
remarked with o suiff, rather ormamental than useful.

YWharton sent down o fast ball, and I’Arey played it o
little too late, and his off-stump was lified out of the
ground.

There way a roar.,

“How's that "

“Out " grinned the umpire.

Arthure Aupgustus wooked down at his wreeked wicket, and
then jammed his monocle into his eye, wd looked again.
e digd not 2eem £0 be able to make out what higd llh.jhlji_'ql_ud.

" Bai Jove ' he ejaculated ot last,

“ Ha, ha, ha ! roared Bob Cherry.

“Weully, you know—"

" ¥Yeou're out !’ stuttercd the umpire. * It's not an opfical
Hh::tir?ll, and it's wot a decain, neither 13 ik a8 miracle. You're
aut !

“¥la, ha, ha!"

M 3hall 1T go on with the stonc walling, Gussy i roared
Kangarvo.
"Ha, ha, ha !’

Trr Micxer Lienany.—No. 177,

* Come out 1"

“Pai Jove! I—I suppose that wasn't & (wial ball?
D’ Arey sugpested.

“Ha, ha! No, it wosn't 1"

“ Bai Jove! I'm out, then!™

“It'a just dawned on him that he's ont,”™ murmurel ﬂﬁt}
Cherry. P Perhaps he'll be pood enouph to go oft the patch
presently.'”

“Ha, ha, ha "

Arthur Auvustus D'Avey apparently realised that there
was nodliing nore to be done. e pob his bat wnder his
arm and went out. Figgins came on in his place, D'Arey
paused as he passed Tom Merry at the pavilion.

*'That was vowy quecah ! e remarked.

“Eh? What was queer?™?

¥ My pettin' out ke that™

“Blessed if I zee anything gueer about . said Tom
Merey. It would hove seemed queer to me if you had
stivyed n."

“Weally, Toin Mow wy-—""

“You've taken six runs,” said Monly Lowther., ** That's
a couple mere than I expected, as far as I'm concerned.™
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“ 1 wegard you as an uttah ass, Lowther. I had intended
to make & centuwy.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“T1 gee no canse whatevah for wibald Taughtah.
a fluke—a vewy mysiewious fAuke.”

“ Thase flulies will happen,” said Jack Blake, "1 believe
they happen guite frequently when you're balting, don't
they, Gussy '’

“ Weally, Blake —""

“ By Gﬂur%’r.-! Figgy is making the fur fly I Tom Merry
exclaimad. * DBrave, Figgv! Well hit—well hit, sirl”

Figgins and Kangaroo were running. There was no doubt
thot Figgins was going to do well for St. Jim's, Never had
he been in bhetter form. With Xangaroo backing him up at
the other end, Figgins proceaded to pile up runs.

_Dnm oniy Fipginsg gave the enemy & chance—a rcafch at
glip. Bulstrode was there. and Bulstrede cught to have
caught him out. Bat the ball glided past Bulsirede's slow
Grgere and dropped to the groand.

are was a groan from the Hemove.

T ﬂh. pattan "

“ Butter-fingers !"'

Bulstrode Bushed, and picked up the ball

After that, Tigeins gave the Greviriars feldsmen no
chance. Wharton tried him with bis best bowling, but it
wWad No use. Kangarco was enmrht oul by Ogilvy, and the
Bt. Jim's score was then at 000 Kerr came mn fo join
Figgins, and added well to the score befors he was dismiszed
by a -:2}( from Tom PBrown,  Manners came in, and
Mannaora's frst hit brought the St Jim's score 1o T0 They
had tied with Greylriars elready on the first innings, and
they had three wickets lefl,

“ Looks nico for us—1 don't think !"" arumbled 1lob -[“hnrr;t'.
“ What the dickens i3 the muatter with Bulstrode? He's
gven Figerins a new lease of life. and [igging secins to be
& giddy Grace; and Fry, and Jessop, and Hanji rolled into
ona."'

“Ho's out of sorts,” said Wharton,

Ok, Blow his sorts "™

Manners did not stay in long. Ho was clean-bowled by
Tom Brown, and retireel.  Then the word went cuat: ** Last
man ig!" Fatty Wynn rolled wpon the piteh. Figgins
ghouled to him:

f Duek up, Fatty'! DBock me ap!™

“What-ho 1" zaid Fatty Wynn

And he did back up Figgins nobly. He Lknew that with
the cargo of pastry he had taken aboard he was not in his
best form, and he carcfully Llocked the balls instead of
seeking to distinguish himself. Butk when Figginsg made him
run, he ran wn::"ilg. and the runs piled up. The score was af
98 when Fatty Wynn just faih'-:} to pet home in time, and
thﬁ gmﬁrt-kec:per knocked his bails off, ball in hand.

ut!"

Figging was " not out,” and he ecarried off his bat ia
iriumph, o receive guite an ovation from his comirades.
3t. Jim's had scored 98 against Goyfriars’ 70, to the first
innings. And the Baints might be exensed if there was some
slight trace of swank perceptible in their mannors.

That was

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Funds Urgently Needed.
I WANT you to open the mnmngs, Wharton,” Bulstrode

it
said abruptly.
Wharton looked at him curiously.
¥ Tust as you like,” Le said.
out of sortsr"”

Bulatre d2 nodded, ;

“1 never thought I should feel 18 like this," he said.
“ But—but it makes a fellow feel o silly ass, anyway, having
his people on the ground and their not speaking to him.
My pater’s doing this to punish me."

Wharton lookod concerned.

" But what's wrong *"" he asked. T don't want to inguire
info your business, but if it's anything that I could help to
b right—""

Bulstrode shook his head wearily.

““ MNa; it isn't. It's v own fault, too."

“0h, in that case—"

“1 mean, it wae my fault i o way., My father’s beard
about "—DBulstrode hesitated, and flushed—" 9bout my—iny
having been o bit of a bully. Lots of fellows thought so,
anyway, and it secms to have got to my father. He gave me

ANSWERS
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g lecture 1n the last vac, and threatened all sorts of things
You see, he's thinking of sending my young brother to Grey-
friars, and—and he thinks I ought to be very careful, 50 as
to be able to help J.rcrung Herbert when he comes. [—I hava
heen trying to do the decent thing, lately—*

“You've been all right,” spid Wherton, “1 won't say
that you hadn't some jolly big faults, but everybody's naticed
that you have changed, ¥You've been a different chap ever
since that affair with Alonzo Todd.”

Y Well, I=—I've tried to be decent. But my reputation has
clung to me, and my pater came down preparced to drop
on me on the least provocation. And when he caught me
rug%‘iu Bupter—the little brast deserved it, and I wasn't
really bullying himm—my pater took the worst possible view
of it, of course. And he's dewn on me, and he's made my
mother the same. And be won't come round—I know bim.
[4e's going to keep up the Roman parent business, and it'a
ne good _trgiug to explain 4o him. And it's getting on iy
verves frightfully.™

“I don't wonder.™

“You suw what a muck I made of sy firat innings, and
Ihnlw I missed that casy cateh,™ said Bulstrode, *' L coulda’t
welpr 187"

HIt's jolly rotten for it to happen on the day of the St.
Jim's mateh,” sald Harey Wharton, “ Pull  yourself
together, you know. They're abead of us, and we've amply
got to beat them ! .

I hepe we shall. I want you to open the ionings. I'll
Eﬂtn(‘ in at the tail-pnd, when their bowling is worn dowst a

ik’

“All sorenc !

It was time for the Groyiriaras second innings to begin.
Tom Merry & Clo. were turning out into the field.

Billy Bunter rolled up to %:Ia.rry Wharton, as Bulstrode
left him.  YWharton was fustening on lus batting-gloves, and
hie had his bat under his arm.

1 say. Wharton—=""

“Hallo!' sgid Wharton grimly. “You voung fat
bounder ! You've been causing trouble between Bulstrode
and his people, I hear '

Bunter blinked at him.

“That wasn't my fault, Wharton! DBulstrode came into
my study fo bully me, and his people happencd to come
almﬁ at the right time to cateh ham,

“* What had you been domng?"

“ Nothing,” said Buater promptly. )

“You're i.'m%: most likely 1™ said Havey angrily.

“Oh, reslly, Whartop—"

“Well, vou generally are!™

“ Look here, vou know what a beastly bully Bulstrode is.
Yon know how he ncarly killed poor old Todd, Encocking
bt abeut,” said Bunter.

Wharton was silest. True enough, Bolstrode had always
bean o bully, and his bullying had bad serious resulls an at
ieast one oecasion. There wos really no telling where the
ri%'ht::t or wrongs of the matter lay. )

‘I'm not surprised at Bulstrode’s people being down -on
frien,”” Bunter went on. Y He's an awful beast, and he wgs
bullying me frightfully, and trying to toke 1oney awny
from moe !

“{h, rot!™

“Well, he was, and his fether caught him,. and made him
rive me my mioney back.” aadd Bunter. © That's why they'ro
Jewn on him, and serve him right ! Put what T wanted to
say was, can you lend me a little tin, Wharton?”

“No; I can't!”

“ Look hore, it's most important! My friond D Arey—"

“Your what?”

“ My friond D'Arev ! said Bunter loftily. * Lord Tast-
wood s son, I mean. Ile’s a very special friend of mine, and
1 was close chums with him at St. Jim's.”

““ Rats !’

“Oh, really, Whartan! I've just been standing him n
feed, and he sabd=—he—ne said that it wasn't the fead he
cared for, but being with o chap like e was a real pleasure
to him. I sxpeet he's going to ask me to his place for the
next vaeation, and I['lL bry to toke you with me, if vou
fiden 1"

“You horrid roung bounder ! said ITaree. in disgost.
“Have vou been [shing for invitatious to the 3t Jim's
followa ¥

“* Ahem! Look khere, I've ordercd n lob of ices and things
for the 8t Jim's chaps. and Mrs. Mimble is going to have
thean all ready after the next Inmings. I'm standing treat ali
round, Only—only ve found that I'm oranning out of tio,
you ];:_upw. and—and I should hke you to lend me o sove-
reign !

Harry Wharton laughed.

“You'd better wire to one of your titled friends for 1"
hie satd.  ff Vou're just as likely to got it as by axking me !"'

“That leok here, T muast lhioave it! The things are all
ordered. and tlhe fellows Lknow it and Mrs. Mibnble won't

¥
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let me have them wnless I pay cash. She in a very suspicicus
old woman, and doesn't understand businesa ["

“I should think she does understand it, if she won't
let you have the things without the money !" said Harry,
lau hiﬂﬁ,

““Perhapa half-a-sovereign 1™

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Are vou goin
there all day, Wharton !"' bawled Do
waiting I’

" I'm coming I
. Wharton waﬁ:ed away, leaving Buntor grunting.
i’umur was feeling extremely unoomfortable,
e wanted to make upen his old friend Arthur Augustug
L' Arey was likely to be irretrievably ruined if the poods ha
had ordered, in a moment of swank, were refused for want
of payment.

*Beast ! murmared Bunter., "I simply must have the
money !  Bulstrode has plenty, T know, but it's no good
asking him, under—under the circumstances! I—I shall
hnve to find it somewhore 1™

And Billy Bunter thought out the problem. As he said,
he simply hoad to have the money, but there appoeared to be
wo possible way of getting it. Harry Wharton joined Bob
Uhm"'? at the wickets,

" Marjorie will be here scon,” said Bob confidentially,
Y Bhe's coming with Clara for the afterncon, you know,
They'll have tea with us™

“ How ripping "' said Harry.

“Yes; j=n't 7 I wonder ii;‘ Marjorie will come in time to
S e bat??

“* Awflul loss for her if she doesn't ™

“Oh, rats '™

And Bob went to his wicket.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
Poor Old Bob.

BDH CHERRY begen to bat, with one eve on the bovler

to stand talking
Cherry. “I'm

The fat
The impression

ES

and the other on the diztant gates, Ilo was wondering

whether Marjorie Hazeldene would arrive in time

_to seo him bat; but it was pretty certain that if he

E'-;.rutmm:d to bat a8 he started, his dnnings would not last
Ong,

!'lit;'rg Wharton shouted to him wlong the piteh:

(] o :"1

“ Hallo, hallo, halla?”

“{Eoing to sleep ™

Bob Clierry turned red.

“No. What do you mean !

" Huck up, then ™

The first ball was a wide, and fortunately for Bob Cherry.
Bob put a little more attention into the game for the secomd,
and hit it into the slips. There Fatty Wynn distinguished
himsclf by missing o catch, and Figring and Kerr looked
diagprers at him.

“L(:)h. I'll_give you jam tarts and ginger-beer presenty !
murinured Fipeins, 5

It wasn't the tarts.” sald Fatty Wynn,

“Then it was the buns ! said Figeins, * Seat !

Bab Cherry began te look after hia wicket a little more
carcfully, and he lived through the over.

Harry Wharton hit out well to the bowling, and started
the runnimge, Twelve for the over gave a pood beginning to
the Greyfriars second innings.

The ficld crossed over, and Bob Cherry had the bowling
npgain.  Iarry Wharton kept rather an, anxious cve upon
luim. He could see that something else besides erieket was
in Bob Cherry’s mind, and he was anxious for the wielet.

Hulstrode might have given Bob a warning, but Bulstrode
was standing by the pavilion deor. his hands deep in his
pockets, and a gloomy expression upon his face.

Thera was a sudden exclamation from Vernon-Smith, the
Dounder of Greyfriars, whe was stending near the pavilion.

** Miss Murjorie!™

Two graceful forms had come into view, walking under
the old eling towards the level green of the ericket-ficll,

They were Marjorie Hazeldene and Miss Clara, the girls
of Cliff House. Iob Cherry swung round. and as he did so
tlhn}bu.ll came down from Blake, and missed his wicket by an
inch.

There was a roar from Greyfrigrs,

“ Look out, Cherry !"*

Bob dropped the end of his bat on the ercase just it time
to stop being stumped.  His oxves were dancing.

FLook out. Bob!™ yellod Nupent. * What's the matier
with you? Has the lemonide got into your silly head 7™

“Oh, it's all right 17
f ‘*J:! it adl right, you ass? What are you goiung to sheep

or >

1 tell you——"’

“Are you trying to chuck the wicket awav " chauted

herry snorted, and stood ready to bat, o VY
wis tossed back to Blake, who gr:im:u"d;:r il

Hlale wag pretty certain he would soon have that wicket.
Whatever was the matter with Bob Cherry, it was protiy
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clear that he was hardly widecawake enough at the present
moment to stand up to hard bowling.

. Vernon-8mith had walked over to meet the girls. The
juniors who were the special friends of the Clif House girls
were all in the cricket team, and Vernon-Smith felt that
he would be able to make the running this time if ho tried.
Bob Cherry was his specinl aversion, and he knoew how
tormented Rob would be with jealousy and annoyance if he
—the Bounder—eppeared to get on chummy terma with
Marjorie, And that would have been very amusing to the
Bounder ; nm.hing. in fact, would have amuszed him more
than secing Bob Cherry lose his wicket through being upset
and exasperated.

The Bounder raised his straw hat to the two girls,

“8o jolly glad you've come !’ he exclaimed, ‘' Let me
take you te yvour scats; they're all ready !

“ Thank you 1" spid Marjorie,

Vernon-8mith pushed himself between the two girls, and
would have taken an arm of each, but Marjorie's arm
remained rigidly down to her side, and Miss Clara followed
her friend's example.

The Bounder bit his lip.

They walked on to the cricket-ficld topether, however, and
Vernon-Smith made it a point to talk all the time in & very
snimated way. )

Bob Cherry looked round from his wicket, just after hitting
& ball., There was time for a run, but Bob fergot to run.

He waa astonished and disgusted to sée the Bounder
apparcntly on such familiar terms with the girls from Clifi

ouse. He had always understood that Marjorie disliked
the Bounder.

" Here vou are, Miss Hazeldenc ™ sawl the Bounder.
“You can seo everything from here. Not that there's
anvthing going on at present; but I dare say we shall got
some decent batting presently.”

The words were said purposely loud for Fob Cherry to
hear, and the anfortunate batsman coloured o the cars.

But the reply from Marjorie made him smile again.

“ Thank you, I will not sit there! Come here, Clara dear
let us sit with Rosie and Molly 1

“Yes, rather!™ said Miss Clara, in her boyish way, "I
should say so!"

“ But—" began the Bounder, X -

The two girls walked over to where Miss Rosie sat with
hor  sister. . The Head's daughters greeted  them  most
affectionately, and they sat down topether, and a very
pretty picture the four girls made in their bright frocks
and summer hats,

The Bounder snapped his teeth,

EHe had seldom been soopenly discomfited ; he prided himselt
upon his finesse, too! His finesse had been sadly at a loss
in this case.

Boh Cherry hit away another ball from Blake, and thep
tu{n;ﬁﬂ his head to smile at the girls from CLff louvse.

Vhiz !

The ball came in from the slips, and there was a erash of
a falling wicket.

“Oh™ ejoeulated Bob (herry.

He glanced down at his wicket in dismay.

Two of the stumps were reclining at odd angles. and the
bails were on the grownd., There was o yell from St Jim's:

* How's that "

1 nu.r. !“‘

“QOh " said Bob Cherry again blankly.

He walked off the pitch. A grean from a crowd of Re
movites grf_-q-t{u:] him. Huo had not oven broken his duck.

“You ass!? said Frank Nugent,

“You chump ! said John Dull.

“ You fearful, frabjous #s5"" said Tom Trown.

“I gurss it was the blankest idiocy I've ever struck,”
Fisher T. Fish romarked. " I've seon somo idiots in m
time, but Bob Cherry just prances off with the whole biscuit
furtory—some 1"

“I--I couldn’t help it,” said Bob focbiv.

_ Y Couldn’t help it!” roarcd John Bull. " Why, vou ass,
it was as pluin as—as vour face! Everybody on the field
ﬁxcrpﬂn? you saw the fat chap slinging the bell in.”

di But '_\.I_._'__ *F

“ Boby was takon off his poard,” said Mark Idnley pontly.
Tinley was not playing in the mateh, owing to an mjury to
hiz ankle in a practice game, Dut e was there to look ow.
“Tt really wasn't his fault."”

“Yeo, and 1 know what he was locking at'’ growled Jolin
ull.

' (3h, shut up!" Bob grewled.

" Asgg!M

“ Futhead '

“Why don't vou jaw him, Bulstrode® demanded Hazel-
dene indignantly. “°I think he's a chap who ought to be
jeewed, of evor thore was one™

“Eh? said Dulstrode, sturting out of & reverie.

17
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% Why don't you slang him?"

“Slang whom "'

“ Bob Cherry.”

“W-what for?” . .

“Whaet for?" yelled John Bull, in exasperation. * For
nhut:kin.g o Greyiriars wicket awny, of course! What else?"”

“Oh!™ said Bulstrode.

“You saw it, [ suppose, didn’t you?' demanded Nugent.

O I—l—— o, I didn’t,” said Bulstrode.

The juniors staved at him. What sort of a cricket captain
wos this?

“8o you're not watching the same?® snid Nugent. “ You
get duck’s egrs when you're on the pitch, and you go to
sleep when you're olf it. A ripping kind of a evicket captain
you are—I don't thinl: !

“I—=I was thinking about Bulstrode
stammered.

MNugent snorted.

“Thinking about your grandmother! What the dickens
do _you start thinking for when you ought to be all oves
urr::l cars [or the game? Captain! Groooh I

o1 guess Bulstrode's playing the giddy ox to-day, some.”

‘Man in!" the field were yelling.

[ You're keeping them waiting,” said Mark Linley, in
1'“3: %met way. " You're the next man in, Frank.”

And

something,”

h, all right "'
nd Nugent, with a grunt, went in to take Bolb Cherry's
enﬁ:lt wicket. )
gave o deep sigh, and deposited his bat in =
;iﬂtlt‘li::a; end walked over to where Marjorie Hazeldene was
Marjorie gave him a sympathetic glance.
'hE: would feel the loss of tgatpl\:aickrzt- £
“Oh e el right P eid Bob
tt's all right!' saai ob, with an effort.
ve bad luck Eﬂmgtimgs.”
; Clara’s eyes danced.
s ¥ou weren't looking at the hall,” she said.
" No, I—I had my eyes off the field for a moment.”
hat were you looking at?’
Eﬂh Cherry coloured like a beetroot.

It was hard luck,” said Marjorie, replying before Bob
Cherry could find his tongue. * Don’t tease Bob, Clara.
Sit dewn here, Bob, will you ™"

And Bob Cherry was forthwith translated into the soventh
heaven by being allowed to drop into a seat beside Marjorie,

Bhe knew how

L1 ':'Ih-ﬂpa

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,
The Pair of Spactacles,

ARRY WHARTON was still batting, and the score was
going up for the pext ten minutes. Nugent was keep-
mg up his end well; but, the offects of the pastry

: having somewhat waorn off, Fatfy Wynn was getting
mnto his stride now as a bowler. Fatty was being put on
for every other over now, and Fatty bezan to make the fur
E}",‘ a3 the delighted Figging expressed it,

You give Fatty a chanee,”” Figgins said to Tem Merry

o dozen times; till at last the 8t Jim’s junior captain con-
sented, and Futty was enteusted with the ball

And he pmvt':tlnt. onhce that Figgins was right.

N“fﬂ?“t was dismissed for 7 runs; and John Bull, who
took hie place, was caught and bowled by Fatty Wynn.

The 5t. Jim's fellows looked joykul,

“ This is something like ! saad Figging, tubbing his hands.

*“Yaos, wathah!™

““You watch Fatty,” grinned Figgins. * He'll
limt trick in his next over, vou soe if he docsn't !

“Bai Jove, yass, he's in form!" said Arthur Aupgustus

L'Arey. *1I couldn't have bowled bettah than that myself,
on know."

“I'll jolly well bet you couldn’t ™

“ Weully, Fizging—"'

" Look out, there, and don't jaw!" sang out Tom Merry.

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy M

Monty Lowther bowled down to Harry Wharton. Wharton
lot the bat fairly go at an easy ball, and sent it spinning
thouph the air.
| "]I;ha batsmen started runnime. So did the field—after the
el lh.

Where was it?

Crash !

The sudden sound told where the ball was. Mr. Bulstrode
leaped up from his chair and danced, his silk hat Ayving off
his head, a perfect wreck.

“ My hat!" ojmculuted John Bull,

“His hat, you mean!" prinned Nugont.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ What—what—what was that?" roared Mr. Bulstrode, in
a3 powerful voice.  “What? Is that a trick? Hah!
What?
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Tom Merry ran up.

“Choek in the bﬂﬁ quick " ho exclaimed.

“What?' reoared Mr. Bulstrode. ** You have knocked off
my hat with your wretched ball, boy '

“Borry, sir! Quite an accident ™

“I-I

“ Gimme the ball!"

Miss Rosie picked up the ball and tossed it to Tom Merry,
and Tom Merry whirled it across to the wicket-keeper.

Mr. Bulstr picked up his hat and regarded it with an
offended eye. His fuce was red with angry excitement,

* Begad, this place is not safe!” he cxclaimed. “ Haoh!”

VIt was an accident, sir,” said Miss Rosie softly. * These
things will happon.*

MMy hat is ruined.”

““Bhall I try to straighten it out for you, Mr. Bulstrode?"
aslked Marjorie.

Mr. Bulstrode glanced at her, and the girl locked so sweet
and smiling that, in spite of himself, his anger died awey,
and he smiled, too.

“* Never mind, I will try,” he said.

And he punched out the unfortunate topper into some
semblance of its original shape, and restored it to his head.
~ "Your son has not batted yet, has he?* said Miss Clara
innocently.

Miss Ufadra thought that this wos a topie which would be
bound to interest the testy old pentleman; and, of course,
she could not know anything ahout the real eircumstances of
the {%asm She was only surprised to see Mr. Bulstrode turn
purple.

. No,'' said Mr. Bulstrode shortly.

1s EIHIE a very good batsman,” said Marjorie.

}

“1 am sure he will do well for the side.”

£4 .&h !FJ

E;fliaw many did he get in the first innings, Bob?’ Marjorie
asked.

Bob Cherry made a grimace.

“Hea had bad luck,” he said.

“Oh, I'm so sorry "

“It was a duck’s egg,” said Bob., " But I've no doubt
that he'll pick up in the sccond innings. Bulstrode is a good
bat when he's in form.™

“T hope he's not i7" zaid Clara.

“0Oh, no! But he seems worried,” said Bob, with a side-
way glance at Mr. Bulstrode. * I think something hap-
pened to worry him tﬂ-daﬂ—-mmehﬂd}-’ going for him, or
something of that sort, you know."

Mr. Bulstrode turned a decper shade of purple, sand closed
his jaws like & vice.

“ ¥es, T guess that's the case,” said Fisher T. Fish, with o
wink at Bob. * Somebody has turned vound on him, or

mn:n:c.-thingu-—anmnhndy he ought to have been able to depend
il

Mr. Bulstrode’s jaws cpened.

"1 quite understand your allusion!” he exclaimed, giving
Fisher T. Fish a fevce glance. It is not in the best of
taste, boy.”

“1 puess—""

“I have discarded my son,” said Mr. Bulstrode.
declined to S%&ﬂk to him; and as all presont are aware of it,
I should perhaps explain. My son heaa always had the re-
putation of being of a bullying nature; but I had heard that
he was improved. But on my arrival hore to-day T discovered
him in the act of bullying a ameller boy and taking money
from hun by force. That is the reason why I have treated
him with the contempt he deserves; and I am guite willing
that he should be held up to the contempt of the school,”

“Oh!" said Bob.

“That iz all,” said Mr. Bulstrode, shutting his jaws agoin.
¢ Pray let me hear no more of the matter.”

“But, sir=-—""

"Moo more, I say.”

“ But are you sure—="

“1 am sure=—quite sure!"

“ But it might—-"

“ Bilenoe, please!”

And Mr. Bulstrode turned {o the gpame again, and fixed
his eyes upen the fiecld, with a frown of such deadly de-
termination that the juniors did not venture to pursue the
subject. They drew a little apart from him, am‘? the girls
cdged their chairs away, to put their heads together on the
matter,

“1t's a shame,” murmured Miss Clara, * even if Bulstrade
has dene wrong., It's a shame to make him feel so miserabie
to-day, of all days.”’ )

“Yos, it is,”" said Marjorie.  “Couldn't something be
done? Was Bulstrode really to blame, Dob?"

Bob shook his head,

“1 don't know the cires,” he szaid.

“I have

“Ruet as the vietim
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was Bunter, I dare say the fat litile bounder deserved all
he got. But Bulstrede doesn't seem inclined to speak on the
subject,” :

“ Ask Bunter about it,”" suggested Marjorie. ' You may
get the truth cut of him; and if Bulstrode was not really
?;ﬂ:mr}f much to blume you may be ohle to explain to his

1:!'!1-"
h‘"Bl-}Md if I thought of that!?’ said John Bull, * I'll ask

Im‘l"

* Hallo, hallo, hallo! There goes Wharton's wicket I Bob
Cherry excluimed.

Harry Wharton was out fo a deadly fast ball from Fatty
Wynn, The Greviriers wickets were going down rapidly
TGO,

The score for the second innings was at sixty when there
was the call for last man in, and Bulstrode went in to join
Ogilvy, who was at the other end.

All eyes were at once upon the Eemove captatn.

After the poor shew he had made in the first innings, and
the gencral moodiness and incapacity he had shown all day,
no onc expected preat things of him. They were all pre-
pared to sec him fall belors the cnemy.

And they were not disappointed, as far ae that went.

Bulstrode had to face Fatty Wynn's bowling, and it necded
o keen and ready batsman to do that with any prospect of
BUCCESS

Bulstrode was neither keen nor ready. Fatty Wynn sent
down a ball with a break on it that would have puzzled many
a county batsman; and Bulstrode missed it by a foot or
Mo,

Whack!

The wicket went down.,

Graviriars were sll cut for a total of 60; and Bulstrode’s
scorc that day was the most miscrable a cricketer could show
—tho dreaded two noughts—the “ pair of spectacles.”

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
What Wingate Saw.
J OHN BULL was looking for Bunter, and as tea-time was

near abk hand the Owl of the Remove was not hard to

find. Whenever & meal was going on, Bunter was likely

to bo found in the vicinity, And the fat junior was, us
g matter of fact, locking for John Bull at that moment. Thev
ran irto cach other, at & ¢orner of the pavilion—literally—and
ns Dunter had the advantage of weight, it was John Bull whao
sat down on the sward,

“Ow ! pasped Bull, " You ass! I'm looking for you!?

“Oh,"" said Bunter, * I'm sincerely sorry! I was looking
for you.”

Ball staggrered up, gaspng.

" I—=I've got something to say to vou, Bull” Bunter said
confidentially. " It's rather important, too.”

It oceurrad to Bull at onee that Dunter was coming to the
subjoct of hiz own accord, and he nodded to the fat junior to
o on.

* You see, I've ordoved a lot of things from Mrs. Minbles,
to stand my friend I’Arcy and bis friends something deeent
af tea-time,” Bunter explained. * D'Arcy’s an awfully close
ehum of mine—he's a lord’s son, you know, and I've lots of
friends among the arstocraey.”

' Oh, choese that rob!™

*Oh, really, Bull! You see, I've run out of cash—and I
want to raise a little loan, to tide e over till my postal-
arders come. T expecting postal-orders for about two
pounds this cvening.

il Rﬂ.t:‘i!”

“¥You have plenty of moncy, Bull—your old aunt sends
you big tips. I keow you've got a good many pounds in your
pockets now."

*And they're going to stay there,” said Bull cmphatically,

oAkem ! You sod i

“I don't sec that T ought to give you any moncy, you
cadring boaunder !

“It's only Gl my postal-order eomes. T should refuse fo
take the money as a gift. I hope I've got a proper pride,”
saiel Bunter loffily.

" Look here,” said Jolin Bull, “I wasn't looking for you
to give you tin—I wani to ask you about Bulstrode.™

* Blow Bulstrode P! said Bunter cross]v.

“What was the cause of the row, when his pater cama
down on bim like & wolf on the fold¥" asked John Bull.

. Hﬁ was bullying e in my study, and taking my money
AWRY.

“* Your money?’ asked Bull sipnificantly.

“Wes, my money ! said Billy Bunter defiantly.  ©1
shouldn't be hikely to bave anybody’s clse’s monoy in my
D S on's Eour: T should think

on't know : wuld think it quite likely myself.”

“ Oly, really, Bull—" 7 SR

* Had ¥ou been boning the tin from Bulstrode in the first
place ?' asked the sturdy junior suspiciously,

“ I decline to answer & question wlich reflects upon iy
}}l_arﬂm_'ml honour," said Bunter, with his fat little nose very
ligh in the air
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“My hat! Look here—"

But Bunter was rolling away. There was evidently no
money to be got out of John Bull, and there was nothing for
Bunter to linger for. John Bull thrust his hands deeﬁl into
his pockets, and strolled away with a t.huu%:htful brow. Yhat-
ever it was that had happened in Rilly Bunter's study, they
were not likely to get the truth of the imatter out of the Owl
of the Remove., It was nmot by means of Billy Punter,
evidently, that Bulstrode could be set right with his parents

As for Billy Bunter, he also had & worry on his mind,
If he did not pay Mrs. Mimble, the ordered goods would
not be gpiven up—Mrs. Mimble would not trust himh an ineh,

She knew him too well for that. Only money down on tho
counter was sufficiently convincing for tho good dame who
kept the school shop at Groviriars.

But if the goods wore not delivercd, Dunter's * swank ™
would be knocked into little pieces, He had ordered the feed
for his friends in the most londly wav. e was showing off
DtArey to all Greyiviars as his noble friend. Tt was really
too bad to have his card castle shattered i this way for want
of a little ready merey.

But what was to be done? Billy Bunter's thoughts, when
e was in want of money, naturally ren to borrowing ; but
he had tricd borrowing, without #ffect. There was no moivy
to be raised in that way; all the fellows were too well ac-
guainted with his little ways

Bunter had raised money that morning in another way,
and, having once passed the Rubicon, it was only natural that
hiz thoughts should revert in the same direction. But whoere
wasz ¢ash to be found.

The fat junior looked about him, and rolled towards the
pavilion. The Greyfriars innings was just ending, and all
eyes wore on the ficld. Bunter paused at the door of the
pavilion, and looked round him eaubiously.

Billy Bunter was coxtremely shortesighted, and lus hir.i
lasses did not seem to help hin muoch.  He was o preat dea
ike the ostrich, who, burving Iis head in the sand, imagines
that he cannot be seen because he cannot sec: Bunter's

cautious glance roumdd before Lie entered the pavilion eaupht

the eyes of several fellows; and Wingate, the captain of Grey-
friars, gave Lim a sharp, suspicious glance.

There was somcthing so cautious, so sly, and so cunning in
Bunter's expression at that moment, that Wingate could not
help obseeving it.

" What is that little hegpar up to? the captain of Grey-
frinvs muttered. )

1 _;’Lmi;t after & moment's hesitation, he stepped to the pavilion
umself,

Biily Bunter, quit * uneonseious of the fact that his extreme
caution had given him away, hurned into the pavilion, and in
n] few seconds he was among the costs that were hanging on
the peps.

He }Ifauwl for a second to blink around him, debating in
liis mind whether he should honour Bulstrode’s or John Bull's
jacket with his attention.

Bull was likelicst to have plenty of cash in s pockets, he
thought, and so he decided upon John Bull's jacket.

He groped in the pockets, breathing hard and quickly, and
sure cnougly, there was the little leather purse he had scen
John Bull wee, and it was full of money.

Bunter drew it out with a thaking hand, and opened it te
muke sare that the coins inside wore not copper,

There was a shimmer of gold and silver as & stream of
shillings ad sovereipns ran into his fat palo,

Bunter uttered an exclamation of delight.

“ B-b-l-by Jove!"

From the ericket-field rang the shouts which announced
the end of the innines.

Bulstrode had. comoe off with a pair of spectacles to his
geore: the mnings was over, and the (old broke up for tea.
But Bunter heard nothing at that moment. He was blinking
vagerly at the stream of cash pouring from the purse inte his
fat palm,

“ CGood !
alond.

Ile whipped the money into his pocket, and then stapped
back to reploce the empty purse in John Bull'y jocket.

“ Buntey 1"

The fat junior jumped clear of the floor

It was the deep, stern voice of the captamn of Greviviars.
Bunter swung round in terror towards him.,

Winsate strode in, and grasped him  fisrcely by the
shonlder.

* Bunter 1!

SO

" You thief i

] A'I.I: !‘Fl

“¥ou have just been stealing [rom one of these coats!™

19

By Geerge! This is all right!” ho ejaculstod
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" Owl

" You infernal young blackpuard 1'*

“0Oh! Ah! I—TI—1 can expluin everything " stammered
Bunter. * You—you see—you startled me, Wingate! I—

“I was watching you from the door!” said Wingate
sternly.

“ It e—it's all a mistake! I—I picked up Bull's purse, you
know, and I—I just came here to put the thing in his pocket,
g0 that he wouldn't miss it, you krow. I—I thought he
might be anxious about it !"!

“You lying cad!” said Wingata. *“T saw you take the
purse cut of the pocket and emnpty the money into your hand,
and put it in your own pocket.’?

Bunter gasped for breath., He had had no idea that Win-
gate had scen all that, or he would have varied his fulsehoods
considerably.

. "}I——I:yﬂu"re guite mittaken ! he gasped.

*“ Well, whatt™

Bunter gasped and stammered. Accomplizhed liar as he
was, he felt nonplussed now. What was he to say—what
Falsahood coald possibly serve hima?

“Do you deny that vou have & great deal of money in
your pockok at’}'.his moment ¥’ Wingate excluimed sternly.

LT

e

“ You sco, I—

“ ¥ou are a thief, Bunter.

* What!"

“1 am going to show you up to the fellows, that's all 1"

“0Oht Ow! Oh, really, Wingate, I—I--— Oh!"

“ Ah, here they are!"

The cricketers were crowding towards the pavilion, o=
Wingate dragged the Owl of the Remove out of the dressing-
room,

There was a gencral exclamation af once.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's the matter with Bunter?”

““ What's the row, Wingate "

“It's this,” said Wingate grimly. “Twve just caught
B?‘HEE 1};1 the ack of picking a pocket in the dressing-room !

Come

Nr——

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER,

Clearing Bulsirode.

HE Greyfriavs ericketers were erowding round.  Thae

3t Jim's fellows, realising that this was a scone in

which they had better not bLe * on,' delicately drew

nside. Bulstrode, with hizs bat still under his arm, was
foremost, and he looked very curipusly at Bunter as Wingate
dragged him into view, with a hand on his eollar,

* Ficking & pocket " repeated a dozen voices.

“ My hat "

*“ 1 guess this takes the bun 1™

“ Tho cod!"”

* The rotter!”

Billy Bunter blinked round at the angry faces In terror and
dismay. Even through his stupidity there penctrated a
Eﬁallmtgﬁn of what he had done, and the penalty he might

ave pay.

He had stolen—and stealing was an offence which was
punished at Greyfriars in only one way—by cxpulsion.

Had not Bob Cherry been “ sacked ' from the school on
& charge of stealing—a charge afterwards proved untrue?

And now, in Bunter's case, the puilt was brought home full
pnd clear—there wes no possible doubt upon the subject.

Wingate, the captain of Greyfriasrs, had scen him—lie was
caught in the very act. The fat jumer squirmed uncomfort-
ably in the powerful grasp of the SBixth-IFormer.

£ " he starmmered.

Wingate shook him.

*Hand out the money 1" he exclaimed.

“Ow! D.d-d-don't shake me like that, Wingate! ¥.y-you
rmg::l: make my plasses fall off, you know; and if they get
broken, you'll have to pay for them ! Ow ™

“ Whose pocket was he picking 7" asked DBulstrode.

“Dull's, I think.”

*John Bull uttered an exclamation.

“Mine! My hat! I had four or five pounds in my
pocket, and that young rotter knew all about it, too !”

“Ow! I dido't!”

“ You were speaking to me about it not ten minutes ago,”
said John Bull

“I—1 wasn't!"”

* Ge and seo whether your money is there,” said Wingate.
“ Bunter dropped a purse when I eollared him—eee if 3t
yours."

“ Certainly.”

John Bull went into the dressing-room. The juniors skood
round glaring at Bunter. It was just like Bunter to bring
dizgrace upon the school when there was a crowd of
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strangers present—I[ellows whom {he Remove wanted to
make a good Impression upon.

Bunter cowered under the savage looks that were. cast
upon him. ;

“The worm " said Nugent, * He cught to be boiled’

“0r scalped ! spid Tom Brown,

““1 guess he ought to be lynched some.”

“The rotter !

“The fat beast 1"

“0h, recally, you fellows,” mumbled Dunter feebly, " it's
—it's all a mistake, you know. I—1 can explsin everything
—if—if you give me time.”

“A judge will be giving you time, jolly socon, I should
think,” said Har*r;r Wlarton.

$0h, really—"

“Bai Jove, you fellows," said Arthur Augustus [FArcy,
i & low voice, “this isn't the place for us, you know.
When these chaps slart pickin’ one anothel’s pockets, and
eo oun, wo'd beteah look the othah way., Buppose we get
along to the tuckshop und get some ices or somethin’.”

Figgins gave the swell of 8. Jim's a slap on the shoulder.

" Ewd! You're sunply full of good ideas, Gussy,”

0w ! You wulf ass!™

The St. Jim's juniors strolled away with elaborate un-
CONSCiousnngs,

But the Greyfriave fellows hardly noticed them go. They
ware all looking at Dunter, who was squirming 1n Wingate's
grasp.

“1 ecan explon everything,' Dunter mumbled. *#I1—
I___l?

“ Here's Bull ™
: Jobn DBull came out with the little leather purse in his

and.

T that your purse, Bull?" asked Wingate.

13 Y{-"E-”

“Anything in it*"

“ Neothing,” said Dall

Il you leave anything in 6%
Y Four or five pounds—a tip I had {rom my sunb yoster-

day.

*That 13 the purse I zaw Dunter teke From a jocket,”
said Wingate., * He emptied the money out of it, and put
it in his trousers” pocket.”

“Ow! I dide’t!”

1 saw you,” said Wingate stornly.

“T e Oh! Ow! It's wil a nistake!”

“Turn out vour pocket!™

&L I_'_I _"'_rl‘h

“Turn out your pockets, you honnd ! Show up the money
you have stolen!" almost shouted Wingate.

“Begad! What 15 this? Something more from  that
precious son of mine, 1 suppose ¥

It was & hard, harsh voice—the voice of DBulstrodo senior.
The stout gentleman pushed his way forward through tlwe
fzrﬂup, He had heard Wingate's words, and he saw the
wead of the burly Dalstrode towenng over the erowd, and
he guessed at once what was the matter—guessed wrongly,
as people gencrally do when they junp to conclusions,

“ What, what! S0 you have heen at it again, Georga !
said the Roman porent, in his most Boman velee, more liko
Lirutns than cvsar.

The fellows stared at him.

Bulstrode did not speak, The Roman parent was making
Ia.{l asz of himself, and Bulstrode did not feel inclined to stop
1,

“ Arain, George—apain 1n one day !

“ER?7 said Hulstrede,

Thera was a whimpering voice from Mrs, Dulstradas,

“0h, dear! I am sure vou misjudge poor George 1™

Mr. Bulstrode frowned ficrcely.
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 Silence, please, Amelip

* Very well, dear.”

* For the second time in one day, I find you guilty of dis-
graceful conduct, Greorge,” said the stern parent, in his
alernest tones.

Bulstrode's face et dopredly.

“ What are you driving at =ir?’ zaid Wingate, rathes
tartly, “There is no accusation of any zort against your
gon.""

Mr, Bulstrode started.

“*What! I heard you say—""

“1 was speaking to Bunter.”

“ Bunter!"" cjaculated My, Bulstrode,

“ Yeos, thia wrotched voung rascal.”

Mr. Bulstrode stared at Bunter. He recopnised the boy
whom he had seen in his son’s grasp in the study, and whom
]dl: ?'B:‘il. belisved that George Bulstrode was Euﬂying and

spoiling.

“D'.'.?h, Junter I he =aid,

“¥os. The young scoundrel has been picking a pocket in
the dressing-room.™

Mr. Dulstrode snorted.

"The place secms to be full of thieves!” he exclaimed
“It is an extraordinary state of affairs at a public school, I
must say."”

Wingate Aushed crimson. Any veflection esst upon the

old school he belonged to was likely to get Lis back up at
'ﬂl’lﬂﬂ-+
“1 don’t understand you, sir,” he said prufily. “ Bunter

is the only thief I know of at Greyfriars, and he will be
expelled.’ )

(1] Dw !’?

Mr. Bulstrode pointed to the captain of the Remove.

“Look ! he zaid.

“Wel, what is the matter with your szon? Blossed if T
catch on in the least to what you're driving at.”

“1 am willing for the whole school to know him as [
know him. This morning 1 found him taking money from
that boy.™

“From Bunter i

“Yos, by force.”

Wingate looked sternly at Bulstrade,

“Is that the case, Dulstrode ¥

*¥er" emd the Remove captain doggedly.

:: You took money from Bunter?”

“By forca I

(14 Y'E-‘ﬂ-.“

“ And why "

* Because he had stolen it from me.™

“Qw! I didn’t! I—I only borrowed —I—I mean, it's all
a misfake! I can cxplain evervthing, if—if you give me
in htened

ingate’s grip tightened upon the fat junior.

Y“ B0 you only borrowed it #" 4

TOw! Yes™

"“Then you admit taking it ¥

“Ow! Nol”

“You have admitted it,”" said Wingate primly. “It's too
Tate to get out of that now, Dunter#

“Ow! You—you teo—=""

“Wee, I see. You are a thief, and vou stole from DBul-
strode this morning, and you lied to his father about him 1™
exclaimed Wingate sternly.

There was & growl of r from the juniors, and the
closéd round Dunter as if ﬁgy would seize him, and mo
himm om the spot. Wingate waved them back,

THE NINETCENTH CHAPTER,
Ananias Miner,
'MR. BULSTRODE stood silent and strucic.

The Roman parent was at a loss
If Brutua, of olden time, after sentencing his sons,
had discovered that they were innocent, he weould
probably have been sorry that he had been quite so Roman.
And it gradually dawned upon the heavy and obstinate
mind of Mr. Bulstrode that the Romar parent might not,
after all. be really a safe model to cony. Drutus, as a

matter of fuet, was out of date.

If Bunter was a thief this time, he had probably heen a
thief on the previous oceasion. and Bulstrode’s explanation
had been the trath!

And, in fact, the fat junior had practically admitted it
Wingate, in the courze of many shakings, procecded to shake
the rost of the truth out of the Owl of the Remove. Mr.
Bulstrode listened with remorse 1n his heart.

“Weo must have this affair out,"” said Wingate. **Tt will
have to be sifted to the bottom, and there's no time like the
preant.”

“Nice for the St Jim’s chaps to hear,”
Hﬂgﬁt he tucksl

ey're gone to the tuckshop,” said rr Fh: i
“Thats afl S s P Havry Wharton
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Wingate shook the Owl of the Remove, and Bunter gasped

feehly.
i &-\’, ow 1"

“¥ou say
Bulstrode "’

“ Yo"

“Tow did he do 507 ;

“I dropped a couple of sovereigns this morning, and
Bunter saw them. When I changed in the dorm., 1 left
waistcoat on the bed, with the money in the poeleet.
thought of it afterwards, and went to take it away, but 1t
was gone. I found Bunter in his study, and he had my
money."”’

g H};wr do vou know it was youwr moner?™

“ Bunter was stony before that.”

“ Where did you get the money from, Bunter 1

“*I—I had & postal-order.”

*“ When 1" '

“* This—this mornming."

“ From whom "

“From my—my—my father."”

“0Dh! A postal-order for how muoch?*

T t-two pounds.™ i

* Where did you cash it?" 2

* A—a—a follow cashed it for me,” sald Bunter, realising
at once that it could be easily proved that he had not been
down to the post-office that day.

“ What fellow "

“A-—p—ono of the Highehiffe chaps,” said Bonter. I
met him in the lane, and he took the postal order off my
hands, to gave me going to the post-office. I—I allowed lnm
& bob out of it for his trouble.

The juniors stared at Dunter in wonder. They knew that
e was lying—there was not the slightest doubt of that, But
it was really amazing the way he could turn out lies to order,
at a moment's notice, all Gtting nicely together,

Wingate fixed his eyes on the fat junior sternly.

“ What was the name of the Higheliffe fellow 7' he asked.

HT—T think it was Gadsby." ) ]

“Wo can refer to Gadsby, of Higheliffe, later, if neces-
sary,” said Wingate. " But T think we can get the truth out
without that. You say that you had a postal-order for two
pounds this morning, DBunter "

“ Yeoos, DLxactly fwo pounds.

“From your father, you said 7

' E'E-"Ea”

“Very well. T will zend a wire to your father, asking him
to substantiate your statement.”

Bunter shuddored.

“ Je=T=—now I come Lo think of it, it wasn't my father,” he
shammered.

“0Oh,” said Wingate, it wasn’t your father! Then who
was it ¥

“ M-m-my uncle.”

“Your uncla! Whore does he live?"

“In Australia,” said Bunier desperaicly.

“My only hat " gjaculated Bob Cherry. “ Bunter ought
io be o novehst or a reporter, or something, or at least a
member of Parliament. ¢ ought really.”

* 0Oh, really, Cherry—""

“Whereabouts in Australia 2" asked Wingate mercilessly,

11 forget.'

“Tt must have been an Australian postal-order, then ¥

“ No—I mean yes.”

“ And the Higheliffe fellow took an Australian postal-order
off your hands, did he?"

s

Wingate shook the fat junior.

“How o chap can stand there and roll out lies like that
simply knocks me over ! he exclaimed. * [Haven't you any-
thing like a conscience, you fat rascal '

“Ow! MNo—TI mean yos."

“¥ou admitted just now that you borrowed the money, as
vou call it, from Bulstrode——"

Y Only till my postal-order came—I mean—"

“ But you just said that your postal-order did come,”

“ That—that was another postal-order,” saud Billy Bunter
haltingly. *“That was from—Ifrom my uncle in Australis.
The one I'm speaking of now was to come from—from my
aunt mn—in Barmah.”

My word ! murmared Nupent,

“ And you borrowed Bulstrode’s two sovereipns——"

" Yes—that is to say, no."’

“ Did you intend to pay them back ™

“¥es, of course, when my postal-order came-—I-—=T mean,
of course, I never borrowed them at all " wailed Bunter.

“"You awful liar!” said Wingate. * VYou've told half &
dozen contradictory Ties already, and you've admitted taking
Rulstrode’s money. If he took it hacg:' from you, and licked
you into the bargain, it was only what was to be axpected.”

that Dunter fook the money from Fyouy

Another Grand. Lﬂn%rcumnluh Tale of the Chumps
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“That's what I did,” said Bulstrode; *“only my father
made me give him the money again, and I suppose he's spent
it now."

“0Oh!"” murmured Mr. Bulstrode.

Mys, Bulstrode was crying softly. The poor lady was only
too happy at seeing her son’s name cleared; and, indeed, she
would never have been so “down ™ on him at all, but for her
terror of her lord and master.

“ Now, if you like to own up to the teath, do i, said
Wingate; “ otherwise, T'll take vou straight to the Head.”

*Oh, really—perhaps—well, perhaps, now I come to think
of it, I—] may have borrowed the money from Bulstrode's
waisteoat-pocket,” said Bunter. “0Of course, it was only a
temporary loan.”

" Oh, of course !" said Wingate angrily. * You thicf I

"I don't think you oucht to call me names, Wingate, when
I'm owning up to a thing in a frank and manly way, entirely
of my own accord, and to save Bulstrode from getting into
trouble with his pavents——"

(11 Dh !l'l

“1 think a nha.]:u onght to have some ervedit for being frank
and honourable,' said Bunter. “I'm often getbing into
trouble for that. I suppose I have rather nicer ideas than
musl;’ fellows—a more gontlomanly way of looking at things

“COhM

“I'm sineerely sorry there's been any misenderstanding,
and 1 intended to expliin to Mr, Bulstrode all along, of
course—— Qh 1"

Bunter broke off with o gasp as Wingate's grasp tightened
on his collar.

“Ow! Qw!*

“Come with me.” said Wingate grimly.

"Ow! Where?"

"“To the Head 1"

“Oh! Ow! I—T say, you fellows—-?"

But Billy Bunter said no more. Wingate marched him
off, and he disappeared, wriggling, in the direction of the

ool House.

“My hat " said Bob Cherry. “I really think that Bunter
has got to the end of his tether at last !"

“Tho blessed fibber 1" satd John Bull,
called Ananias minor,
boot the better.”

“Yes, rather!"

“He ought to have been sacked long ago.,” growled Bob
Cherry.  “I think he's certain to got it 1n the neck this time.
What about tea "

“ It's ready,” said Harry Wharton.

“Well, o am 1; come on, then.”

Bulstrode was left alone with his father and mother.

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Brave, Bulstrode!
BULETR{)DE did not speak.

“ e ought fo he
The soconer he gets the order of the

He was waiting for his father to speak: and the old
gentleman seemed in no hurry to do so.
He cleared his throat several times, with a constious
littlo cough, and opened his lips, but no words came forth,

Mrs. Dulatrode dried her eves, and put an arm round her
son's neck in the shadew of the ericket pavilion.

“ My dear—dear bor," she murmured. I knew it wasn't
truc—I knew it."’

Dulstrode’s ¢ves moistoned. _

He had been prepared to be very hard and obstinate—to
turn a sullen brow to his father, and make it as difficult as
possible for the hasty old gentleman to climb down.

But tenderer thoughts camo into his mind now,

He kissed his mother contly.

“It's all rioht, mum,” he said. * Nover mind now, mater,
It's all over, and I suppose father will admit that I wus
innocent. '

Mr. Bulstrode cleared lns theoat again.

But he did not speak. He genc‘ral.i_v had plenty to sav; but
on this aceasion, somehow, words scomed to be E;ckin:,

“ Your father was a little hasty, that is all,” said Mys.
Bulstrode.

Then the old gentleman found his voice.

“What I'" he roarcd. ** Hasty! I hasty!”

“ Yoz, dear.”

Mr. Bulstrode snovted.

* I should like you to understand, Amcha, that T am never
hasty " he exclaimed. "1 dochne to be called hasty.”

“ Yery well, doar,” said Mrs. Bulstrode meckly.

* As for you, George——" ]

“Well,” said Bulstrode, with a glitter in his oyes, “aren't
vou satisfied yet, father?”

“¥eg, I am satisfied.”

“Oh, good!"'
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“ My v, dear boy—"

"Plgagﬁet me speak, Amelia.”

“ Yeory well, my dear.™ . _ i

“I have been unjust, George,” said Mr. Bulstrode, with
a magnificent wave of the hand, as if his making this state-
ment so openly and frankly far more than atoned for his
injustice, and was indeed a very great feather in his cap.
*George, my bov, I have been unjust to you.”

Bulstrode nodded.

“ ¥ou have," he smd.

“1 am sorry.” . 1

“Very gaod; we'll say no more about it,” said Bulstrode.
“1 think wou might have pgiven me credit for common
honesty, that's all.” :

" Cireumstances were apainst you-——

“ ¥ou might have taken my word.”

“8a T should have done, il:. your reputation had bheen good
enough to back up vour waord,” said his father.

Bulstrode coloured.

“But [ admit freely,” said the old gontleman, *I have
been unjust, and I am sorry. There is my hand, my boy.”

Bulstrode took his father's hand.

“ Yory well, sir—let’s forget all about it.  It's made ma
muck up the match of the season, but that can’t be helped

now."
Fellows who Lad

And Bulstrode took his people to tea.
seon the peculiar behaviouy of the Bulstrode family earlier in
the day, were surprised to see the captain of the Remove
walking between the tweo, his arm through his mother's, and
his fathor's hand on hiz shounlder,

Bulstrode was evidently **all right ™ again with his people.

Glad enough were Bulstrode's friends to see it.  The 3t
Jim's fellowa—still with an elaborate unconsciousness of the
unpleasant incident at the pavilion—joined the Greyfriars
fellows at tea, and tea was qguite & merry meal,

In the long, sunny July day there was l_.l;rldtﬂ:n’l;g; of light after
tea to finish that memorable match, here remained the
second innings for 5t Jim's; and Tom Merry & Co. did not
believe for a moment that they would want all their wickets.
They had a cheerful and screne anticipation of going out with
five or six to spare.

They had made 98 in ene innings. The two innings for
Gregfrviars had totalled 130, 3t. Jim's, therefore wanted
only 33 runs to win; and they mecant to get them quickly
enough, :

The Greyfriars ericketers were far from hopeful.

*QOur only chance is dawdling out the mateh, T guess, and
stopping for the bad hzght,” Fisher T. Fish remarked, after
ton.

Harry Wharton shook his head.

" That's not cricket,”” he said.

“1 gness it's the only chanee of not being licked."”

“We'll be licked then, What do vou say, Bulstrode ™

RBulstrade nodded emphaticallly.

“¥og," he replicd. " We'll be licked if we must—but we'll
play the game. No plaving against time for us, We'll give
the Saints o fair run for their money, and if they beat us,
we're beaten, that's all.”

“T guess that's not business.”

“No: it's ericket.'

And the rest of the Remove team backed up Bulstrode's
opinion. They would play the game, and if they were beaten
on their merits, such a lickineg was move to their eredit than
an unfimshed match would he.

The 8t Jim's second innmags commensed, and a keen crowd
watched it. Miss Rosie came gut with Molly and Marjorie
and Clara, after tea, to see the fimsh of the match, and Major
Cherrey and Mr. Bulstrade watched from the pavilion. F&.
Bulstrode's eyes never left her boy, from the moment he
stepped -on the field.

And there was a change in Dulstrode now.

It seemed as if a4 weizht had been lifted from his mind, and
he was a new fellow. His eves were bright, his movemeonts
were alert, and he never missed 8 chance that came hus
WaY.

“:FM_»‘ word !"' said Bob Cherry. * Bulstrode's bucking up.
Did yvou sec that cateh? Tlurrah! Hurrah! Well caught !
Huryah 1™

And Tom Merry rucfully carvicd out his bat for 3, a
lower seore than be had made for 2 lonz time. The Grey-
frinrs crowd checred lustily. The 8t. Jim's captain was qut—
and Ave minutes later Blake was stumped. Two doun for
A runs—and those twa, two of the best.

Bulstrode's ¢ves flashed. ;

“ There's a chance now,” he muttered to Harry Wharton.

“ Yes—thanks to vou, Dulstrode !

“(h, rot!” -
Bulstracle glanced round, however, at the pavilion.  Mar-
jorie was clapping her hands, and there was o stentorian
voar from Mre. Bulstrode joining in the cheering.
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Figgina and Kerr procecded to punish the bowling, and
rups mounted up. Then Bulstrode went on to bowl.

Fulstrode was a very pood bowler, but not exceptional, as
a rule. But he seemed to be a new Bulstrode now—or else
it was his | day! His first ball sent Figging's wicket into
shivers, and hig second downed Dighy, who replaced Figgins.
Kangaroo came in next, only to share the same fate, and
there was & roar from Greyfriars.

* The hat trick! Hurrah 1™

“ Bravo, Bulstrode !

“ Hurrah! Hurrah !

Five down for 201 Bulstrode's example seemed to buck up
the whaole field. A smart throw-in from Micky Desmond sent
Kerr back to the pavilion. A few minutes later Monty
Lowther was stumped.

Seven wickets down for 27 rums! Six runs wanted to win
—it seemed that it should be an easy task, badly as things had
gone for 8t. Jim's in the second inmngs.

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. “Bai Jove!
This s beginnin® to look wotten! But, bf course, we shall
beat them. If you fellows will back me up, Pl twy to et
a2 centuwy, you know.,"

“1 hope you'll get a single,” growled Tom Merry.

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

“Man n ™

Another wicket down—stumped. Arthur Augustus went in
tenth man. In spite of the sad show he had made in the first
innings, thera was a perceptible swagger in his walk. And
ho started well. His first hit was for two, and then he hit
out for two more—and was stumped in attempting a third.

Thirty-one for nine wickets. One run wanted to tie, two
to win. Herries went in, last man in for 8t. Jim's.

EYERY
TUEBDAY,

ONE
PEMNY.

The “Magnet”

LIBRANTY.

“Careful, Herries, old man—careful ; the match hangs oo
this over,*

““ What-ho!" satd Herries.

And he went to the wicket with the intention of being very,
very careful indeed. Perhaps he was a littlo teo careful
Bulstrode sent down a fast ball, and the next moment
Herries"s bails were spinning in the air,

Greyfriars roared,

“How's that I

[ 19 ﬂ'l.lt- !l]

Tom Merry gave o snort.

“ All down—beaten by a run! My hat!®

Greyfriars won ! ,

That there was a tromendous celebration in the Lower
School at Greyfriars that cvening, we need hardly say.

They had won the Bt. Jim's match—won it by a hair's
breadth, it is true—but they had won it; that was the thing.

And they rejoiced.

The 5t. Jim's fellows were scen off at the station by a
cheering erowd, and they parted in very ﬁund humour; after
all, both sides could not win, and they had come very near to
victory. And at Greyfriars the rejoicing continued fill lights-
out—and, in fact, after that. And the most popular fellow
in the Remove that day was easily Bulstrode—who had been
barred by his people—and who had won the mateh for the
Remaove. THE ENID.

(A aplendid, long, complete tale of Harry Wharton Jr Co., Bulstrode,
and Bulitrode minor—a new boy—nert woeek, cntitled ** The Bully's

Tom Merry tapped him on the shoulder as he went in. Brother 14 Order your copy of the NAGNKET noe.  Price Id.)
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A NEW ADVENTURE TALE OF ABSORBING INTEREST!

READ THIS FIRST

Rupert Thurston, friend of Ferrers Lord, the millionaire, and
commander of the latter's wonderful submarine, the Lord of the
Deep, receives mysterious orders to sail for the Chinese seas. He
reaches his destination, and meets Ferrers Lord, to whom he reports
all the happenings of the journey. As soon ashisfriend leaves the Lord
ofthe Deep, Thurston contlnues his jour te Shanghai, where he
is again to mest Lord. On arrival therﬂrtegh’mg-Lung. the Chinase

boy, and Maddock and Prout, two seamen, get leavet ashore. At
the time arranged, Th ' 'hg 9

urston lands in Shanghai, and is taken
Lord’s carriage to the Russian Embassy, tlﬂ::re to attend a batﬁ':

Here he meets Lady Violet, Lord's neice, and learns from her that
nnder the mask of the ball a great conspiracy is being formed.
(Mow go on with tge story.)

The arrival of Ching<Lung, otherwlte known as Prince
Tu-Li-Hoan,

“You have heard of Prince Tu-Li-Houn,” said Lady
Violet, as sho danced with Thurston, “He is tremen-
dously rich, and nearly 28 powerful es Li-Hung-Chang, All
theough the present terrible rising he has kept his provinees
quiet, and rcfused to join cither with the press or thoe
Allics. There have been whispers of o secret agreement be-
tween France and Russia to seize & large portion of Northern
China, Maraviteh loft Shanghai months 2go on o mysterious
mission. We have found out that ke went to Tu-Li-Hoan.
Unless they could win over the prinee, the plot could not
sucoead. Maraviteh did win him over.”

Rupert made a false step in his oxeitement.

“Then you mean to suy that Britain is beaten 7

“Nob at all, Mr. Thurston, That is not quite decided
yot. Tu-Li-Hoan has left the province, and is expected lere
to-night. He will come, and yvet he will not come. He is
quite a young man, only twentv-four”

Thurston gasped. He was beginning to think he was mad.

“Only twenty-four, ch?’ he groaned. “*And yet I am
suppozed to be tutor to his twe sons. Do children in this
country have tutors before they've finished with their
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LION AGAINST BEAR.

A Thrilling Story of the Further Amazing Adventures of
FERRERS LORD, MILLIONAIRE.

By SIDNEY DREW.

feeding-bottles. He'll come, and still he'll stay away. I must
b%%jﬂur ladyship’s pardon, but that strikes me as a bit of &
ri

Iﬂ',”

2 Perhaﬂa it is, Mr. Thuraton. Plcase be patient.”

They whirled on to the strains of the waltz. DBoth wero
superh dancers. .

‘You must forgive me for being 50 dense,” said Rupert
suddenly, “but I can’t grasp the thing yet. That brute

if, who was our gaoler, is no fool. He knows very well
I have never been tutor te the prince's children, Hce'll give
the whole thing away at once.”

Lady Viclet was panting.

“Let us sit down for & moment,” she said; * the room is
very hot. The insolent brute is coming to speak to us!”’

Rupert's blood boiled as he saw the handsome Russian
moving towards them. Scaroff bowed to her ladyship.

“This is an unexpected pleasure,” he drawled, in perfect
English. "In my wildest dreams I never imagined to find
my illustrious passengers in Shanghai. Good-cvening, my
lady ! You look more than ravishing, My dear Thurston,
it 18 an imsult and an outrage to frewn in such bewitching
company. I hope your ladyship’s programme is nog full 7

“* Quite full enough to leave no room for you, prince.”

“Then you bear malice,” drawled Beavoff, twirling his
moungtache.  ** That 15 unkind.”

Ruport’'s museles Lig-hmned-

“Ie wize, Scaroff,” he suid, between his teeth, “and
leave us before I forget miyself, and where I am. Come,
Ledy Violoet,"

The girl took his arm, and he led her into an aleove.

“I hope you are not engaged for the next dance?* said
Thurston. T =eo it is only 4 miserable polka.”

“I fear I am,” answered her ladyship, glancing- at he:
card, ' to some fat Little Frenchman.,

E‘:‘.ud&em%- the music ceased, leaving the dancers in eon-

fusion. and o volee eried:

“His Highness Princo Tu-Li-Hoan and suite!™
23
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There was a chorus of cheering, and a salvo of handclaps
as the great d'lglt_ﬂr}f appoared. He was & short, wiry little
anan, with a iboyish face, and was magnificently dressed.
Armed elaves helped him from hia litter, and he looked
gravely round him.

“Great Scott,” gasped Tharslon, * it's Ching-Lung [

A touch on his arm recallad him, and, locking up, he met
Lady Violet's warning glance.

“ Bilence !’ she whispered,

———

The Prince Acis in a Most Amazing Fashionm, and Mr,
Thomas Prout Becomes a Full-Blown Mandarin—
“You are Folled, My Dear Scarofi; the Lion Wins 1"

Rupert was standing like & man transfixed. Though
Polin had  fallen long ago, that mad hatred of
foreigners, which is every Chinaman's birthright, could
not crushed. It would break out again sconer or
later all the more fiercely. In the yellow land the life of no
European 18 safe, or can be safe, until the Dragon is flung
down, and the flag of some great civilised Power flouts over
tha Sacred City. Dut which flag—the Union Jack or the
Russian Eagle? The Lion or the Bear?

There was a strange hush as Ching-Lung approached the
wife of the Russian Ambassador. Se Tu-Li-Heoan was only
& merg lad ! His name was whispered through the length
and breadth of China as the man who held the key of the
whole situation in his hand. He had enly to wave his hand
to bring & million yellow warriors flocking to his green
banner. He was lord of ¢ight hundred square miles of fertils
land, and even the Empross trembled before his power.

If Russia could win him over, the whole of Northern China
would lie at the fect of the Tsar; lie could pour his Cossack
hordes southwards unopposed, and overy DBritish Lope of
Chineso conduest woul gone for ever. Thuraton felt

Violet's goft touch again on his arm, ;

Y Bit down,” she whispered, "or Scarclfl may begin to
suapect.”

“ But,” pasped Rupert, * Ching-Lung was his =ervant!
Fha will recognise him at once !

“Then you do not know Ching-Lung " said her ladyship,
*"or Ferrers Lord, either. Dde patient.’

The countesy curtsied low before her distinguished gaest.
Ching-Lung fanned himself with & paper fan, and then,
snatching the eyeglass from the eve of Fat-Fin-Yow, his
umbrella-bearer, screwed it into his own cye, and starcd at

hor fixedly. Then he smiled, and winked at Fat-Fin.
“Velly fine gal,"” he squeaked, in English, ‘‘ain't she,
IFat? Lilly bit too stoutee—eh? Bhe dye ber hail and gotee

false testh. He, he, he! Numbel ninee in e.!i};gpels, nices
painted complexion, and weighee fiftcen stone. Kissce me "

The countess uttered a little seream as Ching-Lung
embraced her. - : :

“ Oh, your Highness,"" she said, blushing through her paint,
“71 am deeply honoured. I did not know your Highness
spoke English. Of course, ci,'-nu speak French #"'

‘ Good glacious me !" said Fat-Fin-Yow,

Ching-Lung sprang round and kicked his umbrella-bearaer.

“ You talkee-talkee when you askee, you ole golilla,” he
shouted, * and shutes youl big mouf when you notee! 1 beg
;wzml paldcrn, my lily pet!" he added, turning to the countess.
‘You inguilee whether I %ale--vm Flench. Not a bitee,
Tlench silly language, but English alleo lightero, I mighty
clabbel at ftﬂguﬂg&a. I can sweal in the hundled and ten of
‘om. (Getee ma a pint of ale, and fetcheo in dut chapee wid
no whiskels on him head !

The countess nearly fainted at the thought of such a
horridly commoen drink as beer.

“ Burely your Highness mecans champagne?”" she gasped.

“ Youl Highness meance nuffin’ of de solt, ducky-lovee!"
said Ching-Lung '*He mcanes ale. You justec ke jolly
gquickes, Fat-Fin, or I out de heads off fifty of you!"™

All the time Ching-Lung had kept a wary eve on Michael
Becaroff, shielding his face with™ his fan. Buddenly the
Russian moved atealthily forward, and Thurston, whoe could
keo the pretended Tu-Li-Hoan clearly, gasped again, The
moment Scaroff spproached, Ching-Lung’s face altered. Ho
was & different person at onoc.

There was consternation in the gorgeous ball-room. Every-
one wanted to laugh, but to laugh at the man they imagined
held the whole future of China in the hollow of his land
might have bean fatal. Ther saw the umbrella-bearer, with
his pigtail protruding through a hole in the crown of his old
white hat, waddle forward, carrving a foaming tankard of
hear. He knelt, and handed it to the prince. Unluckily for
him=elf, he epilled a foew drops on the polished floor.

“You clumsy ole idiot!” roared Ching-Lung. * Takee
dat "

His slippered foot shot out, striking Fat-Fin-Yow under
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the chin. Cuorled up into a ball, the umbrella-bearer weont
apinning across the foor, and came to a halt, with a terrifio
crash, bencath a table. Ching-Lung drained the cup at a
draught, hurled it at the head of another of his servants, and
then whipped out his sword.

Y Fatchee him oub!” fe cried. “De mance who spll
glolious beel not fitee to live! Bling him folth !”

Two brawny vellow soldiers, armed with rifles, seized the
luckless umbrella-bearer by the ears, and dragged him out
from beneath the table and pushed him forward. The white
hat had been knocked over Fat-Fin's eyves. The women
sereamed with horror as he knelt with bent head before his
lord, and the flashing sword went up.

“ Great heavens ! pasped Rupert, white with horror.

Women ran scrcaming towoerds the door. The aword
5trc-u|-:ed_duwn like a flash of light, and a human head,
wedged into a battered white hat, fell at Ching-Lung's fect.
He picked it up, and tossed it td one of s bodymunard, A
moment iater the headless trunk rose to its feet and walked
to the door. Horrified, the hali-fainting women shrank back
to let the dreadful thing go past.

“ Bxclusee me,”" said Gﬁing-Lung, wiping his bloodstained
sword, © what allec de fuss 'bout?  We Rndee himee anothel
headee latel on. Comes back, ladies, if you pleasce. Dealy
me, what do mattel? Jusree tell Fat-Fin to bling in do
chapec wid no whiskels on him topknot !

Grey to the lips, the counteas was staring at her stranze
gucst, Scarsff caught her wrist, and drew der aside.

“Bhow no fear,” he soid hoarsely, * and get those fools to
come back! If we offend him, all is lost. Bah, you havs
lived in China long enough o know that this i3 only »
Juggling trick in which these brutes delight! I1f we anger
him, the toil of months will be wasted. I have recognised
the man he pretended to behead. I saw him in Pekin last
year, when 1 visited the Empress. For Heavan's sale get
thuse people back, and humwur the Prinee! Send your
servants to cxplain!”

“You are surc?” the countess gasped. “1 am all un-
strung. It locked horribly real 1

“Bure?! I am certain! Look, herc's the very man!"

The man who entered was cither Fat-Fin-Yow, or clse Fat-
Fin-Yow's double, wearing another white hiat and another
eyeglase, INot for the wealth of the Indies would the
countess have angered Prince Tu-La-Houn., Her guests, tog,
ware well aware of the extreme dehcacy of the situation.
They must bear with bis pranks and eccentricities, fur an
cmpire was ot stake,

Scaroff hurried into the garden by another door, and spoke
to the tecrified women,  They came back by twos and threes,
still looking. wlite and scared. Ching-Lung was sitting on
the back of a chaiv in the middle of the ball-room smoking
B CLZAT.

“Whoere dat chanee wid no whiskels on him cocoanut "
he samd. * Fetchee hun in !

Two of his yellow bodyvguard marched to the door, and
returncd with Me, Thomaz FProut.

. “Great heavens,” gusped the Uountess Maravitch, * this
is awful 1"

“* Bilenee I whispered Scaroff.
pranks "

If the steersiman of the Lord of the Deep reeognised Ching-
Lung, Jus face did not show at.

* BBeautiful I Eq,l.tl‘ﬂkl:‘{l Climgz-Lung, rubbing hiz jewellad
hands over Prout's bald head., * He, he, he! What you
polished him wid—monkey bland soapee? We glow & fow
whiskels on him in "alf 8 moce. Givee me youl hiatee, Fin."

The umbrella-bearer pulled off his old white hat, and,
plocing it on Prout's head, Ching-Lung hammered it down
with his fiat. FProut did not moeve a muscle. When tho hat
was roised the steersman was bald no longer. le had a
splondid head of fliery-red hatr.

A murmur of applauze and astonishment [llod the room.
Ching-Lung beamed upon the guests, thrust his cigoer into
Prout's mouth, and sud:

“He lookee bottel now,
callots ¥

* Bmithoffskt "' roarcd the steersman,

“Dat soundee likee a velly bad cold!” grinned Ching-
Lung. * Allee lightee. Me tookee a fancy to you., You o
mancalin now. 1 takeo you homee wid me and makes you
lich. IIale, vou lubly gal, wid do falsee toeth 1" Hle waved
his hand, and the horrdicd countess came to hia sido. 17
inteldooee you," said Ching-Lung, " Lubly gal, Mandalin
Smithoffski; Smithwotscename, lubly gpal! Kisz her !

For the sccond time the countess m*arll,'_r fuinted. Luckily
for her, the gallant steersmon merely kissed her hand, and
a fquick, warning glance from Michael Scaroff steadicd her.

Ching-Lung stood up cleverly on the back of the chair and
laoked round him. He caught sight of Lady Viclet, and,
springing down, hurricd to the aleove. Buport had concealed
himsel behind the palins,

Y Lot the madman play his

don’'t he? What youl namoeo,
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“ May I have de suplemee delightedncss of one lily danee 1
nid Chmg-Lung, me'ing' low - 3

Lady Violet rose smiling.

“With pleasure, your Highness”

The countess fumed as the English givl tock the prince's
arm. It disgusted her to think that her nicce .Imra had net
been chosen for the honour,

“ Now, you music, fellels,”" =aid Ching-Lung, turning and
shaking hia fist at the band, * you just tunee up velly shalpes.
You gives us o polka, and notee a =illy, slow ole waltz, If
you den't makee tings humee 1 bundles de lot of you into
you! own dlum, and pitches you down de steps! Now, M.
Mandalin Slopslopski, you dancee wid de lubly gal I

“Creat mercy !’ moaned the countess. * Must I dance
with 2 common sailor?"

Prout scratched his red head and grinned.

“1 ain’t never danced in my life!” he roared

Ching-Lung clapped his hand on the hilt of his sword.

“ You doce what I tellee you,” he =aid threateniply, “or
I chopee you into suet! If you no lealned to dancee, you
[i;ag ezpee-fog wid de Iubly Fal, dat’s alles. Ie, he, he!

ou leady, madam? Den go!”

_The band struck up a rattling pelka, and Ching-Lung and
his beautiful partnor sailed away. e was a brilliant dancer,
and he saw the laughter in Lady Viclet's blue eyes.

“Oh, Mr. Ching-Lung,” she said, “*you will kill me if you
carry this on much longer! I am afraid you have alniost
killed that poor countesa already.”

Ching-Lung chuekled. The ambassados’s wife, puffing and
renting, was being whirled and bumped about by the newly-
created manderin.

“T don't know,'” answered the Chinese boy, in perfect
Bnglish. 1 fancy she's pretty tough, my lady. The fun
cannot last much longer, as Mr. Ferrers Lord will be here
before midnight. I'll speak to her soon—tell her I am enjoy-
ing mysell immensely, and hint that I am hand and heait
withh the Tsar. By the way, I should like to pay back on
old debt with Michacl Scaroff. With whom is he dancing "

“ With Imea Maravitch. Bhe is the ambassador's niece.”

“ Good " said Ching-Lung, his eyes twinkling, “ Here he
comes 1"

Scaroff was close upon them. With a sudden skilful twist,
Ching-Lung threw himself in the Russian’s way, and thrust
out lns foot. It was all so cleverly done that even the kecnest
observer would have wageved his life that it was an accident.
Scerdff fripped, tried in vain to regain his footing, and then
fell with a crash to the Roor.

Ching-Lang's face turned white with passion, and, un-
sheathing his aword, he sprang upon the Bussian, and uticred
a shrill ery. Four of his vouard cdashed forward, and,
ﬂragﬁﬂg Searoff to his feet, held him fast.

St Ah, mizelable secoundlel!” eried Ching-Lung., “ You
dilt, you foleign debil, how dale you ipsuit a phneee of de
loyal blood? Hele, takeo do swold, Fat-Fin, and cutee off
lhim head I’

In an instant the countess was kneeling hefore him.

“ For merey's sake, yvour Highnese,”' zhe wailed, * think
what you da! Oh, apologise, Searcff, in Heaven's name!
He did not mean it, prince ; he could not help it! It was
an accident.™

Blood was trickling from the Raesian’s meuth, and he
rjiunr-:-rc'd with rame. Apolopize to a mizerable heathen! The
thought stung him like the cut of a whiplash,

“ Lubly gal,” zaid Ching-Lung, “arise. Mandalin, tell him
de apologisee him gotee to malkoe™

Tom Prout winked, and touched his foreleck.

* All right 1" heo roared.  * Knecl down ™

Searoff was forced to his knees.  His face wasz livid,

“ Mow,™ roared the steeraman, ' vou repeat this: * Please,
your Royal "Ighnoss——" "

“ Please, your Royal Highness—"" began Scaroff, his lips
trembling with passion.

I “'1 grovel heie before your sublime greatness, pig that
BT
Scaroff was silent. The words would have choked him.
“For Heaven's sake,” moaned the countess, * obey him,

or he will do murder 1"

“{zo on,” roared Prout, “or, as a scrvant of his *Ighness,
11T take the liberty of chokin® vor ™

To the bitler end, in a hoarse, half audible whisper, Michael
Scaroff, Russia's richest and most powerinl nobleman, went
through the degrading apolopy. “hing-Lung's face was so
strpngely altered that, although only 2 bare yard divided
them, Scaroff did not recognise his old servant. In the
aicove, Rupert nearly strangled himse!f in his cffort to
restrain his laughter.

“ Now you getee up, one-arm,’
ro and havee a dlink.”

Scaroff was compelled to obey. They. went together to
the buffet, and opened o bottle of champagne. Ching-Lung
dropped inte a chair, and, putting his feet on the table,
beeame suddenly prave,

“You sprak Chinese, prince I he s2id, in his own languagoe.

The Russian bowed.

“Then,” said Ching-Lung, *“let us bove an end to this
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foolery. I max look young, prinee, and, like many another,

I may love to play pranks; but I do it all for a purpose.
You have several English p&u{gle here to-pight. gume,
will play the game through. They will think Tu-Li-Hoan
a madman, and that will do away with all saspicion of
intrigue. When the ball is over we will talk, and youn will
tell me what vour lord, the T=ar, wants of me, and khe price
he i1z willing to pay. iEuL, mark vou, if he tries to play me
false, my warriors will eat him up!"

Bearoff™s face brightened.

“IIush ! he said. ' Do not speak so loud. 1 heard your
Hig}_;:‘r}es:n mention the name of Thurston. What is ha to
o
Ching-Lung teck out a jewelled cigar-case and lighted a
Cigar.

& Oh,” he answered, in Chinese, ‘“he was with me last
year, teaching my two litkle boys. He stayed about six
months, and I got very fond of him. Then another English-
man came up-country, and they went away together. was
sorry, for I liked Thurston," .

“ An Englishman ! gasped Scareff. * His name?"

“ Ferrers Lord.” .

Qearoff started, nearly letting the wineglass fall,

“ And yet,” he =aid, trying to steady his voice, “when 1
sent o messenger to your Highness asking for the honour of
paying you a visit, you refused” )

6hingaLung smil snd deliborately winked.

“ That was before 1 knew you Ruszsiana had so much mone
to spare,” he answered. “ Frankly, my dear prince, it is all
a matter of meney with me. If vou can outhid the British,
I am at your service. I know well enough that tha old state
of affairs in China carnot, last. When Li-Hung-Chan goes,
Tu-Li-Hoan, by right of birth and power, must take his
place, and the nation’ with whom Tu-Li-Hoan sides will have
the firmest hold in China.” .

When he returned to the ball-rcom, Michael Scarvoff sought
out the countess, _

“Wo inust be wary ! he whispered. “ Though he locks
like a boy, and acts ﬁke o mountebank, he is more. cunning
than a fox. Your husband is only a few hours behind him.
They did not darc come together, for the place swornis with
DBritish spies. Get through the programme as fast as Fou
can. Mo savs he intends to veturn home at dawn. If is win
or lase now I )

“Then you lose!” cried a deep voice. *‘You are fooled,
my dear Searoff ! The lion wins !

The Hussian spun round, and theén reeled back.

Forrers Lord stood before him with folded arms. He was
in ovening.dress, znd for once a tinge of colour glowed on
his cheeks. ;

# Reaten,” he said, with o laugh, *and at your own game !
Prince Tu-Li-Hoan died a week ago. Here is his nephew
and heir, Prince Ching-Lung. And do not forget, my
vanquished foe, that Ching-Lung is no crawling, treacherous,
corrupted Chinaman. Though his skin is yellow, his heart
iz white, and he is Bntish to the core!” :

Baffled, beaten, tricked, Scaroff staggered back -against the
wall, half stunned. Then his hand leapt towards his pocket.

“ Bo carveful I'”* drawled Ferrers Lnrél. *“ Look there!™

Sfanding in the doorway was the armed escort from the
Lovd of the Deep, headed by Ben Maddock. They weve
stuncing vifles in hand. The terkified dancers fell aside; the
music of the baod stopped abruptly. E‘hmg-Lun%,( too, had
drawn a revolver, and was covering the Russian. upert _ﬂ-l:ll.']
Lady Viclet had also run forward.

 Come,” said Ferrers Lovd, “ let us go.
ready 17 . . — .

“ One lily moment!” grinned Ching-Lung. We goce in
etvle. Now, vou band, vou stlikee up God Bave the King.

“od Save the King” in a veritable hot-bed of Russian
conspiracy ! For o moment the shivering conductor hesitated,
until he saw Ching-Lung's revolver pointed ut his head. Then
the strains of that grand &ld tune, the Dritish National
Anthem, crashed through ihe ball-room of the Russian
Embassy.

“ Quick—march !’ eried Ferrers Lovd.

It was a victory indeed.

Is your Highness

Prince Ching-Lung's Gets Two Receptions—Grave News
from the North—The Sailing of the Cloud King—

Kwai-Hal, i i

The little. party reached the quay safely and triumphantly,
and Ecramhlgd .i!zll.rtﬂ thoe launch, The lttle vessel carried no
lizhts, and the gloom was intense. Ferrers Lord was at the
helm, und_an}ert had erawled into the bow, : An_a_.ppma.c:h_mg
circle of red light signalled the advance of Ching-Lung’s cigar,
and naturally Ching-Lunpg was- behind it.  As he squatted
down, Rupert gripped him by the hand. ‘

“ Ry Jove, Ching—I mean your lHighness,” he smd——“g%'m

Another Grand. Long, Complate Tale of the Chums
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delizhted to hear the newa! T thought it was all part of the
wame until Mr. Ferrers Lord told me just now it was quite
true. So you'rs a great prince now, with mints of money,
and more rcal power than any European cmperor, except
tliula E-Enf'- How strange you should have known nothing about
all this?!'
“Mr know allee de timee!™ chuckled Ching-Lung.
“What ! You knew, amd vet said nothing about 1t ¥
“Whatee de good?" said the Chinese boy.  “F It no use
blagging, and nobody believes me. Me tellee Mr. Iellels
Lold de lastee time him comee. It likee dis, savvy? My
ol uncle Tu-Li-Hoan hatee mo velly much-muchee; but he
likee my bluddel Chan-80, who youngel dan me. Ile wantee
Chan-So to be plince when him die. Fat-Fin-Yow heal him
tellee de Empless 1 gotee be killed, and ole Fat him ielice
me. Den I lun away wid deal ole Fat, and Fat teachee lots
of conjiling tlicks.  Aftel dat, Fat havee to hookec it to
saveo him neck, and I go on Lussian ship as sailor. Dat fivee
voals ago, and de wicked ole eaptain sellee me to Sealoff.”
The launch was rushing swiftly across a dark, waveless

B

“And T suppose we must lose you now ' said Rupert sadly.
“ Tt will make a big zop in our little circle.”

Ching-Lamg flung his cigar overboard. ]

“Oh, I dunno ! he answored somewhat huskily,  * It velly
haldee to palt. Me gotee to go back to my ownee peoples,
of coulse, fol a bitee, T'd likee you and Plout and Maddock
and lily Elic to comee, too. I velly fordee of you allee. Wo
seo what Mr., Lold sayee. Dele may be some fun. Hallo,

what doy doing 7"

IFFarvera Lowd was standing‘l ll’]'n. lantern in hand. Ahead
loomed fhe lights of the Lord of the Deep. The millionaire
waved the lantern, and the quick-eyed sailor on watch in the
conning-tower took down and d::ripimm:’i the message:

“ Man the sides and fire salote I

The launch ran towards the submarine vessel. Two tongues
af flarme shot oot of the darkness, and a dull repert rolled over
the sea. The low-lving decks of the Lord of the Deop were
crowded with men. A searchlizcht was turned wpon the
launech, and Forrers Lord shouted:

“ Threo cheers for Prince Ching-Lung !

Hats placed on rifie-muzzles were waved in the air, and
threo rousing Dritish cheers rang out @

“ Hurrah! Hurrah! Hurrah!"

As Ching-Lung ontored the conning-tower he was grected
with biearty shouts of weleome and congratulation. Ned
Horton, to whom Ferrers Lord had flashed the news from
Bhanghai, gri) his hand. Everyone loved Ching-Lung,
even Monsicur Pierve.

“It allee lightee, Mr. Holton,” said the Chinese boy, with
a beaming smtle.  “*Don't you makee no fuss "bout me. I
bloughtee you lily plesent.”

It was a maghificent meerchaum pipe, heavily mpounted in
gold.  DBefore the delighted diver could speak his thanks,
Ching-Lung was calling for Fat-Fin-Yow. The umbrella-
bearer approached, bowing low. .

“l g you notee mind double glog to-mightee, Mr,
Lupelt 1 zaid Ghing‘-Lung.

“Not a bit!" answered Thurston.
have supper with na?"

Ching-Lung shook his head.

“ MNa, t'ankee you aller de samee, 1 stick to de fo'c's’le fol
& hitee. Comee 'long, Fat, and allee you boys!”

Thera was another cheer, and Ferrers Lord ammled.

13 Jove, Rupert.” he said, * you made a find when yon
mot Ching-Lung ! After our adventure of the Crimson Hill
he tolid me he was Tu-Li-Hoan's nophew. I could hardly
beligve my ears; but he directed me to Fat-Fin-Yow, who
held the proofs.  When T left you I ran to Shanghai, and
sought out our friend Fat-Fin. By sccret message we learned
that Tu-Li-Hoan had died suddenly, and that Chan-So,
Ching-Lung's vuunger brother, was the new prince. My spies
told me, too, that the Russian Ambassador had been intriguing
with Tu-Li. We kidnapped him at Kwai-3en, twenty miles
north of Shanghai, and compelled him to write to his wife,
arranging the ball. You saw how it cnded.”

Rupert flung himself into a chair, and burst into a roar of
langhtoer. ]

“Tt was the funpiest thing T ever heard of I" he gasped.
“Yf{a, ha, hal Ching-Lung 13 o born gerius, I nearly
expleded once or twice, But, by-the-by, what has become of
Lady Violet 7" )

“ Oh," said Fervers Lord carclesly, as he lighted a cigarette,
“sho iz poing to Pekin to the British Embassy! A most
wondorfully clever girl, my dear fellow! She will act as our
intelligence department. Just mix & couple of whiskies-and-
sodas. Thoey seem moerry in the forecastle,” he adied, as a
roar of laughter rang through the ship.

And they wore merry in the forecastle.  Ching-Lung's
sudden ascent to groatness had not spoiled him in the least.
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The men were squatting round him on the foor, while

Maddock presided at the rum-barrel. Though Ned Horton
lad only divulged the news half an hour before, the merry-
hearted, Il'J_l:IickiaﬂdEd gailors had draped the fo'c's'le with

flags and bunting. Ching-Lung shook hands all round. Some-
body called for a speech, . . i

s gltainly, my loveebilds,"” said the prince, hopping upon
the back of the chair.

“ Hurroo " roared Mr. Prout.

Ching-Lung paused, and eyed him sternly.

* Chuck him out ! th}uteg several voices.

The stecrsman blushed. Then, to the amazement of all, ho
roared ;

“You're a cheeky brute, Ben Maddock! Chuck me out,
eli? I'H Aatten yer face for yer!”

“ Shame "' cried half o dozen voices.

Maddock leapt to his Eest, while Prout looked helplessly
vound him. He knew he had not spoken, and yet the voico
was his own. 1 ! .

“ Or'r'te I growled the bo'sun, turning up his sleeves. ' I'll
see about that Sattenin’, I will. Yer 'Ighness'll exeuse me, {
rape, while I knocks ham inter pulp ¥ ] _ .

© Cpltainly,” answered Ching-Lung. “Biff him fol his
outlageous cheek, Haw dale he intellupt de speakel !

#f Wait a bit!" roared Prout, jumping up. " If there's a
fight on, I'm going to be in it, you bet. I never said T'd
flatten yer, 1 swear; but I'm ready ter do It now. Put yer
punchers up ! ; .

Monsieur Pierre was standing near the stove, curling his
moustache very fiercely. With wonderful skill, as he lightoed
a cigarette, Ching-Lung altered his voige. To the amazement
of all, the Frenchman shouted :

“ Death of my life! Ha, ho! %o 2o two Engleesh fools
zink zey can fight. Sare, cet ecs too beancoup funny L

For a moment Prout and the bo'sun stared aghast, too
wtrifed at Monsiour Pierre's audacious impudence fo stir
!l‘imu, flinging off his coat, the steersman reared: _

“ Ok, Jupiter, did yer 'ear that? Oh, I'll ]l‘rarnl;.'m him !
I'll gormandise him ! I'll electroente him! I'Il—"

He hurled himself upon the innocent Frenchman like a
human tornado.

Clang! Clang! Clang! :

A bell tolled noisily through the ship, and in an instant tho
men were rushing wildly for the deck, snatching their rifles as
they ran. In the light that shone from the conning-tower
they saw Ferrors Lord and Thurston., They fell into theic
positions silentty. Ching-Lung snd Horton walked down the
line together.  Abaove their heads hung s dark, shapeless
thing, tugging and straining at its cable. It was a balloon,

There was a hush as Ferrers Lord strode forward.

“3en of the Lord of the Deep,” he said, in his deep, im-
prossive voice, ‘stirring news has come. T have just learned
that the death of Tu-Li-Hoan, who controlled two-thirds of
Northern China, has become known, Your old comradae
Ching-Lung is, of course, the prince; but his brother Chan-
S0 has been appointed by the Empress. His capital, Kwai-
Hal is in & ferment: for Chan-8o is too weak to govern.
Tho moment the nows reached St. Petersburg, Russia decided
te scize the ﬂ|1[mﬂ|t;1ib'. and are resdy to pour twenty
thousand troops over the border.

* Tf Russia gains a footing in the north,” he went on calmly,
“ nothing can stay her advance, I have called you together
to tell you that Mr. Horton, during our absence, is in sols
cammand of the vessel. He 1s the master of lifr and death
hers, so obey him as you would obey me. 1 shall want
Maddoeck and Praut. In an hour the bell will ring again.”

Ho hurried back to the saloon, followed by Thurston and
Ching-Lung. ) )

“This is a bad Lusiness,” he said gravely. **What does
vour Highness think 7™ .

Ghing-LunE puffed out & dozen smoke-vings, and caught
them on his finger. . _

“We must ro to Kwni-Hal at once.  Fat-Fin-Yow has
nlways worked hard for me, and the people hate my brother
Chan-8o. Though Tu-Li-Hoan gave it cut that I was dead,
nearly all of my subjects know I am alive. Weo shall hove
many dangers to face: but T am certain that the momoent
I raise my banner four or five hundred thousand men will
flock to it. Unless we can seize Chan-50, he will raise a
second army. We shall have our hands full to beet the
rebels back, and at the same time sweep pside the Russian
invaders."'

The millionpire sat down, and spread out the mop of
Northorn China. He flung the map aside.

“Tf your loyal troops were well armed,” he began,
IF

nwa
A bell whirred, and the necdle of the telegraphic instru-
ment  ticked backwarda and forwards.  There were two
messages. 'The first read:
“Pan thousand Russinn troops moving southwards from
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Chita at dawn, fully egui :
Kwui-Hal” bped

Ferrers Lord erunched the paper up in his hand. The
pecond messape was even more urgent and alarming :

“ Chan-So utterly routed loyalist troops two days ago, and
comuiunicated with Russian genoral, usking help to crush
rebellion. Many loyalists imming to [E}Eipﬂin thinking
Ching-Lung -:Imuf._ amoured Hearaff will meet Russian
army Kwai-Hal, and take command of advance to south,
Strike at onee, or lose all.”!

Ferrers Lord silently handed the telegram to Ching-Lung.
The Chinese boy whistled.

“ YVeory black mdeed,” he said. **The wind is in the right
quarter, and it 13 foolish to waste time. Wo must start now.
If Chan-So gams another victory, Hussia will then owin
China.”

““I shull never live to see that day," drawled Ferrers Lord
primly.

The warning bell rang again, and the crew massed on the
deck, - A smart broeze had sprung up, and the low decks
wore gwash, The late moon had visen, buf dark clouds were
moviny angrily across its dise.

The windlass creaked, and the rope van over the drum,
Foot by foot, as the strain inereased, the monstrous bulloon
neared the deck.

“ Get sboard,” said Ferrers Lord.

Rupert shook hands with Horton, and, wishing him good
luck, scrambled into the car.  Ching-Lung, Fat-Fin-Yow,
_?’nd t-al.itlﬂﬁ Haggensen followed, then came Maddock and

rog

The millionajre was the Jast to leave the deck.

“ast off 17 he cried. “ To Kwei-Hal, for the sake of the
lund wo lave ™

The great balloon leapt skyward like a living thing, and
the lights of the Lord of the Deep faded.

* Listen ! said Ferrevs Lord.

A sound. of voices reached thom like a_good omen. The
erew were speeding them farewell with the sticring strams
of ** Rule, Britannia ™

Wrapped in their -oreateoats, the men listened until the
strains of ** Rule, Britennia * melted into silence.  The blink-
ing lights of Shanghai fauded into davkness, the roar of the
wind-Jashed waves grew fainter. Moment by moment the
brecze was inercasing, and the surging clouds that ruced over
thie moon told of an approaching gale.

Tt will be o nasty storm, I fear,” said Ferrers Lord.
“ Hand me the lantern, Rapere.”

Ho flashed the light on the barometer. The balloon was
travelling rapidly to the north-west at a height of fifteen
bundred feet above the level of the sea.  The millionaire
turned towards Ching-Lung.

* How high i+ the peak of Ewalien-hun®” he asked in 2
whisper.

“ Over three thousand feet.”

“ And it is about one bundved and fifty miles from
Shanghai

“To an inch,” said Ching-Lung.

Ferrers Lord knitted ‘his brow. The Cloud King was only
an ordinary balloon, and thereforg absolutely ut the mercy
of tho wind. It was possible that the balloon, if the gale
did not veer, would pass cither to the éast or west of the
wroat voleano of Kwalien-hun, By an expenditure of ballust
he could raise the balloem high out of ﬂalhﬁ’r of collision
with the mountain, but precious time would be wasted. To
strike when travelling at the rate of fn;tg miles an hour
would be feavful; to v1se might mean to find 2 second breeze
at a higher altitude which would hurl him ocut of his
COUTSE.

He opened & rough sketeh of the route and hent over it.

“ Yon see,” he said, in such a low tone that only Thurston
and Ching-Lung could catch the words, * owr time s more
precions than gold. If Chan-So defeats the loyalists aguin
we shall only reach Kwai-Hal to leave our heads there. I
thiz wind hotds we ouzht to be able to descend close to the
town. ‘That beastly mountain slands in owr way. To rise
would be to risk losing the favourable wind. 1t ig as black
as pitch, too.”

Ching-Lung looked keenly at the chart,

“ We shall get plenty of warning,” he said. “The moun.
tain is nearly always in eruption at full moon™

The eold was bitter, and great drops of moisfure fell into
the car from the network above their heads. Nothing could
be soen of the dack land over which they were racing n the
cluteh of the gale. There was a dull, distant voarisg that
nmade Ferrers Lord fremble.

“The sea again,” said Thursion,

“No: a forest,” answered the millionaive, ' lushed by the
wind. Hero it is on the map—Tient-Hice. We have
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travolled nearly fifty miles in an howr. The wind must be
more powerful below to beat the trees into sueh an vproar,
We will descend a little”

The gas rushed out as he tugged at the valve-cord, and
the h.alrl)'mn sank. 'Fo the voyagers the car seemed moetion-
less, for they travelled with the wind at its own puce. Tom
Prout was not happy. He said to the be'sun:

“f can understand o train, and I can understend o ship;
but these ‘ere fiyin' thingummys ain’t i my line. Now,
just serposo it was ter bust.”

“1 reckon somebody ‘ud dror yer club-money,
the bo'sun.  * You'd full with a bit o' a thump.”

Littlo Hagensen was as happy as a bird. Muffled to the
chin in a warm rug, with Shakespeareo Willyum, the rat,
dozing in his poeket, Eric snuﬁgled close to Chng-Lung,
asking a thousand questions. Fat-Fin-Yow was even less
comfortable than Prout. He scemed to have an idea thei
the balloon was a kind of flying dragon.

Suddenly Ching-Lung stood up and peinted shead.

“ Kwalten-hun ! he eried.

Fervers Lord seized the night-gless and focussed it. A
spot of red light hung like a lamp in the blackness—the
burping peak of Ewalion-hun. It wus miles away. but the
balloon was being hurled onwards and onwards with terrible
velocity.

“ We're meakin
guictly. ““What docs the compass say, Thurston

“ Due north-west, except about a tenth by west.”

“MThen we shall clear it by u furlonpg.’

He lighted o cigar and leant forwurd. The spot of light
grew in size till the whole northern sky was Jurid red.

Ching-Lung stood up again.

“Tha news has eprend,” he said. ““(hina is like gun-
powdor. It only requires a spark to set ail ablaze”

The balloon was passing over a ridge of lew hills, Behind
cvery jutting rock thet offered enoagh sbhelter to keep the
F'Iﬂwing embers from being whirled away by the gale watch.
wres blazed.

“What is the meaning of it?" asked Ferrers Lotd.

71 think they must be afruid of an attack on the rail-
way,” answered Ching-Lung, *1 suppose the telegram
moeant that the railway was torn up north of Kwai-hal, The
Tine skirts the hills and turns north-west bevond Kwalicn-hun,
The junction is there. There may be stme cther trouble that
wg know nothing about.™

“ Porhaps,’ said the millionaire thoughtiully.

Tisa watchfires vanizhed swittly.  Yat-Fin-Vow Linkted the
spirit-stove and mado coffce. The cold scemed to grow more
picreing, and the balloon was so suturated with water that
a couple of sandbazs had to be cmptied to lighten her,

Brighter and brighter grew the red glow of Kwalien-hun,
titl the whole sky seemed aflame.

“Wa shall the mountain a mile te the west,"” said
Fuorvers Lord, lowering the night-rlass,

Thurston heaved a sigh of relief.

“Tt is o wonderful sight,” he said, * but ene I prefer to
I:]::r:riéz at from a safe distance. It's in full eruption! Look at
that I'

Suddenly a mass of Rame shot upwards, and a erash reached
their cars. Then Ching-Lung attered o ory that sent their
hearts into their throats with dread.

“The wind has veered !

As if by magie, the shapeless mass of Kwalien-hun, s
rounded crest plumed with fire, scemed to leap out of the
darkness. The wind had changed 2 point, and was driving
the belloon headlong towurds the crater.  Shaking with
}mrrm-, Prout and Maddeck hurviedly scrambled to thewr
eet.

“We must descend” gusped Thurston, “and try the
erapneb !

Ferrers Lovd shook his head,

“ Na grapnel could hold for a minute in sach a gale,” ho
answered.

The fierce red glare shone upon theww anxious faces. The
remorschess, pititess wind Ao them wildly forward,

“ We must go over the erater,” said Ching-laung hoarsely.
“There is just a chance of clearing it. It 1s death for all
of ns tostrike the mountain at this speed. Ont with every-
thing cxcept rifles and cartridyges.”

Over the erater! For a moment they staved atb the Chiness
bov, dumpfounded. )

“ Ching-Lung s right,”’ said the milliengire,
last hope. L%(umk! Overboard with evervthing "'

They worked like fends.  Sandbags, instruments, pro-
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visions, blankels, amd the watec-keg, were flung out of the
car. Alrcady they scemed to feel the scorching heat of the
volcano on their Taces; the slure ¢uzzled their eves. Thus
greatly lightenred, the balloon speung up nearly  FBfteen
hundred foet,

Y Not_high enough yet!” shouted the millionaire. “ We
5h.-|r'5! deift vight into the crater. Ilalf the aopnunition must
st

Ching-Lung lifted ease after case and sent them toppling
over the edge of the carn The balloon rose another three
or four hundred fect, Tt was not enough.,  Then he whipped
aut o knife.

“Beramble into fhe nets”™ he soid, *“and fill vour pockets
with cartridees: 17"

They were dvifting into the very vortex of flame, whore
ﬁ:'F"L:{'l heot wonld consume the balloon like tissue papor.
_Little Hagensen was the first to obey. IIe climbed up
like & ecat. Rupert and the rest followed, all but Fut-Fin-
Yow. Frozen with horror, the Chinamun crouched in the
bottom of the car.

It was no time for gentle mcasures. Ching-Lung saw that
the man was dured. A cannon fired elose to his ear would
not huve prowsed Fak-Fin-Yow from lis stupor of terror.
But there 15 something o Chinaman foses more than death—
T!Iﬂ_ loss of his pigetail. Cling-Lung whipped off the battered
white lat, and shouted something in Chinese.  The knife
flushed across Fac-Fin-Yow's shaven skull and grazed his
g tanl

With a yell of horror, he leapt up and clambered into the
net. YWhite to the lips, the men gazed ahead, Kwalten-
hun secmned mad with rage. A deafening roar came from
his fiery throat, snd e spat out an avalanche of lume and

lava. Only o wile separated them from the crater. They
wern face to face with o hideons death,
Ching-Lung’s ready kunife hacked at the ropes. The car

fell aidewnys, and the balloon tilted sickeningly. The Chin-
ez¢ boy hung like a monkey from the net, and with one
guick slash severed the last remaining cord, The car
vamished, and little Ilagensen atrered a shrill ory,

Something  fell,  striking  Ching-Lung's  dangling  foot.
There was one wild, blood-curdling scream, and then =
choking cloud of swnoke, shot with beams of lurid red,
blotted out the glare of the erater. Their cheoeks were
blistered, theie lipe cracked, their eves starting.

But they had ecrossed the furnace of Towalion-nun—all
but Fat-Iin-Yow. who lay battered, shapeless, and lifoless
vt the ‘monntoin-snde.
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Ferrers Lord was the first to brealk the tense silence.  Tis
volce sounded ke the voiee of another man,

“We ommust descond,”” be zaid hoarsely, * or we shall die
of cold. Can you rench the valve, Ropert?™

The valve-cord was daugling in Thurston’s Tace, bul his
fhopgors were so numbed that
he could havdly hold it. He
placed 1t between his teoth,
and the pas rushed out.

“Oie of nz has pone”
wont on the  mullhwnaire.
“Who 15 at?"

“Fat-Fin-Yow, =&, an-
swoered  Maddoek, with a
shiver. “Hr nearly dvagped
o down wif}l tum. ™

Ching-Lang's plucky heart

=13 almost broken ot the
loss of his friend, but Ching-
Luong thought of his own
sorrow  and danger lust of
all. One of his strong arma
was clasped yound Erew, who
wits almost [ninting.

“Yon allee lightee,” said

Ching-Lang  cheevily,  drop-
I-in;: back mto his  soft
woken-English to encourage

“the terctlicd lad, Y1 tukee
cale of you. Don't you be
lightened.  We going down
now, and allee de dangel is
ovel.”

“Fewrt of gobd” thought
Fervers TLovd, who camght
'Eli:!o”*.'.'ﬂr-:]s. “He shames us
fndl.

But the dunger was far
from being over. The gru};-
nel was pone, and the pgale
was voaginyg with even wilder

it T o
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fury. Like a cork in a millrace the falliug balioon was
hurled on, sinking ragpidly .

“ Let the valve elese,” gald Ferrers Lord.

Rupert unclenched his teeth and freed the cord. Ching-
Lung peered downwavds, but the countey below was only like
some huge blot of julk, They could hear the crashing of
wind-tossed drees, and the weird shricking of the wind
among the branches,

Ching-Lung wormed out of his blouse jn some miraculous
fashion, and with it and his yellow sash tied Erie socurely
to the network. Then, crawling like an cel, he reached
Ferrers Lord.

*“The forest of Chefang,” he whispered.

“Yos, I guessed 1.7

“ And the lake is below. Why not siuk the balloon in the
lake? It will float for hours.”

The millionaire started with a sudden thriill of hope.
The balloon was sendding over the forest only a thousand
feet above the troe-tops,

“ Dy Jove," he whispered, **vou have given me a fresh
Im'}‘::& of life! Wateh for the water!”

noey saw the dull, leaden gleam of the lake through the
blackness almost ar ance.

“The valve!™ eried Ferrers Lovd,

A dreonching, iey rain was falling in torrents from the
scudding clouds. Rupert found the dangling cord again and
i:frl:ed open the valve. Weighted down by the rain, the

tloon was slowly sinking; but cven with the valve wide
open it sank foo slowly, for the lnke was only six miles
ueross,  Uhing-Lung ent o gaping hole in the silk,

“Bhe's dropping like a stooe!” panted Rupert, © The
water secems rushing up to meet us !

The valve and the rent were swiftly dreaining the balloon
of its buovancy. Like a swallow it dipped into the lake,
rose, and dipped again, drenching its human freight. Then,
after a dozen plunges, each weaker than the last, it sottled
down, The wind cought it and swept it onwarcds.

““ Are all safe ™ asked Ferrers Lord.

Hoarse voices answered, Clinging to the net, with their
heads  wud  shoulders alone above the water, they weie
dragprred through the zloom.

“ Land I

Ching-Lung uttered the cry as his foot struek the bottom.
Ferrers Lord gave his orders cloarly,

“Ido not let go your hald until I tell vou, or it may be
fatal to some of you. Are you all readv? Let go ar onee.”

The great balloon was far from exhausted. Like o
wonnded duck it rose. dripping, from the water us the
weight  was  withdrawn, and -disappeared inte the ebon
rrloon:.

What was to be donet They wore in the midst of foos,
||:||r$r|rl:-|;1d,, and worn oul with fattrue. Little Hﬂgmlsﬂl was
nlinost unconsciouz, and the tereible steain had vold upos
Rupert and Prout. Fererers Loed, Ching.Lung, ane Maddock
hnd 1ron muscles and nerves
of steel. but Maddock felt
fuint and shaky.

Gevond them lay a pately
of woodland that might offer
some  poov shelter  against
the fteoming rain and raging

wind,  Ferrers Lovd took
Ching-Lung asige,

o W‘-:, are  in a2 sorry
pight,” he said.  “All wa

“THE can do. I suppose s to wait
] for the dawn.”
BHLLY s £ N ﬁ'ﬂfﬂ‘i.h sl thi
BROTHER.”

Chinese boy. It will bo
The arrival of Bulstrode

dawn in an hour, We ean'i

Far from the railwas: but
minor at the old collexe
creates an unusual stir,

we'll pot no merey if we're
which iz in no way dimin-

collavedl.  You shelter in
ished by the new-comer's

“""‘I wood, and I'H so and
e N E TR o, ak
subsequent  behaviour. L,ﬂ!“ Heve.  take the
Bulstrode major has a

troublous time until the , He theost Hrie Hagonsen
escapades of his minor are into the millionaive's ATIIH,

' — brought to an untimely and ran swiftly awav. The
Wb end. Don't miss reading  ohopp sloped uphwnrds

i . Y's shavply, and it was intensely
TB“RETBI‘:J;&‘" dark. But darkness  was

nothing to Ching-Lung, He
ru.a!ued his way through the
OnE, coarse  prass,  distarle
g 2 few swild ducks, which

shricked and flapped around
him.
{ Ta b eorfinaeed i1 mext wroek's
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Mew Additions to

|“THE BOYS' FRIEND” |

COMPLETE LIBRARY.

No. 1567 : “The Gypsy Earl” 8§
A Splendid, Long, Complete g
Tale of School Life - = - #
By David Goodwin.

No.158: “ The White King of B
Africa.” A.Tale of Thrlllmg
Adventure - - - - ¥
By Murray Gr‘aydﬂn

No.159: “The Voyage of the @
Vulcan.” A Magnificent, NEW, §
Long, Complete Tale of Ad-

venture on Land and Sea - @
By S. Clarke Hook. '

8 Ask always for “ The Boys’ Friend ” 3d. Complete Library -
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