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And then suddenly his gown tightened and Crooke’s jacket was dragged over his
“ Crooke, let go my gown at once,’”’ stormed the irate Form-master. * I’'m not holding it.”” yelied the unhappy

Crooke, unaware that the new boy had been busy with a safety-pin.

CHAPTER 1.

Simply Astounding !

VERYBODY had noticed it.

That is to say, everybody in
the School House; Mulvaney of
the Sixth being a School House

fellow. For days past Mulvaney had
been like a bear with a sore head. Af
all events, that was how Jack Blake
described him. Blake of the Fourth
had the honour of fagging for Mul-
vaney that term, and so when Mulvaney
was specially bad tempered Blake knew
it better than anybody else. 3

Old Mulvey, Blake confided to his
chums in Study No. 6, wasn’t a bad
sort of a duffer, as a rule. But lately
he had been very trying. Something
was worrying him.

Mulvaney was
He was a good
times played in

popular in his way.
footballer, and some-
the first eleven He
was a leading light of the senior
debating society. He would referce a
junior match, which was really very
kind of him. He was a prefect, and
sometimes imposed lines and “whop-
pings.” But Tom Merry said, from
experience, that old Mulvey’s whop-
pings were always laid on more lightly
than any other prefect’s whoppings.
And he did not always remember to ask
for the lines.

So, wupon the whole. the
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agreed that Mulvey was a good sort;
and Jack Blake forgave him for un-
accountable outbreaks of temper when
his duties as a fag brought them in
contact.

The fellows could not help wondering
what was up with Mulvaney. Levison
of the Fourth, who knew everything,
declared that the senior’s bad temper
dated from the morning when he had
received a letter from home. Levison
declared that he had seen Mulvaney shy
that letter across the Senior Common-
room, and then kick over a chair.

Tom Merry, of the Shell, was the first
to receive any definite information.
Tom Merry, who was captain of the
junior eleven at St. Jim's, wanted Mul-
vaney to referee in a match with
Rylcombe Grammar School. But, in
view of Mulvaney’s irascibility of late,
he felt a little doubtful about asking
him, and he consulted on the subject
with his chums, Manners and Lowther.

“Oh, ask him!” said Manners “It
can’t do any harm.”

“He can only kick you out of his
study, anyway !” said Monty Lowther.

Tom Merry laughed

“Well, that isn’t exactly what 1
want,” he said. “Still, I think I’ll
tackle him. I want to have a Sixth
Former refereeing the match, if we can
work it.”

And Tom Merry made his way, a little

doubtfully, to Mulvaney’s
Sixth Form passage.

As he approached the study he heard
a sound of irregular footsteps pacing
to and fro in the roem. AMulvaney was
not at ease. Tom hesitated a few
moments, and then made up his mind
and knocked at the door.

There was no reply from within.
Mulvaney apparently did not hear the
knock.

Tom Merry knocked again, and then
opened the door.

Mulvaney was walking up and down
his study, with his hands thrust deep
into his pockets and his brows corru-
gated in a deep furrow. He stopped,
and stared at the junior, not at all
amiably.

study in the

“Why didn’t. you knock?” he de-
manded crossly.
“I did,” said Tom mildly. “Twice !”

“Well, what do you want?”

“Ahem! If you’re busy, I'll see you
another time,” said Tom Merry diplo-
matically.

The prefect did not seem to be quite
in a humour for favours to be asked
of him.

“Well, get out I”” said Mulvaney.

“Certainly !”

Tom drew back, and was pulling the
door shut after him, when Mulvaney
fapped out:

“No; come in!

I want to speak to
you.”
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—THIS RIPPING LONG YARN OF THE CHUMS OF ST. JIM’S.
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Tom came into the study, and waited.

Mulvaney took another turn or two
up and down the room without speak-
ing, and Tom Merry waited in silence,
wondering what was coming. It was
very evident that old Mulvey was very
much perturbed.

He stopped at last, and stared at Tom
Merry again.

“I want to speak to you, Merry,” he
said abruptly.

*Yes i

“It’s about——" Mulvaney paused.

“Yes?” said Tom Merry again.

“It’s a rotten bother |”

“Is it?” said Tom, not knowing
what else to say. If Mulvaney had
been a junior, he would have said:
“Get it off your chest, Mulvey, old
chap!” But he could not say that to
a prefect.

“ Beastly !” said Mulvaney.

“I'm sorry !” said Tom politely.

“They don’t understand at home,”
Mulvaney added, as if in explanation.

“Don’t they ?” said Tom.

. Of course, they wouldn't.”

“No; I suppose they wouldn't,”
agreed Tom Merry. He did not under-
stand in the least what Mulvaney was
talking about; but it was only polite
to agree with him.

“Of course, I shall have to stand it!”
said Mulvaney grufily

“Will you really ?”

“I can’t do anything else, can I%”
growled Mulvaney.

Tom Merry thought it best not to
answer that question. As he hadn’t the
faintest idea what Mulvaney was worry-
ing about, he was not really in a posi-
tion to give an opinion. Besides, Mul-
vaney did not want an answer. He ran

“Of course, I can’t do anything else.
I can’t dictate to the pater, and he
wouldn’t take any notice if I did. He
thinks St. Jim’s is the right place for
him.”

Tom opened his eyes.

“So he’s coming !” growled Mulvaney.

“Your _pater?” ejaculated Tom
Merry. Was it possible that Mulvaney
had been bothered for days because his
pater was coming to see him?

“My pater?” snapped Mulvaney.
“Who’s talking about my pater?”

“Oh, I thought you were !”

«T said my pater thinks St. Jim’s is
the right place for him.”

“Oh 1

“That's why he’s coming.”
«Oh 1”

“And the dickens of a trouble he will
be to me here I” said Mulvaney.

“Is—is—is he going to stay??
Tom Merry

‘“ Stay Of course he’s going to
stay ! \Vhat do you think he s coming
for?” grunted Mulvaney. “I wouldn’t
mind if it was only for a visit.
going to stay, of course; he’s going to
be in the Shell—your Form.”

Tom Merry almost staggered. This
was news—with a vengeance. He won-
dered for a moment whether old
Mulvey had gone “potty.” But Mul-
vaney did not look potty. He looked
worried and harassed and morose, but
not at all potty. But, really, to hear a
Sixth Former state that his father w as
coming to St. Jim’s, to enter a jumior

asked

But he’s °

fUM/

Form,

was
Merry could scarcely believe his ecars.

so astonishing that Tom

“Well, what are you blinking at?”
snapped Mulvaney.

Tom Merry recovered himself.

“Was I—I blinking? I didn't mean
to. I was—was surprised.”

“Nothing surprising in it, is there?”
growled Mulvaney.

“I—I mean—about his coming
the Shell.”

“He’s been prepared for the Shell”
explained Mulvaney. “He's had a
tutor. He’s too old for a fag Torm.”

“I should jolly well think he is,” said
Tom Merry.

Mulvaney stared at him.

“What do you know about it? You
don’t know how old he is—you’ve never
seen him, have you?”’

“N-no! But he must be—well, older
than most chaps—ahem !’

“1 don’t think St. Jim’s is the right
place for him,” said Mulvaney. “It’s
no good my saying so; and it would
sound unfeeling if I said I didn’t want
him here. But it will be simply rotten
for me!”

“Rotten !” said Tom Merry vaguely.

“Of course it will. The little beast is
a frightful trouble. He’ll make things
hum here, I know !”

TR AR m

into

St. Jim’s is in an uproar ! Gore
has two black eyes, Levison a
swollen nose, and nearly every
junior is displaying signs of
battle. And the reason—
Mulvaney’s young brother has
arrived !
PRI E T

“The—the what?”

“The little beast!” said Mulvaney,
who showed a trace of excitement.

“Oh, come!” said Tom Merry, quite
shocked. Whatever might be the faults
of Mulvaney’s pater, Tom felt that it
was not right to allude to him as a
little beast. It was undutiful, to say
the least of it. “Don’t call him names,
Mulvey. It’s all right!”

“T've called him every name I can
think of !” growled Mulvaney.

“And does he stand it?” exclaimed
Tom, in astonishment.

“Stand it! Of course he does! I'd
jolly well whop him if he didn’t!”

“Whop huu 1 e).clamned Tom Merry,
wide-eyed. “Oh, I say

“Yes, rather! You don t know him !”
growled Mulvaney. ‘“He’s what you'd
call a practical joker. He was born
one, I think. Always up to some
blessed monkey-tricks. He’s old enough
to know better.”

“I—I suppose he is,” admitted Tom
Merry, thinking that Mulvaney’s pater
was probably fifty, at least.

“And I've whopped him lots of times,
and it doesn’t make any difference,”
said Mulvaney.

“You—you've whopped him?”

“Yes, rather!”

“Oh, my hat!”

“Nothing surprising in that, is

there 7” "demanded Mulvaney, staring at
the Shell fellow& *

Tom Merry gasped. e had never
heard of a fellow, even a Sixth Former,
whopping his pater before. He thought
that the Mulvaney housechold must be
Tun upon somew hat peculiar lines.

“You're lookmcr a bit strange,”
Mualvaney. “Is Tt getting
here ?”

“Yes, I suppose it must be,”
Tom Merry. *That is—I mean—- 1\0
it isn’t.  I'm quite all right, really.”

The junior was certainly looking a
little flabbergasted. Mulvaney’s astound-
ing news had completely taken the wind

said
stuffy in

replicd

out of his sails.

“And now he’s coming here!”
went on Mulvaney, returning to his
subject. “I've got to put up with it
I—I was going to ask you a favour,
Merry.”

“Certainly,” said Tom Merry. He
had come there to ask a favour, but he

was quite prepared to confer one
instead.
“You're the captain of the Shell,

ain’t \ou" 2
e ”»

“Wcll will you see that the little
blighter isn’t—isn’t ragged to death the
first day or two?” said Mulvaney hesi-
tatingly. ‘I can’t always be chipping
in, you know. I don’t want him here, as
a matter of fact, but—but I don’t want
him hammered to a jelly his first weel.
If vou'd keep an eye on “him—

“With pleasure,” said Tom Merry.
“T'H jolly well see that he’s not ragged
at first, Mulvaney. Rely on me.”

“That’s all,” said Mulvaney, “ He’s
coming this afternoon !”’

“Right! By the way

““Oh, you came to ask me something,
didn’t you?” said Mulvaney. “What
was it ?”

“Will you referee for us on Saturday ?
We're playing the Grammar School !”

Mulvaney nodded.

“Yes; one good turn deserves another.
That’s ‘all right!”

“Thanks !’

And Tom Merry quitted the Sixth
Former’s study in a state of great
astonishment, and with really startling
news for his chums.

CHAPTER 2.
The “New Boy ”’

“ ELL?” said Manners and
Lowther, as Tom Merry

joined them at the end of
the passage.

Tom Merry was still looking and feel-
ing astonished. The amazing communi-
cation Mulvaney of the Sixth had made
was enough to astonish anybody. Tom
Merry had been wondering whether he
mightn’t have misunderstood the pre-
fect. “But there seemed no room for
any misunderstanding. Mulvaney had
said plainly: “I can’t dictate to the
pater. He thinks St. Jim’s is the righs
place for him.” Unless old Blulvey had
really gone off his-rocker, there it was!

“What’s up?” asked Lowther, as he
caught Tom  Merry’s expression.
s Mul\'oy told you what's been worry-
ing him the last three or four days?”

“Yes. And it’s simply amazing !’

“What’s the trouble?”

“ His pater—his giddy pater is coming
to St. Jim’s—coming into the Shell as
a schoolboy—as one of us!” Tom Merry
gasped breathlessly.

Manners and Lowther gave a simul-
taneous yell.

“Gammon !”

“Well, Mulvaney said so-—honest
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Injun,” said Tom Merry. “He's coming
this afternoon !

“But—but it’s impossible,”” said
Manners, bewildered. “He was pull-
ing your leg.”

“He was quite serious,
awful wax about it.” 3

“Well, I should think he was in a wax
about it, if it’s true. I suppose it isn's
quite impossible, but it’s jolly unusual.
Hasn’t his pater been to school in his
young days?”

“Blessed if I know.”

“Might be a giddy merchant prince,
you know, risen from being an office-
boy, and never had time for school,”
Manners remarked thoughtfully. “I
know old Mulvaney is something in the
City, and he’s jolly rich. Might be
something of that kind. But I can’t
understand his coming to school in a
Jjunior F‘orm. That’s too thick I’

“Mulvaney said so.”

“Honest Injun?”

“Yes, ass; and he was simply wild.
ITe (c)a}xllled him a little beast.”

«Oh 12

and

““And he says he’s a young terror, and
will always be in hot water, and wants
me to keep a fatherly eye on him,” said

om Merry, a little rucfully.

i h l)l

“And I’ve said I will. I suppose it’s
up to us. Mulvaney senior will feel a
bit like a fish out of water, I suppose.
We’ve got nothing special to do this
afternoon, and we’ll look after him—
what ?”

“Oh, I don’t mind!” said Lowther.
“It will be fun, anyway.”

“No larks, you know.”

“Oh, of course not!” said Lowther,
with a chuckle.
= The astounding news from Mulvaney’s
%jzﬁldy was soon known throughout the
Shell.

The fellows simply gasped when they
heard it.

If it had not been Tom Merry, who
was known as the soul of truthfulness,
who gave the information, many of
them would have refused to credit it.

But there was no doubting Tom
Merry’s word.

It was amazing. but true.

No wonder old Mulvey had been
worried ever since he heard the news
from home, if that were the news.

“Bai Jove !” Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
remarked. “It’s enough to wowwy any
fellow! A patah’s pwopah place is in
the home, I considah.”

“Yes, rather,” grinned Blake. “Not
in the Shell, anyway. But I can't quite
believe it.  There must be some
mistake.” : 5

Quite a crowd was gathered at the
gates of St. Jim’s that afternoon to lock
for the stranger when he came. They
knew the time the train arrived at
Rylcombe, and timed the arrvival at
St. Jim’s, and were ready. There was a
shout from some of the fellows as the
village hack was secn trundling down
the road.

“Here he comes!”

All eyes were upon the hack as it

rolled in at the gates. There had been
a lingering doubt in Tom Merry’s mind,
a feeling that, after all, he might have
misunderstood Mulvey. But that doubt
vanished as he saw the occupant of the
hack. It was a short, stout, middle-
aged gentleman, with whiskers and
spectacles, and a pleasant, good-natured
face. He was the only person in the
hack. He looked out of the window and
gave the crowd of fellows an agreeable
smile. e

“This is St. Jim’s?” he asked.

Tae Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,496.
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“Yes, sir,” said Tom Merry. “Are
you Mr. Mulvaney ?”
Hoyen?

“We’ve been expecting you, sir,” said

Tom Merry.
“Yaas, wathah, sir,” said Arthur
Augustus  D’Arcy. “Welcome to

St. Jim’s, sir.”

Mr. Mulvaney stepped from the hack.

“You are verykind,” he said, evidently
a little surprised by the warmth of his
welcome from the boys. “Let me sceo.
Where is the School House 2

“You're coming into the School
House, sir?” asked Kangaroo.

“Yes, certainly !” said Mr. Mulvaney.
“AMy son is in the School House.”
yes! You want to be with

Mr. Mulvaney looked puzzled.

“I want to see him,” he said. “Per-
haps one of you will show me to his
study.”

“This way, sir!” said Tom Merry.

Myr. Mulvaney followed Tom Merry
into the School House. The crowd of
fellows were left in a buzz of excitement.
There was no doubt about it now.

Tom DMerry tapped at Mulvaney’s
door and opened 1t. The study was
empty ! Mulvey was not there.

“ Mulvey’s out, sir,” said Tom Merry.
“If you'll sit down here, I'll look for
him and send him in!*

“Thank you very much, thy boy !”

“Not at all, Mr. Mulvaney!” said
Tom politely.

And leaving the stout gentleman in
Mulvey’s armchair, Tom Merry hastened
away to find the prefect.

CHAPTER 3.

Something Like a Rag !
OM MERRY had beer gone about
a minute and a half when the
study door reopened. Mz,
Mulvaney looked up, expecting
to see his son Mulvey of the Sixth. Bug
it was George Gore of the Shell who

looked into the study, and Crooke twas.

just behind him. The two rascals had
waited just long enough for Tom Merry
to clear off. :

“Hallo!” said Gore.

Mr. Mulvaney stared at him, ap-
parently surprised by seo familiar an
address from a junior. He gazed at
Gore with all the dignity of fifty years
old.. But Gore was not abashed. If the
gentleman was coming into the Shell, he
was a Shell chap, and he had to take the
Shell as he found it. He couldn’t expect
any unusual consideration because he
happened to be old enough to be the
father of other chaps in the Shell.

“Waiting for Mulvey ?” asked Gore.

“I'm waiting for my son,” said Mr.
Mulvaney stiffly.

“He’s sent me for you,” said Gore.
“Will you follow me?”

“Oh, certainly }”

Mr. Mulvaney rose.

“Why cannot my son come to me ?” he
asked.

“I dare say he’ll tell you,” said Gore.
“Hop along !”

“What !”

“Buck up; can’t wait all day!”

He walked away, and Mr. Mulvaney,
in a state of great astonishment,
followed him. He had never visited
St. Jim’s before, but certainly he had
not expected it to be quite like this on
his first visit. The familiarity displayed
by these juniors towards a gentleman of
his years was surprising and disconcert-
ing. However, he followed Gore, as he
was anxious to see his son.

Gore led him upstairs, and as Mr.
Mulvaney did not know anything about
the interior arrangements of the School
House at St. Jim’s, of course, he did

THE GEM LIBRARY

not know that he was being led to the
Shell dormitory. Gore opened a big
door, and stood aside for Mr. Mulvaney
to enter, and followed him in with
Crooke.

There was a shout of laughter as Mr.
Mulvaney came in. Nearly a dozen
fellows were gathered in the Shell
dormitory, most of them friends of
George Gore’s, and ready to back him
up in a rag. It tickled them to sce
Mulvaney walk cheerfully into the trap.

Mr. Mulvaney looked round him at the
row of white beds, and the grinning
juniors. There was no sign of Mulvaney
of the Sixth. Gore closed the door, and
Crooke put his back to it. That made
Mr. Mulvaney feel vaguely alarmed.

“What does this mean?’ he asked.
“Where is my son?”

‘“Oh, never mind that!” said Gore.
“I don’t know where he is, as a matter
of fact. We’ve brought you here io talk
to you.”

Mr. Mulvaney jumped.

“What!” he cjaculated.

“We belong to the Shell, most of us!”
cexplained Crooke. “We're going to
make you welcome !”

“Bat, I don’t understand 12

“We'll make you understand, MMul-
vaney !”

“Boy, you are insolent !
address me as Mr. Mulvaney 1’

“Catch me!” said Gore, with a
chuckle. “Now you're here, my pippin,
youll find that you are just the same
as any other chap!”

“What {”

“The fact that you're an old josser
instead of a young josser won’t make
any difference, you know,” remarked
Levison of the Fourth.

Mr. Mulvaney stared at Levison.

“ What—what—what did you
me??

call

ser!” exclaimed Levison calmly.

-“You—you insolent young rascal !”

“Oh, draw it mild{”’ said Levison.
“Do you want to be bumped?”

“Bumped !” gasped Mr. Mulvaney.

“Yes, rather! I suppose you know
you can be bumped as well as any other
chap. What did you come here for?
You've got to take your chance.”

“What! I—I—"

“You're starting a little late in life !”
chuckled Mellish of the Fourth. “But
we’ll teach you!”

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“I—I begin to think that I am in a
lunatic asylum!” gasped Mr. Mulvaney.
“Stand aside, boy{” He marched to-
wards the door. -

Crooke did not stand aside. He only
chuckled, and two or three fellows
joined him, puiting their backs to the
door.

“What does this mean?”’ exclaimed
Mr. Mulvaney. “How dare you treat
me like this? Do you wish me to com-
plain to your Housemaster of your
extraordinary conduct?”’

“You'd better not! That's what we
call sneaking,” said Gore.

*What !’

“And if. you sneak, you'll be given
a Form licking.”

“Wh-a-at 1”

“Now,” said Gore, “keep back, you
old duffer, you can’t get out !”

“You—you young rascal! I shall pro-
ceed instantly to your headmaster, and
report this insolence to him ! exclaimed
Mr. Mulvaney, who seemed hardly to
know whether he was on his head or on
his heels. “Stand aside!”

He rushed at the door. But the Shell
fellows promptly collared him, and he
was rushed back and bumped on a bed.
He gasped and panted, in a state of

You should
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bewilderment that alimost amounted to
idiocy by this time. .
“ Now, sit there !” said Gore threaten-
ingly. - “Get that pillow, Levison.
he gets off the bed, swipe him !”
“What-ho!” said Levison.
Mr. Mulvaney scrambled off the bed
as soon as the juniors rcleased him.

Levison _promptly swiped with the
pillow, and he rolled back, gasping.
There was a roar of laughter.

“Oh, oh! Groogh! Help!”

“Shut up !’ roared Gore.

“Upon my word! Help!”

“Shove a cake of soap into his mouth
if he doesn’t shut up!” growled Gore.
“We shall have the blessed prefects here
soon !”

Kerruish of the TFourth grinned and
breught a cake of soap. Mr. Mulvaney
ccased to shout. He understood that
the raggers meant business.

“Now,” said Gore, w ing his fore-
finger at Mr. Mulvane) , then,
you're new here, and you've got to give
an account of yourself. Understand
that !

“You—you young ruffians——

“Swipe him, Levison !”

Swipe !

»

The pillow came down, and Mr.
Mulvaney roared. !
“Oh! Ow! Bless my soul! Oh dear!

123

I—I think I must be dreaming !

“Now, speak up!” said Gore
old are you?”

GyeToy »

“Do you want another swipe?”

Mr. Mulvaney glanced uneasily at
Levison, who grinned and lifted the
pillow. He looked towards the door;
but there was no chaunce whatever of
escape. He was in the toils, and he had
to submit to his fate.

“Now, then,” said Gore, old
arc you?”’

“Fiffif-ffty-two!” gasped Mr. Mul-
vaney.

“Been to school before?”

“Ye-es, of course !

“I don’t see where the of course comes
in, as you've come here,” said Gove.
“Now, are you going to stand a feed
to the whole Form?”

“The—the what?”’

“Got any money ?”

“Money? Yes.”

“Lots?”

“I—I have plenty of money !”

“Good! Then you can stand a fecd to
the whole Shell.” 3

“ITI—-I shall do nothing of the sort.

“Won’t you?” roared Gore. “Look
here! Ym head cock-and-bottlewasher
in the Shell. I'm going to keep you
in order—see?”

“ Bless my soul |”

“You'll have to learn that you've
got to toe the line here!” said Gore
truculently. “We don’t stand any non-
sense at St. Jim’s, T can tell you!”

“Now are you going to stand a
spread for the whole Form ?”’

“Certainly not! I—”

“Good! Then you're going through
it!” said Gore. ‘“‘Get a blanket, you
chaps I”’

“Hear, hear!”

“Ha, ha, hal®

A blanket was whipped off a bed.
Eight juniors seized it, one at ecach
corner, and one at either side. Then
Mr. Mulvaney was whirled off the bed.
and tossed into the blanket. His
weight made it sag, and he bumped
down on the floor, and roared.

“Up with him !” shouted Gore.

Mr. Mulvaney was in a dazed and
dizzy state by this time.
juniors could really intend to toss him
in a blanket—him, Mr. Mulvancy,

“How

“how

That the

chairman of companies, head of great
cnterprises in the City—seemed in-
credible. And yet they evidently did
intend it, for up he went.

Earth and the whole universe scemed
floating away from Mr. Mulvancy as
he went whirling up towards the dor-
mitory ceiling.

Swoop!

Down he came again into the blanket.

“Gerrrooogh !”

“Ha, ha, hal’

“Up again !’ yelled Gore.

“Oh, help—mercy !”

Up went Mr. Mulvaney, higher than
before, and it seemed to his terrifying
eyes that the ceiling was rushing down
to meet him. It seemed like a cen-
tury that he was in the air, and then
he swooped down into the blanket
again.

“Oh dear—help !
boys, stop it! Don’t—-

*“Ha, ha, ha !’

“TUp he goes!”

But at that moment the dormitory
door was thrown open, and the Ter-
rible Three rushed in. Tom Merry
and Manners and Lowther did not
speak. 'They rushed into the raggers,
hitting out right. and left, and Gore
and Crooke and several more of the
Shell - fellows went sprawling on the
floor. Before the raggers could recover
from the surprise, the Terrible Three
grasped Mr. Mulvaney, whirled him
up, and rushed him headlong out of
the dormitory.

Gore staggered to his feet.

“Qw! The rotters! They've rescued
him ! Oh, my eye! After them!
They're not going to get him away.
After the rotters!”

“(ome on!” yelled Levison.

And the raggers rushed into the pas-
sage in hot pursuit.

i

Please, my dear

Oh I”

CHAPTER 4.
Not the New Boy !

R. MULVANEY did not know
whether he was on his hands
or his heels. He was whirled
blindly along by the three

Shell fellows as far as the end of the
passage, and there they were over-
taken. The Terrible Three dropped
Mr. Mulvaney; and turned at bay.

“Hands off!” roared Tom Merry.
“I tell yvou——""

“Rats ! We haven’t finished with
him!”’

“You're not- going to——"

“Hand him over!”

“Collar  him !’ shouted Levison.
“There’s only three of the rofters!

Kick them downstairs, and collar the
old josser!”

“Rush ’em!”

shouted Crooke.

And the raggers came on with a
rush, confident in their numbers. Mr.
Mulvaney rolled blindly on the floor n
the midst of the struggling juniors.
The Terrible Three were great fight-
ing men, and they gave a good account
of themselves, but the odds were too
great. They were rushed back, and the
raggers fastened upon Mr. Mulvaney
again.

“Rescue 1”
breathlessly.

Gore and Crooke and Levison had
hold of Mulvaney. The Terrible Three
dashed to the rescue and caught hold
of him, too. Then there was a tug-of-
war, Tom Merry and Manners and
Lowther holding on to Mr. Mulvaney's
arms and shoulders, and Gore & Co.
dragging at his legs.

“Yank him away !”

“Hold on!”

“All together !”’

Mr. Mulvaney gasped and panted,

shouted Tom  Merry

yelled and roared as the rival juniors

Crooke, Qore and Levison seized Mr. Mul\;aney’s legs ; the Terrible Three

grasped his arms.
him away ! !

‘¢ Rescue !’ shouted Tom WMerry breathlessly.
In the moment, the enraged and bewildered visitor found himself

‘ Yank

being used for an impromptu tug-of-war.

True Gem Lisrany.—No. 1,496.



dragged him to and fro in the struggle
for possession.

Unless Mr. Mulvaney had come into
halves, Gore & Co. would have heen
successful, for the odds were too great
for the Terrible Three. But rescue
was at hand. Blake and Herries, and
Dighy and D’Arcy and Kangaroo came
dashing up the stairs to their aid.
They rushed into the conflict at once,
and Gore & Co. were driven, defeated,
along the passage, pursued right to
the door of the dormitory, and driven
in ignominiously.

Mr. Mulvaney sat on the floor in the
passage, surrounded by the victorious
juniors.

“Bai Jove, we've wescued him !” ex-
claimed Arthur Auvgustus D’Arcy.
“Feel wathah out' of bweath, Mul-
vaney, old chap?”

“OQw—ow 1”7

“Must be wathah wuff on you at
your time of life, old boy!”

“Ow—ow !” 5

“Never mind, we’ve rescued him,”
grinned Kangaroo. “As a matter of
fact, he’s a bit too old for these games.
He oughtn’t to have come in the Shell.”

“Ha; ba; ha t?

“Let me -help you up, Mulvaney,”
said Tom Merry.

Mr. Mulvaney staggered up, with
Tom’s assistance. He was gasping ter-
rifically. He took his spectacles, which
Blake found for him in the passage,
and put them on, and blinked in utter
bewilderment at the juniors.

“Oh dear—oh dear! I never—never
knew anything like this! Take me to
the ‘headmaster, please! They shall
all be flogged !” -

Tom Merry shook his head.

“That won’t do,” he said.

“What—what 7’

“You can’t sneak, you know.”

“Sn-sneak !” stuttered Mr. Mulvaney.

“It’s not the thing. After all, it was
only a rag. You must expect some-
thing of the sort, as you’re new here,”
said Monty Lowther.

“What! Expect to be tossed in a
blanket at my time of life!” roared
Mr. Mulvaney.

“Well, you knew how old you were
before you came here, I suppose,’” said
Lowther, “’Tain’t Gore’s fault you're
an old chap, you know, Mulvaney.”’

- “How dare you call me Mulvaney !
Have you no manners?”

“Xes; here’s Manners,”’ said
Lowther, with a grin, indicating his
chum. “That’s all we have.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!” .

“Look here,” said Tom Merry, “you
can’t expect to be called Mr. Mul-
vaney in the Shell, you know. If you
come here as you’ve done, you must ex-
pect to be treated simply as a junior.
It can’t be helped that you're an old
chap.”

“Old chap! Boy, you—you——»>

“And you can’t sneak to the Head, or
you’ll be ragged again and worse, end
we shan’t jolly well raise a finger to save
you,” said Manners.

“Wathah not, deah boy.”

Mulvey is waiting for you in his
study,” said Tom Merry. “You’d
better come 1” :

“This way, Mulvaney.”

“You—you—— Oh, good heavens ! I—
I feel asif this were all a dream !1” gasped
Mr. Mulvaney. “This school must be
very carelessly governed when visitors
are liable to be ragged by junior boys.
I shall certainly explain the whole
matter to the Head, and if you address
me as Mulvaney again I shall report you
also.”

“Report and be blowed !” said Tom
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Merry. “We're doing the best we can
for you, and you're a jolly lot of trouble,
I can tell you. I’ve got a swollen nose
on your account. You might be decently
grateful.”

“Yaas, wathah! You are a wegulah
ungwateful wottah, Mulvaney.”

“Take me tomy son’s study!” gasped
Mr. Mulvaney. “Perhaps he can ex-
plain. why this place scems to have gone
entirely mad.”

“Ba1 Jove !”

“Oh, come on,” said Lowther, “we’ll
hand you over to Mulvey, and be jolly
glad to get rid of you!”

“Upon my word !”

Mr. Mulvaney followed the Terrible
Three downstairs. He was still gasping
for breath, and seemed likely to go on
gasping for some time. They came into
the Sixth Form passage, and met Kil-
dare, the captain of St. Jim’s. Kildare
stared blankly at the dishevelled-looking
gentleman. Mpr. Mulvaney’s collar was
torn out, and his hair was ruffled, and
his clothes were decidedly untidy and
dusty.

“What on earth——" began Kildare.

“It’s all right,” said Tom Merry.
“Mulvaney’s been ragged, and we're
taking him home to Mulvey. No harm
done.”

“What!” shouted Kildare. “Do you
mean to tell me that Mr. Mulvaney has
been ragged? Mulvaney’s father
ragged! By George, there will be
floggings for this! Mr. Mulvaney, I had
no idea! How on earth did it happen 7”

“I was taken up to a dormitory by a
trick I gasped Mr. Mulvaney. “There
I was seized and swiped with a pillow,
and tossed in a blanket !”

“Great Scott!”

“I have never heard of such a thing !
panted Mr. Mulvaney, mopping his per-
spiring brow. “I should not have be-
lieved such a thing possible.
credible.  But—>

“Somebody will be sacked over this!”
said Kildare sternly.

“Oh, rot!” ecclaimed Tom Merry
warmly. “Mulvaney must take his
chance with the rest. He knows what to
expect, I suppose, when he comes here.”

“What!” exclaimed Kildare. *“ Are
you mad, Tom Merry ?”

“No, I'm not. We rescued Mul-
vaney——"

“Call him Mr. Mulvaney, you disre-
spectful young rascal !”

“Well, I don’t see why I should. But
anything for a quiet life. Mr. Mulvaney
will have to take his chance in the Shell
with the other fellows. It’s not our
fault that he’s older than us.”

“What do you mean? In the Shell 7

“Yes, Didn’t you know? Mulvaney’s
pater is coming into the Shell as a
Shell chap!” said Tom Merry.

The captain of St. Jim’s almost fell
down.

“You—you young ass! What put that
idea into your silly head ?” he shouted.

“ Mulvaney of the Sixth said so.”

“What!”

“Ie told me so this morning. e
said’ that his pater was coming into the
Shell, and that he was a mischievous
chap, a practical joker, and would get
into trouble, and asked me to keep an
eye on him. And I said I would. That’s
why we rescued him.”

“You must be insane.
is impossible.”

“Mulvaney said so.”

“Impossible 1

“What utter nonsense!” exclaimed®
Mr. Mulvaney. “My son could not
possibly have said anything of the sort 1

Tom Merry flushed.

“He said so!” he exclaimed angrily.

Such a thing

~of his study.

It is in- |
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““I thought it jolly odd. Isn't it true?”
S : Are you foolish
enough to imagine that a man of my -

“Of course 1t isn’t!

age could enter a junior Form in a
school 72 exclaimed  Mr.

Lcitily.
Oh, my hat!” murmured Monty
Lowther. “You've put your foot in it
pug 3

this time, Tommy, my son,
giddy mistake !”

“But—but Mulvaney said so!” yelled
Tom Merry. “He said so quite plainly.”
tklldarc grinned. Ie could noi help

and no

it.
“You've made some idiotic mistake !
he said. “Here's Mulvaney! Mulvey,
old man, here’s your pater.”
Mulvaney of the Sixth had locked out
He came out into the
Dassage, uttering an exclamation at the

sight of his dishevelled and dusty pater.

“Great Scott, dad! What's hap-
pened 77
“Look here, Mulvaney,” exclaimed

Tom Merry, “didn’t you tell me your

-pater was coming into the Sheil 7

Mulvaney of the Sixth stared at him
blankly.

€6 - "3 - ‘

My mater—the Shell—certainly not,

you yvoung ass!”

oy ] E
5 Then I—I:Ir.n dreaming 1 gasped

om Merry. “Didn’t you say, ‘I can’t
d;ctfite. to my pater. He thinks St.
Jim’s is the right place for him ’?”

Mulvaney turned pink.

“Yes. I did!»

“Well, then—>
Merry.

::I was speaking of my minor.”
“Your minor !” howled Tom Merry.
Yes.? <
_“You never mentioned your minor, I
didn’t know you had a minor. I’ve

exclaimed Tom

never heard of your Dblessed silly
minor I shouted Tom Merry.
“What ! u

this afternoon——

. You only mentioned your patey——>
“You young ass——>

:‘ You awful duffer—»

‘How ecould you think I said my
father Was coming into a junior Form.
you silly ‘young ass? sho uted
Mulvaney.
. “How could I think you were speak-
ing of a minor, and I didn’t even know
you had a minor?” shouted back Tom
Merry.

“You—you silly gossoon—->

"1:?u blessed blundering Irishman,

“Look here—-

“Well, look here—

£ N_over mind, never mind!”
exclaimed Mr. Mulvaney. His face
had broken into a smile as he listened
to the altercation and understood ihe
absurd mistake that had been made,
and the smile broadened into a laugh.
“Never mind. It’s all right. It was a
mistake.  Sure, you always were
making mistakes, Patrick! I thoughs
the boys had gone mad, but now I
understand. They thought I was a new
boy. Ha, ha, ha!”

“Nobody would have checked you,
sir, if they hadn’t thought that,” said
Tom Merry, much relieved to see Mul-
vaney’s pater take it good-humouredly.

“Ha, ha, ha! A new boy at my
age!” shouted Mr. Mulvaney, with
tears of merriment in his eyes. “Ha,
ha, ha! Bless my soul |”

“But - where is Micky?” exclaimed
Mulvaney of the Sixth. “Didn’t he
come with you, pater?”

Mr. Mulvaney wiped his eyes.

“Yes. He brought his bicyele with
him, and wished to ride it to the school,
so I came alone in the hack,” he said.
“He ought to be here by now. But

¢

Mulvaney *

I told you he was coming
5
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perhaps the young rascal has gone for
a spin.”

“0Oh!” ejaculated Tom Merry. ¢If
there’d been a kid with you, sir, we
might have guessed that there'd been a
mistake. But as you came alone——"

Mr. Mulvaney laughed again.

“Ha, ha, ha! Never mind. It was
all my son’s fault! Patrick, if you
can get me a clothes-brush in your
study——"

“Come in, dad!”

Mr. Mulvaney followed his son, and
they disappeared into the prefect’s
study. Kildare walked away, laughing.
Terrible Three looked at one
another.

“Thank goodness he’s taken it so
good-temperedly !” said Manners.
“Gore will be in a blue funk when he
finds out the facts!”

There was the sound of a bicyele bell
ringing outside the House.

“Bet you that’s Mulvaney minor!”
exclaimed Lowther. “Come on!”

And the Terrible Three hurried out
of the House, very eager to see the
youth whose coming to St. Jim’s had
caused so much perturbation to his
major.

CHAPTER 5.
Major and Minor !
6 BAI Jove, that chap looks like old

Mulvaney, doesn’t he?”
“Another edition, I sup-
pose,” said Jack Blake.

“Hallo, kid! What’s your name?”

A lad a few months older than Blake
had jumped off a bicycle outside the
School House, apparently in Dblissful
ignorance of the fact that cycles were
not allowed in the quad. He was a
thick-set, muscular-looking youth, with
a round face, a mouth of unusnal size,
and bright, dancing blue eyes. His
hair, which was nearer red than brown,
grew thickly, and seemed to push his
hat back on his head.

He was entirely self-possessed. If he
was a new boy at St. Jim’s, he had none
of the average new boy’s bashfulness.

He looked coolly at the juniors on the
steps of the School House.

“Mulvaney,” he said. “What's
yours?” -

Blake did not reply to that question.
It was no business of a new boy to ask
the name of an old hand. It was a new
boy’s business to answer questions and
be civil.

“Any relation to the collection of
Mulvaneys we’ve got here now?” asked
Blake.

“Pat Mulvaney is my byo

“Oh! Are you coming
school ?”

“I've come.”

“What Form?”

¢ Shell.”

“My hat! The same Form as your
pater !” exclaimed Blake.

“ Extwaordinawy !”

“Great Scott !”

Micky Mulvaney stared jat the
juniors.  Evidently he did not know
what they were driving at.

Gore and Crooke of the Shell came
out of the House, and they exchanged
glances as they heard the exclamations
of the Fourth Formers.

“ Another  Mulvaney?”
Gore.

“Yes; minimus this time !’
Blake.

“My word, it’s raining Mulvaneys!
‘And is that bullet-headed kid going into
the same Florm as his pater ?”

“So he says.”

“Here he 1s!” exclaimed Tom Merry,

ther.”
to this

exclaimed

grinned

UPSET ! |

‘“What yer moanin’ about?
The brick wasn’t on yer head a
econd !

Half-a-crown has been awarded
to B. Haines, 13, Goldney Road,
Clifton, Bristol 8.

as he came out with Manners and
Lowther. “I say, you chaps, there’s
been a mistake! Mulvancy has blun-
dered, as usual—"

“Somebody’s  blundered,
chuckled Lowther.

“Oh, ring off, Monty! Old Mul-
vaney—I mean, Mr. Mulvaney—isn't
coming to the school at all. It was a
mistake. He's only come herc to bring
this kid—this specimen. I suppose
you're Mulvaney minor—what?”

“Sure, and I am!” said the new boy.

Gore’s jaw dropped.

anyway !”

“0ld Mulvaney not coming!” he
stammered.

“No. It was a mistake.”

“You took me in!” roared Gore
furiously.

“Well, I didn’t mean to. It was

Mulvaney major's mistake, not mine.”

“You—you idiot! Of course, it
wasn't likely at all, but I took your
word for it. Now I've been ragging a

prefect’s pater! Oh, my hat! He'll
go to the Head!” gasped Gore. “I
shall be sacked !”

“It’s all right—"

“All right!” yelled Gore. “I don’t
call it all right. What will Mr. Mul-

vaney say? What will the Head say?
What——"
“1 tell you——" . :
“Tll jolly well explain to the Head
that you did it all, when I'm called
up 1

“You told us all—”

“Well, I told you not to rag him,”
said Tom Merry. .

“QOh, rats! You told us he was com-
into the Shell. You knew he

ing 3
wasn’t. You were only gammoning.
Now: ?

“T told you what I had from Mul-
vaney of the Sixth. I couldn’t help it
if he was blundering. But it's all right.
Mr. Mulvaney is going to overlook it,
and won’t speak to the Head about
what’s happened.”

“Oh!” said Gore, greatly relieved.
“Did he say so?”

“Vep

“Good egg! That's all right, then.
It was all your fault. - So you've the
Mulvaney . that’s coming into the
Shell 7” added Gore, turning to the new
boy. .

“Sure.”

“Don’t you know vou're not allowed

to lcan bikes up against the House
here?” said Gore. “You'd better take
it away.”
. “How should I know, when I've only
just got here?” said Mulvaney minor.
“Where's my pater? I suppose he's
got here?”

“Yes, rather? He's in your major's
study,” said Tom Merry., “I'll take
you there if you like.”

“Thanks !”

Mulvaney minor followed Tom Merry
into the House.

He left his machine leaning against
the balustrade of the Schoo! IIouse
steps. Tom Merry came out in a few
minutes.

“So that’s the new Mulvaney,” he re-
marked. “He looks rather fresh. His
major says he's a tartar.”

“I'll tartar him!” growled Gore.
“He’s too jolly cool for a new kid. He
wants putting into his place and kecp-
ing there!”

“You'd better let him alone,” said
Tom dryly. “He looks as if he’s better
able to take care of himself than his
pater is.”

Gore snorted

“I'll jolly soon show you about that!”
he said, and he swung away down the
steps. He jerked - Mulvaney’s bike
away from its resting-place.

“Going to put it in the bike-shed?”
asked Crooke.

“No fear. I'm going to give him a
hint not to leave bikes about,” said Gore.
He opened a penknife and jabbed it
through the tyres, cne after the other.
With a loud hiss the air escaped from
the punctured tyres.

Tom Merry uttered
exclamation.

“That’s a rotten thing to do, Gore!”

“Agamst the rules to leave bikes
about in the quad,” said Gore calmly.
“That ‘will be a valuable tip to the
cheeky young rotter !”

It was an ill-natured trick to play on
the new boy, but George Gore was quite
in his element in that line.

Tom Merry’s brow contracted. Iie
was greatly inclined to ““go for ” George
Gore on the spot, but he restrained him-
self. H. picked up the machine and
wheeled it away to the bicycle-shed, and
put it on a vacant stand.

Meanwhile, Micky Mulvaney had gone
into his major’s study.

Mulvaney of the Sixth met him with a
frown. He might have affectionate
feelings towards his younger brother, but
it was evident that he did not want him
at St. Jim’s.

“Here I am, Paddy,” said Mick
Mulvaney cheerfully.

“And wish vou were anywhere
else !” growled Mulvaney major.

Micky chuckled.

“My dear Paddy, I'm going to do you
credit in the school. Looks a cheery
place to me. I shall have a good time
here.”

“If you play any of your tricks

“Paddy, old man

“Now, now!” said Mr. Mulvaney,
raising his hand. “Don’t you two begin
to row as usual. I won’t have it. You're
to live in peace and quietness here.” ~

“Bedad I” said Micky, and his major
snorted. Tvidently he did not antici-
pate much peace and quietness in the
neighbourhood of Mulvaney minor.

“Micky, you're to do everything your
brother tells you. You're to obey him,
and—and follow his example in every-
thing,” said Mr. Mulvaney severely.

“Bedad !” said Mick again.
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“And you're not io get into any rows
\\)fh fhc, other boys.”
pater !’
Lspccmlly you are not to fight,”
f"ud Mr. Mulvaney sternly.
“Oh, pater |”

“That especially. You will probably
be trouble enough to Patrick without
thiat.”

“Yes, .1
Micky.

Patrick Mulvaney groaned.

\[1 Mulv vaney raised his hand sternly.

“Micky 1

“Yes, pater?”

“(Give me your solemn promise that
you will not fight anybody to-day. If
vou get over the first day without a
fight, you may keep clear of it after-
wards. I want your promise.”

“Oh, pater, draw it nuld e

“You hear me, Micky ?°

“Bedad, I hear you!”

“Now, Micky, do as I tell you,” said
\[1 Mulv aney, in a helpless sort of w ay.

“You young ‘rascal! I shall fcol much
casier in my mind gomg home.”

AMicky Mulvaney’s  truculent
melted at once.

shouldn’t wonder,” said

face

*“Oh, that’s all right, pater! I
promise !~

“Good! You won't be sorry for it,
Micky. Now I must go and see the
Head. Give . Micky a talking to,
Patrick, and tell him about his new
school.”’

Mzr. Mulvaney quitted the study.

CHAPTER 6.
Trouble !

“ 0OO0OD-BYE, Micky!”
“Good-bye, dad!”
“Remember your promise.”
“That’s all right, dad !

"And don’t p;et into mischief.”

‘Oh, paterV’

And the station hack drove away with
Mr. Mulyaney in it, and Micky waved
his cap from the gate as it went down
the road

Then he
quadrangle.

turned back into the

He was alone now. His father had
gone, His elder brother in the Sixth
had not welcomed him with effusive
affection. He was planted in a new and
strange school to fight his own way, like
a young bear with all his troubles be-
fore him.

But that prospect did not seem to dis-
ma.irl him in the least. With his hands
in his trousers pockets, and his cap on
the side of his head, he sauntered across
the quadrangle.

Three juniors whom he had not seen
before bore down upon him. They were
Figgins, Kerr, and Wynn, the famous
Co. of the New House at St. Jim’s. The
cool and independent manner of the new
boy struck them at once.

‘“‘Hallo !”’ said Figgins.

“Hallo!” said Mulvaney
affably

“Who might you happen to be?”
asked Figgins, not overpleased with the
extremely cool manner in which the new
lud replied to his greeting.

“I might happen to be anybody,” said
'\Iul\aney mmm “Say Hitler I 1

minor

“What ?’

“Or Lloyd George!”

“Eh?”

“Or Winston Churchill !

“Look here, you cheeky young
beggar——"

“But I don’t happen to be any of
them !” said the new boy airily.  “If
you’d asked me who I am, I could have
told you. I'm Mulvaney minor.”

“Oh, you’re Mulvaney minor, are
vou?” said Figgins darkly. ““School
House kid, I suppose 7

“School House is my House, certainly.
I believe there’s another House here,
ain’t there?” said Mulvaney minor,
looking round.

“There’s the New House—our House,”
said Figgins. “That’s the Cock House

at St. Jim’s.”

“Oh, rats!” said Mulvaney minor
coolly.”

“Wha-a-at !

“Peaf?” said the new junior
pleasantly. “I said rats—RATS—rats!

Rodents, if you like it that way better.
In other words, gammon !”

T R T R R R R TR
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Kiggins & Co. exchanged glances.
This new youth was so exceedingly
“fresh ” that they felt it their hounden
duty to bump him. They felt that it
would do him good to take some of
the freshness out of Lim. And also it
would relieve their own feelings. They
gathered more closely round him.

“Do you know what we do with

cheeky new kids here?” asked Fatty

Wynn. .

Mulvaney minor looked him over.

“Swallow ’em?” he asked. b |
shouldnt wonder—to
size.”

Fatty Wynn turned quite red.

“You—you cheel\:, rat 1” he ejacu-
lated.  “Tl—TI’lL 3 :
Mulvaney minor <hook a warning

finger at him

“Don’t you get excited,” he said. “It
ain’t safe for fat people. You might
have apoplexy. Sure, and you look
as if you were going to have a fit
now !”

“T'Il—T1l squash him !
Wynn indignantly.

“You would if you fell on me, sure !
agreed Mulvaney minor. °*Now, then,
hands off, Tubby! Don’t roll on me!

Fatty Wynn did not ioli on him, but
he rushed on him. Mulvaney minor
closed with him quite cheerfully, and
they wrestled furiously. Then all of a
sudden Mulvaney minor let go and
jumped baek. Fatty Wynn gasped and

roared Fatty

sfshed on, and Mulvaney minor dodged

round Figgins and Kerr.
“Hold on!” he exclaimed.
going to fight you. I can’t!”
“Lemme get at him——"
Mulvaney minor eluded the grasp of
Figgins and Kerr, and broke into a run
for the School House. His promise to
his father had come back into his mind.
He had given his word not to fight any-
body that day. Mulvaney minor was

“I’'m not

. evidently the kind of fellow who would

get into a good many “scraps.” But
his word was sacred to him; for that
day he was peaceable—he would have
peace at any price.

He bolted across the quad,
Figgins & Co. in hot pursuit.

“Stop him !” roared Fatty Wynn,

“After him !”

“Collar the School House cad !”

But Mulvaney minor was a good
sprinter. He crossed the quad at a won-
derful speed, and came panting up to
the. door ofthe School House. Half a
dozen juniors there watched the chase
with indignant exclamations. They did
not like to see a School House fellow
yunning from the New House—even if
he was only a cheeky new kid.

Mulvaney minor came leaping up the
steps. The School House juniors
crowded down the steps, quite ready to
tackle Figgins & Co.

“Yah! Funk!” roared Fatty Wynn.

“Kick those New House bounders
out !” exclaimed Tom Merry. *“What
are they doing on the respectable side
of the quad? Kick them out!”

“Yaas, wathah!”

And Figgins & Co., assailed by a
crowd of School House fellows, fled in
their turn, hotly pursued across the

with

quadrangle almost to their own House ™

Mulvaney minor stood on the steps and
watched the chase with a grin. The
School House juniors, panting a little,
came back from the chase, and they
glared at Mulvaney minor in an ex-
tremely unfriendly way.

“So you’re a rotten funk, are you?”
exclaimed Gore contemptuously.

Muh aney minor flushed crimson.

“Sure, I'll fight any chap that calls

me a funk !” he exclaimed.

judge by your

Sk

-
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. benevolent countenance.

* away, when Gore came in.
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“You’'ll fight me, then ! snorted Gore.
“I call you a funk. Rotten funk!

e Yah 1

Mulvaney minor clenched his hands
and then unclenched them again. The

~eyes of all the School House juniors

were upon him, and his flush deepened.
His promise to his father was proving

.more irksome than he had anticipated.

But he never thought of breaking it.

“Oh, you call me a funk, you spal-
peen, do you ?” he said.

“Yes, I do! Now come into the gym,
and T’ll lick you into the bargain;”

“Sure, and I'm sorry I can’t oblige
you.”

And Mulvaney minor turned and
walked into the House.

There was a buzz among the juniors.
Their faces were expressive of surprise
and wonder and contempt. That he was
a funk was not at all the impression
Mulvaney minor had made upon them
at first. George Gore burst into a loud
and scornful laugh.

“Well, of all the rotten cowards,” he
exclaimed, “I think that chap takes the
Bah !”

“We'll

“Beastly funk!” said Crooke.

‘give him a lesson in the dorm to-night—

what 2
“Yes, rather !”
There was an exciting time in store

_for Mulvaney minor on his first day at
. St Jim’s.

CHAPTER 7.
Mulvaney’s Study Mates !
ULVANEY MINOR had his tea
M in Hall. There were very few
Shell fellows at the table, most
of them having tea in their
studies at the time that suited them
best. - Skimpole of the Shell was next
to Mulvaney. Skimpole was a brainy
vouth in large spectacles, with a
He gave the
new boy a welcoming blink when he sat
down at the tea-table in Hall.
“Ah, you are Muldoon ?” he asked.
“Mulvaney, please !”
“VYes, I knew it was some name like
that !” said Skimpole. *“The new boy 7"
“Yes.”
“You're coming into my study,”
Skimpole,
“Oh!” said Mulvaney minor.
“Yes. Mr. Railton mentioned it to
CGore, and Gore was saying some very
angry things about it. We thought we
were going to be only two in the study
after Talbot went away,” explained
Skimpole. “However, I shall be glad
to welecome you in our study.”

said

“Thanks!” said Mulvancy. “Who's
rore ?”
“Gore? That is the big fellow who

was bullying you.”

Mulvaney minor grinned.

“Oh, that’s Gore? I'm going to share
his study ! Where is it ?”

“T’ll show you the way, with pleasure,
and help you carry your books there,”
said Skimpole hospitably.

“Thanks !”

Skimpole and Mulvaney conveyed the
latter’s books and other personal be-
longings to the study, and Skimpole was
helping his new friend to put them
Gore had
been to tea with Crooke, up the passage,
and Crooke came back with him to
smoke a cigarette in his study—that
being one of his little ways. They both
stared at the sight of the Irish junior
in the study.

“Hallo ! said Crooke. * What’s that
bounder doing here ?”

Gore pointed to the door.

“Get out!” he said.

“Sure, and this is my study!” said
Mulvaney pleasantly.

“Yes, Gore; you are already aware
that Mr. Railton has assigned Muldoon
to this study,” said Skimpole, blinking
at the bully of the Shell. “Please do
not make any dusturbance. I am help-
ing Muldoon to put his things tidy.”

“I wouldn’t have a rotten funk
planted on me,” observed Crocke.
“Kick him out, Gore. Or, better still,”
he chuckled, “make Skimmy kick him
out !”

Gore laughed.

The idea of making the peaceful and
benevolent Skimpole engage in a fight
with the new boy quite appealed to
George Gore’s peculiar sense of humour.

“Good egg !’ he exclaimed. = “Skim-
pole, take your jacket off!”

“My dear Gore

“You are going to fight the new kid,”
explained Gore. “It will be fun. You
needn’t be afraid; he’s a holy funk.”

“But I have no quarrel with the new
boy, Gore,” said Skimpole, in distres
“On the contrary, I feel very friendly

i A LONG JOB!

What are

“ Hey !
doing ? *’

¢« Emptying the water out of our
boat.”’

“ Well, where’s your boat ?

“ It’s sunk ! ?

you

Half-a-crown has been awarded
to: William Qeorge, 15, St. Albans
Road, Seven Kings, Essex.

disposed towards him. I am going to
lend him some of my books on Deter-
minism, and—"’

“You're going to lick him!” said
Gore. .

He closed the study door. Crooke
put his back to it. . The two young
rascals were greatly pleased with
their  scheme. A fight between
Skimpole and the new boy would be
distinctly amusing.

“Now, go it, Skimpole,” said Gore.
“You've got to fight the new kid, or
fight me. You can take your choice.”

“I refuse, Gore. I consider——"

“Take your jacket off!” roared
Gore.

“My dear Gore——"

“Take your jacket off, Mulvancy.”

“Rats !

“My hat! T'll jolly soon have it off
you!” said Gore.

And he laid violent hands upon the
n;:fw boy and dragged his Eton jacket
ol

blazed ‘and he

Mulvaney’s eyes

‘clenched his fists, but he did not hit

CGore. His promise to his father was
fresh in his mind. - :

9

Crooke had dragged Skimpole's
jacket off.
“Now pile in,” said Gore. STl

933

keep time. Are you ready

“My dear Gore > said Skimpole
feebly.
“Are you going to begin?” 'roarcd

the bully of the Shell.

“Certainly not. I—"

“Then we'll jolly well bump you for
a start!”

“My dear—  Oh! Hands off,
please! Oh dear! Yah!”
Gore and Crooke seized upon the

genius of the Shell, and he was swept
off his feet and brought down with a
heavy bump upon the floor. Fis
spectacles slid down his nose, and he
blinked over them in dismay.

“Ow, ow! Oh Oh dear!”

Gore jerked his glasses off and threw

them on the table.
“You don’t want yvour gig-lamps on,”
id. “Now get up and pile in. 1f
don’t begin, I'll start on you with
a cricket stump !

He jerked Skimpole to his feet.
Skimpole, who was extremely short-
sighted without his glasses, blinked at
Mulvaney in a very uncertain sort of
way.

“Do—do—do you mind if I fight you,
Muldoon ?” he asked nervously. © Gore
is so very obstinate. I will not huvi
You. 2

“If you don’t hurt him. T'll
svou!” said Gore threateningly.
pile in!”

Skimpole hands
advanced upon Mulvaney. There wa
no help for it, for Gore had taken up
a cricket stump and held it ready for
Mulvaney backed away.
He could not fight that day withou
breaking his promise. And he cei-
tainly did not want to fight the harm-
less and benevolent Skimpole.

“QOh, pater!” he muttered.
vou didn’t know what you were letting
me in for!”

“Do you mind puiting up Four
hands, Muldoon 77 asked Skimpole.

Mulvaney put up his hands.

“Go for him!’ shouted GCore.
“Aind, I've got the stump ready.
I'm going to larrup you if you don’t
hit hard.”

“My dear Gore, you know——"

“Shut up and pie in!”

Skimpole piled in feebly. Mulvaney
stood up to him, grinning, and brushed
his feeble drives aside.

“@Go for him !’ shouted Gore angrily.
“That isn’t fighting. Pile in!”

“1—J cannot, Gore! He pushed my
hands away, you see,”” said Skimpole.
“As you are aware, I do mnot kuow
very much about boxing. Yarcooh!”

The cricket stump came behind
Skimpole with a loud whack, and he
jumped and roared.

“Stop that !> shouted Mulvaney.

Gore glared at him.

“Eh! What’s the matter with you?
T'll give you some, too, if I have any of
vour chin!” he exclaimed savagely.

Mulvaney made a step towards the
grate, and caught hold of the poker.
The poker had been thrust into the
fire, and it was red-hot at onc end.
Mulvaney drew it out. He turned
round towards Gore, grinning over the
red-hot poker.

“T’1l give you three seconds to get
out of this study—you and the other
rotter I he said.

hurt
“Now

put up his an

busi

ess.

“Sure

3

“What! Put that poker down!”
roared Gore.

“ Are you going?”’

“Going ! hy, T'll smash you!. Ull

Tae Gy Lisrary.—No. 1,496.



10
—Dll— - Yah! Get away! Keep
that poker away from me! Do you
hear? You—you villain! T'lI—-I'll—

Pll— Yaroooh !” "

Mulvaney minor advanced upon him
with the poker extended. Gore crashed
the cricket stump upon it to knock it
aside, and there was a smell of scorched
wood. Then he gave a wild howl as
the red tip of the pokér touched his
arm, and dropped the stump and
leaped back wildly.

“ OW,"ow! Yah! Ob, I'm burned!
Oh!”

“Sure, and didn’t I warn you?” said
Mul\anov minor cheerfully. “And

yowll get burnt some more if you don’t

get out !”

“Yes, please go, Gore,” said Skim-
pole. “In the circumstanees, I con-
sider that Muldoon is compleiely justi-
fied in adoptmg <omewhat violent
measures.’ :

“ Gerooogh, genoﬁ"”

Gore dodged wildly reund the table.
Mulvaney pursued him, lunging at bim
with the poker.

Crooke made a jump to tackle Mul-
vaney -from behind,. but ~the.new boy
swung round, . and Crooke’s hand
dabbed on the poker.” He gave a
fiendish yell, and tore out of the study.
Gore backed away to the door, panting.

“T’'ll—I'Y smash you for this Mul-
vaney ! Ill—”

“Get out!”

“FI pulverise you!

“Bunk 1”

“Yow-ow-ow !” yelled Gore, as the
poker touched his jacket. “Yaroooh!
You—you young villain! Yarooop !

FR—=2

2

-Oh I”

And Gore leaped through the door-
way. ;
Mulvaney closed the door after him
and locked it, and then burst into a
roar of laughter as he threw the poker
into the grafe.

“Ha, -ha, ha'l"
a bit!”

Skimpole adjusted his spectacles and
blinked approvingly at Mulvaney.

“Really, you know, I should nover
have thought of that,” he said. “I
trust I did not hurs you, Muldeon,
when I was fighting you—"

“Ha, ha, ha! You couldn’t hurt a
mouse !”

“I am 1e110v0d, my dear Muldoon.
I'm afraid that Gore will be very
violent this evening—or to-morrow—
after what you have done.”

“To-morrow |” Mulvaney chuckled.
“He can be as violent as he likes to-
morrow. The more the merrier! Ha,
ha, ha 1”

That settles Gore for

CHAPTER 8.
Very Wet ! :
EORGE GORE was looking very
G grim when the Shell fellows
went up to their dormitory that
night.

During the evening Mulvaney had
snceceded in avoiding him.

For a long time he was locked in the
study, and after that he visited his
major in the Sixth Form quarters,
where Gore could not follow him.

And on the oeccasions when Gore had
a chance of getting to close quarters,
Mulvaney fairly ran for it.

Such an exhibition of utter “funk”
brought upon him derision and scorn
from all the fellows in the School
House. But Mulvaney did not seem to
mind. He would have explained his
motive if anyone had asked him, but
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no one did. They took it for granted
that he was the bluest of funks, and
despised him accordingly. But he knew
that his character would be redeemed
when his promise no longer bound him.
And so he took it all with undiminished
cheerfulness.

He wondered, however, what was
going to happen in the dormitory that
night. In the dorm, after lights-out, he
would not be able to get away from
Gore if Gore chose to make himself un-
pleasant. And it was pretty certain that
he would choose.

Micky Mulvaney did not like the
prospect.

Some of the fellows grinned as he
came into the dormitory. There was
evidently a general anticipation of fun
after lights-out.

Kildare of the Sixth came to see the
juniors in, and he turned out the light
and quitted the dormitory. Then there
was a buzz of voices, almost before the
prefect’s footsteps had died away.

“Have that funk out!”

“ Anybody got a candle 7

“Get a light 1”

“Hold on!” said Crooke. “No row
till the prefect’s gone down: We don’t
want Kildare coming back here and
spoiling the fun.”

“Wait ten minutes,” said Gore. “The
cad can enjoy the pleasules of antici-
pation, you know. Mulvaney, you
rotter | [

“Same to you and many of ‘em!
replied Micky.

“You're going to have a high old
time !”

“Thanks !”

“(Oh, don’t be a beastly bully, Gore !”
exclaimed Tom Merry. “Why can’t
yvou let the kid alone? It's cowardly
to go for a chap who funks, anyway 12

“Mind your own bubmeaa, retorted
C.me, “and don’t jolly well interfere!
Ve re going to have some fun with the

122

“Yes, rather !” said Crooke.

And a good many voices chimed in.
Most of the Shell fellows were looking
forward to some fun with the new boy
after lights-out that night.

“Well, I suppose you can have your
fun, but you're not gomg to hurt him,”
said Tom Merry. “If you begin any
rotten bullying, Gore, you’ll have a
fight on your hands!”

“Oh rats!” said Gore.

He jumped out of bed and llghted a
candle. Nearly all the Shell fellows
turned out. The Terrible Three sat up
in bed to look on. They did not intend
to take part in the ragging, unless it
became- too rough, and then Tom
Merry intended to chip in promptly.
He would not see the new boy ill-used
simply because he hadn’t the resolution
to stand up for himself.

The glimmer of candle-light illu-
minated the long, lofty dormitory. The
raggers gathered in an eager crowd
round Mulvaney’s bed. Micky sat up.

“(Get up 1” said Gore.

“Now, look here,” said Mulvaney
minor, “play the game! I can’t fight
yet to-day, Gore, because—"

“Because you're a funk!”
Gore.

“I promised my pater——’

“Rats 1"

“Come off 1

“Chuck it!”

“Sure, and it’s the truth,” said
Micky Mulvaney; “and I’ll fight ye to-
morrow with all the pleasure in the
world !
wouldn’t fight on my first day here |”

“Liar I” said Gore,

Mulvaney flushed.

sneered

3

I promised my pater that I .
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“You—you rotter! Hands off, I tell
ye I”

Gore was grasping at his bedelothes.
He dragged them off, and then two or
three fellows shoved the new boy out of
bed, and he rolled on the floor.

Mulvaney jumped up, amid a roar of
laughter. Gore made a run at him,
and Mulvaney jumped to his washstand
and caught up the jug. Before Gore
could get out of the way,” Mulvaney had
swung the jug upon him, and the water
came in a drenching flood over Gore.
He gave a gasping yell, and staggered
back, soaked to the skin. His pyjamas
hung round his limbs in wet folds.

“Groo-hoogh! Hoooh: Yow-ow !”

“Ha, ha, ha !” roared Monty Lowther.
“Is that wet, Gore??

“Groooogh 17

Gore made a frantic spring at Mul-
vaney. The new boy lunged at him
with the empty jug, and caught him on
the chest with a crack. Gore jumped
back again.

“Put that jug down !” he roared.

“No fear! I'm keeping it at present !
Sure, and it’s curious I am to see
whether it’s harder than your head!”
said Mulvaney.

“You—you—you—

“Come on !” said Mulvaney, brandish-
ing the jug recklessly. * “You were
spoiling for fun just now, Crooke.
Come on-!” ;

But Crooke did not come on. He did
not like the look of that recklessly
brandished jug; and the other raggers
hung back.

Gore, furious, dragged away his wet
pyjamas, and towelled himself down,
breathing wrath and vengeance. There
was a lull in the proceedings. Gore had
to find fresh pyjamas from his box, and
it took him some time. When he had
finished, Micky Mulvaney had taken
another j jug of water from another w a=h—
stand.

“Sure,
remarked.

“Put that jug down!” said Gore, in
a voice of concentrated fury.

“Not this evening,” said
cheerfully.

- “I—I1l smash you—

“Come on, then! You'll get wet
again !”

Gore paused, quite baffled. He did
not want to get drenched again, and
he did not want the heavy jug broken
on his head. The new boy faced him
calmly and coolly. He would not fight,
but he certainly did not look a funk
as he faced the raggers, The Terrible
Three looked on, grinning. They were
beginning to enjoy the scene. It was
not going at all according to Gore's
programme. Gore seemed to be
destined to be the ragged instead of
the ragger.

“Sure, I'm sorry to spoil the fun,”
said Mulvaney politely. “If T hadn’t
promised my father, sure, I'd fight ye
with pleasure, Gore. I'm not a funk,
and I’ll prove.it to you to-morrow !”’

“Liar I’ said Gore.

Mulvaney made a threatening move-
ment with the water-jug, and Gore
jumped back in alarm, There was a
laugh.

“Go it, Gore!” said Manners. “We
shall be going to sleep soon, if the
circus doesn’t begin. What are you
waiting for?”

“Not afraid of a funk,
chuckled Clifton Dane.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I—I’ll smash the cad!” said Core.
“You must wait till' to-morrow, you
rotter I”

“p)

2

and I'm ready now!” he

Micky

3
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are you!?

wait till five minutes past
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twelve to-night, if you like,” said Mul-
vaney calmly. 21 promhed not to
fight to-day, but sure to-day ends at
twelve o’clock midnight. Now, Gore
darling, I'm tired of standing here.
Go back to bed!”

“ Wh-what I’

“Deaf, is it? Go back to bed, or
I'll swamp you with water !’

“Why, you—you——" d‘P(d Gore,
quite taken aback.

This was turning the tables with a
vengeance.

“Are you going?’ asked Mulvaney,
advancing with the water-jug uplifted.

Gore backed away. There was no
help for it, He did not want to be
drenched with icy water again. Amid
loud chuckles from all the Shell fel-
lows, Gore was driven back to bed,
and he turned in, gnashing his teeth
with rage.

“Gentlemen, the show is over,” said
Monty Lowther. “I can’t call the per-
formance a success. Gore is no good.
I'm going to sleep.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And the Shell fellows all turned in.
Mulvaney waited till they were all in
bed, and the candles blown out, and
then he set down the \\'a.ter-jug and
turned in. But he did notl go to sleep.
He knew that he was not done with
Gore yet, and he intended to remain
awake, and keep a wary cye open f01
the bully of the Shell.

CHAPTER 9.
Making Things Hum !
ULVANEY intended to ke ep
awake, and for zome time he
did keep awake.

But sleep was neavy on his
eyes; he was tired after his day’s ex-
periences. In spite of himself, he
nodded off.

He heard eleven strike from the old
clock-tower of St. Jim’s, and it was the
last sound he heard.

He was dozing, and he siid from ln:
doze into a deep sleep.

He slept soundly, and he did not
hear a movement in the dormitory. He

did not hear a fellow creeping softly
out of bed.
Gore was less sleepy. Perhaps his

sudden cold bath had made him more
wakeful; and he wanted vengeance,
and he wanted it badly. He waited
till eleven o’clock had struck to make
sure that the new boy was asleep; then
he crept out of bed and took the jug
from his washstand, and stcle softly
towards Mulvaney’s bed.

There was a sound of deep breath-
ing from Mulvaney, and Gore chuckled
silently. The new boy was fast asleep.
He was to have a sudden and startling
awakening.

In the dim starlight that struggled
through the high windows of the dor-
mitory, Gore could just make out the
form of the sleeper.

Ie raised the jug, and tilted it over
the bed.

Swoosh !

The water came out in a flood.

There was a gasp, and a wild yell
from Mulvaney, and he jumped up in
bed like a ]ack in-the-box.

“Yaroch! Ooosh! Grooogh !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”’ yelled Gore.

“Yaroooh! Oh!”

Gore put the jug down,
treated, roaring with laughter.

Fellows sat up in bed on all sides,
exclaiming and calling out in alarm.

“What’s the matter?”

“What the dickens——"

#0w! Sure, and it’s drenched I am

and re-

entirely I’ yelled Mulvaney, his accent
growing with his excitement.
“Drinched to the skin! And me bed's
drinched! Oh, you baste! You thafe
of the wurrld !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Mulvaney jumped furiously out of
bed, and rushed at Gore. He caught
the bully of the Shell round the body,

and they struggled. Then suddenly
Mulvaney remembered, and let his
enemy go.

“QOh, you baste! Oh, you rotter!”

he gasped, as he released Gore.

“Come on, you funk!”

But Mulvaney did not come on. He
retreated to his washstand and took
the towel, and began to rub himself
row 7’ de-

ry.
“What on earth’s the

manded Tom Merry.

The Sixth Form prefect hadn’t a chance of stopping in time.

Lathom.

as he found himself falling backwards.

%0h, —a  bath for
chuckled Gore.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Crooke.

“What a rotten trick!” said Tom
Merry indignantly.

“Faith, and I'll make ye sorry for it
entirely I’’ gasped Mul\ aney “What
time is that strlkmg, Tom 1\1erry L%

“ Half-past eleven.

“Groogh! You-wait a litite bit, you
thafe of the wurrld! Oh crumbs! DMe
bed’s drenched in wather !

“Ha, ha, hat”

Gore went back to bed, laughing like
a hyena. Mulvaney struck a match,
and lool\ed at his bed. It was simply
swimming in water. The new boy re-
garded 1t with dismay. it was cer-
tainly impossible to go to bed again in
that bed.

“Qh, the baste!”

“You can turn in with :ae,
like,”’

Mulvaney !’

if you

said Tom Merry goocd-naturedly,

1

“You can’t sleep in that blessed
swamp !”

“Thanks! It’s a good sort ye are!”

“Put some dry thiigs ov, though,”
said Tom, laughing.

“Ha, ha, hat”

Mulvaney changed into dJy pyjamas,
and turned into Tom Merry’s bed. But
this time he did not go to sleep. He
was waiting for twelve o’clock to strike.

At midnight he would be free from
that unfortunate promise to his pater,
which had placed him at the mercy of
the bully of the Shell. And he did not
intend to wait until the morning.

The Shell fellows were soon asleep
again, but they were not destined to
remain asleep long.

Midnight tolled out from the clock
tower.

Then Mulvaney minor sat up in bed.

He stumbled over
the prostrate form of his minor, and blundered right into the arms of Mr.

¢ Q-g-goodness g-gracious ! ’’ gasped the astonished Form-master,

“ What is the meaning of this 2

Tom Merry opened his eyes drowsily.

“Warrer marrer? °Tain’t rising-
bell I’ he murmured.

“I'm getting up!” replied Mulvaney.

Tom Merry’s eyes opened wider.

“Shurrup{ Lemme go to sleep, fat-
head !”

“It’s to-morrow morning now,” Mul-
vaney explained.

“What ?”’

“To-day was only up to twelve o clocL
to-night, and now it is to-morrow,”
Mulvaney said lucidly, as he jumped
out of bed. “As it’s to-morrow now,
1fs ,no good waiting till to-morrow, is
it?

2 Yes—no—what are you talking
about ?” asked Tom Merry in bewilder-
ment.

“I’m going to talk to Gore.”

“ON, cheese it !” said Tom, sitting up
=1ccp11y ‘“’Nuff rags for to-night!”’
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“Yes; but it isn’t to-night now. It’s
to-morrow |”

And Mulvaney stepped to Gore’s bed.
Gore was sleeping the sleep of the just—
and the unjust. Mulvaney grasped his
bedclothes and yanked them off, and
George Gore started up with a howl.

“Hallo! What the—"

“Get up !”

“Who'’s that?” roared Gore, blinking
furiously into the darkness.

“Mulvaney—me !’

“You—you rotter! I’lL ”

“You'll get up!” said Mulvaney,
groping for Core, and collaring him,
and dragging him out of bed. The
bully of the Shell descended on the floor
with a bump.

*“Now, then, get up !” said Mulvaney.
“You're going to sleep in that bed you

199

drenched. I'm going to have your
bed 1”?

“What! Why, you—you—"
“Get up I’ 3

Gore jumped up  quickly enough.

He made a wild rush at Mulvaney, and
Mulvaney stepped aside, and the bully
of the Shell rushed past him in the
dark, and bumped heavily upon
Bernard Glyun’s bed. There was a
roar from Glyn as Gore sprawled over
him, and he recached out and shoved
him off the bed. Gore found his way
to the bed again.

“Clumsy !” said Mulvaney cheerfully.
“Do get up! Anybody got a candle?”

Two or three fellows had turned out,
and candles were lighted. Gore gained
his feet again, furmng with rage. Bug
some of the Shell fellows grasped him
and held him back.

“Can’t_fight this time of night!” ex-
claimed Kangaroo. ‘‘Dash it all, every-
body’s in bed! There would be a fear-
ful row if we woke up a prefect o

“P’m going to smash him—— :

““Get back to bed !”” said Tom Merry.
“You can fight in the gym to-morrow.”

“I tell you—>"

“Shut up !” said Monty Lowther. *“I
tell you you can’t fight at this time of

”»

night ! Now, chuck it, Gore, or we'll
bump ‘you !”’ '

“Well, if I leave it till to-mor-
TOW: *? began Gore.

“To-day,”” grinned Mulvaney. © After
twelve o’clock it’s to-day, you know.
That’s important. I promised my
pater not to fight anybody yesterday,
and you chaps have seen that I've kept
my word. Now that’s over, and I'm
going to lick Gore. Sorry to spoil you
fellows’ beauty-sleep, but you can blame
Gore for it. He’s not going back to
bed till I've licked him baldheaded !”

“Do you hear that?” roared Gore, in
a rage.

. “Now, look here, Mulvaney

“ Faith, and .I've no time. I'm going
to lick Gore.”

Gore broke away from the fellows
who were holding him, and rushed at
the new junior. Mulvaney’s hands were
up in a twinkling, and they went it
hammer and tongs. Fortunately, their
bare feet made very little sound on the
floor. =

“Well, if it’s going to be a mill, we
may as well have some more light,”
said Monty Lowther, taking a couple of
candles from his box. “Are there any
gloves here ?”’

“I don’t want any gloves!” shouted
Gore.

“You_will before I've finished with
yomn,” chuckled Mulvaney.

Half the Shell fellows were out of
bed now. The rest were sitting up in
bed, keeping the blankets round them
for warmth. Gore and Mulvancy were
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fighting desperately. Gore was the
bigger of the two, and he was very
strong, and he had plenty of pluck.
But the new junior was showing surpris-
ing qualities as a fighting man, He
kept Gore at armslength, and suddenly,
with a terrific right-hander, he sent him
spinning along the dorm.

Gore made a clutch at a bed, and
missed it, and rolled on the floor.

“My hat!” ejaculated Tom Merry.
“Gore, old man, you've woke up the
wrong passenger !”

“The wrong passenger’s woke
Gore !” chuckled Monty Lowther.

“Ha, ha, ha !

Crooke picked his chum up. Gore was
panting for breath.

Mulvaney was as cool as a cucumber.

“Better have this thing in order,”
said Kangaroo. ‘“I've got some boxing-
gloves in my box—"

“I don’t want gloves, I tell you!”
howled Gore.

‘“Make a ring,

up

and I'll keep time,”

‘ Hallo, dad, is mum after you,
too 2 ¥

Half-a-crown has been awarded
to D. P. Steyel, Blackwecod, South
Australia.

went on the Cornstalk. “You’d better
have rounds——>

“I don’t mind,” said Mulvaney. ““Any
old thing!”

“I’'m going to smash him !’ said Gore,
panting. “I'm going to pulverise him !
Blow rounds! I’ll finish him this fime !”

“Obstinate ass!” said Kangaroo,
shrugging his shoulders,

Gore snorted, and rushed to the attack
again. This time he succeeded in get-
ting through Micky Mulvaney’s guard,
and Mulvaney staggered back from a
tremendous left on the nose, followed up
by a right under the chin. But as Gore
rushed on to pursue his advantage,
Mulvaney recovered as if by magic, and
let out right and left, with two smash-
ing blows that sent Gore thumping on
the floor again.

“Well hit!” shouted Tom Merry.

“Bravo, Mulvaney I”

“My hat! And that’s the chap we
called a funk!” grinned Manners,
“Gore will have had enough of the
funk soon.”

*“Ha, ha, hal”

Gore was looking decidedly grog%-y
as he scrambled up. By this time he
was sorvely repenting that he had re-
jected gloves and rounds. But Mulvaney
gave hum time to recover his breath.

FRIEND—OR FOE ? I

THE GEM LIBRARY

The juniors, greatly excited now, and
by no means displeased to see the bully
of the Shell taken down a peg or two,
crowded round in an eager ring.

For four or five minutes now the fight
went on without a rest or pause, both
the combatants receiving punishment.

“Go it, Mulvaney I

“Stand up to him, Gore !”

“Good hit! Good man! Pile in!”

“Not so much blessed row!” ex-
claimed Tomm Merry. “We shall have
the giddy prefects here soon if you

don’t shut up !”

Bump !

George Gore dropped again like a
sack of potatoes, and he did mot rise.
Crooke bent over him.

“Going on?” he asked doubtfully.

Gore groaned.

“Ow ! I—T ecan’t!
strong for me! Ow!”

“Licked, by George!” said Monty
Lowther. “This is where our esteemed
friend Gore gets it in the neck and
shuts up!” I don’t think he will call
Mulvaney a funk any more !”

“Ha, ha, ha't”

Gore staggered towards his bed. He
was quite done, and he realised that he
was no match for the new junior. He
had indeed woke up the “wrong pas-
senger ” in tackling Micky Mulvaney.

“Hold on!” said Mulvaney, “That’s
my bed, Gore!”

“Go and eat coke!”

Mulvaney quietly but firmly pulled
him away from the bed.,

“You've drenched my bed, and I'm
going to have yours,” he said calmly.

“You—you rotter!” growled Gore!
“I—I'll hck you some other time, you
beast !”

Mulvaney grinned, and turned into
Gore’s bed. Gore did not get into the
soaked bed, however. He turned in
with Crooke. But it was a long time
before he slept. That midnight battle
had had a great effect upon him, and he
lay meditating upon his sins for a long
time before slumber visited his eyes.

And Mulvaney ' was not disturbed
again that night. The new junior had
proved, to the satisfaction—or, the dis-
satisfaction—of all, that he was not a
funk, and incidentally that he was a
very dangerous customer to tackle.
And he slept the sleep of the just until
the rising-bell clanged out in the
morning.

The beast is too

CHAPTER 10.
Levison’s Little Mistake !

LANG, clang, clang!

Mulvaney minor turned out
bright and fresh in the clear
morning. He seemed as fresh

as a lark, and not at all disturbed by
the disturbance of his night’s slumbers
and the fight that had taken place in
the small hours. George Gore was
looking very different. Both his eyes
were decidedly darkened, and he
groaned as he turned out of ked. He
felt an ache all-over.

He did not. speak to the new boy.
He was “fed-up * with Mulvaney minor,
and did not want any further dealings
with him. Micky had already begun to
make things hum. 5

Mulvaney whistled cheerily as Le
went downstairs. He was taking a trot
round the quadrangle, when a crowd of
the Fourth Form came out.

Levison and Mellish at once spotted
the new boy.

They knew nothing, so far, of the hap-
penings in the Shell dormitory during
the night, and still had the impression
that the new boy was a funk of the first
water.  Under that impression, they

—
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bore down upon him. Mulvaney met
them with a ‘cheery smile,

€8 TOF of the morning to you!” he said
amiably.

Levison jerked the new boy’s cap off,
and tossed it over the gate leading into
the Head’s private garden. In that
garden juniors were never allowed, and
it was rather a favourite amusement of
Levison to toss caps belonging to very
small fags there, and watch the trepi-
dation with which they sneaked in to re-
cover their headgear. He fancied that
the same amusement would be quite
safe with Mulvaney minor, though he
was by - no means a smal] fag. but a
somewhat bigger felloyw than Levison,
and much more strongly built, and in
dcmdedly better condition. Mulvaney
looked after his cap calmly as it went
flying, and saw it land in a bush at a

considerable distance over the gate.
Then he looked at Levison.

“What’s that for?” he asked.

“You can go and fetch it,” said
Levison, chuckling. “That’s the Head’s
garden, you know. Juniors are not

allowed there. If a prefect spots yvou in
the garden you get lines or a licking.
Savvy ?”

“Then how am I to get my
asked Mulvaney innocently.

cap?”

“You'll have to risk 1t!”  grinned
Levison, and Mellish burst into a
laugh.

Mulvaney shook his head.

“Under the cires, I don’t care about
going into the Head’s garden,” he re-
marked. “As you .chucked the cap
there, Levison, you can fetch it.’

“Ha, ha, ha !” yelled Levison,

“What are vou cackling at?”

“Well, the idea of it!” said Levison.
“T didn’t chuck your cap there to fetch
it myself. You’d better scoot over the
gate and get it before a prefect comes
along.”

“No fear!

“ Fathead !”

“In fact, I insist upon your going,”
said Mulvanev “T want my cap. You
chucked it over the gate. You can go
and feteh it.”

Levison shrugged his shoulders con-
temptuously, and turned away. A grip
like iron on his collar swung him back.
He swung round in anger and amaze-
ment, and found himself looking into
\Imlxy Mulvaney’s smiling, cheery face.

% Dont go yet,” said Micky agree-
ablv “You haven’t fetched my cap.

“Let go my collar, you silly ass!”

“ Are you going to fetch my cap ?”

“No, I’'m not 1” 1oaled Levison. And
he clenched his fists. ©Let go my collar
at once, or I'll knock you 1nto the
middle of next week !”

“Right-ho !” said Mulvaney, releas-
ing Levison, and pushing back his cuffs.
“Come on; and see how far you can
knock me along the giddy calendar !”

Then Levison hesitated. He had ex-
pected Mulvaney to scuttle, as he had
done the previous day from Gore. But
there was no sign of scuttling off about
Micky Mulvaney now. He seemed to
be quite a new fellow, in another sense
of the word, this morning.

Levison looked at him v ery doubtfully.

“Well, I don’t want to hurt you,”
said Levison generous!y. “Clear off and
don’t bother, and I'll let you alone !”

“Will you fetch my cap?” -

“No, you silly chump ; I won’t !”

“Then you won't clear off yet
awhile!” chucl\]ed Micky. “If you don t
get over that gate at once, my pippin,
I’ll throw you over it |”

“What !” gasped Levison.

Several fellows were guthering round,
and they were looking on in surprise
and -amusement. Certalnly, just now
Levison looked more like a funk than

You're going !”

TR R g

JUST
MY
FUN

Monty Lowther
Calling !

Hallo, everybody !

It is a remarkable sight to watch
the leaves falling in autumn, says a
writer. It would be still more re-
markable if they didn’t.

- A champion tap-dancer takes
547 steps in a special dance. After
a severe caning, Mellish all but

equalled this performance.

A Welsh skipper and a Scots
engineer were always squabbling, so
they changed places. Down in the
engine-room, the Welsh skipper
found it difficult to keep his engines
going, and finally they stepped
dead. ‘“‘Mac,” called out the Welsh-~
man, “I give you best. I cannot
get the engines to go at all!” “Pm
nae surprised at that,”’ replied Mac
from the bridge, ‘‘seeing that we’ve
been ashore for the last half-hour!”’

Headline : “World’'s Thinnest
A(tm m \'ipoloo'l Illm Playing
the “Bony parte”’

Just as  the Chmrman of  the
Governors was about to address the
chool, a gust of wind blew his notes

3

mto the ﬁ)eplace. He was left
“speechless.” |
Cowboys are excellent coolxa we

read. Well, you would expect them
to be at homé on the range.

A man in Wayland was fined for
travelling farther than he was
entitled to on a bus. The magistrate
told him where he got off.

Time was, they say, when a
cavalry recruit would have six
hours’ riding practice daily. He

soon got to know what was meant
by a “raw’ recruit.

Fatty Wynn says he often uses his
avoirdupois to stop the ball. That
word certainly wants some getting
past.

Short story: A traveller, staying
in an Irish hotel, was awakened
early by a knock on his door. “What
is it 27 he asked. ‘‘A telegram,
sir,”” came the reply. ‘‘ Well, can’t
you shove it wunder the door ?”
demanded he. ‘‘Sure, it’s impos-
sible,”’ came the reply, ‘‘ because I
have it on a tray.”

I hear a New York policeman has
served forty-four years without
making an arrest. It is rumoured

] TRy

Mulvaney did. He was looking, and
feeling, decidedly uneasy, and wishing
that he had let the new boy severely
alone. To go after the cap he had
thrown into the Head’s garden, and

fetch it back at the order of the new

boy, would be too terribly humiliating;
but the more he looked at Mulvaney,
the less he felt inclined for a personal
encounter with him.

“Sure, I'm waiting for yer!” said
Mulvaney. “It will be time to go in to
breakfast soon. Will you get over that
gate?”

“No, you silly fool I

“Faith, then I'll chuck yer!

into your work !”
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the burglars’ union are to present
lnm with a clock in appreciation of
his long and faithful service.

How’s this: “They do say ye can
tell character from me hand?”
asked the yokel doubtfully. * Cer-
tainly,” replied the palmist; “and
for a start you're from the
country !”  “By gum!”. exclaimed
the yokel delightfully. “It be
wunnerful " -

If you want to rise rapidly in the
W 011(1 join the Alr Force.

Oh Kildare,” said Ml Selby to
the captain of St. Jim’s, “if you are
passing the Third Form Room you
might notice what D’Arcy minor is
doing, and tell him not to do it.”’

I hear the man found sitting  in
the middle of the railway track at
Wayland perusing a letter, ex-
plained that he had been told to
read between the lines,

As the manager of the dynamite
factory said to his slack assistant :
“What you want is to put more fire
And make things
go with' a “bang 7

Skimpole wants to know the best
way ‘to study ants. Go for a picnie.

“Gibson,” said Mr. Selby, *“if
vou had two-and-six in your left
pocket, and five shillings in your
right, what would you have?”
“Please, sir,” replied the fag, “I
should have somebody else’s trousers
on.”

The self-important batsman was
very annoyed when the umpire gave
him out .b.av. “‘You're wrong,” he =
snapped. *‘* I'm nowhere near the =
stumps !> “ Oh, yes, you are,’”’ re- =
torted the umpire, *‘ just you keep
that right leg of yours where il is
and come up this end and see for
yourself!?”’

I know a man who is talking of
moving West. He says his business
has gone that way.

“You can always get a book to
help solve furnis lmm' problems,”
says a writer. True. We have found
an old encyclopedia very useful to
prop up the damaged leg of our
study table.

American story: A milk corpora-
tion hired a man to drive a car
round the streets for seven days
without sleep. The car displayed a
notice: “This Daredevil Drinks
Our Milk.” A little later the rival
company came out with a nctice:
“You Don’t Have to be a Daredevil
to Drink Our Milk.”

“What you need,” said the doctor,
“is a breath of sea air. What is
your job?” “I'm a lighthouse-
keeper,” replied the patient.

And that’s that!

[T

R

Mulvaney advanced upon Levison.
Levison put up kis hands desperately.

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy, arriving upon the scene, and
puttmg up his eyeglass to survey ib.
“Bai Jove! What’s the mattah with
Mulvaney ? I believe the young beggah
has been takin’ us in!” 2

“He licked Gore last night in the
dorm,” said Tom Merry, who had also
,]omcd the crowd with some more of the

Shell fellows. The altercation was
attracting a great many juniors to the
spof:

Levison started.
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“That funk licked Gore?” he ejacu-
lated. :

Tom Merry laughed.

“Yes; and if you’d known that, you’d
have left his cap alone, wouldn't you,
Levison ?”

Levison bit his lip. That was cer-
tainly the case. He had not the faintest
idea that the new junior was such a
“dark horse.”

But he would not give in without a
struggle. A licking was better than the
chipping he would receive if he gave
in like this, after attempting to bully
the new boy. Ile put up his hands
savagely as Mulvaney closed in upon
him and hit out.

Mulvaney grinned, and knocked his
hand aside with perfect ease, and gave
him a tap on the chin that made him
stagger. Then the new junior rushed
in, and closed with him,

Levison struggled furiously.

But the arms of the Irish junior were
like a band of iron round him, and
Levison’s struggles had no effect upon
that firm grip. He felt himself swept
off his feet and ecarried bodily towards
the garden gate.

“Bai Jove

“Good old Mulvaney !”

Mulvaney swung Levison with perfect
ease up on the gate, and rolled him
over. 'The cad of the Fourth fell with
a heavy bump on the inner side.

He rolled on the garden path, and sat
up on the gravel, blinking. There was
a yell of laughter from the fellows on
the other side of the gate.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

‘

CHAPTER 11,
Gore Mends the Punectures !
EVISON sprang to his feet.

He was on the forbidden side
of the Head’s gate, and if he
were spotted there by anyone in

}apthority, it would mean trouble for
him.

The gate was locked, as usual, and
he could not open it; but he clambered
on to it in hot haste to get back into
the quadrangle.

Mulvaney tapped him on the chest
lightly.

“Get back, you spalpeen! You're not
coming over without my cap !”

“Look here 2

“Gerroff 17

Mulvaney drew back his right arm as
if for a heavy drive, and Levison
jumped off the gate in a great hurry.
The juniors chuckled again gleefully.
Levison’s attempt at bullying the new
boy was ending disastrously for him.

“You’d better fetch the cap, Levison,”
said Tom Merry, laughing. “You
know, you ought not to have chucked
it there in the first place.”

“I won’t |” roared Levison.

“Sure, then, you’ll stay in the garden
all the morning |’ said Mulvaney cheer-
fully. .

“I will not! You rotter! I—

“ Bettah fetch the cap, Levison, deah
boy 1

Levison made a rush at the gate to
scramble over, but Mulvaney was ready.
The cad of the Fourth was met with a
sharp tap on the nose, and he fell off
the gate again and bumped down in
the gravel.

“Yow-ow! Oh!”

*Hd, ha, hal”

Levison scrambled to his feet. His
face was black with fury. He glanced
over the gate, secking Percy Mellish
in the crowd to call to him for aid;
‘but. Mellish had wisely vanished from
the scene. He did not want any trouble
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with the new junior who
had licked Gore, anc] was

now engaged in licking
Levison. Percy Mellish
preferred to leave that
tough customer severely
alone.

Levison  panted with
fury. He knew by now

that he was no matech for
the bhoy he had attempted
to rag, and he knew that
he could not get over the
gate unless Mulvaney per-

mitted him. There was
nothing for it but sur-
render. He looked round
for the cap. It had fallen
into the rhododendrons at
a  considerable distance
from the gate. To reach

the rhododendrons it was
necessary to cross the
garden in full sight of

several ~windows of the
Head’s house, and that was
a risky proceeding.

But there was nothing
else 1o be done. Levison
ran across the garden in a
hurry, reached the rhodo-
dendrons, -and grasped at

the cap. As he did so a
voice was heard from the
direction - of the green-

house down the garden.
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“I see yer, a-tramplin’
on the ’Ead’s lawn! Tl
report yer, Master Levi-
son "’
ras ol ““ Qo for him ! ?’ yelled Gore, prodding Skimpole vigorous
’l‘al:gle‘l as thglepor‘tg;ce “_}?(f The idea of making the harml'ess Skimpole fight the apra"r:m
5515, > u =
was in the greenhouse. >
Levison gritted his .
teeth. He grabbed the cap, and ran junior to turn and run. But he didn’t.
back towards the gate. He flang the He met Fatty Wynn with open arms,
cap at Mulvaney, who caught it neatly so to speak. Fatty found his fists
and placed it on his curly head. knocked up, and the new boy’s arms
“Thanks !” said Mulvaney minor. round him. He was swept off his feet
“Hang you !” growled Levison. and sat down on the ground with a
And he clambered over the gate and bump that took his breath away.
dropped into the quad, and stamped Mulvaney minor walked off and left
away, with the comforting assurance in him sitting there, gasping for breath,
his mind that Taggles would not fail and Figgins and Kerr looking at him
to report his trespass. Mulvaney minor in astonishment.
stroﬂc away with his hands in his “Well, my hat!” ejaculated Figgius.
pOﬁigeérai.ns & Co. had just come out of I"‘My snly . Chipega. Tuueen
the New House for a stroll round the &?rlé‘w ow, ow!” gasped Fatty Wynn
quad before *‘brekker.” They grinned “\Vh)" 56 heast T s strong  as =
]at- one another as they spotted the new e 8 ¥
0% And it was full fiv inutes befor
& e 5 . b, s fu ve minutes before
Figgglesre % Itht?ltinli) lsfze"iu fﬁ:‘kt(" bsf:]ld the fat Fourth Former left off gasping.
BiE o hiie e ncda g D When the breakfast-bell rang in the
u‘Yes Fithor '”g agréed the - Cb School H_ouse two Shell fellows failed to
And_the three New House ]:uninrs 5\1}1111 Bp-in dial, Tleyawere Lors ang
bore down upon Mulvaney minor. 2 Bsvaneyalngiar,
To their surprise, he did not seck to  Mr. Linton, the master of the Shell,
avoid them. was at the head of the table, and he
_ He halted. and stood with his hands i’ligzv::d as he noted the two empty
ét;miuippockets, waiting for them to “dWhere are Gore and Mulvaney ?”° he
“ 3 e 5 ‘.:q said crossly.
p[;{:ﬁﬂyﬁ the morning!” he said “They can’t have heard the bell,”
T _ said Tom Merry. ~oe
a0 3on oo™ e pleaio g0l ook for them A
B : e ¥ es, Bk '
}}%‘ga;‘:); vle‘*r“,%hﬁg- renEhid. Jooking: ¢ Tom Merry quitted the Hall, wonder-
st Faity: Wiage e e’mdc ‘Oﬁ ing whetl;icr Gf(%re and Mulﬁanely II](a(}
z P e T . come to fisticuffs again. e looked w=
ts}vloull()l‘ ti]l\c d\f]‘mbjbfn ef:sL‘zmses, ,a:;{d round the quad, but it was deserted; E.
algd Foad ~ald cWalere for A  week; in the gym; and finally a sound of &

Fatty Wynn turned purple.

“You—you—you checky rotter!” ke
gasped. “I was only going to bump
you in a friendly way. But what ycu
want is & hiaing. T’ll—"

He did not say any more, but rushed
right at Mulvaney.

Figgins and Kerr expected the new

voices drew him to the bicycle-shed.

He looked into the bieycle-shed.

The two juniors were there. Gore
was in his shirtsleeves, kneeling beside
a bike. The tyre was off, and Gore
was mending punctures. Mulvaney
minor stood with his hands in his
pockets, looking on. Gore’s face, which
had .looked considerably damaged
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siy with the sharp end of a cricket stump.
tly funky new boy, seemed to Gore and Crooke screamingly

when he came down that morning, was
now looking still more damaged,
proof that there had been further

trouble.

Probably a great deal of persuasion
had been required to make Gore con-
sent to mend the punctures he had
made the previous day in Mulvaney’s

tyres. But he was doing it.

Tom Merry gazed at the scene in

astonishment.

“What on earth——" he began.

Mulvaney turned his head
grinned.
“Sure, and Gore’s mending

tyres,” he said. “He punctured them
yesterday with a penknife when 1 left
I found
out 1t was Gere, and asked him to mend
them for me, and sure he’s so kind that

my bike outside the house.

he’s doing it.”

Tom Merry laughed. Gore was dab-
bing his nose savagely at intervals, to

staunch a fresh stream of red.

kindness in repairing Mulvaney’s tyres

was_evidently not voluntary.
“Brekker’s on,” said Tom

“Linton’'s sent me to look for you.”

Mulvaney nodded.

“Right-ho! You can finish them

) after brekker, Gore.”
-~

€ to the breakfast-room, laughing.

“ They’re both coming, sir,” he said.
“Gore’s been mending a puncture, and

* he’s got to wash his hands, sir.”

; E

minutes later.

was on.
they discovered what it was.

“Time before chapel to finish those
repairs, Gore,” Mulvaney remarked, as

they went out into the Hall
gritted his teeth savagely.
“Hang the repairs! I—"

considerably  soiled eand
e crimson with rage.
i “Sure, and it’s only tit
for tat, Gore darling,”” said
Mulvaney good-humour-
edly. “You couldn’t ex-

* Pile in!?

Gore grunted. Tom Merry returned

Gore and Mulvaney came in a few
Gore was looking in
such a state of suppressed fury that the
whole Shell saw at once that something
When breakfast was over,

“They’ve got to be done,
vou know,” said Mulvaney
grimly. “It was a dirty
trick to jab a knife into
my tyres, and you know it.
It would serve you right to
make you buy new ones.
But youw're going to mend
those punctures, or T’ll
Fammer you till you can’t
stand !”

Gore clenched his hands
ior a moment, but_he un-
clenched them  again.
There was no help for it,
and he went quietly to the
bike-shed to get on with the
repairs.

A grinning crowd of
juniors followed him there
to watch him at work.

It was, as Jack Blake re-
marked, a very interesting
sight to see Gore of the
Shell doing something use-
tul, and for somebody else.
Gore would willingly have
smashed the tyres and the
bicycle into little pieces, but
he was working under the
eye of Mulvaney minor,
and he worked on steadily
till his task was finished.
Then he rose to his feet,

pect me to mend the punc-
tures meself entirely !

Gore snarled.

“T’ll make you sorry for
this ”” he said thickly.

Then he swung savagely out of the
shed. The chapel bell was ringing, and
the juniors trooped off, chuckling.” Mul-
vaney minor had succeeded in making
an impression upon the School House
fellows. There was no doubt that the
new junior was hot stuff, 1'9111al‘kabl_y
hot stuff, and that he was extraordi-
narily able to take care of himself.

CHAPTER 12.
Rather Too Humorous !.

143 ALLO, Paddy!”
Mulvaney major swung
round with a frown as his

minor sauntered in to his
study and addressed him in that ccol
and familiar manner. Micky Mulvaney
nodded cheerily.

“How are you going on, Paddy ?”

“T told you not to call me Paddy ™

“Sorry—I mean Freckles !”

Mulvaney major turned red with
wrath.

“I know I shall have to lick you,
you cheeky young imp !” he growled.

“Oh, Paddy—I mean, oh, Freckles!”
said  Mulvarey minor reproachfully.
“Look here! What’s the good of
having a major in the Sixth if you
can’t chip him? What are the Sixth
for, anyway?”

“T’ll show you what the Sixth are for,
you young scoundrel I” said the prefect.
“The Sixth are for keeping checky
young puppies in order, and licking
them when they need it. And sure I’ll
begin on you!”

“0Oh, Freckles——"

The prefect made a dash for his
minor, and Micky Mulvaney fled down
;l}}e passage. His major dashed after

im.
Micky Mulvaney turned into the Form-
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room passage with Lis major hot on his
track. Mulvaney major had his ash
in his hand, and he intended to let his
minor feel the weight of it as a pre-
liminary lesson on the subject of cheek-
ing the Sixth. But Micky was not at
the end of his resources. Just outside
the Fourth Form Room he halted sud-
denly, and threw himself down, right at
the feet of the prefect.

Mulvaney major could not stop him-
self in time. e

Mr. Lathom, the master of the Fourth,
had just stepped out of the Form-room
to see what the disturbance was about.
He was blinking along the passage
through his glasses when the Mulvaneys
arrived on the spot. Mulvaney major
stumbled on the form of his minor, and
went flying forwards, his hands thrash-
ing the air wildly. There was a terrible
crash as he landed right upon Mr.
Lathom.

“Oh!”

“G-goodness gracious!”

Myr. Lathom staggered back under the
impact of the heavy Sixth Former, and
sat down in the passage. Mulvaney
major sprawled across his knees.

Mulvaney minor sprang to his feet
and fled. Before either the prefect or
the Form-master could speak a word he
had vanished round the nearest corner.

Mr. Lathom groped for his glasses
wildly.

“G-goodness gracious! What—what
has happened? Is that you, Mulvaney?
What do you mean by rushing into me
in this manner? Bless my soul! Are
you aware, sir, that you have knocked
over a Form-master?” gasped Mr.
Lathom. “Get up immediately, sir!
How dare you sprawl over my feet in
that mauner 7”

Mulvaney major scrambled up.

“I—I'm sorry, sir.”

“I should hope you are, Mulvaney!”
snorted Mr. Lathom, as he picked him-
self up . breathlessly. “I am surprised
at you—shocked and surprised! A
Sixth Form prefect playing in the pass-
age in this absurd manner !”

“I—I—I wasn't—"

“I saw you!” said Mr. Lathom, rais-
ing an accusing forefinger. “I saw you.
Mulvaney, and I was surprised and
shocked. I may say disgusted. To see a
senior boy chasing a junior along a
passage, recklessly buiting into a master
—dear me! DMulvaney, it is simply dis-
graceful I

“But, sir, I—I—I—" stammered
Mulvaney major.

“That is enough. Remember my
words, Mulvaney, and please do not let
this oceur again.”

And Mr. Lathom went into the Form-
room, and closed the door behind him
with . unnecessary vigour — indeed,
almost with a slam.

Mulvaney major walked away, breath-
ing hard. The troublous times which he
had felt that his minor would bring
upon him had commenced. As soon as
he was gone, Mulvaney minor came
cheerfully back, and walked into the
Shell-room looking quite serene. He
was a little late, and Mr. Linton gave
him a severs glance.

“Mulvaney !

“Yes, sir,” said Micky politely.

“You are late for class. As you ars
a new boy, I will excuse you. But do
not let it occur again.”

“Certainly not, sir,” said Micky.
“Sure, 'm awfully sorry, sir!”

“What made you late?”

“I 3vas waiting for the coast to he
clear, sir. I—I mean I was admiring
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the scenery from the lower passage
window, sir.”

Mr. Linton leoked at him very
sharply.

“You may go to your place, Mul-

vaney,” he said cuxrtly.

“Thank you, sir.”

Micky Mulvaney looked a little rest-
less as the lessons proceeded. It was
clear that his active nature and exu-
berant spirits found the Form-room irk-
some. Several times he addressed re-
marks to the other fellows, and drew
down Mr. Linton’s wrath for talking in
class. At the fourth offence, Micky was
given a taste of the “pointer,” and for
some time after that he was chiefly
occupied in sucking his aching palm.

In the second lessons, Mr. Linton was
devoting special attention to Skimpole,
and to do so he came among the Form.
Skimpole was a great genius—at all
events, he firmly believed so—but his
genius did not show itself in the class-
room. He was, in fact, a far from
promising pupil, and Mr. Linton was
not satisfied with either the quality or
quantity of his Latin, As Mr. Linton
stood Dbefore Skimpole’s desk, labori-
ously explaining some point which only
a genius could have misunderstood, his
gown was whisking against Mulvaney.
who was in the row before Skimpole.

Next to Mulvaney sat Crooke. Mul-
vaney dropped his hand into his pocket,
and then slid it gently behind Crooke
without attracting that youth’s
attention.

He had a large, strong safety-pin in
his hand. Tom Merry caught sight of
him, and made an excited sign to him
to chuck it.

But the spirit of mischief was upon
Micky, and he declined to chuck it. He
winked one eye at Tom Merry, and that
was all.

With deft fingers, he fastened the end
of Mr Linton’s gown to the tail of
Crooke’s jacket with the safety-pin
which was quite strong enough to stand
a very hard pull. Indeed, it was more
tikely that the gown or the jacket would
give way, than that the safety-pin
would, when a strain was pub upon the
connection.

Then Mulvaney minor sat with a
good-as-gold expression upon his cheery
face, and waited for results.

The results were not long in coming.

Myr. Linton, having succeeded in driv-
ing some dim conception of his meaning
into Skimpole’s mighty brain, turned
fi'om his task to move out before the
class.

Crooke was at the end of a form.
The Shell-master passed down the aisle
between the Forms to get back before
the class; but he did not get very far.

He took two paces, and his gown
tautened out behind him, and at the
third pace he was brought up with a
sharp jerk.

The jerk on- Crooke’s jacket, too,
pulled it round him, and up over his
arm, Mr. Linton swung round, and saw
his gown, apparently in Crooke’s grasp.

He simply jumped.

His idea was, of course, that Crooke
had caught hold of his gown, and was
jerking at it by way of a joke. Such a
joke upon a Form-master in the sacred
precinets of the Form-room was un-
heard-of, incredible, unparalieled. Mr.
Linton could scarcely. believe the evi-
dence of his senses.

“Crooke I he thundered.

“Ye-es, sir,” stammered Crooke.

He was surprised and alarmed to find
himself entangled in the Form-master’s
gown. He did not know in the least
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what caused it, and as he struggled to
release his arm from the folds of the
gown, he seemed to Mr. Linton to be
jerking at it. ;

“Crocke, let go my gown at once!
How dare you!”

#J—I’m not holding it.”

“This instant, sir!” thundered Mr.
Linton,

G 2] :

The master of the Shell pulled angrily
at his gown: The result was to jerk up
the tail of Crooke’s jacket right over
his head. There was a yell of laughter
from the Shell. They could not help it
at the ridiculous sight.

“(Crooke, you insolent young rascal!
How dare you!” shrieked Mr. Linton.

He grasped Crooke by the shoulders,
swung him out of his seat, and spun
him into the room before the Form.
Crooke made a jump to get away,
and there was a loud, rending sound, as

a large patch was torn from Mr.
Linton’s gown.

The Shell fellows gasped.

“(Crooke, you—you must be insane!

You shall be flogged for this, boy! I

l URGENT ! I

i%lRE ;‘I’A‘rmf\( l

.

that
game of cards there’s a fire in the
next village ! **

f How do yocu know ?”’

¢ J've had a postcard ! ”’

“ When you've finished

Half-a-crown has been awarded
to Mervyn Kirker, c/o McGill, 98,
Kilmarnock Road, Shawlands,
QGlasgow, S.1.

will take you in to the Head at once!”
gasped Mr, Linton.

“J—I didn’t do it!” howled Crooke.
“You got fastened to me, somehow,
sir

‘““What nonsense !”

“Look here, sir!
my jacket !”

The torn fragment of Mr. Linton’s
gown was trailing behind Crooke. Mr.
Linton grasped him by the shoulder and
swaung him round. Then he saw the
safety-pin, and understood.

“Did you fasten that pin
Crooke ?” he demanded.

“Pin, sir? No, sir! I didn’t know!
It was a trick! I didn’t—wasn’t——"

“No; it is scarcely likely that you
would fasten it to your own jacket! It
was someone else—someone sitting near
you!” Mr. Linton turned round to the
class with a brow like thunder. “The
boy who fastened my gown to Crooke’s
jacket will kindly vise to his feet!”

. There was a murmur from the Shell:

But no one rose to his feet. - Micky

It’s hanging on to

there,
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Mulvaney did not quite like Mr. Lin-
ton’s looks, and he remained where he

was.
M Such a “jape ” played upon
him in his own Form-room
roused all his ire. It really seemed as
if the end of the universe must be com-
ing, when such things happened to a
Form-master in a-Form-room.

“Do you hear me?” he thundered.
“Some boy fastened Crooke’s jacket to
my gown by means of a safety-pin! I
order ‘that boy to come forward !”

Silence.

“It was some boy sitting near to
Crooke undoubtedly,” said Mr. Linton.
“I shall give the boy in question one
minute to admit it.”

All eyes turned to the Form-room
clock.

The seconds ticked away in the midst

of a painful silence. Half a dozen fel-
lows had seen Micky Mulvaney’s action,
but they had no intention of giving him
away. George Gore among others had
seen him and he was strongly tempted
to rise and .denounce the practical
joker. But he knew what the Shell
would think of him if he did and the
sneak refrained.
_ Micky Mulvaney kept a perfeetly
innocent face. If he was bowled out
he was prepared to face the music; but
he did not believe in looking for
trouble.

The minute passed.

“Very well;” 'said-Mr. Linton, in''a
concentrated voice, “I am perfectly
aware that a number of you—probably
all of you—are aware who committed
this disrespectful and outrageous action.
Unless the boy instantly comes forward,
I shall punish the whole Form.”

“Oh!” murmured the Shell fellows.
*““All half-holidays this week and next
will be taken away,” said Mr. Linton,
‘““and every member of the Form will
write five hundred lines!”

“Oh, oh, oh!”

Micky Mulvaney looked dismayed.

He had not expected a drastic line
like that to be taken by the master of
the Shell; though, as a matter of fact,
he had not thought of the consequences
at all when he japed the Form-master.
He had acted without thinking—a little
way he had.

Tom Merry gave him an expressive
glance. It was time for him to own
up. Whatever happened, he had no
right to evade punishment at the cost
of bringing a fortmight’s gating and a
host of lines upon his Form-fellows.

Mulvaney minor understood the glance,
but he did not need the hint. He had
already made up his mind while M.
Linton was speaking.

Mr. Linton paused impressively, and
looked over the class.

Mulvaney minor rose to his feet
meekly., The Form-master’s eyes rested
inquiringly wpon him. He did not
think for a moment that a new boy, on
his first morning in the Shell Form
Room, would bhave the astounding
audacity and impudence to play such a
trick on his Form-master. His natural
idea was that Micky was going to give
him information, and, much as he
desired to know the culprit, his lip
curled with contempt of the sneak.
Micky Mulvaney understood his expres-
sion, and his blue eyes glimmered with

CHAPTER 18.
Not Licked !

R. LINTON was almost scarlet
with rage.

~fun for-a moment.

“If you please, sir——"
(Continued on page 18.)
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Let the Editor be your pal!
Drop him a line to-day,
addressing your letters:
The Editor, The GEM,
Fleetway House, Farring-
don Street, London, E.C4.

TR

The Editor’s Chair

ALLO, chums! The postman who
serves the GEM office is com-
plaining of an arm-ache, and I
must say I'm not surprised, for

my postbag is getting bigger every day.
If it goes on at this rate, I shall be too
busy answering recaders’ letters to edit
the GEM at all.

But please don't think I dislike hear-
ing from you. The more letters I get,
the better I'm pleased. So if you have
anything to praise—or grouse at—let me
hear from you. Remember, criticism is
as valuable to an editor as compliments
are welcome.

Most of my letters nowadays bear the
new Edward VIII stamps, and ve¥y nice
they look, Incidentally, the present
stamps are only temporary, and it’s
quite possible that they may shortly be
changed, so if you stamp collectors
haven’t already got a set of unused ones,
here’s the tip to get in while the going
is good.

Pretty often the postbag provides us
with a good laugh. Only the other day
a letter turned up from an Irish reader
containing a stamped addressed en-
velope. “Dear Editor,” it ran, “I wrote
to you the other day and I didn’t send

a stamped addressed envelope. So I'm
sending one now.” We hastily started
to search for the reader’s previous

letter so that he could have his reply at
once. But though we went right
through all our correspondence, no
trace of another epistle from the same
address could we find.

We were just going to write to him
about it, when along came a second
letter, with a covering note which ran:

“Dear Editor,—I forgot to post the
letter, which I forgot to put the
stamped addressed envelope in.” We
opened the letter. It started off “Dear
Aunty Mabel ” and ended “With love
from Paddy.” (What a shock Aunty
Mabel must have had when she found
herself addressed as the Editor of the
GEM).

When we came to reply, we found
that the stamped addressed envelope
he had sent had an Irish stamp on it.
So that wasn’t any use, either!

“ THE SCHOOLBOY RAIDERS!”

Next week’s long story of St. Jim’s is
a wow, even if I say# it as shouldn’t!
I feel that I must offer my congratula-
tions to Martin Clifford, and I’'m sure
you’ll want to do the same.

Personally, I always enjoy myself
extra specially when Tom Merry & Co.
run foul of Gordon Gay and the rest of
the Grammarians; and that happens
with a vengeance in “The Schoolboy
Raiders.” First Arthur - Augustus
D’Arcy fights a duel with Gustave Blane

- days of Greyfriars,

—known to his Grammarian chums as
Mont Blong—and then Gordon Gay &
Co., determined to wipe off a debt of
honour, stage the most daring raid on
St. Jim’s they have ever attempted.
Whether or not they succeed in ragging
Tom Merry & Co., 1s a secret until next
Wednesday.

“BILLY BUNTER’S COMPETITION !*

The one and only William George
Bunter has fancied himself as many
things during his career as the world’s
most famous eater. He’s had a shot at
being a film star, an actor, a big-game
hunter—he’s even told fortunes at a
circus. He has never attempted to win
fame as either a jockey or the daring
young man on the flying trapeze, though
he would probably tell you that both
those things were well within his
capabilities.

In next week’s story of the early
written in Frank
Richards’ wusual breezy style,” the
famous. and fatuous Owl of the Remove
is convinced that he’s the “tops” at
angling; and he even organises a com-
petition for budding fishermen amongst
the Greyfriars juniors. The prize list
worries him a bit, certainly, but
Bunter’s no man to let a little thing
like that stand in his way. Until his
famous postal order comes it is a
simple matter to purloin a few belong-
ings from other members of his Form
to add to the awards.

But I’'m not going to give the whole
story away.

SOMETHING FOR NOTHING !

I expect most of you have seen the
fine coloured cards showing fighting
planes of the world which are being
given free in each copy of “Modern
Boy.” If you haven’t, you ought fto.
The three given away with this week’s
issue of that paper are the Boeing
fighter, from America; the Kawasaki
bomber—say it quickly; it’s not so
difficult—from Japan; and the Icarus
1.K. fighter, Yugoslavia. There are
sixteen cards in the full series, and a
free album and pocket atlas were
given away with the first set, a fort-
night ago. Back numbers are running
short, so if you want to obtain them you
are advised to get a shift on.

HEARD THIS ONE ?

This week’s best story comes from
Afghanistan. It appears that a certain

PEN PALS COUPON
17-10-36

R.A.F. pilot, flying solo, crashed in

the middle of a patch of waterless
desert, a full day’s walk from any-
where, without, however, damaging
himself. :

Said a local chieftain—a giant of a
man abomt six-feet-six high and just
about as broad—to his pals: “You
wait here while.I go and chew him up.”

They weren’t his exact words; but
that was what he meant.

He selected two of his biggest hench-
men as bodyguard, and the three of
them started out, while the rest of the
tribe got out their dancing shoes and
prepared to make a party of it as soon
as the boss returned.

But the boss did not return. A day
later a strange procession was observed
approaching the nearest R.A.F. station.
Staggering under the weight of the
plane’s engine came the three tribes-
men, while behind them, spurring them
on to faster pace, strutted a very cocky
pilot armed only with a wing-strut from
his damaged plane.

The tribe now has a new chief.

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

Harry Jenkins, of Croydon, has been
told by a chum that 1t once rained
snakes, and he doesn’t believe it. In
order to settle an argument, he has
written to me.

Well, Harry, I'm very sorry, but you
lose. It has rained snakes! A little
while ago a couple of workmen,
engaged in mending the roof of a house
near Dumka, Bengal, got caught in a
storm, and the next moment found
cobras falling all around them. As
vou may imagine, they didn’t stay to
investigate.

The explanation appears to be that
the cobras—which were baby ones—were
in the trees above the house and the
storm blew them down.

And while we're on the subject of
snakes; anyone heard about the two
thieves who pinched a large wicker
basket from a Hamburg music hall,
and then found, when they got it home,
that it contained a full-grown python.
S'fact ! s

s ] . & .

The instrument you’ve heard about,
Peter Fletcher, of Bolton, is a bolo-
meter. It is used to detect minute
changes in temperature, and is one of
the most delicate instruments in the
world. Given proper conditions, it can
measure the heat which reaches it from
a lighted candle situated five miles

away.
THE EDITOR.
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“ Mulvaney, do you know who played
that trick?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Did you see him?”

“Yeg: sir.”

“Very well. Who was it?”

Mulvaney minor hesitated.

“Ought I to ‘tell -you, sir?” said
Micky innocently.

Mr. Linton frowned. Some of the
Shell fellows chuckled softly, but the
frowning glance of the Form-master
soon made the chuckles die away.

“Don’t bandy words with me, Mul-
vaney minor!” said the Form-master
harshly. “I order you to give me the
name !

“I—I—I should be licked if—if I
gave the fellow away, sir!” stammered
Micky.

“Nonsense! I will protect you!”

Mulvaney minor brightened up.

“Sure, then, I'll tell you with
pleasure, sir, if you promise me that I
shan’t be licked for telling you, sir,
intirely.”

“You have my assurance upon that
point, Mulvaney,” said- Mr. Linton
majestically.

“Very good, sir!”

“Now tell me who it was,”

S TR

“What !” :

“Tt was I, sir!” said Mulvaney minor
meekly.

Mr. Linton almost staggered. There
was a breathless howl of laughter from
the Shell. They could not keep it back.
The cool, astounding impudence of Mul-
vaney minor simply took their breath
away. Mr. Linton gazed at him like a
man in a dream.

“It was—was you, Mulvaney?” he
panted at last.

“Yes, sir.” :

“You fastened my gown to Crooke's
jacket 77

“Wes, sir.”

“And what did you do it for?”

“To see what would happen, sir.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Silence!” shouted Mr. Linton.
“Well, Mulvaney, you will now see what
will happen.” He picked up his cane.
“Come out here!”

Mulvaney minor came out.

“Hold out your hand !’

“If you please, sir—"

“Hold out your hand !” thundered the
master of the Shell.

“But, sir, you promised

“What !” Mr. Linton lowered the cane
involuntarily.

“You promised I shouldn’t be licked
if I gave you the name of the fellow,
sir,” said Micky Mulvaney meekly.

Mr. Linton stuttered with rage.

“That—that—that was because I
supposed that it was ancther boy- 2

“I couldn’t help what you supposed,

sir, could J?” murmured Micky, still
meekly. “I only know what you said,
sir. I relied on your word when I owned
up.”
Mr. Linton breathed very hard. The
Shell were breathless. They wondered
what the Form-master would do. They
fully expected him to take the new
junior by the shoulders and thrash him
till his arm ached It would perhaps
h@,ve been no more than Mulvaney
minor deserved for his impudence. But
Mr. Linton did not. He controlled his
temper with difficulty, and laid the cane
on the desk.

“That was a trick, Mulvaney,” he
said. “However, I gave yon my
promise, and I shall keep it. I shall
not cane you as you deserve.”

“Thank you, sir.”
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“But I shall give you an imposition
of a thousand lines, and you will be
gated on Saturday afterncon!” said the

~ master of the Shell grimly.

“QOh, howly Moses!” ejaculated Mul-
vaney minor, in dismay. “I—I—I'd-
rather have the licking, if you don’t
mind, sir!”

“But I do mind!” said Mzr. Linton
coolly. “Go back to your place,
Mulvaney! And if you are guilty of
any further impertinence you will be
caned soundly.”

And Mulvaney minor went back to his
place, and he was as good as gold the
rest of that morning. Mr. Linton’s keen
eyes were upon him, and Mulvaney
minor had to be very wary. But he
gave the Form-master no excuse for
using the cane, and escaped unscathed
from the Form-room when morning
lessons were over.

CHAPTER 14.
Held to Ransom !

LAKE of the Fourth tapped
Mulvaney minor on the arm

in the Fourth Form passage.
“Message for you,” he said.

““Get it off your chest, darling!” said
Micky.

““Your major wants you.”

Micky Mulvaney made a grimace.

“What for?” he asked. i

“Well, I ‘fancy it’s a whopping!”
grinned Blake. . “I heard him telling
Darrell that you had flopped him over
this morning, and that he was going to
teach you to behave yourself. You're
to wait for him in his study.”

Micky Mulvaney groaned dismally.

“Sure, a thousand lines and a gating
from Linton are enough!” he said.
“Paddy might go easy on a chap, I
think. I suppose I'd better go.”’

“I suppose you had,” said Blake.
“Your major's a prefect, and prefects
generally want to be obeyed by fags.”

Mulvaney minor walked away to the
Sixth Form passage, and entered his
major’s study. The study was empty.
Mulvaney major was not there. Perhaps
he wanted the waiting for the punish-
ment to impress upon Micky’s mind the
fact that the way of the transgressor was
hard. If so, he was mistaken in his
hope, for Micky was not at all depressed
as _he waited for the prefect to come in.

He amused himself by looking round
tho study, and he turned things out and
about with cheery unconcern. In Mul-
vaney major’s desk he came upon a
whole sheaf of impot paper written out,
and he gazed at it in surprise.

“Lines, by Jove!” he said.
many, 1 wonder.”

He looked the sheaf over. It was in
a scrawling junior schoolboy hand, and
the impot was a very large one. There
were five hundred lines in all from
Virgil’s Aneid. Micky Mulvaney’s eyes
glistened.

“Five hundred, by Jove! I—*

“You young rascal |”

Mulvaney major entered the study.
Mickey looked up, not in the least
abashed by being discovered at the
prefect’s desk.

“Hallo !” he said coolly.

“What are you doing at my desk?”

“Looking into it,” said the junior
calmly. “I suppose I can amuse myself
by looking round my brother’s quarters
if I like?”

“Shut that desk at once!”

DBang! The lid of the desk descended

“How

with a crash like a gunshot, and“

Mulvaney major jumped.

“You noisy young savage——""
¥ g g
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“Faith, some people are niver satis-
fied. I say, Paddy——"

“Don’t call me Paddy 12

“1 mean Pattikins. I say, can I have
those lines?”

“ What lines?” :

“You've got a whole heap of lines
there——"

“Oh, that’s Levison’s imposition!”
said Mulvarfey. “I haven't looked at
it yet. No, you can’t have it. What
do you want it for?”

“What_do you want me for?” asked
Micky, without replying to the quession,

Mulvaney major frowned.

“I’ve been thinking it over, and I've
decided to lick you It's the only thing
to be done, and it will be for your good
in the long run., If you start here with
a jolly good hiding, it may keep you out
of lots of trouble. And I can’t have any
favouritism. Any other kid who tripped
a prefect up in the passage would be
licked, and you can’t expect me to make
an exception for you.”

Mulvaney minor eyed him warily.

“Now, look here, Pattikins——""

“Shut up !” roared the prefect, snatech-
ing up a cane. “Now hold out your
paw !’

“Which paw?”

“Whichever you like. You're going
to catch it with both.”

“I say, this isn’t playing the game,
Paddy. If I were your major——"

“Hold out your hand!”

“Besides, I'll let you trip me up in
the passage, if you like, and call it
square,” Micky offered. “That’s
cricket.”’

“Will you hold out your hand—or
will you have the cane round your
shoulders 7’ asked Mulvaney major, in
a concentrated voice.

Micky sighed, and held out his hand.

“Go easy, Pattikins, for the sake
of old times,” he pleaded.

Swish!

Mulvaney major did not go easy—

.far from it. He brought down the

cane with a terrific swipe. Micky
jerked his hand away just in time, and
the cane swept down, missing the pre-
fect’s own leg by about a quarter of
an inch. Mulvaney major almost lost
his balance as his arm swept down
and met with no resistance, and he
stumbled a pace forward. Micky
promptly brought both his hands down
on top of his major’s head before the
prefect could recover himself, and
shoved with all his strength, and Mul-
vaney major fell on his knees.

“Why, you—you—you—-
I—" he stuttered.

Before. he could rise, Micky had
reached the door.

He paused one- instant to jerk the
key out of the lock, and stick it in the
outside of the keyhole, and then he
;v_as outside, slamming the deoor behind
him.

Mulvaney major charged furiously
across the study, and grabbed the
handle of the door, and aragged at it.

Click!

The key turned as he grasped the
handle. The door rattled, but it did
not open. Mulvaney major dragged at
it in vain. He was locked in his study,
and he heard a low chuckle in the
passage outside.

“You young villain! TUnlock that
door !” he shouted, hammering on the
panels with both fists

“Paddy, old man—"

“QOpen the door!”

“Not unless you make it pax.”

“Wh-what! Pax with a fag! I'll—
T'll—I'll smash you!” yelled Mulvaney
major. “DI’ll write to the pater to take
you away! I'll report you to the

What—
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In the dim light, Gore could just make out the form of the sleeping new boy.

it over the pillew. '*Swoosh!”

Head! I'll pulverise you if you don’t
- open the door !”’

“Make it pax!”

“You—you—you—— Help !’ roared
Mulvaney major. “Kildare—Darrell—
Rushden—Langton—somebody come and
help—"’

“T’'ve taken the key out of the lock,”
said Mulvaney minor calmly. “If
anybody comes along, I'm going to
throw it out of the passage windaw into
the ivy! You'll be a giddy prisoner
for the rest of the day, Paddy.”

Mulvaney major gasped with rage.

“ Micky, open this door ! 5

“Make it pax, then!”

There was a pause. Mulvaney
major did not want to be locked up in
his study all the afterncon; and he
knew how he would be chipped if it
came out that he had been made a
prisoner in his study by a fag. To
descend from the window, or break
the lock would attragt rather too much
attention for a dignified prefect of the
Sixth Form. He felt himself driven
to making terms with his minor.

«T—J—-I’ll let you off,”’ he stuttered.
“QOpen the door !’

“Not just yet. Prisoners have to
ransom themselves,” said Micky calmly.

“What! If you think I'm going to
give you any tin :

“Y don’t want any tin.”

“What do you want then, you young
rascal 7%

“Those lines in your desk. They're
no good to you, and they’ll do nicely
for me.”

“Qpen the door!”

“Can I have the lines?”

“VYe-es!”’

“ Honest Injun!”’

“Yes |” gasped Mulvaney major. »

Micky Mulvaney opened the door
and smiled sweetly at his brother.
Mulvaney major’s hands were simply
itching to be upon him; but he was a
fellow of his word. Micky opened the

I—
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“ Owwhhh !

desk, and took out the sheaf of impot
paper.

“So-long, Paddy!” he said.

“Get out!” gasped his brother.

“Would you like me to come to tea
with you this afternoon?”

“No !” roared Mulvaney major.
give you one second to get out!”

“MTa-ta, then! Keep your wool on!”

And Mulvaney minor skipped into
the passage, with the 1impot paper
under his arm.

Mulvaney major slammed the door
after him. and then fanned his fevered
brow.

Mulvaney = minor  walked away
cheerily to his study, where he de-
posited the lines in his desk, and safely
locked them up. That evening he
started to work on the lines Mr. Linton
had given him, and he made his writ-
ing as like as he could to that upon
the impot paper he had obtained from
his major.

As he was a new boy, Mr. Linton’s
knowledge of his handwriting was of
the slightest; and as Levison, who had
written that impot, was in the Fourth,
the Shell master would not be likely
to know his hand, either. The astute
voung rascal had escaped exactly one-
half of his long imposition.

The next morning he presented him-
self to Mr. Linton, after lessons, with
his thousand lines.

Mpr, Linton gazed at the sheaf of
paper in surprise. ~He had not ex-
pected that impot to be written out
quite so quickly. Indeed, he had ex-
pected that it would keep Mulvaney
minor busy all Saturday afternoon.

“My imposition, sir,” said Mulvaney
minor meekly.

“You have lost no time with it,”” said
Mr. Linton, somewhat graciously.
“Put it on the table. You may go.”

And Mulvancy minor went.. He met
Lovison in the passage; and Levison

“p

y He raised the heavy water jug and tilted
gasped Mulvaney minor, jumping up like a jack-in-the-box!

noticed that he was grinning gleefully.
Mulvaney gave him an affable nod.
“Much obliged to you, Levison,” he
said.
“Eh!” said Levison. ‘“What are you
obliged about, you ass?”
_ “For whatever you did to get an
impot of five hundred lines from my
major,” replied Mulvaney minor, with
a cl}uckle; and he walked on, leaving
Levison of the Fourth utterly mystified.

CHAPTER 15.
Detained !

ULVANEY MINOR hidd soon
M dropped into the way of things
at St. Jim’s. His propensity
for practical jokes was strong
—but he had learned not to give it rein

as far as Mr. Linton was concerned.

But, upon the whole, the fellows liked
Micky Mulvaney.

He was so frank and hearty and
breezy and good-natured, that one could
not help liking him.

He was always cheerful, too, which
made him @ pleasant companion. Even
his detention on Saturday afternoon was
not allowed to make him downhearted.

“Qosrry yow're detained,” Tom Merry
remarked to him on Saturday morning.
“Vour major’s referceing for us in a
match with the Grammarians this after-
noon.”

“Qure, and if I was free T'd play for
ye,” said Micky.

Tom Merry laughed.

“The ecleven’s made up,” he said;
“and we don’t generally play new kids
without a trial in the regular fixtures,
my son. You could come and watch.”

“Your major’s going great guns after
the match,” Jack Blake remarked.
“There’s going to be a feed in his
study~—he’s got Kildare coming and half
a dozen of the Sixth—and it’s going to

Tre Gem Lisrany.—No. 1,490,




20

be ripping. T've got to do the shopping
for him. If you weren’t a young ass,
you nufrht go to the feed, as he's your
major.”

“Sure, he didn’t tell me about it, or
T'd have been as good as gold,” said
Micky. ““When are ye going to do the
shopping ?”

“After dinner. The feed’s got to be
ready by five o’clock.”

And after dinner Jack Blake was busy
fagging for Mulvaney major. The pre-
fect had entrusted him with a pound,
to-be expended on good things for the
little celebration in his study. Jack
Blake was very skilful at shopping, and
he obtained the very best value for his
money, and quite a good pile of things
were placed in Mulvaney major’s study
when he had finished.

Having finished his shopping and
bestowed ‘the proceeds in the prefect’s
study, Jack Blake changed for the
match.

Tom Merry & Co. were on the footer
ground when the Grammarian juniors
arrived. Mulvaney major, the referee,
was with them, in blazer and shorts.

At the window of the Shell-room Mul-
vaney minor stood watching the distant
playing fields.

For once the cheerful face of Mul-
vaney minor was clouded.

He would dearly have loved to join
the crowd of- juniors gathered round
the junior football ground, where Tom
Merry’s eleven were beginning a tough
match with Gordon Gay & Co. of the
Grammar School.

But it was not to be. He was de-
tained until half-past four, and as the
kick-off was at three, his detention
would last as long as the football match.

No. 546 of!
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The first half ended with the score —they’re going to stay to tea, anyway—

level, one to one. Micky watched the
commencement of the second half
through the Form-room window, and

then he quietly went to the door of the
Form-room and looked into the passage.

On that fine, sunny half-holiday the
School House was deserted. Mulvaney
was probably the only fellow remain-
ing within the walls.

He crept to the S]\th Form passage
and entered his major’s study.

The bundles brought in by Mulvaney
major's dutiful fdn were piled in the
cupboard. \Ilchy collected them up
quickly, stuffing the smaller packages
into his podxet\, and taking tho lainc
ones in his hands or under his arms.
Then he quitted the study.

Two minutes later he was back in the
Form-room, and the plunder was hidden
in his locker.

A few minutes later Mr. Linton
glanced in at the door of the Form-room,
and Micky Mulvaney turned away from
rm window.

“You may go now, Mulvaney !
the master of the Shell.

“Thank you, sir!”

And Micky lost no time. Hc ran out
into the qua(lranglo jamming his cap on
the back of his curly head as he went.

“Hallo !’ said Tom Merry, meeting
him as he came off, with a coat and
muffler on. “Did you see the game?
We've beaten them !”

“Faith, and I did! I want you
fellows to come to a feed to celebrate
the giddy victory!” said Mulvaney
minor. “I'm standing it in the Ferm-

room !
“Good Merry.

? said

12

egg!” said Tom

“We'll bring the Grammar School chaps
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and we'll brmg our grub alohg, too, and
make a regular beanfeast of it!”
“Right-ho !”
And the rival footballers, when they
changed after the match, trooped into
the Shell Form Room.

CHAPTER 16.
Mulvaney Minor Stands Treat !

ACK BLAKE, after chan"inw had
J gone to Mulvaney major’'s stud\
to perform his duties as a fag
there.. He told his chums he
would join them later in the Shell-room.

Blake made up the fire in the study,
and laid the tablecloth, and then opened
the cuphboard to take out the good things
he had left there. He had to open the
jam, boil the eggs, cut the ham and the
bread-and-butter, and make the toast.
He stared blankly at the cupboard. He
was prepared to perform all those
various duties, but the materials were
lacking. Not a single article remained
of the pile he had placed in the cup-
board before the match.

“My hat!” ejaculated Blake.

Mulvaney major came into the study

“Have you taken the things away?
asked Blake.

“Of course I haven't!” said the Sixth
Former testily. “How could I take
them away when Iw been refereeing
your blessed match ?’

“ But—but they're

“What 1”

Blake waved his hand towards the
cupboard. Mulvaney major looked into
it. The cupboard was in the same state
as that of the celebrated Mrs. Hubbard—
quite bare.

‘Did you put the things
exclaimed.

“Yes, the whole guid’s worth 1”

“Then somebody has taken them away
while we’ve been on the ground. Some
of the New House kids, perhaps s

“Figgins & Co. were in our team,”
said Blake, shaking his head, “and the
New House kids wouldn’t raid a pre-
fect’s study, anyway!”

“Then who—what——"

“Blessed if I know !”

~\Iulvaney ma]ol gave a sudden yell.

‘My mmor*

“Your minor ! ejaculated BlaI\C

“Yes!” roared Mulvaney. “The
young rascal has been in the House all
the time! It’s just one of his tricks!
Oh, I'll—T"1l smash him !”

He dashed up the stairs to the Shell

gone !

there ?” he

passage, and burst into his minor’s
study A junior was sitting at the
table, l»endmg over a book, and

Mulvaney major grabbed him by the
shoulder ‘and yanked him to his fect.

“ Now, you young scoundrel, where—
where

“Dear me!” ecjaculated Skimpole—it
was Skimpole. “What is the matter,
my dear Mulvaney ?”

Mulvaney hurled him away. Skimn-
pole blinked at the enraged prefect in
amazement.

“My dear Muldoon—"

“Where’s my minor?”
senior.

“You—your minor! I think he is
standing a feed somewhere !”’

“ A—a—a feed !” stuttered Mulvaney,
with an instant inward conviction that
he would never see the raided supphes
again.

“Yes; I was told so. I was unable to
20, as Iam engaged in studying Pro
essor Balmycrumpct on the subject of
Determinism—-"

“Where is he?”

roared the
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“Professor Balmycrumpet? T really do not know. Pro-
bably in London or—"’

“ldiot! Where is my minor ?”

“Qh, your minor! I think he is in the Form-room. But,

my dear Muldoon: >

The prefect dashed out of the study as hurriedly as he
had dashed into it. Skimpole blinked after him, greatly
surprised.

“Dear me!” said Skimpole.
about something !”

But Skimpole had no time to bother about trifles like
that. In a few moments he was deep again in the abstruse
arguments of the famous Professor Balmycrumpet.

Mulvaney major raced downstairs and dashed along the
Form-room passage. He reached the door of the Shell
Form Room, and the sound of merry voices saluted his ears.

“Pass the eggs, Lowther!”

“Done to a turn, by George! Youre a dab hand at
frying bacon, young Mulvaney! Don’t leave the frying-
pan about the Form-room, though !”

“Ha, ha, hal”’

“T say, this jam is spiffing !”

“Yaas, wathah! Pass the jam, deah boy !”

Mulvaney did not need telling further what was becoming
of the supplies intended for the delectation of a select
party of Sixth Formers in his study. He tore at the
handle of the Form-room door.

But the door would not open.

Micky Mulvaney had guessed that his major would
probably “tumble” to what had become of his feed, and
he had carefully locked the door after his guests were all
within the Form-room.

Mulvaney major hammered on the door.

“You kids open this door! Do you hear?”

“Hallo! Is that you, Paddy?”

“QOpen the door, you young villain !”

“Faith, and what do you want?”

“I—I want to slaughter you!” stammered Mulvaney
major. “I’'m going to break ecvery bone in your body!
Let me in!”

“Not good enough !”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Tom Merry, Blake, D’Arcy, Noble!
at once !”

“Sure, and they can’t! I've got the key in me pocket!”
said Mulvaney minor cheerfuliy. “Try coming down the
chimney, Paddy darling.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Thump, thump, thump!

“Sure, I'll leave you a sardine, Paddy, and a lump of
sugar !

“Ha, ha, ha

Mulvaney major kicked the door again, and gave a
gasp of pain. The door was harder than his toe. He
limped away furiously down the passage. He found Kil-
dare and Darrell and Rushden and Langton in his study
when he returned there. They were ready for tea, but the
tea was going on in the Form-room of the Shell—with
other guests!

“Better come and have tea ia my study!” said Kildare,
laughing.

And Mulvaney maior admitted that he had better.

Meanwhile, the feed was proceeding in the Shell-rcom
without interruption, and with great enjoyment. Tom
Merry & Co. had brought in supplies, but the major
portion of the feed was that supplied—unwittingly—by
Mulvaney of the Sixth.

St. Jim’s fellows and Grammarians enjoyed themselves
exceedingly. Gordon Gay, of the Grammar School, pro-
posed the health of the founder of the feast, and Mulvanecy
minor chimed in:

“Sure, that’s my major !”

And, with cheers and laughter, the health of Mulvaney
major was drunk.

And when the feed was over, Tom Merry & Co. escorted
their departing guests as far as the school gates. All the
fellows agreed that Mulvaney minor was one of the best,
and also that they shouldn’t care to be in his shoes when
he met his major again.

It was a painful meeting when it came off, and for the
whole of the next day Micky Mulvaney was observed to
prefer standing up to sitting down. And Mulvaney major’s
fag noticed a broken cane in the prefect’s study. But,
as Micky said, it was all in the day’s work; and as soon
as the effect of that tremendous licking had worn- off,
there was no cheerier fellow in St. Jim’s than Mulvaney
minor.

(One of the best—and funniest—stories Martin Clifford
Rwas ever written about St. Jim's appears in next Wednes-
day’s GEM. It's a yarn you mustn’t miss!’’)

“He scems quite excited

Open this door
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WITH HIS WATCH PAWNED, AND HIS MONEY MYSTERIOUSLY SPENT, NO WONDER HARRY
WHARTON DREADS THE APPROACHING VISIT OF HIS UNCLE!

An 0ld Boy at Greyiriars !

6 ARRY, my boy!”
It was a cheery, hearly
greeting. The Remove were

in their class-room, and Harry
Wharton had been in his place in the
Form when a message was brought in
to Mr. Quelch, and the Iorm-master
signed to Harry to come out before the
class.

Harry guessed at once what it meant,
and he rose unwillingly from his place,
and went out towards the Form-master.
Mr. Quelch gave him a kind look.

“VYour uncle has arrived, Wharton.
You are excused the rest of the lesson.”

“Thank you, sir!” said Harry.

But his look was not joyful as he left
the class-room and went out into the
hall, where Colonel Wharton was await-
ing him.

The colonel gave him a quick, search-
ing look as he came into view. Harry
advanced towards him with downcast
eyes, not knowing how to greet the
guardian with whom he had parted on
such ill terms.

“Harry, my boy

Wharton started involuntarily. There
was true heartiness in the colonel’s deep
voice, true regard and affection in the
look he gave Harry as he grasped his
hand. In spite of himself, Harry melted
a little, and he raised his eyes to his
guardian’s face with something like a
smile. The old soldier surveyed him
critically.

“ By Jove, Harry, you've improved !”

“Do you think so, sir?”

“VYes, I do certainly. You are twice
the fellow you were. How do you like
Greylriars 77

“I like it very well.”

“1 thought you would, when you got
used to it,” said the colonel, with a
cheery nod. “I was a boy here myself
thirty years ago, and the old place looks
just the same. It’s a splendid place for
the right kind of lad. I have just seen
the doctor, Harry, and you are excused
the rest of the morning lessons. It's
some time since I have seen you. Let’s
go out into the Close—or, rather, show
me up to your study. I'd like to have a
peep at your quarters.”

“Certainly, uncle!”

In spite of his prejudice, Harry could
not help thawing in the presence of this
frank, unaffected heartiness and cordi-
ality. His own look and feelings became
insensibly more cordial.

[eh)

He led the way to the staircase, and.

Colonel Wharton followed him up to the
Remove passage and- into Study No. 1.
The colonel looked about him with the
keen interest of an “old boy.”

“By Jove, just the same place! Same
little dens, and jolly comfortable, too.
Do you have your tea in here, the same
as we used to thirty years ago?”

“Yes,” said Harry, smiling.

“Good! What sort of fellows do you
chum with here 7”

“There’s Nugent and Bob Cherry and
Bunter in this study,” said Harry, “and
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, the Nabob
of Bhanipur.”

The colonel uttered an exclamation.

“By Jove! Is it possible?”

“Do you know Hurree Singh

“Do I not?” said the colonel, with a
grim smile. “T fought by the side of his
father, the old Nabob of Bhanipur, in
India, and I have carried Hurree in my
arms when he was a child of four,
through the tulwars of a rebel mob.”
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HARRY
WHARTON'S
PERIL!

By Frank Richards.

(Author of the grand long yarns

of Greyfriars appearing every

Saturday in our companion paper
the ““ Magnet.”’)
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Harry’s eyes gleamed.

T should like to hear about that,
uncle.”

“T1l tell you the story some time,”
laughed the colonel. “I don’t suppose
Hurree Singh remembers it, or re-
members me; but we shall see. You
have vour four chums in this study with
you?”

“Well, three chums,”
“and Billy Bunter.”

“(ood! I have asked the Head if he
could allow you and any special friends
of yours to have a holiday this after-
noon, and he has promised to think of it.
I am going to lunch with him, and I
shall push the attack home, and I'm
pretty certain about that holiday. What
do you think of the idea?”

said Harry,

R U R

There was no love lost between
Harry Wharton and his uncle—
until the rapids above the weir
threatened to sweep the helpless
junior to his death!

R AT

Harry’s face flushed. It was rather a
needless question to ask a healthy
schoolboy what he thought of the idea of
having a half-holiday.

“It's very kind of you, sir,” said
Harry, “I—I—" He broke off.

“What is it, Harry ?”

«J»—the boy went very red—"you
are very kind to me. I—I'm glad I
came to Greyfriars, and—and you were
right in what you said when left
home; it was the best place for me.”

The colonel patted him on
shoulder.

“T'm glad to hear you say that, Harry
—very glad indeed. I thought you
would come to see things in that light in
time. I always knew that there was
sterling stuff in you; as, by Jove, there
should be in the son of a soldier who
died fighting for his country. Let’s go
for a stroll round the Close, Harry. I'm
curious to see the old place again.”

They left the study and the School
House, and Harry played the part of

the

guide, At almost every step fresh de-
lighted exclamations broke from the
colonel as he recognised some familiar
spot. The space behind the chapel rails,
\\'here many fistical encounters of Grey-
friars took place, brought reminiscences
to the colonel. It was the spot where he
had licked Baker Major in seven rounds,
as he told Harry with great gusto.

“That was something like a fight,
too,” said the colonel. “I was half a
head shorter than Baker, but I licked
him. I had better wind than he had;
that was the reason. He stood it out as
long as he could. Poor Baker. We were
in India together after that, and the best
of friends, and we often had a little
jaw about that fight behind the chapel.
Baker always maintained that if his foot
hadn’t slipped in the last round he
would have licked me. Of course, I
couldn’t allow that.”

Harry laughed. These reminiscences
were curious enough from the grim old
bronzed veteran who had faced danger
and death in a dozen fields.

“By the way, how does the time go?”
asked the colonel suddenly. “I mustn’t
be late for lunch with the Head.”

Harry coloured.

“I cannot tell you, sir,” he said. in a
low voice.

The colonel laughed heartily and felt
for his own watch.

“Same old tale,” he exclaimed. “ Has
somebody been pouring water into your
watch, or have you trodden on it?”

“Oh, no; but—" e

“Well, never mind, accidents will
happen to watches, especially schoolboys’
watches,”. said the colonel good-
humouredly. “If it is really done .for,
Harry, tell me, and I'll send you down
another from town.”

Harry's face turned crimson.

“TIt is not that. sir, but—"

“ Well, never mind,” said the colonel,
noticing the boy's red and confused face.
“TIt doesn't matter a bit. It's time we
were moving.”

Harry walked silently by his side. It
was like deception to leave the colonel
under this misapprehension, yet—

“Uncle ! said Harry abruptly.

The colonel looked down at him.

“1 have parted with my watch.”

Colonel Wharton laughed.

“Ah, I see! Well, my lad, you
needn't look so bothered about it.
Changed it for a bat or a fishing-rod,
I suppose?”

“No. I have parted with it outside
the school.”

The colonel’s face became grave.

“If you were short of money, Harry,
vou might have written to me. You
know I don’t want to treat you meanly.
There was no need to sell the watch.”

“I—I have not sold it.”

“Then what the deuce have you done

with it?” said. the colonel, a trifle
testily.  “You have not pawned it, I
suppose?”’

“Yes, I have.”

Colonel Wharton stopped dead and
looked at his nephew. The moment had
come at last. They faced each other in
silence.

“Things have changed here a little
since my time, after all,” said the
colonel. “The boys in my time did not
visit pawnshops.”

Harry's face flushed scarlet.

“When did-you pawn the
Harry ?”

“Last Wednesday.” ,

“And sou preferred that to writing
to me?”

watch,
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& All right, Harry.
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DAYS AT GREYFRIARS.
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I’'ve got ycu,’”’ gasped Colonel Wharton, as he seized the drowning boy’s collar.

But the bank

was still some distance away, and every second carried them nearer to the weir!

“I did not think of it, and there was
no time.”

“Do you mean to say that you had a
sudden call to meet?”’

“Well, yes, it was like that.”

“T really don’t see how it could be.
Would you mind explaining ?”

Harry was silent.

“You surely had some other resource
without that, even if you did not care
to ask me?” said the colonel. *‘There
was the money I sent you for the crickeg
things; you might have used that and
postponed getting them.”

“I have done so.”

The colonel knitted his brows.

“Now, Harry, I'm the last person in
the world to inquire into a boy’s private
affairs; young fellows have their right
to privacy as well as old ones, I am
aware of that. But I don’t see how a
boy in the Lower Fourth could have
wanted two or three pounds in a great
hurry, unless he had been—well, trans-
gressing in some way. Have you been
getting into any difficulties?”

= Ney - gir I°
; “Then what did you want the money
or ™

Harry did not speak.

“You don’t want to explain to me.”

“T’d rather not.”

“Suppose I command you to do so?”

Harry Wharton’s face set obstinately.

*“I shall not do anything of the kind,
of course,” said the colonel. “But I
cannot rest satisfied with this matter as
it stands, Harry. You have no right to
visit such a place as a pawnshop, and
you have no right to spend so much
money without giving me an explana-
tion. I suppose this i1s all a secret ?”

“The Head does not know, of
course.”

“So I should think. I must turn this
over in my mind. Leave me alone for
a bit, please.”

Harry Wharton

: walked away in
silence.

The Remove had come out of

their class-room and were pouring into
the Close. Harry passed Hazeldene,
who looked at him curiously, but Harry
did not see him.

Hazeldene drew a quick breath. He
had seen Harry part from his uncle,
and noted the gloomy expression on the
junior’s face. He guessed that some-
thing had happened; and, in the light
of what Billy Bunter had told him the
previous evening, he could guess what
1t meant.

It was a difficult position for Hazel-
dene. A few weeks ago the cad of the
Remove would have shrugged hig
shoulders and dismissed the affair from
his mind. But Hazeldene was no
longer the cad of a few weeks ago.
There had been a change in him; he
saw many things differently now.

Hazeldene Owns Up !
OLONEL WHARTON walked
slowly under the elms, his head

bent a little, and a gloomy frown

puckering his brows. The dis-
covery he had just made had come as a
heavy blow to him.

He had had faith in Harry. The boy
was full of faults, hurried into them by
his obstinate and passionate temper;
but the colonel had believed that he was
made of the right stuff. He had
believed that the faults were all on the
surface, and that with judicious train-
ing, they would pass away. Now his
belief had received a rude shock.

For the right kind of boy a Public
school was the right place. But for the
wrong kind of boy? For the boy prone
to fall into reckless and evil habits, 1t
was by no means the right place. He
had never dreamed that his nephew was
that kind of boy, but he had his doubts
now. A lad who spent a large sum of
money—large for a junior—and refused
to explain how or why—who immedi-
ately thought of the pawnshop when it

was necessary to raise money—iwas not
the kind of boy he had believed Harry
Wharton to be.

Yet the colonel could not help reflect-
ing that, had the lad been really mixed
up in any disgraceful transaction, it
would have been easy for him to keep in
a secret. A lad wheo had gambled away
his money would probably have few
scruples in prevaricating to acccunt for
it Harry could easily have pretended
that his watch had been lost or broken.
Surely the boy’s sturdy truthfulness was
a sign that his character was sound,
though it might be reckless. Yet whas
had become of the money? Why did the
boy refuse to explain, as he could easily
have done, if there was nothing in the
secret to he ashamed of ?

“If you please, sir—"

A rather timid voice at his elbow
roused the colonel with a start from his
gloomy reverie. He glanced down at
Hazeldene. The Removite blushed, but
there was a determined look on his face.

“What is it, my boy?” asked the
colonel. “Do you want to speak to
me?”

“Yes, if you are Harry Wharton's
uncle.”

“I am Colonel Wharton.
it 22

Hazeldene hesitated.  Colonel Wharton
looked at him keenly, wondering what
was the cause of the emotion visible in
the somewhat weak face of the junior.

“What do you wish to say to me, my
lad?”

“It’s about Wharton, sir. I—I think
I ought to tell you, but I don’t want
him to know >

Hazeldene broke off in confusion. The
colonel’s face hardened. - Hazeldenc’s
words sounded like the preamble to
tale-bearing, which was a petty mean-
ness for which Celonel Wharton had a
very strong contempt.

“I don’t want to hear any tales about

Tre GEM LiBrArY.—No. 1,496.
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my nephew, if that is what you mean,”
he said abruptly.

Hazeldene went crimson.

“1¢'s nothing of the sort, sir. TI've
nothing to say against Harry. I—I think
I ought to tell you, because you'll be
down on him——"

The colonel started.

Tor the first time it occurred to him
that the boy might be able to enlighten
him as to the affair of the watch; per-
haps explain what seemed black against
Harry. The old soldier’s grim face
relaxed.

“Go on, my lad,” he said, kindly
enough,

“I don’t know whether you know that
Wharton parted with his watch,” blurted
out Hazeldene, “and that he hasn’t
bought the cricket things you sent him
the. money for? I found out that he
was worried because he thought you
would ask him.”

“I know all about it. Go on.”

“Well, I think you ought to know why
he did it,” said Hazeldene eagerly.
“Only if you tell the Head, I shall be
expelled, that’s all!”

“You will be expelled? What do you
mean? Have you been mixed up with
Harry in any affair as serious as that?”
¢ “Oh, no! It was all my fault. I—I
got into difficulties !” stammered Hazel-
dene. “It was a rotten moneylender !
Wharton found it out, and made up his
mind to help me—I don’t know why,
because I always treated him badly
enough, but he did it—and he pawned
his watch and gave up buying the cricket
things to get me out of a horrible fix.
Tsaacs was going to show me up to the
Head, and I should have been expelled.”

The colonel gave the junior a keen
glance.

The tale was evidently true; it was
no made-up explanation. And a load
lifted from Colonel Wharton's heart.

“Let me understand you,” he said
quietly. “Had my nephew anything to
do with your getting into the clutches of
the moneylender ?”

“Oh, no! He never knew till it had
been going on for weeks.”

“And then he helped you?”

(3 Yes »
hadn’t

“You
friends ?”

“T’m afraid not.
on bad terms.”

“Whose fault was that?”

“Mine, I suppose, though Wharton
wasn’t the easiest fellow to get on with
when he first came to Greyfriars.”

The colonel smiled slightly. He could
quite believe that, It was probable that
even now Harry was not the easiest of
fellows to get on with. “And yet he did
this for you?”

“Yes; and he wasn't going to let me
know, either, only I found it out. But
I knew he wouldn’t explain to you, and

been the best of

We had been mostly

I knew you would be down on him.
Only—only, if you tell the Head I shall
be expelled !

“I shall not tell the Head, my lad.
You scem to have acted foolishly, and
to have hardly deserved what my
nephew did for you; but your explain-
ing this to me shows that you have real
good in you. I shall keep the secret, of
ceurse.”

Hazeldene breathed more freely.

“Thank vou, sir! And you won’t tell
Wharton ?”

“Why should I not tell him ?”

Hazeldene shifted uneasily.

“Well, he’s so jolly touchy, you know.
He might think I was interfering in his
affairs. I don’t want to quarrel with
him.”

The colonel smiled grimly. That was
Harry to the life, and he knew it; and
he quite understood Hazeldene.

“Well, I must think about it,” he
said. *“By Jove, that’s the hour
striking, and-I shall keep the Head’s
lunch waiting! I am very much obliged
to you, my boy. What is your name, by

the way?” ;
“Hazeldene, sir.”
“Good! I shall remember.”

The colonel, with the cloud all gone
from his brow, strode away rapidly
towards the Head's house. He left
Hazeldene feeling relieved in his mind,
and yet not without some uneasiness,
too, as to how Wharton might regard
the matter if he came to hear of it.

/

The Colonel’s Party !

HIE chums of the Remove joined

Harry Wharton in the Close.

They surrounded him, and he

made an effort to clear his
countenance.

“The troublefulness is great in the
honourable countenance of our esteemed
chum,” Hurree Singh remarked. “Why
this thusliness ?”

“Oh, it’s all right!”

T am truly relieved to hear that it’s
all rightful, as I had a fearfulness that
it was all wrongful. Has the worthy
uncle turned up trumpfully 2%

“He's here.”

“T saw him,” said Nugent. *He looks
a decent old boy.”

“He is.”

“Good !” said Bob Cherry. “Lucky
bounder ! I suppose the Head will be
letting you off this afternoon #”

Harry was silent.

“Has he asked you about your watch,
Wharton ?”* asked Billy Bunter, whose
curiosity was never restrained by
discretion.

Harry flushed angrily.

“Mind your own business, Bunter !”

“Oh, don’t get ratty, Wharton! Of
course, you could have told him some
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shake me, or you’ll make my spectacles
fall off, and if they break, you’ll have to
pay for them.”

Harry relcased the fat junior of the
Remove with a short laugh.

“QOh, get out!”

“I'm sorry if I’ve said anything to
offend you!” said Bunter. * Of course,
I didn’t know you wereskeeping that
about the races a sccret from the other
fellows I’*

“You young ass, I haven’t been to the
races !”

“Oh, haven’t you? Well, I don’t sec *
why you should cut up so rusty at the
idea, then? Looks to me like a guilty
conscience. But, of course, I take your
word for it. I say, if your uncle stands
you a feed, don’t forget me!”

Nugent slipped his arm through
Harry’s as the latter walked away.

“Don’t mind that young ass, Harry !”
he said. “But, really, are you in
any trouble with your uncle, old chap ?”

“Yes. He knows I've pawned the
watch.”

“And you haven’t told him what
for ?”

“I couldn’t.”

“Then I've a jolly good mind to!”

Harry started.

“You don't know yourself, Nugent !”

Frank Nugent laughed.

“I've got a jolly good idea, though.
It was to save Hazeldene. You paid
the moneylender Isaacs, and got him
out of a fix.”

“Mind you don’t say a word to my
uncle about it, anyway.”

“I don’t see why not.”

“Do you think I’'m going to make
capital out of it?” demanded Harry
passionately. “I won’t curry favour
with him. If he chooses to think
badly of me, let him. I don’t care.”

“It may be worse than that. He
may speak to the Head.” ~

“I don’t care.”

“You would care, I suppose, if you
were called up before the Head and
ordered to explain, wouldn’t you?”

“Perhaps But I shouldn’t explain.”

“Then—"

Harry looked at his chum. There

"was a determined frown on his face.

“I don’t want you to say a word,
Nugent. If yow've guessed the secret
that gives you no right to give it
away. I expect you to say nothing.”

“0Of course, I shouldn’t speak
against your wish.” ;

“That’s all right, then.”

“But it looks to me as if you were in
for a fearful row, Harry, unless you
explain.”

“I can stand it, I suppose.”

After dinner the chums of the
Remove went up to the study, where
Billy Bunter was roasting chestnuts.
Bunter had made a good dinner, but
he had plenty of room left for any
amount of chesinuts

There was a knoek at the door a few
minutes laier., Bob Cherry sang out
“Come in!” and Colonel Whatton
walked into the study. The veteran’s
face was very bright and cheery.

“I've good news for you, Harry—
at least, I hope you will regard it as
good news. The Head has given mesm
permission to take you out with me on a
little holiday this afternoon, with a few
friends to be sclected by yourself.”

“Hip-pip!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“Harry, old fellow, don’t forget that
we were brought up together under
the same old roof—for the last few
weeks, at any rate.”

“Show not forgetfulness to the new-
ness of your esteemed friends,” purred
Hurrce Singh. “In the case of my
esteemed self, the gratefulness of the

3
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fuendshxp is only equalled by the new-
fulness 1”

The colonel laughed.

“You haven’t mtroduced me to
your friends yet, Harry.”

Harry Wharton hardly knew what to
make of the ‘colonel’s look and man-
ner. The cloud under which they had
pasted an hour ago seemed to be com-
pletely gone. = The colonel was more
cordial, more jovial, than ever.

Harry presented his friends to the
veteran, who shook hands heartily with
each of them, not forgetting Billy
Bunter.

“Glad to make your acquaintance,
all of you!” said the colonel heartily.

“The same with us, sir!” said Billy

Bunter. “I really don’t see what
Wharton was eo worried about at his
uncle coming—— Ow! What are you

treading on my foot for, Bob Cherry,
you clumsy beast ?”
But the colonel
nothing.
“Let me see—how many will there
bo for this little excursion?” he said.
“Harry and Cherry and Nugent, and

2

apparently heard

said that individual

said Harry,

“And Blmtei 2
promptly.

“ch, Bunter,”
smile

“Is there anybcdy else—any special
chum ?”

Harry hesitated.

“Well, there’s a chap I'd like to ta ake,
but I can’t call him a special chum,’

with a

he said. “1 should like to take Hazel-
dene.”
“Good  idea'!” said Billy Bunter.

“Ie stood us a tea last night, and we
ought to show that we’re grateful; and

then Wharton’s very  fond of his
sister:

“Oh, shut up!”

“Certainly, Wharton. I'm sorry if
I’re said anything to offend you.
Bat, as a matter of fact, we know
jolly well Ow! What beast was
that kicked my shin ?7”

“That’s six,” said the colonel. “I

shall be very glad to have Hazeldene.
I have already made his acquaintance.”

Harry Wharton gave a start. He
did not need telling more. The change
in the colonel’s manner was explained
now. Hazeldene must have acquainted
the old gentleman with the facts.

1t came as a surprise to Harry. He
knew that Hazeldene had turned over
a new leaf, and he had been trying
hard to live up to it. But a generous
act like this Harry had been far from
expecting of the cad of the Remove.

It was generous; for the colonel
might not have taken it in the right
spirit. A fussy old fellow might have
considerd it incumbent upon him to tell
the whole story to the Head. In that
contingency Hazeldene would have
been ade to suffer for speaking out.

“8ix,” said the colonel. “The Head
asked, me to give in the list of names
to the Remove master before afternoon
school One of you lads may as well
write 1t down and take it to Mr.
Quelch.

“With great pleasurefulness, sir!”
eaid Hurree Jamset [Ram Singh.
“Nugent will write it down and Cherry
will take it. to Mr. Quelch, which will
be an equal division of labourfulness.
I cannot fully express the joyfulness of
my hearty satisfaction at meeting the
honoured sahib,”> went on Hurree
Singh. “1 have often heard my father
speak in my childhood of his esteemed
friend, Colonel Wharton, but I did
not know that the august colonel sahib
was the relation of my honourable

chum, the name not being uncommon-
ful. I have heard my father say that
I was carried through a rebel mob in
the streets o. Bhanipur in the honour-
able arms of the colonel sahib.”

“By Jove. so you were!” said
Colonel Wharton. “T’ll tell you that
story this afternoon, my lads. But

now for the programme. My idea was
to make a picnic of it, as 1t’s such a
beautifully fine afternoon. We can
stroll down to the village, get a car
or something there, and load it with
provisions, and then drive to some quiet
spot.
“You
with you.
Sark a mile or so up,

can bring your fishing-rods
There’s a nice pool in the
where we used

to land some fine specimens thirly
years ago”

“It’s siill there,” grinned Bob
Cherry. “I’ve fished there myself.”

“ Roll him in!?”

f* Collar the fat porpoise!”’

25

Harry Wharton found Hazeldene hﬁ
the Close. Hazeldene looked at him/
rather nervously as he came up. He'
had made up his mind to take the bull
by the horns, so to speak,

“I say, Wharton—
“I was just coming to speak to
you—"

“T’ve told your uncle about you help-
ing me the other day,” said Hazeldene,
abruptly. “I felt that I ought to. I!
hope you're not going to get ratty
about it.”

Harry laughed.

“x fTues\od something of the sort. Oh,
it’s all right! As a matter of fact,
you've got me out of an awkward fix
by telling him. I was expecting a row,
with the Hoad mixed up in it. It’s all
right now.

‘Hazeldene
relief.

drew a deep breath of

As the

f“Scrag him!?”

laughing juniors rolled him down the bank towards the stream, the fat Owl
of the Remove had cause to regret that he 'had raided the picnic basket before
tea-time !

“And I've reclined upon the bank
and watched the fishfulness of my
worthy chum,” said the nabob. “In
that spot everything 1is gardenfully
lovely I”’

“Then the sooner we get off, the
better,” said the colonel.. “What do
you all think of the idea?”

“Ripping !” was the general verdict.

“Then how long will it take you. to
get ready ?”

Bob Cherry jammed his cap on the
back of his head.

“I'm ready!” he announced.

“ About t\vo ticks,” said Nugent,
grinning. “We haven't got to curl our
hair. Buntel had better wipe the jam

off his face.”

“Oh, YIisay, )mm:nt————

«PI cut along “and speak to Hazel-
dene,” said Harry Wharton.

“That’s right. Hurry up 1”

“Oh, that’s good, then! But a fellow

never knows how you're going to taka
things.”

Harry frowned a moment. -Tha
reference to his uncertain temper was
not pleasing, bhut his face quickly
cleared.

“Oh, that’s all right! I was coming
to speak to you, Hazeldene. My uncls
has got us a half-holiday this afternoon,
and I want you to come.”

“Can I get off?”

“Yes; I have permission.”

Hazeldene’s face brightened up.

“This is jolly decent of you, Whar-
ton! Of course; I shall be glad to come
—jolly glad! What do the others say
about it? 9%

“They all want you to come, the -

same as I do.”

“Right you are!
TrE GeM LiBrary.—No. 1,496
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And Hazeldene was one of an
extremely jolly party that left Grey-
friars a little later.

Unexpected !

BRIGHT and pleasant afternoon,

a roomy brake, two big lunch-

baskets crammed with a variety

of good things, the best that

the local tuckshop could supply, regard-

less of expense! Colonel Wharton was

doing the little holiday in good style,

and the chums of the Remove appre-
ciated it.

“My hat!” said Bob Cherry. “ This
is really ripping. If you'd rather I
drove, Nugent——"

“T wouldn’t I” said Nugent tersely.

“Think you can manage two horses
all right?” >

“Better than you could, I think,
Bob.”

Bob Cherry laughed.

“QOh, all right! We don’t want to
break our necks—at least, mine.”

“The breakfulness of the esteemed
neck would mar the jollification of the
holiday,” purred Hurree Singh. “But
worthy Nugent seems to manage the
horseful team in good stylefulness.
Still, if he were tired at all, I should
Lave pleasurefulness in relieving him of
the trouble of driving.”

“No trouble,” said Nugent.

«T don't see the fun of driving,” said
Bunter. “T’d rather eat toffee any
day, especially toffee like this.”

“Why, the young cormorant has
started already!”

“Only just a little snack, Cherry, to
whet my appetite.”

“The snackfulness of the esteemed
Bunter is only equalled by the hearty
dinnerfulness of the otherful persons,”
the nabob remarked. ik . :

Harry Wharton was sitting silent in
the brake beside the colonel.  There
had been no explanation b_etween_the
two, and relations were still a little
strained—that is, they were a little
strained on Harry’s side. The colonel
ceemed to have forgotten that there had
been any friction.

Harry’s feelings were mingled. The
colonel’s treatment of him to-day had
come as a complete. surprise, and he
had not yet got his bearings, so to
speak. He had expected something
very different—a stern uncle, an un-
vielding martinet. A  cheery old
soldier, with a boyish fun and good-
humour in his bronzed face, was very
different from the uncle Harry Whar-
ton had expected. =~ The colonel had
been nothing like this at home.

Yet he had been the same man. It
was borne in on Harry’s mind that in
those days at Wharton Lodge the fault
had not been on his uncle’s side. The
colonel had been the same man, but
Harry had been different. That was
what it meant.

To the sulky, passionate, spoiled boy
the colonel had been unable to show the
kinder side of his nature, or, when he
had done so, Harry had deliberately
misunderstood him. That was how the
case was now presenting itself to
Harry Wharton’s mind, and it gave
him-a sense of discomposure. It was
not pleasant to feel that he had been
in the wrong, and that the injuries of
which he had nursed the remembrance
had been mostly imaginary.

Nugent stopped the brake at last.

“Here we arel” exclaimed Bob
Cherry. “We'll leave the brake- here,
and let the horses graze, and walk down
to the river. Bunter can carry the
lunch-baskets.” : :

Tae Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,496.

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

“I expect you'll carry away about
half the contents, anyway!” grinned
Bob Cherry. “Mind you don’t roll into
the river, Bunter. There's a current
out a bit from the land, and it’s
dangerous. The bank is sloping here,
so the only thing I can think of is to
tie a rope to Bunter's ankle, and have
somebody holding it all the time. If
he once started rolling, we should lose
our Owl for good.”

“The goodfulness of the wheezy idea
is great,” said Hurree Singh; “but if
we fixed some of the fishful hooks into
the ears of the esteemed Bunter, it
would serve the purposefulness equally
well.”

“I say, you fellows—"

“Hand out the lunch-baskets,”
laughed the colonel. “I will carry one
of them. You can hobble the horses
and give them a little run here. Don’t
forget the fishing-rods and the cans.”

Laden with their various properties,
the cheerful Removites quitted the
brake, and followed the short footpath
down to the green, sloping banks of the
Sark.

It was an ideal spot for fishing. The
glimmer of the sun on the wide, rolling
river, and the moving shadows of the
foliage on the water close to the grassy
bank were pleasant to see.

Bob Cherry looked about him with
glistening eyes as he lengthened his
rod.

“My hat, Wharton, I wish you had
an uncle come to see you every day!”
he remarked.  “This beats swotting
over Latin in the class-room. What?”

“Rather !” said Nugent.

“The ratherfulness is terrific

“Tt is jolly,” said the colonel. “It
makes an old fellow feel a boy again.
Mind the water, you know. I remem-
ber that it’s deep and dangerous here;
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and there was a fellow drowned a little

lower down, in my time.”

«T know, sir,” said Nugent. “It was
Haywood minor of that day. They still
call it Haywood’s Pool here.”. :

«Vou fellows can go and fish,” said
Billy Bunter. “I haven’t a rod, and I
don’t want to fish, so T’ll look after the
lunch. 1’1l spread the cloth, and boil
the kettle, and get all the things ready
for you. I have seldom scen so really
ripping a feed as this one. Your uncle
is a brick, Wharton.”

«The brickfulness of the honourable
uncle sahib is great.” : .

“Tet's get to the fishing,” said
Wharton. “ You brought your rod,
Hazeldene ?” X

“T borrowed Russell’s,” said Hazel-
dene. “I sold mine a weck or two ago.”
He coloured a little. “This one of
Russell’s is all right.”

“Come on, then.”

The juniors made their way to the
bank. With rods and lines and baits
and cans, they looked very businesslike,
but whether they had the patience neces-
sary to the true angler was a question.

The colonel went up the bank and
pulled out a newspaper. He didn’t
want to fish.

Billy Bunter paid his attention to the
feed. That was just in Bunter’s line.
Tle had the spirit stove going very soon
in a sheltered spot, and the kettle sing-
ing away cheerily on it. He spread the
cloth on the grass, and laid out the
eatables in enticing array. So enticing,
indeed, did they look that it was impos-
gible for Billy Bunter to resist the temp-
tation to sample them. X

After all, he reflected, there was
plenty—and he was hungry. The fisher-
men had their backs turned to him and
were intent on the stream. Bob Cherry
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had a bite and there was great excite-
ment. It turned out to be a fragment
of a sardine tin from the bottom of the
river, and there was a general grin at
Bob’s expense as he landed it. Then
they fished again, but it suddenly oc-
curred to Nugent that Bunter was very
silent. He looked rpund. _ -

There was Bunter, Jgmeeling among
the eatables, in the verygact of tilting a
bottle into his mouth.

Nugent gave a shout.

The sudden alarm made Bunter jump,
and the bottle slipped. =~ The contents.s
ran all over his neck and chest. g

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Nugent.

Billy Bunter gasped.

“Ow! You beast,- Nugent!
did you do that for?” .

“What were you scoffing the grub for,
without giving a fellow a chance?” de-
manded Nugent. “Look at the gorging
young villain, you chaps!”

“Ow! My shirt is all wet and this
stuff is sticky. Ow !”

“Serve you right!” said Bob Cherry.
“You young cormorant! Still, if he's
sticky we’d better duck him in- the
water and clean him, you chaps!”

“Ow! I won't be ducked in the
water ”

“ Collar him !”” exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“The collarfulness is swift,” said
Hurree Singh, grasping Billy Bunter
by the back of the neck. *“ Here, you
young gorger.”

“Lemme alone!”

“The duckfulness in the water would
be a wheezy good idea!”

“Yank him along!”

“Ow! Leggo!”

“Roll him down the bank!”

“If he gets started he can’t stop.
He'll go on like a barrel !”

“The stopfulness would be impossible
after the startfulness. Roll the esteemed
rotter down the bank, my honourable
chums.”

“Ow,
them !”

Harry Wharton was laughing. The
Removites rolled the helpless Bunter
down the bank, as if fully intending to
roll him into the water. Harry Wharton
picked up the Owl's spectacles and
placed them on a basket in safety.

Billy Bunter blinked and roared and
gasped. The colonel laid down his
paper at the uproar, and looked through
the trees at the noisy Removites.

“By Jove, what is the matter there,
boys ?”

€« Help!”

“It’s this young cormorant has been
scoffing the grub!” said Bob Cherry.
“We're thinking of drowning him, sir,
to see if it will cure him!”

“Help! Murder!”

“Here, chuck it, you chaps!” said
Harry Wharton, laughing, as Bunter
was rolled into the sedges on the bank.
“The young ass thinks you'#e in
earnest.”

“The earnestfulness is terrific.” 2

“Will you promise never to eat any-
thing again as - long as you glive,
Bunty ?” demanded Bob Cherry.

“Yes, certainly. I'll never touch a
morsel again.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Nugent.

“The promisefulness is prompt, buk_

What

Harry Wharton—ow! Stop

what price the performfulness?” said ¥

Hurree Singh, grinning.

“Ow! Lemme gerrup! I'll punch all
your beastly heads.”

The chums of the Remove released
Bunter. Harry Wharton stepped
towards him to help him to his feet, but
Bunter, without his glasses, was as
blind as the owl from which his nick-
name was derived. He fancied it was
one of the juniors about to seize him
again, and he hit out.
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The right-hander caught Harry
Wharton on the solar plexus and winded
him. He staggered back, overcome by
the unexpectedness of the blow.

“Look out |2 velled Bob Cherry.

But it was ﬁo late. Harry Wharton
was staggeri n the verge of the steep
bgnk, and, eveén as Bob Cherry's cry
rang out, d over and fell with

afbig sp]aw

the deep water.

In Peril of His Life !

in the river was followed by a cry
of horror from the chums of the
“Remove.

“Harry !”

“He’s in1” :

“Great Scott! You know how deep
it is here!”

The chums ran forward to the water’s
edge. Billy Bunter was blinking, hardly
knowing what had happened. but he
was forgotten now.

Harry Wharton was in the midst of
the waters. He had fallen backwards
into the river, and gone under like a
stone. He came up again some distance
from the bank. He was seen to struggle,
but his attempt at swimming was a
feeble one, and he was caught in the
current, which was too strong for him.
Evidently he had not recovered from
Bunter’s punch.

Nugent threw off his jacket.

“I’m going in!”

Bob Cherry dragged him back.

“No good. You couldn’t swim there,
and-Iyou”know it. I’m the chap.”

"ﬁ
- PLASH !
E x \:‘ The splash of Harry Wharton

But they had forgotten the colonel.
There was a heavy footstep beside them,
and the veteran was staring over the
river, with face suddenly pale.
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Hugh Jennings, 26, Pine Walk, Surbiton’
Surrey ; railways, cycling, cricket, electricity.

Miss Kathleen Lane, 153, Mount Pleasant
Lane, Upper Clapton, London, E.5; girl
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tennis; U.S., Japan, Africa.

Lionel Wallenstein, e¢/o Dr. Wallenstein,
St. George’s St., Jerusalem, Palestine ; pen
pals; age 15-19.

William Watson, 22, Ambleside Avenue,
New Seaham, Co. Durham ; pen pals; age
10-12; London.

ge R. H. Wilson, 55, Bread St., Edin=~

burgh'; age 16-17; TFrance especially; also
Coﬁs‘\ot Gold Coast).

y Lloyd, Albemarle Hotel, Marine
Pargde, Brighton ; age 14-16; stamps, post-

cardly autographs, musie, films.

Edwin Mackie, 34, Pingle Rd., Pennyecross,
Plymou Devon ; age 13-17: New York
preferably.

Bill Cassell, 43, Ranleigh Avenue, Toronto,
Canada ; age 14-16; stamps.

Miss Reta Horne, 12, Woodhall St., Dal-

= marnock, Glasgow, S.E. ; girl correspondents ;

age 14-15; sports; S. Africa.
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animals.
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stamps, scenic photos.
" Laurence Webster,
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current issue stamps.

24, Dudley Avenue,
14-16; Jubilee and

*“Harry !
him 1”

The colonel had thrown off his jacket
and hat as he ran to the water’s edge.
He plunged into the gleaming Sark,
while the juniors watched him breath-
lessly.

The current, a dozen yards from the
bank, was swift and strong, and Harry
Wharton was being whirled along with
it. The colonel swam towards him with
powerful strokes. The junior was keep-
ing himself afloat, but he seemed unable
to do more.

“1 say, you fellows. is that somebody
fallen into the river? Pm awfully
sorry !”’

But no one
Bunter now.

The chums of the Remove hurried
along the bank, following the swimmers
down' the river.

Harry Wharton was a strong
swimmer; but he was still dazed. He
was not much [ike the strong and
sturdy swimmer who had dragged
Frank Nugent from the jaws of death

Keep back, boys, P’ll save

was listening to Billy

that first day at Greyfriars which
Nugent had never forgotten.
“Help 17

Harry gasped out the word feebly.

“T'm ecoming!”

It was his uncle’s voice, close at
hand. The powerful grip of the colonel
closed on Harry’s collar, and the sink-
ing head was jerked up above the sur-
face again.

In the midst of the racing stream,
far out from the gliding banks, Harry
Wharton looked inte his uncle’s face,
as pale as his own.

“Unecle I”’

“All right, my boy! I'll save you!”

The old soldier’s powerful grip sus-
tained Harry. But the current had
already swept them far, and now the
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water was running like a mill-race. In
the distance, as the colonel knew, was
the weir, and then 2

He set his teeth and fought his way
shorewards. He heard the shouts of
the juniors on the bank. He knew they
were shouting warnings of the weir, but
he did not heed them. His schoolmate
of thirty years ago had been drowned
there, and he knew the danger.

He struggled*landward, but the eddy-
ing current sucked him away, again
and again.

His hand struck something in the
gliding water—something that moved
and swayed. It was a broken branch
trailing down from an overhanging
tree. IHe grasped it, and hung on with
a strong grip, and the race to death
was stopped.

There he hung,
strong waters, but
desperate tenacity.

“Help I”

The cry was answered.

dragged at by the
clinging on with

The juniors

were tearing along the bank. They
were abreast of the hanging branch
and its burden in a moment. But how

to help the colonel? The bank was
steep; the water of unknown depth.
To plunge in was to be swept away,
and the trailing branch would bear no
greater weight.

Bob Cherry cast a desperate glance
round. A long, slender branch pro-
jected from the tree on the land side,
and he grasped it, calling to his
comrades.

“Get this off—quick !*

They understood, and lent their aid.
The weight of four sturdy juniors was
thrown upon the slender branch. It
cracked and groaned, and broke! The
juniors dragged it from the parent
trunk.

(Continued on the next page.)

Ben Graham, 38, Buxton St., Newecastle-
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Alan T. Curran, 137, Maynard St., Halifax
N.S., Canada ; pen pals.

Cecil E. Congdon, P.O. Box 290, Bulawayo,
S. Rhodesia, 8. Africa ; age 16-18; stamps,
films, sports.
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York, or Scotland.
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I}*lewz Brunswick, Canada ; overseas; snap-
shots.

Albert Evans, 48; Lorraine Rd., London,
N.7 ; stamps.

Eltham Rd.,
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“Taranaki, New Zealand ; stamps.
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Wellington, New Zealand ; age 14-19;
stamps.
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Hulme, Cheshire ; picture postcards.
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London, E.13 ; overseas; stamps; age 13-16.

Miss Pearl M. Muleahy, 21, Bishop’s Rd.,
Peterborough Northants ; girl correspondents ;
age 13-16; films, swimming.

D. Wakeficld, 24, Albert Rd., Crumpsall,
Manchester ; age 13-15; sports; France,
Australia.

Miss Joan Thornton, 124, Central Avenue,
Birksale, Southport, Lanes; girl corres-
pondents ; age 17-18; Scandinavia, America,
Africa.

Douglas T. Harris, 34, Carlyle Rd., West
Bridgford, Notts ; age 15-16: films, sports;
Borneo; New Zealand. :

J. Jewhurst, 3, Trilby Rd., Forest Hill,
London, 8.E.23 ; age 16-21 ; sports.

o~

William Wyatt, 34, Hampden Rd., South-
court, Aylesbury, Bucks ; age 13-14.

Laurence Lyons, 18, Northview Drive,
Westcliff-on-Sea, Essex ; pen pals; age 16-18;
U.S.A. preferred.

Miss Marjorie Holt, 53,
Twickenham, Middx. ; girl correspondents ;
overseas ; age 15-17. :

Mervyn Rosen, 17, Belle Ombre Rd.,
Tamboers Kloof, Cape Town, South Africa ;
hockey, tennis, Rugby, drawing, stage.

Gordon Armstead, Erikin, Western Australia;
age 17-20 ; South Africa.

Gordon Pruden, P.0. Box 447, Selkirk,
Manitoba, Canada; age 13-16; stamps,
pressed leaves.
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London, S.E.21 : pen pals.

Miss Kitty Brinn, 20, Charlotte Quay,
Limerick, Ireland ; girl correspondents;
age 15-17 ; film stars, swimming,

John A. Drewry, 17, Crossman House,
Clapham Park, London, S.W.2 ; age 13-15;
Canada, U.S.A., autographs.

Jack Schwarz, 59, Liberty St., Hamilton,
Ontario, Canada ; stamps.

Max Wright, 73, Mt. Korony Rd., Bendigo,
Victoria, Australia ; age 15-17; France,
England ; swimming, stamps.

Ray Smith, Box 69, Richmond, Queensland,
Australia ; age 11-1535 stamps : outside
England and Australia.

Jack Anderson, +698,- Second Avenue,

Warwick Rd.,

Verdun, Montreal, Canada; age 16-18;
stamps.

Miss Hilda Jekle, 3550, Park Avenue,
Montreal, Canada ; . girl = correspondents ;
age 17-20.

Charles Marson, 10128, One sixty-six, Avenue,
Edmonton, Alberta, Canada; pen pals;

British Empire.
Miss Mary Yeo, 2, Devon Avenue, Wallasey,

Cheshire ; girl  correspondents ; Africa
especially.

Albert Victor Budd, 41, Loncroft  Rd.,
Camberwell, London, S.E.5; age 16-18;

France ; stamps, music.
C. Tawn, 23, Rue Glymenopoulo, Glymeno-
poulo, Alexandria, Egypt ; stamps.
H. Hudson, 75, Norwood, Beverley,
Yorkshire ; age 14-16; literature, plays.
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