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TOM REDWING'S FATHER!

By FRANK RICHARDS.

A Magnificent, New, Long, Complete Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars School,

THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Skinner Exceeds the Limit !

i HAT about Redwing:”
W * Rodwing 1M popeated
Jiavry  Wharten  thought-

Fully.
“It's time Rodwing had a clonee of
playing for the Remove i o gowd
madeh,’ sand Vernon-Baith.

“Not a bad idea!” chimed in Bob
*herry,  “"Redwmg can play, you
kow 1

“The playiulness 12 terrific!™ ro-

niarked Hurree Jamset Kam Singh.

Harry Wharton, captain of the Grey-
{1iars Remove, reflectedt, "l'om Redwing
was ahnost a new fellow at Gireyiriars;
ard the matel that afterpeon was a hard
one, with Higholiffe juniors.

“You've got to pubt in Hf}l"l'li‘hmi}'_-
Harvy,” remarked Frank Nugent, *If
!'1rnil.i):1.' can’'t play—~"

“ How's your wrist, Smithy "

Vernon-Simith shook his head.

" Robten 1" he answered, T couldu't
hialdd 1 hﬂ.tl“ ;

“0f all the duffers!” Wharton eaid
svosgly. “¥You had do ?u cand get
crovked just before we're playing Cour-
tenny’s team ! Why couldn’t you leave it
2l to-morrow ¥ .

“Well, it was Skinner’s launlt,” =saud
the Bounder. “The silly ass caught
me on the wwist with the foill"

Wharton frowned. o was not sns-
pivious, but he knew Skmper; and he
~wondered whether the cad of the Remave
had erocked Vernon-8mith intentionally
just bofora the Higheliffe mateh. But
wlwether that was =0 or not, the Bounder
fﬂta.iulj: was crocked, and s place had
fo be filled. And Ogilvy and Russzell,
¢ither of whom could have filled it, were
away that afternoon on a visit to one of
Ogilvy's scldier brothers at Wapshot.

I suppose I'd bettcr make it Red-
wing,” said the captain of the Remove
at last. ** Aflter all, he's a good bat, and
a good man in the field. I suppose Wib-
Iey and Desmotnl will want to scalp me
if T dal”

* A ericket captain’s basiness is to be
eralped V' grinoed Bolr Cherry,  “It's
one of the responsibilities of office.”™

“I'N cut off and tell him !* said the
Bounder.. ‘“Redwing was going o
Mawkschiff this afternoom Lo see some of
hig old friends there, I believe he's at
the bike-shed now !

“For goodness’ sake, don't let lum
clrar off ™ exelanmed Wharton.

* Right-ho 1"

Vernon-2oth hurried away to the bike-
ghed -to cateh Toem Redwing before he
staried, Harry Wharton pencilled the
vame of Redwing i the list on the
nutice-board, where the name of Her-
hert Vernon-8mith had been crossed out.

“After all, Redwing’a a good man,
though he hasn't plaved much here,™
paid 1Tarry, his brow clearing. I think
lie's qihclut the heat we can do under the
s,

T think 0! agreed Johnny Bull,

“He's played up well against the
Feurth i remarked Balb Cherry,

U The Fourth iso't Higheliffe, though !
Courtenay's lot ave in great form. BStill,
I think he'll do all right! Let's get along
to the ground,” said Wharton.

The Famous Five left ihe School House,
Shinner and Stott of the Remove were
leunging en the steps gutside.

“Houold an a mpoute, Wharvton ' called
Skinner, detaching hiuzelf from  the
alone balustrade.

Wharton stopped.

“I hear you're a man shorl this after-
noon, Emﬂ Skinner, with unusual cor-
dinlity in hiz manner, “ Bmithy's crocked,
jan't he§”

“You anglt i know, as vou <rocked
him I said Elarry sharply.

“Yes; that was a rotten acebdent !
said Skinner Mawdiy. ™ Poor old Binithy
put his paw in the way when I was awing-
ing the foil—sheer ill luck ! But, I suy,
you're a man shert, what about giving
ma o chanee ¥

“¥ou ' excluimed Harvy.

*Little me ' answercd Skinner.
like to play no end!™

“"It's rathor & new taste on your part,
then V" said  Ilarry Wharton drily.
“You've never been keen on cricket
before that I know of.” _

The Fatious Five could not help staring
at Bkinner. That youth had certainly
never been keen on anything that ve
auired personal exertion. Banker in the
study was much more in his line than
ericket.  Skinner dodged even the com.
pulsory practice when he could.

“T don’t say I'm polty on it, like you
chaps,” said SBkinner, ‘"But I can play.
cricket, I suppose. I'm o member of the
vlulb, and entitled to play. I don’t see
why T shouldn't have a chance.”

““No reagon why you shouldn't, if you
wore in form,” agreed Whartor, " DBut
you're not in form to meet Iigheliffe.
1f you meant business, I might give you
a chance in the mateh with the Third
next week.”’

“I'm not keen on a fag game!”
gneered Skinner. ‘" FEook here, I can
pley, and I've been practising Intely. You

ad 'El‘lj

want & man; Smithy’s out of it. Why
not give ma a chanee 7"

Wharton shook his head.

“ Tt would be useless. Vou'd be no

good against a side like llighcliffe,”” he
angwaered. “Tt couldn’t be done,
Skinner. This is a bit sudden. you
know! Vou can’t jump into the Formn
Fleven at gne jump ™

1 don’t say I ean pla
said Skinner sullendy,
man——"

As a matter of fach we
Smith's place is filled now."”

“Ohl Desmond, I suppose, or Maor
gan " snecred Skinner.

“No. Redwing.” _

“Redwing ! exclaimed  Bkinner.
“Youre goutg to put a new chap in, and
Ieave mie out when I'm veady lo play?
And that cad——"

“Oh, dry up!?

“ That cad ! shouted Skinner. © That
low longghoreman, who's snealed into
Cresfriars by pinching a scholasship !

like Buithy,"”
ul you want a

don’t.

That's the sort of low hound you're going
to play for the Hemove, 11 3£ ¥

“"T'm going to play Redwing becanse
le's the best man availuh]n::,” anewerncd
Harry Wharton quietly.  “ And if jou
want to call hiny names you'd befier do
it i his presence, Skinner!"

“MThe low cad! Wedgin' himself into
averything' suid Skinner bitterly, 1
heard he waz going to [Hawkseldf this
afternoon, too, o see his boory pala
there.”

“ T don't think lus pals are boozy., 1
know you wouldn't cail them so if Red-
wing were here to hear 161" said Harry
contemptuonsly. 2 .

* Hedwing is here,” said a quiet voiee,
ag Tom Redwing came up with YVernon-
Smatly.

Skinnoer slarted, and turned rowmd.

His oyes gliteced as they reat-l::dl ol
the handsone, sunburnt face of the sailor-
man's sod. _

“Let's get along o oricket,” smd
Frank Nugent pacifically, *' 1 suppose
vou're playing, Redwing ¥''

“Yesz; if I'm wanted,” sand Tom.
“Smithy says you want me, Wharton.
I'm jolly glad to play, of course. I can
go over to Hawkscliff any time.” _

“You'll always find your pals at the
Pig and Whistle when you want 'em--
what 7" asked Bkinner, with a sneering
grin,

Siatk burst inlo o chuckle.

Redwing gave Skinner an angry look,
and his eyes gledimned for a moment, bot
lie turned away without replying.

The satlermian’s son had won golden

opintona from mnearly all at Greyfriars,
and he could aford to pass over the anob-
bighness of one or two like Skinner and
Statt,
* The cricketers moved away towands
Little Side, and Redwing went up the
stope, to go in and change for the game,
He took no further notice of Skinner;
but the latter was in a bitter temper,
and not inclined to be pa¥sed over with
silent contempl.

* And that's ihe kind of fellow Whar-
ton's plaving for Greylriars!”  said
Skinner to Sielf, loud enough for Red-
wing to hear. The son of a boozy sailor-
man, wha night come in rolling drunk
any time to see lum !

Stott chackled.

Tom Redwing spue round, his {face
aflame,

“You ocad '™ Le exclaimed, his voica
trembling with anger.  “ liow dare you
speak of wy father like that! You
eoward, you know that my father went
down in a submarined s]‘!i]]fl! You wera
not good enaugh to clean his shoes, yon
rotten cad !’

“Here, hands off 1" yolled Skinner in
alarm.

His amizble intention had been to get
Redwing's rag out, as he would have
expressed it. Rn-l.win%’s rag was out with
a vengeance now. e was coming for
Skinner with his hands up and his eyes
abfaze, The insult to his father, who had
met his fute facing biz country’s cuemics,
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had moved Redwing as no insult to him-
solf could have moved him.

Skinner's hands flew up w defence,
but they did not help him much. Red-
wing came straight at him, and a crash-
ing Mow sent Skinuner spinning off the
ateps.

He collapsed on the earth with a loud
vell.

Tom Redwing stood looking down on
him witl fashing eves. Stott prudently
backed away. He did not want any.

And Skinner did net want any more.
He =zat up, blinking. but did not mse.
Thers was o step in the doorway behind
Tom Redwing. and Mr. Quelch’s sovere
face looked out.

“ Redwing [ 3

Tom Redwing turned at the deep vowe
of hia Form-master,

“Yaa sir?” he stammered. .

“This i3 not a place for RQsticufls!”
said Mr. ?{ueln:h severely. Y You will
take a hundred lines, Redwing! Do not
let thiz occur again ™
C “Wery well, sir,” stammered Tom,
with a crimson face. .

BIr. Quelch walked away, [rowmng,
and Tom went quietly into the House.
Skinner scrambled to his feet. He was
elad that Mr. %uﬂr‘h had not heard the
remark that had called forth the blow.

“Hurt, old chap?” murmured Svoif.

“I'l make lum pay for it1" said
Skinner, between his teeth. “I'll be
event with that sneaking longshoreman
vet—and I know the way! Come on'”

Tha two binck sheep of the Remove
walked down to the gates together. They
wore goue when Tom Redwing came out
of the Ilouse in spotlesa Hannels, and
horried down o Little Side  with his bat
urder bis arm to join the evicketera.

Answered

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Not a Success !
i HAT luck!™ ]
skinner of the Nemove
uttered that exclamation sud-
deuly, his moody face
brightening.
ho two black sheep had been saunter-
g lawily down TFrmrdale Lane with
their hands in their pockets. Most of
the Remove had ﬁgthemd on Little Side
to  watch the ighclife match: Dbut
Skinner and’ Seott wers not interested.
Had Skinner been given a place in the
Remove Eleven he would have had bets
on the gome, probably, and that would
have given lvim an interest in it, For
cricket, pure and simple, he did not
care. In fact, Skinner cared for very
few things that were pure and simple.

But he was angry at being rebuffed,
and angrier still from the effects of Tom
Redwing's blew, Biott did not speak to
hiny as they walked down the lane, as he
did niot want to receive a snarling reply;
and 1t was Skinner who broke the silence.

“Luck!™ repeated Btott, In surprise.
“Where's the luck®”

“Took at that chap!”
Skiuner.

Stott looked.

{in the rising ground, a shovk distance
feoan the lane, a man stood, looking to-
wards the school.

Hea was a roughly-drezsed sailorman.
with a thick, dark beard, and a face
bronzed dark by sun and wind, the vight
check marked by a deep secar.

The sailorman Icoked as if he had been
in liard luclk; hia clothes wore wall worn
and dusty, and he had evidenily been
trampng.

Stott gave him a careless glanee, and
turned mguiringly to Skinner.  The
i;-}ughlj'-clm'i satlorman did not interest

im.

“You know the chap®™ he asked.

HYOf conrsa 1 dor't, a3s?" snopped
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Skinner. “Do you think I've got pals
.;mﬂ%n boozy seamen, like MHedwing
M L}

“That chap doesn't look boozy, if you
come to that,” said Stott, glancing at the
man again. “He looks down on his
luck."

“I suppoze he'd be boozy enough if he
gob o n}gan:-::-!“ anawered Skinner.

“Well, vou're not going to tip lom
Lhalf-a-crown to blew at the Cross Keys, 1
supposa®’

“I'm going to tip him half-a-gquid,”
said Skinner.

“Potty?” asked the amazed Stott.

“For services rendered,” grinned
Skinner. “ That chap's saved me a walk
to Hawscliff—see "

“Oh, I see!” said Stotl, understanding
at lasl.

The sailorman had not yeb scen the
twe juniors in the lane below., He was
staring directly at the distant school, as
if keenly interested in the fgrf:.r old walls
and ivy-clad tower of Greytriars.

What thers was about the school to
attract the attention of a snilorman woulid
have puziled Skinner, if he had troubled
to think about the matter at all.

“Come on, and we'll tackle him,” snid
SBlkinner. And his chum followed him
through a gap in the hedge.

Harold Skinner was looking quite
cheery now.

He had laid what he regarded as a

ripping  scheme for discomiiting Tom
Redwing., It was gomo time since he had
schemed that scheme, but carrving it out

involved a journey to Hawscliff, down the
coast, and the slacker was-not keen on a
ten-mile journey. This tramping eailor-
man had turned uwp quite luckily, from
Skinner’s point of view.

“What luck ! went in Bkinper, as they
passed through the hedge. “T was going
over to Iigheliff to get lwold of some
boozy longshoreman; but it's & thumpin’
long way off! "his chap will do. I'll

stand him five bob in wdvance, to get full |

of booze at the Cross Keys, and promise
him anether five bob afterwards. He
looks as 1f he could do with some fin—
what "

“He does!™ grinned Stott, “Dut—
but—— I say; will he do what you want,
old chap?™

“ O course he will,” said Skinner con-
fidently., **Why shouldn't he? All he's
got to do 13 to get tipsy, and roll in at
Lsreyirinrs and Tlaim Hedwing as o rela-
tion. He's got to kick up a shine, and
got everybody round. He can do that
easily enough, I suppose. I dare sar he's
used to kicking up & shinz at the pubs he
goos to.”

“Ha, ha, Lhat”

“Itefiwing can deny that he's o rela-
tion,” chuckled Skinner. *“*The fellows
will believe it all the same. For why
should a perfect stranger drop in and
claim him as a relation 1if it's not so?”

Stott chortled.

“ Begides, people always believe i of
a chap, though they're so jolly slow to
believe good of him,” added Bkinner
cvnically. *Praise a2 chap, and people
take fifiy per cent. off what you say; but
tell ‘e that a chap's father has gone
baukrupt; or get shoved into choky, and

they swallow it fast cnough. That's
human naturs!”
It was BSkinner's nature, whether

human nature or not, undoubtedly.

“Anyhow. it will give Redwing a
turn ! said Bkinner.,  “And  thero
couldn't be a better opportunilty, with
the H-iFhi_"Hﬁ'E‘fE"-DW‘I there, and Red-
wing playing in the match. Faney his
foclings when a boozy seaman rolls on to
Tittle Bide and eluims him as a nephew
or & cousinl!”

"Ha, he, he!”

“0ld Queleh stands by Redwing a lot;

Three-halfpence. 3

but even he will have to think a bit after
a escens like that,” chortled Skinner.
“The Head will see that it won't do Lo
let young ruffinns with low connections
into the sclicol—what'""

“1—I say, it's rather rough on_ the
chap!” muttered Stott. ** After all, Red-
wing hasn't got any low relations that we
know of. And hiz Iather went down at
sep, torpedoed by those hlthy Huns.

“Well, if ha hasn't got any relations,
isn't it kind of me to provide him with
onn?® said Skinner. _

The two juniors wers near the sailor-
man now, amd he planced down as they
came up the acclivity,

The man stepped back into the treea
behind him, as if not wishing to be
spoken to, or even seen. DBut Bkinner
called to him: __

“"Hold on o minute, Jack!

The sailoyman lesitated. o

Skinner and Stott came up, and joined
him under the trees. The seapan looked
at them inquiringly, and a little un-
casily, Skinner thought. On closer view
it was more plain then ever that the man
was in hard luek, which was all the better
for Skinner's echeme.

“Hold on! I want to speak to you,
my man !” said Skinner, in a patronising
manner. ‘*Don't run away "

“ Ay, ay, sir!” said the sailorman.

“Twoking for & job?" said Skinner
affubly. 3

“ Mot here, s

“3till, T dare say vou'd like to earn
half-a-quid by an easy job, wouldn't
vou?” suid Skinper insimuatingly.

“T shouldn't object to that,” said the
SOQMLN, i Surprise.

“ Right-ho?! Well, I want you to do
something for me, and it's half -a-guid
if you do it,” said Skinner. *It only
means o little walk.” ;

“Thank you, siv, but I'm not looking
for a job here,” said the sailorman
quietly, “My work is at sea.”™ .

“ Well, just hear what I've got to sz,
answered Skinner. “It's s asure to
do it, really—not work at all. Yon se
that school yonder—that'a Greyiriars.

““Yes, I thought sn,"” said the sailor-
man, turning his eyes upon tho distant
school again. ) .

“Well, I'm & Greyfriars chap,”™ saud
Rlinner loftily.

“Yes, wir.”

“There's a fellow at the schaol T want
to play a joke on,” econtinued Skinner.
“ A chap named Redwing.”

The sailorman started.

“Redwing ! he repeated.

“Yey I see vou know the name,”
said Skinner. “He used to be a lmyg-
shoreman, or something, at Hawkseli
If vou've been there, I dare any you ve
acon lum." )

The seamaan gave Skioumer a strauge
look, but ke did not reply.

“1f you know him by sight, all the
better,” went on Skinner. * Well, this
chap 13 an awful outsider, this Redwing
fellow—— Hallo! What are you star-
ing at me like that for?"” :

You—you were saying-— _
“We want to take a rise out of him,"

¥

explained Skinmer. “He's a low
rotter [

“* What 1"

“Tor goodiess' sake, don't vell nb a
fellow lke that!™ exclaimed Skinner
jrritably.  * Listen to me. RBadwing

or, if he has,

they're & low lot—and I want a man to

dra] in at Greyfriars, claiming to be his
uncle, or father, or anything.’

“1 don't understand.” _

“It's a jupe—a practical jape,” ex-
plained Skinner impatiently. Jt's to
make Redwing look small before a lot of
fellowzg—aee ™

“Qh!”
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“YB give you five bob n-:-;.ﬁr, and

cu're W ge down to the Cross Keya and
} op wilk whisky, or whatever it js
ou drink,” eaid  Skinner, * Yow'll

i t-hati?ari:- af the job, T su ;im?"

Tho satlorman waa staring % ankly ot
Skinner, Stott, rather uneasily,
nudged his chum’e arm, Skinner was
s¢ taken up with his scheme that he did
noh ohserve what Stoft obzerved—that
the geaman’s bronzed face was %mwing
darker and darker. On the bronzed
cheek the scar became mere praminent
ag the enilorman ushed, Shkinner, un-
heeding the nudge from his comrade,
rattled on gheerily,

"You'll gat half-seas-over, you know—
I belieye that's what you eall it—and
then you'll roll in at Greyfriars. (o
straight to the cricket-ground, and there
gﬁu’_ find Redwing. vou know him

¥ wight{ 7" .

“1 know Tom Redwing of Hawkschiff
by mght,”

“Well, that's the chep, and that's all
the betder,” said Bkinncr, with extisfac-
T TV 'ﬂ"e!l, rol up to him on the
viicket-pitch—never mind abaugt  infer-
vupting the game; that doesn’t mattor
=-gnd claim him as a near relation. Bay
yow'ra hiz father came back from eea.”

* His—hia father?™

“Yes, that will do.”

“1—f say, Blanner ' murmured Stott,

“Oh, dry up, Btoti} Hay you're his
father just home from sea, and yon've
heard how he got to Greyiriare gn a
scholarship, and all that,” said Skinuer.
“Maka a dickens of a seene—ahouting
and 50 on—s0 as Lo draw as big a crowd
&8 possible. Redwing will deny that
gou're his father, of conrae.™

Wil hei®

“Of course he will, sz you're nothin
of the kind] But the ather fellows ":'.'iﬁ
believa it fast enough.”

“"But why am I ta do thiy??

“I¥s a joke on thg czd, you know, to
ehaw him up. I'H stand you five bob lo
ol squilly, and another five afler it's
all over, Tl meet you here and square
up,” said Skinner, " Now, that's a good
offer—what?"

Thoe sailorntan looked at hnn.

“You young rascal!™ he said,

" Wh-a-at1"

"¥ou young Dlackguard ! sald the
goaman, 1 vouldn™ have ilmagined
that a lad belonging lo such a school
conld be such a voung willain !

“Heve, dvaw it mild 1  exclaimed
Skinner, i angry astonshment., “ Con-
icund your impudencal  What de you
noan i’

"Wow've asked me to ply a Jiety
trick,” eaid the scarved seaman, his cyes
glinking at Skinner. ™ YVou'ra not good
angugh to clean Ton Redwing’s baots,
you cowardly young rascal ¥’

- “Nouw cheeky  hound!”  shouted
Hkinner, *“Here, handy off ! Why, yon
scoundrgl———*

Ekinner Yoared and strugpled ga the
]:g:wewrui_ handz of the seaman closed on
i, His struggles availed nothing m
that musguiar grasp. The seaman shooie
him as if he were an infant, -n

Stott beat a relreat, ITig iden was
that Skinner had asked for it, and now
ho wos getting it, and e could have it
all to himself. Fvidently the cad of the
Bemove had woke up the wrong pas-
BCNZOT,

inner's roaving changed to piliful
gasping 29 he ewung in the pawerful grip
of the ecarred garlorman.

Bhako, shake, ghaket

“Groerrl? came  [romn Skinncr.
*‘Gm-th! OJw ! Leg&‘r FoU—ow I—
ruffian] Ohb, my hat! it you feggo?

Gug-gug-gug 1®
Tho ssaman released him at Iagh, and
thrgw him contemptuously into the
Tre Magrer Lisnany.—Na. 543,

‘had disappeaved, and Bk

ragg, Bhkinner sprawled ihere, panting
or breath. _

Without a word o lim tho seaman
turned away, sirode inte the wood, and
disappoared from aight,

o r—r-r-lr-r.'f” gpluttered Bkinner, as he
sprawled in the grass. **Ohb, the rotter!
“Gryrrvt 1 suppose ‘a  drunk,
Ow-w-w-w-w }*

"1 say, that was rather o had break,
Skinney F' said  Stott, with a grin,
“¥ou shouldn't have tried it en him.
I could see that he was o decent fellow
enough,”

L] grwghiﬂ _”_

! You're so jolly eccheure, old chap,”
ganl Stott, ¥ 2

“ Grrererers B

Blkinner staz

ed to his f 1-
e i e er o hig feet, dJI

urious. The sailorman
inner tramped
back savagely to the lane, followed by
the grinning Stott. Skinner's schemse,
8o far, had certamnly not been a suceess.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Highcliffe Match.

L1 ELL caught, Catorpllar i

W " Brave, Da Courey I

Harr Wharton Tooked a
little blue,
. The captain of the Remave wag bat-
ting, and Frank Courtenay of Higheliffe
kad sent down what looked like an easy
ball, Wharton had let himaelf go at
that hall,

It was good for three at least, ar so
he t-hu;.;}ght-. But Rupert de Courcy of
Hhgheliffe, otherwise known as  the
Ciaterpillar, wae on the wateh in the
field, Aué the Caterpillar, fameuna for
iria slacking propensitics, geemed to be
full of clectric energy just then. A Tun
and a jump, and the ball, hat frem the
}Jah wias in the Caterpillar’s hand—and
wld,

Thus Wharton was gut first ball for a
duak §

“Well eanght ' ronrved the Hirheliffo
fellows, and the Greyfviave erowd joined
in_the cheer,

Bob Cherry, at the other end of the
Eiﬂh, looked sympathetic, It was hard

ci for Wharton.

But the captain of the Greyiriars
Hemove wag a sportsman, and he took
his defeat without vepining,

Ho walked off, and Johnny Bull teok
hig plage.

YTHard  Tuck ¥ said Hazeldene, as
Wharton joined the greup of waiting
brismen oulside the pavibion.

“It was a good ecabeh,” aaid Harry,

"Taoks vather rottem for wual® re-
marked Tam Brown., “&mx down for
soventeen rung; thet's a2 bt of a record
the wrong way F*

“And Emithy can’t helu va out thie
iime,” remarke:d Pater Todd,

_ Harry Wharton nodded withaut epeak-
HIE.

It wag o singleinnings match, and
Ticheliffa had batted first, Conrter
sid his men had totalled a hundre
enng, taking rather a long tima to get
thent. The sun was sloping Lo the wesk;
but thera was plenty of Ume o finish
the match at thie rate. Greyfriars had
had bad luck so for—or Higheliffe had
had good Tuck. Tom Mrowa had been
dismisged for four, Hazeldena for fwo,
Hurzee Jamsel Ram  Bingh for seven,
Failka fdr one, and Delarey for ihree.
Harry Wharlon had gone %o the wicket
resolved to pull up tha peore, and he had
heen caught owd for mibl It was 5 heavy
blow to the Ramove.

The worst of it was that the Bounder, |

who could alwaye be rolied on to do well

“for his side, waa out of the tdam,

Redwing, who had taken his place,
was mora  or losa of an unknewn

| quantity, He had folded well in the ;E

on ta
going out for glory om his own, 80 to

L Tom R

Fenid  the DBounder.

Highcliffe inmings,. And on previous
occamane he hed batied well, agaimt
qi:pcrmanh like Femple, Dabney; Co.
of the Fourth. But hﬂ%hﬂ would keep
hiz end up against the Higholifmns woy
a question.

- Vernon-dmith was in  the
though he was net playing,
loghking rather seriows now.

Wharton's {cll made the prospect of
a Bemove win logk maore than doubtful,
And, as the poet has remarked, when
m;ﬁfurtuuﬂapﬂme they come not i gingle
spes, but in batialions, Baob Cherry
had raiged the score only to twenly
when he was elean bowled by Derwent
of Higheliffe. Bob's ruddy face was a
littla glum ae he eame off,

" Man in, Bquiff1” said Wharion.

Bumpson Qurﬂci Iffey Field, of New
Houth Wales, buckled on his pads,

“Look out for that man Perwent,”
eaid Bob ECherry, "That l:egﬁar from
Pagmania knows how to bhowl}

And Bquiff grinned, and proceeded on
his wny.

“HBeven down for twenty,” said Har
Wharton, **MNever mind, Boh. 'E'uu"::::
dmm‘lmtf-cr than I did, at any rate”

"That was erual luck,” ‘said Dob,
"If you'd made Gliy it mght have secn
us through. Cricket’'s an uncertain
game,”

“The uncertainfulness s terrific}” re.

vilion,
le was

marked Hurree Jamsct Ram  Singh
lugubriousty,
"They caw't beat Johuny, though,™

soid Frank MNugent,
make the runomyge.?
“ Yo, that's go.”
The game looked up a litthe for € Fey-
friavs. Johnny Bull, with his famons
stanewalling tactics, was keeping his
enid up with stolid ‘mdifference, defying

Tand Squilf will

the beat that Courteray or Derwent could
send down.

Hin maore brilliant colleagne
at the other end was making the yunning.
Johnny Bull could always be depended
ack up & man like that, without

speak.  With Johnny's stonewalling and
Sauiff’s brilliant hitting matters began
to improve, and in a short time there
wers forty to the seare.

And then there was a roar.

“Well caught, Caterniliar i

“Oh, my hat}" sard Wharten.

*That blessed slacker’s wole up, and
no mistake ' gaid the Bounder.

The Coterpillar, with a lazy emile, held
up the ball. Squff left the wicket, and
Peter Todd went in, Vernon-Bmith gave
g & sgmile,

" You'ra st an the Hst,"” he remarked.
Tom Bedwing nodded,

“¥ces; I expected that,” he anewcred.
*Teel in good form 3%

g Tﬂppmg [

“There 1:n't much chance of a win,™
- “The MHighcliffe
dlﬂ%‘] are in gread farm,*

“It's o pity you're out of it, Bmithy®

“ Yoy, rotten ! agreed the Bounder,
“Lanfey  couldn’t play, eithor; and
Mugent i=n't up to that bewling if he
was playing. ¥ foncy Tﬂddf' will give
them gomething to do, though.™

“Y gav, you %‘:ﬂ-]!ﬂws-——r-”

Bill unter jotred the erickoters De-
fore t,?m pavilion. All ¢yes were on the
grma, amnd nobody travbled to anawer
Bunter.

“% eay, Wharton——""

“Zood man, Taddy ¥Y* said Wharton,
as Peter drove the ball away for four.
“We may do it get P! .

“ Wharton, you asg—-""

“Hallp? ot dg you wanl, tubby #'

" Looka like a regular muck-up to me,”
said DBunfey, with a diedainful blink
through his biz glaesca. " Yon're beaten
to the wide!”

“Oh, dry up !
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The dryfulness of the exdteemed jaw

1a the proper caper, my exccllent and|

hulicrous unter,” remarked Hurree
Bingh.

0h, rats! T'm going to tell Whar-
ton how to save the game ! said Bunter.
“Look here, Wharton, vou've only got
one more man to send in, when Toddy’'s
bowled or Bull's canght out. They will
be soon,
witiz in. That's rot!™

“LCheese 1t !

“My supgection is to ask ﬂnurt{*na}r
to agree to n substitute being played,”
said Bunter, blinking at him. “1'm

repared to pull this: game out of the

B

“What 7"

“Courtenay would agree. He's a good-
natuied chap,” =aid Bunter, " Play
me! Puf me in! I'll save it for you !

“You silly ass!” roaved Wharibn,

“0Oh, really, you know-—-"

“My hat! There goes Toddy !”

“Poor old Toddy—and poor old us!”
grunted Bob Cherry,

“I told you so!™ remarked Bunler
complacently. “ Toddy 1sn’t up to theix
form. I knew that wes coming.™

“ Dy np, fathead !

Peter Todd came off, He had put ten
o the score, while the slow and ecantions
Juhnny had added two. There was one
more wicket to fall, and forty-elght were
wanted to tie with Haighcliffe,

“Horry I couldn’t do better, Whar-

ton.™

'"Ar": serene, old man.  Now. Red-
wing

“1 say, Wharton—="

O, 'c’mz.z off 1™

“Iut leok here,” cxclaimed Dilly
Bunter execitedly, “ Courlenay would
?grw, I know that. e doesn’t know 1y
orm

* IFathead 1"

“Put me in! Bull can stonewal], Tou
know, and leavo the gante ontirely in my
hamdas. With me doing the run-getting
tiie ramo will be pulled out of the fire,
MNow, don't be such o silly ass to to send
Bedwing in—that chump! Leok here,
Wharton——- Yarooooah !™

The worricd ericket captain was nt the
end of hisg paticnes, and Bunter felt o
sudden grasp on his collar, and he sat
down with a bump, and roared.

Tom Redwing, with an encouraging
lock from the Bounder, went in to join
Jolmny Bull at the wickets, and Smthy
followed him with an anxious glance.
ife was very kecn for his chum En do
well in thet match, especially as Red.
wing was playing in his place, and he
had coulidence in the satlorman’s son,
Tint the Bounder wne the only fellow
there who expected Hipheliffe to win by
lr:s than forty runs.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Birds of a Feather.
KINNER tramped along the road
with a sullen, lowering brow,

Stotk walked by his side, glancing
at him occasionally, and grinning,
Skinner was so sharp. and prided him-
eclf so much upon hise sharpness, that
Atott was highly entertained by  hie
t'%l‘i‘g'luﬂﬁ blunder that afterncon. Stott
who was not so extremely sharp, had
seen that the scarred seaman was not the
kind of man to play a dirty teick for a
bribe, but Bkinner lmd not seen it. Ilis
low opinion of human nature generally
sometimes caused him to make mistakes,
a3 on thia accasion,
_ " No good seowling over it,” remarked
Stott at last, as they were passing the
Cross Keva Inn.  * What about droppin’
i here for e game of billiards, Skinney 1"
" Somethin” else on 1" suapped Skinber.
“Well, what's on, thea?™

WNow, it'd no gootd sending Red- |
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‘ News for Redwing ! (See Chapter 6.} °

“I've got to find a man 1o call on Red-
wing, haven't 1"

Stott uttered an impatient exclamation,

“Ch, chuek i, Skinney! 1 should
huve thought you were fod up with that
dodge. ' Tam't so jolly ensy fo find & man
who'd play such a rotten trick. And it
i u rotten trick, whetever yon like to
$|1:|'. !ﬂ'

“Lots of men would do it for a tip!”
growled Skinner, " Pon’t preach af
me, Btotk! I made a mistake about that
man, There's plonty of others.”

“¥You may get another shaking,"
crinmed Stott.

“Oh, dey up !

“Well, I'm jolly well not going to
walk as far as Ha Tfi.ﬁcliff; I I-m-::-Er thg.:;i: gax
said Btott, “Too much of o fog.”

Bhinner grunted.

“Besides, you might hght on n chap
who's [l‘iﬂTlLﬁJ’ with Redwing,” snid
Stott,  “VYou might get thoroughly
lmndled next time. I'd jelly well leave
Huwkscliff alone, plaging a gome like
that 1’

“Well, there’'s zomething in that,”
admitted Skinver. . That ruffian must
have been a Hawkselif man, I should
think. He eeemed to know Redwing,
Might wake up another hoolizan like
that. But there's a lot of longshoremen
along the coast, and it'e easy to pick one
up.”’

“ Better leave it alone.™

“Oh, rats!”

“Hallo! What the thump is that?”
exclaimed Stott, looking round as the
sound of a disturbance came from the
public-house they had just passed.

The two juniors stopped to look on,

From the doorway of tho Cross Keys
s man of seafaring appearance came
bundling, with 2 brawny potmn in shirt-
sleoves lg-elhj;'n him.

The seafaring man was crimson, and
reeling a little in his gait. The potman
had evidently persuaded him to depart
by the use of force.

Outside the public-house the man stood
up and glared back, and poured forth a
volley of abuse at the *chucker—ut,”

But as the shirt-eleeved gentleman came
out to him he backed away, and tramped
off savagely vp the lane.

He passed t}llle two juniovs, and paused

T

az he caught sight of the grin on Stott's
face,

“Laughing at me—hay?" he ex-
clajmed truculently, .
Stott atarted back in alarm, He did

not want trouble with that exccedingly
ugly-locking customer,

“Nunno!™ he stammered.
all ™

“Never sren a bloke fired oot of a pub
before—hay 7" demanded the man,
coming neaver to the two juniors and
exhaling a strong scent of whisky, ""You
checkin' me, are you?"

“Look here, you let me alone!” ex-
cluimed Stott in great alarm,

The man had thrust out a square jaw
threateningly, and it was evidently in his
mind to wreak upon Stott what he would
have liked to.wreak wpon the potman of
the Cross Keys. _

. Btott's grin scemed likely to cost him
enr,

But Bkivner, instead of being alarmed,
waa emiling. This ugly customer was
just the man he wanted, and that thought
gceurred to him at once,

“Hold on, my {riend!"” he said
“¥ou're just the man I want to see!”

“Ho!" said the man, staring at him.

“Not at

“Like to ecarn half-a-quid?” said
Skinner.

“.ﬂ.;;r, ay! What for¥"

“It's a little practical joke on a chap,”

said Bkinner, beginning the explanation
once more. *Chap at m mhnu!—chnﬁ
with no relations, I'd !i!{e you to ro
in and 8B you're his fother just home
Trom sen.'

“Wot "

“I'll give you five bob now, and five
bob afterwards.™ .

The man stared at him blankly, The

uliar offer took him by surprise, but
13 exprossion showed that he was in-

clined to close with it.
“That's a blinking queer joke!” he
satd.

“ Where's your school 7°

“Greyiriars, np the road,” ssid Skin
ner eagerly, feeling that he had found.
hiz man at last, “Ouly half & mile.”

Y And you want me——""

Skinner  explained fully—more fully
than he bad exploined to the scarred
seaman in the rond, for he was not inter-
rupted.
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The seaman listened _ﬂuﬁuuﬂg {tlite1
Iﬂgﬂttmg hig hostro dosigns on fot

Seafaring ho looked from his garb and
Lis manner; bot it was ¢lear enopph that

was nok & seaman in ithe ordinary
sensg, bus maore of a lopgshoreman and
tramp than apything else,

Ho grinned a little as he listened to
Skinner,

Clearly he had no objeetion to playing
that dirty trick, or any other, if it waz
worth big while,

As he had just been kicked oot of the
Crops Xeys, 1t wna eagy enough to read
his gharnéter. There could not be much
doubt abont a man whoe was not good
engugh for the most disreputable resort
m that part of tho county,

“Well, that’s a gqueer. idea,” ho said
at Mst. Y"'What did you say the cove’s
name was—Redwing 7

"Yes: Pom Redwing.
in a cabm ab Hﬂ.w}tﬁ'ﬂ!i%l'

are he got a scholars
and came $o our school. He's an awful
rottor,” added Bkinner. * Ashamed of
his humble friends, and all that.”

This was the reverse of the truth, as
Skinner well knew, Skinuer himeelf had
made it & subject for emeering that Tom

cdwing was still aitached to hig old’
friends a% Hawkeoliff., But Bhinner
sapiently opined that this was lLikely to
make the mugbiﬂ{:hing YAn  INOre
favourably inclined to lend his aid,

“Redwmg ! Any relation of Bill Red.
wing " asked the seafaring man. * He
came from this part of the country—
Hawkachil,™

“¥ dare sy lus father was gamed Rl
snagwered Shinner, with a shrug., *“ Did
you hngw him 3"

"I krew Bill Redwing, hang him ! He
dovwned me once,” sard the seafarmg
man. " A hit of trouble over o hit of
money, and he Enocked me out in the
forecastle of the Mary Ann, That was
afore tho war, though., } heerd since
that he was gant down in his ship.”?

" That's the man ::i%_lh-t. enuugg,” £aid
Bkinner, in great dal:g:i It was a real
stroka of luck, from his point of view,
that this rongh-looking fellow had known
Hedwing's father and  disliked - Bim,
“Well, this chap is that man's son—the
son of the man who walloped you |

s g him [* said the yufhan,

“Mow he's setting up to be a gentle- |
man, gad Bhinner. * Putting on no end |
of anira, making out that he’a the same
&8 other chaps at the school, and looking
down on people he nged to i:m?w."

“I dessay. Ten bob, you saidj”

ad ?Eﬂ'.“‘

- “"Mako it & quid, and 'Erbert 'Unlks
I yaur mant.

Mhimner hesitated.

Herbert, Munks was cxactly the man
he wanted, and, as it ghanced, he had
o dislike for the Redwings, and g0 was
likely to do Ws work well. But a pound
wag a lob of money, Skinner did not like
rarting wih moucy,

Ie used to live
along the coast,
iup to Greyfriars

t.

“Make B a quid,” repeated Mr.
Hunke. Ten bob down, and ten arter—
that’a fair play, I ai’t takin® a lot of |

trouble for nothin’, though I'd like to
serve Bill Redwing's son a%md turn, hang
the lot of 'em?! But I sin’t domng it
undor o quid, an’ you can take it or
leave it. 1 reckon I wouldn't do it at-
that figure if T didn't want to take down
Bill Redying's boy. T may get chucked
eunt at thd achool, tor all T know,**

“MNo danger of that,'* said Bkinner.
Y Any boy'w father has a right to visit
him,” ¢ let in a chap like Redwing,
they must chance it. You'll say you're
his father jnst home from sea. 'The
fellows wilt 4hink ho spun a yarn about
hia patey being submearined because he’s.
nﬁhamﬂ;d‘ of him. It will work like &
¢harm.”’
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“1—1 sag—"" murmurcd Btoit. Stott
was nob easily shooked; but the utter
callonsmesa Slunner waa showing shocked
even Stott,

“Don’t yon barge in
“Look Rere, M:. ITun
fifteen hob

“1 gaid a quid, and T mean a gquid,”
was Mr. Hunks’ vopiy.

“You'll go halves, Btott?" whispered
Slkinner,

“No jolly fear Bttt
pru:mpt] .

" maid HBkinnor,
5-:5, did you say

I answered
here—7"

“Well, I'll stand five bob,” said Htott.
Mot that I like {he idea, mind, 1
think it's too tiick.”

“Hand oyer the bobs and dry up!™
grunted Skinner,

“O AR down,?? said My Hunks,

Skinner placed o ten-shilling note 0
his hand.

“ Pl meet you here, about half-past
sixn,” he sid, "under these trees, and
square up the rest, When will you get
to Greylriara 7™

“Well, 1 rot 20 *ave a drink afore I
take that thero walk,” zaid My, Hunks,
“Pil drop in at the Red Cow, and then
Tl come along, ary hearty,”

“Good man i sid Skinuer, with satis-
faction. * Mind, you don't recogniza me
i you geq me there—we're strangers, of
couras.

Mr. Huuks pave him o rather peculiar
look,

“Of couree,” he assented, ;

" You don't know Redwing by sight 2"

“ Not unless he's hke Bill,”

“Well, ho may be or may not, Ile's
playing in a cricketmatch thns after-
naon, and he can be pointed out ta you,”
explamed Bkmmner. “ Ask somebody if

Tom .1-1.':*|rl1«-.|':inggl 1w there, and he'll be
pointed ont, Then you'll know him.”
“Ay, ay!l”

“Mind, you're his fathoer just bacit
irom &da, and yow've bocn to Hawks-
chiff, and heard there that he's got a
scholarghip to Greyfriars, g0 you've coma
on to the pchool to see hum,” said 8kin-
ner. “IHell ba a hard-hearted rottor
disowning his own father, you know—
and if you pHch a ﬁu-nd yarn about being
wrecked, or something, tho fellows may
get up a4 subscerintion for you,

“My eve I gaid Mr. Hunka.

1 shall be there, and I'l} suggost |
said Skinner, with a chuekle. * It might
be quite a gdood thing, Any Greyfriars
chap would shell out for a sailorman
down of his huck; and the circumatances
will bo pathetic, in this case™

The kngghoreman chortled, struck by
the humour of that remark,

“"Well, we'll axpect you,” zaid Bkinner
after a few more detailed instructions,
to which Mr, Jlunks listened impa-
tiently, with one eye wandering in tho
direction of the Red Cow. * %13 your
cards well, and it may furn out & good
thing for you as well ag the quid. So-
long "

Skioner had drawn the man into the
trees begide the lane far that hittle talle
He did not want ta be scen in conversa-
tion with Me. Huvks, They parted now,
and Herbeért Hunks made a straight tine
for the Red Cow. Bkinnor glanced up
and down the fhine, and then came ont
from among the treos with Stott. They
started for Greyfriars, both of them
grinning, Mott's misgivings seemed to
have disappeared now,

“Rather = surprise for Rédwing—be.
fore all the Highelific erowd, too—
what " chuckled Skinnee. * He may he
sorry for punching my nese this aites-
noon. "

“ a6, he, hoi” was Stoit's reply.

And they walked on cheerily to Greﬂ?-
friars, there to look on at the Higheliffe
match until Mr, Hunks arrived.

it

| great, relief.
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Redwing’s Innings.

ARRY WHARTON  watched
keenly as Tom Redwing joined
Johnny Bull at the wickets
Redwing looked wery fit and

well, and was ovidently in gzood form;
but the captain of the Hemove wished
moat sincerely thet Vernon-SBmith had
been able to take hig place. With the
Bounder as Johnny Buila partner there
would have been a chanee of pulling the
game out of the fire; but with an almost
unfried bat like Redwing the chance waa
remots, Five op six runs, and then the
fall of the wicket, was what Wharton ex-
pected, o

An unploasant cackle came from Billy
Bunter as Franl Courtenay of Highcliffe
want on ta bowl against Redwing.

“What price ducks’ eggs?” grinned
the Owl of the Hemove,

“Wait and geel”
Bounder.

All eyes were on the bateman as the
ball came down, enc of Frank Cour-
tenay's beat. It was met confidently, but
Redwing did not hit out; he wes fecling

remarked  the

his way. And the next Ball was merely
played, and the naxt.

“one 1o sleep—whnt?’" obeerved
Bunter,

“Ihry up, ass 1 grunted Peter Todd.

Tom Redwing was véry wide awake, as
g matter of fact. The fourth ball gave
him lis chance, and he let out ab it.
Johnny Bull started, and then stopped.

here was no wesd to yun. It was a
boundary hit.

“Good man ! skouted Wharton, in

“Well hit, Redwing " roared Beb
Cherry.

“Bravo )"

“What a roften flukei™ commented
Buntoer.

Bob Cherry's elbow jammed on Bally
Bunter’s fat little nose, and the over-
aritical Bunier yelped and retived from
the scene.  He joined Skinner and Stott,
who had arrived on the eround, and were
looking on,

" How's it gone, fatty 7" atked Skinner.

“(ih, Highcliﬁ'ﬂ’u winning hands down,
of course!” gpid Bunter, with a sniff,
“What can you cxpect, when Wharton
leavea out a good man to put that saillor
chap in? T offered to play—""

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if 1 see anything to cackle at!
Look at that fathead now—he's caught
off this ball, I'll bet my hat |

But Tom Redwing was not caught. 1o
hit the ball for three, which gave Johnny
Bull the batting for the last ball of the
gver, Johnny Bull sedately blocked it
when it came.  Johnny had recognised
the fael that hia portner was o good bat
in great [orm, and he meant to give him
every chance.

“I say, Redwing’s a jolly good man,”
sakcl Atott, "1 never thought he couid
play a game like that.”

" Flukes 'V saniffed Bunter,

“ Fathcad "  retorted Stotl.
don’t konow anythin
say, I'd like to sce

, F 1] E‘J“
about ericket, 1
reviriara come out

abead, after all, Skinner,”
“Blow Gmt}'frmra " gaid Skinner,
“1 heope the game won't be intor

rupted, anyway,” romacked Stott, with
an uneasy glance in the direction of the
gatea,
Bunter blinked at him
“Interrupted * hao gatd, “IHow con!
it be mnteernpted, Stoit? Plenty of ligh
for the fnizh, if thal’s what you mean.”
tott did not reply to that., He wos
thinking of Mr. Flunks, then on his way

to (royiriare; but ho didd not eare to

cxplain that to Bunter. The game Red-

rwing was putting up for his echool marle

Btott feel o bLittle remoreeful; bot it did
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108 affect Skinuer in any way. If Red-
wing was' going to havo a trinmphant
innings, Bkinner charitably hoped that
Idr, Hunks would arvive in time to spoil
it. :

The Caterpillar took tho next ovoer, and,
the change of ends had given Redwing
the bowling again,

Die Courcy of Highcliffe was o danger- |

oua bowlor, with all his sleepy looks, and
Wharton watehed the batsman rather
anxiously. Bub Tom Rodwing was all
there,  He played very cavefully for a
couple of balls, and then he went ont of
the bowling, The Caierpillar oxhibited
n mild surprise, a8 he found his huwflins%
slammod for ftwo, and two sgain, ant
four, and then anothoer fwo.

Yernon-Bmith's eyes woere gleaming
with satisfaciion. Ia could aol have
done bebter thau this; and his chum was
receiving a rear of cheers from the Grey-
friara crowd. -

HGood man!™ ejaculated Bob Cherry.,
“Bmithy, you're a giddy genivs to dig
up a bat like that for ust”

“Tho batfulneas is terrifie,” remarled
Hurree 8ingh, “Tho csteemed Redwing
iy getting onfully,”

“Good man!” murmuored Wharton,
“My hat! T shoulde't be surprised if
Redwing saves us yeb "

“Touch wood ' grinned Beb Chorry,

Johknny Bull faccd erwent.  The
siclid Johuny blocked #wo balls, and then
hit a single. Tom Redwing fimshed the ]
batting for the over, and Derwdnt, good
man &3 he wos, could nol beat him. Yom
was playing the pame of his life, and
thoroughly enjoying ik, And the Remove
cricketore enjoyed it, too, a3 they walched
the rapid changos of the score,

The figures woro mowing now.

Even that great oritic, William George
Bunter, was silenced., when the board
aunounced ninety for Greviriars. Of the
addition to the score since Redwing
started, Johnny Bull was responsible for
thres, and Redwing for the vest; bt
Johnny was keeping an end up for his
more bridliant partner. Highel'fe had
beon looking on the maich ac a forepone
conciusion, but they looked a little more
EGTIONE MOW,

For Johnny Boll cortainly was imimoy-
able; and Redwing looked good encugh
for any number of rure vet, Fortune
was amiline on the soilorman’s som,
addition to his really firat-class play.
Courtenay. the Gaterpillar. and Derwent
had tried him in burn, and had made no
impression on _him, Courlonay sent on
Smitheon to bowl, for a change, but
Smithson'e bowling me2t with no  im-
madiate success, and thers waz o buzs
wheon the board showed nmety-eight,

Harry Wharlon drow a deop breath,

" wing's thoe man !’ he said. A
blesssd uwndiscovered gerdea ! T'wo move
to tio, my pippins—and three to wind
Why, Redwing looks pood enoupgh for a
century if 1E wos wanted. ™

The sun was lower in the west, but
there waa plenty of light to finish, though
the gamoe had lasted longer than, at an
earlier stage, anyone had  anticipated.
Tom Redwing had the bowhwog again,
and all ayes were upon him when Frank
Crourtenay toolk the ball in hand.

Skinner’s face was dark and morose.
This triomph of the junior he detested,
albeit without cause, was pall and worm-
wood to him., His eyea were constantly on
the gates, m expectation of Mr. Hunks
—and he wondered savagely whether the
longshoreman had expended the ken
shillinga not wisely but too well, and was
eleaping off his polalions inm some ficld
ingtead of carrying out hie compact.

But his fears on that point wers
relioved ab last.  Ag ho looked round
once more a rough

And Harold Skinner's eyes gleamed as
he nudged Btoft,
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“ FHo's como ! e whispered.

Siotk looked round, _

Mr. Hunks was walking a little un-
steadily a2 he came to the ground, Very
expressive glances were ¢ast at him by
the Groylriars fellows, who gavo hum a
wide berth. The public were allowed to
watch the matches, if they hked—but o
gentlernan of My, Hunks' appearance was
not persona  grata on  the school
ground. However, no ono inlorfered
with him, and he took up & position by
the ficdld, and looked on at the game with
bleary oyea. : :

“Go it, Redwing " shouted Wibley, as
Cloprtenay went on to bowl

“Rodwing i repeated Mr, Hunks,

He turne§ £o the junior nearest to him,
who happoned to be Bolsover major of
the Remove.

“Young Redwing wlayin® ‘ere—what ¥
ho agked. _

Belsover major gave him a glance of
disfuvour, but he answerad,

“Yes, He's batting now.”

BMr. Hunks fixed his eyes on the hats-
man. The ball was coming dow, and
Tom: Redwing was all eyes on the game,

COMICS’ CORNER.

“COMIC CUTS,” 1id.

{War-time Price Only.)

Three hondrod lavghs for three-ha'poenee!
That iz how “Comis %:—ut-a * can be deagribed,
And then there are Lhe thrills in the tales.
Ik is what our gallant dads in kbaki call a
Cozh (tbhat mesns A1)y paper, priduoced o oa
Pukka fehat s tip-top) manner. © 0omic Cots
I3 the favourite ¢f our Forces on zea and land,
and voled ehampion! And it's a national
necessiky, for, deipite rations, it makes you
taugh &nd prow fat. The storles, like the
comie pietures, cannet be beatend

Ko ollier paper like ibd

A cham who plways
koeps you chreerfui? Yes, ity indecd chame-
piont [o pgeb oo copy bo-day, and place p
resulur order [or % Comic Quls,” and you'll
b wise Enm war-bitmg.

! 3 figure came into | handa.
view, coming on to the oricket-ground. | The sudden

From the midst of the ovowd, Mr. Hunks
raised his husky voice,

“Tomi Tom Redwing, my boy 1" His
voleo rang across the field. *Come 'ore.
Tom! ¥our father's come "ome 1"

Tom Redwing's eyes left the ball,

{rasgh !

The middle stump was whipped out.

o R&dwinﬁ thid not even aoe ik

“My father!™ ho eried, ** My I[athert”

THE SIXTH CHAFPTER.
An Amazing Claim,
UT ™

Tom DRedwing did not even

bear the umpire,

He was standing on the
creass, atarinﬁ in the direction of the
husky voice, his face white as chalk,

#ia fathor ! i

Long ago Tom Rodwing's father had
gone down in hiz ship, submarined by the
ﬁ‘m a8 Huns, Perhaps in the depths of

18
hope shat the Lrave ssilorman had sur-
vived, perhaps as & prisoner in German’
If that hopo existed 16 was slight.
ghout from the #dge of tho,
field that his father hed coma home

v's heart there lingered s fainl

Three-halfpence. i

to his heart, and, for a momeant or two,
he thought he would faint. '

FOut ! muttered Vernon-Smith,

It was cruel luck. Two were wanbed to
tia, thres to win, and Tom Redwing had
gacmed good for many more bhan that.
But that sudden call had finished his
inningsa.

Highehiffe had won thoe matoh.

Tom Redwing appeared unconsoiovs
Uhat ho had been: playing trioket At all
Kven the bat dropped from his hand, and
churmped upon Lthe orease unnoticed, His
brain was swimming, A

And vpon Mr, Huonls all eyes i los
vicinity were tarned.

“HRedwing's father
repeated Dolsover major.

Ay, ay!" replicd Mr, HHunks affably.
| “I'm his fathor!" b

“Yout?" shouted half a dozen juniora.

“Wotte! I'm Bill RﬂdwiHF, young
genta, nnd that thera's my aon i’

“Well, iy hat!" murmured Bolsover
mtxjor, ‘' Poor old Redwing {"

Thoe ITighaliffo fieldemen wenl off. Tho
rmatch was over,

Tom Hedwing found hunaelf cﬂ't by
JEhe arm, and ho looked daszedly at
'ift;rnﬂn-ﬂmith, wlho hed hurried {o hia
gido.

“Bmithy [" he
father 1%

“Pull voursell together, old somn 1™ said
the Beounder. He did not bebray lus
bitter disappointment at the dishelrouvs
end of the iuninga. I this newa was
trine, o cricket-match was ol little con-
SEQUCNCE 1N COMPArison,

Ay falhior 4" ropoated Redwing,

He atared round to see the man wha
had ealled to him., Mr. ITunks waa
hidden from wview in the crowd, Dyl
there waa s shout from Skinnoe:

T Mas way, Redwing! Your [athor's
hore, Redwing

Tom cut arvoss Lthe field at top speed.

“Thora mosa the Higheliffo match
muttered Johnuy Dull

Wharton amilad faintly. )

“MNever mind the Iligheliffe match, if
that news is Lree,” e smad.

“I say, that's a bit rough on you
chaps,”  remarked  Frank {Oourtenay.
;Rﬁtixa'mg lot that ball pass bim: because

13 1.3

“ Baut he let it pass him,"” eaid Harry.

“Look heve, under the cices, wo'ro
veady to call that ball off,” said the High-
oliffe skipper.

Harry Wharton laugired,

“Phanks, old fellow; but it's all right.
Tho game's the game, and you've won
it, Better luck next time 1"

The crowd was thickening round Mr.
Hunks, and all the juniors crowded in
that direclion, curious to sce Redwing'e
father., The word had spread-like wildiira
that Redwing's fathar waa there.

“That—that Redwing's father ! mul-
toved Wharkton, &3 he caught uiﬁht of the
| rough, seafaring man. “'That!

l "That's the ment!” grinned BSnoop.
H* Rather a corkor, jan't hae 1™
I don't bolieve—"

“ Wall, he says 80."

Tom Redwing had pushed hia way
through the crowd rnum:{} My, Hunks, the
juniora making way [or him. .

The longshoreman nodded 4¢ him
affably as he came up, and spized both
lua hands and shook tham, to Redwing's
amazement,

“Tom, my boy!" he exclaimed effu-
sively, exhaling mixed odours of gin and
rum a8 he spoke, * Tommy! v dear
old Tom t"

““What do you mean " exelaimsd Red-
wing, drngglh;g hizg hands away. * Was it
you that called &0 mal”

""Lourse 16 was, Tom "

" You said my fathor had come home,”
paid TRodwing, Hhis woips trembling.
“ Whare 13 he ¥ Whoro is my fabher?”

1%

come  home!

muttered.,  My—my

almost stunned himn. The blood rushed
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“Tom, lad, don't you know your own
father 1" said Mr. Hunks sorrowfully,
"*Ave I changed so much as all that "

“ You—you—what 7"
w:‘ng. “What do you mean "

“He ‘'t know his own father !"* said
Mr. Hunke, asorrowfully addressing the
onlookers.  “Don’t know ’is old dad
whet dandled "im on his knee.”

“ Dash it all, Redwing, tell your pater
you're glad {o see him! exclaimed Bols
BOVEr mejor.

“My father!” repeated R-Ed“'iﬂ%
dazedly. “That man e not my {ather!
What do vou mean?"

S Well, ‘he says he ig,” answered Bol-
sover major, with a shrug' of the
shoulders.”

‘Redwing looked dazed.

Why a perfect stranger should come

era claiming to be his father woa.s
RI}F:‘.‘.EQ? to him. But, worst of all, he
realised that the news was not, after all,
true. His father had not coma back.
This drink-soaked ruffian was thera claim-
ing to be his father, and that was all. The
dimpggmtmant wos -bitter and crushing,
l.t!:ld m Redwing was guivering under
i

“Ain’t you got & word for your pore
old dad?” asked Mr. Hunke. “H-:l:]t' a
word, arter I bean away two year snd
more? Tom, you ain't growed ashamed
of your own flesh and gl-:-a-d, ‘ave you,
now wou're a young gentloman at a big

wh'}q 1"
. There was a murmur among the
junic
Geg?ainlj this boozy-looking character

was not a father any fellow could have |

baen proud of ; but a father was a father
ell the same.  For his own son to turn
his back on hitn was too utterly rotten,
whatever he was.
Han't you

w%? i mut—tarfiﬂ

enk to the man, Rad-

Temple of the Fourth,
at’s the matter with you? He's your
father.”

“ Ha is not my father !* exclaiimed Tom

wing. “ My father went down at sew
:;Fﬂ yeare ago. This man is a stranger
II'.I:E. s

“A stranger now, since you've got on

in t-fge world 1" sneerad Skinner.

“Bhame !"” came s voica from some-

N Rhame 1 hooted

me:" hooted Benter, taking u
the cry. _*“Don't dieown your patai-, %Eec?
wm.g;:“ He's just as good aa vou are, any-
way !

Mr, Hunks wept a little. The cargio he

ad taken on hﬂi.]:'d at the Red Cow E'r:ade
weeping an easy feat.

But the Greyfriars fellows did not know
that the cosy tcare were inspired wholly
by spirits, and they were touched.

- Dark locks ‘were cast on Redwing,

His statement that-the ywan was not his
father met with utter disbelicf and
derision,

should the man have come there
anmimed to be his father if he was
nothing' of the kind?

If wase altogether too steep!

Skinner and Stott could hLave ex-
E{:&n&d, certainly;, i they had chosen;

naturally, they did net choose.

To the Greyfriarsa crowd the thing
seemed plain &nw%h. Redwing's father
had turned up, and Redwing, now that
ba was & Groyirviars fellow, was ashamed
of him, and wouldn't own him,

The denial that he. was his father
seemed, indeed, to be the firet clumsy lis
that Jeaped to his lips.

" Ashamaod of his old dad!™ said Mr.
. Hunks pathatieally, * Ashamed of his
father ! Wall, this do it me "ard. Arter
I been sent down at sea by the 'Uns, and
been a prisoner for a0 long, I- back
dme, and this "ere ia what% fipd!. I eall
it's vory "apd |
“It's » rotten shame I Bolsover major
Taxr Maaxer Lmseany.—No.543.

ejaculated Red-

hotly, “You ought to be }'n]ly wall
ashamed of Jourse f, Redwing!™

“Shame! . _

Tom Redwing's look was almost wild,
He could not understapd it; it was past
his comprehension. Even if the man was
drunk, that did not explain his oxtra-
‘ordinary claim to be the junior's father.

“¥—I tell you be ia not my father!™
panted Hedwing., “‘I've never scen the

man beforea t"
“TArk at ‘im!” smid Mr. Huonks.
“rArk at my wnnatural son! When I
t back 1o 'Awkecliff T met an old pal
there, and he savs, says. he, ' Your boy's
up at the big school now, Mr. Redwing,’
says. he. *And I advize you,” says he,
‘not to go an' eee 'un thero among the
oung gentlemen,’ says he. *He won't
g "appy t0 see Fou, a common seafarin
man,’ snys he. * Beggin' your pardon,
says I, ‘my son won't be ashamed of his

old father, not if he was living in the
LK_mg“n'pa:ilia,‘ eays 1. And 'ere I come
with my ‘eart as ight as a bird, and now
Plfd own boy won't speak to me! It's
B *

And some more rum-and-gin tears
rollad down Mr. Hunks' wmti?er-hga.teﬂ
cheakas. Hia simple narrative went
straight to the hearts of the juniors, and

m?‘rgh:::; ?.“da-ep, ANy MUrmur :

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Hunks in Luck,

ARRY WHARTON & €0. were
locking on- helplessly,
That this rum-tainted ruffian
ocould - be -Redwing's father
geemed incredible to them, yet it was
still more incredible that he should, make
the claim if it was not so.
Even Vernon-8mith was staggered.
The juniors had supposed that Red-
wing’s father was some sturdy, hearty
sailorman, -when he had lived—néthin
like this! Vet there was nothing in itnaﬁ'
insprobable in Redwing’s father being a
man of thia

Po.
Truly, if tlﬁn was Redwing's father, the

i
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junior could not be supposed to want to

'Ei;uw him off at Greyfriars. But that
did' not excuse him for disowning the
man. There was & limit.

Frank Courtenay and his companicns
tmd locked on in wonder. But the Catgr-
pillar murmured in Frank’s ear:

“A bit de frop here, Franky,
geb. "

Courtenay nodded. He thought so, too,

e spoke a few larried word: to
Wharton, and the Higheliffe cricketers
took thew departure, rather to the dis-
appointment of Skinner. Skinner was far
from appreciating their delicacy in the
ratter,

Poor Redwing did not even see them,.
He was standing tooted to the ground,
with his brain in 8 whirl:

e hardly noted, either, the condemna-
tion in the locks of the Greyfriars juniors
ropnd him.

The bitter disappointment caused by
the discovery that the good news wae
false mastered him at first; and then
amazement, Huat he was growing angry
now as the longshoreman persisted in%m
claim.

Vernion-8mith caught him by the arm.

“ Hedwing ! he muttered.

Tora looked at him.

**1a that man yvour father "

L1 |

Let's

Y "_E;:Id H:L:,:l, c-l;l i:-lmf"—bﬂge Bﬂl““ﬂw
esttated—" he—he looks a bat rough, but
<ot T O Nl Bt

e s leamed, and

oM wing's eyes gleamed, and he

shook the Bounder'e hand from his arm.
He strode & step nearer to Mr. Hunke,
who leered at him,

“¥ou lying rascal!” he said, in a low,
clear voice., ' Every word you have
spoken iz false. My father was a sailor-

man, not a drunken, rascally longshore-
L man like yon, You are a liar and a
villain 1"

With that Tom Redwing turned on his
heel and strode away,

Me, Hunks h}i;.l;gj pfter him,

“And that's wot I get arter being sunk
ot sea, and took by the Germans aud
kep’ a prisoner !" he sand. * That's wot
I get when I come back ‘emal  Tt's
Em}“ih to break a man's eart !"

-I:TB ﬂ.mE 1!F

"‘ﬂiwk“u , old man!" said Bolsover
major, fellow’s & rotten cad, and
wa're all down on him!'”

“Thank you kindly, young ntla-
man i said Mr. Hunks sadly, “You've
got a kind ‘eart, sir! I s'pose I did

wrong in caming 'ere to see my boy;
but, ﬂatteralljy Igm-.'.'er s’ posed he would
cut up rusty like this 'cre. I 8'pose, now
he'a ¢come ‘ere, he thinks he's & young
gentleman, like you, sir, and hae %‘l‘d'ﬁ'..‘f.ﬁd
ashamed of bein’ a plain seaman's son.
It's "ard I

Mr. Hunks dabbed hiz eyes with a red-
spotted Dandkerchief, which was sadly
minﬁe_.ed of a H.'i'-;l'&ﬂh

‘Fancy . wing setting up as a
anob ! said Skinner, B TE

“It's caddish ! said Stott,
I call 3£1™

[ 13 R"-‘-"“E“ !l-r

“‘H‘E&ﬂ-ﬂ EfT

The fellow ought to be made to own
him !’ exclaimed Bolsover major hotly,
“ it all, if we can stand Redwing
he Ei&nhmﬁj hia nwn"fathe-r !Tr

“1 should j well say so!'

“Yes, rat,h}:r]g’ o

“Ifs *ard 1" said My, Hunks. “I got
a lot of back pay to come to me, now
TI've Tg-nt ‘ome, and I says to myself, says
L 'Tom will want some money,” says I,
‘to get noo clothes, and books, and sich,
to keep up appearances smong the voung
gentlemen,’ says L * Tom shall 'ave every
stiver,” says I. And as fur me, I can go
to sea agin. I ain’t afraid of the bloom-
ing submarines! Wot do I care wot

Y Mean,



Every Monday.

become of my old honee so long as my
boy’s well oft and ‘appy? And now he
won't speak to me no more! Well, I

ain't the man to force mlyself on nobody.
I'm sorry I came "ere. 'ope you young

onts will fr.‘rrget all' abiout it, and not
%c down on Tom. Ie&’s a good lad at
*eart. 1 ‘opa nobody “ere will think
worse of my son ‘ow he's {reated me.
He's a good lad at ’eart!”

“Poor old chap!? murmured the

justiors, quite overcome by this generous |

amd pathetic appeal.

The Bounder strode forward, his keen |

exes on the man's coppery face, _
“Ho youre Redwing's father®™ o
suid.
“ Ay, ay, =ir 5
“ You're not the least hie Redwing in
oppearance.’”’
“A man changes a bit, sir, in the
ands of the Germans ! said Mr. Hunke

L

sadly. ‘I was 'eld a prisoner by them
reptiles, sir, for hover a year, and it's
precious litlle I got to ecnt igh on

stavved, I was. And many's the time T'd
ave jumped into the water, but 1
thought of my son ‘ere ar "owme.”

“1 auppose you can prove ail that ™
saul the Dounder, wavering.

“T eould prove it if it was necessayy.”
said My, Hughks, with Jignity. = DBt
I ain't goang to bother Fom if he don't
want me, 'f'm going to sea again, and
the sooner & submarine sends me down
to Davy Jones the bettor, arter this "as
‘appened 1

“Redwing ought to be lynched :™ mut-
trred Bolsover major. _ )

¢ Lynchmg's too good for ham i said
Skinner. “Ha jolly well ought to be
boiled i oil ] It—it's eyneli”

“AWell, T’ goin’,”" zaid Me. Hunks,
with a deep sigh. “I'm sorry I come
ere. P'r'aps you young gents will be
hind enough to tell Tom I've goue, and
that 1 ain’t goin’ to trouble "1m again.
14Ul be 'ard enough on me till I g'{:% my
back pay, but I wouldn't ask *im for a
shillin’ now. I'd die fivst!”

“Here, that won't de!’ execlaimed
Bhkioner, taking his cue: " You're not
going away hard up, at any rate. If
vaur son won't help yow, there's others
hieve that will. Dash it all, yon fellows,
he's been out among the submarines!
It's up to us, and ihere's o bob from me
for a start!”

Skinner took off his straw hat for a
eollection, and genevounsly stavied it with
a shilling. Ile veally thoaght that My
TMunks' artistic efforts were worth an
exira shilling.

Bolzover major pitched a balf-crowm
inko the hat at once.

Other fellows pressed lorward to follow
his example.

“"Mow, then, 8mithy, you're volling in
mcney " eaid Wibler.

Vernon-2mith thrust Lhis hands into his
pockets.

“ Leave me out " he answered,

““Jh, don’t he stingy ™

1 dan't believe the man isa Redwing’s
father at all,” satd the Bounder coolly.
“Redwing says he isn't, and he ought to
know."!

“He's disowned him  becanse he's
ashamed of him!™ shouted Dedsover
niajor.

“Redwing's not that scri !™

“But he's done 1617

“Pon't be an ass, Smithy "

“Well, 'm not contributing, at any
rate,” sald the Boundoee.

And he walked away.

“Bhell out, rou
Skinner.

There was a shower of small ccins into
the hat.

Mr. Hunks' beerv eyes glistencd as he
watched the collection grow, :

The juniors were sympathetic. They
were indignant st Redwing's heartlesa

¥y

chapa! shouted
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! Skioner is Generous ! {See Chapter7.)

L

conduct, as it seemed to them, and they
were generous, _

Harry Wharton & Co. tossed in their
shillingz with the rest.

The collection grew, and there was
quite a little heap of small =ilver and
coppars in the hat by the time Shinner
presented it to Mr. Hunka. ]

That gentleman shovelled it into his
pocketas with great satislaction, ]

"Thay'll ,sce you on yonr way a bit,”
said Skinner,

“Thank wou kindly, young gentle-
men (Y said Mr. Hunks,  “This 'ere
toucites my ‘eart, arter the way I becn
treated by my own son. Thauk you,
gf-nt}en‘:eu! A sallorman’s 'earty thanks,
air !

And Mr. Hunks moved off, with coins
finkling in his peckets, and some of the
juniors saw Inm as far as the gate, Mr.
Hunks walked rather quickly. All had
gone so well that he did not want to
run ihe risk of further mguiry and pos-
sible detection. Mad a naster come on
tha sceue My, Hunks' part would have
been more difficult to play.

“P'vaps one of vou pents would see
me right to *Awksehiff ¥ said Mr. Hunks,
with a meaning look at Skinmer,

*Cevtainly ! T will I’* said Skinner.

And he went down the road with M.
Hunks.

Out of hearing of the vest, Mr. Hunks'
expression changed as he remarked :

“You owe me ten bob, sir!"” .
- “"You've dond ]:t;cr]]}' well I 2ald
dkinner. “You've bagged two quid or
mare. I think you can let me off the
other ten hob—what ™ y

“1f you're locking for trouble with me,
VOUNg man * began My, Hunks, with
a threatening look.

“(Oh, here's your ten bob!™ said Skin-
ner sullenly.

He patsed over the remainder of the
bribe, which Mr. Hunks added to the
cagh that jingled in his pockets with
much satisfaction.

“Gomg to  Hawkscliff 1
Skinner.

“1 vevkon T'or goin’
Eeys ! answered Mr. Hunks,
be rivil enough to me now, 1 reckon.”

“1—I say, it would L better to-clear

asked

to the Cross

farther off,” said Skinner unessily.
“You sea—"

“They'll | said Vernon-Smith slowly.

“Evenin' to you!" said Mr. Hunks,

And he started for the Cross Keys.

Skinner returned to Groyfriars, Ha
would have been glad to see Mr. Hunks
clear out of the neighbourhood, now that
he had served his turn. But, upon the
whole, Bkinher was very satisfied. Ha
had dealt Tom Redwing a blow that he
was not likely to recover from, and his
old score was }laail:l off with intérest.
Harold S8kinner looked very chesrful that
evening,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Under a Cloud !

0 OMING down "
Thae Bounder of Greyfriars
loolked intoc Tom Redwing's

study after prep with that

brief remark,

Redwing was alone there, _

Snoop and Stott, his study-mates, had

iven him mocking locks when they left
Eim, and Redwing was left red and un-
comfortable,. DBoth Snoop and Stoté
seemed to believe that the visitor of the
afternoon was really his father; and Tom
knew that, at all events, that beliel waa
widely held among the Greyiriars juniora,
He flushed ne he looked up and med.
Vernon-8mith's glanee.

“ Fimished your prep?’ asked
Bounder, as Bedwing did not speak.

“Oh, yes!"”

“Woell, come slong

Tom hesitated. , i

In the present state of affmirs he did
not care to face ' the many eyes in the
Common-room. The Bounder essily read
his thoughts. .

“ Better come,” he aaid, * If you keep

the

LR
H

out of sight, Redwing, it will lock as
if—as 1f—"

“Do you belicve that man is my
father, Bmithy "

““Naot if you say he 1zn't.”

“He isn't,” said Tom gquietly.

“¥our word's good enough for me
said the Bounder,

But the other fellows——"

“Well, you see, it's dashed queer,”
h “The man
was & bit drunk, I think ; but that doesn't
nceount for it. Don’t you know him,
Tom? Haven't you seen him before!?

Tax Macxer Lirary.—Nopdd
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* Not that T thow o™

“Then bo can't be a man with a
grudge against yout"

“I don’t see how ho can.”

“Then why should be ay Fiis trick,
if it is & teick ™

“1 can't say.” .

“How can he know angthing about you
ot 2, if he's o stranger to you?”

Tom shook his head

“I don't know, 8mithy. It beats mo.
But—but the man’s & etxangoer to me, and
ot in the lenst like my poor father bo
lsok at Any man from Hawkscliff could.
prove that he waz lying. My father wae
well krown there,”

“Veornon-Smith's eyez glinted.

“That's a good Jg{:, %tedwingl I we
could make that hooligan face some friend
of yours drom Hawheddiff, that would
prove he was ying, then.™

It would, casily epough,” said Tom.
“I don't know why the man siould come
hore with snch & yarn. Fm alraid the
follows think that I disowned bim because
he was down on his lugk, If he'd beon
my father, ['d have stood by him what.
ever bea was ike."” ]

“Of course you would; but I'm afraid
they think that. ®till, no 1 Leeping
cut of sight. That will look like a bad
conadientae, " ’ :

“I'll come down,” said Redwing at
el pli

E
i

hiz Father, I dow't szy the iman wos
& father to be proud of ; he was o bif low
| dowr. But a chap's pater is kis pater.
And who's Redwing, anyway, that he
should ook down on & man?”

Redwing crimsored. 3

At that momont Diclky Nuzent, of the
 Bocond Form, put his head in at the

t rl
b " Bedwing hero?”’ ho called out. 1
“'m herst™ gaid Tam. “3¥hat's
wanied 7™
“*Your merry Form-mastor wanta you

minor,

And he walked away.
“Hﬂ',

he, he!" chuolkied Bunter.
"Qual:-hi,!’s got on to it Ile wss bound
to. Wa'll see whether Redwing hos the
nerve to deny his own father to uelchy.”

Tom Redwing left the Cominon-rocra
without hoeding Bunter. Two or thres
iellows followed him, and saw him go
into Mr., Quelch's study. Iake Dunter,

have tho nerve to deny his father thoro. |

Rodwing found the Removo-masier
lopking very grave. He ould guess
casily enough what was coming.

“ A very strange has como (o my
cars, Redwing,” said M:. Quolch.  *1%]
peorns to be the talk of the Lower
2ohgel. "

“"Yes, sir,"” sd Tom.

The chums went downslairs togother.
There was s goneral movement s Tom -
Hedwing came inte the junior Commeon-
room with the Bounder. Al eves wore

turmad wpon him, and Tom reddened !
utider their gaze.

“He, he, he!" came from buy
Bunter,

. Boleover major ostentafiously tuerned
his back upon Redwing, whom he had
been rather friendly with hitherto, in
his rough way. Skinner gave tim a fotty
look of contompt. Btott sneerpd, and
Svoop looked ruther uncomfortable.
Snoop had more than a suspicion as to
the true state of the facts, and thpugh

he had alwayes been up wgainst Eed-

“Ii appears that there was an extea-
ordinary and vory unpleasaut scene on
the .:}r':-::}r.ﬁt-gmunj this afternoon,” said |
Mr, Quelch, eycing the junior. " A sea-
faring man came there, cluiming to be

nur%nﬂmr_ and you refused to recognise]

im as such. Is that correct?”

“That 15 correct, sin'  said Toem
calmly, s

M ’ﬁ?hm was this man, Redwing?”

“1 don't know, sir.”

“If he was a stranger to you, how
could he know you or your name?"

“1 don't know,” .

““He was not your father, Rodwing?!”

“My father was drowned st ses, sir,”
said Tom, with o guivering {ip.

wing, he was not fesling salizfied now,
Re-:tgwmg_ had done him & good turn, in
return for his enmity ; and, though Bidney -
James Bnoop had not a very active con-:
science, what he had was troubling him

a little now, Bat he did not care to aet

imselt agamst Skinnar, _

Harry Wharten gave Redwing a rather

retbd amile as the smilorman’s son came
up to him,.

“I want to el you F'm sorcy for the
wqﬁ mlg ianings ended to-day, YWharton,”
said Tom qm&ﬂi; “l know it was
rotten., I could have got the runs that
were wanbted, Buit that man startled me
by calling out that my father had come
home, *

U I—I wnderstand,' aaid Harry,  Don't
mind that, Redwing. It was enough to
startle any chap.”

“It roade mo think, for the moment, -
that my father mighi be still alive,”
aaid Tom, his lip frembling. “ ¥ supposn
I ought to have been lo.niin after my
wickel, all the same; bui—but I was
fairly floored. F'm sorry.”

“PDon't waorry,” said Wharton. “*And
look here, Hedwing, if you say serpusly
that that man is no rahﬂon of yours, I'll
take your word.”

do say g0, on my honour ! ]

“That's good snough for met" ssid
tﬂhgn'rl.l “"The man must be mad, I should

10K.

“What's the good of talking rat?™]
broke in Bolsover major gruffly. * ¥ou
Enow the man was what ho said he was—
Rodwing's fathor " 1

“"Redwing eays oot”

1.

“And we know the reason!" ancored |

Bolsover mnuajor, “‘He's -ashamed -of

;was notb a

| father, eir—he was a father any

“ Redwing, my boy,” said the Hemowve-
masgtor, inm:ily enough, “from the de-
soription I have recetved of the man, he
father you could be pmucf of,
Buk & son’s duby 18 a strict duty, Red-
wing, If the man was your father, voul
owe him your respoct and oboedionce.™

“I am aware of that, sir; but he ia
not my fathor! He iz a iymg smpostor,™

_ said Tom, Aushing. *1 was proud of my
w |

would have been proud of, This man is
& drunken brute, nothing a ike my
3 drunken brute, noth t all ik

enr father. ™

“I accopt your word, Redwing; but
it i3 astounding that o etrenger to you
should come hare with such a claim."

“Y pan't understand that myself, sir.”
Mr. Quelch gave him 8 very searching
look, Tom could read the lingering doubé
in the Form-master's mind, and, though
it hurt him, he could not blame Mr.
Qualch. For if the seaforing man was not1
hia father, why and how had he come
there? Neither Pom Redwing nor Mr. ]
Quelch, was likely to guess at Skinner's )
cunning scheme of I‘E‘I"E'-!"Iﬁﬁ- ]

“ Very well, Redwing. If the man was
speaking falsely, he i an impudent im-
?qs!n:-r. and i ke should como to Cirey-
riars again, pleass inform me at once,
and I will call in the police fo desl
with him,"

HCertainly, s

Tom BRedwing left the study. Many
curious glances wers turned upon him ss
he rejoined the Beunder in the Common-
xoom. Harry Wharton & Co. eghowed:
their nsual manner to Redwing thal evor-
ing, They had made up their minds that

must take his word, amazing as the

matter was. But most of the fellows were.
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cold, and some of them cut Redwing en-

J

in his stody, my talip,” said Nugent }

thoy were wondoring whother he would |
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tirely. As Bolsover major had put i, the
seafaring man was 8 bib of & cotker; bui
it was up to his own son Lo stand by him,
and a _l%liuw who was foo snobbish to
reoognise his own father in publio was a
fallow who wag not fié to speak fo. And
Bolsover major decided not o speak to
him, and & good meuy of the Romove
followed his pxample.

1

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Skinner is Not 8o Pleased,

60 BAY, you follows—"
' Billy Bunter came in with news
after lessons the next day. Hi

fak face was full of oxcitement as
he joined tho Famous Five in the gquad,

“Hallo, hallp, hallo!” growled Dob
Cherry.  “ Whal's the nowi Tas
,:,t:;:;.lr tal-order come at Tast? Time ib
did."”

“I've seen him!”

“ Hoon whom, fathead (™ asked Mugent.

“Rodwing's father,” annonnced Buan-
Loy,

“Po you wmean that longshoreman?”
asked Harry Wharton, frowning,

“1 menn Rodwing's father." answered
 Bunter, with & snigger. {io's staying
-8} the Cross Keys, % beliove. I saw him
f:mmng at a window thore. He, he,

el

“So he'a sbill hanging about hers?”
grunted Johnay Bull

“It's tims he oleared off," said Whar
ton, koitting his brows, “1 don't
beliove he's Roedwing's fatber, t's
boastly to have the rotter hanging about
Greyinars.™ : .

“1 say, you fellows, do you think he'll

come hors again? grinned Bunter. 1
ghy, the HE& Wiﬂ!L} m:;f + Redwing
ought to keep his Jow weelations away

from Greyiriars, onghta't he?

“Vou fat idiot, he's not a relation of
Redwing'at" _

Flrammon ¥ said Dunter, with a fat
wink. “Of courss, he 1. He says so.
Besides, ho's just the kind of father Red-
wing would I"‘mva. ian't he?"

“Oh, sost!” grunted Johnny Pull

Billy Bunter rolled off to impart the
news to others. There was a doat
| of interest in the Bemove when it becama
known that ‘‘Redwing's father ¥ was
staying st the shadiest public-house in
that part of the county, and within so
shori o distarca of Greyiriars, _

1i ho was thaf sord of ruffian, Wibley
romacked, # was nnl;-.u{;lat.uml that Red-
wing wanted to keep him at arm’s longth.
Some of the fellows agresd with Wib.

All agreed that the seaiaring man,
with his claim upon a Groyfriars fellow,
Wag not & Very a%mhie nmgll:_hhlr &0
noar the gchool, Tha fellows had been
sorry for him, and disgusted with Bed-
‘wing's supposod heartlussness.  But—
‘there wes & “ but ”—but it was clear that
‘the so-called Bill Bodwing was a boozy
and lpafing character. Indeod, on the
following day several CGreyfriara follows
rolated that shey had eeem him reeling
in the village strest, much the werse for

1 the vile liquor sold a% 6he Oioss Keys,

i " Rodwing ought to get his paler to go
home to g[lawkacli’&‘," was Bolsover
major's comment. . ,

“Pogzy beast, and no mistako!

Eq‘uiﬁ' reamarkad. .
‘Woll, he's & bt rough,” said Bol-
sover. ' DBut he was awlully onk wp at
being disowned by his son, you know,
and that may have made him reckless.
gtill, he ought not to hang nbout QGrey-
friara: it's really too bad. Xt will ba the
“talk of the place sopni” _
“The least Redwing can do aftar this
is to leave Greyfriavs,” mid Bldnmer
judicially, “"Ha's ht ensugh dis-
grace on tha school, T thnk."




Every Monda$.

“Oh, ratal” answered E{ﬁiﬁ : 1
Put fSquiff . did not speak so sharply
as ha wenld have dome a fow days

before. There was a good deal of agree.
ment In tha Remova with Shkmner's
point of view, :

Tom Redwing winced under the in-
cessant discussion of the matter, much
of which went on in his hearing,

Hig fado was very mteresting to watch
—to Harotd Skinner. :

Skinner was &ngqﬁng his  revenge.
Redwing was in the black books of his
Form, both for having such a father
and for heing ashamed of him—a rather
nnreagonabla ylaw, but natural enough.
Skinner wan riok mow alone in thinking
that Pem Redwing ought never to have
come to Greyfriara, A fellow with a
pater like that ought to have thought
twice before entering ab.a school like
Greyfriars; and, al tho samo ftime, 1t
waa mean and caddish to be ashamed
of hia own father, and to deny him n
public, On both counta poor Tom was
found guilty, and there were few who
beligved in him,

The sadorman’s son grew mote and
mors resarved aa the tide of opinion set
against him; and, theugh the Famous

Ve a the same as ever, Redwin
avoided them a good deal, e falt tha
he was under o E-Ezud, and he would not
throw himself ¢n dnyone’s comphssion,
FPerhapa ha would even have avoided his
own heat chum, the Bounder; but
SBraithy  did  nob  allow  that,  And
Hinithy’s friendship was g great deal in
the unfortunate lad in those shadowed
days.

But Skinner, satisfied as he was with
his suecess, was nob quite at ease. Ie
fervently wished that the Tunﬁ:sharam:m
would take his departure. ang as he
lingered in the neighbourhood of Grey-
friara there was danger- of the facts com-
mg to hght, Thera wos no telling what
tha ruffian might babble out in his cups.
Skinner commforted himself with the re-
Hection that ithe rasoal’s money would
soon ba axhausted, and then that delect-
able resort, the Cross Keys, would be
closed to him. And on  SBaturday
Skinner and Stott walked down to Friar-
dala after dinner, ta make a eautions
inguiry aa to whether Mr, Hunks was
gona,

"' Hallg, my hearty |”

That grecting fell on Skinner's ears
as Do came up to the stile in the lane.
On the stila Mr. ITunks waas leaming,
smaoling o short black pive. Evidently
heﬂ:i‘“i? not gane. | .

ner east 4 hest ance up amd
down the lane, o P

“"Hallo1¥ he said, 71 thought yeu
wera gong by this time.”

Mr, Hunks ¢lnsed one eye.

"Moot 3et,” ho angwered. “"T'wve
found a comfortable anchorage, 1 ‘ave,
Theyre civil encugh at the Cross Keys
now, my buck—so long 28 & maun’s
money laets, 'Ow’s my bey Tom gattin’
on®” Ang the ruffian chuckled. " I'm
goin’ to give ‘im another lock-in this
arterngon.”

Bkinner starvted,

“You're geing 1o Greplriam?” he
axekimed,

ai Wﬂttﬁ !IJ

"My halt?™ murmured Sttt in dis-

LYY .
‘?: =1 sy, you'd better not go there
again F' gtammered Skinner,

“Why not? said Mr, Hunks coolly,
“Fm & pore lr.lazl.i!!ﬂrlzrni:':g down on my
huck, and I want some “elp. 'The young
entlenren wil take another eollection
or me, and yow'll he there to start it,
BT,

"1 jolly well sha’n't!?
Hhinnar,

axclaimed {
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“Don't you talk to med* said Mr.
Hunks disdainfuily. “‘Ow'd you like
me to tell the young gents you give me
a pound to come there aw’ tell Mesi”

“Oh, wmy bat!”

in.

Shinner's face wgas livid now.

“You—yen woulde't do that? he
gaaped.

“Wouldn't T grinned Mr. IHunks.
“T'd do it soon as look at yer! There's
goin’ to be another collection for the pora
gailar, my hearty, and you're goinw’ to
elp. © You look out for squalls if you
&ﬂn.lt_!:':l

Skinner fairly trombled.

Like many cunning péraons, he was so0
cunning that ha was labla to  gver-
reach himeelf, It locked as if e had gver
reached himself badly in this instance.
Stott  aidled awa quistly, leaving
Bkinner {o face alone the difficulty he
had brought upon himself,

*Look here, you—you can’t go to Girey-
frigra,” stammered Bkinner, “Our
Form-master’s heard about the matter
now, and—and if he sees you he may call
in the police.”

"* About Redwing's father—hay ¥’

""He docain’t believe you're Hedwing's
father.”

“Don't they all believe b7’ grinned
Mr. Hunks. * Young man, you put me
on to a good thing, and I ain’t lattin’ it
glip! If you don'd wani me at (Grey-
friars, "and mo out a ufu:l; and I won't
coma Lill next week, thatr s fair.”

“ kI haven't & quid I'* panted Skinner,

1 ‘ope you've gob enopgh fo start a
eollection for a pare safforman,” said My,
Hunks significantly. * I#'H mean trouble
for wou if you 'aven't "

“Ther won't make another collection
for you,” snid Skinner, in wtter dismay.
“ Yo'l get turned aut by the porter.™

“I'd like to see any porter turn me out
from visitin® my own son at his schook™
grinned Mr, Hunks, " You may expect
me this arterngon 17

“laook here—="

O Nl said 7 imterrupted My, Hunks,
with o wave of his black pipe. " ¥ou
look for ree thia arternocon; and i you
am’'t on the apot, sir, I'll inquire arfor
you, and then something may come ont!”

Skinner’s kneos wera knocking fo-

grmrm He dared not quarrel with the
man; e knew that, e greedy rascal
was determinad to make what he could
while the opportunity lasted, ‘The callec-
tion the juniors had made for him had
whetted his appetite for more. Where
was this lo end? It ssemed only too pro-
bable to the unhappy plotter that it
Fwould end in the expasure of his cunning

plot, and that prospect made Skinner
Hhi.lf*fdl!!lu

THE TENTH CHAFTER.
A Burprise for Smithy.
£ EJE ﬂ"ﬂ‘ﬂli“ +H
Billy
TIeWs.

! _Hargy Wharton & Co. had
come off Little Side after practice, and
| they were chatting with the Bounder
near tho gates.  Tom Redwing was at
work in hia study, half-holiday aa 18 was,
The chums of the Remove were discuse
mg & pull on the river 4l tea-time, and
Amithy had announced that he would
fatch
Bunter burst upan -them,

Bunter's round eyes wera dancing
behingd his spectaclas with excitement.

“"He's commg?” he yelled. “lle, he,
hel He's comingi”

“Wha's coming, you [lat. idiot?" ex-
b alaimed Vernon-Smith, with an inward

“Wouw'd betler!” said My, Hunke sig- ; premenition of what the answer would

mificantly,

L=

1

murmured  Stott §

E

Three-halfpence. 11

“"Redwing®s pater!” choriled DBunter.
“ He'a mmtﬁag up the road now. I asked

i if he was coming here to sée Red-

wing, and ho said he was, he!
What a scengd” ;

Yernon-Bmith sct his teeth,

H Come and look, you fetlows,”™ he said.

And the juniors went out at the gates
and looked down the rond.

Bunter's news was well founded. 1In
tho distance the grubby and shaggy sen-
faring man could be seen coming on tc-
warda Greyiriars,

He, he,

“Tho cheeky brute!” exclaimed
Wharton angrily., " He's no right to
coma here.  Anyhow, Quelchy will ges

{ him thia time"

“Bomebody else is going to seq him,"
said Vernon-Smith qmetly. ** He's not

1 Redwing’s father, you fellows, ™

“I=—1 supposc not,” said Bob Cherry
doabtfully. .

“He's not; and he's going 1o be shown
i &Edtha ml;,te? mmpostor he is,™ gaid the

uninder quietly. * Plenty.of people af
Hawhselif knew Tom Redwing's father
well, and could identify him, Keep that
rascal from getting away, while I buzs off

to Hawkschif on bike,*
“*What for? - i

“For & witness,” aaid the Bounder

quietly,

“I—I say, Smithgy—" Bob hesi-
 bated,  * 1{—if it should turn out thet he
is really Redwing’s pater——*"

"X take Tom Redwing's word about
that, Let the rotter come in, and so¢ that
ha ﬂ?aﬂn’} got away again 4ill I come
back,” snid the Bounder, “T’ll bring a
Hawl:m:};ﬂ" man with me to witnmrﬁut
he's an impostor, if T have to yank him
I:;,r. ‘tgﬁ ﬁ?rs! Then he ean be arrested.”

Vernon-8mith said nmo more. He ran

in for his machine, and wheeled it out

ather as he {airly limped back to Crey-

F]Bunher brought the }

dwing out to join them, when |

{ Bounder,

:!Li:;ﬁ mounted. Long before Mz, Hur¥s

b reached tha school gates Vernon-
Smith passed him on the road, riding ae
if for life,

It was a ten-mile ride to Hawkacliff,
but that was nothing to the hardy

The milea ?:r.irhr flew undcr
the tyres as he raced on.

Up hill and down dale he went,
scarcely slackening speed for a minute.
The pergpivation was thick on his brow, .
but he did not seem to feel fatigue.

Hawkasciff was reached at last.

In the rugged, narrow street of the
fishing village Vernon-Smith jumped off
hie hicyele ‘outside the little cabin thaot

ad omce been tepapted by Tom Red.
wing, In that cabin Tom had onee dwelt
with his father, bcfore the sailor’s last
fatal voyage; afterwards he hed shared
it with a Hawkselif man who had gone
later gu the mine-sweepers, and after that
Tom had lived there slone, till he won
the scholurship which had made him an
mmate of €Greyfrians School. Vernon-
Siomth leaned his bicycle against the little

feabin, and sank down on the old bench

ronteide to rest a few minutes and re.
Lcover his breath and mop lhie perapiring
brow and decide on his plans.

Ha wanted a Hawkscliff man who had
known Redwing's father—and probably
| eyeryome at Hawksliff hed known Bill
F Redwing. The witness was surely easy
enough to find. And any friend of Mr,
Rodwing and his son would u:ure]ty be
willing to make the journey to Greylriars
to expose a rascal wl":a wae calling ﬂimalf
by the dead sailor's name. Bmithy was
gare of that.

Howksclif was almegt deserted in
these days; the young men, and most of
the old, were away on the mine.sweepers,
A few women coutd. be seen in the ruggod
street and the little gardens, and ona ov
two veory anejent mariners were smoking
‘their pipes. on the beach. To the Boun-

der’s surprise, a8 he ant on the bench
Tre MAGHET LIDRARY.--No. b45,
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Yooking down the strest, he licard a
govnd in the eabin behind him.  The
cabin had been shut up singe Tom Baed.
wing wont to Greyfriars, but there was
e?ic'l:::nﬂ}r someone in it now,

“DBy gad, the mine-sweeper chap's
come home!” muttered the Boonder,
“Just the man T want!"

He rosa to his feet and knocked nt the
door of the cabin, :

It wns opened by a powerfully-built
gailorman, with a darkly-lronzed face
and a scarred cheek. Vernon-Smith had
nover seen him before:; but-Hareld Skin-
ner would have recognised him as the
man who had been locking down on
Grevfriara from the hillside a fow days
befove.

In the honest, frank face of the bearvded
sailorman there were signs of dee
frouble, which Vernon-Smith noted,
though without much thought. He was
thinking of Tom Redwing.

" lxcuse me,” he said,
Vernon-Smith, of Grayfriars
I'm a friend of Tom Redwing's."

The searred seaman stnrted.

“Cireyiriars !” he repeated,

“Yes, I suppose you're the chap who
used £o share this cabin with Tom before
I met him,” seid the Bounder.

The geaman gave him o curions look.

“What then?’" he asked,

:: %m: I'Fnr:rw Tom Hedwing ¥

“I su e you're A friend of his, as
I find [;'!::::JE 1'::1 g cabin®™ said the
Bounder.

The man paused before replying.

“Why do you ask me thet, sw” he
said civilly.

“Tom Redwing’s in trouble, aund 1
want you to help him out,” cxpleined
the Bounder.

“Oh!" Tho sailorman steppell back,
“Will you come in and sit down, air?"”

Vornon-Bmith entered the cabin. The
grave, quiet seaman puzzled him a little.

“I take it that you're the chap who
Lived here with Re \ring onee, and went
out mine-sweeping.” suid the Bounder,
“Jf so, yowre & friend of his, and I'm
sure yor'll*do him 2 good turn.”

" ghat can I do for him 7"

“There's a man come to Groviriars
claiming to be his father—"

“What 1"

* A drunken, boozy raseal of a fellow,™
gaid Vernon-BSmith. * Either he's g
junatio, or he's been put up to it by

“My name’s
School.

he's
somebody—in fact, we don't know wh
he's done it, but he's claiming to be Red-
wing's father, and disgracing hum before
all ﬁle school. I've come over here for
a Hawkecliff man -who knew Tom Red-
wing's father, who'll come orer to Grey-
friars and show the rotter up. Hg's there
now."

“(Good heavens

“You knew Mr. Redwing ?" asked the
Bounder eagorly.

The seaman nodded without speaking.

“Then you'll come?*™

Bilence.

* Surely you'll come ! exclnimed Ver-
non-Smith anxiously. Redwing's been
throuzh a rotten time lately, and he's

oing through it again this afternoon.
iiﬂs’t. of the fellows think he's a cad for
disowning his own father, bicause he
won't own that that hooligan belongs to
Bim. If vou're a friend of Tom's you're
bound to come!”

“Pogor Tom!"™

“Well, will you help him ?”

Tho soaman hesitated strangely.

“Bo they played that trick sfter all!"
he enid, " They found another man.
Master ?ernc:na-i*?«;uith, I can tell Jou
how the mattor stands, at least, VO
young gentlemen of Four echool hoave
planned this "

A1

ks

the Bounder.
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“How on earth do rou know!" ex-
claimed the Hounder in astonishment.

“Beranse the other day, when 1 was
near Groviriara, they came fo e and
asked me to play just such a trick,"” said
Ehe scarved seaman quietly., “1 zhook
the young gentleman whoe asked me. A
preciona yvoung rasecal he was”

The Bounder drew o deep breath.

“What was he like?" he cxclaimed.
The eailorman’s worda had let in 2 Hood
of light upon the Bounder's mind, He
thonght of Skinner at onee, " Was his
name Skinner P

1 don’t know hiz name, sir. He was
a weedy lad, with a nosze like a kuife-
Llade, and grecnish eves——-"

Y 8kinner 1™ said the Bounder between
hiz testh. *Oh, the hound—the rotter!
I might have gnessed this. I onght to
have pucseed it! Skinner from begin-
ving to end, of course! He's got that
brute of o longshovesman to come there
and disgrace He-d-.ri:%. I'H make him
sarry for it, too! ut-—bunt vou must
come over to Grexiviars and show the
man up. If vou won't, toll me where I
can find anotber Hawksclif man who
knew Bedwing's father.™
. The searred sailorman amiled strangely.

ot so fast,” bLe said. YGive me
tine, young gentleman, How i3 Tomn
getiing on 1y the school? s he getting
on woll ¥

“First-rate ! answered Vernon-Soth,

“Has he made friends there #”

“Lots! I'm his chum, for one,” said
“ Evorvhody likes him.”

“The bor dvas speaking falsely. then,™
muttered the sailovman, “I=- T thought
—I hoped he was. "

“Bkinner, do you mean "

“The lad youn eall Skinnmor,” assented
the seaman. “He told me—he said---——
But pever mind. I'm sure Tom would
make friends at the big school—n good |
lad like Tom." '

“He has” answered Vernon-Smith.
looking at the man rather curiously,
“You needn't believe a word of Skin-
ner's. Tom Redwing is as popular at |
Groxfrinre as any fellow in the school.”

“And hie's not looked dowin on ¥V

“Of coursge not 1

“Yes be was Iyvirg,” muttered the sea-
man. ‘‘He loocked hke a liar. But—but

or Tom ! With his new prospects——"

a broke off.

“Will you come?"" asked the Bounder
impatiently. “It's a long way to my
school, vou know.™

“IN come!" said the searred sailor.
man at last. * Yes, sir, T'll come, té do
Tom Redwing 2 good turn. He'll be
plad to spe me, know that. But I
wouldn't stand in his light. Heavoen
knows how I've wanted to see him onee
again !

The Bounder started.

U I—T1 don’t cateh on. Who are vou ™
he exclaimed, with & startling thought in
his mind. .

“My pame i3 William Bedwing,” suvud
the scarred seaman quietlr,

The. Bounder jumped.

“*Not Redwing’s father 7" he shouted.

" Tom Redwing's father.™

“My hat!"” The Bounder fairly stag-
gered.  “ And—but—but why haven't
vou told Tam?  Why—why——"

The scarred seaman’s face clowded a
little. )

*I got back here,” he said. "I was
picked up by the Germung after my ship
went down, and [ was a prizoner—ior a
lifctime, it scemed to me.  After fwo
vearz of 1t.I got away into Holland, and

t home. When 1 got hack here T

eard what had happened to Tom, and—
and——" [le pansed.

*¥ou surely knew he'd be glad to see

[ House, In

sou I" exelajmed Vernon-Smith,

“1 knew he would, siv: Dat—but 1
didn't want to stand in his light.” snbd
the sailorman simply. 1 came slong to
lock at the big sehool. T wasz thinking it
over—whether it would harm Tom in his
new school for a rough ecaman to turn
up and elaim him as his son. And [ was
just thinking. zir, whila I looked at the
gthiaol from the hill, whether it wouldn't
be Dbetter for me to go nuietly {o sea
again and saw nothing.  And—and then
that lad eame up to me, and—and he
told mie the trick he was foiﬂg to play
on Toem. He told me what, he seid,
the otlier boys thought of Tom !  The
man's bronzed face twitched, * 1 thought
it over then, and I thought if they ee
down on Tom becauss he's a poor eon-
man's son it won't do him any good for
me to come gloneside. Ho T sheered off,
sir, and came back here. and=-and m 2
few dave more I should have been at sea
again, with noching <aid.”

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Given Up by the Sea.

ARRY WIIARTON & CO. wire
inn the gateway at Greyfrlars
when Mr., Hunks came swagge-
ing 1.

Thev eyed hin geimly.

“ My son about'” ssked ¥Mr. Huouks
alfably. ; A

“1f you mean Tom Redwing, he'stin-
doors,' suid Harry Wharton.

“¥ reckon I'll gao in, then ™

The longshoreman swaggered in st the
gate, and the Famous Five followad him
in, Gosling looked out of his lodge ; b
he had heard of Redwings father, and
he did not interferc. A hbuzz of voices
greetad the longsheveman as he appeared!
i the gquadrangle,

“ Apternoon. sie ! said M. Flunks, as
he came upon Skinmer.  The wretehed
Skinner had not duved to keep off the
arene, lest e should be inquired after, as
My, FHunks had threatened. *FP'riaps
vou'll be be so good as to show me in-—
hav? T've called to sec my son.”

“This way " mnttered Sloanner.

The rofan followed him to the Scliend
the doorwar Mr. Quelch
appearcd, with u very aevere brow,

The longshoreman tonehed his battersd
hiat to him. :

“ What do vou want here?” asked Mo
Quelch guickly.

“No offence. sir, T've called 1o see v
son, Tom Redwing.™ e s

“Rodwing declures that your claim i
falgo 1" said the Remove-master sternly,

“ He's ashamed of his ole father, sicl”
said Mr. Hunks patheticallv, “It's "and
oal i oran, air.  And seeing ns I ocan’t gl
wy back pay yet awhile, I'm “ard up.
sir.  DP'r'upa, sie, you'd be so kind as 1o
*alp a cove "'

*If vour claim is true and you are 3
sepman who has enffored in lds cowntry’s
couse, vour shall cerraiuly not want for
help,” soid Mr. Quelch,  “But, as Red-
wing denies your statement, the mattor
nist be proved, Roedwing i

“YWeas air?™ saud Tom. coming forward,
He had come downstairs on the news tha
his “father ™ was coming.

“You repeat that this man 18 not rour
fathor 77

“?lrf'ﬁ. gip "

“Mav I epeak, air?"” astruck in Havey
Whiarton,

“Certainly, Wharton, if you knew any-
thing about the matter.” ] )

“Brthev—1 nwean Vernon-8mith, s,
lina gono over to Hawkseliff to fetch
some man who knew Redwing'a father.™
eaid Harry., A Hawksolif man will be
able to any whether thiz 18 Mr. Redwing

or not.” _
A very good idea!™ exelaimed D,
uelech, “That is very thoughtivl of

¥ i

Yoernon-Smith !



Every Monday.

Mr. Hunhy' jaw dropped.

“'Fernnmﬂmit.ifs idea might Lc a very
good one, but Mp. Flunks was nct
charmed with 1t at all, Ilie had no desive
whatover to moot a man from Hawkscliff
who knew Tom Redwing's father. :

The ehange in hig face did not ceeapb
the Romove-masler, ;

“"You may come in, my man,” said
Mr. Quelch, ** You will remain bere uniil
Vernon-Bmuth  returns with a wit.
N agm——

“I1—T1 reclhon T ain’t got no lime fo
wait *ere,’! muttered Mr. Hunka, I my
son is ushamed of hiz ole dad I ain’t
going to worrit him, PN leave *im Lo hie
conacienco,” added BMr. ITunks loftily.
And he made a strategic mowvainent
towards the door.

"Dor't et him go, siel" exclaimed
Tom Redwing

*1 do not mtend {o do =o' said Mre
Queloh grivaly. *'Tt is growing clear that,
lila claim ia inlso, aud tho police must
deat with him 1?

" Oh, erimes]” egjaculated Mr. Hunke,

fkinner, with a divid face, disappegred
frome the scone, Il felt that the hour of
cxXposure was near at hand.

* Lagok hm‘ef I'm going ! expostulnted
Mr. Henks, ™ You can’™ keep 4 mnan “ere
agin his will1?

“You'lll seo whather wa ecan, you
rolter V" grinned Bob Cherry, ** Bhall we
collar him, sirf*

"¥ou may use force il he attompls to
lcave, ecrtainly P*

“"The forcefulness will he tererifie,
honowred sahib 1" prinned 1Turres Hingh.

Mr. Hunks gasped,

He had quite given up the hope now of
a now colfection for tho “poor azailor-
man.”  Ha wag beginning to leel nervons
for his valoable shin.

"I—I own up, sir ! ho gasped, 7L
was only o Inrk? T «xin't thal young
cava's latner, and never waz 19

“Oh, eramba ¥ murmured Bolsover
major,

“Eb owas enly a lack, sic!” mumbled
Me. Hunhe, cringing under the stern eves
of the Remove-thaster. “A young gent
uffered me a quid to eome "eve and say 1
wan that lads father, sir, that’s all b Jeat
a practieal joke, siv! And seeing ns 1T
awaed Bill Redwing one, I thought T°d
come, Which he walloped mo something
cruel, g, in the fo'castle of the Mary
Ann, owing o a misunderstandin® about
some maney of hie'n thal was missing.
and which I never touched:; ihat T°1
swear!  And  when the young  gont
citered me a guid lo come *ero and show
il Tned vp, "T'm on? says I. Only 2
juike, € it

" ¥ou mean to eay that o bey belonging
to this scheol induced you to come here
with this wicked and cruel story ¥ ex-
ciaimed the Reoemove-mastor,

“"Ha give me a qguul to do il zip 17

My, Queleh frowned portentoasly.
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For Next Menday :
“ WILLIAM THE WARLIKE !**

By Frank Richards.

Htories aboubt the one and only "William
Gigorge Bunter are alwaya popular, and I feel
<tirg that my rveéaders will he as much enter.
tained by next weok's yarn as they wera by
ihat of a few weeke ago, which dealt with
silly Bunler'a Birthricht, or that other, a
litlle later, which told of his strangse amd
vnnoylog reformation, ;

wWilliam the Warlike scems 23 unlikely as
Wilhais the Good—Lio be real, that is. Thore
iv hound Lo be something behind any yabling-
noss Bunter shows for the fray., And, of
vonrse, there Is gomething hehind it. What
the mystery i3 cannot Be told kere, howemer,

Iie started at

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

Three-halfpence. 13

e, Queleh,” oxclaimed Tom Red- | Smith’s companions, amd his handeome

wing, “ you won’t take the word of a man
like that against any Greyfriars fellow:
He gays that my father punished him on
some accasion for stealing. That s why
he played thia trick, I'ma sure, sir, that
no Greyiriars fellow would have fiad a
hand in such a thing!”

* Probably you are right Redwing, and
the man is speaking falzely,” said Mr.
Quetch, with a kind glanee at the sailor-
man's son. " Certainly I would not tahe
b word againsd anyone”

" whined

“Cu my solenn davy, six
Laoave this school at onee ¥?

Mr. Hunks,

“ Hilenco !
exclaimod Me, Quelch, "1 am not sure
whether the law would punish you for
your cruel trick ; but certainly if T find
you at Greyfriars agam 1 'n'il{ give you
imito eustody.,  Wharton, pleass request
Gosling  to sea thiz man o  the
prentises |

“*Cortainiy, afr 17

Mr. Hunks almeat crawled out of the
Sehool Houee. The visit had not been a
profitable one, alter all; and ho had not
evan succeeded in giving Shirner away.
Harry Yharton & Co., and a crowd of
the Ilemove and Fourth, eaw him down
te the gates—and they did not frouble
Gosling to seo him off tie» premiges. They
saw to that themselves, Mr. Hunka de.
wriecd from the gates of Greyfriars with
aalf o dozen beots crashing hehind him,
and he rvolled in the dusty rood with a
roar,

“MNow, then?” roared Bob Cherrey.
AL togethor—jummp on him i#

“Yarooh!” howled Mr. Hunka, * Oh,
crintes! Yow-owow 1”

Ila did not wait to be jumped on. In
hot hasle ho equirmed away, scrambled
up, and fled down the read. Tn record
time the longshoreman vanished from
the sight of Groyfriars.

Then the Remove fellows gathered
round Tom Redwing, Bolsever major
wag e Aret to ask lus pardaon. Tom hadd
Leon sed rif.;ht tii tho eyes of his Form-
fellows, and he owed it to the Bounder—-
though (o witiess [rom Hawkeeliff waa
no longer wanted. The meore fach that
Eha witness was coming was encugh for
Mr, Hunks, Tom Redwing waited at Lhe
gates for his chom to reforn, and Jater on
the Famouws Five jeined him thepe.

“Bmithy's had his journey for nothing,
as th turns oub,” remarked Wharton,
“It's tune ho was here®

“ Not for nothing,” eaid Tom, wilh a
smmtle. Y 'That roscal did not wait for the
wibneas, that®s all, T wonder whao will be
comming with Smithy ¥9

e Ittile guessed |

* Hallo, halle. hallo ! There*s Sinithy 1
exclamed Bob Cherry at Jast. " Ile's got
a saitorman with him 17

Tom Redwing looked along the road.
the might of Veroon-

o )

ot I shoul} F.-E'ﬁﬂ' the stary for you. ®o youn

wral wait fo know that,

————

A FINE BOOK OF THE SEA.

A pood many of you oalrendy know some-
thing of tke work of Mr, John 8. Margerizon,
wiy has written qgubte & nomber of capliol
cea storica, and has more on the stocks, * Tho
Hungry Hundred ® I3 not intended specially
a3 a book for boys, but all boys keen on the
sep would enjoy it, It tells of Lhe .'i-hﬂ.FhTi; of
a crowd of reéal hard cases—some of them
raw biandes, all of the Koval Naval Yolunteer
Reserve—hy an enthuslastic and aympathetio
young naval officer, a born leader, ane who
knows how to deal with men, No ono ean
fail to like Jamea Btanley Burray; and one
alen gota to b Tond of tha pard.bitten rascals
who would follow him anywhere, aa men of
the British breeds will always follow the man
titey Iove and truzt. Cpsey, Rocney, Davies,
Ellfa, Jenkina, Muoidoom, Munro, Wads,
MeNab, Cooper, Morrow, and the rest—we
get to krow Lhem all, and to redognise the

faco changed colowr,

“"Good heavens!™ he panted. ]

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What the—"

Tom RKedwing daehed out into the voad
and ran to mect Vernon-Bmith and his
compamon, Flis eyes were shining.

“ Father 1"

YVernon-Smith joined the astonighed Co.

“What the dichens—" exclaimed
Harry Wharton in amazement. * Who ig
1t, Bmithy 7

“Redwing's pater,” sald the Bounder
quietly, T found him at Hawhecliff,”

“ My anly hat }”

“Eather ' ened  Tom  Redwing.
“ Father ! Alive—oh, father ' The tears
woere etrcaming down the .cheeks of the
gailorman’s son. " Oh, [ather!™

"Tam, lad ¥?

“Well, if this doesn’t beat the bawd 1™
gald Bob Cherry. ** Recdwing’s pater alive
and woll ! Gentleman, chapes, and fetlows,
this 13 where we cheer ™ i

And cheer they did, with a vigour that
woke all tha echoca of Greyfriars,

. L] L ] L] L

Tom Redwing's father was an honoured
guesh at Greyfriare that evening.

The bluff, hearty saillorman juraped
into tho favour of the school at onee,

The Remove could not mzke enough
of him,

A gmitorman who had been submarined
by tha Yuns, who bhad spent twa years a
DESONCT In the handa of tho enemy, that
wad & man whom Greylriars delighted 1o
honour.

And honour him they did. .

Excepting, perhaps, %km:mr- But Skin-
ner was very Husy that euening nUEING &
aswollen noze, which the Bounder had De-
stowed upon him as a reward for his
astute dealinga with Mr, Hunle.

Mr, Redwing was greated with great
distinciion by Mr. Quelch and tho Hend,
and quite put atl his casep but it wos In
Study Mo, I that his reception was most
hearty, vot lo sav vocMerons, In that
staedy he hod to relate his adventures to
as many fellows as could cram tliemselyey
in—and then thera was an averflow meeak-
ing in the Remove pessags. Aund Ten
Redwing'a cyea naver left the hronred,
soarred  Face—the face he had  hardl
dared to hopa to look upon again in thw
warld, That day waa a happy one ito
Teom Roedwing, And whan ﬁLE}-HEam&ﬂ
William Redwing left Greyfiriars a whole
armiy of juniors mavched awsy with him
to ece him off, and the cheer they gave
ab parling sounderd very pleasantly in tha
cave of Tom Redwing's Futher,

THE END.
(Den't miss “ WILLIAM THE
WARLIKE 1 '"—next Monday’s grand

complete stary of Harry Wharton &
Co., by FRANK RICHARDS.)

A R A A S il PPl P Pl Pl PPl

fne stufl that thelr Toughness ngnceali
“Hard <aces, every soul; readier with the
fist than with the word; calling ne man
' Master,! eave thromgh Jove and affection;
never mustering 4 single good conduct badge
among themy . . . . . They ' did thelr hit'
right fafthfully and cheerfully, and they
dfied . . . . . They resl in pénce beneath
the grey waters of the chill North Eea, while
their hrethren of the Hungry Hundred work
and toil and fght and serve in that Sure
Shinld which la cver a safegoard to our
- Empire.?

Those are words from the last pages of ths
I:ﬁﬂ%‘, and they strike its note faithfully, I
Lthink.

“The Hungry Hundred® iz published by
Moesra, €. Artbuer Pearzon, Ltd., at 34, 0Of
courae, any bookseller or booketall can supply
it. 1 ¥now that you are not all s0 wealth
that you can alford books b thiz price; bu
thoce of ypu who are exceptionally keem, anl
who have the cash to spare, may be glad of
the hind that W iz worlth while to get it.

i Tue Maqner Lisniny —No.5dd.
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THE BROWN TORRENT.

BY SIDNEY

A Thrilling Story of Adventure, in which Ferrers Lord, Ching~Lung,
Gan~Waga, the Eskimo, and other Popular Characters, play their parts.

DREW.

NEW READERS START HERE.

Rupert Thuraton buys an fdo! bearing the inscription, * [ am Sharpra the S8lumberer, and at my awakening the world shall tremble ! ™

Ferrers Lord, Ching-Lung, Goan-Wagn, Maddock, Prout, sud O'Rovoey arcive.

erash the hotel collupses,

A lank Indiwn, named Gadra Slogh, f3 employed a3 cook ; and the one-time tebel, Latput Iia), i3 the shiliari
he sepa its eves open, bot they golekly shnt,

Duke Payton arrives and jolns the expedition to the cactus country.
it. They find n blue-eyed native wiho has heen Ellled by o python, and bary him.
Sowme rebeliing natives fire on them.

left in comp.
accidentally releases Haostl, the pythoo.

“¥oea, I comes,” said the Eskimo, also wink-
ing in the gloom. “Mind vo' not slip on the
Blop, old dears. Iie, how oo !™

Mr. Barry ('Hooney sploshed safely to the
bank, where Prout put out o strong boand nmd
helped him to firm ground,

* Whisht ! M've got him by the neck,”
whispered Barry, “He's gpob the ould roobster
bhid away, d'ye see? He'a promised to bring
ut round to the back of the tent ten minutes
from now. Ol get into a bit of diry goods,
Lay out for the blubberboiter, and whin he
comes pounce and lcot him. You'll be there,
Gan? he azked alouwd. "Den't be afraid of
theze two  rulliang, Bedad, son, av they
attimpt fo molest ye, Ol st about thim
wid my two fsts!™

Everything seemed Jovely, provided the
Ewzimo fulfilied lis promise and tarned up
fich the poeds at the appointed place. They
tare turning away hopefully when a voieo
came from the water-hole.

“Barry, old dears!”

“Hallp, mavourneen!” said Barry, pausing.

“1 pot think I comes; 1 too tiredocss. 1
think I pives y¥o' yo° halfe now,” said the
Eskimo. “Where the Hght?”

Prout gwitched it on. Their eyes turned
flasay as from some hidden pocket (Gan-Waga
produced the carcase of the fowl. He (ug
his sharp, white teeth into it. A few quick
hites and tups removed a wing and o leg and
cleared the breast of mest., Gan-Waga
pilched the rest ashore.

“That yo' shares, Darry, old dears.” sald
the Esklmo sweetly. *“{ood-nights!”

As Prout pleked up the eorcase and hmrled
it back at him, a red Jight burst over Sharpra
and swiftly steeped the sky in crimeon hight.
Ferrera Lord and the shikari were riding
towwards the camp at full gallop.

The Wavs of the Torrent.

MAN-who spends the best years of hisg
life wnder hurning sons and tropieal
ruinz on the frontiers of civilisation is
apt 1o become careless sooner or Luter

about his perzonal appearanee. This was not
the ecaze with Duke Pavton, of the Indian
Woorls and Foresta Department. He was
nlways dapper, There was never the sngpes.
tion of a griz-t-le on hiz chin, though he could
have growit o Deprd three laches long in a
monkk. .

Fuyion made a point of shaving once a day,
g if he found the slightest suggestion of
roughness on hiz chin or upper lip he wonld
ghave twice. Mis halr and hiz clothes were
slways neatly broshed, and he paid greal
attention to his hends. When at his bungalow,
with no oae near him but his native servants,
i'ayton frequently dressed for dinner,

it war ope of those oceasions on which T'ay-
ton  (dosided that self-respect demanded a
gécond shave. FPayton had hung up a litile
mitrrad Im the dormer of the tent. He was
stroppig o razor when, by an onlucky slip,
he slashed the strop almost in halves. He
made o pungent remark, and Payton seldom
gied strong lnnzunze.

-

{Now read on.)

Ruperk Thursten, who was jolting down the
events of the day In a notebook, turned to
discover the cauze of Payten's wrath.

“NMy only E-l:-l'ﬂ'ﬁ["' said Payton. * At least,
the only strop thalt will put an edge on the
thing.”

“Why don't you use a =afety-razor 7 asked
Thurston.

‘“Hecanse all the sufeties I've tricd were
beastly things,” said Payion. “‘They woere
mora like wsing a plane on your face than an
honest razeor. Terkaps I'm  old-fashioned.
Anvhow, I'm a clumsy uss to do a thing like
that I+ .

“There's a brond-new =trop in my bag
thore,® said Rupert, and went on writing,

Payton opened the bag. He uttered angther
exclamution—nol on ungry one Lhis f1me, but
one of aurprise.

“What's the idea in carting this thing
about with you? he asked.

He had the image of Sharpra the Slumberer
in his hand,

“Well, that's curiouz!™ said Thurston, I
ilon't remember putting it in there., T was
laoking In my bag about half an hour ngo,
and I didn't notice it, though it's pretty bulky.
Is the old bhounder stifl asleep?" He nsked
the gquestion jokingly.

“Wo: he's very much awako," answeped
Duke Pavton—=at least—— Here, look at
the ugly brute!®

It waz extraordinary. However they viewed
the plece of hideonsly-carved marble, tho eves
had the appearance of heing open.  There was
no trick nbout it, mo mechanish. Rupert
proddded the eves with his penell.  The marble
was solid throughout.

Thurston asked an old guestion :

“Did you ever see the woman in the moon,
Paytoni™

Payton nodded. )

“It may he that,” he said., *T1 understand
what you mean. It took a very patient friend
af mine an hour to point cut the ludy to me,
and now every time I look at the moon 1 se¢
her plaindy, You mean that the eves seem 0
be open if you look ab them in a ecrtain way,
and I bappened to look at it in that particu.
lar way when I took it out of the bag. T told
you the eyes were open, and the suggestion
p—L

He lLid the face of Sharpra the 3lumhberer
with his hand as Ching-Lung entered the tent.

“ive your verdiet, Ching."” sald Thurston.
“Payion has just dog out SBharpra. Is the
ol horror asleep or awake §2

Payton removed hiz hand, and Prinee Ching-
Lung bent forward and peered at the image.

“Phat's o It of a caution,” he sxid. =1
didn't know you were g scalptor, Ruperh.
You've becn using a chizel on t51£_! thing,
haven't you? You've heen faking up his eyes™

“ Honour brisht, I haven't touched it, old
man! I don't know bhow §b gob into my hag.
i3 it one of your jape:? Did vou fake it and
puk it in there¥”

“Not on this earth!” =zaid Ching-Lung. %I
haven't scen the okl image since the night
of the earthquake. Tt doesn’t appear to have
been Lampered wilh, either: but Be’s awnke
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The idol's eyes are seen to open, and with a tersific

While watching the Wlol

They are out hunting a' tiger, and Ching*Lung mapages to ahoot
Moddock, Gan-Wage, Barry O'LKoone
The matives are beaten, rod the Party proce
Barry, Maddock, and Prout go to get Gan=-Waga's fowl.

¥, and the cook are
B in peace to I}nm.{u'a village, Barry

right enough., The thing i3 a bLit uncanny.
Wa con't very well aeccuse the chiel, tor he
doesn't go in for jokes. What's the inscrip-
tion again, Payton¥™

Payton quoted it from memeory as he
seprched the l}ap{ for Lhe strop.

“Something like this: *“When Sharpra
flames the forests =hall awaken and walk and
drink blood. River and lake and mountain
shall not stay them in the day that Sharpra
arouseth himscll {rom his slumbers and shakes
from hiz shoulders the sleep of ten thonzand
moons. I om Sharpra the Slumberer, and al
my awakening the whole earth shall tremble.”
I belleve thers's =ome more, but for the
moment I've forgotten it. 1'H read it to you
presently if you wish it.”

“ ik, et ont, you old horror ! said Thuors-
ton, pitching the image Into the corner of the
tent. % It has hypnotised vs.®

“If I were old Sharpra, and you chucked
me azbout like that, I'd wait up lor you one
dark night,” enid Ching-Lung. “Yeu'll puk
the wind wp the old chap, Rupect. Why,
you've done it!" he added, with a laugh, as
he raised the flap of the tent. “He's sending
up some frevorks. He's getting ratty.”

The sky was aglow with smouldering hignt.

At that moment Ferrera Lord and ihe
shikarzi rode in. Z ;

“ Have 11:'+:mn seen anything worth sceing,

chief i asked the prince,
B many camp fires,” answerced the
millionaire. “There's a considerable lorce of
men. gub there, We nearly rode Into o band
of them, some advance guard, [ suppose. They
wera camped without a fire, and had posted
sentries. They followed us for o mile or two,
but our ponies wera faster than theirs.”

“They had ponies, theni” ;

I was just saying s0. Larput Raj, old
wolf, go thou o the village and tell Dundu,
the chief, that Azada would speak with D,
Amd let Nacha put his sentries out farther.
After that keep wateh with owl's eyes” .

The shikarl saluted, and cantered away in
the direction of the village. Duil and distant
mutterings and’ whimperings eame gver the
plain [rom the burning peak of Sharpra.

Dandu arrived withont delay. 8ix young
Paliran  warriers, carrying lighted torches
fratened to the handles of their spears, accom.
panied him, They &thrust fhe hiades of the
gpears into the ground, and in the light cust
Ly the torches Dandun saluted Ferrers Lord
with the sign of the snake.

i Papndo,? sald the millionpire, ¥1 bave
ridden vonder with my shikarl, and have secn
many camp-fires, The village I3 not a grod
place, True, wo conhl defend it for a time,
hut we have not many stores, and it is a
foolish Fox that lets itself be trapped. My
conngel §s thut you take your women folk and
children and what goods you ¢an across the
ravine. And waste no time™

“That is my counzel also. Rut Zapra, the
priost, svs it iz evil counsel, Azada,™ soil
the chief.

“Then let Zapra and the fools who follow
his pdvice remain hehind ! shid Ferrera Lord.
¢ Do khis thing, ned do ik speedily?

Hal an hour later the evacnatlon of the
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When ihe adawm came Lic
warriors were driving the last of the callle
towardas the raviee, ZFapra, the priest, atill
b o few Infthinl adheremts, and the occa-
sional fixh of a spearbead in the grey light
showed that the watelh-towers were matmed.,

Tarry O'Nooney had muade a fire all to him-
«eff to dry the garments that had got o wet
when he was looking for Lhe bailed fowl. e
i nob speak, for his thoughts were too deep
for wordz when Gan-Waza, the EzRimo, came
warhdlimg adong,

= ¥o' pobt sulkiness, hunk, old dears?™ in-
quired the Ezkimo, with a wide and happ¥

villige Twegamn,

smile. Yo' notz ratty. Darry?® )
“Away wid yel!® zaipl Barry, ¥ Lave me in
paee. €4 don't want to sthart the day by

killin' an Xskimo ¥

“ It dreadfelness funmy,” said Gan-Waga,
“ Waow, why yo' gotted the humps, Barry? I
promises yo! haliz of the old rooster, and 1
Bives yo' halfs, hunk ? Yo' only get wildnezs,
I my most mystericusness, What the mattors,
ol dears§™

“ Phwat d'ye mane, phwal’s the matther,
ol dlear, yo haythin image ™ growled Me.
O Rooney., “DFye think O counld touch Lhe
mieerable birrd afther you'd sthuck your
teeth in ut? B'ye think Oi wanted ui afther
ut had been soakin' in that dirthy ould Frog-
pond, ye oily sem of a Greenlund whale?
Away wid ye! Heat ut! Puzshoft! Absgoatu-
Iate! Mizzle, O say !?

A Denrs, dears! Yo' nomost roedefols man !
satd Gan-Waga, “Ho, ho, ho! It was =
hutterfuls fowl, Darry: Ie so tenderness he
melt away in yo' mouths. ¥o' likes to Kiss me
alores 1 go, hunk v

As the Eskimo saw Mr. 'Rooney gazing
round for semething hard to throw at him, be
departed in haste to find out what Gadra
Ringh had for breakfast,

‘The bony coak did not welcome Gan-Waga
with much enthusingm, The Eskimo was sup-
poged to help in the culinary department, buk
Linn-Waga seemed to have forgotten all about
it. He gave & shudder as Gan helped himsell
tn raw cggs, and began to crunch them mp,
shells amnd all,

* % Deara, dears! Yo' gotted “em oo, ook T
=ajd the Eskimo., ©1 nevers met such a lob of
mizerablenesses. Yo' all gotted the (R!ips this
Inveliful moming. T go to my ar old
Chingy. My Chingy always keeps on amiling.™

There was a showt. Earput Raj came
galloping over the grass as fast as the sturdy
pony could carry him. The pony Whas steam-
ing @3 he sprang from i,

< They enme, sahih!™ he eried.  “Thera i3
a big stir yonder, and the gleam of many
spearal™

+ How many, old wolf 70

Larput Ba] shook his head.
gnod at computine mmnbers.

“1 know not, great sahib, but they are
many,” he answered. ¥ With the strong eyves
you carry they may be seen.®

By “strong eyes ™ the shikarl meant the
kinoculars.

Ferrers Lord spoke to Payton. [t seemed o
waste of thme and eneregy Lo have earried the
preeks a0 far, only to have fo carey them back
again; and Prout ond the bearers had met
with no liltle diffkeully in crossing the ravine,
The hearers wore sLill with them,

P et things nioviee at onec,® said
Pavlen. » You'll keep me covered if there's
amy ilateger,

= Yes, T attend (o that® =ail
baonb, ™ You onght to mcet the ehiel and get
kelp from him in taking the stouff up, Ol
will, brine Lhouw the rille Lhe Vieerny gEnve
thee, and follow, Lob tan-YWaen 2o with the
bearerz, Ching,™ ;
_ Taking his feld-glasses and his little gold-
ppertin Bl come, ¥errora [ord wont townrds the
vidlage with  Bupeert Tharston, fhe =hikari
sirisking after thenr, rilfe on zhoolder. Fhe
pate wus closed,  Larput Boj Enocked at it
with thee Lokt of Bit eifle.  As there waa no
imimedlinte response the shikari hecame angry.

crone of  potesellers, open!”  he  cried.
= Musl Lhe groeat sahibh awnik yolir pleas=ure at
fher dlnor of yoor dupeghidl?  Open, yon browh
adders! Tx it not T, Larput Taj, who knock ?
T2 gt not the geeat sabibh who awaitz¥b

At lenallh the bars wers loweradl and the
henvy gate creaked open. A hoy of about
fonrieen staod there. Tle salaamed and drow
bark., Ferrers Lond made a sign te the
shikuari, aml wend wp the bwlder of the wateh-
tower, with Thutston behind bhim.  They lud
“warcely  reached  the platform hefore the
Lidder Degan Lo ¢reak amd groam under a
heavier weight, than their own  [b was fapra,
the priest. e hwd washed off some of the
paint, bat he looked as wugly a2 ever. He
winde the ge:ture that iz presamed o guard
:muilmt the evil-ove, and that in itzelf was an
neelt,

He wnz not

=
Ferrers y
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The millionadre ignored Lim. He raised his
Bimoewlars and locked out across the plain.
Above sharpra waa o pall of smeke. Thors-
ton also put wp bis licld-glasses.  Somethin
that resembled o plittering snake waa erawi-
ing over Lhe green plain—something more
deadly and dangerouz than. any snake that
ever erawled, Tt was & column of armed men,
the sonbight Aaszhing on their spears, They
werg a bang . way off, bhut mueh pearer the
village objects were in motion.  They were
pomies, and they were not ridectess,

“ A rail in foree, chief,® said Rupert Thura-
ton. *“The beggars miost he Ove or zix hup-
dred sbrome,® ,

* Eaxily that,” =sail Ferrers Lord. * There
are scven or eight hundred spears out there,
Zapra, look, thow dog!®

IMe gave the hisocukars Go Lhe priest, omd
Zapra guite vnderstood what they were for.
e gave oue logk, Merrers Lord waa quiek
encugh to colch the glasses as they dropped
fraom hiz hand, Zapra gnve a hoarae yell, amd
went blundering down the ladder. He had
already packed wp his most-Lreasured goods
and buried the lesz valuphle, Ha ruzhed into
hia hot, and came out carrying a bondle on
his head, The next moment, hia corpulent
body quivering lke a jelly, Zapra, the priest,
was making o hee-line for the ravine,

“He trips along with all the ease and grace
of a pimbla elephant!® Jaughed Thurston.
* And there are others!®

Howls and Tamentations anponneed thab the
desertion of Zapra had become kpown, As
the big rat bad ahandoned the foundering
ship, the lesser rats quickly followed.

Again Ferrers Lord put up the hinocufara,

Far off across the gréen divide appeared a
stcond glittering line, and hehind that a
third, The millonnire replaced the glaszea in
It‘_rrl'u:ir case, and tapped the cane against his

eli]

“We zeb out wilh the intenlion ol crossing
the divide, Rupert,® he said; and Thurston
noticed a fow wrinkles inm bia forchead that
were seldom there, “I deteat intentions: they
g0 often come wrdone. A determination is
worth a thouzand intentions. Teo attempt Lo
fulfil & dJdetermination in thizs condition of
thingsz seems like asking for an extermination,
There are between bwo and three thousand of
those fellows on the move already. Faor this
part of the earth that 13 guife a reapectable
rafd ; almost an invasion. And there may he
ten or twenty 1honsamd mare hebind them.

“And that swggesta n fast trek for the
aafety of our akinz, ehiel,” said Thurston.
i We can't hold ap such & crowd.”

Ferrers Lord did not anawer at onee.  His
Trown vanlzhea, and be amiled.

“ g you think I am stohhorn, Ropert 3

1 don't Enow whether I'd call son that,
chief,” sajd Tharston. ¥ #emelimes, to my
knowledge, you bave dome what, to me,
seemed the most pig-headed thinge in the
world at the outset, 1 willlngly admit that
the result proved that T was wirong. Now |
have a question for your, chief. Is it stil} your
intention Lo crosa the divide to Sharpra?™

The tent had beew sbrock, and already the
bearers were on the move.

“No,” sabd Ferrers Lord quielly; it is no
lowiger my intention to go to Sharpra, but my

flxed determination, ®

B pasition to hold, The ravipe ran
] almast east and west, and the guzhing
stream helow entered the lagoon,

Payton, Ching-Lung, Ferrers Lord, Larput
Raj, and Prout explored the hottom of the
ravine castwards as for as Lthe lngoon. There
it merged Imto marzhea and  recd-grown
swamps that formed a formidable ohatacle to
any sidvance by o lorce unprovided with
canoes or honts. To cavalry of any kind it
was practieally Impassable.

The exploring party tammed and followed the
conrse of the ravine westward., It was not
enzy work, for they could only make progress
fn places by acrambling over boulders or
wading along the rocky bed of the siréam.
At the croszing Dandu joined them. e
galaamed to Ferrera Lord, who zfood knee-
ieep in the swilt current.

“The foe are drawing near the village,
Azmla,” he eaid, *and s0on we shall see the
amoke of ik, There ia little fo burn save the

The Closed Gale,

Y iliree o'clock the ravine had heen
crogsed =afely. It was a powerful

ihatebez, Zapra I8 with ue, enrsing and
lamenting. MPr young men aré Angry, and
ask me to alay him, for he iz a mischief-maker,

“and at hiz words the hearfs of my people turn
Foall with fear  Jhal T slay him, fzgda? T=
it thy wilit®
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“xay, Let the snacling bl onz live, ™ satd
Ferrera Lord, # Tell him from me that unless
he keeps a silent, tongne silence must he
Fashed inte him with o slonk whip, And now,
chief, where 12 the nearcsst point thut the
SHEINY GAR Cross Y
- ®It iz ealled the Dridge of Grief, Azada. It
ia aceursed, and for the chree put uiwn it Ly
Zopra, the priest, the Pabran: are bididen to
avoid H. heee §s pood pasturage beyond,
and thia Eapra had claimed, and always he
had the fattest cattte, (e year the winter
faing came spon and znddenly, and mon were
 sent ont to drive in the priest's catthe. And

great clouds eame, and wind and dariouess,
And lo! ps the eatlle were heing driven over
the bridge a mighty flame of fire burst from
the sky, and many cattle were georched and
slain by it and finpg into the ravine, And
Lapra zaid it wosz the deing 6f Morf, tha wild-
boar godd, for the hoar hates the .tna!kc people,
and will devour their young. Wherefore did
Zapra curse the brulge, amd call it the Eridpge
of tirief, for the eattle he lost were very fal.”

#Transt the priestz every time for owning
the fatte:f cattle,” zaid Duke Payton. © This
muat be a natoral bridye, sie® _

“We'll go anmd look at it, Paylon,” said
Ferrera Lord ; andg Jed the way upstream.

An abrupt turn of the ravine brought the
briddge into view. As Pavton had guessed, it
was a natural hridge, . Winter floads and the
everlazsting rush of the water had boared an
arch through the solid rock and smosthed
the sides till théy shome like glase. If was
cinty leet high rom the hed of the stream Lo
the crewn of the arch, A stiff ¢fimb brought

them 1o the top of the bridge. It was the
shape of a wide-npen the grasws-grown
approaches heing broad nu& vEry p.

% Thiz very picturesque hridgs will have Lo
go,? sajd Ferrers Lotd, stamping the water
ottt of hia hoota, “J hate Lo have to destroy
such n. charming example of Nature's wark,
but we shall have to destroy it. Hore i3 some
P work for you, Pront. We can't spare the men
to hold it; so it muoat he demolished.  Set
about i without delay,”

Prout saluted, and made for the camp along
the sonithernm hank of the ravine, and fomnd
Mr. 0'Rooney and Mr. Maddock,

“ Comne along, by Boney ! sald Prout. © Fou
don't weem to have nothing to do hut sit
ahout smokXing yourseéives bloe in the face
and wearing out the seats of vour trousers,
We've got to do in a bridge, so fimd the rock-
drill anid some hlasting-carbridges.”

W Phwat d've mane, do in a bridge?™ asked
Darry O Rooney. * Where's the hridge at al?,
at atlt? Av ut's the bridge of your nose,
sonny, you're talkin® about, kaindly shove tha
monsthrosity wihdlin the reach of my fst or
ould Ben's fist, and we'll do ut in whaile yon
wait, and make mo charrge. Phwat d'ss
mone, hridge, in this hole 1 d

“It'3 a bridge we've got 1o hlow ap Lo keep
thoze brown-skinned heggar: o, explained
Pront. *{ome and work I7

Muadidock and O'Rooney wont amd worked,
and hot and tiring work they found it.

Ferrers Lond was lowered by a rope, amd ha
made a chalk-mark on Lthe rock at the exact
spat where it hal to he drilled in order to
give the charge itz greateat explosive {oree.
A cradle was rigﬁﬂl, and Front took the firss
aprll, Az they had only band-irillz, it was
ansthing but a holiday.

Maddock velieved him, to he followed hy
' Rooney, and then Ching-Tuang fook & tarm.
When all waa rendy Fererers Lond went down
agatn with the el of eleetrle wire, )

d Flant away,” he cried at Fast=—"amd hahl
slowly I+
“Tie Ionger T live the more T learn, whicle
I presome o he the ecxpericnee of st

eople,” said Timke Payton to Rupert Thitres-
on. " Your chiel ceems to e very well
equipped for o were lambingdrip.  He hasn't
forgotten mueh,”

“ He «loesn't forget much, old ohap,”® onid
Thurzton, with a langh, “ He iz Lhe most gpd-
fu! person to cowme ont with., He saves one
all the froulle of thinking for onesglf and
mnking preparations, He says he i3 deter-
mined to go to Sharpra :

Pavton rubhed hiz pink, clran-shaven chin.

“We may all go there—as prisoners,* ha
anie], “if it's their custom Lo take prigoners.
We don't know., Mr, Ferrers Lomd da o very
remarkable man, and I take off my hat 10 Libm
with deep respect.®

The charge was not exploded then, Dande
had hrought wp several pomics, The mallsor-
aire replenished hiz almost empty cligoretic-
case from Ching-Lung's full ohe. Then he

tnok nsut his pocket-book and pencii and drew
A plan.
(T{: he coertinard)
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T is very difficult to fecl any sort ol kKind.
. mess for o Hun, Day by day the horrible
tele of their atrocities grows, until
gownetimes dne fecls that oot all the
yesrs to come con ever wash out the stams
of that vile people, who seem scarcely human,
Chivalry they never had. Even ordinary fair
play 13} conspieunusly lacking in them. Bt
one might make some excuse for the want of
these qualities, . There can be no excuse-made
for deeds hlacker and wickeder than the very
savages wonll commit, Uermany and the
Germands are 'ag "offence to civilisation and
the world | ; . g
8 it is hard to feel any kindness evén lor
a man with a German name,

Yet mot all men with German names mist
be counted as Hunis, In the United HStates
thore are tens of t-hm:a.andah of them ;i'.'hu urle-.
good Americans. They are the sohs and griand-
sobs  and "great-grandsons of men who left
Qermany in disgust to seek another Father.
{and. Even among those who were bofn iR
Germ thete must be a righteons femnant,
ﬂfﬁuﬂulf'{i.‘“_ may be hard to discover jt. It i3
the harder bécause 5o many (fermans ate born

jeq, .ready "to practlse years of deceit In
zﬂhh‘ dirt® trude, to pose as good neighbours
and friends titl the time comes to drop the
mask. France " and HBelgium have learned
that«esson ofly too well, And if we have not
Wirned it we must be hopeless idiots. Some
w'ru-nﬁ'mnr be dene here and there to indi-
vidlials In” such matters as intéernment and
bapishment; but the weong done is small
beside Lhe danger:to he feared, beside the
horrlhle crimes of &erminy. When the
groater part of a nation runs nad the few
who remain sane are sure Lo suffer.

Lut there are decent men—good men and
loygl—of (lerman birth; and Herr Otte Guns
fs among them, )

Kot a word can fairly be said :tﬁxmai: the

ur of Herr Gang, though many have been
pald by fellows who bave mo scruples about
fairnéss—by Skinner und such as Skinner,

Herr Wdns looks like w German; he talks
witha Oerman accent ; he still eherishes love
for-his- pative country. |
not Prusszin, - No one could hate Prussia amd
‘thé Eaiser more than Obto Gans bates them,
He comes fromn Saxeny; and Saxony ought
not-to be the friend and ally of Prossia,
thbugh "through the foundation of the Ger-
man Emplre she ‘hps become 86, Just as
Hunghary has to rememnber many Wrongs i
thes past done her by Austria, so Saxony has
peflered at the hands of Prussia., Many
Baxons have forgollen. Herr Gans does not

£ t.

ﬁe haz never preétended that England is
more to him than Saxony. The German
master at Greyfrisrs i3 an honest man., Bulb
England has been his home for many years,
nm:? he has come to care for her. Certainly
bhe weuld not betray her, whatever tempts-
tlon were offered him. We have seen proof
of that lutely in two stories in which the Herr
played a big part. There zeemed cpuse for
susplclon against him then. 3kinner, who has
always hated him, was quite sure that he was
a 3py, and plotted for his dowhfall, and ex-
ulted in the thought of being the instrument
of it. Other fellows, with more opén minds
ond. mare charity, and more eommonEense
than Bkienér, wovered for a little; but only
for a little.

The man who was thus suzpected was so far
from being guoilty that he Lreated wilh ubler
pcorn the vile offers mude -to him by Lhe
pecundrel Bloomfeld, who Had been engaged
to fill the place of Mr. Sharp, the music-
masgter, Mr, Sharp had been called up for
military service; and if it had not been for
Herr Gans the spy who bad moanaged to
wriggle inte his place would have been able
to carry on his foul trude under o cloak of
apparent complete respectability. Who could
ruspect the Greyfriars music-miaster of being
a sceret agent of the enemy ?

Hermann Blumenfelt, whoe ealled himself
Rloomfeld, struek a snag in Otte Oons, how-
cver, Mot for hribe or for entreaty or for
threat would Herr (Gans play the Cerman
pame., Bunter, in hiding, heard the tnlk
hetween them, and even lir the obtuse mind
of Bunter it~ was clear that the Herr was no
confederate of Bleomfield’s. He stood up to
the rageal Hke a troe man, and wrecked bis
schemes, though mot without - danger and
injury. to himzelf. The parts played by

M.

Kut that country is]

CBRinner and Bunber in Lhe storics referred to

are of fio consequenee here,  Herr Ganz playsal
the part of a true man ahd a brave man. - All

that be did might not have beep juwdictons, |

but it was all clewn and honest., When he Jns
ill in the school sanatoriam, after Bluom-
field’s nurderons assault wpon him, there werse
many anxionz hearts in Grevirinrs, It gl
be inposzible to love o Gerinal—even & Saxsd
—Dbut *the Gamider ® bad earned respect aml
admiration, and . there wonbd  have  beco
gorrow if he had gone under,

Bkinper's halred of Herr Ganz: began, very
early in that gentlemaf s association with The
gchools [t was ot Redelylle Station that fhe
juniors first” saw  the German  nmaster—*
broad-shooldered, fair-haired man of middle
age, with a poair of large spectacles, hehiund
which his light biue eyes winked and hlinked.”
skinner burmped into him, and apologised in
& manner whicll was more offensive than the
pretended geeident. Then, in the train, he
und Vermon-Smith made unpleasant remark:
about the German, taking-it for granted Ehat
he could not understand English, and not
earing if he did. When he came along (o
Greyfriars they expectad to be reported. They
were not, It turned owt that the victim of
thefr rudeneas was the new German mnster,
and ke only lectpred them. They tried it on
again in clasz—or, rather, the Bounder did,
and he sufferad for it. Then they played a
trick upor Herr. Gans, amd that led to
gquarrgl between them, and Skinner, nafutaily,
pot the worst of it., The Dounder was sure
that the Herr was a spy, and Skinner plarved

gpon those susplelonz, and had revenge Ly

getting Vernon-H2mith_ into a nasty row, Lot
when things were cleared up Ilerr Gams and
the Rounder were nguite upon good terms,
after an ample apology on the juniocs part,
whereas the whole affair rankled wikh Skinner,
nnd.ﬂ.&lt him feeling bitter against the derman
master,

It was nol Bkinner, however, bt the bolder
Bolsover, who showed up.most prominentdy in
the charge made ngaint Herr Guns of stealing
Manly e Hity-pound banknote, Skinner egged
Bolzsover on, and other fellows were hehind
him. - There did seem.groundz for zuzpicion,
Bauly had had to Lake off his jacket Tor a
flogging im the Gander's stady, and- he
belisved 4he note to bave heen in it; and Herr
Gans -whs keown to be badiy - in need of
ofEe,. mEh the, reason for that was nob
otie «which seflected any. disgrace upon him.
Alsg, the Garider had.been véry bad-lempered
with the Hemove, .giving punishment right
and left : and thai counted, But the note had
néver been stolen at all : and when the matter
was “thrashed out -the kindness of Lhe Head
enabléd .Herr Gans. o do. what he had heen
lopging {0 do—gend  hii -uncke, who waz very
i, away for n change that might pull him
round, All'zs well that ends well !

There are some few other stories Lo which
reference might be made here. Buob they
would not add much to what has already been
sald, for most of them have turned. upon
temperary . unpopularity sulfered by  the
Gander because of his German Lirkhi: and the
clowd has always passed,
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Laving open dote: --H, Wakiling, 3, Clifton
Gernve, ditabnin, Rond, Dalston, K. 5

Inxg oF Cotnt QL -—16—-Iiome and away—-
o omile radins.—A, Pairhurn, 21F, Peabody
Fints, Wik Sirect, Kingaway, Wi, 2,

1gra Taoxpox B (L,0.-=3 mile radings-Loine
armd gwar. R, 0, Garland, 127, Goodrich Rond,
Eazt Dulwich, 5.E.22. .,

ARCHER (L0, — 15—ground at Hampstend, -
Y. E. H:‘-‘_i_}l-:ins- H), Elington Bnildings, Archer
Blrect, W, 1.

roygE Boan C.0L—18—5 mile radine, <4, W,
Eager, 57, Flongh Hoad, 3%, 11.

I, Hobinson, 5§, Chester Mangionz, Lomoml
ey, BE & lowe and away,

Correspondence,

Mirz Isohel Lee, 17, Lewishien High Roapd,
New {U'rozs, 8. E. 14, with girl readers abroad.

8, -Hughe:, 80, Vietoria Streel, North Mel-
Dourne, Vietoria, Australia, with boy readerz
tnkerested in sbamp-collecting.

Miss Adfbsa Hay, Blackwood BEooul, Poroskb
Avenpe, Bunbury, Woest Awnstraliaz, with Irish
or Scéoleh pirl readers, 16:17.

Folly Burne, 7, I'ouglas Strect, West Perth,
Wesh Awstralin, with readera in any part of
the worlid,

Tom C. Cooper, Coomdie Sirect, Wolloa-
gong. N.2.W., Australia, with readers whe
have hack mumbers ineluding = After Lighis
ut ® and ®The Boy Without a Name.”™

Miss: Jean Holmes, Uwrrum’ Powns,
Yrankston, . Vieworin, Auslralia, with
readers, 16-15.

Maleplm 4. Cook, Glenfell, Goorambei, Vie-
toria, Ausiralia, with boy readers, 1514,

. Misz Itma Lee, 17, Lewishum High Lol
A 14, with girl renders any where,

Gidean Smit, 117, Sie Eewry Hoad, Cuape
Town, willk hovs all over the worlil interesied
in sbampas.

A. E. dordon, /1, Hopkins Screef, Bonlder
Civy, Western Aualralia, with bhavs, with the
chivet of ia:ging an-miernational amalenr
firtion mugazine for hoye,

W. Jones, 55, Haszzard Stroet, ackaey Road,
Tor eorrespondence cluh,

H. 4, Iweepan, o/ “Sonth Const Times ™
ifice; Urown Street, Woolongnig, New H2outh
Wales, Australia, with renders anywhere.

J. Gilllgan, 50, Ewvelefgh Street, Redfern,
Bydney, NoBW., Awstralia, with readers in
South Afvica, China, and clzewhere, whoe are
interasted in stamps,

I, Miller, 7. Burgess Toond, Crownficld, E. 15,
for corrcapordence cinb,

F, Frampton, 21, Princes” Street, Enwool,
Invercargill, New Healand, with readers any-
where who are intercsted In stamp-collecting.

Back Numbers Wanted by —

Miss Peggy Durban, 3, Conduit Road, Hong
Rong—" Giem " pnd MAGNET, 1-250; full price
HEwereld,

E. J. TPaviar, Dominion Copper Products
Co. P00, Box 7810, Lachine, Quebes, Cannda
—*Figgins” Fig Pudding.” " Bob  Cherry's
Barring tunl.," *A Hero of Walea,” " Aftere
Lighta 0Out,” "“Bunter the Baxer,” " The
King's: Turdon,” " Wingate's Folly,” " Win-
gate's Chum--hali price offered.

C. H. Ruseeil, 11, Myrtle Hoad, Hounslow,
Midi{ezex--Hack numbers of the companioh
papers proviows to 90T

M. Flocking. 5A, Dering Sireet,
Street, W.=-"DBoys" Friend ™
Ko, 64, nbd =crivs.

Leslie T, Jounez, 26, Roseberry Road, Elme-
side, Exeter. Devon—MAGHETE amd ™ Gems ™
before July, 1914--Tull price offered.

Bert Marbin, Euailway Hobel, Carstairs
Village, Lanarkshire, Scotland—* Gems,” 334-
7, dol-2=2d, offered for clean copies.

K. Radford, 2, Esher Grove, Mapperly Park,
Nottinghnm=—""Gema," 467, 483, 477, 480 nalso
numbrs hefore 413

C. B. 8Kinner. ¥, Wenham Road, Worthing,
Bugsex—Last five vols “* Gem ™ and MiGKers;:
aleo last fHifty numbers of the “Penny
Popular.”

W. D. Hughes, High Street, Dunmow, Bisex
“achoo]l and Bport “—1s. offered.
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