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‘ pete,” of New York, writes:

Uome on, frisk your whiskers!
house—and don’t think the doghouse 1s corny.
tried to pull out some armstrongs once, but I'm
no shalkes at that. Still, I like things barrelhouse,
1 sure appreciate reading your snappy comebacks
—they send me!—but I hate to read an off-time

I play a dog-

jive, " Well, I’ll be mailing you a pictire in a set
of seven brights. Guess you'll blow the top when
vou see itl

Axswer: Your friendly note deciphered—with
Duek Finw's aid—I now take it you mean me to
wwrm up when you say frisk your whiskers. No, I
don't think a doghouse is corny, or old-fashioned,
now-1 know a doglouse 1s a bass fiddle, U'd lay
uff the armstrongs, if I were you. High notes on
the trumpet must be o strain after low grunts
from the doghouse. Glad you like things free and
cusy—harrelhousc—and  delighted to  lhear my
comchaeks “send " you—give you a kick. An off-
time jive is ecrtainly a pain in the neck—
Trimble's weak cecuses are crackevjack off-time
gives. Pl look forward te *quizzing™ your
feutures in o week’s time—though I'm used to all
surts and doubt if I shall be overcome with
cmotion—Ublow the top, I mean, By the way,
prerlez-vous Branenis? If so, do you mind writing
in Freneh ncat time? I's easier!

“Plink Plonk,’” of Shoreham, writes?

You should hear me on the harp—I'm terrific!
I s thinking of writing to the B.B.C, and offer-
ing my scrvices. What do you think they will
sy !

AssweRr: If they've any sense ihey will say they
have veferved the malter to the Harp Department,
higher up, What do you want to learn the harp
for?  Are you capecling to be bumped off any
minule?

D. A. B., of Winchester, writes:

1. Is Tom Merry a Scout?

2. What was Talbot’s batting average last
seuson ?

3. Who is top scorer for the St. Jim's junior
footer eleven {his season ?

4. (Could Gore of the Shell knock you out?

AXSWER:

1. Tom Merry is patrol leader of the Curlew
DPutrol.

2. Talbol's average was 32,35,

3. o date, Tom Merry leads with a “bag ™ of
27 goals.

4 Not if 1 were lookingl
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Jack Bluke's here o answer your letters and
deal with your queries, Write to him ¢fo The
GEM, [Pleetway House, Farringdon Street,
London, E.C.4, Be as candid as you lile—Jack
. Blake likes a plain speaker, being by nature o
John Blunt himself! But keep your letler
SHORT, and enclose if possible a photo of your
self for reproduction on this page. No plhoto:
can be returped and no replies given by post,

‘“ Fighting Fit,”" of Doncaster, writes: N

I am fifteen years of age, 5 feet 6 inches in my
socks, and weigh 8 stone 1 lb. I'm tough. I play
foothball and cricket and box. Step up to the
scales, readers, Anybody like to take me on?

Axswen: You address your challenge to readers
of the GEM, but I must mention there are several
fellows at St. Jim's who play fooler and ericket
und also pack a pretly punch., Some of them
would love to accammodale yrou—but perhaps some
reader would Uike the task of licking you? Seconds
oul——

E. A., of Aylesbury, writes:

My chums and I have been having the fiercest
argument since St. (eorge fought the dragon.
Point ot izsue is: How smooth is a billiard ball?
My chum says under a microscope a billiard ball
shows more bumps in comparison with its size
than the earth does, T say mountains like Everest
must make the old earth look anything but round.
Settle it, please—and squash my chum as flat as
you lile |

ANSWER: Sorry, old-timer, it's you I'm going
to squash flat! You see, it’s a scientific facl that
the carth is “rounder” in comparison with its
gize than a billiard ball. In fact, Mount Fveresl
iz comparatively fat, against the *‘mountains”
on a bitliard ball. Ask the next seienlist youv meel
to let you have a peep at one through a really
powerful microscopel

S. D., of High Wycomho, writes:

I keep several goldfish, and T am always worried
as to whether have the water at the right
temperature for them in the winter. Will the
goldfish die if the temperature falls a few degrees?

ANSWER: No, they won't. Goldfish ecan even
survive being frozen to 300 degrees below zero,
though you sound too kind-leavied to try that on
them!

‘“ Expert,’” of Dunedin, writes:

With what force must I fire a cannon-ball s
that it will penetrate a bale of cotton? That's
penetrated your defence |

ANSWER: Notl this time. It i3 practically impos-
sihle to farce any object through a bale of cotton,
¥t will resist a cannon-ball—that faei lLas been
proven., Shoot again some timel



GET TO KNOW DICK ROYLANCE, THE CHEELREY, MARD-HITTING NEWCOMER FROM
NEW ZEALAND, IN THIS POWERFUL STORY OF THE CHUMS OF ST. JIM'S.

«Boy from
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Roylance strode straight at Manners, and there would have been a fight In the quad the next moment.
But D’Aroy, Tom Merry, and Lowther interfered at once and the two angry juniors were dragged

back.

CHAPTER 1.
The Polite Thing !
#J7 ILDARE'S playing a ripping game just
K rmiv 1” remarked gITtml Merry.
“TLet pla}' 1"
grumpily,

“There’s a grand film at the Warland Cinema, "
suggested Monty Lowther.

“Bother the cinema 1*

Tom Merry ana Monty Lowther exchanged a
glance, and groaned simultaneousiy,

Manners was already sorting out hiz eamera.
There was no doubt as to how Harry Muanners
wanted to spend that half-holiday.

" “It’s a first eleven match, and there will be
something worth watch-

him said  Alanners

*“ Let me go ! * shouted Manners flercely.

“Look at the weather !” said Manners. “Clear
as anyt-hingl Topping for taking a few good
pictures| But you fellows can go and eat coke,
if you like. Don’t let me drag you away from
your blessed cinemas and first eleven matches !”

The Terrible Three of the Shell had been dis-
cussing what to do with that half-holiday, There
was no match on. DManners seemed to have
decided the question.

“Oh, we'll come |” said Lowther,

“We'll come !” sighed Tom Merry.

“If you fellows had 2 scrap of sense,” remarked
Mannors, *you'd be as keen on photography as I
am, But if you'd rather mooch about, wasting
your time, I don't mind. I'll take young Reggic

ing,” Tom Merry said "=
temptingly.

“First eleven matches
are small beer. It's junior
matches that matter.
You've =aid so yourself,
lots of times” said
Manners.

“Ahem! That means
that we're going out with
the camera this afternoon,
I suppose?” said Tom
Merry,

Not for the first time, Manners minor
lands his brother in serious trouble, this
time causing Manners major to make an
enemy of the boy from New Zealand.

By
MARTIN CLIFFORD

with me.”

“Well, T'd like to see
Kildare kicking goals
against Abbotsford”
admitted Tom Merry.

“And to tell the frozen
truth, I'd rather go to the
pictures,” said  Montv
Liowther.

Manners grunted,

“It's a go, then! See
you again at tea-time.”

“Right vou are |

Tom Alerry and Monty

(Copyright in the United States of America. All rights reserved, aad reproduction without permission strictly forbidden.)
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Lowther left the study, cheerful in looks. Usually
the Terribla Three were inseparable, but there
were occasions when tastes differed. Tom and
Monty bore with their chum and his devotion to
his camera nobly; but 1t was possible to get fed-
up with cameras.

Tom headed for Big Side, where a number of
fellows were gathering to watch the senior mateh,
Monty Lowther wheeled out his bike to ride over
to Wayland. Manrers went on methodically pre-
paring his camera and his films for a joyful
exeursion He was quite satisfied to take his
young brother with him for the afternoon. He
liked to keep an occasional eye on Reggie
Manners, and see that he was kee inlg out of mis-
chief. Reﬁgie was a decent liftl% ellow in his
way, but lhe showed occasional inclinations to-
wards kicking over the traces.

Manners had just slung on his camera, and was
prepared to start, when the door opened and
the celebrated eyeglass of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
of the Fourth glimmered in.

i “}'ou fellows here—— Hallo, Mannahs, deah
oy EE

“Hallo!” grunted Manners.

“Tom Mewwy and Lowthah gone out?”

L1 Yes-’l

“Bai Jove! I was goin’ to suggest a wippin’
way of employin’ your hali-holiday,” explained
the swell of St. Jim's. “There’s a new chap
comin’ this aftahnoon.”

Manners, buckling the strap of his camera,
showed a striking lack of interest in the new
fellow.

“Chap added Arthur
Au.gustus.

“V¥e gods! What a name !” said Manners.

“He's comin’ fwom New Zealand.”

“Long journey to make in an afternoon.”

“Weally, Mannahs, you must be awah that he
is not comin’ fwom New Zealand this aftahnoon,
as he is awwivin’ at St. Jim’s to-day. I have
heard aboui him. He came ovah fwom New
Zealand with his patah. See?”

“T see !” yawned Manners.

“His patah is in London on business, and he is
puttin’ him in the twamn for St. Jim’s,” explained
Arthur Augustus. “Twimble says so. I don’t
know how Twimble knows. He seems to know
evewythin’. It flashed into my bwain that it
would only be the wight thing to mcet the twain
at the station.”

“No harm in that,” agreed Manners.

“T considahed that you fellows might go. As
the othahs hav~ gopne out, pewwaps you weuld care
to go on your own, Mannahs.”

“T'm going out with my camera,” explained
Manners

“Weally, Mannahs, you could put that wubbish
aside for once, in ordah to do the polite thing—"

“That what?” demanded Manners,

“Wubbish. deah boy I

“You silly ass!1”

“Pway do not uttah offensive wemarks,
Mannahs! T weally think that somebody ought to
meet this chap Woylance.”

“Can’t he take a cab from the station without
somebody to put him in it 7 asked Manners.

“T am thinkin' of the polite aspect of the
mattah.”

“Well, why don't you go?”

7 should be vewy pleased to go, Mannahs, but
I am goin’ to watch the football match.”

“Put that rubbish aside!” suggested Manners,
with a grin.
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“Weally, Mannahs—"

“ Good-bye, Gussy 1”

Manners gently-whirled the swell of St. Jim's
out of the way, and walked down the passage.
Arthur Augustus locked after him more in sorrow
than in anger.

“Bai Jove! i eannot help wegardin’® Mannahs
as wathah lackin’ in pwopah taste,” he mur-
mured. “Hallo! Hold on, deah boys |”

Kangaroo, Clifton Dane, and Bernard Glyn
were coming down the passage.

*Can’t stop !” said Kanygaroo.

“1 was gomg to suggost—"’

“ Good bye!”

The three Shell {cllows pushed past Arthur
Augustus, and walked on, grinning.

Arthur Augustus breathed hard.

Jack Blake yelled from the staircase.

“?\:Vhérc are you, Gussy? Arc you coming,
assf

“1 wefuse to be called an ass, Blake I”

“They’re just going to kick-off I hooted Digby.

“Come on, fathead !” roared Herries,

Arthur Augustus hurried to the stairs to join
his chums Nobody secemed keen on listening to
his suggestion with regard to the new boy, and the
swell of St Jim’s had to give it up Somechow it
did not occur to hi- mighty intelleet to go to the
station himself He walked down to the foothall
%mund with Blake. Herries, and Digby, shakin

is head solemnly He felt that there was a gooﬁ
deal of selfishness ahout that afternoon.

Meanwhile. Manrers of the Shell was looking
for his young brother, with the benevolent inten.
tion of taking bkim out along with the camera,
Manners was popularly supposed 1o be nearly as
much attached to his minor as to his ecamera. But
he did not find Reggie Jemeson of the Third
informed him that Manners minor had gone out
with Wally and Levison minor, and added, quite
superfluously. that he didn’t suppose that Reggie
would be found dead with that camera, anyway.

Somewhat annoyed, Manners started out by
himself. He did not want to go alone, and he had
considered that the excursion would be a treat te
Reggie. Possibly he was mistaken on that point.

But the cloud soon disappeared from his brow
when he got to work with his beloved camera. He
enjoyed that afternoon quite as much as Monty
Lowther did at the cinema, or Tom Merry on the
football ground. But the afternoen, as it hap-
pened, was not destined to end so peacefully as it
had begun.

CHAPTER 2.
Reggie Asks For [t!

¢ T'VE got an idea!”
I Reggie Manners made that remark in
Mrs, tuckshop in Rylcombe
Village.

The three fags had gathered there to enjoy
ginger-pop and jam tarts.

“(Go it !I” said Levison minor.

“Oh, pile in!” said Wally, somewhat dis-
paragingly. D’Arcy minor did not appear to
thin%: that Reggie’s idea was likely to amount to
much.

“There’s nothing doing, is there?” demanded
Reggie.

“Well, 1 was thinking ot calling a_meeting of
the Third Form members of the 8t, Jim’s Parlia-
ment,” said Wally thoughtfully. “T'm not satis-
fied with the members of the cabinet. It’s about
time they were turned out of office, you know.

Murphy’s
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Tom Merry doesn't make much of a prime
minister, Now—"

Manners minor yawned,

“Let's dig up something more lively,” he
suggested.

“Most of the parliament meetings are lively
cnough,” grinned Levison minor. *Wally got a
thick ear at the last one, and my nose isn’t quite
well yet !

“You sce,” went on Wally, “I think youngoer
blood is needed. Those old fogzes 1n the Shell
aren’t much good. We want a cabinet with plenty
of push and go, you know.”

“Hear, hear!” said Levison minor,

““Oh, give us a rest!” said Repoie,

Wally frowned.

“Well, what's your precious idea, then?” he
demanded.

“There's a new chap coming this afternocon,
Trimble says he’s going into the I'onrth,” said
Reggie. “8Bome moon-Taced booby, I suppose!
Let's rag him |”

“It isn’t so jolly long since yon were a new kid
yourself; and ify you talk about moon-faced
boohies——"" said Wally.

“Look here, Wally—"

“I don’t like the idea. Ragging new kids is
all very well for chaps like Crooke and Racke.
It isn’t good emough for us. Let the poor beast
alone |7

“I'm not suggesting hurting him, vou dummy !
There's a lot of snow on the ground. We can
give him a run to Bt. Jim’s snowballing him,”

*Nice impression to make on a new kid!”?

rinned Frank Levison. “He will think we're a
ot of hooligans at St. Jim's!”

“Oh, rot! It’s only fun!”

“Don’t like the idea,” said Wally. “We'll go
and look for the Grammar School cads if you like,
and snowball them. Let the new kid alone!”

Reggio flushed angrily. Disapproval was alwnys
enough to make the wilful fag angsy.

“Are you going to set up as a Good Little
Georgie?"” he demanded sarcastically

“If you say I'm good, I'll give vou a thick
ear!” retorted Wally. “I tell you I don’t like the

idea! It's caddish ragging new kids!”
“So I'm a cad, am 17" demandcd Reggie
Manners,

“Oh, don’t yell at me!” said Wally disdain-
fully. “I say it's caddish to rag new kids; and =o
it is!”

Reggie Manners’ face set obstinately.

“T'm going to snowball the new kid !” he said
deliberately; “and if you don’t like if, you can
lump it "

ally pushed back his culfs, taking that as a
defiance of his lofty rule as chief of the Third
T'orm. But Frank caugzht his arm.

“Hold on, Wally | You're not going to scrap !”

“Look here——"

“Let's get back!
got over his sulks.”

“Who's sulking 7" roared Reggie, ,

“Youn are, oid cha?. Come on, both of you!”

Frank Levison fa1-ly dragged Wally out of the
tuckshop. Regpgie Manners followed them more
slowly, with a clouded brow. Frank and Wally
started for the school, but Reggie remained. Ie
had proposed snowballing the new lid carelessly
enough, not caring much about it either way; buk
opposition made him obstinate. He was going to
look for the new arrival now, and give him a
hearty snowballing, just by way of putting Wally
in his proper place, Which seemed to indicate
that Levison minor was right in remarking that
Reggie was sulky.

Reggie will come when he's

b

Manners minor meoched about the lane with his
hands in Lis poclkets, and a determined and
obstinate cxpression on his face, He knew from
Trimble—tire Peeping Tom of the School House—
that the new boy was coming early this afterncon.
As a stranger in the distriet, he was sure to follow
the high road to the school—not one of the short
cuts—and so the fag was certain of meeting him.

Reggie improved the period of waiting by
Ineading several snowballs with great care.

Wally and I'rank had long been out of sight
when a sturdy lad came swinging down the lane
from the village. Reggic watched him as he came
along. He was a good deal bigger than Reggie,
and his face, a liftle funburnt, was very good-
looking and glowing with health. ITe was wear-
ing an overcoaf, and had a bag in his hand.
Reggie wondered whether this was Dick Roylance,
the new junior for the ITourth Form at St. Jim's.
He did pot want to begin on the wrong party.

As the sturdy lad came swinging up wiih a
springy stride, Reggie shouted,

“Hallo I

The neweconier pansed,

“Hallo 1” he responded, evidently surprised at
being hailed by a stranger.

“You the new kid for St Jim's®?

“Oh, yes! I'm going to St. Jim's, cortainly 1"

:: N&m?’s Roylance 7™

“Oh, good !” said Manners minor. ITe had his
hand bechind him, with a snowball in it, aud,
having thus ascertained tho identity of the
stranger, ho brought the missile suddenly into
view, hurling it with unerving aim. ’

Whiz! Smash |

The missile took Roylance by surprise. T
smashed on his chin, and he staggered baclk,
gasping,

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Reggie,

ITe whizzed a second snowball, which cauelt
the new junior on the nose.

The New Zealander staggered. e was taken
by surprise, and for a sccond or two he rubbed
his face, gasping, But he was very quick to dodge
the third snowball that flew from Reggie’s hand.

“Oh, that’s the game, is it 7" he cjaculated.

He jumped to the roadside, where snow was
piled thick under the trees. In a twinkling he

rasped a good handful, and a snowball whizzed
back at Reggic, who was about to deliver a
fourth shot, and not at ail expecting that prompt
return,

Smash !

“Yaroooh I” howled Reggic.

The newcomer’s missilo smashed in his face, and
Reggie sat down suddenly in the snow. The new
junior chuckled, and gathered up snow at a great
rate, pelting the fag vight and 50&.

That was not at all according to Reggie’s pro-
gramme. The matter was' not turning out so
funny as he had anticipated.

The new junior, chortling, pelted the fag inces-
santly, and Reggie scrambled wildly right and
left to dodge the missiles, having no time to
relurn them,

“Had enough ?” chuckled Roylance, at last.

“Yow-ow I” gasped Reggie, sitting up in 1he

snow and blinking at lum furiously., “Oh, you
rotter {”

“0Oh, come mnow; youre not hurt!” said
Roylance. “Let me give you a hand up I”

He stooped and caught the fag by the shoulder,
and lifted him to his feet—as easily as if he had

been an infang,
Taoe Gex Lisrary.—No. 1,615.



(]
Reggie's face was erimson with anger eand
chagrin. He had cmnp!etelg lost his temper.

“Let me alone, you cad!™ he howled, jerking
himself away. “Get away, you Take
that, hang you!”

“Ow!” yelled Roylance, as tho angry fag
hacked at his shin “QOh, my bhat! Why, you
cowardly little beast, I'll squash you I

Reggie, ashamed of his passionate action the
moment it was done, was too obstinate to admit
repentance. And he had not much time to speak.
Roylance scized him by the collar and shook him
like a rat. Reggie's teeth fairly clattered together
as he was shaken by that strong arm.

“Leggo!” he yelled,

“You young rotter |” panted Roylance. “If you
were big enough to stand up to me, I'd give you
the licking of your life!”

Shake, shake, shake!

“Yaroool! Leggo, you rotten bully I” shrieked
Reggie.

here was a sudden footstep, and a fellow with
a camera flung over his shoulder rushed through
a gap in the hedge and leaped into the road.

“Let him go! Let him alone, you cad!” he
shouted. And Manners of the Shell grasped
Roylance by the shoulder and swung him away
from the panting fag with a swing that sent him
spinning into the road.

CHAPTER 3.
A Fight to a Finish !

rotter !

UMP!
Dick Roylance, of New Zealand, sat down
in the middle of the lane with a heavy jar.

Manners glared at him.

Reggie grinned.

His elder brother had come along just in the
nick of time—from Reggie’s point of view. If
Manners had known what had preceded this
shaking bestowed on his minor, he would not
have acted as he had done. But he knew nothing
of all that. He had sighted Reggie squirming in
the grasp of a powerfully bwlt fellow, who was
shaking Eim like a rat, and he had dashed up to
interfere, as in duty bound.

“Qh |” gasped Roylance,

“You rotter!” shouted Manners, “If you want
to tackle somebody, hit a fellow as big as your-
self. I'm ready!”

Roylance staggered to his feet.

His handsome, sunburnt face was very grim
and angry now. His shin was aching from the
cruel hack of the fag’s boot,- and the names
applied to him were very disagreeable.

“Good!” he said quietly, “Step into the field
here, my son, and I'll do my best to make you
sorry for yourself!”

“T1"1] give you o chance!” growled Manners.
“Take hald of this camera, kid.”

He unslung his beloved instrument, and handed
it to Reggie.

Manners was & most peaceable fellow, as a rule,
but he was angry now; and, quiet fellow as he
was, he was by no means to be despised in a
serap.

He stepped through the gap in the hedge, and
Roylance {ollowed him. TIf the fellow wanted to
fight. Manners was ready to fight him. Who
Roylance was, he had not the faintest idea, and
he did not care.

Roylance threw off his overcoat, and pushed
back his cutfs. .

THE GeEM ¥V=m.1y.—[Ko. 1,615.
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“Ready 7 he asked.

“¥es, you rotter!”

“T'll make you take that name back!” raid
Roylance quickly

“Rats {”

And they began.

Reggie looked on with a grin. His sulky temper
was still in the ascendant, and he keenly antici-
pated seeing the new fellow licked. Manners was
the saller of the two, and somewhat older, and he
looked like having an advantage, though he was
not thinking of that

As a matter of fact, however, the new junior
was a good deal stronger than Manners. Manners
made that discovery after a few minutes of fight-
ing. The new fellow, too, knew a great deal of
the manly art of self-defence—another discovery
that Manners soon made.

There were no rounds in the fight. It was
hammer-and-tongs from start to finish But when
Manners, who was tired with a long tramp over
the hills that afterncon, gave ground, breathing
hard, Roylance instinctively paused. and gave
him time to recover.

Manners came on again, annoyed by being
granted a concession by a fellow to whom he had
taken a dislike He attacked hard. and Roylance
staggered under two or three blows that got home
with great effect

“Bravo'” chirruped Reggie.

Roylance did not go down. however. He re-
covered, after giving ground, and then attacked
hard. To Mannere’ surprise. his defence was
knocked to the winds, and knuckles thar seemed
made of iron were planted on his nose like a
hammer.

Crash !

Manners of the Shell went down on his back,

ard.
“Oh!” gasped Reggie blankly.
Roylance stood hacﬁ.
The Shell fellow got up dazedly His nose
was streaming red. and his eyes ran water,
“Take a rest.” said Rovlance “No hurry, you
know 1”
“Look out for yourself, you cad!”
Manners, rushing on him furiously
“Oh. all right!”

It was hard and fast fighting now, and punish-
ment was given and taken at a great rate Reggie
looked on wide-eyed. It wae dawning on him
that the new junior, though not so old as Manners
or quite so tall was stronger and heftier in nearly
every way at serapping.

Reggie had seldom. if ever, seen a fight of such
hitter determination, and he had never dreamed
tgat his major could stand up to punishment like
this.

But the bitier realisation of defeat was already
in Manners’ mind. He would not admit that he
was beaten, and he fought on fiercely while an
ounce of strength remained in him.

But he was spent at last

A heavy right drive sent him whirling, and be
erashed to the ground again. He made a fierce
effort to rise. and sank back again from sheer
weakness, '

Roylance blinked down at him. The new
fellow’s right cye was closed, and rapidly darken-
ing. His nose was swollen, and his lip cut. He
had won, but he had paid for his victory.

Reggie ran to his brother.

“Harry. old chap!” he muttered.

He helped his major into a sitting

“Do vou want to go on?” aske

shouted

osition.
Roylance
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Manners minor suddenly brought the snowball from behind him and hurled it with unerring aim.

Smash! The missile landed on Roylance’s n‘.:hlrsti

roars

quietly, and withont a trace of swank. “I’'mn
satisfied if you are.”
Manners pantod.
“I can't go on, or I'd smash you!” he mullered.
“Right you are!”
“You rotten bully |” shouted Reggie.

Roylance looked at him,

“I won’t touch you,” he said. “You're not
worth it, anyway. I don’t sce what that chap
wanted to stand up for you for, you sueaking
little cad !

“You rotten brute!” snarled Reggie. *“Got
away from here, you hooligan!”
The new junier made a movement, and

Manners staggered up and interposed.

“You've licked me,” he said bitterly, “but if
you touch my brother again you've got to deal
with me, all the same. Come on, if you like |”

Roylance stepped back.

“Your brother, is he?” he answered. * Brothor
or not, you might stop to inguire a little before
you mix in his rows next time. But I'm not
going to touch him.”

Roylance picked up his overcoat and donned

and he staggered back, gasping. *“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Reggie.

it, :énd picked up his bag and went back into the
road.

Manners stood breathing heavily, while the new
junior tramped on, rather slowly, and disap-
peared up the lane.

“You're hurt, Harry!” said Reggie.

Manners’ bruised face reddened with humilia-
tion. He had chipped in to protect his brother
and he had been licked under the fag's eyes. It
was not a pleasant or gratifying result.

“You put up a jolly good fight,” said Reggie
consolingly. *“You couldn’t help it if he %&g'las
better than you.”

“0Oh, dry up!” snapped Manners, not at all
consoled by that tactfu]p remark.

Regf'ie loolced sulky at once. He did not make
any allowance for his brother’s humiliation and
his physical sufferings at that moment.

“Well, you were licked,” he said.
bigger than he is, too.”

“Shut up, I tell you!”

“Here's your old cameral!” growled Reggie.
“T'l clear if you're going to slang me Just

T Gex Lisrary.—No. 1,615.

“You're



8

heeanse you're licked, I didn’t ask you to chip
in, either.”

Manners took the camera in silence, and Reggie
stalked away.

The Shell fellow moved away slowly and
heavily to bathe his face in the brook across tho
ficld. “But with all he could do to his face, it
remained » starthng sight A hard fight without
zloves cannot fail to leave traces.

He was not feeling ha.plpy as he moved off
towards the school at last. He had been licked by
a fellow he hau never seen before, and, so far as
he knew, was not likely to see again. He was
feeling tired, hunnhated, and spent, and there
was an unaccustomed bitterness in his heart—a
feeling that was something like hatred of the
unknown opponent who had defeated hun,

CHAPTER 4.
Noblesse Oblige !

1 WAVQO. Kildare !”
“Good old Kildare1”
(13 GO ]|ll

The football match on Big Side had ended,
Kildare kicking the winning goal almost on the
stroke of ture,

Arthur Augustus waved his eyeglass in greab
excitement and glee. But as the footballers came
off the field the swell of St. Jim’s jammed his
celebrated monocle into his eye and turned it on
his chums.

“1 wondah if that new chap’s awwived!” he
remarked.

“What new chap?” yawned Blake,

“The new chap Fwom New Zealand, you know,”
said Arthur Augustus. “1 was thinkin’ of lookin’
for him, and giving him a word of welcome! It
will make him feel wathah at home, you know.”

“What about tea?” asked Herries,

“Nevah mind tea now, Hewwies.”

“But 1 do mind!” grunted Herries.
hungry—"

“Same here !” remarked Digby. “Let's scout
for tes, and let the new fellow go and eat coke!”

“Hear, hear!” chimed in Blake.

Arthur Augustus shook his head.

“1 we a'é" it as bein' up to us” he said.
“Qtudy No. 6 is bound to do the polite thing. T
suggested to Marnahs goin’ along to the station
to meet the new chap. But I feah that Mannahs
is wathah selfish. We are bound to give the New
Zealand chap a cheewy gweetin’,”

“Oh, blow|” said Herries. “What on earth
does he care whether we give him a cheery greet-
ing or not? Let’s sce if we can dig up some-
thing for tea ”

“Pewwaps you may as well sce to the tea,”
admitted Lrthur Augustus thoughtfully. “If 1
can find Wovlance, 1 will bwing him in to tea.”

And the swell of St. Jim’s marched off to look
for the new junior. “Noblesse oblige” was
Gussy’s noble maxim

The Honourable Arthur Augustus felt that it
was up to him to give the New Zealand junior
a cheery greeting, at least. A new fellow,
cspecially one from a distant Dominion, was
likely to feel rather lost on his first day at a big
school; and Arthur Augustus was generously
prepared to devote what remained of the after-
noon to making Dick Roylance feel at home.

He bore down upon Taggles in_his lodge to ask
whether Roylance had arrived. But Taggles had
seen nothing of him.
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“Bair Jove! He 1s wathah late!” remarked
Arthur Augustus. “IHis twain must have been in
a long time ago Are you sure you have not seen
him, Taggles? You know what a vewy careless
old chap you arel”

Taggles gruuted and retired to his
apparently not pleased by that remark

“Ba, Jove! Taggles gwows cwustiah evewy
day !” murmured Arthar Augustus. “EHowevah,
I suppose the chap hasn’t awwived yot. Pewwaps
I had bettah wait here for him ™

Having come to that deeision, Arthur Augustus
leaned his noble back against one of the old stone
pillars ot the gateway, and watched the road
through his eyeglass,

He had noc very long to wait, as it happened.
In five munutes or so a lad in an overcoat came
ap the road, vith a bag in his hand.

Arthur  Augustus D'Arey gazed at him
curiously. The stranger had a <wollen nose, a
black eye, and severai brmses on his face; also
his collar was crumpled, His appearance, in this
condition, was not exactly prepossessing.

The strangzer stopped at the gates.

“Is this St. Jim s?” he asked civilly.

“0Oh wvaas!?

“Thank »oul!”

The stranger came 1n.

“Gweat Scott " murmured the swell of Bt
Jim's  *“Th s must be Woylance!”

He realise. that Raoylance could not have
turned up iv that state from choice. The new
bo_v]must have had some misadventures on the
road.

“ fxcuse me!” said Arthur Augustus politely.
“¥You are Woylance I pwesume?”

“Mvy name is Roylance.”

“Yaas | sa1d Woylance,” answered Arthur
Augustus invocently “You are the new kid
comin' intn the [Fourth Form here—what?”

IiYes-!l

“T ain vewy glad to make your acquaintance,
deah boy: Pway allow me to intwoduce myself—
D'Arev ot the Fourth.”

Avthur Augustes held out his hand, and Roy-
lance, though he looked a little surprised, shook it.

“T twust you have not had an accident comin’
licre, Woylance?"

Rovlance grinned faintly.

“Not an accident—a fight,” he answered.

“ Ahem I”

“Not exactly my fault,” added Roylance. “I
didn’t look for a scrap, walking here from the
station. you may be sure wasn’t anxious to
turn_up at the school in this state.”

“Bai Jove. T imagime not !’

“PDoes my face lock very bad ?” asked Roylance

lodge,

anxiously.

“Alem | Wathah knocked about,” said Arthur
Augustus  “ Wailton will he wathah surpwised, I
feah T undahstand that you are comin’ into the

Scheol House?”

“Yes; I've been told to report myself to a Mr.
Railton ”

“That's our Housemastah, deah boy—a jolly

good sort! You had bettah explain to Mr,
Wailton Ahem! I supﬁom you weally could not
help gettin' that black eye if some wuflian

attacked you.”

“Not exactly a ruffian,” said Roylance, smiling,
“ A schoolboy 1 think.”

“One of the Gwammah School chaps, I expect.
Did you lick him?” x

“J think so.”

“Bwavo! WNo good tellin® Wailton that,
thourh. He wouldn’t care whethah you licked the
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Gwammah School cad or not. There are some
things that a Housemastah does not compwehend
the 1mportance of,” explained Arthur Augustus.
“Pewwaps you would like me to take you to Mr.
Wailton's study 7”

And. Arthur Augustus marched his protege
ncross the quad towards the School House, ap-
Earently oblivious of the curious glances which

oylance’s remarkable eye drew from all sides.

CHAPTER 5.
Looking After the New Boy !

M MERRY and Monty Lowther were on the

School House steps. They were waiting for

Manners to come in, rather impatiently.
Manners was wanted for tea, but he was staying
out. But Tem and Morty forgot Manners as
soon as they saw D'Arcy’s striking-looking
companion.

“Woylance of the Tourth, deah boys!” said
Arthur Augustus, with dignity. “Tom Mewwy
and Monty Lowthali, Woylance. Woylance has
had a scrap with a wuffianly Gwammawian on the
way here.”

“My hat! I was wondering if he’d met a
motor-car, and tried to stop it with his nose!”
remarked Lowther.

“Weally, Lowthah——"

“Too bad!” said Tom Merry, “You'll have
to explain that eye to Railton, Roylance. You
must tell him that you dido’t come from New
Zealand like that.”

“T am goin’ to explain to Wailton,” said Arthur
Augustus loftily. “ A posish like this weguiahs a
few words fwom a fellow of tact and judgment.
Come on, Woylance !"

The swell of St. Jim's marched his protege into
the House, and tapped at the Scﬁool House
master’s door.

“Come in!” sounded the deep voice of Mr.
Railton.

“That eye weally needs some eoxplainin’, but
wely on me |” whispered Arthur Augustus.

Ho marched the New Zealand junior in.

Mr. Railton rose to his feet, a surﬁrised ex-
fl'easion coming over his face at the sight of Roy-
ance’s remarkable aspect.

“Who is this?” he exclaimed.

“This is Woylance, the new boy, sir.”

“Roylance! What do you mean, Roylance, by
presenting yourself at school in this condition?”
exclaimed Mr. Railton

“Tt was not Woylance's fault, sir,” said Avthur
Angustus, before the new junior could reply.
“ Wguyla.nce was attacked by a beastly wuffian, sir,
on his way here fwom the station, It was vewy
much against bis will, sir, that he weceived a
black eye and ewocked noge.”

“You may leave the study, D’Arcy.”

“Weally, sir, I was goin’ to explain—"

"”Roylance can explain for himself. You may

0.
g“011, vowy well, sirl” said Arthur Augustus,
with dignity. .

He gave Roylance an encouraging look and
quittefthe study, closing the door after him.

“Haven't you explained to Railton?” inquired
Monty Lowther

“Wailton _was wathah short and sharp,
Lowthah. His mannahs seem wathah to fail
sometimes. I weally hope he is not goin’ to wag
Woylance. The poor fellow could not help bein’
attacked by a wascally wuffian, could he?”

“But was he?” inquired Tom Merry.

9

“Oh, yaas! I think it must have been one of
the Gwammawians. Woylance could not have
wanted a sewap on his wuy to school, you know,”

“No, I suppose not,” agreed Tom Merry,
laughing. “Rathe- rotten of the chap who went
for him if he knew he was a new kid turning up
here for the first time.”

“Yaas, wathah! I am goin’ to ask Woylance
to tea in Study No 6,” continued Arthur
Augustus. “If yoa fellows would care to come,
and make a weally impwessive occasion of it, we
should be delighted.”

“Charmed |” grinned Lowther. “It’s an
honour and a distinction to have tea in the com-
pany of a fellow with an eye like that 1"

“Weally, Lowthah——"

“But we shall have to wait for Manners,” said
Towther. “The silly chump is still taking phoio-
graphs somewlhere. But even Manners will have
to give it up at dark, I suppose.” .

The Shell fellows returned to the steps, to wait
there for their absent chum.

Arthur Augustus waited in the corridor for
Roylance. The new junior camo out of the
Housemaster’s study at last. .

“Wagged, deah boy ?” asked D’Arcy anxiously.

Roylance shook his head.

“Oh, nol Mr, Railton was very decent, I
suppose he understood that I didn’t get this on
purpose.”

“Vaas; he is wathah an intelligent chap for a
ITousemastal,” agreed Arthur Augustus, *Pew-
waps you would like to come up to the dorm and
let me attend to your injuwies?”

“You're very good |”

“Not at all, deah boy I said Arthur Augustus
graciously.

M T T T T H TR T
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|
ACTO™ cppept
THRILLS !

Dirt track racing was the Head of St. Clair’s
pet aversion , . , he hated the sport and had
put the local speedway out of bounds. It
was the ** sack " for any fellow who put his
nose inside the place . . . but there were two
who couldn't resist the lure of the flying
cinders. Dave and Con, the Schoolboy
Cinder Shifters, knew it was asking for
trouble, but they had to race—the speed

. fever had got them, and it'll get you, too,
when you read their adventures in

“SCHOOLBOY CINDER SHIFTERS”

Alfred Edgar's grand yarn,
appearing now in

MODERN BOY

Every Saturday 2d
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He piloted the new junior to the Fourth Form
dormitorv, and expended quite a lot of trouble in
attending to the injuries.

Roylance looked a little better when he had
finished, but there was no getiing rid of a black
eye and a swollen nose.

““1 have to sce my Form-master and the House
dame,” said Roylance, as they left the dormitory.

“Follow me, deah boy!”

Arthur Augustus led the way to the Fourth
Torm master’s study, and waited while Roylance
interviewed Mr Lathom—to whom another ex-
planation of the black eye had to be made—and
then guided him away to the House dame’s room.

“PDon’t let Mrs. Mimms give you your tea,”
he warned. “We want you to come to tea in our
study, Woylance We are goin’ to kill the fatted
calf in your honah. vou know.”

Roylance smiled .

“Right you are!” he said.

And after he had seen the House dame, Arthur
Augustus marched him off to the Tourth Form
passage,

In that quarter his eye and nose drew a good
deal of attention and some remarks.  Fourth
Formers_did not stand on ceremony with a new
fellow. Roylance entered Study No. 6 with his
new friend, and received thrce separate stares
from Blake, Herries, and Digby, who were get-
ting tea. They had never seen a new junior with
a tace quite like that before. Arthur Augustus,
with considerable dignity, introduced the necw
fellow. Blake & Co grinned and bade him
weleome. Dig, indeed, carried hospitality so far
as to offer him the window: curtain to make a
sling for his nose—an offer that was not accepted.

—_— —

CHAPTER 6.
After the Battle !
1 HERE the dickens has Manners got to?”
Tom Merry and Lowther asked that
question of one another, but, naturally,
neither could answer it. . i

The winter dusk was falling, and it was not
possible that an enthusiastic photographer like
Manners could be taking photographs in the
dusk.

“Seen Manners?” the chums asked every fellow
who came in. .

But nobody had, till at last Baggy Trimble of
the Fourth was able to give information,

“He, he, he! T saw him bathing his nose !”
was Trimble’s answer.

“Bathing his nose!” repeated Tom Merry.

“He, he, he—yes!” giggled Trimble. “I asked
him who’d been punching his nose, and he called
me names. He’s been licked, you bet!”

And the fat and podgﬂ Baggy rolled in, ap-

arently quite pleased that Manners had been
icked.

Tom and Lowther looked at one another.

“J suppose he's got into a row with the Gram-
marians,” said Tom, at last,

“Shouldn’t wonder! We shall be too late for
tea in Study No. 6 if he doesn’t come in !”

“Hallo, here he is!”

A tired figure with a camera came through the
gathering dusk, and the Shell fellows recognised
their chum. He was looking different from usual,
however. His face was in a considerably worse
state than Roylance’'s had been.

“Hallo! Been in the wars?” asked Tom.

Manners grunted.

Tre Gex Lisary.—No. 1,615.
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“Yes; can’'t you sec?”

“H'm!” murmured Tom. “Come in, old chap!
Tea's ready |”

Manners was ill-humoured, and it was very
seldom that he was ill-humoured, though his
temper was quick at times. It was a chum’s duty
to bear with a chum, so Manners was given his
head, so to speak. Manners followed the two into
the House and up to the study. There he sat
down in the armchair, evidently fatigued.

Tom and Monty regarded him doubtfully.

“You said tea was ready !” mumbled Manners.

“We're asked into Study No. 6. If you don't
cale to come—"

“Why shouldn’t I come?”

“No reason why you shouldn’t, old chap!” said
Tom. more and more surprised at this un-
accustomed rattiness. * Let’s get along, then!”

“1 suppose you mean my faco looks dis-
graceful 1¥
“Well, it's a—a bit disfigured. That won’t

matter, of course.”

“I don’t know that I want to show
though.”

“All serene! We'll have tea here,” said Tom
pacifically. “You got into a row out of doors, I
suppose 7

“T should think you could guess that, looking
at me.”

“Well, T did guess it, looking at youw,” said
Tom, determined to be good-tempered. “One of
the Grammar School cads?”

“No; a rotter—a waster—I'd never secen before!
A low, bullying cad !” growled Manners savagely.
*“1 got the worst of it, though 1

“Can’t always get goals!” remarked Monty
Lowther. “The fighting record of this study is
good cenough to allow for a defeat now and then.”

“It wasn't exactly a defeat. I was tired. I'd
been a couple of hours on the tramp. Otherwise,
I might have smashed the brute, as I wanted to.
1I'd like to meet him again somewhere!” said
Manners, between his teeth.

“A stranger to you?” asked Tom.

“Yes—hang him1”

“Well, he must have been a rotten brute to
pick a row with you for nothing!” said Tom.
“We'll trot out ::mr]v look for him on Saturday, if
vou like. I suppose he belongs to this neighbour-
hood? One of us will give him another turn |”

“Well, you'd have licked him, I suppose; but
I don’t want anybedy to fight my battles. I ecould
tackle him if I was at my best.”

“0Of course you could,” agreed Tom. “But did
the brute start a row for nothing at all?”

“He was bullying my minor,” said Manners.
“I came up, and caught him deing it, and went
for him.”

“I suppose you asked what the trouble was
rIileﬁ-.u:'e you pitched into the stranger?” asked

om.

“No, I didn’t! He was shaking Reggie, liko
a cowardly brute, and then I came up. You'd
naturally think Regg]i:e was to blame, of course!”

“Not at all. But I suppose he might be.”

“What about tea?” asked Lowther, thinking it
was wise to change the subject. “I suppose you're
hungry, old fellow?”

Manners rose and looked in the glass. He
scowled at his reflection, which certainly was not
pleasing to the eye just then. y

“T shall get chipped about this!” he growled.
“Linton will jaw me in class to-morrow. Hang
the fellow—hang him!” -

“Well, you can tell Linton you couldn’t help it,”

it off,
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OFF!

—with Monty
Lowther.

Hallo, Everybody !

A band leader complains there will soon be
no old sengs left to swing, Some people, of
course, think the band leaders should swing
themselves !

Story : * That comedian would have a good
act, if he could sing,” said the manager of the
Wayland Hippodrome to the electrician. * Yes,
if he was o comedian ! 7’ said the clectrician.

A sequel to the film

STOP PRESS:
So the Friar

s Robin Hood "' is fo be made.
will have another Tuck-in!

Mr, Lathom says that as far as prep is con-
cerned, the average member of the Fourth won't
bo bothered. Is that a promise ?

When a bus ran down a Iu"ll backwards in
Wayland, the driver calmly sleered it Hll it
reached the bottom. While the conductor,

boards !
Dame Toggles went to the fishmonger’'s in

Rylecombe. ** Are these fish fresh ? " ghe asked.
“ Fresh, ma’am ?” exclaimed the fishmonger.

S N HR e e

“Jt's no worse than I was after my
fight with Grundy.”

“But you licked Grundy

Evidently it was the defeat that rankled in
Manners' breast, not the damage. And that sur-
prised his chums, too, for Manners was usually
a sportsman, and could take the downs with the
ups.

“Well, vou'll lick this hooligan chap next time,”
said Monty Lowther. “We'll look for him on
Saturday afternoon, and see fair play while you
wallop him1” -

Manners grunted. Perhaps e had an inward
doubt about the walloping.

« Mipht be the same chap Roylance met,” said
Tom thoughtfully. “He had & fight with some
ruffianly fégllow as he came here.”

“Who's Roylance?” growled Manners,

“The new chap. You've heard him spoken of.
A Lid from Australia or New Zealand, I hear.
He had a scrap on the road here with some
ruffian, Gussy says. He came in looking nearly
as bad as yow Seems & decent chap, though.”

There was a step in the passage, and Arthur
Augustus’ monocle gleamed in.

“You here, you fellowsl You are keepin’ tea
waitin’, if you don’t mind my mentionin’ it. Bai
Jove! Anvthin' happened, Mannahs?”

I”
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1 hope, just as calmly changed the destination.
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# Just look at 'em! Nah then—down! Lie

gtill, can't yer ¥ "

Safcty tip : If you ever get into u serap and
things begin to look tough, just climb a tree
and pull it up after you !

Herries inquires what ho should got a second-
hand piano for these days ¢ Afraid I can’t think
of any good reason at all !

Do anglers ever tell the truth ? inquires a
reader. O, yes, wchen they tell cach other
they don’t believe each other!

Oh, I've borrowed Herrics’ cornet for a day or
two. I can’t play it—but neither can he, whilo
T’ve got it !

A Wayland firm is advevtising for a new
cushier. They haven't found their old one
yel.

Now for a few jokes: * Seven days ov thirty
shillings,” rapped the judge. “ LIl take tho
thirty shillings,” said tho defondaut quickly.
Clang the fire irons if you've heard it.

** Have you cut the sleeves ont yet 2 ¥ the
tailor asked his apprentice. * Yes, sivy I
eut them out right at the stavt—they were too
difficult.”’ )

Grundy went into a restaurant in Wayland
where they advertise they will sorve anything.
“ I want an elephant sandwich,” ordered Grundy.
* White or brown bread, sir?" * Brown,
pleage.” ¢ Indian or African elephant, sir?”
“ Indian,” said Grundy. ' And how many
sandwiches would you like, sir ? 7’ * One,” said
Grundy. “ But, sir,” protested the waiter,
* you surely don’t imagine 1 am going to kill an
clephant for ono sandwich t 7

IIIIIHlillIIlIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIlIlilIIIIIIIIIIlIIIII1IIII!I!I1IIIIIH]IIIH|l!l!tl.llllllllllI[IllIIII!IlIIIIIHIIIIIIIIIlI.IIIIIIIIIIIlI'IHIIIIII!IIIIIIIIIIIIH:"

I'll be gecing you, chraps.
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“No!"” said Mannpers, with savage sarcasm.
“T've been to a beastly doctor to have my face
made like this, of course.”

“Weally, Mannahs, you need not snap a fellow’s
head off! Did you mect the same wuffian who
attacked Woylance 7” .

“How shonld I know, ass, when I don’t know
anything about Roylance and his silly ruflian?”

“Ts that what you call a polite weply,
Mannahs?” asked Arthur Augustus, with ehilly
dignity. “If you wegard that as civil or polite,
I can only wemark that you are labouwin’ undah
a vewy sewious mizappwehension.”

“QOh, rats!”

The noble eye of Arthur Augusius gleamed
behind his monocle. But he remembered® that he
had come there to take the Terrible Three to tea,
and lie forbore to utter the crushing words that
rose to his lips.

“Pway come along, deah boys,” he said, with
elaborate courtesy. “Tea is waitin’ in Study No.
6. I shall be vewy pleased to intwoduce you to
the new fellow, Mannahs!”

“T.don't care a twopenny rap aboul the ncw
fellow

“Bai Jove!"

Tae Goy Lisriny.—No. 1,615,
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“Mannals, old
Merry.,

“I'm not coming !" said Manners.
can go !”

“But you want your tea !”

“Hang tea !”

“Pewwaps 1 had bettah wetialy,” sajd Arthur
Augustiats, in his most stately manner, and he
promptly retived,

Tom  Merry and Lowther eved Manners
dubicusly. They had accepted the invitation {o
tea in Study No. 6. But they did not like leaving
their chum behind, Manners had thrown himself
savagely into the srinchair again,

“0h, go!” he said, meeting his ehums’ glances,
“1 couldn’t eat now, anyway. 1'm fairly pipped !
Don't mind my temper—I'm feelin’ roften! Got
off to Study No. 6, and I'll go and give my nose
another bathe 1

‘*All serene, then!”

Tom und Monty followed the swell of the Fourth
to Study No. 6.

Tea in Study No. 6 was a cheery meal. Roy-
lance was very cheery, in spite of his damages,
and Tow and Monty rather liked him.

But Tom and Lowther could not help thinking
about Manners, and the unlucky rvesult of his
afternoen’s outing. He would certainly have done
better to wateh the first eleven mateh with Tom,
or to accompany Monty Lowther to rhe ecinema.
And, knowing Reggie as they did, the chums were
not at all certain that that lively young gentleman
had not asked for all that he had received from
the rufhanly stranger. They felt, too, that
Manners probably had a sceret misgiving on that
point, upon reflection.

After tea, they returned to their awn study
sooner than they would otherwise have done,
hoping” to find Manners m a better humour. But
Manners was not there. Possibly he was attending
to his injured nose somewhere. The chums nf {hn
Shell began their prep in a less chetr oo ul
than usual.

chap——" muriured Tom

“You fellows

CHAPTER 1.
Manners Meets His Enemy !

¢ § ACKEYMO, this is jolly good I”
J Smith minor of the TFourth made (hat
remark, and Giacomo Coutarini, an Tialian
jnnior who had come to 8t Jim’s at the begin-
ning of the new term, grinned and nodded

The two were at tea in Study No. 7, which they
shared.

Tea was usually a very appetising spread in
Study No. 7, for Jackeymo had a skilled hand
at turning out Italian dishes.  And hLis macaroni
was a thing of beauty and a joy for ever
Macaroni, made up with cheese and flavoured with
tomato, is a dish for the gods: and it has the
special merit of being cheap  Frank Smith
grinmed with pglee over his plate, and Jackeymo
smiled the smile of the great artist who has found
appreciation,

Tap!

Smith minor had just filled his mouth. =0
Contarini_called out “Eotrante!” as the knock
came at the study door. The Ttalian junior often
dropped into his own language without thinking,
though his Enzlish was quite good.

Arthur Augustus threw open the door

‘“Here you are, Woylance !”

“Hallo, new kid!” said Smith minor, having
negotiated his macaroni.
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“Woylance is goin® to share this study, Smith.”

“Oh !” said Smith minor, not at all pleased.

Contarini, considerably more polished than the
candid Smith, rose to his feet, and nodded to the
New Zealand junior

* Buona sera, signorinoe!1” he said.

“He doesn’t know what Bony Sarah nieans, you
ass 17 said Snuth minor; and indeed Dick Roy-
lance was surprised at the greeting.

“ It means good-evenin',” said Arthur Augustus
loftily. Gussy prided himself on knowing @ little
Talian.

“You are very weleome, signorine,” added
Contarint,  “It shall be with pleasuve that we
receive you into ous study "

Y Oh, you can comte in ¢ caid Smith minor. *If
Railton shoved you in here, we've oot to have you,
anyway 1"

“ Weally, P'wank Smith, you might put 1t a little
more gwacefnlly i

" Bow-wow |”

Roylance smiled He did not expect the
manners of Sir Chaeles Grandison 1n the Fourth
Form of 8t. Jim's. If he had, he would cortainly
have been disappamted. Gussy was the only
Grandison that St, Jim’s could boast.

“II you haven’t had your tea, wire in and try
our inacarvoni,” coutinued Smith nunor, who was
hospituble as well as candid. “It’s ripping!
.Jmﬁ)cc_\fmo malkes it over the study fire; he learned
it in Italy. Jackeymo’s an Italian, as you ean
guess by his weird lingo. There's a chair, Gussy;
sit down, do. This is a regular feast !

“Thank you vewy much, deah boy, I have had
niy tea,” said Arthur Augusius. 1 came to iniwo-
duce your new stodymate, You will not be
cxpected to do any pwep this evenin’, Woylanee,
If you wequiah any
information about anythin’, wemiembah I am next
door.”

“Thank you very much!” said Roylance.

“Not at all, deah baoy!” :

Arthur Augustus gracefully rctired, and left
Roylance with his studymates.

The New Zealand junior, having had his tea in
Study No. 6, declined to sharve in the macaroni,
He unpacked his books while Snuth minor and
Jackeymo finished their tea

Tea being finished, Smith minor left the study,
it not occurring to him to make any remark to his
uew studymate. Contarini lingered.

“You are [rom Zealandia, isn't
Contarini

“New Zealand,” said Roylanee, with a smile.

“8i, si!” nodded Contavini, “I am from
. We shall be amici—*

7

asked

MRS 3 ]
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“ Friends, in this study—eamici,” said Contarini,
smiling

“T'm sure | hope so0.”

“You have received some damage 7’

Roylance smiled,

“Yes: I got into a fight on my way here, By
the:way, 1 suppose my box ought to have got
here from the station by this time,”

“Forse che si, forse che no—>

“What?” .

“I mean, perhaps yes, perhaps no. But you
have your bag with your things?”

“Oh, yes. I left it in the dormitory.”

“Bueno! We will. if you wish, go and inquire
after your box.” v

“If it's not bothering you.”

“Non fa niente, Not at all.
Contarini.

Andiamo ! said
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Roxlanco left the study wilh him. In spite of
the damage to his face and the aclics and pains
consequent upon it, Dick Roylance was feeling
very cheerful and happy. He had wondered a
good deal what the fellows would be like at his
new school, and the kindness he had received
at St. Jim’s had made a very pleasant impression
on him.

True, he had only met some ot the best fellows
go far. Ho had other acquaiutances to make.
When he met Racke and Crooke of the Shell, and
Mellish and Trimble of the Fourth, he would dis-
cover that all St Jim's was not on the same level.

But so far his lines had been cast in pleasant
places. He was pleased, too, with his studymates,
though he would have been very glad to have
found himeelf an inmate of Study No. 6. Tom
Merry and Lowther, too, had been very cordial,
and he liked them. Ixcepting for his encounter
with the two unknown schoolboys on the road from
Rylcombe, hie was having a very agreeable day.

But his unknown adversary of Rylcombe Lane
was not destined to remain unknown much longer,
As he Jeft Study No. 7 with Jackeymo, Manners
of the S8hell came from the dirvection of the
dormitory stairs,

Manners stopped dead as his eyes fell on Roy-
lance.

“You here !” he exclaimed in amazenient.

Rovlance rccognised him at once.

“AMy hat!” he cjaculated. *Youl”

Contarini glanced from one to the olher,
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% Do you want to go on 7 ! asked Roylance quietly.
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“ You know Mannerst” he asked,

“Tvyve met him,” said Roylance grimly, Y1
didn't know his name,”

Manuers came towards the new junior, his fists
clenching, and a gleam coming into his cyes.

“8o you belong to this school ¥ ho asked,

“Yes, as you sce.”

“You—you're the new fellow they were speak-
ing of—Roylance*” excloimed Manners, unders
standing at last,

“Quite £0.”

“My hat! I might have guessed if, foo!” ex-
claimed Mannevs, * You were coming here, you
cad, when you stopped to bully my young
brother |

Roylance compressed Ins lips,

“wWe've had one fight to-day, Manners—if that’s
vour name,” le said quictly, “I don’t want
wuother, if you don’t. But I don't allow anybody
to eall me a cad and a bully I”

“Cad!” said Manners. “Bully !

Roylance drew a deep breath. ITe made a
stride forward, and then stopped. DManners was
so evidently unfit to stand up to him that he
paused. DManners regarded him mockingly,

“Well?” he snecred.

It was so unlike Manners to sneer that Con-
tarini stared at him almost open-mouthed.

But Roylance, who did not know Manners, and
had no idea of what a zood fellow Manners really
was, only looked contemptuous, Truly, Manners
liaxl not shown himself in a favourable light, and

“ P satisfied, if you are.” Manners gasped.

‘I | can’t go on, or 1'd smash you ! " he muttered.

Tue Geyx Liprary.—No. 1,615,
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Roylance could not be expected to guess that he
was in an angry, perverse mood, and quite unlike
his usyal self

“1 won't touch you,” said Roylance quietly and
scornfully. “I think you’ve had about as much
as you can stand for to-day.”

Manners' face flaned. .

“I'm ready for you, you cad!” le exclaimed.
“1 called you a cad and a bully; and so.-you are
a cad and a bully! Now then!”

“You can say what you like, but 1 shan’t stay
here to listen to it,” answered Roylance. ‘' Say
it again when you're fit to stand up and answer
for it, and I'll stop you soon enough 1” .

He walked on with Contarini, without giving
Manners time o reply.

The Shell fellow made one step after him, and
then stopped. The hopelessness of tackling his
enemy in his present state, after the severe licking
he had already received, was evident even to
Manners.

He swung away, and went to his own study.

A

CHAPTER 8.
Trouble in the Family !

1 H, here you are, old scout!”

“Time to get on with your prep.”

Tom Merry and Monty Lowther greected
their chum with determined good-humour as he
came into the study with a black brow.

eg could not quite understand Manners just
now, but they meant to bear with him patiently.
The Terrible Three were too good chums to
quarrel over an angry look or a snappish word;
and Tom and Monty realised that something must
be up with old Manners to make him look and
act as he was doing now. It was utterly unlike

him.

“Prep!” said Manners. “Hang prep! I sup
pose I've got to do it. Hang it!”

He sat down,

Manners was the one member of the Co. who
never seemed to find prep a bore. Now it made
him angry and discontented. He sat down, but
he did not begin work.

“Hang it!” he repeated

“Tired?” asked Tom.

“¥Yes; I'm tired and aching all over. I stuck
it out too long in serapping with that brute this
afternoon, I've never felt so dashed seedy in my
life,” growled Manners savagely. “A fag in the
Third could lick me!”

“You'll feel better later.”

“1 know that.”

“ Ahem |

Manners glared across the table at his patient
chums. It really looked as if he would have been
glad to quarrel with them, and they were more
and more amazed. But they were determined not
to quarrel, and they resumed their work quietly.
Manners opened a book, and closed it again with
a snap.

There was a tap at the door, and Dick Julian of
the Fourth looked in, with a cheery smile,

“You fellows finished?” he asked. * Grundy’s
holding o meecting in the Common-room—about
the St. Jim’s parliament, you know. He’s trying
to get up a party to get rid of the old gang.
We're going to pelt him with cushions.  You
fellows coming?”

Tom Merry and Lowther glanced at their un-
finished work. and glanced at Manners.

“I'm not coming!” growled Manners.
Crundy ! Let the silly fool alone !”

Tre GeM LiBrary.—Nn. 1615
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“Hallo! You picked up a sweet temper alon
with that eye, didn’t you, Manners?” aske
Julian, with a starve

“Oh, dry up!”
1Tn:nm Merry coloured with sheer shame for his
chium.

“Don't mind him, Julian,” he said hastily,
“Aanners is out of sorts this evening.”

“Oh, I don’t mind!” said Julian, though he
looked surprised. “Sorry I've bothered you.”

Hv left the study qmet.‘ry.

Manners gave a snort of discontent.

'I‘INO need to apologise for me, Tom Merry ! he

said. .
“ Rather necessary ro explain, though, T think,”
said Tom tartly at last, **What do you want fo
insult Julian for—one of the most decent fellows
in the House 7"

“Oh. bother Julian I”

Manners rose and moved discontentedly ahout
the study. His chums worked quietly at the table,

“Awfully busy, I suppose?” said Mauners sar-
castically, after some moments,

“Not if you want to talk,” said Tom, looking

.

1“1 don't want to tallk.”

“Then we may as well get on.”

“Oh, for goodness’ sake chuck up that rot for
a few minutes!” exelaimed Manners unreason-
ably. *You're not usually so jolly keen on prep.
You niissed it last night to have a boxing match
with Fiqgins.”

*““That’s right encugh,
like.”

“There's a cad I’'m going to have a fight with
on Saturday,” said Manners. “I shall be fit by
Saturday, Iyexpect.”

“That hoolizan who tackled you this after-
noon 7 asked Monty Lowther,

“ 'YeE IF)

“You know where to find him, then ?”

We'll chuek it if you

“Yes 1 know where to find him!” said
Manners grimly,
“Good® We'll come along with you and see

fair play.” said Tom Merry. “You'll lick the
rotter next ume.”

“I did my best this afternoon,” said Manners
moodily. “He walked over me, though. But I
blacked his eye, same @iz he did mine. I don’t
know whether 1 can lick the beast, but I'm going
to try  You couid.”

“T don t suppese I could if you couldn’t,” said
Tom mildly

“Oh, dent rot! You're a bhetter man at
serapping than I am |”

“ Bosh '

“Well you know you are! 1 could construe
your head off, and give you fifty in a hundred at
maths and beat you !”

“Granted 1” said Tom, laughing. “Not to
mention geography, French. German, drawing,
music. and some other things, including stinks.”

“But you could beat me in a scrap!” said
Manners, glarirg at his chum, as if daring himn
to deny it.

Tom Merry's sunny face grew very grave.

“1 don't understand you, Manners,” he veplied.
“You're talking jolly queerly this evening.
Whether one of us could lick the other doesn’t
matter a twopenny rap, and i certainly won’t
e put to the test. You seem to be saying all
the most unpleasant things you can think of.”

“You know it's true!” growled Manners.
“You're a fool n some things——"

“Oh, am I?” exclaimed Tom.

“Yes, vou are!”
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Q‘, Ina, —~ Detective Kerr
g E-._I! AN - } ;

b/ Investigates

No. 28.

THE
GAS-MASK
RESCUE.

N explosion in the chemistry laboratory one
A half—hollday was heard all over St. Jim's.
Masters and prefects rushing to the spot
found Darrell of the Sixth lying outside the lab,
almost overcome by fumes. eviving, Darrell
explained that he had been experimenting with
chlorine monoxide when he dropped a plece of
apparatus and caused the explosion. Almost over-
come by the poison gas, Darrell had an impression
of a junior wearing an A.R.P. gas-mask, as issued
to everybody at 8t Jim’s. The junior had
dragged Darrell clear of the lab and then dis
appeared. The school doctor, arriving almost
immediately, said he had been runﬁ up by a
junior, judging by the voice, The gallant rescuer
remnained to be discovered—Trimble and Piggott
both being claimants—and “ Detective ” Kerr seb
out to discover him.

Kerr: Is that the Rylcombe Telephone Iixchange,
please? This is St. Jim’s. You fook a call
from St. Jim's to Dr. Short, of Rylcombe,
about an hour ago?

OpPERATOR : Oh, yes! I remembor it. .

Kirr: Did the fellow who called Dr. Short give
his name ?

OpPERATOR: No, he used the phone in the prefects’
room. )

Kere: You know same St. Jim’s chaps, 1 dare
say. You couldn't identify the voice?

OreERATOR : I'm afraid I couldn’t. Whoever it was,
he said: “ Hurry this calll Dr. Short, Ryl-
combe three double seven.”

Kenr: I see Thanks very much.

Kerr: Hallo, Trimble! What’s all this about
your having performed a gallant rescue?

TriMere: Oh, it was nothing to a brave chap
like me |
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Lerr: What exactly did you do?

TrimsLe : I happened to be near the lab, and when
I heard the terrific explosion I didn’t hesitate
a second. 1 had been to the A.R.P. store, and
Kildare had given me a new gas-mask as my
other one didn’t fit. Seeing dense clouds of
poison gas issuing from the lab, I put on my
mask and, fearless as a lion, rushed inside. At
first I couldu’t make out a thing in the
choking black smoke—and the poison gas, of
course—but at that moment 1 saw Darrell
lying helpless on the floor. He was literally
at his last gasp when, exerting my herculean
streugth, I dragged him out into the open air.

Krrr: My only nat! What a story |

TrIMBLE: I dashed immediately to the plione and

_rang up Rylcombe three seven seven.

KEnn: %‘Vhieh phone ?

TrIMBLE ; The one in the prefeets’ room.

Kerr: So you're laying claim to being the hero
of the hour, too, Piggott? Quite a hefty per-
formance on your part, dragging Darrell out
of danger, wasn't it—seeing that Darrell is
about twice as heavy as you are?

Piegorr: Yes; it was fucky I had my gas-mask.
I believe I've strained myself a bit, though.
Kenr: And you rang up the doctor as soon as

you'd rescued Darrell?

Picgorr: Yes; Rylcombe three seventy-seven.

Kerr: Whose phone did you use? Mr. Railton's?

Pigeorr: No; the one in the prefeets’ room.

Krrg: Kildare tells me he issued you with a fresh
gas-mask early this afternoon, Merry ?

Merry: Yes, that’s correct. The one I had at
first was a bad fit. That was before detention
class started, though.

Kerr: Oh, I'd forgotten you wwere detained,
Merry !

MerrY* Yes, several of the School House were in
detention this afternoon—the aftermath of the
last House row, when Mr. Ratcliff reported us,

Kerr: So if one of them had broken detention he
wonldn’t be too eager to let it be known?

Merry: I suppose not.

Kerr: By the way, I'd like to ask Dr, Short a
thing or two. Do you know his number?

Megry: It's Rylcombe three double seven, Kerr.

Kerr: Thanks, Merry | Well, I'll be seeing you.

(Who is the real hevo—Tom Merry? Turn to
page 33 to see how Kerr solves the problem.)

T e T T T LT LT LR TR R LT TR

Tom Merry secmed to gulp something down
with difficuity. .

“Very weli,” he said. “If you think so, let it
go at that. I may as well get on with my prep.”

His face was a little set as he turned to his
work. Monty Lowther rose to his feet, with a
gleam 1o his eyes.

“Look here. Manners,” he said. “There’s
been enouga of this! If Tom’s a fool, it's
because he’s letting you talk to him like that,
instead of rubbing your cheeky nose in the
carpet.”

“It's all rmght, Monty,” said Tom, in a low
voice, “Do your prep, old chap.”

Manners gave & grunt.

Lowther sat down again, his brows knitted.

There was an uncomfortable silence for a time,
while Manners moved about restlessly.

It was trus enough that Tom was a more
athletic fellow than his chum, though Manners
had many advantages in his own way. It had
never seemed to trouble Manners before.
Probably he was thinking how he could have
handled Roylance if he had possessed Tom’s
fistical powers.

“I'm going to try, anvway!” said Manners at
last, speaking in answer to his own train of
thought. “Hang him! I'l lick him, or else get
smashed up !”

“0Oh, youll lick him all right!” said Tom,
almost as if ne were soothing a child. Manners
did indeed seem rather childish to his chums just

Tre Gex Lisrary.—No. 1,615.
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then. “We'll go on the warpath on Saturday
afternoon and hunt him out.”

“No need to do that. The cad’s here!”

“Here!” exclaimed Tom and Monty together.
“Yes Here at St. Jim’s.”

Tom Merry siared.

“But you said he wasn't a 8t. Jim’s fellow,
Manners I

“1 said 1 didn’t know who the brute was. It
turns out that he’s a new fellow. on his way here
when I came across him.”

“There ¢ oaly one new fellow come here to-
day,” observed Lowther. with a rather sirange
look at Minners, “That's Roylance, the New
Zealand chan.”

“That's the houud!”

Tom Merry rose Ile was angry now.

“Thar fellow 1s the chap you have been call-
mg a brute and & bully and a hooligan?” he
exclaimed.

IIYES‘I?

“Weli, hes nothing of the sort!” exclaimed
Tom, his eves Aashing *“I saw him in Blake’s
study, and talked to lim. He’s a thoroughly
decent chap so far as a fellow could tell at one
meeting. Everybody he's met likes him.”

“1 must say that he struck me as being decent
enough ' rentarked Monty Lowther, *“He seems
to think that he was in the right in that serap
this afternoun, too.”

“Oh. rot Taz

“He didnt know he'd peen scrapping with a
friend of ours. o1 a St. Jiun's feﬂow at all,
Manners Gussy thought it must be a Grammar
Schoal chap he foug 't with, and Roylance thought
the same 1 understand.” ’

“He knows better now.
the passage ”

“You re guing to fight Roylance on Saturday,
then?" asked Tom

“Yes I am.”

Tom Meiry luoked troubled.

“Look here, Manners, this isn’t good enough !
You've been describing a hulking bully to us, and
it turns out that you were talking about a chap
as decent as anybody here. t’s utter rot!
Roylance doesn’t look like a bully.”

“He was bullying my young brother when 1
came up."”

“Well 1f you actually saw him——" said Tom,
perplexed.

“He was grabbing him and shaking him like
a rat!”

“Well, thar might be bullying, and it might
not. Do you mean to say that he started on
Reggie for nothing at all?”

“I don’t know what happened before 1 came
up, naturally,” said Manners sullenly. “1If you're
going to suggest that Reggie was to blame. vou
can dry un. Reggie has his faunlts, but 1 suppose
he didn’t start trouble with a fellow twice as g
as himself.”

“] don't know about that,” said Tom.
“Reggie’s got a very uncertain temper. He
kicked my snins once, and have rung his
cheeky neck if he hadn’t been your brother. I
suppose I'm not a bully, either. 1 think you
might have asked what the trouble was before
you pitched into .a perfect stranger.”

“Weli T didu’t cﬁoose to 1

“And you're going to fight Roylance again,
without choosing to 1nguire whether he had any
reason for shaking Reggie?”’ demanded Tom
angnly.

Tre Geu Liprary.—No. 1,615
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“Yes, 1 am!”

“Then  think——" Tom Merry paused.

“Oh. go on!” said Manners bitterly. “ Tell me
what you think. It will be quite interesting!”

“1 hope sou'll think over it, and change your
mind.” said Tom—which was not what he had
beenr goir.g to say when he paused.

“Well, 1 shan't!”

“Look her., Mauners, don't be a fool I” ex-
claimed Lowther, whose paticnce was not quite sa
Job-like ar Tom Merry's. *“You're playing the
goat, and you know 1t! Your minor’s given
trouble enough in lots of ways already. My
opinion of tue pew chap is that he wouldn’t have
touched him unless Reggie had asked for it.
Reggie’s alwavs in hor water one way or another.
Anyway you can find out the facts before you
make a feud of it.”

“1 shar't do anything of the
Manners doggedly

“Then you've a pig-headed ass!” said Lowther
hotly. *“Youve got u down on this new kid
because he licked you, 1 suppose. If it was a
fair fight you've got nothing to grumble at.”

“TIt 15 a bit unreusonable, old chap !” said Tom.

“Well, why shouldn’t 1 be unreasonable if I
choose 7 said Manners deliberately “ Suppose
I'm down or that new cad, the same as Lowther
was down 9, Juhan when he came here becauso
the chap was a Jew ”

“1t wasnt because he was a Jew, and you
know it I"* shouted Lowther angrily. *“T was mis-
taken about him, and 1 owned up afterwards,
too! You're more than mistaken about Roylance,
You're down on him from sheer obstinacy, and
you know it as well as I do!”

“8o my own pals are gomng to back up that
new cad against me!” said Manners, with a
sneer. “Well, you can suit yourselves about it.
I'm going to fight him on Saturday, all the
same "

And with that Manners flung out of the study
and slammed the door after him.

Tom and Monty lnoked at one another grimly.

“Nice kettle of fish!” growled Lowther. *“It's
too bad to drag up my old row with Julian.
It’s rotten ”

“Manners is a bit queer to-night,” said Tom,
* He must hava got a thundering licking, and it’s
upset him.” He wrinkled his %rows. “If that
new chap were erowing over him, I’d go for him
like a shot! But he izn't. There’s no swank
abont the fellow; nothing of the kind. He seems
decent in every way, and good-natured, too. Why
can't Mannérs let him alone?”

“Bother the fellcw !” said Lowther, rather un-
reasonably. ‘“He’s made trouble enough in this
study! Why couldn’t he stay in Tasmania, or
Timbukm, or wherever it is he comes from 7"

Tom laughed

“It would be rather thick if a new chagx couldn’t
come to the school because Reggia can’t behave
himself, and Manners is bound to take up his
minor's quarrels,” he remarked. “It’s utter rot
}{q za.‘y the chap’s a bully| He's nothing of the

ind !

“Manners may forget all about it by to-
maorrow,” said Lowther hopefully. * Better kee
off the sublject till ne calms down, or we sha
have trouble in the family circle, and we don’t
want that !”

And Tom Merry nodded assent,

kind I said
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CHAPTER 9.
Bitter Blood !

RTHUR AUCGUSTUS D'ARCY ambled

gracefully along with Roylance when the

_Fourth Form marched off to their
dormitory at half-past nime.

Roylance had made the acquaintance of most of
the School House members of the Fourth Form
by that time. and, in spite of his black eye and
swollen nose, he had made a favourable impres-
sion on most of them. He was the subject of
curiosity now, as it had come out that his fight
g}] Iﬁylcombe Lane had been with Manners of the

ell.

Manners was such a peaceable fellow, as a
rule, that the juniors would have been disposed
to lay the blame on Roylance; but, on the other
hand, Roylance was evidently a good-natured
fellow, and not at all aggressive. It was rather
a puzzle how two such fellows had come to logger-
heads, especially as they were strangers to one
another, and Roylance, since discovering that his
adversary was a St Jim's fellow, had said
nothing about Reggie. He concluded, of course,
that the fag was a St. Jim's fellow, too, though
he had seen nothing of him since the meeting in
the lane,

Baggy Trimble gave Roylance o fat grin in the
dormutory.

“Did you lick Manners this afternoon, Roy-
lance, or did he lick you?” Baggy wanted to
know.

“Don’t ask questions!”
retort,

“That means that he licked you, I suppose?”
sneered Baggy.

“Just as you like.”

“You are wathah a tactless ass, Twimble!”
remarked Arthur Augustus severely.

“QOh, rats!” said the cheerful Baggy.

“Any of you fellows got any embrocation?”
asked Roylance, as he was raking his boots off.

“Want some for your nose?” grinned Blake.

“Or your eye?"” asked Cardew. . .

There was a laugh, and Roylance joined im.

“No; for my shin,” he said. “I've had a
knock.” . .

“I've got a bottle here,” said Levison. “Wait
a tick.”

Levison brought the bottle, and Roylance bared
his shin and began to apply it. A good many
startled glances were turned upon the black, ugly
bruise,

“Bai Jove you've had a bad hack there, deah
boy 1” said D'Arcy.

Roylance nodded.

“Doesn’t it hurt?”

* Well, a bit.”

“You haven't been making faces about it,
though,” remarked Blake, rather admiringly.
“It’s bad enough to make you limp. Xow on
earth did you get 1£?”

Roylance did not answer,

“TIt’s a hack,” said Mellish maliciously. “ That’s
the way Manners fights, T suppose—kicking a
chap’s shins!” -

“You are a wottah to suggest such a thing,
Mellish 1" exclaimed Arthur Augustus. “ Mannahs
is quite incapable of such a cowardly thing!”

“It wasn't Manners, was it, Roylance?” asked
Blake.

was Roylance’s curt

»

“Well, who was it, then?” demanded Mellish.
“You've had a bad kick right enough, and that’s
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a dirty trick! Did you have two fights on your
way here?”
‘INO"J
“Then
Mellish.
Roylance looked up.
“I've already said it wasn’{, Manuers,” he said

“He, he, he!” came from Trimble. “He's
afraid of Manners licking him again if he gives
him away I

“Dwy up, Twimble !”

Roylance coloured, but he
Levison chipped in.

“I don’t want to butt in, Roylance,” he said
seriously, “but you'll make a lot of fellows think
that Manners did that cowardly thing unless you
say who did it. I know jolly well Manners
wouldn’t, but—"

“It was a kid I met on the
Roylance.

“A kid came up to you and hacked your shins
for nothing?” giggled Trimble. “Give us an
casier one. Were you bullying the kid, though ?”

“No, confound you!” Lroke out Roylance
angrily

‘r.Oh. keep your wool on! Manners has been
saying that the fellow he fought with was a rotten
bully. T've heard him!”

“You heah too much, you eavesdwoppah 1”

“Well, Manners was shouting it out loud
enough for anybody to hear,” persisted Trimble,
“Contarini heard him, tvo.”

“Taci, taci.” said the Italian junior hastily,

““What the dickens do you mean by tarchey ?”

“J mean, dry up, my good I'rimble [

_ “Oh rats! You heard him; he was fairly yell-
ing. He said Roylance was a bully and a cad.”

Roylance’s face was crimson now.

“If you fellows care to hear what happened, I'll
tell you,” he said. “A kid snowballed me on the
road and bowled me over. T snowballed him back
and bowled him over, Then I helped him up, and
the young rotter hacked mg shins. That’s all. 1
shook him, as he wasn't big -enough for me to
whack. Manners came up just then and pitched
into me. That’s the whoFe yarn.,”

“Then I can jolly well guess who the kid was,”
chortled Trimble. “Maunners minor, of course!”

“Just like the little cad I said Mellish. “Was
it Manners minor®"”

“I didn’t Iknow ,he kid,”
evasively.

“Don’t you know him now, though?”

“Oh rats! Let the mafter drop! I'm fed-up!®

“¥Yaas, wathah! You talk too much,
Twimble.”

Kildare of the Sixth came in to put out the
lights, and the Fourth Form turned in. Trimble
and Mellish did not let the matter drop, but they
received no answer from Roylance. The New
Zealand junior was apparently asleep.

Roylance’s explanation was received in good
faith by all; it was cvidently the truth. Tt
accounted, too, for Manners having quarrelled
with the new fellow, which had been a puzzle
before. Some of the fellows wondered whether
there would be a renewal of hostilities on the
morrow. That was in Roylance’s mind, too, and
it made him uncomfortable. It was an unpleasant
incident to mark his coming to 8St. Jim’s—all the
more because he had found that his late adver-
sary was a chum of the fellows he had already
made friends with.

It struck him as curious that they should be

Tae Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,615.
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chummy with a hot-headed, unreasonable fellow
such &s he naturvally tock Manners to be. He
did not krow Manrners yet, and he could only
form his estimate from what he had seen.

Silent as he was, 1t was some tme before Roy-
lance slept. But he slept at last, and did not
waken till the rising-bell was clanging cut in the
wihiler norning.

His eye was a beautiful black when he turned
out, and 1t drew some grinning glances from the
other fellows, It was painful, too, but Roylance
bore that with quiet cheerfulness. When he went
down, Arthur Augustus and Contarimi wem with
him. They found the Terrible Three down early,
punting a footer about in the quad with less
uheurftﬁness than was their wonut.

At the sight of the new junior a black look
came over Manners' face. He left his chums, and
~sgmo towards the Fourth Formers,

““Come on, Manners!” called Tom Merry.

Manners did rot heed.

“A word with you, Roylance!” he snapped out.

Roylance stopped.

“As many as vou like !” he answered.

“You'll be free on Saturday afternoon, I sup-
pose 1"

“1 suppose so "

“What time would suit you, then 1"

“For what!”

“To try over again what we tried yesterday!”
zatd Manners grimly.

“] don't spocially want to try it over agaiu i

“You won’t have any choice about that )’

“Weally, Mannahs—" began Arthur Augustus
warmly.

“Don’t you chip in, Gussy!
speak tor himself, I suppose?”

“You have no wizht to allude to Woylance as
a fellow, Mannahs!”

“Cad, then, if he likes that better !”

“Ba: Jove !’

“1 will fight you again on Satnrday afternoon,
if you want me to,” said Roylance quietly.
“"You've called me some pretly namwes, and I‘)ll
do my best to make you sorry for 161"

“T'm surpwised at vou, Mannahs,” said D’Arcy,
in a stately way. *You are actin’ in vewy bad
taste in keepim’ up this wow, Weezie was to
blame in the first place.”

“What do you know abous i, ass?”

“I wefuse to be called an ass, Mannahs! And
I know that Weggio was to blame, because Woy-
lance says sol”

“It hasn’t occurred to you that he may be lying
about it?"” said Manners sarcastically.

“Certainly rot, Mannahs! I wegard the sugges-
tion as sneakin’ and mean!”

“Well, I doa’t know what he said, but I know
it's mostly lies,” said Manners coolly.

“You know nothing of the sort,” said Roy-
lanco calmly. “If you had asked me why I was
shaking that little rascal, I would have told you.”

“He hacked Woylance’s shin lika a cowardly
little wottah " explamed Arthur Augustus indig-
naut}y‘

“Beecause Roylance was bullying him, f he did
it at all,” said Manners,

“Wubbish! He was helpin’ Weggic up—"

“Quite an artist in lying, and no mistake|”
spoered Manners,

Roylance clenched his hande.

"You want to fight me on Saturday,” he said.
“I'm willing to leave it till then. But I warn
yvou that if you call me names again, I'll knock
von down without waiting for Saturday,”
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“Liar!” said Manners at once.

Roylante strode straight ot him, and Manners
ot his hands up. D'Arcy and Tom Merry and
owther interfcred at once, and tho two were
dragged back.

“Let me go!” shouted Manners angrily.

But his chumns marched him away, willy-nilly,

“Now, look here, Manners!” said Tom Merry.
“You're not fit for a scrap to-day. If you must
scrap with the new fellow, leave him alone till
Saturday, when you can put up something like
a hght. If you had any sense, you'd leave him
alone altogother !”
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Manners stopped dead as his eyes fell on Roylance.

“Why not ask Reggie what the trouble was
about?” suggested Lowiher.

“I don't care to.”

“Then youre a pig-lieaded duffer!” said
Lowther gruffly.
Manners' eyes gleamed.

“You'd better go and Eﬂ.] up with the new -ad,
and leave me alone!” he said. “I'll tell you
what I'm going to do. I'm going to call him a
1“"“!5"&“ tune I see him, whether you like it or
not

“He won't stand it,” said Tom. *You can’t
quite expect him to. You'll have your scrap
before Saturday, at that rate.”

“0Oh; he doesn’t scem very keen on it!" sneered
Manners,

“That's all rot] He’s not keen on it berause
he can seo that youw're not fit,” answered Tom.

(1} ‘fl.'ll
junior recognised at once the fellow he had i
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“I think it's jolly decent of Liim {o hold off, con-
sidering the way you're treating him !

“More likely he’s a funk!”

“(Oh, don’t be an ass!” =said Lowther irritably.
“On your own showing he walloped you yester-
day |’ i

“It’s liko you to throw that in my facc!” said
Manners savagely.

“1 don’t mean—

“0Ob, tbat’s enough!”

Manners left his chums, and tramped away
savagely by himself, with a black brow. They
looked after him blankly.

n

gral! " he exclaimed in astonishment.

ht with,

The New Zealand

“ My hat! " he ejaculated. ** Youl?”

“Well, my hat!” said Tom Merry.
It was all he could =ay.

CHAPTER 10,

An Unblessed Peacemaker !

ICK ROYLANCE tock bis place in the
Fourth Form that morning.

Mr, Lathom glanced at his damaged
face; but that had already been explained to the
Fourth Form master. Figgins & Co. of the New
House grinned at the sight of him., It was their
first view of the junior from New Zealand, and
his looks struck them as funny. They had never
seen a new boy turn up before in class with a
black eye and an ornamental nose.

After morning lessons, Roylance had some un-
packing to do, and Contarini and Smith minor
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went to lhelp him. IIe was not seen again iil
dinner, when Mannecrs gave Lim a dark look i
the dining-rootn,

Manners had had to explain his eye to Mo
Linton; and the Shell fellows had looked rathe:
grim when Manners told the Form-master that he
had bheen fighting with a hoolizan,

Mz Linton excused him; but he would not proh.
ably have done so had he known that tho hoolizau
referred to was really a St. Jim's [ellow.

Manners was in a perverse temper that puzzled
hiz chums, and even shocked them a little. Well
they knew the perversity of temper that dis-
inguished Manners mmor of the Third Form.
But the elder brother had never displayed il
before, ntud 1t was a shock to them to realise tha
Manners major was not so unlike Reggie as they
hat deemed. :

Besides Tom Merry and Lowther, Arihu
Avgustus D’Arcy was distressed by the turp
matters had taken. The siwell of St. Jim’s had
always liked Mamners, and would have been dis-
posed to take his eide im & dispute with a
stranger; but Manners was so palpably in the
wrong this time, that was not to be thought of.
There was, as Arthur Augustus told Study No. 6
at tea-time, such a thing as justice, '

“I weally ecannot compwahend Mannahs at all,”’
Arthur Augustus confided to his chums. “1 have
always wegarded him as a decent sort; but
beawin' malice for & lickin’ is not manly.”

“Well, he’s in the Bhell, and young IFrozcen
Mutton is in the Fourth,” remarked Dig. "1t
upsets his lofty dignity, I suppose.”

“¥Yaas; but Mannahs is—or was—wailhah a
sportsiman. Ik is howwid to beah malice, I feel
that mattahs ecannot go on like this. But tie
question ia: What had I beiter do?”

Blake, Herries, and Dig stared at him.

“Blessed 1f I seo that it's got anything lo do
with you !” said Herries,

“Weally, Howwics—"

“Why not mind your own business?” suggested
Dig blandly.

“I wegard this as my business,” explained
Arvthur Augustus.

i 0{1 ].l..l

“You see, I have wathah taken Woylance undah
my wing. And Mannahs is wathiah a fwiend of
mine, though he does bore a chap howwibly with
Lis camewah, Pewwaps if it were explained to
him that he is actin’ in a wathah wotten war, it
might open his eyes. What do you think, Blake 1"

“1 think you may get an cye to maich Roy-
lonce's, 1f you tried it!”

“Wubbish! I shall speak to him vewy firmly,
and point out that he is makin’ a vewy bad
impwession upon a fellow fwom a distant
Dominion. That may have some effect on him !”

“You'ra going to see Manners now?” asked
Blake, as the swell of the IFourth maved to the
door.,

“Yazas: I feel bound to wemonstwate with him.”

“Shall we come and pick up what’s leit of you
aftor you've remonstrated 77

“Oh wats "

Arthur Augustus stalked awey to Study Ne. 10
in the Shell. He found the Terrible Three finish-
ing 2 rather dismal tea. Manners had grown
very surly, and it was liaving its natural effect
upon his chums,

“Hallo]! Trot in, Gussy!” egaid Tom Merry,

glad of the interruption.
Tie Cex Lsriry.—No, 1,615.
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“I have looked in to speak to Mannahs,
Arthur Augustus, in his most stately way.
“Look out again, then!” said Manners.

“About Woylance, Mannahs—"

“Don’t talk to me about that cad !”

“YI wefuse to heah a fwiend of mine
chawactewised as a cad, Mannahs!” said Arthur
Augustus hotly. “How dare you speak of Woy-
lance like that!” :

“Oh, go and eat coke! I'm going fo have
another cut at the cad after prep!”

Arthur Augustus breathed hard.

“I wegard you as a wottah, Mannahs!” he
said, at last.

“Dry up!”

“I wefuse to dwy upl I am goin’ to explain
that you are actin’ in a weally wotten and cad-
dish way—I am sPeakin‘ in a perfectly fwiendly
spiwit, of course !’

“You silly ass!" roared Manners, while his
cliums grinned.

“The woot of this mattah is this,” said Arthur
“Augustus, unheeding: “Weggie hacked the new
fellow’s shin, and Woylance shook him. Most
fellows would have thwashed him; but W%;'lance
'appeahs to be a vewy forgivin' chap. eggic
snowballed him, and got snowballed back, and
lost his tempah—"

" Manners jumped up.

“8hut up, or I'll shut you up !” he said savagely.
“I've had enough jaw froin these two idiots,
without you barging inl1”

“You could not possibly shut me up, Mannahs,
as I should wefuse to be shut up! I wepeat that
you are actin’ in a eaddish way by owin’ a chap
a gwudge for lickin' you, when you were in the
w'ong all the time!”

Tom Merry oaught hold of Manners, and
dragged him back just in time.’

Arthur Augustus surveyed them calmly.

“Pway let him come on, Tom Mewwy. It
appeahs to me that he is in want of anothah
;lhwair;a,hin‘. and I'm quite pwepared to give it to
im

Monty Lowther took Gussy by the arm, and
}le_.d him into the passage, and closed the door on
im. -

“Bai Jove!”
astonishment.

' He opened the door and looked in wrathfully.

“I wepeat——" he began.

Monty Lowther picked up the inkpot and made
a motion as if to kurl it. The swell of St. Jim’s
dodged back. The door slammed again. In
great wrath Arthur Augustus walked away.

“Are you going to fight every chap who looks
into the study, Manners?” asked Tom Merry
quietly, when the swell of the Fourth had gone.

“Yes, if they jaw me !” growled Manners.

“You'll have your hands full, then,” said
Lowther tartly. “You're making yourself =
regular idiot with this rot!”

Oh, cheese it !” snapped Manners.

Lowther’s eyes gleamed, but he forbore to
reply. Tom Merry and Monty Lowther left the
study after tea, leaving Manners at his prep.

n

said

gasped Arthur Auvgustus in

CHAPTER 1i.
Tact and Judgment !
1] ALLY, deah boy!”
“Hallo, old top!” said D’Arey minor
cheerily. “What'’s biting you?”
*Is Weggie about?”
Tre GeEm LiBrary.—No. 1,615,

.rather on hiz precious dig, I believe.

THE GEM LIBRARY

Arthur Augustus had run down his minor in
the passage near the Third Form Room. He was
talking to Levison minor and Joe Frayne; but
Reggie was not with them, as he usually was.

““Manners minor?” yawned Wally. *“He's in
the Form-room, I think. His noble lordship is
It seems
that _there’s no end of dignity in the Manners’
family, and it gets upset quite easily, and the
world goes rountf iust the same, regardless.,”

“I twust you haven't been gquawwellin’ with
Weggie, kid?” ,

“My dear ass, I haven’t time to quarrel with a
sulky fag!” answered Wally. “His nibs wanted
us to join in snowballing some new kid yester-
day, and he was offended because we wouldn’t. I
think the new kid handled him for his cheek, too.
Mlence those lofty frowns he’s been treating us to.
But he’ll come round presently.”

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus.

The swell of 8t. Jim’s went into the Form-
room. It was not yet time for evening prep
the Third, and the room was nearly empty; but
among the three or four fags there he found
Manners minor,

“Weggie, deah boy!1”

Reggie looked round, far from graciously.

“I am pgoin’ to speak to you vewy sewiously,
Weggie |”

“Great pip!” said Reggie. *'What’s the row
now ?”

“It appeahs that you acted wathah wottenly
towards a new chap who came heah yestahday,
Weggie |” '

. The fag coloured.

“Well, I'm sorry I hacked him,” he said. “I'd
have said so if I'd seen him again, I didn’t know
he was a St. Jim's chap then, and all the way
from goodness knows where.”

“ Your major had a fight with Woylance—"

. “Poor old Harry |” said Reggie, his face break
ing into a grin. “He was no end plucky. 1
never thought he had it in him. But the other
chap was too much for him.”

“He’s goin’ to fight Woylance again to-night,
Weggie.”

Reggie stared.

“My hat! What for? I'd have thought he'd
had enough of the chap. Why, the fellow was
hitting like a blessed steam-hammer! Harry will
ggt licked again, safe as houses. Tell him to let

im alone !>

“It i= on your account, Weggie.”

“What rot!”

“Your bwothah thinks that chap was bullyin’

you, and he can't forgive him for it. I am sure
it was nothin’ of the sort!”

Reggie reflected.

“That's all rot!” he said at last. “Harry

hasn’t spoken to me about it. If he was owin
the new chap a grudge on my account, he woul
ask me about what happened, at least|”

“Pewwaps his self-wespect was a litile wounded,
too.”

“0Oh, 1 know the game! He’s got a grudge
against Roylance for licking him, and he puts
it down to' my account,” grinned Rngle. “ Just
like Harry. Always a highly moral reason for
everything he does. Poor old Harry’s simply
tremendous 1n the moral line! He can’t be
satisfied with doing a thing because he wants
to, like another chap.”

“I am afwaid, Weggie, that you are wathah a
young wascal 1"

“Go hon "

Arthur Augustus’ unfavourable opinion seemed
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to leave the fag quite unmoved.
apparently amused him.

The swell of 8t. Jim’s restrained his wrath,

“Weggie as your major is goin’ to fight
Woylance again on your account, you ought to
exp*ain to him. That 1s why I came here.”

“1 tell you it's not on my account. That’s only
Harry’s highfalutin gas,” grunted Reggie.

“Weally Weggie—"

“Well where 13 he, then?” asked Reggic. “0ld
Selby will be coming in to take us in prep soon,
and 1 can’t be late.”

“He is 1m0 his study, 1 think, Weggie.”

‘“Ali serene. I'll go and see him,” said Reggie.
“I don t want the silly old chump to get knocked
about again He had it bad enough yesterday,
goodness luows!”

Having come to that brotherly decision,
Manners minor left the Form-room, and the
peacemaker of the School House followed him.

They stopped cutside Study No. 10 in the Shell,
Reggie opened the door and went in, and the
kind-heartec swell of the School House retreated,
hoping fo: the best.

CHAPTER 12.
Good Old Manners !

‘A ANNERS of the Shell fixed rather a grim
lock on his minor. Possibly, if he had
only reahsed it, it was the fact that he

had been fickpd under his young brother’s eyes
that had made ‘the Shell fellow so bitter.

Indeed, it

“Look here. don’t jaw me, Harry!” was
ch‘%’ie’s begmum% . )
“Why =hculd jaw you?” said DNanners.

“What do you mean?”

“ About that fellow yesterday !” .

“That rotter who was bullying you, do you
mean® Has he been going for you again?”
exclaimed Manners, starting to his feet, with a
blaze in his eyes

“For goodness’ sake don’t be so jolly stagey!”
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ungratefully.  “That’s
You're so jolly

said Manners minor
always been your fault, Harry,
stagoy.”

“Wha-at 7"

“All very well to chip in and help me as far as
that goes. That’s right cnough—right and
proper | said Reggie. “An elder brother ought
to do that But you make such a thundering soug
about a trifle! You know you do!”

Manners looked fixedly at the fag,

“Is that what you've come here to say to me,
Reggie 7 he asked. in a low voice.

“Well, no. I hear you're going to fight that
chap agamn  What's the good of asking for
another thresaing #”

Manners winced.

“T"m not rubb.ng it in, you know,” said Reggie,
with a touch of remorse. “It was jolly finoe the
way you stood up to him, when you weren’t a
patch on him for scrapping! But—but let it
drop! \What is there to make a fuss about?”

“Isu't there anything?” asked Manners. “He
was bullying you—my young brother—and when
I stopped him he fought me, and licked me! Do
you think I can let it rest at that? ['m going to
smash him| I'm not the fellow to bear malice, I
hope; bul this isn’t an ordinary case. That
brute i

“That's where you always play ihe goat!” said
Reggie irritably. “There's nothing to make a
fuss ahout, I ta!f you. Ide shook me, and I yelled,
Great pip! Do you think I'm made of glass, and
can’t be shaken? I jolly well hacked his shin!
Some fellows would have knocked me right and
left for it What's the' good of calling him a
brute? H: let me off casily, really,”

Manners stood very still.

“You hacked his shin, Reggic?”

“Yes, I did|I”

“ Before—before he did anything to vou ?”

“Well, 1 was waxy!” confessed Reggie. “I
was sorry afterwards. You see, I laid for him
to snowba!l him, thinking he was a silly new kid

(Continued on next page.)
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1 could chase about and make a guy of. No harm
in that—only fun! Well, he snowballed me back,
and fairly flabbergasted me; and 1 sat down. I
was wild., He came and helped me up, and—and
—and ”  He faltered. .

“You didn’t hack his shin then, Reggie?”

“Yes, 1 did!” said Reggie peevishly, *“1I tell
vou, 1 was ratty, and 1 never stopped to think.

wonder he didn’t smash me! It was a rotten
trickt 1 was sorry afterwards, but not while he
was shaking me, of course.”

Manners breathed hard.

“You let me pitch into a fellow who'd donc
riothing. and make a thundering fool of mysclf:”
he exclaimed hotly.

“J couldn’st help you Leing a thundering fool !
You always are a thundering fool, if you ask
we !? retorted Reggie. “1 was waxy, and 1'd
liave been glad to seo you lick him. Well, he
licked you! I hadn’t any idea that you were
saving up grudges about it. I call that silly rot !”

“QOh, you young rotter!” said poor Manners,
“Qo that wa: all? I called the fellow a liar for
saying you hacked his shin|”

“Well, you must be an ass! Why couldn’t you
ask me?” ) )

“1 wouldn’t insult my brother by asking him
if he'd done a dirty, conardly action, that’s why 1”

“Oh, you're so jolly highfalutin!” growled
Reggic. “Seems to mo you've acted like a silly
fool all along. I dou't see why you wanted to
piteh into him as you did, either. You miglht
hiave stopped to ask what the row was about ”

“Oh!” gasped Manners. .

Ie sank into his chair again, and sat staring
at the fag. He was feeling utterly humiliated
and overcomne.

So far as Roylance was concerned, he had been
in the wrong., There was no questioning that
now. And he wondered, with a feeling of shame,
whether his detestation of the new boy had been
wholly dictated by his resentment of the supposed
bullying, or whether, unconsciously, he had
allowed wounded sclf-love to sway him,

He had obstinately put out of his mind the
thought that Reggic might be in the wrong, and
vet he had often known Reggie to be wilfully in
the wrong. In that painful moment the scales
were falling from Manners’' eyes, and he realised,
with a hot flush of humiliation, that it was less
for the new boy’s supposed sin that he had

ursued him with hostility than for having
ﬁeen defeated by him in a fair fight.

Reggie, who was only feeling irritable, stared
at his brother’'s flushed face without com-
prehending.

“You young rascal!” said Manners at
“Qh, you young rascal!”

“QOh, I knew you'd jaw me!” said Reggie re-
gignedly. “You take everything so jolly seriously.
You'd better get a job as a judge when you grow
up and condemn people to death! That'll be
quite in your line! But I'm not going to have
any jaw.”

And Reggie promptly quitted the study and
scuttled away, thus making the dreaded jaw quite
impossible.

Manners remained for a long time scated. His
face was still crimson. Ho rose at last and left
the study. Tom Merry and Lowther met him at
the bottom of the staircase.

“Come along to the gyvm,” said Tom, as
Mangers moved in the divection of the Common-
rooim.
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“1 want to see Roylance”
“No need to see him now!™
“Is he in the Common-room ?”
“Yes; but——"

“0Ok, I'm not going to fight him, you ass!”

“Oh!” said Tom.

The chums of the 8Shell followed Manncers, in
wender  The Terrible Three entered the Common-
roomn together, and found a dozen or more fellows
there. Roylance was there, talking to Sidney
Clive, the South African.

Mauners came divectly up to him, and Roylance
chtdhis lips a little. He was getting tired of the
cud.

The juniors gathered round, Racke & Co. grin-
ning in anticipation of a row. Arthur Augustus
I’Arcy came in rather hurriedly, and looked on,
with an anxious eye.

“Sorry to inferrupt, Roylance!” said Manners,
in a low, but very distinet voice. “I’ve come here
to apologise 1"

“(zh 1” ejaculated Roylanee, in great astonish-
ment,

All eyes were turned curiously on Manners.
Tom Merry and Lowther, amazed as they were,
were greatly relieved.

“Bai Jove!” murmured Arthur Augustus, in
great delight. Never had the swell of St. Jim's
felt so satisfied with his well-known gifts of tact
and judgment.

*“I've just heard from my minor what happened
vesterday,” continued Manners,” speaking very
calmly, though his face was crimson. “He treated
vou like a little cad, and you didn’t give him half
what he deserved. I'm sorry I pitched into youl!
I didn’t understand, I—I take back what I said
to you.” Manners gulped over this, but he got
it out. “I can’t say any more than that, I
suppose "

“That’s guite enough,” said Roylance cheerily.
“It was only a misunderstanding, and I'm sorry
we had any trouble. I'd have explained, if you'd
asked me, any time.”

Manners nodded, and turned away. He had
been through an ordeal which was a hard one for
a fellow of a proud nature; but he had been
bound to go through it, and he was glad it was
over, There was a snigger from Racke of the
Shell, and Manners turned back again. He knew
what that snigger meant.

“(Of course, if you'd care to meet me on Satur-
day afternoon all the same, I'm quite ready,
Roylance!” he said. i

The New Zealand junior langhed.

“But I wouldn’t,” he said, “There’s nothing
for us to fight about, that I know of; and I don’t
want another eve to match this one.”

Manners laughed, too.

* All serene, then!” he said. Then he looked
at Racke. “If you'd like to step into the gym,
Racke, I'm your man!”

Racke lounged away without replying.

Tom Merry and Lowther marched Manners off
to the study in great relief. That evening was a
pleasanter one than the ¢hums of the Shell had
anticipated. Manners was his old self again, save
for the black eye, which really didn’t matter.

And in 8tudy No. 6 Arthur Augustus confided
to his chums that some fellows did not think a
fellow had any tact or judgment, but that a fellow
had, and that some fel]]ows were asses; and Study
No. 6 was left to guess at the meaning of that
cryptic remark.

Next Week: “ MANNERS' FEUD! "



YOU'LL, ROAR WITH LAUGHTER WHEN YOU READ HOW THE CHOUMS OF THE
BACKWOODS SCHOOL HAVE THEIR LEGS PULLED BY YEN CHIN—

THE TERROR OF GEDAR CREEK!

Bob Lawless Keeps His Promise !

i ALLO ! Bound: like
claimed Bob Lawiess.
Franz Richards and his chums had
como down to the frozen crcek, skates in hand,
after morning lessons at the lumber school. As
they reached the bank a loud wail came to their
ears, proceeding from the frost-blackened thickets
along the stream. It was a howl of anguish, and
they recognised the mouruful tones of Yen Chin,
the Chinee of Cedar Creek,
I'rank Richards stopped.
“It’s Yen Chin, right enough !” he exclaimed.
“8omebody’s been guing for him again.”
“Gunten, I suppose,” said Vere Beauclere, with
a frown.
“Yow-ow-ow-ow | came the howl again.

“Let’s go and see him, anyway,” said Bob
Lawless.

The Canadian schoolboy plunged into the
thickets, and Frank and Beauclere followed him,
They came uporn Yen Chin in a few moments.
The little Chinee was seated on a log, his face
buried in his hands, howling in an almost eax-
splitting manner

Frank Richards clapped the Chinee on the
ghoulder.

“Yow-ow-ow | Ko-ke-kee-keceeech |7
¥Yen Chin

“What's the matter, John?” demanded Bob
Lawless. “Tor gooducss’ sake draw it mild with
that yelling ! Tv sounds like a coyote with its leg
in a trap.”

“Yow-ow-ow 1"

“Tell us what’s the matter, kid,” said Frank
Richards soothingly.

Yen Chin looked up at last, with a tear-stained

the Chink!” ex-

wailed

Al MARTIN
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Yen Chin **does the honours’ in fine
style when he invites Frank Richards &
Co. home to a feast. But after the feast
comes the reckoning—and it’s a very sickly
rechkoning for the chums of Cedar Creek !

T T T TN

face. The Chow of Cedar Creek was not exactly
a model character He was a terrible liar, and he
had never been able to understand the Britizh
view on that subject. But the fellows made
allowances for the Oriental. Yen Chin was, in
fact, a cunning little rascal in many respects, but
he had his good qualities.

And Frank Richards & Co. did not sece any
reason why the burly Gunten shauld be allowed to
bully him, as he was fond of doing. Bob Lawless
had solemnly promised Gunten a terrific hiding if
he laid a finger on Yen Chin again, and Bob was
the fellow to keep a promise of that kind to the
very letter.

Gunten. the Swiss, was not of the stuff of which
heroes are made, and of late he had kept clear
of Yen Chin, who, however, had the long memory
of (he Oriental for either a favour or an injwry,
and whao had by no means forgiven the bully.

The Chinec looked a httle pathetie figure as he
sat sobbing on the log, his howls a little subdued
now,

“Te it Gunten again ¥’ asked Beauclerc.

“Bad boy Guntee beatce little Chineo ! wailed
Yen Chin,

*The rotter!” execlaimed Frank wrathfully.

“Beatee velly muchee; me suffec gleat paince!
Yow-ow-ow |

“Why

w33

“It’s too had!” exclaimed Beauelere.
can't the brute let the kid alone #”

“He's going to be made to,” said Bob Lawless
grimly “T guess I'll sce to that.” .

“Bob lickee Guntee?” inquired the Chineec.
“(ivea gloat thlashing, oh, yes?”

“You Ei:et [" said Bab  “I'll go and look for
Gunten now. kid. Don’t make any more row,
there’s a good chap 1” )

“Me gleatee painee ! moaned Yen Chin,

“(Come on, you chaps,” said Bob. *No
keeping Gunten waiting. We can have our
after dinner.”

“Right-ho 1"

ood
slhate
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The three chums proceeded to look for Kern
Guaten. A number of Cedar Creck fellows were
coming down to the ice, and they met Gunten
among them, near the school gate.

““Hold on, Gunten I called out Bob Lawless.

The Swiss gave Lim a surly look.

“What do you want?” he snapped.

“I guess I want you,” answered Bob, planting
himself in Gunten's path,

“What’s the row ?” asked Tom Lawrence.

“Gunten’s been bullying Yen Chin again, and
I guess I'm going to stop him,” said gEob. “I
promised you a hiding if you touched Yen Chin
again, Gunten. Will you take your jacket off ?”

Kern Gunten backed away, scowling.

“Hands off 1" he exclaimed savagely. “I
liaven’t touched the Chink, and it's no business of
yours if I had "

“That's right ecnough!” chimed in Keller,
Gunten’s chum. *“Mind your own business, Bob
Lawless !”

Bob took no heed of him. He advanced upnn
Gunten as the Swiss retreated, with his hands up.
The Cedar Creek fellows gathered round.

“Pvt up your hauds, Gunten !” exclaimed Eben
I—In.clfe, the American. “I guess you can't back
out.’

“T haven’t touched the Chink !” shouted Gunten,

“Oh, come off I” exclaimed Bob impatiently.
“We've just found himm howling as if he’s nearls
murdered. Put up your hands [

“1 won't! I—"

RaE !

Bob’s knuckles, landing on Gunten’s prominent
nose, eut short his words. Gunten gave a howl
of rage and leaped at the Canadian schoolbey, his
eyes flashing.

"Go it I sang out Chunky Todgers.

“Pile in, ye cripples I” grinned Dick Dawson.

Gunten was “going it.” He had no choice in
the matter, and he put up a good fight. Bob
Lawless was driven back a pace or two by the
Swiss schoolboy’s heavy weight. But he soon
recovered his ground, and pressed Gunten hard.
The Swiss had to retreat, his blows growing un-
certain, and his defence was more uncertain still.

Crash |

““ Man down " grinned Chunky Todgers,

Gunten ldy gasping on the ground.
Lawless waited for him to rise.

Gunten groaned.

“I'm done!” he muttered. .

“You're not half licked yet!” exclaimed Eben
Hacke encouragingly. “Stand up and take your
medicine !”

Another groan

Bob Lawless dropped his hands, his lip curling.

“You're plucky enough when you're tackling a
kid half your size, Gunten,” he said. “Can’t you
stand up and take your gruel ?”

“Hang you |” panted Gunten. “T tell you I've
never touched Yen Chin, not since you spoke to
me about him.”

“Oh rot!” said Bob tartly. “Well, if you’re
done, you're done, and you can go and chop chips,
for a sneaking funk as you are [

And Bob Lawless turned away contemptuously,

Keller helped the Swiss to his feet. CGunten did
not need so mush l:el{; as he pretended. His nose
was streaming red, but he was not much hurt,
Thefanadmn boys, grinning, went on towards the
creek.

“¥You were a jay to handle the Chink after
what Lawless said " muttered Keller,
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“I didn't!” snarled Gunten. “I haven't
touched him! It's a lie[”

Keller whistled. Bob Lawless looked back., The
words were not meant for his ears, but he had
heard them There was a rather curious expres-
sion on Bob's face as he followed his chums to-
wards the creek.

—— —

The Ways of the Chinee !

6t OLD on, you chaps!” said Bob Lawless
abruptly, as Frank and Beau were about
to put on their skates. The rancher’s son
was looking rather troubled.

“0Oh, you're done with Gunten !” said I'ranlk.

“Yes; but I guess I'm not guite satisfied. Of
course, Gunten is a beastly btﬂly, and a licking
will do him good But—but I don’t feel so dashed
certain that he has been bullying Yen Chin this
time,”

“Oh!" said Frank, with a whistle. ;

“Let’s see the little beast, anyhow,” said Bob
shortly.

“All right.*

The three chums went to look for Yen Chin,
The little Chinee was still sitting on the log, from
whence he had had a view of the fight through
the leafless thickets. He was doubled up in an
ecstasy of mirth, and chuckling gleefully to him-
self. But as he spotted the three he suddenly
became grave and emitted a loud, mournful howl.

“Hallo! 8till suffering?” exclaimed Bob

gruffly.

" f; suffee fealful painee |” murmured Yen
Chin pathetically.

“But you were giggling as we came up,”
growled Bob “Look here, Chow, did Gunten
really lambaste you?"

“QOh, yes!”

“When " asked Bob

Yen Chin hesitated, looking at him cunuingly
out of fhe corners of his almond eyes.

“ After schoolee,” he unswered at last.

“Tt wasn't ten minutes after school that we
found you howling,” said Bob suspiciously.

“Lickee awfull” sinoaned Yen Chin. *2Alo
suffee gleat painee !”

“T say, Lawrence!” called out Bob.

“Hallo I” he replied.

“Gunten was coming out with you when I met
him,” said Bob. “Do you know whether he had
been out of the gates before, since lessons?™

“X guess he hadn’t,” answered Lawrence. “I
saw him mending a skate in the porch.”

“Oht You hear that, Yen Chin?”

“Me healee. Lickee in gates”

“That’s a lie,” said Lawrence, who had comd
to the bank. “Gunten was mending a skate ever
gince school turned out, and I saw him!”

“My hat!”™ murmured Frank Richards,
“You've been telling lies again, Yen Chin!”

“No tellee lies, I'lanky. No can!”

“You said Guuten had licked you
lessons and he hasn't!” roared Bob.

Yen Chin backed away round the log.

“Me makee mistakee,” he mumbled. *““Meance
sayee, Guntes lickee this morning in Thompson,
before comee schoolee,”

“Oh, by gum !” exclaimed Bob, staring at him
blankly, “¥You awful little liar| Don’t tell me
any inore lies!” ;

“No can.”

Bob Lawless made a stride towards the Chink,
and Yen Chin dodged behind I'rank Richards in
alarm. Frank caught him by the pigtail.

since
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“You young rascal!” he exclaimed. “You
were lying, and you've made Bob thrash Gunten
for nothing !”

“Guntee gleat beastee,” pleaded Yen Chin.
“Lickee Yen Chin lastee weokee—pool 1i'l
Chinee I '

“I'll give you poor little Chinee!” exclaimed
Bob, greatly cxasperated. “You've told me bare-
faced lies, and made me punch a fellow who
hadn’t done anything! I'll squash you!”

Yen Chin uttered a terrific howl.

“No squashee Yen Chin!® he yelled.

He dodged round Frauk, to the leugth of his
pigtail, howling. Bob Lawless paused, unwilling
to handle the little rascal, wrathful as lhe was,

“1 guess you can manage Gunten m the future

off vonr own bat,” he said al last. *Come away,
wou chaps !”
“Blave Bob Lawless angly with pool Ii'l

Chinee 7 asked Yen Chin sadly.

“0Oh, shut upl You've told me lies, you little
rotter !

“If Bob angly, Chinee ecly.”

“Cry and be blowed, you little
growled Bob.

He turned away with his chums, leaving Yen
Chin sobbing. Bob was angry, but the sound of
those sobs touched him. He turned back to speak
a more friendly word. Then he stood transfixed.

Yen Chin, no longer sobbing, bad his thumb
to his nose and his fingers extended, and was
grinning all over his yellow face. As Bob’s
astonished eyes fell on him making that dis-
respectful gesture, Yen Chin jumped. In an
instant he was mournful again and sobbing
piteously, but it was too late. Bob fairly rushed
at him.

“You checky little scoundrel!” he roaved.

“Me solly !” gasped Yen Chin.

“I’ll make you sorrier, you rascally heathen!”

humbug

“Yow-ow-ow !” nhowled the Chinee, as Bob
Lawless’ powerful hands grasped him. “¥Yow-
oooclil No hurtee pool little Chinee !

But Bob Lawless paid no heed to his yells. He
sat on the log, threw the wriggling Chince aeross
his knee, and spanked him heartily upon his
loose garments. l;’en Chin howled dismally.

“There!” panted Bob, rising at last and
throwing him aside. “That’s a lesson for you,
you young rascal! Tell the truth next time, and
don’t try any more of your spoof |”

“Yow-ow-ow 1"

Bob strode away, with a heightened colour,
and joined his grinning chums, He stared at
them rather grimly.

“Nothing to grin at that I can see!” he said
gruffly.

“Nothing at all 1” said Frank Richards, laugh-
ing., “Of all the humbugs that Chow takes the
cake I"

“Look at him
laughing heartily.

Bob Lawless spun round. Yen Chin had his
fingers to his nose again, grinning. Bob made a
stride towards him, and the Chinee promptly fled,

“0Oh, bother him !” exclaimed Bob., “I’ve got
to speak to Gunten. I've thrashed the brute for
nothing 1”

His chums chuckled as Bob slid out on the
ice,. He joined Gunten, who scowled at him
savagely.

“I'm sorry, Gunten,” said Bob with an cffort.
“I find that Yen Chin was lying, and I've
spanked him |”

now !” excluimed Beauclere,
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“IGO and hang yourself I” was Gunien’s polite
reply.

Bob came very necar giving Gunten “some more
of the same,” but he refrained, and left the
scowling Swiss to himself, His brow cleared as
he joined his chums, and they skated along the
frozen creek, and he was in his usnal good
Immour by the time tho fellows camne in to dinner.

A Pressing Invitation !

“FLA;\'KY i
After lessons that day the three chums
came out together, and to their surprise,
Yen Chin stopped them on their way to the gates:
The little Chinee was smiling in a way that was
childlike and bland, and apparently in the most
friendly mood.

“Cut off I snapped Bob Lawless.

“Blave Bob Lawless angly 7

*Yes, you {reacherous little beast!”

“Pool 1i’l Chinee solly,” said ¥Yen Chin sorrow-
fully. “Chinee bad boy. Wantee Dblave Bob
forgivee, or go dlowneo !”

“Rats I” grunted Bob.

“Pool 11"l Chinee go dlownee if handsome Bob
no forgivee!”

Bob smiled, in spite of himself.

“Well, I guess I forgive you, fathead,” le said.
“if that’s what you want! Now vamoose, and

be hanged to you!”
“Bob velly fliendly?" asked Yen Chin
anxiously. .
*Oh, yes, any old thing!” said Bobh.
“Chinee velly happee,” said Yen Chin,

brightening up. “Chinee wantee his flicuds to
comee homee feastee,”

(11 EI.I ?,,

“If no angly with Chinee, comnee homee and
feastea! Oh, yes?” asked Yen Chin.

“We've got to get home,” answered Bob,

Yen Chin’s face became miserable at once,

“Xo likee pool 1i’l Chinee?” he asked sorrow-
fully. “Chinece bad boy. Blave Bob no comee
because Yen Chin tellee big lie? Mo go dlownce.”

The three chums exchanged glances. They
certainly did not believe that the heathen would
go and drown himself if their forgiveness was
withlield, but really there was no telling what
the queer little Oriental might or might not do.
. “]Wc could go,” said Frank Richards hesitat-
ingly.

Beauclerc nodded.

Yen Chin was evidently much huwrt at Dis
hospitality being refused, and the chums did not
like hurting his feelings.

*Oh, T guess I don't mind!” said Bob. “The
popper won't mind us being home late, Frank.
It’s going to be a bright moon. But—"

“You comee?” asked Yen Chin eagerly. “At
homee me givee gleat feastec to good, blave
fliendee. Velly lich feedee.”

“ All serene !” said Bobh. “Let’s get off |

The schoolboys got into their snowshoes. the
trail to Thompson being still under its thick
mantle of snow They started off with Yen Chin
cheerfnllﬁ enough, and they reached Thompson
just as the dusk was deepening into night.

Yen Chin was all smiles as they arrived at the
building where the laundry firm of Ching Ling
and Hop How Chin carried on their business.
The little Chinee seemed so delighted with his
guests that Frank Richards & Co. were glad they
had acecepted his invitation after all.
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They followed the little Chinee in, and were
greeted with low bows by Hop Iow Chin, to
whom the little Colestial presented them. Then
Yen Chin led them into a comfortable little rocn,
where logs werc burning in an open grate,

“My loom,” announced ¥Yen Chin.

“You've got jolly comfortable quarters. Lkid!”
said Frank Richards,

“Nicee fliendee sittee downee.”

Yen Chin’s friends sat down on very comfort-
able couches. The warmth of the fire was very
agrecable after the run through the snow.

“Teastee hele,” said Yen Chin. ‘‘Hopee nicee
fliendee hungly.”

“VYou bet!” said Bob Lawless,
heartiness. .

“Hungry as a hunter!” said Frank, smiling.

And Vere Beauclere nodded and smiled,

“Me goee talkee cooky,” said VYen Chim
“Makee velly gleat feastec for nicee flicudee.
Comee soonee.”

And Yen Chin glided from the room, leaving
the chums to toast their toes, while a murmur
of voices, speaking in Chinese, came to their ears
from an adjoining apartincut, accompanied by a
very savoury smell of cooking.

willi great

A Feast of the Gods!

RANK RICHARDS & CO, had about half an
hour to wait. They chatted cheerfully round
the fire in Yen Chin’s comfortable room.

The run through the cold air had made them very
hungry, and they were fully prepared to do
justice to supper when it arrived.

It arrived at last. Yen Chin, who had appai-
ently been lending a hand in the cooking, entered,
followed by an old Chinaman bearing a huge dish.
The dish was set on a low table close by the fire,
It was followed by several more dishes, all of
them steaming hot, and emitting a most ap-
petising smell.

The old Chinaman finished laying the table,
and then retired, with many bows, and Yen Chin
sat down with his chums.

“Solly keepeo waitee !” he murmured.

“Not at all!” said Frank.

Yen Chin distributed chopsticks to the school-
boys. They received them with some misgiving.
The chums had seen Chinamen eat with those
weird implements, but they had not essayed to do
so themselves before this.

“%olly no knifee and forkee !” murmured Yen.

Chin. “In Chince housee eatee like Chince, oh
ves! No can?”

“0h, we can manage!” said Frank.

“Only wantee plactice.”

“Then we'll practise,”
humouredly.

“Watchee me,” suggested Yen Chin.

“Go ahead, old scout!”

Having helped themselves by means of a large
wooden spoon, the chums essayed the use of the
Chinese chopsticks. It was certainly a little diffi-
cult at first, though Yen Chin handled the
peculiar instruments easily enough. By watching
his manipulation, the schoolboys at last managed
to handle the chopsticks with some effect.

Yen Chin ate at a great rate, with evident en-
joyment, As soon as they succeeded in conveying
morsels to their mouths the chums of Cedar Creek
shared- his enjoyment.

Exactly what the savoury mess contained they
did not know. Bob Lawless thought it was mainly
rabbit, Beauclerc deemed it chicken, and Frank
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Richards was inclined to believe that it was
partly, at least, pigeon. But whatever it was, it
was simply gorgeous eating, as they all agreed.

There were a good many helpings all round,
and as the schoolboys grew more used to handling
the chopsticks they did the feast full justice. But
the time came at last to cry a halt. The keen
schoolboy appetites, sharpened by the cold
weather, were satisfied at last, and Bob Lawless
pronounced it a feast of the gods,

Yen Chin clapped his hands, and the wizened
old Chinaman entered and cleared the table.

Sweetmeats, such as the chums had never tasted
before, but of a delicate flavour, were placed
before them. The sweetmeats being duly disposed
of, coffee was brought in, and the guests sipped at
it, with a feeling of great ease and contentment.
y “Likee Chince fcastee?” asked Yen Chin at
ust.

“First chop!™ said Bob Lawless heartily.

“Ripping !” said Frank.

“Topping, kid!” said Vere Beauclere, with a
smile.

“Chinec so pleasee likee feastee,” murmured

“en Chin, “Extla special feastce for honoulable
fliends. You knowee meatee, oh, yes?”

Bob Lawless laughed.

“Can't say I do, unless it was
answered.

“No labbit.”

“Chicken ?” asked Beauclere.

“No chickee.”

“Pigeon?” queried Frank,

Yen Chin shook his head.

“ Partridge ?”

“No partridge.”

Bob looked puzzled. It came into his mind that
lie had heard queer stories of Chinese coolkery.

“You get the things here in Thompson, I sup-
pose ?” Bob remarked, in a careless sort of way.

“QOh, yes!” '

“Trom Gunten’s store, I suppose?”

“No buyee at shoppee.”

“QOh! You grow the things?” asked Bob, with
an inwardly increasing feeling of alarm.
didn’t know your popper went in for farming.”

Yen Chin chuckled,

“No can,” he answered. “Buyee flom people in
Thompson and Cedar Campee.”

Bob hesitated,

“Would you mind telling us what that stew
was made of, Yen Chin?” he asked at last.

“ Lovelee doggece.”

“Wha-a-at 7"

“Nicee doggee,”
cently, “In my countly nicee
eatee. Melican man no likee,”

“ A—a—a dog!” stammered Frank Richards.

Beauclere turned pale. Yen Chin nodded
affably.

“Nicee doggee,” he replied. “Not all doggee.”

“Wha-a-t else was there?”

“ Cattee.”

“(Cat!” shrieked Bob Lawless,

“Lovelee cattee!”

“(Oh erumbs! Oh dear! Groooh!”

“(Oh!” muttered Beauclerc.

« You—you heathen !” stuttered Frank Richards.
“You've killed a dog and a cat to make a stew
for us?”

“Ng killee,” replied ¥en Chin.
cattee die.”

The three schoolbors staggered to their feet.

rablkit,” he

answered Yen Chin inno-
doggee goodee

“Doggee and
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Their faces were horribly pale, and the
tion beaded their brows, as they gaze
smiling Chinee in horror.
Yen Chin seemed surprised.
“Whattee mattee?” he asked.
“Ow !” moaned Bob Lawless.
little heathen beast! Ow!”

erspira-
at tho

“Qh, you horrid

“Bob Lawless angly??’ asked Yen Chin
anxiously.

*Grooh I”

“Wow — wow — waugh!” mumbled TFrank

Richards. “Oh dear! A—a dog and a—a cat!

Gerooooch !

27

There was uo answer to the little Chinee’s
inquiry. Like the gentlemen in the play, the
chhums stood not upon the order of their going,
but went at once. Tliey were very anxious io
=et outside Yen Chin’s hospitable dwelling, for
painful and pressing reasons.

"They made a hurried seramble for the air. ln
the outer room they passed Hop How Chin, who
¢poke; but they did not pause to reply. 'Fhero
was not an instant to be lost. In a fow seconds
they were oub in the snow, and then

But o veil must be drawun over the tragedy.
Tr was heavtrending.,

An exclamation of dismay broke from Bob Lawless as he came out on the bank of the creek. A
few yards from the edge there was a jaaged hole in the ice, and close by it Yen Chin's cap iay on the

frozen surface.

Tho satisfacltion of the great feast was gone,
Within them the hapless chums felt wild heavings
and quakings. The dog and the cat scemed
decidedly uncusy in their new abode.

Yen Chin looked concerned.

“ [ndigestee ™ lhe asked.

“(Groooh !”

“No likee doggee and callec?” queried Yen
¢'hin. “Chinee lovee doggee and callee fol feedee.
Nicee, nicce. Ob, yes!?

“Yurrrrgh ¥

“ And—and what were ilie sweet things made
of ¥” gasped Frank Richards. “That stuff some-
thing like calves’ foot jelly?™

“(Cattec blains.”

“(C.¢-cat’s brains

“Qh, yes! Velly nicce. You no gote?” ex-
¢laimed Yen Chin, as thc .three chums made a
wild rush for the door.

122

" Good heavens ! '’ exclaimed Bob.

The Last Straw !
6 UMY on1” said Bob Lawless weakly:
*“0Oh dear!” .
“Owi?

Three pale-faced, weary-looking youths fastened
on thejr snowshoes and started on the home trail
in the carly moonlight.

Yen Chin gazed ofter them from the deorway,
apparently lost in  astonishment, 'T'he leave-
taking could not be called polite, after the hos-
pitality the chums had received. But it could not

» e helped.

"Tho unhappy guests did not show their usunl
vigour as they glided away from Thompson down
the trail, They were feeling very bad. The only
remarks that they made for some, time were
“Grooh!” “Ow!” and “Yurrrgh!” But they

Tue Gex Lisrary,—No, 1,615,
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revived a little after a run in the fresh, keen
wintry aimr.

“Oh dear!” said Bob Lawless at last. “How
d. you feel, Franky?”

“Wow I” answered Frank.

“How do you feel, Cherub?”

“Horrid 1” said Beauclerc.

“Oh, you ass, Bob!” groaned I'rank Richards.
“You ought to have known. You duffer, I'm a
tenderfoot in this country, but you ought to have
known,”

“I—I mever thought! The little beast!”
groaned Bob. “JIancy giving a fellow cat and
dog to cat! Ow!”

Beauclerc tried to laugh.

“I suppose it’s only a matter of custom,” he
said. “It must be just as good to eat cats as to
eat rabbits, or any killed animal, for that matter.
I—I feel like becoming a vegetarian.”

“So do 1,” mumbled FFrank. “There’'s a lot to
be said for the vegetarian idea. Ow! Wow!”

They ran on in silence for a time. Bob Lawless
spoke again at last.

“I—1 suppose Yen Chin didn’t understand that
—that white men don’t like that borrid muck the
Chinese eat?” he remarked,

“I wonder?” said Beauclere. _

“Well, I was wondering, too,” confessed Frank
Richards. *“It begins to look to me like one of
his horrid jokes. He must know jolly well that
Canadians don't eat cats and dogs, the horrid
little rotter!”

“I guess it was one on us,” said Bob. “Ho
spoofed us into going home with him so that he
could give us that beastly stuff to eat, and Le
meant to tell us what it was, if we hadn’t asked
him. I can see that now. It was in return for
the sgankiug I gave him.”

“Oh dear!”

The chums had no doubt on that point now.
The “feast” for his “honourable friends was
the outcome of Yen Chin’s peculiar sense of
humour, and was intended as punishment. It was
a splendid feast from the Chinese point of view,
but Yen Chin knew very well what it was from
the white man’s point of view. The chums had
been fairly taken in.

“It was a plant!” growled Bob. “I'Il jolly
well give the little beast a taste of my boot
to-morrow !

The chums arrived home that evening in much
less cheery spirits than usual. It was not till the
next morning that they felt their usual selves.

When they started for Cedar Creek School in
the morning, their feelings towards their kind
host of the previous evening were not amiable.
To add to their exasperation, when they arrived
at school, they found Yen Chin in the school-
ground, surrounded by a crowd of fellows, who
were roaring with laughter over something he was
telling them. The little Chinee was chuckling
as he chattered, and Frank Richards & Co. did
not need telling what was the subject under
discussion.

“Hallo, there they are!” velled Gunten. “Did
you get a good feed, you fellows 7

“Ha, ha, ha”

“How do you like cattee and doggee?” yelled
Dawson.

“If's a cat and dog life, isn't it?” chuckled
Chunky Todgers.

Bob Lawless strode wrathfully up to Yen Chin,
who ceased chuckling at once and became very
grave.
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“Goodec-mornee I he said.

“8o you've been telling the fellows?” grunted
Bob. “You horrid little beast, I reckon you
think it’s funny nearly to poison a chap with your
Chinese mucks!”

“Chinee solly!” murmured Yen Chin.

“T'll make you sorrier, you heathen |”

“Who's bullying now?” sneered Gunten.

“Oh, shut up, you foreign cad!” growled Bob
Lawless.

Yen Chin dodged away from Bob Lawless, who
strode after him in great wrath. He felt that
what the humorous Chinee wanted was a good
licking, and he meant to let him have it.

“No whackee pool li'l Chinee!” yelled the
heathen. “Yen Chin go dlownee.”

“You young rascal!”

“Me go dlownee!”

“Oh, rats! I—stop him 1"

Yen Chin darted away from the crowd and
dashed out of the gateway. He fled at top speed
for the ice-covered creck. Almost in a twinkling
he vanished through the frosty bushes.

“I'll lick him presently I growled Bob.

“Suppose he drowns himself 7" grinned Gunten.

“Qh, don't be a jay!”

“Hark[” exclaimed Lawrence,

Crash |

“My hat |”

From the direction of the frozen creek came
the loud crash, evidently the sound of breaking
ice. Bob gave his chums a quick look of alarm.

“It—it's not possible—"" he ejaculated.

Without waiting to finish he  dashed away
towards the creek, with the crowd of fellows at
his heels. An exclamation of dismay broke from
him as he came out on the bank., A few yards
from the edge there was a jagged hole in the ice
through which the black water bubbled up, an
close by the opening the little Celestial’s cap lay
on the frozen surface.

Bob's face became suddenly pale. His ecyes
were riveted in horror on the gap in the frozen
creek.

“Good heavens!” he exclaimed.

“The mad young fool!” muttered TFrank
Richards, utterly aghast.

Not for a moment had the schoolboys believed
that the little Chinee would carry out his des-
perate threat. But the broken ice and bubbling
water told their own tale, and they stood trans-
fixed with horror.

“Better call Miss Meadows,” muttered Dick
Dawson,

Chunky Todgers ran back to the schoolhouse.

Bob Lawless strode out desperately on the ice,
but Frank caught him by the arm,

“Don’t be an ass, Bob ! he said huskily. * You
know how the current runs here—he must be half
a mile away by this time.”

Bob groaned.

“Frank, old man—I—I never thought—"

“0Of conrse you didn’t! You're not to blame,”
said Frank. “The mad little idiot, to do such =
thing! Who could have thought it?”

“1 guess he's as far as the island by this time,”
said Kern Gunten. “We’'ll find him in the spring,
I reckon. You'll be called to account for this,
Bob Lawless |”

Bob turned on him fiercely.

“Was it my fault, you rotter? Hold your
tongue |
Gunten shrank back, several of the fellows

hustling him away. It was no time for the Swiss'
sncering tongue to be heard,
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Miss Meadows came hurrying down to the
bank, followed breathlessly by Chunky.

“What has happened ?” exclaimed the Canadian
schoolmistress.  “Surely what Todgers has told
we is impossible [”

She started, and lier face went white as she saw
the gap in the ice.

“He—he said he would drown himself, ma’am,”
groaned Bob Lawless, “I reckoned he was only
lying, us usual, but—but » His voice broke.

“But why ?

Miss Meaclows was interrupted Ly a sudden yell
from Eben Hacke.

“Yen Chinl”

“What ?”

Hacke pointed upward, aud all eyes followed
the direction of hLis finger. Yoen Chin, perched on
p branch twenty feet above their heads, grinned
down at them. Bob Lawless stared up at lim
dazedly. Miss Meadows breathed with relief,

“¥Yon Chin, come down immediately 1"

“Bob no whackeo pool little Chinee?” asked
Yen Chin cautiously.

“(Come down at onco |”

Yen Chin slid down tho trunk, and stood bhefore
{ho schoolmistress, with an ingratiating smile on
his face.

“Oh 1 muttered Bob.
It was only a frick!”

“Ven Chin,” said Miss Meadows severely, “did

H ?u

you make that hole in the ice

“Oh, yes, me makce; thlowee luck,
Yen Chin calmly.

“Vou threw a rock on the ice?” exclaimed
Trank Richards.

“Me thlowee.”

“And you placed your cap there, to give an
impression that you had fallen in the viver?”
exclaimed Miss Meadows,

“Me puttee, oh, yes!”

“QOh, you rascal!” said Bob Lawless in great
relief, which was mingled with anger. I might
have guessed you were spoofing again.”

“No wuntee whackee,” said Yen Chin calmly,

“How dare you play such a trick, boy?” ex-
claimed Miss Meadows. “You have very much
alarmed e and all your schioolfellows.”

“Chinee solly,” murmured Yen Chin, with a
penitent look.

Miss Meadows turned away uwpatiently, and
Yen Chin trotted after her to the schoolhouse,
appurently thinking lLe was safer there. He
grimed back at Frank Richards & Co. as le
went.

During morning lessons in the lumber school,
the Chince stole several glances at the chums, but
they did not look ut him.  After school was dis-
missed he came up to themn in the playground.

Bob Lawless gave him a grim look.

“What do you want, Yen Chin?” he asked very
quictly.

“No whackee Yen Chin?”

];‘},\kl.” answered Bob. ‘“Leave me alone, that’s
all.

*Chineo solly.”

“Get out, I tell you

“Me go dlownee——" threateued Yen Chin,

“What 7" exclaimed Frank,

Yen Chin just dodged his foot and fled. The
Chines had {ired out the patience of the “Co.”
with ;I;ﬁs “ways that wie dark, and tricks that are
vain,

“Ql, you youug rascall

cxplained

(B2

(Continued on page 36.)

Let the Editor be your pal.
Drop him a line to-day,
addressing our lotter:
The Editor, The GEM, The
Fleetway Houso, Farringdon
Street, Lonaon, E.C.4.

THE
EDITOR’S
CHAIR

ALLO, CHUMS! After a weck's absente yours

l l truly is in the chair again and all set to tell

you about another grund UEM programme, This

week’s St. Jim's story Is the lirst of a gnpping serles

of three featuring Dick Roylance and Harry Manners,

As you have read, the latter met more thuan his match

in the New Zealander, but, not unnaturally, the licking

Manncrs recetved has made him very bitter towards the
pewcomer, So it is that in next Wednesday's yarn,

" MANNERS' FEUD !

we find the Shell junior still nursing o grievance aguinst
ltoylance. For his part, the boy from New Zealand
woult willingly make iriends, but Manners cannot forget
or forgive thui licking—though usually be is not the onc
to bear malice. 'Then Racke, the cad of the Shell,
causes more animosity when he muakes it appear thal
Roylance considers Manners a funk, and so matters go
from bad to worse. But mcanwhile, however, the New
Zealaftder has shown %Ieat. courage in a matter of life
or deuth, and if only Manners knew of it he would be
the flrst to ehake Roylance by the haud instead of
earrying on his teud!

“THE TRUTHFUL CHINEE!"

Yen Chin, the wily son of the Bast, ngain plays Lhe
leading part in the next amusing story of the Cedar
Creek chums. Bob Lawless tukes it upon bimself to
refori the Oriental, who has certainly not heen brought
up or the lines of George Washington, 'The Chinee’s
first lesson is to learn to be truthful, and Yen Chiu
proceeds to be veracious, not wisely but too well! 1Mis
evideut cagerness to tell the truth, the whole truth, and
pothing but the truth, leads to many uproarious
situations, which are not alLolfe!.ller pleasant for his
reformer and others! 1If you like a good laugh—and
who doesn't?—don’t miss Lhis sparkling story.

“|T ALL DEPENDS ON TUCKEY!”

The election for the junior captaincy of St. Winilred's
having ended in a tie, another election must, of course,
be held. But both Drake's supporters aud Daubeny's
supporters remaiu loyal to their candidates, and neither
party can gaiu a fresh vote. But 'Tuckey Toodles eauses
i minor sensation when e declares that he hasn't made
up his wind who he will vote for the second time. I
he deserts Jack Drake, Daubeny will retain the
vaptaiu{:{; if he sticks to his party, the election will
have to be decided by the Head. Ho it all depends ou
Tuckey—and he makes the most of the fact that he is
a very important person. Who will he vote for? That's
the burning question. You will learn thc answer in the
uext grand yarn.

To round off this tip-top number, Kerr is ¢engaged in
.Ilswwe:rln%l who %ut. u frog in Mr. Sclby’s desk; then
Blake, in his forthright style, deals with another bateh
of readers’ letters: while Monly Lowther is cagerly
wuiting to crack some wmore jokes with you. See you
make a “date " with 'em, chums!

All the bestl

THE EDITOR.
Tae Gey Lisrary.—No. 1.615.



JACK DRAKE CHALLENGES HIS OLD ENEMY FOR THE JUNIOR CAPTAINCY 1IN THIS
EXCITING YARN OF THE BOYS OF THE BENBOW,

Daubeny took Toodles by the collar and spun

him away. “Oh! Ow! " gjaculated Toodles

as he brought up against the mainmast of the

Benbow with a bump and slid to the deck.
““ Why, of all the rotters——Ow! "

Who Shall be Captain ?

1 OU'RE the man, Drake!”
. Dick Rodney spoke quietly, but with
great firmness, Jack Drake, leaning
against the window ot Study No. 8 on board the
Benbow, regarded his chum doubtfully.

“%fdyou think so, old scout——"" he said slowly,

(13 0.”

“But Daubeny—"

“Now’s the time to put Daubeny of the Shell
in his right place,” suid Rodney, *“It's up to you,
Drake. Daubeny & Co. made a mess of the footer
last term.  Are the. going to be allowed to mucl
up the cricket in the same way this term

“Tt looks like it, unless—"

“Unless another fellow gets in at the election,”
said Rodney. ‘“And vou're going to do it.”

Drake smiled.

“I wish I felt as sure of it as you do, Rodney,”
he remarked. “But Daub had a big majority
last time.”

“You weren't standing against him then,”

“No; but—"

“A lot of fellows are sick about the way he
handled the footer. It's time he was downed and
a better man put in his place. I suppose you are
a better man.”

“I hope so |” said Jack Drake, langhing. * But
St. Winifred's generally mayn’t think so. Ii
depends on the voting whecher Daub goes down,
and I’'m afraid Daub will bag the votes.”

“All the cricketers will be against him.”

“T don’t know about that.”

“Well, all who can really play.”

“But there's plenty who can’t,” said Drake,
with a smile. “And if a fellow’s a fumbling ass
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THE
ST. WINIFRED'S
ELECTION!

By Owen Conquest.

he’s got more chance of playing under Daub’s lead
than under mine. All the duffers, all the slackers,
and all the merry knuts will back up Daub to
the last shoi in the locker. Our crowd’s worth ten
times as much on the playing fields, bub when it
comes to voting every duffer is as good as a
giddy genius That’s democracy.”

“Nothing like trying.” said Rodney. “If we do
our best we shail have done our hest, anyway,
If Bt. Winny’s is going to malke any show at
cricket this season Daub has got to go,”

“That’s so,” chimed in a fat voice in the door-
way, as Tuckey Toodles came in. ‘“That’s going
to be the motto of this study—D.M.G. !|”

“What on earth does that mean?” inguired
Drake.

“Daub Must Go,” explained Toodles.

“Not a bad motto,” said Rodney. *Anyhow,
it's settled that this study is going to put a man
up for election to-night.”

“Hear, hear!” said Tuckey Toodles emphati-
cally. “I was going to speak to you fellows about

e O A O T TV

Who shall be junior captain of St.

Winifred’s? It's a straight Fight be-

tween Jack Drake and Vernon Daubeny

—and never has an election been so
close!

N T T T

that. Daub’s no good. I told Daub he was no
good on deck just now, and what do you think
the beast did? Kicked me!”

“Ha, ha, ha |

“I don’t see anything to cackle at in Daub aet.
ing like a bully 1” snorted Tuckey Toodles. “I'd
have kicked him, only—only I thought he wasn’t
worth notice I just walked away and treated
him with utter contempt. I say, it's settled thal
this study puts up a man, isn’t it7”

“Rodney says so,” said Drake, smiling.

“Rodney’s right.”

“Well, I agrm,” said Drake. “We'll do our
best, anyvhow.”

“Good ™ said Tuckey Toodles.
two votes to begin with.
vote for me, of course?”

“Vote for you!” exclaimed Drake,

“You !” roared Rodney.

Toodles blinked at them in surprise.

“Anyhow, it's
You two fellows will
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“Isn’¢ that what you werc just talking about?
[sn't this study gotng to put up a candidate 1"

“You howling ass!” said Dick Rodney, in
withering tones. *“Drake’s the candidate.”

“Oh, draw it mild! Drake won’t get in.
Daub’s crowd are al) against him, to begin with,
Better pui up a popular chap,” urged Tuckey
Toodles. *“Now, I'm popular.”

* Fathead !”

“Fellowe like me,” said Toodles. “Iellows will
vote for me. I've just spoken about it to Raik.
Raik says I should be such a ijunior captain as St.
Winifred’s never hau before.’

“Ha, ha! Very likely »

“Besides, I've got ideas for clectioneering,”
ursued Toodles.  “1've got brains, you know.

ou fellows don’t know anything about elections.
You would just put up a ¢ood man and leave him
to get ir. on his merits Now, that’s rot!”

“Oh, s it?’

“Of course it 1s! Elections aren't won that
way They have to be wangled,” said Tuckey
Toodles with an air of great wisdom. “You
fellows back me up and I'll wangle it.”

“This study doesn’t go in for

wangling,
fathead |” N

“Then thi: study won't get much of a show in

any old election,” retorted Toodles. “You leave
it to me. Get me in as your junior captain, and
I'll put you both it the junior eleven. You want
to play for 8t Winny’s this season, and Daub
wouldn’t have you in the eleven at any price.
1l stick you in if ' elected. Can I count on
your votes ?"

i ASS !.u

“And now Drake’s got plenty of money,” con-
tinued Toodles, ‘T shall ask him to put up some
cash for the election fund. Election funds are
quite nccessary They’re for bribing the clectors,
you know

“Bribing them 1” exclaimed Drake.

Toodles nodded cheerfully.

“That's it. I don’t mean handing a chap a
ten-shilling note for his voto. You make it worth
a chap’s while Every fellow who votes for mo
will be asked tc the canteen, to order anything
he likes and as much as he pleases. That will
bag a lot of votes.”

[ Oh I?,

“Also, it's made known that if I'm eclected all
my supporters will be taken to a handsome cincing
tea at Kingsford the nex. day. Seo?”

“My hat!”

“Lots of dodges in electioneering,” sairl
Toodles. “Tw up to all of them, I can tell you.
Drake can provide the money for the expenses,
as he's got plenty That's a detail. I'm going to
make vou cricket captain, Drake.”

“Fathead !” )

“You shall be skipper of the junior boats,
Roduey.”

1] ASS I)’

“I'm going to make up a list of my voters.
Can T start with your names?"”

“Don’t be an ass,” said Rodney. “I'm making
up a lisi for Drake My name goes down frst
Yours second Toodles?”

“No!” roared Toodles “Aren’t I a candidate?
I’ve given in iy name to Mr. Packe.”

“Go and tell himn vou’ve changed your silly
mind, then.”

“But T haven’t changed it.”

“Change i* at once, then, ass!”

“There’s such a thiug as sense of duty,” said
Toodles. “Tecling that I'm the best chap for the
post, I'm bound fo put up as a candidate. If

you fellows don’t back me up, T can only say that
you're acting jolly rottenly. Disloyal, ‘I ecall it.
Mean 17

*Oh, go an’ eat coke!”

“You'll be splitting the vote, and perhaps Daub
will get in again!” exclaimed Toodles warmly.

“Go and give in your .came to JMr. Packe,
Drake.” said Rodney.

“Oh. all nght!”

Jack Drake walked out of the study, but Tuckey
Toodles caught him by the sleeve as he went.

“ Aren’t you going to buck me up, Drake?”

“No, chump1”

“Well, of "all the rotters—yarcoop !” roared
Tuckey Toodles, as Drake tock him by his plump
shoulders and sat him down in the doorway. “Oh!
Ow! Yah! Rotter! I'll jolly well vote for
Daubeny now! Yow-ow!” _

Jack Drake, quite undismayed by that terrible
threat, walked away to Mr. Packe’s study to give
in his name as a candidiate at the junior election
to be held that evening on bhoard the Benbow.
His wa3 the third name on the Form-master’s list.
Daubeny of the Shell was the firse.

The Rivals !

1] DRAKE et
, Vernon Daubeny met ihe Fourth
Former on the deck of the Benbow as he
was coming away from Mr. Packe’s study.

Drake halted, eyeing the chief of the bucks of
St. Winifred’s with a far from friendly glance.

But Daub did not seem to notice it. Ilis
manner was urbanity itself, and his chums,
Torrence and Egan, grinned at Drake in the most
cordial way.

Evidently the bucks of the 8hell were desirous
of burying the hatchet—partly, perhaps, with a
view to the forthcoming junior election.

“Well?” said Drake laconically,

“I've been looking for you, old top,” said
Vernon Daubeny “TI waat to have a litile talk.
Will you step into the study 7

“'Thanks, no !”

Daubeny coughed.

“Look here, Drake, what’s the good of keepin’
up raggin’? We used to be good pals——"

“We always pulled together till last term,” re.
marked Torrence. '

“Oh, quite !” murmured Egan.

“Somehow, wo fell foul of ono anofher Jlast
term,” said Daubeny; “Dbut I'm willing {o let hy-
gones be bygones, if you ave, Drake. A chap
can’t say fairer than that.”

Drake’s lip curled.

“Let’s have it tn plam Luglish, Daub,” he said
caustically "“Last term I came back to St.
Winny’s to work for the scholarship, becanse my
pater had lost his money, and I was hard-up.
You gave me the marble eye at once when you
found out that [ was poor.”

“Ahem ! g

“Now it's turned out, in the long run, that
matters aren’t so bad My pater’s recovered his
old position. and more,” continued Drake. *“Now
you hand out the right hand of fellowship. T
not a suspicious fellow, Daub, but don’t you think
that this is a little too palpable?” ,

Daubeny coloured It was, a3 a matter of fact,
It_littllef too palpable. Vernon Daubeny felt that
1imself.

Torrence and Egan turned away a little 1o hide
the grins that came over their faces.

“T shouldn’t have thought you were a chap to
bear wmalice, Drake,” Daubeny =aid, at last.
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“My dear chap, 1 don’t bear malice. I dare
say you only acted according to your nature, bt
it's not the kind of nature I can be pally with.”

“Look here—" .

“Besides, I'm up against you,” continued Drake
coolly. “You're a rotten captain, Daubeny, and
I'm going tc down you it I can. You made St.
Winny’s junior football a joke last term. I'm
going to prevent you doing the same with the
cricket, if 1 can.”

Daubeny set his lipa. . .

“Ioes that mean that you’re standin’ against
me at the election ?” he asked.

“ Ixactly |

“Like your cheek! You won’t get in.”

“That's for the giddy electors to decide,”
answered Drake “1’'m going to do my best.”

And Drake walked away.

Vernon Daubeny bit his lip, and he scowled as
he glanced at the grinning faces of his chums.

“Nothin’ very amusin’ in this that I can see!”
he sna].lw ed.

“Well, T told you it wasn’t any good,” re-
marked Egan. *Dash it all, you can’t expect
Drake to come round. We dropped him like a
hot potato when he was hard uf e’s up against
%;pu novw, and a lot of the fellows will vote for

im.”

Daubeny shrugged Lis shoulders.

“They won’t outvote my crowd. The Shell are
nearly solid for me, and half the Fourth, and the
Third Form fags can be brought round. I shall
get in by a good majority.”

“It's not such a cert as it was last time,” said
Torrence doubtfully. “I shouldn’t wonder if
Drake pullea it off. He's ?opular, and he’s a
first-class man at games. All the chaps who are
keen to play for the school will ‘back him up.”

“And all the chaps who have played under my
lead will back me up,” said Daubeny., *They
wouldn’t have much chance with Drake. And one
vote is as good as another.”

“That’s s0.”

“gtill, we'd better do some electioneering as
there’s a rival 1n the ficld,” said Daubeny. “I'm
not leavin’ anythin’ to chance. We'll make a
round of the tellows afier school, and get their
names down, anc make 'em promise. Raik’s
workin' for me i the Fourth. I’ve told him to
promise anythin’ he likes. You’ll see that I shall
get in T had n two-thirds majority last time.”

“You won't get it this time.”

“Any old mag'lority will do,” yawned Daubeny.
“So long as there’s one extra vote for me,
don’t mind,’

“Hallo! There goes the bell 1

Daubeny & Co. strolled away to the Shell Form
Room. They met Tuckey Toodles on the way.

“I say, Daub, old chap—" began Toodles.

Vernon Daubenvy made a motion with his foot,
but he restrained himself.
an elector.

“Hallo, Toodles!” he said cordially.

Tocdles grinned in a friendly way, oblivicus of
the kick he had received from Daubeny carlicr in
the day. Tuckey had had too many kicks in the
course of his fat career to care very much about
one more.

” he said.

“ About the election

“Oh, yes You're votin’ for me?”

“Ahem! The fact 1s-—"

“I'm gettm‘ a remittance this afternoon, I
expect. If you like to drop into my study after
the election there’ll be a loan of five bob, if you
happen to want it.”
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“Thanks; but I'm standing for the election
to-night &

“Eh?”?

“I want you fellows to vote for me,” said
Tuckey Toodles. “¥You won’t get in, Daub.
You're no good, you know, and the fellows are
fed up with the way you muck things up.
dare say you've noticed that?”

“You cheeky ass!”

“But if you don’t want Drake to get in, you
vote for me—that's how it stands,” said Toodles.
“If I get in, I'm going to make you junior
cricket captain, Daub, and Torrence captain of
the junior boats. As for Egan—"

Tuckey Toodles had no time to finish his ample
promises. Daubeny took him by the collar and

‘spun him away, and the Shell fellows hurried on

to their Form-room.

“Oh! Ow!” ejaculated Toodles, as he brought
up against the mainmast of the Benbow with a
bump and slid to the deck. “Why, of all the

rotters—ow | jolly well won’t make Daunb
cricket captain now—ow !” S :
“Hallo, Fatty! Aren’t you coming inta

lessons7” asked Jack Drake, as he came along
with Rodney.

And Tuckey Toodles regained his feet and
followed the chums of the Fourth to the Iorm-
room aft. Tuckey’s luck was out; his list of sup-
porters still remained a beautiful blank. Popular
as Toodles was—according to his own statement—
nobody seemed anxious to promise him a vote—
and his wonderful electionecring methods could
not be put in practice without cash—an article
which Tuckey sorely lacked.

As he sat at lessons that afternoon, Tuckey
Toodles reflected rather dismally on his chances,
and it was borne in upon his mind that his chance
of figuring as junior captain of 8t. Winifred's
was decidedly slim. And he began to think very
seriously of the five shillings which was to be
picked up in Daub’s study after the election—if
Daubeny “got in.”

In Doubt !

URING lessons that afternoon at the school

.on the river & great many juniors were

thinking about the election. It was the

second day of the term, and St. Winny’s had

hardly settled down to work yet. In the Lower

School the election was a matter of considerable
1mportance.

Vernon Daubeny had a good following, but it
was certain that there would be a good many
vaotes for Jack Drake. That Drake was the better
man for the place was hardly open to doubt—at
least, so far as games were concerned. Even some
of Daub’s supporters were dissatisfied with the
way he had mucked up games the previous term.

But if the good cricketers backed up Drake, it
was probable that the poor players would stick
to Daub, under whose noble leadership they had
a chance of showing what they could—or couldn’t
—do on the playing fields. And the fellows who
didn’t care much for games were mostly in favour
of Daubeny.

Daubeny knew how to make himself agreeable.
He was wealthy, and he spent money like water
when he had an object to serve. y{'he elegant
bucks backed him up to & man, and the *hangers-
on * of his wealthy set were sure to support him.
It was an honour to be asked into Daub’s hand-
some study to tea—a still greater honour to be
asked home by Daub, whose home was rich and
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magnificent. Many envious c¢yes were lurned
upon Daub on the occasions when his pater’s
luxurious motor-car called for Lim on a half-
holiday, and there were plenty of fellows eager
enough to be asked to take & scat in that
motor-car,

Daub’s influence, if not of a spccially nolle
kind, was at least very cxtensive.

Jack Drake had very strong doubts of his
success, but he intended to do his best, as he had
promised Rodney. Rodney was very keen, and
determined not to think of defeat.

After lessons that day thero was very ‘keen
clectionecring on both sides,

Rodney made a round of ihe Iourils
luking down names..

Sawyer major and Rawlings, Lstcourt, Furly,
Ilook, Croft, and a good many more of the
ericketing juniors gave in their names for Drake.
Sawyer minor of the 'T'hird and his friends were
-ulso ready to back him up. There was no Second
or First Form at St. Winifred’s, those Iforms
having been long abolished.

In the Third, however, Daubeny had a good
following. He had appointed Phipps Lis * clection
agent ¥ among the fags, and there were plenty
of fags who had a great admiration for the leader
of the Shell. Phipps brought a goodly list of
supporters to Daub’s study at tea-time, and sat
down to a handsome tea in recognition of his
efforts.

Tuckey Toodles, to his wrath aud indignation,
foimd his eandidature received simply as a huge
oke.

. It was in vain that he displayed Lis list of sup-
porters, upon which he had written a dozen
unauthorised names, by way of giving it a start.
No elector was willing to have Lis name added
thereto.

It looked as if Master Toodles would bag only
one vote at the election—his own.

As that was certainly not sufficient to give him
a majority, Tuckey began to think still more
seriously of the five shillings in Daub’s study,

At tea-time Drake and Rodney comparcd notes
in Study No. 8.

“We've gone the rounds pretty thoroughly,”
Rodney remarked. “I've got down all the names,
I think, of fellows who support us”

“How many of the Fourth?” asked Drake.

“Fifteen.”

“That leaves ouly seven for Daub, cven if all
the others vote for him.”

“Toodles won't, I suppose.”

Drake chuckled.

“No; Toodles will vote for himself, T suppose.
How does it stand with the Third? IIow many
are there of the little bounders?”

“P'wenty-four fags in all. SBawyer minor has
Leen doing a lut of work for us; le had a fight
with Phipps—"

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“We’ve got sixteen names.”

“Bravo! That leaves only eight for Dauh.”

*But the Shell 2

“Nearly solid for Daubeny, I think,” remarked
Drake.

Rodney nodded.

“I'm afraid so. There are twenty Shell fellows
altogether, and only one of them will vote for
you, Drake—that’s Troope. All the rest are
sticking to Daubeny. They don’t want a IFourth
Form skipper.”

“Troope’s not a bad sort,” said Drake. “He

Form,

b

doesu’t suck up to Daul, and he's been left out
of the games. I suppese lie’s sore about that.”

“T'hat makes a total of thirty-two voles for
you,” continued Rodney. “'That leaves thirty-
three for Daub, and Toodles doubtful.”

“Better than I expected,” said Drake. “I
never thought we'd get such a erowd to back up
against Daubeny.”

“But it 1sn’t enough,” said Roduey, wrinkling
his brows. *Wo want to beat Daub—not wmerely
to run him close. We might get at 'Poodles, but
that would only make it a tie. But, of course,
some of the other fellows may baeck you up. They
won't promise to vote for you, but they may not
vole for Daub. Besides, st likely they wou't
ull be there”

“That’s likely enougl, hubt some of our crond
may be missing—"

“We've got to sro
Rodney resolutely,
an cye on them.”

Drake laughed.
L “Well do that,” he said.
ing in ny vole, I thiuk,
himself 7

“Daub will. If Le docsi’t, you needn’t: hut if
Le does, you can. "I'hav will make it all right.”

“Right-ho 1”

Tuckey ‘l'oodles canie into tho study.

“I say, Drake—"

“Just the fellow I want tn see,” said Drake., “I
want your vote, Tuckey. Bit down and pile in,”?
. Tuckey 'T'oodles sut down and piled in. He had
just been to tea with Daubeny, who was keeping
open house in the Shell quarterss But he was
ready for aunother tea.

“The fact is, I wanted you fellows lo back me
up,” he said.

“Bow-wow |”

“On second thoughts,” said Toodles, with his
mouth full of jam—*on second thoughts, I've de-
cided that I don’t care much to be junior captain
of 8t. Winifred’s Too much tie 'on a fellow’s
time, you know.”

“Quite so,” grinned Drake. “Y could find the
time, but you're such a busy chap.”

“Exactly T say, do you think a vote’s worth
five bob, Drake ?*

Drake frowned

“You young rotter—" he began.

“Daub’s offered to leud e five bob if I vote
{for him.”

“Just like Daub1”

“Of course, I shall refuse,” said Tuckey. eyeing
Drake warily, “I'm too honourable, I hope.

TR s
DETECTIVE KERR INVESTIGATES.

Solution :

Kern: Having made it clear that the rescuer,
gallant as he was, had a good reason for not
desiring to bask 1n the limelight once he had made
sure of Darrell's safety, I concentrated on the
phone call he had put through to Dr. Short. The
vescuer had asked for Rylcombe three double
seven, said the operator, T'rimble, though ho
knew Dr, Short’s number, gave it as three scven
seven, while Piggott gave it as threo soventy-seven.
'Tom Merry alone gave the number of Rylcombe
three double seven. Merry looked surprised when
a crowd of us called to “expose ” him as the hero
in the gas-mask—but he was obliged, ruefully, to
admit his “guilt |
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hat they’re not,” said
*After tea, we've got Lo keep

. “But vou're count-
Can a chap vole for
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Besides, T wanl to hack up wy own study. There’s
such a thing as loyalty.”

“Bravo, Tuckey !” )

“We've always been ?a,ls.” said Tucker affce-
tionately. “If you won’t vete for me, T'll vote
for you. I call that real pally.”

“ (ood man!”?

“RBy the way, Drake, could you lend me ton
bob 1”

“What ?”

“Ten bob."

Rodney burst into a chuckle. Tuckey's honour-
able scruples about accepting Daub’s five
shillings wero explained now.

“T'm not going to give you money to vate for
me, you fat bounder !” said Jack Drake grufliy.

Tuckey Toodles looked gunite pained.

“I don’t mean that, ot course. You're hinting
that I'm not® an honourable chap,” le said.
“Nothing whatever to co with the election, of
course I back you up because you belong to
my study. You lend me ten bob because I'm
your pal. Seet”

“0Oh ! said Drake.

“Tm backing you up, in any case,” added
Tuckey, feeling that he could afford to make that
concession to Drake's principles. Words did not
cost Tuckey anytling, .

“Honour bright?' a<licd Drake suspiciously.

“Certainly.”

“Then I'll lend you ten bob—next week.”

Tuckey’s face fcll.

“] say, that's a long time, old chap. And,
you know, I had a pound note blown away
recently, so—"

“Next week cr nevar,” said Drake.
going to bribe.”

“My dear chap—"

T G e

“T'm not
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Tsleourt of the Tourlh looked in.

“Time to get along to the Common-room, yon
iellows,” he said: and Drake and Roduey followed
Lim from the study.

Tuckey Toodles followed them, more slowly.
His fat mind was in doubt again. Apart from
his honouralile seruples. it was a doubtful question
whether ten bob next week was as good as five
bob on the nail. A bLird in the hand was worth
two in the bush! Tuskev Toodles’ mind was still
in a state of doubt when he rolled into the
Clommon-room, amid a crowd of execited juniors.

Undecided !

R. PACKE, the master of the Fourth, came

into the Common-room, and the buzz of

_ voices died away. The Form-master was

in charge of the junior election. The presence of

suthority was required on such occasions. Other-

wise the voting might have been accompanied by
the Xunching of noses.

“Ah! Ahem'” said Mr. Packe.
er—seven o'clock,
business.”

“ We're ready sir,” said Daubeny.

The Junior Common-room was erowded. Both
parties had turned up in foree. Daubeny & Co.
had made a round of the ship at the last moment,
shepherding their voters into the fold. Drake's
enthusiastic supporters had been equally careful,
There was not a junitor missing from the meeting,

It was known already that Daub’s majority, if
he kept it, would be very much reduced—that the
voting, in fact, would be very close indeed. There
was a trace of anxiety in Vernon Daubeny’s face.

The election proceeded. Egan of the Shell pro-
posed Daubeny. seconded by Torrence. There was
a cheer from Daub’s supporters. Drake was pro-
posed and seconded by Rodney and Estcourt.
Tuckey Toodles opened im mouth to propose him-
self, but he closed it again. Tuckey’s ambitions
had been slain and now he was only debating
whether the bird in hand out-valued the two in
the bush. That problem had not yet been solved
iri his fat mind.

A show of hands was called for for Daubeny of
the Shell and there was a good show. Daubeny
stood with his hands in his pockets, but Seeley
nudged him, and he drew out one hand and held
it up, voting for himself, Mr, Packe procecded
sedately to count the hands.

“Thirty-three votes for Daubeny,” he said.

“Bravo!” chirruped Lgan.

Daubeny’s face brightened.

It was evident that the voting would be close,
but unless every junior in the school was present
Drake could scarcely hope to beat, or equal, tha
vote of his rival.

“1 fancy we've got 1t, you fellows,”
Daubeny.

“ Oh, quite!” grinned Lgan.

“Qilence, please! Hands up for Dirake of the
Fourth.”

Up went the hands in a goodly crowd,

Again Mr. Packe proceeded to count. Ile was
slow and deliberate, apparently unconscious of
the excitement that raged around him. There
was a breathless silence.

Rodney looked expressively at Tuckey Toodles.
His calculations had been carefully made. He
knew the numbers present, and he knew that
Drake could not command a majority. But at
least there would be a tie if Toodles played up.

(Continued on page 36.)

“It is now—
Lot us—ahem !—procecd to

murmured
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A free feature which brings together readers all aver the
world for the purpese of exchanging views on maltters af mutual
interest. If you wish ta reply to a nolice published here you
mus! write to the Pen Pal direct. MNatices for pullication
should be accompanied by the coupan vn this page, and posted
to The GEM, Fleetway House, Farringdon Strzet, London,
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A. Usher, 98¢, DBushficld Road, Seunthorpe, Lines :
age 14 ; photography and sports; anywhere.

I, Taylor, 45, Burlington oa:d, Blackpoo), Lanes ;
pen pal outside the British Isles,

H. Abbey, 48, Becchdale Road. Tirixton 11ill. London,
B.W.2; age 12-15; stamps, photography, sports; any-
where except, England.

J. 0’Donoghue, 23, High Street, Wexford. Eire : stamps
aud general topies; Lire, Englund and Jamaica ; all
letters answered,

Miss C. Storl, 11, Silvester Stroet, Hull : 1 girl eorre-
spondents, age 14-16; anywhere, especinlly Australia,
Canada, and Africa,

Barbour, 97, Clarkston Road. Catheart, Glasgow :
age 13-16; any snbject; England, Australin, Canada,
New Zealand, America, India, ael Africa.

M. Thomsett, B.17, Surrey County Sanatovinm, Milford.
Burrey ; age 10-20; eyeling, reading, ftllms, photography
all letters answered.

L. Lovett, 5, Bulmer Road, Drayton Tstate, Norwich ;
age 17 ; dancing, films, autographs.

N. Allen, 75, Station Road, Chingford, London, E.4 ;
nge 10-11 ; stawmps, sports ; overseas.

Miss B, Carr, 26, Swanficld Road, Waltham (ross,
Her]tsl; girl correspondents ; age 14-16 5 any part of the
workd.
 Miss C. Homershar, 111, Tevitn House, London, N.W.1;
gﬁl correspondents ; skating, excling aud stumps; any-
where.

Members wanted Immediately for the DBritish Isles
Friendship and Correspondence Club. No membership
fees; a club magazive will be on sale shortly. Full
partfcu]ara may be had from the President, George Payne
ujaaemcut}, 20, Maygrove Road, Brondeshury, London,

WW. 8. Al applications must be accompanied by u
stamped, adidressed envelope,

K. Teasdale, 5, Ramsgate, Loftliouse, near Wakefleld ;
age 10-12 ; sports, stamps, filins,

G, Hygate, 140, Alexandra Street, East &t Kilda, S.2.,
Victoria, Australia ; stamps, posteards, sports and goneral
%:l].}lci; Great Britain, India, South Afriea, Holland, and

R. Ewart, 23, Horsham Street, Bast Melbourne, Victaria,
Australia ; age 11 ; stamps ; Africa.

8. Napier, 44, Cranmer Rond, Hayes End, Middlesex ;
e pals anywhere outside British Isles, especially China,
ndia, Siam, and Ascension Island.

M. L. Warner, 5, John Street, Southampton, Hants :
age 14-17 5 filns, daneing, antographs and sports ; all
letters answered,

Miss M. Hacketl, 10, Farm Street, Goodicrs Lane,
Balford, Lanes ; givl correspondents, age 17-20; sports,
Girl Guides and fllms ; anywhere.

G. Tze, 8t. Thomas' School, Kuching, Sarawak ; aue
15-17; stamps, books, fllm stars’ pictures, posteards,
suni)_s y anywhere.

Miss N. Neal, 225, Upper Selsdon Road, Sanderstead,
Burrey; girl corvespondents, age 14-15: stamps, films,
reading and swimming ; anywhere abrond.

A. Clayton, 74, Victoria Street, Fleetwond,” Lanes ;
age 16-17 ; stamps; Ceylon, Gold Coast, Hong Koug,
Newfonndland, and Zanzibar.

C. Tse, c¢/o 34, Birch Avenue, Romily, Cheshire ; age
[]j:-_l E I{J‘glinesc pen pal wanted in Liverpool or Manchester

striet.

T, Laurence, 55, Woodland Gardens, Isleworth, Middle-
sex ; - age 13-15; films, stamps, ships, sports; Great
Britain and Canpda.

P, Bull, 102, High Strect, Dorking. Surrey ; age 11-13:
stamps, papers, views, geography, suaps, realding ; any-
where but England,

U, Moloney, Bridge Street, Dungarvan, Co. Waterford,
Eire ; age 15-18 ; stamps, science ; anywhere.

Miss K. Haslett, 35, Pomimern Parade, Castlereagh
Rouad, Delinst, Northern Iveland ; girl correspondents,
age 15-18; reading, films, sports ; anywhese.

A0y
il

‘_.‘l”“: T Taker. 700 Wenpads o Fnt,
Victori, Aunstvalia ¢ girl copcspondonls, e
stan)is,

Wobneksan, 752, Brald o, Edivhoral, 10 ¢ awe T3-15 ¢
stamnps sl piastazines o Indin, Malovic sl Anerien, '

B Richardsone 40 Kines Svonue, Groenfond P,
Middiesex 1 ue 13-13 5 stanipes, eports, nusic, photoe iy
anywhere abiaad 0ol Je(tors @ iswerid ’ '

Wo Ui 226 CitGon Plaee, Shipley, Yorks @ oo | d- iy
erickes aud specdway meing 0 Anstralis, ;

Ay 160 Beekett's Park Drive, Leeds 6 4
British Empire mul Eive,

Miss Dorls Ooi. 31, Free Schaol fload, Ponane. Straits
Settlements ; - ¢itl corvespondents, age 12-200 st
iotozraphs, posteards s anywhere, i

H. G Quabh, 111, Briek Kilh Boad, T'enang, Straits
Bettlements ; ngr 18 stamps; anvwhere,

Menibers wanted for the Bast and West Correspomdi e
Club,  Write Tov full partienlars (o the Seeferary, A,
Gabbai, el Benjamin. Bamath Gan, lel-Aviv, Prlestine,

He Yandeer Beek and P Q. Ling, Tom's Cob, 250
Joo Chiat Roal. Singapore; age 16-21 1 snaps and stanips |
anywhers outside British Malava )

Miss B Gevittithe, 1, St Maraar
Rowd, Windsor, Berks ; wirl correspondents, age 11-17 .
reading. exeling, flms and eports ;. Bueland nml Seoflawd.

. UL Whoo, 24, Light Street, Penang, Straits Settlements
age 16-21 5 stnps, photography, wireless, sports; all
letters answered,

W Liddell, 17, Western Avenne. Gatialfa, Cardiff, Waleg 3
;\i_rn 1:\'-15 ; ostamps, sports, photogeaphy, tilms ; anywinre
abrogl,

Miss 1. Thomp=on. Helmsley, Foudain Tane, Coseley,
Stafts : wirl corvespolents, age 18-24; rending, onnis,
roller skating, dancing @ all letiers answered ooanywhipe,

M. saville, The Cross, Lyin, Cheshire ; e 1514 ;
stamips ; Bermuda, St Helewa, Dahamas and West Tuljes,

B. Monger, Beaufort House, 6, Clarenee Buildings,
Weymouth, Dorset, wants Nos. 1243 to 1311 of the GEM
antd Nos. 1170 to 1224 of the ** Magnet,”

Casitong

L1-14

stinips

s Monses, Maidenlieadd

PEN PALS COUPON
28-1-39

R. Bales, 98, Carnarvon Avenue, Enficld, Middlesex ;
age 10-15 5 railways wud general topies ; anywhere exeept
London.

I Swith, 8, Westrow (fardens, Seven Kinas, Essex ;
pen s pals, awe dna0d s Beitish Emplre. especially Seuth
Afriea and Straits Settiements,

D, Revell, 4, Charell Monscizenr Sogare,  Zamalek,
Cairo, Egypt ; nee 13-15 3 stamps ; oversens.
Joo Linnell, 227, Clarendon Road. Whalley  Range,

Manchester 16 ; general topics ; anywhere exeept British
8108,

B. Barhour, 87, Clarkston Road, Calheart, Glasgow @
pen pals, aze 14-16;  Engluwd, Canada, Australia, South
Afriea and U.5,A,

Miss A, Vaz, 1, Dundas Court, Penang, Straits Bettle-
ments ; girl correspondents, age 15 npwards ; swimning,
dancing, (:Iyl:l.ing, cuins, books, antd newspapers ; any part
of the world.

W, Bootl, 1, Forrest Terrace, Otley; Yorks ; agze 15:
general topies ; 1aris,

C.  Wilkinson, Gurryard, XNorth Romd, Ponteland,
Northumberland ; age 12-14: sports, photomraphy sd
acroplanes ; auywhere exeept Bnghund,

R. Young, 12, Hutchison Pliee, Edinburgh 11 ; slawmps,
sports ; anywhere. i

H. Pateman, Hudson, Ontario, Canada ;
age 20 up ; snaps, cte. i

Miss €. Kennedy, 28, Larlwood Avenue, Tarlwood,
Sydney, Australia ; girl correspondents, age 14-16;
Tingland, Scotland, Ireland and Ameriea.

A. Gynne, 28, Hexbham Moad, Morden, Surrey ; age
12-14 ; seouting ; any part of Britislh Empire.

D. Ince, 283, Tthodes Avenue, Toronto, Ontario, Canada ;
meteorology § any part ol the world.

P. Jomes, 12, Pentland Street, N. Williamstown, W.14,
Vietoria, Australia ; stops 5 anyvwhere,

D. Trobe, 66, Yorrest Streef, ML, Lawley, I'erth, W.
Ausiralia ; age 12-14; stamps, soccer, cricket and maleh
brands ; British Empire, except Australin,
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pen pals,
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= THE ST. WINIFRED'S ELECTION!

(Continued [rom puge 3.)

=
=
=
=
=
=

B R U BT R TR

Jack Drake had raised his band, in imitation cf
Daubeny's exaumple. 'Tuckey Toodles grinned.

_ He felt himself a very important person indecd
{n:\l then. Drake did not (Feign to look at him,
hut Danbeny fixed upon him an almost beseeci-
ing glance, and—perhaps by accident—jingled
money in his trousers pocket.

Tuckey 'ooadles waz= rot in a hurry to move.

Mr Packe, scdately counting, was approaching
the spot wlicre he stood. Tuckey had not voted
for Daub, but Daub’s imploring lock promised {he
five shillings if he refrained from voting for Jack
Drake There was no mistaking Daub’s look.

But something stivred within Tuckey's plump
hreast just then, and with heroie resolution ho
hanished the thounght of Daub's cash from his
mind. Ilis fat hand went up—just in time.

Rodney gave almost a gasp of reliof, and there
was a murmur from his party. Had Tuockey
saved {he situation?

The excitement was infense. It matiered litile
to Toodles who became captain, but it mattered
a good deal to the rest of the Lower School.

“Thank goodness!” breathed Sawyer major,
“The fat rotier has got some sense, after all.”
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(Continued frem puge 29.)
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CGunten had observed that incident. And afler
school that day, when the chums were starting
homeward, they heard a loud howl from the
timber. Yen Chin was wriggling in the grasp of
the bully, who was laying a rope about the
Chinee as he hopped and dodged and wriggled.
Gunten felt that his opportunity Lad come, and
he was taking advantage of it.

“Flanky ! yvelled Yen Chin,
Bob! Ilelpee!”

But he ealled in
Creek walked on,

Gunten grinmed and laid on the rope harder.

“Ielpee! Blave

vain. The chums of Cedar
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There was & gencral brighiening on the [nees
of Drake's supporters, but Daub aud Lis gang
looked daggers at the fat juvior of the Fourth,

Tuckey Toodles knew he was the eyrosure of zll
eves, and he struck an attitude like Ajax defying
the lighining.

Breatlilessly the juniors huog upon Me. Packe’s
words as’he made the announcement. Certainly
the Fourth Form master had never been listened
tn with such rapt atténtion in the Fovm-roow.

*“Thirty-three votes for Drake !” nnnounced Alr.
Packe, with rather a perplesed look,  *“The
voting has resulted in a tie.”

=ohlr

Danbeny gritted his teeth, .

“Oh, my hat!” muemured Droke, with a grin.
“We nearly did if, Redney. Betier luck next
time !"

“We're not beaten vef,” answered Roduey. “A
tic's o tio: Listen to lacke.”

M. P'acke was speaking again.

“The voling having vesulted in a tie, a fresh
cloetion must bhe held,” said (he Form-masler.
“Monday next will he fixed for the clection. If
{he result should still remain in denlit the matier
will be referred to the headmaster.”

And with that Mr. Packe quitted the Commnn-
room, and the juniors of 8t. Winifred's Lrcke up
in a stare of greac excitement,

Aext Wednesday: 17 ALL
TUCKEY!"
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“RBorve the liitle beast
sawless,

But as a loud howl of anguish came from tha
umhappy little rascal, Bob Lawless paused. He
turned back and strode on the scenc,  Without
wailing to speak he hit out, and Kern Gunien
sat down in the snow.

“TLet him alone!” growled Bob.

Mis kind heart had tviumphed after all,

“Blave Bob helpee pool '] Chinee.” narmured

right!” muticred Bob

Yen Chin. “Chinee  glateful. Bolly  playeo
tlickeo. Chince doec anvthing for Llave Bob.”

Bol looked at him. For onee the little rascal
scomaod in earnest. )

“Then try to be a bir decent,
an awful lar,” grunted Bob,

“AMe tly,” promised Yen Chin,
CAarnnsIness.,

And Yen Chin did try, though the resuli, as
it turned out, was not wholly satisfactory.

Next wweek: “*THE TRUTHFUL CHINEE!"
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