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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Glorious Prospect !
f EAPS of grub!” said Skinner.

Billy Bunter stopped, and

pricked up his fat ears.

The mere mention of grob
waa enough to make Bunter prick up his
ears,
%aaca grub was generally the subject of

unter’s thoughts and dreams. Andin
a time of war-rations grub was the single,
solitary thing in which William Cecorge
Dunter could really take interest.

Skinner and Snoop were chatting at
the window in the Remove passage.
They had their backs to Bunter, and

apparently had not heard His heavy foot-
steps, which had now suddenly ceased.

Bunter blinked at them through his
big glassezs, He wanted to know more
about those “heaps of 'irub. & )

“Where do you think he got it
Snoopey ¥ asked Bkinner.

“Got it & bit at & time, I should say,”
replied Snoop. A jar here, and & tin
there, you know, belore the rations came
in—that's the way food-hoarders do it.”

“He really ought to be shown up.™

*Oh, "tain't our business [

*1 suppose not."

“ gtill, it's & shame,” continued Snoop.
* A dozen jars of jam, you know——"

Bunter's eyes gf:ste:ned. g

“And three or four hig cakes,” saad
Slkinner, shaking his head,

Bunter's mouth opened instinctivels.

“And no end of potted meate—-""

"ﬁnd pounds and pounds of biscuita

‘" Yes, it's really too thick 1™

“1 say, vou fellows!” Bunter could
contsin himself no longer. “I say, where
is it7 Who's got ib?"

lkinner looked round with a start.

#J1—I didn't see you, Bunter!” he ex.
claimad.

“Who's that hosrder you're speaking
of " asked Bunter breathlessly. *' Bome-
bedy at Greyirviars 7"’

(1] ﬂh. nﬂ-l-”

“Where is he, then?" .

“0Oh, it's nothing 1" said Skinner care-
lasgly, ‘* Mo business of ours, or of yours,
either, Bunter.”

“But he ought to bo shown up ! ex-
claimed Bunter excitedly, % The grub
ought 0 be confiscated. Lock here!
Taﬁ me who it 15, and leave it fo me!
T'l] take all the trouble off your hands™
| Eﬁmp grintfed, and Skinner shook his
legdl.
away, whistling ; and Skinner made as if
to follow him, when Bunter caught him
eagerly by the sleeve. The dozen jare of
jam  were fairly danting before Billy

unter's excited vision.

“Skinner, old chap, vou mught tell a
pal 1" he pleaded. . .

“¥You'd scoff the grub,’” said Skinner.
“1 know you! It's in a lonely place,
where anvbody conld scoff it.”

Bunter's eyes danced.

“ Where 7"’ ho gasped. ‘

“I'm not going to tell you." said
Skinner loftily. ° Besides, Hawlschif's
a long way from here,™

For even in the piping times of

Sidney James Snoop etrolled

L “Is it at Hawlkzelif "  exclaimed
Bunter,

“Find out !™

“Hallo! What's that about Hawkes-
cliff ¥

Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of (Grey-
friars, came al’ung the passage with
Harry Wharton, and he stopped and
fixed a rather grim look on Bkinner.

“ Nothing 1" replied Skinner hastily.

The Bounder-compressed his lipa.

“Tom Redwing iz coming here from

Hawlzceliff this affernden, Skinner,” he
said. " You know that. It's his day for
tessons with Mr. Quelch. If you are
thinking of playing a new trick on Red-
win -
"Ii;y dear man, I'd forgotten Red-
wing’s existence,’”’ yawned Skinner. *1
haven't time to bother my head about
your longshoreman ‘pal.” .

“ Mind you don’t 1" said Vernon-Smith.
“If you do, I ghall find time to give you
a4 thumping wvou won't get over in a
hurey 1™

“And I'l find time io give yonu
another!” exclaimed Harry harton,
“Thera's been encugh of your roiten
tricks in that direction, 3kinner,”

*Oh, rats!” anawered Shinner sulkily.

Vernon-Smith and Wharton passed on
down the stairs, and Skinner turned to
the window, his hands driven deep into
his pockets, and a moody scowl on his
face

Skinner's feud against Tom Redwing,
the sailorman’s son of Hawkscliff, had
not prospered. Redwing came regularly
to Greyfriars twice a weck for tuition

4 with Mr. Quelch, the Remove-master.

His name was down for the Memorial
Scholarship, and the Remove fellows con-
sidered thet he had an excellent chance
of getting it.  If he suceeeded he would
come into the Remove; and only o few
mean fellows like Skinner had any
ﬂh‘ject-mn to raise Lo that,

*I =ay, Skinner—"

“Oh, dry up ! growled Skinner.

““ About that hoard, you know——"
persisted Bunter,

“ Bow-wow I

“Is it Redwing?” asked Bunter
eagerly. “He's the only fellow you
know at Hawkscliff; I know, ¥on were
over at his place a week or iwo ago
rngg{ng him. Ind wou find the hoard
then I'

Skinner seemed to hesitate.

“1 say, what a chance to lift it!" went
on DBunter, his eyes gleaming behind his
spectacles, “"Redwing's <oming hers
this afternoon, and he’ll be a couple of
hours with Mr, Quelech., There's nobody
in his cabin while he’s away.”

“T haven't said it"s HRedwing,” said
Slkinner sourly.

“¥ou might tell a pal 1" urged Bunter.
“I—1 sav, glrimmy_. ‘'m—I"m zorry about
—ahout what hoppened the other day.™

“You fat rotter!” grunted Rkinner.
“T ghut Bmithy up in the old tower so
that the Higheliffe fellows could rag
Redwing on his way here—and you let
him out, and told Smithy all about it 1"
Skinner rubbed his nose reminiscently.

L ¥ oy Fot me a licking, you fat toad !I™

e ﬂmwwmﬂﬂhﬁ'l_ﬂﬁ

“I—I really, {!::ru. know—->" Billy
Bunter searched his fat brain for an
excuse, "‘I=—Jf—if- I hadn't let Smithy
out, he wouldn't have got there in time
to zave Redwing and @onsonby when
they went over the chiff, you know. If
was really all for the best, wasn't it 2"
Skinner snorted,

“Fou fat idiot! Now Redwings
showing up as a hero; they're telling a

varn that he risked his life to save Pon-
gonby, who was ragging him."

“"Well, he did,” said Bonter. '“Bob
Cherry says so."

“0Oh, rot! SHpoof!” said Skinnec
sourly. “I'll bet you Ponsouby docsn't

feel very grateful to him !

“Well, Pon wouldo’t," said Bunter,
“"Pon’s an ungrafefiul beast! But Red-
wing did save his life, and Smithy saved
both of them—Wharton says so.”

“Hang Wharton !

“ But about that hoard ¥"

Bunter came back to the important
point—important from hia point of view,
The *heaps of grub ™ haunted ham,

“¥You see, he onghtn't to be allowed
to keop it, E}{inner.” arged Bunter, " It'a
really -against the law. It's caddish, oo,

Mean! I'm down on anything of that
Il:.jarti ‘It ought to bé taken away from
im."

“I'm not going to say  anything

ainst Redwing,”” answered Skinner.
ﬁgi—l'a’:a too jolly popular here”

“Then it is Redwing "

“Buppese 1t 1w said Shkinner im-
patiently. ' Buppose we found a hoard
of food there, when we went over to
Howkechiff to rag his cabin?  Supposze
there was a dozen jars of jam, and lots
of other things? They're his, fﬂuppﬂr;a?
I'm not going to say a word about it 1"

And with that Bkinmer walked away.

But Billy Bunter had heard enough,
He did not follow Skinner. He rolled
away downstaira, with a fat grin. If
there was o food-hoard at Tom Red-
wing's cabin at Hawskeliff, it was pretty
certain that very little would remain of
it when Tom Redwing came home that
eVening.

Blinner strolled into Snoop’s etudy.

Sidney James greeted him with a grin,

“Wall 2" he asked.

“Oh, he's caught on!”
Akinner, crossing to
watching the
would  when
grub."

“Ha, ha, hat”

“The fat rottor ! said Skinner. **'That
baast Smithy hammered me like thunder
last week {nr shutting him up in the
towar when he was roing to meck
Redwing. Bunter told him Pon & Ce
were going to rag the cad on his way
hare.”  Bkinner rubbed his nose again,
“The fat beast! I'd skin him for letting
Smithy out, only—only——" .

“Only Smithy's undertalen to lick vou
if vou do!” grinned Snoop.

‘Oh, rata!” _

Skinner stared from the window.

A fat fipnee came into vicw, crosan
towards the gates. 1t was the rotun

chuelkled
the window and
:ill.mdrangla. “1 knew hu

e heard wus speak of
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figure of the Owl of the Bomove. DBunter
was starting. :

“He's off I grinned Skinner., .

Buoop joined him at the window, grin-
N,

“T'm not moing to skin the fat beast,”
said Shkinner, “but he's got a ten-mile
teamp  to Hawkseliff, and 2 ten:mile
teamp back. And if Redwing should
come in and find him nosing over his
cabin he'll get a licking as well And if
he finds a food-hoard at the place, I'm
Llegsed if I know where he'll find it, for
I saw no sign of one when I was there”

“Ha, ha, ha ! roared Snoo

And Skinner roared, too. 1w idea of
the fattest and laziest junior at Greyfriara
fagping a distance of ton miles in search
of m foud-hoard that had "no existence
tickled Skinver and Bnoop immensely, If
Bunter could have heard the remarks in
supop's sfudy he certainly would not

& L] ¥
vo sot forth with such glowing antiel- |-

pations.
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter Wants a Bike !

WY SAY, you fellows—" .
. Six juniors were standing out-
side tho gates of Gregfriars with
their bieyclea when Billy Bunter
rolled out,

Thoay were the Famous Five of the
Bomove and Vernon-Smith.

Harry Wharton & Co. were about to
start for Hiphcliffe School, to call for
their friends there—Frank Courtenay
and the Caterpillar. Vernon-Smith was

ping in thoe other direction, to meot
Tom Redwing, who was walking to Grep-
friavs from Hawkscliff.

Billy Buntor joined them.

“Will you lend me your bike, Whar-
ton 2" he asked.

The ecaptain of the Remove stored at
him. As he was sbout to start upon a
spin the reguest was cool, even for Wil-
lism Cioorge Bunter,

“No, T won't!" was his terso nnswer.

“Will you lend me yours, Bob?”

“ Ask me againe after the warl!” an.
swored Ikob Cherry.

“]1 say, Nugent, vou're not so sclfish
ps those chaps,” said Bunter., “You

“My dear chap, I am, and a heap
reore I answered Frank Nugent, langh-
ing,. “You'rs not going to have my
bike, ab any rateI"

“71 sny, Bull—"

“00h, seat ! growled Jobhnny Bull

1 .‘:';nﬁt.hy—-"

¢ Like to borrow my bike 7" azked the
Bounder sareastrcally.

“Well, if you wouldn't mind, Emit’hx;
You gee, I've ‘pz_n!;- a long way to go,
saidd Bunter, " If ]_;,'ou‘ra only going to
mect Redwing on the rdad you can walk,
you knew. It doesn’t much matter
whore you meet him."

“It soemia to me that it docs, though,”
eaid Vernon-Smith, with a grin. " Ta-ta,
you fellows! I'm off I"

The Bounder _thra}w his leg over his
machine and started for Friardala.

Billy Bunier furned to Iurree Jamsat
Ram Singh, the dusky member of the
(Jo., his last hope for borrowing a bike.
Hurree Sinph was good nature and polite-
nesz itgelf, but it was doubtful whethor
fiis polite good nature would extend to
the longth of handing over his bicyvele to
the Owl of the Remove. Dilly nter
would have tired out the politeness of a
gaint,

“ Inky, old chap———-7"" began Bunter.

The dusky jl!HIP;I'"Emﬂﬂd.

“1I've got a jID'IIy long way to go,™
gaid Duonter. *IE's about ten miles to
Hawkseliff=e——"

“Hallo, halla, hallo ! sxclaimed Bob
Cherry. " What are you going to Hawke-
chiff for, Fatby?”

*Oh, really, Cherry—r»"
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Harry Wharton’s brow became starn,
Billy Bunter had always been more or
lesa magociated with Eimner & Co, in
their perecoution of Redwing hﬂingr ag
sbupid as Skinoer was rascally. he
captain of tho Remove dropped his hand
rather heavily on Bunter's shoulder.

“What are you up to now, Bunferi™
he demanded.

* “ N-n-nothing, you know,” stammered
Bunter.

“I know that Skinner went to Hawks-
cliff once to rog Redwing's place,” said
Harry., *1Is there another game on of

that sort?"”
- MNunno [V

“¥ou've no business at Hawkscliff !™
said Dob.

“Dod-did I say Elawkeeliff? 7" stam-
mered DBanter.  “I—I really mcant .
sey Canterbury.”

'Canterbury [ yelled Bob, “You're
gl:-ii?; to ride to Canterbury 77

#1—1 mean Dover!” ;

“Sure vou don't mean Dublin®” in-
quired Nuagent, with sarcasm.

“0h, really, Nugent! It's =& 14:11%
way, yvou know, to—to Ramsgate, and
really must have a bike !"

“Can't you use imur own bike?” de-
manded Johony Bull .

“How ean T use it when it's got three
or four puncturves, and it's simply jammed
up with mnd, and one of the pedals is
twisted 7" zaid Bunter, in an injured
tone,

“And that's how vou'd treat any
machine you borrowed!”  granted
Jolinny. ‘KWE your jigger in order,
you fat slacker [

“I've asked DBob to mend those punec-
tures for me lots of times !” said Dunter,
“You can't deny it, Bob Dhe.ﬂ:{ B

“1 don't want tol"” chuckled Bob.
our own puancturecs
I'm not & bike-

“You can mend
yoursclf, you Owl!-
mender |7

“¥You jolly well mended a puncture
for Marjorie Hazeldene, and made your-
self ag-black as a sweep over it!”

*You're not quite so intereating a por-
gon a8 Marjorie, Bunter,” said lHarry
Wharton, Iaufhmg.

“Well, look here, I've pobt to have a
bilte. Put your eaddle ughit lower for
me, will you, Inky "

]

The Nabol of E's;anipur shook his head.

“My cateemed Bunter—"

#1 haven't pot auch thundering long
legs as you ?ﬂlluwsl” hooted Bunter
i:remiahly. “T shall want the saddle
owered. You don't mean to eay that
yvou're not lending me the bile, Inky ?"

" My esteomed and idiotic Bunter, that
is the exact thusfulncss of my intendful
statement.”’

“Well, of all the selfish beasts!"” said
Bunter, in utter disgust.

“Hﬂ-, hﬂ-, I'I.-B. !:ll

“ Blessed if I eeo anything to cackle
at! I call it disgusting ! hooted Bunter.,
“Selfishness 13 a thing I never could
stand ! Don't ride away when I'm talk-
ing to you, you heasts 1"’

*Ha, ha, ha!"

Apparently the Famous Five were not
disconcerted by Bunter's unfavourable
opinion, They mounted their machines
and rode eway towards Higheliffe.

Billy Bunter stood in the road and
blinked after them, with a glare that
really looked like cracking his big plasses,

“ Beasts 1" he growled. .

Bolsover major came out with Bul-
strode, both wheeling machines. Bunter
turned to them in despair. _

“I apy, Bolsover, I want a bike wory
particularly this afternoon.”

“Then I'm sure I hope vou'll get
one " said Bolsover major genially,

“Will you lend me yours " :

my bike,”

3
“Well, I can't lend }'fwt.uI-:I il 8
u on't wan

g2id Bolsover major., *
I'll lend you my

to be disoblizing,
boot ' el

.-_l_

Three-haltpence. 3

And he did. '

Billy Bunter yelled, and fled in at fe
gateway. He fairly snorted with wrath
as he made his way to the bike.shed. The
amount of sclfishneas at Greyfriars was
really staggering. His bike hdd been in
a hopeless stato for a whole term, apd
no one had offered to mend it for him.
And now nobody would lend him a bike
when he wanted one particularly. Bunter
was really shocked, Worst of ell; thero
was the food-hoard at Hawkseliff, which
had to be lifted during Tom Redwing's
absence, if ot all. The mere thought of
it made Bunter’s mouth water, and ho
was even prepared to wallk the distance

?:gar than lose euch a chance of a
ced.
Several fellows were taking their

machines out that afterncon. It was a
half -holiday, and a sunny spring dav.
Bunter addressed himeelf to Peter Todd
and Tom Dutton, his study-mates, He
felt that hia had a claim on them.

“You don't want bike this after-
noon, Peter 7" he said.

“No," answered Peter Todd humeors
ously. “I'm wheeling it out becanse I
don’t want it, naturally.”

* 1 mean, will you lend it to me 2"

“And I mean, T'll sco you blowed
first 1" answered Poter cheerfully.

“71 say, Dutton!" rhouted Buntoer,

Tom Dutton was deaf, but he heard
th:at ﬂtﬂ looked at Bunter inguiringly.

“ Will you lend me your jigger !

“What figure?” :

“MNot figure, aoss! Jigkg*er--bjkﬁ, Fou
know! Lend me your biko!™ :

“What a queer question!" maidl

Dutton, staring at him. “¥Yon can’s
expect anybody to like your figure,
Banter.”
“Wha-at?"
“I don't want

to be porsonal, but
1] tel? .

since you ask me, I you. INo, [
don’t like your figure—too much like
8 porpoise [

[{4 hﬂ--r !m!u

“You deaf dummy!"” yelled Bunter.

" Ehi”

“1 want your bike this afternoon.”

I don't aee why I should like it this
afternoon more than any other time,
But don't worry; vou'll have' s better
figura  when yon've been on rations for
& term or two.”

Tom Dutton wheeled his bike awny
after Peter, and Dunter shook & fat fsb
after him,

“1 say, Bguiff, can I have your
bik o

“Hera it
Quincy Iffe
bike into
can do for

“Yar .

Billy Bunter ant down, with a roar, and
the Australian junior grinned, and
wheeled his machine on. Bunter gasped,
and scrambled wp, and went into thp
shed. His own bike was there, but ib
was a wreck, There was only one other
machine in the place, and was
turned up, Ogilvy was at work on
the tyre. Omilvy was fnnnmﬂr a good-
tempered fellow, but he was having a
tussle with a E;s.d’ puncture, and he loaked
a trifls Hunnish now,

“Mending & puncture, old chapt™
asked Bunter, l:-li??ul:' uatél A

Y(an't you seal’ aszhe vy groffly.

wahem] Yes. Will you be Y owes
it?!]

“About a month, et this ratel™
groaned Ogilvy. *“This new solution’s
simply. muck, blow itl"” _

“Quarter of an hour, perhaps?”’ in-
quired Bunter,

“Dh, yes!” :

“Will you lend me the bike when
you've finished?"

turned round, and fixed a look

E——.

is,” answered Sampson

Field, and ha whesled his
unter. ““That's tho best I
ou, Bunterl™

l!}

Ggilqv‘j'
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upon Dunfer which rivalled that of the
fabled basilisk,

“Will I—what" demanded Robert
Donald i}gilﬂ'. in measured tones.

“Lend 1t to me,” said Bunter cheer-
fully. *“ You finish ménding the punc-
ture; I don't mind waiting.’

SOk gas%recl Ogilvy,  “You don't
mind waitingi"

“No; only buck up!”

ﬂgilry satd no more. He made a rush
at DBunter, and dabbed the solution on
his fat face. Ha felt that that was tho

only adequate reply to William George's
cool request.

*Groooch1” shrieked Bunter, * Whar-
rer vou aff Oh, crumbsl Beast!
Grooh !

Hs dodged out of the doorway in hot
hagta, ]

“Come here again, you fat slug, and
I'll swemp. you with it} roared 5351'-'3?
s Gl‘ﬂ-ﬂﬂi 2 .
Billy Bunter did not come thers egain.
He departed in search of a wash—which
he.needed  badly. Ho was still rather
sticky when he rolled out of the gates
of Greglriars once more—bikelesz! Thera
wias no help for it; he had to walk,
seifishness being so rompant in Grey-
frlirsdthat: ﬂ::ftanmum 4
And, with many grunts an roanas,
Dilly ﬁﬂnter started on that long tfu.mp—
cheered on, however, by tha
EF:?EEL of & terrific feed at
it

lorioga
g end

[ R

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Ponsonby Caunses Surprise !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. rode

; '.w%z cheerfully to Higheliffe.

ey wera going for a spin

. that bright spri afterncon,

and wero enlling first at Higheliffo for

their two chuma thore—Courtenay and
Da Courcy of the Fourth Form.

As they came in sizht of Highceliffe
they spotted Courtenay and the Cater-
pillar standing by their machines out-
sida the gates. ]

The twa wero not alone.

Ponsonby and Gadsby of the Fourth
were lounging by the gates, and chat-
ting with Frank Courtenay.

The Greyiriars fellows were rather sur-
prised to seo them together

Ponsonby was Courtenay’s cousin, but
the twd had been on fighting terms ever
since Frank had come to Higheliffe.

He was on the wdrst of terms, too,
with Harry Wharton & Co., and they
ware not a?ert:nj'ed to see him there.

But Ponsonby’s look was very apree-
able a3 ha glaneed towards the Grey-
friars juniors. They jumped down from
their machines,

“Hallo, hallo, halle! Here we aro!®
hailed Bob Cherry, in his powerful tones,

CAn' we're ready,” drawled the Cater-
pillar.

“Quite,” said Courtenay. He turned
fromt Ponsonby with a rather puszled
look to Harry Wharton, " Ponsonby
wanis-to speak to you, Wharton”

" He can go ahead ! eaid Harry, rather
dl‘lh’- . + v

He. did not like Cecil Pensonby, and
somie  recent  happenings  ha not
diminizhed his dislike. But he was eivil,

Ponszonby did not appear to notice the
lack of cordiality in the captain of the
Greviriara Remove.

“I won't keep you long,” he said.
“But I really must mention the matter,
Wharton.  It's about that chap Red-
wing.”’

Wharton compreszed his lips a liitle,

He was well aware of DPonsonby’s
enmity towards the sailorman’s son, hut
ha was not thero to listen to the gibes
of the dandy of Highcliffe.

“The less said on that subject the

Tee Maicxer LirRanr.—No. 532.

hetter, if you don’t mind,” he =aid
abruptly. “1 ean't listen to a friend
being run down, Ponsonby, and you can'’t
expect it."

“That isn't 1t st all,” said Ponsonby.
“1 admit that I used to run him down:
I had a prejudice against him. €lass
prejudice, if you like. I darc say I was
an ass."

“No dare saying about
Johmmy Bull. “*¥You werel

“You are aiwais s0 pleasantly candid,
Bull,” remarked Ponsonby, with a smile.
“But I admit the soft impeachment.
was an ass—perhaps worse. I'm sorry.
Redwing, by all accounts, saved my life
the other day.”

“He did,” said Bob, " and a jolly close
shave it was for both of you, tool"

Ponsonby nodded.

* Of -course, that makes a difference,”
he said. *“I shouldn’t have expected it
of Lim. He did it. I wesn't conscioue
at the fime, but the fellows say he did
it.  Well, I'm bound to be grateful.
I'm gorry I'vo been down on him. A
Eelh;nr can't do more than own up, can
18

“1 suppose not,” said Harry, rather
puzzled.

I want to thank him personally,” con.
tinued Ponsonby blandly, “If he
chiooses o let hj'ﬁﬂnaﬁ bo bygones, I'm
his_friend. 1'd [ike to speak to him
and tell him eo. It'a o bit of & way
over to Hawkselif, but I understand
that he comes to Grepiriars sometimes.”

“Ho comes twice s week, for tuition
with Mr. Quelch,” said Harry.

“Yes. Ile's alter a scholarship or
somethin®, Skinner told me.”

1i.{-.,” grunted

“mite right.”

“Well, I'd like to drop in at Greyfriars
on' ace him, an’ tell him I'm sorry
about some things,” eaid Ponsonby,
“When can 1 c‘atf‘f him there?"

“He's thers is  afternoon,”™ said
Harry, “1I think he leaves Mr. Quelch’s

hali-past fonr.*
good!  Then I'll bike over.
Thanks awf'lly ™

Ponsonby raised his hat slightly, and
sauntered away with Gadsby, lgrhu latter
wad .lmk‘“ﬁi surprised —— in  fact
astonished, Lvidently Pon’s friend had
not expected him to be overwhelmed
with gratitude in_this way.  Fellows
who knew Ion well never regarded him
ags a fellow likely to be troubled with
feclings of gratitude.

He left the Famous Five astonished
too. They looked at ona another, and
at Courtenay and De Courey,

“The estecmed Pon is playing game-
fully,” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram
Bingh. * As Poct Shakespenre remarks,
"'I:liu:-m 13 somo soul of goodness in things
evil.' "

“What on earth does all this méan?”
exclaimed the Caterpillar, in amazement,
*Is this a little joke of Pon's?”

“T think not,” szid Harry. I hope

atu l:l&at
1,

nat ™

“But what's this about a chap savin'

his life? Who's Haedwinig. anyway "’
A sailor cliap who lives at Hawks-
shff,” explamed Wharton. “He's a

zréat pal of Vernon-Smith, of cur Form.
MHe's entered for a scholurelup at Grey-
friars, and Mr. Quelch gives him some
lessors on half-holidays.” .

“(Oh, gad! Faney workin® on a half.
holiday | One of those chaps who lead
the strenuous -life—what? yawned the
Caterpillar:

“Yes,” said Harry. with a smile.

“And he saved Pon's life' asked
Franlk Courtenay, in perplexity.

“No doubt zbout that. Pon fell foul
of Lhim a long time ago, and Redwing
handled lum rather severely,” ead
Harry. " Last week Bkinner seems to
have puf up Pon and his friend: to lay-
ing for R wmgI as he was coming over
to Greglriars, They were duffers enough

to tackle him on the eliff-path, and Pon
and Redwing pitched over togsther,
scrapping. Redwing caught hold on the
clif, and held Pom, who had fainted.
It's a miracle he didn’'t go down with
him. Pon’s friends dido’t even trlj: to
help; they were too etared of the e iff. "

“Nica pals!” murmured the Cater-

pillar, _
“B8kinner had shut Smuthy up in the
old tower, to keep him away from the

place, but he got out, and came up after
they wera over the cliff. Luckily, we
were on the beach, and saw them from a
distinee, We pot there with o rope,
and they were brought up safely,” eaid
Harry., “It was touch and go. Pon
came to afterwards, but 1 thought at
Ehiz”tinm lie was more ratty than grate.
u +

“That would be like our dear Pon!"
gringed tiw Caterpillar.

“T’'m glad he’a thought it over,” con-
cluded Wharton,  *'There's no doubt
that Redwing saved his life, and very
nearly lost hia own in doing it. Tt was
Pdn's [ault ther went over the cliff, but
Redwing risked overything to gave him,
He's o good chap.”

“Heo must be,"” said Courtenay. “I'm
not curprised that Pon's feclings have
changed towards hims ™

“Good old Franky!” murmiuréd the
Caterpllar, winking at the blue sky.

Courtenay gave him a zharp look,

Y Well, T Eippose Yan Poun must have
some decency about him somewhere,” re.
marked Johnny Bull, “T'm rather glad
he's guing over to make it up with Red-
wing. It's only decent.”

“The  decentfulness 12 terrifie,”
obsérved Hurree Bingh. “'The csteemed
Pon has visen in my worthy estimation,”

There was a sardonie look on the
Caterpillar’s face, but ho did not spesk.
The juniors noticed it, however, and
Wharton frowned a little.

“You don't believe FPonsonby was
speaking the truth, Do Courcy " atked
the captain of the Remove, rather
sharoly.

“My dear man, i you belicve him, 1
wouldn't disturk your agreeable state of
mnocent  satisfaction  for  worlda"
drawled the Caterpillar.

“PDash it all, Rupert, give the chop
eredit for a little commeon decency ! ex-
elaimed Courtenay warmly. "1 suppose
he's deeent enough to thank a chap who
risked a lob to save hiz neck. A chap
he’s treated badly, tool”

“Dear old Franky!” was the Cater-
pillar’s affectionate reply.

Courtenay Trowned.

Yook here, Rupert, supposing thab
Pon was cad enough to go on feelinF
enmity towards the chap, after what he's
done, why shonld he come te vs and tell
us lies? There's ne repzon why he
should.”

“"None whatever,” said Wharton.

" ¥None at all,” said Bob Cherry, with
cmphasis. .

“He might be pullin’ somehody’s leg,™
yawned the Caterpillar, *'Ile might bo
goin' to pl E some trick on Redwing, an’
might think of agueezin® into his con-
fidence to make it more eaay. ILle might,
you know.”

“ Rupert

“ Now I've shocked Franky roaned
the Caterpillar, with o ecomical look of
despair. “Dwear old Franky! = Franky
was brought up beiter than T was, you
know.  He had the advantage of bein’
tratned among the workin' classes, an’ he
imbibed their stern moralily, an’® he's
vever lost it. I keep on  shockin'
Franky I :

“T should really be shocked i 1T
thought you meant what you said,”
answered Courtenay quietly. “Buat [
know .you don't, Rupert. It's only your

|13
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joke. Dut thesc fellows might take rou
aeriously.”
. * My dear chaps, T bex an’ beseech you
not to take me serioualy,” said the Cater-
pillar imploringly. *Life’s a worry if
taken scriously. Let's get on our EiggEr&
and bolt. Franky's goin® to deliver a
sermon,. I can ses it in his eye.”

“Rupert, Fou assl”  exclaimed
Courtenay, half laughing and hall voxed.

“I'm off I replied the Caterpillar
promptly.

And he pot a log over his machine and
started.

YCome on!" gaid Bob Cherry, grin-
ning.

The rest of the cyclists followed the
Caterpillar. Whether he had been jokin
or not the Greyfriavs fellows could no
decide ; but certainly they did not sus-
gﬂt Ponsonby of such duplicity as the

aterpillar suggested. Pon was a shady
raseal, but there were limits, cven for
Pon.

The Caterpillar did not mention the
subject agnin. But during the afternoon
there was often & thoughtful shade on
his brow, and he did not communicate
the subject of his thoughts to his com-

nions. Perlimps he was thinking of

ecil Pongonby, and his unexpected out-
burst of good feeling: and perhaps he
was trymg to fathom what Pon's game
might possibly be. But, if s0, ho did not
BAY 30.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Fon’s Plot !
HLHGKIN’ for you, Pon!"”

_Vavasour made that observa-
tion in the quadrangle of Higlh-
«cliffe as Ponconby end Gadsby
strolled in from the gates.
_ Monson wos with him, and he chimed
i 2

“Where on earth have u been
hidin" yourself, Pon? It's a'ilyorend:,r i
the study. Mobby's goene out-—not that
Mobby matters much—an' Langley's got
a party in his study, an’ won't be lockm’
anto our gquarters. Come on!™

Pounaonby locked at his wateli.

“I'va got a2 bit of time wvet,” he re-
marke«l. '
His chums rogarded him mquiringly.
“LEngagement this afterncon¥” asked
Mongon.  *“¥ou haven't said anythin’

whont 18"

[ % E‘Fﬂ“ll

“(oin' cut?"
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“If you're gpoin' down to the Three
Fishers for a game, we'll come along,
absolutely,” remarked Vavasour.
¥ I'm not. Let’s get to the study,”
said Pon.

Somewhat puzeled. Ponsonby's friends
followed him “into the house. Gadsby
wad Jooking rather vneasy. He did not
like the look in Pon’s eyes. Gadsbhy knew
Y'on beet, and he know what that ex-
prossion meant. There was tronble in
store for somebody.

“You're jolly mysterious this affer-
naen, Pon, absolutely,” said Wavasoue.
“I any, ia there anythin® on ¥"

“Lots!" answered Ponsonby, sinking
mto an armchair and hehting a cigar-
ctie.  “ Shut the door, Gaddy!”

“Wridge 7" asked Monson.,

“xever mind bridge just now. I've
got o wheeze, ™

“Look here, Pon, I don't half like
vonr wheeses,"” eald Gadsby uneasily.
“Let's have a game, aml blow your
wheeres 1™

Cecil Ponsonby did not heed.

“It's got to be kept dark, deadly
datk,” he said. “ Take the numhbeis of
those notes, will you, Gaddy "

1*onsonby threw half & dozen pound
notea on the table,

“Take the numbers(” repested
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Bunter tries to borrow & bke! (See Chapter 2.)

Gadsby, atnr'.i't};; at him. “What's the
good of tekin' numbers of cwrrency
notes 7

“In cage they are stolen, of course.”

“Stolen !" cjaculated all Poneonby's
pajls tuggrthen

. “Do you mean to say there's s thief
in Highelifet” gasped Gaddy.

*Not at present, I'm goin’ to bring
one here."

*You' re—goin'— to—bring—a—thief—
here 7Y stuttered Gadsby, hardly able to
get the words out, in his astonishment.

“You've got ot 1™

*Did you havs anythin’ in your ginger-
heer this afterncen, Pon? ™ inguired
Monson.

“Take the numbers,” snswered Pon-
sonby, unheeding.

Gadsby, with quite a dazed look, took
down the nurabers of the half dozen cur-
reticy notes on a halfsheet of notepaper.
Pousonby took the shcet, looked at i,
and placed it in his pocket-book.

“Now put the notes on the mantel-
picce, under the statyctte,” he said.

“Thers you are!”

“Good! You fellows ave all witnesses
that the notes ars there.”

“We are all witnesges that you ought
to be in a dashed lunatic asylum. abse-
lutely ! ejaculated Vavasour.  * What
the thump are you drivin' at?"”

Ponsonby smiled an cvil smile.

“1 told you T'd got & wheeze, I'm
goin’ to make that longshore cad of
Hawhkechiff repent that he laid his low
paws on us, my infants!’

T REdWiHE?”

“Exactly. You know all the cad’s
done.  Pitched inte. us when we wers
ragging Bunter. Laid his hands on us,
by ! A common lengshore lont! T
had & blue eye for a week afterwards;
en that isn’t all, He—"

*“0h, we know how you fcel towards
Redwing,” chuckled Monson. * Don't
sing it all over again. We've heard you
on that topic often enough.”

“Wo have, absoluteiy!"
Vavasour.

“But—but he fished you up the other
dny, Pon, over the oliff.” said Gudsby
'lmaitatingi}r. “TI'va just heard you tellin’
l‘l‘i’ha.rtun you're goin' over to thank
vim. "

“So I am,” answered Ponsonby, his

concurred

eves plittering, “I know what he did.
He fought with me on the cliff-path, the
cheeky hound, an’ we fell over together !
We jammed on a spur of the rock, and
those Greyfriars louts pulled us up with
a Tope. don't owe the ead anythin’ I

“He held you up, Pon. ¥You'd havo
pono stroight down to the boach an’
been emashed if he hadn’t held you.™

HDh’ Iﬂt' EH
f:in:r!l, you would, you know,” Gaduby
SiELL,

“He did nothin'—mothin® at all, 1%
was his fault T was over the oliff, nny-
way. I shouldn’t have fallen over if ii‘aru
low cad hadn't been fightin’ me-
layin® his low paws on a gentleman, by
pod! He pot mo over the cliff—"

“Well, you got him over;”

“IHe got me over, T Mﬂ:; and it was up
to him to hold me—if did hold me.
As I wnen't conscious, I don't know. I
know it was Greyfriars fellows who
pulled me up, and my own friends didn's
comoe near the edge I sncered Ponsconby.

“It was too jolly risky! Wo warned
you,

* Absolutely ! said Vavasour.

“Well, I don't consider that [ oWa DY
thanks to the cad. He's swankin' now
about havin' saved my life, and cuttin’
no end of a figure as a heral”

“I don’'t think he's swankin', Pon"
gaid Monson doubtfully.

“He would, of course—-n low cad like
that! Ho's jolly gled to make out that
I'm under an obligation to him "' said
Fonsonby savagely. “Waell, I don't owe

him any thanks, an’ I don't feel any
gratitude. I hate the low hound more
thﬁt{}} l} Iu;:;;er did before !

“Ho's simply gloryin® in it now,” said
Ponzonby, his brows darkening and his
cyeg plittering.  ** Plavin' the hero—tho
brave chap who risked a Iot to save a
chap who was reggin’ him, an’ all that.
Accordin’ to Skinner, he's got 2 regular
hale round line head at Groyfriars,
That's all the good wo did by chippin'
in--set him up on a dashed pedestal to
be admired !’

“Well, Pon———"'

“0Oh, don’t tallk eo much, Gaddy!
I'm goin® to have him down off hia
podestal, an’ in a way that he won't
recover from, either, Fa won't got that

TEE Mauser Liprary.—No. 532,
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scholarship to Groyfriars; he won'd
-show his nose in the school again—he
wou't dare to show it anywhere where
he's known after I've done with him !
said Ponsonby between his tecth,

“T don't seec how you ¢an hurt him,"”
said Gadsby, “I don’t think you really
uﬁtght to want to, cither, Pon, if you
i IMec.

“Well, I don't ask vou, Caddy."
“1—1 .g-ﬂ.i;, I've got to speak to Drury,
now I think of it,” starmmered Vavasour,
and he left the study without waiting for
a reply.

Ponsonby lavghed scorniully.

“That's one funk !’ he said.
body else got cold foek¥”

Gadsby looked at him long ;

“I don't like it, Pomn,” he eaid,
“"There's a limit, v'know. I don't, an’
that's & fact. The feollow’s o cheeky
ﬁ_d. ifﬂsﬂu like, but he eaved your
ifo-—

£ 11

W An ¥-

and hard.

“Well, he did. If you want to rag the
ead, I'mg your man; but I'm not takin’
a hand in anythin® more than that,
That's plain.”

“Shut the door after you, then,” gaid
Ponzonhy coolly.

“Look here, Pon, old chap—"

“0h, ring off 1™

fadsby strode out of the study, and
closed the door after him with a slam.
He was considerably ruffled, Ponsonby
emiled contemptuously.

“You're game, Monson " he asked,

“I'm game,” answered  AMonson
gtolidly.  **If it's safe, of covrse.  I'd
give a good deal to bring that checky
ead to his knees.”

Ponsonby rose and tool the ecurrency
notes from the mantelpiece and roplaced
then in his pocket-book, a proceeding
that Monson watched in some surprise.

“Como on " he said.

“Where are we gom’ P

“ Hawkscliff .

e Gli 1!!

*Redwing's at Greyfreiars this aftor-
noon,” said Ponsenby in & low voice,
“His cabin will be empty--he lives
alone there. Anybody can get into it.
II:.'? seen the place. Come an’ get your

ike,

“But—but what are we
Redwing's cabin?” faltered Monson.

“Youre goin' to do nothin'. You're
goin' to keep watch on the road while I
go 1nto the cabin.”

Monson looked relieved,

“ All right, Pon.”

Five minutes later the precious pair
were on their, bicycles on the long road
to Hawkseliff. Gadsby and Vavasour
played nap in the study by themaselves
that afterncon, but neither of them
scemed to enjoy the game very much.
They were thinking of Cecil Ponsonby,
and wondering uncasily what new
wickedness was being earried out by that
elogant youth.

oin’ to do 1

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Ro Hoard !
T H, erikey !"
That extremely inelegant ex-
clamation escaped Billy BDunter
as he sat down, gasping, on a
rock by the wayside, _
" Walking was not much In Bunter's
ne.
_ Nothing that smacked of exertion was
in_his line. And a ten-mmle tramp was
& horror of horvors o Bunter. Nothing
tut the prospect of a terrific feed could
have induced him even to contemplate
it, and oven then he contemplated it
with a shudder, :

Luckily, he had got o lift in a market-
eart for o mile past Friardale, and later
on ha had hung behind a waggen till the
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waggoner spotted him and touched him-

up with hiz whip, But for thess two
extensive Jifts Bunter would
never have held out to the finis

Now Hawkseliff was nearly in sight,
and Bunter was nearly at the last gasp,
He sat down, and gasped and gasped
and gasped. Perspiration was stream-
ing down his fat feee, and his speetacles
pevsisted o sliding down his fnt litile
noge. He had an uncomfortable damp-
ness all over him. Anrd he was warm--
very warm.,  Iis collar felt tight and
horeibly  shicky., And Bunter was
dismally reflecting that even o tervific
fopd might be too dearly bought, -

How long the tefimp had takén him he
did not knew, but the afternoon waa
getting on,  8till, he had . plenty of
time, for Tom Redwing would be
engaged in My, Queleh’s study till half-
past four, and after that he had his long
walk before him to get home, Tt
was no danger of Buntor's depredations
in tho cn%in being interrupted by
Redwing,

For a good quarter of an hour Bunter
gat on the rock heside the rough path,
and mopped his steaming brow and
fanned himself,

Then he dragged himself up onco
more and plodded on,

“Beast !’ murmured Bunter discon-
golately. “Beast! What does he want
to live in such an out-of-the-waw hole
for—withont even a doashed railway-
gtation ¥ Beaz:t! I'll give him food-
hoarding, the cad!™

The thought of the food-hoard cheered
Bunter on, and he plodded a little more
briskly.

Had Skinner told Buntor that there
wag a food-hoard in Redwinpg’s cabin,
Bunter would probably have taken the
statement with a grain of zalt. But the
fact that he had overheard the state-
ment aceidentally left him in no doubt.
It did not ccour to his obtuse mind that
Hkinner and Bncop had planned that he
should overhecar them.

Neither did he reflect on tho utter
improbability of a fellow like Tom Red-
wing hoarding food. Bunter did not
give any follow eredit for being better
than he was himself, and ‘Bunter was o
food-hog of the moest pronounced kind.

If Bunter had known that that awful
tramp on a rocky road was a punishment
for t.{:o trick he had played on Skinner
his feelings wounld rcally have been
ingxpressible. . g

Fortunately, ho did not know it yet.

IHawkscliff was now in  sight—a
golitary little place. There were not
mors than ten or a dozen huildir.-%s
there, mostly scattered.  Only a couple
of tho inhabitants were to be sten—a
man on the beach mending a boat, and a
woman tn a little gparden hanging out
clothes.

Rilly Bunter framped on into the
rugged little tvvegular streat, panting.

o found Tom Redwing's cabin easily
enough, having heard all about it from
Skinner & Co., who had been there,

Flo blinked about him very eautiously
through his big spectacles as he stopped
hefore the Little eottago. The sbreet was
deserted, Only at the fav ond conld a
muple of ancient :E}I:hernmn ha &een,
sitting on g wall smoking, Evory youn
man who had belonged to Hawkseli
was away on the mine-swoeepers,
turned the handle of the

ﬁmhﬂ bly

Buntor

cottage door, and it opened to his touch.

That was wsual enouph in tho tiny
village—nobody locked his door, Billy
Bunter rolled in, closed the door behind
him, and zank down in Tom Bedwing's
cheir, and enorted, :
 Ho, sat there, gasping and enorting
like a Erampus, for & good time.

But hiz walk had made him hungry as
well as fatigued:

-

-

He gathered enough

Thero.

energy at lasi to rise and commence his
search for the suppesed hoard.

First he examined the little cu{nbnard.
He found nothing there but hall a loaf
of warbread and two cold potatoes,
Bunter snigrored—o knowing snigger,

“Deep.” he muwrmured — “awiully
decp!  That's for show if anybody
comes 1n!  Now, where's the radla
hoard? Buecaking cad to hoavd food in
war-time ! Serve him jolly well right
to find it gone IV

Growing quite keen on the search now,
Liilly Bunter scouted all about the little
racm, looking into overy commer and
recess and recoptacle,

Fut no hoard came to !ighb.

“3lust  be  upstairs! mu ey rod
Bunter. “Of course, the sly ead would
kaop it in his bed-room [

Ile tramped up the narrow, creaking
little stairz. There was o lurge cupboard
in the angle of the crooked little stair-
case, amnd DBunter blinked into it, and
struek a mateh to blink apain.  But thers
was nothing in the cupbouvd save n heap
of firewood, He grunted, and went on
up nto the littdle bed-room, the only
apartment in the cotiage beside the
sitting-room below.

The bed-room was small, and verr naat
and tidv. It contained Little in the way
of furniture, and only one reccss, whero
a fow rﬂth clothes were hanging. Billy
Bunter blinked round it, and loeked
mider the bed, and even into the pockets
of the hanging clothes, but in vain,

There was no hoard,

Ife sat down on the bed ab last, in
great diamay. :

Hea had spent more than an heur in
searching through the cottage. Hardly
an inch of it had cecaped his peering
eves,

Yhere was the hoard ?

If Skinner had geen it there, it was un-
likely that Bedwing had pgot rid of it
stnce. . Why should he? If Skinner had
geent i—— And as he put it like that
the truth began to dawn on Billy Bunter.

It was a very big “i.”

“(Oh, dear !” murmured the Owl dole-
fully. “Su pasw—auﬁpmﬂ the beast was
pulling my leg, and there iz0't any hoard
at all 77

He groaned.

If there was a hoard, where wos 3627 Tt
certainly wasn’t in the cottage. Buried
im  the garden, perheps—under tha

tatoes,  But, if so, Skinner couhin't

ave seen it.

Ho realised at last that there was no
hoard ; and that that little scene between
Skinner and Snoop in the BRoemove

assage, and Skinner's reluctance to tell
iim  anything, had been a comedy
arranged for hiz especial benefit.

“Beast ! groaned Bunter., “ Rotter!
This is to pay me out for letting Smithy
out of the tower the other day, and tell-
mg him about Skinner. Yow-ow-ow! I
—I've come here for nothing, and-and
it's ten miles home !

Billy Bunter groaned in anguish of
spirit,

The punishment meted out by Skinner
was more severe than a hicking could have -
been.  Buonter would rather have hod
half & &ozen lickings than that awful long

tramp home to Greyiriars on an empty
stomach !

He waa ravenously hungry now. He
penerally was hungry; and now he had
had a long walk in the keen sea-alr. He
could have eaten German war-bread with
a good appetite just then.

And there was nothing but the chunk
of bread and cold potatoes downsiairs.
That glorious feed--the dozen jars of
jam, the cakes, the other thinga—all had
vanished into thin aie; gone from his
gaze lile a beautiful dream !

No wonder Bunter groancd.

He was almost too dispieited to evawl
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o
downstairs to nnnex the bread and
potatocs. But He reflested that Redwing
might return, and that he would be safer
off the premises, ; y

He rolled dismally to the little stair-
case again,

He had just stepped on the stairs when
& sound below mads him jump.

It was the scund of the ocoltagoe deor
apening.

Bunter stood gquite still, his beart
thumping.

Redwing !

It was not likely to be anybody elsa.
And he was fairly caught! What was
Tom Redwing likely to do if he caught
him there, with so many signs about of
the cottage having been rummaged from
end to end ?

Bunter shoolt lika a jelly.

1

1

But, after all, Bedwing could m:.rmif

have got back from Greyfriars by thia
time, His time with Mr. Quc:lﬂﬁ Was
not up yet, Mora likely it was a neigh-
iﬁgmr who had looked m to spenk to
imn.

Bunter took courage, and listened,

Ho heard footsteps bélow, and the door

clming, _The stair cupboard was just
behind him, and the door half open.
Acting  instinotively, Bunter backed

nietly into the cupboard, and drew tha

eor shut after him,
tEl’ﬂ-Rl. below, & voice called up the little
BIAL f

Y Anyhbody st home ™ -

Bunler heard the eall, but the door
deadenad the volee and made it faint.
Eren 8o, there seomed something [amiliar
to_Bunter in the tones.

He crouched low behind the heap of
firewood in the stair cupboard,

Footsteps creaked on tho stair, and
passed the cupboard, and went on into
the bed-rocrn.  Surely it must be Red-
wing, or what business had he theve?
Bunter was debating whether to make a
dush for it, when the footsteps retorned
and passed down into the sitting-room
again.

Then there was silence.

Was he gono?

Bunter was curious by this time.
There weas something rather mysterious
in the movements of this unsecn visitfor,

The fat junior pushed the cupboard
door open softly and peered out. From
the staircase he gould see only a part
of the lower room, part being shut off
from wiew, No one was in sight.

But there came a movement.

A form came into view, crossing
towards the ﬁrﬁflm&. And Billy Bunter
almost gasped aloud as he recognizsed the
elegant figure of Cecil Ponsonby of the
Tourth Form at Higheliffe !

[ ST

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
What Bunier Saw !

ONBONDBY stood silent, evidently
in thought,
His faca was partly turned
away ; he was not looking towards
the staivease.  Butb from what Bunter
could see of his face he saw that Cecil
Ponsonby was very pale.

Bunter was as quiot as & mouse. There
was & fat grin on his face now,

Ile l:'mlﬁj guess Ponsonby's objeet in
boing there—a rag on Redwing, such as
Blkinner & Co. had once perpetrated. And
it he came on Bunter, no doubt Bunter
would get his share of the ragging.
was in rescuing Bunter from the brutality
of Pousouby & Co. that Redwing had
first earned the enmity of the deandy of
Hirheliffe,

“Youn rotter!"” Bunter did not speak
alond,  “You szsneak! Redwine will
think it's Skinuer again; but T'Il jolly
well tell Smithy I saw vou Lere, you cad,
and you'll get another licking, you
rotter! Yah!™

It |
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Only Bunter's spectacles showed round
the cupboard door, as he watched the
junior %elnw; and he was ready to pop
aglk if Ponsonby looked round.

But Ponsonby did not.

He had satisfied himsslf that the
cottage was cmpty by going upstairs.
Bunter understood thet now. smpty,

naturally, it would have been while the
owner was absent af Greyirviars, but for
Bunter's wild-goose ¢hase in search of a
fictitions food-hoard.

Pongonby did not move for some
minutes, and Bunter's curicsity grew
kecner. He naturvally concluded that
Ponn waa there for a rag. But this
did not loolk much hke a rar.

The Highcliffe junior stirred st last,

To Bunter's utter amazement, he took
a pocket-book out from inside his jacket
and opencd it

Bunter's little round eyes grew larger

and rounder as Cecil Ponsonby extracted
six currency notes from his pocket-hook
and examined each in turn, e was
looking: at the numbers, and comparing
them with o list on a sheet of paper, evi-
dently to make absolutely sure that he
had the right ones.
_ This procerding was so utterly astound-
ing that Dunter stood with his mouth
wide open as he watched, like a fish out
of water,

Ponsonby moved, and Bunter popped
back.

Put firesistible curiosity drew his head
forward again. Ponsonby had his back
to the Little staircaze now.

Bunter could watech him in perfect
securiy,

What the HighelifTo
dring ?

It sscmed to Bunter that he must be
dreaming. Ponsonby had opened a little
wooden box that Jlay on the wooden
mantelshelf. The box contained domi-
noes. He removed the dominoes, and
flattencd down the six currency notes in
the bottom of the box.

That done, he replaced the dominoes,
packing them in carefully,

The notes were guite hidden from sight
when he had finished.

Ie slid the lid of the box on again, and

WES junipr

replaced it on the mantelshelf. He
moved, and Bunter popped back.
The fat junicr was quivering with

excitement now, What Ponsonby’s next
mysterious proceeding might be he eould
not even guesz.  But there were no more
mysterious proceedings, Fongonby’s
footsteps crossed to the door.  DBunter
heard it open-and close,

The dandy of Highclifie was gone.

Bunler gasped.

Satisfied that Ponsonby was out of tho
cottage, Billy Bunter cvept from  the
stair cupboard, and tiptoed to the little
bed-ronm window, He peered out from
behind tha curtain, and caught zight of
Pon's head and shoulders in the street.

Ponsonby was walking away  very
guickly, and vet with an assumed air
of ﬁ:areleasnaas.h g .

unter watched him, hiz eved wliston-
ing behind  his spectmlteﬁun clis-
apperred for a few moments past soma
cottapes, but came into view apain in
the lane beyond the villapge,

At that distance Bunter's shovt aight

revented him [rom seceing clearly ; but

e made out a fellow who moved iwe
bicveles from belhind a fence.

Lividently it was another Higheliffe
fellow,

Ponsonby took ene of the machines,
and the two mounted quickly and vode
a}\‘?.:;', and disappeared from Dunter's
aigat.

he Owl of the Romove furned from
the window,

He was too astonished to think clearly,

YWhat it all meant he could not gucss.
Ponsonby of Highelife had paid a
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socret, surreptitious visit to Redwing's
cabin, and hidden six pounds there
‘That was the astounding fact. Why had
he dm?m it—ho who was Redwing's
&n

Billy DBunter rolled downstairs. He
opened the domine-box at once, and
uncovered the curvency notes,

Six notes for a pound sach ! Bix quids!
He blinked at them as if fascinated. He
knew that Ponsonby had plenty of
money; but this was a large sum to give
away.

Eﬁ!;r Bunter thought it out, and he hit
on an explanation at last. Ile nodded
hiz head sagely.

“That’'s because Redwing saved
on the oliff," he murmured.
course! Ass, not to think of it before!
He wants to roward Redwing."”

The Owl nodded again, feeling that
he had hat on the truth at last.

“ wing's as proud as Puonch!™ he
murmured. “He won't take a reward..
Hs wouldn't take anything from cld
Vernon-Smith for fishing Smithy out of
the sea. He won't take anything from
Pun. Pon's put it here for ﬁim to
find, without knowing who it cowes
from.”

It reolly seemed tho moet probable
theory under fthe mysterious arcum-
stances. But Billy Bunter, on further
thought, was pot .guite satished.

him
i

Ponsonby of Higheliffe really was not
the kind of fellow to do good by stealth,
Besides, if he only wanted to give the

money to Redwing without lethng him
know from whom it came, why ha
keen Bo vers careful about the numbers
of the notes? In the case of a gift thera
was no neceasity to keep the numbers of
the notes; that was certain, Awd why
had: he hidden them so securely? Tom

edwing might not open the domino.
box for weeks; perhope he did not even
play domineca. The notes might remain
there undiscovered by Redwing for weeks,
perhaps for ever,

Billy Bunter remembered the pallor
in Ponsonby's face, his stealthy manner.
His own fat face boeamo a little pale.

“Ts it—is it a—a trick on Raedmngl:;"
ho muttered, staring at the notes. ' Oh,
the rotter! That's more like Fon than
giving anything away. But—but he
couldn’t mako out that Redwing had
pinched them. He never sees Redwing.”

Lilly Bunter repacked the dominoces in
the box, and r'{ITl?MEd the box on the
mantelpiece. e currcncy notes re-
mained in his fat hands.

Ie gazed at them long and hard.

Six pounds was a large sum. Bunter
was not a thief, though he was duffer
cnovgh to go very near the line some-
titnes from sheer stupidity. But tho six
pound notes seemed to fascinate him.

“Suppose it's a beastly trick, it's doing
Redwing a %W-li turn to take 'em away !
murmured Dunter nervously. ™ Supposa
it's o secret gift—well, Hedwing won't
lase anything, aa he don't know anything
about 1t EHI{D{}DEHJJF osa a chap bor-
vowed some of the cash for a time, and-—
and made it up out of a postal-order—"

The notes were in his pocket by this
timne, '

“I'Il speak to Redwing about it,” he
reflected,  * After all, Pon's got no right
to shove his money here secretly.
believe it's a dirty trick. In that case,
Pon deserves to lose his money. I can't
leave it here, anyhow. Of—of course
I'n not going to keep ik  Perbhaps f
might chauge one nete to pay my fare
Tome. I can’t walk it Perhapa n bit
of o feed at Yriardale—ahem!  Bup-
pose—supposs a fellow used one note, and
made it np out of o postal-order—"'

‘Then a glimmering of common-sonse, if
not of honesty, came inte Bunter's ob-
tuse mind, and he trembled,

“Pon's got the numbers! Ii onc's
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changed it'll be traced! Oh, dearl I—

I might be accused of ntaeuhnt them 1"
At that awful possibility Billy Bunter

felt inclined to replace the notes where

he kad found them. But he did not. He,

rollod out of the cottage with the eur-

notes still in his pocket. Ho was
assiured that Pon and his companion, on
their bicycles, were miles away by this
time, and the coast waa clear.

As he started on. his long tramp home
he forgot all about the notes in his pocket
in his fatigue and disgcomfort,

Every mile seomed o league to the
unhappy ‘Owl as he tramped wearily on,
The things he esid about Skinner e
route were simply lurid. He could have
boiled - Skinner in oil, or scalped him,
with keen enjoyment.

¢ miles secmed endless.

But as he came cut into the Jower rond
a whir of bicyclea sounded, and his fat
face brightencd up at the sight of Harry
Wharton & H?Eﬁi:ﬂ‘f?d Courienay and De
Courcy of Hi iffa.

i § Ea . you fellows!"” he gasped.

““Hallo, hallo, hallo "

“Stop! Btop for me?

The eyelists, who were taking it easy

home after their spin round the country,

halted, grinning az they locked dt Bunter,
Never ﬁad they seen the fat jumior &0
red, so damp, and so dismal, .
“ By ;Fadl k'ie'dnu*}:r: f'bfm : oin' i,
Bunter I"' remar t ‘aterpillar.
EI:'Becn to Hawlescliff 7 ;?ilnned Bob
eTry.
“ﬁl{ dear! T'm tired! Take mo u
on your machine, Bob, old chap!” :
“My machine jsn't built to carry a
ton,” said Bob, with a shake of the head,
“Hea looks ns if he might have been

to Hawkscliff | exclaimed Harry Whaxs-
ton, with a frown, ""Have you been

laying any trick &t Redwing's,
%unl&r?" :
“J—I just dropped in—-""

© And ‘what did you drop in for?"”

i That beast S-ll:u.mﬂr-—-—”

A What about Skinneri™

# Ha-ho eaid there was a food-hoard

dhere ! Bunter.
* A food-hoard in Redwing’s cottage?™
yelled Bob,

“Owl! Yes. He mid he'd sean it!
It wos only & rotien trick, to make me
ten miles !" moaned Bunter.

There was a roar of laughter from the
O e dea of Billy Bunter tramping ¢

e ides © unter tramping ten
miles in search ﬂfﬁ.rg food-hoard that did
not exist made them ehrick.

“0h, ged!” gas the Caterpillar.
“Thia 18 toa rich! Why, that man

inner's o gepins 1"’

“Ha, ha, ha!™ ;

“Plessed if I zce anything o cackle
at!” moaned Bunter. “I'ma tired; I'm
nearly dead! Oh, dear! I say, Bob,
old chap, wyou'll lick Skinner when youm

in, won't youi I'll hold Fyour
jacket.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Bob. Mo, old
gon, I won't lick Skinner! T'll give him
a pat on the back! Pmlja;:-s vou'll give
up food-hogging after this.”

11 wasn't going to—to—to—"

“Ha, ha, hal™

“ And did you find the hoard " grinned
the Caterpillar.

“There wasn't any loord, only some
cald potatoes.”

“Ha, ha, hal"

“I've had nothing te ecat but a chunk
of bread and two cold potatoes!™ eaid
Bunter pathetically. *“ After tramping
ten miles IV

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“The sufferfulness of the estoomed
Bunter must have been  terrific!™
chuckled Hurree Singl. “ It also serves
Lira rightfully.”

“#T—1 had to make sure the hoard was
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there before T—I went to the Food Com-
mittee, you know,™

‘Belore you stacked it down vyour

recdy mneck, you mean!” grunted

ohnny Bulk

“Qh, really, Bull—" )
_“You can get up bebind me, if you
like," said rank Courtenay  good-
humeguredhy,

“Put your fect on the foot-
regts, and heold on.’

E'E;hanha, old chap? You're a real
pal !

Courtenay laughed, and wheeled on
with the Owl of Sﬂﬂ Remove behind him.
The eyclists, still chuckling, rode on to-
wards Gmffriars, the only member of
the party who did not share the general
merriment being Billy Bunter, William
Cieorge wae not feeling merry at all,

A —

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

A Surprise for Tom Redwing !
OM REDWING came in at the
ates of OGregfriars with the
under, the lattel wheeling his
machine,
Redwing was locking very fit and
cheerful, d
The dong walk from hias home did net
tell on the hardy sailorman’es son. His
step weas springy :ind vigorous as he
the quadrangle with the
Bounder.

Several fellows gave him friendly nods
as_he came along,
In spite of the lofty attituffe takenm up

H-:—mm il
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by. 8kinper & Co. on the subject, it was
evident thaf Tom Redwing was persona
rata at Greyfrinrs. ‘The fellows. who
li-;:m:w him had afways hked him, and the
courage he had shown on the occasion
when he had fallen over the clif with
Ponsonby hed made a good many fellows
iike him whe had not given him a
thought before. .
Even Wingate of the Sixth, the captain
of the school, bestowed a nod of friendly
recognition on the silorman's eon. -Even

Coker of the Fifth—the great and only
Coker—gave him a nod and a smile.

Temple of the Fourth—the exceedingly |

aristocratic Cecil Reginald Temple—
called out to him * Cheero, wing 1"

Skinner stood in the doorway, with a
snear on his face. T ut he did not ven-
ture on anything more than a sneer.

Peter Todd wae standing near him,
and the expression on Peter's face aaid,
as plainly as could boe said, that if
Skinner made Jumself  obnoxious
would rolling headlang down the
stepa. So Bkinuer sneered, and nothing
more, Snoop did not cven venture to
snfer, o

Tom Redwing and his friend stopped
at the door,

“Bea von later,” said Vernon-Smith
cheerily. And he wheeled hiz machine
away, and Tom came up the ateps.

“Cheer-ho, kid aaid] Peter 'Ig.iid.

“Top of the afthernocon, intirely!”’
satd Micky Desmond,

he | f
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“Glad to see you, dear boy "' yawned
Lord Maunleverer,

And Tom Redwing nodded and smiled,
and felt véiry happy as he went on to the
Remove-master’s study.

Ho tapped at the deor, and Mr,
cleh’s voice bade him eunter., Y
Tho Romovemaster greeted him

kindly.

Hao liked Redwing, as nearly every-
body did, And hia heart had been won
by Tom's whole-hearted devotion to
work—work eof a kind that appealed to
My, Cuieleh. What most of the fellows
did because they had to Hcdwint; did
begause he liked it, and naturally be
made preat progress.

Few, if any, of the fellows in the
Remove read Virgil becansa the Tiked

ing him—perbaps Mark Linley,
and sumetimes Wharton, But Tom
Redwing preferred the classic poct to
any novel that could have hernn offored
to him. His Lutin bhad hitherio been
mostly  self-tanught—perhapa heing  all
the mwore thorough on that account,
though with euperficial defecta that he
was goetting rid of with the Rind aesist-
ance of Mr. Quelch,

He had high hopes now of esvrying off

scholarship for which his name was
down. If ha failed, it would not be for
want of hard work. The prospect of
entering “the Remove was_on agreeablo
one, and thero wera fow fellows whe
did not wish him socpess.  Indeed, two
or three specially bright juniors had
deliberately refrained from putting their
names down in order not {o interfere
with Tom Redwing's chances.

Rﬂdwinf would not have asked that.
Perhapa he would not have hked it if
be had known; but there it was,

“To work again, my boy 7™ said Alv.
Queleh, with a smile. ‘The Roemove
master gave up two hours on every half-
holiday to Redwing—this to continuvo
until the exam-—and it was n consider-
able secrifice,” for Mr., Queleh's leisurn
was acanty, But with such o pupil it
wog really rather plessure than work.

“¥os, eir,” gald Tom brightly.

“You are not tirad after your walk ¥

“No, sir. I got a lift part of the way,

toa, and Smithy—I mesn Tcrnun-ﬂ'mitt,
toak me on his bike at Friardslc,”
_ *¥ou are very {riefidiy with Vernon-
Smith, I believe, Redwing?” said the
Remove-master, g‘ianciug rather coriously
at the zailor lad.

*““¥es, sir; he has been a pood friemld
to mo.”

gt ! am-un:il glad to see 3, Redwing,™

Mr. Queleh did not add thut he was
glad for Vernon-8mith's sake. 1tut that
was the truth, He wae awara how good
it was for the reckless Boonder to have
a chuny in the quict, honest, straight:
forward sailormen’s son,

Thaey sat down to work, and the two
hours passed away quickly enough {or
both of them,

 Work finished, and Redwing'es exor-
cisca for the next three duys arranged,
the ‘boy  took his leave, thanking the

ove-master, And Tom's thanks were
not merely words—they camme from the
heart. Mr. Queleh’s somewhat severs
face was very kind as he glanced after
the boy,

Tom left the study. He looked round
pr  Yernon-Bamith, to speak {0 him
beforn f;oing‘ away. The Bounder was
not to bo seen, but there were several
fellowa standing in the hall, and amovp
them Tom Redwing recognised Ponsonby
and Monson of the Fourth Form nt
Hirheliffe,

“Here ho 1" said Russell, as Red-
wing came up the eorridor.

Ponsenby turned to him,

Pon looked a little tired and dusis,
Iis machine was outside, and ho loohed
as if ho had been on a long ride-ua
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indeed he had, thongh it did not oceur to
Tom Redwing whoere hoe had beon.

“Ilallo, Redwing!™ said Poueonhy
cordially, "“I've been waitin® lero for
you for a quarter of an hour,”
. "Do you want to sce me?” said Tom,
1N Aurprise.

“¥Yes, rather !

"“"eﬂ, heee T am,™

Redwing spoke ecoldly cnouwgh, Ie
was fully aware of Pon's bitter cnmity,
and he was expecting somo eneering
romark, such as he had often heard from
Yeonsonby before. Ie shrank from the
thought of a “‘sceme” at Grevfriacs
between him and the Highcliffe junior,
and ho intended to be as pationt as e
could—even drring on  the side of
patience, if necessavy.

But Pon's manner, to his surprisze, was
not unfriendly,
. In fact, 1t was very friendly indecd.
~ He eame towards Redwing with smil-
ing faco and outsiretched hand, Tom
simply stored at him.

He was taken quite aback.

“Youw'll shake hand: with me, Tied-!

wing¥™

“¥Ye-en, if you like,” stammered Tem.

Ponsonby shook lands with lim
wormly,

“T owe you an apology, Rodwing,” Le
said, loudly cnough for ‘a dozen fellows
to hear, and very curious glincea were
cast upon Cecill Ponsonby., The high
and haughty Pon was not much given to
apologising to anybody for anytgii;

“Tare an’ '"ounds!' ejaculated
Desmond. “It's jokin' he is!
Redwing's leg, bedad 1"
. Bedwing stared. He could not make
1t Pitt, I

‘I owe vou an apology, and I apolo-
gise, Redwing,” nmﬁumu%d Ion. ‘wa
treated you hike a ecad. In veturn, you
ran a lot of risk to save me from an
accident. I own up, nnd I apologise,”

TORY murmwred Tom.

Skinner, who waa looking on, sneeved,
Here was one of his allies gone in the
campaign againet Redwing! Pon- the
bitter and revengeful Pon-—had gone
over to the encmy
. Pongsonby glanced round 2t the curious
juniors,

“You felloxs have heard about it, I
suppose I’ heo said, “You know what
Redwing did? My friends and I were
gaing to rag him, I'm ashamed to admit
it. o two fell over the cliff, and Red-
wing held me vp and eaved my life! It
was simply rippin' ! I want to acknow-
ledge it in public”

" B'ﬁfa . maid Lord Mauleverer
cordially, “that’s very deecont of wou,
Ponsonby ! Of course, any fellow would
foel like that.™

“I suppose £0,” assented Ponsonby.
“I know I do, I had a silly prejudice
agningt Redwing, I admit . I'm
sghomed of it. He's paid me out in a
way only a splendid fellow would have
done—by saving me from a serious
accident. I ask his pardon.’”

“Well done!"” said Ruogsell, thinking
to himself that Cecil Ponsonby was not
half such a howling ead ae wos gonernlly
ﬂﬂp%ﬂﬁﬂd.r

‘Redwing, old chap, I'd ke fo hoar
you say that you don’t feel sore about
any little uwnpleasantnesz in the past,”
said Ponsonby., *“If you care to over-
look uny offencd I'vo given, it will
relieve iy mind,”

Tom smiled---o very cheory smila,

“My dear chap, that's all mght! he
gaid. I don't bear malice.,  As for
what I did for you, any fellow would
have done it. I'm sure you would have
done it for me. T'm very glad that
vou're willing to forget our little trouble.
It was renlly nothing, after all”

“ Nothing," azeented Ponsonby. “But
I bore malies, and I own it. That’s all
over uow, I'm your {viend, if you choose

;{'k?
ulling
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[ Fonsonby bowled outl

{See Chapter 11,)

te have me for a friend--a silly ass like
me, Hedwing!”

Redwmif ﬁiugh&d*

“1'm glad to hear you say so,” bhe
rephicd, )

“And you're goin' to lot bygones be
bygones

“Yes, cortainly.”

“Good I snid Ponsonby. “I felt sure
you'd eay so, knowin' you to be a
fﬁnﬂrﬂ[m ¢Img: Will you come over to
DLighcliffe this afterncon, Redwing?
You're fnished with Mr. Quelch, I
think ¥ ;

Yes" hesitated Tom. “Dut—"

“0Oh, do come!” wgdd Ponsonby.
“Aly friends want to ere you, I've
talked to them about vou, you know,
and they'd be glad to set themselves
right with vou, too, Fack 15, we're
havin' rather a little colelwation In my
study, and wo want you, Do come!”

“1o come, old fellow!” chimed
Monson.

“PBut I—=I——""

“If vou refuse, I shall feel that you're
still thinking of that miserabie grudge
between uws,” said Ponsonby, reproach-
fullv. “Of course, I can't expect you to
forget it, 1 suppose—"' _

“Tint I have—I have already ! ex-
relaimml“ Fom. “Don’'t think thai!

ut-——
“Well, come, then! The fact is, T've
aa gaod as promised for vou, and we

R
in

17%

want wvou!” wrged Ponsonby, “Do
eomnn I’

“FYou're very good,” said Tom,
almost  overwhelmed with  all  thia
cordiality, “I'll come 1f you really

want me, Ponsonby.

“Good man !’ said Pon, with a smile,
“Come on, then! We're killin® the
fatted caolf, an’ we mustu’t be too late ™

“T mnst speak to 83mithy..—.t

Buck up, then; I'll waat!¥

Redwing, with a light step, ran up the

staircase to the Remove passape.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Guest at Higheliffe !

is MITHY 1"
S “ Iallo, my son 1™

The Bounder was deep in an

imposition he had to do for Mr.

Quelch, but he laid down his pen, with
a amile, as Tom Redwing looked in.

“Jugt locked in to say good-bye, old
chap,” said Tom,

** Finished—eh 1"

“¥Yes; and-—and I'm going over to
Higheliffe.”

“*“What on earth fori”

“ Ponsonby's aslied me."

i MF hELt 11[

Tom smiled at the Bounder’s astonish-
meng.

“"He's downstairs,"” he spid. *“He's
spoken very decently, Bmithy, about my
holding him on the cliff the other day.
Tt secms to have made a lot of difference
to him."

“I shouldn't have thought it."”

“Well, T didn't think about it} but
he's put it so straightforwardly I can’s
Lelp thinking I've rather done him en
injustice,”. said Redwing. **I1 couldn't
Wﬁ well refuse his invitation, as he
:.“. ?j Iﬂ- point of it, and he wants fo ba
riendly,

The Bounder looked at him oddly.

*“I know Pon hetter than you do,” he
romarked. “PBut I won't say snythin®
about that. Good-bye, my boy ! thﬂph
voli'll have a good time at Highcliffe. T
was going to ask you to stay with me to
tea, of course; but next time—"

“¥ou don't mind, Smithy?” asked
Tom quickly,

“Not a bit,” said the Bounder, laugh-
ing. “Why should I? Don't get into
a mame of bridge with Pon,”

*Bridge I

“Ha, ha!” roared the Dounder.
“That's Pon's favourite game.™

Redwing looked serious,

“Of course, I sheuldn’t," he eaid. ** But
—but I suppose it's ne business of mine
if Pon gambles, 8mithy. I'm not called
upon to preach to him."

“Of course mot; and you've got too

much ee to be led into thi
the kind iy stysay W

“I hopa 20.”
“Well, ta-ta 1™

" Good-bye, Smithy I
Tom Redwing ran downstairs again,
and Vernon-8mith, with & rather

thoughtful expression, crossed to the
stiudy window, A few minutes later he
saw three forms crossing  towards the
gates —Tom Redwing walking between
TEE MAGKET LIBRARY.—No, 532
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Ponstby and Monson, and all three
apparently on the beat of termas.

The Bounder shook his head.

He Imew only too well the cold-
hearted, cynical nature of Cecil Pon-
aonby. He did not believe that Pon was

rateful, or that he felt friendly towards
ﬁw Hawlkachiff lad who had thrashed him,
Tom Redwing might forget old offencea
oasily enough ; but not Ceeil Ponsonbyr.

Yet it secrned too thick to suppose that
Pon was inveigling satlorman’s son
to Highcliffe for a rag on him. 1t
could hardly be that  Vernon-Smith,
puzzled, but not at all trusting Fonsonby,
returned to his impot.

Meanwhile, Tom Redwing walked
away from Greyfriars with the two High-
cliffe fellows with = light heart. It
went agamst the grain with Tom to be
on bad terms with anyone, and he was
glad that Pon had become friendly. Pon.
sonby had injured him, and striven
to injura him more deeply; but that was
before tho scenc on the cliff. Tom was
oply too willine to let bygones Le by-

nesa

He could make allowances, too, for
Pon's snobbishuese and prejudice ; it was
largely o maatter of trammng.

onzonby could be very agreeable when
ho liked, and ha lked now. During the
wall: to highcliﬁ'ﬁ FPon kept up an agrea-
pbla ohatting with his new friend, and
was very carcful to aveid any topics upon
whi o knew his ideas ur?g b&ﬁ&ﬁ
would shock and disgust the sasilorman’s
gon. Monson said littls, and sometimes
he leokad at Pon with a kind of wonder.
Heo knew that while Ponsonby talked so
gmoothly and cordially hatred and ecorn
and all uncharitableness ran riot in hi
breast, and he wondered how Pon could
do it. But Pon's silky friendliness never
failed lim for a moment.

Thoy walked m together at Higheliffe
gates, and Tom coloured a little as
glances were cast at him by well-dressed
fellowa hanging about, Tom waa very

plainly tho neatly clad, and he
eeamed a littla out of place between his
two oxpensively-dressad companions.

Gadsby and Vavagour were lounging
about the quadrangle, but they did not
spproach the trie. They looked in
another direction, and lounged away.

*This way, old fellow [** gaid Ionsonby
chagrily; and he led Redwing up to his
stuay,

Tom Redwing could not help glancing
about that apartment with admiration.

Pon's study was furnished regavdless of
expense, and for luxury there was
nothing at Grevfviars Lke it. Even Lord
Mauleverer did not surround  himself
with such sybantic comforts as Ponsonby
of Highelifie.

There was a step i the passape.  Mr.,

Mobhs, the master of the Fourth,
ﬁllanm& in somewhat severelv.  Mr
obbs seldom looked in at Pon's study

~perhaps being wivaid of catehing his
favourite n some infraction of the rules,
But he had seen the plainly-dressed lad
from Hawkscliff, and e, DMobbs'
saobbish nature was shocked.

"My dear Ponsonby, whe i3 your—vour
nest 7 he exclaimed. He could not say
eiend ; he could not seppose that the
great Pousonbhy mapde a friend of o fellow
whose elothes hed not cost moere than
three pounds in all.

“"Tom Redwing. sir. Redwing, this is
my Form-master, My, Mobbs. You do
not mind my bringin’ Redwing in to tes,
gir, I'm enre; he did me a very greut
gcrvige the other Jduy ™

* But really, Ponsonby—-*

“He helped ma when I fell over a
cliff, sir,” ssid Ponsenby. “I might
hava boen badly hurt”

“Oh, very well, Ponsonby I enid Mr,
Mobbs graciously. “It s certainly very
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Lkind and very gpenevens of you to take
notice of the lad., I trust he will be
properly grateful for your notice.”
ith that Mr Mobbs rustled away.

Tom Hedwing’s cheeks were crimson.

“*Don’t mind Mobby,” said Ponsonby,
a8 the Form-master's steps died away.
“We butter him up, you know, to keep
the aneakin’ little beast in a gc:mfl temper.
He's a crawlin’' anob, and doesn™t know a
decent chap when he sees one I

*That's Mobby " concurred Monson.

Redwing smiled, though he was atill
feeling uncomfortable, |

“Bquat down, old chap,” continued
Pon hospitebly. " You'll ind this chair
comfy. Now, do vou mind ns leavin’ ﬁ“
alone for a few minutes while we ga
the clan "'

“ Not at all,” said Tom,

L
“Right you nare, then—only a fow

minutes "

Ponsonby left the study with Monson
closing the door after him. As the soli
vak ﬁgt him 'bfe-E from E-Eéilwmg P&'L‘El
view agreeable expression
from Ponsonby's face nga mask, =

‘His foce hardened, and looked older;
his brows krit, and his eyes glittered. A
snearing grin curved his well-cut lip.

“It's worked ! muttered Monson,

“Lilke a charm, old top !™

“*¥You've left him there—along———*

“With the currency notes on the
mantelpiece," murmured Ponsonby, © All
the fellowa saw them put there”

“The notes you took to Hawkecliff

*Shugh |

“And you're leavin' him alone——"
whispered Monson.

“While he steals them, ™

“Oh, Pont”

Ponsonby lavghed softly. Ile rubbed
his eye; the mark was lomg since gone,
bat he remembered how Tom Redwing’s
konckles had landed there lony apo.
Ponsonby had deserved that blow, and
many more; but he had not forgotten or

forgiven it.

Monson was breathing rather hard,

“You'ra not goin” to have him to tea 2
he whispered, as they went down the
POssLEra,

Ponsonby laughed mockingly.

“Have that longshora lout to tea !" he
answerad, ‘'What are you thinkin' of?
I'm not quite n Bolshevik yet] Let'scall
on Mabby.”

“Mobby! What for?"

“ ¥ou'll seel™

Ponsonby led the way te Mr. Mobbs
study. The master of the Fourth gave
him hiz usnal indulzont smile.

“Well, my dear Pongonby ™

“Tha foact 12, sir,” enid Ponosonby
meeldy, “I—I feel I've acted rather
foolishly in bringin' that sailor chap here.
It was really an impulse; he seemed so
pleased at bein' taken notice of. DBunt I'm
ufraid, sir, that vou don’t quite approve

A somewhat unsuitable pevson to ask
into your study, Ponsonby,” said Mr,
Mobbs, shaking his head. * However,
as yvou have asked him——"

“Wall, =ir, you know my father's
speoially told me to defer to your
judgment in everythin',” said Ponsonby.

“Yonr noble parent, Ponsonby,
honours me very much.”

“MNot at all, sir. Thinkin® it over,
sir, I feel that I've acted indiscreatly,
and I'd like the fellow to go. 1 ean't
very well turn him out. Perhaps, sir,”
said Ponsonby meekly, “you wouldn't
mind speakin' to him——"

“If you wish, my dear Ponsonby——"

“If you mentioned, sir, that I'm sorry
I can’t ask him to stay to tea after
all-I don't want to hurt his feelin's,
of course—that would got rid of him
without any awlwardness.”

L

L

“Mry dear boy, I shall be very happy
to do so," said Mr. Mobbs.

“¥ou are very d, sir,”

“MNot at all. I am glad, Fonsonby,
to see that you possess so much gm&
judgment, as well as 2 kind and generous
dispoaition.””

And Mr. Mobbs,
honoured at performin
tha ]‘tig'h]ly-n{:nnaﬂt{-d

who was quite
an errand for
onsonby, frotied

confentedly away. Monson looked at
Ponsonby in great admiration ag they
strolled out into the guad.

“That will cut him rather, Pon,” he
murmured.

“Juat what I want."

Monson laughed.

Tom Redwing, in his study, was sur-
prised by the sudden entrance of Mr,
Mobbs. He rose to his feet at omce,

“Ahem! My—er—lad,” said Mr.
Mobbs, blink at him, * Maoster Pon-
sonby regrets that he cannot—ahom!—
ask yeu to partake of his hospitality
heore. Tt is—er—somewhat against the
rules for a Higheliffe boy to ask—er—

a lad of—ahem ! —your social station into
his—ahem !—quarters, ™

Redwing crimsoned.

"I came hers at Ponsonby's iovita-
tion, sir,” he answersd quietly. “Ma
I ask if Ponsonby asked you to te
me this?"

*Abhem! 1t is at Masicr Ponsonby's
request, certainly.”

“Then the fellow i3 a cad, sir!™ said
Tom Redwing.

fEWhﬂ_&t‘?H

Tom picked up his cap.

“Kindly go at once!" snapped Mr.
Mobbs.  ““After that insolent speech,
bos, it i3 very clear that Master Pon-
sonby was mistaken in honouoring you
with ‘his notice. I am glad that he
seps his error already. fot ¢ word!
Leave this House at once!™ _

Redwing had nothing more to say,
and he went. As he came ont of the
House, his cheeks burning, he passed
FPonsonby and Monson. Ha glanced
towards them, and as Pon met his glance
he smiled, shrugged his sloulders, and
turned deliberata v on hig heel,

Tom went on to the gates. Deozens of
eyes ware upon him.  Ponsonby’s action
had been seen and noted far and wide.
His cheeks bwmned, but it was tora
contempt than anger that he felt. Hoe
could not help thinking new that Pon-
sonby had intentiona asked him o
Higheliffe to inflict this humiliution upon
him, He did not guess more, as yet
And when he thought of the friendly
cordiality Pon had displayed towards lnm
at Greyiriare, of his friendly chat on the
way hither, he wondered, and a feeling
of disgust, of loathing, came over him
that was too deep for words,

Without a glancs to right or left, he
walked down to the gates, and passed
ot intoe the road, shaking the dust of
Higheliffe from his feet.

THE NINTH CHAFPTER.
Bunter Sees It All!l

e ERE sou are!” said Frank
Courtenay.

Billy ﬂunter jumped dewn

from  behind Courlenay's

walted down to the gates and passed

Tho fat junior felf as if that lift home
had saved his life.

The seven juniors dismounted, Cour-
tenay aud the Caterpillar wore cominyg
in to tea with their frtends, and Billy
Bunter, guessing that, intended to make
an eigfutﬁ at the festive hoard.

They whesled in their bikes, and went
on to the E&chool House together.
Vernon-Smith was lounging in the door-
way, and he nodded to them.

“Redwing gonal?” asked Wharlon.

“An  hour ago,” answered fhe
Bounder,
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“Borry, I'd have liked him to meet
these chaps,” said Harry. “I1 thought
he might be staying on a bit.”

“They may meet him yet,” aai;:I
Vernon-Smith, with a _sm:!.a. “He's
gone over to Higholifie ™

“By gad!” ejaculated the Caterpillar.
“Did Pon call here, then?” . ‘

“Yes, He eame for Redwing., Quite
a touching scene of reconcihation, 1
hear. Ponsonby was so grateful, an’
all that.” b

The Caterpillar locked at him queerly.
He did not need tolling that Smthy's
virw of TPon's gratitude sras identical
with his own. )

“I must #ay that Ponsonby’s shown
np better than T expeeted.” sawl Harvy
Wharton frankly. " He's acted vory
well.” .

* Aoted is the word!” murmured the

Caterpillar. * Pon was alwass good at
actin’. "' ) . :
“That wasn’t my meaning,” sad

Harry, rather sharply.

“It was mine,” answered the Cater-
pillar calmiy. )

Vernon-S8mith smiled.

“Ton may mean well; there's no tell.
ing.” he remarked. * Answay, a fellow
couldn't say ansthing. Redwing will
sea for Inmseif.’ .

“YI say, vou fellows, has Redwing
gone over ta Higheliffe with Ponsonby?”
exclaimed Billy Bunter, hiz round eres
growing rounder.

No one troubled to answer Bunter:
but the fat junior ecaught Vernon-Smith
bv the sleeve in comsiderable excitement.

“Smithy——"

“Let go, vou fat duffer!” 1

“Has: Redwing gone to igheliffe with
Poni” shouted Bunter,

“Yos, assl”

“0Oh, crumbs!" ejaculated the Owl of
tha Remove,

He looked eo thunderstruck, that the
juniors, who were about to go on to the
staircase, paused, and looked at him.

“What's tha matter with son?” de-
manded Bob Cherry.

“Has the esteermned Bunfer n pain in
his excellent inside, due te excesding
the respected grub rules®”  inquire
Hurree Bingh.

“My hat!”” snid Bunicr. *Oh, the
deop rotter !

“What are vou burbling about?” asked
Frank Nugent, staring at him. “Have
vou walked sourself into a state of dan-
perous lunacy "

“Thoe beast!” zaid Bunter.

“Who's a beaet?” velled Johnny Ball,
*What are sou talking about?”

*I—1 say, iz Redwing going into his
stndy ? asked Bunter, bhnking at the
Bounder,

“1 suppose 80,"” =said Vernon-Smith.
“1I understand that Pon's asked him to
tea, Do vou know anything abont it
vou fat owl?”

“He, he, hol” ,

That unezpacted cachinnation made
the jumore stare at Billy Bunter harder
than ever..

“What ave vou hehe-heing about?
ilt?ui.I-E'd Bob Cherry. ;

‘Oh, the deep rotter!” snid Bunter.

“Are you alludin’ to meery old Pon®”
inquuired  the Caterpillar, gazing very
curiously at Bunter.

“Vez, rather! The scoundrell”

“Whatt" exclaimed Courtenay.

“ Scoundrel!” said DBunter defiantly.
“I don't care whether he's your couamn
or not, he's a secoundrel! Do you hear?
Seoundyel 17

Courtenay compressed hie lips, He
kngw wvery well that the term was not
mappropriate to Cect! Ponsonby: buat it
was not sgreeable hearing, all the same.
Johnny Bull took Bunier by one fat

ar.
“Is that the way vou talk to visitors,
you fat villain?” Le growled. “ Do ron
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want your fat head jammed on  the
banisters "'

“Ow, ow, ow !

“Jump on him!” growled Bob Cherry
zngrily,  *Don’'t mind the fat “idiot,
Courtenay.'”

“Yow-pw-ow! Leggo!”

“Hold on, dear boys!™ interposed the
Cuterpillar mildly, ** Before you jum
on our rotmul friend, let him get it o
his chest.  He's got somethin® to tell
vou. ™

“He's a seomdrel!™ yelled Buntei.

“What do you mean M asked Cour-
tenay. very quietly. *Yon ave speak-
ine of a fellow at my school, Dunter,
and my consin.” T

“Yor:and Teay he's a villain ! howled
Bunter. “I'll jolly well prove if, too.
I know what I know !V

“ Well, what do you know? :

“J know why he's made [{riends with
Redwing, I know why he's asked him
over to Higheliffe!? jeered Bunter.
“Redwing's a ailly ess.  3till, he's not a
thief. 1 don't approve of him. 1 think
lie's got idene above his station.™

“Vou fat fool!” said the Dounder.

“Oh, really, Bmithy—-—"" o

“What do vou mean by mentioning
the word thief#* ashed Harry Wharton.

“Has anvone dared fo suggest such a

thing of Tom Redwing?”

“MNot vet,” grinned Bunter, :

“ Do yon mean to say somebody's going
to. then?”

“Yes, T do."

“Who?"

“Who do vou think!” grinned Bunter.
“Pousonby, of course!”
m“&re you potty ¥’ demanded Bob

18ITF.

“ Redwing must be, to trust that ead
Ponsenby,” grinned Bunter. “I know
what I know, I can tell you. Rather! I
couldn't make out how he was gomg to
pretend that Redwing had  taken the
currency nofes; that was what beat me.
But as soon as [ heard that he'd asked
Redwing to his study at Hli‘lﬂhﬂ'ﬁ, that
made it clear enough. He, he, hat"”

This was so much Greek to the juniors.
What it meant they had not the faintest
comeeption. But t.!mtjlmr& was some-
thing behind it was plain enough.

Vernon-Smith took Dunter by  the
shoulder. ]

“Come up to the study, and explain
yourself,” he said, * No need to shout
it out here.”

“That’'s a good
Caterpillar, ;

“1t's onl
Johnny Bu

“There's more wm it than that '’

HRilly Bunter, with a feeling of great
importance, marchoed un to Study No, 1
with the puzzled juniors. He was feelmy;
a very impertant personoge indeed now.
The mysterioua actions of Cecil Pon-
zonby in Redwing's cottage were all

idea,"” agreed the

Buuter’s rot!” prowled

explained now; a move obtuse fellow |-

than Bunter would have guessad what
they meant. Tan his new importance,

Bunter felt that he could forgive even
Skinner for having sent him on that wild-
goose chase to Hawloscliff,

Skinner met them i the pazsage, and
burst into a chuclle.

“Ha, ha, ha! Did vou find the food
hoard at Hawlkscliff, Bunter "

“You rotter I anid Bunter.  * There
wasn't a hoard—" 4

“Ha, ha, ha!” velled Shinner. ']
h::rpe vou enjoved the walk 1™

“Vou ecan cackle,” snid Bunter, dis-
dainfullv.  “T'd give vou a jolly good
licking if—if I wasn't tired. And per-
haps I'm not aorry I went aver to Hlawks-
chiff this afternoon, 8kinner, so you can
put that iy vour pipe and smoke it!"

“I don’t think '’ grinned Skinner,

Dilly Bunter turned up his fat little
nose, and rolled inte Study No. 1. Ilarr
Wharton & Co. fﬂllmred? him in, with

‘M
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Clourtenay, the Caterpillar, and Vernon-
Smith. Smithy clozed the door.

** Now explain [ he snapped.

And Billy Bunter, with great unction,
proceeded to explain; an his explana-
tion was listened to by the juniors with
mingled horror and incredulity.

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
The Accusaiion !

R. MOBBS !
“Come in, my dear Pon.
sonby !
Dear Ponsonby camia into
his Form-master’s study.

There was & vervy soriohs expression
npon  dear Ponsonbiv’s  fare, and his
troubled look made the spobbigh Form-
master concerned: at once,

“1 trust that nothing uwatoward hos
oceurred, any boy,” smd My, Mcobba
kindly.

"It's rather a shockin® thing, sir,"” said
Ponsonby, “JI felt that I had better
eome an’ tell yon at once. Some money:
has been stolen from oy study, sic”

br. Mobbs jumped.

“ Pounsonby ! he gasped,

“I know it's kourid, sir,” said Pon-
sonby, with a sorrowful look. * Bimply

horcd ! But it's happencd.”
* This is dveadful. Ponsonby I”  Mr.
Mobbs purged his thin lips. "My dear

hny,ﬂl ueed not ask you if you are sure

“Monsom and Cadsby and another
fellow wers with moe, siv, when I put the
currency notes on the mantelpiece,” said
Ponsonby. I was called ont of the
study soon afterwards, an' forgot about
thenmt. They were put under a bronze
statuette for safety. 1 was goin’ to use
them to pay some bills. As it happens, I
hatve all ﬁfe numbere. Gadsby took them
for me, as 1t happens. T don't wsual
bother about 3uﬂﬂp:hingﬁ; but Gadaby is
rather a precise fellow.™

"Very fortunate, under the oirenm-
stances ! exclaimed Mr. Mobbs., ' They
can _be traced. Kindly give me the
particulars. ™ ;

* Bix pounde notes, sir.
numbers, ™

"1t 1z meredible that a thief can exist
in Higheliffe,” murmured Mr. Mobba, I
think, Ponsenby, it—it may turn out to
be some foolish jest. Stay, thuuﬁ!
Were the notez there when that ¥
Redwing waa in the study ¥

My, Mobbs fairly jumped at that,

Ponsonby repressed o smile.

He greatly preferred the suggestion fo
come from the Form-master, aa it was
bunnd to do in the circomstaness. But
it pleased Pon to put on a shocked and
startled expression. g

“Good heavens, sir! Do ven think
that he may have taken themi” he ex-
claimed,

“It iz much more probable, Ponsonbr,
than that anv Highcliffe lad could have
cormmitted so base p crime.'2

“I—I suppose ao, sir,”

“The boy was left alone in the studs,
Ponsonby ?.h

“Yes, sir, while I came to speak tc
vou. "

“ The notea were there at the fime 7

“They certainly were, sie. I notiont
them as I entercd the room with him,™

“When did sou mias them?” :

*1 went for them ten minuvtes ago, sir,
and found they were gone, et wus
Ia‘i}mit a quarter of an hour after Redwing
o '_I!'F

Mr. Mobbs looked relieved.

"Then the case is clear, Ponsonby, 1
am assured that ne Higheliffe lad would
commit g0 base a crime. That unfortu-
nate lad, whom you foolishly took notice
of. has taken the notes.”

“I=I hardly like ta think so, sr."
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*“My dear boy, your fecling docs
credit'? but it is perfcctly clear. The Eouljlf..
was alona in the study for a time, and
doubtless he observed the notes on the
mantelpiece, and was unable to resist the
temptation. Hoe is poor, 1 think?”

“Yea; o poor, workin'-class fellow, sir.

“Do you ﬂnnw much about him "

“ Nothin', sir, only that he's plannin’
to get a scholarship at Grogiriars, an
mixes with fellows much better off than
himeelf,"”

“That is doubtless the cause of the
wretched boy's fall,” eaid Mr. Mobbs.
“ His superiors arn to blame for taking
notice of him and turning his head, Let
this, my dcar Ponsonby, be a warnin
to you not to be led into injudicious kind-
noss to your inferiors

“I—I will, sir.”

“The money must be recovered, of
course,” said Mr. Mobbs, *I will tele-
phona to the police-station at once.'t

“ The—the police, sir "

“Certainly, Ponsonby! On
police havo suthority to search the bo
and his residence, wherevor it 18
instant action is taken, tho money may
be recoverad befors he has had time to
expand it in rictous living—as I lLave
littla doubt is his intention.™

Pon's eyes glittered. ;

The officious Form-master was playing
his game for him. Mr. Mobbs, as he

ke, went acroes to the te one, and
on watchad him with a cruel amile.

In his mind’s aye he could see it all
unroll befora him—the success of bus
cunning, heartiess scheme. The visit
of the police to tha little cottage at
H;wkm]:ig?—tha helpless indignation of
poor Bedwing—the search for the stolen
notes—the discovery of tham concealed in
the domino-box!

What could save Tom BRedwing then?
What could sible bappen to baffle the
deep-laid scheme, or to implicate the
plotter? Every step was cunningly
planned, every move in the game was
calculated., )

Redwing would be taken into custody,
That was assured. And Ponsonby wou

ciously refuse to prosccute—for oven
F:ﬂnn:nr halted at the thought of send-
ing an innocent lad to prison. His bitter,
updying disgrace and humilistion, the
contempt and scorn of his friends—the
ruip of all his prospects at Greyfriars—
his overwhelming shame degradation
—that was enough to sstiafy even Pen-
sonby's revenge. He would stop at that.
Yes, ha would stop there; and Redwing
would be let off as a firat offender, and
Ponsonby’s gracious kindunees would be
known and admired, Redwing, covered
with shame aa with a garment, would

bably Meappear from the neighbour-
EE?)&, with the weight of Ponsonby’s
rvengeance heavy upon him.

Theso ploasant thoughts stirred in Pon-
sonby’'s mind as he watched Mr. Mobhs
at the telephone,

Ha did not flinch when the Form-
master called w© Courtfield police
station, and asked Inspector Grimes to
send a constable to Highcliffie. It was a
case of & theft committed by an intruder

irrthe school, Mr. Mobba explained. He
Pon-

rang off, and turned again to
. “The man will be hera in half an hour,
Ponsonby,"” he said. * Fortunately, the
miserable matter can be cleared up at
once. You will remain at hand to
answor any questions he may put to
Qul.

“Certainly, air!"”

*ongonby moved towards the daor, and

a8 he did so there was a tramp of many
foat without, A voiee—a well-known voice

—waa haard, in tonas that the famed Bull
of Bachan could hardly have excelled.

by your generous
naturs."’ }-

the G
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“ Where's Ponsonby?  Where's that
sneaking scoundrel Ponsonby ¥V :

Bob Cherry's Pc:werful voice rang right
into Mr. Mobbs' study.

“Bleaa my soull”
Mobbs, ughast. .

Ponsonby stood very stll. i

A sudden fear was upon him—a
sudden, icy, terrible fear. What did 1t
mean? What could Bob Cherry, of all
people, know?  Mr. Mobbs, unheeding
Ponsonby, whisked to the stu{i_f,r door, and
threw.it angrily open.

exclaimed Mr.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Foiled at the Finish !

ARRY WHARTON & Co, in
Study No. 1 at OGreyfriars,
listened to Billy Bunter as he

related his story. Bunter related
it with great enjoyment, all the more 2
he noted the dar En“éﬁ of the {unmru'
brows., Never was there s fellow so
bursting with importance as William
eorga Bunter was just then.

There were few interruptions.

Harry Wharton & Co. were almost
dumb, shocked and startled beyond
measure, The Caterpillar smiled cynic-
slly, Vernon-Smith's brow grew darker
and darker, till it wae 8o fierce and savage
that it startled his companions. Frank
Courtenay did not speak, but he was very

pale.

Billy Bunter finished at last. r

Ha blinked st the juniora through his
big spectacles, greatly clated at the im-
pression he had made,

The Bounder was the first to speak.

“You've Ect the notes?" His voice
was hard and stecly.

“T've got 'em,” grinned Bunter. O
course, I wasn't going to leave them
there, planted on poor old Redwing, you
know.” . M

The juniors did nct care to inguire info
Bunter's exact motives for removing the
notes. Probably his motives had been
mixed. Bunter loomed very large in his
own eyes at this moment; but the part
he hmir played was not very creditabls to
him. But ik was fortunate for Tom Red-
wing that he had played it; all the
juniors rcalised that. _

“Let's see the notes,” said Courtenay,
perhaps with- a lingering hope that the
talo was only spun out of Bunter's
imagination after all.

Billy Bunter threw them upon the
table. )

He followed them with = regretful
blink. But ths knowledge that Ponsonby
had the numbers of the notes lessened his
regret at parting with them.

he gix pound notos were proof posi-
tive, 1if proof was wanted. Bunter was

well known not to possess any such sum |

himself, )

“¥ou take them, Courtenay,” said
Harry Wharton, in a husky tone. ' They
—they'll have to be given back to—to
Ponsonby,"

The Bounder broke in.

“For Ponsonby to play another game
like this, another time!” he exclaimed,
ﬁEE;rf.‘:l]". ' Ponsonby 18 going to be shown
up 4

Courtenay shivered.

“It can't be helped, Franky,” said the
Caterpillar; softly. **Depend on it, Pon
has made his accusation against Redwing

already. He couldn't leave it long after
Redwing waa there—he had to make it
-clear., tell you, tho fellow's already

accused of stealin®.”

“It—it may be—be something else"
faltered Courtenay. **1 know he's bad;
but suppose he was tryving to make Red-
wing a gift? Bunter himsell thought so
at first, he says.”

“Why was he so jolly perticular about
tha numbers of the notes, then!™ grinned
Bunter.

Courtenay was dumb, There was no
answer to he made to that.

4“1 watched him,”" grinned the Owl,
“Heo was comparing the numbers with &
list on & paperi He didn't want to risk
leaving the wrong notes there. He, he,
he! That wouldn't have done.”

Vernon-Smith set hig teeth.

“I'm going over to Higheliffe,” he
said, “Weo're going to have this out.
You fellows had better eome—and Bun-
ter. They may have called in the polive
already ; but we may be in time to stop
Redwing being arrested.”

“ Arrested 1 stammerad Wharton,

“ That would fellew.”

“ Good heavens!” ]

“Let's get ofi 1" exclaimed Bob Cherry
feverishly. “Let’s get off, and mip it in
the bud{" )

“Oome on, Bunter!?’ said Harry.

“Oh, T say! What about teal?” ex
claimed Bunfer in alarm.

The juniors glared at Bunter. IE was
exactly like Bunter to think about tea at
that moment, As a matter of fact, all the
juniors were hungry; but they had for-
gotten it

Bunter's guestion was not answered;
but Bob Cherry took him by the neck
and led him out of the study. And the
loock on Bob's face warned Bunter not to
ask anything moro nbout tea.

The juniors ran their machines oub
agzin, a bike heinﬁ‘burmwad from the
ghed for Bunter. Billy Bunter rode off
rather sulkily with the rest. He was
tired, and he was hungry. DBut Bob's
strong hand rested on his shoulder, and
Bunter freo-wheeled most ot the way to
Higheliffe.

They lost no time on the way. Leav-
ing the machines at the lodge, they hur-
ried across in & body to the School House,
Smithson of the Fourth was in the door-
way, and he called to Courtenny.

“ Heard about it, Courtenay!{ There's
a yarn goin" round that Pon’s had money
stolen from his study.” _y

1t wes then that Bob Cherry inguired
for Ponsonby, in tones that penetrated
into Mr. Mobbs' study. Fellows stared
from all sides as Bob roared out to
know wheore *that sneaking scoundrel ™
wasg |

“Shut up, Bob!” murmured Nugent.

“Pon's in Mobby's study,” said Smith-
gon, with & rather scared look, * He—"

The juniors did not wait for him to
finish. Courtenay led the way, and they
tramped on in & body to Mr. Mobbs'
study.

Tl?:a deor was thrown open as they
veached it, and Mr. Mobbs' angry face
glared out at them, .

“What does this mean?” exclaimed
Mr. Mobba harshly. “How dare you in-
vade these precincts in this way, and-—
Courtenay! You with them? And you,
De Courcy 1"

“YWhere's that scoundvel!” shouted
Tobk, who was too furious to care a rap
for Mr. Mobbs or anybody else. *“Ha's
found out. Oh, there you are, you alink-
ing cur!” ]

He strode into the study, E‘uﬂlung My,
Mobbs aside, The astonished Form-master

asped ns the crowd followed him i
E?mlrtena].' closed the door.

Bob was shaking a big Hst under Pon-
sonby's nose. )

“You're found out!” he roared,

“Boy!" shrieked Mr. Mobbs.
does this mean? How dare youl
send for the police! I—I—"

“Zend for them!"™ exclaimed the
Bounder fiercely. * Wo want them! We
want to give Ponsonby in charge!™

“What! Wha-a-at!™

“Let me speak,” said Courtenay.
“Mr. Mobbs, Ponsonby hoas done a hor-
ribly wicked and treacherous thing, and
he has been found out, But—but I think
these fellows will be willing to keep it

“ What
I will
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from becoming a public scandal—" He ]

looked at the Greyfriars juniors, :

“So long ws justice i3 done,™ said
Wharton.

Ponsonby was white as chalk.

“VWhat do you mean?” he hissed.
“What are you deivin’ at?”

“Pongonby has accused Redwing of
stealing money from his study?” said
Courtenay, looking at Mr. AMobhs,

““Ponsonby has acquainted me with the
fact that 1¢ was nDussing after that
wretched boy's visit,” enappéd Mr
Mobbs, I have telephoned to the police
to take the matter in hand !”

“Lurrency notes were migsing?”

{l.'&" .ﬂ .

“Ponsonby has the numbers——""

“They are written on this paper. What
do you imply, Courtenay "

Frank Courtenay flung the notes on the
table.

“There 2ro the notes I he said.

Ponsonby staggered.

“"Compare the numbers, Mr. Alobbs
please |

Mechanically,
master did so.

“They—they are correct,” he stam-
mered.  “ These—these are your notes,
Ponsonby. Ddd you toke them from that
wretched boy Redwing, Courtenay?”

“I did mot, sir,” eaid Frank. * Theso
notes were placed hdv Ponsonby this after-

the aztounded Form-

noon in Tom Redwing's cabin  during-
his absence, and he was watched while he
was doing 1t !”

. Ponsonby uttered- o faint sound. Hae
had to put his hand on the table for sup-
port; hiz knees were knocking together.

This was his echeme—this was the safe,
secure "plan he had deemed guarded at
all points. Tom Redwing, on his way
hoeme, could hardly have reached lis
eabin yet., And here was his scheme in
piedes round him, shattered like a castle
of cards!

The bitter scorn and leathing in every
face round him hardly touched Ponzonby.
He ‘waa thioking, with o dizzy brain, of
his own danger.
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The Editor’s Chat.%
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For Next Monday :
“T0M REDWING'S WIN "

By Frank Richards.

Thig 2 the lask of the second series of
stories about Tom Redwing, though that does
not mean that ke Is pgoing io drop out of
the gtories. On the comtrary, you are cer-
tain to hear of him pretty often in foture,
though, like Mark Linley, he may be o bit
outside some of the fun at times, A fellow
who poes to school to work for all he 1s
wotth has not the time to spare for conelant
jupig.

: : heg title gives away the fach that Tom wan
the scholarship—as it bad been hoped all
along bhe would do. Bub you will not realise
till you have read the story how very near he
came to losing it through the last cunning,
desperate trick of Skinner to upset his
chance. This iz as good o yarn as any of
those about the sailor lad—and that is saying
guite a lot.

LIST OF GREYFRIARS STORIES IN

THE “MAGNET* continued}.

In spite of the plain 1nﬁma¢.i1:m I pave you
some weeks age, notices conbtinue to How in.
Either the sendcrs of these don't read the
Chat, or they have disregarded what [ tolid
them, Dut they are only wasting stamps, I
have =0 many notices in hand that I decline
mogt positively to take any more—except
cricket challenges—until these nre ecleared
off. 50 once agalm let me warn you that it
fa of o use writing for a motice that yom
want any of the stories in the list below.
And it Is equaliy uzeless to write asking me

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

Mr. Mobbs was breathing with diffi-
culty.

** Thig—this—this
ling 1" ha stuttered.
Ponsonby was seen— .

“He was watched, all the time, by a
Greyfriars fellow, who is ready to give
h_js'm'idence on oath in a court of law,
gir |

“¥eg, rather!” chuckled Billy Bunter.

“{Good  heavena!” exclaimed Mr.
Mobbs, really shocked. *Ponsonby, un-
i'.i:tpp;r boy, what bave you to say to
thisy™ :

Ponsonby could say pothing. His
tongue cleaved to hiz mouth, his throat
was dry and husky. His face was so
ghastly that even the indignant juniors
felt almost sorry for him.

If ever guilt was writterr in a human
face, it was written in Ponszonby's at that
moraent. Not that he needed to confess;
ttg proofs were plain enough without
that.
5 %’mfsmfbjr " stammered Mr. Mobbs.

“Deny it, you cur!”™ exclaimed the
Bounder, * Deny it, and have it proved
before a magistrate 1™

“For Heaven's suke, hush " axclainied
Mr. BMobbs, in alarm. * if Ponsonby
has done this, he—he will bo severely
putished. Every reparation will he made
to—to Redwing; but—but there need be
no geandal, T a,}iplaal to your hearts, my—
my dear boyse”

“Doez Ponzonby withdraw his accusa-
tion against Redwing?” asked the
Bounder grimly.

* Ponsonby ! Speak!”

“T—1 withdraw it!” muttered
sonby thickly. “I—I am so

“Do vou admit that you planted your
notes in Redwing’s eabin with the inten-
tion of amusin? him of theft?” said the
Dounder mercilessly.

“l=—1 admit iti For—for Heaven’s
sake, don't speak eo loud!”™ groaned Pon-
sonby. All his arrogance was gone now.
“I—=I am sorry. I never meant— 1
was going to—to own up—"

* Liar 17

18  amazing—appal-
H¥ou—you say that

Fon-

b k]

to semd you them, or éven to zend stamps to
the publishing department for them., We
have not a single copy, either lor sale or to
pive away,
Lisement: [t 13 foserted hbeeauwzo 50 many
readers are interested in the stories of the
past, and have asked specially for it.

61.—" The Rivals of Greyfriars.™

62— The Shipwrecked Schooiboys.®
63— The Greyiriars Plenje.”

G4, = Wharton & Co. v. Tom Merry & Co.™
63— Tival Scoute”

i, =T Stony Beoke.®

r—YHarry Wharton's Ward,»

68, —"The Invasion of Greylriars®
60.—% The Bully of Greyiriara.®

70—~ The CHil House Party.”
71.—%The Barring of Bulstrede™
72— The Greyfriars Photographers.®
78— The Greyiriare Caravan.”

T4.—* The Greylciars Camp.®

Th.—%*The Tenants nB{ Study 137

6= Billy Bunter, BEditor.”

T7.—%The Greyfriars Bun-Fight.®

¥8.—% Harry Wharton's Bank Holiday.?
0= Harry Wharton's Eleven®
80— Doy Scouts From the Faderlang.®
f1.-=* Bunter the Doxer.”
#2 —%The Heml'a Holiday.®

B3 —% Bunter the Bully.”

84, —=Harry Wharton & Co, Afgaf.?
Af—% The Greyiriars Visikors.®
88 —% The Clum From New Eealand.®
£7,—% Billy Bunter's Windfall.®

§3.—% The Lancashire Junior's Resolve.®
B3 —% Staunch Chums.?
80— With Flying Colours.®

The list i3 in no sense an adver- |

Three-halfpence, 13

“I think we've finished here,™ said
Harry Wharton contemptuously, © “ No
nced for it to go further. There's plenty
of witnesses, 1f the cur should try that
game again, Let’s get out.™

The juniors left the study.

Ponsonby  was left alono with Mr,
Mobbs,  That gentleman hastily rang up
the police-station, to explain that the
whole matter was a mistake, and was in-
{ormed that the constable was already on
hiz way. The worried man ecalled In o
fag, and sent a message to the porter.
Then he turned to Ponsonby, who gtood
lcaning on the table, white as chalk,

Pon was Mr, Mobbs’ favoyrite, Even
now the gycophantic master was thinking
chiefly of saving the young rascal from
the results of his iniquity. But even Mr.,
Mobbs was shocked and angry and ex-
asperated. Pon listened in slence to all
he had to ﬂué'—und it was o great deal, It
was followed by & severe caning, which
Ponsonby hardly felt. He was white and
dumb a3 he quitted the study at last, and
the logk on his face, as he went up to hia
quarters, scared his friends away frem
him. He waa thinking, with terror, of
what would have bappened to him if the
matter had been taken before tho Head
of Highelife—and before the law—as 1%
might have been. For once the rascal of
Highcliffe had had a lesson that he was
not likely to forget.

Billy Bunter smirked lﬂfti]ﬁj:'lmn Tom
Redwing, on the occasion of hus next visit
to Gireyiriars, rushed up to him and 1
his fat hand. Redwing knew what Bun-
ter's wvisit to his cabm had saved him
from now; and though Bunter really did
not deserve rhuch thenks, Tom wad grate-
ful, Buntér received his thanks, and
allowed Tom to shake Ius flabby hand
with great complacency; and he earried
his kindness so far as to borrow five
shillings of Tom Redwing ou the spot!

(Don’t miss ** TOM REDWING'S
WIN " = next Monday's grand
complete atory of Harry Wharton
& Co., by FRANK RICHARDS.)

L e

THE AIR-RAIDS THAT COME
IN THE SPRING!

{Tune: “The Flowers That Bloom in ilte
Spring.™)
BiLLs BLUBRTER: ;
The alr-rafds that come in the spring, tra-lal
Are not to my taste, I opine, _
When I hear them above on the wing, tra-la,
Apnd T.-hinilc of the bombs that they Lring,
tra-lo,
I foel ¥ eold in the spine.
I wish t.m the moon wouldn't shinel
And that's what I mean when ! say or 1 aing,
Ob, bother tho raiders thet coms in the
spring !
Tra-la, [a-lg-la-la! Tra-la, tra-la-la-lsl
I wish they would stay by the Rbine.

BOE CHERRY:
The ralders that eome in the spriog, trala,

‘Would not stay at bome by the Bhine.

If they didn't come here on the wing, tra-lg,
Ttu::."t E'l}:-. tc the Front, and they'd fing,
Ta-14,

Their bombs on the boys at the line—

n the Tommies who stand at the line!
And thet's why 1 think it's a jolly good thing,
That they're doffers enough to come here Lo

the spring,
Tra-la, la-la-da-lal Tra-la, tra-lada-lal
0 let “em 41l come in the spring !

~ NOTICES.

Back Numbers, Wanted.

By W. Gorry, 64, South Main, Street, Hil
dare, Ireland—‘fﬂaj Without a Name.®

By J. G. Ball, 48, Eingsbury Road, Isliog-
’ﬁﬂﬂn£ Ht: 1&;1‘-:&-:?1-*&:&:1 MaGsErs—please write

t5t, ala rice.

By A. EE DEdmnmtsnn, Hill -Top House,
Ripponden Wood, Ripponden, near- Healifaz—
Macker and “Gem,” npumbers between 30Q
and 400—oflers 8d. per dozen.

Tae Macwer Lispanry.—Ne. 32,
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Extracts from “THE GREYFRIARS HERALD?” !
and “TOM MERRY’S WEEKLY.”
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WHEN GUSSY FRETTED !

I.

(13 IVE o'clockt® grunted Jack Blake.
“Now, where's that ags got to, I
wonder? YWe shall bave to stop
sending Gussy out fﬂragi'in..g. I'mn

bleas—— Hallo! Here he i3 ell, 1’'m

jigrgered!“

e door of Et.udg No. 6 flaew open; but in-
stead of the Immaculate figure .of Gussy of
thg Fourth Form at St.- Jim's, the grinning
faces of Tom Mepry, Harry Mhanhers, and
Menty Lowther appeared in the doofway.

“Tee readyi” grioned Tom Merry. “0Oh;
good! Sorry we're late, you chaps, and all
that, you know. Still, better late than
never, as Willlam 8hakespeare remarks.”

“Well, I'm hanged if that ain't cool!™
Eﬁp{-ﬂ Jack Blake, “Hanged {f I remember

viting you chaps to tea!”

* All sercne! on't apologize ! murmnred
Tom Merry, drawlng up to the table. *Weg'll
overlook your omitting to invite va for once.
Won't we, you chaps? How could you know
thot we were starving? Still, you'll fnd we
won't expect oo much.”

“ Ahem! That's lucky!® remarked Blake,
Eeh;lg the table grimly. ®For it's a dead cert
at you won't get much., There's a middlin
whita tablecloth, & few spoon: and forks an

things, half a loal of bread, and about two |

ounces 0f margarire. And there's & little
tea in the teapot. Sugar, of course, is out

of Lhe question, S, you're ns welcome as
the flowers in May. So pile in!»
¢ Doa't  mentfon It,* sald Tom Merry

hurriedly, picking up his cap and making for
the door, “It's ex remely kind of you, but

I've just remembered an important engage-

ment.” -

“ We've really come to the wrong place,”
explained Monty Lowther apologetically. © 1k
fs a German detention camp we are looking
for—somewhere whére we could rely upom
g_amﬂs o Iiﬂﬂr good feed! But I see we

ava Strolled Into a casoal-ward iostend.

Borry! Uood-bye!l™
“ﬂn, ha, Imt;};’

The Terrible Three filed out of the study,
laughing. They were hardly through the
doorway, however, when Blake gove o zshout.
It wasn't like Study Ne. 6 to turn gnests
away hungry—not-even wolovited guests.

“Stop, you asses' Don't be in such a
hyrry, fatheads! There'll he plenty to eat
when Gussy comes back loaded up with grob.
He's gpone to the village to blue o quld.”

“ Food! Then we'll stay!® eald Tom Merry
magnanimously. *“ How long will the oroa-
ment be? That's the guestion!®

“Can't be long now, He's—— MHalle! 0L,
my hat!»

Blake's expression of amazement was echoed
by all as the door flew open with a craszh and
Arthyr Auvguostus D'Arcy marched in. Under
oné atm he carried some lengths of thin wood
phout six feet long by two feet wide, And
under the ofher arm was a parcel. The noblo
Arfthuer Auvgustuz woas loaded up without o
doubt. But be certainly dide't appear to be
Ioaded with grub!

Guzey looked hot and tired, but he smiled
round benigoly upen the juniors. His fellow-
owners of Study No. € at least did oot return
the amilte, however,

“ What the merry dickens—n

“ What the thunder i

“What is iL?" roared Blake, “What have
you got there? And where's our grub, you
tailor's dummy 7
* “Weally, Blake, pway withdwaw that
oppwobwious and insultin® expwezsion™ pro-
tested Gussy, looking eevercly at Blake,
a7 welusp—>

“But we're waitin%‘
Herries wrathfully.

for our teati™ yellod
[th that quid? Whnii.; ha;ﬁb i dwﬁ

w af qu ave you bronght an

back? That's what we wont to know {Hm
“Gertmni; nob!? zald Qussy, with dignity.

® AL you fellowd scem ms{ﬁink about {3

gwub! Yon don't seem fo weallse that thero's

& WAT oh!®

extwemos gwavity of the situation,

By HARRY NOBLE.

“Then what's in that parcel?” demanded
Blake, in exasperation.

“A fwotsaw 1® safd Arthur Augustus coldly,

“ A wha-what ?* gasped six woices simul-
taneously.

“A fwetzaw! T am takiog vp fwetwork,”
axplajned Gussy loftily.

“ (i, ernmbsl Fan me, someone!™ pasped
Monty Lowther.

“Taking—up—Iretwork ! You—yon up-
wtlerabde idiob!* yeled Blake. Yoo you
mean o spy you've blued all cur tin on a
lessed fretsaw? Well, I'm banged! (ussy,
FOUu—¥ o~

“ Pway contwol yourself, Dlake, deah boy!”
séid Arthur Augustus severely, * When you
heah iy wensons I'm suah you will not he
2y unpatwiotic as bo put pgwib befoal our
counkwy's weltare.  The other day, you
Lnow, wis weading that evewyone should
take up some work of national importanee,
and those who conldn't should take up some
useful hobbay., Now, I wegard fwetwork as
& wvewy useful. hobbay—if not actually of
national importance. I intend to make lota
of useful things, and cell them for war
chowities,™

% (th, erbmbszi?

®0h, my hatt®

“5o," continued Cuszey, “when I zaw the
fwetwork oubfit in a shop window it struck
me how much mors patwiotic it wounid be to
Efmnd the pound on somebthipg weally useful
than to waste it on gwub, especially fs the
comnbwy i3 so short of f
cwilical pewlod. ™

“ Ha, ha, hat»

® This iz not the tima for wibald langhtah 1®
gaidd Arthur Augustua frigidly, shaking an
gdmonishing finger at the laughing juniors.
“You youngstabs don't seem to weu!i:a':av ﬁﬁﬂ

=
you iwwesponsible kids ate eatin® pwecious
foodstuffs, and wastin® pwecious time playin’
about with a football, fellahs of tact and
judgment like myself realize the nation's
pewil, ond—= What!  Wow! RKeep off,
you asses!  Ob, belp!  You wottahs!
Yawoolh i»

Arthur Aogestus yelled in  astonishment
when six angry juniors Aung themselves upon
him, for, though he had realised his nation's
peril, he had apparently not realised his own.
To be done out of theitdtes was bad enough,
but to be called youngsters and irresponsible
kids on the ftop of it was the lash straw, ‘The
fea-Fart}' was fed up with Gussy—to put it
miibadly,

" HBump him!™ howled Blake wrathfully.
I teach kim to spend our tin on that
tot! We'll give him * youngsters ™ and ° Xids,”
the jupping jackass! The blithering idiot!™

Bumpy, bamp, bump !

'!}'ﬂrcﬁ yeled im angulsh as the angry
juniors bumped him again and again. Then,
semewlat molliied, the disappointed tea-
party $rooped out to have o belated war-time
tea in Big Hall.

U The wotiahs* The unpatwiotic wobtnhat®
gazped D'Arcy, picking himself up, and crve-
ing hiz disarranged atbire in tragic dismoay.
WHEHF' I shali sewiously hegin to think soon
that nome of the heastlay slackahs ecare
whethah we win the war or ootk Fancay
wowwyin' rbout gwuly when there 13 sewious
work to be done! The feahful Huns!®

And, to show his utter disregard of gruh,
D"Arey Began feverishiy to clear the tea-
things from the table, Then, filled with
burning zenl to carry out hiz patriotic in-
tentions, he setbled down to work, and very
soon sounds that suggested a carpenter’s shap
i:_l TE“ blost were procecding {roan Study

Q. &

stuffs at this

II.

NP now for prep!® sald Jaek Blake,
as he kicked epen the door of the
nbutl{ some tima -after tea. ©I

: wonder if Gussy —— Oh, my hat!

What 2 mess!®

(13

*Ha, ba, ha!”

Make, Herries, and Dighy roarcd as they
stood in the doorway and looked into the
room, FPretwork and tools were spread al
over the room. But Arthur Avogustus wis In
& worse Imess. He sab at the table, fretsaw
in hand, and surrounded hy bits of fretwood,
tools, and broken saw-hblades. His clothes,
usually 0 neat and spotlesa, were white with
a coviring of sawdust. His hot, perspiring
face, and the fact that two fngess of
left hamd were bound ~ blood-stained
bandages, gave the impression that the
enthusinstic war-worker was not Sdding Tret-
;-r;.rrk entirely free from labour and perecanl

R,

“Weally, you houndals, I seo no cauvse for
hilawity I “protested IVArcy indignantly.
“While -you have been away I have been
working Teahfully hard, 1'd oo ideah that
fwotwork waos sucik vewy stwenuous work,
And I feal thoze six dozen saw-blades I
bonght are of vewy infewich qualitay. Thers
must have becn Raws in at lenst four doreh
of them, for they are all broken, and I feal
I shall be obliged to puwchase a Iwesh supply
soon. "

“80 [ saw—I mean, see,” gaid Dlake humor-
cusly, “But don't fret, Gussy!  With your
fretaaw you'll win the w which Is poctry—
chyme, anyway. But let's see the result of
your labours.” - .

¥ Arcy prowdly hamded a piece of fretwork
full of weirdly-shaped holes and ¢urves, mum;i
for inspection. i

“What s it?" asked Blake curiously. "A
Chinese puzzle, or what ™

“Don't Do widie, Blake! It's a photo-
fwame. I'm going to make hundweds of
them, an' sell them at a guinea apiece. I
wegard that as a vewy woeasenable pwice.

“0Oh, crumbs?™

“Well, put the blessed stulf away now,
Uussy! We want to do our prep,” laughed
Lloke.

“(lertainly not, Blake! T have quite a lot
of work to do yet., and I shall wequiah the

gluday to mysel! this evenin'. 1 mut
wequest you fellabs to do your pwep in the
Forn-woom o in some othah studay.

weally cannet allow pwepn to interfeah with
my work, deah boys!”

The (ear boys stared wrathfelly at the
enthusiastic  war-worker. They dld oot
appear ab all keen to adopt his suggestion.

“Why, vou o frizitfol ass—you potty
lunatie!” yelled Blake. “ID've think we'ro
going to work in the cold Form-rosm while
vou wriggle in here making jigsaw puzzles,
von ass? Not mucht ﬁ this mess lsn't
cleared nway in two ticks, my noblo war-
worker, you go out—on your peck!™

Arthor  Augustue  cved DBlake
theromgh his eyeglass.,

"W enlly, Dlake, T wegard your expweszsion
as extwemely wide! I uttahly weluse to go
out on my neck. - And-—"

Gussy pot no further From [ong ox-

rience the occupants of the study bad
ound it vaclesa fo argue with him when he
began to ride the bigh horse. Frompt action
waa the only thing. A moment later D'Arcy
pave a startled yell as three paira of heods
gripped him.

Strozugling and protesting feebly, thoe awell
of the Fourth was whirled eut u-g thie atudy
to descend with sprawling limbs and a dlsmal
bump on the passxge floor.

“ Y pwwooh ! h, help?
wottahs! Wow!"

ATy yolled weain as a hailstorm of fret-
wood and fools rattied round his noble head.
Then the door banged.

"The feahful duifnhs! The wuff bwates!™
groooed Arthur Auzustus, sitting up pain-
fully. "I will weturn and give them all a
fwizhefnl thwashing ™

IFArcy broke off his reflections ag he heard
the auiet rusktle of a sown, and, looking up,
fie found Mr. Hoilton peering down io
ampzement.

frigidly

You Ileabful

Printed and publizhed woekly

Agsnts for anstralasin: Gordon Enm..ﬁﬂmma. Svdnay, Adsialde, Drisbane, And Wellin

Cape Tovs and Johanneabuorg.

tha Proprieters ot The Flootway Mouse, Farringdon Strost, Lunduﬂ?ﬁ?ﬂ.l.‘ﬂngﬂnnﬂ. Bubarripiion, &a. 10d, péc snnum,

tom, M.5. Bouwth Afcios, The Cewtcal MNewas Agency, Lid.
Batorday, Apnf 20al, 1023, '



Neo. 532,

YGood gracious, IYArey, what are vou sit-
tiog there ford® demended the Howsemaster.,
*And what doeg all this rubbizh mean?™

“1—I—thia js fwetwood, gir. I have been
doing fwetwork,” stammered D'Arcy feably.

" Fretwork ! Bet a passage is not the
plaice to work at your hobby, hoy! Why
don't you work in your atudy, D'Arey?”

“Because~~aliem !=-cr—as o matter of fact,
1 hear there bsn't enough woom, sir, and it
ia most ineonvenient,® explained D'Arcy.

“Hut surely you ecould find asomewhere—
one of your empty box-rooms upstalrs, for
instance? Why not do your fretwork there?
Ef.‘rme to my room, and I will give you the
E III

r. Hajlton rustled away, smiling, leaving
D*arey staring after him with a  beaming
Countenaned.

“Bai Jove! Now I considah that extwemely
kind and considewate of Wailton!™ he mur-
imured. " Weally, I must won after bhim at
once and thank him?" _

IFArcy tuse to hig feet with that inobention,
but then, suddenly realising his dosty and
dighevelled appearance, he shook his head
decidedly,

“No; upon weflection I will pub these
things in a place of safety, and have g bath

and change of clothin' first,” he mutiered, 4

“Weally, it would be most wode mmd un-
gentlermanly to call upon Mr. Wailton in this
diswepulable state. But I must wemembah
ihitm. Bad Jove! [I've got om ldem. I will
make him somethin®—a pipe-wack or some-
thing of that desowiption., What & wippin
fdeah !

* And, full of his ripping Glea, IVArcy
forgot all about the fearful thrashing he was
Eding to administer to DBlake, Herries, and
Dighy—which way pechaps lucky for Arthur

Auguatus,

I with a football under hic orm, kicke:d
: opén the door of Study Ne, 6. HBehind
him were Monty Lowther snd Mannpers, also
garbed for the fray.

"You chapa regdy?™ called Tom Merry
cheerily. “It's a FTuritrus afternoon for
footer, oo buek up! Blessed if it dossn't take
pome peopte some time to change!
Uuasy "

Bloke snorted disppatediy.

“The idiot saye he's dropping footer! He's
fretting."”
 "He's what?” gasped Merry.

11T.
T was a few days later.
. Tom Merry, clad in footer garb. and

Where's

“Fretting!

What on earth's he fretting ahout? The

rise in fhe price of mecktics, or what?
*Waorse than that,” growied Blake., "He's

taken up fretwork—in earnest, too KEvor

slnce he bought that blessed fretwork outfit
in Eylcombe he's done nothing but talk,
dream, and do fretwork! He's dropped all
games, and epends all his blessed Lime in
the box-room. And now he's making a pipe-
rack or gome other blesged thing for Railton

—it's his birthday fo-morrow, It's sick-
eniﬁ&t“

"What?" pasped Tom Merry. “Do vowm
mean to say he's not going to turn out Ior
the match this afternoon? Why, we haven't
& bleased man t0 take his place! Haven't
you talked to him?"

“With my tongue ond with my boots.”
growled Blake, "But it's no use. You know
what Guesy is—he ean be as obstinate az 2
mule when he likes!l™

Tom Merry thumped hiz st on the table
amphatically.

"Then fretwork’s gobt to stop!” I said
warmly. "I can forgive a fellow neplecting
prep for a bobby, but when it comes to
neglecting footer—eell, someone’s got to pul
a foot down! It's too serious. Look heére!
We are now going fo visit {ussy in the box-
raoom, and if we can't perauvade him to turn
out and drop his fretwork rot—well, there’ll
be a glddi"! uneral in the DFArey family!™

Blake, Herries, and Dighy did not look
very hopeful, but they followed the Terrible
Three upstaira to the box-room.

From ingide the room came the zound of
sawing. Tom Merry turned the handle of
the door and grunfed,

The door was locked. Tom kicked wigor-

otiely on the lohwer panels,

“Bai Jove! Who i therc? came o voice
s the sawing at{:}jp&d.

“0Dpen this  biessed  door, Guezsy, youn
dummy! We want to talk to you!"

“Wats!™ said Arthur Augustus briefy.
Tom Merry breathed hard.
“Loak here, Giaesy ™ he shouted.
coming to play foofor or not?™
“The anewah i3 in the negative, Tomn

"Are you
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Mevwwy,” came the voice, “PWay Wun away
and play! T am too busy to talk to you
younggtaha now,”

“ But what about the House matchi” yelled
Tom Merry, kicking away at the door.
*Howwy, deah bay; but I cannot neglect my
work for such childish gamea! 1 am at pwe-
gent engeged wpon A birthday gifft for Mr.
Wailton. I have discovered that it js his
birthday fo-mowwow. Therefore, it B Im-
pewative that it shovld be completed to-day,
Pway do stop that- howwible wow, and wun
pway! Yom are thwowing me inte quite &
Guttah with that tewwible din.”

Tom Merry gave the door a last hefty kick,
and turned away with a _snort of anger.

*Come on! It's no uee wasting the whole
afternoon on the hopeless dummy! T'IL slay
the raving lunatie for this, see il I don't[®
e growled wrathlully.

Arthur Augustus IVArcy waited until the
tramp of the sngry foothallers died awa
down the stalrs. Then be chuckled, an
resumed lis sawing. .

“The cheeky azaes!™ he murmured to bim-
sell composedly. ~ Faney expectin’ a fellah
to give up important work like this for
foostah! 1 wathah pwide myself cm my tact
and judgment ip Il:ue:?l!ng the door. Bai Jave,
ves! 1i I can always wemembah to lock the
door 1 need neval feah such intewwuptions.
And—what—"

He gave a startled ju‘mi‘-. and the delicate
gaw-Dlade was smashed into fragmenis as,
with a sudden click., the door swung open,

and Racke, Crooke, wod Mellish sneaked can-

tiougly into the room. D°Arcy eyed them in
indignant amazement, it wae plain that
they were just as startled at D Arey.

Bai Jove, vou woltabs! Tlow dare you
intwude jn this wude mannah!  Have yon
feahfol cads got & key of this woom? And
pway what do you woant heph ™

Hacke coolly 1t a cigarette. It wids fairly
obvious that the invaders poszessed a dupli-
cuate key, and I wns piain for what resson
they had come to the box-reom, The pack
of cards in Macke's hapd, and the faek that
all three were smoking cigarettes, fgld that
without an answer in words.

“You - beastly amoky houndahs!”  shossod
Arthur Auvgustuz, couphing vickently as the
sruoke peached him. - Pah! If you dingy
wasczls "don’t throw those flthy fggs away
at opee and welblial, 1 will give you albk a
feahtul thwashin®! Pah!"

Aubrey Racke grinned, and pulfed a cloud
of emoke insclently into D"Arey's fuce.

That's where yoi're off if, my boyl! We're
three to cne, an i
« Jnwack !

Backe erashed to the floor with a bong
that shook the room. Arthur Augnstus can
panch when he wanta to,  With flourlshing
fists and blazisg .eyes, he danced round the
prostrate Kacke!

ot up, you hewling wottah! Yoo uttahly
wiede beast!™ be shouted. “Get up, aond ['11
—1'it knock you down again!”

The invilation dido't appeal to Racke. Hae
stayed on the flogr, pursing his nose and
rroaning. 0 Arcey, breathing fire and
stavrhter, rushed at Crooke.

But Crooke didn't stop. Mellish wag already
theongl the deoorway and clatiering down-

gtairs. Craake Tollowed him. L"Arey re-
entorest the hox-roohy, to find that Kacke
had staggered to his feek. But as the

infurinted TVArey rtushed at him he &I:rdFed
desperately  round  the table and  shot
through tie duor.

Phe boundabs!"  gasped the wictorious
'Arey, shutting the door. “The feahful
Huns! I wathah faney [ shall nobt be

bothered with a visit fwom those fwighiful
boundaba  again,.  But  what a feahful
nuizanee!  Thege wotten intewwuplions are
delayin® my work considewably. [ weally
fenh I cannot flnish this before bed-time.
that case, 1 shall bave no alternative but to
finiah it aftab lights out.”

Two minutea later work waz2 procecding
briskly in the box-room.

b ¥

“Quiet, yon asa! Not so much row! Mel.
lish, ¥ou'll wake the whole sehog] ™

The voiee was Racke’s, and Mellish, who
bad stombled on the stairs, picked himaself
ups -and zcowled in the derkness, It was
hall-past ten, and Kdeke, Crooke, and Mellish
were onee more croeping upstaira to the haox-
room.  Lights-out didn’t alwars mean bed
for these dingy sportstmen.

*Here we are!” whispered Racke, unlocking
the hox-room door and entering. " Whe's
got the candle?”

A moment later a light was preduced, and
the sportzmen hegan to make preparalions
for one of their card-parties

Inf
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“This is 8 bit of all right!? abserved
Hacke, deallog out the cords with & practised
hand, "Jally good luck getfing hold of u
duplicate key of this box-room. We cnn
have some good times here undisturbed.”

' "What about D'Amf? lie's got & key, and
he'll always be fooling roupnd hers now!”

gruombled Crooke,

Racke scowled. His nose was stil sore
from the punch D'Arcy had given him.

“Olv, that fool!™ he snarled .viciously.
"Hang him. he's mueked up owr chances of
o game in the day-time with his kid's rot;
but we ean be sure of A game at night
without his shoving his nose—— What's
that? '

From outside came a slight creaking sound.

" Homeonc's coming! Collar the eards, and
get behind those boxeg!™

GQuick ns lightning the cards wera swept
away, and the 11‘3!“: wad put oub just as tho
deor-knob rattied. Next moment a dim forn
entered the room. Then sounded the strik.
ing of a maleh, and Racke, pecring from
behind the plle of boxes, gave a stifed gusp
a8 the flame kit op the features of Arthur
Augustus D' Arcy.

“Bal Jove!" murmured the visftor, as he
It the eandle. “I'd swear I took the key
awa¥ with me and locked the door. Extwa-
ordinawy [

A soft chuekle came from behind the hoxes,
But D'Arey didn't hear it Blissfully uncon-
gcions of the presence of the shady trio,
D'Arcy opeued the drawer In the table and
took ont his precions fretwork., Then lie st
to work in earneat by the dim light of the
candle.

For a solid hour the enthusiast worked
away. Then, just when Racke & Co. were
foeling that they could steopd thelr cramped
position no longer, Guesy gave a stifled sigh
of relief.

“There, that's Onished at last]™ he muac-
mured alond. “1 wathah fancy Mr. Walilton
will be vewy pleased with it. Though I eay
it myself, I considah it aﬁuie.m of work io
he pwoud of. And now I will w'ap it up apd
leave it here for the seccotine to dwy untit
the moming.” And Arhbhur Augustus, feel-
ing he had done a good day's work, put his
tools away and left the room, carefully Took-
ing the door behind him,

“The howling chumpl” snorled Crooke
jumpivg to his feet and stretching himeelf
painfuliy. “Hang the silly fool! I'm na sthf
nz & poker, and half frozen! Come onl Light
that blessed eandle, and iets pget to the
cards again]! That's a clear hour wasted.”

“Hang fhe éarda!™ ‘salid Racke, with o
nasty grin, “I've a little score to settle
with ID"Arcy first. Where's that bleassd
thing he's been working at? He won't think
it & piece of work to be prowd of when I'vo
finished with it!"

A few seconda later the thres were gaxing
acornfully at D'Arcy's preclous work, The
pipe-rack, though it wasn't exactly o plece
af work to be prouwd of, was nobt bad for a
beginper. The design ftsell was floral, and
well cut out. And above the zlofs for the
pipea were the words, “Many Happy Re-
turnz," neatly cut oof in white Jetters glued
on the face of the pipe-rack.

“dmaeh thie blesged thing wp!™ aniffed
Crooke in disguet. "Can't you seg whom jt's
for? 1t'a a birthday present for Rallton—
it's Lijs hirthday to-morrow. Fancy making &
mazter & present! Dah! Bucking upl™

“No, no! That's just why I'm not going
to smash it up!” grinned. Racke cunmingiy.
*1If vou chaps will just remove the * Many
Happy Returna' oarefully with & penknife
'l get on with a litile fretwork myself. 1
did & bitc when I- was a kid. When Guasy
hands his preclous Eare.ﬂeht- fo Hailton fo-
morrow  morning, I o't fancy he'll be as
pleased with it as Gusay Imagines”

Hali an hour later Racke had finlrhed his
alterntion. Wrapping up the pipe-rack again,
e put it back where Quasy had left it. And,
it being ton lale for cards, the trio made
for the door.

1% was then their troubles began. For the
door was locked. D'Arcy had not, a3 he had
imagined, left his key in the door that
afternoon,  The key was HRacke's, and,
naturdlly, D'Arey had locked the door smd
taken Tacke'a key with him when he went.

“ The only thing o do” gropned Racke ab
last, iz to kick up a row! We cant stay
here all night. When romeone comes we shall
have to make a dash for it, that's all. ith
fuck, we may perhaps manage to get clear

RWAy.™
But, unfortunately for Racke & Co., this
plan didn't come off as they hoped. The row

wns hemrd right enough, and Mr, Rallton,
{Continued on page I4.)
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Kildare, and about half the school came to
investignte.
short work of the: lock; but Racke & .On.
rushed out, only to find the rtairway blocked
with priamu-clad flgures,

It was hopeless from the start. The theooe
sportsmen were coliated ab once, amdl hanled
Liefore-the master, Mr. Railton helid up the
candlgé, and gazed in oastonishment ot the
tric belore him. i

“Good .gracious! * Racke, Crocke! "amd
Meitish! - What are youw boys doing here at
thia time of night? Apswer me at -encel”
bhe demanded sternly.

Itacke wag rarely at a loss for an cxonse,

but the Fxcuse he rn:u:l_e. this time was & poor-

ane, and he knpew [t .

“ Well—er—the fact i3, sir, we thought we
heard a hurglar, and’ came up to see!l”

“Oht -And [ suppose” he locked yon in?®
replied -Mr,” Railton,” with biting sareasu.
“No, Hacke, that's not good encugh! But
yon had better get off to bed at once, Te-
porrow I shall reguiré an explanation,™

Bomehow, the yarn-had gone round that.
Arthur Auvgustus waz giving Mr. Railton &
hirthday-present, and DArey was bomboarded
with reguests to have a squint at it. The
noble Guzsy, nothing loth, proudly hapded it
round for insﬁyecfénn. Perhaps, had he only
looked at it lLimiel beforehand, the untor-

funate Gusey would bave been ezaved much |

unplessantness, #nd fretwork might  have
been even yet his hobby and delight. Dot
he didn't, and the pipe-rack was passed ronnd
from hand to” hand,

v By the time the present reachéd- the Iast
fellow thez . whole. crowd was
WArey looked quida hort when
repched him, obligingly wrapped up by the

lust 1o see it, But he hadn't tinde o rensure,

their rudeness, for just: then” Mr Railton
vame.in for brealfass. :

“Now's your chmnnee, Qussy! DBuck uwpi™
chme several enmu‘m;ﬂn “whigpers,

Everyone was grinning biroadly when Arthur
Aungustus left His plape,. and, ﬁi;ég & grieeful
how, handed the paoreel to LEe astontshed
master,

“ A little hirthday-pwezent for you, sir,”
snid Arthur Angustuz heamingly ’

Mr. Railton’ siniled 'r;nnd-;mturedl* na he
opened the parcel and held uwp the pipe-rack.

en,” ghite suddenly, the smile” vanislred and
his face darkénéd,

“Why, how—how- dare you, D Arey! I3
thig_intended for a joke? he demandod
E

rniy.

IFArcy, stared in open-mouthed 'astonish-
ment from Lhe master to the pipe-rack. Then
he gave-a sndden jump.

“h.]}ni “Jove!® he gasped fechly.
one's alterad it! Rai Jove!™ :

Plainly ‘enouph, someonc had altcred It
The words, .&Many .happy returns,” that
I Arey had se carefully cut out were missing,
and In-their place “ Rats Lo you!™ stood out
‘in hold white letters. -

SO

few,

plabation’, had already told him all
reguired . to know, The fact that Hacke
& {'o. had been Foubd fn the bhox-room after
TFArey had left was quite sufficiont, without
tarther proof.

“Ab, that will do, D'Arey!™ he 'sald at

Insk, “T think F understand perfeetly. You
will please do me two hindred lines for heing
out of bed after * Lights out.” "And— Walt
& moment ! —y0ou had hetter take this
artlele with ¥oi. And now, Racke, Crooke,
and Mellish, I will deal with your caze. Come
herel® = 1y .
- D'Arey, with a very réd face, and the un.
appréciated  hirthdayv-gift wnder hiz  arm,
wolked past the- grinning junlors.  He was
feeling deeply mortified and far from happy.
But Racke, Crooke & Co. were looking still
more unhappy. Mr. Railton bad zent for a
Chne,

“Iam now going te cane you, not only lor
disturbing the whole House lazt night, hat
for gross disrespect to a ‘master!” he rald
briefly. “Hold out your hand, Kncke!™ -

“When Blake, Horries,- and Dighy entered
Btudy No. & after lessonz they were not very
muc
on the flre, .

*What's up, Guasy?” grinned Blazke, wink.
ing at Herries and Bighy. * You're. not burn-
ing tha pipe-rack, surely? It deserves o
hattér fate than that. - Why, I havent
lnughed so0 much fhr ages 1

“Bon't he widic, - Blake! sald Arthur

“As a mattah offact,

Aug.;lstm. blushing. _
deah boys,” went on D'Aray cgnhfdentinlly,

he

“1 havea decided fto dwop fwébwork Alto.
gethat:®
THE EN.
N

Kildare's broad shoulders msale,

Mr. Railton looked grim. Then-he asked & |
.mire  questions, - though P Arcy's ex-

surprised to And DArey burning wood |

aram
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— OLONEL WHARTON -is just ibe sort
of uwvcle a fellow might ha gZlad. to
have. Wot-there was a tifme when
Harry did not see this. _

The boy is the som of the cblouel’s only
bBrother, and it was petncal enough that’ his
uncle should have been nominated gpardian
b him by the will of Harry's father. But
the ecolonel was serving the King in India
during & large part of the time in. which

| Harry was developing from a ehild into 2

self-willed amd rather-sulky boy, And when
the rolonel came home at bengthe the twa did.
ot hit it at all, .

Harry bad had his owa® war, His Aunt
Mary had not meoant b0 spoil him.  Bul she
had heen very fond of him, and had oof seen
his faults, asthe keener vision of the colonel,
aided by the fact that he-was able to judge
Harry almost as he might have judged =
stranger, after being away =0 long from him,
could zee, z

One ean imagine Harry Wharlon a2z o diz-
tinetly taking small hoy, with pluck and nice
mannars, affeckionate, and amennble to dis-
cipline, though liable Lo fila of temper. That
wonld be how the colonel remembered him.
 He returned to-find o boy who had reached

“ithe aga when a boy thinks he hos o right to

Lok

a will of hiz own, aud who had been allowed
‘hiz will in alinost cvervthing,

"He thought Harrs a _snll-'u ang rather il

conditioned  cal. . Harry  thought him a
meddlizg tyrant. Bot the colonel saw redeem-
ing qualities under his nephew’s faults,
wherens Harry did not even. look for his
unele's gpood. pointas. Hiz uncle ordered him
abowt, forbade things that his aunt had never
forhMiten—in fact, did what bis father would
hove done had he Leen alive to do it: and

did it in juzt the same spirlt. Dut Harry
could not realise that.
S0 the  colonet determined that Harry

should . go to school: and naturally “he chose
his own old school—Greyfriars,

The boy did not want to go-to schdol ab
all. . He wanted to rpn wild and follow his
own impulzez. And the Faet that Greyfriars
wa3a the colonel’s obd school dal pot recom-
meénd It to him. _ _

There were high words hefore he went, and
the mfn spoke out, plainly, and  the oy
waa rude and passionate,  Tutcat the end
of the stormy inferview, when larry had
gone, Colonel Wharton comforted himself
with the thaoght that, after all, the boy hod
the makingz of 2 man in him.

He wis right there, as we know. .

When, :the colonel wrote to. zay Bhat he
wis coming to see his nephew at Greyfriars
Harry was by no. means -pleased. . Nugent
tried to bring him -into- & bielder frame. of
mind,  But without suceesd, “He scems to

| bglieve 1 riling a.home .as it it were a

nabive regiment!” Harey said sulkily. = Your
unéle: thought you were Spoiled,” remnrked
-Nogedt,  “ Well,' as & “fatteref aheolute

fict, ‘you weren't bthe micest sort of chap In
-;.he World  when you first came to Grey-
riars.”

bowas becauze the
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. Harry. could vecopnise ihe druth of that
amdl. ke tried to Jook at ithing: more reason
abby.. He saw that his wnele- meant Kindly
T“'il}[ﬂ, and the offer made’ by -the colonel 1y
get him and hiz special Friends o hoalf-holiday
acfually. brought - an ;expregainn " of thanks
from  him~ But. then  things wenl  wralig
fggain. Horry hnd to admit ot e el
pawied his wateh, arfd Lie wonld ol explain
that he hod done it for Hazeldene's sake, nol
from any need of his o%¥n,

The colonel was very angey, - In hiz duys
at Greyfriarz, he said, the boys-adid not vish
pawnshops.  Huot - Colome! Wharton did ol
show hiz anger as Major Cherry would have
done, There was no thundering ab Harn;
bk o ealid, stern disapproval Ghat hurt bim
fur more.

Muzel came to the resene.  MHe  bas hiz
hetter moment s, and iz was one of themi.
He {old Colont] Whartoh the towil, and the
trufh was véry greatisoie Huaery'= credids’ He
had - saerificesl  his. wateh, not dur o chom,
but for one -who had: been his enemy, Thu
whs -jnst the sort. of thing Jumes Wharttn
could appreciale,

Theiy there came 1he 1aving. of Hatry- by
Bia. wnele from death in . tha wolers of the
Sark; -and that swept away the last cloud
that had overhung thelr relationship. Thenre-
forth, though they might not always under-
stand obe ancther, thougli the eolonel miglhd
be led to believe Harry guilty of somethisy
Le: could never haveé done--and, it my memor
dies not err, that did -happen ﬂﬂEuE_—-}'(‘{
hetween them theré was o strong bond of

"affection Hke that of tatber and zon,- with

ench proud of the other.

- We have not seen very much of the colone
in_the atories.” Now and then he.-bas come
to Urevlriars on o brief visit, sometimes witl
fris old _friend Major Cherry, ., sometimes
ilone ; but it cannot be safd that he has often
played a prominent. part, ¥et one has a yerr
clear mental portrait of him—a zlrong man;
with %EIIIHEHE:’.-.E under his sterriness,  very
upright, hating any kind of ;meanpess, some-
wlint reserved. He iz not o "hit [ 1ikE Beh's
futher outwardly. They share some gualithes
«—hoth are brave and kindly and-honourable
hut the mimjor ks a-rearing llon compared to
the ‘eolonel, . When  the major -gets - angry
hivrd words, and sometimes other things, are
apt to e flung about, The colopel's. anger
is eohler; It never masters bl - Perhaps L
were s0 difforent thal ther
were always such good chums,

e ecan imagine them both as bovs,  The
najor lias kept more of the boy's apirit; bt
the colonel has ‘not lost it all, or he would
not be 20 sympathetie ns he fs :

There i= an imterecting link helweaen . the
colonel- and ome of his wephew’s dearest
chums, When he first met Hurree Singh the
nabob sald: %I have often heard my father
speak in my childhood of his esteemed frien
Colonel -Wharton; but-I did not know' that
the augnst Colonel Bahib was the relatign of
iy honoprable chum., I have heard my
futher say that I wak earried through a rebel
mob _ in -the ‘streets of Bhanipur in the
honourable arms of the Colonel Sahily, wilth
the talwara of the rebelz ashing round kim.™
The colonel promized.to-tell them the story
Inter,- and he- did tell “it—="a tale of revolt
in the wild land of Bhanipur, and of o ¢hild
carrigd to safety.by a horseman through a
crowid  of- pavage . rebels, wlhiose  weapons
gleamed  on «every 5 side.”  The youthful
nnbob could only dimly remember it, hut It
was fresh emough in the mind of the man
wiwr had carried that dusky baby.

Many scenes of war, of peril amd courags
and endurapce, magy- o memory of such deeds
s make uz thrill when woe read of them-the
colonel’s mind must hold, for service .on tho
Tndian Frontier meats hard work and many
rizke. He iz not the man to falk muoeh,
though, And pow, in the veteran stage, he
iz again facing shot aml shell—and the far
worse deviees of the Honz: o hoot—in thoe
greatest war the world hoas ever Enowm,

And- whe can 'doubt that he I winniez
eradit there, as he won it in the old days in
the land of Hind? For Colonel James Whar-
ton i a fine type of the hest Kind of Britizh
officer—and whpl more can onc ssy of any
HTHET
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