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'TOM REDWING—
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THE FIRST CHAP
Wharlon’s Watning !

ARRY WHARTON, the caplain
of the Remove,' locked into
Skinner's study in the .Remove
pRSAARE.

It was Baturday aftermoon—a fresh,
bright afiernoon in spring, when nearly
every Grevfriaes fellow who could get
out was out of doora. o

But Whartors cuite etpected to find
Skinner indoors, and be waa right.

Skinner was seated in Vernon-Smith's
comfortable armchair, with his feet on
the table and o cigarette between his
thin lipa. _ .

He was evidently taking it egsy that
aftetnoomn, in hiz wsual slacking way.

Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Grey-
friars, wae not there. His relations with
skinner were rather stramed at present.

Skinner glanced up thropgh =« little
cloud of smoke, but Uid not:move from
his sprawling position, and did not re-
move the cigarette. He smiled as he
i;uhed ‘the frown that came on Wharton's

rOW.

* Looking for Smithy?” he yawned.
“He's not here. I believe he's leading
the strenuocus life somewhere. .

“] eame heore to speak to you, Bkin-
ner,” answered Wharkon,

“ 8o kind of you! Come in.”

Wharton came m. .

“Therc's some_ smokes in the box on
the table.” said Skinner, ,with a emile.

" They can sta thete,” answered Harry
drily. *If you i&d the sensa of & rabbit,
Skinner, you would chuck up that eilly
foolers and come out of doorz.”

“fa that what youw cime to say?

*“Well no.” o

“You're simply chucking in the scrmon
from force of gahit—-—ia that it?" madired
Skinner blandly.

Whartorr combressed his lips for a
BT [ {8 ) \
“HRedwing's conving here thia after-

nion,” he said abruptly. ;

Fkinmer removed hia cigaretde with a
stuned finger and thumb, and adopted
a thoughtful gepression, as if brying to
recall the name.

“ Rerhwing " he repeated.

“Yes." 2

“Pve heard that name somewhere,

HMarry Wharton gave him a sharp and
impatient look. Bkinner knew who Tom
Redwing was ae well as Wharton did.

Bt it smited Skinnet to appear to have
forgotton so - commonplace a person as
Fom Rﬂd\?m%}:hﬂ sarforman’s son  of

TEawkechiff. t waz Harold Skinner's
variety of swank.

“Dron't be an ass, Skinner!” said
Hlarry. * Ilo’s coming here, to Grey-
frinra, thig afternoon, and you kmow it

“0Oh! ¥Your mean that low ecad of a
lapgshorentan  at Howhseliff ' said
4kinner. T thought I'd lieard the
name. "

“1 mean Tom Redwing, Vernem-
Smith’s friend, ‘and mine!” eaid Harry,
with a gleam in his eyes. “And if you
eall him names again, Skinmer, 'l have
yan out of that chair and ram your
smrakes down your neck!”

Skinner lauzhed, and blew out a little
cloud of smale,

“I’'m sure I don't want to mention the
persorn,”™ ke remarked. “I'm nfot accus-
tomed to bother my head sbout my
social inferiors. Bo he's commg herel™

“You know porfectly well that he is
coting here, to see Mr, @uelch abeui
entering for the Memorial Schofirship.”

“ Like his cheek "'

“That’s why I've come to speak to
you, Bkinner——"

“ Botter speak to him, I should think.

e may make a mistake, othcrwixe,
. Bettor give him the tip to go to the
kitchen door,” euggested Skinner.

Wharton did not. heed that remarl.
He had not come there to lay hands
on Skinner, and he wanted to avoid
domig so f be could, ]

“The other day,” said Harry quictly,
“wou went over to Hawksshiff to inault
that chap, Skinner! ‘ou'vo alwars
spoken of lam in x caddish way., Its
pecurred to me thae you might think
of doing something wapleasant while he's
hera this afterncon.”

Skinner smiled. It was not a pleasant
smile, and Wharton could see that his
urmise was verf near the facts,

“That's what | want to say,” resumed
Wharton. “Tom Redwing has as much
right to enter for the Memeorial Scholar-
ship as atﬁha{lg elsp—as yourself; for
instance. More, in fact, as he needs it
more than you de. Ie's got busmess
here at Greyfriare, and he's gpot friends

here, and he’s going to be treated
civilly.™

Bkinner yawnoed,

“Mind, [ mean that,” said Harry, “If

any chap 1s uneivil to Redwing, he
get “hondled. There's sueh o thim
politenass, even if you don't hike & ¢
If you can't be civil to Redwing, heep

out of his way.'" N
- P'm not likely to wasfe much eivility
on a mender noets wnd & canlker of
boata !’ snesred Skirmer.
. “Well, you couldn’t reemxd a met or
caitlit a boat,” said Wharton, “ BPaon™t
a silly ass, man. Fm hot asking

von to be eivil to Redwing. 1 von ean’t
get ug any good manmers for the ocea-
sion, keep out of ks way.”

“F may happen to come In contmet
with him ™

W
s
ap

fectly ervil, or else you will mriainl;.r
pen to be knocked off sour foet,”
Wharton.

“S8a you're asefting up 23 tho Sailor’s
Friend and Longshoreman’™s Guardian?”
sneered Bkirmeor,

“Mover .mind that! Redwing i3 a
sengitive chap, and his feelings ave not
gaing t¢ be hurt. - Pedr it in mind,”™

?“ﬁats =

“PDoes that mean, Skinner, thal you
infend to insnlt the chap when he i
lere?'"

“¥Mre dear man, T haven't thouzht
-about him. He's hardly worth my con-
sideration.”

EP.

anic]

planiing already to play some caddish

“Tr that case. von'll happen to be per-

e e o o o e o e i o e e < e

S r

“That’z not true,” said Harry directly, |
“1 sunapect very stronghy you've been |

e -

triclt on hind, because you.re pic&aed to

laok down on him as g seaman’s son”

Skinner yawned again.

*“Halle, hallo, hallo!”  Bob Cherry
joimed Wherton in  the doorway.
“You're r jolly long time having a word
or two with Bkinner 1

“The word or two is  lengthiully
terrific,” remmarked Hurree Jamset Ram
Ringh, hiz dusky face gllmmering into
the studsy.’ “'1";13 ezteemed Johnny s
ready to start, ghd s snorting with terrific
impatience. ™

“T'm ooming;" said Harry, luﬂg'hi:lg‘
“Yoo'll keep tn mind what 'va said,
won't you, Skinher?

“Zarty, bot I've gquite forgotten it
already,” said Bkinner urbanely.

“Whas?"?

“Tact fa, 1 was thinking about some.
thin' elee, and wasn't listenin’ to you very
carefully,” zaid Skinner. *Sing it over
arrain to me, will you, and I'tll try to
give yiu some attention. You'll etecuse
me for remarkin’ thet you arve a bit of
a bore, won't you, Wharton?"

Bob  Cherry chuckled slightly, and
Wharton frowned. Frank Nugént came
along the passage with Johnny Bull

“Z2taying, here all the afternoon®” ha
ingeired. "1 dide’t know Skinner's
nmnfmlj was =0 fascimatine.””

“Lend me 2 hand,” said Harry.

“What's on?"”’

“#Bkinner's got a acheme for insulting
Tom Redwinz when he comes here,
and he won't promise not to. He wants
a bit of a lesson.™

Skinner jumped up from the armehair.

He was alarmed.

“Look here, clear out of my stude!™
he said angrily, “I—— Let 7o my
collar, Cherry, you rofter! Leggo!®
howled Skinner,

But fGve pairsa of hands were fastenad
apon Harold Bkinner, and five grinnin
faces looked at him as he was swept o
his feat.

Bump !

“¥oooop!” roared Skinmer, ax he
smote the hearthrug—not very hard, but
hard enouch to make him'howl, *“ ¥Yah!

|22
:

You rotters! Legzo
“Willk you let Redwing alone, Bkin-

ner’”
“YTaw! FVes! Yow!?
“ Good enough!”

Shinper waz releazed, and he aab on
the reg and panted, giving the Famous
Five of the BEemove a deadly glare.

“You'ra jolly ready fo handle & fellow
whan wou're five to one!” he sneered.

Bob Cherry turned back from the door,

“Bkinner, ol seout, if vow're hungry
for o tereific eombat, here’s yonr man1”
he said, with a grin. “ You fellows see

fair play.”

Y Hear, hear! Goot, 3kinner!?”

Skinner wonld as soon have fared n
ecavare Hin as Hob Cherry. He ataved
ont the hearthrug.

“ 1M help vou up, old mdn,”' said Baly,
takine Bkinner by one car,

“Yarooh!” howled Skinner, stagger-
ing up furionsly.

“MNow off with your jacket, old seont!™

(43 I_‘]? o] L "

“You prefer to fight with your jackel



Every Monday.

on? ansked Bob gravely, while his chums
chuckled. ~ _

It was only too clear that Bkinner did
not prefer to fight at all.

“ﬁ:ak here, * i

““Better have it off,” =1id Bob
sericusly. “I'll help you off with it.
Here vou are!”

“Let my jacket alone!™ yelled 3kin-
ner, as Bob Cherry fairly dragged it off
him., " You rotter, lemme alone!”

“Buk ain't you going to fight me!” ox-

3 b, in surprise.

"Hﬂ. F"-""’-f i]ﬁ-lﬂti!"

“Which of us do you want to ﬁﬁhﬁ,
thent"” asked Bob, persisting that Skin-
ner wanted to fight egmebody, which was
not the case at all,

"o and eat coke!”

“Give him & chance, Johnny!"”

Johnny Bull grinned, and advancad to-
wards Bkinnor, who dodged round the
table.

“Get out!"” he yelled 1
“Ha, ha, ha!”

" Parhaps. it is my esteemed self with
whom the honourable 8kinner desires the
scrapfulness 7 suggested Hurree Bingh.

“(Get out, hang youl™

The Famdus Five, laughing, crowded
ot of the study, leaving Skinner looking
like & Prussian Hun. He sat down,
scowling savagely, and lighted another
cigarette,

@ had some food for thought now.
The cad of the Remove had fully in-
tended to mako matters as unpleasant
as possible for Tom Rédwing of Haw-
cif when he came to Greyfriars that
afternoon. But Skinner realised that
some change of plan was necessary now.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

A Catspaw Wanted !
HN OTHING deing "
did so.

Snoop and Stott of the Re-
move made that remark simul-
tancously, grinning as they

The two slackers were lounging in the
window-seat at the end of the pussage
when Skinner joined them.

Skinner gave them a rather surly look.

“What do you mean?” he snapped.

“You know what I mean,” answered

Sidney James Snoop. “1t's not good

enough, Skinner!"”

“Nob nearly good enough!" declared.

Stott.

“1 don’t know what you'ra driving
at!™ exclaimed Skinner impatiently.

“ h, comg off! ¥You were going fo
rag Redwing, and now you want us to

do-it. We heard those fellows in your
study " grinned Snoop.
T} I El.lt'——'”

"“No room for buiting! We're not
E:ing to say 2 word to Redwing when
comes. If you want to rag him, rag
away, and we'll give you a cheer—from a

safe distance! We're not taling o
hand."

“Na jolly fear!™

Akinner at his two

ooked mornsal
agsociates. They were not %r:gh‘i youths,
but they were guite sharp enough to
spot Skinner's liktle game. Deciding

iat it was too risky to defy the Famous
Five, Slkinner hod thought of passing
on the task to Snoop and Stott, and those
two youths most emphatically were not
taking any!

They grinned at the expression on
Bkinner's face.

“Better look somewhere sles for a cats-
paw, old top!” said Stott, “The faoct is,
we've been fed up with your "precicus
rags! They land a fellow into a scrape.
Look at the way Smithy made us wplk
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ou¢ bikes home the next day. Better
give the thing a rest, Skinner!”

“That cad's coming here this after-
noon, as bold as brasa!” seid Skinner
savagely. * A low, longshore cad, shoving
bimself in here as if he has a right to
do it! He's got the cheek to .enter for
tha schol, too—and I'm after that schal [

“You wouldn't get it in donkeye'

ages!"” said Stott. It meansg a lot of

swotting.” )
“I'm going to try. Anyway, Redwing
cughtn’t to be allowed to enter. I put

it to you follows—ought a low cad like
that to come to Greyfriars, in the Re-
movei”

“No fear!l”

*When he comes along this afternoon
he ought ko be met, and made to feel
what Greyfriare fellows think of him!”
urged Bkinner. “He ia zensitive; I've
noticed that; and feeling himself
despised and unwelcome might make
him sheer off—"

“And leave you a better chance for
the scholl” grinned Snoop.

“MNever mind that! You es that
the cad wants puttin’ into his place?”

“¥es; and we'll watelh you do it—from
this window !"

“HE-, hE‘, hE‘t"

“I sa¥, yvou fellows——"

Billy Bunter rolled along from the
staircase, and joined the three slackers
in the window.

« Hkinner was about to snap out “ Buzz
off I when he checked himself, and said,
instead, * Halle, Bunter, old chap!”

“I say, vou fellows, the postman haen't
brought me a Iettm,’; said Dunter, blink-

ing sorrowiully through hizs big
apectacles. “Isn't it too bad? I was
exp&ﬂmg a postal-order——"

‘The one wou were expecting last

term?” asked Snoop sympathetically.

“Or the one you were expecting the
term beofore?” inguired Stott.

“Or the one you were expecting when
you were a fag in the Second Form!"
continued Bnoop.

*(Oh, really, vou fellows——"

Skinner closed one eye at his chuma.

“ 3o the post's in,” he remaetked. “ My
letter must have come, I suppose one of
you fellows could change a fiver for me "

Billy Bunter jumped.

A fiver, Skinner?” he emclaimed.

“Yes. Could you change it?"

“I—I've only got a ha'penny——’

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ But—but I'll pet it changed for you,
Skinner,” said Bunter. “I'll go down
to Uncle Clegg's, if you like. I've gof fo

et a few things for tea, and—and 1 eould
ghem & it at the same time.”

* That's really kind of you, Bunter!™

“I'd do more than that for a chap I
really like,” paid Bunter affectionately.

" But it's & lot of trouble,” snid Skin-
ner gravely; while Snoop and Stott
strove to suppresi their merriment.

They knew very well that Skinner was
not going to receive a fiver, or anything
like tt, that afterncon.

“Mo trouble at all,” said Bunter. Tl
just order my few things, you see, and
poy for them out of the fiver, and—and
scttle up with vou when T come back.”

*Ves, that's all right.”

Eilly Bunter's eves fairly beamed be-
hind his glasses. e loved Bkinner like
a brother at that moment. Thia sweet
trustfulness was quite a new develop-
mont in Skinner's character. He had
been heard to exclaim, on other ocea-
sions, that he would not have trusted
Bunter with a brass farthing. It did not
occur to Billy Bunter's fat mind that he
had not yet seen the fiver.

“By the way, you know Redwing's
coming this afterncon, Bunter?” re-
marked Bkinner casually.

“Yes: rotten!” said Bunter. “He's

¥

home from Hawkscliff the other day; and
wo had a dickens of a frouble getting

an awfully low fellow ! Cad, too! Mean!

3

Suaspicious! He refused to cash a postal-
order for me when he was here before!”
“It'a really an insult to Groyiriars that
rufianly longshoreman coming here, put-
ting on airs of equality!” said Bkinner.

“ Ihsgraceful 1 agreed Bunter.

Buntér would have agreed with any-
thing that Bkinner might have said that
afterncon. He waa thinking of the fiver.

“If I weren't going over to keep an
af}}:mmt.ment. with Pﬂnmnhi', at  High-
cliffe, I'd -certainly put my fobt down!"
said Skinner. * Ec::rnehoddy ought to apesk
?1“ p{'lain, and tell the cad he's not wanted

erel”

“{Certainly !" assented Bunter.

“A leading epirit of the Remove—a
really representative chap—ought to take
the thing in hand,” remarked gnmm A
fellow like Dunter, for instance ™

Dunter gave & podgy grin ‘of satis-
faction., He rather liked to be considered
8 leading epirit of the Remove,

" Well, IEimdn't thought of that,” said
Skinner, with great frankmess, * But,
now You &

Three-halfpence.

of it, Snoopey, it really
i5 u};:&t-o unter to put tha thing plain
to that low outsider. Bunter could meet
him at the gates, or cutside, in his—his
stately mannor—"

“His imposing manner!” said Bnoop.

“Yes, that Grand Duke way Bunter
has with him sometimes,” said Skinner,
without moving a musele. * Looking at
him scornfully. And when Bunter locks
scornful it does make o fellow feel
small o

“I1t dees, rather!™

“I've seen fellows faivly shrivel up
under it!” said Stott.

“Looking %t him scornfully, Bunter
could tell him that he's not wanted here
—that Greylriars is contaminated by such
low chaps coming to the place; and
that oll the Remove think he's a sneak-
ing, gready hound to come hers hunting
after one of the school scholarshi -

“ But they dor't!™ romarked Buntér.

“Well, they ought!™ said S8kinner. “It
comes to the same thing!”

“Yes—yes, of course,”  nssentad
Bunter, thinking of she fver again.
‘“'?.:ite right! The fellow's a greedy
cad! Ch, yes! Rather!”

‘: Well, look here, Bunter, do it!" zaid
Skinner. “You're the one fellow at
Greyfrisre that could make the cad feel
really small. Tell hio what you thiuk
of him, and a littls over!”

“He, ha, hel” :

“Even if he didi't clear off, it would
ranke him sit up,” enid Skinner; "“and,
really, it would only be kind. He's got
mistaken notions—he doesn’t understand
that he's looked on as & low cutsider here.
It would be only kind to enlighten him,
Go it, Bunter!”

“Go at!" snid Snoop and Btott.

Bunter hesitated.

“I'Hl go.down and zee aboit my regis-
tered letter now,” remarked Skinner.
“Bhall I sca you when I come back from
Highelifie, Bunter? That ia, if you're
still willing to change my fiver for me.”

“ Certainly. Oh, yes!”

“ Right you are, then,

. . Come on, you
chaps—DPon will be expecting me! You'll
wait outside for Redwing, Bunter, and
put it to him straight?”

**¥Yes, rathor!"

“ Good man ! ’ ;

Bkinner & Co. went downstairs, leaving

‘the Owl of the Remove looking a littlo_

thoughtful. However, the task sot him
wpa not exactly distasteful, The fat
junior wds & good deal of a snoby, in his
podgy way, and he was not unwilling to
put Tom Redwnqg in his place, a3
dkinner ressed 1 R

With Bkinner's fivér befors his mind's
eye, Billy Bunter rolled nway to the
gates, and waited there for the aailor-
man's son, B

Tee Macxil Lisgasy.—Neo. 53l
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Vemon-Smith strelled down to tha
& little later, ‘and glanced round.

e wonld not have bheen garprived to sea
Skinner & Co. there, :
_ ‘But there ‘was no sign of them, and
he took no note of the Owl of the Re-
move. He walked away aqﬂn, and Bun-
ter breathed more freely. The Bounder's
friendship for. Tom Redwing was well
F;lg;n. and Buntai:r E:Eguld not have ven-
ured to carry ou inner’s programme
with Smi hand.

He. rolled out of the gatewny, and
watched the road through his  big
spectacles, and grinned i fat grin when
ke spotted a sturdy, sunburnt lad coming
up the road.

m—

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter Does His Duty !

03 REDWING pauzed at the gates
- of the schoel. ;
The eailormian’s son was neatly
and guietly dressed, but not, of

cou like a Greyfriara fellow
Ho had evidently 'walked from Hawks-
cliff, o distanck of ten miles ‘or s, and
he was somewhat dusty, though he did

not Look tired. .

Billy Bunter blinked at him as he came

up.

“Hold on, Redwing!” he called out.

Tom Redwing looked at him.

“ Hallo Bunter!” he answered.

William George Bunter gave him o
lnftf look, raising hia head as high as he
could raise it t-p%n-nl-:_ down on Redwing.
But it was a httle difficult to laok down
o a fellow several inmches taller than
himeelf. : ]

“So yon've come hore!”™ said Bunter.
“Yes, as you ses,”’

“Calling on Mr. Quelch, our Form-
master,- I understand ¥’

“1 don’t know whether you understand
or not, Bunter, but that is the case," said
Tom Redwing guietly,

“Don’t you think 1t's like your cheek?"

ail Hﬂ,!’

“Well, T do 1™

“Tro you?” . :

Tom's tone was very guiet, his look

sedate. He did not seem angry. &
matter of fact, Bill Bunter, swelling with
loity importance, locked o absurd that

it was not casy to be :m%t'}' with him.
“"Irnpertinence " said Bunter., "That's

the word,. I'm spesking to you as &

fricnd, Redwing. I'm shocked at you!"

“ How have I shocked you, Bunter?™

“In the firat E}.ﬂﬂﬂ don't call me Bun-
ter. I don't like this—this Bocialism,”
enid the Owl of the Bemove. “ To vou,
and fellows of your station, I am er
Bunter.”

Ok gjaculrted Tom. ]

“OF course, I should nlwava be kind
to you, and your sort,” said Bunter. "1
balieve in being kind to the lower classes,
But I don't believe in treating them ou &
footing of equality. That's nonsense.”

Tom: Redwing's quietneéss encoiraged
Bunter to keep on. It seemed quite safe
to explain his peculiar views at great
len to the sailorman’s son.

‘1 hope I shall- never be on an equal
footing with you, Bunter,” said Red-
wing.

Bunter did not guite knew what to
make of that, :

“You're coming here after a Greyiriara.
scholarship,"” resumed Bunter. **Now,
as a8 matter of fact, I'm going in for
that schol.”

“ﬂh!ﬂ ]

"1 think it's jolly wean and jolly
cheeky for a rank outsider like you to
come shoving in!” said Bunter warmly,
*“What do you mean by it? The schol's
founded by a man connected with Grey-

friars, in memaory of Greyiriars men who

-

- Hawlkscliff,

have fallen in the war. It buglht to have | back atill more suddenly, Ha realised that

‘bhetn confined . to Greyiriara .F
“ Buat it isnt,” said Tom.
“I¢ cught to be—dnd common decency
ought to keep a low cutsider from but-
ting - in! You ought to ses that.”

‘Tom was stlent.

"Nnhnadflr wants you hera” resumed
Bunter, blinking. more loftily than ever
-at the reddening face of the boy from
“Emithy puts on some
friendliness. He feels bound to, bscause
vou sayed his life when his boat was
wrecked, Other fellows' are shocked—
disgusted—at vour want of proper [eeling
in tﬁ,rmg to wedge in at Greyiriars!”

Sill Rediving was etlent.

His cheeks were burning, and there waa

g gleam in his eyes. But more than
anger, he felt a sense of bitterness and
A VIIE.
. Vernon-S8mith had assured him that if
ne won & scholarship at Greyfriars he
would be weleorne there. Harry Whar-
ton & Co. had shown hearty approval of
the iden.

But they were not all the fellows!
What could he expect? Bunter was a
fellow he hardly knew-—and here was
LBunter’s opinion.

To be looked upon as an outaider, o
nobody, “ butting® in * where he was not

owa ™

welcome—that, was o bitter thought to.

or Tom was
unter was =a

the senaifive lad. For
sensitive. Tha lofty
rhinoceros in comparson.

Even Bunter's ecandid opinion was
anough to wound him, and he could not
help  thinking that Bunter’s opindon
might bo representative of a good many
others.

He was reduced to silence; and Bunter
felt more and more encouraged. The
posgibility  of a punching would have
warned him off ; but so long asa Tom Red-
wing was prepared to take insults quietly
the genial Bunter was prepared-to ladle
them out. : :

“ Now, be candid,” said Bunter. "“Are
vou {it for Greyfriars? Are you the kind
of chap to come here and mix with
gentlemen? Look at it plainly.”

“Are you?" asked Tom.
© Bunter jumped.

“11" he exclaimed.

“*Yes,” apid Tom. *“How do they treat
you, Bunter?"

W%I]ium George Bunter spluttered with
wiatli,

“You—you—you cheeky cad!”™ ha
howled. "“Do von mean to put vourself
on an equality with me?”

* Certainly not,” said Tom disdainfully, |

“MNot an equality, ecertainly. If I came
down to your level, Bunter, I should not
care to show my face at Greviriars, or
anywhere else,”

“Why ou—you cheek
shouted jluﬁter. F?‘qu dm?:a you!
gad, 1've a jolly good mind to'kick

“1 shouldn't advizse you to trv,
Torn. :

Bunter did not try. There was not
much doubt which would get the kicking.
Tom Redwing moved a pace or two from
the fat junior, but it was not towards
:h?j ates of Greviriars. The crimson
kit
and tronbled, Harold Skinner had
gauged him well, and calculated well,
when he laid this little scheme.

Billy Bunter followed him up.

" You sneak that schol!” he said, with
biting contempt. *“You bag it—yon
wedge in where you'rs not wanted, you
outalder! See what you'll get! Nobody
will speak to you! Ynu'ﬁ be zent to
Coventry, if you know what that means,
You'll be logked down on by every chap
in the school. Chaps will write home to

l'll.

ruffian
ou]?’y*
¥ said

-their parents about it—I know I ehall!
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Why, you cheeky ead—"
Tom Bedwing made a- sudden move-
ment, ond Bunter broke off and jumped

H¥ou—oh, you slimy reptile I

ied out of his face, leaving it pale.

he was getting near danger-point. He
retreated hastily towards t?h.a gates.

“ The best thing you can do,” he said
loftily, *is to cut off | Keep to your own
clazs, my d fellow 1"

And witﬁ contomptuouns sniff Bunter
rolled in at the %ntea and disappeared.
Hedlat‘t Tom Redwing standing in the
road.

For some moments Redwing atood
there, and then he turned away and
walked gquickly down the lane. Billy
Bunter blinked back from the gateway,
and sﬁ'inn&d. Ho had succeeded better
than he had expected—and he had done
his ‘lofty duty—a duty, he felt, that he
owed to the school and to soclety gener-
ally. He rolled towards the quad, and
slmost ran into the Bounder, who was
commng dewn to the gates again, :

Vernon-8mith caught him by the
e Seen anything of Redwing, Bunter?

““HSeen a ing of Bedwing, Bunter?”
he asked, nj:‘-Hggahmﬂd have been here
before thia.' -

Bunter gave a fat smivk.

“T've geen him,” he answ

“Then he's comel”

“MNo. He's gone!” grinna' Bunter.

“What? What do you mean?” :

“I've put him in_ his place,” said
Bunter. “I've opened his eyes a bit, I
favey. We don't want that cad here,
Smithy ! I've sheered him off —"

Vernon-Smith's expression gtofped tho
words on Bunter’s lips;  Iis look was

terrinle,

“ You—you—" the Bounder pantcd

“I—1 say, Smithy—— Oh! AR!”
A pwing of Y-en;nn-f‘;-mtth’a Brm sent
Bunter whirling with such terrific force

that the fat jluniar spun iwo or three

Fards hel&lm y oand crashed to the
pround., Without even a glance st him
Veornon-Smith ran out at the gates,

gﬂing away ¥
?

LS

===

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Weleoms te Greyiriars |
n
R The sailorman’s son stopped
a8 he heard running footsteps
behind bim on the road, and

Vernon-Smith came up, panting. _

Redwing, with a high colour in his
checks, looked at Smithy somewhat un-
M You aga!” excluimed Vernon-Smith,

(1] 1_'_'_1 LH i

“You were

“You came here to call on Mr. Quelch.
Do you.mean to say you were going away
without keeping the appointment?* ex-

“No, Bmithy. I—I was just going
away a_bit to—to think it over,” stam-
merid Redwing. “I— You sce
make all that difference to you!™ the
Bounder exclaimed almost contemptu-
ouealy.

“There was & lot in what he sad,
Smithy. I—I was doubtful myself, but
o really talked me round, you know.
folt all along that the other fellows
wouldn't Jook at it as you did.” Tom's
voice faltered. “It's too big a thing for
looked on as & cheeky outsider, Smithy.
““ Y¥ou'd be nothing of the sort 1™

“J—1 know. Dut the fellpwa—they'd
them. Sent to Coventry, most likely, by
most of themn——" ] ,

“Come with me,” said Vernon-Bmith,

EDWING! Tom Redwing!”
locked round.
certainly,
“ No.
claimed the Bounder.
“You've let that fat fool's burbling
Redwing's colour deepened,
t was kind of you, S8mithy; but—but I
me., I couldn't stand being — haing
think so; and I'd have to live among
taking his arm
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“But—but—"- :

“You can't disappoint Mr. Quelch,
anyway, when he's set aside his time this
gfternocn to see you,"

47 know, I didn’t mean to do that. I
~] wanted to think it over quietly.”

“¥Fou think too much, old chap.
You're touchy.” ]

1 touchy*"” exclaimmed Tom Reslwmg.

“Yag |V growled the Bounder. “Don't
T keep on telling you that the fellows
won't and don't care a twopenny ra
whether you're the son of a forecastls
hand or & Lord High Admiral? What
port of silly fools do you think wa are at
Greylriars? Are you going to judge the
echool by Bunter and Bkinner? Don't be
g gilly ass! Come with me!

Redwing  otifl  hesitated; bubt the
Bounder, with n grip on his arm, deew
him away towards the school again.

“Leave it to me,’”" he said. *'I've got
mora sense than you, Redwing. Ask Mr.
Queleh’s advice before you put in for the
schol.  You don't think he'll give you
bad edvice, do you?"

“T'm surs not! Buat—"

S ¥ou're as full of buts ns a blessed
goat! Give up butting, and come
along !

Tugm Redwing had little choice about
coming along@, unless he made & fight of
it. 'Iﬁe Bounder marched him in at the
ated.

" Billy Bunter was still sitting on the
grc-und, broathless, and wondering what
h

¥F

ind of an earthquake had happened to

im. Vernon-Bmith paused to give him
a kick in passing, and Bunter howled
dismally. :

Hé squirmed out of the 'n'uf_m a8 great
hirey, aa Smithy drew back his boot for
another kick, _

“Don't, Bmithy !I"™ nttered Redwing.

“T feel as if I’d_ soiled my bootl"
grawled Vernon-3mith.

“] say, old chop——""

“Dh, come on!"

They crossed the guadrangle.

“Huollo, hallo, halla!” Bob Cherry
came racing up. ‘' Here wo are again,
Redwing L You're late !

“Glad to gee you!" chimed in Harry
YWharton, shaking hands with Redwing.

“The gladfuluess is terrific, my warthg
and ridiculous friend ! purred the Nabo
of Bhanipur.

Redwing amiled.

This was a very different greeting from
Bunter's. Skinnor and Snoop hovered on
the School Iouse steps, and they sneered.
But Redwing did not look at them as he
was marched mto the House in the midat
of the Co.

Lord Muouleverer was in the hall, and
he ¢ame up in his amiable way as he
spotted Bedwing. . )

“*(zlad to sce you again, dear boy,"” said
his lordship amicably, “¥You ought to

ave given wa n look in before, begad!
How well vou're lookin' |

*Caulkin' boats ia a healthy cecupa-
tion!"” chimed in Bkinner.

“Yaas, I dare sy it i8,” said his lord-
ship, not gven noticing that Skinner was
aneering.  “ITow do you caulk a boat,
Bedwing? Just stick in the corks, I sup-
pose—what 7" :

“Ha, ha, ha I’* roared Bob Cherry,

“Don't you caulk with corks?™ asked
Lord Mauleverar inuocently,

fNot  exactly,”  sai

laughing.

“EMJ: miatake,” said Mauleverer.
“You don't learn everythin® at a public
school, begad! You're goin' in for the
Memorial Schol, Redwing—what?
w!ahm;pnu luck, dear boy, Go in an’
win |

“ Thank you!" said Tom.

“I'd go in for it myself if it wasn't such
& fng,” said his lordship, “But I'll tell
you what I'll do, kid, T'll help you 1

There was a rear of laughter at that

Hedwing,
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kind offer. Lord Manleverer was s
amiable vouth, with innumerabls goed
gualities, but 515 proficiency in any line
of study was not remarkable.
wers bright fags in the Third who could
construe Mauly's hond off.

“Fancy Mauly as a comch!™ sobbed
Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha 1”7 .

“Hallo, is that the sailorman?®” Tt
waa Cecil Reginald Temple of the Fourth.
He came up smiling. _

Vernon-3mith looked grim for a
moment. But it was clear at once that
tha lofty Cecil Reginald was qute
friendly. s

He shook hands with the flushed Red-
wing.

“Jolly glad to see vou again, ﬂf:ur
boy ! said Cecil Reginald. *I was goin’
to give you a look-in at Hawkscliff, only
it's such u jolly long wany off. Bag that
schol, my son! I'm standin' out to give
you & chance.” i

“Oh, don't do that!"” exclaimed Red-
Wing.

:: :‘Tdhhe.sidus, T'm over the age lmit,”

# Otherwise, I should mop it up,” eaid
Temple. “We're all so jolly hard up now
that it would he worth baggin'”

“Hallo, here's the salf-water wmer
chant [ exclaimed 8quiff of the Remove,
rushing up to grest Redwing. " How do
you do, my hearty! Belay there—what?
All a-tauto and tight—hey "

There was guite & crowd round Red-
wing now in the hall, and all of them
were giving him o cﬂ}'ciial greeting.

Even gover major, the bully of the
Remove, came up to shake hands with
hing, ~ Bolsover major had been licked
once by Redwing, und, strange to say, it
had made him like the sailor-lad of
Hawkschiff.  Hard hitting was the kind
of m;ig:umvaﬂt Bolzover major could under-
stand,

8kirner and 8noop looked on, sneering.
But nobody cared what Skinner and
Broop thought or did. )

“Time you got to Quelchy, kid," eaid
the Bounder, smiling. And ho led Red-
wing away from the crowd towards the
Remove-master’s study.

Tom wae very flushed, and very happy.

# Draea that look as if vou'll be sent Lo

There [

Coventry at Greyfriars, you ass?” asked
Vernon-8mith, as they stopped outside
the Form-naster’s door,

“No. T was rather an ass™ said
Tom. *“They're all very kind, I-—I
oughtn't really to have taken any notice

Buntor——"

“1 fancy that fat fool was put up to it,"
said Vernon-Bmith. “I'm gcing to find
out, too. Here yon ere!”

Ho knocked at the door.

“Como in ! called Mr, Quelch,

The Bounder opened the door,

“Redwing, sirl”

“Ah! Come in, Redwing. I was ex-
par:t!nﬁ you !” satd the Remove-master
cordially. “Thank you, Vernon-Smith !

The Remove-master shook hands with
the sailorman’s son, and motioned him to

a chair, Vernon-Smith smiled as he
clased the door and withdrew. The
eruel impression Redwing had received
was fading from hias mi::dgfmw. But the
Bounder did not mean to let the matter
reat there,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Brought to Beok !

WY —I SAY, vou fellows!” maid
Bunter dismally,
Bkinner and Sncop and Stott
bad gone out into the quad, not
at all in a happy mood. They scowled
at Bunter as he joined them, with a very
dismal expression on his face,

““You fat rotter!" snapped Skinner.
“Why didn’t you do ns yon arcanged

“1 did!"” howled Bunter.

"Redwing docsn’t look any the worse
for it]” growled Snoop.

“I gave him a jolly good jaw,” said
Bunter, “I expressed my contempt for
him—put it quite plainly. Ho elearmd
off. I think I made him thoroughly
ashamed of himself. He'd have gono
away, only that beast 3mithy—"

‘He wos going awar?” exclaimed
Skinner,

Y %Yes, he was. T'd madoe him feeol
;?er smaull, I can fell you !" said Bunter,
“Of course, the low rotter didn't dara
to argue with a gentleman. Io was
clearing off, without even daring to show
his nose in tho school, when that hrute
THE MAGNET LiBRARY.—No 531,



W chipped in. He fetched him in
—fairly dragged him in by the arm{”
“Hang him ¥ growled Skinner.
“He kicked me!” said Bunter plain-

tively.

l'“‘I,mlri-.u.’rl: he'd kicked you harder!” said
innor, with black ingratitude.
“0Oh, really, Bkinner—"

“ffllll]', & tha feill;:::t'i:: mﬂmt *ha
oW tcuﬁ a was lething Bunter
slmarliz.i.m
said Stott.

with mere impudence,™

“Impudenca I exclaimed Bunter, with

a etare. “It wasn't impudence! I ecx-
pressed my scorn for him—"
“Oh, don't be a fat idiot!”

“Look hére, Stott, you rotter-—"'
“He must mft,"]"r said Snoop, with
anod. *

Perhape the g::ma isn't up yet,
Tf he leta his foelings
ihat—what ¥
Skinner modded 5huu§ht£_ullj. "
Y say, fellows, 1 did my best,
said Bunter. “I say, Skinner, hadn't
I better changs that note for you before
yon go over to Higheliffe I ]
“Kh? I'm not going over to High-
cliffe 1" gnepped Skinner.
“Why, you told me—--"
“Did 1¥" said Skinner indiffecently.
Bunter blinked at him wrathiully.

worked on like

“Well, what about that note?" he
asked.

“What note?”

“Your fiver. Don't you wani me to

get change for yout” exclaimed Bunter
unxicusly.

“Cortainly ! If vou can get me the
change for a fiver I'll bo grateful,” said
Ekiqger* “In fact, I'll go halves with

"“Well, gimme the fver.” _

“What Gver?" asked Skinner, while
Sncop and Stott chortled, o

The truth dawned upon William
(ieorge Bunter st last. If he had not
been the densest fellow at Greviriars, as
well es the fattest, it would not have
taken quite so long to dawn.

“Why, you—you rotter I'* ho stutterved,.
“¥You were spoofing me!”

::%ﬂ hn“{:" to tackling Rodwing

ou put mo up to tackiing Redwing,
bocauen i;uu werg afraid to!" hootad

Bunter. “You—you haven't got a fiver
at all

“T ghouldn’t jolly well trusi it in vour
fat paws if I " amsented Skinner.
“] know how much of it I should sec
apgein,’ ! —

“You spoofin rottar IV’ ow
Bunter. “I've hﬂin pitched over—1've

been kicked——"

“You'll pet pitched over opain if you

hoot at me!" answered Bkinner. '"And
jolly well kicked, ool Cut off, and
don't bother ' _
- The Owl of the Remove gave him a
look that bade *fair to crack his
spectacles, Evidently that afternoow’s
work was to produce more kicks than
halfpencs for William George Bunier,

“You'ro & B@?ﬁyﬁng rotter, Skinner!”

he gasped. , that bounder Red-
wing's worth o dozen of you! He
wouldn't tell a fellow liea! I think—-""

“Pon't tronble to tell me -what you
thank,” yawned Skinner.
Fello! What do you fellows want?™
- The throo black shoep of the Remaove
locked rather alarmed as a crowd of
fellows bore down on them in the guad.
Vornon-Bmith and the Famous Five,
Squiff and Tom Brown and Delarey and
Iord Mauleverer, Peter Todd and
Ogilvy, and several more fellowe, were
in the party.

“We want yom!" said the Bounder
grimly. ; :

“ Anything on " askod Skinner, striv-
ing to speak carelessly. -

“Yes. You were warned not to insult
Tom Redwing when he camao hero thie
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“Cut off |-

]

aftornaon, _El:in.ﬁm;‘.t" said  Harry
Whurton quietly. Smithy's told ue
what's happencd. Bunter—--

" “I haven't spoken to the fellow,” said
Bkinner, biting his lips..

“Neither Bave 1, muttered Bacop.

" Haven't even sceti him,” said Stoit,

““Bunter mnsuited bim," said Wharton.
*RBunter o s fat bheast——"

*“Oh, reall f Whsrton—-

“But I don't think Bunter would have
thought of it on Lis own account. He
‘was put up to it. Smithy thinks so, and
I aprea with him,™

“%lnd to mee you agree,”
Skinner. “*You used to be
terma.”

" MNever mind that now,
Bunter up to what he digd 7
“T really don't know what Bunter m
or may not have done. I'm not at ali
interested in Bunter,”

L

yawned
on fightin'

Did you put

Did you act as you did on your own
account, Bunter " nsked Harry
Wharton.

“I__['m eorry I can't stop any longer,
Wharton—"

“What "

“I've promised Courtenay to drop in
at Highcliffe, to give him some tups on
ericket——"

“He. ha, bha " ]

Bauiff caught tho fat junior by one
ear, and ewung hium back as he moved
off. The Owl gave a Hunnish poll,

“Stay whero you are, pedgy ! said the
Australian junior.

“Oh, really, Hguif-—-- Ow!"”

Wil o fellows let me pass ' asked
Skinner getw&nn his teeth.

““Not yef. Stand where you are,

Bunter 'yw.’t-n ot to toll the truth for
onea, MNow, then, was it your idea or
Skinner's i :

Y Skinner's,” said Bunter promptly.
“I was apgainat it all along.” o
blinked cautiously round at the circle
of grim faces, " Tho—the fact 1s, you
fellows, I—I rather like that chap
Redwing., I--I admire him! He-he's
eplendid, rou know! I—I really meant
to teil him that-—."

“Youn didn't tell him exactly that,”
said the Bounder. ’

“I—I was really joking with him,"
gaid Bunter feobly, *“I—I ve got a sense

of humour, von know. I—I1 was just
pulling his leg. I—I don't despise him
really, you koow."

“You despiso Redwing!” yelled
Dqﬂt’r. “Oh, my hat "’

‘Not really, vou know, I--I don't
georny him,” eaid Bunter., *f[—]—in

fact, I'm prepared to take him up, and
--and patromise him, you know.”
“Redwing’'a not in want of your
E&_f.tmuage, vou fat idiet!” said Harry
rhartom, “But he's entitled to decent
manners, You insulted him.”
“Only a—a joke, you know,
beg his povdon, 1
Banter.
more.” 3
“And a fat cad can do no less,” re-
marked Ogilvy,
“Oh, veally, you

I—-T1

“A pentloman can do ne

know—-—"

“Your jokes are a little tod personal, -

Bunter,” said the Bounder grimly.
“You are going to pay for being eo
funny.” ]
“1—I say, you fellows, it was Bkinner's
idea !” said Bunter in dismay. *“He was

afraid to tackls Redwing himself, and

ha asked me—-"

I thought =0 1"

“Becanse. I'm o brave chap, you
know,” explained Bunter. “Bkinner's a
funk—ain't vou, Bkinner i

“It's a lie!” said Bkinner, greatly
alarmed now. “8a far as I remember,

haven't even mentioned Redwing to
Bunter.”

Bunter jumped,

“Oh, crumba! Why, rvou rotter,
didn't you tell mo you had a fiver, and

f vou like,"” added
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ask mo to get it changod at Uncle
Clagi;’a?” he hooted. “Didu't you tell
me qughﬁ to pul it plain to Redwing,
g3 & Jeading spirvit of the Remove—you
and Sncop und Biott 17 ] .

““He's making this up,” said Skinner,
biting hiz lip.  “You fellows all know
what & Prussian he ia !

"Wo know,” assented Wharton.
“Hut it's preity plain that he's telling
the truth this time, Skinner. You were
warned to let REedwing alone, and you
put Buntor up to insuwlting him in your
place. You gave the chap tho impres-
sion that we're a crowd of snobhish cads
in the Remove. You can't be allowed to
dizggrace the Remove like that, 8kinoer I

Blinner sct his teeth,

His " denial wes believed by nobody;
and, indeed, it wes rather too thin on
the facoe of it, :

“Well, you know what I think of the
cad " he said desperately. “1 think a
low hound like that ought to bo kept out
of the school. It's a disgrace if he comes
here, and my friends agree with me!”

“What is that worm doing outside
Prussin ' growled Squl. .

“¥You're welcome to your opinions,
Skinner,” said Harry Wharton gquietly,
“But when it comes to expre:sing then),
theres o Line to be drawn. Redwing’s
& sensitive chap, and his chance of get-
ting to Greyiriare on a scholarship migh
have beeu spoiled, from what Smithy
eays. You've played a du—t:;r trick, and
you'va disgraced your school! Bmithy
can suy what's to be done with you, as
Hedwing's pal.” '

** Hear, hear!” L .

“All four of the cads were in it," eaid
Vermon-Smith, ““I"hilj_;’m ing to beg
Redwing's pardon on their knees.”

“Oh M ejaculated Wharton,

“Phat will be & lesson to them. Hed-
wing's ¢coming to tea in my study befora
he goes. Take them up to the Remove
passage,”

“Tgo vou think I'll beg that cad's
poardon ! ghrieked Skinnaer,

“1 think youw will—on your knces,
too,” said the Bounder calmly,

“Well, I won't!”

" We'll gee about that."

“This way, Skinner!”
Chorry, with a grin.

“1 won't come in | "

“T'Il help you, then, old scout 1™

Skinuer & Co, decided to go in. They
had to walk or to be carried, Harold
Skinner's face was a study as he was
marched up to the Remove passage. a
humiliation before him was simply mad-
dentng.  He deserved it, but that did
not make it any the wmore palatable.

The cad ¢f the Remove would have
dodged, and run to the Form-master's
study for protection; bot that was a
worse alternative. For he knew very
well what Mr. Quelch would think of his
conduct if ha came to know the facts,
His misergble persecution of the sailor-
man's son would not pass unpunished:
and thae Form-master's eye would be on
him afterwards.

Harold Skinnor was in the hands of
tha Philistines, and he had to bear it os
best he comld. In the madet of the
Remove fellows he wns taken up the
staircase, to wait for hia ordeal when
Tom Bedwing came up.

sanl  DBob

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
All Serena!

TG‘M REDWING came ouf of the
Remove-master’s study in about
half an hour, with a very bright

fnce,
His interview with Mr. Queleh had
been an agreeable one.
Thie master of the Remove had shown
himm kindncss of which few would have
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supposed that the cold, reserved Form-|

master was capablo.
Mr. Quelch took a keen interest in his
fession; and, knowing Redwing's
ahilities, ha was very pleassd that such
a chance had come the wag of the sxilor-
man's son. He had strongly advised him
to enter for the scholarship, and assured
him that he had & good chance of success,
And his kindness did not stop there, Mr.
Queleh was o busy man; but he had
undertaken to give the boy tuition twiee
a week, and Redwing was to visit him at
Greyfriars for the purpose. Poor Tom,
who s in great awe of the stern-
featured Form-master, had been almost
overwhelmed, and he conld only stammer
ouk his thanks,

Heo felt as if he wore walking on air
when he came out inte the corridor.
Vernon-8mith was waitir};il for him, and
Le joined him at once, with a smile.

“All gserenc?” he asked.

Y Bmithy, he's a brick!” said Red-
wing,

£
“Quelehy ™ asked the Bounder, with
sl

.
“Yens. He's advised me to enter, and
my name's o be put down, .&nd'—apd
I'm to have instruction from him twica
& week until the exam, Bmithy, so—sa
that I can keep up what I've learned.
Isn't he a brick 1"

“ Yeg—rather a dey old brick: but a
brick, all tho same,’”” said the Bounder.
' Gﬁma along! You know your way
L1}

“Yeg, rather ! said Tom, laughing.

They went vup the stairs together, and
found a crowd in the Remove passage,

L]

Blkioner & Co. were in the midst of the

crowd, looking sullen and furioua,

“ Halt 1* smiled the Bounder.

Tom Redwing stopped.

" Anything on?" he askad,

“Yas, rather—an apology in state !

“ Wha-a-t?"

"Bkinner & Co. want to express thear
regret for having put Bunter up to be a
Prussian pir when sou came,” explained
Wharton.

“It' doesn't

Lurriedly.
. “"Your mistake~it docs! We can't
have Greyiriars disgreced by a handiul
of rotters who ocught not to be in the
school at :n]l}." said the captain of the
Bemove., “Bmithy's sentenced them,
and tha{:e going through 1t.  HReady,
Skinner 1"

“I'm not going to apologise to that
cutaider 1" shreked Skinner.

matter,” said Tom

“Tﬂddi&' would you mind getting your
stimnp—the one you keep for Bunter?™
“Fla, ha, ha!”

' L]

Y ETalf a tick !" said Petor Todd cheer
fully. e went mto his study for the
stump.

Y“I=I wish you wouldn't make n fuss,
vou chapa!” exclaimed Redwing. 1
don't mind what Bunter mid—% don't

really—""
“I was only joking !V wailed Bunter.
“Wasn't 1, hciwing, ald chap? You'll

bear me out, I'm sure.’
B WWell, T don’t think
joking,” seid Tom.
matter.”

ou were exactly
“But it doesn't

“I—T'm ready to make & friend of

Redwing,” ssid Bunter. I am really,
Jou know, though he's o low beast——'"

“ Shut up, vou fat idiot '™

“ Kick him, somebody ™

“Yaroooh "

" Let Bunter think I'm g low beast, if
he likes,” gaid Tom, eclouring. “I don't

A e o b

“But we do, begad!™ said Lord
Mauleverer.

“The mindfulness i3  terrific, my

esteomed Redwing '
FPetor Todd came out, stump in hand,
“Bend 'em over!” he said, in a
businegglike way. * 3kinner fivst I¥

| “Crawl away, you worma!
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“I—T say, I don't mind apologising to
the fellow 1" exclaimed ﬂnnfg.l e

*“I—1 want to!” howled Stott, in great |.

alarm.

“Do you want to, Bkinner?”

“"Ma, hang vou i

“Bend him over!™

Bkinner struggled savapely, but he was
bent over, and then Peter Todd com-
menced operations - with the etump.
There were fiendish vells from Skinner.

“Hay when ! smilad Peter.

“0Oh, orumbs! Oh! Oh! Yow!
Wooop! Leave off, you benat!” wailed
Skirper.

“You've only gob to say when 1*

“Yow-ow! I'Il apologise! Yow-

n'-::ng?!“ . ol
“You needn’t mind me,” said Peter.
“I counld kecp this up for hours. Don’t
hurry on my eocount, '

113 H-EL, hﬂ.- '!:-:I-

" Leave off 1" shricked Skinner.

el Jgdyou’ﬁa really 1 a hurry—"
tPat«ar Todd ceased operations with the
stump.

“"To your Lknees!™ -grinned Russell

Skinner & Co. dmil on their knees,
with faces that would have done crédit
to & set of Yon Tirpitzes.

“(xo it 1" grinned the Hemoviies,

“I—I—I spologisa!”  stammersd
Skinner.

“We nig:-'lugim!" howled Snoop and
Stott and Bunter.

" And vou hope Redwing will overlook
your having acted like iﬁw, sneakin
cads,” said the Bounder. * Put that in.

Skinner ground his teeth,

“We—we hope you'll look over our
having acted like low, sneaking cads,
Redwing I mumbled the unhappy four,

1% i'l'.l.I.SE'!'E.h].E c]mru-au
“That'll do,” said Bob Cherry.
You make
me feel 1"

“Rick "em out!" said Bolsover maojor.

Skinper & Co. wera kicked out. Thay
went flesing down tho staircase, in fur
and shame and bitter hatred. Tom Rad-
wing stood silent, looling very red and
upcomfortable, The Bounder drew him
into his study.

“They wanted a lesson, kid,” he said
lightly. “You'll be coming iu;n‘:, Fou
know, and Skinner's gnt to learn man-
ners before then. We're going to have
a party to ter. You don't mind 7'

“[Not at all!"* said Tom, brightening.

“ Every chap's going to bring his own
rationz, of course,” said the Bounder,

laughing. " Study spreads are at a dis-
count, till we'va finished licking the
Prussians. A chap who'a asked to tea

al‘i':a‘ia bringe his own stuff now."
A good idea!™ said Tom, laughing,
4l But L}

“Oh, that doesn’t apply to & dis-
tance, Lend me n hand with these
kippers, old son; you're a better cool
than I am.™

“I ought to be!” gaid Tom cheer-
fully.

“Yes, s
Here come the meorry guests !

All Smithy'a friends, and also good-
natured fellows who were not precisely
his friends, were standing by him kindly,
in order to impress npon Tom Redwing
that he was welcome in the Greyfriars
Eemova,

_ Bmithy bad one of the largest studies
in the paseage, but it was likely to be
taxed to its utmost capacity.

The Famous Five arrived together,
and Lord Mauleverer dropped in next
Then came Peter Todd and Tom Dutton
and. Hazaldene and Tom DBrown, and
Squiff came along with Delarey. Qgmilvy
and Russell and Wibley and icky
Desmond arrived, end by that time there
was atand raom only.

Every fellow brought his rations, and
anythiog else he had in the grub line, so.

ou ought, and vou are.

Thr=e-halfpence.

there was really a “kind of a sort " of &
study spread.

Other fellows drop in, thoungh it
was rather 8 puzzle how they managed
to get mto the etudy at all,

_And then there was an overfiow meet-
ing in the passage, fellows bringing their
own chairs and occupying the doorway
and the space outside. And as tea—
minus the ten—was going strong, & well-
known voice wae beard in the passage.
h“Irﬁ;y. vou fellows, make room for =
chap!

* Bunter!" yelled Johnny Bull

“ Let a chap get in, you fellows, really!
Redwing will be disappointed if I don't
COImIc.

“0Oh, my hat!” murmured Tom.

£t 3 hﬁ-, hat™

* Beat, you fat fraud ™

“Oh, really, Peter Todd, 1 auppose
you don’t want to keep your own study-
mate out of & spread!” exclaimed Billy
Bunter indignantly, ‘' Leok here, let me
squeezs in! Old Redwing wants to see
Ine——

“0ld Redwing!” gasped Bob Cherry.
“Of all the nerve——"

Thera was the sound of a bump in the
passage, and & loud yell followed, and
then Billy Bunter's voice was heard no
more, The spread proceeded without
the presenee of the Owl of the Remove.

Everybody was in cheerful spirits, and
Tom Redwing was very happr. When
tesn was over, Vernon-Bmith and the
Famous Five walked with him as far as
Frinrdale on his way home. They parted
on the cheeriest of torms, and m the
dusk of the eveming Tom Redwing
tramped home to Hawlgaf:liﬂ-', the happiest
fellow that could have been found within
the county of Kent,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Ponsonby Is Called In!

o HEERO ™ .
It was a few days since Tom

Redwing's visit to Greyfriars,

and under, coming ioto
his study, found Skinner there with a
scowling face. 3

Ho greeted him with a eomewhat
crnical good-humour. ]

Siinner had by no means recovered his
equanimity since the humiliation during
Bedwing's visit, :

His face, whenever Vernon-Smith saw
it in the study, alwars wore a scowl, and
ho was more I::lt.tentempamd n ever to
everybody.

Skinmer was not a forgiving youth. He
had deliberately set out to persecuts the
boy from Hawkschiff, and he had failed,
and he had been forced to go through a
bitterly humiliating apology. His feel-
ings towards Redwing weore naturally
not improved thereby.

“Cheero!" repeated the Bounder, as
Skinner scowled yet more darkly,
“"Yours tsn't n cheerful chivvy to have
about the study, Skinner.” .

“1f sou don’t like it, you can lump it,
I m&gmi" :ﬁ:’l S{{:innar suujly. i

" Come hy don't you drop playin
the goat?” exelaimed the ‘Bc-unSEr w&q
naturedly. **What's the good of p-
ing this up? What, after all, had Red:
wing ever done to you that you bated

Jum? It's not gense, Bkinner.™

“I don't hate social inferiors,” said
Skinner loftily. T dospise them.”
“Oh, don’t be funny! Why can't you

'ba decent?"

“{3o and eat coke!™

“Well, if you choose to kcep up a
grudge, that's your look-out,” grunted
tha Bounder. * But if sou'ra going to
look at a fellow like a gargorle every
time he comes into the study, 1 wis
vou'd change out. Couldn't you go and
dig with Snoop and Stott?"’

%1 dure say T could it T fiked.”

Tae Macxer LierarY.—Nao. 531,



8

Well, be & good fellow, and do itl"”

“T'll see vou hanged frst!™

With that Skinner lounged out of the
study.” The Bounder eshrugged his
shouldery impatiently. He knew Skin-
ner'sa malicious nature of old, but he was
getting fed up with this endi:ess grudge.

But he  forgot about Bkinner as he
sat down to write to Tom Redwing.

Redwing had already poaid his first visit
to Mr. Quelch for “toot™ on Wednes-
day afterncen. He was coming again
on Saturday.

In the kindnees of his heart, Mr.
Guelch was giving up fo his new pupil
a couple of hours on coch of the two
weekly half-holidays, .

_Excellent progress 23 Tom had made in
his studies, considering his disadvantoges,
he needed tuition, and that ‘' extra toot,”
as the juniors called it, was invaluable
to him 1in wview of the [lorthcoming

examination. ,

But My, %uelch, though he wishad
Redwing. wall, was strictly impartial,
Every fellow at Greyiriars who ha
entered for the exam ' was welcome fo
all the aid the Form-master counld give
him, m preparation.

Har inngr had becn segn work-
ing of late in o desultory way., Skinner
would have beem glad to carry off the
Momorial Sr:h-:rlnrsgi for many reasons
—for its value, for the kudos of winmng
it, but, above all, for the sake of defeat-
ing Tom Redwing and keeping him out
of Grexiriars. :

But hie hopes were not really high.
He hated work, and hard work was
needed. Unless Shinner was able to get
some underhand advantage, it was not
likely that lie would carry off the scholar-

ship.

The thought of Redwing beating bis
competitors and getting into Greyiriars
on_such a sound footing made Ei'.nner
quite cold with ra He debated all
kinds of planz in his cunning mind for
queering wing's chance. :

But he found tﬁﬂﬁ backing amcng his
friends. Redwing was popular with most
of the Removites, and Snoop and Etott
were not the kind to back up against
e popular fellow. They cried off, and
Skinner found that if he made any move
against the sailorman’s zon  he would
have to make it on his own, with nothing
more substantial than gﬁm:l wishes fram
Snoop and Stott.

But as he left his study on this sunny
afternoon, leaving the
hia lotter to Redwing, Skinner was thinlk.
ing hard of other slliez. Hea remembered
the old, bitter dishike Ponsonby of High-
cliffe had for Tom Redwing, and ha won-
dered wliether it would be possible to
enlist the nuts of Highelife agninst the
“outsider.” Redwing had throshed the
great Ponsonby on one occasion, and that
was a thing not to be forgotten or for-
given, )

Skinnor cama downstairg, to go round
for his bike for a visit to Higheliffe.
He, passed the Famous Five on the steps,
and acowled. Harry Wharton & Co.
smiled in return. BSkinner’s scowling face
wag growing mto-a standing joke.

“Dear old man!” said Bob Cherry,
v ﬁjhinh of us are you smiling 20 sweetly
ak!

“The aweetfulness of the esteemed
smile iz terrific, my worthy fatheaded
Skntier ' remarked Hurree Ringh.

The chums of the Remove chackled as

Skinner stamped away.
bieycle, and rode away th h Court-
e e e e
passed three Higheliffs juniors in
road near the pates.

looking rather curionsly at Skinner, * Ha
was staying in with Gaddy.”

The scowling junior. wheeled ont his
“Pori at home!” he called out, as
“Yes, I think s0," answered Derwent,
TeEE MaGyer Lisrary.—No. 531,
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“Thanks!”

Skinner rode on to the schoeol, and,
leaving hig bike at the lodge, went to the
House. He found Ponsenby and Gadsby
lounging in the hall by the fireplace,
chatt:ng abount gee-zees.

They glanced at. Skinner in none too

friqandr]r ashion.
- The Higheliffe nuts tolerated Skinner
as n sort of member of their exalted
circle, but they only tolerated him.
Bkinnor was made to realise that he was
not guite ‘one of their nobla selves.

" Lookin' for anybody?” vewned Pon-
sonby, :

“Tve dropped in to see vou, Pon.™

“Thenks awfls!"™

Skinner fluzhed a hHttle. Even to his
own friends Cecil Ponsonby could never
guite restrain hie supercilious insolence.

“I want to speak to yon,” said Skinner
abruptly.

“Go alead !

“ Better come up to the study,” .

“Oh, there's nobody listenin’  here,”
vawned Ponsonby, sinking down in the
window-seat. * Everybody’s out of doors
—place iz deserted. Sit down an' pile
i, and don’t keep us on merry tenters
haoks."

Akinner sat down in the window.

“Yonu remember that fellow Redwing
;’%lm'cring as he was called once?™ he

ard.

Ponsonby frowned.

“I remember the cad,”

“You haven't heard about him lately ™

E—mﬂmmw
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TNa: an' don't want tol”

“We don't want to hear of the dashed
ruffianly  longshoreman!™ said Gadsh
loftilv. *“What are you thinkin' of,
Skinner ™

H(0h, come offl"™ answered Skinner
“The cad’s enteréd for a scholarship at
{rrevirviars, and looks lhike hawvin' & good
chance of pullin’ it off. If he does, he
comes into the Remove, and you fellows
will sea a lot of him."

“Oh, gad ! ejaculated Ponsonby.

“You don't exactly love him, I be-
liave?” prinned Skinner.

“ Not exactly,” said Ponsonby, gritting
his teeth. “He punched me once, the
low ead, when was raggin’ Buanter.
Laid his low hands on me, y'know! I'll
male him sit up for it yet, if it's ten

Fears hence!™

“Oh, let it drop!” said Gadaby.
“ Smithy cut up -roety when yon tried
it last time, Pon. on't let Bkinner

drag you into it again.”

“What do I care for Smithy cuttin’ up
rough?™ ;anaxiped Ponsonby. *“Fe got me
un E‘l‘rh]s thumb by gettin' hold of a
gggay I'd sighed for Jerry Hawke, the
bookie; he had me there, an’ I had to
leava his pal alone.  But afterwards,
when the cad left Greyfriars, and it waa
il out, Smithy handed me back the
Enper—mnm fool ha, but he id it. He
adn't 2;13' imﬁi;ﬁr use for it, Inenr ex-
- pectin’ to see wing again, [ suppose,
and it waz a bit under s dignity to be

| aclin’ like a8 suezkin’ blackmailer., o

You cou

THE BEST 4°- LIBRARY D%~ THE “BOYS’ FRIEND™" 40 LIBRARY. (o

he gave me back my paper, and I shoved
it 1n the fire. And that,” added Pon-
sonby, ‘with a glitter in his eyes—" that
leaves me free, and if I can put o spoke
in the w for Smithy, or any of his
fréﬁndﬂ, I'd walk ten miles to do it, by
i

“T don't sea that there's anythin'
doin’,¥ seid Gadeby tlnmsi]?-. " Grev-
f.rjnrn knows zll about thia fellow Red-
wing now: there's nothin' for you to
give away.”

Y Might be other wavs, " said Skinner.
“That's what 1 came to see you about.
Pon's got lots of ideas. He beats mo

ollew. I've tried to deal with the
ound, and failed. But I'd Iike to get &
chance——="

“He's goin' in for a school scholar-
ship?” asked Ponsonby thoughtiully.
“Might bo a chance there.”

" That's some weeks ahend. He comes.
to Greyiriars twice a week now—
Weodnesdays and Baturdays—ior toot
from Quelchy.”

Ponsonbd started a little.

“Comes over from Hawkachff ("

smefd:a&n

“How does he get there? He can't
have a bike, a poor rotter like that.”

“1 fancy he walks it," s=aid Bkinner:
“He's a8 hard as nails, you know;
thinks nothing of a ten-mile walk."

“Oh, crumbs!™ etid Gaddy, with &
shudder at the bare ides.

“On Saturday?” said Tonsonby
tho ‘&ghtfullr.

"I es: twica & Welu‘]:f’

“It's *a pretty lonely route, from
Hawkecliff to Grﬂ;'fri&gl, round CHLff
Edge way,” Ponsonby remarked.

“Rotten!” said Bkinner. “I've been
ovar it. Sometimes von don’t pass o
human being for o mile.”

“What a }fm]a.-:e for Redwing to fall in
with some fellows who've got an old
grudge aqainst him ¥ smiled Ponsonby.

Hlinner’'s eves gleamed.

“By gad! That's & d tdea, Pon!
give the cad the hiding of his
That would do him good, at any

he

life |
rate.”

Ponsonby glanced
beforo he answered.
one within hearing.

“ Might be a bit worse than that,” he
murmured.  “He might have a fall,
hurt himself, and not be able to do any
awaottin® for the exam—what?"

"I say, Ponl” exclaimed Gadsby,
turning pale,

* MNothin’ to get vws into trouble, yvou
ass!”  said Ponsonby contemptucusly.
“I'm not & dashed fool, am I? A chap
might have a fall, senfin™ on o rocky
path—fellows earry ‘him lomne, full of
sympathy, an' fetch a doctor—full of re-

rets an’ apologies, an' all that—and

round eautiously
But there was no

-there he is, crocked, and when tho exam

t done any work for

comes off he hasn
it!”

“1 say, you've got & head on you,
Pon!" exelaimed Bkinner admiringly,

*What time does he get to your show
on Saturday i vawned Ponsonby,

“Four o clock—in Queleh's study,™

“That gives us hoapz of time.”

“Hold on, though. Smithy may
and meet him on the way,” said SBkinner.
“1 helieve he met him at Friardale on
Wednesday, coming here,”

“You'd better see that he deesn’t on
Saturday, Skinner.”

“Well, T could do that™  agreed
Skinner. “In faet, it woold be easy
enough, It's a go!”

Y And not g word!”

“Mot o giddy syllable !
Skinner.

And the cad of the Remove rode back
to Greyfriars in great spirits.  IHis ally
at Higheliffa had ecttled the knotty

grinned
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dificulty for hini, and Tom Redwing
wag | for a punithment more
savage than Skinner himself would hava
thought of. And Ponsonby & Co. were
taking all the risk—which was a source
of additional satisfaction to Skinner.
That evening, in his stady, 8Skirn

smiled, and was unusually  good-
humoured ; and the Bounder concluded
that his ‘study-mate was getting over
his resentment and malice. He waa far
from guessing the cause of Skinner’s
good-humour.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Caught !

é ALLOQ, hallo, halle! Smithy!”
- Bob Cherry clapped Vernon-
Smith upon the shoulder on

Suturday afternoon, with =

hearty clup  that made the Bounder

LTI
i on’t break my eollar-bone, assl”
exclaimed Smithy.

“Oh, never mind your eollar-bone ™
anawered Bob  cheerfully.  *“Are you
coming over to CLff Hovse this alter-

noon? DMarjorie asked after vou last
time. "

Bmithy. shook his head.

“ Better  come,”™  said  Wharton.

“We've poing for o ramnble on the cliffs
with Marjovie and the other girls, and
s ripping weather! What are you
doing—-taking a last farewell of footer,
or thinking of cricketi” )

"I'm going to do a bit on my bike—
to moet Redwing on lus way here,” ex-
ﬂnin&d the Bounder., * He walks from

awkechiff, "

“Oh, ves! Io comes foday to see
?uelnhy, doesn't he? 1'd forgotten.
Then you wen't come on the chlfa?

“Not this time.”

“ Right-ho!™

Harry Wharton & Co, strolled out of
the gates, and took their way to CLfE
House, where they were to call for Mar-
jorie and her friends that sunny spring
afternoon.

The Bounder would have been glad
enough to join in the excursion: but he
had another engagement, and he did
not want to miss seeing Redwing., He
did not intend to go more than o few
miles on the way,

“I say, Bmithy!” )

Billy Bunter met him in the pnssage
with a mysterions look.

“Halo, fatty!” smid the Bounder,
good-humourcdly.  “ Hasn't your postal-
order come? Awfully sorey ™ _

“Ag a matter of faet, it hasn't,” said
Bunter, blinking at him:; *“and if you
happen to have five bob about you you
don't want, Smithy—"

“I. don't happen.”

The Bounder went on to the staireaso,
but Bunter rolled after khim.

“I haven't told veu .yet!” he ex-
claimed. *Well, if vou don’t want your
bike this afternoon——"
© "My bike!” excluimed the Bounder.
“What's the matter with my bikel”

“A fellow may have wheeled it awany
gnd hidden it and he may net,” eaid
Billy Bunter mysteriously, I mav have
soen him, nm’lkl may not. I don’t say
anything. I may know whera it 12 I
may not.”

Yernon-Smith stared at him angrily.

“ Has aqmqbncl;,- been pluying tricks
with my jigger?” he demanded.

He may have, or he may not—
Yarooooh!” yetled Bunter, as Vernon:
Smith caught hold of his plump ear.
“Teggo! ah ™

“"Where's. my bike, you fat idiot™

“Yow-ow-ow!”

The Bounder released him im-
patiently. It wes evident that he would
get nothing but howls from Bunter so
long ns he held Lis ear.

r

1 self now, teo.
1the doorwaxy,
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| Over {he clifi-edge! (See Chapter 9.)

Taking no further notice of tha ant
junior, he hurried round to the bike.
shed, to ascertain whether his jigmer
was safe in its place. .

But the stand waa empty. Vernon-
Smith’s handsome and expensive jigger
had vanished. :

The Bounder locked angry. He did
not like his bike being borrowed without
his permission, "and %m wanted it him-
A fat grunt sounded in
1d he looked round at
Bunter, who had followed him,

“Wha's borrowed my bike?” he
snapped.

e, he, he'!” chortled Bunter. *“1I

faney it isn't borrowed, Smithy. Ti'a to

%‘rex‘el}t vou going to meet that fellow
edwing.”™

Vernon-Smith snapped his teeth,

“You mean that it’s hidden soma-
whore?” he growled. * That wouldn't
stop me! I could borrow one of thase
machinea, awd I should, if I couldn't
find my own! DBut you know where it
18, you fat bounder, and you're going to
tell rne! QOut with itl”

“Haven't 1 been loocking for you,
specially to tell rou?” suid Bunter re-
prozchifully. “I'd do mare than that
for a fellow -1 realls like, Smithy—
especially 4 chap whe's going to lend me
a bob till my postal-order comes 1™ ;

The Bounder stared at him angrily for
a moment, and then, laughing, tossed
a shilling at the fat junior.

Bunter canght it in a podgy paw,.

“ Now, where's the h?ke?" ﬁmanded
Vernon-Smith.

“About this beb, Smithy,” said
Bunter calmly. “Would wvou rather
‘have it back out of my postal.ovder this
evening *

‘" Bother vour postal-order!”

e EI]IEH I put # down fo the
mecount

“FEh? What acconnt?"

“YTou know, I owe you one or lwo
othelt small sums, Smithy,” said Bunter,
with dignity. 1 will add this, if you
like, nus settle the lot together. In that
case, I shall have to ask vou to wait till
next week,™

“Ha, ha, hat™

“Blessed if T sce anuything to cackle
ab, Snuthy ! It's much hetter to have

these little matters on o business
footing.”™

“0Oh, put it down to the account!”
grinvied the Bounder. **Put it down to

the aecount, by all means !

“That means you'll have to wait till
next week——"

“Or next year—or next century,” said
the Bounder. “Never mind, I'm a
gwood waiter, I can stand it.™

“In that case, perhaps you'd, like to
hand me another bob,” =aid Bunter, in a
vory business-like way. *“That would
mn{ﬂ & round gum, so—"

“I'Il hand you a thick ear if you don't
tell me where my bike is!" snkpped the
Bounder. “Bock up! Eoough jaw!”

“You'll find it.in tho tower,”
grinned Bunter. * Stuck behind some of
the masonry in the floor-room.

- Y8Bkinner, I suppesc!” smapped the
Bounder,

*Oh, really, you know, von can’s ex-
peot me to mention namer ! said Bunter,
sheking his head, *“8till, if you like to
make it another bolb——""

“h, go and cat coke !

Nermon-Bmith strode away from the
bievele-shed, and hurried through the
Cloisters to the ruined tower. He was
feeling angy, but more contempfuous and
amused 4han apgry. This petty trick was
hardly worth getting angry about, and it
showed that Skinner was at his wits' end
for a knavish trick when he descended to
a foolish prank like a fag of the Second
Form. The Bounder hurvied into the
narrow, gloomy doorway of the old ruin,
and looked round in the half-light for his
bicycle.

He caught sight of & glimmer of steck
from behind a pile of fallen masoncy
across the wide, gloomy apavtment,

He ran across towgrds it

As he did-so there was a lowd crash, es
the heavy ocaken door was dragged shub
from outside,

Bang!

Verron-Smith spun round.

A heavy, jarving sound was heard—the
crindding of a huge iron key n a rusty
ock. Vernon-Smith rvan to the door, .'u'.i
dragged at it fiercely, Ile realised that
i.wax not merely o fag's trick with Lis
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bicycle, after all,
scheme to trap bhim !

The door was fast, and there was no
answer to his fierce blows upon it. i

He heard a low chuckle, and retm&tmg
footsteps. Then there was zilence; en
the Bounder stood panting with wrath.

It looked as if ho would not meet Tom
Rﬁfﬂing on the way that aftornoon, after
a

It was a cunming

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Higheliffe Rag!
ONSONBY & CO, rode away from
Highcliffe that afterncen in &
merry crowd. re wers aix of
the merri' nuts of Highcliffe in the
ﬁrtjf. ‘Eyidently Pon did not intend 10
ve anything to chence.

Cecil Ponsonby tackled the saiior-
men’s son befors, and had found him too
hard & nut to crack,. Tom Redwing had
stood up to three of the elegant nuts of
Highcliffe, end they had been fnin to
leave him victor in the Geld. Ponsonby
was not taking © this time.

Gadsby and Monson, Vavasour and
Blades and Cheyne were with him, The
nuis had been quite at the idea of
ragging tho siilor-lad as a pleasant amure-
ment that afterncon. Only Gadaby knew
of Pon’s secret ntention—that tha
ragging was to be so severa that Tom
Redwing would be crocked for weeks to
come. Gaddy was a little uneasy about
it, but he was too acoustomed to followin
Pon's lead to raise any objection. An
Ponsonby, clegant and dandified as he
was, was at heart as thorough a young
ruffian as could be found in any slum in
the kingdom, It was & long time zince
Reoedwing had offended his lgh:f dignity ;
but Pon's revenge only slept. He hed
not forgotten.

“1 say, wo're not goin’ all the way to
Hawkscliff, you know,” said Vavasour,
as they rode away in a bunch. *Too

jc:!lpr far, you know, absolutely !

*Too much beastly fagi™ agreed
Monson.

“NWNo need,” anewered Ponsonbry.

“Wea're goin’ to catch the cad on the
way. There's 2 good place near CIiff
Edf;&—n ce where he can’t cut and
run. That's where we'rs goin' to pail the

“That's a good way from here”
grambled Cheyne.

“0Oh, don't be a slacker!”

The six bicyeles whirred on, the riders
taking various short cuts to cut off the
distance, But they were breathing herd
when Ponsonby gave the word to halt at
Iast»,htl::d they jumped down.

The machines were put in a bunch
among the big rocks by the roadside. At
this point the road ean along the cliffz in
a wide loop. A footpath ﬁ-ﬂ the road,
and joined it again some distance farther
om, cutting off a good half-mile. Walk-
ing frédm
take the footpath, and for Ponsonby’s
purposs this had the additional advantage
of being very solitary,

Leaving their machines, the High-
clifians proceeded on foot, ascending the

path. It ran among great cliffs, and was | Do

rqgﬁ:ﬂ and toilsome—to the nuts of
Highcliffe, at least—though Tom Red.
mniiwuuld have made little of it

“Here we ara!" said Ponsonby at last.

"I say, that’s a dmﬁamus place 1M
muttered Vavasour uneasily,

Where the nuts halted the footpath ran
along a cliff, with an abrupt rise on one
side and a steep fell on the other.
path, in t'iljct or a ﬁundted 331‘:‘113 or
more, was Little more than a rocky ledge
jutting from the cliff, T

Below it, tangled rocks lay in confu-
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awkscliff, anyone was aure to’

The-

gion in a long jumble down to the
beach and the sea. ,
A fall from the path was a serious

matter,

Ponsonby laughed lightly,

* Just tga place we want,” he said,
“ He cen't dodge us here !”

“T don't like the idea of fighting on a
path like that!"” objected Vavasour,

“IDo you think ha'll be able to fght mix
of us, asa®™

“He's a rough beast 1"

“0h, rot! E‘nddy and Monson, you go
along, and get among the rocks at the

er end, an’' don't zhow yourselves iill
he's passed you.™

“Right-ho 1"

“When I call out, get into the path, an’
see that he doesn't scud back.” .

(11 Yﬂ.“ hﬂt !"-I ‘

Gadsby and Monson carried out their
leader's inetroctions, The other four sat
down among the boulders and weited.

They were early on the scene. Pon-
sonby had taken care of that. They had
pame timea to wait before footsteps
sounded on the oliff-path,

They amused themselves in the interval
by smoking cigarettes, and Vavasour was
just propoming & game of nap to kill time
when footateps rang on the rnﬂky‘;fmth.

“Here ho comes!” murmured Pon,
with a grin.

Ha pecred round a big rock glong tho
path,

From the opposite end, where the path
wound round the great clif, Tom -
wing came into sight. The Hawkscliff

d was swinging along, with & cheerful
face and a tireless stride.

WNot for & moment did he suspect that
foes were on Lis path. e was thinking
of Greviriars, and wondering whether
Vernon-Smith would meet him on the
way before he arrived at the school.

“Come on!" said Pon,

The four juniors showed themselves,
blocking up the path from side to side.

Tom Redwing ‘glanced at them, and
their look was g0 hostile that he was left

in no doubt as to their intentions. He
halted.
“Fancy. meetin' vou, dear boy!"”

grinned Ponsonby.

* Iid you come here to meet me 77" said
Tom disdainfully.

M You've ﬁ;uemd it 1"

“Wall, what do you want "

“ Gaddy 1" shouted Pon.

There was a clattering in the boulders
back along the path, and Tom Redwing

lanced over hiz shoulder in surprise,

adsby and Monson cmerged into view,
barring escape the way he had come,

Rﬂdwlnf’u lip curled contemptuoucle,
_ Ho could see now that he had walked
mto an ambush, but his sunburnt face
showed no sign of fear.

There was a chortle from the nuts.

“Looks like a fair catch—wlhat?”
grinned Cherne.

Tom Redwing came on. Ponsonby &
Co. lined wp in his path, and he halted
again, with a gleam in his oyes.

TWill yonr let me pass?” he demanded.
No fear !

“Not just yet, my child," drawled Pon-
sonby. *'We baven't done with you vet.
vou remember layin' hands on me,
Redwing "

"1 remember thrashing yom, becanse
YOU Were ragging a ahnrt-m%hted fellow

(1}

who couldn’t defend himself I answered
Tom scornfully.
“Yaas, you remember, dear boy?

Well, you're goin® to have that back

again, with interest now !"' said Ponzonhy
imly, * ¥ou're goin' to have such a

ickin’, old top, that in & fow minutes

sou'll be howlin® for mercy—which you

won't get!"” _

Redwing looked steadily at the nuts.

Y am going on my way,” he said. “J

(and Cheyne backed him

you try to stop me, somebody will get
hurt. I warn you that this is a dangercus
place for fichting in.” :

“Come on!" said Ponsonby invitingly,
* We're waitin’ for you—vyearnin’ for you,
in fact, my dear man!”

Redwing strode on steadily, right st
the four nuts. His glance was steady,
and his step was firm, Dchind hin,
Gadeby and Monson were running along
the path, and he could not delay without
being taken in the rear as well as in
front. Iis hands were clenched as he
gtrode at the Highcliffians,

Ponsonby faced him coolly, but his com-

nions looked uneasy. Vavasour eidled
ack behind the othera,

Pon did not believe that Redwing
would venture upon a struggle in such s
place. For the ledge at that point was
not more than seven feet wide, and on
Pon's left the drop wos almost sheer to
the rocks far below.

_But the sailorman’s son had no inten-
tion of submitting to o brutal ragging.
It the Higheliffians barred his way he
intended to ﬁdght for it, and he came on.

**Btand aside!" he rapped ont.

FPonsonby Ia.ugheﬂi

But he yelled the next moment, as

edwing strode him down, hitting out
a8 he came on.

The Highcliffe junior staggered back,
but only for & moment.

' Bae ug!” he shouted,

He attacked Bedwing savagely.

Alone, he would have had little chance
against the Hawkschiff lad; but Blades
up—the
courageous Vavasour backing oway in
alarm.

Three pairs of hands seized upon Tom
Redwing.

“Now chuek it, vou cad!™ shouted
Ponsonby.

Redwing did nob chuck it.

He struggled fiercely in the grasp of
the Highchiffians, hitting out 'F'i'it?-l all hia
strength,

Blades rolled on the rocky path, and
ﬂmrmi_'-d oway.  But Gadsby. and

onson came running up behind, and
they grasped Redwing together.

“Down him!" panted Ponsonby.

Four pairs of hands were' on the
Hawkscliff lad now, but they wero nok
able to down him.

With Ponsonby & Co. clinging to him
lilke cats, Redwing staggered to and fro,

deagging them ‘with him, and still
fighting.
“Look out!™ ghrieked Vavasour,

white with alarm. * Pon—Caddy-—-loolk
aut!  You'll be over the edge, you
foals |

“Hold on!" shouted Blades, sitting
up dazedly. **Pon—"

""Chuck it, Redwing, you fool ! raved
Pon. “Do you want us all to go
overi”

A crashing blow on the mouth was the
only answer he received.

Hea fastened on Redwing again.

But the struggle, so perilously close to
tho verge, was too much for his coni-

radez, They 1eleased Redwing, and
backed away to the cliff, Fﬂ"ﬁﬂ%
Ponsooby was left to fackle Redwing

alone.

Ha struck savarely at the sailor-lad’s
flushed face as ho grasped him., Red-
wing, penting and almost exhaunsted by
the unequal struggle, recled on the very
cdee of the gull

Vavasour gave an hysterical shriek,

e s over !

But Radwing recovered, and lurcher
buck into safety., He came on his way.
hia eves blazing, and Pon struck agam.
and grasped hom.

“Back up, vou funks!" he shouted.
“YWe've got him now !V

“Let him alone "' panted Gadsby.
“Yon fool, stop it1”
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The two wern struggling.

“Jtop it, Pon i icked Vavasour.

“Oh, my hat! There they gol”
gaﬁad Drury. “Pon! Ponl”

¢ two were reeline on the wvery
verge, when Ponsonby's foot slipped on
the wneven voek, and he lurched to one
side—the side of danger.

His geasp was still upon Tom Red-
wing, and Tom was dmg?ed with him,

The pallor of a ternible fear swept over
Ponsonby'a face as realised his
danger. Iie clung to Hedwing like a
cat.

On the dizzy verge Redwing made a
herculean ¢ffort to keep his balanca. But
Ponsonby was over the edge, und his
wr_r:ﬁ‘h ragged, A blow, "even then,
would have freed Redwing of his cnemy ;
but it would have sont Ponsonby glone
over the eliff, and Redwing did not strike
it. He struggled to keep ﬁis fﬂﬂl-il?‘, the
mats watching in horrvor, but not daring
to a}ipmm.-h the E'dfﬂu and touch them,
lest they shounld be dragged over, too.

Redwing's boots seraped on the rock,
and he went, Btill grasping one another
{ecil Ponsonby and Tom Redwing rolled
over tho cdge, and disappeared from the
view of the horror-siricken juniors
crouching on the path!

—

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Cash Down !

i MITHY

Tap, tap!

The Bounder of Greviriars,

locked in the old tower, was

raging like a captured animal. It was
Skinner, he knew, who had locked him
in; and Skinner had gone, leaving him a
prigoner.

The barred loophole windows were too
narrow for him to force o way out. He
waa too far from the school buildings for
n ghout to be heard. He was a priscner
in the old tower until Bkinner ¢hose to
release him; and that would be too late
for him £o ride out and meet Tom Red-
wing, he Lknow,

Not that it mattered very much
whether he met Tom or not, so fur ng
the Bounder knew. But he was enreged
at being trapped and imprisoned in the
musty old tower on that sunny after-
OO,

For some time Vernon-Smith had been
raging, and vowing vengeance upon
Skinner, when tha-tapp!nfg}ﬁmﬁ at the
locked door, and he heard DBunter's vowce
without.

He hurried to the door at once.

"Is that you, Bunter?”

*"He, he, he ! wads the reply.

“Is the key outaide 7"

“Yes, He, he, ha!™

“QOpen the door, then I

‘‘He, he, ha!”
~If Vernon-Smith had been able to lay
hands upon Willlam George Bunter just
then Bunter's ““He, he, he!™ would
have changed into quite another kind
of utterance. But the old ocak door was
between, and Dunter was fiee to chortle
us much as he hked—and he did.

The Bounder repressed his wrath with
a great effort. It was necessary to sprak
Punter fanr if he was to get out.

“Bunter, old chs L

* Yes, Smithyi"

“QOpen the door, like o pgood fellow !

“I'm rather afraid of Skinner,” re-
Fhed Bunter, his squeaky voice sounding
ninﬂg through the thick door. *'8kinney
would go for me, yvou know, "

“T'll sen that he doesn’t, Bunter.”

“He, he, he !” .

“You fat votter!” cxclaimed the
%ﬂundnn “You had o hand in this!

on

Ton !;_.E::rt awe here on purpose, yon
“"He, he, he!"
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Vernon-8mith clenched his hands in
helpless wrath,

"I say, Smithy, you're bogked, 1rru
know. I'm really sorry, but I couldn’t
refuse to oblize a pal, could I
chuckled Bunter, “But I'l tell you
what, Smithy, I'm -expecling n postal-
order this evening—"

“What?” yelled the Bounder. He
was not in oa mood to listen then to
Bunter's oft-told tale of a postal-order

A postal-order-for 2 pound, Smithy."”
ﬂ“wll you lot me out, ycu—zrou fat

ng ¥

‘EI wonder whether you'd
postal-order for me, Smithy i

“Yes, ves! Open the door!”

“Only, you see, it's barely possible
that it mey not arrive this evening,"” con-
tinved the Owl of the Eemove calmly.
“Wounld you mind eashing it in advanee,
Bmithy 7 Of course, I shall hand it to
you immediately it comes--~Monday
morning, maost likely.”

“"Do you think I'm gﬂirlﬁ to give vou
a pound for turning o key, you dis-
honost young scoundrel?” ronred the
Bounder,

“Oh, really, Smithy—"

“Let me out, and I'll stand you &
bﬂb!”

“If you mean to insult me, Smithy,
I may as well vetire from the scene at
once ! eaid DBunter, with dignity, Y1
couldn’t receive a gift of money from
you, or from anybody clse, under any
cireumstances whatever,  That's got to
be thoroughly understood at the stare.”

“Oh, you—you—" .

“Bome fellows aro nob so particular ¢n
such points, I know. I happen to ba. A
loan 18 a different matter, of course. If
you thought you could ¢ash that postal-
order for me— - ;

“You won't get o guid out of me, vou
fat frog! Go and eat coke !

e i}gu’t vou want toé go and mect
Bedwing 1’ ]

“Mind rour own business ]

“Oh, very well!” said Bunter loftily.
“ After all, the fellow's a rank ocutsider,
and a ragging will do him geod "

“What's that?"” exelsimed Vernom-
Hmith, with a start,

Bunter chuckled a fat chuckle,

“The Higheliffé fellows have gone to
meet Redwing on the way here,” he
azid, through the. keyhole. ““Pon and
his friends, you know. He, he, he!"”

Vernon-B8mith gritted his teeth. He
had no doubt it was true, He wondered
he had not guessed it. 1t wos not merely
for o fag's trick that Skinner had ghut
him up in the tower.

cash my

fo¥

“How do you know, Bunteri” ha
asled quictly,
“I huppened to hear them talkin

about it—8kinner and Snoop!™ chuckl
Bunter. “1 chanced to =lop to tie my
gshoelace, and they——" :

“" Let me out, Bunter, and I'll give you
the quid !”

“Borry. Smithy, but it can’t be done.
I'm vather a particular “h“.E in money
matters, and I couldn't possibly accept a
tnoney present from you. 'm sorry; but
there it ia.”"

Vernon-Bmith breathed hard through
his nose.

“T—I'll cash yvour postal-order for you,
Bunter,” he said, between his tooth,

“MNow, that's business,"” assented
Bunter. “You'll lend me a nquid, to be
repaidd ng spon as oy postal-order
comes§"

il Y'E"ﬁ1 Yos !u .

“ And you'll make it pax? No punch-

ing a fellow as #oon as you get out!™
said Bunter suspiciously., The Owl was
evidently on his guard.

T ﬂﬁ, no 1

“Homest Injun ?” domanded Bunter,

“Iloncst Injun ™

“ Right-ho, Smithy ! I'm jolly glad to

Three-halfpence.

be able to do :;ﬂpal like you a good turn 1™
said DBunter affably.

The key grated in the lock, Vernon-
Smith dragged the door open, and the
sunlight flooded tha dusky rocm. In the
arched doorway stood Bunter, grinning.
Verncn-8mith was o fellow of his word,
but it reguired all hie self-restraint to
keep from planting his knuckles full in
the fat, grinning face.

Without a word lhe tossed o currency
note to Bunter—it was & trifle to the
millionaire’s son, Then be rushed his
bieyole out into the open air, and ran it
away towards tha gates.

Billy Bunter grinned. o felt that hn
had done & good afterncon’s work, and
his only uneasiness was that he wonkl
have to deal with Bkinner aftcrwarde,
But it was worth that risk, he considered
| to pet his celebrated postal-order cashed
at last, Bunter rolled away to the school
shop, in search cf eatables that were yet
uncentrolled.  Vernon-Bmith rode away
at top speed through the narrow 03
to Hawkscliff, He cnly hoped that he
would arrive on the scene in time to lend
Tomi Redwing & hand when he woe
tackled by the cads of Highcliffe,

3

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Saving His Enemy !
: ERNON-SMITH jumped off his
‘,ﬂ' meachins where the [cotpath over
the cliffs left the lané. He had
ciught sight of Highcliffe caps
on the cliff-path, and knew that he woe
close on the ambush, He left his bicycle
beside tho road, and ran lightly up the
rugged path to the ledge.
ive Higheliffe junlors were there,
staring with white- facea towards tha
edge of the path, and trembimi.
ever the Bounder looked upon
such & sickly, terrified crowd. .
They loo round as they heard his
heavy footsteps on the rockyl' path. Ha
glanced from face to face ap he came up,

Pﬁ‘?ﬂmglt-h 1" muttered Vavasour, licking
g
s eyes glenmed.

" Wai in i:tm }E‘Eﬁr iwing—what {*

ho sna : .

The Highcliffans looked at him, and
looked at one another, but none of them
re :

“Yon't Pon with you?"” demanded the
Bounder.

“ Nun-no " stammered Gadsby. “Pon
ie—ian't with us ™ )

“Have you met Redwing yet 1"

No answer.

“Vou set of staring owls!” exclaimed

the Bounder impatiently, " What aro
vou, looking like that for? TI've

about your little game, I've come to
take & hand—do you savvy? You'll have

two of us to tack
along—szea?”

Gadsby shivered. .

“You can begin on me, if fw like,™
said the PBounder sarcastically. *' By
gad! I think I could handle such a
white-faced crew quitc on my own!
Begin i vou like !

Vavasour gave 0 groan.

“I—I wish we'd never comel” he
whimpercd. “It was Pon's own fault!
An’—ay’ what's goin’ to happen now §"

The Bounder eyed theny more sharply,
He discerned that something had hap-
pened, and his glance wandered to the
edgo of the n!iiffnth-

*1Ias anythin® happened to Poni" he
exclaimed. )

Cheyne, without speaking, pointed to
the precipice.

“iareat Bcott!” shouted the Bonnder.
“Do you mean to say ho's fallen over ¢

“¥es!" greaned Monson.

when Redwing comrs
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“ And you're hanging about here liko!
2 sot of boiled owls!' exclaimed the
Bounder scornfully, “Cen't you see
what's become of him 1% "

“T—] can’t go near tha edge,
faltered Gadsby.  “I—I should be

& (L]
gil‘i‘a unk 1" snapped  the  Bounder,
“What on earth made Pon fall over?

He ian't uaun]lg such a clumey fool.”
“He was fightin® Bedwing,” groanocd
Menson.

Vernon-Smith jumped.

#Redwing ! Hedwing isn't——"

“Yep 1" muttered Mongon. .

For an inatant the Bounder stood still,
as if turned to stone, He understood at
last. He had arrived too late; and it
was not & ragging, but a tragedy, that
had intervened. ]

“Redwing " he almost whispered,
“Over the cdge! Tom Redwing ! | And
you—you cevards—you hounds—'

“He ran post the shivering nuts, to the
edge of the path, and threw himself thore
an his knees, to look down—a proceeding
that made Gadsby & Co.. shudder,

But the Bounder's nerve was of iron.

Firm on his knees on the tdﬁr of the
precipice he looked down, with steady
evea and steady head, .

For a hundred yords the clifi sloped
down, almest sheer, with bulging rocks
here and there, and a few hardy plants
preaking the surface. . :

The Bounder's face was white, with
fear for his chwm, not for himself ] His
eyes swept the ¢ iff-face below. .

He almost sobbed as he caught sight of
& Bgure twenty yards beneath him,

e Highelifians on the path sbove
bad not seen what became of the two who
had fallen when they disappeared over
the vérge. But the Bounder could see.

nty yards down a rock jutted out
from the mbrupt slope, and Tom Red-
wing's arm had caught it as he rolled.
He was holding on, and had got ore leg
aver the jut. And he was not alone.
Ponsonby of Higheliffe, white and insen-
sibla, was held upon the Jﬁattmg rocl,
poised- between death and life, but un-
conscious of his peril. He had fainted.

But Tom Redwing had not fainted.
His head was cool ‘and clear, though he
knew that the merest slip meant p rush
down to sudden death on the cruel rocks.
And there was no charvipe of rescue, as 1t

deemed. o

It peeded all his strength to maintain
-hia position, and to keep Ponsdnby from
slipping away to death. It was hisenemy
who had brought him into that position of
terrible peril, but Tom had not thought of
letting him go.

Hisz eyes were turned upwards, and
they met the Bounder's. A bright look’
catne over his face.

“ Bmithy ! he whispered.

He tried to shout, but he could not.
His faint tones hardly reached the
Bounder's ¢ars above.

Yernon-3mith's heart throbbed with
joy &8 he snw’ the sailorman’s son and
eaught the faint whisper. Tom had evi-
dently been in hope ot secing some of the
Higheliffians look down, but they had not

ed to approach-the verge.

“Redwing,” panted the Bounder,
“hold on—hold on !

Redwing nodded up at him.

The Bounder gritted his teeth.

“Redwing, you could climb up, got
within aoach, and I can give you a
hand [ he called. “You might do it !"

Redwing shook his head.

“Let that fellow go!" hissed the
Boundar. “You can’t save him! Tt's
only a dog's chance of saving your own
skin! He got you into this! Lot him
olicke 1M

‘Another shake of the head.
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“Aro you mad, Redwing?" crled tho
Bounder shrilly, “ You can't save him—
vou know you can't! Let him go, and
gave yourseif ! )

“Bmithy " — Vernon-8mith lad to
strain his ears to catch the faint tenes—
““old man, try fo got a rope from some-
wherc—only try! There's a chance for
us if you could get a rope !

“Yiu can't hold on while I gat a rope,
lumbered up with thot funky fool! Let
him go "

ik 1 mnlt !':'

“¥ou madman!” velled the Bounder.
“Arc you going to die with him? Let
him go—let him go!”

Tom Redwing did not answer. Baut his

rasp femamﬁg firm on the wretched

onsonby, holding the ineensible junior
Lupon  the jutting epur of vock. A
moment’s relaxation of his hold meant
death. to the wretohed Pon, But if he
held on, what did it mean to both of
them? For the sailor-lad, hardy as he
was, could feel hiz strength wamng fast.

Vernon Smith set  his teeth savagely.
But he knew that Tomr Redwing was de-
termined, and he urged him no %urt‘.imn '

“Hold on, Redwing—hold on, while I
try to get a rope!" he panted,

e drew back from tfle.preci ice, and
vanished from Tom Redwing's sight.
With o haggard face he turned back to
the shrinking group of Highcliffe juniors
cn the path crouching against the oliff,
their nerve utterly gone.

“Are they—are they alive?? stam-
mered Gadaby,
“YWhere can

: I get a rope®" hissed
Vernon-Smith, with burning eyea. “1Is
there & place near——-""

“E—Ijnu*t know—I doen't know this
pay t—"

“ Hallo, "hallo, hallo!”

It waa a clear call through the sunny
air, and never had the Bounder of Groy-
friars been so glad to hear the voice of
Boh Cherry.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
From the Shadow of Death!
11 HAT chap’s off his rocker 1™
Johnuy Bull made the re-
mﬁ!ﬂ .

1 arry Wharton & Co. and
the CLiff House girls were enjoying their
ramble along the cliffs that bright after.
wobn. They hod come out on & high
point, and were Btartdin% thera to look
at the sea and the great chalk cliffs, when
Johnny Bull spoke. He was pointing to
a great cliff in the distance, wpon the
glimmering face of whick a dark figure
appeared.

- dy hat!" exclaimed Miss Clara. 1
should say he was off his rocker | Trying
to climb the oliff, I suppose.™

CAnd he's pot stuck!™  remarked
Nugent.

_Bob Cherry, whose eyea were nlmost
like an eagle’s for vision, started as he
stared at the distant figure an the cliff-
face.

“Lend me your glas=. Marjorie ! he
said quickly.

Murjorie passed the lilile field-glasses
to him. Bob elapped them to s eyes
and turtced them upon the oliff. Ilis face
palod.

Y Great Scott [ he exclaimed.

-hand, and without a word dashed away,
Et‘t‘ﬂhlblitl$ wildly over the rocks.

“Bob |7 exclamed Marjorie, in amoze-
mont. .

“What the dickeng——"

Wharton put the glasses to his eyes,
and then he understood. For the dark
figure on the chfi-face was not that of a
solitary climber. It was that of Tom
Redwing of Hawksehiff, nnd he was cling-

me wvpon a jutting spur, and holding

Ha thrust the plasscs into Wharton's!

there a motionless form—holding it from
death.

“Redwing 1" panted Wharton, " 'Who's
with him? They've fallen over the cliff.
{}mﬁ heavens | This way, you fellowa

“ Hurry—hurey | exclaimed Marjorie,
as she understood.
. The chums of the Remove did not need
telling to burry. They were dashin
away at brepkneck apeed. The girls fol-
lowed them .more slowly, with anxious
faces. Twa human lives were in peoril—
deadly peril. Bob Cherry was well shead
of hia chums, but, excited as he was, he
wasd ¢lear-headed. Heo swerved from his
way, and Johnny Bull shouted to him:

“This way, Bob!"™

Bob did not answer. He waa headin
for & fisherman's cabin that nestl
among the rocks. Ho knew that Red-
wn;% and his burden could never be
reached by human hands, and he knew
what was wanted. He dashed into the
cabin, where tho old fishermen weas
smoking his pipe. :

“A rope!” he panted. " Quick 1™
He . canght up a coil without waiti
for the astonished man to answor :::g
dashed out sgain., He tejoined  his

chums, pantmg.

" Good man [ muttered Wharton.

They -raced on, o© ring up the
rugged slopes to _tﬁn} path above, ft wah
not an casy climb, though they had
chosen the point where it was ecasiest.
But they hardly noticed that it was diffi-
cult. Berambling, fa!.h;ag, picking them-
selves up again, bruised and breathless,

- they clambered on till they came out on

the upper path.

Then Bob's voice hailed the Bounder,
still at o distance.

Vernon-Bmith sw ung round.

“Bob! Harry—'

“"We saw him from down yonder!™
panted Bob.

“¥ou've pot e rope? Oh, thank
Heaven for that!” muttered Vernons
Smith. * Give it to mo !

He almost "snatched the rope from
Bob's hand, and sprang to the edge of
the precipice,

Kneeling there, he Inoked down.

Redwing’s face was turned up to lim,
white and haggard. His strength was
giving out, but his. courage was not fail-
mg.

“Hold on, Redwing! T've got o ropo !
I'm coming down!” shouted tho
Bounder.

“Comin® down ! mutfered Vavasour
feebly. *Oh, he’s mad 1™

Vernon-S8mith wos pot mad, but he was
utterly reckless so far aa dangor o him-
self went,  With -c%uick, deft hands ho
knotted the end of the rope about his
chest under his armpits.

“Hold on to it, you fellows " he said,
“TIf T slip you've got to stand the strain,
Hold on, and pay it out a3 I go down.”

- “Truat us!"™ said Harry Wharton,
“Hang on to the end, vou Higheliffe
Fellows 1™

Gadeby & Co. obeyed. The ro L
long enough to allow them to hold it
without gowng into danger. Many hands
woere grasping the rope, and the Bounder,
with perfect coolness, swung himscelf over
the dizzy verge.

‘Redwing watched him from below,
hardly breathing.

Loose stones rattled down past him as
the Bounder clambered down. Onee—
twice Vernon-Bmuth lost his hold, and
swung on the rope: but he clambered
again, and reached the jutting rock where
Redwing clung with his burden.

Wharton. lying on his face at the vorga
above, watched him,

“ Stop, vou fellows!™ he called out.

The juniots ceased to pay aut the vape.

“Ponsonby first, Smithy " muttered

was
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Tom Redwing.

The Bounder nodded without epoak-

1IngE.

%ilu secured a hold on the rock, parily
regting -on the spur, and with s
bands untied the vrope from himeclf an
knotted it round Ponsonby,

“Pull** he called out.

"Pull!" called Wharten.

The juniors above dragged on the
rope. _

Ponsonby, was deawn up, Wharton
helping-him over the verge as he camo
within reach. Vernon-8mith locked at
Tom Redwing as the two of them clung
to the jutting spur, alone in space, with
the seagulls wheeling near them.

" A precious pair of fools we are!"
muttered the Bounder. “That worthlesa
rottor first, and us here !

Hedwing did not speal.

They waited. .

e rope came swinging down again at
last, It seemed an age, but it was only
& few minutes.

“You now, Smithy—-"

“BShut up! Bteady, while I tie it on

Redwing smiled ﬁinﬂ':;, and did not
reaiet.  Tho Bounder lkuotted the rope
urider his arms,

Y Pull 1t
. Redwing, belping his ascent by eatch-
ing at the rough surfaces of the cliff, was
drawn up by the Fymous Five. He
scramble
in

t]l

and exhausted, upon the path.
‘Quick ! The rope!” he panted.
Wharton's active fingers tore it loose.
It ewung dovwn again for Vernon-Smith,
and the DBounder, sitting coolly on the

“He can't help him- |

over the rock, and sank, gasp- |
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rocky spur, bound it round him. He
gave Wharton a cool nod as the captain
of the Bemova looked anxiously down.

“ Pull away, old scout !

Two minutes more and Herbert Ver-
non-Bmith was on the path above. He
untied the rope and threw it off, and
breathed hard. :

“I don't want to go through that
again ! he muttered. “low do you
feel, Redwing ¥

“I'm glad I'm out of it,"” answered
Tom guictly.

“ Pon's comin® to!™ muttered Gadshy.

The juniore gathered round Ponsonby.
Pon's eyes wero open now, and he was
‘staring about him dazedly.

“"Bave me!” he muttered loarsely.

“Help!  Ielp!” .
“¥ou're all right now,” said Bob
EI'::&: :

o heavens "' muttered Ponsconby.
“I—I was falling ! I—I—"
A shudder shock him from head to

oot

(Gadsby helped him up. 4

“How—how did I get here?" stam-
mereéd Ponsonby, stering from one to
another dazedly., *I—T ﬁ:“ =

“ Redwing held you on the oliff till we
got you up with the rope,” said Harry
Wharton curtly. “ Redwing’s saved your
life, Ponsonby 1"

“And was a dashed fool to do it!"
growled the Bounder,

" Ponsonby stared stupidly at them for
somo moments, and then turned away |
without a wm_'{f. hia friends helping him-
awey. The girls had arrived on the path
now, and they, as well as the jumors,
stered after Ponsonby as he wont.

Three-halfpence. 13
My hat1" azclaimed Miss Clara.
Evidently Tom Redwing was not to be

troubled with demonstrations of Eu"timde

from Cacil Ponsonby of Higheliffe.

Bedwing smiled slightly.

“*1'm much ::-hhi'e to you fellowa,” he
gaid. "I hardly thought I should get up
tho eliff again alive."

“You won't feel up to toot from

uelchy this afterncon,” said Harry

Wharton, with o smaile.

"This won't make any difference.
I'm all right,” answered Tom cheerfully.
“T'll get off now. Coming, Smithy " -

He rajsed his cap to the girls, end
walked away with the Bounder.

“Weil," exclaimed Bob, *that mer-
chant's a cool customer, and no mis-
take I

Tom Redwing was quite himself when
he entered Mr. Quelch’s study that after-
noon; and the: Remove-master ﬂerm:';li'
had no suepicion of the grim peril he b
been through as they sat down to devote
their attention to Latin prose.

* And while Hedwing was busy with

Latin prose in the Remove-rsaster's

study, Vernon-Bmith wae busy with

Harold 8kinner in the Remove passage.

When Harry Wharton & Co. came home

they found Bkinner in a state of decp

waot, nurstng his nose and his eve and his
chin, and sincerely repenting of the little
scheme ha had laid that afternoon.

(Don't mise "“"BUNTER TO THE
RESCUE | "—next Monday's grand
complete atory of Harry Wharton
& Co., by FRANK RICHAHHSJ

?-u--u-- |Wi‘f
{ The Editor’s Chat.
e g 5 S i i

For Next Monday : -
“BUNTER TO THE RESCUE!"™

By Frank Richards,

Thiz is ancther story of Tow FRedwitg and
the Greyfrinrs Memorial Scholarship, which
he 8o a:deuirlr:r desgires to win,

To put a fellow of Cecil Ponsonhy's t]:E»E
der an ohligntion i3 by no means to make
i Iriend of him. The meanness and the
arrogance alike of Pon are up in arms at the
notion of owing his life to the lad he has
hated. He hates Redwing worse than ever,
and attempts a trick to roin him,

What that trick was, and what came of It,
¥ou will read pext week; as alao of the part
played by Bunter in the affalr. - But don't
expect to find W, . B, in the role of bero!

LIST OF GREYFRIARS STORIES IN
THE “MAGNET.”

2. —“ Tha Greyfriars Rleepwalker,?
27— The Relormation of Greyviriars.»
28, —“The Remove Master's Substitute.™
28— The Greyfriars Conjurer.”
80— Billy Bunter, Hypnotist,®
31— Harry Wharton's Task."”
32.—"Tha (reyfriara Yentriloguist,®
83— Allens Against Oreyielara™
M, —*Tha Rival Schools,” '
85.—" Harry Wharton's Bcheme.®
34.—% The New Boy at Greyfriars.®
37— The Greylriars Chinee”
38,—* The Cheerful Chines,®

38— Greyfrdare v, 8t. Jim'z."

40.—* Billy. Bunter's Rajd.”
41—"The Rival Entertainara.”
42.—" Harry Wharton's Day Oot.®
~YThe Greyfriars YVictory.®?
44— The Amateur Cooks,”

§5— A Lad from Lancashire.”
16— Expelled 1

47— Home for the Holldays.®
§8.—%The New Term at Greyiriars.®™
48 =—=*The New Bixth-Former.?

0.~ Harry Wharton's. Campaign.®
5L.—" Billy . Bunter's Vengeanca®

62, ~"Pee Hero of Greyirlars®

&

B3.—%The Greyfriars Hallors.®

Sd—" Iy Bunter's Housewarming,”

3.~ The Chingse Capiain.®

60, —* Harry Wharton's Recruits.®

57.—" The Ventrilcquist's Pupils.”

68— Cut hy the Form!®

0. —¥ The Sehool Danee.®

#0.—“The Greyfriars Cricketers.®
{Another instalment next week.)

NOTICES.

Back Numbers, Efe,, Wanted.

By J. C. Morcom, 57, Lone Road, Clydach,
Glam,—"Figging" Fig-FPudding,” “The Tofl,”
“Bob Cherry's Darring-QOut,” "Tom Merry
Minor,” and “The Cad of the 3ixth.”

Dy Jas. Norton, 1, Sussex Road, Worthing
—% Figging” Fig-Fudding,” * Bob Chérry's Bur-
ring-fhat,” and yvarnes about Bunter,

By A. Simpaon, 15, Droadicot Street, York
Road, Leeds—"Boy Without a Name "—&d.
offered for a4 clean, copy.

By Mies Kathleen Fox, the Shushioms
Manor, Chfrch Eaton, Stafford-—"Making of
Harry Wharton " and other eariy Wharton
gtories.

By A, E. Johneon, 95, Belmont Street
Chalk Farm, N,W.—Christmas Nombers of
MAGHEY and “Gem,” 1915: aleo Tom Merry
Minor,® ®Talbob's ‘Triumph®  “8aving
Talbot,” “3urprizing the Snﬁm].“' i Flahy'a
Fag Agency,”™ ©Postal-Order Conspiracy,®
“In the Seats of the Mighty *; number con-
taining * Race to Tuckshop.” ;

By John Taggett, 50, Chateworth Avenug,
Mozz Lane, altop—% Gem,® Nos, 17-5E—

double price offered, i

By Robert Ramsa{, Huite 7, Germaln Block,
Ellcn Strect, Winn peEgi. Conada—* Loyal to
the Last.™ “Figegy's Flg-Fudding,® *EKildara
for Ireland,” “Tom Merry for England,® "A
Son of Scotlond,® ® A Hero of Wales,™
s Saving Talbot,” “EBEob Cherry's Barrings
Out,” *“Bonter the Boxer.,” and “Talbot's
Trinmph "—any reasonable price paid.

By George Miller, 3, Prospect Flace, Grund
Street, Poplar, E.l3—any old MicHETS an
“ Gems,” espécially ® Bunter the Doxer?
* Figging' olly,®  ®Figging” Fig-Puddmg,®
“8e. Jim's Alrmen,® and-any Talbot yarn—
state price.

Ry H, Heath, 80, Oxford Avepue, Houth-
ampton—Nog. 309 and 324 of  MaoRer—3d.
each offered. :

By Frank J, Ackermun, 24, Fairacrea Road,

coloured covers, m;a-ecinlly 4 Poatal-Order

Conspiracy,” © Surprising the Hchool,™ “'Wun

Lung's Wheeze,” “Terror «f Greyfrlars,™

;., H:I'E'-E'ﬂﬂuﬂ- Mr. Mobbs,” and stories about
unter.

Ly P, Geere, Betéhm;ﬂ:, Mulgrave d,
Sulton, Surrey—MAoNET, Noe, 264, , - DA,
505, and 510; “Gem,” No. 470.

Oy 1. - Witkich, 95, Aveling Park Road,
Walthamstow, FE. 47— Hem,” Noa, 1-400;
the *“Boys' Friend,” 1816-1817—plense write
first, stating terms,

By Miss (. Mitchell, 4, Evelpn Terrace,
EBrighton—MAGNEY, Ko, 254,

By Maleoclm Morris, 143, Cornbrook Biveet,
Rrooks® Bar, Manchester—Christmas Numbera
of o Gem,* MaaNer, and the ¥ Boys' Friend,”
1908-191 f—clean. :

By G. R. Parr, 18, Nursery Street, Pendle-
ton, Manchester— Vietory !?

By Bdwagd Lawrance, Field Houee, Anlaby,

Hull—MAGNETS mntniniug Greylriars Galle
articles of Wharton, Cherry, Inky, Bull,
Vernon-8mith, and r Todd—mast. .be

clean—>Bd, offerad,
By E. Holroyd, Market Place, Knaresboro
—MAGNET, Nos. 1756, 268, 283—4d. ench offerad.

By J. T. Harold, &H, Sehsoner Btreet,
Barrow-in-Forness—* Gem ¥ and Mnnmz, Nos.
1-403; 1-243; Boys'

“Penny Popular™
Friend,? 1-838; and echool stories in @ Boye
Friend * Library up-to No. 883 also ¥ Bobool
and Sport *—must be clean—good prices
offered—write frst. s

By R. Hwallew, 148, Herbert Road, Plum-
Head of the Poll®

stezd, 4B, 18—

By W. J. Lindsay, 3, Rawdon FPlace,
Canton, Cardli—MaoKe?, No. 1. 5

By A. L. Foulger, 3, Keyworth Place,

1 Bdward Road, Balsall Heath, Birminghgm—

“Figging” Fig-Fudding,™ * Figgins" i7"

dTomn Merry Minor,® < Wun Lung's 1

«&kimpole the Third,® and " Glyn's Great
Wheeze »—4d. each offered, with postage—

lepee write firat,
p% F. Westover, 20, Woodbury' Park ERoad,
Tunhridge Wells—%Gemn? storiea dealing

with Tom Merry's trip to America.

[ b

Oxford—any pumberz of

‘Maicner n old |
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4 THE BEST 40 LIBRARY B@~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 4% LIBRARY. i

B et o - 4 e 1 Tt

ﬁlmmmmmﬁnﬁlmmmnlmmﬁlmf
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RATHER A MUDDILE !

Mr. Quelch, in by no meaas an
amiable mood, was endeavouring, by

TEH Latin lesson was in full swing, and
means of frequent application*of the

cane and generous distrlbution of * lmposi.,

tioms ad liberandum, to instil the more of
less spontanecus minds of the Remove with
entbosinsm over the wondrous deeds of those
mighty men of valour, the Eoman soldjers,
the ancient Qallic Wars, as chronicled

by the atylus of the immortal ‘Cmsar.

But the mind of Billy Bunter dwelt not
upon Ariovistus or the valiant Vercingetorix,

i3 gaze was riveted vpon a tiny, crawling
object upon the floor beneath his desk, and
Billy Bunter waa Itst in profound meditntion
until. the inevitable hn;}genqﬁ. and the cagle
eye ol Mr. Quelch scught him out.

= Bunter ™

Hilly Bunter's ruminations came to a

sudden full-stop, and he awoke with a start |

from tha midst of a brown study,

C0hL!" he ejnculated,

®Bunter!®

EY.ye-es, siri pad  Billy, blinking
apprebensively at Mr. Queleh, whose hand
had instinctively wandered towards the cans
on hls desk,

“Whnt are you doing, Bupter ¥

[ N S,

#What bhave you beneath your desk
Bunter?" s

% N.nothing, sir!" [—»

“Don't tell fulsehoods, Bunter! ¥You wern

looking at something beneath your desk!»

“No, sir—I—I mean, y-yes, sir!™  Poor
Billy was confused, and did not know what
to sey. “It was—er—n-nothing, air'»

‘Do you presume to tell me that you were
looking at nething, DBunter?® asked Mr.
Qualeh tartly.

“¥Yes, slt=I—I mean, nunpo, sir!
f—a—a p-patterkiller, alr!®

“What !® yelled Mr. Quelch.

%A p-pitterkaller, zir! That Iz to say,
a__._“

®Bunter I thundered Mr. Quelch,

“ ¥.yea, sirin

volee of Tear,
“Have you taken leave of your senses,

It was

in a

h’ﬂ" ‘E:I:l

“0Owl Nunno, sirt T=—"

“Then kindly tell me why it ls you were
oot paying sitention to mei®

®] were, sir—I—I mean, T was, :lr,
realiy ™

“Then why wers Yyour eyes continnally
roving underneath your desk, Instead of
looking at the blackboard@®

% There was a ppallerk-kitter—"

Mr., Gueleh gave a jump.

“ A what?" he demanded,

A cocecallerpitter, sle—I—1 mean, a——"

% Bunter, are you mod?"

“ Nunno, sir! It woas a—a—a—n

“Well v

A patferkiller—=

“Hg, ha, ha!" laughed the Form,

“Bilence, boya!™ rasped Mr, Quelch, bis
thin lips drawn tightly together in anger.
% Buntec !»

" 0w "

“ Aniwer me, Banter!” boomed Mr. Queleh,
in & terrifying voice.

T“There was a p-p-pitterkaller—tbat is to
gay, & pallerkitter—er—a——o>

“ Ha, ba, ha!®

Mr. Quelch, with a brow like thunder, strode
np to the confused Billy, and shook him
bard.

20w, ow, ow!?

®Wow, DBunter, will you explain yourself?
What were you looking ok 9"

%A ¢-eallerpitter—»

“Ehi*

“ A poller—er—paller-catter—er—puller—er
=—piller—a cullerputter—no, a—a—"

«Ha, ba, ha ™ i i

Poor Billy was hopelesely at sea, and [lear
of Mr.. Quelch did- not tend to make him
mpré at eaze—quite the opposite., And Mr.

By 5. Q 1 FIELD.

Quelch, who was under the impression that
Bunter was muking him the victim of an
audaclous practical joke, was rightcoualy,
indighant. The laughtéer of the other fellows,
ton, made him more onreasonable than ever.
Meanwhile the innocent cause of all the
trouble had erawled froth beneath DBunter's
desk, down the gangway, until it caught the
cye of MHob Cherry. Hob gazed at it
mechanically for a moment, and then his
aze wandered in tho dlrection of Blllf'
unter, who was endeavouring, though
without much auccess, to explain to Mr.
'%li:}%ﬂh what be bhad seen underneath his
{leak,

“ A patterkiller, sir—-"

Then light suddenly dawned upon Rob
Cherry, &and be stood up, end cried trinm-
phantly :

“0h, I know what it is, sir?
Ellep—0m

pr. Quelch gave a jump, and awun% round
1113;14;]:' fixed o steely ghze upon the luekless

0,

“What «id yom s=ay, Cherryi" he de-
mpnded, between hiz teeth.

“Oh!” was all Bob could say.
Noored.

U Cherry 1" thundered Mr, Queleh, more
convinced than ever now that an audacious

ractical joke was being perpetrated in the

"OT - FORH .

“ Y.yes, sir?

“ Answer me, Cherry ! What did vou zay@®

U J—l—I mafd it was a—a—a—"

= Well T

“ A& pallerkitter, sir!l® groaned Bob, heartily
wishing he had never spoken.

Billy Bunter, glad that Mr. Queleh's terrl-
fying attention: were transferred to Hob
Cherry, sank as limply as his fat form would
allow upon the edge of his desk, and ml}gpeel
his forehead with s moneo-teo-clean handker-
chief. It waz & welcome chanee, at any rate,
to collect his scatbered wita.

“Cherry,”  sald  Mr. Quetch, glancing
grimly from that sanhappy routh to Illy
Tunter—% Cherry, ia this a j:;:!::e or .

“Xunno, sic!” groaned Ilob Cherry. “ What
I really meant to say waz n callerpitteri®

“That's it, sir!'™ cghortled Buonter, FA
plttercalier !

“ Ha, hp, hal?

# Silence I rasped Mr, Quelch, © Bunter!
Cherry! [—n

“{h, sir!? goasped Boby Cherry. “Look
there for yourself, sir! There it is, under
Fizsh's desk I*

The whole Form jumped up now,
crowded round.

“Yep; I guess so, sir! sald Fisher T.
Fizsh, *=1t's thers right ¢pough. A pitfer-
calef—— Oh, Jee-rogsalem! [ mean a
pallerkitter, 1 gueaz!™
© @ Mereitul Heaven!” gasped Mr. Quelch, na
a fresh howl of laughter rose. He was fairly
ab biz wits’ end,

“Ha, ha, ha!® .

“ lloys, hoys!™ Le shrieked.
seats Lhis instant 9

A patter-

He was

and

“MTake your

bair.

“Ow!  Legpo, you jay!® roared Flshiy.
“Can't you seo for yoursell—down therc 7

Seeing Fichy was appatently in  deadly
carnest, Mr, Queleh released his hold on the
unfortunate ¥Fizsh's hirsute appendages, and
peered heneath his desk. .

“ Trear me!™ he murmured, giving the tiny,
crawlinzg objeet o glare like that of a
basllisk. “Dear me! A patteckiller—"

“Ha, ha, ha!™ yelled the Remove,

E;L'r. Guaeleh bad fallen inte the trap bim-
sell ]

Ar. Quelch sprang up, and [Laicly danced
with rage.

 Silenee [0 shrickadd, % Be
auy o

And, secing the evil look In hizs erve, the
‘Hemove subsidead,

hi quict, 1

% [unter,” said Mr, Queleh, panting, “is
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Ho grasped Fl:her T, Tish by his tawny |
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this—was this what you were looking ab just
nRow i ; r
I“Thn.l.l'ls it, rir!"‘-‘ chirped Dilly Buntar. A
ttercaller, sir—n
pit Ha, ha, ba, bha'® bawled the lellows.
They saw the polnt now, and entered into
the joke with gusto. =
“Ha, ba, ha! It's a pitterealler, sir!
yelled Skinger.
uI guess o, sir—a callerpitter!” roured
Fisher . Fiah, .
“Silence!” roarcd Mr. Quelch, tearing kis
own huiﬁ n?]w. “ Zilence, boys:*
“Ho, ho, ho!® .
“« Bunter!” grated the bewildered and
furious master,
* You, sfef®
“You wilt
luntar !

i E]'I.T"

« Are you deaf, boy? Take five hundred
lines, 1 aay ™

“ Oh, really, sic! I 1

« 8it down, Dnnter!  Cherryl®

“ (Wh—yes, siri? groaned Bob,

#¥Ygu will also take fve hundred lines,

take five hundred Jnes,

i Cherry In

“Oh, sir, I say, you know—"

“ Wil you it down, Cherry, or shall I
double your lmpositioni®

Bob Cherry thought better of ib, and sub-
slded. Mot so Billy Dunter. His blood
boiled at the pross injustice of it all, and he
sbood Up again.

« Really, sir—-" he spluttered.

# Well, Bunter?” demanded Mr. Queich, a
gleam in his eye which anybody but a short-
sighted owl like Bunter would have taken as
o danger-signal. !

# 1t ain't fair, siz! You zaid the same A3
I dird, you know ! Jeee=? .

Mr. OQnelch, with cool deliberation, selected
a cane from those standing beside his desk.
Rlily Bunter eaw this, and his little, fab
kners bagan to knock fogether. _

“ Junter 1" grated Mr. Quelch, feeling a
stout ashplant lovingly.

g 11

¥ Come here, Dunierl”

“Ehi™

U Come here!" thundered Mr, Quelch.

Billy Bunter rolled disconsolately from his
seat, and teceived four stinging cubs on each
nand with all the forece Mr. Quelch could
mugter—which wns an appreciabla amount,

nelchy is a beast when roused; amil his
tlosl was up with 2 vengeancs just then.

i Qw, ow, ow, ow, ow!? wailed Hunter.

« Now," zaid Mr, Queleh, “go hack to yonr
place, Runter, and let us hear no more of
this patterkillor—

“Ha, ha, ha, ha!"

Mr. Quelch, consclous of hia own blunder,
waxed cxcecding waxy. g

“8hatl I wring its neck, sir?" inguired
Johnnie Bull sweetly.

“Tie a brick round iis meck amd chuock it
in the fountain!® yelled Bkinner.

“Ha, ha, hat”

% Will you be quiet, Je=T-wulm—"

“Hn, ha, ha!® .

Mr. Queleh grasped his
uproar died suddenly away. :

@ You whl all take & humdred lines, I—™

% Oh, sit—" hegan the Hemove heatedly.

cane, aml the

% Bilence |®  welled the unhappy but sus
ceplibie master, ;
“wow- bben,” he snid, when peace and

order were restored, ®we whl continue with
the lessom. Field, look this way, and leave
that eallerpitter——er—patterkiller—"

A faint but perceptible snmigger went round
the Form, and Mr. Quelel at lnst gave it
up a3 o had job.

o Manleverer, take your hbook, and start
Caput X 1»

nid the lezson proceeded on the unoven
tenor of its way—=ao dld the—er—callerpitier
—I mean, the paterkiller—that 15 to-say—
well, you ow what I mean—that tiny,
crawling object that Billy Bunfer eaw.

fs. 10d. per annum,
Wewa Apener  Lid.,

Senth Afrlca, The Central
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MORE IMPRESSIONS OF LONDON ¢!

By SHAKESPEARE 1I, from Mudanslush.

MPREASIONS more favourable this weck.
Funds still very low, but & rlze em
pected shortly——

But I'm forgetting myseld. That's
what comes of reading money market
cotumnsz.

1 managed to into that Monument at
last, and 1 frankiy admit that I'm pot in a
hurry to visit it agein. There are proclsely }
three hundeed and forty-five steps to mount
epirally, making you feel worse than a con-
viek an o freadmill

When you ﬁet- out rt ldast ot the top, you
are hlown three times round the haleony
befarg you can stop yourself. Thia yon pro-
mably manage by grasping at the irom- rail-
ingz, after the manber of the eelebrated
drowning man clutching at his straw, and
thare you stand, hair on end, econt-taile
tuttermg gracefully abhave yogur head, tryimg §
to aesume an espression of poctical medita-
tion in the prospect for the bencfit of any- |
body élse who paszée by In the courze of
their involuntary initial circuit,

The, view iz ahout the dreariest imﬂ.iiuahga
==in this _sort of weather, at any rate. In
one dlrcetion, through the smbke and fog,
you can dimly dizscern something like a huge,
fappey cEg in an epgeop much too small for it.
That i3 &8t. Pauls Cathedral, nowadarys
labelled " Aje-Baid Shelter.” And the [act
that it s one of the places which the Huns
woild partieniarly like to bomb renders i
particntarly nvik h{:i as a shelter, of course!

ln another directlom ls a dirty streak on
a backgronnd almost as dirty. at I3 the
Tower. Bridge.

Before you have time to take in more

L

timn thiz, o horde of rowdy mdividuals
troop on to the baleony, and, the pretiminary
swirling round completed, procecd to double

themselves aver the roilings In an endeavow
to see the lower part of the building. They
look rather like people crossing the Channel
im a very choppy aen for the first time.
Whilst you are considering the desirabflity
of toppling one of thoem over, as an experi-
fknt, you hear ' a aeries of terrific crashes
helow. Thinking the concern must be built
rm A foundation of bomba, and that they are
inst beginning to go off, you fy frantically
down the stuirs, pressed upon by the horde.

The descent iz net =0 simple as you micht
fngine. You And yourzelf wvery shorily
steadying down to & jog-trot. which pradually
bocomes a slow and spasmodic jolt. But you
brace yourself up for a final spurt, and get
"F n reasnnable gullop. Then von turn it up
altogzether, and finp down upon o step—No.
121 from the bottom, T helieve I chose. You
are aronsed, from your letharzy by the
thundering hoolfs and clamorous chorttes of
the horde behind, and bLegin once more your
weary descent, with legs feeling like blane
nmange.

Reliewe me, brethren. the downward path
is not quite so swift and casy as it is pieturead !
And it is annaying to fnd thot the cause of
your alarm was only the slamming of the door
And you are not allowed out until »ou have
honght a pickure posteard of the Monument
wnd tuppenny handbonk.

Aceording to this handbook—but T don't
ruarantes  other people’s  statementz-—the
AMonum-nt was crected a couple of hundred
vards: froem Pudding Lone, where the Great
Fire started, in the rcign of the Merry
Monarel, Charles 11, to commemorate that
happy evint. The blessed thing took six
vearz to bulld, showing that people must §
have been very hardd u[? for o iuh in those
darys! On the top iz something lke o mia- |
shapen milestone with an angry hedgelho
sitting on it. Thiz is intended to repres
n vase of Aomes.  And perhaps it looks a bit
fike that—wheg you know what itz meant
for. But why not Iahel it: “Exhibit A—
YVase of finmes™? And ndd o note to the
eifect that we don't keep vases in flamea
how because—oh, hecanse—— DBut thiz is not
my jafr. There must he a reason, hut I don
aee why I necd bother about it

It ian't o bad thing In its way, this Monn-
ment, but it isn't worth spending money on. |
Auying Maiowera amt % Gems ® would he
hetter, (Perguisite expected fof this advert )]

20 munch for the jolly old Monuoment.
Thercaftor to the Tower. I've svech a lot £o
«ay about it that I'm afraid the last three
ar four chapters of Mr. Richards' yarn will
hava to be cub out, not to mention such a

-

| top; ond how 1 di
t Lhinga came fo

trifte as the Editor's Chat. Nobody Is Hkely
to object, [ am sure,

How, bound for the Tower, I sauntered
along the Howery vistas of Lower Thames
Btreet; how I was so overcome by.the bheap-
tiful architecture of the neighbouring wharves

¥ that I ghould have been upable to proceed

farther, had not the vigorous strains of
melody from Qeneéral Booth and bis warriora
on the left spurred me on bo grester efforts:
how the pleasing zod powerful aroma o©
Billing:gate spurred me on to even greater
efforts thur did the music of General B, &
Co.; how at Iast that afore-montioned Monu-
ment hove In sight: how I eircumambulated
o numbetr of grimy streets and again came
face to face with the Monument, but no
Tower; how I passed Love Lane without im

 the lenst fnlling in love with it: how, that

temptation fought and comguered, T spuas
round, to find mysell facing the Menument
opnin; how I east scornful reflections upon
the ddiots who were Just visible on its high
at last diecover the
Towar and did myvade ik Hgw nll thees
33 neod not bhe degeribed
ftere. {This ia the method of anthora who
have made u&thuir minds towtreat the publie

afi usually wearlgome deserip-

to o mare
tiom.)

But though I won't deseribe the abave
dJeceription, I will deseribe my Impressions

of the Tower, and mnothing ahall stop nre,
though the Editor's blue pencll may rob you!

Tower Hill len't mueh to look at, but it
seems to have been' found comvenient for be-
heading purposes. I admit it has #ts advan-
tapges. aps of a romantic turn com easily
imagine the executioners dribbling nappers
down Tower Hill apd eending them over the
ticket-office into the river with rvising shota.
But I Tearn that a seatfold was allerwards
rigged up within the Tower grounds. To tell
the truth, it is my opinion that the jossers of
those daya couldn’t clear the ticket-oHice with
rising shota—nor even drop shota—Llo suve
their lives!  Therefore business had to he
cloged at Tower HilL Governmnent-bribed
hlstariang hush these things up. however. *
“There was-2 rather shabby member of some
fq!lhﬂ:ll party spouting on the top of Tower
lill when I was theee. He had pink cheeks,
Aashing eyes, and a bald begd.  He said that
Lord Lansdowne nnd he agreed on soch-und-
such a point, and Lord Northeliffe's opinions
and hbis tallied exactly; but, uwfortunately,
he he;iged it to Be understond that be
difered on four separate points with the
Duky of Thiss and the Marquis of Thatt. He
said guite a bot of ‘things, wnd his andience
of smalt boys were advizing him to “ashut up
amd git orf thelr footer pltel ™ whonw I passed
into the Tower.

31y word! But that Tower, or collection of
Towers, ain’t half groesome! The place i=
dotted with  inpumerable  grim-visaged
wardere, who In dweir goodness-knows-what
century costumes wonld be no end impressive
if the costumes Atted them, Mmstead of belng
about seven sizes too large.

Thoe first building of real interest is. the
Uoupeil Chamber. where, in the year 1605, a
shap whom moat of ws have heard of, named
Fawkes {christened Gu i) received zome wvory
disconeertin lnl’n:u'l'mngI an apropos of  the
reaffald and an elected candidate for it
There iz in the White Tower a dungeon
where he wis imptrisoned. but af that here
after. I konow you are all hungering for as
many datea as 1 can possibly 5uf]:lar. They
are cheaper here than at the froft-shop, any-
way.

Passing the Traltors® Gate, we reach (Tet
me he d in language') the Banguinary
Tower, This tower seeme to have heen almost
a3 popular ns Tower Hill for the ald-time
sport of dolng people in. The sight of It
makez you feel shuddery,

Wakefield Tower 1s now wsed for exhibiting
the Crown Jevwels. Theee are guarded by
two ancient awd fat eustodians, who contrive
fo st in sach a way that thoy a r ta
have no lega! My natnral curlosity at this

enomenon was quickly dispelted by the
“jools " themselves—a really splendid array
of erowns, sceptres, preciomes stomes, and
various goldem ornaments. They can't fail
to mopire you with romantie threilla, for I
am &urc the atiagicst pawnbmoker in all
London conldn't offer less than & tcnner on

e lot.
The White Tower I8 the ofdest part of
the whale place, for it was built hy Willinm

L timesd were

[-:31' inrtare on

the Congqueror. Up to the last century or
two mysterions bones and  skeletons were
continually being dizcovered in odd corners
of this tower.

A part of the Tower formerly uged as a
ball-reom I8 now mdorned with armour. The
couts of maill don't impress you so much,
but the epears ond awords arouse In yau
grave doubts i.“t?'.'.' to _'I;lhlﬂthﬂ'r ;-hﬂ good old

i ED joily good am they ara
made et t-n:lﬂae. It might have been all ver
wetl for the l:haga in the mrdlne-tim—t.it{
they were tumbled over and couldn™s it
again. But those speara could not have heen
auite enjoyable to the rank and file, who were
not soldered up im irom suits!

There are some ghastly dungeons. That
one of pogr old Huy's was muade so that he
conld neither stand up nor liv down—and ha
rut im over elghty days there! Sir Walter
Raleigh's prison isn't quite sa bad, but it's
bad eneugh. There are lots of [mplements
view--thumb-screws, apiked
¢oflare, apd racks—and an execution-hlock.

But | find myeelf gebting as tirsd of the
Tdwer as 1 did of the Monument, thoagh if
it wasn't eompected with so muny datea I
'ﬂh‘ﬂ}lld call- it a rather interesting sort of
a place.

Spenking of dates, I have found that theee
are things which improve on aequaintance.
Thére fa nothing more terrifying than & whale
string of dates you don't know. Rut learn
& lew, and you find yoursell eager to learn
more.

An American named Emerson, who did a
ot of pen-brondizshing in hiz time, eays we
shouldd read history aetively, not passively.
When the Bilack Prince wipes up the ground
with the Froggics—no offence ta the present
Froggies ! —just kid yourself you're doing like.
wise. You will soop he keen on knowng
the date on which vou did ft!

In my Muodanslushian sclivoldays the
maaters suceecded in instilling into me o
morbid hate of history. . 1| regarded our

and queens as s0 many Court cards,
though Court cards don't always fall fat,
and the history lesson invariably did. For
over a year after leaving schoal I had ito
let my mind remain o complets blank. 1t
is now in courze of recovery—nt least, 1 hope
ap—and T am just beginning lo see how
interesting history realy is.

There's character, now! (This has no refer
ence to the Tower of London, which has no
charncter left, after all the horrible decds
done there.} ImEmssdnna a% to character are
beginning to make marks an my blank mind.

In Mudanslush we were given to underatand
that Londoners always minded thelr own
husiness.

'w! If you walk along a busy thorough-
fare, and pull op for a few second: to gaze
i tflue sky, everybody near you will do the
like. By the time you bave travelled Afty

vards, and look back, you will ses o whole
crowd of };mle all ‘guving earnestly into the
heayens. know this i3 &0, for I have tried

fit, and I aha'n't do it agein. A ehap-from
the esuntry c¢an take In those smarty Lou-
doners if he tries!

Stily, i you are In a restaurant, for In-
stance, and you chance 2o meet the oye of
a Londoner—for therc are stilt a few Lon.
doners here—lm will politely avert hs gaze
to the wenu or n comic paper. In Mudan-
stush we gtare all the harder!

Here everybody you meet Is different from

r people you meet, and shows It ut
onee.  In Mudanslugh the Kﬂﬁmﬂw iu
there, no donht, but you have ta be ictimate
with a ehep about a century beforo he shows
the slightest diference from aoy  other
Mudanstushian.

Whether thiz is a fault or A merit T don't
know. There i3 sueli o thing ns too much

reonality !  Every juvenile Mudanslushism
a & facadmile of every other one. In the easa
of the juvenile Cockney, If vou putt him un—
or he pnlls you wp—in the street, you find
in twe ticks that In many respects ho is

pite different from his eantemporaries.

et [l'““‘ like n politician? But aftcr tho
interview, when yon flnd your watch, your
chain, and the munti' ecarned by your lasbk
"Impresslons " have all mysteriously mizzled,
you arg in wo mood to dwell upon the ques-
tion of the juvenile -Cockney's personality.
It s your own personality you thHink abont!

| fJoke here. For explanntion aee the law-
hooks.)
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'THE GREYFRIARS GALLERY.

No. 67.—DICK TRUMPER.

g e e e i ﬂ-lthm:iﬂimmi‘““qmmme;mmwmp

the fine feilow who is the acknow-

ledged  leader of the Courtfleld

Council School boys; but be is cer-
tain to bob up aguin sooner or luter. In
some of the earlier Greéyfriars storfes Dick
Trumper and his-chums played very cofsider-
shla parts, Of one of them—3olly Lagarus,
son of the pawnbroker at Courtfeld—there
will be more to say In a [uture article.
don’t. think that Urabame or bicky Brown
have ever been prominent enough fo justity
their being given on -article Letween them,
even; it would not be easy to find much to
si¥. The difficulty with most of these
articles i3 quite of another kind. There is so
much to be said that one cannot it all in,

Dick Trumper is not a CourtHeld boy. He
fa the son an' old fisherman at Pegg; and
fatber and son alike are counted by . Hurry
Wharton & Co. among their friends.

What is there about the sea that makes
moat of the men who follow it such fine
feltows at heart? They may he rough on the
surface; they have their faults, like-the rest
of Gs; but where will you find men more self-
mcril’lcing. men of a higher courage, men of
more enduring resolution? The declaration
of war brovght right into the firing-line every
senman. ' Bince thepm men trained only to the
arts of peace—deep-sca anflora and those of
‘the coasting
heen all, in fTact, il not in mame, members of
the combatant forces. Their deeds would fill
many books; the half of them will never be
told.- One has no words that tan pralse them
as they deserve.

‘ Theére Is that fresh, breezy tang of the sea
about Dick Trumper and his old father. When

a storiea take ws to the. seashore—when
théfe is “trouble- on the sea,” and someone
plays a bBero's part in saving life from o
wreck, a3 has often bappened—they and the
roagh, honest Pegg fiabermen generally coma
into them, and always in a way that makes
ome think the better of them. Wheo Is readier
.than such men as theze to play the Good
Samaritan to anyone in distreas?”

‘Ne doubt Dick himszelf will follow the sea
o a coreer. But he,will bave chan¢es that
Lila old father never had.: In the Royal Navy
he might well attain the quarter-deck. -There
are fewer bars to that now than there used
to be; and Dick Trumpes iz o Iellow of edu-
cation and manners, quite fit to train on into
‘ap officer, Even i 'he remaina a fisherman he

H still always be a gentleman. For that
- 'not o motter of Lirth of of wenith.

* M ecourse, the snohs of Greyfriars—and
thoze of Highaliffe, who are more in number
=—look down n;]?n Dick and kis chums,. Do
you remember how RBilly Bunter proposed to
ruise a.subseription for the purpose of-glvin
n Christmas dinmer to poor péople, and ask
them to' Y They digd not accept,
und as Bunter intended to handle the sub-
seriptions there was no likelihood .that. any-
one who saccepted . would even =mell that
dinner. But that was not thé redson why
Trumper & .Co,. refused.. . They did not want
charity; and they would not take {t.- They
are not so well off as the QGrevfricrs and
ﬁhiil!ﬁ'fﬂltnm naturally ; but they are
' ig, yrouder than some of them, .

w ag, ffter ali, doea the opinlon of snobs
matter? . Dick Trumper i3 less sensitive to it
than Tom Redwing—pozsibly because he rates
it more accurately. 8Skinner & Co., Bunter,
Ponsonby & Co., are lnﬂuit.ﬂ'tiv below Redwing
and Trumper in all that really matters. .

Thete was very keen rivalry between the
dreyfriirs Remove and tbe Courtfield Council

School at ohe.time, In the da{gowheu Harry,

Whafton & .Co..had n small schooner of their
gwn bhe-Coortfleld crew ceored over them
more “than -‘omce,. On one oecasion the
Remove sillors captuced Trumper, and mads
him- walk the ‘plank. There was no danger,
for Dick can swim like an otter.- And he had
asked for it.” He and his merry men were
enigaged In a thoroughty "piratical atfempt
1o geize the Marforle when ke was nabbed,
Tamgple &;.ﬂ%- boarded the little craft, and
r::'ﬂ:l-mz3 the-blagk fag; but Harry Wharton
aou-his chums overcame them In the end,
aml-toak them ashore, and, told Trumper
nml the rest that thay wera nt liberty to
bang them g piratee—a generous fnvitation

E have not henrd much lately. about:

vegsels, simple flshermen—have

of course;

which was declined, After that Trumper and
the rest of the Pegg-Courtfield  contiogent
taught the Greyiriars junlors quite a lok
about salling a schooner; and wbhatever rubs
there bave been between them since there
bas bezen real friendship under the rivalry.
But there wae -plenty of rivairy, too; and
more e¢specially In the matter of scouling.
Truomper & Co. were quite sure they were
above the Kemove mark there, And ab times
they scored heavily., But not elways! Do
you remember when they- ceptured the

Famous Four—it was before Johnny DBull’s:

coming—and arranged o skill test for the
nest  balf-holiday with  them? - 1}  you
remember how Frank Hufen!a. who enn make
up quite nicely as a girl, tried to get through
the enemies” lines in that guise, and did it,
taking in_ Dick most completely? ut then
Frank run into Miss Primrosk, who took him
for a new girl. Marjorie knew better; and
Miss Clara found oub, and tied seaweed to
Frank's Raxen, curly wig. and eveniually
Misz Primroze learned the trath, It was
not entirely a trlumph for Frank, but it was
a score over Dick Trumper, nevertheless.
Frank and the Courifield leader HRgure
together in another and a much later story
=that in which Nugent falla-under the im.
putation of being a coward for backing out

when there was a row on with Higholiffe.
Heavy trouble eame of that, for Frank I

proud, and he-would net explain, It turned
o, after all, that he had faced eavier adds
than any-of his comrades in’ ninf‘ lo Lhe
help of ' Trumper, for whoin the Higheliffe
nuts had get a cruel trap. .
Do you remember how Lhe CHIT House girls
challenged the Remove to o snow-fight, ond
how well the castle waz held against a hot
attack, and how it was discovered fn the end
that it had not been the girls at all who had
hean gefending it, but Dick Trumper & Co.?
Marjorie .and Fi’lEl‘ chums are nob snobs, you
see,:though I fear there is at least as much
snﬂrbi:-is!mm among girls as among boys,
Po you Temember, too, Lthe stern fght
between. Diek . Tramper - and George  Bal-
strodte? oIt came aboub’ through the deport-
mentelass. - Bunter had-wntten a letter ex-
wessing -the resenbtment that: the decent
Je’ltm_ in.the Remove did not really Teel at
the . Conrtfield - boya’, ‘presumption: in " asking
Miss-Primroge Lo let them -join her class. He
did not-sign it, of course; and It led to

‘real hot blood between the Courtilelders anid

the Remove,  Hoarry Wharton wns to have
met Tromper In fght, ¢ach as the choscn
rhampion of the respective sides. Iut Harry
hurt: bis wrist, and Bulstrode ook his place,

We bave had many & Bght in the Greyiriars
glories, bub neéver one more sternly con-
tested than - that. *Diek - won In the end,
after shiowing ‘far more chivaley than Dul-
strode. And meanwhile the eulprit had Liesen
disvovered, and Hoarry YWharton made an
upology that cleared away the clouds, :

There wus the adventure of the haunted
island, too; but Solly Lazarus was as much
in that as Dick, and it can bo left over.

A Mne fellow, Mek Trumper; one of
Mature's pentlemen—who are as trus geotles
men as any!

FISHY GETS LEFT.

By Frank Nugent.

Fighy poked a bony head
In our stody door.

*“Hallp, you galoota!” he said.
“Hyer's a bargain for !

Any jay who curca to shap il

Mow, which mug would like to cap it?

“Hyer's a top-notch fountain-pen,
Unly half-a-trown-— '

Only two-and-six—worth ten—
Yup, sir, money down!

Got it from & pear relation,

Now, let’s ‘have no hesitatipn!

"Like to see 1§, Wharten? Do!
Tills ifself, you zee,
it's 4 daisy, just a few—
Writes, sir, splendidiy!
Tuat o perfect gift 16 Is, elr, .
Have it? That's-the style! Goed hiz, sir!™
Fish put out o bony paw
Avarlkciously.
Wharton wasn't diddled, of
rid intend to he—
Simply wagn't taking any— ’
Beert the same things at & penny!

Fighy took the eoin, and then
Haw that he'd bhecn hail.
“Your- prloots! - Hand back that pent
Thia  hali-dollar's bad!” .
"o on, Fishv! You just caughi on?
en's the pen!” laughed Harry Wharton,

.
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Back Numbers, ete., Wanted.

By F. Folds, ¢, Dalton Btreet 8. Albans—
MAGNET, Noa 1-436; “Cem T - containing
Talbot stories—pleasze write particular:s and
price asked.

By A. Motton, 24, Cambridge Road, Rath-
minea, Dublin=—“4%chool and  Sport ™ and
« Rivals and Chums.*

By Miss P, Knight, 4, 3t, George’s Place,
Brighton—* Tom Merry & €0.," “ King of the
LFaga. B8t : Jim's Sports - Tournament,”
“ Black and White,” and any two slories in
“ Boys' Priend ? . Library,” befole No.o 358,
ahout Martin Dale.

By Arthur €. Menagh, 1001, 7lst Avenwe,
Stratheona, ™ Alta., Choowla—%Gem? il
MAGNET up to Seprember, 1916: alsn ® Boys
Friend * [from nuember in which ' Rookwonod
stories  began to that ‘in which “Frank
Jichards’ Schocldays ® =tarted,

By 1. T. Cooke, Io¢, Commpeorcint Rooad,
Ewindon—"* Boh Cherry's Darring-Out * ol
“ Figgina' Fig-Fudding *—3d. for clean copics.

By J. Feonell, 6, Hanaver Road, Brondes-
bary Park,” N.W, 10—MagNer and  “ Cem,™
WMoz, 1-460-—1d. “offered for numbers up th
a0 - 4d, for later ones \

Iiy Jas. A. Crompton, 88, Sonth Cliff oa
Withernze¢a, near Hull—MacHer, Nos 45 ond
437 “Gem,” Nos. 434, 430, 450, 499 any
Christmps or Douhle Summer Numbers of

gither % Gem " or Muoxer, I1908-10A7; “ Rivals
and- Chums, ™
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