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jerked hiz arm im-

THE FIRST CHAPTER
Eob Cherry Comes Down Heavy !
i% TOP o minute, Smithy !

S Vernon-8mith, the Bounder of
Greyiviars, did not stop. He
went on hiz way, only remark-

ing a3 he passed:

“Rats! Pon't hother 1Y

“Bot I sy, Southy———-"

Smithy did not even angwer,

Billy Bunter gave him a wrathfoul £link
through his big glagses, and rolled after
him. DBunter wanted very poarticularly to
epeak to the Bounder just then. And he
;‘@ught Smithy by the sleeve, und stopped
1m,

Vernon-Smith
patiently.

" Let go ! he snapped.

" Look hemg whera are you going in
ench a hurer ¥ demanded Hunter.

“I'm gotng to Mr. Quelch’s atudy.
Now let go, fnthepd [

* Cuelehy’'s out,™

“1 know he iz Lot gol” exclaimed
the Bounder, * Do vou want me to bump
yvour over B

“Look  here, Bmithy,” said DRilly
Bunter, in a tone move of sorrow than of
anger, " Afker all I've done for your pul
Redwing I think you might be dccent.
1I'm harﬁ up this atternoon—"

“Quitz a new experience for vou, of
courge!” grunted Vernon-Smith sar-
castically,

“Well, I've been dizappointed about a
postal -order——" )
My only hat!  Are you pgong to
spring that on o fellow again " exclaimed

the Bounder. " Buzz off 1"

" But——"'

- Vernon-8mith lost patience.  He was
not the most patient fellow in  the

Remove, anyway.

Ha took the fat junior by both
shoulders, and sat him down on the floor
with & Bumnp.

“Ow 1" gasped Bunter,

The DBounder grinned, and left him

there, and went on to  Mr. elch’s
study. He did not knock at the door, as
the Form-master was absent.  Billy

Bunter st and gasped, and blinked after
the Bounder as he disippeared into the
atudy.

“Ow " mombled Bunter. ' Beast!
Yow! He's poing to play some trick on
Quelchy while he's out.  Ow!  I've n
jolly goad mind to tell Loder—— Yow.
oW f’-’

But Vernon-S8mith did neot remain in
the stwdy more thon a munute,  He came
out sgain, with a folded paper in his
Trarl.

“1 gavw, Smither—'

The Dounder paezed Billy Bunter with.
ont o planee, and went on to the shuir-
CASE,

“What have vou got there?™ hooted
Bunder,

PBut Vernon-Smith went up the stairs
without replying,  The Owl of the
Removo serambled to bis  feet, having
recovered hig breath—which was always
rather shovt,  Ile shool a fat fist after
the Bounder as the latter disappeared up
the big stairease,

Bunter's

B i eyes wera  ghstening now
behind his glasses.

Ile had seen the

Billy Bunter knew an examination paper
| whon he saw one. The nerve of the
Bonnoder in taking an exam paper from
Mr. Quelch's study in this open way
astounded Bunter. Anybody might have
sten it in Smithy’s hand.

“Peast 1 murmured Bunter. Ha
would get an awfuol licking if Quelehy
knew, Old Quelechy’s hound to misa the
paper, too. 1t might be o fellow’s duty
to put him on the scent. Ow1"

“Hallo, hallo, halla! What are you
nmmhlingi about P inguired Bolr Cherry,
coming along the corridor, and zredating
Bunter with a hearty smasek on fifs fat
shoulder.

“Yaroogoh ! roarved Bunter. :

“My hat! What's the moatter®™ ex-
elaimed Bob, in surprise,

“Yow-ow ! You silly nst, —on've
nearly busted wmwy shoulder!” howled
Bunter, “Do vou think my shionlder’s
made of wood, you chump 17

“MNo: only vour head, old seouti™
answered Bob checrily, “T give yan
one on your head——" _

Billy Bunter did not wait {or one cn his
head. He bolted. .

Bob chuckled, and went on his way to
the door, with hizs Reavy tread that
echoed along the corridor.

Hizs chums wdre waiting for him there
~—-Wharton and Nugent, Johnny Bull and
Hurree Jamset Bam Singh.

“Halle, hallo, hallo ! boomed Dob.
“TReady, vou |kida? Isn't  Smithy
ca}ping?”

No; he's staying in this afternoon,”
said Harry Wharton. ¥ Redwing's coming
to visit him."

“Redwing !” said Dob, “ He's finishied
his toot with Mr. Queleh. The exam for
the schol is on Monday."”

“¥Yes; it's only o visit this time. T
think Smithy's going to put him through
Iein paces, and see how ke shapes for the
exam,™ agid Wharton, smiling.

*Bmithy'a a good sort,” aaid Bob.
“Fancy spending a spring  afterncon
swotting over such rot—what? T'd do it
ta save a fellow's life—but nothing short
af that, Still, T don't suppose f; cotuld
help Redwing much,”

“Ha, ha! No, you couldn't,” grinned
Mugent, Bob Cherry had many gifts
and guelities, buk cortainly he did nol
shine ag o bright particular star in ihe
scholyatic line,

“¥on fan help him an in ericlket, f he
does come to Grevirars on o schol,” said
Harry Wharton,

“¥es, that's more in my iine”
agreed Beb, " Let's pet off, or the girls
will be waiting for vs at CLff House.”

“And if we are late, the esteomed
Marjorie will be infuriated,” remurlked
Hurree Jamzet Ram Singh.

“Ha, ha!” roared Baob, ““Not infuri-
ated, yoit ass—waxy "'

“My csteemed Bob—"

“Mv esteemed fathead, let’s set an
esteemed move on™ grinned Bob, And

he E]a:;rfuﬂy took Hurrea Singh by the
neci and rushed him down the stops.

paper in Vernon-Smith's hand—a stiff
paper with soctions of printing on it

TOM REDWING’'S WIN!

By FRANK RICHARDS.

A Magnificent New Long Complete Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars School.
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Baob Cherry was evidently in  high
spirits that afteenocn. When Dob was i
oxtra high spirvits it really was not guite
gafe to o near him.

The Famous Five marched down lo the
oates with cheery faces, and turned out
into Friardale Lone. _

“Myy mect Redwing on the road," re-
marked Harry Wharton,  “ He’s nearly
due in Smithy's study now, I believe.™

“Talk of angqla!” satd Johnmy Ball
“There he i3 !’

“My hat! Bhkinner, too!”

Az the chums of the Remove came
round the bend in the lane they came in
si%_tll{'. of Tom Hedwing,

e wag atanding by the stile, having
evidently erossed the field in taking o
snort cut from Hawhkseliff, where he
lived.

Bkinner of the Remove was on the
other gide of the stile, in the road, facing
lim.

Harry Wharton & Co. wers surprised
enough to dee them together

Skinner's enmity towards the :ailor-
mean's son of Hawkscliffe was well
known, Moreover, Harold 8kimmer had
his nama down for the Memaorial Scholar-
‘ship, and was, therefore, one cof Tom
Redwing’as rivals in the fortheonung
examination for that valuable prize.

Skinner, certainly, hadn't much chanece
of bagging it. Hord work was wanted,
and Skinper was not a hard worker—
‘guitae the reverse,

In fact, the fellows knew pretty well
that Skinner had only put his name down
in the faint hope of “dishing™ the Loy
fromm Hawskellf. He had mtended {o
“swot " for that very purpose: bhut
though the spirit might be willing, the
Hesh was decidedly weak in Blinnar's
case, and he had done very httle swot-
ting. Tom Redwing had a very pood
chance of suscets; but Skinner, in tho
Bounnder's phrase, was certain to be only
an “‘also ran.”

So, under the circnmstances, the Co.
certainly did not expect to ses Skinner in
conversation with Tom Redwing. HBut
az they drew nearcr they could see that
it was not a friendly meeting.

Sliinner's face was dark and angry, and
there was a ’guiﬁﬂy contemptuon: ex-
f pression upon Tom Redwing's sunburnt
faee.  Im the clear air their voices cama
to the juniors’ ears az they drow noarer.

“Thera's nothing o argue about,
Skinner, You knew perfectly well that
it'a an open scholarship, and anybody
hns o right o enter. Three or four
fellows cutside Grevirviars have enfered.”

“That's no reazson why a low, kng-
shore cad should try to wedge himself
into a decent school I answered Skinner
bitterly. " Get back to caulking rour
boats and digging vour potatoes—:shat's
rour lino! You're not the kind that’s
wanted in a decont schoal !

"I don’t think all the fellows agren
with you,” said Redwing quietly, though
hiz handszome face flushed.

Bliinner lal.fhed acornfully.

“Do you think you'll ever be one of
us, in the Remove, even if you win the
achol? Fven Emlt..'hy only puts up with

you because you happened to pull lnm
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out of the sea when his boat was wrecked.
ila fecls bound to, for that reason.”™

“That's not true.”

“It's jolly well teue, and you know it!
Tt you henrd what Smithy says about
you sometimes——"

Redwing's eyea flashed.

“That's a Ie!™ he saad. " You cad,
how dare you tell lies about Hmithy!
Ciet aside, and don’t talk to me!”

Bedwing came over the stile with that.

Bkinner ecemed disposed, for &
moment, to attempt to throw him back,
but he thought better of it.

k, and the sailorman's son dropped
into the lane.

“You're going to Greviriars now?"" he
gneered.  “Well, I can tell you you're
not wanted there. Smithy doesn’t want
vou, He said—"

Skinner got no further.

Bob Cherry, with a flaming face, was
running ahead of his companions, and
he came up with a rush, grasping
Skinner by the collar behind,

“Yerooh!"” howled Skinner, thus
apprised of Dob's arrvival on the scene,

“Groogh! Whe—what—yoooogh!"

Bhake, shake, shake! ;

“Hallo, you fellows!” exclaimed Red-

wing.
“Gorrcogh!” wailed Skinner. * Leg-
gol Dw! QOooch!™

Shake, shake!

“You sneaking worm 1™ roared Bob.
“T heard your Deastly lving, you
Prussian! Don't take any notice of his
lies, Redwing.”

“T1 don't,” said Tom.

“There isn't a word of truth in what
he was saying,” said Harry Wharton.
“The mean worm wants to edge you out
of the exam, that's all!” .

“Will vou leggo?” shrieked Skinner

duﬂ)amtﬂlp
ob Chervy was still sh:ul:inE him, and
the unfortunate Skinner felt like o jolly.

Bob swung him rvound, and tossed him
contemptuously into the grass beside the
voad, Bkinner sprawled st full length.

He lay there gasping, and blinking at
the Bemovitea,

“I've o jolly good mind to wipe my
boots on you!” gasped Bob, glaring
dewn &t him. **What do vou mean by
telling Redwing lies about all of us?

“rrooogh I

“You know he was lying, Redwing?"

“Of courae,” sald Tom, with a smile.
“1 shouldn't be likely to take Skinner's
word againat anybody.™

“"That’s right, Mind you don’t!"

Tom Bedwing nodded, and walked on
up the road to L}m{friars. The chuma
of tho -Rlemove vaulted over the alile,
and kept on towards CLiff House, Bob
Cherry giving the hapless Bkinner a
final glare of contempt before he went.
It was some time before Skinner, still
gasping, limpad away after Redwing to-
wards the school, with feelings 1 his
broast that a wild Hun might have
onvied,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter is Not Treated as a Pal !

ILLY BUXNTER blinked into
Vernon-Smith's  study in the
Eemove passage.

_ There was a very determined
axpression on Bunter's fat face.
YVernon-Bmith was busy making  the
study a little tidy for his visitor. Skinner
was his study-mate, and Skinner was not
a tidy fellow., The tuble was cleared,
and pens and ink and peper were there,
and uncder a paper-weight lay the exam-
ination paper Smithy had brought from
Air.  Quelel’s  study.  Bunter's eyes
landed on that at once, and he grinned.
'""Buzz off I said the Bounder, with-
out looking round, as ho heard Bunter's
well known fat grunt in the doorway.

He stepped
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“T gay, Smthy

““(h, clear! There's not going to be
a feel, you walrns! Redwing's coming
hore to work,” szaid the Bounder good-
hurmouredly. .

“1 know that,” said Banter, with o fat
cvhuckle: “amd I know jolly well what
worle lw's gpoing to do, Smithy.”

“Well, now buze off 1°

“T'm npot going to buzz off,” said
Buntter dnrlibi:rﬂhii', and he came into
the stigde. [
Srnithy 7

“Yhi"

“Dhusgrusted [ said DBunler.

"What the mierry dickens * The
Boundee tnrned at that, and stared at
the Owl of the Bemove, " What are you
driving #t, vou {at 1diot?"

“1 know what I know " said Bunter

myzsterionsly. ] i ]
“And that's precious little,” =aid
Yernon-Smith,. " Do you knew when

vut're well off? If vou do, yvou'll clear
out of thig study before I kick you out!™

YTerhaps voul prefor me to call on
Loder of ihe Bigth?” said Bunter, with
a4 alnear.

“You van call on Loder, or on the
Kaiser and the Crown Prince of Trussia,
if you like,” saul the astounded Dounder.
“Ilave you gone suddenly potty—more
potty thaw usualt™

“You'd like me to tell a prefect?”
grinned Bunter,

“Tall lnm what?"

"¥our little pume 1"
“What little game?"  gelled  the
Boundoer.

“He, he, ho!l"

That cachinnation was infended to
express that Bunter knew what he knew,
s0 Lo speak.  Vernon-Bmith stared at
hitn, wondeving for a moment whether
the fat junior was quite right in the
hiendl,

“Will you icll me what vou're driving
abk?"” he asked at last.

“You kuow what I'm driving at,”
gmiled Bunter, “Some follows avc
sharp, and some ain’t. I am. Yoo
cau't pull the wool over my eyes,
Smithy. Mind, T'm not going to inter-
fere if vou treat me as a t}jral.

“Interfere!” repeated the Dounder.

“If you treab me a5 a pal—that's un-
derstood.  OFf course, 1 don’t wholly
approve of this Redwing fellow,"” said
BEunter loftily, “1 beliave in people
keeping in their own placs in life—="

“Your place would be a pigsty, I
think " anapped the Boundegr. 1 wish
to goodness you would keep there!™

“Dh, reallv, Bmithy! Of course, I
underatand that you feel it's up to you to
back up this aailor chap, as he pulled you
out of the sea once. Still, it would be
vather a come-down for a longshoreman
to get n echolarship and enter Crew-
Erawrs,”” said Dunter, with a shake of the
head.,  “T dow't approve of it.  3till,
I'm nob going to interfoere.

Vernon-Smith picked up 2 eushion,

Dunter eyed ik warily.

“If you chuck that cushion at me,
smithy, [ shall go straight to Loder, and
tell hitm about the swindle."

“Bwindle!” gasped Vernon-Smith.

“What do vou ecall it, then?” de-
munded Bunler, “If Redwing wins the
exam, won't 1f be s gwindle, the way
you're doing 147"

“You crass 1diot,” said Vernon-Smith
in  mensured  tones, ¥ why shouldn't i
help Redwing, as far as I can, 1n getting
ready for the exam? Not that I can
help him mnch: he's miles ahead of me
m most things, Why, D'd have lent
Shinner a hand, if he hadn't been foo
lazy to waork at allL”™

“You can't pull the wool over my
eyes,” grinned Bunter. “It won'§ do.
It won'v wash, Smithy "

shocked at wyou, |1

Three-halfpence. 3

® What wou't wash?"” shrieked Vernon-
Smith. : :

“0Oh, come off ! IHelping Redwing is
one thing, but getbing him the exam
Eu{]ur to look at iz another, You know
& wouldu't be allowed to cuter the
sxam at all if the ITead kuew be'd seen
the paper.”

“Yon fat villain. he hasu't seen tha
paper!™ he shouted. " He knows wo-
t].léng”nbuut the paper, any more Lo
0.

Bunter gave him a fat winl,

"I saw yvou get the exam paper from
Quelchy's study, when you knew old
Quelch was out of duors,” he answered.

“Oht™

Y Understand now?” grinued Bunter,
He pointed a fot finger at the sheet on
the tabla under the paper-weight. ** Do
you think 1 dew't know an exam il‘mpur
when I sce ono?  Hedwine will walk off
that scholarzhip as ensy aas falling off a
form, when he'a had  the paper  in
advanee, awml werlted up the yuezlions,
That's the little pame!™

w hat 17 ejeculated Vernon-Hmitl.,

“Mind, I'm unot geoing to iuterfere, if
you treat me as a pal,” said Bunter, ve-
aasuringly.

“¥ou think I've got a copy of iha
examingtion paper in advanes fov Red-
wing 7' anid 1'}:4; Bounder, atavitg st him,

“T1 know vou have,™ answerod Banter
coolly.

“And you wonllo’t interfove, thinking
that a f?ellm*.' is playing such a dirty,
swindling trick oun the other entrantst”

“Well, of course, I'm shocked,” szaid
Bunter. “I may say, disgusted. But 1f
yvou treat me as a pal, 1 saall feel bonud

to keep it dark. OF course, I shali
expreet you to do the decent thing, 'm
havd up.™

“0Oh!" eaid Vernon-Smith.

YA a pul, 1 don™t see why wen
shouldn’t lend me a quid till my pastal-
order comes,”" sald DBunter. “Ouly o

lean, of course. I shall hawd vou thwe
postal-order immediately it—it comes.”

“Only a quid?’ said the Bounder
quietly.

“Well, under the ecircumstances, 1
Ehink wvou might make it two gunds™
suid  Billy Bunter, growing boblder.
Y Dash it all, it’s worth 1t. The achol ia
jolly valuable, There's a cazh allow-
atice with it, and I dare say Redwing has
agreed to hand vou something out of that
—I'm certain of it, in fact. Look herc,
Sinithy, I want you to lend mo g fiver.”

“Oh, a fiver!” said Smithy,

“"Wes, OF vourse, I shall hamd it bock
when—when I'm in funds.”

“When you get your old-age pen-
sion?" suggested the Bounder. )

* I'm expeciing a postal-order shovtly.”
said DBunter with dignity. ¥ 'Nuoft aad,
Bmithy ! Am I going to have that
fiveri"”

Vernon-3mith shook his head.

“Mo," he said. “ You're not goiug ta
have the fiver. You're going 1o have
a licking, voun sneaking, fat rotter?”

The Bounder made a jump at Bunter,
and DBunter, in alarm, made o jump ok
the doorway. DBut Bmithy was the
guicker of the two,

His left hand closed on Bunter’z collar,
and swung him round, With bis right
he wiel the cushion.

Whael:, whrek, whaek!

“ There, you fat villain—take that, you
fat frog—and that—and that!*

“Yowowow! Help! TFire!”
Bunter., “‘Ieave off ! Yarcooh!™

Whael:, whack, whack!

“Yooop! T3 say, Bmithy, T'll take a
pound! Yow-ow! say, I'll take ten
bob! Yooooop! I—I say, old chap, I'll
keep it dark for nothing! Ob, crumbsl
Yow-ow-wooooop !” i

The cushion went on smiting Bunter's

yoellod
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fat person all the time. Not till he was
tired did the Bounder cesse, and then
he spun the Cwl of the Remove out into
the passage.

Bunter sat down with a heavy concus-
5I0TL, YOAYInE.

“Phow!” evelaimed a volea in the
passage, a5 Tom Redwing came alo
from the stairs. “What the dickens——

“* Hallo, Redwing! Come in, old ¢hap!™

Redwing pazzed the sprawling Bunter,
and came into the study, and Vernon-
Zmith closed the door, Billy Bunter
scrambled to his feet, gasping and snoxt
ing. He rolled away in a state of breath-
less wrath and indignation. In agi;e- of
all his kindness, William (eorge Bunter
bad certainly not been treated like a pal!

A e

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter Does His Duty |
PETER TODD was at work in his

study, He looked up with o frown

za Billy DBunter rolled in, still
snorting.
“ Don’t make 4 row here, Bunter! I'm
working.”
“Why didn’t you come and help me?"
rowled Bunter, “You henrd that beast
gmit.hy pitching mto me.”

Peter n :

“*My dear man, if I'd come to help any-
body, it would have been Smithy. 1've
no doubt vou asked for it.”

Bunter gave his etudy-mate a glare,
Thia waz all the sympathy he received
in his own study.

“If vou knew
Peter—"

what it was about,

“I don't want to,” yawned Peter. "1
suppose you have been talking some of
vour snobby piffie about Redwing. If

vou begin it hore, I'll give you some more
of the sama.”

“Y say, Peter-—->"

“Dryup! I'm working.™ .

“You could lick Smuthy, Peter. I'll
hold your jacket,” said Bunter encourag-

ingly.
“ ¥l tick you,
work in peace!™
“They ought to be stopped, Toddy.

if you don't let a fcllow

It's a mean trick to get hold of an exam
paper in advance, and work up the ques-
{ions., It doesn't give the other fellows
& fair show."

Peter staved at him.

"YWho's done that?" he demanded.

“3kinner?"

“MNa; Bmithy and Red'-'r‘itlgf’

“Vou silly duffer, dey up ¥’

“1 saw Bmithy %Bf' the pzper out of
Quelchy's study——"

Peter Todd rose to his feek. :

“If Smithy played a mean trick like
that, Bunter, ha wouldn't be idiot enough
to let you seo him do it. Yow're barking
up the wrong tree, as usual”

“T saw him!"

! Rot! Give me that cricket-
al.um]] !H-

“Wha-at for?™

“T'm going ta lick you. ™

Billy Bunter, instead of handing Peter
the cricket-stump, rolled hurriedly out of
the study. Peter grinned, and sat doawn
to his work agerin, He did not attach the
slightest importance to Bunter's accusa-
tion against the Bounder. He did not
believe that Smithy was a rogue; and he
certainly knew that Smithy was not a
fonl. ¢ dismissed the matier from his
mind.

Bat Bunter didn't! Bunter had heen
licked. If he had been bribed, he would
bave allowed the matter to pass, shocked
&8s he was—or said he was. But having
only been ligked, he was taking up o
hig?:u]:.r moral attitude on, the guestion.
He realised that he was more shocked
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than he supposed ac first, and he was not
going to allow foul play to toke place.

But he hesitated to tell tales to a pre-
fect, The Remove were down on sneak-
mg. Bunter did not want & Form rag-
ging. He turned the matter over in his
mind, and then looked for aget of the
'I'hircf, who was one of the juniors down
for the exam. Ile poured his tale into
Paget’s ear, that youth listening to him
with & sceptical smule.

“You see, you'd better interfere,” said
Bunter, * ffgu’re golug in for the exam,
so you've a right.”

aget grinned.

“Have youn been scoffing Smithy's
grub?’ he asked,

“Eh? Ne! What has Smithy's grub to
do with it?" demanded Bunier, in sur-
prise,

“Rats!" zaid Paget. *“ Do you think
vau're goin’ to get me to epin a yarn like
that about a chap? Tell your own lies
for yourself, my fat tulip?”’

And Paget walked away, leaving Billy
Bunter specchless,

Evidenily the fag did not believe a
ward of it, any more than Peter Todd.

Bunter was rather at p loss. But he
epotted Bkinner coming in gt the gates,
and his fat face brightened up. Skinner
was certain to jump at any handle to usc
against Hedwing; and he wzs down for
the exam, and not at all likely to allow
another fellow to take advantage of him.

“1I say, Skinner!” ealled out Bunter.

Skinner ecowled, and passed on. He
was nob in a good temper just then.

“&kinner, old chap—-—"

Skinner disappeared uto the House.

Billy Bunter grinned, and followed him
in. He overtook lum in the Remove pas-
sage, where he found him with Snoop.

o say, you fellows—" gasped
Bunter.

Skinner

“Oh off 17 £aid

BAY Eij".

"agh, really, Skinner! I vou want
Redwing to beat you in the exam, owing
to geliing a copy of the paper lo work
up—-7"

Skinner's manner changed at once.

“What's that? What do vou know
about 1t, Bunter?®”

“Oh, as you're se jolly ratty, I don't
see that I need tell you anything about
it1" said Bunter loftily. * Never mind.”

“But I do mind,"” said Skinner. * Do
you mean to say that Redwing's seen a
copy of the paper in advance®™

“T1 know what I know.”™

“What rot ™ said Snoop.  * How could
he get the paper? He's only just come in
from Haowlkschif,”

* Bomehody may have got it for him,"
said Dunter mysteriounsly. * Somebody
may have bagged it from Quelchy's study
for him. A chap may have seen him. I'm
not poing to say zm}rthingi{.”

“Bmithy I exclaimed Skinner eagerly.

Dunter was loftily sillent. Ho had to ha
begged to impart his valuable informa-
tion, now.

“1 belicvo the Head's gob tho papers,”
sald Bnoop, ‘“He would have,”

“Quelchy might,” said Skinner. I
suppose he helped to draw them up—he
does o lot of work for the Head., 1 was
keeping my eyes open in his study this
morning, in case—anem! l—I mean—-=>

“¥You saw Bmithy take an exam paper
gﬂm Quelchy’a study, Bunter?® asked

noop.

“I may have, and I may not have. I
may have seen it in Smithy's study, zll
reacly for Redwing, and I may not. That’s
telling."”

“They're there mow, T suppose?™
Skinner asked, lodking at Bnoop.  Siduey
James nodded.

“My hat! If thaey've played such a
trick——" muttered Skinner, hiz eycs
glittering. :

]

glicer

“Redwing wouldn't,” said Snoop, with
# shake of the head. "I don't like kim,
but I don't believe—"

“Rot! 0Of course he would, if he had
half a chance. Why, it would mean a
walk-over at the exam, if he had 8 sgqumt
at the paper in advance. Of course, he'd
jump at it—it would mean bagging the
schol for a dead cert.”

Harold Skinner was evidently disposed
to judge others by himself.

* Bunter, old chap "—8kinner was very
eivil now—*"tell us what you saw. Tt's
your duty, you know. You can't stand
bg and see a Greyfriaras fellow dished by
that rank outszider.™

“Well, if you put it like that, Skin-
ner,” said Bunter condescendingly, "1
don’t mind.”

“Well, what did you see?” acked
Snoop, still sceptical.

“1 paw Smithy dodge into Quelchy's
study,” answered Bunter, Enﬁukm% i,
you know, in a superstitious way—

“In a whatter? yelled Snoop.

“He means surreptitions,” grinned
Skinner. “You saw him sneaking in,
Bunty?”

“¥es, T did. Looking vp and down,
you lknow, and round about, to maka
sure that nobody .waz watching him,”™
said Bunter, drawing freely on his re-
matkabla imagination for that descrip-
tion. “ Ha bumped me over, just becauss
I was ctanding near—bumped me hard,
the beast! hen he nipoed into the
studvy, and mipped off. Of course, he

| dido’t think I was spotting what he was

up to.*
“¥ou saw the exam pager?”
“He had it in his hand.” .
~ “Duffer not to shove it under his
jacket, if ho had it,” remarked Snoop.
: “¥eog, that's odd,” said Skinner doubt-

M Well, he nipped upstairs like light-
ning with it,” said Bunter. "“He didn't
know I'd spotted it, and thore was nobody
glse abount. T went to his stud{., and told
himm I—1 couldn’t allow it—

“ Great pip! What did he say?™

“"He went for me,” said Dunler.
“Zuilk was written all over his face, ke
a chap in a novel ™

“Too much like a novel altogether, for
me,” said Snoop, with & grin. * Did you

e up this yarn from beginning to
end, Bunter?”

“Why, wou rotter—"
Bunter indignantly,

Skinner was thinking hard.

“It looks jolly likely to me,” he said.
“Smithy - would do anvthing for that
fellow., But I'll soon find cut. Thev're
in the study now, working. Well, it's
my study I can go in 1f I like. TI'll

exclaimed

-, and
jolly seon sea what thevy're working at!”
“1 say, they’ll put it out of sight when
ther hear vou," said Bunter.

“They wor't hear me.™

Skinner tiptoed towards his study, tho
other two watching him from the
distanceo.

Not a sound was made as Skinner ap-
proached the door,

Skinner was suspicious, and he was
angry, and a little indignant os well. It
was just such a trick as he would have
Ela};ed himself ; but to have it played on

im was quite & different matter.

If Bunter's storv was true, it bad to
come before the Head., Skinner would
bo guite within his rights in reporting
such an act of dishonesty, "Tom Redwing
woild be excluded from the examina-
tion, and deprived of any chance of over
goliing into Grevfriars School; as un-
doubtedly he would fully deserve—if the
story was truo, £

The Bounder wonld be seversly
punighed., e would deserve that, if ho
had attempted to swindle in an exam for
a valosble prize, and still more, in
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Bkinner's opinion, for having backed up
Tom -Redwing af all

Skinner's  oyea were ghittering asz he
crept to the door. :

It i= much to be feaved that Bkinner
hoped Bunter's story was trus. It would
bring obout the most completa revange
upon Tom wing, and, at the same

ow, rid Skinner of hiz most dangerons
competitor in the exam.

Silently he stopped at the door. From
within he Ilnarc]f the voice of Herbert
Yernon-Smith.

“TIa you think vou can tackle those
questions, Redwing ¥

Skinner drew a sharp Lreath.

think =0, came Redwing's guiet
BIEWE,

“Then I fancy youw're sofe for the
exam."

Bkinner's ayes fairly blazed., Hero was
praof positive, 1f he wanted 1 He
turned the handle of the door, and flung
it suddenly open.

“You rotters!™ he shouied, az he
strode into the study. * You swindling
cads! I've found wou out, have 17"

P il

THE FOURTH CHAPTER
Loder Takes a Hand !

OM REDWING rose to his feet in
T astonishment. &
f

Vernon - Smith
Skinner.

The latter faced the twa of thent, hia
face flaming, his eyes glittering. His
hand was raised accusingly, In quite 2
dramatic way.

“You rotters!” he repeated. “You
sneaks! 8o that's the game! But I've
jolly well found you out!l’”

“Are you mad?” asked Vernon-Bmith,
too astonished to be angry.

Skinner pointed to the paper that lay
an the table in front of Tom Redwing.

It was only too pleinly an examination
paper, and Tom had been conning over 1t
and making marginal notes,

He was fairly caught in the aet, as
Skinner exultingly realised. His enemy
—ar, rather, the fellow whose enemy
Bkinner was—was fairly at his mercy
now.

“What's that?" jeered Bkinner, oz he
pointed at the paper.

“Can’t you sce what it ia?” snapped
the Bounder,

“Yea; an exam-paper. Swindler !

“* Are you calling me a swindler 2"

“Both eof you!" shouted Skinner.
“Bwindlers! Thieves!”

“"¥ou must be out of your sensea!™ ox-
claimed Tom Redwing. *“Why should
vou call me such names?”

Vernon-Smith left his chair, and strode
towards Skinner, his face hard and ANETY.
His hands were up, and Skinner, for once
in & way, stood up to him, puttinz up his
hands also.

“I don't know why you're calling moe
a awindler,” said Vernon-Smith, between
his teeth. “But I jolly well know that
I'm not going to let you do it!™

¢ Bwindlor ' velled Skinner.

“zot ont!"

“I won't! Why, you checky, swindling
hound——"

The Bounder rushed on him, hitting
out. Skinner was so furious that he for-
Hn:ntl‘._l E’:is uanal pustllanimity, and put up a
hight.

EBut. he was not much use against the
Bounder. Fighting fiercely, he wos
driven through the doorway, and a crash-
i:ng blow sent him down on his baclk.

Fernon-Smith slammed the door after
him.

Snoop ran along the passage, and
helped Skinner to ii!_fﬂ&ﬁ', The junior
was dpzed, and breathing and stuttering
with rage.

stared
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" You—you saw what he did,” he stut-
tered. “"Ho's pot the paper there. I
heard him say lgﬂudwin was safe for the
exam if he could handle the questions.
It's trne—truel"

“The awful rotters!” suid Snoop.
“Hold up, old chap! You might have
expected him to go for you if you canght
him in tho [ct™

“He did for me,” =aid Bunter. *It's
o shame ! I'd go to Onelehy, Skinner,”

“I'm going to!” panted Skinner,

“Quelchy’s out,” remarked Snoop.

“Loder's in his study. Try him. Ile's
bound to take it up, as a prafect.” :
“T'm pgoing to the Head!” said

Skinner.

“Get Loder on vour gide first,” mur-
mured the cautious Snoop. ““He's down
on Smithy, and he doesn’t like that sailor
chap.”

BSkinner nodded, and hurried down to
the Sixth Form passage. Most of the
SBixth wers on tha playing-fields that
gunny afternoon; but Gerald Loder was
a good deal of a slacker. Loder hastily
put & cigavette out of sight as he hear
& knock at his door, and called out:

“Comea in!” - i

He stared at the red and excited jumor
who burst into his study,

“Loder!” panted Skinner.

“Well, what's the row?" growled
Loder. “Can’t vou give a man a
minute’s quiet on & half-holiday?”

HI—I—1 2

“ Shut the door after you!™ said Loder.

“Smithy and Redwing have stolen an
exam-paper, and they're working on 1t
in the study!” gasped Skinner,

“0Oh, my hat!”

Loder was on Lis feet in & moment.
The black sheep of the Sixth had been
vory rusty with the Dounder since the
latter's reform. The millionaire’s son no
longer came to his etudy for a quiet game
af banker,

“Isz that truc?"” exclaimed Loder.

“I've scen them!”

“What exam is it?"

“ Monday's=—the axam for the Memorial
Scholarship " panted SBkinner, * Smithy
got the paper out of Mr. Quelch’s study,
and Bunter saw him. Now I've just seen
thera mugeing it up in the study to-
gether. It's o swindle—it's—"

“Dou't vell at me. It's & swindle,

right enough, if it's true,” said the pre-
fe::t;.__r_ “I'N look into it, of course. Fuﬁnw
2

Loder of the Sixth strode out, and lost
no time in getting to the Remove pas-
sage, Skinvner followed him, joined by
Bunter and Bnoop, in a stata of great
exciternent. Several other fellows were
gathering in the passage, wondering what
was on; and Skinner was not slow to
enlighten them.

“Rot!" was Peter Todd"s comnent.

“"Bosh!” zaid Delarey, the South

African. " Redwing's net that s;t!”
“Youre dreamin’, Skiuner!” re-
marked Lord Mauleverer, shaking lis

head.

“1 saw it!" yellad Skinner.

“"Rata " said Merk Linley. “Rotl
It'a not trus!™

“You'll jolly szoon see whether it's
true or not!” sneered Bkinner.

Tioder of the Sizth had reached
Smithy's door. Without troubling to
knock, ho threw it open and strode into
the study.

Thae Bounder looked up angrily, sup-
{J-asing that it was Bkinner again. Ie
ooked at the prefect in surprise.

Gerald Loder's kecn glanee tool: in the
exam paper, which Redwing wae going
over with - great cers, making rencil
notes, His evea gleamed.

“"Ho vou're canght, vou beautiea!” ha
said. “ Come along with me to the Head-
maszter, both of you!™

“What for?"”  exclaimed Vermon-
Smith.

“You know jolly well what for,” aaid
Loder, with a grin. " A foggming for
vou, Vernon-8mith, and an order for
Redwing never to show his nose inside
Creyiriars agzain, I faney.  Follow me!
I'll take that paper.™

“This paper ! exclaimed Redwing.

“Yes, this paper!” mimicled Loder,
grabbing it up from the table. * Iollow
e at cncee, both of you!”

Hea atrode from the study.

Tom Redwing loocked blaunkly at lis
friend.

““What doez that mean, Smithy ™

The Bounder was lookine angry and
puzzled; but hiz face cleared as he
caught aight of Billy Bunter’s griuning
faco cutsido the study.
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“Oh!" he ejsculated. “ Bunter! You
fat idict, you'va told—" .

“T've told Skinner,” said Bunter, with
dignity. “I felt bound to put him on
his guard against a dirty trick, Bmithy.”

“ﬁl’a not  true, Smithy 1" execlaimed
1Iazeldene. :

#Oh, ask. Bunter!” said the Bounder
jronically. * Bunter knows! He offered
mio to keep the deadly secret for a guid.”

“Y—T—T1 didn't—"" :

“He made it a fiver,” grinned the
Bounder. “He came down to ten bob
when I took him by the neck.”

“But it's not true!” exclaimed Peter

Todd,
shouted Loder,

“Are you coming?':
from the stairs, )
"“Oh, certainly ! Come on, Redwing.”
Tom Redwing and Vernon-Smith
joined Loder, and they went down the
stairs tﬂ%‘e&h&r. There was an excited
buzz in the Remove passage. Loder was
taking the two delinguents to the Head;

and that cerfainly looked ss if there waa
something in the accusation, Leder
slip the examination ¢ into his

pocket, as if fearing that the Bounder
might attempt to snatch it. Smithy

grinned.

f;!l'.’m not after the paper, Loder,” he
said.

“ Zhut up, and come aleng ™ anapped

rl-

* But I can tell you——"

“¥You neadn't tell me anything; you
can explain to the Head," eaid Gerald
Loder grimly,

“0h, sll right!” said Vernon-Smith,
with a shrug. " I'll explain to the Head.
I dare say he will find it entertaining.”

Ay the tric went along the lower

o, Mr. Qielch came in at ihe docr.
The Bemove-master glanced at them,
“Is anything wrong, Loder?™ he

“ A rather rerious matter, sir,” said
Iadar.f ;{?&Enﬂn-ﬁnﬁth has purlcrinadf a
eopy of Monday's ezamination paper for
R&me '8 u:ae.;j’r

“ Burely not!™ )

“I'm taking them to the Head, sir,™

“Quite right.” I will come with you."

Tom Redwing had opened his hps to
speak, but the %ounder preased his arm,
and ha remained silent. Loder marched
on with his wvictims, and Mr. Quelch
followed, with a very stern frown upon
bie brow. Thus they arrived at Dr.

¢'s study, and marched in.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Before the Head !

R. LOCKE fixed a surprised and
inquiring glance upon hie visitors,
¥ own his pen. The Head
was buay that afterncon; and his
expression indicated that he would
yequire a very good explanation of this
anterruption.
“What is it, Loder?* ha asked. * Ah,
Mr. Quelch! Is something the mattert”
“Loder has a very serious report to
make to-you, air,"” =zaidl the Bemove-
master, I sincerely trust that there is

a mistake. I have accompanied him, as
it concerns & in mi.Form."”
“Quite so, Mr, Quelch. Pray be

seated. Now, Loder.™

“Slinmer made & report to me, air,™
smad Loder.
Yernon-2mith had

purloined  an

examination paper. I went to Bmith's
study, and ?a:?und him and Redwing
there—with the pa?er.” .

"Bleas my soul!” said the Head.
“This must certainly be very olosely
inquimﬂ inta,. Did  Skinner actuslly
ma—=—

"No; it was Bunter who saw Vernon-
Bmith take the paper.”
Tee Maoner Lisrany.—No. £33

‘“He informed me that

“all in Bkinner and Bunter, please.™

Those two youths were wery near the
Hend's door, and Loder had only to put
his head out and call to. them. They
came in at onee—8kinner, vicious u._nFI
determined ; Billy Bunter, swelling with
lofty importance, _

Vernon-Bmith samiled sarcastically. He
was in no hurry to epeak ; and Tom Red-
wing stood silent till the Head should bid
him speak. The lad from Hawkscliff
was looking red and unecomfortable, but
certainly not guilts or aleaid.

“Bunter .

“Yes, gir? pmrred Bunter, with a
trinmphant blink 2t the Bounder.

“Yon saw  Vernon-Bmith  take
possession of an examination paper’™

7] Y{!E, Eil‘,u

“You are sure?”

“Quite sure, ziv.” )

“Very good. Now, Skinner——*

“1 saw the paper on the table in the
study, sir,” eaid Skinner. *“ I  heard
Vernon-Smith say to Redwing thot he
vwould be safe for the exam if he couldl
deal with the questions on it

“Bless my soul!”  mormowed My
Quelch, with o start,

“1 bronght the paper awar fram
Vernon-Bmith's stude, siv,” said Loder,
putting his hand in Joe pocket. ™ I may
mention that Vernon-Smith showed -a
desire to snatch it away from me in the
passage, probably thinking of destroy-
ng it.

B

Tha Bounder smiled. .

“Most extraordinary ' said the JHead.
“In the first place, I will agcertain
whether any of the papers are missung.”

He unlocked a drawer in the desk
before him. Billy Bunter watched this
proceeding with his eyes growing wide
and round  hehind  his  epectacles.
Vernon-Smith grinned.

Dr. Locke examined the contents of
the desk drawer amid a puzaled stlence.

“1t is most extraocrdinery,” said the
Head, when he had finished. ** All the
papers printed for the examination on
Monday are here. It is ascarcely possible
that an additional copy could ba in
existence ; such carelessness on the part
of the printer would be inexcusable.
Was it from the printer, Bunter, that
you saw  vernen-Smith  obtain  the
paperi™

“4Wunnao, sir!” gaspad Bunter.

“Fram whence, then®"

“Fuf-fuffrom  Mr. Queleh’s
air.

L What?

“ Quelchy's—I—I mean, Mr, Quelch’s
study,"” stuttered Bunter,

“You had no copy of the paper in
our study, Mr. Queloh?' asked the

ead, looking at the Remaove-master.

£

studr,

“Certainly  not!"  answered Mr.
Chaelch.

Skinner looked very queer. Bunter's
jaw dropped. i .

“But hera is the paper itself, sic!”

exclaimed Loder. “It speaks for iteelf,
sir. This is the paper they had in the
study, and you can sce Redwing's pencil
notes on the margin, sie.” 1

“ Yt iz really very mwvsterious,™ said
the Head, lncrf:ing utterly perplexed as
he took the paper from Loder.

He adjueted his glasses and looked
at ik.

The juniors wafched himi breathlessly:
and Loder uneasily, Luoder was begin-
ning to feel that eomchow there was
some mistake in the matter.

“Pooh!” exclaimed tho Head suad-
denty, .

“0Oh " murmured Skinner.

“¥ou obtained this paper from Mr,

%ue'lch‘a gtudy, Vernon-Smith?™ asked
the Hew:].i

“Vee gir. Mr. Quelch gave me per-
mission to take one of the old exam

| papers from last term.”

One of the old exam papers {rom last

term | murmured Skinner dazedly, e
bepan to underzstand.

“Pless my  soul! excloimed Mr.
?u&lﬂh sharply. *“Is that, then, all
there iz in this affair? Vernon-Smith
ashed me if Redwing might have an old
examination paper to work, eir, in order
to test his ﬁi;nﬂﬂ for entering the
examination on  Monday.  Surels,
Loder, you are aware ithat il 13 a
Eﬂmmm; {:llﬁtﬂ-]l'; to rﬁﬂl’k olt exomination
apers for practice!
P HFUE‘." E.s 1 Loder. Loder wished
now that he had allowed the Bounder to
explain, instead of leaving the explana-
tion for the Head to hear.

“1 selected thie paper for the
occasion,” saicd Mr. Quoeleh, looking
at it. ‘“This is the paper used in the
Craven examination last year; 1t 18
twelve months old. Excepting that the

examinatien iz of a classical nature, Jt
bears no resemblance whatever to the
peper drawn 15.1‘1) for the Memaoriel
examination on Monday.'

The Bounder smiled, :

Skinner gave Bunter o furious laok,
But Bunter did not even ser it. The
Owl of the Remove was yealising how
egregiously he had put his fcot i af, and
he wae simply gasping.

Dr. Locke's brow became stern,

* Did you not look at the paper, Loder,
when vou took it frem YVernon-Smith?"
he asked. L

“T—T just glanced at it, siv,” stam-
mered Loder.  *I—1 thought 1t was
Mgondag's paper, as Skinner had told mu

LE ]

=t

i

“Tf wen had looked at it more care-
fully, Loder, you would have scen that
the title of the examination, and the
date, appear on the outside.”

—mina

“Really, Loder, you should excrcise s
little more care before reporting a boy
upon such a very serious accusationl”
exclaimed the Head. * This paper has
no comnection whatever with Monday's
examination. It is simply an exercise,
given to Redwing with Mr, Quelch’s full
permission.”

Loder's face wasz a study.

“T—I am sorry ! he gasped.

“Pray cxercise move cave on another
oconsion, Loder. You have interrupted
me, and wasted my time, o no pur-
pose, "

The Head made a gestuve of dismiseal,
and Gerald Loder left the study nearly
choking, Dr. Locke looked sternly at
Bunter end Skinner.

“Zkinner, von informed Loder that
thiz= was the Memorial examination
paper?”’ i

“J—I thought it was, sir,”” stuttered
Skinner, * Bunter told me——"'

“T am afrnid, Skinner, that rou must
be of & suspicious nature, to accept such
information without proof.  But you,
Dunter, appear chiefly to blame.”

*1, siv!” gasped Bunter,

%Y ea, Yon informed Bkinner.™

“T—T=1 Jidu't, siv,”

“What " _

“ekik-Skik-Skinner  wns  mistaken,
sir,” stuttered Bunter. * Wh-w-w-what
I veally meant to say was that 1 was sure
S_mH,h;.' wonldn't do anything of the sort,
EIF.

“Bless mv zoul ! exclaimed the Head,

“ekinner will admit it, s

“Ha told me it waz the Memorial
exam paper " howled Skinner furiovsly.

£d I'-"' did“!t !:l

“You rotter——"1

“Silencet™  thundered the Head,
“Leave this room at once, both of rou!
T trust Mr. Queleh will punish Bunter {oe
uttering falschoods.™

“Ow ! gasped Buonter.

Mr, Queleh'’s expression showed €hat
the Head would not trust in vain,
Bunter and Snoop left the studr, and
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Dir. Locke's brow cleared as he furned to
Redwing.

“I am sorry, Redwing, that Fou
should have heen subjected to this un-
pleasantness,” he said. I am quite
assured that you are incapable of a dis-
bonourable get. You may go, my boya.”

“Thard you, sir!” faltered Redwing.

“May we have the paper, gir? asked
the Bounder demurely.

“ Certainly. ‘[ake 1t, by all means."

The two junicrs guitted tho study, the
Dounder with the old Craven paper in
his hand and a smils on his face. Mr,
(Guelch followed them out, and he called
to Billy Bunter in the passage. A few
minutes later there were lond howls pro-
ceading from Mr. Queleh’s study: and
for an hour or more afterwards Billy
?1;;1*;31:‘ mourned, and wonld not be com-
orted.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER
Tea In Study No. 1!

ARRBY WHARTON locked into
Vernon-8mith's study when the
Famous Five came back from
Chiff House. The Dounder and

Tom Redwing were gtill at work there.
Yernon-Bmith, certainly, was not doing
much. Redwing was a good deal shead
of him in Latin. But he was helping all
ho could, and Redwing was t['m'eﬁing
through the old exam paper at great
spoed. He paused, and gave Wharton a
cheery smile, as the captain of the
move appeared in the doorwar.

* Going strong " asked Harry, with a
amile.

*¥es; I fhink I'm getting on all
right.”

“Hafe as houses,” sald the Bounder,
“I'm trying to help; but there are
kuotty twisters on that paper I can't
handle. Redwing walks throngh them.”

Tom Redwing langhed.

“You're helping me a good deal,” he
said, * Self-taught Latin isn't exactly
the thing for an exam.
of miner points which don’t matter much
in themselvez, but which you simply
must get from a fellow who knows. ™

“That's-zo,” assented the Bounder,
with a nod.

“You must be tired of it
I've been ab it over two hours,”

“ My dear man, I like watching you. T
feel so -::!];r glad that I haven't got to do
it mryaelf!’

“Well, I won't interrupt,” gaid
Wharton, “Go ahead, Redwing! But
when you're done, there’s tea in Siudy

Smithy.

No. 1, Come early, and get a good
pent, "

“Qunarter of an bour smit vou®™ asked

pdwing

“Yes. It won't be zeady belore
thon.”

Redwing looked at Smuthy, who
nodded,

“ Expect us,” he said.

"'leghbhﬂf That's the old Craven
paper you've got?” asked Harry, glanc-
myg at 1t.  “Tample tackled that last

year, and wa3 bowled, and Temple's in
the Fourth. If you handle it, Redwing,
vou con  feel pretty confident about

Monday,"

“Just what I've told him,” said
Vernon-Smith,  *“By the way, seen
Skinmer?’

“8kumer?  No. Not sinee I came
in" .n'ddm'l Huorry., remembering the
meeting at the stila, * Anything up

with Skinner?™

“I fancy he's going to have a painful

explanation with Loder, if ha's not had
it already, and I haven't hoard any ories
of murder vet!” chackled the Bonuder.
And he explained Skinner's little mis-
take over the exam paper, and the scene
in the Head's study.
Harrr Wharton frowned.

There are a lot |
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#Tust like Skinner to jump to & con-
clusion like that" he prowled. * Ay
hatf Loder will scalp him, I think, fir
making him look such an ass before the
Head. I can’tsay I'm sorry for him.”

“Poor old Skinner will be sorry
enough for himeelf !”

“There's one thing,’' said Harry,

“Blinner couldn't touch the OCraven
paper to save his life. If vou can't do it,
Bedwing, vou nesdn't fear Skinner on
Monday, whatever the others may be
fike. Now, pile in end get through.”
. Harry Wharton quitted the study, leav-
img Redwing to work, and the Bounder
to watch him, perhaps suppressing a
awn or two the while. That afternoof
ad been a test of Bmithy's friendship
for the sallorman’s son., The Bounder
was noi much given to swotting. Tom,
idead, would have been glad to see him
seek something more entertaining, but
Smithy was determined to afford what
help he could. And, little as it was, it
was valuable in its way.

The o, wers waiting in the passage
for Harry Wharton, listening to a tale of
woe from Billy Bunter.

Burter was apparently in search of
sympathy, but he did not recaive any.
Jolinny .}lull teld him he had acted bhike
a sneaking worlm, and had only got what
he deserved, and the other fellows con-
curred heartily. Indeed, Hurree Sthgh
affirmed that the sneakfulness of the
worm was terrific,

“Redwing and Smithy are coming to
ter,"” said Harry, as ho joined his chnima.
“Toll up with all the grub you cam beg,
borrow, or steal”

“ Right sou are!l™

“ ¥ harton !

“* Hallo, Lodar 1"

The prefect appeared on the staircase,

“Dio you know where Skinner is?”’

“*Not in the least.™

“The young sweep!” growled Loder.
“I've been looking for ham. If you see
him, send him to my study.”

“I'll tell him what you say,” answered
Whartorn.

Loder went downstaive with a sconling
hrow, Skinner had disuppeared after the
visit to the Head's study, and was pru.
dently keoping out of the prefeet’s way.
Gerald Loder had looked for him high
and low, but in vain. He was saving iE:!P
his wrath for Skinner. The sharp words
the Head had spoken to him were to be
taken out of Bhinner's skin, as 1t were.

The Famous Five hmught their pro-
vigions mto Study No. 1, pooling them
for tea. Billy Dunter came in, emoty-
banded. He had bolied his own rations,
and was prepared to bolt anybody olse’s
that he could lay hands on, ut the
business end of Johnny Bull’s boot per-
suaded Billy Bunter to seek fresh fields
and pastures new.

“*lrain't so bad for war-time,” said
Bob Cherry, survering the tea-table.
“Plenty of epuds, anyway; and who
wants anything better than baked spuds?
Rodwing doesn’t take tea, anvway, so he
wou't miss it; and there's real butter,
thongh you want a microscope to see
tb with, And—and there's lois of salt
and pepper.”

“Lots!™ said Harry,
Plenty of water, too.™

“And some very agresable company,

said B. "Now, we'ra
And here are the merry

laughing.

anyway,”
ready.
visitors!™
YVernon-Smith and Redwing came in.
{C’hairs had been borrowed along the
passage, and there were enough for
Savall.

_“Rather a  squeeze,”  remarked
Nugent. “8Sorry! Did T kick you,
Redwing

* No,” sald Tom,
"1 kicked somebody. Sorry, whoever
it was," sald Nugent, shifting his legs

Three-halfpence. T

under the table. **Bob, old chap, 1 sap-
hynu mu!d.l;a;t- leave one of your fest
m the pagsagel

““ Aga!™ raplied Bob.

¥ They do seem bigger than usual,”
gaid Johnny Bull. “They're in mjl':'wa
—unless it’s your feet, Wharton. Did
biff your foot?™

“NQ‘??

‘“I?biEad somebody, Got room, Red-
wing "
“Lots,” said Redwing, with a smile.

The door opened as the crowded juniors
began tea. It was Loder of the Sixth
again. He scowled into the study,

“ ¥Yernon-Bmith, has Bkinner been back
to your sl;u-:i;.' this afterncon?”

“Oh, no!" said Smithy.

“Have you geen him??

““Not & hide or hair of him, my tulip I"*

“It's dashed gueer,” growled Loder.
“I know he cama up to tga Remorve pas-
sage. If any of you are helping ﬁ?m
keep out of sight, you'll get warmed."

* Thanks."

“The thankfulness iz terrific, my
esteemed Loder.™

“Bo you've got s longshoreman to
teaI” said the bully of the Sixth, with
2. sneering glance at Hedwing, who
flushed,

Harry Wharton jumped up,

*Outside, Loder!" he rapped out.

“ What !

"zet outside, you caed !

“Cad!” roared Loder, * Do vou know
you're talking to s prefect, Wharton?”

“T know I'm tatking to a ced,”
answered the captain of the Remove, with
Aoshing.eves, * Get cutside, or we'll put
you out, and sharp! And if you say
another caddish word, we'll thrash you
before we Eut you out !

* Hear, hear!” roared Bob Cherry, in
great delight.

Loder grasped his ashplant, and mada
a stride towards Wharton. The juniors
all rose to their feet at once,

Loder was a prefect, and according to
ali laws written and unwritten could not
be touched by a junior. But it was plain
that the chums of the Remove were ready
to touch him—hard,

“T shall report you to the Head, Whar-
ton!" exelaimed Loder, pausing.

“Report’ away—and I'l report ths
caddish thing you enid, and we'll ses what
Dr, Locke says about that!" replied
Wharton disdainfully.

Loder left the study, He had & pretty
clear idea of what Dr, Locke would asy
about that, and he did not want to hear
1t from the Flead's lips.

“8hut the door sfter wou, Lodert”
bawled Bob Cherry.

Loder did not shut the door, so0 Bob
kicked it after him, He returned to his
seat grinning,

“Don’t mind that cad, Redwing,” he
gaid. “‘Black sheep in every E{I-Ei', you
know—and we're not proud of Loder,™

Bob sat down again, and thrust his long
legs under the tagle.

“Borry !” he ejaculated.

“Eh? What are you sorry about!”
asked Vernon-Smith.

“1 kicked somebody.”

. Nobody complained, however, and the
uniors cohcluded that Redwing must
ave got the kick, Redwing being the
only {ellow there who was likely to bear
it with polite equanimity, Bob gathered
in his heary boota under his chair, and
tes in Study No. 1 proceeded cheerfully.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER

Nice for Skinner ]
M

Y hat!”
him

Frank Nugent uttered that
exclamation suddenly.
_, Hiz companiona looked ak
uestiomngly. _

2E Maowzer Liarary.—No. 533.



S  THE BEST 4° LIBRARY D@~ THE “BOYS’ FRIEND" 4° LIBRARY. *¥

“Twant to be awfully polite to o
guest,” said Nugent, " but I replly wish
i}p_u wouldn't Lilt your hoofs at my shins,

ob."”

‘th;r feet are under my chair,” grunted

O,

“Then whose hoof iz this?” said
Nugent, stamping under the table

f Ave you stamping on a foot?’’ grinned

b,

“Yos T am.™

“Woll, it’s not mine.”

“Is i1t yours, Wharton?"

“You'd have heard from me before
this if it was,” answered Harry.

“Yau, Inky™

“My estecemed foot 1s on this side of
the _tﬂijlﬂr my worthy Franky.”

“Redwing's, of course,” grinned
Johnny Bull, *Redwing, my mfant,
vou're wasting too much ;mrlitcnem oI US.
Wa don't go strong on politeness in the
Remove."

“1 say; I'm sorry, Redwing, stammered
Nugent.

“But it 1sn't my foot,” said Tom Red-
wing, laughing.
. “"Ha, ha, ha!” roared Dob. “'It's an
ﬂiﬂlll:-wt under the table, you ass! Ha,

* Tt doesn’t seem like one,” said Frank,

purzled. *I'll kick it out.” He lhinged
out with bia foolt., “ Now— h, my
hat |

To the astonishment of the tea-party,
there came a sudden wild yell from
undér the table,

“*¥Yarooooop !

“What the dickens——"

“What the—"

*Oh, crumbs! Look out!” yelled Boh.

Ag if an earthquake were happening in
Study Neo. 1, the table zuddenly rese
under their eyes.

Up it went in tho air, the astounded
juniors jumpip%hack in their chairs, and
1t suddenly pitched over on its side, with
a terrific crash of crockery.

“BlRinner I’ yelled Nugent.

It was Bkinner,

The overturning of the table revealed
him, ehitching one leg in anguish, and
red with rage. Evidently Frank Nugent's
kiek had landed hard,

Herry Wherton & Co. were all on their
feet now. The mystery of Harold Bkin-
ners’ disappearance was revealed !

“Yow-ow-ow !" Bkinner was saying.

“You frabjous asa!" shricked Bob.
“Look abt our tea!™

“Now-ow! My shin! Qw!”

“You—you—you've smashed =all our
crocks!”  yelled MNugent, *You—you
Hun! You ruffan! You-—you——-»"

“All the milk's gone "

“The butter's in t-hﬂdium b

*And so are the sardinea!"

“You villain, Ekinner !

Harold 8kinner did not leed. He
nuesed his shin and howled. But for the
fact that Skinner was evidently hurt, the
infuriated tea-party would p bly have
stanghtored him on the spot. As 1 was,
they had to exercise very greab self-
restraint. o

*You burbling 1diot 1" grunted Johnny
Bull. * What were you under the table
for! you frumious bandersnateh 7

“Yow-ow-ow "

Horry Wharton set the table up again,
and the juniors gntherad up the scatterad
5@::& thmgs: The sardines were nicely

nvoured with jom, and the jam was still
more markedly flavoured with sardines.
They breathed hard as they sorted out
the provisions.

“Hadn't we better slaughter him?”
atked Johony Bull. “ Whe's going to eat
that jam now? Put it down Bkinner's
neck.”

" Good wheeze ! ;
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“And let him have lhose egge, too:
they're too dusty to eat.”

“FHands off, you fools!” howled Skin-
ner. **¥You silly chump, what did sou
want to kick a fellow for? You've bheen
jabbing at me for a guarter of an hour
with your silly hoofs. "

* Berve you jolly well 1ight 1™ exvelaim:d
Nugent, *What did vou want to hide
under cur table for?”

“ Because Loder was hunting me, yon
idiot! He nearly had me, when 1 dodged
it here,” gasped Skinner. *"The Least
wants to take it out of me bocaunso the
Head jawed him. I dodged under the
tnble when I heard you fellows coming
1. Why couldn't you leave a chap
alone?"

“Loder must have heard that crash,™

rinned Baob, “He's in the possage!
ark 1"
Heavy footsteps were heard outside,

“1—Y say, you ::huEs, keep it davk that
I'm here!” gasped Bkinner,

The table-cover was off, aml ihere was
no time to replacs it to scrcen Skinner.

Skinner backed to the wall behind the
door, so that he would be hidden when
the door opened. It opened the next
moment, and flew back violently, nearly
squashing Bkinner against the wall; but

he made no sound. der gtrode in.

“What's the row about? he de-
manded, * Smashing up your tea-things
—eh? 1 heard Bkinner's voice here.”

“What ears you must have, Loder!"”
saiid Bob Chercy, admiringly. *1 don't
quite see how Skinner's voira could be
here without Bkinner; but perhapa you
know best. 1 suppose that's what comes
of being in the Sixth.”

I_iul:lﬂr looked round tha study suspici-
ously. The 1]l:mia.".trsl looked as uneonserous
as they could. They were fecling very
exasperated with Shinner, but they cer-
tainly did not intend to give him away.

“*1 heard him velling,” eaid Leoder,
“He's here,”

“Hear, hear!” zaid Boh.

Loder strode acrosa the study, and
jerked open the cupboard dear. Skinner
certainly wasn't there: but he was in

full view from the cupboard when Loder
should turn rowund..

He whipped out [rom behind the doov,
to make o bolt for it; but Loder heard
him, and spun round.

Ha just eanght sight of Skinner bolt-
ing t.hmug;h the doorway.

“Stop M he roared,

“Hook it!" yelled Bob,

“(Cherry, you lying young rascal, you
zaid he was not here—m-="

“Not at all, my pippin, T said T didn't
ane how his voico could e here without
him, and I don't,” maid Bob. *Do
youl” i

Loder made a eut at him with his ash-
plant, and strode to the door.  Hob
Cherry got the cut, and the next moment
Loder. got the war-bread—on the back
of his head.

He swung round whh a savoge ex-
clamation, and found Bob Cherry with
the study poker in his hand.

“LCome on!” said Bob.

" ¥Yes, do," said Wharton, picking up
tha tangs.

Loder decided not. e strode out of
tho etudy, on the track of the hapless
Skinner.

Harry Wharton & Co. sat down to tea
again, such as was left of it. When it
was over, and they come out, to walk
down to the gates with Tom Redwing,
they heard loud yells proceeding from
the box-room. LEvidently Loder of the
Sixth had run Skinner down at last, and
the ashplant was getting some exercise.

Whgn they came back, after seeing
Redwing off, they found Skinner in the
Remove P-EI-HEIE%E Hl‘ﬂﬂ-ﬂ"t'llg.

“Had 1t bad?®"” asked the Dounder.

“Now-ow-ow!” bt

“1 wouldn't stand 1, =nid Wharton,
“Loder has no rvight to pitch inte you
bécause he made a fool of himself. I'd
go to Mr. Quelch.”

“Do you think Loder wouldn’t have a
good reason to give!” snarled Rkinner,
“He would say he licked mo for smash-
ing the crocks in your study, or some lie
or other, Ow-ow-ow-ow |

“Well, after all, vou asked for it," re-
marked the Bounder.

SBkinner gave him a deadly look.

“It's that ecad Redwing's fault,™ he
said between his teeth. *I'll make him
a1k ‘ig for it wet, the prize-huntin® cad I

“How 15 1t his fault?"" demanded Bob
Cherry hotly. *Is it Hedwing's fault
you nre a susplcious cad i’

“Yow-ow-ow "’

The Bounder laughed.

“¥ou don't secem to have much luck at

making Redwing sit up, Skinner,” he
remarked. “I'd advise vou to let lim
Etﬂﬂlﬁh"

“Yow-ow-ow "

Skinner limped away to his study, still
yowing and wowing. He was not think-
ing of vengeance upon Loder; a prefect
of the Bixth was bfﬁ,*-crpd his veach. Tt
was uPonl Tom Redwing of Hawlseliff
that ail his bitterness was concentrated.
Ha lsid all the blame upon Tom Red-
wing's devoted head; and a: he rubbed
his hands and his shoulders, and growled
and greaned, he was trying to think of
some method of visiting his wrath upan
the saillorman’s son. And he did no
ponder on that sublect in vain,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Skinner's Last Blow !

KINNER did not appear in the
junior Common-room that even-
. It was Eu‘}pﬂﬂﬂd that e was
rematning  in his study, getiin
over the efiecta of the hicking he b
received from Loder. DBuot when Bidney
Jamea Snoop was moved, later in the
evening, to giva hiz pal a innltuin, he did
not find Skinner in his own quarters
The study was dark and empty.
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But there was a lLight under the door le would freeze up to Smithy at once.

of Enﬁﬁ{’s own study, and he looked in
there. There he found Skinner.

Skinner was seated at the table, pen n
hand, a sheaf of paper before him. Hoe
started up as the door opened, and looked
round guickly,

“Oh! Only you
relief.

“ Little me!* said Snoop, with a stare,
“What's the matteri”

“0h, nothing 1"

“Workin'?"* asked Bnoop, in surprise.

“Yeees ™

“What the thump are you workin® in
m{ study for, then?” inguired Enoop.
“Want to keep out of Smithy's wayi™

“That's it. No objection, I su

“Mot at all,” zaid Snoop; coming into
the study. ** But what the dickens kind
of work are you doing? Not swottin' for
the exam 7

poE
k

he exclaimed, in

wxr

‘;Nﬂ,’.

“You haven't done encugh work,
skinner. You haveu't an earthly on
Mondav, "

“1 know that,* Frunted Skinner,

“¥You were goin’ to dish Bedwing by
gett-in’ miles ahead of him,"" grinned
'um}%}, “You might have done it if
you'd worked."”

“Well, I didnt. But thers's more
weys of f-:i"i::g_‘ﬁ eat than choking it with
cream,” suid Skinner, with an evil look.
“Bwotling’s not in my bne, Bug I
rather think Redwing won’t bag the
schol, all the sume.™

“Bome of the other fellows may beat

him. I hear there’a about ten or twelve
names down,” satd Bngop. “Two of
them belong  to  Courtfield Count
Council Behool, and they've been grind-
ing at night-classes, 2o I hear. But Red-
wing 13 a good man., 1 think he's got a
tip-top chance, myself,”
_He glanced at tl)*:e papers on the table.
Skinner had thrown a newspaper across
the sheet he had bLecn writing on with
gssumed carelessness,

But Sidney James Snoop was not
taken in, e wondered what Skinner
had been doing, and he meant to know.

Snoop was getting curious.

“Why do wvou think Redwing won’t
bag the scholi” he asked. “ Ave vou up
to some littls gamo to stop him "

F+ P’El‘hﬁpﬂq Y

“ Better be careful,” said Snaop, warn-
ingly. *“BSmithy would be down on you
like a ton of bricks. The beast’s awfully
thick with Redwing.” :

“He mayn’t be so thick with him
Jater,” said Skinner, with a sneer. * 1t’s
posasible there may be & rift in the lute.”

Snoop whistled,

“Is that the game?” Le asked.

“H vou want to know, it 1s."

“T don't see how you'll work it said
Snoop, shaking his head, * Bmithy's too
jolly fly for you."

“Smithy may be, but Redwing isn't.
He's sensitive,” said Skinner, with a

rin. “He carrics lis heart on his
sleeve, as somebody put it. You remem-
bor once Bunter slanged him, and told
flnm he was wedgin’ into a schoel where
he wasn't wanted, and he was quite
upset, and nearly gave up coming here,
I've noticed that about him. I was talk-
ing to him to-day—I met him on the way
here—and he fairly flinched when I told
him_ that Smithy only forced bimself to
be friendly with him because Redwing
pulled him out of the sea that time.”

“1 believe Bmithy's really {iriend]
towards him, S8kinney," g
“1 know. showed that

: But Re-dwini
he was hit when T put it hke that,
w8 sensitive as a baby., You see, he
didn’t believe me, but it left a sting.
He man’t be sure whether it's so or not.”
* Blessed if I'd care, if 1 were he!”
“Well, Redwing does care. If he
t-'r_u:-UEhfr that Smithy was patronising
him because he feels under an obligation,

He's.

f he thought Bmithy was humbugging
abeut wanting him to come to Greyiriars
he wouldn't feel ke coming at m]li even
on a scholarship. L'm zure of that.”

“¥es, he struck me as that kind of soft
a23,"” admitted Snoop. “Too jolly soft
for this world!"”

“"Waell, his posibion’s  peeuliar,”
grinned Skinner., “He's the zon of a
commeon sailorman, and hasn’t had much
education, except what he's mugged '[ilfi
for himself by burning the midnight oil.
Maturally, he's touchy when he gets
among well-off fellows, He's out of his
element, end he never quite  knows
whether they're friendly, or only tolerat-
ing him_politely, and fing him. I
know jolly well that what I said to him
will stick in his mind, and make him un-
easy,

“It won't keep him away from the
exam on Monday."

Three-halfpence. 9

fed up with the cad, and might dmﬁ him
& letter to shake him off, that's ell. 1f
he did, Redwing wounld be cut to the
very soul. 1 think very likely he
wouldn't turn up for the exam. DBut if
he came he would be feeling ro rotien
that he wouldn't have much chance of
EF.EPEE through the paper. I kuow
1.

“And—and you're not thinking——"
Insiead of HAmshing the question,
Snoop suddenly jerked the newepaper
astde, and revealed the sheot Bkinner
had been sctthhﬁnﬁ upon,

“Let it alone!” exclaimed Skinner
anﬁrﬂy.
ut Sidney James was already looking,

A sheet of impot-paper, in the

Bounder's hand, lay theve—a dozen lines

or B0 from Virgil, iu Smithy's well-

known, strongly-maorked handwriting—
and on the other sheet were repsated
copies of some of the lines—copies that

Taken to the Head! (See Chapter 13.)

“It mey, with a little help. Suppoze
he heard from. Smithy—a letter, eay, in
a cold and uppish style, as i Smthy
wera tired of toleratin i‘tim, and let out
at lest that he didn't want to he
hothered with him?"” said Skinner, with
a smile,

“It would lut lam hard, 1 sauppose.
But Smithy won't write to lum in that
atrain.  Ile really likes the fellow, I
Lbelieve,”

“kinner did not answer, but he laughed
softly, A stariled look came over
Znoop's face as he began to comprehend.

“Skinner, wyou're not thinking—--
Arp you potty ¥’ Snoop gasped. %‘fhj"i
it's against the law. Chaps go io prison
for that!"

“Tor what?" asked Skinner coolly.

“What you're thinking of,”

My dear man,” drawled Shkinnoer,
“Tm not thinking of anything., 1t
occurred to me that Smithy might get

-

began in Skinner's hand, but approxi-
mated more and more to Smithy's.

Znoop stared at. them with startled
eyes. That was Skinner's cecupation that
evening—steadily practising an imitation
of Vernon-8mith’s handwriting,

“You idiot | gasped Snoop,
dangercus "

“Where's the danger?” sneered Skin-
ner. “Who's geing to connect me with
it, if it comes out? And it can't!”

. *I-I won't have anything to do with
it,”" said Enﬂnﬂ, who was ginte pale

“Have I nshked you tof”

“It's too risky, Skinner; let it alone,®

“You let it alone!” ansgwered Skin-
ner. “ You shouldn't have looked at it
Forget &ll about it and hold your jaw.
You ought to be jolly glad that cad is
going to be kept out of Grey{riars,”

. “You're-a fﬂﬂ!.ttﬂ do it, E!-;ﬂnne-r! Look
ere, you're not going to-do it in
'I'vn Macxer Lineany.—No, EEF
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might get connected

study, anyway. I
iow, Take 1t somewhere

with 1t some
lse, ™

“Oh, don’t be & funk [

“I'm not gﬂ{ng to a reformatory along
with youw, Skinner!” exclaimed Snoop
I.ngni?'. “ (o ahead with it if you like,
but I'm keeping clear of it! Take it
ito your own toom, or anywhere you

not here!” .
inner scowled angrily.

Buot Snoop was in earnest. He was not
much shocked, perhaps, but he was
Beared. The amateur forger d o
collect up his papers and carry them

8Way.

Snoop watched him out of the study
with them.
. ¥ ¥ou funky fool!” growled Bkinner,

a2 hie went.

“It's you that the fool!” retorted
Sneop. “I'm as much down on that
pushing cad as you are, but I'm not

ing to shove my head into a thing like

8. You wouldn't H syou were cool.”

* Oh, dry ap!”

Bldnner stamped away angrily, with the
o) crumpled in his hand.

& "Was rntthad now.

Ceartainly he niot take his precious
worlk to hix own stody, which he shared
with the Bounder, and which Bmithy
.might enter an{'::mm And there wos
1o other study Broop's he could have
to work im—at that peculiar

eould have gone down to the Form-
5 bt he could heardly veptore
there. Ha' finally dﬁm

g
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THE NINTH CHAPTER
A Bitter Blow !

‘G o i ot o
- s TLOg ! L= ﬂ?. O
his ootiage door.in the bright,

fresh, spring morzicg on

Mm:h{ice
His was happy and brighi.

Mo wonder he said “Gloriouat!™ as he
looked out. The sky was blue and sunny,
the ses rolled wide and blue and shining,
a fresh, ight breeze came over thoe white
chffs. The rtraggling street of Hawka-
oliff, with iis scattered cablns and cot-
tages, and nets hung owt to dry, looked

very cheprful,

; Bedwing stood in-the doorway
with & happy face, taking in deep
breaths of the salt sea air.

The sunny brightness of the morning
reemed a good angury to him. In a
few bours more he would be meated in
the dusky examination-room at Grey-
friars,- working  away his hardest, And
nevar had he felt so thoroughly well and
fit for work !

He had dealt suecessiully with the old
exam paper on Saturday, and to-day’s
ordeal was no stiffer. He was not over-
confident, but he was self-reliant, and he
knew that he had & good chanca. And
his friends at Greyfriars heartily wished
him success, and thet was s help.

How decent the fellows had been to
Lhim! ho reflected. Even Wharton, who
was often considered a little haughty by
the Remove follows, had never seemed
to think that there was any difference
between him and the sailorman’s son.

Lord Mauleverer —an earl, and the
tichest fellow at Greyfriars—had been
mrdmlitﬁ itsell, Only a very few fellows,
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like Skinner and Snoop, had made them-
selves unpleasant.

At the thought of Skinner a slight

cloud came over Redwing's happy face.
_ He had disdained to heed Skinner’s
insinuations: but, 85 the cunning cad of
the Remove knew well, the barbed words
had bngered in his memory.

He flushed at the thought of doubting
the Bounder’s friendship. He did not
doubt it.

Yef Skinner’s sneer lingered. Was it
barely possible thet Smithy was only
acting under a sense of obligation to the
fellow who had saved his lifat Tom
knew well that the hearty outspoken-
ness of his ssilormen acguaintances in
Hawkeelif was different from public
school manners and customs.

Among wealthy people, ha knew, there
was frequently civility, even cordiality,
without sincerity. He had seen Skinner
toadying fo Lord Mauleverer, for in-
stance, whom he really disliked and re-
garded as & duffer.

But Bmithy was not that sort. He
knew that Smithy was not, and he
flushed with shame at the idea of doubt-
ing his friend.

Why should Smithy take him up like
this if ha was not reslly foendly? Skin-
ner was a sneak and a slanderer, he was
gurs of that. _

_And  yet Bkinner's bitter words
lingerad, though he strove to dismiss
frem his mind.

A bicrele wrhirred in the rug street,
and Tom nodded to the CL Ldge post-
man, who jumped down.

“ Anvthing for me, Teddy?" he asked.

“Here you are, Tom!"

Tom Redwing took the letter, and the
postman wheeled his bike on.

Redwing %_nﬁmd at the letter rather
curicusly.  Very little correspondence
eame to him, though of late be had re-
ceived o letter every now and then from
the Bounder at Greyfriars. He was mr-
prised to see that the letter in his hand
was addressed in Smithy’s writing.

What was Bmithy writing to him far,
when they would meet in ancthar couple
of hours?

He opened the letter,
The bright, sunoy
shining sea, had seemed glorious to Toth
Redwing when he looked out st them.
But the glory was gone out of the
scenery for him new., As he resd the
latter  hiz sunboent face prew snd

gy, the great

his eyes dim. A deeper and deeper
wrinkls of troubls and sadness grew in
hiz brow.

After he had read, he stood with the
lepter in his hand, gazing straight befare
hitn unseeingly.

The postman, on hiz way back to Ol
El;‘lig& passed hum, with a nod: but Tom
did mot return the greeting—he did not
see him,

TFor many long minutes he stood thus,
as if a %raat weight had descended upon
him, almest crushing him  with  its
burden.

With a deep, deep sigh he raised the
letter again, and read it throngh once
more from beginning to end. Tt was a
cruel, bitter letter, that came like a stab
to the heart of the unhappy boy.

“Dear Redwing,—I'm afraid this latter
will be rather a surpnise to youn. I he
you won't be offended, but will look at
the matter in a rehsonable way, I sup-
pose you don't see i, but, if you'll let me
speak gquite plainly, Grevfriars isn't
exactly the place for you. You saved my
life, and I shall never forget it, and you
can rest assured that I meant to stand
by you to the finish, and if I'd got only
myself to think of I'd do it hope
you'll believe that. I've been feclingrather
uncomfortable about what the other
fellows say, but I didn’t care much, only
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now it's come to o head. A lot of the
fellows came to my study on Seturday
mght in a body, and put it plain to me.
It's & shame, but there it 13. I can't
stand up against Wharton, who's captain
of my Form. He likes you peraonally,
he says, but he thinks a line ought to
drawn somewhere,

“It'a a shame, Bedwing, I know, I
don’t agroe with them. If you choose to
go on with the scholarship exam, you're
within your rights. I'm mnot going to
advise you to chuck it. Tf you do come
here, I ghall keop fricndly with you, even
if I'm cut by every ather fellow in the
school.—¥ours sincerely,

“ HERBERT VERNOX-SyiTE.”

Tom Redwing crumpled the letter in
his hand,

Ha had never been so bitterly hurt and

wounded. He was not angry; but he
was wounded to the heart, and mingled
with his pain there was contempt and
SCOTTL.
 This was the moeaning of the kind
civilities he had received at Greyfriare,
then—the fellows had hbeen good-
hummouredly tolerating him, regarding
him all the tima as a pushing outaider!
Probably they expected him to ses it,
and had bhesn surprised at his dullnese.
He had been dull!

They c¢ould not tell him what they
thought of him—tho polished manners
of the public school forbade that! And
there was tho fact that he had eaved
Vernon-Smith from the sea. They
thought that plucky, and rather liked
him, }t_lﬂrﬁmmﬂy, Cnly, they didn’t want
the sailorman’s son in their school!

Varnon-Bmith, grateful for the service
Fedwing had rendered, had siood by
him, fuﬂllJiI!g all the tima that it would
not do, but nob caring to open the eyes
of the zailor-lad.

And now fe could go on with the
exam, if he kked. He would be within
his rights. His rights! Poor Tom was
not thinking of his rights.

To go to the big school to be looked
upon as a pushing cad, perhaps cnt by

Form he belonged to, and to ba a
burden upon Vernon-8mith's gratitude
till Smithy tired under the strain and
threw him over—that was not a prospect
to attract 4 lad who was as proud and
high-spirited as any fellow in Greyfriars.

The brightness of the spring morning
had faded for poor Tom Redwing.

He thrust the letter into his pocket,
and turned back into his cabin. In the
little bed-room -upsteirs his best clothes
were laid out, carefully brushed, ready
te put on to go fo Greyiriars, Ie did
not go upstaira.

He drew a bench to the door, and saé
down to work at mending & net: but for
opce the active fingers were slow and
clumgy, and Tom Redwiug made very
little progress with his work,

el

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Where is Redwing ¥

ERNON-3MITH stood looking
out of the doorway of the
Hchool Flouse at Greyfriars in

the sunny morning.

Hoarry Wharton & Co. came in fresh
and ruddy from the quadrangle; it waoy
nearly time for morning lessons.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” preeted Bob
Cherry. * "Whaerefore that  thoughtiol
brow, Smithy*"

“Redwing hasn't come vel,” said tha
Bounder.

“Woll, he's not due vet ™

“1 nsked him to come early. so that 1
could see him before he went in to the
exam,” cxplained Vernon-Bmith., “He's
got a long way to come, you know, and
I've got sometiing 1n my stody for hum.
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¥ou don't
hangry.™

“The thoughtfulness of the esteemed
Smithy i=  terrific,” remarked Hurree
singh.,  “The worthy Redwing is late.
He has forgotten that punctuality is the
ctiteh in time that saves the cracked
pitcher from going longest Lo the well.”

“*Ha, ha, hin!"

“Well, he knows his way {o your
souly, Bmithy,” remarked Wharton,

“¥es; but I'd like fo see hin before
feegons. ™

"I'd like to =ee "em all come”
naserved Skinner, who was in the door-
wav. I want to wateh their clothes.”

“He, he, he!" cackled Billr Banter,

“QOh, shut un!” grunted Bob Charry.
L Don’t be o cad, Bhinnor"

“Redwing ought to be here,” said
Vernon-3mith, without heeding Skmner.
“He's never late, He Dught. to have a
rest before.the exam, too)”

“Perhaps he's got a ich this morn-
ing,”” sugpgested Bkinner., *“'Maybe
wanted to dig somebody’s potatoes.”

“He, he, he!™

Vernon-Smith, still unheeding, went
down to the gates to look oub into the
road. Harry -‘Wharton & Co. went irm,
leaving Skinner grinning in the door-
Way, _

Harold Bkinner did not ezpect to see
Redwing ot Greylriars  thal  moning;
and if Redwing came, Skinner was protey
certain that he would not be In a mood
to do kimself justice in a et exam,

Siduney James Bnoop joined Skinner in
the doorway.

“ ALl serene®” he asked.

“I believe so,” yvawned Skinner. He
planced round cautiously. I fancy
that Smithy wrote 2 letter to Hedwin
and posted it on Saturdar night. IRad-
wing would zet it this morning.”

Smithy did?”

“1 think so," said Skinner calmly.

Sncop drew a deep breath,

“It'a inghtivully nskry, 8kinner.”

“1 don't see 1t."

“You—von didn’t leave any papers
about in the box-room?”

“What do you take me for?”

“If it comes out, Smithy will guess

“Let him; he can’t prove anything,
said Bkinner coolly. *1I don't supposc
it will come out. It's pretty clear that
Redwing's mot coming lere for the
exam. That bars him out of a chance
for the achol, Bmithy mar go over this
afterncon for an explanation.™

“Then he'll see the letter.”

“Porhaps, lt's more likely that Red-
wing will be savage, and meet him with
a dose of slanging.”

“I=I any, it's too thick. Skinney.”

“If a cad shoves himself in where he's
not wanted he must expect to be shoved
out again,'” remarked Jgi-:inuer.

“ Smithy's sure to gness,"

“Let him!  He can't prove that the
latter’s not i lus own hand. If it's
shown about, fellows will think he really
wrote it, and repented of it after-
wards.™ :

“QOh! exclaimed Snoop.

Y 3hazh! Here he comes!”

The DBounder came up the steps with
a wrinkled brow. It hnd been arranged
for Tom Redwing to arrive before
morning lessona began at Geeyfriars. so
that lhe conld rest in Vernon-Smith’s
stady, and have a little refreshment
before it was time to appear in the
examination-room. It wuas a wise pre-
caution, and it was Vernon-Smith who
had thought of it and arranged it with
hig friend. Tt was really surprising that
Tom: Redwing had not rome. The
Bounder had never known him to be un-
punctual  belore; and this was an
mmportant occazion, ,

Snoop walked away towards the Form-

want fo stavd an ewam |

room ; but Skinner remeined, watching
ihe Dounnder with a snppressed grin,

THE. MAGNET LIBRARY.

“Hasn't your pal turned wp®™ asked
Bhinner.

“No!” said Southy shortly.

“May be some delay on the lne”
sugrested Skinner. "I suppose he's
commng by tramn.”

“He's walking,” answered the Bounder
curtly,

“My hat! DMust be an ass to walk
ten miles before an exam.”

“He's not a sﬁndlj' waster,” said
Vernon-Smith, evidently implring that
Skinner was.

Skinner laughed,

“They're going inte the Form-room,”

he remarked. “T'm off lessona to-day—
I'm i the exam. Wish me luck,
Bmithy "

“1 wish vou all the luck sou deserve,”
anawered the Bounder, with his cyes
still on the gates.

“Thanks! I shall be sure to bag the
sehol &t that rate,”” said  Skinner,
smiling,  “Don’t worry about your man,
Smithy ; there's lots of time for him to
get hiere by eleven™

S Bomething may lave happened to
him,” mutiered Vernon-Smith. “1
can’t understand his being late.”

Srinner smiled.

Loder of the Sixth came along. The
Remove had all gone jnto thewr Form-
room  now; it was lesson-time, and
past,

““What are you fags doing out of vour
class?"” demanded Loder, stapping.

“1'm n the exam,” said Skinner care-
lessly,

it "_"Eﬂu*re not, Vernon-Smith "

N

“Go into your Form-room
then.”

The Bonnder's eves gleamed, but he
moved off towards the Remove-room.
Loder was due in the Sixth, so he had
to go lis way; and he did not see that
Vernon-Smith did not enter his Form-
TOCTH, _

The Bounder remained in the passage
in troubled thought.

He was worried about Redwing.
Half an hour ago the sailorman’s son
ought to have arrived, according to
srrangement; and he had not appeared.
If Vernon-S8mith went into the Form-
room e would not be free agamn to zee
Redwing till after the exam: he would
not e:ta.n know whether he had arrived
or not.

It seemed absurd to suppose that an
accident had happened to Redwing; but
evidently something had ocourred fo
delay him. BSuppese he was delaved till
it was too late for the exam?

_ The walk from Hawkscliff was long, but
it was not mueh to the hardy sailor-lad,
That was not the cause of the delay. But
what could have happened to him to keep
him back? It did not matter much, cer-
tainly, whether the Dounder saw him
hefore the exam; but what troubled
Smithy was that, as Tom was delayed, he
might ba still further delayed, and might
arrive too late.

. The Bounder heard Mr. Quelch’s voice
in the Form-room.

“ Vernon-Smith is not here! Do you
know why he has not come in, Whar-
ton?:‘?

“No, sir.”?

“Kindly go end find him !

Y Certamly, sir.”

Vernon-Smith did not linger any fur-
ther. He walked back quietly to tho
doorway. It was useless enough to ask
a morning’s leave of Mr. Quelch becaunse
he felt unquiet about Redwing. But ha
wes too unguiet to go in to lessons, and
he had resolved to take French leave. If
Redwing was delayed late at Hawkscliff,
he could stll get over to Gregfriars in
time on & bicycle—that was the thought
in the Bounder's mind,

“Hallo, where are you o {o?" ex-

at aonce,

Three-halfpence. 11
claimed Bkinner in surprite, as Vernon.
Smith passed him in the doorway.

The Bounder did not reply; he hurried
out of the House, and round to the bike-
shed,  Wharton came zlong a minute
e eon Smitly, Skinner?™ | ked

een Smithy, imner?” he asked.
“Ile hasn't turned up for lessons,”

“He's just gone out—round for a bike,

I believe,” paid Bkinner, biting his lip.

Y Hurry up, ond you’ll catch him.”

“What on earth doe: he want a bike
for? exclpimed Wharton in astonizh-
ment.

“Hurry up, I tell youl” exclaimed
Skinnor.

Harry Wharlon hurried out of the
House, Shkinner watching lhim with &
moody hrow. He was uneasy,

“Hallo, Bmithy !" The captain of the
Remove met the Bounder as he was
wheeling his machine round. * You're
wanted in the Form-room. Quelchy sent
me to rope you in,”

“Can't come,” answered the Bounder,

“You're not cutting lessons?” ex-
claimed Harry.

MI'm going to meet Tom Redwing on
his way here—or else seo what's happened
to keep him at Hawkscliff,” said Vernon-
Smith,

“I—I say, Smith 2

“You can tell aualr:hy T hope hLe'll
excuse me."

*He jolly well won't !™

“T'm chancing that.”

Vernon-Smith ran his bike on guickly
towards the gates, and Wharton, in
rather a puzzled and alarmed mood, re-
turned to the School House. Mr. Quelch
was not the kind of master to excuse a

unior who took French leave from

23019, :

Skinner was hurrying out, and he over-
took the Boundsr ot the gates. He was
Lreathless and furious.

“Where are you going, Smithy?” he

shouted,
anaEpﬁi the Bounder,

“Hawkseliff 1"
“But Quelchy—
“Bow-wow "

“ Look hera Emith];;,”
ner desperate!:;r, “what are vou going
for? Don't be a fool! Get in to lessons,
and don’t ask Quelchy for a thrashing.”

“You're awfully concerned sbout me,
all of a sudden, Bkinner.” Tho Bounder
looked hard at Skinner, a sudden sus

icion dawning in hiz eyes. “'My hat!

ave you got anything to do with Red-
wing's being late? Have you been play-
ing any of your tricks, yvou villain1"
_ “What rot!” -muttered SBkinner, start-
ing back., *“How could I? Don’t be &
fool! Look hers, Smithy, get into the
Form-room, and den't play the goat! I
tell you—"
. Vernon-Bmith did not answer, Ha
jumped on his machine and pedalled
away, leaving Skinner standing in the
road with black rage and dismay in his
face, Was his carefully-laid scheme to
be kuocked on the head. at the last
moment? He gritted his tocth savagely
at the thought.

With a grim brow, Vernon-3mith rode
away hard on the road to Hawksdlif. He
kept his eyes open on the way for Tom
Redwing; but nowhere on the long road
wag the sailormean’s son to be seen.

exclaimed Skin-

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Light at Last !

T’DM REDWING looked up sud-
denly

A breathless cyclist came

whirling up the rugged street,

and he jumped down cutside the little

cottage, his machine spinning to the wall.

Redwing tose to his feet in blank

amazement. Vernon-Zmith, crimsen
Tae Macxer Lipeary.—No. 533
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with ‘exertion, panting for breath, stood
ora him, y

Tho Bounder had mades the long ride in
record timo. He was throbbing with his
efforta, his breath came in gasps. © Hbe
stared in amazement at Redwing—in his
old clothes, the net in his hand, evidently
working at his old labour instead of pre-
paring to start for Greyfriars,

* Hedwing !™ panted Smithy.

Tom did not answer. His face was pale
and quief, hiz eres steely, There was
cold self-command and scorn in his loolk,

“Why haven't you started?’ panted
the Bounder. “ Don't you know the exam
he,&':ins at eleren®”

1 know.™

“¥You don't mean to szay you're not
goming 1"

“1I'm not coming.”

“ My hat!"

The Bounder stood pumping in breath.
He had had that long, hard ride for this,
Tom Redwing did not speak ngain., His
look was like i1ce, but he was puziled.
Thoe Bounder's sudden and une ted
arrival had staggered him., ¥ad he re-
%e“tﬂd of that cruel, unfeeling letter?!

von 30, thero was no forgivencas for it
Between Tom Redwing and the million-
aire's son was at an end.

Redwing sat down quietly again, and
resumed his feork. The Bounder watched
him, almost stupelied.

" Redwing!” he panted. " Are you
one potty? Why aren't you coming to
e exam?”

“1 don't care to.”

*You must be mad! Have you worked
for it for weeks and weeks to chuck it up
at the last minute?”

[ ] YE’.- L

“¥You might have told me so on Satur-
dey, at any rate!" said the Bounder, with
# Hash of resentment.

“I didn't know on Saturday.™

“You could have writton then-—thers | thi

was a post. MHang it all, 13 this treating
me decently?’ broke out Vernon-Smith.
“I've been waiting for you since break-
fast this morning, and now I've cut
lessons and biked over here at top spead
for you;: and now you coolly tell me
you've chucked the idea. If you think
that sort of thing’s sensible or decent,
you're meking a mistake!”

“I don't understand why you should
come over here. I certainly never ex-
pl&died to see you.”

“I expected to see you at Greyfriars.™

“I don't see why you ﬂi'mﬂﬂll.i."jl

Y You—don't—see!”  The Bounder
almost stuttered.  “Didn't we arrange
it ﬂ:}i Eaturﬂnyé .%rehynu by 87

good deal has happeped since
gaturﬂay,” said Redwing, h!is lip enrling.
‘I've found out some things sincs Satur-
day. I've found that there’s more false-
nes3 in the world than I ever belisved
before. I've found that fellows who were
kind and civil to me, as I believed, look
on me as a rank outsider trying to wedgo
into their school. Perhaps I am—without
knowing it.” They may ba right. T don't
say thay're wrong!"
- ““What on earth do you mean?”

“What's the good of this, Vernon-
Smith? You know as well as T do!” said
Tom sharply.

“If you'ro referving to Skinner, you're
a silly fool to take the slightest notice of
thitlcad. e

'm not referring to Skinner,”

*Who, then®” $

i Whal:'s the good of talking?” ex-
claimed Tom Redwing, wearily.  “It's
all over now. I'm not going in for the
exam. I shall never Eﬁﬁ'grﬁjfrim‘“ﬁ g,
You won't have to put on friendliness
because you feel under an obligation to
me for saving-your lifo. I didn’t want
¥ou to, goodness knows! If I've been a

trouble to you, it was your own doing—

and it's come to on end. I only wanted
my eyes opened.”

Yernon-Smith stared at him blankly.

“Who said you've been a trouble to
me!" he asked

No answenr, .

“YWho says I've hem;&mttin an Friend-
liness because you saved my lLife?”

Still no answer.

Vernon-Bmith drew a deep breath.

“{Zoodnoss knows, Redwing, I don’t
want to guarrel with you, and part on ill
terms,™ he said. “1've never stood as
much as that from any other fellow.
But I ask you onee more, has Skinner
been putting this into your head?”

“Hﬂllh : 1
“He tried to, and I did not believe him—
not a word,’

*Then someboady else——"

“Yoursclf I sald Tom, impatient at
last.

“Myself!”  shouted Vernon-Smith.
“(h, you've dotty ! What have I said or
done? Answer me that!"

Tom Redwing worked steadily at the
net without answering him. He was sick
and weary of the subject, and wished only
to be left alone.

stood

Vernon-8mith watching
puzzled, angry, and exasperated.

The quiet, patient, good-tempered
sailorman's son seemed to have atterly
changed, That scornful look was new to
his face, and it stung Smithy shnrpl;r.

“T1 ask you once more, Redwing,” he
said ot last, “whether Skinner, or some-
body like Bkinner, has been making mie-
chief?"

“ And I tell yon it was yourself ; and 1
don’t understand why you are pretend.
ing ignorance!” exclaimed Tom Red-
wing. *“*If you are sorry you wrote that
mean, cruel letter, I'm not surprised.
ink even Bkinuner might be sorry if he
did such a thing., But it's too late. It
can’t be undone, even if yom really
wented to undo it. Good-bye!”

“The letter!” repeated the Bounder
mechanically.

He fairly blinked at Redwing.

“The letter! What latter®”

“"Have wyou forgotten it already?
asked T'om szeornfully.

“1f you're not out of your senses, Red-
wing, fell me what yon mean. I'yve
written you mo letter since I saw you
last.” ]

Tom made an impatient gesture,

“Are yvou going to deny wvour own
hatd?" he asked grimly., “I don't see
why you should., ¥ou wrote the letter
to get rid of me, I suppose. Well, 'm
not a hard fsllow to get rid of. A hint
would have been enough, if you'd only
known. But why vou should coma here
now 15 a mystery to me.”

“If T've written you a letter, show me

him,

the letter,” said Vernon-8mith, very
guietly, -
“What does it matler:”

"It matters this much, Redwing—that
T've written you no letter, and if you've
had a letter in wmy handwriting it's a
forgery !

om Redwing started violently.

‘" A—a—a forgery!”

(11 YEa.’J

“ Bmithy 1"

“Bhow me the letter,” said Vernon-
Bmith between his teetl. “1 can see it
all now ; and I think I know whose hand
its's from. Show it me!l”

Redwing dazedly groped in his pocket
for the letter. He handed it to the
Bounder.  Vernon-8mith's brow grew
darker and darker as he read it, and his
teeth came together hard. _

“0Oh, the hound!” he said. “That's
why he was anxious for me not to out

Redwing similed disdwinfully. |

legsona and come over her—8kinner, of
course! Oh, the villain !™

“ Smithy, it's in your hand!”

“It's an imitation of my hand,” said
Vernon-Smith quietly. “Redwing, on
my honour, I never saw this letter befory
this minute, Don't you believe me$”

Tom panted,

" Bmithy, old chap, of course I believa
you! But—but—""

“¥You thought I was such & rotier as to
write a letter like that!” exelaimied the
Beunder, his eyes flashing, “ Wharton,
too, he's mentioned here! By gad, when

-I show him this—-"

“ And—and he—they never came to
your study end—and said—"" {faltered

There's not &

Do vou think we're
; ofers at Greyfumavs?”

exclaimed the Dounder savagely,

Redwing crimsoned.

“I—=I'm  sorry !" he  {faltered.
Smithy, how could I guess—  Your
own handwriting, Smithy! I—I couldn't

uces that there was 2 fellow who would
1::3;;& a letter—and such a letter—could

Vernon-8mith nodded.

“You couldn't” he said. “I don't
blame you, Redwing. I think you might
have known me better. Still, you couldn’s

uess. But you believe now tlmt it's a
orgery, and lics from begioning to end?™

“If you say so, of course,”

# And vou’ll go in for the exami™

Redwing started.

“I—1 would, Smithy, Lt it's too late.
Oh, what a fool I've been!” exclaimed
Tnnhmzsmahly. “If I'd only known

“That's what this iz done for—to dish
you over the exam; that’s Skinner's
ﬁamﬁi” said Smithy, between his teeth,

But he's not going 1o succeed. You'va
got to get off to Greyfriarat”

“It's too late!" muttered T'om.

i It's not too late,
ride like thunder!"
ie Ht{t you—""

“Will & walk hurt me, you ass? Do
as I tell you."

Tom drew s quick, deep breath. His
eyes ware bright now., His renewed
faibh in his friend was more to him than

the renewed chance of realising his old
ambition,

* Smithy, old chap, I'm sorry T doubted
you! I wasa fool—"'

“That's all right: it was Skinner's
doing. TI'll keep this letter. Get off!
Thera's not ¢ minute to loge.”

Y I-I may just do it!"” panted Tom,

He zan into the cottage.  Tn n very
few minutes he had changed his clothes,
and came hurrying out. Vernon-Smith
handed him his trouser-clips, and held
the bicyele for him.

“If vou're in

2 “Put if ﬁmé”dha aaid,k
ime, ' nd a snack ready in m
study. JF'I:l'l}::r it, Redwing 1"’ ¥

Redwing nodded and smiled, and drovs
at the pedals.

He was off like a Hash, and at great
speed he went spinning out of the rugged
street into the lane. "?&munﬁmith stood
watching him. He caught sight of him
in the lane again, at a distance, riding
up the hill at a pace few cyclists at Grey.
frinrs could have equalled. He vanished
ﬂveE the brow of the hill, etill riding

AI0.

Vornon-Smith looked at his watch,

“Daon't be a silly ass!
ward of truth in it,
all lars and s

Take myv hike, and

“He'll ba in time!” he muttered.
“He'll do it! Now for a dashed long
walk for ~me, and something foi
Skinner!"”

His eyes glinted.

He pushed the bench and the net inside
the cottage, closed the door, and
sauntered sway. '



Every Monday.
THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
i ALLD, hallo, hallo 17
Morning lessonsg were long
Bounder, fived and dusty,
came in af the gates. Harry Wharton &
“Redwing's here?” asked Vernon-
Smith quickly.
him grinding away,” said Nugent.
“Trotter says he uamaﬁ‘i just at eleven,
&
come on your bike; it's in the quad
naow."’ )
him so late?" asked
ron.
“That!” said the Bounder, passing the
letter to the captain of the Remove, “ A
ﬂi-a” eXATH. ou ¢an guess who wrote
it !

Redwing of the Remove !
over at Greyfriars when the
Co. met him in the quadrangle.
“Yes. I passed the room, and saw
and went straight in. seems to have
“What made
pleasanu little forgery to dish him over
Leaving the astounded juniois with the

letter, ernon-Smith  went on, and
TR d to Mr. Queleh’s study to report
himsolf, The Eemove-master eved him
stevily,

"“You did not attend leszons this morn-

ing, Vernon-Smith!” he rapped out,
renching for a cane.

“Y am sorry, zir! Redwing was
delnyed starting for here, and went,

over to_ take him oy hike,™ ‘said the
Bounder; “otherwise he would have
missed the exam to-dav.”

Mr. Quelch laid down the cane,

“¥ou should have asked my permis-
sion, Vernon-Smith.”

“""YEB, gir," said the Bounder meekle,

“Hewsver, I shall excuse you uvnder

i circamstances.  Hedwing arrived
only just in time for the cxamination,™
gnid Mr. Queleh, You may go.”
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!'The Editor’s Chat. j
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For Next Monday :
“SAVED FROM SHAME!?™

By Frank Richards.

Wext week's yarn chould appeal partieu-
larly to our many and loyal Scottish readers,
for Robert Donald Ogilvy plays the chief part
in it. It is not very often Ogilvy tigures as
the hero of a story, bal we sl know that
he is one of the bost—a rare good specimen
of a race second o none o the world for
conrage and loyvalty ard resolobion,

It ehould also appeal to the many who

like to zee¢ Bunter in an important mole. But
don't fanecy fhat the Owl is to be in any
sense o hero—be is ruost distinetly nothing
of the sort! Some of you may still cherlsh
hopes of his complete reformation. I don't.
I don’t want it. Think what o wet blanket
a reformed Bunter would he to evorybody!
You could mever make a Fatly Wynn of him.
He would be as scll-setisfied in bhis rightecus-
ness a5 in his iniquity, and would go about
ielling rgmpla how bad they wers and how
extraordinarily good he was! .

Finally, “&aved from Shame ™ =should
celight all thoss who like ihe stories which
link uia Greylriars and the Fortunes of the
hoys there with the great hattle-front. Far
mto it comes onc of Donald “Ogilvy's slx
siimlidillgir brotherz—a fine fellow whom you will
& .

OUR COMING SERIAL.

The extracts from the * Groviviars Herald ©
and ®Tom Merry's Weekly ® have becn rum-
ning quite & otz time now, We have hiad
thern in the MicgeEr and in the “ Gom.? For
a short time we had them in both papers at
once, Dot now I am going 1o give-them &
rest, though probably not for long. TB 0=
Fikely thut when “The Twing from Tastnania #
comes Lo anond in the *Gem® 1 may restart
them fhere; bob ¥ don™t promise this,

They have béen immenzely popular; but

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

“Thank you; sir!"

The Bounder left tha study, and found
the Famous Five in the qmdjrnngle, Bur-
rounded by a doren Removites, all com-
menting on the letter. Bkinner was stiil
in the examinatiop-room with the rest.

“ Bo that's why Redwing didn’t come?”
asked Bolr Cherry, whose ruddy face was
dark sud aug?.

“Yea " maid the Bounder guietly.
“That letter was written in my hand to
keap him away: and it would have aue-
ceeded if I hadn’t gone for haim. Skinner
wanted to stop me from going.'

“8kinner!™

* Bkinner wrote that letter,” said

Vernon-Smith, I know it as well an if
I'd sean him do it.”
“I—I1 suppose there's not much doubt

about that,” said Harry slowly. * If—if
it eould be proved, it ought to be taken
before the Head."

* It’s proved enough for me,™ said the
Bounder,

And there wag very little doubt in any
other fellow's mind, and & good many of
the Fomove were anxious to see Skinner
after the exam,

Tom Redwing was ot the Remove tabla
at dinner. He looked a little tired, but
very cheerful. After dinner Bkinmer
was fackled on the subject of the forged
letber, He stared at 1t, and expressed
the opinzon that Yernon-Smith must have
writton 1t, as it was in hie band.

* Not q+uite in my hand,’ said Vernon-
Smith, *"If it's cavefully compared with
my writing, Skinner, you can see differ-
ences—and resemblances to  another
fellow's hand. T dare say Mr. Quelch
will be-able to trace it cut, too.”

Skinner turned pale.

“TLet Redwing take 1t to Mr, Quelch 1™
exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“Give 1t to me,” gaid Redwing.

it 18 possible toget dired of even the hest
of things, and & really good =erlal should
make a welecome change.

This is a really good one. Some of you
will remember former great stories by the
same author,

MR. SIDNEY DREW.

They were hipe favourites with the Magwer
rexders of those days, *Lion Against Rear,”
“Mysterin,” “ Through Trackless Tibet,” and
other yarme of Mr. Drew's were devoured
with relish. Ching-Lung and Ferrerzs Lord
amd  Gan-Waga were houzchold words., 1
think they will spom be so sgain, for they
afl come into the new story,

“THE BROWN TORRENT!”

which will begin in No. 535 of the MAGNET,
puhlizhed

THE WEEK AFTER NEXT!

LIST OF GREYFRIARS STORIES IN
THE “MAGNET "' (continned).

ol —=The Fifth at Greyfriars®

82.—% Bunter the Detective.®

08— The Circus at Groeyiriars®

M, =" The Smugglers” Cave.?

#3.—% Billy Bunters Chrishmas Dream.®
i, The Greyfriars Bkaters,®

97— The GreyTriars Sweepstake ®?
13— The Greviriars Winners.®

H—* Billy Bunfer's Rezolutionsz.”
10-=" Nugent Minor.”

1M .-—% The Doantdies of Lhe Remowve?
102 —% The Thsappearanes of Wun Lupg.™
108, <% The Greyfriars Athlotes,®

e, —*The Greyiriars Fifteen

105.—" Rilly Bunter's Iind.”

1006,—% The Greyfriars Plot.»

107~ The Cad of the Rixth.” -

108 —Y Wingate's Beerct.™

NG —% The Remove to the Reseue®
110,—% Linley's Luck.®

CRICKET NOTICES.

~ Matches, Wanted. Apply—

(r. P. Swinnerton, 44, Colehill Lage, Fulham
Palace Road, SW.6; five piayers also
wanted.

F. W. Chinnery, 20, 8t. Mark's Read, 5.E. §
~uge 17—radius 8 miles,

1 Lirningham—MacXers and

Three-halfpence. 13

Vernon-Smith tossed him the letter.
Skinner eved him with alarm.
{3;:.{—1 say,” he muttered, “d—if——r

‘Tom Redwing was tearing the letter
into little pieces. Skinner breathed hard
with relief,

“Fathead I said the Bounder,

“That's tho best thing to do with it,"

said Tom Redwing quietly. “We don't
walt o disgrace in the school, vou
fellows.”

“Well, perhaps wou're right," snid
Harry Wharton. *“Bubt es for you,
Skinner——"

“I=I didn't—"

“Oh, dry up! Gentlemen, 1 suggest

eending Skinner to Coveniry for the rest
of the term."

“ Hear, hear !

That sentence was ﬁemm] unanimously,
And Skimder, when thought it over,
was glad to get off 2o cheaply,

L] L] - |

Skinner had {failed once more—but Tom
Redwing had not failed. There were
great rejoicings among his Greyiriare
friends when at last the news came that
the name of Tom Redwing stood ab the
top of the list, The salorman’s son
had ‘*l}agg&:i " the Memorial Scholar-
ship; and on the day he took his place in
the Remove at Greviriars he received
hearty congratulations on all sides, while
SBkinner looked on sourly from the cold
shades of QCoventry. Thet day the
happieet fellow in the three kinqunﬁlu
was Tom Redwing of the Remove !

{Don't mizs "SAVED FROM
SHAME ! "—next Monday’s grand
complete story of Harry Wharton
& Co., by FRANK RICHARDS.,)

{. W. Hubble, 28, Bolmley Street, Albany
Kouad, 8.E. 5.

Blackhenth Invicto—age 16 —W, E. Chap-
man, 5 LElmira Strcet, 8.E. 13.

Players Wanted. Apply—

. Davies, 2, Walmsley Etr&b, Soring
Bunk, E.lu'!i—mdius 3 miles. e

S —

NOTICES.

Back Numbers, ete., Wanted,

By Fred Shaw, 61, Pontypridd Road, Porth,
Glam=—hbound volume of “DBoys' Herald * or
“ Chums,”

By K. Mulvaney, 81, Queen Street, City
Road, Hulme, Manchester — “Schoolboys
Never Shall be Blaves®; Nos, 1 and 2 of
“ {zrevirinrs Herald,®

By J. Bingharm, 33, Bt Stephen’s Read,
Deepdale, Preston, Lanes—* Gems,” §54.52%;
Maiguers, 453-5%2—1d.;: “Boys' Friend ®» 8d,
Library, 886-414—eid,: “Boys Friend” ¢d.
Library, 415, 410—3d. offe

By B. Hhein, 80, Lower Clapmon Street,
Cannon  Sbreet  Road, E.—Hobh Cherry'a
Derring-Out,”® “The Boundér of Qreyfriars™
%The Greyiriars Tyrant,” “RBob Cherry: in
Search of His Father.," “ The Hidden Horror,®
% The Postal-Order Conapiraey.” .

Dy E. Simmons, 75, Norman HRoad, Ruf.
Lolme, Manchester—MaayNers before 484, with
Poartrait Gallery, especially No, 20; &lsd
Macxer, 5h.

By J. Gardoer, 1%, Inee Street, Heaton
Norriz, Stockport—Maoners, 206, 150, 257, B0G,
A4, 119, 133, 392, 253, 100, 148, 172, 179, 2R3—
4.

Tiy A. E. Johmson, 3735, Kyrwick Lane,
“Gem ®  belote
especially 28, Blode pricea,

it

Tee Macker Lippawy.—No. 533,
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Extracts from

“THE GREYFRIARS HERALD?”

and “TOM MERRY’S WEEKLY.”
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MOBERLEY'S RAG!

Traffers Tells His Yarn,

OBERLEY had decided to start a
paper in the Lower School It
was his own idea. Nobody elss
in the wide, wide world would

bave dreambt of taking that much trouble
over such a gang of NME rascals.

Moberley had one very dangerous koack—

rhaps 1 sheould say twoe. He is awfully,

astly keen on his neighbonrs” affairs, and
he has the most wheedling manner in the

tld. He could get rpund the Great Wall
of Ching—not to speak of the Head!

He wanted me to be sub-editor of his rag.
That is not what hoe cnlled It, of eoursel
And he wanted Croale to finance the busi-
ness. This is the way be set to work on
s,

Ha came to me and eaid: "Look here,
Traffers, I want you to sub-edit my paper.”

I told him I was going to boot him out
of my study within a short =pace of time.
He was quite vnmoved. He said:

"But look here, Traffers, if you're not
gﬁdans to join [ might just 23 well chuck

whole thing op!™

I told him that I thought it the best
posaible thing he could do. But I was quite
pleased with the eompliment—you do ses
whers b comes fn, don't yont—and 1 felt
better disposed towards the world in
general, and Moberley's mag in particular.

He looked out of the window reflectively
for & mopment or two. He decsa't believe
in burrying eover a tlcklish job—or so  he
told me onee. And I was the job for the
moment! Then, quite duddenly, he wheeled
round and bluried out: ]

“I say, Traffera, you know, you simply
must join! I've been telling everybody 1
wid Euillit-u have you on my staf. ‘I?iley
were 8 bit doubtful at Arst, but when
they heard that, *rhf{l gave me far more
orders than I could handle alone. You've
EDt- a precious lot more influenee than you
hink, ‘Craffera!™ He sighed enviously,

L don’t quite Enow how it hanwn«e&. hut,
five minutes later, I found mysell promising
to help Moberley in ol things, :md’ to draw
& salary of a penny ﬁfﬂ copy zold, Moberley
wis going to sell ¢ paper for ninepence
per copy. S0 Moberley said!

He got round Croale in a different way.
Heo appealed to his fine commereial instincts
gnd all that--the Croales are big ahipowners
—and offered him twopence commisslon on
every cop¥. In return, Croale promised to
lead his influence, such as it was, and to
fnd the money for a jsllygraphing  machine.

All preliminaries—I think that's the right
word—having been zetiled, we debalbed wgat
the paper sheuld be called. 1 thought that
“Tit-Bita from Trafera" would take a lob
of heating. Croale had an iden that the
“Croale Times ™ would just hit it off. He's
8 conceited begpar, is Croale!  Moberley
wanted to eall it the “Junior Joifinga."
Croale and I both thought &hat was a
rotten title, and we sald go. But that paper
;vas1 eplled the “Junior Jottings,” neverthe-
55 .

Then we planned what it was to consist
of. We didn’t agree very well. Croale and I
both had hobbics. Mine was bug-hunting.
Croale, on the econtrary, was mwad on the
operatic stage! He thinks be can act and
sing. ‘The rest of the school are not of the
Enme  opinion. Well, anvhow, we both
thought the greater part of the paper should
be glven up to either bug-hunting or a dis-
cussion oh the relative merits of certain
grent acktora. Moberley listened bo our dis-
cussion with great interest. He had already
decided that the paper was golng to he a
comie  papor. In other words, & cheap
receptacle for his own rotten jokes, o
eourse, we had to give way, though I can
never make out why we did it.

The announcement of the proposed paper—

By PETER TODD.

distributed on lenflets throwgh the school—
caused a great sensatlon. In fact, the pros-
cta of the paper sescmed extraordinarily
sright. We had already several advance
orders on hand—on the cash down basls.
Croale poon  procured  the  jellvgraphing
machine, and all went smoothly towards the
preat day of publication. Moberley snid
the firat Izsue must make a great "aplash.”
was absolutely indispensable. Some
tremendous hit must mark our first pro-
duction. Moberley unfolded hia idea.

There was neoar the scheool o big properdy,
It bBelonged to Lord Horncastle, but was let
at the time to a terrifle old genbtleman who
passged under the name of Colonel Hoenhythe.
Thiz property was strictly out of bounds.
It wuas a pretty place, and very thickly
wooded, In fimes past it had been a great
resort for the fellows fromm the sebool, but
waa now too well goarded to make the
game of Grespass wortll the candle.

Moberley proposed that I—I, il you pleasze!
—ghould go there and write 2 full account
of the piace. He gaid, very Kindly, that I
might even draw a map of it, If 1 ilked!
It waz no good argiing with Moberley. And
Crosle was againat me hesides, The latter
merchant even went 8o far as to say that
if I carried out the game he would let me
off a certain debt of half-a-quid which I
had contracted to the wsuriouws bepst! Well,
having recelved this nmtrihutinn-—anun%'-
mous, of course—they were g;cl-ln?" to sell it
a3 an extre sgopplement to  the opening
pagez of our grand new rag.

went, aod concerning my  hairhreadth
adventures on the forbidden ground I can-
not do Letter than fto guote extracts Irono
my own report. )

“At three p.m. I climbed the wall. There
was nobody in sight, elther on the high-
road or on the property of our respected
neighbour, Colonel Hoenhythe. Bo I climbed
the wall, and jumped down on the far slde,
It was = long drop. For the first time I
realised what diffficulty there would be in
climbing back again. The ground here-
shouts is on a steep slope. It runs down
to & small stream, skirted on ejther side by
low poplars. T passed down towards the
stream. It looked an easy jump acroas ft
I jumped. When I was nearly dry
again I continued my journey.  Above me
the great house frowned dewn on the high
trecs and wide Tawna, St not a soul was
in gight. I heard a sudden neoise. I tracked
it down. In a wood near by I found a low,
unimpressive building. It was throbidng
and pulsing with some powerful machin
within. noticed that there was much
broken glass Iying round. I picked up a bit
and examine if. Then a choking cough
wrong itself, it seemed, from my very vitals,
I heard an exclamation from within the
building. I Hled!

“Behold me, ten minutes later, trecd by
o great moastill who seemed to bhe permitted
to roam about the place at lelsarc. He was

an_appalling brute! T watched those ugly
cllow tecth of his with a kind of borrid
naeination.

“Zuddenly T remembered hearing how, in
the Amazon forests, monkeys travel for
hundreds of milea from tree fo tree.
only had to cover twenty yards to reach the
wall, and the tress were close together. I
acted on Lhe idea, and the hrota followed
me hungrily with his eyes, as though hoping
I should drop into his  jaws. I helieve the
poor benst was starving, but I really could
not see my way towards providing him with
e menl. felt my continued existence was
more imporfant than his dinner.

“1 ncver like to think how I covered those
twenty wvarda, The same feat would have
been impossible in an ¢rdinary gym, provid-
ing that there was no danger to he antici-
piated through failure., But a thirty fect
drop into the jaws of a hungry beaszt are a

reat inducement to agility. T reached the
Enﬂl and dropped, or, rather, [ell, into the
high-road.” ,

]i{nberit:r and Creale were jolly Dbucked
with my article. To be sure, both of ibhem
thought they could have done better them-
selves, bub still, they eaid, it was better
than they could have expected from me.
Croale said he was sorry 1 forgob the map.
But I told him that he needn't worcy. A
large-scale Ordnance muep would tell our
readets cv&rﬂhin% they wanted to Enow
ahout the s of the land. Moberley acted
on the suggestion, and a copy of this was
included in the “"make-up”™ of our paper.
We had manaped, with iofinite trouble, to
&:r, the first two dozen copies yesterday,

o all three had arranged to get up early
and work off the next lot before morning
school. There is mo doubt Moberloy does
et his own way & lot too much, It can't
Ee good for him.

Moberley Takes Up the Story.

BEEAD the g@riicle through again e

myself, and, as [ was sitting in o very

comfortable armehair, I quite naturally

began to dogze. The ideas that I had
formed  with regard to  Traffers’ artlele
became very hazy, and I could make naither
head nor tail of it—that is, the part that
deals with the bullding in the wood. The
vision of that house, grim, mysterious, and
throbbing with equally mysterious machines
inside its walls, baunted me. Then there
wis thot reference to the broken glas:, and
the effect it bad, or seemed fo have.

What eouid they be doing? Glass-making?
Why should the matter be kept secret, If it
wera s How ¢lse could the presence of the
stufl be explained?

Suddenly a wild idea flashed through my
mind, It spemed to be the answer required.
Why mnot broken test-tubest¥ For eome
elabornte experittents only the finest of glass
tulig can be uged. They must be ubsolutely
Aawless. But then, how could any single
man carry on experiments that entatled the
wastage of 50 much glass?

My thoughts them turned to machiobery.
And from that to the stream. Of course, the
swiftly-running stream would furnish all the
power required.  DBesides—anothar point—it
would serve to disgulzse and deaden the drone
of the dypamos—for such they must bave
Leen,

Why should the place he eet in the middie
of a thick wood? Why wasz it so far from
the houze and all the roads through the
park ? Obviously because the thing—whatever
it was—had to be kept secret!

And then, agoin, the ahsence of any kind
of chimney sbruck me as queer, for there had
been mention of smoke. Chimney it might
have had, but nobody on the high-road pass-
ing in sight of the spinnéy could cateh sight
of ik, There could ba only one answer Lo
any questlonm on the subject. The whele
thing woas o deep secret, and whe could tell
what menace that seeret held?

“And all else prled before this great ques-
tioit—were these szecret experiments carried
on flor the benefit of England or for ita
destroction?

I pressed my hands to my forchead ond
Lhought,

Would nn Englishman—even an eu;r?lutr}u
one—starve a dog as that dog had evidentiy
been starved? Would he let it run loose, Lo
the possible destructlon of any brespasser?
For any child mizht, from sheer mischief,
climb that wall, Of course, [ had only
Traffers’ word that the dog woas savage ; bk
then, I must take his word for something, [
eouldn't expect o long trail of cirenmstantinl
fj,widtncu that would convince a judpge and

ury,

Well, the In:mir and the short of it was that
on the next half-holiday I was in the grounds
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of that respectable and irreproachable gentle.
wman, Colonel Hoenhythe, I was also in a
blue funk, alome, and unattended, OF my
own free wiil"[ had decided to leave Traflers
and Croale behind, although I knew they
would have followed me cheerfully to death
at any time, They both happened to have
sick-hendache at the time, that was all,
I had already crossed the stream. Luckily,
it was a sunny day, and my clothes soon
dbied. Traffers had mentioned that it locked
an easy jump. And now I was foflowing the
atream along its troubled course towards the
hidden power-house. I reached the wood, and
enme to where the glass dump wa3s. I picked
up a fragment of the gless, and returned to
rchool via stream, wall—I think they must
havefed the dog that day, for he lay asleep—
an high-road. It was all quite simple, and
when 1 resched the gchool I took the plece
of glass to the lah,

‘There were ztill some memhbers of the clan
of the barilli of diphtheria. elinging Jovingly
to that piece of- glass, or o the chemistry
master zald, He sald o great deal more, and
e impounded that piece of glass besides. He
gob 80 excited that I told him the whele
£LOTY.

Tha consequoence of all. these strange events
was thiz: That afternoon cerlain German
gentlemen, engaged in the bottling op of
‘those dear littls chaps, the bicilli of diph-
theria, had ratber o nasty shock. Need |
gay that they wore gas-helmets? This shock
was none other thanm a visit from the local
palice, backed by a bhody of zoldiers. And I
wonldn't he certain that there wasn't a
reparter there! At any.rate, the dearly
heloved of the pro-Huf gang found them-
gelvea tn gaol that afterncon, awaiting that
trial that am Englishman will never refuse,
even to such wtier senm ad they were, And
the result of the trinl was thakb six innocent-
leoking and respected Tevtons were shot and
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wiped ont of exislence in the flower of i:elr
beauty.

I had saved the lives of hundreds of inne-
cent women and children and nmen=—=msfl over
miblitary age or vafit o fighe,

After thiz the whola story calne ant, :'_:]'Lil
was known all over England. Thers were
photos o nearly covery paper of Traffers,
Croale, and me. - Those papers which were
unfucky enpugh to have no soch photos said
nasty thingz about the ones that had, It
was terrific! The oll school was besieged
by fjourpalistz.  There wera penny-u-liners,
and there were famous reporters, Gaston
College beeame worbd-femous. Defore it had
not Leen dojng so well; I ean't think why.
It was far and away the hest school™.in the
LK., thongh np to now it had never had
proper recognibion. )

Az for the fellows there, they didn't know
whether they were standing on their heads
or their Leels. They were gebting aa proel
as peacocks.  Invitations were ralping on
them from all manner of sourecs—fErom big
country houses and fromm gome big potz who
had previously never deigned to notice them,
Evervhody wanted to know what I looked
like, and they took photos of me from all
tnanner of positions 41l I imagined myaelf
to be Mauwd Allan. Of course, all thres of
us could have been buried alive in the leliers
we received: and, of course, we daren’t go
outside the doors except in the cvening.
Even then we were nol immune from tle
Jnany autograph-hunters. Goodnesas  only
koows how many times [ eigned my name io
dainky little hooksa!

They had found ondt all oabout our Tittle
rag. That wias the climax! We bad, if you
remember, just fowr-aod-twenty copies of
that exccilent journal. We eould have sold
four milliond with eaze. At firsk, being inno-

eent fools, we parted with thfm ab ten quid
apiece, Then there came the rush. Trains
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couldn’t resp gown ast enougn; the service
down to our out-of-the-way place was all too
insuificient for the erowd that came rgehing
down, Weslthy men came down in Cars RD
the rate of, roughly speaking, sixty mwiles per
hoar! They were after that last copy., Many
American millionnires bought up ships ab
New York so that they could rush over to
England ruickly. Traffers, Croale, and L
conldn't get our hata on for swelled-headed-
nesa. F

Then came the crisis! A multi-millionaire
from America and a Tmnous newspaper pros
prictor had fought their way into the school
I think they must each have hired a gang
af desperpdoss to do their dirly work. At
any rate, there they were fighting for the
last ¢opy. The hids rose higher and higher.
Ten Lhonzamed ! Twenty ! Thirty! ONE HUXN-
DRED THOUSAKD! Thiz was the Briton's
olfer. Then they hoth spotted the lazt copdy.
That tss Traflers had left it on the table on
the slde. The proceedings degencrated into
a free fight. They, ended in tearing the
E:::m-r in two ! [ rushed in to stop them, and,
neidentally, to zave the humdred thoo,

The American aimed at the newspaper man
ond mizged., He bit me, however, and-—it
waoke me upf

When T waz hilly awake T fowud that it
was Traffers hitting me on the bead with
hiz bairbrush, and imploring me to wake up
and help with the coples of the “Junior
Jottings.? I rushed down and looked at the
mag, hut could find no mention of the hut
in the wood, mor of its infernal test-tubes.
I had drearmed it all!? :

I told them my dream, and they all apreed
that it was a rotten dream to have to wawe
up from, .Howeyer, we set to work and
finished off that isawe. Anpd {8 waz quile o
surces2, although we dide't sell it at a thouw-
sand pounds 4 COpys

GRUNDY'S GOAL

{NoTE~—Thiz i oné of Monty's chdracter-
trtic exaggerations. Grundy eon’t kick tud
hundred yards or thercabotls, But never
ptind '—T, K.}
rhe notion of George Allred as o contré

- makes one weep.

Old Grundy as & foothaller does sound a
* briflé steepl : :
fut Grumdy stilt fmagines, though we leave
him on the shelf,
fhat no one’s better fAtted for a forwand
" ‘than himszeli!

e worried us continuatly one Wednesday
nfternoam,

Till Tom said, “0h, my only aunt, he'll drive |

ma doity zoon!

It's mothing but a prackice match.
offer him a game. .

1 know it's rather weak, buot yet it's funny
all the same!®

Let's

O eourze, it'zs wnderstood,® remarkes the
wonderfnl 4. A.,
lace iz centre-forward; if 1 condoacend

[ HF
o Plﬂ'j" im

“0h, certainly 1" Tom choked, and turned a,

langh mto a cougl. .
uWe'll have somec shooting practice now.
Would you mind leading off ¥

By MONTY LOWTHER.

PWith pleasare, Merry!? Grundy beamed.
[ shall not need to ehange.

Den't put that ball =0 near Lhe popl—I7H

shoot at longer range!

i think 1'l shoot from here,
might klke o show.

He deesn't keep pgonl very well<he brags a
Iot, you know!®

You sce, Herries

G. A, seemed puziled when we all made
tracks im haste for goal.

“Here, pet away from  fthat !#
“Are you all up the pole?=

S0, mot nt all!? T answered, with & grin
umpon my Tace.

“When you are shooting for a goal, that
goal's the sufest place 1™

BClear out oof it!™ Jeorme Alfred Hewled.
“T know now it's o trick!

But all the Jdnffers In the world will mever

stop my kick!

And if you try to erowd the goal you'lll pet
n nasty zhock,

he roared,

with all his might,

¥o one knew where—we anly knew the hall
wend out of sight!

da¥on don't mean wz?? o=aid Tevizon, Der
hips ¥ou mean the clock ™
Then Gromds mave o liLtIe eon, and shot

And Grundy didn't understand until he henzd
#& crhsh,

Then cvetallrﬂrundj' realized he'd Been o Urifle
rash;

“It's only someone's window, thongl,® he
muttered, “and iL's made

Me realize the folly of nobt changing wlen
T played!

It jen't likely that n chap can kick in patend
boots—

It's hound to make o difference 1o the way
8 fellow shootsi®

“You sy azs!? Tom Merry roared. = Now
co and feteh Bhat balll®

“Feteh 16, sou fathead ! Tetch i, chump it
wi hootod one aned all,

But Grundy only snorted;
bmatlge & yaril

So,  prasping him with maony  bhands,

bumped him—good and bard !

he refuzed 1o

W

He =till Jp;r:ntt.*:ih.':i loudly that he didn't care
i jo

Whose was the wimdow, amt if we ednld flmt
fie bBall or nol,

Tien Wilkinz rushed wp with ihe ball, with

enany in his train,

Giramely, by o freak of chanee, had

siekzhed hiz study patwe!

Tor

SCRAGG!

ke ENTLEMEXN!®
Grumdy®s thunderans volee had
heen, beoming along the passage

for Lie Inzt ten mingtes,

Mozt of the fellows cave up peep ander
these conditions, and went alonz to the
common-Toom to zee what the ass waz buth-
i nlpouak.

Tammy, Manty, and I held out about the
lemgest, bub we gave in ab Inzt,

“ entlemen 1 Orondy roared, acdilpesaing o
a Jarge It not very  amiable  mectinge,
¥ What we want, I say, 1z a geni®

The oaly perzon Lhiz had any elfect vgon
wins Monty Lowther, 1lle, In a more than
tremally humorous vein, was hestowing a Series
of winks and mods uponl one WiHiom Guun,

By H. MANNERS.

who stood heside the fomn which supported
biz Tender,

“ What's the malter with sow, Lowilber,
womooa=s 77 leniinded  Grmaly., ¢ We want
rene ol voter jolcs Bere, F that's youre zone!
I repead, geutlomen, that whet we swank is a
enun—on the rool, i the guid, or anywhere
Frerrrt How oan whe school e propoerly
cefonded when the nearest §s ot Wayland? i
ean s whit the Gothes' game §g, it yan
pwmdoean Bt ooy Enow Ehab Llere are any
bitnbier of w5 bere ibebine 1o wipe them off
fhe oarkle when the €hoe vemes, :0 they'rs
teving foodo ns in—Lo ent off oar sipplies !

Thoze of s who dwle't say o Bosh 1™ s
= Posgy I

W Rey're dryviog Lo blow up (he road De-

ED ON SUSPICION

tween bere amd Wavlklaod I oraved Gy,
waving Lz arms wibdiy,  SThen  provisions
won't he able 190 get through to I
Wirmgeleg 1+

“ Hm, ha, hatv

“Listen to me ! ranred gfrwmdy, trving o
make  NimeEell beard  abowe il lnshge-,
SThey e conn over e (o pat o filll-.-:"i'ﬂl,‘-' e
COMme e --—— ™

“Uentlesen, [Fpofe:

Lowilier bousifed e ta oo Foem, and. waee]
Bis arms i an exaggeralusl Doitation  of
Godrae AlFred,

 Peltow-Briti=hers, oo dee Grapdy knew
that the Huw jewspapers.bove tgy <hort of
SCEvdions ¥

(Contivtped on P 44 )
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SCRAGGED ON SUSPICION !

(Continued from page 15.) i
e B i e 5 g - i g - 9

s Eh:?ﬂl

AWho's falking
lewred Gromdy.

“When yvott pub g foll-ztop to commns you
pet  sewmleolons ™ gaid Lowther?” #drrundy
sa¥s the Hwn newspapers are short of semi-
colons ! ' Wow, how does he come by this
information

“Ma, ha, ha!»

“5it  down,
Turiouzly,

It appears io me”

sbout serpicolona?™ bel-

Fowiher ! roared Lrundy

resumod  Leowiber,

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

ihiat Geundy b5 connecled . with e dGeTman
Presz—the * Borliner Tagebiatt,” or a.ﬂm-‘;thigﬁ
—nand he's hére for spying purposcs,
%Im-r!:- he's a- Hun [#
“Who's 2 Uuni® howled Grunds.

“In fack, 1 atmngh sugpéct,” said Lowther,
“thnt hizs nopme’s llnmlz-. not f.rmmly at all!®

Py guen, I'1

EThe - name Grundy iz too Errglish -
lelong to an  Englishman,® said’ 1.-3'.".’-‘1‘.11&1'
shaking hiz hend. *Rwuns nlways rush Lo
extremes, you Enow, If' a Hun's., name fs
Enpgerdrinkenstein, he comes over here .and
enlls himsall Jones., or—as in Lhis eose—
Grundy ! Pown with him, feliow-Britisbers,
and zeareh him for ineriminating evidenco '™

We dragped the orator off the form, and
stood him upon his heacd.

U Gerroff ! Lemme up! Groook!®

#Thers you are!™ remarked Lowthar,

g i

Grundy’c

m [ocizenp . feii- from
school, )

“A plan of the

[oLded -5H3

jagkot-pocks

0| wager, mth ult epoté soft snough for I.:-:rml.r*'

to fail upon indicoterd.™

The papar wi Is-q{‘*{,'['t"!hi:i]} sera W led cver 'M”l
cralibed Uermuan characters. DBBut it tupned
ol to. he nothing more dahgerous than an
impot which Ierr Schnejder had seb him for

| liberally ofiering to fght the whole Form
durcitgy lessons.
owever, il served el purpoze,  Eh WL

quite enough oo ,untihr nain pulling the
extinguisher on- Groubdy's pratorical powers.

He wus bumped hard,” amidst bowls of
merriment—in which he. himzelf dit! not join-—--
and, nwmg to some’, HI:I"I-EMI:I]}t"I.TI:]E accident
or D'[-hﬁl’ a lot of ink and goot fell npon him.

e spent. the next hour or two in the hath-
reem, and we werg ab liberty to finish prep
i peacs,

m;mmhumﬁw&uﬁnmri‘“q‘m ﬂ‘li‘ilﬁ]i‘lmmmltlﬁnmtmhl*

%THE GREYFRIARS GALLERY.;
i |

. 69.—WALTER

BUNTER.
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ALLY BURTER is "ths other
Bunter.
He does nob belong Lo Grey.

Frinez, but he doe: to the stories;
and, thonph- he ‘hus very seldom come into
them, I know .that many of my resders
rereember him with strong liking.

It 13-an interesting . problem, thiz of two
iellowa almost cxnelly alike outwardly, but
dnwardly  as dissimilar 28 fellows can be.
Muny a novelist has used it. And it has been
wsed more than opcée in olr papers. There
wag the ease of Tom Merry and his double,
the rascally Clavering. And there waaz that
of Alonzo and Peter Todd, good fellows both,
hut ns coriously unlike inside ns they arc
curiously alike opfwardly, Poter iz as shrowd
4% boys are made, with a touch of sarcism,
of which {he gnileless Alonzo iz absolutely
“inngcent. Peter iz strong just where Alonzo
is weak., Jnt get down to bed-rock, and you
find the likeoezss after all-—the hkencs: due
to the faet that both ore pood, stroizht
Tollowa.

Here Lhe Dunler case differs. There are
goane - reddera who have developed something
like an affectlon  for 1he ipeffable Williaxm
George. They are ready to credit him with
pood quolitics which, # he possessea thom,
are’ wonderfully concealed. 1 eanwot gee
that Bunter bad anything that could be
clussed a5 o positive good qualiby.

It 2 for otherwize with hiz Cowsin Wally,
Here is o follow who Enows ltow to play the
Eatre, and plays it. He hozs a wonderfiel
appéetite, and he earries no end of flesh; but
he is not a piz.’ He resembles Fatty Wynn
it gharneter fnr more than he docs his eousin.
Wally s 2 good mmrwe o cheery soul,
the sort of feliow who would make no end
of friends ala school like Greyfriars.

Billy Runler did mot know much of Eis
pousin in thelir early days. Wally's people
belonzed to a branch of them that was
rather logked dewn wpon by the Bunier
family to which Billy apd Sammy belong, o=
not being well off.  As a matter of foct, the
Billy Buvlers, so to eall. them o are not
gpeciaily well off, But Mr. Samuel Bopter
Ias bgd hizs days of }‘:I'-nE»LwriL}" in the City,
and Bas doubtless swanked, there, ns bis
liopofil fon swanked ot Greyiciars when the
big remiitances came.

Wally bad {0 go to a small sebool, and Lo
take his s¢at on an oflice stool before he
wina Tifteen, And that was a real pity, Tor
Wally would have been o tower of strepgth
to his Porm at o public school. He is a Ane
cricketer, and, in spite of the weight he has
1o carry, ecan no donbt puat up o ool show
m1 the footerdicld.  He mizht be a goal-
weeper of the dear old Fatty Wynn type; but
1 don't think it at all out of the f|uf~=:L|::nla
1hat he should be o centre-forward of nbliity,
or & goad half, for he has learned to carry
his burden of Hesh more etfectively than his
epusine ever did ;. and it 13 not all fot, either.
Under the adipoze §2 a lot of good, honest
musele,

It was ot Billy's sua-'f{-stmn that Wally
masqueraded at Greyfriars as W. G, T Billy
had gone over to Margate to see Wally. who
was then on holiday. Billy felt that he
wonted @ holidoy, tog, e gould net quits

understand why  Wally showid thiak Lim so
lucky for being at sehinal,

The alfair- was “arranged. They changed
clothes, and the chapge was. onough, Ier-
Inaps Billy's mother might. have known the
dilterence. It is hardly likely anyone else
would have dane,

And, of course, Wally Dhiad the advantage
of tips from -Rilly about the school and the
fellows there. They did neot amdunt to
very much * for in -this;_as - in everything
except eating and pr;rmg,-f'lr‘n’-{:, B. wis lazy,
But his cousin has a qeicker .brain than he,
and the few hints were cuougl to give him
i slart.

8o Billy staved at Margate, io play the
nat on the front, and Wally went to Griyv.
friars.

wn nne suspected. snything ol figst. How
showld they, when they did oot even Know
of the double’s existence?

Bunter secmed

But they wondercd. Billy
ranslorned.
He saved Marjorie and Clara from

reat
doanger, and ‘' le was quite -modest -aboot it
He weould not ventrilognise at CHll House,
and that -was. not like Billy. Bubt Wally
wouldn't becadse he couldn't. which was an
excellent reason, you must allow,

Frank Niugent nlurmed Wally, by  saying
he had changed. But Frank made it clear
ihat he did not mean in appearance, only
that Bunidée- bad improved. Bunter must
have improved whem he gave away a buge
chunk of cake to a man whe seemed hangry,
Frank thought. Only it wasp"t Bunler, you
gee, and -such a good-matured act came guite
gasify ta the cheery and open-hearkted Wally,

T overcomse Skinner was nothing  for
Wally, elther: but it would have becn same-
thing astonishing, though net guite impos-
gible, for the Owl. To make quite a pood
show abt mathiematics waa eazy enough for
the olber Depter; buf 3. luascellcs wias

“whien

4 bribed to o and be an

surptised, for W. G .B. had never made even
A anenfergte sliow  Bn. apy  aubjeet. Study
N, 7 was  nlmost thqmti{:r;trlr'!{cn when
‘l'r-:tH:h serving pie, took the amallest helping
for himself, Temple & Co. wers surprised
lBunter showed form at ericket that
wnade them glad to include him in the Fourth
Eleven againast the Remove, Wharton and
the rest really asacnting to tho arrange
ment.

Coker was surprised when Bunter stood up
to him. ¥Peter Todd got o real shock when
Bunter koocked him out. Dut the biggest
and most amazing thing of all waa DBunters
sucoess a8 o howler

Heé-got Wiarton first ball, e . brought ol
tlee Dut-trick by petiing Frank Nupgent and
Inky with the next two. In the ¢vent the
Remove were all ont for 56 “Wally lmd
tuken eight wickets, and lhad caught the
other fwo men from other howlera! And in
the end e won the match for his side by
ing hatiing at a critical time,

And all the time the onty Tellow who han
amelt a rat ab all was Eammy Bunter., That
guileful youth had been bribed o silence,
1t waoz tllmugll. Iim that the truth M
ot ; hut that was not antil Wally had gone
hack o the Fated nec stood, and Billy ke
returned, sunbuened and self-satisfied 139 ever
from the Margate Parade.

The second appearance of Wally ol Qrey-
Trinrs was conneeled with an elaborate aponf
on the part of the seheming Owl, Wally
came over Lo see bis eousin. and ran azafpst
Perey Bolzover, who waz minazed when the
fellow he took for Bilty Lunter, instead of
accepling a huamping, handed out ope. Ho
upderstond whon he knew that it was the
other Bunter. The Famous TFive and their
chiwms wers vory glad to see Wally apain.
They would bave liked Lis belp in their
coming matcly againzgt Sb. Tade's, bt fne
that it was necessary that someonce shouald
take his place in the offiee nt Canterbury,
amnd Billy flatly refosed to do that, nsking
haughtily whether he looked like an offe.
chap, and adding that it would be deroga
tory to his personal dignity @2 a gentlemun.

Dot affer Wally had gene Billy 1hm:g|:|t
ot -a plot. . He, :]Ih_‘rw:d limsclf  ia
“offlee chap © for an
afterncon, and let Wally come and play.
But- e did not oo 1t was W, G- B, wlhn
played in the first inninga of the mateh, anl
did—well, much what might hiave been ox-
poctod of him. He bad pretended o ro to
Canferbury, - and. had. of coorse.  eollectod
his fare—-first-class—in  advance. "He had
inzisted uwpon o luocheon-Dosket, - Bob  fw
deadged - back. . owas the onexpected torn.
inc-upr of Wallyv, who had managed to et
pact of the afternoon off. that exposed the
fraud. Ami Wally eame intn the teani in-
slead of Biliv, and after abl the Kemowe
won, theugh I fear the Taws of erickel wep:

badiy eranehed. if nol oaetaally Leakon, by
that substitution!

Anywayr., Billy Gunter was busped. and
Wally was the hero of the hour.  He will

nlways be smre of a0 woeleome from Wiarton
# Co.—as soom ng they are sure that be i
Walls srad not Billy, that is
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