CLAVERING OF THE REMOVE!

MNs. 518. Vol. XII.

— e L L —

e S

-

1 - o oy T
o e

; _"‘ T Y e

CLAVERING AMONG THE NUTS!

Copyright in the United States of America. 12-1-18




2

THE MAGNET LISRARY.

No. B18,

Fl mn> | calmy ) o calid icalny ] @By @Byl GEB: Gl ) CEme ] o]

T T T T

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Mew Boy at Greyirlars !

b C LAVERING t*
(1] ﬁ:;.' 1::,.?. ajr !l,
Mr. Quelch started, as well he

might,

The Remove fallows glanced round
caricusly, ,

I% was certainly the first time that the
Romove-master of Greyiriars had re-
received that reply when addressing a
member of hia Form.

Leonard Oswald Cln.ve:ins, the new
boy. in the Remove, coloured a litile as
the curious glances were turned wupon
him.

“Vou duffer, Clavering!™ whialpered
Harry Wharton, the captain of the
Remove. “Don't be funny with
Quelehy; it dsn't salel”

Clavering’s colour deepened.

“You are speaking to  Clavering,
Wh&r]t;:m!:',rnppﬁd out Mr. Qualch.
111 Em-l‘

“Kindly be silent ™

“Clavering ! enapped
master oneo more.

“Av, ay—ves, sir?"” stammered the
rew junior.

“¥You are a new boy at Greyiriars
and not yet used to our customs,” sm
Mr. iuuin::h. “But I gee no reason why
you should reply to me in such an exira-
ordinary manner, unless from a misplaced
genze of humour,”

“Oh, sirl"” ;

“If your mnfention is to be imper-
tinent, Clavering—" rumbled the
Remove-master,

“0h, no, sir! IT—]—"

Clavering’s face was erimaon now.

“You are, I understand, the son of a
military officer, and, have hitherto lived
at an inland country viearage,” said Mr,
Quelch. *“Under those circumstances,
kindly explein why you are speaking to
me like a seaman.”

ﬂFI_I_._.__‘-'h"

“The Form-room, Clavering, i8 no
place for absurd jc-i:l:-s, especially with
your Yorm-master as the object of
them." _ )

“I—1 was not j-:tl-m}g. sir,’” gtammered
the new junior. spoke fram—{from
force of habit, sir. I—I mean £

“You could not use o mode of spaech
familiar only to men of the sea, Claver-
ing;‘, from foree of habit.”

I_I_IJ‘

Clavering's voice died away.

“I can only conclude, Clavering, ihat
upon your first day in my Form you
have sought to distinguish vourself hy
impertinence to your Form-master, in
order to gain a little cheap notoriety

among yvour class-mates.”
Ll "

the Remove-

AiE R
on are quite new here, Claver-
ing, I shall pass over this incdent; but
I warn you not to let & recur.  You
understand me ™’

“Ay, ay, sir!” pasped Clavering.

Br, Quelch fairly jumped.

“What ! he thundered.

“I—I mean, yes, sir.”

“Btand out here, Clavering "

The sturdy, sunburnt new junior
step out reluctantly before the class.
He.had made a bad heginning with Mr.
Quelch, _ _

“gilly ass!"” murmured SBkinner to
Bolsover major. **All very well to pull

Quelchy’s leg, but that's stmply asking
for trouble.” .
should think !

“Off his rocker, I
grunted Dolsover, ; i
. Ihir. Quelch picked up his cane from his
BREH.
“Heold out your hand, Clavering.”
Bwish!
“Now go back to your place, and
kindly bear in mind that impertinence

‘to your Form-master is not permitted ab

Greyinars” ;

“Yes, gir!” muttered Clavering.

He weni back to his form with the
eyea of all the Remove upon him, his
e.ﬁenks burning.

The lesson proceeded, Mr. Quelch con-
sidarately prssing over Clavering for a
time. Bunter was called npon to con-
strue, and Billy Bunter's construe was
always entertaining to the Remove and
exasporating to the Remove-master. It
was Willism George Bunter who was
celebrated at Greyfriars for having ren-
dered **arma virumgue canc ' into * the
armed man to the dog!"” ]

Bunter's performances now quite took
attention off Clavering. There were
soma minutes of anguish for Bunter, and
then Wharton was <alled upon, and
acguitted himself to Mr. Quelch’s satis-
faction. Then Clavering was ordered to
stand up and construe. : X

Ho did not say “Av, ay, sir!” this
time. 'The tingling of his palm was a
suflivient reminder. .

Mr. Queleh's eves were fixed upon him
primly as he began. But the Form-
master's expression relaxed as Clavering

roceeded, and surprise and aepproval

wned n his face.

“That will do, Clavering,” he aaid.
“Yeory goad=—very good indeed; in fact,.
excellent !

“Crib!™ murmured Skinner, with a
jnecr.

“Bet you!" whispered Bnoop. “Chap
couldn't oconstrue like that without a
crib.?

Y Rotten swot, if ho could!”
Stott’'s whisperad opinion.

“You have certainly done justice to
vour tutor, Clivering,” Mr. Quelch was
proceeding. Y1 am - very pleased with
'Fﬂ'u.” )

“Thank you, sir!” faltered Clavering.

Hias palm was still smarting, but the
commendetion of the Remove-master had
brought a flush of pleasure wto his sun-
burnt face. MNew as he was to the
school, he was more than holding his own
among the Remove fellows.

When the morning's work was over,
and the TRemove were dismissed, Mr.
Quelch ealled to Clavering to come to
hia desk.

And the Remove faivly
Clavering anawered:

““ Ay, ay, sicl”

Mr. Queleh stood petrified.

“"Clavering ' he thundered.

WhaH

jumped as
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“Ya.ea, eir?’" eaid the unfortunats
junior.

*Come here[”

“¥es, ar.”

The Remove filed out, leaving the new
fellow standing before the Form-master
with crimson cheeks and hanging head
his eves on the floor. Mr. Queich ga'.:pti
at -him sevetely, but with more surprise
than anger.

*Clavering, I do not understand you,”
he said quietly. * In some respecis you
aré likely.to prove a credit to your class.
You are a little behind in some subjects,
but in others you are fit to toke your
plaee in a higher Form. What per-
versity is this that is causing you to
flout your Form-master in this extra-
ordinary way?”

“I—-1 am sorry, sir,” stammerad
Clavering. “I never meant to be
cheeky, sir—I—I mean, impertinent. If
-»it;s a way of speaking I have picked
up.

“¥on have not lived among seafaring
man, Clavering®? ‘snid Mr, Quelch, eye-
ing him very curiously,

i "PI-—P\'E konown o lot of satlormen,
gar, "

“I was not aware of that. Surely
satlormen did not come in any great
numbers to the village of Cotewood, at &
distance from the sea?"”

“N-n-ne, sir. But—but——"

« Then how have vou mized a_ great
deal with seafaring men?” sxclaimed
Mr. Quelch.

““I—I've been about a good deal, sir.”

“Bince your [ather brought you home
from Beuth America, do you meani?”

. mean, sinee-—sincs I've lived in
Kent, sic.™

“"That ia the same thing. I was not
aware of this, Clavering. But, ng I
believe yow are speaking the truth, I
shall excnuse you. You will make an
effort, however, to rid yourself of sea-
faring expresions you have picked up.
They are quite out of ]J!-II.E!E in a school,”™

“0Oh, certainly, sir!’

“Very well,  You may go, Claver-

s

jn .L'l

Ei‘ha new  junior followed the other
fellowas out of the Forme-room, his face
crimaon and troubled

Mr, Queleh looked after him oddly,
apd shook g head, He was perplexed.

here was much about Clavering, the
new Hemovike, that perplexed him.,  Yet
he waa inclincd to like the boy. The
open, frank, sunhurnt face appealed to
ham, o could read in it & frank and
manly nature. And yet—— My, Quelch
shook his head again, and dismissed the
miatter from his mind, It was futile to
ponder over a matter so odd and perplex-
ng.

Lo B s e

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Clean Bowled !

uH ALLO, hallo, hallo! Here vou

are !*’
Bob  Cherry’s  powerful
voree preeted Clavering as he

came out into the quad with a clouded
brow,.
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He looked up, and all tne Famous
Fire gave him friendl:r looks.  Harry
Wharton & Co. lilked the new junior, and
toock more than usual interest in him
because Captain Clavering had fallen 1o
the war.

“ Hallo !
fusedly.

"You bounder!" spid Dob, shaling a
warmng finger at him, " You mustn't
pull Quelchy’s log 1n class!  We rag
Moasoo o biile sometimes, and some-
times the old Gander, but Quelchy's too
dangerous. He bifea!”

“He do=he does ! grinned Nugent.

“What on earth did syou do it for,
Clavering 7' asked Johnny Bull

“I—I did not mean to,”" faltered
Clavering, *I never intended—--"

“Then why did you answer him lile
& sailorman talking to a skipper?”
galed Harry Wharton, laughing.

YIt—it was habat, I mean——-7+

“You haven't heen to sep !’ exciaimed
Bob.

“ I—I'va boen on the eea a great deal,™
said Clavering,

“My hat! I thought you lived at an
inland place. Of course, you had a lon
voyuge coming over from  Bouth
America, but yvou didn't travel in the
forecastle, did vou ¥

“N-n-no !

HiWell, then——  Yaroooh!™ roared
Bob Cherry suddenly, as his remarks
wers Interrupted by a snowball whizzing
aorosd the gquad and catching him under
the left car

replied  Clavering  con-

¥

“Ha, hp, ha!”

HOw! Oococh! Oh!” gasped Bob,
gtabbing at the snow in his collay, I
—I'll— Who was that?"

- “Ha, ha, ha!” roared Temple of the
Fourth, whose unerring aim had landed
the miszile on Bob's neck,

“You Fourth-Form monkey !" yelled
Bob. " Give 'em socks, you fellows !

There had been a heavy fall of snow,
and & good deal of it wes left in the
old qung. The Famous Five prabbed u
gnow nf once in handfula, under a fusil-
Iade from Temple, Dabney & Co, of the
Fourth. Snowballa were soon whizzing
on all sides.

“{zo0 it, Remove!” shouted Johnny
Bull “Pile in, Clavering, you asa!
What are you standing like a stone
imaga Ecrr?l” -

“Ay, av ! gaspe avering.

Ho realised that, as o member of the
Remove, he was called upon to back
up. He joined in the enowballing with
great zeat,

“Dack up, Remove!™ shouted Whar-
ton.

Remove fellows came racing up from
all sides.

There was a crowd of the Fourth with
Temple, and a snow-battle was soon
raging far and wide.

Clavering, his face flushed and his eyes
sparkling, joined in ans if he had been
at Greyiriars a2 whole term at Teast. He
was surprised to find himeelf so soon
feeling at home in his new quarters.

"’I:}'gargﬂ!" shouted Wharton. * Come
Orm -

Temple & Co. baclk

towsrds the gates.

he air was thick with flving snow-
balle, and Cecil Reginald Temple wns

dy "hmﬂed cver, and Feter Todd
pnd Squiff were rolling him in the snow.
His comrades rushed to his rescue, but
they were driven back, and they had to
retreat across the guad.

The Fourth made a last stand in the
gateway and round the porter's lodge,
Missiles fairly rained upon them from
the hilarious Hemovitea,

“Look out!" shouted Tom Brown
puddenly.

Hands that were raised to hurl enow-
balls dropped to the juniors” aides again

were driven
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Sir Hilion in the wars !

(See Chapter 2) ]

as a tall, angular figure came striding in
at the gates.

It was Sir Hilten Popper, a great local
magnate, and a governor of Greyiriars.
Air Hilton was not pr:imlar at Greyfrivrs
and the juniors would have been gla
envugh to snowball him, but they did
not venture to do so.

But the warning camo too late for

Clavering, who was in the very act of

hurling a maesive ancwhball,
Smash ! o .
Right upont Sir Hilton Popper’'s pro-
minent nose the missile ¢rashed, and the
balrlc:n-at staggered bacl with a gasping
ell.
o Gurrergggh !
“Oh, crumbs!™ gosped Bob Cherry.
*You've done it now, Clavering 1”
“The donefulness is terrific!” ejacu-
lated Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, “ The
clear-off-fulness is the proper caper now,
my csteemed chums ™
And the Removites fled.
Bob Cherry caught Clavering by the
arm and ruthed him away with the rest,
The Fourth-Formers had alsio melted
away as if by magc.

Sir Hilton Popper sab in the gateway |

and gaaped. )

The baronet had Leen fairly floored
by that unexpected missile, and the ex-

reERion On fliﬂ face was what [Iurres
giugh would have deseribed, justly, as
*terrifie.” ) . )

Tiut the juniors did nol walt to see
how he looked. In a few seconds the
Famows Five were in the Cloistors, and
the other fellows had scaticred far and
wide.

“0Oh, holy smoke!” gasped Bob
Cherry, rteleasing Clavering’'s  arm,
# Fairly on the merey dial | Ha, ha, ha!"

The chuinz of the Romove roated, The
sudden fall of the tall, pompous baronet
hiad streck them as extremely comie,

“Who—whe was it?"” gasped Claver-

g, ; ;
“Don't wyou know? Sir  Hilton
Popper ! said Wharton.
lavering started.
“8ir Hilton Popper! My—my guar-
dian '™

“Your merry old guardian ! grinned

Bob Cherry. *“Don't you know
own guardian by sight, young 'un?

“We've never met,™

“All the better for you. Hea isn't a
nice man to meet!” grinned Frank
Nugent, I hope he didn’t apot it was
vou who floored him. He will be in a
terrific wax[”

“It was an accident!
him 1"

- Ha, ha, hal®
~ “Y¥ou don’t like him?" asked Claver-

IMEr,

E‘i‘-’n fear! He's a  regulhr old
Prussian !"" enid Bob., “No offence, you
konow ! he added,

Clavering smiled, 5

Bob Cherry econted cautiously alon
the Cloisters, and peered into the quad,
keeping out of sight, Bir Hilton Popper
was striding towards the School House,
evidently in 8 towering rage.

He disappoared into the House, and
Bob Cherry rejoined hia chums, grinning.

“Spotted him ?" asked Harry.

Iﬂl i

1 didn't see

“¥eg; ho's gons in. Looks like &
Huon '
“The Hunfulness is terrific!™ said

ITurree Jamset Ram Singh., “It will be
sage and prudent for Clavering to kee
it darkfullf that he floored the estéeme
and ridieulons baronet." :

“He ocan't have seen dum," eaid
Nugent, ““But if he males the Head
I rpe——

“We'll all bear witnesa that it waa an
accident,” said Johnny Bull

Clavering looked troubled.

“ Burely he will believe that it was an
accident ™ he exclaimed.

HAhem! He jsn't of a trusting dis.
position.”’

“But it was, vou know 1"

“¥Yes, we know, But old Popper
doesn't 1" .

“Hallo! There's Smithy's pater !

exclaimed Bob.

Mr. Samucl Vernon-Smith, the father
of Vernon-Sinith of the Bemove, camo
slowly thtnuj;h the Cloisters, wall:inﬁ
with his hands clasped behind him, an
a thoughtful expression on his face. The
millionaire was leaving Greyiriars that

Tre Magrer LIBRARY.—No. 518,
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day. He had been staying there becauso
his son was in the sanatorium, laid up.
The juniors capped him respeectfully,

“How is 3mithy?”* asked Hnarry
Wharton.

Mr. Vernon-Smith looked up.

“Ha ia better to-day,”t he said. “He
will be out in a few days, 1 hope.”

“0Oh, good! Can a chap go in and eca
him ?"" asked Dob.

*To-morrow, the doctor says®

“Good! We'll drop in and cheer him
up!” eaid Bob heartily, “We muiss
fmithy a lot, =i 1™ )

Mr. Vernon-Smith smiled fﬂm&l]g.
He walked on, and disapppeared in the
direetion of the sgnatorivm. Wingate's
voice was heard in the quadrangls a few
minutes later. He was calling up the
Remove to come in.

Bob Cherry whistled,

“Looks like -« row for us!"” he re-
marked. “ Old Popper can’t let the matter
drop, of course, the blessed old kHun'!
Br-r-p-g.r 1"

And the Famous Five, with the new
boy, mluttantfiy joined the crowd of
ERemoviter an ourth-Formers, who
wera being shepherded into the Bchool
Hounege by the prefects.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Bounder Is Grateful !

HH ERBERT, my boy!"

The Bounder of Greyfriars
bedside.

turned his head on the pillow
as his father stopped by his
Vernon-Bmith was looking pale and
worn, but there were signs of returnin
vigour in his face. '.lg‘ha Bounder o
Greyfriars had o constitution of iren,
and, terrible ns his late experience had
been, it had not knocked him out as it
would have knocked out most fellows.

“All serene, dad,” he eaid, with =»
sinile,

“I'm glad to see you locking better,
Herbert,” The hard face of the million-
aire, usually inflexible, was curicusly
tender now. “ You're pulling round.”

“*You'ra wasting & ]?:nt of time down
here, father,” said the Bounder. “ What
about business?"

My, Vernon-Bmith smiled.

" Business comeg second In some cases,
even with me, Herbert. But I'm going
after I've had lunch with the Head to-
day. I've come in to sny gﬂnd-b{a, for
the present. I shall give you a look-in
grain, howaver.”

“¥ou won't forget what I asked you,
fother—about that chap Redwing 1"

“No. I've done my best,” said the
millionaire. **It's odd enough, but the
boy seemis to have completely dis-
appearad from Hawkseliff,”

“1 owe my life to him, father,” the
Bounder ssid, * If you'd seen what he
did—1t was pluckier than anything I've
ever seen, 1 was fairly among the
breakers in my boat when he came and
helped me, and got me ashore at Hawks-
¢liff, and then he carried me over the

chifs, or I should have been drowned in-

the tide after all. He's 8 splendid cha

—and rather a queer ar, too. He's
a sailor's son, and does i:i jobs on coast
craft, as far as I can make out, for a
livine ; but ha studies hard in his hut,
and he can read Horace, Precious few
chaps in my Form hers who can tackle
Horace as he does! I—I was thinking,
father, that you might take the kid m
hand, and perhaps send him to a good
gchool,”

“1'1 do anythin%h{ur him that you ask
me, Herbert—an ng that money can
dn,” eaid the millionaire. 5

“He's jolly proud, though,” said the
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Bounder.

“T offered him—well, any-
thing I could do, and he cut me pretty
zhort. But he's too good to be allowed
to grow up into a longshoreman. You
can’t find him "

“T wont over to Hawlscliff Parsrgrna'i'ly,
and inguired right and left,” said the
millionaire, “I spent hali & day there,
Everybedy in the place knew Tom Red-
wing, and had o d word for him. I
heard that he had gone away to take a
iob  somewhere—nobody knew where.

e waa expected to return thnuﬂ, and
I've left word for information to be sent
to me when he does."

“Good 1 said Vernon-S8mith, “I
don't want to loss sight of him, I should
be six fathoms deep now but for him.
He risked his life & dozen times over in
saving mine. But—but you'll be careful
with iim dad; he's as proud as Lucifer,
though he's aa poor as a church mouse.
His father’s ship was sunk by a sub-
marine, and it left him on Ins uppers.
He's kept himself since then, and ho's
only a kid of fifteen ™

“What was his father?"” asked Mr.
Yernon-Smith.

“Just a sailorman, T understand.”

“And the boy studies Horace?”
ejaculated the millionaire, raising his

eyebrows,
Vernon-Smith grinned.
“Yes; he's the studious sort, youn

know. He's quite gone on old " Q.
Horatius Flaccus, Not what we would
call a swob, though; he was as strong as
2 horse, and as hardy as a Polar bear.
He carried me like an infant.”

“A queer customer,” remarked Mr.
Vernon-8mith. ** Well, you can leave it
to me, Herbert. If he saved my son’s
life, he has a claim on me, and I shall
make him recognise it. He's young
enough to be sent to school™

“Oh, yes™

“Well, then, if that's what he wants,
I'll do that for him,” said Mr. Vernon-
Smith. *“No reason why he shonld
refuse that: and, in fact, I won't let him.
T shall hear about him as soon a3 he
returns to Hawkscliff, and then I shall
makue it & point to go and see him,”

“Thank wvou, father!” eaid the
PBounder gratefully. i

The muillionaire rose from his chair.

“And don’t you get running into
danger again, Herbert,” he =said.
“You've given me some days of terrible
anxiety.™

“I'Il be careful, father.”

Tha millionaire shook hands with his
son, after a few more words, and left
the ward.

Vernon-S8mith’'s head sank upon the
pillow again.

He was still weak, though he could
fael hiz strength returning. He lay in a
thoughtful mood, resting.

He was thinking of that fearful
e¥pericnce, amid the breakers that
roared and foamed round the Hawlk's
Cliff, when he had been within an ace
of death., He was thinking, too, of the
gallant Jad whe had risked his life to
save him. :

The Bounder of Greviriars had always
been considered a hard case. He was
rather a chip of the old block in that
respact,

[Elut Smithy could be grateful; and he
was grateful to Tom Redwing of Hawks.
ciff. He wanted sincerely to testify his
gratitude, and make life easier for the
sailorman’s son. Money could do that;
and money, certainly, was not wanting in
the Vernon-Bmith family, And, apart
from his gratitude for a generous service
vendered, Smithy was interested in the
seafaring lad, in his efforts to educate
himeelf, in spite of the disadvantages of
his position.

NOW O
SALE,

The Bounder of Greyiviars was not
easily moved to friendliness. Of all the
fellows at Groyfriars, Harry Wharton
was perhaps the only one for whom he
felt any strong friendship. But he was
foeling a real regard for Tom ERedwing,
and he would have been glad to see him
Rgain,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Very Pleasani Interview !
$ig SAY, vou fellows, old Popper's at
I 1t again 1"
Billy Bunter made that remark
as the juniors came crowding into
the School House,
He blinked inquiringly at tha Fanious
Five through his big glasses. :
“¥ou fellows been snowballing him 1"
he asked.
hep-rr 1 gronted Bob Cherry.
‘“Somebody has,” said Bunter, with a

grin.  “He's been complaining to the
Head. 1 happened to hear him——="

“Listening again!" growled Peter
Todd.

“Oh, really, Toddy! I couldn’t help
hearing him when he was roaring bike
a mad bull,] said Bunter. airly
raving, vou kitow, You could have heard
him a mile off.: Somebody biffed a snow-
ball ri.‘ghl.'. on his nose, and he's raging for
blood.™ : 3

“It was an accident,”™ said Clavering,
with a troubled look,

“You, was it!"” chortled Bunter.
“Then yoo're booked fer a high old time,
my pippin! Better put some exercise-
bocks in your bags! He, he, he!¥

“Oh, shut up!"” growled Johnny Bull
“There's nothang to cackle et !

“ Now then, get into Hall!” called out
Wingate.

“ By gad, what a lot of trouble to take
about bifin’ an old Hun with a snow-
ball !"* eaid Cecil Reginald Temple discon-
tentedly. *1 wish I'd given him one
now, as there's goin' to be a row, any-
way", - [

The juniors went into Hall in 2 dismal

mood. "Ther were extremely exasperated
with Sir Hilton Popper. The fussy old
baronet seemed to bring trouble with him
whenever he came to Greyfriars.

“Ry gum, Clavering,” said PBolsover
major, “T don't envy you having that
old Hun for a guardian! I'd as msoon
have the Kaiser !"

“ And it was Clavering biffed him with
the snowball,” cackled Bunter. *'IHe, he,
ha t!‘!

“Zhut up! Here comes Quelchy !

The Remove-master came in with a
sovera brow.

Hilence fell unon the array of juniors.

“Boys,” said Mr. Quelch, * someonc
threw a snowball at Bir Hilton Popper
as*he was coming in at the gates, 0

boy who did so will come with me to the
Head.™

Clavering, with a crimson face, stepped
out.

“ Tt wase an accident, sir,™ he said. “T
did not see Sir Hiltan Popper—I was
thrawing the snowball at the Fourth
Form fellows.™ _

“T have no doubt that it was an
accident, Clavering,” said Mr. Quelch

kindly, “However, vou must eoma with
ma to the Head.” . _

“ Ay ay—yes, sir!” said Clavering
hurriedly.

“Phsmiss 1 snapped Mr, Quelch.

The cuolprit had been found easily
enough. .

It Ehad not ceemrred to Clavering to
keep silent, and leave the Form-master
to investigate. He followed Mr, Queleh,
and the other juniors dispersed,

Clavering's face wnz quiet but troubled
as he followed the Remove-master to Dr,
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Locke's study. Tt was his Grst meefing
with Sir Hilton Popper, and it was not
to take place under favourable <ircum-

atances.
And Clavering had other reasons, too,
ﬁ the

for dreading his interview with
burmit, which Mr. Quelch did not
BUapeCh.

r Hilton Popper was in the Head's
study when he entered with the Form-
master. )

Dr. Locke was frowning, and Sir Hilton
was fuming. x

That snowball upon his lordly ﬁ)‘hym-
ogndmy had evidently upset Sir Hilton.

e was not the kind of man to take an
accident like that guietly, To hia arro-
gant mind such en incident savoured of
sacrilege. ] .

He jammed his eveglass into his eye,
and fixed it upk;:n E‘[av-e.ring with a stare
as if he would burn a hole in him.

“Tn that the Loy " he rumbled.

“That is the boy," said Mr, Quelch,

“T am sorry, sir,” faltered Clovering,
looking apologetically at the baronet. “ It
was quite an accldent, sirt—""

“* Nonsense " :

“I—1 assure you, sir——" ‘

“MNonsense !”  thundered 8ir Hilton.
T do not believe one word of it! It
was not an accident !” :

“Proy allow the bey to speak, Sir
Hilton ! said the Head, with a note caf
sharpness in his voice. *Clavering—

&ir Hilton started. 2

“Is that boy Clavering?”
claimed. .

“Yes, Sir Hilton; he iz your ward.”

Tha baronet stared at the new junior
more grimly than ever,

“Not my ward, Dr. Locke,' he
rumbled. 1 have taken charge of
Clavering at his father's request—a re-
quest wEich I regard as somewhat un-
reasonable, but do not care to refuse.
1 om responsible for his expenses at thiz
school, but he is certainly not my ward.”

“ As you please, Bir Hilton,” said the
Head tartly. ** At all events, this is the
boy you have sent to me.”

“And he has commenced his career at
thiz school by assaulting the man whe
has taken charge of him, and preserved
him from the workhouse!™ snorted Sir
Hilten,

Clavering crimsoned. :

“1 .ask nothing at your hands, Sir
Hilton Popper!™ he exclaimed, with
spirit, “1 am quite willing to leave

friars at once.™ .

‘*%ilem:e, Clavering ' said the Head.

“Yes, sir. DBut—" |

“You must not argue with Sir Hilton
Popper !

“YVery well, sir!”

“1 should say not!” rumbled Sir Il-
ton. “7J should certainly say not! The
oy has been thrown upon my handa, and
1 cannot refuse to take charge of him.
I expect civility from the boy., Huoh!"

Tli-ll:e junior bit hizs lip, but did not

-1,

“ And it was vou, sirrah, whoe threw a
snowball at me?”? exclaimed Sir Hilron,

“No, sir. I threw it at some fellows
we were having a snow-fight with,"” smd
the junior. “% did not %nmw that you
were just going to come mn at the gates.
How could I knowi" .

“Then it was an accident, Clavering 2™
asked the Head.

“Yes, sir."

“T am aure. Sir Hilton, that you will
gecopt the lad’s assurance—"

# Nonsense, sir!”

Tha Head coughed.

“¥ou should not have been throwing
snowholla in  the gateway, Clavering.
You might have struck anyone,” he re-

he ex-

mnrked. . i
“1 am sorry, sir. T did not think.”
“Youn nare old enough to think!”

rapped. Sir Hilton, “And » soldier's
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son should be honourable enoogh to tell
the truth!” )

“1 have teld the truth, sir.”

&4 Huh : L] .

“The boy has been very careless,” said
the Ylead.” “He should be punished for
vecklessness, Ilis Form-master will cane
kim. You may go, Clavering."

“One moment!” rumbled Bir Hilton.
“ As the boy is here, I will ak to him,
I called in order to do so, though I was
[ar from e::perh:mlg to be greeted with a
snowhall by the lad I am keeping from

beggary !

The HHead winced, and Ar. Quelch
gquietly left the study. Sir Hilton's mode
of speech was hrutsﬁ, though he was far
from reulising the fact,

“Look at me, boy!
to mcet my eves?"
harshly.

Clavering’s eyes were: on the floor, but
he raised them, and looked steadily and
fearlessly at the baronet.

“ 5o you are Captain Clavering's bey I'”

runted 3ir Hilton. **You are not what

expected to see. Ilow cld are youl”

“ Nearly Gfteen, sir.”

“I was given to undersiand that you
were very tall for vour age, and almost
B YOUNZ mman in appearance. You are
nothing of the kind!™

Clavering was silent.

“And in the name of goodness, what
tatlor made your clothea¥” ﬂilaﬁged the
haronet, WAre vou aware that your
clothes are at least two sizes too large for

Are vou afraid
said Sir Hilton

you, and flap upon you like rage on a
scarecrow

“I—1 did not muke them, sir!”
faltered Clavering.

“I did not suppose that you did!™

snorted Sir Hilton.. “ Mr., Ehegherd
might have taken a little more trouble, I
congider, In fitting you out for s echool
like Greyiriars.”
“The matter shall be seen to, Bir Hil-
iton,” said the Head mildly. * The school
tailor will soon make the alteration.”

"“Very good, very good! Clavering,
vou are aware, I presume, that 1 am
meeting your expenses at this school.
Those expenses ore heavy, and it is im-
pasible for me to Increase them by a
avish allowanee of pocketnoney. You
will receive one shilling a w['Elit; fquite
enough, in my opinion.’

“1 do not want it, sie”

*Whatt"

Y1 do not want any pockef-money,
siv,” smd Clavering, his checks bumning.
“* Weither shall I accept it from you!™

“Clavering ! murmured the Head, in
distresa,

Dr. Locke was feeling extremely un-
comfertable. But for the fact that Sir

Hilton was once again a governor of the
school, and that the Head felt a sincore
compassion for ihe fatherless lad, he
ol l_'I l'ﬂrfﬂ.jr]l}' I'I:I\'E' ".".'i'l!"i]l‘l"'{] ]Iiﬂ !'I.EII'II_IH-
of the baravnet and the Loy topether, Tut
under the circumstances he could not
take that step, and he endured the inter-
viow with all the stoiclzm he could
muster.

“I am not here to listen to your im-
pertinence, Clavering ! thundered 8ir
Hilton, “A sum of money will be placed
m your headmaster™s hands, o he puf:d
to you oue shilling weekly, Not a word!
Do not dare to answer me, or 1 shall
lny my cane about you!™

Clavering set his lips hard.

“That s all!” snapped the baronet
anprily. “You can go!”

“Go to Mr. Quelch’s study, Claver-
ing,” said the Head gently.

“Yeos, siv."

The junior went out guietly, and made
his way to Mr. Quelch. It was Mr.
Queleh’s duty to eane him for his reck-
less conduct in enowballing the baronet.

AIr. Quelch carried out hia duty, but the

One Penny. 3

junior scarcely felt the light Rick of the
c&nefm; his hand. 5

“You may go, Clavering,” said Mr.
Quelch, very gently. &

The Form-master frowned a little after
Clavering had gone. He liked the boy,
imuch as Clavering pusded him in som
respects, and he felt for him, in his posi-
tion as the unwelcome ward of a grudg-
ing guardion. He intended to be very
kind to Clavering, as somo recompen:e
for his guardian's havshness.

A few minutes luter Bir Hilton
Popper's tall fizure was scon stridin
awey to the gates. The Greyfriars fel-
lows watched him go with grim looks.
Bob Cherry had to be restrained from
sending a suowball after him.

—_—

THE FIFTH CHAFTER,
Buanter Raises a Lean !
1 HEER®O, kid!"
Harry Wharton spoke kindly,
as he cume on Clavering in the

] Remove pasasge, his hands in
his ‘kets, staring out inte the dusky
quadrangle,

There was u wrinkle in his brow, and
hiz whole expression was one of deep and
troubled thought.

Wharton tapped him on the shoulder,
with a smile, and Clavering started and
looked round.

“Fecling a bit down? asked Harry
cheerfully.

“Yes, a little.” stammered Clavering.

“MNew kids often do,” satd the caplain
of the Remove, “You'll soen shake
down here, you know, (et on all right
m your study ™

“0Oh, yes!

said E‘-hwvrinﬁ, hesitat-
o

ingly. As a matter of fuct, did not
much like his study-mnates, Snoop and
Stott.

“How do you like Greyfriars?" nsked
Wharton, generously resolving to waste
8 few minutes on the lonely new boy.

“First rate!” said Clavering heartily.
“I—I'm glad to be here. What a splen-
did old place it is, fan’t it?"

“Toppmg!"” said Harry, with 8 emile.
“Lzreviviars first, and the rest nowhere,
vou know. Wae're ihe salt of the earth
in this school, and we don’t mind saying
0, "

Clavering langhed.

¥ ou smth hiear Temple of the
Fourth on the subject"” sad Harry,
lavghing. “Temple zays the population
of the couniey consists of two sorts—
Groyfrinra fellows nnd rank outsidera.
You seem to pet on all nght with
Queleby.,  That purson chap must hava
tuken a lot of trouble with vou in the
cheory clasaics.™

“That—that what——""

“You were brought up in the vicarage
of Cotswoml, I've heard—that i3, since
vou came home from South Amcrica,™
satd Farry.

“Oh! T—T see!”

“Ouelehy was quite pleased by the way
AR l“d :'l.'(ﬂlr l'f}ilﬁtrltﬁ' ﬂ.l“_{ 5] '-":'ﬂ'l]Ii_i
have lot yon off, as it was vour first
dav,” sald Harry., " Heo wia only testing
vuti, to see how much yon kuew, and
yor vould have Blundered like Bunter if
von'd liked., And you were an ecaay first
in tho whole cluss™

“Tra you think =of"

“Que?rh:; does,”™ sapd Hurry, smiling.
“If you're a bit of 0 awot, you'll get on
with Mark Linley—he's a grinder, l’it;,r
}'cm woren't ]put in his study; but there's
our there already.™

“Ilallo, hallo, halle!" DBob Cherry
came up the stairs and jJoined themn.
“Hallo, Clavering! Thd your merry old
guardian scalp lym:‘:”

“ Protty nearly,” said Clavering, “Ila
wonldn't believe rhat it was an accident, ™
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“Regular old Hun1” said Bob, It
was old Popper's fault that Bmithy nearly
got r,irpwnedpfhn other day. Smithy went
put in o boat to escape detention, and he
was delained because of old Popper
grumbling.”

“Smithy "

“ A Remove
He's in sanny.
boats, Chavermg?” . .

“Heats "' repeated Clavering, with a
etart.

" Yes—boats I

repeated Clavering,
Eﬂ. you haven’t seen yel.
now anything about

“Oh, yes!?
“You're getting out of your “ay, ay.’
plready,” grinned Bob. " As you said

you'd had a lot to do with eeafaring
chaps, I thought you might know some-
thing about boats. Can you sail a
boat 7"

“gr:itu casily,”

“Good ! Got anything on for Wednes-
ﬂ.a,? afternoon %

‘N-no

“It's n hall-holiday here,” explained
Bob. ‘' If the weather’s fine, we're think-
ing o¥ getting out for a sail, and if you'd
like to come——"

Clavering coloured a little,

He knew that Bob would care very
litsle whether he came or not, as he was
a new fellow, and hardly known, It was
the exuberant kindness of Bob's cheery
nature that led him to ask the new fotlow.

“rd  be ﬁia o smaid  Clavering.
“¥ou're very kind !
“Bow-wow ! If you can handle a boat,

you'll be useful, toe. It's a go, then—
Wednesday afternoon "

1] Y'E’S."

“Right-ho! Come on, Hurry "

The chums of the Remove went, with &
nod to Clavering, and he was left alone
again, His face was more cheery now.
Ife thought wistfully that he would hke
to have a friend like Bob Cherry, and he
wotidered whether he would ever be «n
chummy terms with that exceedingly
cheerful young gentleman,

“T say, Claveting !" _ :

It was Billy Bunter this time. His
mamnmer was effusively friendly as he
joined Clavering in the window-recess,
and the new junior regard
ingly. He did not yet know Bunter,

ot %‘ee]ing' a bit lonely—what?" purred
Bunter.  “ My dear chap, you stick to
me. I'll see you through !” .

“Will you?" said Clavering, in sur-
rise, and without much gratification.

illiam George Bunter did not impress
him as a fellow he would particularly Hke
to shtick o

“You bet!” said Bunter, “I'm a
good-natured chap! It's my pet weak-
ness to take a new kid under my wing.
I'm an old hand, you know. I've got a
gpood deal of influence in the Remove,
Properly epeaking, I ought to bhe Form
captain. But therc’s a lot of jealousy
about,”

44 E}h [1‘1‘

“That chap who was just speaking to
ou 1% captain of the Remove,” said

anter,  “ Now, look ot Wharton, and
look at ine ! No comparizson, is theye 77

“MNao, 1 don’t think there 15" saird
Clavering, with a smile. “In faet, I
should say, certainly not I

“You're g senzible chap, Clavering!
Wharton's & bit of a stuck-up fossil, yeu
know—" _ _

“He did not seem anything of the kind
to me."

“0Oh, vou don’t know him yet!” anid
Bunter cheerfully, unheeding the snub.
“That's him all over! Bob Cherry—that
othei chap—is rather a beast! I say,
Clavering, don’t walk away while I'm
talking to you. The fact is, old chap,”
raid Bunier impressively, “I'm going to
aek you a little favour.?
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ed him inguir- |,

13 {-.I'lh: I:l'l

“¥ou know how this blessod war causes
delars in the post 7" asked Bunter, eyemy
Clavering very cautious]y.

1 suppose it does,” assented the new
FRLE L L o ;

“An mmportant letter to me has been
delayed—a letter containing a postal-
order from one of my titled relations,”
siid Dunter. *“It's rather awkward.
You see, I'm actoally hard up et the pre
sent moment, The postal-order will he
here to-morrow morning at the Intest, 1
suppose you could lend me five bob? TI'l1
hand you the postal-arder when it comes
—it's for exactly five bob. Comes to the
same thing, doesn't it3”

“I—I suppose so.”

“You've got five bob—what?"" amiled
Bunter.

“Oh, yes!”

“YWell, I'd really take it as a favour,
Clavering,” said Bunter loftily. His
manner implied that he was doing the
new fellow a treinendous honour in bar-
rowing his moncy,

Clavering hesitated a moment. Bunter
witched him hungrily. DBut the new boy
extracted five shillings from his pocket at
fast, and dropped them inte the fat palm
of the Owl of the Remove.

“Thanks, old chap!” said Bunter care-
lesely. “I'll remember this. Ta-ta!™

The fai junior rolled away hurriedly.
He had time to reach the school shop
before 1t closed, but no more time io
waste on the new fellow, He disappeared
Ernmpﬂ_}', and Clavering moved away to

12 study.

He found Snocp and Stott there, and
Skinner visiting them. The three yonung
vascals jumped up as Clavering came in.,
They were smoking cigarettes, and the
sudden opening of the door alarmed
them.

“Oh. 2]l zerene! Only the new kid v
satd Skinner, sitting down again. *“ Shut
the door, Clavering !™
Clavering shut the door, and cuuihei
The atmosphere of Nao, 11 was quite hazy,
aud he found it uncomfortable,

“ Have a fag?" asked Bnoop, pushing
a box across the table towards him.

“ ™o, thank vou !

“Don't smoke—what?" asked Stott,
with a sneer.

(13 Hﬁ E!I‘

* Goody-goody—eh 77 grinned Skinner.

“1 hopa not,” satd Clavering, “But I
have never smoked. I'm not old enough
to sinoke, and I shouldn't care for it, any-
way.”

“You'll get on all cight with Wharton
and his sef,” meered Shinner. “I can
see you're a member of the Good-Little-
Georpgle Brigade 7

Clavering made no reply to that,

“Well, we're not geing to have any
goody-goody bizney in this study,” said
Sidnery  James noop Emphatica]]gi
“¥You ean take that as a tip, Clavering ™

“Ts this sort of thing allowed here?”
azked Clavering.

“Ha, ha! Nol”

“Tsn't it rather risky, then? You
might be punished !
“Pooch!  We risk that! Not much

chance of a prefect coming in !

“A—a what?"

“Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Snoop.
“He doesn’t know what a prefect is!

Fla, hal”
what a prefect is, of

“I—1 know
courze,” said Clavering. * A prefect was
z Roman gaovernor,™
“Ha, ha, ha I"* shricked Snoop & Co.
“1 don’t see where the laugh comes

in "' said Clavering ahnrp!l%.
Skinner, A
Haven't you over

“0Oh, dear!" gasped

Hoeman governor !

heen to school before, Clavering 1
& H‘:‘ .”

“8o I ehould think !

NOW ON
SALE.

And the three blades of the Remove
roarcd again,

Clavering left the study. Tt was his
own study, but he felt decidedly like a fish
out of water there. He left the three
ehuckling.

Clavering knew he had to prepare his
lessons that evening, and he had hoped to
get some bittle assistance from his study-
mates. But Snoop & Co. were thinking
of anything but prep.

The new junior hesitated in the pas-
Eﬂgg. He could gucss that Wharton or
Bob Cherry wmtlg“ eheerfully have given
hm any assistance i their power; but
he hesitated to make a demand on their
pood nature.

A pood-looking lad came rather quickly
along the passage from the stairs, Be
HtﬂPpEd as he saw Clavering.

“Not getting on with your prep yet "
he asked.

"WN-no. *]—"

“You don't know where to begin—
eh "

“It's all rather new to me,” w=nid
Clavering.,

‘* Naturally. T'm just going to begin.
I'll bring my books infto your study, if
ou like, and give you some tips about it,
y name’s Lanley,” added the junior,

“It's a bit emoky in my atml‘ 7 sand
{]Iur!f':rtng. “If vou don’t mind that

"Anyihin% wrong with the chimney "
Clavering laughed.

“No. Another kind ef smoke.”

“0Oht! I understand. Get your books,
and come along with me, then,” said
Mark Linley, with & smile. I don't
care for smoke, as a matter of fact. We
shall be rather crowded in No, 13, But
vou won't mind that "

“ Mot if I sha'n't be in ths way.”

“Oh, that's all right 1"

Clavering was glad to take his books
into Mo, 1%. He found Bob Cherry and
Hurree Singh and little Wun Lung there,
and they gave him s friendly greeting,
And Mark Linley's aid was very useful
and wejcome to him. The evening prep
passed very cheerfully for the new %c-g at
Greyiviara,

And when it was over Bob Cherry and
Mark Linley marched him down to the
Common-room, chatting os if they had
known him a whole term. They did not
stand upon ceremony in the Grevfriars
Hamaove,

Clavering's face was bright. He had
liked Greyiriars from the firek moment
he had set foot within its grey old walls,
and he liked it better with every hour
that passed. He knew that he would be
very happy at the school; but the lurking
thought was always in the back of his
mind=—what would these fellows, who
were so kind and cheery, have gaid if
they had known the strange sceret that
was locked in his breast?

Dut it was useless to speculate wpon
that,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Skinner Wakes Up the Wrong Passenger !

6t HERFE'S the Roman governor 17
W “Ha, ha, ha!®
It was Harold Skinner who

called out, as Clavering came

into the Common-reom with Mark Linley
and Bob Cherry. Wharton, Nugent, and
Johnny Bull were already there, and
they looked vound in surprise as Skinner
spoie, and the chuckle followed.

“Hallg, hallo, hallo! What's the little
joke?” ashed Bob Cherry, looking at

inner,

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bolsover major.
“T'he Roman governor! Ha, ha!”

Elswering's checks were dyed a deep
re



Every Monday.

“What on earth doea that mean?”
asked Harry Whartomn. :

He could ses that it was some joke

ainst the new boy, but he could not see
the joke,

“ Ask Clavering !" chortled Snoop.

“Woll, what's the merey B:l!-m, laver-
ing ?" asked Bob Cherry. * Do you know
why Skinner’s going off like a cheap
alarm-clock "

Clavering did not answer.

“Rlessed if [ can sea it,” sald Mark
Linley. "“For goodness’ sake dry up,
Skinner I 3 :

“Oh, I'll Iet you fellows into it!” said
Skinner, chortling. * L‘-Ia.verm;g asleed ua
what a ?reiect. was! Ha, ha!

“ And he said he knew what a prefect
was—a Roman governor!” liowled Snoop,
with a yell of laughter.

Bome of the feﬁu-wa laughed.

“Woll, Clavering was quite right”
said Harry Wharton, **A prefect was a
Roman governor, if you come to that.”

“But wa don’t come to that!” grinned
Skinner. * We were talking nbout school
prefects! Clavering doesn’t know what
& school prefect 1a!”

“What rot!" said Bob,

“It's a fact! Ask him " ]

“Well, how should he know?” said
Wharten. “ Nothing extraendinary Im
that. A school isn't exactly the whole
wide world, Bkinner. ©Our little local
manpers and customa are not known in
overy corner of the kingdom,"

“0h, rata!” said Skinner., “'Where
was the fallow brought up?” -

Some of the fellows looked at C!arenng
rather oddly. It was known that be ha
never been to a public school before, and
g0 it was natural that many public school
ways would be unknown te im. Still, it
was odd,

“Nover known a public _achwl chap—
eh?" grinned Bolsover major. * Wasn't
your pater a public achool man, Clavor-
ing?

“Oh, shut up, Bolsover!" said Bob
Cherry. " Don't be 8 silly snob! About
one man in o thousand in England 18 a
public-school man; and the other nine
hundred and ninety-nine seemn o get on
pretty well withouot it."

SRl it's fonny,” prinned Skioner.
“A Roman governor, you know—s pre-
fect! Where on earth was he dragged
“p?i!

“Pon’t mind him, Clavering;” said
Dob. “However, I will enlighten you,
a3 you don’t seem to know what a morrey
prefect is. _Tt's a mighty Panjandrum in
the Sixth Form, specially selected by the
Head to help to keep young cads like
Skinner in order, and to' lick them when
they.smoke or break bounds.”

“Ha, ha, hae!”
“Oh, don't be a silly idiet!” growled
Bkinner.

“That's what a prefect is, and vou
have to treat him awfully respectiuliy,”
said Bob., " No harm in your not know-
ing. I should advize you to pull Bkinner's
nose for him. He's always moare civil
after hiz noss ia pulled.”

“The énﬁ]-!’ulness should be terrific; my
esteerned Clavering 1™ remarked Hurree
Jamszet Bam Singh,

“Eh? ejaculated Clavering.

“That's another thing you don't know
—Inke's wonderiul Engish!" chuckled
Bob Cherry. “Inky learned it under the
best native masters in Bhanipur—didn't
vou, Inky?

#The roplyfulness 15 in the csteemed
affirmative, mf' worthy fat-headed Bob !

“ Retter pull Skinner's nose, old chap, ™
added Bob. “Ha can do with it. He Eas
to have his nose pulled regularly by
gomtebody or he gels past all himits.”

“ood egg!"™ said Nugent. “Come
and have your nose pulled, Skinner!"™

“¥es, I can see that mum-chance
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duffer pulling anybody's nose!™ anid
Skinner cmiteml?tuoualj'. “He's a Good
Little Georgie!”

“Thoa dear boy docsn’t smoke, and
doesn't like it!" chortled Bnoop. :

“Well, that shows his sense!” snid
Bob. “You wouldn's smoke in your
study, either, Snoopey, if I were your
study-mate! ¥ recommend Clavering to
lick you if he catches you doing it !

“He couldn't lick & rabbit!” sneered
S1n0op.

Clavering certainly did not look very
warlike,

He was standing in & very uncerfaln
way, with a deep Hush on his cheeks, and
his eves on the floor. His ignorance of
the use of the word prefect in a school
was a trifling matter encugh, but Skin-
ner's sneering laughter scemed to have
strizck him hard. And the more confusaed
he looked the more the cad of the Ra-
move was disposed to Eeraeﬂuta him,

Skinner was not a fighting-man, and
so he seldomn had the plessure of acting
the bully; but upon o safe occasion he
could be as bullying os Bolsover major.

The present occasion seomed safe
enough, judging by Clavering’s looks;
and sSkinnar %air vy swaggered up to him,
and thrust his face towards him.

“There tt 18! Le said, with a sneering

rin.
= Clavering started, and looked at him.

“Thera's what!” hs exclaimed con-
fusedly.

" My noga!”

“Your—your nose?”

“F¥es! PBob Cherry's advised vou to

pll it1” prinned Skioner. * Well, there
ito1a! Tall ot if vou darel”

The junior: were gathering round now.
At a glanes, Clavering was a much better-

made fellow than Skinner. Though he
was too smull for hiz clothes, he
was big for his age, and strong and

sturdy—quite & contrast to the weedy
slacker.

But though he was evidently strong,
courage and reaclution might be wanting
—and it looked as if they were, Almost
any other fellow in the Remove would
have accepted Skinner's challenge on the
spot, Clavering stepped back.

I don't want to pull rour nose,” he
anid. " Why should I? I don’t even
know vou."

“You'd want to pull it fast encugh if
you did know him ¥ said Bob Cherry.

“Oh., I'll introduce myself. Master
Funk!" said Skinner. *I'm Skinner of
the Remove—FHarold Skinner of that ilk !
Thers, you know me now! Tull away, if
vou're not afraid!”

“For goodnesa’ make pull hiz neose,
Clavering [V exclaimed DBeob Cherry.
“He's asking for it!"
auppose this 13 a joke!™ said
Clavering,

Ho looked a little bewildered,

—_—

“Ia, ha, ha ! roared Skinner., “Of
all the blessed funks—"

“Pull iz nose, Bkinney!™ chortled
Sttt

“Let him  alone!™  snapped Harry
Wharton, * What are you chipping a

new chap for? Let him alone!™

“¥ou mind your own bizney!” said
Skinner. “The chap’s a funk, and wa
don’t like funks in the Remove ™

Skinner was quite elated and trium-
phant now, He was more than suspected
of being a funk himself; but here was a
chance of reaping some cheap glory,

“And Tl tell you what,” went on
Skivmer victoriously., “If he doesn’t pull
my nose, 11l poll his!”

“Go it, Skinney!”

H¥ou hear thnt. Clavering ™ de-
manded Skinner, in a bullying tone that
was gquite worthy of Bolaover major at
hiz beat.

Clavoring's blue eves

,glan.mud.
“Do you mean that?’

he asked,

One Penny. 7

“You bet!”

“1 suppose vou mean that you are
going to guarrel with me whether I like
1t or not?? apid Clavering. * I don't see
why you should. But you won't pull my
nose, that's cortain ! *_Fhem i

Somea of the fellows had an impression
that Clavering was what Skinner accused
him of being—a funk. But it was soon
clear that the new fellow was only sur-
prised and a little bewildered by Bkin-
ner's unprovoked hostility. Now that he
understood he acted prompily enoupgl.
His right hand shot out, and before
Skinner could jeck his head back Claver-
ing's finger and thumb closed upon his
nose like a vice.

There was o wild howl of anguish [rom
Bhinner,

* Gurrrrreg !

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry, in
great-delight.

The Commeon-room rang with laughter,

Bhinner, with his nose in that vicelike
grip, was fairly dancing with pain and
rage. He struck at the new boy with
both fists; but Clavering, with his left,
knocked his blows aside—so foreibly that
Bkinner’s wrists were hurt. And all the
time he retained that terrible grip ou
Skinner's unfortunate noso,

“Leggo!” howled Skinner, in muffied
tones. “Led do! O, by dose! You-
ow-ow 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!™

* Make him led do, Snoop!™

Snocp moved forward, and Bob
Cherry promptly shoved him back,

“Fair play!™ he said. *Skinner's

asked for it. If you're speiling for a
scrap, Snoopey, you can begin on me!”

Evidently Snoop wasn't, for he backed
away with great promptitude.

“ Will you led do? wailed Skinner,

“He, he, he!” cackled Billy Dunter,
“Have hizs nose off, Clavering! Fle's
alwa -19. sticking it into something, Have
it off 1"

“Ia, ha, ha!"

Clavering released Skinper's nose at
last, and stenped back, swiling.

“I'm sorry,” he said, “but you asked
for 1t 1"

Skinner caressed hiz pose with both
hands, It was crimson, and it was pain-
ful. He mumbled with anguish.

“Lick him, Bkinner!" said Bolsover
major. “I'l back you up! Shut the
door, Ogilvy. No prefects wanted here.
O with your jackets, vou two!”

“Yow-ow-ow !" mumbled Skinner,

“Off with your juckets!" rapped out
Balsover. " Now, then, Skinner! Now,
then, Claverjng! T'll keep time.”

“*Yow-ow ! Igi'rr! nob going to fight the
cad!"” moaned Bkinner,

Skionner had had enough, now that he
had discovered, only toe painfully, that
the new fellow ‘was nob, after all, afraid
l_:lf ]'l iI"'I..

“You're not going to let a new kid
pull your nese, I suppose " snorted Hol-
sover major. ¥ You're a funk, Skinner!"

“Yow.ow-ow-ow !’

“Take wour jacket off!"
Bolsover major in his most hectoring
tone. The bully of the Remove was nok
to be gainsaid. *'You, too, Clavering!
Get a move on ™

“T'm not going to fight lem, 1 he
doean™t want 10,” said Clavering quietly.

“T fell you youn are!”

“And T tell you I'm not !

“Would you rather fight me instead
of him?' demanded Bolsover major
threateningly.

7 shall certainly not fi-ht him, unless
ho chooses,” said U[a\'erin% “1 don't
want to fight you, either; but I'll do it,
if you wish!"

“PBygad, I'll give you a chance, then ™

Bolsover major made a rush &t the new
boy, only to find himself mugﬂht in the
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grasp of Bob Cherry and Harvy Whar-
ton. They fAung him back with so much
forca that he went spinning mto =
corner, and sat down there with a grunt,

“No, you don’t!" said Harry VWharton
grimly,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Man {o Man!

ECIL REGINALD TEMPLE of
the Fourth Jooked round from
his armchair with o lofty glance.

“Would you fags mind malan’
a little less noise?” asked Cecil Reginald
in hiz most superior tone,

Cecil Reginald's next remark was
“Yooop!” as Bob Cherry suddenly up-
ended his chair and pitched him out on
the hearthrug. Cecil Reginold mado no
moere superior remarks to the fags.

Bolsover major scrambled slowly to his
feet. There was a good deal of the bull-
dog about Per:;iy olzover. He was
always ready to fight, and he never knew
when he had had enough.

“Get out of the way, you two cada!”

he roared. “I'm pgoing to lick that
cheeky new kid,"”
“"You're not,” said Bob Cherry.

“¥ou'll let him alone.™

“I'll lick you instead, you rotter

“You're welcome to tryp!™

Bolsgver mnajor tore off iis jacket, phd
pitched 1t o & chair. Bob Cherry was

about  to follow  his example, wlhen
Clavering caught his arm.

“"Hold on1” said f:’]ia.ﬂ%r!'ng i""lli-&t.l}'.
“If the fellow wants to fight with e,
don't stop him 1"

"Ratal” said Boeb. “We dou't allow
butlring.

“Bat I don’t mind."

“Oh, don't be & young ass!"” sad Bob
ood-naturedly. " Bolsover's a handful
or nme. He would make mincemeat of
G:ILH

o I'm willing to let him try."

“¥ou hear him!" snorted Bolsover
major., “Mind your own business,
Cherry I’

Ilob hesitated,
~ He could hardly insist upon defend.
ing the new fellow i the latter did peet
want to be defended.

“Well, have your way, Clavering,” hice
gaid.  “Sing out when wyou've had
encugh, and we’ll jolly soon boitle up
Bolsover 1

“You'd better have gloves on, if
E'm:;ﬂm going to bGpht,” remarked [eter

add.

“Pooh! He won't stand up to me
for two minutes!” grunted Bolsover
major. “I'm not going to hurt him;
only going to give him a lesson,”

"ﬂ%, rats!  I've pot some gloves
here,” said Squff. ut "em on,™

4T don't mind,” said Clavering,

He put the boxing-gloves on rather
clumsily.

“You've  boxed ashed
Mugent,

“ Mot with gloves on™

“Afy hat! Haven't you?"

# I—I mean—*"

Clavering coloured, and did not funsh,

1

[T

belore ™

Frank Nugent could not help giving him |

a curious look.

“Look here, if you ean’t box, you'd
hetter not tackle Bolsover,” gaid Harry
Wharton unpeasily.

“Oh, do dry uim and let him come
on ! snorted Bolsover mazor., "I'm
not going to kill him "

He came at Clavering, and the latter
put up his hands é}mnmﬂm Balsover
maicr wag a {remendous fellow, & match
for some fellows in the Filth Form, and
the two adversaries looked very dispro-
portioned.  Holsover started with o rush,
intending to knock the new Junior fring.
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Having thus taught him a lesson, as he
regarded it, Bolsover was magnani-
mously going to let him off, But, as it
hepoened, the new fellow did not want
letting off.

Bolsover's rush was stopped by a
terrific right-hander fairly upon his chin,
which knocked him backwards.

Greatly to his own  astonishment,
Bolsover sat down with a heavy bump,

“ 0w ™ he gasped.

It was fortunate for PBolsover that
Clavering had the gloves on. As it was
he wasz hurt, and his head was singing.

“Hurrah " chortled Bob Cherry, n
surprise and delight.

“My hat! That kid can hit!" re
marked Temple to Dabney and Fry.
“"Bolsover's woke up the wrong pas-
senger this time!™

“h, rather("” grinned Dabney.

Harry Wharton looked with a new
interest at Clavering. He Lknew that
there must be splendid muscular power
behind that knock-dewn blow,

Bolsover major rose rather slowly, He
was guite game, and he came on again,
but more cautiously than before,

The juniors gathered round in an eager
ring. It was something to sce the burly
bully of the Remove tackled by a new
fellow, und Clavering certainly was hold-
”.f his own.

¢ had some knowl
a rough-and-ready way.

e of hoxing in
e was at lonst

i

m——

as scientific as Bolsover, and he was
quicker, keencr, lighter on his feet—as
Iithe and netive as a panther. Pluck he
certainly did not leck. He took a great
deal of heavy punishment, but he did
not flinch from it. And he gave more
than he recelved—much more.
Bokover major went down a second
time, and a third. He came on again,
but he was very groggy. .
“Ob, my bat!” musmured Skinner,

still caressing his nose. And—and I
jolly nearly %ot inta a fight with that
merchant! COh, my hat!”

Bkinner congratulated himself. Ile had
had a lucky escape, and he was really
fecling very much obliged to Bolsover

for taking the licking instead of his
worthy self. And a licking, it was plain,
was what was coming for the bully of the
Remove.

But the door opened, and Wingate of
the Sixth looked in. The trampling of
fect and the buzz of voices had reached
farther than the Common-room.

“Stop that!” rapped out the captain

.of Greyiriars.

Bolzover major dropped his hands and
jumped back. He was glad of the
chance, as a matter of fact. Clavering
atn%ud. still, looking inguiringly at Win.
gato.

“What do you mean by fghting in the
Common-room 7' exclaimed the prefect.
“'This isn't the first time I've canght you
bullving a new boy, Bolsover |V

“Oh1" gasped Bolsover,
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Wingate frowned at hum, and then he
grinned. 3

“¥ou seem to have run up against
something hard,” he remarked. * Don't
let there be any more of this, either of
you, or you'll hear fvom me !

ind with that warmng Wingate went
ou

*Who's that chap?” asked Clavering.

“Captain of the school, and a mewry

refect ! grinned Bob Cherry, ' Not a

oman governor, Ha, hal”

“Do you have to do as he tells yout"

“My hat! Yes, ratheri™

“Oh, all right!

Bolsover major peeled off the gloves
slowly, There was a rather queer ex-
pression on Jus fece. He put on s
Jacket, and then eame towards the new
junior. To Clavering's surprise, he put
out a h1|g hand. !

“You're a good man,” said Bolsover
grudgmgly- “1 almost believe you'd

ave had the best of it if we'd gone on.
I don't bear any malice, if you don't”

“Not at all,” said vering ; and

shook hands with Bolsover willingly
enough,
Bﬁg Cherry marched Clavering away
to bathe his nese, which needed 1t. The
new junior was showing some signa of tho
combat when the Remove went up to
their dormitory. .

Bolsover majar was showing still more
marked sign imt. he was not so surly as
usual. The bully of the Remove re-
spected a fellow who could stand up to
him and give him what he, in fact, de-
served, and he gave Clavering guite &
friendly nod in the dormitory,

3

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

A Sudden Shock !

sty TART in half an hour "

S Bob Cherry made that an-

nouncement after dinner on Wed-
nesday.

It wone a ecalm and sunny afternoon,

though cold and sharp, and the weather

e

w

waa good for the projected sail on the
bay. DBob Cherry called to Clavering as
the latter came out into the quadrangle.

“Right-ho!” said the new junioe
cheerily. “I’'ll be ready. Better take a
coat, I suppose®” ;

“ Yes, rather—it will be jolly eald—and
2 searf,” saidd Bob., *It's cold enough
here, and colder on the sea,”

Clavering's eyes sparkled al the mere
mention of the sea. .

“T'm jolly glad to come!"™ he said,
“Tt's about the best way to spend a half-
holiday, isn’t it? Where are we going 3

Y Fawkscliff,” said Harry Wharton,

Clavering gave a violent start,

“*Where i he ejaculuted.

“Place called Hawkschiff, about len
miles down the coast,” said Harry, look-
ing at him in wonder,

%Iavering"s face was so startled that
the chums of the Remove could not help
ns ticing it. .

“Know the place, Clavering?™ asked
Nupgent.

iE ¥

—T— Clavering’s  voice  died
awa¥y. “*What—what are you going ta
Hawkscliff fm'?’ Isn't it rather a dan-
erous quarter T’
&5 'Dnl;'l in bad weather,” sud Bob.
“ We're not going to take you away and
drawh you, my dear chap !” :
Bob’s expression was rather eurious as
ha answered, Clavering  had  shown
plenty of pluck in his fight with Bolsever
major, but his leok and his question gava
Bub an impression that he was afrand of
a sail down the const to Hawkseliff.
“Tg's rather a leng run, too,” said
Clavering.

“(Oh, we shall do it casily 1”7 answered
Wharton., * A ripping =ail on a fine day,
too !



Every Monday.

“"Don't wou want to come?’ ashed
Johnny Bul. “If you're nervous you'd
bettef stand out, Clavering.”

“I—I'm not nervoos !’

“Well, come or not, just as you like,”
said Bob. " That's where we're going.”

#[—I--I think—7"

Clavering pausced.

“You secmed keen enough on it when
I mentioned it before,™ said Bob. * Do
you know the coast round by Hawks-
cliff 7

“A-a-a hittle, yes. But—but what aro
you going there for I asked Claveriig.
“Tt's not an eazy run for a boat withoub
a pilot whe knows the coast.™

“We want to sce the place,” explained
Wharten, “*A chap in our Form was
nearly drowned there the other day, and
& fellow got him out. We're rather
curions to look at the place now the
weather allows.™

Clavering breathed hard.

“A Grevfriars fellow was nearly
drowned there?” he asked, speakiog as
if with difficulty.

“Yea: a chap vou've heard us apeak
of—Smithy. Ile's n the sanatorium
now, "

“Bmithy! Yes, I've heard you speak
of him. supposcd his name was
Amith, from your calling him Bmithy.”

““Sp it i1s; but it's a double-bacrelled
name—VYoernon-Bmith. " )

U Y ernon-Smith "' repeated Clavering,
hig face growing so white that Wharton
gtarted Lowards him in alarvm.

“Are vou il 1" exclaimed Harry.

“No, no! But—but—hbut pou snd——""

“You don't know Vernon-Bmith, do
youl!" exclimed Bob Cherry, in sur

166,

-

* Vernon-8mith ! repeated Clavering.
“0Oh, I—I didn't know there was o follow i

bere named Vernon-Smith 1™

“It's the chap who's
Bouneer,” said NMugent.

“Oh, I have heard the Bounder moen-
tigned,  And--and his name is Verpoun-
Spth ¥

llf'[lhatlﬂ it‘u it

“But—but how dul he comme te—to be
nearly drowned at Hawlseliff 7 ashed
Clavering, stargmering.

“Ho went down there sailing on o
rough affernoon a week or two ago,”
mid Wharton. “He would have been
drowned, so we hear, but a fellow belong-
ing to the place got him out—a sailor
chap.” 3

“Do von know the chap’s name®”
faltered Clavering.

“Yes—HRedwing.”

“Rodwing I repeated Clavering, his
lips twitching. ]

“¥Yes—a kid named Tom Redwing,”
said Harry. *“ You know the name ¥

Clavering did not speak.

He was evidently teving to pull himsell
together, aware that the uncontrollable
emotion he had shown was amazing the
juniors.

“Well, 1t’s time we wont i to see
Smithy if we're gﬂing to start in half an
hour.” remarked Johany Bull, “Wili
you be coming, Clavering ¥

“I—1 think I'd rather not, if you
don’t ruind,” stammerced Clavering,

“Just as you like, of coursc,” said
Harry.

Clavering mnodded, and passed on,
leaving the Famous Five locking at one
another in utter astonishment.

“What on carth’s the matter with the
chap?” osked Harry, *I thought he
WS m_nif_rl to faint for a minute.”
UOR s rocker, T should think 1™
grunted Johomy Dull.  * Leoks to me as
tf he funks gomng down the coast to
IMawkscliff."

“I don't think he's & funk,” eaid Baob.
""He mayn't be used to the sea, though.
But he said he'd known seafaring men,
tmi“',]‘hat's how he picked up his * Ay,
L

called  the
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T here's something rathee gueer about
that chap ! said Johnny Bull, in his
slow, deliberate way. “Ile's a queer
customer. He seems a good sort, and I
rather like him, but he’s queer. 1 should
never have guessed for & minute that he
was the son of an Army captamm. I don't
understand him."

“Neither do LY said IHarry. “Ila
must have some reason for not wanting
to go to Hawkschiff. He was keen
enough on the sail before he knew whero
we were going., He's a queer fish.  Still,
it's no business of oure. Let's ,:Fet along
and give old Smithy 2 look-in.”

“That s & wheezy good idea [
Ivrree Jamset Bam Singh.

The Famous Five maﬁe theiwr way to
the sanatorium, where they had permis-
Hj'n!:: to pay the Bounder a ten-minutes’
visit.

Vernon-Bmith  greclted them with =
sinile,

“Hullo! T'm gled to see youl!™ he
remarked. A bit dull here, What are
you doing this alternoon ? Not footer 77

“No. We're going to oxplore the

agreed

One Penny. g

Bounder. “ My pater’s been there look-
g for him, and he was gone. I remem-
ber he told me he was going away on a
job. Weo had rather o jaw together. I
suppese he'll come back.”

*“Might have him over here, and stand
him a spread in the study,” said Jobnny
Bull.

“That's a good idea,” assented Ver-
non-Smith, *IHe's a fine fellow—a
sailor’s son, but a bit of 2 swei. llo
mugs up Horace in his spare time,”

“My hat!"”

Y My pater’s geoing to take him in hand
when he can found,” said  the
Bounder. *“He's proud, and rather

touchy, but the pater will make him sco
senee.  Wwith his tastes ho ought to le
at school, and that's going to be arranged
if we can work it. By gad, I'd Like him

to come to Greylriars '™
“There's & new chap here since yom
were laid up, Smithy.
chap named Clavering "
“ Mot that I remember.™

“He seoms to know you,” said Harry.

Do you know &

| Skinner has asked for it] (See Chapter 6.) ]

lace where you tried fto visit Davy
Emmﬁ\, * gaid Dob, with a grin.

“You want to bo car&%ul if you take
a boat there,” said the Bounder wari-
ingly.

“Phat's all vight. Tt's a ripping after-
noo.”

“NWow, tell us what happened to you
that day, Smithy#" said Wharton.
“We've never heard the full yarn yet.”

“Not much to tell,” said Vernon-
Smth. “My boat got amon tho
breakers at the foot of the Hawk's Cliff. A
chap eame jumping down the rocks, aned
reached me, leaping out into the boat
tilke a blessed acrobat. He brought the
hoat in for me, and it was smashed up
in the surf. PBuot he pulled me through.
Then he carried me over the chif, or I
should have been mopped up by the tide,
I]iﬂ“name wasz Tom Redwing, he told
e,

“T'1 like to meet that chap,” said

Wharton. **Tt was fine of him 1™
“Might sce him at Hawkschff," re-
marked MNugent.
“Iie's not there now,” said tha

“IHe looked knocked in a heap when he
licard your name.”

The Bounder lovked puzaled.

“Claveriong "' ho ropeated. 1 don't
remember. What sort of chap is he ¥

“Heems o decent sort—sunburnt, and
bilue eyes, and rather good-looking,”
said Harry. “He got Qu-ﬁ{:h s rog ot
by saving "Ay, ay!’ inctead of "¥es,
gir,’ in clasa, He said he'd mixed a lot
with seafaring men, and picked it up.
But he's the son of an Army man—a
Caplain Clavering, who came over from
South America to join up.  He was killed
at the Front, r chap, and this kid is
sent here by old Popper.”

“Well, T don't know Dim,”™  =aid
Vernon-8mith, “He may Eknow my
name, but T don’t know him.”?

“He's had a row with Bolsover. major
already, and as good as knocked him
out,” remarked Bob,

“Must be a good man, then,™ aaid
Vernon-Smith. " But I don’t know him
from Adam, I don’t see why he should
be stariled by hearing my name.”
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“He furned quite white.”

“My hat!”™ The DBounder was per-
plexed. “I'm rather curious to see that
chap! He must be somebody I've for-

tten. Tell him to come and sec me.

ou can bring him along to-morrow with
vou, if vou cure to take the trouble to
pay me another vimt. " i

“Fathead! O course, we shall look in
to-morrow.  And wa'll bring Clavering,”
suid Harry., “I'm jolly glad you're
mending, Smithy.”

“The doctor says I can. get out on
Saturday, if ol goes well” said the
Bounder. “ No footer for a few wecks,
I'm afraid; but I shall be jolly glad to
he back among the fellows agoan.
comes nursey to shoo you out!”

The Famous Five took their departure.
They did not sce Clavering again before
they started on the sail down to Hawks-
clif, On the sunny sea, speeding along
with canvas drowing and the waves curl-
ing under the prow, thay forgot the new
junior at Greyfriars,

Thay little dreamoed how Clavering was
spending that half-holiday.

In a secluded corner of the old Clois-
ters, away from all eyes, the.new junior
was brimping restlessdly to and fro, his
face pale, his brow lined. Unnotieng
the passage of time, the boy paced there,
thinking, fthinking, thinking! One
thought was hammering in his brain:

“Will he know me?  Will he know
mai" .

It was not till the winter dusk was
falling that the weary junior turned from
his monotonous tramp and went slowly
towards the School House, His heart
was heavy, and his sunburnt face sombre.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Hard Up!

EONARI) CLAVERING  had
I dropped into his place at Cirey-
friars, and, hke most now boye,
he ceased io excite any special
interest nfter a day or two.
quiet and somewhat reserved fellow, and
did not obtrude himself on the public
notice.  Ha was friendly with Harry
Wharton & Co., and with other [ellows
in the Remove, but he had not made eny
special chum,  His study-mates were not
fellows he could chum with, though he
had no dizagreement with them since the
tussle with Bolsover mmjor. A fellow
who could stand up lo t}lm bully of the
Remove was not o fellow Bnoop and Stots
wanted to guarrel with.

Clavering lIiked Greyfriars, and he
found pleasure even in the Form work,
owing to what the juniors considered his
rather peculinr tagles. There were few,
if any, fellows in the Remove who cared
for Virgil personally—they took P. Vir-
gilius Mare as o task, and dieliked Tum
accordingly, Bub Clavering had been
BEEN renrﬁng‘ the Eneid as another
fellow might have read a novel, and so
was set down as a swot, Why any fellow
gshould reed Latin without being com-
pelied to was a pugzle that beat the com-
prehension of the average junior,

Yet, in sprtes of somewhat bookish
fastes, Claveri., could not be considered
soft.  His tussle with Bolsover major
proved that. It turned cut that he did
not play footer, but that was not owing
to any dislike of the game—it simply
kadn't come his way hitherto: and tﬁat
was rather curious, too. But he joined
in footer practice with the Lower Fourth,
and zeemed to enjov 1t

Thera were, in fact, several cireum-
stances about Clavering that were rather
curious, but 1t was nobody's business to
take special note of them, and they
passed almost unnoticed.
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Hera'

He was a

Only Harry Wharton & Co. had not
forgotten how startled, almost frightened,
he had looked at the mention of Vernon-
Smith. Wharton had told Emithy that
he would bring Clavering along to see
him tha next afterncon; but, on reflec-
tion, Harry rather wished that he had
not mentioned the mattor. However, a3
he had said so, he spoke to Clavering
about it after lessona on Thursday.

He joined the new junior in the passage |

when the Remove were dismissed.

“We're going in to see Smithy before
tea, Clavering,” he said. “Would you
care to come with us?"” 2 :

He purposely avoided locking direct
at Clavermg as he spoke, but he was
aware of the zeared look that leaped into
the now Junior’s eyes: .

“1—I He deesn't know me,”
faltered Clavermg.

“Held like to see you.”

“Would he?”

Wharton coloured s little. X

“The faot 13, Clavering,"” he said
frankly, *“you looked so startled yester-
day when Smithy's name was mentione
that I apoke of you to him, thinking he
might know you. I spoke without think-
ing ; of course, it's no business of mine.
Smithy szaid he'd like us to bring yon
along to-day, but it doesn't matler, if
you'd rather not come.”

“I—I don't think I'll rome,” =said
Qlaveving uwnsteadily. * YVernon-Smith
doesn't know me, you know.”

“ Right you are ! said Harry. And he
faft tha wiaw. janisc—afs hiri. leokink ve-
liaved, for it was pretty clear that the
new fellow had e‘xﬁﬁct&d guestioning. Ha
was well aware that the captain of the
Remove was puzzled.

Clavering went into Hall to tea, and
after tea he turned up in his study.
Bnoop and Stott were there, conning over
financial matters, and they gave their
study-mate guite agreeable looks as he

came .

“1 suppoie you're going to have tea
in the study, Ela'.'t,ﬁ'ing'?” remarked
Brnoop. *“We generally do, you know,
and every fellow stands his whack. It
doesu’t come very high, with the new
grub rules.”

“T've himd my tea in Hall, thanks,"
gaid Clavering.

“Measly spread,’ sand Stott, I dare
say you could do with another in the
study. "

“1{3 that allowed?™

“Well, 1t jan't, na a matier of fact;
but it can be worked.”

Clavering knitte:] his brows.

“ 1 shouldn't care to work it,” he said.
“YWe're supposed to stick to the food
regulations.”

“That means vou don't want to stand

our whack in the study tea?"” asked

noop, with a eneer.

“I den't mean that,” said Clavering,
colouting uncomfortably. * But—but [
couldn’t stand my whack, as you call it,
anyway. I'm obliged to have tea in Hall.
I haven't so much money as you fellows.”

“Doean’t old Popper make vou an
allowance?" asked Stott, with a starve.

“He has offered to."

“Well, you take it, I suppose?”

1] .I'HCI'H

“Great pip! What are you going to
do for pocket-money, theni™

T have some money of my own."”

“ Moncy goes!™ observed Stots oracu-
lariy.

Hhline won't go very fast T musk be
very careful with it, and make it last.”

“¥You won't be very popular in the
Remove if you're going .to be stingy!"
anewred Bnoop.

“It isn't stingy to be careful with
money when you have very libtle."”

“This chap is another Linley!”
growled Stott, *““Talks just Iike him!

¥
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Haven't vou any relabions lo squeeze out
tips, Clavering ™

(Y | Nﬂ...”

“Your tin will peter out some day!™
remarked Snoop, “You'll have to come
on your guardian then, .

Clavering was silent. He did not see
why he should discuss that matter with
iE!mup and Stott, who were nothing to
nm.

“Bo you're going to have tea in Hall
Evm'{ da?r?" asked Snoop discontentedly.

(1] 'ﬂa.‘.,

“Old Popper’s rich. If you got on tho
right side of him you might sgucere o
decent allawance out of the old Hun."

““1 shouldn't care to.”

“Well, you're a silly mss!” )

“Let it go ab that,” said Clavering,
with a Smili.

“You'll be harder up than Alark Lin-
ley,™ aaid Snoop. ““He would be pretty
nearly stony-broke all the time, only he
bags prives.”

Clavering looked up guickly.

“Is it possible to do that?" he asked,
with new interest.

“0Ff course 1t is! There are soma
money prizes. Are you thinking already
of swotting for them?" jecred Snoop.

“Why a?muidn’h I, if the other fellows
do? I'd like to carn some money!"

“(Oh, my only summer hat! A bleased

rize-hunter ! exclaimed Snoop, in utter
liaguat.
lavering did not m'fllrl.r to that, but he
left the study and walked along to Ne.
13, where he found Mark Linley. ‘The
Lancashire lad grested him with a good-
humoured amile.

“Trot in!" he said.

“Znoop saya you win prizes someé-
times,” anid Clavering. **Could any chap
do the same, if he hked?"

“0Of course!  Any junior can enfer
for the junior privea!”

“Would you mind if T did?”™

Mark stared at him, and burst into a
laugh.

“Why should I?"

“(Oh, I—I thought—"

“My dear chap, it won't make any
difference to me. If you're thinking of
entering for anything, 'l take you
thraugh the list, and we'll see what you
ean o, said hark.

“You're joly pood!” said Eh\'eﬁt‘ﬁ
gratefully, *JI—I should like to try.
would help me a lot to win a money
priEe.”

A% ould it?" soid Mark. "I should
heve thought you were pretty well off.
sir Hilton Popper 13 fairly relling in
mmoney )

“1 can't tonch his money !

“eh?  You'ro his ward, I under-
stand,” ) . .

“In a war.” said Clavering, flushing.
“But—I[ don't mind telling vou, Linley
—3tr Ulilton hos arranged for mo to
have o shilling a weelk—--"

“Oh !

“IHe looks upon mo as a byrden, and
doesn't make any secret of 1t. 1 shall
not take hiz allowance, and, of course, 1
shall need money here, and I only kave
what I've saved., So if I could work
for some—" .

1 nnderstand,” said Marck softly.

Meanwhile, the Famouws Five had gone
in to seo Vernon-Smith, They found
the Bounder looking better, with mora
colour in his cheelks.

“¥ou haven't brought Clavering,” he
remarked.

“MNo; he didn't come, as you don't
know him,” said Ilarey., “May have
thought he would bother you.”

“I'm rather curions about that chap,”
remarlked Vernon-8mith, “It's queer
that he knows mr name, and I don't
know him. I shall see him on Saturday,
at any rate.”



Every Monday.

The Bounder was locking rorward
with somie euriosity to secing the new
junior, He did not guess with what
eclings the new junior was anticipating
the meacting.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Ponsonby Is Susplelous !

LU M, dear!”

0 It was Wiliasn George
Bunter who uttered that
dolorous exclomation,

“Oh dear ! Those rotlers!”

It was Friday, and Billy Bunter was
rolling podgil down Friardale Lane on
his way to Uncle Clegg's. Bunter had
extracted a foan from Lord Mauleverer,
and, as tuck at the school shop was
limited by order, DBunter was going
down to the village to try his luck there
as & food-hog. And he halted, with dis-
may on his fat face, at the sight of three

Fig’lu:liﬂ'{: juniora sauntering up the
ane.
Ponsonby, (adsby, and Monson

grinned at the sight of the fat junior,

Bunter was a safe fellow fo rag, and
the Higheliffians were in a humour for
a rag. They bore down upon him at
O,

Billy Bunter prected them with a
feeble prin as they came up, It wae
ugeless for the Owl of the Remove to
fun-l

“T—1 say, you fellows, I—I'm jolly
glad to seo vou ! said Dunter, i

“The feeling is reciprocated” said
Ponsonby solemnly., “ We are very giad
to sco you, Bunter!”

* Awifully glad ' grinned Monson,

“Terriﬁ-.-:aﬁy glad !"' chortled Gadsby,

“1—I1 eay, you know—--"

“I was just talking about vou, dear
boy,” continmed Ponsonly.  “Alonson
thinks that if you were bumped on the
ground you would burst, I think that
ou might stand onmec buwp without

;atmg, but not twe. What do yom
thank ¥

“He, he, he ' cackled Bunter feebly.

“Hallo ! Anything wrong with your
inside ?"' asked Monson.

“N-n-no !"

“Then what are you making that row
for 2

“f—I—— lle, hel”

“Fatty degeneration of the tummy, 1
think,” seid Ponscnby, ' Now, Monson,
we'll settle our bet, Two to ono that
Bunter doesn't burst at the Orst bump 1

“Ha, ha, hal"

“T aay, vou [ellows—" mumbled
Bunter, “Don't be beasts, you know!
You'd be afraid to touch me if Bob
Cherry was here !

That remark was true cnough, but it
was not wvery tactiul i1n the ctroum-
stances. Ponsonby's cyes gleamed.

“Well, we'll touch you,” he said,
#and vou can tell Bob Cherry we'll do
the same for him when we see him
again '

“Collar him " grinned Godsby,

“Yow-wow-ow !

The three Highelhiffe juniors collared
Buntor prﬂmptﬁin The Owl of the
Remove hit out 1n desperation, perhaps
upon the principle that he might ag
well he hanged for a sheep az a lamb,
Hia fat fist landed on Gadsby's waist-
coat, and Gaddy went over with a gasp-
ing howl.

“Gerrirooogh '

Gadsby sat rasping  spasmodieally.
That punch, with Dunter's weight
behind it, had winded him. The noxt
moment DBunter was bumping on the

veund, and voaring, in the prasp of

ongonby and Monzon,

“Bmazh him ! gasped Gadsbhby. * Ow-
ow! Smagsh the fat beast! Oh!
Grooogh !

“Favocooh " roared Bunter, as he

e gip M
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bumped. “VYow-wooop ! ire!
Murder! Roscue! Yarcooop

Thore wae a rapid footstep in the field
adjoining the lane, and a junior came
bursting through a gap in the hedge.
It was Clavering, coming back from a
tramp down to the semnshore.

tHe ran into the road,

Clavering knew nothing of DBunter,
excopting that that enterprising vouth
had borrewed five shillings of }gim and
failed to return it, But Bunter was a
Greviviare fellow, anyway, and he was
a fat, shortsizhted fellow, being bullied
-—~and that was enough for Clavering !

“Let  him alene!’  he  exclaimed
Lreathlessie, as he ren up.

Bump !

“Yaronoh ! Make ‘'em le B0 It
howled Bunter. “Is that vou. har-
ton® Go for "em! They're all funks,
you know !

It was not Wharton, bul the new
junior was quite prepared to go for the
ruggers. As Bunter bumped, he caught
FPonsonby by tha collar, dragged him
awuy, and sent him spinning wtth a
powerful swing of hia arm.

Ponsonby, with &8 howl. collapsed in
th; road. N

fonson jum ck.

Billy Dunter sat up

roaring.

“Yow-ow-ow! Is that, you, Squiff?
Go for the cadg!™

“All zerene, Bunter ' said Clavering
quietly. “I'm laoking after you I’

Ponzonby and Monson came on, with
sct teeth, Gadsby was still groaning in

in the slosl,

a sitting posture. Clavering faced the
two with quict coolness,
"H3mash him!" muttered Ponsoaby

between his teeth,

Clavering did not call on Bunter to
lend & hand. It would not have been
much use., And he did not scem to care
for the fact that the wora two to
¢ne. He faced thom, his hands up, and
his eyes gleaming over them.

“Come on, Gaddy '’ panted Monson.

But Gaddy only sat and gasped.

Clavering backed a step or tiwo as he
recetved the rush of the two Higheliffe
fellows; but he was hitting out figrcely,
and Monson caught a terrific drive with

his chin. Maonson went sprawling in the
road. .

The next moment Ponsonby and
Clavering were grasping one a o,

and fiphting furiously at close guarters.

But 1t did not last long,.

Ponsonby, much to his surprise, was
swept up in the arms of the Gregiriars
jumior and tossed away. He landed in
the' diteh, which was half-full of partiv-
imelted snow, There was a loud squash,
and a louder kowl, as he landed.

Claveving grinned as ho looked at
Pon's furious tace.

Bunter staggered up.

“Geod man " he chuckled. T told vou
they wore funke! Is that you, Claver.
ing? You kack me up, and I'll zive

wite valiant now, fell

smoate him lip and
thigh. The unfortunate Ilichcliffisn
yelled wildly.

Mavering dragped Bunter off.

“3top 1k, yvou fat dulfer " he eried.

“T'm going to smash him ! roared
Bunter,

“PDon't hit o chap when he's down '

“Ratz! They had me down, hadn't
they ¥

“&iil, don't do it1™

“Mind your own business, Clavering 1"
snorted Bunter,

“Dh, all right! CGood-bye !

“J—T say, don’t you leave me heve !
howled Bunter, in alarm, catching at the
new junior’'s sleeve as he turmed away.
"“I—1 was only joking, you know I

Clavering stopped again, Ponsonby
had clambered out of the snowy ditch,

And Bunter,
upon Gaddy an

- Bunter.

One Penny. 11

his clegant attive in & shocking state,
and his temipor in a still more shocking
state. The languapge he was using was
rather shocking, too. Poen's elegance
wns never more than skin deep.

Monson wes sitting dazedly in the
rond. He did not want another drive
like the one he had received. As for
Gudsby, he did not want uny at all.
Ponsonby shook a wet and muddy Sel
at Clavering, without coming close.

“Want any more?" asked Clavering,
with 2 smile,

“He, he, he ! sackled Bunter,

“I'll make you suffer for this!
snarled Ponsonby. “Who are you, you
cad?¥ I've geen you before somewhere, ™

Clavering comipressed his lips,

“Come on, Bunter ! he said, “You'd
better coma with me!”

“Let's mop 'em up!” said Bunler,
“Phey're the Highchillo cads, you kbow
-~ ancaking rotters—and we're down on
them ! Ceme on, Clavering "

““Oh, let them alone! 1'm geing in [

“Clavering !" repeated Ponsonby, his
eyes burning at the new junior at Grey-
frinrs. ““Is that vour name? new
Groyfriars chap—what? I remembor
you, U!m‘&rmg 1’

¥

“0h, ratal’
Ponzonby was eearching the new boy's
face, whioh grown  etrangely

troubled. Clavering seemed eager o
leave the epot, but Billy Bunter was
ttl;:%;}ﬂg at his sleeve,

“Clavering 1" repeated  Ponsonbsy
deliberately. “I've seen you before, my
pippin! I've seen you somewhere when
vou weren't in Etons, and vou weren't a
::‘-c]tt:ﬁ:ihl:i}f. Yeour name's not Claver
ing !

“(Cleme on, Bunter!”

_ Clavering  fairly dragged the
junior along the lane,

“Bit I'in going to Friardale!" gasped
“I'm going to get some tuck,”
“Well, go, then !’

“Come with me, or those rottere——"

“HRata! I'mn going in.”

“Lool: here, Clavering——

The new junior strode on, with &
clouded brow, and Billy Bunter trotted
by his side. Ile did not venture to leave
his tﬁmtf&ui}ﬂg with Ponsonby & Co. still
m the vicimiby.

Ponsonby & Co. looked e dolorous
crowd as they dusted themeelves down
and moved on to Highcliffe. Their en-
counter with the new Greyfriars fellow
had not been a glorious one—for them.

“Ow!” mumbled Monsen, as he
rubbed s chin, “Ow! I'd like to
boil that fellow in oil ! Ow-wow "

Ponsonby gritted his teethn

“T'll make him smart for it!" he said.

“Yow-ow! ¥You can't! Don’t awank|
Yow-ow 1"

“I don't euppoea T could lick him,”
snid Ponsonby. ‘' But there's something
dushed Oshy about that fellow. You
heard what I said to him "

“Yes, You were talking out of your
hat, o5 usual!” grunted Monson.

“T wasn't talking out of my hat! I've

fat

Lh

sacn that fellow somewhere before, and
heard his name, though I forget it just
now. Bug the name wasn't Ulaverimg,

He's some sort of a spoofer; he's poea-
ing wnder an assumed name™

“What rot!”

“Well, you'll gee " snarled Ponsonby.

And the three hrroce of Flighchifie
,r_.rn::%ﬂl and groaned their way home.
ward,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Great Cecasion !

L OMTE sort of a celobration ™ sald
Bob Cherry meditatively,
“"Hear, hear !

“Tho
torrafic 1Y
THE MacxeT Linnary.—-Mno. 518,
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“1 suppose,” went on  Bob, “it
jouldn’t be any good telephoning the
}m:ui Controller, and telling him it's a
eprcial occasion, snd we want a good
old-fashtoned study spread?”

“Ha, ha, ha " .

Tt was Saturday, and the Famous Five
wera discussing tjitm {fartheoming release
of Vernon-8mith from sanny.

They felt that the cccasion calicd for
aoma colebration.

Greyfriars had very neatly loat the
Bounder for good—would quite have lost
him but for the hereism. of Tom Red-
wing of Hawkschiffi. Amnd be had been
a good titng in sanny, away from his
usual hannts, A study epread to welcoms
the invalid back to the Remove was an
excellent idea; but study spreads were
very sparse in these days of war and

submarines,

“MNever mind! We'll do our best!™
gaid Flarry Wharten, %I don't suppose
the Bounder will have much of an
appetite, either. It fsn't as if we were
celebrating the recovery of Billy DBunter.

“Ha, ha! Nol"

“¥ say, you fellowsa—--" :

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Talk of angela!
Buzz off, Enntueli;;; "

1 gpy, you f s, if you're going to
gtand n::{d amithy & fee don't mind
standing my whack.”

“* Shell out, then ! grinned Bob.

“I'm expecting a postal-order—m*”

““0Oh, cheese it!" ]

“Anyway, I'll come to the feed,” said
Buntor gcnerc-usli;. “Smithy will be
glad to ese me. I'll cheer him up, poor
old chap !

‘“By bolting his feed 1" asked Nugent,
iig D]‘;, really, Franky—"

“Buzz off !" said Wharton, *"Now,
the Boundet's coming out at four o'clock,
gnu”fellnws, s0 we'll Gx s high tea {for

vol'"

“ Good I

“I'll be there ! said Bunter,

“You won't!" roared Bob Cherry,
“"Buzz off " i

“IHave you fellows seen Clavering?"
acked Bunter, unheediog. * He cashed
postal-order for me the other day—"

“ And you're in & hurry to settle up 1"
grunted Johhny Bull sarcastically.

Bunter blinked at bim.

“ Mot exactly. The fact 15, I'm expect-
ing ancther postal-order, and want
Clavering to cash that, too, Some fellows
have faith in a p, and can take his
word ¥ added Bunter disdainfully.

“Omly new fellows, i your case!”
chuckled Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!"™

Bunter snocted,

“Well, have you seen him?" he asked.
“I'm pals with Clavering, Ile's a decent
gort, not e suspicious cad, Bob Cherry !

“What?"" howled Bob.

“I--1 mean—— Ahem! Tn faet, I
went to see  Clavering !” eaid Bunter
hestily. “I backed him up in thrashing
the {Iighchffc ends yesterday,  You
should have seen Ponsenby & Co. when
I'd done with them. Bimply crawling.
I say, you fellows,” rattled on Bunter,
as his velstile mind toek a new . turn,
“is Clavering's name really Clavering 1"

Harry Wharton & Co. jumped up.

“What do you menn, fathead?" ex-
claimed the captain of the Remove,  Are
wvou fairly off your rocker "

“ Ponsonby said——""

*You silly owl!™ said Bob, .

“Well, Ponsonby eaid he'd seen him
before, and his. name wasn't Clavering,”
gaid Bunter, blinking at them. **That
was rather a funny thing for Ponsonby
ko say, wasn't it

“0Oh1"” eaid Wharton.

"I asked Clavering, and he teld me to
shut up!" eaid Bunter,

Tre Macxer Lienany.—No, 518,

"I geked him |

E]mthpr there was anything fishy about
]m_'ll
“Ha, ha, ha!”

f‘Haturniij, he would tell you!"
grinned Nugent,
“Well, 'm hiz pal. you know [” said

Bunter fatuonsly. “ It was jolly odd
what Pon said, wasn't it?"

“0h, bother Pon, and bother you!™
said Wharton impatiently.

“Oh, really, Harry "

Wharton swung round his boot, and
the 0wl of the Bemove departed hur-
ricdly,

The Famouns Five ﬁrrmﬂded to diseuss
the cclebration, Billy Bunter searched
for Clavering.

That inexpericnced youth  having
cashed a postal-order for bim in advance,
Bunter dlijé’ not ses why he should not
do the same apain, Inde
no reason why should not eash in nd-
vance & whole series of apocryphal
postal-ordera as long as his money Insted
30 far as Bunter could see.

But Clavering was not easily found., It
was quite a good while later that Billy
Bunter discovered him at last pacing in

‘| tha Cloisters, And, for & pal, Clavering

did not look over.pleased when Bunter
did discover him,

“Hallo! Here you are, old chap!™
said ‘Bunter affectionately. “I've been
looking for you."

“Well vou've found me!™ muttered
Clavering, frowning.

“Like to come to the feed?” asked
Bunter, “I'Hl take you with ma if you
like, T'm sure Wharton won't mind my
bringing a friend.”

“Eh? What feed?”

“It's & bit of a celebration becavse the
Bounder's coming out of sanny to-day,”
explained Bunter. “‘By Jove, you do
look seedy,. Clavering—quite pale! Tl
t.ﬁ.]::,i you, if vou like, A feed will do you

G |.!I
3 “1 don't want to come."

“Ahem! By the way, you cashed a
postal-order for me the other day, I
owe you five shillings. ™

“1 shall be glad of it, if you can
setile.”” ) ) )

“Ahem! The fact iz, I'm expecting
another postal-order, and my idea ia that
vou should lend me another five, and

‘take the ten when it comes,” l:-xpiained

Bunter—* Monday morning at the
latest.™

¥ Nonsensa !™

Y

“Don't bother [

Y Look here, Clavering——""

“Oh, buzz off!™ said Clavering
irritably.

Bunter blinked at him in surprise and
wrath. Tt was the firat time the pew
junior had shown an irritable temper,
even to the worrring Owl of the Remove,

¥ Look here, will vou lend me five bob,
or won't you?” demanded Bunter loudly,

“No, I won'e !

“Perhaps wou think I sha'n't setile
up !” exclaimed Bunter indiguantly.

“Yes, I do think so, if you want to
ngw ! oenapped Clavering., *"Now give
ma a rest.’

“Why, vou cheeky rotter ! exelaimed
the Dwl of the Remove, in great wrath
ak snain%_his supposed horn of plenty run
dry in this sudden manner. * You—you
rotter T Pon says vour name's not Claver-
ing aft all! ¥ah!"

Clavering’s eyea blazed, and he made a
movement towards Bunter, and that fat
vouth promptly scuttled off. He re-
turned in a state of great discontent to

the School Houwse., There Bob Cherry
collared him.

“Heen Clavering 7' ho azked,

“Wea: the rotten ead's in  the

Cloisters ! %mwlvd Buntar.
_Bob chuckled. That reply was a suffi-
cient indication that the new fellow had

said Bob,

ed, thera was.|

given up eashing postal-orders for Bunter.
He ran Clavering down in the Cloisters
a few minutes later, and interrupted his
gloomy editations with a powerful
=mack on the shoulder,

“Hello, hallo, hallot”

“OhM pasped Clavering.

- “Come along!” aaid Bob., “ Feed's
inzt ready—only a war feed, but the best
we can <o, and quite unusuwally good.
You'll meet Smithy. Like to come "

“BSmithy " repeated Clavering, with
palsied lips.

“¥es. The Bounder, you know,"

“I—1 won't come, thanks!"

“Oh, all right! Just as you like!™
a little huffily. And he
marched off, and left the mew junior
alone. .

_ Clavering presaed his hands to his burn-
ing forehead.

“Will he know me?” he muttered.
“Will he knew me? And if he does——""

He moved restlessly to and fro, and
then, as if making up his mind, he left
the Uloisters and started for the gates.

There waa a sudden exclamstion as he
eame into the quadrangle. A junior wos
crogsing from the direction of the sana-
torium towards the Bchool House, and he
stopped suddenly as he saw Clavering,

It was the Bounder of Greyfriars,

“ My hat ! exclaimed the Bounder.

Clavering stopped dead. Every ves-
tige of colour, tor the moment, had for-
saken his cheeks. The Bounder came
towards him, with smiling face and out-
stretehed hand.

“Tom Redwing! You here?”

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder’s Resolve !
&
I Clavering stood rooted to the
ground. ; :
Vernon-Smith looked at him,
did not appear to see, Eirmpped to his side.
There had Leen surprize and pleasurs in
the Bounder's face as he eame up. But
puzzled, amazed, and something move
than that.

Clavering did not speak. It scemerd as

“You remember me?"”

Bounder at last. “ You haven't forgot-
ten pulling me out of the sea at Hawke-
Clavering breathed hard. ;

“My pater went to Hawkeselilf inguir-
ing after you,” continued Vernon-Smith,
of you vet”

Stll ne answer. )

The Dounder's expression waa very
the son of a sailorman, deing in the gqua
rapgle at Greyfriars, in Etons and a Grey-
friars cap?  That there was something
Bounder felt. What did it mean?

“1 haven't forgotten, Redwing!” he
said. * You risked yvour life to save mine,
like that. I want to be your friend,
you'll let me, Redwing.” )

lf:]m'e.rin‘% muttered something indis-
come before him like some tecrible
gpectre, robbing him of the power of
apeech.
in Greyfriars rig, too,” continued the
Bounder. *““What does this mean, Red.
wing?" He did not wait for an anawer,
after what vou did for me. DBut—but
why den't you speak—why don't vou
take my hand 1"

OM REDWING!”
His ocutstretched hand, which Clavering
his look was changed now. He was
if he could not,
asked the

cliff, Redwing?"
“You weren't there,  Ele hase't had news
strange now.  What was Tom Redwio ]
wrong—something strangely wrong—the
and I'm not the chap to forget a thinigl:
finctly. he face of the Bounder had

“1 pevor dreamoed of secing you hove—
“ YWhatever it means, I am your friend,

There was a shout in the quadrangle.
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“"Hallo, halle, halle! Here he 131"

Bob Cherry came speeding up, with
hali a dozen juniors at his heels. He
lifted his hand to give the Bounder a
tremendous clap on the shoulder, but
paused in time, remembering that Smithy
waa fresh from a gick-bed. He was not
guite in a fit condition for Bob’s hearty
greetings, ] i

“Jolly glad to see you again, Smithy 17

“We were coming along to sanny to
mect you,”? said Harry Wharton., “Tea’s
readdy in Mo, 1,V

“The feast 15 apread in the festive halls
of the Remove!™ %rinned Nugont.
“Come on, 8mithy! You're the merry,
honoured guest !”

“¥ou come, too, Clavering,™
Wharton, “This i3 the new

Bmithy !

Vernon-Smith drew a deep, deep
breath, He began to understand. In
the jovous excitement of greeting the
Bounder the juniors hardly noticed
Clavering. The Boéunder was beginning
to understand.

“Clavering 7" he repented.

" 'EIE;E"H; the new chap we mentioned to
yon !

“Do you know him, Smithy " _

“Yes,” said the Bounder deliberately,
“1 know Clavering well, We've met
before.  I'm jolly glad to see you at
Greylriars, Clavering ™
tﬂﬂfvﬂring looked at him then with a
ETArL,

His eyes metk the Bounder's with =a

anicl
chap,

T must be admitted that the masler of
the Upper Fourth i3 not among the con-
gpicuous  figures of the Greyfriars
stories,

But there are not many conspicuous figures
left to be dealt with, though there are many
of more or less interest.

You have already bheen told thot when
this scrics was started there was no infention
carrying it on #o long. Dud it made a hig
hit at ence, and thua far E have only liad one
aqoery a3 to when it will Onish.

THE GREY

That came |
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mute, almost anguished nquiry in them.

Vornon Smith smiled, :

“Faney meeting you here, Clavering,
old fellow!” he said. “I'm jolly glad!
Ceome and join the festive board IV

Ie elipped his arm through Claveriog's
and walked him away, in spite of the new
junior's hesitating reluctance. Harry
Wharton & Co. followed. .

The colour was returning to Clavering's
cheeks,

Quite a trivmphal party marvehed into
Study No. 1 in the Remove. Buot
Leonard Clavering did not enter. e
drew hia arm away from Vernon-Bmith
in the Hemove passage, and went on 1o
his own study. Smithy let him go.

“You'll miss the spread, Claveping !™
called out Bob Cherry.

U —=T'tn not feeling quite fit Just pow.”
fal!ﬁ::‘ml Clavering, “Vou'll excuze

“(Oh, all serene !*

The Bounder was the guest of honour
at the festive hoard. He was in great
spirits at his release from the confine-
metnﬁ of pam::tmum. sy o i

“Ripping to see vou grinning over the
table apain, Smithy ! said BDob Cherry.

“IHear, hear "

“ The joyfulneses is terrific, my esteomed
and ridiculots Smithy !

The Bounder laughed.

“I'm glad to be back,” he said.

" Heard anything vet about that feliow
vou teld us of-=T'oam Redwing's the name,
I think?" aaid Johnny Bull.

o. 54—Mr. CAPPER.

from an obviouely youthful reader, who may i

ot have bheen moved by o dislike of the
articles, Lut merely by the mepationee aof his

years, Well, to o very great extent it is for o

you readers to say when it sholl end, 1
Ilght'.]t:m td fimigh, after tha hum
otters suppesting = finis T .
dreds of enthnsiastie }r:tt-en; I have had; but
1 should clese down if I got a lot of them,
Nothing remains quite as interesting as

not take much notlee of a dozen W

Harry Wharton or Dilly Bunter, Hob Cherry. '

or Fisher Tarleton Fish, But there are siiil
sncly as Gatty and Myers of the Seeohd,
Gwynne, Wnlker, and VYalence of Ithe Bixtl,
Hasking of the Fifth, Newlamd, Vivian, Dick
Trumper, Phyllis Howell, Mr. Mobhbs, Miss
Primrose, Dabney and Fry, Potter and
Greene, Gadsby aod Vavasour, Tunstall and
Merten—amd more besides, If you are mot
sufficiently Interested in them to have the
serica running on—say so, that's alt!  Hut
suy 8o politely, pleasel

Mr. Algernon Jamcs Capper is_on pretty
good terms with his Form. The lordly
Temple condescends to approve of him, and
Mr. Capper thinke well of Temple. No reston
why he should not. Temple, for all his swank,
is the right sort in the main. But Mr. Capper
hus somewhat too muech of an inelinotion to
exalt his own fock at the expense of Mr.
Guelch's woolly lambs—which fails to pléease
EYCryone.

From Me. Capper's ]phq:-t.n yvou might imagine
him to be a big, tall man. He Iz not that.
He looks bigger and more imposing when
geated than when standing. He is short-
legged, but broad in the shoulders, In height
he doe: not overtop the average junior, but

in breadth it takes Dunter to come any-

where pear him. Bunter would probahly he
further through from froot to back, bhot not
acrosa. The master of the -l.]m.‘ver Fonrth
usunily wears gold pince-ned, which grip 20
tightly as to give his nose & bulbous appear
ance at the tip. Ilis temper iz quick and his
temper i3 scanty. From this it may be
deduced fuite easily {my dear Fotzom!) that
he is at times: something less than abzolutely
jst.

Once, when Mr. Quelch waz absent for a
Ltime, 5Ir; Cupper took the Remove with his
own Form. It was easy enough; the Upper
Fourth are mot really so far albead of the
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One Penny. 13

“Yes, " zald Vornon-Smith calmly. "I
understand that ho's gone to school now—
a rood school. I wish him Juck !

“Oh, good 1™

“Mavr see him hero =ome day?" rvo-
marked Wharton.

“YVery likely, T think.”

“ By tha way, you do know Clavering,
after all " remarked HHarry Wharton,

“th, yes! T didn't recall the oame,
but I knew him the minute I saw him,”
said Vernon-Bmith. * He's a splendid
chap! He did me a big good turn once.
We're going to be friends here, I hope.™

“He scems a decont sort. We all pull
with him very well,” said Harry.

Aand that was all about Clavering.

The Bounder was very cheery and
bright at that little celebration n Study
No. 1. But later, when he was alone in
his own study, a thoughtful frown
darkened an his brow,

“What does it mean?” he asked him-
self 2 dozen times over. " “Tom Redwing,
the zon of a sailor, at Greyfriars umder
the namo:of Leonard Clavering! What
cant i mean?  But—but, whatever it
means, he saved my life, and I'm stand-
ing by him, through thick and thin !”

And, puzzled and dismayed as he was
by the strange mystery, that resolution of
of the Bounder's never faltered.

(DON'T MISS “"THE WHIP-
HAND !’ — next Monday’s grand
complete story of Herry Wharton &
Co., by FRANK RICHARDS.)

Remove in work. Buat in another zense it
was pot 30 easy. The Nomove s & more diffi-
eylt Form than the Upper Fourth to handle.

r. Capper [s reputed fo be a great Greek
Ethu]ar,‘ and to be at work on an editjon of
Plato (it you don't know who that ahcient
gentleman was, dJdon't trouble to  ask-—he
would nob interest you as he does Mr,
Capper!) which is going te Knock spota out
of any other edition ever publighed. He has
a buzt of Socrates {anothes Greek gentleman
you are nat likely to fake any great ipterest
iny stuck up in hiz Form-room; and while
the Memove were under his wair that bust
wis decorated with a false mowsteebe and o
cluy pipe. Mr. Capper took [t for granted
thut =otme Hemovite was the joker, and eaid
ke would keep all the Remove jn. XNot the
Upper Fowrth, mind!?

Bob Cherry said it wasn't fair—and it most
certainly wasn't, for ne reasonabler person
could stppose that the whole of Mr. Capper’s
Forim shared their monitor's enthusiastic
reverenee for Greek gentlemen who have been
dewd quite o thne, atul who jeft behind them
works rather of o boring nature than ather-
wize. So Mr, Capper cancd Hob, Tow
LDutton, quite by mistake—as usual, he heard
somnething that wns nobt spid—owned up to
the ofence. Mr. Capper caned Tom, Bunter
was caupght exling a jam-tart. Mr. Cappér
eaned Vunter. Job made a remark ahont
Mr. Capper's ability az a cane-wieldeér. Mr.
Capper caned Bob again—in fact, Mr, Enpiwr
dealt with the Remove so very lberally,
while his own Form went scotfree, end, of
course, chortled, that the Remove rose in
rehellion. Temple & Co. took the side of
authority, and there was somelhing like o
riot. The Head came, and the visitoras to
the Upper Fourth were cjected—sent to Lheir
own Form-room with a prefect in charge.

But hefore thet other things bad hap
pened. Tunter bad used his ventrileguial
ahility to ammoy Mr. Capper. The bust of
Socrates had been mode (o say “'Waltz me
round again, Willie!™—a request utterly un.
reasonable as coming from a bust, which
would be decidedly awkward +to0 wallg
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around. Soerates had alsp—like Eing Cole—
called for his pipe.
Then Bunter, wanting to be well out of the
when his P.O.—n regl one—wag reguired
to add to the Belf-Deninl Fund, vizsited Mr.
Capper's study, and profeszsed a lively
Interest im the -late Plato. DBunter did not
really feel that interest, Little as he knew
about the defunct gentleman, he did at
least know that his name had no resl nssocia-
tion with the dinnertable. But I zerved
hiz turn. Peter Todd waited to intercept
Dunter when he came owb; but the 0wl
tumhbled. and ventriloguised in Peter's voice
—and Mr. Capper coaned Peter. Too had!
It was to Me. Capper that William Wibley
confeszed his ddentity after masquerading aa
Harry Wharton's entirely imaginary Cousin
Qeorge. Dot Wib did not do that from
chelve—only hecause, being cornered, be had

-

6. A
Apart from Greek, philately is Mr. Capper's

&
®
&
2
&
&

THIE

great  passion.  Philately will oappear to
mosk ¥ou a more human interest than
Greek, For even theze whe don't collect

stamps regard s no worse than harmless
Innaiics those who do; wherens a fellow who
felt keen about Greek—well, 'nuff gaid!

Mr. Capper will take a speeial half-holiday
If he bears of a rare stamp for cule any-
where near. He lectured_ te the Upper
Fourth and Remove once on philately--also
on & fine summer afterncon. It wazn't easy
to get oub of it; but the vastk majority were
thinking of the cricket-field or the river all
the time. About thiz time & wvery rare
British Guiana sbamp was stolen from BMr.
Capper's  eocllection. Mewlpnd and two
fellows named Gadsbhy (not the Higheliffe
put) and Danthorpe were known-as keen
callectors.  Inspector (irimes was oalled in,
anid the three were questioped. Banthorpe
w3 30 mervous that suspicion rested wupon

him. Bul Guadsby was the thiel, a3 Dalton
WP

By MONTY LOWTHER.

Hawke, the boy detective, proved. The
gtnrnp wis recovered, and Mr, Capper made

BPpY.

o you remember when Dunter lost his
memory?  While he was gtill wanedéring in
mind Mr. Capper caught him wandering-{n
cap and gown, and, on being interrogated,
Williamy George gald that his nome was
Capper, and hiz statua that of a master, Did
ar, Capper:treat him with sympathy? Mr.
Capper did net, He tock Bunter to Mr.
fuelch, and Henter's memory was quickened
Iy a smart and smarting application of the
cana,

Mr. L‘;:PpEr was once suspected by Mr.
Oneleh of having had too much to drink.
But it was not his faull—Alopzo was to
blame, and there was no warrant in fact
for the suspicion.

Not a bad sert, on the whole, the master
of the Upper Fourth, though the Ilemove
searcely love him!?

FEEESHEHTEEHIEHHEIEHRRETEILHEO HFHOSTOTHHEHREH IS HHBBRGTRLEEDHS
Extracts from “THE GREYFRIARS HERALD?” 5
and “TOM MERRY’S WEEKLY.”
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{A Liutle impression of life at St. Jim's in 1917 if our civilisation had not advanced since ths Stonez Age.

1 WONDAH what those wottahs will be
up to pext?”
Thus speculated Arthur Awvgustus
IV Arcy.
He wae standing in the mouth of ihe
#chool Cave at St. Jim's Habitatton. He
wasd drrayed in & beauwtiful garb of nicely-
pressed ‘leaves and sections Teddy Bear's

cont,
gruntcll and thumped hiz club on

Herriea
Erownn
"We'll “bhiff those New Cave bounders if
¥ come over here!™ he sald
“Better idea to over fo iheir cave and
rag ‘em frst,” snid Digby, as he started
polsoning a fresh set of arrowe.
“Wippin' iden, bal Jove!" snid bthe swell of

g cave.

The Fourth-Slabbers—they sat on slabe in-

atend of forms, ryou  see—emerged from
the cave and made their way amongst the
trees fowards the New Coave. Figging & Co.
had been giving A lot of trouble lately. They
had been warrlng on the School Cave to an
alarming extent. (usay had. just missed
belng finttened into & new shape by a plece
of rock overbalaneed from s precipice onl
the previous day, and Digby had been chase
by s fierce pterodactyl which the New Cave
fellows kept as n mascotb,
. The Fourth-Slabbera approached the New
Cave stealthily, They wers just getting their
bows and wrrows ready when s sudden rustie
attracted their attention. CQussy Iooked
ahove him nmunfst. the trees, and stnrted.

"Look!" he whlspered. “There's Watty!”

Sure enotigh, Mr. Ratcliff, of the Kew Cave,
wi3s swarming through the. trees, swinging
from bough to bough with amazing dexterity.

“T' pot him!" said Joack Blake, drawing
b arrow. “You just watch!™

The arrow shot from the bow, and cauggt.
Mr. Raotcliff many happy returns on e
funny-bone,

“Yarooooph!™ he roared.

He missed hia hold and fell out of the free,

descending right into a pterodnctyl nest.
Kow, the bhird in guestion was an ugly-
Inoking affalr, considerably larger fhan Mr,

Katoliff. und as that worthy sat on her wpes,
to which she had bheen glving undivided
attention for eeveral weeks, she.got wroth.
Bwooping down, the caught the New Cave
master Ly the neck, and soared up into the
air with him, amid & great flapping of wings
—her own, of course, not Mr. Ratcliff's.
The unfortunate master felt several square
inches af his best Sunday jacket of hlue paint
disappear aff his neck as he started to rise
in the world. He shrieked in dismay.
“Serves him right!™ greoted Dighy, 71

Not to be tahken too szeriously.)

suppose he'll get eaten nmow. Then the poor
old hird will get s eruel indigestion!”

"Don't wnngthat to happen!” said Herrles.
*Let's make her drop him!™

The Wird was above the treefops now,
but Herries was a good shot. He drew his
bow, and the arrow went well and Eraly. It
smote the pterodoctyl on the Gfth rib.

“Grocopgh!™ It roared, !

i:[[!miltd they speak?—Ed. This one could,

-)

As the bird opened its mouih to make the
remark recorded, Mr, RabelifT felt himself
suddenly released, and he came to earth in
a awlft volplane, landing on the ground with
& bump that made everyone think it wns a
bomb,

(Bt there weren't any bombs then. Do
be reasonable. Zepps weren't even thought
of then!--Ed. ©Oh, yes, they wera! They
had stone ones then =3, L.)

- Mr, Hatcliff picked himself uwp and started
rubbing himeelf. He was rather shaken up.

The Fourth-Slabbers laughed 23 he hobbled
into the New Cave. : )

“Zerves hilmn right!" suid Herries. “Now,
what about this rageing that we're up 1o?"

“Come on!" said Gumsy. “I'm weady!™

The juniors advanced on the New Cave in

fing style. DBuoi just as they pot to the
entrance pomething emote Cussy's head
vlolentiy.

* Yawoooogh!" he roared.

The others Tooked above them, and aaw the
grinning faces of the New Cave Tellows as
they started bhurling down coccanufs wupon
the discomfted raggers.

“I't teach ‘em!” roared Herrles, a3 a
juicy not ecaught him on the nose and
gpriokied him with milk. "IN climb the tree
and chuck “em down, You count them as
t!ml;r fall, and ewot ‘em with the clubat™

He swarmed up amongst the branches, and
was quickly lost to view. The three junlors
gtood expectantly awalting the arrival of
the New Cave fellows,

They did not have long to wait. There
was a sudden rostle in the leaves, and a
ﬁ!;:mre came hurtling fo the ground bealde
tliem.

YOne!" shouted Blake triumphantly.

Biff! Rang! Wallop!

The three clubs descended almost ab onee.

“Shut wup, you fatheads!" roared Herrigs
from the ground. *“It's me!”

He szerambled to hia feet l‘ur!-nuﬁt}r. and
made an attack on his companions. But,
fortunately, his warlike intentions were frus-
trated. A shower of missiles descended from

the trees, and a New Cave nut caught the

mut of the School Cave on the nut! (Rotten!
—Ed. 2o was the not!—M. L

The fusillade got hotter, and, after ex-
hausting their stock of arrows into the trees,
the four beat a hesty retreat. They arrived
back &b the School Cave breathless and
bruiscd.

This, of course, was a reverse for the School
Cave, and no one liked it. They were deter-
mined to revenge the defeat.

The Shell—so called, you know, bevaunss
they worked in a tremendous shell which a
ﬁ:gautt:i_n ant:;:lt ]11?[1:1 prﬁmnged them with on

eparting this life—offered fo help revenge
the fitaf thing the e

‘The first thing ¥ did was to dig a b
pit outside the New Cave in the middle o
the night and plant it with sharp stakes.
Mr. HRatcliff, being sore and bruised, slept
badly thot night, as he found that the lime-
stoneé blanketd were unkind to his brulses,
He got up early in the morning, and, golng
out of the cave-mouth, walked inte the pit,
and sat on the spikes,

* Yarooooogh!” he bellowed.

Tom Merry had been waiting to watch the
effect of his scheme, and he amiled blithely
at the New Cave master.

“Anything the matter, sic?™ he asked
politely, raising his cocoanub-shell cap.

“Grooogh [ cams from the pit.

H“ Have you fallen down there, slrf” asked

LITY,

“Do you think I live here?" lowled Mr.
Rateliff.

" How can T tell, sie?™

“Well, 1 don't! Help me out! I fell in
the pitl™

“That's a pit-y!" grinned Tom Merry,

Nevertheleas, lic helped Mr. Rateliff cut of
the hole that he was in. No sooner had he
done a0, however, thao Mr. Rateliffe poanced
round, snatched up o club, and smote Tom
erry on the napper. Tom blinked as
though he had seen a napper-ition,

“You did that!" siurled Mr, Ratclif,

“I didn't! retorted Tom Merry, who was
rather angry. “Do you think 1'd hit myself?
'L tickie vyou up wilth o poisoped arrow {f
¥ou're not careful!”

“I was not referring to the blow with the
club,” zaid Mr. Hatcllf acidly. “1 know
perfectly well who did dhat. I mean that
ycruﬂiuiﬁ that pit inte which I fell!™

“¥ou will earve me fifty lines on the best
granite!” enapped Blr. Rateliffe, ns he wenb
back into the New Cave. i

Tom Merry went back fo the School Cavs

{Continuwed on page 18.)
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THE CAVE-MEN!

{Continued from page 15.)
Sty i B gl & ey g 1 B ] B Sl i

in a perfectly Hunnish mood. Carving fifty
linés meant that he would have to speod a™
balf-holiday at work.

He aumumoned o mesting in the Common-

GV,

"We've got to do something to the New
Cave boundefa!” Le enid. "They're poetting
too uppish for words, Whal do you fellows
BUEELS T

Grondy  dropped Trimble on the ground.
He bad just been trylog to tosst him over
the fire, but Baggy Trimbie oblecied.

“Better co and cinb "em all!™ he suggested.

“The Head wouldn't ke thot,” objected
Tom Merry wisely. ~Their people wouldn't
pend him any more nuis for {eac “}_f ‘em 1"

“1 know what!" gafd Berpard Ulyn sud-
denly. “I've got an ides for an Invention?!”

Bveryone furned. Bernard Glyn could do
matvels with stones and trecs.

He had invented a booby-trap with heavy
stomes which once put Hacke in bed for a
month, And the erafly way in which he had
tied Mr. Ratcliffe’s leg to o mammoth and
kept him runniung round for a whole after-
noon was still well remembered.,

“Buppose,” sajd Bernard Glyn, “that we
cateh & dinosauar®”™

“Whew " whintled Tom Merry. Dinosaurs
usnally ran to forty feet in' lemgth, It--was
rather a tall order. (¥You mean long, don't
you?T—Ed, Not a tall!—M. L)

“1've ot an ldea for o trap,” said Bernard
Glyn guickly. “We cateh one, and. tie ia up
just outéide the cave. Then we cover it
over with stones, and wait till those New
(ave fellows come over fo rag us. All wa
have to do ts o pull a string, the stomes roll
off, and the dincsaur gobbles ‘em all uptf”
dwathsh a good ideah!” said D'Arcy
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Skimpole couglied.

“I think,” be said mildly, “that Professor
Stoneyeranium would consider that -rather a
barbarous way of doing things, If I could |
offer a little disinterepted advice, I think
that a less drastic method might be em-
ploved. I should propose 3  vitriolic
distillate—"

“Ztun him!* sald Grundy diapassionntely.

Skimpole was stunned.

"To come back to the point,™ aaild Grondy,
az Trimble retired iInto the corner, pre-
sumably with fhe iden of eating Skimpole,
" '.:.'&.i"re gobt to do something. Now I suggest

“B-rr-v-r-r-tvi”

"It you won't listen "

“Hhnrrup

“1 tell you that I know best'™ roarved
{!nmdpt;m “Now what I say s—— Yar

Munnera ficked his oluh  deffly n the
direction of Grundy, and that worthy Iay
down on the fioor and went to sleep.

*Bernard Glyn's idea is best,” said Tom
Merey,  "We'll go out pnd  catch  the
dinosaur!”

The juniors eallied forth on fheir guest.
By the time Grondy amd Skimpele came to
they wera well away from the Cave.

The two stonned janiors were pot hurk very
much. 1t must ba remembered that, on
aceount of the timea they lived in, their
skulls wers very thick, and the club has yet
to be invented which would do them harm
for any fength of time. {{lmnd{ has not
changed much.—Ed. But he hag! He
doesn't wear blue paing now!—M. L)

The School Cave fellows, mernwhile, were
out catching the dinoshar. This they odid
without very much bother by foliowing
Bernarfl Glyn's advice. Bub, as he’ patented
E’ha -process, we can't' fell you how It was
one,

The captive forty-foot monster was brought
hack to the school, and covered over with

stones, in accordapcr. with fthe previous

spproviegly.

plan.

ATl that the ZEchonl Cave fellows had to do
then was o walt.

Mr. Ratclif was the fNirst Lo appear. He
wag comjing over to lodge & complzint with
Mr. Hgpilton., Echind him came about a
dozen New Cave fellows, fiitting from tree
to tree. They evﬂmtl intended to spring
& surprize on the 2ch Cave fellows ag soon
as Mr. Rateliff was inside,

Bat at the critical moment the dinosaur
woke up, and, shaking the sfoncs of his
back, apottcd BMr, Bntcliff, His cyes twiokled
bumorously.

The next moment he sawept lis great
tongue u-uto&‘:uml athered Mr. Ratcliff and

about a doren felfows Into hia mountn. M
certainly scemed a8 though something
dramatic was poing to happen.  Bat Mr,

Eatelilf was thoe salvation of the party.

His whiskers were bristling with fear, and
standing almost on edge. They tickled the
dinogeur's thront terribly. He pauwsed for a
gecond, and then beoke down.

" Aitishoootoo!” he roared.

Mr. Ratclif and hia fellow cave-dwellers
found themselves expelled suddenly from
their temporary lodgings and littered on the

ground. They serambled up, and darted off
for the New Cave. DBat their alarm wis
UNAECEISATY.

Much displefsed with the adventure, the
dinosaur tumed and ambled of.

“Zold again!” mubtered Tom Merry.

And the juniora retired Into the School
Cave to_think out further plots, while Tom
Merry made hiz  way ig the atudy and
commenced carving his linia.

Mr. Ratelif would be asking for them in
the morning. And Tom Merry had dwelt in
the Btone Age long enough to know that no
~rags " were likely to ocanse anybhicg more
than temporary inconveniemce.

Whatever happencd, Mr. Rateliff would be
alive im the mormniog to regeive the granite
alabs !

THE EXD.
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For Next Monday :
“THE WHIP-HAND!™

By Frank Richards.

'mm*ering——wim ia really Tom Redwing of
Hawkelif—we don't moke soy mystery as to
that—is again the central figure of pext
week's flome yar.

The right sort, Clavering, even though he
msy be sailing under false colours. 1 am
sitira ¥ou all like him, ion spite of his little
weaknesa for Latin, which you will not find
it easy to understand. Unless you are o
Beok, that is. Thede is lots of dillerence
between the system of cdueeation in Epgland
and in Scotland; but the difference is in the
miin due to the fact that the Scofs, as a
race, are keemer on getting. education than
the English. The story told of Redwing—
his studying Latin all on his own in a
humble cottage—is one that could be told of
thousgande of hoys in ESeotland. Many of
Mem have won big names later, too. As o
rule, the English boy who goes up to Oxford
or Cambridge has had every advantage he
could reasonably ask for, and when there he
gpends more on superfluous things than would
E}ep the h:n'dir Scot who goes up to

dinburgh or Glasgow or Aberdeen from the
Highlapd glen or the Lowland farm.”

ut this i3 only indirectly connected with
the storv. Clavering falla foul of Ponsonby
and the nuts, and Pon, who has heard of the
whiapera at Greyfrises, recognises him ag Tom
Bedwing. e meana to expose him by way
of revenge., Bub Vernon-Smith takes 4 hand,
Redwing has saved his life, and the Boonder

ia tefpl. He appeals to Pon—no gol
mggaha acta., I am not golng to tel]l you

A CHANCE FOR THE GENEROUS!

A year or go ago I asked for small’ sup-
acriptiona from my readers for the purpose
of sending & couple of palrs of boxing-gloves
to & man at the Front. - Now 1 want enough
for a eoupls of footballs to go to the same’)

locality., [ have started the subscription in
the office, and have a few shillings in hand
thus—my own contribution and those I

called npon my colleagues to hand over., (But
they were all willing—1 did not have to do
anything drastic such as putting them on the
flonr wnd rifling their pockets. That 13 mot.
often necessary here when money is wanted
in- & good cause, though if it should prove
neceasary—well, 'nulf said!} ~ The footballs
have been aent, with tho best wishes of the
Editor of the Maoner and his readers; and
I am open to receive sobacriptiona from any
of you to make up the amount. Don't semd
along more than sixpence, and send less if
that is ton puch; bot send abt once.  Any
Lalance after, the bill is paid will be handed
aver to some fund for the henefit of the men
to whom wo all owe so much.

—

TRAINING CORPS.

The Commanding Oficer of this Corpe asks
me to insert the notice which finllows, and
I do so with great pleasure. No words of
ming are ren%ir needed to recommend the
movement ; bub, as I bave told you hefore, it
has my hearty support, as all such move-|
ments have.

“Phe Cadet movement i3 rapidly spread-
ing all over the British Teles, and Corps,
al%ilated to various regiments of  the
British Army, are sapringing up in
London and the Irovinocs.

“The City of London Eoyal Engineers
Cadet Tralning Corps, whose head-

how—wait till next week. But I think {Eﬂ
will all guess who, In the long run, had the
whip-hand}!

quarters are &bt the -Guildhall, B.C.,

THE CITY OF LONDON  R.E. CADET |

affords a splendid opportunity for the
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older Tad, desirous of .getting a practical
trainlng in the varions branches of fleld
engineering, a8 well as  providing am
excetlent achool for * hardcning ' youths
within a Tew month: of military age.
“Applicants are invited to ses  the
Commanding Ofcer  (Major  Charles
Assixter), on Tuesdays, Ifrom B3 to
0.50 p.m., and Thursdays, from 7.50 ta
9, who will be glud to furnish all par-

ticulnta. Tho Corpzs is also i urgent
need of funds to coarry on the work
which has already produced such good
regulta”

NOTICES.

Correspondencs, Ete.,, Wanted By @

J. Towpsend, 68, Duke Road, Chiswick, W.
—with readers in any park of the world,
15.18, interested in stamp collecting,

Harley de Villiers, 17, Woberty Goad, Wood-
stock, Cape Town, South Africa—with readers
in California and other Pacific States,

F. E. Eckersley, 19, Brook Road, Fallow-
fefl, Manchester—with boy ressders  abouk
16 in the Enited Kingdom.

Miss Joan West, Oaklands, Urove Park,
Denmark Hill, 8.B.—with, girt renders in ber
neighbourhood. -~

Players wanted for orchestra——violin, viols
"colle, huazs, ebe—either cex—apge immgtmu{
—wanted to colarge orchestra now consisting
of seven players—small subscription monthly,
—&Oonductor,® 23, Chivalry BEomd, Wands-
worth, AW,

12-1-18



