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T MACPONALD and  Archie
Adutine were tilking teether oa the
Acadony eampas ul Millboro. . Elils
nd junt gonn past wich hix books
They watehed kis siraight

E

wndoy his wrm,

wellst-up  fgur jowp - the elm-l
wtreat,  * Whit 4 Elis mean t do
waked Hert “Go tn

whin b praduates
oollege 3

Ho is golag dght to work if he
En |'m anyiling fe do” answersd Avchie
[l has applied for thal position i
Breel Mamufacturing Campung that Tk
Wallaee hnd,”

“Fe hoant mich chancs there,  Neil
Rindr in nimost sops of thil. i fathe
liae a * skl he says

“ Woll, 1'm not s sire about that s
Nell 8. Mr. Purgess is the mon who has
mos to say fn the matter, and I've been
ziven to undersinnd that he doesn’t ol
vagether fuvar Nell.  Th
repgrd ise' Just what s respndE
pEnplogis onght b 1 imngine,
there are other applicants, all of them with
wame fulloenos at il bocks, and somy of
them wre just fe Goimpetent & l.]”l. I1e
h||1|:|| Auruoe o

Vell, Hilks i & fine fellow,” waidl Bt
brarelly, = wnd 1 tope he'l
vl i this goes agninsy him o Burges
an odd ticket ongivay, They iy you usyee
|n1| 1wl whal he ls going to do till b does
i t they have great fuith in his
,uum Wall, 1 mu
musn't waste time.

y nxnms enly twe

amrwhile, THin Boumbershid gooe fo
Ifis bourding houss (o & brown stody, 1T
hutdd Deen talking io Allan Burgess, the cap
win of the Aeademy foothall team, mod
Horgess hod told him tha mitch i
been neeanged between the * {hdes,™
the Bhefield Hich School * Wap-
" to be pluped af Shelfeld, Gty
istink, b 0 wee
. Whitkdva liza
it, und all the Avademy boys mast g for
thee homae  of Nll.lhnrﬂ We'll have o
regielar eolebrution, especinlly H we ‘wips
the Wayfarers ont of existence. na we foml-
Iy tope to do," be copoliled with o Inigh

Eillis #id oot respond 4= enthusisstionily
ma usinl. 10is fice Al feshed stightly ot
the mentlon of Bheflobd, and ho listened
mthir absently (o Burgess dotdls,  Jos
before  ther  paried  the  lnkter bl
“Ye've applled for the positlon in rhe
sleal works, baven't you, Raunders¥"

Kl mesddad,

*Thought us_ much from the questions
father hon been asking sbowt you, Wae
glid niy answérs coilil be foromble.  Hope
yona'll et L

ST dun't expect It
Elfs, mther surtly.

Burgess shengzed I shoulders,

SWell, pou ean oever {0l Nell Riaip
ks lots of poll, mald theee's o Btanton fel-
bow from Bhattuck that father rather likes
B, T think you've & goud fighting chanos,

wmdors."

At first Ellls woodorsd if be could
earape going to the footbnll mateh, e
dectded thot bo eould not, asd tien ol
Bimesll firmiy thet he wis a oud to want

in- the leasr,” eaid

ta,
Ellles belonged fo Sheffeld.

Allan Hur-
peam did mot know that: oot many of the
Acadomy hoys Koow [t Twodesd, it was

eurprising baw lithe they il lenow nhout

Eilln Samnders, in splie of the fact that
b bhad wony Frioods, sl wes one of ihe
most popilar boys in sehool.  Thay could
mot even hive tald 1f he wern poor ar well
oft, Al thar sny of fhem knew, wan that
Wie parents wors dend atid that he Hved
with ao nunt. He dresssd well, brlonged
to two of three socivties, and ilwiys: cons
tribied his shard oo any - Aemdemy projs
ool

Om the day of the fosthali match the
trithi ghat loft Millboro in the moraing,
wan orewded with very hilarions  boys
Every nendemiclan who could stand on lis
wont down (o Shoffiekl, nod one or two
unfortwunte lade whe wore sick and eonld
oot gy thaughl that there was renlly nofh-
Ing worth liviig for

Bills Snunders wan, perhaps, the only
ae whs did not enjoy himself, He wis
guiet und abseactal, s clmms concluded
he wos not feeling well, and foft him w
il

When
1} Bl

the itk ceached  Bhefiald  the
boys were down to peceive
Iovinciblea™ In state, The two tenms
ench other Fronteally il thei all
harried to the foctball preuveds, for it
waa almont time for fhe gnoe to begin,

Hhefiet) wis n gmall village, but
ihore were & greal imany peonle in
I, judging from the crowd
ade,  Fverywhers El
facr  he knew:
nidibed plensnntly nndd  sometimes
siapped 1o spenk, but his eyes povisd
over the seene ne If seeking for
sumething else.  DPressntly be gove
u little wigh of relief,

= Ehe can't  bave oome" b
Elhopght, 1 oam o end fo feid e
Sieved, 8eill efore all those el
% ond Allan Durgess and Nel
sun Evans, too! TH g0 ap aod
we her after the game s oenr, of
ooqre,”

When the match wos fairly om,
eyen Ellis fopgor éverything else
e Millbors beye nged them-
salves on o Ade and cheared nnd
shoted  thomeelves hosese.  The
Bhafficld lads did ohe same on e
other wide,  The fonles wis long
and stibbirrn, for the lnh:l1'|1l!-'-|“
fonnd  the * Warfuens™
worthy of thelr siesl. ' Bub thn
endl they vindieated thelr pame and
the gamo wee theirs with a oarrow
ATEL,

When conquerars and eonquered
Toft the grounds the exvitvment
rapidly sibsided,  Bliis foiod Gim-
welf mest to Mr, Buesoss, whi had
ool dewn Lo ser the  gie ot
Allnn's puest, e shook hands
with Hiis in & Friendly fashion,
Tooklog deetly at the fnd  Froom
umder his bushy

W Pertty woll played game, eh 3"

:

torugs for sureelves.”

* Here comes Maother Buteh," exchimed
Bert Machonndd with n bough, * Hbe's ot
i big basket, afd | wiereant theve's some
thing to eat in i, Hoerol

Eilla looked in the direction (ndicated
with o fnde auddenly grown crimsan, o
Loew what ko would see—n [litle stout
womap in on  odil-fashioned bonnet  and
whiwl, selling copkies to the ofowd a8 e
pluddad through i,

For.a minate be tureed swny. Al his
eronien were there, 0x well as Allan Buor-
gves, who lad oome mp oo spénk te his
father, For tne belel Inslant Ellig was
tempted fo wall swifily wway, The  old
eoaky woman," as the boys wors malling
foe, had wot yoi woonm him

4T belivve 10 po nnd bxveat in some of
those coakies mysell,” said Mr Burgesa
H They fook good, ke the ones my mothee
used to mmke when | wea o Hetle shover,”

Siddimly Elin stepped forwnrd nnd el
bowed his woy (hrough the ecrowd A
fhish of abihee wad oa fds faee, bt this
Abnie I woe shome of Wmewlf, [ voles
wia clenr and -:wl;r when he renched the

“That ban |'L in too heavy for yom,
Anity,” he sild gently. “Hers, I8l me
mkw "

e turned amd faced the boye squaredy
" Come om, boye, I'm rmnisg this thing
mow, Aumty, you must go and sii down
ower thore oider the frees. T sell yiur
cnkes for you."

The ol wotman, whose tred, lned faoe
bl Hahted mp sith love and pride; tried
sa protest, bt Tllis put her aside gently.

head & little bigher, He did oo see the
furious look that Allan Burgees flaslied ot
Nell Blale bofore o suld :

“ Gl me ialf & dosen cookdes, Banmders,
there's n good fellow. I'm so eavencos |
o't walt till 1 get to the wpread the
“Wayfarers' have for na. Thonk you™

AR AHan moved awoy, mubnching his
purchases, the sthor boys erowded wround

ngain and bought their eookies. Kllie
pazsed oot enkea wnd ehanged guariers
with his osusl sy maooer: In & [ew

mimutes the baskst was empty, amid he
hiicned Lo the Ditle woman onder  the

toee,

“Cams now, Aunty, we'll go bome. |
wnnt o spend the rest of my thoe bers
with youw. You'll ezeuse me, won't w
bogw?"

Oy, ceetalnly,” anid Neil Bioir, with n
frint snoer in his tone, Bor Nelon Hviss
witlked up to tho ald lady sod hebd out ik
Bnnel.

“1 want to shike bands with tho aunt
of the womrtesi boy at Milibore Academy,”
he wnid bonrtily, * Hw's going to earry off
all the booors, #nd we're pioud of hlin
for it. He ls my especinl ersoy and 'm
glwd 10 meer hin anoe"

e ol womnn's wary face Sushed with
e,

Y Think yoo," sbe aiid, “Elis_ls 0
good bop ongd abwsys waa  I'm gind do
think be ks o bit clever boo, wid 1hat lis
elismatey ke bim."™

W Eills and his aunt bad gond, tha
aibspr bhoys Burrled of fo yarlous directions,
Anil Mr. Turgess, who bnd heon n gpeectn-
itor of the whole nffair. foand himsell albise,
He nodde] his hend seversl times
o0 pecullnr wny, Ay it ls
||||mnnn\ noquEiniances, seving thot,
hinve ald

" Burgess: bns mndn np bis mind
heist something,”

The Millbore boys om the briin
lliat évening were even  mane
hitarioas thaw In the morslug, if
that wos pessitle, Ome ot iwo of
Eills' former friends avalded bim
mignifienntly, bui the ethors mails
oo diference, ood Wilis upderstood
thal mest of ks Fricods Were
worlh having,  For the firs il
sinve le Nind lefe the lirtle bokery
in Bhelllsld two yewrs befure, |
wns rid of o vopue feeling that ho
wns aailing wnder falsy colors.  He
bl wevor heen able to frep himself
of the belicl, snobbish though he
koow it to be, that if the Aeademy
bays knew of that bakery aml the

quesr, plain  Hitle  woman  who
temided B, they, wookl look dewn
an i

A woek bator, Fllls Bannders was
notitied . that the Btesl Company
had necepted his appiention for
b vacent position, wud wooll 0x-
et him to begin work bnumedin je
ly afine hin graduntion,  Allan
Butgiss mel bim the same aftees
msan on the ok,

* Congritabtions Baandird §
Father | has. informed me  {hat
you've got the place,  Geod for

Fou T
A0t In good for me" eald Eilia
frankly, “bot 1 doo't anderasnd

be said good-Bunserediy. how 1 cxme to got 1t That man
Eiiis  nodded  enthusinstienlly. from Bhattuck Dow, aml  Nell
e lovineibdow'  wonld  Jnok = w  Blai—"

out for that,”™ e snid provly. TN BTN TN 95 K DO Mt * MoTHI SR 4Nl Minirs chonees  fimmlsd

. I'm pavenously longry,”
Interferted Nelson Ervane, the san

of a Millbore millioanire the “ Higgest
awell." ns the boys sabd, st the Actdemy,
“Waonder where an obsoure  individual
tlee mysell can get o bite. The * Tnvinel-
bilew’ e U be lgiched by their feieods the
enemy, but we mg-tag ael beb-tall most

AN BENT CALLED MER

H You're tieed out ag it I This s oy
place. 1 won't lot thom cheat yoo,” he
waiii Lnughingly.

For & minats thire bad been an amnged
silopoe wpound them,  Then Nell Dinir
langhed alaid, Ellis board and Hfted his

ot on the doy of the foothall
maich,” soswersd Rurgess  with
his charneteri nhrug, * and by the same
tukin yours went Futbar taok o foncy
to you that dey—ssid thik you wers i man
nitsr bils own henet, When he came e
from Bheffichl you had practinelly got ihe
(flenfinued om page 5
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ert Macdonald and Archie Adams were talking together on the Academy

campus at Millboro. Ellis Saunders had just gone past with his books under his
arm. They watched his straight, well-set-up figure down the elm-shaded street.
“What does Ellis mean to do when he graduates?” asked Bert. “Go to college?”

“No. He is going right to work if he can find anything to do,” answered Archie.
“He has applied for that position in the Steel Manufacturing Company that Jack
Wallace had.”

“He hasn’t much chance there. Neil Blair is almost sure of that. His father has a
‘pull,’ he says.”

“Well, I’'m not so sure about that as Neil is. Mr. Burgess is the man who has
most to say in the matter, and I've been given to understand that he doesn’t
altogether favor Neil. Thinks his academy record isn’t just what such a responsible
employé’s ought to be, I imagine. But there are other applicants, all of them with
some influence at their backs, and some of them are just as competent as Ellis. He
hasn’t anyone to push his claims.”

“Well, Elliis is a fine fellow,” said Bert heartily, “and I hope he’ll get something
else if this goes against him. Burgess is an odd ticket anyway. They say you never
can tell what he is going to do till he does it; but they have great faith in his judgment.
Well, I must be off. A fellow mustn’t waste time, with exams only two weeks away.”

Meanwhile, Ellis Saunders had gone to his boarding house in a brown study. He
had been talking to Allan Burgess, the captain of the Academy football team, and
Burgess had told him that a match had been arranged between the “Invincibles,” and
the Sheffield High School “Wayfarers,” to be played at Sheffield, fifty miles distant, in
a week’s time.

“Dr. Whidden has given us a holiday for it, and all the Academy boys must go
for the honor of Millboro. We’ll have a regular celebration, especially if we wipe the
‘Wayfarers’ out of existence, as we fondly hope to do,” he concluded with a laugh.

Ellis did not respond as enthusiastically as usual. His face had flushed slightly at
the mention of Sheffield, and he listened rather absently to Burgess’ details. Just
before they parted the latter said: ““You’ve applied for the position in the steel works,
haven’t you, Saunders?”

Ellis nodded.

“Thought as much from the questions father has been asking about you. Was
glad my answers could be favorable. Hope you’ll get it.”

“I don’t expect it in the least,” said Ellis, rather curtly.

Burgess shrugged his shoulders.

“Well, you can never tell. Neil Blair has lots of pull, and there’s a Stanton fellow



from Shattuck that father rather likes. Still, I think you’ve a good fighting chance,
Saunders.”

At first Ellis wondered if he could escape going to the football match. He
decided that he could not, and then told himself firmly that he was a cad to want to.

Ellis belonged to Sheffield. Allan Burgess did not know that; not many of the
Academy boys knew it. Indeed, it was surprising how little they did know about Ellis
Saunders, in spite of the fact that he had many friends, and was one of the most
popular boys i school. They could not even have told if he were poor or well off.
All that any of them knew, was that his parents were dead and that he lived with an
aunt. He dressed well, belonged to two or three societies, and always contributed
his share to any Academy project.

On the day of the football match the train that left Millboro in the morning, was
crowded with very hilarious boys. Every academician who could stand on his legs
went down to Sheflield, and one or two unfortunate lads who were sick and could
not go, thought that there was really nothing worth living for.

Ellis Saunders was, perhaps, the only one who did not enjoy himself. He was
quiet and abstracted. His chums concluded he was not feeling well, and left him to
himself.

When the train reached Sheffield the High School boys were down to receive
the “Invincibles” in state. The two teams greeted each other frantically and then all
hurried to the football grounds, for it was almost time for the game to begn.

Sheflield was a small village, but there were a great many people in it, judging
from the crowd around the grounds. Everywhere Ellis encountered faces he knew.
He nodded pleasantly and sometimes stopped to speak, but his eyes roved over the
scene as if seeking for something else. Presently he gave a little sigh of relief.

“She can’t have come,” he thought. “I am a cad to feel relieved. Still before all
those fellows, and Allan Burgess and Nelson Evans, too! I’ll go up and see her after
the game is over, of course.”

When the match was fairly on, even Ellis forgot everything else. The Millboro
boys ranged themselves on one side and cheered and shouted themselves hoarse.
The Sheffield lads did the same on the other side. The contest was long and
stubborn, for the “Invincibles” found the “Wayfarers” foemen worthy of their steel.
But in the end they vindicated their name and the game was theirs with a narrow
margin.

When conquerors and conquered left the grounds the excitement rapidly
subsided. Ellis found himself next to Mr. Burgess, who had come down to see the
game at Allan’s request. He shook hands with Ellis in a friendly fashion, looking



keenly at the lad from under his bushy eyebrows.

“Pretty well played game, eh?” he said good-humoredly.

Ellis nodded enthusiastically. “The ‘Invincibles’ would look out for that,” he said
proudly.

“Well, I’'m ravenously hungry,” interjected Nelson Evans, the son of a Millboro
millionaire and the “biggest swell,” as the boys said, at the Academy. “Wonder
where an obscure individual like myself can get a bite. The ‘Invincibles’ are to be
lunched by their friends the enemy, but we rag-tag and bob-tail must forage for
ourselves.”

“Here comes Mother Bunch,” exclaimed Bert Macdonald with a laugh. “She’s
got a big basket, and I warrant there’s something to eat in it. Hurrah!”

Ellis looked m the direction indicated with a face suddenly grown crimson. He
knew what he would see—a little stout woman i an old-fashioned bonnet and
shawl, selling cookies to the crowd as she plodded through it.

For a minute he turned away. All his cronies were there, as well as Allan
Burgess, who had come up to speak to his father. For one brief instant Ellis was
tempted to walk swiftly away. The “old cooky woman,” as the boys were calling her,
had not yet seen him.

“I believe I’ll go and invest in some of those cookies myself,” said Mr. Burgess.
“They look good, like the ones my mother used to make when I was a little shaver.”

Suddenly Ellis stepped forward and elbowed his way through the crowd. A flush
of shame was on his face, but this time it was shame of himself. His voice was clear
and steady when he reached the cooky woman’s side.

“That basket is too heavy for you, Aunty,” he said gently. “Here, let me take it.”

He turned and faced the boys squarely. “Come on, boys, I’'m running this thing
now. Aunty, you must go and sit down over there under the trees. I'll sell your cakes
for you.”

The old woman, whose tired, lined face had lighted up with love and pride, tried
to protest, but Ellis put her aside gently.



THE BOYS DECIDED TO BUY COOKIES FROM “MOTHER BUNCH,” AS BERT CALLED HER.

“You're tired out as it is. This is my place. I won’t let them cheat you,” he said
laughingly.

For a minute there had been an amazed silence around them. Then Neil Blair
laughed aloud. Ellis heard and lifted his head a little higher. He did not see the furious




look that Allan Burgess flashed at Neil Blair before he said:

“Give me half a dozen cookies, Saunders, there’s a good fellow. I'm so
ravenous | can’t wait till I get to the spread the ‘Wayfarers’ have for us. Thank you.”

As Allan moved away, munching his purchases, the other boys crowded around
again and bought their cookies. Ellis passed out cakes and changed quarters with his
usual easy manner. In a few minutes the basket was empty, and he turned to the little
woman under the trees.

“Come now, Aunty, we’ll go home. I want to spend the rest of my time here with
you. You’ll excuse me, won’t you, boys?”

“Oh, certainly,” said Neil Blair, with a faint sneer in his tone. But Nelson Evans
walked up to the old lady and held out his hand.

“I want to shake hands with the aunt of the smartest boy at Millboro Academy,”
he said heartily. “He’s going to carry off all the honors, and we’re proud of him for it.
He is my especial crony and I’'m glad to meet his aunt.”

The old woman’s worn face flushed with pride.

“Thank you,” she said. “Ellis is a good boy and always was. I'm glad to think he
is a bit clever too, and that his classmates like him.”

When Ellis and his aunt had gone, the other boys hurried off in various
directions. And Mr. Burgess, who had been a spectator of the whole affair, found
himself alone. He nodded his head several times in a peculiar way. Any one of his
business acquaintances, seeing that, would have said:

“Burgess has made up his mind about something.”

The Millboro boys on the train that evening were even more hilarious than in the
morning, if that was possible. One or two of Ellis” former friends avoided him
significantly, but the others made no difference, and Ellis understood that most of his
friends were worth having. For the first time since he had left the little bakery in
Sheffield two years before, he was rid of a vague feeling that he was sailing under
false colors. He had never been able to free himself of the belief, snobbish though he
knew it to be, that if the Academy boys knew of that bakery and the queer, plain
little woman who tended it, they would look down on him.

A week later, Ellis Saunders was notified that the Steel Company had accepted
his application for the vacant position, and would expect him to begin work
mmediately after his graduation. Allan Burgess met him the same afternoon on the
campus.

“Congratulations, Saunders! Father has informed me that you’ve got the place.
Good for you!”

“It is good for me,” said Ellis frankly, “but I don’t understand how I came to get



it. That man from Shattuck now, and Neil Blar—"

“Neil Blair’s chances fizzled out on the day of the football match,” answered
Burgess with his characteristic shrug, “and by the same token yours went up. Father
took a fancy to you that day—said that you were a man after his own heart. When
he came home from Sheflield you had practically got the situation then. And look
here, Ellis, will you ask your aunt for her recipe for those cookies? I never tasted
such delicious ones, and father says so, too. My mother never could make good
cookies, bless her, but she says she’ll try to learn if your aunt will give her the
recipe.”

“I can give it to you myself,” said Ellis with a laugh, “for I’ve helped aunty make
them hundreds of times.”
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