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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Smithy’s Difficulty !
(13 ENNY for them, Smithy '™

P Harry  Wharton  made  that

remark as e came on Vernou-
Smith. the Bounder of Grey-
friars, in the quadrangle after lessons,

Smithy had his hands driven deep into
his pockets, and a wrinkle in his brows,
He looked as if lie were tinuking out a
knotty problen.

“Thinking of the Rookwoold miatch,
Smithy " asked Whartou, “Don't say
vou're not fit. We're velying on you for
Wednesday.”

The Boander shook his head.

“Tit as a liddle " he answered. ' But
my pater’s coming down to Greyfriars to
soe e ‘on Wednesday.”

“He can see vou play in the mateh,
then. Can't let you off.”

“1 don't want to be let off,” saad the
Bounder, with a smle. “T'm  keen
enough on the match, and the patet
won't mind. But Redwing's playing,
isn't het”

¥ea”

“Oh!"

“My dear man, your difference with
Redwing dossn’'t make any ditfference to
ithe cricket. You can play in the same
mateh without talking to one another, 1if
vou want to,”

“¥Yes, 1 know., DBut 5

“Rleszed H T can sea why you don't
make ot up with tedwimg ! sard Whar-
ton frankly “You used to be greaf
chums,  However, that isu’t my bizney.
Hut you're hoth down for the Rookwood
mmateh, and vou'll both be wanted. The
Romove will have to pull un their socks
to beat Jitnmy Silver's lot!”

“That's all right,” said Vernon-Snith.
" Bu -

“What's the worry, then?”

“*Abhout my patar_:‘uﬂlihg,“ eakd the
Bounder. “* Ho doesn’t know anything
about my being off with Redwing. He
thinks we're great friends, as we used to
be, He takes vather an interest in Red-
Wite. _"i,.‘;rE —-:llul it::; l.!'.'i.!-‘-lh'.'ll ﬂ‘nﬂ-’l-iWﬁTt“
Redwing was to have come home with
e for the vae, and the pater is bound
10 speak alizut it. And—and I shall have
to explain, somchows——"

He pauscd.

“Well, that's easy encugh,” said the
captain of the Remove, with a smile.
“ Muke it up with Redwing before your
pater comes.”

“It takes two to make a bargam!”
answered the Bounder dnly.

Wharton started a little.

“Oh! I—I thought——"

“You thought I was keeping up a
gracge, and was to blame, as usnal,”
said the Bounder, with a sarcastic grin.
“Well, I was to blame, right enough. 1
don’t deny that. But, you see that it's
Redwing who's fed up, and it's he who's
giving me the marble eye ; not the other
way about. as you naturally thought. 1
©can't tell my pater so. He would think
it no end ehieekv of a scholarship kid to

|
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eive the eold shoulder to a millionaive’s

sar: And he's bern kind to Redwing.
toer. 1'm afraid be'll lecture the chap,
“Oh!? sand Wharton.

“ Anvway, it's beastly awkward. He
told me in the letter he's coming to see
Tom Redwing as much as myself. And
—and about that dashed scholarship "

“Redwing’s scholarshapt”

“Xet,.

“Your pator has nothmg to do with
that, has he?”

The Bounder dJdid not reply.
“My lhat!” exclammed
“SQmithy, vou don't mean to say——

“T never meant to tell a soul,” said
Vernon-Smutlhh moodily. " But yvou can
keep a secret, Wharton, and 1'd like you
to give me some advicey if yon ean. Yon
know my- pater offfred to stand Red-
wing's fees at Groyfriars, out of grati-
tude because the chap got me out of the
sea ,when my boat was wrecked at
Hawkscliff, Redwing was too inde-
pendent to aceept, and he refused the
offer.”

“1 vemember.~

“Well, then, T Int upan the idea of a
scholarship,” said the Bounder, in a low
voice. T put it to my pater, and he
agreed, He laid down the money, anony-
mously, to found a Memonal Scholar-
ship, m memory of the Greyiriars men
who've fallen in the war. 1 knew Red-
wing would have a good chance of win-
ning it. and T backed lum up to swot for
it, and Quelehy gave hiny some eoach-
ing, too. You know he won it. But he
never had the remotest suspicion that
it was my father who had founded the
new schol, and that it was my sugges.
i.illl:.“

.l
Harry.

“ Nobody did--not even Skinner, sharp
as he 18" said the Bounder, with a faint
smile. ' Redwing never dreamed of it.
He won the schiol fairly, against about a
dozen competitors, He's here now on
the strength of it. But—but if he knew
that——"

Wharton looked very thoughtful.

“If he knew—especially now we're no
longer friends—1'm afraid he would get
his back up and resign the schol,” said
the Bounder, speaking out at last
“That's what's worrving me. It would
mean knocking all s prospects on the
head.”

W harton.

never  wussaed,  oither,” emd

“No need Tor Lim to know,” said
Harry.
“Quite ga. Only, my pater—— Yon

see, the pater will be wrathy if he spots
the state of affairs, and he will think Red-
wing cheeky and ungrateful, and—and he
may tell him.”

“Oh ! said Wharton.

Vernon-Smith Hushed.

“That's the worry,” he said. “It
would be rotten. Redwing would chuck
ap the schol, then, and that means that
he would have to leave Greyfriars, as he's
got no money of his own. It would be
a shame!l” _ |

“1t would!” agreed Wharton.
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The captain of the Remove looked at
Vernon-Smith very curiously.

Smithy's friendship with the sailor-
min's son had been surprising enough to
the Remove fellows: but it was not very
surprising that it had come to an end.
But, as Redwing was no longer his chum,
it was surprising that Smithy should care
so much whether he lost as ac:lmlnrshlp
or not.

Wharton could not help seeing that
the friendship still survived—on Smithy’s
side, at least.

“Well, then. what the dickens 18 n
fellow to do?” said the Bounder. “The
pater has rather a temper—he's a big
of a Tartar, Ie was ratty about Red-
wing vefusing to let him pay his fees
here, only I talked him over. If he finds
that we're no longer friends he will want
to know all about it ; and if he gets ratty
the fat's fairly in tho fre.”

“(lan’t you make it up with H:d-
wing 1”7

“(lan't be done !”

“ You never know till vou try.™

“1've tried]”

|l:{"'h Tﬂ
The Boundor's face crimsoned.,
“He's in the right,” he saud. B !

wanted him to change into my study, and
[ tricked Skinner inte changing ouf.
Redwing refused to have a hand in it
and T rowed with him. He-—he asked
me to make it up, and T wouldn't. I-—I
snidd =ome beastiv things to hin—my
rotten ltemper, vou know. never
meant it, really; but T said he was after
my bin
“ Bouthy 7

“Caddish, wasn't it!” said the
Bounder grimly,
“Tt was rotten, and no mistake! Yon

can t I!}.l]'lﬂr-t a fellow to look over a ﬂliﬂg
like that.” .

“1 don't—awd e wort't! So that's all
aover. All the same, 1 don’t want my

ter to let lovse the vials of wrath on
wm, and make him get has back up and
chuck up the schol. So if you've got any
good advice to give, Wharton, you ean
turn it on, and 1I'll be obhged.” |

Wharton knitbed his brows,

“Blessed if T know what to advise!”
he admitted. “ If you can’t make 1% up
with Redwing, vour pater will have to
know yvow're bad friends with him; and
[ sup hell be ratty with Redwing,
after all he's done for him, though -
wing doesn’t know he's donet.  Belter
keep him from knowing anything about
the matter if you can. After all, your
rows at school needn’t interest him—no
nead to bother him with them, in fact.”

“He's jolly keen!” said the Bounder.

“Hallo. hallo, hallo! Here you are!™"
exclammed Bob Cherry, arriving on the
scene, with Nugent and Johnny Bull and
Hurree Singh. *'What about cricket
practice, you slackers? Do you want
Rookwood to beat us on Wednesday?”

“ The beatfulness will be terrific, if we
ara not up to the esteemed mark,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “Come
alongfully, my ridiculous chums!”



- Every Monday.

The discussion had to end with the
Boundoer's difficulty etill unsolved.

Vernon-Smith was looking very thought-
ful as he went down to Lattle Side with
the Famous Five, Tom Redwing was
there, with a good many of the Remove.
He did not speak to the Bounder. The
tormer chums seldom spoke now, though
they were civil when they met.

Harry Wharton glanced at the two. He
would havé done a great deal to heal the
breach, and help the one-time chums to
make up théir difference ; but there was
nothing he could do. And if the
Boundér's forebodings were realised, Tom
Redwing would not be much longer at
Groyfriars. :

Wharton well knew the pride of the
sailorman’s son. Smithy’s father was a
good-hearted man in his way, but he was
1 millionaire, purse-proud and = bigh-
handed, and he would rertainly think it
was astounding insolence for the scholar-
ship jumior to quarrel with ITerbert
_Vernou-Smith for any reason whatsoever.
He waz only too likely to rate Tom Red-
wing roundly, at the same time telling
bim his true position, and Redwing's
answer fo that was certain. He woeuld
resign the scholarship.

Wharton could not doubt that, and it
froubled him. He liked Tom Redwing,
a3 most of the Remove fellows did. @
would have been very sorry to see him
leave Greyfriars.

Tom Redwing, ps he cheerily devoted
himgelf to the cricket, little dreamed of
the thoughts that were in the mind of
the captain of the Remove.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

The Only Way !

64 WOTTING as usual, I suppose §"
Stott asked that question as
Tom Redwing came imto Study
c No. 11 after cricket practice.
Sidoey James Snoop looked up with a
sneer, and Skinner, who was in the study,
grinned. l
Bnoop and Slott and their visitor were

not swotting. They never did sweot.
They were playing nap.
(51 ¥

ve got some work to do,” an-
swered Tom Redwing quietly.  ““So have
vou fellows, if you come to that.”

“0Oh, bother work!” wawned Stott.
“T'm not workin’, I know that. Quelchy
can jaw me in class about deponent
verbs, but he can’t make me mug ’em
up out of class,”

“Who the thump wants to know anvy-
thin' about deponent verbs?" eaid
Snoop.

“Nobody but Redwing,” grinned
Skinner. ' Redwing loves "em. I believe
he dreams at night about deponent
verbs."”

“Ha, la, ha!"

Redwing cleared a corner of the table,
and sat down to work. Skinner & Co.
had given up their pleasant little game
of ragging the scholarship junior when-
ever he tried to work. They found that
too many of the fellows were down upon
it. Even Hn}suver major, the bully of
the Remove, had put his foot down.

A few minutes later there was a tap at
the door, and Vernon-8mith came in.

Redwing went on working without
looking up.

But the other throe gave a chorus of
welcome.

“Trot mn, Smmthy! Take a hand?”

The Bounder smiled sarcastically.

“1 haven't come here to play the
goat,” ho answered. “Can Redwing
work while you're at that rot 7"

“Don’t know, and care still less.”

“Well, chuck it !"”

“Cheeky ass! Mind your own busi-
ness !

“Bolsover’s in the passage!” grinned
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l Mr. Vernon-Smith is wrathy ! (See Chapter 9,)

—

the Bounder., “Do you want me to call
him in?"

Skimner & Co. looked savage. They
did not want Bolsover major called in,
since the burly Removite had undertaken
to see that “‘the swot " was not ragged
in his own study. Bolsover major was a
high-handed fellow, and his fists were
hard and heavy. Tom Redwing had
never asked him to interfere, of course,
hl!} Bolzover major was a law unto him-
s5ei1.

Harold Skinner rose Lo his fect.

“Can’t play with that fellow swottin’,”

he said, “Let's get off to the box-
room.”
And the three young blackgnards

departed.

Vernon-Swmith was left alone with Red-
wing, who went on working steadily.
The Bounder watched him without speak-
ing for some nmnutes.

“Greek?” he asked, breaking the
silenee at last.

“Yes,"” answered Redwing.

** Like 1t 2"

L1 YEEt',

“What a taste !V

“Linley likes Greek, too.,” said Red-
wing, emiling. *“There’'s more pleasure
in work that vou're not-bound to do
unless you choose.”

“They're Linley's books vou're using,
aren't they "

“Yes. He's lent them to me.”

“ Awiully busy with them "

“No, not awfully,” said
Iaving down his pen.
wanted 77

“A few words, if you ean spare the
time.” ;

“Of course I can spare the time!"
Redwing made a gesture towards a chair.
“* 8it down, will you?"

“Well " asked Redwing, as he did not
spoeak.

“My pater’s coming down on Wednes-
day,” said the Bounder at last,

“Yest”

“He wants to see you as well as me.”

“He will see me, 1 suppoze.”

““He takes rather an interest in you.,”

“He is very kind.”

‘“Heé dotsn't know we've rowed.”

“No need to tell him that I can see,”

Redwing,
* Anything

m— —— S

said Redwing. “He would hardly be
intervested, I suppose.”™

- “Good! Look here, Redwing, the fact
18 1 don’t want my pater to know any-
thing about it,” said Vernon-Smith. “ It
wounld distress him."

“Would i7" exclaimed Redwing, in
surprise. “I don’t see why it ghould.”

“Well, I think it would.”

“In that case, it would certainly Le
better not to say anything about it. 1
shouldu’t like to (istress your father,
He was very kind o me.”

The Bounder suppressed a smile. Mr.
Vernon-Smith was not very likely to be
distressed, but he was very likely indeed
to be ratty if he knew that the scholar-
ship junior had presumed to quarre! with
his son.  But the Bounder did not intend
to explain that to Redwing.

“Well,” he said, “we're bath playing
in the Rookwood match on Wednesday,
and my pater will be here. We're not
friends now, Redwing, but—but 1 don’t
sce why we shouldn't keep it up for one
afterncon. We're not enemies, 1 sup-
posa 77

“(ertamly not. At least, 1 hope not.”

“Well, then, my pater is going to have
tea with me 1 my study on Wednesday.
Will you come ?”

Redwing hesitated.

“Just to keep up appearances, you
know,” smiled the Bounder. * My pater
really does set store by our friendship,
though you'd hardly think it. You
don't want to distress him—ahem ! Come
to tea on Wednesday. After my pater’s
gone we can scowl at one another again.”

Tom Redwing lnughed.

: 'LI’]! come if you like,” he said. “ All
right.’ I3

"Good!” sid the Bounder, cvidently
relieved. “It won't hurt you. DBesides,
it will be a good tea, and T'll ask Whar-
ton and Cherry, too, so that you won't
have to stand it alone. Sorry to bother
you, but I'm thinking of my pater.”

“I'm quite at your service,” said Tom,

He turned to his books again.

Vernon-Smith roge to his feet, a rather
wistful expression on his face.

It was only a short &ime siuce he had
been Tom Redwing's best chum. but

THE MAGxET LIBRARY.—No. 550,
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hetwoen them now there was a great guli]

fixed.

The cruel tannt that had passed his{ -

lips in a moment perverse irritation
had given their friendship the finishing

Llow.
Tom Redwing muld forgive that, but
Lo could not !nrgert the Bounder

realised that very dm.rl?

Ho leit the ﬂtudj' without annthop

word.

Redwing did not immediately resumme
his work. He sat for some mmutea in
dacp ﬂ'mug’lil;. But at last he turned to
his Greek ag

It:ﬁhﬁrd mﬂntﬁ ;ﬂl‘k he could banish .
ironblesome thoughts.

For a good heur he sat at his sell-
imposed task, and then he placed his
papers 10 a ehea. and left the study to
$ake a tarn in t.he fresh air befare tea.

A fow minutes after he had gone Snoop
and Emﬁme in with Skinner. Skinner
glea-tlg Study Ne. 11 to No. 4,
which shared with Vernon-Smith, |
though hﬂ had refused to c.hanga out |
irom malicions ebstinacy.

“Hallo, the swot’s gonel” saud Skin-
ner, "'I“hl.nk oodness  lor
mercies]! Here's the rubbish. Fancy a
follow swottin® at Greek withoul a
master drivin® him to 1t 1"

“Billy assi” said Etntt
g L
inner glanced at rs -'.Iuﬂ
“Pages an’ pages it!” he mud
“The %Mmaﬂj' swot is muggin' through
the Anabasis. What rot!”
“ Awful fot 1 agreed his chums.

“Lot of work in that,” said Skinner,
with an evil in his eyes. “1 say,
suppose something got upset over these
_papers | wing weould have to mug
up his blessed conjugations ull over
again.”

“1 say, better let 'em alone! Suppose |

Bolsovepr——"

; "tBIEBu_ Btehoverl & MPDE 3” acci-

ven h-!dbpmh any B

fellow leaves his rubbish nbout-'-i"”?
Snoop grinned,

‘“Well, if an amldent s going

pp.n, }y;ﬂ can make it, bappen,” he gaid.
n't haw: a hand in it, since

Bn’!&ﬁvﬂr major's backing up that cad.”

“ Accidents wlﬂ happen.“ said Skinner.
“Frinstance, in mi the table, a
fellow micht upset the —like that.*

HH&, hl». ha i

“He mightn’t notice that it was upset
on Redwing’s _papers,” continued Skin-
NeT Cca UnNconseio he
m;ght leave the ink to soak through the

lot, mightn®t he ?™

“Ha, ha, ha |” roared Snoop and Stott,

And Skinner & Co. sat down 0 tea,
leaving the ink to soak through the
papers that had cost Tom Redwing so
much hard work, -

e . TG

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

to hap-

An Ambassador Wanted !
L EAY on feillows—"°
I e shall be a strong team,”
remarked Bob Chnrrr thﬂuglrt
i fully.
gay—="
““We ghall beat Rookwood,” agreed
Frank Nuogent. * But it will be s bit of
the same.’

a tﬂ.ﬂﬂ
| here, you fellows—" roared
Billy Bunter.

“The tussle will be terrific !'* observed
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, “But the
mﬂefuinau of Eﬂtuqmed ortuna will be

upon us.”
can hear me ! ex-

“Yeou Imnw
claimed Bill Bnnt&r, blinking at Harry
Wharton & 6 . throngh his big spectacles
in great wrath
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"'IIH;"‘.‘], hallo, hallo! Is thal you,

Bunter ¥’

“¥Yah! You know I have!”

o Thonﬁ‘ht I heard a vow hike a rusty |
windlass,” agreed Bob. “Have you done
talking? If so, run away and play.”

“1 say, yon fellows——"

* Hailo, hallo, halle! He's beginning |

an*u.m b 4 -
uniy
" “You & ASsE8 ti.; ﬂn?m&md IWﬂhnn;
er Wra “1wve
corga ot

someﬂlmqv to say to you,

“Why me especially " asked Harry
Wharton, lasghing. “T'm not rola in
money, any more than the mt. and I'm
just as unwilling as anybody else to cash

rder Jor you am advance, |
Buni“-jr.

“"Tain't that this time—I mean, “tain’t

{ that! It's about Smithy.”

t John

“Well, what about Smithy?™ asked
Harry. ‘' Get it over! Waﬂ talking
ericke t you know !

“Bother ericket!” Bunter,

“Rookwood will beut you, anyway; you
needn’t worry about that. You ean t wm
mat-:,lmﬂ without paying guud men,’
“Why, you silly ass—" began five
voices ether im indignant chorus.

“Not that T should refuse to play, if
you asked me civilly,” sa mag-
nanimously. “I've got other engage-
ments for Wednesday afterncon, but
I'd put them off to help you beat Rook-
wood "’

ol H h. hﬂ 1”

. Bieaned if 1 see anything to eackle
at! That’s a fair offer, and you can take
it or leave 1t Wharton 1”

“1 thank I L Jeave it,”” chuckled Whar-
ten. *I'm afraid you d belp Rookwood
to beat uu ﬂlﬂ scout !

You don't know mach
about -:rmket Wharton [ said Bunter.

“Oh, my hat - -

“However, to come back to Smithy,”
continued the Owl of the Remove.
“You'd betler spcak to him, Wharton,
otherwise there’ll be trouble. I'm not
En g to stand any of his rot. Either 'm
friend or I sin’'t, See?”

Wharton stared at the fat junior.
Bunter's remarkable words quite took
his attention off the ericket.

“No, I don't guite see!” ho said. I
don't specially want to, however {™

“T'H tell you how the matter stands,”
gaid Bunter, l:-'lmkmg at him. * Hm:lt.h_? 8
pater’s coming on Wednesday, .and
Smithy is gethng up a bit crf a feed in
his study. old sport’s having tea
with Smu;hj thare. He's asked Tom
Redwing, though they've fallen out, He
wants his pater to t.hmlt they’re still
friends, for some reason.”

“How ﬂn 3uu %now all that 7" grunted

. In{uappmnd to hear them tallung
about it—quite by ee, of course, You
see, 1 was rather surprised to see Smithy

go into Redwing’s study, as they're imd
friends now; and then Skinner nnd that
lot came out, so 1 thought I'd—— 1-—I
mean, that I was passing the dood, and

ﬂtnppﬂd to—to up a pm, and 8o 1
Rﬂf»ened to_hear what SBmith id to
wing——
"Ha-, ha, ha ¥
the by cha.uce. you know, Well, i¢

looks to me as if Bmthy's going to spoof
his pater,” said Bunter. *“1 don’t sece
why the old bounder . shouldnt kuﬂw
i:ha.l: the young bounder has qunrre]l&d
with Redwing. Do ni”

‘As & matter of fmi Wharton d-:d con-
pidering what
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Vernon-Smith had toid |
‘I him, but he was not likely to confide that
| to William George Bunter. So his reply

1
1

NOW ON
SALE.

consisted only of the ancient and elaseio
mﬂabif'

“Yah! Yes, it is?” “Rats|”
- B‘-&nn tﬂiﬂpmg "E askked Beb Cheiry J “Well, it secing to me a bit deceitiul,”™
affably. said Bunter. “It may not strike you

fellows the same way. You haven't got
quite the same lugh ideas that T have
about things!”

“Such things as hatani;;ﬁ‘ at keyholes,

1 know. That doean’t matter, of eourse ;
but he’s not going to ask ‘me ! gaid
Bunter, in an injured voice. " He knows
I never have enough to eat; he knows
how mean Toddy is ia my stud eb he's
leaving me out. After all 1"75 for
him, too!”

“What have you done for hun, you
| fat Owl?®

“1 mentioned to him that I'd come,”
went on Bunter. *“ He actually said he'd
Eim me out if 1 did "

a, ha, ha '™

“Ea of course 1 told him 1 Emﬂdut
approve of his deceitfulness,” said
Bunter. “He didn’t stop for me to ex-
plﬂ.tn He kicked me—actually kicked

you know! Hard, too "

'fhe Famoug Five chortled. They did
not seem to feel any sympathy as they
listened to the tale of woe. -

“Well, you can cackle!” said DBunter
warmly, * But I think you'd better speak
to Bmithy, Whartun. The beast “111 only
kick me again i I try to explain to

hlm -5 . X

“What am T to say to lllm*?” asked
Harry, laughi - you're hungry,
mdrnu want to scoff his feed on Wed-
nesday 17

“No!” hooted Bunter. “Tell him I'm
prepared to come to the feed as a friend
and to be civil to his father.
a.p ove of that old bounder—an fact, 1

d Smithy so!"

"Ha, hal Perhapg that was why he
kicked wyou!

“ 'W'E-ll -th*rt s a limif, and T think ¢ld
Smith is outside 1t,” said Bunter. “ How-
ever, I overleok t-hat-, and 11l be ctvil
to him. V¥ou can tell Bmithy so. I'm
EE fmd to receive a ecivil m‘nt&ﬁnn to

e

“Is that all 7" asked Harry.

“Well, not guite }"

* Better gwﬂ full matmctmnﬁ to E
ambassador, Bunty,” b
Cherry. * Better appoint hn plempdm-
tmrﬁ: ith full powers [

ha, ha i .

The Famous Five were considerably
entertainéd by Bunter’s idea of m,gﬂpe
captain of the Remove as an ambassador
to Smithy to conclude negotiations mat
the . Owl comi to the
Thg fact that had
an
the su act, did net make Bunier wauf
to am-mj Study No. 4. Not at ail! Bub
it was necessary to find a third party to
put the matter to the Bounder.

“Well, tell Smithy that,” resumed
Bunter ﬁ!mught&‘utbv A.Ilﬁ bring back
his invitation, you see. But if he vefuses
to send one, then tell him that, ﬂﬂ a

matter of pri nmpla, i m’t approve of his
tlm,ewmg his father.™.

“1 disapprove of anything underhan
As his pal,'?;ﬂted to tgrl =3 should
feel bound to keep it - Ell.t unless
Pm treated s a pat 1 shall have to cop-

sider whether it's my to aequaint
Mr. Vernon-Smith with the facts?” said

Bunter, with great dignity.
“You—yon want me to say that to

Smithy 1 mhnned Wharton,
“Yes, exactly!™

“Well, my hat!” Boh

murmured

for Instance?” asked Nugent,
"Ahemi Well, as Smithy 18 atamhﬁi

a tea,” weut on Bunter hmstlly,

thought that, as his friend, I ou

there, H¢' a#'mnp: to Mkt;; ' ;

and you, Bo the othors, so far us

I dow't

hth&hﬁnuﬁnﬁhﬂmpmui-



-Every Monday.

Cherry, staring at the Owl of the Remove
i wonder. “Of all the nerve—-"

“Cuat off and speak to Smithy now,
Wharton ! Never mind the cricket you
can watch that any time. It’s only Win-
gate batting. Mind you impress on
Smithy that I shall give him away unless

0 asks me—— Yaroooh !" )

To_ Buunter's surprise, the captain of
the Remove, interrupted him at that
point by seizing him by his fat shoulders
and sitting him down on the grass with

a bump.

Billy Buntor roared,

" Yarooh!  Wharrer you up to?
Wharrer vou do that for, you rotter?
Oh! Ow! Oh, crumbs!”

The Famops Five moved farther off,
leaving Billy Bunter to puzzle out for
‘himself what he had been sat down for.

r Todd came along to look on at
the First Eleven game. ¢ potting Bunter
in the grass, Peter took him by one fat
ear and helped him up, to the accom-
paniment of a loud yell from Bunter.

“Yow! Leggo! I say, Peter, old
chap, will you speak to Smithy for me 2"

gasped Bunter,

“Can't you speak to Smithy for your-
self, if you want to speak to him,
fathead ?””

“The beast would only kick me
again |” said Bunter, rubbing his ear.
gi say, he’s standing a spread on Wed-
nesday, and he won't—-"" .

“And he won't stand you?” queried
Peter.

“Oh, really, Toddy! You know these
are awful hard times,” said Bunter
pathetically. “A follow never ts
enough to eat! A fellow can’t afford to
. miss a chance, you know. Now, I want
you to explain fo Smithy that if I'm not
present at the feed I shall feel bound
to put a spoke in his wheel, and give
him away to his pater. Yah! FHands
off, you rotter!" . !

Billy Bunter dodged away just in
time.

*Come back and be bumped !” roared
Petor Todd.

“Yah!” )

Bunter rolled awayina hurrv. Ha did

not try to find nnnthﬂr_amba-a_mdnr. Evi-
dently there was nothing doing !
THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Black, Bui Not Comely!
1 AD your tea, Redwing ?"
Bolsover major asked that
- question with great civility, as
' om Redwing came up to the
Remove passage.

*“Not yet,"” said Tom.

He smiled a little. He had had one
fight with Bolsover major, and trouble
more than once; but for the present it
pleased Bolsover to be very friendly.
Redwing had no objection, however; he
did not want to be on ragging terms. :

“Come into m{ study, then,” said
Bolsover major. “I've got a lot of eggs.
and Dupont has made a tip-top omelette.
It's mnﬁ; good! (et your rations, and

come along !" .
“Thanks, I will!" assented Redwing.
As a matter of fact, he did 1ot
specially want to have tea with Bolsover
jor; but he felt that it would be
rather uncivil to refuse. He went into
his study for supplies—rationed articles
always being taken by guests when they
were asked to tea. Skinnmer and Stott
and SBnoop had finished their tea, and
were winding up with cigarettes. They
grinned at one another as Redwing came
in.
Tom Redwing was crossing to the cup-
board for his meagro ration of sugar and
hutter, when he noted the overturned

inkpot on the pile of papers on the study

L

most of the
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He stopped, with an exclamation.

The ink had sosked through all ihe
papers and stuck them together, and
Greek on them was unde-
cipherable now.

Tom Redwing had e very equable
temper, but the sight made Lim angry,
and he turned a flashing glance on the
three young rascals.

* Who did that ?”" he exclaimed hotly.

“Eh? What?” yawned Skinner.

“My papers have been spoiled!” ex-
claimed Redwing.

“My hat! Somebody's upset the
ink,” said Skinner. ‘“Rather clumsy of
you, Redwing !”

“What? It was not upset when I
went out !"”

“Wasn't 167"

“You know it wasn't!” exclaimed
Tom angrily.

“My dear man, how should I know ?
Accidents will happen,” said Skinner
blandly, “The inkpot must have got
knocked over somehow "

“Hallo! What's the trouble?" asked
Bolsover major, looking in at the door-
way.

“ Nothing ! said Snoop hastily.

“Ragging again?” demanded Bols-
over.

* Nothing of the sort!”

Bolsover major strode into the study.
He had laid down the law that there was

lmmwwwmml
DOES YOUR SOLDIER PAL
WRITE TO YOU ?

Notepaper is “some » price these
days, but nome of us would grudge
Toemmy all the paper he needs on
which to write those cheer{ letters
of his if paper were treble the price
it is to-day. Still, it's no use simply
“gaseing * about 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. Srpence will
supply your own or somebody else’s
pal with enough notepaper to write
one letter each week for a year,
Going to let him have it? Of Course
you are!

S0 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.

-V\WWMMI
to be no more ragging in No. 11, and he
was prepared to bring his big fist into
the argument at & moment's notice.

“Mucking up Redwing’s papers—
what?"” he exclaimed, * ) ow, who did
that 7

It doesn’t matter!” gsaid Tom
Redwing hastily, *Don’t bother !”

"I'm going to bother!” rotorted
Bolsover major. “The other day 1
walloped these three rotters as a warn.
ing. I told them they were to stop it.
Now, I want to know which of you
shoved that ink over Redwing's papers?”

Skinner & Co. looked rather alarmed.

Bolsover major was pushing back his
cuffs, and he was in an aggressive mood.

The fact that Redwing did not want
him to interfere did not matter to Percy
Bolsover in the least. He had decided to
interfere, and that was enough.

“You, Snoop?” he demanded.

* Nunno !”.stammered Snoop.

“You, Stott?"” roared Bolsover.

“No!” growled Stott.

“Then 1t was you, Skinner!”

“It—it was gn accident!” muttered
Skinner. “Redwing shouldn’t leave his
papers about ! _

“Where could he leave them, except
on the study table? Don’t tell me rotten
lies about an accident! Put up your
paws ! .

Skinner gave him a venomous look.

the war-path,

| my nose, you horrid beast. Goooo

Three-halfpence. B

He was sometimes friendly with
Bolsover major; bug the bully of the
Remave was a little unreliable in his
friendships. Now he was evidently on
and Harold Skinner was
marked out as the happy victim,
.. You hear me ?” roared Bolsover.
“I'm not going to fight you!” sgaid
Skinner sullenly. “Oh! Ah! Ow! Leggﬂ
00 l'”
Skinner jumped u
movite seized his t
prominent nose.
“Look here, Bolsover, I don’t want

as the burly Re-
in and somewhat

you to interfere!” exclaimed Tom
Redwing.

i Hﬂ.tﬁ!ll

“Well, let Skinner alone 1"

'IR{}tlIl,

“Let go!" sghrieked «Skinner in
anguish, 5 ;

“Ha, ha!” roared Bolsover

e

you along the passage like this, and

Ahl, would you*"

Skinner struck ont desperately, and
Bolsover major velled as he canght a
bony knuckle with his nose.

e let Skinner go then, and put up
his fista. 7

As he was fairly in for it, Skinner ut
up a fight, attacking the bully of the Re-
move with the fury of an angry cat.
But he had no chance against Bolsover.
By the suddenness of the attack he got
in two or three blows which made Percy

olsover gasp, and then the bully of the
Remove hit out hard.- Skinner caught
his fist in his eye, and went to -the floor
with a crash. -

He sat up on the
eye and gasping.

“Have some more '
ma jor., §

"Ow, ow! My eye! Ow "

“That'll be a warning to you ! said

over. “l1’'ve told you you're not to
rag Redwing !” :

“*Ow, ow, ow "

“I've a jolly good mind to boot ou
round the study, vou howling funk!”
said Bolsover major contemptuously.

Tom Redwing stepped quietly between
Bolsover major and Skinner. lsover’s
intentions were good certainly; but Tom

still grasping his agonised nose.
lead

—

carpet, holding his

jeered Bolsover

did not mean to be made an excuso for
Bolsover’s  [avourite  occupation —
bullying,

' Let Skinner alone !”” he gaid curtly.

“Well, perhaps he’s had enough !
Come along to tea,” said Bolsover major
good-humouredly., .

“Ow, ow, ow!” moaned Skinner.

edwing gave him a hand to help him
up. Bkinner dashed it savagely away.

“Let me alone, hang you!” he
snarled.

&l vﬁr WEIH .l!!

Tom iviedwing followed Bolsover
from the study. _

Snoop and Stott stared at Skinner, as
he scrambled up. His eye was Iﬂuﬁmg
dusky already.

- “My hat! You're
black eye, Bkinner !"” murmnred Snoop.

“Ow! I know that. Ow!” 2

“You can't get a beefsteak for it,
either. Better bathe it !”

Skinner, holding his damaged oye, left
the study, and hurried to a bath-room.
A black eye was rather a serious matter,
and it was certain to attract the attention
of the Form-master and lead to inquiry.
More serious than that was the fact that
it was very inconvenient and painful.

When Skinner came into his own study
later for prep, Vernon-Smith stared at
him and grinned. His eyve was like unte
the ace of spades, i

“My hat! You've got a prize eye!”
exclaimed the Bounder, “Where did
you piok that up?”
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major

going to have a



Bkinver gritted his teeth. .

“Bolsover major! He will bave to
answor for it when Quelchy sees it.
That's one comfort !”

“*What did he do it for, theni”

‘“* Beeause he's a rotten bully I'*

“ Nothing else "

““No, hang you!"” '

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders

d went on with lus prep Skinner
glhwad his example, with many grunts
and groans. ‘

In the Common-room that evening
Bkinner’s eye drew many glances upon
in, and was the cause of man amﬁea.
t was, as B?uiﬂ remarked, a rﬂa.f corker ;
quite a perfect specimen in the way of
black eves.  Bolsover major was rather
startled by the sight of it. He had had
no idea t{at_ha had hit so hard. And
Bolsover major looked forward rather
gneasily to the morning, when the
Remove-master was quite cextain to
mquire into the matter,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

A Change of Quarters !
'] KINNER !

S Mr. Quelch in A
rumbling voice at the head of
the breakfast-table the next

morning.

Skinner’s eye, blacker than ever naw,
had attra his attention at once. at
the Remove table, )

“Yes, sir1” mumbled Skinner.
“ What is the matter with your eye?”
“It’s=—it’s black, sir.”

spoke

Some of juniors grvinned.  Mr.
Quelch re did not need telling that.
Mr. Quelch frowned.

“T am aware that it is black,
Bkinner,” he said tartly. “1 ecan see
that for myself. You have been
fighting 7

“Ye--g-e8, sir,”

“ Without

gloves?” asked the Form-
master sternly. .

“I—1 had no choice, sir.”

“Indeed! 1 shall inquire into this in
the Form-room. You may eit down.”

The matter was gmtpnnad till the
Remove met in their Form-room.
Skiuner sat down, with a venomous look
at Bolsover major, who replied with a
glare of defiance.

Neither of them looked forward with
ﬁieasur& to the inqury. Bolsover major

ad acted roughly, not to say brutally ;
but he had an excuse, Skinner had been
the victim: but he was anxious not to
let Mr. Quelch know wl:ly Belsover had
assailed him. Beoth would have preferred
to keep Mr, i
that was not possible,

When the Remove assembled in the
Form-room Skinner was called out before
tha class at once.

His face was very red, contrasting with
his eye, which was aggressively k;

“With whem were you &hﬁﬂg’
Bkinner, -when youw Treceiv this
mjury ¥ demanded Mr. Quelch.

* Bolsover major, sir.”

“ glep out here, Bolsover.”

Percy Bolsover obeyed, with a kuitted
brow. _

“You inflictad this
Bkinner 1
sternly.

“I hit him, =ir,” answered Bolsover

_ injury upon
demanded the Form-master

v.

“T have many times had to reprimand
you, Bolsover, for using your strength
;gn-mat boys weaker than guurself. lguu

ave been bullying again 1

Baolsover major crimsaned,

“J—I haven't,” he said,

“You attacked Skinner #**

““I licked him !” muttered Bolsover,
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Quelch out of the affair; but |

|

|

|

]

I

““Have you any excusa to offer before
I take you in to the Head and request
him to administer a fAogging 17

There was a murmur in tfle Remove.

“The august Quelchy has his esteemed
rag out!” murmured Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh. _
" I—— Bkinner knows why I Lit him
sir,” stammered Bolsover. “J—1 warned
him. He knows he was in the wrong.”

“I did nothing to Bolsover, sir,” said
Skinner. :

“That's true ; but yon did to somebody
else,” growled Belsover.

“Indeed! Do you mean to imply,
Belsover, that yon struck Skinner 1n
defence of another person?”

" N-n-not exactly, sir, It was to stop

him raggmg a chap.”

“Whom ,ﬁ, ik

“ Redwimng, sir.”

Mr. i}uﬂlcgh raised his eyebrows.

“Burely Redwing was quite able to
defend himself, Bolsover,” he said; and
some of the juniors grinned. 'i'um Red-

| wing could have dealt with two Skmners

at ouce guite easily.

“You—you don't understand,
mutterad Bolsover.

“Quite go, I am waiting for you to
explain. 1lnless yon can offer me a very
ood explanation, Bolsover, you will be
ogeed.’

Bolsover major drew a deep breath.

“I—1 don’t want the matter to go
any further, sir,” muttered Skinner un-
easily. “I—I forgive Bolsover, sir.”

“Nonsense! I insist upon knowin
the - whole matter 1" said Mr. Queh:ﬁ
sharply, * Explain at once, Bolsover!"”

“Well, the cads have been raggin
Redwing for a long time—Skinner an
iwo eothers,” said gsover major at
last, “They won’t let him work,
because he’s rather a swot. 1 don't
want to sneak about them, but there it
15. I hit Skinner becanse ho mucked up
Redwing’s Greek exercises with ink.”

* Bless my soul }*

My. Quelch was plainly astonished.

* b b
BIT,

"“Step here, Redwing,” he said.
Tom Redwing reluctantly came out
before the class, [He was deeply

exasperated with Bolsover major and
Skioner, too. But he had no chaice
about nlaeymg his. Form-master’'s orders.

“Is it the case, Redwing, that you
have been prevented from working by
Skinner and others?” asked Mr. Quelch,
eyemg bim.

Tom stammered.

“You will kindly speak out, Redwing !

I must get to the bottom of this
matter.”

“ Well, sir, I—I—I haven't complained
—I don’t want to. There’s been some
trouble in my study—it's nothing mueh,”
stainmerad Tom, with a erimson face.

“Skinner does not belong to your
study.” :

“*No; but—"

“Are Snoop and Stoti the 'others’
you abluded to, Bolsover ™

“Yes, sir.”

“Come here, Snoop and Stott.”

Sidney James Snoop quaked as he
came out before the class with Stott. Tt
was only too clear that the persecution

of Tom Redwing was to be brought to
light at last; and they well knew lLow
the Form-master would regard it.

“IHave you joined with Skinner in
rag ,» a8 you eall it, your study-
mate I mquired Mr, Quelch.

“We—we—"" stammeved Snoop.

“It—it was only a Ik, sir,” mur-
mured Stott,

“ Have you done so? Yes or nol”

84 Y'_E‘ﬁﬁ, S g

“What was ﬁmlr abject 1"

“Well, he—he's a swot, sir.”

“You mean that he works?”

|

| ably,
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“Ye-e3."

“And that i2 a high crime and mis-
demeancur in your eyes?” asked Mr.
Queleh, with grim sarcasm.

“We—we don’'t like swots, sir,”
mumbled Stott. “ Nobody does.”’

Vernon-8mith rose up in his place,

“That’'s not true, sir,” he said.
“Everybody in the Remove likes Red-
wing except those three fellows.” -.

“Hear, hear!” came {from Bolb
Cherry. .

“Thank you! That wall do,” said Mr,
gueluh. “ Wharton, as head bey of the

emove, you should have in ed n

this.”
“I—1 did, siv,” said Harry uncomforts
ocught it had stopped.”

“1
“Very good! Tt

; . appears, then,
Skinner, that you have been accustomed
to joining with and Stott to make

their study uncomfortable for Redwing,

work seriously, Did you damage his
Greek exercises yesterday ;" '
“ By—by aecident, sir.”’

“Buch accidents should not be allowed®
In fact, I cannot,

to oceur, Skinner!
believoe your statement. Bolsover
appears to have interfered, and inflicted
unishment upon you for what
g that it, Bolsover 7"
*“Yes, sir,” saird Bolsover.

“I ¢commend you for deing so; buf
You appear to have.

there are limits.
had a good motive, but you have acte

brutally, Bolsover. However, I & :
take vyour motive into consideration.
You will be detained on W day

s
=h
S
e
N
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you did.
i

E

=
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s
-

o
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becanse you disapprove of his taking his =

4
e

-

| afternoen. Go back to your place,”

 §

l

f

Bolsover major returned to his place in
reat relief. The flogging from the
ead was not o eome ﬁher all; an
afternoon’s detention was nothing m com-
ison. Redwing, at a sign from Mr.
uelch, followed him back mto the elass.

Skinner & Co. remained standing
before the Form-master with downeast
eyes. The dﬂqmawl looked um
mterest, wondering what was to
to the i'hmﬂ. Mr. Quelch surveyed them
sternly,

“I am willing to believe,” he said af
last, ‘‘that you have acted htlessly,
and without bad intentions. I I not
punish you on this oceasion; but I warn
yon very serious!y not to let anything of
the kind happen again.”

“Ye-es, sir!”" gasped the unhappy trio.

“1 shall also m:Ea a change 1131IP your
study arrangements,” econtinued the
Form-master. ‘“‘Skinner, you will removo
into Study No. 11, which

with Stott and Sn in foture.”™
“¥Yes, sir,"”” mambled Skinner,
™ Redwi:ﬂi:‘
“Yes, gir

“You will r.-ha_ﬂg,e
imto No. 4 tn—d'a‘j'.
“Very well, siv.”
Skinner &
laces, and the matter ended. Vernon-
mith gave Tom Redwing a very whimsi-

ou will shara =

(o. were senit back to fheir

out of Study No. 11

cal look. AMr. Quelch knew of the friend-

ship between Redwing and Smithy, and
had no knowledge of their late di e-
ment. He meant to be kind in placing
them in the same study. It was rather
too late, as a matter of fact. '

Tom Redwing wore a troubled look.
A fow weeks before he would have

welcomed the change with his whole
heart, and had it n.

difference between hi and the Boun-

lace then the

der could never have arisen. Skinper &

Co.'s little game had net come to the
Form-master’s knowledge in time. New,

Redwing, little as he hked his study-

mates, would have

preferred No, 11
No. 4.

But that could not be explained

hest of it,

to Mr. Quelch, and he had to make the



THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Study-mates !
FTER lessons that day there were
A a “moving job,” as Bob Cherry
called it, in the Remove passage.
Harold Skioner, with a face
that Bob likened unto that of a demon
in a pantomime, was busily engaged in
taking his belongings from No. 4 to
No. 11, and Tom wing was perform-
g the opposite oporation. - . "
gkhmm? was not dissatishied with his

new study by any means.
pull with the Bounder, and he was
chummy with Snoop and Stott. But he
was bitterly chagrined at having to relin-
aish No. 4—the old bone of contention.
There was no appeal from the Form-
master’s order, however. He could not
very well explain to Mr. Quelch that he
wanted to remain in Smithy’s study
simply because he was not wanted there.

Still, he had one comfort. Redwing
and the Bounder were not friends now;
80 sharing the study was lhikely to be un-
comfortable for beth of them, That was
his enly consolation. _

“After all, this is better,” said Stott,
as he marched in with a load of Skinner's
dog’s-eared books, *“I'd rather have you
here than that swot, Skinney."

Skinney grunted.

"* We can play banker now without that
follow glowering over us, and turning up
his nose!” remarked Bnoop,

Grant ! ] )
“ And you were always rowing with the

Bounder, Skinner,”
“That's what I wanted!” Ewl&d
Skinner. "*The cad wanted to t me
out of the study, and I was detarmined
he shouldn™ ! ﬁruw that old fool Quelch
steps 1n, and 1t can’t be helped ™

y the

“1 saw

" Well, Redwing doesn't enj
change, anyway " grinned 8tott.

him go into No. 4, and he was looking |

as cheery as a funeral mute. I believe

the Bounder would make it wp if Red-
wing would—but he won't. Queer to me

what Smithy sees in the blessed long-

shoreman!” _
Tom Redwin cerh;in]y was not feelin
comfortable en he mstalled himse

and his belongings in No. 4. 2

He toek it, however, with his usual
quict seriousness, and bhe was grateful to
Mr, Quelch for his intﬁndedgkinﬂnesa,
though it was not what he wanted.

Vernon-Smith’s feelings were mixed:
but he was, at all events, pleased to have
ﬁl‘.li_i_iahed i:.vitih Hkinnhﬁa S

¢ politely helped wing to arrange
his books and other possessions, which
were few, The study was mostly filled
with the Bounder's belongings. Tt was
Smithy's custom to “do himself ” re-
markably well, and No. 4 was the best-
furnished study in the Remove, with the
exception of Mauleverer’s. It was
a good deal meve Juxurious then No. 11,
if Redwing had cared for sybaritic sur-
roundings,

“ Well, here you are!” the Bounder re-
marked, when Redwing’s helpers had
departer! after ing in his things.

Yes, here T am1!” replied Redwing.
“Quecr that you should dig in my

study after all 1®
“Yes. T hopo T sha’w’t Lother you
much.” |

“Not at all! Yon wen't obiect to my
putting on a smoke m:::uimmily " eaid
the Bounder, with a sareastic grin,

"I sha'n't object to anything vou do,
Vernon-Smith.”

“Thanks?"

“You bhave a right to do as you like in
your own study, I suppose.”

“You can work here, at all events,”
said the Bounder, changing his tone.
“You can dig deep in CGreck without
being i >

“Yes; that's good!”

Heo did not

|

i
i

e

i

There, T'll jolly well tell your pater—

| baving finished disposing his property, |
| glanced at him from the armchair.

| he would probably
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“I'll smoke now, if you don't mind!”

* What you do is not my business!”

“Youn will only loock on with a lofty,
disapprovin’ eye?"”

"I shall attend to my own affairs.”

Tlre Bounder langhed, but he did not
smoke., At tea-time Tom Redwing,

turned to leave the study. The Bounder

“Clearin’ off 7" he asked. f

“Yes; it's time to get into Hall for
tea.”

“Aren’t you goin' to have tea in the
study 7"

“f generally go into Hall.”

“We can get a better tea here.”

“I don’t see that it makes much differ.
ence. We haven't muoch outside our
rations,” said Redwing, .

“I have,” replied the Bounder calmly.
“Everything ?:;1'11 rationed, even now ;
and I generally have somethin® decent.”

“I'm afraid T can’t stand mv whack in
anything of the kind, Vernon-Smith. My
tin won't run to it!”

“ What does that matter?"”

“Well, it matters rather a lot.” said
Redwing, with a smile. “I ean’t let my
study-mate feed me!”

“ Bkinner never bothered about that.”

“That was Skinner's business. This is
mine. I'll go down to Hall, I think!”

And Tom Redwing went.

Vernon-8mith did not cave for tea in
Hall. He had plenty of money, and he
spent it in making himself comfortable.
But his brow clouded as Redwing went.
He knew that Redwing would not sponge
on hima, as Skinner had made no scrup
in doing; and had they still beon friends
ve modified his
rather expensive habits, for the sake of
his friend’s company. But it was only
too clear that they would never be
friends. Even Redwing's cheery civility
ﬂ?;ﬁlhnﬁgnthatthntmm'urnnddma
%

The Bounder was not left to have his
tea alone, however. Soon after Redwing
had gone dewn Billy Bunter's les

lhnmdzmd n ulil;igm door, The look the

naer gave - was not encouraging.

*“All alone, old chap?” smiled Bunter.,

“Oh, buzz off I

“I thought perhaps you'd forgotien to
ask me—"'

“Well, T hadn’t!”

“Il have tea with you, old scout!”
said Bunter.
lonely own !

“You will!” answered the Bounder
grimly. |

“Ahem! Thai's & rather good cake
for war-time, Smithy! I—I say, what
are you looking for? Can I get you any-|

n ?.'

"%Ei! That stump in the corner!”

“Wha-a-at do
Smithy 7

“To luy vound a [at, sneaking, greedy
Owl "

“Oh, really, Smithy—-"

“L can get it myself,"” said Vernon-
3111]“!11 rising to his feet.

William George Bunter made a sirate-
gic movement towards the door.

“1I—I say, Smithy! I'm going—"

“You'd better buck up, then!

“About Wednesday, Smithy—T'm
coming, you know!”

Vernon Smith grasped the stump.

" Look here, Smithy, I'm willing to act
as your friend, But if you don't treat a
chap as a pal, you can't expect—-
Yarooooh !™

Bunter dodged the lunge of the cricket-

stump, and jumped into the e.
There he turned to blink at the Emr
¢ Look

in great wrath.
“You rotter!” he gasped.

“I1 won’t leave you on your l

| not
you waut the stump for, |

b, my hat["
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This time Bunter got the lunge, and
he yelled.

“Have another?" asked Vernon-Smitn,
as Bunter dodged away.

“ Beast!”

The Bounder went inte the study and
slammed the door. Billy Bunter did no
mgerrupt his solitary meal again, -

That evenin %‘u'm Redwing and
Vernon-Smith did their prep together in
Study No. 4. Redwing found it more
comfortable than his l%rmar quarters.

e was not interrupted by inane chatter
about gee-gees, and the and Pon-
sonby’s style in meckties, which e had
been aceustomed to from Sncop and
Stott. Hardly a word was exchanged
between the study-mates, Redwing was
still at work when the Bounder strolled

out and went down to the Commone
room.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Rookwood Match !
n
' Cherry. :
It was Wednesday aftermoon.
A bright flood of sunshine
and the cricket-field gleamed emesald.
Harry Wharton & Co, were in greal
sparits,
School was expeeted ecarly, and the
Remove cricketers were ' forward
to a great game. = :
selection of the Rer ]
match. It was compesed of
Bob Cherry, Jﬂhung Budl, Hurree
W R

OPPING weather!” said Dob
poured down upon Greyfriars Scheol,
Jimmy Silver's team from Rookwood
Wharton had been wery
Vernon-8Smith, Re

Brown, Mark Liulﬂr.'-

Delarey.  Hazeldens, who ofter

i_gr I:im $nrm, was stand and
rank Nugent had d a

place. Nugent was ar hesh

chum, but was too good a chum to

expect the captain of the Remove to
place friendship before cricket. Frarnk.
perhaps, did not quite see that Delarey
was a better man—for the present, at
least.  But ho cheerfully left that to
Wharton's judgment. t was wupon
Wharton that the responsibility rested,
and, although Frank perhape thought he
had been a little too careful for once, he

d not think of complaining.

Bolsover major grumhleli Ho loo
%pon himself as a really first-class recru t,

Wharton conld only ‘have seen it, But,
as Nugent was left out, too,
Bolsover could not air his usual remarks
about favouritism, and the matchos
being kept “in the family.”

[t was rather a distinclion for To
Redwing to play in the match, as he ha
ot been very long at Greyfriars, and he
did not conceal that he was very
But he had proved himself a good man,
especially as a bowler, and it was in bowl-
ing thav the team had needed strengthen-

mﬁ'ernun-ﬂm&th. who was in great fo
was a leading member of the team; ll;[::'l
the Bounder was thinking more of his
father’s visit, probably, than of the
crickot-match, He waited at the gates
for Mr. Vernon-Smith's arrival in rather
an anxious mood.

His great desire was that Mr. Vernon-

Smith’s visit should pass off without the
millionaire ]iaﬂrﬂeiv' that there was a
rift in the late. Bounder vecop-

nised that he had been to hlame im the
quarrel with Redwing : but he koew that
his father would take the view,
In fact, it would have quite taken Mr.
Bamuel Vernon-Smith's breath away to
learn that the sailorman’s &on

dreamed of gebuffing his beloved
Herbert. And when . Vernon-Smith

was angry his r was not pleasant,
THE MAGNET Linrary.—No. 535,
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Ilo was quite capable of saying things
to Tom Redwing that could not possibly
be forgiven—in fact, he would probably
consider it his duty to rate the boy for
his presumptuous insolence, as he would
regard it © That prospect filled the
Bounder with dismay. He had a strong
affection for his father, but he would
havo been: relieved if something had
ocourred to prevent Mr. Vernon-Smith
from paying that visit to the school.

The visit was not to be a brief one, as
Mr. Vernon-Smith's visits enerally
were. The busy City man hauFmarked
off that day for his son., He was going
to see Herbert play for his Form, and
have tea in his study, and in a general
way act tho benevolent parent. He
would be a good many hours at Grey-
friars, and in that time anything mig
happen. And if ho learned the facts, and
+ the facts miade himm angry, as was pretly
certain, Tom Redwing would learn the
truth about the Memorial Scholarship,
and then—-

It was not in a happy mood, there-
fere, that Simthy waited for his father.
ITe banished the clouds from his brow,
however, as the station hack came rum-
bling up from Friardale.  Mr. Vernon-
Smith alighted at the gates, as he saw
his son there, and dismissed the hack,
His fat, florid face wore a frown. The
war had deprived Mr, Vernon-Smith of
the constant use of his tremendous
motor-car, -and he was not yet used to
slow railway trains and crawling country
hacks,

However, hie recovered his good-humour
as _he shook hands with his son, and
walked in at the gates with him.

Wharton and his friends were in the
quad, and they capped the millionaire
very respectfully. Mr. Vernon-Smith
gave them a gracious nod.

“Where is your friend Redwing,
Herbert?”” he asked, as they progressed
towards the House.

“On_tho cricket-field, T think, dad.
He's 'plagmg in the match this after-
noot. _

“How 13 he getting on here!"” asked
the millionaire, who really took a
friendly interest in the sailor-lad. Tom

Redwing's independence of character had-
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uritated him a liftle; bul he Lad

raciously forgiven him, in view of the
act that he had saved Herbert Vernon-
Smith’s life,

“ First-rate, dad.”

“Rather a change for him, from a
fisherman’s cabin to a frst-class public
achool—hey 1"

“Ho soon got used to it."”

“He i1s a lad of merit,” said Mr.
Vernon-Smith, “1I do not belicve, as a
rule, in taking a person out of Lis class,
Herbert. But in Redwing's case I really
thi,iik we shall have no reason to regret
it, '

Smithy winced a little. It was only
to be expected that the millionaire would
speak of Redwing in a patronising way,
but it jarred on Smithy. _

“The Head is satisfied with him?”
pursued Mr. Vernon-Smith, -

“Oh, quite!”

“How do the other boys treat im?"’

“They all like him—or nearly all.”

“Very good. He has shown no low
tastes, or anything of that kind?”

“He’'s as fine a chap as any in Grey-
friars, dad.” said Vernon-Smith. " Most
of the fellows hera don’t think much
about matters of class, These who do
arc not the best sort.”

Mr. Vernon-Smith grunted. _

Having risen to great wealth and in-
fluence: by his own efforts, and having
antecedents that he did not care to talk
about, the millionaire was very stroug
on class distinction,

“Hallo! There come the Rookwood
fellows ! exclaimed Vernon-Smith, glad
of the interruption.

Mr. Vernon-Smith glanced round.
Jimmy Silver & Co. had arrived.

“Very well, you may run away, my
boy,” said the millionaire. *“‘After 1
have seen the Head I will come down to
the field.”

“Yes, dad.”

Mr. Vernon-Smith went into the house,
and the Bounder joined the cricketers.

The team from Rookwood were
Jimmy Silver, Erroll, Mornington, Con-
roy, ]godd. Cook, Dovle, Lovell, Raby,
Newcome, and Towle.

Stumps had already been pitched; the
cricketers wore not long m geiting to
work. Grevfriars batted first, and the
innings opened with Harry Whatrton and
the Bounder. 1

Jimmy Silver delivered the first over
for Rookwood, and Mornington went oh
at the other end. Wharton and Vernon-
Smith proved themselves guite equal to
the bowling, good as it was. Th%y were
still going strong when Mr. Vernon-
Smith came down to Little Side,

Mr. Quelch was with him, intending to
honour the match with a few minutes of
his valuable time, Mr. Vernon-Smith
was speaking about Redwing, and the
Remove-master - pronounced - a  warin
eulogy of that junior, to the millionaire's
satisfaction, 'The two gentlemen sat
dowrr in the pavilion, and Mr., Vernon-
Smith watched his son at the wickets
with a gratified eye. The shouts of
“Well hit, Smithv!” “ Bravo,
Smithy!” were very pleasant fo the
father's ears,

Tom Redwing was waiting with the
other batsmen, and when Mr. Quelch
went away the millionaire signed to the
boy to approach.

dwing came up respectfully,

Vernon-Smith, though he was busy at
the wickets, noted the incident, and a
shade of anxiety crossed his face,

The Bounder had scored twenty when
he was caught by Erroll, and came back
to the pavilion, Bquiff went in to jomn
Wharton.

“Come here, Herbert!"

The Bounder joined his father, who
was still chatting with Redwing. Iow-
ever, he was only asking Tom about his

War-time

 father, who had gone to

12d. Order Now.

Price,

sea  agail.
Redwing answered quietly and simply,
not quite understanding the patronising
tone m the millionaire’s voice. Bo far as
he knew, he was under no obligations to
Mr., Samuel Vernon-Smith. Smithy's
desire that Redwing should not know
who had founded the Memorial Scholar-
ship was regarded as “stuff and non-
senso ”’ by his father, but the millionaire
had conceded the point to his son, He
could not help remembering, however,
that he had Jaid down a large sum of
money to found the scholarship which
Redwing had won. Mr. Vérnon-Smith’s
thoughts generally ran on money. But,
though the milhonaire’s manner puzzled
Tomn a little, he was respectively atten-
tive to that gentleman, and made an
agreeable impressgion upon him,

“Redwing! Redwing!”

*Man in "

The Bounder was glad when that call
came, and the sailorman’s son had to
hurry away to go the wickets,

“A very respectful, well-behaved lad,
Herbert,” Mr. Vernon-Smith was
pleased to pronounce. “I really con-
sider that he is worthy of the advan-
-';c.qgag: that have been bestowed upon
i,

“Hum! Ahem!” weas the Bounder's
rejoinder to that.,

“And he still does not know to whom
he owes his advantages, Herbert?"

“He owes them to himsell, father. He
won the schol in competition with a
dozen other fellows.”

“No doubt; but it was founded n#
your request, Herbert, because you were
aware that he stood an excellent chance
of winning it. Really, I se¢ no reason
why he should not know how much ho
owes vou.”

The Bounder groaned inwardly.

The millionaire had been gencrous, but
he was restive under the anonymity
which made it impossible for him to
receive the gratitude which was his due.

“We arranged, father——"" muttered
Smithy.

“Y have no intention of breaking the
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arrangement, Herbert, unless goad causce
is given. I think it is rather foolish,
however.™ _ _

“Redwing's shapmg well at the wicket,
dad.”

“Is he? The millionaire did not
know much about cricket, and did not
care much except when his son was pro-
minent. ‘‘ He seems a elever lad, You
like him as well as ever, ITerbert(”

“Ye-es."

“ Aud he is still aftached to you?”

“I—I1 hope so0."” _

Thers was a cheer at a big hit by
Harry Wharton, and it came as a for-
tunate interraption. The Bounder sue-
ceeded in keeping off the subject of Tom
Redwing till the Greyfriars innings closed
for 80 ruus.

e — —

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Takes a Hand !
DUHING— the Rookwood -innings, as

the Bounder and Redwing were

both in the field, Smithy felt

more at ease. Sinee he had seen
his father he was more alarmed than ever
at the idea of the millionaire learning the
true state of affairs, and taking Redwing
to task.

Skinner & Co. would have takén care
to inform him if they had had the re-
motest notion that it would annoy the
Bounder. But luckily that suspicion
never cven crogsed thoir minds, and they
had not even comec down to Little Side
that afternoon.

The Bounder threw hunself into the
game, and both bowled and fielded capi-
tally. The Rookwood mmnmgs totalled 70
runs, leaving the Remove 10 ahead.

In the Greyfriars sccond innings Mr.
Vernon-Smith stayed only to see his son's

rformance. Then he walked away
rom the pavilion, apparently fed up with
cricket.

The Beunder was not displeased. As
his wicket was down, he was not wanted
again till Rookwogd batted, and =0 he
went with his father.

There was to be tea after that innings,
but the Bownder was going to have his
father in the study iustead of having tea
with the ericketers. - |

Redwing had agreed to eome with him,
and Nugent and Dob Cherry had
accepted his invitation to bear him com-
pany, Wharton having o do the honours
for the visitars.

Mr. Vernon-Smith szt down in
Smithy’s armechair 1in Study No. 4 with
a benevolent, fatherly smile, in great
good humour. Iattle as he knew of
cricket, he was awuave that his son had
done well for his side that day, and that
his name was shouted with cheers by the
Greyfriars juniors, and that was very
agrecable to him.

He watched his son preparing tea with
great amusement, and asked him why
Redwing was not there to help.

“He'’s having his imnings,” explained
the Bounder. * Hea'll come in when hie
wicket’'s down,”

“Oh, I gee!™ -

“1 say, Smuthy “—Billy Bunicr blinked
in at the door—*' here you are, old scout !
(iood-afternoon, sir! Yon remember
me? How d've do, sir? I've eome to
lend Smithy a hand.”

“Buzz |7 snapped Vernon-smith, whoe
was not in the least disposcd for Bun-
ter's company.

“Oh, really, Smithy——"

“Do you want my boot 7"

“Look here—"

Vernon-Smithe picked up a cushion, and
Bunter volled out; his cyes gleaming
behind his glasses.

“Who on carth’s that?” asked M.

Vernon-Smith.
“Bunter, The [at bounder's always

THE MAGNET LIBRARY,
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wedging into a chap’s study. He scents
out a feed a mile off.” :

Mr. Vernon-Smith laughed.

A shout from the ericket-ficld told that
the innings was ended. Redwing, after
his wicket was down, had watched the
game till the last batsman fell. He had
agreed to have tea with Smithy and his
father, but he did not want to turn up in
the study before he was obliged to do so.
He came in now with Frank Nugent and
Bob Cherry,

“What's the ligure ?”" asked Smithy, as
they came m.

“Sixty-two for the second innings,”
answered Bob Cherry. ** Rockwoeod's got
sonie good bowlers.”

“Chap they call Morny scems the
best,” remarked Nugent. “ He put Bob
out for a duck’s-cgg.”’

“A bit of a Huke, that,” remarked
Bob casually.

“More or less,” grinned Nugent.
“The Rookwooders didn’t think so. They
yelled.”

“0Oh, they'd yell for anything.”

“Lend a hand, Redwing, old scout!”
said the Bounder, with a very {riendly
manner. ** We're doing the honours, you
knaw.” '

“Right-ho !” answered Tom.

Bob and Nugent were both aware that
the Bounder wanted to keep dark the nift
in the lute, though they did not kneow
why. They were quite willing to help in
keeping any disagreeableness frem the
observation of a visitor, so they chatted
very carefully, and it was hardly neces
sary for Redwing and Smithy to speak
to one another,

Mr. Vernon-Smith sat at the table and
talked in his most affable mood, He had
learned that his son and Redwing were
now sharing the same study, and he was
pleased to express his approval.

“It must be very agreeable,”” Mr.
Vernon-S8mith remarked, * for the two
friends to dig in the study together "—a
remark which Smithy endorsed in the
heartiest way, while Redwing coloured,
and Nugent and Bob Cherry looked
rather uncomfortable,

It oceurred to them for the first timie
that there was an element of deceit in
thus pulling the wool over Mr. Vernon-
Smith's eyes,

Caught and bowled, Redwing ! (See Chapter 10.) I

S -

They were not sorry when Sampson
Quincy Iffley Field, otherwise Squiff, put
his head in at thoe door and El‘lnﬂ'lli'n:l.‘a}:

“Five minutes.”

“Righteho 1" answeéred the Bounder,
“We'll come along.”

Billy Bunter was hovering outside the
study like a plump Peri at the gate of
Paradise. -

The Owl of the Remove simply could
not toke his thoughts cff the spread in
No. 4,

ITe had had his own tea, but he was

uite ready for ancther—for two or
three others, in fact, if he could gct
them.

And he was feeling very imjured.

Owing to his peculiar methods of oh-
taining information he was well aware
that Smithy, for some reason, desired to
keep his father in ignorance of the fact
that he and Redwing were no longer
{riendas.

Bunter did not lmow or care what his
motive might be, but he knew the fact,
and that it was in his power to open Mr.
Vernon-Smith's eyes if he chose.

He felt that it was up to the Bounder
to treat him like a pal. If he didn’t, he
couldn’t expeet his blessed seerets to be
kept for him, Bunter considered. But
the Bounder had never given him a
chance to explain that he wanted to make
terma,

Secing that the spread was nearing its
end, however, the fat junior realised that
there was no more time to lose. It was
BOW OF never,

As Squiff went down the passage Bun-
ter blinked 1n. :

“You forgot to tell me you were
?al'i'ing tea, Smithy,” he said reproach-
ully.

“* Blessed if that fat wasp isn’t buzzing
in again!” exclaimed the Bounder im-
patiently. * You're nearest him, Nugent,
Kick him for me ! _

Billy Bunter eluded Nugent's foot, and
sidled into the study, to the surprise of
the tea-party.

“1 say, Smithy——"

“Oh, scat!”

“T'm not gong to give you away, okl
chap !” said Bunter, in a stage whisper.
“Rely on me !” R
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' What's €lat 7" @ul Mr, Vor-
Smith sharply, looking fr ;

NGH-
to Smithy and : :
- wcthing, @ri"” gaid Bunter.

! Nothing wt all!™ He Mlinked maan-
Log :%r at him
ed in a

at ‘Smithy, who was starin

“Rely on me!™ he
whisper that could be heard all over the
room. “‘I'm not gowg to tell your pater-
A ing." .
'Wllfl’ does this mcan, Herbort 7"
askefl Mr, Vernon-Smith, very grimly, |1
1 wuppose the fat duffer’s potty 1"
said the Bounder. * Blessed if I know
what he's drivin’ at! I'm going to aling'
him out on his neck {* _ _
Bunter's eyes gleamed behind his
glassos,

m not going te give yom away,
know, T won't say a word to your
E&tﬂr about ‘your being ‘bad iriends with'

edwing, and bringing $he chap here to'
tea just te huntbug him—"' _

Billy Buntor got mo further than that,
for the Bounder, white with anger,
collared him and spum him through the,

rWay. 1
ut he had said gquite enough.

The Owl of the Remove [elt that he
was quite even with Smithy as he picked
hi up and seudded away. The ex-
pression on the millionaire s face was
enough to make him aware of that.

Vernon-Smith dropped into his seat
again, breathing l:mrg.

He had reckoned without Bunter and
his tattling tongue; and the secret was
out now, in the worst possible way,

A grim silence reigned in the study.

Wrath was gathering in Mr. Vernon-
Smith's brow. Bob C erry and Nugent
lance,

« we'd better be Eﬁttmg’
down to the ground,” murmured RBob.
“The—the inmngs will be starting.”

“I was jusg thinking so," said Nugenut,

And the two juniors quitted the study,
[eeling that their presence added to the

you

general discomfort, under the circum.
stanoes, Tom Redwi made & move-
ment to fellow, and then My, Vernon-

Smith found his voiea.
“Btop, Redwing, please !
Redwing stopped,

i —

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Vials of Wrath !

ERNON-SMITH rose to his foot,
| his lips set and his brows knitted.
Redwing stood with a reddﬂnin'g]
face, while Mr, Vernon-Smit
erei._both of them sternly,
“ What doos this mean?” rasped the
ruillionaire. **I did not expect, Herbert, .
l:h::rt my son would deceive me !”

—

"TEHJ; boy Bunter has made a state-

ment. He statos that 1 am being de-
D{%iv{;d by you and Redwing, Is it the
mE / L

“Oh, Bunter's petty!” said the

Bounder uneasily, “He's always chatter.
lug some rot 1"
Is his statement true or false ¥
No answer.
“It seems, then, that youu have been

arrangmg  a little vomedy for my
benefit ! excliimed the millionaire
angrily.

“Not exactly. But it wouldn’t interest
you, father. You don’t want to know
all about our little rows at school.”

“Certainly not! But if you have had
a Tow, as you call it, with Redwing, why
have you taken all this troubla to hide
it from me?"

“You—you see—"

. My, Vernﬂu-ﬁfngith eyed the
]unigru VEry suspiciously. l
“Am 1 to understand, Herbert, that
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#his boy s

Bmith. ‘to
| whether you are aware of it or mot!" |

il

{dispute. Tell . mo wha
Smithy, better not! Look |

driendship

| friend

‘my son for a few

case |

. . ded yon——
ﬂrﬁrl&orﬂ;n d yon

Smith ! said T
certainly

| that reason only I came

could
| matter, and 1 can't see why

{ whether your son is m 5 friend or not.”

r;iisuppoin_taﬂ you, and that
have not found him, aftor all, suit-
4o be your friend 7" 3
*“Oh, mo! No't"”

*q whink ¥ had ‘befter go,”' he said, |
" Wou will not go, git, @ntil you receive!
My permission!"” ‘exdlasmed Mr. Vernon-!
“T1 am entifled %o your respect,

Fonu

T¥ather " the wunhappy!
under, :
“Come, come!” said Mr. Vernon-
Bmith, a little more good-humoaredly,
"% you have no fault %o find avith Red.
wing, Herberi, I condlade #hat vounr
little difference is orly some. '-
t is‘the mulber, and

_ |
nothing, dad — nothing, !

murmured

1 will judge.™

“It — it's
really 1

“Only some trifling difference—what #”

“Ye-es.”

“ Well," gaid Mr. Vernon-Smith bene-:
volently, “T am giad the matter has comp’
to my know - 1 shall set it right.
You must remember, Herbert, that our:
is valuable to a 1ad in -]
wing’s position. If there s nothing the
matter but a trifling dispute, yon must
overlook it and make friends again.”

It «did not wocur to the miilionaire for
one moment ‘that the refussl to make
8 was on Tom Redwing’s side,

The Bounder writhed inwardly,

=

He almost gasped with reliof when
Hﬂ:{'}' Wharton looked in. .

“Time!” said the captain  of the
Remove,

“We're coming,” said Smithy.

“Not for the moment, snidY the mil-
lionaire calmly. “I shall have to detain

minutes, Wharton.” |
+Oh " eaid Wharton.
“Weo—we—we're just conung, Whar-
ton,” muttered the ﬂ}ounder.

“We ehall have to wait for you,” said

Harry. “We go into the tield, you
know,"
And he went down the passago.
“Now, Herbert—- ' «lo not
leave the study till T have Bni Red-
wingi” broke off Mr, Yernon-Smith
severely. “I cannot help thinking, Her-

bert, that something is being concealed.”

&4 Hut_-_but'___"

“1 insist upon knowing the facts of the
exclaimed Mr, Vernon-Smith
warmly. “You are no longer friends
with this boy, vet you have od a
comedy here, in my presence, to malko
me believe that yvou were. met does it
mean? This is very much like deceiving
your father, Herbert; and Redwing is g
party fo the deceit, a.mi;’l have no doubt,

Mf; v&rﬂﬂﬂ:
om Redwing coldly. 1
no intention of decoiving
for some reason,

ou to know that your
onger friends, and for
here this after-
It was not necessary, so far as .
see, to tell you anything about the
1t should

thing of the kind,

you. I und
it would distress
son and I are no

noon.

interest you in any way,”

“Indeed!” snapped ‘the millionaire.
“You are impertinent, Redwing I

*1 don’t mean to be, sir: -hu;t I cor-.
taiply can’¢ seo why you should care.

* Herbert !

“Yes, dad? groaned the Bounder.

“I can sce that this boy has not come

yon arno

up to your u:ﬂactatimm,
! ﬂlﬂappnﬁlted in him, You wished to keo |

so that I should:
said the million-

ge,

1t from my knowled
not take him to task!”

j aire sternly. ““That was wro , Herbert
fwo | 1

have a right to has'
done *’ _
Redwing orimsoned.

“You have no right to take me to task,

know what he

| not submit %o this |

|'Smith, with a

1.all, father,

|'conecerning the sohola

1 Wﬂ:-h. this

Mir, Viernon-8mith ™™ he ssid dirmly, *1

don't want ¢o ‘be disrespedtful, but I can-
I will go.”

. Stop!” thundered the millionaire,

. I cannot remain here, sir!”

“Stap, I tell you! [low dare you

answer me 50'!"” exdlaimed Mr. Vernon-

Smith, “Have you no sense of duty or

gratitytle "
looked | utter

Redwing
‘wonder.

“I1 owe you n either duty nor gratitude.
that I.am aware of, sir{” he auswored,
“ You may not'be aware of it, but it is
a fact, all the same!” gaid €he million-
awe harshly. “T did not approve of con.
cealing it ‘from your kno ge, “That
was simply a foolish idea of my son's. "

“I don't even know what you are
wpoaking of.” )

" Father " exclaimed the Bounder.

at bim i

. “Enongh of this, Herbert! Tt us
have the facts,” said Mr. Vernon-Smith.
" You have coased to e his boy '
fripnd 77

Yo

“You had reasons, I snppose? Tt s
your duty to ascquaint me with them,

mnder the eircumstances, ™

1 was to , father,”

“Nonsenset”

“It's true, dad. T was whally {o
blame,” said the Bounder.

“ Even 80, o that is the case, why are
you remaining on bad terms, and at the
sama fine frying to shield the boy'?"”

The Bounder did nst answer.

“Is it possible,” adked Mur. ernon.
: thunderous brow, ‘“that it
is Redwing who has had the unexam ed
insolence to reject your friendship, Fler.

‘et T
“We—we don't pull together, that s
For goodness’ sake, let phe
matter drop1”
“1 refuse to let it drop!
that I have boon deceived in this bay,
and that it was a mistake to remoyve
him from 'his proper station and send

l#m EB-E- e larpl " exclaimed Mr.
ernon-sonth rHy,
Redwing startod,

"Yuulﬁd not gend ‘me to Geeyhriars1” -

he said. “Yon offered to do 80, and I

refused. T am glad now, more than ever,

that I refused.”

My, "i"ﬁrnﬂnzﬂmith's lip curled,

“ You pronmised me, father—
tered the Bounder,

“d did not promise youu, Herbert! 1
allowed you to have your way, though I
considered it foolish. It 4s proper that
Redwing should kuow the facts, and
know the obligation he is under to PH-
He ought to have been told aH the facts
Cholarship at the timp,”

“The -scholarship?” murmured Tom
Redwing blankly, 3

Smithy avoided meebing his eves, What
he had feared come (o pass mow,
and worse than he had feared. The purse-

roud millionaire had been shung to
bitter wrath and rosentment ag the bare
idea of ingratitude on the part of the
boy he had ‘befriended. i wing did
not know the claim on his ratitude it
was high time he learned, in ﬁr. Vernon-
Smith's opinion,

“8o Iam to understand,” went on My

mut-

Vemon-8mith, with INCreasi oy
neas, © H]ﬂﬁ you EFE willing tﬁ i:;?nﬂz
Oy, this upstart <)
lines 7 Answer me, Herbert!"

Vernon-8mith did not speak.

“Is that the case, Redwing?” thunderod
‘the millionaire.

Redwing faced him calmly,
I am cortainly unwilling to be frians
with your sen, sir,” ho answered guietly,

“You dare to tell me 5o1" spluttere:d
Mr. Vernon-Smith.

“ ¥ou asked me.”

* You—you—you take # npon yeurself
to pick and choose; to thold Fourself

R
g | e



- Every Monday.

superior {0 my son—my soun My.
Vernon-Smith geem en the verge of
an attack of apoplexy. “ Good gad¥ And
;his Iﬁ the beggar whom ¥ took frein his
wvell”

“T am ne beggar, and I owe yon
nothing, siv|? said Tom Redwing, his
face Fﬂfa TIOW,

“You owe me nothing V¥ thundered
My. Vernon-Smith.,. “What do you eall

LR

yeur scholarship, you insolent young |

rascal 1”7

“That was not your gaft.
scholarship here by my own efforts, and'
it hias nothing to do with you that T
know of |”

The millionaire laughed harshly.

“It was by m mr‘éb wish that it was
kept secret tint { was the founder of the
Memorial Stholarship ! he snapped.

Bi ‘ir'ml-i-].‘l' |

“Yes, ¥; and i was founded at

Herbert's requezt, npon his belief that |

yow wounld win it against your com-

petitors,

“Oh!}” ga Tom Redwing.
lﬂi&!‘ﬂ&n th gave him a haggard
oK.

“Tm sorry for this, Redwiug, old
chap? he muitered. “You needn’d
wda
IT.

Redwing breathed hard, his face very

pale. The news had come as a stunning |

shoek to himn. Never for a moment had
he dreamed that hic owed his presence at
Graylriars to the felow who had been
his chum ; though, now that he knew the
facts, he wondered that he had never

atspectad, :
The sehelarship had been founded so
conveniently for him to enter for it. AlF
the terms of it had been convenient to
hine. He bad had every chance of win-
ning it; and he had won it. He had con-

gratulated himself upon his good luck; |

but he understood better now.

“Let’'s have this elear,” he said, find- I-

(1

You founded the

ing his voico at last.
Afv. Vernon-

Memorial Secholarship,
Smath 7™

“T did

* Smithy—your son—asked you??

“ Naturally i -

“Bo that I could win i and come to
Creyinarst”

“T think it iz timo you knew that!”
&1 -the millonaire,

e nsn— ;Jaﬂn!i:s& l? l}&d refused to let
your pay my fees here??

i Precimlgr ¥

Redwing’s lips set.

“So E am under an obligation {o you
both, and T never knew it!” he said.

“You know it now "

“Yes,” said Redwing, very quietly.
“I knew it now.™

“It's mot so!™ sid the Bounder
huskily. “Yowu'ra under no obligation,
Redwing. The schol's yours; as you won
it. There were a dozen other fellows
might have bagged it.”

“I am glad you have told me this, Mr.
Vernow-8mith,” said Redwing, without
looking at the Bounder.

Tt was my wish that you should Enow,
all along, and only somo absurd, chival-
rous wish of Herbert’s caused it to be
kept secret!” rasped Mr. Vernon-Smith,
“I never approved of i, Yeou are now
awara that you owe me your duty, and
that you owe my son your gratitude.”

“¥es, ¥ am aware of that now,” gaid
Tom M’wiﬂm' “And as I feel no dut
towards gou, sir, and ne gratitude towards
your san Eﬂ? get ont of the position
HE qu ag I ean. shall resign the
scholarshup at once 1
i Wh“ﬁt?” : =)

I knaw the facts?™ asked Ing
bitterly. * ¥You are mistaken in me, sir!
I am afraid 1 affended you ance by show-

I won my |

The schol’s your own. Yon wen |

“Did you think I should keep it after |
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mg independenco; but it was not hum-
bug, as you seems to think. I shall eer-
tainly not¥ accept any favours at yowr
‘hands! What ¥ bave received alread
N ignorance, cannot be helped. I shall
raceive nothing further} You may take
your scholarship back, sip!™

~ “Good gad!” spluttered Mr. Vernon-
Sruth. * You wngrateful young rascall

~ “That is enough '’ said Tom Redwing,
' turning to the door.

“Redwmg,” exelaimed the Bounder,
“den’t be a fool? You know Pm not to
blame for this] You ean’t give the schol
back. Once it's founded it's the property
of the sehool, and* my father has nothing
‘whatever to do with it. - If you resign
it, 1t's simply bagged by somebody else
in your place |’

““That is no business of mine. I shall
not keep it!”

Redwmng left the study.

Mr. Vernon-Smith ﬁnEed
- “Good gadt Of a e nsolent, hin-
grateful, disrespectful young seoundrels
” he spluttered. “ gnu need not look
distressed, Herbert,

he saidr “They're waiting for me, dad.
I st EJ |

“¥1 will come with yon.”

The Bounder’s face was set and hard
a3 he walked down to Little Side. He
did not think of reproaching his father.
It would have heen useless, and Mr.
Vernon-Smith would not have understood
‘him. The harm had' been domne, and
‘there was no undoing it now. But the
Bounder’s heart was very heavy with
humiliation and shame and bitter regret.

b

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Well Won !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. were
in the field, and the last innings
was In progress, 'T'he ericketers

4 Tom Reduin lfaﬂrﬂ:ii St ot
and Tom mg; but - not
" keep the Rockwooders waiting too long.
Now the two late-comers wené to their

places, and Mr. Vernon-8mith sat down
to wateh the pame, his fat face gradually
‘clearing as his wrath subsided.

Jimmy Silver & €o. were doing fairly
‘well at the wickets. Jimmy himself had
fallen to Hurree Jamset BSingh’s

‘bowling for & runs;
and Krroll were making the fur fly.

- The ball was given to Tom Redwin
‘after the Nabob of Bhanipur had bowl

m vain against Mornington,

Redwing went on to bowl, and the
f]?.‘t:il:lnder watched him curiously from the

ield. -

He wondered whether the scenae in
No, 4 Btudy would make any difference
to Tom Redwing’s play. Smathy himself
was feeling upset and out of sorts, and it
was with diffieulty that ho gave any
attention to tlm;gme at all.

T But Tom Redwing seemed his usual
self. His bowling was very good, and at
the second ball a cateh came to Vernon-
Smith at point.

Wharton’s face lighted up as he saw
that catch on its ‘way to Smithy. Not
%:-r :135 umta.:ﬁ dﬂiﬂﬂha dﬂﬂ%ﬁ t[ t the

ounder would 1m good, but lor once
Smithy disappeinted his fellow-players.

He mufled the catch, and the ball

dropped.
e , halle, halle!” murmured Bob
Cherry, in astonished incredulity. .
< Batter et Solel B R
' -fingera!” yelled Billy ter.
“Ha, ha, hat” y i)

vyl that cricket ¥’ snorted Boleover |

nia}ev.

You are well nd

of that young jackanapes }*
The Bounder gave his father a strange
Jook. ;

“Yva got to get back to the evicket,” |

but Mernington |

Three-halfpence. 11

I guess T could beat that on my head,
gir }* said Figher T. Fish emphatieally.

The Bounder returned the bail smartly
‘eneugh; but the epportunity was lost,
and Mornington lad been givenu s new
lease of life ' -

The Rookwoed fellaws looked rvelieved.
~as they felt; but some of the Greyfriars
onlookers made extremely uncempli-
mentary remarks about the Bounder, He
 had shown topping form in the mateh
.80 far, but he appeared to have gone off
now.

) E;;t Eherux aﬁhﬁud ﬂhi:eer when Mﬂl‘l;h
mgton’s wiek to Tem Redwing’s
-'h-n:l:ing', and the dandy of Reookwood 'ﬁgﬁ.ﬂ
ou

Vernon-Smith was frowning with
- vexatiou, and he pulled hi | er.
‘He did not want to losa. mateh for
his side because there was ick worry
| on his mind. With ﬁﬁ:eat eflorts he did

well after that one failure. and was o uze-
ful man in the field.

Wharton, realising that Le was off
eolour, did not give him uny of the
| bowling; bub he had a couple of catches
to his eredit before the Rockwood innings

closed.
The finish was very close.
With last man in, Rookwood lad

scored 68, and wanted 4 to tie, 5 to win.
The last batsmen were Tommy Bndd
and Conroy—beth good'men. 'The Rook-
wooders were muﬁ » feeling that that
:n were equal to more than the wanted
.
Their smilea grew broader when
'E‘Emply Dodd scored a 3.off Redwing's

wlmqk

. Tom Redwing looked very determined
as he Empmd to deliver the next ball,
On that ball the result depended.

. It came down, and Courey drave it
hard baek, and the batsmen started {o
r™un.

Smack !

There was a roar.

“ gellhr:aught i

“Canght and bowled, Redwi
man) gt peton: epein
- Lonroy stopped in his run, and staved
LH&T{ rnghac}rﬁ:m s i

o bowler was helding up the ball!

Bab Cherry rushed ug tﬁ Redwing,
and gave him a tremendous smack on
the back, which- made him gasp.

“Good man P’ roared Bob. “ Oh, geod
mmlxlil )

“ Bravo, Redwing I’

EW&II: done:1** ¥

arry Wharten's face was very bright.

He was glad that he had play&djth! !glﬂw
recrait for the Remove that day. Jimmy
Silver gave a philosophical shrug of the
shoulders. The glorious u of
the t game of cricket had been ex-
~empitfied once more.

“Better luck ner* time!” Jimmy
Silver remarked to Wharton, as the field

came off. “You've got a good man
there !

“One of the best!” said Wharton
smiling,

Tom Redwing received a good many
congratulationss from the Remove
cricketers. He got away from the erowd
as soon as he could, however, and went
into the Hause. o waa off the scene
when the Rookwooders departed,

He had banished econsideration of hias
own position from lhis mind while the
cricket was going on, from o sense of
duty to his sde; but i1t had cest him a
great effort.

Calm as his looks were, his heari was
heavy as lead.

The end had come for hin saddenly.
- He knew- that he could not stay om atb
Greyfriars.

His cheeks burned at the thought ef
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remaining under an obligation to Mpy.
Vernon-Smith. b

He did not go to his study. IHe was
afraid the Bounder would come in there,
and he did not want to see him.

He went to the deserted Form-room,
and sat down at his dvsk, X
i l'ga had to think out what he was going

to do.

It had been a tremendouns stroke of
luck for him winning the Memorial
Scholarship, and it was his own property
now for the length of the term. He was
not bound to yleld it up unless he chose.
Mr, Vernon-Smith had founded it, but
he had no control over it in any way.
But the junior rea.ll_g had no choice in

the matter. The_ scholarship had been
founded with a view fo his winning it,
and, thoy the contest had been an

open one, the terms of it had been very
favourable to him. He was under an
obligation to Smithy and to Smithy's
father if he kept it. And he was bad
friends ~with Smithy, - and Smithy's
father had taunted le with his de-
pendence and ingratitude. The obliga-
tion should not last a minute longer
than he could help!

But there wero difficulties in the wWay.

He had to explain to the Head. The
step he proposed taking was almost un.
Er&aedentml. and an explanation would
e required. He did not want to say
anything against Mr. Vernon-Smith,
who, after all, had been Very generous
i his own, purse-proud way. IHeo
wondered how
ltimd when he explained what he wanted
to do. .

He rose at last, and stood staring out
of a window inta the gathering darkness
in the quadrangle.

There was a sound of wheels, and a
hack rolled away to the gatess He
guaaued that it was Mr. Vernon-Smith

eparting,

The mullionaire's visit had meant much
to Tom Redwing.

In that one ufit}rnwn what a change
had come over his prospects! He was
not afraid of facing the world, and
earning his bread with his own hands.
He had done that before, and could do

it again. But he had grown to love the
E!d schoal, and the parting would be
ntter,

And his friends, too—Wharton and
Bob Cherry and

| Bqﬁ:iﬁ and the rest—
how he would miss them !

here was a “step at the door, and
Harry Wharton came into the dusky
room. Redwing turned round.
“Oh, you're ﬁera?" said Harry,
£i Yﬂﬁ !u
Wharton peered at him in the gloom.
The captain of the Remove was looking

Very serious.

“We've got supper going in the
study,” he said. “I've been looking for
you, wing ! Come along !”

“I—I won't come, thanks!"” mut.
tered Tom. “I-T've got to see the
Head ! |

" Oh!” said Harry. _

Redwing left the Form-room with
him, however. Wharton asked him no
questions. ke understood.

What the Bounder had fold him he
feared happened, and there was
nothing the captain of the Remove could
82y to mend matters.

In the passage Redwing paused.

“I've had rather s shock '™ he said.
“I—I may be leaving Grevfriars sO0N ;
in fact, I shall be leaving |

“I'm sorry ! said Wharton.

“It comes out that—that I've been
here at Mr. Vernon-Smith’s expense,
though I never knew it,”” gaid Tom Red-
wing. “He was the anonymous founder
of the Memorial Scholarship, and it was
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Dr. Locke would receive

|

T—I'd |

Smithy wlo made him do it, a0 that I
could have a chance of coming here. 1
dare say all Greyfriars will know it soon.
ike you to believe that I never
knew it, Wharton.”

“I'm sure of that, old chap !

“You—you see, I refused fo let Mr,
Vernon-Smith pay fees for me here
when he offered,” muttered Redwing,
with erimson choeks, ¢ JI—f thought I
ought to be independent, though he
meant to be kind in his way. But—but
[ never knew that this soholarship was
different from any other. I know it
looks as if I—I accepted Mr. Vernon-
Smith's bounty, after all; but I didn't!
I never dreamed that he had a hand
i it. I'd like you to believe that !”

“Of course " gaid Harry.

There was a pause,

“ What are you going to do, then "
asked Wharton.

“I'm going to the
scholarship at once!
thing else !"

“That means leaving Greyfriars *"”

(43 YEHS!!‘J

“1It's hard!”

“Very hard!” gaid Tom Redwing.
“Harder than.I should have thought.
But it can't be helped!”

“You're not bound to resign it," said
Harry hesitatingly. Mr. Vernon-Smith
can't want that, and he's no right, any-
way.  And—and Smithy will be ent
up !l! ol
“1 hope not! IY've got no choice,
anyway. After refusing Mr. Vernon.
Smith's offer, T can't accept it under
another form, and—and he has said soma
things, too, that make it mmpossible, It

can't be helped '
Wharton
nodded, and went

“I'm sorry!"
away to-
wards the Heud's study. }farr}‘
Wharton's brow was very thoughtful as
he went to the Remove passage, where
he met the Bounder. -

“Seen Redwing ?” asked Smithy.

. Yes, He's gone to the Head.,”

Vernon-Smith compressed lLis lips.

“Do yvou know what for, Wharton 5"

“I'm afraid it's all up, old chap. He's
going to resign the Memorial '

M1 knew he would[” muttered the
Bounder restlessly. “I—T've dono my
best, Wharton. Only the pater—he was
ratty, you know. I 'don’t see that Red.
wing need resign it; it's his! 1 knew
he would, though!”

The Bounder went moodily to his own
study. Harry Wharton joined his chums
in No. 1 for supper; but hs was not
quite so cheery as usual at supper. He
could not help thinking of Tom edwing
—and of the Bounder, too.

ITead to resign the
I can't do any-

repeated

speak to me,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

a Checked !

“ OU may come in, Redwing !"
i Tom wing enterﬂ«f the
Head’s study.

_ Dr. Locke's expression was
very kindly. He noted at once the dis.
tressed look on the sailor-lad’s handsome,
sunburnt face.

“You wish to
Redwing #”
“Yes, gir!"
" You may proceed, my boy.”
Redwing cleared his throat.
“I wish to resign my scholarship,
sir [ ho said in a low voice,

Dr. Locke started. He peered very
curiously at Redwing over his glasses,

“Do I hear you aright, Redwing "
he exclaimed. “You wish to leave
Greyfriars?”

o N-nn, not that, sir!
that is all.

I must leave—

I think I ought to resign the |
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Memorial Scholarship, and 1 wish
place it in your hands, sir,”

81t down, my boy !"

Redwing obeved.

MThis 18 most unusmal and extraor.
dinary '” gaid the Head gently, “You
must explain vour reasons for desiring
to take this step, Redwing! Do you not
find yourself happy at Greyfriars ¥

“Very happy, sir!” said Tom, with
an involuntary ‘sigh.

“Then why do you wish to leave 27

“I don’t wish to, sir; but I must. I
—I have found out to-day what I did not
know before—that the scholarship was
founded by Mr. Vernon-Smith with a
special view to my having a good chance
of getting it. I ecannot accept favours
from Mr. Vernon-Smith 1"

“You appear to be mistaken, Red-
wing: The scholarship was founded in
memory of Greyfriars men who have
fallen in Flanders,” said the Head, *“It
was an open one, and you competed with
others, and were successful. I under-
stand that 1t was the founder's wish that
you should win it if you could, on per-
fectly fair lines, of course. You won it,
and it is yours, To resign it simply
because it was founded by Mr. Vernon-
Smith would be a most ungracious ack
towards that very kind gent eman."”

“1 don’t mean to be ungracious, eir,
faltered poor Tom,

“I am sure of it, R&d“‘iuft.‘, and I
requeat you not to think of doing any-
thing of the kind. Has Mr. Vernon.
Smilth given you some offence 1"

(11 —‘I .._:.__“

“If that is the case, Redwing, wou
must remember that it is yvour uty to
bear with a gentleman old enough to be
your father, and not to harbour resent-
ment "’ said the Head somewhat sharply.

“i don’t bear resentment, sir. Only,

I feel— ;
my Loy !" said Dr.

ra

“Come, come,
Lock. “You must put this idea out of
your head. You are getting. on excel-
lently well at Greyfriars. Your Form-
master makes tho most gratifying report
of you. You cannot throw all this up in
a moment of pique. imk it over, my
boy, and remember that I strongly dis-
Ep};lrr.wir of your taking any step of the
und !’

Redwing stood silent and dismayed.

It was hard enough to make up his
mind to leave [irey?rinrs and all that
Greyfriars meant to him, but he had not

foreseen this difficulty. Dr. Locke
evidently did not intend to allow him to
resign the acholarship. The good old

doctor could not be expected to enter
into and understand the fﬂ-ehn*a__pf the
junior. He did not know how Tom was
sitnated, and an explanation would
hardly have enlightencd him.

As a matter of fact, the Head had had
some experienco of Mr. Vernon-Sniith,
who was not famous for tact or delicacy,
and he supposed that the millionaire had
wounded the boy's sensitive feclings by
some tactless remarl. But that was not
a eufficient reason for Tom Redwing to
throw up his future prospects.

“Leave t
Redwing, continued the Hea “You
can rely upon the judgment of your
headmaster, who is a your friend,
surely ? If you are of the same mind at
the end of the term, you may speak to
me on the subject agnin, and I will liston
to you."” —

*But, sir—"" :

“I am sure, Radwing, that you will
not insist upon faking a’itfe‘:‘ynnr head-

master strongly disapproves " exclaimed
Dr. Locke. { e
Tom coloured. |
here was only one reply to be made
to that,

“Very well, sir,” he said,
“I am sure vou will not regeet taking

his matter to mj"diudgment,
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my counsel, Redwing,’

kindly.

And Tom, with cyes on the floor,
quitted the d

He went very slowly down the passage,
trou and ayed.

He had not h}nimd for this, and how

io act now he did not know, excepl that
he knew he would not retain the acholaz-
ship. That was impossible. To tell the
]Iend what Mr. Vernon-8Smith had said
to him would be like pitchimg a tale of
complaint. He could not do that. But
he muid not forget the millionaire’s
bitter words, though we«n without Mr.

Vernon- Smith’s taunts his decision would
bava been the same.
*“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Done your
pﬁ! 1 asked Bob Cherry, meeting him
covridor,
Redwm sarifed i'.rintijr
The quummu gaved  ahnost

Indicrous at that trmb moment. Yet,
#0 long as he stayed at the echool, he

had to Jde prep as usual.
{llﬂ'm Eﬂiﬂﬁ np

““ﬂa" he answered.
now.”

“Buck up, or you won't get finished
before dorm i said Bob  chidingly.
“You don't want Quelchy to rag you in
the morning—what¥’

Redwing went up to the Remove pas-

B3
ﬂaﬂ:bert Vernon-8mith was af work 1
Study No. 4 when the sailorman’s son
came ., He was working without
thinking, however, and only to kill time.
Ile looked up at Redwing as the latter
dropped into @ chair at tnﬂ_v table.
wing began to wor Hm re rg-
nance to epeaking was ‘l-'E.I'jF keen.
Bomnder wnh.hmﬁum in silence for ,nnmu
minutes, and then resamed his own

work. DBut he rose from the table at.

last, prep wnfinshed.

“ Look here, Redwing ! he said
ahﬂl -

""Yuu tn't to hia-mﬂ ma for that
scone this afternoon. 'The pater took the
bt ?ﬁtﬁan his tceth, as. 1 was afraid he
would.™

“1 den't blane

_ ﬂnu "i’ilmuu—ﬂm:bh =
“1 Jdid my best,

aedwing.”

" added the Head |
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“Yea.

I understand now why youn] bitter tone,
| wanted to keep yowr father in the dark.

Three-halfpence, 13

“You've refused. Becau
I said something I didn't mecan when

It was kind of you,” said Redwing| was in a temper.’

quietly,

“1 knew be'd be ratty V' muttered the
Bounder. ““The pater is a bit high-
handed, you lrnuwﬁ He's the best patar
breathing, but he’s used to being kow-

towed to, and being menarch of all he
surveys. There's no need for you to
remember every ward he saad.”

“1 shall forget them, moat likely.”

“You've been to the Head?”

F YEIE "

“And resigned the scholarship 1’ ex
elaimed the Boundor,

“Yﬂa But the Head would not allew

PB wishes me o put it off till the
nnd ]1!" term, thinking I may change | don't complain.
my mind.”

“That's wood adwviee, Redwing.”

“Perha.:u -

“You're F as the Head
thinks best, gnrely ¥ amd \fprnnn Enuth

“I can’t refuse to obey him,” said
Redwing. “1 can't keep tha scholar-
ship, either. 1 shall have to think of

ernon-Smith brightened a htﬂa I

Eﬂmﬂ way out.”

hy can’t you keep it¥’ exclaimed

ilu} under uutd.bl “You know I

want you to keep ﬂ; My father does, | suppose?”
he was rathy when he spoke| * You're not going to bolt 7”

too, thou

to yeu, Ji's yours!”
’I{nm did

unt answer.

“You wen't bo under any cobligation | already occurred to

to us, even in the remotest way—is that
it i” asked the Bounder bitterly.
“YE‘B W n.nm.lered Redwing calmly,
Beﬂnuaﬂ ou’ve quarrelled with me 7*
" Hut qui But that matters, of
oourse.’
“1 shouldn’t have thought you were a

dmp to bear malice I’ said Vernen-
SBmith. |

“1 don't bear malice, Smithy!
Nothing of the kind! answered Tom

en ly. “1 wish you well, in cvery
vy 4 1

've asked you to make Iriends again,

I’'ve never asked anything of the kind |
of anyone.
I my

T den’t all t id
1 said the Bounder, i 4 |

“It's mo use talking about it said

Redwing. “You accused mo of wmnmg
our money, and chumming with for
t, a:nd thot was the end. It had to be.

I'm sorry, tco; but thﬂra
1l: m 1 could never prove to von ihat
ave no thought to your money. You
Wl always be n-:-h, anioi slall always bo
poor. o chap with any EE‘If—!EIPﬁEE
?:lllﬂd take up gh!r of a tﬂﬁgy

OW suspocted o haing i ton

"1 never sus —

“You would if I made friends with
ou again, Smithy! It's no use, The
ess we sce of gone another the better. I

My old hife was h.ﬁ?
enough Lefore I camie here, a 1
g0 back to it. You needs’ thﬁﬂmme
bt 1t,  Let 1t drop 17

Redwing turned to his work again.

- Yﬂu’ﬂ never be friends ugain s0 lon
as I am rich and you are poor?” eai
the Bounder slowly.

“No. Itn impossible,”

“But you're staying till tho end of the

33

term ¥

"1 don't know. WNot if I can help i8."
“You'ie not thinking of clearing off, 1
excloim tho Bounder.

Redwing did not answer. In
faot, thnt solution of the difficu had
hia mind. ?
bent steadily over l:ua work, and did
sepeak again, and the Bounder left tho
study.

But the Bounder was no lomger
| clouded in his looks. Ie smiled. An
| idea had come into his active brain, sug-
gested by Tom Redwing’s words—a plan,
strango and atertling cnough, whiel
might, and should, guva ha.ch his
chum once more. s another

story.

(DCN'T MISS ““FALLEN FOR-
TUNES!"” — next Monday’s grand
complete story of Harry Whartan &
Co., by FRANK RICHARDS.)

I uu re mrr_g

int of

Extracts from “THE GREYFRIARS HERALD“
and “TOM MERRY’S WEEKLY.”

""AN UNSAVOURY BUSINESS!

IPPING place for a smake,
‘thiz1” chuckle@ Crooke, % Now,
who'd expeet to find anyone smok-
ing in Rylcombe Lane? Beats all
;mur hole-in-a-corucr smokes! 300N hear any-
obe caming down the lane. What §~
“Bafe as houses!” remarked Aubrey Racke,
ﬁuﬁng -nntl cloud of smoke, “Wonder we
aven't thooght of it before} T¢—— Look

L)

out! Pitch thoze smokes away—quick 1

Racke’s warning was hardly needed. Craoke §
and Serope had also heard the sound of foot-
steps on thoe dusiy ro In a fash three
cigarebtes were flung- field hehind
them. Next moment the appeared
in view.

‘-‘Hﬂgl va ﬁui a heaﬁfihy tramp 12
snort Racke, i3 gold cigaretie-
case and m mlgar sigarette, “Light

up again, you chapsi”

A tramp I ’I"lﬂ, and a Earucu}aﬂ ngly
nnd disreputabie the l'.nrittg hgm
He eyed the ﬂtreu paseats sitting on

the han:}e idly as he shalfled past. Then sud-
denly his bleary eyes glowed as they fell
upoenr the geld i Raeke's hand,
- tri m;aung‘ A hl: whined

" a EiF
holding gut a dirty hand, :

haaﬁ:lr. “8u you kin spare a fag for
:a.rd ~WOr map wot's——»
l’w pothin’ for youl?
B;acge “ 8o scoot, or—— My
luil”

Racke stopped short. Along the lane from
the direction of Ryleombe came the faint
patte of runping feet. In the distance
a lithe figure clad h: rnnn.i vest and shorts
appeared in view. Eﬂnﬂd maliciously

“8Bpare a trific for ¥ not

By CLIFTON DANE.

n‘mwmkin mmmmmm
& e, eyeing
l:ndimt.

tramp up and dﬂwn
you cad, or I'll pnt the police nn Inul

track!”
The trnm.p did mot eclear off, nor did he

igpea{ to be at all perlurbed hr the junior's
rea
“Then give us a fag, mister|* be went on

as hﬂ recognised Tﬂm Merr;, just returning

‘You see that <ha

from a training trot before lock-up
"ﬂn.’ he contimned with a utmekie “I'yve
wothing to give you; but il you'd care to
earn five bob—*
Earn hAve boh? Wot-

“’Ere, wot's thatt Eam five ot
| m

cher mean? Wol's the

tramp suspieiousiy.

“Don't be alarmed ! sneered Racke., “I'm
- nmor even to

going to offer you

suggest a wash!

For a mnmﬂt the tram
:duncing figure of Tom
nsﬂjumnl Racke & Co,
ight y'are, young gents{” he grihmed at
fast, spitting on bis bands in a Y
manper, “'And over that there five bhob{®
“Not wmuchi® annpped Racke. *Yom do
job first, my man] Aw' if you're not oo
ntle about it I'll make it -a-50v. 17
The “pore, "ard-working man * scowled at
the junior for a brief second; but as Tom

Merey dreow sér he made up bis. wind to
the and bled out mEo the middle
of the Ia.ne

“Now, quick! Behind - this ‘haﬂgﬂﬂ
ehuekled llaclim dMerry won't like us to
se@ him havin' dashed batk!®

“ Ha, ha, hal2 A

In delighted anticipation ihe (hree ck
sheep hid behind the e to watch. . I wog

Tue MacneT Liprary.—No, 50b.



14 A Grand School Story appears in

a wheeze after their own beartsz. The dirty
work done by someone else, and no danger to
themselves !

Tom Merry came L{rotting up, a healthy
glow on his cheery, heated face.
in surprise as the evil-looking tramp barred
Lis path.

“Here, | say!
he demanded quietly, eyeing the tramp's
appearance with cousiderable disfuvour. “fet
me pass, please!”

“Don't be in sich a "arry, me lad!" said
the tramp, grinning broadly. “You and me's
 going to 'ave a nice, 'omely chat! But fust

of all, you looks ‘ot and "eated, An' as them
~ doctor bloke's says, vou ought ter 'ave a cold
hath -after exercise, 5o I'm going to act as
your trainer, an' give you one. An' 1 "opes
you'll take it guicldy, else—> .

The humorous ruffian stopwed, and raised
a dirty st suggestively.

A soft chuckle came [rom hehind the hedge,

Bul Tom Merry didn’t bear it. He was too
amazed o motice anything- just then. Had
- the tramp demanded bhis money or his lifc he

What's the little game?®®

wouldn't have been surprised,
But this he could not understand. e had
. net time to think it out, however. The

tramp gripped his shoulder, and the eyes of
“ the junior captain of 5t, Jim's flashed dan-
gerously. .

“ Here, take your paws off me and let me
© pass,” he snapped, “or it will be the worse
for yon!”

“Ho, ho, Lo!" gnffawed the tramp, highly
amusedl,

Then bhe ook a firm grip of the junior, with
- the kindly iutention of lifting him up, swing-
ing him into the air, and letting him drop
with a terrific splash into the ditch.

Buf somehow it didn't work out like Lhat,
to the tramp's surprise. A youthful fist, hard
as {rom, smote the ruscal full on the nose.

“*Wow! Yuroogh!” That was what the
tramp sald, as he staggered back in cousterna-
tion. Up to this time he had taken his job

as a joke., But now hig bleary eyes glittered
dangerously.
“'Ang you, yon little imp!® he howied

“wrathfolly. =“I'll smash you for that!”

Tom Merry stood his ground as the tramp
rnshed at him with whirling arms. With a
slight movement of his head sideways he
neally avoided a huge fist that might have
felled an ox. Then—one, two, three, and the
tramp was stopped dead, panting and gasp-
. ir_lg. as Tom Merry's hard fists thumped his

riba.

Tom mightl easily ha_w,; gol away while the
tramp waz struggling for wind.. Bub just
then be heard soniething—the quick patter
of runming feet. Then came the weleome and

unmistakable voice of Arthur Augustus
D'Aroy :

“Wescue, St. Jim's! Buck up, Tom
Mewwy! On the ballt”

After Lhat the tramp was fairly in the
soup. The new-comers—D’Arcy, Jack Blake,
Herries, and Monty Lowther—were all over
him, like hounds on a fox. He came to earth
with a erash, swearing luridly.

“If you don’t stop that dweadful language,
you howwid bwute,” gasped D’Arcy indig-
nantly, *I will give you a feahful thwashin' "

This terrifying threat bad an instant efect
on the tramp.

“'Ere, 'old on! I've 'ad emough!® he
whined. “1 won't do it again, young gents!
It was only my fun! T never meant to throw
- the young gent inter thé diteh !

“Well, now we're going to have our fun!'”
gaspcd om Merry., ¢ But, unlike you, my
tulip, we do intemd to throw you into the
diteh! You look heated after your unusual
exertion; and, as you yourself remarked a
few moments ado, one ought to have a cold
bath after exercise., Besides, vou need a
bath badly! Catch hold of him, you chaps!®
- The unfortunate wretch wailed for merey

as he realised that he was abont to make the
acquaintance of the element he had always
taken so much trouble to avoid—water. DBut
the Bt. Jim's juniors were adamant to his
entreatives.

“In with him!'”
“?!na,- fwo, three!”

Yaroogh ("

8 I']a‘__.sh! "

om Merry had had any hope that the

bath would remove any of the tramp’s outer
coating of dirt, he was speedlly disillusioned
when the ruffian, spluttering and gasping
helplessly, crawled out of the ditch, dripping
with water and covered with mud.

commanded Tom Merry,

He stopped |

|

This
Woaek's

“GEM.”

“Yon—you
furiously.

“Well, I'm blessed!™ said Tom Merry, in
surprise, “He's no. cleaner than he was
before !*

“Ha, ha, ha!® .

“Never mind, old scout!™ chserved Monty
Lowther cheerfully. “[It's a step in the right
direction. And remember that, though one
touch of water won't give you a clean skin,
whilst there's life there's spap!”

Laughing beartily, the fllﬂlﬂrﬁ frotted on
towards school, leaving the tramp shaking
his- fists after them and swearing horribly.

“My annt!” chuckled Blake. “ That bgauty
will never dare to attempt highway robbery
on any of our chaps again. That cught to
be a lesson to the thieving rottert» -

“That's the funny part of it!" muttered
Tom Merry thoughtfully, “The brute never
demanded money or anything. He just said
he was going to pitch mé into the diteh.
Blessed if T can understand it !"

“Bai Jove! I wondah——" eried Arthur
Angustus, suddenly stopping in his stride,
while the others stopped also, “Suppose
someone’s put the wotten boundah up to it
—Wacke, or some othah wottah? You know
Wow!"

D'Arcy broke off with a vell as Tom Merry
thnmped him vigorously on the back.

“{.mpd old Gussy! I'm blessed if you
haven't hit it!” he cried execitedly. “Of
course! Didn't we pass Racke and Crooke
and Scrope sitting on the fence only bul an
hour ago?™

“My hat! So we did!”

"We're going back,” snid Tom Merry deter-
minedly. “And if those smoky rotters are
anywhere about wé'll give them something
to remember this by! Besides, there are
several of our chaps out for a run to-night,
and if that beastly tramp is still hLangi
around he may try to get Lis own back ou
gf} IEDT of them he catches alone. Buck

The five retraced their steps in haste.
Drawing nigh the scene of tln.! trump!}l‘. en-
forced bath, they dived through a licle in the
hedge and crept cautiously on. B

Then upon their ears there broke the sound
of voices raised in anger. One was the voice
of the tramp, hoarse from drink, and the
other was that of Aubrey Racke,

UMy hat!" ejacolated Blake,
right, old son! Look there!”

Seated on a Tence, with their backs to the
approaching juniors, were Racke, Crooke, and
Serope. Standing facing them, and gesticus
lating wildly, was the tramp. |

“I don't eare a hang wot yver says!" that
worthy was shouting. I wants me ten hoh,
and wot's more T means to ‘ave it!"

“But you didn't do the job!" gnarled
Racke, "I promised gﬂu ten boby to piteh
that rotten cad into the ditch—not to get
pitched in yourself!”

The tramp scowled threateningly.

“Mind wot yer savin', voung 'un!" he
growled. “Jest yer 'and over that tén bov,
or. L'll go for yer—straight!”

“I dashed well won't!" replied Racke
warmly. *“Do you think I'm goin" to pay
ten bob for oothin' to a drunken beast like
vou? Yaroooh! Wow!"

Racke's remarks ended HITET'IIDFF in a yell
ns the tramp's ugly fist smote his nose, and
sent him toppling hackwards over the fence.
But he did not fall alone. Feeling himself
going, he grabbed convulgively at the nearest
objects within reach—which objects happened
to be Crooke and Scrope.

Bump!

“"Yow-wow!” ,

The three reached Mother Earth as one
man, and yelled az one man—or, rather, boy.
They ceased to fall when they got there, but
they did npt cease to vell. Crooke had seme-
how managed to hit Racke in the left eye
with his fist. Scrope's boot lLiad landed with

—

“Yon wore

& nasty jar on Crooke's face; while Scrope

himaelf was apparently not feeling at all
comfortable with Crooke sitting on his head.

It was undoubtedly a victory for the tramp,
and, like a wise general, he quickly followed
up his initial success. Jumping {hn fence,
he snatched up a stick of businesslike appear-
ance, and stood t{hreateningly over the
struggling three,

“Now, me smart young tofis!" he snarled
viclously, “We'll see if yer'll rob me of me
ten bob! Smart, now! ‘And over every
blessed cent yer've got, or I'll smash yer!”

The ruffian was in deadly earnest now—

young _'ounda!”"  he .sieilvhl’

War-time
Price,

1;d. Order Now.

EHEEE was no donbt about that. But Hacke
: Co.
attention at the moment. They were too
busy trying to extricate themselves from the
mix-up into which they had got.

From their hiding-place Tom Merry and the
rest ‘had watched the little eomedy so far
with delight. DBut this was highway robbery!
They could hardly let it go on. Just as they
were n.hpub to go to the rescue, however, an
astonishing thing happened.

Dropping his cudgel suddenly, the ruffian
stooped, picked up something from the
ground, and vauited the fence. Then he
disappeared into the woods on the other side
of the lane. '

"My hat!
Merry, in disgust,
thought better of it, alter all,
we'll settle up with these bLeauties
Come on!”

Racke wag staggering painfully to his feet
a3 the five came running up. He viewed the
new arrivals in no little alarm.

“Hallo, Racke, old son!” hegan Tom Merry,
in pretended surprise. “What's wrong now?
Has that beastly tramp been robbing you?™

For the moment Racke eved Tom Merry
nervously. He wasn't quite sure how much
Tom had seen and lheard.  But apparently
Tom Merry's sunny smile reasaured hgm.

“No dashed fear! I'd like te see that
heast rob me!” he snorted. “Ie would have
done, though, if we hadn‘t put up such a good
fight. If you'd been a minute sooner you'd
have scen me dot him a heauty on the
nu__ll

Racke stopped short suddenly, and bhegan
to search feverisbly through his pockets.

“What have yon lost now, Racke? Your
ability to tell the truth?” inquired Monty
Lowther sweetly. “Dou't bother about hunt-
ing for it, dear boy! You'll never find it
without a mieroscope !

Without answering, Racke scanned the
ground wildly for a moment. Then he gave

a yell.

“My cigarette-case! That thievin' rotter's
stolen my gold cigarette-case!” Le shouted
wildly. “Where is the brute? I'l—"

“Ha, bha, ha! No, you don't, my boy!”
laughed Tom Merry, just as Racke was about,
to rush in pnrsuit of the tramp. “We've a
little score to settle with you first. You
can chase your pal the tramp afterwards.
Uollar those other cads, you chaps!™ ;

"Yaas, wathah!”

” “But my cigarette-case!" shriecked Racke.

That brute must have pinched it! An' it's
gold, and worth pounds! Let me go, you
idiots! Yarooogh!”

vacke's protestations ended in a yell as
e descended with & bump on the hard
ground. A moment later Crooke and Scrope
also found themselves treuted likewise,
“Now, my noble jokers!" said Tom Merry.
“Strikes me that giddy tramp is not the nﬂv

What o rotten seil!™ said Tom
“The rotter must have
Never mind ;
now !

dirty scug who wants a bath! In with the
smoky cads!”

"Iln‘rc-. leggo!  Btop it, you beasts! Oh,
help!” -yelled Racke, a2 he was frog's-

marched across the lane and swung, kicking
and Btruggung frantically, into the air.

Splash !

acke's yells were only eqfialled by those

of Crooke-and Scrope as they followed him a
moment later.. There were about three inches
of water and ten inches of mud in that ditch.
And, like the tramp, none of the aha:g trio
llbmﬁad any the cleaner for their enforced

ath.

“"Ha, ha, ha!"

The five executioners roared as the miser-

able figures erawled out of the ditch.
“Let this be a lesson to you, my young

friends,” said Tom Merry severely, “not to
play your shady little tricks again! Good-
bye-ee! Den'l cry-ee”

“You—you—you—-"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And not waiting to hear the bathera

remarks on the subject, Tom Merry, Jack

Blake, D'Arcy, Monty Lowther, and HHerries
trotted leisurely home, -

It was fully an hiour Before Racke was in
a fit condition to go in search of the tramp.
And, as might be expected, hie never saw the
tramp—or the cigarette-case—again.

Perhaps it was no great losa. It certainly
served him jolly well richt! Eh, what?

THE END.
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FRAGMENTS FROM THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF
WILLIAM, THE GORGEOUS BUNTER!

With Notes by PETER TODD.

[Wharton insinuates that these fragments
are not genuine, I repudiate the insinuation
with despizery and econtempt—in the purest
Pickwickian senze, of vourse, Thal iz Lo =ay,
I don't really despise and contemn Wharton ;
but bhe ought to be more careful what he
saye, Don't the fragments speak for them.
gclves? Read them, and judge whether they
are mot Bunter all over. Some of them are
partly true: but Bunter does tell part of Lhe
truth at times by accident. Most of them
are crammers. And who shall deny Bunter’s
eramming propensities? The title? Rather
neat, isn't 1t? Must I own that T eribbed it?
Some merchant named MuUarthﬁ wrote some
sort of a novel called “The Gorgecus
Rorgia.” Struck me as quite adaptable to
Bunty—what do you think?—P, T.]

HERE THE FRAGMENTS
COMMENCE.

WAS borne of Jdistinguished parents in
the yeer 19—, _

It is pollisy not to give the exact yeer,

becorse no one knoes howe long the war

will last. Even I do knot feal shore, thow

I am a better profit than the chaps who wear

certain that the hole Orstrian army wood be

killed and woonded and prispers three times
over hefor the end of 1915,

I zhould not mind goeing into the Armey
if I could be given at once a job suetable to
my tatents and eddecation. Brigadeer-
General Bunter wood not sownd so bad, But
[ refuse to joyn up as a meer private il |
can help it. hearfor T am conceeling my
age, and I don't care who knoes it,

[Bit queer to be concealing what he does
not care who knows—what? But Bunty ncver
was eonsistent, even in his whu%perﬂ,——lh T.]

My parents come of a very old famerly—in
fact, of two very old famerlies. Sum ol my
farther's ancesters were in the ark with Noah,

[Qui® ri'! Two of every kind—clean and
unclenn, vou know!—P. T.]

Since then they have dun menny nobel
deeds awl over the world, Juleus Cms=ar
was relaited to ns, it is sed, hutt we are not
very prowd of the conecktion, oweing Lo lis
“ Comentaries,” witeh have inflicted nnspeck-
able torment: on cowntless gennyrations of
skoolboya,  Desides, Juleus was @& meer
comoner, Most of my reelations have had
titels,

The Markwise De DBunter came over with
the Conkerer, and never vent hack. .

{Looks as if they Knew a thing or two in
Normandy ahout A.D, 1066! I don't blame
them for not having him back.—P. T.]

The Erl de Bunter wenit to the Crewsades
with Richard of ihe Lion Wart. He came
Imek with grate glorey,

| That was because the Saracens did not
eat pork.—P. T.]

Hiz son, Lord Willium de Bunter, was with
the howled Barrons at Runmymeed when King
John was forsed to sine the Habees Corpus
Act,

[Cricket mateh ihere, apparently. Buat 1
thought it was Jolmny who was bowled—
howled out! And I didn't think it was the
Haheas Corpus Act.  We live and learn!—
I T.]

Butt enuft of my ancesters,

[Too, too much!—P. T.]

I shall return 1o them laiter on. At pre-
sent I will deel with my own karear, witch is
nateherally of moor general interest.

As a baby 1 was a singerly beautiful and
well-behaived child. It is relaited in my
famerly that fore atempts to kidnap me wear
matd wile 1 was stil of tender age, and no-
boddy dowts that the reeson was my younike
. charm and bewtly,

[Reason was prohably
if there’'s any truth in the yarmn at all-—
which there ig mot, of course, HBnt Bunter,
at any age below three, would have made a
pretty good substitute for sucking-pig—that
i1z, for anyone who wasn't too particalar.—
P.TI

| lerned to talk at an unyounsally erly staige
of my existens, and my mother stil cherrishes
memries of the wit and genyus I shoed as a
meer child, Byt it might be thowt vane to
reproduse these hear,

{Besides which, if Buoanter tried it wounld

someone’s hunger,

Pwith him to Greyfriars.

give the show away. I know Bunty as well
as anyone, and [ never heard him talk any-
thing but rot. 1 should fancy his earliest
childish . lispings concerned postal-orders,.—
P. T.]

Wen 1 wasz abowt two amd a half my
brother, Samuel Tuckless, was borne, He is,
as i3 wel knone, much inferior to me in evry
way, but their are stil in himn sum traces of
the Bunter grace and spirit, and it is wni-
versely admitted by awl kompetent to judge
that their is no wun else kwite like him in
the Sekond Form at Greyfriars,

[Jolly lucky for the SBecend, too!--T. T.]

At the first skool to witch 1 went 1 ekselled

ab every point, beeing ahed of all kommpetiters
alike in Form work and in manley gaimes,
I was skiper of all the elevens and fifteens,
and at the hed of the klass. Suteh was the
tnpresion maid by me upon my skoolfelows
that I was genrally knone as the Admirable
Bunter.
»[At Grexyfriars the impression made is upon
Bunty, not upon ns. When we =it on bhim
it makes a temporary umpression—or should
it be depression? Anyway, he always swells
up again.—P. T.)

Butt I will pass over my erly veers—for the
preéazant., 1 may return to them on a laiter
okasion,

[PRy he can™t return to Lhem altogether,
anpd leave a vacaney in No. 7! We could do
with it !—P. T.] .

Ackustomed as T was to every luckshury in
my chiledhood, it was bard cleese for me
wen my farther, threw the loss of his erldom,
witch was yousurped by a profflignte kusin,
alsoe lost awl his chink, amownting to abowt
seven millyon poundsz, moar or less,

[More or less, you know, Ranty is an the
George Washington game here, you perceive,
Bat it's interesting to learn how the title
went out of the immediate circle of hig rela.
tions, ;
ecousin being allowed to collar th
that. But never mind'—P. T.]

Their was now noe prospekt of me ever
beeing the Duke de Bonter, as had hithertoe
been suspected, To that T submited with
nobel resignachun; hat 1 did feal the pinch
of povverty wen i{heir was only (ripe for
dinner, and not muich of that,

It was on this ockasion that T adminstered
my rebuik to my hrother Samuel, witch has
alwais bheen a tressured memry hy my
famerly. On his blubing at the abzents of
the ackustomed luckshuries T kalmly trans-
fercd the fragle meel sett hefoar him from
hiz plait to mine, and ett it up wile he was
stil sheding salt teers,

Wen he notised what T had dan he
into a pashun; but I nohely said ;

“ Sammy, despise not the grub witehh Provi-
dente provieds. If it iz not good enuff for
you, why wale at its loss? I, who am your
glder hrother, and imenszely yonr suaperer in
every respekt, have eeten it, and could stil
do with moar.”

[Some of this iz true, T zhould Taney. 1t's
in character, anyway.—P, T.]

In the efort to establissh hizs clames to the
markwisate my farther lost stil moar of his
chink, and now had oncly a few paltry mill-
vuns left. Thiz was hard to bare! Bui my
hie spirit kept up the pekker of my famerly
in this strate. 1 {old them {hat as long as
their was enuff for me to ete, thow of the
planest deseripshun, their waz no caws for
annyone else to repign so biterly.

This iz not quite the truth. Epongh to
eat never yvet satisfled Bunty. Unless he can
get too much he iz miserable. But youn must
not fail to admire his truly Spartan spirit.
As long as he got enoungh to eat, why should
anyone else repipe? He bronght that spirit
But there has never
heen room for it in No. 7. 'Fraid we are
small-minded people there!—P. T.]

in this exstremity I maid op my mind that
I must lougher my pride to work.. 1 paynted
gevrel pickshiers, witeh wood have heen ex-
hiberted nt Westminster Abhey or sumwhear
ekke if it had not bean for mean jE“llE{. Aw]
my life T have sufered from the jellusy of
others—moar espeshully Wharton and Peter
Todd, and witch of the too is the higgest
beest I reelly do mot kno,

[Queer, isn’t it? Neither do 1. Wharlon
doesn't. seem to, either. But we are not
worrying much niﬂ:mt it.—P, T.]

ngs lke

flco

Only instance on record of a ?mﬂlgulv |

I alsoe rote a novvel, in witell genyus was
displaid at every point. I scnt this mitey
work to a firmi of publisshers, whoos satitude
I have nevver bhean abel to understand.

They returned it with a polight noat to
the efekt that they had pever secan anything
at all like it befoar. Then why not publi=h
it? I nacherally jnkwired. I mkwired this
of the hed of the firmm himzelf, haveing
obtaned an intervoo with him by knokiug
down three enormus comisyonares who tryed
to withstand my entrans to the sapktumn
sanktorium.

He laffed—hbe ackshally laffed! And wen
[ sed that 1 wood 1aik half price, as munney
seamed to be short in his establisshment, Le
laffed sum moar. Even wen I menshuned
the figger in my mind—a paltry five tho'w-
sand down and what they call a roialty ol
three shilings a kopy—he stil went on laffing.
Sily, I kalled it.

Then wun of the komishinares came in and
lade a komplaint of asalt and battery against
me, and the publissher man stoped laffing
and looked seryus, Things subsekwently
hapened, and wen I piked myself up from
the pavement their was a bump on my hed
as large as a peacock's egg, and my garments
wear torne in a posishun witch I refrane
from partiklerising.

[Somehow this =ounds like somelhing that
might have happened—part of il, anyway.
The chueking-out part, I mean, But it's news
to me that peacocks ever laid eggs.—P, T.]

(To he continued in our neckst.—W. G. B.)
[Not so jolly sure about that!'—H. W.]
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Football—Matches Wanted By :

IDA ATHLETIC—16—8 milez.—Wanfs also two
hacka, left hall-back, and outside-left.—H.
Pittard 56, Wotton Road, S E. 8,

ACRE  TUNITEL—16-17T—5 miles,—H, Aikins,
Montserrat House, Hale End Road, Woodiond
ireen, Essex,

F.C.—17]—#6

RAGLAN  RANGERS miles,.—H,
Sickel, 60, SBouthlands Road, Bromley, Keni.

WEST ManyirgpoNE UNITED—18—home and
away.—W. Clark, 27, Clipstone Rtreet, W, 1.

JARROW & DIgTRICT LEAGUVE wanbt teams to
compete—io-i5t.  Ne fee, cups, or medals,—
4 miles radins—Referee wanted.—M. Mac-
Longhlin, 25, Buck Albion Street, Jarrow-on-
Tyne,

Sr. ANNE'R F.C.—16,—ground, Blackheath,—
;ﬁfh J. Chamberlain, 87, Thorburn Square,
S.E. 1.

8t. PEtEr's F.C.—17.—H. Hall, 68, West.
minster Koad, N. §.

KENSAL RisE ATHLETIC—161—5 miles —E. G,
Eﬂili':h 7, Barsett Street, Queen’s Park Estatle,
.l'- [L
Parg Txitep F.C.—15}—1 mile.—~R. L.

Baker, 4, Eighth Avenue, E, 12,

Fmvssrrny F.C.—17.—C. W, DBarnes,
Basinghall Street, London, E.C.

INNS oF Covrts F.U.—168=5 miles.—<A. Foir-

-*
5T,

bairn, 21, Peabody Flats, Wild Streect, Kings-

way, W.C. 2,
BRIXTON ATHLETIC—18—5 miles.—T.~ Parl-
ridge, 11, Brandon Road, Brixton Hill, 8. W, 2,
Fixtures wanted with any As=ociation elub
7 miles of Chiswick.—15-161.—1. E. Parkinson,
18, Kew Bridge Road, Kew Bridge, Brentford,

Fooiball—Miscellaneous.

Two good players wanted, I6]-18,
matches.—435, I'ark End, Bromley, Kent.

Two good players wish to join a Tottenham
club—left-half, baek, or goalkeeper—W.
Harvey, Seaford Road, N. 15,

F. L. Peacock—16—wants a place in team as
outside or inside left.—Write or call.—I1%,
Falcon Terrace, Battersen, 5. W,

P. Peacock—12—outside or inside right.—18,
Faleon Terrace, Battersea, 8,'W.

. Blanks, 10, Persem BStreet, Lewisham,
S, E.., and, his iriend want places in a loeal
foothall team, Age 16.

A.J, Brown, 64, Pownhall Read, E. &, wrents
to join a football c¢lub within fows miles,
Right-back, centre, or ivsidesright. Age 17,

Also
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ONIDES has long =ince deoppod oul of Lhe
I but those readers who were enjoying the
“Penny Popular ™ up to the time when
ditheulties will have made his acquaintance,
as the stories of Grevirviars in that paper
while to include him here, and luter Cuarberry,
ene of lig special pals, may alzo find a place
for these articles would have lessened when
oitee all the more popular characters had been
ull the case. Every suggestion that the series
is drawing to an end has brought letters of

storigs, and 13 no Jonger at Grevirinrs;
its publication was suspended owing to paper
dealt with earlier dayv=., 5o it seems worth
Oue had imagined that the kevuness of readers
denlt with ; but this does not seem to be at
expostulation and reminders that So-and-so

hius not yeb been included; and one enthusi-
astic re:sder s 1{!Jitr- erleved] Pecili=e e ean
ste no prospect of getting shetehes of Blad,

Glenn, Trevor, and Treluce, Can't be helped,
you know! Thoze four are really liltle more
than names to us; and an article of this sort
cannot be written around a name, Of course,
I could invent things about the four: hul
though now and then I may have made -l|]n
in these character zketehes, my memory not
beitig quite infallible, 1 have invented nothing

I huve simply dealt’ with Mr. Richards' evi-
dence asz to Mr, Richards' people, 50 to speak.

Heracles Ionides—hy the way, the name is
not pronounced like Ironsides with the «r?
and the “s ™ left out, but more nearly like
Ee-o-nge-deez, though, perhaps, that is not
the exacl pronunciation, for the wvowels in
mbst of the Continental languages have values
«0 diflerent from what they have in Englisn
that it is hard to indicate precisely how they
should be sounded—was a Greek. He mml.
not be taken as a typical Greek, however, In
the times Jong ago the Greeks were the fore-
most nation of the world; and even now thc
world is in debt to ancient Grecce for miny
things thal can never he forgotten, The
names of the old Greek cities—great Athens,
stern  Sparta, magnificent Corinth, staunch
Platwa, bhrave Thebes—come to us with a
trumpet-call out - of the long-dead years, Plato
anid Socvates, Aristotle and Plutarch, Pericies
and  Aleibiades,  Lysander and Agesilaus,
Themistocles and  Miltindes, Leonidas and
'Aristides—these men, and FHL}I a5 these, stansd
ont in history and in liternture,
t But Greece groaned for centuriez under the
tyranny of the Turks; nnd her modern history
is but a short one. She iz striking for frecdom
now on our =ide, baving rid herseli of lwer
German puppoet of a kmg; and in Venizelos
she has n man worthy to he compared with
her old-time great ones. There must bhe many
fine, gallant Eﬁllﬂus in Greece to-day. Do
Tonides Is a apecitmien of =ome of the worst
fanlts of his race, not of their Yetter qualitivs,
v He earned dislike directly he reached Grey.
frinrs. Very much of o dandy, he was also
noOre thuu a little of a bully, Having been
Fd.t‘t"il in the Sixth, he regarded himself as

aving a right Lo fug anyone he chose; and
he ordered Temple, {he captain of the T pper
Fourth, down to the willage to feteh him a
hottle of some patent face-wash, Face-wazh
for a Greyiriars senior! And the lordly
JTemple ordered to feteh it! Temple was in
arms at once, naturally ; and he and Duabiney
and Fry found themselves engaged in a row
with the new fellow, ' lonides waz positively
tigerizh ; he neaded the Remove to deal with
him hefore he coulid he brought to his senses,
And the Remove, led hy HMarry Wharton, did
deal with him most effective dy and faithfelly,

Bunter was  his  next  vietim. Bunter
ideserved punishment. He had been up to his
nsinl tricks, But Jonides hidl no notion of
whiat was reasonable in the way of punish-
ment ; and the Remove dealt vith him usain
---this time hy a real ragging,
¢ Then he tricd to mash Marjorie Hazelidene,
ordering off hwth Lier hrother and Wharton
that the way mizht be elear for his mashing
operations.  They would not have gone hut
that Marjorie, knowing thai they must not
defy the authority of a Sixvth Former, azked
them to. And Harry eamoe hack, for Mar-
jorie hod need of himg % From that moment
it was war hetween Harry Wharton and the
new prefect.”

Wun Lung cob to work. Tle * i:uphwr-xl 3
a face-lotion of Jonidez', and the Greek senjor
went to dine with the Head with a dark-green
face. Te came near to getting expelled then.
As it was, he lost hiz office as 2 prefect, not
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hut becausze t-Iu.-
vieldenlt and

hecanse iz s
Head had evidence
governahle temper,

The rotters of the Sixth— Loder, i.'.'.-trnn. andd
Carberry—could wet on  wll  right  with

Wiks green,
of D=

lonides.  But such fellows as Wingate and
Courtenay and North and Faulkner bhad no
nse for him, Before he had been at Groy-

friars & fortnight he was known a: a black
sheep as well as a hully,

Bunter played ventriloguial tricks on the
Greek zentor; and Jonides came, breathing
fire and slavghter, to the Remove dormitory
in search of the Owl. Now, that Bunter

should get it hot on oceasion is not a thing |

that the Remove worries about ; Bunter often
deserves 1o get it hot. But lonides could not
he triasted to Know where to stop, and Whar-
ton antervenod.  The Form followed Whar-
ot = Jesd, and pillows anid holsters smnti
Lonides il hie was more than balf dazed,

It was Bob Cherry who brought about a
collision hetween JTonides and his dear pal
Loder, Dob was playving First of April tricks,
and among them was the shifting of wperml]}
tempting eatahles from one Sixth F-:}rm =tuddy
to another. The museatels were Loder's.
was canght in the act of leaving them in the
Gareek’s tuddy, amd told him that he was =uch
4 nice chap that it was a pleazure to show
him any little attention. JIonides failed to
perceive the irony; he thought Dob was try-

like Bob

himself—very
Cherry that would have been—one does not

ing Lo ingratinte
think! Loder caome along, found Ionides eat-
ing the museatels, called him a forelen thief.

amd went for him. No doubt Tonides was
mrry:_p-:msihlgr Londer was 50 when he found
out his mistake: but it i3 not on record

that the checry Bob felt any remorse,

Later, Loder tried a swindle on his dear
(ireek pal, and used the guileless Alonze Todd
to help him in it. Loder got word by wire
as to the result of a certain race, and then
made a perfectly safe bet with the Greek
on that race. Lonzy's part was to feteh the
telegram from the post-office. Lonzy muddled
his part as usnal—not his fault, for he wonld
bave been flayed alive hefore playing a part
at all had he known that there was eraflt
and dishonesty in the business—and the truath
came out. There was a row, and lonides had
hiz cash back.

But he amd Loder were zoon iriendly again,
They were togetber in the plot against Win-
ﬂ'.lti} mentioned in th@ article dealing with
Miszs Rosalie Locke two or three weeks ago,
He did not g0 in to the Head 'with Loder and
Carne, but he was np to his neck in it, never-
theless, The plot failed, and out of it came
crodlit to the stalwart skippe:.

lo faet, Tonides was to be counted upon to
e in anyvthing raseally and underhand @ and

during hiz time at Greviriars no instance of

unvthing generons, plueky, or even decent i=
recorded of lum. There is no record of when
and how he left, =0 we may (ake it that ‘he
escaped expulsion. Probably his péople wern
dsked to take him away—a ecourse often
adopted by headmasters in the case of fellows
who are bonnd to come a CTOpper sooner or
Inter. .J\m'.' ay, he was not missad., Even
Loder and Carne could get on very well with-

out him .,

UTl- |

| pride made it difficeult,

Bob |
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For Next Monday :
“FALLEN FORTUNES!"
By Frank Richards.

Thi= story i the fourth and last of the fue
series comeerning the falline out of Lhose
Faithiful friends, Herbert Verpon-Smith and
Tom Redwing

1t was plain irom the first Lthat they were
hound to make friends again. That did not
lessen the Interest of the stories—to me, at
beast, 1 do not think it was lessened to any
ol my readers., Afier all, one does not read
@ yarn just Lo see what the ond may be. 1t
iz whnt happens h#tuern beginning and el
Ehat matters.

The reconcilistion had to be hrought about
by the Bounder, of course. Hedwing's honest
il not impossible, for
tiim to take the first Wtfff'-‘- Hiz attitude was
Lhat he =till wizshed his chom of the past all
pogsibleé goodd, that e wis always w iil-lng‘ Lo
serve bim if be could, but that what the
Bounder had said in his anger had made anv
real friendship between them out of the
guestion,

Perhaps he was too prowd. Pride is not a
bad quality in itself, though there are kinds
of it that are positive wices. But' I think
that pride between friends is usually mris-
plared. Life i= short, and the world is reugh
on most of us at times. Why should we
make trouble for ourselves by setting np a

wall of pride against those for whom we
really eare? That is surely false pride. A
truer pride might show sell in humility,

Nobt thart one blames Redwing., Yet it is
easy, while =eeing his point of yview, to see
the  Bounder's also.  Vernon-Smith Lad
spoken in his wrath; the words had eome
oub of the Dbitterness thut is part of the
worst in his nature. He wanted them for-
gotten, They were untroe; he bad pever [elt
that Redwing had sponged, or wianded™ to
sponge, upon him,

A FEW MORE WORDS TO AMATEUR
AUTHORS.

I did not intend in my Chat last week 10
trample 6n the feelings of those of my reader:

whio gre ambitions of writing. And I know
Wobe easily done ; anthors generally are among
the most touchy ol pwoaple, and the younger
they are the touchier they are,

But aspiration is not accomplishment. You
miay Lhink you can write a story quite in the
Frank Richards or Martin Clifford style; but
you eannot —mot one among the whole erowsd

of yvon! There are jnst a few who ean supply
somebhing Wke a plausible mitation, nsnally
of the yarns in lighter vein; and, of course,

there is an opening now and then for a quite
light storv. But it woold be little shorf of
a miracle if any of ydu youngsters szshould
really be able to do the Frank Richards stuff.
See what goes to jt!  Wide reading, Know-
ledge of the world and of human nature,
facile invention, long practice, and tha skill
that comes with it—all these Mr. Richards
haz, and yon have not. Even when you have
written guite a fwir story about the Grey-
frinrs charaeters yon have hut a minor part
of it Lo your own credit. You may have
dealt with Fish, or Coker, or Skinner, or
Bunter, But could youn have invented any
af them, or made theém live as Mr, Richards
hias made them live? Not likely !
if, in reading the s=tory, one feels that the
resl Fish, or Bunter, or Coker, or ‘SKinner i
in it:; but if that mweasure of suceess has
fallen to vou, you have done little more than
write o Lair copy., As & rule, too, you are
content to bash ap old ineidents, without any
abttempt to think oot anyvthing new for your-

<selves.  Whal,” then, i3 there left of your
owll in the story? The words? DBut they arc
Mr. Richards™ words, or, if they are not, 1then

the story is bardly o suegess - Some of you
who appear to have. read little ‘hab  the
MOAGNET andd the = Gem ™ have unquestionably
ot real benefit from themn in the way of a
workmanlike vocabulary and some notion of
the manner in which a story zhould be told,
Bul that is ouly part of a writer's outfit,
The biggest part i= character constroction.
YOUR EDITOR.
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