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THREE JAPERS SET OUT TO MAKE THE JEWISH NEW BOY SPEND A LOT OF MONEY
—BUT THEY FIND IT VERY COSTLY FOR THEMSELVES!
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““You’re a Jew, aren’t you ? '’ asked Crooke of the new boy.
St. Jim’s,’’ said Crooke sarcastically.

CHAPTER 1.
The Joke of the Season !

ONTY LOWTHER chuckled.
Tom Merry and Manners

knew what that chuckle meant.

Lowther had been silent for

about three minutes—almost a record

for Monty Lowther. Then he had
chuckled.

It was quite evident that an ummnll\
uppmﬂr “wheeze ” was in the mind of
the humorist of the Shell.

It was not all “lavender ” to be study-
mates to a humorist. It necessitated
listening to all his little jokes, and
laughing heartily on the spot, on peril
of having the jokes explained at full
length.

When Monty Lowther chuckled, after
three minutes of unaccustomed silence,
Tom Merry and Manners.knew what to
expect.

Tom put down the list of the junior
cricket eleven, which he was conning
over, and Manners left off reading a
photogmphy magazine.
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‘“ Yes,” replied
‘“That’s why we’ve

They looked inquiringly at Lowther.
Not that they were specially anxious to
hear the joke. But it had to be heard,
and it was just as well to get it over at
once.

“Well 7 said Tom Merry.

“Well 7 said Manners.

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

“Let’s hear it,” said Tom. “Don’t
keep us on tenterheoks. Get it off your
chest 1”

“And when you've tol(l us, I'll tell you
whether I've seen it in ‘ Comic Cuts” ”
md Manners.

‘Fathead !”” said Lowther.

“We're waiting,” tald Tom, taking up

the ericket list again. “Get is over, old

3

said

“Tell us

of the season !

]}owther impres
“Fire away !
W hen to laugh!
“There’s a new chap coming this
afternoon,” said Lowther.

ly.
said Manners.
193
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Dick Julian. ‘“ Well,

i s,
come to meet you.’’ iy ':m v

Tom Merry and looked
astonished.

“Is that the joke 7’ asked Tom.

“No, fathead !”

“Oh, get on to it, then I ;

‘“His name is Julian,” said Lowther.
“Ha, ha, ha !”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry and
Manners dutlfully

They could not see the joke;
Lowther laughed, they laughed.
only civil.

Then Tom Merry bent his brows over
the cricket ‘list, and Manners resumed
reading his photography magazine.

“What are you cackling at?” de-
manded Lowther.

“Eh? Your little joke,” said Tom.

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

“Oh dear! Go on, then!”

“He’s commg tlns afternoon, and
}ns name is Julian,” repeated Monty

Manners

but, as
It was

Lowther. “That isn’t the joke, you
duffers. There’s nothing furmy in that,
is there 7

without permission strictly forbidden.)
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“Not that I can see,” confessed Tom
'\Iern “But I don’t always see any-
_,mg funny in your ]oke S0 i

“Why, you silly ass

“I—I mean, get on with the wash-
ing, old fellow !”

“He's a Jew,” said Lowther.

“Ha, ha, ha!” shouted Lowther's

“You thumping duffers!” shrieked
Lowther. “What are you cackling at
now

“Isn’t that the joke?”

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

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

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

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

“Don’t I keep on telling you it's the
joke of the season?” shouted Lowther.
*“ We're going to pull his leg. Now, this
chap doesn’t know anybody at St. Jim’s,
and he will feel a bit lonely when he

STARRING DICK JULIAN.

DRAMATIC ADVENTURE

3
AT ST. JiM'S—
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By MARTIN CLIFFORD
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drops in all by himself. Therefore, we
are going to meet him at the station.”

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

“Eh? What's too deep for you?”

“That joke. Where's the joke in
meet.ng a new kid at the station?”

“I haven’t got to the joke yet!”
shrieked Lowther.

“My hat! You are a long time get-
ting to the joke! T’ Il tell you \\'hat. old
chap—put 1t in the ‘ Weekly’ matead.
Let it come as a snrprbe to us.”

“Jolly good idea !” said Tom Merry
heartily. *Now, the question is whether
D’Arcy plax: in the match against St.
Jude’s—"

“Will you listen, yvou silly fatheads?
We're going to meet this new kid,

T TR LT TR T

Nursing a bitter and unreasonable
animosity towards Dick Julian,
Monty Lowther piles up all sorts
of trouble for himself—until his
dislike of the Jewish new boy
places him in the shadow of death !
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Julian, at the station and greet him—

give him a warm reception and all that;
take him to our hearts and welcome him

to the school; treat him like a long-lost
rother, you know.”

‘““What on earth for?”

“Because he’s a Jew?” asked
Manners, utterly mystified. “Is there
anything specially nobby in being a
Jew 7

“That isn’t all,” said Lowther.

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

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

SV ou bhthermg asses !” said Lowther.
“If you'd leave off burbling for a
mmute, I'd get to the point. The idea
is this—the chap s a_Jew, you know.”

“We’ve had that.”

“And we're going to be awfully
cln11nm3——

“And we've had that.”

“And pilot him round the town, and
show him the places, e\pe(mll\ the tuck-
shop and the cinema——"

“Well 7°

“And make him spend his money,
said Lowther.

“What?”

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

“Is this where we laugh?” asked
Manners.

“Yes, if you've got brains enough to

Tas Gem Lisrary.—No. 1.542.
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see the best joke you’ve ever heard of !”
yelled Lowther. .

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

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

“Ha, ha, ha ! echoed Tom Merry.

“0Oh, you burbling idiots!” said
Lowther. “Oh, you crass asses! Lot
of good thinking out the wheeze of the
season in this study! Stop your silly
cackling, you dummies, or I'll start on
you with this bat! Shut up, you fat-
heads! Look here, do you see the joke,
or don’t you?”

“Well, to tell you the truth, we
don’t. But that’s all right. That often
happens. Now, what about the St.
Jude’s match ?”

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

“Ye gods! We know that by heart.”

“ And we’re going to make him spend
his money, and pull his leg—see?
Every time he parts with a bob it will
give him a pain—see?”

“Why should it?”

“ Because—because

they're awfully

.keen on money, you know,” explained

Lowther., “That’s how we're going to
pull his leg—see 7

“Oh!” said Tom Merry, working it
out in his mind like mental arithmetic.
“This chap is named Julian, and he’s a
Jew, and we're going to pal on to him
and lead him into spending money, and
it will give him a pain. That’s the
joke 2”? :

“Yes, you burbling ass!”

“And 1t’s funny?”

“Can’t you see it’s funny ?” shrieked
Lowther.

Tom Merry shook his head.

“Blessed if I can! Suppose the chap
doesn’t mind spending money, then
where does the joke come in?”

“But he will. They’re all like that.”

“How do you know ?”

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

“Anybody who doesn’t know any
Jews, perhaps,” chuckled Tom Merry.
“Not good enough, Monty. Not worth
chucking the cricket.”

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

“He’s rich!” hooted Lowther. “I’ve
heard about him. He’s got an uncle
rolling in money, who’s sending him to
St. Jim’s. Levison heard Kildare say
so. I don’t know the uncle’s name, but
it’s a fact. He’s got tons of ’cof.”

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

“But he will mind spending it,”
howled the unhappy Lowther, “because
he’s a Jew, you know! We'll take him
round and make him pay for every-
thing. Of course, we'll square up after-
wards. We don’t want to sponge on the
chap, but all the afternoon we’ll watch
him going green and yellow.”

“But suppose he doesn’t go green

and yellow ?”

“But he will}” roared Lowther. “If
he doesn’t you can use my head &as a
football 1’

“It isn’t the football season for us just
yet.  Besides, a wooden football would
be very rough on our toes,” argued Tom
Merry.

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

Slam !

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

Tom Merry and Manners looked at
one another and grinned. Then

Manners went on reading, and Tom
Merry resumed conning over the
cricket list. .

Monty Lowther went in search of
kindred spirits with a more highly
developed sense of humour,

CHAPTER 2,
No Backers!
“Y OU fellows busy this afternoon 7

Monty Lowther asked the

question, and he addressed

Study No. 6.
Study No. 6—otherwise Blake,
Herries, Digby, and D’Arey of the

Fourth—were standing in a little group

outside the School House, talking
cricket.
Arthur Augustus had lately been

cultivating a late cut of which he was
very proud. Being an authority on late
cuts, he was generously telling his
chums all about 1t so that they could go
and do likewise.

But he paused politely as Monty
Lowther came out of the School House
and chipped in.

“Yaas, wathah !” Gussy replied.

“Cricket,” explained Blake. ‘Any-
thing else on?”

“The jape  of the
Lowther.

“Oh, one of your Shell japes!” said
Herries disparagingly.
it, old chap!”

“Something up against the New
House ?”” asked Blake. “It’s time we
gave Figgins & Co. another whopping !

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

“Why, you fathead—"

“Weally, Lowthah——"

“It’s only a practice match this after-
noon, too,” urged Lowther.

“Yaas,” said Arthur Augustus. “But
we've got to get weady for the St.
Jude’s weturn mgatch, you know. I am
givin’ a lot of attention to a late cut
lately. You may have noticed my late
cut, Lowthah.”

Lowther nodded.

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

Arthur Augustus glared, and Blake,

season,” said

Herries, and Digby chuckled. As a
matter of fact, they were growing
fed-up with Arthur Augustus’ cele-

brated late cut.

“T wegard you as an ass, Lowthah!”

“Besides, the team will be all right
for the St.  Jude’s match,” said
Lowther. -“Talbot and Tom Merry and
Figgins and myself! Why, St. Jude’s
won’t have an earthly! No need to
stick at it this afternoon.  There’s a
new chap coming to St. Jim’s this
afternoon.”

“What the deuce does that matter?”
asked Blake.

“He’s a Jew.”

" Well?!7 2

“Well, I want you chaps to come
with me to meet him at the station and
give him a rousing reception,” said
Lowther.

“Go and bury -
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Blake, Herries, and Digby stared.
Arthur Augustus D’Argcy smiled bland-
ly. He gave Monty Lowther a look of
the warmest approval.

“Lowthah, I wegard that as a
wippin’ suggestion. I take back my
wemarks that you're an ass.”

“Good !” said Lowther. “You'll
come 7

“Yaas, wathah !”

“Rats!” said Blake. “I'm playing
cricket.” :

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

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

“What for?” demanded Blake. “If
you want to see a Hebrew, there’s old
Moses in Wayland—the moneylender.”

“Wats! Old Moses is certainly a
vewy unpleasant chawactah; but that is
because he is a moneylendah, not be-
cause he is a Jew. I wegard Lowthah's
suggestion as wippin’, and I am backin’
him up. You see, some persons have
wathah a pwejudice against Jews, and
this new chap, bein’ a Jew, may feel
wathah doubtful about his weception. By
meetin’ him at the station, and tweatin’
him civilly, as Lowthah suggests, we
shall wemove any uneasiness fwom his
mind, and show him ‘that he need not
feah meetin’ any widiculous and old-
fashioned pwejudices ‘at St. Jim’s. I

‘wegard it as vewy thoughtful of
Lowthah.” &

Monty  Lowther looked ~rather
peculiar,

Arthur Augustus, in the innocence of
his heart, had jumped at quite a wrong
conclusion. It was not preeisely with
the intention of putting the new boy at
his ease that Lowther was planning to
meet him at the station.

“Ahem!” . said - 'Lowther. * “I
mean—-">

“I know exactly what you mean,
Lowthah, and I congwatulate you!”
said Arthur Augustus. “And we are
backin’ you up.”

“I'm playing cricket !” roared Blake.

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

“Oh, all right!” said 'Blake
;"efmgnedly. “Anything for a quiet
1fe.”

“When does the new kid awwive,
Lowthah ?” -

“ Three-thirty,” said Lowther. “But—
but you haven’t exactly cottoned to the
idea. It’s a jape.”

“ Eh ?)’

“We’re going to jape the new kid,”
explained Lowther. “You see, he’s a
Jew, and the idea is to make him spend
money and give him a pain. See?”

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

“Is that a jape?” he inquired.

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

“I wegard it as wotten |”
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“Look here, you fathead—"

“I wegard it,” said Arthur Augustus
sternly, “as absolutely wotten! I am
sowwy to see, Lowthah, that you are
the victim of pwejudice. I am still
more sowwy to see that you are
willin’ to wound the feelings of a
stwangah for the sake of a wotten
jape. And I am sowwy to see that i
That’s enough,” remarked

“Thanks !
Lowther. “I don’t really want to be
acquainted with all your sorrows,
Gussy.”

“Weally, Lowthah—"

“Are you fellows coming?”
Lowther.

asked

i -
=

oft his feet. ¢ I’'ll—yaroooh !

“My fwiends are not comin’ for such
a purpose,. Lowthah. I wegard your
ideah as bein’ in bad taste. 1 shall
make it a point to be vewy fwiendly
with the new kid, to show him that we
are not all silly duffahs here. I wegard
wace pwejudice as a widiculous thing. T
wondah that you are not ashamed of
yourself, Lowthah.”

“Go it, Gussy!” said Blake ad-
miringly. “It's all right, Lowther.
He’s only getting into training for the
House of Lords. Gussy is going to wake
them up there some day.”

“Pway, don’t be fwivolous,

lake——" -

“Look here, I didn’t come here for a
sermon,” yelled Lowther, “and I’ve ro
time to waste talking to a prize idiot !”

Arthur Augustus sniffed.

“Gentlemen,” he said, “I put it to
you that Lowthah’s ideah is uttahly
wotten. I suggest that we show him
what we think of it by bumpin’ him!”

Stoppit !

“Hear, hear I’ said Herries.

“Collah the silly ass!?

“Why, you—you—you—— Hands off !
Chuck it!” shouted Lowther. * Why,
T'll—yaroooh ! Stop it! Yoooooop!”

Bump !

Blake & Co. grasped the humorist of
the Shell, whirled him off his feet, and
he descended upon the hard, unsym-
pathetic earth with a bump. Then they
strolled away, grinning, leaving Monty
Lowther gasping for breath.

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

Yoooop !’ Bump!
unsympathetic earth,

CHAPTER 3.
Kindred Spirits !

¢¢ VER!”
O The cricketers were at it.
Monty Lowther looked on

the cricket field with a very
morose brow.

Tom Merry & ©Co. of the School
House, and Figgins & Co. were slogging
away in the practice match, which was
to put the finishing touch, so to speak,
to their practice for the last match of
the season.

But Lowther was not in flannels,

Lowther was in a morose temper.

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

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

5

Tt had not occurred to him- that his
great jape might be considered in bad
taste. Now that it had been pointed
out to him, he wasn't in the least in-
clined to admit it. Lowther could be
obstinate.

His chums having failed to sce the
matter from his point of view, he was
only made all the more determined to
carry the jape through successfully.

But he did not want to do it by him-
solf. Naturally, he wanted an audience.
He could not enjoy a joke on his own.

His studymates and Study No. 6 had
failed him. Kangaroo of the Shell and
Talbot had preferred cricket to the best

e
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¢ Why, you—you—— Hands off! Chuck it !’’ shouted Monty Lowther, as Blake & Co. grasped him and whirled him
The humorist of the Shell descended upon the hard,

joke under the sun. Grundy and Dane
and Glyn, when they were acquainted
with the scheme, had pronounced it
rotten.  So had Reilly, Hammond,
Kerruish, and Gore.

Never had there been such a plentiful
lack of appreciation.

Monty Lowther felt sore about it.

Certainly there- were some fellows
who would have entered into a joke
against anybody—fellows like Crooke
and Levison and Mellish—and the more
ill-natured it was the better they would
have liked it.

Lowther would not admit that there
was anything ill-natured in his scheme.
He was the best-natured fellow in the
world really, only his sense of humour
was unduly developed.

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

That went against the grain. Crooke

Tre Gem Lisearv.—No. 1,542.
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& Co. were black sheep, and Lowther
did not like them. Tom Merry and his

friends had little to do with them—
especially Crooke, who was an arrant
blackguard.

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

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

“Look here, Tom—"

“Taking a turn with the bat,
Monty ?” asked Tom cheerily.

“No. Are 3ou colmng with me?”

“Can’t, old chap!

Lowther frowned.

“You mean you won’t, Tom.”

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

“Don’t get ratty, Monty,” he said
pamﬁcally “I’'m playing cricket, you
know.”

“That’s not
won’t come.”

“Well, no.
Tom hesitated.

“Well 2”7 asked Lowther grimly.

“Don’t you think it’s a bit rough to
jape a new kid like that? What’s the,
good of being down on him 7%

“I’'m not down cn him.”

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

;What does it matter how he takes
it ?

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

“Who said they were?”

“Well, ncbody,” said Tom.
but—"

“Oh, have it out!”” growled Lowther.
“You think what I'm going to do is
caddish. Is that it?”

Tom Merry coloured.

=y hope you're not going to do it,
Monty.

“You think it caddish?” repeated
Lowther savagely.

“I don’t think you’d do anything
ecaddish, Monty. But—but I don’t like
the idea of—of——”

the only reason you

As a matter of fact—"’

“But—

“0Of what I'm going to do. Well, if
you think it’s caddish, that’s enough.

Pl tell you what L think in return. I
think youw’re making a mount.am out o{
a molehill, and that you're a silly ass.”

“ Monty—”

Monty Lowther walked away.

Tom Merry looked after him. But
Monty Lowther did not look back. He
was decidedly ratty.

Tom Merry hesitated a moment or
two, and then ran after him and caught
him by the arm.

“Monty, old - chap,
about nothing—-"’

“Are you coming with me?”

“Well, I can’t. But—"

L Well, if you won’t, Crooke will.”

Tom Merry’s brow clouded.

“T hope you’re not gomng to chum up
with that cad, Monty.”’

“Why not, if my .6wn friends give
me the go-by?” said Lowther, with
something like a sneer. ““Get on with
your cricket.”

Lowther jerked his arm away ‘and
walked off the field

Tom Merry’s face was clouded as he
returned to the cricket. It was some-
thing very like a quarrel with his old
chum—and quarrels were almost un-
known among the Terrible Three. But
it was a point they evidently could not
agree upon.

Lowther marched off the cricket
ground in great dudgeon. He went to
look for Gerald Crooke. Crooke was
easily found; he was hanging about the
tuckshop with Mellish.

The two slackers were not interested
in cricket.

“You fellows busy ?” asked Lowther.

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

“I’'ve got a
plained Lowther. “There’s a new kid
comin

“I've lward about him,” said Crooke.

“His name’s Julian, and he’s a Jew.
I heard Cutta mcntxon him. He's roll-
ing in money.’

don’t get ratty

little
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joke on,” ex-.
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“They always do,” said Mellish.
“Blessed if I don’t wish I was a Jew!”
“ What's the jape?” asked Crooke.

“Meet him at the station, chum up
with him

“What rot!”

“And take lnm round and make him
sppnd money,” said Lowther.

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

Monty Lowther brightened up. His
great wheeze was meeting with its just
appreciation at last.

“You see, being a Jew, he will have
a separate pain every time he parts with
a tanmer,” he said. “We’'ll take hun
round and make him stand treat—"

“Bet you he won’t.”

“Well, if he won’t, we’ll order ex-
ponsnvc things and make him pay his
whack,” said Lowther.

“Ha, ha, ha 1*

“Pm stony !”’ growled Mellish.

“Oh, we’ll do the 01'dering =
Lowther. “I’'m in funds.”

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

“T’m on!” he said. “We'll make him
spena money, and watch his face. Ha,
ha, ha!”

said

“Ha, ha, ha!” echoed Mellish. “I'm
on !”
“Come on, then,” said Lowther. “He

gets to Rylcombe by the three-thirty.
We’ve got time to walk it.”

“We’ll have a cab home,” chuckled
Crooke. “We’ll make him shell out. By
Jove, we’ll telephone for a taxi from
Wayland and run up a bill.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Monty Lowther began to feel that
Crooke was not such a bad chap, after
all He hadn’t been done justice,
Lowther reflected. There was good in
everybody; and he had found some in
Crooke. Such was the influence of a
proper appreciation 'of his humorous
scheme.

The three juniors strolled down to the

gates in high good-humour.

Several fellows glanced af them
curiously; it was very unusual to sce
Lowther strolling with the cad of the
Shell. )

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

“Have a fag?” he said genially.

Lowther flushed uncomfortably.

“Oh, chuck that 1’ he said. “That
isn’t what we've come out for.”

“Pooh ! We shan’t be spotted here.”

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

Crooke shrugged his shoulders and
lighted his cigarette. Mellish followed
his example.

“Look here-——" hegan Lowther.

“QOh, bow-wow !”

'\Ionty Lowther debated in his mind
whether he should turn back and
abandon his great wheeze and join the
cricketers.

But he would not be beaten.

He walked on, with a very red face,
and Crooke “and Mellish exchanged a
wink and went on smoking.

Lowther did not say anothnr word, but
he was very glad when the cigarettes

were finished and the stumps were
pitched into the hedge.
CHAPTER 4.
Expensive !
13 YLCOMBE {”
The train stopped, and a
handsome, athletic-looking lad

in Etons steppcd out upon the
platform.
From-the guard’s van a large trunk
was dumped down.
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The lad in Etons walked along the
platform towards it. And three juniors,
who had just come on the platform from
the entrance, spotted him at once.

“That's the kid!” said Monty
Lowther, - :

“That’s the merchant !” said Crooke.
“Not quite such a bo:ltnder as

expected.”

*Sheeney, right enough,” = said
Mellish.

“Put or your best smiles,” said
Lowther. “Mind, we've got to be jolly

chummy. Make a good impression on

(i

“You bet!”

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

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

The newcomer was giving the porter
instructions regarding his box. He was
also giving him a shilling, as the trio
could not help seeing.

He glanced round as they came up
and looked at the three juniors.

“Good-afternoon !” said Monty
Lowther politely.

“ Good-afternoon !”
stranger genially.

Somewhat to the disappointment of
the juniors, he did not say “Goot-after-
noon {” Somehow they had expected him
to speak in the same manner as Mr.
Moses, of Wayland, whose weird accent
was very pronounced. But the new-

responded  the

comer spoke quite nicely, and in a
pleasant and musical voice.

“We’re - from St. Jim’s,” said
Lowther. “I suppose you're the new

kid, Julian?”

The newcomer nodded.

“My name’s'Julian, and I'm going to
St. Jim’s,” he said.

“We've heard about you,” said
Crooke. “Thought you might feel a
bit lonely at first, so we’'ve come to
meet yvou.”

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

“Ahem! Exactly!” said Lowther.

The new boy looked very pleased.

“That’s very kind of you,” he said.

“I don’t know anybody at St. Jim’s. It's .

jolly decent of you to come to meet a
new chap you don’t know, and I'm very
much obliged.”

“We’re rather gone on Jews, you
know,” said Crooke.

Lowther kicked his ankle.

“Gone on Jews?” repeated Julian, in
wonder. “What do you mean?”

; You’,}'e a Jew, aren’t you?”

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

Julian looked rather hard at Crooke.

“You’re very good,” he said.

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

Julian flushed.

“Shut up, Mellish{” said Lowiher
sharply.

His two assistants seemed likely to
spoil the whole game.

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

“I pronounce it Julian,” said the new
boy quietly.

“My mistake,” said Mellish, snigger-
ing. “I say—yow-ow |”

Mellish broke off suddenly as Lowther
kicked his leg. -

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

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

“Then we shan’t have you in the
Shell,” said Lowther. “I was—ahem!
—hoping that you would be in my study.
Have you told the porter about your
box 7

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

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

“Yes. Why not?”’

“Well, I thought you’d prefer. to
look round a bit first,” said Lowther.
“Let them send your box, and we’'ll
take you with us.”

“You're very kind.
box sent, then.”

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

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

“QOh, I suppose you think a lot about
money ?” said Crooke, his lip curling.

“I suppose a fellow ought to be
careful with his money,” said Julian,
with a puzzled look. ““There’s no
sense in wasting it, is there?”’

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

“Much better,” said Lowther.

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

“Yessir,” said old Trumble,

The juniors followed Trumble from
the station. :

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

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

Tll have the

‘a- snack in theé tuckshop.

“Certainly ! How: much?”’
“It’s three shillings to drive to St.
Jim’s,” said Lowther: “But Robert is

a poor man, and he has  fifteen
children. Is it fifteen or sixteen,
Robert 7"’ =

The old driver grinned. He knew
Monty Lowther. :

“Seventeen, Master Lowther,” hs
replied.

“So if you paid Robert four instead
of three, he would take it kindly,
Julian,” said Lowther. “We're rather
liberal at St. Jim’s, you know.*’

“I don’t mind,” said Julian. =
should have given him a tip, anyway.”

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

Julian laughed. 5

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

“Yes; I was in the Diehards, sir,”
said Robert.

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

“No, it wasn’t, Master Lowther,”
said Robert indignantly. “I ain’s
ninety yet, and you know it !”

Julian smiled, and placed five
shillings in the brown old palm.

Robert touched his hat very respect-
fully. :

The old cab rolled off with Richard
Julian’s box.

The three practical jokers felt a
little disappointed. Julian was spend-
ing money according to programme,
but it did not secem to give him a
pain so far.

“You've got lots of dibs, I sup-
pose?” Mellish remarked enviously.
“Simply rolling in filthy lucre—what ?”’

“Oh, no!” said Julian. “I am not
rich; but I have an uncle who is very
kind and generous, and he makes me
a large allowance—more than I need.”

“He isn’t a Jew?”

“Yes; he is a_Jew, of course,” said
Julian. “Do you think it is impos-
sible for a Jew to be kind and
generous ?”’

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

“I suppose you're hungry after your
journey, Julian?” said Lowther.

“Yes; a little. I expected to be at
school in time for tea.” :

“N.G.,” said* Lowther. “Tea -at
school is simply rotten! Bread-and-
serape, you know. And tea as weak
as water. You'd better come and have
It’s just
handy, and we'd like a snack, too.”

“Certainly !”

“This way!” chortled Mellish,

That seemed the best part of the
joke to Mellish, -As he was stony,
evidently he couldn’t be expected to
ﬁay his “whack.”” But he intended to
ave his “whack ¥ in the feed at the
village tuckshop.

“Hold on, though,” said Lowther.
“There’s Trumble.”

“Trumble?” repeated Julian.

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

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

Julian erimsoned.

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

“Not for St. Jim’s,” said Mellish..

“We do things rather in style at our
school, you know.”

“I would suggest another
crown,” said Lowther.

“You usually give him half-a-crown ?”
asked Julian.

““ Ahem |” Lowther hesitated.

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

“Always. It’s the thing, you know.”

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

half-a-

-you a bit.”

He crossed the pavement, and pre-
sented the astounded Trumble with
half-a-erown.  Then he rejoined the
juntors, who checked their grinning
as he came back.

Old Trumble bit the half-crown to
assure himself that it was a good one,
suspecting a joke. But it was quite
good, and Trumble whistled, and slid
it into his pocket. ;

Trumble sometimes had good tips
from vricher fellows at the school,
especially fellows like D’Arcy of the
Fourth; but he was surprised that a
junior should come back and tip him
half-crown after tipping him a shilling.
But he had no objections to make.

“Now for the feed I” said Mellish,

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

s e

CHAPTER 5.
Making the Money Fly!

ONTY LOWTHER led the way
into the tuckshop.
As yet his little joke could
not be said to have panned out
well. Julian had plenty of money, and,
according to Lowther’s theories, he
ought to have had a pain whenever he
parted with any of it. He had parted
with a good deal already, and had
shown no sign whatever of having a
pain.

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

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

“By the way, I suppose you know it’s
the custom for a new boy to pay his
footing 7” Lowther remarked.

Julian looked at him inquiringly.

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

“You're ready to stand treat—what 7
asked Mellish.

“With pleasure I

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

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

“Oh, good |” said Mellish. “Do you
mind 1f I try the eream puffs?”

“ Anything you like {”
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The three practical jokers took: the
new boy at his word.

They piled in.

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

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

Julian did not turn a hair.

The feed was going strong when three
fellows in Grammar School caps came
in.

They were Gordon Gay and Wootton
major and minor, of Rylcombe Grammar
School.

“Hallo, St. Jim’s cads !” said Gordon
Gay.
“Kick ’em oub ! said Wootton major.

Monty Lowther held up his hand.

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

“That’s rather a big order,” said
Gordon Gay, laughing,

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

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

Julian nodded, and laughed.

“You’re very welcome !’ he
“Pile in! It’s my treat !”

“Hear, hear!” said the three Gram-
marians.

They piled in.

Mrs. Murphy looked at Julian rather
curiously as the bill mounted up.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy sometimes
stood tremendous blow-outs in the tuck-
shop, but he had seldom allowed his
expenditure to reach the figure it was
now reaching. The good dame made up
an- account upon a sheet of paper.

“How’s it going?” asked Lowther
jovially.

“One pound three shillings,” said
Mrs. Murphy.

“ My hat !” said Crooke.

“Better ease off, if the new kid isn’t
made of money !’ grinned Gordon Gay.

“Go ahead !” said Julian. “Don’t
ease off till you’ve finished. It’s all
serene.”

“But look here—"

“QOh, pile in *

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

“Ha, ba, ha'!”

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

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

“Yes, Master Crooke !”

Monty Lowther regarded the new boy
in wonder. Either his estimate of
Julian was quite mistaken, or else the
new boy was an adept at concealing his
feelings.

If he was suffering any inward pain
his handsome face didn’t show it. IHe
seemed to he enjoying the feed as
heartily as any of the fellows present.
Unless appearances were very deceptive,
he certainly was enjoying it.

Yet the bill was running up into
pounds. Monty Lowther felt that there
was something wrong somewhere. His
great wheeze—the joke of the season—
seemed to be falling flat.

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

“Trot out the bill !” grinned Crooke.

.%\Ilrs. Murphy trotted out the little

1

“Two pounds four chillings and
ninepence ! she said in almost an awe-
stricken voice.

“Oh erumbs !”

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

But Julian did not seem to feel the
pain.

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

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

Julian slipped the two pound notes
of his change into his wallet, and care-
lessly dropped the silver and coppers
into his pocket.

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

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

“Thank you!” said Julian.

Gordon. Gay & Co. sauntered away,
and Julian left the tuckshop with the
St. Jim’s juniors.

“Walk to the school?” he asked.
“The lane looks very pleasant.”

“Walk 1” said Lowther. “My dear
chap, you ean’t walk! A new kid is
supposed to arrive in—ahem !~-some sort
af style.”

“There was only one cab at .the
station, and that’s gone with my box,”
remarked Julian. “There doesn’t secm
to be much choice.” )

“Oh, that’s all ®right! There’s a
telephone-box at the station, and you
can get a taxi from Wayland.”

Julian paused.

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

“Oh, the taxi will get here pretty
quick !” said Lowther carelessty. “Of
course, if you object to the expense &

“Not at all, so far as that goes, but
it seems to me that you fellows at St,
Jim’s must be very extravagant if yvou

spend money like that, It's rather
slacking, too, isn’t it?”

“Got  him at last!”  murmured
Lowther to himself. “He’s feeling the
pain.”

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

“Well, something’s expected of a new
boy,” he renmfarked. “Of course—ahem
—we won’t stick you for the taxi. We'll
whack it out !”

“Fair whacks!” said Crooke with a
grin. . “We’ll stand it fair all round.”

Julian hesitated.

“Oh, come!” said Monty Lowther.
“We’re really putting you up to a
wrinkle, you know. I suppose you don’t
mind standing your whack in a taxi?”

“It seems to me a waste,” said Julian,
“but if you fellows want a taxi, I don’t
mind, at all. Let’s go and telephone.”

“This way!” chortled Mellish.

They walked away to the station, and
Lowther telephoned to Wayland for the
taxicab.
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Julian stood with a very thoughtful
expression on his face while the humorist
of the Shell was busy with the telephone.

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

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

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

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

Crooke grunted.

‘“We three stand the exes,” he said.
“ Mellish is stony, so he’ll have to be a

assenger. I'm sure Julian won’t mind.”

“Not at all,” said Julian.

“The taxi will be here in ten
minutes,” said Lowther. “We’'ll go and

ha‘ve some ices while we're waiting for
= 2]

“Good egg!”

Perhaps Julian considered that he had
already paid his footing to the required
amount, for he said nothing more of
standing treat. Neither did the others.

For that expensive afternoon out it
was agreed that “exes” should be
whacked out among thoe three.

Lowther was in funds, and he would
have spent his last sixpence on a
practical joke, and Crooke, as usual,
was reeking with money, and he was
given to indulging in expensive amuse-
ments. As for Mellish, he was a
“ passenger.”

The two intended that expenses should

“be run up till the Jewish junior could

not stand it any longer. They were
already convinced that he was suffering
inwardly, and they meant to draw
blood, so to speak.

So they paid for their ices. When the
taxi came up they embarked in it in
great spirits. And Julian, whether he
was suffering an inward pain or not,
was as cheerful as any of the party,

and seemed to enter into the excursion ¢

with the greatest zest.

— —

CHAPTER 6.
Turning the Tables !

13 ET’S have a jolly long run!”
said  Crooke, “Blow the
expense !”

“Blow it!”
heartily.

“ Besides, it’s good for the taximan!”
argued Lowther.

“Of course it is,” assented Julian.

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

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

“We’ll see to that,” said Lowther.
“The Head doesn’t wait on the steps
of the School House for new boys, you
kuo:\[v.”

Ny suppose
laughing. .

“If you didn’t drop in at all I dare
say he wouldn’t notice it,” grinned
Crooke. = “This is going to be a real
outing, and confound the expense.”

“That suits me all right,” said Julian.

If Dick Julian was humbugging, Le
was doing it remarkably well.

The taximeter was clicking up at an
alarming rate as the car spun along the
green country roads.

. Julian did not even glance at the

indicator, however. IHe was looking at

agreed Julian

£

not,” . said

Julian, |

the green wooded country with great Julian breezily.

enjoyment.

It was a sunny afternoon, and the
pleasant countryside of Sussex was
delightful to the eye. All four of the
juniors enjoyed that run.

It was Crooke who first looked at the
indicator with some uneasiness.

“Phew !” he ejaculated. “Fiftecn bob
already.”

“QOh,.let it rip!” said Julian. “That
isn’t much when we're whacking it out
among three, you know.”

“Let it rip, by all means,”
Crooke.

And it ripped!

But after that Crooke’s eye wandered
many times to the taximeter. Somehow
or other the leaping figures seemed to
be troubling him. He wanted to “stick ”
the new boy for a good sum, but there
were limits, since he had himself to
whack out as much as the Hebrew
junior,

He wondered how much was needed
to give Julian the required “pain.”
No sign of pain showed in Julian’s face.
His face, in fact, was beaming. He was
thoroughly enjoying the scemery, and
the ride along the country roads.

The taximan seemed to enjoy it, too.

agreed
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It was but seldom he came upon such
good customers.

The car sped on, and Crooke caught
Lowther’s eye several times. He was
mutely asking whether the joke had
gone far enough.

Lowther held out grimly. He had
money in his pocket—money he had
intended for certain purchases—and it
looked as if those purchases might not
be made.

But he was not going to give in. He
was going on spending money till the
Jewish junior called halt, at any rate.
It would be too absurd an ending to his
wheeze if he cried halt himself.

“Dash it all, it’s turned the quid!”
said Crooke. And a little later he made
another remark. “Twenty-five bob!
It'll be nearly as much back to Way-
land, you know.”

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

“What does the money matter 2’ said

'0 i
-

“We're whacking it
out, you know. Let it rip!”

“Ye-es, keep on,” said Lowther.

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

“A fiver !” gasped Crooke.

“Why not?”

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

“Pooh! We're having an afternoon
out, you know |” said Julian. ‘“Don’t
think about the money. That’s
nothing.”

“He, he, he!” cackled Mellish,

The biters were getting bitten.

Monty Lowther shot a quick, search-
ing, suspicious glance at the Jewish
junior. For a moment it flashed into
his brain that Julian might have
“gpotted ” the game and was turhing
the tables on the practical jokers.

But Julian’s face was quite calm and
placid, and expressed nothing but
pleasure in the drive, and appreciation
of the kindness of the juniors in taking
him out like this on his first day at the
school. ;

Was the fellow an ass, or was he
awfully deep? Lowther wondered. But
he decided that the fellow was an ass.
For he reflected that he would have had
to be awfully deep to take him—Monty
Lowther—in and pull his humorous leg.

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

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

“Yes; we shan’t have time for the
cinema, otherwise,” said Lowther.

Julian nodded.

“Just as you like,” he said.
. The taxi turned for the
journey.

Julian had seen Abbotsford Castle
and the old bridge over the Upper Rhyl
and a great deal of the country. He
was learning quite a lot of that part of
Sussex; in fact—at a price. - But he did
not seem to care about the price. It
was Crooke who was chiefly worried
about that.

Wayland came in sight at last. The
taxi drove up to the cinema, and the
juniors alighted.

Crooke gave something very much
like a snarl as he read the figures on the
taximeter.

“Two pounds ten,” he said. “And
there’s the extra passengers, too.”

“Shilling each,” said Mellish.

“0Oh, no!” said Julian. “Shilling
isn’t enough, considering that the
driver has taken us such a great dis-
tance. Better give- him half-a-crown
each for the two extra passengers.”

The driver looked quite enthusiastic
as he heard that. He regarded it as a
simply splendid idea.

But Crooke glared at the new boy as
if he would eat him.,

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

Julian looked surprised.

“I understand that you St. Jim’s
fellows always whacked out half-crowns
in tips,” he remarked. * You remember
what you told me in Rylcombe.”

“Ahem! Yes; but—but—"

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

“Oh dear !” murmured Lowther. And
Mellish’s unpleasant cackle was hcard
again.

The afternoon was turning out to be
more amusing -than Melish had antic:-
pated. - The look on Crooke’s face was
worth almost anything.

Tae Gem Lmriry.—No. 1,542
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“Two pounds ten on the meter, half-
a-crown - each for the two extra
passengers, - and five bob for the
driver,” resumed Julian cheerfully.
“That’s three quid in all—=I can do
figures, you know, being a Jew. That’s
a quid for each of us. Here you are,
driver.”

Jl(lilian placed a pound in the driver’s

and. :

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

“Thank you, ‘gentlemen!” said the
taxi-driver. . “ Any other time you want
a car I ’ope you’ll remember me.”

“Catch me!” murmured Crooke
under his breath.

“Now for the cinema,” said Julian
cheerfully. ~ “I say, this is a ripping
afternoon! I don’t know how to thank
you fellows for taking such a lot of
trouble over a new kid.”

Julian’s kind entertainers did not
answer. They were beginning to doubt
whether it was a ripping afternoon,
after all.

CHAPTER 7.
The Biters Bit !
DICK JULIAN and his somewhat

morose companions entered the
hall of the cinema.

: They had stopped at the best
picture palace in Wayland. True, there
were sixpenny seats to be had if they
had wanted them. But Julian, at least,
did' not appear to want them.

He ran his eyes over the list of prices
and found that there were balcony seats
at half-a-crown each.

“Four -at half-a-crown, please!” he
said, dropping half-a-crown down into
the little orifice, at the end of which a
woman’s face appeared.

Crooke glared at Lowther,

“The beast’s getting
seats,” he whispered.

Lowther grinned a sickly grin.

“Why not, Crooke? ~He’s simply
playing our game for us.”

“There’s a limit, you ass1”

“)Nell, ‘we can’t help it now—unless
you're going to look mean.”

Crooke grunted. He had come out to
make the Jewish junior look mean, not
to look mean himself. He sulkily
dropped his half-a-crown down, and
Lowther followed his example.

“Don’t forget little me,” said

half-crown

. Crooke seemed deaf. He walked on
into the house.

“He’s forgotten,” said Julian calmly.
“Never mind—one-and-three each for
us two.”

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

The four juniors entered the
balcony of the cinema and were shown
to their seats.

. In the interest of the pictures, the
Juniors soon forgot other matters. But
there came an interval soon, and the
lights went up.

. Then the voice of a diminutive youth
in buttons was heard :

“Chocklits | Chocklits | -

The youth in buttons probably meant

chocolates, for he carried a tray of
those comestibles.

“Who says chocolates?”  asked
Julian.

“Little me!” grinned Mellish.

Crooke  grunted, and Lowther

appeared to be deaf.
“Chocklits | Chocklits !”
Julian made a sign to the lad who
approached.  The new junior selected
Tae Gem Lierary.—No. 1,542,

the most expensive-looking packets on
the tray.

“How much are these?” he asked.

“ A shilling each, sir.”

“Give us four of them.”

“Yes, sir”

Julian handed the four packets round,
apparently blind to the unwelcoming
look on Crooke’s face, and the peculiar
expression of Monty Lowther.

“That’s four bob,” said Julian.
“ Better give the kid a bob—he looks a
nice boy—that’s one-and-eight each for
the three of us.”

“Wha-a-at ?”

i« Oh !)J

Julian,laid one-and-eight on the tray.
Lowther followed his example. Julian
nudged Crooke, who did not seem to be
in a hurry. :

“The lights will be going down,” he
said. “ Better settle with the kid.”

Crooke choked back some. remark
that rose to his lips, and clinked one
shilling-and-eight on the tray. :

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

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

“We should have to pay again to
come in!” growled Crooke.

“Oh, that’s all right!”

“Is it?” said Crooke. “If you want
to threw your money away, I don’t!”

“Shurrup I’ murmured Lowther.

Crooke snarled.

“Oh, come on!” said Julian. “Let’s
have some ginger-pop !

-He rose from his seat, and the other

juniors followed hin.
- Exactly what they had to complain
of they could not really have said.
They had come out with the new boy
to make him spend money. He was
spending money—more recklessly and
extravagantly than they had hoped or
expected. They ought to have bheen
eminently satisfied.

But they weren’t. 7

Somehow or other that complete suc-
cess of the little plot had a disconcert-
ing effect upon the plotters.

It was going a little too far. They
had fully expected Julian to turn green
and yellow, and every other colour of
the rainbow, when he was bamboozled
into spending a pound or so.

Instead of which he seemed prepared
to spend pound after pound without
turning a hair. And as they were com-
pelled to keep pace with him on the
principle of “whacking it outf,” it was

-the practical jokers who seemed likely

to turn green.

For Lowther was near the end of his
resources, and Crooke was suffering
internal pains at parting with money.
There was a limit—and Crooke had
reached it. = He didn’t want to part
with any more.

He hadn’t even the - consolation - of
swanking over his heavy expenditure,
for Julian was expending at the same
rate, and in the most careless manner
in the world.

In the bunshop they imbibed ginger-
pop and then ices. After that, Julian
proposed getting back into the picture

alace.

“I’ve had erough cinema!” growled
Crooke. =

“Same here,” said Lowther. “Give
it a rest. It’s—it’s time we got to Si.
Jim’s, I think. And as you're a new
kid, Julian—" .

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

“Nunno! But—"

THE GEM LIBRARY
“I'm going back to St. Jim’s!?
growled Crooke.

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

“All serene!” said Julian. “Here's
a taxil”

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

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

“Oh, ye-es!”

Julian had already signed to the taxi,
and it drew up beside the kerb. The
practical jokers looked at one another
—and  stepped into it. There seemed -
no way of escape.

The car buzzed away out of the
market town on the way to St. Jim’s.

“What a ripping afternoon!” said
Julian. "“It was awfully good of you
chaps to pick me up like this.”

“D-d-don’t mench !’ said Lowther.

Lowther seemed to be in a state of
depression. His humorousness had dis-
appeared.

“I’ve seen a lot of the place,” said
Julian. “1 never expected such kind-
ness to be shown to a new kid.”

Crooke grunted.

“ After all, we've lots of time,” said
Julian brightly. “What do you fellows
say to a run round before we get to the
school 27 . 3

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

“In a hurry?”

i< 'Yes.)’

“Obh; all serene!” Julian looked out
of the window. “Driver, how long will
it take you to get to St. Jim’s?”

“Ten minutes move, sir.”

“Do it wn five, and we’ll pay vou
double what’s marked on the meter.”

“I’'m your man, sir!”’ :

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

“Now we shan’t be long!” he re-
marked.

Crooke gave him a look that was
positively homicidal.

“You—you’ve promised the driver
double fare?” he gasped.

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

“PIm not going to pay double!”
roared Crooke.

“Yes; we’re whacking it out, you
know,” said Julian.

“I'm mnot paying double,” said
Crooke, throwing all disguise to the
winds now. “I jolly well won’t, and
that’s flat 1”? ;

“But we agreed—"

“Hang what we agreed! Don’t be
so jolly quick in offering drivers double
fares!” snarled Crooke. “I'm nob
standing it !?

“But you suggested confounding the
expense, you know,” said Julian.

“1f you want the man paid double,
pay him double yourself I’ said Crooke
savagely. “I tell you I won’t, and that
settles 1t 1” 2

“T shall certainly pay him double, as
I have promised to do so,” said Julian
quietly, “but if you don’t care to whack
it out, I'll pay.”

Crooke
rejoinder.

“T’ll pay my whack,” said Lowther
quickly. ]

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

The taxi was buzzing along at a great
speed. It came up to the gates of St.
Jim’s with a rush. The driver had
done it under five minutes—just!”

“Just done it, sir!” he remarked.

snorted, and made no
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¥ Run out of money ? !’ asked Dick Julian. ** It’s all serene ; let me square.
He was reduced to taking advantage of the generosity of the boy he had set out to jape !

complete now.

“Quite so,” said Julian. *“TFour bob
on the meter, double that is eight. Bob
each for two extra passengers is temn,
and a bob over is eleven. That’s tve-
and-six each for us, Lowther.”

Lowther felt in his pocket. He had
been feeling in his pockets most of the
way home, making wild attempts to
count what remained of his money by
the feel.

He could not be quite sure which
were shillings and which were half-
pennies—only he knew that the half-
pennies considerably outnumbered the
shillings. A dreadful doubt was in his
mind whether he had enough cash to
pay his “whack.”

“Crooke ” he began.
“There’s my bob,” said * Crooke
savagely. “A bob’s my share, and

that’s all I'm paying, and you can
whistle for any more !”

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

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

“ Look here, Crooke,” he began hotly,
$you agreed—" : :

“Go and eat coke!”

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

“I say, Mellish—"

“I told you I was stony,” said
Mellish coolly. “It was agreed that I
was to be a passenger, you know that.”

And Mellish walked away, grinning.

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

Evidently it could not be done.

The greatest efforts in mental
arithmetic could not make two shillings

and ninepence into half of eleven
shillings.
Julian gave him a cheery smile.

There was a humorous twinkle in the
eyes of the Jewish junior. ¢

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

Lowther gave him a fierce look. His
humiliation was ecomplete now.

He had played his great joke on the
Jewish. boy, and the new kid had
“spotted it ’—that was only too clear
now. The twinkle in his eyes .told:as
much, and he had calmly turned the
tables on the practical jokers.

Crooke had been shown up as what
he was—utterly mean—and Lowther was

I’ve got lots ! ¥’
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Lowther’s humiliation was

reduced to taking' advantage of the
generosity of the Jew.

There was no other resource. The
taximan was waiting for his money.

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

“All serene! Here you are!”

The taximan drove away, more than
satisfied. Lowther stood for a moment
looking at Dick Julian.

“A very pleasant afternoon,” said
Julian. “Thank you so much{”

Lowther almost choked.

“I owe you two-and-ninepence,” he
muttered. “I’ll settle it within ten
minutes. I can get-it here as soon as
I see one of the fellows.”

“Don’t trouble.”

“I'm not going to remain in your
debt, if that’s what you mean!” said
Monty Lowther savagely, as he strode
away.

Lowther was generally a nice-
tempered youth, but he was feeling so
sore and defeated now that his manner
was really ~not much better than
Crooke’s. :

But Julian did not seem to mind. He
smiled and strode cheerfully across the
quad towards the School House. i

Tae Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,542,
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CHAPTER 8
Funny or Not Funny ?

OM MERRY and Manners were
in the study when Monty
Lowther arrived there. :

They were waiting for him.

The two chums had determined not to
remember their little disagreement with
Lowther, and to act as if there had been
none, Least said was soonest mended,
and so they greeted him with the usual
cherry nod.

The table was laid for tea in the study,
and there was half a loaf on the table.
There was nothing else, so far. Funds
were short in the study, so far as Tom
Merry and Manners were concerned.

But, as the Terrible Three had their
funds more or less in common, and as
Lowther had had an unusually large
remittance that morning, that was all
right. At least, they supposed so.

“We’ve been waiting for you,
Monty,” said Tom. “It's past tea-
time.”

Lowther grunted.

“You've had a long outing,” re-
marked Manners,

Another grunt.

Monty Lowther did not seem com-
municative.

“1 suppose you're hungry, after being
out all the blessed afternoon?” said
Tom Merry. s

“I’'m not hungry.”

g Fed?),

" Yes‘7’

“Well, we haven’t,” remarked
Manners, “and, as you've got_all the
funds in your pocket, we're waiting.”

“Oh{” said Lowther. :

“We want something for tea,” said
Tom Merry, looking a little puzzled as
Lowther coloured up.

“I—I can’'t stand tea,” stammered
Lowther.

“QOh, you mean the money was sent to
you for something else?” asked
Manners.
have sent you a few bob over.”

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

“Then why can’t you stand tea

“Because I can’t.”

Tom Merry and Manners looked
very curiously at Lowther.

Certainly Monty had been angry
when he ﬂaft them; there had been a
rift in the lute. But it was not like
Lowther to be sulky—and even if he
had been sulky, he would not have been
mean. -

It was impossible that Lowther was
refusing to stand the study tea because
they had had words of disagreement.
That was not to be thought of.

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

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

“That’s all.”?

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

“QOf course we don’t, old chap,” said
Tom. “We've waited because we
knew you had a big remittance. But
if it’s all gone, I suppose you’ve done
your shopping while you've been out,
S 93

2]
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“I haven’t done any shopping.”
“But you've blued =all the tin?”
asked Manners.
“Yes,”
you'll excuse me if I say
you're an ass,” said Manners. “You
might have remembered that there was
THE GEM LiBrary.—No. 1,542

“Well, your uncle might’

nothing in the study. It's too late now
for tea in Hall.”

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

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

“The fact is » said Lowther.

SN eili

“I want to borrow some money of
vou chaps.” 3

Tom Merry whistled.

“I must have two-and-ninepence,”
said Lowther. ‘I must have it at once.
Haven’t you got any tin?”

“Just one ha’penny,” said
while Manners shook his head.

Lowther uttered an exclamation of
annoyance,

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

‘“Oh, rats!”

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

“Yes,” growled. Lowther,

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

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

“QOh, pile it on!” he growled.
“You can snigger as much as you like.
It was a rotten failure, so now you can
cackle 7

“Keep your temper, old son,” said
Tom Merry mildly. “We're not cack-
ling, and we're not sniggering. I didn’t
really think the wheeze would be a
howling success. How did it go wrong?
Wouldn't the chap spend any money 7’

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

“Oh!” said Tom.

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

“Oh, my hat!”

“He didn’t care twopence how much
money he wasted; he was just fooling
us, and I never raw it till the finish,”
said Lowther moodily. “He was an
extravagant beast. We agreed to whack
out the exes equally, and—and we were
willing to spend money just fo make
him spend 1it. And—and the beast
spent more than we could; so—so, in-
stead of showing him up, we showed
ourselves up. Crooke refused to pay his
whack at the finish, the mean cad, and
the Jew paid for him.”

“Oh dear!”

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

“Ha, ha, hal”

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

“What -are you cackling at now?”
yelled Lowther. ;

“*Ha, ha; bal?’

“Yon silly, chortling asses

“Ha, ha, Bal?

“QOh dear !’ gasped Tom Merry, wip-
ing his eyes. ‘“Ha, ha, ha! It was
Crooke who turned out mean. instead
of the Jew chap, and you who couldn’t
pay your whack instead of the Jew
chap. Ha, ha, ha! And it was jolly
decent of him to lend you the money,

Tom,
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foo,”if he knew you'd been pulling his

eg.

“The cad!” said Lowther savagely.
“He stuck me for it, and simply en-
joyed lending me the money. I could
see that.”

“A "Jew enjoyed lending you
money,”” grinned Manners. “You'll
have to revise your ideas about Jews,
then,”

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

“Is he a cad?” asked Tom Merry.

“Yes, he is—a howling cad !”

“What has he done?”

“He’s - done Lowther,”
Manners. ‘“Monty, old man, you
shouldn’t be such. a funny merchant.
You woke up the wrong passenger.”

“I don’t want any more of your
cackle,” growled Lowther bad-tem-
peredly; and he went out of the study
and slammed the door.
~ “Oh, my hat!” said Tom Merry.
“Poor old Monty! He did wake up
the wrong passenger that time. And
now we shan’t have any tea.” :

“Let’s go and see Talbot,” said
Manners.

The two Shell fellows proceeded to
the next study, where they found
Talbot. They also found Monty
Lowther there, and heard him saying:

“Can_you lend me two and nine-
pence, Talbot 7

“Certainly !” replied Talbot, Here
you are!” ’ -

“Thanks, old man!” z

Lowther passed his chums in the
doorway with a frown. They were
smiling; they simply could not help

it.

Talbot of the Shell looked surprised
as Lowther strode away after that
black look at his'old pals.

“Nothing wrong, I
remarked.

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

‘“Ha, ha, ha”

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

Five shillings were forthcoming at
once, and Tom Merry and Manners
made their way to the school shop to
lay in supplies.

There was very soon a handsome
spread in the study, and then they
looked for Lowther to share it. Mean-
while, Monty Lowther was looking for
Dick Julian.

hope?” he

CHAPTER 9.
Trouble in the Family!
@ AT Jove, deah boy, I congwatu-

B late you I”

,Thus said Arthur Augustus
rcy.

He addressed Monty Lowther.
Lowther was waiting at the end of the
passage for Julian to come out of the
Housemaster’s study.

At present the new boy was shut up
with Mr. Railton, and Lowther had not
had an opportunity of returning that
two-and-ninepence, though it was burn-
ing a hole in his pocket. Lowther was
savagely anxious to get out of the new
junior’s debt. :

He stared at the smiling swell of St.
Jim’s as Arthur Augustus offered his
congratulations. Arthur  Augustus’
noble eye was twinkling behind his eye-
glass. He looked like a fellow who felt

ciluckled

Py
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himself in possession.of an uncommonly
good joke.

“Eh? What do you mean?” asked
Lowther promptly. He could see no
grounds for congratulation in the un-
fortunate events of that afternoon.

“It was wippin’, deah boy !”

“What was ripping?” snapped
Lowther.
; “Your little joke, Lowthah! Ha, ha,
8t

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

Arthur Augustus chuckled.

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

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

“Weally, Lowthah——"

“Oh, buzz off1” said Lowther.

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

“Look here, you fathead——"

“I've heard it from Mellish,” grinned
Arthur Augustus. “Mellish is tellin’ it
all ovah the school.”

“Oh, he is, is he?” snarled Lowther.

“Yaas, wathah! And all the fellows
are simply woawin’,” chuckled the swell
of the Fourth. “I congwatulate you,
Lowthah, on havin’ bwought off a wip-
pin’ joke, when you only intended to be
guilty of bad taste. Ha, ha, ha!”

“You cackling idiot——"

“I wefuse to be called a cacklin’
idiot, Lowthah. I thought I would
congwatulate you. Most of your jokes
are wathah wotten, but this one is a
wegulah wippah! I saw Cwooke’s face
when he eame in. Ha, ha, ha! It,was
worth a guinea a box. And you are
lookin” wathah gween, now I notice it.”

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

“That’s the worst of you humowists,”
said Arthur Awugustus, with a nod.
“You can nevah take a joke when it
turns against yourself. Evewybody is
woawin’ ovah it. Why dont you
woar ?”

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

There would have been a case of
assault and battery in another moment,
but just then the Housemaster’s door
opened.

Dick Julian ecame out, and Mr.
Railton looked into the passage.

Lowtlter dropped his hands suddenly.
Mr. Railton gave him a somewhat

severe glance, and closed the study
s Weally, Lowthah—" began
D’Arey.

Lowther did not heed him. He
hurried along the passage to greet the
new boy—not with a friendly greeting.
Julian looked at him placidly.

“Here’s your money,” said Lowther
roughly.

“My money?” repeated Julian.

“S,{es; the two-and-ninepence I owe

“Oh, thanks!” said Julian carelessly,
and he took the half-crown and the
three pennies and dropped them into
his  pocket. “You needn’t have
hurried.”

“I don’t choose to remain in your

debt !” said Lowther bitterly. “You
will be pleased to hear that all the
fellows are langhing over the way you
fooled me. You sece, I'm not quite a
dummy, and I know that you fooled
me.”

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

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

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

“Yes, certainly. - I was grateful
when you met me at the station, because
I thought it was a kindness. I soon
tumbled to it that you were out to
make game of me—because I am a Jew.
I turned the tables
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for us to fight about, but I'm certainly
not afraid.”

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

Julian erimsoned.

It was an unworthy sneer, and
Lowther repented of it the moment he
had uttered it. But his evil genius was
in the ascendant at that moment, and
he walked away without another word.

Julian stood quite still.

Arthur Augustus looked after Lowther
in surprise and disgust. He would not
have been astonished by such a remark
from Mellish, or Crooke, or Clampe,

(Continued on the next page.)

on you, and serve
you right. There’s
nothing for you to
be ratty about. I
wasn’t ratty when
you tried to pull my
leg. You ought to

take the joke as
good-temperedly as
did.” ik
“*Bai :JFove!l
That’s quite
wight 1” chimed in
Arthur Augustus

D’Arcy, with a nod

of approval. “It’s
up to you, Low- } 2
thah.”
“When I want
advice from a

tailor’s dummy I'll
ask for it!” said
Lowther savagely.

“Bai Jove! If
you call me a
tailah’s dummy,

Lowthah——"’

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

This was spoken
very frankly, and
would have ap-
pealed to Lowther
if he had been in a
better temper. But
Lowther was very
much out of humour
just then.

Neither did he,
the great humorist,
like it to be sup-
posed that he took
a joke badly. Even
though it was true,
it was not agree-
able to hear.

“Oh, you’re
sorry |’ he snapped.
“Well, you can
keep your sorrow.

FIREWORKS

j
)

OW’LL be able to give your pals the surprise
. of their life—give ’em a firework display
that'll make them green with envy-~if you join
BROCK’S CLUB now.
And it’s so simple.
displaying BROCK’S FIREWORK CLUB Notice
in the window and ask for a Club Card.
the shopman a penny, or whatever you can spare,
and he’ll enter it on the card. By the time the
‘“Fifth ** arrives, all the odd pennies and two-
pences you've saved—plus a bob or two that no
doubt Dad will give you—will. buy the most
wonderful and thrilling selection of BROCK’S
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