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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Caispaw Required !

113 UNTER, old chap ™
B Billy  Duuter  stosd  and
stare:d.

Sikinner of the Renove was
aifdressing bim in the mest affecironate
tones, with the friendlicst of smiles upoen
his thin, hard face.

Qkinner, as a ruale, did not display
alfcetionate friendliness towards anyone.
Billy Bunter was naturally surprised.
Hiz rownnd eyes prow vounder belnnd his
bre glagaes. ) ]

“Nob in & hwery, dear boy ¥ inguived
Skinner.

“ Nunno It easped Bander, _

“SBtep into my study for a minute,
then.”

“Wha-nt for "

“I've got some {offce.”

“Mwy hat!” cjaculated Bunter.

It way more and
Skinner was seldom known to give any-
thing away. Indeed, Bob Cherry had
Jrumaorously observed that Skinner would
never give awoy anything bub a pal,

But Bunter accepted the invitation at
once. Skinner had surprised him, buat
toffce was totfee, especially in war-time,

The fat diuuic{' rolled into Bkinner's
study readily ﬂm:nugih. : 2
Vernon-Smith, who shared Bkinner’s

study, was not there. But Bnoop and
Blott of the Remove were there.

They smiled at Dunter in friendly
greeting,

Bunter blinked reund.

“Where's the tofiee " he asked. .

“Ylere you are Billy, old scout ™ said
Snaop. i

It was almost the first time Sidney
James Suoop had ever called the Owl of
the Remove " Billy,” Bunter was almaost
too much surprised to fake the toffec.
However, he took 1t

“Sit down, old fellow ! said Skinner,
pulling out the Bounder's most comfort-
alle armchaiv for Bunter.

Bunter sank into the well-padded arm-
chair, almost overcome. Mechanieally
he crammed toffee into his capacious
mouth.

Ha stmply could nol understand it.

f conrse, a really engaging fellow
like Bunter ought to have had hosts of
devoted friends 1o share toffce with him,
and make a fuss of him. But he badn't.
Hiz engaping qualities were visible only
tn his own eyes. This sudden now
cordiality on the part of Skinner & Co.
was astoundimg.

Billy wos not very beight, but after
the tirst few minutes of astonishment he
hegan to suspect that Skinner & Co. had
an axe fto grind,

He would bave suspected them of
wanting io borrow the postal-order he
wag cxpecting by the next post, only he

knew that 8kinner did not believe 1n that
postal-order. It had been anticipated
oo long !

“Liake the toffee? asked Skinner.

“Ripping !"

“"Have some more,™

TThanks 1"

more surprising. |.

with him,
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Bonter’s maulh was guite full,

“By the way, we want to ask vour
opinion, Bunter,” said Bkinner simoothly.

Bunter blinked ab hine  ingoicingly,
Il conldd not speak for the moment, 18
15 waa only Iia valuable opinion that
was wanted, he was quite willing to sive
ihat i return for Harold Skinner's wne
wontid hospitality

“Abhout Clavering of our Form, ven
Loow,” remuarked §nr_'n-r.:11--

Bunter nodded.

“You know how the mabler stands
about Clavering, old ehap,” puarsued
Skinner, in the same sHectionate way,
“In fact, 1t was you who really spotted
the fellow az a spoofer. You're o koen
chap, Bunter.™

“IKeen isn't the word,” observed
Snoop. “Repular Shefiield stecl
Billy  Bunter jpwrred.  He Thked

flattery, and he hiked it in chunka 1o
was getting 1t now,

“Of course, you're down on C‘lamring,
a8 & high-minded, honourable chap,”™
continned Skinner,

“As a fellow of high principles,” re-
marked Siote.

Dunter nodded again, Tlis jaws were
too busy for him to speak  Ife full
concurred that he was a high-minded,
honourable chap, with high prineiples.
Tlo had, in fact, often told the Remove
{q'llmﬁ'a so, though they had not believed
1113.

“Weo're all down on lum,” went on
Shinnor, watching Duanter's fat face.
“Tle'sn swindler,  Who is the fellow, any-
way?  Ife conmies here from nowhere.
Supposed  to have lived in Bouth
America, but he always gets off that
subject f o follow speuks. Fle has a
pocket Horace he alwavs carries about
and the inmitials in it are
*T. R.," not * L. C." Fonsonby of High-
cliffe said be had scen him somewhere,
using another name, and [ believe
Smithy chipped in to prevent Pon giving
him away. Old Shepherd, who uzed to
tutor Clavering, comes here to reo him,
and Clavering contrives to be kidnapped
by Highelife fellows and kept away till
the parson’s pone. He's supposed to be
tho eon of an Aymy captain killed at the
Front, but he talks like a sailorman from
Pog - did when he first came here.
Weo don’t believe in him '

“He's down on a fellow szmoking a
fag in the study !’ said Snoop.

“MNover touches a card ! jeered Stoft.

“Regular rottor ! continued Skinner.
“And a spoofor, too! 1'm jolly sure his
name 1sn'f C‘!uverinﬁ, for gne! Ile's
borrowed that name !

“Falze pretences,” neorecd Snoop.

“Naturally, we're down on him, zame
a3 you are, Banter.  We follow your
leadd entively in this matler.”

Bnoop and Stott nodded assent.

Billy Bunter purred hilie o faf ecalk,
He was very fatiered at the idea of
Skinner & Co, following his lead,

“But, as it happens, we can't show the
ead up—he’s oo jolly elever ! said
Skinper. " We ought to, of course—it'y
our duty —- What are you snigzering
at, Stoit, vou fathead I°

“ N-n-nothing ! Go on t?

“We've justified in stretching a ponk
to show up the spoofing md-—ﬁml’t Fou
think szo, Buntor?™

“Yeu bet!? sad DBunter, having
negotinted the toffee at last, and re-
cavered the use of his specch. ]

“Mow, you know the way dotectives
howl out crimioals,”  eaid  SBkinner.
“They get at their letters and open thomn
secvet]y,”

“Protty meoan,” remarked Bunter,

“ Ahem 1"

“The censors Jdo it,” remarvked Sundop.
“That's the way they bowl out food
hogs, and pacifists, and pro-Germians,
and things.’

“1t wouldnt do for Greviviara" said
Bunter, shaking hiz head.

Lhe Owl of (he Remove had & glin

mering now of what Bkinner & Uo.
wanted of him. s o matter of fact)
Bunter had often been  kicked for
nosin into other fellows”  covve-

spondence,  Buot it suded him to take an
extremely  hish-minded view of sueh
things at the moment. o didn't intond
to ploy the catspaw for Bkinner & Co,

The three yonng rascals oxchanged
glances. Skinned wentk on smoothiy @

“COircomstaneos  alber cases, Dunteor,
don’t you think ¥ Frinstanes, there's a
letter for Clavering in the rack down-
stairs now. He's mone out with Sinithy,
and he hazn't come in yet.”

“Oh ! 2aid Bunter,

“Ti'z likely enough that theve's somn
evidenco in that letter fo conviet him,”
eaplzined Skinner. “Wow, yom know
what a detoetive would do. He'd collay
that lebter apd opes it with steam, and
vead i€, and pud it back, without letting
Clavering know., Daon't vou think it
waould be justified —undoer the—the cle-
cumstances "

“Well, it rmeipht,”  sald DBuandee
cauliously., [ shonldn't object (o ragd-
ing the letter on—-on principlo—if yau
feteh it up, 3kinner.”

“What [ was thinking was that yon
n:ight gwet 11, Bunter, old chap.”

Bupter geinned, He had finished e
toffen now,

“Not good enough T he remarked,
“ A fellow would get 1t pretty hot for o
trick like that if he was lound out,”

“Put you are such a keen chap, you

could do it on vour head,” wurged
Skinnoer.

g II:I:athu‘rI ton keen to tey 1, 1f you ask
e |

Skinmer  lecked  halled.  ITe  had
wasted  sixpeanyworth  of  toffes, and
i Jarge wmount  of  blandislonent,
apparenily  for  nothing, William

George Banter was not guite such a fonl
ag ho looked,

Snoop aml Btolt gave Duonter vory
nply r,-,f:nmrs.. e fat junior oxbeacted
himself Trom Bmithy's  armchair, awd
maved towards the dear.

“Ilald on, Bunter!” said Skinner, re-
pressing his wrath ¥ We—we want yon
to siny to—ito tea”

Y0h, pood ! sand Tunter. YT shay
with pleasure, old chap ™

“Bui we want that letter first,™



Every Monday.

Bunter hesifated. :

He had had ono tea, but !1:‘ was quto
ready for another—or o third, for that
matter. . .
“I'll get it after tea,” he said Anally.

“Clavering may come i’

“I'll chance that!" :

Skinner muttered something under his
brﬁaﬂ;‘l He turned tclr Bnoop g 5

Did you get mn the jam, 3noopey:
he aﬂke-cﬂy )

Snoop looked surprised for a moment;
then, aa he saw SBkinner’s left eye closze,
he understood.

“Oh, ves!” he apswered cheerfully.
“Both kinds — raspberry and straw-
berry.*

“Plenty of 1877

“Three-pound jars.™

“ And the saveloys?” asked Blinner.

*“¥Yea; three pounds.™

“Good! We may as well have tea,
then. Borry you can’t stay, Bunter.”

Billy Bunter's eyes glistened behind his

tacles,

“I—1I say
getting the letter I he exclaimed. ;
think it’a justified under the circum-
stances.” .

“Right vou are !” gaid Skinner at once.
“Don’t lose any time! Careful, you
know, not to be spotted !

“1'Il open the jam while you're gone,”
remarked Snoop casually. )

“I won't be two minutes,” eaid
Bunter, and he rolled out of the study in
haste. And Skinner & Co. chuckied
softly when he was gone,

oo

you fellows, I—T don’t minri

dE

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
you barging to, fathead "
Bunter was barging down-

Nothing ior Bunter !
"H
stairs in a great hurry when he

‘ALLO, helle, hallo! Where are
ran into Bob Cherry and Hurree Jamset

Ram Singh, who were coming up. Bob-

caught him playfully by one fat ear, and

p.t.:}P E:d him. . .
“legpo!” howled Bunter. “I'm m
a hurry 1" .
“*Has our postal-ovder come?
grinned Bob.
“Yeg—oxactly ! Leggo!”

Bunter jerked his ear away, and bolted
downatairs. He was anxious to get back
to Skinner's study, and the saveloys and
the two kinds of jam. On the lower
landing the short-sighted Owl of the Re-
move ran into Harey Wharton and
MNugent and Johnny Bull, who were fol-
lowing their chums up the staircase.

“Yow!" gasped Bunter, as Johnn
Bull shoved him  unceremoniounsly oft.
#* Yon beast, Bolsover!™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Ohy, it’s you, Bull, you brast 1"

“Whr don't vonr look where you're
going, lathead ?* demanded Wharton,

Bunter did not reply. e rolled away
downstaira in a hurry, Arrived in the
lower hall, ha blinked about him very
cautiously,

Billy Bunter was not plenteously en-
dowed with songo; but he knew that it
would not do for him to be seen taking
another fellow's letter from tha rack.
Like Mozea of old, he looked this way
apdhthat way, to see whether anyone was
nigh.

EHallnI Looking for anything, fatty ¥7
agked Squiff, stopping good-naturedly on
his way to the Cominon-reom.

“Yop—no ! stammered Dunter,

“Yos and no " inguired the Avstralian
junior.,

“Oh, vats!”

aiff gave him a look, and passed on.
He had been goodnatovedly willing to
help the short-sighted juniov, if he was
looking for something. But Bunter
evidently did not want any help.

Bunter approached the letter-raock when

1
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Sampson Ficld had disappearad. DBut to
his exasperation Temple and Dabney
and Fry of the Fourth strolled round a
corner, amnd stopped near the letteraack
to chat. Bunter blinked at them in an-
IOV ATICO,
] ‘;1 say, vou felloweg——" he began at
aaL.

Cecil Reginald Temple gave him a
lofety look.

“Beat I he shapped.

"Reoll homo ™ anid Fry.

4 0h, all right!” said DBunter. *“I
thought I'd tell you that Coker of the
[ifth was ragzing Seott in the Cloisters.
But if you dor’t want to knopw—="

“Oh, is he?” exclaimed Temple, in
reat wrath. " We'll teach him to mg
the Fourth ! Come on, you chaps ™

Tomple & Co. dashed out of the School
House at ence.  Billy Bunter grinned a
fat grin of satisfaction. Where Coker of
the Fifth and- Scott of the Fourth might
happen to bs he had not the [aintest
1fen ; but his yarn had served its purpose.
For the moment the coast was clear, and
he nosed over the letters in the rack in
a great hurry.

It did not take him more than a few
moments to find the letter addressed to
Leonard Clavering, the new boy in the

ove,

He jerked it down, and was turning
away with it, when Ogilvy ceme along
with Russell

“Hallo! Your postal-order at last,
Bunty " grinned Ogilvy.

“E{L? g}h. yea ! atammerod Bunter.

“Good ! Tet's seo it!” said Russell:

* Oh, reallﬁ,

R
SR gilvy,
for me! I)‘v
Front1”

Ogilvy of the Romove had the rare dis-
tinction of having six brothers in khaki,
and he had gquite a erop of letters marked
“On Active Berviee,” The two chums
began looking over the letters, and
Bunter rolled away, greatly relieved that
:;]in;-:.r did not suspect what he had been

OIng.

Ho hurried up to the Remove paseage,
and as he stopped at No. 4 he found
Pruiigr "I"Tmid locking out of the doorway
U‘ .U'r +*

Rusgell——"

n and his postal-order I’
“Took if theére’s anyth
m expecting & letter from the

“Tea's ready, tubby!™ ecalled out
Peotor,

“I'm going to tea with Skmmer ! said
Bunter loftily. *“You can keep your

¥
!

measly sacdines, Peter Todd

“Jolly glad tol” answered Poter
E-I!E"ﬁ:'l‘funf, ard he turned back into his
study.

Bunter threw open the door of No, 4
and rolled in. Skinner and Snoop and
SBtott eyed him eagerly.

“Got 1t ? breathed Skinner,

Bunter held up the letter.

“Good 1" Skinner closed the door hur-
riedly, nnd locked it. * Give it to me!”

The kettle was already boiling, and
steam poured from tha spont.  Skinner
held the envelope over the steam.

“I say, you fellows, ain't we going to
have tea?” asked Bunter, observing that
there wore no preparations g0 f[ar in
Skinner's study.

“ Afterwards,” said Skinner.

“1 say, let's have tea fivgt—""

“Rats 1

“"Look here, Skinner——"

* Oh, shut wp!™ :

The sweet friendliness of Skinner's
manner wae quite gone now. DBunter had
gorved his purpose, and there was no need
to butter him {urther.

Hilly Bunter blinked at the trio in
toat wrath. DBut they took no notice of
iim.  Skinner watched the lotter care-
fully, and when the flap was snfliciently

lnose Lie turned it deftly back. Ilis thin
fingers drow out the missive from insida.
a unfolded it coolly. Skinner had no

ing-

[
[

One Penny. 8

scruples on a point like this. He was
guite a Prussian in some Lhings,

Htott and Bnoop locked owver hia
shouldor to read the letter; and Bunler,
not to be left out, blinked under his arm.
Tha letter was written in pencil on a
thin shect of paper, and dated from Wap-
shot Camp, near Friardale. T ron:

“ Drear Clavering,—I have been given
a day's leave to-morrow (Wednesday), so
H vou want to see me again, come to
Popper’s island in the afterncon—say
about three.—Yours, T. R.Y

M It's frem a eoldier,”” murmured Stott,
with something like shame in his face.
“I--I zay, I wish we hadn't—-—-"

*“Oh, don't be an asal” interrupted
Blkinner. “It'a from a recenit at Wap-
shot Camp right enough. You remem-
ber Clavering speaking to a soldier out-
side the gates a few weeks ago!  ‘This
must be the chap. 'T. R. %m: know
those initinls. They're in Clavering’s
pocket Horace,™

Sunop whistled.

“That looks as if he simply bovrowed
the book from this soldier chap, and it's
not his at all,' he remarked.

*“Ho said he bought it sceond-hand,”
sa1d Stott.

“¥es, that's so. Ibt's jolly queer!”

T don't quito understand it," cone
feezed Bkinner. “But I'll bet you this
soldier-man  knows Ulavering’s secret,
They're meeting secretly, you see.
this ' T. R." was an ordinary friend, why
couldn’t he come to Gresfrizrs and ses
Clavering? What are they meeting at
an out-of-the-way place for? Po [
aland, too, after all the fuss Sir ﬁlltnn
Popper makes about fellows going on hia
mland | It’s fiehy, on the face of 1it."”

“ Jolly fishy I agreed Snoop.

“1 savy, you fellowsa——"

“ Ol dr up, Bunter I

“But what abont tea?

" Cheose it!"

Skinner replaced the letter in  the
envelope, which he carefully resealed, He
held it ont to Bunter, who blinked at it.

Y Bettor put thet back,” remerked
Skinner,

“You can pubt B back yourself, you

rotter I
Skinner shrugged his shoulders,
' he said, throwmg

“Please yourself,’

tha letter on the table. *If Clavering
doesn't get it, 16’1l be inquired after, and
you may get info a row. It's atpretty
serious thing, taking » fellaw’s letter.”

Bunter stared at him speechlessly.

“Why, you—you—you,” he stuttered
at last—'" you told me to! You—"

“Tell that to the marines!" rephed
Skinner pleazantly. 1 advise you to
put the letter back where you found it.
I advize you as s friend. Personally, it
'duﬁan't matter to me what vou do with
it.’

With o frce that was quite extraor
dinary in its expression, Bunter took the
letter and rolled sway from No. 4.
Bkinner & Co. chuckled softly.

“Fat idiot!™ was Skinner’'s commgnt.
“Of course, Bunter's off in this game. T
know what we're going to do to-morraw,
Clavering and the soldier chap get on
the idand about thres, We're goung to
be there before that.”

Ok 1™ said Bnoop, with a whistle,
“ Nothing easier,” said Hkinner,
fancy we shall learn something about the
cad this time that he won't be able to
crawl out of. Clavering'as going to be

shown up to all Greyfriars !V

“1 say, old Popper makes a regular fuss
it o fefluw goea on that island,” said
Stott uneasily, “*Wa m:g'ht get reported
to the Head for trespass.’

“We'll keep our cyes open, of course.
Popper isn’t likely to come on the scene,
We'll chance it, anyway.”

Tee Maguer Ligpary--No. 522,

I-II



£

The door opencd, and Bunter came
back into the studsy. .

“Put it back?’ asked Skinner,

“¥Yea,'" growled Dunter., ]

“(Good!  Better say nothing about it.
{Clavering might kick up a row if he
knew 7jou'd been meddling with his
letter,” remarked Skinner blandly.

Bunter snorted.

“Tan'h tea rendy ?” he demanded.

“Teal We've had ten.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared BSnoop and
Stott. }

“But—but you said—yon asked mel”
stuttered Bunter. - 5
“0h, I asked you to tea, didn’t I?
said Skinner reflectively, “Saveloys and

two kinds of jam—what?’
“Yes I said Bunter wrathiully.

“Well, don’t forget to come, when it |

comes off—after the war, of course.”

“ After the war!” velled Bunter,
. “Certainly. Can't stand study spreads
in war-time.”’

*“Ha, ha, bha!"

N ou—you—you
howled Bunter.

Pkinner chuckled.

“My dear chap, it can't be helped,
“ Food-hogging in war-time may be in
vour line, but not mine. But I'll tell you
what, after the war I'll stand you a first-
class spread out of my old-ago pension!”

“Ha, ha, ha !’ )

Billy Bunter glared at Skinner & Co.
with a glare that alinost eracked his spec-

spoofing  cad!™

taeles, He realised, rather late, that his
fut leg had been pulled. There was no
spréad for him in Ne. 4.

He rolled ont of the study at last, leav-
ing the black sheep of Gueyfriars chort-
ling, and Hiammecf the door after him
with a terrific slam. With a Ingubrious
face he presented himself in No. 7, his
own study. He found Peter Todd and
Tom Dutton finmishing their tea.

“I'm veady,” said Bunter,
huu%r;r look at the table,

“Heady 17 repeated Poeter.
voil had tep with Bkinmer®"”

“Nunno! The beast was spoofing 1™

“Ha, lm, ha!™ roaved Petor., “ Well
you told me I could keep my measly sar:
dinez, and I've done it. T've also scoffed

our whack in the war-bread. Ila, ha,
al’

I waut my tea!” howled Bunier.

“Want away, old chap! No harm in
vour wanting auything !’

“¥You skinny beast—""

“Hea, ha. ha?V" roared Peter Todd.

“I gay. Peter, ald chap, I've anly had
tea in Hall,” snid Bunter pathetically,
“ T famished—starving, you know."

“Htarve gquietly, then,” eepid Peler
Tould heartlessly.

“ Look here, vou rotter—"

Poter Todd grinned, as he finished the
Lagl fragurent of zavdine, with the last
chip of warbeead. Billy Buunter gave
him a look that spoke velumes, and
rolled away dismally, to seck hospitality
i some study move hospitable than his
oui—and, alas! to seek i vain.

with a

“ Haven't

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Burden of a Secret!

a ETTER for you, Clavering!"

: Vernon-Smith and Clavering
af the Hemaove came in as the
duek was falling, The Bonnder

wlanced ab the lettcr-rack, and called o
his companion,

“For me¥”? repeated Clavering.

“Yos, Here yon are™
Hmitm,' tonk the letter :Tm!.'n* ek
tossged 1t across to the uew  Jjuunior.

Clavering eaught it

“You didn't-expect any lettera?” asked
Vernon-Srnith, with a sniile.

“Mano 1™ eand the new junior hesita-
tingly.
Tre Macwer Lisrary—DNo. 522

Clavering held the letter in his hand
without ﬂmnh% it. The colour was
flushing in his cheels. y

He went up the staircase with Smithy,
the letter still unopened in his hand. In
the Remove passage the Bounder paused,
and loocked at Clavering curiously.

“Why don't you open your letter?"” he
asked.

q%lawiring:s’: flush deepened.

e paused.

There was an amused look on Vernon-
smith's [ace, i

“You ass!” he said in a low voice.
“It's for you right enough, Can’t you
see that the postmark’s Wapshot?”

“Oh!" exclaimed Clavering.

“It's from vour soldier pal, of course.”

“Of course,” said Clavering, in great
relief,

He opened the letter,

The Bounder was grinning. He alone
at Gregfriars knew t-ﬁa,t. Clavering of the
Ramove was reslly Tom Redwing, the
sailorman’s son, of Hawkscliff, though
kinner & o., and many other fellows,
suspected that the new junior was not
what he seamed. He knew to what to
attributa the new junior's hesitation in
opening the letter—the thought that it
might have been sent to Greyiriars
addressed to the real Leonard Clavering.

Clavering's face brightened o litile as
he read the missive, which he little
dreamed had already been perused in
Skinner's study that afternoon.

“Good ! he remarked.

“Boldier chep all
Smithy.

“0Oh, yes!
morrow, '’

“Right! T wouldn’t leave that letter
about, 1If T were you."”

Clavering siled.

“ T shall burn it,"” he answered. “JT—-
If vou don’t mund, Smithy, I weon't come
on that spin to-morrow afternoon that we
were talking abont. He-—this chap—
wants to meect me on Popper's island.”

“Right yon are! Any time will do for
our  spin,’’  answered  the Bounder,
“Mind your-eve when vou go on the
1sland, though. ©Old Sir ILilton Popper
i3 wrathy 1f he finds Greyiriars chaps
going there, OFf course, hia being your
ruardian might make a difference; but
he wonld be rough on the soldier chap if
he found him there.™

“He's not hkely to."

“Hallp, hallo, hallo!™
came along the Remove
Harry Wharlon, “You fe
to-morrow ¥’

right?” nasked

I'm seeing him to-

Bob Cherry
I'msmgc with
lows coming

“That  depends—where?' asked the
Bounder. ]
“On the iee,"” =zaid Wharton. * The

Surk’s etill frozem as hard as a rock.
We're goivg on a skating run up the
river,”

“(ood idea! T'Il come,” eaid Vernon-
Bmith. “Clavering’s got another en-
gagement, I believe.”

Aavering nodded, without speaking.

“Wea're going to borrow your spit-
stove, Bmithy,” went on Bob.

ok E'h? Do vou want a spirit-stove on o
skating-run "’

Bob langhed.

T No; but we're
iglatud for coffee an

* Popper’s island 17

“Yeyq, There isn't auy other island,
12 there, dufieri’

Clavering started,

“ -1 say, izn't that out of boundsi"
ho asked.

“ Fxactly,” assented Bob, % That'a
wI}:'.rﬂwﬁ: re gelng. o

oing to stop on the
-r.%’ buna.™

“0Old Popper will make a row if he
heavs of it,” remarked the Bounder,
“Old Popper's always making a row,
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the old hunks!"” answered Bolh. Then he
added quickly: “Excuse me, Clavering.
I forgot he was your guardian. I wi
draw the hunka.'

Clavering emiled, but it was a rather
troubled smile. He was thinking of his
appointment on the island for Wednes-
day afternoon—which was likcly to be
interrupted if the chums of the Hemove
carried out their intention. He did not
want the Famous Five to meet his
seldier friend—the real Leonard Claver-
ing, whose place he had taken at Grey-
frisrs, to allow Clavering to realise his
daring ambition of jnin{;:ig‘-up without
the knowledge of his guardian.

“&ir Hilton Popper's at home now, I
believa ™ the Bounder remarked.

“1 dare say,” answored Dob indiffer.
ently.

“May be better to keep clear of the
1land, then.” :

o % hat! You're not funky, Smithy,
surely "

“I hope not; but he will complain to
the Head, if he ta us there, and you
know whot 2 prring old cad he is.”

“We're chaneing that,” said Wharton,
with o smile. “We're bound to drop
in gn the izland sometimes, to keop up
our claims. It's public land, really. 0Old
Popper has collared it because he's a
lund-hog. The Head's placed it out of
bounds for the sake of peace; but we're
not so gone on peace as the Head 8"

“Ha, ha! Not quite!” chuckled Bob

LTy .

“Right-ho! said the
Bounder,

Clavering went into his own stady.

Ha found his study-mates, Snoop and
Btott, there. They grinned a derisive
grin as he came in, but did not speak.

The new junior was not on good terms
with hiz study-mates. Bnoop and Stoit
wanted others to  believe-—perhaps
wanted to belicve themselves—that they
were doewn on Clavering because they
suspected him of being an impostor. As
a matter of fact, it was the new juniors's
unconcealed contempts for their shady
manners and customs that had earned
their dislike and enmity.

They left the study, after Clavering
came m and sat down to work., Claver-
ing had his books out, but he was not
working. There was a deep shade of
thought upon his brow. i

A tap came at the door a few minutes
later, and Vernon-Bmith came in, care-
fully closing the door after him when
hin saw that the new junior was alone.

“ Rather a fix, old chep,” he remarked.

Clavering nodded. .

“You can’t put off your appoiniment,
or ask the scldier to meet you somewhero

T'll comel™

very woll.”  said Clavering
slowly. "1 don't think there’s time for
a letter, and I den't know Jus regimental
uninber, either, to write.”

“Thet that's no good. But Greyiriacs
fellows can't be allowed to meet him or
gee him,” sandl Vernon-B8mith., * 1T they
did, thev might put two and two to-
gether. Yoau haven't told me, but T know
woll enough that this soldier chap iz the
real Clavering, and that he got you to
turn un at Greyieiars 10 his name, 2o that
he could jein up.” _

The new junior was silent.

“I ghouldn’t have puessed it of
course, if I hadn't recognised vou as
Tom Redwing, the chap who pulled me
out of the sea nt Hawkscliff,”” said the
Bounder. * Nobady else is likely to puess
it: but the less Greyiviars fellows see of
him the better, so long as this game I8
going on.”

Clavering rose restlessly, .

“It—it can't go on!? he exclaimed at
last, “I—I never foresaw all it would
tead to. I was glad encugh of the chance
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of coming to Greviviars—and it was
doing im a goed turn, But—but I never
foresaw. It was easy encugh with his
guardian,- who had never seen him; but
—but I might have guessed that there
Were i:r::ﬂmd to be suspicions in the long
' =———

“You might,” agreed the Bounder.

“"Hiz old tutor came hera last week—
old Shepherd—and you managed that he
shouldn’'s mect me, But he might come
agamm, And then. when the holidays
comge——>" Clavering moved restlessly
about the study. *I was a duffier to
begin it; but—but Clavering leeps me

to the bargain. And—and how—
He broko off.
“It's sn awhkward position,® =aid

Vernon-Smith slowly, “You were rather
a recklezs dulfer; though I can unders
stund that you were glad of the chance.
Something was bound to leak out sooner
or later. Bub vou've got to stick to it
now yow're in for it!"”

“I want to,” said Clavering {rankly.
“1 don't want to leave Grevfriars;
though, of course, I'd give his place up
ta C ﬂt‘&l‘illﬁ if he wanted it. But hae
doesn’t, o3 only  afraid of his
guardian getting on his track hefore he
gets into a draft for Flanders ™

Y Btick it out, then!” suid the
Bounder,  * You're bound to, after your
bargain with the real owner of the nanle,
He gave you his name, and [ suppose
vou gave him yours, Btick it out, ond
Il help! ¥ou ean rely on me to keep
those fellows off the island. I shall be
with them, and I'll manage it somehow.”

The new junior looked relieved.

“¥on think vou could, SBmithy?”

“Rely on me,” answered the Bounder
confidently. “I ecan manage that.” And
he left the study, and Clavering began
his work with a more cheerful face. -

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

On the Ieo!
T SAY, vou fellowge—?

“"Rell away, Bunter!”

“I'm coming !"” said Bunter,

The Famous Five had come out
of the School Houss in a cheery body
nfter dinner on Weodnesday afternoon.
Vornon-Smith wes with them, and Squiff
and Tom Brown. They were carrying
their skates, and Bob was also carrying
a bundle, which contained the spirit-
stove and other supplies for refreshments
o 3ir Hilten Popper's island,

Billy Bunter joined them at once, with
ﬁmedy eyca on the bundle. Whenever

unter saw a bundle he suspected that it
nu‘ghh contain tuck.

Oh, you're coming,
grunted Johnny Bull.

“Certainly, Bull?
your skaotes?”

“Eh? What am T to skate on, if I
lond you my skates®" demanded Johnmy
Bull.

1) If
Bull—

“Ha, ha, hat®

“Perbaps you'll lend me wour akates,
Inkyt"

“The perhapsfulnesa da terrific. my
esteomed and fatheaded Bunter!™ re-
plied Hurree Jamset Iam Singh affably.

“1 say, Bquiff——"

“Hallo ! said the Australian junior.

“You're not so sellish as these chaps,”
siid Bunter. * You—"
~"Yes, T am,” grinned SBquiff.
in fact!”

YBame here!” chimed in Tom Brown.
“Don't ask me, Bunter: I'm too seliish
to lemd you my skates when I want them
inyeelf, "

“Look  here, you rottors!™
Bunter, as the juniors chuckled.
Jolly well coming to the pienic!™

ara you?”

Will ven lend me

you'roc going to be selfish,

“Alare,

rosred
“I'm

= —
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“What pienic?” demanded Harcy
Wharton. : ;

“Do you think I don’t know what's in
that bundle?” snorted Buntor. *I've a
jolly good mind to mention it to Queleny
that vou're sneaking out of =chool to
break the grub rules!”

“You sily duffer!
gpirit-stove and coffee
wiches in the bundle.”?

Bunter winhed.

“Tell us ancther!™ he sugpested.

“By Jove! I'll—="

“Hold on!” said Bob Cherry. “If
Bunter wants to skate, he can come.
Run and fetch the shates off the fable in
my study; you can have thom if youw geb
them. Buck up!”

“"Right-ho!” said Bunter,
rolled into the School House,

“Come on'” said Boh.

“Arven't we going to wait for Bunter
to fetch the skates?” asked Frank
Nugent.

“What's the good? There's no skates
it my study that T konow of” said
Bob  cheerfully,  * Bunter can  lfave
thom if he can get them; but T don’t ace
how he's going to get them as they're
not thers, We can leave him to work
out the problem !"

“"Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors started at n good pace. and
left tho sclinol gatos,  They had reached
the frozen river by the time Billy Bunter
rolled out of the School House again,
with fury in his podgy face. He had dis-
covercd that the skates weve not there—
but the skaters were pone!

Clavering was sauntering on the tow-
ing-path  when Harry Wharten & Co.

lded out on o the 1ce, He gave

ernon-Bmith n glanee, and the Bounder
amiled, Clavering went on up the river.

The skaters sped away up the ice, soon
feaving the junior on the bank far be-
hind.

It was o clear, frosty afternoon, and
the run up the frozen river was enjoy-
able. Omnly Smithy was thinking of any-
thing but the healthy cxerciee,  Thae
Bounder was debating in his mind how
he was to keep the party from camping
on the ifland.

There's only o
and some sand-

and he

LR A T T S S—

It was alveady half-past two., and it wos
quite  possible  that the soldier from
Wapshot was alrendy at tho place of lis
appointment with Clavering,  Somehow,
tho juniors had to be kopl from secing
“Private Tom Redwing  of the T.oww-
shire Rifles.”

It depended on  the Bounder—and
Smithy was seldom ot o foss,

But, as it bappened, Smithy's sagacicy
wus not to be ealled uwpon, ws ehanes
favoured L.

The skating-party wore dvawinge Uear
the ialamd when = tall, angalsr hgove
was sighted on the bank, A< he -potied
thut  long, bony  fzure  in shouting
vlothes, with the white menstache andd
the eveglass, Bob Cherey nitered an cx-
clamation,

SOl Popper ) _

“Rotten hueli U prowled Sauitf. * He's
et us, loo,”

The barvonet laoked rvound, amd it
eve glistetied behind iz eveglaoss as he
apotied the puarty of juniors, evideotly
makinz fov T]}-:i-'," dand.

Havsy Wharton & o slowed down,
Their right o camp on the islamd was
unquestionable—in  thely own  eyes, at
laast,  Bat Bir Hilton Popper wax a
governor of the school, and o fwsay
atl autoeratic old fellow. They dul
not went 1o he hanled over the coals
whon  they veturned to Gresiviacs, on
complnint by the baronet,

“ Petter  keep  on,”’  rvemarked the
Bounder, smilingr a little. Tha appear-
ance of Sie Hilton on the hank had
taken the trouble off hia hamds,

“1 suppose =0, growled Wharlon,
“Hallo, he's calling o wsl”

The sharp voiee of the baronet rappaed
vy E]]l" if_l"..

“ B top !

“Ha]!f-:r, halla,
Cherry affubly.

“ gy 1 enorted Sir Hillow.

Nan " veplicd Baol

“1 do vot want vour nuperlinence,
hor 1 exelaimed the bavonol.  * You are
poing upon  the isdand, T preamme
have canght rou there hefore.”

“Well canght, sr!”
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halla!™  yeplicd Bub
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“Wha-a-att” ‘
“Nice sfternpon, isn’t it, «ir?" said
Bob. ““Nice weather for the fime of

year, considering.” ;
“Ara you upon the island?”
thunder ﬁﬂ%et

“We intend to nd the whale after-
noon on an idand, sir, i you don't
mmd. "

“T do ymind! T forbid you to do any-
thing of the kind 1"

“Can't be helped, sie”

“Do you dare, boy, to trespass upon
my island against my exprese orders?”
shouted Hir Hilton.

“Ia it your island, sir?"”

“I do not intend to argue with you,
Cherry! 1 order you not to go upon
that dsland.”

“ Bat we're bound to spend the aiter-
moon on an island, eir,” objected Bob
Cherry. *“We can’t help it.”

“What? What do you meant"

“Yon see, sir, we can't get pessports |
in war-time, or we'd go on the Con-
timent,” e:r.piu.med Bob Cherry. “ Under

the circumstances, we've got no choice
but to spend the afterncon on an island.
Good-bye, sir!™

The skaters sped on, chuekling., Bir
Hilton Popper stared after them with =
red face, understanding at last that
was playfully alluding not to the jeland
in the river, but to the island of Great
Britain.

The Co. zhot on past the island, leav-
ing the baronet striding angrily along
the towing-path and snorting.

“Did I cheek him too much for
governor of the school?” grinned
as they d on towards Higheliffe roun
the bend of the river.

“I faney so, a little,” said Harry,
laughing. " Arrogant old hunks! No

ood doubling back aftep he's gone;

e's bound to come and spy &t the place
later on to see if we're there; that's
the kind of Hun he ia. We'll keep on
past Higheliffe, and camp on the bank.”

“Cood " said the Bounder.

The skators sped on merrily. As they
come round the bend, end Highcliffe
Helwaol came inte view, they epotted
three Highchiffons on the ce—Ponsonby

a

and Gadeby and Monson,

“Bowl ’em over!”™ chuckled Bob.
“Down with Highcliffe!™

“Ha, hal™

Ponsonby & Co. viewed them with ther
usual lofty, supercilions smiles as’ they
cama sweeping up. The smiles vanished
suddenly, however, end the Highcliffians
yelled as they were bowled over,

The Greviriars + aped on, leaving
Pon and Gaddy ai:iadn Monson sitting on
the ice, looking dazed, and using ex-
preasions that were certainly not teught
them in the Form-room at Higheliffe,

They wera a good three nules from
the island in the river when they
camped for coffee and buns on the bank
at last, much to the DBounder’s satis-
faction. Ho fer as Harry Wharton &
Co. were concerned, the interview on
the island would not be interrupted.
Of Skinner & Co.'s knowledge of the
appointment, and their intention to be

esent at it, the Bounder, of course,

new nothing,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Skinner Makes Discoveries !

L ERE he comes!”
Skinner  whispered  the
words.
Skinner, Snoop, and Stobt

had left Greyfriars immediately after

dinner, and loet no time in getting fo

the island in the river. They had ﬁben

improving the shining hour by amoking
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cigarettes and playing nap while they
waited for ﬂE&Epﬂ'g]ﬂﬂi to I:::himﬁ-

From the cover of the frosty bushes
they had seen Harry Wharton & Co.
go sweeping by and vanish in the divee-
tion of Higheliffe. Somewhat to their
alarm, they had spotted Sir Hilton
Popper on the bank zoon afterwards
and had zeen that he stopped and stare
towards the island. To their relief, the
baronet kept on, however, and ciisap-
peared into the woods. It was a guarter
of an hour later that Skinner observed
& lithe, handsome figure in khaki on the
ice, sliding merreily towards the island.

Then he made bhis announcement,
and cigarettes and cards were hastily
put awar. From the screen of bushe:s
the threo spies watched the voung
soldier as he came on towards them,

“HKeep out of mght!”  mutlered
Sneop.

“He can't zee us here.”

“Bhush 1” murmured Stott.

The szoldier reached the island, and
tramapad ashore throngh the frozen
mashes, His clear voice rang out
through the trees and thickets.

“Hallo! Anybody here yet?”

Bkinner & Co. kept close in  the
bushes, and made no sound,

The zoldier, satisfied that there was
no one on the island but himeelf, stood
by o tree near the water's edge and
watched the bank oppesite, whistling.
He scemed to be in great spirits,

Skinner, keeping cevefully out  of
sight, watched the bank also, through
the openings jo the thicket.

Before long Clavering came in sight
from the direction of Groyfriars, follow-
ing the towing-path. The soldier called
to him, and Clavering answered, and
stepped out on the frozen river, sliding
towards the island,

He landed in a couple of minutes,
and joined the lad in khaki, They
shook hands cordially. :

“Here we are again!” said the soldier
cheerily.

“Let's get out of sight,” said the
junior. ** We're not ].'-E‘El%ij’ allowed on
this izland."™

“Right-ho!"

The two entered the leafless thicketa
Skinner & Co. crouched os close as

ssible behind the sheltering trees. But

lavertng and the soldier did not come
very far,

The lad in khak; ﬁiﬂ]‘:ﬁ){!ﬂ, and leaned
against & big trunk only a few yards
from the tree behind which Skinner
was skulking. )

Glﬂﬁ&l‘ln%oc]'ﬂﬂ]{i_ﬂ'] at him curiocusly.

#You k jolly chippy!” he re-
marked.

“I feel chippy, old scout.
next draft ! .

*“ Already!” exclaimed the junior.

“¥es. I've had rome treiping before,
vou know.”  The lad in khak: smiled.
“1 told vou 1 ran away once hefore
and joined up, and I was in the Army
some time before Mr. Shepherd found
me and got me out. It all tells, wou
know, Forming fours isn’t much of a
tax on the intollect, especilly when
vou're keen, And I was alwavs a good
shot. I'm booked.”

“And you're glad?

“What-hol
dnto a draft, and seme don't. Depends
an how they take to the life ? ask
nothing better. Noxt week I shall be
out in the trenches killing Huns, 1
hope.”

The Juntor leoked very thoughtiul,

“Wou're less than a syear older than
I am,” he remarked. " You look two
ar three wears older from rour size,
but—=—""

“Old enouglh to kill Huns.  Why, there
are chaps in khaki who sgueczed in
somehow af fifteen. I don't know how

I'm in the

ome fellows like to get

they did it, but they did. It's a ripping
lifel  You've only got to take the
rough with the smaooth, and take it
cheerfulle, and learn not to turn your
noee up ot anvthing, It's o good deal
like heing in a echool—enly it's open
air instend of beinz shut up  ingide
walle, I wouldn't change with you for
your weight in gold!™

The Greyfriars jomor =amiled.

* Yon wouldn't rather be at Greyiriars,
then¥”

H No fear!™

“¥You want to etick to the bargain
stilly’?

“Rather!™

Clavering was silent.

“But I'll tell you what,” zaid the
soldier, " 1f you're fed up, I can let
vou off the bargain. 1 shall be off for
the Front to-morrow, and Shepherd
won't be able to chip im when it’s gone
that far. After to-morrow, kid, you can
suit yourself, I shall be =afle then"

“Eafel” echoed [?Iu.wrini.

“Bafe from being hanked back, I
mean,” said the soldier, langhing. * Not
safe in other wars, 1 enpposo, ‘e march

in the morning.”

Behind the trees Skinner & Co. ex
changed glances of suporessed excite-
ment.

They were learning something now.

“But are you feg up!” asked the
soldier curiously. “When we had thet
talk in the train, you seemed keen as
anyihing on pgoing to a big school
You've nothing on your conscience, You
gave e your name, and gave you
mine, It was a fair exchange, end mat-
tered to nobody but ourselves,’”

“That iz =0,”" assented the junior
slowly., * Bot—"

“You're fad up with schogl?*

“Not in the least. 1 like Greyiriars,
Tt wonld hit me hard if I had to leave.
Dut—there are lots of * buts ' l—=I=I
never foresaw all the things that would
Crop 1IS. I've made a friend there—a
splendid chap— who's pulled me through
more than once. But for that I should
have been hopelessly bowlad qut.”

* But you've been lucky.”

“¥es, ae it happens. But"—the
junior’s face clouded—*""I—I feéel like an
impoator ™

“¥ou're nothing of the kind.™

“I=1 know. Butl feel— T wish I
could have gone to Greyfriars in my own
name,” said Clavering, with a sigh. * But
that was impessible. “The son of a sailor-
man hadn't much chance of that,”™ he
added, rather bitterly. ** But the school’s
doing me more good than it's doing some
of the rich men's sons there, My study-
maies now are a pair of sneaking,
smoky slackers, but most of the fellows
arc the right sort, every way.”

Snoop and Stott exchanped a furious
look behind the trees,

“1I don't eee how vou could be sus-

acted,”” said the soldier. * SBir Hilton
*opper has mnever seen me, and you
miszed seeing old Shepherd when he
came. ¥ou hed my clothes, my box—
everything, as well as my name.

Clavering smiled faintly.

“It's spoof,” he said, “and T believe
%Euml‘ always comes out in the long run.

here's no harm in it, but it's spocf. It
hal:lp-;'eued that I'd met a Greyiriars fellow
an a few days before I met you. I'd
pulled him oot of the sea when he was
wragked at the Hawk™ Cliff—a chap
mned Vernon-Bmith,  He recognised
e at onee as Tom Redwing.™

“* But i

“He kept the seeret, becanse T'd saved
his hife, and he 1= my friend, But there
was a chap at Tlighelife Rchool who'd
soent me at Hawkschiff in the summer. He
knew me, and he was going to denounce
me, Somehow, Smi prevented him
but it was a nmrrow shave. And-—am
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there woere other things, too. With one
thing and another, way suspecte:d,
especially by some mean fellows who
don’t like me becanse I den’t join in
smoking and card-playing with them.
I've been like a juggler, keeping my foot-

ing there, and as fast as one thing is done
with another erops up.”

The soldier knitted his brows.

“You'd like to have it finished, then®”
he asked, ‘

“Yes,” answered Clavering frankly.
“Jt 1 could stay at Greyfviars under my
true colours I'd ask nothing better. Dut
1 feel that I'm deceiving them, and a
deception is a deception, whether there's
any harm it it or not.  When you're

ne to the Front I shall do as you say.
ft?it’a too late to harm you, you won't
mind my giving it up®”’ _

“¥Not a bhit. But what are you gomng
to doi”

“Go back to Hawkscliff, I suppose,
When I'm old encugh I shall join up, i
the war goes on till then. I've earned
my bread almost ever since I could walk,
one way or another, and I suppose I can
do it agam.” '

“Tt will be n change, after what you've
known the last few weels."

“I know."

There was a silence,

Behind tho trees, Skinuer & Co. wero
almost bursting with suppressed excite-
ment and glee. Clavering’s secret, from
beginning to end, was in their hands at
1nst

The silence was broken by & sharp,
gnﬁg volee from the bank:

v gadl, trespassera!™ ;

Clavering started, and looked quickly
through the bushes,

Omn the towing-path opposite the island
the angular figure of Bir Hilton Poppe
could be seen.  The baronet e
turned, doubtless to catch Harry
Wharten & Co. on the island, and he
had canght others, at least. ‘The

limmer of the khaki showed through the
ealloss bushes, and it had been discerned
by the baronet’s keen eyes,

Sir Hilton brandished his riding-whip
towards the 1sland.

“Come away from
seoundrel 1" he shouted.

The soldier looked round coolly,

“Who's that merry old johmny?™ he

psked.

4 8ir Hilton Popper.”

“My hat! My cheery old guerdian,
though he docsn't know 1t,” said the lad
in khaki, langhing.

“ Yas."

“What 13 he so exeited about?"

“Phia psland is his  property—or he
makes out that it ia,  The Greylriars
fellows maintain that it's public land.
He's ﬂ._[und-l}l:} . 50 thie follows auy,” sald
Clavering, his lip curling, “I kuow his
father fenced in half tﬁﬁ village green
at Friavdale, and he sticks to it, becanse
there’s nobody to go to law with lum
abont if."

“Precions old hunlkz!" The scldier's
handsome, sunny faco grew dark as he
looked at the barenet Lrandishing his
whip on the oppesite bank., *“ That's the
old hunks whe wrote to my pater in
South America tuwe and again, urging
him to come home and join the Army,
and undertook to look after me if any-
thing hﬂi}pe:tmd, and acted like a 1mean
ratter when [ was left on his hands.
You should see the letter he wrote to me
me whon I was ot Shepherd's vicarago—
cold as leal”™

“ You scoundrel, come off that island ™
roarad the baronct.

“YWhich of us 15 the zroundrel:" said
tha soldier, langhing again.

Tho Gresfriavs junior langhed. too.

¥ Will vou conwe off that islasd, ov shall
I come and lay my whip aboit you?”

L

there, rou

b
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voared Sir Hilton Popper.
you, you scoundrel !

“"That's how he feels towards a chap
in khaki, who's uing out to Aght for
him and his sort,”™ said the soldier, with
a EL:a'ling lip. “By gad, T'll talk to him,
tl:ﬂ}..”

o strade out an the ice. :

“*Ah, I thought so!"™ exelaimed Bir
Hilton. *'1 ghall report this to your
commanding-officer, my fine fellow !

The Greyfriars junior followed the
soldier. Sir Hilton's ecyes glittered at
him as he caught sight of the boy.

*You too, Clavering! My ward—tres-
passing | By gad:®”

Skinner & Co. exchanged glances, and
lay low. ‘They hoped that the baronet
would not suspect that there waz anyone
olsa on the island.

Private Tom Redwing marched
steadily across the ice towards the bank.
There was a grimn expression on  his
handsome faca. The jumior followed
him, alermed a little by his look. It was
evident that the real Leonard Clavering
had no love for his dead father's faithless
friend,

Sir Hilton's eyes glittered as the
soldier came up the bank, with the
Romovite of Greyfriars ot his heels. The
junior caught the soldier’s sleave.

“Hold on?* he muttersed. ¥ What

* Leave him to mo!”

The soldier shook off the schoolboy's
detaining hand, and strode towards the
angry baronet.

YT can seo

THE SIXTH CHAFPTER.
Thrashed !

IR HILTON POPPER jammed his
aveglass a littls more tightly into
his fiery eye, and star at the
voung goldier. The lad’s cool bear-

ing did not please the aristocratic baronet
it the least. The scldier halted within a
few paces of him, mecting his angry
glince with one of disdain.

“You shall be punished for this, my
w1 sard Sir IHilten, biting his Brey
motstacho savagely. * Your namet™
_ Theo seldier scanned him without reply-
ing,

“Do you hear mei’" thundered the
baronet, " Name, number, and regi
mont! Answer me at once!™

“¥ou are Sir Hilton Popper " said the
soldier at last. .

“I am; and you will sce me again at

our camp, my fine follow! Vou will
IY.\e taught to keep from trespassing on my
property.”

“1 am glad to see you, S Hiltep,”
gaid the soldier quiet?;.‘. “I've oiten
wanted to mect you, 1o tell you what [
think of you!”

“What—what ?"

“Yon are Captain
frimpd——"

“What !"" thundered the baroned, taken
guite aback,

The soldier’'s eves were gleaming now.

That he was the son of Captain Claver-
g, slain in battle on the Western Front,
the baronet had not the shghtest aus-
picion. DBut it was as the son of the dead
officer that the lad in khaki was speak-
inge.

“You wrote to Captain Clavering,
when e was in South America,” ho re-
sumed., “You wrged him and taunted
himi, though vou knew that the reason
he did vot return to England was that his
son would ba unprovided for in case of
his death. You made a promise—vaguo
enough, but undersiood as a promise—
that if Captain Clavering fell you would
aes that his orphan zon did not want., He
fell—-and how did you fulfil the trust?"
r:-l%;’r Hilton Popper staved blankly at the
soldicr,

Clavering's false

One Penny.

Ha could not epeak. ]

The unexpected nddress had qguite taken
his breath away. The baronct could only
stand and stare and gasp for breath.

“You refused even to eco the orphan,™
resumed the soldier, **You wrote to him
at the time when his heart was slmost
broken by the tervible loes he had
suffered, a cold, unfeeling leiter, plainly
showing that you regarded him as =
burden thrown upon vour hands which
vou would gladly have rid wvourself of.
You did not offer him a home or even a
kind word. You grudgingly agrced to
pay his fees at a school, 50 long as he
remained there without troubling you, or
making any eclaim upon you. You
scmmcﬁ'e] i

Sir Hilton Popper found his voiee.

“What? You—— DBy gad! Youim-
pertinent puppy !" he shouted, almost
foaming with race. By gad! I'll have

vou put in the colls for thial T'll lay my
whip about your shouldere—"

Hpe grasped the riding-whip slnoest con.
vulsively,

The soldier did not stir.

“Petter not " he paid.  “Tt 13 only
because you are old enough to be my
father that I do not thrash you like a
dog, a3 you deserve !

Slagh ! :

The enrapod baronet, unheeding,
loshed out with the whip. :

The soldier’s arm came up guickly, and
cnught the blow. An oxclamation of pain
left his hips.

Beiore the blow could be repeated—and
the baronet intended to repeat it—the lad
in kbaki had grasped him.

The riding-whip was torn from Sir
Hilton's hand, and the soldier’s leit hand
gra his collar and twisted bim round.

Then the whip rose and fell

Clavering of the Remove looked on
with mareg gves. Bot he did not speak.
He could not interfere—he would not
have been allowed to interfere.

Lash, lash, lash!

Sir Hilton Popper, mad with rage and
amazement, struggled furiously in the
g‘r;? of the lad in khaki.

ut he struggled i vain. o

The young soldier's left hand, grippin
his collar, held him as in a viee, while
the whip lashed and lushed ond lashed
again upon the baronet's shoulders and
broad back.

It was tha first time in his life that
Sir Hilton Popper had received a hotse-
whipping, th-:rugh doubtless not the firsk
time that he had descrved one.

His furipus exclamations changed to

velis of pain. .

He struggled mad‘!ﬁ, and all the time
the whip rose and fell, till he was foam-
ing a.mi] shrieking for mercy. :

“ For Heaven's sake, stop!” exclaimed
the Removite, in alarm,

The soldier pansed.

With a twist of his arm he flur

esping baronet away, and Sir

opper rolled in the frosty grass.

’lPIl:a- soldier threw the whip ont on the
frozen river.

Hea looked down at the baronet, writh-
g in the grass, and spitting out curses
and furious threats,

“That's what I've wanted fo giva
voul!" he said, between his  teeth.
“That's what fﬂll'\"ﬁ asked for, you
brute! VYou will think twice before vou
raige your hand again to a soldier of the
Liimg 1™

He turned on his heel

With 2 wave of the hand to the Grey-
friara junior he strode away down the
Lank, his brows still kintted, and disap-

_the
ilton

peared.

Sir Hilton Popper was still writhing in
tho prasa.

The Greviviars junior stood locking at

him helplessly. The sudden ecenc had
TEE M{mﬁn LIBRARYT—No, S22,
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nonplussed him, and he did not know
what to do.  He advaneed towards the
baropet at last, and offcred lim 2 hand
to rise.

Sir Hillen Popper etruck savagely at
his autstretchod lfmmi, and spurned it
away., Clavering of the Remove stepped
hack, reddening.

He understood that the bavonet would
never forgive
lns Litter honamileation.

Sir Hilton struggled to his fect at last,
panting, The junior wos moving away
along the towing-path, when Bir Hilton's
sHvage vowe rapped out:

4a Etl:.p 1!1

Tom Redwing turned back.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Casi Off!

HE baronet stood unsteadily, his
foce white now, panting. He
could hardly belicve the evidence
of his senses, That he, Sir-Hilton

Popper, connty magnale and great Iaredd-
owner, Justice of the peace, sad Tercific
Penjundvum, so to speak, had been horse-
whipped — aetually hiorsewhipped ! — and
by & sommon soldier! When such things
happened it was time for the skies to fall.
But for the smarting of the lash on his
shouldera, Bir ITilton would really have
thought that he had been the victim of
an hallucination,

Hia look was bitter as it dwelt on the
Greyiriars junior. The boy whom he
belicved to bhe Leonard Clavering had
witnessed his thrashing—and there was no
forgiveness for that.

“Bo these are the friends you make,
boy ¥ he ground out st last. * You
feave the school where I have placed you
to make friends with a dommon soldier !

The Greviviars junior flushed,

“"How dare you epetk of a soldier like
thal " he exclaimed.

“Wha-at?" stullercd the bavoneb.

"How dare yon, I say! "What would
hecome of you, and all like you, but for
the soldiers?” broke out Clavering, too
angry and dizgueted to measure his
words

Sir  Hilten fairly  stuttered.  Ilo
g’lulmud round for the whip, which had
heen used with such good cffect on his
own shoulders. DBut it was net to be
gpen—~which was porhaps fortunate foir
the junior. He could not have Liundled
the angry man as his soldier pal lad
done—even if there had been no other
congiderations.

" You j.'utm%‘ ragoul 1" oxelnimed Sir
Hilton furiously. “¥ou have [ecarned
this impertinence from the other young
ruffian. Is this the way vou sddress your
guardian—the only man whoso bounty
stands between you and begpavy 1

Clavering was etlent,

"I have had impertinence from Fou be-
fore, young Clavering!” resumed Sir
Hilton, glowering at him.  * This s
more than encugh. Take cave, or I will
cast you off, as you deserve! It wasz by
ne will of mine that you were thrown
upon suy hands,™

The junior still did net spealk.

“ Now, sinee thizs roffien iz o fricnd of
voirs, you doubtlees know who Lo s,
rud where he comea from,” continned Sir
Hilton. ** What iz his name "

No answer,

“His regiment 1"

Silence, . .

* Will you anawer my questions, Claver-
ing 1" roared the haronet. :

“1  ecannot,’”  answered the junior
gquietly, * ¥ou want to have him
puished, 1 I-L:Il{l'ﬁ‘r thal, "!!rml ciulnot ex-
pect me to zive infermation againsk my
friend i

*Your
done ! .

Tue Macxer Lisnart—No, 522,

friend, after what he has

him for having witnesscd

“You stroek Lim first 7

“Struck him first ! repeated the
harenct, almost dazedly. “Bo yon jushify
the young ruffian in what he has done—
in an asawt uwpon your benefactor!
Take cave I

Clavering held his tongue. i

“ You have been complaining to him of
my treatment, from what the ruffinn
ewid,” continued the bavonet.  *'What
does he hoow of the matters he referred
to, but from vour complaints and mis
represcutations T

Clavering smiled shightly.

“Be it 12 & laughing malter to youl”
exclaimed Sir Hilton furicusly. “ Well,
I command you, boy, to give me his
name ! Will you give it¥"

e P\Iﬂ !"?‘

“Where can T find him 7"

“ Hefore long where you are not likely
to po and look for him!” retorted the
juniocr. ** At the Front!"™

Sir Hilton gasped.

“Take care—take care! This from the
bt‘F{_‘,‘ﬂI‘ I have befriended ' ;

*1 am no beggar,” said the junior
calmly, ““What little you gave you
pave grudgingly, and I asked vothing of
you, and I ask nothing now.™
| The baronet made a stride towards
wm,

Tont Redwing backed away.

But the gleam in his eyes showed so

lainly that he would return Mow for

low, if he veceived ane, that the enraged
man paused, He was aching all over
from the eastigation he had reccived.

“For the last time,” he eaid hoarsely,
“1 order you to tell me that man's name
and resiment, so that I can report him
to lus commanding-officer !

“1 will not?”

“Then,™ said Sir Hilten Popper, be-
tween his teeth, “from thiz moment you
are noething to mwe! You were thrown
upen my hands against my will. I wash
my hands of you. Go your way, and
mako no clgim b mo in future [

The Greyfriars junior smiled contemp-
tuously.

“71 am quite willing to do that," he
answoered. " In any case, I should be
leaving Greylriars soon.™

It was vpon the schoolboy's lipe: to tell
the whole truth—that the lad who had
thrashed the baronet was m reﬂ]it.{}' his
ward, the son of the man he had failed
to keep faith with, But he held back the
words, 'That secret was not to be told

vef,
" Sir Hilton Popper waved his hand,

“¥ou ecan go, then, I shall write to
Dvr. Locke, and inform him that I have
cast you off, and that after the present
torm's fees are exhausted I shall lij-ag,'
nothing further for you,  As for that
young scoundrel, T shall find him, I
shall punish him. Gol™

‘u'.'itiuut % word the junior torned and
walked away. ]

The Laronet strode inte the 'woods,
ITuming.

=
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Clavering did not look back. Hoe
walked away in the dirvection of Grey-
friavs, troubled in mind. The guarrel
with the baronet did not distress him,
Thut mattered little. But he was anxi-
ons for his soldier friend—the brave-
hearted lad whom he liked aud respected.
He wondered whether Sir Ilton would
succoed in  trecking Frivate Redwin
to Wapshot Camp, and whether the C.0.
would listen to the ij_gr:,.- man's ¢om-
plaints. Surely the soldier lad was safe;
purcly no man in the King's uniform
could be expected to take a blow withont
avenging it upon hiz insulter! But the
JUnlor was Anxionag.

As for himself, he was cast off!  He
smiled ot the thought. Already it had
been borne in upon his mind that he
could not remnin at Greyfeiars, Much as
lie loved the old schiool, much as he hed
learned to like his friends there, he felt
that it could not continue, The deccp-
tion, such as it was, was innocent enoy
—at least, in intention. He was wrong-
ing no one, But it was a deception, and
it must lead in the long run to deceit and
teickery—angd that, he was determined,
ghould never be

After the river-bank was deserted
Blinner & Co. appeared from the thicketa
on the island, and elid across the ice to
the shove, :

Thev were greatly excited. They had
witnessed the horsewhipping of the
baronct, and enjoyed it excm;din?l_:.r. 1t
made them, in fact, feel guite friendly
towards the unknown acldier, Dot to-
wards Clavering their intentious were a3
hostile a3 ever. And now they hiad him
in their power !

“Whaut a yarn for the school o hear
grinned Skinuer, as they sauntered home

(B

to Civeyiriars.  *The blessed spoofer
won't Le able to ecrawl out of this—
what $

“Smithy can't help im this time "
grinned Snoop.

“No fear? ;

“Let's get in!” said Bkinmer, with a
chortle. ' We'llhave it all over the school
by the time Smithy comes in! Ha, ha !

And the three yvoung rascals buocried
on to Greyfriars,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Betrayed !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. rame
back as the dusk was folling,
ruddy and tifed from their lonpg
run up the frozen river, and in

reat spirits.  As they came into the
‘chool House, carrying their skates, Billy
Bunter met them, with a fat grin bin his
face, and several juniors glanecd rather
curionaly at Vernon-Smith. Some of the
fellews had been &uzﬂed by his lowal
championship of the new junior, for
Smithy wae not the kind of fellow to form
hasty friendzhips, or, indesd friendships
at all. DBut Harold Bkinner's yarn,
alteady spread in the Remove, accounted
for what had mystificd them.

Clavering of the Remove was in his
study, little dreaming of the oxcited dis-
cussion that was going ‘on below, As
vet he knew nothing of Skinner’s epying
on the island. )

“1 say, you fellows—"" began Billy
Bunter,

“ Falle, halle, hallo! You never eame
out with thcse sketes!" exclaimed Bob
Cherry. :

“There weren’t any skates in yove
study, vou beast!”

{30 hon '™

“1 agav, rou fellows, have you heard

“I've heard that it's tea-time,” re-
marked Harey Wharton,  “Come on,
vou fellows |¥

“Haven't vou heard abeout Claver-
ing 7 exclaiimed Bunter,



Every Monday.

“Iallo, Clavering again! What yaun
have vou got hbld of this time?" ex-
claimed Johnny Bull grufity,

“T told you all along that the fellow
was o spoofer ¥ choriled Bunter triom-
phantly. T Lnew he was no clase! The
cad EET“EEd to cash a postal-order for
e !

“Is that ¢vidence against him " asked
Nugent.  “I rather think that proves
that all the Remove 13 no class, too,™

*0Oh, 1‘::3“3:'[, Nugent! TDon’t you
 understand?  It's come out mow !” snid
" Dunter., *‘His real name’s known!™

The Boander started viclently.

“ What do you menn, you fat fool?"” he
exclaimed, seizing Bunter by the shoulder
and shaking him angrily.

i Ym*ﬂ-u{:g " roared Bunter.

! ﬁ;iil:_at do you mean, you silly por-

18

“Yow.ow! Don’t sh-sh-shake mo lika
that, you beast ™ howled Bunter. *If
yvou make my gig-gig-zlasses fall off=—
Yow-aw 1"

-Bhake, shaka!

“You'll have to p-p-pay for them—
Yaroooh !”

“PDan't burst him, Smithy ! chuckled
Bob Cherry. “It's only ancther of his
fat-headed varns.™

“It ian't!” howled Bunter,
vou the chap’s name is known!
ow "

“Well, what's lus name, then " asked
Wharten, langhing, “Is ho the Crown
Prince of Prossia in dizguise ¥

“Yow-ow! His name's Redwing !
yelled Bunter.

“ What 1"

“Tom Redwing 1" hooted Bunter, jerk-
ing himself away from the Bounder, and
Llinking at him furiously, * And Smithy
knew it all the time! Smithy's been
helping him {o spoof the school 1™

The Bounder stood rooted Lo the floor,

The Famous Five locked at him in
wonder, o

¥There's nothing 1n that, T suppose,
Bmithy 7" asked Harry.

“1 tell
Yow-

“The nothingfulness 13 terrvific ! said

Hurree Singh, with a sheke of the head.

The Bounder did not speak.

“Bmithy  lknows!” hooted Dunter.
“That's why he stood up for the spoofer
—hecsuse he's Tom Hedwing !

“Why atrould Smithy stand up for him
if he's o gpoofer ?” grunted Johnny Dull.

“Peeruse Redwing saved his lifo when
he was wroeked at Hawkschiff ™ said

Bunter triumphantly. *“That's the
reaenn i’ -
“Redwing I said Wharton, “Tom

Redwing ! Why, that's the name-of the
fellow who rescoed son at Hawkselif,
werks age, Smithy, when your boat went
down 1"

Vernon-Bmith nodded without speak-
mg. His foee was pale now,  More than
once e had fended off danger from the
junior who had come to Greyiriars under
another's name, byt the game was ovi-
dently up now. _

“1 say, you fellows, somebody ocught
to toll the Hond ! geinned Bonter. * Hao
pught ta be shown up, you know! An
awinl spoofer ! The real Clavering is at
Wapshot! He's joined the Colonrs!”

“zanmnon !

“It'e true! Bmuhy koows, foo!”

“Whoe told yon inal yaen, you fal
iiot ¥ snapped Johony Buil.

“Bhiuner ! He heard "em ¥ grinned
Bunter.  “Skinner heard Mlavering—I
mean, Redwing—talking to the soldier
on the island—the real Clavering ! Itffs
all out now 1"

“Oh, the spying ead IV muttered the

Bounder,

“A fellow wha would spy and lisien
would tell lies!™ said Harry Wharton
contemptuousty, 1 dou'b believe o word
of ig1™

“Is true !
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i1 Rah !.“

The Famous Five went upstairs, with
Ecimﬁ aud Tem Brown, The Boundex
followed them slowly, his brows knitted.

In the Remove passage Harry Wharton

t'Ll].'&)ml tg the Bounder.
Iz there anything in that yarnm,
Smithy " he asked divectly, “You

know whether there is or not.’

“ Botter ask Clavering,” answercd the
Bounder; and he went on te Ne¢o 1l
He found Clavering alome there, im-
mersed in his hooks,

Harry Whavton & Co. went into No. 1
to tea, much rplexed.,  They liked
Clavering, and hitlrerto had refused to
heten to the whispers about him. Dot
1t was easy to eee that there was now
| something more than # slanderous whis-
per due to Skinner's malice.

“What on earth does 1t mean?"” said
Bob Cherry. *Clavering seems a decent
gort. Ile can't be an impostor, can he "’

“Blesaed if T know ! confeseed Whar-
ton. “Hallo, Skinner!”

Harold Skinner grinned into the study.

One Penny. 9

slowly, "I you've really got anyihing
to sav, maﬁr.hmg more than your rotten
malice, Bkinner--cxeuse iy speaking
plainky.”

“T know the fellow'sa name!™ anpd
Skinner. He's Tom Redwing, n sailor’s
zon, and he lived ot HawkschfE till guite
lately. Smithy knows 1t, beeause it's the
same Tom Rodwing that pulled lim out
of the sea. That’s why he’s stood up for
the spoefer, and prevented Ionsonby

from giving him away. That's how the
initials 7T, I’ ¢ame to be in lia
Horace.”

* Hawkacliff,” murmured Nogent, re-
collecting,  “ He wouldn't come with us
the day we were going to Hawkscliff.”
He paused.

Wharton frowned.

“He's got to be shown up,” pursned
Bkinner, “and he's gol lo get out of the
school. We don't want swindling
impostors here ! We—"

“Horry to interrupt.™ Nugent minor

of the Second looked in. “Is Clavering
about ™
¥
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Trouble in the Remove-room ! (Jce Chapter 11.)

Yy

“Waiting for you to come in, dear
boy,” he said. *There's a job for you,
ag captain of the Remove, Wharton™

“Well ¥ rapped out Wharton,

“Clavering, you know——-F""

“{lan't you give Clavering a rest?”
snapped J-:imn}r Bull.

“NWo, fear !" anewered Skinner coolly.
“T've got my duty to do. YWhen a fel-
low comes to Greyiriare in a fulse name
it's & chap's duty to shaw him up!
suppose you fellows don't hold with a fow
cad coming hece, passing himself off as
a gentleman’s son, under an assumed
name "

“That deseviption file yon, Skinher

exeepting for the assumed name!™ gaid
Johtny Bull, in his slow way.

Skinner scowled angrily.

“TI'm not talking to you, Balll ID'm

tulking ta Wharton! Wharton's hound
te take this up, os eaptain of the Fovm.
1 want the fellow called up before all the
Remove, to face me, and answer e, if
he dares!” )

“That's right enough,” said Wharton

e DICTRT R

said Bkinner. “Is he

“In his stady,™
wanted ¥

“Head wante him.”

Skinner whistled ga the fag went on upe
the paseage.

“Looks as if it's out " he remarked,
“Tf the Head's sent for him, 1t's pot out,
I should sny.”

“Well, now get out yourself I' growled
Bob Cherry., ' Whutever Cluvering may
be, he's & :{mttfr chap than you arve, any
day. And if he's the fellow who risked
his life to save Bmithy, he's a line chap,
andd 1'd say eo anywhere 1™

“He's & swindler "

“0Oh, get out!"

Bob pushed the cad of the Bemove oud
of the study, and slammed the door after
him. Bob's rugeced face was troubled,

“FI suppose thore's something in
this, you fellows)” he said, looking at his
choms, " Dut—Dbut it's not faie to be
down on Clavering till a fellow’s hcazd
what he has to eay for himself. “There
may be some-—eome explanation. Snnthy
wouldut have backed lum up if he

Tur Magxer Liprany—No. 528,




10 THE BEST 4°- LIBRARY I@~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 40 LIBRARY. "i1¢"

waen't square, And Skinner's down om

him not because he's a spoofer, but be-
causas  he's  decent—that's  Skinner’s
atyle."”

“The csteemed Dob speaks with nne
peual commen-sensefulness,”  remarked
the MNabeb of Bhanipur. ‘'"As the
esteemed and ludicrous political bigwigs
gay, let us wait and sce.” .

And the chums of the Remove decided
to wait and sec; and meanwhile they bad
ted.

- THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Before the Head !

ERNON-8MITII'S brow  was
‘.ﬂ" sombre as he entered Clavermg a
atudy. Buet the new jumor
grected him with a smile. The

events of the afterncon had lifted a
weight from Clavering’s mind; and,
gave for his anxicty for his soldier [riend,
he was feeling 2 sensc of relicf, 5

#Do you know what's happened?
asked the Dounder abruptly.

“What is it, theni” ]

“1gkinner apied on you this afterncon,
and he knows the whole game—and he
has told the whole Remove !™

Clavering started.

#The cad !” he mutiered.

“He's & rotten cad!” growled Vernon-
Smith. “But the fact remains, I'm
afraid the game’s up, Clavering."

To the Bounder’s surprise, the new
junior only smiled. :

“You don't geem to mind that?” ex-
claimed the Bouunder, in amazement.

“The game's up, anyway,” said
Clavering quietly, [ saw Sir Hilton
Popper Lhis afterncon. The mldmr_chag
—you know whe I mean—horsewhip
him, and I was thore. Sir Hilton has
rast mo off. I att not to remain at Grey-
friars in anv case, And—I'm sorry to go,
but I'm glad it's coms to an end! I
itn::—nldu*}_ have played the game out much
Ongoer.

The Bounder looked thoughtful.

“That scitlea it, with & vengeance,”
he said slowlr. *But—it mayn’t be
necersary for you to leave Greyfriars, old
follow. You might stay—in your own
“ﬂm{l,}’

“Not likely !™ paid Claveriug, laugh-
ing.

“I mean, my pater would &ca you
through,” said the Bounder eagerly, "1
told my father, of course, about you—
about your saving my life at Huowksclifl.
He's boen trying to find you ever since.
e's got & man now i:‘é]m'rin after Tom
Redwing of Hawkselif. He would be
glad to sce you through—and he would

nat g_md e 1t like old Poppoer. Let me
tell him the whole story, kid—-"
“You're awfully good,” said Claver
ing gratefully, "{uut it can't bo done,
Smithy. I c¢ould not take alms; and
that's what it amounts to.”
“ But—-~"

“TI know what you're thinking. Sir
Hilton Poppar has paid a term’s feea for
me here grudgingly, aud I allowed that,
But it's different, The fees were paid for
Clavering, and I took Clavermg’a place,
at his own request. It was a good turn
for him, and a good turn for me. Even
sn, I felt that it could not last. [ kuow
vou meoan kindly, Bmithy, but it's im-
posatble. 1 can go back to what I came
From.”

“ Buat—hpt—"

Tho door wag thrown o
Bounder was imterrupted.
put Lis head into the study.

“Heatd wanis you, Clavering!”

“AL right.”

Nugent minor went his way, .whistiing.
Clavering stood for some moments in
thought.
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U Haa Skiuner been to the Ilead, I
wottder #*' he muttered. .

“Hardly. Dui—the yarn is all over
the school, it seems, and it may have gob
to Dr. Tocke™ :

“Well, it's only a little sooner. I in-
tended to make a fnish next week, when
my friend iz in the draft for the Front.
But I've thought that out. After that
horsew hipping, Sir Hilton in't likely to
trouble lis head abont Leonard,  Mr,
Shepherd couldn’t interfers without his
authorits. Leonurd Clavering  isn't
likely fo he taken out of the Army this
time."”

“Then vou'll tell the Flead?"

“T1 suppose so, though it looks as if
he knows already.”

Clavering made his way to the Head's
etudy witlhh a thoughtful wrinkle in his
brow, Il¢ was [eegling much lighter of
heart  now  that the strange state of
affairs was coming to an eﬁmf

-He was stared at on all sides o5 he went
downstaira, .

With Skinner's accusation fregh in
their minds, the Remove feollows woere
eenly interested in Clavering, and
wondering how he would take if.

“Hallo, hore's RHedwing!™ ralled out
Sncop.  And there was a laugh,

“What price boats this afternoon?”
squeaked Billy Bunter.

“ Al hands on deck!” grinned Btott.
“Beloy there !

“Ha, hu, ha!” .

The sailorman’s son fushed slightly,
but he deither locked to the right nor
to the left, but went ateadily on. ’

Heo tapped at the Head's door, leaving
the excited juniors in a buzz behind him.
Dr. Locke's desp voice bade him cnter.

Clavering's step was frm as he entered
tho Hpad's study.

Dr. Locke's face was very grave., A
lotter lay on his desk bLefore him. His
lance was very severe ag it rested on

lavering.

“I preaume Fou know why I have
sent for voul"” he said, in a stern voice.
Clavering’'s colour decponed a lLittle.
“I think I can guess, eir,” he

answered, i a guiet veice.

““Thiz note haz been zent to moe by
hand from Sir Hilton Popper,” said the
Head, with a gesture to tﬁa letter on his
desle. "1t eppears that vou have failed
f;'lmi.'-’jiﬂ.ﬂ with the reapect
&

due to him, Chavering,™
wick breath., It

The Eu:]iﬂi‘ drew a
was only a complaint from the baronot
to enswer for now, 1t

that he had
svemed.  Bkinner’s story was not known
tor the Head.

““8Bir Hilton fellsme that he hascast you
off. amd that he wilt be no loenger re-
sproisible for your maintenance at Grey-
friard,” saicl the ITead, Lknitting his
brows. " Your offence must have been
very sovious, Clavering.”

“May T ooxplain, sic?”

“T am watting for von to do so.™"

g h 0.

I was o witneas to Sir Hilton bein
Liovsewhipped by a soldier whom ke ha
insulte,” said the junior firmly. “1
have comnitied no other offence—that
Sir Hileon knows of, at any rate ™

“Ilesa my soul!”  exclaimed Dr.
Locke, ki astouishment.

There was a pause.

“This is—is extroordinavy,” said the
Head at last, *“Of course, it iz my in-
tention to communicate with Sir Hilton,
and point out to him that he can scarcely
throw sou aside, as you have no other
regoULoEE—

“I beg vou pot to de so, sirl” ex-
clatmed the junior.

“1t is my duty, Clavering. I connot
gond vou away from Greyiriars to face
the world alone, at vour early age.——

“T have s confession to make, sir,™
muttercd the junior,

The Head looked at him sharply.

“Proceed!™ he said. ;

“ My name is not Clavering, sit—"

Wit ?"

“T pm not Sic Hilton's waed 1"

“¥You—you are not Sir Hilton's
ward!” repeated the Head dazedly.
“Your name i3 not Clavering! Have
you_taken leave of your senses?”

“No, siv! My name is Tom Redwing,
and T am the son_of & sailor!” .

There was a silence, the Head staring
at the calm, guiet junior in utter amaze-
ment.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Confession !

OM REDWING stood silent, wait.
I ing for the Head to speak. His
face woa a little pale now, but
calm. . )
Dr, Locke found his voice at lazt,
“Clavering! Are you mad?”
“I have told you the truth, rir.”
“But thiz iz incredible!” exclaimed
the Head. " Do you dare to tell me that
rou are an impostor—a lawless swindler,

“%?1‘ [l - +
e junior crimsoned.

“ Mo, sir! I have done wrong, I fear;
but it did not seem like wrong when I
did it. May I tell you how it happened?”

“*1 command you to do so!” ;

“J—I am the son of a sailorman, sir,
and I have lived most of my life »t
Hawkscliff, about ten miles from here.
I—1—"—Clavering’s _colour deepened
—*T—] suppose I had .ideas above m
station. It was always my greatest wis
to educate myself—to %ﬂt the advantages
that poor boys can’t often get. I had a
little help sometimes, and I worked hard
in my cabin at study, That is how I
came te be able to take my place in a
Form here as a Greyiriars fellow. 1
was the only sailor-lad in Howkacliff who
knew any Latin or French, I-—I alwga.is
hoped, in a way, that a chance might
turn up: but I never expected it till I
met Leonard Clavering.™

He paused. ]

The Head waas watching the handsome,
flushed face keenly, but he did not spesk,

“We met In a tran, sir.” resumed
Redwing., *I was returning from = job
in the country, Clavering was cornng to
Graviviars. We got talking, and we mada
# bargain. Clavering did not want to
come to school—he wanted another kind
of life—and I would have given anything
for his chance of spending some terms
at Greyiriars. It seemed foir enough to
make an exchange when both of us
wanted it—it harmed no one,”™

‘i Blesa my zoul!” murmured the Head.
“T1 rerpormbor Mr. Shepherd told me that
Leonard Claveripg had once run away
while in hiz charge to join the Colours,
Is it possible that—— But go on!”

“Wea came to an agreement, sir.
Clavering gave me his clothes, his books,
his name. I came to Greyfriars in his
place, leaving him free to follow his own
way. I saw no harm in it—neither did
he., But—but afterwards——"

“ Aftorwards, I presume, you realised
that vou had been gnilty of a decep-
tion?” exclumed the Head.

“I—I did not foresee it all, sir. 1
thought it a [alr exchange. But—bat
afterwards I found thera wore difh
enltiea; but I never willingly deceived
anyone. I came to the conclusion that
it could uot go on: and yet "--the
junior’s voice fultered a listle--"1 did
not want fto leave Greyfriors. J—I
wanted to stay—I wanted it so much!
But—" IIg broke off.

“Yau have scen Clavering since?™

“¥oea, sir. And it woas agreed that T
should be free to give up the part I
was playing as soon as it was too late for
him to be interfered with in his new life,
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Tt is too late now, and go I intended to
tell wou all.

The Head frowned.

“I conclude, Clavering—I mean, Red-
wing—that that foolish boy has earried
ont his reckless desive to jum the Colours
at his early age?”

The jumior was silent.

“And, by vonr saying that it is too
lste for him to be interfered with, L can
only eonclude that he is in a draft for
the Front?” went on the Head.

No answer.

“You need not spealr, Redwing—it is
quite clear! "This must be stopped! 1
ehall communicate with Siv
Fopper at once, and he will take steps Lo
remove the boy from the Army.”

Tom Redwing amiled slightly.

“ He will not, sir, I am certain of that,
or I should not have spolien until to-
morrow, "

“Why should he not, Redwing ¥

“ Breause it was Clavering who horse.
'n'hlmrlr*d i this aftornoon 17

“What?”

*Clavering resented Sir Hilton's treat-
ment of his father and of hinself.” Tom

He-dwin]g"s eves gleamed. 8w Hilton
acted lke a pgrudging, hard-hearted
brate!™

“Poy "

It 15 true, giv. He undertock to take
care of Captain Clavering’s son if he foll
m the war—amd on that promise v,
(Glavering came home from South
America and joined. He trusted his son
te Sir Hilton. You know, as well s
anyong, how the man fulfilled the trust.
Cufrtam Clavering did his dety—but Hiv
Hilton did not do his. What little be
did he grodged.”

The Mead was silemt. Ho was well
wware of the truth of that. He hod had a
strong opinion of the baronet's ling of
conduct himself, thoungh he had not ex-
pressed 1t to Sir Hilton,

“They met to-dav,” continued Red.
wing. Y Sir Hilton, without knowin
who Clavering wae, ingulted him, an
struck  him  with  his  riding-whip.
Clavering did what any fellow would
have done—he took the whip away and
thraghed him with it.  After that, I am
fquute certain that Sir FMilton will not
take the trouble to remove him from the
Army, when he kvows that he is there.
Even 1f he did, it would be too late.
But he will not.”

“Nless my seul ! murmnred the per-
plexed headmaster,

There wasz a pausc.

“#I—=I hope you will forgive me, sir,”
went on Redwing, in a low voice, *J—I
suppose it must scem to vou that I have
done wrong ”

“¥ou have assuredly

wing."

“I never meant to, sir! I agrecd to
the bargain with Clavering, and it never
gecurred (o cither of us that there was
anything really wrong in it. What Le
gave me wae his to give, if he choso—-
we thought =0, ot least, By accepting his
offar T made it possible for him to do
what he wantoed—] thought it 2 fair ox-
chunge. T know, of course, that I mnust
l!-{l'-;'_n Greylrines now, 1 am ready to

done  wrong,

“Are you not aware, Tedwing, that
you have broken the lnw by coming here
under an assumed name 77

The junior stavied,

“1 was pot awace of that, sip! T
karmed no one.” '

The Head smiied slightly.

. The law does not always take cog-
nisance  of good intentions, Redwing,
However. T aeauit you of any intentienal
wrongdoing.,  Thiz is o very extra-
erdinary etory. You cannot, of course,
remain at Creyieiars,  Bat I shall sce
vou later on that subject. You will not
leave vntil yon vecpive my permission,”

Hilten |
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“Very well, air”

“Meanwhile, I mus! communicate at
once with Sir Hilton Popper, so that he
may take what measures he decins fit
with regard to his ward. You may go.”

The junior left the etudy, and the Head
tock up the telephone-recetver. In a fow
minutes hie was through to Popper Conrl.

“What—what—what ja 1t pramn 2
testy vaoice over the wires.

“This b Gresfooes-
speaking.”

”ﬁ.i:!g Vou have received my nete?”

“Yes, Bir Hilton.”

BT troet, gir, thet you have no fwden-
tion of wmakine souw appeal 1o me on be-
wfoof that rasealiy boy. T shal! be deplf

[e, Tocke

8 ]

“That iz vot my intention,” suid the
Head drilv, “T have just received o vers
remarkable explanation from the bor ven
have enpposed to be vour wawd, Hie
Hilton.™

“Bupposed ! Rupnoccd ! What Jdo von
moan ¥ '

“You are aware, Bir ihton,  that
Captain Clavering’s eon oue: ran away
to the Colours—he desired very much o
berome o soldier——~? '

:; Yug, vea! WWhat of it 59
all.’

“Huhi™

“The bor you supposed fo lw your
ward, sir, is pot an rcality Leonand
Clavering. Clavering seems to have in
duced bim to come here undes that name
m_ order to make it secure for him to
join the Army unsuspected,”™

“ Begad !

“The real Clavering, T learn. is now
. seldier—in fact, a young soldier whaon.
I understand, vou met this ufternoon.”

Y What ¥ voared Bir Iilton over the
WY s,

“8o this hoy informs me."

“Tho — the voung scoundrel  whe
ﬁsaaultml me !’ apluttered Sir” ilton,

That, you tell me, is the :on of Caplain
Clavering #

“It appoara zo.*

“Then the boy I have supposed to be
my ward 8 an impostor—a rascallv jui-
postor ! Ab! I understand now why he
refuged to luke an, allowanee from me--
he did not dare to earry the impostiree
to the cxtent of theft ! "Well, sir, 1 re-

commend  you to give the voune
scoundre] o flogging, and turn Lin out of
the echool on the Dnstant!”

. T waa not asking advice on that end-
Ject, Sir Hiton," said the Moad drily.
"I have to inform yvou thot vour ward
1& now with the Colours, aud if ven wish
b take any mensures, there is no time to
be lost——"

'I;thrrn whs a stiort on the telephone.

"I gather that the hoy is now wmder
ordors f‘f‘-r the Fromnt,” continned the
HE:*I There 12 therefore Little time

“Huyh i*

“Mr. Bhepherd, bis former tulor, In-
tervenedd on the previous oecasion umder
authority of Clavering's father, Now he
can only do g0 with your snthority, ns the
bhoy's — goardian.  Unless  vont  take
meazsres, therefove, Clavering will cep-
tainly go to the Front,”

:: I:L"f. him go, sir " resped the Baronet,

: You do not desire to intervens ™

‘Intervenc in faveur of the vonne
seolndrel who assaulted me on my ewn
ogtate " spluttered the baressd, = Tt
him go, sir! T cast him off. T rofusc 1o
skir ﬁ,‘fingm‘ for him. He may come {o
beg his Dread, but if he camo to e T
would have him tarned fram oy door
Igl-nf*“u beggar. That i all T bave to sy,
ELT .
“Yon make your meaning guite plain,
Sir Hilkon.  Yen do not wish me to
make any offort -—*

“Yon witl da s upen your owio pe-

It appears that he has done -0 after;

Bﬂ. Pﬂlﬂ!’.

sponsibility, sie ! I refuse fo stir a finges
in the matter 1"

“Uponn my eown rresponsibility, of
eonrge, I can do nothing, I have no
right to interfere ™

“And 1 have no wish!™ came the
growhing reply. * The boy was thrown
upon my hands against my will; and, by
gueh, he hae assanlted me—me ! Let him
go, sr. Let him go {0 the deneo. Az
fop the ather soung rascol, I recommend
o to give him an charge of the police.

with my hands of the whele matter,”

And with that Sir Hilton rang off,

1]

rvldentiy dmirin% ~to hear  nothing
further on the subject. The Iead re-
placed  the receiver.  There was &

thoughtfnl froven npon bis kind ol face.

Leonard Clavering was destined to re-
et a #eldicr -4he King's khaki. Sie
Hiitem Popper was the only one who
cottld intervene, and e refused to do so.
Bt the ather? Tom Redwing's strange
vob straightforward story had moved the
Head, What wag fo lecome of the
gwilormar’s son who had so quecrly come
to Ur{‘}'[rfri e’ i

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Skinner"s Reward |

il ERE'S Redwing !

Skinner ralled eut the words
with a chuekle as Tom—sao long
known as Clavering of the Re-

move-—entered the Common-room.

Fhe Bennder came b with him. It
was plain that Herboert Vernon-Smith was
sticking 1o the new jumior, right or
Wrong, _thr:.:-ugh thick and tlan,

edwing's face war calm cnough, even
as fifty pairs of eyes turned npon him in
wenicher and curiosity,

The Femons Five were in the Clom-
mon-roont. Most of the Remove and the
Fuourth were there,

All eyes were on the now junior,

“Heave-ho, my  hearties ! chortled
Snoop. “You chape remember how he
usud to say * Ay, a¥. sir !’ to Quelehy in
clags, I wonder we nrver gurssed then.”

“ 8o he did, by Igum I remarked Bol-
SOVET Imajor. bgin to think that
even Skioner ia telling the truth this

timoe. "
“I pguess it's a cineh,” remarked
Fisher T Fish. '

Harry Wharton & Clo. were locking st
Redwing, bt they did not aponk.
were feeling extremely unconfortable,

Lord Mouleverer, the dandy of the
Hoemaove, addressod -him.

“Clavering, dear boy, why don't yon
unch Skinner's nese?  I'd have done it
or you if it wnsn't too much fag.™

“Ie knows he's bowled out,” sneered
Bkinner. “T've chown him up to all the
school as a swindler. ™

“That's a lie 1" said Redwing quictly,

“The whopperfulnesa is terrifie,” said
Hurree Sangh. T am sure that there is
no swindlefulness, *

S Thank wou!" said the new junior,
with n sannle.

“Look Lere, Clavering
Harry Wherton abruptly.  “Veu know
what's being said asbout wou. Yoeu'd
better answer it. for your own eake.™

T don’t mind.™

“8BRinner econfesses tn having played
the sneaking spy this afternoon—:°

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

“He saye he listencd to you talking to
A soldicr chap. I ¢an believe that of
Ekinner.  He wonld——"

“Look here, Whartop—"
Skinner furionsly.

“Oh, shut up!” said the captain of
the Remove disdainfully,  *“On vour awn
showing you acted Lle n #py ond an
cavesdropper.”

. It was justifiable to show wp a spoof-
ing awindirr."
TEe MacxEr Lisrary—No, 522,
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“It's never justifiable to act like a
eowardly spy, and vou know it I
thought vou'd had a lesson about that.
Buot lessons arve wasted on you. Whether
vyou've found ont the truth or not, you've
disgraced the Remave!” retorted 'Whar-
ton., ‘" And whatever Clavering may be,
I konow ho wouldn't do such a thing as
you did. "

*Hear, hear!” chuckled Bob Chevry.

Lok him answer it!" hissed Skinner,
“Let him say il's vot tene. T tell you
Teanard Oswald Clavering 13 a soldier w
Wapshaot, and tlus [ellow Bedwing came
here under bis npme, Bmithy knew it all
the time, awd he dove not deny it

Vernon-8mith sct hiz lips hard.

“Let him answer ! howied &noop.

“I'm ready to answer,” said Redwing.
“But first of all let 8kinner anawer. He
savs he was on the island and heard mo
talking to a soldier this afternoon.”

“¥oes, Idid”

“ 1 did not see yon there.”

“¥You admit you were there ¥ grinned
=1 aop.

“Yos, T admit I was there,” saul the
junior calmly. *But T did oot aee any
of vou three. Were you in heding #7

“Maturallv,” said Skinner.

“Natoraliy {or you, perhaps !’
Bolsover major.

*And how did you know T was going
to meet a soldier on the island this after-
noon ! continued Clavering.  * Yon
wont thera to spy and hsten, How did
you khow {7

Skinner was silent.

“Yes, that's a fair question,' said
Ilarry Wharton., *“Clavering certainly
unever told yvou so that vou could go and
spy, Bkinner. How did you now¥"

“There's only one way he conld have
known,” said the new junior conternptu-
ously. “¥osterday I had a letter from
my friend making the appoiotment.
Bkinner must have spied into that letter,”

wik Ph:.:‘ W !.1
T fownd it on the rack when I came
in,” continued Bedwing., *L burnt it
mumediately after reading it. Skinner
did not see it after I had opened it. It
was on the rack some hours before I came
i, Skinner hag ecalled me some pretty
names. What do you think of a ifcllow
who takes another fellow’'s letter gecretly
angd reads it?"

“Did you do that, Skinner?"” asked
Harry Wharton very guietly.

Skinner's face was pale now. Snoop
and Stott looked rather alarmed, and
BLilly Bunter rolled behind Bolsover
major, as if to get ont of sight,

“Well, Skiuner?”
Y11 didntt—"
inglv,

D%lh':r uttered an exclamation,

“Bunter ! Bet you it was Bunter ! ITe
was messing about with the letters yes-
torday, I remomber. Ele said he'd got
hiz postal-order at last, and I know jolly
welt he hadn't, cither !

“Oh!™ gasped Buuter. “0h, realls,
you know—-""

“He took a letter out of the rack,”
said  Ehelk Russell, “1 saw  him. I
thought it was his own.  Bug we sll
Lkuow Buanter,™

And Temple of the Fourth chimed in e

“¥ou bot! We were standing by the
rack, aml he sent us off to the Cloisters
with a warn that Coker was ragging a
¥aurth-Form chap there. There was no-
body there. ¥le was just clearing us off
to steal Clavering's letter.™

#1=T say. vou fellows——""

“You fat toad ! reared Bob Cherry.
“Did vou open another chap's letter?
Where are you going, Bunter *»

“I—T've got to take some lines io
Mosson I gasped Dunter, rolling lur-
rivdly towards the door,
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gnorteed

maicdd Bkinner halt

Bob Cherry rushed after him, grasped
hiz collar, and swung him back.

“ Mossoo can wait & bit,” he remarked.
“Now, then, did you get a postal-order
yesteplay, you fat spoofer ™

“¥Yes” goaped Bunter.

“ VWhere is it, then ¥ o

“I—L've spent it. I—I cashed it with
Mra, Mimblo—m-"

“Right-ha! Cut off to the shop,
Franky, and asle Mrs. Mimble whether
Bunter cashed a postal-order vesterday.™

“Hold on!” stammered Bunter, *l1—

I mean I dicdn't cash it with Mre.
Mimble 1™

““ Ha, ha, ha!”

*¥You mean von never had one?™

growled Bob.

“Yoe.o.09," starmmered the Owl of ths
Femove, “L-t-that's what 1 meant to
zay all along, old chap 1

*And it was Claveriig's letter vou took
from the rack ¥

H Nmmuo !

“ Why did you zend Temple away with
a whopper, then ¥

[T didn't.”

“What?""  shouted Cenil
Temple,

“l=I mean I did!" gasped the dis-
maved Gwl,

“You fat porker! said Petor Todd.
“Tlell the truth, if vou can. Bkinner
asked vou to tea vestorday, so it's pretty
clear whe put you up to stealing the
letter. Tell the truth, vou fat Hun!”

“I=—1 zay, 1 didn't know youn Lnew,
Toddy—"

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Bo Bkinner got you to steal Claver-
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wmg's  letter, Buanter®"
Wharton grimly,

Bunter gasped.

“ You—vyou aee they know all abont it,
Aner,” he muambled. “* You—-vou
muat have let it out, vou know., I—I1
say, vou fellows—leave off shaking mo,
Boly Cherry, vou brast '—Skinner said it
was all right, vou Lnow, to bowl out
that speofer. and—and he said he had
saveloyz and two kinds of jam—-""

“Ha, ha, ha!” There was a rear of
Iauf;hter in the {‘ommon-room.

“83o I--I took the lerter to Skinner's
study,” gasped Bunter. " He opeued if
with steam, and they read it and-—and 1
put it back., No harm done, you know !
[ renlly hadn't anything to do with it
It was all Bkinper!”

" %o that's the wav vou get vonr in-
formation when yon want to play the
spy on a chap, Skinner?™ asid Harey
Wharton, with gleaming cyes. “T fancy
if the Ilead knoew that vou would have
to facy something worse than Claver-

asked  Flawey

ing,'"
kinner pritted hia teeth.

It was juztiliablo in dealing with a
swindler,” he said sullenly. It was the
only way to bowl him ont. And I've
bowled him out—he can’t deny that!™

“Goentlemen,”  aaid  Bob  Cherry,
“here's four precions mongrels, who
opened a fellow’s letter seeretly and read
it! I vote that we let them know what
the Remove thinks of Lind of
thing 1™

“Hear, hear?™

Skivner & Co. made a wild rush for
the dooy.

thnt

1

But there was no cacape for them,
_The Removites seized them on all
sidea: and the next ton minates seemed
like & serics of comprossed ecarthoguakes
to the black sheep of the Remove,

When they were kicked out of the
Common-roomn’ at  last, Skiuner and
Snoop, Stott and Bunter, crawled away,
looking—and {eeling—as though they
found life not worth living.

Whatever the result of Shinner's dis-
coverics, the RPomove left no doult in
thoir mind as to how their methods were
regarded, The Remove had more than
enough rcagon te feel fod up with the
Hunnishness of Skinner & Co,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

The Pariing !
OM REDWING stood by the fire
chatting  with  Vernon-Smith.
But after the ignominious ejec-
tion of Skinner & Co. the }bﬁ
move fellows gathered round him. Harry
Wharton spole out with plain directnese,

“The Romore expects you to speak op,
Clavering,. We all know what to think
aof Skinner. "Woe only want your worl
that it's les he's told about you"

“Yaas, begad!” remarked Lord
Mauleverer. )

“"Yes ar no?" satd Dolsover major.

Redwing smiled patiently.

“What do wou want to know?” he
asked,

“Ia your name Clavering, or ien't 417
demendad Johnny Bull,

i Nﬁ ['!'I

Wi ‘r"fh‘t-&*at?”

Johinny Bull was fairly taken aeback by
that direet answer to his question.

“It's not?"” excloimed Whartou.

“Net”

“Then—then who are you?"

“Tom Redwing, of Iawlkscliff.”

“IMMy hat!" atuttered YWharton.

Thero was a buzz of astonishment.

“"Then you're really o spoofer?” ex-
claimed Dob Cherry bﬂmlﬂ}'.

“J hope not.”

“This wants jolly well explaining,”
sald DBolsover major. " You've como
hore under another chap's name. That's
a swindle [

“It isu't a swindle, Dolzover, and I'm
quite prepared to oxplain, if the fellows
want to hear,” szid Tom Redwing
guietly.

“Well, of course we want to know the
facts,” sud Iarry Wharton,

There was silenge as Tom Redwing
went on to speak, in a low, quiet tone.
He disguised nothing,  Ilis carcer as
Greylriars was over, but he did not want
to go away leaving the Greyiriars follows
beheving that they had had to do with »
common impostor. He waa glad of the
chance of clearing bimself of that impu-
tation.

He was not intevrupied once, as he
told, brielly and calmly, of the mecting in
the train, and of the strange bargain he
had made with the soldier’s son, and how
*t had bren carried out.

He consed at last,

Then there was a buzs,

“Well, my hat !"' said Flarey Wharten,
in uiter amazement.  ““What a yan!
And==and young Clavering iz with the
Colours now 7"

“Yea; he goes to the Front o
MOTTOW,

“Good luck to him!™ gaid a dozen
'H'ﬂ-_il'!l_"!ip

“And you?" asked Harry.

"1 leave Greylriars to-morrow. T
should have left this evening, bub the
ITvad did nwot permit it. I go toanorrow.,
And—and "--the sailorman’a son lushed
a little, and there was a tremble in his
voice—"I—1 hope you won't think too
badly of me. I was glad to come here,
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snd I never meant to deceiva anyone. I
ve Clavering my name when I took
ig—it seemed foir play to me,  But 1
knew afterwards that it wouldn’t do, and
I'm glad it's over. The Head knows 1t
nll. %’ve told him, I should have told
him to-morrow, in any case, without
Qkinner chipping in. I only waited for
Clavering to give me leave—when it was
too late for him to be taken out of the
Army. That's all !” :

“And--and where are you going?”
asked Bob Cherry.

“Teo gen, 1 hope.”

There waz a silence,
ik,

“Tt wes a queer trick, and no mis-
take," he said. “But I don't see you've
done anything wrong. It was a fair bar-
gain between you and Clavering, if it
comes to that. And I, for one, shall
nlways think that you were aguare.
wieh vou could stay at Greviriars!"

“And vou knew, Smithy, and never
epid anvthing 1”7 exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“Tom Redwing saved my lifs at
Hawksclilf,” said the Bounder simply,
“and I koew he was square. I stood by
him, and I stand by him now! I want

Wharton broke
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him to let my pater keep him at Grey-
friare, I'm sure the Head would con-
gent.

Tom Redwing smiled, and shook his
heoad.

LY L] L L -

The next morning the new junior was
gone from Greyfriars, :

When the Remove went into their
Form-room one place was vacani—the
place once filled by the so-enlled Claver-
ini of the Hemaove,

nd while tha Remove—many of whom

regretted his going—were grinding at the

morning’a round, Tom Redwing of
Mawkscliff was elimbing the hill, his back
to Greyirinrs.

It was all avor—that brief, happy
peviod of his life was over and done
with! He was once more Tom Redwing,
the sailorman's son, with his bread to
carn by the labour of his own hands. Hoe
had had hiz troubles at Greyfriars, but
ke had been happy there. It was bitter
to have to throw 1t &ll behind. But he
faced the future with calm cheerfulness.

He locked back from the hill at the dis-
tant school, half hidden by the trees, It
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was his last lock at CGreyfriars, and his
eves wera dimmed for 2 moment. The
sudden rattle of & drum eaught his ears,
and he f;lanwd down at the road that
wound along the foot of the hill. Along
the road, in the winter sunlight, came &
marching colivnn, to the stirring sound
of the drum. Gallant lade in kha i, with
healthy, cheoerful faces, marching to the
railway depot to entrain for the Front,
And in the khaki-clad ranks Tom Red-
wing's eves feill upon a youthfunl, active
form, a handsome, sunburnt face, and he
waved his hand.,  Leonard Clavering
smiled back at the boy on tho hillside.

And so they parted, and the sound of
marching foob died away in the distance,
and Tom Redwing turned once more to
face the world.

But at Greyiviars there was one {ellow,
at least, who thought of him. The sailor-
man's son was not likely to be forgotten
by the Bounder of Greyfriars!

(Don’t miss “HUNTING FOR
TREASURE]!"—next Monday's
grand complete story of Harry

Wharton & Co., by Frank Richards.}

r‘qmp-.ihimmlp‘ml‘lﬁlm l"imiﬁ-lmﬁﬂf
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K. QUELCH is rather & lopely man.
Matrlmony seems never to have
al{élaptﬂ-& to him, and his family
life ia & thing of the past. One
is almost inclined fo wonder what he doca
with hiz holidays, and to fancy that- he is

hagpier at Greyiriara than away from It.

ut he is not eotirely without relatives,
for, a® Miss Cora Quelch is hie nices and
bears Dbie nome, she iz presumably tha
daughter of his brother; and one seeme to
remémber something about angther brother

in one of the stories. :

The fair Cora herself ia not as well Known
to Greyfriarge zs the Cliff House girls. She
has only been there on brief visite. But on
each of those visites she did something reaily

notable. Peter Todd, a wvery determined
chargcter, enimated by the best intentions,
has quite failed to make a man of Billy
Bunter. Cora did it ftwice, without an
elfort ; and she could do it again!

Would 1t Iast?  Well, that is ancther
matter, One fancies not.  Anyway, it has

wot-lasted on the two occasions which have
Lecome history. (They are nob likely to pet
inta Mr. Queich's * History of Greyfim  #
bt I should say there will be many less
ipteresting thinga in that learned work.)

A very Bunterish trick preceded the rst
meeting between William (George and the
lady of his heart. e had discovered that
Mr. Queleh’s niceg was coming. As  Mr.
Quelch had mentioned the fact only to the
Hend, Mre. Locke, and Mr, Prout, Bunter's
knowledge might have seemed mystorious—if
displayed by anvone but Bunter. But cvery-
one knows his Little waya.

Bunter nobly offered to meet Miss Cora at
the station, He had no prophetic visiom of
the eflect shie wnsz to produce upon his heart;
he merely wanted to et off an aftermoon’s
clogars, But the Form-master snubbed
Bunter, and sent Harry Wharton instead.

Harry went. He was sarprised. Miss
Ouelel did not take after her uvncle at all
in hnild. He iz toll and slim; gle is shortich
amcl—well, one must say stout!  Plump would
b meore polite, but far less deseriptive.

Mizs Cora had plenty of parcelg, and sghe
wig grociows cnough to let Wharton carry
thene, She confded to Lim the fact that
she was hungry, and they went to Unele
Clege's. ‘There Miss Cora revealed herself as
the possezsor of am appetife not far shork
of " Billy Buenter's, 2he zaid that she had a
wretehed appetlte-—could hardly est  apy-
thing—hut «drd her best, for the sake of her
health, Wharton thought .she was succeed-
ing admirably, and wondered whether ahe
wonld he shle to walk to the school after
Ve smack, The Bl was no trifte: buot he
paid i,

Warry Lad had enough of Miss Cora before
thry reached Greyfriate. She was & little
snappizh becavse he had crushed the hat
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which wag in one of the parcels; and
altogetiier be was rother fed up,

"What -a ripping girll™ said Bunter entha-
nia.s.t-icall:n “I've pever seen apyonc like
ner!”

“I haven't, either—and jolly well don'd
want to!" snapped YWharlon.

Bunter was struck all of a heap—plunged
fathoms deep In love.  He sighed—he lost
hiz appetite=]1e even refused fﬁ.rt.al

He heard Skinner speak slightingly of Miss
Cora, and he promptly slapped Skinner's face.
He pot up early, and he washed himself—

starting ecoarly-rising and personal  cleandi
ness on the same morning, as Bob Cherry
was amazed to ohserve. He had luck, He

mek Cors. She regretled that the tnckaho

was not yet open, and promised to come an

wilch Bunler play footer that afternoon. He
explained to her that he was not captain,
owing to persemal jeslouway, and nobly offered
to escort her Lo the ground instead of play-
ing. BEut ghe would not have that.

The UHemove had a mateh on with the
Third that day. Donter asked for o place,
Wharton said him nay. The Third might
nob be diffficult to beat; but no side cares
‘ahout carrying such o paszenger as Bunter,
Bet Wharton rave way after the Owl had
disbinmwished himself by poing for Coker,
who had heenr so disrespectful as to allude
to Cora as Bunier's twin, Cokéer had seen
them in the tockshop together. Mieas Cora
had footed fhe bl im the most generous
manner. She had beenn tipped by her uncle,
wherang Willinm George had had  another
disappriniment. in the matter of a poatal-
order, If anything had been needed to make
Bunter more hopelesslv the fair and  fat

FCora’s  slave, fhat  generosity would have
done it. d

g0 he played, and Cora watehed. She had
browght a little refreshment with ber—a
doxen sandwiches or 0.  And she did nob
know a lot about footer, one mint assume
for there 18 no evidence that she regarded
Bunter's performance as un:atlsfactory !

But in spite of having seen in Bunter a
kindred apirit, In z{')lte of hia hucking up In
the most amagzing fashion, Miss Cora played
the coquette. Bhe went with Skinoer for a
walk, leaving Bunter blinkieg in dismay.

Then came Bunter's chance! A bull came
for the two. Skinper ran. Bunter plaved
the bherol

No one could belleve It at first. But It
wag troe. Aund Peter Todd started s Remove
Hero Fund, and the proceeds were devoted
to a feed in No. 7, and Miea Cora bonoured
the feed with her presence, and William
George was in the seventh heaven of delight.

If only it could have lasted! But, of
course, it couldn't: and, of course, it didn't.
Clouda rolled over the gky of Bunier's
existencs, The sun ceased to shine, for Miss
Cora departed. And within three dayas
Bunter was himself apain—his old greedy,
unfrut.h;‘lut,hgmhhfdself1 b

t a appened  over again when ®
returned for anothber vieif. The {lrlmi,dwu
were not the same; but the effect was,
Bunter wae a good deal dishppointed to find
that Mies Quelch’s memoriezs of him wera
net so rose-colovred @3 his of her; sho
seemed almost to have forgotfen him,
Indeed. Buot they were soon the best of
friends once more; and once more Bunter
reglatered vowa to live a less evil life, to
spegk the truth, and not to Tank, to wash
his neck, and not to scofl the grub of othars,
Mot oply registered them, but kept them!

For a time! For juet a0 long as the stay
of Cora at Greylriare and the day or two
afterwards during which the glamour still
held. Then he relapsed, but oot before he
hed shown thal ot o Tﬁinr-.h e could again
be really courageous, His courage was not
the less rewrl because be had horrible fear
to conquer; e conquered it, and that proves
that somewhere deep down in Bunter there
are better things than be is o the habit
of showlng.

Would the third time mean a completa
cure? One does not see much bhope. Would
the permanent residence of Corsa Quelch st
Greviriars mean a lasting reformation? This,
too, one douhts. :

There iz more shoubt Bunter here than
about Cora Quelch, it must be admitied.
But then, Miss Cora—as far as reyiriars [a
copcerned—is much more important for here
effect wpon the Owl than for anvthing she
did or said. Plump, and very well satisfed
with herself, carvelessly d-natured as long
as her remarkable appetite can be miofstered
to—aquite an ordinary young lady apart from
her size and her capacity Tor pulling away
tuck-—-eo would ome sum up Miss Cora
Quelch.

But to Dunter she Is much mare than that
rﬂﬁﬂiuﬂg far short of a wingless mogeb-
n !

Tee MaoxeT LipRary—No. 522,
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i HERE'S my towel?”
“And my spongei™
“ And my soap ¥

These guerles were placed before
tha Housé—perbaps [ eghould eiy  dorm—
almost  simultaneously, apd in very loud
tones, hy Messra. Bcrope, Crooke, and Rocke
reapectively.

They had tumbled out of bed a 1ittie in
advance of Hagey Trimble, only to fnd that
towel, sponge, and acop had vonizhed inko
thin air—or elsewhere.

“Is thiz onc of your rotten games?” growled

, #cowling round at those whom he
conaldered his enémies—-about nine parta of

bhie dorm. "I suppose vou think it dewced
fu.r.m?? Hallo! What the dickens is that
Tow "

The whine of a dog floated along the pas-
Eane:, ceasing abruptly with the closing of a
ooT.

A sudden thought seemed to strike Crooke,
and with a muttercd “Why, Ul—" he flew
out of the dorm. The aame thowght secmed
to bt Racke and Hcrope, for they fol-
lowed a second afterwards, travelling at the
snmeé furious rate,

Not bheing actnally present in the Third
Form dorm, | can't tell exactly what ccourred
there, of course, but by the state of Crooke
& Co, when they emerged, and what I heard
of the yorn afterwards, [ enn pretty weil

EAESE,

Ag Crocke had feared, there +was the
shaggy-haired Pongo splashing in n basin of
water, with Wally and Frayne and a swarm
of fags =crubbing from his coat what
appeared fo be a mixture of seot, gum,
gardine-oil, and trencle. And they were uping
Bcrope's towel, Crooke’s sponge and Racke's
spap to do the job with!

“You cheeky little rotters!™ roared Crooke.
"That's my eponge!”

“Yes, and vour snot and treacle, too!™ ex-
claimed Wally quickly. “Collar the cads, you
fellpws!™

o it isn't— Yaroooh!™

That latter word, though not to he found
In Johnsom™s or any obther dictlonary, acems
to be a favourite of Crooke & Co.'s, for they
all gave vent to it lﬂudlg and long.

“Add now to answer for your sins!" eaid
Watly, when T had seated himeelf comfort-
ably mpon Crooke's hepd—Racke and Scrope
being sat upon by Wally's cheery pals.
“What do you mean by puttlog poor old
Ponga into Bhiat atate?™

“The rotten little Deast!™ spluttered
Crooke. “I'll skin him! Gerroff my head!
He got into my study, somehow, and wolfed
the grul, and -ond——""

“And smokes!” fnished Wally deliberatcoly.
*The poor old chap was nearly poisoned with
the rotten things!™

“I'lt poison lim!” moaned Crooke. "Oh,
my hemd! You inky little imp! How—/
What made yon think we had anything to do
with the beastly mongrel’s—=—"

“Enodggh of that!"” ordered Wally steenly.
geating himecll more majestically upon the
uafortunate CUrodke's crandum. Y You see,
my fine ¢old blade, there war a trail of spob
from Pongo's hennel to your study window,
and it was casy cnough for me to guess
what rotterz had had o hand in i$." ally
rather pridea himoel? vpon s powera as g
detective. “You and these two measly rotters
have been pretty thick lately, and—- But
na'mind that. Joe, shove the shovel up the
qt:'hmnttr. ol when it's full of so0f Dbring it

eTe.”

“¥You—you—r 1'II—"
“There's =ure to be a2 few opld hlonters
chuocking about,” sald Wally reflectively.

“We'd o midnight spread of them the other
night, and the maids neyer wasted mneh time
or cars cleaping out our dorm. Ouoeer how
moma people don’t care to stay lorig im a

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

HSPHLDPSPEHPDICBOC RSP DDDHET YHIDEEHEFHEHEFEEFREGBIHIEHH

GETTING RID

By HARRY NOBLE.

room which whiffs of fish-=ain't it, Crookey?.

Oh, good! Hand ‘em over, Franky!™

Young Levizon had mannged to collect—
select, would be a better word=[our of fHve
very odournus specimens of the herring tribe,
and Wally promptly commenced to treat
Cropke to a kind of shampoo and hair-drill.

“Don't bring that thing near me, Frayoe,
vout Cockney guttersmipe!™ yelled Racke. “If
you——~ Oapeh ™

Frayne slapped the bloater over Moneyhags'
moutly, and tied I8 there.

“Good nmotion, Joo!™ enid Wally heartily.
“"'Gagged by a bloater! Soundz desprit, don't
it, Heropex?  Berve these dear little chaps
likewise "

That done, the heroes of 55, Jim's (T—Ed.)
wore anolnted with soot, and despatched with
their hands tied behind them.

Apparently nobody toticed that Pongo, who
had o diglike for towel, sponge, oand son
not fo mentlon water, had hopped out of the
bagin and mizeled. He lelt traces of wet
paw-marks along holf a2 dozen passages, but
before he reached a final harbourape Bis paws
had dried and left no trail. Though Wally
& o, searched high amd low, they found
nothing of the elusive Pmtg-:-. {"Beuse poctry.)
(Easier "scused than found!—H. W.)

Crodke, Roacke, and Scrope were sohjected
to many chortles before they were released,
had 2 bath—one apicce—and repaired o
Crooke's study for a healthy morning smoka
in very ill humours,

“If,” sald Crooke, showing his teeth, I
only had that dog in one hand, and a stiff
dose of pruse—-  Why my hat! If the
little hrute isn't under your chair, Scrope!”

Pongo was crouching away im torror lest
the bathing operations should be resumed.
Racke dragged him out by the collar.

"Tic him to the table-leg '™ hissed Croske
savagely. “And giveg him something to eat to
keep him quict. Yom're poing with us for n
nEee.. guiet walk to-night, you mangy little
cur "

Bceope was a bit wavery, but Crooko and
Lacke exchanged looks of mutual signifleance.

A little later £ three left the study—(sure
they didn't take it with them?P-—. W, —
and locked the door, leaving Pongoe munching
bizenits, and probably thinking what rattling
good fellows the three were for giving him so
muech grub!

II1.
1 ROKE?™
“To the wide "
Gtyn amd T goaxzod at ench other
3 deapondingly a3 we met on the grub-
lese side of Dame Tagglea'.

"I can stand rationg when there's plenty of
them,™ snid Glyn :rmmiil;.'; hut T drow the
line at nothing at all. This hlessed fog is a
}izmttr cifective submtitute for peasoup. Iut

don't want peazoup. I want some cake!
And I think the dome shuts np shop in & few
minutes. She's dome it ak five o'clock lately.
Hallo! What have we here?™

Homething like an exaggerated tank rolled
wp ot of the fog, and appeared to be making
ull speed for the fuckshop,

“Out of the way ™ paaped Bapoy, for ik was
he, I simply mugt—— Oh, dear!”

He utiered whot hervy novels call a sepul-
chral groan as the door slammed. I guite
Beliove that the sound of the bolts being shot
wag likg a death-knell in his ears.

“Too late!” I grinned. “The door of doom
has closed upon thes, Bapzy!”

" Ten bob " grosned Bagoy, A whole fon-
bob order, and not a erumb—I mean.” Bagey
hastened to correct Dhiimself, remembering
that ke was nob altogether [ree from liabili-
thea, "if I hadl o ten-bob order—-"

“A ten-hob order, have youti" said Glrn,
“You owe me thre

“And me two!" Iput in.

“I—1 haven't!" protested Bagpy despers

@
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ately, I said if T had! 1 was going to ok
Dame Toggles to cash it in advance. I'm
expeoting one, you kpsw.™

“Never mind that one, Baggy, old soh,"”
we said, a3 we lioked arms wilh him aifee-
tienately. "Come for a nice evening atroll
with w3, say, as far a3 the post-office at
Eylcomhe,®

*Look herg——u>"

"Juet think of the birda singing in the
trees!” we urged temptingly, “And the soft
and fragrant bhrecze, sand the moon and the
stars and all that—"

“I'm not geing down to the village in this
hegs;;.ly fog!™ roarcd Bagey, struggling to
get free.

Hut our affection for Bapey was not fo ba
damped by his strpggling, and we strode
along through the thickening fog arm-in-
RITE.

“Bhouldn't think there'll be anyone hesides
us along the read to-night, Kangy." re.
marked CQlyn, when the interest we had
experienced 'l;n watching Baggy pufl out
great volumes of log began to ﬂa%:

“"There'a aomebody ahead, though,” I
?muteﬂ out. "Looks Mkc a couple of our
ellows fo me, but this blessed fog—

“Herriea and Dig, perhaps. They have &
dog with them, I can see. But why on earth
they're taking Towser out on a night like
this beata me! Let's cateh up to them!
Ht,e'il out, Baggy 1™

“1 ¢-c-can'g !

Whether he ec-c-coubd or c-c-couldn’t was
never ascérlained, for the pair In front sud-
denly Ieft the maln road, and struck off
alpng the path leading fo the moor.

“What the dickena!" exclaimed Glyn.
"There's something fishy here! I don't
Believe they're those chaps at all, Lets
do a little Herlock Bholmes bizney, Kangy!™

We left Bapgy and iMa postal-order (which
he pald was from a doting grandmother of
his lving near the Natural History Mussum;
the I.n:rl‘,gn of Trimble Hall being ignorant of
the existence of such trivialities os ten-bob
notes)—I was Ill;-::-ing to |-:|1i.‘, hefore this rotben

renithesls shoved itaelf in, that we lefb

aggy and his order to their own devices in
the main road.

By the time we reached {he bleak moor we
wers. in A fog, hoth Ifterally and metaphor-
cally. We knew well enough that nobody but
a capdidate for Bedlam would dream of
orossing Wayland Moor, except by the read,

[ oo & night like that, for it ia pretty bad golng

éven in the day-time.

Eut we were putbing thinpgs together aa wa
groped our way along, scarcely able to sea
the furze beneath our feet, and guided only
by the squelching footsteps ahead.  The
poodle, we guessed, wns Ponpo. And as the
ribters’ brigade had shared a good deal of
limelight with Pongo lately, we had some
fdea of who his two companions were.

They stopped now and then as if uneertain
of thelr way, till at last an andible "Here
we are!” in the volee of Crooke, told us that
they had found their nh{ecth'e‘

hen we heard something about “over a
hundred feet deep!™—the prating tonea of
Aubrey Racke were unmistakoble—and after
that coame some donbiful muitering.

I don"t quite belleve they really intended
to drop Pongo down a quarry. Even ount-
and-puters like Racke and Crooke find a
dificulty im doing snclt things when the time
comes. Bub Glyn leg ont soch & yvell a3 he
rughed wpon them thot they let gzo of ﬁm
old Ponpgo, and he vanished into the black-
nesg with a howl.

The two frightened rogues alsp attempted
to vanish, and for a good many minutes the
Meak moors resounded with their howls and
gronng 03 fhey stumbled nbo swamps and
ditches. )

We peered anxiously over the edge of the
cpening., The fog and darkness prevented
our gaze from penctrating more than a fool
or g0 below the top. But the fog and dark-
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ness had also caused the pair of rascals to
cotne to the wrong bole, for this one was no
more than three feet deep.  I4 lad been
anwde by a dubious German bomb io one of
the recent ralds.

Pango bounded ont like a Jack-in-the-box,
o, proatly rebicved, we ecollaved him and
picked our way hack to the main road.

“I've got o little dodge fo make those
rotters st up,” =said tilyn. (Yoo will perceive
thot Lernand is doing all the tadking in this

warm. | kKept a prafownd silence purposcely fo
minke mental note of  all  hiz  gracions
pemarks)  He waid this as we entered the
ratoz, “RBer, there they o acroxa  the
all -

The big doars helng  opened  for the
prneit, we had oo distioct view of fwo

mud-bedraggled ohicets crawling across e
Highfed. hiall.

Ahout half an hour Iater Giyo strolled along
fo Aty No. Y.

“I--F wiash  you'l

il the heastly dog
nlodee,” SoTapE was Aaving.,

YR el ge—"

Glyn strolled in with iz Bstouls  in his
pookots. _ _
“Good-eveping!™ ba zand alfably. " Mice

night for o Sinoke, Cronkey, ain't L™
“What are you rotting about?® growled

Cronke, with a seowl.  “That cur Pongo's

chiewed up all the smokes liere!  If—if [
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court get bold of him I'd give him o jolly
good tanning !’

“Woukd yoo really? smiled Glyn,  "All
the same, I fancy you won't Do short of a
anoke to-tight. Pip-pip "

With that he lefd them.
had doubizs aa to lika enluiky,
long been froe from doubte,

“The food-hogs are sitting down to 2
repalar Danonet!™ he swid, when he had
foined me on the roof {swrprised ot that,
hey ).

We loeated dhe chimmey of Crooke’s sindy,
and Beruard promptly sat apon ik A short
period in that position would  have been
riimous to his bapge, but we had nat long to
wait,

Tlee zound of & wimlow heing violently
flung open reached our curs, awd Glyn rose
from his seat.

They probably
1 mysclf Imve

“Phew!  What's making all this héusthy
amoke?" floated  through the midnight
calm.

“Quick, now!™ whispered Glyn. =l
window’s open !

Pongo, with a nooss uawder  his  arm-
pits (Do dogs have arma?—Ed)  (No ‘arm

dome '—-M.L.J, and his face davked with
plosphorus-paint, making him look the last
word in ghastliness, was lowered from the
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rool to the level of Crocke's window. {(DBub
I hope mot to tha level of Crooke!-—NM, 3“

The wnited yell of fears which escoaped: tha
gelect  triumvirate nearly chused uws  to
release our hold on the rope. It wouldn't
have made much difference if we had, fer
Fongo was tugging it through our grasp, aod
bolted on to the overdoaded tablo lke &
pennarth of greased lightning.

Az Ponpo has a gread contempt for every
Faood Controller who takes on the job, Lo
wasn't trouhled onw the score of over-eating.
And ke had nothing to fear from the owners
of the spread. for they had tlown like larks
ot the approach of winter,

About an hour atterwards Pongo crawled
away to his kennel with his tummy neatly
tonching the geoumd. He stept for eluse apon
a week without once waklng. :

Crooke & Co. have recovered (rom their
shock, and, atthough they don't  exactly
regard Pongo with affection, they forbear to
euft or kivk hing on osight as was their wont
hetore.

And now I think I Tiave said ail there fa
to he aaidy sove that if Lowther doesn’t keep
Likmself to his own rotten Comle Column o
future he'll gpet smashed and  beiled aod
pulveriead and—

{hﬁmiemi pleasant remarks omitted lere.
—E i

GREYFRIARS AT THE FRONT!

X.—A CONVERSATION.

RITZ looked acrcss the comfortable
dus-aut at Henrick. !
“There Is that noisc again!” he
Erowledd,

Hyinriclt nodded.

On the eool night aie foated the straina
of a wheezy concerbioa. T was a dreadfal
row. Even Fritz, whe had played in o8
tierman band, had to admit that.

"1 have listened to that nofsc all the
avening, yes," Fritz remarked, V16 i3 too
el

“I flght for the Fatherlamd,” said Heineich.
“That is had enough, for [ do not like bo
light and be hwrt, But it 13 worse to 'listen
b that™

*va, yva!? said Fritz. “It §z terrible”

Johuny Bufl, fifty yards away from them,
eontinued to play. :
wlen e frst went  to Greypfriars, and a
kindly aunt, hearing that they wanted music
in the trenches, had sent him another, quite
vonvimeed that Lie would be able to play it
to the delight of lhda eompanions.

%0 Jolmmy Bull, no worse nusteian  than
e had been in Lhe old days—for that was
imposshbie—was drowming the noise of bhattle
with his music!

¥ritz looked aeross ab Hcinricl as n fresh
fune struck wp.

“These English are terrible,” ho snuttercd.
“They inflict freal horrora o1 us every day.
Wiee would heve ‘thomsbt that they would
duovise such a terrible thiug as this™

“Who would®”® cclhioed Heinrich. groating
heavily.

“They merud us worse sholla than we send
them,” said Frits,

*“Ya, yal"

e bad hod & concerting ]

-
i

"They slopped our advonece with a silly
little army ™

id T“' JII:‘EI-!

“They sent us the tereible " tanks'!®

“Ach, himmel! Ya, yal”

“ Amd they Keep on pushing us back )™

“Ya, ya! They dol”

Fritz rroancd.

*Will they never be satisfied?™ he groancd.

The concertina warbled an exhortation to
et us all go down the Strumd and have a
bapana, with ebeerful abandon regardiog
tune and  time. Johnny Bull waa golug
strong.

“I cannot sfand this moech lanper:” k-
tered Fritz, who was looking white.

“It is terrible!™ aprecd Helorich,

“1 feel that it is paralysing me.”

“Tt §s not war!™ said Heinckeh,
mupifer !

The strains of the concerbina seemed to
prow lowder. They were atrugeling to repro-
e the melody of & song  ¢pcouraging
evervotle to go to DHMxie apd s¢e the picea-
HiEEEes,

*1s there no escape from Lhis?" muttered
Frity, heginning to writhe

His companion ook his head hopelessly.

“These English are terzible!” he  said.
“1f we threw o bowmb at them they would
throw twenty back, And that noise doea
not seem to burt then at all.” .

“They want Kultur!™ said Fritz vicioualy.

Thore wa:z another- pauze. From o moedley
of sonnd eame a vague melody which sug-
gested that Jobuny Bull was  thivking of
winding up the watch on the RKhine.

L-I't

is

By PETER TODD.

Tl wu
shortiy. .

“Ya, ya! I suppese we should,” said Fritz.
“HBat I am feeling M. That nose 13 too
draaidinl for words.”™ .

“1 wonde what fellow invented that new
‘:lrtel-ilml of attack on us? ejaculated Hein-
vieh,

Wheeze! Groan! Wheeze!

o There ik goes again!™  howled Frite
“And we have gobt to stick it for adother
five - lwoors ™

I cannot!™

“How can we eteape it?" demanded Frite,
“We cannot go back. We cannot do any-
thing to stop them."

“We must go forward!”

“What, surrender?”

“Yesq: they will treat us well, and feed ua
hetter than our Armty does, It will be much

should get  shot” enid  Helnrlch

hetter. We  ghuil  escupe that  terribla
o,

Johony Bull bt that moment broke off
Frott @ tricky  paszope owhich  domamded

more Keys than he had on the concertina,
and burst forth inta o disgroceful murder
aof * Fale, Britunnin!”

“Came on'™ shoutel Fritz, pulling oft o
wihite hapdkerchicf, “We will surrender!™

He leapt out on to the parapet and
yelled ¥ Kamerad ™

The concertina  ecased  alruptly, and
Johpny Bull grinned over Lhe trench. .

*Come on, n}y heantica!™ he shouted. “I'va
been waiting for yom! 1 didn't think you'd
stick it much Ionger!”

The Huns came over and surrendered.

“pothine like Aehtige the Hun with hia

“Could we abamdon this place?” asked { own weapons,” said Bull cheerfully, “Thut
Tritz desperately. concerting was made in Germany!
L,

Easy Conversation in English for the Instructfulness

of My Esteemed Fellow Countrymen in London.
By HURREE JAMSET RAM SINGH.

POLICBGERTLEMAN : % Yoo have troubled look.
What i3 to doy™

ANCIENT Lany: ©I
Whieh iz the whercfulness
reglstrating ¥

TPOLICECENTLEMAY ¢ ¥ The koowlulness is nob
great.”

ANCIEST  Tapy:  “The instrocifulpess  on
eateepead cntd s (o ek polivensan?

POLICEGENTLEMAN : = Lt I3 so.  Hut the a.k-
lilgges2 and the answerfoliess arve the differ-
el propogition, aml not mo:ame street”

have here sngar-card,
for  cxtecmend

ANCuERT LDy v After Lhe registrating of |

esbeened card, there is perbaps siegar?”
' feRGEXTLEMAN » “The perhapfulness s
Lerritie |2

Ixgumerir, TRAVELLER: © Brighteyed and
beantiful conduciing iz, goea this band-
some “bus to Clapham Common??

CompreTing Miss: Y Yusl®

INQUIREFUL TRAVELLER: *Is there roomfuol-
nces among coxcellent ladics amd gentlemen
for my upworlhy scif in esteemed "bus?™

Canptering Miss: S Nol#

I%&uum;rr:. THAVELLER : “What iz then to
oy

CoNDUeTiNg Misg: «0p it!®

—

RURAL DPrrsox: *Is this Tube stalion??

POLICEGERTLEMAN :  “Wherc's your blinking
eyes? ‘Ihis Is ecsteomed Fube station i@

Runat 1'Ersox: ¥ The crowd{ulness is great.

Is it that i{n wartbime the esteemed
Londoners indulge in terrific amount of
travelling Ly esteemed Tulwe§?
PoLICEGENTLEMAN :  “Can't you ‘enr the
gunz? It's & hair-raid !9
IRt PERsOM: It i3 pecessary fo procecd
homefully. YWhere do I take eslecmed
ficket ¥ : y
POLICEGENTLEMAN ¢ % Get [nside!” :
Itenan PepzoN: » Dut the esteemwed ticket la
| thee requirefol desideratun.® )
POLICEGENTLEMAN: Y Are you wailting ihero
for the shrapuel, piefacel®
y Huran PrroN: “Ah!  Tho comprebension

i great. It iz attack of esteemcd apd dis
gusting Hunst"

(Continned on page TG}
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POLICBOENTLEMAN * ®0L, crimes! Just found
that out, features?”

Rurat Person: “T enteh onl
fiyl 1 sling my hookl®

i ron! 1

vorwe Newseerson: “Hawful hairraid!
Hawlul resultsi®

QLHPUL GENTIEMAN: “Is it that the result-
fulness of terrifle air-rald is given In that
gateemed paper i

YouNe NEWSPERSON : © AH the winners] All
results of Rair-raid! Penny, please!™

OLD CENTLEMAK: %I am anxious to know
extont of domagefulness, I will take
estéemed paper. Here iz penny.”

Youno NEwsPEnsoN : ©°Ere yar, sirl”

OLD GENhEMAN: “ Ah, bere is announceful-
ness of terrific alrraid! Rut there is no
descriptfulness, The shockful resultness is
niot given In' this esteermad page'r. I demand
return of penny. Where is boy? Alas! he
bas disappeared.”

ForproKer M LowpoR: #T1 hear terrifie
screech of police-whistle. What s the moan-
ing of this sorecchiulness?™ :

PoLrTeFunL STRANGER: %Ii's a warning that
tire disgustful Huns are ¢oming.”

Foretaser {one hour later): "Again 1
heard terrific acreceh of police-whistle. What
I8 the meaning of this acrcechiulness??

POLITERUL. STRANGER: ©It's .o warniog that
the disgustful Huns are gone.”

Forwmowek: “HBut if  csteemed signala are
samefully similar, bhow. shall honourable
piblic Enow the whichfulness

POLITEFUL STRANOER: * Ask me anotheri®

TELEPHONIC CALLER: “Hullo! JIa that the
exchange 7° .

TerepioNIc Mi3s: “I saw her that evening
with Bertig——"

TELEFHONTIE CALLER : @ Hallo 17

TeLErHoNIc MI58: # She had one of those
latest blouses, made up entirely——"

TELEPHONIC CALLER : % (ne-double-t wo-double-
one CoKenown.®

TELEPHOKIC Mjsa: *—of ribbhoh—7ou know.
—yards and yardsz——>

TELEFHUNIC (CALLER !
pumber 3™

TrLepHONIC MI1s8: *—o0f the beautilullest
tosé-pink ribbop—»

TE{EPHONI¢ CALLER :

“Can I have my

1 am Eerrifically

gorrowful to interrupt esteemed conversa-
tion, but e¢can 1 have number hefore
eyening ¥
Y Teuwpponic Miss: ©——The wery Intest
thing, you.know, and che looked n perfeck
dream ! Bertie thought—

TeueraoNIc Cauier: * Hallo, ballo, hallo,
hallo, balle! ¥eh! Hallo!®

TetEFHORIC Misg: Oh, dear! Number,
plense 1*

JTELEPEONIC CALLER : © Dpe-doubie-two-double.
one Goketown, please.®

TELEPAONID "MIss: ¥ Did you say * Ona.
double-one-double-two- Colchester 22
TELEPHONI; CALLER: “0Oh, my hat! T gaid

Oneidopble-twoldouble.one Coketown,” »
TieriioNie Miss: “ Don't he impatient!™

TELEPHONIC CALLER: “Halle! Are vyou
there? Ara you one-doubletwo-double-one
Coketown ¥

YoIce oN TELEFMONE: “No. I'm one-double-
two-double-thres Gerrard.®
TELEFHONIC. CALLER ;. * M.m-mi-m-m-m?! Ring

off, pleaze! Wrong number! Hallo, hallo,
hallo ! Exchange! Are you the exchange?
Halle! Are yol——--"*

 TeLePHONIC MiIss: “Did you ringi®
STELRPHONIC CALLER: Y You gave ma the
wiong number 1 '

TeELEPHONIC MI38: “I gave you the number,

vou asked for. Repeat tfhe number, please!»
HONiC CULLER ; % Ope-double-two-double.
one Coketown.™
"TELEFHONIS 183: “0One-double-cne-doukle.
‘four Kingslapd.”
TELEPHONIC CALLER: “No, no, no! *One-
doible-twosdoublesoné - Coketown." *
TrErHONIC Miss: “Ib s onnécessary to
sboug on the telephone®
TELEFHONIG CALLER: % (an

hav m
oumber® ! : ¥

Tagetionie Misa: © Number engaged! Shall

I' ¢call you?"
TELEPAONIO Carrer: “0h, grumbsl®
TELEFHONIC MIss: * Tiresome old frump!
Licrtle thowght her hlouge was simply ]
THE END.
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SPOOKS!

By Frank Nugent.

I've found ount the teason seme chaps love
ko - gorge, . .
i feel really glad when they've lied;
It's simply because ihey have mapaged
soaneow
To get a small spook down inside.

The war, a3 It happens, has banished cur

spooks,
And loudly for vengeanse they eald,
For all of our own spocky gang bave found

out
That the Eaiser's the caunze of it all!

Bﬂ-—mi;:'nrl_mind how—they have crossed to

erlin

And I}Im!i;:.g the Kaiser in state, .

They fined up before him to ask, as a right,
Redress Lor their piteous fate.

“Now, I," said the Orst, *am the Spirit of
CGreed,
And in Bunter I onece had my fling.
Baot ashortness of food has cast me out
thenee
Baid Wilbelm: “ A jolly good thing!"

The next one steppéd vwp, and said: “ Kalaer, |

in me
¥You see a most treacherous elf.
In Pritain I can't find a place anywhere.™
Satd Bill: =Ll engage you myself!»

The Spirit of Lies next appearad, with a bow.
The war, he said, had brought him low.
“ Cheer up!™ said the Kaiser. “The right

lace For you
Iz the Berlin Newspaper Bureauw!™

The Spirita of Theft and of Croelby and Vice
Were likewise delighted to hear
That now  they'd arrived in the bhomse o
the Hun _
The,}r were welcome, and had nought to
Bar.

The last of the spooks came along with a
Erin.
¥ am sure, honoured Haiser,” he =aid,
“You'll have room for me now that
Britain I find
No rest for my foot or my head!™

But, to his surprise, the Aill-Highest- sprang

in

Py
And Iﬁit.ernl;; he bade the spiok go.
“For you ™ said ‘the Kaiser, *thore’s no
we ¢ here,
Why couldn't you stay with my foe?

“If you had stayed there, ob, most senseless
of spooks,
You eould- have done something to please!
The Spirit of Helfzshneza might long agoe
Have brought Britain down to her knees!®

The. spook left the palace, forlern and alope,
Onge more on the world he was loosed,
Now, il youw're determined onm winming the
War,
Thon't leb him come home here Lo roost |
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For Next Monday :
*“HUNTING FOR TREASURE!™
By Frank Richards,

Next week's story i one of a Kind that I
Enow many readers ETH'EI‘ to uny other, and
it will come as qute @ change from the
Clavering zeries, which were necesaaﬂ!{
rather on the grave side. Fine yarns, thoug
—I think- you will all admit that, even those
of vou whose taste is for something lighter.
I myeelf was sorry to say good-hye to that
sterling feliow Tom Redwing, and I hope Mr.
Richarde may let us bhexr more about him
sonia day. Perbaps, after all, it may happen
that Lie is able to come back to Greyfriars.
I know we should like &0 have hin there.

In “Hunting for Treasure!" you will nob
find, anything' very "grave—though there is
certuinly o good deal of digzing. The Famons
Five don't zhare in fhe guwest; hut Coker
takes it on, .and Bunter is prominent, and

Skinner & Co. bear'a hand, and the nuis of |

Highclitie aclually dig! The craze must have
heen hot when Fon & Co, started digging:

FROM SCOTLAND.

A Beottish resder—nof o fair specimen of
hiz race—wrote me a litkle while ago a posl-
tively abusive letter aboub the Grevfriars
Gullery _deaIEnF with Donald ﬂ-ﬁlh'r. “ Youl
don’t give Ogilvy a very good character,” he
complained.  That made me open my eyes,
As remembered the article, Ogilvy was
given a very good character indeed. He was
described as a loyal and staunch fellow, able
and practical, and with plepty of pluck. All
of which- was no more than he deserves, of
coursé, Dut our Beottish reader is put out
beonuse it was etdled that Ogilvy had been
licked by Temple and others, and wae not
quite among the foremost fAghting-men of
the Retaove,

Well, he ism't! HMe was licked in fthe
stories, and that's good. encugh. There s
ne di?ram_in being licked—the disgrace is
in not dolng one's best, In funking, or in
swanking. And I am afraid our young Scot—
gaot Ogllvy, but the anonymous reader—iz
an  inveterate swanker. “ Any Scotsman,”
says he, “*could beat any Englishman!® This
would Le an offensive assertion if it were not
50 nbsurd that one cannot help laughing ot
it.  Its absolute untruth calls for oo
demonstration.

The Jcottish® nation is easily one of the
first among nations. The' Seot has guallbies
“that wil carry bim anywhere; and in every
branch of human effort he iz near the top,
if mnobt actually: there, Explorer, pioneer,
missionary, estatesmin, laewyer, soldier,
writer—the Seot hos, shown his greatness in
all theze roles, and in° many mora. To me
there js none 4f all the {llusktrious depd
dearer than 3ir Walter Scott. I could take
off my hat to an old coat of that man's for
the sake of what he did ‘and what he was,
Haig iz a Scot. General Gordon was a Scot,
Daviil Livingstone, Colin Campbell, the lenl
and true Cameron of Lochiel, the good Lord
Jumes of Douglas, Hobert the Bruce, Robert
Louiz Stevenson—I am mixing them, [ know,
But all were Beots, and all good ones Xo
Englishman claimz them as: English, but
every decent Englishman thinks os much of
them ns though they had been.

And no decent Englishman ever talks of
the Irish and the Scots az all too many Irish-
men and some few Heots—hut they are
mostly foolish kids, like my fﬂﬂeafunnﬁen&;—
io of the English. We are not jealous. We
gon't want to claim for ourselves all the
wisdom amnd the courage., We . are ready
enough to regard Scot and Irishman alike
a5 brothers—if they will only let us. Mostly
the Scot will: too often the Irishman won'e,
This will probably be'considered by some of
my hot-hended Irish  readers whal they
elegantly call “another dirty slur om
Ireland!™ If the truth is a slur, the fault
iz with the person or the party or the nation
slurred ; and this is the truth.

Americans share to some extent In this
silly hablit of assuming an enmity over here
towards them. Who cares that Wasbington
won? It was quite right” and proper that
Washington should win; he was on-the right
ide, ﬁu Englizshman fee¢ls any resentment
hecause the Americans licked our treops and
broke away from the mother-country.

I wish “Stars and BStripes "—a geouine
patriotic American youth who appears Lo ma
to  labour under abzord  delusions—would
send me his address, T cannot think why he
does not, for I don't for a moment imagine
he fears to. But I cannot aford space in
the paper to answer him af length,

NOTICES.
Back Numbers, Etc., Wanted.

By Jack Qregory, 11R, Devon Stréet, Arnl
wick, Manchester—uany numbers of the com-
E?“Igﬂ papers—also members for Exchange

uln

By & Barnetl, Gadlys, Menai Dridge.
Anglesey—* Bob Cherry’s Marring-Oub ™ anpd
other back mombers of MAoNEr——double price

offared.
By V. Brooke, 21, North Moor 3Slreel.
Bunderland=hack nwmbers of *0em ™ gnd

MaoNer, 1-400; = Fenny Fopular,” 1-200; and
any “Boys' Triend » &l Library issues con
taining Qreyiriurs or =1, Jim'a sLormes,

h
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