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A Magnlfxcent Long Campipte School Story, dealma;, with the Eurly Adventures of
HARRY WHARTON & CO. at Grayfriars.

By FRANE RICIE . AFI:S.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Dicky Comes Back!

A, ha, ha!”

H The sound of the loud
laugh came from Vernon-
Smith’s study in the Remove
passage.  Frank Nuoeu‘f started as he
heard it, and gntted his teeth. He
knew what was the cause of the mrerri-
ment of Vernon-Smithk & Co. The
Bounder and” Snoop and Bolsoyer were
rehearsing .in the study;

knew what they were rehearsing.

But Nugent dld not stop. He hm-
ried on down the Remove passage, and
went out into the Close.

Nugent was in trouble.  His father
and mother had quarrelled over a
trivial matter, but his mother had left
her husband’s house, and Bicky,
Nugent’s minor in the Second Form,
had gone with her.

Already Dick bad written to say that
he was tiring of being alone with his

mother. I‘haf, CGUDLEd with the fact
that Vernon-Sm 1’sh the Bounder of
Greyfriars, had “vritten 7 g comedy

having for its plot the trouble in the
Nugent family, and was even mnow
rehearsing for a public performance,
was enough to, worry any junior, let
alone a sensitive fellow like Nugent of
the Remove,

Frank had written to Dicky imploring
him to stay with Mrz. Nugent. But the
fags of the Second had received a letter
from Nugent minor imploring them to
send funds with which he eould buy a
ticket back to Greyfriars.

“Hallo, - hallo, hallo!

again?” <

It was Bob Cherry’s powerful voice,
and Nugent swung reund, and locked
towards the gates. He started. Bob
Cherry’s greeting had been to a_dusty
fag who had just entered; and the fag
was Nugent minor !

He had come back, then!

“Bo ycu ve turned up again, young
shaver,” said Bob Cherry.

Dick Nugent nedded,

“Yes, I've come back,” he saxd
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You back

“and

and Nugent

‘baf-k T left

EBEE

Pm jolly well not going away again, too.
il?fank can go and be blubbed over, if he
ikes 1”

“Shut up, you young ass!” muttered
Bob Cherry. ‘“Frank's there.”

“I don’t care!™

Frank Nugent hurried towards his
young brother. Bob Cherry nodded o
him and strolled away. Frank eaught
Dicky by the shoulder,

“You've left mother, Dicky ?”

“Yes, 1 have,” said Dicky sulkily.
“You got my letter 27
“Ves, I did.”

“And it dido’t make any difference
to you?” said Frank.

Dicky sniffed,

“I didn’t write to you f01
rotten grandfatherly advice,”
“1 wanted some tin to get back
school.  You didn’t send me any?”

“Did yvou ask mother for it2”

Dicky chuckled for a moment.

“No fear. She wouldn’t have. let me
come.”

Nugent major started.

“Have you come away without telling
her?"” he exclaimed sharply.

“Qf course I have!” said Dicky
aggressively. “Do you think I wanted
her erying over me at the station.
There’s been nothing but blubbing all
the time I've been away, and I never
got the pony, either. Gatty sent me the
tm like a decent chap, and I’ve come
a note for mother to say I~
wanted to be back at school. It’s what
the pater wanted, too. e came down
to see us the day after we got to Scar-
cliffe, and said I was to go back; but
the mater wouldn’t have it. But I got
fed-up. If you want to g0, you can go.
I don’t. I've had enough.”

“How is the mater?”

“Oh, she’s all right!
quy weepy !’

ou—you——

“Oh, don’t you begin to slang me!”
said Dicky resentfully “Tve had enough
of it. = The mater has worried me to
death. Says I'm all she has left, and
all that.

a& lot of
he said.
to

Only fright-

33 i

Well, I ain’t. If she misses} I
(Copyright in the United States of Americe.)

the pater, why doesn’t she make it up
with him? I think it’s all rot. Mar
ried people ought to put up with one
another. Anyway, they ought to leave
the kids out of their rows. 1T told her I
was ‘due to play for the Second in a -
footer-match with Tubbs’ lot to-morrow..
She didn’t understand; only cried.”

And Dicky grunted.

“And you couldn’t give up a footer-
match for mother?” said Frank.

“You meedn’t put it like that. I
could give up one match, I suppose, bus
not all of ’emr. Besides, what good was
I doing down thereﬁdrealy hole—no-
body there but mother and a blessed
deaf grandfather?” growled Dicky. “It
was sickening, I cant help it if the
pater and mater can't keep the peace,
can 1? Why should I suffer for it?7

“Youw're a young rotter !’ said Frank.
“I would have stuck to mother.”

“I dare say you would,”
Dicky. “You ain’t like me. I don’t
like weepy bizney at all. You always
were a sentimental old codger, Frank.”

Nugent was silent.

“3 tmd mater you'd come, if she
liked,” said Dicky confidentially.’
“Blest if 1 can see why you wouldn’t
do as “ell as me. Why wouldn’t you?
You could stand it better thanm I could’
I told the mater so. Then she started
weepy - weepy . again!”  exclaimed
Nugent minor, in a tone of great
exasperation.  “Blest if I can under-
stand the mater. But I couldn’t stand -
1t—1 simply couldn’t! I was getting
into frightiully low spirits. I've never
had such a rotten time in my life. You
can go down and take your turn. Tm
fed-up !

And - Nugent minor tramped a\vay
towards the Close in the dusk. 4

Frank Nugent stood still.

t had come to it, then—Dicky had
come back, and his ‘mother was alone.
She had left her husband, and her son
had left her! And what would she da
now ?

Would she think of him? .

If only he could have done some

+

agree\‘f



——Which Are to be Won Every Week in the **Poplets”’ Competition! 3

‘thing to heal the breach—if only he
could have thought of some means of
bringing” his father and his mother
together again. .He had thought that
over and over again, till his brain was
weary with it. There was no real cause
of quarrel. Although Frank tried to
think respectfully of the parents he
loved, he could not disguise from him-
self that the trouble was due to foolish
temper and impatience and obstinacy on
both sides. But, alas! such obstacles

- were harder to overcome than real
causes of dispute,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Performance Cancelled !
ARRY WHARTON paused in
H the passage and glanced at the
notice-board. Among the other
: papers pinned up there was one
in the handwriting of Vernon-Smith of
the Remove. It had attracted a good
deal of attention already, and a good deal
of laughter. 1t ran:

“NOTICE !
“ A performance of the new Comedy,
‘ The Grass-Widower; or, Why Henry
Left Home!” will be given in the Re-
move Form-room this evening at eight
precisely.
“ Admission Free.”

Harry Wharton’s eyes glinted.

The Bounder was evidently ready for
business now.  The lesson Coker had
given him had had no effect, and the
precious comedy was ready for perform-
ance. There was no doubt that there
would be a crowd to see it. The Boun-
der would certainly succeed in scoring
over Neo. 1 Study if the performance

-+ took place; and the bounder was not
particular about hitting below the belt,
50 long as he succeeded in scoring.

Wharton knitted his brows as he went
upstairs. As he passed Vernon-Smith’s
study in the Remove passage he heard
Bolsover’s voice booming out. The
comedians were having a dress rehearsal,
the last before the performance.

“The kidneys were burnt, I tell you!”
came Bolsover’s voice, in the character of
Mr. Bolter.

: . “Brute!” came Snoop’s voice, high-
pitched to imitate a feminine voice. “I
< shall go back tomy méther! Bos-hoo!”

Wharton went on his way, and entered
No. 13 Study—Bob Cherry’s quarters.
Bob Cherry and Mark Linley and Hurree

Jamset Rani Singh were there,
* “Have you seen the notice on the
board ?” asked Harry abruptly.

“Yes,” said Bob.

“What do you think of it?”

“Rotten—and very like Smithy!”

“Caddish !” said Mark.

“The caddishfulness of the esteemed
Bounder is terrific!” remarked Hurree
gariéset Ram Singh, with a shake of the

ead.

Wharton'’s eyes gleamed.

. “Smithy knows that Nugent won't
_interfere, because he doesn’t want to
admit that the case ‘is  his,” he said.
. “But I think, as Franky’s' pals, we're
called upon to chip in.”

“I'm ready,” said Bob Cherry. “I
don’t know whether Franky wants us to,
that's all.” . -

“We won’t ask him. Tl call up some
of the-fellows, and we'll drop in on them
at rehearsal,” said Wharton.  * After
we've done with them, they won’t feel

“ up to a performance to-night, and they
won't have any props left !” ;

“Ha, ha, ha! Good wheeze!” -

Wharton went along the passage,
calling on his special followers. Johnny
Bull and Penfold and Micky Desmond

NEXT
FRIDAY!

“THE HEAD'S GUEST!"

and Ogilvy and Morgan joined him at
once, and Bob Cherry came out of his.
study with Mark and Hurree Singh.

The whole crowd of fellows went
along to Vernon-Smith’s study. 'There
was a sound of loud laughter within, but
it ceased as Bob Cherry kicked the door
open.

There were four fellows in the study—
the Bounder himself, Bolsover major
and Snoop, and Bolsover minor, of the
Third. Bolsover minor was not looking
happy. He did not like the part he had
to play, but he was teo much under his
elder brother’s influence to resist him.

The four amateur actors looked angrily
at Harry Wharton & Co. as they crowded
.

““What do you fellows want?” de-
manded the Bounder, scowling. :

“We’'ve come to the giddy dress re-
hearsal I”” said Bob.Cherry.

The actors retreated behind the table,
uneasily. They were made up for their
parts—Bolsover in a ridiculous imitation

DON'T MISS THIS
SPLENDID OFFER!

of Mr. Nugent, Snoop in feminine attire,
and Vernon-Smith - with his cheeks

chalked and dabbed with pink, in imitaz

tion of Frank
plexion. ; : ;
Harry Wharton held the door open.

Nugent’s fresh com-

“You can .get out, Bolsover miner "

he said.. : e

“J—I—" "stammered Billy, looking
doubtfully at- Wharton and then at:his
major. 2

“Pon’t go!” said Belsover major.

“Chuck the kid out!” sdid Harry.
“Den’t hurt him! He’s not a cad like
the othérs—Bolsover has dragged him
into this.”

“I—1I say—"" said Billy.

“Qutside !”

Two or three of the Co. grasped
Bolsover minor, and deposited him it
the passage without hurting him. The
door was closed upon him. Bolsover
major had moved forward to interfere,
but Johnny Bull and Mark Linley
stopped him. The bully of the Remove
clenched his fists furiously.

“ What "have you rotters come here
for?” he shoutenﬁ ]

“We're going to muck up the perform-
ance !”” said Bob Cherry cheerfully.

“Get . out of this study!”
Vernon-Smith. ¢

“Bo.we.will—when we're finished 17

The Bounder gritted his teeth. -

“Look here! How dare you interfere
with us?” he demanded. “We haven’t

em !” said Snoop.

yei[edf

irterfered with your rotten Shakespeare
tragedies,”

‘““And we sha'n't interfere with you—
if you play Shakespeare,” said Harry
Wharton, “You are going to play a
skit on Nugent’s family, and we'ro
going to stop youl”

“Does Nugent object ?”

“ Nugent has said nothing.”

“Well, if he's said nothing, what has it
to do with you?” demanded the
Bounder. ‘If Nugent has any objection
tolmake, let him come and make it him-
self 1

“You know that he won't do that,”
said Harry Wharton contemptuously.
“You are taking a rotien, cowardly
advantage of him !”

“QOh, mind your own bizney !”

“This is my business!” said Harry.
“Take off those things!”

“Sha’'n’t!” said Bolsover.

“Take them off !”

“What do you want to do
them ?” demanded Vernon-Smith.

“Burn them !”

The Bounder jumped.

“What !’ he yelled. “Burn them!
Burn my property ! Do you know ‘these

with

costumes cost me three pounds and
more ?” '
“I don’t know, and I don’t care! I

know I am going to burn them! If you
suffer any Joss, you can put it down to
vour own caddishness!”

“Hear, hear!” said the Co.

“I won’t have it!” shrieked the
Bounder. “If you lay a finger on my
property, T'll call in Mr. Quelch. Il
complain to the Head !”

“Tock the door, Bob!”

“Right-ho |

Vernon-Smith made a spring towards
the deor. Bob Cherry pushed him
roughly back, and turned the key in the
lock. Then the whole Co. advanced upon
the three comedians.

“Are you going fo take those things
off ” asked Wharton quietly.

“No!” yelled Bolsover.

“Then we'll strip youl!”

“I—1 say, hold on!” stuttered Snoop.
“I—1 don’t mind taking them off I”

“Don’t be a coward, Snoop !” bellowed
Bolsover.

“Well, I—TI can’t fight half a dozen of
“You can try, if you
like! It’s not good enough for me!”

S Funkil. o -

“Oh, rats!”

Snoop stripped off the feminine attire,
and put his own jacket on. Bob Cherry

 picked up. the costume, and jammed jt in

a heap in the study fire. Vernon-Smith
made a spring forwardto’save his belong-
ings,  and. was instantly grasped and
hurled back. : g

Bolsover clenched his fists, and began
to hit out; and in a moment he was upon
the floor, and two or three juniors swere
sitting upon him. = Held fast by many
hands, the cads of the Remove locked on
in helpless rage at what followed.

Bob Cherry stirred the costume down
into the, fire with the poker. The
material was inflammable enough, and it

burnt up. The study was filled with a

pungent smoke a$ it burned, and Ogilvy
opened the window to let it out.
“Phew !” gasped Bob Cherry. “It's
getting rather thick! But we'll be
through soon !” i
- “T’ll make you pay for this!”. shrieked
the Bounder, writhing with rage in the
grasp of the Removites.
“ All serene; we'll chance it!”
. #Ha, ha, ha!” : 5
Bob Cherry stirred away industriously.
Slowly _but surely” the costume.of Mrs,

Bolter was reduced to smoking ashes . .

Bob' Cherry, panting with the heat and
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exertion, retired to the window to cool
himself,

“Your turn now, Bolsover!” said
}I}Iarry Wharton. “Yank those things off
T e -

Bolsover struggled furiously, but it was
in vain. The frock-coat and striped
trousers were yanked off him, and the
false beard and whiskers and wig. All of
them were jammed into the fire, and
Johnny Bull took his turn at stirring
them m. - Bolsover, his brow black with
rage, dressed himself in his own clothes.

The study was smokier than ever, and
the juniors’ eyes were smarting by the
time Bolsover’s costume was reduced to
smoky ashes. é

Harry Wharton looked round the
study. Sticks of grease-paint, false hair,
and chalks and charcoal, lay upon the
table, and all of them were swept into
the fire, and rammed well in. —

“Oh, T'll make you pay for this!” said
Vernon-Smith, grinding his teeth.

“I—I—I'll smash you!” stuttered
Bolsover. -

“Oh, good!” said Bob Cherry. “But
we're going to do the smashing at pre-
sent. You want to give the fellows a
funny show. We’ve mucked up this one
for you, but we’ll give you a chance to
give ’em another! Yank them over
here! Never mind Snoop; kick him
out’!”

The struggling pair were dragged over
to the hearthrug.  Bob Cherry rubbed
handfuls of the blackened remains of the
costumes over their faces and hair, while
they gasped and writhed and yelled.
Snoop had fled; only too glad te escape.

Bob Cherry was very liberal, and by
the time he had finished Vernon-Smith
and Bolsover major were scarcely recog-
nisable. i

Seven o’clock rang out from the clock-
tower, and Bob Cherry chuckled.

“Performance booked to begin in an
hour,” he remarked. ““1 don’t think the
company will be ready.” <

‘“‘Faith, and ye're right; unless they
go on as. nigger minstrels, or the ‘ Wild
Man from Borneo’ Company !”

“Ha;ha, hal” =

“I think they’ve had enough!”
grinned Harry Wharton. “They won't
get all that off much before eight o’clock.
Only remember this, Smithy. If there’s
any attempt to give that comedy minus
the costumes, we shall be on the scene,
and we’ll give you such a time that you
won't feel like comedy !

“More like tragedy, bedad!” grinned
Micky Desmond. s

And the avengers unlocked the door
and streamed out of the study. They left
the cads of the Remove writhing on the
floor exhausted with their struggles,
blackened with soot and ashes, and pant-
ing with rage. - Bolsover sat up, and
looked at Vernon-Smith. Vernon-Smith
sat up and looked at Bolsover. They did
not speal; «their feelings were too deep
for words. They both crawled away to
a bath-room to clean themselves. °

Downstairs, fellows who passed the
notice-board found that there was an ad-
dition to the notice pasted up by Vernon-
Smith. A slip kad been pinned across
it, and upon the slip were written the
words, in Bob Cherry’s sprawling hand :
“PERFORMANCE CANCELLED.”

And it remained cancelled,
F turned there.  Wharton was a
little flushed with his exertions,
and breathing rather quickly.
TaE PoPurar.—No. 143.
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
For His Mother’s Sake!
RANK NUGENT was in Study
No. 1 when Harry Whatrton ré-

‘““A RASCAL FOILED!™

Nugent glanced at him inquiringly.

“ What’s the row about 7’ he asked.

‘“Oh, only a little unrehearsed scene in
Smithy’s comedy,” said Harry. “There
won’t be any performance to-night.”

“Thank you, old man,” said Nugent
gratefully, “The cad!. He knew it was
impossible for me to say anything about
T Rk - 2

“It’s all right, Franky; I don’t think
he'll start anything of the kind again.
But, I say ” Wharton looked at his

chum in surprise. Frank Nugent had his’

overcoat on, and there was a bag lying
on the table. ~ “Are you off some-
where 27

Nugent nodded.

“Where are you going, Franky? Not
—not leaving 7”7 4

“Yes.”

“Leaving the
Wharton, in dismay.

“For a.time, anyway !”

“But—but, I say—what about the
Head ?” o

“I’ve asked the Head’s permission, and
he’s given it to me,” said Nugent quietly.
“I must go, Harry. I'm going to my
mother.”

“ Frank

“ Dicky’s left her—I suppose it wasn't
to be expected he’d stay,” said Nugent
wearily. “I know she doesn’t want me
so much as she wants Dicky; but—but
somebody will have to stand by her. I'm
going down to Scarcliffe to-night!”

“It’s rotten for you to go, Frank.
When will you come back ?”

“I don’t know. Not so long as the
mater wants me.”

Wharton looked troubled.

“You're chucking up everything
here,” he said. “Your work—and every-
thing—all the footer matches, too. We
shall miss you, Frank.”

“T shall miss you, too, and—and the
other chaps. But I must go. I can’t let
the mater feel that she’s deserted,” said
Frank.  “She—she’s awfully sensitive,
you know; and she’s not over strong,
either. She might be ill, and—and after
all, a chap is supposed to make a bit of

school 7””  exclaimed

19

a sacrifice if necessaty for his mother’s

sake, Harry.”

“1 suppose so, Frank. But—"

“So I'm going. I wanted to say good-
bye to you, Harry. I don’t know when
I shall be back, or whether I shall be
back at all. You—you might keep an
eye on my minor. He’s always getting
into scrapes, and he won’t have anybody
to back him up when I'm gone.”

“T’ll look after him, Frank.”

“Good-bye, then!”

“I'm coming down to the station with
you, anyway,” said Harry. ‘Wingate
will give me- a pass-out, or Gwynne.
Wait at the door for me!”

“Right-ho !”

The chums of the Remove descended
the stairs. Nugent waited outside the
door, in the deep October dusk in the
Close. Harry Wharton joined him in a
few minutes, with his coat and cap on.

They walked across the Close, and Gos-
ling let them out at the:gate.  Harry
Wharton was deeply troubled, and he
was silent; and Nugent did not speak.

“Does your mother know you're
coming, Frank ?” asked Wharton, after a
long pause, when the lights of the village
came in sight. y

“Yes; I've wired.”

“And your pater?”

“Pve written to him.”

‘“He won’t like this, Frank !”

Nugent sighed.

“I don’t know. When a chap’s father
and mother can’t get on together, it's
frightfully difficult to know what to do.
But I can’t leave the mater alone. If

se
23

-A GRAND TALE OF THE ROOKWO0OD CHU

she doesn’t wani me, I can come hack,
But I think she will want me.” =

“1 should think so, Frank. But—well,
it’s rotten all round.” ; |

“I’m not sorry to get away from Grey-
friars for a bit,” said Nugent abruptly.
“The fellows all know about what’s hap-
pened—there are only a few like Smithy,
who want to make capital out of it—but
they all know. I can’t bear it. It's too
rotten. I sha’n’t be sorry to get away.
I—I hope I shall come back, though.
Anyway, we shall meet again scme.
where.” .

They reached the station.

Wharton waited on the platform with
his chum till the train came in.’ Nugent
stepped-into the train, and tossed his bag
upon the rack. He gripped his chum’s
hand through the doorway.

“Good-bye, Harry!” .

“ Good bye, Frank, old man; and good
luck 1”7

The porter closed the carriage door,
the whistle shrieked, and the train moved
out of the station. Wharton waved his
hand from the platform; the train disap-
peared into the night—Nugent was gone.

Gone ! ;

It had all been so rapid that Wharton
could hardly realise yet that he had lost
his chum. = Would Nugent ever come
back to Greyfriars Was his place at the
old school to remain empty? Wharton
knew what a difference it would make to
him if his chum’s place remained un-
filled; he "would miss Frank at every
turn, at every hour of the day. But still,
he did not think of himself; his thoughts
were with Frank, and the heavy sorrow
that had come into his young life. What
was to be the end of it all? Wharton’s
brow was clouded, and his heart” was
heavy, as he walked slowly home to Grey-
friars alone!

Nugent’s heart was as heavy as his
chum’s, as the train bore him away into
the darkness and silence of the night.

He hkad thought out what he was
doing, and he had decided. But there
was so much for and against the step he
had taken, that he could not decide, to
his own satisfaction, whether he was
acting wisely.

He had thrown up everything, so far as
ha himself was concerned, in order to go
to_his mother. 3

It was Dicky that she wanted. But in
her loneliness and desertion, she must be
glad to see her elder son, and his devotion
must be a comfort to her.

Frank was sure of that.

And if he could lighten her trouble,
was it not his duty to go, without step-
ping to consider himself?

He thought so.

The train stopped at station  after
station; he did not notice them. Later
in the evening it began to rain, the
windows of the carriage were blurred
as it stopped in the stations; he could
not see the names of the places.

He looked at his watch at last.

Half-past nige!

It was time that he was near Scar-
cliffe now.

When the train stopped again he let
down the window and looked out into
the gloomy station, with the rain-drops
falling round him,

“Is it far to” Scarcliffe now?” he
called out to a shadowy porter.

“ Next station,”

“Lhank you.”

He sank back into the corner of the
carriage again.

His heart was beating strangely.

A few minutes more, and he would
be ‘at Scarcliffe. * Probably his mother
would: be ‘at the station; he would see
her. Only a few minutes more, and he

MS. 1L
By OWEN CONQUEST.
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* Lift him out!”

that he had been in an accident.

Nugent heard the deep voice, only half understanding it.
out, but his voice was dumb—a heavy weight seemed upon his tongue.

What had happened? He tried to cry
He knew he was only hali-concious;
He tried to move, but something heavy pinned him down.

he knew
(See Chapter 3.)

would know whether she was glad he
had come—

Crash !

.Crash !

A jarring, grinding shock ran through
the train, and then it seemed to Frank
Nugent as if the world were falling into
pieces-about him.

Darkness rushed upon him; he had a
vague knowledge that he was springing

up, that he was struggling, that some-

thing was weighing upon him,; crush-
ing him—he was fighting for his life—

Then darkness—vacaney!

Again lights flashed in his eyes. His
eyes were open wide, staring—he was
wondering, dully where he as, what
had taken place! To his swimming
senses nothing was clear. He had been
charged over in a football match—the
players were piling on him—he was
crushed—suffocated—— No! It was
not a footer-field; something hard lay
across him, something that pinned him
down.
there was a buzz of strange voices, a
glimmering of strange faces.

Was he dreaming? Was he in bed
in the old dormitory at Greyfriars, in
the grip of a toriuring nightmare?

But the pain he was suffering was
real; his face was wet—wet—wet with
rain, and wet with blood; he knew that
it was blood upon his face, although he
could not see it.

“Lift him out!” ’

He heard the deep voice, only half
understanding.

What had happened?  Recollection
came back—he was in the train, in the
rushing train, speeding to meet his
~mother. What had happened? He tried
t> cry out, but his tongue was dumb—

NEXT
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In the darkness and the rain.
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a heavy weight seemed upon his tongue,
upon his heart, upon his mind !

He knew that he was only half-
conscious; he knew that he had been in
an accident; he wondered dully, dimly,
without fear, whether he was dying!
He felt himself lified up; he was being
carried in the arms of strong men; he
felt himself laid down—down-—and
darkness swam over his vision again.

Then a sharp cry—a woman’s cry!
It pierced the heaviness .that was
sinking upon his senses, it brought him
to keen remembrance. His eyes openad
again, dizzily. He tried to raise him-
self, to hold out his hands; but he could
not move. There was no strength in
his limbs, He was feeble—weak~
weaker than a little child.

woman’s face, wet with rain and
with tears, startled, terrified eyes look-
ing down upnr him—a cry, a sob.

Frank’s lips moved.

“ Mother !”

Then all was darkness again,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Valley of the Shadow!

LOWLY, strangely, through the
mists of sleep and suffering,
Frank struggled back to con-
sciousness. - His *first constcious-

ness was of pain—hard and bitter pain,
that gripped his limbs as he lay, and
made him want to cry out in anguish;
but no cry passed his lips. He was ory-
ing out voicelessly, and there was no
sound. Stay—there was a sound in the
room, a low, soft sound of a woman
sobbing.

He was in a room now—he was in
bed. He must have been placed there,
then, while he was insensible.

‘Where was he?

He tried to raise himself, to look
about him.

He could not move. And the mere
effort made his senses reel, and he felt
himself sinking back into oblivion.
There was a rustle; a face bent over
him—his mother’s face.

“Lie still, my dear
You are safe now.”

The face vanished into darkness.

Again light.

TFrank, without attempting to move,
looked round him, his eyes wandering
on every side. He could see a window,
with the sunlight streaming in. It was
morning, then; or, rather, it was after-
noon—the sun was in the west. A new
day bhad come—how many new days
since he had been struck down—how
many? Had he lain upon that bed of
suffering for hours, days, weeks—or
centuries? His glance wandered weakly
from side to side. He was in bed still,
and it was daytime; that was all he
could understand at first. Then a’
sound of voices in the silence.

“Hush !” Tt was his mother's voice.
“You will wake +him.”

“Mr, Nugent is downstairs, madam.”

Silence.

The silence
terminable. :

His father was there, then. His
father! He had forgotten his father!
He remembered now that he had
written to his father before leaving
Greyfriars; his father would know that
he was at Secarcliffe.  Had he come
there for him, then? Why had he come?
Why did not his mother answer?

A voice at the door. Nugent could
not see the door where he lay, he could

THE Porurar.—No. 143.

boy—lie still!

seemed to Frank in-

A SPLENDID STORY OF THE JUNIORS OF GREYFRIARS.

By FRANK RICHARDS. HH



6 Don’t Forget to Let Your Friends Know About the Grand Footballs —

not move to look at it; but he could
hear,

“ Mary

His father’s’ voice.’

“Henry! Hush! He is sleeping!”

‘“What. is it, Mary?” The voice was
whispering now, but Frank could hear.
“What has happen®d? I heard that
there was®an accident on the railway
last  night—the train from Court-
field—"

. Yes.’,

“Is Frank here?”

t‘Yes’i)

“Mary !
accident 7”7

122

He—he was not in the

, good heavens! But not—
not——"

The voices died away; the boy was
unconscious  again, He did not know
that his father bent over him; he knew
nothing now. It was as well.  Mr,
Nugent’s face was white, terror-stricken,
2s he bent over the insensible boy -and
saw the white face, the bloodstained
bandages.

The man turned from the bed with a
groan. :

“Mary!” he said. “Oh, Mary, this
—this is terrible!”

“Ie was coming to me,” said Mrs.
Nugent quietly.  “Dicky left me
yesterday, to go back to the school.
Poor little fellow, he was wearied of his
dull life here.”

“And Frank—"

“Frank came to me.
But you—-"

“L had a letter from him to-day,”
said Mr. Nugent. ‘“He wrote to me from
Greyfriars last night, before he left. He
told me Dick had returned, and that he
was coming here. I—I came to %
He broke off. “Oh, heavens, if he
should die!” 3

Mys. Nugent shivered. ¢

“If he should die, his death lies at
our door,” she said. “We have done
this.”

“ Mary !

“I will not say that you have done
it,” sHe went on. “We were both to
blame.  Our folly—yours and mine—
has brought this to pass. What is our
foolish dispute now—what does it matter
—now that our boy’s life is in danger?”

“His life!” muttered Mr. Nugent.
“Oh, if he should die »  His voice
broke; the tears were rolling down his
cheeks. 8

There was a long silence,

“Mary!” Mr. Nugent broke the
silence. - ““ Mary dear, T—J am sorry. It
Txif ] cguld have foreseen anything like
tnis——

“And 1,” she said. ‘““But we had our
duty to do, whether we could foresee or

Poor boy !

not. What did our disagreements
matter? We had no right to trouble our

children with them. This is a punish-
ment—just, so far as we are concerned;
but poor Frank—-" -

“He will not die!” murmured the
man. “He must not — he cannot!
Mary, we will save him between us.”

Mrs. Nugent sobbed; her self-posses-
sion was breaking down. Her husband
drew her into his arms.

There was a faint voice a little later.

*“ Mother 1

Mrs. Nugent hurried to the bedside.

Frank’s eyes were open again; he had
‘ound his voice. Mrs. Nugent, conceal-
ing her tears, bent beside him.

“Yes, Frank darling?  Quiet—youn
must not move !”

“I—1 thought'I heard father’s voice.” |

“Yes; he 1s here.”

“T.am here, Frank,” said his father,
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trying to speak calmly. “I am here, my
dear lad.”

He was holding his wife’s hand, and
Frank saw it, and understood.

He smiled.

“Am I very bad?” he asked.
mean, am I 2

“No, no, no!”

“You may as well tell me, mater.
I'm not afraid.”

“No, no, no!” wailed Mrs. Nugent.
“No, my dearest boy! It is not as bad
as that. There has been a terrible acci-
dent. You were pinned under the wreck
of the train; but Heaven was kind to us.
You might have been-crushed; but you
were not. You are ill, Frank, my
dearest; but—but there is no danger:”

Nugent smiled again.

He understood.

There was danger, but they did not
dare to tell him. It was clear enough to
him ; his mother was speaking from her
hope, not from her knowledge.

“It’s all right, mater,” said Frank
feebly, but with a strange cheerfulness.
“T'm going to put up a fight, anyway—
won’t be bowled first ball, you know.
Are you staying down here, dad?”

‘“Yes, Frank.”

“And—and 2

“Yes, Frank,” said his father, under-
standing. ““That is all over. You have
brought' us together dgain, Frank; and,
please Heaven, the future shall not be
like the past. My eyes have been
opened, Frank.”

“That’s all right,” said Frank.
jolly glad, pater!”

“ My dear Jad !”

Frank’s eyes closed again.

He slept. = :

It was a peaceful sleep; his heart was
lighter ;" a happiness that had long been
strange to him had come back to the boy.
If he sufféred, he did not suffer in vain.
What he had gone through, what he
risked, had brought back peace and love
to his home, and that was something—
that was as much as he would have asked.

Long, dreamless sleep—then wakeful-
ness again—and the grey light of an early
dawn. Another day had come. Frank
lay watching the sunlight strengthening
at the window, too weak to' move, but
strangely peaceful. There was someone
sitting  beside his bed; it was not his
mother. He started as he recognised
who it was: o .

“Harry 1?
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happy.

Harry Wharton turned towards him.
His hand sought Frank’s. ;

“Yes, .I'm here, old man,” he said.
“Buck up, Frank. You mustn’t talk;
Tll do the talking.” . :

“ When did you come, Harry?”

“Last night. T heard from your pater,
and the Head let me come at once. I'm
going to stay till you're on your feet
again, Frank. You'd like me to?”

“ What-ho 1”

“You've come a regular cropper,” said
Wharton; “but youre on the mend—
the medical johnnie told me so. The
other chaps are coming down to see you
when you are better; I'm going to stay
all the time. TI've got a letter from
Dicky. Shall T read it to you?”

“Yes, do—do!” -
. Wharton extracted a crumpled sheet of
mpot paper from his pocket, and Frank
recognised the scrawl of his minor,

“Dear Frank,—Tm " sorry to hear
you're crocked. I'd come down to look
after you, but the mater thinks I should
make a _row, and you've got to be kept
quiet.  You know the mater—she always
says I make a row, but I don’t. Buck
up, old man. Gatty and Myers are very
sorry, too. Gatty says you should try a
mustard-plaster, but I  dare say - your
doctor knows. The mater was going to
buy me a pony, but she didn’t buy me
one, and you can have it. =

“Your affectionate minor, :

" 3 “Dick.

‘P.8.--Honest Injun about the pony.”

Frank Nugent chuciled, quite his old
chuckle. The letter of his minor seemed
touha.ve a very cheering effect upon him.

Good old Dicky !” he said. “I say,
Harry, if you stay down here you’ll miss
the match with the Shell on Saturday.”

“Blow the Shell I’ said Harry.

“Yes, but the match—"

“Blow the match!” :

“It’s jolly good of you, Harry,
fellow !I” £ 3

“Rot!” said Wharton cheerfully,

“I'm not sorry,” said Frank, after a
lon_g pause. ] suppose you've
noticed—my people, you know—the
pater and mater have made it up. That’s
a jolly good thing.”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“I'm glad, Frank.”

“ Yes, 1t’s jolly isn’t it ?
while getting crocked.”

“And you'll be back at Greyfriars in
a week or two, Frank. The fellows have
all sent messages to you. Inky says his
sorrowfulness 1s terrific.”

Frank smiled.

“Even the Bounder’s sorry,” said
Wharton. “He came to me before I
started, and asked me to tell you that
he was sorry; and he’ll tell you so him-
self when you're back.” :

“He’s not such a bad sort,” said
Frank.

“No; even the Bounder has his good
points,” said Harry, nodding. “ Bolsover
said the same, too, and he meant it. But
you mustn’t talk any more; I’ve got to
see that you dom’t.” :

“Right-ho, Harry!”

Frank lay silent.

He was in pain, and he was very weak.
He believed that he would recover, but
it would be a long time; he had pain
and suffering before him. But he was
What he had not dared to hope
for had come to pass, and that was
enough to bring happiness to his heart.

.old

It was worth

It was a week or more before Frank
Nugent left his bed. A good constitu-
tion had pulled hiw: through, and he was

< (Continued on page 16.)
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A Long Complete School Tale of Jimmy Silver & Co., the

Chums of Rockwood.
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(Author of the Famous Rookwood Stories appearing in * The Boys' Friend.”)
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Erroll’s Enemy.!

(] NNY for ’em!” said Jimmy
Silver humorously.
3 Kit Erroll of the Classical

Fourth started a little, and
looked up.

Erroll was alone in his study when the
captain of the Fourth looked in. He was
standing by the window, his eyes on the
quadrangle without, and a deep shade of
thought upon his brow He had not
heard Jimmy’s tap or the opening of the

door.
what's the subject?” asked

“ Well, &
Jimmy Silver. “Thinking out something

awfully deep in maths, or whether we're
going to beat Greyfriars at footer—
what ?”’

“No, I was thinking about something
else,” he said.

¢ Well,” chuck it now, and come down
to footer,” said Jimmy. * We're getting
fine weather for once, and we mustn't

waste it. Nothing wrong, I hope?” he
added.

“N-no! Not exactly. I've had some
news s Erroll paused.  “It’s not

exactly bad news; it doesn’t concern me
really. But——"

“Well, keep smiling!” said Jimmy
Silver encouragingly.. “If it doesn’t con-
cern you, why worry?” 4

“] wasn’t worrying exactly. 1 was
wondering He paused again, and
colouréd. ““You remember that rotten
fellow, ¢ Gentleman Jim’?”

Jimmy Silver became very grave.

“I remember, Erroll. You haven't
heard anything from him. He's gone to
chokey, hasn’t he?”

“T thought so. But it appears that he
got away somehow after the trial. It was
mentioned in ‘the paper to-day. He's
been at liberty quite a long time now,
but I never knew. 1—I suppose I shall
never hear anything more of it. But—but
I was wondering.”

Trroll was evidently -troubled.

He. remembered Gentleman Jim
well enough—the rascally cracksman who
had been supposed to be Erroll’s father,

until he was found and claimed by
Captain Erroll.
Jimmy knew something of Erroll’s

strange and troubled earlier days, and of
the struggle he had had to keep to the
path of honour, against the influence and
under the threats of his supposed father.
But the truth had come out at last, and
Gentleman Jim had passed out of Kit
Erroll’s life—into the hands of the police.
Jimmy Silver had almost forgotten the
matter, but, naturally, it lingered in
 NEXT
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Erroll’s mind. And the discovery that
the eracksman was not, as he had sup-
posed, a prisoner of the law, had been
a shock to the Rookwood junior.

““Well, the rotter will keep. pretty clear
of Rookwood, I should say,” remarked
Jimmy Silver thoughtfully. “I suppose
the bobbies are looking for him. If you
came across him, Erroll, you'd cnly have
to give the word to the police, and he
would be nailed. You'd do it?”

Erroll nodded.

“I certainly would. That man made
my childhood a misery, and I owe him
nothing. He wronged and injured my
father. I would have no mercy upon
him. But I hope he will never cross
my path.”

Mornington of-the Fourth came into
the study as Erroll was speaking.

“You’re wanted, Erroll,” he said.

“Yes, Morny, what is it?” _

“Somebody’s rung you up on the tele-
phone,” said Mornington, with a grin.
“0ld Bootles is rather waxy, but he says
you're to answer it. Buzz off to his
study. The man’s holding . the line,
whoever he is.”

. “Thanks!”

Kit FErroll quitted the room, and
hurried down to Mr. Bootle's study. He
found the master of the Fourth frown-
ing a little.

Mr. Bootles blinked at Erroll over his
glasses. - The receiver was off the tele-
phone. : .

“Ah, ~ Erroll!” said Mr. Bootles.
‘Someone has rung. up to speak to
you! This is—is somewhat discoricert-
ing, Erroll! It is not usual for Fourth-
Form boys to be rung up on their Form-
master’s telephone—what, what ?”

“I'm sorry you’ve been troubled, sir.”

“Yes, yes. As the—the person states
that he is an old friend, and the matter
is important, I have sent for you, Erroll.
Kindly convey to your friend that his
proceeding is—is somewhat disconcert-
ing, Erroll.”

“(Certainly, sir.”

Mr. Bootles, evidently _disturbed,
whisked out of the study, leaving the
junior to take the call. Z

Erroll picked up the receiver, wonder-
ing who could be at the other end of the
wire. His father was not in England,
and he had no other relations that he
knew, and he could not think of any
acquaintance who would be likely to ring

him up.
“Hallo!” he said, into the transmitter.
“Hallo!” came back. “Are you
there ?”

Erroll started. The voice was familiar
to his ears.

~ “I am Erroll,” he said quietly. *“Who
is speaking ?”

‘“An old friend, Kit.” s

The receiver almost dropped from Kit
Erroll’s hand.

He knew the voice.

It was the voice of Gentleman Jim,
the cracksman, the man whose villainy
had shadowed all his young life, and who
had striven to lead him into the ways of
crime—the man who was wanted by the
police!

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Cracksman’s Farewell!
% ALLO, hallo! Are you there,
Kit?’ -~ :
- The voice came impatiently
along the wires.

Erroll stood rooted to the floor.

Only that day he had learned that his
old enemy was at large. And now here
was the man speaking to him on the
telephone.

The junior's face flushed, and his eyes
glittered with anger.

Did Gentleman Jim suppose that he
had still a hold upon him? If he did,
he would find out his mistake fast enough.

“Kit, are you there?”

“J am here!” said Erroll, at last.

“1 have surprised. you—what ?”

“Yes!”

“You hadn't forgotten me, Kit?"

“I had not forgotten you, Gentleman
Jim! How dare you speak to me?”
asked Erroll, his voice trembling with
anger. ‘Do you think there is anything
in common between us now ?"”

“Why not, Kit?”

“You scoundrel! Do you know what
you have to expect from me? I shall
ring up the police-station immediately,
and tell them——" -

“You cannot tell them where 1 am,
dear boy—you don’t know!” came the
cracksman’s chuckling voice. * But don't
be too hasty, Kit! I have soinething to
say to you! Don’t ring off! It's im-
portant !”

“] have nothing to
Gentleman Jim!”

“Poes that mean that we are enemies,
Kit?”

“Did you expect anything else ?” asked
Erroll scornfully.

“No. But I am sorry! Kit, I've had
my lesson. There are five years’ penal
servitude hanging over my head if T fall
into the hands of the police. The old
game is finished for me. I’ve made a
fresh start, Kit. T wanted to tell you
sornething—that is, that I'm sorry for the
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past, and that you will never be troubled
by me again.”

Erroll started.

He had wondered what the cracksman
could have to say to him. But certainly
he had not expected this.

“You'll never see me again,
went on the cracksman’s VO}CE}
leaving England to-morrow.

“Leaving England?” repeated Erroll.

“Yes, I'm off to America! Won’t you
say good-bye, and _wish me luck before I
go? I shall never come back !

“I do wish you luck!” said Erroll in
a moved voice. “I believe you, and I
wish you the best of luck! I owe ne
grudge for the past; it’s forgotten and
forgiven, so far as I'm concerned.”

“That’s what I wanted you to say, Kit.
That’s all I wanted. You'll never know
whether I live or die. Good-bye!”

‘“Good-bye, and good luck !’

Erroll put up the recéiver.

He left Mr. Bootles’ study, his face
very thoughtful, zmd returned to his own
qudrters

Mornington was in his study, his hand-
some face bent over Xenophon, with grim
and determined attention. But he looked
up as his study-mate came in, glad of the
interruption,

“Fve had a message from Gentleman
Jim,” said Erroll.

Mornington started.

Kit,”
“ I}HJ‘

“By gad! What has he to say?”
Erroll explained.
“By gad!” repeated Mornington.

“Well, he couldn’t do better, the rascal!
He may make a fresh start over there.
Anyway, you're well rid of him. Now,
what about some footer ?”’

Erroll emiled.

“Yes, I think it would do us both

good.”

“Right-ho!” Mornington jumped up,
and pitched the “Ten Thousand * across
the study with a crash. “Come on, old
scout ! Blow Xenophon, and bother the
scholarship 1

~And- the chums left Study No. 4 to-
: gether and joined Jimmy Silver & Co.

on the football»vround
J
the Fourth as they came back
to the School House after footer.
There was an expression of almost owl-
like seriousness on the fat face of Tubby
Muffin. Jimmy Silver waved him off,
“Nothing doing, Tubby! Stony!”
“It isn’t that,” said Tubby warmly.
“I've got an idea, Jimmy, and I want
 you to help me carry it out, as captain of
the Fourth, you know. It’s up to you.’
“Buzz off Fatty mbenected Lovell.
“We're going in to tea.’
“Hold on a minute. It concerns the
lot of you,” said ’11 bby. “It’s about old
Mack, you know.”
“0ld Mack ?” repeated Jimmy Silver,
“Has he been reporting you?”
“No, no! He's gomg."’
“That’s no news.’
“Well, old 1\queI\ s been porter here for
a jolly lonrr time,” said Tubby Muffin.
“Longer than the memory of the oldest
inhabitant, in fact. Now he’s got lum-
bago or somethmg bad, and the Head’s
given him a long hohday He's gomg,
and he may not come back any more.’
“Well, there will be dry eyes when he
goes,” remarked Raby. “Macky was
rather too fond of reporting a chap.”
“8till, he’s an old and  faithful
servant 1 urged Tubby Muffin. “He’s
been here dozens of years. It's up to us.”
“What’s up to us, you duffer?” asked
Tue Porvrar.—No. 143.
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Nothing Doing !
IMMY, old chap—-"
’I‘ubby Muflin met the chums'of

“A RASCAL FOILED!™

Jimmy Silver puzzled. ‘Do you want us
to stand round and cheer when Mack
goes? Or weep over him7"”

“I was thinking of a testimonial.”

“A which?”

“A testimonial,” said Tubby Muffin
firmly. “A testimonial in the form of
cash, you know, It would be very
acceptable to old Mack. I dare say lum-
bago comes expensive——7""

“Ha, ha, hal”

“And it would be only grateful, con-
sidering that Mack has been porter here
for nearly a hundred years—-"

“Not quite that!” grinned Jimmy
Silver. ““Still, it’s a good idea. Get
up the testi imonial by all means, Tubby.”

“You’ll help 7’ asked Muffin eage.lv
“Certainly! You raise the cash, and
T’ll present it to Mack with a neat little

speech. That will he an equal division
of labour.”
“Look here, Jimmy Silver——"

“You fat duffer!”
“Don’t we know you?

roared Lovell.
Do you think

THE MAN WHO
KNEW THE
SECRET
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we're going to shell out tin to help you
gorge yourself 7 Buzz off 1”7

“But I say—"

Lovell made a jump at Tubby, and the
fut junior fled. And the Fistical Four
chuckled, and went to tea, umnterrupced
by Tubby Muffin.

And_the next day old Mack departed
from Rookwood, minus a testimonial—
never even knomng Tubby’s benevolent
intentions towards him.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The New Porter!
ATTREY of the Fourth drove his
I hands deep into his pockets, his
brows deeply knitted, as he left
the School House on Wednesday
afternoon.

Jimmy Silver & Co. had gone down to
the playing-fields, but Lattrey’s steps did
not lead him in that direction. Football
was not much in the line of the black
sheep of Rookwood.

He moved slowly down to the gates
thh a moody face.

* His eyes glittered as they fell upon

Euoll and ’\iormng'ton who were going
out together on their bxcvcles

Mommgton glanced at him for a
moment, and a sarcastic smile flickered
on his hps

“Lattrey looks down on his luck, Kit,”
Mornington remarked, as he wheeled his
machine out with his chum.

“No wonder !” said Erroll drily. ““He
was lucky, though, not to be sacked from
the school. He would have been if the
Head had known what happened last
week,”

‘“No doubt about that !”

The chums mounted their machines
and pedalled away towards Coombe.
Lattrey stood in the gateway, looking
after them with a bitter expression.

The ead of the Fourth was feeling that
afternoon that the way of the transgressor
was hard.

Since he had been at Rookwoeod Lattrey
had earned more contempt than anything
else among his schoolfellows.

True, there were other ‘“blades” and
“giddy goats’ among the Rookwood
fellows. Smythe & Co. of the Shell
prided themselves upon being “dogs ™ of
the first water. Townsend and Topham
of the Fourth were very ‘‘goey,” and
Peele and Gower were still more goey,
and decidedly shady in some ways.

But Lattrey was easily the blackest
sheep of the whole flock.

He was careful enough to keep his
shady character a secret from the school
authorities, or he would not have
remained at Rookwood long. But he
could not help mest of the juniors know-
ing him ae he was.

The “nuts® of Rookwood associated
with him, but in a somewhat lofty way,
and hardly concealed their scorn for him.
Fellows like Jimmy Silver & Co. seldom
gave him even a word or a look.

And since his latest escapade even
]?eele and Gower had taken to avoiding

im.

His hatred of Mornington, his former
friend, had carried him too far added to
the “state of *hard- -upness ’ " caused by
losses on “ gee-gees.”

All the Classical Fouth knew that he

L had taken banknotes from the pocket-

book of Mornmg’(on IL, of the Second
Form, and “planted” one of them on
Valentine Mornington of the Fourth,

His trick had been detected, and he had
been  remorselessly  exposed. He
attempted a feeble pretence that the
whole affair had been a ‘lark,” but,
naturally, nobody was inclined to credit
that explanatxon

He had been sent to Coventry at first,
and, though that was wearing off, he was
very generally avoided.

Even Peele and Gower, who were far
from particular, did not care to be seen
in his company till the affair had had
time to blow over a little. Lattrey had
his time on his hands that afterncon.

His bitterness was almost all turned
upon Erroll. But for Erroll he felt he
would still be friends with Mornington.
It was Erroll’s influence that had drawn
Morny away from evil associates,

But for this break with Morny he
would never have made that last false
step, which would have caused his expul-
sion from the school if it had been made
known.

It was Erroll—Erroll all the time; and
Erroll, though known now to be the son
of an Army captain, had been brought
up from early boyhood by Gentleman
Jim, the cracksman.

That he had been “straight ” in spite
of temptations and threats Lattrey did
not believe. He was not the kind of
fellow to place faith in anybody.

(Continued on page 13)

h GRAND TALE OF THE ROOKWOOD CHUM
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By SAMMY BUNTER.

“What are you going as, Sammy?” inkwired
Dicky Nugent.

“Henry the 8th,” I replide.

“Henry the which?”

“The king who bernt the cakes while the
Magna Charta was. being signed,” I said.
“Surely you’ve heard of him?”

- “I always thort Henry the 8th was the
fello who had umpteen wives,” said Gatty.

“Well, he mite have dun, for all I no,” I
said. “Anyway, I'm going to reprezzenb
him at the Carnival Ball, which comes off
to-nite.” - L5

“Wear are you going to get yore costume?”
asked Dicky Nugent.

“I shall hire it in Courtfield.”

“Will it costume much?”

“Oh, what a terribul pun!” I said. “You
ought to be eggsterminated for that, Dicky!”

I borroed Paget’s bike, and buzzed over
to Courtfield.

Their was no diffikulty about hiring a
Henry the 8th costume. The only drorback
was that it was sevveral sizes too big for me.
I asked the man to cut it down, but he said
it was too valewable a costume to cut.

“Dror yoreself up to yore fool height, and
noboddy will notiss that yore royal robes are
about two feat too long,” he said. “By the
way, the cost of hiring the costume is fifteen
shillings.” .

“You shall have it as soon as my majer’s
postle-order arrives,” I said. And then I went
back to Greyfriars, carrying the costume
-under my arm. When the time of the ball
drew neer, I put on my robes, and serveyed
myself in the mirrer.

I looked Henry the 8th to the life, and it
was with any amount of swank and swagger
that I strutted away to the ball-room, which
was Big Hall.

But on reeching the ball-room, I reseeved
a rood shock.

Their was anuther Henry the 8th prezzent.
1t was my majer!

“I'll trubble you to keep off
yung Sammy!” he said.

“But I'm Henry the 8th—"

“Not this evening. You'll have to be
Henry the 9th!” s

Of corse, I was nevver in the pickcher after
that. My majer took all the onner and
glory, and I was obliged to crawl away to
the refreshment-room and . hide my dim-
minished head. =

So the Carnival Ball was a wash-out, so far
a8 I was konserned.
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BILLY BUNTER.

My decr Recders,—You no what a Carnival
is, don’t you? If you don't, then all I can
say is that yore edducation has been sadly
negleckted.

I'm not kwite cleer in my own mind what
it is, but I fansy it's a sort-of festivity—
dancing, singing, feesting, flaggs, and
bunting, and all that sort of thing. (By the
way, bunting was invented by my unkle, Sir
Hogg Bunter, 0.B.E., which meens “Original
Bunting Eggspert.”)

But to come to the point. We have just
had a Carnival at Greyiriars. St. Jim’s has
had one, two. So has Rookwood.

Under the serkumstances, I felt it was

fitting (as the chap said when he tried on a

new wastecoat) to pubblish a Speshul
Carnival Number of my “Weekly.” It is a
brany idear—all my idears are brany—and I
hope you will all enjoy the wunderful feest
of fun and fickshun which I am dishing up to
you hearwith.

If you are fond of dancing, you will revvel
in this number. If you are a songster—a
warbler of weerd mellerdies—you will simply
luv it. If you beleeve in the old saying,
“Eat, drink, and be merry,” you will simply
waller in it!- Though how a fello can eat,
drink, and be Merry, when his name’s Jones,
Brown, or Robinson, I karn't for the life of
me understand. You mite as well say, “Eat,
drink, and be Wharton!”

Sevveral reeders have ritten to no if I have
settled all my differenses with my staff. I
am pleesed to say that we are now a happy
fambly ~working together in perfeckt har-
mony. Let us hope their will be no more
strikes and resurrections—I meen insurrec-
tions. If their is much more trubble of that
sort I shall devvelop a nervus brakedown,
and then it will be all up with this ¢ Weekly,’
bekawse their isn't anuther fello with enuff
intelligense to run it. 5

1 trussed, deer reeders, that when you have
finnished with this Speshul Carnival Number
you will pass it on to one of yore palls who is
a non-reeder.

Yore corpulent chum,

e

KING OF THE
BALL!

¥

Written by DICK PENFOLD.
Sung by BILLY BUNTER.

Many will go to our fancy-dress ball,

Many there be who will not go -at all.

Some will be heroes, and some will
be knights,

Some will be pierrots, and some will be
frights,

Some will be chieftains, and some will
be clowns, v

Some will wear armour, and some will
wear gowns.

But 1 shall be King of the Ball,

I shall be King of them allt

lea_d in my robes, I shall strut to and
ro,

Gazed at with envy wherever I go.

I shall be King of the Ball,

I shall- be King of them all!

I sha’n’t leok a fright on that night
of delight,

For I shall be King of the Ball!

Some will for
they weax;

You bet your life Uncle Bill will be
there! i

Some will win glances of deep adoration,

Others will exercise great fascination.

Some will be sneered at, and some will
be hooted, -

Some will be cheered at, and others
saluted.

win prizes costumes

' But I shall be King of the Ball, 5

I shall be King of them all!
Grasping my sword, 1 shall strut up and
down, -
Swelling with triumph and pride and
renown.
I shall be King of the Ball,
I shall be King of them all! -
They’ll worship me quite, on that night
of delight, :
For I shall be King of the Ball!
Tuae Popurar.—No. 143.
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& The Human Tank! é
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By BAGGY TRIMBLE.

F will take me about six hours to
-i write this article, dear readers.
Do you know why?

The editor of the companion
sapers has written to me saying that my
spelling is so shocking that he simply
can’t stand it any longer.

This letter came as a Wombshell to
me. I had no idea that my spelling
was all wrong. I thought everybody
clse’s spelling was faulty, and that my
own was perfect.

I am writing this article with a Nut-
tall’s dictionary at my elbow. At every
other word I have to paws—I mean,
pause—and see which way it’s spelt.

Now, take the word “carnival.” I
should spell it with a “k,” wouldn’t
you? But the “dictionary says it begins
with a “c.” And I suppose I must

¢
bough—I mean, bow—to the superior

&

nollidge—I meen, knowledge—of = the
chap who compiled the" dictionary.

Carnival Day at St. Jim’s was a huge
success. -

In the afternoon we all paraded in the
quadrangle in fancy dress.

Most of the fellows had decorated
their bicycles with flowers and flags.

Bernard Glyn made an armoured car
out of an old sugar-box which he found
in the lumber-room. He fixed wheels
to it, and rode in it himself, armed with
a couple of water-pistols. Clifton Dane
pushed him along.

Talbot was Dick Turpin. He couldn’t
get a Black Bess to ride, so he went over
to Courtfield and hired a donkey. They
both locked silly asses as they trotted
throdigh”the quad. .

Jack Blake led the procession with a |
cornet. But as some practical joker had

KIT

I was able to get some ripping snap-
shots of the Rookwood Carnival, and 1
also took some flashlight photographs at
the fancy-dress ball which followed.

* * *

One of the best snaps I got was of
Tommy Dodd, who was togged up to
represent Jultus Ceesar. Tommy was
riding in state in his chariot-—a deecorated
wheelbarrow—when the whale box of
tricks suddenly overturned, and there, at
the foot of Pompey’s statue—in other
words, at the foot of the fountain in the
qbad—great Caesar fell! His retainers
took about a quarter of an hour to sort

him out.

* *

Another good snap was of Jimmy
Silver, who appeared in the role of King

NAANASNANNL A

Conducted by

ERROLL.

Henry the Fifth. His crown was several

| sizes too big for him, and it slipped down
over, his face and clung lovingly round
his neck. There was a sudden *“ click;”
and Jimmy was snapped. I expect he'll
be awfully snappy about it!

* * *

Lovell minor was Jack the Giant-Killer,
and Bulkeley of the Sixth was the giant.
Young Lovell stuck a pin in Bulkeley's
calf, and the skipper of Rookwood looked
as if he was trying to beat the high-jump

record. Click! Another beauty for my
photograph album.
* * 3*

At the fancy-dress ball in the evening
T got & snapshot of Hansom of the Fifth
trying to dance. I think I shall send the

Carnival Chatter!
; By FAT'f;" WYNN.

The 8t. Jim’s Carnival proved a big
success, though Baggy Trimble was
badly biffed. for borrowing my costume
without permission. The fellows who
did the biffing were afterwards heard
to refer tc the Carnival as a “thump-
ing ” success!

% * #®

Cardew, Levison maior, and Clive were
attired as the Three Musketeers. Car-
dew was heard to say, on entering the

ball-room: ““I must get here; Levison
must. get nere; and Clive must get
here.” - So there you have the Three

Must-get-here’s |-
TrE PorUunsr.—No. 143.

George Alfred Grundy represented a
silly clown. 8o there was no need for
him to “make up ”’ at all.

* * *

Jack Blake was a trumpeter. But he
didn’t “blow his own trumpet,” as the
saying goes. He borrowed Herries’
cornet.

* * *

Arthur ’Augusté D’Arey was a knight.
Judging by his iey aund aloof manner

towards everybody. he was a very cold
and frosty “night.” :

BILLY BUNTER’S WEEKLY.

stuited it with rag beforehand, #io Hare
mony was forthcoming, except for a few
weird grunts. ; : ;

Tom Merry was Charles the First. But
Monty Lewther, who walked beside him
in the garb of public executioner,
couldn’t have done much beheading with
Taggles’ axe, the edge of which was as
ragged as a saw. i

Of course, the great hit of the after-
noon was me. [ represented a tank, and

rolled across the quadrangle, with toy

guns sticking out of me. I was just
the right sighs—I mean, size—for a tank,
and ¥ made a loud, snorting noise as 1
rolled into action.

Needless to say, I was an easy first.
Talbot got the.second prize, and Tom
Merry the third. :

In the evening we had a fancy-dress
ball, but I wasn’t so fortunate on this
oceasion.

Having no costume of my own to wear,
I borrowed Fatty Wynnis, and he didn’t
like it. He set the dogs on me—the
“dogs ” being the New House bounders
—and I had a very sorry time of it. But
I made up for it in the refreshment-
room,

Then the judges came out to award the
prizes.

snap to “Chuckles,” and have it repro-
duced  as “A Performing Hippo-
potamus.” It's bound to cause great
amusement—except to Hansom !

* * *

I also got a snap of Tubby Muffin in
the act of raiding the refreshments. 1
shall use this snap in evidence against
hiim at the next session of the Rookwoad
Police Court. Tubby can’t keep his
hands from “sticking and peeling,” as
the fellow said when he dissected the
plum! 3

o * *

Perhaps the best gem in my collection
is my snap of the Head doing the fox-
trot. If he could only see that snap he
would have a series of pink fits. Perhaps
I bad better get it enlarged, and present
it to the Head on the occasion of his next
birthday !

* * *

By the way, if there are any Roqkwood
fellows desirous of learning photography,
I might mention that I give lessons in the
noble art at a tanner a time! Applicants
must provide their own datk-room.

Dick Redfern turned up as the Em-
peror Nero. But he found himself so
unpopular that he was forced to flee,
returning later in the evening as the
Duke of Wellington.

* * *

Knox of the Sixth was Sir Walter
Raleigh. We shouldn’t have known him
as such but for the faint odour of tobacco
which clung to his person.

* * *

Tom Merry made 4 very excellent
Charles the First, Unlike that unfortu-
nate monarch, however, Tommy never
once ‘“‘lost his head.”

o

* *

* D’Arcy’s Cousin Ethel appeared in‘the
role of Joan of Arc. No relation to
Noah.

* *

What was 1?7 King Alfred, of course!
But I didn’t burn the cakes. I scoffed
them. >

*

[Supplement H.
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REYFRIARS was seething with excite-
ment. 3
Even the usually staid and sedate
Sixth-Formers, their dignity for-
gotten, were as hilarious as kids.

For it was the evening of. Carnival Day
at Greyfriars, and the fancy-dress ball was
about to take place.

The corridors were thronged with fellows,
attired in all sorts of weird and wonderful
costumes.

Vernon-Smith, Tom Redwing, and Archie
Howell went swaggering along arm-in-arm
in the dazzling raiment of the Three
Musketeers. Wooden swords clattered at
their sides.

Then a burly fool in the garb of Tom
Fool went striding past. This was Coker of
the Fifth, and he could not have chosen a
morz appropriate- costume.

Harry Wharton, Bob Cherry, and Frank
Nugent, in their ruffles and powdered wigs,
were courtiers of the Georgian period.

Penfold made a ripping Diek Turpin, and

Bolsover major was a prizefighter of a
hundred years ago—the time of - the
Corinthians.

And Billy Bunter?

Bunter was in the picture, of course.
You can’t imagine a faney-dress ball without
Bunter, ean you?

Billy was attired as Henry the Eighth. You
wouldn’t have known he was Henry the
Eighth, but for the placard on his chest
announcing the fact. You would have taken
him for a misfit, for his regal garments were
several sizes too large for him. Besides,
Henry the Eighth—unless I've got my history
all wrong—didn’t wear spectatcles.

There were going to be prizes for the best
costumes, and Billy Bunter was quite con-
fident that when he paraded in front of the
judges—Mr. Prout, Mr. Quelch, and Mr.
Lascelles—they would at once hail him as
the winner.

The ball was not confined to Greyfriars
fellows. Frank Courtenay & Co. had come
over from Higheliffe, and Tom Merry & Co.
had made the journey from St. Jim’s by
motor charabanc. Baggy Trimble had come
with them. He was attired as Falstaff.

A special orchestra, had been hired for

the occasion. And as we trooped into the
ball-room the haunting refrain of a waltz
greeted our ears.
. “By my halidom,” said Bob Cherry adjust-
ing his wig, “there’ will be great doings
to-night, my masters! Do my aged eyes
deceive me, or is that Miss Phyllis sitting
gver yonder?”

“Yea, hrother,” said Nugent., “And Mar-
jorie Hazeldene’s there, too, as Joan of Arc.”

“Methinks I will dance with Miss Phyllis,
unless ‘she should say me nay,” said Bob.
“Doesn’t she look simply stunning in that
Oriental dress?”

“Yes, rather!”

Bob Cherry and his chums had no diffi-
culty in finding partners. They lcoked very
attractive in their historical costumes, and
wpfe soon paired off with the Clifi House
girls.

Others were less fortunate.

Nobody seemed to be madly anxious te
danece with Coker of the Fifth; and nobody
wanted to trip it on the light, fantastic toc
with Henry the Eighth.

Not: that Billy Bunter minded much. His
attire was very weighty, particularly the
crown which was perched omn his head.
Beads of perspiration stood out on his brow,
and trickled down his grease-paint.

Besides, Billy Bunter had his eye on the
door, over whieh was the welcome sign,
“Refreshments.” Bunter preferred eating
to dancing, any day.’

The fat junior waited until he was un-
observed—then he slipped quietly away
towards the refreshment-room.

He feared that he might find somebody
there in charge of the food and drink.

As a matter of fact, Mrs. Mimble was
in charge of the catering arrangements, but
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By Johnny Bull.

the good dame had slipped out for a few
moments i order to watch the dancers as
they went whirting round the room in their
day attire.

The coast was clear. Billy Bunter had a
free hand, and his mouth watered as he
surveyed the rows of tempting cakes, the
delicious strawberry and vanilla ices, and the
big jars of home-made ginger-beer.

“Now’'s my chance!” muttered the fat
junior.

The next moment he was piling in like a
persen who had not fed for a fortnight.

‘The cakes, the pastries, and the ices began
to disappear with lightning speed.

Billy Bunter had lived enly for this
moment, He had sacrificed his tea in order
to be able to do justice to the good things
in the refreshment-room. And his jaws
worked af am.amazing rate.

He had no pockets into which he could
stow anything, so he was obliged to make
hay while the sun shone.

At any moment he might be interrupted
in his orgy, but he would have to risk that.

Directly he saw the doer-handle move, he
intended to dodge down behind the counter,
in the hope that the intruder would not see
him.

The minutes passed; the goed things con-
tinued to disappear; amd the door-handle
remained stationary.

But Billy Bunter had forgotten the
window. He had overlooked the fact that
he could easily be seen from without.

He wag tucking into his seventh ice when
a murmur of voices caused him to look up.

Then he saw two faces pressed against
the window-panes. They were the faces of
Russell and Ogilvy, of the Remove, who had
gone out to get a breath of fresh air.

“Somebody’s scoffing the grub!” he heard
Russell say. o

“Whe is it?” asked Ogilvy.

“Pon’t know,” said Russell. “But we cam
jolly soon find out. He's wearing the rig-out
of Henry the Eighth!”

Then the faces disappeared
window.

“Oh erumbs!” muttered Billy Bunter. in
dismay. “That's fairly done it! Those two
fellows will give the show away!”

It was a time for instant action.

The fat junior paused omnly for a few
seconds. And then an inspiration came to

from the

him.

Chuckling softly, he went back to the ball-
room.

The first person he met was the very fellow
he was looking for—Baggy Trimble.

“Hallo, Bunter!” said Baggy. “I say, you
do look ripping in that cestume. Wish I
could bave got one like it. But they only
had a Falstaff among the theatrical props at
St. Jim’s, so I had to be content with that!”

“Would you like to swop togs with me?”
said Bunter quickly.

“Eh?”

“We ecan pop out to the cloak-room and
make a quick change.” -

Baggy Trimble looked suspicious.

“But what’s the idea?” he said.

“I'm struck om that Falstaff ecostume!”
said Bunter. -“It would suit me down to
the ground, and sct off my figure to advan-

tage. And you'll look perfectly stunning as
Henry the Eighth. Come ont!”
Without more ado, Baggy Trimble

followed the Greyfriars junior to the cloak-
roOM.

It did not take long to <¢hange the
costumes, which had heen deonned over the
juniors’ Etons.

Baggy Trimble bore a striking resemblance
to Biily Bunter; and in the garb of
Henry the  Eighth, of unlamented memeory,
he would certainly be taken for the Owl of
the Greyfriars Remove. Which was precisely
what Bunter wanted.

The change having been completed, the

“two juniors returned te the ball-rcom.

They found quite a commotion going on.

The ~ damcing had been temporarily
suspended, and Russell and Ogilvy were
breathlessly explaining to a crowd of fellows

11

thiat the refreshment-room had been raided
by a person in the guise of Henry the Eighth.

“My hat!” ejaculated Bob Cherry.
“Henry the Eighth-—eh? That’s Bunter!”

“The fat toad!” said Wharton angrily.
“He’s always playing tricks of that sort!
Where is he now?”

Frank Nugent pointed fo a portly figure in
kingly apparel.

“There he is!” he exclaimed dramatieally.

A loud roar went up.

“Bump the fat pirate!”

“Pulverise him!”

There was a sudden rush of feet towards
Baggy Trimble.

Baggy had sufficient presence of mind to
save the situation. In another five seconds
he would have been whirled off his feet.
But before those seconds had passed he
managed to raise a shout.

“Hands off, you fellows!
—I'm Trimble!”

“Great pip!”

“Bunter persuaded me to change togs with
him!” exclaimed Baggy. “I caz see wha
his little game was now! He'd raided the
refreshment-room, and he wanted me to
stand the racket!” :

“The fat cad!® said Bob Cherry
indignantly. “Where’s he got to?” :

Baggy Trimble pointed across the ball-
TCOMm.

“He's over there, dressed as FalstaffI” he
explained.

“Good !”
him!”

Billy Bunter’s hour of reckoning had come.
He was seized by many hands. and marched
out of the ball-room into the darkaess of the
Close. And there he was soundly and
severely bumped, until scarcely a breath
remained in his body.

That was bad enough, so far as Bunter
was concerned. But  “worse remained
behind,” as Shakespeare says.

On returning to the ballroom  Billy
Bunter found, tc his intense disgust, that
the judges had awarded the first. prize te
Baggy Trimble, as Henry the Eighth!

This staggering news fairly bowled the
Owl of the Remove over, and although the
majority of us spent a perfectly stunning
evening, Billy Bunter had little cause tec
bless the Carnival Ball!

THE END.

I'm not Bunter

said  Harry Wharton. “Collar
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been taken to task by the editor of
the companion papers on the subject
of my spelling.

The two Bunters have also been called over
the coals, but.Billy declares that he simply
can't alter his style of spelling. It was born
in him, he says, and it’s as much a part of
him as the birthmark on his neck.

Before this article of mine goes te press I
shall hand it to Jimmy Silver, and get him
to correct all the spelling mistakes. (I've
corrected them, porpoise! There were two
hundred and fifty-nine!—Jimmy Silver.)

I had no idea that there was anything
wrong with my spelling, until the editor
wrote to me. I thought I was the only fellow
on the staff of “Billy Bunter's Weekly ” who
knew how to spell correctly. But the editor
thinks differently, for he wrote as follows:

LIKE Baggy Trimble, of St. Jim’s, I've

“Your spelling, Muffin, would disgrace that
c¢f an infant in a kindergarten. It has
doubtless given amusement to many
thousands of readers, but I think it is high
time you took yourself in hand, and learnt
how to spell properly.

“You are not the only culprit in this
respect. I have had to write similar letters
to the brothers Bunter and to Trimble, of
St. Jim’s.

“The only person on the staff of *Billy
Bunter’s Weekly '’ who can spell and write
intelligently is Wynn. I trust you will take
him as a model, and improve your own
spelling very considerably, or I may have to
take drastic action.”

This letter put me in a blue funk. The
thought of losing my job on the staff of
“Billy Bunter’s Weekiy ” fairly appalled me.

There was only one thing to do, in the cir-

. cumstances, and I did it. I made Jimmy
Silver promise that he would overhaul all my
articles, and correct the spelling where
necessary.

The Bunters ean go on in their own sweet
way }f they like; but I'm not going to run
the risk of losing my job on account of faulty
spelling.

Now, I've almost forgotten what I'm going
to write about this week. Obh, I know! The
Rockwood dance, which took place on the
evening of Carnival Day.

By TUBBY MUFFIN.

I'm not a dancing-man. I have no use for
the stuffy. atmosphere of ball-rooms.

But there’s one jolly good thing about a
dance, and that’s the sitting-out part of it.

What could be nicer than to sit out on a
terrace, with the faint, dreamy music of the
waltz in the distance, and with a big bag
of assorted pastries on your lap? As old
Omar Khayyam said:

“Here with a bulging bag I fain would sit,
The moonlight streaming on my marble
brow.
Such blissful hours are absolutely *IT,’
And terraces are paradise enow!”

iy

I helped myself to some choice cakes
and pastries from the refreshinent room.

Well, on this particular evening I success-
fully dodged the dance; and raided some
choice cakes and pastries from the refresh-
ment-room. Then I went outside on the
terrace, and settled down to the feast with
great enjoyment.

1 kept popping into the refreshment.-room
at intervals, and replenishing my bag with
pastries.

Not a single fellow came near me all the
evening, except Peele of the Fourth. He
found me on the terrace, with my jaws
working overtime.

“Hallo, Tubby!” he exclaimed.
as usual!”

“You mind your own bizney!” I growled.

“ Stufiing,

BILLY BUNTER'S’ WEEKLY

There was a peculiar smile on Peele’s facd
as he strolled away—the sort of smile that
a fellow gives when a good practical joke
has occurred to him. A

Next day my pater was due to arrive at
Rookwood. He comes to see me now and
again, as dutiful paters should.

1 went down to the station to meet him,
and found.that the train was already in,
and that my pater was chatting with Peele.
The latter sloped off when he saw me coming.

My pater usually greets me very afiec-
tionately, but on this occasion he looked
jolly ratty.

“ Anything the matter, pater?” 1 asked,
in tones of concern.

“Matter? I should say there was! I'm sur-
prised at you, Reginald—surprised and dis-
gusted! A boy of your age, too!”

“I—I really don't know what you're
driving at!” I stammered.

“Then I will enlighten you. Last night
there was a fancy-dress ball up at the
school.”

“That’s so.”

“And a number of young ladies were pre-
sent—the sisters of some of your school-
fellows.”

I nodded. ;

“These young ladies,” my pater went on,
“were attired as maids of honour. And you,
I am given to understand, spent the whole
evening sitting out with "them on the
terrace.”

“What!” I gasped.

“Do you deny it, Reginald?”

“0f course I do, pater!”

“You deny absolutely that you were sitting
out on the terrace?”

“No, I don’t deny that.”

“And that you had a number of maids of
honour with you?”

In a flash I realised what had happened.

Peele had informed my pater that I had
been sitting out with some maids of honour;
but he hadn’t mentioned that the “maids of
honour ” in question were cakes which were
called by that name!

“Answer me, Reginald!”
sternly.

“I admit that T was sitting out with some
maids of honour—~

“«ARtY -

“But they weren’t girls at all; they were
cakes!”

“Bless my soul!”

At last my pater began to see daylight.
The clouds vanished from his brow, and he
laughed uproariously as we walked up to
Rook}vood together. But Peele of the Fourth
was jolly careful to keep out of my pater’s
way for the remainder of the afternoon!

said my pater

THE END.
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Mary had a little lamb,
The creature was contrary.
An illness it began to sham;
The little lamb “had ” Mary.

S * *

Jack and Jill wen{,‘ up the hill
To watch  kite last Monday,
THE PopuLAr.—No. 143.

And when they reached the top. they
found

The “silly kite” was Grundy.
* * *®

Qld Mother Hubbard she went to the
" cupboard

In quest of a bone for her terrier,

But when she got there it came down
unaware,

And promptly proceeded to bury ’er.

* * *

0Old King Cole was a merry old soul,
Light of heart, but his purse was
lighter ; 2
He pawned his gear at the pawnshop
near, :
And received a
mitre.

“crown ” for his

* * *

Little Miss Muffet she sat on a tuffet,
Eating her curds aud whey;

Then Trimble espied her, and sat down
beside her,

And stowed all the curds a-whey.

¥ * #

Jack Sprat could eat no fat,
His wife could eat no lean;

So Billy Bunter promptly said:
“T'll scoff the lot, old bean.!”

* *

.

Hey-diddle-diddle, the cat and the fiddle,
The cow jumped over a pole;

The dog did a dancs in a sort of trance,
For Grundy had scored a goal!

* * *

Sing ‘a song of sixpence, a jocket full of
rye,

Four and twenty blackbirds baked in a
pie;

When the wpie was opened, the birds
began to sing:

“Fatty Wynn, keep off. the grass!
There’s none for you, old thing !”

[Supplemsent 1 v.
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' THE NEW PORTER! ||

(Continued from page 8.)
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And this fellow—trained by a cracks-
man, probably a thief himself—was the
cause of his downfall,

“Hang him!” muttered Lattrey, as he
watched the two chums cycle away, un-
conscious that he was speaking aloud, in
his savage bitterness. ‘‘Hang him! If

ever I get a chance at Erroll—"
‘“ Ahem 7
Lattrey spun round angrily as he

realised that someone was near him.

It was John Brown, the new porter.

Lattey Aushed as he realised that the
man must have heard his incautious
words.

The porter had been standing near him,
a little back, looking down the road after
the twe cyelists as they departed.

“Excuse me, sir. Is that young gen-
tleman Master Mornington 7°

“ What are you hanging about behind
a chap for?” snapped Lattrey.

“Sorry, sir, I'm sure!” said the new
porter apologetically, = -

Lattrey grunted.

“That young gentleman with Erroll,
who ‘passed by just now, is Master
Mornington, isn’t it, sir?”

“¥Yes,” snapped Lattrey.

. “A very wealthy yeoung gentleman,
isn’t he, sir?”?

*“No; he’s a dashed beggar!” growled
Lattrey, finding some solace in making
that remark, even to the scheol-porter.
“He lost all ‘his money when his cousin
turned up.” Lattrey looked more sharply
at the porter. * Brown—your name’s
Brown, I think——""

“Yes, sir.”

“Haven’t I seen your face before some-

where?”

Lattrey scanned the man’s face.

John Brown was middle-aged in
appearance, with a stolid-looking face,
and somewhat dark and heavy brows and
moustache.

He smiled as Lattrey asked the
question, and it was not a pleasant
smile.

“I think so, sir,” he said.
you won’t mention it here.”

* gad!” said Lattrey, under his
breath. “It was yesterday I saw you in
Coombe.  You were——"’

He broke off.

“ You passed me in the garden of the
Bird-in-Hand public-house, sir,” said
John Brown quietly. “I had gone in
there for some refreshment, not knowing
the reputation of the place, being a
stranger in the district.”

“You needn’t give me that,” said
“You were jawing with Joey
Hook, and”prettjy deep in it, too!”

em! .

“Ah

“Of course,

“You saw me there,” said Lattrey
“Why haven’'t you reported
me, then?”

“I shouldn’t like to cause trouble to a
young gentleman like you, sir,” said the
porter, with a cough. “I am afraid, sir,
that neither of us ought to have been
there. But I’'m sure you won’t mention
having seen me in the place, and I should
not think of causing you any incon-
venience on the subject. I like to be
obliging, sir.”

Lattrey looked at him very curiously.

This was a very different kind of
porter from old Mack and decidedly an
accommodating man—so aecommodating,
in fact, that he would eertainly have
been . discharged if- Dr. Chisholm  had
known how accommodating he was.

NEXT
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Lattrey thought he understood the man’s
object, and he groped in his pocket for a
shilling.

Brown made a gesture. :

“Thank you—no, sir !’ he said, as the
shilling glimmered in Lattrey’s fingers.

“7 did not mean that at all, sir. Per-
haps you would care lo step into my
lodge, if you would do me the honour
of chatting for a few minutes.” He:
lowered his voice. “If you would care
to try my cigarettes, they are quite at

your service, sir—under the rose, of

course

Lattrey wondered whether he was
Yy

dreaming for a moment.

How a man of this kind had succeeded
in obtaining a post at Rookwood School
was beyond comprehension.

But the cad of the Fourth was very
quick to realise how useful such a man
might be to him.

He nodded cordially, and followed the
porter into his lodge for a “chat.” A
few minutes later he was smoking cigaz-
ettes in the safe seclusion of the porter’s
parlour.

The “chat;” as it turned out, was all
on the subjeet of Mornington of the
Fourth. John Brown appeared to possess
an inexhaustible curiosity on that
subject.

Lattrey told him the story of the find-
ing of Cecil Mornington, and the con-
sequent fall from wealth and importance
of Mornington of the Fourth. He had
smoked a good many expensive cigarettes
by the time the chat came to an end.

“Any time T can be of service to you, |

sir, you have only to mention it,” said
John Brown, when Lattrey rose to leave.

Lattrey left the lodge in a state of
great astonishment. He chuckled as he
wondered what Mr. Bootles would think
if he could bave known how the new
porter had beer entertaining a junior of
the Fourth Form.

He wondered, too, what Jehn Brown's
object was, Whatever it was, there was
no doubt that John Brown might be very
useful to him, and it did not cccur to
Laitrey just then that he might be. very
useful to John Brown.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Startling Suspicion!
1 ATE!” said Mornington. =

l Erroll and his chum came

whizzing up to the gates of
Rookwood in the deep autumn
dusk now closing in. :

They had been on a long spin that
afternoon, and had put on speed on their
return; but the gates of the school were
closed and locked when they arrived
there and jumped off their bicycles.

“Too bad !” said Erroll. *That means
a report and lines.”

“May only mean a bob or two to the
porter,” said Mornington carelessly.
“Tt isn’t old Mack now, you know. The
new man may be a, bit more accommo-
datin’. We'll see. Youw'll have to hand
out th> bob.”

Erroll laughed as he rang the bell.

The porter came down to the gate, and
looked at the two juniors through the
bars.

“Let us in,” said Erroll
few minutes late.”

“Yes, sir,” said the porter respectfully.

The gate was unlocked and opened.
Morny and Erroll wheeled their machines
in, and Brown reclosed the gates.

“T suppose this medns a report?”’ said
Mornington.  “Is a bob any use to you,
Brown?”

John Brown shook his head.

“Thank you, sir—no! I am quite
satisfied with my wages.”

“We're a
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. “Isn’t that rather unusual??”
Mornington sarcastically.

“1 hope not, sir.” :

“That means that you're going to re.
port us. Well, report, and be hanged!
Come on, Erroli 1” ;

“ Not at all; siv,” said Brown smoothly.
“T'm sure, sir, I shouldn’t care to cause
a young gentleman trouble for a matter
of a few minutes.”

“Oh, good!” said Mornington, in sur-
prise. “Youre a Jolly good-natured
chap, Mr, Brown!”

“Thank you, Master Mornington !

*“Good-night 1

““ Good-night, sir!”

“Come on, Krroll!
matter 7”7

Erroll was staring at the new porter in
the dusk, with a strange expression on
his face.

Morny caught his arm.

“Come on! What are you dreaming
about ?”’ he asked. “We've got time to
get in for calling-over !”

“Yes, I'm coming,” said Erroll, hig
eyes still on the porter.

Brown seemed unconscious of his
strange, fixed scrutiny. He touched his
hat to the juniors, and went back inte
his lodge.

asked

What's the

“That — that’s the new porter,
Morny 7”7 said Erroll at last, in a low
voice. :

“Yes; man named Brown, I heard

somebody say. What about him?”

“Oh, nothing }”

Errcll did not speak again:as he
wheeled  his machine after his chum.
They hurried into the Hall for calling-
over, and were just in time to answer to
their names.

“Nearly missed it, you bounders!”
remarked Jimmy Silver, as the Fourth
came ont of Hall. “Had a good spin?”

*“Oh, rippin’ ! said Mornington. ™ .~

“You don’t look specially cheerful,
Erroll.  Overdone it?’ asked Jimmy,
glancing at the grave, troubled face. of
the Fourth-Former. : :

“Qh, no!” said Errcll. “ Come up to
the study, Morny. I'm as hungry as a
hunter.” 3

“Right-ho I” ;

Erroll had said that he was hungry,
but when the chums sat down to tea in
Study No. 4 he hardly touched the meak
Morny regarded him very  curiously
across the table.

“Qut with it!” he said abruptly.

Erroll coloured.

“It’s nothing, Morny. But——""

“But what?” ;

“ But—but something about that man
Brown—"

“The porter?” exclaimed Mornington
in amazement.

3 YeS.”

“T noticed you were blinking at him.
What about him ?” :

“Tt’s nonsense, of course. But some-
thing in the tone of his voice struck me.
It reminded me—-7" Erroll smiled.
“He reminded me, somehow, of a man
TI'd like to forget the existence of—
Gentleman Jim!” i

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It’s rot, of course!” said Erroll. “I1
suppose I'm haunted by that man since
I saw that he was free again. But, of
course, he’s on his way to America before
this 17

“My. dear chap, get Gentleman Jim
out of your mind,” said Mornington.
“You've done with the rotter for good.
That man Brown ceems a very civil-
spoken fellow. Not much likely to be a
relation of Gentleman Jim, the cracks-
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man—— _ What do you want, you fat
idiot 77

Tubby Muffin's fat face glimmered in
at the door.

“It’s. all right. I haven’t heard what

- you were saying !’ said Tubby, in a great
hurry. “I wasn’t listening, you know.
Can you fellows lend me a tin of sardines
for tea?”

“T'll lend you a thick ear!” growled
Mornington.

“Don’t be a touchy beast, Morny. If
you're not needing all your sugar, I'll
borrow a few lumps. That beast Higgs
uses all his own himself, and Jones is
just as bad. 2 #

Tubby Muffin did not stay to finish.
Morny had grabbed up a cushion, evi-
dently as a missile. Tubby backed out
hastily and closed the door.

“Yah! Rotter!” he howled through
tha keyhole,

Then he departed hurriedly.

Tubby Muffin had had tea in the Hall,
but he was hungry—he always was
hungry. Supplies in his own study were
cut off till he could stand his “ whack,” a
matter of difficulty to the impecunious
Tubby.

After some thought he started for

_ Lattrey’s study, with a very determined
expression on his fat face.

Lattrey was having his tea alone there.
Peele and Gower were honouring Smythe
of the Shell with their company. Lattrey
had not been included in the invitation.
He sat at his solitary board in a black
mood; and as Tubby came in he started
up with an angry exclamation. The

outcast of Rookwood was in no humour

t> be bothered by the greedy Classical.

“Keep your wool on, Lattrey!” said
Tubby. “If you touch me with that
stump I'll go to Bulkeley and tell him
about you smoking in the lodge this
afternoon !

Lattrey dropred the stump.

“What 7 he ejaculated.

Tubby Muffin gave a fat chuckle.

“You didn’t know that I saw you.
He, he, he!” -

“You spying cad!” exclaimed Lattrey
furiously.

“Well, T saw you chumming up with
the porter,” grinned Tubby. - “I won-
dered what the game was, and I peeped
in at the side window. I’'m shocked at
you, Lattrey—and at Brown, too! Smok-
ing! I'm really surprised at you!”
= Lattrey gritted his teeth. The Peep-
ing Tom of Rookwood always seemed to
know everything that went on. He was
not particular in his methods of gaining
information. His knowledge in this case
was rather awkward for Lattrey.

“All serene. I'm not going to tell,”
grinned Tubby. “I'm awfully discreet,
you know, it a chap treats me as a pal.
But that man Brown is shockin’, ain’t
he? Fancy letting a Roeokwood chap
smoke in his lodge! No wonder Erroll
thinks he :looks like a burglar!”

Lattrey jumped.

“What?” he exclaimed. “What are
you babbling about ?”

“He said so,” said Tubby. “I hap-
pened to hear him. He said that man
Brown reminded him somehow of Gen-
tleman Jim. You’ve heard of Gentleman

Jim. It was before you came here—"
Lattrey’s eyes clittered.
“Did Errol say that, Tubby, »ld

chap?”

“Yes, rather!” said Tubby, greatly
pleased by Lattrey’s change of tone,
which was a testimony to the interesting
nature of his yarn. “Morny laughed.
Erroll said Gentleman Jim was free now,
and going to America. He said some-
thing about Brown reminded him of that

THE PoruLar.—No. 143

NEXT uA RASGAL

FRIDAY!

fellow. Rot, of. course! Erroll said .t
was rot himself. Can you lend me a tin
of sardines, Lattrey?”

“Take it, and go!” grunted Lattrey.

“Thanks, old chap! I sha’n’t men-
tion a word about your smoking. All
right, 'm going!”

And Tubby Muffin went.

When he had gone Lattrey closed the
door. He did not return to his lonely
tea. He lighted a cigarette, and smoked
in silence, pacing to and fro in the study.
Strange thoughts were working in his

brain. -

“It’s impossible!” he muttered.
“Sheer lunacy! But why should that
man remind lirroll of Gentleman Jim?
It’s rot, of course! Erroll thinks it rot,
according to that fat fool.  But—but
Erroll doesn’t know what I know—that
Brown is a pal of Joey Hook, the
sharper, and that he's shady—jolly
shady! He wouldn’t have given me
cigarettes in his lodge if he hadn’t been
pretty shady. =~ And—and what did he
want to know all about Mornington’s
affairs for? What does Morny matter to
an ordinary school porter? He isn’t an
ordinary school porter, that’s a cert!

y gad!” Lattrey’s eyes fairly burned.
“By gad! If—if there should be any-
thing in it, and if I could find out, then
—then I should have that hound Erroll in
the hollow of my hand!”

And Lattrey laughed, a soft, low
laugh, that was not pleasant to hear.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,.
A Spy in the Night.
HE departure of oll Mack, the

I porter, and. the arrival of the

* new man to take his place, were

events of the smallest possible
moment to the Rookwood fellows.

Nobody took any special notice of
John Brown, naturally,

It was noticed that he was much more
civil and obliging than old Mack had
been, and that was all. Old Mack was a
~good-hearted man in his way, but he
had a crusty temper, and when it was
his duty to report a fellow for being late
he never failed to perform that Juty with
great exactitude, - Saa

John Brown was m.uch less exact in the
performance of his duties.

So the fellows sometimes had a kind
nod or word for the porter. Otherwise,
they hardly noted his existerce. They
had little or nothing to do with Lim

Erroll, it is true, for a day or two
gave the porter keen glances when he
came across him. But the quiet, sed:te
porter never seemed o notice it, and his
manner to Erroll was the same as his
manner to the others—quiet and civil
and respectful.

Erroll himself smiled at the odd
thought that had come into his mind,
that” something about the man had re-
minded him of Gentleman Jim the
cracksman,

He soon dismissed the incident from
his mind. If he thought of Gentleman
Jim at all, it was to wonder how ks was
getting on in America, for thers was
no doubt in his mind of the truth of
the statement the cracksman had made
to him on the telephone.

Had he been able to assign a motive
for deception, certainly he would not
have taken Gentleman Jim’s word. But
he could think of no motive, and so he

accepted the cracksman’s :tatement at

its face value.

But there was one fellow in the Fourth
Form who was piving a great deal ot
thought to the new porter, and to Gen-
tleman Jim.

Lattrey had pondered again and again

If the cracksman was there, and if he
was there with Erroll’s knowledge, what
a revenge upon Kit rroll, when he had
the proofs in his hands!

Lattrey felt his heart beat more quickly
at the thought.

One thing was certain.
know.

When he knew the. truth, if it was
the truth, he would use his own judz-
ment as to the use he would make of
his knowledge. But, at all events, ke
would know.

Lattrey was a good deal about the
porter’s lodge for the next two or three
days.

The cad of the Fourth was such an
outcast at present among the juniors
that his new occupation was hardly
noticed, if noticed at all. - Pesle re-
marked sneeringly that Lattrey had
taken to talking to the porter because
nobody in the Fourth wanted to talk to
him, and that was all.

But Lattrey did not drop into the
porter’s lodge simply to talk.

He was there to watch and observe.

If the man was playing a part he
played it well. Lattrey had found a
photograph of Gentleman Jim in a news-
paper, but it bore little or no resemblance
to John Brown.

But the cracksman was clean-shaven,
while John Brown wore a - heayy
moustache, and that would account for
the difference. 5

And Lattrey, observing the ~man
closely, knew that the hirsute adorn-
ment was genuine enough. That proved
nothing, for Gentleman Jim had been
long enough out of prison to grow as
much hair as be liked on his face.

Lattrey :nade no progress, but the
suspicion remained sharp in his mind,
and he meant to know. If he could not
malke the discovery from the man him-
self, he might make it in another way,
and ere long he had laid his jlans for
making a search in the lodge during the
porter’s absence.

After a few -days, too, Lattrey learned
a new fact from his estimable friends at
the Bird-in-Hand. Sometimes when
John Brown was supposed to be asleep
in his lodge, when all Rookwood was
plunged in slumber, the porter was in
reality engaged in card-playing in the
back parlour of the village public-house,
strictly under the rose, with Joey Hook
and a few select sporting gentlemen.

And that discovery gave Lattrey ine
cue he wanted. During one of those
nocturnal absences of John Brown there
would come his opportunity of making
a search in the lodge.

And a few nights later Jimmy Silver
woke up in the dormitory of the Classical
Fourth at the round of someone quietly
dressing in the dark.

Jimmy sat up in bed, and blinked at
the dim figure in the gloom.

“Who’s that?” he ejaculated. :

“Do you want to wake the House,
you dummy?” came Lattrey’s snarling
whisper. -

“So you're breaking bounds again,
you cad!” growled Jimmy Silver.

“Find out !’

Jimmy Silver grunted. He was
greatly inclined to get out of bed and -
“mop up” the cad of the Fourth on
the spot.  Fortunately for Lattrey,
Jimmy decided i{hat it was too much
fag, and turned over and went to sleep
again.

Lattrey finished dressing, and slipped
quietly out of the dormitory.

Five minutes later he was in the cool,
keen air of the quadrangle.

The hour was late. Xlot a single light

He meant to

over what Tubby Muffin had told him. | glimmered from the great array of
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windows, ~ Like a ghost in the gloom,
Lattrey glided away towards the porter’s
lodge.

He knew that John Brown would be
absent that night. He had learned that
much from Mr. Hook in Coombe. It
was his opportunity at'last, and he meant
to make the most of it.

The porter’s lodge was closed, ard
there was no light. Anyone passing it
would have supposed that John Brown

was fast asleep in bed, and he certainly |

- ought to have been at that hour.

Lattrey knew better. In the shade of
the big beech near the lodge, Lattrey
worked at the catch of the little parlour
window with his pocket-knife. His face
was a little pale. He knew well enough
the risk of his proceeding. But he did
not falter. :

The catch yielded at last. TLattrey slid
up the lower sash and drew himself into
the dark room. With a beating heart, he
closed the window behind him, and drew
the blind carefully across it. = He was
fairly committed to his rascally adven-
ture now,

_THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Gentleman_ Jim.

“BY gad !’ muttered Lattrey.

The junior had not been idle.

He had been in the lodge al

whole hour, and it had been a
very busy- hour.
But if there was any evidence in the
building to connect John Brown with
Gentleman Jim it had escaped him.

He was standing now in the bed-roon, |

unoccupied save by Lattrey. His eyes
were bent upon a smeall oaken chest,
fastened by a patent lock, which he had

dragged from under the bed, where he |

had discevered it.

The chest was well-made of tough oak,
and .the lock was far beyond Lattrey’s
powers.

What did John Brown want with such
an article unless he had something in
his possession which it was absolutely
necessary to conceal from prying eyes?

He was still regarding the chest with
a baffled look, in the dim light of a
candle-end, when a sound below made
bim start and draw a panting breath.

In the silerce of the night he heard the |

faint but unmistakable sound of a door
unlocking and opening.

The porter had returned!

Lattrey, with a thumping heart, in-
stantly blew out the candle, and thrust
it into his pocket.

He had intended to be gone without

leaving a trace before John Brown re-
turned to his' quarters. He had stayed
too long.

His heart beat almost to suffocation as
he listened to the soft footfalls on the
old stair.

The man was coming up in the dark.

He was very quiet in his movements.
It would not have suited John Brown,
whatever he was, to allow Rookwood to
learn of his nocturnal excursions.

Lattrey was white now.

There was no escape for him. The
man was coming up to the bed-room,
and there was no escape by the door,
and no time to escape by the window.
He would be found there. "And if the
man was the man he suspected, what
might not the cracksman do?

That thought came into Lattrey’s mind
now for the first time, and it was a ter-
rible thought.

For he knew that Gentleman Jim was
a de§perate man, with a sentence of penal
servitude hanging over his head in case
of discovery. And if he found that he
was suspected !

Lattrey trembled. :
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And if the man was, after all, only
John Brown, the porter, how was he
likely to take this treacherous search of
his quarters?

The footsteps sounded at the bed-room

door, and the door opened.  Lattrey
stood rooted to the floor.

He heard a sniff and a sharp exclama-
tion. The odour of the hastily-extin-
guished candle had been detected at
once.

“By thunder! Who is there?”

The voice rang out sharply and threat-
eningly, quite unlike the usual silky and
civil tones of John Brown, porter.

Lattrey did not speak. -

“I know you're here! Who are you?”
The voice was savage and threatening.
“By thunder I

A match scratched in the darkness.

As the flame flickered up, the porter

it was some rascal of his own fraternity,
there for purposes of robbery. FHe cer-
tainly would not have revealed his
weapon otherwise.

The cracksman made a movement, and
Lattrey stepped back hastily.  There
was a muttered curse as Gentleman Jim’'s
feet came into collision with the brass-
bound chest on the floor.

Another match glimmered out, and the
man tygned on the gas and lit it. Keep-
ing between the junior and the door, he
scanned Lattrey’s face grimly.

“8o it is you, Master Lattrey

“Yes!” muttered Lattrey huskily.

The man was the smooth, suave porter
again now. Had not Lattrey seen the
weapon he had betrayed in the light, he
would never have guessed that this quiet,
Ist_tave man had so_deadly a thing about .
him.
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gleamed on Lattrey’s white face.

As the flame flickered up, the porter held up the n"latch, and the light

‘*So it is you, Master Lattrey!” said
the porter suavely.

(See this page.) - .

held up the match, and the wavering
light gleamed on Lattrey’s white face.

Lattrey’s heart gave a great throb,

The man held the match in his left
hand. In his right was grasped some-
thing that shone and glittered in the
flickering light. Lattrey knew that it
was a revolver, and his heart almost
ceased to beat.

For a- moment there was tense silence.

In the wavering gleam of the mateh
the man and the boy looked at each
other, their glances meeting.

The match went out.

Lattrey heard a sound. It was the
sound of the weapon sliding back into a
pocket.  But the sight of it had been
enough for Lattrey. It was more than
enough.

He knew now what he had come there
to find out, and he knew instinctively
that Gentleman Jim, finding someone in
his room in the dark, had suspected that

-

But he knew it now, and there was a
deep and gnawing fear in his breast. He -
would have given worlds to be safe out of
of the lodge—safe back in the Fourth
Form dormitory. -

He made a movement,
waved him back."

::You dm}”t go yet!” he said.

but the man

“ What are you doing here?”

No answer.

John Brown stooped, and slid the brass-
bound chest back under the bed. Then
his eyes gleamed at Lattrey again.

“Tell me why you came here, boy.”

“I—I came to—to—"

“To steal 77

(%3 NO. ” b

“Then why?”

Lattrey was silent.

“T suppose you know,” said John
Brown quietly, “that I shall report this
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to your headmaster in the morning,
Master Lattrey ?”

Lattrey almost smiled, in spite of his
fear. The man’s eyes were scanning him
anxiously, furtively, as he spoke.” He
was trying to divine how much Lattrey
knew, how much he suspected, at the
same time careful not to give himseif

away, in case the 'junior suspected
nothing.
“I—I came to—to—-" ®

“Well 77

Lattrey was recovering himself a litile.

“I—I am sorry.: I—I come—— I'm
hard up. I've had bad luck with the
cards, and—and——""

“You came here to.commit a theft?”

““Yes,” whispered Lattrey.

He saw, and noted, the relief that
flashed into the man’s eyes. And
Lattrey’s own relief, as he saw that his
lio was believed, was as great as Gentle-
man Jim’s.

“You were very foolish.” The man
spoke more calmly now. “Did you think,

- then, that there was money in that ]

chest?”
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FOR NEXT FRIDAY!

“THE HEAD'S QUEST !"
By Frank Richards.

That is the title of our next grand, long,
complete school story of the chums of the
Remove-Form at Greyiriars. The Head’s
guest is not a man, as one might suppose.

. He is a boy—a very remarkable boy—who
makes things hum at Greyfriars. If you like
really funny stowies, then on no account miss
this one!

“A RASCAL FOILED!”
By Owen Conquest.

Under this title you will read about the

further adventures of Jimmy Silver & Co., of
Rookwood, and of Lattrey’s great seheme to
obtain a hold over Kit Erroll, of the Classi-
cal Fourth. That everything does not go
the right way for the cad of the Fourth ean
be gathered from the title, but the way in
which the rascal is foiled makes an extremely
interesting story.
i There will also be another splendid supple-
ment in our next issue, and another fine in-
stalment of Mr. Sidney Drew’s immensely
popular serial. Altogether we can safely say
that our next issue will be one of the finest
vumbers * turned out. Order your copy, my
chums, and you are certain to have it.

RESULT OF * POPLETS”
COMPETITION No. 29.

.- The Ten Prizes of Five Shillings each have
/been awarded to the following readers, who
thave sent in the best efforts to the above
competition :

{__E. Parr, 16, Alexandra Street, Whitley Bay;
Herbert - Dixon, 93, High Street, Dorking,
Surrey; Arthur Carpenter, 1, Dene Street
Gardens, Dorking, Surrey; Albert Lynch jun..
2, Dene Street Gardens, Dorking, Surrey;
R. W. Childs, 5, Lindore Road, Clapham
Commion, London, 8.W.11; F. G. Bissenden, 36,
Nightingale- Lane, Dover; A. Dimmock, 124.
Warwick Road, Kensington, W.14; H. Comp-
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“A RASCGAL FOILED!™

“I—I thought perhaps——"

“ How did you know I was not here?”

“I—I found it out at the Bird-in-
Hand—-—" j

The man compressed his lips hard.

“You know, then, that——"

#That you go there—yes.” Lattrey
was recovering his confidence now.
“You won't say anything about this,
Mr, Brown. You keep my secrets, and
T'll keep yours.”

“You are a precious young rascal!”
said John Brown, after a pause, “But
you are right! Don’t try this game on
again, that’s all! You can get out!”

He gripped Lattrey’s arm, and for a
moment the junior’s heart failed him, and
a cry trembled on his lips. But he did
not utter it. The man led him out of
the lodge.

Without another word he closed the
door after Lattrey.

Lattrey hurried away
_In the cool, keen air of the quad he
paused under the beeches to think. There
was a mocking, triumphant smile on his

EDITOR IS ALWAYS PLEASED TO

OR,
THE FLEETWAY HOUSE,

ston, 83, Kipling Street, Bootle, Liverpool;
Edward Holt, 89, Somers Road, Walthamstow,
E.17; H. Gaskin, 10, Gleave Street, Everton,
Liverpool.

Again I am offering a FOOTBALL for the
best “Poplet” sent in in conmection with

“POPLETS” COMPETITION No. 37.
Examples for this week:

Putting It Off.

The Carnival Ball.
Bunter In Form.
Smoking in Woodshed.
Manners Cuts Foothall.
A Hurried Exit.

Take Trouble When.
Falling .Off.

Fishy Found Fishing.
Not Always There.
On the Ball.

The Modern Romeo.

REMEMBER!
BEST, and
SHILLINGS
merit.

Select two of the examples, and make up
a sentence of TWO, THREE, or FOUR words
having some bearing on the example. ONE
of the words in your sentence must commence
with one of the letters in the example.

A TOOTBALL FOR THE
TEN PRIZES OF FIVE
EACH for the next in order of

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

2. The postcards must. be
“Poplets,” No. 87, The “Popular,”
House, Gough Square, London, E.C.4.

3. No correspondence may be entered into
in connection with “Poplets.”

4, The ZEditor's eopinion 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 20th.

Dour Editor,

A GRAND

addressed
Gough
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TALE OF THE ROOKWOOD CHUMS.

Grand Working Model of a Circus Given Away in ** Chuckles'” !

tace now. He had learned all, and he
was safe!

He no longer regretted that Gentleman
Jim had returned to the lodge so inoppor-
tunely. Lattrey was still smiling, in a
feline way, as he came back softly into
the dormitory of the Classical Fourth.

“Hallo!”™  Morny sat up in bed, and
vawned. “What’s that? = Some merry
roysterer comin’ home just before the
milk in the mornin’—what?”

“Exactly!” said Lattrey coolly.

The dandy of the Fourth yawned again,
and laid his head on the pillow. Lattrey
turned in, but it was long before he sle
He was thinking of his coming trium
—with Kit Erroll at his mercy!

Gentleman Jim, the cracksman, waz at
Rookwood, in the guiseof a school porter,
and Ereoll must know it; and in thal fuct
—which he did not doubt for a moment—-
Latttey saw endless friumph over his
enemy. He held the whip-hand now that
he knew Gentleman Jim’'s secret!

THE END.
Rl oo ob S B o T S S W
rll“!lml_'l

Nugent’s Splendid Sacrifice! z
(Continued from page 6.) !
Llﬁ_lﬂ__wﬂiﬂm.l&

rapidéy mending now. When he left
his bed it was only to go out in a bath-
chair, with his chum walking with him,
but every day saw an improvement, and
Frank was very clLeerful.

And what 1ade him happiest was to
see the new footing upon which his
parents stood. Mr. and Mrs. Nugent,
one or both, hardly ever left him. The
suffering and anxiety over Frank’s sick-
bed had drawn them together, and the
bond had been so strengthened that it
was never likely to be broken again.
They had had their lesson, and they had
profited by it; and they thanked Heaven,
with full hearts, that it had been no
worse.

The day came a% last when Frank swas
able to return to the school. He was
not quite his old self yet, but he was
well, and growing stronger every day.

His father and mother and his chum
came to Greyfriars with him, and Frank
Nugent was given a rousing welcome by
his comrades of the Remove.

After his people had gone there was
quite a reception in Study No. 1. Coker
of the Fifth came to shake hands with
him and to congratulate him, and so
did Wingate, und the Head himself.

Vernon-Smith came into the study
later in a rather rhamefaced way.

“I'm sorry, Nugent,” he said. “I
hope you’ll forget all about it.”

Frank shook hands with the Bounder.

“It’s all right,” he said. “Thank
goodness, it’s all over now.”

Half the Remove crammed themselves
into Study No. 1 to the feed which - as
stood by the Famous Five to celebrate
Frank Nugent’s return. Billy Bunter,
claiming his rights as Nugent’s firmest
pal, who had stood by him in time of
trouble, insinuated himself into the feed,
and greatly distinguished himself in
clearing the festive board. But Frank
was s0 happy now that he was cordial
even to Billy Bunter.

Frank had suffered; but, like most
who suffer for the sake of others, he had
had his reward. Peace and love in his
home were his reward, and an ample
recompense for what he had suffered for
his mother’s sake. =

THE END.

1t
3 By OWEN CONOUEST.
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CHARACTERS IN THE STORY.

FERRERS LORD, the famous millionaire
adventurer, and owner of the Lord of the

Deep.

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

RUPERT THURSTON, a young English-
man, and friend of Lord’s.

HAL HONOUR, known as the man of
silence, engineer of Ferrers Lord’s wonderiul
submarine, Honour 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
a 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 hold the secret of Germany's
great treasure-chest. Ferrers Lord has
ferreted out ome 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.

They are detained, but escape 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
upon 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 hole the three
ezcape, just in time’to escape an explosion
which blows the Schloss Schwartzburg sky-
high. Without further adventures they
eventually reached the Lord of the Dcep,
where 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. There 18
a struggle between the two, a box of eggs is
proken, and Gan Waga manages to escape
out on to the deck.

(Now read on.)

e
The Surrender of O’Rooney!

F the yacht came to anchor outside in
decper water, there would be a chance
of catching something. He was sorry
he had given the lugworms to Barry

0O’Reoney, for though the worms were on the
clsta side, crabs are not very particular.
Still, there was plenty of fish in the cold
room. By bringing it up on deck in the sun-
shine for a few hours it would do for bait.

Gan Waga looked out. There was nohody
in the alleyway, and it was unlikely that the
cook would be in the cold room. Out of the
galley came Maddock. = s

“S8o here you are, you fat beauty, souse
me!” said Maddock, who was munching a
hefty sandwich. “You've heen +trying to
murder the poor chef, ain’t you? Souse me,
Gan, but you're a bad lot! There ain’t a
ha’porth of good in you. I never did see such
a suety rascal in my born days, pever, I
didn’t !”

NEXT
FRIDAY!

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

By SIDNEY DREW.

-“Not so muchness of yo' suety rascals!”
said the Eskimo. *“What yo' do to a black-
guards wheo swat yo’ in the ears with his
boot, hunk, Ben?”

The bosun took a vast bite out of the sand-
wich, which was a gift from the chef, and
pondered.

“If he was a married man, souse me, his
wife would be a widder!” he replied, after
some cogitation. “I'm mighty particular
about my ears, not like some folks who never
washes behind ’em! But I'm talking about
myself. To the man who biffed you on the
ear with his boot, I'd give medals and a
pension! Ha, ha!”

Gan Waga made up his mind to let Burry
O’Rooney off altogether, and put all the
crabs he captured in the bosun’s cot. He put
his thumb to his little snub nose, and waggled
his fingers vulgarly at Maddock. Gan had
no time to waste on people like Maddock, so
he went on to find some bait.

“DPears, dears, dears! What an awfulness
mess!” he muttered, as he peered into the
egg-crate. “I think old Mossoo bended a few
of these chapses.”

He stiffened as he fancied he heard a
stealthy sound. Only one light was burning
there. The door swung to and closed.

“Who thats?” asked the Eskimo,
startled.

The next moment he was theroughly
startled. Gan Waga was plucky, but there
are some things no fellow ean understand.
His knees hegan to wobble as he saw a carcass
of mutton detach itself from the steel hook
on ' which it was hanging. The mutton
descended gently to the snow-sprinkled floor,
danced a weird dance on the point of its
peck, lifted itself into the air, and hung itself
up again. Gan's knees wobbled still more.

He wanted to run, but his legs were like
two pillars of solid lead. Something was
moving along close to the bulkhead bebind
the carcasses of chilled meat. He could see
nothing, but the powdery snow was stirring,
and the invisible feet left impressions behind.
Gan Waga opened his mouth to yell, but he
failed to emit even a gurgie. Something
white that he scarcely saw whizzed past his
ear, and struck the bulkhead on the other
side with a squelch.

Then Gan Waga understood, and dropped
behind the egg-crate, and dipped both hands
into it. It was his own ftrick over again,
only more carefully carried out. Real
ghosts don't leave footprints in snow-—foot-
prints of number fwelves in boots. Besides,
no self-respecting ghost would haunt a cold
room when there was nothing to frighten
except mutton and beef and defunct poultry

rather

and - frozen fish.. - Ghosts prefer moated
@ranges. And they don’t shy eggs at
Eskimos.

With one eye on the last visible footprint,
Gan Waga made a guess as to the exact
position of the spectre with the large boots,
and grasped an egg. A very nice turkey Gan
had often looked at hungrily hung there. All
at once the turkey gave a dismal sort of
gobble, and began to flap its wings. Some-
thing gleamed white under the turkey’s neck,
and kept advancing and retreating. It was
an egg held between the thumb and finger of
an unseen hand.

“Yo' wait a Misters

minutes, Barry

O’Loonatics!” thought Gan Waga. “Dears,
dears! Yo’ gave me a twists at firstness, old
beans! Where yo! faces now, hunk?”

He was sure O'Rooney was the ghost, for
be had seen Benjamim Maddock, and Prout,
of course, was at his post on the bridge. - The
door opened, and Maddock put in his head.
Gan Waga let him have one, and with a howl
the bosun clapped his hand to his chin and
staggered out.

The cook had teen kind enough not to
destroy all the amwunition. It was like 2
Lewis gun firing eggs when the Eskimo got
to work. Though he could not see his target,
he found it first time, and again half a dozen
times more in quirk succession. He knew by
the noise th-. the target was making for
him. Taking a leat out of Ching Lung’s beok,
he put his feet against the crutg. and sent
it shooting away frem him in a direct line.

“Murther and flat-irons!” . roared the
frenzied voice of Barry O'Rooney. *“Tintacks
and. tanks! Help! Wow! Bedad, Oi'm—
Arrah!. Howld me, somebody! Oooh!”

There was something in the egg-box. The
invisible garment had slipped considerably,
and Gan Waga beheld a couple of human legs
clad in blue serge, and displaying a good: deal
of socks and bare ankles waving in the air.
Then the crate turned over, and the spectre
rolled out. Hal Honour’s invention, though
almost invisible, was not egg-proof. O’Rooney
got out Lis head and arms, and shuddered
as he sat among the ruins, as well he might,
for the ruins were cold and sticky.

“Kill him, souse me—kill him, Barry!”
pleaded Maddock, who was mopping his face
with a big red handkerchief. =

“Qi can’t—Oi can’t!” groaned Barry. “0i'm
bate! Oh, whoy did Oi lave swate Bally-
bunion, me choildhood's home, to be a sailor?
Bad luck to that day! Bedad, Oi don’t know
whether Oi'm a hem or a rooster or a
custhard! Me heart’s broke, and -so’s me
nose! Oi saw the ould egg-thrunk comin’,
but the flure was so slippery Oi couldn't
dodge ut. Ochone, ochone! Come and kill
the Iskime yersilf, Ben, for Oi'm bate and
0i give in!” .

“Kill him, souse me; I'll do that!” cried the
bosun.  “If you can’t do it, you hulking
coward, leave it to me!” ]

Gan Waga had a ccuple of eggs left, the
tast shots in the locker. One was enough for
the gallant Benjamin. He left. Lighting a
cigar, and placing ‘a frazen codfish handy to
use as a club if Barry turned nasty, Gan
Waga sat down on his slab of ice and smiled
at the war-worn gentleman from Ballybunion.

“Yo’ feels ever so nicefuls and happy, hunk,
Barry?” inquired the Eskimo. “I so glad-
ness, fo’ it make me happy, too! Tell me
yo' happy, fo’ ifs yo' don’t 1 bash yo’ over
the head with this fish-cod. And yo’ are
fondness of me, yo' dear little Gan, Gan,
aren’t yo’, hunk? Ho, ho, hoo! Smiles at
me, Barry, dears!”

- Groaning, Mr. Barry O'Rooney scrambled to
his feet.

“Qch, Oi'll say anything ye loike, anything
to plaze ye, any old loie!” he said, shudder-
ing. “Oi’ve barked me shins, discolated me
shoulders, flattened me nose, and ruined me
uniform! Oi'm bate—clean bate, so Oi give
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ye best this toime, blubberboiler!  Phwat
d’'ye mane, smoile at ye? Oi'm an egg, a
batthered, baten egg! Did ye iver see an
egg smoile? Away wid ye, ye fat haythen!
Though OI'm at death’s dure, a toime will
come, so0 bewairre!”

The ruins of Mr. Barry O’Rooney- limped
away to the nearest bath-room. Gan Waga
lighted the other cizar. He was so pleased
that he could have smoked three at once,

The Prince Takes Alarm!

NLESS the information that reached |

the Lord of the Deep was at fault,

Private Hermann Trubner had not

rejoined his regiment. Before this
another message had come that could be
relied on as perfectly accurate. The wireless
operator brought it up as Thurston and
Ferrers Lord were pacing the deck together.

“The explosion at Schioss Schwartzburg has
closed up your bolthole, Rupert,” said the
millionaire. “I sent instructions to have the
place examined.”

“That’'s good mews; but aren't you afraid
of having these messages decoded and read
by the Huns? For that very reason we were
almost afraid to attempt to communicate
with you until Ching Lung devised a message
in Chinese.”

“We are safe, if anything of the kind can
be safe. Goltzheimer and Von Kreigler have
no necessity to be as alert as they were when
.You dropped down on them like a human
bombshell. And yet Karl von Kreigler is so
amazingly clever in some things that he needs
careful watching. They will get their

answer from the British Commanding Officer |

to-day. T helped to draft it, and it will be
like another bombshell !”

“In what way, Chief?”?

“I hope you won’t be offended, Rupert, but
we are only claiming fifty thousand pounds
for your lamentable death,” said Ferrers
Lord. S

“You amaze me!” said Thurston, with a
laugh. “I had no notion that I was worth
so much alive.”

“My dear friend, I have no intention of
prying inte your private affairs,” said the
millionaire. “We had to put some value on
you. I could not allow Professor von Kreigler
and General Goltzheimer to destroy you for
nothing, It is a ridiculous price—an absurd
price—but I could not have you murdered
for nothing. You will not be offended, for I
need not tell
when 1 tell yon I put four times your value
on my engineer.”

“Two hundred thousand pounds on Hal

you that we are true friends, |-

Your Friends Know About the Grand Footballs——

Honour, and only fifty thousand on me,” said

Tharston. “I feel pitifully small. What
about Ching Lung, Chief?”
“Not a single farthing. We couldn't

charge for the prince, Poor Ching Lung was
a complete interloper, and, therefore, value-
less. He has nothing to do with the League
of Nations even. Not one solitary farthing
for his Imperial Highness of Kwai-hal,
Thurston. Ching Lung is just an outsider.”

“And what do you value him at, Chief?”
asked Rupert Thurston.

“Exactly at your own valuation,” said
Ferrers Lord. “That is the highest sum I
can name. When you have worked out the
exact amount, tell me.”

In the dusk, Ching Lung and Rupert Thurs-
ton met on deck, and Thurston told the
prince what Ferrers Lord had said to him.

“Well, old lad, I'm rather bucked,” said
Ching Lung. “As we are such pals, I don't
think the Chief could have made a kinder
-Tremark. Things must be going very nicely
all the time, for you know how seldom -he
gives us a pat on the back, So I'm dirt, and
you are worth fifty thousand dead.”

They both laughed. :

“It would be rather interesting if we could
imagine it, to know what would actually
have happened to the dear, gentle professer
and Goltz if we had been dead, Ching,” said
Rupert Thurston. “This sort of thing doesn't
appeal to me very much, you know. I sup-
pose I'm just a blunt, straight-forward
Englishman, and I like a fair fight in the
open. It seems that we can’t have that.
And for a dead man, I fell amazingly fit. I
wish the dinner-bell would ring.” Short
rations in Schloss Schwartzburg have given
me a goed appetite.”

-Mossoo, the chef, in spite of all his sorrows
and tribulations, served up a dinner fit for
monarchs. As the yacht kept on her way
there were no young erahs eor juvenile
lobsters in Maddocks’ bunk that night te
disturb the bosun’s spell of rest. A misty
drizzle - was falling. Ferrers Lord put on
an oilskin and sou’-wester and took Prout’s
place on the bridge, and Prout very thank-
fully descended and made his way to the
warmth and comfort of the glue-pot. The
only cccupant of this pleasant retreat was
Gan Waga.

“Hop it!"” roared the steersman of the

yacht. “Quit, by honey! Vamoozle! Hop
it! Make sail! Clear! Beat it! Shin off!
Skedaddie!"

Gan Waga smiled. On the table in front
of him with great deliberation he placed one
antomatic, one Webley revolver, one large
butcher’s knife, one meat chopper, one
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A wonderful story of detective work in London and Benares,
introducing Granite Grant and Mlle. Julie.

No.194.—MAROONED. =
A tale of ..dventure in the South Seas, featuring Sexton Blake,
Tinker, and M. Jules Vedette.

No. 195.—STATE SECRETS.
_ A magnificent romance of detective adventure.
No.196.—PAYMENT SUSPENDED; or, THE ADVEN: -
TURE OF THE WHISPERING VOICE.

No.197.—THE YELLOW FACE. :
A story of fascinating Chinese mystery.

No.59.—THE SCAPEGRACE OF ST. FRANK'S.
A rollicking story of school life, introducing NIPPER & Cco.,
the famous chums of Si. Frank’s. 2

No. 60.—THE DIAMOND MOUNTAIN.
An enthralling story of adventure in the heart of Africa.
By W. MURRAY GRAYDON.
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“A RASCAL FOILED!".

| demanded,

mallet, one coke-hammer, six eggs, one tin
of petrol, and a box of matches. While
Prout stood staring at him, petrified, the
Eskimo stooped beneath the table and added
a four-pound steak, half a pound of butter,

.and several large Spanish onions to the

terrifying array. .

“Tommy dears,” he said sweetly, “F've
borrowed yo’ olds pots-glue fo’ the evenings.
I havings a little suppers heres, Tommy, so
run aways, old ducks!”

“Oh, are you, by honey?” said Prout.
“You're some joke, you are, Get on-with it,
then! I wouldn’t think ef disturbing you,
my lad. Are them things loaded?”

“The eggses are, Tommy,” grinned the

| Eskimo. “Go and tells old Barry O’'Loonatics

and Mossoo I got some lovelifuls eggses fo’
them. Runs quickness, Tommy dears!”

Prout was dubious. When Gan Waga did
absurd things like this, there was always the
danger that Prince Ching Lung was aiding
and abetting him, although he was hiding in
the background. The steersman shut the
door with a bang. He was lucky at once,
for in Mossoo’s galley he found O’Rooney.
For once the headstrong and fiery Irishman
was limp. He went on eating hoiled beef
with plenty of mustard to warm himself up.

“Bedad, let the fat baste have the ould
glue-pot!” he said. “OQi’ve suffered, Tom!
There’s bruises on me shins two feet long
and thray feet wide. The very thought of
an egg makes me thremble. Oi'm soaked wid
eggs—drinched wid the horrors. Ut's scme
sthunt as the blubberboiler has all them
weapons. Ochone, lave well alone. Let the
oily pig kape the glue-pot, and that will take
all the wind out of his sails. Av we inther-
fere we'll get ut in the meck; av we let ut
alone, the whole shimozzle will fall flat.
Phwat d'ye think, Mossoo? Tootsweet, alley
veoz ong. Ze blubberboiler—comprenney?”

The chef himself wore a weary look—the
fook of a man who had suffered.

“Nevaire, nevaire!” he said. “Not ze
Eskimo. I vight heem, yes, but only ze duel!
I vight heem viz ze peestol or ze sword—
cleek, cleek, or bang, bang!”

“I wish you could, by heney!” said Prout.
“But how would #t go if the fat savage
pinked you first or bored a bullet into you,
Mossoo?”’ .

“Arrr! I could not mees!” said the cook,
folding his arms and frowning darkly. “I am
ze ally of ze brave British. Togezzer ve vight
ze Bosche! Of zis fat yellow monstaire 1
am not ze ally—zis abominable Eskimo! Ze
nose of me is pull, I am smaeck viz eggs, and
ze angaire of me Is terrifique.”

“I can feel for you,” said Prout. “But,
by honey, haven’t you been doing things!
The blubberbiter told Maddock you called
him a thief and kicked him on the ear!”

Barry O’Rooney drepped his knife
fork and looked aghast.

“Phwat d'ye mane—culled the Iskimo a
thafe and kicked him on the ear?’ he
“Ut can't be! Chef, till me ye
niver did ut! A kiek's nothin’—and, bedad.
Oi wish ye'd kicked him on both ears! Av
ye culled that oily thafe a thafe, ut's «
different matther, Ut must be a duel!”

“By honey, that’s a true word!” said the
steersman gravely. “Different nations have
their different ways. In Eskimoland, where

and

| Gan and the whales eome from, you mustn't

call a man a thief, even if you catch him
stealing your best marrow-bone. It’s a
terrible insult!”

“Ut manes death for wan, and a grave
unther the cowld, cowld snow, and a quart
of whale-oil at breakfast for the winner.”
said Barry ORorney. ‘““And the weapons are
harpoons,” . added Barry, to .cheer up the
cook.

“By honey, that's how we lost the last
chef before *the war, Barry, you remember.
He'd "called the blubberbiter a thief.” Being
a matier of honour, it had to be dome. We
lay to at midnight on a slack tide, and
dropped them overboard!”

“Arrah, now ut’s coming to me!” said
Barry. “Aich man had a loifebelt, an
electric flash-lamp, and a harrpoon. The dis-
tance was two hundred and twenty yards

over hurdles—— Phwat am Oi talking
about? Tt was fifteen rounds of two
minutes. ~ Whin the gong sounded, the

seconds left the ring. The Frinchman was
the first to show prominently, Switching on
the loight he wore in his hat, he almost
landed a beautiful left-hook wid the harr-
poon on  the Iskimo’s solar-plexus. The
Iskimo wint down for a count of noine, and
we all thought he’d got the knock-out.
Afore the referee could yell ‘Ten’ through

A GRAND TALE OF THE ROOKWOOD CHUMS. i
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the megaphone he was up again, noice and
fresh, but he’d mislaid the harrpoon. Bedad,
he towld us he’d mislaid ut in the Frinch-
man’s waistccat—eh, Tom?” s

“By honey, that’s the truth!” said Prout.
“The prince disqualified Gan Waga on a foul,
arnd awarded the gold ecup, purse, and
championship to the Frenchman. The funny
thing is, he never came to claim them. We
switched the searchlights on and rowed about
all night, but we never see him from that
night to this, When he thought it over, the
prince reversed his decision, and gave the
prizes and champicaship te the BEskime. It
couldn’t have been a blow below the belt,
but a fair jab, else the other chap would
have floated. To sink him, Gan must bave
jabbed a hole in his lifebelt.” 3

“Och, ut was a shame!” said Barry,
heaving a sigh. “Phwat lovely mautton-
poies that same chef used to make, Tom!
D’ye rimimber the gravy im them, bhoy?”

“Shall I ever forget, by honey?’ said
Prout. “About two hours from now we'll
be anchoring in a nice bit of quiet water,
the prettiest plaee for a duel you could ever
find, Mossoo. Don’t be nervous. We'll have
a beat ready afloat this time, and if you jab
the Eskimo first, youw’ll be it.>? %

Barry ©O'Rooney and Prout shook hands
with the bewildered cook, and promised to
stand by him to the last, provided that they
did not get their feet wet. It seemed that
Barry’s advicé had -been excellent. What-
ever jape Gan Waga had contemplated had
been spoiled by their absence. The Eskime
had departed from the glue-pot and taken
with him his arsenal of weapons and his
steak and onions. The only thing he had
left behind was the perfume of a very good
cigar.

“Whisht! Go aisy, bhoy!” said Barry.
“Ye can’t thrust that cardle-devouring rogue
any more than ye can thrust a snake wid his
tail dipped in pethrol and set alight. He
wasn't in here wid all thim things ye towld
me about just to look at the scenery.
Whisht! Aisy, bhoy—aisy!”

Barry examined the ehairs to look for em-
bedded pins or sticky material, for it was

impossible to tell what the crazy' Eskimo | SWivel chair.

would do, or would not do. He looked under
the table, and took the lid eff the saucepan
and sniffed the coffee-pot.

“Nothing doing 'at all, by honey!” said
| Prout. “He hasn’t shoved & let of mustard
in the coffee-pot, eh?”

L “Ut doesn’t smell loike wut,” said Barry
‘I O'Rooney.

Fhe steersman rubbed his head, for he
was extremely puzzled.
preparations, it was curious that Gan Waga
 should have given up possession.

“Oh, heres we come gathering nutses in
May at fifty o'clocks in the morning!” lilted
a tuneless voice. “Anybody like any fresh
eggses, hunk?”

“So-you've come back, have you, you over-
boiled imsect?” growled the steersman.

He might have said more, but behind the
Eskimo was the trim, dress-suited figure of
Prince Ching Lung.

“Comes hacks! What yo’ mean, hunk?”
demanded the Eskimo. “I notted been heres
all days. What yo’ means, comes backs,
Tommy ?*

There was one thing Gan Waga did well,
and that was  to tell the truth. At this
deliberate and shameless lie, Prout almost
 staggered. A leok of consternatiom, almost
of alarm, overspread Ching Lung’s face, and
he gripped Gan Waga by the shoulder,

“Is that true, Gan?” he gasped.

“Ooh! Yo' nots mneed to hurts me,
Chingy!” said Gan Waga. “What I dome,
hunk? It as trues as trueness, Chingy, old
dears.”” .

Ching Lung put his fingers in his mouth,
and a whistle of deafening shrillness pierced
the silence cof the lower deck.

The Spy!

no, I'm not! Goed-night!”

After these remarks, not spoken but sent
winging through space, lindlop, the wireless
operator of the Lord of the Deep, removed
the listening cap from his ears, and the green
shade from his eyes, and swung round in his
His friend Joe, the yacht’s
| carpenter, held out his tobacco-pouch.

“YWhat were they squirting at you that
| time, Sparky?” asked Joe.

_After such elaborate | . who
-as leading light of the Colade Picture Com-

L H, cut it out! What de you want to
join in for? Give us a hope, old
man! Right, right! Yes, yes! Oh,

“Some advertising stunt from that floating

| hotel, the Caritania,” said the operator, with

a grin. “Youwll be awfully glad to know,
Joseph, that Muriel Mayburn, the famous
film star, whe is aboard the old Carrie, bound
for Southampton, has become engaged to Rex
Roland, who draws five or six millions a year

pany, of Los Angelos, Cal, U.S.A They
wera telling me that when I cut out of it.”

“ Awfully interesting!” said Joe. “I’'m real
glad to hear it! I'm glad I came down, for
1 wouldn’t have missed that lovely informa-
tion for heaps.” 1

“I think I'll tell ’em that,” said Hindlop,
with anether grin. “If I sling the news that
my pal Joe is delighted to hear the happy
news, it ought to cheer up Muriel and Rex
more than a quart of champagne., I'm fed!
I'm listening to nothing unless it’s red or
blue. You’re not on.”

A tiny green lamp above the keyboard of
the instrument glowed out, but Hindlop
merely glanced at it over his shoulder, and
then ignored it.

“The Carrie again,” he said. “I expect
they want to inform us that the engagement
between Muriel and Rex is broken off. I
shouldn’t be a bit surprised, for these
Ameriecan film stars are real husflers, Joe.
Anyhow, there’s nothing doing. T'll answer
to red or blue, and give all the rest a miss.”

The operator was a dark-haired, keen-eyed
little man, who understood half a dozen
languages. At his work he was an expert.
The instrument he used would have puzzled
the ordinary operator, for Hal Honour had
added some inventions and improvements of
his own. When the blue lamp glowed it in-
dicated that the message was intended ex-
clusively for the Lord of the Deep. The red
was the § O 8 call, and when the green light
appeared, it teld Hindlop that it was some-
thing of no great importance to the yacht
and her owner, like the news that had just
come through from the huge iiner, Caritania.

“Halle, there’s our colour!” said Joe. “ They
mean to keep you busy!” '

Hindlop put down his unlighted pipe, and
turped to the instrument.

(4nother long instalment of our grand serial
in next week’s issue of the POPULAR.}

direct from factory at wholesale prices
and SAVE POUNDS. Wo:ld" est
massive Table Grands, Portable-
Hornless and _exquisitely coloured
monster horn MEead-c-phones
to select from. Grand bargains

in Columbia, Regal; Zonos

phons Pathe, Ediscn Bell

- and Deceas. Immediate deliver:
Sent gn 10 days’ trial, packed free, car-
riage paid. 25 records {52 tunes} and 400 N3
needles included. Satisfaction guarantced
or money refunded. Send postcard now &
for the biggest and most beautifully
illustrated art catalogue ever issued.

MEAD CO. (DEPT, G105),

BIRMINGHAM.

Dear Sirs,

quick relief is Urace.

DORSET SQUARE, LONDON.

I have derived wonderful benefits from Urace.
For many years I have suffered acutely frem
rheumatism and ague contracted in India, which
left ‘me unfit for work and nearly erippled me.
The first and only remedy which has given ms

Before I commenced Urace I had heen helpless
for some weeks. In three days I was able to get
out, and have since completely recovered. I am

CURED IN 3 DAYS
After Years of Suffering.

Mr. FLORENT FISSORT, the well-known 1
Linglo-Indian Correspondent, writes:i—

EOOTERAT.E: BOOTS fozxr 10

You can secure & pair of our Real Busset McGregor

Football Boots on first payment of 10/« and on

your promising to pay further weekly instalments

as set out below,

BOYS’ (11, 12, 13 1}, 12/86.—10/~ down and balancs

g of 2/8 the following week.

YOUTHS (2, 3. 4, 5), 14/-.—10/- down and two

weekly instalments of 2/-.

MEN’S (6, 7, 8, 9, 10), 15/-.—10/- down and two
weekly instalments of 2/8. =

BEST QUALITY FOOTBALLS (Match Size), 10/9, Complete with

'Bladder (Postage 6d. extra).

' LANE BROS. (Dept. Z), 8, Arthur Road, HOLLOWAY, N.7.

— RS e

All applications for Advertisement Space in
this publication should be addressed io the
Advertisement Department, Union Jack Series,
The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street,
- London, E.C.4. )

now in much better health than for many years
past. T had, of course, tried many remedgies,
but all had a depressing effect or upset the
digestive organs.

I hayve recommended Urace to several of my
Anglo-Indian friends, and in every case with
marked success.

Yours truly, z
FLORENT FISSORE. s

URACE DISSOLVES AND DRIVES Oll R!E} AGED.

TURACE, and URACE alone, can cure rheumatism. - Nothing is moxe
certain than that. It cures onm a new and common-senss principle. It
directly attacks the cause of rheumatism—urio acid—dissolves and cxpels the
uric acid from the system, and prevents its reappearance. That is why It
CURES and OURES QUICKEY. 2
From BRBcots’® (600 Branches), Timothy  White  Co., Taylor's,

" @elfridge’s, Whiteley’s, Harrod’s, and all Chemists and Stores,

or direct for remittance from the URACE Laboratories, 89, Woburn House,
Store Street, London, W.0.'I.

" 1/3, /=, & 5/= PER BOX.

: THE ACEKNQWLEDGED REMEDY FOR
Heuralgia Cr

ramp Nerve Pains
éumba@a Rheumatism Ridney Broubles
out Backache Sciati
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WATCHIES

YOURS TO WEAR WHILST PAYING FOR IT |

Gent.’s full-siza 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
10 years sent with each watch. ‘No un-
pleasant inquiries. Don't risk disappoint-
ment, as this is manufacturer’s stock,
purchased at great reduction (usually sold
at 25/}  Send 2/- and 6d. extra for

.age “and insurance at once to: THE

Woburn House, London, W C1.

 LuMINOUS
DIALS TO

. SEE TIME
IN THE DARK

2 [= g)ngA ‘

“To clear stock quickly we offer overhauled and tgqovated

Goveroment Buzdcs at HALF usual prices.

¥ OR EA PA ENTS.

RDYAI.-EN}‘{ELD: l}’YNO%‘}ll, NEW.
AT T

iriding condition, Many equal to new. No reasonable

7 - ccessories at big reductions

| from shop prices. Write for Free Listsand Special Offers.
D CYCLE COMPARNY, incornd.
Dont. B607 BIRMINGHAM.

FOOTBALLS AND FOOTBALL
BOOTS TOf IME SEODN
126 g e

one plece, with blocked toes. 8pecially selected
gz

for Comfort and Reliabllity,

Youths' sizes—2. 3. &, w 12/8 palr.
Gent.’s gizes— 6, 7, 8, 9, 10... _13/86 pair.
Postage 9d. per pair; 2 or more pairs post free.
FREX !—Laves and Set of Spare Studs given with
every pair. Be sure to state size required when
ordering. Send P.O. for cur splendid new list,

Cameras, Eleotrical Novelties. eto.
FOOTBALLS “f“THE LEAGUE.'" One
toh size, hand PN R AR L
Best Cowhide, full match size, nd-sewn, caplegs. . Each Ball,  comple
with Bladder and Laces, price 11/6; postage 9d. -~ SATISFACTION
OR CASH ‘REFUNDED WITHOUT QUESTION. 8end P
t.once to: - . 4

ERAHAM & ©O0., 5, Devonshire Street, Holborn, London, W.C.t.

BEGOME BlG Now The plums of dusiness and sooial 413
- . ATo to the man who has height, and
sique to match it. You can easl { inorease your height from 2 [
pohes, and improve your health, figuré, and oarriage, by the Girvan s:?.n.
tifle Treatment. ears’ unblemighed record. &£1 iu:nnm -of ﬁenulu
mess. Purtioulars for postcard.—-SBNQUIRY DEPT., A.M.P. 17, STROUD
GREEN ROAD. LOND . N4 S .

PEOTO POSTCARDS OF YOURSEBLFE, 1/3 dos. 18 by 10 ER-
TARGEMENTS. 6d. ALSO CHEAP. PHOTO MATERIAL. CATALOGUE
AND SAMPLES FREE~HACKETES, FULY.ROAD, LIVERPOOL.

CUT THIS OUT

* The Popular.” ~ PEN COUPON. Value 2d.

Send 13 of these goupons with only 2/9 direct £o the Fleet Pen Co.,
119, Fleet Streét, London, E.O. 4, Youwillreceive by return a splendid
British Made 14-ct. Gold Nibbed Fleet Fountain Pen, value 10/6 {Fine,
Medium, or Broad Nib), *If only 1 coupon is gen{, the price is 4/9, 24. being

allowed for each extra:ooupon-up ¢o 12. igPoo et Olip, 4d. extra.) Thisgreat

offer is made to iniroduce the famons Fleet Pen to the POPULAR readers.
Sabisfaction guaranteed or cash returned. Foreign poAb extra. .
> Lever Self-Filling Motlel, with Safety Cap, 2/- extra.

08t-

WOBURN WATCH CO. (Desk P .5),

35> BOYSI MAKE A SHOCK COIL FOR 1/9]

HOCKINGCOIL! "B Setof Partsformaking,1/9.
. each.  ELECTRO

E

” SPECIAL OHEAP TELEPHONE SET, Complete. 1/9;
§ postagedd. 4.Yolt Dynamo,12/6, STEAM ENGINE, 8/8.

P BLECTRIC LIGHT. — Battery, Switch, Wire, ZLamp,d

.Holder, Reflector, Instructions, ete., 8/6; postag

/ size, 8/6; postage 9d. éCamlogua 44.)  Electric Motor, 3/9,

HA RNE SMALL POWER CO

RBO *
Y. m o 22 AR QUEEN'S NOAD. AbTON. BEMINGHAM,
fashionable Brogue Shoes,

{_A MIONTH
, Sy : Ladies’ or Gent's size, Tan or

Blaok, price 30/=, Send 5'-now and promise
5/- monthly after delivery. Semd §/- to-
day and say what size and colour we
shall send you. Satisfaction
or deposit refunded, Price
List Free

MASTERS, Ltd., 32, Hope
Stores, Rye. (Estd. 1869.)

STRENGTHEN YOUR NERVES
Nervousness deprives. you of employment, pleasares, and many
advantages in life If you wish to prosper and enjoy life, gtrengthen
vour nerves, and regain confidence in yourself by using the Mente-
Nerve Strengthening Treatment. Guaranteed Cure in 12 days. Used
by Vice-Admiral to Seaman, Colonel to Private, D.8.0.'5, M.C.'s,
M.M.’s, nnd D.C.M.'s. Merely send three penny stamps for particu-
lars.—GODFRY ELLIOTT-SMITH, Ltd,, 527, imperial Buildings,
Ludgate Circus, London, £.C.4. - o -

LEARN DUTTON’S 24-HOUR SHORTHAND,
Vire: toxscr Free DUTTON'S COLLEGE. Desk 303, SKEGNESS.

TCURLY HAIRI”—-‘it's wonderful.”" writes B, 10,000 Testimonixls.
Proof senf. Boss' ' WAVEIT'' CURLS STRAIGHTEST HAIR. 1{3, 215.
(Btamps accepted.) ~ROSS (Dept. P. ), 123, New North Rd., London, N.1.

HOME CINEMATOGRAPHS {om. =, i, AvTo-

. MATIC Re-Winderfrom £3.
Accessories, Standard Films. Stamp for Ilustrated Catalogue.~Desk B,
DEAN CINEMA CO., 94, Drayton -Avenus, London, W.13. -

ELECTRIC MOTORS

The **Rapid ” 2-4 voit, 4/6, post. 6d:°

The * Excelsior” No. 1, 8/8, post. 9.
L The ** Excelsior '’ No. 3, 10/8, post. 9.

? The " ** Excelsior ** Medical Shocking

.cou.. 418, 8/6, 10/6. Post.5d,
v Steam Locomstives. Bozatitally Anished
models in svery deiall.
Gauge 0. 108, post. 1/.
Sauge 1, 28/, post. .
Steam Engines Horixontal or Ver.
tical. Tomplete with Steam Whistle,
all accessories, eto. 4/9, post. 8d.

BENNETT Bnos Dept. E, 5. Theobalds Road,

=y Holborn, London, W.C. 1.
FUN FOR ALLI LRnius To St i
efo. 1/- P.0. (Ventriloguism Treatise included).—Ideal Co. Clevedon. Som.
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are our easy terms for these

ANNUAL
NOW!

Over three hundred pages ot

school stories, adventure stories,

pictures, and puzzles. For Boys
' and' Girls of all ages.

NOW ON SALE.
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