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A Magnificent Long Complete School Story, dealing with the Early Adventures of
HARRY WHARTON & CO. at Greyfriars.

By FRANE RICEFEARIDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
“The Shadow of Sorrow!

13 ERE you are, Franky!”
; E‘I Frank Nugent looked up
: with - gloomy brow, as he
reached the gates of Grey-
friars. Three Removites were waiting
for him there, and Frank nodded to them
without speakmg Harry Wharton
slipped his arm through his chum’s.
“We've been bribing Gosling to keep
the gates open till you came in,
Franky,” said Bob Cherry. “Do you
knm\ you came near being locked out ?”
“Yes. I didn’t notice the time.”
“We've bribed and corrupted Gosling
with a bob,” said Johuny Bull. “But
yowd better come in now, or his con-
science will begin to work, and he will
want another bob.”
“Which it’s time to lock up,” said
Gosling, the porter, gruffly, coming up

with hls bunch of keys. “Wot I says
is this ’ere—-"

“Come in, Frank.”

Frank walked in with Wharton, and

Johnny Bull and Bob Cherry tollowed
more slowly. The -school-porter closed
the gates with a dang, and locked them.

“Dick hasn’t come in,” said Wharton,
as he crossed the dusky Close with
Nugent “Qatty came back, and sald
Dick had gone with Mrs. Nugen

Frank nodded.

“I suppose he has,” he said. “I—
T've been -walking about for a long time
trying to think it out. T—I'm the most
miserable rotter in the world, I think.”

There was a catch in l\uvent s voice.
In the dusk of the Close Wharton could
not see his chum’s face, but he knew
that the tears were rollmg down his
cheeks.

“Don’t let’s go in for a minute,
Franky,” he said softly. “Take a turn

round the Close. I hope it hasn’t turned |

out bad.”

“1 may as well tell you, Harry. I
suppose all Greyfrmrs will know about
it by to-morrow,” said Frank wretch-
edly.
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“My mother can’t get on thh the
pater and she’s left him.’

“Good henens' I say, I'm sorry,
Frank, old man.’

“J know you are, Harry, She’s taken
Dick away, a.nd—ahd the pater doesn’t
know yet. I shouldn’t be surprised to
see him down here. J—I don’t know
what will come of it. I knew there was
a lot of trouble at home, but—but I
never dreamed it would come to this. -

“What's a chap to do when his
parents can’t agree? He can’t side with
both of them and he can’t side with
one against the other.” And he can’t
be indifferent. I don’t think a chap was
ever in a rottener position.”

“It’s rotten enough, Franky. Is it
really so serious as all that—not just a
bit of a storm that will blow over?”
asked Wharton anxiously.

Nugent shook his head.

“The mater says not. They’ve sepa-
rated. It—it seems impossible,
there it is. There Wont be any home
after this, T suppose.’

“Poor old Frank!” .

“Dick’s gone; but the mater will find
him more trouble than she thinks. And
—and very likely father will say that I
ought to have kept Dick here—perhaps
I ought. If I'd spoken to the Head,
he’d have kept Dick here till he knew
what father wanted in the matter. But
]I:??’ouldn’t interfere with mother, could

“I don’t see how you could, Frank.”

“I don’t know what will come of it.
Let me alone for a bit, Harry. I shall

only make you feel as rotten as I feel’

myself ! And—and don’t let any of the

 fellows come Iookmg for me, there’s a

a good chap!”

“Right you are. Frank!”

Harry Wharton went into the house
with a troubled brow, leaving his chum
in the Close. He saw that Nugent
wanted to be alone. Even his closest
chum’s company was irksome to him at
the moment.

But solitude twas as painful. The un-

happy boy was trying o think it out;
but there was no solution of the dif-
culty that he could arrive at. His father
and mother had quarrelled and sepa-
rated; there was nothing he could do.
If Jove for their children could not keep
them together and patch up a peace, it
was not likely that they would listen to
anything Frank could say. And, what-
ever the faults upon both sides, it was
o duty of a lad to lecture his paren’ts
Frank had nothing to do but to submlt
to Fate—to make the best of it.

He did not feel like making the best
of it just then. On the morrow all the
school would know about it—they would
know why Dicky had left; they would
look at him, they would jeer or be sorry,
according to their natures; and the boy
felt that he would be able to endure the

| jeers more easily than the compassion,

He wandered into the quiet old
Cloisters of Greyfriars, and svalked up
and down there under the old stons
arches, ‘on the old stone flags that had

been worn by the feet of generations of-

Greyfriars boys and generations of deads
and-gene monks before them.

His brows were burning; his
were heavy with unshed tears.

What was he to do?

How could he face the future with a
shattered hovne always in ‘his mind?
How could he take up his life at Grey-
friars again and pursue it, knowing what
had happened? He thought of the
Form-room, of the study, of the footer-
field, with a strange new nausea at the
tnought of them. He felt a longing to.
rush away from all who knew him—to
bury himself in some distant place,
where he could endure his sorrow un-
seen by mocking or compassionate’ eyes.

He paused, weary with his restless
tramping to and fro, and leaned his
burning, aching forehead against pne of
the old stone pillars,

The cool contact of the stone refreshed
him—seemed to make him able to think
more clearly.

He tried to decxde what he should de.

(Copyright m ihe United Siates oi’ America.)

eyes -

g



~—Qrder a Copy Before You Are Too Late! 3

0 1r b T ought fo leave Grey-
friars, yet to tear himself away from his
friends, away from his daily associations
—how was he to do that?

Yet to face the fellows, - feeling that
every one of them was thinking about
his wretched misfortune. He felt that
he could not even enter the lighted
School House now, and let the other
fellows see his flushed and fevered face.

A voice called from the dusk of the
Close. Someone was calling his name.

+“Nugent! Nugent!”

He did not answer. He stood there,
leaning upon the stone pillar, motion-
less, silent, almost dazed by the stress
of emotion he had gone through.

“ Nugent 1”

“Frank!”

It was Johnny Bull's voice. Bull
came striding into the Cloisters, and he
caught a glimpse of the shadowy figure
by the pillar, and hurried up to Nugent.

‘“ Nugent, old man——-""

Nugent looked at him without speak-
ing. Johnny Bull could see the glimmer
of his deadly white face in the darkness.

“Frank! Your pater’s come!”

Nugent_started.

“My father! He’s here?”

“Yes. He's waiting for you in your
study,” said Bull. “I came out to look
for you. I suppose you wanted to

fusedly. “Has he been here long?”

“1 don’t know. He's seen the Head,
and then he came to your study. Whar-
ton’s with him, and he asked me to come
and find you.”

““Thanks! T'll go in now.”

Johnny Bull hesitated.

“I—I say, Frank, I don’t know what'’s
the matter, but—but I'm sorry to see
you crocked like this!” he said. “I wish
I could do something or other!”

“It’s. all right, Johnny! Tell my
pater I'm coming in.”

“Right-ho !”

Johnny Bull-disappeared in theshadows
of the Close. Frank moved away wearily
towards the fountain, and bathed his face
in the cool water, and dabbed it with
his handkerchief. ~Then he hurried
towards the School House.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Father and Son!

R. NUGENT was in Study No. 1,

M waiting for his son.  Harry

Wharton was with him, but as

Frank entered Wharton quietly

left the study and closed the door behind

him. Mr. Nugent was standing by the

window. He fixed his eyes upon his son
as Frank came in.

Frank could see that his father was
very much disturbed. His face was paler
than usual, and, there was a troubled,
angry frown ubon his brow. Mr. Nugent
looked like a man who found himself
suddenly in an unexpected situation, with
which he felt himself unable to deal.

“Well, Frank ?7”

“Well, dad ?”’

Mr. Nugent hesitated a moment, and
then plunged into the matter. .

“Have you heard from your mother
lately, Frank?”

“Yes, dad.”

¢ Have you seen her ?”

43 Yes.,3 .

Mr. Nugent started a little.

“Then you—know?”

“Yes,” said Frank miserably.

His father frowned. He hardly seemed
to know what to say to his son, and yet
it was necessary to say something.

“You don’t understand these things,
Frank,” he said at length. “I can

NEXT
FRIDAY!

assure you, however, that what has hap-
pened was not my fault.”

Frank was silent.

“Do you think it was your father’s
fault, Frank?” demanded Mr. Nugent,
raising his voice a little.

Like many men of irresolute nature, he
felt himself stronger when he was angry.

I don’t know, dad. It’s not for me
to say either way,” said Frank., “I
know that it's made me very miserable.”

“1 suppose it has, my boy,” said his
father, softening again. “But it can’t
be helped.. I should not have told you
anything about it yet, only I was sure
your mother would come here to see
Dicky. Has she seen Dicky ?”

Frank breathed hard. He wondered
what his father would say when he knew
that Mrs. Nugent had taken Dicky away
from Greyfriars.

“Come, Frank, tell me!
heen told anything about it ?”

““Vies, dad.”

“ What does he say ?”

“I don't know. Ie’s not here.”

Has Dicky

el

e ——

See Competition, page 19.

* NUGENT'S SPLENDID SACRIFICGE!™

““Not here ?”” exclaimed Mr. Nugent.
éc VO ”

“What do you mean? If he is not
here, where is he?” exclaimed Mr.
Nugent, his voice rising again.

““Mother has taken him with her.”

“Talken him away from the school

3 Yes.’I

“Good heavens !”

Mr. Nugent paced to and fro in the
study for a few minutes in a state of
angry agitation.  Frank stood silent.
Mr, Nugent stopped at last, and glanced
at his son.

“Did you know your mother was going
to take Dick away ?” he asked.

“Yes. I saw her at the station, and
she told me. She sent Dick a wire, and
he went to the village to meet her, He
hasn’t come back.”

“You should have warned me!” ex-
claimed his father angrily. *You should
have kept Dick in. You should have told
the Head.

Frank did not reply.

“You have done wrong, Frank!” said
Mr, Nugent sharply. “You know very
well that Dick should not have been
taken away by his mother in this—this
irresponsible flight. It was all about
nothing, too—nothing at all but your
mother’s incredible obstinacy!”

Frank’s look became resentful.

“I don’t suppose it was all mother’s
fault,” he said.

Mr. Nugent snapped his teeth.

FRIARS.

“Ha! T expected that of you, Frank!
You think I am to blame. Listen o
me. It was all about nothing. I will
not allow your mother to make you fancy
that there has been anything serious!”

“Mother has not told me anything
about it, except o

“Except what?”

“Oh! Nothing!”

“T insist upon knowing what she has
told you!” exclaimed Mr. Nugent ex-

citedly. “You may speak to me freely,
Frank., I am a calm and reasonable
man. I am not a foolish, flighty, and

obstinate woman. I make it a point to
keep my temper, and to remain patient,
under all circumstances—even the most
irvitating  circumstances, Only  this
morning I explained to your mother, in
the most patient manner possible, that I
should not allow her folly and obstinacy
to irritate me, or to disturb my equa-
nimity in any way. And after that, she
has left home. It is incredible! I insist
upon knowing what explanation she has
given you. Probably she has complained
of my temper?”

“Yes, dad, that was it.”

““My temper!” exclaimed Mr. Nugent
indignantly. “You know what a good-
tempered man I am, Frank.,” Mr.
Nugent looked very bad-tempered
indeed at this moment. “I appeal to
you as my son. Have you ever, on a
single occasion, known me to be hasty or
obstinate?”

As Frank had never known his father

‘to be anything else, he was in some-

what of a difficulty what to reply. For-
tunately, Mr. Nugent did not require an
answer. He was only pausing for
breath, not for a reply. .

“It is incredible!” he repeated.
“ Good heavens! What will people think
of her leaving home? Naturally, they

will think the fault is with me. Tt is not
with me, Frank. have been most
reasonable—most reasonable. There is

not the slightest doubt that the kidneys
were burnt.” -

Frank gave a jump.

“The what?” he exclaimed.

“The kidneys,” said Mr. Nugent.

“But—but what *

“You are aware,” said Mr. Nugent,
‘“that I have bacon and kidneys for my
breakfast every morning. I have done
so all my life, ever since I can remember,
almost; and I claim to be able to tell
whether they are properly cooked or not.
They were burnt.”

“Father!”

“I suggested, in the gentlest possible
manner, that the cook should be dis-
charged. It would be far from me to
interfere with your mother’s proper
authority in the household. I merely
said that, unless the cook were dis-
charged, it would be necessary for me to
breakfast in the City. Your mother re-
fused to discharge the cook. Refused,
Frank!”

‘(O}1!!7

“I was very calm. I make it a point
to remain calm under all circumstances,
as you know. I think that is the duty
of the father of a family. It was quite
by accident that I pushed the plate off
the table with my elbow, and that it fell
to the floor. Your mother promptly
declared that a new carpet would be
required. I stated immediately that I
should not consider for one moment the
purchase of a new carpet, If your
mother had then admitted that she was
wrong, and discharged the cook, there
would have been no trouble at all.” -

Frank was silent.

TuE Popurar.—No. 142,
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The cause of the family trouble would
have made him smile, if he had not been
directly concerned by it. -But a quarrel
with the slightest and most frivolous
beginhings might easily develop into a
lifelong estrangement, and. the quarrel
in the Nugent household had gone far
beyond its original foolish cause now.

“I suppose I must go and see the
Head new,” said Mr. Nugent, “It is
awkward for me—most awkward. How-
ever, I shall assure him that Dick will
return to the school immediately.”

“Yeg, " father.”

Mr. Nugent strode to the door and
threw it open. There was a sudden ex-
clamation in the passage, and a fat
junior flopped on the lincleum almost
under Mr. Nugent’s feet. Frank uttered
a cry of rage.

“Bunter, you cad!
listening 17

Bunter gasped.

“Oh, really, Nugent——""

Mr. Nugent, with a glance of angry

. contempt, pushed Bunter aside and
strode away. Billy Bunter scrambled
up, and blinked nervously at Nugent.

You rotten cad!” groaned Frank.
“It will be all over the school now.”

“I—1 haven’t heard anything,” -said
Bunter. “I was stooping down to tie
up my shoelace, that’s all. I didn't
know your father was here, Nugent, and
I never heard him say anything about
vour mater bolting—— Oh!”

Bunter made a spring out of the study
as Nugent ran towards him with his
fists- clenched. . Bunter’s footsteps died
away down the passage.

Frank Nugent stood with knitted
brows and set teeth. Bunter, the spy
and tattler of the Lower School, had
heard it all—in a short time it would be
common property to all Greyfriars.
Nugent groaned.

You've been

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Bounder Has An idea!
ERNON-SMITH, the Bounder of
Greyfriars, was_ in his study.
Vernon-Smith’s fable was set for
tea, and there was a pleasant
scent in the study of boiled ham ‘and
eggs. Bolsover major and Snoop were
there to tea, and they were looking very
pleased with - the prospect. Vernon-
Smith’s feeds were famous in the Re-
move; the Bounder was a very rich
fellow for a junior, and when he was in
the humour, or had any point to gain,
he would spend money lavishly. e
Bounder had a point to gain now. He
was . generally in opposition to Harry
Wharton & Co., and his feeling towards
Study No. 1 was very bitter just now.

Harry Wharton & Co. were getting up
a play. Vernon-Smith had been offered
a part—a very small part, it is true.
The Bounder had refused it, and
slammed.the door of Study No. 1 in his
wrath, : ,

The feed he was now giving was for
the purpose of soliciting the aid of his
cronies in getting up some scheme to
interfere with Wharton’s production.

The study door opened, and a pair of
large “spectacles glimmered in. Vernon-
Smith cast an angry look at Billy
Bunter. The Owl of the Remove had
a gift for scenling out feeds that was
almost miraculous.

“Get out, you fat cad!” growled the
Bounder.

“I say, you fellows,” said Bunter
affably, apparently not hearing the re-
mark. = “I didn’t know you were feed-
ing. I haven’t come here for tea,
though; I’ve had my tea, and I've got
some news.”

“ Ok, rot 1

Tae PoruLAr.—No. 142.
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“It’s jolly interesting,” said Bunter,
blinking at Vernon-Smith. “Of course,
I shouldn’t mention it to you if Nugent
had been civil about it. But when a
chap  goes for you with both fists,
because you happened to hear about his
family rows by accident—-—"

“Family- - rows!” said Bolsover.
“Have they been having trouble ‘in
Study No. 177

“N-o0,” said Bunter. “I mean about
Nugent’s mater bolting.”

“What|”

“You didn’t know, I suppose——"

“What are you giving us?’ said
Vernon-Smith  suspiciously. “You'd
hetter not let Nugent hear you yarning
about his mater, you ass!”

“QOh, really, Smithy! Nugent couldn’t
deny it, as it’s true.”’ :

“True that his mater’s bolted?”

13 Yes")

“How do you know &

“I happened to stoop down to tie up
my shoe-lace while Nugent’s pater was
talking to him in' Study No. 1,” said
Bunter. =

“I chanced to hear——"2

Bolsover chuckled.

“I’ve no doubt about that,” he re-
marked. ‘‘You happen to hear lots of
things, domn’t you, Bunter—and your
shoe-lace always wants tying when
yow're near a keyhole?”

‘“He, he, he!” cackled Snoop.

“0Oh, really, Bolsover! I trust you
don’t think I would listen to a private
conversation,” said Bunter indignantly.
“What I happen to hear is another
matter. However, if you fellows don’t
want to hear about it—"

“Hold on, Bunter!” said Vernon-
Smith cordially. ‘‘Have some ham and
eggs, will you? We're quite well sup-
plted. And some tea. And there’s tarts
to finish with.”

“I don’t mind if I do, Vernon-Smith,
as you’re so pressing,’” said Billy Bunter,
drawing a chair up to the table. “I’'ve
had tea in Hall, but you know the kind
of tea you get there. I couldn’t have
any in my study; I've been disappointed
about a postal-order, and I happen to be
short of cash at the present moment.
Yes, T'll have some ham—and you may
as well give me three or four eggs at
once; it-will save-the trouble of passing
the dish again. And some pickles. And
some toast.”

Billy Bunter sat down to tea. The
three juniors waited for him to go on
with his information ; but Bunter seemed
to have forgotten it. He was very busy
now with the ham, and eggs, and toast.

“Well,” said the Bounder, at last,
“about Nugent A

© “I say, you f{fellows, this ham is
prime !’

“Yes; but about—"

“Is that tongue over there, Smithy?”

3 Yes. »

-“T'll have some, if you don’t mind
“Here you are?” :
¢ Thanks!”

And Bunter’s jaws worked rapidly, but
only in the way of eating. He seemed
too busy to talk. Vernon-Smith waited
some minutes impatiently. Bunter knew
that Vernon-Smith’s study was the place
to retail anything to the disadvantage of
Harry Wharton & Co., but now that he
was feeding all other matters vanished
from his mind.

“TI’'m waiting,

3 Eh?”
‘“What’s that about Nugent’s mater

bolting?” . g

T really don’t know whether I ought
to tell you fellows, after all,” said Billy
Bunter thoughtfully. *Upon the whole,
perhaps I’d better keep it dark.”
Vernon-Smith’s hand closed upon the
handle- of the poker, and Billy Bunter
went on rather hurriedly. “But if

)

” said Vernon-Smith.

you’d care to hear about it, all right, 1
happened to hear all that Nugent’s pater
said to him in Study No. 1—"

“Your bootlace happened to take a
long time to tie up!”’ Bolsover major
suggested, with heavy sarcasm.

Billy Bunter blinked at him,
nodded, -

“Just so!” he agreed. “That’s how
it was, and I heard it all. There’s been
a row in Nugent’s house, and his mater
}ﬁas ’l’)o]ted, and taken young Dick with

er.

“By Jove,” said Bolsover,
something in it—Nugent miror
gone !”’

“There you are,”’ said Billy Bunter.
“0Old ‘Nugent is going to tell the Head
that he’s coming back in a day or two.
Ile’s gone with his mater now. Old
Nugent seems to be a ridiculous old
duffer. © He quarrelled with his wife
about the kidneys and bacon being burnt
for brekker, and she bolted. She’s gone
off on her own, and old Nugent is on his
lonesome—a giddy grass-widower, you
know. Nugent major is looking jelly
down in the mouth about it, I can tell
you!” : ¢

Vernon-Smith. uttered a quick ex-
clamation.

“My hat! I’'ve got it!”’

“Got what?” asked Billy Bunter.

“What I wanted—an idea,” said the
Bounder coolly. . “But I'm not going to
tell you, to babble it all over the school.
You can clear off!” :

“Oh, really, Smithy—*

“Get out!”

“But I haven’t finished my tea yet

and

“there’s
has

1"

‘roared Bunter.

“You've finishd enough for two
already,” said the Bounder. “Get out!
Will you walk out, or go out on your
neck?”

“Look here——"

“And youd better not let Nugent
know that you've told us this,” -added
the Bounder. “If I know anythingef
him, he’ll scalp you bald-headed if he
knows you've been talking about him.
There’s the door!”

“i-1 S&y—-——” %

“Chuck him out, Bolsover!

“ Certainly,” said Bolsover, rising.

Billy Bunter jumped up. He grasped
a couple of jam-tarts in one hand and a
cake in the other, and skipped to the
door.  Bolsover opened the door and
raised his foot. The Owl of the Remove
darted into the passage, and ngrrowly
escaped the lunge of Bolsover’s boot.

“Buzz off|” said Bolsover. . ‘‘And
don’t stoop down here to tie up your
bootlace, either. If I catch you—-"

“Oh, really——"

Bolsover slammed the door. ...

“What's the idea, Smith?” . asked
Snoop, as Bolsover resumed his place at
the table, and his attacks upon the ham
and eggs. :

Vernon-Smith’s eyes gleamed.

“What price bringing out a rival
play?” he asked.

““ A rival'play?”’ said Bolsover major.

“That’s the wheeze! I think if we
brought out a really good comedy, it
would cut eut the heavy drama they’re
getting up in Study No. 1. What?”

-“1 “don’t quite catch on,” said
Bolsover, * What comedy?” :

“T shall write it myself.”

“«OR 1

“And it will tickle the fellows im-
mensely—a comic. skit, you know, with
personal \ applications to fellows we ali
know,” said the Bounder coolly. “It
will be called ¢ The Grass-Widower; or,
Why Henry Left Home !’ ”

Bolsover and Snoop yelled.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Y rather think that will make Study

"

A GRAND YARN OF THE ROOKWOOD CHUMS.
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that boot?’* he roared.

f“ Are you asleep, Nugent 2’ asked Vernon-Smith.
and the Bounder, who had raised himself on his elbow to call Nugent, received it on his chin.
“You’ll have the foot as well if you don’t shut up !”’ said Bob Cherry.

‘““Nugent, old man——"’

A boot came flying through the air,
f“Ow! Who threw
(See Chapter 4.)

No. 1 sing rather small, eh?” said the
Bounder, with a chuckle.

And the Bounder’s friends agreed cor-
dially that it would.

—_—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
‘Thoe Comedy!

N\ RANK NUGENT did not come
down into the Common-room
that evening. Neither did he do

- his preparation in the study.
He spent the evening in listless, miser-
able thought, His father had gone from
Greyfriars, assuring Frank before he
went that Dick would be sent back the
following'day: Frank doubted it. He
did not believe that his mother would
part with Dicky; and he did not think
that she would have a very happy time
keeping him with her.

Dicky would not enjoy the part he had
to play, of consoling a bereaved woman
and sharing her solitude and grief. Dicky
was too young and too careless to under-
stand such things, and after a.day or
two he 'would certainly be pining for
Greyfriars, and the excitements of life in
the Second Form. But Frank was sure
that his mother would not part with the
boy, and the matter would be a fresh
cause of disagreement between his
parents, and would probably end in
making a reconciliation impossible.

Absurd as the cause of the estrange-
ment was, the estrangement itself was
serious enough; and Frank knew that
every day it lasted would make recon-
ciliation more diffcult.

Frank Nugent was not seen again by
the Removites until bed-time, when he
went up to the Remove dormitory with
the rest. He was pale, and very quiet.
Wingate of the Sixth, who was seeing
lights out for the Remove, looked at him
very curiously in the dormitory.
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¢ Are you ill, Nugent?” he asked sud-
denly.

Frank Nugent coloured.

“No,” he answered.

“You are looking very seedy,” said
Wingate, with real concern. * You must
take care of yourself, you know.”

“I'm all right, thanks.”

“Turn in, you kids!” said Wingate,
laughing.

The Removites turned in, and the
captain of Greyfriars put out the light
and retired.

There was the usual buzz of talk after
lights out.

Frank Nugent was silent. He was not
inclined to sleep; he was feeling troubled
and restless, But neither was he inclined
to talk. The amateur dramatists of the
Remove began to chat on the subject of
the coming representation of “Julius
Ceaesar,” in the hope of interesting Frank
and cheering him up; but he was not to
be drawn.

Vernon-Smith was also talking to
Bolsover and Snoop, who were in the
beds on either side of the Bounder’s.

“1 shall put you down for the part of

the Widower, Bolsover,” said the
Bounder.

“Right-ho!” chuckled Bolsover. I
dare say I shall work it all right. Give

me some good lines.”

“QOh, rather! Snoop will have to take
the feminine part.”

“All serene!” said Snoop. “What
part do you take, Smithy?”

T shall be the son and heir at school,
you know. That will be a very important
character,” said the Bounder. ‘Bol-
sover’s the grass-widower, and you're the
widow, and I'm the elder son. I shall
have to have a minor to make the caste

complete. What about young Bolsover
of the Third?”

FRIARS.

‘Shakespeare.

“Good !” said Bolsover major.
minor will do rippingly.”

“(Good, then!”

. “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Boh
Cherry, as he caught some of the talk.
;‘Are you fellows getting up a play,
0o ?"”

“Yes,” said the Bounder; “nothing in
your line. We're not worrying with
We are going in for some-
thing in the modern comedy line.”

“Bernard Shaw?” suggested Johunny
Bull, with a chuckle. .

“0Oh, no! T'm writing it myself!”
said the Bounder airily.

“My hat! What is it called ?”

“‘The Grass-Widower.” "

“By Jove, that sounds funny!” said
Bob Cherry. “I hope you'll make a
success of it. You'd do better as a
heavy villain, though. It would coma
more natural.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, I dare say we shall make tha
thing comic enough !” said the Bounder.
“There will be topical allusions, you
know; they always go down. The full
title is: ‘ The Grass-Widower; or, Why
Henry Left Home!” »

“Ripping ! said Bolsover.

Frank Nugent started. 2

It seemed impossible that any fellow
in his Form could be cruel enough, and
cad enough, to make fun of his home
troubles, even if he knew about them.
But ‘Frank could not fail to see the drift
of Vernon-Smith’s remarks. He lay
very quiet, trembling a little. .

“When did you think of writing that
comedy first, Smithy?”  asked Harry
Wharton, in a tone which showed
Nugent that he, too, understood.

“Oh, weeks ago!” said the Bounder
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srily.  “Y showed Snoop the first draft
of it last week—didn’t I, Snoopy ?’

“Ves; beginning of the week,” said
Snoop cheerfully.

“We must begin rehearsing to-
morrow,”’ said the Bounder. “We're
going to knock your drama sky-high

with our comedy, Wharton.” .

“You are welcome to do that,” said
Harry.

“Tve thought out the opening lines,”
continued the Bounder, addressing his
friends, ‘‘ First scene, the dining-room
at the Bolters. Enter Mr., and Mrs.
Henry Bolter. Table laid for brekker—
bacon and kidneys. Bolter speaks:
* Mary, the kidneys are burnt!” *

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“Then Mary: ¢Nonsense, my dear!
1t is your faney. If you say another
word about the kidneys, I shall take my
chee-yild and fiee !”

There was a ripple of laughter from
the Remove fellows. Only Wharton and
Bob Cherry understood the application
of the Bounder’s precious comedy to
Frank Nugent’s trouble at home.

Nugent did not speak. He lay quiver-
ing with rage and dismay. He could not
speak. If he accused the Bounder of the
caddishness he was guilty of, he would
only turn his father and mother and
their quarrel into greater ridicule. By
showing that he was hard hit he would,
in fact, be barbing the Bounder’s
arrows against himself,

The only thing he could do was to
pretend not to hear, not to understand,
while the Bounder knew perfectly well
that he both heard and understood.

“Tt will go splendidly !”” said Bolsover

major.

- “Blest if I see much in it!” said
Ogilvy. “If I couldn't write a better
comedy than that, Smithy, I'd get a fag
in the Second Form to write one for
me.” bl

“Oh, the topical illusiens will make it
go!” said the Bounder. “I'm quite
satisfied with it.”

“Faith, and it’s easily satisfied ye are,
then !” said Micky Desmond.

“What do you think of it, Wharton?”

“I think it’s rot, and that you're a
rotter !’ replied Wharton.

“What do you think, Cherry?”

“Go and eat coke!”

“What do you think, Bull?” persis-
ted the Bounder,

“T think you’d better shut up and let
us go to sleep!” said Johnny Bull

“What do you think, Nugent ”

. There was no reply.

“I say, Nugent, how do you like my
comedy 77’

No reply.

“ Are you asleep, Nugent ?”

“Shut up!” said Harry Wharton.
“It’s time we all went to sleep. Will
you be quiet, Smithy ?”

“No, I won’t! Nugent, old man—
yarooooh !

A boot came flying through the air,
and the Bounder, who had raised him-
self on his elbow to call to Nugent, re-
ceived it on his chin. He roared,

“Ow! Who threw that boot ?”

“You'll have the foot as well if you
don’t shut wup!” said Bob Cherry
sulphurously.

“And mine!” said Wharton.

‘“ And mine!” said Johnny Bull,

And the Bounder thought that, upon
the whole, it would be better to shut up.

* But he had done enough. Perhaps even
the Bounder, hard and cynical though
he was would have repented a little if
he could have seen Nugent’s face at
that moment—pale, worn,
with the hot tears rolling
cheeks upon the pillow.

THE PopruLArR.—No. 142,

NEXT
FRIDAY!

down his

wretched,

“THE NEW PORTER!™

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Coker’s Opinion.

ICKY NUGENT did not return to
D Greyfriars the next day. =
What the Head thought about
the matter Frank Nugent .did
not know. Dr. Locke did not speak to
him on the subject. Frank avoided any
chance of meeting the doetor’s eye. He
was a keenly sensitive lad, and he felt
deeply the humiliation of having his
home troubles known and discussed by
strangers. There was no fault of his in
the matter; he would have given his
right hand to see his home happy and
united, like other fellows’ homes. It was
a case of the sins of the fathers being
visited upen the children. Perhaps both
Mr. and Mrs. Nugent would have been
a little more patient with one another
if they had fully understood the trouble
that their disagreement entailed upon
their soms. Frank tried to face the
thing out bravely, and to pretend not
to know that the other fellows were dis-
cussing his intimate concerns, but it was
a hard struggle. It would have been
hard enough if all had been sympathetic
and all tactful. But there were some
who were neither sympathetic nor tact-

ful.

All that Vernon-Smith saw in the
affair was its absurd side, and the chance
of scoring over a niember of the ““Co.”

And Vernen-Smith had no intention of
letting the opportunity pass:

Any open taunts on the subject would
not have done. If the matter had come
out into the open, Frank Nugent was a
hard hitter, and he.had devoted chums
ready to back him up. And he was in
a mood to let fly at a word. The Boun-
der’s little game was deeper than that.
He was getting on with his precious
comedy, and against that it seemed
impossible for Nugent and his friends to
cope. Vernon-Smith kept up the fiction
that he had thought of that little comedy
a long while before, and did not utter a
word to hint that it could possibly refer
to Nugent in any way. He affected,
indeed, to be completely ignorant of
Frank Nugent’s home troubles, to take
no interest whatever in his private con-
cerns. Frank could not even say for
certain that Bunter had told the Bounder
anything, though of course he was pretty
certain of it. And if Nugent raised any
objection to the comedy, on the ground
of Tts being a slur upon his parents, he
would be, in fact, admitting what he
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One or two tactless fellows, who had
heard Bunter’s story—for Bunter told it
wherever he could find listeners—did ask
Nugent if it was true, and if his
“mater ** had “bolted.” The look they
got in response was enough for them,
without any words. The fellows in the
Remove, and in the other Forms, too,
talked of the matter, and made surmises
on the subject. Paget, of the Third,
who was supposed to know all about high
society, being related to any number of
earls and marquises, said 1t wasn’t an
uncommon thing for a chap’s pater or
mater to bolt; he had had an uncle who
had bolted, and there wasn’t any trouble
till he came back again.

Vernon-Smith’s comedy became a sub-
ject” of discussion, too, and the fellows
could not help seeing its connection with
the rumour about Nugent’s people. Most
of them grinned over it, and some of
them asked Vernon-Smith if it was in-
tended as a skit on Nugent. The
Bounder shook his head when he was
asked. He replied categorically that he
knew nothing about Nugent or his
affairs, that he didn’t want to know, and
that he didn’t intend to know. He had
chosen “‘The Grass-Widower ” as a sub-
ject for his comedy, because it was comic.

at was a sufficiently good reason, he
declared. Most of the fellows did not
accept the Bounder’s assurance on the
subject, however. ~They knew that
Vernon-Smith’s word was far from being
as good as his bond.

And some of them told him, in
beautifully plain English what they
thought of him. At which the Bounder
shrugged his shoulders, or sneered, till
Coker came to his study to deliver his
opinion.  Coker of the Fifth was a
powerful fellow, and not to be shrugged
at or sneered at with impunity. Coker
of the Fifth was generally “up against ”
Study No. 1, and he was generally re-
garded as an ass. But Coker took an
exceptionally correct view of this matter,
and when he heard of Vernon-Smith’s
comedy he came to Vernon-Smith’s study
to speak to him on the subject, and
brought a dog-whip with him.

Harry Wharton & Co. met Coker of
the Fifth as he came striding down ‘the
Remove passage, with the dog-whip
under his arm. They lined up across the
passage, prepared to dispute Coker’s pro-

-gress, naturally assuming that the big

Fifth-Former was on the warpath,
But Coker waved his hand in a friendly
way. :

“It’s pax ! he said.

“Is (it?” said Harry Wharton sus-
piciously. “What are you going to do
with that dog-whip?” o

“Use it, I expect. But we shall see.
I'm not after any of you fellows,” said
Coker. . “I'm going to see a worm.”

“Which worm?” asked Bob Cherry,
laughing. 1

“The Bounder.”

The Famous Four opened at once to
allow Coker to pass.

“Oh, that’s all right!” said Johnny
Bull. “Go ghead!”

And Coker grinned and passed on.

He arrived at Vernon-Smith’s door,
and planted his foot against it with a
tremendous kick. The lock. jumped
open, and the door flew back, and Coker
of the Fifth strode in. He kicked the
door shut behind him, as Vernon-Smith
jumped up from the table.

The Bounder had been writing busily.
There were several sheets on the table
covered with writing, and he had scat-
tered a shower of blots over them as he
rose hastily. He glared most un-
pleasantly at Coker.

(Continued on page 18.)
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Quilty, or Not Guilty!

L ROT in, 'Erbert!”
The Fistical Four, of the-

Classical Fourth, were in the

end study, when 'Erbert of the
Second Form tapped timidly at the door
and looked in.

Jimmy Silver’s usually sunny face was
very serious.

Lovell and Raby and Newcome were
very grave, too. The Fistical Four were
not by any means in their accustomed
cheery mood.

Jimmy Silver gave the fag a wel-
coming nod as he appeared in the door-
way.

Mornington IL.—more generally known
as ~'Frbert—was pale, and there was
a suspicious redness about his eyelids.

He came timidly into the study.

“Cheer up, kid!” said Lovell kindly.

“It wasn’t your fault, 'Erbert,” said
Raby. “ You couldn’t help your precious
cousin bagging your banknotes!”

'Erbert’s pale face flushed.

“He never did!” he exclaimed hotly.

“'BErbert, old chap!” murmured
Jimmy Silver.

“That's what I come ’ere to speak
about,” said 'Erbert. “Master Silver,
won't you stand by Mornington, an’ see
him through? All the fellows are saying
that he is a thief!”

“Well, isn’t he?” demanded New-

come, in surprise.

*““No, he ain’t!”

“You young ass!”

“ Master Silver

Jimmy Silver knitted his brows.

“Look here, 'Erbert,” he said quietly.
“This won't do. I know you're attached
to Mornington, and that he did a lot for
vou in the past, but there’s such a thing
as common-sense, you know. - Morny
came to your dorm last night and bagged
two fivers from your pocket. You know
he did. What’s the good of sticking out
that he didn’t, when you know he did?"”

“He didn’t!”

“Oh;, rot!”

“Then you won't ’elp ’im?” said
"Erbert wistfully. “I thought you ’ad
more sense, Master Silver! As if Morny
could be a thief!”

“He’s a gambler,” said Raby curtly.
“It’s not such a tremendous step from
gambling to stealing.”
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“He couldn’t
'ave done it!”
"Erbert’s voice
trembled. ““As if
he would! If
he'd asked me,
I'd ’ave given ’im
the money, and ai!
I ’ad, too! You
know what Master Morny ’as done for
me! Me, what was starving in the road,
when he found me and brought me 'ome,
and all his ’igh-class pals sneerin’ at ’im
for doin’ of 1t!”

"Erbert’s voice broke.

Jimmy Silver shifted uneasily. He
had no doubt of Mornington's guilt, but
Erbert’s loyal faith held true, in spite
of the clearest of evidence.

“It ain’t proved!” went on 'Erbert.
“It can’t be proved! I didn’t think
you would go for a chap what was down,
Master Silver!”

Jimmy made an impatient gesture.

“Look here, 'Erbert, it is proved!”
he exelaimed.

“Clear as daylight!” growled Lovell,

“It ain’t!” said 'Frbert.

“For goodness’ sake, listen to me!”
exclaimed Jimmy Silver. “I'll try to
make you see sense. Two five-pound
notes were taken from your pocket-book
while you were asleep last night.
Mornington’s handkerchief was picked
up in your dormitory.”

“Jt was put there!” said 'Erbert.

“Oh, rot! Morny’s own chum, Erroll,
suggested searching him, to prove that
he ﬁadn't got the banknotes,” said
Jimmy Silver. “HErroll thought that
would clear Morny, and we all hoped it
would. And Mornington objected, and
had to be searched by force.”

“He'’s proud!” said 'Erbert. “He
wouldn’t be suspected, an’ he wouldn't
be touched. He’s proud, I know. And
ain’t he got a right to be proud—a splen-
did feller like ’im?”

“He had to be searched by force,”
said Jimmy, unheeding. “And one of
the banknotes was found on him.”

“I—1I know it was.”

“Well, what evidence do you want
stronger than that?” demanded New-
come.

“It was planted on ’im some'ow !”

“That’s pretty steep!” said Jimmy
Silver. “But a feliow might take that
yiew if Mornington hadn’t resisted the
search. But he did resist, and the bank-
note was found on him. Look here,
"Brbert; I know all that Morny did for
you, and it was ripping 6f him—I've said
so. But facts are facts!”

“Te wouldn’t soil his 'ands stealin
said 'Irbert. “Besides, where was the
need for 'im to steal?”

e
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Jimmy shrugged his shoulders.

“That's plain enough. He's hard up,
and he’s always been accustomed to have
plenty of money, and making ducks and
drakes of it. Last term he was the
richest fellow at Rookwood. This term
he’s one of the poorest. Since his missing
cousin turned up—your merry self,
"Erbert—Morny has been practically on
his uppers.”

“But——"
“Yes, I know his uncle looks after him,
but it’s different. Besides, he hates

taking money from his uncle, and he’s
even working for a scholarship to avoid
doing so. I'm willing to admit this much
—that perhaps he looks on himself as
having a right to your money, as he was
brought up to believe that the Morning-
ton money was his. He mayn’t have
looked on it as ordinary theft. But
that’s all that can be said for him.”

“That ain’t all!” said "Erbert.

“Well, what else is there?” asked
Jimmy Silver impatiently.

“There’s this ’ere,”” said 'Erbert.
“ Morny ’adn’t any need to steal. Think
T've forgotten all he done for me? I
wouldn’t mnever ’ave knowed my own
name, or 'ad any money at all, if Master
Morny hadn't taken me in when he sup-
posed I was jest a tramp on the road.
I've begged Master Morny to take ’arf
my money, and he's refused.”

“That’s his pride, if you like.”

“Them banknotes,” continued "Erbert.
“Why, I'd ’ave been 'appy to 'and them
to Master Morny if he’d wanted them—
he had only to say the word. I'd 'ave
given him them, or anything else, and
been 'appy to do it. Think he’d steal
them when he could 'ave them for the

“That's where Morny’s pride comes
in,” said Jimmy, with a curl of the lip.
“I know he wouldn't ask for money.
But he’s taken it.”

“You're up agin Master Morny,” said
"Erbert. I thqught you'd see what was
right Master Silver; but you don’t.”

“QOh, ratsl”

“Do you mean to say that you still
believe in him?? demeznded Lovell.

“Yes, I does.” 2

“Then you're a young idiot!”

“I'd rather be a young idjit than
believe that Master Morny was a thief,”
said "Erbert simply, “I know he ain't!
And if this 'ere matter comes before the
'Ead, I won't let Master Morny suffer.
I'd rather tell lies, an’ swear that I never
’ad any banknotes at all!”

*“Tt won't come bofore the Head,” said
Jimmy Silver, after a pause. ‘‘It's not
known fo any of the masters or prefects.
I don’t suppose that anybody will repori
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it. We all know what to think of Morn-
ington now. He'll be sent to Coventry
by all the Lower School, and I hope he’ll
clear out! I sha’'n’t say anything about
bhim, at all events.”

“We don’t want a thief
wood I’ grunted Lovell.

“He can’t stay, now he’s found out,”
said Jimmy, ‘“Let him leave quietly,
without a scandal, If he doesn’t go, we’ll
put it to him plainly.”

““Well, that’s all right.”.

“And so you're down on ’im, all of
you?” said ’Erbert.

“Yes, rather,” answered the Fistical
Four, with one voice.

’Erbert gave them a miserable, hag-
gard look, and turned and left the study
without another word.

“Young ass!” grunted Lovell.

Jimmy Silver had a troubled look.

“He is a young ass, and no mistake,”
he said.  “ But—but this is a blow to the
poor kid. He simply worshipped Morny,
and—and, after all, it was splendid the
way Mornington .took him up. It was
pretty hard on Morny, 'Erbert turning
out to be the missing heir of Mornington,
But there isn't any excuse for a thief.
But—but I'm sorry for 'Erbert.”

And the Fistical Four went down to
the Common-room with glum faces.

They were sorry for ’Erbert, and
touched by his devetion to his herq. His
blind faith in Morny, in spite of the evi-
dence of the plainest facts, was a little
exasperating ; but it was touching, all the
same.

The whole affair was disturbing and
troublesome. It was not pleasant, either,
to think of its getting about Rookwood,
especially to the ears of the Moderns.

It was a disgrace to the Classical side,
and to Rookwood generally.

The only thing was for Mornington to
go, and the soconer he went, the better
1t would be for all concerned.

at Rook-

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Facing the Music!
HERLE was a crowd in the junior
Common-room.
Nearly all the Classical Fourth
were there, and most of the
An excited discussion was going

discovery of Mornington’s dis-
honour had greatly excited the Classical
juniors.

No one was inclined to lay information
before the Head on the subject.  Bul

that Mernington, a proved thief, should

stay at Rookwood, was impossible.

He must go!

If he did not choose to go, he would
have to be made to go; that was the
general opinion. And Jimmy Sitver, dis-
inclined as he was to kick a fellow who
was down, heartily agreed.

. As captain of the Fourth, Jimmy Silver
was expected to taks the lead in the
matter. He was quite prepared to do so.

The fellows were not surprised that
Mornington did not put in an appear-
ance. -In the circumstances, it was natural
enough that he did not want to face his
scheolfellows. Even Morny’s nerve was
not equal te that.

But the Classicals were quite mistaken
on that point. The discussion was still
going on, when Tubby Muffin squeaked
out:

“Here he is!”?

The clegant dandy of the Fourth stood
in the doorway, looking at the crowd of
Juniors with a cool smile.

All eyes were turned on Mornington
at once.

“By gad!” ejaculated Townsend.
TrHE Porurar.—No. 142,
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“He’s got the cheek to show himself
here, after all! By gad!”

“What a nerve!” said Smythe of the
Shell.

“Don’t come in here, Mornington!”
growled Higgs. *““You're not wanted
here! We bar thieves!”

“Yes, rather!”

“Get out, you rotter!”

Mornington stepped calmly into the
room. Angry looks and jeers had no
more perceptible effect upon him than
hail upon glass.

“By gad! You fellows seem excitad
this evenin’!”” said Mornington calmly.
“ Anythin’ special on?”

“What a nerve?” repeated Adolphus
Smythe, with some admiration. “ Doesn't
he take the merry biscuit—what ?” -

“He'll take somethin’ else if he sticks
here!” grunted Lattrey. ‘‘Does the fool
think he can brazen it out?”

‘“Looks like it !”

Kit Erroll followed Mornington into
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the Common-room, and joined him. He
was dismayed by Mornington’s insolent
coolness, but he would not desert his
chum,

Jimmy’s Silver’s brow was dark,

Morny’s supercilious cheek was not
pleasant at any time. At the present time
it was intolerable, and not to be borne.

There was a threatening murmur from
all sides. ’

It did not affect Mornington. With
his hands in his pockets, and a cool smile
on his face, he glanced round at the
lowering juniors.

“Quite a merry meetin’!” he re-
marked. “Am I flatterin’ myself un-
duly, or is this excitement on my own
account?”’ 3

“Ye thafe of the world——" growled
Flynn.

“Look here, you rotter——" began
Lovell hotly.

“You sneaking worm!”

“You thievin’ cad!”

“Don’t all speak at once!” urged
Mornington. . “You're all delightful;

but if you all speak at once I lose some
of the pleasure of your conversation.

‘Take it n turns.”

Jimmy Silver strode towards Morn-
ington.

- The dandy of the Fourth eyed him
coolly, and did not recede an inch.

“You takin’ first turn?” he asked.
“Ring off, you others, an’ give Jimmy
Silver a chance! I'm sure we shall enjoy
his well-known eloquence. Go it, Silver!”

“If you think you can brazen it out,
Mornington, you're making a mistake!”
said Jimmy Silver grimly. “You've
brought a good deal of disgrace on your
Form, one way and another. You've
touched the limit now. A thief isn’t
wanted at Rookwood. You can under-
stand that, I suppose.””

“Quite |

“Nobody wants to inform against
you,” went on Jimmy. ‘“That’s not in
our line. But we expect you to get out
of the school. It’s not much to ask,
considering that you would be expelled
at once if the Head knew the facts!”

“\Vhy?” :

“Why?” echoed Jimmy, taken aback.

“Yes; why?”

““Are you potty? I suppose you know
the Head would expel you if he knew
you were a thief?” exclaimed the cap-
tain of the Fourth,

“You said if he knew the facts!”
smiled Mornington. “If the Head knew
the facts, dear boy, he would pat. me
on the back. as a sadly wronged an’
innocent youth, and I suppese he would
expel the fellow who pinched 'Erbert’s
banknotes. I'm sure I hope he would!”

“You silly, cheeky ass!”’ roared Lovell.
“Do you think you're going to get any-
body to believe that?”

“Certainly !’

“Well, you’re mistaken,” said Jimmy
Silver. “You needn’t take that line,
Morny. It won’t do you any good.”

“You - know you're guilty, you
rotter!” growled Conroy. “What’s the
good of lying?”

“Am T allowed to speak a word or
two?” asked Mornington, with. un-
diminished calmness. ‘“I believe there’s
such a thing as fair play.”

“You can say what you like,” said

Jimmy Silver. “It won’'t make any
difference !” i
“Thanks! 1In the first place,” said
Mornington, “I'm innocent!”
iiRa‘ts!)i
“Rot!;’
“Liar?® "
“Shush! T haven’t finished yet, and

this is my innings, you know.”
“Let him run on,” said Jimmy.
“Thanks! Bein’ innocent, gentle-
men, I am sorry to see you backin’ up
like this, and playin’ the game.of the
rott,er who planted 'Erbert’s banknote on
me.”

“Oh, draw it mild!” said Van Ryn.

“I beg to point out that Jimmy
Silver, our .respected and never-suffi-
ciently-to-be-admired Form captain, was
once suspected of theft, owin’ to a bank-
note bein’ found in his clothes. TIs
there any gentleman present who doubts
the lofty an’ unstained moral character
of Jimmy Silver?”

“Why, you rotter,” roared Lowvell, “it
was you planted it on him, and you
owned up to it!” &

“Quite so. I am only mentionin’ the
circumstance as an illustration;” said
Mornington urbanely. “1 have first-
hand knowledge of the matter, as 1
planted it on Jimmy Silver, as you ex-
press it, May I suggest that another
rogue—even worse than I was at that

(Continued on page 13.)
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THE WITCH OF |
WAPSHOT !

——l g ¥

By SAMMY BUNTER.

In the villidge of Wapshot, not far from
Greyfriars, their lives a witch named Mother
Mooney.

If she had lived in the olden days she wood
have been burnt at the steak. At any rate,
she would have been put in the stox.

Last Wensday, it being a % hollerday, I
went ‘over to see the old hagg. I crossed
her palm with a peace of silver, as rekwested,
and she was too short-sited to see that it
had a whole in it.

. ¥ 1‘3!1 me my forchune, Mother Mooney,”
said.

“Sertingly, my child. Now, to begin with,
yore line of life is very good. Like the
herrings which you fry in the 2nd Form-
room, you will live to a ripe old age.”

“A hupdred?”

“ At the very leest.”

“That’s good! Now, what about the line
of luv?”

“At the age of thirty,” said Mother
Mooney, “you will lose yore hart to a plump
cook. ‘You will woo and wed her, and live
happily*ever after,”

“ BEggsellent !”

“But their is trubble in store for you in
the immejit fewoher,” said the eld dame.
“A dark man will come into yore life, and
cause you grate pane.’

I didn't understand this at the time, but ]

I understood it all rite neckst day.

The “dark man ” was mister twigg, my
Form-master, and he sertingly caused me
grate pane. He gave me three on each paw
for putting an' upterned tintack on his chair.

“You will also go on a jerney by water,”
said Mother Mooney. “And their will be a
kallamity.”

This also came trew.

On the neckst 3 hollerday I hired a boat
at Pegg Bay, and foundered in a ruff sea.
Forchunately, a fishing-boat came to the
reskew. I was taken out of the water, and
after artyfishul inspiration had been applied,
I was as rite as rane.

Mother Moeney told me menny other things,
and she was korreckt in every detale.

I think forchune-telling is simply wunder-
ful—don’t you, deer reeder? One of these
days I shall set up in bizziness as a forchune-
teller myself. The prophets will be like my
own serkumferense—enormous !

Supplement I.]
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My Deer Reeders,—I'm not sertain weather
“mistery ” is the korrect word to use in
konneckshun with this number.

The stories and artikles in this issew of
my “Weekly” will deel with palmistry,
fortune-telling, and all that sort of thing.
I rather think it all comes under the head-
ing of mistery. Anyway, they tork about
%ask?erleen and Devvant’s misteries, don’t

ey?

I'm rather proud of this partikular num-
ber, bekawse I got out the idear myself.
Sumtimes I cribb idears from Wharton
(’sh!), and sumtimes I get them from my
reeders, who write and say, “Deer Billy,—
Pleese have a speshul Marbels Number,” or
sumthing of that sort. But this time the
fool creddit belongs to me. It was a reel
Bunter brane-wave.

1 am very lucky to have on my staff
sevveral felloes who are eggspert fortune-
tellers. By glansing at the palms of yore
hands, they can tell weather you are in the
babbit of washing reggularly.

I have also engaged the servisses of Tom
Brown, who is a frennologist. In case you
don't no what this meens, I will eggsplain.
A frennologist is a fello who eggsamines yore
bumps. He punches you on the napper, and
he can tell by the shape of yore scull
weather you will ever become a grate rowing
champion, or anything like that. You will
enjoy Browney's artikle, I feel shore.

Fortune-telling bhas a grate fassination for
most felloes. As a rool, you have to cross
the fortune-teller’s palm with a peace of
silver, but I am not on the make. Sevveral
reeders have ritten to me from time to time,
asking me to tell there karrackters from there
handwriting. I am giving a speshul kollum
of replies in this issew, without making any
charge for same. W. G. B. i3 not a
phopheteer!

1 trussed this novvel number will be a
erate suxxess. If it falls flat, it will be a
sharp blow for ;

Yore misterious pal,

Sl

-:- FISHY, THE -.-
FORTUNE-TELLER !

B

By DICK PENFOLD.

Cross my palm with a tanner, boys, .
And T'll tell your fortune for you.
No bounce, no bluff, it’s genuine stuff—

Look slippy, I implore you!
I'll tell you if you'll win success,
Or be an “also-ranner.”
T'll tell you lots of things, I guess,
If you'll cross my palm with a tanner!

I'll tell you what you're going to be
At the age of five-and-twenty,
T'll tell you what the fauture's got
In the way of peace and plenty.
T'll tell you if you're going to climb
To Fame in a rapid manner,
Or whether you're booked for a life ot
crime—
If you'll cross my palm with a tanner!

There are those who eriticise my stunts;
But do not heed the scoffer.

Come round to-day, without delay,
To clinch this tempting offer.

T'll tell you all that the Fates do hold
If you'll rally round my banner,

And cross my palm—with. a piece of

gold?
+No, no—with a humble tanner!

S
A CGREAT PEACE OF NEWS.
SPECIALCARNIVAL NUMBER

NEXT WEEK.
Don't miss this grand feast of
stories.—W. Q. B,
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' WITCH!” exclaimed Jimmy Silver.
“A which?”
“A witch!”
“Which witch?”

Jimmy Silver spun round from the study
window at which he was standing, and be-
stowed a hostile glare upon Lovell, Newcome,
and myself.

“Stop slinging those tongue-twisters at me
for gooduess’ sake!” He growled. “You’ll be
saying, * Which switcii is the switch, miss, for
Ipswich?’ next!”

“Can you really see a witch,
asked Lovell.

“Well, there’s an old hag who looks re-
markably like one coming across the quad,”
said Jimmy Silver. “Come and cast your
optics upon her.”

We joined our chum at the window, and
saw that he had spoken truly.

A" doddering, decrepit old dame was in the
act of crossing the quad. She was shrouded
from head to foot in a shawl of the type worn
by gipsies. She leaned heavily on a stout
stick, and her face—of which only the lower
portion was visible—seemed wizened and
drawn,

“ My hat!” said Newcome. “What does she
want at Rookwood, I wonder?”

“Not your aged grandmother come to see
you, .}\mmy" 1 suggested.

“Rats!

We watched the strange creature until she
finally disappeared into the building.

But we had not seen the last of her.

A moment later there was a shuffling of
feet in the corridor, and a rat-ta-tat sounded
on the door of the study.

“Come in!” sang out Jimmy Silver.

t was the ancient dame who entered. She
came into the study looking in the last
stages of exhaustion, and sank down-on to
the sofa. We gazed at her in astonishment.

~ “I have walked many a weary mile, my
masters,” she said, in a croaking voice. “I
would fain partake of refreshment.”

“Who-—who are you?” gasped
Silver.

“1 am Mother Maloney, and I am a woman
of strange and wonderful powers. &»c'ne call
me a Mtch Maybe they are right.”

We edged away from the strange woman,
shuddering a little.

“Be not afraid, my masters.” she said re-
assuringly. “I will do you no harm. All
that I crave is a bowl of tea and some food.
It is long since I had bite or sup.”

Jimmy?”

Jimmy

“But- why did you come here?” said
Newcome. “1 should have thought you
would have called at some cottage, if you
were hungry and thirsty.”

“Alas! The cottagers of to-day do not
bestow hospitality upon such as me. But

young gentlemen at school are kind of “eurt
and I know you will not turn me away.”

“Of course we won’t!” said Jimmy Silver.
“Lucky you weren't seen by any of the
masters, though. They would have ordered
you to qmt Put the kettle on, Raby, there’s
a good chap, and I'll go along to the tuck-
shop-and lay in provisions.”

Jimmy Silver was back in a few minutes
with a big bag of scones and cakes.

I bustled about and made the tea, and
Lovell laid the table.

Mother Maloney fell to with a good appe-
tite. Indeed, her appetite would have com-
pared favourably with that of Tubby Muffln.

Somewhat to our surprise, we noticed that
the old dame had all her teeth intact.
Witches, as a rule, are tcothless old hags,
and we could not understand it. Finally,
however, we came to the conclusion that
Mother Maloney’s teeth were false.

We attempted to have our own tea at the
same time, but we hardly got a look-in.

Our weird guest demolished the majerity of
the scenes and cakes herself. Then she turned
to Jimmy Silver.

“Would it be taxing your kindness too much
to‘dask you to go and get some more?” she
gald.
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“Nunno! Not at all!” muttered Jimmy.

And he paid a further visit to the tuck-
shop for Mother Maloney’s benefit.

Altogether our visitor consumed about five
shillingsworth of cakes, which was pretty
good going for a doddering old creature of
ninety.

“Now,” she said, wrinkling her face into a
queer smile, “if you will cross my palm with
a piece of silver I will tell your fortunes.”

Jimmy Silver good-naturedly complied.

Mother Maloney examined his palm intently.

“A long life and a happy one,” she said.
“But stay! You are shortly to become the
victim of a delusion—a hoax. One of your
deadly enemies——"

“Haven't got any!” said Jimmy Silver.

“Qne of your keenest rivals, then, will score
over you.”

“QOh, that's all rot!" said Jimmy
patiently. “How is he going te do it?”

Before Mother Maloney could reply the door
opened, and Bulkeley of the Sixth came in.

“I’ve been told that there’s a strange
woman here,” he began. “Ah, there she is! 1

im-

Mother Maloney demolished the majority
of the cakes and scones, then usked
Jimmy Silver for more.

say, ma’am, you've no right here, you know.
I must request you to leave these premises.”

A startled expression came over the old
dame’s face.

*Oh, crumbs!” she gasped.

It was not in her usual croaking voice that
she uttered the exclamation. It was in a
voice which we knew well—only too well.

For the voice belonged to Tommy Dodd, of
the Moderns!

Instantly we jumped to our feet.

“Spoofed!” shouted Jimmy Silver.

“Dished and done!” gasped Lovell. “It's
that”Modern bounder, made up as a witch!”

“Just look at the make-up on his chivvy!”
exclaimed Newcome. “Why didn’t we notice
it before?”

Bulkeley gave a gasp.

“Is it—is it really young Dodd?” he ex-
claimed.

“it is—it are!” replied the cheerful voice of
Temmy Dodd. “You must admit that I've
fairly scored over these beggars this time,
Bulkeley !”

The captain of Rookwood grinned.

HE shouhl advise you to go and shed that
rig-out,” he said, “or you’ll be getting
mobbed. Witches aren’t populal in this
country. 'They never were.” .

Tommy Dodd turned to Jimmy Silver.

“Thanks for the excellent tea!” he said
sweetly.

We were writhing with helpless fury. It
was impossible to deal with Tommy Dodd
whilst Bulkeley was present. And Tommy
Dodd knew it. Chuckling with merriment, he
kissed his hand to us and withdrew.

This narrative in a nutshell goes to prove
that it isn’t always the Classicals who Come
out on top.

KARRACKTER

FROM

HANDWRITING!

THE EDITOR SIZES UP
SUM OF HIS REEDERS.

“A Staunch Bunterite ” (Battersea).—
Yore - fool, round handwriting denotes
that you are fond of a good skware meel.
I don’t meen to imply that you are
greedy, but you like a lot. You and me
have a grate deel in kommon. You are
short-sited, and yore bootlace has a ten-
densy to come undun. You are a luvver
of dum annimals, and have a grate
affeckshun for me!

R. W. B. (Reading).—You are rather
meen in yore habbits. I can tell that
bekawse you didn’t stamp yore letter,
and I had to pay forepense on it.
shall be broke for the rest of the term
now.  Besides, you’ve crammed 1,500
words on to a % sheet of notepaper;

anuther proof that you’re meen. Don’t
get ratty with me. I.don’t meen any-
thing, eggsept that you're meen. See
what I meen?

Fred R. (Manchester).—You - were

upset when you wrote yore letter, and
so was the ink. In fackt, their’s such a
big blott across yore missiff that I karn’t
see the handwriting. It is impossibul for
me to sighs you up, but I should say
you were a bit of a chump.

Maidie 8. (Kensington).—From yore
handwriting I should. say you were a
charming yung lady with bobbed have,
dreemy eyes, and dimpled cheeks. You
are a very fassinating yung person, and
a keen supporter of my “‘V‘eenlv‘
Won't it be awful if you tern out to be
a doddering old deer of ninety?

“ Battling Mike ” (Bermondsey).—You
are a bit of a boolly, I'm afrade. I can
tell that by the thickness of yore down-
ward strokes. You wood nock me into
the middel of neckst week if you had
4 a chanse. But you won’t get it—see?

“Tubby ” (Burton-on-Trent). — Yore
handwriting is very similar to my own.
You are, therefore, a grate genius, a fello
who will go far, espeshully if sumboddy
eggsplodes a ton of dynermite just
behind you'!

Rupert H. (Cheltenham). — The
flurrishes at the end of yore words
denote grate welth. You are evidently
rolling in ritches. If you wood advanse
me five bob' till my postle-order came 1
should nevver forgive you—IL meen,
forgett you!

“Peeping Tom ” (Coventry).—I don’t
like yore handwriting a bit. You are
a Nosey Parker, always interfering in
matters which don’t konsern you. Yore
letter is a yvery cheeky one into the bai-
gain, and if you are not careful I shall
come up to Coventry and tweek that
long nose of yores!

“A Lover of Doughnuts ? (Exeter).—
See reply to “Tubby ” above. You are
a fello after my own heart. May you

always bo hail and harty, and long may
you Tain |

[Supplement II.
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your noble brows in perplexity, and
saying:

“What the merry dickens is a con-
sulting phrenologist?”

A phrenclogist, dear reader, is neither a

imagine some of you wrinkling

|

fish, a fowl, nor a good red-herring. It is a
person who c¢an tell by the shape and
development of your cranium exactly what
sort of a fellow you are, what you are best
suited for when you grow up, and what your
principal faults and failings are. He is an
individual who can weigh you up, and tell
your character to a *“t.”

For some time I have heen a deep and
earnest student of phrenology, and I have
now started in business as a consulting
phrenologist.

Fellows have flocked to me in their thou-
sands to have their “bumps ” examined. I
have been patronized by his Highness the
Nabob of Bhanipur—commonly known as
“Inky "—and also by Lord Mauleverer, Sir
James Vivian, and other shining lights of
the nobility and gentry.

My fees are a beb per consultation. In
Lendon you would have to pay two guineas;
but Tom Brown is not a profiteer. He is
merely a prophet here!

In order that readers of “Billy Bunter’s
Weekly ” may have proof of my ability, I give
below details of the examinations I have
made this week.

The first client who came to me was the
editor of this journal. I sized him up as
follows:

BUNTER, W. G.

Bump of Knowledge: Not in evidence.

Bump of Imagination: Strougly developed.
Hence Bunter’s vivid accounts of rescuing
people from drowning and performing similar
heroic feats!

Bump of Intelligence: Conspicuous by its
absence,

Bump of Observation: Very good.
Peeping Tom, Bunter has no equal.

Bump of Veracity: Considerably under-
developed. It will be impossible for Bunter
te speak the truth, except by accident!

_ Bump of Greed: Strongly pronounced.
Bunter’s appetite is insatiable. He could go
on eating till further orders.

Bump of Mentality: All efforts to locate
the brain have failed. It can therefore be
safely - assumed that Bunter is totally
deficient in this respect.

General Character: Very poor. TUnless a
marked improvement is shown, Dartmoor will
be Bunter’s ultimate destination. I can
detect no virtues in his charaecter, but a whole
host of vices. I foresee breakers ahead—
unless he turns over a new leaf.

As a

(Brown, you beest, you're not a frennolo-
gist at all! You're a slanderer! How dare
you say such things about the edditer of this
jernal? If you are not careful, I shall ask
you to meet me in the Jim, and then I shall
adminnister the nock-out!—Ed.)

So mueh for Billy Bunter,

The next client to call upon me was Bol-
sover major. I inspected his bumps, and
sent him the following diagnosis of his
character:

“Your head is shaped like that of a
pugilist. If you take up prize-fighting as a
profession, you are hound to make a great
hit one of these days! Your bump of men-
tality is like Bunter’s. There is no evidence
that you possess a brain. The cavity is over-
developed, showing that you are a bully
of the worst type. You are very fond of
ill-treating fags—and smoking them!

“I am sending this report round to you by
hand. If I gave it to you personally, you
would doubtless reduce me to a pulp.”
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That’s a pretty. accurate summing up of
Bolsover major. Don't you think so?

My next visitor was Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. He was very pleased with my de-
seription of him, which I framed in the best
English language.

“I have carefully examined your esteemed
bumps bumpfully, .and find that the good
points in your esteemed and worthy charac-
ter are terrific!

“Beneath that dark and curly mop of hair
is an active' and clever brain, and your
bump of knowledge is strongfully developed.
The same remark applies to your bump of
loyalty and your bump of courage. It is
easy for an esteemed and ludicrous phrenolo-
gist like myseli to see that you are the
worthy and illustrious scion of a noble race.
By the way, Inky, could you lend me half-
a-crown till Saturday?”

Needless to state, Inmky turned up trumps.
Not oniy did he lend me the half-crown,
but he insisted wpon paying a double fee
for the consultation.

Then in came Coker of the Fifth.

“I hear youre a bhit of a phrenologist,
young Brown,” he said.

I bowed.

“Well, would you mind examining
bumps?”

And Coker turned down his sock, display-
ing a couple of large bumps.

my

The third blow from Coker

caught me
under the chin and | alighted in a
huddled heap in the fireplace.

“I got ’em during a footer mateh,” he
explained.

“Ass!” I growled. “I can’t judge your
character from bumps of that sort. It’s the
bumps on your mnapper that I want to
examine. Be seated!”

Coker dropped into a chair, and 1 ran my
fingers over his cranium. E

“Yours,” I said, “is the head of a lunatic.”

“What!” hooted Coker.

“Be calm!” I murmured. “You might
have had the head of a criminal, which
would have been far worse. As it is, the
shape of your nut suggests mental deficieney.”

“You—you—"

“I should advise you to consuit a mental
specialist without delay. You ought not
to be at large. You are on the wrong side
of the Colney Hatch wall.”

“This isn’t phrenology!” shouted Coker.
“It’s confounded cheek! Where's my bump
of poetry, I should like to know?”

“You haven't got one. You couldn’t write
poetry if you tried. In fact, you couldn't
invent or create anything. Your intellect is
warped. The only bump on your cranium
which is developed above the average is the
bump of idiocy.”

“Look here—"

“You would make an excellent comedian.
1f you manage to.dodge the Iunatic asylum,
1 should advise you to go on the boards.
George Robey and the rest of the comedians

By Tom Brown,
Consulting Phrenologist.

et

wouldn’t be able to hold a candle to you.
You'd freeze them out.”

That was too much for Coker. With a
bellow like that of an infuriated bull, he
rose to his feet, and launched a frontal
attack upon me.

“Take that, you cheeky young cub--and
that—and that!”

The first blow made me gasp. The second
mgde me stagger. The third caused me to
alight in a huddled heap in the fireplace.

Having thus let off steam, Coker strode
out of the study.

“Come back!” I groaned. “You haven’t
paid my consultation fee! I want a bob!”

¥ th}t you want,” said Coker, looking back
over his shoulder, “is a tanner—somebody
to tan your hide for you!”

And he went on his way,

That’s. the worst of being a. phrenologist,
If you're frank with a fellow, he abways
takes offence at it!

I managed to collect a few more hobs
| during the day.

Peter Todd dropped in for a consultation,
and I told him he would make a firstclass
lawyer, which pleased him very much,

Dick Penfold came along, and I predicted
for him a great career as a poet. I told
him  his head was shaped just like Lord
Byron’s. This delighted him so mueh that he
invited me to his study for tea!

I informed Lord Maulevercr that he had
all the -qualifications for becoming the chief
of a (}ove.rument Department. This pleased
hlls lgrdshxp mightily, for he’s very fond of
sleep !

I told Oliver Kipps that he would onme day
perfg)rm conjuring feats before erowned
heads. T told Fisher T. Fish that he would
become one of the rost noterious swindlers
of the age. I brought visions of the tread-
mill before the horrified gaze of Harold
Skinner. I prophesied that Harry Wharton
would one day become a field-marshal, and
Tom Redwing an admiral.

§ was even permitted to examine the
bumps of Mr. Prout, and when I told him he
had the makings of a great golfer and a
sure shot he fairly beamcd, and invited me
to tea on Sunday.

Anybody else want their bumps examined?
If so, they should make an appointment with
Tom Brown, the greatest phrenologist of
modern times! b

THE END.

o8- 0000000000001

EH R BT TR RS

LOCAL LIMERICKS.
By MONTY LOWTHER.
T R THEH BT R H

There’s a blade in the Sixth known as Knox,
Who was “stony "—in fact, on the rox;
So he backed a fine horse,
Which broke down on the course,
And gave him the greatest ot shox!

There’s a comical fellow called Wynn,
Who does not regard it a synn,

To seek the school shop

+And to drink ginger-pop

Until he has blued all his tyan!

There’s a chap in the Shell known as Guni,
Who rallies round Grundy for funn,

But he’s quite a good sort,

And believes, like a sport,
That a game isn't lost tiil it’s wumn!

Tee PoruLar.—No. 142.
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PEEPS INTO THE
FEWCHER !

By Our Tame Proffit,
BAGGY TRIMBLE:

¥

ag

o

I am a very good proffit, as others no
to there loss, T've got an uncanny way
of looking into the fewcher, and seeing
what it holds in store.

* * *

What will happen fifty yeers hense?
Trussed Trimble to no. Will 8t. Jim’s
be standing? Yes—unless it’s been bernt

down in the meentime. Will Baggy
Trimble still be hear? No. Wear will
he be? He will be Kommander-in-

Cheef of the’ Brittish Air Force, kon-
ducting the war against Mars!

* * *

And wear will Tom Merry be? Ah!
He won't be very merry fifty yeers
hense, I can assure you! He will be
down at heal, carrying sandwidge-bords
along the Strand, or selling pickcher-
posteards of London at tuppence a time.
How are the mity fallen!

* * £

And Lowther? He will be serving a
term of imprisonment for perpetrating
potty puns! And serve him jolly well
rite! g

% % %

Fatty Wynn will be a sheff at one of
the big hotels in London—either the
Carlton or the Writs, Keer will be one
of the leeding lites at Scotland Yard.
And Figgins—goodness knows what will
happen to Figgins! He will probably be
cattle-farming at the South Pole.

* X ®

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy will be a
prosperous country skwire. Harry
Hammond wiill be his lodge-keeper.
Herries, of corse, will be a dog-breeder
in a small way; and Jack Blake will
keep a fride-fish shopp.

¥ ¥ ®

Racke will come to a nasty end. His
tellygraffick address will be ¢ Convict 99,
Dartmoor.,” And Skimpole, if he isn't at
Hanwell, will be at Colney Hatch!

¥ ¥ *

Knox of the 6th will be a bookmaker.
Cutts of the 5th will be a cardsharper.
Manners will be taking fotygraphs at a
tanner a time. Talbot will have gone
from bad to worse by becoming an M.P.

® % *

As for the masters, they will be having
injeckshuns of thyroid, and writing
letters to the Press saying that a man
isn’y too old at ninety! And I hope the
Head won't forget to send me  an
invitashun to the feest which will selly-
brate his 110th berthday !
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By FATTY WYNN.

ce °0

(I don't claim to be a Dream Expert,
but I have done my best to satisfy
those who have written to me, asking
i["‘gr V%n) interpretation of their dreams.—

“Baggy ” (School House).—To dream
of matchsticks suggests that your legs
are going to get terribly thin—so thin
that they will be unable to support your
trunk. Like the British bureaucracy, you
will probably develop “wasting " disease!

“Gussy ' (School House).—(1) Dream-
ing of a rainbow clearly implies that you
are about to purchase a new fancy waist-
coat! (2) If in your dream you hear a
noise like somebody sawing wood, it
means that you will .shortly render a
tenor solo!

“Figgy " (New House).—If you dream
that you are sleeping in the same bed
as-a School House bounder, and that
during the night you kick him four
times, and he kicks you once, it means
that the New House are going to lick
the School House at footer by four goals
to one!

Aubrey R. (School House).—To dream
that you can hear a pig squealing means
that you are about to receive a public
flogging !

Wally D'A. (Third Form).—If you
dream that you resemble Tarzan of the
Apes—well, dash it, you couldn’t have
been dreaming at all!

‘“Reddy ” (New House).—To dream
that the hot-water tap in the bath-room
has been left running clearly implies that
you will shortly get into hot water!

Gerald C. (School House).—Dreaming
of stars, comets, constellations, earth-
quakes, and violent upheavals means that
vou will be badly knocked-out when you
meet Tom Merry in the gym!

G. Herries (School House).—If you
dreamed that you heard a snapping,
rending sound it means that you will
have to buy Gussy a new pair of
trousers, your bulldog Towser having
ripped a large portion out of the seat of
those which Gussy was wearing!

G. F. K. (New House).—Cheer up! To
dream that you are deeply in debt implies
that a fat remittance is on its way to
you. Dreams often go by contraries, you
know!

Monty L. (School House).—To dream
that you went into a butcher’s shop and
saw some tripe, means that before you
went to bed you had been reading the
editorial of “Billy Bunter’s Weekly |

s

My Strange ::
Premmernitions !

— el

By TUBBY MUFFIN.

L X ]

E{%

&

It isn’t everyboddy who suffers from
premmernitions, but I have been having
them for a long time now.

The other mourning, on waking up, T
felt a tingling sensashun in the palms of
my hands, and 1 new very well what
that ment. It ment that I was going to
get a licking ; and, sure enuff, I got one
that very mourning for going into the
Form-room with 4 a lb. of toffy in my
mouth,

Shortly afterwards I happened to pick
up a tanner in the kwadrangle. Nuthing
in that, you will say. But to me the
finding of a peace of silver ment a grate
deel. Tt ment that Silver, the kaptin of
the 4th, was lost, and that I should be
the one to find him. I set out with this
objeckt in view, and discuvvered that
Jimmy Silver had fallen into the hands
of sum villidge ruffs, who had tied him
to a tree in the wood. I reskewed him,
and he fell on my neck and wept berning
teers of gratty-chewed.

Last Satterday afternoon, while I was
in the bunshop, argewing with the
waitress as to weather I had eaten fifteen
pastries or twenty-five, I felt a sudden
pane in my ankle, as if I had twisted it.
The pane only lasted a sekkond, and on
looking at my ankle I found that it was
kwite sound.

Now, what did this portend?

For a moment I was kompletely
fogged. Then I remembered that the
waitress’ nmame happened to be Grace.
Obviously, theirfore, sumthing must
l‘;a}:‘e happened to Teddy Grace of the

th. y

That evening, when the Rookwood
jewnier elevven came back from St.
Jim’s, wear they had been playing a

match, it transpired that Grace ‘had
twisted his ankle!
Wunderful things these premmerni-

tions, aren’t they?

When I was walking threw Latcham a
few days ago I saw a street axxident.
A cab overterned, and the driver landed
on his nut on the pavement., He wasn't
hurt, eggsept for sevvere broozes and
konkussion of the brane.

Now what did this cab axxident meen?

Their could be only one meening to 1t.

Hansom of the 5th was about to have
a nasty spill !

Beleeve it or not, as you like, but that
same afternoon Hansom was carrying a
laden tray along the 5th Form passidge,
when sumboddy barged into him, and
sent him flying, tray and all!

This mourning I watched Mack, the
gate-porter, sweeping up the ortum
leeves in front of his lodge. The broom
he was using was maid of birch twiggs.

Anuther terribul premmernition !

I karn’t remember having dun any-
thing that I ought not to have dun, or
leeving undun anything which 1 ought
to have dun. But the grim fackt
remanes that I'm doomed to reseeve a
birching in Big Hall.

Of corse, I shall bare it with 40-tude, as
I always do. But I hate these beestly
premmernitions !

[Supplement IV,
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PROVED INNOCENT!

(Continued from page 8.)

time—has heard of that trick, and is
usin’ it against me? It’s possible, you
know.”

“Why did you refuse to be searched
then?”

. ‘““Because he knew the banknote was
in his pocket,” said Lattrey.

“Let him answer!”

“I'm willin’ to explain, dear boys. I
refused to be searched, because 1 re-
garded a search of my person as a rotten
insult—and I still do! I hadn’t the
faintest idea that Lattrey had put the
banknote in my pocket.”

“Lattrey |” shouted Jimmy Silver,

“11” yelled Lattrey.

Mornington nodded.

“Yaas. I'm sure I hope that you
don’t mind my mentionin’ it, Lattrey,
as it’s rather a personal matter. But,
the fact is, I suspect you of stealin’
’Erbert’s banknotes.”

“You slandering
Lattrey furiously.

There was a laugh from some of the
juniors. Mornington’s coolness and his
unfailing politeness struck them in a
comic light.

“Don’t shout, dear boy,” chided
Mornington..  “I didn’t shout when I
was- accused. I think it was you,
Lattrey.
about the only fellow at Rookwood mean
and unscrupulous enough to play such a
dirty trick! You admit that?”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You hound!” hissed Lattrey.

“Secondly, you have been my enemy
ever since I gave up pub-haunting and
glamblin’ with you,” said Mornington.

“That’s true!” said Erroll,

“Thirdly, my dear Lattrey, I pulled
your nose the other day, because you
proposed to me to go into Partnership
with you, an’ swindle young ’Erbert out
of his moneyat nap and banker. I believe
you were very much annoyed at havin’
your nose pulled, though you disdained
to fight me about it.”

Lattrey’s face was a study.

*“And is that all?” asked Jimmy Silver.

“That’s all at present, dear boy.”

“Well, there’s nothing in it. You
could make that accusation against any-
body, if you don’t bother about proofs.
I don’t believe a word of it.”

“I didn’t expect you to. I'm statin’
it because it’s the fact, not because I
expect you to believe it.”

“Have you anything more to say?”’

Mornington reflected.

“Noj; I think that’s the lot,” he said
at last. ; :

“Then you can hear the decision of
the Form!”? said Jimmy Silver quietly.
“You're guilty of theft, and you’ve got
to get out of Rookwood. You’ll be
given time to write to your uncle, and
ask him to take you away. In any case,
yow'll go. If you're still at Rookwood
at the end of the week, we shall have
to consider whether to take you to Mr.
Bootles, and report the matter. We're
not having a thief in the Fourth Form,
and that’s settled !

‘““Hear, hear!”

“Good!” said Mornington, unmoved.
“And if I prove my innoecence, dear
boys, I suppose I may count upon an
apology from you?’=

“Oh, don’t talk rot!” .

“And can I count upon your assist-
ance, Silver, in provin’ my innocence?”’

“You silly ass!”

NEXT
FRIDAY!

rotter!” shouted

T'll give my reasons.” You are |

* NUGENT'S SPLENDID SACRIFICE!™

“I may need it,” explained Morning-
on, :
“Enough said!” said Jimmy Silver.
“You've heard the verdict. And you're
sent to Coventry as long as you stay
here.”

“Thanks! T shall try to bear up under
the misfortune of missin’ your enter-
tainin’ conversation.”

Erroll stepped a little nearer to his
chum. Jimmy Silver observed him with
a frown,

“You're not sticking to that fellow,
Erroll, after what he’s done?” he
exclaimed.

“I believe in him, and I'm standing
by him,” said Erroll quietly.

“Then you’re a silly ass!”

Erroll did not reply to that. His mind
was made up, and his intention was fixed.

“Send him to Coventry, too!” ex-
claimed Lattrey. “If they’re birds of a
feather, let ’em have the same measure.”

“Hear, hear!”

“Qh, rot!” said Jimmy Silver crossly.
“Let Erroll alone! He's a silly ass;
but if he believes in that fellow, let him
stick to him. It won’t be for:long, any-
way—Mornington’s going!”

“A little mistake on your part, dear
boy,” said Mornington. “‘I’'m not going.

o

FOOTBALLS
T0BEWON!

— W R m—

See page 19.

At all events, I'm only going—to do my
prep! Ta-ta!”

And Mornington strolled out of ihe
Common-room with Erroll, leaving the
Classical juniors in a state of great
exasperation,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Study Ragging!
IT ERROLL glanced at his chum
K several times uneasily, as they sat
doing their preparation in Study
No. 4 that evening.

He could not understand Mornington.

The dandy of the Fourth was working
away sedately, apparently quite in his
usual mood.

Erroll worked, too, but less steadily.

He was more concerned for Morning-
ton than Morny appeared to be for
himself. 3

Mornington pushed his books away at
last, with a yawn.

“Finished?” he asked.

“Yes, if you are.”

Morny laughed.

“My dear chap, don’t neglect your
prep! You’ll have to have it out with
Bootles in the mornin’ if you do.”

“Never mind Bootles now,” said
Erroll. ““T can’t put my mind into prep.
I’'m thinking about you, Morny.”

“Thanks!”

“Morny, you're in an awful fix

“Yes, it looks rather rotten for me,
doesn’t 1t?” said Mornington calmly.
“Lattrey has played his cards well.”

“You think it was Lattrey?”

129
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“Sure of it, dear boy.
could it have been?”

Erroll was silent,

He had declared that he believed in
his chum’s innocence—and he did! Tt
followed that someone else was guilty—
and that that someone had striven to
throw his guilt upon Mornington,

Lattrey, as Erroll knew, was a- rascal,-
and he hated Mornington.

Yet to suspect the fellow of such base-
ness, without an atom of proof, went
against the grain. .

Mornington glanced at his chum with
an amused smile, -

“Look here, Mornington, if you sus-
pect Lattrey, why not demand a search
of him and his belongings?” asked
Erroll at last. “He could not refuse;
the feliows wouldn’t let him refuse. The
second banknote hasn’t turned up yet,
and if Lattrey’s got it—"2

“He's got 1t.”

“Then 1t could be found.”

. My dear chap, Lattrey isn’t such an
idiot as that. That banknote isn’t abouk
him, or his belongmngs. It's hidden in
some place where, if it were found by
chance, it couldn’'t be connected with
Lattrey at all.” ’

Erroll's face fell.

“I suppose you're right,” he said
slowly. “But—but, Morny, there’s no
proof whatever that Lattrey was mixed
up in it! I—I don’t like your saying
such things of him without any proof.”

“Whom else could it have been?”

“I don’t know.”

“Lattrey or I,” smiled Mornington.
“If it was I, where’s the other bank-
note? It wasn’t found in the search of
my study. Hidden somewhere, the fel-
lows would say. But why should I have
hidden one banknote somewhere and
kept the other in my pocket? What?”

Erroll nodded.

There was a thump at the door, and
Conroy of the Fourth opened it. Half
a dozen juniors were with him—and
Lattrey.

Erroll rose to his feet. Mornington
looked round, with a cool smile, without
rising. ;

“Trot in!” he said genially. “Have
you come to apologise

“No!” said Conroy grimly. ““We've
come to tell you something—and Erroll.
You accused Lattrey of stealing *Erbert’s
banknotes, and planting one of them on
you.”

“ Yaags.

“Nebody believed a word of it, of
course,” said Jones minor.

“No, really?”

“No,” growled Conroy. ‘“But Lat-
trey asked that a search should be made,
to make it clear. He had a right to

Whom else

that. He has been searched, and his
study, too, and there’s no sign of
’Erbert’s other banknote. You had

better withdraw what you said about
Lattrey, Mornington. It's the least you
can do 7’

“Not much good expecting a thief {o
do the decent thing,” sneered Lattrey.

“Well ?” snapped Conroy.

“I'm withdrawin’ nothin’, dear boy,”
drawled Mornington. *“Shut the door
after you, will you ?7”

The Australian junior gave him a dark
look.. Conroy, hke all the Classical
Fourth, looked upon Morny’s accusation
against Lattrey as nothing but an
example of utterly reckless slander.

As several fellows pointed out, Morny
might . just as well have said it
about any other chap as Lattrey,
as there was not the faintest shadow of
proof-to be adduced.

The thought that the reckless accusa-
tion might have been made against any
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one of themselves naturally made the
juniors very angry.

Indeed, Mornington was more severely
condemned for that wild accusation than
for the thefy itself. No fellow’s reputa-
tion was safe if the reckless black sheep
of the Fourth was allowed to make such
wild and whirling charges.

“Is - that all you've got to say,
Morny?” demanded several voices.

“Oh, yaas!”

“Then you're a slandering cad!” said
Conroy.

“Thanks!”

“ And a mean rotter !” roared Higgs.

6 GOOd‘;”

“As well as a thief!” hooted Ilynn.

“Keep it up !”

“Rrroll, you're not standing by that
outsider?” shouted Conroy. *You see
what he is—a thief and a slanderer!”

Erroll's face was pale and harassed.
But he did not falter.

“I'm sticking ~to Morny,’
guictly. ™

“ Perhaps you believe what he's said
about me?” said Lattrey, with a sneer.

“I don’t know what to believe about
that.” 5

“Why, you rotter——"" .

“TIt's. not fair,” said Conroy. “I don’t
like Lattrey.” You fellows know I've
always been down on him. - I can’t stand
him. But there's such a thing as fair
play. Morny has accused him without a
shadow of proof or reason. Morny’s got
to take it back.”

“Rats ! said Morny.

“That's only fair!” said Rawson.

“Go an’ eat coke!”

“You'll withdraw it, or you'll take a
jolly good ragging, Morny.”

“Look here——"" began Erroll.
“Shut up, Erroll! We're speaking to

’ he said

Morny. What's your answer, Morning-
ton?"”
“Rats "

“Collar him!” exclaimed the exas-
perated Conroy,

There was a rush at the dandy of the
Fourth,

Mornington jumped up, and Erroll
sprang to his side at once.

But the Colonial Co. pitched Erroll
aside, and barred him off, and the other
follows seized Morny, and, in spite of his
savage resistance, bors him to the floor.

“ Bump the cad!” roared Pons.

“Give him jip!” said Higgs.

Bump, pump, bump! :

“Oh, by gad!” gasped Morningten,
struggling furiously in the grasp of the
raggers, :

Erroll, struggling fiercely, was held in
the grasp of the Colonial juniors. !

Morny smote the floor thrice again
with sounding concussions.

“Now, are you going to withdraw
your lies?” .demanded Flynn.

‘“Hang you, no!”

Bump, bump !

“That will do!"” said Conroy. ‘‘He’s
an obstinate beggar! Mornington,
that’s for a start! Another word about
Lattrey from you, and you get the same
-over again! Come on, you chaps!”

The raggers crowded out of the study.

Mornington rose to his feet, dusty,
panting for breath, his eyes gleaming
with fury.

“The hounds!” he panted.

“It’s natural they” should be ratty,”
said Erroll quietly, “It's a bit thick
your accusing a chap without any proof.”

Mornington gritted his teeth.

But he did not answer. He brushed
down his clothes, and set his tie straight.
Then he glanced at his watch.

“Hallo! Time we were movin,” he
remarked.

““ What »
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“T fold 'Erbert to go to the end study
as soon as the Second-Form prep was
over,” said Mornington. “We're going
there to see him. Come on!”

“But what the dickens > cxclaimed
Erroll, in astonishment,

Mornington left the study, and Erroll,
iy blank amazement, followed him to
Jimmy Silver’s quarters.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Up to Jimmy Silver!

IMMY SILVER & CO. had just
finished their prep when ’Erbert
tapped at the door, and went into
the end study.

The fag glanced round as if expecting
to see somecne else there,

“Hallo, kid!” said Jimmy. “What
is it now?”

‘“Master Morny ain’t ’ere?”

“Eh? No. He’s not likely to be
here, I suppose.”

“Master Morny told me to come
ere,”” said 'Erbert. “He told me to
come "when prep was- done. So TI've

come.

“What the dickens for?”
Lovell.

“Well, sit down, and have some of
these chestnuts, as you're here,” said
Jimmy Silver good-humouredly.

The half-open door was pushed open a
few minutes later, and Mornington and
Erroll came in. Mornington carefully
closed the door after him, that proceed-
ing being watched grimly by the Fistical
Four.

““Have you come here for a-thick ear,
Morny ?” demanded Raby.

“Thanks, no!”

““Then you'd better slide.”

“What does this mean?” demanded
Jimmy Silver angrily.

“I don’t know,” said Erroll. “No
zood asking me.” , o

“Let me explain,” said Mornington
calmly. “We've -never been friends,
Jimmy Silver, and I’'m not pretendin’ to
feel friendly now. But you're captain of
the Fourth, and you're straight. I want
your help.”

“Oh, rot! What do you mean?”

“To prove my innocence, dear boy!”

“Oh, cheese it !” :

“Look here, Mornington, you get
out!” growled Lovell. “You're not
wanted here, and that's flat!”

“You won't hear what I have
say?” . :
“You had a chance of saying anything
you wanted in the Common-room,” said
Jimmy. “You said too much, as a
matter of fact. No good beginning again
here.”

“1 couldn’t speak out there.”

“ Why not?”

“Tll explain, if you'll give me a
chance. Look here! Admitting the bare
possibility that I am innocent, you'd iike
to nail the guilty party, I suppose, and
see justice done?”

“Of course. But—-""

“Give me a chance, then.”

“Dash it all, you can hear him,
Jimmy!”  exclaimed Erroll warmly.
“That won’t do any harm, I suppose?”

“Oh, all right!” said Jimmy Silver
resignedly.  “Only more jaw, I sup-
pose; but you can run on, Mornington."

“Cut it short!” said Newcome. .

Mornington sat on the corner of the
table, cool as ever.

“I couldn’t bring it all out in the
Common-room,” he said. “I couldn’t
put the thief on his guard without spoil-
in’ my own game. That is how the
matter stands. 'Erbert lost two bank-
notes. One was found on me. Where's
the other?"” -

grunted

to

only, is above suspicion.

4 fiYou ought to know!” said Raby
rily.

“You're beggin’' the question, dear
boy. I don’t know. The thief knows.
"Erbert !’

“Yes, Master Morny?”’

“Did Lattrey know that you had two
fivers in your pocket-book?”

“Yes.”

“Oh!” said Jimmy Silver.” ¢ How did
Lattrey know that, 'Erbert? You don’t
have anything to say to Lattrey, as a
rule !”

“He spoke to me arter I had been to
see Master Morny in his study yester-
day,” said ’'Erbert, colouring. *He
made out that Morny ’ad been borrowin’
my money, and wouldn’t believe different
till I showed 'im the notes. Tracy minor
’ad told him I ’ad them. He’s thick
with that young rotter!”

“Oh!” said Jimmy Silver.

Mornington smiled. ;

“ Lattrey had heard of the fivers, and
he wanted to make sure 'Erbert had
them, and to see if he carried them about
with him,” he said lightly.  “That’s
why he pretended to think I had bor-
rowed 'Erbert’s tin. He found out what
he wanted to know that way.”

Jimmy Silver was silent.

“Last night,” continued Mornington,
“you heard someone leave the dorm,
Silver. My handkerchief was picked up
on the floor in the Second dorm., A
fellow who sneaked out of one dorm to
another to pick a pocket wouldn’t take
the trouble to dress first. My hanky
was left in my pocket when I went to
bed. The chap who went to the Second
dorm went in his pyjamas, I fancy; but
he took my hanky to leave there. He
bagged two fivers from ’'Erbert’s pocket-
book. He planted one in an inside
pocket of mine when he came back from
the Fourth-Form dorm. It was found
there to-day. But the other——"

“Lattrey’s been searched at his own
request,” said Raby.

“Quite so. He didn't keep it about
him.  You see the game—killin’ two
birds with one stone. One banknote was
used to fix it on me an’ clear himself.
The other he is keepin’ to spend.
Lattrey’s hard up. He’s had bad luck
on the cards and the gee-gees. Towny
& Co. will tell you that if you ask-them.
Lattrey’s goin’ down to the Bird-in-
Hand to-night. You know that.
Towny’s mentioned it.”

“I know it.”

* And he’s goin’ to take 'Erbert’s other
banknote with him,” said Mornington
coolly. *“He knows 'Erbert can’t report
the theft an’ give the numbers, because
it’s fixed on me, an’ 'Erbert won't see
me suffer. So he's quite safe to pass the
banknote. But ’'Erbert’s got the
numbers.”

“Yes, Master Morny.”

“The note found on me was 0002468,"
said Mornington. “The missin’ one i3
the next number—0002469. If that note's
found on Lattrey, what then?”

““ Lattrey’s been searched.”

“Exactly! The note isn’t on him.
My belief is, that, after he gets out of
the dorm to-night, he will take that fiver
from the place where he's hidden it,
an‘(‘iotﬁk’s: it out of the school with him.”

1

“That’s where I want your help!”
said Mornington quietly. “I1f 1 laid
for him, and found the note on him,
he’d say I put it there, an’ you'd believe
him. But Jimmy Silver, the great and
You've got to
collar Lattrey to-night, Jimmy Silver,
after he's started for the pub. You've
got to search him for that note. T know
it's risky, gettin’ out of bounds at night.
But i
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“Never mind the risk,” said Jimmy
Silver. “If I thought there was any-
thing in it——"

“There’s this much in it,” said Morn-
ington. “If you don’t do it, I'm going
down to the police-station at Coombe,
and goin’ to get a policeman to do it.
That means an awful scandal, an’ prison
for a Rookwood chap. I’'m givin’ you
the choice of savin’ that, if you choose.
But my mind’s made up.”

“¥ou  can’t refuse, Jimmy,” said
Erroll, whose eyes were glistening now.

Jimmy Silver was silent.

The Fistical Four looked at one
another.  Oddly enough, Mornington’s
cool confidence had taken them quite
aback.

They could not help admitting that
Morny’s contention was, at least, pos-
sible, If he was the victim of a cunning
plot, it was up to them to get at the
truth.

And what motive could he have for
telling them this, unless he believed it
himself? For a search of Lattrey’s
person, after he had got out of the
school, would settle the matter one way
or the other. :

Jimmy-Silver spoke at last.

“Pll do it, Morny. Blest if I don’t
half believe you!”

Mornington grinned.

“Thanks! You'll wholly believe me
later, T think. Of course, not a whisper

" about this. If Lattrey had: the faintest
suspicion it would be no go.”

“I don’t see how we're to get out of
“‘the dorm to-night without his krowing,”
said Lovell.:

“Hasy enough. Let him go first,” said
Mornington. “ After he’s gone, we go.
He has to go straight up the road to the
Bird-in-Hand, and we can put on a spurt
and run him down.”

“Well, that’s so!”

“It’s a go!” said Jimmy Silver reso-
Iutely. “Lattrey hasn’t the note about
him now, that’s certain. If he has i
about him when he’s out of bounds to-
night, it’s because he's stolen it and
hidden 1t somewhere, to take away when
it's ‘safe to do so. It follows that he
‘kept one note for himself, and planted
the other on you, Morny. We shall see
~—to-night.”

- Mornington slipped off the table, with
a grin.

“We shall see,” he agreed.

And he left the study with Erroll and
"Erbert.

_ Jimmy Silver looked at his ehums.

% Well, what do you think, Jimmy?”
asked Lovell.

{Jimmy shook his head.

“Blest if I know what to think! But
it’s"up to us to give Morny a chance
—and we're going tc do it!”

And the Co. agreed to that.

" THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Landed at Last!

IMMY SILVER did not close his
eyes that night, after Bulkeley
had seen out for the

Classical Fourth.

Mornington was keeping awake, and
he had promised to call the other fellows
when Lattrey had gone. But Jimmy
kept awake, too, and so did Erroll. They
lay silent, in the dark dormitory, wait-
ing. :

An hour passed. All was dark and still
in the Fourth-form dormitory.

But soon after half-past ten there was
the sound of a movement.

Jimmy Silver lay very still.

He heard the slight sounds of some-
one dressing in the dark, and then the
faint noise of a closing door.

The blackguard of the Fourth had
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gone. His destination was the back
parlour at the Bird-in-Hand, where Joey:
Hook and the other sporting ““gentle-
men ” were improving the shining hour
with cards and dice.

‘“You fellows awake 7"’

It was Mornington’s cool, drawling
voice.

Jimmy Silver slipped out of bed, and
awakened Lovell, and Raby, and New-
come. Erroll and Mornington were
already up. :

The six juniors dressed rapidly in the
dark.

Taking their shoes in their hands, they
crept out of the dormitory, and Jimmy
Silver closed the door softly.

The juniors moved along the passage
on tiptoe. It

was necessary to belt
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They waited a minute, within the
wall, and then climbed, and dropped one
by one into the road outside.

There they waited to listen.

There was no sound on the road.

Lattrey had gone.

“Come on!” said Jimmy Silver,

He led the way at a run.

The juniors ran as softly as they could,
making little sound. Their eyes were on
the road ahead, in the pale starlight.

A figure loomed up dimly ahead.

“Lattrey !” grinned Mornington.

The dim figure halted, and turned.

Lattrey had heard the pursuing foot-
steps.

Jimmy Silver ran on at top speed.

“Stop, Lattrey !’ he called out.

Lattrey had started running.

H»M.lgws-

juniors, crowded into the study.
come to apologise??”’ ““No !’

There was a thump on the door, and Conroy, followed by half a dozen other
““Trot in!”’ said Mornington. “ Have you
said Conroy grimly.
Lattrey of pinching "Erbert’s banknotes, and we’ve come to make you eat your

rotten accusation !’

‘“You’ve accused

(See Chapter 3.)

cautious, for - there were still lights
below, though the upper passages weie
in darkness. The window of the lower
box-room was unfastened; Lattrey had
gone out that way.

In a few minutes the juniors were on
the ground, and scudding away through
the shadows towards the school-wall.

Lattrey had five or six minutes’ start.

That was sufficient time——if Morning-
ton’s theory was correct—for the cad of
the Fourth to take the stolen banknote
from 1ts hiding-place, and get out of
Rookwood with it.

But the juniors were very silent and
cautious as they approached the school-
wall in the darkness. They did not want
to run into Lattrey within the walls.

“Hark !” whispered Erroll suddenly.

It was a scraping sound in the silence—
the sound of someone sliding down the
wall on the outer side. The soft thud
of feet on the road followed.

“Good ! murmured Jimmy Silver.

FRIARS.

A SPLENDID

“« St-op 1%
The cad of the Fourth did net stop,
and Jimmy ran his hardest. In a minute

or less his hand was on Lattrey’s
shoulder. The black sheep of the Fourth
was not much use in.a race with Jimmy
Silver. 2

Jimmy’s grasp closed on his shoulder
like a vice, and Lattrey was swung to a
halt.  The rest of the party came up
panting,

Lattrey’s eyes glittered at the captain
of the Fourth.

*“Let me go, you fool! What do you
want with me? I’'m in a hurry!”

Mornington laughed softly.

“You fellows handle him,” he said,
keeping his hands in his pockets. “I'm
not coming near him! If I touch him,
he’ll have a chance for some more lies,”

“Keep back !” said Jimmy.

Lattrey’s face had paled, and he made
an effort to tear himself loose.
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“What do you want?’ he panted.

“We want to know whether you have
'Erbert’s missing banknote about you,
Lattrey !” said Jimmy Silver quietly.

Lattrey staggered.

“I! Are you mad? You think--——"

‘We're going to find out.”

“You—you dare to insinuate—
panted Lattrey.

Jimmy Silver interrupted him without
ceremony.

“Oh, cut that out, Lattrey! Moy
says you planted one fiver on him, and
kept the other. [t’s going to be prov ed
one way or the other, That's why we're
here.”

“You know I was Roanhed this even-
ing—I demanded it myself,” said Lat-
trey, in a choking voice. “You know
that 1

“Yes, I know that!”

“Then how could I have the bank-
note?” snarled Lattrey.

Mornington chuckled.

‘“Because you had it hidden some-
where, you rotter, and you left it hidden,
till you thought it was safe to get it out
of the :cho% You stole it to gamble
with at the Bird-in- Hand and that's
whare you're going now

“It's a lie!” muttelﬁd Lattrey; but
his face was palo as death,

“Do you object to being searched?”
said Erroll.

“Yes, hang sou'

“That settles ib,”
“Hol d him !”

Lattrey began to struggle fiercely.

But Lovell and Raby held his arms,
and Newcome had a grasp on the back
of his collar. :

He was helpless in the hands of the
Classical juniors.

Jimmy Silver turned out his pockets.

It was not a pleasant task, but
Jimmy did not shrink from it.

He turned out a leather purse from
Lattrey's pocket. The purse was opened,
and among the shillings and half-crowns
in it was a folded crisp paper.

Jimmy Siiver unfolded it.

“Well 2" said Erroll breathlessly,

”

said Jimmy Silver.

“ A five-pound note !”” said Jimmy very
calmly.

“That settles it.”

Lattrey panted.

“That's mine !”’ he said thxck!v “It's
—it's mme' I—I had it from my uncle
yesterday.”

“You had this note from your uncle?
asked Jx’fnmy
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“Very well! If it’s yours, it's yours.
We shall see.”

Jimmy Silver struck a match and read
the number on the note.

£0002469,” he said.

“That's the number of 'Erbert’s note,
next number to the one that was found

on me,” glmned Mornington.
“That's *Erbert's note,” said Jimmy
Silver. “T shall keep this note, Lattley,

and give it to 'Erbert in the morning.

“It—it's 2 trick !” muttered Lattrey
hoarsely. “Morny’s done it. He s
changed that note for mine somehow.’

“You had no note about you when you
were searched this evening,” said Lovell.
“You said nothing about a note from
your uncle then. Don’t tell any inore
lies.”

“QOh, let him run on!” smiled Morn-
ington. “We'll go to Mr. Bootles, and
ask him to write to Lattrey’s uncle and
inquire whether he sent Lattrey a fiver
yesterday. That suit you, Lattrey?”

Lattrey choked.

He did not want that.

“You—you won't go to Bootles!” he

muttered. “Jimmy Silver, you—jyou
won’'t! You let Morny off that when—
when you thought it was him !”

Jlmmy Silver gave the wretched
junior a look of scorn.

“No!"” he said. “We won't—on con-
ditions ! To-morrow morning, Lattrey,

you'll 0\\ n up to the truth before all the
Classical Fourth, to set Mornington
right \uth the Form! And then you'll
arrange to get” out of Rookwood at the
earliest possible date.”

Lattrey groaned.

“1—T11 do it!”

“That's enough!
lows !”

Come on, you fel-
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Jimmy Silver & Co. returned towards
Rookwood.

There was no sleep for the cad of the
Fourth that night.

He was thinking of the morrow as he
lay sleepless through the hours of dark-
ness. The way of the transgressor was
hard!

The ne‘ct morning Jlmmy Sll\ er ga\e
Lattrey a very sxgmﬁcant look when the
Classical Foulth turned out at the clang
of the rising-bell.

Lattrey licked his dry lips.

The time had come!

“Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows!”
drawled Mornington. ‘‘Before you go
down, our dear friend Lattrey has a
merry little yarn to tell you.

LattreV ¢ave him a look of hatred.

“Pile in, you cad!” growled Lovell.

“Hallo! What’s on?” asked Conroy.

Lattrey’s lips opened, but they closed
again. His look was haggard. All eyes
in the dormitory were turned on him in
wonder.

“Lattrey's got a confession to make
to the whole Form,” said Jimmy Silver
contemptuously. “Lattrey stole "Erbert’s
banknotes, planted one on Morny to
make out that he was the thief, and had
the other to gamble with. We found it

on him. Is that so, Lattrey?”’
Lattrey mutteled somethuw indis-
tinctly.

“He’s going to own up, or we’ re going

to take him to Mr. Bootles,” added
Jimmy.
“My hat!” said Conroy. *Lattrey,
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you rotter, what have you got to say?
#l—=l—=""It!s frue!”

Lattrey's voice died away. . He was
not sensitive, but the contempt and_dis-
gust in every face stung him. Even
Peele and Gower gave him scornful
looks.

The punishment of the wretched
schemer was, perhaps, severe enough.
His face was haggard as he left the
dormitory with dragging steps.

“ Gentlemen,” said Mornington, “you
owe me an apology! Now that you are
all satisfied that I am not a thief, you
owe me some little reparatlon 1 think.
May I ask a favour?”

““What are you driving at?”’ grunted
Conroy. :
“Let Lattrey down lightly. He’s been

shown up—and he’s pretty hard hit. - Let
nothing more be said about it. It's a
lesson to him—he’s not likely to play
afx%y game of that kind again. Let him
o :

“My only hat!” -

(3 By ga’d yY?

‘“Are you potty?’ demanded Jimmy
Silver.

“Not at all, dear boy! Forgive and
forget, you I\now I've got a few little
sins on my conscience myself—surprmm
as it may seem to you—an’ I don’t wanti
to be hard on Lattrey. Let him off ! As
the injured party, I've a right to make
the suggestion! Send him to Coventry
for the rest of the term, if you like, and
let it go at that!”

“Well, if Morny says so, we may as
well say so,” said Jimmy Silver, after a
long pause. “Blest if I expected Morny
to take that view!”

And Mornington had his way. Lattrey,
to his surprise and relief, did not find
himself driven from Rookwood, but 1n
the cold shades of “Coventry’” he had
plenty of time to meditate upon his ras-
cality, and Jimmy Silver & Co. hoped
that the lesson would not be lost upon
him.

THE END.

(Full particulars of next week's story
will be found on the “Chat” page.)

A GRAND YARN OF THE ROOKWOOD CHUMS.

“THE NEW PORTER ' t
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CHARACTERS IN THE STORY.
FERRERS LORD, the famous millionaire
advenmrer,_ and owner of the Lord of the

eep-.

PRINCE CHING LUNG, a very old friend
of Lord’s, who has accompanied the million-
aire on many adventures. ’

RUPERT THURSTON,
man, and friend of Lord’s.
_HAL HONOUR, known as the man of
silence, enginﬁr of Ferrers Lord’s wonderful
submarine. onour has invented a mar-
vellous paint which causes things to become
invisible when painted with it. He has also
built a new kind of aeroplane which he calls
2 helicopter, and which is covered with this
new paint, but which is destroyed by

KARL VON KREIGLER, a mysterious pro-
fessor, who has great power in Germany,
and who ‘holds the secret of Germany's
great treasure-chest. Ferrers Lord has
ferreted out one or two of the professor’s
secrets, and Von Kreigler realises that Lord
is.a very dangerous man. After this attack,
Ferrers Lord despatches Rupert Thurston,
with Honour and Ching Lung, with a message
to Kreigler.

However, they succeed in escaping to a
cavern, finding a high aperture in which to
hide.. The Germans give chase, but fail to
find the fugitives.
+Ching Lung, who is out scouting, comes
upen a great treasure store, the secret Von
Kreigler has been hiding from the Allies.

Hal Honour discovers an opening in the
wall of the cave which leads to the side
of -the moat. Through this hele the three
escape, just in time to escape an explosion
which blows the Schloss Schwartzburg sky-
bigh. Without further adventures they
eventually reached the Lord of the Deep,
whére Ferrers Lord is waiting for them.

Gan Waga, on the look-out for food, goes
down to the store-room of the yacht, where
the chef catches him on the prowl. “You fat
thief!” cries Mossoo, heside himself with rage.

(Now read on.)

a young English-

Trouble For the Cook !

il - FATS what?” asked Gan Waga,
i rising to his feet.
“Not  mnozzings a fats whats,”

said Mossoo. “I say a fat thief.
Wheo else stole my cheekins, my eggs, and my

Gan Waga took anything and everything
meet? Avay, fat thief—avay!”
he wanted to take without asking permission
from anyoune, but he objected to being called
a thief. He was quite angry about it. He
was quite used to being called names, but he
could not remember having been called a thief
before. In his own mind gerhaps he con-
sidered that everything on the yacht was his
own to do what he liked with.

The floor of the cold room had a thin
carpet of powdered ice and snow. Gan-Waga
gathered up a handful of it, and began to rub
it briskly into the chef’'s face. Standing on
one leg, the chef, who was not very good with
his fists, tried a little French boxing known
as “la savatte.” He put his left heel under
Gan Waga’s ear, and luckily for Gan Waga’s
ear the cook was wearing slippers. All the
-same, it was painful.

NEXT
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-he staggered towards the door,

** NUGENT'S SPLENBID SAGRIFICE!™

A Magnificent Serial of
Adventure, introducing Ferrers
Lord and Prince Ching Lung.

By SIDNEY DREW.

The Eskimo sat down on the block of ice,
holding his ear with both hands. . In spite of
the pain he fixed his fascinated eyes on the
chef. Mossoo was performing a series of
amazing acrcbatics in his wild and desperate
efforts to keep erect on the slippery floor.
He stood on hig left toe, and then on his
right heel, and waved his arms and yelled.

Only one electric light was burning, aund it
was not a very bright one. Suddenly out of
the gloom a wooden crate skimmed past Gan
‘Waga, as the prince gave it a powerful push.
It settled the question of balance for the
cook as it hit the onme leg he was managing
te keep on the ground.

With a howl of anguish and a squelching
thud, Mossoo tumbled into the crate. And
it was an’egg-crate—all guaranteed new laid!

“Good gracious!” exclaimed Prince Ching
Lung, in a tone of amazement. “What's
this?”

A quick spurt had brought Ching Lung
to the doorway. He stood there as if
just about to enter the cold-room. Appar-
ently the temperature was not low enough to
freeze eggs hard, for the cook had badly
damaged a large number of them. He got
out of the crate like some uncooked human
omelet all ready for the pan except for the
shells, which every good chef discards when he
makes an omelet.

Gan Waga was speechless. He could only
glare at the strange study in yellow and
white. The cook had been elbow deep in the
egzs, and it was a cruel waste of money and
good food. With a kind of heartbroken sob
and the
prince gave him plenty of room.

“Arr-r! I am dead! I am murdaire!” he
moaned. “I hate myself! I am disgrace!
I am dirty! Arrr! I stick to mysclf!
Ar-r-r-r!”

His wailing voice faded away into silence,
the voice of a strong man in his agony. (an
Waga felt his tender ear again, and grinned.

“Dears, dears, dears!” he said, with a
gurgle. “What a dirtiness boys, Chingy! 1
never see nobody who want a baths morer.
And I nots know how he done it, Chingy. He
call me a thief, and we swat each others.
Then he put his great hoofs a hard biff on
my poor ear, which is not fair fighting, hunk.
Ho, ho, ho! I sits down, Chingy, to watch
him dancing, and all at onces along comes
the box-eggses, and in he dive kerplumps. It
most mysteriousness.”

“It is very cruel of you, Gan!” said Ching
Lung severely. “Are you surprised that no-
body loves you, when you do such unkind
things?”

“But I never touches the old box-eggses,
Chingy!” protested the Eskimo. “I awfulness
truthfulness, Chingy. I did have a fews raw
before I went to sleep, but not never them
twenties or forties. I mean I never push the
boxes at old Mossoo. It just came itself,
and I very gladful it did.” .

“ And now you have made another enemy,”
sighed Ching ZLung. “If you persist in
aggravating the whole ship, how can you ex-
pect me to protect ycu? You are aggressive,
and have no conscience. Your end will be
the finish of you, and it will be a bad finish.
And instead of weeping, and clothing your-
self in sackcloth and ashes, and shedding

FRIARS.

bitter tears of repentance, you grin! Think
of what you did to Barry O'Rooney!
Horrible!” E

“Chingy, old bean, yo’ can’t pull my legs,”
said the Eskimo, chuckling. “Tell that stuil
to Prout, or Ben Maddock. What would yo’
do to a chap who put his foot ups and biff
yo' in the ears, hunk? What yo’ do to a
bad rascality like that, hunk, Chingy?”

“I think I'd have him measured for a nice
new coffin,” said Ching Lung. “Br-r! It -
isn’t too hot down here, is it? But, seriously,
my fat and quarrelsome friend, you mustn’t.
The chef will be putting arsenic in the soup,
or performing some similar delightful jape.
Use something cheaper than eggs next time.
Perhaps you had better keep close to me, for
1 believe O’Rooney is looking out for you with
2 battleaxe. Really Gan, you make me quite
nervous !”

Gan Waga selected a few unbroken eggs to
use as missiles in the event of an attack on
his person, and followed Ching Lung. The
door of the galley was shut, but they could
hear Mossoo saying  things to himself in
French, mostly about Gan Waga. The
Eskimo™ wanted to listen, but Ching Lung
dragged him away:

“You would not understand, my bouncing
boy,” said the prince, “and if you did, it
would not flatter you. Slide for your life,
Son! Ilere’s O’Rooney!”

Being a privileged person, Gan Waga made
for the satoon, a perfectly safe refuge, for
Barry O'Rooney could not follow him into
that sacred apartment.

He was rather abashed to see Ferrers Lord
standing there, and Gan hid the eggs behind
him. The millionaire had an open newspaper
in his hand. He looked past the Eskimo at
Ching Lung, who had got rid of his over-

‘coat, and was close behind.

“I have been reading the Prime Minister’s
speech in_ the German affair, Ching,” said
the millionaire. “It is quite a tribute to
German bluff.”

“Yes, I glanced at it when the newspapers
came aboard, Chief. Rupert and I smiled a
few smiles. It's certainly a compliment to
the gentle Von Kreigler.” .

“Von Kreigler could almost bluff himself,”
said Ferrers Lord. *“As the Yankees put it,
the Huns are pulling woel over the eyes of
the Allies. Strange how even able men like
the Prime Minister can be deceived by cant
and whining. The Irench, too, seem to be
giving it up as hopeless. Germany will pay,
but it will be a matter of years and years. It
is the old policy of repeating the same thing
over and over again. Only make a statement
often enough, and people are sure to believe
it. That is the Von Kreigler-Goltzheimer
trick. If they can only keep on pleading ruin
and bankruptey long enough, they know they
will eseape.”

“After all, it’s only human, Chief,” said the
prinee. “If they weren’t such a couple of
rascally fellows I might feel an atom of sym-

' pathy.”

“ A fellow feeling makes us wondrous kind,”
said Ferrers Lord. “You have rowed in the
same sort of boat, Ching.”

The prince laughed.

“Not quite the same sort of boat, Chief;
but after the big revolution at Kwai-lial we
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had to plead an empby treasury, otlierwise
we should have gone bankrupt. That was a
different affair. I had not made the revolu-
tion, but had to suppress it. Thanks to your
timely help, I managed to do so. Like the
genial professor, we hid our money. Luckily
there was no one like yourself on the revolu-
tionary side to scent it out.”

Gan Waga still stood with his back to the
door. He could not turn the knob and
escape, for his hands were filled with eggs.
The only one person in the world he was
really afraid of was Ferrers Lord. Gan felt
hot and anxious. For the first time in his
life he hated eggs. He felt certain he would
drop somie of them in a minute, for they
seemed to be growing larger and more diffi-
cult to hold every second. Then came a
knock that made the Eskimo’s heart quail.

“Come in!” said the millionaire’s deep
voice.

It was Prouf, yachting-cap in hand. The
steersman of the Lord of the Deep saw the
eggs, and as he had recently met the chef
he realised the position.

“Drop ’em in!” he whispered, pushing his
cap into the small of Gan Waga's back.

Gan Waga was only too glad to obey. It
was a kindly aection on Prout’s part. The
Eskimo had been thinking of putting a
baited pot overboard that evening, and
placing whatever crabs and lobsters he
caught that were too small to eat alive in the
steersman’s bunk. He decided that instead

he would divide the catch between Maddock |-

and Barry O"Rooney. Prout whisked the cap
and the eggs round the edge of the door, and
another hand seized them.

“A note by motor-launch, sir,” said Prout,
saluting. “No answer required, I think, for
the launch sheered off at once.”

The millionaire frowned a little as he tore
open the envelope and read the message.

*“It is just as well you and Thurston did
not go ashore, Ching,” he said. “There are
ss)ﬁzral of Von Kreigler's spies on the watch
sbill.” -

“Then I hope they didn't see Hal Honour,
Chief,” said Ching Lung.

“Honour is rather a large person to hide,
but he can be the soul of caution,” said
Ierrers Lord. “He knew that some of the
inquisitive gentlemen would not be far away.
We'll leave Porthampton at once, Prout.
Keep below, Ching, until we are well at sea,
for these fellows have sharp eyes.”

“I believe in taking precautions, Chief,”
said Ching Lung. “But is it any use? The
soldier we left at the side of the moat must
have told everything.” :

“One would think so, Ching. It's the ob-
vious thing to think; but I hold another view.
Presently I hope to hear something about
this Hun soldier. It may be good for us and
bad for Von Kreigler and General Goltz-
heimer, or it may be the reverse. One of my
men ought to be very busy over there. I did
not enter upon this little scheme without
making some preparations. Even a dull-
witted Hun may have a brilliant thought
at times, Can you imagine the man lying
there looking up at the burning schloss, and
hearing the explosion. . Possibly he hated
army life, and we know he was anxious
to be married. Let us suppose he managed
to get rid of his bonds. If he did not go
straight to General Goltzheimer, what would
he do?”

“I give it up, Chief!”

“What would a dead man do?”

“Great Sc¢ott! That notion never crossed
my mind, Chief!” cried the prince. - “Of
course he was dead. If he remembered that,
and wanted to clear out of the army, here
was his chance. He had no affection for
Goltzheimer, for he described Goltz as a
terrible man. Let’s hope he had the in-
telligence you give him credit for, and that
he made tracks. If I'd even dreamed of such
a thing, I'd have left him some cash to help
him on the road. If it’s true, it's great!”

“At any rate, I shall soon know whether
he has come back to live or not,” said
Ferrers Lord. “It will make an enormous
difference.”

The yacht was beginning to move astern.
Though he had got rid of the eggs and felt
easy-in his mind on that point, the conversa-
tion did not interest Gan Waga. He secured
a couple of cigars, and went out on deck.

(There will be another grand instalment
of our thrilling adventure serial in next
week's issue of the POPCLAR. Order your copy
in advance to avoid disappointment.)

THE Popurar.—No. 142,

NEXT
FRIDAY!

“THE NEW PORTER!"

= The Bounder’s Comedy ! 2
' (Continued from paype 6.)
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“You startled me!”
“What do you want?”

“Very likely I'm going to startle you
some more,” said Coker. ‘I hear you're
writing a comedy?”

“VYes.”

“What's it called?”

“¢The Grass-Widower.” ”

““What else?”

“¢Or Why Henry Left Home.” ”

“Nugent's pater’s front name is
Henry,” said Coker.

“JIs 1t?” yawned the Bounder.

“You know it 1s.”

“No, I don’t think I knew.”
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The Bounder smiled unpleasantly.

“T was busy when you came in,” he
said. “Would you mind leaving me to
get my work done?”

“What’s the work?”

“I'm writing my comedy.”

“What are the characters
comedy?”’ asked Coker.

To any other questioner Vernon-Smith
would have said “Get out!” But Coker
did not look as if he would take an
answer of that kind good-temperedly.
Vernon-Smith was no coward, but the
powerful Fifth-Former could have wiped
the floor with him, and he knew it. He
answered as civilly as he could.

“There’s the grass-widower, Henry
Bolter,” he said, “and the grass-widow,
Mrs. Bolter. Then there is Bolter major
and Bolter minor, two schoolboys. That’s
all. It's a small caste, you know. Just
enough characters for Snoop and Bol-
sover major and minor, and myself.”

“Taking off Nugent's pater and mater,
and Nugent major and minor, of course,”
said Coker.

“There might be a distinct resem-
blance,” admitted the Bounder. *That’s
by chance, of course. T've made it a
point not to know anything about
Nugent and his affairs. It’s not my
fault if his mater bolts. I want to get on
with my comedy.”

“That's what you won’t do, my son,”
said Coker. ‘As a senior, I take it as
my duty to get on my hind legs in this
matter.. Savvy? You're acting like a
rotten cad, and you're going to put that
precious comedy in the fire.”

“What?”

“Shove it in 1"’ said Coker.

“What? I won’t!”

Coker whirled the dog-whip in the air.

“I"give you two seconds,” he said.

The Bounder made a spring at the
grate, and caught up the poker. Coker
was upon him in a second.

He grabbed the Bounder by the collar
and pitched him across the study. Then
he grasped up the written sheets from
the table, jammed them into the fire, and
stamped them down with his foot deep
into the glowing coals. The valuable
results of Vernon-Smith’s mental efforts
blazed up at once.

“Now, then—"" said Coker.
would you?” .

The Bounder was coming at him like
a tiger. When Vernon-Smith's evil
temper was thoroughly aroused he was
utterly reckless. He had caught up a
chair, and he was rushing at Coker with
that dangerous weapon whirling aloft.
He brought it savagely down, and
Horace Coker dodged round the table
just in time.” The chair crashed upon

he growled.

in the
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the table and broke, at the samsé timg
shattering the inkstand to pieces.

- Before the Bounder could recover his
unwieldy weapon for a second swipe,
Coker seized him in his powerful grip.

The chair fell to the floor, and Vernon-
Smith, whirled off his feet, was flung
face downwards across the study table.

Then the dog-whip came into play.

It rose and fell, and each time it fell
the Bounder struggled and kicked and
yelled madly.

Lash, lash, lash!

“Ow, ow! Yarooh! Help! Rescuel
Help! Oh!” :

Lash, lash!

The door of the study burst open, and
a crowd of Remove fellows stared in.
Had it been any other Removite who
was suffering that infliction there would
have been a rush to the rescue at once.
But Vernon-Smith was not popular, and
the leaders of the Remove—Harry
Wharton & Co.—had not troubled to
come along.

“TFaith, and what are ye up to, in-
toirely?”’ exclaimed Micky Desmond.

“Licking Smithy!” panted Coker.

“We can see that!” grinned Mark
Linley. “But what’s the trouble?”

“Lesson in good taste,” explained
Coker. ““My taste in comedies doesn’t
agrece with Smithy’s, and this is my
method of criticism. There, I think that
will do !’

He jerked the Bounder from the table,
and flung him, gasping, into the arm-
chair. Then he turned upon Bolsover
major, who promptly backed away.
Coker grinued.

“There are comedies and comedies,
you kids,” he explained. *Smithy’s is a
comedy of errors, and I'm helping him
to see the errors. That’s all!”

And Coker strode out of the study.

“I think Smithy wanted that, and I
think he wants some more, look you,
and if T were Nugent’s chum I'd give it
to him,” said Morgan.

““Hear, hear!” said the other fellows.

And they streamed away, leaving
Vernon-Smith and Bolsover major alone
in the study. The bully of the Remove
looked rather dubiously at the groaning
Bounder.

“I say, that’s rough, Smithy,” he said.
“I suppose youll chuck the comedy
now?”

Vernon-Smith ground his teeth.

“I won't! I can write it out again!
And T'l make Coker sit up for this
somehow! Ow!”

“Like his cheek to interfere,” said
Bolsover. ““Of course, between ourselves,
all the fellows know you are getting at
Nugent in the comedy.”

Vernon-Smith scowled.

“T'll make it plainer still,” he said.
“T’ll show Coker whether he can bully
me into chucking it! Hang him! Ow!
And we’ll have a rehearsal this very
evening. Ow! Or—or rather, we'll have
a rehearsal to-morrow; I don’t feel quite
up to one this evening!”

And Bolsover grinned. Vernon-Smith
certainly did not look quite up to a
rehearsal just then. Whether he would
feel up to a rehearsal on the morrow was
a different matter.

The Bounder was not so easily turned
from his purpose.

THE END.

(Another magnificent long complete
story dealing with the early adventures
of Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyfriars
will appear in next week’s issue of the
PoPULAR. )
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—QJrder'a Copy Before You Are

FOOTBALLS TO BE WON!

FULL PARTICULARS BELOW!

A WORD WITH

I am always very pleased

Address all your letiers to THE E]jITOR, The Popular,
The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4,

YOUR EDITOR!

to hear from my chums,

FOR NEXT FRIDAY!

We ghall have another splendid budget of
stories and articles in our next issme. There
will be a long complete school story of
Harry Wharton & Co., the chums of the
Remove, entitled:

“NUGENT’S SPLENDID SACRIFICE!”
By Frank Richards. .

In this story we learn how Nugent was
able, once and for all, to clear up the
trouble in the famwily.

“THE NEW PORTER!”
By Oweén Congquest.

is the title of the splendid complete story
of thé chums of Rookwood. An old “friend ”
of Kit. Erroll’'s comes to the school, and
causes a great sensation in a -certain circle
of juniors. Lattrey plays a very prominent
part in the story, and in his blackguardly
way, plans to “get even” with Mornington
and his chum Erroll.

BILLY BUNTER’S FINEST NUMBER!

Next week will see the publication of the
finest number of ‘ Billy Bunter's Weekly ”

we have seen. He is calling it a Special
Carnival Number, and the excellence of the
stories and articles impressed me so muchk
that I. have arranged for a special cover
illustration to be drawn by our famous
artist, Mr. C. H. Chapman.

Look out for it mext Friday!
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*POPLETS®” GOMPETITION No. 36.
Examples for the above competition :

Leaving Grub About. A Muddled Pass.

Off the Rails. Pressed for Cash.

A Great Cure. In Another’s Shoes.

Not Coker's Line. Making Things Bright.

Making Allowances.  Games Preferred.

Too Clever. Easing Up.

First Prize: A Match Football.
Ten Prizes of Five Shillings Each.

Read the following rules ecarefully, and
then send in your postcard. Readers should
particularly note that TWOQ efforts can be
sent in on one card, but no effort may
contain more than FOUR words.

Select two of the examples, and make up
a sentence of TWO, THREE, or FOUR words

Too Late! 19

having some bearing on the example. ONE
of the words in your sentence must commence
with one of the letters in the example.

You must study these rules carefully before
you géend in your efiort.

1. All “ Poplets 7 must. be written on one
side of a POSTCARD, and not more than two
““ Poplets ”’ can be sent in by any reader each
week.

2. The posteards - must be addressed
“ Poplets,” No. 36, the “ Popular,” Gough
House, Gough Square, London, E.C. 4.

8. No correspondence may be entered info
in connection with * Poplets.”

4. The Editor’s opinior on any matter
which may arise is to be accepted as final
and legally Binding. This condition will be
strictly enforced, and readers can only enter
the competition on this understanding.

5. I guarantee that every effort will be
thoroughly examined by a competent staff of
judges, PROVIDED that the effort is sent in
on a POSTCARD, and that it is received on
or before October 13th.

RESULT OF “POPLETS”
. COMPETITION No 28.

William Bew, 383, Thomas Street, West
Hartlepool, Durham ; John Jones, 466, nggm-
shaw Lane, Oldham, Lancs; Tessie M)tchpll
5, North Shore Street, Campbeltown, N.B
William Adecock, 329, Birchfield Road, Perry
Barr, Birmingham; H. Rewcastle, 16,
Denton Avenue, Lemington, Scotswood,
R.85.0.; C. Bovingdon, 66, Colville Road,
South Actom, W.3; Nellie Shroll, 94,
Grafton Road, N.W.5; Herbert Dixon,
93, High Street, Dorking; Arthur J. Summer-
fleld, 26, Radnor Street, Southsea, Hants: A.
Molyneaux, 5, Dene Street Gardens, Dorking,

Dour EDdIitor,

A REAL
DELIGHT

. The orange tin, con-
taining Sharp’s Super-
Kreem, is a sight irre-
~sistible. Its contents

are so rich, creamy, and delicious
that it is a real delight for everyone
{0 succumb to its fascination.

Sold loose by weight or in 1.
. decorated tins—also in ls.,
and 2s. 9d. tins.

8do per 4&.lb.

If unobiaingble in your district,
kindly send posteard, giving name
of your confectioner.
E.SHARP & SONS, Ltd., Haidstone.
The lurgest Marufacburers of
Toffee in the World.

is. 6d.,
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LUMINOUS

DIALS TO

SEE TIME
IN THE DARK

2 /- EXTRA
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W ATCEES
YBURS TO WEAR WHILST PAYING FORIT

Gent.’s full-size Keyless Lever Watch,
strong Nickel Silver, dust and damp-
proof cases, clear dial, genuine Lever
Movement, perfect raifway timekeeper,
price 15/- or cash with order 13/6. Ladies’
or Gent.’s wristlet model (a beautiful
present} 4/- extra. Any of these splendid
watches sent on receipt of the first pay-
ment. After receiving the watch you
send us a further 2/- and promise to pay
the balance by weekly instalments of 6d.
each, or 2/- monthly. Warranty for
19 years sent with each watch. No un-
pleasant inquiries. *Don’t risk d;sappomt-
ment,- as this is manufacturer’s stock,

| plfi‘chd,hed al great reduction (usually sold

at 25/-). bend 2/- and €d. extra for post-
age and insurance at once to: THE
WOBURN WATCH €O. (Desk P 4),
Woburn House, London, W.C.1,

TrE PoruLAR.—No. 142..



INSTANTLY
KILLS PAIN

‘Everyone suffering pain should
try the quickest, surest, and
safest way of obtaining
immediate ease. This is the
VIEWIK way. No matter
how the pain is caused,
whether by Rheumatmm, Gout,
Sciatica, Lumbago, Neuritis,
Neuralgia, Synovitis, Cramp,
,  Sprains, Bruises, and for
every kind of muscular pain,

' WORLD'S GHAMPION VIKWIK is the finest paln-

3‘7 NER, Mr, 4. SHRUBB, killing, curative liniment
CURED BY VIKWIK. known. VIEKWIK stops irri-
BLM TREE Ko-run. tation in a remarkable

manaer, Chilblains and Burna

November 17¢h. 19x9l yield to its soothing effects

. Bire,~Rheumdatism n my knee at once. VIEKWIK is some-
caused me great agony, and after thing  different, -something
trying uevsral kinds of ollh and better than anything else. It
aves  withour  qucocit Letig succeeds where everythlog

advised by a jriend to use VIKEWIX,

- I did so, with the resull that the
pain has gone. Now use VIEWIK
at the least gn of —overatrain .
and as a general lmimmu during
training, which can heartily

else. has disappointed,

If you suffer from any kind
.of pain, go to your Chemist
and get a bottle to try. Price

recommend. —Youu truly, ; és‘,] Sdt and dsa Sbl?rom al:
7 emists  an ores, O
~ALERED SHBOBS direct, post fres, from the

World's Champion Bunner

and Record-Holder. >VIKWIK €O, Desk 92,

27, Store 8., London, W.C. 1.
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INSTANTLY XILLS PAIN OF

Bheumatilm

Chublain; Lumbago Neuritis
Sprain Gouw Sciatica Nerve Paing
Bru!n- SOro Throat Rheumatoid Neusalgia
Cramyp 8tit Neok Arthritis

in 1/3 bottles, large size B/me

From noo'rs’ TAYLOR'S, and all Chemists.

NERVOUSNESS |’

is the greatest drawback in life to any man or woman. If you
are nervous, timid, low-spirited, lack self-confidence, will power,
mind concentration, blush or feel awkward in the presence of
others, send three psnny stamps for particulars of the Mento-Nerve
Strengthening Treatment, used in the Navy from Vice-Admiral to
Seams,n, and in the Army from Colonel to Private, D.5.0.'s, M.C.'s,
M.M.s, and D.C.M.s. — GODFRY ELLIOTT-SMITH, I.td., 627,
lmperial Buildings, Ludgate Circus, London, E.C.4.

THE POPULAR ——Every Friday.

direct from factory at wholesal
and SAVE POUNDS, Waeld'
massive Table Grands, Portable.
Horniess anu exqmsnmly w&oured

orn
to select from. _Grand bargams
in Columb:a, Regal, Zonos
phone Pathe, Edison Bell
and Deccas, Immediate delivery.
Sent on 10 days' trial, packed free, car-
riage pmd 26 records (5: tunes) and 4oo
needles included, Satistaction gudr nteer
or money refunded. Send postcard now
for the biggest and most beautitully
illustrated art catalogue &ver issued.

MEAD CO. (DEPT, G108),

Electrxcal Experiments.

SHOCKING COIL! “[Setof Parts formaklng, 149,
BATTERY PABTS, 1]6; postage 3d. each. ELECTRO
MAGNET, 94.; ponageBd (Ll’u 1 pound.) Box BLEC-
TRICAL EXPERIMENTS, 3/-; postage 64. SPEOIAL

'\ CHEAP TELEPHONE SET, Complets, 1/9; o:tan (I8

i 4-Volt Dynamo, 12!6 STEAM E\GINB

ELECTRIC LIGHT.—Battery, § W N), I:an,
Holder, Bcnecm.. Inmiructions, eto., 4/

Targer %ilze 8 /u pos aia 9d. (Gstslom 45 LBleotrio

on B rmingh:

You can secure & pair of our Bea.l Busset Molregor
Football Beots on first paymemt of 10/- and on
yuur prom{smg to pay further week!y instalments

got ou
()YS (1%, 13, 13 1), 12/8.—10/- down and balance
f 2/8 “ha foliowing waek.
YOU’I‘HS' {2, 3, 4, 5§, 14/-.—10/- down and two
eekly {n:talmauts ot 2/
T, 8.9 5f-.—10/- down and two

BE.
Biadder {Postage 6d. extra

LANE SROS. (Dept. 3). 8, Arthur Road, HOLLOWAY, W.7.

_HO’ME CINEMATOGRAPHS MA{-‘;&;&,;,’.’&&‘,‘:,&K%

« » ACoesso

gories, Standard Films. Stamp for Ifusira
DEAN CINEMA GO, 94, Drayton Avenue, London,

M AG'G TRIcKs ete.—Parcels, 2/6, 5/6. Ventriloguist’s
s Instrument. Invisible. Imitate Birds.
Pricesd each.4forl/- —T W Harrizson, 230, PentonvilleRd., London, N 1.

(i«;wlogue.—-nuk B

{ of paper; cut ont this Advt. and :u&ck, and send with

BOYS—HERE'S THE REPEATER YOU WANT!
Makes a big bang, but is perfectiy ‘harmiess. 1
Ideal for SCOUTS, AMATEUR DETECTIVES, Etc. =
The ‘f Quickfira.” Price LIS post free.
Write your name and address YERY PLAINLY on a piece

P.O. 1/3 So—
F. GILMAN, 8, Grange ‘Road, Smethwick.

B'G AND succESSFUL —To be tall is one of the ohief
8 qualifications for success, It is
easy to increase your height by ‘the Girvan Soientific Treatiment, which is
carried out in your own homo Students raport trom 2 to & imches
inorease, with great benefit ‘to health.  Send ard for -particulars
and eur £100 guarantee to ENQUIRY DEPT. A.M P 17 S8TROUD GREEN
ROAD, LONDON, N. 4.
lnvisibko,

FUN FOR ALL § —Veniriloquist's: Voloe Instrument.
I~ G Astonishes, Mystifles. Imitate Birds, Beasta,
ets. 1/~ P.O, (Ventriloquism Treatise inoluded).—Ideal Co., clovedon, Som,

PHOTO POSTCARDS OF YOURSELF, 1/3 doz. 12 by 10 EN-
LARGEMENTS, - LSO CHEAP PHOTO MATERIAL. CATALOGUE
AND SAMPLES ,FBEE,—HACKETTS, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL.

“CURLY HAIRI"— “ If's wonderful,” writes B. 10,000 Testimonials.
‘Proof sent. “WAVEIT ” CURLS STRAIGHTEST HAIR. 198, 2/5
(Stamps accepted.}—ROSS (Dept. P, ), 173, New Norbh Rdi London, N. 1.

% Packed FREE, - Carrlags PAID. Direct from Works,

M LowesT casil PRICES. EASY PAYMENT TERMS,
Bargaiss in Shop Soiled -and

#Old Cﬁes Exchanged.  Write for Monster Size Free

st and Special Offer ot Sample Bicycle

CYCLE QOMPANY Incornd,
“ The Popuiar.” PEN COUPON.

Dept. B 607, BIRMINGHANM.
Sond 13 of thess coupons with only 2/9 direct to the Fleet Pen Co.,
119, Fleet Street, London, B.0. 4. You will receive by returnasplendxd
Bntlsh Made 14-ct, Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen, value 10/6 (Fine,
Medium, or Broad Nib). If only 1 coupon is sent, the price is 4/9, 2d. being
allowed for each exfra goupon up to 12. (Poeket Chp. 44d. extra.) Thisgreat
offer is made to introduce the famous Fleet Pen to the POPELAR readers.
Satlsfactlon guaranteed or cash returned. Forcign post exira,
Lever Seif-Filling Model, with Safety Cap, 2/- extra.

THIS OUT

Value 2d.

Birmingham. Popular.
'I'BI.L us which of
4 % want the subjects men.
o you tieneddelow interests
iz you. We will
immodlntely ‘post you

Better JOb? ;' !:Béyx lntermhg:, g

pointing out your chances of success; and
explsining - how we ¢&n give you just
that knowledge to qualify you for a better
e % job—we teach by post m your spare thme,
and in your own Aom

We strongly recommend each of these Pouul LCouken,
not only te the OLDER MEN, but alse to APPREN

and to the PARENTS of lads leaving School.
Aeroplane Eng’ing. Boiler Making. Building Constr'n,
Aero Engines. Engineers’ Quanti-Reinforc’d Conorste
Electrical Eng'ing. ties & Estimating. Structural Eng’ing.
Telegraphy Mathematics. Municipal Eng’ing.
Telephony xot.ox- Eng'i P)umbing & Sani-
%":wer sihtli}: e N minnhgi’mg ary.

chanical Bng'ing NavalArchiteoture. Koatin & n'

Draughtsmanship. Ship Design. in, B Wentiiat.
Workshop Practice.Civil Engineering.

Inter l 4
ltao‘hlne Tools. agline comb\ut.

Surveys & Levelling. Engl n
AHINATIONS — We 3 h foll k:
A M. LMech.E. ; AMIEB AMID!LO.E.,
ML ; Board of Tra.do Marine 2nd Olass, ist Clazs,
Extra 18t Olau Tity and Guilds Exams. {n Telegraphy,

“Telephony, eto. Wrue for this book fo-day. It mey mean
& the turning-point of your career. Don't forget te mention
\« the subject which interests you.
J THE TECHNOLOGICAL INSTITUTE of GT. BRITAIN, Ltd., |
41 Thapet House, 231-232, Strand, London,

JUR NG — Illustrated Catalogue  of Tricks, Jokes,
CON " Susmles, 34 - WOLIPSE  NOVELTY  G0.
(Dept. L), FRANCIS TERRACE, LONDON, N.1

Maochines, otc. Stas -
FILMS FOR SALE, CHEAP, Jtciisen, oto stummed on.
Film, 1/3.—TYSON & MARSHALL, 89, Castle Boulevard, NOTTINGHAM,
—Léarn this wonderful, laugh
y:éNt:rRlLdle{lsw.l Failureomlapoaslble witth oulx: hgou?(bl:f ena:ty'
nsfructions an amusing alogued, ¢t 108 4]
delighted.—Publishers, 80, Oldchurch Road, yﬂleveﬂolvl 2 faomasds
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