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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
News for Smithy !
i EEN Smithy, you fellows?”

S Billy Bunter came up the Re-

move staivease with o letter in

hris fat hand. ;

Havey Wharton & €o. were chatting
by the landing window, debating what
was to be dove with the alternoon, which
happened to be & half-holiday. Wharton
and Johnny Bull were in favour of footer,
Hurree Joamset Ram Singh favoured a
long spin, as the weather was unusually
bright and sunny. Nugent considered
it g, favourable apportunity for producing
another mimher—lnn,g overdue—of the
“Greyiviars Herald.” And Bob Cherry
didn't care what was done 2o long as it
was done out of doors.

RBilly Bunter interrupted the confabula-
{101,

“Halle, halle, hallo!” exclaimed Beb,
vatching sight of the letter in the fat
junior's hand. * I3 that your postal-
order at last, Bunter?”

“Tt's a letter for Emithy.”

“Then what are you doing with it, you
fut fraud?” )

“I'm taking it to Smithy, of course.
o reason why I shouldn't oblige & pal,”
said Bunter with digmt%

Whereat the Famous Five chuckled.

They could guess what Bunter’s in-
terest in the letter was. Vernon-Smith
had the good fortun2 to be, the son of a
millionatre, and his leiters often contained
bigger remittances than ever came to
any other fellow in the Remove, except
Tord Mauleverer. Billy Bunter was on
ihe trail of & loan.

“Plassed if I con see anything to
cackle abt!” snapped Bunter. +1 shou dn't
wolider 1f Eﬁilt-{::_'l"ﬁl anxious about this
letter, It'a in his pater’s hand. T shouldn’t
wonder if there’s a chenue in it It's not
envrency notes, anyway: ;

“How do yvou know that, fatty?”

“Not heavy enough,” said Bunter.
“If it's a cheque, it must be for a good
arpowit.  Have you seen Bmithy? I
know he's anxious about a letter from
his pater—I've seen him waylaying the
postman several times.™

“Thera he comes,” said Harry Whar-
ion, with a nod towards the staircase,
where Vernon-8mith had just appeaved
on the lower landing.

The Bounder of Groviriars came up
the staivs with a somowhat elonded face.
He looked as if he had had a dizappomt-
ment,

“ Apvihing up, Smithy " asked Bab.

“Nao; only I've been disapponted
about & letter,” answeved the Bommuder,
“ My pater ought to have written before
this. ™

“0h, I say ! murnred Benter, while
the Pamous-Five grinned. ;

“Post's just been in, and ihere's
nothing for me in the vack,” sald Ver-
not-Smith,  “May  come  to-morrow,

though,™
Igﬁn;l-'., Smithy—" )
“You [cllows feel inclined for a spn
s afternoon 5™ eandiomed the Bownder,
wihont eedine Willlam Georpe Bunter

i

in the least. "1 was thinking of biking
over to Hawkschiff.”

“"Hawksclifi |” repeated Wharton.

Y Yes—where that chap Redwing came
from, you know. I believe he went back
there, and I'd like to find him.”

“r S8y, Ell'l"lhh}'-‘-—"

“It's a ripping afternoon for a run,”
conbirrned the Bounder, *“My Eat&r's

ot a man Yooking for Redwing, but he
wsi't found him vet. 1 might bhave
better tuck., You fellows are not down
on Redwing, I suppose?™

“ Not at all,” -

“Not a bitfully, mv esteemed Smithy,™
assured Hurree Singh. I look upon
him with a friendly and ludicrous eye.”

“1 say, Smithy—"

“Dry up, Buanter!”

“Put your letter!” howled Bunter.
“1t's come!”

'L::It hasn’t. fathead! I've looked for
1

“Here it 11"

Vernon-Srmvh uttered an angry excla-
mation as Bunter held out the letter. He
took it with hiz right hand, and tapped
Bunter on the nose with his left at the
same moment. Therc was a loud howl
from Willinm George.

“Yow-ow ! Wharrer at, you beastt”

“Why can't you leave a chap’s letters
alone®’ demanded the Bounder wrath-

fully. .

“Yow-ow! T was obliging vou, you
beast!”

“Well, doen't!” said the DBounder
ungratefully.

He slit the envelope with his penknife
in evident sagerness. The Bounder was
keen on news of Tom Redwing, the
sailorman’s son who had come to Grey-
friars under such. strange circumstances
n few wecks before, and had left o
suddenly. )

Billy Bunter clenched his fat fists for
a moment, apparently with hostile de-
sigus upon the Bounder's nose; but he
unclenched them again. A fellow who
had just received o cheque was not a
fellow to have his nose punched—by
Bunter, at least.

Vernon-Smith's face lighted up as he
unfolded the lotter and looked at ik

“Oh, vipping ! ho exelaimed.

“Good news?” asked Wharton.

“Yes, rather!™ ]

Billy Bunler's eves glistened behind bis
spectacles.  He qurte forgot that tap on
the nose now.

“How much, Smithx?" he asked
eagerly.
“Eh

“ How pmch? Pounds?™ )

“What on earth ave yvon burbling
ebout?” asked the Bowmder, staring at
hini, **Have vou gone oft your Yorker?”

“Tsn't it a chogue '

“Ha, ha, ha! No."

“Postal-order?™

u:q'ﬁ1 PYTRLL

“Currency notes, after all?”

“You fat duffer, it's not money.™

Bunter's face fell.

“Not a remittance! Oh! I—TI've
fapeed npstaira with ihat rotten letiern

radr

and—and 'z a swindle !

“ Ha, ha, ha!” )
“You waut me fo lend you seucthing,

Buunter ™"

Bunter brightened agam.

“You're a pood chap, Sonthy! Yon
see, I've bean disappointed about o
postal-order. I happen to be short of
money. 1 you can manage ten bob—"

“ Bout "

"Pive, then!™

-F#.Ratﬂ !“

“Well, what are vou going to lend me,
then ™ demanded Dunier.

-i'h.f hmt.}J
g "I‘.’_‘ 'ﬂ'ﬂ.t‘?lﬂ
“Boat |

Billy Bunter dodyged desperately. Hea
was keen on a loan, but he did ot want
that, But he was not quite quick enougl,
and the BDounder's lunging boot helpod
him along the passage.  Billy Bunfer
vanished into Study No. 7 with a roav.

“Thiz is jolly good news,” said the
Bounder, * ll read it to yvou fellows if
you like—no need for that fat wuss fo
chatter it all over the school. You fel.
lows feel friendly towards Redwing, I
beligve ¥

“Cartainly,” saidd ITariey Wharton, with
a mod.

Tom Redwing was remenbered kindly
by a good many fellows in the Remove,
He had come to ihe =choul in a name
that was not his owi; but 1% had come
out that he had Jone so at the reque:s
of Leonard Clavering, to enable Claver-
ing to join the Colouvs. Aud when the
Remove foellows knew the facts they wera
not at all down on Tomn Hedwing,
though, of couvse, the satlor-lad had left,

Vernon-Smith looked over the letter
again. .

“ Hore it 1s—the bit aboub Redwing,™
he said. * My pater sivs: * You will bo
glad to hear that Ledwing lhas been
tound. It appears that he retwrned to his
fonrmer home at Hawkselilf a few days
aga, and mformation was at onee sent lo
me. Ui your account, my bov, T am
going to find tiwe to see hom, and I is-
tend to send him {o Greylfviars, taking
charge of him mysclf. That will be hs
reward for saving my son's life. I have
tel:-.}:frm:mﬂ r. Locke on the subject, and
he iz agreeable.” ™

“Jolly mood!™ Bob  Cherry
heartily.

“Ta't 12" gald Ahe DBounder, vere
clhieerily, © Ouly—unly "—his face clowdd
a lttle—* Redwing  was so  thumpine
provd, I—I don't koow whether Tie will
acecpt my pater’s olfer.  1'd like to sen
Lim and have a jaw wilh oo Lefore
father soos hine.  If e knew he would
ba welcome lhere 3t nupht muke 2
diffevencs,  If vou fellows woukll enve (o
come——"

“We'll come, with pleasare,”
Whartan, looking at hiz chums,

YThe pleasure will he Aecsdic
U oed ' osatd Johinoy Ball, with a nad,
“T1 liked ihat chap—uoot whea I dlonaght
e was o spoofer, of vourse, Bt it
turned ont that he was all vight. Mo
harng in what e Jdid, thot T can e, 11
eome 1 .

“We'll talk to him leke a2 whole family

ex il

F:-Iil].



Every Monday.

of Dutch wneles,” said Frank Nugent, ]
taughing. 1t he won't come bo Grey-
Hmith}*, we'll kidnap him and make him

e,

*a, Lo, ho!?

And the chums of the Remuove woul out
worg glad to seo Tem Redwing again,
anl certainly they had no objection to
the. ssilorman's son in the Uroyiriars
shaved by Skinmer & (o; but Skinner
& Co. did not count.

Io great spirita the siz juniora wheeled
long ride to HMawkielef,

R p—r—
THE SECOND CHAPTER.
H, padi” y :
Humnel Vernon-Smith, finan-
giee  amd millionaire, ultered
hlgf'-]'lﬂ{] ns the litle lecal station of CLfl
Edge.

Heo looked out of Lhe cavringe window.
dower-beda  along  the platform  wers
beginuing to Jook bright in the spring.
Bevoud, the cliffs could be seen, shutting

An sneient porter truodled ldly elong
anl epoued the earvinge door, and the
millisnaire stepoed out briskls. Mer.
He wasz an efficicnd ge:-ntlmmt}w-mnmrﬁ:
ably efficient, Lla was not in a good
hurmour 2t the present moment.  [le was
wad ypite nposual on his part.  Me
Vernen-Smith did not err vpon the side
of an excess of benovolenca ss n rule.
peided himself upon tho fact.

But even the ::11!111-:’1@!1"&1'11&& o lweart,
aud sl the tenderness i his paturs was
Cireyfriara, And—in a lofty and im-
periova way—he felb the debt of gratitude
dua to Tom Radwing of Hawkachi®, who
hia own. M. Vernon-Smith was on his
way to Hawkecliff, to sce the silor-
mar'a son, and to deal bandsomnely with

But tho efficient gentleman was not
aceustomed  to  truvelling troin,
spocially slow trains, His halat was Lo
guines edt. Mr,  Vernon-Smith  had
thought many lurd thinga of the petrol
vontrolier, whose edicks had deprived him
gettle back on his comfortable cushiona
while Lis car ute up the miles aa if they
wern furlongs, He had to travel like o

b, gad ! hie vepeated, as he stepp
en to the platform. There was a breath
of spring in the air and o whill of mlt
siob aven notice them. The atmosphera of
Threadnewsdle Btreet was more congenial
to hia taste.
was to get to Hawkscliff, It was guite
cartain that o taxi could not ba had ot
Cliff ldge for love or money, It was
even in the piping times of peace,

The old porter blinked at him, Mr,
Vernon-Smith was g0 crammed  with
alower people feel in a state of nervous
tension mevely by his presence.

“Is there o gab to bo had here, my
cauld. .

‘A cab, eir?” repeated the porter,
“Yea, noeahb”
"Awking

frinra with your pater payiog the fees,
chporily for theiv bicyeles, All of them
Remove.  Their views would not be
out theiv machines and stavted on tho
Tom Redwing at Home ]
hO
ithat exclamation as tho trawn
Tiw sboation was open and oiry, and the
cff 1l sea,
VeenmeSmith  did  evervihine  briskl
bouud upen a benavolont mission-—whicl
He was a hmd man, end somewhat
bestowed upoxn his son, the Bounder of
had saved therBonnder's life at the visk of
pim—very handsomely.
3
whiel ot top speed in o Hfteen-hundred-
-of his terrific ear. No lenger could ho
common mortsl, and he did not like ih&d
fromt the sen : but Mr. Vernon-Smith did
He was wondering dismally how he
doubiiul if vue had ever been geen there,
onergy  and  officieney that he made
man " he asled, as patiently us le
# Thfrm wad Bl

caly,
plr——
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“"Where " interrupted Br. Yernon-
Smith sharply.  IHe did not want {o
Listen to o biography of Bill Maukins.

“It's in the ~vard, sir, hul o

“Fakeo me to it."

“ But, siv—-"

“T have to get to Hawkselil--quickly.
I= it far from hera¥"

“ Maotter of a mile and a 'arl, sir. Xou
go un the lane, turn to the right when
vou come to the pond, keep on by the
fir t\:-'::nﬂdJ and then you seo the Ited Lion

“Tho cab, man, the eph!™

“1'm afeard that wouldn’t !_?
to you, sir,” aaid the old fellow,
his head,

“My good man,” said Mr. Vornon-
Smith, repressing his impaticnce, 1 am
m & hurry. I have no time to walk
through the fir wood, and wander round
tliml; Fond, or whatever it is. Fetich the
caly "

“F don"t think it would be any use,
air,” said the porter, with another shake
of the head. *You e, gip——"

“If it 13 the only velbicle bere, T must
ke 16 do " .

“Rut without & 'orse, sip—>"

“What §" _

“You see, sir,” eaid the Ch Edge
porter, in the same deliberate tomes,
“Bill *Awking has "ired ‘is 'orsp io
armer Giles, and——"

“ Good gad!"™ gasped Mr. Vernon-
Smiuth. *““T1f thern is no cab to be had,
w]tg could you not eay so ab cnee?™

“1 was a-saying 60, 8ir, when you in-
terrupted me,’

Mr., Vernon-8mith snorted. There was
g faint glimmer m the old countryman’s
oves, It was barely possble that, in his
slpw, Tural way he was pulling the leg
of thisa sharp and energetic gontleman
from London.

“Ts there no way of getting to Ilawks-
cliff exoept by walking ¥’ demanded Mr.
Vernon-Smith, “Cannobt 1 procurs o
vehicle somewherp ¥7

The porter seratchied lis head slowly.

“Mr. Rooke 'ires out "ia trap by tho
Lhewer," ho said.  © Bot——""

“YWhere does Mr. Rooke live?”

“ Matter of a mile frem "ere, sir. Yon
turn to the left from tho station, keep
on to — :

“I may as well walk to Hawkscliff as

any uwse
ehaking

the old mill, and

Meddling agaln! (See Chapter 1., [

B
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walk to Mr. Rooke's, thew ! enapped tha
ITi IH LERRIERATOY,

“Yeseir ! T wus just a-thinkiny so,

sir, '’

Mr. Vernon-Smith very nearly ex-
mloded. ‘

HPleass give mo the directions for

walking to Hawkselilf [” Lo guspead,

" Yessir, cortainly, sirl”

The millionaire i’ﬂllﬂwm the porlter
from the station, and listened to the lon
and ample directions. Then he started.
The old porter looked after him with a
slow smile. Mr. Vernon-Smith bad left
& helf-crown in his horny palm, instead
of the twoepence he was accustomed to.
Tho old porter’s reflection was that fools
and their money are soon parted, and he
bit tha helf-crown to make sure that it
waa i pood one,

Mr. Vernon-Smith was not fecling
amiable aa he tramped up the r-nu%h lana
to Hawkacliff. IHow anybody could con-
s¢ént to live in a village where there waa
no stotion was a deep mystery to him.

e could not comprehend how anyouns
could prefer a place where there was no
noisy, enorting horror to make night
hideous omd blacken the nﬁg.

e wus not aceustomed to walking,
either. A mile and a half tired him, Heo
had & good deal of unnecessary weight to
carey. IMis forehead wus wet onder lLis
ailk hat, and his stiff collar was sticky,
by the time he zasped into Hlawkscliff,
and tlie smight of the atraggling fshing
village, with the great sea and the cliffs,
did not comfort him. r. Vernon-
Smmith did not cars for the sco unwecom-
panied by an esplanade and & frontago of
rand hotels.

The cottagea and cabing of ITawkecliff
were nobk even numbered, and there ap-
pearad to bo no name to the street—to
call it a steeet. BMr, Vernon-Sunith wos
ot feeling very benevolent as he gazed
ebout him, However, an ancient native
dirgeted Lim at once to Tom Redwing's
eabin. Everybody in Hawkecliff koow
‘Tom NMedwing. In a state of breathless-
nega and exasperation the millionaire
arrived at tho humble abode of the sailor-
man's son, who for o few short weeska had
boen a Groyiriars follow under anothep

cllow's name.

The door stood o

n, and in tho doop-
Tog MACNET
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way, in the plessant alterncon sunshine,
o boy was scated on g stool mending o
net. He glanced up in surprise at tha
eight of the well-dressad, portly gentle-
At

“I3 this Redwinz's cabin ™

i Y-E-E, Enil'."

o Tl;len vou are Tom Redwing, I sup-

e

* That 18 my name.”

Tho boy rose politely as he answered.
Mr. Vernon-8mith looked at him
curiouely,

He zaw a sturdy, sunburnt lad, with
clear, quiet eyes, and an expression that
was somewhat %rava for his years. In
spite of the millionsire’s irritation, the
lad’s face made a favourable impression
oo him,

“1 have called to gce you, Redwing,”

ke exid. I am Mr. Vernon-Smith.”
" Vernon-Smith's father?™ exclaimed
wing,
il JUEt- W-”

“ Will you plezss come in, sir ?"

The mullienaire stepped into the little
cottage, and sat down on the chair Tom
offered him. He glanced about the place.
There were only twoe rooms in the
cottage, one up and one down. The
Elace was rough, and not in good repair ;

ut it was serupuloualy clean and tidy.

“You live alone here?” asked iIr.
Vernon-Smith.

“W¥en, sir; when I'm at home: but
thet's not often.”

“ YVou are an crphan, I understand 7**

“Yes, sir.”

“¥You are employed, T presume "

Tom Hedwing smiled.

“I am generally working, =ir.
to carn my hroad.”

1 have heard & gpood deal from my
son about you,” said Mr. Vernon-Smth.
“ 1 understend from Herbert that you are
very keen on educating yourself, and that
you have learned a good many things
unusual for a boy in your station—
Latin, French, and so forth.

Tom Redwing coloured o litfle,

“I have etudied o good deal in my
spare time, sir. Tho vicpr has sometimes
been kind enough to help me. ™

“My son has written me an extra-
ordinary account of you. It appears that
you have been at Greyfriars Bchoaol, and
actually stayed there some wecks under
an assumed name.”

Redwing was ¢rimson now.

“Y did not think I was doing any
harm—at the time, sir. Leonard Claver-
i'!}g wanted to join the Colours. He was
big encugh to pass in, but hiz guardian
would not have let him. 1 agreed to
tako his place at Greyfriars, to give him

chance, We both thought it fair
enough. I—I found that wouldn't do—
era were a lot of things I hadn't fore-
:ﬂﬁ‘l: and I confessed to the Dlead, and
E' .lT

Mr. Vernon-5mith nodded.

“Yes, wea. 1 understand that wou
made a good impression upon Dr. Locke,
and upon your Form-master, Mr, Quelch.
They are willing to receive you hack at
Greylriars—under your own name, of
gourse, and on o Empur footing.™

“They are very kind, sir.”

“My son is also anxious that you
sheuld retuvn. T understand that he re.
gards you as a_friend.

“Ho was the best friend a fellow could
have, sir,” said Hedwing gratefully. I
shall never forget his kindness;”

“Y¥ou have placed us both under an
oblication to you, Redwing, said the
millionaire graciously, “ According to
Herbert's account, you saved his lifa at

I hdve

vory preat risk to yourself. That action
must be rewarded.”
“1 don't want any reward, air”

faltered Tom Iedwing. He was appre-
hensive of seeing tho wealthy gentleman’s
Tae Macxer Lisrary.—No. 530,

fat pocket-book come into view, and he
did not want to hurt the feelings of
Bmithy's father,

“Monsensa!” said Mr, Vernon-Smith
brusquely. *“I am not in the habit of
remaming under obligations, Redwiug.
1t &EPE{.II"S that you have a great desive
to obtain a good education. Gregfviars
it o to you. I have spoken to the
headmaster on that subject. I have do-
cided to send you to Greyfriars, at my
own charge, and to maintein you there,
with a due allowance of kot-money.
You will enter tho Eu:-imolpg:ncn an equal
footing with the other boys, and if you
make good use of your chances I wilt see
that you do not want for a suitable open-
mg in life when your leave school.”

“Oh, gir??

“You will be supplied with everything
vou need,” add Mr. Vernon-Smith.
“T thall give carto blanche to the school
outftter, I will inform Dr. Locke that
E{m will enter Greyfriars, say, on Mon-

-H.Fa.“

Mr., Vernon-Emith rose, his business
concluded. Tt was eoncluded—from his
point of view, But Tom Redwing’s point
of view did not precisely coineids with
that of the efficient gentleman from
London. .

“1 am sorry, siv——"" began Redwing.

“What "

“¥You are kind—very kind indeed—'"
~ MQuite se!  Quite ol That is my
imtention.™

"1 thank yeu very sincerely, sir,” said
Redwing steadily., “I am grateful for
yvour kindness, but I cannot accept your

“affer.”

Mr. Vernon-Smith sat down guite sud-
gqnlr, really as if Redwing had floored
im.

e —

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Mr. Vernon-Smith is Not Pleased !

% HAT?' gasped Mr. Vernon-
Broith av last,
Tom Redwing had a
troubled look, but his ex-

pression was very firm. "The millionaire
had not been especislly tactful: but that
was not why Redwing had refused.

“What?* repeated Mr. Vernon-Smith
scarcely able to believe his cars, *Did
VO EAY, dwing, that ryou cannot
accept my offer®”

“Yes, pir, thanking you all the same.”

“ Are you out of your senses?”

“1 hope not, sir.”

“1 think you must be!” exclaimed
Mr. Vernon-2mith angeily. "1 have not
wasted nearly & whale day, and made a
long and inconvenient journey, in order
to listen to nonsensical  impertinence,

Redwing! What reason, pray, have vou.

for refusing my offer?™

"1 don’t want any reward, eir, for
having helped wvour son when he was
wrocked on the coast yonder,”™ said Red-
wing. “Your son would have done as
much for me, or anyboedy, and he
wouldn't have sshed o veward er faken
it.”

“My son is in o very different position
from wours, Redwing!”
Vernon-Smith.

HI—T know, siv,” faltered Tom. *1
know that very well, siv. Perhaps I
shouldn't have put it like that, I don't
mean to be mmpertinent, sir, But I can't
accept any reward for a thing that any
fisherman on the coast would have doue
as a matter of course.”

“It 13 not merely o question of re-
ward,” grunted My, Vernon-Smith, “ My
son desires that you should return to the
school, It appears that you have abilities
which ecould Lo eultivated., 1 am offering
you 2 chanco that seldom falls in the wav

1 of a2 boy in your cireumstances,™

snapped Mr.

1 know, sir; and I am very grateful
for it."

“Well,” said Mr, Vernon-Smith testily,
“that settles the matter! You will bn
ready to go to Greyiriars on Monday,”

“"No, mr. I cannot go to Greyiviars
at your oxpense,” said Tom WwWing,
very quistly but very fivmly. "I am &
poor lad, but [ have never taken cherity,
and I never mean to take charity, It's
very kind of you, but T canpnot think of
living at dnyone's charge. 1 am not o
beggar,™

* Ltter nonsonse 1™

Tom Redwing did not reply  Theve
really was no reply ‘to be made to that
remark.

Mr. Vernon-Smith roze again, fuming.
He did not understand, and ho did not
like the wunespected scruples of the
sallorman’s  son. Independence and
poverty were out of place together—in
the millionaire’s opinion, .

“Is that you final answor, Redwing?™
he snapped, at last.

“Yes, sir. I hope you don't think me
ungrateful i

“I do—ungrateful and disrespectiul ™

n-I A Eﬂrﬂ'; E‘i].'.”

. “What has put these noneensical ideas
into your ™ pxelaimed Mr, Venion-
Bmith irritably. “ T should not have sup-
sed that confounded Radicalism and
Bocialism could bave penetrated to this
remote village. X have hever heard of
such impertinence in life? It is very
plain that my son has mislekon in
you !
“I'm gorry you think so, &ir,” mut.
tered Redwing. “I know hew kind and
generous it is for you to offer me
But——" ]

“If you mean what you say, I mtght
as well pot” grunted the millionaire, I
shall not refer to the matter again, Red-
wing. If I go now, taking ‘ No?® for an
answer, the subject closes. You under-
stand that?”

“Nea, pir: quite.”

“ And yvou still refuse '’

“Yea, gir.”

“Very well!” said Mr. Vernon-Bmith,
comprossing hia lipa.

Ho grabbed up his hat, end strode out
of tha cottage. Tom Redwing walched
him from the doorway as le stalked
aqﬁpljr away. The last he saw_of tho
rmllionaivre was the gleaming silk hat,
reflecting hack the sunshine, a8 the
g&nﬂem&n from Lendon turned into the
ane,

With a sigh, Tom Redwing =at down
again, end took up the net be was
mending.

His face was clouded now,

Hea had been given a chance—such g
chance ag he had longed for. Tom Red-
wing would have given a great deal to
enter Greyfriavs, to spend his boyish
g&am in study, and leave hard work until

e waa older. But the offer, kindly
enough as it was meant, was an offer of
charity—nothing more and nothing less.
And the sailorman'’s son could not, and
would not, take alms,

But ho thought of Greviviave—of tho
groy old buildings, the green old l}ua&.
the quict class-rooms, the erowds of fel-
lows, the wide playing-fields, and the
cheery, boyish volces, and ho sighed.

He' had been happy there during hia
brief stav. He had made frionda e eoukl
not forget. EFle thought of the Bounder's,
stendy loyalty, of Bob Chevry'a boistorous
good-nature, of Wharton™s guiet cordi-
ality. They had heen good to him, mosh
of the fellows.  There had been mean
lnature from Skinner amd Snocp aml
oo or two others, but that mattered
litthe—nothing ] And they were willing
ty veeeive him back—would have been

lad to see him one of themselves—amd
ﬁ:} could not co! ITe could not cot the
bread of charity,
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Ho waz sorry that Mr. Vernon-Smith
had gone away angry. He would have
heen vary glad to placats Smithy's
fathar, EE- could understand, and allow
for, the tosty feelings of the portly gentle-
man, his impatience with anything ap-
ﬂmnhir.g independence in one of a

umble station. But poor Tom's, inde:
pendence was all he hod, and he could
not give up that. :

He was thinking ﬂf.‘:E‘i]Ij’ as he sat in
ths sunny deorway, but iz brown fingers
ware not idla, His work progrossed
steadily under his busy hands,

It was an hour or morn since M.
Vernon-Smith's departure when a suidden
whir of bipveles wole the echoes of the
viapged atresk

“3—1&110-, hallo, hallo!” bawled a well-
lnown voice, in tonea thai Stontor hime-
sl ruight have envied.

Tom, Redwing jumped up.

With a clatter six cyelistz siopped out-
side tha cabin and Jumped down, und
Tom Redwing found himseli surrounded
by Harry Wharton & Lo,

—_——

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Nothing Doing !

TRNON.SMITH shook hands with
‘;' Tom Redwing, and all the party
shook hands with him in turn.
Thera was no_doubt that they
were glad to sco the sailorman’s son
again. : ;

Tom Redwing, surprizad se he was by
1he visit, was pleased. He was glad to
see his old friends of Greyiriars onco
mere.  Their hearty gr&c}t:ng cheerad
i:im wonderfully. Io had feared what
they might think of the strange part he
had played in the school; but it was
claar enough now that Harry Wharton
& (o., at lesat, vegarded him in as
friendly & way as cver. ]

HPdn't expect to sce ua heve, did
7ot chuckled Hob Cherry.

“IN-not” stammersd Redwing,

“Taken vou by asurpriee—what?”

“Im glad to soe you,” said Tom.
“It's very kind of vou to give ms a look-
in. Vou've come i long way, too.”"

“Wo're going to talk Dusness,
rrinued Bob. 3 A

“Bysineas ! repeated Tom, 1 surprise,

“ Tiwe business is terrific, my estcemed
and ludierous friend,” eaid Hurrec Jam-
wet Ham Bingh. :

“You're coming back to Greyfriara!”
snid Nugent. . i

“Clar’t be done,” replied "om, smiling.

“'Tha donefulnesa will ba—-"

“Porrifict” echoriled Bob.

“ o it Smithy —tell him ! said Harey
YW horton.

Tom KHedwing loocked rather appre.
hensively at Vernon-8mith, thinking of
his Eather’s visit that afternoon.

The. Bounder was graver than the
othar fellows, Ile saw more difficulties
in the way,

“Will vou come in?" asked Tom. IHe
smiled rather ruefully, There was hardly
booma  in the Jittle cottage for the
numerous party %mm (Groyfriars. “¥'ll
irob the bench oot here, if you like”

“Pipping 1 sald Johnny Bull

A bonch amd & chair were lifted out
of the cotinge, and the visitora eut down
vownd the doorway.  IE was pleazant
there, with the straggling fshing-village
hafore Lhem, and tho great blus sen he-
sond.  Down on the bLesch an ancient
fishevisas was csulking a boat,  Tom
Bedwing took up {he net again, to work
whita his visitors were talking.  The
juniors looked mt his occupation rather
citeiously, There were many things that
ihe Greyfriera fellows could dosy but they
could not have mended o net as Tomnm was

doing it :
enid Bob Cherry,

Yilro if, Bmithy !
grectohinz ont i lomg leas from the
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bench. *1I sap, it's ripping Lere, Red-
wing. I'vo o jolly ﬁ'uﬂd mind to be a
longshoreman when I grow up.”

edwing smiled. But his eyes were on
Vernon-Smith,

“My pater's writter me about vou,
Redwing," said the Bounder. “He
wants to send you to Greyirviara, Te'a
eoming down here to see you.
ecomte to tell you that vou've got to come.
We want you, vou know !™

“The wantfulness is terrific,” concnr-
red the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“You must come!” satd Harry Whar-
ton. * No reason why vou shouldn’t. The
Remove will welcome wyon with open
armas.”’

“Hear, hear!” said the rest in choma.

Tom’s eyes shone, but he sghook hia
head.

“Vou ecan't refusa my pater, Red-
wing," said the Bounder, looking at him
very keonly. * He'a coming hiere——>>"

““He's been here, said Tom quietly.

“0Oh!  Alvcady ¥ exelaimed Vernons
Smith.

“He left abont an hoyr ago.”

“Then he's told you———"

L1 T'E‘E-“

“ And vou're coming "

“I—I can't, Smithy!” said Tom Red-
wing, almost pleadingly. “¥our father
was kindness itsclf, and-—and I don’t
want him to think me ungrateful. But
I can't accept his offer, kind a3 it was.”

“Why not *"

£ [ f".-ﬂ.n’t- !T!‘

“You don't want to eome {o Groy-
friave 2" asked Nugeuwi. ]

“I'd like it better than anvihing else
in thoe world,” said Hedwing wistfully.

“I explained to your father, Smithy. I §

dent, T can't

—I've always been inde _
else pars for.

eat bread that someb
It's impossible,” ‘

The Bounder compressed his lips &
little, !

“Come to that nobody at Gresinars
Pn.:i'a for himself,” he said.  * Hvery-
widy's fees are paid by somebody.”

“That's s0,” said Wharton, Janghing,
“Mine aroe paid by my uncle, Redwing.”

U That's different, Wharton [

“Well, vos. But—"

“ Couldn’t you adopt Smithy's pater aa
vour uncle?” sugrested Bob Cherry.

Redwing smile{i but did not answer.

“Tho esteemed and ludicrons salub
would make 2 rvipful uncle,” remarked
Hurree Singh. *“That is & wheery good
idea.”

“How did mr pafer {ake it when vou
refused, Redwingi” asked Vernon-
Hmth.

Tom coloured.

“I—I'm afraid he wo3 rather angry,
Bmithy.”

HT'l bet e was ! osaid the Doonder,
with a grin. *'Uhe pater isn’t accustome:d
to being refused. Hia word 12 law, I
funey he was in & rare wax.”

“I'm sorry, Smithy, 1 wouldn't have
eecmed ungrakbeiul o your futher for any-
thing.,  Bot—bnt—-"

“Put you want {o come lo Grey-
friars 7

(1] f&ﬂ-.” i

“Can't you streleh a poinl and come 7"

“1 don't think I ocughe 10,7 said T
glowly, *“In fact, I know T ought not
to, 1t might be differcar if [ were &
helpless fellow. I should have s eluiw to
Do looked after then, But I'm nob. I
Lknow how to work, and T curn mwore than
I need, Twve saved mooney. I hope
you won't be offended, Bmithy, but--but
i’s vealiy chavity, though it'a not meant
liko that, and I can’t take it "

His face waas Hushed, and ho looked
very handzome in hiz distreas,

#But we've all come to persuads you
to accept By  Vernon-Smith's offer”
paiil Harry Wharton.

“It's very kind of yon "

Seve all )

Three-halfper-e. 5

“In fact, we've come to make you
come,” satd Bob.

“I wigh I counld I

“Y¥ou ean if you like™
Bounder, rather testily. ;

Redwing looked troubled, but he did
not speak, There was a ailence for some
minutes.

The sailorman's son broke it.

“I'm pfraid you fellows won't under-
stand—considering my position. I don'é
mean to be mnmibeg and—and cheakf'.
If I were o gentleman’s son you would
think it natural enough.”

Ju::'lm:n]’.r Bull gave a enort.

“*Didn't you tell uis your father was a
sailorman?” he asked.

id Yus' LA

“Then you aro a genﬂemm’a son,”
said Johnny. “Don't be 8 silly ass,
Reodwing!"

“ Hear, hear!" said Bob Cherrr.

*“It'a good of you to say so," said Red.
wing. ‘" Buot—if yon (Elut me On an equal
footing with other Greyfriars fellowg—
would you do s I've done in my place, or
would vou—" lle paused, ang looked
at them. o

“Pleszed if T know, without thinking
it out,”” eaid Harry Wharton frankly.
“Mr. Vernon-Smith ooly mieans to be
kind to you.”

“I _ know thet, and I'm grateful,
though I'm afraid he doesn't think so.
Hut% think I've done right.”

“There's something in what Redwing
anys,” remarked Johnny Ball, alter &
long peuse, during which he hed been
thinking it out in his deliberate way.
“Redwing hasn't any claim on Mj;
Vernon-8mith, excopt that he saved
Smithy’s life. He can’t accept a reward
or doing thet; and that's what 1t
amourtts to. 1'm sorry Redwing won't
rpmhe o Groeviriars: Eut 1 think he's
right.

Redwing gave Johnny a grateful look.

“1 thought you'd ese 1t when you
thought it over,” he said.

“Weall, you're a protty ass " oxclaimed

Vernon-Bmith. " ¥You cama here to bacl
e up, and now you're backing up Red-
wing."
"%‘auta aro facts,' said Johnny Bull
ptolidly.  “A chap can’t take money
from & stranger, and that's what it
comes to. Redwing's right.”

The other juniora did not speak; bud
it was pretty clear that they really agreed
with Johnny Bull.

B0 did Vernon-8mith, as a matter of
fect. Fleo was disa nted, and parhapa
a little sore; but he respected and liked
the sailormen’a son all the better for his
sturdy independence.

“Then there's nothing deing?™ said
the Bounder at last.

“Tt's rotten,” said Bob. “You cught
io come back, Redwing. 8till, if you
think you ought not, there it is."

“The therefulness is tevrifie ! satd the
nabob dismally.

Vernon-Smith knjlted his Lrows,

“Homething ought to be doue,” Lo
said. “Eomething’'s gob fo he done.
Your eay vou've saved up moner, HRed-
wing., Lots?”

"%Cut lots,” eatd Tom, with a smile,

““Knough to pay a term's fecs at Grey-
froavat"

“Heven pounda,™ sail Tom.

“0Oh, my only hat!™

“Ii's & lot of money for mo,” said
Tom, langhing. * Dut our ideas of moncy
arc rather different, Bmithy. I dare saz
vou'va got movo than that mm your pocked
at thiz momant.™

The Bounder hiad. os a matter of fack,
four or five timea as moch as that in his
pocket just then, but he only emiled,

“Well, vou couldn't par your own fees
that's o cert,” said ugent. *“We shall
have to carry oub iy suggestion, you
{ollowa.”
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“What's that 7% asked Tom.

“Kidnap you, and yank yon off o
Greyfriare, whether you like 1t or not !

Redwing langhed.

“ Where did my pater go when he left
voul" asked Vernon-Smith.

“Back to the station at Cliff Edge, I
fuppose.”’ ) i

“3lo's pretty certain to ¢all in at the
school to eee me, as he's down here,”
cbserved the Bounder, nising., “I think
I'd better get back.”

Harry Wharton & Co. rose, too.
There was evidently “nothing doing.”

“Well, it's beastly, but it can’t be
bholped.” commented Bob.

“The sorrowfulpess iz {opvilie, my
estecmed Hedwing.” .

When the visitors departed, with &
whir of biéycles, Toin Redwing stood

Lﬂu]cing after them for o long time before.

a returned to Ins wark, o zighod as
he sat Jdown ogain. 'The Greyfriars visit
had brought tho school back to Lim for a

hort time, and it intenzified his regret.

Ie would .i'lﬂ.‘fﬁ given much to be able to
enter Creyfriave and that cheery circle
again. DBut it wae not to be; and the
sailerman’s gon dismissed the lingering
thought from hLis mind,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Rough on Skinner!

LRINNER of the Remove met the
chuma as they came back into the
Bchool House at Greviriars, Snoop
and Btott were with hitn.  The

ﬂ'l'l“l"-l"‘. WOrd prinnaangg.

* Brought himy back with rem?” asked
Bhinner. And lis companions chuckled,

“Eh? What?" enapped the Bounder,

“You've been to see Redwing.™
B““Huw do you know " growled Johnny

1118.

“Walla havo ears,” pgrinned SEkinner.
#Yon ehouldn’t read oat a leiter with
Bunter zlong tho e. Ho your Eatér
fa going to send Redwing hack to Grey-
friars, is he, Sroithy "

"Find out!”

“"T've found out!™ chortind Skinner.
“YWell, you can tell your pater from me
that we won't stand it. Wo draw.a line
somewhere at Greviriars !

“I should jolly well think so!™ said
duey James Snoop. It was like the
llow's cheek to come hero at all—
racticailv andmpostor. Now he's known
what hoe ia, he certainly wouldn’t be
gdmitted hera™

“It moy interest vou to know that the
Head agreed 1™ mpapped Vernow-8mith.

“Like his cheek, then,” said Skinner.
“We've got all sorts in the school, I

now. There's Linley, who worked in &

ctory before he came, and thai's bad
snougli—"

“What is thers bad about that?”
boomed Bob Chorry.

“There's Penfold, the son of a dashed
eobbler,” miffed Skinner. ‘I think
that’s nbout nnnu_g'h for one schnol! Naw,
& deshed seaman’s son—-—"

Hkinner got no further.

Beb Cherry’s grasp wus on lis eollar,
gnd Skinner was shaken il Lis tecth
seemed to rattle in his head.

“You measly worm " bellowed Baob,
kis ragged faca erimsan  with  wrath.

YEI sneaking Prussinﬂl !:: ;

“{rug-gug-gug-graogh ramie  Trom
the hfpﬁ}ﬁg EBMEMTE as he siraggled
vainly in Bob's muscular grip.

Bhake, shake, shake!

“{Gug-gug ! rlﬂggﬂ ! Ow.ow I

“You gneaking worm!” shouted Bob.
®1'il dashed geaman you! What would
you be feeding on at this minate, you

, if it wasn’t for dashed seamen bring-

Ing vou food, and risking their lives to
iﬁ i{t._l_?" 15}

“Guz-gug-gug !
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“Ton't kil hiny, Bob![” ejaculatad

W'h.gmu. s

"Gug-gug-gug !

You werm! You Hun! You snesk!
You—vyou—you—7>" Every epithot was
accompanied by a  terrilic shalke, il
Skinner felt lie a jcllf'.

“Hold on, Bob! There's Quelchy——"

“Cave [

The juniors suddenle becamo aware of
the fact that Mr. Quelch, the master of
the Remove, was locking on at the scene,
Bob Cherry released Skinner rather sad-
l‘lﬁll!i’, and the unhappy Bkinner collopeed
on the floor in a gasping heap.

“Kindly calm ;,rm,.u'n:f[, Cherry ! sprd
Mr. Quelch eeverely.

“Ye-ea, eir!” poasped Bob,

Bob waited for the thunderboli o [all.
DBut the Remove-masier Lixed his oyes
upon. Hareld Sliinncr,

* Bkinner 17

“*Gerrooogh 17

' Geb up, sir 7

Skinner staggered up, with a helping
hand from Stotf. His collar waa torn, his
Lbair ruffled, and his face crimsen. Ie
stood panting.

“Hhinner, I heard your romark! It
was o cowardly and feolish remark, and
I am not surprised that Cherry ehowed
his contempt in o eomoewhat encrgetic
manner 1"

“Oh!Y murmorad Bob, It ap
that he was not to get the thu
after all,

“Hkinuor, I am afraid that sou have
a mean and snobbish disposition,” con-
tinued MMr. Quelch, “You are not a
credit to j?mlr Form, 8¥inner, or to your
school. am afraid, Ekimnner, that you
have not the honour of Greyfriars very
much at heart: and I am almost ashamed
to have such a boy in my Form. I trust,
Bkinner, that you will xeflect upon this,
and cndeavour to eradicate the con-
temptible mcanness from  vour cha-
racter,” rumbled Mr. Quelch.

W Oh gasped Skinner.

Y Well 77 snapped Mr. Quelch,

“Yesn, siv, 1=-I'll try, sir,”” groancd

Mr. Quelch walked on, leaving Skinncr
gl'ittm?: Ig toeth with rage, and tho
uther fellows grinning.  Neot till the Re.
move-master was out of sight did Skirnor
venture to shake his st after him.

HHarry Wharton & Co. went on up fhe
gtanrcase. Vernon-Smith furned back into
tho guad ab the sound of wheels without.
"The gtation hack from Friardale was roll-
ing up to the house, with Mr. Vernon-
Amith seated in 1t, looking far from
amiable. A further experience of local
traing had not improved the milhienaire's
temper, though he had fortunately sue-
ceadeod i getting a vehiele from Friar-
dale. He was frowning az he alighied
at the steps,

“Wait ' he rnapped at thoe driver, and
followed his son into the house,

“Come up to tho study, Fatnr,” enid
Vernon-8mith. “I  thoueht perhaps
you'd give me a look-in.”

“T will come up to your study when I
have scen tho Ilead, Methert. Wait o
ma there.”

“Yes, fathor.” . i

Vernon-Smith found Skinner in  his
stody when he repaired thither, Blkinner
wasg his study-mate, and had = right to
be thers if he -hose; but hia company
was undesired st the prozent tuge,

“Ay pater's coming up here soon,'
saidd the Boander. *“You wight eat off
witen he comez, Skinner.'’

Shinner scowled. . _

“I'o jaw about Redwing, T suppos: ¥
he ancerid, . i

“That's not your businges !’

“It's my business to stay n my own
sty if T want to,” said Skinner l."Emin.
“ Avd T'm jolly woll going {o do it!™

1]

o
rholt

Blkinner,
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"¥Yon don't want to slay when
pater's here "

“Y do, and I shallt®

“¥ou don't, and yon won't!” =aud
Vernon-Smith sharply. “7Tf vou don't
clear off whent my pater comes in,
Bkinger, I shall piteh you out !*

* Before your pater—what 7"

" YWes, if neceseary,”

“We'll sen,” gaid Skinner,

He lounged by the study window till
Me, Vernou-Smith's Inctstepa were heard
in the passage. Shinner had not lost his
ald emmity towards Tom Redwing, and
he was very curious on the eubject of
Redwing's proposed return io Grevfriare.
As 1t wos his study, he mtended to be
preseut during the talk belween Mr
Vernon-8mith and his son.  Delicacy was
not one of Skinner's strong points, If
Smithy ddu’t like it, he could tako ks
father inte the visitors'-room.

There was a fap at the door, and
Vernon-Smith opened it at once.  The
millienaive came in, and Smithy gave

kinner a significant look.

“iil:c;i;:;r;!tuum:md a tun&i "

g youre g D give HSNo0
a  look-in, E-L'.inngi” J rﬁmﬁrhﬁd ihﬂ
Bounder,

** Not at all,” said Skinner airily.

*Well, step out for a bit, anywar, will
you?"

1 ‘:Eurrg; but I've gob some lnos to

:'F 3

“¥Your linrs can wait,”

"Borry; they can't I

Tho Bouuder placed ihe Joor wide

n. Mr. Vernon-Smith was staring af
the two from the semchaiv i puzzled
SUrpriae,

With perfect coolyecs
advanced on Skimnner.

“ Lot gut ! ho said,

kd Rﬂt‘ EJ!‘

The Bounder wasted no meose time in
wards, He geasped Skinner, and whired
him towerds the door

“Upon my word!" ejaculated Mr
Vernon-8mith, in astoniskment, * What
does this mean, Herbert i~

Smithy did not reply, He whirled the
atruiggimg‘ Skinner to the doovway, and
pitched him  head-forcmost  into the
passage. Thoere was a bump and o yell
as Skinner landed.

Vernon-Smith  closed the
turned, smiling. to hiz father,

“plf serone, dad 1M

“ By gad " eaid My, Vernon-Smith,

There was a sound of recoding foot-
stopa without., Skinner was rtrongly
tempted to rusl into the study again, and
stand up for his rights, But he prwe-
dently decided that it was best to resist
temptaticn |

ihe Bounder

daor, g

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Yemon-SBmith grunted.
T An mmpertinent young jockanapes [
He has refused fo be sent to Greviriars

A Chanece for a Millionalre !
HY CLINVE zeen Redwing, ded 7

* Prve seen him, Horvbert,”

“1 hope you like h_::'r% father ™
was the millionaire’s reply. “I den't
seo what you saw in the fellow, Herher,
at my expense. By gad, I pever heawl
of such impudence

* Bat—-" . '
“Bo that's done with.”™ said 3l
Vernon-Bmith. "I was quite willing to

he g friend 1o the lad-—u pood fricnd.
He haa thrown my kimdness baels in miv
tecth, und I've dune with himi; amld I
suppose you'voe done with lnm. teot?

“He saved my lile, father,” sanl e
Bounder guietly.

“That docsn’t give him o vight 1o ha
inpertinent to vour father, 1 presione i
snapped Mr. Verton-Smith, :

“He didi'l mean to be jmpertinent,
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father,” said Vernon-Smith earnestly.
“He's afraid of losing his self-respect if
hie takos alme; and that's what he thinks
it comes to."”

'::?Ih, nmxsnnam !!:' 3

e's 4 food chap—

“1 dare say ho may be. DTt the
matter is closed now, If you choose to
kecp on  friendly terms with  him,
Herbert, I have no ohjection. He seeme
an honest lad enough. But no donbt it
is better for him to remain in his own
station. INow, how are you.getting on,
iy boy 1" asked the nullionaire, changing
the subject.

But the Bounder wos not prepared for
the subject to be changed vet.

 About Ii',nr,lwinlfJ fathep—="

“Never mind Hedwing now! Good
ad 1" pxelaimed the millionaive, * You
o't want your father to go down on

Lis bended lnees to the cheeky fellow, do
voul!"

“No, dad,” said the Bounder, stmling.
“But somcthing ought to be done.  He
risked his life to save mine,”

“Yoa, yos, I know! I would give him
n hundred pounds, if he wished; but I
am quite nssured that he would refuse
that, too.™

“I'm sure he would.”

“Well, then, there i3 ncthing to be
done.”

“Father, he's a good chap, and he’s
saved my life. It would be a good thing
for him to coms to Greyfriars, if he
conld comte on an indepeondent i‘ul;rting,
I've thounzht of o wav."

Me.  Vemon-Smith  grunted — im-
patienily., He was covidently fed up
with the subject of Tom Redwing of
IMowksel:fE.

Buot he was pecustomed te indulping
his son in every way, and ha nll-}wedgthr:
Brunder to continua,

“You'roe rich, father—

“y\Well 2

“Youn could afford ta ondow a scholar-
ahip.”

*?“’hnt?"

Tt wonld cost w lot of money, 1
know, but it would he o ripping thing.
T.ots of Gresbrinrs men have Jdone it for
the schaol”

“I'm not a Gresbriars man”™

“Youw'wve got a gon  here,"  saad
Smithy, srmling. “ A lot of Greyfriars
men have beon killed in the war, Why
Htpuhlju't rou ondow a memorial schalar-
ship § "

My, VermonSmith logked thoughtful,
ared prused Lia lipa,

“hat isn't o bad idea, ITerbort,”

S Aillionaires in America da a lot of
i, remarked Smithy.

“Yes, it's not a bad scheme,™ sard Mr,
Vernon-Bmith  thoughtlully,  * Philan-
theopy 13 the best safeguard of wealth.
There's no end of Socitaliam about now,
wi:il gooduess knows what will happen
after the war! A well-pdvertised ste
of that kind .is an excelient idea! %
rould afford the money.” He smiled.
“Lut what has that to do with Redwing,
| ECN T S

Y Redw g could enfer Tog it

“Bazt an open  schelasship, nllowin
Loiws ontsice the school ta compete, conle
be caccied off by anvone,™

“1 know; butk Redwing woukl have o
cotad chance. I think he would have the
hest chance,  Ile's a clever chap, amd
e's stodicd hard, Mo actuully likes
studdy," sabl the Bounder, with a grin,
S Ie's especially strong on the classies,
s you could make the scholarship o
clagaioal one=—lInts of Latin—-""

it T

SO0 eourse, e would have to take his
chanes with tha other  eotrantag—that’s
niderstood, Chleewise, ho wonldn's he
independent.  If e wins, ho comes fo
Guorfrines  Jike any other scholacship

Lo
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Penfold, for

chap—like Linley
mnatancse, '

“If he deesn’t—-""

Well, if he deesi’t, it's breausa he's
not 3¢ clever as I've supposed, and in
that case he won't come, But I believe
he could beat any cther fellow of hiz age
at the exam., Even Wharton iz behind
him in classics, and Mark Linley can't
beat him; and they're the best in the
Bemove, Ho would have a jolly good
chanes, at least. And if he pulled it
off, it would bo all serena, wouldn't it?
Of courze, I know it would cost a lot of
moner, ™

“That is little,” puid the mullionaire,
“Ope way or another, T have o good
mery thousands squeezed out of me
every year. It's that instead of some-
thing else. If vou are so sot on giving
thia boy a chanca——"'

“But for him, father, I should be dee
down under the sea at this minute, It's
a way of repaying the obligation,”

“Oh, very well!™  The millionairve
ml’!ectgd. Y After all, it could be put on
a patriotic footing—the capital invested
m War DBonds, and so on,  Three
thousand pounds should do 15, and the
advertisament would be worth that.”

Yernon-Smith made a grimace.

Ha did not expect Lis father to look
at the matter of 2 memorial scholarship
ng Colonel Wharten or Major Cherry
would have looked at it, but the business-
like .view of the millionaire worried him
a little,

#I—I was thinking that the scholar.
ship might bo ﬁn‘:amjied pnanymously,
father,"” he said hesitatingly. " Name of
the penerous donor neot mentiongd, and
all that."

Mr, Vernon-Smith l&uihed' heartily.

“You've got an old head on Fyoung
shionldera, Herbert ! he said admivingly.
“0Of courso, that's the idea, The namo
of the gencrous donor is keph secret until
public curiosity is aroused, and then
revealed by accident. That's the war to
get the best value for the money, oY
aro a uhtE of the old block, Herbert!
:;Eﬂu;” make them ait up in the City some
day

The Bounder did not reply. That was
not what he had meant at &ll; but he
would not appear to be setting np as a
critic of his father.

T do it!" asaid Mr. Vernon-Smith.
“*Nothing will be known at first, except-
ing that a gentleman connected with
Greviviars 1s endowing an open scholar-
ship o3 o memorial to Greviriars men
wha have fallen. Excellent! I will sea
the Head about it before I go, and he
can gettle detatls with the governers—I
ant a buar man. You will see somehow
that Redwing hears of the scholarship
and enters for the examination 3"

“ Leave that to me, dad Y

With that the subject of Bedwing: was

or

-dropped, and father and son chatted for

some thne, till Me. Vernon-Smith went
down to infesview the Head once move.
In his imterview with D, Locke, the
millionaire probably did not speak quite
5o candidiy as to his son, for he leit the
Head of Greviviays with tho impression
that he was o most generous and
philanthropie geotleman. When Le left,
Herbert Vornon-Smith accompanied Lim
to the etation in the hack, and the
mitlienaive wez in quite an amiabla
temper by tho fime lhe departed for
T.ondan,

Alter ho had gone, Dr. Locke sent for
aLr. Quelch,

The Remove master found the kil ofd
Head in g very smiling humour.

“I havo received a surprise tlas afier
noon, Mre. Queleh,' the Head romarked.
1 ain surve 1t will surprise yvou also, My
Vernon-8mith wishes to endow an opon
scholarship 1 this school, as o War
Memorinl,2

Thres-halfpence. T

“ Bless my soul 1" said A Q‘t&elch.

#1 have zometimes thought Mr. Ver-
non-Smith a somewhat hard man,” eaid
the Hoad., "1 am very glad to modify
my opinion. Strangely enough, he makes
the condition that the exarmination shail
ba chisfly of s classical nature, with
special veference to Latin prose and
verge, It is surprising, and v?.gr Fratil?-
ing, to find this keen rega ar the
classics in a busy City gentleman.”

“Very!"” said Mr. Queleh, in astonish-
ment,

“I shall put the matter to tho gover
nors, who will, of course, bo pleased to
consent. T am very, vory pleased indeed.
The scholarship is to be open to all com-
petitors, within and without Greyfriars,
without distinction of any sort, for bﬁj’l
of an age not exceeding filteen years. Mr,
Vornon-Smith has expressed o hope thok
Redwing, tho boy wﬂu was here under
such strange cireumstances, may succoed
in winning tho scholarship, It is a kind
thought. Now, Mr. Quelch, if you have
a little time to spare, we will deal with
that matter,”

“xTost cortainly, sir.”

And the two masters were soon busy
upon that most congenial task,

e e W

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Skinner’s Great Wheeze !
(11 ¥ cad doesn't seem to Lo com.
ing, after all.”
%Iarnld Skinner made that re-
mark & week or so after Harry
Wharton & Co."s visik to Tom Hedwmp‘
at Hawksclif. He mada it in Snoop's
study—a quarter Skinner found mors
agreeablo thpn his own when he wished
to air his ideas,

“ Redwing, you mean?” asked Snoop.

“Yea, Isn't it queer?!”

4 Jolly queer,” said Stott. “The out
sider ought to have jumped at the offer—
if old 8mith really made it." i

“Well, Bunter soid it was in Smithy's
letter—he heard it read ont.” ;

“Punter's a good bit of & Prussian.”

“Yes; but Smithy said Redwing had
refuzed the offer, so it was made right
enpugh. 1 suppose tho low cad hesn's
the cheek to show his face here, ndw t.ht‘i
g}:‘; known 1ir: his true colours,” wsal

inner ragely.

Ve Iike:i;*,“ agreed Snoop. “Ta
think of his having the check to shove
himself in among gentlemen’s sons!
beats me!™

Snoop was smoking a cigarette, and
looking 03 seedy and weedy & woster ad
that moment a8 could have been fou
within the limits of tho counly. Snoop
was o good deal of a srob, though what
he had to pride himself upon was »
mystery to other fellows, "

“ As he's not got the cheok to come,
continued Skinner, * we sha'n'i be uil:iz
to show him the kind aticntions we
in store for him."

“He, he, he!” ;

“But it would be a pity to let him lose
them. Suppose we pay him a call?”

“(all on that low rotteri” cjaculated
Hiolt.

“Why not*

“What rot!"” - 5

¢ Wook pxactly a feicndly call” expluined
Skinner. “Weoe know whero ho is now—
those fellows visited him the other day
at same hovel at Elawkacliff. Tias lives in
a dashed hovel, when he's not at wo
caulking boats or mending uets or dig-
ging for the farmers”

“"Heo, het™ :

“Wo could find i
enough,” reswmned Skinner,
drop in on him " .

“(h 4" said Snoop, beginning to unders
stand, “You mean to rag the oad*"

“1 don't mean to take him io our

Lhovel casil
“Why n



hearts and weep over him!" answeved
Bkinner sarcastically,

““Ha, ha, ha!®

“I say, he's rather a beasl, though,”
eaid Snoop dubicusly. “You rememlor
he stoed up to Dolsover major when he
was here? Hea hits jolly hard, and he's
got a femper,™

“I don't think he could handle the
ihree of us, if ho cut up rusty.,”

“No fear!"™ said Btott; and Sidnoey
James Snoop assented to that.

“In faet,” said Skinner coolly, "if he
cuts up rusty, it would be a reason for
giving him a thrashing, which would do
am good.”

" Good egg "

“"Well, let's be off,” said Skinner. “Ii's
& half-holiday this afterncon, and we
couldn’ use 1t better than by putting a
low cad inte hiz placo ancf pittin' on
him, I ecall that work of national
importance 1

“ Boiter keep it dark, though,” grinned
EnmP. “If Bmithy—"

fNot a word to Bmithy, of course.
We'll tell him afterwards,”

“Right-ho ™

Having finished their cigareties, the
three black sheep of the Ruemove
deseended the stairs in great apirvits, The
occupation planned for tg}mt. afternoon was
quite to their taste,

.Tom Redwing had got on the wrong

side of Bkinner & Co. He had not even
tried to be friendly with them. In fact,
he had not concealed his contempt for
their dingy blackguardism, That was an
offence not to be forgiven, The only
drawback to Skinner's scheme was that
it involved a long bike ride, which was
not in the slackers’ line at all, But they
WeTe e-:i:ml to even that exertion to earry
out such an excellent scheme,

They wheeled out their-machines, and
found the Famous Five similarly engaged.
Horry Wharton & Co. wero going over
to Cliff House that afternvon with
Hozeldene, Bob glanced at the thres
#lackers as they came cut into the road.

* Hallo, hallo, hallo! Exerting your-
selves this afterncon?” he asked,

“Looks like it, doesn't it?” replied
Skinner.

“Raca us into tho village,” pgrinned
Bob.

And there was & lough from tho rest.
Bkinner & Co. were not likely te join-in
a evele race if they could help it.

But, to tho astonishment of tho Co,,
Skinner nodded assent at once.

“I'l take you on, he satd, “How’
much will you bet that we don'l beai you
to tho village®”

“1 won't bet anything,” said Bob,
“But if you beat us to the village, I'll
Ict you kick mia a8 havd as you like,”

T Dﬂ'ﬂﬂ' 1y

“"l.'.iwa them a start!” chuckled Jolinny

ull,

“Ob, weo don't want a start!™ said
Skinner airily. “We'll beat you on fair
terme, ™

Snoop and Stott were simply blinking
st SBkanner, They weren't going to race
to the village—not if they knew it.

M here, Bkinner, you chump—-"
bogan Snoop.

“0l, get on your bike!™

“I'm not going to race!” roarad Stott.

“Do es I do,"” answered Skinuew,

“Oh P murmured Stott,

He understood, and Snoop undevstood.
‘The juniors mounted in the road.

ORI called out Harry Wharton.

And they started.

The Famous Five shot shead at once.
Huzeldeno kept level with them. For a
minuto or two Skinner & Co. rode in the
dust behind theie bikes, and then thoy
tailed off,

The Co. went whizzing out of sight
found the bend in tha lanc.
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“Heve's our turning,” s=id Skinner,
grmnm%'. ]

The three turned into the short caf to
Hawhsclhift Lane,

They rodo out of the Friardale read,
chueklng.

“T wond
thoughtful
will dawn
that we're
all "

“Ha, ha. ha!" selled Snoop and Stott.

“I wonder whether it will dawn on
them that I wWinted to gét ©id of them,
in_ecase they guessed where we were
going??

“Ha, ha, hat" ]

Bkinner chortled over his decp cunning.
The Famous Five had gone off helter-
skelter for Friavdale, and certainly the
had- no chance now of mterfering with
Skinner's little expedntion—as they cer-
tainly would have done if they had known
that he was going to Hawhecliff,

It was o long ride to the fishing-
village, and Lefora it was over the threa
slackera liad lost their Ligh apirit% and
wera in an irritable meood. noOp
grumbled at the whole scheme, and Stott
growled, and Skinnar anawered them
snappishly. In the saddle, up hill and
down dale, the scheme did not seam o
attrattive as when discuzsed in the atudy
over cigarottes. And those cigarettes,
too, were taking their revenge now,

It was a trio of gasping, dead-beat

er,” remarked Skinner, in a
way—" I wonder whether it
on those fatheads presently
not going to the village at
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slackers that arvived at last in Hawks-
cliff. They tumbled off theiy machines in
the rugged street, and sat down In o
WEaLY, grear}' row on u bench under a
tree, There they sat for a good ten
minutes, gasping and grombling.

Skinner was the first to move,

“We've got' to find Redwing’s hovel,”
ha remarked.

“HBlow Hedwing!”
T tivedd.®

“Hang  Redwing!”  snarded  Stott,
“Find him yourselt! I'm fagged out,
aned I'm not going to move.”

“Here comes a merry native,
Skinuer, “T'N ask him.”

An old boatman, on his way to the
beach, passed the teee, and Skinner called
out to himy, without getting up from the
bench. )

“Hi, there! Can yon tell us where
Tom Hedwing livea?”

The old fellow prused.

“Yes, sir! That there cotlage.”

He pointed with his pipe, and went
stolidly on his wayv, The eottage indi-
cated was within a dozen yawds of where
the three juntovs sat. 5

“1}':1“1;!: far lo go,"" eaid Bkinner, " LUcme
L)

Snoop and Srolt growled; Lut they
detached themselves from the bench, and
crossed to the cottage with Skinner.
Skimner did net trouble to knock at the
door. That was too much respect to show
to o pooy persen, e tourned the handle
aisl threw the deor open.  The rottage
was empiv, but the deor was on the

B ol Sl S e

mumbled Snoop.

oaad
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Iatch, a8 in all the eotlagen 1n the lifile

lace. Nobody at Hawkeeliff thought i
ocking his door"when he went out.

*I'lhe cad doesn't seem 1o be at home™
remarked Snoop, sitting down ab oneein
tlee first chair that eame to hand,

Might bo upstaive.’”

TN gea ! remidvked Skinner,
. ITe went to the httle, nariew staiv and
slhouted u'?:

“Hello! Anybody at home 7

There was no answaor from above.

“The "worm's crawled out,’ right
enougly™ remarked Bkinuer. “(loné on
a job pomewhere, I suppose. Tho ecad
works, sou know! Rather a disappoint-
ment; when wo wern going t0 be s0 nica
b ™

all  our

“Wo've had
nothin’,” growled Stoit

HYWell, we can wait”

“QOh, rata!”
Y1 dare ray there's comething to cat
in _the place,”  eald, Bkineed  coolly.
“We'll make ourselves at héome, and have
lea lidre '

YObi, 1y hat 1™

“"As old friends frosn Lis seliool he
couldn't  refuse us  hospitality, rou
know, . said Skinner. "I belicve theeo
fisher {folk are very hozpitable.”

i“1{a, ha, ha !

*Gentlemen,
hone 17

And Bkinner & Co., quite entorfained
at the idea, proceeded to make rhemr-
selves at lLome in Tom Iledwiong's
cottage,

ttouble for

meke  wyoursclves  of

s Srerwh

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Making Themselves at Home [

KINNER & Co., lizving vesoverssd

a little from theie exertions, ex-
plored the litile cottage as o fieet
step. Tho little bed-room was very

neat and clean, somewhat to theie Jis-
appointment ; they had expected o find

a dirty hovel, or had persuaded them-
gelves that they expected it A book was
i{ting on the little table nesr the head of
the Dbod—a  weoll-thuwmbed  Hovaee.
Skinner & Co. had seen that Tloraca bee-
 fore, when Tom Hedwing was at Gres-
friats.

Bkinner picked it up, and punied jt
across the room.

“Cheeky ead!™ he remarked. A
anilor’s son studying Florace! Whr, we
dn.n’t do that in the Komove ! e likes
it

“Eneakin' swol I aald BEnoap.

H38hall we pitelh the bed averi™
grinned Stott.

- But 8kinner thought it pradent to Jraw
a line at that, and they descended again
to the httle stting-rognm), There they
searched till they found & cuphboard, into
whieh they peered curiously,

“Well, thare’s grub,” observed Siolr.

i E'l.]';,.* het ! Toees tho fellow live un
that 1 growled Bkinner. - Wob much o
a feed for fellows likews! Bl any pore
i a storm. I'm getling hungry.”

" Bame here,” grinned Snoop.

Half 2 Joaf and a piece of cheesa gnd
 half o eold fish formed the supply of pro-
vigions. ‘Tle hoalthy sailordad was nos
a tea-drinker: and there was no sign of
tea, or eugar, o huatier, or jam.

“Can't afford anything decent, of
conrae ' snoered Snoop.

“We'll borat the eleese,” eald Shinnor,

“There’s no five.™

“We'l soon make one,”

A zearch failled to vreveal eichar apil or
firewood. But Skimner wae net to ba
defeated.

“Do you think Rodwing would min
hia guests making {ree wun bis {urni-
ture ™ he aesked.

40, erumhbae !

“ Huppore we used thab ehianr Tav fre-




Every Monday.

\'{]qgu}. _Is it 8 valuably cheir, do you
think 17

“Worth abouf tuppence.” szaid Bloit
cantemptucusly,

“Bay sixpence,” said Skinmer gene.
rously.” * We'll vea the chalv, and give
him sixpence when he coma in—what #*

Snoop and Stott roared at the idea,
They atill Lesitated to breal up Red-
wing's property, however, and that was
leit to Skinver. That humorous youth
did not hesitate Ha had found an axe,
aiid he vrocerded to chop up tha chair
The fragments. wero jalnmed into the
grate, and a fira was lighted. IF was
soon roaring away up the chimney. The
three visitora did not spare tho fuel,

“That looks more cheerful,” observed

Skrmmer.  “DI'm osure if Redwing comoes

m hg will bo pleased to sce us moking.

ourrelves at howe, After all, vou two
fellowrs were his study-mates at Grey-
friars. MH.F as well shove this rubbish
on the Lire!”

He jerked a photograph from the litile
wooden manteishell. ¥t was the photo-
graph of a stalwart sallorman, with
mgeged features and o thick  bedrd,
framed chieaply but neatly,

“Iiold on ! exclaimed Stoti lastily.
* That must be his pates,”

“What doea that mattey ™

“Idash it all, Bldinuer, his pater was
drowned in the submarvine biznoy 1™ eaid
Ntott uneasily. “Ion’t bo a eed! Ho's
hound to valoa that.™

“\What ot 1"

Shinner was aboub lo toss the photo.
cvraph into the fire when Stotd caught his
arm. Williarmn Stolt wos o alow and some-
what stupid  fellow, -which partly
eecounted for hiz being =o much under
Akinner's influence:; but Stott bad his
limita.

“Htop 61" he gaid

“TLook heee, Stott— -7

“Don't play the fool, Stolt!™ said
=nag),

“You're not going to touch his father's
pliotograph ! said Stott. It 1mway he
the only one he's got, Let it alone !

“T'U do as I like.”

Vo won't 1

Skinuer glaved at Stolt, and Stob
vlared at Skinner. Then 8kinner foreed
a lavgh, and replaced the photograph
on the shelf,

“Oh, I don't mind,” he growled.
“HMave your owa way if vou like. What
Jdoes it madter abont the rafian’s photo-
urapl '

YTt may mattor o Inl 1o Radwing. ™

“What does that maiter, you foold”

“Never mimd,
game 1

Hikumer and Seoop sneerad, and Stoit
reddened under their glances. As if to
seh himself right witle Jis rascally friends,
he becameo Ri]riuh: wigre rough with Tom
Redwing'as belongings, munl sevoral pioros
of crockery droppocd and smoshed a3 Stot
pitched tham on the 1able,

‘Hkmmer toastad the cheese, Teeding the
fire with the remaina of the ebair, and
then the precious ivin sat down to tog.-
stch as it was.

Buch ss it was, however, they finished
the provision to the last erumdy, amd then
solaced theriselves with eigareties.

The little cottage was getting chielk
with smoke when thore came a foo!step
outside,

“Hera comirs tho
grinned Skinner.

Snoop amd Stott laoked ratler uncasy,
The dooer opened, and Tom Redwing
stepped dn, evidenily cxpecting to find
the placa empty, as he bad left it,

lewmt: logked tived, and his boots
wern muddy.  He stoeppad in the door-
way, i utter astonishment at the sight of
the threo visitore.

Skinner & Co. roee to thelr feet.

“Hello! Jlere you avo egain '™ said

b it alone, a'l the

dest anilorman,”
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I “Ta-tal* (See Chapter 11.}

Rkinner affably.

Redwing [ ]
“So jolly gld ! simpered Suoop.

“1te guate like old times.

“We thought we'd give you o look-

in 1" chortled Stott. ! You don’t mind

us making cursclves at home, do you "

“XNeo,”  stammered Tom Redwing,
quite taken aback., “"No! I—I never
cxpected to sce you here.”

“"Thought your old friends had for-
gotben you, +h i asked Skinner, with a
t".*prj:a{!!'iful, lock, which mado s cem-
panioks chackle agoin.

U1 never thought of you as o friend,

“So glad to =zee yom,

Skiomer,” raid Tom Redwing guietly.:

“If rou come as e friend, you are wel
come here,™

* I was eure you would be hospitable,”
rald Skinner agreeably. * We've made
ourselves rather at home. You don't
mind ¥

& xﬂ‘ r

Redwing’s glance passed the table, and
restedd on the blaziog wood fire.

“You don't wind us lightin® a five,
Radwing ¥

" No,” said Tom slowly, “But—-"

“We couldn't find whore yon T-:r:-oim
vour firewood, g0 we've used a chair,”
cxplained Skinner.

“You've burned a cliair 1

“Well, it looked something Iike a
chair,” answerad Skinner. "I supposo
It was E.:L"'I]a.li', of sorts, It burned very
well,  OF course, wo're going to pay for
the damage.”

"]ﬂh, ceviginly ! gald Bosop, with a
1.

“OF course, you dow't mind 7 emiled
=lott,

Tom Redwing looked hard at the three
Greviviavs fellows, He did not want,
troulde with them; and hoe was not sure
for the moment, whethor they had acted
as they had done from sheer ill-breeding
or from . intentional  ineolence. He
eoughed a littie as hie cama in, leaving
the door wide apesn,

“Have a smoke " gsked Snoop.

N, thanks ™

“No, T remember you never uzed to
smoko ab Greyfriave,” gaid Siduey James,
with a snece.  * Awfully particular for
a longrhoremarn i*’

“Checea it, Sncopy I We've come here

for a friendly talk with Redwing,"” said
Skinner reprovingly, “8it down, Red-
wing, old fellow, if you can find anything
to st on,”

Tom HRedwing did not st Jown., Iie
was puzeled and perplexed.  If Skinner
was really intending to be friendly, Red-
wing did not want to rebuft him. Tha
threa cheerful sauths blew out clouds of
F amoke,

“8o glad you've come in before we
hod to go!™ continued Skinner. “I'm
sure you like us puying you a friendly
vixit, wing " L

“Cortainly, if it 18 & Iriendly onel™
answered Tom,

“It's for a friendly talk. We feel
that it'a up to ua to give you sorme advies,
m_ﬁm?@n you from making a bloomer!™
satd Skinner airily. ' There's some talk,
I underetand, of mour going back to
Greyfriam,

“Weli "

"It won't do, vou Lknow.”

“Not said Redwing,

“Not at all ! Of course, I wouldu't hurk
vour feelings for worlds !" said Skinner,
with & wink at his chums. * Bat Grey-
friars really couldn't stand a {ellow of
your class, you kEnow.'

“Not at all I said Bnoop, with a sexis
ous shaoke of the head.

“ Duite impossible ! conenvied Stotd,

Tom Redwing eoloured.

“Bo that's what you heve to zav to
me "’ he said quietly.

“Yea. Of course, you'll muiesstand
that we couldn’t possibly have you in the
Remove—a fellow like you,” saui Skinnes
affably.

“We draw the line somewhers,’” ex-
plained Snoop.

"If the Head was duffer enough to lod
vou tn there would be a regulay row ™
continwed Skinner, *Of vourse, T'm oxs
plaining " thia as & [riend, so that yca
sha’n’t risk putting your foob i it"

i Tom's fﬂf? was crimson now, and lie
BYe8 WeIe EieAannng. .

““Ja that all 7" he ashed,

“T'm sure you don't miml us putling
it plainly,” smiled Skinner, ' 1i's real

vory [riendly of us, you know, It wou
be wvery uncomiortable for i-,-r.u it you
dwpol among

were p anted at a decent schoo
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dpoent follows who would he disgusted
st you. Vvo want to spare your feel-

i

ngioop and Btott chortled.  Harold

Skinner was really surpresing himsclf, in
opinion is friends,

*You sec, when you began to eat with
‘fm:r knife, or I}ll;‘i our teeth with a

ork, 1t wonld make the fellows feel i1,"
want on  Skmner. "I'm sure you
wouldn't like that, wonld you now#*

“Ha, ha, ha!" =elled Snoop and
Stott.

“I think your wisit had Letter como to
an end," snid Tom Redwing. * Would
you mind getbing out at once !

“0h, wo hiaven't finished yet !’

“You bhave!”™ answered Tom. "1
warn wyou, Skinner, that there’s o limit
to my patience.  You had better get
out,

“Isn't it rather an honour for a low
fallow to have a visit from public schoeol
chapst"” anguired Skinmer. 1 expect
vouw'll be brapging of it at your pub
this evening.’

“I don’e think anyone would boast of
your acnuaintance, Skinner! Buot T'vo
paid enough. You're not welcome here,
and I want you to go.”

“My dear man, I shall pleaso myself
about that!” replied Skinner coolly,
“ At present I'm quite comiy here,
thanls. "

“Deon't be cheeky, Redwing!™  ad-
raonished Bnoop. “If vou don't know
when wou're being honoured it's time
you learned ! i )

“ Besides, we haven't paid for the chair
yveb 1" grinned Stott,

“I don't want you to pay for the
chair 1" eaid Tom. *“It was s checky
cad'a trick to burm it, Lut vou need not
pay for it. Only go, that's all "

‘Oh, wo shall inzist upon paying for
tha chair, full value,” said Skinner. * We
eannot remain under an chlization to a
sacial dnforior, Redwing, Thero's the
money ' . .

Ho tossed a_ sixpence npon tho able,
antid irrepressible chuekles from Snoop
and Btott, )

Tom Redwing etaved at the sixpence
and at Bkinner. Ha comprehended now
thiat the cads nf the Hemove had no in-
tention of paying for the dJdamage they
had done. It was only another of Skin-
ner’s pleasant little jesta,

i Té:m gnilorman's son clenched his fists
ard.

] shoull be werr sorry to ligve to
handle & Grogvfriare fellew, though voun
don't do much credit to Grﬂgfnara.” he
said. “"DBut I've steod encugh from you.
Will you got"

“Oh, no!”

¥Then I shall put vou cutside 1" eaid
Tom.

“The three of u2?"" chortled Skinner.
¥ Yea, if yon won't go otherwisa 1V
“ Fetter got ahead and do it ! roared

Btott.  *' It'a rather o big order, but
you'ra swelcome to fry”

“Yar won't gol™

“ ot 4ill we choose.™

Tom Bedwing said no more, He

piciked up Skirner's sixpence and flung it
out at the open door into the street,
Ther he advanced on Skinner, and the
thrae young raseals piled on him at oner,
pad there was a stenggle.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Smithy Comes Down Heavy!
i Y gad, that sounds like a row!"
Tho Bounder of Greyiriars
uttered that exclamation mn sur-
prian a3 he jumped off his
biayoie ontside Tom Badwing's cottage.
Bmithy had come down to Hawkscliff
k> s Tem Redwing, with newa, Tho
arnouncament of the dMemorial Scholar-
T Macser Liprany.—XNo. 530,

ship had been made at Greyiriars, and
the Bounder was eagar to apprise his
sailorman pal of the fact. And as Smithy
alighted ho was astounded to hear the
gounds of a struggle procecding in the
cottage, with crashing of furniture, scuf-
fling of boots, and deep panting and
gasping. )

om Redwing was such a guiet fellow
that the idea of a row going on in his
cottage was simply astounding: Vernon-
Bmith leaned bis bike against the little
fence oufside, and stood starimg at the
coftage, doubtful what he ought to de.

f a row was going on, Tom was not
likely to want & visitor from Greyfriars
at such a momoent.

But the Bounder jnmped as he heard
n pantm% volen within:

“(Get the cad down, you fellows!”

“ Skinner ! ejaculated the Bounder.

“Down him! Hang him, he's as
atrong as 4 horse! Down the cad!”

Vernon-Smith fairly bounded to the
doorway.

His f)im:- was dark with rage, and the
gleam in his eves wounld have scared the
cacle of the Remove if they could have
seea it just then, The Bounder needed
no explanation. He could guess what
was happening now., It was & rag—mn
Tom Redwing’™s own cottage!

Redwing was struggling with the three
a3 the Bounder burst in.

The sailorman’s gon, strong and stuvay
and in the hest of health, would have
been a good maetch for two of the
slackers, but the three were a big hand-
ful for him, He was holding his own
ayainst them, and that was all, Skin-
ner's noze wog streaming red, and Btott
was blinking ont of one eye. Sneop had
been pitched over, and, with an_expres-
zion of cattish rage in his thin face, he
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But that weapon was never used. The
Bounder ruslied in, amd before SBneo
oven eaw him coming Bmithy's clenche
fist smote, and smote hard. ith all the
Pounder's weight behind it his  fist
crashed on Broop's sharp chin, and the
unfortunate Sidney James went whirling
across tho room,

Crash !

what had happened. The Boonder chud
not give him ﬁﬁgt‘hﬂr chance. He turned
an Shinner.

Qkivier was backing awaw, but ke
could mnot get away in time. The
Bounder knocked his feeble defence aside
and planted his knucklea upon Skinner's
nose, and ho joined Snonp on the floor.

“Oh, erumbs " stuttered Stott in dis-
ntas.

“ ' leave that cad to yon, Redwing !
said Vernon-Smith, *Ouot him with the
others "

Tom Redwing langhed,

Stott was driven back under a shower
of blows till he joined his comrades on
the Hoor. Skinner was getting up, when
a back-hander from the Bounder sent him
sprawhing again, with a yell.

“Stay where Fou are,” enid Vernon-
Emij';;r} ::ul:r-:-lh.‘r,l

“Yow-ow !

Redwing was breathing rather hard,

“I'moglad rou looked 1n, Bmithy !™ he
=aid simply. _

“T'm jolly glad,” 20id the Pounder.
“T soem to imw} come¢ at the right time,

down again if you dol” .

“Vow-ow-ugggh!” mumbled Snoop,
sttting on the floor and nursing his chin.
“You rotber, Smithy!™

“To you think I'm going to stay on
the floor?” howled Skinner furionslty.

“ Got np if yon ik, said the Dounder.
'l 2oon put you down agan!”

skinner did pol get ap.

L “Let them go, Smathy!” said Tom

had caught up a tin dish, evidently fo.

' . { bikes?™
Snoop dropped on his back, wondoring. o

Tlon't get up, Sucop. I shall kneck you
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Redwing, laughing. *It was what they
would call a rag, I suppose. Let them

O, v
L No hurry! They're going to have a
lesson, I saw thres bikes outside. Arve
they your bikes, you fellows?™

“Yes, they are!” snarled Stott.

“Redwing, old =scout, will you wheel
those bikes to tha doorway, while I keep
an &vc on these beanties®

MCertainly,” said Redwing,
surprised,

e left the cottage, and the three on
the floor looked at Vernon-Smith, “They
exchanged glances, debating in  thewr
mindz whether they should chance it with
the Bounder.

But they decided not to chanee ik

Yernon-Smith looked too dangerous,
though they were three to one; and Hed-
wing was witlun hearing.

" How ]rmg da yor think vou've goin'
to keep us sittin’ here, Bnuthy?" ashed
Skinner, between his testl.

“Only a few minuotes, dear bay, You
came here to rag Redwing, I su 2 3t

“We camo hero to tell the low cnd
what we thonght of him,” said Skinner
viciongly, ' We've done, it too !V

The Bounder nodded.

“I thought so. You're going to pay
for it.™

There wasz a clanking of the machmes
outside, and Tom Redwing looked in.

“Heve they are,” he aaxl

Tom supposed that the bikes had been
fetched to the door for Skinner & Co. fo
start from there, PBut that was very
far from being the Bounder's intention.

Ho stepped out of the cottage, and
the thvee gasping rascals got on their
feet and followed him out.  Veruon-
Smith stood by the three machines.

“You can get off now,” he remarked.

“Well, give e my jigger, confound
soul" growled Stott,

“MNot at all!™

ks ".-'i'f:m-a~at?”+ .

“You're %mmg to swalk,” snid 1he
Bounder coolly.

EWalkk " howlad Btott.

“"Walk ten miles?” yelled Buoop.

“ Exactly 1™

“Doecs that fellow want to steal our
! genecred | Skinner. “H our
machines ave left here, Smithy, I shall
charge him with stealing them.”

“Will vou®" said Vernon-Smith, “I'll
2aon settle that, then.”

Ho togk the machines one  after
awatlier, and sent thom rupning across
the street, They curled up on the ground,
crashing.

“They'll stpy there!” he snid. “Lav
a finger on them, auy of yon, and I'll
stert on vou again!”

The three hapless raggors llinked ak
him in unutterable rage. Redwing
laughed. The expression of the three was
comic at that moment, Skinner & Co,
had come there for o rag; and they wore
getting the rag.

“*You're going to walk home,” saul the
Bounder deliberately. * You mayv be ablo
to get g train ot CHff Edge, change at
Courilficld for Friavdule; but I fancy that
would land you home pretey late, Try it,
if you ke, The fare's only three shillingy
each.”

“0Oh, vou rotter!” pasped Buoop.

_ YPXE your bikes suffer from the weather,
it's you own lock-out,” added Yernoo-
Rmitn. " Redwing can’t give them
shelter, after what you've said, Skinner.”

“4Wa're going to bike home ™ shricked
Suoop.

“Vory well. Go for those bikes, and
see what you'll get!”

“0h, ron—yon-——~
stuttered. :

“1 say, let them have thoe machines,
Smithy,” murtred Tom Bedwing.

rather

Seooiy  farly
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Tha Bounder shook hiz head. His faco .

waa hard as ivon. ;

“You're a soit ass, Redwing!” he
answered. I know how to treat these
vads, If they have to walk home, they
won't be in a hurry to pay you another
visit, They'ra goin” to walk,
you worms "

Bkinner looked at Snocp, and Snoop
locked at Bkinner, Stott, with a furious
axelamation, strodo towards the bieyeles.
He Lad fo spin round the next moment,
to defend himself. The Dounder was
upen him with the spring of 2 tiger.

Buap |

Btott went down on his back. Skinner
and Snoop, who were making a move
o forward, Dbacked away again wH
ludicrous haste.

_Btolt ros¢ elowly to his fest, his head

emiging, IIe did not meke another
attompt to 1each the machines, He knew
that he could not deal with the Bounder,
and Redwmg was guite able to handle
Hnoop and Skinmer on his own. And
though Redwing would have relented
lowards the unbeappy ragg\ers, he was evi-
dently ready to back up Vernon-Smith.

“Get off 1 znapped the Bounder. “*I'm
tired of vour sulky chivvies here. IF you
don't stavt, T'1l start you with my boot 1"

“We—wa can't walk,"” eaid Enocop,
nlmost tearfully,  *“I—I ay, Smithy,
don’t be & beast, you know "

“Are you going ¥

(U Not without the Dbikes!™  hiseed
Bkmner,
“Then here goes!”

Skinner
end a gleam in his
tho Remove jumped

Jr

Vernon-Bmith  advanced on
with his hands uwp
cves,  The cad -ai
away.

“Keep off, you cad!
I'll got™

And he wenk.

Chere was no bhelp for it
almost suffocating with rage and chagrin,
stovted down the rugged street, his-facoe
quite white with fury, Snoap followed
him, Stott hesitated a moment or two,
laoking at the Bounder; and then he,
ton, fullowed.
 Vernon-Smith watehed them out of
sight. They looked buck several times,
perhaps hoping that he bad gone into the
cottapo, and that there was o chance of
mtking a rush for the hikes, But the
Bounder was on the wateh, and they gave
up that hope.

With feelings that could not be
degeribed in words, Bkinner & Co. went
tramping down rogged lanes and hilly
}Hlltila on_the long, long way to Grey-
viars.  The rag at Redwing's cottage
vould not, aftar all, be called qguite a
SUCCES,

Keop off !

THE TENTH CHAPTER,

Tom HRedwing's Chance !

UM HEDWING was smiling, but
he eould not help fecling rather
comnpassionate towards the three
wretched slackers, booked for a

tet-mile tramp over hilly country, The
Bounder did not feel the slightest twinge
of that sort. He was & good deal mote
angry than Nedwing. DBut he smiled as
he met the glance gfthe sailorman’s son,

" Never mind those cads,” he said.

“Those hikes will suffer, if they're left
ont all night, Smithy.”

“]Ln:t them ! said the Bounder indiffer-
Phthy.

* 1"l shovn them into s shed.”

 Nob your own shed "

Yo thera's ene down 1he street. To
aay ram to-night, and onybody might
wallk them off, too.”

“* Just a8 you like,” said Vernon-Smith.
“ Bhow me where the place s, I'll take
them thers, I's poing {o be my doiug,
1ol yours,”’

Skinner,,

Get off, |
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The shed belonged to an old fisherman,
who agreed to take in the hikes till
called for, for th3 moderate sum of half-
a-crown, which Smithy banded him. The
machines were put in the shed, and the
Bounder and his companion returned to
Redwing's cottage,

“You called to see mo chout some-
thing " said Tom.

“Yes, Lucky I did, as it turns out.”

“ Not lucky for BEinner,” said Tom,
laughing, “I'm sorry I can’t offer you
ani.r tea, Ymithy.  They've clearsd me
out.’

“All gerene, kid! I've brought yon
some news,” said Vernon-Hmith. ' You
want to get back to Greyfriara i you

i beanl®

Redwing’s face clouded.

“That's all over, Emith:!r,r,"

“MNot a hit of it! TI've got o new
wheeze., You remember Mark' Linley?
You were fviendly with him at {irey-
friavs, ™

“Ho waz h

: ing mo to work for a
prize,” eaid R

wing, with a smile. “A

“One  of the best!" sgid Smithy.
“What I mean is, you know on whut
terms he's at Greyfriavs? He boagged a
seholarship. ™

-splendid chap.”

“*Ves; 1 remember.™
“W-j:ii, why shouldn't you 4o the
same ™

“Oh i gjaculated Redwing.,

“%ﬂu hadn't thouglht of thati™

ii“ o, 1

“VYou conld do it,"” raid Vernon-Smith,
watching Redwing's face. "“You're as
clover as Linley, and rou've worked at
classical bosh, and that stuff, You can
counstrue Horace on your head; and
iuphnrl:,r clso in the Remove can touch
v,

Y But ia there a scholarship Eguing?“
asked Hedwing doubtiully. * Of courer,
I don't know anything sbout that.”

“I've been locking dowa the list.™

“You're awfully good, Smithy,” said
Rmhﬂnﬁ gratefully. “f never t’h-::ug'lut-
of that.

““There's something going just now
that's the very thing for you,” =aid
Smithy celmly, “There's 3 Memorial
Scholarship—founded recently in memory
of Greyiriars men who have fallen in the
war, It's open to all comers up to the
age of fifteen, and the subject is chiefly
tho kind of rot rou go in for, Of course,
there's bound to ba a lot of fellows enter
—fiva or six in the Remove, very likely,
and a sharp kid or two from the Third,
and perhaps o dozen fellows outside Groy-
friara. wlﬁl, my belief is that you counld
beat the Cireyiviors fellows who enter;
and I don't gee why you shouldn’t have
2 good chance against the rest,”™

sdwing looked very thoughtful, Ilis
cycs were shining. It was evident that
Itt_n Was Very mucﬁ taken with the sugges-
Lo,

“T don’t know all tho details of the
thing,” eaid the Bounder carelessiy:
“hat it zees & fellow through for three
vears at the school, and there’s an allow-
ancoe for 'bocks and clobber and pocket.
money.  It's rather a better thing than
Mark Linley's schol, so far as cnsh goes,
If vom eould bag i, old sconte——"

“TE 1Y muormured Hedwing,

H1t's worth trying, anyway.”

“¥oee, rather! T oconld find timo to
work for the examination. I eould go
casy with my other work., T've gol some
maoney aaverd,'” said the snilormzn’s son
thoughifully,  *When deoes the exam
come off 77

“1 don’t know,  Some weeks aliead, at
least. ™

“Ta there still {imo to eutor 7

“Oh, yes, pleniy of time for that, 1
don’t think any names are down yel. In
fact T am sure not™

"Dy Jove:? iaid Redwing, hiz eves

Three:-halfpence. 11

glistening.  “It sounds a4 Juilz good
thing, Bmithy. 1f I could pot it, I could
¢ome to Greylriare, liko Linles.”

“That's iLh

“I—1 suppose the 1lcad wouldn's
oblieﬂ-—*“

‘No fear, The Head agread o lot my
pater gend you, you know, 1 believe he
was forry you left,"™

“And—and tha olher feilowg——~"
Redwing hesitated. ““Bmithy, ¢l man,
you've been kind enough to treat mae ga

a_friend, but—but the other followh—-
You know, I'm the son of a poor man—a
sailorman. I think myself that » soilor-
man's son ig as gmd o8 anvbody <lse’s
son, of course; but some fellowa den'
take that view.™

“You'll fiud eilly snobs everywhere,
Redwing,” said the Bounder unietlw.
“But weo baven't many of that sort at
Greyiriard.  You'te seen three of the
worst this afternoon. But 1 think wou
know what Wharton and lhis fricude, for
instance, think of such matters. ‘f‘hey
don's value a fellow for the money his
father’s got in the bank. They dou't
think about moaey at all1”

y kniow—-"

“Mark Linley worked in a faclery in
Lancashire before he came. He's feiend!y
with the best [ellows in the Remove,
Then there's Penfold. His father is tho
viliage cobller at Friavdale.  Nobedy
cares Lwopeunce whether his fother ia &
cobbler o a commander-in-chief. It's
what a fellow iz himaself that counts,”

Tom Redwing nodded.

" Fellows like Bkinnor and Snoop needn’s
bother vou,” said the Bounder, “They
don't bother Linley. Of course, you den'
want to be touchy, and always thinking
that a fellow doesn't think you the zamo
as the rest. That's the mistake somao
chaps male in such a case. But rou're
not that sort of mss.”

*I hope not,” raid Redwing, Jaaghing.
" I~~I only went to be sure that I gha’n't
be looked on as—as wedging in whese
I've ne business, you know,k

“My dear man, you'll be az welrome
as the flowers in May ! T think you know
you can depend on Wharton and his pals
—and they're at the top of the Remove,
1 euppose it wouldn’t hurt you of Biliy
Buuter, for instance, didn't regard youw
as an egual #”

*“Ha, ha, ha!"

“TIa it o go, then®" asked the Bounder
“You'll put m vour nune. I'H teil you
what, Come and see Queleby, 1 kaow
old Quelehy thought it an awlul nity for
vou Lo leave. o won his heart hy
taking o real interest in the stufl he has
io ram into owr heads with the pointer,
Call on hin, and let him advise you,
He's 8 good old sort, though he's a dry
stick ; and he has a teerific sruse of duty,
Acek lits advice, and take it,”

“You—you think ho'd care in ses
ml}E!“

“T know he would.”

“TH's a go, then," seid Bedvwing, " 1T'l
eoms ! hen T
“* Make 16 Splurday  sficiroo

uelchy’s free then, I'll mention to him

it vou're going to call and ask his
advice. T know he'll be pieased.”?

“Ho waz vory kind to e when T was
theve,” said Redwing., 17 Jo ik,
Smithy., I--1 don't know Low o thank
vou., old ehap ! ) i

“Pan't tey, my son! T'm realiy ihide
ing of myself, vou know, I wanl you ab
Greyirmprs.”

Redwing laughed. .

“T gha'n't forget it," he sail,

Voernon-Smith vose, amd Tom Redwing
walked with him to the limit of tie
village, 1he Boeonder wheeling  his
machine. e nounted in the lane, aned
they |1mrt-.-d, Vernon-Smith rale away
cheerily en his hike, and Tom retarned
to hiz cottage, hiz brow very uoughilal,
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but looking very happy. It was a gréab
chance tha 1&? cn:lzpajhia way; and he
owed it to the Bounder even more than
he koew, He waa thinking of that, and
hs wondered that many of tho Greyfriars
fellows looked on Smithy as a hard nut.
Tomt only: hoped that the time might
come when he would be able to testify his
friendship for the Bounder, and repay
him in some way. And—little as Tom
Redwing or Veraon-8mith knew it—the
timo was to come when the loyal friend-
ship of the sailorman’s son was to stand
thas Bounder in good stead.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Happy Walk !

LU OUR to wait, sir (™
Skinner é Co. =zcowled hope-

iesaly. ) .
They bad arrived at Cliff
dee, and asked about a train for Friar-
ala, And that was the information the
o'd porter gave them.

“An hour!” groaned Snoop. “Wo
shouldn't be in for calling-over at that
Euliedr, as we'vo gob to go round by Court-
'E lll
*Thers won't be any conncclion at
Conrthield, sir,” said the porter stolidiy.
“ Last local leaves too soon. Chango at
Topfield and Woodlands for Courtfeld.

“And wult at both stations, 1 aup-
pose?" howled Bkinner.

#“Half an hour at Topficld, and three-
guarters at Woodlands—-=""

“Oh, crumbas ! e

“And pat home with tho milk in the
raorning,” said Stott. * Lot's etart walk-
ing it, for goodness’ sake !''

he three juniors trampod out of the
station again. ‘'They had screwed them-
pelves up to the point of parting with
three shillings each for a ticket; but with
e total of two hours and a guartor to
wait, and o walk from Courtfield to the
school at the end of s slow journey, it
vus not good enough. They tramped
Lack savagely into the lane.

“Eight rualea to Friavdale,” groaned
Snoop, jerking his heed towards a sign-

st. *“0h, rou idiot, _E!::innnr!"

: #“0h wyou frabjous idiot!™ greaned
tott.

“ Oh, shut up!"” enarled Skinner, who
was fecling as savage and soro as his
comraces. ““How could I guess that
hound Smithy would turn upt?™

“What did you want to go to Hawks-
¢liff at oll for 2"

“You silly idiot [

“0Oh, po ond eat coke!™

Skinner tramped off, and his comrades
ralled after him.  The bike ride to
Hawkscliff had tired them out. Bub a
walk of tho same distance was a real
horror to them, cspecially after the ride.
Their iegs were aching now.

The leny., long lanes seemed endless,
It was & beautiful spring afternoon, and
p fresh Lreezs came fromy the sen, and
really a }-:mgh walk ought to have been
vory enjoyable, amid green English
BOBRErY. ub the weedy slackers, who
never took nny cxoroise if they could help
it, were nob 1 & state to enjoy ik, Long
before they were lalf-way to Friardale,
they were wearily dragging one foot
aftar another, and every step was an
efort. Smithy had certainly chosen the
moat efficacioug method of punizhing the
unfortunaste ruggers.

A bicyels whirred behind them in the
Bane, and a bell bused. They drew
sullenly to one side, and & eyclist humned
by, Slkinner panted with rage as he re-
nogmaed Vernon-Smith,

*Have him off that bike " he hissed.

The Bounder swaved his hand to the
ﬂ'.:-aE , i

“ Enjoyin our walk?"
Iﬂa.ndij{ 2k 3
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Lo qpsked

Shinner made a dewperate rush at him,
Snoop and Stott were past rushing at
anything. They could not have run from
a mad buoll.

Vornon-8mith had slowed down, buet
he kept a safe distance. He glanced back
at the furious Skinner with a mocking
gmilo.

“Tired cdear oy ™

“Oh, you rotter '™ ponted Skinner.

Tt do you good,” said the Bounder
ancouragingly.
in fact. Ta-ta!
you fre

He deove at liig pedals, and vanislied In
a clond of dust.

“0Oh, deart!” mmmbled Stett, Y Yon
fool, Bkinoner t™

Y on idiot, Bkinper !™ proaned Snoop.

“Il we could only get o lift some-
whera!" muttered Skinner,

But there was 1o lift 1o be had. One
or two market carts had been sighted,
but they were going in the wrong direc-
tion. A motor-car burzed by, and they
seowled ab it

Tramp, tramp, tramp!

The three slackers were feoling as if
lifo wera not worth living wlen ther
carne wearily oub into Friardale Lane ot
last. It was still another mile to the
scheool, and they would have given the
treasures of Goleonda for a lift

““ Hallo, halle, halle”

From Pege Lans a bunch of merey
cyclists amerged in the gathering dusle.
Skinner and Eﬁtutt and Sacop looked at
them with lack-lustre eyes. Dhusk was
falling, and Harry Wharton & Co. were
making good speed on their wayr home
from Cliff House.

But they slowed down ot tho sight of
the ihree.

“{uite a valuable leason,
So hapny to have meb

“Dy gad, you lopked pumped!” oz
cloimed Hazeldere. *““Wheove are Tour
bikes?”

I‘{."W-D‘i‘&"!”

"You didn't follow vs to the village ™
sard Bob Cherry. **Didn't vou feel up to
that rpce®"

“Oh, dear!”

“ Anything happened®” asked Harry
Wharton. * Lost vour bikes?”

“I—I say, lend me your bike, Whar
ton, to get home, will you?"” greaned
Bnoop.

““My hat! Thal's rgther cool! Wa've
ouly got inst time to ‘got in for calling-
ovor oursolves ! exelaimed the eaptain
of the Rernove.

“I'm clead beat, You'ro stronger than
I am,” mumbled Snoop.

“I hope #o," sald Wharton, with a

langh. *“*No reason why rou sheuldn't
be strong, if vou gave up smoking and
slacking and did some exercize, though.”

“I—1 know,” said Sncop, with unex-
pected humility, “IDon't rub if in! I'm
done for! I can't get home!™

“But what on earth’s happened?” ex-
claimed Johnny Bull.

Bhkinter gave his comrades a warning
loole. There would Lz no help from the
Famons Five i they knew the facts.

A beast got our bikea wway from us
at—sorzewhere a long way off,” he stam-
mered. " Wa've had to walk home.”

“My lLat! Yon'd Lettor go to the
police-station, then!™ exclaimed YWhar-
ton. “Yen can't lose your bikes."”

" Tt—it was A reviriars chiap—a rotien
jape,"” stammered Bkinner,

““The japelulness must have Leen ter-
rific!"” remarked Hurres Jamset Ram
Sihgl. "It was too much japelulness, I
think!"

“Who was 1t asked Wharten guietlr,
eveing the dusts three,

“"Smithe.”

“Why did he do it

“ Because he's a rotten Leound.™

0h, rot!™ ;

“You ean gob up behind me, Skinner,

if vou bike,” mpid Bob Cherry compos-
sionately, “I'll wheel you home.”

“Hold on 5 mipute!" gaid Harry
Wharton grimly. “If Bmithy landed
them in this, Smithy had o reason. I
wondered why Skinner offered to race us
to the ﬂllagfe. I1e was spoofing—he never
kept in sight of ua oven. WWill vou tell
uz where vou've been, Skinner?”

“What does it matter? Give us o hLifb
horae, ™

“Youw've como a long war, I can sco
that,” answered Wharton., “Have yvou
Leen to Hawlaclifi ¢

* Hawkecliff I'' exclaimed Bolb.

“Oh!" eyaculated Nugent. I begin
to sen light! That's why they didn'c
want us to know where they wove
going "

“ And Bmithy caught them there!” ex-
claimed Hazeldene, "Havoe you Leen
ragging that sailor chap at Flawkseliff,
Shkinney "

mhinner gritted hiz {ooth,

“It was all Skinner’s doing,'" said
snocop feebly. 1 say, do give us z lifg,
you chaps! T can't stand any more—I'm
dead beat! We—we didn't want to go
really. And-and wa've had an awful
Livan, ™

“It was all Bkinner’s fault,” moaned
Stotk. " Give na a lift] I'Il never speak
to Redwing again, if you like."

“You've been ragring Redwing at Lis
own place t" exclaimed ilarry Wharton,

“0Oh, dear! Yes. But—but we got
nearly all the ragging.”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“And Smithy gave you a welk home!
I understand. Well, I'm not going to
interfers with Smithy, for one.”

Mo fear!” said Johnuy Bull, ¥ Bmithy
did right. I'd have given them a good
hiding inte the bargain.”

“Ekinner's nose locks a3 if Bmithy

| did {" chuckled Nugent.

““ And Snoopey seems fo have picked
up & blue chin somewhere '™ roared Beb

Cherry,  *Iia, ha, ha! Did vou run
vour chin on  Smithy's  kouckles,
Hnoopey i

“I—i sav, don't leave ws!" gasped

Snoop, as tha chums prepared to remount
their machines. *I'm sorry! Oh, dear!”
“lave us a chance!” moaned Stott.

“I—=I'm aching all over.”

Wharton heasitated.

“Well, let's take those two up,” ha
satd,  * Skinner can stick it out. He's
the worst, and he wants a losson.”

Hilang vou!" snarled Skinner.

Snoop and Stott were allowed o
mount.  Ther stood on the foot-rests
Lehind Harre Wharton and Bob, and
wors borno away by the eyclists, 1t wne
a very welcome rest to the weary slackers.
Har{:{d Skinner stood looking after then,
with envy, hatred, nnd all uncharitable-
nesz in lus look. Nobody had any com-
paezion on Slkanner. The juniora felt that
Lo didn't deserve any. Skinnor did nol
alwavs geb his desorks: Lot there was no
reazon why he shouldn't get them this
time, in the opinion of the Co.

Harry Wharten & Co. vanished in the
gathering dusk, and Skinner tramped on
woarily.

It was dark when be reached Grer.
frinrs, pnd Crosticg was in the act of
locking the gates, Skinner just squeezed
.

1le linped anto ITall for calling-over,
and plmost greaned ount ““Adsum " when
biz name was called. Vernon Emith re-
parded ki with a smile, and the Famous
Five were amiling, too,

After roll call, Skinner limped out,

YHe, he, he!" cackled Bally dunler,
"T've ima‘r{! about it! He, he, ho! I
soy, Skinngr, you do leck happy! e,
e, Lio!"

skinuer hadn't even energy enough left
{e punch Bunler, Ie limped awav in s
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state of misery, and crawled to his study,
whera he ssnlt into a chair, and stuck
therg like glue, :

Ho wus still there, motionless, when
Vernon-Smith eame in to do his prep.

“Atill fapged?” smiled the Bounder,

Mo anawar.

It may interest you to know, Bkinner,
that, Redwing will very likely be coming
back to Greyiriars, after all™ snid
Yernon-Smith, .

Bkinner’s eyes gleamed Like a snake’s,

“¥Yes; 1 know what you'ro thinkmng,
dear man!" said the Bounder, with a
noed. ‘*You've had a lesson to-day, Shkin-
ner. If Hedwing comes back, you're
gomg to treat him tivilly. You're not
going to play any of the kind tricks
you're thinking of already. I'm going to
see that you don’t. If you do, my I;.c.?r
you've got me to reckon with—and I 1i
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make you =it up in a way that will mako
your hair curl!"

With that the Bounder sat down ta his
prep, teking no further netice of Skin-
ner's existence.

The next morning Vernon-Emith found
an opportunity of speaking to Al
Quelch; and the same day he was abls to
write to Tom Redwing at Hawkscliff that
the Remove-master would be glad to seo
him on Saturday.

The Aemorial Scholarship was the talk
of the lower Forms at Greyfriars now,
and several fellows had already made up
their minds to enter for ik, Only the
Hend, Ar. Quelch, and the Bounder know
that the generous founder was Mr.
Samuel Vernop-Smith, Even Bkinner
mever thought of ausﬁwﬁnq that. DBut
Skinner =oon knew that Tom Redwing
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Yaleoce has ever beeén omoug the

leading characters of the dOrey-

friars storigs, But both have
played thelr parts ot ‘times, and of Welker
we may hear ugain. Valence we have dong
with, I think ; and T really do pot Enow that
bis further fortunes would much interest
me, for ome. When one thinks of a fine
fellow like Arthur Courtoey giving his life
for such a rotter it I3 easy emough fo
npplaud the sacrifice—but not for Valeneo's
sake, Onc can feo the lesson of it; but
that lessom iz certainly not that & fellow
of” Valenee's type is better worth keeping
alive than one of Courtney’s. It lies in the
epirit of eelf-aacrifice too high to weigh such
consjderatons,

Walker {3 a better fellow than Valence.
It would mot be altogether surprising to And
him goiong straight for . More than
ence he has sbown that be will not go to
the lengths that Loder and Carnp will. His
stapdard of honour is not as: high as it might
be; hut it is a good deal higher than theira.

The first story in which I can recall Walker
az figuring at all prominently is ibat In
which o prefect was put Into, a study in the
Kemove passage to Keep order, The Remove,
naturally did not approve of thls scheme,
snd they proceeded to make the lile of their

NEITHER James Walker nor Rupert

-~

new special warder intelerable. They played
all soris of tricks on ]Iim—ﬁhﬁsla AINOng
others—and. he cleared oub ab length, Even
Courtney, whom ihe jomiors all liked, found
the position too hot for him; and in the
long run the Bemove got rid of Lho intrusive
prefect.

Walker was ona of thos¢ for whoma LR

Remove refused to fag In “The Outlaws of
the-School,” But he played po conspicuous
E*i}l‘t- in the events that followed, It vas
Vingate who took the trouble in band, and
o ke rebels. Caning did not brimg them
to hecl, and Wingate held counsel with Mr.
Quelel, whose opinion was that, on the
whale, fiﬁginﬂ by the Reémove might well

be nbolished, It was abolished, and, of
course, the prefects of the wrong Lype
resented that hotly,

But Walker, though he has had a share
in Lhe black sheeps' sbady doings, though he
132 inelined fo gambling and swoking, and
afl that eort n!g thing, is wat a bully, and
the juniora do oot partienlarly dislike him.

was unpopular when he backed up
Loder 4t the time of the “Split in the
3ixtl.” The Hermove were beart and soul
on Wingaté's slde—all the best of them, at
teast—and as Courtmey would not stand for
the capiainey in hiz chum's place, they
went- for Coker ns captain, Coker did not
keep the job, When there was o hew elec.
tion, with him and Wingate as candidates,
Walker was among the very Lig majority
who voted for the old skipper.

It was in connection with the match with
the Old Boys that Walker showed up best,

erhaps. Loder had counted ovpon his help-
ng. to sell that match. - Walker was so
incensed at the proposition that he knocked
Loder down; and at a eritical moment he
won the game for his zide by going for and
holdlng o catch which was really Loder'a
Jiut he knew that Loder would put it on the
floor, and he had no hesitation about butting
. "He knew, for had not Lodéer purpoacly
run him out when he was well set?

Quite lately we bave seen Loder anod
Walker at odda again, and Walker putiing
llﬁ for the r:aptainc:r. but having to retire
through Loder's foul play on the footer-
Egh:l, which resulted In a wpasty burk for

im.

After that wa may reasonably expect that
James Walker will realise just how much
the friendship of a fellow of Lader's type is
wotth., If-he cuts Loder entirely, and sticks
to games, work, and hiz-dutjes as o prefect,
there i3 no reason why hé should not yet
be a credit to the Gréyfriars Sixth Form.
I'gr there is some good studl in hiém,

Valence is oot entirely a wvillain. He
showed up in bevter colours at lapst once.
After the trouble with Sir Hilton Popper,
when  Arthuy  Courtney took upon his
shoulders the burden of his chum's guilt,
and was brutally thrashed by the testy old
baronet, Valence lay low for a time. Bug
poaching bad got into hiz blood. He started
again, and pot Terey Dolsover In it with
hirn, HMeavy trouble came of v, Sir Hilton's
end-keeper was thot, and the Adreyfriars
pouchers were suspected of the erime—
though, at worst, it was realised that If
tiiey bt done it they bad done it by accl
dent. It was not they, apd the kcepér did
not die, thowph at one time it was feared
e would, DBut the matter Wwas g Vary
grave that it was quite imposzible for D,
Locke to allow Valence to stay on.  Bolsover,
it Lfll:n:'m:nr, waa considered as having been
under the Sixth-Former's iofluence, apd got
off with a fAogeing. DBut Valenco wns ex-
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was to enter. Ferhaps Billy Burter's
long curs wore rvesponmible for that, sa
Smithy had talked ef it with Harew
Whmton & Co. in Study No. l—and
thers was a kevhole to the door. And
Skinner put his nama down at onee, feel-

ing that he would even undertake work

for the sake of a chance of
boy from Hawlkscliff,

But with the exception of Bkinner and
hiz eronies, Tom Redwing had the good
wishes of all the Remove; ond. all tho
chums hoped that Torn Hedwing's chance
would materialise in the return of the
sailorman’s son to Greyfriars.

(Don’t miss “TOM REDWING—
HERO ' — next Monday’s grand
complete story of Harry Wharton
& Co., by FRANK RICHARDS.)

vating the
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pelled—there was simply nothing else for 4,

He came hack as & new boy. Hefore that
happened, however, his eister Vielet had
come to Orevfriars o plead with the Head
for his eomsent to Rupert’s return, - The
Head was moved by heér pleading, but he
had to refuze. Then Valence, with his foce
ateined nnd otherwlsze nltere&. appeared at
the school as Trevelyan, a new boy from
Cornwall.

It was a difieult
not have played it
against him,

att to play, and be could

d evervone's hatd beexi
But those who saw through
the imposture kept silence—till Valence fell
foul of Banke, the bookmaker,

Then the crieizs epme. It was through
good nature that Valence had got Im
Banks' power. HHe was belping Hareldens
against the pressure put upon hym upont by
Banks. The bookmaker gave bim  his
alterpative—stand aside and sce Horel
vlctimized, or bave bis secret givenm away.

Now, Valence owed Harel nothing. There
hod never beenm any specinl bond between
them, Loder or Carne would heve smiled
eynically at eeeing &8 Removite undeér the
thumb of Banks. Keither would bave Ijfted
w. finger to belp him, even without risk to
themselves. .

But Valence stood flrm, What moved, him
then it is hard to say: but whatever it may
iave becn-—tbhe memory of Courthey's sacrl-
fice, perhaps, or the gentle influence of his
sister Vi, who had s by bim g0 finely-«
ha stood Arm, and, in doing so, showed thag
there was real good In him. Anod he had -his
reward, though be had not worked Tor a
reward, When the whola story camo oub the
Head was 5o (mpressed by bhia conduct that
he agreed to his staying on—no Wnger A
Trevelyan, but ander his true nome,

Perhaps It would have been better for I;!?!
{f he had gone. You may say it would es
tainly have been hetter for hls sister and
for Courtney. Bat who knows?

Valence could ool live ug to the standard
ho had szet himself. Bit by bit hé slipped
downhill again. And the end for him ah
Greyfrinre came in the way yoo all know, Th
wag a misernble ending’ for him—but not ltor
Arthur Courtniey |
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Extracts from “THE GREYFRIARS HERALD?”
and “TOM MERRY’'S WEEKLY.”
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ROUGH ON RACKE!

I delivered that intercating pices
of informsation, pius the parccl
mentiened, last Saturday. morning,

ni our worthy skipper came downstairs vhh
Rlgnnery.

Now, I alwoys get a good example to the
Potm by risdng early—abem! 1 was expeot
g g remitizoce by the morping post, and
that may, of courze, have had something to
do with tha fact that I was one of che. firat
chaps down that morning, and making a bee-
liou for thoe rack—no pun intended, Aubrey!

There wasn't & letter for me, however, but
there waes a small parcel for Tow Merry—in
Misa Priscillx Fawcett's hand.

The aforesgid Thomas caught the package
fon his nose, and glared, Then his (rowo
Faded as he gpotted the hendwriting, . Tommy
i3 really o end fond of his devoted gnardinn,
who, in ler furn, simply worships him, Rhe
wouldn't et e, though. She  always
imagines her darling Tommy @3 still a baby
in long clethes, nnd Bho treats him as sueh!

Tom Berry eut the string and grew out
a letter, aud g little box ofl—

My eve caught thoe label,

Cough pills!

Mannera nml I exelbanged glances

“What dees she say, Tommyi™ Mannors
laguired eviopathetically.

ofy Merry groaned inwardiy,

“Oh, my het!” he ejaculated. “Listen to

Lils, Munners-and you, BMoaty. * My dacling

my,~1 am enclosing n box of Dr.
eedew’s Congh Plils, which I specizlly want
¥ou to take regalatly, three limes o day,
belore menalz. I am sure 1 can rely upon you
ot this, my darling child. I s calling to
B23 your very soon

“Fhew ™ whistled Mapnerz, “That's dono
1t Yeu'll bhave to take them, Tommyt™

Tom Mzrey maade o grimace.

“Yeéu, T soppose I shell!” Le said slowle.
L would 't offend Miss Priseilla for worlds.
AL, dt's no Iapghing matter, jou peses!
What ars yom cackling ate"”

“Ha, ha! Nothing! Al serene! T gasped,
anid Manners choked down his mirth with an
affort. “l-but they mighin't taste so bad,
Tommy! Why not Ery one nowe”

“Not a bad ideal” awrecd Tom Barry.
= E hat, she's given me o dose herel  Jusk
Iook at the labeli™

He poinfed to & phrazo that 6led we el
with awe. It was “One hundred pitls.”

Foor old Tummy!

ﬁ.inri:ﬂrlgr he opened the box and sclected
ops of the awful concoctions deposing inslde.
Then Lie roarad:

“Tigh: ARt Ugh! Groohi

“Tusto all right:" T inguired Innocently.

1.
HP ARCEL for you, Tomimy 1°

P! Lirooh ™

"Well, why don't you take i oub®”
gamatded Munmers. “Thers's no feed—""

"Groolt! 1've—uszh!--chewed it upt™

“Hn, ha, bat!®

“Come, come, Tommy '™ T said. *"VYou're
maling a lot of fuss abous ons finy plie
Pull wourssld togeller!™

“Teh! Taste one yourseli!

L «iid.

o did Manners.

We took good care not Lo chew thiem! Dot
even with the pill resting on the tongue the
flavour wasn't really niee, Keedlezs to say,
our pills dida't etry long in our reapective
moutis.

H"Whnl: do you think of 1t_hﬂm. Monty 7"

ANMCrE Ssaed e, WEMNG Iia meeubll with
Bbis handierchief.

“Horridi” I replied, doing litewise, *It's
» bitter pill for Tommy to swallow (™

Tom erty  groaned again, but whetler
H was the effact of the joke or the pill
Can't surniise.

The breakfast-bell went then, and we
beaded for the dinlog-tal, Tom Merey still
gasping apaszaodically.,

Grooh!”

Printed aud publishsl weskly b
Agpenta {o7 Anyiralasia: Gordon J Gotch,

By MONTY LOWTHER.

Bur aftor brenkfast he scemed guite his
old sell zghin. i

“What are you geoipg to do abouf [£1" I
questiongd him, as we came out.

He gave mo almost 4 haggard look.

“1 dl:ui‘l: know !™ he =pid wearily, ©I-=1

eappose L must take them, ID I don't, what
shinll I say to Dliss Priscilla when ahe
CorLes

And thia time I refroined from gpaking bim
"‘ttltmt wasl o conundrum, ated consaicd b
wilkh :

“Hucl: up, old scont!  ¥You can swallow
them: wholo next time, viou Lnow !

To which Tom Merry nodded [i!Ln.‘.-i:.'H:-‘,

“Yex, I supposs that's the only war!™ he
gaid dolefully.

“Enleagma T s,

b

“Unlesa vou tale fhe Istosr out info the
quad——"

“What on earth—"

“Then you can say with traflk thef vou
*earried out  ber instriactionel™ I concluded
tricmphantly.

Gut the only appreclatlen I receired for
tlﬁ? excellent joxe wad o enort from Mannirs,
ant:

“Adl serere, Tofm! We mizlit have known
& rotten joke wis comingl”

IL

O dut rolter? Lol that enkic alopes!

It's all we'va got for our tem!™
Monuers, a3 the above rematks
indicates, doea not live wp to his
name ol the £ime,  Bub vedlly there wasg
geod egust for Lis indignation. We had just
returned to tha stady alter dipner thal day.
Talhot had delayed va in the passage, and
jawed footer for o Full ten minutés, and
during that thme . Bagpy Trimble had not
bBeen #dle,  As it Bappessd, we interrupted
Iim i tha middie of a hoge cake which we

bged inlen ded [or ten. He siaried guiltily,

U, really, Manneral” he said, with an
effort at indigeation, “Oniy fust 2 lrle
snack, von knows. I adidn'e have much for
ditmer, and——"

g only cnough for fhres haps T sporfed
Tom Merry., "Where'a that stumpt™

“Bugey takes the cake!™ I murmnured.
"Euk, hotd on A really brilliant thovght
gtruck me, "I Bex to sufgest a unigue huf
effeckive punishment for our friend Bragy ™
Why not reake bim tola o piEG™

", ha, ba!”

“lpood egg!™ clorgsed Tom and Manners.
There was only one diszenter. Al ua this
wis Trimble hime2l B wasz oply o, be
oxpected ba wouldn't agresd

He protested strongly,

“Oh, really, vou fxllowal” le expoztulated.
“Loolk here, hold oo, T say! I can pat rou
up to something, you Lnow D"

“How can you pub v up o something wo
Epow?” 1 demanded, shamefully misusing
Ragoy's senténte,  HBnd it was lost on the
obhtuse Baggy. Ha only looked puzzled.

wigh? Look here, I may know ssmethipne!”

Tont Merry appedated to rcﬂtggt.

“You may!™ ha assented. “But we've gob
ne proof of thet!  Bub it"a quite possible,
by Jove!”

“Though ot very probablic!™ I ioterjected.
“Look here—-"
“Alerew it

[ 1

"0Oh, you shuet wp, Lowbiber! Tom Merrs,
ligtem fo rme—keep thosa pills away!-1'
tell you. It—it was Dacke!™

“EL? What was Backe(" paked Tom
Merry.

“Racle gent those pills? I wasn'b Miss

| Priseilta at all!” Bagiy biurled ont.

We stared.

Dagey had suceceded in impressing us ab
last, and fis confidence returned.

"That's what made you starf—eh?™ ha
Durbled, “T suppose vou don't mind - me
lLgving a picee of this coke, juat o rorner——"

tho Propristors st Tho Flee'way House Fartingoon Stcoet, Lomion, B.0.4, En
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“We jolly well do?” I rvoured, and declded
the point by replacing it—the cake, not the
point—in the cupboard, and leeking the door.

“Wow, thep!" paid Tom Merry steruly.
“How do you Enow thiz, you fat Ansniasi”™

“I—I hoppened to Lo passing  Backe's
stady—"

'ZI"- When your Lootlaee cama nndonsi” asked

TR

“Yesg: that was jast il I—" N

“Rather o siugular circumstauce,” said
Tom Merry, with crushing sareasm, “cof-
gldeTing you're wearing button-hooptal™

“I-1 mean fo eay f—a button come oT1°

“No: It didu‘t! They'te all intact!”

0 omy frousers! roarcd Meagey. Caa’h
vou fellowy take my word? I heard, guite
by charee, of courae, Kacke & Up. dizoussing
it.  Hucke and Crooke were arguing on wvho
waz to takoe the parcel down to Hyicombe."

“Iu this true?” maked Tom Merry, cyeiug
fhe fat junior kKeemly. “You're sot lrieg to
gxve your skiny”

“0h, really!” protested the
Bagay. “Look at the postmark 1™

T wrappings round the pills in yonr
recket, Tom,” I rewarked: ond bhe fshed
il ok,

Faintly on the dark-Lrown paper we traced
the word *Rylcembe,”

“That clinches 817 esid Tom Werry,
between his feeth; “but—Lbont how did he
copy the weitiog? That puerles wo!™

“Trida't you milss n lebter from Miss aw-
cett last week?"” aaid Manners suddenly.

"My hat! Yes! The rotters! I—I'11 skin
‘e And T should have swallowed theas
disgusting things—a hondred of them—if I
Lhadn't fvund ott®

“¥Yeu; tho bengta?"” T sald, sympatheticatiy,
“[hey were trying to *Faweell® on you,
Temmy ™

d E-]‘rrl"

Bagey wiz allowed to go.  Whoee bhe hind
departed, Tom Merry turned fo ua.

“You fellows ready?™ bhe asked grimly,
“Wi're deing nothing this afterncon. 6o
we've letr of time o attend to Lhos
rottors !

“Right-ho!”
Alannersd™

indignant

L said Leartlly.  "Coming,

e r——

111.
id UET in L™
Wo beamed geniclly on Croole.
whora we ¢ame upon io the act of
locking the study door. :
"Justk in timo!” 1 repeated  cheerily.

» " Racke here, and the merry Scrope? Pleascd

to sec you, Macke!™

Racke scowled. He did not srem to recip-
rocate tho feeling,

"I'm afraid we shall bave to interrupb sour
littls parcty, Racke.” zaid Tom BMerry grimly.
“Taock the door, Mammers?”

Matners turned fhe key in the loelk.

Hacke sturted to hia feet anprily. Crooka
wad sneecring. Hcrope was looking uneasy.

“Hang you! What do you wanti Lacke
enaried.

“Juat a littie talk about a box of plile you
were good enouzh te send me!™

“Haug you, what do you wean?
vou oo rotten pills!”

“It's no nae your denying ik, Racke,” sald
Tom. “Anyhow, we're not going to wasic
time over your denials. Besides, we've come
Lere to do you a8 pood tours!™

“ERT What the dickens d6 v0u nwean?™

“I've uoticed, Racke, that lately you've
been coudhing rather fecquentls,” went on
Tom Merfy, with the same exasperating
cociness. " Hove you ooliced it, Maopera:™

“L have!" agreed Mapoers solemaly.

fAnd you, Monty¥

"Most asauredly 1™ T assented.

“Bu under the circumstances,” contipued
Tom calmly, “I am going to do a roal act

'Tn:[i'r{nﬁ. Rubaripl iga, 85, 1M1, per angum,
ricm, Tas Ceniral Nevws ageany, Lid,,

I've scnt
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of hiwdnegss,  You want soutcihing fo stop
Four mu-.:!h Lacke—e—""

" Befebe iF poes any further, Do Pecdem®s
Cough Pills are the very things! As Crooke
awd Serope, beloe in your company, are
likedy to eateh rour cold, I think it will be
advigehle fo give them o dose also!  Collar
them, ¥ou fellows!™

“Dou't you darge—" rgared Racke, juinp-
b wp. I tell yot— Gug-gug-gerre!™

A curious ending fo a scntence—what?
Rut wlum one has o hox of cigarettes jummend
into one's wauth one je apt to say all sorls
of funny things. And that is what bappened
to Racke.

Crooke amd Bcrope went down before our
cliree, and sacmed in no hinrry to rize. Tom
Merry eut Jdown a picture or two from the
wall, and one by one the theee bludes were
ticd vp with the cords thus obtained, their
Bands  Dehind  their  backa, Tom  Mecry
utilising the cord for the purpose,  Their
plures wera simply Huovwpish by this time,
Racke did not have much to say. e was
busy, fratically chewing clrdrettes—rather
it alisgrneting thing to do, as T poimted out
it Dijim,

Tum Merry produced the pills, and I pro-
ducedd w0 pin,

wxaw, Racke,” said Tom, selecting o well-
eoated pill, “Kindly opon your mouth !
won't? Very well! oirty, that pin please ™

“Ow! Kcep off, Lowther! Ug-zrogh!®

Che pill was In! And Racke bad ehewed
it!

“How do

vou like Lhem,

Yo

Aubreyt 1*
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quited blandly.
stinb GRE”

“ X, powdery fdavour,

Glare!
“Now a nice cul of fab pork—="
“Ugh! Don'gl”

“0r a slice of greasy hoyg———"

“Don'tt” plended Racke,

“Chuck it, Mowty ! laughed Tom Merry,
whe bad just succeeded, with the aid of
slannera, in popping o bl inte €rooke’s
month as e was yvelling * Yow.ow!"

“There, Crooke!™ e odded pleasantly.
“There's your little dose! Don't snap your
feeth sn feroipusly, or-——  There; 1 fold
you gol”

Crovke had also khtien Whiroush Liig peild!?

Serope come last, wnd was zerved in like
Faghbon.  Scrope,  Dhowever, managed Lo
swallow hin dose whale,

Then we crowded oub of the study, roar-
g, but from a very dilferent erose,

& . - = " ® =

We were v Lhe mibddle of tea when Mr,
Vailton Iooked in, with z mwile.

“Hinlly go to the "phone, Merry!™ he said.
"Your gunrdian, Misa Faweett, dosires 8 word
with roul!”

Tom Merey left the stady, (o return five
iinutes Iater.

*What do youn think, vou Tellows?' pge
annownead, It wasa't Macke at bl

“Wihatt™

“Miga Priscilla rang wp from Rylcombe to
say ale’s ealling to-movrow Lo sce me,  Ble

13

wanted to kpmow wiether I'd taloen the pills
shnusieuf. e, :

i, jiminy ! aped.
teil hier®” ! ey

“1 said that unlortunately there had been
an accident with them, She didn't mind nt
all. Bhe's bringire some wtore with her!™

“Wihy i3 she in Eylcombey™ Mannora
wanted to know.

“8he's visiting an ofd friend of bers there,™
explained Tom, grineming, ' Curioys, aln’ts
it? We've been rather hasty with Racke &
Co. Mizht as well go and tell them we'ro
soFry 1"

We went. Racke & Co, were ot feq, hov-
ing freed themselves of their cords zoon
after we [leit then,

“Peace!™ said Tom Merry Imafily, os
Racke juniped up at the sight of vs, ~“We'va
cone to eny we're sorry, liacke. We'va
found out it wasn't you at all|”

“You can take your sorrow  somcewhere
¢lze 1™ Rucke snarled savagely, “ Ar p matter
of faet, we were planning to send them
resterdiny, enly wo conldn't get the dashed
things! sSomebody edse sent them, 1 pec, |
bope they nearly poisoncd you!™

“That's enough, Racke! Come on, wm
fellowa!™ said Fom Merry. “1I'd mop up the
rotiers, only they've Lad enougl for one
afternoop 1™

Ho Trinthle had not led, after all. Racke
had not carried aut Lis achome, bub the
Fates Daul dochled he should suffer for it,
mevertheless,  Whieh, oo the whole, wos
rather Nough on FHacke!

THE END.

*What did yoo

THE CATERPILLAR'S BLUNDER!

A Story of Highcliffe School.

i NE more week,® yawned my chum
O ¢ Courcy=Enown to cverybody

whip matters a8 the Caterplllar—
wau' my doom, Pranky, iz sealed !”

“nbk it short, you cllly duffer!® T said,
Tnughing. +<1x it the Governors’ DExam
vou re worrylng about

“ Precisely, dear box! It havuts me night
an' &4y, in my wakin' bhours, in my sleep.
U've uot swoticd np a single line, an’, what's
more, [ don’t intend to. A little learmin',
Franky, is a dangerons thing.®

7 confezs I Pelt o Lit sorry Ior the Cater.
pillar, You zee, every fellow in the Fourkh
bms to enfer for the Govermorss BExam,
whether be likes It or nol,

To make matters worse, Maobby waa con-
dueling the show. And Moblby's got o nasty
knack of siogling ont the wenk espob in n
Tellow's  AEmQLE, Even a fellow who's
swotled night and day for weeks goes lnlo
Lhe Vormeroom om that oventfol morbog
with his Enees knoeking together.

et the Coatcrpillar, with his usual dis
fasle For work of any deseription, hadn't
done a stroke, And time was fving foslb.
Tu a matter of days now be would mineet 1ds
Tatc,

wTook fere,” I zald, “there’s still time Tor
samelling (o e Jdone, Why don’t you put
oir shoubder to ithe wheel, and make up
?q-r lost time? If youw'd care to sty wp a
conple of hours each night—"

“ ATy dear iman-——=-"

# And swot like the very dickeng——"

% llenlly, Franky—"

“f whall he pleased to give vou & had,
You'll e able Lo mareh in 1o Mobby wilh o
stout heart and a smiling face. When yow've
nsked Lo give the dates of the worlld's
greateat hobtlez, you'™l e uble Lo rablle 'cin
aff Jike—like a howse on fAire, When you're
azhed who Plato and Sophocics amwd Buripites
were, you'll e alile fo say they're Losony pais
af yours ahwost.  And whenr it comes Lo
Lalin yerse—--"

< Ponl 'Y ozaid the Calerpiflar feebly. &1
ean't hear it! It's all very woell for fellows
like xyon, Franky, whe were horn with Zal-
watiie bodleries inside you ; foirh  Lhe Imoee
imention of work Iz exbawstin’ to thiz elild.®

I shrogzed my shotder=,

sy wey well, 1 you don't ehowse (o swol
while there's yet Lime, you mnst e the
FER T T

They Calerpriilar streleled his eleaanl Tinghe
an Lhe sofa, sl elosesl biis evese | obhoagho
be Iuul gone to sléep; bud prezently be zhot
b wilh o bevk

w EFranky, ol 1op? he spil, S5t ol
Bownchow or otler, Tmust dodae hat Teastly
LR T HRE

ol L T i I LRI

-
-

“I wmust arrange (o eateh momps,
somothin’, om Lhe eve of the exam.”

“You't be spotted, as surg as fate, and
cilled over e eouls for malinserirg, ™

Well, 1 must wmake plang for Mohby to
he: spirited away, or kiduapped, or some
thin' of that sort! These things have heen
knoww Lo hippen, ¥ 'know. @
I shonlde't try it on, Kidnapping wmasters
13 o pumizhahle offence under Lthe Pefence of
the Hedalm Aet. Yon ean't very well walk of
with Alobby in your waisteoat-pocket, And
he's o very downy bicd is Bobly.

The Caterpillac sighed wearily.

tBueh iz Jife!™ he said, “ You kmow what
Lyron says:

EERANe Pz moslly froth and Iwebble
Two things =tand like stone—
Dolgin® duty at Lhe double,
Leavin' work alone,' ®

"Yaou burbling chomp!  Tyron didn't say
anything tike that; and yvouw've twisted the
lext roumd te snit your own emds, Loo!
Look here, Caterpillar, old man! Putting it
Lluntly, you're a lazy zlacker! Once apon a
time [ Ehought I'd desgscd you oub of the
rak. 1 haven't.  You're worse than ever.

1

Tnstead of sperding vour {ime scheming how

Lo get rid of Mobby, why don't you pile in
and swel? I'M ent the footor for the sake o
giving you an bowr now, i youw like, Hand
over that Latin primer, aud we'ld go throuzl
a few of the cxerelges—n
U No dashed fear!® said (he Caterpillar
firmdy. “I've mapde up omy wimd, an® my
will i3 az wnalterable as the laws of the
Swedes an' Prosstans, By hook or by erock
'm goin’ to get Mobhy out of the woy, 7
ilom't miingd any olher teaster takin®  the
e, I oshall e abile to puil the wool over
the eves of anybedy else.  Mobhy®s the onls
iy i the ointment, An' Mobby muost go!»

=850 will you if you start nony IMek Turpin
slimts here!  Youo'll be fred out of High-
clilfe on your meck @+

My ehum made 10 answer,

s Uaterpiilanr D Bupesl, ol man——"~

Enore!

boenw that T might just as woell nll.c-ml:.l. Lo
reason with a4 brick wall g2 with the Cater-
pillar fust then, When he slonthered nothing
ghort of an eorihgiake could =hift Lo,

o0 ogave ioupe.

— -

napal after our copverzsalion—{ihat iz

1o oy, he oJdidn't earry on oab oall

e sl sLackesd o] abogesd 2 sonl whep

(e eve of Lhe oxood eame ronweed be o head aol
e Forenrrler.
Pler  Beovewnioasif

1L
rI'\III': Calorntlinr carried on fhe same a2

info fhe stody while T was

By FRANK COURTENAY.

polishing np m%' notes, and chucked Limself
down on the sofa az if life bad nothing more
Lo offer,

I chucklvd. T suppose g fellow oughtn't to
chuckle when he tees o ship in distress; bus
the fed-up-and-far-from-home expression on
the Caterpillar's face was too comical for
wordls,

BWell,™ T said, “have yvou hribed a
of “burly sporling gents to
erack on the heag 797

17 H‘:h EH]

“ What
eoilpge 0

“Too much fag to go to such extrome
maistres," said the Caterplliar glimle, @ [

couple
give Mobby u

then? Have you drugged his

'll.;-n%lidn't replly  matter, as it's  Malby:
(|| APPSR D -
“hut, my Jdear chap, ¥oull have fn do

samebhing !
more howes,®

“ o'k dwell an i Don't put me in ench
a state of harrowin® trepidation that I shall
take a lreader into the Sark.®

“You showld have taken my adviee,” 1
sgridd ansympathetically, “ A week's conching,
and you'd at least have been able to put ap
some sorh of o show to-morrow, As jb Is,
,;g:: re gtumped, Maobby will turn wnd rend
L1IR

“Let Bim! T'm tired of hife!™

The Caterpillat wWas vory down in Lhe monih
for the remaimder of e evening, T hadt
seldom seen L [ook 2o genwipely worsiad,
Amd, goodness knows, he had enonel (o worry
ahout.,  When Mobby lizeovercd pext morn-
ing that the Coterpillar's knowledze on every
anbiject was nil there would be :owme fire.
warks lizging about.

The Coaterpillar declarad, when rizing-hell
went mext morning., that e fell just Jike
Charles Peace hefore be faead 1he laneman.,
Amd T eoubd guite heliove it

Ai we trnmped downatuirs—1

You've only a matter of o fow

[tae]  £10-

coeedod  in 1'EI-H[II'I[E.! the Caterpillie ont  of
bed=—ihe zound of much splashing ecame to
OUT Card.

“h0lohhy Dhaving  his morping teb™ I
romntrked,

We  patied and  li-lened.  The  mnsien)
sphashing  still  went o, occompanicd by

morch gurgling amd grunbing.

Sldeuly Lhe Coterpitlar swung round upon
me, The lighl of inspiration was in bia eye,
Hope hat weturned €0 his deapairing heart.

w1 kiew '™ e exchumed. “The very Lhinz,
hesaal § 170 pineh Maohby's fogs!?

* But hows—" )

“Listen, Vraunky, my npippin!  The anly
artiele of appoarel Maobbiy's aof in the hakbh-
rowti i< liks dreszing-gown, 50 if T hop [nto
hi hedaomm an’ lay kands on his two suits

fCantinurd an poge 16.)
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(Eontinned from page 15.)
vt 3 —— ---u-l--ﬂ--l%

ol clothes, he'll be dished, . diddled,
dowe IH
1 chuckled. If the Caterpillar. carricd out
||Ib“'1:ﬂ-!~a seheme succtsafully ho would cer-
Tulnly - win_bands down,
conddeting an exam in o dresfing-gown was
too funny.
mm !m wuuln.;n’h be able to horrow -any-
© gither. Mobhy i3 .hot

JEize,. and noné of the other
ﬁ” E" :g‘igﬁtﬁ wonld- fit -hiwm.

o’

~ﬂ_a ll,a.f"'!ﬁr onea. in o way, gave f

ﬂt mbt:ﬁr ::3 rare h'ﬂ;w ; Heﬁ hi.l;_:mx[

8 room, And returne Y

:l;“tféreﬂdﬂ staggerine benéuth  a  Thuge
u '

#The whole of Hﬂhh ‘s togs!? he gasped.
'-‘Hl.!tuh}t best an' mil! The sun's beglbniu’
to shine, Franky!v
% What are: you going to do with that
ltthe lot7v 1 E:Elaimer]

mmmmmm‘rﬁf

The Editor’s Chﬂ

1:%&%#&41—-““
For Next Monday :
“TOM REDWING—HEROQ!™
By Frank- Richards.
‘Hut- ‘weei: 3 atan ,Iu ﬂl‘lﬂ o thn hest. You
-the Ts lo%
l:.h igh pmtu ams lﬁﬂ% aihg
N Bcrtlon; *In this story you
Iﬂi ~the -tronble m: g -for. bim hy
Iﬁiﬂmﬁﬂ whqm ‘.E'unmpbr of High-
fgtd ha Ieakﬂnaﬁ—f—an&ad how. ahknpqld
s of fire on- the head of !;'m. don't ;

‘il Al Jhﬂt‘ *ha ade’ :
’ﬁ“ﬂu Hl%%!}ﬁvﬁf all, hfé‘umm?ﬁ i UL
C to be (riends for long with

et
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I]qrr is nm:r . bt end—not many

::Enera o be Written about—
‘g'lil 52& t- wane, it seems.
B tled. w tl not tell you a great
I lhﬂuﬁrlrﬂhnil gh'c them il
f i-of warning, thnunh* It Is no
s-q,!mﬁlng . s uh,numh«er notlees, in ghoals.
h‘&‘“‘u‘ﬁ‘ G LA AL M LS
ﬂ oy pl: Y. 10T -.3-"]"'“3-F me ﬂ‘
-Thi m ﬂﬁn 4o hand will take a lot
& wnﬂ:lug off..
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ne
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b ar:f 8- Enmmh "
4 &- Jolly Hall'anlld:-tr "

25 Billy's titlon, ¥
].E.-w %lh.n:tﬂn n m de Company.

1.7-—-—“ Jﬁlj’ ﬂ'ﬂ:t-im.! L
I8, g It.”
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The -igea of Mobby -

B~ The Triumph of the Rewove ™
|
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Whep ] wis 2 hoy there yuzed to be a
Lotlow tree.situated on the cufskirts: of the

r{ﬂhbﬂmyfd. Thither will 1 wend my
MCITY WAy,

And the Caterpiliar disa p&are-t.l hehm Ahe

.'ar:eulpant of the hnth-rﬁam conld  dlsdover

fiiz 10ss

1 was_jolly exclted when we went in, to
1 was . the~ E:ﬂ'!r
fellow _fn pdasezsion” of— the Caterplilar’s
secret, and I wondered “how thines were
BoIinE. to Jpan out,

Mobby dide't appear [o Hgll. His absence
wns o sure sign that  the Caterpillar llml
worked the oracle

“ They'it appoiot one of the wnderling: to
tike the exam,” e anurmured to me. w That
won't be half bad.” T can plead my  couse
with anybody hut Mobhy.”

The Cabterpillar. was Im high Iu.uther ak
heing ‘able 1o pull. the thing "off at the
eleventh hour like that,

But it's always the unexpected thal-
happens, @nd it happéned now,

The Caterpilltar and 1 . weres strolling-tos
wards the Form-room, when an e;eittﬂ litkle
cove in oo dremmgﬁm dashed "up’ {o uk-‘

“Cun,you cole fo. my assistanca; a?“

dubbler in practical jokes—has purloined twe
sufta of my’ clothing !
The Gater llar turned a sickly yellow.
“Ehf Whuot! Wbho are yout* he stam:
nmﬂz}:l, )

“T' nm Mr. Mobba' bLrother! T am spend-
fng a fow days ab- iiiﬁhf;lil‘l’e, and I alept Iast
night in my bhrother’s bed.room. He sl'-‘.irt
and bredktasted in the spare room. Whilst
I was hpving. my bgth ‘thiz-morning -some.

body ap T|H‘1‘||:n-p:-1‘::!.':-&*1:1 my gutments! It ks out-
tu¥EUua
"vo- pever seen the S Caterpiller look s0

obterly cut up as he did then.
. “Oh, erambs!  Ob, my hat!
home to, die, Frankse!»

%1 will not rest until the culprlt js hrought

Carry me

to book [* said Moliby'a brother. “I will not
rrest, T-Eay——"
“The Caterpillar didn’t. stop to lsten. He

mm.rtd away like a [ellow in o dréam.
t that precise moment Langley of the
En: h bore downo upon him.

* Buck up :mu !eiluw.“ ke sajd, or you'll
be fite I&r ha- e"i?‘ﬂn Mr. Mobbs, is waiting
for: yah roomt;  Over the tOp,
i dnfih{h C ﬂl i“ﬁ 4351 h.im!llnm d

A ¢ Daterpillpr,oxit t.l:m cep
for words, mgj} ﬂ% to meet his dogo

he jerked “out. " Some scoundrel-=some

NOTICES.

Correspondence Wanted,

By 'fhos, North, 53, Fernbrook Street,
Lewisham, 5:E.-13—with boy rvsuers ot
eighteen anywhere.
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