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GRAND
FOOTBALLERS’ NAMES ™
CCMPETITION!

First Prize £100, Second Prize
£50, and 830 other YALUABLE
8 PRIZES Costing THOUSANDS
' QF POUNDS!

SEE INSIDE.
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BONFIRE NIGHT AT ST. JIM'S!
As the juniors hurled the guy info the flames there was a yell of consternation from Fnpx the prefect, * Lrpod
Ieavens! I's Mr, Selby,”
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Address all letters: The Editor, The**
daqn Street, Loodon E.C.4. Write me,

“My dear Chums,—As usual, there are a
good many , subjects of Teally frst-class
iiitérest -concerning which 1 maust “have a- few
ds this veek, The ouly trouble this tifte
iszone of selection.
. come first? "I feel I am right in‘opening the

ball with just a shorb reference to'mext week’s

prime yarn of 8t. Jim’s. It bears a short;
but thoroughly convincing -title, and shows
sometling of ‘what may be expected.

“CATCHING CUTTS !”

: By Martin Cilifford.

Weil, to start with, next Wednesday's tale
i not in the least likely to occasion auy
dizappointment. It has got the real atmo-
sphere of St. Jim’s, artin Clifford is a
veritable wizard at weaving a yarn. To sue-
@eed -with him is the merest commonplace,
but I am sure that his biggest successes are
those associated with some of his well-con-
sidered character stories.  Now, it is a
character story next week, with Gerald Cutts
figuring promincntly. A

y CRAFT AND CUNNING.

For long past Cutts has been known as a
stirrer-up” of strife. He likes trouble—ior
others, 1t is a form of “sport” with him
to pry, to get behind the scenes, and then
tuke advantage of somebody’s plight. To
feel he lhas the whip hand, and s in no
danger himself, is to Cutts a priceless
I am mnot going amy further into the
“treat for mext” Wednesday's “Gem.” It is
quite enough to point out that in this par-
ticular instanee, although Cutts thinks he
has a flush hand, and can triumph all along
ihe line, there are chinks in his armour.

THE GRAND FOOTBALL COM-
PETITION.

It i« only right, meet, and proper, and all

that sovt of thing to offer some priceless

th His
Nniiis
am-;itb-?ey,MmeQy House, M@-

‘Which matter ought to.

THE GEM LIBRARY.

Editor Chat%

you can be sure of au-answer in retura.

advice -about the -great
Ch tition. A vely ‘fife- oppor-

| come things poasible as we go .en our way
down ‘the bumpy road of life, The compe:
tition sparkles with interest, and it gives

is ‘'wanted ‘these days more than ever. Look
carefully into the lucid information given In
this ‘week’s issue of the “Gem,” and see
whether by dint of a little mied-play and
application you cannot bring off one of the
valuable prizes offered. Don’t he left out
of a good thing, but pilay up like a Briton,
and try to win something which is sure to ho
useiul—either cash, or a motor-bike, or one
of the other fine prizes which have got to
find happy owners before so many wecks have
passed by.

“'THE ELEPHANTS’ CEMETERY ! "
By QCecil Fanshaw.

This iz a brilliant adventure complete for
the mext issue. It is the work of an author
who knows the heart of Africa and its mys-
teries. You never know what is coming out
of the brooding forests of the interior of the
Dark Continent.. You read paragraphs some-
times about strange finds in the dim wilds
of the jungle, and sometimes you -are dis-
posed to say, “Yes, travellers' tulez!" But
these tales are true. There iz a perfect
wealth of wonder in this magrificent story
of Africa, which you will ind in next week's
“Gem.” -It shows whet eomes to Ted War-
render. He has the goods—that is, so far as
grit, endurauce, and cool -courage go. But
luck has been dead out. Then a startlin
discovery is dropped upon accidentally, bu
before circumstances make him master of
a mighty secret he goes through soine record
hard times, and the shadow of death is very

{ better than ‘you said!”

Footballers’ Names .
“tunity 'of this kind is -one of the most wel-’

brains a look in, which is just exactly what

near, And then comes the turning point—
the loyalty of ~his “boys "—the devoted
natives who will follow a leader they Iove
to the end, and the astounding revelation
concerning ai ivory,find far away in the
trackless- wilds where ‘the .elephants have

perished. "

TUCK HAMPERS.

-Every week as 1 open my mail 1 flod
8 2y little tribute to the Tuck Hamper.
o ks for the splendid prize; it was even
 “That's ‘how thess
1ctters run. should like to remind readers
who have not yet been fortumate in wioning
4 hamper, as well as those who have so far
omitted to send in p really smart- storyette,
that the chance is still walting. . g

" uTHE TRIERS!"
By Jaock Crichton.

Next week's programme has a genuine star
turp in a gripping imstalment of this irre-
sistible footer yarn. I have mot a doabt of
it, but that you have read plenty of yarns
which deseribe how some rank . outsider of
bad character, with practically unlimited
wealth, sets ]:imsell’ the task -of driving to
the wall a rival whom he. hates. The man
with the wealth seems to have all the .advan-
tages like the iron pot floating down the
stream of life which crashes to smithéreens
the. frail wogden tub. . . :

We see in this story how the imnoble
€liften. follows up Jack Morton with the
brutal doggedness of his kind. Does he win?
That’s the point. We have, toe, a vivid
acconnt of Tarry Turner’s meeting with the
“Bahe,” of whom the less said the hetter,
and [ ean leave it at that, The author can
he complimented on the mamper in which he
iz handling a plot which has a flerce element
in it all thirough.

MIKE McANDREWS.

Thiz zenial wight b=d n hearty’ reception
irom all ~Gem " readers. I intend to give a
iurther story about the nuaint and eomical
charaeter who ha: brought wit and the motor-
car into the closest company. Leok eut for
this cheery yarn.

Pour Editor.
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s actual names represented %
% by the puzzle-pictures on%
%g, Pages 14 and 15. All yoh;’é’
s have to do is to choosey
% the correct name to fits¥
& each picture, i
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Ashurst, Anderson, Armstrong, .Aitken,
Adams, Amos, Alderson, Allen, Armitage,
‘Archibald, Ashmore.

- Brett, Broadhead, Blyth, Borcham, Black-
burn, Bradiord, Bassnett, Brittan, Blair,
. Ball, Barkas, Birrell, Bradley, Barnes,
Bulling, Burton, Branstop, Buchan, Blake,
Bowser, Bishop, Barras, Braithwatte,
Bullock, Bliss, Bateman, Best, Bagge, Barson,
Broadhurst, Broad, Belam, Brelsford, Blen-
kissopp, Beedie, Birch, Bellamy, Bainbridge,
Bowen, Burnham, Boyle, Blackwell, Bennie,

Ballantyre, Buchanan, Bamber, Byers,
Bamks, Breoks, Blood, Baker, i’.’h’rc!,
Bromilow, -

Cockle, Croshle, Cross, Clennell, Cameron,
Chedgzoy, Cock, Chadwick, Clough, Curry,
Cookson, Cope, bouk, Crilly, Chaplin, Collier,
Crockford, Campbell, Crown, Chance, Chipper-
field, Crompton, Charlton, Conner, Craig,
Cosgrove, Cherrett, Crossley, Carter, Clarke,
Cotton, Cunningham, Cairns, Clunas, Con-
nolly, Cassidy, Carr, Cowan, Chapman,
Chambers, Clay, Cresswell.

Dunn, Dickson, Dorrell, Dawson, Davies,
Donaldson, Dinsdale, Dimmeock, Duckett,
Duncan, Dominy, Davison, -Duckworth,
Dockray, ‘Danskin, Dreyer, Denoon, Dengyer,
Duffus, Dunlop, Dixon, Doyle, Doran, Dale.
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Emerson, Evans, Ellerington, England,
Ellis, Edelston, Edgley, Eggo, Elliot, Edge,
Edwards, Emmett, Ewart. 5

Freneh, Ferguson, Ford, Forshaw, Fletcher,
Flood, Flint, Feebury, TFleming; TFleet-
wood, Flynn, Fox, TFoxall, Fort,
Fowler, Fazackerley, Fiudlay, Featherstone,
Forsythe, Frame, Fyfe, Finney, Forster,
Fitton, ii'airclough, Fern,

Grimshaw, Gill, Gilchrist, Gough, Gillespie,
Grimsdell, Gittins, Oibzon, Graham, Gold-
thorpe, Grundy, Gallogley,. Gibbon, Gomm,
Gregory, George, Getwood, Groves, Greig,
Gardnoer, Galiagher, Glancy, Greenshields,
Gourlay, Goodchild. .

Howarth, Haworth, Hampton, Harrow,
Harland, Hopkin, Hudspeth, Harris, Hamill,
I Hill, Hardy, Hamilton, Hawcs, Handley,
Hufton, Hine, Hughes, Heap, Higginbotham,
Hoddinott, Hebden, Hilditch, Howson,
Hunter, _ Hayes Hutchins,  Hamnaford,
Harrold, Howie, i{;enslmﬂ, Hodges, Halstead,
Hugall, Hogg, Hendersou, Harper, Hulton,
Hillhouse, Hair, Hart, Haines, Hole,

Irvine, Islip, Iremonger, Irwin,

Jennings, Jack, Jackson, Johnson.

Kirton, Kelly, Kneecshaw, Keenor, Eay,
Knowles, Eane, Eeenlyside, Kidd, Kilpatrick,
Keam. ' X

Linfoot, Longworth, Low, Lindsay, Little,
Lonsdale, Lockhead, Lonzmuir, Lea, Lieves-
ley, Lane; Lockett, Legge, Lofthouse, Lenny,
Lyner, Lawson, Lambie, Lacey.

Mutch, Meredith, Marriott, Mackie, Menlove,

Mitton, Marks, Marsh, M‘Intyre, M'Neil,
M‘Kinlay, M‘Nabb, M'Intosh, M Donald,
M'Call,  M‘Grory, M‘Cluggage,  M‘Lean,

Forbes, |

Moss, Mort, Mosserop, Meehan, Maitland,
Mitchell, Murphy, Morgan, Milton, Mereer,
Marshall, Magee, Moore, Martin, Mills,
Mason, Mew, Matthews, Moule, Mpyers,
Marsden, Middleton, Maidment, Mehaffy,
Mee, Moody, Musgrove, Maleolm, Morton,
Manderson, Meiklejohn, Muirbead, Moftat,

AlCandless, M‘Coll,- A'Lacktan,
M:Alpine,  M'Keoua, M'Inally,
M‘Minn, MeBain, McCracken, :

_Nuttall, Neesam, Neil, Neediiam, Nazh,
Xisbet, Nelson.

Osborne, Ormston, Orr, O*Hare.

Pym, Pringle, Price, Parker, Poole, Pater.
son, Pearsom, Penn, Plum, Page, Preston,
Probert, Pagnam, Peel, Poits. Palmer,
Prouse, Iuddefoot, Pender, Pupe, Peacack,
Pantling, Partridge, Pcers. -

Quantrill, Quipn. - .
_Robson, Rollo, Raitt, Richardson, Rawe
lings, "Ruffell, Robbie, Rigg, Radford, Ridley,
Reay, Ramsay, Robb, Ritchie, Ranskin,
Reed, Rooke, Roe.

dpiers, Smart, Stephenson, Seddon, Sewell,
Smelt, Smith, Scott, Slade, Speucer, Sey-
mour, Spaven, Sampy, Seed, Storer, Stage,
Shea, Steele, . 8imms, Smailes, Symes,
Sturgess, Sayles, Spottiswood, Seattergood,
Sinelair, Stuart, Sayer, Sutclitfe, Ralt,
Summerfield, Shaw, Sillito, 8neddon, Somet-

Al‘Stey,
M‘Nair,

ville, Shone, BStreets, Sampey, Stannard,
Skinner, Sage.

Townrow, Turnbull, Treme!llng, Thain,
Troup, Tuustall, Tresadern, Touner, Thoms,
Torrance, * Tompkin, - Titmuss, Tempest,
Timmins, Thorpe, Templeton, Townsley,
Toner.

Crwin,

Voysey. Vizard, Valiis, Voisey, Vigrass.
“Womack, Walsh, Weaver, Wilding, Whitton,
Wadsworth, Woosnam. Woodhouse, Walters,
Walden, Watson, Wainscoat, Wood, Wil-
liams, Winship, Wolfe, Whitehouse, Whalley,

Whipp, Wolstenholme, Waterall, Worrall,
Willlamson, Weston, Wigglesworth, Ward,
Webster, Whitehurst, Waddell, Wright,

Wilson, Wren, Widdowson,

Wylie, White,
Welsh, Walker. o 7 -

York.



Extra Special Fifth of November Yarn Here, Boys!

CHAPTER 1.

“Bend Over !
“D‘ISW’E]:%?E’CTFUL %

“ Uttahly diswespeciful "’ said Arthur Augustus

: D'Arcy severely. I wefuse to allow you to do

anythin’ of the {:ind, Wally 1" - X

Walter Adolphus D'Arcy, more commeonly known as I’ Arcy
minor of the Third Forii, closed one eye at Blake and Herrios
and Digby.

Blake and Herries and Dig grinned.

But Arthur Augustus did hot grin. He frowned. e
jammed his celebrated eyeglass a little more firmly into his
'I]l‘(l)k?lel eye, and fixed a withering gaze upon Wally of the
Riltye N

“ You undahstand, Wally 7

“Yes, old bean.”

“As your eidah bwothah, I wefnse to allow you to be guilty
of such uttah diswespect towards your Form mastah——"

“Go it!” said Wally.

*“Mzr. Belby is not a nice man,” resumed Arthur Augustus.
“I do not wholly appwove of Mr. Selby. If I werc Head of
8t Jim’s I should wequest Mr, Selby to seck somo othah
sphere for his activities.” &

“What does that mean in English?” asked Wally of the
Third innocently.

“Weally, Wally—"" . .

“Does 1t mean that you would sack Selby?”

asked Wally.
““Yaas.” -

“What a pity you're not Head, then,” sighed D’Arcy minor,

“But I suppose it’s necessary for a Head to have brains; so
you wouldn’t fll the bill, would you, Gussy 7"

“Pway do not be impertinent, Wally. I wepeat that T do
not appwove of Mr. Selby. But he is your Form mastal,
50—

“Worse luck I” said Wally, 4

“You are bound to tweat iim with pwopah wespect——*

“ Bow-wow [ : < )

“And this schemo of yours is-uttahly beyond. the limit.
The vewy ideah of wiggin’ up a guy to wesemble a Form
mastah is uttahly diswespectful,”

Go hon!" remarked Wally.
. “_M’:,-. Selby would be fwightfully watty if he heard of
1= : ;
“We're not going to parnde the guy under Mr. Selby’s
study window on the Fifth of November,” said Wally
sarcastically. : :
““1 pwesume not, Nevahtheless—-"

“Good word " said D’Arcy minor. “Where
got these words from? I believe
as I do the ‘Holiday Annual.’*

“Listen to me, you young wapscallion. I wefuse to allow
you lo cawicatuah Mr, Belby on Guy Fawkes Day!”

#Good !” said Wally, “Nyow, about contributions.

‘does Gussy

It’s not

he reads the dictionary just -

L
r

notion for celebrating ‘the Fifih

of November and enlists the

assistance of Bernard Glyn, the

St Jim'sinventor. A New and

Amusing Long Complete School
Story

going to be'a common or garden guy, but a real, genuine
article, made to look just like Selby——"

“I have aI\\'eadf said, Wally—"

“And that will cost money,” went on D'Arey minor,
unheeding. “Reggie Manners says it will cost pounds.*

“ Mannah minah is & young wascal.” :

“How much are you standing, Gussy ! We'll let you dance
round the bonfire, if you like,” said Wally temptingly.

“ Ha, ha, ha!” roared Blake and Herries and Digby.

The ‘idea_of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, the swell of St.
Jim’s, dancing round the bonfire on the Fifth of November
was too much for them. ~ - .

The expression on Gussy’s noble face was_quite extra-
ordinary. He almost glared at his cheery minor.

“You uttah young ass!” he gasped at last.

“Well, that's a fair offer,” said Wally. “Now, you ought
to stand at least ten shillings, Gussy.” : 4 A

“Haven’t I alweady said that I wefuse to allow yeu to de
anythin’ of the kind ¥ roared Arthur Augustus,

“Yes, that's all right,” said Wally cheerily. “Say any-
thing you like, old bean. 1 don’t mind you wagging your
jelly old chin. I know you can’t help it.”

“Bal Jove !” =

“ Are you making it ten bob #” asked Wally.

“I am makin’ it nothin’, you young wascal. I wefuse to
allow you to cawicatuah Mr. Selby.”

“Five bob, then?”

“Weally, you young ass——"" .

“Well, what are you fellows standing 1" asked Wally, turn-
ing to D'Arcy’s study-mates. “Gussy scems to be growing
mean in his old age, The pater’s told him lots of times that
he ought to stand by me, as his young brother, and help
me through. This iz how he does it—keeping his beastly
money in his trousers’ pocket when I'm hard up!”

" Weally—" i

“I forgive you, Gussy,” said Wally, with a wave of a rather
grubby hand. “Don’t try to excusoe yourself, I overlook it.
But don’t talk any more.” . .

“Bai Jove! I—" .

“You can't expect to be allowed to wag your chin if you
don’t shell out,” said D’Arcy minor argumentatively. “Be
reasondble.”” .

“I—I—I—" gasped Arthur Augustus, :

“How much from you, Blake?” asked the Third-Former,
paying no heed to. the excited ejaculations of his major.

Blake chuckled.

“Mine’s a_bob,” he said. “ Hers you are.”

““And here’s a tanner,” said Herries.

* Threepence any good ?”’ inquired Di%by. -

“Lots,” said Wally. “Iivery little helps. It's a bit thick
Gussy turning mean and stingy like this. I'm glad you fellows
haven't caught it from him, being in the. same study.”

“I am not mean!” roared Arthur Auwgustus. * You are
vewy well awah that I am not stingay, Wally !”

THE GEM LiBRary.--No. 821,
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“Then shell out!™ . - y . i}
“It is a question of diswespect ta your Form mastah-—

“Theré goes your chin again,” said Wally, in_an aggrieved
tone,  “Blake's stood & bob, and he's not talking half so
much.” - ;

Arthur Augustus jumped up. P

“1% is_nog?lsse talkin’ to you, you young wascall” he
exclaimed. “Once for all, I wefuse to allow you to caw:-
catuah your Form mastah on Guy Fawkes Day,” I wequiah
your pwomise to do nothin” of the kind,”
“Will you have it now?” asked Wally.
““Yans, wathah!” .
“Or when you get it?” further inquired the fag.
Arthur Augustus breathed hard.

“Tf you do not give me your word, Wally, T shall exahcise

my pwopah authowity as your eldah bwothah, and give you
a ¥ca11fuﬁhwashin’,” he said impressively.

“My only Auni Jane!” cjaculated Wally.
really, Gus 1"

“Yaas "

“Sure you mean il ?"”

*¥aas, wathah!”-

“Then you'd better get on with it,” said Wally choerfully.
. “Ha, ha, ha !” roared Blake & Co.

“Bai Jove! I wegwet this painful necessity vewy much!”
exclaimed Arthur Augustus. *‘But there is no wesource but
to give you a thwashin’, Wally. Pway hand me that wulah,
Blake. Thanks! Now then, {Vally, bend ovah.”

Blake & Co. looked on, grinning: They did not expect the
scamnp of the Third to bend over ” and take a licking from
his indignant major. Arthur Augustus, invested with all the
authority of an elder brother, did expect it. But then,
Arthur_Augustus often expected things to come to pass which
never did come to pass. ~ X

But to the surprise of Blake & Co., Wally of the Third did

“Will- you

bend over, i

Arthur Augustus raised the ruler.

“I am sowwy for this, Wally,” he said gently.
twust you will undahstand that I feel it my duty to admin-

© istah a little cowwection.”
“Go ahead, old dear!”
I am goin’ ahead, Wally. DRut I feel bound to say—

Yawoocooop |7 _ :

Arthur Augustus had not really meant to say that.

He said it as the bending fag suddenly gripped him by his
noble ankles, and jerked them from mad&r!.\t;‘:a.t[glJ him.

Arthur Augustus’ ankles being no longer underneath him,

he was, of course, left without any. visible means of support. °

The well-known law of gravitation did the rest. Any solid
body left unsupported in the air is bound, by that well-known
law, to take tho shortest and most direct line fowards the
centre of the earth.

Arthur Augustus obeyed that law of Nature.

He did not, of course, get as far as the centre of the carth.
The floor of Study No. 6 stopped him.

He smote the floor of Btudy No. 6 with a bum

Wally rose with a cheery smile on his face.
down at his gasping major,

“That all right, Gussy?”

“Ow, wow !’ ;

“ Like to change your mind, and contribute ten bob towards
our guy?” agked Wally,

“Wow, ow! Gwooogh! Bai Jove! I will—"

Arthur Augustus struggled up. But hefore he was on his
feet, Walter Adolphus D’Arey was on the other side of the
study door. . .

_“Good-bye, Gussy!” he called out. “1’ll see you another
time_about that ten bob.” -

“You young wascal! Stop!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Arthur Augustus rushed to the door. By the time he was
out in the Fourth Form passage Wally of the Third was
n'hg‘mg down the banisters and vanislhing from sight.

The swell of Bt. Jim’s turned back into Study No. 6,
breathing hard. He found his three study-mates in’ the
throes of a fit of hysteries.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Blake and Herries and Digby in
chorus, .

“Weally, iou follows——"
“Ha, ha, ha !”

P.
Tfe smiled

“1 wegard you—" :

“You'll be the death of me, some day, Gussy,” gasped
Blake, wiping his eyes. “ Oh dear!” i

1 _consid 2 . 3

“Ha, ha, ha!”
~**QOh, wats!”’

»

. And Arthur Augustus

considerably ruffled, departed from
Study No. 6, and closed

tho door of that apartment behind

him with a bang that resounded from one end of the Fourth.

Form passage to the other. For the moment, at least,
Arthur” Augustus had completely forgotten the repose that
stamps the caste of Vere de Vere. ’
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Breaking all records—Our Grand Football Competition !

CHAPTER 2.
Mr. Selby Is Not Pleased !
~§ OM MERRY smiled,
I Monty Lowther chuckled.
Manners laughed. .
The Terrible Three of the Shell were amused. They
“ happened to be passing the study door of Mr. Selby, the
master of the Third Form. On that door was gummed a
sheet of impot paper. And on the sheet of paper was daubed
in large capital letters with a brush,
HERE'S ANOTHER GUY!

The Fifth of November was close at hand. That famous
anniversary was always celebrated at 8t. Jim's with
bonfire ang fireworks by the Lower School, It was always a

ireat occasion, and the juniors always emjoyed it—and per-
aps the seniors also, though those great men affected to be
indiffcrent to such trifling things. :

There was always an effigy to be burned im the bonfire,
and that effigy was generally made in’ the image of someone
who was unpopular—sometimes a public character, some-
times a master in the school, sometimos a prefect of the
Sixth,” or an obnoxious Fifth-Former like Cutts or Prye.
But such caricatures were not likely to give much offence,
for their resemblance to the original was not very discernible.
Indeed, Mr. Rateliff, of the New House, had smiled at the
sight of an absurd guy on one occasion. never dreaming that
it had been got up to resemble Horace Ratcliff.

On the present anniversary the whole of the Third Form at
St. Jim's was determined u;;‘on selecting Mr. Selby as a
vietim of ridicule, Wally of the Third was leader, of course,
and he was manfully baci;gd up bdy Levison minor and _Refgw
Manners, Frayne and Hobbs, and Curly Gibson, and, in fact,
by all the inky-fingered fraternity that foregathered in the
T{li!‘d Form room. The notice on the Form master’s door,
at which the Terrible Three were smiling, was evidently the
work of one of the fags—a foretaste of the wrath to come,
as it were, Between Mr. Selby and his Form there was no
love lost, and the scheme having been mooted in the Third,
some eager spirit among the fags had evidently not had the
patiencé to wait till the Fifth before he started on Mr. Selby.

“They're beginning,” remarked Tom Merry, 3

*I suppose,” Monty Lowther remarked, in a reflective sort
of way, “that a chap with a face like Selby’s must hate an
anniversary of this sort coming vound. Sort of painful
reminder.” N

“Hallo! What's the joke?” asked Glyn of the Shell,
coming along the passage with Kangaroo,

Tom Merry pointed to Mr. Selby’s door.

The two Shell fellows chuckled.

“Is Belby at home?"” asked Kangaroo, ;

_ %I don’t know. But we’d better move on, I think.” said
Tom. “If he came out now he might think wo had been
decorating his door.”

“Qh, my hat!” said Manners. “Move on!” -

But precisely at that moment the study door opened, and
Mr. Belby stepped out. 3

He stared at the juniors, evidently surprised to find five
members of the Shell Formm congregated outside his door,
where they had no special business. o

“What——" he began. .

Tom Merry & Co. moved on rather hurriedly. Mr. Selby
had a suspicious mind, and they did not want to be suspected
of having placed that cheeky paper on his door. -

“Stop " thundered Mr. Selby.

The juniors stopped.. Mr. Selby had seen the paper, and
it was too Jate. )

“Ves, sir1” said Bernard Glyn politely.

Mr. Selby pointed to the paper. -

“Ho this is your work?” - .

“0Oh, no, sir!” B

““Why are you here, then, §athercd outside my _study
door 7" exclaimed Mr. Selby. “Do not deny what is pex-
fectly evident, Glyn.”

Bernard Glyn coloured.

“T assure you, sit—"7

“ Nonsense |” .

“If you won't listen to me, sir, it’s not much good my
spoaking, is it 7” said Glyn.

“Don’t be impertinent, Glyn !
this insolent paper on my door?” . .. .

“We saw it there as we were passing, sir,” said Tom
Merry.

Which of you boys placed

“¥You did not place it thero?”

“Certainly not!” _ .

“I do not believe youl” said the Third Form master
bitterly.

“We're in_the Shell, sir,” said Manners. - We don’t play
faﬁ’ tricks in the Shell,” .

r, Selby took the offending notice from the door with a
hand that trembled with rage. Certainly, it was a gross
| piece of impertinence ; only Mr. Selby’s extreme unpopularity
1 ‘with his Form could have caused even an unthinking fag to .
] “cheek ? him like this. It was not surprising that Mr. Selby
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f } am sowwy to have to administah a little cowwection, Wally,*

“ but 1 feel bound to say——Yawocooop !

said Arthur Augustus D’Arty, ralsing the ruler;

The swell of 8t, Jim's emitted a gell as the bending fag suddenly gripped him
by his noble ankles, and jerked them from underneath

im. {See page 1)

was angry, and it was not surprising that he believed he
_ had found the guilty parties—that he iad, as it were, caught
them in the act, grinning over their misdeed. |

“Follow me into my study, all.of you!” he said.

He stepped back into the study.

Tom Merry & Co. looked at one another. Mr. Selby had
stepped to his table and taken up a cane, Evidently it was
his_intention to inflict chastisement on the Shell feliows, an
action for which he had no authority whatever.

“I rather think this isn't good enough,” murmured
Kangaroo. “Who's Selby, to cane Shell chaps?"

“Who, indeed ?”” grunted Glyn. “I'm off !

“Same here !” said the Terrible Three with one voice.

And backing away from the doorway, the five juniors trod
softly down the passage to the nearest corner, and then
scudded away.

Mr. Belby turned to the doorway.

“I ordered you to enter my study ! he called out harshly.

There was no reply. Five retreating juniors were turning
the corner by that time,

“Do you hear me?” exclaimed Mr, Selby.

They did not, having turned the corner and vanished.
Mr. Selby breathed hard through his long, thin nose. He
did not know yet that the juniors he had left in the corridor

were gone.
“Merry
No answer. )
“Clome into this study immediately !”
Silence, s

‘With a gleam in his eyes, and the cane clutched in his
hand, Mr. Selby whisked to the door and whisked out into
the passage. "Had the five juniors been still there Mr.
Selby’s cane would certainly have done some execution. As

it was, the Third Form masler stared blankly info an empty

PThe 1 he— " gasped
o young rascals! The—the——" gasped Mr, Selby.
“They—they are gone! They—they— E 7
Heé hurled the cane into the stud’;r, and 'rustled down the
Dbassage in.great wrath, heading for Mr. Railton’s study. If
Mr, Selbg was to be treated like this, it was time for the
skies to fall—at least, for the Housemaster of the Schooi
House to sit up and take notice.

closed. . .

The incident was not yet %

-

CHAPTER 3.
Glyn’s Latest ]

3 GET ‘t‘"ll“tl; y?’ld chap I”
"Iiuiz off to some other study !”

“Well, you cheeky ass!” said Cliften Dane
good-humouredly. i
He rose from the armchair in Study No. 11 in the Shell
and put his book under his arm. Study No. 11 was shared
by Bernard Glyn, Dane, and Kangaroo, and it was not at
afl uncommon for the first-named to ask his comrades to
“clear,” Gl was an inventive genius, and when his
inventive faculties were going strong he required a room to
himself. And when it happened that his experiments dealt
in cheémicals, his study-mates were generally glad to leave
him to himself. Horrid smells often came from Study No. 11
when Glyn was at work. s
But this time it was not chemicals, it was not wireless, it
was not indelible ink or a new hair-dye. Bernard Glyn's
Iatest stunt was working in wax, and he showed great skill in it.
He had already produced wax models of several fellows that
were remarkably lifelike —only the heads so far, a full size
figure being. a matter of difficulty. Glyn wanted to work
now, and his’study-mates were therefore not wanted in thae

study. Which was perhaps rdther cool of Bernard Glyn;
but generally his chums met his wishes in the most amicable
manner, seized him and

nly on some occasions the
{ammed his head in_the coal-locker as a ¥1i
had some claim to the study.

Dane_strolled to the door, with a cheery smile, giving
Glyn his head, as it were. Glyn glanced rotnd the study.

““Hold on a minute! Where’s my Linton ?” » :

“Your what?” ’ )

“The waxwork head I did of Linton, T left it in :the
armchair—-"" )

“My hat! I thought that chair felt bumpy,” said Dane,
and he quitted the study, laughing.

Glyn gave a yell, and jumped to the armchair. His wax-
work model of Mr. Linton's top-story was there, but it did
not bear any resemblance to &e master of the Shell. It -

looked like a pancake. »
Tae GeM Lisrany.—No. 821
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Glyn gave a yell. )
He bounded to the study doorway and shouted after his
atv}l;:]y»ma@e:

1 .

“Hallo!” called back Dane from the doorway of Tom
Merry’s study. :

“You've squashed my waxwork {”

“Dear me!” - :

“Yowre a Hun!" yelled Glyn.

“You don’t say so!”

“And a Goth and a Vandal!” yelled Glyn,

‘ Hear, hear 1" : .

_Dane strolled into Tom Merry’s study quite cheerfully. |
Kangaroo came along the passage to Study No. 11,

“1 say, Glyn—"" .

Slam ! -

“Let me in, you ass!” roared the Australian junior.

“T'm going to work,” answered Glyn from within,

“I want my Livy!”

“Go and borrow somebody else’s.”

“T1l punch your nose!”

“Good-bye I

“Look here—"

“Rats!” - '

Bernard Glyn gave the Australian junior no further atten-
tion. He had work on hand. Kangaroo thumped at the
upper panels of the door, kicked Ele lower (Eane]s, and
departed—to. borrow somebody else’s Livy. ilyn of the
Shell forgot his existence the next minute.

“You fellows got a Livy to lend ?” asked Kangarco, look.
ing into Btudy No. 10, where the Terrible Three had just.
finished tea, and were talking football with Dane.

“Certainly, old top !” said Manners, “Lost your own?”

“That ass Glyn is locked in the study, mucking about with
his thumping waxwork rot,” said Harry Noble. “I'll jelly
well jam it down the back of his silly neck one of these
times! I'm getting fed up with Glyn's experiments.”

“Same here,” grinned Clifton Dane. “I found one of his
dashed wax models in the armchair—after I'd sat down.”

“Ha, ha, ha }”

“Hallo, here’s Kildare!” exclaimed Tom Merry, jumping
ur:.)[‘s,s the captain of 8t. Jim’s glanced in at the open door.
“Trot in, Kildare!”

“You're late for tea, old bean !” said Lowther, “But we'll
shove the kettle on again in a jiffy.”

“You young ass!” said the Sixth-Former, “I haven’t
come for tea, I've come for you.”

“Ob, draw it mjld!” protested Monty Lowther. “We
haven’t done anything this time ! Innocent, my lord!”

“You've cheeked Mr. Selby.” . .

“Oh dear! Is the Selby bird still crowing ?”

“Don’t speak of a Form master like that, Lowther. I'm

after five of you,” said the prefect. ““You three, and Noble
here, and Glyn. It seems that you stuck a disrespectful
paper on Mr, Selby’s door.”

““Not, guilty I” said Tom Merry. .

“Some person or J:lel'sons unknown put Mr. Selby’s descrip-
tion on hig study_ door,” explained Lowther.

Kildare laughed involuntarily.

“That will do! Now eome to Mr. Railion’s study. He's-
watting 1o see you. Where’s Glyn ?”

-%“TIn his study,” said Tom.

“(Clome along, the four of you, then.”

“What a life!’ sighed Monty Lowther.

The Terrible Three and Kangaroo followed Kildare from
Study No. 10. The Sixth-Former stopped at Study No. 11
and knocked and turned the handle. The door did not

open.
“Glyn ! called out Kildare.
“Go away i :

“What 7"

“I'm busy I

“It’s Kildare, you ass!” called out Kangarco anxiously.

“] know it's Kildare, you ass! I'm busy, all the same}!”

“Qpen -this door, you cheeky young sweep!” roared the
captain of St. Jim’s, in great wrath. g

“Won't gnother time do, Kildare?”

**No, it won’t!”

“If it’s lines, you can give me an impot through the key-
holo,” suggested Bernard Glyn.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!” )

“You're wanted in your Housemaster's study, and I'm to
take you there. Come out at once!” . _

4 dear! Some ass will butt in and muck vp my things
wwhile I'm gone " groaned Bernud.ng. “T say, Kildare, I
haven’t done anything to old Selby. Can’{ you tell him so?”

“ Are you coming out ?” snapped Kildare.

“Yes, if you make a point of i.”

Beornard Glyn unlocked the door and stepped out from
* Btudy No..11. Kildare promptly took him by one ear.

“Ow 1" howled Glyn. - ©
“Come along 1"

Tue Gem Lisrany.—No. 821,
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“T’m coming.” X

“I'm seeing that you ate,” assented Kildare, and he led
the inventive genius of the Shell along the corridor by the:
ear, as far as the staircase. i

Three fa%s of the Third passed them on the landing, and
vinned. They were D'Arcy minor, Levison minor, and

eggie Manners, :

“T say, Glyn, we wanted to speak to you,” said Wally.

“Run away and play !’ grunted Glyn. =

Kildare marched his captives down the staircase. He
opened the door of Mr. Railton’s study, and ushered them in.
"Then he departed, closing the door after him, and Tom
Merry & Co were left in the presence of their Housemaster—
and Mr. Selby.

. CHAPTER 4.
Glyn Asks For It!

R. RAILTON had a worried look, tinctured with’
boredom, Complaints from Mr, Selby bored him
as much as they worried him. There were more
complaints from Mr. Selby than from all the other

masters in tho House. He was a gentleman of a complaining
tern of mind. =

Mr. Selby had been pouring his uncommeon grievances into
the scarcely sympathetic ears of the Housomaster, He held in
his hand the offensive paper which announced that “another
guy > was to be found in his study. My, Railton had had no
altornative but to send for the supposed offenders and sift
the matter. He fixed a stern look upon Tom Merry & Co.

“Merry ! You have seen that—that insulting paper
before I”* he asked. '

“Yes, sir! I saw it stuck on Mr, Selby’s door,” said the
captain of the Shell, : ' y

“Did you stick it there?”

“No, sir.” .

“Then which—-" b ; '

“None of us, sit,” said .(flyn. “We simply happened to
see it as we passed Mr, Selby's study.” v

“You give me vour word that that is the case?”” asked the
Housemaster, cyeing the juniors, i

“Certainly, sir!” ;

My, Selby suppressed a snort. Tt was not his way to take
2 fellow’s word; but he knew that it was Mr. Railton's way,
and it was useless for him to speak.

“I accept rvour assurance,” gaid Mr. Railton. ""But it
appears that when Mr. Selby told you to step into his study
you refused to obey.”

g “%Ir. Selby has no right to cane the Shell, sir,” said Tom
rmly.

“Tt was Mr. Selby’s opinion that vou had placed this
insulting paper on his door, and he informs me that it was
his intention to question you, and rou refused 'to be
questioned 77

“We saw him
we thought—"

“Vou did not enter his study as he told you?™*

““No, sir.”

o A!ﬁmngh Mr. Selby is not your Form master, Merry, vou

taking up the-cane, sir,” said Tom. “So
g

_ know very well that yoi have no right to disobey any

reasonable order given by him.”
& Oh,., ves, sir,” said Tom. *But as he was going to cana
us— :
““He has tcld me that he was going to question you,” said
Mzr. Railton, raising his voice a little. “You appear to bave
drawn a wrong conclusion, and, consequently, to have treated
Mr. Sclby with disrespect. On the matter of this insultin,
paper you are exonerated. T accept your word that you di
not write it'or affix it to Mr. Selby’s door.- But it is my duty

toaf?lf’nish you for disrespect to a member of Dr. Holmes'
- stalf,

Mr. Railton picked up a cane.

“Hold out your hand, Merry !”

The captein of the Shell obeyed in silence, but his feelings
were deep, He knew perfectly well that Mr. Selby had
intended to cane him and his comrades. But as the canin,
had not taken place, owin
follows, Mr. Seiby had chosen to reprcsent the matter in a
different light to the Housemaster. It came perilously near
to hearing false witness. Possibly Mr. Selby, feeling assured
in his own mind that the Shell follows had characterised him
as “another guy,” felt justified in getting them punished by
stretching a point with his conscience. To the juniors, his
action seemed merely unscrupulous and malicious.

One after another they stood up.to the swishes of the House-
master’s cane in grim silence. . i

Then Mr. Railton motioned them to depart, The Terrible
Three moved to the door, and Kangaroo followed.  But

‘ Bernard Glyn paused. Glyn was exasperated, not only by a

punishment which he vegarded as unjust,

that he had been dragged away in the mid

but by the fact .
c{le ‘of an

to the prompt retreat of the Shell - -
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ummed to his door. He pointed to the paper. *Bo th

‘The study door opened suddenly, and Mr. Selby stepped out.

is is your work ? "’ he thundered,

fyn. “ Why are you here, then, gathered outside my study door ? '’ exclaimed Mr. Selby.
R perfectly evident, Qlyn."”

He stared at the juniors, then his

gaze fell upon the notice
“0Oh

3 No, sir,” answered
‘““ Do not deny what is
{See page 4.)

“ Excuse me, sir,” said Glyn with great politeness, * Mr.
Selby has told you that he did not in%end t:xc)ﬁ cane us,”

“Mr, Selby has told me that he intended to question you,
Glyn. You may go. The matter is now closed.” :

“I suppose it would be considered disrespectful to doubt
Mr, Belby’s word, sir?” said Glyn softly as a cooing dove.

The Third Form master started, and Mr. Railton frowned.

“Glyn! How dare you?”

“You see, sir, we saw Mr. Selby pick up his cane before we
cleared off. . Was he going to question us with his cane, siv?”

“Glyn! You——0?

¥ Possibly I moved the cane on_the table, Mr. Railton,”
said the Third Form master, “I—I——"

“You did, sir,” said Glyn. *“You took it up as if you were
going fo use it, sir, and you looked as if you were going to
use it 1"’

“Mr, Railton!
Form master.

“ Certainly not, Mr, Selby!” The Housemaster rose to his
éee]ii; \,?\"lth a stern brow. “Glyn, you have insulted Mr.

elby.

“I did not mean—" .

“You have cast doubt on his word ! exclaimed the House-
master, ““‘Did you mean that, or did you not?”

“Well, yes, sir.”

“Mr. Selby, will yon oblige me by taking my cane and
administering {o this junior any punishment you think fit
to meet the case!” said Mr. Railton in a deep voice.

“Phew !” murmured Kangarco, at the door.

Glyn set his lips. . Mv. Selby took-the cane the Housemaster
handed to him. There was a bitter compression of his lips,
and a glitter in his narrow eyes. Glyn had delivered himself,
as it were, into the hand of the Amalekite; and the
Amalekite had no mercy for him. .

Swish, swish, swish, swish! "

They were severe cuts. Mr. SBelby was not spaving the rod,
Glyn made no sound, but his face was white,
g::’iah, swish |

Am I to endure——" gasped the Third

=

1

Mr. Railton coughed. That cough warned the Third Form
master that he had gone far enough—if not indeed too far.
He laid down the cane.

“You may go, Glyn,” he ¢aid harshly, “ And let this be a
warning to you !’

Glyn left the study without a word.

In the corridor, he squeezed his hands hard under his arms.
In silence his comrades led him away. All of them had aching
palms, but Glyn was the greatest sufferer. He sat down in
Tom Merry’s armchair, and for some time he did not speak.

“Oh !” he said at last. *““Oh trumbs! That vas a corker !
I'm not sorry T spoke, though! Ow!1”

“Ass!” sald Tom Merry. “You can’t ¢call a Form master
a liar, old man. You asked for it. Railton simply had to let
you have it.”

“I know thal! I'm unot blaming Railton. Dw! Selby
was lying, all the same!” said Glyn.

“Well, he certainly: was stretching a point,”
“How does it fee! now, old chap?”

“Ow] Horrid1”

“Well, you asked for it, and no mistake!” said Kangaron.

“Ow! And I've got it!” groaned Glyn. “But I'll make
that awful rotter Selby sorry for it somehow! Ow! Ow!”

for several minutes there were sounds of woe in
Study No, 10. Then Glyn went back to his own study,

rubbing his aching palms ‘as he went.
CHAPTER 5.

4 ETTER wait for him!” said Wally.

“May-as well, as we've come,” assented Frank
; “Let's look at his rubbish,” suggested Manners
minor impudently.
Glyn being occupied elsewhere, they found some amusement
’ HE GryM LiBrarv.—No, 821, -

said Tom.

- Wally’s Wheeze !
Levison.
The three fags had gone in Study No. 11 in the Shell,



in looking over his things while they waited. There weie
plenty of articles of interest in.the schoolboy inventor’s-
study.  Among others, Reggie Manners succceded in dis-
covering an electric battery, and he yelled frantically until
lie was -able to let go the handles. Wally found & bottle
of _indelible ink, one of .Glyn’s many inventions, and he
tested it on the table-cover; and certainly it seemed fairly
indelible—especially the portion that D’Arcy minor spilt upon
his fingers. Reggie ners next proceeded to discover
a waxworlk busp u% Julius Ceesar, with which Glyn had taken
_great pains, Investigation showed that the waxwork nose
would come off if chipped by a pocket-knife.

Tt was fortunate that Bernard Glyn returned to the study
before the enterprising fags had had time to make further
investigations. Reggie hurriedly thrust Julius Cwmsar under
the table as he heard footsteps approaching. Glyn, as an
oxperimenter, ought to have becn pleased with Reggie's
experiment on the wax nose of Julius. But Manners ininor
had a feeling that he wouldn’t be. .

“Hallo, vou blessed fags!” exclaimed Glyn, staring at the
herces of the Third as ho came in. * What do you want?”

“Lots!” said Wally.

“Well, clear off I

#We havent told you what we want yet,” said Levison
minor.

“No need! Just hook it!” 3 R

“Oh, don't give us any of your Shell swank!” said Wally
of the Third loftily, *I say, Glyn, we've heard about your
waxwork rot—"

“What "

“1 mean your jolly clever waxworks!” said Wally haslily.

“QOh, you mean that, do you?” asked Gl;in grimly. -

“ Fust that I’ said Wally affably. “I say, I dare say you've
hedrd of our wheeze in the Third—we’re going to make a
guy like old Selby for the Fifth of November!” .

“J've heard of it,” -said Glyn, rubbing his palms
reminiscently, “Well, you can put old Selby himself on the
honfire if you like. T'H come and light it if you do!”

“The trouble is,” explained Wally, *that we can’t muke
the dashed guy like enough to be taken for him.” e

“ All the better for-you, He would skin you if you did:!”

“0Oh, rot! We're allowed to have a guy on the Fifth of
November, and an accidental likeness—" .

“Purely accidental, of course,” said Frank Levison.

“You see,” said Manners minor, “we might take some
jolly old gargoyle as a model, and then it would come out
ﬂxa.;'.,sly like Selby. We couldn’t be blamed for that, could
we!

Bernard Glyn grinned.

“ And we want vou to help us,” ccontinued Wally.

“Bob any good?’ ’ 4

*“¥Yes, Thanks!”

“ Now clear I

“But I haven’t finished yet.” said Wally. “You see,
having heéard of your jolly clever waxworks, I've got a
wheeze. We want you to make us a waxwork head of Selby—
as like him as you can——"

“What?” roared Glyn. -

“We can manage the rest,” said Wally. “ We've got a
suit of Selby’s clothes—~those ghastly things he wears and
calls clothes, you know. He sold them to a dealer in cast-
off clobber, and we saw them stuck up on a hook in a
shop at Wayland, and beught them for our guy.”

“ My hat ! said Glyn.

“Pretty cute, wasn’t it}” smiled Wally. “But we're
done about the chivvy. I’ve tried painiing a stuffed pillow,
bul ‘it’s no. good. Then I thought of your rot—your jolly
clever waxworks. You could turn out a face like Selby’s on
yonr head " ]
~ “0F course T eould!” said Glyn.

“Well, Then, with his old clothes stuffed out, and a wax-
work knob on top with Selby's featuves, the guy will fairly
take the cake!” said Wally eagerly. “See?”

“Too jolly risky !” said the genius of the Shell, shaking
his head. .

“Where's the risk?”’ demanded Wally. “Qelby never
turns up for bonfire night—he shuts himself up in his study
and pretends he hates the row. He’ll never see it. Every-
body clse will see it, and roar, Selby will be the laughing-
stock of the school. and he'll never know why. Besides, if
we ain't afraid of the risk—-" ’

“These Shell chaps haven’t much nerve!” said Reggie
Manners.-

“You cheeky young ass—""

“Well, is it a go?” asked Wally. *“We're raising money
on all sides to pay for an extra-special guy this year. We'll
stand you half-a-crown towards it.” d

“You young duffer|” .
Glyn rubbed his hands. That the Third-Formers intended
to burn an effigy on bonfire night under the style and title

but the idea of making

‘ecould turn out a waxwor]

of Mr. Belby, was an open secr
th’i‘tﬂx effigy a):x like to Mr. Selbyeh'l

at the likeness could be
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recognised, was startling., In other circumstances, Glyn
would have refused to havg anything to.do with such a
scheme. But at the present moment'his hands were smarting

ainfully from the infliction of the cane wielded by Mr.

elby. That made a difference. : )

Levison minor winked at_his comrades with the eye that
wag furthest from Bernard Glyn.

“Can Glyn do it?” he asked. “No good bothering him
if he can’t do it.”

“You cheeky little sweep!” exclaimed Glyn warmly. “I

)f: model of Selby good enough -

to take prep in the Third Form rcom, and you fags would
never know the difference!” ) .

“My only Aunt Jane!” ejaculated Wally.

“Easy as falling off a form!” said Glyn contemptuously.
“Why, Selby’s got a chivvy that simply asks to be
caricatured. With his nose and his eyebrows and his mouth—

“all his jolly old features—I could do it withvmy eyes shui!”

“Well, T know youre jolly clever, Glyn,” said D'Arcy
minor, privately returning- Frank Levison’s wink. “If you
really could—"

“Of course I could!” :

“Then it’'s a go, if you ain’t afraid of Selby——"

“ Afraid!” roared Glyn. .

“Of course you're not!” said Wally soothingly. ‘ Besides,
where’s the risk? You're going to do-it?”

“gli tthink of it-,”, said Glyn.

“Better say yes’”

“Rats! Get out!”

Reggie Manners opened his mouth to be eloquent, but
Wally dragged him from. the study. Wally felt pretty
certain that Glyn intended’ to assent—he could read the
sparkle of anticipated experimental triumph in Glyn's eyes.
The fags departed, ‘and Glyn slammed the door afier them
and sat down to think it out. W o

The ache in his palms helped him to think it out. Ten
minutes later Glyn was hard at work.

When EKangaroo and Dane came into the study an hour
later for prep, they found.Glyn very busy. A waxwork
model was growing under his hands,

“Hallo! That seems like somebods.” said Kangaroo,
staring at it. “Sort of likeness ro something about ihal.”

“Like a gargoyle,” raid Dane.

“Or like Selby!” grinned Kangaroo. ;

“It's going to be jolly like Seiby,” said Bernard Glyn,

“ What's it for, ithen?’

“Fifth of November,”

“Qh, my hat! Ha, ha, ha!”? . )

“Jolly good wheeze, old chap!"” grirned Kangaroo. “DBut
we want that table for prep.” 2

‘!,3,;,0“' prep! Go and do your prep somewhere else, can’s

ou ? : N
“You've got your own to do, too.”

“Oh, rats!” - .

“Now, look here, Glyn—"" .

GI“ For goodness sake clear off, and let a chap work !” howled
yh. ’

And his good-natured chums left jor Tom Merry’s study,
where they did their prep with the Terrible Three. Glyn's
prep remained undone that evening ; he was too busy to'think
of such trifles, The result was that there was a painful
argument in the Shell-room the following morning, Glyn
certainly couldn’t explain to Mr. Linton why he had .cut
prep, and certainly the explanation, if he had given it, would
not have improyed matiers. Bernard Glyn left the Form-
room that morning the richer by a hundred lines.

But he did not worry about the lines.
M. Selby was getting on excellently, and that was all that
Glyn of the She%l worried about. Having taken on the job,
Glyn was throwing himself into it with his usual enthusiasm,
and for the present nothing clse mattered so far as the in-
ventive genius of the Shell was concerned.

CHAPTER 6.
Going Strong!
o HERE will be a wow [”- ;
That was the opinion of Arthur Augustus D'Arcy
of the Fourth Form,

Many other fellows considered
probable that there would be a row, ;
Certainly, if Mr. Selby had got wind of what was going on,-

the row would have been inevitable and terrific.

']}ut it was to be hoped that Mr. Selby would not get wind
of it. : .
-In two or three days nearly all the Lower School knew
about it, grinned over it, chuckled over it, and chortled over
it, Even Arthur Augustus grinned, though he also shook
his heg’d sericusly and pronounced that there would be a
“srow. C

“@lyn’s latest * excited keen interest:

Sometimes there was quite a procession of fellows to Study

it extremely

The wax model of .
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No. 11 in the Shell, to see how the work was getting on.
Admirers stood and gazed at the schoolboy wax-worker as he
modelled.” Like the old Persian tent-makex, they * watched
the potter thumping his wet clay ” with keen interest.
Bernard Glyn had nimble fingers, and to some extent a real
gift for modelling in clay. There was no doubt that when he

produced his Selby it was easily recognisable as the likeness

of the Third Form master.

Tellows of all the junior Forms looked at it and chuckled
over it. Even Arthur Augustus, while warning Glyn of the
Shell that his proceedings were “ diswespectful,” chuckled.

Mr. Selby had rather striking features, His nose was long
and thin and prominent—the sort of nose, according to Wally,
that was designed by Nature for being thrust into affairs
that did not concern it. He had a chin that was sharp, and
protruded a good deal, and a somewhat wide mouth that set
in a tight. line like n vice. He had heavy brows that were
‘always kuotted in a frown. He had, in fact, a set of features
that lent themselves to a caricaturist.

. And Glyn was a careful worker. Xe studied Mr. Selby.
At meals he would look down the hall from the Shell table
to the Third Form table, noting the varying expressions on
Mr. Selby’s rather grim face. He would pass him in the
quad and the passages, and look at him. His interest in Mr.
Selby did net escape that gentleman’s notice, and the Third
Form master often met his investigating glances with a dark
frown. But even Mr. Selby could not complain to the House'
master because Glyn looked at him. A cat may look at a
lm,Fr. and a junior may look at a Form master.

he clay model finished, translating it into wax was a task
that would certainly have been beyond the powers of any
fellow but Bernard Glyn of the Shell. But Glyn was a fellow
equal to the task, and he had the advantage of being able
to buy anything he needed for his experimerts, his father
being “a millionaire. Baggy Trimble had been heard to
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complain that Glyn spent enough money on silly experiments
to keep him—Trimble—in tuck all through the term. If that
vas the case, Glyn must have spent an enormous amount.

Wally & Co. often came to Study No. 11 in the Shell to see
how the work was progressing. ally of the Third realised
that the half-crown he had offered Glyn towards the expenses
was a rather inadequate contribution, Perhaps for that
roason the half-crown was expended in fireworks for the Fifth
of November instead. . Y

The “rag ” had originally been an entirely Third Form
wheeze. The Third had planned to burn Mr, Selby in effigy.
But the Fourth and the Shell were now taking a keen interest
in the matter. Undoubtedly Wally & Co. had done a good
stroke of business in getting Bernard Glyn to take a ﬁund
in the proceedings, 1
quence, the stunt was no longer wholly a Third Form stunt—
and Wally found, rather to his wrath, that he was no longer
the leader in the enterprise. He was, indeed, rather in the
position of the ancient British king who called in the Saxons
to help him against the Picts and Scots. The Saxons helped
him—and helped themselves to his kingdom. Thus it was
with Glyn of the Shell. :

’ He was turning Wally’s wheeze into a_big enterprise and
o great success. Incidentally, he was also- bagging it and
running it, - :

“ Where's the clobber ?” he asked Wally one day when the
heroes of the Third came in to observe progress.
“The what?” asked Wally. .
+ “Didn’t you tell me you'd got Selby’s old clothes that he
sold to a second-hand merchant ?”
“Oh, yes! They’ro in the box-room!”
 Better ‘get them here.”
“We're going to dress up the guy in the wood-shed on the
night,” said Frank Levison. :
*You can’t do it! I'm going to stuff the body out and
make it look lifelike.” .
“But, I say—" said Reggie Manners.
-*Don't say anything ! Just cut off and get the clobber !”

ut they discovered that, as a conse- -

The three fags looked at one another. They realised that
Glyn of the Shel was able to turn out a better stuffed edition
of Mr. Selby than they were. But they also realised that the
affair was passing out of their hands.

‘' Look here——" began D’Arcy minor rather restively.

*Cut off I

“But look here——"

“I'm waiting for the things,” said Glyn impatiently,
“Don’t waste time, you kids!”

Wally & Co. fetched the old clothes. They found them.
selves transformed from leaders in a great enterprise to
humble assistants of a Shell fellow; but they did not quite
see how they could help it.

Mr, Selby’s old clothes were brought into Study No. 11
Wally & Co. busied themselves with suggestions, to which
the Shell fellow did not even listen. He was thinking. When
he had finished thinking he turned the fags out of the study
and locked the door on them, in order not to be interrupted
in his work, Y T

“Well, my word !” said Manners minor-in the passage.

“Cheeky ass!” growled Wallg

Levison minor frowned, and then he laughed.

“ After all, he’s handling it better than we could,” he said,
“and it's going to be as like Selby as his twin brother, if Le
had one, %t will be the joke of the term.”

“Yes, that’s so,” agreed Wally. “All the same, Glyn's
taking too much on himself, and it seems to me that the
Third don’t come in at all.” . P

Glyn, hard st work in his study, forgot-the existence of the
Third, important as that Form was in its own estimation.

The genius of the Shell had fairly thrown himself into the
wheeze now, and he was determined that Mr. Belby the
Second should be a tremendous success. It was going to bo
so like Mr, Selby that anyone who saw the effigy placed on
the bonfire, without knowing the secret, would suppose that
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E_ae T?fird Form master was being made into a burnt offering
imself. . "

Kangaroo and Dane in vain applied for admission to the
study that evening for prep. The door remained locked.

They breathed dire threats through the keyhole, and retired
to Tom Merry's study to work. -

Later in the evening there came a tap at Bernard Glyn's
door, He did not heed.

“¥You there, Glyn?’ called out Levison of the Fourth,
th‘r‘u%gh the keyhole. i

es,

Clear off1” .
“Let me in—quick !” said Levison major,
“Rata!”
“You ass! Listen to me!” Levison spoke hurriedly

through the keyhole. “Seclby’s got on to something—=-"
- “What?” ;

“He’s coming up here,”

“0Qh gad!” = - .

“If you've got your dashed effigy in there, you'd better
get it out of sight!” breathed Levison. “I've asked Clive
and Cardew to delay him if they can, to give you time.”

“Phew!” - ‘

Glyn opened the door quickly enough then. Levison of the
Fourth fairly jumped as he looked into the study. He had
just left Mr. Selby downstairs; but it seomed to him, for a
moment, that he was looking at Mr. Selby in Glyn’s study.
Mr, Selby's discarded suit of olothes had been stuffed out
most artistically into the somewhat ungraceful form of Mr.
Selby—skinny in the limbs and a little tubby in the central
circumference. Glyn had obtained an old, shabby Master of
Arts gowa to drape over the shabby clothes. The waxwork
countenance was now painted, and the colouring was perfect
—sallow complexion, with ridges of red on fim‘chee]g)eﬂnes.
The glass eyes gleamed lifelike under bushy, greyish brows,
knitted in a frown. The spiteful-looking mouth was sot
tightly. It was Mr. Selby to the life.

“My only hat!” ejaculated Ernest Levison. :
TeE GEM LiBRARY.—No. 881, .
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A bit like—what?” asked Glyn, sutveying his handiwork
with natural pride,

“A bit?” ejaculated Levison,
goodness’ sake get it ont_of sight before he sees it!
coming here, T tell you.

“What rotten luck!” :

Glyn glanced anxiously round the study. 'There was
nowhere to conceal so bulky an object in the room. Glyn
was accustomed to keep his unfinished handiwork behind a
screen in the corner, But, obviously, that was scarcely safe
if Mr. Selby. entered the study in a suspicious and searching

mood. :

“ Get it along to the box-room I’ said Levison. He glanced
out of the doorway, down the passage. From the direction
of the stairs camo the sound of a bump and a loud exclama-
tion. “Quick! There’s time.”

“Lend & hand!”

Glyn and Levison seized the figure and rusbed it out of
the study. They rushed.it into the box-room at the end of
the passage, and closed the doer and locked it.
were just in time, .-

APTER 7, .

A Surprise for Mr, Selby! .
R. SELBY was suspicions—more than suspicious.
Mr. Selby had very keen ears, and ho had heard
a whisper here and a whisper there; and although
he certainly did not know the great secret, he was
aware that something was “on,” something of which he
was the object—some jape among the juniors that was dis-
respectful to himsclf. Mr: Selby was always on the look-out
for something of that kind. Something was c)irr%l on, Glyn
of the Shell, whom he had caned the other dg;iy, ad a hand
in it. And Mr, Selby had ascertained that many members
of his Form had of Jate paid frequent visits to Glyn’s study
in the Bhell, an infrequent resort for juniors of the Third.
So Mr. Selby was going to investigate. And he told Mr.
Lathom, the master of the Fourth, that he had no doubt
that Glyn of the Shell was concocting some lawless, practical
joke with the Third Form fags. TFortunately, Levison &
Co., coming down from Study No, 9 after prep, heard his
remarks. Hence the warning Glyn had received just in time.
But the warning. would not have prévented a discovery, but
for the co-operation of Clive and Cardew. Those two cheery
youths wiaited on the staircase, and whon

“TIt's his twin!  But for
] He’s
I heard him say so to Lathom.” .

up they slipped on’ the stairs together and rolled down.
Naturally, they collided with Mr, Selby,
“Ohl Ow/r

‘Bump! - . :

Mr. Selby sat down, bard.

Cardew and Clive jumped up, full of concern for the Form
master whom they had bumped over.

“Oh, sir, T hope you're not hurt!” exclaimed Clive.
Which was perfcctly true. He did not want to hurt Mr,
Selby, only to delay his visit to Study No. 11 in the Shell.

“Let me help you up, sir,” said Carvdew politely.

“Ow! Wow!” gasped Mr. Selby. He glared at the two
Fg}lrth-Forn;ers. “You clumsy young scoundrels!”

sir 19
. “Really, Mr. Selby—-"

“Why do you not take more care?” gasped the Third
Form master. “How dare you fall downstairs?”

“Hem! You see, sir—-"

Mr. Selby serambled up, and held on to the banisters while
he nacovered his breath, Fortunately, even Mr., Selby did
not suspect that the juniors had fallen down the staircase
not accidentally. Clive and Cardew went down with very
sorious faces, and did not grin till they were safe in the
Common-room.

Having recovered his breath, Mr. Selby proceeded on his
way. He whisked along the Shell pascage, and entered
Study No. 11, 5 e i

That study was vacant now. .

Glyn and Levison had been gone less than a minute, but
they were gone, and there was no sign of the juniors or of
the effigy. On the table there were some of Glyn’s materials
—two or three moustaches, a box of grease-paints, and other
things. Mr. Sclby looked at them and sniffed, and looked
round the study, and sniffed again. The study offered him
no clue to the suspected jape, and Glyn was not there to
be questioned.

It was fairly clear, however, that he had only just left the
study. And Mr, Selby sat down in the armchair to wait for
him to come back. He was likely to have a long wait, for
Glyn, in the box-room with his effigy, had settled down to
wait $ill he was sure that the coast was elear
cmerged. .

Meanvwhile, prep had finished in Tom Merry's study. Five
juniors had done their prep in that study, and when it was
nished Kangaroo and Dane picked up their books to depart.

“ Qlyn still busy?’” asked Tom Merry, with a smile.
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And they |

Mr. Selby came-

befére he:

“I believe so,” said Eangaroo. “We're jolly well going
to scrag him this time for keeping s out og-the study. It's”
getting too thick.” . : :

;}:Iesa rntheir g’ reed Dane.

: e door of Study No. 10 opened, and Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy of the Fourt% looked in. There was some excitilment
in the noble countenance of Arthur Augustus,

“You fellows seen it?” he asked,

“Been what " '

“Glyn’s effigy.” . )

Is it finished?” asked Tom.

.ﬁri.hur Augustus chuckled.

Yaas, wathah! I Just went along to Btudy No. 11 to
.speak to Glyn and saw it. He’s gone out and left it in the
studg: It is weally wemarkable.”

:: ike Selby?” asked Monty Lowther,

Bai Jove! If I didn’t know about it T should think it was
Selby himself sittin’ in Glyn's armchair,” said Arthur
Augustus impressively : :

- “Draw it mild,” said Manners.

“Weally, Mannahs—-"

“It's really awfully like,” said Kangaroo. “Glyn’s put in
glacs eyes that move when the figure moves its head. It's
re:‘a‘ll uncanny ; they look so like life,”

aas, wathah! I just looked into the studay, and I
could sweah that the eyes moved, and actually looked at
me!” said Arthur Augustus. =

“I'd like to see that,” said Tom Merry., “I know Glyn’s
awfully clever at these stunts, but—"

“Come and look at it, deah boy!»

Kangaroo burst into a chuckle,

" Cﬂ‘:_lyn !llsn't. thgre?"t}?e asked.

0; he wasn't in the study—only the jollay old effigy in
- the armchair,” answored Arthur Augustua.] ¥ i

“Then we'll joll

said Kangaroo. ¢
. out of the study.”
i -
e will be no end surprised to find it gone when he comes
back!” chuckled Kangaroo. *e'll tellgohim that he made
it so life-like that it got up and walked away !” :

;.H“' ha. ha!”

Six grinping juniors hurried along>the Shell passage to
Glyn's study. hey looked in at the open doorway. and fairly
gasped at the sight of the ficure in the armchair. Kan-
garoo and Dane had seen the effigy in the process of con-
struction, and had seen it growing more and more like Mpr,
Selby; but they had not yet seen the final artistic touches
Glyn had given it. They were prepared for something that
looked very like Mr. Selby. But they were hardly prepared
for_this—a figure that was exactly the Third Form master,
;md that stared at them with Mr. Selby’s own grim, suspicious
rown.

“Bai Jovel
Angustus, .

““Beats the whole giddy deck!” said Kangaroo.

“Belby to the very life!” said Manners. “Look at that
nose—if you eall it a nose——""

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“ And that mouth, to call it a mouth——" ;

“Bai Jove! You can see its eves move. you chaps—*

“My hat! Blessed if T know how they work!” said
Kangaroo.  “It's jjolly clever! The eyes are actually
moving—fairly glaring.” i

“VYaas, wathah!?

“Well, come on,” said Kangarco. “Glyn may be back
any minute, and we've got to get this blessed old image
shifted,”

The six juniors ran into the study, and collared the
“efigy  in the armchair. They yanked it out of the chair,
il} 'ti:he grasp of many hands, rather surprized by the weight
of it.

They were still more surprised the next instant, when the
“offigy ” let out a fearful yell

“Gweat Scott1”

“Ow! -Oh! You young scoundrels!” roared the efligy.
“How dare you?”

“Oh, my hat!”

“It—it’s alive ! 2

In sheer amazement and horror the juniors let go, and the
cfiigy fell to the study floor with a bump—and the wild yells
that rang from it proved that it was very far from being a
lifoless cffigy ! \

. CHAPTER 8.
The Vials of Wrath!

‘R. SELBY sat up. )
He was a little hurt, and he was more amazed

and still more enraged. .
Seated in the armchair in Glyn's stu:lij:,l Wvaiting
for the cheerful inventor to return, ke had been rushed upon

well raid it, and hide it in this study,”
hat will be ene on Glyn, for locking us

Tsn't it wemarkable?” exclaimed Arthur

seized, attacked, and assaulted by a mob of juniors! They ha
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tai d

“ Bless my soul, Mr, Seiby! Ao you ill 2"

Lath

Mr The glass oyes of the figure glared at him

horribly, but no answer came. Mr. thom‘?
not possible that you have bsen drinking !
3 move.

eered down at him in alarm.
our eyes look very strange.

‘* Mr. Selby—my dear sir—it—it is surely
Cannot you apeak 7" The figure did not
{8ee page 13.) %

* stared at him from the study doorway, uttered a series of
nsulting remarks, and then rushed upon him, dragged him
from the armchair, and bumped him on the floor. It was
simply iricredible; but there it was !

He sat and gasped.

Round him Tom Merry & Co. stood in a horrified circle®
They realised now that this was no effigy. No wonder it
was so remarkably like Mr, Selby, since it was Mr. Selby
himself | )

How it happened that the efficy had been removed from
the study, and replaced by the Third Form master, they did
not know, and did not trouble to f;ucss. It had happened, and
that was enough. It was Mr. Selby whom they had handled !

He scrambled to his feet, his face crimson with fury, The
juniors. stood rooted,

e Yua;-—you—you—-—” stuttered Mr. Selby. ¢ You—
O]’

“Oh!” gasped Arthur Augustus. “Bai Jove! We've
done it now, you fellows.” ,.

The fellows were only too well aware of that, Tndoubt-

edly they had “done it.”

“How dare you!"” shrieked Mr, Selby, %
_‘““Oh. dear! We—we're sorry, sir!” gasped Tom Merry.
L% AwPly sowwy, sir!” "

“You shall be flogged for this!” roared the Third Form
master. “I have been assaulted—actually assaulted by
junior schoolboys! I—I—" Words failed the indignant
gentleman. Often and often Mr, Selby had been angry with-
out cause. Bui even the juniors had to admit that he had
cause to be angry now, ' .

“We—we didn't know it was you, sir!” stammered
Kangaroo,

“What 7"’ :

“We—we never knew you werc in the study, siv ! groaned
Dane, “We—we noever even guessed—or—or thought——"

“What?” roared Mr. Selby. “Do you dare to tell me that
you do not kn,?w me by sight? Are you blind?”

4

Th:.;e was nothing to be said; unless the juniors explained
that they had supposed the study to contain & “guy *’ made
up exactly to resemble Mr. Selby. And certainly they could

not explain that. It would not have placated the enraged
master,

Mr. Selby glared at them, quivering with rage.

“Follow me!” he spluttered. “I shall take you to your
Housemaster at once! Follow me!”

“Oh deah!™

Six dispivited juniors followed the Form master. Mr. Selby
whisked down the corridor and the staircase with a crimson,
furious face, He had forgotten all about Glyn and the sup-
posed jape now. This vtterly lawless attack npon a Form
master had to be dealt with,

He thumped at Mr. Railton's door -and hurled it open.
The Housemaster jumped.

“What-— Really, Mr, Selby—"

“These young seoundrels, sir——"

* What ?”

+ “These lawless young raseals——'
- “Mr. Belby " said the Housemaster sternly.

“1 have been af ed, sir | roared Mr, Selby, in righteous
wrath. “I have been assaulted and battored. I was in
Glyn’s study in the Shell, waiting for him to come in, to speak
to him, when these young ruffians rushed upon me, dragged
me out of the chair, and hurled me to the floor.”

“ Impossible I' .

#“They will not daye to deny it !” shricked Mr. Selby.

Mr. Railton fixed his eyes on the juniors, N

“Tt—it's true, sir!” gasped Tom Merry. “But we never
megnt t'.o”touch Mr. Selby—we didn't know he was in Glyn’s
study——

“I can scarcely believe that you would willingly lay hands
upon a Form master,” said Mr. Railton, But—-"

“It was a howwid mistake. sir—weally a mistake~—-"

“That is false”” hooted Mr. Selby.” “They stood and
stared at me for a minute at loast before they rushed on me.
There was no mistake,’”

“Yes; but—but——"" -

Mr. Railton’s face set f;rimly. w’ .

“If you have any explanation to give——"" he said, .

“Yaas, wathah, sir! - It was a mistake,” said Arthur
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Augustus carnestly. “We should weally not be guilty of the
bad form of assaultin’ a mastah, even if we do not appwove
of him.”

“What ?"

“Shurrup, you ass!"” whispered Monty Lowther.

“Weally, Lowthah—" f

“You admit having attacked Mr. Selby—"

“Only by mistake, sir,”” said Arthur Augustus. “Ii is

wathah difficult to explain, sir, as Mr. Selby would be wathah "

annoyed at thinkin’ that we mistook him for a guy——"

“What 7" gasped Mr, Railton.

“Ow! Stop stampin’ on my toe, Tom Mewwy, you ass!
I am not goin’ to tell Mr. Railton anythin’ about the guy.

Mr. Ruiﬁzon gazed at the juniors blankliy. Mr. Selby splut-
tered with fury. Knowing nothing of Glyn’s wonderfnl con-
trivance, he took Arthur iugustus’ words as insult added to
injury. Mr. Selby was not handsome, but he really bore no
resemblance to a_common-or-garden Guy Fawkes effigy.

“Mr. -Railton,” he spluttered, *the—the insolent_young
rascal pretends that he mistook me—me for a Guy Fawkes
effigy |- —" . .

“You see, sir—"" stammered Tom Merry.

“Bilence I exclaimed Mr. Railton sternly. “You are
making matters worse by this impertinence. I shall cane
you all most severely, and you will take a thousand lines
cach.”

“Oh, bai Jovel”

Mr. Selby almost smiled at that moment. It was a severe
punishment, and quite after Mr, Selby’s own heart.,

He watched wi?h satisfaction as the hapless juniors went
through it, one after another. .

Six_depressed youths limped away from the study when
Mr. Railton had finishéd with them. They limped upstairs,
and in the upper passages they groaned and growled. They

. rubbed their%ands-, and there was a chorus of lamentation.

“Oh owumbs ! groaned Arthur Augustus,
suffewin’ vewy much, you fellows! Oh deah!”

“ And a thousand lines !"” moaned Kangaroo.

“Ow! Wow! Ow!l”

“Here’s Glyn, the ass!” . .

Bernard Glyn came along the passage with Levison., He
stared at the lamenting six.

“What's the matter with you chaps?” he asked.

“Ow, ow, ow! Wow!” .

‘“Come and have a look at Selby the Second,” said Glyn.
“T’ve got him in the box-room.”

“You dangerous villainl” groaned Monty Lowther,
“We've been having a look at Selby the First, and that's
enough for us.” "

“ What on earth’s happened ?”

“I am weally

roar,

“Ha, ha, ha 1" )

“Do. you think it’s funny?” yelled Kangaroo. .

“Well, yes. Ha, ha, ha! T thouiht fellows might take
iy effigy t}or Selby, but I never thought you’d take Selby for
my effigy! IHa, ha, ha!” roared Glyn.

“Bai Jove! Bump him, deah boys.” o .

“Here, 1 say, leggo!” howled Glyn, as the indignant six
rushed on him. But they did not let go. They grasped
him hard, and Bernard len was forcibly bumped on the
passage floor. | :

Bump, bump, bump ! .

“¥aroooh! Help!” Glyn was still roaring, but not with
merriment.. The comic aspect.of the situation was now lost
upon him.

Bump, bump!

*“Yow-ow-woo0000000p !”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Levison of the Fourth.

“ Bump him, too |’ shouted Kangaroo, .

But Ernest Levison dodged, apd fled down the stairs, still
langhing. 8o Tom Merry & Co. returned to Glyn, and
bumped him once more, and still once more. . And instead of
six lamenting juniors in the Shell passage there were now
seven—and tﬁe voice raised loudest in lamentation, was that of
Bernard Glyn.

CHAPTER 9.
Wally Buits In!

& HERE do we come in?” .
‘N/ Wally of the Third - asked that question on
Bonfire Day, in tones of indignation,

“*Kh? ou?” said Tom Merry.
don’t come in at all
“Don’t we !” roared Wally. ¢
. M Well, ﬁou‘ can follow on and shout;” said Tom.
“Look here—" bawled Wally of the Third,
* “Pway do not woar in a fellow’s studay, Wally,” said
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. “Tt is howwid bad form to woar.”
“Oh, don’t you begin, Gus! Now, look here! Whose
wheeze was it?"” demanded Wally, eyeing the commitiee in
THE GEM LIBRARY.—No. 821.

Six groaning voices explained. Bernard Glyn burst into a .

 manufactured that wonderful

“Oh, you

Read how Cutts gets paid back in his own coin next week, in :—

Tom Merry’s study wrathfully. “Who first thought of
guying old Selby ?”
“Yes, rather I said Manners minor. * Answer that!"
“Blessed if these fags don’t seem to be wound up,” said
Bernard Glyn testily. * Look here, D’Arcy and Manners and

Levison! Tell your minors not to talk so much !”

“No use,” said Manners. “I bLelieve their jaws go by
clockwork.” ¥ :
= *“Look here, you cheeky ass—"' said Manners minor,

“It’s too .thick!” said Frank Levison.  “Here, you've
baggod. the whole bizney! It's a Third Form procession and
a Third Form wheeze and a Third Form bonfire, and—"

“A Third Form jawing-match, you mean,” said Monty
Lowther, “Turn those fags out!”

“Pd like to see you turn us out!” roared Wally.

“Weally, Wally—" .

“Now, look here, kids 1 said Tom Merry patiently, “It's
all right. We're making a big affair of this. Glyn’s made no
end of a Selby guy, and we're rigging up a procession, with
drums and mouth-organs, and the Fourth and ihe Shell are
turning up.  You- can come, too—all you fags can come.
‘What more do you want ?”

“We're going to march the guy round the quad,” said .
D’Arey minor., . 5

“Selby would see it then, you young ass!”

“Let him !” said Wally recklessly, * Anyhow, it’s a Third
Form procession, and we’re not going to be elbowed out b
you chaps. You can follow on behind and yell, if you like !

“Us!" Follow on behind thd 'Third "’ ejaculated Kangaroo.

““Why not?’ demanded Wally, ;

“The reasons why not are too numerous to mention,” said
Tom Merry, laughmg. “ Now, about %‘la procession—"

‘“That's arranged,” said Wally. “The Third march first,
ca.rr{}ng the guy——: ) .

“You young am—

“The Fourth and the Shell follow on behind, and keep
themselves to themselves,”  zaid Wally. .

‘Hear, hear !”” said Reggie and Frank,

‘! They don’t butt in, they’just keep their places, and yell
when we yell,” further explained Wally, who had apparently
mapped out the proceedings to his own satisfaction.

“ D"vi up, you young ass!” said Arthur Augustus warmly,

‘“*Kick those fags out!” said Bernard Glyn. ;

“Yaas, wathah|” X

“Look here!” roared Wally.
let you join in at all! See?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I mean it !” howled the indignant Wally, and he stamped
out of Study Ne. 10, followed by his faithful henchmen.

Tom Merry's study the discussion of the arrangements
for bonfire night went on, regardless.

Wally of the Third was feeling more than ever like that
ancient king who called in foreign belp against domestic
enemies,

The whole affair seemed now to have passed out of the
hands of the Third. Certainly it was a Shell fellow who had
¢ “guy,” but Wally & Co.
Jbegan to wish that they had been satisfied with a less lifelike
imitation of Mr. Selby, and kept the business in their own
hands. Now that the juniors had taken up the matter they
had taken it up with enthusiasm, and the ans seemed to be
reduced to the thankless parts of “‘extra gentlemen.”

Which was not at all agreeable to Wal ly & Co. Though
really they might have expected that the lofty youths of the
Fourth and the Shell would never consent to follow the lead
of the Third. That would not have been in accordance with
the fitness of things—from the point of view of the Fourth
and the Bhell, at all events.

‘There was going to be a great procession. Ever rbody,
excepting Mr. Selby, was to see the eﬂify and cliuckie over
it. Every gunlor wio had any musical instrument was to
join up with them and add to the din; and the fags of the
Third were relegated to the.tail of the *procession, where—
Tom Merry & Co. generously conceded—they could vell as
much as they liked. i

The Third Form, as a matter of fact, did a great deal of
yelling at one time and another; but they did not want to be
reduced to the position of mere yollers—merely that, and
nothing more! There was to be a humorous speech: before
the efligy was consigned to the flames, and that speech was
put down to Lowther—while Wally was absolutely convinced
that he—D’Ar% minor—was the fellow who ought to deliver
that speech. ere were other details, all apportioned to the
juniors, who seemed to take it for granted that the fags would
be content to come on as-chorus—mere yellers.

During lessons that afternoon Wally of the Third thought
the matter out with suppressed indignation, Naturally, he
hadn’t much attention to give Mr. Selby in class, and he was
caned twice and given a hundred lines—iwhich did not improve
‘his temper. ’ i

After classes, when the fags were free of Mr, Selby, there
was a heated discussion in the Third Form room. It was
continued after tea. Time was getting close now. In the

“We'll jolly well refuse to

i -
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field used for the purpose the bonfire was stacked ready for

lighting. Nearly all the Lower 8chool had pockets bu ging
with fireworks. Blake, the amateur carpenter had manu-
factured a litter in which the effigy was to e carried—
another blow tof the Third, The ancient armchair which
Wally had raked out of a lumbet-room for the purpose was
contemptuously rejected. It was true that Blake’s litter was
ever so much %ettor—‘Mr. Selby the Second would sit up in
it ‘in full view as it was borne on the shoulders of half a
dozen sturdy Shell fellows—nevertheless, it was all very

exasperating to the Third. In the midst of the fags’ wrath.

ful discussion Knox of the Sixth locked into the Form-room
with a_suspicious eye and a listening ear, Knox, the
unpopular prefect, was in Mr. Selby’s confidence; he knew
of Mr. Selby’s suspicion that some “jape” was preparing
against him in the Lower School, and he was keen to curry
favour with the Form master by discovering what it was.
He was in time to hear an allusion to “Old Selby” in
Reggie Manner’s voice,

_““What’s that?” snapped Knox.

“Cave!” murmured Levison miner.
silens, .

“What are you young sweeps up to?” demanded Knox

spiciously.

O answer. s

Knox gave them o baffied ook, cuffed- Hobbs, who was
nearest to him, and left the Form-room. * :

“Rotter 1" growled - Wally, {inng for old Selby as
usual ! Look here, you chaps!” Wally lowered Lis voice.
“We're not standing Shell swank or Fourth Form cheek I’)

“No fear!” chorused the fags.

““They ve taken the whole dashed thing out of our hands.
Well, we're jolly well going to take it back!"” said D’Arey
minor, “That giddy guy is in the box-room now, wrapped
u;::fiélh;t”canvas sheet. We're going to raid it.,”

And the fags were

“Come on!”

“Good egg!” g

A dozen eager fags scampered up the staircase. Wally’s
suggestion was passed nem. con,, and without discussion.
This drastic’ measure was, in fact, the only way_of cutting
the Gordian knot. Tom Merry & Co. were in their study,
making the ‘final arrangements for the imposing procession
of which the Third were to bring up the rear as chorus. A
crowd of juniors were in the fiel
the bonfire. Wally & Co. reached the box-room and jerked
the effigy of M, gelb
concealed, It was already draped in a canvas sheet for safe
transit,

“Lend a hand!” grinned Wally. “Don’t mako a row!
Now, then!” . .

Mr. Belby the Second, draped in canvas, was borne out
of the box-room. The fags watched warily for an enemy,
-but luck was with them till they reached the stairs, Then
Blake and Herries and Digby appeared in the offing, and as
-they sighted the captured effigy they rcalised what was
ha? ning, and rushed to the rescue.

“Hook it!” yelled Wally. : .

The fags rushed for the stairs. Blake & Co, rushed for.the
fags, Herries seized the effigy, but Wally jerked it _away,
-leaving the canvas in Herries’ grasp. Mur. Selby the Second
was revealed in all his glory. )

“Tland that over, you young sweeps!” shouted Blake.

“Rats! Kick 'em out, you chaps!”

“Cave I" yelled Levison minor,

“Oh, my hat! Lathom !”

The combat ceased as if by magic. Mr. Lathom, the
master of the Fourth, was coming up the staircase. IHe
peered shead of him over his 3pectacFes.

“What is all this? hat—-7

Nobody answered Mr. Lathom. Juniors and fags fled up
the passage. Mr, Selby the Second was left standing on the
stairs. The effigy sat on the fop step, with his back against
the edge of the landing, his head drooping a_litile to one
side, with an extremely intoxicated look. Mr. Lathom came
pegging on up the stairs, and he stopped, and started, and
stared at the sight of Mr. Selby the BSecond, whom he
naturally took for Mr. Selby the First.

““Bless my soul !” ejaculated the Fourth Form master.

He blinked at the effigy, and adjusted his spectacles and
blinked again. From corners and study doorways in the
passage above breathless juniors watched him.

“Bless my soul! Mr, Selby! Are you ill?” exclaimed
My, Lathom.

The glass eyes of the figure glared at him horribly, but
ho answer came, r. Lathom peered down at him in alarm,

“Mr, Selby—my dear sir—""

“My only Aunt Jane!” murmured Wally in the distance.
“What's going to happen now?” :

“Mz. Selby! Wh{ are you sitting on the stairs? Are
you ill? Can I be o
Lathom. =
No answer from Mr. Selby the Sccond.

“Bless my soul !” murmured Mr, Lathem, “It —it—it is

.saw him_here, and now

‘game?

getting the pyre ready for -

v out of the cupboard in which it was -

any assistance to you?” gasped Mr. '
¥ P

surely not Possib]e that you have been drinking, Mr. Selby
Your eyes look very strange! -Cannot you speak ?”
A%Eiu‘emly' Mr, Selby could not speak. .
“This is most—most distressing !” gasped Mr. Lathom.
¢“ A Form master—in this condition: Upon my soul! Mur.
Selby 1”  He 'stooped and touched the figure on the shoulder.
“For Foodness’ sake, Mr. Selby, make an effort and pull
yourself together, and I will assist you to your room !”

The figure did not move.

Mr. Lathom glanced round him anxiously, and then
hurtied downstairs to get help. 'The moment he was gone
Blake & Co. rushed on the scene and grabbed up the elfigy
and rushed it along the passage to Siudy No. 6. Wa!lg &
Co. lent their aid. They were only too glad to get M,

Selby the Second out of sight. -

Fortunately, he was oul of sight when Mr. Lathom canre
up the staircase again with Knox of {he Bixth, : ’

“Mr, Belby is—is—is ill,” Mr. Lathom was explaining.
“He is sitling on the slairs. Pray help me with him, Knox,
g:\%—and kindly do not refer to the matter afterwards. He
is here—-" .

“Where, sir?"” asked the astonnded Knox.

“Here -~ there — why — what — where ——" Mur.. Lathom
blinkﬂ:,i round him blankly. “He—le —he seems to be
gone !

] can’t sec anything of him, sir,” said Knox,

“No; he is gone! fl. is very strange,” said Mr. Lathom.
“He seemeod to be incapable of speech or movement when I
he is gone! It is very strange
indeed. Dear me! What was that?” :

It sounded to me like somebody lMughing, sir,” said
Knox, o

“Bless my soul!"” .

Mr. Lathom went down the stairs, shaking his head and
very much puzzled. But Knox did not follow, Knox was
aware that fellows were chuckling in the Fourth TForm
passage, and he infended to investigate. He strode up the
passage, and the door of Study No. 6 suddenly closed.

Knox grinned and shoved at tha door. It opened a fow
inches, and then a foot within stopped it, S

“What's going on here?” demanded Knox. “What's this

Why—what—— (ood heavens!™ :

Through the opecning of the door Knox saw a’ most
astounding and alarming sight. On”the floor of Study
No. 6 lay a still, inert form—a form evidently lifeless; and
it was the form, the face, the features of Mr. Seclby that he
saw.

For a moment Knox stood still with Lorror.

“Good heavens!” he breathed.

Slam !

The door of 8tudy No. 6 closed and the key was lurned
inside, Knox. hamnmered furiously on the door.

“Let me in, you voung villains ! -

No answetr. L

“Good heavens! They've killed him!" breathed Knox,
pale with horror. “ITe—he miust have been pitched down
the stairs! He must have been dead when Mr. Lathom
saw him! Good heavens!”

“Quick! That rope!”

Tt was Blake's voice inside the study.

“SHtop, you young villains!” roared Xnox.

Blake & Co. did not trouble to answer, The study window
was open, and they were lowering the effigy into the quad
on a rope, as the only safc means now of getting it out of
the house unseen. Knox rushed for the stairs, nﬁs his foot-
steps died away down the passage, Wally opened the door of
Study No. 6 and seudded along to Study No. 10 in the-Shell.
He burst into Tom Merry's study breathlessly.

“Quick, you chaps!” he panted.

“Whﬂﬁ-——" .

“Knox has seen it. We've got it out of the window of
Study No. 6.. Quick—they'll ‘bag it!" gasped Wally in-
coherently.

“Théy'll bag what?” roared Bernard Glyn.

“Selby the Second.”™ :

“You young rascal! You've—-" )

“Quick!” yelled Wally. *“1f Knox bags it there'll be a
thundering row. Quick, 1 tell you!” .

He scudded away. And Tom Merry & Co., in alarm and -
consternation, scudded after him,

CHAPTER 10, |
Not a Tragedy ! :
HERE. was a glare of red against the dusky November
sky. In the field beyond the fives courls the bonfire
had been lighted

, and wis burping up brightly.
: Already the detonations of carly -crackers could be
heard, and the fizzing of squibs.” It was just on time when

the great procession was booked to start, with Mr. Selby the

Second borne high in the litter. But.the procession was “off »

now, very much off. Knox of the Sixth, in a’ breathless

(Continued on page 10.) .
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First Prize, | 30 MAGNIFICENT JAMES™
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20 GRAMOPHONES. 40 FOOTBALL OUTFITS Stz tackinss: 240 poo
50 Pairs of BOXING GLOVES. 100 Pairs of ROLLER SKATES.

'RULES AND CONDITIONS

which must be strictly adhered to.

E'XWE i

i
1.—The First Prize of £100 in cash will be awarded
to the competitor who sends in the correct, or nearest
- correct, solution of all eight sets of the pictures
according to the Editor’s official solution. -

2.~The Second Prize of £50, and the others in the
splendid variety of prizes will be awarded in order
 of merit, ’

3.—All the prizes will be awarded. If two or more
competitors tie, however, the prize or prizes, or their -
value, will.be divided, and the Editor reserves full
rights in this respect. : ; ‘

4.—No- solutions may be sent in until all the sets
of the pictures and the necessary coupon have been
published.” Full directions will then be given.

5.~The pames under the pictures must be
written IN INK.

y 6.—Employees of the proprietors of
/ this journal are not eligible to compete.
: 7.—Entry to this competition is on
the full understanding that the Editor’s
decisioh - is final dnd  legally binding
%’ throughout. - 5 : TR SRR
" DON'T LET SUCH AN OPPORTUNITY SLIP BY. NOW LOOK OUT FOR:
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BS! NOTHING DIFFICULT HERE, BOYS!

100 SPLENI)ID “JAMES® [Second Prizs,|
s 5ets COMET BICYCLES &= | 5590

> m«;: oser 6 ‘“RILEY” BILLIARDS TABLES. 100 FISHING RODS.

100 MATCH FOOTBALLS. 20 MODEL STEAM LOCOMOTIVES &%

““ e ALL YOU HAVE TO DO

" is to write’ IN.INK ,in,th.eéa.llotted space under each -
of the puzzle-pictures the name of the Footballer
which you think the picture represents. Surely. a
simple enough task—only six names to discover
each week!

In all there will be EIGHT SETS OF PICTURES,
so keep your solutions until the other sets appear.

DO NOT SEND YOUR ENTRIES YET.

To help you still further there is a list containing
the names of prominent footballers to choose from at
the foot of page 2. The .correct names repre-
sented by the puzzle-pictures are alf contained in this
list. It is only a matter of fitting the right name to
each picture. L

Readers of the * Champion,” ‘Boys' Realm,”
“ Union Jack,” . Boys’ Friend,” “Pluck,” *Boys’
Cinema,” ** Young Britain,” “ Popular,” *' Magnet,”
" “Rocket,” and : =
“NelsonLee Library”
.are also taking part in
" the Contest, so that Zzry
additional  attempts AN
may be made with F‘—“‘
the pictures from
g these allied journals. L
'EHE FGURTH SET OF P!CTURES WHICH APPEARS NEXT WEEK!
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“GLYN THE G
'MAKER!”

(Cnnlﬁmed from page 13.)

state of alarm and horror, rushed out of the School House,
and stopped under the window of Study No. 6 body
dangling at the end of a rope loomed in the darkness over
his_head,

Knox had seen that body in Study No. 6, seen it with his
own eyes. Yet it was so incredible, so awful, that he wisely

resolved to make assurance doubly sure before he called for -

help.. That Mr. Selby had been ragged by the juniors, had
been slain by some lamentable accident, and that the juniors
were lowering his body out of a study window to hide it,
was really’ unbelievable.
eyes Knox doubted. Not till be had seen the body close at
hand would he take the responsibility of spreading the
frightful news. :
nd there it was! :

Thers was a rush of footsteps, and Knox was surrounded
by a crowd. Tom Merry & Co., Wally & Co., Kangaroo and
Dane and Glyn, Blake and Herries and Digby, Levison,
Cardew, and Clive, a dozen more fellows—they surrounded
Knox like the waves of the sea overwhelming o swimmer.

“ Lower away!' shouted Blake,

“Right-ho ! shouted back Reggie Manners and Levison
minor from the window of Study No. 6.

The body dangled down.

“You young villains! You murderous young villains!”

ted Knox. “You're all in this, you—— Good heavens,

‘Il bring the Head here at once! I—T'Il—"

“8it on him "’ said Tom Merry.

“Yaas, wathah!” :

Knox was a prefect, not to be handled by juniors. But
the juniors did not mean to be robbed of their effigy, and-to
have the same exhibited to the horrified eyes of Dr. Holmes.
It was tremendous fun to make a guy in the image of Mr.
Selby ; but the Hedd certainly woufd not have seen the fun
of it. Neither would Mr., Selby. That treat was strictly
reserved for the eyes of the Lower School.

So Knox was sat on. :

Six or seven juniors sat on Knox, flattening him to the
lp;{rcumd. Two or three more found standing room only.

nox collapsed and gasped under them. Heedless of Knox,
Tom Merry & Co. received the effigy 'in their arms, cuf it
Joose from the rope, and rushed it away. They were joined
%y a mob of juniors in the quad as they rushed for the gates.

_ru:]-.: was left gasping on the ground, trying to get his second.
wind,

““Here’s another guy!”

“ Hurrah |-

“ Whoooooop !”

“Good old Selby|”

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

Tom Merry & Co. gob their effigy safe out of gates, and
headed for the bonfire-field. A swarm of juniors surrounded
them, and the din was ear-splitting. But the planned pro-

cession and other details did not come off. All the juniors

realised that the sooner- Bernard Glyn's masterpiece was on
the bonfire the better mow. Knox of the Sixth scrambled
up, panting, and rushed breathlessly after the yelling juniors.

© “Btop!” he}lzan 5

““Hurrah! Here’s another guy!™

“Ha, ha, ha!” - N

“Buck up!” yelled Monty Lowther. “Here's Knoxey
again!” .

“Htop |” shrieked Knox, rushing into the mob of juniors
round the bonfire. “You young demons! How dare you!
Are you mad? Perbaﬁs he isn't dead.” .

*“ What?” yelled Blake. .

“ Giop I

“ Pitch him in!” shouted Tom Merry.

Crash!

Right into the bonfire went Mr. Selby the Second, and a
cea of sparks shot upwards. Knox stood still, transfixed with
horror. Mr. Belby the Second, evidently lifeless, for he did
not utter a ory, sat in the midst of the flames,

laring horribly, his well-known features right before Knox's
ﬁm‘riﬁed eyes. . ;

“You young fiends ! gasped Knox, overcome with horror,
and he rushed away from the bonfire—just before the waxen
features of the effigy began to melt. . :

.Knox did not lose an instant, He scudded into the School
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In spite of the evidence of his 1

his eyes |

1
1

Who’s for a grand feed of tuck ? See page 27, then try and win some,

House like a lunatic, and rushed into Mr. Railtonls study
without knocking, ; &y
. ¥ Mr, Railton!” he gasped.

“Knox, what—-"

“They've murdered Mr. Selby!”

“ What!” roared the Housemaster.

“It's trme, sir. I know it's horrible. They're burning Lis
body in the honfire!”

“Are yon mad, Kuox?”

“J gaw them, sir. The body's in ihe fire now—Mr, Selby’a

" Knox gasped incoherently. *“It—it’s awful, sir!”

boildv
) r. Railton stared at him blankly, and then rnshed out of

the study. A dozen ears had heard Knox's awiul announce-
ment. A crowd rushed after DMr. Railton. Knox joined
them, still gasping with haste and horror. They reached the
bonfire in the field, surrounded by a cheering crowd of
juniors, amid a roar of exploding fireworks.

“Boys,” shouted Mr., Railton, “Knox says—— Tt is in-

credible, but he says—-—* -
“They've killed Mr. Selby!” raved Knox. “That’s his
body! ¥You can see some of the clothes ihere etill, sir—

smouldering !"

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Tom Merry.

¢ Merry, what——" :

“Ha, ha, ha!” shricked the whole mob of juniors. Tt was
not respectful to Mr. Railion, but they could not help it.
They yelled and roared. L 2
“ et ha, ha

“I am sure Knox has made a ridiculous mistake, some-
“how I exclaimed the Housemasfer.  But—"

“Vaas, wathah, sir] Ha, ha, ha!”

“Hep seems to have mistaken our guy for Mr. Selby, sir,”™
said Bernard Glyn demurely. :

“ Nonsense !” :

“1 tell

“Tt was Mr. Selby’s body!" roared Kuox,
o 3 :

“What !” exclaimed an acid voice,

Knox spun round, unable to believe his ears,

Alr. Selby,
the master of the-Third, stood before him, .

Knox almost fell down. |

#You, sir—alive!” he stuttered.

. " Are you out of your senses, Knox?” demanded Mr. Sclby
sourly. = I heard you shouting my name in Mr, Railton's "
study. I came to——" -

“J~T eaw you :” babbled Knox. *They~they pitched you
into the fire. At least, it was exactly like you, mir.”

“That's not complimentary to Mr. Selby,” said Tom
Mexry, closing one eye at his comrades. “It was our guy .
we piiched into the fire.”

“Yaas, wathah!” oo R

“Just a Guy Fawkes guy!” chortled Wally of the Third.
“Did you really think it was like Mr. Selby, Knox?"”.

It seemed to Knox that his head was turning round. 'Mr.
Railton was trying hard not to laugh., Several other masters,
and prefects were smiling. ~ Mr. Selby was crimson with
wrath. Knox was his faithful spy and henchman. But it
appeared to Mr, Selby at that moment that Knox was
deliberately. ridiculing him. For how could he really bave
fancied that there was any resemblance between Br. Selby
and & Guy Fawkes guy? 5

“Knox, how dare you!” stuttered the Third Form master,

#I—I thought—-"

“This is absurd!” said Mr. Railton, and he turned and
walked away.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I—I really thought, sir,” stammered Knox, “I-I— It
was just like you, sir.”

*“What was like me, Knox?” "~

“ The—the guy, sir—"" )

Kuox had no time to_finish. Mr. Selby gave him one
furious look, and then raised his hand and boxed Knox’s ears,

Smack !

Then Mr. SelHy stalked away.

1

“Ha, ha, ha
That takes the cake!

5
“0Oh cwumbs! Ha, ha, ha!?
Knox rubbed his ear, glared at the iuniors, and fairly fled

from the roars of merriment. He left Tom Merry & Co.

almost in hysterics. The proceedings on that Gu Fawkes
night had not gone quite according to programme, but it was
agreed on all hands that they could not have gone better.

There was a coolness between Mr, Selby and Knox of the
Sixth after that bonfire night. And for a long time after-
wards, when any cheeky junior wanted to make Knox
specially wild, he only had to begin chanting, at a safe
distance : .

“Please to remember the Fifth of November!”

THE END.

(Next week's grand yarn iells of the war belween
Glerald Cutts of the Fifth and Tom Merry and Co. of the
Shell. Make a note of the tifle : “ CATCHING CUTTS! "
It's a veal jull of thrill gorn.) - - . '
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RIVER-WISE NED IS ON_THE. ACTIVE LIST AGAIN!

A splendid story of mystery and adventure aboard the Estuary Belle, featuring iner-Wise
) Ned and his staunch companions, Tony Parr and Jim Cartwright,

‘CHAPTER 1.
Mysterious Lamps!

HE FEstuary Delle, London sea-
going sailing barge, was snugly
hitched up alongside some
lighters near the entrance to

Limehouse Cut, hard by the Lower Pool,
of London.

The barge’s skipper, Ned Derry,
known to river-folk as River-wise Ned,
was cleaning a beautiful Eait of copper
sidelights on the cabin table. He had
just bought the lamps in Poplar. Tony

arr, the stocky, and Long Jim Cart-
wright, the lanky, both Ned's mates, had

ut aside the copies of the “Boys
Friend ¥ they had been reading, and
were levelling a battery of sarcasm at
Ned. :

“Wasting our good money on new
sidelights 7" Long Jim was saying.

“1 only paid seven-and-sixpence apiece
for these lamps,” replied Ned. “ They’re
worth two guineas each, or my name's
not Steve.” .

“A thing’s not cheap if it's not
needed, unless you can do a deal,” said
‘Tony Parr. * Where did you buy them,
anyway ?”

*“In a Chink store in that Chink street
off the Ratcliffe High Street. I was
coming home from old Edgar Brunt's
place. You know the street—Chinese
eating-places in every other house, with
empty plates and chopsticks temptingly
displayed _behind the _crystal-clear
windows, Funny shorthand notices out-
side—Chink writing—bidding you enter
and partake of stewed dog or a plate of
delicious rice.”

“How d’'you know it mcans that?”

“T don’t know it, chump, but I've got
- enough imagination to imagine it. If
you +two miserables are going to
grumble, the lamps can be a present to
the old Belle from me.”

“Oh, rats, skipper!
the books, We can well
What's that 7"

A boat had bumped against the side of
the Belle. .

“Me come below?” .asked a liquid

- volce,
*It’s a Chink,” said Ned. “About
_ these lights, I'Hl bet, Go and see if he's

Put it down on
afford it.

fairly clean, Cuthbert, and, if he is, bow
him in 1"

Tony Parr peered up the cabin steps,
and saw the face of quite a handsome-
looking Chinaman;, with slanting eyes
glinting like a snake's, a skin eracked all
over like an old china dinner-plate, big
yellow teeth that bulged out his lips,
and long, bony fingers clawing at the
edge of the companionway.

centing something interesting, Tony
bawled :

“Come below, then! Mind the step,
and don’t bump your celestial knob 1"

The Chinaman descended, and blinked
agreeably round the cabin, particularly
at Ned’s new sidelights,

“Me Louie Chang,” he said.

“Pleased to meet you, Mr. Chang,”
replied Ned. “What can we do you
for?” :

“Honoulable, sir, it mistake sellin’
those lights for fifteen shillin’, My
honoulable father velly like that!” Louie
Chang tapped his head. “I come to
give you your honoulable money and
take back the sidelights, as is my duty.”

“What's the price, then ?”’ asked Ned,
anxious not to profit at anyone’s expense,
more particularly a foolish old China-
man’s,

“The plice, honoulable sir; is four
pound for the two.”

“There’s the money,” said Ned,
putting three notes and some silver on
the table. ““Now get!"”

. The Celestial blinked round in a
puzzled way, while Tony Parr and Long
Jim gaped at Ned’s extravagance,-

“Hee, honoulable sir,” continued
Louie Chang, “your countlymen, whom
I lespect, are hard to dlive in a bargain.
See, I put it diffelent. I buy flom you
that which you have bought
give for the lights, which to me are as
my children, eight pounds, which to you
are worthy of your acceptance,”

“Don’t be so cocksure about that, Mr.
Chang, I'm not a Rockefeller, but I'm
not selling at any price. If the lamps
aré worth eight pounds to you, they
are worth more to us—or the police!”

The Chinaman’s placid face underwent
a change., He suddenly realised that
argument would be useless. His slit-

like eyes narrowed even more, and a [

w

| the sound of the word dioptric.
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look of mingled diabolical cunning and

anger came into them, -

“80,” he wvoiced, “my old father's
honoulable are
Well—" 3 5

The Chinaman drew the long nail of a
bony forefingar across his throat, and
then dived for the cabin steps as Ned
strotched his hand for the heavy glass
salt-cellar. He left the money” Ned had
produced lying on the table.

After the Chinaman’s boat was heard
to depart, Tony Parr and Long Jim pro-

tested with Ned.

customers

““What the thump do you think yow're ,

plalying‘ at, Ned?"” asked Long Jim.
“Don’t raise your voice so, Jim; it’s
objectionable,” “said River-wise Ned.
“Don’t you see, these lamps are some-
how very valuable. It’'s all as clear as
Jmud. The sidelights have been used for
smuggling—probably opium, They're
double-bottomed, or something. We
find it, inform the pdlice, have Louie

Chang nabbed, and run up another

winner’s flag to the topmast truck.”

Ned began examining the lamps, but
he {found them just ordinary, un-
tampered-with, common or garden side-
li%hts, such as the shops in the Minories
sell to purse-bulging yachtsmen who
like the look of burnished copper and
Ned’s
theory of concealed drugs had been
quashed almost as soon as it had been
propounded. - -

“Well. satisfied, Ned?” asked Tony
Parr at last. “You'vo jagged us up
against a dangerous Chink, turned down
a thumping fine deal, so where are we?”

“Where we always want to be, chum,”
replied Ned. “%n the of a
volcano, if you like, but up against a
mystery, too. Why in thunder did that
Chang brute want to get these lamps
back Even to the tune of eight
pounds, which, to a Chinaman, is pretty
well enough to retire on.”

“ Ask me another!” :

“Don't see why we should worry1”

“Course you don’t. That's why

eople vegetate instead” of living,

ecause, when a juicy mystery does
Fresent ifself, they ‘don’t worry, They

et it amble by. The chief end of my-
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.existence is not always to see the air
dark with money fluttering towards us.
1f I'd taken the eight pounds, we'd have
heard no more about it, but we’d know
we hadn’t earned: it, and would have felt
a funny feeling inside on that acconnt.
CAs it ds, we gt.iﬁ have the lamps, and we
shall hear more about them, you bet!
It smacks of adventure!” e

“H’'m, yes! Well, skipper ours, let’'s
hope we do get something to compensate
us for a lost deal and the possession of a
pair of toy'sidelights we don't want !,

With that, the lads retired to their
bunks, Jeaving the mysterious lamps
standing on-the cabin table.

CHAPTER 2.
Louie Chang Shows Up Again !

HE chums of the Belle were tired
that night. They had had a
hard day, so they were sleeping
very soundly, The cabin was
pitch black, save when a beam from the
swinging riding light descended. There
was no sound withim the cabin except the
breathing of the chums,. an occasional
creak of the bulkhead, the kick of the
ruddetr, aud the constant burble of the

tide under the guarters.

A boat drew up to the Belle, and from
her stepped three men, Louie Chang, the
Chinaman, leading. Louie Chang's

e com;if.niom were Europeans. They were
roughly dressed and had rubber-soled
shoes on their feet. They approached
the cabin companion-hatch, and peered
down into the darkness.

A fresh beam from the riding light
stabbed into the blackness of ‘the cabin

for an instant. It showed the Bldel;il;trs

on the table.and the chums in ir
bunks. So, without a sound, the China-
man glided slowly inte the cabin,

Louie Chang moved to the cabin table.
and laid a hand on the top ring of each
of the sidelights: He paused before lift-
ing the heavy lamps sharply clear of the

table to prevent. a scraping sound, and J

during that pause Ned opened his eyes

The young bargee, blinking, saw the
Chinaman, a dim, dark, sinister figure,
standing with a hand on each of the side-
lights, waiting for an opportunity to lift
them silently, and depart. .

“Crumbs!” thought Ned. “Ii’s that
Chang brute burgling my new sidelights.
Well, as soon as tge swob moves, I'll jump
out on him.” .

Ned waited, and at last the Chinaman
lifted the lamps sharply from the table.
Then Ned saw him glide towards the
companion steps. At that instant, with a
yell to his pals, Ned was out of his bunk

and tackling the Chinaman.

“Here, Tony, hold his feet!” cried
Ned. *“He’s back-heeling. Get hold of
his throat, Jim, and on. These

Chinks. are pretty smart at wrestling
tricks; so look out!*

The cabin was in an uproar, and the
sidelights clattered across the floor. The
swaying mass of the three chums and the
Chinaman surged here and there, Louie
Chang hiting and scratching desperately.

The row below brought the two men
above down in a brace of shakes.

“Hold up!” roared one of the men.
#We've got you covered I

“Fight!” shouted ‘out Tony Parr.
“They can’t see what's what, anyway !”

“Gee! I got him one that time!”
chuckled Ned. But a howl from Long

. Jim showed the young barge skipper his
1m|‘§tsa:l):§:yi" he gasped. "There. he is!
On to him 1" ;
. Louie Chang was here, there, and everv-
where, dodging the chums in a way which
Tar Ges Lisrarv.—No. 821, e

would turn a monkey green with envy.
One of the Chinaman's companions had
joined in the scrap, lashing about him
with terrific fury. The chums stop
one or two of his blows, Long Jim reelin,
back towards the stern lockers an
crumbling up in a_heap on the floor,

The man with the pistol did not shoot,
because hLe couldn’t see, who was who, and
also because the crash of a shot might
bring the river police on to the scene. He
was reserving his gn as a last resort.

Ned had the inaman in a_ deadly

rip, and, despite the fact that the man

d his teeth in his shoulder, Ned hung
on grimly, calling to. Tony to help him.
Tony, however, was busy—very busy in-
deed—with the other ruffian who had
launched himself into the fray.

At last a voice sounded from the deck.

“I got the lamps up ’ere, B: Y.
Break away, you two, if ye can.”

Tony's man caught the stocky mate a
frightful kick in the stomach. This

GET THIS WONDERFUL {
SIX SHILLINGSWORTH
NOW!

MILES OF SMILES!

FULL OF FUN!

THE FINEST ANNUAL OF ITS
KIND—CONTAINING A SPLEN-
DID 50,000-word story of Tom-

ddubled the lad up with pain and loss of
wind. Then Ned had two people to sce
to, He maintained his grip on Louie
Chang, and lashed out with his feet at
Bardsey; but the man caught one of his

| legs and hauled him and the squealing

Chang across the floor.

Ned kicked out savagely with his free
foot, and registered a blow once or twice.
Grunts and gasps from Bardsey, however,
were the only result. Then Ned’s head
was seized and crashed down on.to the
floor, and he knew no more till he was
conscious of Long Jim wiping his fore-
head with a damp towel.

“You all right, chum?” Ton
who was kneeling near by, asked.
- “Right as ninepence. Bit buzzy in the
head, that's all. 'Where’s Chang 7"

“Gone, of course, and so have those
precious sidelights. As you said, we were
on the edge of a voleano all right.”

“Batisfied that we can run up another
winner’s flag, Ned 7 inquired Long Jim,
now {;at.ting' his own check with the damp
fowe . £

¢ Well, it has been a bit of fun,” put in
Tony. ‘‘Anyway, the lights are gone,
thark goodness. And we sha'n’t see 'em

Parr,

again—or Chang and his other black-’
guards.”

-last night.

Introduce River-wise Ned to your chums. His adventures are all thrilis [

- “And that's that,” concluded Ned.
“Now, my children, we ¢an slumber in
gerfect peace and safety. We've lost
fteen bob, but we've had a good scrap.
But I'm glad that that Chink didn't tak
the four pounds that 1 offered him. He
was too afraid of that salt-cellar. That's
the best of being prompt, bold, and for-
bidding. You save money by it.”

CHAPTER 3.
. Against Odds!

HE next morning Ned was evi-
dently in scarch of fresh trouble,
for he returned to the store where
he had bought the sidelights, to

interview Louie Chang, the son of the
storekeeper, about the previous night's
adventures.

There he saw the old Chinaman who
had sold him the lamps.

“Where's your son?” .asked Ned
abruptly. .

The old man puffed ai his _nge for a
second or two before he replied. Then
he said, billowing tobacco smoke from his
mouth and nostrils as he prenounced the
words :

“It is written in a book of wisdom
that the happy man shall be blessed with
many sons. Then I am nor a happy man.
I have no son.”

“Remember those lamps I booght
yesterday 7 said Ned. *“Well, a ‘chap
called Louie Chang came and stole them
Said "he was your son, and
that I'd got them too cheap. Know any-
thing about it?”

Again the Celestial puffed. Then he
replied : R
“Confugivs said, * Man is fallen frnr'n
his honest state by his own act; by his
own act alone shall he redeem his virtues.”
Louie Chang should ponder that, for
Louie Chang, whoever he is, lied to you."”

“So you know nothing of it1"”

The thoughtful old Celestial pointed
the stem of ﬁia curious long pipe at Ned.

“ You bought from me a pair of lamps}
that is good for me. You paid mé only
fifteen shillings; that is good for you.
We both arc satisfied. It is enough. Ho
hang la.”

Ned returned thoughtfully to the Belle,
He had no time to investigate further, for
he and his pals had to drop down river
to the Medway on the afternoon tide.
Tony and Jim had got the barge all ready
for sea. -

“Well, we didn't cxpeet to see you
again,” Tony said, as Ned approached.

Ned took no notice of that remark.

“Lonie Chang was telling us a pack of
lies,” he said. ““If we can believe that
old philosogher in the Chink store, pal of
a chap called Confucius, or somelhing,
Louie Chang is unknown to him. And,
somehow, I do believe the old chap.
We'll never see our copper sidelights any
more. Ho hang la. nbrail the mains’l,
and draw out the tops’l.” X

As darkness fell that night, well down
Sea Reach, Ned regretfully hauled out
the Belle’s old iron sidelights, lit them,
and hung them on the lightboards, the
red lamp to port, and the green to star-
board. Iil: is by the aid of these lights
that ships steer clear of each other during
the dark hours.

“Talking about sidelights,’ said Ned,
as he returned te the after-deck; but
Long Jim at the wheel interrupted

rudely. i
“We've talked about nothing elsc for a
couple of days. .I'm sick of Lhe subject.

Dry up,”

'guﬁ Ned would not be put off,

“I want to know how you two chumps
are getting on with your studies of the
rule of the road at sea. I shall sleep
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better o' nights when at sea if I know
you’ve got it off pat.” i

“Oh, I’m deing well1” said Tony Parr,
with conviction. .

“8o0 am I,” said Long Jim. ;

“Well, if you saw a red light to port
and a green light to starboard, would
you have to clear, or what would you
dei” o . :
. “That’s a guestion for an -infant!
¢+ Green to green and red to red; all is
well, so go ahead!’?”

“CGood man! Now, if you saw a
green light astern and a ved light to
starboard, and ancther green light fo
port, with a white light dead ahead—="

*“ And a purple light at the masthead,

with an orange light flitting across the |.

mainsail, and a blue 11$ht abeam !”
chimed in Tony Parr. ‘““VYes? Well,
T'd be in doubt, so I'd obey the golden
rule. A tugmaster told me of it. ‘If
in danger or in doubt, blow your blinkin’
sidelights out ! Joliy good rule, I call
it! See? Youve got no lights then,
so you don’t have to worry about
whether it’s your job to clear or not,
*cos the other chaps can’t see you——->?>"

“And is that the way you're going
to look after the Belle?” .

But just at that second Long .Jim
became alert. . )

‘“Hear that motor-boat?” he said.
“She's runnigg dead for us, and she’s
not carrying any lights.”

“Well,” replied Ned, *“she’s a power-
boat, so she’s got to clear us, anyway.”

It really seemed as if she wasn't going
to clear, however, for the motor-boat
swept right up with a bump alongside
the Belle, and & number of forms sprang
ahoard the barge. The unmistakable
outline of & Chinaman dressed in
Canton_crepe headed the rush.

“Golly! Here’s Loule Chang come
to pay us a visit again!” groaned Long
Jim, as the chums bastilri: formed their
triangle of defence. “That chap has
taken a fancy to us! Wish I'd never
seen a blithering sidelight I”

There was rio time for idle regrets,
however. The raiding horde—for a
horde it seemed—surrounded the chums,
and, to the tune of the Belle’s lashing
canvas, the lads hit out lustily.

The Belle’s jerking main-sheet block
caught one of the raiders a_crack on the

- side of the head and laid him low. But

the others didn’t
chance to assist farther. They kept
clear of the clew of the mainsail and
surged round the fighting chinins,

It was & scrap the lads*remembered
over after. Sadly outnumbered as they
were, they only fought for the sake of
their reputation. They lnew they’d go
under, but they meant to do so fighting.
And.they did ﬁ%ht, too. . :
~ They could hold at bay quite a crowd
so long as that crowd did not close in.
But when a matter of a dozen men
crush close up-to thres youths, there’s
little chance of winning through. |

Ned, Tony, and Jim, gasping, bruised,
and badly man-handled, were borge
down to the deck, and were so0n
secured with rfope. Then clumsily the
victors pointed the Belle in towards the
Kent shore, where she ran aground on
{he Blyth Sand. There they dropped
the anchor, brailed up and stowed the
sails, and returned to the fuming chums,

“Tt ig very kind of ‘you to come and
do our job for us!” said Ned, as a
powerful-looking man, with a hlack
moustache, approached the three,- “I
take it you're the boss' of this outfit
now! Well, what's the game?”

Louie Chang, his evil, cracked yellow
face grinning horribly, came up, too,
and stood by. B

“J yeckon you cubs ’as got something
we want! It weren’t in the lamp when
we got it ashore last night, so you must

ive the barge any

ave took it! Nah, then, hand it over,
an’ we'll mebbe let you gol” i
Ned .never. acted on impulse, so he
borrowed a leaf out of the book of the
placid old Chinaman in Paplar,” .
" “That to which you -refer,” he said
slowly, “is, as you will no doubt con-
clude before long, in a very safe place.” .

“Then you ain't got it on you?”
shricked the man, beside himself with
rage. ‘‘And it ain’t on the barge?”

“It is neither on me, on my mates,
nor on the barge.”

“Then tell us where i is—quick !”

Ned took his time over the reply. In
matters of this sort, Tony au! Jim
always left the talking to Ned.

‘L‘l‘haﬁ I will never do,” he said at

“Ho, won't yex! We’ll see about
that! I reckon the barge - lyin' ‘ere
won’t - excite no suspicion, so arter
you've searched below, lock up the
cabin, Louie, and we'll bundle these
beauties into the motor-boat! Look
alive, now, ye yeller lump o’ indolence !”

CHAPTER 4,

) A Nasty Situation!

EAVING the old Estuary Belle to
look after herself, .the motor-
boat bore her valiant band of
raiders and their three captives

back to Poplar. There, just before
dawn, the chums, whose feet had been
thrown free of their bohds, were hurried
along certain disreputable riverside
streets, and. into the gateway of what
looked like a storeyard for old hoxes,
heaps of sacking, straw, and a few coils
of old hempen and -iron-wire ropes.
They were propelled through the door-
way of a shed at the river end of the

yard, down some steps into a cellar,
where & trapdoor in thé floor was
opened, and “into this they were un-
ceremoniously tipped. They landed with
asps on to a soft, ooyg floor. The trap-
oor was lowered, and the chums' were
left alone. )

“Crumbs, shipmates, this is a_sur-
prising development | cried Long Jim.

“Too mild, Jim! = It’s a blithering
tragedy !” said Tony. **What ‘in
thunder are they ule to? And why on
earth did that ass Ned lead the brutes
to think that we had their rotten what-
ever it is that was concealed in the
sidelights 7"

“Peace, my children!” said Ned.
“That pal of the old Chink’s, Con-
fucius, said: ¢ Man is fellen by his own
act.” Well, so are we, and by our own
act we'll get n lift up again. I've had
my hands nearly free for a couple of
hours now, and the fools didn’t spot it!
They’re quite fres now! Also, my tulips,
in their search of our pockets they left
the matches I used to light the side-
lights—"

“Will you shut up about sidelights?”

“Ags] TI'm talking about matches!
Well, they left them!
scrape it on the box—so behold our
prison 1 .

The chums blinked round in .the
glimmer of the match. Their piison
was not exactly a health resort, despite
the ozone given off by the mud on the
floor. It was obviously a chamber close
up alongside the river. Iron plates were
holted alunﬁ the river end of the foul
hole, and the wash of the water could
be heard fainily as the tide lapped
against the outside. Evidently there
was a thick wall of some sort beyond
the iron plates. The latter were there

to keep the place water-tight.

Ned wa‘lted until the Chinaman lifted the lamps from the table. Then,
- with a-yell to his pals, he jumg;[tl out of his bunk an

d tackled the
naman. . ;

[
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Ned untied ‘his chums’ binding-ropes.

en three matches were expended
and at the fourth the chums ctuyvded
back in_ alarm, They had spotted a
sliding iron door, about six inches by
six, at the river end. Through the
joins -of this little door the water of
the river percolated slowly. It .was,
withbut doubt, 2 chamber which could
be flooded at high tide, thus drowning
anyone in it, The chums had read about
such-like chambers along the banks of
the Thames. Now they were in one.
. “Wh-what’s the -object of tipping us
in here?” asked Tony Parr mervously.

“Jupitér| It looks as if they're goin
to flood the chamber at high water, and,
as the water creeps up fo our necks,
implore us to_tell them where that thing
they bhad in the sidelights is !” snid Ned.
“It’s & mild form of torture!”

“Then, if it’s that, I'd like it hot
and_strong, to get it over quick!” put
in Jim. “Ned, you're a prize chump
of the first water|” .

“Well, we can tell 'em that we never
saw the rotten thing they're after,”

“And they’ll believe us, of course!
Well, what's to be done? Why did you
do such an imbecilic thing as to make
'em think that we had their miserable
whatever it is?”

“To get down to the raoot of the
mystery, of course. Also, if we'd said
we'd never seen it and squealed for
mercy, and so on, would they be likely
to go and let us free to hunt ’em out
and charge them with agsault, and so
on? Not likely! - We'd probably be
dead and drifting round the Nore {ight
by this time!” .

“H'm! Ir’aps so] But how would
that Confuciug pal of the old Chink
you bought the lamps from work out
& safe and comfortable ending to this
unhappy tale?” %

LDunno! T'd back myself against
him where river rogues are concerned,
anyway !”

“ Well— Hark!” -

Someone was descending the steps of
the cellar_above, The chums heard the
trapdoor-ring fumbled, then the creak
as the heavy flap was pulled upwards.
A c)'g}lm-e of light came down through the.
hole, and framed in it the face of ihe
villain who had bossed the raid of the
Belle. It was the man called Bardsey,
though the chums hadn’t been able to
sée his face in the first fight on the
Belle, when Chang tried to steal the
sidelights, -

Ned, realising that the way to keop

a mettle from - stinging is te grasp it
suddenly and firmly, led a leap at the
villain above.

Bardsey was all abhack. He had not
reckoned on the chums having their
hands free. Tony Parr caught-the man
by his thick neck, Lnnﬁ Jim collared
an_arm, and Ned got him round the
waist. Hoping against hope that there
were no others close behind, they hauled
the man into the vile riverside hole,
leapt for freedom, and soon had the
trapdoor lowered, thus imprisoning the
half-senseless man bslow,

Panting, and with hearts ﬂuttering,
the lads crouched in the cellar beside
the hurricane-lamn Bardsey had left
standing there. They listened intently
for sounds of other people above. They
heard them. Footsteps pounding across
the yard in response to Bardsey’s yells,
no doubt.

The lads, their hearts now thumping
wildly, rushed at the cellar ste 3
cannoned into a surprised and yelli

group in the shed above, broke throug!
like enthusiasts on the rugger-field, and
were over the gate of the yard and
charging along London’s Chinatown
before the villains behind had collected
their wits.

Straight for the Commercial Road and
the protection that thoroughfare would
afford led River-wise Ned. At last he
pulled up at the top of Love Lane.

They were now safe. .

——

CHAPTER 5.
Winners After All !

NED led, the way to old Edgar

Brunt’s houss in Sidwell Row,

Shadwell. They knocked the old

man up. Brunt, be it said, used
to be skipper of the Belle, with River-
wise Ned as his mate. Now the old man
had retired, having handed the Belle over
to Ned. - . -

“Good gad, Ned!” cried the old man
when Ned and his mates presented them-
selves. “What's to do? Been padd!ing
about in the mud? Where’s the Belle?

“Looking after herself on the Bly,
Edgar——" began Ned, and old Brunt
interrupted him, '

“Ned, Ned, ye shouldn’t leave the old
barge all alone on the Bly. What for
didn’t ye leave one o’ your mates there?”

“Because we've been hauled up Tiver
against our will, Edgar.” Then followed
the whole yarn, and old Brunt whistled.
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and some grub, that's all,
to do in (%h

istanding in front of

“Goed lor'!” he sid. “The old
Belle's still up to the truck in it, is she?
Never out o’ a scrape, you three! Well,
what d’you want ?”

‘““A snooze with & roof over our heads,
We've work

inagtown when the morning
gets more lively. Chinatown’s all right

y day, but I'm not keen on nosing about
o nights. We're rather well known
there.”

“Right, lads, ye shall have food and
plenty. Take your boots off in the
scullery and have a wash, will 'ee? I'm
not a pertickler sort o’ chap, bein’ as
I'm an ex-bargee, but I'm thinkin’ o’ m
sittin’-room. Now, get to it, lads, an’ I'll
fry up some sossidges.” -

The chums felt that sausages were what
they needed more than anything else in
the whole wide world Soon they werc
more or less fresh and clean, and
after a hearty meal they snuggled down
into a berth each in tf?e gitting-room—
two on the hearthrug and one on the
couch, and slept a long, deep sleep.

They woke at ten o’clock, had another
meal which cleared old Edgar Brunt’s
larder completely, promised the old chap
the full story later on, and prepared to
sally forth on their next move. )

“Come  on, you. old oyster!” said
Tony Parr to Ned. “Spout out your

me. You've got one, T can tell by
the light in your eyes.”

“You- dan, can you?” replied Ned.
“Well, the points of the case so far must
be reviewed first. - We got into trouble .
because we had bought sidelights. Am I
right 2 : i i

“Quite 1” grinned his chums. ,

“Well, the cause of that trouble was
something concealed in the lamps—or one
of them. We, if I remember rightly,
have since been slightlv annoséd by cer-
tain villains because I made out we had
put that thing in a safe place.”

“Right-”

“Well, we haveg’t seen the thing!
Why did that old Chink—pal of Con.
fucius, whoever he is—sell me those
lamps so readily at a very low figure?
It’s not like & Chink to do that unless he
wants to get rid of the goods in a hurry.
I don’t tgink it too long a shot to say
that that wily old Chink found what we
have been accused ot having, took it and
got rid of the lamps pretty quickly, Do
you?”

“It_certainly looks like it,” said Tony
thoughtfully. ““It was maybe a precious
stone or something. Go on.”

“Well, I vote we go and interview that
old man—-" :

“Into the lions’ dén?”

" “Oh, rats, Jim !” said Ned. *China-
town’s not really like they say it is in
newspaper serigls,” Except for a Chink or
two here and there it's teeming with
honest Englishmen in the course of their
daily work. Night's the dangerous time.
Come on, now. We will wring the secret
of the lamps out of that old Chink, and
then our name’s Dennis—either towards
the nearest police-station or back to the
Belle to keep clear of Chinatown. for
evuash more. Agree?” :
“With all my heart and strong right
arm.”

“Lead on, chump. We're ready.”

“Right-ho! Chin-chin, Edgar, see you
again soon.”

“Well, I 'ope Ned, boy, I'm sure.

| But don’t *e be ra , lad, an” get back to

the Belle as quick as you can, for the
Bly’s a nasty place for an upattended
barge.”
“Right-ho 1"
e chums set off, and before long were
the old Chinaman
who owned the store in Ratcliffe.
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As the trap-door opened Ned made a leap for Bardssy. Tony P&.ﬂ' caught the man by his thick neck and Long Jim
5 Together the three chuma hauled the villain into the vile riverside hale.

collared an arm.

“ Mystery of the sidelights," Act 3,” said
Ned. “Where did you buy those
lamps?”

The old Chinaman looked placidly at
the chums,

“When a man has an obsession for a
certain objeect, his will is as the will of
turbulent waters,” he said. “I bought
them at the police auction sale of the
yacht Scorpion.”

“Gee whiz! The smuggling yacht
nabbed by the customs at Sheerness and

rought up-river to be sold!” gasped
Ned. “Remember that, chums!”

“Rather ! We're getiing warmer.”

“It's getting quite tropical, I think.”
Ned frowned at the old Chinaman before
them. “What did you do with the
gadget you found therein?” he asked
solemnly.

-If the old man felt his heart miss a beat
he ‘didn’t show it. He merely puffed
stolidly at his pipe. Then he began:

“Confucius said—"’ But Ned cut in.

. “Look here, we don't care what your
pal or mneighbour or whoever he is—
Confucius—had to say on the matter.
What we want to know is whether you'll

d the thing to us, or have the police
call for it ?” ;

That did rouse the old man, He

_answered, rather hurriedly : :

“It is a matter which concerns my
countrymen. I intended to destroy it, for
I hold not with the trade in forbidden
drulgs.”-

Slowly the old man rose, stretched his

hand to & curious-looking jar abeve his
head, and took out a tiny roll of paper.

“This,” he said calmly, “is what I
found concealed in the oil vessel of one
of the lamps.” .

Ned took the closely-folded and rolled
E@per, and, Tony and Jim peering over

is shoulder, the chums scanned it closely.
¥t was a small piece of rice paper, thin
and tough, and was covered on one half
with Chinese characters. On the other
half was a number of curious marks which
were certainly not letters of any alphabet.
They were signs, obviously, but what they
conveyed the chums could not, of courze,
tell. “There was something, however,
which they did recognise, and that was
the outline of the River Thames, from
London Bridge down to Barking.

On this rough chart an arrow pointed
here and there towards the shore, with
one of the curious signs beside the arrow.
That was all, but Ned realised that here

_he had something which would probably

prove of great interest to the police.
The chums told the old Chinaman that

.they intended to put it into the hands of

the police, and the old man merely
rumbled into his pipe:
“ Aih, it is well,”

That slip of paper contained informa-
tion the police had wanted for months.
It was o cotrect chart of the positions of
opium dens where opium and cocaine
could be sold by smug%iers, and where it
could be bought by the foolish English
drug victims so plentiful just at that
time. =

The police raids resulted in the arrest of
all those concerned in the attacks on Ned
and his mates. The whole affair led to
en interview by Ned with the C.1.D, chief
at Scotland Yard. His out-of-pocket
expenses were made good, and then the

reat man informed the young bargee

at when the smuggling yacht Scorpion
was seized, a drug trafficker on board at
the time, since arrested and advised to
confess, had concealed the tiny chart of
the opium dens and unlawful drug depots,
in the oil container of the port light of
the yacht. The yacht was sold by auction. -
the old Chinese dealer had bought the
lamps, news cf the whereabouts of the
secret chart was made known to drug-
traffickers, and then followed the hunt
for the lamps to prevent the piece of thin
rice paper from falling into the hands of
the police. Thus came to pass the chums’
recent exciting adventures. .

8c ended another of the amazing ex-
periences of River-wise Ned and his two
mates.

s THE END.

NEXT WEEK—

A Grand Stery of Adventure in
Wildest Africa:
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§  Straight from the Shoulder! ¢
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8 Jack Morton realised what had
happened, he gave a quick ex-
clamation of surprise. He was
not afraid, but, at the same

time, he was no fool, and he realized
that it was no joke having to stand up
against a vicious and infuriated brute
like Babe Bolton. It would have to be
a matter of tip and run. .

And the Babe did not intend to miss
-this chance, it seemed, for scarcely had
he told the {oungabel' to shove up his
fists than he lunged out. Jack was just
in time, but only just, and in another
moment the Babe had thrust out his left,
and Jack went spinning back with a
dizzy pain in his head.

That would have been bad enough, but
even as he touched the hard road the
great- brute sprang upon him, and in
another moment had given him a terrific
kick in the ribs.

“You brute!” moaned Jack, rising,
but the boxer had advanced upon him
again, ’ -

It was no earthly good trying to cope
with this sort of thing, except in meet-
ing it in its own style, and Jack made
no mistake 4his time.

As the brute aimed a kick at him
again, he managed to twist round, and
so doing he caught the boot in his arm,
In another moment he had brought
Bolton crashing to the ground.

He fell-with a thud, and ai the same
moment Jack was on his feet.

He waited only to say a few words:

“QOne day, Babe Bolton, I'll give you
the lesson you deserve! I'll never rest
until I have stood 'uga to you and
thrashed you with my bare fists! You
dirty brute!”

Tge Babe was evidently half. dazed,
for he was only just scrambling to his
feet, and that slowly.

“T'll show you!” ie ‘muttered,

“Not now!” cried Jack, and bolted
into the night. A

He felt no shame in showing a clean
E:';r of heels to Bolton. It would have

n too grossly unfair a fight, and he
had reason to believe that a brute like
Bolton would not hesitate to do -a fellow
very serious harm. So he started fo run,
and although Bolton came after him a

*  'PEE GEM LisraRY.—No. 821

fow yards, calling him all the cowards
under the sky, Jack took no notice, but
quickly put a very serviceable piece of
night between them. g

A heavy stone almost hit him, and
then he was safe, . i

Bolton stood, cursing, in the middle
of the road. He was furious. He had
received a nasty cut on the forehead,
from which the blood was gushing forth,
and he had damaged the palm of his
hand rather painfully on the flinty road
Eﬂﬁe\n he had tried.to save himself in his
all.
All things considered, he had not made
a very successful attack upon Jacl,

“I'll show you!” he roared into the
night, and stood with the blood run-
ning down his forehead, shaking his
fist after the lad. .

It was the second time something of
the same sort had happened. Thaf was
what made the fellow livid with anger.

Thank goodness there had been no
witness of this affair!{ If that local rag
had got hold of ihis he would have
been the laughing-stock of the place.
But no one had seen if, :

Fate deals hardly with Jack Morton, yet he sets
to work to build up a team of keen triers who
will show Boltwich what real football is likel

WHAT HAS GONE BEFORE!

For the sake of his invalid mother, Jack
Mortor, a lad of seventeen, calls upon his
grandfather, Sir Jasper Clifton, for aid, It
was by no means a pleasant undertaking for
Jack, for his mother, much against her
father's wishes, 'had married a worker in Sir
Jasper's mill, who was now dead. Sir Jasper,
however, i3 taken up with the lad straight
away, saying that ke will alter his will and
make him co-heir with George Clifton,
another grandson, and Jack's eougin, and
whose great interest’ in life i3 the Boltwich
Football Club. In high spirits, Jack gives
up his old job to take up work at Cliftons’.
But Sir Jasper dies that night., Thinking
only of his mother, Jack goes to George
Clifton, but his appeal proves futile, Clifton
telling him that the will iz unaltered, and
that he iz not wanted. Jack’s anger is
aroused, and, meeting Ronnie Stevens, whom
George Clifton had deemed it wise to sack,
the two lads, former players of Boltwich
F.C., determine to fight Clifton,

“ We'll get a team that won’t be beat,”
said Stevens, " and call them the Triers.”

Clifton’s .anger is trroused, and he enlists
the services of Babe Bolton, a bruiser, to
knock Jack Morton down.

Jack is returning - from the club’s first
meeting, when a rough hand catches him by
the shoulder. - . . ) 3

** Put your fists up!" cries the bruiser.
(Notw read on.)

Start Reading It To-day!

———

But now fwice had Jack Morton not
oply sent him to the ground, but twice
he had got distinotly the better of him,
and the 'third time was going to end
chfferenthv.

. He had'started to walk along quickly
into the night,

He took no notice of the blood on his
forehead and cheek, and he had no idea
at all what he looked like, hot; covered
with gore, dlrt_y, fu_ricui, sweating, for
he was in nothing like as good training
as he should have been.

Ho had promised to see George Clifton -

at the Threo Stars that evening. He'd
given Mr, Clifton to undez‘shmg that he
would have news about Jack. And Mr.
Clifton had given him to understand that
if the news was satisfactory there would
be a suitable reward. .
. Bolton wanted that reward. He had
been backing horses again with the
money that Clifton had already given
him, and, of course, he was broke,

He must get some cash.

8o he hurried 4long into the night
cursing the name of Jack Morton, an
muttering to himself about all the
terrible things that he was going to do
to that young man when the right time
came !

.The only point seemed to be that the
right time was a long time coming! «

At laat he reached the Three Stars,
and without ﬁaving enough sense to
pause and realise that he was a some-
what amazing snﬁh{: for an easy victor -of
a hand-to-hand fight, he strode straight
in through the empty bar, into the inner
room where Mr. Clifton had seen him at
the occasion of their first meeting. .

“ Great heavens!” :

It. was George Clifton who spoke,
jumping to his feet with a cry of genuine
amazement as he saw the sight which
now presented itself in front of him,

He was seated at the small table in the
middle of the little room, and the land.
Iord, Bill Heston, was standing with his
back to the fire talking to him.

Bill’s face was a picture as he stared
at the Babe, i

“By gum, Babe,” he cried, “and
what have you been up to? Hitting a
traction-engine ?”

“] have been hitting. something, all
right !" scowled the Babe vaingloriously.
“I've been showing 'em!”

Bill Heston hadn’t much opinion of the
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Babe. He had known too many really
class boxers in his ‘time to have any
respect for a boxer who was a bully. -

Ho now laughed.

“Well, if you'll have a squint at your-
solf in that glass, my- lad,” he said,
“it’'ll show you that something seems to
have hit you. You seem to have been
eating a bit of the sawdust, boy ! 5

With a scowl the Babe jumped for-
ward. In another moment he would
have hit Heston, but that gentleman did
not show the slightest concern with
regard to the brute, and his very calm-
ness,, as well as George Clifton’s angry :
“Now, then, Bolton!” stopped Lhim in
time. .

Indeed, the innkeeper came up to him

-and laid a hand on his arm with a com-

plete contempt for him.

“See here, Babe,” he said, “we don’t
have any rough house in this place, and
don't you make any istake! Mr.
Clifton wants to talk business to you

rhaps, and he's welcome to have you

ere. But I'll have you outside before
you know where you are if I have any
trouble with you, and don't forget it.
I'm not afraid of you, nor any man!”

And ‘so saying, the landlord of the
Three Stars Inn walked out of the room.
and closed the door behind him.

Outside the door he paused for »
moment, frowning.

“There's some rum game on here!”
he muttered to himself.

For a moment or so longer he seemed
to hesitate, and then finally to make up
his mind.

Instead of going through to the bar,
he passed down a short passage, moved
a small panel in the wall, and a moment
later he was listening very comfortably
to all that was going on in the small
room which sheltered George Clifton
and Bolton. y

“ Well, Bolton,”” George was saying,
as he stood staring hard at the boxer,
“what’s the meaning of all this?”

Bolton gave a grunt.

“I've smashed him up proper,

uv'nor,” said the great brufe, not

ving the brains to realise that hig lie
would very soon discovered by
Clifton on the inorrow.

The other’s face lit up cagerly.

“Eh? You have, have you? Splendid!
Though I must say that you look as
though you had been having a rough
Heston was right!
But, look here, Bolton, if you and I
are going to work together, you've got
to learn to keep a civil tongue in your
head. I don’t want you to go annoyin
Bill Heston. He's a3 good fellow, an

I have particular reasons for not wanting |-

to make him angry. See?” i

The Babe nodded sheepishly, and Bill
Heston behind the panel grinned to him-
self. He knew very well why the
amiable young Clifton did not want to
annoy him. He wanted indeed to keep
in with him, because even now, since his
grandfather’s death, he still owed him-a
considerable sum over betting.

“Sorry, guv'nor!” said the ‘Babe,
after a moment, trying to remove some
of the blood with a handkerchief.
“Always was a bit quick with me
tongue! Anyhow, I've knocked him fair
and square this time ! .

“Young Morton?"” | *

“Yes, guv'nor!”

Clifton rubbed his bands together
g]ontiufly. This was splendid, But it
was_only the beginning, . .

“Well, well,” he said, “that is the
way to talk; but how did he happen to
hit you up like that, Bolton? A bit
mfipy with his fists, isn’t he?"

his was too much for Bolton. He
muttered an oath, aud turned on the
other.

.

. guv'nor

NSWERs

“He never hit me!” he cried. “The
young cub! Hit me! TI'd like to see
him 1" .,

That was too much for Clifton. He
had to smile.

“Well,” he said, “he did hit you once
a few days ago, Bolton, didn’t he?”

The Babe furned purple,

“Yes, he did; and he hasn’t finished
with that story yet. No; he never
touched me to-night, and T’ve made a
pretty mess of him but some of his pals
came along, and I had a rough house for
a bit, That was how all this happened,
Mr. Clifton !

George nodded quickly, :

“I see! Well, I'm sorry you had any
trouble, However, I dare say that this
will make it feel better!” P

He took out his pocket-book and
handed the boxer a five-pound note,

Bolton took it greedily, and then
examined it in surprise. He had ex-
pected much more, Clifton" having

spoiled him by the first gift of fftyd
pounds. :

“It's five pounds, Bolton!” said
Clifton.

“Thank you!” muttered Bolton, not
very pleased with the size of the sum.
£ Andp ,I, hope you are satisfied,
1 i B

George Clifton nodded.

“T don't care how much you worry
that young man, Bolton,” he said, “and
after you've knocked his pal Harry
Turner to smithereens on Saturday we'll
talk real business!”

It was the following morning, how-
ever, that George Clifton received a
great surprise.

He was just idly, comfortably finish-
ing his breakfast when the butler
Gordon came into the room,

“Beg pardon, sir,” he said, *“bhut
there is that young fellow here to see
you again!” ;

Clifton started. - -

“What young fellow, Gordon ?”

“ Name of Morton, sir!”

Clifton rose to his feet with a scowl

“I'm not going to have him round
this place, Gordon. Send him away, and
say to him that if I have any more
trcuble with him, I will send for the
police. I—"

He paused, for Jack Morton stoed in
the open doorway, a quiet, confident
smile on his young face.

“May I comeo in, Mr. Clifton?"” he
said. “I had to see you about something
so important that I took the liberty of
walking right in.”

Clifton made an effort. He would
dearly have liked to have told the butler
to throw the lad out, but he realised]
that he really ought to exercise just a
little common-gense in front of Gordon.
and not np[.irle&r too excited.

“Well,” he said, “and what can I do
for you? All right, Gordon!”

Tge butler went, oclosing the - doer
after him, .

Jack came right into the room, and
then he held out a hand,

-~ “Shake!” he said,
Clifton started violently.
“Eh? What's that—shake? Why

should I shake hands with you?”

“Well, I'm your cousin, aren’t 177

Clifton bit his lip.

“Look here,” he said, “cut that sord
of stuff right out! You're wasting my

"EVERY MONDAY.PRICE

time! I've told you I don't want you
here. Why have you come?”

J:dzck placed his hands in his pockets—

ard.

“To ask you to be a decent fellow,
George Clifton 1" 3

“What 1” 5

“1 am going to dosn! T am not going
to lose my temper, whatever you say to
me. I've come to speak to you man to
man, and to shake hands with you if
you will do the right thing. T—TI feel,
of course, that I have had jolly bad luck
about not getting some of my grand-
father's money, but let that go. I.accept
that like a sportsman!” " .

“You've jolly well got to!” said
George Clifton, with a cold sneer.

“Well, yes; but there -are several
ways of being a real sport, you know
he smiled. ‘“Anyhow, all I want is this.
I'm thinking of my old mother, Mr,
Clifton. I ask for absolutely mothing
for myself, only for my mother. She is
ill, and she needs many little comforts.
But more than comforts, she needs to be
out of absolute want. Otherwise, the
doctor says she may not live through
the winter. Mr. Clifton, do tﬁe
Emmmus thing. Let my mother have a
hundred pounds a year—think of it, two
pounds a week of her father’s money—
and I’ll shake hands with you here and
now, and I'll stand up for you before all

ltwich 1”*

And again Jack held out a hand.

. But there was no dealing with a fellow

like George Glifton. He was a brute,
and he found it impossible to do a
generous action. Slowly he shook his
handsome head from side to side, and
there was a brutal sneer in his voice as
he answered :

“Your mother can starve, for all I
care|” .

. And he snapped his fingers in the lad’s
ace. 5

Jack hit out, but the other saw it
coming, and like a flash had placed the
table between himself and the lad.

“Do you want to go to gaol?” he
asked. ) o .

Jack managed to control himself.

““No, thank you! You are certainly
not worbh going to gaol for, Clifton, but
I shall never forget that. TI've come and
asked you quite decently to give my
mother a tiny bit of what is hers by
every right in the world, and you—jyou
sneer at me, like the brute you are!
Very well, I won't forget, George
Clifton, and from this moment it is war
to the knife between us!” -

Clifton laughed sneeringly again.

“You’d better get your so-called
Triers to help you, eh1”

Jack nodded grimly. :

*1 shouldr’t be surprised if they did,”
he said, going to the open french
window of the large dining-room, -

“Well, do your worst!” Clifton cried.

Jack turned to face the fellow.

‘“See here, George Clifton,” he said
?umt-ly, ‘*the odds appear to'be in your,

avour for the time being, but there is
some justice, some right in the world !
The Triers are behind me to a man, and,
as sure as my name’s Jack Morton, I
meau to have.my rights!” :
And Jack step out-into the drive

- and walked quickly away.

P 3 : Moobao{?%f-
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6 - First Blood!
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ACK had not said anything about the
J Babe’s attack on him, and for two
reasons, :

He didn’t want to stir up trouble,
and he wasn’t sure, after it was all over,
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whether he had done right to run away
from the boxer, :

As for his hurts, they were not much,
True, a blow on the point from the Babe
improved no one’s peace of jaw, and a
kick in the ribs from that gentleman's
number twelve was no langhing matter;
but beyond feeling stiff for a day or two,
he was none the worse for his expericnce,
and he was able to turn out for the Triers
on the following Saturday in their first
match against tie__ Hurricanes.

The fiew club had managed to get fo-
gﬁ#he’r, quite a fair eleven, and although
they were not being too hopeful, they had
seoret ideas that they might again put it
acress the older club, i

“At any rate,” said Steve Lugan, as

““we are
going $o put up a game of our lives, boys,
and no mistake. want George Clifton
to hear about this match, and hear good
and hard I*

Ronnie Stevens laughed from hiscorner
of the dressing-room, where he was
anointing a somewhat damaged knoe with
an unearthly mixture of his own, the
smell of which the rest of the team said
was worse than. losing Ronnie at centre-

“ Well, he'll have the surprise of his life
when he sees, or hears about the crowd
we've pot- It was a great idea of Laurie
Robson’s to let anyone come free !

“Who'd pay to see us?” asked young
Robson, who was making things g“oNso

o-
body perhaps.”

“Don't you be so sure,” said Steve,
“In a few weeks, I bet we have made
mighty difference ! -

And it was certainly true that the

match had attracted unusual attention.
In fact, the local paper had given it a
ood deal of prominence, mever liking
é_eorge Clifton, and most people in the
town knew perfectly well about the
trouble Clifton had had with Steve and
Ronnie.

So when the two teams carne out on to
the pitch, the surroinding banks were
crowded, and the Triers were given a
hearty welcome.

“Good luck to you, Jack Morton!”
roared a stentorian voice from the crowd.
And the word was taken uY !

Jack felt his heart thrill. It was only
the beginning, but it Svas a good begin-

" ning, and if things went on as they had

started, it would not ba long before Mr.
George Clifion regretted having treated
him in such a barbarous manner.

He had managed to get together a
fairly good team, He himself was at
centre-forward, "and, of course, Steve
Logan and Ronnie Stevens occupied @he
places they had filled for the Boltwich
Club, full-back and centre-half respec-
tively.

hen there was young Robson on' the
right wing, Jim Fraser inside-right to
Jack, and as they had all insisted that
Harry Turner must not play that after-
noon, they had found a substitute to take
his place in gaol. The rest of the team
were recruits, but real triers, every one,
and as the whistle went, with Jaek kick-
ing off, they started out as keen as
mustard,

. The Hurricanes, however, were not this
time making the mistake which they had
made when they had played the kick-
about game on the common—the game to
which ~ George Clifton had so hotly
objected.

They had not come here underrating
the football ability of the unknown team.
and at once it was clear that not only had
put their best team into the field, in

+ itself a compliment to the Triers, but also

ey were marking Jack Morton as if
their lives depended on it.
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He could not get away, and if ever the
ball came to him; which as centre-forward
it came quite a lot, ‘he found himself
pounced upon by two or three opponents.

But he didn’t lose his head.

- After several attempts to break through
himself, hé realised that for the time
being that was impossible, and he
changed his tactics.

The leather came his wa{, and with-
out pausing to steady himself, he flashed
it right out to Yaurie Robson on the
right, and had the satisfaction of sceing
that young man trap it brilliantly, and
dash off up the line at a terrific pace.
He was yards.quicker than the opposin,
man that tackled him, and he travelle
so fast that he was soon away from his
own line.

As he swerved in towards goal, he cast
a quick glance about him, and saw what
had happencd, and so, without trying to
centre, he tock a pot shot Ior goal.

Like the majority of such shots, it
didn’t come off, but it was a brilliant
effort, bringing the house down as it
crashed against - the upright and re-
bounded into play.

In a flash Jack, who had moved up as
quickly as he ‘could, pounced upon the
leather; and shot, but even as his foot
touched the ball, he felt three hefty
oppononts on him, and the ball went
miles over the crossbar, -+ :

Still it was the first real aftempt on

cither goal, and it gave the Triers confi-

dence,

They started to press. Jack sent
word out to his wings, not io bother too
much about him, and in a few minutes
he had the catisfaction of seeing this
method pay.

Again Robson had managed to get
away on the right, but this time a full-
back bolting like a rabbit across the
field, stop him before he had started
to work in towards a shooting position,
and so the young man flicked the leather
in to Jim Fraser.

That young man was not marked,

“Shoot—shoot ! eried Jacl.

And a moment later, Jim, just outside
the penalty area, steadied himself and
sent in g real beauty for a youngster. It
was high, swift, and sure, and although
the custodian made a great effort to get
to it, as it spun into the right top-hand
corner of the net, he cou%d only just
mariage to touch it with .the tips of his
fingers, and the Triers had drawn first
blood, -

What a roar went up!

It would seem that the new lads had
already endeared themselves to Boltwich,
Certainly the fans who had gathered to-
gether to see this first game had not
witnessed such a sporting match in
Boltwich for years, There was none of
the finicky, unsporting business some-
times scen in League football here, and
yet it was cxcellent stuff that was being
played. ’

The now lads
moment, and yet they were showing
quite an excellent young team like the
Hurricanes how to play scientific stuff.

“Well done, the Triers!” roared the
crowd, and as the team gathered round
Jim Fraser and shook his hand, that
youngster was prouder than he had ever
been in his life.

“Got you marked, old man,” said
Ronnie to Jack, as they hurried back
for the kick-off.

Jack smiled and nodded.

“Yes; but they’ll have to mark a fow
more now, Ronnie!”

“Sure. I'll get it to you as soon as I
can, look out! Fll be seeming to send it
out to Laurie [

*Right !1”

The ruse came off almost at once, ™

were all out every

Ronnie received the leather, and the
first time dribbled a few yards himself
towards the right, which had been so
successful, and then passed out to
Laurie,

But Laurie was now marked, and he
didn't get very far before his opponent
had kicked out.

This happened several times.

Then Ronnie brought off the ruse.
Getting the ball, he started towards
Laurie on the right again, then suddenly
stopped himself dead, and, without turn-
ing at all, deflected it towards his
skipper,

And_Jack was, for a wonder, un-
marked, -

He was away like a flash, blessing his
luck, and Ronnie for his neatness. Only
8 back stood before him. Rather slow
he was, too, and not much else except a
mighty punter, and around him Jack
ran quite easily, bringing a roar of
approval from the crowd, and getiing
right into the penalty area,

%—Ie paused perhaps a trifle long. but
the result was the same. The cumber-
some full-back, rather annoyed by the
way the youngster had beaten him, had
come up behind, and now he deliberately
charged him in the back as he was about
to shoot, bringing a roar of disgusr and
anger from the crowd.

Jeck, however, icse
smile, and his opponz
was already apologising.

“'Fraid i’s going to cost you a goal,
old man,” said Jack.

;&Fd from the resuliant pepalty kick it

with a cheery
. a good fellow,

did !

So now the Triers were two up, and
were reaching real class form. There
was no question at all about their foot-
ball, and the Hurricanes were beginning
to tgﬁt a little disheartened. They stuck
to their game like men, but at full-back
Steve Logan was simply superb, and
little by little as the first half came to an
end, it was clear that the new team were
much_too hot, and no one was surprised
just before the whistle went for the
interval, to witness Laurie Robson run
right round the defence, and Wwith a
beauty along the ground, put his team
almost certainly on the road to victory.

As they walked quickly from the field,
the crowd gathered about the Triers to
give them a friendly cheer.

“That's the stuff to give ’em, bovs!”
someone cried. ‘‘That’s football! Nonas
of the usual Boltwich muck there!”

*“That’s soccer!"”

“Good old Jack!” 4

“You’'ll whack Boltwich yet, boys!”

So they cried, and then suddenly,
fushed with success and happiness, Jack
felt his arm clutched.

It was Ronnie.

“Look!” he cried, pointing in the
direction of the spectators, *George
Clifton! Just look at his face! Ever
seen anything like it 2"

Jack hadn’t. i

Yes, there was his cousin, He stood
in front of the crowd, and appeared to
be in a terrible rage. Jack could not
help himself. )

“Hallo, Mr, Clifton!” he said, loud
enough for everyone to hear. * Enjoy-
ing it? Jolly nice of you to come and
watch us new chaps. Like a seat in the
stand 7 ¢

Clifton ground his tceth. His rage
was almost more than he could swallow,

“Enjoying inyself!” he cried. “Do
you cah that football 7

“Good enough to beat your League
team, George Clifton,” someone said
from the crowd, and a roar of laughter
went up. - :

For a moment it looked as though
George Clifton was going to lose his
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Cari Harry Turner beat the brutal Babe ? Next week’s instalment i great! " - 25

Ronrie, with the ball at his toe,

the leather towards his skipper,

made as If to pass to his right wing, then suddenly stopping himselt dead, he deflested
Jack Morton, who was unmarked. :

temper, and it might have got rather
nasr,gil for him then, for there were some
rough spirits about, and there were cer-
tainly many people in Boltwich who
would have been very willing to give
him something to get on with.

But Laurie Robson, who was proving
quite the hero of the afterncon, saved a
rather awkward situation.

He went straight up to_ Clifton, and
addressed him in his rather drawling
voice:

“T say, Clifton, don't you know that
this is a private ground, by Jove!”

Clifton started, and grew red. It was
obviously an insult.

“What .are you talking about?” he
cried, “I——  All these people came
here without paying a soul”

Laurie nodded, and smiled.

“Quite so, my dear fellow!” he said.
“But they happen to be here as my
guests. This ground is my private
property, and I can ask who I want, and
1 don’t want you, so would you please
be a good fellow and hook it?”

If loks could kil the look that
(eorge Clifton gave to Laurie Robson
at that moment would have been the end
of that young man. But ho evidently
realised that ie was up against a preity
stiff proposition, for in another moment
he had turned, and was making off
through the jeering crowd.

“That geals your doom, young Jack
Morttou!” he muttered to himself as he
went.

B e e e
G  The Night of the Big Fight! [
Y L NN

SCO]

-
g HE match ended as it had begun

in triumph for the Triers. ¥
.. only being beaten on one
occasion themselves, As they left the

another couple of goals, |

pitch the lads of the new team felt that
they had done a liitle something to
deserve the plaudits of the big crowd
which- gathered about them, and they
insisted on carrying Jack shoulder-
high off the field.

Certainly Jack in that groud moment
felt that even if luck had been against
him about tho reconciliation with his
grandfather, life was still worth living.

He was acting as one of Harry
Turner’s seconds in the fight that night,
so as soon as he had had a tub, a Tub
down, and his tea, he hurried round
to that young man’s quarters. He found
him comfortably reading s book on his
sofa, in his dressing-gown, and only

in
madly anzious to hear about the match.

“That's fine, Jack,” he said, as Jack
finished the story of the game, ‘though
1 expect you did much more than you
say yourself, Now, if only I can do the
trick to-night, and bring off a double
ovent, it would be fine, eh?” -

“How do you feel 2” asked Jack.

“Finel®

“The wrist?”

Harry examined the wrist which had
been damaged, and nodded.

«Qh,” he said, “I wouldn’t mind
another two weeks to_get it absolutely
0.K., but I reckon it will stand to-
pight. And I hear that Bolton has had
a iit of an accident!” .

Jack started. ;

“ QR 7" . 7

“Yes; seoms he slipped when out on
the road the other day, and cut his hand
about a bit. In fact, they sort of made
Svertures to me as to puttm§ the fight
‘off for a week or so, but I was not
having any. It's’ high time people
treated that brute as he treats them 7

Jack stared.
“Well, Harry,” he sald, “T think it-is

rather a pity that you didn't put it off
a bit!” k

“What!” cried Harry, getting to his
fect. * Wait another week to have a
go at that brute, Jack! Not me!”

And so the matter was left, and an
hour later the two of them took Harry's
car, and dreve round to the baths, where
the fight was going to take place.

It was evidently proving a big attrac-
tion, for already people were being
turned away from the doors.

They tried to get round-to the back
entrance to avoid being mobbed, but
it was usel The crowd had seen
them, and came crowding arcund the
two-seater.

“Good old Harry, boy!” someone

cried. “Let that brute have it hot
to-night . )
Harry laughed modestly, and waved &

and, i

“And take care he doesn’t do the
d{lrty on you, Harry!” cried someone
else, :

“Weo'll see to that 1" roared the crowd.

At that moment a great, hulkin
fellow, flushed with excitement, force
his way to the car, and thrust out a
hand.

“3hake, kid—shake, Harry!” he said.
“Youwre the kind of kid I like! My
brass is down on you, and I don’t care
if I lose, so long as you give him one or
-;w:i:» to go on with! Good Tuck to you,

e

For one moment Harry forgot one of
the first lessons a prizefighter must
learn, that is ¢o look after his hands
before he looks after his very life.

Harry put out a hand, shook hands,
and then in another moment he had
drawn back his hand with a sharp ery.

The crowd still pressed on, but the big
fellow darted MME:I and nothing else

Tae GEM LiBRarY.—No. 82L
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happened at the moment. "Bt Jack’s
quick ear had caught that little cry from
his pal, and as he took Harry into the
baths, he (Luestioned him,

”What appened, Harry?” he ashed.
“Did that agnhurt your hand?”

Harry shook his head.

“Don't know yet, Jack,” he replied.
“Tt #elt lke the prick of a need
We'll see when we get inside! Nothing,
ﬁrobabl)'. But I'm a fool to shake

ands!”

They reached the .dressing-room sef
aside for Harry, and were greeted by
their friends, and then, without saying
imytéhing to anyone, Harry examined his
and. .

In & moment he called Jack,

“I say, Jack!” he exclaimed.
here, old boy, will you?”

Jack came to him,

“What?”

““Look at that1” )

Jack glanced down at his pal’s palm,
and saw the small red spot in the middle
of the hand, and then he whistled.
“It’s getting bigger, Harry!” he

“Come

gasped.

Harry nodded,

“Yes, I know: and it's beginning to
feel numb. Don't say anything to any-
one, old man, but slip out and a
doctor. There is one in the baths, and
ask-him to come along. There has been
dirty work here, and we must do our
best to beat the low beasts yet !”

Jack did not waste a moment, He
slipped out of the dressing-room, and,
luck being with him, found old Dr.
Garth, his mother's doctor, just taking
his sedt at the ringside.

He came straight along with Jack, and
when everyone else except Jack had been
turned out of the dressing-room for it
was all-important that the Babe should
not know
work had got home or not, he examine

e hand. ' '

‘@@@@@@@@@_@@_@@@@@@_@@@

A THRILLING ROAD RACE!

By MONTY LOWTHER,

{An extract from the “8t. Jim's News.”

ILDARFE of the Sixth made a bi
sensation when he blossomed ou
with a brand-new motor-cycle. He
asked the Head’s permission first,

of course, and the Head said he had no
objection to fellows in the Sixth and Fifth
possessing motor-cycles. Such-luxuries, how-
ever, were barred to fellows in Lower Forms.

Kildare’s machine was the envy -of the
school, It was the very latest model, and
it was eapable of a high turn of speed.

Not to be outdone, Knox of the Sixth
followed in Kildare’s footsteps, and bought

& motor-cycle. . It was rumourcd that Knox |

had got it on the instalment system. Any-
way, it was: a fine machine, o "
Cutts of the Iifth already possessed a
hotor-cycle, but it was in a state of dis-
repair.
everhanled at the garage in Wayland; and
$hen, to the joy of 8t. Jim’'s, he chajlenged
Kildare and Knox to a twenty-mile road

%ace. fur o

“A jf’olly good idea!” sald Kildaré, “But
¥ don’t see why we should keep it to our-
selves. There are three fellows at Greyfriars
who have got motor-bikes, and™ I expect
they'd like to take part in bhe race. It will
be much more attractive if there’s a rival
school in it." ) -
_Knox and Cutts having agreed, Kildare
invited the three Greyfriars fellows to take
part in the event. And on the followin
Saturday morning Wingate, Faulkner, an
Coker—the three fellows concerned—turned

. Up at 8t. Jim’'s. g
Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 821.

or' certain whether his dirty’

However, Cutts had it thoroughly.

After a moment he looked very
serious. y : ;

“A dirty trick, young man!” he said.
“They have eovidently managed to
queer you. That’s some pretty bad
poison, or my name isn't Garth, and you
can’t go into the ring like that!”

Harry drew the hand away.

“Doctor 17

“Well, my lad?”

“I'm going into that ring, even if I
have to. fight with both hands tied
behind me, 5o please do what you can
with this fist. Babe Bolton may have
damaged my rlght hand. He hasn't
injured my left!”

The old doctor shook his head.

“But, man alive!” he exclaimed.
“Don’t you realise that you will be
fighting with one hand? Besides, good-
ness knows what dope they have “fired
into you !” .

“All the more reason for thrashing

Bolton !
. The old doctor was evidently rather
impressed by the lad’s tone, and so he
started on the hand. There was little
he could do. He did not dare to use a
knife, and all he did was to poultice it
a little, but the swelling grew and grew,
and the hand was a terrible sight at the
end of ten minutes,

Then-the swelling ceased to increase,
but the hand was so painful that the lad
could scarcely lift it.

“What are we to do?” asked Jack
hopelessly. “We can't let him go in
and fight like that!™
“I'm going to!” eried Harry.

“There will be a riot if I go and toll
‘e what has happened,”the doctor'said,
“Half Boltwich seems to have arrived
with the express purpose of seeing
Bolton thrashed to-night, and I don't
think they will go home satisfied that
ghey have had a fair show for their
money until someone does thrash him!”

The hour was early, and there would be
veﬁ' little traffic on the roads,

Ir. Railton agreed to act as starter, and
he produced a large map of the surrounding
district and marked out the route. It was
a circular route, and the race would begin

"and finish at St. Jims,

Crowds turned out to see the start.

_Oi‘ course, we were all frightfully keen on
Kildare winning. k

Mr. Railton fired a pistol, and the motor-
cyclists were off like a flash.

There was one exception. Coker of Grey-
friars was left at the post, so to speak.
Coker's machine, like a fractious horse at
the starting-post, flatly refused to budge. It
had brought him from Grerfriars to 8t.
Jim’s, and it declined to do any more wark.

Coker, purple in the face with exertion,
gave it up at last.

Meanwhile, the rest of the competitors
were well away. They vanished in a cloud
of dust. : .

Through the sleepy village of Ryleombe
they sped, then on into the opeu country
beyond. They kept in a bunch for a couple
of miles; then Kildare opened out, and his
machine responded gamely.

Fhe eapiain of St Jim's drew ahead of
the others. He shot down hills at dizzy
speed, and climbed steep ascents as il they
were level ground. It would have taken
a very steep gradient fo bafle Kildare's
splendid machine.

Knox of the Sixth found himself dropping
behind the others. Knox had an inferior
machine; moreover, he lacked experience.
Instead of dan the right thing at the
right time, he showed ignorance of how to
Landle the gears, and he lost ground
accordingly. E

But Knox. was determined not to he’
beaten. I he could not win by fair means,
he would try another plan.

- Knox was now travelling by himself, and
there was no one to overlook his actions.
Suddenly he swung round into a narrow

| grend
thrilling situations, so don't miss i,

Harry Turner had risen.

“I'm going to fight if it kills me,
doctor, and thank you for all you've
done. I'm going to put this thing into
cold water, and ses what happens:"”

And so he did.-

The pein was lessened, and when an
hour later it was time for him to take
the ring, he could lift his fist without
much effort, but as a fighting weapon
it was utteriy useless.

But he would not listen, and he would
nllowlno word to be spoken to the
opposing camp, )

“Let’s hope,” he said, “that the fist
that the Babe injured when he fell is as
bad as this!”

Someons came to the door,

““Come along, Harry Turner !"

They entered the hall, and a mighty
chéer went up to the roof. All Boltwich
was ere, from the local sporting
gentry to the lads “from Clifton's &
Garton’s, and as Harry Turner entered
the ring from one corner of the baths
there came a deep-throated shout which
stirred the fire in his heart.

“Come on, the Triers!”

Looking round, Jack and Harry saw
the rest of their chums were with them
to-night.

Then the Babe arvived. He was look.
i a weird and wenderful sight in a
robe of brilliant red. and as he stepped
into the ring. a fierce scowl on his ugly
jaw. except for George Clifton in a ring-
side seat, he did nor get much in the
way of a reception.

The referee spoke to them both, and
then the gong went, :and then came the.
words : . : :

“Seconds out of the ring!”

{Newt week’s instalmnent: of this
serial is simply filled wilh

boys.)
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lane, deliberately leaving the route which
Mr. Railton had mapped out.

“This is a_short cnt,” he muttered, as he
bent his head over the handle-bars. *Instead
of going right round in a eircle, I shall cut
off about four miles, and win easily, No
one will be any the wiser!” -

But the best-laid schemes of mice and men
—and prefects—gang aft agley.

Knox found that the narrow lane was most
unguitable for motor-cycling. There were
ruts and sharp flintstones everywhere. le
had to slacken his speed in order to avoid
the worst of them.

Then he was held up by a big farm-
wagon, which took up the whole width of the
lane. Knox roundly abused the driver for
not pulling into the hedge to allow him to
passy but the stolid yokel on the wagon
merely grinned, and {oox his time about
moving. i

To crown his misadventures, Knox picked
up a bad puncture, and hls front tyre ex- -
ploded loudly, and went flat. Fortumately.
Knox was going slow at the time, or there -
might have been & nasty accident,

The rascally prefect’s hopes of winning
the race had to be abandoned now. Gritting
his teeth, Enox dismounted from his
machine, and proceeded to push it towards
the nearest garage, which was several miles
awag. He had no repair outfit with him, and,
in the language of the classics, he was “Fed-
up and far from home!”

The great race furnished a thrilling finish.

Kildare was challenged, when near home,
by  Wingate “of Greyfriars, and the two
senjors fought a neck-and.neck struggle for
supremacy. Klldare, spurting desperately,
gained the verdict by a yard, And cheer
upon cheer rang out on the morning air,
heralding & glorious victory for 8t. Jim’s!

Faulkner was third, and Cutts fourth.
And Gerald Knox came crawling in about two
hours later amid a burst of ironical cheering!
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_ Pile in with your pithy paragraph.now! MORE TUCK WAITING TO BE WON! 321

Tuck Hampers and Money Prizes Awarded
for Interesting Paragraphs.

(If You Do Not Win a Prize This Week—You May
Nextl!)

All Efforts in this Competition should be Addressed to: The
GEM LIBRARY, © My Readers’ Own Comer.” Gough House,
Gough Square, London, E.CH4,
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{ CHESHIRE TAKES THE TUCK HAMPER!
THE EARLY WORM! J
Mistress (to charlady): “ And you think your Lizzie
would make a good housemaid, Mrs. O’Brien? Is she
an early riser?” :
Mrs, O'Brien: “Sure, an’ she is that, ma'am. She’s
up an’ ’as all the beds made of a mornin’ before the
rest of us is awake !"—A Tuck Hamper, filled wirh
delicious Tuck, has been awarded to Dennis Jeacock,
60, Underwood Lane, Crewe, Cheshire,
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EXOHANGE IS NO ROBBERY!

A married cogple had engaged a cock. She was extremely
retty, but her,cooking was terrible. One morning the bacon
or breakfast %as burned so crisp as-to be wholly inedible.
“Dear,” said the wife to her husband, “I'm afraid the cool
has burned the bacon. You’ll have to be satisfiéed with a
kiss for breakfast this morning.” “All- right,” responded
the husband grufly. **Call her in!”—Half-a-crown has heen
awarded to John Sullivan, 57, Alkert Street, Edinburgh.

HEROISM AND ITS REWARD!

Sandy had gone to Aberdeen for a holiday. One day,
while sitting on the banks of the Dee, he saw a little boy
sailing lis yacht. In attempting to recover the yacht, which
had zailed too far from the banlk, the boy fell into the water.
Sandy imnmediately jumped in and vescued the lad. . Next
day the boy’s mother came to see Sandy. “Are you the
kind gentleman who saved ma wee Johnny from drowning
yesterday 7’ she asked. Sandy, expecting a small reward,
veplied, with a bright smile, in the affirmative. “ Weel,”
said the fair dame, “what did ye daec_with his bunnet?”—
Fialf-a-crown has been awarded to Miss Jean Cumming,
Craigielea Cottage, 44, McKenzie Street, Paisley, N.B.

STRANGE, BUT TRUE!

Magistrate (to woman charged with drunkenness): “You
must pay a fine of five shillings.”

Prisoner : “ Sure, then, I've but two shillings in the world.”

Magistrate: “Then you must go to prison. . If yon hadn't
got drunk with your money you'd have had enough to pay
the fine ”"—Half-a-crown has been awarded to H. Pritchard,
10, Griffin Street, Deptford, S.I, 8.

PERHAPRS HE WAS RIGHT!
Tramp:
along 7” .
Dandy: “Why don’t you do something for your living?
You want to ask for brains instcad of money.”
Tramp: “Sure, but I asked for what I thought you had
most of "—Half-a-erown has been awarded to John Rea,
Balteagh, Portadown, Co. Armagh, Ireland.

NOT EQUAL TO IT!

A regiment of soldiers were partaking of thoir last meal
in England before crossing overseas. ‘‘Any complaints?”
nsked the commanding-officer, passing on his usual round.

* “ Yoz, begorra,” said Private Murphy, “the meat’s absolutely

raw.” “Well,” said the c.o., * Caplain Webb, the Channel
swimmer, trained on raw meat,”” “Ob, hivvens!” murmured
vivate Murphy, “I had the idea wé were going to cross in
oats ! —Half-a-crown-has been awarded to William Mitchell,
5, North Shore Street, Campbeltown, N.B.

“¥ say, can yo give me a few coppers to help me

THE “ BLIND MAKﬁ_H 1 )
. A gentleman to whem a man had applied for.work asked him
if he knew anything about woodwork. On being assured
that the applicant knew everything about the carpentry trade,

he said: **Well, can you make a Venetian blind?” “It's a
treat, sir, to sec me at the job,” said the man. “ How
would youn do it, then?” “Why, I'd just poke my finger
in his eye, siv |”"—Half-a-crown has been aivarded to Bernard

Wallis, 14, Egertori Road, Bishopston, Bristol,

A " GRAVE » MATTER!

An Englishman, Scotsman, Trishman, "and Welshman ' went
oul into the world to make a fortune, The four agreed that
when one of their party died the others should each put one
pound in his coffin. Unfortunately, the Irishman died first.
The Englishman and Welshuman both pnt their pound in his
coffin, and on their way hack they met the Scotsman. “ Well,
Jock,” said the Englishman, *have you put your pound in
yet 7 4 Ay, mz answered Jock, **A’ve put in a cheque
for-three pounds and faken the other two out!”—Half-a-
crown has heen awarded to R. L. Lidgate, 11, Vicarage
Grove, Fgrem:nl, Cheshire, .

CARELESS ! .
. The teacher was taking the class in geography, and had
just turned his back to look for a town on the map. While
ho was thus cengaged there was a laugh from one of the
boys. ‘““Who was that?”’ cried the angry teacker. “It was
me, sir,” said Johnny, *but I could not help it.” “ What
do you mean, vou couldn’t help it?” “Well, sir,” said
Johnny, “I langhed up my sleeve, and T had clean forgotten
there was a hola'in my olbow > —Half-a-crown has been
awarded to J. W. Cooper, 96, Gishurn Road, Barrowford,
near ‘Nelson, Lanes, . 7
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IN YOUR
SPARE TIME

You can make heaps of lovely things
with a Hobbies Fretwork Outfit. A
simple free design is given every week,
and each Outfit contains enough tools for
you to start. A lovely hobby, and one
which takes very little pocket money !

Get this No. 31
Qutfit and start

now. Price 9/6
Post Free 10/3

Others from 4= to 5716
Write for list and Specimen
“ Hobbies” to Dept. 34b,

HOBBIES, Litd.,
DEREHAM=——NORFOLK

London—65, New Ogzford St W.C.,
147, Bishopsgale, E.C., 79, Wai-
worth Rd., 8.E.; Glasgow=326,
Arguyle §t.; Manchester—10A, Piced-
dilly ;. Birminpham—9a, Hi Sty
Leeds--15, County Arcade;
Sauthnm)’)‘!ou»ll Bridge St.:

Zrighton—68, London Bd. ‘

Tue GEn T.rarary.—No, 821

Look for this Trade Mark




'!‘hg " Big | Bea” licrhu Lever Watch on
THE GREATEST BARGAIN TERMS snr
~ put beiore the British: Public by one of [/

MAIL- ORDER - HOUSES,
An qbuolutl!v FREE Glf{ o!
& Solld Shvep, Enlmh Hal!-

Free marked Doubls Curb Al

with Seat ntuchnd, gavan
‘ = With every Watch,

SPECIFICATION: ‘Gent's .Fuli-size Keyless

o

‘Lever Watch, improved -action; fttéd \w‘ |

patentrecoil ¢lick, preventing] hrnkuc
of miai nspr[ng by overwinding.
10 YEARS' WARRANTY

sent:l? ncfemt of 54, |
g : after appro- _|
val, :am!h‘Dmore ‘The balance ‘
may- then be paid byg monthly -
vayments of 2/- each. Cash
rehmdsﬂ in full if dunt:lﬁed.
Send 5d- now to

J. A. DAVIS & CO.

(Bept. m, zp Danmark Hill, -
" Loandon, S.E. 5. s

_ 6Weekl

or 39/8 cash buys aMead Gramophons
wl'h giant mota

g n'ble-(,‘mn;ls witiy
“’:mi sk Bet. .'Po ﬂhlea rmu (‘n
odels  at II 1 5,

E AD cnmmny (Dcpt nlﬂs;h_]i:rn

HEIGHT COUNTS

I -winning success. Let the Glrvan System increase’
-gom; heigl 1& Wondlerful resu]tts stenEP l::I toi-) p%r-
- rieniars and .cur OO arautee to Enquiry ep g
AMP, 17, ﬁtmu% (zree%ﬂﬂvad ‘Lendon, N. 4. '

L“SHING SELF-CONSCIOUSNESS,

SHYNESS, TIMIDITY,
vle 7-day Permanent Home (me 1or either sex.

Nu
fﬂﬁwlmu n;u ﬂf’ !"‘kﬂﬂwﬂ ] (.\a.u:ee mencion s g, .,
LT !\af'l—l["ll b uiie private

Snints Road, ST, ANNOS-GM-SEA.

" COLLECTOR’
S'.'E.'AMP om"p" 8 I‘RIIIH I
DVE ERENT STAMPS.
Includin Yosn l’or.ket W'\Im I—‘kts of Stamp nonmx and Trans.
parent A, Stamps from the Ukraine, Silosia,

elopes; alsn .
Liti&u«a}%ﬁvgfgsgf nh&c.ﬂ 15 eLo.és?nallyiqwz Iﬂ'll‘ijh (.’nlnnlnh
- an U D 8.
S OWNSEND, 168, ISLINGRON: LivEsaor Y

HOME cmamnroeanpus.—;fadfo;g;zsg:ﬂ;;ﬂm;,

1., Post Free,—Desk E, DUAN-CINEMA €O., 94, Draston Avenue, W.

I.OOK l—.{n Enlargoment-fur-1/. postage !. Guarantced genuine, and

overy care taken wilk oopies.” This offer is ihmited, so send

yanr }ia ograph NOW m TAYLOR'S P}IOTOGRA!?HH, I‘B[\TI\G WORKS,
stor Street, BOLTOX.

MAG‘G TRIGKS Eto -—lnmmamusi's Insirmment. Incisible *

£} - Astonishes, \l}&tfﬁes Twilntes Birds,
Beasts, .cto. ( £.0.}; darger Parcels 37 5/-.—WONDER CO.,
a3, Gcor.g\. Sm\\l Weston- s\;ml—m‘n-e. (Business h., Pyst only.)

| 100'WAR & ARMISTICE STAMPS 7272 :

a llcams.
for. Blus Lahol Approvaly: enclosing p slam' — B L. 0‘(;‘
i 10, WAV&FOBEST WHIT_ETAB% ENT, .
Cure uurseli as I did. Par-
ula V AWX B,

STOP STAMMERING! & itadxd

KUBKZB s SOUTHAMPTON ROW, LON”ON. Ww.C. l. B
: "N . 6:6 per 1.000 ft. 100 ﬂ c5:.|mp] 1/3.°
FILMS. foiata i i
P L3 9 Boa{l, STRATFOHD E 1:, i

_Ii.llI|lIN|]lEVI!‘IIli!!llﬁlmiillillIlliiiI!l!iliIHIIIi!l!"!IfllilillillillllllllIiltlllllllilllll"ll!ll

v When Answering Advertisements
& ﬁ‘ Please. Mention This Paper, ™
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_THE GEM LIBRARY. .

ARE YOU HAPPY

Bright and Cheez[ul" tis impnesnhle {0 be so if you sulfer from
‘Nevrvous Fears, - Awkwurdness ' in (um[sam, ious  Depression.
Blushmr- Tlmldm isleeplessness, Lack of - Will-Power, or Mind
-lﬂncentv.mon You cin ubwlutelv overcome -all nervons troubles
if “you _use ﬂm Mento ﬂthenmg Treatment, GUARAN-
TEED CURE OR BY . UNDED. Send 3 penny stamps
immediately for iculars. — GODFRY ELLIOTT-SMITH, LTD.,

*| 543, Imperial Buildings, Ludgate Circus, London, E. .C. 4,

DDN’T = B'I'J‘

Fpecial offer; TWO ILLUS, SAHPLE -LESSONS
froni my. Complete Course on JUJITSU for four
yenny etawps, Jujitsu is the best and simplest
Ecience of self defence and attack ever invented,
Tgarn fo take care of yourself under ALY clreim-=
stauces and learn Lo protect the small and weak,

SEN
v YAWAR.I.“ Scliﬂol. (D:pl AP, 10, Quﬂenlwu.ﬂanwortk, Feltham, Middx.

TKE SKAI.I.‘!SST STA.HP IN THE WORHI.D Aalso.
R : q

‘lml'[’u: SCHLESVI:,
4 NGLE: 0 1051
zul\o BUIGARTA. Yencin Travancore, ami
14 PICT ORI h 30" Splendid Stanps iy all— ! Ask fur

Approvals and snnd !’d [l LRI
VIGT

OR BANCROFT, MATLOCK.

HOW DO YOU SPEND YOUR W!NTER EVEN!HGS b %

"WHY:NOT .BE A CONJURER 7]

Tou can highly amuse yoursell and your friends

with one of our CONJURING OUTF14S. each §
containing an assortment of. new mystifving Fi
tricksand complete ln d.ccorat":i box with full

- instructions, 1/8. 6, 3/8, & 8/6, post |
free. SECURE DVE U‘F TIIRSH". Sengt” for
IS €0, 12, [i

Jiree Catalogue. — J. B
* Argyll Place, Regent Bt,, I.ondon.w.:l.

FILMS, COMIC AND COWBOY.—1,000-ft: Redls from 7/ 6; ‘Iarzrs
3 Sawmwle Fllm, 173, post free. Stamyp for List .—TYEO
MARSHALL, 85, Gast Tevan 4 "efn' AN ;

Castle cheg,km II‘OT!I'IN
VLA K T ’?O‘G’R o
III-:EIO'.'I.‘RIO I.IG-H:

These wonderfnl Dunmo: light bhllumrh a 4.6 vO§-
lamp & are easy to work, 58. Post 6d. Delivery Dby vetur:

GREENS, Dept.K, 85, Now Oxford St., London,

2. (abroad Gd.).— —BROOKS, 43, Eri\:mnd Street,

MAGIG “TRICKS,

- Pricetd.each, {forl/-—T. \

“IDILLY BUNTER” LANTERN..SLIDES

Big Bareain Packet containing a lantérn- glide of, Greyiriars, a
Tree gift- novelty, and thestory of “Billy Buiitet” Lantern Sl

for &d, P,0. Partlcuh:slrce A. CRISP, 51, sumrbridge Road.
KIDDERMINSTER. S

Camberwell.

Bt{‘.—Ea'l'cels, 2/6, 5/6. \entnlbq-mii (]
_Instrumert. . Invisible, Imitate Birds,
Harrraﬂnraas,l’eutonuueRd.,lnudqn,k 1.

e,

-r -
T o
mﬁ the ba may then be -
pald 3 of
2« sach. Guarantesd-b ars, Ghi.n ~
T e v gl #
bl hmmmmxmm e B o i
: y SIMPSONS (BRIGHTON) Led. ‘(Dept. 122)
94, Queen's Road, Brighton, Susesz. .

sHom

AN EKOBP'I'ION‘A& OI'.POH-'-PU‘NIT?. > i
Ssﬂ:lal Offer of=. k mposm
~ High-Grade Registered Professional Italian Model,

ACCORDEON -

'Buperfine Eulo Instrument; hand-
solue Polished Cabinet, with

fo! Id..!tutnl houndncllo“s IO xe:
and 4 Bass Chords. This fnstru-g
aaent is the acme of nethcuon in’
construction,

cal detail, unequalled for
lence of tone and -| powar.
npsloslcﬂand. 1,‘-

-
Ga..
)
o

1
this snperb Acuurdeu o
address, I! enb rely to you
within 7 4.

balance wilhln 7 days 21/8,
J. A, DAVIS & €0. (Dept. ss). DENMARK HI L
CAMBERWELL, Lounmi S.E.5,

HONoHINONINIRON IOKOIQIOIOIO

u; stagtion, balanco

g payable 2/
and 3/« montu!y unm 28/6 is nnjé—g: complste

ng .Cash Price 22/

|

*

-

125 sTAMPs FREE I——“!!] Bh{u\ln, 'Lllﬁ'l:‘ﬂlr}ifttﬁﬁ:f'.e:\?ﬂ E
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