i, "The . Fistiggl
i Form at RoBkwood, were sauntering .
in the quadrangle, killing the last ten
- "minutes . before .
. They sauntered through the old stone

Il.'l .I
: ! T |

) Sﬂvﬁr was ‘silent -@I’ld thoug htflli, and |}
i hé looked more thoughtful than ever

A

:r‘n.‘; = :

(&0 % There’s something jolly wrong:
“or with that kid 17”

g Arbhar Edward 1
Tra “Eh! Wh&t ];iid s
Lo “Young ‘HErbert!”
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" A Magnificent New Long Co

r'l

©7 4 .. The Kind Unole!

. Lost his aspirates, perhaps

gt I
||J_

LU

1

i

walk

" Tittle Quad.

e & '

-|,- i ;
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"when he spotted 'Erbert on.the old

8t him. _ .
. The fag did not see them,

and theydigeons fluttering round i,
but evidéihte without seeing them,

His higge face was dark and
troubled, ‘afid there was a suspicious

~the  hungry c_hurehy&rd with his

days. I've noticed bim.” . | |

%My hat! Ican’t say I have,” said 1

said Jimmy Silver.
ovell yawned.: .

| ’ 19 . -
L ]

“Rats Jimmy

I Look at him !”’ said

Four, of the Fourth
afternoon

oaken bench in g shady corner of

-

attention to "Krbert, the Co. looked

. He was sitting on the old bench,
with his hands in his pockets, staring
straight before him at the fountan

redness on his '_eye]jdﬂ."- ;. .
- He did not look up. Tk

LLW LWL LWL Av vl LAfs, o -

“ Somebody been ragging ' him,”
opined L_ﬂv-el'K “ Let’s ask him who it
wag, and get on his track and strew

bones.” 4

'“ Sﬁmé’}ihing'mc}ré than that 1" said }

Jimmy.  ‘“He’s been like this for

Lovell. |
“You're not Uncle James to all
Rookwood [’ grinned Raby. * What

do you want us to do, Jimmy? Are

we to kiss him and call him Albert?”

“He does look bothered,” said
‘Newcome. - “Fags have their own
blessed little troubles in the Second
Form, you know. Perhaps they’ve
started him on deponent verbs.”

(4 Ass !!‘!‘

Jimmy S
but - still ’Erbert did not. observe
them. The Second Former was evi-
dently buried deep-in his own gloomy
meditations, -

“He was always a cheery little
chap,” said Jimmy. ‘“KEven when
Mornington first pbrought him here, a
ragged little waster he picked up on
the high road, he was cheery enough.
Now he’s a Rookwood chap, and hé’s

made no end of friends in the Secand

Form, and he ought to be merry and

bright. And for days he’s been look-

ing as If he’s going to be hanged.
I'm going to look into it.” .

“Tt’s Morny, perhaps,” said Lovell.
“He was kind to the little bounder
when he tgok him up, but he’s got a
beastly temper. May have been
slanging him. ’'Erbert’s no end fond
of Morny, for some reason 1’ve never
‘been able to guess.” ¥ .

“Well, I'm going to fa.w_.'_fiim.”'
. Jimmy, Silver bore down on the
walf of Rookwood. His chums fol-
lowed him, really concerned about
*Erbert, now that his evident trouble
had been _;brﬂught to their notice.

It was‘#ot easy to guess what that
trouble washk |
.. The liftle tramp and outcast had be-
come a fag at Rookwood, and made

friends in the school; and that change
in bis life was surely enough to make

him happy. And, as a rule, he was
very bright. Mornington, his pro-
tector, was generally kind to him.
- Only a few days before "Erbert had
onie out of his depth in the river, and
%flarningtqn " had saved him from
drowning, at the risk of his life. And
O Yirbert’s miserable mood, as Jimmy
has noticed, dated from that day.
“ Hallo, young 'un!”
Jimmy clapped the fag on the
shoulder. - _
'Erbert looked up quickly, then.
‘“*Allo, Magter Silver!” he stam-

- mered.

.Jim%mmd hiraself on the bench
beside the fag. - |

{1 coat?” -

gpected Second Form?”,
lessons.. | | |
- " Cm}zew
. aroh into Little Quad, and there they |
o woopighted “Erbert. o

v Lovell was  talking  ericket  and
. Raby was talking holidays with a
.+ genial disregard for one anothey’s re- |
..~ marks). =~ . s ML

. Newcome was requesting both of |

-. tham ‘to .give him & rest. Jimmy waod 1P

- Silence.
. '_'“-Oﬁme:,” |
- +Jimmy having drawn the general { Sng. DRgiouDe,
| merchant to set it right.
tell me.what the trouble 157"

. Erbert looked at the chums of the
Yourth, and his lip quivered, He saw
only kindness in the four cheerful
faces, . - .
- “J<I ain’t going to complain of
1 Master’ Mornington, sir,” he said,
“with a tremble in his voice.
“bheen good to me

‘starving,

to achool, and—and-—1 can’t never pay

won’'t speak to me.”

Silver & Co. had stopped, -

“wouldn’t

Lovell. | _
~ Lattrey of the Fourth came through t

The fag was silent,

+ “ Hor some days now ynu’v'é_' been
. lmklng _‘ﬂ.-ﬁ Gheery.a,g a8 hungry Hun,”

went on . Jimmy. -“Does the war-
bread

- “No, Master Silver.” |
“Been rowing with Snooks and
Jones. minimus,, and the other per-

gonages of the most noble and re-

'Erbert grinned faintly. .

- N-n-o,” w d
_ of the Sixth bech twist-
ing your arm?” S _
- BNa L o
‘“ Oh, Lattrey, perhaps; that new

ing you, kid? If he has, tell your

Uncle Jimmy, and he’ll make Lattrey

sorry he was ever planted on Rook-

“ITain’t L&ﬁt’qﬁy_, ',si.f.""’-
- “Well, what is8 it?”

said Jimmy Silver with

up, kid, and your Uncle Jimmy is the

“He's
- more’'n 1 ever de-
gorved, I know ’hi‘l&t. "He found me

RAULL4 T &% Bl B o -

killed' in the war, and he tool I;'].E! in,
and got his guardian to send me "ere

him nohow for all he’s done for me 1™
“So it's Mor{ly!” said Jimmy
Silver, very quietly, ' _
" ¢“He ain’t done nothing,” said
'Erbert quickly. ‘‘I-I done some-
thing t6.offend Master Morny, and he

4 0ht” said Jimmy, ~

«T—] wish sometimes that he ’ad
left me in the river,” muttered
"Rrbert. “It was splendid of ’im,
what he did, sir. He might have been
drownded, and he fetched me out.
And immediate, sir, he—he called me
names, and—and ‘since then he won't
speak to me, but he looks at me when
I see him like—like he hated the sight
of me.” 'Erbert’s voice broke down.
“1 don’t know as I’ve done nothing
to offend him, sir.” -

Jimmy Silver’s brow set v_erfr
darkly.. Jimmy had 'pulled much
better with Mornington of late, since
the bounder of the Fourth had given
up many of his blackguardly ways.
But Morny’s uncertain and bitter tem-

per was unchanged, and it looked as

it the defenceless fag had been the
latest vietim of 1t. .

“He don’t mean to be ’ard, sir,”
went on 'Erbert. *“ P’r’aps he thinks 1
don’t care if he don’t speak to me. 1

“don’t want to worrit ‘im. But—but

why does he look at me like that when
he sees -me. 1 ain’t never meant to
do nothing to make him hate me like
he does,” .
“He doesn’t, you young ass,

7

sal1d

Jimmy Silver. ‘“Tt’s only his temper, |
“and he’ll come round.”

' "Erbert shook his head.

“Te hates me !’ he said, in a low
tone of miserable conviction, “ Arter
all he’s done for me, too! I—1 wish

‘he’d left me ’ungry on the road, like

he found me. Ile hates the sight of

me now, sir, I—1 wish 1 could leave

Rookwoad. I know he wants me to.”
Clang ! '

) &
“Hallo, there’'s the bell 1”  said 4

Raby. . |

Jimmy Silver rose..

“Come on, 'Erbert, and buck up,”
he said., ““It’s all right—only one of

Morny’s tantrums. Il speak to -
| him‘“‘““""'”

" “PDon’t you go for to let him think

I’ve been complainin’ of ’im, Master

Silver,” said the fag in alarm. “1I
’ave Master Morny think
that.” T e oE -
#“0Of course I won’t, you young
duffer ! It’s only his tantrums, and

- if he knew youwere taking it to heart
‘he would stop it at once.

Morny’s
not a bad fellow.” _, .c
““ He's one of the best, sir. But——"
“There’s that cad Lattrey,”’growled

give you a pain in the waist-

hurried away to the class-roomis, and
’Hrbert’s troubles had to be lett over
till after lessons. | S |

cad in the, Fourth,” said Jimmy, |
frowning. - “ Has Lattvey been worry-

tain of the Fourth.

“There’s something .

Can’t you

aftar old Bill Murphy was |

sullen, savage eyes.

! as betfore.

know.” '-

sald Jimmy,

glanced sneeringly at the chums as he
passed without speaking. .

Newcome, |

Lattrey heard that remark as he
passed, but he walked on without
taking note of it. The bell had
ceased to ‘ring, and the juniors

‘The 2nd Chapter.
Unole James Loses His Temper.

door of Study No. 4, and as thero

was no. reply from within he
opened 1t, _
Mornington was thore, with a

cigarctte between his lips.

He scowled at the sight of the cap-
“What do you want?” he snapped.
“Only a word or two, Morny.”
“PDon’t talk .cricket to me. %
don’t want to play in-the eleven, 1
that’s what you've come abeut.”
“1 haven’t.” -
“Well, shut the door after you.”

. “Qut of sorts?”’ asked Jimmy, In
wonder.
keen indeed on- a .place in the junior
eleven only a few days before.
“Mind your own bizney!”
Jimmy Silver coloured. It was
again, and Jimmy felt strongly
inclined to take him by the scruff of
the neck and "rub his  arigtocratia
nose in tho hearthrug. With a really
noble effort of self-restraint, Jimmy
refrained from doing so. _
But he did not go. HHe came in,
and closed the door behind him,
Mornington watching him  with

“1’m not going to bore you long,
my infant,” said Jimmy, as cheerily
““1 want to speak to you
about young Murphy— KErbert, you

“Hang *Erbert l”’

“The kid’s been in dolorous dumps
for days,” said Jimmy. ‘You're not
really treating him well, Morny. He

thinks no end of you, because you |

took him up and brought him here.
and when you scowl he takes 16
seriously. _
because 1 know you don't mean to
wound the poor kid’s feelings.”
" Mornington sneered.
“ How do you know 7" he snapped.
“Well, T take it that you don’t,”

“Perhaps you're mistaken.”
Jimmy Silver looked

did not guite understand.

- “You can’t mean, Morny, that you
don’t care that you're making that
poor kid thoroughly miserable?” he

gaid very quietly.

“Why should I care?”
“Well,
Hun would care, I suppose,’ said
Jimmy warmly.; “You've ‘done a
great deal for ’Erbert,

the other day. .
god, It would be
good-natared to.live up to 1t.”
T wish I’d left him in the river !”
“Wha-a-at?”’

“Can’t you understand English ?”

asked Mornington, with a sneer,

“That i1sn’t English—more like
German,” said Jimmy Silver con-
temptuously. “You wish you'd left
that poor little beggar to drown?
Are you mad?” .

“Find out!”

“Then,” said Jimmy, a glitter
coming into his eyes, “it isn’t simply

your silly temper, as 1 thought,
You're deliberately making that!
poor kid miserable, because he’s

idiot enough to be worried by your

airs and graces.”
““Oh, leave me alone
““What has he done ?”
““ Nothin’.” |

1’2

L

. “Then why can’t you be decent to

him 7

“Find out!”’ | |

“You can’t have taken a dislike
to him,” said Jimmy, 1n perplexity.
“He's a good little chap, though he
has his funny ways. Towny and
Toppy and the rest sneer about his
having been a vagrant, and -about his

“The rotter was listening,” said

Dircctly after lessons that aftor-
noon Jimmy Silver tapped at the

Mornington had been very

Morny of his very worst period over

I thoyught I'd mention it,

long H_,Ii;d_'
‘hard at the sneering face before him.
- Mornington was in a mood Jimmy

anybody but a Prussian

not io!
mention fishing him out of the river |
He looks on you as!
1 a sort of hittle tin
only

mplete Story, dealing with the Adventures of Jimmy Silver & Co.
By OWEN

| “Now, -’thert,' what’s the rlo.WZ”- |
- he askead. A T

CON QUEST- |

tho trees behind the oak bench, and:

you're not a silly snob like that.”
“T’hanks I’ sneercd Mornington,
“Murphy’s as good a name as any
other, and it’s the name of the
splendid chap who took care of him,
and who was killed in Flanders,”
said Jimmy, *‘Burely you're not set-

‘ting up as a snob like Townsend,
 Morny 7 |

*Oh, go and cat coke!”

“Y don’t understand you, Morny.”
“No need for you to understand
me. Get out of my study and leave
me alone.”

Jimmy breathed hard.

“Then you'ro going to keep on
like this—scowling at the kid and
making him wretched - with your
rotten temper 2 he exclaimed.
*Hang him! I hate the sight of
him! I was a fool to bring him to
Rookwood !” The words came in &
savage, passionate outburst. *“What
did ¥ want to pick him up on the
road for? Why couldn’t I leave him
to gstarve, as other vagrants starve?
I must have been out of my senses!
Hang him! Why couldn’t 1 have

Teft him in the river? Oh, I’'m a fool

-~-8, fool—a fooll” -
“You're not a fool,” said Jimmy
Silver, in measured tones, “You're
a rotten, rascally, cowardly willain
and blackguard !” |

Mornington sprang to his feet, his

eyes flamnlk,

“You're very tender ' about

*Yirbert !’ he said, between his teeth!

“Well, liston to this, then., I'll
make his lifo a burden so long as he
stays at Rookwood, and T’'ll get my
guardian to take him away and turn
him adrift. As soon as [ can shovo
him out of the school, he goes, and
he -goes to starve and beg as ho did
before. Hang him, and hang youl
Now get out !’ .
“So that’s the programme 2
“Yes, confound youl”

“And why?” " g o
“Hind out!” |

Jimmy’s hands clenched so hard
that the nails almost dug into his
palms. : |

“Vou rotter!” he said. *“I don’t

"know what you've got against
'KErbert, but you sha'n’t act: like
that without paying for it! Put up

your hands, you sneaking, skulking
cad! I'm going to lick you!”’ |
“You won’t have to ask me
twice I”” sneered Mornington., “I'm
just in a humour for you, or any
other meddling fool! Come on!”

Without walting for Jimmy Silver

to come on, Mornington rushed
savagely to the attack. -
Jimmy Silver’s hands went up like
lightning. - . .
In a second the two juniors were
fighting fiercely.

Jimmy had come to the study with |

friendly intentions. His friendly in-

tentions were gone now. There was |
something |

anger and scorn, and
almost like hatred, in Jimmy’s breast
at that moment.
to him like some foul reptile. -

He drove blow alter blow at the
savage, sneering face, recelving,
without heeding, as many fierce blows
in return. -

Mornington fought with savage

energy. o
It seemed- as, in his black humour,
he was glad to have someone upon

whom to wre&lE the rage that con- |

sumed him. _
But Jimmy Silver was a dangerous

customer to choose for that purpose.
For ten minutes the fight went on,

‘and then Mornington lay on his back,
- gasping

for breath and utterly
“done.” He had received about the
severesf thrashing of his career.

Jimmy Silver looked at him grimly,
panting, and left the study without a
word. He went to the dormitory to
bathe his face: it needed it.

When he turned up on the cricket-
ground, a little later, his chums
stared at him. . His nose was swollen,
his:lip was cut, and there was a dark
“mouse ' under his left eye.

“Morny?” asked Lowvell, with &
grin. ) .

“Non’t Bpeak.o.ﬁ h'i'm,” sald Jimmy‘. |

“He makes me sick! Let’s get some
cricket.”
And he said no more than that,

"The 3rd é-haptam
- "The Last Word.

fMorny’s there.”

having no name of his own, but

Mornington seemed

- tween his teeth.

- Townsend.

at Rookwood School,

. 1]-'1 3
fr

“Blow Morny!” ¥ 2
_ The nuts of the Fourth were stand-
mg mm an ¢legant - group 1In the
window of the Fourth-Form passage.

Jimmy Silver & Co. were at cricket
pracfice, but that kind of occupation
did not appeal to Peele and Gower,

Townsend and Topham and Lattrey.

The merry nuts were thinking of

the delights of ‘“banker” in the
study. |

- But the *Giddy Goats” of Rook-
~wood were under difficulties.
end and Topham shared their study

Townge

with Rawson, the scholarship junior,

and Rawson wouldn't allow either

smoking or card-playing in No. 5.

It wag like Rawson’s cheek, the
nuts considered. But Rawson was fog
burly, and too hard a hitter, to be
prgued with, Lattrey shared a study
with Tubby Muffin. the fattest junior
at Rookwood, and the most inveterato
talker and tattler.

A quiet game way Impossible there,
Peele and Gower belonged to Morn.
ington’s study, which had generally
heen the headquarters of the nutty
brigade.: . -

But Mornington of late had become
savage anhd disagreeable, and he
seemed to have quite thrown over his
old amusements.

Peele was looking
obstinate now, however.

He had had enough of Morny and’
Morny’s temper. If Morny chose to

angry ahd

- stand outside the select circle of the

Giddy Goats, let him. But let him
mind his own bizney at the same time.
That was Peele’s view, |

“Come 1nto my study,” repeated
Peele. “Hang Morny! : It’s my
study as much as his.”

“1e will be sure to cut up tusly,”
sald 1'ownsend.

“TLiet him!”’

- “Well, there’s somethin’ in that,”
remarked Topham. *If Morny don’t
Like 1t, he can lump 117’

- “He's on fightin’ terms
Lattrey now,” remarked Gower.

Lattrey shrugged his shoulders.

“I'll keep. the peace, if Morny
does,” he said. “If he cuts up rusty,
let’s siing him out of the study. 1've
had encugh of his cheek, too !’

“Come on,” repeated Peele.

~ And the nuts, having made up their
minds, marched on Study No. 4 In a
body, prepared to deal with Morning-
ton if he “ cut up rusty.” _

Peele opened-the door and strode
in, followed by his comrades. -

“By gad!” ejaculated Townsend.

Morfnington was seated in the arin-
chair, holding a hadndkerchief to his
nose. The handkerchief was drenched
with blood. There was a dark ring
round one of his eyes.

“Been 1n the wars?”
Gower, ~. s

““T thought I heard somethin’ goin’
on,” suld Topham. “A lttle scrap
with Jimmy Silver—what!” !

“ Fallen out with your new-friends,
Morny ?” chimed in Lattrey.

Mornington scowled savagely.

‘““ Get out:!” he snapped.

“We're not goin’ to get out,” said
Peele coolly. “T’ve brought my
friends heré, an’ they’re goin’ to stop.
How would you like to join 1 a game
of banker?’’ i

*Rotl™

“You wouldn'’t care

b NO.!J

“Well, suit yourself. We're goin’
to play.” . -

Mornington rosec to his feet, his
face flaming. His eyes blazed as they
rested on Latirey. . - |

“You cad! I've told you not to
set foot in this study ! he said, be-

with

>

grinned

for 162"

Lattrey laughed..

“T'm here at Peele’s invitation,’™
he said coolly.  * You haven’t bought
up the study, I suppose?” I

: H_ Get ﬂut l‘.l-?

“Rats!”’

“Yes, rats, an’” many of them,” . .

said Peele. “You can be seeciable if

you like, Morny. If you don’t like, .
et out yourself. T can tell you I'm -

%ed up with your airs an’ graces !’ =
“Fed up to the chin!” said Gowey.
“1f you want to turn.over a new

leaf, an’ become a model youth,” con» i v
tinued Peele, “you’re welgome to. . .

But we're not goin’ to turn over. a
new leaf at precisely the |
moment.” e

“Blessed cheek, T call jt!” said

Mornington  advanced

4

samie ,

ton : ‘tuwards'
Lattrey, his fists clenched. The vest " .\



the ‘hard, grim warld, to_the. mistry

tire “nard, grign worid, to the, mis of getting them out of *Erbert. b -
cand want Moenington had saved him

“Don’t be rvusty,. kid!™ he'spid.
“The fact is, I know Morn¥y “hbettér -
than you do, and I was wonderivig 4f

I couldn’t heal the trouble between
you. T'd do aunything T gould,™ = .
'KErbert gave him 4 quick look) ‘Me
did not trust®atirey or hig n_w}ﬁi’fﬁ‘?ﬁpn v
But so far as he could see, there Was =
nothing to be lost by Lattrey’s inter. . -

about you." So you better look out ’*

“My- dear - street arally, I'm not
going to stop you from clearing off !
quicker as far as I'm

. He sighed. Lifo at Rookwood had
anade the old life of want and dirt and
privation seem very far behind. - - | g0 .
' Going back to that dreary life came I e SOWEEF.,?t__h@
as a shock to 'Etbert now. It wag{ concerned.” - g o 9 i
harder and .grimmer, sineé he had | _“l.eave me alone, . then ! Eﬂ{f]'
known better things. ¥y 'Erbert. “Wot you come ’ere for?

But the loyalhearted fag did not | ., latirey g o g fﬂmﬂgagj;
‘hesi for one mc L N i, | E1iS curiosity was keenly aronsed by
hesitate for one moment. Morniug- Mornington’s strange and savage con-
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H;ﬁ . thoy parth lined: up, found Luttrey | old, havdencd his heart. “If the' waif | ten beb, and p'raps that'll last mo | yoi was like, Lattrey.” And if you| He intended to know ?hsg fucta, 'BUE - i
oo BN Bl ol o s B Sl v el of - Rookwood choge to g0 forth into | all I get a job somewheres.” - | tell 2im  about me, I might tell 'im | bally ing was the least -":k&l;y, Iﬁﬁ.ﬁhﬂdi
o el e ST AR L, R D o r " Ao b dh phat : e : . ' . ' : / : : 3 ] o L
¢ ag ‘evident thut if Mornington '

. tgdkled the cad of the Fourth he had | and : Tim.
S - &% whole party to deal with. -~ | ffont; Jet him go. Mornington's
oo o g meimentt or two he QWﬂ.. tham ‘band, at least, would not be raised to

“havagelye -t L 0. -t ) gtaw b,

o Then, gritting. his teeth, he passed | -
‘theim, and left Bho study. ~ He was in

1o condition for w fight, as & matter
- of faed, and the odds were too great.

A loud and derisive laugh. {followed

Y i
L Lo '_
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' The 4th Chapter.
| Lattrey Wants to Know.
Jones minimns was mdignant.

G e Tr LY e '.' b e e - ; - o1 to mav hie | duct towatds the waif he had rock-{ VYonuon, and tne bare DPOssibUiby ‘op” -
 Mornington  strode “down  the Jones, tho great chief of the Second and persuaded his guardian to pay his | lesaly befriended. - “ | bemg reconciled to Mornington made

tingly.

::{;‘Et_lﬂf‘ﬂ‘_ ’1‘*]””_“'?-”_ - . boximg match in the Form-room #a-llj Elmﬂs' B ' ltﬁf%ﬁl%hé?g:”mg M{:i_!'n_m%tﬂn's {im-_ ""tﬂl’m? with Mmbﬂ_l’if &5&%?” i T
; ob Cave 1 odoner™ sald poot | after prep that evening, and he |  'Trbert gave him a quitk look of | credit~La i el & i R I “Course ¥ would!” ~° = i oaras
Erbet.  “Magter Movig, 48l 98 | [onked tor THekert b talo n hand. diglike. | - If there was anything to be dis- | - “Well, then, it's only some misr 100

~to starve on the road.

-pugsage, his brow black.

lirbert of the Second was hanging
sbout tho landing, and ho gave Morn-
E’lg‘tﬂl’l an appealing look as he cante

v |

ﬁ;’[t'ﬁ*ningtun replied. with a black

- scowl.

The fag approached him hosita-

“ Master Morny-—-"

what {'ve done! L am’t never in-
tended to do nothing to offend you,

b

811, | ,
“You're anr offence in yourself,”
said Mornington bitterly,  “T hate
the sight of vou! I wish I'd loft you
I wish T could
be vid of you 1’ |
+ "Erbert’s face was white.
“You mean that, Master Morny?”
he asked, in a hushed voice.
Mornington laughed' savagely.
“Mean it? f course!” -
““You'd liké"me to go away from
Rookwood, sir?” .
“Yes. . But you won’t. You're
goin’ to hang on here till ¥ can get
rid of you, somehow,” said Morning-

g oy Sl o i )
tor sneeringly. | - Yﬂu- dﬁn't k}iﬂw “ha‘t. -M“FM*- g
3 HII ain’trh Mﬁﬁter M?}fnj’,” Bﬂ'{ld' | .gﬂﬁ: I&ﬁga}?{lst }’011? * hﬁ ﬂﬁl{ﬂd.' G e
durbert, with o deep, sobbing breath. | Biviil | i PMRNSY 0 ol BIUEENN  ES LI 2 8 CHasn't' ld 'y &
“You brought me ’ere, and if you {03 it S DO %asf} t"he told you?”
don’t want me, I'll go. I won’t SR L iy | “HG';;-_- | lied him?™
trouble you no more, sir.” | i DY Yﬂ.' T BRI ¥
~ “Hold on a minute,” said Morn- '“Welij.t"d'd § e waiia ol
ington, as the fag turned away. Do - I‘."N thi Ll R o
you mean _th’at, Murphy " 8 -Wili 11;13'.' hat !’ ‘

Yes, sir.” ‘ell, imy hat!” .

4 You’'ll leave Rookwood 2

£é YEE.”

“*And where will you go?”

'Krbert made a weary gesture.

“1 don’t eare! Back to Dirty
Dick’s tenement, per’aps.
care!l”

“You can’t go to starve,” muttered
Mornington. “I--I want you to 0.
But—but I've plenty of money.. I

- see that you don’t want for any-

won’t  touch

the likes of me.

thin’,” He felt in his pocket. * Look
here—-"" '

The fag stepped back.

“I don’t want your money, Master
Morny,” he said steadily. “ You've

been too good to me as it is. I des- |

say I din’t deserved it. I'd like you
to give nie a friendly word afore I
£o, but I don’t want -your money.”
“You can't starve,” said Morning-
ton harshly. ' '
FI've starved afore,” said ‘Trbert
bitterly ; “I can starve again. But I
our money, Master
Morny. I’ll leave Rbﬂki'md as I
came, 1 know this ain’t a place for

\ Good-bye, Master
Morny |

Mornington stood still and silent.
The fag gave him a last look, turned,
and went quietly down the passage,

He disappcared down the staircase,

f!!

E;%l(‘] kMomil;EgEU’I}E dﬁ-ew a deep breath. g Bl e ﬁ;n’z .neitlﬁ; iy saidl 'Erbert. * And
e Knew tna rbert . s | : - aster orny, - ’ 2
said. S what ho ‘“ Wot ’ave | done?’” said poor ’Erbert. ‘1 ailn’t never intended to do nothing to offend you, sirl? lain. He won?;; saylel'mth‘;iﬁn!t Arizf -

The Iittle'fellow, ‘wounded to the

very heart, was probably glad to fee]

that his days at Rookwood were
ended. As he had come to Rogk-
wood, so he would leave it, and dis-
appear from Mornington’s life for
cver. | ' -
- "By gad, he’s goin’!” Morning-
ton’s eyes gleamed.” “Let him go !
Let him go! Once he’s gone, he dis-

tory to bathe his damaged face. He
was glad ‘that 'Erbert was going--
glad to be saved from the danger that
the fag’s presence at Rookwood

 meant for him.

- The _
“Erbert’s face, like that of a hurt
animal, haunted him, and remorse

- But Mqrnington. was not all bad.
pitiful, wounded look on

was stirring in his breast.
But Mornington, like Pharaoh of

I don't

1 told you you’d be wanted.

Form at Rookwood, had * palled”

with ’Rrbert, the wail and outeast,
thereby greatly honouring the waif of

Rookwoad.

And for days now "Hrbert had beon

i the bluest of blues, hardly spoaking
1 word, aud avoiding the society of
his  friends—cven the fascinating
socioty of Jones minimus himself,
Jones minunus was getting up a

Ie found him sitting on his bed i

the dormitory, with a pale, troubled
- fuco and heavy eyes.

' Jonces surveyed
him with rising wrath. .
“Come down!” he said,

- fees there. _
Mornington. If Mornington did not

He owed ceverything to

want him any longer, he would go.
The door opened, and

see Jones minimus or another fag: of
tho Second. |
the Fourth who entered, closing the

door softly behind him.  All Latirey’s

movements were soft and stealthy at

Ho disliked, distrusted, and vagnuely

feared the cad of the Fourth, and he
had resented Lattrey’s evil mfluence
over the superb Mornington. Thut

certainly was at an cund now. The

i

pene 'Hrbert
fooked round wearily, expecting to.

But it was Latirey of

Jimmy Silver attributed it to the-

changeable and false natgre of the
dandy of the Fourth, ™ ~

But Lattrey was. accustomed to
looking 'deeper into things, and he
knew that there must be sométhing

moro than that in 1t. - Whdt it was he

did not know, but he meant to know.,

- That there was something behind:

covered which would give him a
chance of repayin

discover 1f, &,

~"Erbert did not speak, and he did

1

by E By
Mornington’s |-
contetnpt and scorn, Lattrey meant to

‘“You'’re an offence in yourself,’’ said Mornington bitterly. ¢ I hate the sight of you! 1 wish I’'d left you

to starve on the road!?”

’Erbert shook his head.
“We're going to box,” said Jones.
. What
are you mopmg up here for?”
“T amn’t moping, Jones!” -
“You've been moping for days on
end!” said Jones minimus, exaspe-

him. |
IHig heart was too heavy for Joneg’
wrath to move him in any way. In
fact, 11 a few seconds he had for-
gotten Jones’ existence. |
“I've got to go!” murmured
'Erbert, staring with blurred eyes at

the darkening square of the window. .

““Tain’t no good saying nothin’.
The 'Ead wouldn’t let me go if I
arsked. T got to get out quiet. T got

two could not have bheen on worse
terms than at present. | '
“1 thought I'd find you here, kid !
sard Lattrey, with a note of kindness
in his silky tones.
'Ktbert did not answer. ,_
““T heard what you said to Jimmy

'BErbert started.
“You ain’t goin’ to sneak?”

- he
muttercd. -

“Not at all. T don't care twopence |

whether you go or stay; in fact, I
think Rookwood 1sn’t the place for
your sort!” said Lattrey contemptu-
ously. , . |

““Nor for your sort, neither !” said
'Erbert. ““The "Had would boot vou

not look at Lattrey. The latter broke

the silence.
“You've fallen out with Morny,
kid 7’
“Find out !” |
““ Not much finding out needed.”?
“Well, if

--in Morny’s handwriting, I’ll make
it worth your while to hand it over to

mp 1%

“Oh, shut up !’ said 'Erbert con-

temptuously. “You make me sick !”
“Then 1t 15n°t that?” | |
“1f vou wasn’t a low “ound, worse
nor a Prussian, you wouldn't think it
could be!”
- Lattrey’s

eyes glittered for a

out fast enough if he knowed what ! moment. But he kept his temper.

you know you necedn’t ask -

3

was ther

his face flush with hope.

“You couldw’t do anything vﬂh“
muttered,  Hven if yon “"_m"h'l;?_"“.@ﬁ?“
You-don't like to de¢ «

voir wonldn't, n'i
fellers friendly and ‘appy
Iattrey bit his lip.

3 i
& . : .-l'r'-_-'-;'

But his voi

once and set it right.”

F

"Wrbert looked at him dﬂ.-ub-_tf.t"lll.l_}l";,-"'l;;, al

e

“¥You might!” he admitted, =
“Well, then,
the rgw?”. . . |
“1 don't know.”

- “Yon ‘don’t ‘know!'

aback by that reply. 'Erbert nodded

at him in silence and perplexity. S

The Bth Ohapter.
: Lattrey’s Disoovery! =~ -
Laitrey broke the silonce at last.

Lattrey was utterly at a loss.

o8 Evidently the matter was nstias hs
ivivo 8 had suspected -vaguely“—th'&t" the '-'fﬂfr
y e

used by the dandy of ‘the Fourth
communicate with his shady friends
outside Rookwood, had gained a hold
somehow over Morningtord. It was
not that, - L

“But how did it begin, then?”
asked Lattrey, after -a pause.
haps somebody’s
Morny a yarn?”

“’Tain’t that.”

“How do you know?”

‘been  pitching

“It.was that arternoon the fellows -

was playing © at Bagshot,” - said
'Krbert. ‘““You ’ave ’eard of it.” I

‘went out of my depth, an’ got cramp,

an’ Master Morny came in for me an’
pulled me out. Then—-""

“It was decent of him,” said
Lattrey., "*‘I wondered why he took
the risk.” |

“You wouldn’t *ave,” said ’Erbert,
with a curl of the lip. E* 5
Do you mean that Morny turned
on you after saving your life?”
- b YEE..I.,I 5

“But” why ?” -

“1 don’t know.””

“He can’t he mad,
said Lattrey nftisingly. |

“T can’t u#derstand it, and wvou

r

I suppose !”

o pulled me out of the river, he.
turned on me, ’cause why, I dunno !”
“But something must have hap-

pened,” said the puzzled Lattrey.

*“1t wasn't nothing. Only he saw
that mark  on. my shoulder,” ssid
'Hrbert. *He spoke about that, and

mentiofed it ?

“Course it ain’t!
locked arter me for
went to the war an’ was killed by the
CGrermans. That's why I was called
Murphy.” - S

*“ And wheve did Murphy find you,
then 7"’ , | .f

“Y was left on a common arter
some gipsies ‘ad been there, so I’vo
‘ecard. I don’t know nothin’ abéut
6! Wob does it matter? All that

Old Bill Murphy

“Pers

arsked me why I'd never told *im it
- « Bt why should I ’ave
I never thought"

veargs afore he

: .r: 'I'I._.

appears, and I need not fear!” rated. ‘‘Looking like a boiled owl | Silver this afternoon,” said Lattrey, | me!” nothing "about it. It couldn’t be be.
ﬁe gave a hard, sardonic laugh. all the time. What’s the matter with | “and what you said to Mornington mn “But why 77 cause I ’adn’t told ’im of that, ‘could -
, Then, as he turned towards the | you?” . F the passage.” | No reply. ib2* | | BT
dormitory stairs, he started. | No answer. | “You're always ’earin’ somethin’ ““Morhy’s an unrecliable fellow, but “A mark on your shouldér1”. gaid
- Lattrey was looking out of the door- “Are you seedy!” demanded | that don’t concern you!” said’'Erbert, { I don’t see why he should turn on | Lattrey, in a slow, distinct votde, .
way of Study No. 4. | Jones. with quiet scorn. ““You're a sneakin’ | you like this for nothing. Youl] *Yes” R T
Thero was a very curious expres- ““No.” | 8 | spy, that’'s wot you aro!” | aven't given him away?” . - “What sort of a mugk?” =
ston on Lattrey’s face. It was clear “Well, what's the row, then?*. “I’ve had my eye on you for some “"Course I ain’t !’ growled *Erbert. “It's a birthmark, I s’'p'ose! Lots
that he had heprd what had “passed “There ain’t no row !” time!” said Lattrey coolly. “I’'ve “I know you've. been mixed up in { of fellers ’ave  birthmarks,” said
between Mornington and the waif of ““Are you coming down to. the | noticed how Morny ﬁas turncd on you, | his shady games, fetching and carry- | "Erbert. * Leastways, I've been told
Rﬂﬂkwqﬁd- ' Form-room ?” snapped Jones, - and it’s made me curious.” ing messages, and so on. Have you | 80. Nothin’ agin a chap!” =
Mornington gave him a fierce look. ““Not jest now 7 | | “Can’t you mind your own busi- | been keeping back some letters he’s § -~ Lattrey locked at the fag with a
- Lattrey laughed, and turned back Y Well, you're a silly ass, and I'm { ness?” - "4 | ' given you to keep a hold over him ?”’ * { strange exﬁrreasian in his eyes. "
mto the study. But Lattrey was | fed-up with you!” said Jones mini- Lattrey laughed. 'Erbert gave the cad of the Fourth | * How old are you, Murphy?” he
Jooking vety thoughtful as he joined | mus emphatically. “ Perhaps fdon‘t choose to!” he | a look of bitter disdain. - | asked suddenly. ¢ T
the nuts round the study table, and it And he marched out of the dormi- | said. ““XKeep a civil tongue, kid! “That’s the sort of trick yqu might | *““’Ow should I know! I #&'p’cse
was not wholly of banker that he was | tory, and slammed the door with un- | You intend to bolt from Rookwood it play,” he said. “T ain’t that sort!” | I'm about thirteen., I dunno!” |
thinking. ' | | necessary foree, L seems. A word dropped to the Head |  *““Look here, kid, if you've got| “Your name isn't Murphy, I
Mornington went up to the dormi- "Erbert did not even glance after | would jolly soon put a stop to that!” { something—something compromiming | understand ?” | A

was ¢oft and friendly as he answored. . . -

“Tell ma what the trouble ig, and .-
1'll guarantec to set it yight, if it.can - '
he done. You'd like to be on guod . -

nderstanding, ‘T suppose, and I'dgre /. »
‘what’s the causﬂr,:."ﬁf ;

1" ejaculated
Lattrey, staring at the fag, teken '

5 | without speaking, and Lattrey g&mad L5
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Ef;'-*':f'-"f;.-'.:-:!-’f g :'Marn I E p Dge, ’? 12 i ;
il tglge Jaughed, 'a strange, low

ﬂ&ugh that made the waif of Rook-
s lf i weed etart,. and look at him sharply.

ave again a.t c}nee -
m’“m Sr“% £ara§10y you've done well te tell_

L e qbeut, itgall, kid, ? he said. L
Wb -aftaer e |

?%f.*r&-*iﬁ‘fﬁ‘f-,-. 0 Su pc:ae Morny came to yau”a,n _
;iﬁ mked you to sﬁty at Roekwued goe
B el Hﬂ won’t !’ -

j@,* o ‘He might { Bub let me see- thet

‘:ma,rk on, ‘your, shoulder; kid!
'-ad:her cuneus about. it
v % Ohy rot ! sdid
Wet dﬂes it matter ?”’ .

4Tt won’t -hurt, you, I auppeae
umd I tell you, I think I can set
rlght between you. and

E : “‘ f ou could clo thet—-—-—-—
imk I ean. Let me Beo that :
E" nlﬂ.rk ik

i R ’Erbert 1mpﬂtlenﬂ?
'_;foll r,and turned down . his
and 'Ehll"t expﬂﬁmg the

unfaetened' hm-
&eket

o fhe strange mark on it, with. eyes tha,t

glittered L dmmonds - |
20 T A matke ef deep crimson hue, 111:
e ferm strangsly 11 e the head of a
. wolf, and e¥idently a blrthm&rk was

T SRR 18- -E!
| W}:‘a %;11 Ei;,él & Is:leuttered Lettrey
- -gad g
o We]l
Ltbert

“Yeg.’ g : .
TE@ fag refastened his collar.

are :mu Idene?”_ grunfed

Lattrey avatched him with a strange.]

T expresemn He understood thé whole
- of the mystery now,
. mot chmse to ucquemt the f&g

b This knowledge. |

% . THis eyes were burning.

| “ Btay here,
- ot to gﬂ, mind that!

from Rookwood,
. goin
end %n?ms found.
: agaut

iiN
- feur ] 1ad
| 'Roolz:weﬂd where a finger can be lal
" on “you at any mmute, if you're

wanted.”
- "Rrbert stared at hlm

disappear
where you can’t be

He laughed softly.

“What -aro you gettin’ at?” he |

unless

Cgaid. “I ain’t gomg to stay
and he

 "Master Mﬂl‘ny wants me to,
don’t1” -
- He will asL you to .stay ! said
Tattrey coolly. g
- 70w do you know ?

- “I'm gmug to use my. influenoce
with him,” said Lattrey,  with a |
gmile. -

- “You ain’t .got 11'3‘] influence with

Chim. . He. can’t stan_d ,you! 1’* " gaid
’Eibert . “He went ‘ear & word
from- you !”

“¥ fancy he wﬂl'” Lattrey turned
away, butyturnr: d hack., ¢ Look here,
Frpert, don’t talk to fellowi a_buut
- “th&t hark on your shoulder ! )
“ T never does,”” szaid HErbert. I
am"t “mentioned it to nobody. Why
ﬁifbiﬂd’ T%rY’d forgot all ubout it tﬂl
Master Morny saw 1t that arternoon.’
He gave Lattrey a quick look.
< you don’t mean *o say as that
hai got apything to do wﬁh’%”Mister
"Morny f’b’(&]‘.‘nlll on me as he did?”’ he
myied.

'!ﬁﬁfcl'a"iﬁ wer: mind thet ‘Brbert. But
"I can’tell you that if you t-fl-u{ about
2t gritng - the fellows you Il offend
§p "'{)rnv WOTES thﬂn ever!”’ |
*1?i%?"'f“But wot dges it mean 2"

i &4 “Lattiey p&uﬂed He did not mte‘nd
ey rte tell-the- fag what he knew. DBut
i 'was covident that he must tell

"Hrbert. . to
m wiries.

: q.l can’t .tell you, ’Erbert, W1thout
'gmlhg away private affairs ef‘Mem-
gton’s,” -he ﬂ&ld at last. “But I
ean-tell you this, if you don’t do s

. . :say;bt may mean injury to. Morny 3
L WOTrEe. Tlmt

samething, elu,,de his

than you could guess.
 rwhy he tyrned on you. But—but if
* you-keep- silent about tho matter, he

~  ‘will came, round. If he chooses to
o 4ell you, he can—I can’ti”
s ek don’t want to ask Master Morny
. methmg he don’t choose to tell me,’
‘said- "Hrbert. “Bub I don’t under-
ata,nd, neither.”
4 Tet it go- .ab that,”” said ‘Lattrey.
And heleft the dormitory. He left
‘%he i&g in -a puzzled end tmubled

tframe of mlnd but w1th
‘in his breast. Ta the loy al little waif

- ;a,m’b got nethm to. de with Master- .

n . Buh the cad of the Fourth became }

I can. sot. ma,tters “ght | ,_ Fourth Form

looked at La,ttrey, struck by the ex-

« What . dirty’
Ym |

Erber 11‘1'1& iy cause I’m doing a good. deed,” he

ehoul er to |

By.'
gor a1

“mine |
5 gMd m@d@l Guth H.I]d make 1t up

'Feur with one vmcc
though he did.§
w1th |

“you
kid,” he EEI.IC] “You're
You're not |

“him to hetter things.
’You re going to remain at |

- thought “him.

the sclf-willed dandy

‘work when he chose.

(Cfmtmwecl _from the p?cvzaus 'page )'

new hepe

all the light of -life depended upon |
Mornin gton 8.. ‘good-humour - and

friendship. He was quite content to
let everythmg else go, mystitied as he |

was, if o he could: regain that!
Lattrey Went down the- dormitory |
stairs w1th a smile upon his face—a

smile © that had something feline, |.
almost tigerish,

Arnd ’Erbert, all unsuspect-
g, was the mstrumenb of his power.
The : Fistical Four were in- the [

passage, and they

| pression on his face.

“Hallo!” said Jimmy S,llver.
trick have you been

playmg‘? You look - in ]:ugh feather.”
And the Co. chuckled.

- Lattrey laughed lightly.
“Tm feelin’ specially chlppy, be-

{ sard.
. R & M h&t ]i, I _
“Dra.w it mild!” remonstrated
-Lcivell By g € g
1 “Honest injun !’ emd Lettrey
calmly. “I do.good deeds by way of |

relaxatmn, you know-—a sort of rehe{
drom my usual ways.
that Good | Little
Georgle himself mlght envy.’
- “Off your tocker?” asked Jlmmy

S Luttrev' acenned hzs sheulder, “and 7-.-?Sllver in wonder."

Now I'm goin’
‘to.act In a way

“Not at all. T mppnse you’ve

.-Inptmed thet ‘Mornington has. been
“hard oan that scrubby little rascal,
:’Frbert, and making hun sit up, Wlth
".his airs and graces?”

J],ngmy Silver’s brow darkened
‘I knpw I’ve hammered the cad
o growled.

| ”Ha, hal That;s your way! not
T'm going to chip in, bhke a

etweernr rbhem

Youl” exclaimed tho Fls.tlcel

. thtle me ! L7

could,!”. "sa,ld Raby directly.

“You'd rather see any fellows on
bad terms than good terms.”
“Well, wait and see !” said Lat-

trey. “T'm going to use my moral
influence over any, and persuade

Ha, ha, ha!”
He went along to No. 4, Jlmmy

Silver & Co. atmmg after him. Lat-

trey had 3uccereded in astonishing the

I Tistical Four.

Y Gas, I suppese,” said Newcome,
“Blessed 1f I know,” said Jimmy,
much mystified, *“But 1if Lattrey

does that he isn’t half the cad I've
I hope he’ll succeed,

1f he s telling the truth % g

And the Fistical Four * waited aud_
cansiderable curlosity,

saw,”- with
'ameelely hoping that little ’Erbert's
troubles were going to end, even by
so miraculous a happening as a kipd

and friendly action by Lattrey of the

Fourth.

ey

The 6th Cha-p_ter.'
Brought to Heel.

- Pecle end {rower were working at

thelr prep 1o Study No. 4, and Moarn-
ington was smoking a cigarette in the
armchair. He was not working, and
-of the Fourth
accustomed to neglecting his
He preferred
to ‘“chance it”™ with Mr, Bnotlee in
tho morning.

He bCOW]Ed at the sight of Lattrey,

'Was

“who. smiled.

- “You fellows-nearly done?” asked
Lattrey.
“ Just on!”’ yewned Pecle.

*%%%%M%%*%M%%%%%%%%%>I<>I<>X<>X<'I<>I<>I<>I0X<’I<*%*%%MM%%%*X‘***W
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in it. « He had the |
whip-hand . of the superb Morny at. |

'Iaat and he meant to use it without

if you went me to
| merey.

““You can’t, and you wonldn®y if

| *Erbert as you did,’
s careless, drawling tones

e C{}me down, for ' goodness’ sake !
Oan t stay ihere “'\*'v.lth thet eeowlmg
1mage*” £y

- Peela, was ﬁnmhed & few minutes:
_later

“Cﬂmm down, Lattre T he esked

. “You'te not stayin’ here with
Mern ?* exclaimed Gower .in a8
tomshment

“Yes; just a minute:’

“¥You're welcome to. hlm o %runted?
Poele. . And the two juniors left the
study, leaving Lattrey alone with the
dﬂ.nd of the Fourth.

Mf}rmn otori rose to his feet, his
_eyes ghttermg Lattrey watehed
himi coolly as. he pushed back his
cuffs.
¢ No need fm' that, Morn y,”” he
said softly. “I'H get out of thf- ﬂatudy
Do you?”

d Yes, you cad!”

- “Onl 1f I go it will be to borrow
Mr. Beotles teleplmno and send a
message to my father!” |

““What do I care ?”’

7 think you do, Morny. Mr. Lat-
trey, I thmk L told pu, is the In-
quiry agent employed to find Ceecil
Mornington, the' m1ssmg Their to the
Mornington property.”

“I know your father 18 a sneakmg
spy, like his son!” said Mornington
contemptuously.  ‘“ What does 1t

| matter to me?"’

e have some information to give,
dear boy.

Mornmgtt}n stood very still.

“The pater would be very pleased
to hear wha:t I happen to be able to
tell him,” smiled Lattrey.
‘heen engaged for years on & merry
inquiry after the missing heir of
Mornington, He stands to finger &
handsome reward if ever he ﬁnde
him.”

“He :never will ﬁnd him ! said
Mmmngten in a low, husky volce.

“Who knows? He's looking for a
kid about twelve: or thlrteen whe
was stolen by
on his shaulder the birthmark of the
Mornington family—the red wolf’s
head. The same mark that you have
QN YOUr own shoulder; Morny, that all

the Morningtons are born with.”
Lattrey laughed.  “ And. I could tell
him where to logk for the merry
yeuth old scout !”

Mornington breathed hmcL -

“You could?”

“I-could!”
¢ And where ?”

“Rookwood School!” |

There was a deep silence. Morn-
ington sank back into the chair he
had risen from. - Evidently he was
no longer thinking of Lmlun the
detectwe s son out of the study |

Lattrey smiled and seated himself
on & corner of the table, swinging his
legs. He was master ef the situation
JIOW,

Tt puzzled me whsf you turned . on
’ he continued 1n
“T thought
the kid might hme g0t some hold
over, you, and might pass 1t on to me.
T knew there was-somethin’ behind it,
and meant to know what 1t was.
Knowledge is power, dear boy. But
I never dreamed {}f this. Pas::» me a
cigarette, old chap.

M{)rmngtun (hd not move.

Lattrey helped himself to a c1 ar-
otte from the case on the table,
lighted it, and blew out a little cloud
of smoke.

Hoe was enjoying the position.

The =superb: Mornington, - whose
lofty contempt -and disdain had so
often made him writhe with helpless
rage, sat almost crouched in the arm.-
chair, pale, hunted, stricken. . There
was a keen relish for the cad of the
Fourth in watching his white face.
He could afford now to feed fat his
old grudge.

“1 never drea,med of this,” Lattre?
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contipued, smiling, and showing bhis
teeth. * By gad! I wonder I did
not—-- 1 kuew vou'd turned on the

kid ‘just after you'd pulled him out
of 'the river. Ot course, you saw the
mark on his shoulder then; yowd

“ I’m enef” r 1d Gr}wer rI 111 . I noviar doen. it Bafore. - You kné uaid, ) T imn v Y Toc
d e : 5 g r "thai; 1143* Waa yeur emmmw—ﬂceeﬂ;i 1 tfail roumdl s n e st

{ have and. hold.” Thet 1 he knew' thb { e
boggar—a beggar 17 |
He repeated” the word with. enjoy» |
“That yeu"‘d be depgendent on.
him for' your daily bread—u change

-‘jl.mgtan ithé rlghf

‘ment.
“Tn a few mmutes,” Eﬂ.ld Lattrey.

1n money matters.

“He has

- “You c&dll

gipsies, and who bears |
'-*0199 do you want?” muttered Morn-

‘you're so sensible,

(N A N RN NN RN RE 9 EN NN NN

tfi1l.> heir o

truth vou'd be a

with a ven:g\eenee* . What a ;merry
chance, Morny. The tramp you

I picked uﬁ on the road last term was

your ‘own cougin! If you'd -only
‘known 'it!" What a chance! Don! t-
you bless y-ﬂurself for the good
deed - S

‘No. sound came from 'Velen tine
Mornmington.

He sat still, only his- ey-ea ﬁxed

npon Lattrey’s mocking face, with
burning hatred in their depths. -

“’Erbert of the Second, the waif
and ragamuffin, master of Morning-

ton Manor and the Mﬂrnmgtan mil-

lions!” - Lattrey laughed. - ““If he
only knew? And my fatherﬂthe de-
teotwe employed tcr find him! I

- might finger a slice of the reward if

| told hll’Il what I knew. Not a big
slice, perhaps. The pater’s a bit elese
But you’re going
to make it worth my whlle to hold
my tongue, Mornington.”

Still no word from the dandy of the

Fourth.

- “You'd like him to leave Rook-
wood—and vanish.” Lattrey grinned.
“You could, snap your ﬁngers even
at me, then—what? It won’t do,
Merny If he goes, I shall see that
my pater gets on his track! But he

won’t go. You're gemg to ask him

to stay, Merny.. Yeu re going to be
decent to him an’ make him sta,y. I
want him to remain at Rookwood,
Are you gomng to do as L want?”

Mornington did not speak.

“I’m waltm for your answer,
'\'f[?r{zl_lngiion B&.ld L&ttrey grimly,

i €8 ?

" The word came almost in a wh_lsper

| frem Mornington.

15 (; :ﬁd I!!‘
Yeu houndf

111 ton.,

attrey Ieughed

“Oh, you guess that I want some-
thin’. els-e‘?” He smiled. *VYes, I
shall want a good deal. You were
my pal when I came here, Morny ;

we were birds of a feethﬁr I feel

friendly towards you now, You're

| a bigger rascal than I am, aren’t
1 you?
We're going to be friends again. Arel

1 rather admire you for it.
we going to be friends, Morny 7"

_ There was = threatenmg note 1in
Lattrey’s voice. - .

b Yes 27

“Good! You're gmnq to give up
the goody-goody game, and
going to be your o d.eelf—ﬁonte of the
merry. boys, One of the merry nuts,
Morny. You're going to give Jlmmy
Silver and Erroll and the rest the go-

Are you?”
“Yes,” breathed Mornin aton,
Latt.rev slipped off the table
“(Jﬂod 1 he said., “I'm

glad

got to toe the lme and it’s remark-

. ably senalble of you to do it without
‘a fuss.

to

'm not a chap bear

malice.” He chuckled.

of it! T'm willin’ to be friendly
and enjoy ‘your ehermm

for your airs and graoces,
lows weuld but I'm easy-goin’.

We're goin’ to be great pals, and if
vou cho-oep to back up against Jimmy
Silver. T'll help vou to become cap-
tain of the Feurth I could work it.

gang in the end study put together
‘And when I'm hard up you're goin’
to hand ouf a banknote or two, like a
real pad. Yeu.’ll never miss it. Be-

n1des, it won’t be your own meney'
Ha, ha, ha!”

Mornington, in a dull voice,
“That’s all at present.”

opened it. |
“ Jimmy Silver! 2

e
%

Add b ES IIlI-I-'.I-'II-III--I'I!'II

TH e ll‘l"

I;ke tﬂ meke tlxe déar kui heﬁipy; ﬂng

-etudy -

- Lattrey

- ton’s face struck them at once,

study.

Wha,i;,

'VC}II e

by, and stick to your dear old 3,15 -
- Sl g ~ { stand the better impulse 1t1 Mo;n} 8

Morny. You've |
-never deserved it.

& Not a bit

soclety,
Morny.. I'm not goin’ to pay you out

Some fel -

I've gob more brains than all that

frowning.

“1s there anything else?”® asked_ |
| for a week ! 5%

La,ttrey stepped to the door and

:
i .
=i

%
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inf uence L TE you'd

him |, here, enﬂ'l behold ﬁﬁe tmichm
reGQhBLII&tlﬂfl
Jimimy. SIHEP ceme a;lqng te the
| He looked . grimly at Moin- -
ington,” upon . whose, fate were very
visible the traces of Jimmy’s.fists.
“Do you want ’Ei‘bert 2 he ﬂ.sked

L 7L e

““Well, T'll fetch. hlll‘lg if you like.
I’ lad your 'going  to act: de-
centl emd Jimmy,

(¥

e’s. in the Secend derm"’ sa.ld

Jimmy nodded, and welked towards.
the upper stairs. Liovell and Raby
and Newcome gathered round the.
study, surprised and interested. It
really leoked at if Lattrey had done
the geod deed he had told thein
about.

The . deadly pelenees of - Mornmg-

They
looked in a puzzled way from one to
the other of the two jupiors in the
Latirey ‘met their glances
amllm gly. Mornington did m:lt look
at tihern at all.

Jimmy Silver came along in'a few
minutes with ’Erbert.

“ Come in, kid 1’ called out Lattrey.

Erbert entered the study timidly.

His eyes were fixed anxiopsly, ques-
tioningly, upon Mornington,

“It was all a misunderstandin
kid,” said Lattrey airily, “I’ve ma o
Mﬂrny see 1t, and he% onl'y Ain’t
you, Morny ¢ 77 _

Mornington looked up.

His eyes burned as they fell on
'Erbert. But his face cleaged. The
eager, wistful expression on, the little
waif’s face struck some chord in his
breast.

This was the lad he had befrlended
with thoughtless - generogity, .and
whom he was wronging with deliber-
ate intent. And the lad, ignorant of
the truth, ignorant of Mwhat his
existence meant for Mermngtnn was

only hepmg for a kind "ﬂord from his

hips.

Some better feeling surged up 1in
Mornington’s breast. Perhaps it was
the contrast between popr little
'KErbert’s eager, loyal affection and -
the cynical villainy of La.ttrey of the

'Fourth,

Morny’s fece softened ) Lf 1 spite
of hlmself and he made a step
towards the waif of Rookwood,

“I'm sorry, ’Erbert,” he said
huskily. *Don’t remember _anything
I said to you. It was only mny rotten
temper! I—I was worried by some-
thing—never mind what!., I don’t

want 1yfm to leave Rookwdqd For-
get all about it, kid.”

Lattrey gave him & cm;ipus look,
The words came from Mornington's
heart, and Lattrcy could see it, and
1t perplexed him. He did not under-

wavward heart. -

’Erbmt’% face lighted up.

4 0h, Master Morny!"” 'he stam-
mered. “I—-1 don’t 1111111‘1 I felt
‘urt, that was all. T don’t mind at
all. I dessay I worried you, wol has
always been too good to me, and I

I “ouId.x} t go for
to’ offend you for anyth g i the
world, Master Morny !

“ All serenc, kid, % mld"Mommg-
ton. |

Jimmy Silver & Co. walkéd away,
Jimmy wore a perplexed frown.

“1 don’t catch on!” he aald at
last. .
“My hat!  You don t méan to RRV

there’s anything that Uncle James of
Rmkweoc? doesn’t catch un 'to !’ ex-
claimed FLovell, with an
astonishment, eud the Co. gllnned
“Fathead!” said Ji 11111;11;3: Silver
. “Idan’t catch on! On the
whole, I rather wish I hadn’t ham-
mered Morny. He’ll have that eve

&Jﬁ of great

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”’ |

“He’s mado it up with 'Erbert,
T’'m glad of that, and he seems to have
made it up with Lattrey.” He’s a
queer beast. There seems to me to.-be
semethmg behind this, and I. .don t
catch on.’

Other fellows in the Cla&ﬁlqal Fourth
were surprised, as well as Jimmy
Silver, when Mernmgteq came into
the Common-room that evening.  He
was walking with his argy. li ed in

1 Lattrey’s, and the two seetned on the

best Gf terms. Apparenfly the old
friendship was quite restored between

the two black sheep of eekwood -
and m public, at leaet Lattrey “did,

not betray the fact that h(,. held thB
whip- hand

TR
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5, Fr&nltv 2 -

g e old, dusky atud

A fa:;;r P
i &Iid
Wﬂr 7 said the other junior,

‘o8 maove onl’

I'_':;tha ink. and began to scribble.

- '_ his study-mates.

: ' "-sgmng

| Taurth--—wﬂl take

~ they won’t play us.
 descended to pldy
- favour.

~ass, If they won’t?”

I heard him say

“down at once! 1?

“playing-fields,

! " The st Chapter,

Frank Righards uf 31;. Kit's.

Frgﬂk Rl{:h&r&s of the Fourth'

Faﬁm at St. Kit’s, was seated at the -
2 *tablﬁ
‘j tip 4 his name was celled.

in his ﬂtudy, and did not Iook
"He ' had ‘& sheet of 1n‘1p0.13 papﬁr

ﬁ-apread before him, and was chewing
‘o 'the handle of a pen, apparently as an
b to. reflection.

I was: Wednesday-+s hali- hﬂllda;y

-.;;*;;3_",'-'.~_--mt 86, Kit’s—a sunny summer’s. dags
ftoand the - day—though  Frank
i odreatmed of 1t at that moment-t e
ae wag destined to be his last at his fold
L nphml

pEL -

. The future wasy hldden fmm the
yés-of the cheery, sturdy junior in
%. it's was.
vhis world, and . his thovtghta hardly

{22

; I_‘\mn ered beyond the grey old 'nallﬁ

ranky !
Cﬁma out, you duffer . |
Tw::} unmra hurst mtio the study

wf&'ﬁhm i

“Wh&t are yc:u stmkm 1

2 demanded Fatty Babbage |
o warmly, ¢ Chuok that bﬂsh awey,
COne ﬂut’ %

you can leave them
Sir |
“Get

rank Richards Wa.ved oné h&nd at

‘If it’s lines,

Dlgby Valence of the F{:urth

%8 Dry 11[)!” . |
éaole: here-v? -~
“Cheese it! T'm  just gettin'g
Frank Rmhards dlpped his pén in

vntﬁ“nn nﬁ.-] REN: iy e S .

Valence and Babbage in &atonlah-

E ment, looked over his shéulder, and:

they grmned as they read:

“NOTICE! . -
The Form Match—F 1fth Farm v,

noon on Little Side.
Stumps will ba p1tched at two-
thirty.!"

Frank Richards laid down his pen,

and rose to his feet w1th a look of
satisfaction.

- “That’s all right, I think,” he re-
marked. “Now Tl stick this on the

. notice-board.”

“You ass!” exclaimed Valence in
“medsured tones.

“The Fifth have
told us about a hundred times that
They only con-
the Shell as =
- Bullinger of the Fifth would
as soon think of playing the Secund

- as the Fourth.”

“We're going to make them ! B
“How are we going to make them,

“There are ways and means,
son,” said Frank cheerfully.
alﬁu]g, and let’s stick thw up.’

llt—“'—'”

“Rats! Come on.”

Frank Richards cut short the argu-
ment by’ marching out of the study
with the notice in his hand.

my
e Came

His stitdy~mates followed him down-
stairsy, W1th a cc:-nmderable amount of

exas ration expressed in their looks.

h, you duffer!” said Valence.
S Buﬂmger & going out this afternoon.
80.’
“So did L,” assented Frank.
“ Well, then-——'2
“Hore we are!”
Frank stopped at the notice-board

in the lower hall and duly pinned up
paper -on the board, amid a dozen

hid.

otharfotices, less

lmpurt&nt} ones,

- from’ the ‘point of view of the captain

" of the hulth
. ? ;‘Hr.tl - What are you fags up
tQ . B g

It was Bullln er of the Fifth who
asked the queatmn as he lounged
along to the notice.

He: stared blankly at the paper
pmned up by the: Fnurth Former.

“You cheeky young ass!” he ex-
cla.lmed “Haven’t I told you any
number of times that the Fifth won’t

lay o fag team? Take that notice

A . dozen fellows had gathered
rmmd to. read the notice, grinning.
“But Bullinger was Ilﬂt gunnlng ; he

| loc!l{ed angr y.

‘Bullinger’s view ‘was that it was
miles below the dignity of the Fifth-
Form team to meéet the fags on the
though the
averred that Bullmger s real motive
was a. fear of getting thoroughly
licked at the great summer game.

The- challenges of the Fourth were

3 . Every |

“;’the boaid,

herﬂ '

3 fmr actions,

w o | ?“rab at the paper, and jerked it away
from’  the board,

'teWa.rda Frank Richard

place this after- i

| ing Bullinger’s feet swept up from the
floor, and the Fifth-Former sat down

his feot, and

the gn,tes of St. Kit's,

fags

l’ub ﬂwd
onduv

!'.i' r{
i I: -";:Lll:':!ll',! '.;. I ! i | II 'I" II

Five Hundred Tales, introductng Harry Wharton & Co.

By

declmed Wlthﬂu'ﬁ thanks, and 111deed
the. Fifth-Formers made merry over
the bare stuggestion that thé juniors
could play the high and nng*hty ifth.

But Fra,nk Richards had hls OWI
views about that,

He was skipper ‘of the Fourth-Form
team, and 1t was his Bell@f that the
Ifﬂurth could -

hard tussle-—i

the Fifth could

only

bé induced ‘to foregt:s their dignity for
| Hiuhﬂrds 73,

once, -and play.

ﬂke that do Wi

| '1_ oared Bullingor.
Uan’t T put a notice on -

“No fear!
if 1 like?” demanded tho
captain pf the Fourth. ‘ Besides, the

match 18 coting oft thm
noon——""

© “T¥’s not coming - off, you young
Ma‘” *

1 Etu‘mps pltbhed ELt tﬁu tlurty,

,'ﬂﬂ,ld Frank, unmoved.

: You“youhm” :
Youwll have wour todam ready,

Bullinger
“.[ I n
“And get readvy for a lnkmg,

pursued I*mnl-.. cheerfully. “T warn

| you that we’re in. topping form!”

a, ha, ha!” roared the juniors,

tickled b??’ the expression on the great
Bullmgar 8 faceo.

Bullinger seemed at a loss for

words.

Perhapsl he felt thet it wa,s a time
not words, He made &

and then started

“Give him a licking, Bully, old

-_bay,’_’. geid Tucker of ' the Flfth on-

| Seuragingly.
“I'm jolly well going to!” growled
Bullmger
| _ Bullinger’s heavy hand {fell upon |
Frank’s shoulder. The next moment .
three pairs of hands fell on the big
Fifth-Former.

Before he knew what was happen-

with a heavy bump.
““ Ha, ha, ha!” e .t
“Qw 1" gamed Bullinger. “Oh‘
Ah! Why, I'll--Ill—ow [~I"1l—
Bullin er of the Fifth scrﬂmbled to
glared about him for his
three assml&ntﬂ But Frank Richards
& Co. were gone, and they had
scuttled half-way across the guad-
rangle before Bullinger was on his
feet. Vengeance had to be post-
poned.
“Well, where now?” asked Fatty
Babbage, as the three turned out nf
“ Better keep

clear of Bullmger for a bit, after

that.”

“We're going fo wait fDI‘ him,” said
Frank. |
“FBh? What for?”

“T'o persuade him to play us at
cricket this afternoon.”

‘“T.ook here, Frank ,

“TFollow your leader, &nd don’t
jaw, old son,” said the Lﬂptﬂrlll of the
Fourth.

And he led the way down the dusty
lane towards the village, followed by
his mystified chums

The 2nd Chapter.
Frank Richards’ Way.

Bullinger of the Fifth was atlll look-
ing a little cross as he quitted St.
Kit’s about half an hour later, and
strode away down the lane tow ards
the station.

The captain of the Fifth was going

on a little excursion that afternoon—

an excursion which was to be inter-
rupted. There was a sudden shout as

he passed a thick clump of willows 1n

the lane.
“Collar him !”
Bullinger qtarted back  as three

forms ruqhed out of the willows. But
he had no time to prepare for the
charge.

He was bowled over in a twinkling,

and descended upon his back 111 the
dusty lane.

FI’&HI&. Richards’

knee was la.:nted

upon his .broad chest, pinning him-

down, and Fattv Babb&g‘e sat on his
head, while Sir Digby Valence
trumpled recklessly on his wriggling
logs.

“Gnt him !

“Hurrah !’ |
“Gurrrroogh ! spluttered  Bul-
linger. “You young  villains!
Gurrogh! Lemme gerrup! Yur-
rrrgh ! * Gerroff my head ! 1 |
- “Ha, ha, ha!”’ |
“Better keep  still I gvinned

ive tho. genior team a

after- |

| Dig

crumbs !

saitd Frank calmly.

~your topper,

AN
Frank., . “You're bagged, V son |
Don't wriggle like that or I shall

bump your Thead on the gmund like
th1s---~——~"' .

thu.h frr _

“Or hke this-—-"
- "Yoop ¥

| . “Better take it ra]ml

- Bullinger gasped, aud rlm:id:_.u;l o
take. it calmly. He was in the hands
of the l‘lnlmtmes atid th{.,m Wils 110

1 holp for him.,

"‘W’lmt FOUL gamme, you young
rotters?” he gasped.  “What are
ou playing this trick for?  Look
ere, I've got a train to catche---"

flll serene; you won'g c&tuh it

; Bl auppmp you know I shall skin | -

you for this?” roared Dullinger.
“You're going to nmke it pax,”

smiled: Frank, “&nd you're coming
back to St. Kits. |

“Tgh? What for?” -
“To play the Fourth at crioket,”
“‘Nhy, ] oo Loom ] o gtuttered Bul-

hnger, | |
"‘Nuu hts ;L good boy, and an
‘vos’ nicely,” ulgg,ed Frank,

I skin you!” roared Bullinger.
“Are you going to play us?”
4 4 NG !3!‘ | Y
41 Sule?!! :
“Yes, you young rotter !”’
& Iﬁlgght -ho! Hand me the scissors,
“Here vou are, old son!” grinned
the youthful baronet.
Bullmgm § 08 opened wide as
Frank - Rmhardy took "the scissors

from his chum. Frank Gpened them,
and took a

with hisg Ipft hand.

Them wis a Sharp ecrop-crop of
the scigsors.

Bullmger writhed as a loek of hair
fall over his nose. Bullinger wore
his hair a little long, and prided
himself upon its curly Tocks.

“Wha-at - arc - yon doing?” he

r‘i!!

elled. ~ **Are you c-c-cutting my
air 777
“Just so.’

“Leave of'f”’ shrieked Bullinger,
struggling furlously “Why, you
young villain, you'll make me a
regular swht' Leave off! Oh,
'I!!

“Are you going to play us at
cricket 27 -
“Not” velled the I*ifth Former.
“Then you're gaing to be bald,”
“T'm going to
cut your hair till you agree. If you
don’t agree by the tume L've cleared
I'm going to begin on

your eyebrows .

Crop-orop |

“Stop it!"’ shrieked Bullinger, as
another curly lock fell over his
frantic face.

“Say when!” smiled Frank.

Bullmn‘*ar made a. terrific effort to
throw off his tormentors, but 1t was
in vain. Fatty Babb&?e had him by
the ears and collar, holding his head

down. Valence was on his legs, and
Frahk’s knee was planted firmly on
his chest. He was powerless,

Crop-crop !

The captain of the Fourth
evidently intended to be as good as
his word.

“Stop 1t!”  gasped Bullmger
“Don’t you dare——  Oh, crumba!
I—T'1l1 think 1t over. Leavo off I’

“T'll go on cutting your hair while
you thmk old cha Your brain
works rather slmvly, and it's no use
wasting lee

“Stop! - Chuck it! Leave off !”
raved ulhnger “I--I'll play your
fag team if you like !"

There was no help for it. Bul-
linger simply dared not show up at
St with  his head

Kit’s a%&m
cropped close like a conviet’s,

Frank withdrew the scissors from
his thick hair.

“Honour 7’ he asked.

“Yes,” groaned Bullinger.

“You'll play the Fourth, with the
usual ]dlfth Form team this after-
noon, stumps to be pitched at half
past two ?” asked Krank.

“¥Ye-es.”

”Promlse'” chuckled Fatty B&b
bage.

A B | 3rom1sc

“And you're going to make it
pax?” asked ¥Frank.

Bullinger groaned with wrath and
fury. But it was clear that he would
not get dut of the hands of the merry
juniors till he made it pax,

“Pax ! he said, with an effort.
“Good 1" Frauk slipped the scissors

grip on Bulllnger s hair |

1 his word,

“‘Bullinger of the Fifth was
.armrd with the 1deas of the Fourth

1 who cut off to the: school
t business was to inform the Fourth-

MARTIN CLIFFORD.

into his pucket “You m1ght as well

have agreed atb once, dem boy.”
“(Gerroff !
“Right-ho! J.w_..?
. ]“ d]ll{ ey

Frank Richards mmfjed up from
- Bullinger of ihe ]’.

1fth as his name
was spoken behind bhim., A sentlo-

nian had come upon the secene from

the direction of the village, evidently |

walliing  from the

nLhUUl
zrowp of St Kit's fellows iu d%tombh—

station to the

maent.
ir]* Fﬂllla : hu “] jaculated,
[ 8 ¥ - %
“The pater!”  exclaimed Frank
I{whardﬁ.

The 3:*d'éhaptﬂr.
~Startling News.
“Pater T”

Frank Rwhards ‘stuud before his
father, his cheeks Crimsoln.

Fatty Babbage and Sir Digby
Valence 101&:1%& the Fifth-Former,

who staggered breathlessly to - his

feot, feeling his hair with one hand,
as if to ascoertain how much WoB

gone,
?;11 Richards gazed at his son.
Frank, what does this extra!

or glnmy scone mean ?’
“I—1 didn’t expect to see you to-

day, dad,” said Frank, without

| directly an&wemng the question.
“You dtdn t tell me you were
coming.’

Bullinger gave a snort, and strode
away up the road towards the school.
Wrathful as he was, and inclined

to wipe up the earth with the three

heroes of the Fourth, he had |
and Bullmcre
of his word '
The Form. match was to tﬂkﬂ place.
Valence and Babbage stared at the

landscape, 1]quwntly interested  in
fields and trees.

- The little trick they had plawd on
quite In

IVGH

Form at St. Kit's, but they

did not
know what Mr,

Richar ds Would be
Kit's,

likely to think about it.

e “Yon were coming to St.
pater 7’ asked Frank.
Mep. .Rlchftrds nodded.
“Yesg; I was coming to see you,
Frank. We will walk to tho S{,hGDI
together.” .
~ To Frank’s relief, he made no
further allusion to the peculiar scene
he had so suddenly come upon.
Frank made a sign to his chums,

Form cricketers of the arrangements

for the afternoon.

Frank walked beside his f&ther

| who proceeded at a more Ielsule]y

pace towards the school.

Mr. Richards walked on in silence
for some minutes.

Frank stole o glance at his fuce
soveral times, and his own cheery
look clouded as he saw how pale and
strained his father looked.

A vague. senso of foreboding
troubled the junior, but he did not
venture to break tho s1lcnce.,

““Are you occupied for this after-
n;jt}ln tmy boy 7" asked Mr, Richards
at las |

“We're going to play the Fifth at
oricket,” said Frank. “If you've
time, pater, you can see us beat them.
It’s quite an wunusual match, The
sentors never play us. We—we were
persunading tho captain of the Fifth
to play the match when—when you
came along, dad. He’s agreed.”

:\Jf Rlch&]ﬁr‘dﬁ smiled.
: see ell, you must play vour
match,”’ ho said. Father andyqon

assed in at the old gateway of St.
1{11:’ “Take me up to your study,
Frank. T shall see the Head aftor.
wards I"have to talk with you, my
son.’

“ls—is anything wrong ! 2 faltered

Frank.

“1 shall tell you all soon.” |
Frank led his father mto the
School House and to his studv in the
Fourth. The cheery ‘bri ghtness
which was characteristic of the

junior’s face had fadoed out of it now.

Calm and quiet as his father’s face

was, Frank could see the signs of

1;1{111111& in it :md his heart was full

of misgivings.
Mr. Rmhards sank down 1n the
armchair 1n the, study, from which

his son hastily Ipmcved a cricket-bot
and a racket. ~

His eyes were fixed upon the

ha

was a felluw -

| the money’s

I'm not gomg to comp la,ln
smiled faintly,

Their |

“wish Fatty
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‘“-ut {Icnwn I’mnk & Mr Rlcharda 3 -.

‘glanced round the study-—somewhat -

untidy as junior studies were apt to
b@ but very cosy and hﬂmelrk%

Y rank, my dear lad, 1 am afraid
have bad news tor yau "

Frank watched his face -
speaking.. Ho was thinking of his
father, not of himself. His father was
the only parent he had known since
his earlicst years, and there was g
deap bond of affection between them,

“Frank ! If you had to leave St.
T e 1]

“Teave St Nit's1” eLhULd Frank,
in dismay. |

“My poor boy, T am afraid it will

come hard upon you,” said his father

compassionately.

Frank drew a deep breath.

I can stand it, pater, if it’s neces-
saty,” he said. “But—but what’s
pantd"f‘”

“T have had a heavy lms Frank.

I am a poor man now, said’ his
fathor, “1-—] shmﬂj' “".p{‘*t‘lmps have
told wyon something &f this carlier,
but—but T left it il { could 11'1&1\43
somo plans for the future. Almost
all T had, Frank, was invested in an
undertaking in. India, where my

3’0111(%‘ years were passnd 1t has
failed, and—all is lost I¥ |

“Father !”
“I know 1t is hard upon you my

bhoy—-"
said Frank.

“But—but you?”
“What are you going to do, dad?”
“I have been offered a post in

| India, Frank, and I have accepted

1t, " said Mr. Richards. ¢ But you‘?

Will it hurt you very much to leave
ot. Kit’'s?™
H Of

“T1 can stand i1t,” said Frank.
here if

course, [ knuw I can’t stay
one. Never mlnd about

dad. Of course, 1 sha'n’t like -

'saymg good-bye to all the chaps,

b1 t—but
He
“ft's mther sudden,

cepecially Dig and Katly

that’s all 17

“1 muld
but-——-o ‘

“I'm glad you didn’t,” said Frank.
“It would only have Ep(}llbd my last
days heve, thinking of it.” .-

‘fThut was what 1 thﬂught
boy.” .
“When am 1 IEHVIH £, dacl i

‘““At once, [ fear 2

“And——avd—-ﬁu

“Your uncle in Canada has offered
to give you a home, Frank, if you
care to go,”” said Mr. Richards. “You
vememboer your uncle, Mr. Lawless,

have warned you,

my

- who came {rom Canada to wvisit us

vears ago. My dear boy, I should
like to take you with me;, but the
district i India I am going to 1s no
place for you. Later, it m possible

| that I may be able to send: for you,

Meanw hlle o

“Canada !” said Frank.

His face had brightened.

“¥You would lxk@ that, ¥rank?”

“Yes, I’'d like it, dad ” sald the
junior frankl “T remember Uncle
Lawless; he was a good sort.”

“He wrote to me as soon as he
heard of my misfortune, Frank, and
made his offer at once,’* 3&1(1 Mr.
Richards. ‘e thinks that a year,
perhaps, in Canada would do you
good, and certainly T agree with him,
You cannot remain at St. Kit's, and
you must have 4 home, my boy, And
you are not a slacker, Frank——lf it 19
necessary to rough it a little, you will
not shrink.”

“No fear!” said the junior. “I—I '
and old Dig could come
along, tlmt’s all. "But 1t’s all rlght
dad. Don’t you worty about m
“You will travel in charge @? the

| captain of the steamer, and Mr. Law-

less will meet you in MGHt.’t-P&] " said
Mr. Richards.” “That is all I need .
tell you now, Frank. ‘It 1s possible
that my
time, and then—— At all“évents, we
muat hope for the best. I am gl&d
Ej sIee you tzLng it so bravely, my
D . & B
“All serane, dad !’
was resolutely cheerful,
heart was a little heavy
I leaving school?” -
“TI intended to take yeu with mﬂ ?
to-day, Frank. 1 have &II'EctdjT
written Dr. Cranston on the subject.
But you shall not lose your last ﬂmlf- '
holiday. 1 shall stay for the crlcket-. '
mat(*h and we will leave afterwards.”
“The cricket-match!” said Frank
absently, He had forgotten his

Frank’s face
though His
“ W'hen am

w:lthﬂut -

affairs may come round in
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" Fra e ;’Rwﬁarda“ “wag . alone—alone
- with His new prospects, and the

o~ ‘sudden,’. startling _.c;ha.n}_ga
come into his young life.

- gtudy. .

© bardly

" The 4th Chapter.

L His Last Match!®

- “Ready, Frank?” N
‘Fatty Babbage rolled

~ “I saw your pater go down,” he
remarked. i %e old sport looked
vather grim, Franky. Anything up
at home?” .

Frank did not reply.
were kmtted in tiﬂught,
heard Fatty’s words.
Digby Valence lounged in.

“The chaps are on the ground,
Franky. Don’t let your pater keep

His brows
and he
Sir

vou away from thg match,” he said, |

*“ Hallo, what's the matter ?”’

“Been getting jawed?” asked

- Babbage anxiously.

‘“ Pater come down specially to rag
you?” asked Sir Dig.

Frank smiled faintly. |

“No. Only—I'm leaving 8t Kit's

- to-day, when my father goes!”

. Valance incredulously.
1t mild, Franky !

$ 12

“Oh, crumbs !

Frank’s study-mates stared at him |
m dismay. | |

- “Leaving
‘““1 say, draw

“It's true, Dig!” _
“B-b-but what are you leaving

- for?” exclaimed Fatty Babbage. *‘Is

that what your

pater’s come down to
tell you?” -

 Frank Richards nodded, and--ax._
plained quietly, to his chums.

Valence and Fatty lIstened in
dismay. -
\ “Rotten !” said Wsity dolorously.
- ““Beastly !” groaned Dig.
4“1t 1s rotten,” said Frank. T
don’t want to leave St. Kit’s, and--
and you fellows. But—but I’'m going
to look cheerful about it. The pater’s
cut up enough, as it 1s, without me
making a long face. Besides, 15 ain’t
so- bad, in.some ways. I’'m going

to see' a bit of the warld—one of the

‘best bits, in fact, And it can’t be

helped !” |
“I suppose you don’t fecel much up

to cricket this afternocon, then ?” said .

Valence. ¢ Better tell Bullinger he's
let oft.” |

Frank Richards shook his head

romptly. < .
e No fear!” he said. “We’'re
going to play the Fifth, and we’re
going to beat them. I want to give
old Bullinger something to remember
me by.”

“Good man!” said Dig affection-

ately. “Let’s get down, then.
‘]jSGtter play cricket than mope, any
*aly !1} | | . i 1 '

And in a few minutes the threo

. juniors were 1n their flannels, and

making their way to Little Side.

The Fourth Form of 8t. Kit’'s was

therve almost to @ man. The members

of the Jourth-Form Eleven were

grinning, in: great spiritg.

Thoe story of how Frank Richards
had induced Bullinger to agree to the
match tickled the Fourth immensely.

‘They greeted their captain with a

cheer as he came down to the
with his bat under his arm.
Bullinger was not looking pleased.
He had come along with the Fifth

ground

Form team, and some of the seniors

- luxuriang
©inclined to “ mop

were amused, regarding the fag
match in the light of a joke. But

Bullinger was not in a good temper.

The most careful arrangement be-
fore the glass had not quite enabled
bim to conceal the gashes in his
curls. He was more
| up ” the field with
the Fourth-Formers than te play
them at cricket.” But Bullinger had

given his word, and his word was his |

- bond. |

Frank Richards grinned as he met

. the frowning glance of the captain of
- the Fifth. -

“Yes,” growled Bullinger.,
“Same here!”

- “T1 suppose I've got to give you a
- ericket g e
- .grunted Bullinger.
-match.”

L Y Just as you like.”?

icking, as I've agreed,”

" The two .skippers—the big bﬁrly

Fifth Former and the slim junior—

tossed for choice of innings, and luck

. was with Frank Richards.

Vi “We bat,” he remarked.

-+ And Bullinger grunted again.

."Bulhn[gaf’a 1dea had been, if he
fi

. batted:

rst, to knock up 50 runs in

- a short time, and declare—and then

mop up the junior wickels at top

b

T g
s @h?ﬁf i .'j_. i f
i PR A § WRE DRTH N Y SO
A e

ile, Mr. Richards:

i
v
S
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1
f

ok e |

into the

St. Ji's!” exclaimed |

 “Ready, old son?” he asked cheet-
L Rally.

“Bingle innings

like a bullet.

, gleaming
leather, and the ball, instead of whip-

tion that the ‘juniors’ would b
t-for a dozen or so, s it

wouldn't be necessary for the Fifth
-even to make 50.
| merry men into .the field, and Frank |
- Richards went to- tho wickets with

b Bir -Digby Valence, e B x %
- Few would hs ﬂ _
at Frank Richards then, that he had .
y half-hour
before, news that had ‘clﬁaln ed the |

ullinger - led his

ave gues’aed, '1oaking

received, only ®*a short
whole current of his boyish life.

It was characteristic of Frank that,

~while he was on the cricket-field, he |
 dismissed  all

ed other considerations
from his mind. | | x
It was his last day at St. Kit's, his

last mateh on the school playving-
[ fields, and he meant to mark 1it, if
he could, by a victory over the Fifth

Form cricketers—such a victory as
had often been schemed and antici-
pated in the Fourth Form studies.
After that day life at St. Kit’s
would be a closed book to him.
He was to begin life afresh in a new
country, amnd mnew surroundings—
amid the boundless prairies of Canada
instead of the ficlds and woodlands of

-

Old Eogland, with the mighty

=
y ate-S

B i .. I|.I"I
: l-l’l' i =)

e Once\‘. t“’iﬂe’“thrICEJ

'} him back.

i

‘two before they tealised that the bats- |
."mEH‘WEL*e.runmng. 2 e 9 e i

- But running the:y w#pe, a{nd 'hﬂ.-fd:

Sir Digby Valence wag gtarting
again, but Frank Richards
There was no time for a fourth.
The ball was coming in from Bnul-
linger straight for the wicket,.
Cragsh { -
the umpire whaok his head.
“WNotout!” -z
My only sunt I 8aid Bullinger.,
He gave his chum Tucker an ex-
pressive glance.
better things than that from Tucker,
and his look said as much.
blushed. He took the ball for the

next shot against 'Valence with the air-
of a fellow who was going to do.or

diﬂi '

Tucker’s best ball had been baffted |
- I by the skipper of the'junior team, but §
it stood to reason that Dig would fall |

an easy victim-—at least, so Tucker
snid to himself. And he looked sur-
priscd when the wyouthful baronet
stopped the ball dead, and then the

e —— o P

The fieldsmen werd not lcking for

W | thet awipe, and it was a second or
&

waved | |
- | doubt about that.

But the bat was in the crease, and.

He had expected

L@ NewWs respect, - 0 T o )
o Patty Babbage "fell ' at last to
Tucker’s’ Bowling. ~/After that bats-
{ meén dame and batsmen -went, each

| adding his quofa of runs, and all the
stime " Frank Richards was steadily
{ pooring., . . . s

It was ank*s""daj;’ there was no

*Lagh man in!”

My word!”  said - Bullibger

dazedly. *This is a dream—a giddy
| dream. Do
villain Richards is-at 86, Tucky ?”.
said. Tucker gloomily.

you - see that young

ié I | df.} !H . , ;
“And I'm going to see him top tho

| century, and if those younhg villajins
- bowl anything like they bat, we shall
 have plenty' to do to pull the game
out of the fire.”” _— |
Tucker §

“My word!” was all
could say. N
The ball whizzed

“ Well hit I”’ s
“Run, you beggars—run?”
| "‘_'BF&VQ K . -

time—and just home! The Fourth
Form roared. It was the century for
Frank Richards of the Fourth. ;

g

fth-Former’s ourly locks.

‘* Wha—at are you doing ?°? yelled Bullinger. * Are you o—o -:uutti'rng_"‘- my hair 27 *" Just so,”’ said Fraﬁk.
]

Rioharda,aas he cut away with a pair of scissaors at the

Rockies on‘the skyline instead of the {

grassy English downs. ~
But while he remained at 8t. Kit’s,

if only for a few more hours, he was |

still captain of the Fourth Form, and

a 3t.  Kit’s fellow to the finger-tips.
His face was calm, his glance cool

and clear, as he took up his position

at the wicket to take the first over, |

lf'ith the eyes of all the Fourth upon
im.
Bullinger tossed the ball to Tucker,
the best bowler of the Fifth.
“Go and get that checky young
monkey out, Tucker!” he said.
And Tucker grinned. |
‘““ Leave him to me!” he said.
Tucker went on to bowl, and the

Fifth Form field looked on smiling,

some of them with their hauds 1n
their pockets. They had not the
slightest doubt that Frank Richards’
wicket would go down before the first
ball of the great Tucker.

But a change came o’er the spirif
of their dream. | |

The ball that was to demolish the
Fourth-Former’s wicket went down

But the expected did not happen.
As often happens in the great game
of cricket, 1t was the unexpected that

came along.

There was. a sharp
willow met the whizzing

board

felack 7 as the.

next, and the next, and then let out
" and scored 2 on the next, |

“By gumn !” satd Tucker.
1t was dawning on Bullinger & Co.

"now that the match was not the
- absurd walk-over they had expected 12
I

would bhe—not, at all ewvents,
Richards and Valence were fair
samples of the rest. . )

- And 1t dawned upon them more and

more as the game proceeded.

Bullinger rubbed his eyes when the
) tegistered 25 for
Richards alone, and 15 for his chum.

- The Fourth-Formers round the field
I were roarmg.

- Frank Richards had long been re-

~solved upon that match with the
Trifth, and he had worked hard to get

prepared for it. But even the most
sanguine of the Fourth had not ex-
pected to see Fourth-Form fellows
stand up'to the seniors in this way.

Sir Dighy Valence was out at last

to a catch by Bullinger. Fatty Bab-
bage came on to take his place. |

Fatty was a steady bat of the stone-
wall variety, and he played a solid,
steady game, leaving the . scoring
mainly to his skipper. ’

Frank Richards was thinking only
of cricket now. Indeed, he seemed to
be living and breathing it.

He was well set at the wicket, and
the best of the Fifth-Form bowling

could not touch himr____mucll to the

- tallen.

Frank
“Who’d have thought it ?

But a wicket was down in tho next
over, and the ipnings was at an end.
It was Frank’s partner who  had

was not out.: . -
As Frank came off the field, ruddy

and smiling, there was a roar of

cheering, *

father on a bench outside the pavilien.

Mr. Richards was clapping bis hands

as heartily as any fdg on the ground.

- “Hundred and thirty for the

innings !” Bullinger said to Tucker.

A century

for that fag! My word!”
““ And now we’ve got to pull up our
socks, old man !" said Tucker.

"The 5th Chapter.

Well Won! : |
Frank Richards led his team into
ihe field. Mr. Richards gave him an
encouraging 'smile and a nod as he
went. The old gentleman had been
deeply troubled as to how his son
would take the news he had brought,
The way Frank had taken it brought

comfort to his heart. * '
Bullinger went to the wickels with
Tucker to begin. There was no more
smiling now on.the side of the Fifth

- Formers. They realised that they had

to play their hardest to win, The-bare

Bullinger- -

He caught sight .of his

And Bullinger agreed that it.-was
- 0. | .

| on to great efforts.

TR T ——

' Once, “twice, thrice, ‘and & fourth |

“Lucky Bullinger hasn’t
| bowling, or they’d do it !” |
- Frank grinned and nodded.

” 1| Bullinger hwlilg

The captain of the Fourth }

Eane - Sunasnns

- But” they fqund .-plentF:'-,:_ﬂ
in the Fourth Form bowlin,

1 went down at a good rate,
Tuns came pretty fast.

all.

at all. . |
It looked as if the

tain, like Frank, would be *first in

angd not out.” Bullinger = was

the junior bowling. "

" But the other batsmen came and .
went quickly enough. - + el

the field when three successive wickets' .

e . went down to Frank’s bowling. -
Lt 1 down' again, and

Frank Richards let himself go &t it |
There was a roar from the crowd, ' |
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““The hat trick ! Hurray !”
“Well bowled, Franky ™
“Bravo!” It was Mz,

decp voice. “Bravgl™ . = oo
- Hglth Form felloWs _,we.re",ﬁ&th%l?mﬁi %
rolthe ground as the news spread ..

of ‘the’ tough fight the Fourth were . .0
- giving Bullinger’s team. ot sy

Bullinger was looking
Aanxious. |

bough the |

1 Bullinger looked, and {elt, *-ae'rio;isi__:=§.‘;.'---:;__ff.'-*ij'i'.ﬂff,@;{::
when the score stood at sevénty for: .-
five wickets down. = .o Rl
an easy victory, if it was a victory"
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mighty man with his hands, the best' . .-
“bat ini the Fifth, and he meade hay fﬂf

. { [ RERRrE Ak
PR T
] -, -
Phy T
w o b
_ P P :

Fifth Form cap- . -

:;| rl |I

| ra ' :
£ ;} r*h gl

1 p'-l

There was a delighted roar round:

. % 3

., v;ﬂ‘lal‘ d a, _I

grim and - .

Tha : Fifth Form %f‘mm had ,ﬁoppedl :

down.

The runs piled up,
stood at a hundred and twenty-two.
“Last man !> ¢,

mouth. o
o Fight $o tie,

only had the qwling“—.-—.?' -

. “Hight to tie; nine to'win I F&t"‘ty :

| a hundred, b{ut“feigh_t -wickets weia

. _ ‘hbWe_‘ver, 1 &nd S
| at the next fall of a wicket the gcore « -

. y
JA7

g .niria"tn;: j\tin 1 mus
tered Bullinger of the F }ftli, ML s

The words ran from mouth - It'c;h

Babbage chuckled in Frank’s ear, -

gob thﬁ L '

“To0k at old Bullinger's chivvy,™ '

as if he’s enjoying it, sh?  Fancy

the Fourth ! Why, ¢ .
like this when they're playing

LIEN &)

‘merry old Sixth !

Teank toanad thi Bull-to5alans.

~ “Go in and win, Dig. Benson major
| 1an’t much olass, Youll do it

- “TI try,” said Dig. S
- Benson major, at the batting end,
wasg looking quite anxious, But he

- knocked a,waﬁ'_ the ball for a single
‘run, and Bullin | g- .3
| light, was brought to the batting eng’;‘f S

linger, to his great

All the Fifth looked relieved.

- Bullinger was the man to br,ildg'e ',

the narrow margin required for a
before another wicket fell. - -

win
Sir Digby bowled his next ball;very

carefully, and Bullinger rewarded his -

care by driving it to the boundary.
And the next one he cut away through
the slips for two. | |

The IFifth cheered londly. The

score had jumped to 129, and only

| one was wanted to tie, two to win.
Bullinger grinned. . He felt equal to a

dozen, if they had been wanted.
There was a shade of anxiety on
Dig’s face as he sent the ball down
again. - -
- Clack !

The bat gleamed, and the ball

whizzed away. The batsmen were

L3

running. )
- But a keen eye was on the bhall. A
figure 1n white was running, dodging,
and now backing—backing, with up-
raised hand and steady eye, amid a
breathless silence of excitement on the
crowded field. And the ball floated
down into the outstretched palm, as.
if seeking its rest, and was held! ~ A
terrific yell awoke every echa. of 8%
Kit’s. o | g
“Caught " % -
- “QOh, well caught "
““ Bravo, Frank Richards !™
* Hip-hip-hurray ! L
There was a rush on the field; and

-

| chuckled Sir Digby Valence.” * Looks -

the captain of the Fourth was capght

up in a dozen arms and.-hoisted
shoulder-high. For Bullinger of tho

Fifth was out, and the Fourth Form'

had won that mateh by a single run,
and Frank Richards had made the:
winning catch. L omE

Amid a roar of cheering, the ruddy, -

breathless junior was berne shoulder:

to go all out to play '’ -
hy, they don’t tuaaﬁ-e_ -
the

.l

high off the field to the pavilion, and = K

set down before his smiling father.:
“Hurray ! '

Fourth.
Frank gasped. | , 5
“We'va beaten them, dad !>
‘“Beaten the Fifth!” roared

Hurrayl” roared th&;

 “Beaten the = Fift Sir
Digby Valence, tossing his cap into

the air, careless where it came dewn, -~

or, indeed, whether it came down at
What price us? Hurray !”

38 | - ﬁﬂ‘}’,'”
clutching the excited Sir
arm, “don’t you-—er

{Continued at-footwof -mext page.)

“What price Bullinger now?

sald Kafty Babbage,
igby by the
m, © think that we
‘might celebrate Frank’s show by-—er
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hold the same opinion? = Are you
’mtisﬁed “with our two magnificent

AT P R |
._I'. "'I ) I|L.|'..-
'_|. . _.|'I l : "

©ARE YOU SATISFIED? ~  |MEXT monpavs Pnoonamm
41" To my mind, this issue of the Bovs® |~ SNME T2 T e 4R

v, FRIEND is 'the finest that has ever.
! 'been put on the market. Do you

.. By Owen Conguest.

My chums dre, 10 doubt, following @&
" the present series of Roakwood stories &
with added interest. Mr. Owen Con-
“quest 18, indeed, -working them up

EXT MONDAY’'S PROGRAMME. §

THE =BOYS FRIEND," 1d \
7~ Every Monday. o )
§ . Every Monday. )
" “HE “GEM” LIBRARY, Id
- Every Wednesday,

THE %BOYS' FRIEND" 3d.

COMPLETE LIBRARY.

&

d elated at possessing such a magnificent

peatl, but the latter leads to a great
disaster. What this disaster is you
will learn when you read next Mon-
day’s fine tale of the Crusoe Island

- adventures. | BT

 “THE SCHEMING BOXER!'?

“ordering next Monday’s issue of the

- Boys’ FriexD in advance. Owing to

the stupendous attractions which are

now appearing, there is bound to be a

big demand for the “B.F.” There-
fore, failure to order your copy in

advance is bound to bring about bitter

H "-',J""_ 1y .--_ Y : B e W fth Bﬂm' i - T 25 -’ I . . . _ ' ; . o = )
s E e e Ol W o st B, | B

e Sehooldays™ 1

»i b There is something very fresh i

- thesa. two new tales. The therglil

ﬁnish-.. o

|- - The missing heit to the Mornington

egtates has been found, and Valentine

| ~Every Friday,
Q. “ CHUCKLES,” PRICE 1d. 4

- In next Monday’s splendid story of
Bob Travers a new boxer comes to the
booth. He is a conceited little prig,

oUR COMPANION PAPERS.

" the- yarns are entirely new, andi##leel | Mornington, the bounder of Rook- - Every Friday, with an extremely bad temper. He | A good many of my readers are
.-, "confident that they make a welcome | wood, knows that he is no longer en~ - | boxes Bob Travers, and, losing his | already, I know, also readers of our

" change fo the stories which they

~ gucceeds -

. T want all my loyal rE&d-era to write

and let me know what they think of |
... " the “tales in this number: ILet e

* know..your, ,opinions on. the  new
4 7+ spories, and also let me know what you
0 think of the other tales in the 1ssue.
i o Deén’t think for ore moment, my
2~ chums, that I am asking solely for
- bomplimentary criticism, . If there-is

" @ certain tale in this number that you

" %0 nat like, don’t be. afraid to say so.
v oor Candid Ceriticism is "always of great
“his utmost to satisfy the requirementa

- of all his readers; and I assure you

. ‘that I"shall value any criticisms that

. " you ecare to send along.:

.. If the contents of this m neet
. youp desires, and.if you agree. with
. me that the new yarns are something

number. meet

" assistance to an editor who is trymng

titled to. the fortune upon which he
over Morny’s head.

strange to say, he takes up cricket
seriously, end is chiosen t6 play for
Rookwood against Woodend.

Lattrey, however, has a cunning
scheme in mind. If only he can {crce
‘a member of the Rookwood team to
lay a losing game, he realises that
ﬁe can make a lot of money by bet-
ting on the result., Mornington 1s
chosen as$ the cad’s prey, and he
threaters to- divulge the.name of the
missing heir if Morny fails to lose the

game for his side.

1~ What does Motrnington dﬂ? “Does

has been living. . Lattrey, the cad of
- the school, knows this, too, and he
holds the power which he possesses

~ For the time being, Mpipihgtﬁn -
keeps the knowledge of his discovery
| of ‘the missing heéir to himself, and,

announces that the two are going to.|

school together.

- Bob Lawless, Frank’s cousin, 1s a
very high-spirited youngster, up to all
manner of jokes and wheezes, And,
to tell the truth, Frank Richards has
some very anxiqus moments when ho
does not know whether his cousmn 1s

| telling the truth or whether he is

joking.

Bob is determined upon pulling
Frank’s leg, and when a body of red-
skins appear upon the scene when the

I two are crossing Canada there 18 con-

siderable excitement. PBut after this

an amazing revelation takes place, and

you will find much cause for laughter
when reading about the way in which

temper, gives way to foul tactics.
One of Bob’s chums complains to the
boxing showman, with the result that
the new fellow is called over the coals.

The latter immediately shows great
enmity towards Bob, and«1in & cunning
way schemes to. bring about Bob
Travers’ disgrace. He is successful,
and Bob finds himself practically

roved guilty of having committed &
Fow,'despic&ble act. | -

« THE BOYS OF THE BOMBAY
CASTLE !
By Duncan Storm.

Mr. Duncan. Storm has worked up
the second instalment of his great
new serial in a splendid manner.
Bully Flashman, who has always been
used to getting his qwn way, {inds s
masters in Chip, Tom, and ¥red, and

Compamon Papers, the “Gem” and
M Magnet.,” |

But, for the benefit of those who are
not, it seems worth while here to
point out that those two bright httle
papers, though the necessities of war-
| time have made them smaller than of
old, are better than ever, as most of
their readers agree. . :

Martin *Clifford,  who is giving you
so big a treat”®ach week in his

| account. of the' schooldays of his

friend, Frank Richards, contributes a

{ the “Gem.” This week it is entitled :,
~_ .“D'ARCY’'S DEAL!"
“and it tells how that highly popular
character, Arthur Augustus 1’ Arcy,
buys a pony, and of the complications
which résult. The chief feature .of
the “ Magnet” 1is, of course, the long!

splendid long story to each issue of -

~ “out of the ordinary, I should esteem | he give way to the cad of the Fourth | Bob_ Lawless successfully japes his | they turn the tables on him in a | complete story by Frank Richards)
it a great favour if you 'would tell all | and lose rﬁge game for his side, or | cousin. o splendid manner, | Th;js- week’s yarn: |

[ [P
'nlﬂluﬂﬂnhl‘_hﬂ

" your chums about the splendid attrac-
‘tiohs' now -appearing
FRIEND. ..

in the Bowe’
“Trank Richards’ Schooldays ” is

' going' to be a ripping series, and I
" know very well that a boy has only

. L__.__-.L —a s mm sk mkh

- to read one story in the series and he
‘will “want. to ‘read ‘more. - Let: your
‘chum read this issue of the Boys’ |-
FriEND, and then persuade him to |
- become a ‘rvegular reader. 1 assure’

“help my chums care to give me to
 obtain new readers ‘for the Bove
FRIEND. - a |

g

" you I shall greatly appreciate any

~threat? ‘
"these questions you must read next

where he meets a cousin of his, who

doeés he play the game and run the
ek of Latirey ocarrying out his
For tﬁe correct answer to

‘Monday’s magnificent tale of the

Rookwood chums,

4 WESTWARD HO!" |
. ' By Martin Oliftford.

In next Moﬁﬂay’s splendic_]'_ Iong;

complete tale of * Frank Richards

" Schooldays,” Frank Richards jour-

neys to the Iand of the Maplo Leaf,

Al =
- - - -1‘. 4 g

ey i Nagda g "'

-

 Form victors, and. borne towards the |

| next Monday’s magnificent
Dick, Frank, and Joe.

Jimy L

H“THE FINK PEARL!"
By Maurice Everard.

As' 1 have no doubt many readers
of the Boys" FrienDd know, pearl
diving is miost dangerous work, and,
therefdre, you can be sure there will
be no lack of thrilling incidents 1n

tale of

Pieface saves the life of a savage,
and the latter is so grateful that he
"presents the black boy with a valuable
pink - pearl. Pieface 1s n@tumlly
“and- I hope and trust that we shall

| part of his chums. They cheered him

N

» o & -*- ﬁ-‘-ﬂ

L

1t was over!

There is also a most laughable scene
in the class-room in next Monday’s
instalment. Lal Tata 1s taking the

the vessel is rocking considerably, and,
being a bad seaman, Lal soon finds
himself in the throes of seasickness.
Always eager for some fun, Chip
makes the situation worse by men-
‘tioning fat pork. Lal Tata is popular

fore, sure you will derive much en-
joyment from reading of the part he
plays in next week’s instalment.

In conclusion, allow me to urge

exclaimed Tom hotly. “I did not
leave the school after call-over, and I

class, but unfortunately at the time.

with all my readers;, and 4 am, there- |

“C“PARTED PALS!Y

is one of the very best. [IThero are
other attractidns in both papers, and
in two or three weeks' fime a new
serial of school life will be starting in
the *““Gem.” o P

ave the handkerchief with

. , . - Fifth that I want to see him imine-
T o R ; ; | ' 'y s 1! 2% % '
. - - | again and again, and ﬂi‘f Eij un(ihcc:ulcdl farmer. ‘‘Ain’t that good enough? | diately!” s
(Continged §. o muiom | be heaﬁd Phéﬂu-%l%?t VIO AGHEMT SRS 1 iphe young varmints! I had to chase ] “Certainly, sir!” ~said  Cornish-
from | SGHUULAYS ! L] et “Richardy last tea at St | em off my field with a whip! o8 | meekly, “And, beggin yer “pardon,
. | WV | | kiv's had indeed been a bappy and | ¥Oung rip, here, must have come. ack | sir, but now 1 comes to think of it,
_ the previous ‘S / 1t's had 1 1 PPY } afterwards and set fire ta my rick!” | Master Morton came in wery late last
e page.) ' ' | memorable one! | ' “1 did not set fire to your rick!”
s ,

night. I would have meﬁ’iijﬁned it be-
fore, only it clean slipped my
. memory.”’ wen 0

“Fetch Morton, will you, please?”

L]

' study. | defy anybody to Pr?ﬁiaﬂlﬁ Ikdid '1:1,1 d the Head ] h
- oy ' ' T : - d1 The Head tapped his desk with a { said the Head curtly. And the porter
- T Tt w sud sathevse. and The excitement had died away, an _ | : | i .
“By holding a study feed,” put in Wﬁry“jﬁgﬁf jtfnxi'(:;retheig seemfd Lent | there wits a shade of thought upon penholder. ambled off at once.

Dig, with a laugh. o 5
¥ Y.yes,” said Fatty. * Afte #all,
'he's going to leave us for good this
‘afternoon, and—er—well, I reckon we

ought to show our opinions of “him in |

“a right and fitting manner,”

 “Good! We will. Here you are,
Fatty, here’s half-a-sov. Just buzz
down ' to ‘the , tuckshop and get the

necessary eafables. I’'ll get on the

- members of the eleven to come at
ﬂnce.I!‘ : : . | i

. “Right-ho!”

. Tni “aniother moment, _
had taken his departure, and Sir

L . - | | | ms no bt that—— Dear ounds was the sum

-Digh R'q'l-inc% ey f ‘iﬁl: to;v hE]f'B aa1§}113‘ &ttyh ?ulsc;kly. h! Speech!” It was over at last 'Ell’ﬁm Bi%h:ﬁll?sd:ill thisa commotion | Morton sﬂnior had to pay for his son’s
Frank Richards was talking to nis *“Hurran! Speech ! ecn . ' ; , with Frank | f e - _ i b e gk .. |
f&li‘;?ll;r.- | The juniors were adamant in their The heok rolles, awey, wi rank { ghout?” : tréacherdns ack; bub, aalom Grayson . .

.. “Come on,
said, in his cheerful manner,
want you to come up to the. study.

Fatty Babba ge |

.'.Frank; old scout,” he
L we

-~ We're going to celebrate the occasion
by asking the. whole team to tea 1n

‘the study.” | |
“B-b-but—-""_  faltered

Frank

Richards. And he looked askance at

hig father.

Mr. Richards put his hand on his

son’s shoulder.

upon making Frank Richards’ last

of his life.
¢ Have some more
‘gcout,” said Sir Digby. .

 bage. . -
. “Sample the jam,” gaid another.
Frank . Richards’ facée broadened
‘into a huge smile. | |
~ “I¢’s awfully good of you chaps,”
he said. “ But really, I can’t manage
any more. J—-" '
‘“Well, give us a speech, then,”

request for a speech, and, seeing no
way out of the difficulty, Frank
Richards rose to his feet to address
his chums for the last titme. =

Complete silence instantly reigned
in the crowded study.

“It’s awfully. decent of you fellows
to treat me like this,” said Frank
Richards, with a touch of nervous-
ness, |
in  Fatty

“Don’t mench,” put

hours at the old school the happiest
.ca,ke, Fran,k; old |

- “Try the paste,” said Faity Bab-}

- Frank’s sunny face, though he still

looked ‘his cheerful self.

Richards was leaving, and when the
old hack came from the station there
was a crowd to bid him good-bye.
Fatty Babbage and Sir Digby
Valence were lugubrious, poor Fatty,
'indeed, being perilously near the point
of blubbing. - Every fellow wanted to
-shake hands with Frank Richards for

the last time two or three times over..

Even Bullinger of the Fifth came
to shake hands and tell Frank he was
sorry that he was going. '

and his father, and in the dying sunset |
| Frank Richards looked his last upon-

the old school. -
- A few days vet, an:d 'Frank Richards

stood upon the deck of the steamer as
it throbbed its way out fo sea, and
the great western ocean roiled before
him; and beyond the ocean his

thoughts sped in advance to-the new

and wonderful land which was to be

- his new home,

*I

. The news had spread that Frank |

“T arn sorry, Grayson, that I must
doubt your word,” he said quietly.
“ You admit that you crossed Farmer
Hayes* field earlier in the evening,
and that he chased you with a whip?™

“Yes, sir,” replied Tom: “And I

»consider it disgraceful that he should

‘always chase us with a whip. We do
no. harm in his field, and—" |
“That is apart from the matter we
are . dealing. with,” interrupted the
Head. | |
tremely vindictive towards Farmer
Hayes, and therefore I much regrét 1

I

am compelled to believe you guilty.

Tho noise:of rushing feet had sud-
denly becdine audible in the passage,
and next moment the porter of Beech-
‘side opened the door of the study, and
‘led in the figure of Bob Travers.

““ What is the meaning of this inter-
ruption, - Cornish?” snapped

3 Head.:

" ,Whicli-aé- T’ve brought in this
voung feller, 'who ses ’e knows who

“1 can sce that vou feel ex-

thoe §

set fire to the rick,” explained the

Five minutes later he returned with
the Fifth-Former, a spiteful-looking
fellow” of the bullying type. At first,

when the Head questioned him, he
denied flatly that he had been near

"~ “¥You h

| | | all meet again some day, and recall | @ . | | $ | you?” asked the Head. :-1;:- |
3 S . the jolly tlgmes that we have had at | @ FIGHTING THE FLAMES! 'E’%éﬂgdedéia‘;era :EH Hoad
- i | . 1.” 8 ' | - : : - ‘ re 1€ Lliead.
| b-% 5 | E B thi I?Iljrri?ﬂ? | | | | BY HEHBERT BHITTON- ‘“E" M..'fb LEt II;IE Eeeﬂ_wle’ve Gﬂly
s | | | ' . : - , ‘ got one boy in the school bearing
. 2 FRANK RIGH ARDS .1} Frank Richards S.B'_th down 1o :ﬂﬂ (Continued from page 79.) these mitials. Frank Morton must be
| | | - |'Sqund of tumultiious cheeting on 1o PPN OISR | the boy.  Cornish, tell Morton of the

the rick, but under cdfeful cross-

examination he became so flurried
that he
pletely. |

And in the end it was proved that

bowled l'1imsélf . out: com-

:

he had set fire to the rick out of spiter -
to the farmer for having chased him
| with his whip two days previously

when he had been caught on the farm,
helping himseclf to the fruit. -
| Fifty

‘that -

said afterwards, it served the bully =

right. _ _
Fourth-Formers for some time; and
quiet for a good while. - -
Tom Grayson’s nama i 3
cleared of all suspicion, and he showed

the shock of the exposute kept him -

He had been a terror to the

" had been

his thankfulness in a right and royal = -
manner that afternoon, when the boy

boxer and the Beechside juniors were

gathered in Tom’s study,,

“@o, my boy,” he said affection- | Babbage, munching away at a bun. ) THE.END' | porter qLuc};ly.h P | e ST o o
ately. “ Finish up the afternoon in a “Y assure you L greatly appreciate | _ - - q afiv hat 1s that: emanae Ol = — ' e
‘fitting manner. I’'ll have tea with | your kindness,” went on Frank, *‘and NEXT MONDAY ! & F . i f 4 i 1 NEXYT MONDAY! |
the Head, and meet Jou in an hour's | T shall always cherish my school- , | e - Bob I‘&Vf’ﬂ‘ﬂhﬂfﬁpe 3 f}f“’B&r rh“:?] | e ——————————— . <
e Rich o moct the | 427858 St Kit'e as the happiest of | « WWESTWARD HO!” | SPG00ad ‘occurred tho provious | - THE SCHEMING BOXER!™ -
. Mr. Richards strode off 40 meet the | my life,. I'm jolly sorry to have | e * . L ' BRI TR
Hrggfl,-Rlaﬂ]; ¥rank Richards was legve all yc}u_.-%ellaws, and”—a lump By MARTIN CLIFFORD. vevening, and Dr. Neale listened Ry HERRERT BRITTON:

promptly coll_ared by the ' Fourth-

\

‘suddenly rose in Frank’.s throat— 1

DON'T MISS IT!

cagerly to every word,

DON'T MISS ‘IT !



