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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Swept Out to Seal

" MITHY 1™
S “ Hallo, hallo, hallo 1"
Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of

Groyfriare, did not stop or look
round.,

He was striding at a great rate down
the cliff path towards the shingly beach,
where the fishing-boats were drawn up.

Harry Wharton & Co., of the Remeve,
had been for a ramble on the chiis that
afternoon, and they were resting before
gtarting back to Greyfriars, when they
gighted the Bounder. )

“Something’s up with Smithy I
marked Bob Cherry.

“Tooks like it,” agreed Wharton.
“Whore the dickens is he going to¥ Can’t
be going for a sail.”

“ailly ass if he does!” grunted Johnny
Bull. **Look at tho sky!”

“The stormfulness will be terrific
foon,” remarked Ilurrec Jamsct Ram
Singh, with a shake of the head.

Iﬁan‘j Wharton jumped up {rom the
ledee of the rock he was scated on.

“By Jove, he is, though! Smithy!”
He put his hands to his mouth, and
shouted. * Smithy! Vernon-Smith "

The Bounder looked round at last. The
path he was following ran below the rocks
where the juniors were resting. IHe
looked up, and gave the Co. o nod.

“ Hallo 1" ]

“You're not going out?” called out
Wharton.

"YE-B.”

“"It.'n not safe! There's a blow coming
on.
The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

“Don’t be an &51 ithy 1" exclaimed
the captain of the Remove sharply.
“You'll get drowned, you dulfer [

“Tha drownfulness will be great, my
csteemed Smithy ! -

YCome back to ten with us!” said
Nugent.

“Can't!”

“Why can't you?" demanded Johnny
Baull. ‘ )

“I'm supposed to be detained,” said
the Dounder coolly. * I spotted Quelchy
on the cliffs five minutes agu. 1 don't
know whether he's looking for ma. I'm
going to give him a2 wide berth, in any
caze,”

“No need to make it az wide aa from

this world to the next,” grimned Iich

Cherry. “That's what you'll do if you
out on the bay this altornoon.”

“0h, I can manage a Loat!"”

“Look here, Smithy—"

“Ta.ta ! said the Bounder lightly.

And he strode on his way.

“0Oh, the silly ass!™ exclaimed Whar-
ton, in minj.:]e(fﬂfnrm and exasperation.
“He's zimply asking to be drowned if
he goos on the water now.”

“Lot's stop him,” suggested Bob
Cherry. *Can't see a reckless as:
drowned under our syes|™

“Good! Come onl®

There was reason for the juniors’
alarm. The eky wes growing deeply
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overcast,

and
round the great Shoulder with a moan-

tha wind was sweeping

ing sound. On the half-hidden rocks, at
the base of the Shoulder, tho sea broke
in lines of foam, with o low, deep mur-
mur, gradually swelling to a roar.

But the Bounder was evidently in cne
of hiz perverse and reckless moods. He
had & nerve of ifon, and the thought of
danger rather pleased than daunted him.
His awn bhoat wazs on the sands, and he
ran it lightly down io the erisping water.
Smithy had plouned a seil eprlior in that
aftorncon, when he had been detained by
hiz Form-master, and it was just like
“mithy to bresk detention and go on his
sall all the same.

Harry Wharton & Co. serambled down
the rocks to the lower path, rather bump-
ing themselves in the proeess, and ran
down to ithe sands.

But the beat was in the wafer, and the
Bounder had stopped the little mast and
shaken cut tho sail,

He waved hia lnd, E'L:I'!-LI grinned at the
juniors as the boat glided out of the
COVE.

“8mithy " reared Bob Cherry, “Come
back, you ass!"

“Took out!” shouted Wharton,

A sundden whirl of wind caught the sail,
and the bont spun awayp, resling so far
to starboard that the jueniors, wiih
thumping hearts, watched for it to go
punwale under,

D:Itt it righted, and swept out sen-
veard.

They could still see tha Boundar's face.
The smile had left it, gnd it had become
suddenly while and tense. ) _

The reckless fellow realised his peril
at that moment.

That sudden gust had been a2 warning,
and Vernon-8mith, his hand like iron on
the shects, made an attempt to tack back
to tha beach.

But it was in vain.

Heeling over under the wind, the boat
shot away into the heart of the bay, and
in o few minutes was clmost indistin-
guishable lo the anxious eyes of the
Famous Five on shore.

Wharton drew & quick, deep breath.

*(h, the duffer!” Lc almost groaned.
“He's done it now!”

“Jo'll be drowned!” muttered Frank
Muogent.

“And we can't help him ™

The juniors watched tenscly.

They could do nething to help the
reckless Bounder. I they had dragged
down one of the fshing-boats and
lnunched 1t they could never have got
near him. Ile was almost invisible
already, ns the heeling boat danced away
over the bay,

Wharton's face was white,

“He can't get back,” he said, in a low
voice.  “He'll be carried away fo sea!
He may run in further along the coast.”

“(Oh, tho ass!™ muttered Nugent.

The sky was growing darker, and there
was a rumble of thunder in the distance.
A few spots of rain fell on juniors
as they watched the sea.

“Wharton 1"
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Harry Wharton spun round at the doe
voice of his Forme-master. Mr., Quelc
had eome down the sand.

Y Yeou, sir?” egaid Harry mechanically.

“Have you scen Vernon-Smitht”

“ Varnon-Smith, sir?”"  stammered
‘W harton. .
“Yes," said Mr. Quelch, frowning.

“To was detnined this afternoon, and
find that he has left the Form-room and
gone out of gates, I learned that he had
arranged a sail on the bay this afternoon,
and so——" The Remove master paused
abruptly. * Suvely, it is"not possible that
ha has gone in this weather?”

“Ile—he's gone, sirl”

“Gond heavens !

All the anger faded out of Mr. Queleh’s
face now,  Alarm und anxicty took ita
place. IHe strained his eves seaward.

“1s that—"

“*That's hiz boat, siv!"™

1t was the lagt glimpse of the heeling
eraft, Then it vanished into misty dis-
tance, aven o8 W harton spolio:

“The utterly reckless boy ! exclaimed
Mr. Queleh, in great distress. * He will
be drowned! Good heavens!”

They strained thejr eyes after the hont
long after it had vanished from sight.
Phe rain was falling more heavily now,
Alr. Quelel’s face was pale and set. Ho
spoke at last

“You boys may return {o Grexfriara,
I shall give the alarm at the constguard-
gtation, and see if anything can be done.
Surely, Wharton, you could sce that there
was danger for that reckless lad, and
could have stopped him !

“We tried to, sir! He was too quick
for us!™

“Yery well—very well!

back 1"
- Mr. Queleh hurried away, and the five
juntors took their way home to Grey-
iriars with grim and clouded faces. Deep
in their hearts was the conviction that
they would never see the Bounder again
—till the sea gave up its deadl

You may go

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Under the Shadow !

BAY. you follows!™

6§
I Billy Idunter grected the
Famous IMive as they came into
the Bechonl House, splashed with
rain, with overcast faces.

“You do leck a cheery  crowd!™
grinned PBunter. *1 say, what’s bap-
pencd? Have vou been on old Popper's
island ¥’

“MNo, ass!” growled Boly Cherry.

406 Popper's been here this aflor-
noon,” rattled DBanter cheerfully,  ©1Ta
was in n rave wax, Smithy was on his
istand in the river on Saturday elfter-
noon, and the blessed old ecodger cumo
te jaw the Jead abent it Bmithy
was doetained for the afternoon, as well
as two on each hand,”

#8850t was Sir [Tilten Popper who got
Bmithy detained " exclaimed Wharton
angrily.

“Yes, He jawed the Head. I heard
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bim going it!' chuckled Buonter. "I
happened to stop outside the door to tie
my ghoelnep.”

‘The old hunks!" growled Bob
Cherry sava%:':ly. “1 wonder how he'll
liko it when ho hears that he's the cause
of Bmithy being drowned "

“Well, he wasn't exactly the cause,”
gaid Johnny Bull. “Smithy wasn't
bound to break detention.” _

“It wasn't fair to detain him for gmng
on the island. It's public land, and ol
Popper is a land-hog !"" snorted Cherry.
“The Head iz too easy-going by half!
I suppose he can't row with Fopper now
the old Hun has joined the Governing

Board again, All tho same—"

Billy Bunter's lifle round eyes had
open like saucers behind his big
spectacles,

“Sithy drowned ?” he ejaculated.

“He's gone out on the bay, and been
carried out to sea!” snapped Bob.

“(Oh, crumbs! Poor old Smithy !

Harry Wharten & Co. went up te'
chango their wet jackets. Billy Bunter
rushed into the Common-reom, whither
the rain had driven most of the juniors,
o had news to tell—startling news—
pnd William George Bunter dearly
loved to be the bearer of startling news.

ok ;fa‘?i Tou ff:llr:msi" Bunter fuirly

asped, “IL say—-"" "
E "pﬁalia! What are you burbling
about #* asked Squilf.

“mithy's drowned " gasped Bunter.

“What "

% Deowned ' yelled Bunter.

“Smithy drowned?” shouted Peter
Todd. *What are you driving at, Fou
fathead i )

o Gammon Y snapped Bolsover major.

“How could he be drowned, you
owl?” exclaimed Dick Rake. “He's
detained in the Form-room ab iz

blessed minute I

“Hea cleared off and went out on the

bay, and he's %Eﬂwned guapec’L Bunter

thlessly, arton Bays 80,
hﬂ?}rhﬂt ‘Heptt!  Where's Wharton 2”
exclaimed Tom Brown.

“Gone up to the dorm to change. I
pay, rather rotten of Wharton to let
poot old Smithy drown, wasn't it? I
should have gonc in and fished him
out !’

#(h, shut up, sou owl!” growled
Potar Todd. .

“1 say, you follows-— .

But the fellows did not stay to listen
to Bunter. There was a rush out of the
room, and the Removites crowded up to
their dormitory. They wanted informa-
tion from = mora mﬁah’ie source than
Bunter. ;

Harry Wharton & Co. had not finished
chonging when the crowd burst in, with
o vociferation of inguiries,

“Wharton ! Is it truct”

“Where's Smithy " _ :
“Has anvthing happened to Smithy?
“Pynter says——

“1 say, Wharton—-"

“Give him a chanee to speak ™
I Epe-i out Squiff. “Now, then,
Wharton [ .

“T'm  afeaid it's =0" sald Harry

huskily. “He's certainly carried out to
gea’ In 4 salling-bent, and 1 don't
helieve any boat could live in the blow
that's come on. I hopo he'll pull
through.” : .

“Qrithv's o good suilovman,” said
Bob Cherry hopefully, *If any fellow
could et out of ik, Bmithy could ™

“Poor old Smithy !’

%I say, you fellows, wasn't it rather
rotten of Wharton to lel him drownt"
chimed in DBunter. “I should have
jumped in for him -

“Vou fat fool!” exclaimed Wharton,
“Ho wasn't in the water! IHe was in a
boat, and & hundred yerds away when [
got to tho beach.”

“] should have gome in for him!™
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repeated Bunter, I really tluok,
Wharton, that you might heve—
Yarcoch! Leggo my ear, Feter Todd,
vou retter ™

But Peter Todd led the Owl of the
Remove out of ihe dormitory by the
ear, and by an application of hiz boot
porsuaded him to depart. Bunter's
vhservationa wera not wanted, ]

The Famous Five came down to tea in
Study No. 1.
only locked at one another miserably.
Even Bob Cherry's healthy appetite had
deserted him for the tme.

“Poor old Smithy !” mumbled Bob.
“He waa a good sort!”

He shivered a little as he spoke. TUn-
conscionsly he” had spoken in tho past
tense.  He hoped, but he knew there was
little hope.

“Poor old chap!” = Wharton rose
from the table. “I—I don't want any
tea ! I—1 think it would choke mo.”

“The samefulness is tevrific!™ said
Hurree Jamset Fam Singh huskily.
“Poor old SBmithy I

“And we'd gﬁt to be such jolly good
pals teo I'" sai Eugm:t.

“0Oh, it’s rotten !

The door opencd, and Billy Bunter
Blinked in. Bunter did not seem to be
I.n::u'i_:ied by over-much grief. He was
looking exeited, but certainly not heart-
broken.

"1 say, vou fellows——"'

. “0h, clear off, Bunter!" said Bob
wrritably,

“That's all very well, Bob Cherry.
DBut—as Smithy's bost pnin-—a"

“*What

I was Bmithy's best pal, and you
know it. I feel this moro than you do,
natugally, SBome fellows have tender
foelings,” said DBunter, with a sniff.
“I'm going to have Smithy'z biko, to
keep in remembrance of him. I'm sure
he would have liked me to have it."

“Wha-a-at?”

“L believe 3kinner's got some idea of
bagging that bike i Smithy's pater
doesn't want it, and of conrse he doesn't,”
said Bunter. “I think vou fellows
ought to back me up. Smithy never
liked Skinnep—-

“You horrid fat porpoise——"'

“Oh, really, Wharton! As Smithy's
pal, I think 1 ought to have the bike.
You back me up, and speak to old
Smith when he comes down about it
He's sure to come down as his son's
drowned, you know. You can mention
that I was Smithy's dearest chum, and
that Smithy would have liked me to
have i, and—— Yaroooooop !’

Buntor waa hurled into the passage nt
that point. He fled with & wild howl,
but a little later his voice was heard in
Atudy No. 4, arguing with Skinner.
Harry Wharton & Co., in the lowest pos-
sible spirits, went down to the school
door to wait for Mr, Queleh to come in,
with a faint hope that he might bring
geod nowa,

Their hearts were heavy, Time had
Been when they had been on the worst of
terma with the Bounder of Gregyfriars,
but that time was over. Even when
Smithy had fallen back onee more into
hiz old shady wars Wharton had never
loat hig friendship for him. And Smithy
bad c{lulled out again, and shown that he
rould stick to 1he path of honour with as
much determination as he had formerly
shown in treading the downward path.
‘There wove sterling qualities in Smithy
--some evil in his nature, but much
wood. Iie could be generous and loyal,
and he had always been without fear, It
came as a shock to the juniors fo realise
how muech they would miss him, What
a fonrful blank his loss would leave in
the old school |

Wharton, little as he was accustomed
to wearing his heart upon his sleeve,
cotlld not keep back the misery in his

But at the tep-table thoy.

One Penny. 3

face. He did not speak. He leaned on
the door, his handsome face white and
sot. There was a stcp at last in the dusk
of the quadrangle, and Mr, Quelch camy
in, tired and garaw:-d. Then Wharton
started forward.

*Is there any news, sir?"”

The Forin-master glanced  with
sympathy at the boy’s tensc face,
““I am sorry—noc ! he snid. 1 foar

very much that Vernon-Smith has lost

hia Jifa. Wo must still hope for the best,
however, my boy.” ;
He passed on to the Head's study.

Five minufes later a telegram was on
its way to Vernon-Smith's father 1n
London. And when the Groeviriars fol-
lows knew that, they knew that hope was
littly or none, and a deep and sombra
shadow seemed to settle ¢n the old

scchool.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
From the Jaws of Death!

AIN and lashing spray dashed inte
R the pale, set face of the Bounder
as he hali-crouched in the heel

ing, whirling boab. | i

Land had vanished from aight in the
mist end the rain, but Vernon-Bmith
knew that he was near the rocks, though
he could not see them.

The Boundec was still cool. .

Tho shadow of death was upon him.
FHo knew that the chapces were a
thousand to one that he would never
emerge from that wild adventure alive.
The sudden squall was driving the aea
to fury, and the boat danced on tho wild
watars like a cockleshell. The sail had
blewn to ribbons. The Bounder wan
web to the ekin with the rain and the
foam that broke over the boat. .

Yet he still kept his presence of mind.
He was looking grim death in the face,
but it did not daunt him. ; 3

The sail biew out in cracking stfips.
As well as he could the Bounder kest
the boat's noso befors tho wind. It rode
the wavea like a cork, and when it
plungzed into the trough of the sea
mountainois walle of green wators
scemed curling over to swamp him—yek
still the boat lived through! At every
moment, almost, he oxpected tho little
eraft to capsise; but his luck held gﬂ::d.

His face was hard and grim, but quits
collected. He had brought this upon
himseelf, and ho had the nerve to sea ik
through, whatever the end might Le.

And it had come from t_nﬂm%cuuseg.
He had trespassed on Sir Hilton Popper's
jaland in the river, and thoe baronet had
complained to his Form-master, and Mr.
Queleh had detained him for the half-
holiday a5 o punishment. That was all,
e had recklessly broken detention, and
gone out in his Igﬂa,.t to, keep out of Mr.
Quelch's way, thinking only of that, and
nol of the lowering sky and the threaten-
ing murmur of the sea. And danger had
descended upon him so suddenly that
there had been no chance of return. In
the midst of life we are in death, Only
# short hour before he had been grinding
dull Latin in the Form-room at Grey-
frinrs, and now—- :

Ho set his teeth, and faced it. The
boat still lived in the turbid waters, but
even if it did not capsize, he was near
the rocks, and he knew at any moment
there might come a grinding crash—and
the end !

1nder the black storm-clonds dimness
was on the upresting sea, though it was
yet early in the afternoon. Once or
twice, as the mist broke, he caught a
glimpse of looming grey clifis; but they
vanished again, Once a leaping wave
carried him over a sunken ridge, and he
felt a grind beneath ed the keel scraped,
and- knew that he had been within an
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ace of dieaster. Btill the boat Red on
before the wind, and etill the leaping
billows spared it

The rainy miet cleared again. The
Bounder's ﬂaggard. glance swept round.
High against the stecly a greak
shadow loomed—a gigantic cliff that came
down to the water almost like the wall of
& Ironze. The water whirled him by, and
he could have tossed a stone from the
boat to the cliff, against which the surf
wasg breaking in lines of white.

Still his boat obeyed his hand, stead
and strong in this moment of dire peril.
Ahead of lim waa broken water—ridge
upon ridge of foam that curled and broke,
and be knew that as scon as ha reached
it the end would come. And fo turn
from his course was impossible without
being inatantly capsized. The Bounder's
face grew slightly paler, a grim, bitter
smile curled his lip. Then suddenly,
eerily, through the howl of the wind
he heard a voice calling.

He started, wondering i he was
dreaming. On the grey waters there was
no cralt {mt his own ; landward there was
only the towering cliff, massive and
solid to the eye, though broken by ledges
and crevasses, Yet there was a vowe
calling—a human voice that mingled with
the wind like the voice of a phantom
riding the storm! 1

His haggard eyes sought the cliff.
Rain and mist blinded him. But still he
could hear, Were his senses leaving
him? From the rainy mist came the
voice, shouking—a boyish voice, but deep
and strong.

“Btarboard, starboard!
‘This way!"

He caught sight of the one who shouted
at Iast. A figure was scrambling down
the face of the cliff, where, 2o far as the
eye could tell, thero was no footing for 2

ull. At the foot of the chiff, ahead
of him, a flat ledge of reck rose above
the water, with waves breaking over il.
A-final leap of the dering climber landed
him there, and he stood, with water
bresking about his knees, waving khis
hand te the schoolboy in the boat.

The Bounder knew the spot now. The
great rock towering agfingt the gky was
the Hawkseliff, ten miles from Grey-
friare. The boy on the half-sunken ledge
was shouting, but the wind carried away
his voice. But his gestures were enongh,
and the Pounder made an attempt lo
chey. -Tha boat spun past the ledge,
where it dipped abruptly into the sea. Tt
was impoesible to stop. But the half
minute in which it v2s abreast of the
ledge was enough for e stranger. With
the spring of a deer he cleared the inter-
vening water and crashed into the boat,
sending it rocking violently away. -

He fell on his knees; but was up again
in & second. Tha Bounder gazed at him,
dazed, bewildered, He saw a lad of
about his own age, clad roypghly, with
curly hair blowing out in the flerce wind,
and o bro face—a well-buit, sturdy-
looking lad, active and lithe as a panther.

Ha {mnt towards the Bounder, shout-
'mg to make his voice heard in the wind:

[EL

I can save you! Steer as I tell you!

This way!

The AOGreyfriars junior gasped and
itodded.  The new-comer grasped t!:tlt!
lnghing sheets, The rag of a sail stiil

drew. He rapped out orders in a guick
staccato, and Vernon-Smith mechanically
did as he was directed. )

To his amazement the boat glided
through yawning rocks by unscen chan-
nels, eluding a hundred disasters as if-by
magio. It Acated under the shadow of
the great cliff, in calmer water now, the
savage force of the sea barred off by the
half-sunlen ledge.

“Can you swim ?'*

“Wes!" panted the Bounder.
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i "Eﬂﬂll’:,: You cannot save the boat;
R f—

Vernon-Bmith almost langhed.

“Never mind the boat! Can we save
our lives 7"

1] _AF. -BF !H‘

The boat rocked amid the tecth of the
reefe. It seemed a miracle to the
Bounder that it did not crash and sink.
But he saw at last a shelving beach at the
foot of the great cliff, where the water
breke with a sound like thunder, The
stranger nodded his head towards the
spot.

“"Ready 7" he said. )

“(o ahead ! The Bounder set his
teeth. “I'm ready!” 1

A minute more and the boat was in
the surf, earried landward amid a roar-
mg mass of foam and tortured water.
What happencd next the Greyiriars
junicr hardly knew. There was a crash,
and the boat had vanished from urider
him. Mo was swimming steongly, but
blindly—blinded by water and {oam, and
deaferned by the incessant roar, He felt
s sivong grasp upon him as his senses
reeled—a  etron rasp- that held him
from death—and then he vaguely knew

He struggled against the dizziness that
overcama %um; he stared round him with
half-blinded eyes. He was on the sands.
The white surl was breaking only o [ew
vards from him, the water crept to lia
foct as he lay; but he was out of danger.
Beside him, on the drenched sand, lay his
rescuer, motionless, But he moved as
the Bounder moved, and sat up, panting.

* Pretty close I” he muttered.

The Bounder struggled for breath.

“You've saved me!" he gasped.

The other’s wet, white face broke inte
a smile.

“¥es. But it waz a near thing for
both of us.”

The Bounder shivered.

It was a miracle! T don't know how
you did it! Why did you riek it 1"

“To save you, 1 suppose.”

“ YVou must know this coast jolly well.”

“Every foot of it. 1 was brouvght up
by the Hawkschff.™

He rose limply to his feet. Strong as
he evidently was, he had been exhausted
by that last fight for life. He steod fur
some minutes breathing hard, wnheeding
the wind and rain that lnah&ci upon him,
And the Bounder lay resting, breathing
deep, conactous of utter fatigue, but more

was gaved, that this stranger—no older
than himself—had snatehed him from
the very jaws of death!

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Tom Redwing of Hawkseliff !

ERNON-SMITH sat up at last,
and the senfaring lad looked
down on him, with a smile.

“We're not out of the wooda
yel';,” ha said. *Can vou climb now "

“I'm neatly done. Any hurry?”

“The tide’s coming in, that's all.”

“0Oh ! zaid the Bounder. 1 suppose
+ there's o path ™™

The other shook his head.

“This bit of beach is shut in by the
cliiffe.  It's under water at high tide.
We've got a stiff climb to get out of it,
and not much time to spare. I can help

you,

~ He bent, and helped the Gresiriars
junier to his feet. The Dounder stag-
gered, and leaned heavily upon him,

“T'm pretlty nearly done,” he mut-
tered., “I'll do oy best '™

“J shall carry you if you give in."
“Could you 'f”

that he wos being dragged up shifting.
eand, with hungry waters thundering
bichind,

keenly conscious still of the fact that he.
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“ Rasily 1"
“My hat!” gaid the Bounder.
scanned his

Heo

new acquaintance very

curiously. “I sha'n’t forget this—what
you did! Will you tell me who you
gre? My name’'s Vernon-Smith.”

“Mine's Tom Redwing,*
“¥You're a sailor 1"

“My father was a sailor.”™ The boy's
face clouded. * He went down two yéars
ago—submarined.”

“And you 2

“I'm nobody !"

He smiled as he spoke, but there was a
tone of bitterness in his voice.

“But you've got relationsi™

: L le} !FI

*“Hard lines!” muttered the Bounder.
“Leook here, Redwing! You've saved
my ilfe. Buf for you I ehould be five
fathoms deep at this minute. Look here !
I'm going to do what I can in return.
My father's a millionaire, and he will do
enything I ask him. You've made a
friend for life to-day!"

Redwing locked at him,

“I want nothing,” he said. “I've got
two hands, and know how to use them.
I've earned my bread since my father
went down, and when I'm a little older
I'm going to sea. Thank you, all the
Bime,

“ But—but you've got to let me stand
by you!"” exclaiméd the Bounder, “You
don't want to go to sea—a kid like youl
You should be going to school.”

“T've had my schooling.”

(11 But"_l|

Redwing laughed.

“¥You're rich,” he said. "My folk are
different from wours. People In my
station don’t stick at schoel till they're

_| fifteen. Godndss knows, I'd like it—what

I've always wanted! Goodness knows,
I've wanted it bad enough, but it's not
for the likes of me.”

"1t is, if you choose,” said Vernon-
Bmith, Do vou think I'm an ungrateful
brut}.;a? Yon know what you've done for
me.,

““That's nothing! I would have dona
it for anvbody. And yvou're not the first
fellow I've fished out of the water, by
four or five,”

“ Likely enough! DBut you had about
a thousand chances to ono of hain'g
drowned when you E}(111:'.&]_::«55::1 for mv boat.

“ A sailormon takes chances like that,
and I'm going to be a zailorman. But
enough said! Let's stuit! I can help
you.

“I'm = bit better now,” said the
ﬁjﬂuﬂder, “1 can walk, Halle! What'a
-that?”

He stooped and picked up g little
volume that lay on EHE".- wet sand. He
stared at 1t blankly. It was a et
Horace, with a well-worn cover and well-
thumbed leaves. It did not belong to

im, and it was amazing if it hel-:-ng;d
to the sunburnt, roughly-clad boy et his
side.

“Is this yours? asked the Bounder.

¥ as. dropped it when I fell, I
sup sa! Thanks!"

“¥ou study Latin?"” the Bounder ex-
claimed, in wonder,

Redwing flushed.

“Why not? Do you think it's siily 17

“0Of course I don’t! Dut we grind that
stuff at school, and we're not eo jolly
keen on it."”

Redwing laughed. L

“¥ou get it, and don’t Like 1t! I like

tt, and don't get it!” he smd. " Things
often happen Like that, I auplium Fou
should

gﬁ: to an oxpensive school.
think so, by the way you're dressed.”
“Well, ves.”
“And I'm a enilor’s son, Ilcft on my
bearn ends,™ said Redwing Lightly. * And

I ﬁtind over this stuff by candle-light in
| & little cabin; and yom can study it as
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| The return of the Bounder! (Sece Chapter ) |

ruch as you like, and don't want it! It's
queer. You'd laugh at the way I pro-
nounce the Latin, 1 expect, but 1 can
read it quite E&E]j?.“ Hea slipped the
Listle hook into his pocket, *Come on!
You mustn’t rest any longer, or we
sha'n't get clear of the tide."

He grasped the junior's arm, and
helped him along. It was a grim ¢limb
by steep, rocky paths, and the Bounder
wondered that his companion could find
the way, where ho himself could see no
traco of & path. There was, in fact, no
path; it was a climb over rough rocks,
with little foothold. Here and there Red-
wing dragged his companion bedily up

ascenta, and lowered him over dizzy

8. Behind them the surf roared,
and the Bounder, looking back, saw that
the spot where thay had landed was
covered with water.

His strength was spent, and he hun
more and more heavily upon Rudwmﬂ
arm. Redwing took him bedily into hi
grasp at last, and carried him, heedless
of the Bounder's muttered protest.

They came at last beyond the ecliffs,
and Hedwing halted upon a road. He
laid the Greylriars junior there by the

A
a

8.

Then he leansd on a rock, breathing
deep. Even his strong frame had been
put to a severe tost, _ :

“ AN right now?" asked Vernon-Bmith
faintly.

Ay, ay !

“Good!” . .

4“1 leave vou here for a bit," anid
Redwing. “There's an inn a mile from
hete, wgere a horse and trap can be got.
Have you the money to pay for it to take

u homet"

The Bounder smiled.

“Oh, yes!” ; ; g

Whhon 'l go for it, and it can pick
you up here.” 3 ;

.Redwing disappeared ioto the thicken-
ing dusk. Vernou-Smith sat and rested,
and when bis strength had a little re-
turned, he rose and moved about, to keop
off the chill of his wot clothes.

Darkness had long fallen when there
was & aound of wheels on the hilly voad.
A trap came rattling along, with Red-
wing seated beside the driver. It halted,

and Redwing jumped down and helped
Vernon-3mith into the trap.

“Good-bye!” he _said; and, after a
moment’a hesitation, he held out a brown
hand.

The schoolboy grasped his hand hard.

“ Good-bye, Redwing! I shall ses you
again !

* Not likely.”

“7 ghall come and see vou.”

Redwing smiled.

“"T'm leaving Hawkscliff in the morn-
ing,” he said. I was having last
ramble over the old eliff when I sighted
you this afternoon. I've got a job at a
distance, Cut off now, or youll get a
chill! There's a tug in the trap. Put it
round you,"

He moved back, but the Bounder bent
down, his face very earneat.

“Redwing, I tell yon I'm going to
stand by you! My father’s rich, and he
will do anything I want. You've got to
let me see you through!™
“(fan't be done!"

“Why noti"”

“7T diddn't do what I've done for meney.
don’t want rewarding.”

“I don't mean that, But—"

* Good bye!” said Redwing,

He turned and strode away, and the
darkness swallowed him wp.  Yernon-
Smith roee in the trap and called after
him. Bat the strange lad did not re-
turn, and he vanished from sight,

Vernon Smith's faco clouded.

He was grateful, and he wanted to
recompense the lad who had saved his
life. But Redwing had taken the offer
as tha offer of a reward for his services,
and Vernon-Smith realised that he wna
wonnded, Smithy had not moant that:
but, after all that was what it would
have come to. ; "

The driver was looking at lum.

“Where am I to drive you, sir!” he
ssked at last, interrupting the Bounder's
troubled thovghts, ]

The junior sut down again, and pulled
the rug round him, He was shivering,

“ 1o vou know Greyfriara School?”

The man shook his head. i

“JIirivo to Courtfield, then, and TI'll
direct you irom there”

One Penny.

“Right vou are, sir!”
And the trap rattled away in the winter
wind and dorkneas,

e mn e

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder’s Refumn !

ARRY WHARTON moved rest
lessly -about hia study.
Frank Nugent was working at
hiz prep in & desultory wagy.

Wharten hao not given o thought to k.,
He could not. 'The shadow of the Doun-
der’s terrible fate bung over his mind
anit his heart,
1t was petting near bed-time for the
juniora when theed was the sound of a
arsrtitige cary bﬂ"]ﬂw
_ tBmutliy's paterd” said Nugent, look-
I ap,

Whartoft nodded.

The two juniors left the study and
weat  downstairs as Mr., Vernon-Bmith
strode into the hall. The stout, some-
what hard-festuréd miliionaire was not
Inoking as n the juniors had last seen
him, The terrible news of his son had
it lnm ha

Peopla whoe knew Samuel Vernon-
Smith would hardly bave expected him to
ehow much tenderness to anyone, He waa
reputed as hard as stoel. But there waa
one tender spot in Mr. Vernon-Smith's
heart, and his son fillad it.  Herbert
Vérnon-3mith was sll in all to the hard-
fistedd millionnire. He indulged him with-
out limit—indeed, many of the Bounder's
old, reckless woys had been due to thai
unlimited indulgence.

MNow the millionaire’s hard face was
pale, his eyes looked heavy, and his thick
undeilip was not steady. His friends in
the City would hardly have known him at
that moment.

Smithy's pater was not the kind of man
for whom Harry Wharton could feel
much respect, but at that moment he re-
¥ him more than ever before. In
the midst of his piled-up millions the
great financier had lost all that mado his

eat acoumulation of wealth of value to

im—or 80 he helieved.

“Ta there any news of my son!” he
iﬂ_-xclaimed, addressing nobody in particu-
ar.

“ None yet, sir,” said Wharton.

Trotter showed the visitor into the
Head's atudy.  Mr. Quelch was there,
and both the masters looked disturbed
and troubled, )

“Aly son?” said Me. Vernon-Smith, na
he enteved. ]

“T am sorry—no news yet," said Tr.
Locke, in a low voice.

“ Plaase tell me what has happened.”™

The wmillionaire =ank limply into a
chair. i

He listened in silence. L

“ There is still & faint hope,” snid Mr,
Quelch, when the ITead ceased to speak.
“ It i barely possible—

“Thera is no hope ! said the million-
alre, in & han;R*. dull volee. ".:Hnw
could he Lo saved* My poor boy !

His voice hroke,

“ Tt is possible that we may have news
in the morning,, Mr. Vernon-Bmith,”
said the Head.  “Doubtless you would
prefer to remain here to-night 7%

“ 1 should, certainly !

#You will be more than welcome, my
dear sir. I hope ond trust that wo may
receive good news—""

“ At least, the body will be recoversd,”
gaid Ihh{r.f\"emun-ﬁmith quictly. Ny

or boy ot 1
pﬂ'l‘herf:- was 8 heavy silence in the study.
The millionaire wha secking to recover
his self-control. From the dusky quad-
rangle there came the sound of whecls,
and Mr. Qﬂﬂch started,

Tne MacxeT Lirrart.—No. 517.
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“ Wha can that be at this hour ¥

The millionaire started to his feet,

“News, perhaps!™ he muttered
bnskily.

Thepe were voices in the dusky guad—
swelling to a voar. Loud and clear canme
a name shouted by many voiwces, :

T Smithy 1M

“The Bounder 1" .

“Tiless my noul ! exclaimed the IHeoad,
“Ts it possible? Mr. Vernon-Smuth

The millionaire had rushed to the dogr,
torn it epen, and dashed from the study.

“Bless my soul "' repeated the Head.

Ontgide in the guad there was still a
roar. Mr. Vernon-8mith, breathless,
stored out of the School House into the
gicom, A trap had halted on the drive,
It was surrounded by juniors.

Harry Wharton bad been the first to
veach it. The captain of the Remove had
rin out into the goad at the sound of
wheels, hoping for news, And as= his
cres folt on the trap, he enw—pale, worn,
nrapped in o rog, but alive—Ilerbert
Yernon-Smith

The shock was almost tovo much for

YWharton, He staggered, az he pantod:
“Smithy 1"
“Qafe and sound!™ said the Bounder,
* Bmithy 1"

Wharton could say no more as he stood
by the trap, etaring at the jumor whe
had returned from death.

Hia voice broke. ;

Verncn-Smith looked down at him
curipusly, his own hard faco softenicg
':-‘;]"ﬂflgl! :," as
guivering face.

“Wharton, old chap,” he murmured,
“J—I didn't think you’d ecare much
about, it 17 . _

Wharton made an effort to pull himself
rogether. He was ashamed of the
emotion he had shown, though therc was
no cause for shame.

““Smithy, it's really wyou?
thought—"

“Bmithy | rearcd Bob Cherry.

" Bmithy 1"

"Hurrail"

My son!” exclaimed Mr., Vernom-

We—we

Smith. He ran down the steps to the |

frap. “ Herberg!"
“ Hallo, pater! You here?”
“Herbert 1 Alive and well
%ﬂ glilﬁﬂmirg. ‘;
y boy—my boy I
“Right as rain, dad !"" e
Mr. Vernon-8mith helped him from the
trap. The Bounder tottered a little as he
went into the House, lesaning heavily on
hia father's arm. ; 2
' This means sanny for me, dad1™ h
mattered.  “I—I eay, T didu't. know
jﬂu‘ﬁ be here! I suppose they thought
“Dr. Locke telegraphed to me. You
are 1}, Herbert I?
“I—F'm a bit scedy, dad.
through it, you know,
aut—a splendid chap 1"
Mr. Quelch hurried up.
“Yernon-5mith——" - - .

" panted
Heaven be thanked!

T've been
A chap. got. me

“Here I am, =ir. Serry to be so ihl:él

home,"” said the Boundar, with o touch
of hie old manner. * Borry I broke de-
tention this afterncon, sr. DBut—hbut
you'll have to put off licking me. I'm
—aped y—->"

His father's arm ecaught him. Mr.
[Quelch leoked anxiously' at his white
B, . .

“He must be taken into sanatoriom at
once | he said. ““Wharton—Cherry I™

"YEH. :li.![‘i'" i

“1 will help him,” said the millionaire
guistly. o

He lifted hia son in his srms, Five
minutes later Vernon-Bmith was in bed in
the school sanatorium, and the doctor—
Tae Maoxer Lmery.—No, 517,

he pgazed et Wharton's

-vious dey.

T

telephoned for by the Head-——was speed-
ing to Greyfriars, FEven the iron con-
stitution of the Bonnder had given way
at last, and he was fll—very ill. And the
Greviriars fellows, when they went to
their dormitories, fearned that he was ill,
and would be il perhaps for weeks; but
his life was not in danger, and the rost
mattered little.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Sir Hilton's Ward !
LD Popper, by gum !
Bob Cherry uttered that ex.
clamztion on the following day.

“O
Marning lessons were .over,

wnd the Remove fellow: were out in the
quadrangle, when the tall, angular figuro

of Sir ITilkon Popper came striding in at

the gates, . ]

Harey Wharten & Co. gave him grim
lopks,

Tt wes the baronet’s gquernlons eom-
plaints of Vernon-Smith that had caused
whaf was very nearly a tragedy the pre
True, the Rounder's head-
strong  wilfulness had been the muain
cause; but the juniors laid more blame

upun  &ir Hilton Popper than the
Bounder.

“ive him a groan!” euggested
Johnny Bull.

“Bhush!" said Harry., “Can't groan

at a governor of the school IV
“PBr-rr-rr 1

“He gught to be jolly well mebbed 1M

growled Bob Cherry, " Lileo his cheek to
come here to-day, with Smithy in sanny,
too: laid up for weeks, perhape 1™

“Delirions, too,” sald Nugent. *I
hear Lie's been babbling about the surf,
and the reefs, and some chap who pulled
him cot. Somebody seems to hove saved
him, somchew., But he hasn't been -able
to spin the yarn yet. All old Popper's
fault, blow lim !

“Weouldn't I like to bump the blezsed
old Nun!” growled Johnny Bull.

Unheeding the juniors, Sir Hilten
Papper etrode across the quad and passed
into the Sehool House,

“Trouble for somebody else now,” said
SBquiff, joining the Femous Five. I
waonder who's going'to get it now? I'm
getting fed up with old Popper ™

“Bame here ™

“The samefulness iz terrific !

Peter Todd joined the group.

“More sparis from cold Yopper!™ he
remarlced. “ Do, yon {fellowa happen to
know thet Gosling bes been wintewash-
i“ﬁ the top box-room {"

“What about it1”

“He left ebout half a pailful of white-,

wash thera when he knocked off.”

“What the dickens docs that matter 7"

“"Lotal If you look up you'll eee that
there’s a balcony over this cheery old
porch, and a chap could get cub on it
from the window in the Remove pas-
sage—with a pail of whitewash,”

“Voun—you ass ™

“Old Popper’s come to complein  of
somebedy,”  argued Peter. “*Why
shouldn’t he get something back? He'd
nover see who did it——"

“Ha, ha. ha t”

“ And think what a joyful surprise it
would be for him to get a ﬁaﬂ of white-
wash on his napper when he comes out
after seeing the Head.”

ol dnwmm maniac
Cherry. * You'd be flogged, or sacked [
“‘t‘u‘}:ﬂi. I shouldn™t call on the Head

and expliin that I hed done it. Mum’s
the word, you fellows [

“Toddy, you sss—"

“ Tod ¥, you Eh-':l!-'l'.l!].‘l—"

“T’E‘:ddj""""—ﬂ '

But Peter Todd, unheeding, vanished
into the House and up the staircase.

jrr

gasped Beb

l

Clavering 1" snap

: lrm.ra.t.ive
wndeome appointment
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The humorous Peter had evidently mmade
up hizs mind. The Famous Five simply
gasped, They were not respectera of
pergons, as a rufe; but whitewashing
o governor of the school was r{ea!ii tha

Choerry

“outside cdge,” a8z Bob
remarked.

Meanwhile, the baronet had been shown
mto the Head's study. Dr. Locke

greeted him politely, but with a slight
compresion of the lips. The fusay
baronet was one of the Head's perennial
Worrids.

“Good-morning, sirl
mae 7

“Pray be seated. Yes, as you tele-
phoned that you intended to eall, nata-
rally, I expected you,” said the Head.
“I sincerely trust that this does not mean
that any boy of this school has given
cause for complaint againt”

“Eh? Not at all. That is to say, not
this tine !™

Dr. Locke leoked quite relieved, ile
had taken it for granted that he had to
listen to another complaint from the
fuesy old pentloman.

It is guite a different matter,” said
the baronet, jarmming his eyeglass s littls
lighier into his eve.  “Quite different1”

“1 am glad to lienr 16,

“It concerns 2 boy whom I wish to
place at Greyiriars, Pr. Locke.”

“Oh!™ gaid the ITead. “A nephew,
ne doubt—>"

A boy named

“No relation at all.

ped Sir Hilton. * This
boy has been placed in my charge, with-
out my consent being asked, 1 do not
n:iaulrn!ath to repudiate the charge. That is
all.

“Indesd !’ said the Head, in astonish-
mient,

“I had better cxplain the circum-
stances,” said Siy HLIlj , tugging at his
white mouatache. The baronet was in
en irritable temper, and he herdly tock
the trouble to hide it. *“This boy
Clavering is the grandson of an old
friend—or, rather, acquaintance—of my
"Varsity days. When the war broke out,
Dswald Clavering, my friend’s gon, was
in South America, He was still & com-

ly young man, and held a very
8 in _the nitratae
fields. I wrote to him. I felt it my
duty to point out to him that, as he was
of military gge, it was hia duty fo return
to England and apply for a commis-
sion.”

The Head was silent.

He was uh'aﬂdi_' aware that Sir Hilton
was 8 fussy old fellow who never could
roind his own business. It did not even
occur to Sir Hilton, rﬁamgﬂy, that he
might have left Mr. vering to settle
thet delicate matter for himself without
unasked advice.

“Clavering had shown no sign of re-
turning,” said Sir Hilton, 1 had locked
npon him as my friend, for his father's
sake, and I was naturally irritated and
ashamed.”

“ Naturally *"” murmured the Head.

“ Maturally I'" repeated the baroned
gharply. "I presume, Dr, Locke, thaf
you concur in my viewsi”

“ Really, 8ir Hilton, it is not necessary
for me to form an opinion on the matter,
as it does not concern me in any way.”

“Oh, quite so—quite so! I am bound
to give you these particulars, however,
ag you must understand how matters
gtand, and you will sec that 1 am not to
be troubled in any way with the bhoy I
shall send here.”

HEhilﬂ'
“Clavering replied to my letter. His
waa 1n e somowhat offended tone—

You expected

¥

re
goodness knows why! Ile informed me
that he was aware of what was his duty,
but he was a

man, with nothing
but his Houth .imeriean appeintiment to
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stand between his boy and bf.];;gury- Ha

d one son; hig wife was dead.. This
boy was with him in Chili. Ie ex:
prassed himself ‘as eager to join up in the
defence of his country, but he dared not
leave his boy to the chances of the world,
poor and unprotected. Huh!” =

“A very unfortunate poaition,
ramarked the Head, mwardly wondering
why 8ir Hilton was telling him the
atory.

“Xh? Oh, yos, yes! But duty ia
duty, I presume?” snapped Sir Hilton,
“1 wrote him a_abtiff letter then—a very
stiff letter. I tdld him that he knew hia
duty, and that if he foll in his country’s
cause his friends would undoubtadly see
that his bovy came to no want Some.
what to my surprise, he wrots mo a
warm letter. of thanks, anncuncing that

hoe was sailing for England imme-
iﬁ&tﬂ!?."

Sir Hillon jemmed in his eyeglass
again, '

“ Well, sir, to cut a long story short,
Oswald Clavering arrived in ndon,

obtained a commssion, and went to the
Front. He wrote me from there. I had
ne opportunity of meeting him, as 16
happened. Indeed, I may as well speak
plainly, I had no dosire to meet a man
who had been eo slow to answer his
country's call. Ie told me that his boy
was placed with a distant relative, a
parson somewhere in Kent,
able to support him from ks psy. It
appears that in giving up his appoint-
ment in Chili ho had given up evesy-
thing, His savings had besn E:rpandad
in the journey home and on his outht.
Ho statod that if he lived his boy would
do very well. The lad was koon to join
the Army when he was old enough, and
- Clavering hoped to get him entered af
Sandhurst at the proper time. Buat if he
fell—so he went on—ha thanked me once
again for my assurance that his friends
would look after his boy."

Sir Hilton gave an indiguant gnort,

“You perceive, Dr. Locke, that he had
read into lotter & meaning I was far
from intending. I had = _
very general way., Oswald Claverin
concluded that I myself was the friend
alluded to—that I was prepared to taka
charge of hia son, if anything happened
to him in Flanders.”™

“Syrely, sir, he could conclude
nothing elsa!” exclaimed the Head, in
surprise.

runt !

“I repeat, that T spoke in a general
genge, and certainly had no intention of

burdening myself with a lad whom I had

never even seen. However, to come to
the point, I did not feel that X could disa-
buse Clavering's mind of the idea. It

would have seemod, pe:hnpa, s little
bratal.” :

#1 shoulld certainly say so !

“QOh, yes, yes; no doubt! Well,

Clavering has fallen, He was killed in
Flanders a few weeks ago, and the newas
has come through.”

“Poor fellow 1" said the Head softly.
“Poor fellow!™
“%0h, wes, poor fellow, cortainly!”
grunted Sir Hilton. “Very unfortunate,
and all that, certainly. is last lotier,
written before going into action, was for-
warded to me. He reminded me of my
promise. I had made no promise what-
evor, mind you, but he assumed that I
had done so, or intended to do se. Ha
reminded me of it, at all events, and told
me that his son would always be grateful
for what I had undertaken to do for him
—that if he foll his last moments would
be comforted by the knowledge that
Leonard—the boy's name is Leonard—
would be cared for by his old friend.
Well, he fell, as I said—shot through the
head at the barbed wire. Bo, as the

He was'

ken in a°
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matter stands, the boy is thrown on my
hands, I cannob refuse.”

1 quite agree,”

Sir Hilton snorted again. It really
seemed that he had e:ri)ecte& sympathy,
at least, from the Hend.

But the Head had ne notion of
sympathy for a meddling old busybody
who was called upon to fulfil a virtuael
promise,

“The pecple, though poor, are, of
course, guite decent,” resumed fhe
baronet. *1I have newver scen the bay,
and have no desire to see him, but I am
assured that he is in cvery way suitable
to be admitted as a pupil at Greyiriars.
He is, in a wdy, my ward—in fact, he is
my ward. Hitherto he had resided with
his distant relative, -the clergyman, who
has sent me a good account of him. He

‘i3 about fifteen now, a remarkably well-

grown lad for his age, and it appears that
he haa made an attempt to join the
Army as a private, in spite of his youth,
Whiﬂﬂ showa that he has spirit, at least.
Ii fact, he was énlisted, but was claimed
by hiz then guardian, and released from
the Colours as under age.”

“A brave lad!"”

0h, guite so—quite so! Under the
ecircumstances, I am bound to send hun
to school, and, I suppose, to enter him
later at Sandhurst, unless something
turnz up. Well, sir, I have decided to
send. him to Greyiriara, As the son of
an officer fallen in the war, no doubt an
arrangemont can be made for him to be
taken at a sormewhat reduced foe.”

The Head nodded, without speaking.

"Well, well, that is a.ntiufm::tur;, 80
far," said Bir Hilton. * The boy is in my
charge, but I have many responsibilities.
His expenses will ba met by me, 1 shall
make him a small allowanes for pocket-
money—a moderate aliowance—in fact,
vory moderats. But I do not desire to
be troubled by the boy in any way.
have no liking for hobbledehoys about
my house. He will not be allowed tha
run of Popper Court—in fact, I do mot
desirs to ses him there at all. He will
spopd his holidays at the school, unless
relatives come forward to offer him
hospitality. In short, I have accepted
his very onerous burden, but I naturally
desira to make it as littla cnerous aas
posgsible. I shall maintain him in a suit-
able way until he is old encugh to enter
the Army, and after -that hes will
naturally cease to be a burden to me, I
trust I make myself clear?”

“Quite,” _ .

“In fact, T am sure you will be kind
ta the boy, Dr. Locke," said Sir Hilton,

with the first touch of human feeling he.

had shown so far. *“His case is—wall,
it ia gomowhat touching, in a way.”

“It appesals to me as very touching,”
gald the Head. *'1 shall do my best to
be kind to the poor lad.”

“You are very good. Of course, you
are accustomed to young people. For
my part, young ple about me irritate
me extremely. I confess that I do not
like their society, If I could brm%
myself to tolerate this boy about me,
hardly think he would be happy. 1t is
better by far to place him entirely in
vour charge.”

The Head was quite of the same
opinion,

His kind heart already warmed to-
wards the orphan lad, whose father hed
given his life in defence of his country-
men—3Sir Hilton Popper among- others,

“The boy is still at the vicarage,”
added Bir Hilton. * With our ‘permis-
sion, I will write to his present
guardian to send him to Greyfriara, Mr.
Shepherd will put him in the train, and
doubtless he can be met here by some-
I shall have no 4ime for such

QIne,
_duties self. In fact, I am short
!a:fing Iand for the Riviera, Hl{

One Penny. 7

present home 13 on the other sida of the
county, Mr. Shepherd will write to you
informing you of the day of his arrival,
He will.not be sorry to lose him, 1
gather, as the boy eppears to be chafing
at not being allowed to serve, and Mr.
Shepherd iz unecasy lest he may make
another attempt. I am glad ithe matter
is settled so satisfactorily.” 8ir Hilton
rose, and looked at his watch. *If there
are any other details I have overlooked,
sir, doubtless you will telephone. 1 have
another engagement. (Good-morhing,
Eir' per

The bustling baronet was gone, leay-
g the Head nearly gasping. E-ir'hﬂttm
Popper had had the effect of teking the
leisurely old gentloman's breath away.

“* Bless my soul!” murmured the Head.
* Really, I do not like to entertain & hard
opinion of anyone, but—but such a very
selfish and hard heart—  Bless my
soul| The poor, poor lad! Certainly
he shall find a friend in mel”

A sudden terrific yell from outside in-
tarrupted the Head's refloctions. He
stepped guickly to his window. '

he sight that met hus eyes caused his
glagses to slide down his nose, as he
fairly jumped with astonishment.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder's Request !

WOOD0OSH! .
Sir Hilton Popper wad striding
out of the School House doorway

when that
from abaove, .

Tho baronet looked upr;djuu!: in time to
cateh the descending flood of whitewash
on his upturned face!

Hwnnaﬁ'f

“Yarooooop '™

Sir Hilton's yell rang across the guad-
rangle,

o staggered down the steps, Booded
with whitewash from head to foot. His
hat was as white as a miller's; his face
wasg ng white as o ghost's. His oyes wero
clogired, his nese bottled, and_his mouth
swamped, with whitqwaﬁi:u clothea
wen& streaming with 1;:.

" Gug-gug-gug-gug "

“Ha, ha, ha.ulg’ came in & yell from all
quartoera.

Fifty Greyfriars fellows had scen the
catastropho, and they yelled. Sir Hilton
Popper had fairly caught it

I%r. Locke stared from his study win-

sudden sound came

1 dow, aghaat.

“Blasa my soull” ho gasped.
“* G +gu§;ug-gurrrrrrg " {ﬁlut{:aﬂd
ton Po 1

Sir Hi pper, gouging wi st his
eyes, Y Gerrogh! Yurrrg! z.i'n-uup!
YVawwwwp !

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Mr, Queleh strode out of the School
Housa, '

“*What—what—what—"" he stuttered.

He glanced up.

Over the porch of the School Houss
was a kind of battlemented balconz, ot »
good height, It wae evident that the
whitewash had descended from thers.
But there was no sign of anyone thore
NOW.

* Gug-gug-gug-gug!”

s ﬁir Hilton——"" -

" Furg-girg—grocooooch |

“Good hcavens!™

“Yurrrrpe!™  Bir Hilbon gouged ab
hia eyes, and gave tha Remove master s
whitewashy glsre. " What—what nas
happened? Something has fallen on mel
Look at me! Grooh!”

“It—it appoars to be whitewash|™
stuttered thoe Remove-master,

“Ha, ha, hat”

‘" dilance, boys! How dare you laugh(”
thundered Mr. Quelch. "TELI- is not a
laughing matter |"
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Redwing to ihe rescue !

{Sce Chapler 3.) |

“QOpinions  differ,” murmured Bob
Cherry, ag the chume of the Remove beat
a retreat to o quict spot, whera they conld
vell undisturbad. “ It makes me laugh 2
bit! YWhat about you chapai®

“1¥a, ha, he ! . ]

“Tho laughiulness is torrific!” gasped
the Nabob of Bhanipur.
Bir Hilton iz terrifically mucked up!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Oh, that aes, Toddy!" gasped Whar-
ton. “He's done it! There'll be the

dickens to pay over thial” )
“Over what? osked a cool voice.
Peter Todd jeined the juniors under the

glins. “ Anything happencd?
“You frubjous n&h ‘oddy!  Thay'll
scalp you for this! Old Popper's nearly

drovwned in whitewash!” gurgled Bo

Cherry.
“My hat!” said Peter, “Somebody
miust Dave got out of the passage window

with tosling’e pail of whitewash and laid

in wait for hirm. I wonder who it|d
waei' ;
“a, hn, ha!

“ Beiter not let Quelehy find out who it
was,” grinned Johnny Bull, * There'll
bo trouble in the Todd family if he
does!" i

] den't seo how he can,” said Peler
thourhtfully, “I den't intend to know
anything about it at alll”

“1fa, ha, ha!”

Sir Hilton, raving, had been conducted
Into the House by the dismayed Remore-
mastor,
path——with his clothes onl IL was an
hour before the hﬂﬂnuttleﬂ tﬂmg;ﬂara,
and his important appointmont, whatever

e Magxer Lrasany.—No, 517,

“The esteamed [ H

ryoung ragcal who hed shifted if,

Ho wes badly in need of afh

it was, certainly could not bo kept. He
went with a crimson and furious faes,
only partly consoled by the Head’s assur-
ance that the infamous practical joker
should be rigidly searched for =~ and
severely ﬂpggaﬁ.

And rigid the search was, tot, for the
ead tock n fnr more serious view of the
matter than tho juniors did.

EBut there was abeolutely no clue to the
delinquent,

Gosling’s whitewash-pail was found
am tﬂ in tha box-room, where ho had laft
it half-full; but thera was no clue to the
and
given Sir Hilton Popper the benefit of its

- contenta,

. The prefects, and, indeed, some of the
uniors, joined in the inguiry, . Peter
odd made himsclf quite conspicucus n

going round about and wp apnd down,
mquiring of the fellows if they knew who
the raseal was. But the rascal was not
iscovered, which waa decidedly fortu-
nate for Pater)

Probably the Head would have given

loniger attention to the matter but for
the fact that Vernon-Smith lay ill in the

gchool. Dr. Locke was eomewhat wor-
ried ebout the Bounder, My, Vernon-

Smith was still at Greyfriars, ding
most of his time in the ward in the sana-
torium where his son lay.

Vernon-Smith had been unconscious or
delirious since the previous day, and the
millionaire did not intend to leave until

o could speak to him. The Bounder had
been through a tersible strain, and it had
told terribly upon him; but Dr. Pillbury

ad given the posilive assurance that
era was no danger in the cose. His
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illneas, however, the juniors regarded aa
the work of Sir Hilton Popper, and th
rajoiced exceedingly that the baronet

en mado to regret his latest visiy to
Groyfriars,

And the cream of the joke, as Bob
remarked, was that Sir Hilton, appar-
ently, had not come with g complaint that
time, as nobody had been called. over
the coals, He had called about some
other matter, and owing to Billy Bunter,
of the Remove, the juniors had an inkling
of what it waa.

< There's a new chap coming here,™
Bunter announced in ihe  quad after
dinner, “Chap naomed Clavering; his
pater's killed at the front.”

“How do you know, fatty?"” inguired
Hazeldene.

*1 happened to henr old Popper talk-
ing to the Head—quite by chance. of
courze,” explained Bunter,

“My hat! If old Popper had caught
you et the keyhole!” said Bob Cherry.

“I didn't stay to the fnish—Wingate
came slong the passage.” said Bunter, I
—I mean, I wasn't ot the keyhole at all,
you rotter! 1 had simply stooped to—to

wk up a pin, and-and ha ed to

ear o E}w words by ehance, 18 fellow
Clavering is old Popper’s ward—no rela.
Ep:xTan- old Popper hates the sight of

I.IT:I 5K

“What "2

“He's never even seen him, you
kuow 1M i

“Then how can he hate the sight of
himn ¥ demanded Bowkover major.

“I—I mean, ho doecsn't like him. He
said plainly the chap waen't to go lo
his place for the holidaya; he's got to stay
gt school all the vaca!”

“Well, I'd rather do that than go home
to a galoot like that bony old bird, I
suess ™ remarked Fisher T. Fish.

" Bamo heral”

“The samefulness i3 terrific!” re-
marked Hurree Singh. “The estecmed
Clavering would not be joyful with the
august and ludicrous Sir Hilton1"

“0Old Popper's going to pay his feos,
atid he deesn’t want to ! ’gnnned Bunter,
“He bullied Clavering's father into join-
ing up, and now the man's killed he fﬂ&!#
bound to look after the kid, and he doesn't
like the idea ot &ll: quite ratiy, in fact,
unl‘y he can't get out of it1”

“By gad! 1t must have taken you a
long time to pick up that pin, Bunter!”

rem%rhadh Lord : Mauleverer.
ik a.' .!l
“Oh, uéallf, Mauly! The Head
said—"
“Oh, rats!” growled Bob Cherry, and

the Famous Five moved nway, having
had quite enough of Bunter’s chaitennf.

They moved off in the direction of the
sanatorium garden, They were thinkin
of Vernon-8mith, Mr. Vernon-Smith.
camo out of the building with a wom
expression on his face, and the juniors
capped him respectiully.

E’ha millicnaire gave them s nod, and
moved ‘about the gorden restlessly for
some time after the juniors had gone into
tho Form-room. Dr. Pillpury asrived at
last, and the millionaire went in with
him. When the doctor left, Mr, Vernon-
Smith's fazo was much brighter. He
went quickly into the werd, Vernon-
Smith, propped on pillows, was conscious,
?“ti in !}iﬂ_ afnﬁepl again. He gate his
ather a faint emile.

“ How are yvon now, Ilerbert?” )

The voice of the hard, cold man of busi-
ness. was strangely tender, ]

“Pretty low down,” smiled the
Bounder. “But I'm a1l vipht, It told
on me, dad; bnt I'm pulling round il
right ! ;

::"i"-::u musn't i::.ﬁ'r: mtu:h.’ o vou. dad

" in Ry to
I've got something :ql ninﬂ' =

—aomething important.



Every Monday.

stranded here for at least o week Twant
you to do something for me!™

" Anything, my boyl”

“I want to do something for the fellow
who got me out of it, father.” The

Bounder’'s wvoice was low 2 vary
earnest.  “He risked his life to get me
out, dad. It was a miracle he wasn’t

drowned along with me ™

“God bless him,' whoever he was!”
said the millionaire. *He sha'n't lose
by it, Herbert.” . _ L

“I want you to find him, dad. His
name's Tom Redwing—a sailor’s son ab
Hawlkseliff. His father went down in a
submarined ship a long time back., He's
on his own now, and s looking for a
ob, I think. You'll look after him,
ather?”
M1 will go to Hawhsehff first thinq
i the morping and search bim out,’
spid Mr., Vernon-Smith.

“Thank you, ded!®

The Bounder closed his éyes, and slept

guictly and peacefully.
T country station, and picked wp
his bag. The train stopped.

It was three or four daye since Red-
wing had saved the life of Vernon-Smith
of Crreyfriars, and the incident had
almost passed from his mind.

The sturdy lad came acress the plat-
form to the train, and glanced round for
ni' trter. but there was neo porter in
BIEL

Az the lad stood hesitating a youthful
face looked out of & cdrrizge window.

Tom ZRedwing stepped towards the
CArriage,

“Thia train for Courtfield?” be asked.

“Yes; I'm going thére.”

‘Thank jrnuﬁ" ?

Redwing opened the door and
jumped in, It was a third-class carriage,
and the other lad was its only cccupant.
Redwing glanced at him a little
curiously as he sat down,

Tha fellow in the earriage locked quite
seventeen ot the fivst ce; but at a
socond glance it could be seen that he
W dynun er than that, but remarkably
sh% v and well-developed for his age.

om Redwing was sturdy encugh, but
his travelling-companion was much more
powerfully built, and a good two inches
taller. His face was good-locking, though
Eﬂ &wﬂra & thoughtful and di&cunf&ntgd

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Leonard Clavering's Offer !

OM REDWING vose from & seat @
the train came into the little

He stared out of the window =ns the
train, ran_out of the lLittle mid-EKent
gtation, biting his lipa. He was well
dressed, and Redwing was surprised to sce
him in a third-class carriage. But he
soon ceased fo take note of his com-

panion. He had more than an hour’s
run before him, and wing was not
is pocket

ven &0 wasting time.
ﬁamb@ came out, and the lad was soon
deep in study,
m%h ‘burl th on th ite
& burly youth on the opposita seat
ghifted and stretched his ?ggs, and
grunted under his breath. He began to
watch Tom Redwing curiously, and he
spoke at lask
The sight of o lad in rough eeaman’s
clothes, studying a Tatin book, probably
arcused his currosity.

whila the slow train

“Excuse me! What's your book?™ he |

asked, civilly enoungh.
His manner was quite friendly.
Redwing “ up, and Aushed
slightly.
“Horace!” he said briefiy.
“My only hat! Can you read it*
MUm working at it,” said Redwing,

his colour deepening. " The notes help
me slong, you know,” 4
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*And you like 1"

-H'if“’-l

“ Great pip!”

Redwing smiled,

“Don't you?” he asked, ]

“No jolly feart You don't look like a
chap who wourld be muggin’ up-
H%'rﬁmfl th spoke with schaol-]

& Duarly u wik school-
boy ira.nknesrﬂ? He was evidently
curious, though in quite a friendly way.
Bedwing only, smiled again, .

“Porhaps it's a queer taste,” he said.
“TI'm keen on thet kind of thing. I
haven't been to school much, of course.”

“Ihd they give you Latin at your
school

“Nob likely.”

“Laucky bargeot”™

Redwing laughed outright. There
was good-natured envy in the voice and
look of the well-dressed fellow opposite.

“They did in yours, 1 suppoze?” he
E&iﬂ. “You're & schoolboy now; I take
17

“I'm going to school,” said the other,
hia franic face cloudm ain, “It's
rotten | Ever heard of Greyfriaraf”

“Greviviars? Tom  wrinkled This
brow. "I think there’s a big school of
that name near Courtfield. I don’t
know that district, thougbh.” .

“That's it. Change at Courtfield fer
Friardale,” prunted the other. “That's
where I'm going.”

“T should eall you & lucky bargee, as
vou put it.”

“Would you? You don't know, then!
1 don't want to go to school I detest
Latin, and pretty nearly everything else
in the school line! Mathematics make

v head ache-—I can’t e¢ven ndd up =
column of figures without getting a pain.
And I've got something else to do.”
His face was grim for a moment. “They
zay I'm not old enough; but I'm big

enouzh to po out and kill Germansg—
what "

THE !
GREAT |
BUNTER !

You will find
‘him also in

the

One Penny.

Tom opened his eyes.

"How old do you think I am1™

“1 thought savenieen, at £ of
eightoen,” said Rﬂdﬂii}gn,a “But I can
sce you're not so old as that.”

“No, Fifteen-and--a-half!” growled
tha other. *“Sickenin'! But I joined
up once.” .

“¥You did? exclaimed Redwing, in
pmazement.

“%You bet! I put my name down as
eighteen, nnd they passed me in. I#
was when the news came over that my
pater was killed out ‘there,® His li
tightened, and his eves gleamed under
knitted brows. *FPoor old pater!
hadn't seen him for a long time, and
then—-"

“I'm sorry!” said Redwing softly.

*They took me in—I was Private
Clavering for n week,” said the big
vouth. *Then old Shepherd found mie
out, and got me discharged. Dy gad!
T wish he'd left me alone! Now Fm
goin’ to school—school, by gad! I want
to go in the Army! I'm bug enough™

E 11 ut 17

“They'd take me, ifl I went to =
different quarter, where I haven't been
seen before,™ satd Clavering confidently.
“ By Eaﬂ! T wish I could change wi
you, kid. You're free to do as you like,
I =upposai”

o to wurk—-*-pmi:ﬁ‘g' hard, tool™
szid Redwing, with a smi

“¥ou look a kid,” sszid Clavering, "I
don't, I could pass alt right. O
thunder, how I'd like to_change wi
vou, and send you on to Greyinars, in-
stead |™

“Ha, ;m! Ho w-:ﬁuldll'!“ o

“Would you, really?” nsked Clavering.

“OF voutss T would!” said Redwing,
laughing. "I'd give & good bit to have
a chance of going to a school like Urey-
friara! No such luck for mel®

Clavering was silent, locking nat him
for someé minutes without speaking.

Tae Maiawer Lisrary.—DNo. Sl1i,.
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expression of his face showed that some
thought waa working in his mind, ke
broke the silence at last.

“What's 7our name?” he asked.

“Tam Redwing.”

“Look here, I've got an idea!” said
Claverin ﬂngerlﬁ. “I'm not going on
to Greyfriars! I'd been thinking that
out already—of leaving the train_at
Cauterbury, and joining up there. Dul
—hut, of courze, 1f old Bhepherd doesn't
hear that I've arrived at the school he
will be after me, and I shall be found
out apain, and taken from the Army.
samo as before. But—but did you mean
what vou just seid, kid, about going to
Greyfriars if yoo could?”

“Of course!™ aaid Tom, in wonder.
“Then, will you gel”
“ Wha-a-at?" - ]
““flii'l you gol!" exclaimed Clavering
rly.
G{;T to Greyiriars?” said Redwing,
staring at him blankly.
“Yer"

“I don't understand—"_

“Tell me about yourself,” said Claver-
ing, pursuing his ides. " Where do you
live? With your peopla?”

Redwing's handsome face clouded.

“I have no people,” he said quietly.
fathor was drowned in a sub-

marmed ship long ago, and I've no

relationa that I've ever seen.”

“Then, you're on your own?t”

1% Yﬂh" ) .

“How on earth do wvou live, then?
asked Clavering, in wonder.

“"Work. I help the fishermen at
Hawkscliff, and sometimes get a job in
the country., 1'm going back from one
now, I've got a-sort of cabin at Hawks:
cliffi—an cld fisherman's cabin; we share
it. I've earned my own living for vears
But I'm going to sen belore long, now.”

“By gad!” exclasimed Clavermg ex-
citedly, "“Nothing could be better! IFf
sou don't go back to Hawkscliff, there's
m:r:ll:r%}ij,}:u miss you!”

B

“You'd rather go to Greyiriars than
do as vou're deing now?"

YOf course !

“Then, go!™ exclaimed Clavering.

“What do vou mean? I can't go! I've
no money, no friends,” said Tom, in
utter wonder.

“Don't you ecateh on?” Clavering's
face wos glowing with excitement. ** Look
here! My name’s Leonard Clavering.
My father was in Bouth America when
the war broke out. He chucked it I.II:{).
and came home to fight the Germana, He
left mo with Mr. SBhepherd, a parson at
Cotawood—na blinkin® hittla inland «il-
lage. (1d Ehe;finherd’a a crusty old fellow,
but net o bad sort. I was o it of a
worry to him. He had to knock lessons
into me, and it wasn’t easy for him"
Clavering grinned. *1 wanted to join
the Army, and the old sport couldn’t
nnderstand 1. Well, o friend of my
father's undertook to look after me if
anvthing happened to him in the war—
nn o
He's sending me to Greyfriars.”

“Vos? snid Redwing, still in wonder.

“Don't you see? Old Popper iz &
crusty old stick. He's written to Shep-
herd about me, but dosan't want to see
me. It's protty clear that he looks on
me as a burden. I've got to spend the
holidays at schaol, becansa the old fellow
doesn't” want to be bothered with me.
He's never seen me, and doesn't want to.
I've never been seen at Greyfriars, either.
Den’t you see nowi"”

Redwing shook his head.

“I don't want to go to school: in fact,
I don't mean tu!"daf.id l;!]ﬁverin:t. e |
waRE-Lo Joun - up, and:l'm
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sport named Sir Hilton Popper. |

wall gain’

to do it, too! Dut you—suppose you go
tn{{(}ray.‘rm{?——”

“I'll change elobber with you!™

* What "

“You take my clothes, my box, my
name—everything—and turn up at Grey-
friara oz Leonard Clavering. I go into
the Army, ond nobody bothers, as I'm
“supposed to be at Greyiriars School. How

does that strike you®

Tom Redwing did not reply. He could
only gaze blankly at his companion,
fuirly gosping with amazement.

—_—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Change ol Ideniity !

CL&.?ERIHG’H eves wero gleam-
ing.
ividently he was very much
taken with the extraordinary
scheme that had come into his fertile
brain.

He looked anxiously at Redwing.

“Will you take it on?" he exclaimed.
“Mind, 1t's s national service in one
way! ¥You provide the country with
another soldier if wou help me to join
up. I wankt to go out and kill Germana.
I'm big enough. I tell you, I was getting
on rippingly as a recruit when old Shep-
herd came down on me and yanked me
out of khaki last time. Will you do 18?
Say. you will, and I'm your friend for
life! Do it, old chap! It won't hurt you,
as vou want to go to gchool and mugz up
Latin and saech muock 1"

“roat Scolt!" gasped Redwing.

“Xothin' wrong in it, you see,” went
on Clavering eagerly. *I make you o
present of my clothes, my box, my name
—everyvthin', in fack, "T'Eera‘a nohody io
care twopence. (ld Popper can't smell a
vat, because he’s never seen me, and
never intends to. Mr. Shepherd will
never come to Greylriars—-his connection
with: me ceases for good os soon as ke
hears ['ve arrived at the school safa. After
that I'm in 1r. Locke's charge, and
Shepherd 1z done with me. Nobody will
know, and you'll ha dein’ me a tremen-
dous favour. A good thing, too, as you
seom to-like the idea of school!™

Bedwing could only stare. His breath
wag fairly taken away.

Clavering gave a chuckle.

*You'll do it, kid, won't you? You
turn up at Greviriars ns Leonard Claver-
ing! Who's to know? I've hever boon
there—don't know a soul there! You
don'tt"?

L] ﬁﬂ_ L}

“You've never seen the school—hardly
heard of it?”

i Arr ay ™

* Perhaps never even geen a Grevlriars
chap at all?"

“ Never, that T know of 1™

“Where's Hawksclif? Some way from
Greyiriars, I take it?"

“TPon miles, at least— twenty, un-
loas you take short cuts! It's a long way
round.”

“Good!" Clavering tubbed his hands,
“Eazy as falling off a ferm. You’ll do
it—what?"

“ Blessed if I know what to say " said
Tom_Redwing, thongh his eves were
dancing at the thought of it. * Supposa
it cama out! They'd turn me out,
wouldn't they ™

‘How could it come out? I'm not
known there, and you'll go thers in my
name !’

“ But—ia that right?"

“Why not? I give you my school
things, and I ask you to use my name
‘23 & favour. IXt's quite legal to use
.another. fellow's name at his request—you
can do it by power of attorney, or some-

thin’ or other! But it can be done, any-

way. I make vou a present of the name
slong with the rest. I borrew your name
in return! I join up as Thomas Redwing.
Exchange no robbery !”

Redwing laughed.

“Bu ut—-"

“Oh, it's a rippin’ m'he&ze—wrigpin'!
Mind, I'm gni;x to lowve the frain before
Courtfield, an”™ dodge into a recruitin’-
office, anyway. But if you go on to
school instead of me, that makes it anfe
for me. I don't want to worry old Shep-
herd, either! He isn't a bad sort, and
he'll feel quite satisfied when he hears
that I—you—have arrived at Greyiriars,
an' he can wash his hands of me with a
clear conscience 1"

“ But—but—"" faltered Tom.

“Yonu're not afraid?”

“Oh, nol But—"

“There's nothin" to be afraid of 1™

“But — but how could I enter Grey-
frinra?” sald Tom dazedly. **1 haven't
been taught enough—"

“If *you can rend Horace, you'ra
leagues ahead of me—I can't! Cmsar ia
about my mark, and I'm bad even at
that. I suppose vou can rend Cesnr an
easily as English, as you're on Horace
now "

Redwing nodded.

“Wall, then ; you'll make a better show
than I should. 0Old Shepherd says I'm

repared for the Lower Fourth Form.
Il bet you you'll be the only johnny
in the Greylriars Lower Form who can
construe Horace."

“ But—-but other ihings!"

““You'll pick them up! Yon can read
and write, 1 suppose, and add and sub-
tractk, and things?"

“Ha, ha! Yes!”

“ Evear heard of Euchd?”

“I've had a ge at Euclid in an even-
ing school, when I got work in Canter-
bury."

“Hurrah! Why, vou'll do Greyiriars
meore credit than I ever should—even if
I went there, which I sha'n"t! Is it a
Eﬂ?"

Redwing sat silent, thinking hard.

The offer of the strange lad opposite
came like a dozeling dream to him, Tt
was the offer of the realisation of his
yvoung life's ambition. Why should he
not accopt? Thers could be nothing
wrong in taking what was freely offered
by the owner, surely ? He would {m- doing
a favour, too. He would be taking what
he wanted from another fellow whe did
not want it, and was determined not to
have 1t

Surely he was justified in accepting?

Clavering's eyes sparkled a3 he saw the
signs of yielding in the face of the sailor's
50M.

“You'll do it, kid®"

“But—but—"  Redwing breathed
hard. ““DBut suppose you're sorrvy aftor-
wards, and want to change back? Then
it couldn't be done!™

And,

“What rot! I sha'n’t want to!
of course, if I did, I should be bound in
honour not to do it 1 couldn't do it, in
fact, for Dr. Locke wouldn't let me into
Greyiriars after spoofin’ him!” said
Clavering, with a chucklo., “DBut I
shouldn't want to. ¥ want to be & soldier,
like my father! And I'm jolly well goin’
to be a soldier, too—you can bet on that!
You seo, I'm going to chance it, anyway.
You'll simply be making it safe for me
and help me avoid hurtin’ feeling:_n'f
old Popper an' worryin’ old Shepherd. I
don't want old Shepherd chasin' me up
an' down the munt{{. to yank me out
of khaki again—and the old sport doean’t
want the job, either, I should imaginet"

“I suppose not” said Tom, with a
smile.

““Bay it's s go, then!”

wing drew a desp breath,
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e d}-ﬁu’re sure—if you're quite sure!”
he said. .

# Honour brighl!" 3

“Look here,* said Tom quietly. “In
a few minutes we shall stop at Hollow
Green, a quiet little place. We can get
out there, and make the change, Think
it over till then. Don't talk—think! If
g{nu’ra of the same mind when we get to

ollow Green, I'm your man!"

“Donet” soid Clavering instantly,

lheve was silence in the carriage as the
trein ran on. Both bovs were thinking—
both * witit beating hearts at the ncw
and happy prospect opening before both
of them.

The trpin stopped at Hollow Green.

vering sprang to his feet,

“Come on, Redwingl"”

“You're sure? faltared Redwing.

“¥You ‘bet!” grinned Clavering, 1
hul;:'l you to your wovd, my pippin;: come
u.n El

He jumped out of the carriage.

Tom Redwing, after one moment's
hesitation, followed him.,

The die was castl

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Walting for Clavering !

“ HARTONI"
"Y'EE, Ei‘l‘?ﬂ
It was Moenday afternoon,

and the Remova had come
intp the Form-room for lessons. There
was one vacant place in the Form—that
of Vernon-8mith, still in the sanatorium.

Mr, Quelch colled to the captain of the
Remove as he entored, and Wharton
came up to his desk. , _

“Wharton, & new boy is coming to
Greyiriars this afternocon, who will be
placed in this Form.”

" Yes, sir.’™ \

“Ha arrives at Fziardale by the three-
thirty train,' snid My Quelch, “ I desire
sonieone to meet him there, and bring
him to the .echool, If vou care to per-
form this serviee, Wharton, I shall excuse
you from lessons,™

“0h, ves, sir! Certainly!”

Envious glances were cast at Wharton
the utﬁer fellows. There wasn't a
ovite there who would not have been

glad to take that bright winter's after-
noon off from ne, Meeting a ' new
kid" at the station wasn't a specially
pleasant duty: but it was a very welcome
C‘w'ﬂ from the Form-room iﬁnnd'

“Very well, Wharton! ease be atb
the stafion in good time, and show the
now boy as much kindness 2s you can.
He is the son of an officer recently killed
:t“t}!}_a F‘:gnl’gi "

og, air i

“Hig name Iz Clavering—Leonard
Clavering,” added Mr, &u .. “You
will probably have no difficulty in recog-
nising him, as 1 understand that hc is
mn%aﬂ and powerfully built for his age.
You may go, Wharton|”

Wharton paused. Johnny Pull and
Bob Cherry, Frank Nugent and Hurree
Jamset Bam Singh were looking at him
in guite & significant way.

“ Aham ! ad 1 heitter take- another
follow with me, =ir?” asked Wharton
diffidently.

“J do nob see the necessity, Wharton !
ik .ﬁhﬂm!” ]
“However, vou may do so,” said Mr.
Quelch, * Cherry, if you would care to
scedmpany Wharton—-" : :
Bob Cherry moved like a jack-in-the-

“Certainly, #irl”

Billy Bunter jumped up.

“T say—I mean—please, sir—""

“What is it, Bunteri™

“Dd-don’t you think, sir, it would be
batter for me to go and meet Tering,
siri"” gasped Bunter,
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Mr. Quelech pave the Owl of the Remove
a freezing lock. It did not affect the
Owl, however, as he was too abort-
sighted to see it, .

“The fact is, sir, I'm an old friend of
Clavering’a ! szid Bunter. %Hea would
bo more pleaged to gee me, I'm sural"

“What! Do you know Clavering?”
exclaimed Mr. Quelch, in  surprise,
“That cortainly alters the case; but I
understood that the boy weas guite un-
known here!” .

" Hoe—he's quite an old pal, six!” said
Bunter, with a triumphent blink at
Wharton. An extrs half-holiday that day
seemed g “eert ' to Bunter now.

“YWherse have 3Fou known
Bunter ™ ‘

" We—wo were next-door neighbours,
gir 1" said Bunter fatuouvsly. Billy Bunter
eould wander like any Prussian from, the
atrmﬁht path of truth when there was
anything to be gained thereby.

“Oh, you fat idict!” murmured Bob
under hia breath.  Everybody in_ the
Form-room, excepting Bunter, could see
that the Remove.master’s expression was
growing thunderous.

“That is very odd, Bunter,” said Mr.
Guelch, his eyes like pimlets. 1 was
not aware that you had lived in South
America !

*“S-g-south America,
Bunter,
*“ Clovering lived in South America be-

him,

sir!"” stottered

fore he came to Englland about fwo years
elch

ago!” snid Mr, Qu grimly,

“Oh! I-1 meant to say, eir, that—
that we were nextrdmr-neiggimprs during
—during the last two years, sir!”

“Bhut up, you fat idiet!” murmured
Nugent.

“Oh, really, Nugent——"

“¥ou mnesd not speak to DBunter,

“Ahem! No, sir! Yes, sir! Ahem!”

*Where was Clavenng your next-doar
neighbour during the past two years,
Bunter?" asked EEML Quelch, his voice
ko iron. '

Y At—at homae, sirl” i

“Do you bve in tho village of Cots-
wood,  Bunter "

“ N-n-n-no, air : x

"*That is where Clavering has resided
hithorto,

“Oh ! gasped Bunteb. )

“¥ou were speaking falsely, Bunter, in
order to obtain freedom from lessons for
the afternoon!”

“Oh, no, sir!"” gasped Bunter. " Not
at all, sir! Wha-a-at I really meant to
say was—wns—was thet Clavering would
have lived next door to me, sir, if—if I'd
lived at Cotawood, asir!™

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ Zilence! Bunter, come here!"

i Gh dEﬂI 1:!

Swish !

T ?ﬂﬂﬂp!"

“ Now mo back to your seat, Bunter "

“¥ ow-wow-ow |

Billy Bunter crawled back dismally to
his seat. Wharton and Bob Cherry left

pat

the ¥Form-room.

“The ailly, fat duffer " prowled Bob
'ﬂhﬁrrg. ; ?anc]r trying to spoof old
Quele Halla, 1

with a varn like that!
Tallo, Rallo! What & ripping afternoon !
I'll race you to the station, my_infant!”

“No need to raece,” said Wharton,
lnughing. “Lots of timo to take it
eunay "

And they walked.

The chums of the Eemove had plenty
of time on their hande, and they strolled
by way of the fields and the wood, and
paused at Unele Clegg's for refreshment
in tho shape of pinger-beer But they
were at the station ten minutes before
the train came in. »

"I wonder what the chap will be
hike?" remarked B “We'll be civil to
him, as ho's loet his pater in the war|"

One Penny. 1§

“Yes, rather, poor chap!™

Wharton's brow clouded a littls, Ile
waj thinkinﬁ_lof hia unecle, out in Flanders
facing the  Huns, and that the fate of
Captain Clavering might eesily bo
of Colonel Wharton. But ho drova the
paiaful, haunting thought Trom his
mind ns the train came rolling into the
station.

The two juniors watched the passengers
slighting in ecarch of Oswald Clavering,
They had never seen him, but tltere was
not likely to be much difficulty in picking

him out.

The train was {;mt-t full, Half a
dozen soldiers for ¥ 'nFa nt enamg out, and
two or throe farmer folk. Only one bey
plighted from the train, and that was
Dick Trumper, their old acquaintance of
Courtfield County Council School,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Clavering’s not
gome ! eald Bob,

" Looks like itl”

The train went on,

“Trumper, old son!” called out Whar.
ton, and Dick Trumper stopped, with a

rin. “8een a kid knocking about—new

id for Greyfriara? We've come here to
meet him, and he hasn't materialised 1™

Trumper shook his head.

“Haven't seen such a merchant,” he
said. *'If he waos chanping at Courtfeld
he may have lost the connection; thero
wes a big crowd there.”

“Oh, very likely [*

Trumper nodded, and went on his way.
The two Greyiriars juniors regarded one
snother doubtinlly.

“I Bu Clavering’s lost the local
train at Courtficld Junction,” said Harry
“There isn't another for an hour,”

“ Botter meet that,’ said Bob. * After
nl!, wo don’t want to get back to Grey-
friare ti1 lessons are well overi™

“"Ha, ha! Neol”

They left tho station, sauntering aboud
the villago to kill-time till the next train
came in from Courtfeld. The new boy
hed several chan on his journey to
Friardale, and it scemed probable that he
hnfinlmb the connection at one of them,
turn

time Wharton and Bob
up in Friardale Station egaln.

The train came in st half-past four, and
the'y waiched the passengers nnce more,
*Hallo, hallo, hallo! t's the mer-
chant " exclaimed Bob suddenly,
A stalwart lad, with a sunburnt f
in Etone, with o rug over his arm, ha
stepped out of the tram,

“ Clavering, right said
Harry Wharton,

And the chums of the Remove hurried
forward to greet the new boy.

enough,”

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

The New Boy at Greyfriars |
ALLE, hallo, hallo ¥
That was Bob Cherry's

greeting.
Tha sunburnt lad started &
littlea, and looked at ki,  Harry
Wharton smiled.

“We're from Grejrfria,r?” he said. ]
BUppose Fou're Glaverimil "
B;LTha new kid for the Remove?" asked

The sunburnt lad opened his lips to
reply, but did not Eeak eolour
deepencd in his cheeks, and then faded
again. He appeared to be tongue-ted
for the moment. .

The two juniors looked at him. They
concluded that Leonard Clavering was
a ehy fellow—more shy even than most
new boys, J

“We've come to meet you,” explained
Wharton—*' that is, if you'ra Clavenng,
You're gning to Greyinars?

The new boy spoko st lask

e new spoka 8
Ta= HLEI!ET Lisranrt.~No. 517,
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“Good: You lost your train?®

“D.d-did 17" ,

:‘ \Dﬁr;]a came to meet the three-thirty.”

s [

“Did you lose the conneckion at Court.
field?” asked Bob Cherry, wondering
what the new fellow was colouring
and stammering about.

M N-n-no " ]

“ell, Quelehy said tho three-thirty,
di&i{n"t h?; Wharton ™

“I—— Who is Quelchy?™ 1

“Mr. Queleh, our Form-master,” said
Harry, smiling. **We call him Quelehy
—not when he can hear us, of course.”

“0Oh, I=I see!”

“Where did vou loze the conneetion?”
asked Bob.

“T1-—I got out at Hollow Green.”

“Hollow CGreen! That's a blinking
little willage,” suid Bob, in  surprise.
**There's no change there."

“N-n-ne, But——"

“0Oh, you got out by mistake,” said
Bob, '"i"

P ot used to railway travelling—
what?

“N-n-no,"”

“Well, no bones broken. You've got
# box-with you, I supposat Batter come
along and see to it.™"

i 'E'E‘E-;" i i

The new junior's shyness, as the chums
regarded it, was almost painful. They
wont along to see about his box, to give
him a chance of getting over it. The
box was duly rescued, and mstructions

iven for it to be forwarded to Grey-

riars. Clavering—if he was Clavering
—gtood with his rug on his arm and &
bag in his hand watching them. They
rejcined him when the box was disposed

“Well, you are a duffer!™ said Bob
good-humouredly. * Your box went on
when you got out at blessed Hollow
Green. It dide't come by thiz train. I
find it was landed hers from the laat
train. Lucky it was labelled for Friar-

dale, or it migﬁt have travelled to good- |

ness knows where! Come ont”
Clavering accompanied them from the
station.

" “T'H take that bag, if you hke," said |

the geood-natured Bob.
along with the rug."”

“Thank you!” stammered the new
juni .

“Bow-wow ! We've got to walk., Tsed
to walking "

1] Gh, F’EH !!.'

“ All the better. Put it on!”

The new junior walked between the
chums of the Rémove as they left the
station and started for Greyiriars,

He was dumb as they walked, and the
two.juniors were a little puzzled.

A little shyness and reserve in a new

was natural enough, but this scared
pilence was out of the common,
- There were other things out of the
common about the new fellow, ton.

His clothes were docidedly a size too
Jarge for him, sturdy in build as he was,
They certainly looked as if they had been
made for a much bigger fellow. Iiven
his boots seemed a little loose upon hiz
feet as he walked,

The queer thought came into Bob's
mind that Clavering had come to school
in an elder brother’s clothea; wet the
clobber looked new enough. They were,
in fact, s very unusual size in Ktons—
large enough to be worn by a fellow of
seventeen, though a fellow of sevenieen
in Etong would be an uncommon sight.

“You worry

The new fellow wanted a reef taken .

in all over, in fact. Coertainly his {ailor

had not been mean with the material

His coat, which he carried on his arm

with the rug, was evidently as much too

lrge for him as his Etons were. The
HE Maaner LisraRy.—No. 517.

juniors, naturally, made no remark on | my mentioning it. Pall up

those odd circumstances, though they
could not help voticing them., He was
not” so l;;u,{7 a3 DBolsover major of the
Hemove, but his clothes would have
looked logse on Bolsover.

Wharton and Bob were prepared to be
very friendly, considering that the new
fellow had i‘:}at his father in the wear.
Bat his j:_rr.il'ﬂ dumbnesz was somewhat
discouraging, .

“Know anybody nt Greyiriars?' Bob
Cherry asked at last, with an effort at
conversation. i

The new fellow shool: his head.
L ‘;_chl Popper's your pguardian,

e

Bl “"hﬂ?l‘

“1 mean, Sir Hilton Popper.
Iike himf"

“JI—T've never seen him."

“Oht I understood that you were in
kis charge. A tattling worm in the
Remove i;&:mi all about it.” :

“Yes: but—but Sir Hilton doss not
know me."

“Oh! said Bob.

f Mo relationt asked Wharton.

“0Oh, no; no relation!”

Conversation Pagged sgain, But the
chums felt very kindly towards the new
fel'low. They remembered some of
-Bunter's tattle, and thought they under-
stood. The soldier's son was thrown
Eﬁaon Sir Hilton Popﬁﬁr’s bounty, and

&

grim, ungracious paronet made him

1an't

Do you

feel it. It was not a plessant position
for any fallow, and they could sympathize
with him.

“ Is—ig 8ir Hilton Popper much ot the
school?” asked Clavering, apesking of bia
owhn accord for the fret time.

& DII, Il'l"}!"'

{:Iaverm% looked relioved. _

“¥ou'll hardly ever see him—never, if
voit  choose,” s2id- Bob. “He's a
governor of Greyfriars, but they don't
ask the Lower Fourth to their mestings,
vou know,”

Clavering smiled.

“ I suppose not,”” he said.

“When he comes slong, it's generally
to complain of a fellow going on his
Innd,” said Bob., " Rather an old hunks
—ahem ~excuse me ! DBob coloured.
“I forgot he was your guardian,”

“From what I've heard of him, T think
he is rather 2 hunks,”™ said the new
junior quietly. * Don’t mind me.™

There was another lon use.

‘“Been to school before? asked Bob
at last.

i YEL” .

“ In Bouth Ameriea?’ asked Bob, with
interast,

Clavering started.

H0Oh, no, not"™

“0Oh, I see! At Colawood?”

“]—7 had lessons, you know—-'

“Well, that's not exactly hike being at
school,” said Bob. "I say, vou lock &
bit down in the mouth, if you don™t mind

you know.
There's nothing to he afraid of at Grey-
friara, Most of the fellows ere ripping
chaps. We're fuir specimens of the rest,
and look at ug!” _

The new junior laughed, which was
what the cheery Bob intended.

_ “I'm not afraid,” he gaid. ** But—but
it’s all new. to me. I—J shall {eel very
stronge,” ;

“¥ou'll soon get naed to it," said
Harry Wharton reassuringly. *Don’t
faney everybody's looking at you there.
You're only & pebbls on the beach in
school, vou know. You'll just drop into
vour place, and in two or three days
you'll feel as if you've abways lived at
Greyfriars.”

“ Do you think sof”

“That's how it always is." ]

“I—1I supposs I shall get used to it."

“0f coursp yvou will."

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Flere 1o
are!"” exclaimed Bob Cherry, e they
came up to the school gates. “Trot in,
Clavering! What the merry dickens are
you hanging back for? Goesling 1an't
going to eat you!" .

Clavering flushed, and followed him n.

“This way, my merry infantl”

The new boy was marched over to the
School Houss, and safely delivered 1in
Mr. Quelch’s study. Harry Wharton
and Bob Cherry, their duty done; went
their way.

“A bit of a queer merchant,” said
Bob, a3 they went down the passage, “I
rather like his chivvy, though.

“Looks a decent sort, but awfully
shy,” said Wharton, with a smile.
"ﬁa'll get over that, We might help
him! What about asking him to tea in
the study, and having some fellows in to
meet him? He'd get to know some of
the Form that way."

Dob Cherry laughed.

“I don't mind [ .

“We'll do it, then,” said Harry,

And with that kind intention in view
the chums of the Remove prepa.red a
more than usually appetising tea in Study
MNo. 1—3p far as the grim food regula-
tions allowed,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTEE,
Clavering of the Remove !
Y 8AY, Clavering—"

I 'fi'ﬂ]jr Bunter was on the watch,
and a# the new junior came up the
Remove staircase with  Bob

Cherry about an hour later Bunter rolled
along to greet him in friendly atyle.

Clavering was locking more at his easa

OW.

i Hie interview with Mr. Quelch had not
been s very dreadful ordeal. He had
scen the Ilead, who had spoken to him

very kindly. Bob Cherry had guided him

to the malron's room, and Mrs. Kebble
had been very considerste nnd kind. 1In
fact, everyone with whom Clavering had
come in contaot had been kind., Wingate
of the Sixth haod stopped to spedk a few
gracions words—a high honour from the
captain of the school.

The fact that Captain Clavering had
fallen at the Front disposced everyone in
favour of the new boy.

Even Bolsover major of the Hemove,
who generally liked worrying and ter.
rorising new boys, had given him a hod
and a friendly gruont.

B0, as it hagpﬂned,, Clavering saw
Greyfriazs at its best on his first day, and
he was much comforted therchy.

Bob Cherry’s hearty cordiality had a
reassuring effect upon him, too. Job
suppased that the new fellow was shy,
and tried to put lnm at his ease, and he
succeeded.

He was bLringihg the new fellow to
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Study Neo. 1 to tea, when the Owl of the

B.e%-:im bore down upon them,
* Clavering, —
Clavering stopped politely,

“Come on!” said Bob unceremoni-
ously. “That's only Bunter! Buzz off,
Dunter !

“(h, really, Cherry! I'm
speak to my old pal Clavering !’

“Your what?" ejroulated Clavering.

oing to

“Don't you remember me?™ said
Bunter affectionately,

"N-I’I-II'CII"

“All szerene, Clavering,” said Bob.
“PBunter doesn’t know you, Ho only

wants to spin a yarn about & postal-order,
and get a loan out of you before you
Enow him."

“Yon rotter!" roared Bunter. "It's
nothing of the kind! As a malter of
fact, I'm expecting a postal-order this
evening———=>

“Ha, ha, ha1” - ]

“And I know Clavering jolly welll
Quite an old pal ™
* Y ou—you-—

Clavering.

Bob locked at him in astonishment.
He conld nbt understand why Bunter's
gtatement had brought a sudden scared
lock to Clavering's face.

“Come on!"” said Bob, catching the
new junior's atm. “ Buzz off, Bunter,
znd tell yonr yarns somewhers alse 1"

Bob introduced his boot into the dis-
ocussion, and Bunter yelled, and rolled
off. His designs on the new boy had to
be postponed for the present.

“He—he can't koow! He would re-
cogmse—" Clavering was muttering o
himsalf. : -

Hinly his gas” eaid Bob. * Dash it
all, 1 suppose you know whether you've
mat Bunter before, or not, Clavering ?™

“1% Oh, yes—ryesn, of course!”

“You -don't know him, do you "

T H-I’I-T’Iﬂr I.” ,

“Y don’t see how you could,” said

Is that s0f" panted

“N.o, of—of course not!?

“Here's the study,” sad Bob, and
he dragged Clavering into No 1
“ Hera'a the new kid, you fellows!”

“Trot in 1" said Harry Wharton.

“The weleome 18 terrifio, Tay esteemead
and vidiculous friend 1" said the Nabob
of Bhanipur heartily,

“Here's your chair,” said Nugent.

“Hold on! Introductions first!” eaid
Bob Cherry. “You know Wharton
already. rByahj-fane is Frank Nuogent

“"You gss!" roared Nugent.

| did no prep, and after Harry
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“The fellow with the feet is Johuny

Sk, you dhmpt
. you chump—

“The gentleman with the snow-white
complexion is Hurrée Jempot Ram
Singh, Nabob of Bbanipur, Prince of
In::l m}& Lﬁn:! High Lots-of-things "

‘Ha, ha, ha!”

“My esteemed Bob—" !

“The chap with the face iz Squiff, and
the ona with the nose Peter Todd."

“¥ou fathead "

“You aas!”

“The serionslooking cove is Mark
Linley, and the one with the chivry like
an oyster is Tom Brown—— VYaroooh !"

Bob's introductions wera cut short b
a cushion hurled by Tom Brown, which
smote him under the chin, and caused
hirm to sit down suddenly.

“Ha, ha, ha!” i

“Hit down, Clavering,” said Harry
Wharton, laughing.

" Look here——"" roared Boh.

“0Oh, cheese it, old chap! Order I

And the ecrowd of jumiors gathercd
round the table to that extra-zpeeial tea,
Billy Bunter rolled in to join the cheery
cirele, but Sguiff's baot imnmdueced him 1o
roll out again. Othewise, the meeting
was most harmonious, and Clavering's
iui_'lbhl!trnt face grew wvery cheerful and

E | .

I%ﬂ.!‘l“jf Wharton & Co. were all desivous
of making him feel at home and one of
themselves, and they s=occeeded, In &
short time Clavering was chatting and
laughing as cheerily aa the rest.

fter tes & crowd of the fellows accom-
pagiad Clavering to hiz study, Ne, 11,
which he was to share with %nﬁn_p and
Stott.  Those two vouths were eivil, if
not exasctly enthustastic, and there were
msvum{l hearty fellows to help Claverin
get his things unpeacked and disposs
about his new quarters.

Ap it was his first day &t Graviriars he
: harton &
Co, had fimished their own wark, they
called for him and marched him down to
the Common-room, where the
pleasure of making the acquaintance of

more of the move and some of the
Fourth.

When bed-time came, Clavering went
up to the Remove dormitory with the
orm. His face wae very bright.

But when Wingate had turned out the
and the Removites
one by one, the new
v long awake,

light and pone,
dropped off to slee
boy at Greyiriars
He was thinking.
He had dru;:nﬁ:ld inte & new and strange
world, and he had received a hearty wel-
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come there, These kind attentions, of
course, would not continue, but they had
muede his Bret day very pleasant and
agreeable, Yet they caused the lad s
heaviness of heart. He was welcomed so
kindly because (Captzin Clavering had
becn kiiled at the Front. He knew that.
What would the fellows have said of they
had known that Leonard Clavering of
the Remove, sopposed som of an Army
officer, was, in reality, Tom Redwing of
Hawhscliff, the son of a sallorman? he
wondered.

Had he done wrong §

He had not meant to do wreng. He
had never dreamed of doing wrong, But
he had had little tima te think before
accepting young Clavering’s wild proposi-
tion. It had not cccurred even to his
mind that there was deceit involved |il“
his new role. PBut was it not deceit?
Had he not deceived the fellows who Ha
raceived him so kindly ¥ Vet hia father,
too, had died for his country. In that ke
stood om the same fcoting as Leonard
Clavering. What. would the fellows eay
if ther knew?

Be that as it might, it was too late lo
draw back

now, He had taken 1he
glunge_. and  there was no retreat.
lavering had his promise, He thought

of Clavering. Where was he? Even
while Tom Redwing had been spendin
his firet few hours at Greyiriars the re
Clavering’s fate had been decided. In a
recruiting - office at Canterbury Priviste
Thoemas Redwing had been enroilled
his Majesty's Army. And the real Tom
Redwing—

It seemed like a dream.

He slept at last. Te awoke when the
winter sun was gleaming in_at the high
windows of the dormitory. Far off, in s
khaki camp, Private Tom Redwing
turned out for his first drill. Arnd in the
old school of Greyiriars the boy who had
hitherto borpe that name awoke as
Leonard Clavering of the Remove. In
the school there was no one who knew
him-—save one in the sanatorium, whom
he had not yet geen, and of whom he did
not dream. That Vernon-Bmith, whoae
lifa he bad ‘saved st Hawkscliff,! was a
' Greyfriars fellow, Tom Redwing did not
know, and there was no magiving in his
heart as he turned out at the clang of the
rising-bell !

(Don"t mizs " CLAVERING OF

THE REMOVE | "—next Monday's
grand ¢ ete story of Harry Whar-

ton & Co., by FRANK RICHARDS.)

R T T R ]

B U 1 1 D e § e W e

The Editor’s Chat.

e T 5 i e S et ]

For Next Monday :
+ (LAVERING OF THE HREMOVE!"

By Frank Rlchards,

Clavering is really Tom Redwing of Hawks-
ohiff, of courze. The true owner of the name
Leopard Oswald Clavering, has joined up as

Pom Redwing.

On the whaole, the gratrr:nﬂ&d Clavering does
not get oo at all badly at Greyfriare. There
is trouble with Mr. Quelch on aceount of his
unuzual method of apswering the Form-
master: but that zoom blows ower. Sharing
a study with Booop and Stott, Towever, is
not exactly plensant for the mew boy, e
does not like them, and they do not like him,
When Smoop and Stott, with Skinner in
alliznee, start out to make trouble there
are unpleasant times in store for the lellow
they are up nFn'in:-t. Clavering s considered
hy some to be a funk at first. Vernon-
“mith conld have told a different story,
But the PBounder was in the sana-
torlum. When he eame ont—— Bul you

will read all about that next weck, ¥You
must remember “that Tom Redwing did not
know Verpon-Smith was a Greylrlars fellow,
It he had known he would probably lave
refuzed the change of ldentities which the
real Clavering haid proposed.

This is a Hrst-rate story, and even betler
ia that which will follow it under the title
of—— But again you muest walt till next
cweek for that!

THiS WEEK'S “GEM.”

Every Cadet, and every fellow who thinks
of becoming a Cadet, should read Martin
Clifford's story in thiz weck's fssue of the
% jemn,? entitled

“THE ST. JIM’S CADETs!"

The Cadet movement iz one which ought to
appeal Lo many more boys than it does,
Lately I have got intoe touch with the
Central Associntion of Veolunteer Regimenls,
which organization has talten up the Cadet
Lhusiness on a hig and thorough seale, The
direct sanction of the War Ofee haz been
given, and Cadet Corps thus formed rank
with, and are affiliated to, the Yolunteer
Forees,

There TeveT Wihi any E{:ﬂﬂ reasan for E-hl:
cheap #neer that Cadets were merely playing

nt soldiers, DBut if there ever bod heen,
what becomes of that sneer now when Cadet
Corps arce accepted as an infegral part of the
defensive forces of this country, and, in the
event of an iovaslion, would be ealled ont to
assist their older comrades of the Voluntesr
Forces? They would not, 1 think, be sent
to man the trenches; hut there is Eiﬂnt}' of
uzeful work apart from that which Lbey could
aml womtd do; and work with a :plee of
danger in it, too, such as appeals o every
bhigh-spirited boy.

CORRESPONDENCE WANTED BY:

A. Thatcher, 5/28, Wansheck Rond, Vie-
torin Park, E. 0—with local readers.

O, J, Lowe, 174, Soubtbbrook Road, Lee,
London, 8.E. 12.—with boy readers in Lhe
prairie Provioces of Conada,

Upo Lt
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A BANQUET AT TRIMBLE RALL!

T had been said {(by you!—Ed.) Never
mind who by (whoin by—Ed.). Gram-
mar he E;ssed. and you, too! I'm
going to begln a fresh paragraph, and

Fou keep your blessed car out, Thomas!

The rumour that Baggy Trimble had signed
8 pledge to neither touch, taste, nor handlc
& cake of sonp for the duration of the war
aad six montha after, was succeaslolly ky-
hoshed in the Fourth Form dorm the other
marning.

For we have it on Blake's authority that he
wiashed his neck!

ANy of you fellows carc for a spin down
tea Trimble Heall? he asked casualiy after
brekker, before we had recovered from the
unrprluh oceasioned by the unwonted (badly
wanted, you mean!—Ed.) spring-cleaning n
the winter.

“"You've found the lamp, then, Bapey?” I

rRaxed.
“"Eht What lamp, vou idiot®"

“The one in the story, you know. You |

glve it a rubh and a genig comes with o
earpet or something, and we all atep on to
it, and off we¢ go! That's how they teavel
in all fadry stories, you know, and I don't
gee why that tippiog one of yours about
Trimble Hall should be an exception.”
Bagey glared at me uniciendiily, and fished
H I‘E Eer dirty picoe of notepaper fromn his

£
*Read that!” he demanded trlumphantly.
We pgrinned as onr eyea ran over the paper,
Wobody but Bagey would bave expected us
to be taken in with a thing like that, we
thought. He had guite obviously written it

tiroself.
“Trimble Hall,
" Galton,
" Hunta,
“Reae}eﬂtcd 2ir,—T have prepared & room
according to your instruetions, Hiz lordship,
your uncle, has no ohjection to your bringing
up to Lalt a dozen friends if you wish. The
train reaches Galton at 6.30 p.m.
“¥Your ﬁhﬂdionr servank,
“H. Fisrms, {(butler.”

"Well?, anid Bapgpy.
come this aftermoont”
“You really want us to go?™ anld Herries.
“During one of the vaca you took ua nencly
there, you remember, And then for somg
m rious reason you changed your mind.”
Exy snorrbed.

“I don't care two strawe whether rou come
of not!™ he said loftily.
take gix of you, provided you pay vour own
fares, and—ahem'‘=rmging 23 well. The
governor seems to have forgotten o post
the couple of fivers he promised to let me
have yesbterday.”

Truth fo tell, we were feeling ratlier curlous
as to what- Baggy had up his sleeve.

"Look here, B..,” 2aid Dlake at length. . "1f

1 take us fo your noble

fare. Bubt if you're pulling our leg, and
take uws to some eating-honse or other, as [
don’t doubt you wili, you'll be hltll][l-Ed' untfl
Galton fairly dances!”

"And we'll take measares,” soid Thomas,
with a grin—Thomas is the ass who keeps
butting into this story—"to see that you
don't mizzle when the train reaches the
station "

Under these conditions b was preranged
that Tom Meiry, MNanners, Blake, Herries,
Gusay, and I should spend an odd hour ot
Trimhle Hall,

To Guesy's dismay, Trimblé regarded him
mll the morning with the air of afability
which hccame two people inhabiting the
same lofty cireles of society. He even linked
arms with him on the way to the atation,

Darkness had fallen by the Lime we reached
Galten, and we observed with some surprise
that Bagey hetrayed no slana of uneasiness
as we sbepped oul of fhe little asfation.

“This is our place,” remarked Baggy, with

t——

“Any of you care 1o

*I'm willing fo |

pile, we'll atand 4

By MONTY LOWTHER.

n great show of indiffercnee. He pulled us
up hefore some huge iron gates, a little ajar,
and peckoned us to follow him through.

We looked ot each other doubtlunlly.

“Look here!" hegan Herries, breaking the
gilence. “Blowed if I'm going in there! If
we're eaught we'll be charged with attempted
burgiary !

“Weo'll risk it!” said Blake shortly, striding
thirough to the drive. “"He's too free and
eaay with the place to be apoofing.”
| “Tut—but there can't reully be a Trimble
Hall!” stammered Tom. “People with such
places dont brag aboot them as he's been
doing "

We joinéed Baggy, however, and occom-
panied him through the grounds. A large
mansion loomed up before us—ibk must have
logked aplendid in the daylight—and dimly
through the darkness we could see some of
itz many gables.

“This is where we tutn hack!" I mur-
mured. But for once in 4 thousand years I
Wa3 WIOTE.

Trimble beat a loud rat-tat on the door
and made the bell clang, and after a littie
wait the door was opencd by a hieg and ex-
ceedingly fat butler, On percciviog Baggy
Ire burst inte a profusion of smiles.

“Ah, come in, sir—come in!" he invited,
opening the door wlde. “Pray come In,
gentlenmen 1™

We eptered, and steod pazing aboub the
magnificent hall with a display of curfosity
which was anything buat polite.

“Tinele and the pater out, Fibkine?" naked
Baggy, with his nose in the air, ns we were
relieved of our coats and hata,

“*At the opera, sirl” replied Fibking defe.
rentially.

“And all the servants—where are they?”

"It is Wednesday, their night off, sir, you
will remember.”

Baggy favoured hiz informant with a
Faughiy sniff, and we followed Fibkina info
& cosy room with a hlazing fire.

“Get. uwa  something to  eat, Fibkinal”
ordercd Bapggy, when we had ssttied down
like six iossera inm o dream, ' Never mind
what—poose and ecaviare will do—but let
there he plenty of it. Quick, now!™

Fibkina departed, only to retorn 8 few
momenta later.

"L am wvery agrry, sic,” he said regrebfully,
“bhut the cook haz taken the key of the
larder with her.”

“Confound it!" grunted Baggy He never
gnid “eonfound it™ at S5t Jim's. *1 zav,
CGuzsy., you might let Fibkins have a couple
of quid to get something in with. Fihkinag,
when Lord Trimble returng mention i to
him to send a chegque for two or three pounds
tuo the Hon, Awgusbus D'Arey, of 5t Jim's.”

“ Yepair!™

"HBal Jovel!”

Gussy econldn't very well refuse a request
uttered i sucht 3 manmer, and parted with
his last couple of guid.

Before very long we were sitting down to
n pretty decenb aprend, thoush the butier
could bardly have spent more than s qifid
on it. Fibkins was either patrivtically stick-
ing to the food rations, or else he wasn't a
serupulonsly honcst man.

Pragently we hoad all fnfshed but Bagoy,
and we geated outsclves round the fire in o
contented eircle,

“This must be a dream—a  wonderful
deeam!™ I murmured, sinking back in an
easy-chair, and skimming lazily threugh the
columns of the “Calton Gazelle ™ which 1
had picked up.

Spddenly I lighted upon a short paragraph,
which I read over and over zgain hefore 1
could believe that it wns really there. IE
enlightened me considerably on a few of the
strange things which had been happening

Intely.

“The i;éenple of Galton will be intercated to
learn,” it ran, “that his Lordsbip the Earl of
Cafton, atd family, are returping te Galton
Hall this evening from their tour round the
Scotfish munition factories, where they have
ingpired the people by their patriotic apeeches
regarding the state of the war, and the pro-
bable price of tripe in Jamaiea io the year
1919 "—or something to that eflect, “They
will be met at the atation by their butler,
Mr. Frimble, at 7 p.m. The people can be
trusted to give them a hearty reception:”

I pasaed it on to Herrles. It was guite a
treat to watch his eves growlog wider and
wider ms he read, When they had reached
their Tull width—half a foot, more or lesg—
he handed it to Tom.

We looked at the unconscious Trimble as
he gobbled down CGusay's prub. Hall of us
were looking grim, snd the other halt were
grinning, I don't quite remember which [
was doing. Being & naturally serious chap, 1
faney I was looking grim.

But it Iz impossible for anyone to he In &
rage with Bagpy for long, and very soon we

were all prinning broadly. Guiay was the
most doleful of the lot.
“Never mind, Guaay!™ I whispered. “He's

worth a couple of quid for his colosss]
cheel 1™ .

" Yaas, deah bov!™ murmared Guasy Taintly.
“But it isa't your two quid, you know.”

Now, to thia day we don't know whather
that stately mansion wus Trimble Hall or
Galton Hsll, Neither do we koow whether
the bubler was Trimble'a pater or snother
Trimble altogether. But we have our sus-
picions,

Baggy rose fo hiag feet when he had
finlghed, and looked at his watch. It wua
five to seven,

“By jingo! he muttered. "I—ahem!
fellows ready to go back?™

"N ‘h'lltrjn Baggy, old chap, is there? I
asked in surprise, tipping the wink to the
fellows. "Let's have amother hour by the
firegide. It'a so jolly comfy.”

Baggy stirred uneasiy.

“We don't want to miss the train, you
know."

“The bhoas of the show may be Tn befare
the last train goes, and I should like to thank
him for his hospitality,” I said hlandly.

Bagey geemed to supprees a shadder,

“T— There's prep, you know.”

“Well,” 1 said, riaing with a yawn, "I gup-
pose we'll have to go i Baggy wishes ik,
Come along, kids!™

It wna not altogether compassion for Baggy
which made us yield readily fo his request.
We had no great desire to be found by the
patriotic famdly in thelr palatiol residence,

We came across the butler in the hall. He
had donmed an overcoat and hat, and was
fidgeting nervoualy. His resemblonce to
Baggy was very apparent now.

The look of relief upon his ample face at
the aight of us was not to be mistaken.

':B;;l your kind -permission, gentlemen,” he
spid humbly "—he was cspecially deferentlal
to Gussy—"I will accompany yon to the
station, I have—er—um—to sec the station-
master ahout a little matter—szome trunks,
which stiould have been sent on—ahern! Very
cold and fogey, i Ib rot?”

Contrary to our expectations, Baggy did
not brag to any great extent at St Jim's
abaut s trip to Trimble Hall, An unplep-
gant story was ciremlating that a letter had
bheen found, writtem by Trimble senior to
Trimble junior, to fhe effect that he eould
bring the “earl’s son” fo0 “his master’s
house,” provided there vas a clear prospect of
ita resulting in & retum invite for Baggy to
the house of the son of the earl.

And I fancy that Baggy is waiting for thia
rumour to die away.

THE END-

¥ou

il g g e g e i e e

Agenty for Australasin: Gordon & Gotch,

Printed ::-E hlishad weskly by the Propristers at the Flsetway Houzs, Farringdon Street, London,
A Melhonrna. Sydnss. Adsialds, Brisbans, an ngton
Cags Town and Jobanpmeaburg. Bat

Walll
'+ BOUAFY

N2,
5ih, 1918,

E.C, En I-n&- Bubs -:-n . " SN0,
Eluut,:' Afrtes, The ﬂlni;ﬁ“ﬂm 'LEELH.- Led.s




No. 517

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.,

18

FISHY'S MOTOR=BIKIE!

I.

I3HY ha= played a pgood many low-
down fricks at varicua times, Bot I
think the meanest waoa when be
swindled Bunter over that motor-cycle

draw, The bike—a real ripper it was—had
been given by Mr. Walton, of the %araga in
Courtleld, and the procesds were o go to
the Red Cross. Of course, everybody said It
wad very patriotic of him, and lota of our
fellows boughts tickets for the good of the
cause—or &0 they said, though they esemed
jolly keen om winning it, for all that. As it
turned out, one of our chaps did get the
winoing ticket. And he was none other than
Wiliaor QGeorge Bunter, =

The winning number was to be published in
the “CourtBeld Observer.” Bull and Cherry,
who had blued a lob of tin on Hckets, were
frightfully keen t-ucﬁat- the paper on publica-
tion day. o directly dinner was over they
cut off on their hikes to Friardale., And just
before ihey reached - the newsagent's, who
should they meet but Fisher . Fish on his
hike! He was pedalling along like lightning,
and looked frightiully excited. Cherry enlled
out to him as he passed, but he fook no
notice.

Seping Fishy in such a mighty hu:'r{. both
Bull and  Cherry were rather expecting to

learn that the American bounder had won the

bike, But when they found that W. Q.
Bunter was the lacky winoer they forgot their

own dlsappotntment, and alm::rl_r rogred. All
the way back thE{ nearly fell off their bikea
with Iaughing. hey red, though, when

they entered the Common-room to find that
nong of us had heard the news—naturalty
expecting that Fishy had fold us. DBut we
hadn't seen Fishy since dinper, apd Dunter
himnsslf was out.

Like Bull and Cherry, we all thought the
ideg of HBunter en a 44-h.-p. motor-bike too
sereamingly funny far words.

“Fancy Bunty seudding round on- a giddy
motor-hike!” yelled Whatten. "Oh, my hat!
Pity the poor hike! Ha, ha, hal”

“There's going to be a giddy funeral at
firevtriara hefore long—that is, unlesa he sells
it to buy tuck!" chuckled Cherry. “But,
come om, let's. break the news to him."

Cherry and Bull kpew where to find the
Owl of the Remove, and oné, or two of us
fellows followed them ag they rushed off to
tell him of his good fortoné. . We met Duonter
just leaving Mra. Mimble's. The fat boinder
wae wiping jam off hizs face, and looked com-
tented with himesalf and the world. He
grinned as we rushed up breathlessly.

I say, you fellows, scen Fishy? He's going
off his dot, 1 believe, He's -given me
three bob for that smouldy old draw-ticket.
‘He, he, he!”

“'What! Have you sold him your draw-
ticket?” yelled Cherry cxcltedly. “0Oh, you
ta% iﬂiﬂ: !:t ed

nter sLAred.

“h, you giddy ass!" shouted Bull. " Why,
it's the wiaar&ng ticket—you've won the motor-
bk I
. Bunter ed in astonishment at RBoll and
Cherry's ﬂﬂiuﬂ facea, 3%3 blinked fTn-
believingly through his gigla ;

"Look?* welled Johnny Bull, shoving ihe
doubled-up paper hefore Bunter's face. “lsn't
that vour numher?”

Bunter looked. His face wae a picture when
he did understand. He smatched the paper
from Bull, and when he had satisfied himself
he simply smorted with fury.

“Where's that heast Fishy? I'll emash the
robten swindler 1" he velled, danelng aboud In
wild indignatinn, ‘Then he.shot away at top
gpeed. in senrch nf Fish and vengeance.

Wone of us meant to miss the fup, of course,
sy we [ollowed him. He barst inte ™ the
Common-room like an angry bull. The
fellowz there stared at him {n amazement.
Bunter certainly did not look fike a fellow
who had won a motor-hike,

But Bunter soon enlightemed them, whila
Bull and Cherry made hia deal with Pishy
Elnin by telllng how they had seen him

arrying back to Greyviriare, As the fellows
were uged to Fishy'zs shady tricks, they gaid it
waps just like him, and they sympathized with
Bunter. Euot Bunter was not satisfed with
eympathy. And as 8Bkinner had said he had
seen Fish mouching round by the chapel,
Bunter rusbed off. We all followed him. It
wasn't oftem Buntér was. on thé war-path.
But when he was he was worth watching!

By DICK RUSSELL.

11.

IKE a Jack Johnsom Bunter shot oot
info nuad, with the Remove
etreaming Jn a long line Fehind him.
Hure epough, Fishy ecovld be’ seen

bhanging around the woodshed.  Bunter
spotted him at once, and @ g triomphant
yell, Fishy héard the yell, and atared. He
must have guessed we wore atier him. Any-
way, he didn't “wait abd see,” buot turned
and ran for it

Right round the qusad went Fish, with
Bunter at his heels, apd all of usz yelling
“Tally-ho!” behind. Then Bunter cornered
him by the woodshed.

“Gimme my ticket, yon awiadler!” yeiled
Bunter, sguaring up to the swindling mer-
chant with threatening flets, “Gimme my
ticket, or I'll emash youl™

“] gueas I won't. I paid wyou for the
durned ticket, and I guess I'm holding tight
—some ! gasped Fisher T. Fish. *1 Einder

ol RBoooh! Varcoooh! Oh, by dosel
Keep him off, you galoofa!l Oh!  Yow-
ow-ow 1" -

Fishh roared ms one of DBunter's podey fists
erished on hiz nose. But the blood of the
Bunter de Bunters was up, and the 0wl fol.
lowad this with another playful tap.

Fish cowcred away frbm E‘e warlike Dunter.

“Ha, ha, ba! Go it, Bunter! Is that how
you fight in Neo York, Fishy?" roared Bob
Cherry. )

Fish didn't answer, but made & dive for the
wondshed, i

Buanter, flushed with victory, followed him.
But ke pulled up short in the doorway., We
all laughed wlien we spotted the reacson.

At the hack of ehed etood Fishy,
defiance in his eyes, and a dripping tar-brush
‘in_his hands.

Bunter, baulked for a momoent, snorted
angrily. 'l'mt. only for one moment. Suddenly,
ap¥ing a bucket of whitewash and n brush,
Lunter dipped the bresh in and advaoced to
the attack. o

“Yer-up!" Bunter velled,-azx the dmpping
tar-brush daubed his Tace. The tar-brush was
longer than the whitewash-brach, which was
‘hard linea en Runter. Poor Bunter could
not get a hit bome; and very goon Fighy bad
driven him ouf of the shed. But ooce out-
side the fat beggar had more room to
manceuvre in. Breathing dire threats of ven-
geanes, he returnced vigoroualy to the attack.

Fish soon wanted to stop; he was thinking
of the shocking mees hia clothes would be in.
But the martial spirit of tha DBunter de
Bunters was fairly roused, and the swindiing
bounder simply had to go on.

Counting by the hita registered in black and
white on the pair of them, tha honoure must
have been about equiel, when spddenly we

heard the rustle of a gown, and Quelchy’

appearsd like an angry whitlwind. Fi:gh
spotted him firet, and dropped his brush in
fright just as Bunter lunged.

Splosh ! Bump!

Fish'a face stopped the brush. Mot expect-
ing it, he ent down with a thump.

Buoter was grinning trivmphantly through
the tar smeared over his face. Buot he jumpéd
as he heard the stern tones of

¥ i;ﬁ.l!'&h'gﬁiat in

“Bunter! Bless my sonl!
the name—— How dare *  gtammered
Mr. Quelch furiowsly. “Yoo wild—wild
anfmala! " You-—"

Mr. Quelch stopped. Worgs failed him as
he stared at the two woebegone figures of
Bunter and Fish oquaking belore him.

“Please, 4air,” began Bunter mizerably,
*Fish—"

“Not a word! Bilence! rapped out Mr.
Queleh. "I will listen to your cxplanationg

afterwards—after you have removed that fith
from vourselvea. I am disgusted, perfectly
disgusted! (Go to the bath-room at once,
And—and come to my room alterwords!™
added Quelehy primiy.

We atep{led away as quietly and nz quickly
g8 we -could. But we all felt very sorry for
Buntér as weé watched him and Fishy follew
old Quelchy into the House,

. It was the Iast straw for Bunter,

111,
TELCHY let Fishy off with a hiding,
Buf Bunter got a swishing and was
detained as well: which put the
finishing fouch on poor Bunter. He
rolled off to the detention-room afler dinper,
ﬁﬂnns as miserable as a centipede with sore
The thinge we #aid to Fishy wounld have

made any decent fellow blush with shame.
But Fish never turned a hair.

He gueased and ealeulated and reckoned
that it was a square dexl, and If Buntar was
8o~ unbusinesslike as to want to back out of
the deal—well, he would show bim how they
did business in Noo York!

Fish hustléd off alter that. .

And sboot an hour ldter we understood
why, for & brazen ““Honk, honk!® came from
the gquad.

“Fishy !* shonted someons.

Bare enough, it was the swindler.

We watched bhim enviously as he came
swanking and crackilng acrogs the quad on
g brand new motor-bike. He jumped off at
the woodshet, and we &ll erowded round him.

It was a ripping bike, and no mistake. y
_ Bkinner, who fancied himseif an authority
on motor-bikes, and was never tired of telling
of the records he bad broken on ks brother's
at.mhﬂmn, was particularly interceted., He
auld : '

"That's all very well! I admit the jigger
looks all riEht but how does she gof Now,
['H jush take her for a rum reund the quad
and gee what she can do, Fishy, old man.'”

“1 guess you won't! said Fishy promptly.
“I guess no one’a golng to ride that bika
but me. If you caleulobe—"

Fish stopped suddenly, and beopan to cackls
iilﬁ a hen,

e'd could gee he'd thought of cne of his
wonderful stunta.

“fot it 1Y he yelled joyously, *A real top-
notch stunt., Gee! But I guess ['ve cottoned
to a gilt-edged double-hommercd stunt! T
reckon' I won™ let any of you zaloots ride
my hike himself. But L0l take you rides
round the quad on the carrier gte—-"

“Good old Fishy! Me 8rst, old sport!”
yelted everyone at onee.

# At twopenes each,” “finished Fizh, with o
grin. "I reckom I'll rake In the spondulies—
some! Now, who's going to hate twopenmy-
worth "

Some ol us ealled Fishy a mean heast.
Fizh didn’t seem to mind & bit.  Bub come
fellows bhad forgotten hi= mean swindle, and
were itehigg o have a ride. And jost as Fizh
waa going Lo take his first passenger the tea-

bell Tang.
"Hang! sald Fish. Yon

*Never mind.

“fellows turn up with your twopences alter

tea. I guess I'[ do o roaring trade!”

We could see at the time that Skinner had
got hia hack wp about Fish refusing to lct
him ride the bike. But though severnl of us
saw him stop behind when Fish had pone in
to tea, we nevar thought anytbing shout it
until afterwarda. Anyhow, it must have heen
Bkinner, beeapss he was ahout the enly chap
who  knew anyt-!lingl about  motor-bikes.
Besides, it was just like one of his mean,
daﬁggtma.}s tricke. 4

of ue turned ap alter tea—more bo see
the fun than for am.rtgainu else,
X F]Ifh : Iﬁukmﬁ; -!i:l ifeﬁﬂt.h“ “muntard and

ushed w ri aule e glittering §i
out of the a’t?e.d. ; : ook

“Now, you pgaloots, who'a having the flest
twopennyworth?™ he cried briskly. “Once
round the quad, twapence only—payvable in
advance. Hyer! Wharton, as you're captain,
I guess yon'll have first go. Hand over the
epondualica!™

" Not mueh ™ gald Wharton promptly. “I'm
not committing suicide yet. Eat{:?n me pay-
}nn H‘"’FE““E to pet my neck broken! Ko
ear "

Fishy snorted, and turned to Skinner,

“New, Skinner, old man, T guess you wanted
a ride hefore fea! Now's vour chance. [
gu;::u ‘I'II show You galoots eome dust—ijust
a Tow!®

"Rigbt-ho! I have twopennyworth,” said
Skinmer, with a fupny grin on his face.
#Mall a mo', though! Let's gee how you
handle the jigmer Brat.”

Fish grinned. He reemed only too pleased
to pive o demonstration before such a crowd
of admicers. Skinner chuekled wickedly a3
Fish proudiy pushed p little lever over, and
ran alongeide the machine wotil the hnarsae
wheazing developed into a sharp coughing.
Then he leapt into the saddle, apd wenb
cargering around the quad as proud as a dog
with two faild, whillat wa all looked on
enviously,

Twice round the guad hes hbanged and
cracked. The third time he came close im,
and we thought he was going to stop. DBut
he didn't. We could see him fiddling with
lavers and things, and ho looked u ahout

{Continued on page 14.)
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ething. Skinoer ‘was cackiing like a hen.
%n Fishy eame round the fourth time he
shouted

to him,
*“That'li do, Fishy! Stop her now, and let’s

have & go!" :
“1 caf:uqn“- yelled Fishy dcmﬂri:ﬂ;a,

wobbling all over the place as he
with ﬁ levers, “Bhe’s gone wrong! I can't
-'q

“We all looked on, not knowing whether to

lau;h or not, as Fishy went rampaging round
the guad, his anﬁlm epluttering amd frin
furlously. Instead of stopping, it wen

fagter, while Flahy looked in a terrible stow.
Skinner was laughing like a hyend.
fuﬂmﬁ then that Skinner had been tinker-
ng with the bike. And just then Me. Prout
camiz suddenly down the steps, and began to
crogs” the Quod right In front of thoe ad-
vancing Juggeraut,

Fish evidentiy never thought of his brakes,
though he did huve seémse enough to give a
brazen - “Homk, honk!:- of warning, which
made the Shell-master jump a clear three
feet inte the ajr. Bot instead of dodging
eit- of the way, Prout lost hizx head com-
pletely, and with o wild yell of “Stop, you
scoundrel 1" he bolted.: Right round the %lmd
he. weént; with gown etreaming behind hbim,
Fich at his heels, and galning every second.
But ‘at the entrance steps Prout made a
desperate efort, and dived.ihito the doorway.
It wae jolly fortunata for- hifmself and Fish
that he did, too; though Fish's troubles were
!zg noe means over. Just as he was nearing

& poarter's Im%Tcm le, Fry, and Dabney
came .through gates -on  thelr ivbhod—
:hguh.il against rules, but very lUke Wemple

Fish had no time to turn. even i he'd had
the merve. It was.a case ol smashing into
the three cyclista or -diving. for) the: gateway.
t&tm Egﬁ“ﬁ {:-]1 ing the lm:_n;’l!hi.-

i e ¥ 'B'L | t-l!-li:lﬂ « M

pnt;l&i! ‘{ess fhan on iucf.l Then
& te
xt once, certain-he-had come to gricf. But
we:yelled when we reached the gates.

‘Out in the rond was an upturned hand-
cart: Tho. road. itaeH - was strewn with her-

k «nd .other varicties of fish.
And -the : stood I‘lnm F:jliet!.‘ 'ﬂm' ﬁi:;‘mf{r:tmr
s?mtng_, tightfully, snd shaking his a

Hihy, who' was disgppesriog. up the road - in-
a'elond of dust.” But we dldn't stop to listeh
ta.bim. We had an idea that Fishy wouldn't

£ far before he. como to griel. And we
meant to be-in at the death, if possible.

In & brace of shakes Wharton, Cherry, and
% few mobe of us ran out cur bikes, and
were .pedaliing like billy-ho after Fishy. But
wi' didn't gét for. Just as we were r{paming
a small- farm, about half-way to Friardale,

hars like
iog the ga
we' heard

wa Heard a frightiul row polng on.
'W%??ﬁmp&d ogr our bikes at once. Wharton
led the- way into the farmyard.
“Halio, - hallo, hallo! y  hat!" goasped

Bob _Chirry,: in- ambaozement. “What no giddy
mess ! - Whab price Fishy! Ha, ha, ha!?

Fishy dfd lpok & meds, and po mistake. He
was dripplng wet from bead to tog, while
elil!ﬁing estoons, of slimy weeds hung from
his hair and Tound his neck. Bub hia precious
m:mar-hi-ﬁ’ ~looked a worse mess. It lay In
the mud, n mada of twisted. machinery. Close
by the stiff carcass of a particularly sturdy-
looking pig, I¥ing near-an evil-smelling duck-
pnnd,-gold the whole sad story!

We found out -afterwatis that a fock of
sheep, blocking the roadway, had caused
Fishy to enter the Iarmja?. The poor

r had got im the way. And, to cob o
ong story short, both the porker ond the
motor-bike had given up the ghost at oncg,
while Fishy had deacribed a couple of somer-
aaults nudq:-'! dived into the muddy depths of the
dueckpond.

“T'll give vou chargin’ In *ere, killing my
sbock 17 yelled the farmer angrily. “ That pig
was -worth fifteen pund! What { wank to
know iz, what are vou going to do about {ti2

“Fishy didn't apswer. He gazed tearfully at
the mingled heap of pork and motor-bike.
Then he tried to pick the bike up. But the
farmer, wouldn't let him toueh it.

Fishy raved, but it was no use: and he had
to tramp. his weary way back to Greyfriars
without - it. We rode alongside him all the
way, for he had such a wild look in his
eye that we feared he might do something
desperate. Ho didn't look any happler when
we reached Greyirlars, for he found & press-
ing invitation from Frout awaiting him.

That was the last of Fichy's motor-bike,
Fighy hed to sell what was left of it to
help pay for the defunct porker and damages’
to old Fillet for the fish.

And it served him jolly well right!

We

-wever <riginated one. He certn nlg
tare o) i

erash. .. We al] rushed up ;
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THE GREYFRIARS GALLERY.
No. 53.—WILLIAM STOTT.

TOTT is pobt o strongly marked a
character as 3kimer or Snoop; and
by reaspn of that fact he does not
leave on eone's mind quite so unplea-

sant an impreasion.

Skinner wvery rarely, gnoop almost- never,
shows signs of decency. 8Sighs ¢of that sort
are by no meins eommon in Stott; but he
is less spitefol - amd cunning than Skinner,
E‘;nd' lesa wutterly mesn and worthless than
Hoop,

He iz a silky feflow, witk a natural bins
towards. the wrong course ifi preference to
the - right. Always ready to gamble, he Is
yet a les: confirmed “gay dog™ tham either
of the other two. He could give ug the Criss
Keys entertainments and the doubtful privi-
lege of losing money to Mz, Jeremiah Hawhe
on racea with less éffort than ‘it would cost
them. But one doubts whether Bboth, except
at esuch tlmes as thoze .when someone else
has landed himself in the cartt, and all the
biades have taken alart, has ever thought
seriously of chucking it all,

Btott bas =0 ‘few intereats ontside that

.sorh of thing, In fact, he strikes one as the

sott, of fellow not wery vitally interested In

.anything—even in wrongdoing. Thowgh be

lota, he has
‘does nob
games., - When he grumbles  about
never being  selected for the cricket of
footer team, it Is & mere pose. He does nok
want to play;: he only wantz to be asked!

has taken pard in many shady

a¥ou fellows kpow the kind of hail 1

am " Stott said once, when claiming a place
in the footer-team, The fellows do—that's
why they dop™t want him in the team., I
Marjorie were my, sister I shonld play eenfre-
forward ! was ooe of his cheap sneers ab
Harry Wharton., But be was not ready to
ut, up his flats in support of it,  Did he ever
Hﬂhb all out to a finish with anyome? I
canngt recall his baving dens so.

He has more ‘courage ihan Snoap—which

i3 not suying much, He may have more than|

Skinner; bubt Skinner bas been known to
buck up in desperalion, and Btott bas to be
pretty desperate before he shows fight.

Btott was a great chum of Bulstrode’s In
the early days, when the formier skipper of
the Hemove was In antagomizm with Harry
Wharton. Butb gll that was over long ogo,
and Bulstrode  has about as Iittle vsze for
Stott as bas Wharton himself now. Some of
you may remember Tom Brown, and Stott
on the brapck hanging over the rlver. Stolb
thought he had scored : but he' connot awim,
and it was the New Zealander who seored
in the Il:rr:l_:.'I Thn. :

The distinction of being one of the foor
heroea waz missed by Stott. He might bave
bheen expected to be in that spoofing small
crowd, rather than Bolsover  major, who,
with all his fanits, I3 not offen open to the
charge of sharing fn & swindle. It waz quite
in keem?aga with Stott's normal procedurs
that he utd bhave been mixed up In the
affair, however, and quite characterlstic of
him that be sbould have played a minor

part—that ot supporting  Skinner's  falwe
claim to have been the “hero® who saved
from. a watery death the whelly imoaginary
Colonial £

Second fiddle s Stoft's chosen instrument,
it would seem. Probably he failed to realise
thap in bringing Torward boghs evidence om

half of Skinner he was risking practically
as muoch as that wily rﬂuth-risEJ. ami for
mhch smaller chance of making anything out
of ik, Bkinober saw it, you may be sure—
trust Skinner! For that, I mean. One would
not adviso any CGreyfriars boy to trust
8Bkinner. in general !

It woas Btott whom Miss Flufty, the mme-
cular girl cdusin of Jobhnoy Bull slﬁppﬁt for
calling the worthy Johnmy'a Iat-flaa .,

The story in which Stott figares more pro-
mipently than in any other—as far as I can
remember—is one called %Falze Evidence™
which sppeared about eighteen months ago.
He and Spoop were the villaing of the plece,
and they tried to fasten uwpon Bob Cherry
and Jobmuy Bull the supposed assault upon
Mr, Quelch In & wooded part of the road.
As a matter of lact, Mr. Quelch had been
knocked down—guite accldentally—by &
molor-cyelisk, who rode on . without k;tw'mi
how much damage he had done. Btolt an
Snoop, out. on some uniawfuol etrand, aod
(Very. anxious that the fact of their being ook
‘ahould not transpire, were led to think that
*the,rili}]{zgd been responsible’ for the master's
con I,

As far as Mr, Qualeh. was concerned, they
did not mind much ;-it was their own sofety
-aboat whish they were anxions, " Bub theat
atory showed ip “the difference between the
two.  Stott haz not much talent for lemdar-
ship, but he had to -assume the lead then,
tor 8noop was in- 8o desperate a funk-that
he was capable- of giving- the whols game
away out of sheer dread. IE iz jusk as well
for Stott that he should not often be called
upon to take the lead, for there was no
credit to him in anything he did in that
affnir. . Johnny and Bob had a very bad
time’ jndeed, and only ezcaped expulsion
through the turning up at the last moment
of the motor-cyclist who had bowled over the

vegnasker,

itobtt wes a sharer in the expedition fo n
remote counbry village organised by Skinner
and Bolscver with the object of " making
things awkward for the Remove fellows who,
with Courtenay and the Caterplllar as aldes,
had gone over to play as = Wingate's Team ®
againet & side of soldier foothallers. But
Stott Bad little fto do with the conception of
the plot, and, like the rest, he got small
chnng_a out of it, For, thongh they did sue-
¢eed in causing the téam's motor-char-a-bane
to -hreak down on the way home, they missed
thelr train, and would have had to tramp
many weary miles but for the elemency of
‘the fellows they bad plotted agninst,

For. the most part -Stott's exploits—Iif ‘they
can be given that mame—have already been
told of in connection with others, They have
always been shared. He wag in the packing.
case aflair—and in the cnse ftself—when the
Cliff House girls screwed. up the eavea-
droppers, He backed up the lounder at his
worst, bubf ceased to back him up when® times
of regl crisis eame. He, Snoop, and Skinner
had the mild Alonzo us a studv-mate for &
short . thua-—oo’?oor Lonzy! He tried to be
obliging—eooked grub—usual result! Then
he changed intoc the new study without a
regret. No pangs at leaving Bkinmer & Co.!
They were nobt Alonzro's =ort.

Btott shared in Bulstrode's raid on the new
study, and in Bulstrode’s Imprisonment
there, with Wun Lung's horrible choking
gtull burning in the Bre. And on that ocea-
sion Stott soggested something—an idea of
his own, which i3 rare with him. He sog-
gested thai a window.pane should bhe
smashed to let in air. It reminds ona of the
very worthy Member of Parliament who
represented an agricultural constituency for
over twenty years, and whose only speech
in the House was said to have been a requesd
that a window might be shut! Dut one has
more respect for the man who did not add
hia quota €o the all too mueh unnecedsary
talk "that goes on ab Westminster tham for
the sulky, heavy-faced junior of Greylriars,
who has mot the brains to originate plots,
but s mwixed vp with nesely every rascally
plot originated. by others,
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