TART READING ““MIGK 0’ THE MOVIES” TO-DAY!

Week Ending
January 24th, 1920,

No. 53,
New Series. |

= - Long (00m!et:e Stories of—
HARRY WHARTON & G0.—JIMMY SILVER & £0.—& A GRAND NE

ReSERVE
Avsmgiancrn -

Qata S UL
S

R i,
i\ i

DN

i \\g\'\\‘

DENNIS CARIER IS BRANIDED AS A EELEEIE"]
(A Dramuatic incident in the Maanificent Long Complete School Tale of the Chums of Grey¥friars.)



THE PENNY POPULAR—Every Friday.

b

A MAGNIFICENT
LONG COMPLETE
STORY OF HARRY
WHARTON & Co.
OF GREYFRIARS.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

I'd forgetten that! Il run
7 it, and see if it’s any good!” ?
¢ HE pir ¢azed upen the blue, § dire 1 of the = g larry Wharton picked up the manuscript,
= 5ha’rk»imcs§ed Wwaters—— " - “1b's .o topical yarn,” w en Skinner, and 'frov:x}ed as he "lanecd“at_ ;
“Dry up!” ;'zmd] it’s true to life. T sha'n’t ask you a %kmners story was entitled: 3
““Gnashing his teeth with fabulous price for if, Wharton. 1In fach, I _Dowx}’—’at-Heel Dick; or The Pi
maniacal frenzy——' 7 . shall be quite satisfied with payment at the | Poverty!”
“Stow it1” rate of tuppence a word.” t was just lik
i to speer at pever

i to burn id a minute!” remarked
vith an ominous glauce in the

THE FIR3T CHAPTER.

The Ragger Raggsd. Bob (‘herr,\‘,~
the fire.

=,

sinner, Wharton refiec
y. Sk

¢ n i itterl : , “My hat T was an
“*From his glittering blade the blood S : g o : 4 oS AL amh
e o b cfimmz‘} ;’ alnche ) . “Think you're an 0. Henry, don't youz” [ sneb. He fawned upon fellows who were well _
¥ ; jeered Nugent: to do; and he had no use for impoverished

o Help 1? : : 1 ad no use et
“- and he uttered a series of savage ex- nner. “I didn’t come | fellows of the Dick Penfold type. Neither

sulted. My stories are | had the latter any use for Skinner, if it came

“Steady on!” said
to this study to be

inne ng he surveved +he ofi forms of
qx)l:bs,aiy?l;g S‘l‘ill'v‘ji‘:st.shl ‘;Jh; Stl‘.lxlé tor.‘thf(A)‘l above those of O. Henry! th-thal,
3 s he that blow his  own The story started off as follows:
pirate was not the only person who 5 e XJ‘ kled Bob Cherry. “*‘ Piper, sir! Bvenin’ piper!’
ed savage exclamations. Harry Wharton 4,544, ha “The speaker w a grimy urc
£ at-heel and ouf-at-elbow, znd he r

: < = “Leave your story con the fable,”
‘é’ Bob Cherry, Wharton. “I promise you it

sideration; at the
ance whatever of it
Ha, ha, ha!”

ed one, and Frank Nuger
and Burree 8 sud

Johnny Bu
schoolfellows
pirate =e
the “Gr i

Johnny ha
fearfut and
done

5

oud to his
e

name was
to the g
/. sprung.
)

X . s before he had been one of
Ltj“t‘, on the tabie, and|the pupils at a big public school in Kent.
study, whistling. And now he was back at his ¢ld pref

will

t’didn't seem to ‘mind very mu
e manuser

been asked to read his
. h S
strolled out of th

erful narrative.
accord, and his

unab d the strain any longer; 5 o

to their 1 at Johuny When Skinne d gone, Johnny Bull made | that of selling papers and dadging for money.

the tab a fort attempt to read his pirate serial i ! Evenin’ piper!’ z
“C a!ogd, hut he w as promptly ordered not to mler’s voice rang out above the
“Idi preceed, on pain of a severe bum

ing.
settled down to work.
cnly sound in No. 1
Leg'a;ch;ng of pens. The | indignation.
:r late in going to press “The ead! The low-down cad!”
foothall matches hav “Hallo, hallo, hallo!”
production. But

. | I in surprise.® “Who's the

1g right with | editor and sub-editors now put their “beef ” “Skinner, of courss!”
tbon. “As Hditor of | into it, and made up for lost time. he taken your name in
1, 1 flatly decline to n’s editorial occupied him inquired Nugent.
and Bob 'Cherr personal “No; hut he’s insultec
cartoon were | Carr. I couldn’t see
it's eclear to

“Burhbling jabberwock : The Famous Fiy

Y : some momen

to what h thought of him. - dy was the
“Lodk here,” he protestel wrathfully, Terald ” w

“there’s nothing wrong with my pirate

arther.

FOU—— spluttered Johnny.
d that can only be applied to
s

me now.

7 Bull contin

riting of
ed i

Hurree

and it’s ob

““(iren

up,
Johnny Bull w
each other’s thr
occurred at 1k

study with a
“Neot gone to
0! growle

d Carr has to leav



THE PENNY _POPU'LAR-Every

his own living in London, and instead of

foeling sorry for him—as any decent felliow

would--8kinner starts like
thig!”

“1 wonder he had the nerve to walk in here
with that stuff!” said Nugent.

“He hoped we wouldn't twig who Dick
Daimler was meant to be,” said Wharton.
“Probably he thought the story would be
published !

“ Well, he thought wrong!” 'growled Johnny
Bull. “We'll make a bonfire of the yarn—
and it wouldn’t he a buad idea to make a
‘bonfire of Skinner!”

The Famous Five ware intensely angry.

They had never liked Harold Skinner, and
they liked him still less now.

‘Dem}.'s' Carr, during his ecareer at
Greyfriars, had never done Skinner an injury.
He had, in fact. been very deeent to him.
Aud now Skinner was repaying good - with
evil. He was sneering at Dennis hecause the
iatter, through no fauit of his oWn, was com-
pelled to go out into the world and earn his
own living.

- ‘:I proposcfully suggest,” said Hurree Singh,

that we beard the Skinney person in his
esteemed den!”

«“Hear, hear!"”

“I've got a wheeze ! said Bob Cherr
denly. “A‘wheeze for making the punis
fit the erime! 2

“Good!”

“Get it off your chest, Bob !

Boh Cherry propounded his

~ the juniors chuckled.

“That's first-rate 1 gaid Wharto
volunteer to go and feteh Skinne :

Trank Nugent amd Hurree Singh darte
the door at once. ;

They went along to Skinner's study
returned in a few moments, draggin:
-them the squirming form of the ca
Remove.

“lLeggo!” panted Skinner.
little game9”

Harry Wharton su veyed the vietim with
undisguised contempt.

“ You worm!” he exclaimed. “What do vou
mean’ by insulting Dennis Carr, a fellow
whose boots you're not fit to clean?”

“Yes, what do you mean by it?” echoed
Bob Cherry. 3

“Carr  deserves it!" answered Skinner
sullenly, “After all, he's nothing more or
less than a beastly little pauper!”

*What 7

“A fellow like that ought never to have
come to Greyfriars,” continuned Skinner. * His
pater hadn't a penny to bless himself with,
and vet €arr strutted about in this place
as if he were the son of a gentleman!”

“It’s about time you learns,” said Wharton,
“that a man can he on the brink of poverty
-—or even over the brink—and still he a
gentleman! It isn't money that makes a
sentleman. otherwise all -our profitecrs would
he included among the gentry. Let me tell
you this, Skinmer—"

“Don't jaw to the cad, Harry,” said Nugent.
“You'll never get him to see thin from
your standpoint. Let's get to busines:!”

“Hear, hear!” said Johnny Bull,  “0Out
with the togs!”

Skinner looked surprised.

What did Johnny Bull mesn by that ex-

pression?

The meaning was scon apparent.

Harry Wharton and Bob Cher dragged
down from the top of the cupboard a hox
containing theatrical “props.” These were
the property of that famous orgauisation
known as the Remove Amateur Dramatic
Society. Y

There were all sor
ments in the box. -

Bob Cherry selected a torn and tattered
coat and an equally torn and tattered pair
of trousers.

'\Iinllmr looked on in growing

taunting him

said Wharton.
scheme, and

“Who'il

“What's

the

ts and conditions of gar-

11
say!"” he stammered. “ Who

‘For you, of course!” snapped Wharton.

Skinner glanced at the coat and trousers—
which would have disgraced ~the most dis-
reputable tramp that éver tramped—and he
shook his head vehemently.

“1 refuse to put them on'” he

“We'll soon see about that!”
tain of the Remove. “Off
Johnoy !”

said,

h - his

Jghnny Bull promptly removed Skinner’s
coat. =
Skinner = struggled, of course, bhut kis

struggles were of no avail against
wart Jolnny.
“Now his hoots!” rapped out Wharton.
Skinuner's hoots were accordingly unlaced
and dragged off his feet.

“Good! Now hand mo that cricket-sbump?!”

Johnny Bull handed over the stump, and
S‘kinner blinked at Harry Wharton in great
alarm,

"f"w'!mi—‘v.'hat are you going to do?” he

“Lam you until you decide to put thoae
togs on!” said Wharton.

"“Oh crumbs!”
The cricket-s

and fell twice in

rose

Skinner writhed and yelled, and tie realised
that it would pay him to obey orders.

Reiuctantly he donned the tattered

trousers over the pair he already had on.
_ The coat followed; and the Famous Five,
in spite of their indignation, burst. into a
peal of laughter when they surveyed Skinner,
who looked. a typical strcet urchin.

Bob Cherry then produced a pair of boots.
They were very ancient boots, lacking, for
the most part, in sole and heel.

Skinner was compelled, at thespoint of the
cricket-stump, to don the boots. A cloth
cap and a muffler completed his equipment.

Harry Wharton then raked in the cup-
board, and produced a ngmber of old new
prapers.

“Take these, Skinner!” he rappad out.

“Eh? What for?”

“You're going to sell them—or pretend to,
anyway.”

“Don't talk rot?
do anything of ti ort !

Wharton looked grim.

“You'll walk the whole length of the
Remove passage, as you are, shouting,
‘ Piper, sir! Evenin’ piper!’ “If you refuse,
we'll give you a Form-licking!”

“Hear, hear!” s

Skinner turned pate. A Form-licking would
be no laughing matter. It was a very painful
ordeal indeed. 5
The alternative—to march alonz the Re-
‘e passage in rags and tatters,
ing to sell papers—was certainly
but it was the lesser of two evils.

“All serene!” growled Skinner at length.
“IT'H do it!”

Harry Wharton thrust the papers into
Skinner’s hand, and the cad of tlie Remove
was bundled out of the study.

d Skinmer., “I sha'n’t

“Tire away!” commanded Bob Cherry. “11
vou don’t shout the odds loudly enough,

we'll make you start again from the hegin-
ning !”

Pulling his cap down over his eyes, in a
vain attempt to avoid recognition, Skinner
passed along the passage. And a
he shouted:

Piper, sir! Evenin' piper!”
Louder!” commanded Bob Cherry.

Skinner began to see the humour of the
sivuation.

After all, Lie reflected, this wasn't so very
degrading. The fcllows who saw him per-
ing these antics would imaginé that he
playing a practieal joke of his own

was
accord.

Therefore Skinner threw
soul into the performance.

himself heart and

“Piper, sir! All the
football scores, sir! Piper!

From end to end of the Remove
study doors were thrown open, and
looked out in wonder.

“My only: aunt!”

“What the merry dickens—

o

“Why,” ~gasped Peter Todd, “it’s
Skinner!”
‘Faith, an® what's the little game,

Skinner darlint?” inquired Micky Desmond.

“Piper!” roared Skinner at the top of his
voice. “Well-known duchess in the Divorce
Unurt—piper! Bolshies ¢n the warpath—
piper!”

Before the jumiors could recover from their
astonishment, a figure in gown and mortar-
board loomed up.

Skinner gave a gasp.

“Quelchy !” he murmured inaudibly.

The Remove-master Lialted in amazement on
catching sight of Skinner, whom lie failed to
recognise at first.

“Bless my soul! Who allowed this
to enter the school building? Go :
Do you hear? Go away at once!”

Skinner was only too anxious to
He hurried past Mr. Quelch, and as
the Form-master recognised him.

“ Why—good gracious!—it is Skinner!”

The cad of the Remove hurried on.

“Come back, sir!” thundered Mr. Quelch

Skinner turned, and advanced «
sheepishly towards the Form-master.

“How dare you go about in this outrageous
ise !” rumbled Mr. Quelch. *Moreover, how
re you raise your voice in a manner caleu-
ated to rouse the wentire building?” |

rendor
7, hoy!

£0 away.
he did so

2

au
iz

and peculiar.

Friday. ' 3

“I-T—" stuth®es Skinner,

He dared not sneak. If he gave the Famous
Tive away, there would be trouble to follow.

“Answer wmy questions!” rapped out Mr.
Quelcli. ;

Skinner groaned.

e was merely a §-j-joke, sirl”
he stammered.

“Indeed! Then I will endeavour to teach

vou that such noisy and distasteful jokes are
not wanted here!
study !”

You will accompany me te

Skinner reluctantly obeyed,
Wharton & Co. did not interfere. -

The cad of the Remove had behaved in a
most ecaddish' - manner, and no punishment
could be too severe. »

Shortly afterwards sounds of steady swish-
ing proceeded from the Form-master’s study.
They were accompanied by yells of anguish
ells which fairly awakened the echoes.

And when,” in due course, Skinner of the
Remove limped out of the study he no longer
uttered the familiar shout: :

“Piper, sir! Evenin' piper!”

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Qoing 8trong!

T the same time as tHe rising-bell was
clanging at Greyfriars next morn-
ing Dennis Carr awoke.

It was of Greyfriars that Dennis
had been dreaming, and a very vivid dream
it had been. It concerned a foothall match
between Greyfriars and St. Jim’s—a dour
struggle—and Dennis had scored the winning
goal, Fellows thronged round to congratulate
him, and amid the applause & loud banging
could be heard. =

At this stage Dennis awoke with a start,
to find that he was not on the foothall-field
at Greyfriars, but in his London lodgings.
And the loud banging noise was caused by
Mrs. Grubb, his landlady, who was knocking
him up. : =

“Thanks, Mrs, Grubb!” responded Dennis:
then he threw back the bedelothes and
jumped briskly out of bed. ° :

This was a red-letter day in Dennis Care's
history, for he was to commence carning his
own living. ;

His father having died in poverty, Dennis
had left Greyfriars and come %o London,
where he had spent many ary days in a
futile search for employment.

my

and Harry

At last, however, fortune had smiled upgh
him. Dennis had been of service to BSiv

Howard Prescott, a big auctioneer in the
West End; and Sir. Howard had promptly
engaged him as a junior clerk. He was to

commence his duties at nine o'clock that
morning. =
“Thank g got a job at last!
muttered 3 he towelled himself
vigorously after hLis. ablutions. “It was.

simply awful, tramping 1
and having no luek:!”

Although - his clothes were rumpled and
weather-stained, Dennis succeeded in making
himself look quite presentable.

Mrs. Grubb met him as he was in the agh
ol descending the stairs.

The landlady was a gaunt, grim-fa
woman, and she eyed Dennis very sternly.

“Which there’s a week's rent due from you,
Mr. Carr—" °

Dennis smiled as he produced and handed
over twelve shillings, which was the sun:

nd day after day

he paid weekly fer his room—or, rather,
attics e =
“Thank you, sir!” said Mrs. Grubh.

She was obviousiy surprised that her lodger
should settle up so promptly, for only the
day before he had been in the state known
as “stony.”

But 8ir Howard Rrescott had insisted upon
Dennis accepting a week’s salary in advance
—hence the boy’s ability to pay up.

Dennis did not linger to have breakfast
with Mrs. Grubb. One of his fellow-lodgers
bad informed him that Mrs. Grubb’s bacon

was like boot-leather, and that her eges
resembled Macaulay’s “Lays of Ancient

Rome."

It was to a restaurant on the opposite side
of the road that Dennis wended his way.

After partaking of a light but nourishiig
meal, the newiy-engaged junior clerk set out
for the office.

What would it be

He had never worked
though he was well qualified to do so. His
knowledge of shorthand, typewriting, and
general office routine resembled Sam Weller's
knowledge of London, being both extensive

? Dennis reflected.
in an office before,

THe PENNY PoPULAR.—No0, 5%
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u Howard |

. 5 pro-
nc]} and mte rest-
into a cdreer of

Here w s the office,
tious place it looked.
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short eorrid

and a very

aud passed down a

’hure ‘was a deor bearing " the word
< idently  the ntrance to  Sir
s room.

There were two other rooms, and from one
of them, early though the hour was, came
the metallic cl of -a typewriter.

Dennis hesitated a moment, then {m.ised in.
od-lcoking man of about
rations on. the
ly to Dennis.
“You are

. five-and-t
typewrite;
&ood- mormn

Dennis rel»‘ (d rh.x( he was.

“Thought as mush. Well, there’s your
desk. There won't be anything for you to
do- untit Howard turas up. 'St senior
clerk he and my name’s rry.  What's
vours$”?

“BDepnis Carr”
£ worked in an office

Lefore??

I That's wo
riasicred

Bennis nodded,
“I swotted them in my own ti
Cne of the masters had a type
tet me borrow it as often as I ki
“What are your speeds?”
Dennis refiected for a moment.
“Sherthand, ene hundred and s
ute—" :
“What !
. typewriting,

seventy

words  a

2, * said Terry
leg-pulling establishment.
5 neither of the t‘ ‘G ap‘

sternly, “this

I admit
»ﬁ's m('lth"l
you

: *And
1 'kt \\h,.t Vou say is all moom

hine !

50 saying, Terry took up a of the
“'Fimes,” handed Dennis a n ook and
jeneil, and proceeded to dicts an axtrc‘c
to him at ti rate of one hundred :
wards per hute. Terry timed
i:cans of stop-watch.
;

¢ impressed. But be smiled

?e r)adg Duum seat himself at the type-

iLer,

“Now I want you to t¥pe the whole thing
he said. “And tlh iz where the real
comes m. for \ou re bonnd to ﬁnd it

"a similar pattern
possessed by Afr. Queleh.
. strange machine,
een floored.

" asked Ferry.

Had it
he would probably

“I'm g

ing te time

.
noddeds and the pext imstant his
> fingers were beating a tattoo on the
hOqu.

5 looked on in amazement. It fooked
Sir Howard Prmcutb bad made a “find.”
At the end of seven minutes Dennis jerked

Tan hxs eye ov or the transcri
1t¢smed very few typing erro
‘¥ . this is splendid work!” he ex-
“Clean nd ecentlv
<'m \«hen you

iiciy

and neat,

fously mLan to

w've never \\‘01‘2«:@(, in ar office

2 hox- \ou 1 he quite an scqui
gratulate you, kid, ou your shility!”

At that momen* a weedy-looking youth,
with a cigarette dangling from his lips.
catered the office. He entfered just in time
10 hear Terry congratulate Dennis Carr, and
= mwlod as he hung up his hat and coat.
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“Who's this new bounder?” he asked.

“Carr isn’t. a bounder!” retorted Terry
sharply. “He's worth a dezen of you, any-
way, Craven!”

The youth addressed as Craven conbinued
scowl -as he sat down at his desk, and
w out a pink paper from his pocket.

You can throw that copy of ‘The Turf

to
4

Tipster’® into the waste-paper basket!”
rapped out Terry. “I've told you . scores

of times shout reading sporting papers in the

office. You're late, too! Our day begins at
nine ncloc but yours scems to commence
in the : wuoourhood of ten!”

“ah, shut up!” said Craven irritably.
“You're alweys slanging me, and I'm not
going to sti

Nevertheless, it was to be observed that
Craven dropped his pink paper into the waste-
paper hasket, and turned to the more profit-
able occupation of cleaning his typewriter.

Shortly afterwards Sir Howard Prescott
arrived. &

After onc or two discourses on the tele-
phone in his oww room, he stepped into the
clerks” office.

Terry, Craven, f\ng Dennis rose
to thelr feet.

Carry on!” said Sir Howard, beckoning
them to be seated. “Ilow is Carr shapu”
Terry? Have you given him a trial?”

Telry gave such a glowing deseription of
the mnew clerk’s abilities that he caused
Dennis to blush, and Sir Howard to beam.

“This is excellent!” said the old gentle-
man. “Will you step into my room, Carr?
I have some letters to dictate to you.”

Dennis followed his employer into the
latter’s room, and he astonished Sir Howard
by the ease and rapidity with which he took
down the letters.

As a rule. Craven performed the job which
Dennis was now doing, and he performed it
in a very serappy nanner, sometimes failing
to hear what Sir Howard said, and at other
times imploring him to dictate more slowly.

Carr was quite a genius by comparison with
Craven.

sir. Howard ated twenty letters in all
hefore dismissing Deanis.

On the occasions when 2
down twenty letters he d required the
whole of the day to type them out, and had
devoted half the time to grumbling.

Dennis Carr, however, quite revolutionised
the office by completing the letters before
tunch !

“I‘nnshed already?” gasped Terry.

Yes

“Y(‘u ve typed twenty letters in one morn-
mﬂ!

“They weren't all Ieng ones,” Dennis con-
fessed.

“8till, that's quite an achievement. Let's
see if you've made any mistakes!”

Dennis handed the pile of letters to Terry,
who went through them ohe by one. But he
faﬂed to find a single hlunder. :

“Well, yow're a capture, (.“11‘ and no mis-
“Where did you

respectfully

lict

had taken

he said, at Ieneth
ck up all this energv?
‘At scheol, I suppose.”

“Then you must have
school, by Jove!”

Craven, who had been listening to this con-
ation, sneercd.

Some wretehed little shanty of a charity
scheool, most likely!” he said.

Dennis Carr spun round tpon the speaker.

‘“Anether word from you,” he ‘said, “and
I'll punch your nese h’xrd"

Craven recoiled at the words. He had suffi-
cient sense to see that Dennis meant them.

From that time forward Craven was very
civil to Carr. He even pretended to like him,
though in reality he hated him hitterly.

1t did not take Dennis long to settle down.
He found the work very interesting, and he
struck up guite a i mldshx}) with Terry, whoe,
although ten years his senior, was stlll a boy
at Heart.

How strange it was to think that a few
weeks before Dennis had been captain of the
Greyfriars- Remove !

His school ecareer, which had terminated
so suddenly. now seemed to be nothing more
than a dream.

And the fellows he had known and liked—
the Famous Five and Mark Linley and Dick

gene

to a jolly fine

Penfold, to say nothing of Mauly and Sir
Jimmy  Vivian—would he ever see them
again? Or had he gone out of their lives

for good?

Oceasionally Dennis exchanged cotrrespond-
ence with Mark Lintey. But lc‘cterq were poor
substitufes for handshakes, and he longed to
be in the society of, his old chum once more.

The hours at’ &ir’ Howard Preseott's office

were rather long, buf #here was one greab
compensation—no werk on Satur rdays!
Dennis often experienced a longing to go°
down to Greyfriars on one of these free days
hut-he refrained for two reasons. In the
first place, his clothes were not so smart as
he could have wished; and, secondly, it would
be & difficult matter to raise the railway-fare.
It would mean that Mrs. Grubb would have.
to go short of rent-money; and the grasping
Iandh\dy was not likely to allow that!

Sc Dennis devoted his Saturdays—and his
Sundays, too—to long rambles on the out-
skirts of the metropolis.

Hometimes, but not very offen, Terry
accompanied him,

And all this time Dennis and Craven were

on the best of terms—outwardly, at any rate.

But Dennis little dreamed that C n was
jealous of him, and was only waiting for an
opportunity of doing him an injury

On Friday evening, just as the clerks were
dispersing for their week-ends’ freedom, -
Craven said to Dennis:

“I'm going down to Kent fo-morrow fo sece.
a cousin of mine. Care to come?

"I'd like to,” said. Dennis, in his framk
way, “but the fact is I'm \Lcm 2

“Oh, that's all n"‘.,t! Fil stand the
ratket.”

Dennis politely dec!med this generous offer.
e felt that he would not be ahie to enjoy
ek-end at somebody else's expense.
“You're a rum beggar, Carr! As vou won't
accompany me. I'll go alone.”
And he did.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Slanderous Toncues,
NEW kid, by gum!”

i .N ¢
Billy Bunter, of the Greyfriar
74 Remove, ‘was the first to spot thc

wee(zy-loo}\mfr stranger wheo cal
in_at the school gates.
New boys were Billv Bunter’s speciality—

his happy huntmg -ground, in fact.

The fable of -the expected postal-order
carried no weight with the fellows already
at Greyfriars; but it often happened that_
an unsuspecting new hoy fell into the trap.

The Owl of the Remocve roilled up to the
new-comer.” .

“Hallo!” he said affably.

“Hallow!” growled the other.

“Ripping sort of dm',
Bunter. = “¥ suppose you've only
—what!”

The new arrival nodded:*

Billy Bunter then proceeded to ask the
usual string of questions. He wanted to know
his companion’s name, age, height, and
weight, who his father and mother wcre,

what wars his ancestors had feught in, and
so on and so forth.

“My name,” said the new-comer, “is
Craven. And yours, I suppose, is Percy
Porpoise 2

Bunter was about to make an md'"mnt
protest, but he checked himself, S

- “He, he, he! You will have your little
joke!” heé ecackled. “I—-1 say, kid, I'm ex-
pecting a fat remittance to-morrow——-":

“Glad to hear it!” growled Craven. “Hope
you stuff yourself on the strength of it till
you go off pop!” :

Oh, really, you know Naw, I want to
ask you a favour. You look a pretty generous
sort of chap. Will you lend me five “hob till
to-morrow 2"’

“Eh®”

“Only five bob, and I'll repay it with seven-
and-sixpence. That's fifty per cent. interest.”

The offer did not seem to appeal to Craven.
Possibly he had already heard of Bunter's
“taking ” ways. % 5

“I’11 lend you nothing,” he
a thick ear!”

Billy Bunter blinked wrathfully
speaker through his. big spectacies.

“You cheeky bounder!” he roared. “I'l}
have you know that I'm mptam of the
Remove Form here, and I'm not in the Ivnhxt
of being msulf:gd' You can jolly well——

Hig

Craven was no fighting-man, but he con-
clided—and rwlxtl5~th it he counld make
short work of the inflated specimen of hoy-
hood which confronted hin:.

He shot out his right, and his hony fist
crasiied upon Billy Bunter's nose with an im-
pact which caused the fat junior’s spectacles
to leap into space.

“Yarooooh!”

Billy Bunter’s sudden yell. of anguizh
brought a erowd of juniors to the spet.

“Hallo, hallo, halo!” ejaculated Bob

d, “unless it's

at the
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Mr. Queich halted in amazement on catching sight of Skinner, whom he failed to recognise at first.
“Who allowed this vendor fo enter the school building ?

my soul !’ he ejaculated.’
1

away at once ! ' (See page 3.}

¢ Bless
Go away, boy! Qo

Cherry, coming on the scene with the Famous
Five. “ Bunter’s on the war-path!”

“In the wars, you mean!” grinned Nugent.

“Ha, lia, hal”

“Who's the new fellow?” asked Wharton.

“Agk me another!”

Craven, who loved the limelight, was very
. pleased to observe that he had an audience.

He saw that he had Billy Bunter at his
merey, and he took full advantage of if.

Rushing in, he again shot out his right,
and Billy Bunter, who was all at sea without
the aid of his spectacles, received the blow

fairly and squarely in ‘the chest, and sat
down with great violence on the flagstones.

“Yow-ow-ow!” he moaned, groping
frantically for his spectacles.

“‘There, at the foot of Pompey's statuc,
great Ceesar fell!"” quoted Dick Penfold.

“Ha, ha, hat!”

Craven, flushed and triumphant, turned to
the squirming figure on the ground.

“1f you try to squeeze a loan ouf of me
again,” he said, “you'll get a double dose!”
Has Bunter been trying to work off his
postal-order stunt on you?” inquired Bob
Cherry.. - z

Craven nodded.

“Never mind! .You've given him a joily
good drubbing, and lie won't pester you again
in a hurry!” %

“Care to join us at tea in our study?”
asked Wharton politely.

Craven glanced keenly at the Famous Five, |

as if to make sure that bis leg wasn't being
pulled. Then he answered:
“Delighted!” .
“Come on, then!”
Wharton led the way to

Study No. 1,

where the juniors soon bustled about and got
tea.

The Famous Five had not been expecting a
new boy; but now that one had turned up
they were prepared to entertain the stranger
within the gates. :

Supplies of tuck were plentiful; and
Craven, although a weedy youth, had an
appetite which was almost Bunterian. - He
put away cakes and tarts at such a rate that
his hosts simply sat and gasped.

When his orgy was over, Craven leaned
back in his chair with a sigh—cr, rather, a
grunt—of contentment.

. “You're coming into the Remove, I take
it?" said Wharton.

“No.”

“You look big enough for the Upper |

Fourth,” remarked. Nugent.
you're going?”’
“Noi

“Is that where

*You don't mean to say you're going into
the TFifth?” exclaimed Jolmny Bull, in
surprise.

“0f course not!"

The Famous Five stared. They could not
mwake head or tail of their guest.

“P'r'aps the Head has put him ‘into the
Sixth,” suggested Bob Cherry. “After all,
Coker minor’s in the Sixth, ahd he's quite
an undersized little brat!”

“I'm not going into any Form at
said Craven,

“What?”

¢ left school six months ago—not a
school like this, but a place where you
to quit when you're fifteen.”

“My ounly aunt!” =

“Pashed if I can understand what you're
talking about!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. “You

all,”

swell

have |

say you've-left school; and if that's the case,
why have you come to Greyiriars?”

Craven yawned,

“I'm only here on a flving visit,” he ex.
plained. .“You see, I'm a cousin of Skinner
of the Remove.”

“Great pip!”

Harry Wharton & Co. understood at last.
And they realised only too clearly the blunder
they had made.

Like Billy Bunter, they had jumped to tha
conclusion that Cravem was a new boy;
whereas he was-merely a visitor to Grey-
{friars!

The juniors badly- wanted to bump Skin-
ner's cousin for not having told them the
facts in the first place.

But it would notr*be good form fo bump a
visitor to the school, which was a fortunate
thing for Craven.

“Have you seen your cousin yet?” asked
Harry Wharton, at. length. :
“No,” said Craven. “Would you mind

directing me to his study?”

Harry Wharton was only too glad to get
rid of his guest. He escorted him along the
passage, and tapped-on the door of Skinner’s
study. %

“A visitor for you, Skinney !” he announced.

And the next moment Skinner and his
cousin were shaking hands, It was not a
hearty handshake, but a cold and lifeless
one.
“Well, this is a surprise, Paul, and no mis-
take!” said Skinner. “I had no idea you
were coming. You've got a day off from the
office, what!™

Craven nodded, and avalled himself of the
armehair, ’
THE PENNY PoPULAR.—No. 53.
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Wil you have seme tea?” asked Skinner.

No, thanks, I've just had a light snack.

i dont mind a smoke, though.”

Skinner cressed to the door, and turned the

in tiﬂe Iuck Then he producu,. a. box of
nd handed it

u'\

¥ Uunm, “‘m ll"hted ap with an e€xpres-
of contentment on his lean face.
nner also {ook a cigare and the study
was soon reeking with fumes. The window
tightly closed, for Skinner- was no be-
er in fresh air
Well, how are t Paul?* he

ed, at Imvth.

‘Prcttv rett was
“How’s that
“There’s & rank outsider

the
and m wmz

in
ho's queering my piteh,
rs unpleasant.”

5

currying favou
sort of thi
That's so,”
How,

Craven.

0 said ;
and I sha'n’t be happy till

him to he kicked

£ >

know hest. You always were
ert in the plotting line, Paul.”
Craven flicked the ash from his cigare
r‘ I'll soon think heeze for sendin

(=8

his ears

Nl\umvr pricked up
“Did you say the m‘low § nane w
v :

vas Carr?”
Carr.’

Den
“My hat i"

ejaculated Skin surprise.

1)0 you Lknow the merc 7 _asked

“Know him! T shouid zhf He was
at Greyfs up till a few i

“The s he was!

yours?”

Ski scowled.

“I hate aund detest tie fellow!” he sald
truthfuliy. v

“Good! I'm glad were agreed oun that
point. By the way, how did Carr come to

feave Gw)xrmn 50 soon?”’
Oh, he was sacked!”
ally this time.
“S’d‘l&&‘d—v(h) What fer?”
“I don't quite know the ¢
for dishonesty of some sort.”
Craven chuckled ;{rimly.
i Hownrd Pre :
terested to
jelly glad you tc'd me Harom
it much easier for me to get even with Carr.”
The two young raseals remained in conver-
on until it was time for Craven to cateh
iis train.
“I'll see you off, old man!” sai
“You're a sport, Harold !
On the way to the railway
rgntmaea to defamé Dennis

said Skinner—un

3

was

Skinger.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.,
Into the Trap.
CARR, meanwhile, was finding

tuck.

ENNIS

it no easy matter to make ends
meet. His salary was two pounds a
week, and Sir Howard's promise of

overtime had not yet been fulfilled.

After paying his rent, and various out-of-
pocket expenses, Denm« found that he had
iust over a poand a week left with which
te buy food.

By practising the strictest economy he
was just able to manage; but he had no
margin left for clothes and other necessarics.

On the Monday morning following Craven's
trip to l.rey*‘rmrs Dennis noticed, with some
trepidation, that his boots—the only pair he
gosQ ssed—showed ominous signs of wear and
ear.

During his quest for employment, Dennis

had tramped many miles, and his hoots had
suffered in consequence.

“I shall have to cut down cxpenses
fortnight, and then buy another pa
flected Dennis.

But he realised that the hLoots he Wwas now
wearing would not - stand the strain
another fortnight. It was waxrahk~m fact,
essential—that he should purchase a new
without delay. Yet Dennis hardly eared to
appreach Sir How(»rd and request an advance
of salary. His employer had been so good

THE PENNY POPULAR—No. 33.

for a
re-

an |

. a chanece.

of ¥
1amde by this condition.
air |

te him that Dennis hal no wish to trespass
further on his kindness.
What was to be done? ;
When Dennis was standing in Sir Howard's
room that morning. notebook in hand, taking
down letters at his employer’s dictation, he

hecame acutely conscious of the fact that
Sir Howard had noticed the state of his
hoots.

Sir Howard was, of course, tco much of a
gentleman to comment wpon the matter; but
that did not lessen the boy’s agitation.

Dennis returned in due course to the outer

office, -

“If Sir Howard rings again,” he said, “I
wish yow'd go in and see what he wants,
Craven.” :

1 fiushed. He answered in a low tone,

so that Terry should not overhear.
“My hoots are going w 1 badly need
a ne‘v pair, and 1 feel ashamed to go in te

»

Sir Howard like this

“Peor Kid!” a4 Craven, in tones of wel-
feigned sym hy. “It meust be awful to be
g0 wretchedly poor. lueky

I often thank my :
that I'm living at home with my rela-
, and that they're well off.”

At the end of a fortnight I hope to have.

seraped sufficient cash together to buy a
new palp of boots!” said Dennis

“At the end of a. fortnight!” echoed
Cr wven.  “Why, those hoots are at the end of

eir tether already!”

"1 kuow they are!" said Dennis miserably.

“Look here,” said Craven, with a ,rzlitter in
his eyes which Dennis failed to notice, “let
me lend you the cash to get a new pair!”

In the ordinary way, Deanis would have
declined such an offer. But he was in a des-
position, 1d Craven’s voice was

rsuasive. Besides, Craven, on

his own admission, had plenty of money. and
he would not be inconvenienced by the- sug-
g uthd transaction.

“I say, that's awiully

good of you!” said

How much do you want?”

Dennis veflected for a moment.

“T think I ought to get a pair of hLoots for
thirty beb, even in these times,” he said at

“But—but 1 hate to sponge on you

It doesn’t seem right somehow !”
“Rot!” said Craven again. “I can’'t bBear
to see a fellow driven to the wall, and it
will be a real pleasure to help youn!”

Dennis Carr could not fail to be touched
by these words.

Was it possible that he had misjudged
Craven?

Until now he had always
fejlow-clerk as a worthless, selfish individua
Surely he had made a big mistake!

‘At that moment Sir
thie bell by means of w

ward’s bell rang—
hich he summoned a

“Thanks ever 0 3
S \-1d T'lt Tend you that t

\ou re a brick!”
Dennis went back to his desk with a great
weight removed from his mind. He had for-
mcrly made it a practice not to borrow
oney, for the simple reason that he had

rot been in a position to pay it back. But
now that he had regular work it was
different. He would be able to settie up with
€raven in the course of a few weeks.

Terry's cheerful voice roused Dennis frem |
his veifections, |

“‘\E here are you lunching to-day, Carr?”
“At the thz, ans\\exed Denris—"I don’t '
think! I'm going to search for a piaee where |

' T can get a ham sandwich and a cup of tea

for about eightpence!”

Terry gave.a whistle,

“ Are things as bad as that?” he asked.

“Well, I'm in pretty low water financis

“Sorry to hear that,” said Terry.
here! Come to lunch with me!”

“Certainly—but not at your expense!”
Denais.

“What rot!”

“It isn’t rot! I know wkat you are, Terry.
You'd treat me every d&y it T gave you half
But I'm not going to—see?”

“Oh, you're an ass!” growled Terry.
you coming to lunch mth me, or not?”

“Only on condition that we ecach pay for
our own,” said Dennis.

And Terry was reluctantiy compelled to

Iy !
“Look

said

As soon as Dennis had typed his letters at
his usual hurrican speed, he quitted the office

| with Terry.

Craven watehed. the coiple depart \Wth a
vindictive smile on Lis f{ace.

regarded his!|

“Are |
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“Now, Master Carr,” he muttered, “I'H
jolly soon settle your hasht”
Craven waited until the shutting dewn

of a desk in the next room indicated that Sir
Howard Prescott was on the point of goirg
to lunch. Then he weat to the drawer of
Terry’s desk, and took out a bunch of keys.
It was a long time before he diseavered the
key that fitted the lock of the safe® But he

found it at length, and uttered a low ex-
clamation of satistaction.
Then he turned the key in the lock, and the

heavy door of the safe was swung open.

The safe contaimed nothing of g ue,
all the important docaments and papers
being kept in Sir Howard's own private safe.

(}n one of the shelves, however, reposed the

olijeet: whick Craven sought—namely, the
petty-cash box. .

The amateur burglar teok out the hex. and
acpened if. It contained haif a dozen ten-
shilling Treasury notes and some silver.

Craven transferred the whole of the money

to his pecket. : %
As he did so a wave of
swept over him. For even Craven
conscienee. :
For perhaps a mement &
undecided whether to retain
replaee it in the cashbox,
Ané then he rementbered his main object ~
to he revemged upon Pennis Carr—and
put the cashbo\: back in its pla on
shelf, and Jocked the safe, returning
buneh of keys to Terry's drawer
Having carried eout the
scheme withoat a hiteh, Craven put on
hat and eoat and went out to
An hour later, when the o
assembled Craven stepp:
and slipped three

stoo
the money or

to

the

£ ¥ he mut-
rd to any-

Stow them away in your
tered. “And dan't breathe a
body F* :

“Craven,” said Dennis huskily
real mo“tf I don’t know how
¥

“you're a

o thank

“Beon't
I'd prefer that nebody
about this little transaction.  As for
g the money ha take your
own time about that. alments aof
five bob would satist
Dennis did not spea
and shining eyes
gratitude
How decent of Craven, hie reflec
him out of a tight corer!
jnux Denpis! It did L t Pwn aecui te hin
that he had walke d
He worked that a :
speed and engrgy, aud \\I‘f" the
: he sal .L\j 1r

Lﬁntrcs, an

* “«hx‘sh!” said the cther warningly.
let Terry hear you!
knew

cted, to ¢

views
transfo

5 2 I
Dennis -Carr

shortly to

rmation!

“undergo a sweey
THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Condsmined.
IR HOWARD PRES
morning that Den 1
self with a new pair of boots. He made «
no comment on-the subjeet, bhut HL
|couM not help wondering hew Dennis had
managed to raise the money so gnickly. He
kriew that the boy was earning harely suffi-
| cient to live on, and that he would not have
sufficient money to buy clothes and boots
until he started to work ov e'ume

Terry, too, was astonished wi _n he caught
sight of Dennig Carr's new boo

Only the day before Dennis had admitted
that he was in low water financially.

How, then, had he been able to buy a pair
of boots which could not have cost: a penny
less than thirty shillings?

Terry was frankly puzzled; but he reflected
that it was no business ot hxs, angd said
nothing.

Whilst Dennis was busy 2t his fypewriter
Craven came over and speke to him in an
undertone.

“I see you've get your new heots,” he said.

“Thanks to you!" said Dennis.

“Oh, cut it out! ¥'m only teo glad to
have been of serviee!”

Craven stood behind Dennig as he spoke,
and he stealthily slipped something inte the
&\o;‘s pocket. Then he went back to his ewn
ecke
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“Wonder when the merry bhombshell will
expiode?” he murmured. .

The bombshell exploded in the middle of
e morning.

Dennis Carr stood in Sir Howard's room,
taking ‘down letters, when Terry burst in
without knocking. -
The senior clerk was looking very excited,
Gracious, Terry!” exclalmcu Sir Howard,
breaking off in his dietation. “What ever is
the u.atter””

€1 uawe just made a very unpleasant dis
covery, sir,” said Terry. “The petty 5
:lmountmfr to three pounds twelve shiliings,
has been stolen from the safe!”

Sir Howard looked grave.

The amoeunt of the money was of small con-
sequence, and he ignored it. But he could
not ignore the fact that there was a thief
in the oflice.

“Have you any idea, Terry,
money was stolen, and by whom?”

“I can't say definitely when it was stolen,
sir, but I should be inclined to say it was

early this morning, before I arrived at the
uﬁw. As to who stole if, I haven't the
feggiest notion.”

Dennis Carr stood listening to this conver-
sation with an expression of dismay.

Everything had gone so smoothly in- the
office hitherto that the news of the theft was
disconcerting.

There was a long pause before Sir Howard
spoke again. Then he said:

“There are only two persons who could
have gained access to the safe. I refer to
Carr and Craven. But, of course, it is pre-
posterous to think that either of those two
is a thief!”

“Quite, sir!” said Terry.

“At the same time,” said Sir Boward,
feel compelled to held an inquiry into
affair.”

And he rang for Craven.

Skinner's cousin  looked perfectly
possessed as he came in.

Sir Howard recounted the facts, and asked
Craven if he could throw any light on the
matter.

when ‘this

“I
the

self-

“You say that the money was stolen early’

this morning?” said Craven,

“As far as I can judge,” replied the latter.

Craven levelled an accusing finger- at
Dermis Carr, who started violently apon beir
singled out in that fashion.

“Carr was here first this morning,” he s
“He turned up half an hour before any
elee a.rw ed.”

s that so, Carr?” inquired Sir Howard.

“Xe~ sir. But I hope you don’t think that
I'd be such a cad as to help mvself to the
petty cash?”

Sir Howard gave a cough.

“I hesitate to think so, Carr. But there
are one or two things which require an ex-
planation. . I do not wish to wound your
pride, my boy, but I must comment upon on
tact in particular. Yesterday you were we ar-
ing boots which were, to say the least of it,
in a very sorry condition. To-day I cannot
fail to observe that the boots you are wear-
ing are brand-mew. I am aware that you
have not yet had an opportunity of pnt-
ting by sufficient money for a new pair of
hoots. How, then, did you acqmre thesge ¢”

“1 borrowed the money, sir?” said Dennis.

“Might I inquire from whom 2"

“From Craven, sir. He was good enough to
fend me thirty shillings.”

“Is that so, Craven?”

“Qf course'not, sir! I'm not in the habit
of lending money—or borrowing it, either.”

Dennis nearly fell down. Craven’s cool
statement almost took his breath away.

“Why, Craven,” he exclaimed, “you know
jolly well that only yesterday you lent me
thirty shiilings to buy a pair of boots with!”

Craven laughed harshly.

“Whoppers like that won't help you much!”
he said. “If T were you, I'd own up?!”

“Own up!” repeated Dennis. “To what?”

“To pinching that money from the safe.”

The colour ebbed from Dennis Carr's face.
He took a quick stride towards Craven, and
would eertainly have struck him had not
Terry intervened.

“The .cad!” exclaimed Dennis,
fones. “The low-down cad!”

“Silence, Carr!” interposed Sir Howard.
“(raven, you have launched a very grave
accusation against this boy. I trust you
will be able to justify such an accusation?”
“The whole thing’s as clear as daylight to
s sir," said Craven. “In the first place, I
hink it only right that you should know that
(‘.nr was e\pelled from Greyfriars for rank
dishonesty

“That’s a lie!”

turning to Terry.

aid.
oo

e

in ringing

Dennis  Care’s
through the room.

8ir Howard looked pained.

“You assured me, Carr, that you left Grey-
m?irs on account of your father’s death,’ Bie
sai

“And that's the truth, sir! Dr.
headmaster, wiil confirm what I
will wire him or ring him up.”

voice . rang

Locke, the
say, if you

Before Sir Howard could reply to this
Craven chipped in.
“Leaving the question of Carr's expulsion

on one side, sir,” he said;.“he admits that
he got to the office half an hour in front of
everyone else this morning. That would give
him plenty of opportunity to steal the
money.”

“You hound!” shouted Dennls, completely
losing his temper. “I helieve you stole it
yourself 1>’

Sir Howard frowned.

“You are talking wildly, Carr,” he szaid.
“Craven has been in my employ for a period
of six months, and he has never for one
moment strayed from the path of honour. It
is absurd and unjust to suggest that he stole

the money!”

“Not more so than for him to suggest that
I stole it!” answered Dennis, with spirit.

Terry, who had remained zilent for some
time. now stepped forward.

“I have the numbers of the notes .ure. s
he said, producing a slip of paper. “It has
always been my custom to take the numbers
before locking notes in the safe.”

Sir Howard nodded.

“Have you any objection, Carr, to turning
out your pockets?” he asked.

“1 don't see why——" began Dennis hotly.

“It’s your only chance of clearing yourself,

kid!" muttered Terry, in the boy's ear.
“QOh, very well!” said Dennis. “Not being a

conjurer, though, I can’'t produce notes that
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I haven't got. All tuat I possess iz some
small change.”

And Dennis plunged his hand into his
trousers-pocket, and brought to light some

silver and coppers, which he placed on the
table. He then turned out the other trousers-
pocket, which was empty. 5
“Now the coat-pockets!” said Sir Howard,
a trifle grimly.

And in Craven’s eyes shone a
triumph.

Dennis turned out the left-hand pocket of
his coat. 1t contained nothing but a small
diary.

Then he put his hand in the other pocket,
and something rustled.

“What on earth——" he began, with an ex:
pression of utter bewilderment.

“Out with them!” sneered Craven.

Dennis withdrew his hand, and, like a fellow
in a dream, laid three ten-shilling notes on
the table.

sir Howard was looking
He beckoned to Terry.

“Do the numbers of those nates correzpond
with three of the numbers you have?’ he
inquired.

“1'll see, sir,” ¢aid Terry.

And there was an ominous hush while he
made the investigation.

“Well?” said Sir Howard at length.

“The numbers correspond, sir,” answered
Terry, in a low voice.

“In that case, no further evidence is neces:
sary. Carr, you have been guilty of a mean
and de':pmable theft. If you were in want—if
you were finding it difficult to make ‘ends
mcet»—;ou know that you had only to come
to me for help. Instead,
commit a felony!™

Dennis Carr was very pale now.

He glanced wildly at the accusing faces

around him, and with something of a shock
he realised that c¢veryone thought him guilty.

Finally, he turned to Sir Howard, the kwdlx
old gentleman to whom he owed so much.

“T’m innocent, sir—I swear it! How those
notes came into my pocket I don't know. I
can only suggest that this is a trick—a trick
tn hring about my ruin!”

“Be silent!” exclaimed Sir Howard. “Do
you expect me to credit such a wild assertion

very stern now.

indignantly j

gleam of

vou preferred to

for one moment? Your guilt is established
beyond all doubt or dispute. I feel that i
myself am largely to blame for what hag

occurred. I ought net to have taken you
-into m.y employ without -obtaining yom
credentials. You are a skilful and energetis

workes, but T should not”dream -of retaining
the services of a thief!”

Dennis recoiied at the word.

“I ought, I suppose, to summon the
police,” went on Sir Howard. “I shall
however, take that step. You will re
a week's money in licu of notice, and
leave these premises immediately!”

Dennis threw out his arms in

“1t is unjust, sir!” he exclaimed. *}Mon-
trously unjust! I'm not a thief! I—-"

“That will do, Carr. I refusc to listen to
another word!”

Terry—a very grim-faced
Dennis a week'’s money, and then opened the
door. He had no word of sympathy for the
fellow whom he fully believed to be a thief.

Dennis Carr realised the futility of further
remonstrance.

There was nothing for it but to go—to relin-
quish his job without a refe crepce, without a
character—to be thrown upon the world
again with a shattered reputation.

It was hard—cruelly hard—but it was use-
ess to fight against the inevitable.

Without anotner word Dennis turned, and
stumbled through the open doorway.

His brain was in a whirl. He strode along
the street, heedless of the rear and bustle
around him, and ftried to piece together
the events of the morning—tried to figure out
how his downfall had been brought about.

It did not occur to him that Craven had
been to Greyfriars, and learned from his
cousin that Dennis had been “sacked.”
Neither did it occur to the \mlmppv hoy-that
it was Craven who had slipped the thres
Treasury-notes into his pocket.

One impression stood out above all others.
He was sacked—fired out—branded as a thief!

Sir Howard Prescott, his henefactor, be-
lieved him guilty. Everyone believed him
cuilty. He had had a narrow squeak of being
handed over to the police.

What was to happen now?

What did the future hold forth?

Was the weary struggle for employment ie
commence all over again?

With bitterness in his heart, Denniz Carr
strode on through the London streets.

Miles and miles he framped in the depress-
ing drizzle of the January afternoon.

° He tried to think clearly—tried to fathom
out some way of proving his innocence—but
he was forced to abandon the effort.

And finally, weary and dispirited beyond
measure, Dennis trudged off-in the direction
of his lodgings, which he reached at dusk.

There was a letter waiting for him when
he arrived. 1t was from Mark Linley, of
Greyfriars. .

The Lancashire-lad expressed the hope that
Dennis had settled down, and was making
good progress.

And Dennis was
bitter irony of it

Stowing Linley's letter away in his pocket.
Dennis went up to his own rcom, a cold and
cheerless apartment, but the only place he
could call home.

Up till now he had not sought relief ig
tears. But at this moment he threw himsel
on to the bed, and was shaken from head te
feet with sobs.

It .was too bad. Fate wasn't playing fair.
Fate wasn’t giving him a chance. He was
innocent, yet he had to suffer, while thq
guilty went scot-free.

Small wonder'that Dennis railed bitterly at
Tate—small wonder that he became-—or was
in danger of becoming—hard and eynieal.

It was the most wretched evening Denniz
Carr had ever known. And as the shadows
feil over the streets of London, they fell over
Dennis' heart, deepening as the hours went
b):

'he unhappy hoy had sustained a crushing
misfortune.

Would he suceumb to it, and consider that
life was not worth- living?

Or, when the morning
muster up his courage,
into the battle?

These vital questions another story musf
answer.

wild appeal.

Terry—handed

sacked! The irony—the

broke, would he
and plu'we afresh

THE END.
{Another grand, lona, complete school story
of Harry Wharton d& Co, next week, entitled
“ Brought to Book!™ Order your Copy

EARLY!)
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‘The Tale of the Stowaways.
ITH lis head over the side of the
W cealed, Micky Denver gazed with
some little apprehension at the
felt uone too anxious to get out of his place
of vantage for the crew of the Plunger wers
th. seafaring profession.

“Come out o’ that, you young swab, 1 say!”
“Puncher © Hogarth—the giant b of the
tramp, took : tareatening step forward, and

ely deciding to delay no longer, M
grasped Chappie, the little mongrel, and
eaught the lud’s shoulder in a vice-like grip,
and shook him as a terrier would a rat.
stowaway-—eh?” he demanded

“Last p-night, s-sir, stammered Micky. °
ing the lad off his balance. “An’ ‘ow did you
geb on boa d, may I he so bold as to ask?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” guffawed the crew.

Chappie, who was getting tired of being
vent to his caning feelings in two resounding
barks.
with rage. He was the type of bully- who
flerccly . resented the slightest word ~which

“’Ere, Gaston!” he cried, to one of the
seamen. “Get me a bit o’ rope cut o that

The man, a Jow, cunning raseal, with a
black patch over one eye, gave a hoarse

“Now, then, me fine young fellow,” ‘said
the bo’sun to Micky, as he took the length
the first lessoft what all sneakin’ - stow-
aways ‘as to learn when they comes to sea—
in their ’eads!”

Puncher Hogarth raised the rope’s end high
to fall a shout arrested him. -

“No, you don’t, you hulking coward!”
flashing eyes, sprang forward, and pushed him-
self in front of Micky. Hogarth at once
bis eyes'mecb those of his interrupter with a
look of fiendish nate.

Rickey?” he snarled “You’ve been askin’ for
trouble ever since you joined this packet, an’

. brought the rop down with &« vicious
cut across the-face of the young seaman, and
the legs, and, with a great heave, threw him
down the iron ladder fo the well-dcek below.
brass belaying pin; bu% as soon as his feet
touched the deck th: little mongrel took

lifeboat in which he had been con-
knot of seamen gathered on the deck. He
not by any mears the most prepossessing of
Hogarth — commonly known as
raised a g arled fist the size of a ham.
down to the deck Immediately, the bo’sun
“When did you come aboard, you sneakin’
* Oh, did you!” s Hogarth, nearly throw-
“in a b-boat, sir.”
‘shaken about in Micky’s arms, also gave
The fac ° >t Puncher Hogarth went ‘livid
was not quite in accord with iz mood.
locker I
chuckle, and did as he was bidden.
of rope, “I'm fust goin’ to beat into your ‘ide
a few strikin’ reasons for keepin’ a civil tongue
aboye his head. but before the blow had time
A young seaman, with livid face and dark,
released his hold on the boy’s shoulder, and
“Ob—ol, it's you, is it, Mister Dicky
nOw you can ‘ave iti”
then, stooping low, grasped the man round
Micky dropped Chappie and reached for a
THE PENNY POPULAR—NO. 53.
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TGO FAME AND FORTUNE AS A CINEMA STAR.

's to the circus ring,

ar
kille
in
young acrobat frees himself of the ' darbies ”
lad who shkould -have
gets oub to t
some member
A stowaw
look at yel”

e vessef. and stows away

7

SYTHOP3IS.

icky Denver, an orphan lad, is an acrobat in Beawman’s Gigantio Circws. Oxe night, in
pool, ke is found by Boris Beauman. the proprietor, ameng the caravans, whither
followed his little wire-haired mongrel dog Chappie, who has been chasing a

niman i5 in one of his worst bullying moods, and after a quarrel Micky leaves him,

Just as the lad iz about to do his most dangerous brapeze feat, e
nd accuses him of stealing 2 gold wateh Micky misses his balance, and might
d but for alighting on Beauman, whose body . provides 1

ariated bully has Micky arrested, but by a trick learned from a
on his wrist, and eseapes. =
During the night he reaches the river-front, and is mistaken by a night-watchman for a
joined -the tramp-steamer Plunger. which is lying in mid-stream, Micky
< 1 a lifeboat.
of the erew, and the bo’sum, a burly giant in a bine jumper, comes up.
ay—eh?’ says he ' Come out o thers, ye young swab, an’ let’s have & good

(Now read on.)

the propi‘ietor r&shes in

an . excell

the morning he is discovered by

By STAFTORN EOXE.

matters into his own hands—or, rather, teeth!
With a growl he made straight for the legs
of the bully of the Plunger, and his strong
little jaws snapped o the calf of the bo’sun
like a steel trap.

“Ow! ’Elp! Take 'im off!” roared Hogarth.
“Throw ’im everboard, someone!”

But no one .-lt like tackling the task. Two
or three of the crew had gone to assist the
seaman, Rickey, and those who remained
were secretly glad at the predicament of the
man whose savage temper they all had learned
to fear X

“ Hogarth, where did yo1 get that dog?”

The question came from a slim, dapper
man in a reefer jacket, whr had stepped from
2 near-by cabin. 4

Th: bo’sun managed to kick himself free
from Chappie, and danced on one foot with

pain and anger.
“Get him! Get him!” he yelled. “The
little beast got me, Mister ’Operaft! But

what I will get is hydrophoby! Oh, law!”

Micky picked Chappie up again, and turned
to the new-comer, who was viewing the scene
with twinkling eves. He remembered now
that the old night-watchman had addressed
him as “yo g ’Operaft ” in the skiff, so this
was evidently the first mate—the father of
the youth who had not shown up on the
wharf earlier in the morning.

“Why, who f{s this lad?”
Hoperaft.

One of the
informaticn.

“A stowaway, sir!”

“Indeed!” Then, turning to Micky, the first
mate asked: “What are you doing on this
ship, my Loy? Pon’t you know it is a very
serious offence to steal on board a steamer
in-this fashion?” .

Micky looke . the mate iull in the eyes.

“1 dare say it is, sir,” he answered. “But
I uidn’t mird what T did so long as I got
clear .f Liverpool”

Mr. Hopcraft looked round at the crew,
who were starling by to “see the fun.”

“Hogarth,” he said, “haven’t you got a job
of work to give th» wateh te do?”

The bo’sun rasped ou! an order, gave a
scowl at Micky and the little terrier, and
followed the men from the deck.

“Now, my lad,” said Mr. Hoperaft, when
the crew had departed, “let me hear your
story.”

The kindness ia the mate’s tone touched
Micky’s heart, and ne- decided to make a
clean breast of everything He narrated the
story of his hard lifc as an gecrobat in
Beauman’s Gigantic Circus, of the theft of
the proprietor’s gold watch, and of his arrest
by the police and escape to the riverside. He
hesitated when he eame to the part about
the way in which the night-watchman on the
wharf had mistaken his identity, but he hid
nothing.

When he bad finished the mate gazed at
him steadily for 8 few moments without
speaking. Micky felt hot and uncomfortable.

“I may have done wrong, sir,” he cried,
“in coming off to the ship in that way, but
I am not a thieft Ok, believe me, sirl”

demanded Mr.

seamen volunteered the

i

. “I do, my boy,” said Mr. Hoperafi quietly.
“But I am n thinking of that at the
noment. I Lave a son of about the same
age as yourself, but he is a worthless seamp,
I am afraid. He was to have made this trip
on the Plunger, but ho went ashore, and
for some time I heard nothing from Kim. I
hoped till the last that he would show up,
and left word with old Stevens, the night-
\v_atchman-fwho, by the way, had never met
bim—that if a lad turned up on the whart
before the steamer gailid he was to he
brought off in the skiff. Thus it was that the
old man thought you were my so However,
I have no anxiety, for one of the seamen, who
came on board “after midnigh brought me
a message from the boy g he did
fancy the trip across the Atlantic at this time
of year. and was going to look for a shore
billet.”

Although the mate made light of the
matter, Micky could see that it was a
grievous disappointment to him that his son
was nob acecompanying him on the voyage.

“By the va_, what is your name, my boy?”
he asked, fter a short pause.

“Micky Jenver, sir.” v

“ Well, MicKy,” said Mr. Hoperaft, “I'm
afraid yowll have to interview the captain
now, and I doubt whether he will allow you
to remais on board. Ceme with me, and
P’ll do my best for ycu.”

As Micky iollowed the first mate to the
captain’s eabin he felt happ
done for a long time. He had been greatly
touched by the mate's kindness, and he noted
with satisfacuion that the ship was proceed-
ing .teadily through the choppy, green water,
and that the land seemed a good distance
away. It was not likely that he would be
thrown overboard, or a boat lowered, or the
steamer tursed * ack on his account, he mused.
In pite of the mate’s eryptical remark about
his not being allowet to remain, he felt as
sai. as il he were already on the other side
of the ocean

Mr. Hoperaft stopped at the door of a
cabin beneath the bridge and knocked.

“Well, what is i£?” called out a gruff voice,

I“A lad has been found in the ship, sir,
who: &

“Eh?
. The -exclamation.was emitted like the roar
of a lion. Micky began to feel uncomfortable .
again. :

“I've come to report, sir,” said Mr. Hop-
craft ealmly, “that a lad has been found
hk‘iiing 'in the after starboard cutter,
ang—-"

+“Ah, a stowaway! Bring him in here.”

The tenc was full of menaece, and Micky,
feeling like a man about to inut his head into
the mouth of a circus lion for a wager, was
ushered into the cabin. Ab a small table’
stood two men with a chart between ihem.
The stockier of the two, who was obviously
the captain of the Plunger, fugged at bhis
short beard and glared at Micky with his
gimlet eyes, as though surveying some strange
anjmal.

“You're just In time, me lad,” he said.
“Allow me to introduce vou to Mr. Geld-
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Micky whispered a word of warning to Chappie, who,
back. Then, with a gigantic effort,

whining ‘and shivering with cold, was clinging hard to his
the lad drew himself and the dog clear of the water. (See puge 10.)

' Micky was surprised at this polite
reception, and was about to make a suit-
able reply when the captain added: “He is
the pilot, and is just going ashore, where no
doubt he will oblige me by handing you over
to the police.”

i Vlan Overboard !??

T was as though the bottom of the world
had fallen out tor Micky. He stood
gazing alternately at the captain of
the Plunger and the white-haired pilot

without saying a word, so sick with dis-

appointment did he feel. Had the captam
ordered him to be heaten or put to work on
some unsavoury task for sixteen hours a day,

he could have accepted the sentence with a

smile. His luck was dead out, and Chappie

scemed to know it, too, for the little terrier
kept licking his hand and gazing up Wwith
sympathetic eyes.

“While we're coming up with the pilot
boat, Mr. Goldspink,” said the captain, “1'll
just write a note to the police, which you
can take- with this lad. I've had a good
many stowaways tn my time, but thiey don't
get any change out of Captain Rumbold.
No, sir!  To some I've given a *taste o’ the
rope's-end, and others T've put to work
trimming coal; but the best method ¢
dealing with the varmints is fo put 'em away
in _chokey.”

Bxcusc me, sir,” interposed the first mate,

“hut we could do with another hoy on the

ship. My son, I regret to say, did not come

‘aboard, and—-" .
“I can't help that, Mr. Hoperaft,” said the

skipper. “I won't have a skulking stowaway

on my ship if I can help it, and as for one
with a mongrel dog—bah!”

Words seemed to fail him utterly.

“But, sir—"

The captain brought his fist down on the
table with a bang.

“I won't have him, I tell you! That’s
final!”

Mr. Hopcraft knew the old man too well
to waste time in further argument. He gave
Micky a glance which said plainly, “There,
I can do no more,” and the lad rejurned it
with a wan smile of gratitude for his good-
natured endeavours,

A loud knock sounded at the door.

“What is it?” called Captain Rumbold.

In response a seaman poked hLis head inte
the cabin,

“ Pilot-boat two points off the port bow, sir,
about six cabie lengths away.”

“All right! Tell the secoud officer 1 shall
be on the bridge in half a minute, and ask
the bo’sun to come here,”

“Ay, ay, sic!” .

Micky had recovered somewhat from this
latest cruel blow to his fortunes, and he
determined to make one last effort to stay
on the Plunger.

*“Look herz, sir,” he eried. “You are a
boy short on the ship, and I -will work my
hands raw if you'll iet me stop! I am strong,
and can——"

“You sent for me, sir?”

It was Puncher Hogarth, whose bull voice
sounded from the doorway. %

“Yes,"” said the captain, ignoring Micky
altogether. “I'm about to drop the pilot.
Rig a l!adder on the port side for'ard, and
stand by to kick this stowaway into the boat.
Take the young villzin out of my sight. and
mind that vicious-looking tyke doesn't get
his teeth into you.”

With a grin of malicious gratification, the
bo'sun proceeded to carry out the skipper's
orders. One experience of Chappie’s sharp
teeth had proved quite sufficient for Puncher
Hogarth. and he was taking no chances this
time, . By a deft flanking movement he
snatched the little terrier out of Micky's arms
and held him at arm’s-length by the scruff
of the neck. Then, grasping Micky’s shoulder,
he dragged the lad from the cabin. Going
along the deck, out of sight of the ship's
oflicers, Hogarth increased . his grip until

Micky felt as though his very bones would

snap under- the pressure.

“At last, you skulking young landlubber,”
hissed the bo'sun, “I've got my chance, an’
by the time I've finished with you they'Il 'ave
to give you a spell in the infirmary afore
puttin’ you into quod!”

Still  keeping his  fingers tight about
Chappie’s neck to prevent the terrier’s fangs
from doing any more damage to him,
Hogarth managed with some little difficulty
to get Micky down a companion to the lower

deck. One or two seamen were lounging in
the alleyway, and these started to. follow the
bo'sun and his victim forward to the well-
deck. As they did so the clang of the enginc-
room telegraph rang out. The Plunger was
about to stop for the purpose of dropping
the pilot.

“Hogarth!”

It was the voice of the first mate calling
from the top of the companion. The bo'sun
muttered an oath under his breath.

“'Ere, 'ang on to this young viper for*a
minute,” he ordered the deckhands, “an’ if
‘e ain’t 'ere when I come back I'll slaughter
the lot o’ you!”

Puncher Hogarth pushed Micky into the
hands of the seamen, and, still grasping the
little terrier by the scruff of the.neck, ran
up the ladder. For some reason that Micky
could not fathom, the bully of the Plunger
had a wholesome respect for the dapper mite.
The fact was that, although Hogarth had
speut a good deal of his shore leisure in low-
class hoxing-rings, where he gained his nick-
name of “Puncher,” he was an arrant coward
when put to a real test. The average deck-
hand who joined the tramp was easily cowed
by the bo'sun’s great size, strength, temper,
and bravado. He had threatened Mr. Hop-
craft once, but that ence was also the last
time. With a blow like the kick of a mule,
the meek-looking officer had sent him sense-
less to the deck, and the memory of his
broken jawbone had -fostered in Puncher
Hogarth a wholesome respect for the first
mate ever since,

The engines had stopped and the steamer
was almost at a standstill when the bo'sun
returned and took charge of Micky again.
Then, twisting and wrenching the lad's arm,
he thrust Micky along the alleyway wntil
they reached the forward well-deck. Micky
could have shrieked with pain, but he deter-
mined he would not afford Hogarth and:tle
other men further gratification, so he set his
teeth into his lips in an heroic effort to
prevent himself from crying out.

“Now,” said the bo’sun, “so's I can ‘ave
my ‘ands free to give you a taste o' the
rope’s-end I've got stowed away in my pocket,
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I'll get this dirty tyke o’ yours out o’ the
Seavo

ay.

Hardly had the words teft his lips when
the ‘s€undrel gave a quick heave of his arm
and tossed the little terrier into the sea.

“You brutal beast!”

The sight of the dastardly treatment
accorded to his four-footed friend galvanised
Micky into life, and lent him superbuman
strength. In a flash he had wrenched him-
self from the bo'sun’s grin. leaped on to the
bulwark, and dived cver the side.

“Man overboard!”. :

The shout arose from one of the seamen
who had been among the little group stand-
ing by. One man, guicker than his fellows,

lirew over a lifebelt; all rusked to the side,

with the excep of Hogarth, wheo slunk
away aft. Tt t boat was off to port
quarter, bub Mi ang his dog were nowhere
to be seen.

“He’s drowned!” muitered
wen, in an awed voice.

But Micky was very much alive and kick-
ing. Fortunately for him, the steamer was
making neither headway nor sternway, but
her head was swinging slowly over te port.
In consequence, when Micky shook the water
cut of his eyes as he came up from his
¢ive, he found himself quite close to Chapypie,
who was struggling against the side of
vessel near the bow. The lad was a splendid
swimmer, and a couple of swift strokes
brought himn to the terrier.

With sudden inspiration he ca
word “Pick-a-back!” and, remembering a
trick performed scores of times for nice
large pieces of sugar, Chappiz scrambled on
to Mieky’s back and placed kis paws cver
his master's shoulders.

By this time Micky and Chappie were right
against the ship’s cutwater, and the
el swung gradually the two came under
the starboard bow of the Plunger. From
ene of the fo'c’s’le ports a rope, with some
sailor’s singlets attached, was ftrailing in
the water, and Micky blessed the lazy habit
of the seaman who thus ved himseif work
Ly letting the sea do his washing for him

icky whispered a word of warni
ppie, who, ini i
id, was clinging
with a giganti
and the dog clear of the watefr.

To the young acrobat, whose wiry muscles
were trained to the maost exacting feats of
agility and strength, the rest was easy.” Hand
over hand be mounted the rope, and, resting
his bedy hali-way through the open port, he

able to lower the little :1ongrel inboard
pie alighted oun 4 hig sea-chest
i, and promptly be 1
wiry coat, while Micky
e him.

one of the

a3 .

the water from
speedily clamber

An anxious glam
ster that no one
heard the heavy
above and
rapped out. 2
on was taking pla
Micky guessed righ
nor his dog had been
he had dived overboard. °Only from the
fo'c’s'le head could they have been seen,
and, as nobody had been peering down ffom
there, the firm conviction of the erew was
that the young stowas and his ‘mengrel
dog had.gone straight down to Davy Jones.

X y's cne thought nsw was to get into
some secure hiding-place until the pilot boat
had sheered off and the Plunger had resumed
her outward-hound course. He had far less
fear of the rope's-end and the laborious
tasks whicH wWould be bis ot when discovered
out at sea than of falling into the hands
of the police in Liverpool, and possibly one
day baving to return to his old life with
Mike Megan, the acrobat, in Beauman’'s
Gigantic Circus. But, just as he was looking

ras in the fo’c’s’le, but he

+

sho

loud

round for a likely place in which to conceal.

himself, foctsteps sounded on the iron ludder
leading to the fo'c's’le, dnd -a voice came
to his ears. >

“Come on, Billl” came the words, hoursely
whispered. “No one’ll miss us now, so we'll
take a short spell for smokoi”

Only just in time, Micky ducked down
in the narrow spaee behind the big sea-chest,
and drew Chappie close to his side. Barcly
had he done so, when two seamen entered
the fo’e’s’le and crossed to a hammoek close
to the spot whére the young stowaway and
his little terrier were concealed. Chappie
was trembling with cold and excitement, and
ready to break into ferce growls at a
moment’s notice, but Micky held hiz hand
ver the small mongrel’s mouth, and thus
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effectually prevented any sounds issuing from
it. :

“Now, Bob,” said a deeper voice, "gimme
a pinch o’ your ’hacca, and I'll roll a fag
for meself.” There was a slight pause, and
then the same voice continued in surpriseg
tones: “Hello, that's strange! Look what a
mess this bit o’ deck is in wi' water!”

“Wotcher mean by °strange '?” came the
retort of the man called Bob. “I sypposes
as ‘ow a drop of spray’s blown in. Shut the
port!” ¥

Frembling with apprehension, Micky
crouched still lower behind the chest, for it
seented certain now that he would be de-
tected. ;

“Spray be blowed!” muttered the seaman,
Bill, taking a step towards the open port.
“'Ow the dickens would spray get in on a
day like this, an’ make itself into a chain

L o’ poels like that? I tell ver—*

Whatever enlightening information Bill
had to give was lost to Bob’s ears, for at
hat moment a thunderous clatter sounded
on the iron ladder and a roar like a bull's
vibrated threugheut the fo'c’s’le.

“Get up on deck, you skulkin’ swabs! I'll
learn you to come sneakin® down ’‘ere for a
smoko i

It was Puncher Hogarth, the bo’sun of the
Plunger, who thus precipitously announced
himself. He was in a towering rage, and no
,socner did his foot touch the deek of the
fo'e’s’le than he made a savage rush at tae
two truant scamen.

“Get back to work, you sons o’ sea-cooks,”
he roared, “afore I smash every bone in your
tired bodies!”

“Look ’ere, ho'sun,” began Bill, *se this
‘ere—— Yow!”

The exclamation was wrung from him by
the toe of the bo’s’n’s heavy boot, which
helped him a good two yards towards the
fo'c's’le *ladder. Neither man stopped to
argue the point further, but scrambled up on
deck as fast as they were able, while
Puncher Hogarth bounded after them, splut-
tering out dire threats and vile expletives.

“Ha, -ha, ha! Saved again!”

Micky Denver crawled from behind the sea-
chest and hoisted Chappie on to his shoulder.
The little mongrel wagged his stumpy tail
vigorously, and gave a couple of short, satis-
fied yaps as though to say, “Ah, this is
much better! I'm glad they're gone, too,
for I don't like being held down behind an
old box with my teeth squeezed together!”

“But what are we going to do next,
Chappie?” murmured Micky. “We can't stay
lown here for long, that’s certain, seeing
this

iicky waited for about five minutes, and
then Dbe crept up the fo'c’s’le companion
and cautiously peered round the deck. No
one was in sight, so, carrying Chappie under
his coat, he started to find some - place in
ich he could hide for an hour or two,
finally found his way into the chain

cker.  This afforded an ideal place of con
ccalment, but it was, of course, exceed-
ingly damp, muddy, and uncomfortable.
However, it seemed safe, and, after all, that
was the chict consideration for the time
being.

&k

——

Westward Bound !

- OW long Micky remained in the chain
locker he had no idea, but the
gentle wish - wash of the sea

had given place to the swishing
rush of water against the vessel's side-hefore
e dared think of emerging.

The old tramp steamer was standing out
well from Iand, as was evidenced by the
manier in -which she was beginning to pitch
and roll; and Chappie, in addition to being
cold, began to feel very uncomfortable in
his intcrior anatomy as a result of the un-
pleasant motion.

Finally, Micky ecould stand the chill and
discomfort no longer, and he came on to the
deck beneath the fo'e’s’le head, followed by
chappie, in very unsteady fashion. In the
semi-darkness the lad could discern the bulky
figure of a seaman coming towards him, but
lic made no attempt te conceal himself again.
Then, with a start, ke recognised in. the
man notie other than Puncher Hogarth, the
big ho’sun.
cky knew the utter futility of waking
for cover again, sp he stopped, and, with
head erect, folded nis arms -across his chest
to await the issue.

“I've come hack, Mr. Hogarth,” he said
calinly ; “and now o

But he got no further. The bo'sun jumped
back a full yard; as though stung by a dozen

is where the deckhands live and sicep.”
P

Fz'iday-

scorpions at once, and let out a wild yell
that resounded throughout the whole ship.

“Yow! Ghosts!” he shrieked, “Spooks
come to haunt me!”
Stumbling over various articles strewn

about the deck, he beat a mad retreat for
the open well-deck, and probably would have
kept running as far as the poop but for the
intervention of the first mate."

“Hallo! What's the trouble, Hogarth?”
demanded Mr. Hoperaft. “Why, you're
trembling lke a leaf, man!”

The bully of the Plunger, who,
seamen, was extraordinarily superstitious,
wheeled round to bring  the mate between
himself and the fore-end of the ship, and
stood, with ashen face, literally shaking all
over.

“Oh, p-p-please, s-sir,” he gasped, “I'll
n-never do it again, really I won't! T-tell
them so, gir! ©h law!”

“Come, pull yourself together, Hogarth!”
said Mr. Hoperaft sternly. “What do you
mean by ‘youll never do it again? ”

“I—I threw that there little mongrel dawg
into the sea, sir, and the stowaway dived in
after i, and—— Ow! They're comin’ for
me! Don’t let ’em take me back with ‘em
to Davy Jones, sir!”

The appearance of Micky and Chappie on
deck threw the big. bo’sun into an absolute
paroxysm of fright, and, shaking off the re-
straining band of the mate, he dashed away
to the after-part of the ship as fast as his
legs would earry him. Mr. Hoperait hastened
to meet the young-stowaway.

“Why, my dear. lad,” he cried, “we all
thought you had been drowned, and the
captain has sent a message to Liverpool to
that effect! How did you get on hoard? -
But, good gracious, you look nearly frozen!
Cceme to my cabin at once, and I'll find you
a change of clothes, and get the cook to make
you a steaming cup of cocoal We can talk
alfterwards,” )

Micky was touched deeply by the kindness
of the mate, and, as his teeth were chatter-
ing together like castanets and e was feeling
faint from cold and exposure, he merely
nmered a word of thanks, and foilowed
. Hoperaft to his quarters om the upper-
deck. ]

Reaching the cabin, the dapper mate
thrust Micky into a chair, and started to look
out some things from tihe drawers® beneath
his bunk.

“My son brought a parcel of his clothes
on board,” he volunteered; “and as you are
both of a build they ought te fit you like
a glove.”

He gave the parcel to Micky, made Chappie
a nice warm bed of old newspapers in the
corner of the cahin, and prepared to fake
his departure.

“There, Micky,” he
getting into some dry togs I'll go along and
report to the captain. He'll be annoyed, I've
no doubt. but he'll also be relieved to knew
you are safe and sound, urless I much mis-
tuke. At any rate, he can’t send you back
to Liverpool now. Also I'li tell the cook to
ges you a meal of cocoa, salt pork, and
biscuits, and send along a big plate of scraps
for that young raseal of a pup.”

“I don’t kmow how to thank you, si
Micky; “but—-" ;

“Oh tesh!” And the good-matured mate
closed the door behind him, and hurried off
on pis kindly errand. .

Ten minutes later he returned, fo find
Micky attired in the change of clothes and
the little terrier snuggled up in his hed of
newspapers. ¢ =

“Well, do you feel beiter
asked cheerfully.

“;‘v',luchg” repﬁgd Micky. “Thanks to you,

said, - “while you're

r,” said

now, my lad?” he

sip!
“And you'll feel as fit as a

3

dle again
when you have had a good fec said the
mate, ~ “The ecaptain was surprised, I can
tell you, -espeeially as that scoundrel,

fogarth, had told him that you had thrown
yourself over ‘the side with the dog in your-
arms. Of course, I told him the truth about
the matter, for on my way to his cabin I
met one of the seamen who witnessed the
affair, and wormed the full story of.the
‘occurrence from him. I got the gist of the
matter from a few words that Hogarth let
illip )vhen he thought your ghest wa- after
him.”

The mate threw back his head, and laughed .
heartily at the recollection. Then his face
assumed a serious look.

“It was a real plucky deed you performed,
my boy,” he said *“and it has made the

captain more reconciled to your presence
here. Bubt you will have te be careful
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Hogarth is a relentless enemy, and yon may
be on the ship for many months, for, of
ccurse, the captain will keep a eareful watch
on you in foreign ports, as he is hound to
L.xkt,‘ |30u hack to Liverpool. But here’s your
weall”

A grubby steward entered bearing a tray-
ful of things, and soon Micky and his little
mongrel dog w joying their first meal
ior over When they had
finished, Mr. Hoperaft told Micky af the
. .an“ements the captam had made about
i,

“You will live in the fo'e's’le, Micky,”
said, “and your orders will cm‘ne from
bo’sun. Ife will make you work like bl
but you can stand that, I know. I pe
ally will find a niche for'ard for your l‘ttle
dog, so’s he can be somewhere near you. By
the way, what is his ram

“ Chappie, sir. Short for Chaptin.”

“Good gracious!” - laughed the
“Faney calling a terrier alter a
start”

“Y've a great admiration for all cinema
stars,” said Micky seriously; “and as for
Charlie Chaplin, he absclutely tops the bill!
Whys# do you know, sir, the only real
pleasures I've had in my life, apart from
companionsbip with Chappie, were visits to
picture palaces with old Cilancy the Clown.
He used to take me sometimes in our spare
time between the afternoon and night per-
formances at the circus. XNow, just look at
t'lvs Mr. Hoperaft!”

At that, Micky snap pcd Lis
I"\p]\LL out a sharp order:

“Up, Chappiel”

Chappie, who was feeling temporarily quite
spruce again after his meal, raised himself,
and stood en his hind legs.

“Walk, Chappie!” :

I'mnedmtely the little mongrel ran 2 few
steps, and turned sharply off at right angies

he

mate.
cinema

thumb and

on one foot, in splepdid imitation of the
Criaplin walk! The genial first m nearty
fell from his chair in astonishment. Then he

burst into a peal of laughtcr

“Ha, ha, ha! “Well, I never!” he roared.
“T've never seen the like of that before!
Why, Micky, you must have had the patience
of Job te train him to do that!”

“It was pretty painstaking work,” admitted
Micky., “But_he can do lots of other decent
tricks, too! I kept them a secret from old
Beauman, though, otherwise he would have
had Chappie working in the circus ring.”

Meanwhile, Chappie stood with one ear
cocked up, loeking at his young master as
much as to say, “1 know you are saying lots
of nice things about me, but what about my
lumps of sugar?”

Micky .read what was in the little dog's
mind, and explained the situgtion to the
matc.

“Of course, he must have his usual re-
ward!” said Mr. Hupcnit

He brought out his bowl of sugar, snd.
having presented Chappie with two of the
very biggest pieces, turned to Micky again.

“Now, 1 am afraid T must turn you over to
your enemy, the bo'sun,” he.said. “But
although we sha’n't see much of each other
ia future, you can rely on me to make things
as pleasant as I can.”

Followed by Micky and the little terrier,
the mate led the ¢y from the cabin and
down a commmon to the lower déck. In the
arkness of the starboard alleyway they
discerncd o littl: knot of men, and heard
the bo'sun's voice in loud recital of his late
“\A)C"JCIV’L

“I tell you all,” he was saying,
a3 plain as I see you now!
me that stowawa

“I saw ‘eny
Right in front o'
1 'lppeared—out of nowhere,
you mlght- say I covered m seaweed, 'e
was, an drippin’. wi’ water!. * Ben Ouarth

says ‘e, ‘ I’ve come to take yon back wi’ me
9 Davy Jones!” I ‘eard kim, T tell you, as
plain as what I'm ’earin’ me o‘vn voice now!
Well, I didn’t stop to think. I just made a

tush at that spook, and— Yow! . [t's
e agam!”
th, don't be such an idiot!”

cut Bir. Hoperaft.

“Young Denver

e
o
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s
drowned, otherwise he wouldn't be here! He
is to work as one of the crew, so I will leave
him in yout charge.”

Sq saying; the mate strode away. The
bo’sun slunk ‘back amid the ironical laughter
of the deckhands.

_“It—it was only my Iittle joke,” he explained
to the men. Then, swinging round to AMicky,
he said ominously: “Come on for’ard!? -

Quite a small crowd followed Hogarth and
the stowaway lad to the well-deck

“Now, you young viper,” er
‘take that!”

'The blow that the rufiian aimed at the lad
would have felled an ox; but like lightning
Micky ducked, and the man s giant fist passed
oyer his head. Before logarth could re-
cover himself the youn"ster whipped out a
Lelaying-pin from the bulwark, aund crashed it
(Io‘.vn on Puncher's head.

“You've‘been agking for it, and now you've
got it!” cried Micky.

Without 2 sound the bo'sun rolied senseless
to the deek
_ An old seaman stepped out from the throng
of deckhands and cro e to the lad.

“Bhiver me timbers!” he said. - “You've
done it now, scn! 1 wouldn't like to be in
yeur shoes when he comes to. You take
my tip, an’ skip ount o' this ship when we
gets to Noo York—that is, if you're still
alive!”

(R
There will be another splen-

did instalment of this grand
s serial next week.
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s TOWSER'S VICTORY.

. By GEORGE HERRIES. L
(His Owner )

OME people don't believe in dogs;, they

RS DN RS N
say they are senseless creatures, and
usetess. Those people are chumps!

E Yes, I mean it; it's always best to

¢ what you mean, and be done with it,

is one of 'em. He can't
v dog—not even a magnifi-
i All
and

ahout is his “twousahs,”
afraid. Towser will
Well, very likely he would if
.xsn 't 30 well-behaved.

way, 1 don't want to write about Gussy
time. My story is all about Towser, and
“could write Leaps more about him if I
wanted to.

Several fatheads made complaints about
him at, one time and another, until at last I

that he
n the study. Just faney!
like he is barred from the study!
it was absolutely ridiculous!

cer, L was obliged 1o carry out orders
time, at any rate, for I was afraid I
to send him away altogether, and
d have been absolutely awful.

day he caught a shocking cold.
all turounh bemg s!lut in those beastly
ter day, mth.-nv' er a sight of

uub to be
A lovely
of

orders Was

for a
mﬂlh h e

a fire,
1 doctered him up with all sorts of things,

but he didn't seem to get any better; so
one afternoon, when we were going out to

feoter, I disobeyed orders and tcok him up
to the study to have a good warm in front
the fire. Then I went down aid joined the
o’l.xrn at footer.
Towsy was absolutely delighted to see the
again, and he snufﬂfkd down nice and
‘table on the mat. I didn’ t expect

el

anyone would go to the study while we were
out, and 1 felt guite easy about the matter

When we got back, however, the door w
locked and the key had been taken away.
Towser was whining inside the study.

I couldn't think what had happened, and
the other fellows were kic up an awful
shindy about the door bung locked and the
key gone.

1 was
door in, when young Wally D'Arcy- came
running up and said that the-Head wanted

me.
5 n a shocking rage!”
“] think it’s about Towser.”
“Ol erambs!” I groaned, for I realised at
once that the Head had found Towser in the
study.
“Better go

quick!” said Blake,

“ And bring the key back with yo ul” calfed
cut Gussy as I ran off.

I tapped at the Head's doo
out “Come -in!” in. a fr
inanner. In T went.

* Herries!” he snapped.

“Ves, sir!” I replied meekly.

“1 gave you orderz that your dog was not
to be brought up to the study!” he rapped
out

and hie barked
htfully savage

es, sir.” I muttered.

“You h ve disobeyed my orders!”

“¥eas, sir: but Towser has got—"

“Silence!”

The Huu.l pearly
1 tried to explain that Towser had got an
awful cold, but he wouldn't listen to me:

“As you have disobeyed my orders, I shail
have to consider having the dog sent away,”
he continued angrily.

"Oh. sir—" 1 begun. But he cut me off.

“Go!"” he bawled. “I w1ll fet you know
my decision in the morning.”

Of course, it was no use trying to argue
with him, and I went back to the &tudv after
he had given me the key and {old me to take
Towser back to the kennels.

Needless to say, I went to bed in terrible
suspense that night, for I quite expected
Towser would have to leave St. Jim's.

As it happened, however, the noble animal
saved his own bacon, as it were.

I couldn’t get to sleep that night. 1 lay
awake thinking about what it would be like
without my dog at school, and it must have
been hours before I dozed off to sleep.

Suddenly I sat up in bed- with a violent
start. Blake and Dighy aud DAm, and
sey ral others, sat up m the same instant.

hat was that?” gasped Blake.

*Yow-ow-ow-ow {”
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jumped down my throat.
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want to |

just thinking about bursting the |

L LN L LN LN LN

gasped Wally.

-’

~L o, =

A terrible well rent the midnight air,”and
it came from the quad. Xt was a yell of fear.
“My hatd" exclaimed Digby. “What ever’s
hanpemng
“It.sounds like someone in t“DLuk, deah

hovw,’ cried Gussy.
Who's coming down?” asked Blake, jump-

ing out of bed.

That was the aaignal for us all to
out, and we began to pull on our trouse
fast as we could. =

*000000-0W ",

Another piercing yell rang out.

“My hat! What an awful noise!”

We rushed out of the dormitory, and at the
same moment fellows came rushing out of
other rooms.®

Down the stairs we pelted, and just as we
got to the bottom, the Head and Railton
appeared on the scene.

“What ever is the matter?”
and he looked awfully startied.
a word about us all coming dow
middle of the night.

“I fear something terrible must have hap-
pened,” he went on. “Let us go and see at
once.”

Railton flashed on his electric to

cried the Head,
He didn't s¢
tairs in the

h, and

opened the bhall-door. Several of us had
torches, and we all lit up. The more light

there was the better we
heastly
minutes,

Railton stepped out very cautiously, and
shone his torch this way and that, and we
foliowed his example. We couldn’t see any-
thing at first ; but suddenly there was aunother
of those awful yells, and it came from further
down the quad.

t : telt, because it was
weird hearing those yells every few

It's this way!” said Railton, and he darted
on in front.
I must say old Railton's a jolly plucky

E ooooooooowooooom

“RODNEY STONE
SR ARTHUR GONAN DOYLE
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in next week’s lssue
of the

“BOYS’ FRIEND.” g

chap, because he didn't seem a bit nervous,
and that’s more than I could have said
about myseif.

All at_once he pulled up sharply, and shone
his torch on the ground in front of him.

Then we all saw a sight which sent a thrill
through every one of us. A man was lying on
the ground not far from the gates, a
thoroughly rough-looking character, and
stapmn« over him was va»er' =

I've never scen Towser looking so fierce as
he did at that moment. All his teeth were
bared. and he was glowering at the man as
though he could have eaten him.

“Call him off!” said Railton to me.

I gave a short whistle, and Towser looked
round quickly, He didn't want to Jeave
his captive, but he came after a moment’s
hesitation.

Then we went for the man, who at cnee
hegan to strugele up with the ideg of making
bis escape., We were too many for him, ho
ever. . We soon had him under control, and
'thf‘ Head hurried in to telephone for the
police,

Wihen they came, about half an hour later,
the man was searched, and it was found
that he had several valuable articles on him
thiat had been stolen from the Head's study.

When the burglar had been taken away,
the Head called me into his study.

“Your dog may remain at St.
Herries,” he s'nl and there was quite a hre(u\
in his voice, “Had it not been for that
noble '\\nfrml the thief would have got clear
away.

“He's a ripping
l felt a bhit like

’l‘hanl\ you, sir!”

“Er—Herries,” “ent on the Head, as I was
leaving the study, “you may have him up in
the study oceasionally, so long as you under-

take to keep him under control

“Oh, thank you, sirf” I cried joyfully.

OOOOOO LPALALPLOEE

Jim’s

dog, sir!" I answered, and
making an ass of myself,

“to the door, and

<And T went back to hed again and slept lik
a top.

Fridayo ,

66 oY§!”
The grating voice of Mr. Rateliff,
the unpopular master of the New
Hou;e at St Sxme brokn

the New dou»e, where all the nmmra of that
House were especially assembled,

“Boys, T have assembled you for the t
pose of inquiring into a dxsumcefm outrag
may say, an uuprecmevlted outrage—w
was pe!p“t‘ ted in this House last muh 1
‘Ir R(ltu r bnlc[ul w[mr- t

And the ]hnl()r: V»ho cccupied ‘hem o
suppressed their grins. +
They were well aware of the “outrage™ o
which their Houte-master referred. Indeed
the story of it had caused great merriment
thronghout the entire junior school. Bub ju
now the juniors looked as solemn as a lot of
owls. -Mr. Rate tooked dangerous.
“Last evening,” continued Mr. Rate
rasping veice, “some mischievous and ir
hoy must hav ve paid a eurreptlt.cm visit ta
my bed-room, for this morning, when I thr
my feet into my slippcrs, I discovered t

they were full of some—some disgusting,
treacly substunce!”
“Ahem!”

The cough that went round was almost a
titter, in spite of the master's frowning br
"I need hardly say that thie perpetrator ¢

this—this unparalleled outrage e 1
severely punished when he is discovered,” con-
tinued Mr. Rateliff. The iuninr: had no

doubt at all on this point. “I give him e
chance of econfessing to me hiere and now!

It Mr. Rateliff expected this- kind offc
to be accepted he was disappointed.

“Not good enough!” whispered Kerr to his

chum Figgins, with a suppressed chuckle
And George Figgi the leader of th w
House arir assent.

nmtt-'l Q

own for thmkln
Dead silence reigned in the (ommon 1O
to be .broken again by Mr. Ratclifi's
pleasant voice.
“I hardly expected tlie author of such a
trick to have the common honesty to own up

to it,” he continued. “But I warn him that
I have a clue to his identity!”
And Mr. Rateliff, his malevolent littie

eyes darting from one junior to another, Ligld
up a letter in his thin hand.

Still dead silence.

“This letter,” went on tlie rasping Yo
found in my room this morning. It
evidently dropped by the boy who vis
room. It bears no add Tt begins *
George,” and is signed simply with thr- letters
‘E, C." I propose to-hand it to Knox, to
make ingitivies amongst vou junior boys with
the object of finding out to whom it bclun»,rs."

In the silence that followed, -the lanky
figure of Figgins rose in his place. Tiggy's
fuce was white and set.

“May I look at the letter,

Amidst breathless silence,
handed him the letter.

Figeing gave it one glance, and then thrust
it 11t0 his pockct

e

sir?”
Mr.

Rateliff

id quietiy.
eamed "~ with

Mr. spiteful
triumpiz.

<Al the culprit, Fm'rxm' I

might have guessed as much! I\lndls follow
me to my study, where [ shall administer tle
severe flogging you so richly deserve!”

With rustling gown, Mr. Rateliff marc

igzins followed slowly,
head erect. The door closed upon bhem,

There was a buzz of amazement from the
juniors.

“Well, of all the silly a " gaid Tatty
Wynn, ¢ What on earth did old Figgy go
and own up to that rotten letter for? Knox
would never have discovered anything. There
wre dozens of feliows in the House named
George! Surely it wasn't worth a flogging
just to get possession of that measly fetter?

“Poor old Figgy!"

“He must be potty!”

That was the general impression of the
astonished New-House juniors.

Only Kerr, Figgins' chum, looked thoughtful.

(54 *he murmured softly to himself.
“Et hel (‘leveland of course—cousin of D’Accy
of the Fourth. Just like poor old Figay!”

Kerr understood!

Then you

are

|

hed
with
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By OWEN CONQUEST.

A  MAGNIFICENT LONG
COMPLETE STORY OF

.CHUMS OF ROOKWOOD. -
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THE FIAST CHAPTER.
Jimmy Silver is Wanted.
(43 ILVER !

Mr. Bootles, the m
Fourth, opened his

called to Jimmy Silver.
who was going out, stopped at once.

“Yes, sir.” .

Jimmmy eame baek along the passage in
somé dismay. He was going down to the
toothall, and it was a very awkward moment
for being called “on the carpet.” He wen-
dered whether he was to be legtured for the
the last row with the Moderns, or ealled over
the eoals for licking Smythe of the Shell, or
¢ 1 lines for catching Knowles of the S
~-quite acecidentally—with a foothail
all these sins on his youthful conscic
tast person he wished to intervie
Form-master.

“You are—ahem!—disengaged this after
noon?  What—what !” sai@ Mr. Bootles, i
his slow, pondercus manner. :

“I'm going down to the foothall, s

“1 should like you to perform a little
vice for me, Silver.” 2

“Yes, sir,” said Jimmy, relieved to find
that it was not a “wigging,” and at the sam
time worried over the prospects of footha
for the afternoon.

“However, if you are playing

W

was

SET-

In some’

match important to you, I will find someonc
else,” said Mr. Bootles, always a considerate
gentleman,

“Not at all, sir,” said Timmy, with manly

frankness. *'It's only footer praetice.”

“Yery good. I should prefer you to go, as
vou are head boy in the Fourth Form,
silver.”

SL¥on; aip?

“There is a new boy coming to Rookwood
this afternecn, who will he on the Classical
side, and in your Form,” said Mr. Bootles.
“He is of a—a somewhat unnsual type, with
very vich and aristoeratic, connections. I
have arranged for him to he met at the
station. T should be glad if you would go,
Silver, and bring him to Rookwood.” .

“Very well, sir.” z

“Mornington will arrive at Coombe by the
three o’cloek train. Will you make it a poiut,
Silver, to meet the train, and condluct him
to Rookwood?”

“Mornington, sir!” repcated Jimmy, some-
“what interested.

“Yeés. You will bring the new hoy to my
study, Silver.” :

“Yes, sir.”

Mr. Bootles stepped back imto his study,

and Jimmy Silver went out into the qua
rangle not very cheerfully. Football for the
afternoon was knocked on the head; and it
was a fine afternoon, ideal weather for foot-
ball. ~ But i could not be helped, and Jimmy,
L0o, was an obliging fellow. Lovell and Rahy
and Newcome bore down on him ‘n the quad.
. “Waiting for you, duffer!” gaid Lovell
“Where tlhe dickens have you been?”

“Footer’s off,” said Jimmy dismally. “I've
got to go out.”

“What. on earth for?”

d demanded Raby.
“We've got i

a match with St. Jim's coming

to.”

on soon, and you'rc not going to cut prac
tice.” :

“New kid coming.”

“Blow the new kid!” = =

“I'm to meet. him at the siation——

“What rot! Can't he get here by
self 7"

“Bootles has asked me.” ;

“0Oh, bother Bootles!” said Love!) warmiy.
“What is there special about this bless
aew kid? Ask Townsend to go instead.”

Jimmy Silver shock his head.

“T've got to go—Bootles asked me.
chap’s a millionaire, or something.”

“Look here, Towny's .ot nothing
do,” said Lovell wrathfully. “You s
and come down fo the footer!”

“Can’t be did! Bootles g

“Blow Bootle Cut of
after that mi e
to the footer. Ji

“Look here

“Rats!” 2

Lovell linked «rms with the captain of ihe
Fourth. Raby took his ether arm. Newcome
gave him a prod in the back with his boot,
and Jimmy gave a yell

“I tell you—-"

SR i onl’

Jimmy Silver resisted, bub his

arched him down to the fcoter-field.

It was a case of foree majeure.

“You silly asses!” shouted Jimmy Silver.
“T tell you I've got to' go! You can come
with me.”

“You're going to play footer,” said Lovell
determinedly. " “We're not -oing to..let St.
Jim's beat us next week because you're fond
of new chaps.” :

“You frabjous duffer, it isn’t that. It's
Bootles—"

“Hallo! What's the row?” asked Dick
Oswald, as they arrived on Little Side.

“Only Jiminy playing the giddy ox. _He
wants to cut footer and go after 4 new chap,”
said Lovell. “We're not letting him.”

“I dow’t!” roared Jimmy. *“Oaly I've got

t:im-

Towny, and jook
re coming down
»

chiums

“Now get on to the field,” said Lovell.
“Tommy Dodd’s waiting!”

“ Waiting for you,” said Tommy Dodd.

Jimmy Silver breathed hard through his
nose. It really required an effort to leave
the green football-field, apart 'from t{he
solicitude of his chums. Bat he had to go.

He received the ball from Tonuny Podd,
and punted it away, and his chums ran after
it. Jimmy Silver ran at the same time,
making for the gates.

“He’s oft!” yelled Newcome.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“After him!” roared Lovell.

The three juniors broke into a hot chase
after Jimmy Silver, leaving the footballers
shouting with laughter. Jimmy reached the
school gates. with his chums raging in pur-
suit. But Jimmy was a good sprinter, and
he kept well ahead. He darted through the
gateway, and went along the rtoad like a
deer in the direction of Coombe.

“Oh, the rotter!” gasped Lovell. “Keep
on! We'll run him down and bump him
baldheaded.”

Jimmy Silver trotted om, earefuily keeping

2B 2 B N SRS T

a dozen yards ahead. Half-way te €oombe
he looked back over his shouider. His th
chums were panting on behind. and Lovell
wag shaking a wrathful fist.

“You waib till I get hold of yau!” bellowed
Lavell.

“Ha, -ha, hat?

“You cackling dummy——7"

Jimmy S sprinted on again. He reached
the little viliage, and ran on to the railw -
station. His chums atrived there, panting, a
few minutes after him. Jimmy had gone on
the platform. The train was hardly due yet,
and he was in ample time to fulfil his mission.

Lovell and Raby and Newecome glared at
hima through .the barrier. Jimumy Sikver
led back at them.

Make it pax!” he suggested.
refuse Bootles, you know.
Ull stand you some choe

“You cheeky ass

“You can't row here,” urged Jimmy. “Re-
member your manners in pubiic, Lovell, old
chap. T had to come. Come on and have
some choes.” .

And the Co. decided to accept the invita-
tion, and they devoted their attentlon to
the automatic-machine on the platform whil
they waited for the train. By the time
train came in harmony was quite resterce
among the Fistical Four of Rookwood.

train stopped in the station. They

J

did not know Morngngton by sight,
of course, but they expected to be able to
pick him out easily enough.

A number of passengers slighted and’
towards the exit, but there was no )8
among them. Jimmy's eyes fell upon a =man
in mutton-chop whiskers, who alighted from

“I couldn't
Make it pax, and

THE SECCOND CHAPTES,
A Very Surprising MNew Boy.
IMMY SILVER & Co. suspended thcit
operations on the chocolates as the

a third-class carriage, and came aleng the
train to a first-class - compartment, and

- opened the door.
“Coombe, sir!”
“Is this the station, Jenki
“Yes, gir.” A
“Take eare of Beauty.”
“Yes, sir,”

*The valet, for such he evidently was, lifted

a bull-pup from the carriage.

Beauty was apparently the name of the
pup, but he was not a beauty to look ab

The Rookwood juniors thought they had

never seen £0 ugly and savage-lookimg a
brute. A lad of ‘about their own age
stepped from the ecarriage, yawned, and

glanced about him.

It was evident that t
was the new boy.

He was 2 im fellow, with a somewhat
seedy-looking face and heavy eyes. He was
not i~ Etons, hut dressed in lounge clothes

ot a very fashionable cut. He vore &

diamond ring, a diamond pin, and'a gold
watch., A cigarette was befween his fingers.

“What a hole!”
young perso
him,

“Yes,” said the obsequious Jenkins,

¢ remarked this interesting
with a disparaging glance abount
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“Lock after the lugmage, Jenkinal”

“Yes, sir.”

- “Find me a taxi!”

“Yes, sir!” 4
" Jimmy Silver & Co. looked ab one another
and grinned. Jenkins was likely to have a
ctifficult task before him to find a taxicab
in Coombe. The modern juggernaut had not
vet penetrated to that Guiet village.

“Well, that's the chap!” said Lovell, “I
don’t think much of him. The beast has been
smoking!”

“I've got to take him to Bootles,”
Jimmy Silver, “Here goes!"

The valet had gene aloug the train to look
after the luggage, of which there seemed
be an endless quantity. The new- boy
ed a fresh cigarette, and looked about
Lim discontentedly. He stared at Jimmy
Silver far from civilly as the Rookwood
unior came up.

Mornington?” asked Jimmy.

A cool nod.

“I'm Silver of the Fourth, at Rookwood,”
explained Jimmy.

“Are you, by Jove?”

“Mr. Bootles has sent me to
and take you to the school.”

“Who may Mr. Bootles be?"

“Master of the Fourth.”

“Thanks!”

“You won't get a taxicab here,” said
Jimpay. “There's an old one-horse eab at the
station. It's more comfy to walk.”

“Oh, gad! What a bole!”

“What’s the matter with walking?” de-
manded Lovell,

The new boy stared at him.

“Djd you address me?” he asked.

“Yes, T did.”

“Then don't!”

“Wha-a-tt”

Mornington turned away.

“Jenking!”

“Yeg, sir.”

“Never mind the luggage. Tind me a car!”

“Yes, sir.”

“And don’t keep me wa

“No, sir.”

Lovell breathed hard. -~ Everything abou
tihe new boy put hig “back up” at once.

For a boy of fifteen to call a marn old
enough to be his fathér a “fool” was a
sign-as much of a bad heart as bad manners.
It was pretty certain that Jenkins' plice was
worth a great deal to him to make him willing
to endure such insolence.

“I that thing comes into the Fourth, it
will find trouble,” said Lovell.

“ What price bumping some of the im-
udence out of him now to start withy”
uzgested Raby.

“Good egg!”

“Hold on!” said Jimmy Silver. “Lots of
time for that af Rookwood. I've promised

said

meet you

, you fooll”

Bootles to deliver him safe and sound.”
The new boy took no further notie of the

Rookwood fellows.

gate,

He lounged away tc the
and passed through, followed by ths
ious Jenking.

ilver & Co. followed, the Co. look-
and Jimmy looking, and fecling,
This peculiar new boy was quite a
urprise to him. "He did not quite see how
he was to deliver Mornington to Mr. Bootles
under the.circumstances.

Only his sense of duty prevented him from
walking off at once, and leaving the new
boy to his own devices.

Outside the station was the anecient
which had done duty for generations,
a horse whith looked as if it had done
for still more generations.

The driver detached himself from the
station wall, removed a straw from his mouth,
and toueclied his ‘hat to ‘the well-dressed
stranger. =

‘SACk, sir Y

Mornington looked at the hack, locked at
lie, wheezy old driver, and turned his buack
ouf a word.

“Jenkins!”
“Nes, gir.?
“3 don't

hack
with
duty

like waitin’ here, - Fiad

a
Mr. Jenking rubbed his nose in a perplexed

way. It was plain enough that nothing in
the shape of a car could be found in the
lage of Coombe.

“I'm afraid it can’t be done, my sir,” said
Mr. Jenkins at last.

“Then how am I to get to the
demanded his master angrily.

“There's the ’ack, sir,” sald Mr,
doubtfully, .

“Tool 17
sir
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school ?”

Jenkins

“Look here, 1've kicked my heels here long
enough!” burst out Lovell, “Are vou bring-
ing that_young cub along, or are we going|
without him, Jimmy Silver?”

“We ecan’t go without him," said” Jimmy.
“I've got to deliver him in Bootles’ study!”

‘“ Then take him by the ears and yank him
along!” =

Jimmy approached Mornington again.

“Hadn’t you better waik?” he asked.

“Don’t bother me!™

“Mr. Bootles directed me to bring vou to
the school, and I'm bound to do ib,” said
Jimmy.  “You mayn’t be aware. that I've
chucked footer this afternoon to come here
and meet you, Will you take the hack or

walk? You can choose!”

“Neither!”

“It's one or the other. Make up your
mind!"” . -

Mornington stared at him.

“Are you presumin’ to interfere with me?”
he exclaimed.

Jimmy Silver nodded

“Exactly!”

Mr. Jenkins concealed a grin behind his
band. It was probably refreshing to him to
hear his overbearing master talked to in this
manner. :

“By Jove! You impudent young seoundrel!”
ejaculated the new boy.

“What are you calling me$” asked Jimmy,
with dangerous calm,

“Impudent young scoundrell” shouted Morn-

cheerfully,

ington. “Get away, or I'll lay my cane about
youl” -

“Your d Jimmy Silver
dazedly. :

“Yes;

“Biff him, Jimmy, you fathead!” shouted
Lovell.

Jimmy set his teeth.

“That settles if,” he said. “You're com-
Ing. T'd have gone in that stuffy h:lckaiH;

ou’l

vou to oblige; now you'll oblige me.
walk, Come cn!”
“Stand back!”
Are you coming,”
trated tones, “or do ;

&

Y

“I give you one minute to choose!”

. Mornington turned to his servant. H
pasty face was purple with rage now.

“Jenkins!” he gasped.

“Yes, sir.”

“Chastise
scoundrel!”

that impertinent young

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Follow Your Leadsr.
ENKINS looked at Jimmy Silver,
Jimmy Silver looked at Jenkins.
The unhappy manservant seemed ioth

to begin. : ;
Mornington glared at him as if he would
eat him.

“Do you hear me, Jenkins?” he shouted.

“Yes, sir]” stammered Jenkins.

“Then do as you're told, you foolt”

“Come on!” said Jimmy Silver invitingly.
“I'm waiting to be chastised—yearning for
e

“Take this
Mornington.

Jenkins unwillingly took the cane, and made
a step towards Jimmy Silver, The Rookwood
fellows were rooted to the ground with aston-
ishment for a moment or two. Then there
was a roar of wrath from Lovell,

“Collar him!”

The Co. rushed at Jenkins.

Three pairs of hands were laid upon the
manservant, and he was whirled off his feet
in the twinkling of an cye,

“Oh—ohl! Yah! Leggo!"” howled Jenkins,
as he was whirled in the air, with his brains
swimming ‘and all (combe swimming round
his eyes.

“Into the puddle there!” said Lovell.

Jenkins was rushed into the road towards
a large puddle left by recent rain. The hack-
driver burst into a guflaw; the old porter
looked out of the station, chuckling. Half o
dozen village urchins gathered round, highly
interested.

Jenkins struggled wildly, his arms and legs
flying in the air. But the fat manservant
had no chance in the grasp of the three
sturdy juniors.

Mornington rushed forward furiously, and
Jimimy put out his foot, and he sprawled on
the. pavement.

“Ha, ha, ha!” %

cane and thrash him!” said

“Oh, by gad!l”
8piash!
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Down went Jenkins into tie puddis, witlt
shocking results to his clothes, -

He sat there and roared. Lovell picked
up the cane that had fallen from his haed,
broke it across his knee, and tossed the picces
to. a distance,

Then he returned to the pavement,

“1Is that cub coming with us?” he demandad
panting. - 3

“Got to,” said Jimmy Silyer. -

“Then we'll take him.” :

Mornington was staggering up, dusty and
enraged, and in a dazed state. The bull-pup
was growling, and scemed inclined to begin

vell booted him uncetemoniously awzy,
and seized Mornington by the car,

By that appendage he was jerked to his
feet, yelling.

“Come on!” said Lo
to Rookwood!”

The new boy struck furiously at his

Lovell guarded the bl
Mornington's wrists.

“Take a hold, Jimm

Jimmy took one wris

“Now come ont”

“I won't!” yelled Mornington, “Let go!
Scoundrels! Jenkins, you fool, come and help
me! Call the police!” :

Jenkins secrambled out of the puddle. Ha
seemed undecided what to do; but Raby and
Newcome decided for bim by roiling him int
the puddle again,

Mornington was marched away down the
street, struggling to release his hands. Raby
and Newcome brought up the rear, leaving
the unhappy Jenkins trying to collect bhis
scattered senses.

A little crowd of village urchins Poliowed,
laughing and yelling.

The new boy panted with rage.

“Will you let me go, vou rotters?” he
shouted. =

“Not to-day,” said Jimmy cheerily.

“Some other time,” grinned Loveil,

“How dare you touch me, you v

“Orders to deliver you to Bootl

" Hang Bootles!”

“You can hang him if you like when yo
get to. him. You're going to :
whether you like it or not.”

“You're -coming

, Lovell the other.

€3,

“And it you don't go quietly we'll met a
rope and tie you up!” s ed Lovell
savagely.

“Let me go, yvou cads!”

“Raby, cut into Jones' and get a cord”

said Lovell,

“Right-hoi”

Raby ran into the . shop, and reappeared
in a few moments with a coil of cord. Morn-
ington, still resisting, was run out of the
village street into the lane. There Lovell
dragged his wrists together, and knotted the
end of the cord on them,

“Now you will come ¢n,” he said.

1 swont (2

“All hapds!” said Jimmy Silver,

The Fistical Four all grasped the rope, and
set off at a good pace towards Rookwood
School. The new boy backed away, exerting
all his strength. to resist the pull. But
he resisted in vain; the four were too strong
for him, and he was dragged over and rolled
in the road.

The Fistical Four did not stop. They
marched on, and Mornington rolied and

scrambled along the dusty-road after them

He scrambled to his feet at last, and ran to -

keep pace.
dragged,

“Will you let me go?" he shrieked.

“No fear! You're coming to Rookwood.”

“Hang youl”

“Nice boy! Will you come quietly if we fet
you go?”

“No!" yelled Mornington,

“Then ¢come on!”

The new boy rushed eloser, and heg
kick. . The Fistical Four broke into a run,
laughing merrily. The cord was kept taut
between them, and all the way to Rookwood
they kept up the run, with the new boy pant-
ing behind.- Such was the manner of Morn:
ington’s arrival at Rookwood!

He had had enough of beir

an to

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Mornington Arrives.

64 Y gad!l”

“What the merry dickens!”

“What larkst!”

Smythe & Co., the Nuts of Rook-
wood, were gathered at the gates. Townsend
had spread the story of the expected arrival
of the wealthy new boy, and the Nuts were
extremely anxious to make his acquaintance
Smythe & Co., were an extremely high-class
and select circle, but they did not yet in-
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Rawscn caught up the cards, the money,
property fay round them in the passagse, amid yelis of merriment from the Fourth.

and the cigarettes, and pelted the struggling Nuts with them till all their

(See Chapter 8.)

clude 2 millionaire in their ranks. They were
prepared to “go all out” to gain Mornington
a8 a member of the “Giddy Goats.”

They were expecting Mornington to arrive.
but they were not expecting him to arrive
like this. As Jimmy Silver & Co. appeared
on the road, with their led captive, the Nuts
stared in amazement.

* “That can’t he the chap, by gad!” said
Adolphus Smythe, *“Who is it?”

“Not easy to see for dust!” grinned
Tewnsend. S

*What a lark!”

“Ha, ha, hat” :

The Fistieal Four camc cheerfully in at the
gates, with Mornington panting behingd,
streaming with perspiration and smothered
with dust.

“Whe is it?” yelled Topham.

Jimmy Silver grinned.

“Mornington,” he replied,

“What!?

© “You—you're treating g :millionaire like

that{” gasped Smythe,

“Looks like it, deesn't it?”
“Why, you cheeky rotters—"
“Let him go!”

“Help!” shouted Mornington.

Smythe & Co. exchanged
gathered round threateningly. Their nutty
blood almost ran cold at the sight of a
really aristocratic person being treated in this
disrespectful manner. And it eccurred to
them that they could not better pay their
court to the new boy than by rescuing him
irom the hands of the Fistical Four.

“Back up!” shouted Smythe. “Collar thoss
young cads!”

“Let him go at onee!”

“Come onl” said Jimmy Silver.

There were seven or eight of the Nuts, and
they felt stropg in numbers: * They charged
right at Smythe & Co., and the weedy Nuts
were knocked right and leff,

5By gad!”

“Yarcooh!”

“Oh, my hat!”

The Fistical Four were through, and they

£

“Help me!”
giances, and

marched on to the School House,
Smythe & Co. in an exceedingly demora
state. Fellows gathered round from all sides
and came running from the tooter-field to

_behold the strange sight.

Mornington, crimson, hatless, dusty, and
furious, was marched on to the School House,
where Mr. Bootles, astounded, caught sighi
of the procession from his study window.

The Fourth Form-master threw up . jis
window at once.

- “Silver!” he ejaculated.

The procession halted.

“Yes, sir,” said Jimmy, raising hLis cap.

“What. does this extraordinary scene
mean?”

“We've brought him, sir.”

“Who—who is that?”

“Mornington, sir.” <

“What—what does this mean? How dare
you treat a new boy in this fashion?”
thundered Mr. Bootles.

“Your orders, sir,” said Jimmy.
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hand aside.

-with by Mr. Bootles,

O

1o

“My-—my orderg!” ; =

“Qertainly, sir. You toid me to bring
Mornington to your study. He wouldn't
come, so we had to persuade him.”

“Persuade him!” gasped Mr. Bootles. *Is
that what you call persuasion, Silver?”

“It was the only way, sir,” e

“Silver, you—you must be perfectly aware
that I did not mean you to use violence to-
wards the new boy!” gasped Mr, Bootles.

“I felt that I had to bring him, sir, as
vou had teld me +4o,” said Jimmy Silver.
“We couldn't carry him, sir, so we had to
lead him home.” :

‘“Extraordinary! Mornington, why did you
not come quletly with the {ad I sent to mee
you?”

“I refuge to do anything of the sort, I
would not take a s with the scoundrel!”
shouted the new hoy.

“What—what!” g

“1 demand to see these four young viliains
flogged at once! Otherwise, I will not remain
in the school.”

“What—what "

<

aid Mr. Bo feebly.
“My dog has been lost. My hat has b
Tost. I have heen f{r d in a2 ruffis
manner. They must be punished at once!”
“That is not the way to speak to your

©

Form-master, Mornington. Silver, release-
that bey at once! "(ome to my study,
Mornington.”

Mr. B s, very much ruffled, suapped the

window shut,

Jimmy Silver untied the new boy. The first
use Mornington made of his freedom was to
dash o blow at Jimmy's smiling face.

The captain of the Fourth knocked his

“Get indoors!” he said.
" “Don't to me, you cad!”
“Are i going?”
“No, hang yout”
ou heard Mr. Bootles tell you to go to
study.” :
“I shall please myself about that.”
“You won't!” said- Jimmy Silver grimly,
and he grasped the new boy by the eollar and
ran him cibly up the steps of the Hou
Mornington was run into the hall, re
ainly, and they arrived breathles:
For door. Jimmy Silver
tapped w

: free hand,
“Come in!

Jimmy opened the door,” and pushed
Bornington in. iosed the door and with-
drew, breathing a little hard, but smili

“What sort of a wild animal is it? X-
claimed Tommy Dodd, as Jimmy rejoined his
chums in the quadrangie.

Jimmy Silver laughed.

“The queerest animal that's ever come to
Rookwood ” hie said. “I can foresee.a high
old time for that merchant in the Fourth.”

“You're welcome to him on the Classical
side,” grinned Tommy Dodd. *“Jolly glad he
isn't going to bhe a Modern!”

“The Modern side’s the place for such a
rofter!” growled Lovell. “He's got a bull-
dog and a manservant, and.the manners of
a Prussian Junker!”

“A manservant!
voices.

“Well, we left him sorting himself out of
2 puddle in Coombe, but he’s coming.”

“0h, my hat!”

“8till time for some footer,” said Jimmy
Silver, "We've done our giddy duty; done
it well, too. Come on, ye cripples!”

The chums of the Fourth went down to
Little Side, leaving the new boy to be dealt
Footer occupied their
thoughts until tea-time, and they forgot all
about him. But they were destined to be
reminded of " him.

Here?” exclaimed a dozen

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Fiynn Loses His Temper.

" ORNINGTON  stood before Mr,
Bootles' writing-table, gasping for
breath. Mr. Bootles gazed at him

Z across the table, very nearly gasp-
ing himself. Mr. Bootiés knew some circum-
stances in the new boy’s history with which
the Rookwood juniors were unacquainted, He
had not expected him to appear quite tike
an ordinary new boy; but he had never
dreamed that he would be quite so unusual,

“Ahem—ahem!” said Mr. Bootles. “My
dear Mornington—ahem! You are very
dusty. What—what!"

“Are those boys going to be punished?”
asked the new junior, his voice trembling
with rage.

“It appears that you refused to accompany
Silver here. I had directed him to bring
you,” said Mr, Bootiss mildly. “Why did
you refuse?”

“T did not choose.”
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“Ahem—ahem! Pray calm yourself, Morn-
ington, Your guardian’ has very wisely de-
cided to send you here, and you must learn
discipline in this- school. You must, first of
all, address your master mors respectfully.”

“Are they to be punished? I ordered my
gervant to punishh them, and they threw him
into a puddle,” s

Mr. Bootles jumped,

“You—you ordered your servant to punish
Rookwood boys?"” he said. >

“Yes, certainly!”

“You impertinent voung rascall” exclaimed
Mr. Bootles, really angry now. “I am not

| surprised that Siiver lost patience with you,

You may go and make yourself tidy now, and
I will speak to you later.” Mr. Bootles rose,
and opened the door. “Flynnt!”

Mr, Bootles stepped back into his study,
breathing hard. He could foresee a troublous
time for Mornington and for himself. Morn-
ington had been allowed to run wild by a
careless guarndian for years, and the result
was not pleasant. It was evident that the
boy had always had his own why among his
dependants, that he had grown up self-willed
and passionate-tempered, utterly inconsiderate
of others, and selfish to the last degree. The
guardian, awakening to a sense of his re-
spensibility at last, had washed his hands of
him by sending him to Rookwood. It was,

perhaps, the wisest step he could have
taken; but Mornington had painful lessons

to learn, and did not seem in the least in
a mood for learning them

Flynn looked at him very curiously. He had
seen his arrival, and had been greatly tickled
by it. But the Irish junior was good-natured,
and prepared to look after the new fellow
kindly enough.

“This way, kid,” he said, and Mornington
followed him to the Fourth-Form dormitory.
“You can get a wash here—and, faith, you
need . it!—and I'll find a clothes-brush to
lind you.”

Mornington threw hLis jacket on a bed,

He waited for Flynn to pour the water into

the basin, for that much-needed wash.

“And I'll take you to your study, it you'll
< up,” said Flynn.
He sorted a clothes-Lr

out of his own

“Here you are.”
“Brush me dowg,” said Mo

“Qh, all right!”

The request mizht have been made more
civilly; Flynn did- not suspect that it was
not a request, but an ovder. He good-
naturcdly brushed: down the new boy's
trousers. z :
“Now my boots; they are dusty.”

Sure I can’t use me eclothes-brush on your

ngion.

“My bhoots nced brushin’, and my servan
it not here. Brush my jacket first, as it will
gmt:e the brush dirty if you do the boots

rst,”

_Flynn looked steadily at the new-comer.
He began to understand.

“Is it giving me orders ye are?” hie asked.

“Certainly!”

Flynn put his brush back into the box, and
turned to the door. He had a quick temper,
but he did not want to hammer a new “kid »
so soon after his arrival.

“ Where are you going?” shouted Morning-

on.

“Bure I'm going down.”

“Stay heret”

Flynn grinned, and went out of tha dor-
mitory. Mornington's face flushed with
rage, and he caught up a cake of soap from
the washstand, and hurled it after the Irish
junior*with all the force of his arm.

The missile caught Flynn on the back of
the head. Flynn uttered a yell, and spun
round., =

“Phwat—phwat was that? Yaroooh:”

“Now do as I tell you, you fool i

Patrick O'Donovan Flynn gave Mornington
one look. Then he rushed at him. Right
and left liis hands came out, clenched hard,
ang 3119 new bhoy was knocked sprawling over
a bed.

“Now, thin, ye spalpeen” panted Flynn;
“now get up and give me some more orders,
begorra!”

Mornington scrambléd off the bed. He did
not seem to want for courage, of a wild-cat
kind. He made a furious spring at Flynn,
clutching at him savagely.

Biff ! .

Flynn’s right caught the new boy on the
chin, and he went with a crash to the floor,

There he lay, gasping. Flyan gave him a
ook, and walked out of the dormitory., As
he descended the stairs he caught sight of a
fat man in livery entering the Hou%e. with
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a bull-pup under his arm. The man spoke to
him very civilly as Le came down into the
fower hall,

“Excuse me, sir. Can you tell me if Mr.
Mornington has arrived?”

Fiynn grinned.

“Sure he hast And who may you be?”

“I am his valet, sir.”

“Howly mother av Moses! A valet to a
kid in the Fourth!” chortled Fiynn, “Oh, this
is too rich intoirely! Ye'lt find him in the
dorim, nursing his chin. Come on; .I'll show
ve the way.

Flynn pointed oub the Fourth-Form dor”
mitory, and then hurried out to report, with
many chuckles, to the Rookwood fellows that
the new boy's valet had arrived.

Mr. Jenking went into the dormitory, and
found Mornington zitting on a bed and rub-
bing his chin, his brow black as thunder.

“So you've got here, you fool!” he snarled.

“Yes, gir:

And Mr. Jenkins set to work b
renovating his master, encourage
incessant string of abuse from that
young gentleman. :

ng and
by an
stimable

THE 81XTH CHaPTER.
Mornington Makes Himseli at Homs,
EAT Fisher!”

The Fistical Four utfersd that
exclamation in a kind of chorus.

Foothall was over, and ths
hums had come in to te:
the pa ¢ tow

astou E
pile of furniture.
of the *“household
Fistical Four were stacked t
case, several boxes, the picture
some of the chairz, and other ar

They could searcely believe their

“A blessed Modern raid!” howled L
“We'll make Tommy Dodd sit up for this

“There’s somebody in the study now,”
Raby.

“Caught_in the act! Come
o N 1 =
The juniors rushed on

i Modern raid i
Moderns were vi
the rival party
Mornington and Jen
Beauty, the bull-pup, w here, repo
in the armchair. The “demenagement ”
evidently the work of the new arrival.

“What does this mean?” shouted Jimu
Silver. -

Mornington looked round.

“Get out!l” hie said.

“Get out!” repeated Jimmy dazedly., ¢
out of my own study.”

The new boy uttered an impatient
clamation.

“Was this your study?”

“Was it? It was—and is.”

“I want it.”

“He wants it!" said Lovell sulphurously.
“He wants it! Did you ever hear such a
cheeky cub?” -

“It is the best study in the passage,” zaid
Mornington. “It has two windows; it is not
so pokey as the others. I shall have it. I
have turned out that rubbish, as I shail
furnish the study to my own taste. T shall
require another room for my servant.”

“De you think you'ill be allowed to ke
a scrvant here?” demanded Raby.

“I shall insist upon that.”

“As soon as Bootles sees him, he'li
sent off with a flea in his ear,” hov
Newcome.

“Nonsense!”

Mornington turned his back on the Fistic:
Four. :

“Take that glass down, Jenkins!" he said.
“That is no use to me. Throw those wretclied
vases into the passage.” :

“Yes, sir.”

“Lay a finger on that glass, and I'il squash
you!” bellowed Lovel, striding furiously into
the study.

Jenkin$ hesitated.

“Look here,” said Mornington angrily, “t
don’t want any interference from you,  f
have taken this study, and shall keep it.
I don’t want you to give it ap for nothin’,
however. How much do yon want?”

“Eh? How much what?”

i Money, of course.”

Mornington took out a purse and opened
it. A wad of banknotes was revealed to tho
amazed eyes of the Rookwsod juniors,

There were at least six or seven fivers, as
well as a whole chunk of currency notes. The
new boy did not want for ready cash. Ha
had a good deal moere money than all the
rest of the Fourth-Form af Rookwood pub
together: and with such a supply he was

=D

was

3y

€x-

he
vled

it




study, and looked on, grinning.

ma *
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pretdy certain.to make friends in the school-
of a sorf) Jimmy Silver & Co. were not of
that sort, however.

“Put your silly money away,”
contemptuoumy

‘How much do you want?
five pounds.”

“Qh, shut up!”

“Bah! Ten pounds, if you like.” said Morn-
maton arrogantly.
{ick him out,” said Lovell.

\Iornuwtoa 31]1‘11'74’641 his shoulders,
the purae back mto his pocket.

“Very well, p!caSc yoursely
“But I keep this study. J
theose young ruffians into the pa

“Throw us into the passag
own study!” gasped Lovell. Pineh e,
somebody! T know I must be dreaming.”

‘Do you hear me, Jenkins, you confounded

said Jimw

I will give you

ut of eur

- foot?”

“ Yes, sir,” faltered Jenkins.

“Then do as I tell you.”

Jenkins blinked doubtfully a$ the Fistical
Four. They settled the matter for him hy
taking him by the shoulders ‘and spinning
!.lm out of the study.  Jenkins collapsed
in the passage, and lay there gasping.

“Now, you young cad,” said Lovell,
that furniture back ito the room.

“ Nonsense !

“Are you going to do

“Certainly net!”

“TFhen you'll be licked until you do.
him across- the table, you fellows
Lovell, - “T'll teach the eub manners \\#h
a crlcket stump !

" Hands off I” roared Mornington furious

Jimmy ~Silver and Raby ¢
threw him face downwards
and held him there.

“pub

as you're told:”

P\;i

er the table,
They were fed up with

liis insolence, .and they felt that it was
time he had a lesson.

Lovell picked up a ericket-stump, and
swung it ig the air.

Whack, whack, whack!

“Yow-ow-ow!” shrieked Mornington, writh-
ing and wriggling under the lasl “Help !

‘“nkms you fool, come here! He <
i1 New-
at nose,

ome flourished a %tump under
and Jenkins promptly retreated

Lovell went on with the cast Tt
was probably the first thrashing orning-
ton had received in his life, thmxﬂh certainly
not the first one he had needed.

Whaek, whaek, whaek!

Wild yells procewdcd from the wr
new boy.

His yells rang along the passage
brought other fellows to the spot.  Most of
the Classical Fourth were coming in to tea,
«nd they gathered in a crowd outside the end

put the furniture hack?”

ng to tdk? breath,

“Now, will you
sked Lovell, pa
“No!" shrieked
‘Whaek, whack, whaek!
“Ow! Yow! Helpt”
Whack, whaeck, whack!
“Bure, it's a good carpet-bater ye'd make,
Lovell,” said Flynn. “Moind ye don't break
the stump on him intoirely.”
Whack, whack, whack!
“Now will you do as
cub?? -~
“No!"” yelled Mornington.
“Cave!” called out Oswald.

%

you're told, you

“ Here® comes

Bulkeley !”

“Let him ecome!” growled Lovel[. and le
whacked away with fhe cricket-stump. to an
accompaniment of fiendish yells. from his
vietim.

* What the

thupder’s all this row?”® ex-

duied Bulkeley of the. Sixth, locking in
rily. “Lovell, what——"

T'm thmshnw a m'b, Buikeley,” said
s t}*e stuntp. “He's asked for

ch dm»‘

“ls that Mor
treat a new boy like

vou

“He's shifted our ire out of the
study, and he won't put it back,” growled

Lovell.
Mornington slid: off the table, and stood
trembling in every limb, his eyes blazing with

you

*or'r‘\ington, what have
Wlﬂl this study for? 9 gaid B
“I have taken this study for m

“‘“ hat! Did Mr. Bootles tel
0. :
“Then what do you ‘mean?” demanded
Bulkeley.

“I have chosen this study.” .

“Is the fellow mad?” exclaimed the cap-
tain of Rookwood, in amazement. “Do you
suppose that you will be al!m\ed ‘0 do-any-
thing of the sort, \Iorum“ton

“1 shall please myself.”
“¥on don't quite know whom you are talk-
iuv to, I think,” said Bulkeley very quietly.

“¥ don’ t know, by Jove, and I don’t care!”

“1 am the eaptain of the school, and head
prefeet.”

“I don't care what you are.

“Don't you? I think yowil learn to care
in time,” said the Sixth-Former grimly.
“Put bhaeck the things you have moved out of
this study at once!” %

“7 won't!”’

Shall T put them back,
Jenkins, peering over
Um'ﬂdx s xmo thu i\ udy-

5

» ventured Mr.
ley's hroad

\\,'

ing at t'nc @ )

“Mr. Mornington's :

“You have brought a valet with you to
school, Mornington!” exclaimed the Rook-

wood captain. “I think you must be out of
your »vmc:. The man must be sent away at
once 2

“I will not-send him a\my

“You will come with me,

sald Bulkeley.
“Yqu come, too,

'I W out come !” yelled Mornington.

Bulkeley did not replv to that. With a
grasp of iron on Mornington’s collar, he
swung him out of the study and marched him
along the passage.. -Mr. " Jenkins tolowed,

with an impassive face.

Jimmy Silver whistled.

“Rather a surprise-packet, that merchant,”
he remarked. “Looks as if we've got to do
our moving job oursgelves. S8till, T don’t ¢ 3
he’}l shift our furniture any more after this.

The Fistical Four proceeded to put their
study to hts. It was not likely, indeed,
that Mornington would invade the end =fudy
again. The Fistical Four were rather too
tough a nut for that youth to crack.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. .
Mornington Finds Friends.

R. BOOTLES looked worried as
Mornington was marched inte his
study with Bulkeley’s grip on his
collar, Mr. Jenkins bringing up the

rear in solemn fashion.
“What is the matter, what—what?” said
Mr. Bootles, laying down' his pen.

e p—
=
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“Mornington apgears to have ,)mun!n a

manservant with him to school, sir,” safd the
prefect drily. “I thought you had beiter
deal with him.” s
“Bless my soul!”
avd

Bulkeley released” Mornington's collars
him a gia 1ce of

the estimable youth gave
hatred.

“Mornington, is it possible that you ‘have
been so foolish?” exclaimed the mgster” of
the Fourth.

“I have certainly brought my servant
here,” id the new boy haughtily. “The
man is a blockhead, but I need him. [ Sup-

pose T am not e\(pucted to live hvﬂre without
a servant?”

“You cannot keep a ser\'ant here,” sald Mr.
Bootles, with Iaborious patience. “He m
be sent away at once. 15 this the man? M
man, you cannob remain at Keokwood. You

‘must leave ‘mmedwtely -

leave.” said Mornington. I

it

“He cannot
require his services!
“Hoeld your tongue, boy. Ay man,
leave immediately, do you hc:n"?”

“1 will not allow it!”

“Mornington, if you ntter arm*
word, I shall cane you!” gaid 3
out of paticnce at last.

“I will not have my servant
require him. Who is to brush
Jenkins is sent away?”

“Reckwood boys brush their
selves, Mornington.”

“I shall do nothing of the k

“Dear me!” said Mr. Bootles.

“I shall write to my guardian at one
said Morningten. “He is a governor of th
sehool, and he will see that I am treatec
with proper respect here. I do not intend to

you will

sent away. I
my clothes if

clothes them-

1.

endure any impertinence, even from masters.
a5,

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Bulkeley.
Bootles’ face was a study.

“Bulkeley,” said Mr. Bootles at

you ob me by secing Mo
?

vant oif i premis Yeu
boy to. mes

“Qertainly, sir.”

“Jenkins, you are not fo gzo!” shéuted
Mornington..

Cgip i

“I order you to stay here!”
“Get out, please!” «am Julkeley.
“My master says——"

“Yen get out, or 1 shall pitch you o

83 d Buikeley sharply. “T'yve no tim
Now, then!”
ere you are,- Jenkins, 'If he
, knock him down 2
y soul!” murmured Mr. Boot!

“If you please, sir, I can't
down!” said Mr. Jenkins submissive sle
could knock me down quife easily, ... Per

haps I had better go, sir!”

“You cowardly foot! If yeu go, I dgischarge
you without a character, ‘and I will punish
vou somehow for disobeying my erders.”

Mr. Jenkins looked oddly at his master.
As a matter of faet, Mr. Jenkins realised

“very clearly that he could not remain. at

Rookwood, and that his well-paid though
on%rous service with Mornington was at an
end. i
1t is said that even the worm will turn.
Mr. Jenkius was undoubtedly a_ good deal
of a worm, and Le proceedc(! td turn, now
that it was quite clear that his emiploye
couid be of no further use or profit to hlm.
“So I'm sacked, sir?” he-said quietly.
“Yeb. vou fool!”
will be kind enough to recoms

“But you

g of the kind. You are a dishernest
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scoundrel, and I ve let you rob me hecause
T've fmmd you useful, You may go on
robbin! me if you stay. If you go, L've dene
with you!”

“Bless my sonl!” repeated Mr. Bootles
faintly. This extraordinary new boy almost
overeame him.

“Well, if you have done with me, I've done
with you,” said Mr. Jenkins. “And glad T'Il
be -to see the last of such a rotten, ill-
mmnered conceite snobbish little cub!”

“What !
“Whielx [ ve 'eld my tonguc a long time,”

said Mr, Jenkins. “But I\'A thought all the
same, sir. If you was my son, I'd take the
strap to you, and T'd thrash you within a

hinch of your iife, you miserable Lttle buily-
ing puppy !’
“Jenking, you scoundrel, how dare you!”
“Why not, when I'm sacked?” grinned Mr.
Jenkins, “And wot I thinks of yon, sir, is
wot everyhody clse thml\s of you, though it
don’t pay some of 'emi to say so. A more
nasty, bullying, ill-mannered liftle tnplhound
I never did see. (Good-bye, sir, aud I ‘ope
vou'll get thrashed into your senz
The worthy denkins turned away grmmnﬂ
“Ry gad!” gasped Mornington at last. “By
gad! The impertinent scoundrei!”
Bulkeley followed Jenkins, to see him out
of the school.
“Mornington,” said My, Bootles solemnly,
“vou should reflect upon what you have just
eard -from your servant. It should show
you the esteem in which you are really held
by persons who, from interested motiv
submit for a time to vour caprices and fol
shall not punish yon now, Mornington, but
i ghere should be any repetition of your in-
solegee towards me, your punishment will be
severe. You may go.” .
Morninfvton left the study, gritting his
ceth. Townsend and Topham were waiting
: fui‘ him i the passage. The Nuts of the
Fourth had spotted him taken into the study
by Bulkeley, and they were waiting for him

to seize the opportunity of making his
acquaintance.

“Glad to,sce you,” said Townsend aﬁa?nv
“Gettin' xead‘ for tr‘{x (ome with us, and

have tea in our stud
, do!” said Topham. “Delighted!”
Mornington stared blankly at the two Clas-
als. This overwhelming civility from two
lows he did not kuow su rpnae\l him, after
experience at Rookwood.
- Jove!” he said at last,
“Coms along, dear boy!” said Townsend.
. "Borry you've had such a rotten time with
those cads, Silver and the rest. They're rank
outsiders, you lmow—}‘enl!y decent  chaps
dmx t apeak to them!” 4

‘ou'll find plenty of fellows 1i yvourself
here,” said- Topham. “Those outsiders are
barred by cur set.”

Mornington thawed considerably. He had

come to Pr)ol'wood expecting the world, as it
were, to bow down and worship him and his
money. He had receiyed nothing but pﬂm:i
shoeks so far. But this was a taste of the
sycophaney he had longed for., With a
eheerful look he accompamed Townsend and
Toplm“ﬂ 6 their study. It was past tea-time,
and he wag hungry. Rawson of the Fourth
in the stud The gcholarship junior had
the doubtful honour of sharing that study
with the Nuts of the Fourth.

Rawson glanced at Morningto

and rodded

to him pleasantly enough. T‘lc new bhoy
stared at him. I{aweou passed out of the
study, being due in the end study for tea
W tl‘ the Fistical Four,

“Who's that shabby bounder?” asked
Mnmiug‘mn with a eurling lip.

“A scholarship cad!”

said Townsend., “Thdy
lnd t‘l\ cheeh “to shove him into this study.
e don't speak to him.”
Hla father's a carpenter,”
“By Jove!”

“He's gone out to tea,
you,” said Townaend “Bit down, old chap,
and we'll soon have a Spread ready, and-a
mw e afterwards, if you like.”

“0Oh, good!”

Mornington sat down, and lighted a mgar-
2tte, while the Nuts of the Fourth prepared
the spread. Townsend and Topham were in
a state of great delight. Ther had basged
the rich new boy, fn*e,\talmv smythe of the
Skell in that noble object. vas easy to
see that he was a fellow of theu‘ own tastes;
the cigarette indicated as much.

Peele of the Fourth came in, and was duly
presented to the new Loy, who condescended
to give him two fingers. Two fingers of a
muhona:re, however, re worth more than
he whole fist of any other p~ 1 to Pesle,
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said Tophany,

80 he won't other

“Here's your chair, Mor'nngton. sald
Townsend, when tea was ready. “I think
you'll find the toast all rizht. Do you care
£ L‘ahrimps"'

“What are shirimps?”

“Oh, by gad!” murmured Townsend, some-
what dismayed.

Mornington sat down at the table.
ilthouqh he appareutly did not know what
that humble fish, the shrimp, was, he man-
aged to dispose of a z:«_»od many, aud made a
very good tea.

The door opened while tea was in progress,
and Jimmy Silver looked in, with a bull-
pup in his arms,

“Hallo! I heard you were here!” said
Jimmy, as cheerily as if nothing had bap-
pene d between the naw boy and himself,
“?1 :{“ brought vour dog. You left him in our
study.”

Jimmy set down Beauty on the carpet.
Mornington put his hand in his pocket, fished
out a half-crown, and tossed it across the
table.

“Take that for your trpuble,”

Jimmy Silver locked at him,

“That for me?” he asked.

“Yes, Take it, and get out!”

Townsend & Co. *mmed

The captain of thn Fourth picked up the
half-crown, and came round the table. He
seized Morning ot by the hair, and twisted
his head forward, and shoved the half-crown
down his back.
ornington gave a roar. Then he was spun
sprawling across the carpet, and Jimmy
Silver walked out of the study, whistling
cheerily.

Townsend & Co. rushed to help their guest.
Mornington wag stuttering with rage.

“Grooht! That dashed thing is down my
back! Yow!”
emme fish it out, old chap.” s‘ud Peele.

he said.

“Bali! Don't bother, you ass!
“oh!”
Mornington shook himself ¢ill the half-

erown slid down into his boot.. Then, with a
very ruffled look, he sat down to tea again.

Tea over, Townsend, with a glance at his
companions, proposed a little game. Morning-
ton was only too keen for a little game, and
the table was rapidly cleared, and cards and
cigarettes produced.

Towny’s new chum was evidently a fcl]m‘
after Towny's own heart. Undoubtediy the
new junior was a worthy addition to the
noble circle of the GHddy. Goats.

THE EIQGHTH CHAPTER.

Rawson Puts his Foot Down.

AW &n‘\ “having tea in the end

scholarship junior was

a gue there. The nutty
mosphere of his own study was not

nearly so agrecable to him.

Tea over, Jimmy Silver & Co. had to think
of their prep, and Rawson took his leave.
The burly junior left the end study, and want
along the passage to his own. Jimmy Silver
e\dmm*ed a wink with his chums.

“YListen for the sound of giddy warfare,” he
remarked. “There’s a l\u*ty party in Raw-
gson’s study, and you know how Rawson likes
bacty.” -

The Fistical Four
reached his study,
Then he coughed.

The study was thick with tobacco-smoke.
Townsend and Tophiam, Peele and Mornington
were seated round the table, cigarettes in
their mouths, cards in their hands, Cigarette-
ends littered the floor, and coins and
currency notes the table. Mornington had
been losing, and the Nuts of the Fourth were
in a state of great satisfaction.

grinned. Rawson had
and. opened the door.

Rawson ecoughed, and glared inte the
study.

“You horrid beasts!” be shouted.

“By gad?‘” said Mornington, looking up.
“There’s that shabby cad come back! Get

cut, you cad

“I've come to do my prep!” exclaimed

Rawson angrily. “What do you mean by
turning my studv into a tap- room?”
draw it mild!” said Townsend un-
“Look here, Rawson, do your preb
i Silver's study for once. We're bugy.”

Rawson did not reply.

He grasped at the table and upended it,
and cards, money, cigarebtes, and fhllt!‘(:'s
rolled on the carpet

Mornington, crimson with rage, rushed at
Rawson; mutuhiug at him savagely.

The sfurdv scholarship jd!llO" gr“sppd h=m

(Continued on page 20.)

.the whole place shook,
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% The Ecksploshon 1

By BAGLEY TRIMBLE,

(Unedated,)
DI B BB

YERRVYBODY at 8t Jim's K Lnows
~ Skimpole: and a good menny peeple

4 outside. He's wun of thoze fellers
who thinks bhe's verry klevver, .tho
in reality he's a IOOllat‘/lCl\ He's orlways

reeding the werks of Professor Barmykrumpet,
but he duzzent seme to get a bit beter.

Lnnyway, to get to my story. The uther
day 8 ilmmv kame up to me and arsked me
it I woz wﬂhmz to assist him in a verry -
portant expernment

“What's it or! about?" i arsked korshusly
“0h, just a little experryment w =

replide Skimmy kasualiy.
“2 gasses!” i repeeted. “What
gasses—that's the kwestion?”
Then the silly chump started rapping out 2
lot of thoze potty krackjore werds of his.
“Look here,” i sed, “if you want enny b
from me just tork plane Knglish, or T'll w
my hands of the whole bizness "
The little beest acktually st
cheeky then, and sed my hand
they kood do with woshir
“There wont be enuy I
experryment,” he went 0.1

gasses!” B
sort of

in my
“and 1 shood b>
much obliged if you wood kum to tea with

or!

at

m

me arfterwerds.’
©f korse, I koodent verry well refewse then
't bear to think of a chap being lonely

: mmes, and I woz absolootly tutehed

1 replide. fmd th wo7 amosh

EOLLT 1(9."

in my vovee: “1 will help vou with the
perryment, and I will kepe you kumpanas

at tea-time!”

“Trooly you are a frend,” sed Skim

The table woz kuvvered with gl
and sillinders, and orl sorts of we
things: but Skimmy semed to
them orl perfiektly.

“Now," sed he, “I just m
in theze seperet tewbs, and
together in this big siliinder.
put a lited taper inside, and we’ll ¢
happens

"Someti' g seryus mite
marked ; you're not shore what's :
to happcn‘ I'd rarther h'-‘c nuthing to do
with it.”

1 wozent thmkmg about self, of k
I woz afrade that something mite happ
to Skimmy, or even the skool itself
0, xtﬂ serten to be orl rite!” exkl
Skimmy. “There will proberbly be
flaim, but nuthing werse.”

“Verry well, then,” I replide;

happen,’

31!

“s0 long

it's only a bloo flaim, orl seréne, i
get killed, I'll brake yore nek!

So Skimmy got on with the fob of making
the gasses, and then wun hy wun ‘he pit
them in the bhig sillinder.

“That's rite,” he sed-at larst; “I be

moving exy

this is going to be a verry
be at orl

ment; in fact, T shood n

prized if it shakes the werld.”
It verry nerely did, when the

tho not in the way he meunt.

“I liope it won't;” 1 re
werld's kwite orl rite without
it about.”

He. did not take enny

reinark about the werld,
tinder to me to ‘hold.
“Kepe it kwite steddy,” he sed
Then helit the taper, and,
slide, just poked it in the sillinder.
Bang ! : =
There woz a most terriffik ecksploshon, aud
and I knew no more
. When { rekuvvered konshusness agane there
were several fellers bending over me, and
anuther lot bending over that fathead Skim-
pole at the other side of the room.
Forchernately I wozent muteh hert, and it
terned out that he wozent ither, tho it wood
have served him rite if he had bene. He'l!
get hegt when I get at him.
it i\amt think for the life of me the naima
of thoze 2 gasses, but enny chump nhte have
known they wood eccksplode!

g
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CUR GRAND NEW SERIAL.

the time this issue. of the PENNY
PoPULAR, containing the second instalment
of our splendid new serial, “Mick o' the
Movies,” is in the hands of my readers the
verdict of thousands of my chums on the
new “make-up” of our paper will also he
in my hands, and I have no doubt at all that
their verdiet—your verdiet—will be an over-
whelmingly favourable one. The opportunity.
of securing this wonderful story of the ad-
ventures of the boy film-artist for the PEXNY

By

Pop was too good a one to be lost, and
the changes that have been made in order

to make room in the paper for a serial story
haye, hy general consent, the effect of bright-
cnmﬂ it up, and” addm" new interest to it.
It is, of course, not my intention {o let the
famous characters of the boys of St. Jim's
fade ‘into the backzgreund, and more space
will be devoted to them as opportunity
offers: I am sure all the thousands of my
chums who have written to me in the last
“few months to ask for a rousing serial story
to find a place in their favourite paper will

.Nn«—\lmxowluv appreciate that in “Mick o’ the

®

i S

~

&

Movies ” they have just what they have heen
1ongm" for. The stow grows still more
- vividly interesting with the arrival of Mick
in California, the home of the great American
film-stars, with many of w liom he comes into
personal eontact in the course of his plucky

~— fight for fame and fortune.

B
-

-
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(STORIES THAT ¢ IMPROVE.”

You see, I have to quote the word. In-
nmas prevent any number of mis-
e don’t imagine I am think-
< here there are so very, very
few errors these days. I was dealing with
the things one hears from extremely wise
follis about the necessity of a tale having an
improving tendency. You heard that. There
is 'd'v'Wa something ahbont the very tme of
those two smug words which sets one’s back
up.  When thoy work togrther, the two
words are simply deadly. Individuals- who
speak in this style would require to know
whether the yarps in this number of the
PENNY POPULAR e calculated to lead
the mind- on to - hwhu’ plan et Cﬂte;a.
~ et cetera. Now, the stories in the “ P.P.’

as in all the Comw.u‘lon Papers, do have that
trend . upwards, thonm] théy don't make a

song of the fact. \umml to write h(-me hout,
as it were. : that is true
to the fas ups and downs
in this qua t\mv many-sided
contradictiou ‘. a_real world
but no odds!—any good rn, I say, which

is so frue to itself, has a most distinctly up-
ward grade in its co mp on. But what we
do nol want is to be “improved.” Imagine
the indignation ef a fellow in the train or
nywhere being itehéd as he read his
i me interfering, would-
tic-cum-meaty-mouthed
to pprove ”

fa
be benevolent,
eritic whe was kind enocugh

of the stories the chap bpened to  be
devouring !
IMAQINATION CAN NO FARTHER

nation, if yom gx\e the spirib of
i ir run, ean go a long
nt scems to mu

said
W :n',( <\!\d

nob Imow “hat they are
and if there is anything
ing, it 38 to have to lis tcn
folks or am n”mrb t

&l ::1& such-part
in a big £chool

| competition that he did not kunow the di

T

as blood and {hunder. man or woeman
who would say a ‘thing ihat would call
a haystack a piece of cheese and an orange
a banana, and be just as untrustwoerthy as
the wight who frankly admitted at a gue

@
ence” between an elephant- and a cucunber,
And a rare bad bargain he would.be as a
shopper. He could no more be trusted out
to do the string-bag & 1y-night business
with the week g of gun-
powder could to behave in a
seemly fashion at a E;onﬁre party. He would
come back with a load of coke for the
dinner!

But that was not a bit my subject. I was
thinking m ome of the so-called moral yarns
of years back. They were pretty deadly. Of
course, the rhymes which e into my head
were for the young, tho I am not so sure.
That, for example, which starts:

“Oh, I've got a plum-cake,
And a rare feast I'll make,
I'll cat, and I'll stuff, and I'll cram.”

Well, it is positively rank. Bunter himself
would not err in such a way. He would
“surround ” the cake if it came his way;
but it would he simply to ward off his raging
pangs of hunger. Nothing meore. But the
old-time \n)tur—who is a])proxed even now—
laid the lesson on thick—Ilike the margarine,

ze it i The fellow who dev oured

G int agony and was

‘hcx Ule' is the fellow who went

f i te 'i:e deserved
jump ¢ ard to 114

cateh In waylaid chinwise

rity,
by a meat- uco,\ which nobody 0

it to have

left hanging handy. Re ct 1.
The vietim kicked and 1 as: well he
might, and swore—mno, wait, 1(: omy swore
he “would noé fish again—or vowed it—same
thing. And there yon have a moral story.
How % ly the business wos overdone to be

the cookhouse

The hoy
i hole giddy lot

who wenb to

what life is and m«y be: 'Jub “ hen U‘
st.on(w thp', want stories, not leecture
T is qlme seldom these days the
panion are called over
diamond pound

é@}]}~
the black
ton!—because

s per

people are finding out that a story aboute
school life does nob turn the reader to
thoughts of burglary and highway husmes:.

Bunter never taught anybedy yet how to be
greedy, and unthinmng of ti commn of
others. "All the porpeise shows is how nub to
do it.

CRITICS CFTHERS
Still, thcre were
the fault-finders are
turn, and pro
one “ould I

éi"i[‘

Thcy o their
rmusement, but
‘would have
by now. In_these
chow readers the

dMS we like
scenery of li
fellows, what
rest comes 1
things, and t
clusions.  If
dumped down i
you DPC’fﬁI‘ to f

of chaps u

round fed, !‘v ohgerving
what goe ald, crude tales

the audn "olzhle mere

is a

and so on, and it was most unconvincing, for
there was no reason why.the party concerped
shouid be a cad. The new method is far more
interesting. There is-something to bite at, as
it were, yomedunf‘ to analyse.

OLD STORIES.

There is one point abeut the disparagers
of much of the fiction of the life th(u DS
now which always strikes me at once.
scem to have stopped some thirty year
Then the clock ran round,
ered to wind the thing up a 3
was published years since revealing the na
mind of an unicru'mlcu: apseallion, who
went in for burglary an«l murder on a large,
in fact, wholesale scale. This storyhook had
pictures on the cover—that to say, they
were not o much pictures as bad sutbreaks
of pen and ink with serious symptoms, cal-
culated to make a doctor feel anxicus., Well
is surmised from t]u: mct that -any
with .1 picture on t
Dll::. ink of it'

ANY OLD THING,
Practically, there is nothing which o
foreign-like and unwelcome to a chat colu
—that is just so long as it does not hore my
k,hUI‘]\ lhnt I _An, old Fleet
: mtnuw

i dm»n in his ’cl*fm'
“Ju any old
‘co rite,
safe as

often Lu“"'lL dni 1v‘”xx‘;
and told to wri

and the article cax

houses, That penman was a real chat mer-
chant, and the ancient worthy who stroils
about the classies by the name of Autelycus

another.
to say
t the

would have made
Now, I should like
iere \Dud{; th

0 Bing more

P, abnut t ©

akead like ¢

u off the

ly made
9" Pox

are welcome
lived in

book
the
man,’

t

WOR “The dog is
* It was-all very well
dog would have laughed had it read t
So stiffi! The real dog mth 1*
humour, its unfailing fri 3
of greasy humbug, knows
spbtler md Dpel‘ th’m ..L

any-
Id ty I say
g of the cheery,
sort,
¢}

with
a look in

o
o
<)
f=h
-

and will see ter
ick and Cha “'xc
Tgek to the i
course, the man \\ho ioves a
same as the fellow who lov
shows himself to be all ri
lend him your r
happened to want
one of those -useful
world.

r‘g { g Wi
S And
dog,

es
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. THE ARRIVAL OF MORNINGTON !
, (Continued from page 18.)
c200b0cee0es00262000000000808
at once. A red streak showed on his cheek
where Mornington had clawed him. But the
tew boy had no chanee to do further damage.
Rawson swung him to the doer.

“Back me up!” yelled Mornington.

The three Nuts, taking their courage in

«~  THE PENNY POPULAR—Every

Then Peele went whirling out, sprawling

across Mornington in the passage, and Top- |

ham went atter him, flying. Townsend made
a spring to escape, and Rawson's boot caught
him behind, and fairly lifted him. Townsend
flew through the doorway, and landed on his
failen friénds.

Rawson caught up the cards, the money,
and the cigarettes, and pelted the struggling
Nuts with them till all their property lay
round themn in the passage, amid yells of

4 party in

Friday.

Mornington staggered up.
“Grooh t” gasped Townsend.
beast! Grooh! N-a-never

*“The awiul
mind, Morny!

.Come with us to Smythe’s study ! Groooh i

Mornington shook his fish at Townsend, fmﬂ
strode away furiously. The merry
Towny's study had  ended
merrily. And as the new boy strode fu
away howls of laughter from the Clas
Fourth fellowed him.

THE END

both hands, as it were, rushed to the rescue.
There was a terrific, but brief, struggle in

merriment from the Fourth.
Then he slammed the study door and locked
the study. | it, and sat down to his work.

(Another grand stery of the
Roolwood School next week.
of the PENNY POPULAR eariy.)

chums of.

r Boys, be Your Own Printers )
! and make extra pocket-money by using
'E'E‘E PETIT “PLEX” DUPLICATOR.

Makes pleasing numerous copies of NOTE-
PAPER HEADINGS, BUSINESS CARDS,
SPORTS FIXTURE CARDS, SCORING
CARDS, PLANS, SCHOOL PUBLICATIONS,
DRAWINGS, MAPS, MUSIC, SHOP'"E
HAND, I’ROGRAMMES, NOTICES, etc., in
a variety of pretty colours. Send for one
TO-DAY. Price 6/6 complete with all sup-
plies. Toreign orders, 1/6 extra.— -

B PODMQRE & Co., Desk P.P, Souxhpoﬂ.
And at 67 <69, Chancery Lane, Logdon W=C. 2.

BLUSH'N This miserable complalnt permanently cured, elther sex.

Sin: Dle Home Treatinent. Particulars free. Enciose stamp
postage —~ME. J. BROSE HILL (Spaclalist), r0 Boyal Arcade, Weswﬂ
ruper-Mare. (Tcst‘momals daily.)

“REGO” MODEL AEROPLANES
ARE THE BEST.

- tend 5/6 for bampie Model. Flies 200 yards. Fully llus-
trated Catalogue of Ac‘oplanes and Parts, 1/-, Post Free.

“RECO,” 110, ol Street, London, E.C.1.

PHOTO POSTCARDS, 1/3 doz, 12 by 10 ENLARGEMENTS, 8d,
ALSO CHEAP PHOTO MATERIAL. CATALOGUE AND bAMPLES
FREE. HACKETIS, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL.

BOXING GLOVES 7/6

per set of four {with lace-up palm, 12/6), Tan Oaps, Best, 16/6. Footballs,
match size, 12/6 and 14/6. Money returned if not satisSed. Postage 6d.
on all. —TOM CARPn‘(TER 63, Morecambe Street, Walworth, 8.E. 1

mtﬁﬁhawwwﬂﬂ

Gvercoats, Boots, Shoes, Suits, Raincoats, Tr rench Coats, Costumes,
inter Coats. Veracu,y Pocket and Wrist Watches. - Rings, -
rellery, &c:,on easy terms. 30/-worth 5/- mouthly: 60/-worth 10/-
monthly ; ' &c. CAIALOGDE }:RLE Foreign applications invited,

l‘vﬁASTERS Ltd.. 6, Hope Stores, RYE. Estd. 1869,
HGME G[NEMATGGRAPH MABHINE. - £or, *° oonnore B0k

of INSTRUCTIONS and DIAGRAM (Reg. No. 666746). POST FREE, 8/6.—
RRITISHSCOPE, 235, HIGH HOLBORYN, LCNDOR, W.0. 1 E

ARE YOU SHORT?

Ifso,let the (w‘van Bystem help you to increase
your height. My, Bnbgs repons an increase of
b inches; Dmver E. F. 3 inches; Mr. Ratcliffie 4
inches; Miss Davies SL inches; Mr. Lindon 3 §
inches; ~Mr. Ketloy 4 inches; Miss Leedoll 4
ifiches. . This system requires only ten minutes
morniug and evening, and gr eatly improves the
1, p‘lysxque. and carriage. - No appliance
rugs. Send 3 penny stamps for furthier pare
siculars and £100 Guarautee to Enguiry Depl. -
AM P, 17, Stroud Green Road, London, N. 4.

GUT THIS OUT

* Penny Popular,” PEN COUPON Value 2d,

fend this coupen with P.O. for only 5/- direct to the Fleet Pen Co.,
119, Fieet §t., London, E.0. 4. Ineeturn you will receive (post free) g
wplendid British Made lt-ct, Gold. -Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen, value 10/6. If
¥ou save 12 further coupons, eachh will count as 2d. off the price; 8o you may
send 12 conpons and only 8/-. Say whether you want a ﬁne. medium, or broad
nib.  This great offer i3 made to introducs the famous Fleet Pen to the

'CPULAR readers. (Foreizn posta 38 extra) Saflsfncuon guaranteed
©r cash returncd. Special Safety Model, /- extra.

jinimininininininisis)
in{mininininisiuininin|
juiniuininiuisineiuim]

SHORT MEN AND W(ﬁiEN

are often ignored and looked down upon. Tall peop!
receive favourable consideration and abtention ir
every walk of life. By my casy, scientific, and sale
method you can grow several inches taller Many
people have added 1iin. to 4im. to their height by
My System. Write at once for FREE parnculars
mentioning Peany Popular.

Address : Inquiry “ N Dept,, 51, Church Street,
South Shore, Blackpool.

irom nervous, worried feelings,
EF YOU SUFFER of energy, self-confidence,

mind concentration, or feel
in the presence of others, send at once 2 penny stamps for particulars of the Ment
Nerve Strengthening Treatmont.—GODYRY ELLIOTT -SMITH, Ltd,, §27, Tmperist
Buildinga, Ludgate Cireus, London, E.C.4,

80 MAGIC TRICK

free, 1/-.—T. W HARRISON,

SEND &
T0- §
BAY i

Free czi:ta.logue Has
Post Free. Big (L&Y
Bargains from d.
All  Post Free. Watches (Big Reducs
tionsg), Jewellery, Useful Goods, Novelties,
Toys, etc., ete., eote. Big B&rgams fa all
Departments, Dcm' Miss This
= PAIWS

Presents
House,
Dopt. 214,
Hastings,
(Estabd, 188.) WU

INCREASE YOUR HMEIGHT SEusmar momes 7/g
- Ross System ncver fails.  Price 7/5, complete.  Particulars 13d. stamp. -
24 P. ROSS, 16, LANGDALE ROAD, SGARBQROUGK- “2E

wa

Ilhi:mns cte., with Illustrations
9 and Instructions, The lot poss
239, Pentonville Road, London, N.1.

YENTRILOQUISM. :‘é"p%‘ésféﬁé’ 710k oug” ook of eisy Inaivacrions, snd

amusing dialogues. Only 7d., free. Hundreds delighted. Forty Card
Tricks, 78.—-IDEAL I’UBLISHIX\G OOMPANY. Olevedon, Somerset.

NERVOUSNESS

CURED COMPLETELY.

If you are mervous in company, i you rvedden up when
spoken to by strangers or superiors, if your bashfulness
is causing you to miss golden opportunmes in social or
business life, here is a message of hope, a guarantee of
cure complete and permanent. By My System of Treat-
ment you can quite certainly be cured in one week and in
your own heme. My System gives you perfect nerve control
and self-confidence. If you suffer from Nervousness, Tim-
idity, or Heart ‘Weakness, write now for full particulars of
My System of Private Home Treatment. - Scut I‘REL
privately if you mention Penny Popular.

Address, Specxahst, 12, All Saints Road, St. Anne’s-on-Sea.

3
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Manager, UNION JACK SERIES,
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