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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Dilsappointment for Bunter?

L HARTON |
W Harry Wharton stopped in
tho passage as Mr, Quelch

called to him from hig stpdy
davrway.

“ Yeou, sirt” .

Wharton had s football under hie arm,
and his chuma, the famous Co., weare
waiting for him on the steps oulside,
Bul he came respectiully in angwer to
his Form-mastar's call.

“Ts Clavering within  gates, Whar-
ton?"” asked the Removemastoer.

.“! haven't seen him  since dinmer,
ZIr.”

“Will you find him, if possible, and in
form him thut he had bettar stay within
gatea this afterpoon?” said Mr, Queldh.

“ertainly, ar.”

“You may tell him that his former
tutor, Me. Bhephlerd, s ealling at the
school this aflernaon to seo him, Owing
to delay in the post, the letter has mt!l_','
just been received by Dr. Locke. f
Ulavering has gone out, pleaes come back
and tell me,”

“Yery well, sir,”

Mr, Quelch turned back into hig stucdy,
sial Harry Wharton weut on his way.

“ Hallo, halio, hallo! Here you are!”
snid Bob Cheiry, as ha came out. " What
die! his nibs wanti"

“(lnvering, the new kid! Scen him?"

“* Has IlIljrgﬂde' here secn Kelly T" sung
Tiob.

' Azk Amithy,” said Johnny Dull, “ He
gencrolly knows where Clavering isl”

“Well, where’s Bmithy?” ‘

Bob Cherry put g hands fo  his
mouth, and shouted across the quad-

rangle. Vernon-8mith, the Iounder af
Ciroyfriars, wos  seantering  in the
distance. )

*Halle, hallo, halle! Smithy, my

ippET"! Smithy, old seout! Oycz! Oyer!
FET

:r"Ehut up, you ars!” ecclaimed Harry
Wharton, F::ughing. “That megaphone
you eall & voice ean be henrd lali a
mile 1" .

“Orez!™  hawled Bob, unheeding.
“Zmithy! Smithy! Smilfking! Smif "

“Ha, ha, ba!" ;

Veornan-Smith looked round in surprise.

He came lowards the steps, and the
Tamous Fiva went to mect him.

“What on earth’s the matter? de-
manded the Boundeor.

“uelchy wants the now kid, Claver-
ing," snidd Wharton, "o you knaw
where he 137" ‘

“Yes: he's in the Clatsters.  Anything
wrang?”  asked Vernon-Smith, with u
look of interest.

“Oh, re! Only his old tutor’s coming
this afternoon to zee him!"

“Fliz—his what?”* craculated
Bounder.

“Hizs merry okl tutor—chap named
Shepherd!  What the dickena are you
bltuking at, Hmiih’y? Nothing surprising
in that, is there?

“0Oh, my hat!” murmured the Doun-
der. “ Are vou sure, Wharton? Iow da
you know?"

the
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“ Ouelehy just teld meo to tell him.™

“Oh 1M

Harry Wharton started for the Cloisters
to look for Clavering.  Vernon-Smith
stood staring oftor him with dismay in
his lace. Why the Bounder should be dis-
mayed was o mystery; but evidently he
wis.

*¥a this Shepherd merchant a hairy old
Hun, Smithy?" asked Johony DBull, n
woncler, ** 18 there a sealping for Claver-
ing when he comes?”

“f—1% don't know. I've never scen the
man.”

“Then why does the esteemed Emithy
look struck heapfully 7 inquired Hurree
Jumset Ram 8ingh, the dusky member of
the Co. )

“Io IT asked Smithy.

“¥Yes, you ass!” smd Dob Cherry.
“NMothing the matter with the gentle
Hheph&rf coming here thie afterncon, je

there?" )
“(h, no! Why should there be?®™ gaid
the Bounder indifferently ; and he saum

tered away with his hands in his pockets.

“Well, my hat!”
Cherry, in surprise.

“He, he, he!” ' .

That unmusieal chortle came from Billy
Bunter, the (wl of the Remove. The fat
junior winked in o very knowing way at
the Co,

“You don't savey?” he grinned,

“Havvy what, you fat owl?” demanded
Nugent.

""He, he, he' You know tha tolk
there's heen about Clavering,” grinned
ijunter. “Heme of the fellows say his
name 1sn't Clavering at all, and he's a
=iddy impostor. Skinnar aays Smithy
knows i, ton, Well, if Clavering’s old
tutor iz eorning here, that will show him
up, if he's hshy., He, he, he!”

“Vou silly ass!” growled Bob, in dis-
gust.  “Are you gelting on to that silly
ald yarn agam?”

“(bh, really, Cherry—-"

“0Oh, scat! Come anlong to the footer,
you chaps! No good wasting time!”

The four jnrmiors went along to Little
ide, and Illy DBunter, with wnother fat
chuckle, ratled away it the direetion
Hlarry Wharton had taken, But before
he entered tha Cloisterz Vernon-Smith
stepped into his path.

W hither hound, tublby?' asked the
Bounder.

“Let me pass, Smithv!
p,rm'lig to speak to Wharton!”

“You're just going ta listen to what
dopzn’t concern youw, you moen,  satbd
Vernon Smith coally. ** Well, you've not!
Cut off !

“You cheeky ass 1" roared Bunter, 1
can go utto the Cloistors if T like, can't
l l!r:i :"lﬂ E“

" Why, yore—yope—"

“"Pravel along ! snapped the Bounder,

“Look here, Smithy—  Yow-ow-nw !
Toggo vy car, you  beast!™  wailed
Bunter.

Vernon-Smith eripped the [at junior’s
fat ear and lod him away. Billy Boanter
went nnwillingly—very unwillingly, B
hig ear hed to go, in the Boarder's strong

ejzculate] Bob
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grip, so Bunter had sio choice about
accompanylng it.

“¥You—you begst!" he gasped, as he
was led away. “Will you let go? I'll
lick yon, 8mithy, you rotter!”

“(30 ahoad 1" grinned Bmithy.

“ ook here, 1 want to speak to Claver-

ing1” i
“Tt was Wharton, a minuto &giu."
“I—F mean  Wharton. SAY,

Smithy— Yow-ow-ow-woooop!”

Billy Bunter sat down forcibly on the
stonn step of the fountain, The Bounder
et down beside him, still halching his ear,
The oxpression on Bunter's fat face was
mors than Honnizh.

“Will your leggo my ear?” he howled.

id E‘} fﬂ-ﬁ‘.r !'I‘F

“You cheeky rotler—--"

“Keap it up!™

“Yoau=—you bedst——

il Hra:*m !n

Burdar spluttdrad with wrath. ITe
almost rmode up his mind to hit ont at
the Bounder, hut not quite, If he had
done so, it was only too probable that he
would have beer ducked in the water
behind him.

“Taddy !™ yelled Punter, as Pete
Taodd eame in sight. “I say, Toddy!
Roeepe!™

. The lon -IengmI Peter came up, look

ing considerably surprised.

“What on ecarth are youn domng wit)
price porker T he demanded.

"Keeping him out of milschiel ! said

tha Bounsder.

“Aake him legen, Toddy!" wailed
Dunter. “You ean lick him, yon koew.
sepecially as he's been il lately, sy
Erow. 11l hold your jacket!™

“Lirde hitn—aa he's bheen il lately '
repeatad Potor Todd, * Banter, old man.
whnt ‘jﬂ'll waht 13 some more of the
sATe. .

L A Peter faak hold of Bally Banter's
disengraged err, (o the aceompantment of
# fencdish yell from Buntor,

“Yaranaon !

The Iunder chineklod

* Panter’a onine o uge his ears,”™ he
expatitnsl, Y Tle wands to listen to what
Whartan s saytnge to Claveving, and what
Clavering's =ayving to Wharten,  We'll
e his enra for him instead! There!™

“* Yooop!"

Y Anud thera!®

SHeln !t

“And there!” chocklal Poter Todid,
givitg o pudl fo the ful cer he held,

Y g rgnaeh 1

" ,[Ei!:, ha, ha 1™

e, you rotters!” heowled Bunter,
=T don’t want to eo into the Clomstors,
I—T dean't cave what they're saying—-
(he ! J=—1 wont to go to my stody——
Grogh 1™

“ Cut off, then!” grinned the Bounder.
“If vou're not inside the Honse in one
minute o after your flap agam 1™

Iilly Buntor’s ears were releaged, sl
he spedd away to the 1Tonae. He had had
enoneh.  Petor Todd rose to hia feer.

“What'a that abeut Clavering?' he
aaked, Y Anythine up?™

“What shoold be up

b ]

i)

™ ovawnoed RHTS

Dounder,



Every Monday.

Peter gave him a very curions Jook,
and walked eway. The Bounder frowned,

The strango talk there had been on the.

subject of the new bow, Clavering, hud
ied down o pood deal, but ik scomed
likely to rovive now. The visit of Mr,
fhepherd, the Vicar of Cotswood, was the
worst possible thing that could have hap-
pened for Leonard Clavering of the Ie-
move—whom Smithy, alone among the
Greviriara follows, knew to be Tom Hed-
wing, tho satlor’s son, of HHawkscliff,
under a name that wes not his own!

—mr——

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Black News !

H H, hore you are, Clavering !
Harry  Wharton spoke 2 little
impationtly.

Ie was anxious to join his
chums on the footer-ground, and Mr.
Quelsh’s messago had come oz an inter-
ruption. And really thera was no reason
why Clavering should have chesen the
most secluded part of the lonely Cloistors
to take o stroll in, so far as Harry could
0,

The captain of the Romove found him
At last. however.

Clavering was walking to and fro, with
his hands in his pockets, a deep frown of
thought upon his bronzed face. It was
voery cold in the old stons Cloiatars, bus
Clavering did not seom te notico it

Ho stopped ond looked round aos Yhar.
ton 2oincd him,

“Yea, hore I am,” he answered., * Do
¥ou want mel?”

“Not at all—only a message,” said
Wharton, with a smile, good-humourcd
agein at once. ' Quelchy told me te tell
you vour old tutor i3 coming to eeo you
this afterncon-—oa Mr., Shepherd.”

Clavering stood roocted te the ground.

That news had had a strange effect
upon the Bounder, Its effect upon Claver-
Jn% was strangor still,

ha junior's handsome face grow so
white thet Wharten made a movement
towards him in alarm.

"Clavering "' he exclaimed.

The junior locked st him almoat wildly.

“Mr, Bhephord!® he cxcluimed, in a
husk\}' volco,

“%es; that's the name.”

"Here! Cominge here!”

“¥es, to aeo you. Quelchy says you'd

ter stay within gates this afterncon,”
gaid Farry, in utter wonder.

“Oht

Wharton stood at a loss. Clavering was
makinge almost painful sefforts to recover
his composure. Tho colonr went and
came in his checks.

SO0 he muttored, “Oh! Coming—-
he said that he would not come to Grey-
friara! He said—he said—" His vaice
troiled off.

“Mr., Bhepherd said he would not
evme?"” said the amazed Wharton.

"o, nol He—he said—"

Clavering atopped himself abruptly.

e crimson burned in his face, and his
eyes dropped before Wharton's amazed
Tlanoco, - ,

“Thank voa for telling me,” he said,
with a forced calmnesz; 1 am much
obliged.

“Not ot all,™ answered Harry.

“Do you know what time he—3r.
Shephord—is gomingr?™

“Qualchy eaid this afternoon, that’s all,
I suppecse he thought you might bo going
out, as it’s o half-holiday.”

“l=1 aee” Clavering was himself
arrin now, thourh his checks were still

. "*I—1 was thinking of going out.
Dg vou kuew anything about a military
camp near here, Wharton, called Wap-
shot?™

“Yes; wo run down there sometimes
to se2 the soldieve,” said Harry. “It's

glanced round gquickly w3 a
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about a mile and a balf tho other side of
Friardale.”

“Would a chap be admitted there, to
seo a man in khaki?'

“ Cortainly, if ho knows a soldier. Mot
always, I think. Dut generally you ecan
get into the camp to seo a Fricnd.™

“Thank you!'

“HBome of us are poing ovor thera on
Saturday afternocon, if the snow’s not too
bad for {}ikes," added Harry., “We'd be
glad if you would como along, Claver

Inli.-”

“1 haven't a bake.”
L0h, that’s all richt;
woukl lend you one.” :

“ Right you are!” said Clavering.

Wharton moved away, but he turpned

cle again.

“If you're staying within gates this
afterncon, Clavering, why not como down
to footer practice’” he said. *'I've hoad
Bn eye opn wvou at footer, and you're
coming along jolly wall for a fellow who's
only latelv taken uwp the gome You've
& good chance of Pl&jrin;.: for the Remove
if vou keop it up,’

“1'd like to, no end," said Clavering.

“"Woll, come and take a hand in the
practice "

Y Mot now, thanks.
elso this afterncon.”

“ Swotting with Linlev® asked Harry,

some fellow

I—I've something:

langhing. “ Give it 2 miss on a fine after-
noon ke this, Besides, Linley™s zt
foobor 1™

* No, it 1sn't ewolting this alternoon.™

Clavering did not add what it was,
however, and Wharton did not question
him [urther. o nodded to tha new
junior, ond hurried away through the
Clodsters to join his friends on Little Side.

Clavering stood whera Wharton had left
him, his hands driven desp into his
pockets, his eyes lized strazght before him
in g hard, unsceing stare.  EHo looked biko
a fellow almost overwhelmed by a difli-
eulty he could not grapple with, He
footate
sounded close at hand, and Vernon-Smit
camo Up.

Clavering did not speak. buot he oyed
the Bounder curtously, Vernon-Smith's
face wns very prave,

“Wharton s told you?" Lo asked.

T3 Yﬂﬂ. 13

“What are you going o do?”

Ma answer,

“Look here, Clavering."” sald the
Bounder quictly and carnestly, “you'ro
in a fearful fix! Lot me help you. I've
halé:-od vou before.”

lavering gave lnm an inquiring look.

“Ponsonby of Hirhcliffe knew that
vou were Tom Redwing of Huowksceliff,
and that vour name was not Clavering at
all,™ Hllli(f' the Bounder, in a low voice.
“He came over hero to donounce you,
and I found a way of bottling him up.
You necdn't fear Ponsonby——"

“I don't fear him.™

“I moan, you needn't think there's any
danser in that quarter. Ponsonby daro
not epeak nsainst my willl I've got tha
cad under my thumb. But—but—
l.ook here, Clavering, why don't you con-
fide in me? I can't src your gzamo,
know you're Tom Redwing!™

Hilenee,

“Tom Redwing saved my life when I
was wrecked af I?ﬂwkﬁc]“f_.” reaurmed the
Bounder. " * But for that I should have
spoken out at once, and shown you up—I
should have thowght you were an im.
postor. Now, T know wou are straight
a3 g dig—=I believe in you. Dot you're
here under o falze name, Redwing—a
nema vou've no right to”

The junior smiled faintly.

“T have o right to the name I use," he
said,

“You have a rightt™

*Yaoa"

¥ Dus it s not your own neme!”

1
I

One Penny. 3

No reply.

" Lot I:I'":n!t. ke as it may," said the
Bounder, after a pause, b]ﬂr{!rim; L
not your name. on've faced Clavor-
mg's puardian, Sie Hilton Pog{rer, be-
canse he doesn't know the real laverin
by sight. You can’t [ace Clavering's :}!ﬁ
tutor, the parson from Cotswood, because
he does know Clavering well—and he
ll.:'{:»t’llld know at a glance that you aro not
LA

Clavering did not speak.

“"Cotawood is a jolly long way from
here. 1 supposo you thought the old
ig;lraﬂ-n wouldn't travel such a distance.

ut ho's coming. Can I do anything to
help vou out of this Axi"

“You think I am an impﬁstﬂr; and you
want to help me out of a Ax?" said the
new junior, with n eurious Jook,

“ Becauss you saved my life'”

“Even so, an impoestor I3 an impostor,
I suppnac?™

“T believe you're square.”

" Bauare—under a false name?”

“Yes,” said the Bounder quietly. I
don't wvrofess to undorstand i, but I
think vou could cxplain if vou liked. I
know you're honest, and if I'm mistaken
I'll never truet my own judgment again.
And I'm g{:m.‘rulﬁr considercd a rather
keen chap. You've gobt to avoid E.m::inF
Sheplierd, snd in some way that won't
arousns suspicion. A good mueny of the
fellaws ure suspicions slready, owing to
Pru's tattle, and to Redwing's initials

ng geen in your Horage, The same

¢ I saw the day you fished me out
of the water,” tho Bounder added, with a
amile.

Tho new junior’s brow graw darlier.

“If vou go out this afternoon it will
mike Skinner and Snoop and the rest
tallk all the more,” said Vernon-Smith.
“ Bunter knows already that vou know
the parson is coming. Bub is there auy-
thine claa to be done?™

"Will you lend me your bika?"

“Myv—my bike!" exclaimed the
Bounder, quits taken aback by thab un-
exnected gquestion.

“¥es, your bike”

* Certainly I will, and anything olee vou
want, " anawersd Vernon-Smith. “ You
mean you're goine (or a apny’

“T'm geing to Wapshot Camp, if yvou'li
lend me your bike "

“Geod! You kvnow a chap thers"
agreed  Vernon-Smith,  “That  soldier
:ihnp you spoke to ou the road the othee

i y——

Clavering smiled strangely,

o :mﬁ sea lim ab the canp—and
stay there, whether vou sec him or nod,"
said tho Bounder, relieved. ** Tt will look
fishy: but it's the only way. I don't
know how long Shevherd's likely to stay
here, but vou'd better stick it out &l
alter evenmmg call-over”

T shall be bael in an houwr,” answered
Clavering.

U Wha-a-at

“And T hove T shall not come alone ™
anid the new junior, “*Mr. Shepherd will
gre Leonurd Claverning this afternoon, i 1
can fix it."

The Bounder stared.

“You know where the real Clavering
157" he exclaimed.

The new junior laughed.

“AE Wapshot Camp?”" asked Veornon-
Smith, moro and more astonished, Then
& sudden light dawned upon him. *That
soldier chap you spoke bo—— My hatt
T've got it at lask! Clavering's joined
up, and you're hero in his place!”

t}]m'ariug lipghed agam, but he did
ol answet,

“ 1l get you the bike,™ said the
Bounder. “You won't tell me anything,
bBut T think I can sec it protiy clearly.
Comne on!t”

Claveriy

THE

followed the Dounder.
{acxer Lispasy.—No. 52l
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.

What'’s Te Be Lone !

#Y SAY, you fellowsg—"

I Bkinner & Co. wers grﬂusing
over the fire in_the Comrmon-
room, when Billy Bunter rolled in.

Blkinner and Snoop and Stott were
grumbling at the cold, the food regula-
tions, the lengih of the war, and reveral
othey things, ss they snuggled about the
fire. It did nol seem to occur to the
slackers to pgo and get warm on the
footer-ground.

The three juniors went through o
motion of buttoning up their pockels as
the Owl of tha Remove joined them.

Billy Punter blinked at them indig-
nantly through his big glaescs. TFor
once in o way the Owl was nat leoking
for a loan.

“ (M, reallv. won ailly fatheads—-" lLe
began.,

H MNothing
tovsaly. .

“Qep wvon after the war!” grinned
Yoo, T shall be abla to lend »ou
some of my old-age pension then!”

““ Look here, it's about Clavering 1Y

“0h, Clavering!”

Skinner & Co. were interested at once.
The slackers of the Remove were very
mneh up  against the new junior:
tiiough why it wonld have been rather
difficult to say. Probably it was beciuse
he seemed a thoroughly decent fellow,
and never joined in any of the shady re-
laxations ni’ his studyv-matrs. He was on
friendly terms, too, with the fellawe they
wwost disliked—the Famous TFive, and
Squiff and Tom Drown, and Ogilvy and
Ruesell. .

The discovery—or suspicion—that he
was an impostor under a falsn name
come ns a grend joy to Skinner & Ce.
It enabled thein to feel that there was
q;:i:; a virtupuz motive for their mean
dislike.

“{io ahcad!™ said Stott. “Elas Pon
been saving anything fresh?”

“Pon's shut up all of a sudden,™ re
marked Skinner. T believe Bmithy had
a hand in it, somehow "

“Bother Pon!” said Bunter. “T say,
Clavering’s old tutor is coming here to
sce him this aftervoon—a vicar or some-
thing, mamed Shepherd—you've heard
of him. Tf he fsn't really Clavening, thai
will give the game away—what? IHe,
he, het" -

“Br gad, it will!™ said Snoop.

Skinner sniffed.

“PBet you he will hike off somewhere.
o that Shepherd can’t see him at alll™
he abscrved. N

“That will be as goed as eonfesing.’

“Tt's the only thine he can do, it he's
an . imposter. Bot "—S8kinner's  eves

pamed—*"1f he docs, we'll take carc

dotug ™ said  Bhinner,

hat all Greyfriars knows it. How do
vour  know  the merchant's coming,
Bunty "

-!Bunt.er explained. )
‘Oocd ! grinned Skinner, “Claver-
ing can't pretend he didn't know, as
Whartons givenr him Quelchy’'s mes-
page. Come for a walk, vou chaps!™

“Too jolly cold!™

“Fathead! To keep an ¢ye on Claver-
ing, 1 maan"

“Oh, all right!™

The alackers tore themsclves away
from the fire, and walked out into the
guad in grest epirits.  Bills Dunter ve-
mained by the five, quite contert to lewve
Ere dogging of Clavering o Skinner &

o

“Halla! There you are!” exclaimed

Skinner. *Going biking. by Jove!”
Clavering was  wheeling Vernon-
Bmith's handzome bievele down the

gravel path as they spotted him.  BXkin-
Tae Maower Lierany.—No. 58L

ner winked at hiz clums, and they
joined Clavering.

“Going for o spin?” asked Harvold
Shkinner affably.

Clavering looked ot lim.

“YEE.”

“Goosd!  We'll grt our bikes
came, 1f you'll wait a minete™

“1 shouidn’t care for yveur company,
thanks!™ suaid L!lm'ﬂ'ing coolly.

g ot stled Bkinner,

aticl

Tow polite we are !’
“Rut. I sav. what about the dewr old
Shenherd this alfternoon?  Aren’t you
risking rmissing him?”

“That's my business ™

Clavering ran the bike out into the
road. and pedalled awoy, leaving Bkin-
ger & Co. grinning alter him.

“That eettles it, by pad!” aiid Skin-
ner,  “We'll tell all the fellows this!
Come on! T faney even Wharton won't
have snything to say for that dashed
irnoostor after this!™

And the three procecded in gresd
spiirte to nmpart to all the fellowa they
met the story that Clhvering had dodzed
out of grbes to svoid sceing Mr. Shep-
herd when he came.

BMeanwhile, the new junior was riding
swiftly away on Vernon-Smith's bicyele.

Fis face was durk with thought: but he |

was not thinkinz of Bkinner & Co, and
thoir malice. They did not remain n
his thoughis for & moment after he had
left the gaies of Greyiriars,

He was thinking of the strange port
he hod nlayed, and of the end that must
come to it.

He could nob face Mr, Shesherd. And
he would not be guilty of ;ubt—uriuge and
dodeing. Tie had taken Leonard Ulaver-
ing's plece and name in order that the
bor whose father had died in France
could join up and feht the Germans.
He did not regret it Hia regret was
that he had to leave Greviriarg, where
he had found friends. He had learned
to love the sood old scheol, and that
regret woe bitter,

monard Clavering had, perhaus, over-
nersuaded Bim into ni-.win% that stranze
nart. Bat Tom 'i’l'.r:dwir:? wd been glad
to accent his offer—and on Clavering's
showing it was all plain eriling. It bad
nraved, however, to be very far {rom
plain saiiing. e had not lied, he was
not an impostor, but e was under a
name that was not his ewn: and he felt
now that he ought to have expacted that
it would never remain wholly a secret.

For the truth will o»¢ at all timea
His old initials in his Horace—his dis-
like of spoaking of South Ameries,
where he was sunnosed to have snent his
early years, and of which he knew
nothing—a thousand other slight circum-
staneos consnired to bLetray ham.
then it came out thot Ponsanby. of the
Hichelife Fourth, had seen lim ot
Hawhkszcliff in tha old days.  The nlace
was some way from Greyfriars, but he
might have exnccted that something of
the kind would occur.

The pame could not be plaved ont.
He [elf 1t . i

Surely it had been o fair bargnin
enonth. Hea had given his name to
Clavering  in exchange for Clavering’s
own, He hwd irken the ether's nlace to
allow the soldier's son to realise his

I datrling ambition ¢f jéining the Colours,

There was nothing wrong in it Buot if
the g whknt on hea could net alwars
be stient—he would be driven to trickery,
perhang to aetnal lyine: and at that
theneht Tom Redwing's [ace flaodecd
with cvimeon. A lie had never yet
presed the ling of the sulorman’s son.

11 must end—Dbut it waz bitter! The
edueation ke had lonved for—tht he
had dreamed of m lonely hours—that he
had striven to gain from banks—was his
now, by Clavering's fres oifer, Claver-

And |

my did not want it; he wanled to fight
in Fraonee, and he was big enouzh to
pasa i as o ovecruit. Why could they
not be let alone. cach to go the wey
he desired? But it was nol to be.

The junier’s brow was dark as he rode.
Bt his mind was mie up. If Leonard
Claverinz wenld release him from lus
barzain, i+ must end, But if he would
not—and would he? _ )

That woe a broublesome question, which
could only be answered by the lad whe
wae known as Private Redwing of the
Lioamshire Rifles:

The Greyfriars junior reached Wapshod
ot lnzt.

He left the bicycle on the voad, and
walked to the pate of the camp, where o
soitier on guard made & gesture to him
to siop as he came up, Clavering—still
to give him his =chool name—halied,

“Yon can't go in, lnd,” said the man
in khaki civilly enough, _

“1 want to sec & fricnd here, if T may,”
answered the schoolboy., “Perlinps you
know Private Redwing, of the Loamshize
Rifles 1"

“What-he 1™  answered the sentry.
“He's my tont-mate, and my pal, You
can’t see him this afterncon, though-—
he's off.”

YO repeated the
" Not to Franee, surely?

The man in khakt laughed.

“MNa; he's in tramning for some Lime
yot, like most of the rookies here,” he
answered, “ He's on leave for the Jdey,
I mean."

“And he's gone out 1"

“You've it it.”

"o you know whete he has gone I

“Up the river, I believe”

“Thank you "

S tell him to-night you've called, if
you like.”

* Tell him Clavering of Greyfuiars, will
11 :!?

L H) ig}ht I“

“Thank youl™

Clavering went back to hix machine,

He rede down the hill with a moody
brow. Fle haa hoped to bo able to seo
the boy soldicr; hut the chance waa gone.
There was littie use thinking of hunting
for him along the valley of the Sark., Ha
could not see him that day. What was to
he donet

He rode towarde the school trying to
think it out,

Mr. Shepherd was coming that afrer-
nocn. [loubtless soma businesa  had
brourght the country parson in that dircc-
tion, and he was taking the opportunity
of calling at Gregyfriars. The junior
remoembered that Leonard had said i was
out of the question for Mr, Shepherd to
ceme to the school. It was an unlucky
chanee, and if he avoilded this mecting it
mizht never recur.

And pot—

Mr. Quelch had said he was to remain
within gates. He could not feign to have
tunown nothing of Mr. Shepherd’s inten-
tion of calllng. What excuse could he
make for deliberately avoiding Claver.
mgE's ald fatar ?

What would the fellows gay ?

W.th o heavy heart Clavering realised
whit they would sey. Would not even
Mr. Queich suppose that soimething was
wrong ?

* Halle, kid 1"

It was the Tonnder. He was coming
through Feiacdale High Strect as Claver-
ing rerched the vilage, movnted on Bab
Cherre's bike. He wheeled round, and
e on beside Clavering  towards the

éun ior Baokly.

_eehnol,

Clivering did net speek. He knew by
this time that the Bounder of Grogfriara
was his friend. DBut he bad no rght 1o
spenk of the secret he had agreed with
Leonatd Clavering to keep.

= o aats e N R )
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The Remove slackers !

(See Chapter 3.)

[

The Bounder looked at him curiously,

fSecn your friend 7' he nsked.

1) Hﬂ-“

Y hnd ok ! Gﬂinq back 7%

“1—1I1 «ton’t know.’

“Take my tip, and go back,” szid the
Bounder, with a smile, ' The fellows
have heard from Skinner already.
There's 2 big jaw going on.  If yon heep
out of gates this afterncen it's all up fﬁﬂ‘
you o far ns the Remove are concerned.

“You advised me—" muttered
Clavering.

“Tve thought 1t out sines then, The
parson won't be here yet,”

“How do vou know "

“I've called at the station. The half-
past two trein’s in, and there was no
reverend gent among the passengers,’
amiled Vernon-Bmith.  * Next tram s

four. e can't get here before then”
i A}l ]" .
“I'vo chipped in once and helped jo0u

out,” said Vernon-8mith. * You know
that. Don’t tell me anything. I'm not
asking questiona, But rely on mo to see
that you don’t meet Shephoerd thia after-
noon. I can answer for it.”

I don't understand 1

“T won't explein, becanse it's better for
you not te know. You'll see why after
wards, Bat you know I'm backmmg yom
up, Clavering, and you can rely on me to
see you through. Were you thinking of
keeping out ¥* ]

“i} couldn’t make up my miod. JIt's
vary diffioult.”

“Will vou loave it to me, then?”

The junior looked at hun.

“I I'm at Greyiriars 1 must meet My,
Shepherd,” ho said.

“You'll go back to Greyfriarvs, nnd you
won't meot him,” said the Tounder,
“That is, 1f vou leave it Lo me.”

“1 don't care! 1 can't make up m
mind " muttered Clavering moodily, ™
can’t go in for dodging and trickery, 1
never have, and I can't do it! I can’t!
Dut-—but the seceet wn’t only mine, If
Shopherd  mukes  discoveries, another
fel e will bo diehed. I ean't oxpluin

“No need?

dished.

I know who will bo
A hid of Kftern or sixteen who's

joined np pretending thet he's eighteen,”
grinned the Boundor. I know now ‘-\'Ej"
vou came to Greyfriars wearing clothes
two or three sizea too large for you.
rather think a certain private at Wap-
shot joined up in clothes too emall for
him.”

Tho new . junior coloured, but did
repsy.

Greyfrinra was in sight now,
Clavering had to deecide. But he
only too gled, in his troubled |
harassed frame of mind, to leavo the
decision to the Bounder. And he had
learnad Lo have faith in the strong-willed,
cool-headed Bounder of Groyfriars,

They rode on to the school.

“¥You'll do pa I tell you?" asked
Vernon-2mith.  * Take your books into
tho Cleisters, and mug up Latin there.
You'rn rather fond of mugging up Latin,
Kecp in the Cloistors, end don't stir out
beforoe four o'cleck. 1 give you my word
thet that will sec you through!™

“1 leavo it to you.”

[ 1] Gmd [?‘l

They were at the school. A shout
sounded in tho quadrangle as they were
seen, Vernon-Bmith waved his hawnd to
his companion and rode on. Clavering
wheeled his machine in at the gates, and
cyes were turned on him from, all aidea:

“ ad ! He's come  back ™
r-jm:uf;rj.tef Skinner blankly.

“(le-como back !" stuttered Snoop.

“Y knew wyou were only spooling,
Skinner,” grunted Russell. "I kuew the
fellow waa straight enough.”™

Without hecding  the  Removites,
Clavering put up his machine and went,
into the Honse. Billy Bunter met him
in the Remove passage, and blinked at
him through his spectacles.

“(Nd Bhepherd hasn't been yet!™ he
stuttered. ' Why have you come back ?7

Clavering passed him without & word,
and went into his study.  Ile came back
again with o couple of booka wnder las
arm. Skinner & Co. sighted him again
as he came out of the Schoel House, and,
to their utter amazement, he did not tuen
his stepa in the direction of the gates, It
rendly locked as if the astute Skinoer was
on the wrong track after all)

ot

and
was
and

One Penny. 5
THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Pleasant for Skinner!

L1 ALLO, hallo, hallo! Como and
join  up!” called out Bob

(*herry cheerily.

Harry Wharton & Co. were
ot footer pructice, with s crowd of other
fellowa, when Clavering of the Romove
came down to Little Side, hiz hooks nnder
his arm. Skinner & Co. woere [ollowing
him a2t a distance, -

“Yes, come on, Clavering ™ called
Wharton covdially.

“The warnfulivess of the footer iz tlie
esteemed desideratum in this freezeful
British  weather,”  rvowmarked  Hurree
Jarmsct Ram Singlh.

l.':.‘!awrin‘n_; smiled,

“No. I'm going to swot, alter all,” ha
saic, " I've just eome dewn to see how
you're getling on, that's all”

“‘.‘lr'h;,' not take a turn at footer, old
seant?”  asked  Mark Lainbey. e
chucked up swotting for a bit "

“Change into vour rags, aod come
on!" gaid Bob. i .

“Mr, Shepherd i comung tlas after-
noon, you know,” saiud Clavering calmly.
“1 don't want to bo plaving footer when
he arrives.™

“Oh, ves! T'd forgotton the gentla
Shepherd,” %r:'unmnl Bob., *New, then,
pitch the bali this wav, Nugent. I'm
going to boeat Ilazel 1o goal. or bust a
boiler 1

The footer went on, sud Clavering
stood  watching it for somo minntes.
Bkinner & Co. stood watching himn,

They were uttorly puzzled by Clavers
ing's remark on the subjeot of the Cota-
wood vicar. Had he really come in,
after his spin, intentionally to incet the
reverend gentleman from Cotawood? IF
a0, what becama of Skinner's spiteful
taunt that he dared not {uce Mr. Shep-
herd ? _ .

It beats me ' muttered Skinner quike
helplessly. "I suppose he's spoofing, and
he means to get out before the parson
comes 1™

“The man may deop in guy minute,"
said Bnoop.

“Clavering may know his train.™

“Well, perhaps.™ .

“Keep an eye on lam,” said Stott,

“I'm jolly well going to!” said S2kin-

ner savagely. * Heo wou't dodge the par-
gon without my knowing it, I promize
you,”
: Clavering stood unheeding, watching
the footer, though quite well aware thab
three malictous pairs of eves were watch.
ing him. Bolsover major joined Bkinter
& Co., frowning.

“There's Clavering!" he snapped.

“I'vo got cyes!” said Skinner, egually
shappishly,

“You said he had gone out to dodga
the parson.”

“I—1 thonglt be had."

"You're too jolly guick to rin down
a chap!" said Bolsover major. "I know
Clavering etood up to me 1 a fAght hkoe
a good man.  You're meking oul that
he's o cheat and o awindler.”

8o he 19! snacled Bkinner, _

“Well, this dossn’t look like "
growled Tolaover. “You'va spread o
varn about the school that he's dodyging
the wrsom this  aftornoon,  becauae
Shopherd will show him up if ha =ens
him. ILaook at the fellowa staring at himn
now!  You've got a Iring tovgue,
Skinar ™

Skinner gritted his teeth.

“It'a only hblafi 1™ he muttersd. *Ifa
knows what train the parson will oo
by, and he's going to dodee ont just ho-
fore he comes. He's Linfing !

Bolsover major looked thougbtinl,

“Well, that's possible,” he admitied,

I his  gawe, of course ! sacd
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Bkinner savagely. “He thinks this
cheek will throw dust in the fellows’ eyes.
He's succeeded with you, anyway !

“Well I'm down on him if he's a
rogue,” saoid Bolsover major.  “That's
only right, But there’s only your word
for it so far—and some lies of a High-
cliffie cad, who dared not eay it out to
Clavering’s face, I'm going to eec fair

lay {or the chap.”™ :

“1 don't see that il's your business,
Bolzover.” 1

Bulmmjier*a rugped face assumed its
most bullying expression.

“Bctn‘tjryuﬁ?" e snapped. ¥ Well, T'I
show you! That fellaw checked me when
he Brst came, and we had o fight. He's

t pluck. His father was killed st the
Front, and for that reason. if there's no
other, he's going to have a fair deal
here. 1f he gﬂ&gm the padre, I'll take 1%
that you've proved yonr csse, Skinner.
It ho donesn’t go out of gates this aller-
noon, I'll give you such a licking as will
stop you 8l ring o soldier's son for
gome time to come !’

And with that Belsover major stalked
away, leaving Skinner looking almost
green.

Snoop and Btott grinned. They weve
heginning to think that Harold Skinner
hiﬁ been a little too positive, and they
did not envy him his interview with
Polsover major if Clavering aid net
dodge the re.

Skinner set his thin lips hard.

“I'a onl Blaff ™ he muttered
savagely. " 'The cad's bluffing. T tell yoa
Ponsonby of Highclilie knows him by
sight, and knows his name's not Claver-
ing—though he didn’t say what his name
was. "

“Pon backed out of it.” i

“That was Smithy's deing, I belicve—
he stands up for the cad, for some reason.
You never know where to have Smithy—
he's alwaye play SOme (ueer game,
said Skinner bitterly. 1" not going to
loze sight of that cadl”

““ Hallo, he's off 1"

Clavering strolled avay from the footer-

round. Kaithiul as his shadow, Harold
gl{inner started after him, and Snoop
and Stott followad. )

Remove fellows watched that peculiar
pursuit, and grioned. Bkinner ha epread
the story for ond wide that Clavering
Liad gone on Smithy's bike to dodge the
parson. If he had remained out of gates
till Mr. Shepherd had come and gone the
Bemovites would have known what to
think of him. But Licre he wus—saunter-
ing peacefully in the quad, spparently
without any intontion of going out. The
green, malicious dissppointment in Bkin
ner’s face amused the fellows hugely.

“ Satting up as a detective, Skinney?
called out Poter Todd.

“Brr-rr!"
“Shadowed by  three!"” chortled
Ogilvy ; and there was a loud laugh,

#I-—I say, we're making guye of our-
pelves | muitered Sidney James Snovp
ureasily. “I'm geoing to chuck
Skinnoy 1"

“That's what the brute wants! He
thinks we shall get fed up, and then he
can snenk out without being seen?l
hissed Skinner.

“Well, you can play the blessed detee-
tive without my help. You've got two
eves. You don't want six on thiz job!”

Brnoop etrolled away with  that, and
Stott went with him, Skinner scowled
nfter them, but-he still followed Claver-
ing. His face brightened a little ns the
new junior moved in the direction of the
gates, He irew brighter and brighter
as Clavering kept on.

Haud the fellow given up the bluff, and
decided to cut at last? It looked like it,
and 8Skinner could have kicked himself,
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and Clavering, and evervbody elsa at
Girevirviars, when the new jurdor stopped
at the lo-n:'!ge to exchange a few waords
with old Gosling. Having chatted to
the porter for a few mmutuﬂﬁhlﬁ]amriug
sauntercd back, and mot Bkinner face
to face.

Skinner stopped, with deadly hatred
and disappointment in his face.  IHis
feelings were go ovident that Clavering
eould not help samiling. The cad of the
Remove conld have dashed his fist into
ihe smiling foce—but 3 certain amount
of pluck wos needed for that, and pluck
was not one of Skinner's shining quakb-
ties.

The new junior sauntered on,. and the
solf-appointed detective doggedly  fol
lowed., He followed him into the Cloia-
ters, wondering what Clavering could
wank there ]

Clavering went right along among the
eld, rugged stone pillare, and stopped.
Dovond the Cloisters wns a huge tron
gate, to which Gesling had the hey.
There was no exit there. Skinner won-
dered whether Clavering had  asked
Gosling for the key, but he was well
aware that nothing had passed between
them, at all events.

Clavering was fooling him, he told
Lhimself savagely. Ho meant to tire
Skinner out, and then cscape unseen and
unnoticed. But the new junior certaicly
showed rio sign of it. He opened his littla
ook, and paced to and fro, muettering.
Skinner caught a fow Latn words.,

At pius Eneas, per noctern plurima
volvens,™ )

Skinner gave e snort of utter disgust.
The fellow was memorising verses from
the Alneid—just one of a swot's tricks.
Skinner kpew that the new junior often
strolled into the guiet shades of the
Cloislers to swot., Evidently he #as at
the game again.

Skinner stood and watched him for ten
minutes ar more. " But it waa keenly cold
in the Cloisters. Bkinner's feet were
chilly, apd his temper grew worse every
minute, Clavering, heedless of the cold,
perhaps kept warm hy his steady pacing
to fro, went on muttering Latin
vorges, without one glance st the dis-
comfited spy.

The latter was fed up at last. At all
events, Clavering could not get out by
way of the Clowsters. Skinner tramped
away savagely, end was glad to get back
inta the winter sunshine on the guad-
rangle. He went along to the porter’s
lodge, and obiained Gosling's permission
to sit by his fire for o while. There he
vould keep warm, and at the same time
keep his eoyes on the gates, in case
Clavering should dodge out sooner aor
later. .

With bitter malice in his heart, the sy
of the Remove waited and watched, But
(lavering did not come. And at length
there was a rumble of wheels ontside, and
Skinner knew that Mr, Bhepherd of
Cotawood had arrived.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Treachery !

ERNON-S8MITII rode away after
‘.." parting with Clavering, and his
th took him through Court-
Ezld, and then into the Higheliffe
road, It was some time eince the Boun-
der of Gresfrints had called at High-
eliffe. His prezent ways were not the
waye of Ponsonby & Co. His last visit
hacf not been a very friendly one, either.
But Highcliffe School was evidently his
destination now. _
MNesr the school he passed three Iigh-
cliffians in the road—Merton, Tunstall
and Derwent of the Fourth—and called
to them,
“Pon at homel™

“Oh, ves!™ gaid Derwant, with a grin.
“¥ou'll find him in—not in & good tem-
per this afternocon I

The Bounder laughed.

“1 don't mind.”

He pedalled on rapidly, and reached the
tchool. Leaving the bicyels at the por-
ter's lodge, he walked quickly nercss to
the House. Courtenay and the Cater-
pillar were coming out, ¢nd they nodded
to him in & friendly way, but Smithy did
not stop tﬂrﬂjpnk. He went up the big
etairesse, and in 8 minuta more he was
tapping &t the door of Pnnmnhrl’n study.

Y (Oh, get off 1" came s grumbling voice
withm.

Vernon-Bmith opened the door.

FPonsonby, Gaduby, and Monson wero
at home. The nuts of Higheliffe did not
lock in very high feather.

They did not look plessed, either, at
the sight of the. Bounder of Greyiriars.
Thrie frozen stares repuied to his agrec-
able nod.

* Anything the matter?’ asked Ver-
non-Smith.

“If you've come over for a little game,
yvou've come to the wrong shop " growled
FPonzonvy.

“By gad! Have you turned over o
new leaf, like my noble self, an’ given up
paintin’ the moerry town red ' exclaimed
ithe Dounder.

“T've had ta!' groaned Ponsonby.
" TWea're all dead stony—suftorin’ from the
blight, by gad!™

“ Gee-zees’™ asked  the  Bounder
sympathetically.

* You've hiv it."”

“I thought the Gorernment had

stopped winter racing ™

*Pf wish they had!” growled Monson.
“It would have saved me a Aver.”

“And mo s tennerl” grunted
Pansouby. .

“And me a quid! Dot it wes all I had
left 1" said Gadsby dismally. *"You find
us in the sere and yellow Jeuf, Smithy.

“Hard cheese!” said tha Bounder!

“ Look here, what do you wanti" nshe:l
Ponsonby aggressively. * You're not
wﬁcame in r.hiu studyl  That's plain
talk ™

“Veory plain; but not guite up to your
waual standard of politeness, Pon”
anawered the Bounder, unmoved. " D've
come to do you u good turn’

" Gammon !

“Honest Injun! If you want to gel
your own back on g fellow who hand

ou like a buby, and chucked you sbout
fi'im s sack of cokel™

Ponsonby's eyes ghttered,

“Do vou mean thot new cad at Grey
frinrs?” he asked

I mean Claverine of tho Remove."

“You call him Claveringi™ aneered the
Higholiffe junior. “DU've told you what
his name is, and that 1 knew him es n
longshoreman at Hawkacliff.,"

“But, hold ou!” exclaimed Monson,
“If Smithy's deopped him, after all,
thero's no need to keep all thut seerct any

longer.™ i m
“Uh, woad! Ius it like that, Smithy!
FPonsonby his face quite

Jumped ui:'*,
friendly. ** By gad! I'd be glad to come
over to Greviriars an' show him up. You
only stopped me by—by- ;

“ By a little trick,” smilad tho Bounder,
“ All's fair in war. Mo, I don't want you
to tell your yarn st Grevfriavs, Pon—
that’s a bit too low down. But I've gob
my reasons for giving you a chance of
ragping Clavering this slternoon, if you
chonze,

“1 dou't understand wou.
against him nowi"

& For once. Why not? Friendehip's o
rather britthe thingz—as witness my t'rmn:_i—
ahi.‘;? with your noble selves, dear boys,

Oh, I catch on!" mneered Ponsonby.

Arc you
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*The chap's a dashed hard hitter, and
vou don't care to cross him. You want
us to pull your chestnuts out of the firel"

“Buppose I do?" said the Bounder
coolly, “ 1t suits your book. 1 can teil
vou where he is, quite alone, if you
choogas, "

k- Hn;leuti'" asked
piciously,

" Honeat 1"

"Tt's a pwo, then, I don’t ecare mnch
whether you've pot an axe to grind, so
long as I can give thar brute something
of what he yave mo!” suid the dandg of
Highcliffe viciously. * Where is he?

“Swolting in the Cloisters at Grey-
friave.

Ponsonhy gruntod, )

“You silly ass, we can't get at him
t-hElI"E'!“

“¥ou can, if you go by the iron gates
in tha Clotsters, thrn.:-ugh tha ruins. Easy
as falling off a form."

"I understand that those gates wero
always liept locked.”

Clink !

The Bounder threw a long, heavy key
on tho tabla. )

“There you are! TI'vo borrowed it
from ling's lodie,” he explained.
“You can let yoursclves in. Leave the
key in the lock, and I can field it after-
wards. All serenc—what3®

Ponsonby picked wmp the Ley, and
locked at {Iiﬂ chums. a wn3 in o vile
temper that afternoon, and bored and dis-
contented as well, Nothing could have
suited him better than to occupy the time
in revenring himeelf upon the junior who
had thrashed him-—much as he huad
doserved that thrushinge, '

Ha was not sarprised that Smithy, who
had stood Clavering's friend, had turnen
uporn him like this. Ponsorhy was as
treacherous ns 3 Prussizn himeelf, and he
was mnover surprised et treachery  in
cthars.

“But, I say, is it straight?” asked
Gadsby, cycing the Bounder. “Not a
trick to get us thore and rag ws—what?'

“Oh, don't be o roat!™ eaid the Boun.
dar impatiently. “If I wanted that, 1'd
ask vou to tea. You'd come ™

“Wall, that's so. All right!”

“T don't know what the fellow’s done
to Tuu. Smiths,” ssid Popsonby., ““But
we'll make him squirm for it."

“That's the idea. You can rush him
in thoe Cloieters, and gaot him out throuvh
tha ruins,” s1id the RBounder conlly.
“There won' be a soul to see: nobody
over goes over thoss burnt ruina.  Ryn
him down by the path through the wood
to the pivore———""

* Can't duet him--thoe rivar®s frozen as
hard ss e brick.™

Ponsonby  sus-

rlelk.”

“Better than that! Take him aut to
the wland-—and leave him thero!™

“0Old Popper's islund, do you mean?™

L T]'l.l'.'l.t1ﬂ- it, v

"By pad! Loave him there! Bot—"

“‘ﬁku a cord, and tie him to a tree,”
smilad the Bounder. "It'a <ather ecold,
but he can stand that! Leave him—-tell
kim j'-r;ru*r-n |ﬂn.1.'ir|:; him for the nizht,
Later on I'll see that somebody happens
along—mauita by chance, of rconrse—an
that he won't 2tay out all nicht, and
CANES 0 DOW, fon't seo why he
shontn't atay there till dark,”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Mind, not a word abont me," sand the
Bounder. “Thia ian’t the cort of trick I
want told at Greyiciars”

“Ha, ha! 1 fancy the Remove wonld
aanehtor you ! roared Monson,

h“ l‘intumil:.-, I'm not leoking forward to
thet.

“It's o o, eaid Ponsonby. “Not o
word, of course. [I'm much oblized to
you, Smith ™ ;

“Oh. don’t mench—it's my game as
well na yours, vou konow!™

¥ ¥Yeu, T know that, or you wouldn't be
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doing it. You'ro smre the fellow's
thero?” . ]
“Quite, He's swotting ; and he will be

theie a good hour yet. I know he has
an enragement at four o'cleck, though.™
“ Lota of time. You coming with ust™
“MNo jolly fear! I'll join Courtenuey ot

footer here, if he'll let me,” grinned the
Hounder. ™ Detter for me to be night ofi
tho scene.”

““Right-ho ™

Five minutes lptor Vernon-3mith was
at footer with Courtenay & Co., who gave
him & warm welcome to join in the prac-
tice. Ponsgonby and Gadsby and Monson,
joimed by Varasour, started for Urey-
{viars. And by the savage glitter in Cecil
Ponsonby's eves it could be scen that
there was an ill time in store for Claver-
ing of the Bemova

—

THE SiXTH CHAPTER.
In the Hands of tho Amalekltes !
b HERE'S tho cad!™
Cravering started, and lovwered
tha bool i his hand,
He wus pacing the lonely
Cloisters, at tha end near the iron galus,
just as he had been when 3kinner had
grown tired of watching him.

Ho had told Vefnon-Smith that he
would remain there, and leave overy-
thing in the Bounder's hands. Ho was
rlad to do it. What Smiths's plans micht
ta he did net know, but he knew that

SmiLhrr had saved him once from Pon-
sonby’s malive, and he trusted him.

[{e was killing timo by learning Latin
vorses bjy heart--a wvery usoful exerciso
for a fellow who was keon to ot on with
the language. But his thouphts straved
seeasionally to the Bounder, and to Bble.
Shephard, whosa train was even then
spoeding: towards Friardale Station.

The muotterod words outside the iron
gates ecaught his ear. Fonaonby and
threo other Higheliffie juniors were look-
iz at him through the bars. Clavering
elanecad at them coolly. He knew that
the rates wers kept locked, and the key
kept in Goaling's lodgoe, and the spiked
top was too high and too difficult for the
anamy to climFI; ovor,

‘“« Hallo, swotting?"” grinned Vavasour.

“¥os, thanks.' said Clavering calmly.

“Yau dide't expret to ses us, dear
boy ' asked Ponsonby,

*No: and it isn't o pleasure to see you,
?il;hjer! I don't know what vou're there
or!"

“Wa've come to soo you"

“Well, vou can  look!" answerad
Clavering, with a laugh, and he turned
away and resumed his pacing amony the
stone pillurs,

As his back was turned Ponsonby
quietly sl the key into the rusty
loek, 1t grafed louwdly as it was turned,
and Clavering spun round ot the sound.
Tho bir, heavy gate clanged open.

“My hat!" ejaculated Clavering.

“Collar him before he runs!™ muttered
Gadaby,

Bnt Clavering was not running. The
Hirhchiffe fellows were coming in with a
rush, and ha knew that he could not
caapa  Instead of trying to do sg-—oven
if ho had felt inclined to run—he drovped
his book, and put up his hands for
defence.

Thero was no fear- in his handsome,
sunburnt face. heavy as the odds wero
arainst him, and far as he was f{rom
heln,

“ MNaii him!"”

Ponaonby led tha atback ;

The four juniors rushed on Clavering
in & bodv, and in a secoud there was s
savare ficht raging in the dusky old
Mevigbora

The Highclifians were four o one; but

they hod not set themselves an easy task

One Pennr. r

Clavering was a8 havd as naile, and Tio
had wnlinmted pluck,

He stood up to the four with cool havdi-
hood, hitting out fercely as the nuts of
Higheliffe closed on nm.

Fonsonby went down as if he had been
shot, his jaw feeling as if it had becn
knocked tflmugh his head.

Clavering staggered, recciving blows
from Gadsby and Monzon that he could
not stop; but he stood up and faced tho
two gamely.

*Lend a hand, Vav, you funk ! volled
Gradshy.

And Vavasour piled in nnwillivgly.

Gadsby went staggering, nnd Vavasoor
and Monson retreated before Clavoring's
drivirg fistz, DBut Poneonby was up
again and phing in.

Clavering was taken bohind, and 1o
reeled back in the grip of the two young
razcala,

With a combined effert the High-
clifians got him down.

Clavering was still struggling on the

round, but he was powerless oow,

on's knee waa planted on Lis chest.

“By god!” panted Ponsonbry,
regular wild beast, by gad!”

“"You coward!™ gasped Clavering.
“1'Il hght you two to one, if you lilie,
if you've got pluck enough 1

“Thanka! We didn’t come here for a
ficht. ‘This is a rag, and wou'sa the
E‘tﬂnw that gots the eaggin’'! Here, hold

im 1"

Clavering made o desperato offort, and
nearly threw off his aescilants.

Dut he was Foreed down oagain.

Vavasour—brave now that the enemy
was down—trampled on his legs, and
Gaddy aud Monzon grasped his wrists and
Leld on to them.

“By gad, ha's dangerooe ! said Pon.
“Anvhody got a i We'il fasten lia
fina!”

“Tsa his necktie,"

“Good M

Clavering'a wrists were dragged to-
gether, and fastened with his own neck-
tie and handkerchief securely,

Then the Higheliffe nuts deageed him
to his feot,

The Greyfriara junior stood panting in
their midst, wrenching at the bands on
his wrista, but in vain.

“Got him, absolutely ! murmured
Vavasour. * Better ged him away before
any of the other beasts come!"

“Bettor  get  away,” sodd  Monsen
uneas:ly,

“It's  all screnc—nobody’s  heard,™
answered Ponsonby, rubbing his chin,
whera a black bruise was furmm%.

Varasour looked anxiously along the
Cloisters. Thoey were far from the school
buildings, but ha was uneasy,

“ Qumahbodr’s comin' 1™ he exclaimed,

* Bunter "' muttered Godsby.

Billy Bunter come rolling slong, nnd
he jumped as he saw the ecrowd of High.
chiffa juniors gathered round Clavering,

The Owl of the Remove was short
gighted, but he could sea that 1t was not
a eafe spot for him,

“Oh, crembs ! he ojaculated.

And aftor one blink he turned and flod.

Ponaonby made a dash alter him: imt
Buntsr, fat aa he was, put on a speed
thnt was somcthing hke a record. He did
not want to share the ragring.

“Como back, Pon 1™ ghouted Vavesour
shrilly, “ Let's get away, you asa!"

Pan returned,

“Come on 1™ he anld. 3

The THighchffians grasped Clavering,
and host'sd him out at the gate. The
Greviriars junior had ne chanee of resst.
anne,

Pongonhy locked the iran gates after
they wera throngh, Ho drew the biz key
out of the lock.
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* Ain't you goin’ to leave it thero?”
asked Monson.

“ Not now the alarm’s given. There'll
be A crowd along here foon, and they
could reach through the bars an’ get .
We don*t want them after us,” grinoed
Ponsonby.

“ My hat ! That's so!
pght!” : U

he 1ighdtifans hurried thei prisoner
away, through the ruins of the ul.ldmg
which had onco existed on the spot. on
which had long eince been destroyed by
fire.

The spot was a solitary one, and there
was none to obscrvo them. 'They passed
through the ruins, and reached the wood
thal grew down to the bank of ive Sark,
‘They were quibe out of sight now, and
ihey felt safe. Theg‘ elackened specd.

“ All serene now,” grinned Monson.

* Absolutely 1 chortled Vavasour.

Clavering was silent,

What tho Highelifiana intended to do
with hina he ¢ould not imagine; but he
way awnre Lhat some cruel ragging had
been planned hy the fellow he Lad
thrashed weeks before, and who had
never forgiven that thrashing. What
muzled bim most was how the nuts had

nown ha was in the, Cloisters, and how
Vonsonby had obtained the key of the
iron gates, That was a mystery he could
not, solve, :

he nuts marched him on throvgh the
wood, grinning with triumph, though
their eatisfaction was eomewhat dashed
by the demages they had received in the
combat.

They did not cmerge immediately upon
the towing-path, but followed its direc
tion, keeping in the cover of the woed,
::tid:t-nﬂy to escape observation.

They were stopped at last by the fence
that bordered Biv Hilton Popper’s estate,
snd then they went out upon the towing-
path, and etepped on to the frozen river,

Almost in the middle of the river was
the fittle wooded island, and the nuta of
Wighelifie headed for it, their prisoner in
thear midst,

In a few minutes more they were
trampling through the frozen thickets,
and the wood hid them from the sight of
anrono on the river-banks.

Tet's get out of

THE EEVENTH CHAPTER.

Doubting Thomases !

WY BAY, you fellows!” .
Billy Bunter burst upon Litile
Side red and panting.
He had startling news,
“I—I—I say——"" he epluttered.
“Hallo! The Food Contraller after
vou? grinned ﬂgi1w+ “Have vou been
cought at last?"
“Ha, ha, ha!”

*1--] may—— Groogh!"
Billy Bunter was pumped. e had not
paused for breath mm s race from the

Ciolsters, and, oxciting as his news was,
he could not get it out.

“Pat him on the back!™ exclaimed
Bulsover major.

Binack, emack !

*Yarcoooh ! roared Bunter, as several

hands smote him forcibly,  “CGurreg !
Toove off ! Yuuuurrep !

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Tallo. hallo, hallo! WWhat's the

matter with fatty ¥ asked Bob Cherry,
vaining off the field.

“Fow-ow! G h! I ey, you lel-
lows—- Leave punching me, Boi-
pover, you silly idiot! Yew-ow! I say,
the Higheliffe chapa Grooogh !
B;i}llmg'hcltffs: chups here?” exclaimed
“Grooogh! In the Cloisters! They're
eagging Clavering! Ow ™

L] Hﬁt !H
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“T aaw thom !” yelled Dunter,
* Rosh 1”7 said Bolrover major.
could they get o the Cloisters?
gates at the end are kept locked !
“The gate was open!”

“How

The

*Hata ! ) _ ‘
“PThey're ragging Clavering!" splut-
Aered Bunter. * They wers gomg 10 rag

me, the bearts, bnt I fought them off,
and ran for it. I—I knocked down three
of them, bui 1 couldn’t fight six or seven

“MNot really ¥ prinned Bob. 1 fancy
yvou could knock down #ix or seven as
easily as two or three, Bonter,"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“T knocked down four of the beasta!”
howled Dunter, whose imagimoilon was
alrcady actively at work, * 1 felled Pon-
sonby with ona blow I

“Ha, ba!l”

** And ran for it!"”

“Well, we'll believe that bit,” said
Hatry Wharton, whe bad joined the
group to sce what was on.  * You would
run for it, certeinly.”

“But it's all rot,” said Bob. *“The
Higheliffe boundere can’t be there, They
ol *n't get in, Bunter's pulling our

leg !

g‘The pullfulness of our leg is terrific !
remarked Hureea Jamset Ram Bingh.

“ Y gay, vou fellows, I swear—"

“Bhush ! Think of our innocent young
¢ars ! suid Bob seversly,

L

“T mean, I swoar——"

“I mean, U'il punch you if you swear
here IV

¥ Eﬂu eilly ass! I mean, I ewear that

“You're not
obstinately.

“Ha, ha, ha!

“You — you — vou  sill

asped Bunter, *They're there—I swear
they're there! I saw them! Poneonby
":md“‘,}' crewd of them, ragging Claver-
ing !

“ Rot!
doin

oing to ewear !" snid Bob
ump bim if he does!”

chump t"

What should Clavering be
there, either?” said Ogilvy,
“Bwotling, perhaps,” said  Mark
Lanley.

“ And whet was Bunter doing there!”
asked Nugent, “Bneaking off to gorge,

I sunpose!  Is that it. tubby?”
“No, you ass!" gasped Bunter. "I
woa going to keep an eve on Clavering,

to see whether he had encaked away for
the afterncon, Skinner says—"

“Oh, bother Bkinner, and what he
save!" snapped Wharton,

" Took here, the fat Owl is pulling our
leg !” eaid Johnny Bull. *“He wants us
to dgn:- on & wild-goose chase. Let's go,
and take Bunter, and if the Highcliffe
cads ain't there, we'll bump the fat
Owli™

“They're there, vou pss—"

W oll, lat'e and seat”

A crowd of the juniors started for the
Closters, taking the Owl of the Remove
with them. The general belief was that

L
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Burder was spooffing, as it seemed ime
poseibla for the Higheliffians to have
gained admittance to the Cloisters.

The juniors ran quickly enough along

| the Cloisters, and arrived ab the pgates

at the farther end. But Ponsonby & Co.
were lonz pone, and eut of sight.

Mot uwnnaturally, Horry Wharton &
Co. conchuded that they had never been
there, as the iron gates were still locked,

Billy Bunter's regard for the truth was
well known to equal that of the n?ﬁraﬁ
Prussian, and s0 a really maprobab

arn from Bunter was net likely to find

clievaera,

Bob Cherry shock the gates They
were locked securely enough,

“Locked!" said Baob.

“Where's Pon, Buntors”

“And where's Clavering, if he twaa
here?”

“¥ou fat spooferi™

Billy Bunter blinked round him,

“They=—they—they're  gone!™
gasped,

“You mean they were never thero!”
grunted Bob Cherey. “I knew wyou
were spoofilng all the time!™

“Of course he was!” growled Bolsover
major. "“The key of tﬁmsn gotes is in
Gﬂﬁlh\ﬁ lodge, and there's only ona
key. oy haven't been unimke; since
the fire, £ T know of."”

“Tho spoolfulness s tervific!” said
Hurree Singh, with s shake of his dusky
head. “The esteemed Bunter is lying,
a8 nsuali”

“ Lok here,

“Bump him!

“I say, you fellows, it's true!™ roared
Bunter, in alaym, *“I saw them here
Ponaonby and Gadsb and several
more—fiva altogether of tha beasta—-"

“It wad six or seven, wasn't ¥
grinned Frank Nugent.

"T-=1 mean six or seven—"

“And you knocked Ponsonby downt”
chuckled Peter Todd.

“Yes, I did! I gave him an awful
blow—"

“Leet'a look at vour knuckles™

Y al-m-my kiuckles ™

“Yes; if you gave Pon an awful blow,
and knocked down some of the others,
your knuclkles will show it.”

“Ha, ha, hal"

“ l—-I—I—" stuttered Buntar,
“N-n-now I come to think of it, T didn't

you silly nigger——"

knock Ponsonby down. I—I meant I
was Ff-:rmg g

S Ha, ha, hat®

“Look here, you fellows—— Yoopl

Legeol” #

“You fat bounder!™ excliimed Harry
Wharton, " You've brought us away
from footer with a eilly yarn, If it was
s joke, T don't see the point. Dut we're
jokers, too, and weo'll joke with woul

umn him "

“You—you—- Yaroch|”

Bumnp |

Thrice was William George Bunter
sat down on the cold, unsvmpathetic
Bags. The juniorsa loft him there,

aeping, and streamed away outl of the
%iﬁ'ﬁt&rs. i F

illy Bunter sat an Asped.

"?gvf-nwmﬂ Ok, Eu::lear! Beasts !
Yow-owl"”

“You fat duffer!”™ said Bidney James
Hucon, who had been looking en.  * You
sﬂnu:ﬂn‘t spin & yarn like that. It's too
thin!™

“Tt's true!” wailed thé haplesa Owl,

“{Oh, come off 1" said Booop. I know
what's true, Clavering las  sneaked
awoy to dodge the parsen, and he's got
you to spin this yarn, to make out that
he conldn’t help going out. Thut's the
game. How much did Clavering give
you to tell the story, you spoofer?”

#[—J—I—" Bunter simply gasped
ot that unexpected accusation.
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“Thes gok in here, and took E‘-Iawrh;ﬁ
away with them—I don’t think | aneer
Angop,  * Through o locked gate—what !
Pell us an easier one 7
“The—the pate was open——
“Are you still sticling to i, then?”
demanded Bnoop.
HOf cowize It's

= Bow-wow 1" _ i

Bnoop  walked away, quite satisfied
that he had hit on the true explanation.
Billy Bunter picked himself wp, gruniing
a?amm:b'caﬂy. and followed himn slowly.
or once the Owl of the Remove had
told the truth; bot, like most disciples
of Ananias, he did not find believers
when he told #. The Owl of the Re-
move iolt bitterly that thero was no
encourngement for g really truthiul chap
ot Greviriavs,

1r

am, wou rottert

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Privala Tom Redwing !

b FRE wo are!” smiled Ponsenby.
The Highdiffe party halted
in the midst of the wood on

the little islund.

Therse was snow nmong the hushes,
which wore erustad with frost, and it was
bi cold.  'The Higheliffe juniors
turned up their coat collurs nguinst the
keen wind that swept along the viver.

Clavering, in the grasp of many hands,
waa slammed against the trunk of a
troe. He was guiet and calm, and bhis
eyes gleamed contempt at the High-
cﬁqﬁan&

Ponaouby drew a coil of cord -from
nnder hiz coat, ‘while hin comrades held
the Greyfriars junior to tiwe trec.

Clavering understood their intention
now; bul it was impossible to resizt—
his hands were too securely bound.

But Lo did not flinch.

Pongonby ren the cord rouwd him and
the tree-trunk o dozen times, knotling it
in various places,

In & few minutes Clavering was fast-
enad to the tree, &0 that he could not
stir & limb.

Then the Highclifians stood in a
group before him, chortling. :

“How do vou like it, dear boy?”
gueried Ponzonby.

Clavering did not answer.

WA bit parky—what®”
¥avaronr.

“Ha, ha, lnt"

“Tinwe woe waere
Ponsonliy,  “CGood-lve,
bird | !

“Are vou goiug to.leive me here?
asked Clavering, breaking lis  con-
tomiptuons eilence at laet.

“Laooks like it, doosn't LE"

“An' it no good tryin' to bog off 17
speored Cudsby., “I'vo a good mind to
punch you before I go, too!”

"Ik would be like vou, as mv hands
gro tied!” answered Clavering, with
quiet 2coTn.

Claddhy Aushed with roage, and Ft&pged
tlaser to him, his hands ¢lenched, But
Maneow drew him back.

“Let him alone, Gaddy!™ he eaid.
“That's n bit too thick ! a's tied M

"Come on, let's got off ! anid Pon-
sonby, I'm afraid l&wiﬂ be a bit chilly
there, Cluvering. a, ha! VYou call
veurself Clavering, I understand ¥

“Rotton low impostor, absolutely!”
eaid Vavasour.

“Rit of a change for vou since you
used to work in the boate at Hawkscliff,
dear bov 1" grinned Pon,

aaked

“Tz that yarn really troe?”
looking very curiously at the

cluckled

ti' off,” wawned
little  yellow

Monson,
bound junior.

Clavering did not answer.  Monson's
guesiion showad thot oven the nuta did

E o - A;ahl;lﬂ Odds ! (See Chapter 6.) i

not wholly place faith in the wveradiiy
of their leades. ; ¢

Ponsonby & Co. disappeared throug
the crackling bushes, and Clavering
heard them tramping awey on the ice.

The sounds died away in the disiance
and hé realised that they were gone, and
that he was left quite alone on the
deserted island.

The bitter wind from l‘,]:mi frozen river
chilled him. Fragments of snow ware
falling on him from the branches above.

Ho was soon shivering.

Long exposure meant & ecrions risk {o
hia h[ﬁ.tlth. bt that was a matter the
reckless yvoung ruffians of Higheliffe had
not troubled to toke into consideration.
If taxed with their brutal action, they
were quite prepared to deny the whole
story, and stick to their denial through
thick and thin.

Woll drossed andd elegant in maoners
as the Highelife nuts were, there was
little to choose belween them and the
roughest zort of hooligan when 1t came
to asheer ruffianism. _

Clavering. shonted soversl titmes, the
faint hope that someone passing on the
bavks might hear his voive and come to
the rescne. .

But only the eclio of Lir lwnting an-
swered him. It was a solitary spot.  In
sumimer there were many passersby on
the river and the towing-path; but now
the Sark was frozen in the grip of winter,

It was forced upan hiz mind that rescus
was very improbable, He was there to
etay—till the Highclifiuns chioae to return
and release him. When would they ve-
turn? Woukd they veturn at all¥  To be
oxposed in that dreeary spot el night
wauld be nothing short of death. snd they
could nol reean that,  Tut the silence
nbout him was upbroken by a veice or &
footsion. .

The pele, wintry supn glimmered dewn
throngh the Lranches overhewd. Claver-
ing bad been there nearly an hour when
o sound on the frozen river made him

start, Bomeone was on the e, appar-
ently sliding. .

“I Ieip !9 ghouted Clavering deapor-
ato

'I'E;;‘m:gh the thicketa he could eateh

-

slight glimpses of the frozen surfzec of
the civer. For a moment a ligure
khaki was visible through an opeoumg,
and then it vanished again.

“IHelp 1™

To his joy an snswering shout camo
back :

“Hallo! Who's calling !

dd HE']PI’I

“YWhare are youl"

1t was a clear, bogish voice,

“On the island—tied to a trec
and help me ! shouted Clavering,

* My hat!"

There was & roething and crackling fa
the bushes.

The fellow in khoki had landed on the
ieland from the ice, and was making his
way through the frost-bitten thickets.

“Thiz way !" ealled ont Clavering,

“Right-hot™

A sturdy, handsomne Jad in khkki
emerged from the thickets near the wroe,
and looked ronnd him.

“Flere ! colled oul
junior,

“1 are you,
the new-comer,

I1¢ hurried towards the bownd junior,
astonishment very plainly written on his
face. The sight of a boy bound to & {veo
on the frozen island astounded him.

Clavering watched him as he horried
up. He waa o anidier—a very hoyish=
looking soldier, thovel in build he looked
shout ninetecn,

The Grevirinrs junior slarted, and a
strange look came over his fuce no he
ecanucd the features of the new-comer,

“"Youl" he panted,

The scldier looked at his faen, and pave
a start of astonishment,

“*You ™ he exclaimed, in his tegn

#Clavering

“Redwing 1™

“Geot me loose ! muttered the juntor,
“T'in freczing 1"

“T1'il have wou looze 1n a pffy 1™

The saldier oponed a pocket-knife, ond
eut thyough the cord that held the Groye
frinrs fellow to the Lree.
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The severed corda foll aboul the junior®s ! Head's house. Ths cab waited ocutside.

feet, and ho stood free, shivering from
head to foot, ) .

“Who the dickens tied you up Lke
thot 1™ exclaimed the scldiet, in wmaze-
ment and indignation,

"&dﬂ:mcn} eade—for & rotion

L] T OCINE.

EE"H: hat! 1 wish Y'd arrived while
they were doing 16! Move sbout! You
]og half frozen |"

Clavering was already stariing to
excreise.

. The soldier stood and watched him in
gilence, In s few minutes the cclour was
flushing the junior’s ks again, and
the warmth wne returning to his chilled
s opped at']

a &to at last, panting.

“Better now, kid?“ %

“Yea,” panted the junior. “Thaok

n for ping me out of that, But—bug
you for helping —b
—yop—— I nover dreamed of zecing jou
here, Clavering 1"

The soldier lansghed.

“Don't call mo that!" he said. “T'm
Private Tom Redwing, of the Loamshiro
Rifles. The name's as g as my old
one, and the job's better. I'm on leave
thia afternoon.”

“I know—I know!"

“I don’t quite sce how you knew,* said
the soldier, in surpeiae.

“I've heon to the camp bo gee vou, and
they told me.”

“Oh, I sen!l™

“And I'm jolly glad to see you!l™
L “Beme hero!" mid the lad in khaki
theerfully. *The fact is, I cams in this
direction hoping T might fall in with you,
kid. I knew it was a hali-boliday at the
sochool. I've had a look at Greylfriars;
hut I didn’t care to go teo close. No
good risking hu.vmmue&timm asked.”

“You—vyou wan to seo me 1

**¥es, naturally.”

“You mean you wani this to end—zou
want to tale your own name and place
at Ureylriara?” oxclaim 8 juntar

ﬂ] f i claimed the )
eagerly, .
e goldier sheok his head.
o fear ! anawered emphatically,

"No fear!" he d emphaticalty
“1 den't want anything of tho sort. I
wanted to sec how you were getting em,
that's all. Desides, it was a bargain.
You gave me your namd, and I gave you
mine. You wanted to go to school I
wanted to go into the Army. It was a
fair bargain.”

“I'm ready to reloasg yvou from the
bargain,”

“E!?m not  ready
though 1"

 Piypom

“ A bargain’s & bargain, and T hold von
to it, old son !

And there fell 2 silence,

joke!™

to  release  vou,

THE KINTH CHAPTER.

Missing !

AROLD BEINNER cama ouf of
the portor's lodge as the atation
hack drove in at the gates of
Greviviars,  8kinner's face was

very contented. The reverend gentleman
from Clotswood had srrived, and Clavor-

ing of the Remove was still within the
50 gatea—at least, Bkinner was sure
ho was,

A rather stiff-looking gentleman in
black was seated in the cab. Skinner saw
at & glance thot it was a clergyman, and
ha had ne doubt that it wes Mr, Shep-
herd, He watohed tho cab drive on to
tho Head's honse, with & grin,

He did not leave the gates. He was
Emm prepared to sce Clavering make a

esperate bolt at tho liat minute, and
at ampt to avoid a meet ny with the Viear
of Cotawood. In the distance he saw the
visator alight from the cab and enter tho
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Apporently Mr., Shepherd’s visit was not
to be a prolenged one.

Siducy James Broop spotted him at the
gates, and joined him there,

“His nibs has come,” remnarked Snoop,
thus irreverently alluding to the gentle-
man in rusty hlack.

“Te's Shepherd 1" said Skinner, [

“¥es. I heard him givo his name ¢o
Trotter. ™

Skinner rubbed his hends.

“New Clavering can lock out for
squallz !" he said.

“Ts Le still in gates?™

“I've been watching the gates from
Goaling’s  lodge,” chuckled Slkinner.
“He hasn't gone out. I left him in the
Cloister:s some time back.”

“He's not there now.”

“Wecll, he must be somowhers around.”

“I fancy not,” said Snoop, with a grin,
"1 haven't seon him. Bunter’s got a
yarn of secing him ragged by a %ﬂighv

iffe gang in the Cloisters, And it looks
te me as if Clavering has put bim up to
it, and cleared.™ _

“DBut—but he can’t have cleared!”
exclaimed 8kinner. *I've been wakching
the gates all the time, I tell you!™

* Bet you he's hooked it over the wall,
then !

Skinner set his thin lipe.

“That settles it, if he has,” he au-
awered. * If Clavering’s not within Fat-us
the follows will know what to think 1™

* ¥You bet 1" agreed Snoop.

Trotter, the page, coms out into the
quad, looking about him. Ie was
evidently in search of someone,

“Locking for Clavering?"” grinned
Bkinner. "I wonder what the parson will
sy whon the spoofer doesn’t turu up "

Th:}y watched Trotter hurry demwn to
the footer-ground, and followed him
thero. Clavering was not to bo acen,

‘8 euge mne, Mastor Wharton—-"

FHaullo, Tfﬂtt:f’! Anything wanted #*
asked the captain of the Remove cheer-

fully,
*“Master Clavering's wanted, siv,”
answered Trotter. ™ Gent's come to see

'im—a roverend gent, sir. I can't find
'im nowhere,”

Wharton whistled

“I'm sure he hasn't gone out,” he ro-
plied. *He knew Mr. Shepherd was
commg. Hea was here some timo ago.”

*1 don't see 'lm "'

“Any of yvou feilows scen Clavering 1"
called out Harry Wharton.,

There was a eulgger from Harold
Ekinnar,

""Nobody will see him till aftee the
parson’s gone,” he said.

“Hallo, you beginning again, Skin-
ner?” growled Bolsover major,

“Well, where is he?"" demanded
Bkinnor.

“Ho can't have gone out!” axclaimed
Bob Chorry, his faco derkening a little,

"He's not gone out by the gates!”
eneered Skinner, “T've been watching
tha gatm_qll tha titne.”
BHII waking spy!”  growled Jobhnny

iall,

“It's a chap's duty to keep an eye on
n Eipih‘:lﬁng swindler !™  said  Skinner
loftily,

“Oh, rata! It's not a chsp's bimoy to
sy on anyhody.”

Y Bame follows are born spies,” anortad
Bob Cherry. “You ovecht to got n job
in the Hun Secret Service, Skmnoer;
that's about your mark "

“* Well, where's Clavering?” demandad
Bkinner angrily, ''Ia he going to shiow
up!  You fellows said he wonldn't try
to dodge the parson. Where i ha?”

“My hat!" said Bolsover major slowly.

"It does look—"
" Rubbish ! excleimied  Wharton, |

“ Let's look for the chap. We'll ind him
for vou, Trotter!”

“Yes sird!

Most of the juniors were jntercsted and
excited. Those whosa faith was firmest
in Clavering were staggered now; and
as the news spread that the rererond
gentloman had arrived, and that Clavor-
ing was not vieible, nearly all the Re-
move joined in the search far him. Bomn
of the Fourth and the Third helped, as
curious on the subject as the Removites,

Trotter returned to inform thoe Head
and his visitor that Clavering could not
}m seon, but fhat he was being looked
or.

Looked for he was, snd thoroughly,
The studies were scarched, the library,
the Commen-rooms, the music-room, the

ym, the quad, and the Clomsters, cven

¢ old chapel ruine—everywhere, in fact,
that & jJunior ocould possibly be was
searched—and drawn blank! -

Clavering was not to be found.

Harry Wharton's brow was clouded as
he returned to the School House with hig
chums, after a Inst lock round the
Cloisters,

Wingate of the Sixth met them on the
stepa,
“ Have you seen Claveving, Whartent”

ho asked, “ The Head wants him.”
“Woe've hunted everywhere, Wi
gete.”

*Has the young aes gone out, then?”

“I—I auﬁﬁose o,

5Ir. Qualeh came to the doorwary.

*“Wharton, have von any knowledge
whore Clavering is?”

“ Mo, s

*You gare hitn my messaze after din-
ner, 1 supuose?”

“Oh, yes, sir "

“Ho cannot have gone out, then, as
he knew that My, SBhephord was coming,

Do you know whether ho went out,
Wharton ?"

“Ho went out for a spin, sir, but he
came back. I saw him., Ilo was on the
footer-ground an hour age.”

“Then he must still be within gates,
Ploase lock for bim, and tell him that
Mr. Bhepherd is in the Head's study
waiting for him. ™

“IWe've scarched the whole place, sir,
and wa can’t find him.*

“Bless my soul!" exclaimed the He-
move-master in gurprige, " Are you sure,
Whartou ?"

“Yes, sir,” said Harry, reluctantly
anﬁu%h.' Thero was no unee hiding the
fact that the new -junior could not be

found within the precinets of Greyfriars

Mr. Quelch frowned.

“¥You ore sure you gave him my mes-
sago, Wharton?"

“Certainly, sir.”

“He must have gone out, thien, in spito
of it. This is very extraordinary! Fis
former tutor camnot wait long, as thero
iz only one train back this evening ! the
Roemove-master exelaimed, frowning. I
have never heard of such disrespect,”

_The juniors looked at one another in
silerice.

They kpew—thoogh Mre. Quelch Jid
not—that there vould only be ong expla.
nation, if Clavering had gone out of his
own accord, He was condemned now in
the minds of all the Remove. But Bob
Cherry nttered a sudden exclumation.

“ Bunier !

Mr, Quelch loakad ot him.

“¥What do you mesn, Cherrvy? Dong
Bunter know snything of Clavering's
ntovenents?”’

“Wall, Bunter said—ahom—-"

“Kindly explain vonrself, boy!™ said
the Form-master testily.

“Hera's Bunter " called out Johnny
Bull. " You're wanted, Bunter ™

Rilly Buntar rolld up,



Every Monday.

“Bunter, do vou know where Claver-
ing 1877 rapped out Mr. Quelch.

*No, sir; not since I gaw him in the
Eloisters,” said Bunter, He blinked
lu-ftiii,' at the Removites.  “They were
wondering whethar he had the nerve to
epin s varn to his Form-master, If he
:.h'rI,! it meant that it waa true. 1 ihink.
sir,” Bunter went on deliborately, * that
ihe HigheolilTe chaps have done something
with him."”

R !T murmured the juniors.

“What can yvou mean, Bunter?” ox-
elaimed Mr, Queleh, *Explain yoursell
gt once! Has Clavering been quarvreliing
with the Highclilfe boyst”

“They were wepging him  in the
(Naisters, sir!" purred  Bunter, mugh
elated at thus shutting vwp his disbelbievers
by rvepeatinug his story to the Form-
master. "I came on Lthem, sir—""

“In the Cloisteis? [low could High
cliffe boys gain admittance to the Claois-
fera?” excleimed Mr. (uelch, “The
gates are locked ™

* They wore open then, sir. The rotiers
—ghem '—I meun the Highclhifie chaps
muet hove got a ey somewhere,”

“Nonsensa! Do yon know anything
of this, Whartou?"

b l:f':i:f what Bunter {old ay, sir,” saild
Tlarry. “'Wo weni to e=ze if there was
zhything in it, and we found nobody
thare, and the gates locked, as usnul.”

“1 saw them!” hooted Bunter. * The
gate wes open when I saw it. Ponsonby
and & crowd of them wore ragging Claver-
ing. They wore all gone when the fel.
lows got therc—they must heva rushed
Ulavering out of the gute, and locked it
alter them.  It's true, sir”

* A foolish sehoolboy joke, I suppose,™
gaid Mr. Queleh irvitably. **host un-
fortunute, whon Clavering'e tutor is heve
to vitit him, and can stay but a short
time. IXid you sep Clavering go out with
them, Bunter?” _

“ Nunno, sir. He was [lighting when 1
saw him. Monson's noso was bleeding
like anytiung, and—-"

“You need nob give me disgusting de-
tails, Bunter, Reually, Wharton, if yon
knew that Clavering had been taken out
of gates for a [oolish joke, you mirht
have interfered or repoctod tEa matter,
as you were sware that My, Shepherd
vas coming heore to zee him|"

harton flushed.

“We didn't beliove Dunter, sir,” he
apawered. “ Theo gates were locked, so—

¥

“I understand! T am avware that Bun-
for ia not a truthful boy!"”

“Oh, sir!"” gasped Bunter.

“You nead not speak, Bunter.
fon, kindly go to the lodge, and ask
Cosling wgathnr the key to the Cloister
gale ts missing,  That will eetile the
matter."

“Certainly, atr.

Harry Wharton ran away to Gﬂﬂ]inF'ﬂ
lodge. The fellows waited anxiously for
himt to return, amnd Mr. Queleh waited
brritably., In three minutes Harry camo
speeding back to the Bchool House,

“The key's gone, sir!” he gasped,

“Aly hat!" murmnured Bob., * Bunter
wae telling the truth !

“Another hlessed miracle!™
mured Nupent.

o Gna]mg told you tho key is missing,
Wharton?’

“Ves, sir. It's not on the hook.™

“It 18 extraordinary that a Highetille
hoy can hove obtained poseession of it.
Some Greyfriars boy must have parloined
it, and lent it to him ! excloimed Mr.
Quelch. * This is most annoying. Ay
bays, will you kindly search for Clavor-
ryr, and bring bim Lack #s soon as
Fpossibley'

*Yes, rather, siv!”

And there waz a rush to the gates,
while Mr. Quelch venaived to the Head's

Whar-

mur-
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study, to informn Mr. Shepherd of the
unfortunate state of affaira,

It wos rather an extraordinary story to
tell, and Me Quelch’s voire was very
enappish as he told it. Ar. Quelch re-
lr.rardmi the alfair as a reckloss echoolhoy
ark, awmd he did nob approve of larks.
But the revevend gentloman smiled pood-
humonredly,

“It s very unfortunate. but T nu]?puw'e
it eannot be helped,” said dr. Ehephord.
“1 could remain until gix—no later, as
the train leaves at eix-thirty.  With
vour perinigsion, v, Lecke—"

 Most cortain!e,” said the Head, It
15 very unfortunonte, bul Jdoubtlesa ths
bove will Fnd Cloverning loug befura six
o'clock. e cannot bo [ar awey.’ Per-
haps you will join us at tea, My, Shop-
hewrd, Mrs. Locke will be delightad.”

The reverend gendeman stayed to tea
in the Mend's lLaase,. Meanwhils, the
search for the misstug junior was goin
ou in the direction ul? leighEliﬂ'a Hehool,
but the seavelh was in vain, I the
wanter dusk ILirry Wharton & Co. turned
hock to Ciroyfriars at lust, disapnointed.
Fn\'ﬁnng of the Remove was not to be
ourad.

Setpieerrer———

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Stlek It Cut!

1% lad in khaki eat on 2 log un-
der tho frosty trees and regarded
Clavering  with a  whimsical
rmile. %‘hﬂ Greyfriaras junior’s

brow wae dark with thought, Eln had
migset] the soldier ot Wapshot - Camp,
but this chance meeting gave him the
l}]p riunity he had eocught, But he was
slow to speak. It was the zoldier who
broke the szilenes at last, The dusk was
vrecping over the aslsud and the frozen
Tiver.

“You're looking down in the moutn,

old scout.  Don't gou like your lifs at
Grezfriarsi”
“J like it.” nnewerad the

juui&r.
“You're glud to bo thero 7"

“Very glad ™

“It'a o change, T supposet” |

“A great change, alter working with
my hands lor my 1fni|:,r bread,” soid the
junior, with a asigh. “It's what I've
alwavs dreamed of, But—''

“Then what's the trouble 7" asked the
sgldier, in wonder. *“ You've got the life
{uu want, and ['ve got the life I want

pasced In aa eiphteen—I look it but if
old Shepherd got on my truck he would
soan yank me onk of the Army sgain,
And I'mn locking for my chanceinn draft
for Flanders,” His eyes gleamed, and
his boyish face grew hard for a moment,
“I'm_going out to kill Germans, kid.
I'm bhig enoueh, if not old cnough.
Aren’t you eatisfied with the exchange ¥

“Yea; but—m"

“They wouldn’t take a kid Yke sou in
the Ariny, if that'a what you're thinking
of. YWou're fiftean, and look it. T'm
nearly sixteen, and louk eighteen or nine-
teon.  That cock won’t fight.”

The schonlboy smiled.

“1 waen't thinking of the Army,” he

m}id. “T'm satisfied with Greyfriara
I Pt elad to be there. I've made some
friovels,  too=-splendid  chops. OUne

especially has been very decent to me.
But——-"

“Well 77

“It'a a game thot cap’t be plaved ent.
I'm sospected alreads,™

Tha solilice whistled.

T den't ree how,™

Y There were were trifles Titt'e things
bt they count. T stood o1 that, Rl
thig afternoon Mr. Shepherd’s coming to
the sehoal ™

““h, great Seott 1V

“What would Lappen If he saw me?"
gaid the juniow,

“Ay hat! He wouldn't think you

atiol: it out tili X

One Penny. 11

ware Leotard Chvering, that’s 2 cort.
But what on earth brings old Shepherd
to the school 7 He lives twenty or thirt
miles away, and he's 8 homo-sticker.
belicve he docsn’t po outside Cotswood
parish once n  year, let olone this
distance. ™

“T suppose some business brought him
thiz wav, and he thonght hs wouyid call
in. Ferhaps to esce whether Clavering
had given uwp hia iden of becoming o
soldier,™  pid  the Grovirisra  junior,
smiling.

“Whet rotten lock |
spon voui'

" Kol

" Fasy done, then,

Hiay cut while he's
there.
a hurrey.

Ie cortainly can™t coma :-lltia:iu in
ought
of that 1™

I wonder vou never

“Fodid think of it said the junior,
“ FBut it woud have finished me with my
Faorm. They would take it as proof of
'l.‘i'hﬂ.;rthﬁf surpoct alreads. ™

EY 'll..,l !'|Il

“That's why I tried to see you at the
campr=ta tell you that it ean’t bo plaved
out,” said Tam Redwing, in a low voice,
HI—I ean't dodee and trick and He—I
can't! You woulde’t want me to, T—I
hoped to eee vou, and--and Lo find that
you'd got tired of soidioring --—"

“To nalt me to break our bargsint™
demnnded the soldier gruffly,

"No" mid the junior slowle, A
bargain's o bargain. T stick to it if you
warnt ne to." ,

“That's settled 17

“Hight! If 'm bowled out, T shall
have to clear off from Greyfriars, Dut 1
sha:l say uothing about von, IH—-if pon
wanted vour own name ond place, I'd
give them np.”

"y dﬂﬁ,t!

*Then the bargoin stonds—as long aa it
cun stand.”

The soldier kritked his brows,

“"But Bhepherd ecan't come again in &
hurry, and souve missed him,' ho said.
“You eame oub——"

*1 didn't come out. T was roshed off
by o rang of rotters fromn Highcliffo
Scheol.™  The junier’s cxea gleamed.
“It was a rog.”
ha“ﬂhc:ét tihih lﬂﬂ] thing that could havs

: ould say.

J?%‘r}ll? !]’ .}I

“You've msaed Shepherd, nnd vou can
p{ﬁi‘r‘ﬁ that it wasn't of your pwa freo
Wiil.

Tha junior staried

“My hat! That’s mo! Aned it's truel
Bhepherd will be gone befure I get back
—that's a cort ™ he excliiined. " Pon-
=anthv hoa done me & good turn without
knowing it 1"

" Depend on it, ¢ld Sheoherd won't call
agnin wn & hurry,” said the soldier con.
fident!y, " He sticka ot home like an
oveter as o rode. ee lived in his place
for two or three years, epd I know,
Yoo're safe on that side.™

“ But—but——"'

“Hafe an hovser,” said the polidior. He
peused. " Louk here, kid, T asked yom
to play this ganw.  But if you fairly ask
me to ot vou off the bargain, Uil do it—
unwillinzlv. You're not a slave. Only,
ginee you're wlad to be at Grevfriars,
get into o draft for
Flamders,  After that, ok Shepherd can't
get ma bock if he tries over so hard,™

“1°d like to etay for good, but—"'

_ “8tay for gond, then. You're wrong-
ing no one.”

“1 know., Bon "

“ Btk ioout ! svid the enldier,

“T1 try,” eaid the Gieyfriars juniop
sitnply.

e was abowt to eposk again when
there camne a sound in the deepening
E!uﬂh and the lad in khaki started to Lis
aet,

“ Bomiebndy's coming 1 he snid hastily,
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“Wo mustn't be eeen together, kid. It
might give the show away. Ill cub!”

1 shull eee you again?” ezclaimed
Clavering.

“Tf you want to, yes. I'll come along
here next leave, if you like."”

“Good ! I—" . :

The soldier made & sign for silence,
and *disappeared into the thickets in the
opposite dircetion from thet in which
footsteps could be heard, 1
" The false Clavering waited, his heart
beating, He wondered whether tf was
FPonzonby & Co. returning to velease hum.
If so, his soldier friend wns near enough
to help him, if he needed help.

Ho started as the thickets rustled and
2 junior came into sight. It was the
Bounder of Greyfriars. o W

“ Bmithy ! excloimed the junior,

Vernsn-Smith started, and looked at

him,
e Ijuuul“ he exclaimed. “I thought

_Ec broke off. The Bounder had ox-
pecied to find Clavering bound to the
tree.  The junior looked at him eddly. .

o

“Thd you comne here for me?”
asked.

“Yos," gaid Vernon-Smith frankly,
“I'va beenn at Higholife, and I heard
R

“Thank you! Ponsonby and his crew
left ma bound to a tree,” ssid the junior
“I way set free by a soldier chap who
came along.”

¥ Oh, good !" zaid the Bounder. “T'va
eome elong for nothing, then. Where's
the soldier chap ™

“"He's gone—now."

“Time you got back to school,” re-
marked Vernon-8mith, locking at his
watch, *It's closo on eslling-over now,
and it's a fair distance.”

The new junior hesitated a moment.

W naﬂg}u't harry, of course,” said
the Bounder, with a emile. “Give the
geotle Shepherd plenty of rope.”

“Clavering smiled. ]

* o must be gons befora we get in,”
Lo said. “The last up-train {romn Friar-
dela at half-past six, I believe,”

4 Qix-thirty,” hgreed the Bounder;
“and it's past six now. Did you have n
Bad time here 7"

“Rotten, untit T was set free.”” Thoe
new junior's brow darkened. *“I'H make
Ponsonby smart for it, too. Though, as
it happens, he's dona me a good turn.”

“[low do you muke that outi"” asked
tha Boonder carelessiy.

“ T've missed Mr. Shepherd, and T can
prove that I didn’t leave Grosfriare of iy
own accord, if they want to know.”

“What a stroke of luck!™ said the
Bounder ¢almly. * Ponsonby couldn’t
bhave guessed how useful he would be,
Let's gat going. It's cold here. We
needn’t hurry, though. MNever mind call-
over for once.™

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Shut Up, Skinoer !

ARRY WHARTON & CO, came

151 at tho gates just as Gosling

was sbout to close them. ‘They

had put in a thorough scarch for

Clavermg, up and down and round about,

but they had not seon & sign of him or of

the Higheliffo fellows. Harry went at
once to Mr, Queleh’s study to report,

Then ha joined his chums in the
Common-room.  There was s rather
excited discussion going on among the
Removites.

Riilly Bunter had told his yarn over
ngain several times, and he waz finding
believers now,

Hikinner & Co, persisted that Clavering
had gone deliberitely out of the school to
avold the meeting with the Cotswood
vicar, Buntel®s story was rather o facer
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for them, as the fact that the Owl had
vontured to tell it to the Form-master
waa proof enough for most of the fellows.

Bkinner savagely declarad that Claver-
mg had put Dunter up to spinning the
VAT, ang paid him for it—an accuss-
tionn which the fat junier indignantly
dented.

“That's all rot!"™ said Harry Whar-
ton, coming 1n a3 Bkinner was repeat-
i hiz statement., * You know it is,
Sleinner i

“It's the truth!™ snarled Skinner.

“Rot! Buanter would tell any amount
of ']ies, I dare say—-"

“Oh, really, Wharton!"”

“But he never sticks to a varn he's
made up without contradicting himweelf,”
sald Harry. “And we all know that
Elm‘erin;r{msn't any money to give him,
He's Fg,'u:nt. less tin than any other chap in
the Formy, I believe!”

“As if I'd touch his money '™ snoriad
Buntor wrathfullr.

“You would, if he had any " grinned
Bob Cherry., “But I don't bebiove he
has any. DBunter’s told the truth for
once, amazing ag it ial"

“Looks like it,” sgrecd solsover major.
“1 know Buoter was as keon on YIng
Clavering an impoator as mlybm?f‘?"

“I belteve he is an impostor ! snapped
Banter. " I've said so all along! All the
same, 1t was true what [ paw in the
Cloisters. He licked Pon a few weeks
ago, and the cad's got his kuife mto
ham "

"“How could he get a key of the gatel!”
growled Skinner,

“I shouldn't wonder if he it
through you, Skinper!” said Johnuy
Bull, m his slow, deliberate woy

Skinner jumped.

* Through me!” he howled.

Johuny Bull nodded. _

“¥Yes: you pal with P::-nmn[:i, and it
must have been a Greyfrinrs chap. who
gave lim the key, [It's queor that Pon
should have dragged ﬂhvﬂﬁﬂ%n off just
at this fime. It looks to me like a put-
up job.*

“Wha a-att”

“A put-up job!™ repeated Johnny Bull
stolidly. * You wanted to make out thut
Clavering was dodging the parson, and
you got your Highclilte friends to yank
him away, io look as if he had gone out
of hia own accond. ¥You gave Pon the key
to do it.  That's what it locks like to
mal’’

“WMy hat! To mo, too!” exclaimed

g ped

iunor simply gasped.

Ar n matter nf fact, Johnny Buoll's sus-
picien looked reasonable enough, and it
guite fitted in with the well known tor-
tuousness of Bkinner’s character. It waa
cxactly one of his deep-laid tricks—al it
was true.,

Accusing Jooks were cast at Skinney
from all sides.

“Is that how it s, Bkinner, you
eneak ' hoomed Polsover innjor.

“{rwn up, vou worm "

“Own up, Skinner!™

H e [—F——"" atuttered Skinner. " Ita
g hiat T—I don’t know anything about
it f—[——-"

“ Hallo, halla, hallo! There's call.
over ' gxclaimed Bob Cheryy,

The juniors went inte Hall for call
over. Two of the Remove failed to
answer to their names—Clavering and
Vernon-Smath.

Mr. Quelch marked them absent, and
cdhismussed the scheol; and then he went
to the Hend's study. Mr. Shepherd was
theva.

Tha black-coated gentleman was grow-
g rathor uneasy. o glanced many
tiuncs at the clack.

“Haz Clavering come in?" exclaimed
the Yead, os the Bomove-master entoved.

YT am sorry to sny, no," answored M,
Gueleh.

“ Dear me!" murmered Mr. Shepherd,

He rose from his chair.

“This i3 really most unfortunate, slr!™
murmured the Head, greatly vexed by
the untoward happmnrim

“ Extremely so, na 1 fear I shall nok
finnd myself in this direction again for o
very long time ! said Mr, Bhepherd re
grotfully, " However, it uppears that I
cannot see my former ward.

“1 am sure, Mr. Bhepherd, that it is
not the boy's fault,” said Nlr. Quelch.
“l have always found him a very roe
spectiul and considerate boy.”

“ Quite so, sit—quite so! I guite wn-
derstand—aimply an untimely joke on tha
part of some rather lively young gentle-
men,” said Mr. Shepherd, with a nod,
“I am quite sure that Leonard would
not intentionatly neglect me.” He is a

ood bor—a litkle wayward, but a really
me and good-hearted lad, He will be os
sorry as I am, I am sure!”

“You vould not wait o little longeri™
remarked the Head.

I fear not! 1 have already left my-
self very little time for my tramn.” Tho
reverend gentloman was evidently disap-
pointed, Lut there wos nothing to ko
done. T am afratd I hove taken up a
great deal of your tima!”

“ Mot at all, siv! assured the Head
politely.

And Mr, Shepherd took his legve,

As he went omt to his cab tho eyes of
nearly all the Remove were upon him.
He was departing without seeing Claver-

ing.
%‘ha eab drove out ot the gates, and
rumbled down tho dark road te Friar-

2,

Gosling closed the gates olter .

Harry. Wharton & Co. remanet in tho
hall, locking out for the two absentees
It was past seven when footsteps were
heard in the quad., ‘The jumiors had
heard the gata,

Vernon-Smith aml! Clavering camo into
the Hehool Housa together.

They wera surrounded at onca.

“Where have yvou been, Clivering 177

““Shush! Here's Quelchy !

The juniors drew kock ns Ar. Quelch
came on the scene, frowning,

“8o you bhave returned, Cluvoring?”
he exclaimed sharply, taking no notice of
the Bounder for the moment.

“Yeosu, pir”

“Where have you beent™

“On the istand, air, In the fver™

“And what were wyou doing there,
Clavering? Am I to understand that you
left the school intentionally, knowing
ihat Mf. Shepherd was coming hero to
gee youl"

The juniors zlmest held their breath,

* Mo, sir,” answered Clavering quietly,
“1 was token away by ferce!”

“Tell me what happened, Clavering !

“I was gﬂin%. aver my latwn, sir, in
the Cloisters, when some fellows camn in
-~fellowa hﬂf{:rnpl;ing te another schoak!™

“Higheliffa ' struek in Bunter,

“One of them wps a chup 1 hed
fought with,” went on Clavoring, uwne
heeding the Owl's interruption. *They
collared me, amd I resisted!™ He reblwd
hiz left aye, which had 2 dark shude
round it—in fuct, there were many Lracey
of that tough combat on Cluvering’s [uee,
bearin mﬁ his stery. © They wera too
many for me, sir, and they rushed me
out. Ono of them had 2 key to the iron
gates. They forced me away, and tied moe
to a tree on the island in the river
'That's all, sir. It was what they'd -all
2 jape, I supposal®

My, Quelch pursed his Jips,

“Searcely a inke, to “H mnd 1 he
snapped.  * Andd when did they releaso
vou, Clavereag™"
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“They did not release we, sir. I was
found there by a soldier, who szet me
free. I met Vernon-S8mith, and we came
homs together.”

Mr. Quelch gave him a searching lock.

“Yery well, Clavering, I accept your
explanation,” he satd. It is very un-
fortunate, as Mr. Bhepherd has had to
leave without pening you. Vernon-Bmith,
you have only just returned?”’

“Borry, sir!"  enid  the Bounder
meekly, 4 was over at Higheliffe, and
Courtenty wshed e to stay to tew aflter
the footer, so—=""

“That 15 no excuse,
hundrved lines!”’

“Yery well, sir.”

Mr. Quelch rustied away.

“1 «lon't helieve a word of 41" snarled
skinner, when Ar Quelch was gone.

" The Boundor smiled.

“Don't you, Bkinner? he asked., "By
the way, can you explain how Ponsonby
f,'ﬂt. that key, Skinner? Homobody must
wve given it to him!™

You will take two

“I dida't! I don't believe——
Yaroooh!” roared Skinner, as Bolsovor
major smote him, snd he sat down sud-
denly.  “ Wharrer yon at?”

“1 told you 1'd do it!" said Bolsover
major.

“*Ha, ha, ha!"

Clavering went up to his study, a smile
upomi his face. His explunation was
doubted by few—or, rather, none. Thao
iruth could easily be found out at High-
vliffe—all the fellows kpew that, And
they knew that sven 1f Clavering wanted
to Iii;'_. Lha would not tell 2 lie that could
be found out next day. Evon Skinner
did not really doubt,

YVernon-8mith dropped inte Clavering's
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atudy later that evening, after Bnoop and
Stott had done their Frnp and gone
down., Clavering wae still worlung, but
he locked up with a smile as the Bounder
came In.

A weight seemed to have rolled from
the new juniar's mind

“Merry and bright!” asked Vernen-
Smith, amiling.

“ Yo, r.}uite, “ eaid Clavering, =glso
amiling., I wasn't muoch hurt, after all,
as it turned ouk. Only my eye and my
nosoe [

*That's nothing !™ smiled the Bounder,
“Ponsonby did vou a good turn without
knowing it 1™

“That's so!™ Clavering becama grave
agam. "You had some plan in your
herd, you told me this afterncon. ['m
much obligcd, all the same, though it
wasn't needed.”

The Bounder chuckled,

“Wasn't 167" he asked.

“MNo, as it tarned out!"

“FHa, ha, hat”

Clavering looked at Lim quickly.

“Brmithy! You don't mean—->"
“"Yes, 1 oo, my innocent infant!™
rinned the Bounder, *That wasz the

ﬁtt!t- game. Pon thonght I'd turned
against you, you see, when I put him up
to it e wasz glad of the chance. Dun-
ter’s socing them collar you wes just o
stroke of luck."

“*You—you didn't warn me!”

“It was better nol. You had to be
able to "tell the exact truth afterwards,
bemng a stickler on such pointg!™

“0h ! enid Clavering h?n.n!{!:r.

It was better for you not to know—
till after, I'm afraid they handled you n
hit ronghly; but I thought you wouldn't
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mind that, considering. It was rather
deep of mo—a' att?”

“Very deep!™ said Clavering, after a
pause, '

Vernon-8mith laughed.

“Tt's Tairly dished Skinner!™ ho sald,
T Hello! What's that thupiog row 2V

The two juniors looked out of the
study.

Bump, bump!

It wuas Blkinner's volep, raized in an-
gulsh, Harey Wharlon & Co. wern
bumping him on the floor of the Remeovea

passiye,

“What's asked the
Bounder.

.Bab Cherry looked round.

“Llesling's found his key in the lodge;
it's been put hack,” he sud. “Slkinner
says UClavering must have pat it theio,
amnd we're fed up with his yarns about
Clavering. Qive him another, vou
chaps "

Bump!

Skirner gave 4 fendish yell, and tore
himself away and fled, A roar of laughter
from the. Famous Five follawed him.

Clavering of the Remave went quietly
back to his work., Skinner was, as
Bounder had said, dished—for the time,
at least, Tho threatening cloud had
passed by. The new jumior who had
zo strangely come to Greyiriars was safo.
But for how long? That was the ques:
tion Tom Redwing, alias Leonard Claver.
ing, asked hil‘]‘lﬁtﬁ, without boing able
te find an answer.

(Don’t mise “TOM REDWING'S
RESOLVE ! "—next Monday's grand
complete slory of Harry Wharton &
Co., by FRANK RICHARDS.)

ithe trouble?"
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Fer Next Momday :
“TOM BREDWENG'S RESOLVE!™

By Frank Richands.

You aH like Tem EE‘&W'LII%--EI“IH Leonard
Oswald Clavering—I don't think there can be
amy doubt about that, A Jitble more seriowns
and studions thom your favourite heroes, no
doubt, but a rare good fellow—straight, for
all the deception he has carried on at ¢r-:!r-
Prinre, pencrous, good-hearted, lkely io be
w eredit to his Form, and the friend of all
ghe fellows in it—if be stayal

But will he stay? He i3 salling under false
volours, you Enow,; s Ie Lates it. Bir
Hilton Popper, who grudges the money spent
on—a3 be helieveg—the real Clavpring, cer-
talnly would not pay for the cdocation of
Tom Redwing. Mr. ¥eropon-3mith would be
only too pleased to pay the Greyfriars leea,
et Tom ia proud. That wonld Le accepling
charity, he Feels.

What is the end of it all? That you will
learn mext woek, when, through the spying
of Bkinner & Co., Oreyfriars comes to know
the truth. And whem you reach the end of
the ctory I am zure you will like Tom Hed-
wing hetter than ever, and will hope to bear
more ubout bim.
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With the New Yeur the ¢ BOYS FRIEND®
LIBHARY was advanced In price—a step
made absolutely necessary hy the general
rise In the coet of paper, ink, and labour in
eobnection with ik, Buat I the charge Bol
hoen made sixpencs the little volumes would
still e more than velue for the money.

he same remark applies $¢o the companion
sitios, the SSEXTON HBLAKE LIBRARY.™
Everyone who cares for first-clnss debeetive
yaris, full of incldent and mystery, should

pek these booka with  their athroetive,
colonted covera and  their  closely-packed
PUeE, ]

Tie Februar issues  of Llhe “HOYSE
FRIEND » LIPHARY ara:

No. dl§~“THE FEUD AT ROODKWOOD™

By Owen. Conguest. An abaolutely new and
really great story of Jimimy Bilver_& Co.,
nnd the first Bookwood tale to be pullished
In this series, Not likely to be the last, I
rllfini-:. Look for it at once, o you may get
eit.

Mo, 414 —*THE WORLD'S CUHAMPIONM
Iy Clement Hale. A bhoxing yarn this, by a
man who knows the game he writes ahout

inside -out.

No. 416—%0VER 'THE BTICKS." By
Andrew Gray, Steeplechasing, jockeys and
triainera and horses, plote and roces, and all
that sort of thing, And i you like that zort
of thing, #s I kpow muany of you do, this iz
Just the story. for you.

Ko, 414 —THE SEVEN ETARS? By Max-
well Heott. A fine yarn of detective adven-
ture and mystery, by the fumous creator of
Keleon Lee.

The two “EEXTON BLAEE LIERARY ™
volumes are :

Ko. 0 —-%“THE CABE OF THE TWO
BROTHERS; or, THE SHADMW OF A
CRIME." DBy the Author of " Vengeancel”

“The Barrier Hecl Mystery,™ ote.

Wo. 50.—% WHORE WAL THE HANDY?; ar,
THE CASE OF THE STOLEW PILLAR-IOX.»
By the Author of “ When Conscienes Slecps,”
ete.

FOURPENCE PER VOLURKE EVERY-
WHERE,

“THE MUDHOORK."

Another izspe—the second—of this  very
interesting and amusing trench journal has
reached me, It is a thing to wonder at that
our dear fellows out there should bo able
to keep up their spirita agz they do in spite
of everything: but no one who turne over
the pages of the "Muodhook ™ ¢an doubt for
A moment thil Lthers is fun in the troneles.
Not rollicking fin of the rort that means
freedom from care, it rather the fun fhat
real then can feel when they aré hard up
against if, @l persigt in tuking even the
most abomineble discomforts and the gravest
dangers in s spirit of humouwr, And that s
the way in which Lhe averapge man with
piuck and backbeone findz it easicst to take

not  sulfer alome. Thousaiuls of
| gotting it, too, and they can laugh at cnc

AT LE :uasiu:at Al Dbezb, The sense of oomm-
radeship Lielps bim: what he suffers he does
others are

another without offence beenuse they are
juughing at themeelves. To scme too serious-
minded ilﬂf_rplc thig seems o wrong view of a
way of life which bas death re near it ali
the time. Hut 1| do net think it {5 so.
Weo must all die, and none of vy BEnows when.
We ghal not dle the worse when our time
cotnes beeanse woe have made a jest of our
troubles. It is well to make a' jost of them
f we can, bot it 3 oot cosy when they have
te be borne alone. That is where oot lads
at the Front ecore, And it soomns that some
of them récognise the fact Lhat there are
also trouoblea at home. DPersopally, T don't
look mpom the Hun afrralds ns anything
but wmingr worrlcs; bLut they mean more
to some, and, of ¢ourae, they lend themselves
very well to such o eomparison as "D.C.OM
makes in Lis clever versesa, " EL To—RBlighty,"
in the “Mudhook.” T canoot guote the whole
five rtanzas, but hera are three:

“There are times in France or Flanders
When it hard to ralee o lawgh;
When the mud's wp to your armpits,
And ofd Fritz ia on the strefs,
When o whizz-bang spoils your dinner,
And your dug-out’es blown f0 ——;

But the Homelolk back in Blighty
Have their little trials as well.

#When the bharve:t moon 2 waxing,

And the nights are wondrous elear,

And the ahrill, blood-freczing syren
Shricks that Qotha-'plance are near:

How they skurey from their bed-rogma
Ag the startled coveys whir!

They've no timé to put their haic 4p—
It's o hasty maave-gqui-pont,

“Oh, it's not all blizs in Blighty,
g in du,!.'s longz eimec gone by,
When they're praying for bud wealher,
And the caske and kegs are dry.
Wihen the submarines are shelling,
And the conk and maid Lave gone,
Ami they've lost Lhelr sugar tickot—y
They, too, Enow o war is on!”

TR

Ter Maouer Lipeany.—Ne, M.
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BY THE SKIN QF OUR TEETIA!?

I,

REARING bounds at night haa always
heen o jolly rishy businces in the New
Hoise, Hatty, our respected House-
; maater, has a babit of coming down
like a thousand of bricks on asoy who
goes aatray from the path of wvirtue; and
when hs eatches s fellow creeping into the
gohool bullding &t about one in the mMOrLIng,.

be Eairly doms: the black cap. as it were,

In short, Ratty’s a tyrant. And his
tyranny comee & bitk hard on fellows like
hﬁ:ﬂdj‘-ﬂﬂd Owen and me, who are fated to

free.

But Ratty's Iatest was the Umit and the
last straw combined. 1t appears that he'c
buttonhoted a party of eeniora from both
Housea, and made them form o pickel, to be
called out in times of emergency—when a
fellow was known to be out of hounds, for
fpatance.

This happened at a most inconvenicnt time.
The Burlesques had just started giving their
twice-nightly shows in Wi.gland, and wo wens
erary keéen to go and see them. BReddy vowed
that wild horses wouldn’t Ermvent hint from
golog: and we wera with him to a man.

“It'M take moro than Hatty and a handfnl
of sleepy seniora to stop me,” Baid Reddy,
“It's a blg risk, of course, but that ondy adds
pplee to the ndventure, Are you game for
the liktle excurslon to-night, kidai™

"Wa ig—wa are!” .

We went to hed in the usnal way, amd 1t
waa lucky we did, for Enox, who saw lights
out, made a2 eearching inspection of all oar
beds, to see if anvbody bappened to be fully
dreased.

Halt an hour later, when we ealculated the
conat was clear, we hopped out of bed and
got into our tops. We put on light shoes,
and buttoned raipcoats round our necks, 80
that we shouwldn’t have to ran the gauntlek
of the bobhics in Wayland,

“ Keep close hehind me” whispered DRedidy.
“It would he too thick to pet noiled befors
wao've gob clear of the building !

Ho we tiptoed dowa o the bike-shed, pob
our jiggers, and wheeled them across the
quad. It was a pitch-Llack night—not a
mouss stirring.

We nipped over the school wall, and it our
lamps. The nexb minute Wwe Wwere soaring
away like the wind,

There was a nobhy on duty on the ont-
gkirte of Wayland, and be peered at us pretty
closely ; but we wore past him in a Oash,

“0ur lucks in” said Meddy. My sons,
this ia to be a regular joy-night!™

“It will he, if you're treating uws to the
ghew,” T zabd,  *Verponally, I'm onlv worth
a chunk of toffec and a Coronation madol™

"Pa not alarmed, fair youth! T'm standipg
treat all serens.”

“Good men!" ankd Owen.

We pnt onr blkes up in the garage, &
then trotted into the mausle-ball,

[t was ao stunning show, Tha beoputy
chorus, [or atl its powder and paint, made a
Big Lit:; and the fellow In o farmers gmock
who came on aml anng A pple Hmm!}*!'nﬂn o
faicly brought the house down, We cheered,
and we encored, snd we belhaved like a trio
of tamne hinatics. _

And then, just before the conclurion of the
sliow, Beddy sizhted Koox! He was sitiing
in the fromt row, with Yis back to ua, and
his attention concentrated on the stage.

We pave a gasp, and prew scrion: again.
It wouldn't do for Knox to spot ui.  He
world report us instanter, and it would be
we wse onr guestioning his right to be at the
music-tiall, Becavee be would vow he wenb
there to rout ws out.

“Wa must play our cards carefully,” =eaid
Bediy.

“Better take bimo by bhe  forelock, aod
clear off now,” T muttered,

= All sprepe!”

We bad got to the door, when, to  our

dlamay and dizpnat, we saw Lhat Krox had
rigtn #o hie feet. and was coming out. too.,

By EDGAR LAWRENCE.

He hiad spotted us, I think, though In the dim
light ke didn't know who we weore.

Wy flew round to thiat beastly garage like
threa Lungry wolves, and snatched at our
Rikes.

Then Owen gave a yell

*Both my tyres are punctured!

“IMy lhat!* exclaimed Keddy, “You'll have
to ride on the step of m:{ jipger. It's the
only way., Why—— Great Scote!”

"];i'ﬂ your bike crocked, too?” I osked

r E"ﬂ.”

“Eo's mine.  Somebody’s beoen improving

along
Jdang of

the shining hour while we've been watching
che piow. What shall we doi™
"Run!" said Reddy. " Runp like furg! Ten
1o one HKnox has pot his hike here, and if
that's so we shall have to pat up a record.
Come on!”

“Bue our hikea!™ T protested.

“They'il be all right. Enox won't come
noging in lwere.”

The next moment we wera streakin
the High Sirect, with the warning
a bieycie-bell bebind us.

Knox was ¢cn the traid!

i1,

T'8 curkoua that when your mind is in a
fever of excitement, a2 ours were then,
you can mever tiink of the ohvious
thing. What we ought to have done, of

course, was to lie in walt io the hedge, and
bowl Knox over when lie camee along, without
giving him a chance to see who Wwe wera,

Inatead, we raced en and on, and the
pursuing bike drew closcr and closer.

“Afraid it's all up!™ panted Qwen. “Weo
can never keep up this pace all the way to
She Jimts!™ .

1 waa about to asuggest dodging down a
slde-turning, when Fate suddenly smiled vpon
us—not only smiled, but chuckled,

A ballseyve huntera fosied out fromm the
darkness, nnd the bike we had so much
drended come to a sudden standstill. Then
the imperious voiee of o bobby aald

(ot you! Ridin' without a light?! I
:-.rre*at vou under the Defence of the Fealm
Actt™
3 %Et- me pass, you fool!™ we heard ERox
teoot.

But thet hobby had come as a boosn nnd
a blessing to men—to wa, anyway., He
wounldn't hurlge.

Wae left Kpox to his tender moreies, and
ricad om.

“This ia top-hole ! T chockled.

But Reddy looked grim.

*We're not out of the woud vet,” he said.
“If vou had ooy foresight, Lawrence, old
mun, vou'd see aa clear as noonday what'a
going to happen.”

“ I must be joliy dense.® I said.

“¥You are! You've summed yourself up lo
a T. Look here. Knox will probably boave to
go ronnd to the police-station.”

“Well

“And as soocn A3 he geta there, the firet
thing he'll do will be ig ring up Ratty. and
any that severat juniors have hroken bounds,
and are ont or the spree.”

My hat!”

“Then Fatty will call out his confounded
picket, #nd we shall walk inte & hornets’
niegt!”

We saw the force of Reddy's logic.

Knox wouldn't be ‘likely to throw wup the
Himnue without a struggle. He would make
t

Wnga as warm as be eould for ug,
We approached St. Jim's  with great
CELLEEROTL.

Thera soeted something sinister and eus-
picions abont the place, and there were
ruatifngs close at hand which were certainly
not causged by the wind.

“The picket's out!” murmuared Owen, pall
ing up short.
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We clambered sﬂvnu{ up on te the school
wail, and peered ro

A few yarda away, pacing up and dowm,
wns a tell flgure. We watched it intently,
waiting for the fellow to turn aboub

and reveal Lis face,
A moment later B did eo, aud we felb &
Jirill of joy.

It was 8t. Leger of the Fifth!

“Follow your leader!™ murmured Hedds.

We dmpred down on the ioside of the wall,
and rushed nt 3t Leger with oue accord.

teddy let My with his right, aod Owen &nd
I got » blow in eomewhere.

8t. Leger went down with o erash, Dok
knowing what had bitfed him, and the pext
instant we were sprintiog lke Lares across

the quad.

Ratty had certainky elaborato
preparatfons for our captnre.

There scemed to be outposts everywhers,
and when we eventually clambered t
i w:'ml;in-w and got im-,-:-I i:.hn hﬂh’fnm we could
dtill henr people prowilng altrout.

~Beolt for pthr:p{]urmit.ﬂ-r}' * sajd Reddy.
“The position looks as though it may become
deaperats ™

“ It nﬁlﬁenﬂj has, if you aek me!™ I returned.

* 8hush !’

We had reached the head of the stalrs,
when a tall, spare fgure came up with a rash,
ﬂndﬁnﬂuﬁd}' drew ua premptly Iloto  the
allncows.

“Rattyi® he aaid, o o scarcely audible
yoice,

Reddy was right. -

ratty, like a roging lion seeking whom lie
might devour, shot past us, and disappeated
inte the dormitory.

SBomething else disappeared at the sams

e

time, Our hearts bobbed down into oor
bouta.

After  having overcome o  crowd  of
ohatacles, it seemed a3 theugh we wer

beaten at the last hurdle. We just stood and
tonked at each other lko o set off dummnies.

Then we began to hear other footstepsa.

Tha alsrm had spread; osod to remaln
where we were, at the hend of the stolra, was
to court certaln capturo,

“This way!" muttered Reddr, )

We were down thoss giddy etairs in the
twinkling of an eys. When we reached the
foot of them we bowled over a fellow who
waa lying in waib for ua Tt was Moonteith.

“Come plong!" urged Reddy, “He dido’t
twiz who we wepel” s
Paper-choslng  wasn't In 18, We'd  gob

almest te the door of Ratty's study, and
thrown Menteith of the scent, when, to oor
horror, we caw Hatty himsed approaching
from the oprosite direction.

We were [alrly corncred.  1f we attempled
to rush paxt Ratty, he would twhr us,
hecause there was a gas-fet burning in thab
part of the passage. If, on the othor hand,
we went hack the way we had come, we wers
pretty certain to run into Monteith, And wo
shouldn't e po Jucky a second time.

“The merry game's up?’ motiered Reddy.
“1 hetieve thia is what they eall Nemesis!™

At that instant the tclephonc-bell raog
loudly in Ratty's study.

o Inelde 1* rapped ont Redidsz.

We dashed in, and he took up the receiver.

“Halla! Who's speaking? This i3 3t Jim's
—Mr. Rateliff's study. What's that--a rald?
'Ii‘t:irw Qothas have crossed the coast?

wh, B

Ratty came stalking in just In time to hear
the news., His face went an art phade in
green.  Air-raids don't sgroec with Rutty.

Pryllihe i

“Whal—whzd doing ot my
teleplione ™

*We bheard it ringing, sir, and stepped in-
gide the study to answer it. 1t appears that
some alizght acrial activity is expeeted, sir

are you

=3 A et Aeddee o way throneh B, that's 'I"Enrt.].r iothiar  hewe ﬂll'l..-"‘ﬂ'l.!}' erossed  the
all " enpd dveddy.  Se'iob dhe cenakegh spot | eoact—"
iﬂ f.'lt'ﬂ 'EI'I]']'DLEI', H.!'H] h!‘EHk__t_ﬂ!'_ﬂ!lﬁh !:-1- LT R LILE i "ﬁ--1 L]
London, B0, 4. Bogland. Subsoription, ¥o. pér annum,
Solith Alrics, The Central Wewa Apsney, TI0L,

Arwlpida, Brel banas, ond Wellington,
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“And ils wdvisable for people whe valoe
thelr fking to take cover ab oneo, s&ifl”
added Reddy; and we marvelled at his check,

But Ratty was not to he got rid of #0
eagily. He pulled himeel! together.

I suppose he thought that justice must be
done, though the heavens fell.

“You three bhoys,” hr gaid, fizing his glit-
foring eyes on ng. * Why are you here? Who
gave you instructions to leave your dormi-
tory? Apswer me! Have you been breaking
Poumidrd™

Silenes,

ST demamd an explanation without delay

—

Boom !
Ratty leapt o clear Tour inches off the
Timolenne.

“Goned rracions! Thogee-thosn ]:Ir'?ﬂ.‘ﬁ_ﬂlf _*T.hl!'
shipd—those slanchterers of innocent civiliane
- they are hore!”

Boom! DBoomn!

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

“Oh, dear! I--I am  uendoneD™  gdspd
Ratty.

Reddy put on o fine expression of alarnh

o | dfat. netly heard bombw, sie!™ hoe snid

“Pret.r;?- heity-oneg, too, by the soond of "em!
Liaten o ; ;

But Ratty didn’t wailt for more. Clhutahing
his gown, be few ont of the study  and
along the passage lke a champion of the
cinder-path.

“Horrali!" excliaimed Owen. "We owe g
vate of thinks, for once, to our friend the
eRemy "

" Hatby bad gone to take eanctuary in the
cellor: and we stayed in hiz stady, =nd
watelwd the fHeeworks from the window.

A few minutes Later the gunliee oied awisy,
fret things ‘heeame normal agahn -

Chockllng to onrschves, we trotled ool info
the aqied. Tt waen't Tikely that Ratty, after
hiz wbicnitbed  rebreat,  wonld  toke  any
further netion with regard to our heing out

of hopunda,

“Whot beek ™ I said joyfully. “The mods

- w

13

luye Ihu:m good {0 us this journey, and no
orror ™

DBuat our cup <F joy was uot yob complete,

Close (o the selool wall, we saw Knox il
Bt. Legeér ncked in deacdlly emafrace, amnd
cach scemed to e doing bis Test Lo wipe the
other oll the face of the carth.

It apppeared that Enox had, i the  excite-
ment of the raid, escunsd froan the police-
ptation in Wayland, and scorched baek te
Bt Jim® om hiz bike, amd thet 8t Lejper
had wmet ki, and charged him with assanlt
and bubbery—our wz=oult and baltery, 10
tdoubt !

The charze was untrne, of ourse: bt i
wag true eénough next moming, when Knox
appearcd ot the breakfast-tuble <ith a8 bodly-
damaged optic, and S, Fegerfa noso was
swollen to considerable proportions,

And Reddy and Owen and 1, na we pitehed
into one hrekker, felt that nll wns distinetly
for the bhest in this hest of all posalhlo
warlds!

THE EXD.

THE CASE OF THE FINANCIER!

An Adventure of Herlock Sholmes.

I.

VEN Horlock Shomes looked a fittle
impressed when Mr, Golderind, the
eelebrated finuneler, waa shown jato
our rooms at Sluker Street.

Kings, princes, aml even emperors had
vigited Rhaker Street to consult my amazing
friend, bLut sech small fry paled mio ipsig-
gificance beslde omr preaent visitor.

Mr. Goldgring was a power bebind thrones,
his nod wag auffieient to make miany 1 power.
ful potentate shake in his gilded palace.

That Rholmea wos impressed [T ocould ses
hy the fact that he removed his foot from
the mautélpicee and rose to greet the visitor,

“Mr. Eholwmes?" asked the Anapeind mog-
pate, as he scated bimeell, with o mesical
etink of many articles of cxpensive jewellery,
in the chaic T at ance ploced for hiim,

“Quite so!” said Herlock Sholmes. * You
may apeak freely hefore my friend Dr. Jotson.

1 have been swindicd, Mr. Sholmea!™

"My hat!" ejaculated Herloch Eholmes,

For once In hiz life Sholmea was sirprised,

“Yon have been swindled @ he repegted.

The milliannire Trowned,

* Yeg, Mr., Sholmes.”

“You have perhups invested in one of your
rwnr etmpadies by mistake?" a Ked Sbofmea.

“1 am rob lkely to moke aueh mistakes!”
sniil Mr. Goldgeind, frowning.  “ Nothing of
the sort!™

“Inm  what way
swindled ¥ ; :

I shared Sholmes’ surprisc, hopawmye the
grext Enancicr's repntatlon well, 1 owns pre-
pared to Dhear that he bad swindled, bt not
thot he had been swindled, So faroas swind-
Hing was eoncerned, Mr. Qobdgrind was sap-
posed {0 ke always in tie actlve, and never
in the passive, vaiee. :

= Vou have heard of fmelowiski?™ naked Mr
Infebinpind. .

“The Bnssinn Anarchist®™”

“The same.” — )

1 have. of course, heard of him,” said
mholmes, "1t was Hmelowiski wha blew up
several Tasrs apd Teaeltena belore the Rus-
cian  Pevehition, winpe the Revalution, he
g heen ingetive, cither heenuse there are no
mure Tzars to hiow np, or-becanse of o short-
are of explosivea, He is in London at the
pre-ent time. T helfeve,”

=Tint ia the man I wanbt you to Gnd, Mr
“lhinlmes.  2melewiski hag swindled me—rme!
I will explain the gireumstanees. You are
gware that the wncertalpty of affaire o
Bais=fa B oot 0 general fall in the value
nf Wnasinn securitios

Sholines nodded,

“ Enzsian Fives, for  nstance. fell  from
cigity-three o sewenty-three” pursued Mr.,
mbderind. " Other securifica In proporiion,
trery Eresh ciimonre from Petrograd cauzed a
ferbher Tl If you eead the fipancinl ncws
i1 VoilE  lsoTnine ;::1lmr. Mre. Sholmes, von
et have ohsorved the finetuationa of Pop-
pemdf (vl sharer,  The one ponnd shares
woere ok ten shillines premiom bBefore the
Rovalution, xad they are now morked at only
five shiillingz for the one pound shoare,. Pop-
pemolf Dil, of conrze, §x a2 frst-rate proposi
tiom,  amd when the Keseion BExclmmner re-
envers, big dividends will be paid, Th was
my Intentian to mep up all the Pappemoll
shares on the . niarket.”

Bhwolmes andided agan.

“Paving dechbed on this aperation, T mde
wy plung sg-nsoal” continued Mr, Goldgrind.

thon, Bave you  been

- (R
R -
“Tf wua neeoessary, of eonrse, for affales in
W Potroprad to take a very bad tuen, so that
the price wonld fall to the lowest poseible
mark, cnabling me to sooop o Poupemaoll
(3l nt next to nothing. After 1 mecurcd the
gharea, it wonld then Le necessary for re-
aushring  news Lo arrive from  DPetrogood,
eatzine the price to rige agin, onabding e
to sell ont at a hawdsome profid. Bub you
are probably aegquainted witlhe Lhe methods of
hieh finaeoe?"

“Bufte 0" ¥

*Well, sir. s this Anarehizk, Smelowiskh,
hrs great inflvepes with the Red Flag party in
his native conntry, 1 approached him with n
busjness offer, and e agreed o arrenge an
Awarehiat onthreak in Petengrad, the newsaof
wilek  wonld make Poppemoll sharcholders
uneday, nud anxions to sell for nnvibing they
pomld ek, Eaker, his friends were fo he
reeoncited to the Provisional Government, s
deelare themeelves in favour of o great olfen-
give on the Eaptern Front, which, of conrze,
world have the effect of steadying the market
amdd ruising prleez oll ronnd.  Natueally, this
eoal  maney, Anarchiat outhreakz are not
arranzed free of ¢hinrge, a8 yon are dowblless
WWRFe. Bombs wre expensive, (o mention
only one itemn,™ ]

“And Smelowizki failed to onrry oubt the
arrangement ' asked Sinlmes,

“Exnctly., Havine pocketed the sum ad
vanced for expensea, he failed to keop faith
with me. The Annrchist rizing s nob taken
place in Petenorend. and Papomotl shares, in-
stoad of falling to a shiliing, have wctwally
risent to sever-nnd-sizpenee! e operatio,
which wou'd have notted me ooweindred Chon-
bt i1 | Poun-.{u ar #o. has heen renilered mpos.
gible ™ Mre. Goldgrind’s voiee thrilled with

nublie for fitty years or more, have bheen
skinped!  Swelowiski has direppeared, with
bring him to juatice!”
" Rely upon me,” anbd Herfoek Rholmes.
ERINCK SAOLAMER wore a thounshit-
frd expresaion alter the millioince
rieaditatione, y
He looked np at Tast, nad ook o swig (o
1 nodded. :
*1 aympntlifze with Nr, Geddeziml,” T oob-
framd, The man mrst he hroweht to fustiee”
“Fndombbedis, 1 oalall fake op the tral at
patientz, Jotsoun, W any of ihepy are s=fill
Hwine™
fnr
grae fhva,
I knew that b was very haasy, bowever, gned
e eame into oar poome at Shaker Streed
one  aftornoon in the following week, smd

indizpation. I have been awindled--1, sir.
whe have been pecnstomed to akloning the
the eonsiderable smm advanecd ta him ol
von, Mr. @holmea, must treek him down aiad
And Mr. Goldgrind took hia leave,
T1.
I I financier hed gone. -
I edlid mot ventore to interrapd his
the coesite: cask.

* A very aerious ense, Joteon,” he remarked.
gervedl. A wost promixing sleck operation
hoa heen wipgoed i the hed by Smelowiski's
onee, awmdl never teat tR1 Smelowiski Bas peeid
the penalty, You may go and sttend vour

And “holmea left me.

T dit not sgee Werfock Shalmes azaln
T waited with perfecl eonlidenes by bear The
resnkt,
frome the saile that wreathed his exponsive
mintth I dedoesd (het b Bad Deen apceesaial,

-

By PETER TODD,

“You liive found lim, Skolmea?™

He nodded,

T hawve found him, Jotaon,”

Hoaml the rascal e safe onder loek amd
key "

Ay it happoeng, po,” said Sholmes, bl §
appears that Mr. Goldgrind was lnhouring
under & slipht - misapprehension, T found
Bmalowiski engumed npon the construction of
A new o, Engrosgad In hiis  congemnial
tagk, lhte Dhad forgotten the inatrectiomz of
Mr. Gollgrind. and had omitted to communt-
eatewithh hia feiends in Petesorad,  Howoever,
it la not tuo late. TImmedintely upon my
aequainting hind with the state of affairs he
thruzt his unfinlshed bowmb Inte his ocket
andd took & taxi to Mr. Qolderind’s’ oflice, In
ﬂﬂiff to reassure bim ot once. All will ha
woll.”

"Good?” [ exclalmed. *Then the aperntion
will be a success after all?”

" ndoubtedly. The Anarehlst oithrenk
will take place, amd Pappemoll sharcs wilf
fall to o more song, and Mr, Golderind wilk
seaop themy in. The Anarchists will then
gnbmit {o law and order, the market will ha
reaxared, and pricea will rigse, and Mr. Gold-
grind will el oot and secure his handeed
thonsand “pounds. Tpon Ehe whole. Toteon,™
nedded Sholmea thoughtfaliv, "1 wm gind I
aan not o gharcholder in the Poppemol O
Company. T am glad I have Invested my
lHfe's savinga in o War Savings Cortificnte,™

STeac ! Ioexelabmed.

T However, oome with me, Jolzon,™ nadded
Shotmez. T have a cheaue to collect from
Mr., Goldgrind for my serviges, and we shall
not nnly he able to pay the instalment on the
farmitire this week. bul 1 think it will ron
to fish and ehips for supper.”

Bholwies foak me by the nose fn his playful
manner and led me down to the walting taxk.
A minate more and we were urzing oown
for Mr. doldgrind’s offfee in Spoolem Et-rwz,

in the City. %

We stopped outabde the palatial block of
Iitildinea,

We woere ahont to alight when o terrife
report rent the adr,

Shotmes caught me by the ahaolder,

“AWaik, Jotaon,”

“Why, my dear Blindmes?”

“1 favey, Jotson. that an exploalon Taa
taken place.
* S oy
dediet inne™

Herlhwk Sheelmezs amitlisd,

"It is guite aimple, Joteon, "There woe, A
meanent ago, 1 ferrilie repErbe—"

R T !1'

“Mp, Goldgrind’a office has been blown sky-
Mgy o™

* Most froe 1™

“And BB ownw dleseending i fragmenfa an
Bl poeweement, Frowa Bhean  eipemontances,
Tovbroar, © oodedoes that an cxplogion bas tanken
Pl

Worderful!”™ T apnenbebml,

% eb af gl mey dlear fellow ! Elementary.?

Moeedloss oo oeay, Bholmea” ehierbaelion provgd
shwolnulity eorreet,

Phe taenh in Smelowirkiz pocket had ex-
phoded ot s inepportioee moment, atdd LU
palatint pilices Tunsl Dween blown o Frapgoents,
aned beth My Golderind  aml the Anarehist
bl dlmappeaced skyward.

W hether theey ove P pinte Sown again sannt
e sulil with certainty, ds $erlock Shaluwes’
eopteed o withy the case vaded ot thia poaint,

From wiltaf dia your «eaw this
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Gems From Second Form Exercise-Books!

[EpiToR'd Nore.—How the t-hinﬁu %nt. thera
1 don't know, but I found about hall & dozen
Secohd Form  exercize-books in our  coals
souttle, and selected from them -the [follow-
ipg brilliant feat: of eomposition. They
appedr to be letters to the Frime Minlstér—
no ddubt an exercise set by the unbappy
ruler -of the Labe Form!—H. W.]

—
Pl

By SAMUEL TUCKLESS BUNTER.

Dger lojd Gorge,~I sor a dohnut in a’ shop-
windhd, and I put my fut throo the windho,
and tuk m?» fut owt of the windbe, and put
my hand throo. the windbo, amd tuk my
hand owt of the windho, and, The dohmut
wos in it. Unkel Cleg playerd at me throo
the windho, and put my -tung. Owt at him.
I think thiz Wor is roten don't yoot—Yoer
trog frend f. BUNTER.

MasgEn's CoMMENTS,—Pay more attention
to spelling. . The action descrilied, if true,

N\

IPTS is quite a favourile with many

: readers, and they wank to know why

t.h-."{ cannct -have more aboul him.

Well, a comjurer is naturally an
attractive and interesting person—while he
is conjuring. At other times he is pretty
much like other people. And Oliver i'nttﬁr 5 15
quite 4 normal boy apart from ‘his. sleight-otf-
hand skill. He. does not play any big part
in tha life of bis Form, for. he fa not onc of
the leaders.

Everyhody cannot leadl. .
cannot kecp on conjuring all the time. He
wquld - get himselt very, heartily disliked if
he did, Kipps, loves conjuring, bul be has
to restrain hiz keenness. Other people do
not greatly love baving mysterious , things
happen to them, and more than once -Kipps
bas gob “himsell into hot waoter before the
time hag come for him to explain bow excel
lent his intentions were.

Kipps has had rather a queer corly hoy-
hooid. . His father §s a professional conjurer,
and the son began to assist him in- his work
from. the time he wuas old enough io be of
any “usé, e was born to conjure—he .had
the eye and the hand and the. brain—but
that. dods not mean that he atiainod his

resent skill without much praciice and many
Fuili:ms. “He could tell you fellows that there
iz no short cut to success. Flow gooed soever
one's natural zifts mgﬁ- e, they need develof-
ment. Kipps knows that.

When his father warned him mobt to per-
form the disappearing trick with the head-
magter's gown of the Form-master's books,
not to prueii%ﬂegr?hmta and ribbons from the
porfer’s: neck, pa . ha
heen nble fto tfo Lhe -dis.,uppEnnn_%l triok
through .nutural genius alone, and that the
produgtion of rabbits and-ribbons and .other
mlseellunedus articles from - apparently . im-
possible places hud mieant much hard prace
tice.

Well, Kipps senfor had made a goodly plle,
nnil he wery rightly resolved that Oliver
should have a frstclazs edweation, =o he
mude arrangéments for him to come to Grey-
frinrs. Kipps wasn't- so keen on either the
edueation or on coming to Greyiriars. He
Jvouldw huve been quite satisfiéd to go on
conjuring, - which s cerfalnly livelier work
than studying languaged” and mathematics.
His' tather cnjoined earnestly: *“K¢ larkat”
But st the hack of Oliver Kipps' mind there
muat have. been bthe thought that the biggest
penalty possible for any lark he might get
up.- to was onethat he could bear tnmoved—
greiting Lhe eack!

No, deubt his intentions were good for nll
that. But he could not. straightaway deny
himizelf the joys of cofjuring,

His wandering life hod naturally made him
pretty wide. ¢ gaw -through the attempt
made by Vernon-8mith, Ralsoper myjor, and
Snoop to get him Into the London express at
Courtfield instead of -into the loeal trnin,

And a cofjurer

am, anyway, képing these kids in ¢rder, give

THE GREYF

knew that he had net |

Amd he frustrated it by gettlng them in and
™

would be dishonest and illezal. Bui no doubt
this is o flight of the imagination.

By RICHARD NUGENT.
Pers Liloyde Jorge—Just a line too let
you no 1 am in gud helth, Well, | =posc
vou are jolly blzzy with the War., Well, I

the Huns what for,” I will when Ime old
enugh. Well, 1 hﬂEB you get enugh to eat,
heecnuaze 1 don't, " 'Well, wishing you a happy
Crismus, I remane,~—Yofe old_freind,
ek RUGENT.

MaSTER'S COMMENTS.—As We are now n
the beight of summer, -yonr Christmas wishes
are unnecessary.  Why hegin every sentence
with @ Well *¢ 3pelling needs improvement.

By EDWIN MYERS.

Diear Lollyd Gorje,—A roter asked me
what [ thort of you and the Wor., Then I

sentence with

sed *0 Liyllod Jorge i3 all rite, Lot the
o

No. 57.—~0LIVER KIPPS.

That did not meedsy

starxing outside himeelf.
comjuring dbility ; but the mental powers. of
the conjurer—quickness of brain and of hapd
—onime into it

And, once at the school, Hippa began Lo

conjure ab once, Ile juggled in the air first
his own hat and Gosling’s, then Coker’salao,
then Potter's, and then Bob Cherry's as well.
He kept five going all the time, and never
missed,. They were. all. spinhing when Mr.
Quelch: came uwlong. Kipps, on explaining,
woz exeused that time; bub the Form-master
wias not exactly pleased,

_I'ne, Bounder and his aides wanied to get
even with bim, of course. They, tried it In
the dormitory, and Kipps spoofed them into
heligving Ehat. he had fHed through the win-
dow, and had erashed to death or disable-
ment ofi the flags -below.” But he had only.

shpped under a bed; and at length he was
found calmly reposing in hed,

" He went on playing tricks. He took
heetles. from Loder’s collar when the prefech
wanted him 0 tell what he preferred to
keep dark., -He  charmed banknotes into
Bunter's pocket, and Bunter ¢laiméd them as
his owp, _DBut they were only Bank of
Elegance -notes, and had oot the cash value
that Bunter fondly deéemed. He was put in
goal, and conjured there, When the foothall
came along he was spinning coloured balls
in the air. He collared the hig hall, and
kept that spinning with the rédst, mever let-
ting - oneg down, But thHat was not the

Wors roten.” Thén he zed “0O 13 he all ritet®
Meaning you, Then I sed “Yes he is." Then
he sed “Yure a flbber, ¢os he isent.” Then
I sed Do you want & thick eer§® Then he
ged ®¥es 1 do¥ and thumped e on the
nose. Then I swiped him rownd the studdy
and booted him owl,—Yure chum for alwase,
EnwiN MyFRs. -
Magrer's CoMMENTZ.—Don't begin  every
“Then ! Your spelling Is
atrocivds,

By GEDRGE A, GATTY.

Pear Loide George,—I am a box-call Look.
I was once in a Hun shop window. Then I
fownd misell on & Hun shiper's fut, 1 nipped
him, Serves him rite. 1 made bim 50 that
he ewdn't rn away, and he was collard.—
Yors trooly, a. A. OatTY.

MasTER's CoMMENTS—(The only comments
visible here are four parallel lines down the
page and three across!—H. W.)

RIARS GALLERY.

Remove's notion of the way footer shonld ba
plaved, and he zoon found himself owtside the
TOpesE,

There was niore ragging. The Bounder—at
his worat then—had no miud to admit defeat
at the hands of 2 new boy, He concocted &
very cshady scheme—so shady that Bolsover
major, who draws the line somewhere, would
have nothing te do with it. . I it hwl bDeen
a-suoeess (b must have gobt Kipps into heavy
trouble with Mr, Queleh. Bub it woas ot n
success, for Vernoen-Smith's handkerchiel
deftly abstracted by Kipps, was hidden, and
Kipps' -handkerchief, bearing the ineriminat-
h'EE e ink-maorks that were to have com-
victed the new boy, but otherwise unmarked,
was found in the Bounder's pockel. And the
Bounder was flogged, na he well deserved to
bhe. And then Kipps explalned how he had
worked the trick, There was no roomn for
doubt as 1o who was reelly the guilty party.

Kipps' shility in sleight-of-hand has played
& part in more than one other story. It
was prominent in *The Conjurer’s Capture”
which told how, on thé way to tea ut CHR
House, the schoolboy juggler so, annoyed the
Famous Five by his tricks tiat they shut
himm wp im & lofb over & barm. And while
there Ee heard & blackguardly plaot fixed 'ug
between - Snoop and-a German scoundrel. I
would have. ruined Jobhnny Bull it it had
suceceeded. But Kipps took care it should
not suceeed. The banknote trick -was foile
amd when Snoop tricd again with matk
colns the coing, were found in his own pocket
—and he knew he had put them in Bull's!
But Kipps bhad been at work afier him.

It was Kipps who folled Loder's plot to

et money out of Mauly by representing that

hacton was In grave trouble for want of
cash. Here again aleight-of-hand played Its
puart, as It dld -when Kippa halped to-rescus
Wibley from the custody of Mr. Mobbs, after
that histrionic genius had been caught out In
perzonating the Highelife master, and while
i wns being ftaken to Greyfriars for the
Head's judgment.

This skill would be dangerous in the cosze
of a boy with wrong tendencies, The expert
conjurer ¢an he an .expert pickpecket if he
chooses, and- the fellow who ean plunt coing
und_banknotes can use his skill for the pur-
pose of bolstering op false accusations as
vasily as for better purposes,

Fortutately,” there is no danger of this
kind of thing in.the case of Oliver Ri%n
He fz too soundly honest and honourahle.
He may not he of any special distinction
apatt from his comjuring abilily—though he
is no duffer at anything—hut he {a the right
sort all through; and his bright and smiling
face is & true index to his fun-doving
charaeler. Not but that he can look serious
enough when seriofisness 13 needed for the
part he has to play; no one could Appear
more_ entirely innocent than he at the critical
momeng. - Lut that's part of the game,
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