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) peculiar expression of Monty Lowther,
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CHAPTER 1.
The Joke of the Season.
MONTY LOWTHER chuckled.

Tom Merry and Mauners kuew what that
chuckle meant.

Lowther had been silent for about three minutes,
almost o record for Monty Lowther., Then he had
chuckled. It was quite evident that an unusually ripping
“wheeze ” was in the mind of the humorist of the Shell.
It was not all “ lavender " to be study-mate to a humorist.
It neccssitated listening to all his little jokes, and laugh-

} Julian handed the four packets round, apparcntly blind to the unweleoming look on Crooke's face, and the
‘‘ That's eight bob,” said Julian.
a nice boy—that's three bob cach for the threg of us.”

“ Better give the kid a bob—he looks
“"Wha-a-t " (Ses Ohapter 1.)
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ing heartily on the apot, on peril of having the jokes
explained at full length,

When Monty Lowther chuckled, after three minules
of unaccustomed silence, Tom Merry and Manners kuew
what to expeet.

Tom put down the list of the junior cricket cleven,
which he was conning over, and Mauners left off culting
films. They looked inquiringly at Lowther, Not thak
they were specially anxious to hear the joke. Bub it had
to bo heavd, and it was just as well to got it over ab
once,
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“Well?” said Tom Merry.

“Well?” said Manners.

“Ha, ha, ha'” roared Lowther, evidently very much
taken with the humorous idea that was working in his
fertile brain.

“ Let’s hear it,” said Tom.
hooks. Get it off your chest!”

“ And when you've told us, I'll tell you whether I've
seen it in ‘ Chuckles,” ” said Manners.

“ Fathead !” said Lowther.

“We're waiting,” said Tom, taking up the cricket list
again., “Get it over, old chap.”

“It’s the joke of the season,” said Lowther impressively.

“TFire away !” said Manners. *“Tell us when to langh.”

“There’s a new chap coming this afternoon—" said
Lowther.

Tom Merry and Manners looked astonished,

“Ts that the joke?” asked Tom,

“ No, fathead !”

“Oh, get on to it, then!”

“His name’s Julian,” said Lowther. “Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry and Manuers duti-
fully. They could not see the joke, but, as Lowther
laughed, they laughed, It was only civil. Then Tom
Merry bent his brows over the cricket list, and Manners
Tesumed cutting films,

“\What are you cackling at?” demanded Lowther.

“Eh? Your little joke,” said Tom.

“You silly ass, I haven’t told you yet!”

“0h, dear! Go on then.”

“He's coming this afternoon, and his name’s Julian,”
repeated Monty Lowther severely.  That isn’t the joke,
ou duffers. There’s nothing funny in that, is there?”

“Not that I can see,” confessed Tom Merry. ‘“Bub
I don’t always see anything funny in your jokes, so——"

“Why, you silly ass—"

“I—1 mean, get on with the washing, old fellow.”

“He's a Jew,” said Lowther.

“Ha, ha, ha'” shouted Lowther’s chums.

“You thumping duffers!” shrieked Lowther.
are you catkling at now?”

“lIsn’t that the joke?”

“No, you burbling jabberwock! Nothing funuy in a
chap being a Jew, is there?” exclaimed the exasperated
humorist.

“0f course not!” agreed Tom Merry. “Look here,
you'd better make a signal -when you get to the joke.
The Scout signal will do, or hold up your hand.”

“You frabjous ass! Put that silly cricket list away.
You're not going to play cricket this afternoon. Look
here, this chap Julian is a Jew, and we're going to pull
his leg, see?”

“My dear ase, I shouldn’t cut the cricket match to
pull his leg if he ‘was King Solomon himself,” said Tom
Merry. “Besides, I don’t approve of pulling the legs
of new kids. Let him rip.”

“Pon’t I keep on telling you it’s the joke of the
season I” shouted Lowther. * We're going to pull his leg!
Now, this chap don’t know anybody at St. Jim’s, and he
will feel a bit lonely when he drops in all by himself.
Thercfore, we're going to meet him at the station.”

“Too deep for me,” said Manners, wrinkling his brows.

“Eh? What's too deep for you:”

“That joke. Where’s the joke in meeting a new kid
at the station?”

“1 haven't gYot to the joke yet !” shrieked Lowther.

“My hat! You're as long getting to the joke as the
Huns are getting to Calais. T°11 tell you what, old chap.
Put it in the ° Weekly® instead. Let it come as a
surprise to us.”

“Jolly good idea,” said Tom Merry heartily. “Now,
the question is whether D’Arey plays in the Grammar
Behool match—"

“Will you listen, you silly fatheads? We're going to
wmeet this new kid, Julian, at the station, and greet him
—give him a warm reception, and all that. Take him
to our hearts, and welconte him to the school. Treat him
like a long-lost brother, you kuow.”

*“What on earth for:”

“ Because he's a Jew?” asked Manners, utterly mystified.
“Jg there anything specially nobby in being a Jew?”
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“That isn’t all,” said Lowther.

“@Great Scott! If you put this joke in the ' Weekly)’
it had better go in in instalments,” said Tom Merry.

Monty Lowther glared at his chums. Really, it was
very diecouraging to be a great humorist in the Shell at
St. Jim’s.

“You blithering asses!” said Lowther. “If you'd leave
off burbling for a minute or two, I'd get to the point,
The idea is this—the chap’s & Jew, you know—"

“We've had that.”

“And we're %oing to be awfully ehummy—"

“ And we’ve had that.”

“And pilot him round the town, and show him the
places, especially the tuckshop and the einema—-"

" '\Vcll:'!)

“ And make him spend money,” said Lowther.

“What ¥

“Don't you see?” exclaimed Lowther eagerly. “That’s
the joke.”

“1Ig this where we laugh?” asked Manners.

“Yes, if you've got brains enough to sce the best joke
you've ever heard of |” yelled Lowther.

Tom Merry wrinkled his brows in a great effort of
thought. He was manfully striving to see the joke.

“Laugh, you ass!” said Manners. “He’ll explain if
we don’t laugh! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ha, ha, ha!’ echoed Tom Merry.

“0h, you burbling idiots!” eaid Lowther. “0h, vou
crass asses! Lot of good thinking out the wheeze of the
gcagon, in this study. Stop your silly cackling, you
dummies, or I'll start on yon with this bat! Shut up, you
fatheads! Look here, do you see the joke, or don’t you:”

“1Well, to tell the frozen truth, we don’t,” said Tom.
“But that’s all right. That often happens. Now, about
the Grammar School match——"

“Don’t you see?” roared Lowther. “This chap Julian
is a Jew——"

“Ye gods! We know that by heart.”

% And we're going to make him epend money, and pull
his leg, see? Every time he parts with a bob it will give
him a pain. Seef”

“Why should it?”

“ Because—because they're awfully keen on money, you
know,” explained Lowther. ‘“That’s how we're going to
pull his leg, see?”

“QOh ! said Tom Merry, working it out in hise mind
like mental arithmetic. “This chap is named Julian,
and he’s a Jew, and we're going to pal on to him, and
lead him into spending money, and it will give him a
pain. That’s the joke?”

“Yes, you burbling asal”

“ And it’s funny”

* Can’t you eee it’s funny " shrieked Lowther.

Tom Merry shook his head.

“PBlessed if I can! Suppose the chap don't mind
spending money, then where does the joke come in?"

“But he will. They're all like that.”

“How do you kuow?"”

“Well, I don’t know any Jews,” admitted Lowther,
rather taken aback. * But—but—but, of course, it's €o.
Anybody will tell you.”

" Any%ody who ™ doesn’t know any Jews, perhaps.”
chuckled Tom Merry. *Not good enough, Monty. Not
worth chucking the cricket.”

“ Besides, the chap mayn’t have much money, aud then
it would be rather mean to lead him into spending it,”
said Manners.

“He's rich,” hooted Lowther, *“I've heard about him.
He’s got an uncle rolling in mouney, who's sending him

to St. Jim’s. Levison heard Kildare say so. I don’t
know the uncle’s name, but it’s a fact, He’s got tons
of ’oof.”

“Then he won't mind spending it, and the joke will
fall flat—if it is a joke. I’'m mot quite sure about that,
though I'm willing to take your word for it.”

“But he will mind spending it,” howled-the unhapiy
TLowther, *because he’s a Jew, you know. We'll take
him round and make him pay for everything. Of course,
we'll square up afterwards. We don’t want to sponge on
the chap. But all the afternoon we’ll watch him going
green and yellow.”
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“But suppose he don't go green and yellow?®

“But he will!” roared Lowther, *“If he don’t you can
use my head as a foothall !”

“’Tain’t the football season yet. Besides, A wooden
ig_otball would be very rough on our toes,” argued Tom
Merry.

“Why, you—you—you—" gasped Lowther. Like a
true humorist, ‘Lowther failed to appreciate humorous
remarks that were directed towards himself. “Oh,
you're a pair of howling asses, and I wouldn’'t take
you with me this afternoon at any price! You'd spoil
the best joke going with your fatheadednmess! Rats!
Br-rrr!”

Slam!

Monty Lowther departed from the stud v, and closed the
door after him with a concussion that rang the whole
length of the passage.

Tom Merry and Manners looked at one another and
grinned, Then Manners went on cutting films, and Tom
Merry resumed conning over the cricket list. Monty
Lowther went in search of kindred spirits with a more
highly-developed sense of humour.

———

CIIAPTER 2,
No Backers!
L OTU fellows busy this afternoon?”
Y Monty Lowther asked the question, and he
addressed Study No. 6.
Study No. 6—otherwise Blake, Herries, Dighy, and
D’Arcy of the Fourth—were standing in a little group
ontside the School House, talk-

ing cricket. Arthur Augustus N s 9t 43 1 3 d 3t 3 s s . 21 the  station,
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had lately been cultivating a
late cut’ of which he was ex-
ceedingly proud. Being an
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him at the station and give him a rousing reception,” said
Lowther.

Blake and Herries and Digby stared. Arthur Augusbus
D'Arcy smiled blandly. He gave Monty Lowther a look
of the warmest approval. .

“Lowthah, I wegard that as a wippin' saggestion, I
take back my wemark about your bein’ an ass.”

“Good!"” said Lowther. “You’ll come?”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Rats!” said Blake. “I'm playing ericket.”

“ Weally, Blake—"

“Same here,” said Herries,

And Digby nodded. They were not in the slightest
degree inclined to “chuck” cricket for the sake of
meeting a new boy, whether he was Jew or Gentile.

“Weally, deah boys, we can chuck the cwicket for
once to act on Lowthah’s wippin’ suggestion,” said Arthur
Augustus. “Lowthah, I congwatulate you! I have nevah
wegarded you as a fellah of tact and judgment, but I
see now that you are weally quite thoughtful. I wegard
your suggestion as bein’ in good taste. I shall be vewy
pleased to go and meet the Hebwew.”

“What for:” demamded Blake. “If you want to see a
ITebrew, there’s old Moses at Wayland—the moneylender
who got Levison into a scrape. You went to see him once,
and 1t got you into trouble.”

“Wats!  Old Moses is certainly a vewy unpleasant
chawactah; but that is because he 15 a moneylendah, not
because he is a Jew. I wegard Lowthah’s suggestion as
wippin’, and I am backin’ him up. You see, some persons
have wathah a pwejudice against Jews, and this new
chap, bein’ a Jew, may feel wathah doubtful about his

weception. By meetin’ him
and tweatin’
him civilly, as Lowthah sug-
gests, we shall wemove any
uneasiness fwom his mind, and

authority on late cuts, he was
generously telling his chums
all about it, so that they could
o and do likewise.

But he paused politely as
Menty Lowther came out of
the School House and chipped

[l XL SITE WYL Sl Wi

“Yaas,
plied. .

“(Cricket!” explained Blake. * Anything else ont”

“The jape of the season,” said Lowther. .

“0Oh, one of your Shell japes!” said Herries disparag-
ingly. *Go and bury it, old chap!”

“Bomething up against the New House!” asked Blelj;ke.
#It’s time we gave Figgins & Co. another whopping !

“Not this time,” said Lowther. *“Look here, you can
chuck cricket for once. After all, you won't be missed.”

“Why, you fathead—"

“Weally, Lowthah—" ) B

“It’s only a practice match this afternoon, too, urded
Lowther.

“Yaas,” said Arthur Augustus. “But we've got to

et weady for the Gwammah School weturn match, you

now. 'Those Gwammawian boundahs are in gweat form
T am givin’ a lot of attention to a late eut Iately. Yon
may have noticed my late cut, Lowthah.”

Lowther nodded.

“I've noticed that some of your cuts are rather late!”
he assented. “They come after the wicket's down some-
times—very late, indeed!"

Arthur Augustus glared, and Blake and Herries and
Digby chuckled. As a matter of fact, they were growing
fed-up with Arthur Augustus’s celebrated Iate cut.

“I wegard you as ai ass, Lowthah.”

“ Besides, the team will be all right for the Grammar
mateh,” said Lowther. “Talbot and Tom Merry and
Mayne and myself! Why, the Grammarians won't have
an carthly! No need to stick at it this afternoon.
There’s a new chap coming to St. Jim’'s this afternoon.”

“ What the deuce does that mntter:” asked Blake.

“He's a Jew.”

#Well2"

*Well, T want you chaps to come with me, and meet

NEXT
WEDNESDAY:

who admires the hero of this story, and
wishes {o do his Editor a good turn, kindly
hand his copy of this week's “GEM"
LIBRARY to a non-reading Jew chum?

show him that he need not
feah meetin' any widiculous
and old-fashioned pwejudices
at St. Jim’s, I wegard it as
vewy thoughtful of Lowthah.”

Monty Lowther looked rather
peculiar.

Arthur Augustus, in the in-

e e 5 S £ 4 g 53
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wathah 7 he  Te- sttt s s g i ) 33 e 3 T A3 e d . 110007100 of his heart, had

jumped to quite a wrong con-
clusion. Tt was not precisely with the intention of
putting the new boy at his ease that Lowther was
planning to meet him at the station,

“Ahem!” said Lowther. “I mean—"

“I know exactly what you mean, Lowthah, and T con-
gwatulate yon!” said Arthur Augustus. “And we are
backin’' you up.”

“I'm playing cricket " roared Blake.

“ You are not playin' ewicket, deah boy. I twust that
you are not goin to allow the Shell to outdo us in good
mannahs, Blake!” said D'Arcy severely. “We are all
goin' with Lowthah to meet the new kid.”

“Oh, all right!” said Blake resignedly.
for a quiet life.”

“When does the new kid awwive, Lowthah:"

“Three-thirty,” said Lowther. “But—but vou haven't
ex;mtll'lg; cottoned to the idea. It's a jape.” °

“Lh:v )

“We're going Lo jape the new kid,” explained Towther.
“You sce, he's a Jew, and the idea is to make him spend
money and give him a pain. See:”

Arthur Augustus extracted his eyeglass from his
waistcoat-pocket, screwed it into his eye, and surveyed the
huinorist of the Shell with a freezing stare.

“Is that a jape®” he inquired.

“Of course it is! The wheere of the season!” said
Lowther warmly.

“I wegard it as wotten!”

“ Look here, you fathead——"

“I wegard it,"” said Arthur Augustus steruly, “as abso-
lutely wotten! I am sowwy to sce, Lowthah, that you
arc the victim of pwejudice. I am still more sowwy to
sec that yon are willin' to wound the feelings of a
stwanger for the sake of a wotten joke. And I am sowwy
to sce

“Anything

Tue Gey LiBRARY.—No. 594,
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“Thanks! That's enough,” remarked Lowther. "I
don't really want to be acquainted with all your sorrows,
Gussy.”

“Weally, Lowthah——"

“ Are you fellows coming:” asked Lowther.

“My ‘fwiends are not comin’ for such a purpose,
Lowthah. I wegard your idea.as bein’ in bad taste. I
ghall make it a point to be vewy fwiendly with the new
kid, to show him that we are not all sillay duffahs heah.
I wegard wace pwejudice as a widiculous thing.  Of
course, a decent fellah must be a bit standoffish with
lowah waces like the Germans, But a Jew is mot &
German, When you weflect, Lowthah, that there are
many Jews now at the fwont, fightin’ for their countwy, I
wondah that you are not ashamed of yourself.”

“@Go it, Gussy!” said Blake admiringly, “IUs all
right, Lowther.  He's only getting into training for the
Egﬂuse of Lords, Gussy is going to wake them up there
some day.”

“Pway don’t be fwivolous, Blake— .

“Look here, I didn’t come here for a sermon,” yelled
Lowther, “and I've no time to waste talking to a prize
idiot.”

Arthur Augustus sniffed. _

“ Gentlemen,” he said, “I put it to you {hat Lowthah's
idea is uttahly wotten, I suggest that we sliow him
what we think of it by bumpin’ him "

“Hear, hear !” said Herries.

“ Collah the sillay ass!” :

“Why, you—you— Hands off! Chuck it!” shouted
Lowther. “Why, 1'll— TYarooh! Stoppit! Yoooop!

Bump!

Etull;'] No. 6 grasped the humorist of the Shell, and he
descended upon the hard, unsympathetic earth with a
heavy bump. Then they strolled away, grinning, leaving
Monty Lowther gasping for breath, and glaring like &
Hun.

Once more the great humorist of St. Jim's had failed to
find support for his ripping wheeze. It really looked as
if that screaming joke would go begging. .

CHAPTER 3.
Kindred Spirits!

& VER!"
@ The cricketers were at it. . )
Monty Lowther looked on the cricket-ficld with

a morose brow. o 5

Tom Merry & Co. of the School House, and Figgins
& Co. of the New House, were slogging away in the
practice match, which was to put the lid on, so to

k, on their form for the big match that was conung
along shortly.

But Lowther was not in flannels.

Lowther was in a morose temper.

To do him justice, Monty Lowther didn't want to hurt
the feclings of the new kid. He didn’t want to be
lacking in good taste, and he didn’t want to be anything
like inhospitable. _

But Lowther’s sense of humour was too strong for him.
When he was on the track of a joke, the humorist of the
Bhell could not be held in.

It had not occurred to him that his great jape might
be comsidered in doubtful taste. Now that it had been
pointed out to him, he wasn't in the least inclized to
admit it. Lowther could be obstinate.

His chums having failed to see the matter from his

int of view, he was only made all the move deternmined
E)ﬂarry the jape through successfully.

But he did not want to do it by himself.
wanted an audience.
joke.

His study-males and Study No. G had failed him.
Kangaroo of the Shell, and Talbot, and Mayne, had pre-
ferred cricket to the best joke under the sun. Grundy
and Dane and Glyn, when they were acquainted with the
echeme, had pronounced it rotten. So bhad Reilly and
Hammond and Eerruish and Gore,

Never had there beem such a plentiful lack of
appreciation,
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Monty Lowther felt sore about if.

L‘ertﬁinli', there were some fellows who would have
entered into a joke against anybody, fellows like Crooke
and Levison and Mellish, :mg the more ill-natured it
was, the better they would have liked it. Lowther would
not admit that' there was anything ill-natured in his
scheme. He was the best-natured fellow in the world,
really, only his sense of humour was unduly developed.

But it really seemed that if he wanted anybody to
share that great joke with him, he would have to fall
back on Crooke & Co,

That went against the grain. Crooke & Co. were black
sheep, and Lowther did not like them. Tom Merry and
s friecnds had httle to do with them—especially Crooke,
who was an arrant blackguard,

Chumming up with Crooke & Co. for the afternoon was
not pleasant, and Monty Lowther did not like the idea,

He came towards Tom Merry, as the captain of the
Shell came away from the wickets.

" Look here, Tom——"

“Taking a turn with the bat, Moniy:" asked Tom
cheerily, :

“No. Are vou coming with. me?"

“Can't, old chap!”

Lowther frowned,

“You mean vou won't, Tom.”

Tom Merry paused, and a troubled look came over his
sunny face.

* Don't get ratty, kid,” he said pacifically.
ing cricket, you know.”

*That's not the only reason you won’t come.”

“Well, no. As a matter of fact " Tom hesitated,

“Well?” said Lowther grimly.

" Well, don’t you think it's a bit rough to jape a new
hld like that. = What's the good of being down on

mr

“I'm not down on him.”

“He would take it pretty sorely, you know, getting at
his being a Jew——"

“What does it matter how he takes it?"

“Well, it does matter. I shouldn't like to hurt his
feelings,” said Tom. * All Jews are not like old Mosee at
Wayland, you know.”

*“Who said they were?”

“Well, nobady,” said Tom. *“But—"

“Oh, have it out!” growled Lowther. “You think
what I'm going {o do is caddish—is that it?"

Tom Merry coloured.

“1 hope you're not going to do it, Monty.”

ated Lowther sn.vage]l]y.-
ut

“I'm play-

“You think it's caddish?” re

“1 don't think you'd do anything caddish, Monty,
—but I don’t like the idea of—of—of—"

“Of what I'm going to do. Well, if you think it’s
caddish, that’s enough. I'll tell you what I think, in
return. I think you're making a mountiin out of a
molehill, and that you're a silly ass!”

T Mﬂ'ut}'—”

Monty Lowther walked away.

Tom Merry looked after him in distress. But Monty
Lowther did not look back. He was decidedly ratty.
Tom Merry hesitated a moment or two, and then ran after
him and caught him by the arm, )

“ Monty, old chap, don’t get ratty about nothing—"

“Are you coming with me?”

“Well, I can't. But—"

“Well, if you won't, Crooke will.”

Tom Merry's brow clouded. )

“I hope you're not going to chum up with thal cad,
Monty."

“IWhy not, if my own friends give me the go-by,” said
Lowther, with something like o snecer. " Get on with
your cricket.”
~ Lowther jerked his arm away. and walked off the field.
Tom Merry's face was clouded as he returned to the
ericket. It was something very like a quarrel with his
old chum: and quarrels were abnost unknown ameng
{he Terrible Three. But it was a point (hey evidently
could not agree upon,

Lowther marched off the cricket-ground in great
dudecon. He went to look for (Gerald Crooke. Crooke
was casily found; he was hanging about the tuckshop
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“We're rather gone on Jews, you know,” said Crooke. Lowther Kicked his ankle. ““Gone on Jews!’ repeated
Julian, in wonder, '“Whatdo you mean?” ““You're a Jew, ain't you?" ' Yes,” “We like *em at St, Jim's,”™
explained Crooke, “that’'s why we've come to meet you." (See Chapter 4.) i

with Mellish. The two slackers were not interested in
cricket,

“You fellows busy?” asked Lowther.

“Yes,” said Crooke, with a grin. “ Mellish is busy
trying to borrow half-a-crown frem me, and I'm busy
stopping him :

“I've got a little joke on,” explained Lowther, © There's
a new kid coming——"

“I’ve heard about him,” said Crooke. “His name'’s
Julian, and he’s a Jew. I heard Cutts of the Fifth
mention him. He’s rolling in money.”

"“They always do,” said Mellish. * Blessed if I don't
wish I was a Jew!”

“What's the jape?" asked Crooke.

“ Meet him at the atation, chum up with him—"

“What rot!”

“And take him round, and make him spend mouey,”
said Lowther.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Crooke'and Mellish.

Monty Lowther brizhtened up. His great wheeze waa
meeting with its just appreciation at last.

“You sce, being a Jew, he will have a separate pain

NEXT
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every time he parts with a tanner,” he said. “We'll take
him round, and make him stand treat "

“Bet you he won't."”

“Well, if he won't, we'll order expensive things, and
make him pay his whack,” said Lowther.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I'm stony!” growled Mellish.

“0Oh, we'll do the ordering,”
funds.”

Crooke jingled money in his trousers-pocket. There
was always a jingle of cash about Crooke of the Shell.

“I'm on!” he said. *“'We'll make him spend money,
and watch his face. Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” echoed Mellish.

said Lowther. “I'm in

“I'm on!”

“Come om, then,” said Lowther., *“He gets to
Rylcombe by the three-thirty. We've got time to
walk it.”

“We'll have a cab home,” chuckled Crooke. “We'll

make him shell ont. By Jove, we’'ll telephone for a
taxi from Wayland, and run up a bill.”
“Hu, ha, ha!”
Monty Lowther began to feel that Crooke wasn't such
Tue Gex Liprary.—No. 794,
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a bad chap after all. He hadn't been done justice,
Lowther reflected. There was gocd in everybody; and he
had found some in Crooke. Such was the influence of a
proper appreciation of his humorous scheme.

The three juniors strolled down to the gates in high
good-humour. Several fellows glanced at them curiously;
1t was very unusual to see Lowther strolling with the cad
of the Shell,

Once safe outside the gates, Crooke drew a cigarette-
case from his pocket.

“Have a fag,” he said genially.

Lowther flushed uncomfortably.

“Oh, chuck that!” he said. *That isn’t what we've
come out for.”

“Pooh! We sha'n't be spotted here.”

“XI’'m not thinking of that,” said Lowther sharply.

Crooke shrugged his shoulders and lighted his cigarettie,
Mellish followed his example,

“Look here——" hegan Lowther.

“Oh, bow-wow !”

Monty Lowther debated in hie mind whether he should
turn back, and abandon his great wheeze, and join the
cricketers.

But he would not be beaten.

He walked op, with a very red face, and Crooke and
Mecllish exchanged a wink and went on smoking. Lowther
did not say another word, but he was very glad when
the ciﬁarettes were finished, and the stumps were pitched
into the hedge,

— ——

CHAPTER 4.
Expensive |
- YLCOMBE!"
The train stopped, and a handsome, athletic-
looking lad in Etons stepped out upon the
platform.

From the guard’s van a large trunk wae dumped down.

The lad in Etons walked along the platform towards
it. And three juniors, who had just come on the plat-
form from the entrance, apotted him at once.

“That’s the kid,” said Monty Lowther.

“That's the merchant,” said Crooke. “Not quite guch
s bounder as T expected.”

“Sheeney right enough,” said Mellish.

“Put on your best smiles,” said Lowther. “Mind,
ve've got to be jolly chummy. Make & good impression
en him.”

“You bet!”

“Taking the wiranger in!" grinned Mellish. *“ All
right, I'm on. We can fool a new kid easily enough.”

Lowther frowned for a moment. He did not like to
hear his great- wheeze described as taking a stranger in,
and fooling a new kid. However, be led the way towards
the youth in Etons.

The new-comer was giving the porter instructione
regarding his box. He was also giving him a shilling,
08 the trio could not help seeing.

He glanced round as they came up, and looked at the
thfea]]uniurs. Monty Lowther raised his etraw hat very
solitely.

i Gcid-afternunn 1" he said.

“ Good-afternoon !” responded the stranger genially.

Somewhat to the disappointment of the juniors, he did
not say “ goot-afternoon!” Somehow they had expected
him to speak in the same manner as Mr. Moses, of Way-
land, whose weird accent was very pronounced. But the
new-comer spoke quite nicely, and in a pleasant, mueical
voice.

“We're from St. Jim’s,” said Lowther. “I suppose
you're the new kid, Julian?#”

The new-comer nodded.

::iMF name's Julian, and I'm going to St. Jim's,” he
said.

'“We've heard about you,” said Crooke. * Thought you
migh.t. feel a bit lonely at first, so we've come to meet
you.'

“Sort of give you a welcome to the school,” said
Mellish.

“Abhem! Exactly!” said Lowther,.

The new boy looked very pleased.
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“That's very kind of you,” he said. “I don't know
anybody at St. Jim’s. It’s jolly decent of you to come
a{u;l m;et a new chap you don’t know, and I'm very much
obliged.”

“ We're rather gone on Jews, yon know,” said Crooke.

Lowther kicked his ankle.

“(ione on Jews!” repeated Julian, in wonder. “What
d> you mean?”

“You're a Jew, ain't your”

L1 Y‘EE-"

“We like ’em at St. Jim's,” explained Crooke. *That’s
why we've come to meet you.”

Julian looked rather hard at Crooke.

“You're very good,” he said.

“This way, young shentleman,” said Mellish, with a
chuckle.

Julian flushed. .

“Shut up, Mellish!” eaid Lowther sharply. His two
assistants seemed likely to spoil the whole game.

“What's the matter?” said Mellish. *““I’'m only showing
Chewlian the way. You pronounce your name Chewlian,
don’t you, young 'un?” ;

“I promounce it Julian,” eaid the new boy quietly.

.- Mgr mistake,” said Mellish, sniggering. “I1 say—
yow-ow !” Mellish broke off snddenly as Lowther kicked
his leg.

“ Don’t mind that silly ase!"” said Lowther reassuringly.
“ Mellish thinks he is clever, you know—a big mistake—
but he thinks it. I'm jolly glad to meet you, Julian.
My name’s Lowther—Monty Lowther of the Shell. This
chap is Crooke, one of the ornamente of my Form, and
that duffer is Mellish of the Fourth. Do you know what
Form you are going into?”

“The Fourth,” said Julian. “That's arranged.”

“Then we sha'n’t have vou in the Shell,” said Lowther.
“1 was—ahem !'—hoping that you would be in my study.
Have you told the porter about your box?"”

“Yes. He's going to put it in the cab.”

“You were thinking of taking the hack to the school?”
asked Lowther, with an air of surpriee.

“Yes. Why not?"”

“ Rotten old rattletrap,” said Lowther. *“Let them
send vour box, and we’ll take you with us. There's plent
of time before us, and 1 thought you might like a loo
round.”

“You're very kind. I'll have tho box sent, then.”

“Hold on a minute.. Have it sent in the hack,” said
Crooke. "It will cost about twice as much as the man
taking it, but—ahem !—it looks better.”

“Seems to me a waste of money,” said Julian, with a
stare.

“Oh, T suppose you think a lot about money?” eaid
Crooke, his hip curling.

“T suppose a fellow ought to be careful with his
money ?” said Julian, with a puzzled look. * There’s no
gense in wasting it, is there:”

“ You see, we're giving you the tiF," said €rooke. " As
vou're new to the school, we thought we’'d show you the
ropes a bit. Better send it in the hack, or it will look—
well, as if you're rather mean.”

“ Much better,” said Lowther.

“I'll take your word for it, as you know the ropes,”
said Julian, still looking puzzled. “ Porter, put the trunk
in the cab, please.”

“ Yessir,” said old Trumble.

The juniors followed Trumblie from the station.

The box was deposited in the ancient hack, and Trumble
opened the door for Julian.

“That’s all right,” said Lowther. “You're to take
that box to St. Jim’s, Robert. Better pay him in advance,
Julian, in case vou don’t see him again.’

“Certainly! How much?”

“It’'s three shillings to drive to St. Jim’s,” said Lowther.
“But Robert is a poor man, and he has fifteen children—is
it fifteen or sixteen, Robert®”

The old driver grinned; he knew Monty Lowlher.

“ Seventeen, Master Lowther,” he replied.

“So, if vyou paid Robert four bob instead of three, he
would take it kindly, Julian,” said Lowther. *“We're
rather liberal at St. Jim's, you know.”
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“I don't mind,” said Julion, *I showld have given
him a tip, anyway.”

“Well, as you're eo generous,” remarked Crooke, “ you
might make it five. Robert’s a poor man, and with
eighteen children—"

Julian laughed.

¥Yes, make it five,” said Lowther. *“Robert's a good
sort. He served his country when he was a young man,
didn’t you, Robert®”

“T was in the Die-ITards, sir,” said Robert,

“And he’s keeping up the reputation of the regiment,
and dying hard,” said Lowther. “That was in the reign
of George the First, wasn’t it, Robert:”

“No 1t wasn’'t, Master Lowther,” said Robert indig-
nantly. “Which I ain’t seventy yet, and you know it!”

Julian smiled, and placed five shillings in the brown
old palm. Robert touched his hat very respectfully.

The old hack, and the old horse, and the old driver
rolled off with Richard Julian’s box. The three practical
jokers felt a little disappointed. Julian was spending
money according to programme, but it did not seem to
give him a pain so far,

“You've got lots of dibs, T suppose?” Mellish remarked
enviously. “ Simply rolling in filthy luere—what?”

“0Oh, ne,” said Julian, “I am not rich, but I have an
uncle who is very kind and generous, and he makes me
a large allowance—more than I need.”

‘“He isn’t a Jew:”

“Yes, he is a Jew, of course,” said Julian. “Do you
think it is impossible for a Jew to be kind and generous®”

“Blessed if I wouldn’t swap all my uncles for him,
Jew or not,” said Mellish, with a laugh. “I should like
a good allowance from somewhere.”

“1 suppose you're hungry after your journey, Julian®”
said Lowther,

“Yes, a little.
for tea.”

"4“N.G.," said Lowther. “Tea at school ia simply
rotten ! Bread and scrape, you know, And tea as wealk
as the Kaiser's brain. You'd better come and have a
snack in the tuckehop. It's just handy, and we'd like
a snack, too.” |

“ Certainly !”

“This way!" chortled Mellish.

That seemed the best part of the joke to Mellish. As
he was stony, evidently he couldn't be expected to pay
his “whack.” But he intended to have his *whack” in
the feed at the village tuckshop.

“ Hold on, though !” said Lowthier. *There's Trumble.”

“Trumble?”’ repeated Julian,

“Yes; the porter. It’s usual to hand him something.
You don’t mind my mentioning it, as you are new here,”
said Lowther blandly. “ A St. Jim’s fellow is a St. Jim's
fellow, you know, and something is expected of him."”

“I gave him a shilling,” said Julian,

“ Ahem! Of course, if you don't want to make it a
decent tip, there’s no law to make you,” said Crooke.
“T’11 stand him something myself, as we're with you.”

Julian erimsoned.

“But I don’t want to be mean!” he exclaimed. “I will
give him whatever is customary. T should have thought
a shilling was enough for lifting a box out of a train.”

“Not for St. Jim’s,” said Mellish, “We do things
rather in style at our school, you know.”

“T should suggest another half-crown,” said Lowther.

“ You usually give him half-a-crown:" acked Julian.

“ Allem ! Lowther hesitated.

But Crooke chimed in. Crooke had not been brought
up at the feet of George Washington, and a “fib” came
quite easily to him,

“ Always! It’s the thing, you know.”

“He must make a lot of money, I should think,” said
Julian, in astonishmént, “with so many fellows at the
school, all handing out half-crowns; he must make a
pretty good thing of it. But I don’t mind in the least,
of course. Naturally, I don’t know your school customs
till I have been among you a hit.”

He crossed the pavement, and presented the astounded
Trumble with a half-crown. Then lie rejoined the juniors,
who checked their grinning as he came back.

Old Trumble bit the half-crown to assure himself that
it was a good one, suspecting a joke. But it was quite

I expected to be at the school in time

NEXT
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good, and Trumble whistled, and slid it into his pocket.
Trumble sometimes had good tips from the richer fellows
at the school, especially fellows like D'Arcy of the Fourth;
but he was surprised that a junior should come back and
tip him half-a-crown after tipping him a shilling. But he
had no objections to make.

“Now for the feed,” said Mellish.

And the new friends of the new boy piloted him to Mrs,
Murphy's tuckshop.

CHAPTER 5.
Making the Money Fly!
M (JN}}'Y LOWTHER led the way into the fuck
shop.

As yet his little joke could not be said to have
“panned out™ well, Julian had plenty of money, and,
according to Lowther's theories, he ought to have had a
pain whenever he parted with any of it., He had parted
with a good deal already, and had shown no sign what-
ever of having a pain.

But Lowther intended to put him to a severe test in the
tuckshon.

Mrs. Murphy came out of her little parlour, and ordera
were given liberally.

“By the way, I suppose you know it’s the custom for a
new boy to pay his footing?"” Lowther remarked.

Julian looked at him inquiringly.

“I don’t know it,” he said. “But I have no objection,
I'm sure.”

“You're ready to stand treat—what?” asked Mellish.

“With pleasure.” :

“Of course, if you don’t like the idea—
Lowther.

“But I do,” said Fulian, “ It was very kind of you te
come and meet me, and it will be a pleasure to me. Pile
in!”

“Oh, good!” said Mellish.
cream-puffs?”

“ Anything you like !"

The three practical jokers took the new boy at his word.

They piled in!

Julian himself appeared to have a good appetife, and
he did full justice to the good things of Mrs. Murphy.

But Lowther and Crooke and Mellish outdid him easily.
They made it a point to choose the most expensive
articles, and they chose them in large guantities.

Julian did not turn a hair.

The feed was poing strong, when three fellows in
Grammar School caps came in. They were Gordon Gay
and Wootton major and minor, of Rylcombe Grammar
School.

“Hallo, St. Jim’s cads!” said Gordon Gay.

“ Kick 'em out!" said Wootton mujor.

Monty Lowther held up his hand.

“Pax!” he said. “ Gentlemen, you're welcome! This
is a great occasiom. Creesus minor has arrived, and he's
standing treat all round. We shall be very happy if
you will join us. Order anything you like!”

“That is rather a big order,” said Gordon Gay,
langhing.

“Not too big for Julian,” said Lowther, “He simply
loves spending money. And he's got a tame uncle who
loads him with it. Allow me to infroduce you. Julian of
the Fourth—Gay, Wootton major, Wootton minor. The
chap with the nose is the major, and the chap with the
ears iy the minor.”

“Why, you silly ass—" hegan Wootton major and
minor together,

Julian nodded and langhed.

“You're very welcome,” he said.
treat!”

“ Hear, hear!" said the three Grammarians,

They piled in.

Mre, Murphy looked at Julian rather curiously as the
bill mounted up. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy sometimea
stood tremendous blow-outs in the tuckshop, but he had
seldom allowed his expenditure to reach the figure it waa
now reaching. The good dame made up an account upon
a sheet of sugar-paper.

“How is it going?” asked Lowther jovially.
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“Two pounds three shillings,” said Mrs. Murphy.

“My hat!” saig Crooke.

“ Ratter ease off, if the new kid isn’'t made of money,”
grinned Gordon Gay.

“Go ahead!” said Julian,
finished. It's all sereme!”

“But look here 5

“QOh, nile in!”

“ Better fill our pockets while we're about it,” said
Wootton major humorously. *“ L'll borrow a sack, too!l”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“This is what I call something like,” said Mellish,
whose face was looking very shiny, * You're a pearl of
price, Julian !”

“A pem of the first water!” grinned Crooke,
over the tarts, Mrs. Murphy !”

“Yes, Master Crooke.”

Monty Lowther regarded the mew boy in wonder.
Rither his estimate of Julian was quite mistaken, or else
the new junior was an adept at concealing his feelings.
Tf he was suffering any inward pain, his handsome face
did not show it. %IE seemed to be enjoying the feed as
heartily as any of the fellows present. Unless appear-
ances were very deceptive, he certainly was enjoying it.

Yet the bill was running up iuto pounds!

“Don't ease off till you've

11 Pdiﬂ

Monty
Lowther felt that there was something wrong somewhere.
His great wheeze—the joke of the senson—seemed to be
falling flat.

The time came when the juniors, healthy and hungry
as they were, were more than satisfied. Even Mellish had
to slack down.

“ Trot out the little bill,” grinned Crooke,

Myrs. Murphy trotted out the little hill.

“Four pounds four shillings and ninépence,”
in almest an awe-stricken voice,

“(Oh, crumbs!”

Lowther watched Julian's face. Any fellow might have
felt a “ pain " at being called upon to pay such a bill.

But Julian did not seem to feel the pain.

He took a five-pound note from an expensive little
pocket-book, and dropped it on the counter.

“ Fivers, by gum!" murmured Mellish, whose covelous
eyes had noted that there were more banknotes in the
pocket-book. “Rolling in money, by gad! If this chap
wants a chum in the Fourth, I know where he can find
cne.”

Mellish's manner was full of cordiality now. If Julian
had been a Prussian, Mellish wounld have been cordial to
him after the sight «f those fivers.

Julian dropped his change carclessly into his pocket.

“ About time we got on to the school,” he suggested.

“Time we got off, too,” remarked Gordon Gay.
“Thanks awfully for that ripping feed, kid! When you
feel inclined to share a frugal tea, you can drop in on
us at the Grammar School, Don't expect the fat of the
land like this. We're not giddy millionaires. But we'll
be glad to see you.”

‘“Thank you!” said Julian.

Gordon Gay & Co. sauntered away, and J ulian left the
tuckshop with the St. Jim’s jumiors.

« Walk-to the school:" he asked. “The lane looks very
pleasant.”

“Walk " said Lowther. My dear chap, you can't
walk! A new kid is rupposed to arrive in—ahem !—eome
gort of style.”

“ There was only one cab at the station, and that's gone
with my box,” remarked Julian. " 'There doesn't seem
rouch choice,”

“(h, that's all vight! There's a telephone-box at the
station, and you can get a taxi from Wayland.”

Julian paused.

“A taxi from Wayland?"” he said. " But Wayland's
further from here than the school is, isn’t that so*”

“(Oh, the taxi will get here pretty quick!” said
Lowther carelessly, * Of course, if you object to the
expense—"

“ Not at all, so far as that goes, but it seems to me that
you fellows at St. Jim's must be very extravagant, if you
gp%‘end money like that. It's rather slacking, too, isn’t
11:. iy
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“ ot him at last!” murmured Lowther to himself.
“ He's feeling the pain.”

The thought that his great wheeze was not falling flat
after all quite bucked up Monty Lowther. He smiled
cheerily.

“Well, something’s cxpected of a new boy,” he re-
marked. *Of course—ahem '—we won't stick you for the
taxi. We'll whaek it out.”

“ Fair whacks!" said Crooke, with a grin,
stand it fair all round.”

Julian hesitated.

“0Oh, come!” urged Lowther. *“ We're really putting
you up to a wrinkle, you know. I suppose you don't
mind standing your whack in a taxiz”

“It ceeme to me a waste,” said Juliam, " but if you
fellows want a taxi, I don't mind at all. Let's go and
telephone."”

“This way !" chortled Mellish.

Théy walked away to the station, and Lowtiher tele-
phoned to Wayland for the taxi-cab. Julian stood with
a very thoughtful expression on his face while the
humorist of the Shell was busy with the telephone.

An idea seemed to be wariing in his mind. Good-
natured and facile as the new boy had shown himself to
be, he was no fool—indeed, he was decidedly keen.

“Let's make an afternoon of it,” said Crooke genially.
“We're all pretty well heeled, you know. Let’'s have a
run round the country in the taxi, and finish up with a
cinema at Wayland, and a taxi home. Equal whacks all
round.”

“Rather an expensive amusement for juniors,” said
Julian, giving the Shell fellow a very curious look. “ But
I'm game."

“You'll have to lend me the tin, some of you,’
Mellish.

('rooke grunted.

“We three stand the exes,” he said. * Mellish is
stony, so he'll have to be a passenger. I'm sure Julian
won't mind."”

“Not at all,” said Julian.

“The taxi will be here in ten minutes,” said Lowther,
coming away from the telephone-box. “We'll go and
lhave some ices while we're waiting for it."”

“Good egz !’

Perhaps Julian considered that he had already paid
his footing to quite the required extent, for he said
nothing more of standing treat. Neither did the others.
For that expensive afternoon out it was agreed that
“exes ' should be whacked out among the three. Lowther
was in funds, and he would have spent his last sixpence
in a practical joke, and Crooke, as usual, was reeking
with money, and he was given to indulging in expensive
amusements. As for Mellish, he was a “ passenger.”
The trio intended that expenses should be run up till
the Jewish junior simply could not stand it any longer.
They were convinced that he was already suffering in-
wardly, and they meant to draw blood, so to speak.

So they paid for their ices, and when the taxi came
pufing up they embarked in it in great spirits. And
Julian, whether ke was suffering an inward pain or
not, wae as cheerful as any of the party, and seemed to
enter into the excursion with the greatest zest.

“We'll

said

o — i

CHAPTER 6.
Turning the Tables!
. ]1 ET'S have a jolly long run!” said Crooke. “ Blow

the tuppences !”
“Blow "em !"” agreed Juliun heartily.

“ Besides, it's pood for the taxi-man!” argued Lowther.

“Of course it 18!” assented Julian,

“Then we'll have a run round country,” said Monty,
“ YWe'll show you Abbotsford Castle, and come back by
the moor.”

“ All serene—so long as I'm not too late at St. Jim’s.”

“We’'ll see to that,” said Lowther. " The Head don’t
wait on the steps of the School House for new boys, you
know.”

“T suppose not,” said Julian, laughing.

“If you didn’t drop in at all, T dare say he wonldn’t
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notice it,” grinmed Crooke “This is goinz to be a
real onting, and confound the expense !

“ Confound it, with all my heart!” said Julian.

If Dick Julinn was humbugging he was doing it re-
markably well. The taximeter was clicking off two-
pences at an alarming rate, as the car spun along the
green country reads. Julian did not even glance at the
indicator, however. He was looking at the green wooded
country, with great enjoyment.

It was a sunny afternoon, and the pleasant countryside
of Sussex was delightful to the eye. All four of the
Juniors enjoyed that run. It was Crooke who first
looked at the indicator with some uneasiness.

“Phew!” he ejaculated. *“ Fifteen bob already.”

“Oh, let it rip " gaid Julian. * That isn’t much, when
we’'re whacking it out among three, you know.”

“Let it rip by all means," agreed Crooke.

And it ripped !

But after that Crooke's eye wandered many times lo
the taximeter. Somehow or other the leaping two-
pences seemed to trouble him. He wanted to “stick ™
the new hoy for a good sum, but there were limits, since
he had himself to whack out as much as the Hebrew
junior.

He wondered how much was needed to give Julian the
required “ pain.” No sign of pain showed yet in Julian's
face. His face, in Ffact, was beaming. He was
thoroughly enjoying the scenery, and the rapid rush
‘along the roads.

The taximan seemed to enjoy it, too. It was but
seldom he came upon such very good customers.

The car whipped on, and Crooke caught Lowther's eye
several times. He was mutely asking whether the joke
had gomne far enougzh. Lowther held out grimly. He
had money in his pocket—money he had intended for
certain purchases—and it looked as if these purchases
might not be made now. Buf he was net going to give
m. He was going on spending money till the Jewish
junior cried halt, at any rate. It would be too absurd
un endmg to his wheeze if he cried halt himself,

“Dash it all, 1t’s turned the gquid!” said Crooke. And
a little later he made another remark, *Twenty-five
bob! It'll be nearly as much back to Waylund, you
know.”

Mellish grinned. He had a sense of humour as well as
Lowther and Crooke, and it struck him as funny to zee
the two jokers getting “stuck " in this way.

“What does the money matter?” said Julian breesily,
“We're whacking it out, you know. Let it rip!”

“Yewe-s, keep on!"” said Lowther.

“Make it an even fiver before we chuck it,” said Julian.

“ A fiver!” gasped Crooke.

“Why not#"

“By gum! I'm not going to whack out a third part
of a fiver for buzzing about in a taxi—mnot if I know it."”

“Tooh! We're having an afterncon out, you kunow,”
said Julian. *“Don’t think about the monev, That's
nothing.”

“He, he, he!” cackled Mellish.

The biters were getting hit*en.

Monty Lowther shot a quick, searchine, suzpicions
elanee at the Jew boy. For a moment it flushed into his
brain that Julian might have “spotted " the little eame,
and was turning the tables on the practical jokers, But
Julian’s face was quite calm and placid, and oxpressed
nothing but pleasure in the drive, and appreciation of
the kindness of the jumniors in taking him out like this
on his first day at the school. Was the fellow an ass,
or was he awfully deep? Lowther wondered, but he
decided that the fellow was an ass. For he reflected that
he would have had to be awfully, awfully deep to take
him—Monty Lowther—in, and pull his humorous leg,

The taxi rushed on. At thurty shillings on the meter
Crooke struck.

“We're exceeding the speed limit,” he said, “and T'm
fed up, anyway. Let's get back to Wayland."”

“Yea; we sha'n't have time for the cinema, otherwi-e ™
said Lowther.

Julian nodded.

“Just as vou like,” he suid.

The taxi turned for the return journey., Julian had
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seen Abbotsford Caslle—and Albotsford Camp with the
men i khaki ewarming there—and the old bridge over
the Upper Ryll, and a great deal of the country, He
was learning quite a lot of that part of Sussex, in fact—
at a price. But he did not seem to care about the price.
Il was Crooke who was chiefly worried about that.

Wayland came in sight at last. The taxi buzzed u
to the cinematograph show, and the juniors alight(«{
Urooke gave something very like a snarl as he read the
figures on the taximeter.

“Two-pound-ten,” he said.
passenger, too.”

" Tanner each," said Mellish,

“Oh, no!” said Julian. “Tanner ism’t enouch, con-
sidering that the driver has taken us such a wﬁmpping
distance. Better give him half-a-crown each for the extra
passenger.”

The driver looked quite enthusiastic as he heard that.
He regarded it as a simply splendid idea.
h‘But Crooke glared at the new boy as if he would eat

im.

“You can hand out half-crowns if you like!” he
snapped. “I'm jolly well not going to."”

Julian looked surprised.

“1 understood that yon St. Jim's fellows
whacked out half-crowns in tips,” he remarked.
remember what you told me in Rylcombe,”

“Ahem! Yes: but—but—"

“And then there's a tip for the driver,” said Julian
calmly., " Can't hand out less than five bob for a drive
like that.”

“0Oh, dear!” murmured Lowther;
pleasant cackle was heard again.

The afternoon was turning out to be more amusing
than Mellish had anticipated. The look on Crooke's face
was worth almost anything.

“Two-pound-ten on the meter, half-a-erown each for
extra paseenger, and five bob for the driver,”
resumed Julian cheerfully. *“That’s three quid in all—
I can do figures, you know, being a Jew, That's a quid
for each of us. Here you are, driver,”

Julian placed a sovereign in the driver's hand.

After that, even Crooke could not hold back. Crooke
and Lowther each handed over a sovereign.

“Thank you, gentlemen!” said the taxi-maun. “Any
other time you want a car, I 'ope you'll remember me.”
“Catch me!” murmured Crooke, under his breath,
“Now for the cinema,” said Julian cheerily. “1I say,
this is a ripping afterncon! I don’t know how to thank
vou fellows for taking such a lot of trouble over a new

]Cid.”

Julian's kind entertainers did uot anawer. They wera
beginning to doubt whether it was a ripping afternoon
after all.

“And there's the extra

alwaya
L1 Y‘D'u

and Mellish’s un-

SR

CHAPTLER 7.
The Biters Bit!

ICK JULTIAN and his somewhal morose compauions
entered the hall of the cinema show. They had
stopped at the best pieture palace in Wayland.

True, there were sixpenny seats to be had, if thevy had
wanted them. Dut Julian, at least, did not appear to
want them. He ran his eye over the list of prices and
found that there were extra-special seats at five ghillinga
each.

“Four at five bob, please!” he said, dropping five
shillings down into the little oriiice, at the end of which
a woman's face appeared.

Crooke glared at Lowther.

“The beast's getting five-bob seals,” he whispered.

T.owther grinned, a sickly grin,

“Why not, Crooke? Hes simply playing our game
tor us!™

“There's a limit, vou ass!”

“Well, we can’t help it now—unless vou're going lo
look mean.”

('rooke grunted. Te had come out to make the Jew

junior look mean, oot (o look mean himself. He sulkily
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dropped his five shillings down, and Lowther followed
hia example.

“Don’t forget little me,” said Mellish,

Crooke scemed deaf; he walked on into the house.

“He's forgotten,” said Julian calmly, “ Never mind—
half a crown cach for us two.”

Lowther nodded without speaking, and Mellish's ticket
was taken.

The four juniors entered the darkemed apartment
and were shown to their seats. There were war pictures
on the screen—a seene showing the desolation of Belgium
where the savage Huns had passed.

In the interest of the pictures, the juniors soon forgol
other matters. DBut there came an interval soor, and the
lights went up.

Then the voice of a diminutive youth in huttons was
beard.

“Chocklits! Chocklits®”

The youth in buttons probably meant chovolates, for he
carriedyn tray of those comestibles.

“Who says chocolates?” asked Julian.

“Little me!" pgrinned Mellish.

Crooke grunted, and Lowther appeaved te he deaf,

“Chocklite! Chocklits!”

Julian made a sign to the lad, who approached. The
new juuior selected tho most expensive-looking packeis
on the tray.

“How much are these?” he asked.

“Two shillin’s each, please.”

“@ive us four of them."”

" Suttinly, sir!”

Julian handed the four packets round, appareutly blind
to the unwelcomin’z loock on Crooke’s face, and the
peculiar expression of Monty Lowther,

“That's eight bob,” said Julian. * DBetter give the kid
a bob—he looks a nice hboy—that’s three bob each for the
three of us.”

“ Wha-a-t "

L ﬂh E“

Julian laid three shillings on the tray.  Towther
followed his example. Julian nudged Crooke, who did
not seem in a hurry.

“The lights will be geing down,” he said.
settle with the kid."”

Crooke choked hack some vemark that rose to his lips,
and clinked three shillings on the tray.

Then the pictures came on again. But when another
interval arrived, Julian had a proposal to make.

“Chocolates make a chap thirsty,” he remarked.
“Let’'s go and get some ginger-pop. I noticed a shop
next to this show.”

“We should have to pay again to come in
Crooke.

“Oh, that’s all right!”

“Is it?” growled Crooke. “If vou want to throw your
money away, I don’t!"

“Shurrup !” murmured Lowther,

Crooke snarled,

“Qh, come on,” said Julian. “Let’s have some ginger-

“ Better

11'|

growled

u .‘I-I
’ ﬁe rese from his seat, and the other juniors followed
him. Exactly what they had to complain of they could
not really have said. They had come out with the Jew
boy to make him spend money. He was spending money—
more recklessly and extravagantly than they had hoped
or expected. They onght to have been eminently satistied,

But they weren’t!

Someliow or other that complete sunecess of the little
plot had a disconcerting cffect upon the plotters.

It was going a little too far. They had fully expected
Julian to turn green and vellow, and every other colour
of the rainbow, when he was bamboozled into spending
a sovereign or so. Imstead of which he seemed prepared
to epend sovercign after sovereign without turning a
bair. And as they were compelled to keep pace with ﬁim
on the principle of “whacking it out,” it was the
practical jokers who scemed likely to turn green and
yellow.

For Lowther was near the end of khis resources, and
Crooke was suffering internal pains at partiug with
money. There was a limit—and Crecke had reached it.
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He didn’t want to part with any more. He hadn’t even
the ecnsolation of swanking over his heavy expenditure,
for Julian was expending at the same rate, and in the
most careless mauner in the world.

In the bun-shop they imbibed ginger-pop, and then
ices, Then Julian. proposed gelting back into the
picture-palace.

“T've had enough cinema!” growled Crooke.

“Same bere,” said Lowther, “ Give it a rest, It—it’s
about time we got to St. Jim's, I think., As youre a
new kid, Julian——"

“The Head won't he waiting on the steps of the School
House for me, you know,” remarked Julian.

“Nunno! But—-"

“If T didn’t drop in at all he wouldn’t netico it, yon
Eknow.”

“Ahem! DBut—"

“I'm gpoing Lack te St. Jim's!” growled Crooke.

The cad of the Shell made hardly an effort to conceal
his bad temper,

“All zevene!” said Julian. “Here's a taxi.”

“We—we could get the local train and walk from
Ryleombe,” murmured Lowther,

“But it’s more comfy in a taxi,” said Julian, in sur-
prise. * Why should we go by train? As Crooke says,
confound the expense!”

“Oh! Ye-es!"”

Julian had alveady signed to the taxi, and it drew
up heside tiie kerh., The practical jokers looked at one
another, and stepped into it. There scemed no way of
escape.

The cab buzzed away out of the market-town on the
road to 5t. Jim's,

“What a ripping afternoon!” said Julian. “It was
avfully good of vou clhaps to pick me up like this.”

“D-d-don’t mench !” said Lowther.

Lowther scemed to be in a state of depression. Iis
humorousness had disappeared.
“I've seen a lot of the place,” said Julian. “I never

oxpected such kindness to be ehown to a new kid.”

Crooke grunted.

After all, we've lots of time,” said Julian hrightly.
“\What do you fellows say to a run round bhefore we get
to the school?”

“I'm going straight to St. Jim’s,” snapped Crooke.

“In a hurry:"

“Yes."

“0h, all gerene!” Julian looked out of the window.
“ Driver, how long will it take youn to get to St. Jim’s#”

“Ten minutes more, sir.”

“Do it in five, and we'll pay you double what's marked
on the meter.”

“My eye! I'm your man, &ir!”

The taxi shot forward like am arrow from a bow.
Julian settled back in his seat with a smile.

“Now we sha'n't be long,” he remarked.

Crooke gave him a look that was positively homicidal.

“You—vyou've promised the driver double fare:” he
gasped.

“Yes, for double speed, you know.
were in a hurry.”

“I'm not going to pay double!” roared Crooke.

“Yes; we're whacking it out, you know," said Julian.

“I'm not paying double,”" said Crooke, throwing all
disguise to the winds now. ““I jolly well won't, and
that's flat!”

“ But we agreed—"’

“ Hang what we agreed! Don't he so jolly quick in
offering drivers double fares,” enarled Crooke. “I'm
not standing it.”’

“But you suggested confounding the expense, you
kuow,” said Julian,

“If you want the m:an paid double, pay him double
vourself,”” said Crooke savagely. “1T tell you 1 won't,
and that settles it!”

““1 shall certainly pay Lim double, 2s I kave pro-
mised to do so,”” said Julian guictly, “ but if vou don'c
cave to whack it out, I'll pay.”

Crooke snorted, and made no rejoinder.

“1'Il take my whack !" said Lowther quickly.

You said you
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‘'Pax [” said Monty Lowther, holding up his hand. *(cntlemen, you're welcome. This is a great occasion,
Crocsus minor bhas arrived, and he's standing treat all round,
Order anything you like,” (See Chapler 5.)

"e shall be very happy if you will join us, !

“Right-ho! It's between you and me, then,” assented
Julian.

The taxi was buzzing along at a great &
up to the gates of St. Jim's with a terrific rush.
driver had done il under five minutes—just!

“ Just done it, sir!” he remarked.

“ Quite 80, said Julian. *“Let me see. Four bob
on the meter; double that 1s eight. Bob for extra pas-
genger is mine, and a bob ov:r 1s ten. That's five each
for us, Lowther.”

Lowther felt in his pockets. Ie had been feeling in
his pockets most of the way home, making wild attempts
to count what remained of his money by the feel. But with-
out taking it out of his pocket he could not be quite sure
which were shillings and which were halfpennies—only
he knew that the halfpennies conziderably outnumbered
the shillings. A dreadful doubt was in his mind
whether he had enough cash to pay his * whack."”

* Crooke " he began.

““ There's my bob,”” said Crooke savagely. ** A hob’s
my share, and that's all I'm paying, and you can
wgistl& for uny more.”

Crooke's manners were really leaving much to be desired ;
but the Shell fellow was haunted by the ghost, as it
were, of the cash he had been forced to expend that
afternoon, so much in excess of his intentions.

Lowther extracted the money from his pocket, and
turned almost green as he looked at it.

“ T,o0k here, Crooke,” he began hotly, ““you agreed

““Go and eat coke

Crooke strode away to put an end to the argument.
Lowther turned an almost besecching glance on Mellish,

“T say, Mellish 4

“1 told you 1 was stony,”’ said Mellish coolly. *°1f
was agrced that I wuas to be a passenger, vou know
that.”

And Mellish walked after Crooke, grinning.

d. It came
The

#

NEXT
WEDNESDAY :

Lowther was left with Crocke’s shilling, and one-and-
ninepence of his own with which to pay the half of ten
shillings.

Evidently, it conld not be done.

The greatest efforts in mental arithmetic could not
make two shillings and ninepence into half of ten
shillings.

Julian gave him a cheery smile. There was a
humorous twinkle in the dark eyes of the Jewish junior.

“Run out?” he asked. “"It’s all serene; let me
s(quare. I've got lots!”

Lowther gave him a fierce look. His humiliation was
complete now. He had plaved his great joke on the
Jew boy, and the new kid had *‘spotted it''—that was
only too clear now, the twinkle in his eyes told as mueh,
and he had calmly turned the tables on the practical
jokers. Croocke had been ghown up as what he was—
utterly mean-—and Lowther was rveduced to taking
advantage of the generosity of the Jew.

There was no other resource. The taxi-man was
waiting for his money.

““I—I shall have to let you lend me two-and-three,”
muttered Lowther, almost hoarsely, so greatly was hs
disturbed.

““All serene. Here you are!l”

The taxi-man drove away, more than satisfied. Low-
ther stood for a moment looking at Dick Julian.

““ A very pleasant afternoon,” snid Julian, *“ Thank
you so much.”

Lowther almost choked.

“1 owe you two-and-threepeuce,” he muttered. “T'll
sottle it within ten minutes. I can get it here as soon
as I see one of the fellows.™

“ Don’t trouble.”

“I'm mot going to remain in your debt, if that’s
what youn mean,"” said Monty Lowther savagely, as ha

strode away. i
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Lowther was generally a nice-manunered youth, but
bhe was feeling so sore and defeated now that his man-
mers were really mot much better than Crooke’s. But
Julian did not seem to mind. He smiled, and strode
cheerfully across the quad {owarde the School House.

CHAPTER 8.

Funny or Not Funny?

OM MERRY and Manners were in the study when
Monty Lowther arrived there.
They were waiting for him.

The two chums had determined not to vemember their
little disagreement with Lowther, and to act as if there
had been none. Least said was soonest mended, and so
theTy greeted him with the uwsual cheery nod.

he table was laid for tea in the study, and there was
half a loaf on the table. There was nothing clse, so
far. I'unds were short in the study, so far as Tom
and Marners were concerned. But, as the Terrible
Three had their funds more or less in common, and as
Lowther had had an unusually large remittance that
morning, that was all right. At least, they supposed
80.

““We've been waiting for you, kid," said Tom. **It's
past tea-time.”

Lowther grunted.

“You've had a long outing,” remarked Manners.

Another grunt.

Monty Lowther did not seem communicative.

it ¢ EupPasc' ou're hungry, after being out all the
blessed a tm'nagn ?" said Tom Merry.

“I'm not hungry.”

o Fed?ll

Ll T’Eﬂ'."

“Well, we haven't,”! remarked Manners, ‘“and, as
you've got all the funds in your pockets, we're

waiting.”

2“Oh!" said Lowther.

“We want something for tea,”” said Tom
looking o little puzzled os Lowther coloured up.
“T—I can’'t stand tea,”” stammered Lowther.

““Oh, you mean the money was sent to you for some-
thing else?’’ asked Manners., ““ Well, your uncle might
have sent you a few bob over.”

“He did send me a few bob over,” said Lowther.

““ Then why can’t you stand tea?”

““ Because I can't.”

Tom Merry and Manners looked very curiously at
T.owther, Certainly Monty had been angry when he
left them; there had been a rift in the lute. But it
was not like Lowther to be sulky—and even if he had
been sulky he would not have been mean. It was im-
possible tint Lowther was refusing to stand the study
tea because they had had words of disagreement. That
was not to be thought of.

There was a short silence. Lowther was very red,
and evidently irritated and angry. He stared.at the
bare table.

“Is that loaf all you've got?" he asked.

*““That’s all.”

“Well, I—I'm sorry. I've got no tin,” blurted out
Lowther. “I suppose you den’t think I'd keep it back
if I had any, do you?"

“ Of course we don’t, old chap,” said Tom. * We've
waited because we knew you bhad a big remittance.
But if it’s all gone—— I suppose you've done your
shopping while you've been out, so——"’

“1 bhaven't done any shopping.”

“But you've blued all the tin?" asked Manners.

i T'Eﬂa.j.

“Well, you'll excuse me if I say you're an ass,” said

Merry,

Manners. ‘““You might have remembered that there
E‘aa lr;uthing in the study. It's too late now for tea in
e Hall.”

ANSWER
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“Y didn’t think it would all go,” said Lowther, ““and
I forgot about tea, too. I bad other things to think
of.”

“Well, never mind,” said Tom Merry consolingly,
““it can’t be helped, and 1 dare say we can scare up some
tea along the passage. Talbot will lend us something,
if he's got anything.”

“The fact is——"" said Lowther,

“Well?”

“I want to borrow some money of you chaps.”

Tom Merry whistled. :

“TI must have two-and-threepence,” eaid Lowther. “I
must have it at once. Haven’t you got any tin?"

““ Just one ha’penny,” said Tom, while Manuers shook
his head. Lowther uttered an exclamation of annoy-
ance.

“You don't seem very joyful after your great jape,”
said Manners, in wonder. * Tell us about it."”

*“0Oh, rats!”

“ Didn’t you find the Jew kid at the station, after
all ?”’

** Yes,” growled Lowther.

“And how did the great wheeze go?' asked Tom.
“ Did you make him spend money right and left? And
did it give him a pain?”

Lowther gritted his teeth. Never had he looked—and
felt—less humorous.

“Oh, pile it on!"” he growled. ** You can snigger as
much as you like. It was u rotten failure, so now you
can cackle!™ .

“Keep your temper, old son,” said Tom Merry mildly.
“We're not cackling, and we're not sniggering. I didn’t
really think the wheeze would be a howling success.” How
did it go wrong? Wouldn't the chap spend any money?”

“The rotter!” snapped Lowther. “Yes, he spent
money—like water! He’s as keen as a razor, as it turns
ont, He spotted the little game, aud never let on."”

“Oh!" said Tom.

“Then he played us at onr own game,” growled Lowther
savagely,  “Led us into spending money, and—and
busted us.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“ He didn’t care two pence how much money he wasted,
he was just fooling us; and I never saw it till the
finish,” said Lowther moodily. " He was an extravagant
beast. We'd agreed to whack out the exes eqnally, and
—and we were willing to spend money just to make him
spend it. And—and the beast spent more than we could;
so—so, instead of showing him up, we showed ourselves
up. Crooke refused to pay his whack at the finish, the
mean cad, and the Jew paid for him.”

“Ohb, dear!”

“And—and as Crooke wouldn’t square, I couldn’t pay
up, and—and I had to borrow money of the Jew to settle
with the cabman.”

“Ha, ba, ha!”

Lowther ﬁlured furiously at his chums. His seuse of
humour had failed him now, but to Tom Merry and
Manners the ludicrous ending of his great scheme seemed
extraordinarily funny. They roared.

“What are you cackling at now?" yelled Lowther,

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“You sillv, chortling asses!”

it Hu_' hﬂ' hn !I‘i

“ Look here——" bellowed Lowther.

“Oh, deur!” gasped Tom Merry, wiping his eyes. “Ha,
ha, ha! It was Crooke who turned out mean instead of
the Jew chap, and voun who couldn’t pay vomr whack
instead of the Jew chap. Ha, ha, ha! And it was
jolly decent of him to lend you the money, too, if he

new yon'd been pulling bis leg.”

“The cad!” said Lowther esavagely., “He stuck me
for it, and simply enjoved lending me the money—I
conld sce that.”

‘“ A Jew enjoyed lending you money ! grinned Manncrs,
“You'll have fo revise younr ideas about Jews, then.”

“T’'ve got to settle with him at once I snapped Lowther,
“I'm not going to remain in the cad's debt.

“Ts he a cad?®” asked Tomn Merry.

“Yes, he is—a howling cad !”

“What has he doner”

“He's done Lowther!” chuckled Manners. * Monty,

"“THE PENNY POPULAR,

e e, CHUOKLES, in,-,

Every Saturday,



Every Wednesday,

old man, you shouldn’t be such a funny merchant. You
woke up the wrong passenger.”

“I don’t want any more of vour cackle!” growled
Lowther bad-temperedly, and he went out of the study
and slammed the door.

“Q0h, my hat!” said Tom Merry. “Ioor old Mounty!
He did wake up the wrong passenger that time, And
now we sha'n't have any tea,

“Let's go and see Talbot,” said Mannera,

The two Shell fellows procecded to the next study,
where they found Talbot., Thev also found Monty
Lowther there, and heard him sa¥ing:

“(Can you lend me two and throepence, Talbot ™"

“Certainly I" replied Talbot. * Here you are.”

“Thanks, old man!"

Lowther passed his chums in the doorway with a frown.
They were emiling ; they simply could not help it. Talbot
of the Shell looked surprised as Lowther strode away after
that black look at his old pals.

“ Nothing wrong, I hoper” he remarked.

“Nothing—only Monty has been.rathier too funny,”
grinned Manners; and he related the story, and Talbot
roared.

“Ha, ba, ha!”

“And as Monty’s blued all the cash, we can’t have any
tea,” said Tom Merry; “so we're looking for a loan. 1f
Lowther hasn't cleared you out, Talbot——"

Tive shillings were forthcoming at once, and Tom
Merry and Manners made their way to the school shiop
to lay in supplies.  There was very soon a handsome
spread in the study, and then they looked for Lowther
to share it. Meanwhile, Monty Lowther was looking for
Dick Julian.

g

CHAPTER 9,
Trouble in the Family.
L AT Jove, deah boy, I congwatulate you!”

Thus said Arthur Aungunstus D'Arey.

He addressed Monty Lowther. Lowther was
waiting at the end of the passage for Julian to come out
of the Housemaster's study. At present the new boy
was shut up with Mr, Railton, and Lowther had net had
an opportunity of returning that two-and-threepence,
though it was burning a hole in his pocket, Lowther was
savagely anxious to get out of the new junior's debt.

He stared at the smiling swell of St Jim's as Arthur
Augustus offered his congratulations. Arthur Augustus’s
noble eve was twinkling behind his eyeglass. He looked
like a fellow who felt Limself in possession of an un-
commonly good joke.

“Eh? What do you mean?' askede Lowther crossly.
He could see no grounds whatever for congratulation in
the unfortunate events of that afternoon,

“It was wippin’, deah boy!”

“IWhat was ripping*” snapped Lowther.

“Your little joke, Lowthah! Ha, ha, ha!”

“You didn’t think it was ripping when T told von about
it before,” growled Lowther, surprised and irritable.

The Honourable Arthur Augustus chuckled.

“Certainly not. I wegarded it as Dbein’ in bad taste,
and I think I wemarked as much to you at the time.”

“You made a good many idiotic remarks,” said
Lowther. “I can't remember them all.”

“Weally, Lowthah——"

“ Oh, buzz off !" said Lowther.

“But I am congwatulatin’ you. It turns out, aftah
all, a wippin® joke,” said Arthur Augustus, beaming.
“The joke was up against you, as it turns out, but that
only makes it all the more humowous, you know. Ha,
ha, ha!”

“TLook here, you fathead

“1've heard it from Mellish,” grinned Arthur Angustus.
# Mellish is tellin® it all ovah the school.”

“Oh, he is—is he?” snarled Lowther.

“Yaas, wathah! And all the fellalis are simply
woarin',”’ chuckled the swell of the Tonrth. “I con-
gwatulate you, Lowthah, on havin® bwought off a wippin®
joke, when you only intended to be gmilty of Lad taste.

a ha, ha!”

“You cackling idiot —"

“I wefuse to be called a cacklin® idiot, Lowthah. I
thought T would congwatulate you. DBlost of your jokes
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are wathal wotten, but this one is a wegulah wippah. I
saw Cwooke’'s face when he came in, a, ha, ha! It
was worth a guinea a box! And you are leokin’ wathah
gween, now I notice it."” .

“I'll make you look green and yellow and blue if you
don't go and cackle somewhere else!” said Lowther,
breathing hard.

“That's the worst of you humowists,” said Arthur
Angustus, with a nod. “You can nevah take a joke
when it turns against yeurself. Evewybody is woarin’
ovah it, Why don’t you woar?”

“I'll jolly well make yeu rear, you tailor's dummy
shouted Lowther; and he advanced upon the swell of
St. Jim's with his hands clenched.

There would have heen a case of assault and battery
in another moment, but just then the Housemaster’s door
opened. Dick Julian came out, and Mr. Railton looked
into the passage.

Lowther dropped his hands snddenly. Mr, Railton gave
him a somewhat severe glance, and closed the study Eoor.

“Weally, Lowthah " began D'Arcy.

Lowther did not heed him. He hurried along the

assage to greet the new boy—not with a friendly greet-
ing. Julian looked at him placidly.

= Here's your money,"” said Lowther roughly.

“My money!"” repeated Julian.

" Yes; the two-and-threepence I owe you.”

“Oh, thanks!” gaid Julian carelessly, and he took the
two shillings and the three pennies and dropped them into
his pocket.” * You needn’t have hurried.”

“I don’t choose to remain in your debt,” said Lowther
bitterly. * You will be pleased to hear that all the fellowa
are laughing over the way you fooled me. You see, I'm
not quite a dummy, and T know that you fooled me.”

Julian stared at him for a moment, and then burst
into a hearty laugh.

“I admit that,” he said, “I pulled your leg, and I
think you deserved it.”

*“Oh, you think that, do you!” said Lowther, between
his teeth.

“Yes, certainly. I was grateful when you met me at
the station, because I thought it was kindness. I soon
tumbled to it that you were out to make game of me—
because I am a Jew. I turned the tables on you, and
serve you right. There's nothing for you to ‘be ratty
about. I wasn’t ratty when you tried to pull my leg.
You ought to take the joke as good-temperedly as I 'did.”

“Bai Jove! That's quite wight!” chimed in Arthur
Augustus D’Arey, with a nod of approval. “It's up to
vou, Lowthah,"”

*When I want advice from a tailor!s dummy I'll ask
for it!” said Lowther savagely.

“Bai Jove! If you call me a tailah’s dummay,
Lowthah——"

“I'm sorry if I've offended you by turning your joke
against yourself,” said Julian. “Den't you think your
sense of humour is rather one-sided? But as you secm
to take it badly, I'm sorry.”

This was spoken very frankly, and would have appealed
to Lowther if he had been in a better humeur. But
Lowther was very much out of humour just then. Ncither
did he, the great hwmorist, like to be supposed to take m
joke badly. It was a true bill; but it was not agreeabls
to hear,

“Oh, you're sorry!” he snapped. “ Well, you can keep
your sorrow. I suppose you mean you're afraid I'm going
to lick you. I've a jolly good mind to. It was like your
rotten cheek, anyway."

“I don’t sce it. And as for being afraid that you will
lick me, I am not in the least afraid,” said Juliam
quictly. “There is nothing for us to fight about but
I am certainly not afraid.”

“Well, keep your distance from me, that’s all,” said
Lowther. “I don’t like your sort.”

Julian erimsoned.

It was an nnworthy sneer, and Lowther repented of it
the moiment he had uttered it. But his evil genius was
in the ascendant at that moment, and he walked away
without anolher word. Julian stood quite still.

Arthur Augustus looked after Lowther, in surprise and
disgust. He would not have been astonished by such a
remark from DMellish or Crooke or Clampe, but from
Lowther it was very astonishing.
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“Pway excuse me, deah bey,” he said; “pway excuse
my chippin’ in, as I do not know you. Den’t mind
Lowthah; he is wathah watty because his gweat joke has
been such a wotten fwost, you know.”

“1 suppose he was alluding to my being a Jew,” said
Julian, "I am mnot ashamed of the blood in my veins.
If I were, I should deserve to be despised. But a taunt
like that is mean.”

“Lowthah isn’t weally mean, though,” said Arthur
Augustus. “He’s only wathah watty, Pway don't think
anythin’ about it.”

“¥ am not likely to worry about him er his epimien.”
said Julian, with a slight smile. * It does nol matter to
me."”’

“ You have seen Mr. Wailton?" asked Arthur Augustus,

III TFH-.I'

" Wippin’', isn't he?”

“ He was very pleasanl,” said Julian,

“ Did voun notice his din?"

* His—his fin? Oh, his arin!" said Julian,
is in a sling.”

“He got that in Flandahs,” said Arthur Augustus.
“Whackin' the Hung, you know. The beasts winged him,
and he come home wounded. We're jollay pwond of him, I
can tell you!”

‘**You should be,” said Julian.

“(lome for a stwoll wound the place, and ¥ will show
you the sights,” said Arthur Augustus hospitably.

Julian gave him a quick look; his experience with
Lowther and Mellish and Crooke had made him a little
suspicious. But there was enly friendly kindness in the
noble countenance of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. Julan
walked away with him, and they joined Blake and Herries
and Dighy in the quad. Tom Merry and Mauuners came
up to them as they were chatting, and they nedded
genially to the new boy.

“Seen Lowther?

“Yes: it

“Well, I don’t know that we are,” gaid Tom. *“I sup-
pose we shall be civil to him, as he’s done no harm.”

“I'm not going to be civil to him,” said Lowther, "I
don’t like that kind of person; I've got a prejudice, you
see. And I'm going to have nothing to do with him.’

“That's rather fatheaded, you kmow. Still, you can
please yourself, I suppose,” said Tom. “1 believe he's in
the Fourth, anyway. There's no need for you to speak
to him if you don't want to.”

“ And I don't want you fellows to speak to him, either,™
ga1d Lowther

“Oh, draw it mild!” said Manners warmly. "I sup-
pose we can say good-morning to a new kid if we like.”

Lowther’s face set obstinately.

“You can say good-morning to him if you like, but if
vou do, you needn't irouble to say cood-morning to ime,”
he replied.

“ Monty, old man " said Tom.

“T mean it,” said Lowther grimly.
fellow '

“1t's rather unreasonable—"

“1 dare say it is; likes and dislikes often are,” said
Lowther coolly. *But there it is. I want you fellows to
give him the marble eye, the same as I do.”

“Well, I suppose we sha'n't seek him out, if it comes
to that,” said Tom, after a pause. “But I suppose we
shall be civil to him.”

“Then you needn’t be civil to me,” said Lowther,

“ You're out of humour, old chap,” said Tom, * Let’s
go and have tea now, and talk about it another time.”

“It's got to be settled mow. Are you going to back
me up, or aren’t you?”

“In what?”

“In being down on that sheeney.”

“ Certainly not,” said Tom warmly. “Why should we
Le down on him? Ie's done nothing, except decline to
be japed, and I suppose that’s not a crime, Wait till he
does something rotten before you're down on him. 3o

far as I can eee, he

“1 dislike that

ﬁ'lfﬂ& o i looks decent enough.”
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vewy good tempah.”
“Well, tea's ready,
and there’s mothing
like a feed to soothe
the eavage breast,”
said Tom. “We're
looking for him.
Hallo, there he is!”
Monty Lowther wad
sighted under the
elme. He was stand-
ing there moodily by
himse!f. His chums 2
joined him amicably.
“Tea’s ready,” said
Tom. * Talbot shelled
out, and it's all right.
Trot along!”
“A really good
gpread,” said Manners.

Monty Lowther did
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kids seem to be
doing " said Lowther
sarcastically, \

Tue GeEM .{IBRAR?.-—N-::. 384,

PAPERS TO
HUGE DEMAND CERTAIN—ORDER EARLY.

hands in his pockets,
A whistling. Tom
& Merry and Manners
looked at one another
in eilence, and then
went in to tea. DBut
tea in Tom Merry's
etudy was not an en-
P . ) joyahle meal that day.

READ.



Every Wednesday.

T

i
1 =
)

l-.'r

I.||
[
1

|

“THE GEM"” LIBRARY.

f

One Pennye. 15

Y Y e 12 1
- 1 ek L ﬁ;
4 e -
o = \
i = '
-
= _ﬂl.
1 =
o ".' al
"!-q'r
&
4
iy
-~ G i
(1
|\ “
| ‘
|.|,|I|
(|
| —
| p
' _.__,_'——-
f T
= e ~

ki
lll"f JII|| -I'

eyes, “That'smy answer;

= - - = —_—

CHAFPTER 10.
Lewther Goes His Own Way.
ICK JULIAN dropped into his place in the Fourth
D FPorm at 8t. Jim’s, .

He might have dropped there, like any other
new kid, without any special notice being taken, but for
the unusual conduct of Monty Lowther of the Shell.

Lowther's great jape on the Jew junior, and its
lndicrous ending, had become a stock joke in the School
House, and from there it spread to the New House; and
the whole Lower School of St. Jim’s cackled over it.
Indeed, the story got to the semniors, and even great men
like Kildare and Darrel grinned over the story of how
Lowther had gone for wool and returned shorn.

Bezides making Monty Lowther very sore, the incident
drew general attention upon Julian of the Fourth, so
that he came in for a good deal more limelight than a
new fellow wag really entitled to.

Then, too. Arthur Augustus D'Arcy made it a point te
be very nice to the new junior, simply en the ground that
it was up to Study No. 6 to show him that they hadn’t
any unreasonable racial prejudiees.

But it was Lowther’s attitude, after the deplorable

Monty Lowther started back as Julian's palm struck him on the cheek. Then the new boy faced him with flashing
You are an insulting rotter, and I have no other answer to give yon,” (Jee Chapler 11.)

failure of his great jape, that caused Juhian to be
specially noted. For Lowther had disagreed with his
1.*.E‘I:lﬂ15 over the matter, and the disagreement seemed
likely to become seriouns and lasting.

The Terrible Three were the leaders of the Shell, and
quite important personages. For a mere new kid in the
Fourth Form to cause disagreement among them was
absurd, as Tom Merry declared. Any number of new
kids might have come and gone without disturbing their
lofty serenity, if only Lowther hadn’t beem such an
obstinate ass.

There had been little rows in Tom Merry’s study
before, and they had always blown over. Tom Merry
was determined that there should not be another on the
subject of Dick Julian, Manners agreed with him; and
they determined to give Monty Lowther his head.

Manners opined that when Lowther was tired of being
sulky be would come Tound. Tom Merry had great faith
in ’ri}le efficacy of the soft answer that turneth away
wrath,

So, though Lowther seemed determined to keep up the
rift, his two chums simply refused to be in disagreement

with him. :
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They treated him exactly the same as before, making
cheery remarks and apparently failing to notice his
grumpy replies, and they joined him after lessons in the
customary way, and wafked with him whether he liked
it or not.

Lowther's good-humour would soon have gained the
upper hand, and he would certainly have come round, but
for the existence of the bone of contention close at hand.
¥or Lowther was determined to go out of his wiy to be
unpleasant to Julian; and Tom Merry and Munners,
naturally, did not intend to be “down " on a fellow who
had given them no causc of offence.

The curious circumstance was that if any other fellow
had been acting as Lowther was acting, Monty himself
would have been one of the first to be down on him, and
to point out to the delinquent the error of his ways,

ut it is not so easy to see one's own faulte as to
see those of others. Human nature is made that way.
What appears to one's own eyes the firmness of a rock,
only too often appears in the eyes of others as the
obstinacy of a mule.

Whether Monty Lowther was only as firm as a rock,
or whether he was as obstinate as a mule, he kept on
his own way.

Indeed, he seemed to take a sort of Satanic dislike in
making himself all the more disagreeable to the new
junior, because he knew that his chums disapproved of
it. It really looked as if he were trying to provoke them
into a serious quarrel—to such length had Lowther's
wrongheadeduess gone.

When the Junior Dramatic Society discussed a new
play, Lowther suggested the ** Merchant of Venice,” and
proposed the part of Shylock for Julian of the Fourth.
When the caricature of a gentleman with an immense
nose was found on the wall of the common-room, it was
safe to attribute that artistic effort to Lowther. And
when Tom Merry remonstrated with his chum, Lowther
was deaf to reasoning.

“T don’t like the fellow,” he said.

“That’s no reason why you should insult him," said
Tom.

“0h, rats "

“Tt's jolly bad manners, if you ask me.”

“YeH, I dop’t ask you,” said Lowther.

“3Why can’t you leave him alone”

“Because I don’t choose to. I don't like him, and
don’t approve of him,” eaid Lowther. “It's a prejudice
if you like. Why shouldn’t I have a prejudice?”

“You used not to have this special one,” said Tom.
“It's only come to life since you tried to jape Julian,
and mucked it-up.”

“ B-r-r-r-r” .

“Yor poodness’ sake, let the matter drop!” said
Manners. *“We've had nothing but snaps and yaps in
the study since Julian came. Blessed if I don’t wish he’d
lave stayed at home.”

“The chap might be a Hun by the way Lowther treats

him,” said Tom. I believe in being eivil to a civil
chap.”

“1f my manners dou’t suit your high standards, you'd
better give me the go-by,” said Lowther, shrugging his
shoulders. “There's that blessed sheency you can chum
up with instead, you kuow.”

“Don’t be an ass, Monty !” .

“JVell, let me go my own way, then,” said Lowther.
“ Leave me alone. I'm not going to be civil to him, and
that’s flat. I don’t like him.”

“You don’t like Crooke, but vou're eivil to him,” said
Tom.

“That's different.”

“T don't see it.”

“Oh, you don’t see anything!”

And Lowther walked away to end the discussion.

Two or thres days having passed like that, relations
were growing strained in Tom Merry’s study. But there
was no quarrel, simply because Tom and Manners were
determined that there should be none.

This development in Lowther’s character surprised them
and hurt them. They had never supposed that old Monty
could be a persecutor, but certainly he was persecuting
Julian. The new boy affected not to notice, but ho
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must have observed it, aund it was likely there would
bo trouble with him before long if Lowther did not
change his tactics. But Lowther made no secret of his
belief that the new Fourth-Former was.a funk.

There was a matter which worried Lowther, and that
was the feed which Julian had stood to the japers on
the day they met him in Rylcombe. Lowther had intended
that equal *whacks” should be paid afterwards. He
writhed at the idea of being under any obligation to the
boy to whom he had taken so intense a dislike.

But the money was not forthcoming. Mrs. Murphy
had been paid four pounds four shillings and ninepence
for that feed. Lowther had written home for money
the same night, but after his late remittance the horn
of plenty had ceased to flow. And when he had succeeded
m‘nbtuming a guinea to pay his share, he found that
neither Crooke nor Mellish was willing to “ square.”

“It was understood that I was a passenger,” said
Mellish coolly. “ Besides, why should you square Julian?
He stood the feed.”

“1 meant to pay him afterwards.”

“Well, I didn’t mean to,"” said Mellish, “and I'm jolly
:ve},i not going to! And I couldn't, even if I wanted
0.

That seettled it, so far as Me¢llish was concerned.
Lowther tackled Crooke next, and found Crooke decidedly
“edge-wise.” .

“ What utter rot!"” said Crooke. “The fellow stood the
feed. He hasn’t asked us to pay anything; in fact, he
would be offended if we offered it."”

“I don’t care if he's offended,” prowled Lowther.

“Well, I'm not going to shell out a guinea specially
to offend a chap I don't care tuppence about,” grinned
Crooke, “After all, we were japing him, and if he pulled
our leg, we needn’t grouse over it for ever and cver.”

“Tt isu’t that.”

“Well, what is it, then®"

“I don't like him.’

“Don’t pay him anything, then,” said ('rooke. “IFf
you don't like him, you can pay him out by not squaring
up, better than by handiug him over four quid. Besides,
if he's the kind of fellow you made out, it will give him
a pain.”

“I'm not going to remain under any obligation to
him !" said Lowther savagely.

Crooke vawned.

“Well, vou cau leave me under one,” he said. “It
doesn’t bother me—mnot so much as parting with a qguid,
avyway."”

“ Look here!” roared Lowther, losing his temper. *The
fellow’s ot to be paid. We were japing him, not sponging
on him.'

“Oh, rats!”

“ And if you don’t square up, I'll jolly well punch your
head, you mean rotter I

“ More rats!” said Crooke. “I'm not paying anything,
that’s a cert. Pay him yourself if you're so jolly sensitive
about it. Keep off, you rotter—yow-ow "

Monty Lowther_left Crooke's study with a heightened
colour and a thick nose. Ile left Crooke on the floor,
gasping for breath. Such was the end of the new friend-
ship between Monty Lowther and the cad of the Shell.
It had not lasted long. :

Monty Lowther thought it over in a savage mood.
He simply could not raise over four pounds to pay Julian
the whole amount. And it was true that it had been
agreed that Mellish was to be paid for. So Lowther's
just “whack,” if he paid at all, came to about twenty-
eight shillings. That Julian did not want him to pay,
and, indeed, probably would not allow him to pay, did
not matter to Lowther in his present unreasonable mood.
The fact that the new junior would be hurt by the offer
of the money was probably an inducement to him to
offer it.

“You fellows got any tin?" T.owther propounded that
query suddenly, comiug into the study when Tom and
Manners were there.

“ How much, my infant?” asked Tom quite brightly.
H- was glad to see Lowther on the old terms again.

“I've squeezed a guinea together,” paid Lowther. “I
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gimply must have another seven bob to put to it, to
gettle with Julian."”

" Been borrowing more money of him?" asked Manners,
in astonishment.

“Of course mot, fathead! It's for the feed he stood
us the day he came. Crooke won't stand his whack,
but I've got to pay mine., I was japing the cad, but not
eponging on him; see?”

“I've heard about that feed from Mellish,” snid Tom.
“Juban stood 1t. He doesn't expect vou to pay.”

“1I'm poing to pay.”

Tom Merry kuitted his birows.

“ Look here, Lowther, you know it's jolly insulting
to offer to pay a chap when he's stood vou a feed on the
understanding that lie foots the bill,” he said,

“Oh, he won't be insulted very easily,” said Lowther,
with a sneer. *“ His hide's thick enough More likely
to feel sore about it if I don’t pay him, It's up to me,
anyway."

“Well, if you intend to explain to him that you meant
to pay all along——"

“I sha'n’t explain anvthing; only get out of his debt,”
eaid Lowther angrily. *“Can you stand me seven bob
betweeu you, or won't yous"

“Well, I can’t, as a matter of fact. I've only got one,”
eaid Tom. " Dut Julian o

“What about vou, Manners®”

“Tanner !” said Manners, with Spartan brevity.

Lowther paused, frowning, and then a gleam came into
his eyes. It was not the 1:|115r humorous gleam,

“T've got i1t,” he said.

“What are yvou going to do?” asked Tom, uneasy at the
expression on his face, Tle did not ¢uite understand
Lowther lately.

“You'll see if you drop into the common-room,” said
Towther, and, witiuut any further explanation, he walked
away.

e

CHAIPTER 11.

Julian's Answer,

¥ TMULIAN!M

qﬂ The new boy in the Fourth glanced round. He

nodded to Monty Lowther with calm civility.

There were a good many fellows in the common-room,
and some of them looked on with interest. Many of the
fellows had opined that Lowther and Julian would come
to blows before long. The new junior had been very

aceable—too ]l}eaceahle, some of the fellows thought.
Certainly, Lowther had placed himself in the wrong in
the most reckless manner, and did not care how much
offence he gave.

“I want to settle with you,’

Julian raised his eyebrows.

“You don't owe me anything,” he said.

“T owe you twenty-eight shillings.”

“What on earth for?”

“You paid in the tuckshop the day you eame here, In
Rylcombe, you remember. lI].-atand a third of the bill.”

Julian shook his head.

“But that was my treat,” he said.
that I was standing 1t."

“I don't choose 10 be treated by you,” said Lowther,
“T owe you twenty-eight shillings.”

“T will not iake it!" exelaimed Juban, for the [first
time showing zome signs of anger. * You have no right
to offer it to me.”

“You have no richt to pay my exes if T don't chonse,”
said Lowther, “ and vou’ve oot to take it."”

“Yaas; you must take it, deah boy!" chimed in
Arthur Augustus D'Arey. * Lowthah waz only pullin’
your leg, you know, and he ought to pay up.”

Julian hesitated, and then nodded shortly,

“Oh, very well!” he said. “You can pay me il von
like, Lowther. I shall put the money inte the school
poor-box.”

Lowther shrugeced his shoulders,

" You can do as you like with your own woney,” he
said. "' The trouble is, T haven't the whole sum at present.
I'm not a Jew, you know, aud T don't Toll in money.”

“All Jews do not Toll in money,” said Julian, with
a shpht emile, “There are very many more poor Jews

" sa1d Lowther.

“Tt was understood
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than rich ones. But, if you have not the money, why
mention it? You know I do not want it.”

“1 mean. I'm not going to put vou to a less,” said
Lowther. “I'm going to deal with vou the same as I
should with Mr., Moses, of Wayland."”

Julian started.

“1 owe you some money, and I can’t pay it.
fore, you have a right to charge me interest,”

“Interest!" exclaimed Julian.

* Yes; cent per cent, you know."”

“Shent per shent, shentlemens!" cackled Mellish, in
oreat enjoymeut.

“Ha, ha, ha!” reoared Crooke.

" He, he, he!” howled Levison of the Fourth,

But Crooke and Mellish and Levison were the only ones
who laughed. There was a gront of disgust from several
fellows.

“That's a caddish thing to say, Lowther,” said Blake,

“Yaas, wathah!"”

“Dash it all, Lowther, what's come over you:" said
Kangaroo of the Shell. * You might leave that kind of
meanness to Crooke.”

“"Tain’t mean; it's generous,” grinned Crooke. “Isn’t
he offering the sheeney cent per cent? What more can
he offer:”

Julian was stonily silent. The insult was bitter, and
the Jewish junior had become quite pale. There were
curious looks cast on him from all sides. If Julian stood
that he would stand anything, was the general opinion.
If he stood it, indeed, he deserved to have it to stand,
Gore remarked to another fellow.

“"Name your own interest,” went on Lowther, dis-
regarding the disapproval round him. * You can make it
twenty or fifty per cent. if you like, and I'll pay it.
I don’t want to argue about it."

“You are offering me interest on the mouey you
pretend that you owe me,” said Julian, in a low volce,

“Certainly! Shall we say fifty per cent.’” said
Lowther, *“ But cent per cent if you like. I dare say
that’s more in your line.”

" You know that I will not take it,” said Julian. “ Yon
know very well that yon have made the offer only to
insult me.,"”

“Insult you!” said Lowther. “Not at all, my dear
fellow, Of course, it would be an insult to anybody
else here.”

" But not to me?” exclaimed Julian, his voice quivering
with indignation.

“Not to you " said Lowther deliberately.

“Shame!” growled several voices.

" Lowthah, I wegard you as an uttah wottah!”
exclaimed Arthur Augustus D'Arcy hotly., I am
surpwised at yon !

“TFor goodness’ sake, shut up, Lowther!” oxclaimed
Talbot of the Shell. “ What's come over you?”

“ My dear chaps, you're ruite mistaken,” said Lowther,
with the same deliberation., “You don't know young
Solomons—I mean, Julian. He has his racial traditions
to keep up. Before he's been liere long he will be lending
money to all the fellows, and getting interest on it. You
ean bet on that!”

“Have I done so?” exclaimed Julian, looking round
him. “I appeal to every fellow present.” |

" Bure, you've lent me half-a-quid, Julian darling,”
said Reilly of the Fourth, “and sure you've got to wait
till next term for it! And it's a broth av a boy yve are
to do it !" i

“ Moneylending already, you see!” jeered Lowther.

“Sure, 1 asked him for a loan, because he's got plenty
of quids,” said Reilly, “ and it was dacent of him to lind
it {o a fellow he hardly knew! And if you call it money-
lending again, Monty Lowther, you'll step into the gym
with me and back it up with your fista!” '

Monty Lowther shrugged his shoulders. The general
disapproval of his action only seemed to make him more
wiltul and determined.

“You haven't answered me, Julian ™ he zaid.
the figure="

Julian clenched his hands.

“ You want an answer from me:" he asked.

“0f course "

“There's my answer, then !

Smack !

There-

¥

¥
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Monty Lowther started back as Julian's palm struck
him on the cheek. Then the new boy faced him with
flashing eyes.

“That's my answer! You are an insulting rotter, and
I have no other answer to give youl”

CHAPTER 12,
The Fight!
“]B WAVO!" chirruped Arthur Augustus D’Arey.

Monty Lowther stood very quict. His cyes

were burning, however, ~The bitter look
intensified on his face.

“Very well,” he said, befween hisg teeth; * yr_m:ll come

into the gym, Julian, I can’t deal with you here. ’

“T will come where you like,” said Julian disdainfully.

Lowther turned on his heel and walked away. Julian
followed him, and Arthur Aungustus joined him at euce.

“T'm your second, deah boy.”

“Thank you,” said Julian.

Tom Merry and Manners had come downstairs, and
they met the crowd pouring out of the common-room.

““What's the trouble?” asked Tom cquickly.

“That wottah Lowthah g

# (Cheese that, D'Arcy!” snapped Tom.

“T wepeat, Tom Mewwy, that Lowthah has acted like
a wottah! Ile has offahed Julian intewest on the money
he owes him, as if Julian were a wotten moneylendah !

Tom flushed.

“ Lowther, you didn't—yon conldn’t——"

“Why not?” said Lowther flippantly. * Nothing sur-
prising in that, is there? The surprising thing is that
he hasn’t accepted the offer. I ean’t make that out i

“Monty !

“Are you going to be my second?’ asked Lowther.
«Qur Tsraelitish friend appears to feel insulted, and we
are going to the gym.”

Tom nodded shortly. He would not desert his chum,
sadly in the wrong as he was. He walked in silence to
the gymnasium with Lowther in the midst of the crowd.
Fellows were gathering from far and mear to see the
fight. It was Julian’s first fistical encounter at 8t. Jim's,
and the juniors were curious to see how he would shape.
He had been so patient under Lowther’s incessant pro-
vocations that he had given an impression of being
anything but a fighting-man.

But several of the fellows who were counoisseurs in the
manly art of self-defence, noted that the new junior was
well-knit, athletic, and full of activity. Certainly he was
able to put up a good fight if he had the pluck. They
were going to see now whether the pluck was there.

Tn a corner of the gym the juniors formed a crowded
ring. Jackets came off, and hoxing-gloves were put om.
Talbot of the Shell took out his watch to keep time. At
St. Jim’s these little affairs were generally conducted
aceording to rule.

Julian ecertainly showed no sign of the white feather
a3 he stood facing Monty Lowther. He was perfectly
cool and self-possessed, though his face was flushed.

Lowther was not quite his usual self.

As a matter of fact, deep down in his heart Lowther
was not satisfied with himself. His better nature was
wholly against the nttitude he had taken up, and secretly
he half repented it. But obstinacy had the upper hand,
and not for worlds would hie have admitted his doubts.

“Time!” said Talbot.

: Plsa;1 up, ye cripples!” said Kangaroo.

Lowther started the attack, but his attack was hali-
hearted. He did not really want to hurt his opponent.

But before the first round was half through Lowther
discovered that, even if he had wanted to hurt him, he
would not have found it an easy task. For, to his
surprise, and to that of most of the onlookers, Julian
of the Fourth showed himself a consummate boxer.
Julian had never made any referemce to his powers in
that direction, but they were exhibited now.

The vound finished with Lowther being knocked back
juto the arms of his second, Julian had mot been
touched.

“Time!"

“ Bwavo, Julian!" chirruped Arthur Aungustus. “The
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boundah’s a bosah, bai Jove! TYou will weally have to
have the gloves on with me, Julian, after you have licked
Lowthah.”

“ Lowther’s not licked yet; you ass!” growled Manners.
“One swallow doesn't make a summer, you burbling
duffer !”

“Weally, Mannahs——"

“Time !

Monty Lowther’s eyes were glittering as he came up for
the second round. He was in deadly earnest now. The
bare idea of being licked by a Jew junior filled him with
rage and bitterness.

The two antagonists were soon going it hammer and
tongs, The ring of juniors looked on with intense interest.
Tt was a much more determined and entertaining “ mill”
than most of the junior “scraps.”

Tom Merry and Mauners watched in grim silence. They
were backing up their ¢chum, as in duty bound: but they
could not, for once, feel proud of him. To sit in judgment
upon their best pal was not pleasant: but they could not
help acknowledging that e way hopelessly in the wrong,
an]? had acted in a way that was unworthy of his better
self,

They hoped he would be victorious; yet they felt that it
was not quite right to hepe for the victory of the
aggressor, who had forced a guarrel upon a patient and
unoffending fellow. Monty Lowther had, in fact, placed
his chums in a decidedly uncomfortable position,

Seeond, third, and fourth rounds were fought out, with
growing determination on both sides. In spite of the
gloves, damage was done to both the combatants, and the
strain on both of them was severe. But neither flinched,
and neither was in a mood to yield.

Some of the onlookers kept a wary eye on the door for
prefects. If Kildare or Darrel had dropped into the gym
just then, they would certainly have stopped the fight
at that stage. But, fortunately—from the junior point of
view—no prefects happened in.

The fifth round started, amid great excitement.
TLowther was growing furious and reckless. Had he been
at his best, the opponents would have been well-matched,
and it would have been difficult to predict upon which
side victory would incline.

But Lowther was not at his best. The secret half-
acknowledged sense of wrong had its effect upon him, and
he was in a bad temper, too, and that was not a state of
mind to assure vietory. And as he felt himself getting
the worst of it, his temper grew worse and his hitting
wilder.

“My only hat!” said Crooke, at the end of the fifth
round. “The Jew is going to be a winner! Samson beat-
ing the Philistines again!”

“Two to one on Judas Maccabeus!" grinned Lumley-
Lumley.

And, indeed, Julian seemed to be fighting like that
Hebrew warrior of olden time. His nose was swollen, oue
of his eyes was closed; but he was standing up to the mill
with cool and steady determination. e sixth romud
ended with Lowther gasping on the floor.

“Potter chuck it, Monty, old ehap,” murmured Tom
Merry, as he made a knee for his principal.

Lowther gave him a fierce look—with one eye. He could
not look at anything with the other.

S0 you think I'm licked?” he snapped.

“No disgrace in being licked after a tough fight,"” said
Tom diplomatically.

“Well, I'm not licked!"

Talbot of the Shell, watch in hand, glanced rather
doubtfully at Lowther. He was gasping on Tom Merry’s
kunee.

“ Time!"

Towther staggered up. His head was swimming as he
toed the line, and his breath came in gasps; but at that
moment he would have been killed rather than have
acknowledged defeat. T ulian, calm and steady, came up to
time, and the seventh round was fought through,
Lowther stood it ont, with herculean efforts, taking is
punishment with grim endurance,

Eighth round and last! Lowther made a fierce
attack, but his blows were wild, and a right-hand drive
laid him down on the floor. Talbot began to count.
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“One, two, three, four, five, siz—"

“You young razcals!” Kildare of the Sixth strode
upon the scene. *“ Put that wateh away, Talhot! You
young sweeps !

“QOnly a little mill with the gloves on, Kildare,” said
Blake.

“ A pretty state they're both in,” said Kildare angrily.
“Lowther and Julian, you will take two hundred lines
each, and if I catch you fighting again, I'll warm you,
Now put on yonr jacket: and get outl”

The fight was over.

Both of them feeling decidedly seedy and groggy, the
combatants put cn their jackets and left the gym. 1In
the doorway Julian paused, and glanced at Lowther, The
latter was leaning lieavily on Tom Merry’s arm. His
strength was spent, and he could harely walk.

“ Lowther "—Jnlian spoke hesitatingly—"1—I'm sorry
for this! I didn't want to quarrel with you. There's my
fist, if you choose to take it.”

He held out his hand.

“Take his fist, Monty, old man,” whispered Tom Merry
anxiously.

Monty Lowther turned his back.

CHAPTER 13.
Strained Relations!
ANNERS came out of the School House on Satur-
day afternoon, with his camera under his arm.
Tom Merry and Lowther followed him out,

The Terrible Three did not look so sunny as of old.

Monty Lowther's persistent ill-humour was quite spoil-
ing the harmony of the Co. Since.the fight in the gym
Lowther had been more ill-humoured than ever, He felt
very sove about the result of that fight. He knew that
only the intervention of Kildare had saved him from
acknowledged defeat.

It was a bitter reflection.

He was not satisfied with his action in refusing to take
Julian's hand after the tussle, either. e knew he ought
to have taken that hand, so frankly offered. The dis-
approval of his own conscience worried him a little,
while the disapproval of the other fellows only made
him more ohstinate.

If Julian had shown some of the unpleasant traits of
character that Lowther attributed to him, Lowther would
probably not have disliked him so much. There was some-
thing exasperating in the good qualities of the new boy,
considering that Lowtler had determined to attribute
bad qualities to him.

It was impossible to say that he was mean or stingy.
Everybody knew that he was nothing of the kind. It
was equally impossible to attribute “swank’” to him,
for he was modest and unassuming. A fellow who could
box as Julian could, might have been excused for talking
about it a little. But Julian had never talked abont it.
He had let it come as a surprise to the School House
fellows,

It was true that he lent mouney; he had plenty of it,
and he never refused a loan to a fellow who asked him for
one, thongh in some cases the date of payment was very
vague and unfixed.

But as for lending money at interest, Lowther’s un-
worthy insinuation was quite unfounded, and he had to
admit it, So far from getting any interest on his money,
it was extremely problematical whether Julian would see
the principal again in several cases—such as loans to
Mellish of the Fourth. e was, in fact, good-natured to a
fault, and he erred on the side of carclessness with money.
Which was extremely exasperating to a fellow who was
determined, by hook or by crcok, to make ont that he was
a young Shylock.

That Saturday afternoon the Terrible Three were going
up the river. They were coming back to cricket practice
later. The nets were crowded now. Julian was at the
nets, among the rest, and he was showing very good form
at cricket—another point in his disfavour in Lowther’s
eyes, for Lowther had held that the Jew at least wouldn’t
be a sportsman, But, as it happened, Julian played a
very good game of cricket, and Talbot, and Mayne, and
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several other of the great players of the Lower School had
complimented him,

Lowther's face was moody as he sauntered across the
quadrangle with his chums. His moodiness naturally
affected liis companions,

Tom and Manners, to tell the truth, were getting a little
fed-up with it. They did not see why Lowther couldn’t
he a hit more veasonable, Julian of the Fourth seemed
to be his “ hete noir,” and he conldn't get him out of his
mind. A fellow could dislike another fellow without
making all this fuss, Tom Merry thought. But he did
not argue any longer with TLowther; Lowther's temper
was growing very uncertain, and Tom did not want a
auarrel.

The Terrible Three sauntered down to the river inm
silence, and pushed out a boat and embarked. Tom and
Lowther pulled, while Manners took the lines. Manners
made rvemarks on the subject of the photographs he
intended to take, but not in his usnal enthusiastic tones.
Lowther's meodiness was getting on his nerves.

“Here we are!” said Tom Merry at last, as the boat
came abreast of the old mill. The mill-wheel was grind-
ing on its round. The old mill made a charming picture,
backed by the green, thick woods and the smiling fields,
and it was well worthy of o photographer’s best efforts.

“(Food idea to have a bathe,” said Lowther,

“ Rather dangerous so near the mill,” said Tom. “Te
wouldn’t be a joke to get sucked into the mill-stream.”

“T've brought my bathing-things,” said Lowther
irritably. “But if you don’t want a swim, all right.”

The boat was made fast, and the three juniors landed.
Manners proceeded to take his photographs—always a
leisurely process with Manners. Manners never wasted
a film, and he took time over his work.

Towther threw stones aimlessly into the river while
Manners was at work, assisted by expert advice from
Tom Merry. Lowther gave a sudden start as an athletic
figure came swinging along the towing-path on the other
side of the river. It was Julian of the Fourth.

He had finished his ericket practice, evidently, and
was taking a stroll up the river with a book under his
arm. Lowther's brow darkened as he looked across the
shining waters at him,

Julian did not observe the three juniors on the apposite
bank, He selected a shady spot under a tree, sat down,
and opened his book and began to read. Lowther's
glance dwelt upon him unamiably. His first thought had
been that Julian had come to that quiet spot for a
bathe: hut the sneering reflection came at once—of
course, that outsider conldn’t swim! Lowther found a
curions comfort in that reflection. At least, there was
one thing -the fellow he disliked couldn’t do.

He wondered what Julian was reading—a bock on
finance, of course. Then, as the Fourth-Former turned
his page, Lowther spotted the title on the cover of the
book. It was in large letters, and he could make it out
even at the distance. It was “ The Boy Without a Name.”
Towther was very fond of that book himself, and again
he felt a sense of defeat, Evidently Julian’s taste as a
reader didn’t run in the direction of books on finance!

TLowther looked irritably at his chums. They had
gone round to the other side of the mill, and Manners
was still busy.

“TLook here, you fellows, I'm going into the water,”
called out Lowther. “I'm fed up with hanging about
here doing nothing !”

“Sha’n’t be long now,” called back Manners.

“Well, I'm going to have a swim, anyway.”

“T,00k out for the weir, old chap,” called Tom Merry.

“Oh, all right! I'm not a fool !

Lowther walked away te a clump of willows and
stripped. He changed into his hathing-things, and
phinged into the water. Lowther was a good swimmer,
and a swim on that sunmy afternoon wag enjoyable. He
felt his ill-humour leaving him as he glided {hrough the
shining waters,

In the distance the mill-wheel was grinding, and down
to the wheel the current ran a race. Lowther did not
heed it—he was at a safe distance. But as he went on
he forgot the mill-wheel. Ile swam farther out into the
hroad stream from under the shadows of the foliage,
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In that lealthy cxercise, and amid such beautiful
surroundings, Lowther forgot all hitter feelings, and he
theroughly enjoyed himself. He swam till he was
growing tired; Dbut the amateur photographer was still
husy on the other side of the mill, and Lowther was loth
to leave the water. He breasted the current and headed
for the opposite bank.

Julian saw him as he came near the rushes. The new
hoy rose to his feet in the grass and stood watching
him. Lowther trampled through the teeds and came up
the bank, breathing hard. He felt that he had over-
done it a little, and that the swim back across the river
would tell on him. But his clothes were on the other
side, and he had no choice about swimming back.

Julian did not speak, but Lowther did. He seemed
never able to come near Julian without giving utterance
to a gibe.

“You don’t bathe?” he asked.

Julian nodded.

“Yes; I like bathing.”

“ Swim—eh?” said Lowther.

“Yes, I can swim.”

“Ig there anything you can't do?” asked Lowther, with
a sneer.

The fellow could swim after all, it seemed.

“T used to live by the seaside, and T learned to swim
when I was a nipper,” said Julian. *“There’s nothing in
that—any fellow can be a good swimmer if he tries.”

“Why don’t you go in, them, instead of slacking
about?” said Lowther.

“Ts it slacking to read a good book on a half-holiday:”
said Julian, with a emile. “I’ve been playing cricket,
and I didn’t come out for a swim. It's rather dangerous
swimming here, too, 5o close to the mill.”

Lowther’s eyes gleamed; he felt that he had the fellow
at last.

“Oh, you're funky of that, are you:"”

“ Not funky,” said Julian. *“ But I don't sec any sense
in going into danger for no reason it

“T eall that funky,” said Lowther deliberately.

Julian looked at him steadily.

“We've had one fight,” he said. *What's the good of
having another? You don’t like me—why do you speak
to me?”

Towther turned away without replving and walked
down to the water. Julian looked after him, hesitated,
and called out:

“ Lowther!”

“ Hallo!” said Towther.

“You're going to swim. back:"

“Yes,” said Lowther. “I don't funk it, you know!”

“ Hadn’t you better walk up the river a bit before you
cross?’ said Julian. *“ You started from well above the
mill, I suppose. The current has brought you down a
good way.”

“T suppose it has,” said Towther. “What about it:”

“« 1t would be safer to walk up the river a bit fo cross.
If you start from here you will be carried lower down
when vou get into the current, and then—- ”

“Thanks! I'm net o funk!”

“T's not a question of that,” said Julian quietly. “If
you start from here, you will be in danger.”

“ Bow-wow !

Lowther knew very well that it would have Leen only
prudent to take Julian's advice; but nothing would have
induced him to take it. He plunged into the river and
swam out.

Julian did not return to his book. He shaded his eyes
with his hand and watched the progress of the swimmer
with an anxious wrinkle in his brow.

“The ass!” Julian muttered. “He's tired already—I
can see that! Now he's in the current, and—and—oh,
the reckless fathead!”

The anxiety grew in Julian's face as he watched the
obstinate fellow., Then, as he continued to watch, the
Jew junior threw off his jacket—and then kicked off his
boots.
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CHAPTER 14.
Julian's Pluck!
ONTY TOWTHER was already repenting not
M having taken Julian's advice.

In swimming across the river the current had
carried him downstream more than he had quite realised.
As he started swimming back, the current carried him
further, and the grinding of the mill-wheel sounded
louder in his ears.

A dozen feet from the bank Lowther knew that he
would have a hard -struggle to get across, for he was
alveady tired with his long swim. He thought of
turning back—and he would have done so but for the
knowledge that Julian was watching him from the bank.

He had sneered at Julian’s supposed want of courage.
To turn back himself from a chance of danger, under
Julian’s eyes, was impossible. e turned hot at the
thought. After what he had said, he could not for very
shame’s sake turn back.

He set his teeth and swam on.

The current was faster than he had thought—and he
was more spent than he had believed. He fought his
way on—with the rear of the mill-race growing louder in
his ears.

The water seemned to be sucking him away. He raised
hig head to take a swift survey of the river and the
distance he had to go.

The mill seemed to be towering almost above him. The
bank he was aiming at was still distant. In his ears the
roar of the wheel sounded like thunder.

He felt a sudden chill.

For at that moment it was borme in upon his mind
that he would never reach the opposite bank. His
strength was not equal to the effort.

He must turn back.

Turn back to meet the mockery in Julian’s eyes! TFor
he did not doubt for a moment that the Jew would mock
Lim. Yes, even that—that was better than heing sucked
under the mill-wheel to a fearful death!

With bitter rage in his breast Lowther started to swim
back—and then Ee made the discovery that he had left
it too late. The current was too strong for him. It was
dragging him away—it seemed as if invisible demons
under the water were pulling at him—pullibg—
pulling—— .

The bank he strove to reach was receding from him.

There was a chill at his heart.

Grind and clank, clank and grind, from the heavy,
cumbrous wheel now terribly mear at hand!

Monty Lowther realised then what his obstinacy and
recklessness had cost him. He was fighting for his life.

For his life!

He knew it, and he put every ouncé of strength le
possessed into the struggle. Fighting for his life—and
a losing fight! For his efforts were in vain, and the
current, ever faster and faster, was sucking him away
as if with unseen hands. '

YWhere were his chums? The mill hid him from their
sight—they had no suspicion of his danger. Lowther
shouted, but his voice was husky and broken, and the
roar of the water drowned it. He knew that his cries
wonld never reach their ears.

Suddenly his head went under. He came up again,

‘gasping, fighting hard. He knew that it was the

beginning of the end. Was there no help? Must he go
to his death, and to a death so terrible? Desperately
he fought on; his strength failing faster and faster. :

%I.)Imah!

e heard the splash, he guessed that it was made by
someone diving. Was it Tom Merry or Mannera
coming to his aid at last? Tt would only be in time.

His brain was reeling now.

A dark head appeared on the shining waters: a
swimmer was coming on with the current, -and with swift
and steady strokes.

“Help !” panted Lowther.

Fast strokes and steady, and the durk head was close
Lowther’s struggle was feeble now; he was at
the end of his tether. His dimming eyes fell upon the
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face that rose from the water beside him, and gleamed
for a moment,

For it was not Tom Merry or Manners, The face that
looked at him was the dark, handsome face of Dick Julian
of the Fourth,

Julian !

“You—you!” panted Lowther,
me alone, hang you!”

Julian’s grasp was upon him.

“Hold to me!” he said.

“Let me alone!” It was the last word of the old
obstinacy, the unreasonable dislike; it was bitter to be
helped by the boy he had persecuted. It was too bitter.
Lowther would have preferred death itself,

But that black and bitter mood passed. The grinding
of the mill-wheel was in his ears, and Julian was holding
him. Julian's grasp was keeping him back from death.

“Lowther, are you mad? Let me help you! Do you
want us both to go under the wheel?” panted Julian.

“You!" muttered Lowther dazedly. “You! Oh!”

He made no further resistance. His strength was
utterly spent. He was lost—unless the Jew could save
him. Could he save him? It did not look like it; it
wae more likely that both of them would be swept away.
Lowther's mind was growing dizzy, but he was conscious
of one thing at that moment—of repentance.

“Julian! You're a brick! I'm sorry!” he panted.

And he held on to Julian.

Julian did not speak again. All his breath was wanted
for the fizht before him. Well he knew that his life was
in the balance, as well as Monty Lowther’s.

It scemed mow like a horrible dream to Lowther. He
was conscious of a dull, steady roar in hie ears—of
shining waters that mocked him, of a deadly, invisible
foree that dragged and dragged. And of a strong hand
that held—held him back from the valley of the shadow
of death. :

How long had it lasted—an eternity? Lowther's mind
cleared suddenly, strangely. The bank was still far
away. Julian was swimming strongly, powerfully, with
Lowther holding to him. But he was mnot gaining,
Lowther's weight was too heavy a burden, even for the
slrong swimmer.

“Let me alone! Let

“You can't do it!” Lowther's voice was a husky
whisper. “You can't! No good both geing. Good-bye,
Julian !”

“Hold on!"

But Lowther had let zo. But as he was swept away
Julian grasped him arain, and bhe was held. There wae
a shout from the bank,.

“Lowther! Good heavens!”

Tom Merry and Manners were racing down to the river.
Manners dropped his camera. The photographs were
finished ; they were returning for their chum, and they
found him—thus !

Tom Merry was springing for the water, when Mannera
caught him by the arm.

“The boat!” he said.

They rushed to unmoor the boat.

Lowther was almost unconscious mnow. Julian was
calm, quiet, steady as a rock, holding to Lowther, and
awimming, with failing strength but unfailing courage.
He was net gaining a yard against the fierce current;
he was holding back from death, and that was all. But
he never thought of releasing his burden. It was both
or neither,

But the boat was coming now,

The dash of oars sounded like
of the struggling swimmer. The
he was grasped from above.

Lowther, ginking inte insemsibility, was dragged into

lad music in the ears
oat loomed over him;

the boat. Julian held on to the gunwale, panting with
great throbs.
Tom Merry helped him in, and Julian sank into the

bottom of the boat in 2 pool of water, utterly exhausted.

Tom Merry and Manners pulled for the bank. The
boat was in the mill-stream, and it was a hard pull back
to the shore. But they pulled hard, and the bow crashed
into the rushes.

Monty Lowther was lifted achore.
him dazedly, with staring eyes.

He blinked round
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Julian followed him without aid. He was already
recovering.

“My hat!" mumbled Lowther. “That was a go!
You—you &illy asses, taking rotten phofographs while
I b b ]

“We didn’t see you,” muttered Tom, “and if Julian
hadn't gone in for you— Oh, Monty!” Tom’s voice
broke.

Lowther sat up in the wet grass, and blinked at Julian.
The Fourth-Former looked down on him, with a faint
smile.

“It was a narrow shave,” he said, “but a miss is as
good as a mile. The boat came in time, or we should be
under the wheel before this. Lucky you fellows saw us
in time.”

“You
Lowther.
gﬂ'."
Julian langhed.

“I haven't that kind of sense,” he replied.

“You ought to have let me go,” said Lowther. “A
eilly, fatheaded, unreasonable idiot might as well be
drowned a8 not. 8till, as you've fished me out, would
you mind kicking me?"”

“No, I won't kick yvou,” said Julian, langhing. “I'll
shake hands with you if you like.”

“After the caddish way I've treafed you?” eaid
Lowther.

“Oh, let bygones be bygones! If you don't like Jews
you can’t help it,” said J ulian. “Tt's a bit unreasonable,
but nothing to worry about.”

“Tt i1sn't that,” said Lowther. “I'm not such an ass
as that. It was just sheer cussedness. Just because I
had made up my mind that you were an outsider, and
von weren’t. I called you a funk, and then you came
in for me. You can call me anything you like.’

“I'd like to call you my friend,” said Julian,

““Done I said Lowther instantly,

And he held out his hand.

jolly mearly went under with me,” gaid
“I1f you'd had any sense, you'd have let me

¥ ¥ = " - i "l ¥

“Gweat Scott!”

It was about an hour later that Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy of the Fourth uttered that astonished exclama-
tion.

But there were other fellows who were astonished as
well as Arthur Aagustus.

There was a general stare as the Terrible Three and
Dick Julian came across the quadrangle, chatting
together, and evidently on the best of terms,

“Well, my hat!" gayd Blake. * The lion and the lamb
have made it up, it seems.”

“1 am vewy glad to see that Lowthah is not persistin’
in hie wotten line of conduct,” said Arthur Augustus, “1I
have told him sevewal times that I disappwoved of it. I
am glad to see that my wemarke have had their effect
at last!"”

* Dick pulled me out of the river this afternoon, when I
was just going under the mill-wheel,” said Lowther,
“We jolly nearly went together,”

L1 Bﬂ.l l]'u_?e III

“My hat!” said Blake, with a whistle. “ So that's the
reason——"

“Exactly. I'm going to write a thrilling description

of it for the next number of the * Weekly.’ w

“Oh, draw it mild !"” said Julian.

“Meanwhile, there is going to be a little celebration in
the study, and Richard Julian—my friend Dick—is the
cuest of howour. All gentlemen present are invited.”

““ Hear, hear!”

“Bai Jove! Thwee cheeahs for Julian of the Fourth!”
said Arthur Augustus D’Arey.

And the three cheers were given, and they rang very
pleasantly in the ears of the Jew of St. Jim’'s,

THE END.

(Your Editor makes his appearance in ths mag-
nificent, long, complete school taie of TOM MERRY
& CO. on sale next Wednesday. A huge demand Is
certain, so order your copy of ‘* THE GEM " LIBRARY

ta=-day!)
Tue GEn Lisrary.—No. 284,

i
“YOUR EDITOR AT ST. JIM'S!” AMuinint ontons Campite acveo Tan of



22 THE BEST 80 LIBRARY D&~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 3% LIBRARY. "3ie"

3 -
T . » = - - =
& a L b - ¥ y .
= - waEt g T = cpne L e ¥ T e
: l:-. - - - " ] T i - = e AL T T AT
<L W
et F
j O
]
[ i
T
L 1
L
¥
#
e
v
1l
[l [ o,
i e A Y
e . e
l|‘ " e
L Y -
| ]
[ ." anmd l. - -
- - pad s T -1
[—

A TOO-GOOD SAMARITAN. _
A good-natured man, gﬂingdhnmu late at night, noficed a
caning limply against a doorway. .
mﬁi’\’haﬁ‘u‘tﬁha rﬂ:tta&?” he asked. “ Drunk?
“Y’Eﬂ-—“

“Want mo to help you in?”

[ YE! L1

With‘diﬂ‘iculty he carried the man up to the second floor,

“Tg this it? Do you live here?”
“Yea"

thor than faco an angry wife, the good-natured man

¢p§;nciﬂ:ha ficst door, pushed the limp figure in, and closed
tho door. Then he groped his way downstairs. ' '

As he came out he saw another man, apparently in a worse
condition than the firat. e

 What's the matter? You drunk, too?

“Yes'" camo the feeble repﬂg.

K %!mi! I help you upstairs?

{‘ es* : L. o 1

The Good Samaritan carried him to the second floor, where
this ‘:ntn also said he lived, opened the door, and pushed

hlitl"f::a roached the street he saw a third man, evidontly

off than any of the others. As the Good Samaritan
:;;“r:anhnﬂ, huwevrer. the man staggered up the street, and

i i the arms of a policeman. _
thﬂ?ﬁhﬁf—?"l’f I:zt;nﬁpgd? e | demnﬁ p'tection fram thish man!

1 i i y : * lift-
He' ied me upsthairs twice an’ thrown me down the
nh:.!'t !c'l'lzﬁent in h@ﬂs. Gregory, jun., Bolton,

A FATAL SLIP. . .

“ AL sie.” he said sadly, “I've scen better times, I have!

I was o doctor once with a large practice, but owing to one
fittle slip my pationts began to leave me. and now [ am living

to mouth.” ;
h?fnwtila:ﬂ;dwgsThu slip?" was the natural question,

ik ir.” the sad one replicd, *in filling in n death
Etttg':{fh! ?::u‘* one of my deceased patients I absent-mindedly
signed my name in the space headed ¢ Cause of death.” "'—
Sent in by W. L. Thompson, Darhington, Durham.

STRATEGY. 1
Tominy (home from the front): *“ When Bill saw the enemy

ko turned and ran.” o
Farmer: “I'm very sorry to hear that.

He must-be a

15e Page.

LOOK OUT FOR YOUR WINNING STORYETTE,

RETORTS COURTEOUS, )

““Muvver's compliments,” piped a dirty-checked urchin to
the busy butcher, “and she wants me to show you the big
bono.you sont with the last joint of meat.”

" ﬂ compliments,” said the butcher, "“and tell your mother
that the next time I kill a bullock without a bone in it I'll
make her a present of a joint,"”

“Muvver's compliments,” retorted the urchin, “and she
says that the next timo you find a bullock with a shoulder-of-
mutton bone in it shoe'd hike to buy tha whole bloomin' carcase
as a curiosity.—Sent in by D. Whitton, Ilford,

SHE IS STILL USING THE OLD ONE,

A draper’s assistant was showing a lady some parasols. The
assistant had a good command of language, and knew how to
expatiate on the good qualities and show off the best points
of his master’s goods. As ho picked up a parasol from the lot
on the counter and opened it, he struck an attitude of admira-
imn. _t-r{wn, holding it up to the best light that could be had,

¢ said:

“Now, there, isn't it lovely? Look al that silk! Particu-
larly observe tho quality, the finish, the general effect. Feel
it. Pass vour hand over it. No nonsense about that parasol,
is there?" And as he handed it to the lady, he concluded:
" I?g:l; it a he{;iut_;,-?"] : i

“¥Yes," said the lady; “it's my old one. I just laid it
down there.”"—Sent in by H. Stroud, Tottenliam. :

TERMS OF EQUALITY,
(irocer: I ordered a pound of beel-stoak, and you lave
only sent me twelve ounces. How do you account for that*"
Butcher: **Oh, T don't know! But I will tell you what
happened. 1 lost my pound weight, so I used one of your
}mun:cll packets of tea instcad.”—Sent in by E. J. Day,
PBW“"‘.

_ SARCASTIC.

[t was a local train, The ancient engine wheezed laboriously
over cqually ancient rails, and jolted to a restful spot at no
place in particular,

Timo_passed tediously. Some of the passengers looked
anxiously out of tho windows, while others drew their hats
down over their eyes and tried to appear unconcerned,

Half an hour clapsed, and then the guard came leisurely

down the corridor. He was accosted by one of the
who demanded impatiently : J passengers,

wﬁ.lrrrudr'r::“?: “Oh, no, I don't think it was cowardice! He “IWhat in the name of Eﬂﬂdnﬂﬁ‘! is the matter?”
remembered the E]Mt;ht was rel_:::liu? I:ﬁhr: t"k”:lﬁ‘ in :'li'i;tt'r."
: ; he intended to run - AR RS KK NN phic ward smoothly.
;ﬁﬂﬁﬂ i‘;“i'ﬂ e enemy e e " Mo W i Then why on carth  don't
in the rear.”—Sent in by I As the “GEM” Storyette Competition has w, Hou 1sc another spoon?” asked
Haworth, Little Harwood, & 5.nved so popular, it has been decided to run inﬁb;-m _ ?;“%Pf}ﬁﬁg“ﬁ:t
Bluckburn. this novel feature in conjunction with our By X *hpc ,
INFALLIBLE. new Companion Paper, -

i INFALLIBLE. : "'.: A CUTTING REPLY.

nhnﬂflu':ﬂg;gngmtd:: ~:::r?" iha THE BOYS FRIEN D, ld-; A lady had in her employ an

atient asked anxiously. “I
Enw heard that sometimes you
have given the wrong diagnosis,
#nd treated a patient for pneu-
monia who afterwards died of
typhoid fever.”

“You have been scandalously
misinformed !” s=aid tho doctor
angrily. “If I treat a man for
pneumonia, he dies of pneu-

The Editor,

N S N

the doctor wondered why.—
Bent in by W. H. Baker, West
Hampstead, N.W, )
Tar G Laprary.—No. .33:}” T .
COMPANION “'THE ! . o
."“HPHI : Every Monday. Every Monday.

Published every Monday,

in order to give more of our readers a chance
of winning one of our useful Money Prizes. this

If yvou know a really funn
interesting paragraph, sen
card) before you forget it, and address it to:
HE BOYS' FRIEND and GEM, m

Gough House, Gough Square, Fleet Street, E.C,

monia !"
he patient fainted, and Look out for YOUR Prize Storyette in next
e B Paaitied whir ; week’s GEM or BOYS' FRIEND,

o o e e e """ Burns, R.F.C., §. Farnboro’,
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excellent maid, who had  but
one fault—her faco was always
$mut_|%i:d.

Wishing to tell the maid of
fault without causing
offence, the mistress said @

“Do you know, Jane, that if
you' wash your face cach day
hot soapy water it will mako
you beautiful ?*

“Shure, it's o wonder you
never tried it yourself,
ma'am !  was the starthin
reply.—Sent in by Boy

joke, or a short,
italong (on a post-
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The previous insia'ments told how:i:—
NORRIS BRENT, a young Englishman, agrees to accom-
pany his unworthy cousin, GUY MELVILLE, on an explora-

tion tour in China for a rare plant only to be found in that
part of the world. Misfortune dogs their footsteps, and a
crisis is reached when the Chinese pack-carriers, who are
with them, mutiny. Stranded in a wild, inhospitable land,
there is nothing for it but to return to civilisation, and the
cousins, together with YEN HOW, Norris Brent's faithful
servant, set out on the weary journey.

The little band is overcome by thirst, and Melville, refusin
to share his water with the others, pushes onward throu ﬁ
the desert, leaving his companions to their fate. Fori.uun,ter,
however, Yen How lights-upon an ocasis, and the danger is
averted.

After a week's tramping the couple come upon the resi-
dence of a wealthy mandarin, and a fight ensues with the
servants in the courtyard. Norris Brent is only saved from
death by the timely intervention of Silver Pearl. An attach-
ment springs up between Norris Brent and the beautiful
Chinese maiden, who is the ward of Ming Yung, the man-
darin. Whilsi the young Englishman is holding a conversa-
tion with Silver Pearl, Ming Yung appears on the scene,
and Brent is urged to flec for his life.

Ming Yung learns from his agents that a plan to murder
Brent has succeeded, and informs his watd that her lover
has been sent to his doom. Later, therefore, Silver Pearl is
both surprised and delighted at meeting Brent in Hon
Kong, and she then informs him that she 1s going to Englan
with her guardian.

Norris Brent -veturns to England, and is walking through
the grounds of the old family mansion, Eagle’s Nest, when
he comes face to face with his cousin, Guy Melville.

(Now go on with the story.)

Hidden Hatred—Deceived—The Lonely Hollow—The
Myaterious Eyes.

Seceing his young cousin before him, Guy Melville recoiled
as from some dreaded apparition, His face turned livid, his
eyes opened wide in a plassy stare of terrified fascination, and
he shook and trembled in every limb of his body.

A -veritable panic of guilty fear seized hold of him. The
lad whom he had forsaken in the burning desert, to whom
he had refused the drink of water that meant life and salva-
tion, had come back like one from the grave.

(lose behind Norris Brent stood Yen How, an inscrutable
look in his face. The appearance of the Chinaman added to
the intensity of terror rﬁat. possessed Melville, who was now
convinced that his cousin had come to denounce him for his
heartless treacheis.

“Hold up, Guy!" said Brent anxiously, wrongly attributing
the strange demeanonr of the other to an access of glad and
powerful emotion at seeing him again. I oughi to have
known better than to have sprung in on you like this, and
you believing that 1 had died out there in China, but I never
gave the matter a thoucht,”

Melville, with a quick sigh of velief, drew his hand across

The First Chapters of Qur Grand New Adventure Serial.

The opening chapters of a
great new story of thrilling
adventure in the Far East.

b

3

PETER BAYNE.

—_——ch oo —=—

his fevered brow., His dark sccret, then, was still unknown
to his cousin, Brent’s words and locks had told him that in
a moment. )

“My dear Norris,” he said, ““I should be an unnatural sort
of chap to take your return coolly, considering the circums<
stances. You've overwhelmed me. My mind’s in a whirl,,
I'm amazed, bewildered, delighted beyond words, DBut what
miracle saved you?”

“No miracle,” Brent answered, with a ready smile, “but
Yen How. I owe my life to him. He struck the trail of a
camel caravan, and found a supply of fresh water stored away
in a hole concealed by the rocks. As things turned out, ib
was a pity that you didn't stay with us.”

“Tt was,” Melville agreed; “ for had I done so I should have
been spared a great deal of mental suffering and distress on
your account, I believed 'that both you and Yen How, who
was in a delirious condition and lost all knowledge of my
identity, were at your last gasp, Water was the only thing
to save you. I made desperate efforts to find it. Alas! My
own strength soon failed me. I lost consciousness, and was
picked up by some Chinese, who took me ta their village,
where I remained, too ill to move, for nearly a week. Then,
with a small party of natives, I set out to look for you. I
was a hopeless search, and, despairing of your fate, I went
to Hong Kong, and booked my passage by the first boat
leaving for home.™ ;

Brent glanced at Yen How with smiling eyes.

“Now you know why Mr. Melville left us,” he remarked.
“You scomed to be puzzled at the time, although you said
scarcely anything about ii.” )

Yen How and Guy Melville locked straight into each other's
eyes.

My know,” said Yen How serencly, “and my never
forges it.”

The veiled meaning of the utterance was not lost on Mel-
ville, who interpreted it as both a challenge and a warning,
but he showed no sign of the anger and poisonous hatred that
ho felt.

Time was on his side, he reflected, and the plot ihab had
failed once should succeed in the end. TUntil then he must
be wary, for one false move might not only lose him all that
he was playing for, but lead to his exposure, ruim, and
disgrace.

“We'll go on to the house,” he said. “Come along. By
the way, Norris, how did you find out that I was here’”

“They gave mo the address at your club in town,” Brent
replied, **and T came straight down at once, for I was eager
to see vou again. We only landed at Southampton last night.
How is Uncle Mark keeping these days?” )

AMelville looked ab the other, with an cxpression of well-
simulated surprise in his face. .

“Is it possible thai you've mnot licardf”? le exclaimed.
“Why, the poor old fellow died suddenly over five months
apro. while we were in China.” .

“Yon don't say sol!” said Brent, who was genuinely
Jiocked and grieved by the information, although he had
never seen a preat deal of Mark Paignton. “That is bad
news. When I was last down here, a week or two before
voing sbread, he was in the best of health.” i

Tae GeMm LiBrRary.—No. &894
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“And he enjoyed it right up to the lasi,” Melville re-
joined. “It was a stroke of some kind thul took him at the
finish. Well, ho had a long innings, and it was about time
Lo pegged ont.”

The heartless flippancy of the rvemark jarred on Brent's
feelings. He was silent” for a few moments, then he gave
voice to a sudden thought that occurred to him.

“€yan are the master here now, [ suppose?” he inguired.

“Ves, " answered Guy Melville L-nrc{uﬁsly: “overything was
left to me. You see, L was Paignfon’s noarest re ative, and
he always favoured me a lol. Its a bit rough on you and
Hie fow athers who could claim relationship to him, but that's
generally how things go in this warld,”

“It's a splendid inleritance you've come into,” soid Brent,
‘and T cougratulute you, Guy. But you deserve it, especially
after the fine work you did in China; and everyone who
knows you must think the same.”

Melville winced, and a fecling of shame stung Lim te the
quick, only to be followed by savage scorn for what he
deemed to be hiz own wealness.

“I've no fault to find with the place,” he remarked,
“ except that it's lonely, and miles away from anywhere. Bub
now vou've come home it will be different. You must live
here with me. After all we've gone through together it would
bo absurd of us to parl now, especially when I'm in a position
o help you on in the world. Besides, you can give me in-
valuable assistance in the work of reorganising the estate.
fiverything was left in a fearful muddle, for Paignton never
would allow himself to be worried over anything, with the
result that he was taken advantage of right and left by the
people he trusted the management of his affairs to.”

The proposal made to him took Norris Brent completely
by surprise. Well supplied with money as he had been on
poing to China, hoe had only o few pounds in his possession
now, and his plans for the future had not yet taken any
definite shape.

‘Tt's a tempting offer,” he said frankly; “but I scarcely
know how I can accept it."

“Why not?” Melville rejoined. “ Perhaps you think that
jn reaking Eagle's Nest your home you would be placing
yourself under an embarrassing obligation to me? ou're
Inistaken if you do, for I must have someone to help me,
and far better you than anybody else. Try it for a time.
Then, in case you don't like it, you can leave. As for Yen
How,. he can make .himself generally useful, so you needn’t
trouble about his welfare. Is it a bargain?”

Ho held out his hand, and his cousin took it.

“You make it impossible for me to refuse,” said Brent,
with o may little laugh, “I've certainly fallen on my feet
far sooner than I expected to. Many thanks, Guy. You can
rely upon me doing my best in whatever work you care to
give me."”

A smile of evil triumph flitted across Melville's lips.
noble and generous disposition of his young cousin made no
appeal to him, Rather did he hate the la all the more for
Eo;s&ssmg qualities of mind and heart that were foreign to

is own nature.

To Norris Brent the new life that he now entered upon
was full of interest. He had always loved the rambling old
mansion of Eagle's Nest, with its long corridors, quaint
oak-panelled rooms and galleries, and the mementoes of pasE
centuries that took one in imagination far away from the
present age,

But what lie revelled in most was the sense of mystery
that brooded over the wooded heights and dales that sur-
rounded the house in every direction except that of the sea.

Nowhere else were such groves of mighty trees to be seen
as on the land that the Paigntons had handed down from
father to son for centuries. The axe of the woodman was
never heard here. It scemed to have been an article of faith
with the former owners of Eagle's Nest to preserve intact
every original feature of their property.

The result was that in places a traveller might well have
fancied that, instead of being amongst the hills and cliffs
of the English coast, he was in some South American forest.

Miles of almost impenetrable undergrowth barred the way
of the curioys stranger, and the over-arching foliage, twisted
and festooned into an inextricable canopy, cast a shaudowy
gloom far and near that was never broken,

Often in the past Brent had thought longingly of the delight
that would be his could he explore these woods that, so far
as ho was aware, were unknown terrifory to most of the
people living in the neighbourhood.

The opportunity he had desired now came to him, for, at
his own .suggestion, he was given the work of making a
survey of the place.

“You've sot yoursell a pretty task!” said Guy Melville.
“No proper survey, to my knowledge, has ever been made.
You'll never do it.”

The

“That remains to be secen.” Brent answered. * At any
'ae Gey Liprary.—No. 394.
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rate, I'll have a good try, and my experience in China will
hielp me a lot.”

During the next few duys, as a kind of preliminary to the
undertaking, he and Yen How took many long walks in' the
locality. Out at daybreak, they did not return home until
late in the evening, taking a supply of food with them, and
in various ways living over again their former life in the
Chinese forests and wildernesses.

One afternoon, after a hard tramp, they halted in a decp
hollow Letween towering walls of rock that were coated inches
deep with a mossy carpet of greenish-yellow fungus exuding
u faint, musty odour that permeated the whole atmosphere.

“Tallo!” said Brent, with a little sniff. “I've scen this
kind of rock-growth somewhere before, and it had the same
smell, too.”

“1f was in China,” Yen How remarked, “on that day
when we go between the big hills.”

Then Brent remembered where he had seen the strangoe
fungus. It was when the expeditionary party of which Ea
was a member were passing through a mountain gorge far
in the wild and lonely uplands of the Chinese frontier.

The fact was such an amazing one that he could scarcely
credit it. Tearing off a lump of the moss, he'closely examined
it, and the inspection brought conviction to his mind. Theére
was no doubt about it. Tﬁe stuff was of the same species as
that which he had seen in the gorge twelve thousand miles
away several months before.

Yet, he reflected, there might be nothing extraordinary
in the discovery. It was a perfectly well-known fact that very
many different specimens of European plant life could be
matched in the Asiatic continent,

“gtill,” he said thoughtfully, “I've only seen it that once
before. It's cxtremo]}' curious. I'll take some of it home
Ellfld sl,low it to Guy. It will be interesting to hear his opinion
of it.’

After a rest, Brent and his companion pushed on down
the hollow. Their way was impeded by thick bush growth,
beneath which they frequently had to erawl, or beat a way
through with the steel-crooked poles that they had brought
with them. .

The farther they went the higher became the wall of rock
rising on each side of them. Hxcept for an occasional ray
flickering down between the leaves of the trees far overhead
they saw nothing of the sun.

The gloom was profound. From what they perceived it
was appavent that until then the hollow had been a closed
passage to all. Tt went on and on to a seemingly endless
extent. Almost before they were aware of it night was
closing down on the comrades.

“We must go back,” said Brent reluctantly. *The light's
too bad to see anything more clearly, and it'll be black as
a coal-mine down here soon. What was that?"”

The question followed sharply on a dulled, tearing sound,
like that made by the rapping of damp brown paper, that
came from somewhere ahead in the hollow.
 There was dead silence for several moments. The hollow
was still as o tomb., Over it there seemed to brood the
secrecy and mystery of all the ages of the past.

The sound was repeated a second time, To Brent it con-
veyed a queer yet subtle suggestion of some elemental power
at work in the darkness. He and Yen How moved onward
with soft and noiseless footsteps to a clump of high bushes.

Pushing the leaves apart they looked through into a wide,
open space. It was lighter here, although not wide enough
to see anything clearly, and a huge, black shadow lay across
the ground that Brent supposed was cast by the far wall of
the ravine.

As his eye carelessly glanced at it, the shadow moved!

What was at the back of the shadow? Again the curious
fancy that an elemental force was at work entered his mind.
He felt his companion trembling at his side.

“My no likee!" whispered Yen How. More better go.
This no ploper place to stop in !”

_ Brent gave no response. He had ascertained that the tear-
ing sound, constantly repeated, came from somewhere high
up on the face of the rock.

He stared hard in that direction, and, unable to distinguish
anything, impatiently moved his position. The bushes
crackled, the noise breaking the silence with startling loud-
ness. Then Brent, thrilling to the knowledge of it, saw that
he was under sudden observation. Two globes of pale light
looked down on him from the obscurity that veiled the shelv-
ing wall of the hollow from his sight.

He realised with a chilling instinctiveness that the two
globes were the eyes of some creature of the forest depths.
They were like the eyes of o great octopus he had once seen,
but rounder and larger, and almost white in colour.

This passing impression was scarcely imprinted on his
mind when Brent heard what sounded like a rush of wind.
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fiung open the door of the car.

There stepped out a man an
apparently introduced to the girl, lean forward and stare with undisguised admiration into her face, (See page 27.)

d a girl, and Yen Ilow saw Melville, after being

With a queer sort of thrill Yen llow saw that the chauffeur was a Chiuamaﬁ, who sprang dow=: from his scat, and [

Then he and Yen How were swept off their feet and flung
to the far side of the hollow.

Bruised and breathless, they staggered upright again. Not
a sound was audible in the stillness. The mysterious eyes had
disappeared as swiftly as they had looked out of the darkness
surrounding them.

In silence, Brent and Yen How made their way out of the
hollow. Not until they were close to Eagle’s Nest was any
reference made to what was in their minds,

“8ay nothing to anyone of what you have seen,” Brent
then enjoined on his comrade. *“ At some other time we'll
get to the bottom of the mystery.”

Yen How signified his_obedient assent to this proposal by
maintaining a solemn silence.  The prospect of venturing
again into the forest ravine and searching out the secrets of
its hidden recesses did not appeal to him in the least.

A Middight Visitor—Ming Young Makes a Proposal,

In the library at Eagle's Nest, a wide and lofty chamber
whose windows opened out on to a terrace above the drive,
Guy Melville sat smoking and thinking at a late-hour of the
night. There was a dark and sullen look in his face ns he
staréd into the dying embers of the fire, that would have sur-
lmscd these who envied him his good fortune and success in
ife had they seen it.

He had won fame as an explorer, youthful manhood and
splendid health were his, and he had returned home from
abroad to find himself the owner of wealth and a fine estate.
Yet there was a canker at work in his soul that lkept him
back from the enjoyment of all these advantages that he
possessed over other men.

His embittered hatred of his cousin grew stronger every
day. The memory of the hour when he had callously aban-
doned Norvris Brent to a fearful fate was ever in his mind.
No pang of remorse assailed him because of his erime; only
a cold yet furions angev that his plotting had come to nought.

The lad stood in his path. Therefore he must be swept
away. Thus Guy Melville reasoned, and his eolil, selfish heart
knew no pulsing beat caused by the remembrance of close
kinship and of dangers faced together on land and sea.

NEXT
WEDNESDAY :

His one regret was that he had not seen to it that his ruth-
less plot against his cousin did not miscarry. Iad there been
no Yen How to interfere all would have gone well.

Therefore he hated Yen How with a hatred not much less
than that le felt for the lad whom the devoted Chinaman
had saved from death.

“Curse all yellow men !” he muttered venomously. *Why
was such a race ever brought into existence? They are o
pest and a menace to the rest of mankind.”

The click of a window-latch eaught his ear, and a gust of
¢liill night air swept into the rbom, causing some loose papers
on a table near lim to rustle and flutter to the floor.

An angry exclamation rising to his lips, Melville swung
round, and then, with a swift intake of his breath, he was
suddenly motionless.

The intruder on his privacy had entered from the terrace
by one of the high door windows, He was a tall, spare man,
well dressed and distinguished-looking, but though his clothes
were those of an English gentleman, one glance at him was
sufficient for an observer to denote his nationality.

He was a Chinaman, a son of that mysterious, myriad-
numbered yellow race upon whom Guy Melville had just
breathed a splenetic curse.

Ie had the head of a man great in intellectunl power, and
bis face, once seen, could never be forgotten, for the eyes
shining out from it looked through and through one.

That face Melville had seen once before. The sight of it
conjured up a vivid picture in his mind. He saw himself
riding across the desert in the fading light of the spent day,
to be suddenly confronted by a camel caravan and summoned
to appear before its leader.

The name of that caravan leader was Ming Yung, and it
was Ming Yung who was before him now.

Na! e would not believe it. Striding forward he glareil
up into the face of his visitor, Then, as a conviction came
to him, ho desperstely swallowed the lump rising in his
throat and vainly endeavoured to hide all sign of his agitation.

AW said Ming Yung, his eyes smiling for a moment.
“T perceive that you recognise me, My, Melville. That will
save me the neeessity of introducing myself.”

Melville assumed an attitude of outraged dignity.
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*Von have no right here, sir!” he exclaimed, .np!nttating
g little. “How dare you steal into my house 10 such u
manner? I should be perfectly justified in throwing you out. &

“Won will not do it!” said Ming Yung, speaking with cold
deliberation. “S8it down! You must not waste my time.
When it pleases me to do so I will leave you. T have come
from London to see you. My car is waitmg for me at the
foot of the drive. 1 walked the hill, a seeing you in
hero by the light, entered by the guickest and shortest way.
s there a risk of anyone distwbing us!”

Melville shools his head.

“No,” he answered sullenly. “I'm the only one sitiing up.
Tlu;’ servants are in bed. What is it that you have to say to

“Notling to the purpose until you have shown me over
the ut present unoccupied part of your mansion,” was ile
surprising response of Ming Yung. “From what 1 heard
in London I gathered that the rooms in the left wing of the
building have been closed to use for some years. Yon must
let me see them now.” . .

Uttering a furious curse, Melville spramg to his feet, his
faco white with rage. Before he could ive further vent to
his wrath a long, sinewy hand fell lightﬁr on his shoolder.

“TWhen we return,” said Ming Yung, * we will speak of the
fetter that you received from rk Paighton when you were
in China.”

A moment of tense silence followed these words. The anger
went out of Guy Melville, and was replaced by a sickemng
fear. His tongue, when he attempted to speak, clove to the
roof of his mouth. s sl

“] will now inspect the rooms in the left wing,” said
Ming Yung, in & commanding tone of voice. * Lead me to
them."

The master of Eagle’s Nest crossed the room with the
movements of gn automaton. Fear drove him onward, and
something more than fear, a compelling force of personality
that his will, strong and stubborn though it was, could not
fight against. :

That part of the old mansion that he and Ming Ymi)g
visited was the wing nearest ta the brink of the great cl
that at this point of the coast rosa gheer from the sea beating
at its base. .

The rooms in this wing had long since been shat up because
there was no use for them. They branched off on_each side
of & wide hall that had once upon a time been a picture and
music galleri. ;

Most of the pictures were removed, but suits of armour,
crossed swords, and other implements of warfare and the
chase dating back to the Elizabethan age still hung from the
thick, oak panelling of the immensely strong walls that were
the wonder of all who beheld them. 5

Through the glass skylights the moon shone down into_the
gallery. Never had the silvery beams of the queen of night
fullen upon o stranger visitor to this ancient pile than the
Chinese mandarin who was now there.

Room after rcom was opened and inspected. The one
that Ming Yung gave the most attention to was a chamber
of cirenlar shape on the upper floor.

It had & convex roof with a central opening that was now
closed by a trapdoor. A flight of steps, fashioned of thick
oak that age had turned black as jet, led up to the trapdoor.

“We .will ascend that ladder,” said Ming Yung. ‘““The
view from fthe top ought to be magnificent. Do you know
what use this room was ever put to?”

 Astrologers, so tradition has it, carried on their work
here,” answered Melville, whose curiosity as to the motive
that the other had in being there was now predominant over
every other feeling. “That is why it was called the
‘I;L'[ngirians‘ Room, the name that it is known by to this

ay.”

They went up on to the roof, around which was a stone
balcony with a beavily-balustraded parapet. Leaning on the
parapst, Ming Yung stared down at the sea that tore and
fretted at the base of the cliff hundreds of feet below.

As he gazed, with the night winds rustling round him, the
impassive calin of his face seemed to vanish and give way
to an expression of some strong emotion.

“That will do,” le said at last, turning away from the
balcony. “I have seen enough.”

In silence he and Melville returned to the library., Then
Ming Yung revealed the reason for his presence there.

“T'he rooms in the left wing will suit me admirably,” he
said, “and I shall be ready to take them over from you a
weol: from now. For their use T will pay you three hundred
pounds a month. Also, for any damage that may be caused
to them by me when carrying out certain scientific experi-
ments I shall make here you will receive full and ndeguate
compensation. 1 hope T have made myself plain?”

“Too plain!” exclaimed Melville, his voice hoarse with
gudden passion.  * But before hearing anything more of your
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impertineni 1 T would like you to tell me of the letter
you declared was sent 46 me by a certain person while I was

m ;

*“Vou ghall hear all about it,” said Ming Yung, {eaning
back in his chair and looking fixedly at the otheg between
half-closed evelids. “The letter was from Mark Paignfon,
the owner, before you, of Eagle's Nest, and in it he informed
:vqiti of 2 certain slteration that he was going to make in his
Wl Y

}\l&elvfiﬁ! started, and his lips twitched neryously.

He anneunced his decision,” continued Ming Yung, “to
have n part of his property set aside for the benefit of your
cousin, Norris Brent, in whose career he had always taken
a much deeper interest than his friends ever knew. By that
bequest, if the provision of it were carried out, your cousin
would, on his coming of age, receive an income of three
I‘.hgu;npd pounds a year.”

ton never altered bhis will,” exclai rille.
“Yqu‘lfﬂm 2 Somar & will,” exclaimed Melrilie

Eﬂuag Yung shook his head.

I do not forget it,” he reivined. ‘‘ The law, of course, is
on your side, for Paignton’s will leaves everything to
i?“,'q- But what wounld the world think of you if it knew that
: 1a éei"ngnton had written you a letter a day or two before
b.;! X th announcing his intention of altering that will to
: efit your yonng cousin, and that you had destroyed the
;ﬂﬂ, and kept silent as fo its contents? You know even

etter than T do what the result would be for yon."”

Melrille uttered a mockin !a.u#b.
i Yotlilg‘e uot so smart m!i had begun to think you were,
A r. Chinaman ! he said sneeringly. *“The letter is
Iestroyed. That's the whole point of the matter so far as

am concerned. Go and tell your wonderful tale to whoever
you can get to listen to it. Without written proof to back
vour statements, no one will believe you.

Ming ¥un snﬁilﬂd.

HToor 1” he said  “Think you to measure your feeble
wits against mine? Writien M I have in myy possession
an exact copy of the letter that Paignton sent to you. That

letter was and its contente transcribed b en
. | - . n t
of ?‘1,:‘» while it was in transit through the Chit{es.:' c?lfriev

Rendered speechless by overmasterin
Metviie S0l Tt b e wiecr sk oaresl ity nto” Miny
Yﬁnqg's yellow, Sphinx-!ﬂ(ecfnce. Al R, LA Il MR
So you see,” the Chinaman proceeded, *that it would
E;:m” of you to set yourself in opposition to me] “T:h tﬁg
owledge that I possess concerning you, it would be a simple
matter for me to ruin your whole future career. The only
IE[‘]’BlhlE plan for you to follow is to fall in with my wishes.”
Curse you !”‘crled Melville, his stubborn will utterly
brokeu at last. “You've won your game. Come hers when
ynﬁ like, and may you find your grave here!”
lis sullen goze was bent downward, and when I
up it was to find that he wus alone. Ming Yung ha:iﬁ g:lc?r?:‘.ed
Running to the window, Melville pulled it open and stepped
ﬂ:rt ‘;.nf:? ig:lg tet:ra;:ei.’e ‘:E'lhe{le wss no sign of his late visitor.
: v minutes later he heard a motor- i
the foot of the hill on to the high-road? i
The car was taking Ming Yung back to London.

What Yen How Saw in the Night—Next Moraing,

Yen How, whose slumbers were usually deep and profo
was suffering from a rare w Iness. Tg)s:ing, prestl::;fy'
from side to side of his couch, he thought longingly of the
time when, at such momerits as these, %e was able to woo
sleep to his weary eyes by the simple method of smoking a
pl;;i:fu} taf opium.

e had given up opium-smoking at the beliest of Norri
Brent, and had vastly benefited iﬁ health by dOsi..I.lg slo\of)l::
up:n :uc’l; l:lﬂ occasion as this it _?eemed 1o him that the
extrad o e o wios o soof lil'l ]J
thould be withagt - i

Throwing aside his blanket, he went to the window and
lqued out. An outhouse standing to the left of Eagle's
Cliff, a short distance away from the mansion, had been
furnished for him, and here he had succeeded in making
himself more cmn_fci_lrtnble than he ever was before.

1t was a fine night, and Yen How, knowing that he could
not rest, decided that a plunge and a swim in the sea would
do him a world of good.

3 So siép(liamg 0‘1;1 a lms\ai Chinese g}o\'m, he left the house and

escended a steep pathway to the navrow stri f
bPIth below the elii?. 4 b of “sandy

The water was warm and calm, and Yen How dis
himself in it for the best part of an hour. Bt

Coming out, he went back up the cliff path, and, selecting
a spot where the grass was short and velvety, lay down. and
smoked some cigarettes—W oodbines—his favourite brand.

“THE PENNY POPULAR,

L1 "
Svery Friday. CHUCKLES,” LD,

Every Baturday, 2



¢“THE GE

Every Wednesday.

From this engaging pastimae
his thonghts were diverted by
the sound of a motor-car as-
cending the steep drive from
the public reoad. He knew
that 1t must be a fino and
highly-powered car, for though
the incline was one of tho
steepest in Epgland, the
vehicle climbimg it made but
little noise.

Curious to know wheo it
might be that was coming
to Eagle's Nest at such an un-
usual hour, Yen How sprang
to his bare feet and hurried
towards a thick belt of trees
from which he would be able
to sce all that he wanted to.

No sooner had he taken up
an excellent position for his
PUIrpose than the motor-car
drew up outside the hall cn-
trance. There was no foot-
man waiting to receive the
guests, but Guy Melville was
there,

With a queer sort of thrill,
Yen How saw that the chauf-
feur was o Chinaman, who
sprang down from his seat and
flung open the door of the car.

There stepped out & man and
u girl, and Yen How saw Mel-
ville, after being apparently
introduced to the girl, lean for-
ward and stare with undis-
puised admiration inte her
face,

Then all three ascended the
steps,  Before they entered the
doorway one of them locked
rvound and gave an order to
ihe chauffeur, who turned his
car and drove away down the

* LIBRARY.

drive,

‘Phe man who had given the |
order was Ming Yung, as Yen
How knew the instant he re-
cognised the other’s face, The

on their adventures.
citement such

as rarely falls to the lot of man

Our special war artist has hit on a rousing subject this time, He depicts some
of our gallant airmen in the north of France settin

out early in the morning
raught wf‘th peril and exe
well known,

That those adventures are

discovery he had made was
startling enough to shake Yen How out of his customary
stoical calm,

Had he been able he would immediately have hastened
to Norris Brent and told him the news. But Brent was not
to be approached at such a time, for Yen How could not enter
the place without someone or other whom he had no wish
to meet seeing him, and most probably getting him into
trouble with Melville, whom he regarded with the profoundest
dislike, suspicion, and mistrust.

“The girlee must be Silver Pearl,’”” he told himself. * What-
ever side Ming Yung go he take hier to. But what for he
comé here? 'This thing look velly puzzling to me.”

After cogitating the matter over in his mind for some iime,
Yen How, coming to the conclusion that he could find out
1o more than he had done already, went home to his place
of abode, and was able at Jast to enjoy the sleep of
the just.

“Mr. Melville have got visitors, then?’ he remarked to
Norris Brent, when he met him the next morning. “¥You
see them yet?"”

PBrent stared in amazement at the speaker.

“Visitoral” ho said. ** What in.the world are vou talking
about? No one has come here to my knowledge.”

“They have,” Yen How answered. " “Ming Yung and that
pletty girlee Silver Pearl. My see them last night.”

He informed the other of what he Iad seen from his vantage
point amongst the trees, and Brent, quivering with execite-
ment, but incredulous, darted back in the direction of the
house to ascertain the truth or otherwise of the surprising
report.

On his way he encountered his cousin,

“T say, Guy,” he said eagerly. “¥Yen How lias just told
rae that two people whom I met in China are here, Is it a

fact?”

“Yes,” Melville replied, with studied colduess, *it is, and
now that you know I think it as well to inform you at once
that both the young lady and her guardian, Ming Yung,
have expressed to me a desire not to meet you. From what
Ming Yung has told me I am led to believe that your treat-
ment of him at his Chinese home was disgraceful !

Brent, who had listened to these words with a slow flush
burning up into his cheeks, now uttered a laugh of impatient
but good-humoured protest.

“YWhat a rigmarole!” he exclaimed. *“Ming Yung has
evidently told you only his side of the story. As for what
you say about Silver Pearl expressing a wish not to see me
again, I can't believe it, Guy, and that's a fact]”

“Think what you like !" Melville vetorted, his eyes flashing
venom. ‘‘But do not forget what I have said to you. While
these people are guests'of mine I shall most assuredly see
ta it that they are protected against any unwelcome attention
you may attempt to force on either of them, and should
you make yourself troublesome I shall know how to deal
with you.”

It cost Brent a mighty effort to check the angry indigna-
tion that he felt on being spoken to in such a manner. But
he could net trust himself to speak, and so, biting his lip and
pulling himself together, he turned on his Leel and walked
away.

“So Silver Pearl i3 here,” he murmured. *Rilver Peorl
is here, is she?”

{The forihecoming instalments of this great slory
IF your chum wants an
adventure yarn of the very best, recommend to him
Y UNDER THE DRAGON!")
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For Next Wednesday:

“YOUR EDITOR AT ST. JIM'S!”

By Martia Clifford.

The altogether novel and unusual story which Martin
Clifford gives my chums next week will create a considerable
stir throughout the country. The fact is, I persuaded the
famous ** Gem ' author to write a story in defence of the
popular boys’ paper. )

That there are still many well-meaning but narrow-minded

astors and masters n our midst who object to the type of
goys’ story-books such as are under my control, I am well
aware; and my main objeet in laving next week’s story
written was to sweap away all prejudice that prevails against
the boys' paper, simﬁ:l}' because it happens to be popular
and to find favour with the youth of Britain. .

Mr. Clifford has written a very amusing and entertaining
story, with the serious side of the subject underlying it, and
1 hope every Gemite will show a copy of

#yOUR EDITOR AT ST. JIM'S!"

to his master, or to any who may at present disappiove of
the companion papers.

" GOUSIN ETHEL'S SCHOOLDAYS”

¢ Four Tolkestone Friends,” who wrote to me a short time
ago siggesting that * Cousin Etliel’s Schooldays " should be
republished in one of the companion papers, will be glad to
know that their suggestion has been backed up unanimously
by Gemites all the world over. The following readers are
but a few of the vast host who have been good enough to
send me letters of approval: .

“Two CGirl Tomboys” (Wellingborough), “The Three
TFamous Chums’® (Wolverhampton), Amy Turner (Wor-
cesteér), Nancy 8. (Tipperary), L. H. (near Droxford), Henry
Levy (Woolwich), W. H. Lampard (Leatherhead), J. Mckee
(Ireland), “An Italian Gitl Reader " (Glasgow), Phyllis
Hughes (Swansea), Private T. Hewitt (3rd Suffolk Regt.).
H. Green (Brighton), John Fraser (Inverness), * Tommy "
and Chums (Newport, Mon.), Alired Ford (High Wycombe),
L. F. (Leytonstone), E. H. C. (near Bournemouth), Harry
Edwards {Manor Park), E. ¥. (. and H. E. C. (Bourne-
mouth), Phyllis Eales (Northampton), A. Dean (Leathoer-
head), A Constant Girls Reader ™ (Woolwich), Marguerite
N. Buoll (Dudley), William Youlter (Tottenham), A Girl
Reader " (Seven Kings), R. Collin (Bermondsey}, C. R. O.
(Newquay), H. L. G. (Palmer's Green), Freda Ballantyne
(Falkirk), E. Bramall (Leicester), *“ A Loval Reader " (Liver-
pool), “A Loyal Reader” (Willesden), A Loyal Irish
Reader,” A, P. (Newcastle-on-Tyne), A TLoyal Levton
Cremite,”” “ A Cornish ‘Gem ' Reader,” ¥ A Loyal Reader

(London, W.C.), and * Another Lonely Girl Reader"
(Murgavenny).

Thank you, chums all! I have much pleasure in
announcing

¢ COUSIN ETHEL'S SCHOOLDAYS ”

as the next “Gem” serial, and that it will make a big hit
is proved by the number of letters clamouring for it. When
Martin Clifford’s great story first appeared it was in the
“ Empire’ Library, se there must be thousands of my
friends who have not yvet read it, and who are eagerly await-
ing the first instalment, which. will appear as soon as * Under
the Dragon'’ has run its course.
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In the meantime, I should like all my chums to tell their
chums of this important innovation, which has beeu brought
about solely at the request of my readers.

ASK FOR WHAT YOU WANT.

This is a fitting opportunity to remind my chums that
they have a large say in the welfare of the “Gem"”
Library: and if theyv will always ask for what they want, as
my *“ Four Folkestone Friends" did in this instance, their
Editor will be better enabled to provide for them

THE BEST—AND NOTHING BUT THE BEST!

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

Miss L. Horner (Yorks),—Thank you very much for your
intercsting letter, and for the kind support you have ex-
tended to, my papers,

E““ Medwin (Walwordh). —blarie Rivers is sevenleen years
of age,

“ A Meatorian, ~The chavacter you mention is still at

St. Jim's.  Tom Merry is tho best all-round athlete in the
Lower School.  His vier-captain in junior ericket is Jack
Blake. DMore will be Leard of Wally D’ Arey in the near

future.

A Worksop Reader.-—The eolour you mention is green.

A, W, ML OM. L. (Birkenhead).—What an imposing array
of initials! What do they mean—Always Wanting More
Monty Lowther? Noj; that can't be so, for I zee you want
more Faliy Wwyna,  Well, you shall have your wish,
A, W. DL DL L. Some stirving tales of the Welsh junior are”
coming along shortly.

“A Chum in Bradford."-—Thank von for your letter.
Arvthur Augustus D'Arcy is fifteen, and Wally twelve years
of age. The two numbers you inguire about are, I am sorry
to say, out of print.

To the following chumz, whe liave written me nice letters

i sectation recently, I tender my cordial thanks and

A Taithiul Reader ™ {London, W.), “ A Friend " (Fssex),
A Well-wisher,” Jeannie Alldridge (Dartford), George
Collins {Iorsham), Lance-corporal A. Drew (Liphook),
", K. W. B, (Plymouth), G. L. (Kent), H. J. 8. (Belfasi),
L. Holmman (Bournemouth), T. Jelley {Dartford), H. Law-
ford, Q. A. Z., “Beottish Chum,"” and E. S, Thowmas.

P, Bevan (Abbey Wood).—Ventriloquism is an art for the
few. However, dou'l let me influence you if you wish to tako

it up. A good book on the subject can be obtained from
Messrz. W, & G. TFoyle, Charing Cross Road, Londou,
W.C. And let me heve remark that readers who write to the

firms T mention should in all cases enclose stamped addressed
envelopes.

A, E. B, (New Zealand).—The individual who had charge
of vour inquiry is now fighting in Flanders, and your letter
has been mislaid. Is it asking too much of you to suggest
that you wrote it again?

T. R. P, (Chester).—I am uever “annoyed " hecause people
write to me, except in the case of the income-tax collector.
Bulstrode's Christian name is George.

Ben Dent {Hartlepool).—Your suggestions have been duly
deposited in our idea-box."”

Kathleon Foster {Birmingham),—Tho scliool arms of Grey-
friars will be reproduced shortly on the cover of the * Gem."

Look out for it!
THE EDITOR.
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DO YOUR BIT, BOYS!

'GREAT CRUSADLE

BRITISH BOYS
| and GIRLS
AGAINST GERMANY

IF YOU ARE UNDER
MILITARY AGE JOIN
YOUR EDITOR IN

HIS GREAT CRUSADE
AcAainst THE HUNS

AT LEAST A MILLION
| BOY & GIRL RECRUITS
| WANTED AT ONCE

SIGN THE GREAT
PLEDGE TO-DAY'!

FULL PARTICULARS IN

| THE BOYS' FRIEND - 1"

OUT TO-DAY!

DO YOUR BIT, GIRLS!

|
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The Great Essanay Film Comedin

CAN NOW BE SEEN BY EVERYBODY,
—  EVERYWHERE, EVERY WEEK——

In a Series of Screamingly Funny Acts

ON THE FRONT PAGE OF
FUNNY WONDER-

ON SALE EVERY TUESDAY. ONE HALFPENNY

The Great Charlie Chaplin makes the whole world laugh, and
will make you laugh more than ever this week, so order your
“Funny Wonder” today!



