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“WELL PLAYED. JULIAN!”

_. A Maghnificent New, Long, Complete School -Story of Tom Merry & Co. at St. dim's,

. ____By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

1 SNAP! ¢ [lallo, what the thunder——!"" The juniors stared towards the open doorway. Jullan of the Fourth !
was standing there, with a camera in his hanas, He was grinning over the camera, which had just snapped.
) (Sec Chapter 3.) )
- R CHAPTER 1. Manners of the Shell was an enthusiastic amateur
Manners is Fed-up. photogzupher Indeed, it was only by dire threats of
‘ ANNERS, old chap !” - personal violence that Tom Merry and Lowther had
“ Ok 1 said Mhnners. . prevenied him from turning the study into a dark-room.

“.gﬁl{i?ﬁ L?g:f:;lfg‘:-?l:g' So were Tom Manners had declared that, by painting the window

red, and gumming paper round it to keep out ever
o Tl it et e, o ey 57 RS DL L 0L
lines, and Manners was cutting films. A goodly propor- study could be made into a ripping dark-room.

tion of Mdnners’ pocket-money went in films, and a great To which Tem Merry and Lowther had replied that, if
part of his spare time was spent in Mr. Lathom’s dark-  they ever found the study window painted red, Manners
. Toom. would be found shortly afterwards with more bumps
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than he could count, aud-a pair of thick. ears, and a

busted camera stuffed down his back.

Manuers, as we have said, was cutting films, He was
busily engaged when Gore of the Shel looked in, and

" ealled him “old chap.” ‘ oy :

Naturally, Manners said “ Ch!" -

He was not on chummy terms with Gore, not in the
least; indeed, they often had * words "—equite- emphatic
words, And Gore was mot very agreeable, as a rule.
Now he Jooked in with a most agreeable smile on his
face, and addressed Manners in quite affectionate tones.

“ Busy, old fellow?” said Gore.

“Yes,” said Manners.

“Sorry to interrupt.” - :
_“Well, you ecan leave off interruptinp?v,” remarked
Manners, * That’s soon mended, Good-byel”

« shem! I say, old son—"

Mauners laid down his geissors and looked at Gore,

“ Now, look here, Gore, what's the little game?”

demanded. N

“Little game?” repeated Gore.. '

“Yes. Last time you saw me you called me 2 silly
ars, and I called you a.howling fathead. I still consider
you a howling fathead, but you've turned mé into an
old chap, an old fellow, and an old son. Yhat do you
meant”’

Tom Merry and Lowther grinned, and looked curiously
at Gore. ’f?hey did not understand it any more than
Manners did. Gore coloured a little.

“ The—the faet is—" he stammered.

“Well?”?

“Will vou lend me your eameraf”
“Qh, that's it, is it?” said Manners.
when you don’t want to borrow my camera, and

chap when you do¥”

“Well, you—you see——

on?’ .

“Nos at all,” said Manmers; “and I hope you don't
mind.my saying ¢ No.”” '

«T want it rather particularly,” said Gore,

“p do 1,” said Manners.

“ Look here, you rotter——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Lowther.

Mamiers picked up his scissors again,
the door with them. -

«J pever lend my camera, excepting to fellows who
know how to handie it, and can take care of it!” he
explained, “It's a presentation camera, and I'm looking
after it. You don’t know how to use a camera!” -

“T'm going to learn,” said Gore.

“Qn my camera ! said Manners witheringly. “Th anks !

Ask next door !”

“Oh, go and eat coke i” said Gore. And he retired from
the study, closing the door after him with a bang.

Manuers snorted.

“ Awful cheek!” he said.
camera on my ten-guinea presentation camera!
word !”

Tap! ;

“Come in!” said Tom Merry.

The door opened, and Meilish of the Fourth looked in,
The Terrible Three lookéd at him rather grimly. They

. did not like the sneak of the Fourth. But Me?’lish was
looking very friendly—almost wriggling with agree-
ableness, in faet. \

“ say, Manuers, old fellow

“ Hallo

‘: \\\’il.l you lend me your camerai”

“ N I

Mellish coughed.
equivocal.
meaning.

«I- say, T want it rather particnlarly,” he said.

-*You see 2

“Shut the door after you!” said Manners politely.

“I’ll buy my own films, of course,” said Mellish.

“You can buy your own camera, too,” said Mauners.

“Look here, if you've lent it to Gore——7"

“I haven’t.”

he

“I'm a silly ass
an old

You don’t mind my asking

and lioixlted to

“Going to learn to use a
My

1

Mamners' reply wasn't at all

There was mo possibility of mistaking his
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“Not on my camera!” grinned Manners. *“ Shut the
door after you, won't youi” '

Slam! ;

Percy Mellish was gome, apparently
Manuers grunted, and Monty Lowther chuckled.
Merry looked puzzled. '

“There seems to bée a rush on your eamera,” he
remarked, - “What the dickens ave Gore-and Mellish
taking up that rot for?” - )

“Rot!” said Manners, with a glare.
biains to be a photographer—-="

“ Bow-wow |7 ‘gaid Tom. *“I have enongh of it, with
films stuck all over the study! Only yesterday I sat on
a lot of them in the armchair—-"

*Yes, you silly ass, and mucked them up!” growled
Mauners weathfolly, “That lot cost me two-and-six!
You—- Hallo! Who is that:”

There was another tap at the door,
Fourth looked in. He was another fellow with whom
ihe Terrible Three were not on the best of terms. They
ceemed to be getting a lot of visits that afternoon irom
fellows they Lardly spoke to. They stared inquiringhy
at Levison.

“ Manners here!” said Levison.
Manners !”

“Yes; here I am,” said Manners.

“I've just looked in to speak to you,” said Levison,
with an agreeable smile. “How are you getting on with
your photography”

"« Same as usval,” said Manners, with a stare. You're
1ot interested in it, Levison, What are you gett'mg atr”?

“«The fact is, I'm taking it up,” said Levison. *1I've
done a lot of it in my time, byt L don’t happen to have
o camera mow. I was wondering whether you'd let me
help you sometimes in the dark-room, and give me some
tipsr” S

I;L'Eauners thawed visibly. Tom Merry and Lowther
grinned. Anybody who took an interest in-photography,
and asked Manners for informatioh, was sure of getting
on the right side of Manners. His chums sus ected that
Levison was leading up to a 1'e%uoet for the Joan of the
camera, aud piling on a little * soft sawder ” to begin
with, ~ They knew that Levison was a skilled photo-
grapher—quite as good as Manners in that line. Indeed,
there were few things the cad of the Fourth could not
do when he chose to take the trouble, instead of slacking
about in his usual way.

“T've seen some of your pictures, you know,” went on
Tevison, encouraged by Manmers’ relaxing countenance.
#That photograph of yours of the St. Jim’s First Eleven
—it beats any professional work I've ever seen!”

“TPhat was a specially good ome,” agreed Manmers,
relaxing still further. “ You ought to get a camera,
Levison, Yowre clever at it!”

“The fact is, I'm too hard-up,” said Levison. “I'm
yather sorry I sold my camera when I did. And—and if
you wouldn’t mind, Manners, I'd like you to lend me -
“yours for a bitf”

Manners stiffened up again. He was an enthusiast on
photography—some of the fellows said a erank—but he
was no fool. As soon as Levisen's Tequest came for the
camera, Manners understood that Levison’s sweet words
of praise were merely “soft sawder.”  If he hadn’t
understood, the chuckle that came from Tom Merry and
Lowther would have enlightened him.

“Sorry. Can’t be done!” he said shortly.

“ wouldn’t hurt it, you know,” said Levison. “You
k})llowll can take proper care of & camera, Manners, old -
chap.” ; i

“Not so much of your old chap!” said Manners sourly.
“§ don't keep a camera for general use. Besides, I want
it myself. And I remember I lent it to you once, and
you played a rotten trick with it!”

“ Ahem! This time, you know—"

«Nothing doing,” said Manners. *“Géod-bye!”

Levison scowled. He was standing in the doorway,
scowling, when Arthur Augustus D’Arcy of the Fourth
Form came along. Levieon tramped away, looking
extreniely annoyed, and D’'Arcy took his place in the
doorway. The swell of St. Jim's turned his eyeglass

in a bad temper.
Tom

“If you had ke

and Levison of the

% Ah, here you are,

. %Then why can't you lend it to me?” demanded _ benevolently upon the chume of the Shell.
Mellish, “I'm going to learn photography.” “ Mannahs, deak boy—"
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" Hallo !” .

“Would yeu mind lendin’ me your camewah?”

“ My only hat!”

“Took here, what's the little pame?” demanded Tom
Merry, mystified. “Is every silly ass in the School House
taking up. photography all of a sudden, or is this a ragi”

T wefuse to be ealled a sillay ass, Tom Mewwy !”

“I supposo_it's some scheme fo pull my leg,"” said
Manners, beginning to look wrathful. “Run away. and
play, Gussy! Go and bu;r a new silk hat!"’ y

“Weally, Mannahs—"

“Or a fancy waistcoat, or a new tie,” snorted Manners.
“T'1l lend you a’ dresstie to play with, if you like.

camera.” :
At the. pwesent moment

“You uttah ass, Mannahs.
; “1 have

I wequinh a camewah,” said Arthur Augustus.
nevall twoubled about such wubbish befoah—-"
“Such what?” snapped Manners. :
«YWubbish! But andah the circs I am goin’ to take
up photogwaphy, and if you will lend me your. camewall
to begin with—" :
“Yes, I can see myself
‘begin with,” grunted Manners:
be like afterwards.”
“T shéuld be vewy sowwy if T damaged it—o
“And that would make it all right again, of courss,”
grinned Monty Lowther. : d
“ Weally, Lowthah-—" e
“Qh, run away and play ! said Manners. “I'm not
lending my camera to any silly idiot at all.”
“If you chawactewise me as a sillay idiot, Mannahs—"
“Well, a howling ass, then!” said Manners. *And
1 dou’t believe you want the camera at all. I believe
this is a silly jape. Buzz off!” ;
“Aftah that wemark, Mannahs, T wefuse to pursne
the subject any furthah,” said Arthur Augustus, with
great dignity. ) :
“Thank ﬁoodtfess!” said Manners unfeelingly.
Bang! e door closed after Arthur Augustus
Monty Lowther chuckled.
“T¢’s your own fault, Mauners, old scout,” he said
comfortingly. “They're ragging you because “you're
such a blessed crank about your camera, you know.
suppose it’s a little game, and every blessed bounder
in the House is coming here pretending he wants to

lending you my camera to
“ T wonder what-it would

__borrow your camera.”

“Ha, ha, hi

.. It was Tom Merry who langhed, not Mauners. Maunners .
. .frowned and picked up a cushien.

“T don't see any joke in it,” be said. “The next silly

" asa who comes in talking about cameras will get this

" ‘door. He gripped the cushion ready. The door
. and Digby of the Fourth looked in.

- him over.
. went spinnin

,cushion, I know that.”

Tap! Manners’ eyes gleamed as the tap came at the
opened,

_“I gay, Manners—
“ Well 2" said Manners, in a deadly tene.
“Will you lend me your cam—-yarcoocooh I
Whiz!

The cushion flew with unerring aim. Tt caught Robert
Arthur Digby.under the chin, and completely bowled
Dighy, with a roar of surprise and wrath,
back into the passage, where he sat down.
a!” roared Tom Merry. “Right on tho

gasped Lowther. ;
“Yoooop! Whia-n-at—
Why, yeu silly ass

“ Ha, ha,
wicket I” .

“ How's that, umpire?”

“(iroooh I came from Dighy.
what the thunder—ow! wow!
—yooooop !” .

Manners fielded the cushion and slammed the door of
the study. Digby did not look in again. Apparently
be.did not want any more. Manners sat down with a
heavy frown. Scarcely had he sat down whea the door
opened. Herries of the Fourth emiled agreeably info
the study.

“ Hallo, you there, Manners—"

“T'm here,” said Manners sulphurously. .

«Will you lend me your camera? Why—what—keep off
—oh, my hat—he's mad!” yelled Herries, as Manners
rushed at him, brandishing the cushion.

Riff, biff, biff! Whack !-

Herries dodged out of the study and fled.
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" CHAPTER 2.
A Terrible Example !

[0 A, ha, ha!” = : .

: Tom Merry and Lowther yeiled. They
were almost doubled up with mirth.. Mauners
was  glowering with wrath. It was true

that Manners was a little bit of a “erank”™ on the

gubject of his camera. But that was no reason why the
juniors shonld spend a half-holiday in pulling his leg in

this way. CL o

“The silly-asses I"-growled Manners,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“There's nothing to cackle at, you fatheads: I don't
see any jok= in this—not the slightest.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!™ % .

“And the next silly ass who comes here ragging will
get it in the neck,” roared Manners. “I'm fed up!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” ) . .
Manners -snorted angrily and eat down. Tom and

* Monty Lowther ¢huckled. spasmedically. They had no

doubt that it was a rag, designed to put Manners inte
a “wax.” And if that was the object of the visitors to
the study, they had certainly been very successiul.
Manners was in a towering wax. :

“What are you cackling at®” demanded Manners,
looking as if he were prepared to begin with the cushion
on his study-mates. ;e

“&hush!” said T.owther soothingly... ©We haven's
asked you to lend ws your camers, old son. But you'll
be getting some more requests soon, I expect. The whoio

* House seems to be in it.” .

“If T had study-mates who had a tincture of brains,
instead of a pair of cackling, silly asses, they’d help
me stop ’em!” hooted Manners. .

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“L.ook here-—" '

% Peace, my child, peace!” said Tom Merry. “We'll
stand by you. This may be very funny, but it's gone
far enough. They must learn that they can't jape thia
study. he next joker who comes in looking for a
cameéra is going to be made an example of. We'll let
him trot in, and collar him, and give him the ink. That
will keep the rest off the grass.” s

“Well, that's a good idea,” said Manners. ©Get
Dbetween him and, the door when he comes in, if there’s.

“another of the silly asses. I dou’t sce any joke in this.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“and if you don’t leave off cackling—" yelled
Mauners,

“Shush ! Here he comes.”
. Tap! The Terrible Three “shushed” as there came
a knock at the door. Manners, with a deadly gleam in
his eyes, took down a bottle of ink from the shelf.
What was in the inkpot was not sufficient for the pur-
pose; at least, Manners thought it wasn't.. He meant
to be liberal with the ink. _
 Tha door opened, and a bony forehead: and a large
pair of spectacles gleamed in. The visitor was Skim-
pole of the Shell, who shared the next study with Gore

and Talbot. Skimpole blinked benevolently at the .
Terrible Three. - :
“My dear fellows,” said Skimpole, . “excuse. my

interrupting you—"

“Oh, certainly!” said Monty Lowther, pushing Skim-
nole a little further into the study and closing the door.
Skimpole blinked at him.

“My dear Lowther—" he began, in his salemn way.

“Not at all,” said Lowther. *“Go ahead!”

«1 hardly understand you, Lowther. I came in to
seo Manners.” -

“1 thought so,” assented Lowtlher. *“Well, here’s
Manners, and he’s quite ready for you—ecxpecting you,
in fact. You're ready, ain’t you, Manners?”

“I'm ready !” snorted Manners.

Skimpole blinked ronnd with a surprised look.

“ Pilg in " said Tom Merry encouragingly. ©We know
what yoit want, Skimmy. You're taking up photography,
and you waut to borrow Manners’ camera—what?”’

“ My dear Merry, I hardly see how you guessed it,”
said Skimpele. “However, that is my object in calling

- o * Tge Gem Lisrary.—No. 402
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in. Mauners, would you kave any objection to lending

me your camera? Oh—ah—yawp! -

Skimpole badn’t time to finish. Manners was upon
him with. the spring of a tiger, and Skimpole was up-
ended in the twinkling of an eye. He came down on
the study carpet with a heavy bump and.a loud roar.
Then Manners turned the ink-hottle over him. -

Swish! Sploosh ! . Splash ! 3 . :

“Qli, dear! ~Yarooop!” roared Skimpole. “Ob,
crumbs! My dear Manners—groooh=yow-ow—gug-gug-
ug-gu [ h J .

e hachar s £ 5 €,

Skimpole foundered under the ink. His face and head
were smothered with it. He could not see through his
spectacles. “He rolled on the carpet and dodged wildly,
seeking to escape the stream. But there was no
escaping it. Manners stuck to him like a leech. :
. Not till the last' drop was gone from the bottle did
Manners cease to pour. By that time the unfortunate
Skimpole was in a parlous state.

“Now chuck him out !” hooted Manners.

“Gug-gug-ug !” i 3 g

“No:fear!” said Lowther. “He's rather too inky to
touch, - Let him erawl out.” Monty Lowther opened the
door. “There you are, Skimmy—or are: you going to
stay for some more? We've got a hottle of gum at your
service.” : ’

“Grooh-hooh!” Gug-gug-gug!” spluttered Skimpole,
“My dear fellows, this—this outrage— - Grooh! - I—I
am astounded— Yogooogh !

“F1l give him the gum!” ‘ehonted Manners, jump_ing.

towards the shelf.

N Gilg-'gug-ﬁug 17 . ;

Skimpole fled through the doorway. The ink was
enough for him, and he did not want any gum. -Leaving
a stream of ink hehind him, he fled. . -

“Tell the other idiots that there’s the same for them,
if they come here after a camera!” roared Manuers.

" Gug-gug-gug-gug !” .

Skimpole disappeared. Howls. of langhter followed
him, - Maaners closed the door ‘with considerable satis-
faction.

I faney that'll be the last,” he remarked. “A joke's
a joke, hut one can have too much of a good thing.
‘That'll ‘be a warning to themn.” ]

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Terrvible Three sat down again—Manners to his
films, Tom Merry to his footer list, and Lowther to Lis
lines. The Shell fellows had no doubt that the awful
example they had made of Skimpole would put an end
to the rag. And, indeed, several minutes passed without
an Mnterruption )

Then there came a tap, and the door was opened, and
the handsome, good-umoured face of Talbot of the Shell
looked in, Manners made a spring for the gum-bottle.

“Hold on !” exclaimed Tom Merry. “ Chuck it, Manners
—I mean don’t chuek it! You haven't come to borrow
a camera, Talbot:”

“No,” said 'I'albot.

“Oh!” gaid Manners, setting down the gum. “Good
luck for you! Youw're the first silly idiot who hasn't
come here to borrow a camera this afternoon.”

“T looked in to ask you what on earth’s the matter,”
said Talbot. “What have you heen doing to poor old
Skimmy #”’ :

“Inking him!” griuned Lowther.

“Bol’s-worth of ink wasted,” said Manners. “ But he's
welcome to it. I've got the gum ready for the next.”

“But what’s the game?” asked Tallbot in astonich-
ment. “What has Skimmy done?”

“ Asked me to lend him my camera.” :

“My hat! Do you always ink a chap if he asks you to
lend him your camera?” ejaculated Talbot.

“It’s a rag,” explained Tom Merry. “There’s heen a
regular procession for an hour or so, all asking Manners
to lend his camera—pnliling his leg, you know. So we
made an example of the last merry japer, to put a stop
to it.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roaréd Talhot.

He sat down on the nearest chair and roared. The
Terrible Three had thonght it funny; but Talbot seemed

Twue Gew Liprary.—No. 402. i
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to think it funnier still.
down his cheeks,

“Oh, iny hat! Tou blessed duffers!

“Eh!- What?” = -

“It wasn't ‘a jape,” gasped Talbot. “Skimmy thinks
{Iou’ve_all gone mad. He's thinking of going to the

ousémaster about it. He thinks you eught to be seen
by a doctor,” e '

“Whara-t:"” . )

An inky face glimmered in at the doorway. It was
Skimpole’s. " He blinked nervously at the Terrible Three
ihrough inky spectacles. 2

“ Are they calmer, Talbot, my dear fellow? Do not—
do not run any risks, Talbot. %t would be much hetter
to asly Mr. Railton to send for a dector, T think it is
probably. sunstroke.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” r

" Look here——" hegan Tom Merry.

“It’s all right,” said Talbot, wiping away his tears.
“Only a little mistake. They thought you were pulling
their leg, Skimmy.” . = i

“1 fail to see why they should have thought so, Talbot.
I fear that theit brains are unhinged,” said Skimpole
doubtfully. “T merely asked Manmers to lend me his
camera, and he attacked me like a wild animal or a
Prussian. I have heen reduced to a deplorable condition.”

* You had better go and get a wash, Skimmy,” chuckled
Talbot. L )

“But—Dbut you are sure they are sane, Talbot? Perhaps
you had better speak to them from the passage—it would
be safer—" .

“Ha, ha, ha!" .

“Look here!” roared Tom Merry. “What are you
getting at? If it isn’t a jape. what did all those asses
come asking Manners for his camera for, one after
another:? . .

" Ha, ha, ha!" gasped Talbot., “It's a camera competi-
tion. Some of the fellows have just-seed it in the
‘ Weekly Snap,” and they’re going in for it—a prize for
the hest photograph, ‘you know; only there's a shortage
of cameras.” : Crae

“Oh!” said the Tervible Three together.

“Five pounds for the best photograph by an amatent
under sixteen,” grinned Talbot. ** A lof of the fellows are
going in for it. You'll have to keep your camera chained
up, Manners.”

“Ahem! - Sorry, Skimmy-——"

“ Awfully sorry, Skimmy, old man—""

“ We—we take it all back,” said Mouty Lowther. * And
—and we sha'n’t charge you anything for the ink,
Skimmy.”

“You—you are sure they are quite same, Talbot:”
asked Skimpole, evidently still in doubt on that point.

“Ha, ha! Quite—or as much as usual, anyway.”

“Why, you ass—" hegan Manners. )

“Then I will proceed to a bath-room,” said Skimpole,
greatly relieved in his mind. -“If I have been the victim
of an unfortunate and deplorable misapprehension, I
excuse you fellows; but I beg you to reflect hefore acting
in so exceedingly hasty and reckless a manner upon
another occasion.” y

And Skimpole drifted away, leaving a trail of ink

He laughed 1ill the tears ran
Ha, ha, ha!”

‘behiml him,

CHAPTER 3.
Snapped!
“ IVE quids!” said Jack Blake thoughtfally,
" Pounda, deah bhoy !” ;
“Five quidg!” vepeated Blake, unheeding.
“It's really worth going in for. We shall
have to get a camera from somewhere.”

“T wefuse to howwow Mannahs’ camewak.”

“ Most likely he would refuse to lend it, too, so you'd
be in agreement about that,” remarked Blake. “We'd
better club up and get a camera among us. I den’t sec
why this study shouldn’t rope in that five quid.”-

“Hear, hear!” said Iexries and Dighy. ;

Study No. 6 was in consultation. Blake was sitting on
the table, with an open copy of the “ Weekly Snap™ on
Lis knees. 'There had heen a rush on that copy that after.

““THE PENNY POPULAR, 'CHUOKLES,” én;
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unatic?” ¢ Sowwy, deah boy—lemme get at him——."”

l “Here, look out!” roi:red Tom, as he Teceived a drive meant for Julian, * Wharrer you at, you duugzmus l ’

(See Chapter 5.)

noon. It was the only one in the school. Kerr of the
New House, who dabb{cd in photography, had happened
to bring it in, and remark that the snapshot competition
was worth going in for. :

_A good many fellows thought the same. A dozen chaps
with cameras decided at once to bag that five pounds
when they heard of it. The copy of the “ Weekly Snap ”
passed from hand to hand, till it was worn almosb thread-
bare. And one result had been the rush for Manners’
camera, which had. had such a deplorable outcome for
Skimpole of the Shell. The Terrible Three had been busy
in their study, and had not seen or heard of the “ Weekly
Snap " competition. .

*Study No. 6 were in somewhat low water with regard to
funds. Arthur Augustus had written home twice for a
fiver, but it had not axrrived.. Fivers seemed scarcer since
the war; perhaps the noble Earl of Eastwood had found
a better road for his spare cash. Arthur Augustus said
sorrowfully that it was hard lines that he should have to
pay for the Kaiser playing the giddy ox; and his study-
mates agreed that it was.

Blake and Herries and Digby had run almost out of
tin—a thing fhat sometimes happened in the best
regulated studies. So they were iunclined to jump at the
prize of five pounds offered by the editor of the photo-
graphic journal.

Herries and Dig and D’Arcy had been along to see
Manners about his camera, and returned to No, 6 in a
state of intense indignation, oneé after another, Still,
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Manners or no Manners, they were going to bag that five
pounds if they could. ;

“QOf course, Manners will go in for it, when he knows,”
Blake remarked. “He's a rezlly good photographer, and
he might pull it off, so far as mere finish goes. But they
want something a bit out of the usual. Tisten to this!”
Blake read out: *‘The prize is offered for the mosb
striking, original, and _interesting photograph, these
qualifications being as important as good execution.” ”

“Yaag, wathah! We shall beat these Shell houndahs .
there,” said Arthur Augustus. “Maunahs will haye goed
execution, but his picture won't be stwikin’ or intewestin’.
His pictures are weally a feahful bore, you know.”

“A certain amount of imagination will be -required,”
said Blake. “An original furn of mind, you know.
That's where we shall score.” '

“Yaas, wathah.” | . i

“Prinstance, suppose we photographed Gussy trying
on two or three of his fancy waistcoats at a time—"

“Weally, Blake—"

“What about a photograph of my bulldog!” said
Herries thoughtfully, “You know what a beautiful
picture Towser makes.”

Bluke shook his head. -

“Might break the camera, putting Towser’s chivvy into
it,” he said. : ;

“You silly chump ! roared Herries. ‘“If you're going
to be funny——" ¢

“The first bizney is to: get the camera,” said Dighy,
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“We can't all use Manners’ old camera. Besides, he'll
want it himself when he gets on to this.”

“ Aftah Mannahe’ cxtweme wudeness, I sheuld
wefuse———"
“Bow-wow! Now, where are we going to get a

camera:” said Blake. * We can’t expect fellows to lend
us theirs—they’ll want ’em. Every chap who's got a
camera will be going in for this five quids——-"

“ Pounds !” ] :

“Quids!” roared Blake. “Cheese it! We shall have
to buy a cheap camera. Manners’ machine cost abont
ten guineas, but that was o presentalion ome. You
can get 2 very good cheap camera. How much tin have
you fellows got:" . .

There was a general {urning out of peckets.

Arthur Angustus produced two shillings, Herries four-
pence; Dighy a halfpenny, and Blake twopence. Blake
surveyed the collected wealth with a sniff.

“Two-and-sixpence-ha’penuy,” he said. “We can’t get
a camera for that—at least, I've mever heard of one.
‘When is your pater going to send you that fiver, Gussy ¥’

“1 weally do not know, Blake. Instead of the fivah, he
sent me a wecommendation to keep within my allowance,”
said D’Arcy dolefully. I wegarded that as addin’ insult
to injuwy.” .

“What about your pater, Dig?”

“My pater’s in Egypt, fatiead, looking after the
Turks!”

“What about yours, Herries, old man? Didn’t you
have a tame uncle ciice who used to shell out:”

“I’ve written three letters,” said Herries, *I haven't
had any answers vet.”

Blake groaned.

“It never rains but it pours,” he said. My pecple
have just stood me a new footer rig-out, and I must let
that Llow over before T agk for any more. Still, we've
got to have a camera, We’'ll sell something.” ’

“Good egg!” said Herries. “8ell your bike, old chap,
and let’s have a reajly first-class camera.”

Blake gave him a freezing glare.

“T was thinking of your bulldog,” he replied.

“My—my bulldog ' gasped Herries. *Why, you silly
dufter—"

“Well, your cornet, then®” 2

“Don’t be a funny idiot!” growled Herries. “Is this
a serious matter or isn't it:”

_ “A lot of the chaps would give something for Herries’
cornet just to get it out of the passage,” remarked
Dighy. ]

Herries snorted. He was almost as likely to part with
Towser as with his cornet, Arthur Augustus tnrned lis
eyeglass severely npon Herries, _

“Hewwies, deah boy, it’s up to you. You are called
upon to make a sacwifice for the good of the studay.”

“Rats!”

“TIf my fivah had came, I shonld place it at the service
of the whole stnday, Hewwies.”

“But it hasn’t come !” snorted Hepries, “Still, I've
got an idea. There’s Dig's colour-box. It cost a ponud,
and some fellow would give five bob for it——" -

“Let me catch you zelling my colour-box ! said Dighy
warmly,

“Weally, Dig, it is up to you

“Well, if Blake won’t sell his bike——"

“ Catch me selling my bike!”

“ What about your new footer, then!”

“ Fathead I” .

“I do not wegard that as an answah, Blake. If you
sell your footah, you can get a new one out of the prize.”

“ Bow-wow !” _

“1 wegard you all as failin’ in your dutay te the
studay, and I must wemark that I am surpwised at you,”
said Arthur Augustus, with great severity. “What about
patwiotism?¥” w

“Qh, we're not at the end of our resomrces yet,” said
Blake, with a chuckle. “There’s your gold iwatch,
Gussy.”

“ M-m-my gold wateh 1"

“Yes—and your diamond pin.”

“Weally, Blake—" % i

“ And your bike, if it comes to selling a hike.

Tue GeEm Lisrary.—No. 402. L ETm——

1 “THE BOYS" " )

o gpmpten T S "

.

‘“THE BOYS® FRIEND
3d, COMPLETE LIBRARY. Every Friday.

“But I want my bike, deah Loy, I can’t wide &
camewah, I su pose {7

“Well, can f’r’ roared Blake. .

“ Weally, Blake, you skould not waise your voice like
that, It weally jahs on my nerves, you Kiow.”

*And then your hats,” said Blake warmly. “You give
thirty bob each for silk hats, and I dare say an old
clothes’ man would take ’em at a bob & time!”

“Weally, you ass——"

“And 1f we sold about twenty, that would raise a
pound,” said Blake argumentatively. “Well, you can

t a good camera for a pound, or less.” .

“You uttah ass!” shrieked Arthur Augustus. “You
know vewy well that I do not have twentay silk hats!”

“And then your famey waisteoats,” pursuned Blake.
“You've spent a small fortune on them. Suppose wo
sold a couple of dozen at a bob each?”

“You are perfectly well awah that T have only nine
waisteoats,”

“Well, that’s nine bob, at a bob a time.”

“You—you Pwussian-headed duffah! I nevah give less
than half.a-guinea for a waistcoat. and scmetimes two
guineas.”

" Then it staxds to reason they'd eell at a bob sach.”

“I wegard you as a sillay idiot, Blake. If rou crumot
make any sensible suggestion, you had better leave
gettin’ the camewah to me. 1 will contwive to waise the
money eomehow. I wemembal that young Hammond was

~ cfferin’ to buy Dig’s Focket-knife."

“ Let me see you selling my pocket-knife!” said Dighy.
“Look here, I propose that we put it t8 the vote, and
choose the giddy vietim, same as they do'in an open boat -
at cea when they want to eat somebody. Hands up for.
.Er:lliﬁg off Gussy’s hats and waisteoats for what they'll -
feteh.™ o ;

Three hands went up at once, o

“ Now hands up for not selling them,” said Dig.

Arthur Augustus sniffed and put hig clegant hand up.
Lut his Lhand went aloft in solitary state.

v Passed unanimously,” zaid Blake, slipping off the
table, *Xow, Gussy, the majorityv’'s against you., Trot
vut the toppers.”

“ Wats 1"

“ Gusesy must agree,*:said Blake, “We can’t sell his
property till he agrees.” Buck up and agree, Gussy.”

“1 wefuse to do anythin’ of the eort.’

“Mind, we're going to tap your head against the floor
till vou do,” said Blake.. “It's up to you.”

“ Wubbish I

“Lay hold!” rapped ont Blake.

“You uttah asses!” shouted Arthur Augustus D'Arey,
as Blake and Herries and Dighy collared him, “Welease
me!”

“Qver he goes!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yawocooh!"” roared Arthur Augustus, 25 hLe was
suddenly up-ended in the grasp of his chums. “Gweat:
feott! Yoop!”

The study swan: round Arthur Augustus as he swun
upside down in the grasp of three pairs of hands, wit
Lis carefully-parted hair rubbing oun the study carpet.

“ Now, then!” said Blake, * Do you agree, Gussy:”

“No!” roared Gussy.

* We don’t want to damage the earpet, Better agree.”

“Welease me! Yawoooh! Gwooogh! TYou wottahs!
Yooooo;: i

Saap!

“Hallo! What the thunder—"

The juniors stared towards the open doorway. Julian
of the Fourth was standing there with a camera in his
bhands. He was grinning over the camera, which had
just snapped. :

“Julian, you fathead——"

“Hold him!” exclaimed Julian eagerly. “T'll take
another plate, in case the first won’t wash, You're in
a beautiiI:ll light from the window.” :

“Why, what—-"

“An original and striking pieture, you know,” said
Julian, squinting at the view-finder. “Hold on! Keep
tike that a minute—don't move!”

Bump! Arthur Augustus rolled on the study carpet
with a toar, and Blake and Herries and Digby rushed
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at Julian. Julian did not take that sscond eghobcwraph.
He dodged away down the passage and fed. Arthur
Augustus sat up gasping,

“(ollah him!” ke shricked. “I wefuss to be photo-
%waphed in that widiculous posish. Bweak the eamewah!

weak the sillay ass himself! Aftah him!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Striking, original, and interesting!” howled Digby.
“Julian will collar that prize.”

Arthur Augustus scrambled to his fezt.
c¢rimson with wrath.

“The uttah wottah!” he shrieked.
it! I wefuse—-"
“Ha, ha, ha!" )

Arthur Augustus rushed from the study in search of
Julian of the Fourth. He left his chums howling with
laughter, Certainly, if Julian’s snapshot was a success,
the result would be original, interesting, and striking.
But the bare idea of being placed on permanent record
in that ridiculous attitude made Arthur Angustus simply
boil with wrath. ;

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Blake, *Julian will get the
prize. They won’t find anything to beat that!”

Bang ! Ban%'! Bang ! rang along the passage. Arthur
Augustus had fourd Julian's door locked.

For the next ten minutes Arthur Augustus’ voice was
heard talking to Julian of the I'ourth through the key-
hole. Julian turned a deaf ear. He certainly did not
mean to part with a striking, original, and interesting
photograph merely on account of D’Arcy’s objection to
figuring 1n it.

Arthur Augustus gave it up at last, and came back
into No. 6, and occupied the next tem minutes in telling
his chums what he thought of them. And what

He was

“T will not allow

exasperated him more than anything else was the fact-

that Blake & Co., instead of being properly repentant,
persisted in cackling like hyenas.

————

CHAPTER 4.

: Bad Manners!
49 'M on to this!” said Manners.

I Manners was delighted to hear of the photo-

graph prize. Tt was a chance for the enthusi-

* astic amateur photographer to make his hobby

pay for itself, and Manners did not mean to lose that

chance, After ascertaining from Talbot the particulars
of the competition, Manners took out his camera.

“(Coming out for a walk?”’ ke asked. *Strike the iron
while it’s hot, you know. I wish I'd known about this
while Skimmy was here; he would have made a striking
picture while we were putting the ink on him. You chaps
could have done it while I snapped him. Let's go and
look for a picture.” !

“1 haven’t done my lines,” said Lowther.

“Blow your lines!” .

“1 haven’t finished the footer list,” remarked Tom
Merry.

“Blow the footer list! TLook here! We're short of
funds, and that five quid would come in very handy just
now. I'm the best photographer in the school—you know
that. That five quid’s as good as ours, Are you going
to try with that bandy little camera of yours, Talbot?”

“Yes,” said Talbot, langhing. “I’'ve taken some nice
little pictures with my bandy little camera.”

“T'1l lend you mine, if you like,” said Manners.
“ Mine’s half-plate. You could use it without mucking
it up. I don’t mind lending it to a chap who can handle
o

it. ]

“Thanks !”

“Now let’s get out,” said Manners. “I've gof twelve
films in, and I'm anxious to get to work.”

“0Oh, all serene I” said Tom, putting his footer list into
his pocket.

And the Terrible Three and Talbot left the study and
sauntered out into the quadrangle. Manners looked
about iim with an eagle eye. He was very keen fo get
to work.

“Striking and original!” he remarked. - “No good

taking views for that. S8t. Jim’s seen from the south
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wouldn’t bo sny good in this competition, A smnap of a
fight would bLe striking—two or tll:nee fellows going for
one another hammeér and tongs, yom know. What do
you think?” :

“Topping I said Talbot,

“Well, go ahead, then,” said Manners, halting in the
quad, and pulling out his camsra, and adjusting.the
view-finder. “You three pitch into one another—"

“What 1"

“Dori"t mind a few hard knocks—I want the scene to
be realistic,” said Manners, “A black eye or two wonld
add to the effect.”

“Why, you silly ass—-"

“You frabjous idiot!”

“Took here! I suppose you want our study to bag
that five quid?” said Manners irritably. “I should think
my own pals might back me up. If you like, I could
shove in the black eyes afterwards, doctoring the films.
You needn’t go as far as that, Just slog one another
pretty hard. Where arc you off to?” roared Manuners.

His chums were walking away. For some reason or
another they did not seem inclined to slog one another

retty hard to enable Manners to get a striking picture.

anners hurried after them.

“If you call this chummy, I don't,” he said. -

“I'll tell you what we'll do,” said Talbot, as if struck
by a bright idea. **What about a snap of a chap being
bumped—ragged bald-headed, you know? We might
manage that for you!” S

“Qh, good!"”. said Manners eagerly.

“Chap looking a regular wreck, with all his buttons
off, and his hair in a mop, and covered with dust, and
being bumped like a steam-hammer?” suggested Talbot.

“Ripping I )

“Good! Hand me the camera, and I'll take it for
you.”

“En?”

“While Tom and Lowther are bumping you?®” explained
Talbﬁt. " '

“ Me?™” gasp aniers.

“ Certainly !gx’ed : ’ '

“Why, vou silly ass,” roared Manners, “I thought you
meant—-" .

“Never mind what you thought T meant! That's what
I meant. You chaps don’t mind giving: Mauners a good
bumping =

“Not at all!” said Tom Merry.

“Rely on me!” said Lowther heartily.

“You silly chumps!” growled Manners. “I—I don’t
think that would make much of a picture, anyway.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Qh, don't cackle! Tet's go and look for something.”

Manners walked on, {rowning, and his chums followed
him, chuckling. Mr. Selby, the master of the Third
TFormn, was seated under the elms, reading a newspaper.
Manners halted as he saw him.

“Got it!” he whispered. .

“8elhy?” said Tom Merry. “That’s no good!”

“You remember the time Herries’ bulldog got loose
and chased old Selby? What a figure of fun he was!”
whispered Manners excitedly.

“Ha, ha! Yes.”

“ Well, wouldn't that make a striking picture®

“T dare say it would; but it won’t happen again.”

“Ass! Go and bring Towser heve behind the trec.”

“ Wha-a-at!”

“ And set him on Selby,” said Manuers excitedly, “He
doesn't like Selby, you know; the beast kicked him once.
He would he sure to go for him. I could get a whole
series of snaps before Selby gets to the house with Towser
after him—might even get one of Towser hanging on his
trousers! That would be ripping!” .

“You—you frabjous lumatic!” gasped Tom DMerry.
“What you want is a strait-jacket! Catch me setting a
bulldog on to a Form-master!™

“He wouldn’'t know how. Towser got loose.”

“Towser might bite him, you silly ass!”

“Well, he's a beast; he rags the fags no end.”

*“And they’d have Towser shot.” ) .
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“ Well, Towser’s a beast, toe; everyhody’s fed up with
him except Herries.”

“Tiook here! You're getting dangerous!” said Menty
Lowther. “I think we’d better take that camera away
and lock it t;lﬁ somewhere.”

e

“ Better Manners and lock him up somewhere !”
grinned Talbot. “Hallo—by Jove!” He broke off
suddenly. '

Mr. Selby was leaning back in his chair under the

tree. His feet were resting upon ome of the huge

arled roots that cropped up out of the ground, and he
ad tilted back his chair at really a dangerous angle.

At a distance, taking cover very cautiously among. the
trees, was Wally of the Third—D’Arcy minor. The fag
was visible to the Shell fellows, but not to Mr. Selby.
He had 2 pea-shooter in his hands, and his intention was
only too evident. ’

Mr, Selby was not popular in his Form. Wally of the
Third was evidently “out” for vengeance for some

- eaning or *lining ” received thaf day.

“My hat!” gasped Tom Merry. “The young ass! If
Belby sees him—"

Tom made frantic signs to Wally.

The fag had the pea-shcoter in his mouth vow, and
was ;eering round cautiously from hehind a tree towards
his Form-master. He was in a line behind Mr. Selby,

and naturally out of view as the Form-master bad no
eyes in the back of his head. Wally was an expert with
the pea-shooter, and he was taking careful aim at ome of
Mr. Selby’s ears.

He did not heed the Shell fellow’s signal.

The juniors did not dare to call out to him for fear
of attracting Mr. Selby’s attentidn to the fag. They
did not want to get Wally the licking of his life.

But they knew that if Mr. Selby was suddenly stung
by a pea in the ear, he would probably go over back-
wards, and then— )

“The young ass!” murmured Talbot, “I'N—7"

But Talbot had no time lo act. There was a fuint
whizz, and the pellet flew. The chums of the hell
watched in horror,

Mr. Selby gave a sudden jump, and clapped his hand
to his ear. The pea had struck him fairly behind the
ear.

“Goodness gracious! What—OH !

Back went the tilted chair, and Mr. Selby made a wild
effort to save himself. But he had no chance. The chair
flew over backwards, and Mr. Selby flew over with it, and
his shoulders bumped down on the turf, and his legs
pprawled over the chair. A Form-master sprawiing on
his back, tangled in his gown, with hie legs wildly
thrashing the air, was an unprecedented sight in the
guadrangle of 8t. Jim’s.

Tom Merry and Lowther and Talhot started forward
instantly to his assistance. Manners shrieked.

“Hold on! Gerrout of the way!”
SNAP!
“You fathead!” gasped Lowther.

Snap!

Thepthre,e Shell fellows rushed to Mr. Selby and grasped
him. They dragged him to his feet, shaken and confused
and gasping.

“ Hope you’re not hurt, sir,” said Talhot politely.

“Oh! Oh, dear! I—I—T was suddenly stung!” gasped
Mr. Selby. “A wasp, I suppose—a wasp very late in the
geason! Oh, dear! I am severely hurt! Oh! Ah!
Manners!” J

Manners was retreating. He deemed it judicious to
get off the scene with his snapshots. But Mz. Selby was
not to be denied.

“ Manners ” he roared.

Manners still turned a deaf ear.

“ Manners,” shrieked Mr. Seiby, “come back at once!
How dare you, Manners?” )

Manners turned back reluetantli. He could not pre-
tend not to hear the master of the Third, whose voice
could have been heard as far as the School House.

“Yeg, sir,” said Manners. “Did you call, sit?”

““Come- here I” ghrieked Mr. Selby.

* Ahem ! >
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“You have dared to photograph me,” shouted the
Third-Form master. “You have dared to photograph:
me, Mannfrs,_lg an awkward and—and absurd position ™

“You—yon young rascal!

9 Give me that camera ab
ounce | of

i

CHAPTER 35, ‘
- The Reward of Enterprise! i
ANNERS blinked at the master of the Third
in utter dismay. If Mr. Sclby had asked’
him for one of his ears e could hardly have
been more dismayed.

“M-mum-m-my camera, sir?” he stuttered.

“Yes!” thundered Mr. Selby.

" Wha-at for, sir?” ’

“I am .going to destroy that photograph, Manners,
and - report you to your Form-master for iusolent
presumption I roared Mr. Selby,

“I—1 say, sir—"

::Do you hear me, Manners?”

: The—the faet is, sir-—"

‘Hand. it over, you ass!” whispered Tom Merry, in
alarm. Mr. Selby was looking as if he were' on- the
very verge of apoplexy.

There was no help for it. Manners held cut the
camera, and then he drew it back again, just as the
Form-master grabbed at it. Grabging was not a
dignified action for a Form-master doubtedly
Mr. Selby did grab. He was wildly s to get theb
ridiculons photograph destroyed. °

But Manners simply couldn’t do it. Al the bloed
of an amateur photographer was beiling in his veins.
e jerked the comera back. s
e Mamers " roared Ar. Selby. -

If—if you please, sir, I--1 want to develop it!” said
Manners. “The fact is, sir, I’ve got twelve filis in the
camera—a_ Whole new roll, sir. I've only taken two. If

it's opened in the daylight the rest of the films will De
They cost threepence each, sir.”

2. You have been
Jor the last time,

wasted.

“That is your owa fault, Monnere.
unilty of vupardonalle insolence.
hand me the camera.”

Mr. Selby’s tremendous voiez lhad
round the spot. Study No. & had arii
& Co. of the New House, and a dezen
They were all looking rerious. Only
grinning—tbat was Wally of the Third.
waz very elated with his sueccess in bowl
Selby, without Mr. Selby suspecting his ag
matter. Mr. Selby was still under the ilu;
he had Geen stung by the last wasp of swmmer.
; “Maunahs, you ass,” murmured Arthur JAugustus,
*are you off your wockah® -

" Iidnd it over, you fatkead!” lifssed Blake.

Mr. Selby’s face from cximson turned to purple. Ha
made & motion towards Mannexs, as if he would taks
the camera by foree,

“What is the trouble heve, pleass?”

Mr. Railton, the Housemaster of the School House,
came on the sceme with hig long etrides. The juniors
made way for him. Mr. Selhy, stuitering with wrath
tursed to the Housemaster, i . = ’

“Manvers has taken a photograph of e, My, Railtou,
snd he refuses to obey my order to haud me the camera.
I shall request the Head to flog him for his insolence.”

“Manpers photographed yeu without asking permise
sion?” asked Mr. Railton. =t

“T was falling over my chaijr, siv, and Mannars phoio-
graphed me i a ridiculous attilude!” shrieked the
Third-Form master.”

Mr, Railton’s brow grew very stern.

* Manners, is it possible that you have been so wanting
in the respect due to a Tobm-magter—"

“T—J—T’m looking for an original and striking picture,
sir, for o phote competition——"

“@ive My, Selby Your camera at onee!”

“The—the rest of the films will be spoiled if it’s
opened, sir,” said the unbappy Manners. *May T take
it to the dark-room, sir, to open it :
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#Vou will hand it to Mr. Selby at once! Tour loss
is your own fault. Indeed, I am strongly inclined to
take your camera away and confiscate it.”

% M-m-my hat " ]

That dreadful possibility almost overcame Manners.
Without another word he handed the camera to Mr.
Selby. An order from his Housemaster was not to be
trified with, As Mr. Selby was not Manners’ Form-
master, and had no authority over the Shell, Manners
had felt himself justified in his previous hesitation,
though, as a matter of fact, he wasn’t justified. Mr.
Selby, who was generally in the wrong, was in the right
for once. Buf tﬁz enthusiastic photographer did not see
eye to eye with his vietim, naturally,

Mr. Selby took the camera, with gleaming eyes. He
opened it and zeeled out the long film, which, of course,
was immediately rendered useless by exposure to the
light. Manners’ two snapshots were useless now, and
so were the other ten films on the reel. Films were a
very considerable item of expense to a junior who was
keen on photography, and Manners looked on mournfully.

Mr. Selby flung the curling films on the grouud and
set hie foot upon them.

“And vow, Mr. Railton,” he said, “I demand the
severest punishment of that insolent boy.” .

“Manners shall certainly be punmished,” said Mr.
Railton, a little drily. “You may leave the matter in
wy hands, sir.”"

He made a sign to Manuers to follow him, and walked
away to the School House. Manuers took his empty
camera and followed him dolefully, The waste of a
dozen films, and the licking in prespect, discouraged
Manners. .

He was five minutes in Mr. Railton’s 'study. When
he came out, and rejoined his friends in the guadra‘ngh.‘,
he was rubbing his hands hard together, and he looked
rather flushed.

* Licked, you ass?” asked Tom Merry.

“ Bow-wow !”

“T must say it serves you wight, Mannahs!” said
Arthur Augustus D'Arey, with a judicial -air.  “Your
conduct was vewy diswespectful.”

“Oh, cheese it! Yow-ow! Two on each hand!”
mumbled Manners. “I can’t see that Selby had any-
thing to complain of. Railton says that if it happens
again he's going to take away my camera and confiscate
my photographs. Yow! Of course it won’t happen
again. We shall never catch Selby rolling over the back
of his chair again. No such luek!”

“Ha, ka, ha!”

“Well, you are a giddy ass!” said Levison of the

Tourth. “You couldn't expect Selby to stand it.”
“Yow-ow! Fathcad! Yoocooooch!”
“Tell you what,” said Levison. “TLend me your

camera, and I'll take a snap of your facs as it looks
now, Manners. That will make a striking picture—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yaas, wathah! Ha, ha, ha!”

Manners did not oblige. e snorted and stamped away,
still rubbing his hands. He felt that he was not receiv-
ing proper encouragement. He left most of the juniors
chuckling.

“Selby couldn’t bo expected to stand it,” remarked
Julian of the Fourth. “But the picture -wouldn’t have
beaten mine. I've got a much more striking one, Gussy
standing on his ]]?Zl%‘—‘—g’ '

“Julian, you uttah wottah!” Arthur Augustus bore
down on Julian. “Have you had the fwightful cheek
to develop that photogwaph?”

“What-he !” said Julian.

“1 insist upon your handin’ me the megative at onec!”
exclaimed Axthur Augustus wrathfully. “I wefuse to
have such a thing on wecord.” .

Ha, ha, ha!” .

Julian shook his head.

“Can’t be did,” he replied. “I'm after that prize.
But I'll do the fair thing. If the picture gets the prize
T’ll go halves with you.” *

“T wefuse to have that picture wemain in existence.
T uttahly wefuse to be made to look widiculous,”

“Well, I didn’t do that, did I?” -said Julian, in sur-
prise. “Nature did that!”
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“Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur Augustus did not answer Julian’s remark. He
rushed at him, with his noble fists thrashing the air.
Julian dodged behind Tom Merry, hotly pursued by
Arthur Augustus.

“Here, look out!” roared Tom, as he received a drive
meant for Julian. “Wharrer you at, you dangerous
lunatic?” -

“Sowwy, deah boy! Lemme gewwat him—--"

“Keep off I yelled Talbot, as Arthur Augustus tried
to get round him af the grinning Julian.

“Gewwout of the way! Sowwy L hit your nose,
Talbot—-" .o

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tom Merry and Talbot seized the excited swell of St.
Jim’s and bumped him down in the quad. Julian chuckled
and saunfered into the House.

Arthur Augustus sat up and gasped, and groped for
his eyeglass. ‘ :

“You uttah wottahs—ow! Talbot, I wegard you as a
wottah—yow ! Tom Mewwy, you are a beastlay wuffian—
gwogoh !” Arthur Augustus scrambled up. “T’ve no time
to thwash you now—yow-ow! I'm going to scwag that
villain Julian—gwooooh !” .

“Ha, ha, ha!”

A yell of laughter followed Arthur Augustus as he
rushed away, dusty and rumpled, in search of Julian of
the Fourth. Fortunately, he did not find him.

CHAPTER 6.
A Bargain in Old Clo'!

i ALLO!” ejaculated Blake. “The very chap I
want to see!”

“That!” said Herries
simultaneounsly.
“ You bet”
The chums of Study No. 6 were standing in the gate-

and Dighy

-way discussing ways and means. How that camera, upon

which the study had decided, was to be purchased, was &
deep problem which exercised the brains of the three
juniors to an almost painful extent. The mighty intellect
of Arthur Augustus D'Arey was not engaged upon the
problem. He was still hunting for Julian of the Fourth
in the hope of administering a fearful thrashing, and
recapturing the negative. -

A gentleman was coming along the road from Rylcombe
—a gentleman in a shabby coat, very ancient boots and
trousers, with a sack over his shoulder, and three top-
hats on his head. He wore the three hats ome above
another as a symbol of his calling. The gentleman’s
calling was dealing in old clothes, varied with specula-
tions in rags and bones, not to mention bottles and jars.

Mr. Wopps was a familiar figure; but what business
Jack Blake could possibly have with him was a mystery
to his chums. Buf Blake waved his hand to Mr. Wopps,
and signed to him to halt. Mr:; Wopps did so at -onece.
He put his hand to his lowest hat—probably it was too
much of an exertion to raise all three of them at once.

* Arternoon, genelmen!” he said -affably. *Hanythink
in my linef” :

“That’s it,” said Blake.

Mr, Wopps sometimes did a little private business with
Taggles, the porter, who disposed of dismsed garments
and boots to him. Certainly, he had never done any
business directly with 8t. Jim’s fellows before. He was
a little surprised, in fact; but he was ready for business.
Probably, he expected to make better bargains with the
juniors than with the keen old porter. -

“ Hanythink to oblige a young gent!” said Mr. Wopps.
“Wot igtit? I give glee best p%:ic,es for old. trousis.” P

“H'm! We can’t do business here,” said Blake, look-
B T oheia jolly well’ 1] an

“I should jolly well say you couldn’t!” gas ig.

“Come to %heyside gatg nJ:'t the back, Ml‘g V@:pps, will
you?” said Blake. “T’ll get it open for you.”

“ Buttingly, sir!”

Mr. Wopps' three hats disappeared round the school
wall. Blake hurried across the quadrangle, accompanied
by his amazed chums. .
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“TLook here! What’s the little game, yon fathead?”
- demanded Herries. :

“ Raising the wind.”

“But—hut what with?”

“Clobber.” g :

“You're going to sell your clothes to old Wopps?”
ejaculated Dig.

_“Not my clothes—Gussy's.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The three juniors reached the gate at the back where
the tradesmen’s carts stopped. They found Mr. Wopps
ready for them -therc. Blake opened the gate, and the
gentleman with the three hats and the sack came in.

“YWe've got some ripping things to sell, Mr. Wopps!”
said Blake cheerfully. “I suppose you buy new clothes
as well as old ones?”

“Suttingly, sirl!”

“Well, nearly new, you
And silk hats.” ;

“8ilk ’ats is a drug in the market, sir,” said Mr.
Wopps, “Gente as wears toppers generally buys *em noo.
Which- my opinion i§, a good second-’and silk ‘at is
better than a cheap noo one; but it'g the way they looks
at it—they buys ’em noo. Still, I'm open to give the
market price, and a little hover.”

“They’re jolly geod ones,” said Blake.
is twenty-five hob new.”

“T'll see ’em, sir.””

“Hum !’ said Blake, .

To bring the articles for eale therc was scarcely
feasible, But to introduce Mr. Wopps into the School
House was a little difficult. Mr. Wopps was a very,
honest gentleman, but not exaetly the kind of caller the
juniors were expected to have.

“He’s got to come into the study,” said Blake.

“QOh, my hat!” said Dig.

“My only aunt!” murmured Herries. ; :

“Tohy will help us,” said Elake. “I'll call Toby.”

Tohy, the School House page, wasg not far away. As
a mafter of fact, he had spoited- Mr. Wopps and the
juniors from the window ‘of the hoot-room, and he had
come out to stare at them. Blake canght sight of him
and called to him. . 3 )

“Tohy, my tulip, I want you to get Mr. Wopps in the
back way and sneak him into the study.” he said,

“Oh, Master Blake!” stuttered Toby.

““It’s all right, Tohy—only a little business,” said
Blake reassuringlys “We don't want all the Houee to
know we’re hard up, that’s all. You sneak Wopps into
the study, and we’ll stand you a currant-hun.”

Toby grinned.

“T’ll do my best, Master Blake.”

Mr. Wopps followed Toby in at the back door. Herries
and Dighy glared at the great chief of Study No. 6.

“We shall get into a row, you silly ass!” said Herries,

“T suppose we can’t spread out Gussy’s clobber over
the kitchen garden for Wopps to see, can we?”’ demanded
Blake. :

“Well, no; but—"

“Qh, hother your buts! TLet’s get to the study.”

Blake led the way, and they hurried inte the School
House and up to Study No. 6. As they entered the
famous apartment, Herries and Digby grianed, and
Blake frowned. For Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was there,

Arthur Augustus had declared, in round terms, that it
wae a fellow’s duty to make sacrifices for the good of the
study. He meant it, of course—probably thinking of
Dig’s pocket-knife, or Herries’ cornet, or Blake’s bicyele.
His own elegant clobber was quite a different matter. It
was quite certain the husiness could not be done with
Mr. Wopps-in Gussy’s presence.

“Got that negative?” asked Blake.

Arthur Augustus shook his head.

“ Not yet, deah boy! I have always had a wathah high.
opinion of Julian. I was not awah that he was a beastly
pwactical jokah. I shall have to weconsidah my opinion

. of that chap.”

“Better get after that negstive, though,” said Blake,
listenmg for. the footsteps of Toby and Mr. Wopps.
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“You sece, if it comes out in the ‘ Weekly Snap’ as a
prize picture, it will be—er—horrid—simply horrid !

“Yaas, wathah!—though I did not expect you fc
wealise it, Blakeli”

“I've been thinking about hardly anything else,” said
Biak?”serlously. “The worry of 1t is turning my hair

- “Weally, Blake——" =

“Yowd better get after Julian at once,”

“The utter wottah is keepin’ out of sight somewhah!”

“Have you looked in the old tower? Manmners often
goes there to get his films printed, you knmow; there’s
plenty of sun——"

““Bai Jove! The uttah wottah may be pwintin’ a copy
of that wotten photogwaph at this vewy minute!”
ejaculated Arthur Augustus.

He simply holted out of the study.

In a couple of seconds his footsteps died away down
the passage towards the stairs. Gussy was gone!

“Is Julian in the tower?” asked Dig.

“Blessed if I know!” said Blake, with a yawn. “He
may be. Anyway, a little run will do Gussy good.
Hallo! Here’s the Wopps-bird!”

_Three hats loomed up along the passage. Toby, with a
very cautious and mysterions manner, was piloting Mr.
Woppe along the Fourth-Form passage from the direction
of the back stairs, Juniors who met him stared at him
and grinned, and Mr. Wopps grinned affably in response.
He was a very affable gentleman,

“’Ere you are!” said Toby.

“Thanke, Toby! EKeep watch cn the stairs, old scout,
and if you see D'Arey coming——"7 ’

“Yes, Master Blake—"

“Take him inte a quiet corner and kill him. Come on,
Mr. Wopps.” F

“Oh, Master Blake!” murmured Toby.

Mr. Wopps removed his three hats as he came into the
study.” He stood them in an imposing pile upon the
table. Then he produced a fearsome-looking instrument
of which the juniors did not know the use.

*“I—1 say! What’s that®” asked Dig.

“Them’s the steelyards,” explained MMr.
“They’re fur weighing the old clo’.”

“Oh, my hat! We're not going to sell Gussy’s clobher
by weight,” eaid Blake.

“P’r’aps you've got some old rags von'd like to dispose

P

of ¥

Wopps.r

“Nunne "
“QOr hones?” said Mr. Wopps.
“Too late!” said Dig. “We had the hLones of a

haddock last night, hut they're gone.”

“Qr bottles or jars?” asked Mr. Wepps.

“Nunno! Look at these!”

Blake jerked open a large box helonging to Arthur
Angustus, and drew out an armful of waisteoats. It was
a standing grievance in Study No. 6 that Gusey kept that
big box there, for the study was none too large without
bhig boxes taking up the space.  Certainly, the box served
as a seat when there was company.

By disposing of the waistcoats, the price of a really
good camera could be raised, and the box got rid of;
thus, two hirds would he clain with a single stone!
Gussy's very latest waistcoats were kept in another box
in the dormitory. Even Blake would not have heen
unmerciful “enough to ‘“trede off” Gussy's latest
creations. He did not want to break the noble heart of
Arthur Augustus,

Mr. Wopps' face lighted up at the sight of the waist-
coats. From his expression, it could be judged thab
fancy waistcoats were a good “line.”

“Ain’t they ripping, Mr. Wopps?” said Blake.

He had heard that it was a merchant’s business to
praise his own wares. .
“Very ’andsome,” said Mr. Wopps—" very ‘andsome

indeed! I could go to a chilling each for them weskits.”

“0h, crumhs!” i

“Some dealers would lonly hoffer you sixpence,” said-
Mr, Wopps. “But I ain’t that sort.” You’ll find me an
honest dealer, young gentlemen. I says a shilling, and
I means a shilling.” st
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Mr, Selpy was ledning back in his chaiv under the tree, and at a distance, taking cover very cautiously among
the trees, was D’ Arey minor. The fag was visible to the Shell fellows, but not to Mr. Selby. He had a pea.shooter
in his hands, and his intention was only too evident. See Chapter 4.)

=

“B-b-but they cost no.end of money,” said Blake.
* Gussy runs up bills with his tailor, and his pater pays,
you know.”
T “Qh!” said Mr. Wopps.
Master Blaker” 5
“Ahem! I'm seeing to this for Gussy. D’Arcy couldn’t

“They ain't your property,

- bear to part with them, personally. Besides, he’s gone

to see a chap very particularly. I suppose you really

""mean five shillings each, Mr. Wopps? Look at this one

with pink spots and yellow flowers and purple stripes!”
“TI'm afraid it would be rather a lorss to me giving

- 'a shillin’ each,” said Mr. Wopps, “but I sticks to that.”

Y Well, that’s six bob for the lot,” said Herries.
“That’s not bad. Then there's the hats, you know.”

*“They're yours, Mr. Wopps,” said Blake. *“Put ’em in
your sack. Tret out the toppers, you fellows. Gussy
always keeps three in the study. Better leave the others.
I don’t suppose he’ll miss three.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

“Tanner each,” said Mr, Wopps.

“But they cost thirty bob each!” said Blake, rather
dismayed. :

“That was noo,” said Mr. Wopps. :

“ But this one—this is new. Gussy's only worn it about
twice.” .

Mr. Wopps shook his head.

“There ain’t no demand for silk ’ats, Master Blake.
Stti;]l, je,gt to oblige you young gents, I conld go toa tanner .
a time. : - . :

wedi@bar: “THE CALL OF THE CINEMA!”

Blake shook his head in his turn,

“No,” he said; “that’s too bad!
‘em, and make Gussy a present of them.”

“Hanythink elser” asked Mr. Wopps. “I'd like to do
some business while I'm ’ere.  If you're thinking of
selling Eton jackets, f'rinstance——-"

* Gussy’s got some in the dorm,” said Dig thoughtfully.

“Noj; we;ll let him keep 'em,” said Blake, with a shake
of the head, “ Fancy waistcoats are a luxury, and fellows
are called upon to sacrifice luxuries in these hard times.
What about neckties, Mx. Wopps?”

Blake spread out a tempting array of neckties on the
study table. There were a dozen of them, of all hues and
shades. 3 g %

“Very ‘andsome!” said Mr. Wopps, “Jest to oblige
you young gents, I could give two shillin’s for the lot.”

“T suppose buying and selling's two different things,”
said Herries. “Gussy gave seven-and-six or half-a-guinca
for sorae of them,”

“Very different, sir,” said Mr. Wopps calmly. *“I may
*ave them neckties left on my ’ands till after the war,
Heighteenpence is wot I ought to give.”

“Two bob does it,” said Blake.

The neckties were swept into Mr. Wopps' capacious
bag, and the shillings clinked on the table. Six faney
waistcoats and twelve neckties had raised cight shillings.
Blake could not help feeling that Mr. Wopps had got a
bargain.  Bubt Study No. 6 had cash enough for the
camera now, and that was the main point. “Blake had
Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 402
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éenerou]y resolved that the camera should belong to

ussy personally. -
ery glad to
gents,” said Mr. Wopps, putting his sack on his shoulder
and picking up his thsee hats.. “P’r’aps there’s some
other young Pgents I could oblige while I'm ’ere?”

“Ahem! No. G-g-good-afternoon !” said Blake.

Mr. Wopps left -the stndy.  As- he came into the
passage there was an exclamation.

l‘ Bai Jove IH

Arthur.Augustus -had returned.

. CHAPTER 7.
: .+ -+ A Rise in Prices, e
-RTHUR AUGUSTUS DWRCY turned his eye-
: glass in surprise upen Mr, Wopps. Mr. Wopps
was about the very last visitor he would have
expected to meet coming out of Study No. 6 in

the School House. 5 ,

 Arternoon, sir!” said Mr. Wopps genially, touching
the rim of the lowest of his three hats. “P’r’aps you'd
like to do a little business, sir?”

“Gweat Scott!” )

. “Best prices, sir, for rags and bones,
jars-———"

“Bai Jove!”

“Hany old clothes, sir?”

“J am not in the habit of disposin’ of my old clothes
in that mannah, thank yow,” said Arthur Augustus.
“You are vewy good, but there is nothin’ doin’.”

“Good-bye, Mr. Wopps!” said Blake hurriedly. He
was verg anxious that Arthur Augustus should not dis-
cover what was in Mr. Wopps’ bag. It would have led
to something little short of an earthquake. * Hurry
along 1”7~
¥ Suttingly, sir!” | 5
. Mr.. Wopps followed Toby.. To get to the back stairs
e had to pass through the Shell passage, and he paused
to speak to the Térrible Three, who Were.chattin% with
“Talbot in the study doorway. The Shell fellows looked
blankly at Mr, Wopps. .

“ Hanything in my line, gents?” said Mr. Wopps.

4 Great Scott!” said Gore, from within the study.

“Rags and hones—"

“Here’s Skimmy,” said Gore.
him?” -

“My dear Gore——

“Ha, ha, ha !

“You kummerlonger me, Mr. Wopps,” said Toby
anxiously. -

“1 hoffer the best prices, gentleman,” said Mr. Wopps.
“But if you're not selling anything, perhaps you’d care
to look at a line in fancy waistcodts and ties that I have
to offer.”

“Oh, my hat!” said Tom Merry. :

Mr. Wopps opened his bag, and displayed a collection
of ?'aistcuats and ties that rivalled Joseph's celebrated
coat.

“Nothing doing,” said Monty Lowther. “You might
call on the Head before you go, or the Housemaster.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” . . : o =

“Stop him !” came in a sudden yell along the passage.

* “Stop that wottah!” ¢
-Arthur Augustus had made a startling discovery.
_ Perhaps the sight of Mr. Wopps, after Blake & Co.’s
previous remarks concerning his wardrobe; had made him
amgpicions. At all events, he had looked into his box
as soon as he entered the study, Then he glared at Blake
and Herries and Dighy.

“Where are my waistcoats?”’ . ?

- He did not wait for an answer to his question. It was
only too clear where his waistcoats were. He rushed out
of the study, and sped along the passage after dtlie
departing merchant. ; . ’ s

“Stop him ! shrieked Arthur Augustus, as he spotted
;:llile Euerchan‘t just Teaving the Shell fellows, “Hold

m ¢
~"“Hallo! What’s the row?” asked Manners. * Looking
for a bargain in second-hand waistcoats, Gussy?”
“+THE GEM LiBrarv.—No. 402. .

OQUR'COMPANION  “THE BQYS' FRIEND,” *'THE MAGNET”
‘PAPERS: Every Monday. Every Monday.

1.10ttles and

“What will you give for
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murmured Skimpole.

do business with you another time,

“The awful wottah! Te's got my clobbah!”
“What!” -

. “My clobbah!” shrieked Arthur Augustus, coming up,
breathless. “ Wopps, hand me my clobbah at once! Do
you heak#” ’

Mr. Wopps smiled genially. 5 z
. “Hanythink I can show. you in the way of waistcoats
and ties, Master D’Arcy?” he asked. “I've got some ’ere
that are just your size, I believe.” Mr. Wopps opened
his bag again. “Look at these ‘ere—"

“They are mine!” roared Arthur Augustus: ;s

‘l‘ Iljest bought ’em from a young gent,"” said Mr. Wopps
calmly.

* Blake, you uttah wottah——"

“Cheese it, Gussy!” gasped Blake, arriving on the
scene, panting. . You silly ass! You can’t touch Mr.
Wopps’ property, that he’s bought and paid for!”

“You've been selling Gussy’s waistcoats?” yelled
Talbot. .

*“Certainly ! - We put it to the vote in the study, and
it was decided to do'it. We’ve got to get a camera. We
can't take striking and original photographs with
Gussy’s fancy waistcoats, I suppose, or with his neckties.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The vote was three to one for ralieiu%' money on
Gussy’s clobber,” continued Blake. “Mr. Wopps came
along at the right moment—the right man in the right
place! What Gussy’s grumbling at is beyond me "

“He’s always grousing about something,” remarked

 Herries, with a_shake of the head.

“THE BOYS’ FRIEND
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feahful wottahs! M-m-my ties!
Mum-m-my waistcoats! Mr. Wopps, I will weturn you
the money you gave for those things. It was a—a<a
misa pweﬁension. How much was it, Blake?”

“ ]gight hob,” said Blake. B uom

The expression on D’Arcy’s face made the juniors
shriek. The idea of his valiable and extensive stock of
waistcoats and ties going for eight shillings almost
overcime the swell of St, Jim’s. For some moments he
could only gasp. TN

“Yon uttah aes!” he ejaculated at last. “I shall give
vou a feahful thwashin’ flor this, Blake. Howevah, hand
ovah the eight shillin’s at once.”

. Blake shook his head.

“That’s for the camera,” he said.

“ T wefuse—" ’

“Bow-wow! o you think we've taken all this trouble
for nothing?” exclaimed Blake indignantly. “We don’t
expect gratitude, but you might thank a fellow.’

“ Gwatitude! You—you bwigand! Weturn the money
to Mr. Wopps at once, you uttah wottah, and ‘let me
take my pwoperty.” .

“'Tain't your property—it's Mr. Wopps’ roperty.
Come on, you chaps, it’s time we got down to the footer

ractice,” said Blake., * Good-afternoon, Mr. Wopps!

‘oby will show you out.”

“Ha, ha, ha! :

“ Blake, you—you unspeakable wottah! Tom Mewwy,
will you lénd me eight shillings to weimburse Mz,
Wopps?”’

“Tom Merry grinned, and went through his pockets.
He produced a half-crown. Lowther added another, and
Manners generously contributed three shillings.

“Thanks awfly; deah boys! I'll settle this on Satur-
day. Mr. Wopps, there is your money. Pway hand ovah
my pwoperty.

“You want to purchase a fancy waistcoat, sir?” asked
Mr. Wopps genially. * Certainly, sir! Which one do
vou prefer? This one with the pink spots and yellow
flowers is very fashionmable, sir, and the price is eight
shillings.” : .

“ Wha-a-a-at !”

“Qh, my hat!” . )

- Prices gone up!” gasped Monty Lowther. *Buying
and selling-seem to be two rather different matters.”

“T ¢an let you have this blue satin waistcoat for seven-
and:six,” said Mr. Wopps liberally.
always reaconable.”

“ You—you—you

«Qh, cwumbs! That waistcoat cost my patah two -

pounds.” o ‘ )
“Then you are getting it remarkably cheap for seveu-
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and-six, Master D'Avey,” said Mr. Wopps, “But I am
a reasonable man.”
“But you only gave me a shilling for it!” ejaculated

Dlake. "

“I have to make my little profit, siz,” said Mr. Wopps
cheerfully. “I dare say 1 shall have a dead loss 6n some
of the articles. If yon would care to see some ties in
the latest fashionable shades, Master D’Arcy, I have a
dozen !1e:e. Hany one of them you can 'ave for a “ari-
crown.” b

“You gave me two bob for the whole dozen !” shrieked
Blake. ; :

Mr. Wopps did not seem to hear him. It was only too
clear that buying and selling were two different matters.

Arthur Augustus looked dumbfounded. In the inmo-
cence of his ieart, hie had supposed that if the money
was handed back to Mr. Wopps the transaction could be
undone. A half-crown extra to Mr. Wopps for his
irouble would have seemed the right thing. But Mr.
Wopps had made a bargain, and he was not disposed to
part with it,

“’Ere’s a "andsome white waistcoat,” said Mr. Wopps.
“The price of that weskit is five shillings, and a bargain
at that, sir.”

“0Oh, bai Jove:”

“*Tire's a blue silk tie, sir, for three shillin's.”

“ Ghweat Scott!” :

“ And very reidsonable, sir, considerin’ the original price
of the harticles,” said Mr. WOEYE emphaticaily.

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Blake. “I—I say, Gussy,
are you coming down to the footer? We've got to go and
buy a camera, too.” :

ST tell you wot I’ do,” said Mr. Wopps, in a burst
of generosity. “T’ll let the “ole lot go for two-pnun-ten.”

“Two-pounds-ten!” murmured Tom Merry. “Who
wouldn't be in the old clo’ zney?”

“T don’t do trade like this hevery day, sir,” remarked
Mr. Wopps.

“T suppose not,” grinned Tom. “Gentlemen, it's up
to us to make a whip-round for Gussy, but I'm blessed
if 1 think we can manage two-pounds-ten !’ e

There was a general fumbling in pockets and shaking
of heads. Tunds were low; but at any time two pounds
ten shillings was a considerable sum.

“T'1 tell you wot I'll do,” said Mr. Wopps. “As the
voung gent is 8o keen to buy my harticles, I'll keep ‘em
in a separate lot for a few days, wrapped up nice and
clean and tidy, and when you send me the dibs, T'll
send ‘em along. Jest you ’and me a pound dewn to clinch
the bargain, and it's a go.”

Arthur Augustus did not speak.  Dut the Terrible
Three and Talbot and Gore made up the required pound
among them, and handed it to Mr. Wopps. Then that
gentleman wént on his way, smiling, and Toby showed
him out. Arthur Augustus’ face was a study. Blake
tapped him en the arm in a friendly way.

“Coming down to the footer:”

“1 am not comin’down to the footah, Blake.”

“You'd rather come at once and buy the camera®”

“1 wefuse to come and buy a camewah.”

Arthur Augustus walked away with his noble nose high
in the air. ﬁ[ake looked at the grinning Shell fellows.

“There’'s no Eleasing some people,” he remarked.
“You'd hardly believe, from the way Gussy takes it,
that we took all the trouble off his hands, and dealt
with Mr. Wopps without worryinE him at all—without
even consulting him, It's a thankless world. Let’s get
down to the footer, you chaps, and try to forget Gussy’s
ingratitude.”

On the footer field, Blake & Co. contrived to forget
Gugsy’s ingratitude. But Gussy could not forget his
waisteoats and his ties. When Blake and Herries and
Dighy came into tea, Arthur Augustus’ face was like
unto a graven image; and when, later, they came in
with a new camera they had purchased in Wayland for
the sum of ten shillings, Gussy’s aristocratic face was still
frozen.

“We've got it, Gussy,” murmured Blake.

No reply.

“Ton't you want o sec your new camera, Gussy?”

Silence,
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“We're going to get yon a mew waisteoat out of the
prrl.;ze'kif we bag it,” said Dig.
SN .

“And yon haven't thanked us yet for the troubie we
took,” said Blake. .

Snort ! '

“ Gussy, old chap, we want to consult with you—"

“1 wefuse to consult with you, Blake. I wegard you
as a wank wottah”

“Well, I don’t see how we’re poing to have a chance
at the prize if you don't help us,” said Blake resignedly.
“ You know what we're like when you desert us, Gussy—
like lost sheep.” . ;

Arthur Aungustus’ noble face began to relax. It was
said of old that a soft answer turneth away wrath.

“You see,” added Dig, “we want a fellow of tact and
{wﬂgn}eut to run the agair, or—or we sha'n’t score, you
inow.”

Arthur Awgustus smiled, 5

“1f Gussy would come out with us to-morrow, with the
camera, aind give us directions !” murmured Herries.

“Weally, deah boys, of course I don’t mean to leave
vou in the lureh,” said Arthur Aungustus, “Of course,
you can wely on me.”

And all was calie and bright.

—s

CHAPTER 8.
Sauce for the Gander,

MATEUR photography seemed to be the order of
the day at 8t. Jim’s now. The number of
camera fiends that had been brought to light
by the “Weekly Snap” competition was sur-

prising. Lvery feliow who had a camera was busy using
it, and refnsing to lend it to fellows who hadn’t one.
At least a dozen new cameras were purchased among the
juniors; and, out of lesson time, the snapping was in-
cessant. Lellows ranged the conntryside far and wide in
goarch of striking and original subjects.

Manners of the Shell looked uwpon the efforfs of the
other fellows with a tolerant eye. Manners was assured
that if the prize came to’ St. Jim’s at all, it would
come to his study. He had the best camera—tliat wan
admitted; and he was the %est photographer—which
wasn't admitted.

Striking and original subjects were not easy to find.
Study No. 6 were very busy with their new camera, and
Blake succeeded in snapping Mr, Lathom, the master of
ihe Fourth, in the act of chasing his hat in the quad-
rangle. Blake had high hopes from that negative; but
his hopes were dashed to the ground when the negativo
was confiscated, and Le received a hundred lines. Blake
remarked hitterly that there was no enconragement fo
enterprise in the School House. :

Then Kerr of the Fourth took a good snap of Mr.
Ratcliff, his Housemaster, in the act of slipping down the
steps of the New House. It would have made a very
striking picture—there wasn’t the slightest doubt of that
_-hnt Mr. Ratelif unfortunately spotted Kerr in the act.
The result was painful to Kerr. is hands smarted for
the rest of the day, and his camera reposed in Mr.
Rateliff's study, to be handed back to him at the end
of the term. The five pound prize was not to come to
Tiggins & Co.; und the remarks 'that were made in
Figgins' study about Mr. Ratcliff would have made thab
gentleman’s hair stand on end if he had heard them.

During the following few days, Arthur Aungustus had
three fights with Julian of the Fourth on the subject
of the offending snap Julian had taken in Study No. 6.
But the negative was not captured. Julian declared that
he was willing to go halves with Gussy if it bagged the
prize, and the fellows all agreed that he could not say
fairer than that.  Axthur Augustus’ attitnde on the
subject was_considered unreasonable. But the swell of
the School House declined to listen to reason; and it
seemed probable that he would have a fight with Julian
every day till the competition was over. i

Study No. 6 was still short of funds; and, with four
juniors keeping very busy with the camera, plates went
rather quickly. Blake’s proposal to raise cash for plates
by disposing of further articles from Gussy's wardrobe
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to the obliging Mr. Woppe was the cause of a long and .
heated argument in the study, Herries and Digby sup- -

Egrted‘Blake's proposal heartily. Blake pointed out to

is moble study-mate that the majority were against him,

and added that he had been saved & lot of trouble in
changing his waistéoats and ties since the visit of Mr.
Woppa. g S

1 wegard you as an uttah ass, Blake,” was Arthur
Augustus’ reply,. his very eyeglass gleaming with
wrath. 7 i ;

“ Well, I don’t see what’s to be done,” said Blake.
“ We're hard up, and that five quid would see us through
for a bit. We've used up all the plates, and most of

them have been mucked up in the developing. It seems-
that a fellow has to learn how to develop before the

things turn oui satisfactory. Lucky Manners keeps his
pyro and hypo and things in the dark-room, or we
ghould have been put to a lot of expense for those. But
about plates—" 7

“We got a camera with plates because plates are
cheaper than films,” remarked Digby.  “If it had been

films we should have had to sell off everything except what

Gussy stands up in.” :

“You uttah ass, Dig—-"

“ Wopps offered us sixpence—each for your toppers,
Gussy——"" )

“ Gixpence?” shricked Arthur Augustus.

« And I dare say he’d let you have ‘em back at five
hob each when good times come,” said Blake. ‘ He'd
keep ’em separate, wrapped up mice and clean, you
know, like your ties and waisteoats. We can’t go with-
out plates for our camera when you've no end of toppers
eating their heads off, you know.”

“If you touch.my toppahs——""

 Well; it's up to you,” said Blake. * We require ten
bob for new plates. If you can think of a way of rais-
ing it, well and gogd. "If you can’t we shall haye to
go for your wardrobe again. You ought to he glad to
have & Teserve like that for the study to fall back on in
hard times, It’s up to you.” :

Arthur Auguwstus was about to make a wrathful
response, but a sudden thought seemed to flash innto his
mind. Heé smiled instead. ) :

“ @ive me till this evenin’, and I'll see what I can
do,” he seid.

““ Done "’ said Herries and Dighy and Blake together,
very heartily. = : :

At tea-time the chums of Study No. 6 were due in Tom
Merry’s study. Blake and Herries and Dighy turned
up, but Arthur Augustus was a little late.

*¢ Gussy’s coming ?* asked Tom.

« Oh, he’s coming,” said Blake. 1 dare say he’s
busy raising the wind. He seems to
object to his toppers going.”

A few minutes later Arthur
Angustus came in, There was a
cheery smile upon his face.

“Sowwy I'm late, deah hoys!”

“«Qh, don’t mench,” said Tom
Merry. “ What luck?®”

wAll sewene. Blake,
here’s a half-soveweign.
us_ovah.” :

Blake stared at the lLalf-sovereign
as he took it. .

“Well, my hat!" he ejaculated.
“You've done it, Gussy. I'm glad, T
will say that! We'll keep your
toppers back for next time.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Weally, you ass—"

“But where did you get itF” asked
Dig.

“gellin’ some things among the
fellows,” said Arthur Augustus cheer-
fully. : .

“Breaking up the happy Dbomef”
said Monty Lowther. - :
“Yaas.”

“1 Hope you Haven't parted with
Tue Gey Lisrary.—Ne. 402, i

deah hoy,
That will see

‘as he came into the study.

. at, Gussy, you fathead?"”

© My pocket-kuife?” yelled Dig.
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A cornet?” stuttered Herries.

anything you rea]lE wanted, Gussy,” said Blake, really
concerned.” *“You know—"

“Not at all, deah boy. I sha’n’t miss the things.
Thank you; two lumps of sugah, Mannahs I’

Tea was very cheerful in the sludy. Manners was
quite certain of bagging the photo prize, and if bagged
it was going to be whacked out in the study. Blake was
cqually cerfain of bagging it, now that he could have a
further supply of plates; so all parties were cheerfully
anticipative, - s

Blake & Co. retuined to Study No. € after tea in a.
very cheery mood. Arthur Augustus seemed cheeriest of
all. He was smiling -incessantly, as if his late sale of -
things he would not miss had bucked him up somehow.

“ Hallo, where’s my new footer?” -exclaimed Blake,
Blake’s handsome new
footer was conspicuous by its absence.

*“ Blessed if 1 know,” said Dig. ‘It was there when
we went out.’”

_ ““Seen it anybody? Some silly ass has taken it for a.
joke, I suppese ! grunted Blake. I don’t like duffers
meddling with- my new footer. What are you grinning

“Was I- gwinnin’, deah boy?”

“Yes, you were, you ass! There’s nothing funny in
playing silly jokes with a fellow’s football,” growled
Blake.” ““I wonder—""

“It's all wight, Blake I :

“Eh? Do you know where the footer is?"

* Yaas, wathah !’ !

*“ Well, wheve is it, then?”

“Ovah in the New House, deah boy, in Clampe’s
study.” -

** Do you mean to say that that New House hounder
kas raided my footer?” roared Blake, in surprisc and’
indignation. : i

“ Not at all, Blake." I've sold it to him,”

Blakg nearly fell down, .- ‘

“ Sus-sus-sold it?" he stuttered.

* Yaas.”

““ You—you—you've sold my new footer to Clampe?”
shrieked Blake.

Arthur Augustus nodded cheerfully.

_ ““Yaas. He gavc me five shillin’s for it.””

“ Five shillings? It cost fifteen-and-six !

“ Yaas, I dare say; but buyin’ and sellin’ are two vewy
diffewent mattahs, you know,” said Arthur Aungustus
calm]{. ““ Y wealised that the othah day in dealin’ with
Mr. Wopps, so I let Clampe have it for five bob. Of
course, five bob wasu’t enough for the plates we want,
but Pig left his pocket-kmife in the study, fortunately

g

‘Yaas, deah boy. Mellish gave me
half-a-crown for it.”

“ M-M-Mellish gave you half-a-crown
for my pocket-knife?” gasped Dighy.

“Yaas. That made seven-and-six,”
said Arthur Augustus, apparently un-
conscious of the ferocious expressious
on the faces of Blake and Dighy.
“But I had to make up the ten bob.
Luckily Kewwuish was willin’ to buy
a cornet for half-a-cwown——"

Herries jumped. ~

“ A cornet?” he roared.

“Yaas, I think Kewwunish got
wathah a bargain with that cornet, as
I've heard you say, Hewwies, that it
cost ponnds, Buf buyin’ and sellin’
are vewy diffewent mattahs. I only
hope Kéwwnish won’t start pwactisin’
on that cornet, as he’s in the next
study, He might be willin’ to let you
have it back some time when you're in
funds, Hewwies—pewwaps at a higher
pwice. I suppose it’s worth more than
half-a-crown [” added Arthur Augustus
innocently. .

“ You—you—you've sold my lkik-kik-
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Biake opened the gate, and the gentleman with the three hats and the sack camec in, ‘*We’ve got some rippiny i
things to sell, Mr. Wopps,” said Blake qléeetrtulliv'. éil.ﬁuppose you buy new clothes as well as old ones?’
« Spttingly, sir.

See Chapter 6.)

“Yaas. | We'll go out aftah lessons to-mowwow
mornin’, Blake, and lay out that ten shillin’s in plates,”
said Arthur Augustus. * And don’t wowwy about bein’
short of tin on anothah occasion; you can always wely
obn me to waise the money.” .

“ What?”

“ Next time we are hard up, deah hoys, you leave it

to me. I am suah I could get a pound for Blzke’s bike

“My b-b-bike ?” :

““ Yaas; and a few shillin’s for Hewwies” bulldog.”

“ Wha-a-a-at?"’ shrieked Herries.

« And Dig's white wabbits would fetch somethin’,”
said Arthur Augustus, nEeniug the door of the study.
““ You leave it to me, deah boys, next time we’re stonay.
There will be no occasion to sell off my toppahs at six-
pence each, I assuah you!”

And Arthur Augustus nodded and walked out, and
closed ‘the door behind him. 'the three juniors heard
him chuckle as he sauntered down the passage.

 The—the—the villain ! gasped Herries.
him! Scrag him! Wallop him! Bump him!
him! My cornet! My hat! I'l—I'll—"

My pocket-knife!” yelled Digby. * Why,

“ After
Lynch

that

pocket-krife cost a guinea. It was a birthday present!
Why, I-I—-1H——"

My new footer I'” groaned Blake, “ Oh, deax "'

“ We're going to serag hiin I’ voared Herries, making
for the door.

Blake burst into a chuckle, and pushed his excited
chum back. % 4

“Rats! Cheese it! He didn't scrag us. for selling
Lis waistcoats.” :
“ But, my cornet !” |

“My pocket-knife!” .

“ And my mew footer!” said Blake. “ Guesy’s dished
us. And—and it serves us vight!”

“ What?? ! :

“ What’s sauce for the goose is sauce for the giddy
gander,” said Blake, * We've got to take it smiling.
Upon the whole, I—T don’t think we'll sell off any more
of Gussy’s wardrobe, Oh, my hat!”

When Artbur. Augustus came into Study No. 6 to de
kis preparations he found three juniors with - very
seculiar expressions on their faces. Arthur Augusing
}md brought in a golf-club undexr his arm, perhaps with
2 view to an argument. But the golf-club was. not
needed. [
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“ Wathah wippin® that we shall have those plates to-
mowwow, deah boys, isn’t it?” said Arthur Aungustus
cheerily. :

And Blake and Herries and Dighy, manfully controlling
their feelings, agreed that it was ripping. And Arthuar
Aungustus smiled serenely and went on with his prepara-
tion, He was no longer in a state of apprehension on
the subject of the remainder of his wardrobe. It was
painfully clear that if Gussy’s toppers went they would
be followed by Blake's bike, Herries” bulidog, and Dig's
white rabbits. Mr. Wopps had paid his last visit t>
Study No. 6.

CHAPTER 9.
Manners Comes Down Heavy!

[ HERE'S my camera?”’
Manners asked that question, or rather,
howled it. Manmers was looking round the

study with a ferocious eye. His camera was
not in its plage on the shelf, and it was a half-holiday.
That afternoon the amateur photographer was going to
he very busy, and during the morning he had declined to
lend his camera to fifteen fellows, one after anolher.

It looked now as if someone had horrowed it without
the preliminary of asking permission. After fifteen
refusals, perhaps the sixteenth would-be photographer
had decided that asking wasn’t much use,

Manners glared at Tom Merry aud Lowther sus-
piciously. He more than suspected that his study-mates
were qettiug fed-up with photography, and Lowther was
quite humorons enongh to hide his camera.

“Where is it?” demanded Manners.

“Give it up,” said Tom Merry. * Pérhaps you've left it
in the dark-room,”

“Inever leave it in the dark-room.”

“Perhaps you've lent it -to someone,”  suggested
Lowther.

- Manners shoxied.

_“T heard Skimpsie asking you for it, and Gore, and

Mellish, and Blenkinsop, and Ray, and Eerrnish, and
Lumley-Lumley, and Reilly, and-——-"

“Don’t go‘ through the whole roll-call?” growled
Manners. “Every blessed ass in_the House wants my
camera this afterncon. - Have you hidden it, you duffer:”

“ Never thought of it,” said Lowther regretfully. “But
that’s a tip.” ’

“ Fathead! Somebody's borrowed it!” roared Manners.
“ Where’s a cricket-stump? What do vou want to shove
thre stumps ont of sight for, just because it's footer now?
A stump is handy when a fellow borrows your camera,”

"“You can’t take photos with a cricket-stump, surely?”
said Lowther, in astonishment.

“Asg! T can look for the Lounder who's borrowed my
camera with a cricket-stump.”

A cricket-stump was disinterred from the cuphoard,
and Manners started to look for his camera. Tom Merry
and Lowther accompanied him; they thonght Mauners
might need holding when he found the borrower.

Manners headed for Levison's study. Levison was one
of the would-be borrowers, and Manners intended to see
them all in turn till he found his camera, and then there

.would bz a case of aszault and hattery,

Manners kicked open the door of Levison's study in
.the Fourth Form passage in a very unceremonious way.
Levison was there, and he was sitting at the table
examining a camera, It was a large camera—half-plate—
and Manners gave a whoop at the sight of it.

“Bo it was you!” he roared.

Levison staved.

“Eh! Dou’t they knock at a door in your shum,
Manners?”

“You rotter!”

“Here, I say! What—what Yah 1" voared Levi-
son, as Manners rushed at him, and begun with the
cricket-stump. .

Whack !

Whack! Whack!

-Manners was in deadly earnest, and the cricket-stump
came across Levison's shoulders with terrific vim. The
f‘é;:]lrtthormet velled, and dodged wildly round the
able. - .
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“Keep him off I he shrieked. “Is he mad? My hat!
Kecp off, or I'll brain you!” The Fourth-Former caught
up a chair, and whirled it in the air. “Xow, you
rotter—-" ’

Tom Merry and Lowther seized their chum and dragged
him back. Manners was not finished yet.

“Lemme go!” yelled Manners. “I'll teach him to
collar my eamera! Playing some votten trick on it, T
expect, I’II-I'N—" :

“Yon'd better hold him!" howled Levison. “If ho
comes near me I'll brain him, the silly idiot!”

*“ Peace, my infant !V said Lowther, dragging Manners
back.- “You can put that chair down, Levison. Why
can’t you leave other people’s property alone?”

“I don’t know what yow're talking about, fathead!”
said Fevison, “Why, you rotter, leave -my camera
alone!” hie yelled, as Manners picked up the camera,

“Your camera?” hooted Manners,

“Yes, idiot!”

Mauners looked more closely at the camera, and then a
very peenliar expression came over his face. He put i$
back on the table. ’

“ Alem!” he remarked.

“Isn’t it yours?” ejaculated Tom Merry.

“ Nunno.” 4

“Why, you silly ass, do you mean to say you pitched
into Levison when he hasn’t taken your camera at all?”

“Well, it would be just like him to take it,” said
Manners. “He's always playing some rotten trick. That
looks like mine, it’s the same size; but it isn’t mine, as it
Lappens. I didn’t know Levison had got a half-plate
camera.” '

¥ You—you silly cuckoo!” said Levison
“That's my camera—I've hived it. You
jabberwock—"

“Well, I'm sorry I lathered you,” said Manners.
thought it was mine. Somebody’s taken mine.”

“Sorry, are you?” hooted Levison. “Will that make
my back all right, you burbling idiot, after you've nearly
broken a stump on it, you babbling lunatic®” :

“Well, you shouldn't be such a tricky beast,” said,

furiously.
blithering

“y

" Manners. “You've played tricks on my camera hefoye.”

“Hang your camera!”

“Somehody’s taken it out of my study.”

“T hope it’s lost, or stolen, or smashed,” said Levison;
“and i
smashed !’

“'Well, it's your own fault for l}eini such a tricky
rotter,” said Manners. “Come on, you chaps, I've got to

you don’t get out of this study, yow'll get

find the beast yet!”

The Terrible Three left the study, leaving Levisen
rubbing his shoulders and looking daggers. It was really
a very unfortunate mistake, and Levison might be
excused for feelin, angry.

“Skimpole, perhaps,” said Manners in the passage.
“I'll go and see Skimpole next. Leggo that stump, fat-
head! Wharrer you at?”

Tom Merry jerked the stump away.

“You can look for your camera without that,” he said.
“You're not going to brain poor old Skimmy on suspicion.
You might have apologised to Levison, too.”

“Blow Levison! Didn't he play {ricks on my camera
last term?” said Manners, Manners had a long memory
where his camera was concerned. “He's only got him-
self to thank, Br-r-rr!” .

Skimpole’s door was kicked open next. Manners was
not in a good temper. He had fears for the safety of his
camera. It was a valuable camera, and it might have
snffered in unskilled hands. And it had a roll of films in
it ready for use, and if it were opened, the films would
spoil, .
1“Hal‘lo ! Here it is!" growled Manners.

Skimpole was seated in the armchair, with a camera on
his knees. He was blinking at it through  his big
spectacles, examining it. Skimpole was a brainy youth,
and he knew all about Evolution, and Determinism, and
Darwinism, but what he did not know about cameras
would have filled all the volnmes in a photographic
library.” .

Tom and Lowther seized Manners at once.
at them wrathfully,

4 Leggo, you asses !”

He glared
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Manners’ camera, Skimmy?”’ )

Skimpole turned his glasses upon them. :
- “Yes, my dear Merry.. I have horrowed it.”

“You cheeky. ass!” howled Manners... .

“1 desire to take some photographs this afternoon,”
said Skimpole, -* As you declined tpﬁend.me the camera,
Manners, L horrowe(f it without -permission. I_supl{mse
you are aware that under Socialism all cameras will be
nationalised.”

“ You—yon—you
shrieked Manners,
grinning chums, - :

“ Examining it, my dear Manners. T am unacquainted
with the mse of a camera,” said Skimpole. *“I have, of
course, to acquaint myself with the use of the irstrument
before 1 proceed to take photographs. I do ot sce
where the plates should go in this camera. Perhaps you
will explain.” o g =

“You silly villain, it doesn’t take plates!”

“Dear me!”

“ And you've taken the film out!” yelled Mannexs.

“Ts that a film—that curly thing?” asked Skimpole,
with an air of interest. “Dear me! I can put it in again
quite easy, my dear Manners. There. is nothing what-
ever to get excited about.”

“ Yon—you—you—" Manuers simply gasped. - You
Vlithering ass, don’t you know that a film is useless if it’s
exposed to the light.” . . .

“1 was mot previously aware of that, Manners. Of
conrse, I have a good deal to learn about photogra hy.”

“That’s four-and-six you've chucked away!” shrieked
Manners. “My hat! I'll make yon pay for it!” =~ .

“PIl pay for it with pleasure, Mauners,” said Skim-
pole, with dignity. “I have no desire to put you to loss.
At the present moment, nnfortunately, I have no money,
but another time—" 2

“Lemme get at him!” yelled Manners.

The infuriated photographer wrenched himself away
and simply leaped upon Bkimmy. There was a wild yell
from Skimmy as he went over on the rug, with Manners
on him. . L .

Bump! bump! bump!

“Yoooop! Help! Oh, dear!” .

Skimpole’s learned head was heing banged on the floor.
He wriggled and yelled for lhelp. Tom and Lowther

" rushed fo drag Manners off. But Manners refused to be
dragged. With the two {'unic-r& dragging at bim, le
continued to bump Skimpole’s head, and Skimmy’s voice

rang the length of the passage.

. Snap! .
Julian of the Fourth grinned into the study over his

camera, ;
“Got it!” he exclaimed breathlessly. “Eeepitup! A

little more to the left, Lowther—you’re in the light.

More to the right, Merry—I want Skimpele in the

centre!” Co T
Enap! .

Bump! hump! bump!
“Yoooooop!” = -
Snap! . .

 Manners was dragged off at last, and Skimpole sat up

and rubbed his head. Julian closed his camera with
great satisfaction.

" “That’s three snaps,” he said. “The last one will he

perfect, 1 think. My idea is that I shall bag the prize
with this or else the D’Arcy one. Thanks awfully!”
Julian walked away greatly satisfied. He had securéd

Wharrer you doing with e
struggling in the. grasp of his

a striking and original picture again. ~Skimpole sat on.

the rug and rubbed his head. His powerful brain had
received quite a shock. .
“M.M-Manners,” he gasped, “T regard your action as
Tufianly! Groooh! I shall refuse to use your camera
now—wow !—under any circumstances whatever.” -
“You'll get some more if you do!” snorted Manners,
and he carried off his camera in triumph; and proceeded
to look for some new films. ’
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© - CHAPTER 10.

A Busy Afternoon!

HERE were many amateur photographers ‘very

- busy that afternoon. It was the last half-heliday

before the end of the “ Weekly Snap ”.competi-

tion, and the camera-fiends were® making hay

while the sun shone, so to speak. The weather was fine
and sunny, which was a strcke of good luck. Hon,

Tn all“corners of the old schools, fellows were lurking
with cameras; and in the fields and meadows, up the
viver, and in the woods, fellows could be séen with
cameras. Many of them had been kired ab the shopl in
Wayland, some had been bought, and one- or two had
Deen obtained on the instalment system. )

Certainly it seemed very probable that the five pound
prize would come to St. Jim’s; among so many, it was
very probable that the lucky one would be found.

Julian of the Fourth was sticking. to “interiors”
mostly. His pictures of Study No. 6 and of gSkimpele's
study had developed ‘well, and they were undonhtedly
striking and original. He had also secured a. snap_of
Mary, the honsemaid, slipping downstairs with a hucket
of water,.and another of Dighy sliding down the banisters
and landing upon Cutts of the Fifth. The expression
upon Cutts’ face, as it came out in the print, was
decidedly striking. : il

Study No. 6 were also very busy. The large su%p]y of
plates obtained -hy Arthur Augustus’ novel method of
raising the wind, was being used up lavishly. The four
juniors gpent the afterncon out of deors with the camera,
and came in somewhat dusty and tired, but very satisfied.
They had an enormous number of plates taken, and
among the lot, as Blake remarked, there was sure to he
one that would take the biscuit. . .

Tom Mel‘Il:ly and Lowther and Talbot were chatting on
the School House steps when they came in. Manners was
not visible. . 4

“What luck?” asked Tom.

“Ripping !I” said Blake. “We've got three dozen——""

“My hat!”

“Gussy took ten of them, so they won’t be any geod

“Weally, Blake—" Ell s o

“But I 'think the prize one will be among the lot. How
is Manners getting on?”

Tom Merry langhed.

“Blessed if I know. We got fed-up, and went down to
footer instead. Manners is still going it.” :

“Here he comes!” said Talbot. ' ‘

Manners arrived grinning. ) .

“Missed a jolly good chance,” he remarked. “Old
Selby took a tumble in the ditch, Some ass had moved
the plank—rotten joke, I suppose—and Selby went right
in. I .could have snapped him a treat.”

“And didn’t you?” asked Blake.

Manners shook his head.

“No fear! Railton has promised to confiscate my
camera if 1 snap Selby again. I couldn’t keep it dark
ver%well, esiecially if 1t came out as a prize picture—"

“Ha, ha, hal” - .

“Buk it was a pity to miss it,” said Manners regret-
fully. “You should have seen him—he landed on’ his
back in the water, with his legs in the air! You'll see
him as he comes in—rather muddy, T think.” : |

The juniors grinned gleefully., Mr. Selby was nob
popular. They watched for him to arrive. The Third
FPorm-master came in:a few minutes later, and the
juniors tried to suppress their smiles as he came squelch-
ing up to the house. He was simply caked with mud,
and water squelched cut of his boots at every step. His
face, wherever it was not disguised by mud, showed
crimson with rage.

“Had an accident, sirf” asked Blake, with respeetful
sympathy. - ) .

Mr. Selby paused on the steps, and snorted. .

“T have been the victim of an infamous trick!’ he-
gasped. “ Some unfeeling young rascal moved the plank
bridge; and it fell as I crossed it. Someone must have
seen me COMing across the meadow, and done this
intentionally.” ) . i ¢

““Not a St. Jim's fellow, surely, sir,” said Tom Merry, .
with great meekness, : -t P
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1 am certain that it was. You were near the spot,
Manners.”

“T didn’t touch the plank, sir,” zaid Manners.

“There will be an inquiry,” said Mr. Selby, in a
grinding voice, and he sguelched into the house.

Tom Merry whistled. .

“Trouble for somebody,” remarked Talbot. *Omne of
the Third-Form fags, most likely; they don’t like Selby.”

“ Quite suah it wasn’t yon, Mannahs, deah boy?”

“Quite sure,” said Manners. “I wouldn’t have risked
it. Still, T can’t say I'm sorry it happened. Selby made
me give up a ripping photograph the other day, and gob
me into a row with Railton. He deserved it.”

“He's got a suspicious cyc on you,” said Blake, “It’s
a bit un%ucky you were there. ~Still, there must have
been other fellows there, too.” t

“0Oh, blow Selby!” said Manmners.
I'm as hungry as a hunter.”

“Tea !” said all the juniors together. i

“There’s a feed in No. 6,” remarked Blake. *Gussy’'s
fiver has come at last. He's going to get his clothes
out of pawn——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Weally, Blake, you ass—"

“But there will be enongh left for a feed.”

“Yaas, wathah, and I shall be vewy glad to see all you
fellahs there, aftah the  feahful times we have had
lately,” said Arthur Augustus,

“Hear, hear!”

Manners took his camera to the study in the Shell

. passage, and then the Terrible Three adjourned to Study
_ No. 6, There had heen hard times of late in that cele-
brated apartment, but Blake & Co. were making up for
it now. The festive-hoard was laden with excellent

“Who says tea?

things, and eight juniors sat down to a lavish tea in
great spirits. 3

They were  beginning, when Julian of the Fourth
looked in. -

Collection of the
Funniest
Pictures of tFe
Funniest M .x
Ever Born. ;. .

@

T

CHARYLYF CHAPLIN

containg uearly 200 pictures of the Great
Essanay Film Comedian in his very funniest
moods—myny of which you_have never yet
seen. It }» just the book you want to cheer
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“Come in, Julian,” said Jack Blake hospitably. “Jus
in time for tea.”

Dick Julian shook his head.

‘ Thanks, I've had my tea. I'm going to take you, A
study feed will make a striking picture—" .

“ You have not yet handed me that wotten picture you
took last week——" began D'Arcy.

“Oh, that’s ancient history, Gussy! Smile!”

“ What?”

“8Smile!” said Julian, sighting his camera. “Head a

bit more to the right, Talhot! Close your mouth a little =

more, Herries !”

“ What " snorted Herries.

“Smile, Gussy—""

“You uttah ass!” Arthur Augustns was frowning.
“I have already given you thwee thwashin’s for not givin’
up that wotten photogwaph—-"

“ Bmile I”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I uttahly wefuse to smile, you sillay nss, I—"
“Well, I'm not going to take yon with a face like
1at,” said Julian. “I can't risk my camera on it.”

“ Why, you sillay chump—"
Julian sniffed and went down
Augnstus frowned severely at the

“T can’t see nothin’ whatever to

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Hallo, Levison! What !uck?’ asked Talbot, as
Levizon of the Fourth passed the opsn door witl his
camera in his hand.

“ Nothing to speak of,” said Levisen
you seen Selby? What’s happened to I

“Tumbled in a ditch,” saic% Tom 3
moved the plank—"

" What a chance for a snap!” said Levisen, “Did any-
body get one®” .

“Too jolly risky,” said Manners,  “3Zelbv's too
Hunnish. If any fellow snapped him, the best thing he
can do is to chuck it away.” )

. Levison nodded and passed on. There was a peculiar
expression upon Levison’s face, but the juniors did not
see ibt.  Levison turned into the Shell passage, and
glanced up and down,

Then he quietly eniered Tom Merry's study, where

Manners’ camera reposed on the skelf. If the Terrible

—-
-

pussage.  Arthur
ing tea-party.
gwin at, you duffuhs.”

“1 ray. have
5

S Eomehody

&

o

Three had been aware of that action, ther would have -

been surprised. But the merry tea-party in Study No. 6

were thmking of anﬁhing but Levison of the TFaurth

and his knavish tric!

Manners, in the keen interest of photographing during
the afterncon, had forgotten the incident of the cricket.
stump. Levison had not forgotten. Oun _hat occasion,
Manners had wielded the stump, and Levicon had heen
stumped—it was the difference between the active angd the
passive—so perhaps it was natural that Levizon should
have a longer memory.

CHAPTER 11.

Levison’s Little Game!

R. BELBY pricked up his ears. -
The Third-Form master was coming down
the passage from the Housemaster’s study,

looking very cross.” Mr. Railion had done his
best to soothe him; the Housemaster did not think that
a St. Jim’s fellow had deliberately moved the plank bridge
for the purpose of giving Mr. Selby a tumble. Mr.
Selby, however, was convinced of it, and he required
the matter to be inquired into. Indeed, his suspicions
went further, and he surmised that the young rascal who
had caused his tumble had done se with the intention
of photographing him in 2 ridiculous position.. Mr. Selby
had not forgotten the incident of the previous week, and
Manners’ unlucky snapshot; and he had heard all about
the “ Weekly Snap ” prize. .

Mr. Railton, however, had declined to share his sus-
picions; and the Form-master came away from the study,
very muddy and very cross, feeling that he was not
receiving proper consideration and support. . ;

And as he passed the window alcove in the passage

¢'THE PENNY POPULAR, *OHUDKLES,” A
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He heard a whispered voice—the voice of Levizon of the
Fourth.

“They can’t prove anything anyway.
Manners take th% snap.” 7 & sy

_Then Mr. Selby pricked up his ears, He had a sus-
picious eye on Manners already. He paused in the
passage, under the impression that the juniors in the
window recess had not heard his footsteps, and did not
know that he was there.

“How do you know Manners snapped him?” asked the
voice of Mellish. !

“I faney,it's in his camera,” said Levison. “Of course,
! don’t know—I wasn’t on the spot—but I’ve got my own
ideas about it. I faney that if Mr. Selby looked into
Manners' camera, he would find a snap of himself in the
ditch. Of course, P'm not going to say anything, ‘Tain’t
my business to sneak.”

“ Levison !

The two juniors swung round from the window.

“Yes, sir,” said Levison.

“ Are you aware of the identity of the boy who played
& trick upon me this afternoon? *

“Ne, sir.”

“You have just stated to Mellish your belief that it was
Manners,”

“I—I—I was only just talking, sir,” stammered
Levison. “Of-—of course, I don’t know anything about
it. I wasn’t there.”

“You certainly appear to think that it was Manners,”
said Mr. Selby. “You probahly have some reason for
thinking so. If you know anything about the matter,
Levison, it is your duty to tell me.”

“1 don’t, sir,” zaid Levison. “I only know that
Manners has been taking photographs, but everybody
knows that. I—I dare say he didn’t do it, sir. If he
snapped you, the film would still be in his camera, so he
can easily prove that he didn’t, if—if——"

“If he did not!” said Mr. Selby grimly,
Levison !”

The master of the Third strode on.

Nobody saw

*Thank you,

He was convinced

now that Manners had played that trick upon him for<~

the purpose of getting a striking snapshot. Yet it could
not be ‘said that Levison had sneaked. Certainly the
contents of Manners' camera would prove the matter. If
he had snapped Mr. Selby wriggling in the ditch, ke had
directly disobeyed his Housemaster’s orders, and the
presumption would be strong that he had arranged the
mishap for the purpose. Mr. Selby was much obfiged to
Levison for the hint concerning Manners’ camera.

- Mellish locked very oddly at his companion when the
Form-master was gone. .

“What’s the little game?” he asked.

*“Game?” repeated Levison vaguely.

“Yes. You got me here, and began talking about
Manners as soon as you heard old Selby coming along.
You did it on purpose for him to hear youn.”

“ What rot!” said Levison.

“T don’t believe Manners did it,” said Mellish. *“ He
wouldn’t be such an ass, after what Railton said to
bhim !”

“Well, if he didn’t, his films will prove it,” said
Levison carelessly. “If he did, he ought to be punished
for—ahem !—disrespect to a master. Those rotters have
sniffed at me often enough for breaking rules.”

“1 don’t believe Selby will find a picture of himself
in Manners’ camera.”

“Well, if he doesn’t, Manners is all right, isn’t he?”
vyawned Levison; and he sauntered away, whistling,
feaving his chum looking very puzzled.

Meanwhile, Mr. Selby was looking for Manners. If
such a photograph existed in Manners’ camera, the Form-
master did not mean to give him an opportunity of con-
cealing it, if he could help it.

He inquired for Manners, and soon learned where he
was. The merry tea-party in Study No. 6 were startled
by a rap on the door; and Mr, Selby, with a frowning
brow, stepped into the study. The juniors rose respect-
fally to {’heir feet, and Manners made an inveluntary

rimace. He had little doubt that Mr. Selby was after
gim-——on sugpieion. '

“* Manners ! said the Third-Form master harshly.

“Yes, siz!” )

NEXT
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“Did you photogra
fallen into the ditc%.
spot.”

“I did not, sir,” said Manners quictly.

“Did you place the plank in a dangerous position, to
cause my fall, after seeing me approaching across the
meadow?”

*“No, sir.”

“Very well, Manners. Where is

“In my study, sir.”

“Have you removed the
have taken to-day?”

“ Not yet, sir.” i

“Very good. That camera must be placed in my hands
at once; or, rather, you shall take it to the Housemaster
in my presence. The contents must be examined.”

Manners flushed.

The implied doubt of his word was plain enough, and
he did not like it. Tom Merry and Lowther looked very
grim. But arguing with a Form-master was out of the
question. Only Arthur Augustus D’Arcy ventured upon
a remark. As Blake observed afterwards, Gussy was
always ready to exemplify the old proverb, that fools
rush in where angels fear to tread.

“It ap%)eahs to me, Mr. Selbay, that you are implyin’ a
doubt of Mannabs’® word, sir,” he began, turning his
eyeglass upon the Form-master. ~“That is not what
Mannahs has a wight te expect, sir.” -

“ You will kindly hold your tengue, D'Arey.”

“ Bai Jove !”

“I think it very probable that you are all in a plot
together,” snapped Mr. Selby. *“Manners, follow me at
once !” ] .

Manners hesitated a moment, Mr. Selby was not his
Form-master, But he was a master, after all, and he
had to be obeyed. Manmers followed him from the study.
Monty Lowther brandished a fist in the air when they had'

one. - i

ph me this afternoon, when I had
I am aware that you were upon the

5ir

Your camerar

photographs from it that you

“What surprises me,” he remarked, “is that nobody-

ever dots Selby in the eye! He keeps on asking for it and
never “gets it. If I knew who. had ducked him this
afterncon, I'd stand him_a currant bun.” i

“Yaas, wathah'! His mannahs leave vewy much to be
desiahed.” i :

Tom Merry looked very uneasy. P

“It’s all” right, Tom,” said. Talbot reassuringly:
“Manners has told us that he hasn’t snapped Selby:
There’s nothing in his camera to do him any harm.”

“ No, T suppose not,” agreed Tom.
plain enough, that’s true. I suppose it’s all right.”

Mr. Selby came back alon%"th-e passage with Manners,
the latter carrying the still unopened camera.
went downstairs, and directly to Mr. Railton’s study.
The Housemaster had a trace of impatience in his face’
as he regarded Mr. Selby inquiringly. '

“T have reason to suspect that Manners snapshotted me
in the ditch,” said Mr. ée]by. “T request that the photo-
graphs he has taken may be examined.” <.

“You have no objecfion, Manners, I suppose?” said
Mr. Railton. ’ . '

“None at all, sir. Of course, they will have to be
developed. I was going to do it after tea—"

“They will not be trusted in your hands, Manness,
under the circumstances,” said Mr. Selby. “I will ask
AMr. Lathom to develop the films, as he understands such
matters.” o £

“Tf Mr. Lathom will take the trouble, sir, I shall be
glad,” said Manners. “He can do it better than I can.”

“Request Mr. Lathom to step here, Manners,” said
the Housemaster. ;

Manners fetched in Mr. Lathom. The master of the
Fourth, who was a keen amateur photographer, willingly
undertook to develop the negatives. He took away the
camera at once to the dark-room.

“We shall soon have proof as to whether Manners has
stated the facts or not,” said Mr. Selby, with a grim look
at the Shell fellow. .

Mr. Railton frowned. '

“T accept Manners’ word,” he said. “I have asked Mr.
Lathom to develop the films, in order to place the matter
beyond all doubt, that is all. Manners, you may go; you
will be sent for if wanted.” - - -
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“Thank you, sir I” said Manners.

He returned to Study No. 6.

“Well?” said half a dozen voices.

“It’s all serene,” said Manners. “Lathom’s developing
the films, and he won’t find Selby in any of the pictures.
Selby will have to sing small, the blessed hunks.”

“I twust he will have the good gwace to beg your
pardon, Mannahs,” said Arthur Augustus.

“Cateh him !’ growled Manners.

Tea in Study No. 6 was finished, and the juniors were
chatting football and photography, when there was a
tap at the door, and Toby looked in.

“ Master Manners wanted in Mr. Railton’s study,” he

said.

“ Rightho, Toby! You chaps can come along and see
Selby climb down, if you like,” said Manners, with a
chuckle. “I'll leave the study door half-open for you.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The tea-party followed Manners downstairs. Ile
tapped at Mr. Bailton’s door and entered, leaving the
door well ajar. In the passage his friends waited for
Lim, prepared to see what passed, and to enjoy the
climbing-down process on the part of the obnoxious
Form-master.

But there was a surprise in store for Tom Merry
& Co. As Manners entered the study Mr. Railton fixed
a grim and frowning look upon him.

“ Manners !”

s Ye-e-s, sir,” stammered Manners, quite taken aback
by Mr. Railton’s look and tone.

“I am surprised and shocked, Manuners, to discover
that you have spoken falsely.”

“ Wha-at, sir?”

“I was quite assured of it from the beginning,” said
Mr. Selby acidly.

There was a murmur in the passage of amazement
and wrath. Manners stared blankly at the Housemaster
in utter dismay. 3

CHAPTER 12,
Found Guilty!

R. RAILTON frowned grimly. It was evident
that it was a - shock to him to discover
Manners in a falsehood, as he had said. Mr.
Selby did not, however, seem at all surprised.
Mr. Lathom, the master of the Fourth, was in the study
with a strip of negatives in his hand, and he looked very
distressed. .
“What have

you to say, Manners?’ exclaimed the
Housemastey. )

“I—T don’t quite nnderstand,” stammered Manners.-

#I—1 told you the exact truth, sir.”

“The impudence of that boy is astounding I ejaculated
Mr. Selby.” “He dares to.deny what he has done, with
the proof under his very eyes.’

“Manners,” aaid Mr. Railton sternly, “you remember
that I forbade you to repeat your former offence, of
photographing the masters—ahem!—on undesirable
occasions. I warned you that you would he severely

unished, and your camera would be confiscated. You

ave, however, taken a photograph of Mr. Selby in the
ditch, and the presnmption is therefore very strong that
you moved the plank to cause the accident, as you have
denicd your own action.” ’

“B-b-but I haven’t, sir,” blurted out Manners. <I
told Mr. Selby I hadn’t, sir.”

“Do you venture to repeat that statement now,
Manners?”

“ Certainly, sir.”

“You deny that you took a photograph of Mr.
struggling in the ditchf”

“ Certainly, sir.” .

“Manners, I fear that I have been greatly deceived
in you,” said Mr. Railton. * Look at that roll of films,
boy, and repeat your denial, if you have the audacity.”
X Mdanners glanced at the strip of film in Mr. Lathom’s

and.

“Is that the film from my camera, sir?” he asked.

“Yes, Manners,” said the little Form-master, in a low
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voice. “I opened your camera, Manners, removed the~
film, and developed it. This is it.” .

¢ Then it is all right,” said Manners. *There certainly
isn’t a photograph of Mr. Selby there.” .

“My dear Manners, look!” said Mr. Lathom mildly.

He held out the strip, Manners looked, and almost
fell on the floor of the study. There were three separate
photographs of Mr. Selby struggling in a muddy and
reedy ditch. In the negative, of course, the lights wers
dark, and the darks light, but the Third-Form masbter
was quite recognisable.

Manners stared at the negatives dumbfounded.

He felt as if his brain were turning,

How had those photographs of Mr. Selby come there?
On his roll of filmsin his camera? He was dumb.

“Well, Manners? Mr, Railton’s voice was as hard as
iron now. “Have you anything to say?”

“I—I—1 don’t understand——"

“Here is the boy’s own handiwork,” said Mr. Selby.
“He photographed me three times, as you see, Mr.
Railton, and denied having done so. I take it as proved
that he played the trick with the plank that caused the
accident, In any case, he has deligerately disobeyed his
Housemaster’s orders.”

“I—I haven’t,” stammered Manners. “I—I can't
imagine how those negatives got there.. T—I must have
got the wrong focus or something when I was taking
something else, and—and it came in by accident.”

“Do you consider that possible, Mr. Lathom?" asked
the Housemaster.

The master of the Fourth shook his head sadlr.

“No, sir. These photographs have been carefully
taken, and evidently with the deiiberate intention of
making Mr. Selby—in the ditch—the centre of the
picture,”

“Have you anything further to say, Manners?”

" I—T don’t understand.”

“Very well.. You remember my commands to you,
Monners, and thé penalty, This camera will be con-

_fiscated. I am sorry, as I am aware that it was presented

to you for an act of courage. You will be caned by the
headmaster. T shall report the whole circumstances of
the case to Dr. Holmes. Had you confessed vour fault
I should have punished you myself. But vour con-
scienceless prevarication makes the matter very much
more serious. I have no doubt that Dr. Holmes will
punish you in the presence of the whole school. For the
present you may go.”

“But, sir, I—-I—I—"

“You may go, Manners.”

The Shell fellow staggered, rather than walked, from
the Housemaster’s study. He looked utterly dazed. With
the evidence against him, Mr. Railton had no choice bhut
to find him guilty, and he realised that. It seemed to
Manners that his head was turning round.

His chums met him in the passage in a state of suz-

rige and consternation. They were utterly dismayed
y the turn the affair had token.  Tom Merry canght
his chum by the arm.

“ Manners, old chap——" .

“I-I think I must be going potty,” stammered
Manners. “I didn't take any snaps of Selby, I'll swear
I didn’t. Yet there they were in my camera. I—I must
have dome it witheut knowing it. I—I think I must be
cracked.”

“ Steady, old chap!” said Talbot. “That's a bit thick,
ou know. Pull yourself together! You look quite
nocked over.”

“I feel quite knocked over,” said Manners. “T'd have
sworn before a judge that I hadn’t snapped Selby in the
:Iil"iiqg. ’t];’ felt inclined to, but I didu’t do it. I swear

ant.

“But the snaps are there,” said Blake.

“Yes, I know they are. Unless I was cracked, and
didn’t know what I was doing, I can’t make it out.”

Mx. Lathom came down the passage, and he gave
Manners a sad glance. He, like the Housemaster, wag
shocked and surpriced. Julian of the Fourth came down
the stairs, and stopped the master of the Fourth.

“Can I use the dark-room now, sir? I want to do some
developing.” ’
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“Certainly, my boy,” said Mr. Lathom.

"% Thank you, sir "

The Fourth-Form master went to his study. Julian
was looking extremely cheerful.

“I’ve got a ripping set of imteriors, you fellows,” he
remarked, not noticing for the moment the glum looks

- of the juniors. “Even if I don’t bag the prize I shall

have a ripping set of pictures. I've got most of the
study, and a view of the Shell passage from the window
end. Hallo! What's the matter with you chaps?”

Julian looked econcerned as Tom Merry explained.

“That’s joliy odd,” he said. “This is what comes
of being an enthusiastic camera fiend, Manners. You
simply snapped Selby by instinet, you see, without even
noticing what you were doing.”

“T suppose I must have,” said Manners dazedly. “It
makes me think I’'m going cracked. Railton thinks I'm
a liar. So does Selby. DBut I don't care what Selby
thinks. Only—only it’s rotten for old Railton to look
on me as o lying cad, like-like Levison—" Manners’
voice broke. That was the unkindest cut of all. The
coming punishment from the Head, cven the loss of his
beloved camera, did not hit him so hard as the loss of
Mr. Railton’s goed opinien.

“Buck up!” said Tom Merry. “We're going to set
it right somehow.”

Julian went away with his camera to Mr. Lathom’s
dark-room. Tom Merry & Co. stood in a miserable
group, discussing the matter. Talbot of the Shell was
looking grim and thoughtful. Manners leaned on the
banisters, almost overcome. TUnless he was, as he had
put it, “cracked,” there was no explanation of the
strange affair.

Mr. Railton came out of his study, evidently on his
way to see the Head to make his report of the matter.
His glance dwelt for a moment sternly on Manners. The

acute distress in the junior’s face caused his expression.

to change a little, and he paused.
= This has heen a great shock to me, Mammers,” he
satd, “T had a very different opinion of you.”

“I cant’ help it, sir,” groaned Manners.  *“If I photo-:-

graphed Mr. Helby I must have been off my head when
1 did it, for I'll swear I never meant to. 1 took twelve
photegraphs with that roll of filins, and Mr. Selby wasn’t
in any of them, so far as I knew.”

Mr. Railfon’s brow darkened again.

“If you persist in this ridienlous denial, Manners——"

“It is the truth, sir,” said Tom Merry. “We all
know that Mauners wouldn’t tell a lie.”

“May I make a suggestion, sir?” said Talbot quiatly.
“Ian’t it possible that there has been some trick?”

“ Certainly not, Talbol! The ecamera wag opened, and
the films developed by Mr. Lathom.”

“No mistake abont that,” groaned Manners., “T can’t
understand it. The photegraphs were there, right
enough.” :

“ But before Mr. Lathom had the cameraf” said Talbot.
“Mr, Railton, T am sure there has Leen some trick in the
matter.” -

Mr. Railton lecked rather curiously at Talbot. The
Toff of the Shell had an old head on young shoulders.

“If you can make any suggestion, Talbot, to clear
Manners of this very serious charge, you are at liberty
to do so,” he said.

“Thank you, sir! Where did you leave your camera
when you came in, Manuers?”

“In the study.”

“7Then you came into No. 6 to tea?”

“Yes.?

“Then anyhody could have got at the camera if he
wanted tof” -

“T suppose so.”

“If somebody else had a camera the same size, with
a roll of those films in it, he could have taken out your
roll and put in his own roll if he had liked—somebody
else who had photographed Mr. Selby in the ditch, I
mean?”’ ;

Manners started. Mr. Selby, who had come on the
scene from the Housemaster’s study, sniffed, but Mr.
Railton locked very atientive.

“Who'd play such a dirty trick as that?’ muttered
Lowther,
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“Bai Jove!” Arthur Augustus D’Arcy simply yelled.
“Bai Jove! Gweat Scott! Levison!”

“ Levison !” . .

“Yaas, wathah! He played a wotten twick like that
once befoah.”

“T remember now!” exclaimed Tom Merry. “So he
did!  Why, it was as easy as anything to do, and
Levison’s just the chap to doit.”

“But Levison hasn’t a camera,” said Blake.

“Bai Jove! I—TI nevah thought of that!” i

“But he has a camera,” shouted Lowther—'"a half-
plate, with films, same size as Manners. We've seen it
He’s hired it somewhere. He had it in his study this
afternoon when Manners went for him.”

There was a buzz of excited voices at once.  Mr.
Railton’s veice broke in:

“Fetch Levison here, please !”

Two or three fellows hurried away in search of Levison.
A crowd had gathered in the passage, and there was a
breathless husﬁ while they waited for Levison.

CHAPTER 13.
The Anawer in the Negative,

EVISON of the Fourth came up in a few minutes.
He was looking surprised, but otherwise quite
unconcerned.

“You sent for me, sir?” he asked. :

“Yes, Levison.” Mr. Railton scanned the cool, ateadg 3
face of the cad of the Fourth. *Levison; I understand.
that you have a camera the same size as Manners!”

“I think so, sir—half-plate,” said Levisom, looking
astonished. - .

“Some films have been found in Manners’ camera
representing Mr. Selby at the time he had fallen into
the ditch. gl;é[annera declares that he did not photograph
Mr, Selby. It is suggested that somcone clse may have
taken advantage of Manners’ absence from his study to
take out his films and put in another roll.”

“Yes, sirt” said Levison.

‘His-tone was one of polite inquiry:
coughed. '

“Did you photograph Mr, Selby this afternoon,
Levison?”

«T, sir? No.” -

“Did you see him in the ditch?”

“No, sir. I heard about it when I came in. I
remember I asked these fellows as I passed them in the
study what had happened.”

“Yaas; that’s so,” murmured Arthur Augustus.

“Did you go to Manners' study, Levison?”

*“ Certainly not, sir!”

“You did not touch his camera?”

“His camera, sir? Why should I#”

“ Never mind that! Answer my question.”

“1 did not, sir.” :

“You deny having been in Manners’ study at all since
you came in?”

“ Certainly, sir!” A bitter look came over Levison's
face, and he smiled sardonically. “I understand now,
sir. Now Manners has been found out, he would like
to put it on me.” ) .

“That is what it appears like to me,” said Mr. Selby.
in a grinding voice.

- Manners crimsoned.

“I never said——" he began.

“Tt was I who made the suggestion, not Manners,” said
Talbot of the Shell quietly. “I didn’t think of you,
Levison. I suggested that it might have been done by
someone who used the same kind of films. I am certain
that the trick was played by somebody.” .

“And you plﬁyed just such a trick once beforel?
exclaimed Tom Merry hotly.

Levison shrugged his shoulders.

“There is mno evidence against Levison,” said Mr.
Railton. “1e could have played this trick, but so conld
anyone else who bad a similar camera. The fact that

Mr. Railton

- Levison played such a trick last term is mot evidence

against him now. - Can you account for your time,
Levison, since you came in?”
“T've been having tea in my study, sir, With Mellish
and Lumley-Lumley.” -
Tue Gem LiBRaARY.—No. 402,
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“I guess that’s correct,” remarked Lumley-Lumley,
who had followed Levison on the scenme. “Levison was
in the study five minutes after he came into the House,
sir. I saw him come in from the window.”

“That was time enough for him to play the trick,”
said Monty Lowther,

“Pretty quick work!” sneered Levison. “1I stopped
for a few minutes to speak to the fellows in No. 6, and
then went into my own study.”

Mr. Railton glanced over the crowd of excited juniors.

““Toes anyone remember having been in the Shell
passage at the time®” he asked.

There was a general shaking of heads.

“ Levison would pick a time when there was nobody
about, of course,” said Blake.

“All in five minutes!” sneered Levison.

Julian of the Fourth, with stains of chemicals on his
fingers and a purple smudge on his nose, came up from
the dark-room. He jaincﬁ the crowd ‘in the passage,
eurious to know what was “on.”

“Hold on a minute, sir!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy excitedly. “Pewwaps Julian eaw somethin’ of
Levison while he was hangin’ about the passages. He
had the feahful cheek to smap me the othal day, and
pewwaps—"

“Very well; I will question Julian. Juliom, it is a
uestion whether anyone was seen to enter Manners’ study
while Manners was in No. 6. If you can give evi-
dence—" :

“QOnly Levison, sir,” said Julian,

“Levison!”

“You .saw Levison
exclaimed Mr. Railton,

“Not entering, sir—coming out,” said Julian, in sur-
prige. “I was taking the Shell passage from the window,
and Tevison came out of Tom Merry’s study and went
away very quickly.” .

“When was that, Julian?" asked the Housemaster, his
face growing véry grim.

“ Ahout an hour ago, sir. Manners was in No. 6. It
was a few minutes after I had called in there.”

Tom Merry’s face lighted up.

“That settles it " he exclaimed. “That was the time!”

_“What have you to say, Levison:” asked Mr. Railton
sternly. “You i‘:(ave just denied entering Manners’ study
at all!” ’

Levison breathed hard for a moment.

_ “If you choose to believe him, sir, I've got mothing

to say,” said Levison bitterly. “They’re all in it together

to pub this on me. I repeat that I haven't been in
" Manners' study at all since T came in.”

Julian burst into a chuckle, which drew surprised
glances upon him from all sides. Mr. Railton frowned.

“This is no langhing matter, Julian.”

Julian coloured.

% Freuse me, sir, but I can prove what I've said.”

“Indeed! In what way?” '

“Y mentioned that I took a view of the Shell passage,
gir. Levison’s in the photograph, coming out of Tom
Merry's study.”

There was & chirrup of deiight from the whole Co.

Levison’s face was deadly pale, and his eyes had a
hunted look. The toils were closing in on him.

" “You are sure of what you say, Julian?” asked Mr.
Railton. ¢

“Qh, yes, sir! I've just developed the films, and
they're. drying now. Levison comes out guite clearly,
sneaking out of the study.” .

“ Huwway !”

“The films will be cxamined,” said Mr. Railton.
¢ Levison, do you now deny Julian's statement?”

Levison bit his lip hard. ~The thought was in his mind
Elgat Julian was ©bluffing,” that it was a trick to cateh

im,

“Yes, sir,” he said desperately. “I demy it from
beginning to end. I am quite certain there is nothing
of the kind in the film!” Levison was playing the game
out to the bitter end..

entering Manners’ study?”

“Very well,” said Mr. Railton, “T shall examine the
-film, main here till I return.” Come with me,

JFulian, and: show me the film.”
The Housemaster strode away, followed by Julian.
Tae Gem Lisrary.—No. 402
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The crowd of juniors waited breathlessly for his return,
Levison stood with beads of gempiration on his brow.

ut he felt that the game
was up.

In five minutes Mr. Railton returned.

. His brow was like thunder.

The juniors hung on his werds.

“ Julian’s film shows Merry’s study, with a boy leaving
it,” he said. “In the negative the boy in question looks
decidedly like Levison. If you persist in your denial,
Levison, the matter will be left till the print can be
taken.”

“Tt's still - light emough, sir,” szid Julian. “It can
be dong to-day.”

Levison bi$ his lip hard.

“That will settle the matter beyond all possibla
doubt,” said Mr. Railton. “Have you anything to say,
Levison?®” .

All eyes were upon the cad of the Fourth. His faco
was teddening ond paling by turns. The toils had
closed round him at last.

«]—J "—Levison spoke thickly—" I—I—— The fact is,
sir, I—I—T did it for a joke, sit. I meant fo own up!”

“You admit, Levison, that you placed a roll of flms
in Manners’ camera®”

Levison licked his dry lips. After the proof that he
had been in Tom Merry’s study, and after his denial of
i:nviug been there, he knew that a lie would not serve

im.

“Ye-e-es, sir!l”

“You photographed Mr. Selby in the ditch, then, in-
tending to play this trick on Manmners? Doubtless you
moved the plank to cause the accident, as you must
have thought out this trick from the bezinning,” said
Mr. Railton.

“T have no doubt of it,” said Mr. Selby furiously.
The Third-Form master had los% one victim, but he had
found another, and his own injustice to Manners made
him all the more furious with the real eulprit. “'The
oy is an utter rascal, sir—little short of a criminal !”

#You will come with me to the Head, Levison!”

Without a word Levison of the Fourth followed the
Housemaster to the Head's study.

He left a joyous crowd behind him. Manners was
surrounded by a congratulating swarm of juniors, and
Dick Julian came in for quite an ovation. And while
Tom Merry & Co. were rejoicing, there were sounds of
anguish proceeding from the ~Head's study, whers
Levison of the Fourth was receiving the flogzing of his
life.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy had announced that he would
graciously allow Julian to use that celebrated photo-
graph of Study No. 6, in which Cussy was mepresented
up-ended by his affectionate - chums. That was =z
reward for Julian’s services in clearing Manners, and
bringing Levison’s guilt home to him. But the swell
of Sf. Fim’s looked a little green when the result of the
“Weekly Snap” competition was - announced, and
Julian’s picture, having “bagged ” the five pound prize,
was printed in the photographic journal., It was agreed
that Tulian deserved the prize, bub Arthur Augustus shook
his head very seriously over the picture. There was a
rush on the copies of the *Weekly Snap " that week;
everybody seemed to want to .kee&) that picture of the
swell of St. Jim’s, in an attitude which, as Arthur
Augustus justly complained, could ouly be described a3
“yeally widiculous.” : .

After their tremendous expenditure on plates Study
No. 6 were somewhat surprised and disappointed at not
bagging the prize, But they congratulated Julian very
heartily, and so did Manners, woo secured the second

rize.

As for Levison, all he had secured was a flogging, but
it was agreed, too, that he had secured exactly what
he deserved. :

THE END.
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The previous instalments told how:—
NORRIS BRENT, on returning to England with bis

Chincse servant YEN HOW, is greeted by his unworthy
cousin, GUY MELVILLE.

Despite the fact that he had during a jowrney through a
desert stolen the last drop of water, and left them to perish,
Guy Melville pretends to be pleased at seeing them again.
He informs Dis cousin that, owing to the death of an uncle,
he is now owner of the estate Eagle's Cliff, and offers him a
position thereon, which is accepted, .

One day Yen How surprises his master by informing him

that MING YUNG, a Chinese mandarin, and his-ward,

SILVER PEARL, whose acquaintance Brent had previously
made in China, are staying at Eagle’s Nest.

Brent discovers that Ming Yung has come to Eagle’s Nest
in order to experiment with an invention with which he
hopes to secure world-wide power. X

(Guy Melville, for some sinister reason, desires the death
of his cousin, and secures the assistance of a gipsy, KARL
MARROK, to aid him in his foul purpose. '

Brent finds a ruby of great value, which, after it has been
stolen by Guy Melville, Ming Yung gains possession of.

Ming Yung, in a fit of temper, uses his marvellons inven-

tion to destroy a yacht belonging to one of Melville's guests,
and is consequently lorced to make a hurried return to
China with his ward, .
" Brent and Yen Flow follow the fugitives, and their search
feads them to an old Chinese temple. This they enter to rest
for the night; but, being fired at in the darkness, are forced
to Bee therefrom, and seek refuge in a scrub.

In the morning Brent ventures out of the scrub, and is
startled to see his cousin, Guy Melville, some distance ahcad
of him.

(Now go on with the story.)

The Mountain Torrent—The Cousins Meet—Lords of
the Wild, ) )

Overwhelmed by surprise, Norris Brent, utierly forgetful
of the danger that he was exposing himself to, stood and
stared at his eonsin. The thought that the persistent enemy
who had followed him throughout the night might be Guy
Melville had never once occurred to his mind.

He had believed the other to be at Eagle’s Nest, where
he had left him upon his own departure from England.
Amazement, perplexity, and angry indignation held
possession of him. The whistle of a bullet close to his head
warned him of the imminent peril that he was in.

“Come!” he said quickly to Yen How. “We must be
off. They've spotted us!”

" Leaving the shelter of the pile of rocks the comrades rushed
down the slope into the valley. ‘They had not gone far when
several more shots were fired at them. Looking back they
saw Guy Melville and another man, whom both recognised
immediately as Karl Marrok, in hot pursuit. :

*IKeep up the pace !” said Brent. *“We're ont of range at
present, and they're only wasting ammunition on us. Once
we're across the river we shall have beaten them!”

© NEXT
WEDNESDAY 1

‘THE GEM* LIBRARY.,

.‘ r'

“THE CALL OF THE CINEMA!”

One Penn 23

great new story of thrilling
adventure in the Far East.

A
—ccdb

PETER BAYNE.

Teaping over the rocks that were scattered promiscuously
about the rough, broken ground, they came to the edge
the stream, which was a foaming, roaring torrent, between
thirty and forty yards wide. .

Together they plunged in, and were instantly swept away
down-stream. The force of the current was greater than
they had supposed it would be. By hard and sustained
effort they managed to make slight progress in the direction
of the far bank, but it was not long before they were once.
more under revolver-fire. .

The danger came from Karl Marrok, who, ruiming along
the shore, subjected them to an incessant fusillade. He was

“uione;for-his companion; driven on by eger hate and reck-

lessness, had sprung into the river in pursuit of his cousin.

Quickly did Melville have cause to repent of his impra-
dence. He was a poor swimmer, and the swirling stream
carried him whither it would, despite his desperate attempts
to cross to the opposite bank. Soon he was in the direct
line of Marrok’s revolver-fire, a circumstance that intensified
his fears and turned his rage upon his associate,

“Qtop firing, you fool I he spluttered. “ And throw me
a rope, or something—I'm almost done!™

It was true. His strength was failing him fast. Yielding
{0 a panic of terror he screamed out and struzgled furionsly,
the vesult being that he sank under the water, reappearing a
moment or two later, only to sink again.

Drowning like a vat, Melville snddenly struck against a
hard, unyielding substance. Ile cluiched and held on to
it with the strength of frenzied despair. Ilis hend bobbed
up into the light, and he was able to breathe again.

Shaking the water from his eycs he looked round with a
dazed, frightened stare. He was clinging to a shaft of rock
sab down almost in mid-stream. Lying across the top of this
granite pillar, a few inches above the foaming surface of the
water, was his cousin.

To this precarious point of refuge, Brent had been swept
by the current, and, his head coming in contact with the
rock, he was partially stunned by the shock. The next thing
%g became conscious of was that Guy Melville was close to

im, .

Every now and then. the other vanished from sight as a
wave washed over him, and this vepeated submersion’
weakened his hold on the rock, to which his cut and bleeding
fingers clufched with desperate tenacity. Seeing his cousin
watching him he opened his lips in a cowaidly appeal.

“Bave me!” he cried. “I can’t-hold on many seconds
longer, Norrig, and unless you do something for me T shall
be drowned. You must help me! Remember that we are
cousing |

“I'm not likely to forget it,” said Brent, a look of cold
scorn and contempt in his face, “for I owe it to you that
my life has been in danger for months past. Time after
time you have attempted to kill me!”

“No, ne!” lied Melville, his features twitching horribly.
“It was Ming Yung who did that. He is your enemy. It
was a cursed day that we first met him. You have no cause
to_distrust me!” o ;

Impatiently Brent glanced away down-stceam.  He ecould
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sée no sign of Yen How. A consuming anxiety as to what
had happened to his comrade seized him. -~

#Look here,” -he said roughly to Melville, “if I pushed
you back into. the water and let you drown, I should only
be acting ih common justice. But, as you reminded T just
now, you are my cousin, and therefore I'mi going tﬁ cave
you to the punishment that will most certainly fal upo!?ft
you, sooner or-later,” You can take my place on the top of
the rock here. -There is plenty of room for cnet W

“As Brent dived off into g-.hebs?fggmg ;trlg:rn;lg‘ii‘yn%y f ;[eld

i . The bullet spe 0 by, “ar

athsrimhgror?seﬂiz ‘:ﬁgksurfme‘a few moments later, th% lizd
:Za.s out of range. Carefully_lmshtaudmg -his 'strength he

Oat with the swift eorrent. = .o | :
ﬂogiec{.ﬂg:x ‘:f{édvivel‘ widened out. Starting to swim ﬂg:ﬁ’&
Brent found that he was able to _make easy proggfsai) 5
it ‘was not long before he was standing on the Dpposlfe ‘?ard
From behind a clump of rushes, Yen How came forw

to meét him. .~ Chinama. “My
d [ too soon,” said the trusty Clunams
l)é‘g:;slgﬂa)hiaelff n;ouo?md makee sink., What thing have kept
o listened to the cxplanation that the
ot]‘:iz‘m;a\?ge?o%g; :kllltdsl;zoel; his head ?ud wrinkled up his
: ¢ i i rhidding frown.
o R ﬁi: Gmlgg‘l%'a '[:j’l"siigdggmrked. “More scnse
« ' : sense.
'V]elly ?t{ne-(mt ha.g gush'ed Mista, Melville under the water.
}’]E‘L]‘:;: ?-;Yl jfge't vid of him; and he '(%Olflble Jou no mare. Now
n ever before!
he do you morc harm than ever hore | ,
Norri ¢ uttered a reassuring langh. - s
'glgrrnnslgze:frni& of anything he may try t.oh do t.;) 1:1’1;;{‘B
he said. * Besides, although 1 gave him a cﬁ alll;:e i'50 '
hﬁa life, he may ot have had the luck t"}"pro t by it.
man I ‘do fear is Karl L'Ian.‘ok,_-thﬁe”gupsy !
“What _for- they-lcnn}e this side’? }
hoock his head. ° L i
‘BirOex?lgE;?iZh I could tell you,” he _l.el.lm_t_].
though, that it has something to do with M:{n
Jikely ';hey hope to d!.spolw;,er the sceret o
invention and profit by -it!

1 imagine,
Yung., Most
is mysterious

Ven How chuckled, and rubbed his hands together, . = -

y Eh) P “tfouble Burseclves
“Tn that case,” he said, *wened not sclves

vea‘S,II:-nucE}‘g about them. ‘fhey %111 e attenfje;} to: z’;q Mxl:ﬁ

Yung himself. He will know __how to treat them, my

youl® I g The hot sun
ades pushed on across the valley. he X
sog;l:edrggén !t'heit \fet clothes, and_now that the da_);g_er “SE“,‘]";‘
had threatened them was past, they made light .of it. 'té“
Brent would have given a great deal to know the x_-ca,sco}:l]! for
Guy Melville and his gipsy associate being in China,
especially. as he_believed that the object they had in view
concerned himself in son;xe Fa?. ’ - i Silioge
valley ended at the foot of a mountain range, W
lov'Iv‘gre slopég were thickly-wooded with tree and bush, and
the comrades, nothing dzﬁu;t};}ed by_t%le. fermidable climb in

Y m, commence, e ascent. .
flci?thfs g&é}sh'und cool in the shade, and, a good track bcmg
found, there was no delay occasioned by the necessity that
would otherwise have arisen of forcing a path through the
dense thickets that abounded on every side. Many sorts
of wild birds were numerous, and Chinese deer raced .away
at the approach of the young travellers, who keenly regretted
that they had no rifles with them. . X

Those which they had taken frem the pirates, along with
several other things, had been stolen from them soon after
their landing on the China coast. Fortunately, Brent did
not lose the English money that was secured in the pockets of
the belt that he wore next to his skin, and this, changed into
current coin of the realm, promised to last him for a long
time to come. s 2

So far he and Yen How had been in a position to provide
themselves fairly well with the necessaries of existence.
Now; however, they were differently placed, for many days
might elapse before they were in an inhabited region again.

With nothing but a compass and a map that Brent pos-
gessed to guide them, they had set out to reach Ming Yung’s
mountain home far to the south-west. That they were
travelling in the right direction was all that they knew with
any degree of certainty.

Now, more than cver hefore, did Brent value the com-

anionship of his Chinese comrade. Without the ather by
ﬁis side he would have been Jost. Therc was little that Yen
How could not be trusted to do at any time, and now that
he was back in his native land he was in his element.

On the way up the mountain-side he discovered a nest full
of large eggs, which, being cooked over a wood fire, were
found to be delicions eating. Thus refreshed, the comrades
renewed: their journey, and were soon-at a high altitude.
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“We shall ‘be out in the open in another minute,” said

-‘Brent, as the sunlight- grew stronger. .“ What a pity it is

. bamboo into the tiger-pit,
The *

- heen thrown on to the pointed wooden stakes

“THE BOYS' FRIEND
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that We ‘cali’t enjoy the forest. shade until ‘we're well over
the mouniains. As it is, we ‘must put up with no end of a

grilling.” - -

- “No mind that,” . Yen How anawered.  “My likee heat

” o

léet]ter than cold any day. ~-Can .stand-any amount of it.
nly—— & & . e . = ; 33
: Theie was an alarming -crash, and Ven How. disappeared
Tom
had-

sight.- In stefr:ping from the track to aveid a bush he
trodden on what was apparently sclid earth, scattered
with leaves,” that gave way immediately tnder - his
bt It was & longish drop that he made, But, alighting -
i3 feet, he preserved his balance by grasping the side of

on |
the- Hole into ‘which he had fallen,

' Hallo 1" shouted Brent. Are you hurt?”

“Not a bit ¢f it!” Ven How rejoined. *This is a tiger
pit. Lucky ‘for me. there is no oné at home. .But I'll have
hard work to elimb out;” =~ 7 : ;

- “Hold on a minute,” said Brent enccuragingly, “and vou
shall soon be ‘with me again.” Wil -

Running baék to a thicket the track had passed through,
he uprooted a bamboo about fifteen feet in leng:h and
returned with it to the brink of the pit. - -

““Here you are!” he cried, lowering the pale
rade. “Hang on- to it, and- I’ll have you up iz no time "

At that moment a fearsome hellow sounded. and out from
some bushes not a’ dozen Yards off bounded a zreat buffalo.
With its huge head lowered  mitil it almost touched the
ground, the savage brute charged straight a: Brent, who,
giving “a_ warning-shout to Yen How, ved down the

to his com-

Fortunately for both, Yen How

: t : ped aside and caughi;
his comrade,

Had he not done 0 he and Brent must have
) nred placed at the
botrom of the pir. and so impaied as to ensure for them a
lingering and painful death, :
“It's

. “Look out for a landslide!”
. A quanrity of stones and dirt rattled into the pit next

3 shouted Brent.
coming !” 3
moment; but the buffalo checked its fierce rush in time to

.save itself from & like faté to that.which had befallen the

comiipdes. ~ Snorting and bellowing;” thie massive brute glared
down 'at the prisoners, who feared that in irs rage it might
spring upon then. i

Keeping close to.the side of the pitr ther debated what
they should do. - To remain whera wera until the
buffalo departed seemed the wisest co o fallaw, and His-
they decided to do.

“The ugly beast isn’t likelr to stay
of time,” said Brent, “and if we keep quier it = 9 away
all the sooner. It's a rotten fix to.be in, but ne doubt this
pit _has saved our lives, for the brute would have had us
both down on the track and trampled us to death.”™

““That is so,”” agreed Yen How, who accepted rhe si
with characteristic calm and resignation. “No animal more
cunning than Chinese buffalo. He steal behind rou =0 quiet
and gentle that you no hear Lhim coming. Theén, bLrrouf!
He charge like 2 steam-engine, and everything iz up with~
you unless you have tiger-pit to fall into.” :

Brent gave a laugh. - -

“For choice,” he said, “I'd sooner climb a tree.” You
would be able to see whal was going on then, which is more
than you can do now.” : k

After a long time the buffalo drew back out of sight.
It becatne quict, -und the comrades, hearing no sound
of it, at last determined that it had gone back into the forest.
Being convinced of this, they naturally concluded that thera
was no longer any necessity for them to remain where they
were,

“Xeep the pole fixed firmly,” said Brent.
up it and have & look round. Here goes!”

Gripping hold of the bamboo he started to climh, and in
a few moments was level with the edge of the pit. ‘There,
not many yards away, was the buffalo. It was lying down
fa.fing- him, but as it did not move he realised that it was
asleep. :

“ Come on, Yen How !” he called down to his companion.
“The coast is clear for us at last!”

Nimbly ascending the bamboo pole, ¥Yen How reached his
comrade’s side. He started as he saw the buffalo, but Brent
quickly reassured him, and together they hurried noise-
lessly away from the spot. .

AI{ at once Yen How caught sight of a moving patch of
hrownish yellow between the trees. He paused to look at
it, and a ludicrous expression of mingled surprise and con-
sternation overspread his face. .

“My word !” he whispered. “You see that tiger?” ;

His companion had already seen it, for it was only a shott
’gijstunce-o%:-.ﬂi;rauge to say,. however, the tiger ‘took no
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| time' !’ At that moment a fearsome bellow sounded, an
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notice of the comrades. All its attention was given to the
buffalo.  Creeping sinuously over the uneven ground, it
approached to within seven or eight feet of its intended prey;
then, with swiftly lashing tail, it crouched low among the
wrass for a few moments.

Next it sprang forward with a long leap that brought it
down lengthwise on the buffulo’s broad back. There was &
tremendous bellow as its victim woke to the knowledge of
what was happening to it. In a moment the combatants
were furiously struggling together; but the comrades, gladly
seizing the opportunity to escape, did not pause to witness
the ouicome of the fight..

Darting out into the open they hastened on up the monp-
tain, and did ot hait until they had reached the summit.
“Then, worn ont and gasping for hreath, they Bung them-
gelves down on the hard rock.

“Wonder who had rthe best of it7” Yen How
# Tiger, my think.”

“Don't know, and don’t much care,” said Brent. with a
little laugh, **but I'd like to hear that they both rolled down
into the pit. Then they’d experience a similar sort of feeling
to the one we did, and feel mighty sorry for themselves!”

After a short rest the comrades mioved on down the far
side of the mountain. For over a week they pursued their
toilsome journey, suffering much from hunger and thirst,
for food and water were hard to procure.

Then one morning Yen How pointed in the direction of a
native village standing on the banks of a wide river.

“We pass that side once before,” he said, “on our way
down to Canton. Velly soon now we see Ming Yung again.”

Paying no attention to the remark, Brent stopped and bent
his head in a listening attitude. :

“ can hear music of some kind,” he said.
going on 7’

) f-}{fﬂ How, also hearing the noise,
of it.

remarked.

“YWhat can be

understood the mecaning
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are1” Brent cried, lowering the pole to his comrad

a great buffalo.

One Penny.

¢, ‘‘Hang on to if, Vand I have Iou up in no
d out from some bushes zot a dozen yards oft bounded
(See page 24.)

“This day the Chinese makee
chin-chin to the great dragon. Suppose they come this way,
we shall see them. But more better they no see us.”

Taking the hint, Brent led the way to & thick bamboo grove
that overgrew a high point of the rviver-bank, It provided
them wiih an excellent post of observation, and, what was
as important for their purpose, it effectually sereened them
from sight.

“My savee,” he remarked.

The Dragon Festival-—Seen from the Thicket—Ho Beng's’
Surprise.

"Pen minutes later a progession of long boats, paddled by
Chinese fantastically attired, and carrying native wnusicians
blowing horns and trumpets, and beating drums, rounded a
distant bend of the stream.

T'he largest boat was gay with gilding and paint, Tis carved
bow represented a winged dragon, from whose open jaws
jesued a clond of coloured smoke, Astern there was a raised
deck, covered by a-silk awning, on which stood, tide by side,
s man and girl,

Long before he could eatch a glimpse of their faces, Norris
Brent kpew instinetively that these two persons were Ming
Yung and Silver Pearl. He guessed right. The jellow
wizard and his ward were taking part in a river festival beld
in honour of the dragon, the legendary guardian of their land
ihat the Chincse have paid homage to for thousands of years.

This superstitious veneration for a mythical creature Ming
Vung shared with the rest of his fellow-countrymen. It was
a curious thing that such a man as he, who knew all that there
was to be known of modern science, should hold to a belief
so utterly at variance with reason and common-sense. 5 %

It might have been that he so believed because he had
never doubted. At any rate, the fact vemained that in this
divection he was almost as superstitious as the strangely-
elothed and ignorant heathen around him. ’
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The boats swopt on, and at last Brent was able to obtain a
ovd view of Silver Pearl. She was paler than when he had
ast scen’ her, but beautiful as ever, and a wild impulse that he
was barely able to restrain came to him to rush down the
bauk calling her name. 8o eutirely were his thoughts centred
on she:g’ir% that he took no notice of her companion, and
was oblivious to all that was taking place until Yen IMow
difected ‘his notice to it. o
© “Tiook—see ! said his comrade, glancing towards a small
" gailing ‘junk that, coming up the river, had been stopped and
surrounided” by the leading boats in the festive procossion,
“My think something going to happen, What for thcy stop
that junk 7
Trou the river came an exeited hum of voices thet suddenly
rose to a shout of angry execration. The caunse of this agita-
tioi amongst the Chinese was speodily revealed in the shape of .
+XKarl Marrok, who, revolver in haund, prevented the yellow
merni from boarding the-junk, .
" With insolent bravado the gipsy smoked a cigarette as he
kept the Chinese at bay. That he did not fear them in the
“ least was obvious to anyone who watched him, Base and evil
‘though hé was; he posscssed the redeeming quality of unflinch-
ing courage. E
““What a nerve the fellow has!" muttered Brent, ““He's as
. cool and collected as if he wasn’t in the slightest danger,
Wonder where my cousin is?”’
There was no sign of Guy.Melville, Apparently Marrok
waa the only person on board N :
the junk. Emboldened by the § > el

Yen How, and of their escape, making no mention, however,
of Guy Melville, or of circu os that he d d it best
the man before him should know nothing about.

-That Marrok spoke the truth Ming Yung was now con-
vinced. . - :

Hurled into the sca, Norris Brent had. escaped the crue!
death intended for him, and was now once more threatening
his powerful enemy with somo unknown danger. A vague,
chilling sense of fear that was new to him assailed the yellow

. wizard,

In the past he had contemptuously sweépt his foes from his

path, and they had troubled him no more. But he had failed
to strike down the British lad, though, time after time, he
had tried to. Was fate, as represented by Brent, going to
cheat him out of all that he had set his heart on? ’i‘rem"blmg,
he passed his hand across his brow,
- “You .leave Brent to me,” said Karl Marrok meaningly,
his sharp eyes narrowly watching every movement of the
other. *If he ever seeks to cross my will again so much
the worse for him !

“Do you hate the boy?"” .

“Hate him !” exclaimed the gipsy, with an evil smile. “I
should never die happy unless I knew that through me he
had come to a sudden end!” ' :

In the short silence that cnsued Ming Yung ‘decided that
Marrok might render him useful service for a time,

v “You sphall rcmain with

knowledge that they had only
one man to deal with, the
Chinese in the boats suddenly
meade a concerted movement
against him.

Springing’ up on to the
deck  of ' the sailing-vessel, ¢
they rushed on Marrok- from -¢
all “sides. He fired twice,
missing. cach time, and was
then seized and hurled against
the mast. In_another mo-

- ment hé would have been g

constantly askin

dono to death by the howling
mob had not Ming Yung, in

A QUARTERMASTER-SERGEANT'S
APPEAL. ,

) : “ France, September 16th, 1915, i
Y Dear Editor,—The men of iy company are so

C me for reading matter, and as yours
i3 the kind which seems to find very great favour with
them, I have determined to ask you to appeal to your &
readers to send along the ‘Gem' Library and com-
panion papers as they finish with them. If they will &
address them_to me, I will see that they are distri- )
buted .and redistributed In fact, if I get sufficient I
will form a kind of library, and thus ensure every

B me!” he declared. “Do my
will, and give me implicit
j obedience in all things, and
your reward shall be a hand-
‘some one. But fail me in a
single thing, and you will
Lave cause to regret that you
ever lived to set eyes on
me.”
Indicating by a gesture of
his hand that he did not wish
the other to 'say anything

more, he left the junk,
leaving a Chinese guard -on
board, and return to “his

own boat. Then the proces-

a rvinging voice that made man getting some reading whenever he wants it. My r sion, in which the craft

. itsolf elearly h,?::.id ab}ovc the j mame and address is: . / sailcdd by  Marrok now

din, comman that mno i AN RTER Do | ¢ figured, went on down the
birin S e doneto the Gy Quemsntmna Gos,  { KO .

white man. . “ Byitish Expeditiona?v Forde v “Well, I'm hanged!” said

v . 4 Norris Brent, who had

back from Marrok, who, a few
moments later, found bimself
confronted by Ming Yung
himself.  The  mutual recog-
nition was an immediate one.
Yor an instant the gipsy
siowed a faint sign of alaym

[nstantly the Chinese fell é

fow
Penny

“The men are at present billeted in a town which
has been almost deserted by its civil population, and
have ¥ractically nothing to do when resting; and a-

of your papers, such as the ‘Gem’ and ‘The
opular,” would help to pass away the time.
“Wishing you every success, I am, yours faithfully,
« A. €. Cave (Company Quartermaster-Sergeant).”

watched the scene in grow-
ing wonder and amazement.
“ What -’son meke of it?”
h Yen How shook his head.
“You askee me another!”
he answered. My thought
that Ming Yung would have
Marrok knocked on the head,

at beholding his redpubtable
for. Then iis lips parted in
& smile.

“We are well met,” he said.  * Liitle did I expect to sce
you until I reached your home, and even there, 1 expeet, it
would have been difficult work to obtain an audience with
yOLL.

! Cirim as death looked the yellow wizard.

“Where is your master 7’ he inguired.

“If you mean Guy Melville,” was the answer, “I don’t
know, and neither-do I care. IHe was in England when T left
that country ncarly three months ago. Grew tired of him,
and resumed my former life as a sailor.  Worked my way out
to {'anton-on a cargo stcamer, and then started on  this

. journey to sce yow.” .

“With what object?” -

i Karl Marrok smiled knowingly up into Ming Yung's sombre
.- aco,

“YWhen I tell you,” he said, “you will be surprised. . Vou
will also regard me ag your friend. Although Guy Meclville
iy in England his cousin is out here, He and a Chinaman,
Yen How by name, followed you to this country. What their
object is you know probably far better than myself.” ;

Ming Yung uttered a harsh laugh. i

“Tics will not serve you here,” he said, “The white youth
you refer to—Norris Brent—perished in the Indian Ocean,
where he was drowned from the same vessel that T travelled
by to China.* =

“What!” cried Marrok, searcely believing what he heard.

_“But that is impossible ! I know, as an-absolute fact, that
Dreat is alive and in China.” .

Quickly he told the other of his méeting with Brent and
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<= %t and thrown into the water.
. . Instead of that, the two aro
more like [riends than enemics.”

“ Marrok is a cunning dog,” said Dront, “ 1od he's no doubt
succeeded in favourably impressing iding Yung with a Iying
yarn of some sort. It's lucky for us we’ve seen what we have,
for now we know a little of what we're up against.”

Leaving the bamboo grove, thé-comrades prodesded oxitheir

_journey, taking care to avoid passing close to any village, snd

eeping off the tracks that they had made use of before.

. On the way, Brent thought constantly of his consin, who, -
_judging by the look of things, had met with his death. - Ha

did not pretend to a regret that he could not honestly feel,
but he would have greatly liked to know what fafe had really
overtaken Guy Melville, and whether Marrok had taken a
leading part in it. R

“ Marrok would play him false if it suited him-to dd so,” he
said. “I know that by my own experience of the fellow. Of
course, Guy may have been hidden away on the junk some-
where, He wouldn’t have had the ghost of a ¢hance of
deceiving Ming Yung.” 3

Late in the afternoon, the travellers camo in sight of Ming
Yung’s picturesque home. It looked just as it had done so

-many months before, when they had fled from it for their

lives, and the memories of that time of dire peril came’ back
with a rush to their minds. Had they escaped-then only to
return now and find death awaiting them? The question was
a hard one to answer, i iy
“Tell you what it is,” said Brent. “We've a chanee -of
entering "the place and finding a good hiding-place béfore
Ming - uug and his crowd of réetainers return from theit ziver
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jamt. Very few have been lefi at home, T imagine, and as
we know our way about, we can casily dodge theni.”

“A velly good plan,” Yen Iow assented, *But.we mist
keep a sharp look-out for the dogs, or they’ll bark and give
the show away. Seems fo me,”. he added, glaneing at his

- rompanion, *that if we are going to stop this side for a while,
that native dress you have on. will prove our salyation. Al
von noed now to make you look exactly like a real Chinaman,
is a nice, long pigtail.” :

“ And that youw'll never get me to wear,” laughed Brent.

. “It was only because my own old clothes were worn to rags
that T had these, and jolly glad T shall be when the time
comes for me to put them on one side.”

Approaching tl]e house from the riverside, the comrades
ascended the steep, rugged sloPe of the hill, down which they
Jiad rushed when Ming Yung's native servants bad pursued
them. Sereened by the trces and bushes, they ran no riek
aof heing overlooked, and at last eame under the high, massive
wall, that surrounded the premises.

“The gateway is shut,” said Brent, and if we opened it
sameone might hear us. Give me a leg vp this tree, and T'Il
look over into the cowpound and see if there is auyone
about.” K i
_ Climbing the tree, which was densely foliaged, Brent pecred
down into the large compound on the other side of the wall.
There were dogs sleeping there, and an old Chinaman, whom
he remembered to have seen before, sat smoking a long pipe
just inside the closed gateway. b

There was 1o other sign of life to be seen. Evidently the
Chinaman by the gate and his dogs were keeping a perfunc-
tory watch on the house, which was deserted for the time
heing. Descending from his perch, Brent acquaintcd his com-
panion with the result of his observation.

“Velly good!” Yen How commented. “But the_ dogs
would spot us the mement we ‘set foot in the compound, and

_ though the house is shut up, m; fancy that there i sure to
he someone inside. My savee Cfliljese ways. To go in there
now would be to walk into a trap.”

But Brent was not to be disswaded from making the venture

. that he had planned in hig own mind during the previous
few minutes. This was nothing less than to enter the house
and search for some practical proof that Ming Lung was still

_engaged in experimenting withthe diabolical violet ray, that
was such @ menace to the power of the white race,

* Anvhow, I'm going to risk it,” he declared, in answer to
his companion. “ You must keep watch. ontgide and give me
a warning should it be necessary to do s0."”

gilently Yen How acquiesced in the proj osal, It did not
mect wit{; his approval, but it was nof for him to sef ‘himself
in opposition to his comrade’s wish, nor would it, as he knew
perfectly well, have the slightest effcet upon the other did heé

do go.

Scaling the wall, Brent let himself to the ground on the
far side. The Chinese watehman did not stir, nor did the
sleeping dogs awake. Swiftly and quietly the lad hurried

; icross the compound to a long verandah at the side of the

OUSE. -

Eureka! A swing door that he tried opened to his push
upon it. The room within was sparely fucnished, and, after
taking & quick glance round it, he passed into the one
beyond.
¢/ Fhere was nothing here to attract his natice, and he was

about to leave wwhen the rustle of a paper fell on his esr, The

sonund came from behind some gaily enibroidered silk curtaing

Ly inner doorway. Cautionsly he stole forward
the edige of the-curtain next to the wall

¢THE GEM” LIBRARY, - " One Penny. . -

~uge for the purpose.

yon to & sure hiding-place.”™

.to lack for you here!”

At a table in the aprrtment beyond a Chinaman was writing
on long, red. slips of rice-paper, such as the Chinesc often
A single glance showed Brent that the
individual was Ho Beng, Ming Yuug's sly -and crafty
£RCYCTREY. N

Scarcely had he made this discovery,
low whistle, It was the warning that Yen Fow had promised
to give him in case of emergency. Almost immediately after-
wards & furious barking came from the dogs in the compound.

Starting back, Brent turned to retrace his steps, but in his
haste he wds not so cautious as before, and a board creaked
loudly under his tread. -

“Who is therc?” called Ho Beng sharply, rising from his
seat, and pulling back the silkc curtains at the doorway: “Hal
Nume of & dog! How did you get in here?” :

Ile imagined Brent to be a Chinesc coolie, for the other had
his back turned to him, and the fading light was deceptive.
The challenge made the intruder realise that he was in & most
awkward situation. What should he do? Discovery was
certain.

Again Ho Beng called out, s.usgljicimlsly this time, and came
into the room. Then he recoited with an expression of fear-
etricken amazement, as the supposed Chinaman swung round
and revealed to him the features of the lad whom, like his
master, he had believed to be lying in an oceam grave,

“Hilonee ! said Brent sharply, “One cry from your lips
will be your last. You are st my merey, and yow'll have to
do exactly as I tell you to.” - ;

Catching sight of a pair of crossed daggers hanging from
the wall, he took one down. It was a formidable weapon,
ot unlike a Malay. kriss; and sharp of blade as a razor.

“Now that T have thie in my hand.” he said to the enraged
but terrified Ho Beng, “I care not if you try to trick me, for
vou will be the eufferer. You must know of a place quite
near here, and under this roof, where it will be perfectly safe
for me to remain until I can choose my own time for depar-
ture without anyone else knowing it.”

A cupning look flashed in Ho Beng’s eyes. What a fool, ho
told himself, was this feringhee to make such a request. He
had but to comply with it to ensure the other’s speedy doom.

“¥ou have me in your power,” he said, affecting a relue-
tance that he was far from feeling “There is nothing else
for me 0 do but to chey you. Come with me. I will lead

Keeping & sharp eye on him, Brent followed his guide
througlt tiwo, or three rooms, down a long passage, and up
1 winding stone staircase to a daor in the wall. Openibg it
with a key, Ho Beng flung the door open, disclosing a dark
and cheerless interior.

“Von can remain here,” he said, with a bland and innecent
smile, “until I return, Have no fear. No one will come

Brent gave 1o Beng a smart push.

“(Co on in!” he said, with a cheery grin “You must be
my companion. I hate solitude. If you behave yourself, we
shall get on very well together!” .

Sick with fear, wild \\'itgil hunsiliation at the thonght of how

neatly he had been tricked when he believed all the time that ..~

he was tricking another, Ho Beng did as he was ordered to.
“Now, hand me over the key,™ saic Breat. “Thanks 1™
Then, closing the door, he locked it.

/Another grand long Instalment of this fine serlal
story next Wednesday. Order your copy eariy.)
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T 7 ' . nothing preposterous in the way in which he knocked oub
THE CALL OF THE CINEMA! . Tom Merry. It was a good, well-balanced victory.-
By Martin Clifford. Those boys who have grumbled and groused at Tom Merry’s ;
defeat are not good sportsmen. They must allow their heroes = . -

4 Next week's magnificent, long, complete story of the St ey | 2

: Jim's scholars hring’; 4o mind li%'ely rcgolloct.ionz of the days ';5?01';“1(;;'(;1 hardhl_;.nncllen i “;:'“ as give them. Time was when
when Monty Lowther, the humorist of the Shell, was stage- 'y erry Lms? Fend I?iﬁl to the wide by Petﬁr_'log!d,
struck, and threw in his lot with a touring company. History | & an::]me s i B“.’;,‘,‘ _D_agu%tlfes get up on their hind
repeats itself on this occasion, save that the cmema, and not 1931 anc c:g 3 aimle'Th id " they go straightway into
the: boards, fascinates the foolish junior. Lowther leaves 8t ~ (Y3enest o ohiak i 11'_1 They took the situation calmly and
Jim's under dramatic circumstances and, throngh the influenca i,’l“%‘;ﬂ {:a 5’1 and the onc or two discontented Gemites
. of My, Curll, the broken-down actor, who is strongly addicted  ® 13‘14 ake a lenf out C'fIthe”'_ bODk_’ and be good EPUrt”ma.“ﬁ

I3 i the eup that chters, ha finds employment as a relief pianist _.“‘;G‘m",,mo"s bii g‘['d- t];.‘“" ¢ ;ﬂ]k‘-’d Tgﬁ_mﬂtti’-‘ o!vnr _‘;11:
at a picture-house. His experiences, during the fortnight that ‘\;; ('lifftgrd ey M -B?.gi]e 36 “‘?{l Of;' ?_ln"‘ ‘er:{llf' ?"tY %‘ er
© follows, are very painful anes; and the boy who so prompily of \.‘.‘.inning bg(l;'k- hli:% 10;‘;‘?;{;&;“ afford Tom Merry a chance

answered . ; .
’ ¢ THE CALL CF THE GINEMA" . ;
i needs very little persuasion to return to the old schocl and the - : : g i

~ mere clevating sceiety_ of his ioyal chums. . OUR ROLL OF DISHONOUR.
S ' : : ; A Choice Collection of Cads. 3
ot ; B ;i A good many #Gem” readers having implored me not to:. 27"
I WANT YOUR GPINION NOW,:" . . fillpthis Chat with cemments -on. the letters of certain-ill-bred; -z
M.V, T. & Manchester veador of the **Geni’ . (‘a(g(h.gh vouths, I have decided to bear their wishes in: mind, 3
comes 1o me this week with a very impertant and inrer e and instead of replying to cffensive lettcrs at full length, 1 i
suggesiion. "He declares that the = Penny Popular,” our well- sh‘a-ll i futu‘."c‘. place the names of ths writers on our Roll of H
known Triday companion paper. would merit its title more Pghbﬂglll‘i‘.b'ihcse who seek fo drag the fair name of the
than ever if the tales of Tom Merry & Co. were topical and e ’pm.m l! ’i‘“'-" ﬂf‘“‘“-'-fh tAhE slough of stander are con-
up-te-date, and did not deal’ with the early schooldays of the f'mlml 2 i‘" 6 ;3'-’1’! :md| well merit being made a publio
characters in question. Moreover, it has cccurred to me: that ¢xample of. So here goes!
the * Penny Pop ” would be considerably enhanced if the - W. MALPAS (Oxford)

‘sehool stories dealt with the rivaley between St Jim's and F. STEPHENS (London}
Gireyfriars. ) k ‘TOM HARPER (Sunderland}
- T will ‘do nothing in the matter, however, intil T have cou- - 8. HUNTLEY (Menmouth)
sulted my numerous chums. Will those who eanespare the 7 .- W. MORTON .(Leith), -
" time please drop me a note saying what they think of the VICTOR MASKELL (Rochdale)
idea? This is the suggested change in a nutshell: ALBERT WALSH (Rochdale)
) = . 3 ) JACK SHARPLES (Rochdale)
To discard the stories dealing with the early schooldays 2 TOM GARRY (Rochdale) .
of Tom Bf(jierry & lCu:». at St J_1_m"sf; :Iud t? mtrod_ueﬁ, i{: ~ J. McM. (Bootle). . 7 i
their siead, entirely new stories of” these famous school- Other names of malcontents will be published from time to °
boys, and their healthy feud with’ Harry Wharton & Co.  time. I leave it to the loyal readers iﬁ't.h.e Lgin m s o
of Greyfriars. . ) to ferrot out the obnoxious individuals and bring !

= R iy et .- sense of their folly.”-
.n thanking my Manchester chum for his kird suggestion, - 7 :
T way repeat what I hia,vc sénid mauny times (}Je.‘fore,hviz., that - : o e
T am always only too pleased to give my readers a hearing on- : St 3 :
any matter in connectien with the welfare of the “Gem™ . : REPLIES IN BREEF-

Library and its companion papers. .

—_—
e

7. B. (Montrose):—Thank you véry- much St rs.ltad'
twenty-three of your chmms to send me heir agﬁi'ogil in 'cg

— s nection “with the publication of “Tom Merry’'s Weekly™ :
s S Your enthusiasm does you credit. I have no space-in which
THE SPORTING SPIRIT. : - to record: the ‘names of the boys.in tli‘?'%g.:!ﬁnﬁ and Greg-
Tver since a certain story “appeared in.the “Magnet” friars elevens. You will find themi in” the next threepenny

4

Library, describing how Bob Cherry of Greyfriars conquered book by Frabk Richards. T am obliged to' you for bringing
Tom Merry of St, Jim’s in fistie_encounter, disconsglate = tWo errors fo.my motice. The peor printer, whem it is usnal
lotters have been drifting into this office, in which the writers  to blame for such blovmers, was' not responsible on this
bemoan that such .a thing should have come to pass. Tom . cccasion. ey i . 5
Merry beaten! How absurd! -And by Bob Cherry, too!: " ~A. C. (London, X.C..—The conipetition result you mention
What ever arc the companion papers coming to? has alveady appeared, o - 5,
I can only denounce t.ﬁi.s sort of thing as being very peevish. “Two-of Tom’s Girl Admirérs” (Bournemouth).—T -was
Tom Merry is a human boy, not a phenomenon, and he cannot ~ Very pleased to hear from two such old friends again, and am
be expected to win all along the line in everything he under- glad you intend giving *“Cousin Ethel's Schooldays” - yotir
takes. Pergonally, in reading the story—which, by the way, Ioyal support, It will be. only a matter of weeks now befgze
was entitled *“Sportsmen AIL”—I could not but admire the  this abqrg. ppears. T williconsider your suggestion concern
‘game way in which Tom fought his fight up to the eighth. - lery. - Best wishes. - T
, Tound. And Bob Cherry, mark you, is a splendid boxer, hard d . (Continued on page I of cover.)
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