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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Cut Direet !
ARRY WHARTOXN

rot=ed  Ins

H

of surprise,

Nugent, Johnny Bull, and
Jamset Ram Singh simply stared.

They were chatting in the quadrangle
of Greviriars, waiting for the dinner-hell,
when Vernon-Bimith of the Remnove came
across from the gates.

At the same time Redwing eame from
the direction of the Clowsters, with a baok
ander his arm and a thoughtful shade
upon his hanssome, sunburnt face.

The two met almest face io face, close
b where Harrv Wharton & CUo. were
standing.

Tom Redwing pauvsed. as if about to
cnenk, his face Aushing & hittle, .

Vernon-Smith walked on ds i he did
uot see nm, withont the slightest change
of expressicn in his face, and without a
sigin of recogmition.

He left Redwing standing hrresolute,
the erimson deepentng i his checks,

It was the cut direct,

The Bounder of Greyfriars had cut his
former chum dead, in the open gquad, with
a doezen fellows by !

There were glances of surprise fram
ather fellows as well az Harry Wharton
& Co.

The Bounder disappeaved into the
Sehool Heuse, apparently quite uncon-
seious of the sensation he had created.

Redwing. crinson, moved on slowly in
the same direction, his eyes on the
gvound, ouly too conscious of the surprise
on all sides.

A fat chuckle came from Billy Bunter.

* He., he, he !V
Skinner and and Stott

cvebrows, :
Bob « Cherry  cjaculated,
“Hallo, hato, hallo " m tones

ITurree

Snoop eX-

changed glances of surprise and satisfac-
| curious

T1o0l.

The three black sheep had been long
annoyed by the Bounder's friendship for
‘he  scholarship junior, and they had
hoped that, sooner or later, 1t would coma
to an end; but they had never expected
{0 see Smithy eut the fellow deliberately
under a crowd of curious eyes.

“Looks like trouble in the happy
furaily—what 77 mufmured Skinner, with
great enjoyment, |

“Jt do—it docs!” grimned Slott.
“ Smithy's fed up with that pushmg ont-
siderd I always thought it would come.”

“Same here!” said Snoop sapiently.
“Redwing's got his good points—I don’t
deny that—but what is he? A rank out-
sider ! Smithy was bound te get fed up
in the long run,”

Skinner’s satisfaction was not shared by
ITarry Wharton & Co., however. They
wore astomshed, and they were mnot
pleased, Bob Cherry’s eyes gleamed.

“What the dickens does Smithy moan
Ly that, you fellows?” he asked. *I'd
have punched his silly head, if I'd been
Redwing 17’

“Same here !” growled Johnny Bull.

“The samefulness is terrific!” said
Hurree Singh, knitting his dusky brows.
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THE BROKEN BOND!

By FRANK RICHARDS.

, A Magniﬁcent- -L"Newmlﬂ.“.ong ‘Complete Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars School.

“It appears ihat there has been storm-

fulness in the happy taﬁm?ud_g;nil,hy
has got his esteemed back up. had

forgotten that politefulness is the cracked
pitcher that saves a stitch in fime.”

Iurree Jamset Ram Singh was sirong | spectacles.

on proverbs. He sometimes got them a
little mixed however,

“Tlallo, hallo, hallo!
riddy bell ™

A [re neral move was made towards the
House,

At the Remove table, in the old
panclled dining-hall of Greyfriars, there
was some suppressed exeitement.

Even in o fow minutes the news had
spread in the Lower Fourth that the
Bounder was off with Redwimg, and had
cut him in the guad.

1f some insignificant person hike Suoop
or Bunter had acted m that way no one
would have taken the trouble to remark
apon it. But the Bounder of Greylriars
wns a person ol consequence in the Re-
move. Haleemsd lasge in the eyes of his
Form-fellows,

Indeed, since the Dounder had thrown
over his old recklessness, and was going
straight, it was a moot question whether
he micht not have had a chanee for the
captainey of the Form if he had chosen
to enter into rivalry with Wharton.,

Almost all eves at the Remove table
were turped upon Vernon-Smith and
Tom Redwing.

Eveun Mr. Quelch, at the head of the
table. was conscious that there was an
undercurrent of some sort there,

As o rale, Smithy sat next te Redwing.
He had bagged the seat after the sailor-
man's son came to Greyfriare,

Now he sat scveral places down the
tﬁi}le. i

[Mvidently he had made the change of
his own accord. Redwing was in s
usteal! place.

Tom Redwing did not meet any of the

glances that were turned nan
him. He kept his eyes on his plate
during dmner.

The Bounder did not, however. He
appeared quite his vsual self, cool and un-
concerned. He-ate with his usau! appe-
tite—which Redwing did not de, as some
of the fellows noticed.

Onece, when he met Wharton's eyes, he
smiled in a mocking way. Wharton did
not seck to hide his disapproval of the
insult the Bounder had put upon his
former chum. He liked Tom Redwing,
and respected him; and, whatever the
cause of guarrel might have been, he
felt that there was no excuse for the
Bounder’s econduct. His disapproval
seemed rather to amuse Vernon-Smith
than otherwise,

"When dinner was over, and the juniors:

marched out. Tom Redwing went out into
the quadrangle at once by himself.
Vernon-Smith stood in the doorway, look-

ing out in a casnal way, with an elaborate |

nnconscionsness of the fact that hig one-
1 passed within arm’s-length, of
him. Billy Bunter rolled up to him, de-
voured by an intense curiosity.,

“T say, Smithy—"

Vernon-Smith looked at him.

t

There goes thEI

“What's up, old chap?”’ asked Bunier
cagerly, ** Had a row—what?"”

The Bounder did not answer. Ho
walked away towards the stairs. Billy
Bunter blinked after hiw through his big

ception of his friendly inquiry.
“1 say, Smithy, getting deaf?” ke
demanded.

Smithy stepped on to the stamcase.
Bunter, too inquisitive to be rebuffed, ran
after him and canghi his arm.

“1 smy, Smithy, old bird Ow 1™

Still without ﬂ[mukin% the Boundoer
gripped Bunter by the co i;u', danrd sab hiin
down on the bottom step hard. Then he
went up the staire. Billy Bunter agped.

“Ow! Beast! Wharrer you do that
for, you rotior? Owl”

But Bunter did not pursue his inguiries,
Apparently the Bounder did not want to
be questioned as to the cause of his being
off with Redwing. e had made that
L‘_Efmr even 1o Buuter's ebiuse mind.

Vernon-Smith sauntered down the Re-
move passage to his study. He could not
have been unaware of the surprised specu-
lation in the Remove, but he gave ne
sign of having observed it 1ialf the
Remove were in a buzz of discussion on
the topic. Only a few days before there
had been trouble in Smithy's study with
Skinner, his study-mate, becanse the
Bounder wanted him to change studies
with Redwing, and Skinner emphatically
declined, Redwing was equally keen on
the change, for he did not get on with
Snoop and Stott in his own study. That
made the present state of alfairs more sur-
{Jrigirl.g' still. Evidently the Bounder no
ﬂn%m‘ wanted Tom Redwing to be his

(

1le was surprised.at this re-

study-mate.
Skinner & Co. followed the Bounder up
the staircase, grinmmg. They were

curious and they were delighted. They
had always been down on Redwing, and
to see his faithful friend turn agawnsé him
was a great joy to them. They felt that
the time had come to extend the right
hand of fellowship to the Bounder, They
were feeling. guiba chummy towards him.
Vernon-8mith lounged in the armchair
in his stody, with a book in his hand,
when Skinner opened the door and came
i, followed by his worthy friends. The
Bounder looked at them quietly. :
u '{:‘?EH, old chap?” said Skinner, '
W ell 7

=

“Had cnongh of that pushing cad-—-—

what #” said Stott.
“Do you mean
enongh, thanks ! :
~ “Eh? 1 mean Redwing. You know
jolly well T do !”" exclaimed Stott, s!hlrinﬁ
t

Skinmner ¥

at him. “1 take it you're fed up wi
s hough Id mith

ik % ht i would come, Smithy,”
said Snoop affably. “You reall y couldn’t
gtand the fellow in the long ram.

as we do now.”

“Do you see the door?” asked Vernon-

Smith. -
“Fh? VYes.” :
4 %Ft on the other side of it, will yout™
i it ) .?!ﬁ

Quite

must say I'm glad to sce that you ne&hiﬁi :
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Every Monday.

“But you're off- with Redwing, ain't
wou?!” exclaimed Stott. '

“Hasn't it ever occurred to you teo
mind your own business?"” inguired the
Bounder politely.

“Look here, Smithy——"

“You don't mean to say that you're
sticking up for that cad, though you've
cut him dead with all the fellows looking
on?" hooted Skinner, amazed and angry,

“I mean to say that I've had enough
of your cackle!” said Vernon-Smith
eilv. “Cut 1t out!”

The three looked at one another, They
had not expected this reception. And
they wore angry. This was the return
they got for iﬁmir friendly approval!

“Just the same cheeky cad as ever!"
growled Skinner. “Jf I'd been Redwing
I'd have punched you! But I suppose a
cad like that doesn't feel as anyhody else
would !”

The Bounder’s lips set, and he rose to
his feet. He crossed to a corner of the
study where a cricket-stump stood, and
picked it up. Sidney James Snoop exe-
cuted a strategic retreat into the passage.
He did not like the Bounder’s look,

“Ont:ide ! said Vernon-Smith tersely.

“Can’t I stay in my own study if I
hke?” howled Skinner. ' '

A powerful prod from the business end
of the stump answered him, and Harold
Skinner jumped out. Btoit followed him
hurriedly, without waiting for the stump.
Vernon-Smith kicked the door shut after
them. After that the Bounder was not
troubled with further inquiries as to his
break with Tom Redwing of Hawkscliff.

. THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Wharton Does His Best !

T'D-H. REDWING came quietly into
“the Remove FForm-room for after-
noon lessons with the rest of the

Form. He passed within a yard
of the Bounder, but did not look at him.

Evidently Redwing had accepted the

sifuation. He was no longer on speaking

terms with his former friend, and he let it

o at that,

" Mr. Quelch was aware of more than

usual inattention to lessons that after-

noon. Fellows did not seem able to help
glanecing at™ the Bounder and Redwing
and making wihispéered remarks. ﬁillg

Bunter ung Bolsaver major and several

other fellows received lines for whispering

in class: - -

Harry Wharton was one who was not
wholly attentive to lessons that afternoon,
though he Fﬁﬂaﬁml without lines. The
captain of the Remove was rather exer-
cised in his mind by the strange affair of
Smithy and Redwing. For a fellow to
drop a chum in that pointed and insulting
way was quite against all tradition.
Fellows who chummed sometimes grew
bored with one another, and drifted into
indifference; or sometimes they quar-
relled. But the Bounder was original in
his way of closing a friendship, as 1n most
other things. ¥For it was evidently the
Bounder who had done it. The scene in
the quadrangle showed that. Redwing
had acecepted the insult quietly, as few
fellows would have done; indeed, he
would have been suspected of poltroonery
if his courage had not been too well

known.
The Bounder was not supposed to he
very reliable in friendship. He had made

few friends, and never for long, uptil
Tom Redwing came to Greyfriars, And
that friendship had swrprised most of the
fellows. Troe, Redwing "~ had sayed
Smithy's life when his bodat was wrecked
at Hawkscliff but Bmithy was not be-
liéﬁ»e%lh_tu be especially eusceptible to the
clain 4,% gratitude, He was a million-
aire's son, rolling'in monéy, and Redwing
was the son of a sailérman, and had little
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i Not mueh chance for work ! (See Chapter 8.)

or nothing beside hiz scholarship. He
could not enter into the Bounder's ex-
pensive pleasures, for he would not
gponge upon chum, and in conse-
quence Bmithy had grown much less
reckless in money-scattering,

It was agreed in the Remove that it
was not really surprising that the friend-
ship had ended., The surprise was that it
had lasted so long. But nearly everybody
agreed that the Bounder's way of ending
it was the last word in caddishnoess.

Wharton was wondering, however,
whether there was something more than
that in it. Bkinner & Co.’s glee was so
open that it seemed possible that they had
had a hand in causing some misunder-
standing. The captain of the Remove
was thinking it out, whether to speak to
either or both on the subject. Wharfon
hated to “butt in ™ in a personal dispute,
but he was really concerned novw.

After lessons that day the Famous Five
were going down to cricket practice, and
Tom Redwing came out with his bat
under his arm. Vernon-Smith was mak-
ing a move in the same direction, but
as he saw Redwing he put his hands m his
pockets, and sauntered away into the
quad. Harry Wharton stopped.

“T'll follow you chaps!” he said,

“Don’t get into a sorap !” said Nugent,
laughing. _ *

Wharton shook his head and smiled
and went after the Bounder, who had
seatcd himself on a bench under one of
the old elms. _

Vernon-Smith met lum with rather a
steely look. But Wharton was not quite
the Kin_d of fellow to be answered like
Bunier or Skinner.
~ “You're not coming down to ericket,
Smithy ?" asked Harry.

“ Not now.,”

“ Because Redwing's there?”

¥ Yes”

“That's rot. you know "

“Probably.” _ =

“Redwing’s keen on cricket,” said

*“You won't get much practice if

H nz
u keep away from the field whengver
e's there."” ;
“Oh, he spends a good deal of time
swotting |7 said the Bounder, with a
sneer. “He won't pass his prize exam
without."

“That remark might have come from

Skinner, Smithy. It's hardly up to your
style,” said Harry, “You treated Red-
wing very badly to-day.”

“Think so?"” ;

“I don’t want to butt in. But I'm a
friend of bpth parties, I hope,” said
Wharton aurfnusly. “1 only want to ask
you oné question, Smithy, Has Skinner
got anything tur:!u with your guarrelling
with Redwing? If there's some misunder-

n ___I_I'l

* There isn't!” :

““You can see that it i3 simply pie to
those fellows,” said Harry. * They're
glad to see you cut Redwing‘."

“Yes: it looks like that." :

“Only the other day you were rowing
with Skinner because he wouldn't change
studies with Redwing.” .

“Quite so!” ey

‘“ Then it’s not a misunderstanding, and
Skinner’s not at the bottom of 1t!"

““Not at alll”

Harry Wharton’s brow darkened a
little. The Bounder was uncommunica-
tive, and did not seem to care what con-
struction was placéd upon his action.
Vernon-8mith Eﬂd always displayed a
scornful indifference to fsuh]iﬂ opinion in
lf:is Form; bub that could be carried too
ar.

A short silence followed, and the Boun-
der yawned.

“Well, it's your own - business, of
course,” said Harry at last. “‘But it's
not what a chap would have expected of
you, Smithy. It's a bad thing for Red-

wing.”

“1 don't see that!”

“Some of tho cads, like Skinner, have
always been down on the chap, because
he's poor, and all that. It was a
thing for him, in a way, to be your chum,
You’ve droppéd him in the most pointed
way, and it will cause g lot of talk, Fel-
lows may think that Redwing is, aiter
all, the outsider that S8kinner makes ouk,
and that you've found it out for your-
golf. It’s not farr on him.”

The Bounder's brows contracted.

“There's nothing against Redwing,”
he snid, after a pause,

“He's done nothingt”

- &k Nﬂ !'l-'l

‘“Do_vou mean to say that you've ine

sulted the chap before all Greyfriars when
Tur Maagyer Lisrary,~No. 654.
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hﬁ’a done nothin " exclaimed Wharton,

Wil EIMI? i"‘

“Well, then——"  Wharton paused,
and did not utter the hot words that 1oso
to his hps.

The Bounder shiugged his shoulders.

“The fact is, all the shortcomings aie
en _my side,” he said, with a sarcastic
smile, “Redwing had the advantage of
being brought up in a fisherman’s hut,

where it appears that a chap learns to be |
vary %;l_;ﬁﬂular. My ideas don't come up |
s

|

to hi
we can’t pull together.
you're cunigus!” .

“I'm not eurious}”’ said Wharton con-
temptuously. “1I thought it was most

h sfandard. That being the ca
Thera 1t is,

hikely soma trick of Bkinner's. But if it's | th

as you say, F've got nothing more to say
about it . T dave say you can guess what
I think !’

* Quite easily 1" answered the Bounder,
nnmaoved,

“That's enough, then!” said Harry;
and he turned away. S

The Bounder glanced after him as he
went down to the ericket-field, seemingly
not quite easy in his mind., But ke
slougged his shoulders impatiently, and
walked a.waafntu the gates, and was not
sean again till tea-time.

In the Remove passage he came
Tom Redwing talking to Squiff, Tém
Brown, and Delarey. He passed him
without a and Redwing made no

8i

sign; but \‘EI;' three Colommal- juniors
looked rather grimly after the Bounder,
He found Skinner grinning in his study.
Vernon-8mith scowled m response to
inner’s grin. Whatever his motive in
b ing with Redwing, he had certainly
not done it to afford satisfaction to Skin-
ner, and hia study-mate’s glee irritated
him extremely,

“The wmurder's out, old chap!” said
Skinner,

“What do you mean?’ snapped the
Bounder.

“1 mean that 1 know why you’ve quar-
relled with Redwing and I've told the
fellows 1” chuckled Skinner.

*“And what have you told the [ol-
lows?” agked the Bounder, with a glitter
iﬂ“hﬁ'w?&t tten trick la

8 that‘rotten frick you p Qn
me to get me out of the at.udy?’?d said
Skinner coolly. “It was rather sharp
practice, Smithy, wasn't it? You bam-
boozled me into owing money to Jerry
Hawke, the billiard sharper, and got him
to press me for it, so that I'd have to
borrow the moncy of you to pay him,
and in return agrce change studies
with Redwing. Well, I did it, but Red-
wing didn’t fake his chance. Fe didn’t
change out. That was yesterday. To-
day you cut Rndmnf i the guad,”
Skimer chortled. *“I sce it all plain
enough now. Instead of jumping at his
cha Redwing read you a lecture. on
sharp practico—what? He refused to
wedge info the study on such terms.
Any decent fellow would. Even that out-
sider’s decent enough for that: And yon

ot your back ‘up, and quarrelled with

m for it." ~

The Bounder was silent.

But Skinner did not need any admis-
signs. He knew that he bad the facts.
He had told Redwing of the Bonnder's
trickery, hoping that it would lead to
trouble between them, for in epite of his
dawn on - Redwing, Skinner was well
awaro of the high and honourable nature
of the sailorman’s son.

He had hoped and believed that Red-
wing would refuse $o take advantage of
the ﬁ‘rink. : %

, Fancy that fellow seiting uwp on a
high plano of morality and ‘I‘iﬂbﬂll:l you
ectures, Smithy ! said Skinner, chuck-

ﬂﬁiﬂﬂ‘i‘ ¥y. “You might really
B MAGNET LiBRARY.—No. 554,
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1

have expected it, *_?.f:nu kiow. What yon
did was thumpin® sharp, a
] trick, wasn’t 4?7 And all for

3
dear old Redwing’s sako ; and he rounded
on you wstead of heing properly grate-
full Ha, ha, ha!”

b Skinner roared.

He ceased lmughi: z?‘ suddenly, however,
and skipped” out of the study as the
Bounder strode towards him with fury in
his face.

But his ehortle was heacd again as he
weng Mown the passage. Thendea of the
satlor-lad of Hawksoliff faking a high
m tone towards the millionaire’s son,
who had been his friend through thick
and thin, tickled Skinnar fmmensely, and

16 story was much too good to keep. to
himself.

Skinner had very nearly been tricked
out of his study, and the rather sharp
practice of the Bounder, though dope for
Tom Redwing’s sake, was ‘not likely to
meet with approbation in the Remove.

- That evening oll the Remove knew
what Skinner had to tell. and several
fellows asked Tom Redwing to corrobo-
rate the story. Redwing, Enwcwer. had
nothing to Eﬂf, and not a word was to be
drawn from him.

He was no longer Smithy’s chum, but
nothing would have induced him to utter
a word against his formor friend. But
the Remove knew what to believe, and
they were on Tom Redwing’s side in the
dispute, if that was of any weo to Tom.
It was nob much, as things were,

. THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Bolsover Major Does Not Understand !
[ I K Form ought to chip in |”
Thus Bolsov
tones in the Common-room.
sover major was indig-
nant. The fact that Tom Redwing had
ohee stood up to him and put wp a first-
class fight somehow disposed Bolsover

&

major in his favour. Bolsover confi-
dently _ that Redwing would call
the der to account for insult in |

the quad, and anticipated a great scrap
and a sound licking for Vernon-8mith
whiﬁh:ad in Bolsover's opinion, he well

Somehow, Redwing had feiled io come
up to expectation. Instead of avenging
the insult, he had swallowed it whale, so
to speak. He did not even scem to be
aware that he had been insulted, and
Bolsover felt that 1 was his duty to
enlighten him. -

“If a fellow treated me liko that,”
continued Bolsover, ‘*T'd smash him !

| It"s up to a fellow to put-up his hands for
& thing like that.”
“Perhaps a fellow knowd best him-

scl,” suggested Peter Todd.

"“Redwing doesn’t seem to,” said Bol-
sover major., “[ should think he was a
funk, only I know he isn't,”

" Looks as if he was,” said Snoop.

Oh, rot] As soon as Redwing under-
stands what the Form expects of him
he’ll play up right cnough. I'm going to

e Wy d b old
" not mind your own business
o t’y ; %qb Cherryg, ;
‘Rats I¥ -

scout 7"’ suggoestod

“It's barcly possible that Redwing
knows his own business quite as well as
you.ean tell hiny,” remarked Hazeldene.

“ Bogh {7 - : \

" For goodness’ sake don’t butt in and
start fcllows scrapping for nothing 17 ex-
claimed Harry Wharton. .

“"Tain't for nothing. Bmithy seems
to have played a rather shady trick on
Skinner, and Redwing wouldn't have a
finger m it. Quite right, too! Now

i
id

sSmithy cuts him dedd in guad, with half
Greyiriars looking on, Isn't it up to the

regulars

er major in loud

5

fellow to give Smithy a hiding for that ;**
demanded Bolsover major warmly.

* Leave it to Redwing,” said Nugent.

“Rats! T'm going to point it out to
bim now.”

Bolsever major marched out of the
Common-room with a determined air,
Some of the Reémovites followed him,
curious to see how Radwing would take
the mterferomce of the Remove bully.

Neither Redwing nor Vernon-Smith
was in the Common-room. Probably
they were keeping out to aveid one
another,

Bolsover major led Lis flock along the
Remove passage, and thumped at the
door of Study No. 11, He threw the
door open, and marehed in with his heavy
tréad.

T'om Redwifigwas alone there. He
had finished his preparation; and was
working at Eatin for his coming vxam,
when the juniors erawded in.

“Hello!. What do you fellows want
he asked, in surprise, suspecting for a
moment that it was a rag.

But Bolsover major soon showed that
s intentions were not hostile.

" Sorry to interrupt,” he said.
done grnnr prept”

i ﬂ ; Fm""!‘

“Well, you ean chuck swotting for a
bit. I've got somethmng to MX to you.”

an lﬂiﬁf down

“You've

Redwing smiled faintly,
his pen,

"o ahead !’ he replied. X

“ About Smithy !’ said Buolsover major
warmly. * Smithy’s insulted you.”

“Oh, nonsense 1™

““Nonsense, ch? Dida't he cut vou -

dead in the qund when vou were as thick
as thieves only yesterdayi” demanded
BO-IEB\'I&I‘.

" Yes, rather!” ehimed in Billy Bun-
ter. "I saw him.”

“ Yon shut up, Bunter |7

“Oh, really, Bolsover—--*

“Shut up!” roared the bully of the

Removeo autocratically. Apﬁnﬂy Bel-

sover was prepared to do a e talking
that was needful. :
Billy Bunter grunted, and shut up.
“You've been insulted, Redwing,”
saidd Bolsover major. “I'm going fo
Sgint_ out to you what you're E:Jund ta

as you don't scem to have thought

of 1t yoursell.”
“You needn’t trouble,”
“ You're bound to ask Smithy into tha
gym,” said Bolsover, unheeding. “ You

can’'t do less, unless yow wait the Remove

to think you a funk.”
“Oh, rot!"

“Perha ou are-a funk!” _roarcd
Bolsover, Tegjming'm get weathful.
“I hope I am not.” :
“Well, then, you're going to hck

Smithy,” _ ;

J'T'm going to do my work if you'll
give me a rest,” answered Redwing com-
posedly. ' S
Bolsaver snorted. e was actuated by
quite friendly feclings towards Redwing
so far. But his friendly feclings wero
beginning to wear thin. R

You're not going to fight Smithy 1"
he demanded. |

“Certainly not !

“Why nott”

“Loak here, Bolsover, I dare say you
mean well, but L don't want any advice
on that suhiect. Give « fel

“Are you afraid of him {°

~Some of -Baolsover’s followers ﬁuakleci.
This was & facer for the great Bolsover,
who did not quitd kmnow what to say

next, Bkinner and Snoop winked at S

e

’ -

ljnw o rest!” -

“Oh, rats]” 2
“Then you're a funk|” roared Bol-
S Fom Redwi v iy ;
om wing took ap again.
“ Let it go at that if you 'HE:,’:' heo said,
- “* Now, let’s have a rest.” - -
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another. They did not like Redwing, | morrow, I'll see that you get the white.

but they rather liked secing the bully of
the Remove taken down e pﬂg. |

Bolsover glared round at them. _

“What’s the cackle about?” he de-
‘manded truculently.

The cackle stopped at once.

*“Now, then, Redwing——"
Bolsover.

“Chuck it !"” answered Redwing.

“Jook here, you've got to fight
Smithy | exclaimed Bolsover savagely.
“We're all down on Smithy for the way
he's treated vou.”

“You needn’t be,”

“Do you mean to say that Smithy’s in
the right 7"

“I don’t mean to say anything.”

“We're backing you up,” explained
Bolsover as patiently as he could. “ You
don’t seem fo catch on, Redwing. We're
on your side." -

‘** No needssto tako sides at all so far as
I can see,” answered Redwing. “Let
the matter drop, there's a good chap!”

Snort !

“Then you won't fight Smithy ?”

“No, I won't "

* After he's insulted you in open quad
—turned up his cheeky nose at you with
half Greyfriars looking on?”

““Oh, hang it, will you dry up?”

“Then vyou're a funk!”™ roared
Bolsover major. *“ A sneaking funk!
You oughtn’t to be spoken to in the
Remove. T sha'n't speak to you again,
at any rate until you'’ve stood up to
Smithy !

“Thanks !"

continued

“Wha-at 7" :

“That's a relief, at any rate !”

There was another chortle from
Bolsover’s followers: '

The bully of the Remove crimsoned,
and clenched his big fists. He had come
there to see that Redwing did not fail
to fight Bmithy; but just then he looked
more like fighting Redwing himself,

“Yah! " Funk!” chortled Billy
Bunter.

“Funk!"” hooted Skinner.

Redwing looked up very quietly.

“I'm not going to fight Smithy,
Skmner, but I'm quite ready to fight
vou, if you like—here and now, if you
want me to!”

“Chance for you, Skinner!” grinned
Ogilvy.

Skinner did not take his chance. He
shrugged his_shoulders, but he did not
call Redwing a funk again. Bolsover
major seemed at a loss.

“If you're finished you may ag well
clearI” remarked Redwing calmly.®

“Well, 1 suppose we've finished,”
said Bolsover major. “ You can shut up
Skinner, but you can’t shut me up,
Redwing 1™ I say you're a funk !”

“Well now you’ve said it, get out!”

“You don’t want to fight me?" jeered
Bolsover major.

“Oh, don't bother! Tl fight you, if

sou like!” exclaimed Redwing im-
patiently. “I don't care a rap either
way.”’

“If you're ready to fight me, why ain't
you ready to fight Smithy?” demanded
Bolsover major, who could see no reason
in Redwing’s attitude, and was puzzled
nccordingly.  Bolsover .major was not
gifted with much penetration.

“Is that a riddle ?"

“No, vou ass! It's a guestion. I
don't understand you !”

“ Lots of things you don’t understand,
Bolsover! I'm not going to fight
Smithy, but I'm ready to fight any other
fellow. in the Remove who wants me to,”
answered Redwing calmly, “And just
nuw[ I'd like to get on mhh my warkl-!“

“I suppose you're pulling m
somehow,’” sn.idyBalmﬂﬁ* mafur ﬂ,{ '!a:tg.
“1'll give you .time to think it over,
Redwing. you don’t fight Smithy to-
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feather "

“Rats !"

Bolsover major tramped angrily out
of the study, puzzled and annoyed. The

| other {fellows followed him out, Billy

Bunter the last, and as he went the Owl

of the Remove put his head back into

the study, blinked at Redwing through

his glimmering spectacles, and said:
“Yah! Funk!"

Redwing made a movement. Tt was
only to dip his pen into the inkpot, but
Billy Bunter vanished like a gMost at

cock-crow. The sailorman’s son laughed,

and wegt on with his work.
b g

l THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

The High Hand !

HE next day Redwing and the
Bounder were on the same terms
~—that 1s to say, not on any terms
at all. But the Removitea had

got used to the new state of affairs by
that time, and it did not interest them
so much. A friendship had ended, and
the former chums went their separate
ways, and that was all. Skinner & Co.
wers still in a mood of great satisfaction,
and Billy Bunter was still inquisitive,
and DBolsover major was very surly—
apparently considering that the matter
wds somehow his budiness. But most of

BN NNV

DOES YOUR SOLDIER PAL
3 WRITE TO YOU ?

Notepaper iz “zome ™ price these
days, but pone of us wonld grudge
Tommy all the paper he needs on
which to write those cheery letters
of his if paper were treble the price
it is to-day. 8till, it's no use simply
“ gassing ¥ abont it; it's up to each
one to do his bit to pay the piper.

It costs the Y.M.C.A., who supply
Tommy with free stationery, no less
than £60,000 a year. Sixpence will
nquly your own or somebody else's
pal with enough notepaper to write
one letter each week for a vyear,

Golng to let him have it% Of course
you are!

So send sixpence along to-day to
Y.M.C.A. (Stationery Fund), Totten-
ham Court Road, London, W.(C., men-
tioning that it comes from a reader
of this paper.

ELNANANANANANANANANNANANANNANANNAUE

ﬂ;e Remove fonnd other matters to think
of. :

That Tom Redwing felt the break with
his chum was very probable; but his
calm, sedate face gave no clue to his
thonghts. He was working away in-
dustriously for his prize exam, and he
worked harder than ever now im his
spare time. It was a relief from painful
thoughts.

But he had not yet done with Skinner
& Co. Those cheery youths, from a
spirit of malicious mischief, had set
themselves to prevent Redwing working
for the exam successfully, and they were
all the keener now that the intervention
of the Bounder, whom theyv feared, was
not to be expected.

On Wednesday Harry Wharton & Co.
were playing a match with. the Upper
Fourth, and, as Redwing was not in the
team, he intended to put in a good after-
noon at study. That was Skinner’'s great
opportunity.  Skinner & Co. were
grinning together outside Redwing’s door
when Vernon-Smith came down the
passage.

The Bounder paused as he passed the
trio.

Skinner gave him a cheery nod.

“Join up, Swmithy!” he said, with a
wink to his comrades.

“What's on?"” asked Vernon-Smith
quietly.

Three-halfpence. 5
“We're going to rchicarse in my
study,"” - said Bnoop. *“T1in whistla,

mouth-organ and fireirons complete,”
*Ha, ha, ha!"” roared Btott,
. ¥ Bring your kettle and a stump and
join tha band,” said Skinner. “We'rs
tving Redwing musical honours to help
inm swot {”
_ The Bounder compressed his lips. But
1t was scarcely possible for him to inter-
fere, even if he wanted to. Withous
answering, he went on his way, and dis-
appeared down the staircasb.

‘Just as well he's gone,” remarkaed
Snoop. _“_H e’s ‘going down ta the bay
to see his new t, I hear. Redwing
was gomg with him, but that’s knecked
on the head now. What a sad end to a
touchin’ friendship !"

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“But vou never know how to take
ﬁmlthj‘;” said Sidney James sapiently,

Just like him to cut up rusty and back
up that cad, though he's quarrelled with
him. He would do anyvthing for the saks
of being caddish! Now, then, Smithv's
bunked, and everybody else's at the
cricket, Time!"”

And the three entered the study.

Redwing ceased to work at once. Ile
knew what it meant. He had been
through it before, and it was impossibla
to prevent Snoop and Stott from kicking
up eg shindy in their own study if they
liked. He began to gather up his books.

“Borry we shall have to rehearse here,
Redwing,” said S8kinner blandly. *Wa
can’t go to the Form-room. Somebods's
locked the door and hidden the key.”

Redwing pansed.

“You moan you've locked up the
Form-room, and hidden the key, so that
I can’t get there?” he said quietly.

:'I say, you're getting suspicious,”
said Skinner ne%tm'ingly. You shouldn't
be suspicious, Redwing. It's a sign of
low training. It is not worthy of the
noble. mansion you wero brought up in
at Hawkscliff '"

“He, he, ha!”

Redwing sat down again. He was
cornered, as it were, and he could only
hope that the cads of the Remove would
get tired of their malicions amusement,
and leave him in peace, But Skinner &
Co., as they started their precious re-
hearsal, did not seem like getting tired.
They were certainly prepared to & it
up as long as Redwing wanted to work.

As it happened, however, Bkinner's
little game was not. destined to prosper
that afternoon.  Harry Wharton was
thinking about it. The Remove was
batting first in the matoh, and when Bob
Cherry and Johnny Bull were out Harry
spoke to them on tie subject.

“You fellows won't e Ml for a
bit,” he said. * How would you like to

cut off to the House and see how
Redwing's getting on 7"’

“Eh? What about Redwing 7" asked
Johnny Bull.

“He’s swotting. aa usual !”

“Well, let him swot !”

“I ﬂun::’gir Skinner's at his little game
again. It's a rotten shame that a fellow
can't be allowed to work 1if he wants to,”
said Wharton. “1I can't very well leave
the field, but you fellows can.”

Johnny Bull grunted. .

“Why doesn’t Redwing kick ’em out 1"
he snapped.

“Well, it's Snoop and Stott’s study, as
well as his, and le doesn’t feel entitled
to. But if they're making a shindy, yon

can interfere without bothering about
the rights of the matter,"” said arton,
laughing. “The Famous Five arc above

the law, vou know!"”
“Oh, all right!” said Johnny Bull
“ Come on, Bob!”
“Right-ho !"" said Bob cheerily.
The two juniors left the field, and
Tue Macy¥ET LiBraRY.—No. 5564, -
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Wharton went to join Squiff at the
wickets. As Johnny Bull and Beb came
up to the Remove passage they had evi-
dence that 8kinner & Co. were at work.
A terrific din proceeded from Study
No. 11. The shrieks of a discordant tin
whistle jarred with the buzz of a mouth-
organ and the clang of a poker on the
fender.

“That's what they call a rehearsal I’
said Bob, with a grim look. “We'll re-
hoarse 'em| Come on!”

Bob threw open the door of No. 11.

Skinner & €Co. were going strong, and
wing, with a throbbing head, was
doing his best to work amid the din.

*Stop that row 1" roared Johnny Bull

The rehearsal atnp%ed.

“Hallo! Did our harmony attract gnu
hero?"” asked Harold _Skinner affably.
“This is really an unsolicited testimonial.
Come in! iTu charge for_ admission,
though yon don't hear music like this
at the Queen’s Hall I

“Geot outI”

“Whatt"?

i {}Etlﬂ - e .

“1 sup we ean do as we like in our
own study?” exclaimed Stott warmly,
a;:Tha-.t’a were you muk:d nBljﬁtla mis-
take, m in,"” answer erry
t:l!|4=.'e:'|"i,'l_'gr]r *Give me that mkarigh He

jerked it away from Snoop. “Now give
me that mouth-organ, Stott!”
~ “1I won't! Yaroch! Keep that poker
away, you beast! Oh, crumbs!”
- lﬁ you give me that mouth-
organi”
Ow! There it is, you rotter!” ;
“Thanks | Il have that tin whistle
now, Bkinner!”

“¥You won’t!” said Skinner hetween

his teeth, his ?aa littering like a cat's.
“It’s mine, an l'llgdo as 1 like, Broop's
asked me into this study,”

“¥Yes, I have,” agreed Snoop. * You

I
fellows 'ha.':;en't any right to interfere in

n |

T Bless your little hLeart, we're rot
bothering about the rights of the
matter!” answered Bob Cl . “Give
me that whistle, Skinner, or clse T shall

od you in the ribs with this poker—
ike that{”

“Yarooh !”

“Or tap you on the napper—Ilike
that 1™ | @

“Whooop I .

“Or dot you on the nose with it—
like—"" '

“Here's the whistle, you rotter!”
yelled Skinner.
E:‘kTh.Dhl pass, Johmn

ick "em as o

“You bet!” said Johnny lgull tersely.

The trio of dismayed young rascals
glared at the chums of the Remove with
expressions worthy of Von Tirpitz, They
were utterly enraged, and so furious that
they were almost inclined to attack the
two juniors fistically, but not quite. The
three weedy slackers would not have
been much -use against Bob Cherry and
Johnny Buil.

“Are you Fuin " asked Bob. politely.

*No!" yelled Skinner furionsly.

" Here goes, then!” .

Bob threw the poker, the whistle, and
the mouth-or into the grate, and
advanced on Skinner with his hands up,
Redwing looked on in silence, with a
slight smile on his face. Skinner pu} up
his bands in defence, and he was driven
out of the study under a shower of heavy
taps which mmio him yell, ;

noop and Stott did not interfere.
They had no chance, for Johnny Bull
was ﬂea.lm‘g with them. They clung to
him as he drove them out, and the sturdy
ior gra them both by the collar,
and brought their heads together with
a sounding crack,
‘There wero _eimultaneous vells of
T8k MaoNET LiBRary.—No. 554,

Naw get out of tll:_a study !

anguish from Sneop and Stott. They
went fottering into the passage together,
rﬂarmf. ) :

2 serene, Redwing,” sid Bob
cheerily. “Get on with your swolting,
old ﬂhﬂ:‘]?. There won’t be any more
shindy !

Bob and Johnny followed the raggers
out. Skinner & Cg. ‘were helped along
to the stairs by a vigorous app ication of
boot-leather, ©~ They  yelled and
squirmed and dodged breathlessly down

the. #ﬁim& -

““Now, keep off the grase, my dear old
beans!”  grinned Bob, “Any more
shindy in the Remove passag my pip-
png, and we'll give you som#® mare of
the same, only more so, Savvy?”

Johnny Bull and Bob Cherry returned
to the cricket-field, Skinner & Co.
picked themselves up, and dusted them.
selves down, breathing fury.

" Let’s go back,” said Skinner at last.
“We've a right to do as we like in the

study.”
Snoop sniffed, and Stott grunted, That
was -the only reply theﬂfnunhsafad to
kinner’s suggestion. ey had had
enough; and, on reflection, Hareld
Skinuer decided that he had had enough,
That afternoon Tom Redwing Fut in the

best day’s work he had done for a long

time,
H’
moody as he came baok to Grey-
friars late in the afterncon.
He was not in a happy mood. -
is resentment againgt his chum was
a8 keen as ever, if not more =0; but he
migsed Redwing. ;

He would not acknewledge it aven to
himsolf, but the loss of the sailor-lad’s
fnandaﬁ:p left a blank in his life.

Somehow or  other, he had pulled
better with Tom Redwing than wﬂ'ﬂ any
other fellow he had known, He had a
regard for Harry Wharton, but, he had
jrever chummed with him, and was never
likely to, There were others fellows in
the Remove whom he liked, and with
whom ke was on friendly terms, but none
whom he cared to call a chum. Red-
wing was_utterly unlike the rockless,
sardoni¢ Bounder, and it was perhaps
upon their difference of character that
their friendship had been founded,

Tt had been a good thing for Vernon-
Smith. He was well aware that the
quiet, simple sailorman’s son thought
and felt on a higher ]Elsmé, and, uricon-
sciously, Vernon-Smith had striven to-
wa it. More than once, he knew, he
had shocked or hurt Tom by the cynical
view that came natural to him, and in
Tom’s company he had come to talk
much less reck .sli
and it had been all the better for him.
He knew that in Tom he had a pal who
would not have hesitated to rsk life

for him—as, indeed, Tom Redwin
had done once. But the Bounder coul
nat T 8 what bad happened in the
affair of Skinner.

Vernon-Smith naturally wanted his
chum in his study instead of Skinner,
but it had efly for Tom’s sake
that he had striven to bring about thq
change, so that the scholarship junior
r:onlf do his work in peace ‘there.
Skinner had refused to change studies
from sheer malice, He would really
have been more comfortable in No, 11
with his friends, Vernon-Smith had
schemed to get the cad of the Remove
under his thumb, and foree the change
upon him, and he had suceeeded,

And then
to accept
i Smithy had used—and he could not pre-

=
e e

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The White Feather !

ERT VERNON-8MITIT was

RB
looking thoughtful and a dittle

-

than was his wont, |

Tom Redwing had refused |
I He did not like the methods

Smithy.

tend that he did—and he would not forco
Skinner to give ? his study without his
consent, Certainly he had not meant to
lecture the Bounder, but he had had to
refuse to take advantage of sharp prac-
tice, whilst grateful for Smithy’s geod
mtentions.  Smithy's cheeks
when he thought of if,

He missed
implacable. - He dnten
exactly as if Tom Redwing had never
come to Grﬂiirmra, and dismiss the
fellow from his mind entirely.
missed him, Ispecially that afternoon
he had missed lum, when it had been
amn&farl a week ahead that they wera
to sail the Bounder’s new boat together.
That arrangement had fallen through
without a word s[i;okﬂn on_erther side.
The Bounder would not admit that he
missed Redwing, but he was 1
moody” and discontented,

In the village, too, he Had COMA ACTOSY
Tom’s father, the heurty old sailorman,
who was about to start en a new voyage.
Bill Redwing had greeted
cordially.

The sailorman was ~very kindly dis-
ﬁ:ﬁd towards the wealthy sehoolboy who

d made a friend of his soi. He had
asked about Tom, and Smithy had
answered with great discomfort, not
caring to explain to the unsuspicious
seaman that matters were on a different
footing now.

Later, in the lane,
Hazeldene and Clara
House School, and Miss Clara asked
him merrily where his alter ego was, as
they had always been seen together; and
again Sm Ld an '
fortably: He did 1ot care to tell the
CLff House girls that Redwing was no
longer his friend, or even an acquaint-
ance. ~He was well awaro that thoy
would have known upon whose shoulders
to lay the blame. :

, The fact that he was regarded as being
m the wrong, however, only made the
Bounder feel mora bitter.. He was read

has friend, but he was qu:itﬂ;_
ded to gao on

Ha

ealing

him very

he met Marjorie
ra Tml]lnﬁaﬁf Chif

burned -

od very nmcon: -

to admit that he had played sharp with

Skinper, but it was the unﬁ' way to deal
with the cad, he considere
not done it for his own sake. HHe could
not forgive Tom Redwing for not seeing
the matter eye to eye wiﬂ: him,
© Was A
the Bounder came in, and Vernon-Smith
turned his steps in
junior match had just come to an end,
and the cricketers were coming off,
Bolsover major had been hymﬁjfnr tho
e, the maich not Seannn"'ng the
best team Wharton could put into the
field. Bolsover was lnnl':mf vei"yg;)haaed
with himself. He had knoe np a
dozen runs off the hmlinﬂnf the Fourth.
“How has it goge, Bo
the Bounder,

“All serene, withou your help, old
Bn&w1* major.

scout,”  answered

“They’re licked by thirty runa!”
“You've made a century ¥’ asked

Vernon-Smith, with an trony

quite lost on Percy over,
“No such lpek; only twelve,” sail
Bolsover. “DBut  centuries  weren't

wanted. 'The Fourth don’t amount to
much at cricket. Tl tell you what,
You can stand out of the St.
Jim’s match, when it comes off, and giva
me a chance,”

“ Good_idea 1

be of much use on that occasion,”
“Oh, none of
Bolsover, * By _
hm; your fight with Redwing yet.”
“T'm not going to, emher.”
“T've told him he's a funk.”
"More fool youl

him again, have you?” demanded
Bolsover major. .

, and he had:

shout from Little Side as
in that direction; The °

soverf” asked

t was

i the Bounder.,
“But I don’t thh%en runs would Vi

ouE c¢l” growled -+
éle way, I":guu haven't

*1 say, you haven't made it up with 5

......

........
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“Find out!”

With that the Bounder walked away.
A little later, when he came up to the
Remove passage, he sighted two or three |
juniors rinning ocutside No. 11, and went
alunﬁ to see what was on. On the outside
of the 'door a large white [eather was

fastened with drawing-pms.
The Bounder’s brow grew black.
“What silly fool put that there?’” he

exclaimed angrily. ,
Bolsover !"” answered

“He, he, he! ,
Duly Bunter. “It's the white feather
He, he, he!

for Redwing, you know!
He's a funk !”

The study doer opened just then, and
Tom Redwing came out, tired after his
afternoon’s hard work in the study.

He glanced at the grinning juniors,
and then at the Bounder's scowling face,
and the next moment caught sight of the
white feather pinned on the inu::. He
gave a start as he saw ab.

Then, compressing his lips, he walked
down the passage, leaving 1t where it
Was.

“He, he, he ! came from Bunter.

. Wﬂ‘ﬂ, my hat!” said Russell. * Faney
a chap taking that guietly !”

** Blessed funk " 1eeref; Snoop.

“You didn't say so while he was here,”
remarked Russell drily,

Vernon-Smith stepped up to the door
and jerked the feather away. He tore
it to pieces, and scattered them along the
passage. ‘Then, with a black brow, he
went to his own study. Billy Bunter
emitted a low cackle as he passed bim,
but it turned into a yell of wrath as a
E;mk*hn_nder from t:l!f Bmhnder sent him

aggering against the wall.

“Yah [ Beast ! ydlled Bunter. “Come
back, and I'll lick you !

The Bounder's deor slammed,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
- The Bounder Chips In !

HAT cad |” said Cecil Ponsonby.
It was a few days later, and

T

Ponsonby & Co., of Highcliffe
~_School, had just come upon

Tom Redwing in Pegg Lane.
Redwing was alone., It was n half-

holiday, and Tom had been to Hawks-
cliff to say good-bye to his father before
he left for sea. But for the break in their
fviendship  Vernon-Smith wounld have
gone with him ; but Tom was alone now,
and he wag walking slowly, with his eyes
on the greund, in a thoughtiul mood,
when the Highe tted him.

He was not so cheerful as usual Just
Ithenl;aLIt ‘FI:‘[II.B not only the dﬁergfuc?mmth
1is He was not thinkmg of that at
the moment. His father was going to
sca again. Tom would not have uttered
one word to keep the sailorman from his
duty, but he could not help thinking
of the dangers his father was geing into.

Bill Redwing’s work was on the food-
ships, in peril of mine and submarine.
In these dark and terrible 8 of war
the wings of the Angel of Death hover
incessantly over the men who go down
to the sea imn ships. Tom Redwing was
thinking of that, and it banished all other
thoughis from his mind.

Ile did not see the nuts of Highcliffe
tili he was quite near to them. and then
his glance fell carelessly upon Ponsonby,
Gadsby, - Monson,  and Vavasour. He
would have passed them without a sign.
He was in mo mood for a shi z with his
old enemies. But Ponsonby & Co. did
not ‘mean to be passed. Ponsonby made
a gestare to 'his comrades, and they
blocked the way of the sailorman’s gon,
and he had to stop.

It was a lonely spot, and Ponsonby
grimmed with satisfaction. Ilis old enemy, .
who had- thrashed him, was at his mercy, |
and Pon considered that a favourable

thrashin

ging now we've got the c

aailor-lad.

bis feet and piling i

him, elinging to him like cats.

|
savage hatred.

) VOLLr Highcliffe.
opportunity had come for repaying that| through it!”
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with interest—Pon not being |
troubled by any scruples about fair play. -

“ Fancy meetin’ you, dear boy !" smiled
Ponsonby. .

Tom looked at him quietly.

“ Let me pass, please !” he said.

“No hurry!” smiled Ponsonby, * Do
you remember, dear boy, some time ago
you had the dashed impertinence to lay
your low hands on me?”

“Do you want me to lay them on
again "

" Yaps, exactly! WNow's your time!”

rinned the dandy of Highcliffe, “Collar

im, you fellows! We¢’ };‘h’ﬂ him a rag-

ance "

*“ Absolutely !” chuckled Vavasour.

Tom Redwing backed away a littles

e was probably a match for any two
of the nuts of Higheliffe, but four to one
was long odds.

“Don't let him run!" exclaimed Pon-

sonhby. :

Redwing'’s lip. curled. He could have
empadutlgo encounter by cutting abross
the fields and putting on speed, but
nothing would have induced him to run
from the Hiﬁhﬂﬁﬂiﬂ.ﬂﬁ.

ITe backed to the side of the road,
where a big tree stood, and set his back
against the broad trunk. With four
cnemdeg to face, he preferred to have
them all in front.,

“¥You can come on!” he said con-
tamptunuajﬁy.

His hands were up now ready, his blue
eyes gleaming above them, e looked

so fit and sturdy that the Higheliffians,

m :gltﬂ of the odds on their. side, hesi-

tated a little. Ponsonby had especially
ood reason to remember what a hard
itter the Hawksclhiff lad was.

“Oh, rush the cad!” mumbled Mon-
son.

“Yaaws; go for him, absoln 1" paid
Vavasour, keeping in the re:hh"nhneif,
however,

Adolphus Theodore Vavasour was not
of the stuff of which heroes are made.

Tom Redwing emiled slightly.

“Oh, come on!" exclaimed Ponsonby,

much exasperated by that smile, “ Collar |-

the cad an’ down himm! We sha’n’t get
another chance like this!”
“We're foliowin’ you!” sséd Gadsby.
It was up to Ponsonby to lead, and
led with a rush at Tom wing, and his
comrades followed him, Vavasour bring-.

in E ;f the rear.
wing's hands moved like lightning.
Ponson ci caught a hard clenched Gst
with his chin, and went whirling back-
wards with Hﬂll. '
Gadsby and Monson yelled, too, the
next moment, but they managed to get
to close quarters, and to close with the

Redwing struggled fievcely in-their

grasp. :

He would soon have accounted for tho |
two slackers of Higheliffe, but Vavasour
seeing him held, piled in, and succeeded
in- getting his arm vound Tom's neck,
dragging over,

A moment more and Ponsonby was on

in.
Redwing went %r}wn in the road, with
the four Highclifhans sprawling over

But even' on the ground he was nof
an ¢asy vichim,

Ponsonby's idea was to pin him down
and rag dum to his_hedrt's content, but
it proved to be a difficult task. “Gadsb
rolled out of the conflict, yelling avit
anguish, and clasping his jaw w?ti both
hands, and Redwing struggled hard with
the other three. -

But he was fairly downad at last, with
the three kneeling on him, and Pon-
sonby's eyes blazed down at him with

i him now !” panted the

dandy of
“By gad, we'll put {lima

Three-halfpence. ' |

“Look out!” murmured Vavasour.
“There's Smithy |

Ponsonby gave a fierce dook round.

Vernon-Smith of the Remove had
ﬁp}m:ad on h:ho m:ifé and h? quiclened

18 steps as he saw struggle going on.

He stood now lookin gn, with his
hands in his pockets and a strange ex-
pression on his face,

Tom Redwing saw him, but he did not
speak.
~ He would not ask his former chum for
aid. Tf Smithy chose to render it unasked
that was another matter,

“Hallo, B8mithy!" sgaid - Ponsonby,
rather uncertainly. -

“ Hallo I"" answered the Bounder.

“You can trot on! This isa't any
bizney of yours, you know.”

“No?" said Smithy. '

“Oh, I've heard it all from Skinner!”

ol e B B
go up with &8 1 thought you
would. Look here, you gan lend us a
hand raggin’ the low b if yon like !"

gh against one ?” asked

“* Four not enon
the Bounder.

“Oh, we don't want your help!”
snapped Ponsonby. “QGo an’ eat coke!
You're not goin’ to interfere, anyway !”

Vernon-Smith took his hands from his
pockets,

“Your mistake, Pon,” he answered.
“I am. - Can’t stand by and see & Grey-
friars man ragged. Let him glone!”

“Mind your own business!” howled
Ponsonby.’

“This is where I chip in!” said the
Bounder unullg “I'm eomin’ for you,
Vav. Borry, but ¢ Noblease th.isﬂ.; you
know., I'm comin’ for your nosel!l"

Vernon-S8mith strode forward, but he
never reached Vavasour’s nose. Vavasour
would as soon have tackled & wild Hun
as the Boundérof Greyfriars. He skipped

away in a great

“Here, mno larks, Smithy!” hLe
quavered [rom a eafe distance, *1'm no
goin’ to ficht you, old top!”

“You're my game, then, Monson !”

“Bheer off 1" growled Monson.

Instead of sheering off the Bounder
rushed at him.

Ponsonby & Co. had to jump up to de-
fend themselves against new atiack,
and the moment they released him Tom
Redwing sprang to his feet.

For a moment the Bounder was facing
three, but it was only for a moment, Then
Tom Redwing was very busy with Pon-
gsonby. :

The elegant Pon put up a fight, but it
did not amount to much.ngla was knocked
nﬁht and left, and finished in the dl?.nhz
which was, fortunately for Pon’s eleg
clobber, dry. But there were nettles
there in abundance, and Ponsonby howled
dismelly as he sprawled in them.

Redwing turned from him, hur;.ltng him

rawling, and ran to the Bounder’s aid.

ut Vernon-8mith did not need aid. Ile

was driving Monson and Gadsby before
him, and as Redwing advanced took
to their heels simultaneously, owing

the noble ¢xample Vavasour had already
get them,
& ha, ba!” roared the Bounder.
Cecil Ponsonby crawled out of the
ditch, his face furious.
The Bounder made a step towards him,
lﬂuEhjng', and Ponsonby, with a savage
look, ran after his companions. ,

P H:ﬂ-, hﬂ, h&!"
Tom Redwing joined in the laugh.
The sudden flight of the Hi nis,
who were still two to one, was rather
mEﬁm mgih ts nrf [{1 iffe disap-
, &3 the nu e
peared across the fields, T8m Redwing
| and Vernon-Smith lovked at one another,
pnd both were silent.
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will arrive like this when
he is called up, because he

If you are not a Cadet, apply at

once to " C.A.V.R,, Judges’ Quad-

rangle, Law Courts, W.C. 2,"”” who

will send you particulars of your
nearest Corps.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Last Word !

EDWING was the first to speak.
R “Thank you, Smithy !” he gaid

simply,

"Ii\'ﬂﬁ ab all! answered the
Bounder, thrusting his hands carelessly
into his pockets, et

“1 should have got a ragging if you
hadu’'t come up,’” said Redwing.

“ Looked like it,”

“I'm much obliged.”

“No need.”

Redwing coloured, and turned away;
but he turned back again. The Bounder's
face was impassive,

""Look here, Smithy,” said Tom Red-
wing, in a low: voice. - “I—I *—his
colour deepened as he found no en-
couragement in the Bounder's hard face—-
“¥m sorry, Smithy, that we've fallen
out,” he went on, his voice a little un-
eteady. “If you wanted to be friends
again, you'd find me t}uita willing.”

“ How good of you!”

Redwing started as if he had been
stung at the ironical tone.

i Bn-]ithr lﬂ'

i Wﬁn j’"

“"I—1 think I ought to say it,” eaid
Redwing., “You've been a to
me, and I can't forget it. ero’s really
nothing for us to guarrel about.”

“Nothin’ but the fact that I shock you,
and ¥ find it rather hard to live up to
your high. standards!” sneered the
Bounder,

“Nothing of the sort! You can't say
that I've ever found fault with you, or
E‘egched to you, or anything of the

nd,

“ You made out that I played a dirty
trick on Skinner.”

“I never said so.”

*You thought so,”

dwing was silent for a moment.

** A chap cap't help ®hat he thinks,” he
said at last. ““But I didn’t think it was

dirty trick—nothing of the kind, 1

ew. you did it for my sake, so that I
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} But 1

conld work at fwﬂc‘.c in your study, and T
was grateful—I'm grateful now. Only, 1
didn't think 1 could agree to tricking
Skinner out of his study——" "
STricking him !” said the Bounder
bitterly. *‘ Yes, that's the word! I’

{'vather too tricky for you. You learned

such high ideas in your hut at Hawks-
chiff !™

(T didn’t mean to say that
either, Only—" -

“ What's the good of beatin’ about the
bush I”  exclaimed the Bounder im-
patiently. ““You thought I played it low
down on 8kinner, and you wouldn’t be a
party to it. That's the long and short of
;t.t , That's your gratitude, as you call
it !’ : |
** Not exactly ; onlly—only, T dida’t want
to take advantage of it, that’s all. I
wasn’t lecturing you, only——"

“*Do you think I did right ?”

“Well, . no,” said Hvﬂwiug honestly,
“I can’t gay that. If you thought it was
right, it was right for you, I suppose.
didn’t think it rifeht, and what's
the good of pretending that I did?"

'”Ehat’n enough, then; we¢ doa't
agree,” said Vernon-Smith.

“I don’t quite thiuk that you thought
it right, either, Smithy.,  You were
stretching a poimt with your consciénce
to do me a good turn.”

"*And you preached at me by way of
thanks !” sneered the Bounder. * Just
what I might have expected !

“1 mever did! ut—but—well, it
doesn't seem much use talking!” said
Redwing—"“but 1 don’t sée why we
couldn't have a difference of opinien and
remain friends all the same, Friends are
not supposed to agree with one another
in every matter of opinion. That's asking
rather too much!”

“ You want to be friends 7"

“1 don’t mind admitting that,” said
Redwing frankly, “I'd be very f;la.d to be
on g terms again, Smithy.’ ;

It was a frank and honest admission,
and it would have appealed to Vernon-
Smith but for the canker of bitterness
that was in his breast. But the Bounder
was in one of his savage and malicious
moods, which Tom Redwing had not yet
learned to understand—which it was
doubtful if the frank and simple-heartcd
sailor-lad ever would understand.

The Bounder did admit to himself that
he had been ﬁuiltf of very sharp practice
indeed with Harold Skinner, but he justi-
fied it because it was for Redwing's
benefit, And he felt that Redwing, Fur
whose sake he had strétehed a point with
his conscience, had turned upon him, and
that thought roused all the bitterness and
malice in his wilful nature—and there
was a deal.

He did not reply immediately, but the
mocking emile that came over his face
puzzled Tom Redwing

“Idon't see why 1 should mind owning
1t,” said Tom. *“It wasn't my will that
ga quarrelled. I owe you no grudge,

mithy.

“I suppose it's natural,” said the

exactly,

r=

| Bounder,

“Why not 1" said Tom. *“ You've becn
o good friend to me, when I needed one
badly enough, I can’t forget that,”

, Bome other things you don’t forget,
either, I fancy.”

g W;hat.dn you mean, Smithy 7

“Isn’t it rather useful for & poor devil
of a ac.-’r.mla.rahip-hunt:er to be on pally
terms with a millionaire’s son " said the
Bounder deliberately,

| Redwing started back.

“Bmithy ! he exclaimed.
He uttered only that one word; but

I there was a volume of surprise, disdain,

and pain in his voice.
The Bounder flushed a little.
But he did not repent the ungenerous

words. He did not belicve what he said,

i

but he found a malicious pleasure in say-
g 1t

"1 dare say I came in useful,” he

drawled, “I'm not surprised that, on
second thoughts, .you don't think you did
a clever thing in losing a friend who was
worth keepin’.”

Ie ntulzlr)ped at that, the sneering words
arrested by the look of scorn on Red-
wing’s face.

A silence followed.

“If that's how you look at it, Vernon-

Smith, that’s enough !” said Redwing ab

last.  “I'd never have thought that of
you! Do you think I thought for one
minute of your money, or the use you

might be to me? Do you think I'd ever

ve made use of you or your friendship?
But you're right.” Friendship is out of
place between a millionaire’s son and a
chap in my position. 1 knew cads liko
Skinner and Snoop thought semething of
the sort; but I'd have punched any f&ﬁﬂw
who told me that you could suspect me
of such meanness. I'd have belioved “it
from nobody but vourself.”

The Bounder looked at him very
curiously.

“You don't want to be friends now "
he said, with a jeer in his voice,

Redwing shook his head.

“No!” he answered, *“We can never
be friends in. I couldn't trust yon,
1f iv::.n_u wanted to "

. With that, Redwing walked away, leay-
ing the Bounder standing and Eoking
after him. An impulse came to the

Bounder to call after him, to ask his for-
giveness for his bitter, unjust words. But

he checked it. Tom Redwing disap-
peared across the fields, and the ﬁuundpr,,
with a moody, entcd brow, went

on his way.
. He had acted like a cad, and he knew
it. There was a bad streak in his nature,
and it had been nppermost then. What
he had said was beyond forgiveness, and
there could be no going back. Yet, even
while he had spoken the words that stung

sailor-lad to the very heart, he had not
believed them himself, He had sunk to
the level of Skinner and Bnoop for no
reason but to gratify his ANgry resent-
ment. And he had broken for ever now
with his former friend,

It was nearly time for calling-over when

GET ONE OF THESE CARDS
TO-DAY
FROM ANY POST-OFFICE.

Each card Js divided up into thirty-
one spaces. Whenever you have 6d. to
spare you just buy a coupon at Lhe
post-office and fix it on one of the
!?lﬂtﬂ. As g00n as all the spaces are
filled up you can take the card to a

t-office and exchange it for a 15s. 6d.
ar Bavings Certificate,

In five years’ time 4hat ecertificate
will bes worth £1.

This is the best wl{vhr & patriotic
boy to put money by, Wow't you try it ?

P




. Every Monday.

Vernon-S8mith came into the School
House with a knitted brow. Billy Bunter
met him in the passage, with a fat grin.

1 say, Smithy——"

Vernon-Smith glared at him.

“That beast Redwing is getting worse
than ever,” rattled on Bunter. * He
came 1n leoking as black as a Hun, and
just shoved me out of the way when I
spoke to him. Aectually shoved me, you
know—me ! I'll tell you what, Smit 1y,
The soouner you give that cad a beking
the better! T'Nl hold your jacket, if you

& "

like.™
Smithy’s reply was an an y .shove,
which c¢aused the Owl of tho ove to
#1t_down suddenly, and he went up the
staircase without a word. '
Billy Bunter blinked after him in
amazement and wrath,

- “Why, the beast!” he asped. ‘' He's
ust as bad as the other beast! T say,
obh — Bob, old chap |" Bunter

scrambled up as Bob Cherry came in with
a bat under his arm, “*Bob, old man,
you ought to lick that cad Smithy——"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What are you
hul_*l?lmg about?” demanded Bob,

" That awful beast Smithy I"” said Bun-
ter, blinking at him. *You ought to
lick him, old fellow—he’s been Baying
awful things about Iy-::n:t ! Yaroooooh !

Bob Cherry's reply was unexpected. It
came in the form of a lunge from his bat,
-and again the Owl of the Remove sat

down suddenly,
" Yarooh!” he roared,
Bob Cherry %l"il‘ll‘lﬂd, and passed on,
“Yow-ow! Why, he's as bad a beast
a3 Smithy, and Smithy’s as bad as Red-
wing—and they’re beasts|” gasped
unter. “ Yow-ow-ow 1"

e ey

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Smithy’s Latest ! .
. H ARRY WHARTON stopped.

It was the following Saturday
afternoon, and Wharton was
coming arlung the Remove pas-

sage when he heard a crashing séund
from Study No, 11.

Redwing, as usual, was
doors, 1
hand now.

Wharton's brow darkened as he heard
thé din from the study, His immediate
thought was that Skinner & Co, were rag-
g:nﬁ the prize-hunter again, in spite of
the lesson they had received.

He turned the handle of the door -and
threw it open.

Tom Redwing was seated at the table
with his books. Two other juniors were
in the study—Stott and Vernen-Smith
They were engaged in a bout with fenc-
In%‘-fnﬂsf

here was a good deal more crashing
of wooden foils than of fencing in that
bout. In fact, it was clear that the two
were making as much noise as they could.

Harry Wharton Icoked at them b'ankly,

“Bmithy |” he exclaimed in lﬂtqniﬂg'
ment. .

He was utterly taken aback. That the
Bounder was on bad terms with his old
friend he knew ; but to sce Vernon-Smith
Emmg m the base persecution of Tom

edwing was a startling shock to the
captain of the Remove. He could
scarcely believe his eyes,

The Bounder looked round eoolly,

: working in-
prize exam being very near at

~ “Hallo, Wharton!” he said. “Come
in and have a go with the foils!”
“Do!™ grinned Stotf,
“Is this a joke?” asked Harry.
-Joke? Nol! No joke about fencing,
that I know of {”
Redwing avoided meeting Wharton’s
glance. His face was %ushed and

- troubled. He had been surprised when
Vernon-Smmth displayed this new de-
velopment, and = more pained

than '
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Three-halfpence. .

| ' The fellow who hung back ! (See Chapter 11.)
RS e T i ;

shocked. Tt was not pleasant to him to
have to despise his one-time chum.,

" Look here, Smithy,” exclaimed Whar- |

ton bluntly, “"j'uu know jolly well you're
not fencing—Stott can’t fence! And the
gym is the place for it, not the study!”

“Well, it's Stott’'s study, and Stott.
- doesn’t object!”

“Not at all!” said Stott, with a
chuckle,

*“Oh, don’t talk rot ! You're doing this
so that Redwing can't work " .

“Get on with it, Stott!” said the
Bounder. “We're wasting time!”

Crash! Crash! A

The foils came together again, and the
two juniors trampled about the study,
hitting and parrying with as much noise
as possible. It was more like carpet-beat-
mg than fencing.

Wharton looked on in silence, almost
dumbfounded,

Skinner & Co.’s persecution had been
stopped with a high hand. Now that the
Bounder had apparently joined in it the
matter was not so simple. But the cap-
tain of the Remove broke in at last.

« “Stop that row!” he said authorita-

tivellg.
i hTu : i
“If you want to fence, you ¢an go into

the gym! You can’t do it in a study
while a fellow’s working " '

“Thanks! I'm quite comfy
drawled the Bounder,

“I'm blessed if I quite understand you,
Smithy! I'd never have suspected you
of a caddish trick hike this!" =

“You live and learn!” answered the
Bounder, unmoved.

“Well, T suppose you can be as caddish
as you like!” said Wharton sharply.
“But you've got to stop this, and that's

plain !™ .
it, Stott!” said the

“Get on with
Bounder calmly.

Stott looked rather uneasily at Whar-
ton. The Bounder was a powerful ally
on the side of the raggers; but the cap-
tain of the Remove was not a fellow to
be trifled‘with,

- Stop it, Stott!” said Harry quietly.
“And you stop it, Sm_ith_? $
“I decline to stop it!” answered the

here!”

Bounder off-handedly, “I shall do
eéxactly as I like |

“You won’t!” |

“You’'ll stop me, perhags 7"’ sneered the
Bounder, .

“T’ll stop you fast cnough 1" ¢aid Whar-
ton, his anger rising, “I'm blessed if I
understand how you ean want to be such
a cad|”

"“Btop me, then, if you can!” said Ver
non-Smith, with a dangerous look.

Wharton’s eyes flashed. '

“Will you put down that foil?” he
exclammed,

T Nﬁ lll

“Then T'll take it from you!”

Tom Redwing jumped up, and inter-
posed. 2

“Hold on, Wharton! I don’t want you
to interfere! Let Smithy do as he likes—
I'll get out of the study!” .

Wharton thrust him aside. 3

*You can please yourself about getting
out of the study ; but Smithy won't do as
he likes!”” he answered. *‘Smithy’s going
to stop|”

“ But—" *

Wharton did not heed Lhim. He stroda
straight at the Bounder of Greyfriars, He
had been very [riendly with the Bounder;
but this peculiar development of Vernon-
Smith’s character was too much for him.
He grasped the Bounder’s foil and
wrenched it away, pitching it into a
corner of the stndy. .

The Bounder eyed him.evilly,

“1 su o you know what that
means, Wharton!” he said, between his
teeth. ' .

Wharton shrugged his shoulders.

“If you're fucﬁ enough to want to fighs
meé, - I'm your manl!” he answered.
“When T come back from Cliff House I'll
meet you in the gym.”

“You'll fight me now, or you'll stop
interfering I  answered the Bounder

savagely.

H"%here’! nothing to interfere for,
Wharton,” said Tom Redwing, in great
distress. “I'm going out—I don't care
what they do in the study, For goodness’
sakeo duq’t get into a fight on my

account V' o ¢
“Don’t go out!” snapped Wharton. .
THE
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“Vou've got your work to do, and I'll

you have a chance to do itl"
“¥'m going to take my books down to

tho shore,” said Tom., ‘*I can work out

of doors, anyway!" :
e’s a ghw coming on!"” said

H“Th&n’u
AFTY.
“1 don't mind that!"
Redwing picked up his books and left

the study,

Wharton hesitated,

As Bedwing was gone, there was no
reason why Vernon-Smith and Stot
should not continue their fencing-bout o
they wanted to—not that they wanted to
now, The Bounder regarded him with &
maoki:;g anueer,

i w g h‘& mr“i_ |

“Well, you can do as you like now, I
suppose,” said Wharton. *“No need to
toll you what I think of you, Bmithy—
you can gness that! If you want the hck-
ing you've asked for, I'll be in the gym
at seven.” |

With that the captain of the Remove
guitted the study. _, |

“Going on!" agked Stott, with a rather
curious look at the Bounder.

“ Nothin’ to go on for!"” answered Ver-
non-Smith lightly. * We've ragged Red-
wing out of the study "

|

Stott laughed.
“I'm ngng to sail my new boat this
afternoen,” =aid the Bounder. “It's

ready now. Like to come?l”

“Like a bird1"” answerad Stott.

They left the study together. At the
' gates they passed the Famous Five, who
were wheeling out their machines to ride
over fo Clff House School. The Boun-
der gave them a mocking laugh as he
passed. Ho was quite the old Bounder
riow, as his sudden .frieridship for Stott
gshowed.

Whartons brow was dark as he
mounted his bike and rode away with his
frionds. It seemed that he was booked
for a fight with the Boundor that even-
ing, and he did not want to fight the
Bounder. He was still fecling very angry
over the scene in tho study, but even
more lexed than angry. Vernon-
Smith had lowered himsel! in his eyes—
perhaps in his own eyes as well.

Harry Wharton was thinking it over as
he pedallod away te Cliff House with his
chums. They passed Tom Bedwing on
the roand, and Redwing gave them a
cheery nod. The sailorman’s sor walked
on to the beach, where, ander the shadow
of a big rock, he settled down with his
books. It was always a pleasure to Tom
Redwing to be near the sea.

He glanced up for & moment as Ver-
ron-Smith and  Stott passed. near him,.
going down to the beach. Then, as he
caught ‘tho Bounder’s sneering grin, his
eyes dropped to his book agsin, :

Free

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
W
" satisfaction.
it was a4 handseme little craff, whiech |
Mr. Samuel Vernon8mith had given his
son to replace the one he had lost on the
gl-u&umn when he was wrocked at Hawks-
That was the time when Toni Redwin
had rigked his life to save a fellow he di
aot know from death under the storm {

ves, It was in the shadow of death
mt their acquaintance Lu:l begun. Bat

The Squall ! {

HAT a ripper!” exclaimed
8tott admiringly. 1
The Bounder was survey-
ing his new boat with great |

to. like
1 sir{™

| stained thumb towards the lowering sky
| over the summit of the Sheulder.

Captain 8

| drowned just to show off,’

I Stott. ]

the Boundor was not thinking of that
now.

Captain Stump, the old longshoremnn,
was in charge of the hoat, and he had
run it out, and was waiting for Yernon-
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Smith. Btump had one eye on a black |
cloud that hung over the rdclﬁ Shoulder.

Vernon-Smith jumped lightly into the
boat. He was fond of the sea, and was
a sailor, and he had often ruh risks
among the rocks that most fellows would
have shrunk from. The Bounder had a |
noerve of iron, and he seemed sometimes

dmﬂ:; for its own sake. _

“Here are,” eirl” said Gﬁum_

“And a beauty she ia. §
't take her oul this afternoon,

' Thoe Bounder lopked at him.
“Why not?"” he demanded.
The horeman_jerked a tobacco-

wou
|

“There's a blow comng on, air, I
reckon 1"

The Bounder glanced at the sky, and
shrugged his shoulders. So far as he
could see, the afternoon was fine enough,
though tho wind was rising a little.

Stott looked rather uncasy, however.
He was far from sharing the reck-
lessness of the Bounder.

“Lodks a bit black, Smithy{” he re-
marked.

“What rot! Tt's fine enough.”

“* Well, Stump ought to know,”

“Oh, the lomgshoremen are always|
ivnnung something or other to the land-
ubbers” anewered the DBonnder care-
“Give me a with the

n, sir, I wouldn't go!” said
gqmetly. “It's your own
business, but my word on it that it ain’t |
gafe I :
* Safe enough for me."
“The fishin'-boats are
Maater Vernon-8mith."
“Let them " '
“ Well, sir, don't far from the
beach,” said the old sailorman, really

pullin’  in,

anxious.

“I'm going right across the bay,” an-
swered Bounder coolly. * Ju in,
Stott.  What are you ging about
for 7"

Captain Stump gave a grunt, and
stumped away on his wooden leg to the

Anchor. Te had done all he could, but a |
willul fellow bhad to have his way. But
Stott did not jump m.

* Look ‘hers, Bmithy, it's nﬂgocdphy -
ing the goat!” he exclaimed. **You

know what happened to you before. You
Ent blown out to sea because you wouldn't
1sten to advice.”
“ Does that mean that you're funky?”
MEEEIﬂ !l:ha Bmmdelr.
“ Funky or not. I'm neot going to get
snid Stott
He knows all
]

tartly. *““Ask Redwing.

about the weather.”
“Bothér Redwin
“Well, will you

t

ecp inshore " asked

“No, T won’ti”

“Then I'm not coming.”

“8tay behind, then, and be hanged to
you !" retorted the Bounder. “I don't
want youl” '

Stott, with an angry face, walked
away, while the Beumnder, 'unheeding,
proceeded to step the mast.

Tom Redwing, fiity yards distant ander |
the big rock, was not looking at his book
now. He had his eyes on the boat, He
rose to his feet as Stott came by.

“Is Smithy going out alone?” he

asked quickly.

“Yes, the silly fool [ nted Stott.
“He says he's gomg right across the
bay. and Stump’s 5 him it's not safe.
I'mw jolly well not going. Do you think
it's ;;ﬂ Redwing ?”

L1} o. ¥ ’

“You'd better tell S8mithy so, then.
He won't listen to me.”

-And Btott framped on np the shingle. j

Tom Redwing stood in hesitation.

After the last words he had exchanged
with the Bounder he had a decp repug-
nance to addressing him again.

But as the Bounder began to shake ouf
the sail Redwing overcame hisreluctance,
and ran quickly down to the beach.

* Vernon-Smith |” he called out breath-
lessly. : :
y T:Im Bounder did not even turn his

oad. .
“Smithy, thero’'s a big blow coming
on!” sai Redwi?' anxiously. * Can'é
you see the clond” over the &hnuidﬂ!
Don't go far out. It's not safe!l”

Vernon-Smith looked round at that,
with a mkin? grin.

“Are you talking to me?” he asked.

“Yea, You know [ am.”

« FE“' _dunm't & Smitl »

£i ‘im w& ; 1 1

“You can uav’e?::;r reath, Get bark
te your swotling, or you won't bag your
prize I sneered the .Bounder. :

Redwing winced. |

But he was not tempted to leave the
perverse junior to his fate. The sailor-
man's son, bprn and bred within sight
and sound of the sea, knew every sign of
the weather, and he knew the danger
thit was hidden from the Bounder's eyes,
He was too anxions about Vernon-Smith
to leave him to his fate if 1o could help
it.

“You know that I know more about
the sea than you . do, Smithy,” he said
earnestly. “If you keep inshore you'll
have time to run in. But I tell you,
Smithy, f you sail scross the bay you'll
nexer cnmﬂqm I?uﬁk iﬁzﬂ;&" _

ernon-Smith laughed mockingly.

“Do Eﬂu think .Eﬁu can frighten mo
with an old woman's tale like that?" he

ﬂ.fl.id-’ “There's hardly a cloud in the

sky.’

III:Iii'n_ coming up from behind the
Shoulder.”

“0Oh, rot!” - ;

“I wouldn't go to sea now, Smithy,
and I'm a sailor bornr and bred,” sa
Redwing.

“1 dare say you wouldn't,” said the
Bounder mockingly. “But I'm not the
chn-[!] to ask fn;nﬁm white feather, if you
are L]

Redwing set his lips hard.

ere waa no time for more, for the
sail had filled, and the boat glided out
swiftly over the sunlit bay, the Bounder
at the gheets. - e

The sailorman’s son-stood still, his foct
deep in the sand where the water broke,
watching. The last cruel taunt from the
Bounder had silenced him, but it had not
made him indifferent to the obstinate
junior's fute : : '

He Wﬂtﬂilﬂ'd, hoping that Vernon-
Smith’s weords were mere bravade, and
that he would keep within a safe distance
of the shore. .

But that was not the Bounder's inten-
tion. He bad confidence in his skill,
even if a heavy blow came on, and the
prospect of danger did not daunt him.

The white sail of the boat danced cut
on the wave farther and farther from the
shore till it was little more than a spock.

“Oh. the fool—the fooll” mut
Redme.

“Hallo 1" .

Bolsover major came along the beach,
and. Redwing glanced at him as he spoke.
The bully of the Remove was m an
aggressive mood. ] ' _

“You haven't had your fGght with
Smithy 1™ he said. : .

Redwing did not answer him. He
his eyes on the distant glancing ssil. The
black cloud over the was spreadd- -
ing, and the bay was no longer sumlit. .
There was a deep.growl of the wind over
the high cliff, and seagulls
whirling and screaming

were
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“Do you hear me ?” snapped Bolsover
major.

*“Oh, don't worry |”

“Don’t worry, eh?” sneered Bolsover.
“T've given you the white feather, Red-
wing. Yon know that.”

Redwing did not heed. His eyes were
on the distant sail—the only one visible
in the broad sweep of the bay. The
water at his feet was coming in with
greater force, drenching his boots as he
stocd. Out on the bay was a curling line |
of white foam.

“X told you,” went on Bolsover, “that
if i;nu didn’t fight 8mithy you'd have to
fight me. We don't want funks in the |
Remove, You hear that, Rodwing 1

“Oh, hold your tongue!”™ snapped

edwing at- [ast.

“Wha-at 7" ejaculated Bolsover major,

quite taken aback by that answer.
Redwing clenchied his hands hard, but
ho was not looking at Bolsover. The

bay, lately so calm, was tossing in lines of
foam, and the heavy swell rolled ashore
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“There’s a chance
“just a chance! Help mie to get the

boat out, Bolsaver, and take an oar with |

me.l-l

“Ob, you'ra mad® said Bolsover.
“I'm not going to 'Eet drovwned to please

oul Bmuthy shouldn’t have gons cut.

a knew better.”

That was true enough; but Redwin
was not thinking of the Bounder’s wilfu
obstinacy just then,

His eyes blazed at Bolsover major,

“A few minutes ago you were calling
me a funk!” he panted. *Are you
afraid to come with me$” :

“I'm not going to get drownod like a
rat if I know it!” answered Bolsover
major doggedly. - “TI'm not afraid, if
you come to_that, but I don’t see any
sense in it. You know a boat can’t live
in a sea like that.”

Redwing wasted no further words on

He shoved the boat into the water,
taking advantage of a receding warve,

with a booming sound, q.ﬂﬂd sprang into it as it was borne sea-
Far out on 51& water, almost invisible wa‘]l:hd hittle ekif 4
to the eye, was tho dancing sail of Ver- e little skiff danced away before

non-Smith’s boat—daneing and dipping
till it seemed at every morgent about to
plunge into tha sexn.
" He will be drowned ! Oh, the fool—
the madman | groaned Redwing,
Belsover’s expression changed.

“Hallo! Ts that a boat?” he ex-
claimed, looking out to sea. ‘““Who's in
it—some silly ass of a tripper 7

“It’s Smithy.”
- “What a ally idiot!” said Bolsover
major. “He nearly got deowned beforo.
He's always looking for trouble.” _
dwing uttered a sudden cry of dis-
almost of pain,” -
e dipping sail had dipped deep, :H;d
The

Re
may,

Th
it did not glance up again.
Bounder’s boat was gunwale under!

“Capsized1”  stuttered - Bolsover
Major.

Redwing stared fixedly seaward. His | th
saw what .

eyes, accustomed to distances i
the juitior beside him could not dis-
tinguish. A beat rolled bottom upward
on the rough swell of the sea, and to the
overturned boat a figure was clinging.

“He's du;ﬁa for 1™ muttered Bolsover
major, his lips white. *“Can you see
him. now, Iwing 1

“He's clinging to the boat!” muttered
Tow.

“That can’t last long.”

Redwing set his. teeth.

“He’s got to be halped,
to help him1)’* he said.

T

and we've gob

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Valley of the Shadow !

OM REDWING looked round him
wildly, and ran towards a boeat
drawn up on the beach—a little

rowing-boat belonging to Angel
of the Fourth Form at Greyfriars. He
called to Bolsover major as he ran.
“Lend me a hand, Bolsover!”

Bolsover did not, move. He only

stared blankly at the junior as he
diagged at the skiff.

Redwing rah it dewn the shingle to
the breaking swmrf.

“Are  yon  potty?” stammered
Bolsover, “You must t.gi’ if you're
thinking of going out in thas co hell

now. You won't get it even launched 1"
"“Help me, 1 tell you!” e
“ What's the good? You know yom

can't anywhere near Smithy,”
Redwin Eked round him I;!m_unt in
despatry t the beach was deserted,.

He knew that Harry Wharton & Co.

were in the gardens of Chff House

School, and he would not have had to

ask them twice for help; but they wera

not at hand, He tumned +to Parcyi
ver again,

lsover’s amazed eyes, the sailor. lad
scrambling into it.

Bolsover major watched in horror.

Eaeh instant he expected to see the
boat overtarned, and to see it come dash-
m% back on the shingle,

ut almast in a twinkling Tom Red-
wing was seated with the oars in his
mﬁa, and pulling for his life.

Like a cork the ekiff danced on the
waters, tho sailor-lad keeping it afloat
and  pulling seaward with a skill that
seemed like necromancy,

There was a trampling of feet on the

shingle as Bolsover major stood watch- |

ingI with a chalky face.

e looked round as Harry Wharton &
Co. came running up. From a distance
they had seen Redwing put to sea. but
they had arrived mueh too late to be of
any aid. Wharton grasped Bolsover by
o arm.

“What did you let him go dlone for?*
he shouted.

Bolsaver winced. ;

“TI'm not gomg to be drowned for
nothing I’ he muttered, _

“And that fellow gave Redwing the
white feather the other day!” muttered
Bob Cherry, with briter scorn.

Hcﬂ.uuver crimsoried, but he did not
u)i:.m. . That was an incident he would
gladly have forgotten at that moment.

The Famous Five stood in the wet
sand staring seaward, Their faces were
white with tense anxiety. ;

But they could see nothing. The swirl
and spray of tha wild waters hid Red-
wing in the skiff from their eyes.

Whether the skiff still lived, or
whether Redwing had gone
down, they did not know, and they could
not »

“Oh, the fine chap!” muttered
Wharton. “He’s gone out for Smithy,
and nnl;r this afternoon——"

“Can’t we help him somehow?” mut
tered Johnny Bull huskily. -

“The gfulneu is not possible,”
murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
his dusky face “We conld not
reach him, even if we eould see him.”

“That's so,” said ent in a low
voice, “If a boat can live in this sea,
Redwing’s the chap to do it.”

“There he is!" shouted Wharton.

He caught a fh]iu:_bgsa for a moment of
Angel's skiff, still riding the waves, with
Tom Redwing pulling still seaward.
It vanished again the next moment.

But that glimpse comforted the chums
of the Remove. They hoped for the
b?at as they ;to?& into the swirl
of spray and foa er major
tumpej away in genm leaving them
there. Probably ro fellow had ever

been much more thoroughly ashamed of

? lie said thickly—.

l

1

 ossiblo

Three-halfpence. 11

himself than Bolsover  was at that
moment,

Hidden from the anxious eyes by the
swirling foam, Tom Redwing was pulling
seaward, and as the boat danced on the
waters he canght a glimpse at times of
the Bounder’s boat, ridmg the waters
bottom up, with the white-faced junior
clingin irmgly to the keel,

¢ Bounder did not see hi

He was only conseious of the roar of
tho fierce wind over Ris head, and the
thunder of the hungry waters in bis ears,
as he held on desperately for his life.

 Beaten and bufferad the waves,
his senses were dazed, and it was only
;}nst;uﬂt that kept him clinging to the

oat,

Once his hold was lost he was doomed.
The thundering waters would have
swallowed' him up in a moment. At
times he disappeared under the SUrge, as
1t passed over the capsized beat; but he
emer in and again, and
dizzy but still elinging to his only chance
of life. Not that there was the re-
motest chance of escape for him unaided
for his strength was already failing, an
ere long his hold must loosen.

Yet l_m‘clun% on, with the blind instinct
of all living things to cling to the latest
spark of life, -

His dlmi eyes suddenly ocaught a
Ehl?n on the water that rughud“ ﬁtj;!, and
he knew that another boat had passed
him. That was all he knew. But
through the howl of the wind a voice
came, as if from the sea:
cld on, Bmithy 1

It scemed to the fainting junior that
his fancy was playing him tricks in the
hour of death. How clse could he hgar
Tom Redwing’s: voice there, in tke
midst. of the storm, miles from land?

The surgo had earried ing past
the wreck, in spite of his efforts to reach
it. But he was still labouring manfully
at the oars, and every second it ai
peared that the skiff must be engulfed,
and yet it lived. On the crest of a wave

it came rushing down on the upturn

ed
boat, and then the Bounder. th tl
b!lnﬁmg spindrift, caught sight 3 Ial‘drl;

Redwing.

M Bﬂllﬁl}f i :
wing’'s shout rose above the wind
as the skiff rushed h{‘. There ‘was no
chance of stopping. ut the Bounder,
gathering all his strength and his wits

made an effort. The sl almost ahwreii
the lpgunwn.la af the ea boat as it
rolled, and Vernon.-8m with all his
energy thrown into that effort for

by. Somehow

u‘;f %}' a miracle, he !mng himself roll-
ing in the bottom of the gkiff, exhausted

-and dizzy, close by the feet of Tom Red-

wing, who was still seated like a rock,
pulli:g.

The Bounder lay' without meovement

or anemh. a S -
1 strength was spent.

Even now he scarce hoped Jor lifo.
The soa wis croewing wilder with every
moment, and 3 peemed im-
that the skiff could live.

Round it ourled the white-grested
waves, running, as it seemed to his eyes,
mountains high, and every wave
threatoned to overwhelm the frail craft.
The Bounder sat up at last, holding on
for his life. 3

He realised that, samehow, the water
was ealmer about him, though the bosom
of the wide bay was tossing in mad fury.

Overhead loomed the shadow of tha
great Shoulder.

Redwing was not pulling back to the
bearh, e he had come, as if by a
miracle, but even his iron strength was
not equal to- pulling back, even if the
boat would have lived, _

He was pul g‘hr the Shoulder

Tue Maex2T Lisnany.—No.
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as it seemed to Vernon-Smith's dazed
eyes, straight to destruction,

The white foamn marked where the
water broke on the jagged rocks at the
foot of the great chiff. Vernon-Bmith
shuddered at tho sight, He had given
up hope, but life was dear to him,

Redwing met kis wild glance for a
raoment, gut his set face did not move;
his lips ‘remained clenched hard.

All the strength of his sturdy frame
was put into the etruggle for life, and the
odds were heavily against him.

Round the boat the water was now less
wild, and the Bounder, as he pbserved if,
wondered. But as his brain grew clearer
he understood. The long line of sunken
rocks that ran out from the great chiff
Lbroke the force of the sea like a hidden
breakwater. Redwing knew what he was
about. But the peril was hideous, for the
slightest collision with a rock meant
instant destruction. But the keen, steady
eves of the sailor-lad were about him un-
restingly. He noted every fleck of foam,
every whirl of spray, and by magic, as
it seemed to his companion, he ehided the
perils threatening on every side.

The Bounder could not help. There
was nothing for him to do. He could
only watch ﬁis comrade and his surround-
ings, and hold on to the dauncing boat
to save himself from being tossed mnto
the waves.

Redwing's arms seemed of steel as he
Landled the oars untiringly. Yet he was

rowing near the limit of his strength.
gﬁﬂ face was pale, and set hard—hard as
if graven in metal, He seemed scarce
conscions of the Bounder's presence.
¥very nerve was on the alert to cope
Wwith the terrible dangers that menaced
at every instant. .

The Loom of the surf on the great
Shoulder was defeaning. But there were
breaks in the tossing clouds of foam, and
Redwing's eye did not fail him. To the
dazed amazement of the Bounder, the
boat glided almost quietly into a rocky
channel, and as he stared about him with
dizzy eyes he recognised the opening of
the Hooded caves under the great chiff.
Right under the black cliff the skiff
floated in water that was comparatively
calm.

Somehow

the Bounder hardly knew
how—Redwing's brave, strong arms had
brought the skiff from the shadow of a
thousand deaths. Tt bumped on shelving
sand, where the waves, their force
broken by the outer rocks, surged almost
gently. Redwing sprang out, waist-deep
in water, and dragged the ekiff farther
in.

Vernon-Smith roused himself to effort,
exhausted as he was, and almost in a
naze,

He scrambled out of the skiff, joined
Redwing, and helped him to drag it out
of the reach of the water.

Then he sank down on the gunwale,
panting.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
For Ever !

miles away across the bay, were

still watching the wild sea with

tense faces and anxious hearts,
They did not know what had happened,
They eould not learn until the squall was
over. They could only hope agamnst hope
that their schoolfellows still lived, '

But Redwing and Vernon-Smith were
safc—safe and sound. The Bounder, ex-
hausted, dizzy, rested on the gunwale of
t¢ho landed skiff trying to collect his
genses,

Tom Redwing stood looking at the sea.
Mis face had relaxed now, and his eyes
"were shining, To the sailorman’s son
THE MagxET LiBrARY.—No. 554,
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there was pleasure in the contemplation
of the storm-tossed waters. He was
hardly conscious of his late fatigue as
he watched the foaming waters of the
bay, and the spray dashing in clouds
agamst the cliffs. Afar, beyond the
farthest rocks of the great Shoulder, the
North Sea was roaring.

An hour passed—another hour—and
still the Bounder sat where he was; but
his . strength was returning. Redwing
stood watching the sea, a little distance
from him, and his back was turned.

The Bounder’s eyes were upon him,
but he did not once in{:k round. Vernon-
Smith realised well enough what that
attitude meant. He had risked his life—
risked it a hundred times over—to save
the friend who had deserted and insulted
him: but that was all. It ended there.
He had no word for him. What he had
done for the DBounder he would have
done for the veriest stranger.

It was Vernon-Smith who broke the
silence at last, Ile called to the sailor-
man's son.

“Redwing !

Tom Redwing turned his head.

“Come here, Redwing, will you?"”

Redwing came towards him, his boots
grinding in the wet sand. 1Ilis face was
vory calm and quiet.

“We shall have to wait a little longer,”
he said. “The squall’s nearly over. As
soon as the sea's calm enough I can pull
back across the bay. You wouldn’t be
able to climb over the cliffs from here.”

- “ Never mind that! 1 wasn't thinking
of that " )

- %m”mre:}'t hurt?” asked Redwing.

No!

“That's good 1"

Redwing made a movement as if to go
back to the water's edge.

“Hold on!" said Vernon-Smith,

“Yes?”

The Bounder gazed at him with a
strange expression.

“You've eaved my life,” he said.

£i Yﬁ-li i

“For the second time!" said Vernon-
Smith, . '

HYEE'!'!

“Jt was a thousand to one that you
wmild go down when you came out for
me 1 L}

“1 suppose so. We've been lucky !

“You saw my boat go over, I
suppose 7"

i Yeﬁ‘l]‘

“And you came out alone. You'd
have had a better chance with somebody
to help you. Wasn't there anybody at
hand 7"

“Only Bolsover.
comae."’

“Well he had more sense than you,”
said the Dounder, with his old, sardonic
grin. “ He could see it was simply agking
to be drowned !"”

“I don’t blame him! IlIe’s not a
sailor,”” said Redwing. “I'm sorry now
I asked him to come with me; it wasn't
quite fair on him!"”

“ And heé's the chap who gave you the
white feather !" said Smithy.

Redwing smiled slightly.

L 1 YEE !”

“Haven't you anything tc say to me 7"
asked the Bounder.

“No! What should I have to say?{"”
asked Redwing in surprise.

“The other day vou said you'd like to
be friends again.”

“The other day isu't to-day," answered
Redwing quietly. I think the sea’s
,niit:g_" down enough. I'll have another
ook.

“* Stop, I tell you!”

Redwing stopped.

“* You know I've treated you rottenly,”
said Vermon-Smith in a low voice. *“I

e didn't eare to

4 was hurt over that affair of Skinner—it

did seem rough that you should round on
me when I did it dor your sake, 1 sup-
pose you were right, but—but I've got &
rotten temper. was gorry afterwards,
too, but I wouldn't own it. The other
dnj'—_"”

He paused.

Redwing was looking out to sea. The
squall was nearly spent by this time, and
the sea was calmer, though a heavy swell
was rolling shorewards. |

“You don't want to listen to me
said the Boeunder.

G

“What's the good of talking?” said

Redwing. “I suppose you feel that it's
up to yvou to say something nice, because
I've saved your life. There's no reason.
Any sailor chap at Hawksclif would
have done it—in fact, has done the same
kind of thing mere than once. A sailor
is never afraid of the sea. Yharton or
Cherry would have tried to help you if
they'd been there, though I do not think
they could have done it, because they
weren’t born to the sea, as I was. You
needn’t let this worry you. Only, you'd
Yo well advised not to run euch a risk
again out of sheer wilfulness!"”

The Bounder drew a deep breath.

“ You don't want to be friends again "’
he asked.

““T suppose you feel bound to say that.”
answered Redwing calmly. “I've told
vou there's nothing to make a fu
about !" : |

“Will you answer my question ¥

“If you like, certainly.
want to be friends again !”

The Bounder winced. 3

The auswer was simply and quietly
spoken, and it was evidently in earnest.
There was no resentment in Tom Red-
wing’s tone or look, only guiet serious-
ness. At that moment, more than ever
before, the Bounder realised what he had
lost .in losing the friendship of the sailor-
Iad. It had been lightly lost., It was not
to be so lightly regained. ;

“You asked me the other day——
muttered Vernon-Smith, after a pause.
“ And—and that was after I had cut you
in the quad.”

“That was different! T bore you no
grudge—I don't now, for that matter.
But when I spoke to you the othier day
you let me understand what you thought
of me. You would still think the same
if we became friends.” : :

“I never thought anything of the

kind!" said Vernon-Smith. *1. was
saying all that just to wound you, and
that was why fbehavﬁﬂ as I did this

afternoon in your study.”

“What did you want to wound me
for?"”

“ Rotten temper,” said the Bounder—
“nothing else! Because 1'd acted badly
I wanted to act worse. You don't under-
stand a fellow like that, do you?”

“Not in the least !” BT,

“I'm built that way,” said Vernon-
Smith.

Redwing was silent. _

“You can't respect a chap like that,
I suppose " :

“Well, it's not easy.”

“And you can’t feel friendly towards
a chap you don’t respect!” said the

Noa, 1 (_Iun'tr

Bounder, with a tinge of irony in his

voice,

14 Nﬂ.“

“That's the way you're built, I sup-
F‘D!‘E?"

“T suppose so.” "

“There are more fellows in the world
like me than like you,” said the Bounder.
“You'll find that out when you grow

older, Most fellows make friends for the :

use they'll be to them.”
“I hope not."” EnE)
“What I said the other day was. lies,”
said Vernon-Smith. “I never &upgb

you wanted to make use of me, or givea

thought at all to my money. I was

o
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saying it to hurt you. I know your nature
inside-out, and 1 know there’s nothing
mean-in it. Can’t you believe thati”

“I don't know gquite what o make of

ou,” answered Redwing c!:etlm “But
'm afraid it s like yon to believe evil of
me. If you don't, all the better, But
even if you are i earpest now, you
would socon grow suspicious again,
think, and distrustful.”

“You don’t believe T'm sincere?”
asked Vernon-Smith, biting his lip.

“Well, T can't!” said Tom Redwing
frankly.

“T suppose I've asked for that,” said
the Bounder. “It's what I deserve, 1
k:mi ;'fuu don't want to be friends?”

iw *ﬂ‘.'

With that Redwing turned back
towards the sea, and nothing more was
said.  Vernon-Smith rose from the skiff,
and moved to and fro to warm his chilled
limbs, His brow was dark and troubled,
but he was yo longer fecling resentment.
After what had passed it was impossible
for Redwing to trust hiun, and he realised
that. His curious, tortuoug nature was a
perplexity to the simple-hearted sailor-
lad. It was a puzzle sometimes to himself.
- No_wonder that Tom Redwing did not
understand hun, and eould not trust him.

A lhttle later Redwing came back to
the gkifl, and pushed it mto the water.
There was a heavy swell on the gea, but
that had no terrors for the hardy lad from
Hawkseliff,

“ Ready, 7" he asked. |

The Bounder nodded, and stepped into
the hnat: without speaking.

Redwing took the oars, and pulled out
into the bay. Theé skiff rocked on the
swell, rising and failing incessantly, as
Redwing pulled steadily for the shore.
The beach and Clhff House and Pegg
village efme In !iﬁht at last, and then a
crowd of figures that stood watching the
gea,

“Half Greyfriars there, 1 believel”
saixd the Bounder,

There was a shout from the beach, in
Bob Cherry’s gtentorian tones.

* Here they come ! Brave !

Harry Wharton & Co. rushed n to

wafer's edge to eeize the skiff and

drag it ashore as soon as it came within
reach, The news of the Bounder's
danger had drawn a crowd to the spot,
and for hours they had watched the sea
in a faint hope of secing Redwing’s skiff
retarn,  They could scarceiy believe their
eyes ‘when it came in sight at last, with
Redwing pulling, and Vernon-Smith sit-

ting in the stern.

Many hands grasped the skiff and
pulled it up the sand, and Redwing and
the Bounder jumped out.

exclaimed

“So yow've got backl”
Wharton. . _

“The gladfulness of our esteemed
pelves is terrific, my worthy and ridicu-
Jous friends!” said the Nabob of

hanipur.

“ All serenel” said Redwmg, '

“Where's your boat, Smithy 7" grinned
Skinner.

“Bomewhere in the North Sea,” an-
swered the Bounder carelessly ; *“ where I
should be if Redwing hadn't been ass
enough to come out for me, My pater
will be ratty when he hears about the
boat, I expect,” '

“Well, you are a thumping ass to
chuck away & new boat like that!” said
e oo

“T gquite agree.

Harry Wharton looked at the Bounder
i astanishment,

“You've kad a joliy narrow escape,
Smithy !" he said.

“Yes; a close shave, and no mistake 1"
agreed-the Bounder, *“But a miss is as
good as a mile, you know, There’s an
old saymmg that those who are horn to

hanged cannot be drowned. I'm really |

"thought, looked in at
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beginning to believe that there must be
something m it. Looks like it, doesn’t
it? Sorry 1 sha’n’t be able to scrap with
you this evening, Wharton—a bit fagged,
you know !” ' 2

Bounder walked

And with that the

away, heading for the school.

“Weli,
Cherry. 1

Vernon-Smith had not even glanced at
Redwing after landing {rom the boet. Tt
was evident that, jn spite of what had
happened, they were on the same terms
as before, |

Tom Redwing walked back te Grey-
friars with the Famous Five, who wheeled
their bikes to keep him company, He
was tired, but showed no other sign of
the stress he had been through.

“You've missed your usual swot this
afternoon, old chap,” Nugent remarked,
with a smile. '

Redwing smiled, too.

“Yes. I shall have to make up for
that,” ho said.

He went to the dormitory to change as
soon as they reached Greyfriars,

The Bounder was just leaving the dor-
mitory, and they passed without a word.

When Redwing came down, looking
quite his old self, Bolsover major met
him on the stairs. ©

The bully of the Remove was looking
very shamelaced.

“T—I say, Redwing—"
P iy stbpped

edwing stopped.

“I—I—"" mumbled Bolsover.

“It’s all right!” said Redwing., “I1
oughtn ¢ really have asked you to come
out in the boat. It wasn’t work for a
iandsman, I'm soxryl”

Bolsover winced a little. He had termed
Redwing a funk on much less grounds;
but there was no such wungenerous
thought in the sailor-lad’s mind.

“1—I gave yeu the white feather the
other days because you woukin't fight
Smithy,” stammered Bolsover. *“I1—I
wanted to say that—that I apologise., 1
think
not @ {onk, anyhow. I—Fm really sorry.
Honest !”

“ AL serene !

“You can jolly well kick me
like,” said Bolsover.

Redwing laughed.

“Thanks! 1 won't, though,” hLe an-
swered. “ You were only tatking out of
your hat, yon know, and there’s no harm
done. - All serena !

And he nodded cheerily and werlt on,
leaving Bolsover major rather relisved in
his mind. DBolsover major, alter some
o. 11 in the
Remove passage, where Skinner and
Stott and Snpop were enjoying 4 little
game of banker, after their fashion.

“Take a hand " asked Bkuiner,

“Nol" sid Bolsover major grimly,
“1 won't take a hand, I've cnllﬂgni:u to
speak ta you. You cads have been rag-

my hat!” murmured PBob

he swam-

if you

ging Redwing, and stopping him from
swotting. Tgell. I ﬂﬂ-ﬂ?i- swot myseH ;
but if wing wants to swot, he's going

to swot himself bli he chooses, with-
out a gang of cads Bothering him. 'He’s
going to_do just as he likes In this stud

without being bothered. Understand?”

“Bow-wow "  answered  Skinner.
“Your deal, 8noapey "

“Do you understand?” roared Bol-
sover major, “T tell you that if Red-
wing's ragged again, ever go little, 111
malke an example of tho ragger! ['m
gomg to keep my eyes on this study, and
my ears open. And as you don’t seem
to understand that it’s servious I'll make
a beginning now,"”

There was & howl from the three as
Bolsover made a beginning in order to
make his meaming clear. - '

He certainly made it clear enough,

Heé grasped the table and pitched it

ou’re a bit of an ass, but you're

“ecode

Three-halfpence. = 13

into the fender in a shower of cards and
small cash. Then he dragged Skinner
over the bhack of his chair, bumping him
heavily on the floor. Snoop and Stett
tried to dodge, but there was no escapo
for them. -Bolsover ma]];gr’s heavy hands
grasped them, and thewr hewds were
brouzht together with a sdbunding crack.

There were two simuitancous wails of
anguish in Study No. 11.

Bolsover majoy pitched the two bape
less slickers- across Skinmer as he was
scrambling up. Then he glared down at
the sprawling trio.

“Now you understand?” he roared
“ls Redwing going to swobt is much
as he likes without being ragged—eh 1"

“Yow-ow-ow ! Yes!” gasped Skinner,
“Get out, you beast! Ow-wow }”

Bolsover major had driven the lesson
nome with a vengeance, and it was nod
without result. Tom Redwing's study was
peaceful enough after that, And a week
or iwo later Redwing carried off his
prize in the exam, and was heartily cons-
gratulated by most of the Remoave,

The Bounder congratulated him, too;
they were at least on speaking torms
now. But {riendship was another matter ;
and the Bounder wondered sometimes
whether he wonld ever win back that
which he had so earelessly thrown aside,
and reknit the broken bond. o

(Don’t miss ““ ROUGH ON RED:
Wiy . 1" — next Monday's grand
complete story of Harry Wharton &
Co., by FRANK RICHARDS.)

b _ -
Th'c Editor’s Cl\at.l '
For Hm e

“ROUGH ON REDWING !*™

by Frank Riebards.

Circumslances are indeed rough op Red-
wing. For Mr, Ve -Smith, on a visit to
Greyfriars, learns that his son and Tom Red-
wing are no longer [rie and takes it for
granted that the fault is Tom's. 'T'his makes
matters very awkward for the sailor’s son in
more than oné way. How be carriées on
through a very trymg time you will learn next
week, and your admiration of the fine fellow,
with bhis real modesty and his clear dm“[ga
of honour, will be incre;ueﬁ. 0
Bounder also shows anp In a distinetly more
sympatbetic light. He bhas not behaved toQ
well to his ehum; the affection is there,
and at the time of _the Bounder rises
to the demand made n him,

WOULD-BE CONTRIBUTORS.

The restarting of the Extracts from {he
“ Greyfriars Herszld ™ and “Tom mﬁ;
Weekly ” will Imw.hawu;emmh -
llggc to me quite a lot of amateur MS8. I am

asking for these, mind you. 1 really do
not want them. But 1 do not refuse to cous
sider them. I do refuse, however, 0 accept
them at the valuation their authors seem
usually to put upon them; and I don't want
letters deman A4 e at oneé for some
hopeless attempt which bas failed to find its
way back to its writér. This iz not the way
bueiness is done. If your stufl is &:inﬂd you
will be paid for It, It you get it back you
have nothing to grombie about,
judge of its merit and snitabilit

I am the
other-

rha—nut you! -And If you fail to get it back

ean accept no responsibility, even il
stamped and addressed envelope was included
with it, 1 did not ask for it, you know} and
the pressure of work is too great to allow
of my giving mueb thue to amateur contribun-
tions, not one in u hundred of which is of
any real use¢. I bhave found three or four-—-
pethaps balf a dozen—writérs of some pro-
mise among my readers, and 7 have been able
to give them wmﬂhllnﬁ%d a show; but L#e*
are the exceptions most of the =tu
get i no better tban waste paper, -trom my

B0 e, -+ © YOUR EDFTOR.
- Tue MacyeT Lisrary.—No, 554.
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. AUNT JUDY AT GREYFRIARS!

I.
b H!" said Horace Coker of the Fifth,
O blinking at the letter he was read-
ing.

' e, with his study-mates, Potter
and Greene, were in their study in the Fifth
Form passage. Coker was standing in front
of the window, reading the letter which had
occhaioned the above remark, Potter was
acated at the table, busily engaged on an
imposition for Mr. Prout, and, burfed in an
armchair before the fire, Green was leisurely
reading Dickens, his favourite author.

“My hat!" ejaculated Coker. :

“Hallo!" said Potter, looking up from his
work. *“What's bhiting you, sss?"

“Mum-my hat!"

“Ia It, really?” said Potter, in surprise.
“Firat time I've heard of g giddy {ile starting
gastronomic operations on a donkey's wooden
noddle [

“¥ou ass!” roared Coker, “I wasn't refer-
nog to my hat! Er, I mean, it's this letter,
of eourse—Aunt Judy's letter!”

CS0h!” gaid Potter and {(ireene, gefling
interpafed. “What's aunty got to say?”

A letter from Coker's Aunt Judy usugally
meant a large remittance for Coker, and
meidentall{. funds for. the whole study as
long as it lasted,

“3he's coming here!" gaid Coker, with a
wortied 'look,

Potter's smiling face suddenly turned pale,
and the armchair in front of the fire turned
ronnd with a bang, and the startied face of
Lroepe peered over the top.

“Eh?" said Potter.

“What's that, Coker?” faltered Greene.

T Aunt .‘lpﬂg;s written to say she's coming
over Here -morrow—that's Wednesday—
afternoon,” explained Coker.

“Dh, crikey!” :

“Mum-mum-my only sainted topper!”

Potter and GUreene ~did not seem best
pleased at this news.

“I—I say, Ceoker,” said Potter anxiously,
“"vou're mot joking, are you?"

“Joking?” echoed Coker. “What do you
think I'm joking for, Potter?”

“Well, you know, Aunt Judy coming here
again! That's a bit too thick!”

“Is 1t?" demanded Coker. "Too thick, is
it? And what about your rotten thick head—
eh, George Potter?"

A preat deal of affection existed between

Horace Coker and his Aunt Judy—especially

on the part of the latter, who firml
and maintained that there wasn'
fellow living like her Horace., Perhaps she
was right—it won be hard to imagine
another Horace Coker on this little world of

believed
another

tronble. Our Horace Coker is unique—all
others, whatever their attainments in the
stu idity line, are spurions imitations.

‘I—1 say, Coker,” said Green, “is It honest
Injun, thoogh 7

“Of course it Is, yon burbling duffers!”
‘howled Coker. *"What the deuce are you
looking like that [or, Potter?” -

“Oh, lor'!" gsaid Pofter. “Won't there be
squalls '

“Look here,” bellowed Coker, brandishing
a brawny fist Lelore Potter's nose, “what's
tﬁhé“uhfectiﬂu to my Aunt Judy cnmfng here—
e

“Oh, n-n-none at all, Coker, old man!” said |

Potter hastily.
ber, I'm sura!"
“Oh, rather!™ chimed In Greene, with
alaerity.
“Then, what're you two silly duffers making
all the fuss about?” demanded Coker.
“It—=it waz the sodden shock, you know,
Cokey!” eaid Potter. “We were (Quite over-
coms with the pleasurs for the moment '™ '
“Well, that's all right, then)” raid Coker,
only ball mollified, however. “You know
now, George Potter, don't you?"
“Yé&s, Coker,” salidl Potter meekly. “But
what's glie comipg for?”

“We shall be pleased to sero

By DICK RAKE.

“Abem ! said Coker.

FPotter and Greene noticed Coker's hesita-
tion, and wvague suspicions that there was
gomething worse to follow arose within their
breasts, and they were unanimous in demand-
ing of Coker the reason of Aunt Judy’s
projected visit.

“"Well—er—it's like this, you see,” said
Coker, laoking more worried than rver, “I've
been writing to Aunt Juwdy about those
cheeky Ilemove rottera, and mentioned what
I'd do to them if I were a prefect, and—

and——"

“Well?" demanded his study-mates, all
ﬂgﬁg with excitement.

“Er, she—she suys that the Head ought to
make me a prefect; and she’s coming over
here to-morrow to see him about it.”

Potter’s foce suddenly started screwing it-
self into all manper of weird contortions,
while heseeemed to find extreme difficulty in
preventing himself from choking; and Greene
gank limply back into the armchair, and,
emitting a oqueer, gurgling aound, as if
troubled with internal spasms, lay, with &
Ear-away look in his eyes, gazing vacantly
into space. '

“Good lor'!" said Coker, looking at them in
alarm. “What's up with you two now?"

“Oh, mn-nothing, Coker{" gasped Potter.
“Ha, ha, ha, ha!"

“I*fn. ha, ha, ha!” came from the armchair.

“You glggling dummy!” howled Coker,
mtllﬁjlngl'?l rush at the hilarious Potter. “I'll

Rut Potter did not wait to ascertain what
Coker would do. Coker did not look very safe
at that moment. Potter, still laughine at the
idea of Coker's aunt arguing with the Heaid
over making Coker a prefeet, made a hrried
dash for the door, with Coker in full chase.
Greene sat jo the armchalr, wiping salt tears
of merriment from his eyes. ;
_Tramp, tramp, tramp! went Coker's No. 15
size boots round the room; and, at last,
Potter managed to drag the door open, and
precipitated himself through it, m the
uplifted boot of his irate study-mate by
millimetres.

“Ha, ha, ha!" came from the passage out-
side, as Potter beat a burried retreat.

Coker slammmed the study door, and turned
to Gireene,

“Now, Greene,” he gaid grimly, “what were
¥You laughing at—eh?”

Greene jumped up, and backed away
hastily.
“Oh, really, Coker,” he said, "T—I was

langhing at the wnyl{auu

out of the study! ha, ha!” he added

feehly,
“ Well, rﬂu can jolly well laugh at yourself
now!" bellowed Coker, advameing upon him.

And he proceeded forthwith to eject Greene
forcibly from the study.

Greepe landed with a terrific hump wpon
the linoleum ontside, at the feet of a crowd
of Fifth-Formers, who had come, at Potter's
instigation, to chafl Coker.

“l1 say, Coker darlint,” said TFitzgerald,
"and is it thrune entoirely that yer Aunt
Judy's coming- here 27

“Ha, ha, ha!” <&

EI—I—I—" sai ker, glowering upon
them, <

“Ha. ha, hal”™ rogred Blundell. *Aunt
Judy had to half kill the Head before ybu
ever got into the Fifth, didn't she, Coker?”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Poor old Head, he's in for it t~-morrow!”

“You ought to give him a * Take Cover'’
notice, yon know, Coker, so that he'll be able
to clegar ont bhefore she comes!”

“Ha, ha, bhal” ;

Coker, breathing fire and slaughter, charged
at the merry Fifth, and they departed, howl-
ing with lughter. -

He then retired to his study, -to reread
Aunt Judy's letter, and to thirk out his
schemes for entertaining her on the morrow.

nh:m.-& old Potter |.

|

But he was not left in peace. The news
spread quickly, and fellows from every Form
visited the lion in his den, as it were, and
many and varied were the kind inquiries they
made respecting Aunt Judy, until Coker was
ready to tear his hair out by the roots.

Rumour went that on one memorable oceca-
Bion Coker's Aunt Judy bullied the Head into
shoving her devoted nephew from the Bhell
into the Fifth, and Coker was the recipient
of much chafl and sarcasm from his school-
fellows ever after.

Well might the rest of the school ask the
reagon for Coker's promotion, unless the
hypothesis which is generally nm:epted is
true, namely, that Dr. Locke did it for fear
of Coker's Aunt Judy.

The Remove, in particular, received this
latest news with joy, and waited in great
expectations for Aunt Judy’s visit on the
Morrow,

o did Coker: but, to judge by his unhappy

looks apd disquieted demeanour that day and

the ne¥t morning, hig expectations were not
of a happy variety. Coker, like the rest of
the school, looked out for squalls, and, as will
be seen later, he was not disappointed.
(11 Y

M laid aside. his beloved gin-bottle,

and rubbed a bleary eye As he

gazed out of his little front window.

An apparition, weirdly and wonderfully
bedecked in the flowing black garments
affected by the females of the Early Victorian
period, surmounted by a perfect revelation
in ancient bonnets, and carrying in a black-
gloyed, gkinny hand an ancient gamp, almost
as ancient-looking as its owner, sailed-in at
the patea of Greyfriars, and weighed anchor
ontside. Gosling's lodge. _

“Here comes aunty!” sang out Bob Cherry
to the crowd of fellows which had coengre-
gated round the school gates.

“My word!" gaid Harry Wharton. *“What
& giddy bag of skin and bones!”

“This is where the band begins to play!™
murmurcd Peter Todd. And there was = -
general lavgh.

"My heye!” gasped Goeling, presenting his
portly figure at the door.

“Is Horace here?” wasked Coker's Aunt
Judy, for it was ehe.

el hE]rE I'Fl' =
Aunt Judy fixed upon Gosling a basilisk
have withered him

glure, which ought
there and then.

“Where is. Horace?” she cried, in a high-
pit-c]uit_‘l feminkne voice.

Gosling stared at the angular female in
amazement.

“Cannot you hear me, man?" demand
Aunt Judy. “I want my Horace!” '

“My honly "at?™ murmared Gosling, blink-
ing at aunty in wonder. “What Is it?"

1L
heye!” . -
Gosling, the school porter,

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the crowd.
“I want Horace!" shrilled the angry
female. “Where 8 he?" And ghe bronght

her gamp down with & thud upon the ground

Gosling and estared, wondering
vaguely whether he had been overdsing it
somewhat with the gin-bottle, and his
favourite beverdge had got up into hiz head

“Deary me!" said Aunt Judy, prodding
Gosling with the business end of ber gamp.
“Deary me! What ever is the matter with
the man{”

“It's the gin-and-water, ma’am,” suggested
the Bounder.

“Or tli]e_ Government beer,” said Squif.,

“Ha, ba, hat”

“Good gracious!
the man drinks such- poizonouns liquors, my
htt]:;.: hoys?” asked Awnt Judy. in astonish-
meant.

“Ha, ba, ha!”

-
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“He's deunk, nia dm!™

“Which I ain't drunk.”
“Yon young rips, 1'll—" _

“¥és," sald the comical Aunt Judy, peering
guizzically at Geosling, and giving him a
vietous dig in the region of his swple waist-
coat. with her gamp, “the man cerfainly is
intoxicated !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ORre, you keep orf, you balmy old cat,

rearcd Gosling,

you!" roarcil Gosling, showing signs  of
animation at iast.

“You are mtoxicated, man!’ screeched
Aant Judy., *1 shall report you to D
Locke !

“Ha&, ha, hal” .

“F tell you I ain't!” yelled Gosling.

“Then where is my Horace?" demanded
Aunt Judy, in a4 threatening voice.

Possibly she had an bklea that Gosling had
her darling Horace concealed somewhere upon
his person, or spirited away in his lodge, AU
wny rate, she seemed to blame Gossy [for
Uoker's absence, which, of course, was hardly
Fair,

“ Which I ain't gol your hiocomin® 'Orace!™
velled Gosling, * And don's want 'im, neither !
What 1 says is shis ‘ere—let "Orace, whoever
‘@ is, go and drownd ‘isself, and ?m along of
i : and jolly good job too, says 127

“ Ha, ha, ha!”® ] :

wMan'  Viper!® shonted the irate Miss
Hoker, hearing down apon the exciled porict.
~ How dare you! Le——1y"

“ Yaht!® snorted Gosling,
sleap it orf 17

4 _'[__]_"L

v Retter apply at the neurest ]'mn}'tri‘ﬂ
asylam, mum !? yelled Gosling; «nd with this
lzst Pavthian shot he rtired hastily into his
tordge, bolted the door, and proceeded forth-
with to find solace in the bottle that cheers—
without much water,

“Mua. ha, ha!* roared the crowd. _

“Go it, aunty ! Bmash his windows jor
iy 17

“ Burn him ont, ma am !* o

Aunt Judy glared round upon the hilarieus
crowd, Possibly, like Alexander in the history
books, she was seeking for friesh worlds to
COTIIEr.

‘*%’Fhere is my Horace 7" she demanded.

Harold Skinner, the end of the Remove, and
a fellow with a peculiar scnse of humonr, de-
tached himsell from the crowd, and, with his
v tadsed
u1}:!!1 his heart, he made 2 solemn bow to.the
ground, with mneh gravity amd mock polite-
eSS,

“ Exeuse me, ma um,” he said; ~but are yon
Aunnt Judy ¥™ ] ; ) _

Aunt Judy glared at him with a eurious ex-
pression upoa her comical features,

“« My dear little friemd Horace toid me fo
expect you,” went on sSkinmer. “He promised
us all 2 Poneh and Judy show here this after-
noon, sud—— Oh! Yarooh! Wharrer you at,
vou old cat? I—— Woohk! Ow. Stoppit !
l L]

Ji—7?

“Go "ome aud

He suddeniy broke off as the pugilistic lady
sdyanced upon him, and proceeded to smite
i Instily with her gamp. Skinmer had onee
more proved himzelf a little too funny.

«You Fmpertinent Iittle rascal!” shrieked
Aunt Judy, bringing her gamp into vielent
play upon the person of the homorous Skinner.
“Take that! And that! And that!?

« That,” being in each case a terrific swipe
with the gamp, Skinner took it; but, finding
Coker's aunt somewhat too vicious at clese
ouarters, he finally took to his heels, streak-
ing across the quadrangle howling, with Aunt
Judy in hot pursuit, making savage lunges at
him with her improvised but extremely effec-
1 HOM.
tlf‘ﬂﬂfl;?ar];w, ow, ow ! howled Bkinner, as most
of her thrusts at bim found their mark.

« Ha, ha, ha!” sobbed Peter Todd. = Chase
me, Charley 1™

aCoker's aunt—still runuing!”  Lowled
Sauifl,

“0h, my bat! What a giddy Sufiragetie
<hie'd make'® gasped Bob Cherry, wiping tears
of mersiment from his €yes.

“Ha, ha, ha'!”

Meanwhile, Skinner, his back i mﬂdm_'ﬂ
fairly stinging as a result of t Judy's
violent play upon them with her gamp, bolted

into the gymnasimn, taking good care toTasten
the door behind him.

Aunt Judy tushed breathlessly up—just too
late.

she banged at the door with her zamp.

“Come out here ;1‘]1:[ be whippesd,
nanghty hoy!* she cried. _

" -!%'n }julhf fear!” came the voice of Skinner
from within. :

you

in ope hand and his oiher laid |

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

“ (fome out here, 1 say!”®

“Not in these trousers, old dear!”
Skinper. +*“Go and take &
fountain !? -

“ Ha, ha, ha'"™

The irate Miss Coker, realising the futility
of laying siege to the gywmnasium, glared
roupd npon the bowlin b of fellows.

The laughter soon diedaway, however, when
ghe was seen to grasp her gamp grimly.

“Oh, excuse me, matam ! said Bob Cherry,
advancing and raising his cap politety. *1Is it
Horace Coker you want #¥

Aunt Judy gazed at Boh for a momeng]
then, seeing that be was not having a gane
with her, she heamed upon him, amd said

“ Yes, hittlz boy, Where iz hei®

Another howl of laughter weni up as Bob
was teferred (o as a “little hoy,” and he
blushingly retired.

“Coker! Coker!™ yelled the crowd,

Teplicd
dive 1m the

And

the hue and ery for Horace Coler was raised |

all over the quadrangle,

“TMMorace! -~ Hordce!™ the feilows shrieked,
looking into every imposzsible nook and eorner.

Just {hen Coker, Potter, and Greene were
seen  emerging from the tu-:.h-ahﬂ%, with
aundry parcels of provislona, Cokeér had not
been sure when his aunt would come, so he
had stayved behind io get ready before taking
a rcasual wulk down to the statiom 1o meet
her.  The erowd =oon fa=tencd npon them.

wCoker! Horaee!™ thev ened. ~ Your Aunt
Judy wants von 1*

“ Horace darling!

*Come on, Coker!
woman?"”

“Ha, ha, ha!?

Coker, Potter, and Greene halted,

Amnty's here!®

Who's afraid of a

“Hallo ™ said Coker. “Aunt Juwdy's here
already !

“Oh!” said Potter and Greene, in tone: of
dismay.

“Come on, you two!"” said Coker, striding
away.

But Potter anid Greene did not follow, Like
the Arabs in the poem, they sitently stole
away. They did not mind helping Coker Iny
in provisions at the tuek-shop, bat when it
came 1o actling as chaperons Lo his irate Aubb
Judy, with balf the school looking em—well,
they were not taking auy. They'd had some|
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il HY, what the—" ejaculated
Coker, looking rouvmi in search of
hiz unfaithfol disciples. - Where

have those silly asses gone to7”
“ Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Johnny Bull, - They've
beat a strategic retreat, Cokey !®
< I'l—I'N—1'1 " began (Coker.
My, ki on, asa!? said Bobh Cherry, “ Don't
keep aunly waiting !™
And, muttering things under hiz breath,

Coker suffered himself to he led over to whero

his devoted aunt was awaiting him.

% Hallo, aunt ! said Caoker,

“« Horace—my darling Horace ! eried Aunt
Judy, beaming upon her blushing nephew,
% 0h, Horace, where have you been?”

And she folded Horace to her breast and
covered his erimson face with effusive kisses,

« My word! Hark at the giddy splashe:1?
said Bolsover major,

“ Ha, ha, ha!™

“ What are those rude hovs laughing at,
Horace?” asked Awnt Judy,

«I'll laugh ‘em! 1'll—"
“(h, the cheeky rotterz!”

“ Poor old Horace!”

& (lear off, you—you—you——=,

Were it not for Aunt Judy being there,
Coker would immediately have charged at the
erowd and proceeded to commit assault and
battery Eﬂrt‘hmt-h: but with his devoted aunt
nnder his protection, he thought better of it,
and earnestly e ted bher to eome up to
the study. To ite relief, she assented.

Throungh the of grinming fellows he
piloted Aunt Ju
now she had her darling Horace. Bhe pansed
now and then to make sowme remark or other
to one of the crowd, which would elicit fresh
ontbhursts of merriment ; but as those remarks
were in most cases concerning her Horace, that
disconsolate youth was feeling far from happy.

At the top of the School Housze steps Aunt
Judy halted, and beamed down unpon the
crowd below,

“Po you all love my dear Horace 1* she

hegan Horace,

| inqu amiably

“fa, ha, ha!®
“ Yes, rather, ma'am!? howled Bob Cherry.

| «The school wouldn't be the same without

him I
“Ha, ha, hal®

ite subdued and docile
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fond glance at Horace (Coker, w though
extremely fond of his queer specimen of an
aunt, heartily wished hoth her and himself
anywhere but there at that moment.

“We all love Forace—he's so kind and
genlle 7 bawled Peter Todd, )

* Ha, ha, hal?

“I'm so glad '™ said Avnt Judy, her comieuy!

« 1 ®Thats right,” saWd Aunt ‘I“d%sting b

| features wreathed in smiles. = Everybody loves

my Hlorace, But,” she added, * nobody loves
hitnn as moch as I do!™®

And, bestowing a genial smirk upon the
convulsed erowd, she bounced upstairs 1o
Caker's study, leaving about a hundred fellows
—juniors and seniors alike—on the verge of
fiysterics,

“Oh, dear!™ golhed Temple of the Fourth.
“This is better than a pantomime

“Ha, Lia, ha! DPoor old Coker!?

Meanwhile, Ilorace Coker had got his aunt
=afely in the seclusion oftihis study, wonder-
ing what would happen next. He groaned
ns Aunt Judy turmed the conversation (o the
primary ohject of her visit,

“1 chounld very much like to see you a big,
strang prefect, Horace,” she gaid,

“ ¥Y-yes, aunt I said Coker. y

“Waoulin't you like to be one, Horace 7" she
inquired,

Now, one of Coker's greatest ambitions at
thie sehool was to heecowe one of the powers-
that-be, so that he might “ keep those cheeky
rotters of the Remove in thu-lrr places "—as
Coker himzelf often expressed to more than
one person ot Greyfriars, The Remowe always
came ont top-dog in e fend between them-
gelves und Horace Cokor, and Coker did not
like it

“ Well, aunt,” he replied, I should, you
know ; hut the Head o :

“1 shall speak to Dr. Lecke about that,
Horace,” said Aunt Judy aeidly,

“ Ye-e-e3, 1 know; but——>

“There are no ‘buts " in the matter at all,
Horace. Yo ought to bhe a prefect, and you
zhall ! said Aunt Judy firmly.

« 0Oh, but Fifth-Formers are not aillowed— 7"

“You will he allowed, Horace, or I shall
know the reason why .?

% RBut the Head, you know, aunty! You
can't back up against him ! groancd Coker.

“He will do as 1 ask, Horace, ncver you
worry."

“He won't. He—=

“1 know the way to deal with these obsti-
nate men, Horace,” said Aunt Judy grimly, ~ If
they will nét listen to reason, then other
means than argument must be employed.
They want governing with an iron hand., If
words have no effect, then ofe must use ihe
rod—and not spare n.” :

“Oh, lor'!* groaned Coker.

“Yes, Horace, If Dr. Holmes dares to
browbeat me, he will find me ready !”

“ But—but it's impossible! He—"

% Nothing is impossible. I will sge him now,
Horace.” - '

“0Oh, my hat! I—I say, aunt—="

“1 know you are mot treated fairly at this
school, Horace ; but your Aunt Judy will put
that right for you now. Show me to Ur.
Locke I ,

Seeing that to argue with Tier would be of
no use, Ceker called for Trotter, and requested
him to show the warlike femgle to the Head.

Trotter, by no means pleased with this job,
piloted Aunt Judy through the mob in the
passages to the Head's study, He knocked at
the door, called out = Miss Coker !* and bolted,

Misa Coker entered, and shut the door grimly
hehind her. A few minutes later her vocifer-
wous voice was beard in fierce expostulation
with the mild and timerous voice of Dr. Locke,
who was by no means pleased a visik.

Outside, in the passage, an excifed crowd
congregated. Potter and Greene were there

in company with Coker, who, in mnormal
times, would have ae?ﬂré! ragged -his two
unfaithful followers for their n at

such a crigis: but Coker was feeling too
worried over Aunt Judy's interview with the
Head to think much about that.

1f Aunt Judy's muscular arm and unsym-
pathetic gamp got the hetter cf the Head's
powers of argument, and Coker was made a
prefect, Coker could well look forward to an
extremely hot time in that position. Even
Coker himself realised that he wonld have no,
prestige whatever in that capacity asezpecially

[ the Remove would Jead him a pretty dance.

And Coker did not feel happy.

1?';1-001{ uu:;m: wlls!” said Tom Brown.
A e : :

nllial;m Coker t‘g:: in the Head's study, and
the fat was in the fire with a vengeanee !
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: Bounder, were atinding togetheor in
I ' the passaoe outside the Head's study.

: ¥ “1 1 sav. vou know,” zaid Harry
Wharton, with a clouded hrow,

too thick!”

“The teo-thichkinlness is terreifle " murmured

Inkv. -

“We don't mind when zhe starts hashing

Gossy  and  Skiuner  abont——" gaid Do
Cherry,
*Ha, ha, ha!® No."

“But when it come to the Hegd——"

"It's zot to stop!” gaid Harry Wharton
itrmiy. . :

S Hear, hear!”

“But bhow?" asked Nugent. “Wild horses
wouldn't drag her out of there now "
Well,- we can’t leave the poor old Head
i the lurch pow,” said Johnny 3ol " sup-
posing he muakes Loker a prefect?” 8

“We'll make hings so jolly hot for him |

that he’ll soon wish he wasn't!”

“Riather! DBut woe've got to uip Aunt
Judy’s Httle game in the bud now, befors the
harm is «done.”

“What's to be done?" asked =ouift

Nohody seemed to know,

ﬁ Famnzs Five, with Squil and tl.r;-.r .
v Members of the Fifth Form = :

“this 18 a bit |

|

|

“He, he, he! eackled DBunter.  “The
Head'll cop ont now !

=0 wil you, perpoise!” groawled BEob
Cherry, bumping Billy Bunter over on the |
Hoor,

“Chaps." said thie Bounder. “we're coing to
gave the Head Trom  the giddy  warrior
gueen "

“Bravo!" yelled most of the follows.

"Rats!” bowled Skinner, still smarting
from the effects of Aunt Judy's gamp,

"“Let the old eat get on with in!"

“You shut up, skinney ! growled Bol-over.
And skinner shut up. .

Meéanwhile, Boh Cherry had been thinking.

“1've got it!" he yelied suddenly. " Wibley
—1 say Wib!"

“ Hatlo¥" zaid Wihler.

“You've got sonle policeman’s prons i your
study, haven™t you?"

“Yes," suid Wihley, in wonder

“Come on, then!” said Bob,
Wibley away.

“Here, half a mo’!
the little game?"

“Xes; explain yoursell, ass!'" said Wharton,

dragging

" eried Wibley, “What's

“Well," said Bob Cherry, pausing, *the
wheege iz this. You ecan make up as
policeman, I suppose, Wibhley "

MTry me!™ said Wibley promptiy. -

Wibhley is a horn actor—nobody can deny

that.
act.
“Well, Wibley dresses up a< & policeman,
rushes into the Head's study before the
duamage s done, and bawls * Airraid " at the
top of his voive,™

CEL?

CDon't you see?” gaspod Bob exeitedly.
“Aunt Judy will get frightened. Police-
constahle Wihley awears this school ain’t a
fiafe place in an air-raid, and offers to sec
her safely to the station; and it's ten Lo one
che'll gnt”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Look here—" began Coker Lotly.

“You shut up, Coker—you're dead in this
act!" And Coker was shouted down.

*T'm on!" said Wibley enthusiastically.
“I ean do the policeman stunt A1!"

“Go it, Wih!" said Harry Wharton. “T1t's
not mueh of a wheeze,” but it might work!”

And Bob Cherry and Wibley made their
way through the erowd up to the Iatter's
study in the Remove passace,

A few minutes later they came down agaln;

Whatever clse Wibley can’'t do, he can

bt "Wibley looked far different.  Hiz own
mather uldn't have recognised him  just
then, with n  bushy moustache, features

altered by skilful wse of grease-paint, and
padded out to 11 the policeman’s tunie which
hie wore. : '
“T—=I=l gay.” =aid Willy
tiint really you, Wibjey?”

LBanter, *jz—.is

“Ha, ha, ha!™
“Gel out of" my way, for! thnndered
P.-e. Wihley, in u stentorian voice. * Make

way for the huairm of the lor!”

“Ha, ba, ha!”

“Now then, clear thy wiv' - Move alone
there, please!” And 1. 0. Wiblev, with feet
almost as IliE as Bobh Chorryts- if possihlo
shoved his portly form. throuel the crowd.

“Ha, ha, ha! Go it Wi

“Bravo, Wiklev! You'll dot?

¥rom the HTead's study, the hich Pabehied
voice of Coker's Amnt Juwly could Lwe Leard:

"I tell yon you wmust, and you zhall, make

my Horace o prefect!™
“Impossible, madam!?

i

, PO

-

1

pman!” put in
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“Don't be ridienlous,” sir—"
“But, madsm, puch w thing s unbeard of !

“Then  put ruce in the Sixth, wr!l”

"I am sorry, Miss Coker,"' hut 1 N

"Why not, Dre Locke—eh . Why noty My
uu&*uuu ig good and big and brave aued strong
iun oh :

“Yes, ves, T kpow: bhut——"

“My Horace is not treated fairly af this
school, sir! He—*

“1 assure you, Miss Coker, you are nuder
qnite a wrong impression -——"

“1 suy he is not, sir; and he s not! 1
hnow what I am talking about &

" Heally, you )

“You dare to insinuafe that T do not Lnow
what 1 am saving, you—yoy—~—=

“ [—f—1—"

“ Man, how dare yon!™

“Madam, 1—-"

“You are a coward, sir—a coward to treat
a defenceless woman go—-"

“Really o

“1 repeat, sir, vou are a eoward to fake
ardvantage of my helplessness!  Tuke that!
And that! Amd that

And sounds of the “defonecless " female’s
Latp were heard falling thick and fast.

"Now's the tine, Wibleyv ! mnrnmered
Huarry Whacton,

“Go it, Wih! Oa the bhawl!'™

Wibley strode majestically up to the study
door, and rapped loudly. i

“Catome in!” osaid the sear ol voice of the
s,

Wibley threw the door open, and strode
mto the atudy.

A strange sicht met the gcaze of the fellows
i the passage. The Hemd was erouching
down hehind the armehair, a look of terror
on hizs kind old face, while the warlike Annt
J ud{ wiis standing over him, ber gamp roised
ready to strike.

“Dir. Louvke, |
loudly,

“Y-yes!" enid the Head.

CWell, =ir, T have come to lnform vou that
an air-raid i3 expocted,”

“Wha-n-at " :

“The police have received information that

believe?" said P-e. Wihley

there are hundreds of guemy acroplanes up,

and a raid iz imminent.”

Al Aunt Judy's belligereney  had  disap-
peared, and terror and fear woere written
all over her comical face. She dropped her
gamp, and started screaming at the top of
her vociferous voice. ;

“Horace! Horace, save me!”

- Horace Coker dashed into the study and
went to the side of his hysterical aunt. He
had received amnl
to cive the g
outside,  who werp
immensely.

“Protect me,
Ji]ﬂ_‘;:

“All right, aunt—you're
Coker dismally,

“That's just where you are wrong, yvoung
P.-c. Wibley gruffly. & This
school is no place of safety doring an alr-
rajd !

“"What?" sereamed Aunt Judy, in terror.
“"Madam,” said Wibley, turning towards
her, "you are not safe here.  The place is
old, and the first bomb would bring the
whole lot tumbling on- top of you.”

Aunt Judy started to seream.

“You'd better get out as guick as you
cian, mum,” said Wibley, playing upon the
excitable fomale's imagination.
killed here as sure as eges iz egga!”

“Oh, save me!” howled Aant Judy.

“Rely on me, mum!" said Wibley, smiting
his chest fatuitously. “1'll see you safely
off the premises.”

“(h, my brave man!"

" Y Not at all, mum,” said P.e. Wibley
modestly. “The lor is always ready to help

beanty in distress!” '
The crowd in t age  were nearly
splitting their sides uppressed lauchter.

“Come with me, v U'll see you safely
to the station. No harm shall hefall
while T am there to protect you!"  And
P-e. Wibley, looking as important as he
could under the cireumstanees, marched ont
of the Head's study, with Aunt Judy follow-
g, geared and  extremely - docile. IMorace
Coker brought up the renr, far from happy,
and with a face ng long as a wet week. Ot
ni the Housze and aerbss the quadrangle they
went, tho erowd of fellows following, mak-
Img remarks that were intended to, and sue-
ceeded i greatly increasing  Aunt. Judy's
cagerness Lo get away from Greyfriars,

MMy heye!™ gasped Gosling, us he caught
fight of Anunt Judy leaving the school in com-

away from  the

enjoying the
sereamed  Aunt

1:11]

Horace!"”

right'!” said

you

« puny with a policeman. J'Ad to be locked

I'.Ill"r. THTL i &

o 1

Wl TN, hl'I‘l.i.'l""{lr'.'. 1Illt |
fisllpws |
situntion |

“You'll be’
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Well, T don't wonder at it.'.

Said I was dronk, she did—me, dronk!

Strikes me shie was drunk. and they ‘ad ‘to

tet w bobhy to get 'er orf the premises.
Hugh! Nice goings. hon, I must say!" And
Lrossy. with an air of wounded innocenee,
turned again to his gin-bottle.

Peo. Wibley aceompasnied Annt Judy down
the lane, with the crowd following at a
raspectml  distance, and did not leave  her
until she was gafely at the station. With
muany words of thanks for his kind pro-
tection, Aunt  Judy tipped Wibley half-a-
crown, which he accepted  gravely,  and,
taking an atfectionate farcwell of Horace
Coker, she rushied into Fridardale Station and
caught the next train home.

Coker, wishing to aveid the crowd, furned

down the High Street, and went o round-
abont wuy back to Greyviriars, and locked
i;mn‘wli‘ up in s study for the rest of the
iaay.
" Bravo, Wibley I roared the fellows, erowd-
mg round the pseiwdo policeman, who, having
divested himself of some of his stuffing and
his fulse whiskers, looked more like himsell
OIlie mule.

O dear! T, le, ha' roared Wililey,
sinking down upon the grussy bank  along
the side of the lanr, and Janghing until the
tears washed off his grease-paint in  little
streaks, giving him a weird appearance,

“My word, it worked like a giddy charm!”
saifl Boh Cherey, with great satisfaction.

“*Hun, ha, ho!” -

“But you didn’t tell the gospel {ruth
quite, you know, Wib.” said Harry Wharfon.

“Why notr” demandedl Wibley,

“Welly, the Head will be wild when he
knows he's been fooled,” :

“"He hasn't been fooled. you asst" howled
Bah Cherry. “Wih satd there was an air-
raid éxpected; and so there is. 1 suppoge
we'll have another oné before the giddy war
is over, sha'n't we?’ . '

"Ha, ha' Yes!"

“But what about the hundreds of aero-

planes— "
8o thore are—hundreds of ‘em up in
France and ¥Flawders. The Hun lunes are

fiving night “and duy out
Friuit

“Ha, ha, Ll

“Good for vou, Wibley!” And the happy,
merry band, with Wibley as the hero of the
hour, trooped hack to Greyfriurs. ~

All the school laughed loud and long over
the neat way in which Wibley and Boh
Cherry had got rid of Coker's warlike Aunt

ol the Western

Judy. Coker came in for a good deal of
chafl and ridicule, and for “the next fow
weeks, at any rate. Coker was very quict
and  subdued indecd. :
The Head made o few dizscreet inguirics
about the matter, hut was wise enough

to muke no forther mention of it to anybody,
and no doubt, it he was awire of the authors
of the hoax, he felt mighty thankful to them
for getting. him out of so dificult a corner.

In the Common-room that evening Wihiey
and Boh Cherry were accorded a hearty
vate of thunks from the Lower School ; for,
as Bolb Cherry himsell remarked to somes
body afterwards, “it wasu't such a ‘dusty
wheeze, after all, and, by jingo, it worked
like a charm!"

(Editor's Note.—Did Rake dream all this.
and belicve it true? Or i« he romancing?
It is a fact that Miss Judith Coker did
recently . visit Greyfriars—we all saw  her.
And she saw the Head, and the story goes
that she tried to get dear Horace made a
prefect. But as for the rest of it—well, ‘nuff
said, perhaps! Some of us at Greviriars can
swallow a  good  deal—there's Bunter,
Frinstance—hit  we  can't swallow uite
everything. 1f Coker gets his paws on Rake,
it may give Rake paunse hefore perpetrating
any further efforts in the line of fietion.—
H. W)

THE END.
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