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THE WHIP-HAND!

By FRANK RICHARDS.

A Magnificent New Long Complete Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars School.
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The Boy bn Khaki !}
& OME fell I** ahonted
Bob: Chamx. ’

_There was o whir of mareh- |
?tgﬁmmfi: o raxd oatside |
the gpates of Greyiriars, and a tramp of

nmrohing fest.

A long hine of khakiclad fads, in fours, }

At e sunmd of the druom and the
marching feet Bob Chesry started for
the gates st apee..

Harry Whartery & Co. followed him
fast, with o erowd of other fellows. Even
Billy Buater pimed up, #o give the
sokdiers & e¢heer In passing.

Ctaverimg, the new boy In the Remove,
ceme out of the school shop, and found
himself caught By the arm by Hurree
Jompet Ram Singh, the dusky Nabob of
Bhanripur. _

“This way, my esheemed friend!” ex-
claimed ths nabob.,

“What's an?™

“It is o detacheent. of the worthy and
ludicrous wecruity wmeching ko YWapshot,™
explained Hurzee Singh. “We are polog
to greet theny cheecfully. ™
E]ﬁuﬂ:ﬁ!ﬁp L anl
naboh to the pabes,
to greet the gecrudz

followed ihe

way. Down the Justy road weni the

marching meo—a detuchment of young
mm;&mmmrg of them lads of mineteen
or twenty. Fine, fvesh, Bealthy. lads they
looked—lade of whom axy coantry might
well he proud. _

“The threschverfniness ia the Er-n],;qr
caper,”” . Hurree Sngh, .in. his

mgpestiod

weiad mnd wenderful English. zpd the
cheers mifed qut henrtily fsom the juniovs
crgmmedt 1 the gateway. Home of the
soldiers modded and smiled as they passed.

“Trallo, Balln, bollet! There's o block
on the mad!™ memarked Bob Cherry. as
the marching columm elattered to a knlt
at 8 grdf wond of command.

Bown tie Iee s buge warketf-cart

and & motorcar were hiecking eome|

another, amd tho march had suddenly

Bt
the erowded gateway the men
stood &t euss,

“NMix hat" There's a kid, i vou like!™ |

Pnpy Bull, with a nod to-
* Net

TEMAT

wards ana of the lads in lhaki.

vou that Eid's not eighteen ™
wbood Beavens!" muttered Clavering.

The mew Boy in the Remowe was star-
ing hard at the youthful focking Tommy.
1 face Bad grown suddenly pale.

Clavart exclamation wie wnder his
breath, i drew several ghuces upon
him fromy, the fellows mear af hand
Bﬂ‘;ﬂ.‘nmr- the chep, Clavering?!” asked

Clavemng did nok armwen.

His eyes ware fixed cvpom the voung
soldier with a startfed gooe. The Indter
waos speaking to the man next to him,
and []11?3 not observe the mew juniocr zf
Groyiriars,

hartan tepped Clavering on the

eh ' ;
%’l o matter with you, kdI”

w2e cuite ready
cﬂlqar'ﬁlfﬁl'j,"’ 3
A crowd gabbared i the grey o gate- |I

Glaveri%:mrteﬂ.

“Eh? £7" he muttered confusedly,
 “Do_you know that soldier-chapi”
L asked Wharten, i wonder.

Clavesioa.

- “No reasen why you shoukdn't spesk
 to him, if you like,™ said Frank Mugeni.
Claverimg- drew back hurriediy.

“ Mo, ot

His pale faco bad flushed red now.

. Harry Wharton & Co. looked with new
mterest at the® young recruth, whom
[L“I.-:waring euidently knew. !

&t the firet glance be locked abowt
cighteen, but ai the second glance
could be sean that he was probably
vounger, but remarkably powerfully-
Built for his age. '

Hiz face was Bandsome, open., and
frank, » face that the Greyfciars juntors
lked at once.

He looked round as the junisrs™ eyes
L turned on him, and his glance waﬁm over

the erowd of thamr ared the grey old build-
tinps of the school bebind them.
e was evidently intercsted in Grex-
[ friays. 4
Hea eaupht Horry Wharten's. eye, and
F celled out to. the captain of the Remave,
| suluting az he did so
+ “Is that Gigeyfsiars School, sir?™

o

Harry.
“Fhank you!™ .
in the voung soldier's glance dwelt

Lo eurtous expression upon his face,
He started as his eyes fell on Claver-
fing, wedged in among the swarm of
junicrs in the gatewagy. ;
Bob Cherry pudped the wew junior.
“The chap knows ﬁgu , Clavering,” he
~whi . “Why don't you speak to
hire. you nsa?”

; Clavering muttered something indis-
tinctly.

His eyea were on the. young soldier,
fand the latter smiled. vering, after

-3 brief hesitation, stepped out into the
krozd towards the khaks ranks. _
All the juniors” eyes were upon Claver
inz now. It was evident that the young
‘soldier was someons be knew, and 'that
F was o momentary distinetion for the rmew
 fellow, :
*You—you are hege?”’ said Clavering,
L in o low voice, as he stopped near the
khaki line, atitt halted in the lane.

r ““Yes, air!” gaid the young soldier,
s with a smile. “I'm in fraining at Wap-
F shot  Clarap. And you are at Grey-
| friars?” ]

“¥es " muttered Clavering.

“Yon Lke it¥"

“Yery much.”

“Good! IT'm glad of that!™

P And you® said Clavering. “Yeu
like the Avmy? e’

" What-he!” The young soldier stxiled
again. “First-rate?” 1 wouldn't change
with youw, ol scond ™

“You—you'va a right—"

“Rate! You're gatting on alf right ic

the scheok?™
“Oh, yea!™”
"“Goeg hwi! Y plad ¥vo seer you
Yon dit we a good turn i

“}—Fwve soen him before!™ stammeared |

“Yes; this ia Greviciars!” anawered|

A%u. 30
o the grey old buildings, and thére was }

“You did me one, I suppdse,” said
LClavering., " It's not easy, altogether;
but—but 'm glad to be there. But—
but i you wanted—"

“1 don’s want arythmg, ux.nTtme ]
get into the next drafst™ grinned the lad

in khaki. *I bke part of the bar-
gain as well as you lLke yours. I wish
aw luck. Gat back? be added, in &

]li.nw volee, as o sergeant strode along the
q‘i-

_ Clavering afepped JDack among the
juniors, ) .

His hurried talk with tha soldier had
{ not been heard by the Greyifriars fellows.
His face was agam now, as if his
tallk with the lad in khak: had relieved
his mind.

The khaki line swoang on again.

Clavering waved his hand to his frisnd
in the ranks, and meoved back in the
crowd of juniczs. The long ling wens
swinging by, with a regular tramp, tramp
of feet, and disappeared. winding down
t the road. A last roar of cheers from the
b Grovirtare fellows followed them.

i “Oid pal of yours—what?” asked Bob
' Chorry, a8 the juntors went in,

“I—I know the chap,” said Clavering
evasively.

“What's his name™ asked Skinner.

* Hi is name?”

“Yes.” maid Skinner, staring at him.
“You know his name, I suppose?”

. “Yes, I know his name,” said Claver-
 ing.

“Well. what is 1™

Clave did not answer.

Skinner looked at him in astonishment.
It was a harmless question enougk.
Even Skinner, the blsck sheepx, was in-
terested mr the lads in khaki. Claver-
ing's vefusal to anawer so bharmless m
question was amaozng.

But Clavering plainly did not mean o
answear,

He turned and walked away, leaving

Harold Skinner fairly blinkiog with sor-
prise.
my hat!” ejnculated Skinner.

i “‘E‘u,
“Why can™t he tell & fellow the chap's
name, if he kmows bhim?"

“Little boys shouldn't ask questions,
vou know!” remarked Vernon-Bmrth,
whom Greyfriars called the Bounder.

“0Oh, ratat™

"1 don’t see why ha shouldn't answar,
Smithy,” sanxl Bob Cherry, who was as
m;gglﬁ'ﬁd as Skinner. “No meed for
making a mystery about it that I ean
L] 1

“Lots of things
Bobby ! remarked the Bounder.

And he strolled away. Put the Bouan-
dez's glance was very cwrious as it ‘ol.
lowed Clavering of the Remove. Vernon-
Smith had observed alf that had passed
at the school gates, and he was thinking,

on don't soe,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Bounder is Worrled !
liFE.ELIHG seedy, old scout? ¥
question as he cams upon the
Bounder of Greyfriars in the

Harry Wharton asked the
quadrangle after lessons. The Boonder



Every Monday.

war pacing to and fro under the leafless
olms, & deep wrinkle in his brow, appar-
ently in a very reflective mood. Smathy
was still looking a little pale from his
recent illness. 3

-But he looked up with a smile as the
captain of the Remove spoke.

No,” he answered. “I'm jolly nearly

well now 1™

“Not up to footer Torm to-morrow "

“ Not guite that.™

“It's a pity. I'd have liked to play Fou
against Higheliffe,” said Harry. “I sup-
E;uge it can’t he helped. Courtenay will be

ringing & strong team over here. He's

laymg that new thap Derwent thia time,

hear-—-and he's guite a corker. You
were logking just now as if you were
thinking out a problem. Anything ap?”

“0h, no! How do you like that new
chap Clavering?” asked the Bounder
abruptly.

44

lavering? He seerns o decont chap,”

“ Btraight as a die—whet?"

“Yes, I should say he was quite
straight,” said Harry, puzzled by the
question. “I've not noticed any sign of
an%it-l'unf else. I understand that he was
a friend of vours before he came here,
Bmithy.”

YT had met him.” =ald the Bounder

evasively, “I feel quite friendly fto-
Ev:ﬂr:lg himm. I think he is one of the

“¥ou don't have much to do with him,
though.”

%Mo, that's s0.”

“Most of the fellows rather like him,”
said Wharton. *“Hoe's coming on well
at footer, too, though it seems it's a new
game to him. Rather queer that he's
never played footer before he came here.
I suppose because he spent o lot of time
in South America,”

The Bounder smiled,

“Mot that he aver talka ahout South

America,” added Wharton, *“He seems
to dislike the subject—didn't have a very
cheery time there, I should imagine.
He's 2 good chap., I hear that he's not
taking any allowance from Sir Hilton
Popper, who sent him here. and that
rieans that he won't have much tin. 0ld
Popper never ttoubled to keep it secret
that he waz annoyed at having Clavering
left on hizs hands, though it was he who
nwrged Clavering’s pater to come home
from :
Buur chap was killed.

opper 1™

“PBeastly old Hun!” aaid Vernon-
Fmith. “Look here, Wharton, Claver-
ing’s a good follow, and I can answer for
it. If there's anything up against him in
the school, you would have a good deal of
influence, as captain of the Form, in
putting it down.”

Wharton nodded.

“ You mean Bunter's yarn "

“Yes, I was thinking of that,” said
Vernon-Srith. . i

“Mobody takes any stock in it,” said
Harry., “Ef[u'rerinﬁ punched Ponsonby's
head for ragging Bunter, and Pon said
something about knowing him, and that
hia name wasn't Clavering. Just liko
Bunter to varn it all over the school, the
fat Bolo! Only Pon's gas, of course.”

“8till, it's made some of the fellowa
euricus. Bunter ought to be squashed ™
sald the Bounder. _

“0Oh, Pon was lying—hes gencrally is
Iying,” said Harry. T suppose nobody’s
likely to believe that Clavering's name
isn’'t Clavering. Can’t imagine what
made oven that Higheliffe cad say such a
gilly thing,”

“It's rather unfortunate——-"

The Bounder paused.

“I don't see that it matters, Claver-
ing had better punch Pon’s hend again,”
aaid Wharton, laughing. “If he comes
over with Courtenay’s team, that'll be a

¢hance.”

Nice man-—

South America and join up, and the.
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“Pon won't be voming over, surely?
He doesn't care sbout footer.”

“No; but I think he's coming over
with hiy friends. this $ime, Skinner says
80, and he's seen Pon at Highcliffe.”

“The cad!"” muttered the Bounder,
sotting his teeth. *The rotter! Juast
like JPon to make all the mmischief he
can.

“How can he make any miachief#”
asited Harry, in surprise. *There's
nothing fishy about Clavering, is there?”

“He's one of the best!”

“Then he needn’t mind Pon.”

““You coming, Wharton?" bawled Bob
Cherfy. And the captain of the Re-
move, with a noed to Smithy, went to
join hia chums.

Vernon-Smith resumed hia restless
pacing under the trees, here was a
problem in his mind, and it was a strange
and troublesome ene.

He stopped ns be esught might of the
new junior in the Remove crossing the
guadrangle. He hesiteted, and then
moved out from under the olms to meed
Leonard Clavering. 1

That Clavering saw him he knew. But
tha new junior, without maetin% hia
glapce, chan his direction a little,
with the evident intention of avoiding-a
mesting. ]

Vernon-Smith pavsed, biting Tas lip.

Clavering wenk into the School House,
and the Bounder was left with & moody
expression on his face.

He, he, ha!”

Yernon-Smith  started, and  looked
round angrily, ag ho heard Billy Bunter's
fat chuckle, \

The Owl of the Remove blinked at him
thrqugh his big spectacles, and grinned.

“Queer, ain't it1” said Bunter,

“What's queet, you fat idiot?"
growled the Bounder. )

“ About Clavering! What does he give
vou the cold shoulder for, Smithy 7" asked

unter imguisitively:

“Ha doesn't,_you fat dummy!” .

“ ANl the fellows have noticed it,"
grinned Bunter cheerfully. “You're the
only fellow here who knew Clavering be-
fore he came to Greyfriars, and he never
speaks to you if he can help 1. He
fairly dodges you.” . '

The Bounder bit his lip.

““Hea's jolly fishy!" said Bunter, with &
wize shake of the head, " Ponacnby says
his name isn't Clavering at all—he says
he knows him. He's coming over here
Eq-mﬂrmw with the football team to rag
yim.

Vernon-Smith’s, ayes gleamed.

““ How do you know that, Bunter?” he
asked quietly.

“ Skinner sayve s0. Pon's told him. He
can't forgive Clavering for punching his
noge I chuckled Bunter. Heo savs he
knew Clavering under another name
somewhern, though he ceuldn’t think of
it at Grst.” )

“ And has ho thought of it now!”

“ Bkinner says so.’

“And what's the nama?®

Bunter shook his head.

i Skinner doesn't know that. Ponson-
by's going to spring it on the fellows as
2 surprise to-morrow afternoon. What
a seene, you know [  Bunter chuckled.
“"Ho's let S8kinner imto it on condition
he kept it quite dark. He, he, he!”

“And if Bkinner’s keeping it quite
darck, how do you know

“I happened to hear him telling Snoop,
in confidence, of course, I was passing
Snoop’s study. Clavering wasn't there,
of coursg——-"

“And vou listened at the keyhole, you

fat toad?”
“Certeinly not! It was guits by
chance. I had stooped near the door to—

to pick up & pin, Skinner and Sncop and

‘*H
L ]

Stott were chuckling over it like BILY-
thing. Bnoop and Stott don't like their

Gne Penny. 8

new studymate, you know. They may
he's & stuck-up prig—he deean't amoke o
play banker. Como to think of it 1
don’t see why vou should like the fellow,
Bmiths—not at all your style!™

“You fat rotter! murmured the
Bounder.

Since the Bounder had given ugehil
role of black sheep he did not like being
reminded of it. Billy Bunter was not
famons for tact.

“ Wall, he's not," said Bunter, grinning.
“Bnoop offered to introduce him to Mr.
Hawke, at the Cross Keys—vyour old pal
the hirl]jard-aharpmha, he, hel—and
Clavering told him he was a ahady cad."”

8o he is1” snapped Vernon-Bmith,

“1 say, 8mithy, as you knew Clavering
before he came here, you know whether
his mame's Clavering or not,"” said Bun-
ter curiously, “If he's a shady spoofer,
ss Pon saye, vou ought to show him u
T'll tell you what—you bell me the fa
old E’hu’p in strict confidence, of coursse

Bunter was interrupted at that point.
Vernon-8mith made-a grab at his fat ear,
and gripped it with finger and thumb.

“‘!ﬂ;ncuh 1" roared Bunter, )

“Vou fat villain!" paid Vernon-Bmith
uu.fag'e}‘y. 5 EIa.verinE got on the wrong
side of Pongonby through saving you
from a ragging.  Haven’t you the decency
enough to stand up for him after that?”

“Yow-ow! Leggo my ear, you beast ™

Vernon-8mith fot go Bunter's ear, and
seized him by tha'shoulders, and sat him
down on the ground with considerable
force. Then he walked away to the

Houss, leaving the Owl of the
Removs sitting down, gasping for
breath, and rubbing his ear.

e ——

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

A Strange Discevery!
ALLO, hallo, hallo! “Wherefore
the cackle!”
Bob Cherry looked in a% the
dm‘.-rw'% of Btudy No. 11 in
the Remova ore was & !
chuckling merriment from that apart-
ment, and it procesded from Smoop and
Stott, who shared the study with the new
boy—ngt then present.

The Famous Five webte coming afong
the Remove passage to join Wibley in
the box-room, where a rehearsal of the
Remove Dromatic Socisly was imminent.

Th ed to Jook in. )
“?%-“E:::l': the merry joke?” inguired
Hob. * What dirty trick have you be¢n

plaﬁng_ fSnoopey, to make you 80
mffﬂ!”d rtyful t the esteemed trick
‘The dirtyfulnees of the
is pm’imﬁEr t%*t:riﬁﬁ 1" pemarked Hurreo
b ingh.
JE‘F}ﬁEa, ha,r?m I"Emarn& Snoop and Stott
th L
e nm:; had a small pocket volume of
Horace in his hand. He was holding

it up, open at the titlo-page.
“ Loole at that!” he chortled.
“ Nothin

to cackle at in Horace, is
there ?" asked Hacry Whu;mn.ju.ur.fed.
“Horace Coker of the Fifth is funny
enough, but that especial Horace 19
rather a serious proposition.”

“ Jt's Clavering’s book,” said Nugent.
“T'va moen it before, Are you playing
tricks on Clavering’s book, Bnoop!™

“Ha, ha! No! I just thooght of
looking on the ﬂ;-pﬂgﬁ. that's all I”
chortled Snoep. “After what Skinoer
said, I thought of it. Ha, ha! Tt's a
fair bowl-cut for that chap now!”

Wharton's brow. dark i

“What do you mean, Bnoop!"” he
asked very guietly. *I've seen for somo
time that you fellows have something up
against Clavering. You can’t be fool

TeeE Migner Linmany.—No, 519,
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enough fo take any notive of Bunterls
sillv yarm

“Io it s silly yarn 1™ jeered Bnoop. Y1
know haﬂurf Ponsonby has seen him
before, and Pan says his namo’s not
Clavering.” !

“Pon'a a Prussian,” remarked Jobnny
Bull. *In fact, he can give peints to a
Prussian when it comes to ﬁi.ng'. He
darer’t #ay 8o here [”

Snoop Bneered.

“That's where ?au'rar mistaken,” ha
angwered,  “Pod's commg hers to-
murth;w }c- say so before all Greyirines.'

£t tu iy

“Shurrap, Snaocopey !” mhrmured
Stott. “Bkinner said it wad a secret 1V

“Pooh! What does it metter? The
fellow'a ‘gning to be shown up to-
HTOrrOw.

“You mesn to say that Ponsomby of
Higheliffe really thinke that Clavering's
rame ien't Clavering ¥ exclaimed Bob
(Cherry.

“He knows it [

”Whﬂt r‘ﬂt !H 5

“And affer what Skimmer saxd, 1
locked ronnd the sbudy,” gprinned Bnoep.
“1 thought P4 leok 1n some of fﬂf"-'er-
ing's books, if 1 could find "¢ra. Fellows
often put their name or inials in & baok.
Most of his books are quite new—ea new
set ha's got ceming here. This ia an old
one. Vou ean see it's jolly old] Tooks
as if he'd picked it up cheap on aveocound-
hand #all, by Jovel

“Why shouldn't he?”

3 "Lui on the title-page!® chortled
noop.

'ﬁa juniors looked, and a very curious
;:qwemunt ﬂmt?ﬂﬂ?“ five ufmﬁ‘t at P::Ee.

or on title-page ket
Horace wera the initials “T, ER.»
The book was Clavering’s, but T, I.™
certainly did not stand for Leonard
Clavering.

“Oh!" said Wharton.

“M-ray hat!” murmured Bob Cherry.

Snoop and Stott chertled again,
evidantly v m pleasad with their
discovery, arty Wharten frowned
anp:hriig. He had glaneed at the book
without thinking, but he wished ba had

not done 80, Bmoop and Stott were spy-
ing, and it was disagreeable fo have been
dra:?]]];tnta li:t o g o

58 't n ur busmess, Sncop!
rxclaimed W o . "You've no I?Fg'nt
to look into 1 ltvering:n book, and no
:.'Lﬂ;ht to show it to us|”

‘I guite egrea with von,” said a quiet
voice at the door.

Clavering stepped into the study.

The Co. coloured uncomfortably.

“ Perhaps you'll explein this,” said
Snoap, not at alk abashed. “TFhrse
initials stand for yobr nome—what?™

“That is my book,” seid Clavering.
“Zive it to mel”?

His tene was quiet, but there was
something in it thet made Snoop obey
him at once. Clavering & the
Elorace quietly into his pocket.

“Aren't you going to explain that,
Gln,;u::mg? D:ﬂured Stott. " eaid
“I bavo nothing to say to a Ea!

Clavfring mnt-em?:rtuuuafy. g

“(Oh, draw it mild | Does that inclade
Wharton 1” askad Stott maliciously.

Vhirton's faco was red now.

‘T'omr .mrri 1 looked at wour bock,
E]pwpugﬁ" esaid. “1 did it without
thinking,

“MWo harm dope,” said Clavering, “I
know you wonldn't act as these cads have
done. 1 don’t need telling that.*

“All the same, it wants sxpleining,”
remawked Jobuny Ball, in his deliberate

AT,

;‘??-‘{ up, Johony|® whispersd
ﬂ £ ]
“I'm_not gring o dry wp, Nugeat! I

Tar Mioxnsy Lrpaty —No. 518,

think it needs e:phiﬂ!n%la There’s a cad |

at Hi%hc]iﬂ’q says that Clavering’s name
isn't Clavering, and he's coming over
here to-morrow to say so—"

“ What exclaimed Clavering,
astariing.

“That's what he says. Now, if seems,
you have books with wrong initasls in
them. Well, I don’t believe a word that
Ponsonby says—1 wouldn’t on principle.
But you ought to explsin this,
Clavering,™

“That's Clawering’s business,”
marked Bob. 3 :

Y It's Clavering's buainess to knock tlna
yarn on the head, if there’s nothing in
it,” replied Johnny Bull stolidly.

E}Iﬁfqﬁing did not apealk, o

‘Well, are vo ing to explain®™
grinhed Snoop. E‘tﬁxt do those initins
stand for, Clavering 1™
q “I hawe nothing to say to 7you,

noop.”

“Or to Bull either 1" chuckled Snosp.

"':_I;Jo. Wobody haz a right fo question
mei

I fancy the Head wonld
faost encugh, if he heard o

re-

estion you,
this,* sanid

~Jchnny Buil tartly. **But I don't want

to, goodneis knows! Come on, vou fel-
lowal We ghall be late [

“Hoald on ™

Thoe Feunder stood in the doorway.

*You know anythipg aboubd it
Smithy 1" grinmed op. *“Youn knew
Clavering before he came here. Was- bis
name Clavering t‘he.ni or 8mith, Brown,
Jomes, or Robinson ¥

“He he hel™ chortled Stotk,

“T've got n suggestion to meke,” said
the Beowmder coolly.  “That Horece—
I’ve geen it—is a Jolly old cOpY. Laoks
lke an old second-hand book.”

“That's what T thought,” eneered
Snoop. “Picked up cheap on-a second-
hand stall™

" Quite #0. And as it had a former
OWner, m 't the ar owner have
written his initials in it 2" inquired the

‘Boupdes,

H#0h 1" ejaculated Brnoop.

Harcy Wharton laughed. The explana-
tion was go efmpls, and it so completely
knocked Bnoop out, that it seemed comje,

""The estcemed PBounder has hit -the
rightfnl nail fai an the napper,”™
gimnned Hurres Bingh. “The word of
wistdom in time is a pitchor that poes
]m;ﬁﬂt to the well, as the English pro-
varb rematks.”

*1d veu get. thgt book seecond-hand,
Clavering 1" asked Jehnny Bull.

Ei -E'-'EE..*

*“That settles it, then. I don’ see why
yom n't say so, all the same. Come
on, you chaps! Wib's yalling for us!"

“Hold on 1" exclaimed Bnoop. ™ That
docan’t eettle it] Clavermg hasn’t said

that those initials wero in the book when

he bought it second-hand.”

“(Oh, rets 1"

Harry Wharton & Co. left the study.

“ Ars you going to answer that, Claver-
ing " jeered Stoth, .

‘T'm geing to answor nothing to you,"
sald Clavering.

“T've got a much better idea,” said
the Bounder. “Kiek those two apjrmﬁ
cads out of the study, Clavering, It
Lelp vou i™

“Why, vou rotter |” roared Btott, as
Vernon-Bmith  collared him. “You
cheeky cad! I—T'I— VYarcooop!”

Stett landed in the passage. The
Bounder seemed extremely active, in
spibe of his recent llness. Clavering,
with & laugh, collared Snoop, and sent
him spinning out after Stott.

Thero were howls of wrath in the pas-

sige, but the two worthy Fmﬂlﬁ did not
ventura to come in again, The Bounder
clongd the door,

“1 want o spesk to you, Clavering,™
e said.

Clavering eotoured,

“ Extuse me, I want to get along and
see Lanley,” he said. “IHe's helping me

about a prize exam.”

ut——
(1] -E‘:;'t.rr Iil

Clavering lelt the study asz he spoke,
leaving the Boimder dumbfounded.

“My hat]” murmured Vernon-Smith,

He the study himself, and walked
awany, with a thoughtiul brow, unheed-
g the furious glares Bneop and Stetk
gave him in the pesssge,

THE F¥OURTH CHAFPTER.
Wader Suspicion !
ARH LINLEY reccived the mew
unier with. a ‘cheery wmile,
echolarshipboy was helping
Clavering & . Both of
thom wers hard workers, and they liad
tasteg in common. Biark had very littla
moncy, angd Clavering's position was
somewhat -similar, a» he had refused to
take the grudging allowance from his
guardian, 8ir Hilton Popper,
" The” two juniors were soon hard af
work, and they were still at it when
Mark’s stedy-mates came In fo tes. Bob
LCherry a Hurrea Singh and Wun
Lung, the Chinee, came in together.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Sloggm
away?” exclaimed Bob. *Chuck it, arid
let’s have tes. I'm famished [”

Clavering rose at once,

“You'll stay to ten, Clavering!™
acked Marl,

“Do " said Bob,

“The plesmursfulness to onr respected
eelves will be tersificl” eaid Hurree
‘Eingil\iﬁ politely,

_ “Thagk you, P'm gaing down to tca
in Hall ™ answered Clavening.

And he left the study.

Thers were a d many of the Remove
to tea in Ha The vestrictions
made tea in the study a mack more difli-
cult FE:'-'.'npm:n-.aii.‘ine:\\n than of ald. Many of
the Hemovites at the table glanced curi-
ouely at Clavoring, ;

Bnoop and Biold had evidently Leen
talking,

Clavering appeared to pobice nothing.
Bot there wae a Faint flush in hie cheeks
a5 He sat down.

Bunter's yamm had not been talken
much roticd of, though s ré of
Cecil Porsonby™s etatement had made
the fellows corions. But it was backed
up new by discovery of the initials
in & book thet was known 4o be (Claver-
ing’s. The Boundér's explanation was
simple enough. But then, why could
not Clavering state that those initinle bad
been written in the book when he bought
it second-hand, if such was the case?
Snoop and Stoit put their own constroe-
tion upon the matter, and some of the
fellows agreed with them. It was guces,
at least, and the more suspicious minda
thought it fishy.

Yet thet a new fellow could have come
to Greyiriams nonder 2 nume that was not
hiz own was rother too staggering to be
ﬂ'nd-;il?' believed. Still, 8nocop pointed out
the fact, well known in the school, that
Clavering had pever met his guardian,
Sir Hilton Popper, before he came to
(3reyfriara. According to Snoop, he was
some rank outsider who was spoofing
old Popper sod s ng the school, Aw
a matter of fact, avar, Snoop himeelf
was m mora entitled to the descrip-
tion of “ retk outsider ™ than was Claver-
ing. It waa only neceesnry to sec them
together to see which was the move de-
t cent follow of the two,

After tea, when the juniors came out,
Bolsover major dropped a keavy hand en
Clavering’s shoulder in the passage. The
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bully of the Remove had taken up the
matter, without any special right to do
s0. Bolsover did nob trouble over a
trifle lilie that.

“Look here, Clavering—" hegan
Bolsover leudly, and the juniors gathercd
round. ‘ .

“Let go my shoulder,” gaid Clavering

T

quictlys.
Bolsover major. after a moment’s
hesitation, dropped his hand, He had

had one fight with Clavering, from which
he had learned some respect for the new
e s

*Bnoop eays-——"" he began.

* Bother Snoop !

“1 don’t say he's telling the truth,”
admitted Bolsover, * But it looks fishy,
and you ought te explain, Clavering,
Ther aay that Higheliffe cad is coming
over here fo-morrow with the foothall
team to nrake a scenc.  We'll shut him
up fast cnough if he tells i:m;l‘ liea about
a Greyfriars ehap, But is it lies? What
gbout those initials in your book 7

*'Oh, rats!”

_ "Rats isn't good enough. Were these
initiala in that book when you bought it
second-hand 7 You can say “Yes,' or
*No," I suppoze?”

"They must have been, as they're not
Clavering’s initials,” said Tom Brown.

“But that's the point!” remarked
ﬂ%ll\';{. “Clavering can easily say
*Fes" or ° %ﬁ

_ No.! 8 word will be
taken.”

“Right enough!” remarked Squiff.

“8pealt up, Clavering, and then we'll

frog's-march Snoop for meking a fuss
anbout nothing.’

“Good egg 1" grinned Russell. :

I eves were upon Clavering, but he
did not speak.
“ Well 7" snapped Bolsover major.

“1 am not going to be questioned be-
cause Snoop has epied into what doean’t )
concern him,” eaid Clavering ovenly,
“#That's all.*

With that he walked away, leaving the
juniors silent with astonishment.

“By pgad!” murmured Lord Mau-
leverer. “The chap must be potty,
heﬁﬂ.d ' Heo'll make the fellows think L

is lordship paused, .

“Then his name’s net Clavering, and
ha's some spoofer ! said Bolsover major
positively,

“#Not s fast I chimed in the Bounder,
who had quietly joined the group, “If
he was a spoofer, Dolsover, p’ﬁ}f shouldn't?
he says the initials were his?”

“Beeause they're not, of course!™
snorted Bolsover. It would be & lie !

“Will, a spoofer wouldn't mind telling
a lie, would he ¥

“0Oh 1" ejaculated Bolsover.

Qquiflf laughed.

“What a lot of rot!” he said. *If he
wis scme chap under a false name he
wonld be some awful swindler, and a lie
or two would come casy enough,”

“ Bmithy has a 1ot more to say for him
than he has to zay for himself,” speered

Anoop.

“Y{?I:_v, ho disdains to take notice of
the existence of o worm of your kind!"
replied the Bounder pleasantly.

*You cheeky rotter, Smithy—"

“Bmithy's right!" said Lord Mauw-
loverer. * Besides, it's all rot ! How could
he be usin’ a namo that wasn't his own ¥
Rats 1"

“]1 don't see why he can’t answer, ali
the same !” grunted Dolsover major,

“* Anyway, Smithy knows !” exclaimed
Hazeldeoe, ™ You knew the chap before
he came here, Smithy! You know

whother his name’s right or not?”

*I know that ha's ona of the straizlitest
chaps breathing I'* said the Bounder, *1
can answer for that!"

“Well, that's enough.”

“Smithy docan’t say that he knows lus

i though,” said Snoop,

name’s ﬂaﬂ:uuag. ¢
quick to seize the point,
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] Snoop and Stott are put out! (See Chapter 8,) |

“Yes or no, Smithy?” 5 o

The Bounder compressed his lips a
little,

“I met him only once before he came
here, and he didn't tell me that hiz name
wag Elamrin;i," he said. “But, as 1
said before, know he's s straight
chap.”

“ After meeting him only once?"
jecred Snoop,

“Yee. He did mp a good turn that
only a thoroughly decent fcllow would
have done a stranger.”

“Bow-wow [

The Bounder walked away, his brows
knitted. He left the juniors in excited
discuseion. Vague as bﬂe charges against
C]av&riﬁg were, they were gathEnp]g
weight, like a enowball relling downhball.
All depended now on what happened on
the morrow, It was certain that if Cecil
Ponsonby had a plausible story to tell
when he came over to Greyfriars he
would find general heliel in the temove.
And that was what the Bounder was
thinking of. For the Bounder, alone in
the Kemove, kiew that Ponsonby of
Higheliffe was telling the truth for onee,
and ha did not sce ﬁﬂw he was to avert
the blow,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Leonard Clavering or Tom Redwing P
ot LAVERING!” :

C The new junior was coming

up the staira to the Remove

passnge, and he frowned
slightly as the Dounder srﬂka to him.
Vernon-Smith had evidently bcen wait-
ing for him.

“Not engaged now!” asked Vernon-
Smith, with a rather satirical amile. *'I
want to speak to you, as I said before.™

Clavering breathed hard.

“You've been avoiding me ever since
I came out of sanatorium,” went on the
Bounder., “The fellowa are noticing it
It's bad policy, Claveriog."

*“What do you want with me?"
“Only o few words,”
“T'Il speak out plain, I'd rather not

11}

hear you!
41 know that,' said the Bounder, un-
moved, *“Bnat, for your own sake, and

other reasons, you must hear me. Come

inte my study.”
vering gﬂﬂitﬂ.t&d, but he followed
Vernon-Smith into No. 4. Bkinner was
not there. He was engaied in & very
animated discussion in the Common-reom
on the subject of the Spoofer, as Skinner
&Fﬂ. ealﬂd_'ﬂl}]lm'ﬂin t;]mw. 4
ernon-3mith ¢ a stu cor,
*8it down, old chap,™ ai{l.
His tono was quite friendly.
Clavering sank into a sost.

The Bounder sat on_the corner of the
table facing him, %Im junior waited,
with evident uneasiness, for him to speak.

““In the first place,” sald Vernon-Smith
i{umﬂr. “I want you to understand that
'm your friend, {anrlnq+ Whataver
Fou are, and whatever you ve done, I'm
standing by you, through thick and thin,
I owe you that.”

Clavering did not apesk.

“Two or three weeks ago,” continued
the Bounder, “T was wmﬁgﬂ in my boat
at Hawkscliff, and you risked your life
to get me out of the sea.’ You told me
then that your name was Tom Redwing,
and you wore the son of a sailorman,
working for your living., I was laid up
in sgnny some time, and during that time
T ssked my father to find you. I dido'
want to lose sight of you. My pater
searched for vou at Hawkscliff, and after
a time offered 8 reward for information
about Tom Redwing. But Tom Redwi
never turned up; he had vanighed, an
nobody at Hawscliff had the faintost idea
whet had become of him."

Clavering’s face had grown pele. His
lips twitched a little, but he did not
apcalk,

“NWhen T waa 1in sauny I heard abont
a2 new chap named Clavering coming
into the Remove—a chap who Ei":u.-:!-lﬁnt i
slip that he knew my name,” went on
the Bounder, “I met you the day I
came out of sanny, and I rm‘?niaad you
a3 Tom Redwing of Hawkacliff.”

He paused, but Clavering did not
speak, ) .

“You saved my life,” said Vernon-
Smith. ] wan to be o friend to you,
if you'd let me., As econ as I under-
stood the game you were playing here,
I backed you up—and spoke to you &4
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ANEWEL.
is a real Ela.'re-rm}g
where,”’ said the Bounder. Captain
Clevering was killed in. Flagders, and hia
son was left with s parson at Cotswood,
who sent him to Greyiriara. Old Popper
a left in charge «f him, and the mean
Cl%iﬂ never fook the trouble to see
madt have started from
Punwau& 't-n come o Greyfriarh.
didn’t ;m‘ﬂ: hiewg~you arrived in
npmee. Where m Clavering ™

Be,
%ﬂ ?'ou Eop ‘hc-w it stands?" wsked
ar,

“1 Lknaw

(laweriyy. But—don't you think you
\ﬁh explain to me, old mant”

g EOTIIE-

‘Ha
his

sl:m re m Redmng uf Hawksolif. You

life; you did enly what =
Bgnmn hfy decent and atraight Tellow
w-nulrt va done. I know you can’t have

sed any rotten trick on the real]
¥ari

.

= .

“ Wha-a-t? The new junjor spoke st
laat, breath]mﬂ;r |
i Surﬂs' tg::m wrast sbe 'huw it Iﬂniﬂ I
e::chmi Boander. ?ermg did- §

came here jn hia

neme, mﬂthﬂ- ul:hes shad his box and
hiz hoo Bomething hap-
neﬂ h:- ‘Iv..m ‘#ﬂ'—? from Grem
Fﬁm, If I fiet kriow you were &

atraight chap I ghaild think, of course,
that you, aritf some accomplices, had kid-
nap iflpl;um—nr worsa [
st:I kmow 1tt ca:n’#d b: that. ﬁ"mtl;fttha
T cut—and it seems o—
ruu?ilgi::?m to answer for what's hap-
the real Clavering. Wtﬂ you

me what’s happened 1
Gaver.

1t for granted that
can only nnnﬂiuda that
ing was unwilling to be sent to a:{*hﬁ-nl,
end that he fixed it with you o
corne here instead of him,” said the
Bounder, “It's a tall story, but it’s
the only varn to Bt the facts—if jrm!’
straight, as I think you are. But——"
(avering Tase to his fest,
"Ip ﬂ;a.t. all?” he H.ak-ed

"Tﬁm I g

Th-ﬂ Eaunr]er brt. kis lip.

“You won't explain
esked.

“¥ have nothing to sap

"“Yon admit thah you're here under an
sssumed namel!”  exclaimed Vernon-
Smith, I:Egmmng to show signs of irrita-
tion at last.

“Y admit nothing.

“Bo you deny it »

¥ hava nothing to say.’

?&mun Smith’s eyes g'ie-.amad.

“¥on would have to say somethin
faet erough if I told the HMead what
know 1" he exclaimed angrily.

{}'I:n\rqrmg winced.

“¥ou are welcoms to tell the Head
a.n:mhma' vou plense ! he answered.

Yc:-u don't nsk me to keep your
socret?”

“J ask you nothing.”

The Bounder drew o deep breath. He
wae calm ggain at once,

"Ynn saved my. life,” he said, “I'm

ur friend, Tom Redwing, whethar youn
I’ ﬁjtnrﬁnut But—;ht-ejl:t&r ba careful.

won't inflict my soci
:kja't like it, but don’t lot eflows
r.rd giving me the cold shoulder

t Teave books about with your renl

a in themm. And what are you
to do a‘hi::ut Ponsonby to-morrow "
Nothing.”

i F-n:hr ondness’  sale, think!” ex-
elaimed the Bounder anxiously. * Pon.
sonthy l:imﬂ have seen pou at Hawkseliff,
wheri you wers under your own Tame;
I remeraber he did some sniling down
there 'n the stmmer, He koew your

o T.ni-l:m
straight, f

to mel™ he

Qn {nu if you

Pux Maicxnegr Ersasey.—No. 519,

face when ha sxw you; he's ﬁmught ik
out, and recalled your name. He's com-
ing over to-mwotrrow afternoon on pur-
le tcum s
What are you

to make g spene whi
ere, .o sl.bw you up.
going to say?”

Clayering &rtl not answer.

“ Yon ocould Ba opt of pgotes of
course,” said the Bonnder. "fnt if you
go out to amﬂ Pionsonby, it will be
ﬁmﬂhmltj oivging up to ik  Snoop and,

& set are alre saying 'tha.t vou will
be out of gates pn purpose.’

“1 shall net be ont of %n.t:en

“You'll facy Ponsonby?

T "ﬁfh ﬂt?ﬂ

3 Wh? not?” repented the Bounder, in
angry wonder. : not?  Decause
Peonsonby ¥mows your ssme is Tom Red-

wing, and he’s. goimg to tell all Grey-
friars so, to g:sh you for thrashing
Bim. Tt will come before the Head then,
"Ponsonby knowe it must if he makes o
scene aboond T And you cmn’t deny it;
o wouldn't even deny that thosze
mnitials were yours, because Fou won't
tell lies. And I can tell you it wenld
need some thumping ¢lever lies to get you

| olear when Ponsenby’s told what he

ﬁ'ﬁr" } ]

Here was no answer from Clavering.

“My only hat!” exclaimad the
Beounder at last. * You're not going to
keep it up fo me thet vou're Clavermg,
ara you, when you know that I know

1 you're Tom Redwing of Hawkseliff #"

to work, I

*“Tf's time 1 got alon
coking at "bia

think,” said Clavering,

watch, *Thanks for enterteiing me,
Vernon-S8mith.”

He left the study, ¢losing the door
after him,

Vernon-Smith  etared at the door
blankly. ;

“My hat!” he ejaculated.

The Bounder was ntter nunpmssad

It was not often that the keen-zighted,
mnl—heud-:-d Bounder of Gregiriars was at
a loss, but certainly he was at a Tose

TTOYY.

“Th—1it can't he a mistake !” he mut-
tered, passing hiy hand over his hrow.
“1 cah’t—1 can't be mistaken. Ha can't
be really Eﬂa.rermiﬂand so much like
Redwing. ¥ can't bel Mg hat! If I've
made such =& He shook
his head. *'Itcan't be!
disappenred from Hawlksclif—why? And
Pon sors he knows what I know, If I've
made a mistake, Pon's made the same

mistake, and Pou's no fool! He's Tom
Redwing, and he's sticking to it that he's

vering, And he's too proud to tell a
lie about it, either. And—and to-morrow
he's going to be ehown up to all Grey-
friars as an impostor, unless—unlezs he
c&n be saved.”

Tha Bounder slaﬁﬂ&d off the table, and
“moved restlessly abeut the study.

“* An impostor—turned out in disgrace

—perhaps gent to prison!™ he muttered,
& And—and he saved my lifle! He's got
to be saved—and I've got to save him 1™

The Bounder went fuwnutalrs, hia face
set. A few minutes later he whescled
hiz bicyele out and rode away—in the
direction of Highcliffe School.

bloomer——"

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Ponsenby !
it MITHY. by gad!” yawned
S Caterpillar.
: Courtenay and De Courey
the Fourth Form at nghei:ﬁe

wers chatti
hall  with erwent, the Tasmanian
junior, when Vernon-3mith came in.
The Caterpillar made a sign to him at
once a3 he appeared in the big doorway,
and the Bounder u:ama towards the

gTom
“Eﬁnmﬂ to zee you, Vernon-Smith,"”

the

L from

Tom Redwing's | d

by the fireplace in the | &
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said Courtenay.
agewn,”

“Had a rather rotten time—what!”
mnmrhed Derwent.

e.!-ﬁ rather,” mpreed the
’Buun ar aercme now—or nearly:

“Back me up, Smithy I murmured the
Caterpillar, I know sou're a good
hand at an argument. I'm tryin’ to per.
sunde Frank thai now he's got Derwent
in the fonter eleven he doesn't want me.
I'm simply yearnin' to come over to
Grea‘-‘fnars to-morrow in the role of spee
tator.”

Yernon-Smith lavghed.

“You're not ;.ﬂa_r.-ing to.-morrow 1"
asked Derwent,

“No:; I'm still on the crodked list.
Is Ponsonby anywhere about?’ asked the
Boundes.

**In his

“Glad you're wp

I think," said Courtenay,
with a slight change of tone. The Lap-
tain of tha Highcliffe Fourth knsw what
E:rmt!'l}rl mnhxe usl.mil:r was when he
in to sce Ponionhy.
anks* said the ."B-c:eunder calmly.

“I %an go up, 1 suypme

Vermon- Emfth nodded, and disappeared

up the stsircase. The Caterpillar gove
his chum & eo

FE l'hd :'uu m&tch me like a brand
Franky?™ he sighed
rrprmnhfnﬂy, “ff rmu’ me fo my
own wicked ways, 1 miglt have goae up
;r"lﬂi Emm!m and had a roarin’ time at

I

T h rats!® said Courtenay.
ok henmfl that %miﬂ::y had chucked that

kind arne,’t remarked Derwent.
i F;ﬂld tﬂ!lf me 0, He's guite a model
niow."”

“ Must he my noble example that did il,
thenl™ szid the Caterpillar gravely.
# After uH, 'ﬂ.‘bﬁ- g'xhddiv leopard changes
his spots, why dn’t the merry
Ethiopian change hia skin—what?"

Meanwhile, Vernon-8mith was tappng

at the door of Pomsonby's study, in the
Fourth. Ponsanby’s voice bade him
enter.
Ponsonby ﬂaﬂs‘b}, and Vavasour were
in the study. g’ looked swiprised
Smithy.

eno ‘é ko 308

elm:ue. Littla stranger!” emiled
Ponsonby., “I heard that yom were
rowned, or n&aﬂy drowned, or somethin®
crf the sort.”

“Not quite, luckdy!” said Vernon-
Bmith. *“Sorry to have caused you such
painful emotions, as Fm sure it did.”

“T was weapm briny tﬁ&rﬁ un:l Pmi
sonby. "1 up my havky,
Gaddy’s. So _v,luu re out of sanny '

“Yes; and here I ama !

“Jolly welcome, oo, absolu ro-
marked Vavasour. * Erum&hndy said 3nu’d
given up the giddy g‘ﬂﬂh an’ taken to
bein' a shinin’ ]aght I knaw 1t was a
libel on you, Ssuthy!”

"Dught to sue that chap for damagos,

A" remarked Gadsby.

?dun’t mind a lttt.la gnme if vou'rs
keen on it," ohserved wf

The Bounder shook hﬁ- h

“1 didn’t come over for & little game,
thanks.®

“¥s it true about the shinin' light biz-
11:3?'?“ meerad Ponsonby.
‘More or lems' =mid "'ii"er:mnvﬂmlth

1y

calmly. * But never mind that. I wanted
o bit of & jaw with you, Pon.”
*Oh, all serene! Help yourseli !

The dendy of Highcliffe extended his

cigavette-case,  Vernon-Smith hesitzted

and then, perhaps upon the

rinciple of doing in Rome as Rome doer,
Ec selected a smoke and lighted up.

“ Anythin' doin't”
with EOme interest. “Racin' is in the
seve an’ yellow leaf now, by gad, Thus
war is knmhn everythin’ on the head.

.asked Ponsonby,

About time it was wound up, 1 think,™
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“I think it must jolly well be wound
up thoroughly—it's runnin’® on m}F
enough 1" yemarked Gaddy, quite bril-
Liantly. X

“Eean Hawke latelyi” continued Pon-
BONIDY. .

“That estimable character isn't allowed
fo drop in at the Greyiriars sanatorium,”
snawered the Dounder.

“Ha, ha, hal" ] e

" He's awfully ratty with you, Smithy,”
raid Gadsby. ' He says you've given him
the cold shoulder, an' left him in the
lurch, an’ all that sort. of thing."

“I've done with him,” eaid Vernon-
Smith.  ““Detter for you chaps if you
had, too!™ _

“Smithy's preschin’, absclutely!™
grinned Vavasour. :

“T wish 1'd never seen him ! grunted
Ponsouby. *He's dono me pretty dashed
brown, 1 can’t pay him in a month of
Hundays 1" :

The Bounder looked at him.
“Dunning you!"” he asked.

“ More or :i'E?a&.” +aid Ponsonby care-
lemsly. *3till, he knows he's got to wait.
He knows my paper ia good enough.”

“] hear you're paying us a visit fo-
morrow, Pon,”

“Ha, ha! Yes"

“It's & foct, then?"

“What-ho 1"

“Bomething to do with a new chap at
our echool, named Clavering, I hear 1"

"ﬂight first—wrong second!™

[ 11 E 11 rr

“Wew chup ot your school—yes!
Named Clavering—no 1" explained Pon-
ponby. * That new chap at your school
is a spoofin’ swindler!”

The Bounder’s eyes gleamed for =a
moment. )

“You know him, Smithy?"

“Qeen him,” euid the Boundor care-
Tegsly. *“I was in sunny whei he came,
you know. You seem to bave rowed
with him, Pon.” -

“Tha cad!” anid Ponsonby viciously.
“1 was raggin’ Bunter—a little harmleas
fun—an' he set on us, I'll makse him
smart for it!"” :

** By spinning this yarn, do you mean!”
“It's not a yarn—it's a fact !’

“You mean to say that the chap's
name actually lsn't tire one he uses?”

naked the Bounder, with an air of
ineredulity. ;
“Y do. That's why I'm comin’ over

afterncon ! Pq:rnamlh;,r
“¥ou see, Courtenay an’ his

to morrow
langhed.
team will .
purty—an’ most of the Remove will rell
up to see the mateh, It will be a rippin’
audience. I'm goin' to show Claveriug'
wp bofore the lot of them. The low cad
vwill be sorry he laid hands on me, I fancy
~a commor: lout of a sailor, you know !

“Hao's supposed to be a soldier's son.™

“Well, he tsn't!” _

“I've heard something of this—yon
fold Skinner something,” remoarked the
Bounder. * It sournds steep, Pon.™

“1 told SBkinner to keep it dark,-too,”
growled Ponsonby. *I don't want the
cad put on his guand—he may keep avay
an' dodge me !’

“He knows you're coming, now, and
he says he's not going out of gates ™

“Gond! He's got a perve, T must say !
But I'll take the dashed nerve out of
him to-morrow afterncon!” said Ponson-
byf with satiefaction.

*0f course, I wouldn't hint that you're
not & second Washington, Fon,”
marked the Bounder. ** But it does sound
rather steep. The Greyfriars fellows will
only cackle at a yarn like that.”

“Let "em!" gaid Ponsonby coolly,
“I'm goin’ to make o regular scene of
it—virtuous youth, greatly shocked, de-
nouncin’ 4 vile impostor,. you know. It
will cause a lot o uxcitﬂmant;'. an’ the
masters will get on to it—that's a cert.

‘vinced them at lost, though!"

eonlda't recall his name.

be there—quite a distinguished

=~
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Virtuons youth—that's me—will be ealled
to explain to the headmaster! Reluc-
tantly, but virtuously, he does it, and
thera you are!” )

“¥ou mean to say that it's true,
then "

“Honest Injun!™

“My hat! Aud who is the chap, then,
if he's not Clavering?” ) .

“I'm keepin' thut bit of information
for the giddy dencuement,’” said Pon-
ronby ecoolly. '*Rather dramatic, you
know. Be on band to-morrow afternoon,
and you'll hear the tragic tale.”

Gadaby and Vavasour chuckled. They
were ovidently looking lorward to that
dramatic scene at Greyfriars on the mor-
row, It was one up against the Grey-
frisrs Remove, and it was & complete
revenge upon the junior who had handled
the I-qul heliffe nuts so easily,

The %-}under was silent for 8 moment
or two.

“You've told these chaps the name,
Pon'" he asked at last.

“Dh, yes!"

*They know as well as you®”

“0h, no! They wouldn't believe me
af first,” smiled Pousonby. *I've con-

“Wall, it must be right, I supposs,”
said Gadsby. “If you m:im an accuss.
tion like that, an' have to take it back,
Pon, it'll be rather serious. You can't
sprak without bein' sure.”

“Y am sure,”

“Perhaps T could tell you the name?”
suggested the Nounder.

“Yhat rot! You don't know anythin'
about it," answéred Pon, with & stare,
“1 happen to know. the fellow by sight—
I mot him at Hawkschif when I was
boatin' down thers in the summer. He
helped with ihe boat, the low hound—a
young longehoreman, by gad, lendin® the

shermen & hand w:#’f‘l caulkin® the boats.
When [ met lnm last week, an” he rowed
with me, I remembered him at once, but
I remembered
it afterwnards, th:::ughf’

“Tom Redwing?" puggested Veruon-
Bmith,

Ponsonby sprang to his feet.

“By thunder! How did you know?”
be gxclaimed.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER
Ho Mercy !

ONBSONBY & CO. stared blankly at
P the Bounder. Smithy sat un-
moved, & light curl of smoke ris-

ing from his cigarette,

“How do vou know?” repeated Pon-
sonby angrily. “I haven't told a soul,
exceptin’ these two chaps an’ Monson ™

“Oh, I'm a giddy thought-reader, you
know (™

* Dashed if T don't half think you are !"
said Pousonby sulkily. “ Well, I don’t
care, anyway! It's coming out to-mor-
row, only 1 meant to make a dramatic
surprise of it!"

“Plain cnough how Smithy knows,”
vemarked  Gadaby, after a minute’s
thought. *“He's seen that fellow Red-
wing “at Hawkscliffe, just as you have,
gﬂll-_ﬂ.ﬂd he recognises him, just as you

BT

“Oh ™ smaid Pon. “Why, of course,
that's it! By gud, vou'll be a witness,
Smithy ! The fallow may be arrested.
You see, there must be a real Claverin”
somewhere, an' Redwing or his friends
must have kidoap him an’ kept him

away--murdered him, perhaps. The
fellow's bad enough for that!"

“Oh, draw it mildl” murmured |
Vavasour.

“Wall, where .is C]uf.'erinq;, then? If
there iz a Clavering st all,’”” said Pon-
sonby. *An' there must be or how |
could Redwing come thers callin’ him- .

One Penns T

self by that name? Fellow of that name
must have been expected at Greyfriars.”

“I've no the resembls a8 you
did, Pon!" remarked the Bounder.

Ponsonby stared.

“ What resemblance?” ;

4 Between Clavering and Redwing!”

“Tt isn’t & resernblance—they’re the
same chap! Fact s, I took the trouble
to bike over to Hawkscliff to mske sure.
I didn't want to risk o bloomer,” grinned
Ponsonby. “I learned that Redwing
had disappeared from his usual haunts,
just before the date Clavering arrived
at Greyfriars!™

*That settles 1t, sbsolutely 1™ observed
Vavasour,

“Ho you knew this kid Redwing,

Smithy 1"

“1 met him. He pulled me out of tha
gea, and seved me from being drowned,
when I was wrecked in my t," aaid

Yernon-Smith. quietly,
. “My only hat!"” exclaimed Ponsonby,
it amsazement. ' Did he?"

“Otherwise, I should be a
fathoms deep at this minute,”

" ha;e you gave him & good tipl"
sneared Ponsonby.,

“No, I did not give him a good tip,"
answored Vernon-Smith, his lip curling,
“I.think he would probably have doited
me E thahire if I htd.f" : i

““Hau sort of longshoreman—
what!” chuckled Gadsby,

“He saved my life.”

“Well, that wasn't reslly what you'd
call work of nation importance, was
11" vowned Ponsonby. *Thera'd have
been no end of dry eyes, Smithy, if you
had stayed six fathoms deep. An
can tell you plainly that if you've come
over here to nak mo to let him off you
might as well hava saved your journey.
I'm not lettin’ the cad off I

Cecil Ponsonby rubbed his chin,
where 8 faint mark still lingered of the
Greyfriars junior's knuckles,

Ponsonby understood the object of the
Bounder’s visit. He -had not come shere
for the delights of bridge or banker.

“You don't mean that, Bmithy?” ex-
claimed Gadsby inerodulously, % What
do you care about the fellow 1"

l‘f“ I’ve said that Redwing saved my
l al

. “And you want me to let off Claver-
ing in congequence?  That's admittin
that you know that Clavering is Rmf
wing.”

“1'm not admitting anything; but T
like this chap Gim‘erﬁu . and I'd rathes
you didn't worry him, ]gt:-n."

:‘ %m.;ry L aaii Pon pgi[tﬁlp —

‘But you're goin o it, o &
umf—is that it %

“I'm goin’ to show up the cad, and
have him kicked out of the dashed
school, an' perhaps sent to prison!” said
Ponsonby, with relish. **It depends on
what he's done with the real ﬂ;l):‘rﬂring_
if there 1s a real Clavering.”

“You don't care aboub Clavering, if
thera is such & chap, as you any ?"

“Not & brass farthing,” agreed Pon-

fow

sonby, “But I care a good deal about
makin” that ‘cad Redwing repent layin®
his low hands on me!"

“Is he worth the trouble$*

Pnnaunl;% Iaughed.

“Eate off, Bmithy! It's no good.
You can't beg the cad off! I tell you,
I've been sharpenin' my kpife for ii.l:n.
an” he's got to have it!"

The Bounder rose to his foeet, his face
very herd. He had come there rather to
agcertain. how much Ponsonby knew
than to make any appesl to the cad of
Highcliffie. He knew that an ap to
Pon's genercsity wus not much wuse.
Ifgn'a natura did not orr on the generous
side,
Tha three nuts eyved him with 1]
Tue Maenzer Lisrany.—No, ﬁ?
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ammzsmant.  The ‘dea of Smithy, the
hardest case ndt. Greyiriars, undc; tha;
spel]l of gratitude for a service rendere
tickled Lgam ]

“I'd like you to let Clavering off,
Pon,” said Vernon-8mith slowly.

“Well, I won’t!”

“Wae've been friomds, aftar all—""

“ Not so jolly friendly, if you come to
that! " eneercd Ponsonby, Y You're
throwin' us over now becanse you've
taken up the gﬂnﬂg-gﬁodr bizney again,
an’ you can't deny it.”

“You won't do ps I want, then I

* Not for Joseph " y

"1 won't beat about the bush, Fox,
said the Bounder. “I'm standin’ by
Clavering —"? )

“Beczuse Redwing saved your lifei”
grinned Pousonby.

“Ha, ha, ha !

“ Never mind about that I mentioned
that fo show wyou that Redwing is 2
splendid chap, and you needn’t be down
on him simply because he punched your
hmdll‘

"I am down on him, all the pame, the |
low cad IV

“I'mr standing by Clavering, as I
said. Anybody who goes for Clavering
goes Yor me !

“By gad! TYou're settin' up as his
profector

i Wﬁl'!.. er!r

“1 wish you joy of your job, old
scout! You'll have & chance for
pxarcisin’ your proteglive powers to-
morrow sfternoon,'

“Ha, he, hat” ‘

The Boynder’s jaw set very squarely.

j:il"m g bad enemy to make, Pon,” he
said.

* Really 7" drawled Pon,

“I'm going te stop you frem perse-
cuting Ciavering, 1 szha'n’t stick at a
trifle in doing it, either.™

Fonsonby yawned.

“Dear man, I'm a virtoous youth
exposin’ a rascally impostor,” he ex-
plained. *It's a virtuous duty !*

“Whoever Clavering 1,
strnight,”? said Vernon-Smith,
done nothing wrong; he's done neo
to anybody. I know that™

"1 donit cate whether he has or not
I know I've got the whip-hand of him,
an’ ['m goin' to use it.”

“ Ard nothing will stop yout”

he 1=
11 H{!'l S

harm

“ Nothin'.”

“It's up to me, then,” said the
Boundér, -very quietly, “I'm against
vou, Pon,"”

“ 8o gorry | smiled Ponsonby, “ Yoo
really make me feel rathér creepy, old
scout! What awful things are you goin’
to do, after I've shown up yout spoofin’
friend "

*Watt and see !” sauid Vernon-Smith.

He crossed to the door, and left the
sludy without another word. Ponsonby
burst into a mocking laugh.

“I—T1 =ay, Pon,” remarked Vavasour.
after a pause, “is it worth while goin’

on? BSmithy's a dangerous enemy, yon
knaw."

Ponsonby shrugged his shoulders
eantemptuonsly.

“Y'd go on, all the more, becanse he's
threatened me,”" he replied, *'1'll show
the fellow whether I care for his threats
or not! I'd do it now if only fo make
Bmithy look an asal™

Vernon-8mith rode wway from High-
cliffe on his bike, hiz brows deeply lined
with thought. Clavering of the Remove
was facing the morrow with cool guiet-
ness, tnmoved ; but ha did not—he could
not—realise Bow close the danger was,
and how overwhelming it was. The
Beounder knew-—he realised only too
clearly ; and he knew that only he stood
betwaen Tom Redwing of iru,wkmﬁﬁ
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and Ponsonby's revenge. And a dim
outline of & plan was already forming
itself in the Bounder's fertile brain. Ile
had told Pongonby that he would be &
dangerous enemy. Pon was destined (2
fin:l him dangerous.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Great Expectations |

ABRRY WHARTON & CO. were
<chatting in Btudy No. 1 after
prep when Vernon-Smith locked
in, There were welcoming

looks for the Boundear at cnee:

“Just talking about you, old scout,”
said Wharton.

“ Bomething to my credit, I hope?”
smited the Bounder.

“Well, yes. I wizsh you were able to
play for us in the match to-merrow
‘ugainst Higheliffe; that was the topic.”

“I wish I werey’ assented Vernon-
Bmith. “I'm E[mttﬁr keen to get on to
footer again, shall have the plessure
of watching you, anyway. By the way,
have you ie.urd of the agreeable Htl:i':;
surprise-party Ponsonby is arranging for
us to-morrow i

Wharton {rowned.

“ ANl the fellows are talking about it,"
he answered. ' It's just like Pon io fix
up an unpleasant scene while the High-
chiffe Eleven is over here, ‘The f&fﬁw

seems 0 be potty. 1le may get handled
if he sfarta any rot here.”

_ “He will be, unless he does it while
I'm playing footer,” said DBob rey
emphatically. “We don't want Pon
making scenes here.”

“Let him alone!” grunted Johnny
Bull,

“Why, you ass—"

“It's you that's the ass, Beb. I say,
let i;;m alene." i s

i you're ciing up Ponsonby,
Bull?” exclaimed the Bounder, with Fa.
very curious look at Johnny.

“Draw it mild, Johnny, old chap!”
murmured Nugent,

Johnny Bull looked ohstinate,

“I wouldn't touch Pongonby with o
barge-pole, and you know it,” he said.
“But I say, let him go ahesd. Don't
ask me to believe that Pon's fool enough
to come over here and make a scene for
nothing. Ie's got an accusation o
make against & Greyfriars chap. He
accuges Clavering of spoofing us all, in-
cluding the Head, and being an  im-
postor.  Well, he won't make that
accusation unless he's got something to
go on. He's not fool enough 1™

" B‘hut-“—” began Wharton.

*“Therae’a no buts in the case,” sai
Johnny Bull deliberately. « Pc:nau}ilahg
is choosing & public occasion, so as to
attract attention. He knows it must
come to the masters’ ears, if he
dencuneces Clavering publicly as an im-

postor. Pon is 2 ragcal; but he's pot a

s
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silly idiot. Ha won't do it unless he can
prove his case. The Head will fake u
the matter, and if it turns out to he a
as he will sea Dr. Voysey about it at
ighcliffe. He couldn’t overlock it
Pon knows that.”

L Y'Egr h-“tr"'—-—"

“1f it's only gas, Pon's booking him-
self to be reported to his hcadmaster for
making 8 slander that’s Funiahabl-a by
the law,” said Johnny Bull. * Pon's nct
such a silly fool as that, [Either ha
won't come at all, or elsa what ha saya
1s true,™

There was mlence in Study No. 1.

. Johhny Bull had plainly been think-
IHEH the matter out, in hiz somewhat
stolid but I&r;r thorough mauoner,

The Co. eould not eontrovert his wiew,
It was lo and unanswerabla. With
all Cecil Ponsonby's faults, he was no
fool., He would not dare to make such
an accusation in public unless it was true,
and could ba preved true.

Hﬂf}lﬁl-ﬂ;}it naa:npmaefh his lips.

ind, I'm mg nothin ingé
Clavering,” m!ﬂﬁ oh guﬂ@ ul
rather like the ::haf I don't believe Pon
will como at aTl, T think he's only been
talking out of the back of his neck. But,
I say, if he does come, and doss accuse
Clavering, it will be true what he enys,
B0 I say, let him go nhead snd prove it
If Clavering is a swindiing impestor, we
wa.nt:’z:limngﬂwn up more than Ponsonby

“Pon' only doing it as one up againet
us 1" zaid Nugent,
“I know that! But he's doing right,
if Clavering iz an impostor and he knows
it, and wo can't stop him, and cught not
to etop bim,™

“I—I suppose that's eo,” eaid Horry

Wharton, aiter a long pause. “DBut T
don’§ believe there's anyiliing in it
Clavering®s straight. You kind of feel

when a chap’s really stroight, and you
feel that with Claverng,”

“My esteemed opinion is that the
straightfulness i3 terrific 1" murmured
Hurpee Bingk. '“The elegant and dis-
gusting Ponsouby will not come !

“Hea will come 1" asid the Bounder,

“Bure of that, Smithy}"”

“I'vo jost eeen him, and he's got it
ell cut and dried!” answered Yernoa-
Smith quietly. “He's coming over to.
morrow _afterncon, and he's going to
accuse Clavering in publie,”

“If he does, it will be true ! prunted
Johuny Bull * And, ¥ eay, let him wo
ahead and prove it, and let the swindler
be kicked out ™

“Clavering isn't 8 swindler.”

“I don’t say he is. T only say that he
must be if he's hera under an assumed
name, taking va in.”

“Chap might have reasons for that,”

“Rata ¥

The Bounder shrugged hie shouldera,
Johnny Bull’s observations were, ns
usual, guite direct and straight from the
shoulder, ;

“1 looked in to speak to wyou chaps
about it,” the Bounder remarked, after
a rather uncomfortable pause. “Bup.
pose Pon was right, it will be rather o
rotten scene, and a Highcliffe score aver
Greyiriars.™

“And a Greviriars ecore over a
swindler I snorted Johnny Dull,

“ Lock here, Bull—"

“ But, really, Smithy, Johnny'a right |*
interrupted Wharton. I don'y helicve
it for a minute; but if it should turn

out that Clavering & a spoolng

swindler, we shall owe Fon _a vota of

thanks for ehowing him up. Dash it all,

we don't want a swindler o the
move "

PILEE“I agree 1" remarked Bob. “But I

beliove Pon wan’t come up to the

gcrstch,  It'e all Higheliffe gasl™
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41 tell you he's coming " snapped the
Bounder., .

“1f that is a0,” eaid Johnny Bull, “ib
settles it; and, [ say, let bim come, and
more power to his elbow 17

“Then vouw're not inclined to back up
and keep Pon's mouth shuti™ ashked
Yernon-Bmith, with a earcastic smile,

“No jolly fear 1™

“We—wa ocan't very ° )
said Wharten, in perplexity. "If Pon's
telling the truth, surely we must let him
go ahead with it, and tell the facts.”

“8mithy, old scout,” said Bob, *you
don't propose backing up Clu?&rlﬂﬁ
whather he's a ewindler or nof, do you?

“1 know he'a straight.” ;

“Well, 2o de I. But we're discusein}
the possibility .hat Pon 3s telling the
truth. In that case, he isn’t straight,’”

“1 think he's straight, in any case,’>

itﬂh' rot 1

Vernon-Smith laughed.

“To put 1t in a nutshell, vou fellows
are for letting Pon go ahead?” he asked.

“"Certainly,” said Harry Wharton at
onca. “JIf Clavering's an impostor, he
ought to bo shown mp, and I'd thank
Pen for deing $t, whateser his motives
may be. While, if Pon makes an accusa-
tion ha ecan't prove, I'll soa that he
doesn’t riria
being fairly smashed for his lieai”

“Hear, heari”

“D’va think Pon doesn't know that,
and that he'd risk it?" snorted Johnny
Bulll, *I tell you, if Pon niskes the
pecusation before zll Greyiriar
cause he ean prove it up to the hilt 1"

“Well, I'm standing up for Claver-
jnﬁ," said the Boupder.

Whether he's honest or not 1*

“No. I kbhow he's honest 1"

"But be reascnpble, Smithy
tulated DBob Cherry.
sgeumed name, as Pon says, he can™ be
honest,”

“Tio you ever read BShakespears?"
asked the Bounder.

“8hakespeare] What the thump has
Shakespeare got to do with 61" de-
sianded Bob.

“Shakespeare says that there are more
things in the heavens and the earth than
ate dreamt of in your philosophy. It's
hately possibla that the circumstances of
the case are a2 yerd or twe beyond your
comprehension, you know.”

“Qh, rais!” growled Bob Cherry.
“Don't be & eilly ass, and don’t give me
any of your sare. I don't like it!"

“Bmithy can stand up for the chap
if he likes,” said Johnny Bull “I know
what I shall do. If Ponsonby hns the
pluck to stand up in front of the Remove
and denounce Claverin

impostar, I'll i:}ﬂ{

well, Smithy,”

? expos-

well ace that he has
a fair hearing. I'l be the first to hit
him aflerwarda if he's Iving., But he's
going to be heard first.”

“1 must say I agree with that,” snid
Harry, with a very perplezed look at the
Beunder, “ Surely you think that's fair
iy, Bouthy 17

*1 suppose it's how you lool at it, not
krowing the chap as I do,” the Bounder
admitied, ““'Nuff eaid! It's settled,
then, that if Ponsonby accuses Claver-
ing lie's to be given a fair hearing ™

* Yos, rather 1"

“The ratherfulness is ternfic 1™

“That's all T wanted o know. Ta-ta 1™

Vernon-Smith quitted Study No. 1,
leaving the Famous Five coensiderably
perplexed, and one of them, at least,
somewhat exaspergted,

He went to his own study, where he
found Harold Skinner yawning over his
prep.

skinner greefed him with a grin,

. " Rippin' ﬂantp:hmiﬂmeﬂ booked for
O-MOrrow, mithy,™ remarked.
“Your dear pal Cl::mring, who always

et ocut of Greviriars without |

it’s be- |

“T1f he's under an |

as o swindling §
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gives you the cold sheulder, is going to
get if in the neck.”

“Houre of that, Skinner "

“0Oh, qute! Pon wouldn't riek 1t
unless he was playing & dead sure haad.”

“Peorhaps Pon will elimb down to-
morrow !” suggeated the Bounder. * He
may have been pulling your leg,
Skinner.™

I;Rutl !1‘_!‘._

“If I were still a betting chap, dear
boy, I'd give you two to one that Pon
climbs down.”

“I'd take it 1" grinned Skinner. " Are
you up against Pon over this, Smithy ™

The Bounder yawned.

“How does it concern me " he aaid.
“Bother the whole thing! My hat] I
wonder what enemy of the human race
L invented prep ¥

And Vernon-8mith settled down to
work, and did not say another word.

Bkinner losked at him very curiously
and left study when he id mpeﬁ
his prep, as usual., He joined Baoo

and Stott in the (Common-roem, an
found them chatting with much satis.

faction over the expected dramatic de-
nbpsment of

the morrow. lsover

One Penny. 9

“Any reason why I should tsll you,
Bolsover 1" asked Clavering evenly.

1 want to know.™

“That isn't & reason,”

Boleover reddened, az some of the
juniors laughed.

“You see, it's not your busineces,”™
Clavering remarked. *You're really
shoving your oar in where you've no

usinesd, vou know.'t

“Right on the wicket !” grinned Pater
Tmﬂ' d, though h ta

2 rad, though, ven ought o s
in .|m;tIIT fnco that g[ighrﬂilfu dEaﬂ ('Jlaveg
ing | remarked Ceail H.-Pgina:]n.f Templa
of the Fourth. *It's up to you!*

mﬂ.?&ni‘:ﬁ nodded.

“1 intend to stay in,” he answered. I
shall be on the football-ground, watch-
ing the match, i anybody wants to find
me."”

“Well, that's all T wanted to know,”
growled Bolsover major, somewhal
shamefacedly.

“Well, vou know now, t-hmtf;h it really
1sn't your business, anyway !’

Clavering dropped his eves on his book

ain, Sidoey James Snoop burst into a

chortle,

3
r

e

Pon surprises the plotters ! (See Chapter 12.) l

T

wajor joined the group, locking some-
what surly. ! )

“Look here, Bkinner, is it etraight—is
Ponsonhy coming ?” he demanded.

“You bet ! answered Bkinner tersely,
“The question is, will Clavering be bere
to face himit"

“That's what I'm going to ectilo.™

Bolsover major erossed over to Claver-
ing, who was reading in a chair by the
fire, quietly and contentedly. Ha clapped
the new junior on the shoulder, and
Clavering l]-:::}it-ed up.

“You know that HHighcliffe cad is
coming here to-morrow, Clavering 1" in-
quired the bully of the Remove. *“He
says he's going to denounce you as &n
impostor, ™

“Give us a rest,” replied Clavoring.

“What 1 want to know is, are you
?ﬂingi cut of gates or are you going to
ace him 1"

Bolsover major's lond wvoice was heard
all through the Commeonasroom, and a
dozen fellfr':wa turned their heads to look
af Clavering. The red crépt a little into
the cheeks of the new junior,

“Het he goes ouf, all the same!™ he
remarked,

Clavering laid down hia book and rose,
with in expression on his guiet face that
Snoop did not quite Like.

“That's as good as calling me o liar,
Broop!” he satd. “You can have any
opinion you like, hat yow're bound te
keep an opmion like that to yourself, o

else have your nose pulled.”
“Why, you—— Keep offl- Chl
Goocoogh 17

Snoop put up hiz hands desperately ps
Uiavari?';g‘ advanced upon him, but fn a
momend his nose was in an iron grip,

“G:}ﬂ?-gﬂrﬂg -goog!” come in muifed

r

accents {rom Snoop,
alHn. ha, ha.l"l 1 g

avering release NOOR's  noee,
stepped back, and pushed b:_iolf his cuffs,
But Sidney .?_ames Hnoop did not accept
}hﬂ im lr&dcuwitauan. He retreatad
rom the Common-roo claspl his
noge, followed b sevgrnfdﬁqucta hnﬂﬁwh

ﬂf MF“ﬂkI'HI

3 Clav sat dewn again
olly, 20d 200k 1D Bis Dok %
9 e Myomsr Disniny, Mo, 619
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Bkinner and Stott refrained from some
remarks they had intended to make.
They were too concerned for their nosea.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

A Peoullar Bargain !
ARRY WHARTON stirred and
awoke.
The hour was late. The Re-
move had long been in bed in
the dormitory.

Some sound had awakened Wharton,
and he turned his head on tho piilow
and blinked round him. There was a
glimmer of moonlight in at the high
windows, and he started as he caught
-i%ht of a dim m“"i“E, figure,

“Hallo!] What——" ho ejaculated.

“*Shush " _ b

“ Bmithy I" exclaimed Wharton,
Eftah. sat up in bed, etaring at Vernon-

1

The Bounder was {ully dressed, and
the hour was eleven, or later. Wharton's
brows cont . ) o

*I thought you had given up this kind
of thing, Smithy!” he said, very quietly.

The der laughed softly,

“What kind of thing?!" he asked.

" Breaking bounds at might!” aaid
Wharton, with a lone of scorn in his
voice. *“PBut it’s no business of minel
Good-night [

“Don’t get on the high horse teo scon,
old seout. I'm not going out on the
tiles 1" grinned the Bounder. * Not in
tho least("

“Exactly: T am goin

to do good by
stealth, wou know, and hide my lLight
whder a bushel.”

“What on earth do you mean?” :

“I'm going out to do & chap a good
turn—a chap who, did me a tremendous
good turn once,” the Bounder
eoolly, “I'm going to help him, now he's
down, and an envious, unacmfmlgus
rotter has got the whip-hand of him.
Theat sounds rather stecp, doesn’t it1”

"It does, rather;"" said Wharton dniiy,

*And yet it's the fromén-truth, Would
vou advise me to stay in under

d to stay in bed under the
circimstances?” grinned Vernon-Smith.

“Not if it's as you say, certamnly. But
I don't see—"

“Of course you don't!
take word for it—if you like!

raelf, of course!" 3

*0f courss, I take your word,” said
Herry. “But I'm blessod if 1 under-
lh:ndy But if it's as you say, X wish you
good luck. If you're pulling my leg——

i o night

good-night !

"Go-o-:i-nigh!;, ear boy 1"

The Bounder, silent in rubber shoes,
glided out of the dormitory. There was
a low chuckle from Skinner's bed. Hoe,
t-ﬂﬂ;l had nwakened. :

“The Bounder's on the razzle agsain,
Wharton—what?" he murmured.

_"¥ou hoard what he =sid?” snapped

H s
" Eer rather too steep for me to sawal-

Surt

low! You don’t believe such a yarn, I
IHFMT”

*Ob, rats! Go to sleep!”™ was Whar-
ton's reply.

The Bounder made his way silently to
the lower box-room, and in a few more
minutes he was out of doors. . A few
more and he dropped from the school
wall into- the moonlit read.

The Bouhider was very wary as he made

his way down the lans towards Friardale..

Ha knew what it meant for him be

seen out of school Bounds a% such an hour

of the night. Bul pedestrians wera few
THE oxeT Lisearr.~No. 519.

But you can]

F

at that hour in the lonely lane, and at
the sound of footsteps, once or twice, the
Bounder dodged into the hedge. He
came in sight of the Cross Keys public.

use, on the outskirts of the villags, at
last. The building was closed and dork.

Jut Vernon-2mith knew from of old
his way about that delectable resort. He
slip quietly inte the path beside the
inn, squeezed through a hedge and &
fence, and found himself in the inn
garden. He mounted softly the wooden
steps of the veranda st the back of the
house, and sto outside » windaw
where a few stray gleams of light escaped
through the thick curtains. It was a
Fronch window, and the Bounder turned
the handle, but it was locked wathin, He
tapped twice on the glass.

. The hangings inside were drawn back
in about s minute, and the door unlocked
and partly opened.

“Who's that?" inquired a husky voice.

“An old friend, Jerry!”

' Bmithy | ejamlnbe? Jorry Hawke,

The Bounder pushed in, the astonished
man making way for him. In the lizhted
room Jerry Hawke, boolemaker, billiard-
8 tout, and many other things,
stared at the Ctreyfriars junior blankly
a3 the latter closed the ¥rench window
and Iet the hangings fall into place.

“¥You 'ere!"” stuttered Hawke,

“"Rather a surprise—what?"”

“¥You young 'ound—"
. “S8hush!” smiled the Bounder. *“That
isn't the way to greet an old pal, Jerry!"”

The sharper looked at him uncertainly.
The Bounder's reform had led to much
bitterness on the part of this shady ac-
quaintance, and an attempt at blackmail,
and Mr. wke had heen somowhat
roughly dealt with. He had not for-
otten it. Yet his greedy instinct was to

civil to the millionaire’s son, if the

Egtter showed any sign of renewed friend-
inesa,

*“All nlone this evening!” smiled Ver-
non-Smith.

“I'm a:pmtiﬁ Cobb an’ a friend or
two 1" nted Mr. Hawke. * Look ‘ere,
young Smithy—'"

“Then T wor't waste time, Don't
scowl, Jerry! What's the good ¢f raking
up old troubles? Is a ten-pound note any
good to you?”

‘* A—a tenner?”

(11 ?H !jl‘

“Cobrse it 13! You gin’t come 'ers to
make me a present of a ten-pound note,
I suppose®™’ spid Mr., Hawke sarcasti-

cally,
“Your mistake! T havael™
“Oh, come off! What's the ﬁame?"
¥.

demanded the sharper impatien

“T'Nl explain! "You have Ponsonby of
Highcliffe down on the list of pigeons
that you make a living by plucking. Pon
is a goey youth, and he plunges pretty
decp ok times™

“And don't always square on the nail,
neither [V grunted Mr. Hawke discon-
tentedly. .

“He owes you a little bit now?”

“S'pose he does?”

“You've got his paper for iti"

“I 'ave!” paid Mr. Hawke emphati-
cally. “*Master Ponsonby's good for as
much as he signs 'is name for. 'E don't
want me fo intervoo 'is ‘eadmaster, I
fancy1” And Mr. Hawke grinned.

“Pon’s in rather low water,” said Ver.
non-Bmith, * He mayn’t be able to settle
up yet. But rs Pon's o dear old pal, I'm
open to settle up for him.”

“Yout” exclaimed Jerry Hawke.

Il'Litt_!E me!!l‘

“Well, T'm blowed:” said Mr, Hawke,
forcibly, if not eloquently.

“Money talks!™ said the Bounder,
taking out his pocket-book.  * Pon's
paper is good for cash, but I suppose

friend

sively.

you'd rather have the cash thanm the
paper, a8 a makter of choice?”

“You bet vour life! But—"

e "i':"-r:]!f the cash 13 on offer, if you
choose !

“I don't savvy this "ere!” said Mr.
Hawke slowly. *¥You ain't the young
gent to shell out quids for a pal—oxcuse
me, Master Smithy, I always speak plain,
You want to get "old of Master Pon-
sonby's I O U for reasons of your own,"

““Have you any objection?"

“Well, I might, an’ I might not!™
B r. wke coutiously. * Master
Pon's a rather 'igh-toned young gentle:
man, an’ talks to & man as if he was dirt
sometimes. But I'm a aportsman! i
ain’t the man to do 'im an ill tuen !

“Whoe wants you to do him an ill
turn "

“Well, what do you want Master Pon's
paper for? Explain that theral™

“Not to colleet the money on it,”
grinned the Bounder.

“I knowe that ¥

“Perhaps I want to keep it as a
souvenir of my old friendship with Pon.”

“ Oh, come off 1™

“Perhapa T want to induce Pon to hold
his hand and not play a dirty trick on &
of mine."

“Oh!” said Mr. Hawke comprehen-
pivey.. ”Muataéhfnn's got the uppor
and of you eomehow, an want to
get him down " he

“Buppose I did 1"
. “Then that 'z worth more than
ita face value, that's all,” replied Mr.
E—I&wka ;g:s}lhr. P ;Maater %"ﬁnﬁﬁwtgﬂ ma
an pou and I've got his fist for it,
That pnpe:is for sale for fifteen pounds.”™

The Bounder lnughed, 23

“ You always did drive a hard bargaiy,
Jerry,”

“Well, I've got to think of mysell.
Master Pon will be wild when he knows
I've parted with the ‘paper, and I can't
afford’ to quarrel with my bread-and-

-butter,” argued tho uhargr-r. "“Course;
to pa

I shall explain you- offere

. 13 hia
pal, and I handed you the ps 1

I I L) [
LR L

- you wag going to ’and it to him.™

h, my hat!"

“But he's & suspicious young gont—
vary gunpltfaua. There'a a risk. Fifteen
quid is cheap for that paper.”

Yérnon-Bmith opened his pocket-book,
and took out a ten-pound note and a
five-pound nofe. .Jerry Ilawke's eyes
glistened at the sight of thew.

“Bhow up ! said the Bounder laconi-
cally,

“ By gum, I cughter made it twenty 1™

el E?:fteun is the Sgure. Take it, or
loave 1t 1"

Jerry Hawke unlocked a desk in the
corner of the room, and took out & paper,
He threw it on the table,

S Look at that, Master Smith,"

Vernon-8mith  examined “the
caréfully, It was s promisc to pay Jerry
Hawke fen {foumis,l i Ponsonby's
clegant caligrahphy, migned with Cledil
Ponsonby's name, and dated. It was
thoroughly explicit. Jerry Hawke did
not trust the sportive Ponsonby, and did
not mean to allow him a chance of re-
pudiafing s paper. That note was
enough to get Ponsonby cxpelled from
Highcliffa School, if Huwlie had taken it
to Dr. Voysey., The paper, of course,
had no legal value, but it was worth tho
money it reprezented to Jerry Hawke,
who would have had no seruple in betray-
ing Pon if he had refused to square.

“ Firat-rate 1" said Vernon-Bmith.

He put the paper in his pocket-book,
and ficked the banknctes towards Jerry
Hawke, whose onclean fingers grabbed
them greedily. 3

“Yau've done rather well on this deal,
Jorry,” remarked the Bounder. “You
don't always make Gfty per cent. so

per
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ensily. And, if it's any comfort to you,
I'm only going to use this paper to pre-

a cowardly re-
venge on & fellow whkose boots be isn't
fit to black.™

“You beat me "ollow, Master S8mith,”
e, geodnight 17

“Wall, !

" You wnn'tﬁ for a little game?”
inguired the dheerful Jerry. “Cobb an’
eome other-pals are comin’ in—"

“ Thanks, no! At present I am setlin
s shinin' example of meorality in it
higher forms to my friemds™

“Haw, haw, hawl” chuckled Mr.
Hawkeo,

The Bounder stepped out to the
veranda, and in a fow minutes he d
Jeft the far behind. Midnight had
tolled when he olimbed into the dark
window at the back of tho 28hocl House
at Gr&giriars, and, trod softly to the Re-
move dorimitory. The Bounder of Grey-
fgia]:n slept soondy and contentedly that
mght,

vent Ponsonb

THE TENTH CHAPTER
The Higheliffo Maigh !
ié IPPING weather for footer!™

R saitl Bob Cherry, with great

satisfaction.

Harry Wharton & Co. came
cut after dinner on Wednesday in cheery
mood.

Apart from the Bounder being missed
from thp eleven, Wharton's team waz in
great fettle, ond she Removites locked
hi:r_r&mrd keenly 30 $he match with High-
Calife.

To the foothallers the match was. the
evant of the aftermoon, and they gave
little thought to the effair of Clavering.
But they Were more or less interested m
that, toc—and other fellows were keeonly
interested in #. It was taken as certain
now that Cecil Ponsonby was coming,
ond it was an Interesting question how
his dramatic dencuement would tum out.

Whea the Remove team went down to
the
gothered there. Skinner & Co. kept an
eye on Leonard Clavering. They =il
suspocted that he intended to be out of
gates when Ponsonby came, and they
were ready to call in or major’s aid
to stop him from clearing off.

Those cheerful youths were not to be
deprived of the excitement promised by
Ponsonby if they could help it.

Put Clavering showed no disposition to
lmve the ﬂhﬁgmunda: Heo wont down
to Little Side, and Skinner & Co. fol
lowed him there.

(Clavering was really playing into his
enemy’s hands by going to the foothall-

und to wotch the match. It ensured a

ge audicnee for the cad of Higholiffe
when he came to make his denunciation.
That was what Ponsonby wantod very
keenly—to crowd ar much sbame and
hamiliation as he eould into the exposure
of the fellow he hatod. What Clavering
thonght about the matter wag not to be
digcovered from his quied, scdate face.

“ He knows it's no good dedgin’,” was
Skinner's comment. ““If he went out
after all that’s been said it would be
admitting everythiog Pon chooses fo
f""ﬂf*'”

“ Thinkin’ of brazenin
Sgoop. 1 wonder w
prove it, after all 3

Skinner grinned.

“If he scouses & Greyfriars chap of
being e swindling impostor without
being able to prove 18, 1I'm sorry for
kimi 1™ he said, * There won't be much
of himn left when he gets pwoy from Grey-
friars,” _

“Well, thrt's right enough,” sid
Stott. “ If he's lying, it's up against pur

it out,” agreed
her Pon can

ground most of the Removites
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school, and I'll lend a hand myself rag-

ging him for !
“But he's not lyin

Bkinner. “And it

lthia time,"” opined
The Head or ‘E}uahhj is bound to

be worth watch-

ing.
ba in; it can't be avoided. And
it's the finish for that votten impostor

who sets up to be & censor of morals.”

Clavering did not seem to notice the
group of griening young rascals who
stood mear him, their eyes on him. He
watched the juniors punting a ball about
while they waited for the visiting team
to arrive, chatting once or twics with
Bussell and Ogilvy, who stood near him.

His faca djg not betray the leaden
weight that lay nt his heart,

The Boynder joined him.

“S]ﬂaing the metch throughi” he
" Y;a-," szid Clavering.

“You don’t think Ponsonby will

come §’
“1 don’t know, and I don’t caral”
“Vou're standing it wel,” maid Ver-
non-Smith, in a low woice. “Clavering,
told you I was your friend.”
4 Tllﬂ.ﬁk Fﬂu,!” ' .
“Y¥wm standing your friend in this
matter,” mfia voipe  sank . lower.
[ Vouw've nothing to fear this H.ftﬂl'ﬂﬁﬂﬂ,

Clavering, I think—I'm syre, in fact,
“You're very good,” said Clavering,

still ﬁﬂmm‘td* oy
“Hallo, here come the Highcliffe

cheps!” called ont two or $hres voices.

Frank Courtenay and his team were
seen. Bounder's g%an:e WaS Upom
them at once, and he left Clavering's
side. Butb the nuts of Higheliffe had not
yeb arrived,

The Higheliffe foothellers had come,
but not Ponsonby & Co. "The nutas were
leaving it later u.fpammi?.

“Gag, after all, Skinner!” remarked
Btott discontentedly. .

“Not & bit,” said Skinner. “Pon
wants an audience—not the backs of the
heads of fallows who are watchin® footer,
He will lot them get the match over, so
that he can have Ef the limelight.”

“"Yen, that's likely encugh,”

Harry Wharton & Co. greeted the
Higheliffo footballere heartily. They
were glad to see that Ponsonby- had not
come, The Famous Five were far from
anticipating a denocuement #hat after-
ndon with glee, as Skinner & Co. did.

Vernon-S3mith l-l}unﬂd among the
crowd while the two pers tossed for
choice of ends, and the ball was kicked
off. Potter of the Fifth, the referee,
blew the whistle.

“*(On the ball, Greyfriavs!"

The football game drew almost the
whole attention of the crowd now, and
the Clavering affair was forgotten. It
was o mstech well worth wetching.
Harry Wherton & Co. were at the top of
their form. And the Highcliffie players
were very  good, especially  Frank
Courtenay, the Caterpillar, and Derwent,
tho recruwit from Tasmama,

The first goal came to Courtenay, but
Wharton scored soon afterwards, and
L then the game went on, ding-dong, to the
intarval. ]

Vernon-Smith, usvally keen on footer,
was giving the game a very divided at-
tention. At half-time he left the ground
altogether, and strolled away to the
school gates. .

He heard the whistle, and the shouts
about the field, and the roaz of “Goall”
and * Bravo, Wharton 1" But he did not
turn his head, He was waiching the
road for the nuts of Highclife., He
knew they must come scon, Pon had
evidently timed his dramatic interlude
to follow the footer mateh while the
place was erowded, and he would be ¢n

the zcene in good time, .
Four eleant figures came in sight on

One Penny. 11

the road at last—Ponsonby, Gadsby,
Vavasour, and Monsoin.

The mnuts of Highcliffle sauntered up
to the gates, and bestowed careless nods
on Vernon-Smith.

The Bounder smiled,

*So you've come " he remarked,

“Oh, yousl” 5 oy
utely 1" grinned Vavasour.

“Game gom' on !’ yawned Gadehy.

“¥es; they've started the second half
ten minutes ago.”

“ May as well get on the scene, then,”
remarked Ponsonby., “Is Clavering
thelr% Smithy 7"

“Yea

“Good egg! He's got a nerva. [

suppose heg conldn't have dodged it with.
cut guite givin' himself away, though,"
Ponsonby smiled evilly. “'I've got bim
in & cleft stick, Are you comin’ to logh
Eﬂ !a’fr the merry denocuement, Bmithy?

O

““Oh, do!" grinned tha nuts.

“The fact is, I'd like a Little chat with
you first, Pon,” said the Bounder agree-
ﬁi’. “You're mm ro hurry. There's

an hour to go yet. Come up to my
study an’ pnt on 8 smoke,”

'"I'd- rather get on the ground, I
think.”

“But I want to speak to you."

“The want is entirely on your side,
Smithy,” answered Pon coolly. “ Camae
an, vou fellows 1"

“¥You'd better come to my study, ]
think, Pon,” said the Bounder. "{'r
got somethin' to tall you about o papeg
of lfﬂura-“and Jerry Hawke,”

he dandy of Highcliffe started.

"What do you mean, Smithy?”

“1 mean that that puper’s in danger of
getting to your Lieddmaster.”

“Good gadl” e

Ponsonby's supercilions coolress wean
not ;imnf aganst that, His jaw b
and he stared blankly at Vernon-Snuth.

""Jerry Hawke would never dare!” he
breathed. * He'd loze everythin’ in cons
nection with Higheliffe, and—and his
money, too. He knows that! You're
tryin’ to spoof e, Vernon-8mith, you
rotber 1'*

“I'm giving you the straight good
Pon, a.n:f I g{i’ﬂ you my 'wurﬁ om ﬂmtsi
You'd better come to my study,”

“I'H come,” said Ponsonby shnrtlz.
“'Wait for me on the field, you chapsl

“Right-ho t"

Ponsonby walked away with Vernon-
Smith to the School Hoise. Gadsby and
Mongon and Vavasour strolled down to
the footbailground. The o was
going on hard and fast, and, slackers as
they were, they watched it with some
interest.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

The Whip-Hand }
o OW, Smithy "
N Ponson muttered the
words, a3 he astood in Vernon.

Smith'a study, in the quiet

and deserted Remove pastage.

His face wae angry and haraesed,

*“What did you mean "’ he demanded.
“Were vou tryin' to pull my leg ¥ Whas
do you know about Jerry Hawke an’ my
pﬂ.‘pﬁr?”

] JHH‘ E":’t ']'.L.H'

“Wha-a-att"

“I'va got it," repeated the Bounder

¥.

“ Liay 1

“My dear chap, I don’t expert you
to take my word for it,” smifled the
Bounder. "I warned you yesterday
that I was up ageinst you, you know, if
you're up against my friend Clavering.”

"ﬁurP iuen-r.lh Redwing, you mean!”
ANAT. onsonby.
WP Taz Maonxr Lismasr.—No. 519,
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The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

“Redwing or Clavering, it comes to
the same thing. I'm standing hl:'{ him,
and secing him through,” he repled.

“You're mot seein’ him through!”
suid Ponsonby, between his teeth, “I'm
goin' to expose him, an’ ruin him! I'm
goin' to dencunce him in a way that
can't be got over! [I'm goin” to drag
the Head into i 5

know the programme, dear imi;
don’'t bore me by goin' through the
items! But that chesry programme will

unover be carried out.”

“Why won't it, you fool?" shouted
Pnnmn‘z;y.

“Becruse,” Baid the Bounder, slowly
and distipetly—* because, Cecil Pon-
sonby, you will be sacked from High-
oliffe if it is!"

"G-ESI:”

“T'va got the paper.”

I En lia!"  hissed Pummnbg.

L L]

“Hawke would never part with it—
&n‘-.;!nﬂﬂ An' it's wortlr money te him,

0.

“I'we got it away from bhim."

“How?" hissed Ponsonby.

“Never mind how; I've got it!™

1 don't believa it !™

;ILmk ;r: ::;aid the B?underi' .

e took the paper from his et-
book, and held it up within & m of
Foneonby's startled eves,

Ponsonby glared at it for a second;
ke knew it well enough when he saw it.
Then he made a sudden, tigerish snatch
at it. But the Dounder was prepared
for that; he had expected it. His left
hand shot out at the same moment, and
Ponsonby’s arm was struck up so forcibly
that he uttered a cry of pain.

“No, you don't!" grinned Yernon-
Hmith, ) )

He thrust the {?ap-‘..*r mto his pocket-
book again, and slipped it inte an inside
pocket.  Ponsonby watched him  with
eavoge eyes, but didn't venture to makd
ancther attempt.

M That gaper"a mine,” said Vernon-
Smith. “ Never mind how I've got it—
here it 13, You ses that! VYou've got

e whip-hand of Clavering, Pon, and
I've got the whip-hand of you."”

Pnnaﬂnhly clenched his hands almoat
convulsively. There was bitter hatred
in the look he gave the Bounder of
Greyiriars,

“What do

ed,

paper?” he as _

.Hnthmgl? Let Clavering alone, and
that paper lies locked up in a safo place
—safe, so long as wou let Clavering
alone. It will save you ten pounds; you
won't have to pay on it.” The Bounder
smiled. “You score there, you see.”

i Hang you |
“ But 1f " you carry out the swest pro-
gramme you've been akefching, this
t&per goes to Dr. ?u’ysey this afternoon
y vegistered post,” continued the
Bounder slowly and deliberately. * ¥You
know what that would mean! Yes, I
know thet your Form-master favours
on, and your headmaster is a snob who
iowu down to your titled connections. 1
know that! But the Head of High-
cliffe wouldn't have any choice in the
matter. There's a limit even in an
aristocratic school like Highcliffe. You
know it! The Head must draw & line
somewhere : and he would draw it with
even & favoured youth like you, Pon, at
EIMhﬁligéiﬂ a low pub with bookmakers
who've n warned off the Turf!"
“0h, you hound !

“¥ou know it,” emiled the Bounder.
“1've heard yarns of o game you tried
to f‘hf once on Courtenay—making out
that he was the kind of y goat you
are yoursell. You knew it would do for
him il you could make it out. It wonld
Tax Maoxzr Lisrary.—No, 519.

ou mean to do with that

do for vou just the same, Pon, You
know it !"

“You hound!” repeated Fonsonby
helplessly, “You—you dare not! f
you begin the peachin’ game, I can
pesch, too. I know enough about you
to get you kicked ocut of your school.™

“Any proof ' drawled the Dounder.
i .Iiuyti:;ing in black and white "

Ponsonby ground his teeth in helpless
rage. Heo knew that the Bounder had
the upper hand. Ile could not betra
Vernon-Smith, for he had no prool. &
would be pssertion against gasertion, that
was all The Bounder had proof, in
Ponsonby's own 'elegant hand.

“It would finish you,'” resumed the
Bounder. " You know it, an" I know
if. You've had some narrow escapés
before. 1 know your nobby relstions
have had to influence Dr. Voysey more
than once to save you from the chopper.,
But this would be the limit, old acout.™

“Hang you!"

“Dear man, I don't want to do you
any barm. You can go on painting the
town red ag long as you like ; it's amuosing
to watch youm, in fact. But hands off my

| friends! -Leave me alone, and leave my

pals alone, and you can rip—and get the
merry sack your own way ab your own
time. But ssy one word against
Clavering——" The Bounder's face grew
stern, and his voice hard. *“ One word,
Pon, and I'll erush wvou aa I'd erush &
polsonous adder!”

There was silence in the study. _

Ponsonby’s handsome face was quite
white. Rage and chegrin and hatred
rioted in his breast.

Ho knew that he was hel His
teeth had been drawn. e Bounder
had told him that he was a dangerous
enemy ; he was proving his words now,
True, Ponsonby could never have fore-
seen anything of this kind. Ouly the
Bounder of Greyfriars could have
thought cut such & device. But it was
succesaful; the Bounder held the whip-
hand, and he was as merciless as
Ponsonby had intended to be.

The silence lasted long.

I It was Vernon-Smith who broke it at
aat,

“Time's getting on,” he remarked.
“They'll be getting to a finish soon.
What's your answer, FPon—peace or
war ?”

“(Give mo that paper, and I'll keep my
mouth closed!” mutlered Ponsonby
huskily.

The Bounder laughed.

“To open it again as soon as the paper
was burned?"” he smiled. “I'm not guite
an idiot, Pon. I'm not in training to join
the Diplomatic SBervice, E-mRhcity isn't
exactly my strong peint. That Sapur’a
going to be locked up. I'll hand it to.
you willingly when Clavering hes nothing
more fo fear from you. It's yours when
that time comes, if it ever does. Now,
what ‘sre you going to do?"”

“I—I'd Jike to smash yog—o!

“You're welcome to try!”

Ponsonby measured the Bounder with
his eye. The desperate thought was in
his mind of possessing himself of the
paper by viglence, 1

The DBounder burst into a hearty
laugh, )

“{Go it!" he said,

Ponsonby gritted his teeth., The;
thought left his mind almost as soon as
it had” entered there. He could not
handle the Bounder. He had tried that
before, with disastrous results.

“I'm in your hands,” he said, at laat.
“I'll make you pay for this, some time,
Vernon-8mith! I give inl”

“Good! You're saving ten quids by
the transaction, you know " lsughed the
Bounder. “You won't have o pay on

this paper. Let that be a conaclation to

you! It will pay you for the troubls I'm
going to put you tol”

“Whut do you want me to do, hang
you

“You've caunsed a lat of talk about
Clavering. Lots of the fellows are ex-
pecting o dramatic denunciation thia
afternoon—there's a good bit of excite-
ment, You've got to take it all back ™

11.]: 'l‘l‘l‘}n-t!l”

“I think you will! You've done too
much harm, Pon, for me to consent to
leave the matter where it stands. I might
almost pa well let you go ahead and do
your worst. You've'gob o allny the ous-
picion you've ratsed. You've got to eat
your words, ™

hissed

“Oh, hang you! 1 won't!”

‘Ponsonby.

Yernon-Emith's oyes gleamed.

“¥You know the consequences, then!™
he answored icily, ** As sure as vou stand
there, Pon, I'll have no mercy on you—
ne more than you intended to have on

Clavering I"

Ponsonby clenched his hands till his
nails dug inle his palma. His rage was
8o great that he fairly shook. He nodded

at last, without speaking, and loft the

study.

Vernon-Smith smiled, ond {followed
him. Ponsonby's footsteps led him to the
football-ground, end the under saun-

tered after him there.

F—

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Not a Denoucment !

L OALY
G The crowd were shouting,
though it was & Highcliffe
eoal. The Caterpillar had
scored, and the goals were fwd to two.
The footballers secmed sbout egqually
matched, and the game was keenly con-
fested and execiting [rom start to finish.
All eves were upon the final struggle for
the deciding goal.

Fonsonby joined Gadsby and his com-
panions, his face darkly overcast. His
nutty comrades looked at him curiously,

Pon did not explain, HHe had bowed
under the Bounder's iron determination
but his defeat rankled bitterly, and he did
not choose to vefer to 1t. He stood with
& gloomy brow, waiting for the match to
end, with very dilferent ntentions, now
from those be had had when he arrived
at Greyiriars,

He knew what he had to de.

He had aroused suspicion concerning
Clavering of the Bemove. Ho had to
allay it—to the Bounder’s complete satis-
faction. He could choote his own met
—but he had to do it. Tnless Claverin
was righted in the eyes of his school-
follows, the Bounder's vengeanco would
be short and sharp. Indeed, Ponsonby
was by this time uneasily anxious to give
the Bounder the fullest possible satisfac-
tion, terrified by the thonght that Ver
non-Bmith might choose to get his mouth
closed by getting him turned cut of
Highcliffe in disgrace.  With all his
powerful connections, Ponsonby had had
more than one narrow escape g'lrnadg, EO0
thorough waa the blackguardism of his
character. It rested with the Bounder
to give the Bnishing stroke, if he chose—
i Pﬂnmn!:i waa chilled by the fear that
Vernon-3mith might not consider that
he had done enough, and might punish
him for what he had left undone.

Skinner & Co. joined .he nuts, with
anticipatory grins, but Ponsonbhy did not
speak to them. And when Skinner ad-

reased him, Pon's reply was short, il
not aweat,

“"Shut up!”

“Oh, my hat!" said Skinner. *“'But, I
sy, Pop—- -

Shut up, for goodnass’ snka
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“Well, you sesm to be in a cheery tem-
peor this afterrioon,” said Skinner sulkily.
“(Go and eat coke !

Clavering glanced for a moment at the
group. For a moment his glance rested
on P?:mmnhf. 1t egm«d nothing but
s alightly scernfal indifference. Whatever
his feelings might have been, he did not

betray them.
Ponsonhy +was thinking herd and
savagely, WNot only had ho to leave un-

done what he had come there fo do, but
he had to undo what he had done already.
He wza still thinking it ocubt when the
final whistlea went, and the feotballers
.lm off, having drawn the match, two

“ Now then, Pon!"” murmured QGadsbry.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's cheory
old Pon!™ exclaimed Bob Cherry, siop-
ping as he spotted the nuts *“ When
does the drama begin, Poni™

Wharton theew on his coat, nnd came
towards Ponsonby, with a grim expres-
sion on his face.

“You're here, Ponsonby !

"Looks like 1, doean™ it!" snapped
the Highdiffe junior.

“I've heard why yor've come. 1

'va ot a.n'jrthirg to say aboot a chap

in my Yorm, say it cut, now snd hera!l
He's present to soswer youl”

“¥es, rathor ™

“By gad! What's thig little gome,
Franky " marmured the Caterpillar
But Frank Courtenay shook his head.

Pon=onby forced a grin to his face.

1

“Exeuss me, I Jon't quite understand
what yvou're driving at, Wharton!” ha
atmwered.

Vernon-Smith smiled.

His eyes were on Ponsonby, grimly
watching. There was no mercy in his
breast.  Ponsonby had to up, ac-
cording to ordors, or face the conta-
quences.

“¥You know what I’m driving at well

Vi Bitor's Gha

For Next Monday :
“A VERY GALLANT GENTLEMAN!"
By Frank Rickands.

"Hereahouts died m very gallant pentle-
man.” That was the it glven to that
did Englishmen,  Lieutepant Oates, of
‘s  Antarctic Erpedition, who, bope-
legaly  imcapacitated, and kmowing that he
could only be a drag om his comrades, went
owt Into the cold and derkmess of the Folar
night to die alone., And what finer epitaph
conld any man have? It touched the heart
of Pranee. I remember how at the time
on¢ Parls paper said that only an Engllsh-
man conk have written anvthing so terss
and- yet a0 fine, and it the words were
worthy of the man hoppured.

Gallant pgentlemen ve died in  their
thouwsonds on the battlefield over there—
leaders amd mwen of the rank and file, But
it iz not only om the strickem field or in
wild Yands that conrare -and high unselfishs
neas may flower. And I think that when you
have read next weak's fine story you will all
apgree with me thet Arthar Courtney, of the
flzth, who fignres as the hiero o
indeed “a very gallant geotieman!”

——— v

NOTICES.

1 fear that within the next few weeks 1
shall have to knock these off for some months
to come. Again and apain I bave warned
readere that 1 capnot nt thelr noticcs ot
once, end cammot icll them when thelir tumn:
wid come—it dépends ofh g0 many~ things.
And now I have s drawerfvl of notices, as
ta which I can only say that they go
fn when I am able to find moom, But if I
keep on mocepting s hundred or two every
week, apd can obly squeezs a dozem or fwo
in, some of you wifl have b0 wait - veryl

A gueue of notlces would cptail.

it, waa]
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enough, Ponsenby!” exclaimed Whar-
ton sharply. “ You'we told Skinmer that
n chap here—Clavering yonder—is an

¢ passing under an assumed name.
You've raid you were coming over hero
thie afterncon to prove it  Well, you're
here ! Eﬁﬂ it out—and then prove it up
to the hilt, or it will be the worse for
vou |

Ponsonby smiled a sickly smile. e
had antierpated this momeni—he bad
looked forward to it. And now that ib
nad come he was forced to swallow his
bitter hatred end malice, and let the op-
portunity pass him by.

“Oh, I catch on!” he =maid, with a=
much of his old supercilious drawl as he
could muster. “Bkinner said that, did
he?! I'm afraid, dear boy, that [ muss
ronfess to the mnoughtiness of havin’
palled Bkinner's leg !

“What? ;grelled Skinner.

“YWha-at?” exclaimed Wharton.

“You zee, Skinner was so full of plea-
sant Temarks about Clavering  that 1
thonght it would ha rather amusin® to
tend him on, and pull his leg,"” Ponsonby
exploined, in quite his old airy way.
“Bkinner's very amusin' when you're
pullin®  hia —he swallows things so
cagily. 1y gad, you know, I'd furgotten

whole matter!. 1 came over here to
pee the football mateh, really 1™

There was & buzz of amazement,

{zadsby, Vavasour, and Blonson stared
at DPonsgonby, wondering if t ware
dreaming. (lavering of the Movre
Iooked at him uiatf}f, grimly, but peor-
plexediy. Only the Bounder understood,
anid the Rounder smiled.

“0h ! exclaimed Wharton, at last. "1
that zHI"

“That's all, dear boy! No special

unishment under the Defente of the

ealm Act for pullin® Skinner's leg, 1
hopei” drawled Pousenby.

long tima, And it's not a bit of wsa your
writing o grumbla; I can do no more than
tay beat, ond that Iy to Ineert a2 few when|d
I have room. I do nob edpretendta keen them
in the order received—I hayen't anyone
available to do the work which regulating
But, cxcept
that I give ae early insertion ns pomsible 1o
focter notices, I am strickly impartial.
take out the whask in walting, and choose
them here and there quite at random. It e
o kfnd of lottery, yvou eee. IT your luck ‘is
in you may see your nolice in; too, within
five or pix weeke; if it is out vou may have
to wait os many months.

Not much heed has beem pald to my
request that numbers, not titles, sball be
given when old lssues are wanted; and
hecawse of that back number potices are apt
to fare badly, An aviragé notice of this
kind takes up twice the space that a footer
OF. cormespondence notiee does. I know your
difteutty—you don't know what the number
of the story vou want is. But I am tired of
typing out “Bob Clerry's Barting-0ut " for
fhe printera, and In fntore- I want you {6
call this stary No. 264, And here are the
numl'{']f:ﬂ n%’: n.d i;cw mnﬁa wh.ie!& “Et. “i.ri';] fre-
quenply agked for: “ Drmme O rey-
friars " (& double number), m;oﬂ.ﬁuuter the
Boxer,” #1: "Bunter the Bully,” 83:
“Wingate's Beorat,” 108: “ The Bounder- of
Greyiriars ® (the first Verntn-Smith yarn), 118;
“The Postal-Order Consplracy ® {generally
asked for g * Bllly Bunter's Postal-Order.™
153 """ Buonter's Bust-Up," 148; "The Yankee
HBehoolboy ® (the. ficat Fish yarn), 150; “John
Ball Junlor,” 152: “Wingate's Chum,” 182;
“iThe Greyirikars Tryraot,” 171: “The School
onn &trike,” 172: “Boh Cherry in Search of.
Hia Father,” 178: *“The Ouflaw of the
Bohool,” 108; *“Wingate's Folly,” 204; “The
Hidden Horror,” 289; "The Schosiboy Police-
man,” S4d4: “Fishy's Fap :
“Wiun Limg's Beergt,™ £78;
Girt at CGroyfeiars,” 25337
(s double numbar), m&: .
triloquist,* ®&61; and *Sshoolbo r
Shall be SBlaves ™ {double number), £62, And
tha atory which you ﬂ.ﬂ persist in calling
“Blily Bunter's Taove &Badr " bears the titlg s

F
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* No,” said Wharton, laughing. * Bkin

ner, you silly ass—**
'“'Iﬁ;' wamj’ft ulling my leg!” velled
Skinner furiously. “"He's d hid
d for porme rearon--Smithvy's god ak
him! That'a it1"
“Oh, shut up!” growled Bob Cherry.
“Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows, Skin-

tem%n. and
Tnado things unpleasant for a chap we
all like—aold Clavering yonder. 1 sugygest
bumping Zkinner as a warning ™

it Henr,kh&arl” iy, B

And Skinner waos Tmip umped,
amid many vells and g?ﬂa from the un-
foronate Skinner. Ponsonby & Co. saun-
tered away. In the road outside, (iaddy
and the rest turned on their leader.

" Pon, what the thunder—r"

“Pon, you howlin® ags—="

“{h, shut up!” snarled Ponsonby
_ua.‘rr::ageiy, and then he went on with a
string of savege curses that drove hia
companions away. (faddy & Co. werq
not particular, but they speedily leit Pon
to himself. It ‘wns a defeated, savage,
and furieus Ponsonby who tramped home
ta Higneliffe in the dusk.

-ner's ralsed a stormn in &

- L}

The romours that had gathered zbout
Chavering of the Remove had died away
like mist at the rising of the sun. Skin-
ner & Co. were angry and disappointed.
But, though defeatsd, t did not give
E bope of unmaskin e junior who

ey persisted was living at Gereyiriara
under false colowrs. Clavering did not
heed them. But the Bounder heeded
them, and the Bounder's watchiulness
did noft sleep.

(Don’tmiss “ A VERY GALLANT
GENTLEMAN !" — next Monday's
grand completa story of Harry Whar
ton & Co., by FRANK RICHARDS.)

T T O e ]

mSurprising  the Beheol,” and i3 No, 384,
There 12 mo-euch story os “The Race ts the
Tuckshop.” Thut waa the title of 4 game
included in an issue of the “Gem ™ ,
three years or B0 S8

I may be sbhle to give mare of this lnfer
mation a lttle loter; buwt I do oot cegre ta
do it unless, you make use of K, Don't 8.!%
for * Bunter the Bully "—ask for No. 88—aee

Back Xumbers, Ete., Wanted,

By Charles DPearce, ¢/o Messrs, I-T.Eag‘ &
Loherts, Heletoi, Cornwall—MagReT, Nos
&7, 877, 3ED-307, 405425, 426, 441, 444, 450-408,
480484, 472, and 479; also numbers Hefore 376 ;
o Gem,® Nod. 472, 481, 401, aled mnm belore
465; “Boys' Friend # 3d. Library, No,
aopd Noe. bhefore 380; % Peany Fopular,”
£22.285. FPlease state price.

By W. R. Hnhbard, Etortford Road, Dums
mow, Essex—old numbers of “Boys F';‘HM »
84, Library, especjalty [oooter sborles.

By Arthur Rhoos, 88, Killloghall Read,
Bragtord—any back numbears, ang *
Without a Name®

By H, Goodbudge, 24, Cranworth Bead,
Bast Worthing, Suciex—to exchange “Nelsonm
Lea® and “ée:t-ﬁm Rlake Libraty,” aleg
“Tioys' Friend » Librory, for Magoers hnd
“Qeme * belore 400—wanted to cond to mep
lo the trenchea.

By A, 8 Jenn‘in%. 23, Recltory Read,
Btoneyholme Road, Burnley—hack nogihérs
of Maigxer and *Qem ® for soldier friend,

Dy F. Lonpsteff, 35, Marlborough Hill,
John's Wood—* Tom Merry [for and,»
“Hildare for Irelamd® *Hero nled
“8on of Seotland,® “Figging' Fg-Puddlhg™

ol

Tar Macurr Linzass.—Na k@

Ok
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THE GREYFRIARS GALLERY.

No. 55.—GATTY AND MYERS,

hmmml‘l
ATTY'S Christian names are Ceorge
ut he never says much
about the “Adalbert,” because it is
the sort of nome upon Wwhich the
might put him down as George Alfred Gat
without his protesting. Godfathers and .
mothers don't alweys remember what ér?

Adalbert; b
Second Form fs apt to cast ridieule. You
e bringing uwpon imoocent infants. It Is

enough to be “QGag,” without b 1
-*&llhﬂr{-ﬂ "I E l'}iﬂﬂ
Mrers i8 Edwin—but more commonly
*Teddy.” The two are ataunol chnms, They
were 50 belore Dicky Nugent came along,

snd they-are so still, when Dicky has made
Eﬁ&d his claim to be considered leader of the

orm, and they have got over their early
dinlike 0 him,

Gatty is a hefty youngster, aquife hig
enough and old enoygh to in the Third,
but not quite up to0 the Third in—er—
schalastic attalpments. He especially dis-
likes “;Bt.hmﬂg;:ﬂ:m? l{;f "The Eabes” whlf.ih
B:me 0 i r feilows are wont to apply
ks his Porm.

The Iot of & new-comer in the Second is
not apt to be & happy one. Gatty hag more
tlian & little of the robustiousness that
characteriacs such fellows as Coker, Hohson,
Bolsover major, and Tubb. And new boys
in the Hecond really sre rather difficult pro-d
positlons at first In many cases. They come]
quite unbroken, fresh fiom the nurse
Eovérness or some small preparatory gehool,
where they have been persons of some im-

nce, And they fail to realizs that in the
at Greylriara thay amount to a trifle
teas than nothing at all afart with,

Dicky Nugent was & rare specimen of the
spoiled child; but it really l:'.ras p bit un.
raasonable of Gatty pnd Myers to mecuse him
tﬁ;ﬁing to Remove thaps because he was
maked to tea by his brother and his hrother's
chime. They wers ragging Dicky. aided mnd
abetted by the rest of Form, when
Frank Nugent came along. Frank natuorally
went to the rescae of his hrother; and the
Eegﬂn‘d Elilm in on the palr of them,

) ere wia eoon plenty of cause to
object to Dicky apart from this rather
fanciful grievance. The new-comer ghowed a
complete dilregard for Second Form opinion,
snd was even auppected of the dire offence of
Imrlldng+ Oatty, in his lordly way, sent for
Billy Bunter when this cbarge was being
inquoired Into. Bu.nte::: came—pogsibly scent-
Ing grub. He gave-his evidence, and then
Gatty ordered his myrmidons to %iok him
oht! Which was done, and Dicky was treated
to & complexion aid of purut cork.

There wae good stufl In Nopgent minor,

1

i Sl

however; and before long Catty and Myers
becams his chume, and, as it was abundaatly
ovident, that his braine were quicker than
{atty's, very soom thercafier bhis lHeutenants.
They might not admit it: but Dicky was
really leader thenceforward.

And they have confidence {n thelr chief.
When Nugent minor woa sent home at Mr.
Quelch’s instince, and said that he would
be bhack within twenty-four hours, Gatby
wag sure that he would ¢ome back, “If
Dicky enye g0, It will be s0,” he told Myers.
And verlly it was so!  Dicky returned as
Inky minor: and Gatty and Myers spon found
out through the latter's spotting the fact
that Inky minor's complexion cams off on the
plilow—which would bave been improbable }
had Inky minor-been & real Hindo Jam!
They kept his secrel loyally.

They werg very loyal, too, when Dicky was
takem away by hbh mother, who had
querrelled with his father, Dicky wanted
(ratty to go with him; but Mra. Nugent
could nof guite eee this, apd without his
chum Dijcky found it dull. He wrote o
Gatty to get him cash to enable him to run
away from hpme to echool; and Gatty
collected twenty-four shillings and fivepence
in the Becond—partly by something very like
compulsion, no doubt—and sent the money
alomg. Alse he prepared a feast of ham and
tongue and hard-boiled eggs to welcome the
refurnming prodigal.

But such edibles are nﬂlg for big oecastong,
The ususl feast for the Second is one of
herringe in some form or another--fresh,
bloaters, or kippera. And they don't mind
them a bit "wangy "=herrings heve more
flavour In that state, and go farther! Cooked
on a pen at the Formeroom fire, and burned
n little for preferencé—adding still more
fAavour—herrings of any sort seem to Gatly.
Myers & Co. the real goods, with £he ndvan-
tage of belng cheap—though that advantoge
s legs mathed now. Still, as everything else
It?l?fa gone up, perhaps there is not much in

At Bob Cherry's henefit Qatty, Myers &
 With fthreepenny fickets, collared and
kept front seats, They numbered the tickets
themselves; and the arrival of Dr. and Mrs.
Locke prevented methods of force from being
tatd againat them. It was a seoréd over the

HRemove, and the Second love that.
the

It waz not much of A& 2COTE OVET
Remove, though, when Harry Wharton yielded
to the wurgent demand of the Third and
Second for a footer-match between them and
the Hemove, and the combined fag Forma
went under to the tune of 25 te nil.  That
had heen Dicky Nugent’s wheeze; and Gatty
did not forget to let him koow what he
thought of H nfter the disaster had taken
place.

New hoye do oot alwars prove the soft
thing the Second expect: and the cose of
Hop Hl wad one in poinb. The Famous Five
were anxious that Wun Lung's miner, &
strafiger from & far land, should get decent
treatment, and they asked Gatdy to ten in
order to talk him over. Then Myers said
things about sucking up to the Bemove. It
waz & tactical error on the part of the
Famous Five to omit Myers from the
invitation. And Gatty was wroth with his
chum, MNo promise wge made, and the rag-

ing of Hop Hi bepgan as soon as he was
fmi ¢ the school. They tied an inkpot to
his plgtall; but he swung round quickly, and
they got the Ink In their faces. Hop Hi
goon made his foofing good. A lavish dor-
mitory feed showed the Second that he was
the right sort; and they were ready fto back
him up apainst the blﬂ{)‘!‘hﬂ of Bulstrode,

It wae far otherwise with Sammy Bunter.
Sammy has never become a favourite in the
Form. It i3 true that Gatty, who had fought
with Dick Nugent for the right to rag op
Hi, took & different atbtitude this time. He
considered that the best plan to adopt with
Bunter minor would be to a{ve him a licking
fo start with; but, as Dicky had promlsed
Wingate to look after the kid for the fArst
day, Gatty relingulshed this eminently reason-
able course action. From which I

would appear that Dicky may possibly bave

%HE th!e best of the fight about the little
hinee

Bammy did not gain much, He was oot
grateful to Dicky; and when once his term
of grace had expired he caught it hot from
his protector, gs well as from the rest of the
Second. But one.doea not feel inclined to
waste any sympathy on J3ammy.

(atty did not agree with Dicky's gol

iring with Verpon-3mith, though he

no susple that it wos all part of & plot
by the Boonder agalost Frank Nugent. He
withdrew hia objection when he learned that
the sum of half-acrown was promised to
Dicky if he found a certain rare specimen.
Neither he nor Dicky realised that that rare
ﬂ;{:ﬂimen wad oot llkely to be found, or that

e-Bougder would have no use for It If it
wera found!

Gatty and Myers were among the fags
provided by Fishy to Lord Mauleverer, of
courge, Gatty woas engaged as  clothes-
brusher. It is to be hoped—though doubted—
that he brushed Mauly'e clothes hetter than
he brudhes his own, There i3 not much of
the dandy about George Adalbert. He bas
his gualities, though, and he and Mrers
were promincot in the bumping of Flabhy
which followed the collapse of the Fag
Agency.

The most serions episode with which Qatty
has Deen concerped was in connection with
Bolsover major, That worthy had borrowed
five ahilllings of Dicky Wugent. OGatty and
Myere went with their chum to -collect the
debt., Funds werslow in the Second ; and all
three felt that ther could not afford to have
the modey oufzfanding longer. Bolaover was
not minded to shell oupt, and there was &
row, which broyght upon the seene other
members of the ove. The matter moade
clear, Bolzover had to cash up, at which he
wag greatly annoyed. A little Iater he apw
Dicky and Gatty on the towing-path by the
river, and puraued them. Gatty tumbled
in. EBolsover funked the atfempt at rescus
that he might and should have made, even
though he felt doubtiul of hia ability to
carry it through. But Nugent minor plunged
In and got his cham out.

The two fags had to go into sanny.
ot out Argt, and he ond Myers

Dicky
Manped a
eed for Gatty, who did not think that the

sanatorigm rations were sufficient. They got
fn by a ladder, and esaayed to cook with a
apirit-stove. The above was knocked over,
and a fire resulted—ond Bolsover, in the nick
of time, came to Gatty's rescue, and
redeemed hiz carlier cowardice,

Decent  youngstera and staunch ehums
Gatty and Myers, if a trifle inclined to b
rough on new-comers. It is enough to he
going on with; other ﬁtlamien aqual]&r m-

rtant will develop in them later, no doubt.

ecancy and loyalty and pluck make o good
foundation, anyway!

Aivta for Aabrelaaia; Dorach & doi 3H

Ibour

Cape

tetory at the Flestwar Houm
e, Mydnay Bris

Streat, Loodon
. Adalai gﬁ:?nﬁﬁm wmm;iun.nr.s.

Town and Johannedburg., BSoturday, January

. BO.& B

lapd, BAubseription, Te. por aoB
“ﬁum Africa, The Centrsl Nowes Agendr.
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TRIMBILE'S TRAMIP!

L.
g THOULD liave koocked him down!™
Thus Baggy Trimble of the
Fourth. '
Trimble's remark was greeted by
& gemeral howl in the Common-room in the
dehool Howso,
:»E;».Thut- up, Trﬂnhlné; e
a83, wathah! ot up, you nowwid fat
boundah!” exclaimed zr-thur Augustus
DArey wrathfully, “Othahwaize, [ ahall
pupch your head, Twimble!"

"Why didn’t you punclh ths tramd's
bead ™ jesred Trimble.. o
“Wata!”

“L" repeated ‘Teimoble firmly, “should

have knocked him dowemi”

"Trimble of the Fourth felt guite securs in
making that declarakion, in the Comuuon-
roafn. There was no likelihood of a rufanty
trampp appearing theme to put him to the

Arthur Augustes was pink whh indignation,

Arthur Augustus bad bad 2 most um-
plessant adventiure,

Ho had. been stopped in Dylcombe Wood
by a tramp who, witlh @ blg cudgel to back
dp bia request,. hod demanded money.

Arthur Aupit:uuhm feamd oo foe; but there
wAs oo arguing witlh a heavy oudgel in the
bhands of a six-foot rufflan.

He bad paid ap.

He had related the adventure in the
altéer caportjng # to  the
Houss master. He had expected sympathy,
and bad got it—from. alli but Trimble,

Trimble smiled superior.

“You see,” continned Trimble, “therc’s
only ane way of dealipg with. 2 hooligan of
thtt“mﬂ:-. Enock bhim down! ¥b's the best

";.'ﬁ'l.'l uttalh assd” shouted Acthor Augus-
fus. "How could B kEnock dbwn a wman six
feet. high, with a twemendons hig cudgel®™

“Well, that's what L shouid vaar dote,™
maid Trimble.

“How would yom hawve done £, vou gilly
fathead?" demanded Tom: Merry goufiy.

It was rather too: thick for ‘o wellkgown
funde [ke Trimbla to et Bp to read Gussy a
lecture. :

«1.should Bave hit him in the eve.”

"You couldn'd bave weached his eye;, you
fat Mttle beasst]”

“Fhen 1 should have caught him under
ke chin with & mim:r.r oner.”

“¥You couldn't have weaclied hia- chib,
slthab.” '

“Well, a right-bander on the chest, straight
from the shouldsr, would have dofie 14" axid

la. “Then T showd Bave marched him
to the police-station,”

“Bat Jove!” .

=Whzt wae winted,” explzined Trimbie,
wwan pluck. Now, I've got plenty of pluck.
That's where b should have scored.”

*You silly, fat duffer!” ppared Jack Blake.
a¥ou'd bave run away if you'd szeen him.
[# you'd only dreamed that »ou'd seen bim!®

Yaag, wathoah!”
Trimble sneerad. ) .
= Al very well to pass it off like that!™ he
. "I don't comsider you showed pluck,
D'Arcyt That's what was wanted—pluck!”

And Bagpgy Trimble rolled out of the
Common-room, feeling that he had scored.

Arthur Auguatus drew a deep, wrathful

“The howwid little wottah!™ he sald. ~1
bave a gwent mind b give Bim a feahfual
thwashin' 1"

“¥ jolly well wish he'd drop. in with the
tramp.” growled Blake. Blabe lelt that
Trimgia“a ﬁgﬁmﬂﬂm‘}mmark& were x reflec.
thn opon ¥ MNo. 0.

Levison of the Fourth Burst into a checkle.

“Why ghouldn'l het” he remarked..

#That beastly twamp Has clexwlied off long
Mefoah this, Leviaon.”

*here ars others,” c¢huekled Levigon.
e, thers’s Lowther——-"

“What's thati" ejaculated Lowther of the

Bhell, “Who's .a tramp. you sify chump?

Whoor are you calling & tramp?”

CommOr-roon,

By SIDNEY CLIVE.

“Weally, Levison, your wemark is wathah.
personal! Lowthah i1s not what I call a
weally well-dwessed fellah, bat to call him a
Twamp jf——""

“Fathewd!" said Lowshers

“ Wenlly, Lowthah—"

“Fatheads, bhoth of pou!” sald Levison.
mgh du‘n’“tih_undegit.und‘; I dmjl;tt mean

gr in- his cordinary person, but as a
member of the School House Dramatic

Emieti.-. H.e:a rather good af making-up."
W ove [

Ba ]

“Welr, that's not o bad ides!™ exclaimed
Lowther, placated at once.  “You'we got a
head on you, Lavison.”

*Good! LI'd soy the same. for you, IFf 1
wasn't 50 jolly truthfuf-——"

Wiy, you chuinp—"

“Zhushk!” said Manners. “Let's hear the
wheeza! I'll lend & hand in anything to. take
that fad beast Trimble down & peg or two."

“Yaoas, wathah!” ;

“Go  shend, Levison!" said Tom  Merry
epcouragingly.

Levizon smiled, and went ahead.

"We've oot all the things in the dramatic
gutfit,” he sajd, " Lowther's about the best
in this Homse ab ackinmg; he beats every-
body abt it but Kerr of the New House,
Well, Lowther could make udp &8 & "rough
tramp ns eosy na falling off a form—ragged
elothes, Lig beard, codgel, and all complete.
And if he came on Trimble all of' a sudden

"Good egg!” said Tom Merry. o

"Yoama, wathah! I think it Is a wippin’
wheege I said Arthur Augustus heartily. "I
wegard you 48 a4 bwainy e¢hap, Levison.
Lowthah can make himeell ook feahfully
Jugly and low—it won't be vewy diffieult for
lowthah—"

“Ha, ha. ha!” roared the juniors,

*Your silly ass!” roaved Lowther.
do yon mean?™ L

“Waally,  Lowthal, I was enly wemarkin’
apon vour abilities os an amateur actal,
gaid Arthuar Augustus, in surprise.

“Ha. ha. hat” : :

“L fadl to sec anythin' te cause this mewwi-
ment, deah Boys——"

“Bugk up amd get ready, Lowther,” soid
Cardew, “Take the things eut aof school.
1'Il get Trimble to go down te the willage,
and vou can tuckle him ag he cornes back. [t
will k¢ duek by then.”

" But will e go—" )

“He will if I ask him to get somekhin® for
e o the tuckshop there. He will acoil i,
bat that won't mabtter.”

“ia, ha, ha!”

Five minutea later Trimble of the Fourth
was an hiz way to the village with onc of
Cardew's halfcrowns in his pocket. And Ave
minutes afker that half o dozen juniors left
the gates, among them Monty Lowlther,

carrying a big bag.
giglit of 36, Jim's as the duak wos
hﬁ

*Wihat

LL.
RIMBLE of the Fourth sauntered
bBome ajong the lame, and came im

I i,

Trimbie had expetcled Cardew’s: hali-crown
| ab Mr3. Murphy's shop, according to instrne-
tiona. Instend of bringing home the goods
to Cardew, e had  devoursd  them—which
was not accarding to instreetions, As e
rolled home he was debating in hiz  mind
what excuse he should make to Caedew:
whether it would sound hetter to say that
be bad lost the haif-coown, or that a Gram-
mar  School fellow had  ralded the taek,
Baggy Trimble wag not serupulous on the
gubject of truth. As u matter of Ffact.
Cardew had oo expectation of seeing apain
either the buck or the half-crown. He Enaw
Trimble.
Tri.mi.'r}r: t1.'."5'51111
tramps Jua 160,
He had carefully refrained from takine the
ghort cut through the weood. On the uigh

thinking of anything but

hoye dreamed of demger.:

roard, ‘and so near the school; mo ome would

But just ms Boaggy oome Inr sighf of W
Lschml gatea there: was a lﬂﬂi- i =
rand.

Re.

A rogged o lnaped ond Tate the
'Erim%la aﬁt&!;'tﬁ raoted to the geeund, R
“Yer money or yer life! growhd s anky

Reart jlunping.

F waice.

" (g acious!” sfubtered Toipie,
togethar.

-

good gr

His fat knees Knocked

The tramp was i most  truculahleshing
gmﬁme:. ; neﬁmﬂ'mﬁﬁ haws: ﬁ““gﬁ,_mﬁ T
Fterap thiat DVArcy falen b W
wag nob talt, In fpl, he wais shard,
grown-up man.  Wof His fece wae
-eovered by o ged beard and mowsk
caked with dirt. A battered Bowles - Wi
on his tousled head, and cracked books el
hia feat, La.l:ui] hiis Wﬁh mm mnll.ﬂad.
Kkohielly of holes and patclce. ‘nurlahu
thick” stick hefore Baggy Trimbie's startied
RVER.

o And over ver thing!™ he said huakdly,
*Naw, then, sharp abart itf”

L] l_ ey _"__-ul

-'ﬁ'um{{mr mlttefinm aﬂmﬂ?'::r

“0h, dear! I— O8F, &W.

Wil yer ‘nh:m ﬂ:ﬁ! m}:ﬁﬁg{ ronted the
tramp, Hourishing the : :

,;Ll:sl'; for Trimble's: herom: plans for dealimg
with » rough chigracter! He did pot fell the
vullan with o welliplaced bipw! He did mob
Wipck him spioning sdong the road! Fer
from- it!

He stood with hie Hoses koocking togetber
and his eyes almost atr:{.;::c.lug from Bis head

0w, ow'l® he gusp

“Har you goin’ to 'aod bover youn rhlso®™
rograd the teamie.

w e, ow l®

“Then 1’11 brwin yar*

Trimble dodged ue the tramp jucpsd of

him, Lthe cudgel whicling sloft. Be
a desperate rush to escape.
[ Baggy Trinibte wasn't an athletz. Bnt the
gpeed he put on at that moment would kave
won him the mile at the schook spests, pro-
vided e conld have kepl & op.

Hin faitly flew.

= Come back " roaced the tramp.

Trimble was nob likely te come bach.
-whizzed- along the noa
letting out o guesping yeib

Tramp, tramp! came bheavy beols
him oo I:Hm mugl ticall

Trimble ran Cranatieo H )

Hg reached the uhmfmhe:.. which wese
fortunately open. He bolted inte the guim-
way like a ra b}:li': intg o hole

Tramp, brafgr: .

In the quufn'unmﬂ- Trimble wentured Lo
shek down. puifing like old bellows., He Lelé
safp there. 'To lils amazément and borrer, 8
ragged_lignre withh a dourisbing: cudgel e
awgoping througt, the gateway alter Bim.

The Leamg wus pursuing him even wiihis
tha school walls.

“Halla, who're you?™ roared Tn
staring out of lis ledge In surprise
wirakh. .

The tramp dbL not heed. He vushed on
after Daggy Trimble.

Teimble let out o shelek of terror, sod
Bolted for the School House, His feet scemed
L searceiy to touch the ground.

Tp the stepa of tho 3cheol Rouse be wend
like the wind—speedy, and blowing bard!

" Il}ail. Tove 2

id u I.u:lﬂ .

There was a group of janiors in the deor-
way: wmd they enught Trimble hy the arms
and the cars sl stopped. him.

Trimbie straggled. furiously.

=

1 “Lemme go! Yarggolil He's after mal
JNeggo ! .
“{hwent Jooth! Whale——

“Who's after you?" demanded Tom Mecey,
stjil’ Uelding the stmepgling Baggy.

*Yaroch! The tramp!" shrieked Trimble.

“Fathesd! Thera lan't any framp!” sald
Manners.

Trirahle glared back [earfully Inte HRe

{Continued on pags IL.)
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grow uuak in the quad. To Lia sarpriso
aod reliel no-tramp was visible.
“Bo you met a ‘womp, did -vou, Twimble?”
chuckled jiﬂ.rt'l:n.lr Augustus D'Arcy.
“Groogh! Yeg!™
“Pid yon knock him Jdown?" grinoed Blake.
Trimble cast “one -more: glance i{nto the
uad. TFhere was nﬁwgﬁ“ of the tramp; and
¥'8 coyrage revived. ;
i 1M 4 r!™ he replied. *1 fancy he'll
have a |5l good black eye, the oeast] I
ve him o oner—"

“While you were running awayi yeélled

*1—I wasa't exactly tunning—r
“Whati™
" “JouI mean, I-=I had to c:-:.m;_j becatse

- ere two of them,” explalned Trimble.
i m.n

“That's it! Ooe of them came for me
firsh, and I lknooéked him . down—{airly{
knpeked the teeth down bis throat,” eaid

Trimble. “Then they chme at me togethcr,
angd I bad to clear. Two prown men, you
kngw—-""

" {h, my bat!
“You should have acted lke me, D'Arcy.
when you met your tramp,” maid Bagey

leftlly, “A terrific blow, you know, stralght
from the shoulde g T
“ Bai Jova! Of nll the who]?p&h e
“You baven't much pluck,” eail Trimble
soornfully.  “Now if you'd, seen mie handie
thef tramp=—— O, erumbs] Yah!® i

round the table.

“nirize with your theatrfeals.”

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

From behing Lhe tree near a fearsome
fBgure emerged, and ran the stone stepa,
Trimble gave a yell of tertor, and bolted
down the passage into the Common-room,
The fearsome Agure rushed after Bim.
“Yarooh! Help!" yelled Trimble, 1hﬂgih§
“Help! Rescue! Yarnoph
Help! Murder! Burglars! Hung! Zeppel af

Yoooap !”
“Now I've pgot ycr!l™ roared the tramp,
pursuilng Trimble round the big table,

“Help!" shrieked Trimble.

“Blews my soul! What is this dreadful
noize " exclaimed Mr. Bailton, striding into
tttg‘ 1{..‘«umm-:ru~mm. “Why-—what—bless my
E-D T

The Houee-maceter stared blankly at the
tramp.

The feraciovedooking roffan took off his
battered bowler hat respectfully.

“Good-evening, sic!”

“It's Lowthah, sir!" gasped Arthur Augus-
tus, from ithe doorway,

“ Lowther " ’

“¥ea, sir!” said the tramp cheerfully. *I
hope 1 didn't etartle you, sir—only some of
our amatenr theatricals, sir.”

“Bless. my soul ™ sald Mr. Railton, sean-
ning the tramp curlousty. * Your make-up s
certainly very clever, Lowbher—wery credit-
able indeed. DBut plpare do not make so much

The House-maogter guitted the room, and

Tom Merry & {;a. erowded (n.

Bagey Trimtde's [nce was a study.

“Youo fap rotter!” roared Tom Merry. *IF
ou hadn't been Im a blue fTonk you'd bave

own that n real tramp wouldn't follow
ﬂl‘l initﬂ the House !”

“8o0 yoa kpocked me down, did you?"
ejaculated Monty Lowther.

*I—l—th—the fuct g, I—I knew it was
you, Lowther——-."

"W hat _':'E”I}LI Lowther,

“You can't act, you know—*

" Wha-a-ut i*

“1—1 wus simply playing up,” said Trimble
calmly, “I'll bet [ wade you think that I
wid frightened, He, he;, he!

“(iweat Boolt!™

The juniors stared at Trimble for o minute,

His colossal cheek had taken thelr bhreatl
AWLY.

Then they rushed at him.

For the next five minutes Trimble's podgy
E::;mn was bumping on the Common-reom

i

“Now, you fab frand!” roared Lowther.
“Did you Lake me fora tramp-what?"
“Yes," howled Teimble. “0h! Yea! Yes,
rather! QCertainly! Yarooop!®

And after that Baggy was not heard {0 say
what he woold bave' done if he had met
D'Arey's tramp, He had bad & sueiflelont
lesson from Trimble's Tramp!

THE END,

FIRST IMPRESSIONS OF LONDON !

By a New Member of our Staff.

{Note —This is oot o "Greyiriars Herold
of “Tom Merry's Weekly ® contribution. It
b o o e e, e et

- 3 okl © Wi, 1
xhove military'sre; are ﬁuﬂinﬁ thelr shoulders
40, variuar tbewisy to-k things going. In
fatt; e is well telow military age—and looks g
it - A and - ingenucns youth, as yod
wil sce! Himimp g fave interested me,

ard I think they will interest my readers.~{ ts be

EPITOR OF THE *MAGNET.™)
the train 1 Enew-I wad in London,
Wé hodn't pulled -up at & station—the
and, as I shortly afterwsrds learned, we were
:tnt Elnsbury Par et I knew that
WaS
Bomething In the very atimosphérg told me
that.
I was trovelling by lovariebly reached Lon-
don half an hour Iat-uarE and m# this was a
sxpected that, we had threaggomriers of on
hotie's ey yet to go. Hﬁ?-'lﬁ- when I let
duﬁiﬁh poaitively certain we were in

T HF moment I popped my head ont of
pignals were against va, or something,
.wﬂﬁm as durely as it it bad spoken.

‘1 had heen told that the Honday frain
guarter of an hour before time 1 natoraly
down the window: and pecred out, 1 was
ore . was an Indeseribable foggy- fecling

ahout the place.which scemed to spefl London:
H'rgt that it. was Topgy at all to speak af.
- moon  was Ehin clearly in the sky

nnd many of the stars stocd out distinctly.
We were not, by any means, on-shert rations
of.fog In my native town of Mudanslush,
which,.. &8 .all the world knows—eat least,
Mudanslnshiang  think i does—Is on the
borders of Boganswamp Moors, In Yorkshire.
But the London fog s guite a th
itsell, oven when there are only falnt fraces
of it, a5 on that memorable Sunday night
when. the population of the Metropolis was
added to by—ME!

Alter artiving at Eing's Cross, snd spend-
fng shout on hour finding My inﬁgﬂfxﬁ:—lMd
wheeling It abouf the station on a 15—
monocled members of the Tpper Ten were
engaged on the same job—I reached Farring-
don Street without mishap by the Tnder-
ground, and then looked abont me for Black-
frlare Bridge.

‘I expected to be buffeted all over the
place by the throng. but. to my surprise,
the strects were 20 deserted that I bepan
to thiok that my unerring instinet had been
pulling my leg, and I had landed st the
wrony ehow after all. Suddenly up marched
two rmﬂz_lg fellows, who stopped short in front
of %E‘ th affable gl}amea. hand. and

“Eeep your money In vour hand, and your
hand in your pocket!” was the sage Mudan-
ﬂl;lﬂhig.t advipe I hnd received regarding plek-
pockets: and [ was proceeding to carry [t ouk
when onc of the suapects spoke,

Being moro Ignorant then of the Cockuey
dalect thap I am now—fully twenty-four

hie

bours later—I could not understand them at
D

first; but prosently I began to tumble that
wore adsking me the way to B;mkllﬁan

Baidge, the yery place I was Maﬂn% fot

leasantly of Sam

A mtmilwhu reminded me
Weller,- happened u|;I just then, and wo in-
uired . the way of him. Hg directed us in

the same mys
my companions,

His knowledze of London, however, proved
more peculiar than extenslve; and
when we found oursélves in the -.r|cmitjr of
Whitechapel, heading for Mile End Road, my

rious laogusage cmployed by

two companions interchangod nuite 4 pumber §

of remarks—my ignorance of their vernacular
prevented me from distinguighing mors than i
an oft-repeated “Gorhlimee!™ for ?-hi-:ih per-
haps, I shounld be thepkful—and then made
off along what I now know fo be Queen
Victorin Street, leaving me headed for Lon-
don DRridge.

Hera waa another blow to mﬁ?&uhﬂm.
I had vaguely imagined that on Bridge
was & aort of narrow, wodden structare over
a winding and swicling river, with & hattie-
mepted castle and turnpike, and Reefeaters
and walchmen, and all that eord of t-hin;:.
Inttead of which it was rather like—pnly
wider than-—the main thoroughtare of Mudan-
slush. Thws arc iltaeions shatterad! ;

When at Inst. I reached, my destination
everything seemed like n dream-——asz it very
mrtr:é was, for I fell asleep almost directly.

Hunday gives one an ahsolutely wropg im-
pression of Lendon. On the Monday I simply
eouldn't believe the crowded streets wers the
same I had traversed the day belote.

But, lat.-!.tl!,_ I didn't feel out of place at all.
Things which in Mudanslush would have
made me stare open-mouthed--"huses, tubes,
3t. Paul's, the river and the scagdlls, White-
hall and the Guards—all seemed as a matter
o e metdm te the difficulti

“Poople greatly exagporn e cnlties
of London,” I eaid to myself, dodging on
omaibng—things that rog after youo n.néitr;
to bowl you aver whep you den't want them,
and run awar helter-sdelter when you do—
and narrowly missing being knecked down by
a lorry 85 I strode across Clerkenwell Road
in the lunch-hour. *If beats me how anyone
eould poesibly lose his way here.  Look at
that ase over there gazing at a map! Ilaw.
haw, haw " T laughed & scofing lhugh, which
mada asveral motorists jump out of their
card to make sure none of their tyecs Taad
gone. “Here's King's Cross; there’s Penton-
ville, toad. Farringdon Btrest is—— L&t ma
gee!  Farr-ing-don Strect—- Where on carth
is Farringdon Street?™

Alter rubning almost dementedly about
Gray's Inn Road, Rosebery Avenne, ond a
varisty of other streets in the neighlourhood,
F arrived back at Lodgate Cireus twenty
minutes behind my time. | began to thiok
Iﬂndnn wamn't such a dear, cosy Dlace nfter
Al
And then come the air-raid. That gave me

a very Hun-favourable impression of London.

Just when I was woarm and cosy in bed 1
was arcused by the sound of tremendous feet
clumping atong the pavement, and the words
“Tike eover!™ resounded on all sides,
couldn't quite grasp what they were driving
at at first, but presently 1 found myself
jumping inte my ¢lothes, full of the idea
that it would be raining bombs a couple of
minutes later. I got down just in time. to
view the anything buot pleassing epectacle of
& policéman riding a bieyele with a placard
upon bis back bearing the awlul words;

“TAKE COVER!- _

After o number of hours had elapsed, and
nothing striking had happened—except for
the clocks—I weny to the corner of tha ftreet
in the hope of steing a few silent hand-to-
hand confliots taking place in mid-sir.

_Thers appeared fo be nothing doing In the
gilept conflict line, but the 3 men
FDI eman was still seorching up and down.

gave him a page of abject scorn, and rolled
hack to Led in disgust.

That wne the sligeal for a repolar volley-of
guna ta begin, and 1 heard, or persugded my-
gelf 1 heard, the shells whistling over the
rool, Down 1 went apain, and with Bftecn
others—we counted each other—-took shelter
in what -we were pleased to call & dug-out,
measuring approximately four feet square.

The monetony of the guns wes relieved
coneiderahly I:I? the whirring of the machines,
which we eould hear botwioen the hreaks in
the fAring. But 1 wasn't relieved worth
speaking of, Then, when the ITuns got over-
head, abont a hundied gunners gob to
work, nnd sicegeded admirably in makin
A veil of emoke across the shy, behind w
he Gothas could do proctically what they

iked.

Although 1 took .this as 2 elgn of
affectionate and considerate dispositions on
the part of the LonMon people in meneral, 1

falled utierly to apprecinte it at the time,
and I was gradoally petting 2 very bad Im-
pression of {he grent city.

Rt it was quite evident that what the
fGothaa liked beat was to get away, though
that was the one thing they found s difMculty
in doing. They kept making a Jdash to
vamoose, and being driven back nntil every-
bady pot fed op with them, and after going
ant In scarch of hita of shrapnel, which
weteh't thers, T wenlt hack to b for the
third time hefora (e © All cloar?® wan glven,
And I registered a solomn mental resolve to
walk off hack tn Mudanslush before break-
fast in the morning.

Rut when the morning came, and T woke
hleareyed and =6 all aver, with a eold aml
a headache, and dead4ired withal, 1 thoueht
T would hoave hreakfast hefore sbariiong on the
two-hmndred-mpl-odd-mile-walk {0 Modans

elush. Amd, fecling o gpood dent hetter after
hreakinst, T relented  consiiderably,  and
deciled to honone London with my presencs

untit the next time—the Yery next time =thy
Gothaz cane,
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