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J. 1., of Lee, London, writes:
If I am bitten by a dog while out for a strall

can I claun compensation” A curious reader
awaits your reply.

ANSWER* What's curinus about you? Is it that
that makes you expect dogs to bite you? A doy
ts unually allowed one bite, Herrics tells me, hut
if the owner doesn’t muzzle it or keep it in check
after that, it's yood-bye, sweetheart! Herries adds
that Towser still has a elean sheet—though Gussy
insists that Towser’'s idea of a clean sheet 13

distinetly smudgy/!

H. G., of Kettering, writes:

Save my pal from sudden death, will you? He
has agroed to let me knock his bead off if 1 am
right. 1 contend that people broadcasting in “In
Town Ta-Night” have to stand on a platforin
with a vast audience watching, and if they make
a mistake everybody laughs like anything.

ANswWER*® Glad to stand wouw down from your
platform, old fellow, B.B.C. broadeasters in “In
Town To-Night” are taken into a special studino,
na one bewng present but the person broadeasting
and the mterviewer. The mike ts taken into the
streel for a few minutes at each session to pick up
the views of ecasual passers-by, but the characters
invited to the studio are never “guyed.” So the
laugh is on you—like anything!

* Stickler,”” of Maidenhead., writes:

I should love to meét a marquess, and win wonder-
ing what would be the proper way to address one
if 1 should happen to bump into him?

ANSWER: Guasy agrees with me that o would be
most unfortunate if you were actually to bump into
@ marquess, but, of course, the thing to do would
be to say: ‘“Sorry. my lord,” as humbly as
passible, and, it you could, lick his bools as a
yexture! '

** Excited,”" of Hounslow, writes:

1. Who or what 1s Cnarlie McCarthy? 2. Who
is my favourite filin star? 3. Why does it always
rain when I go out? 4. 1 bet you can't type.

Axswer: 1 Charlie MeCarthy is a *“what '—
ventriloquist's figure—jamous, very funny. 2. How
the heck do I know? 3. Because, evidently, you

always stay in when i’s fine. 4. oH, CdAn"t
ir?X@e@@/l!!
XXX, of Bodmin, writes:

Here's a cipher that will fog you: XIPFWTS
TPMWFET ULJT DIQIFS JT B DMFWFS FHH.
Ha. ha, ha, ha, ha!

ANSWER: Hold your sides a tick. The high
frequency of the letter F, which recurs seven
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dack Bluke's heve to answer your lellers and
deal with your gqueries, Write to him c/o The
{ikM, Fleelway House, Farringdon Streel,
London, E.C.4. Be us candid as you like—Jack
Bluke likes a plain speaker, being by nature o
Johp  Blunt himself! But keep your lettor
SHORT. and enclose if possible « photo of nour
self for reproduction vn ths page. No pholos
can be returned and no replies given by post.

times, sugyests it represents £, most-used letter in
the language, But F follows fmmerhatr?h; after F
in the alphabet. Clue: Each letter im your rodre
represents the preceding letter in the alphabet,
“WHOKEVER SOLVES THIS CIPHER I8N 4
(CLEVEEL EGG. Withowt Detective Kerr's help,
ton. HA, HA, HA, HA, HA!

F. D., of Nottingham, writes:

Every time I answer anything my friend tells
me he just slaps me on the shoulder and langhs.
Sometimes I simply stagger. What shall 1T do?

ANSWER ; Same as he does—only more so. Go
into traiming—and remember the old adaye: * He
whao slaps last slaps hardest ")

K. L., of Leamington. writes:

When a chap says he is certamn the end of the
world will oeewr in abonr three months' time wha
do vou do 10 hin ¥

ANSWER: Yowu ask him if he wonld wind letting
wou have that stamp albham of his az he won’t Le
wanting i any wmore—and see how quickly he
ehianges his mind about his aims and *' ends ™ f

* Dick Whittington,"” of lIpswich, writes:

Here are a few yuerics about pantomnnes which
I expect will tie you up: 1. Which is the mos
popular pantomime, “Cinderella,” * Aladdin,” or
“The Forty Thieves”? 2. Why do rthey have a
wirl as the principal “boy 7?3 Why 15 the
Lyceum pantomime, London, written in rhyming
couplets? 4 Who was Dan Leno? 5. Do you
know anyv of the jokes he eracked?

ANSWER: 1. “inderella ™ wsually tops the liste,
2, Just an old pantn eustom. They did try harving
@ male “hera " once—but oddly enongh, hie wasn't
a suceese! 5 The “bouk ™ of the Lyceum panto
wag always written by the Melville hrothers. whao
owned the theatre—and it was always an immense
success, When I saw *The Sleeping DNrauty
there, aboul four years ago, they had a maring
panel in the stage, which made everyhody run like
mad trying io keep in the same place; it was n
riot! 4. Dan Leno was the greatest comedian ol
hizs day. When told he was to he presented to
King Edward VII, he said: **Oh, but I ean’t go!
Were nlaying in Sheffield that night!” 5. Why
does a rhicken erosx the road? To gel to the othe:
side! RBlame Dan Leno for that!

(Continned on page 22.)



A SPARKLING LONG STORY OF FUN AND EXCITEMENT AT ST. JIM'S—FEATURING
4 JUNIOR WHOSE SNOBBISHNESS RECOILS ON HIS OWN SHOULDERS.

“ Hallo ! 7 said Racke suddenly. “ My hat! You're in for it, G)Iampy !

LEs

i

" i

SON/

i

Here's your cousin.!'' A

sailor had appeared In the open gateway, and his roiling gait told more of the ‘‘ cup that cheers '’ than

the open sea.

CHAPTER 1.
Just Like Gussy !

OM MERRY. & CO. were chatting by the
School House steps when Clampe of the
New House came across the quad with his

hands in his pockets and his usual slouching gait.

Leslie Clampe was not a favourable specimen
of a Bt. Jim’s fellow. He was not beloved in hia
own House, and he was on the worst of terms
with Tom Merry & Co. of the School House.

Clampe looked at him and gasped.

in while the cigarettes are going in Racke’s study.
I' believe Railton has a sort of prejudice against
nap and banker in junior studies.”

“Oh, go and eat coke 1” growled Clampe.

And he went on, leaving the Terrible Three
grinning.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy of the Fourth Form
came down the steps as Clampe reached them.
To the surprise of the Terrible Three, and
Clampe as well, the swell of St. Jim’s bestowed a
gracious nod upon the New House chap.

He bestowed a scowl “Hallo, Clampe, deah
upon the tﬂwery group of bog%” he said cordig.lly. i
juniors as he passed them. . . ; ampe stared an
Tom Merry and Manners Le.sfxe Clampe is f.uﬂ -o!"_ snob.bwh walked on.

did not heed him, but pride when one of his rich relations, “Pway don’t wush away,

Monty Lowther made a
remark.

“Keep an eye open for
Railton, dear bey.”

Clampe stopped
stared at him,

“What do you mean?”
he snapped.

“Oniy a friendly warn-
ing,” said Lowther affably.
“Suppose the merry old
Housemaster should drop

St. Jim’s.

and

a Naval officer, is to pay a visit to
But Clampe discovers that
pride goes before a fall!

by
MARTIN CLIFFORD

I was goin' to

Clampe,
Bai Jove,

speak to:you.
lie’s gone in |”

Without heeding the
Honourable Arthur
Augustus, Clampe of the
Shell went into the School

House.
True, Arthur Augustus
never condescended to

rotice Clampe’s existence
as a rule, and his cordial
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glrecﬁng surprised the black sheep of the New
ouse. But, having condescended so far, Arthur
Augustus had apparently not expected this rebuff,
“Bai Jove!” he murmured. v
“What's the matter with you, fathead?” in-
quired Tom Merry. “What are you so chummy
all of a sudden with that smoky bounder for?”

“Pway don’t addwess me as a fathead, Tom
Mewwy! I wegard it as an oppwobwious
expwession.” .

“ Ass, then,” said Tom. “Anything to oblige.
What are you chumming with Clampe for, ass?”

Arthur Augustus turned his eyeglass upon the
Terrible Three with a very serious expression.

“I have been thinkin’ that we have been
wathah hard on Clampe. Of course, he is a
smoky wastah, and I feah that he is goin’ now
to Wacke's study to play bankah. But I've just
heard about Clampe's cousin.”

“Has he got a cousin?"” yawned Manners.

“Yaas, wathah!” .

“And you're wasting politeness on him because
you've just heard that he’s got a cousinl”
cjaculated Tom Merry. s

“His cousin is wathah a special sort of cousin,
Tom Mewwy. He is in the Navy."”

“Oh!1” said Tom.

“You see, the chap is a licutenant in the Navy,”
explained Arthur Augustus, “I suppose I need
not wemind you fellows that we owe a gweat deal
to our Navy. In the cires, I wegard it as bein’
vewy much to Clampe’s cwedit that he has a
cousin in the Navy, and I am pwepared to
tolewate him for that weason. Besides, Lieutenant
Leslie is comin’ here this week. I heard Wacke
say so. Comin’ to visit Clampe, you know, duwin’
his leave. Now, I have been thinkin’—"

“Impossible !’ )

“Wats! I have been thinkin’ ovah this mattah,
It would be howwid for this chap Leslie to sce,
while he is here, that his cousin is a beastly
wottah, wouldn’t it? Vewy likely it would hurt
his feelings if he noticed that Clampe was we-
garded with contempt by the best fellows in the
school.”

“Us, f'rinstance?” suggested Lowther. .

“I was weally thinkin’ of my study,” said
Arthur Augustus innocently.  “But the same
applies to you chaps. I sece nothin’ to cackle at,
deah boys. Now, havin’ thought the mattah ovah,
I have come to the conclusion—"

“Hear, hear 1” said Lowther. “I was beginning
to be afraid that you'd never come to the
conclusion.”

“Pyway don’t intewwupt, Lowthah! I have
come to the conclusion tﬁat. it is up to us to be
wathah nice to Clampe while his cousin is here.
Clampe can't weally be all bad, when he has such
a wippin’ chap for a cousin; and my ideah is to
make the best of him, you know, and sece him
thwough. Leslie will natuwally want to see his
fwiends, and it would be howwid for Clampe to
be able to intwoduce him only to sneakin’ wottahs
like Cwooke and Wacke. But if we make fwiends
with him—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”?

“What are you cacklin® al?” demanded Arthur
Angustus warmly. “Blake and Hewwies and
Digby burst out like that when I said the same
thing to them.”

“Sorry, my lord !” said Monty Lowther, wiping
his eyes. “It's a ripping idea! But aren’t you
going to ask Clampe’s permission before you
make friends with him ?”
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“Weally, Lowthab, I pwesume that Clampe
will be vewy pleased. 1 take that for gwanted.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“If you are goin’ to cackle al evewythin’ I
say—"’ exclaimed Arthur Augustus wrathfully.

“You'd make a dead donkey cackle, I think!”
chuckled Tom Merry. “But I'll tell you what—
vou make friends with Clampe, and then you can
give us an introduction to ryour new chum.
Clampe didn’t look very enthusiastic when you
tack{]}ed him just now, but perhaps he misunder-
stood.”

“Yaas, I pwesume he misundahstood. I am
certainly goin’ to speak to him in a fwiendly
way and explain my views.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Oh wats !”

With that the swell of St. Jim’s marched irto
the  School House, leaving the Terrvible Thrce
chuckling.

CHAPTER 2.
Making Friends With Clampe !

HERE was a_haze of cigarette-smcke in the
study shared by those two bright youths—
Racke and Crooke of the Shell.

Clampe of the New House came in and locked
the door after him. Locking the door was a
necessary preliminary. In case of an unexpected
visit from a master, or prefect, time was re-
quired to get the smokes and cards out of sight.

Aubrey Racke was shutfling a pack of cards
on the table. Nap and banker were the favourite
relaxations of Racke of the Shell. Outdoer
games did not appeal to him at all, and Clampe
and Crooke were quite his way of thinking.

Clammpe dropped into a chair ai the table.

“Cut for deal,” said Racke. ¥

The young rascals wasted no time. The cards
glid round. Clampe, with an ostentatious air,
f}aced a little pile of silver on the table before
1im.  The black sheep of the New House was in
funds.

“Nap !” he said, looking at his cards.

There was a tap at the door. Racke started
angrily to his feet,
© “Who's that?”

“It is I, Wacke !”

“QOnly that fool D'Arcy,” said Crooke in relief.
“3it down!”

Racke dropped into his seat again.

“Clear off, D’Arcy !” he called out.
not wanted here.”

“1 desiah to speak to Clampe.”

“The desire’s all on your side, then!” growled
Clampe. “Cut cff !”

“Pway allow me to entah!”

“Will you go away?” roared Racke.

“Certainly not!”

“If I come out to you, I'll mop up the passage
with vour silly earcass!” shouted Racke.

“You are perfectiy welcome, Wacke, to make
the attempt,” said Arthur Augustus calmly., “I
wathah think it would wesult in your gettin’ a
feahful thwashin’. Pway open the door1”

“You're interruptmf us, idiot!”

“1 wefuse to be called a:: idiot, Wacke! And
I have not the slightest compunction in inter-
wuntin® wotten ga.m%]in’ il

“Shut up, you fool ! hissed Racke, fearfu) a2s
10 \}\;hat ears Arthur Augustus’ words might
reach.

“I decline to shut up, Wacke ! I have no donbt
whatevah that gamblin’ is goin' on in vour study,
or you would not have the door locked.”

“You're
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Racke rose and unlocked the door, gritting his
teeth savagely. It was not guite safe to allow
Gussy's remarks to continue outside. Crooke
slipped the cards into a drawer as Racke threw
the door open.

Arthur Augustus walked gracefully in.

:‘d()h, here you are, Clampe, deah boy!” he
said.

Clampe stared at him in a far from friendly
manner,

“What the dickens do you want?” he de-
mandéd. “You've .goi mnothing to say to me—
nothing that 1 want to hear at any rate.”

“That is hardly polite, Clampe.”

“Oh rats!”

Arthur Augustus’ noble cye gleamed behind his
monoele; but he restrained his rising wrath,

“You appeah to misundanstand me, Clampe. 1
have come here to speak to you with fwiendly
intentions.”

“And now you can buzz off I” said Clampe.
“Go and bore your own friends!l”

“Bai Jovel!”

“Well, have you
Racke.

“1 object to havin' my wemarks chawactewised
as jawin', Wacke, and I have not finished! I am
vewy sowwy, Clampe, to se¢ you engaged in
smokin’ and gamblin’, in the circs.”

“What cires, you fathead

“I pwesume you have mot forgotten that your
cousin, Licutenant Leslie, iz comin’ to see you
to-mowwow 7" said D’Arcy severely. “You have
been talkin' about it a good deal, and I have
become awah of it.

finished jawing?” snapped

Your cousin will want to sce

your fwiends, and you can scarcely intwoduce

fellows like Wacke and Cwooke to him.”
“Wha-a-at?"” ejaculated Crooke.

Racke and Crooke looked at Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy as if they would eat him,

D’Arey did not appear to observe it, Ho
rattled on cheertully.

“The fact that you have a cousin in the Woyal
Navy, Clampe, has waised you in my estimation.
I feel that you must have some good about you
somewhere, and cannot be au nttahly wotteu
boundah like Wacke, for instance.”

“0Oh, my hat!”

“Therefore,” said Arthur Augustus, with
dignity, “I am pwepared to make fwiends with
you, Clampe.”

“Great pip 1"

“My fwiends will also make fwiends with you,”
went on Arthur Augustus. “Then when your
cousin awwives, if you choose to intwoduce your
fwiends to him, you can weally intwoduce some
weally decent chaps who will do you cwedit
instead of these wotten boundahs. Sec?”

“Oh- erumbs !” gasped Clampe,

“1 wegard that as a fair offah.”

“IKick him out!” growled Crooke.

“T wefuse to take any notice of you, Cwooke,
or to weply to your wemarks! Clampe, deah
boy, pway leave the society of these shady
wottahs, and come away. Wespect for your wippin’
cousin should pwevent you fwom associatin’ with
such feahful boundahs. Don’t you think so?”

Racke picked up the poker from the grate. IIo
was getting fed-up with the noble eloguence of
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. Crooke laid hands on
the inkpot.

“(Come on, deah boy,” said D'Arey encourag-
ingly. “Give these wottahs a wide berth, at least
tiﬁ your cousin has been and gone. I am quite
wepared to make a chum of you for the time

ein, 2

d

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Clampe, “Tuke him
away to a lunatic asylum, somebody I"

“1 wegard that wemark as bein’ in wathah bad
taste, Clampe, I am speakin’ in perfect sewious-
ness. Blake and Hewwies and Dig will wally
wound, and Tom Mewwy and Mannahs and Low-
thah and Figgins & Co.—"

“Qh, sheer off 1”

“Ahem! And Weddy and Owen and
Law'ence. too,” said Arthur Augustus. “Weddy
has a bwother in the Navy, you know, so I am sure
he will play up. It will be vewy agweeable for
your eousin, too—"

“Redfern | said Clampe, with a sneer. “I've
heard about his brother—a forecastle hand 1”

Arthur Augustus started a little,

“ Weally, Clampe—"

“T'm likely o introduce my cousin to a chap
whose brother is an A.B.” said Clampe con-
1nmgtuously.

“Clampe, you sneakin’, wotten worm—"

“Have you
seen a cart-load
of monkeys
around here 7 "'

‘“Why, have
you fallen off 7 '’

Half- a~-crown
has been a=
warded to D.
B aldwihn,
“‘Claribel,” 18,
London Road,
Morden, Surrey.

“Hallo, you're changing your tune!” grinned
Clampe.
Arthur Augustus trembled with anger.

“T came here,” he said, in tones of deep indig-
nation, *“to make fwiends with you, Clampe. I am
sowwy to see that you are even more of a sneakin’
wotten, cwingin’ cad than Y had supposed, i
wefuse to make fwiends with you now, Clampe,
and I wegard you with uttah contempt. You
make me feel ill, Clampe. I will leave you to
your blackguardly %amb in’; it is all you are fit
for. But first I shall pull your nose, you wottah,
for havin' dared to make diswespectful wemarks
concernin’ a sailah in his Majesty’s Fleet !”

“Hands off, you fool I” roared Clampe, starting
back.

But Arthur Auvgustus’ hands were already on.
His finger and thumb closed on Clampe’s nose like
a vice, and the cad c¢f the New House gave a
muffled yell of a.n%uishA

“Yurrrrrrgg ! Droggimoff I”

Racke and Crooke rushed to the rescue. The
poker lunged at Gussy's noble ribs, what time
the inkpot was emptied on his aristoeratic head.

The swell of 8t. Jim's released Clampe quite
suddenly, and jumped back.

“Yawooooh! You feahful wottahs!”

“Down him!” yelled Clampe, hugging his
damaged nose with both hands, “Jump on him!
Kick him out!”

“Bai Jove 1" .

The Honourable Arthur Augustus put up his
hands, but they were not much use against a
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poker.
g ink.

The door slammed after him, and the key
turned in the lock. In the passage Arthur
Angustus gasped for breath, streaming with ink.

“QOwooogh! Yoooo-hooh! Oh cwumbs!” he
gluttered.

“Ha, ha, ha
passage.

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—weally, you cacklin’
dufTahs &

“Ia, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry.
made friends with Clampe?”

*“ Wats

And with that reply Avthur Augusius D’Arey
Lhurried away to the hath-room. He had quite
given up the idea of making friends with Clampe,

Ile was driven out of the study, snert-

I” came in a roar along the

“Have you

CHAPTER 3.
A Little Wet !
EDFERN of the Fourth was wearing a

somewhat clouded cxpression. The Terrible
Three came upon him under the elms in
the quad, with a letter in his hand and that
clouded expression on his face, and they stopped.

Redfern belonged to the New House, with
whieh the School House fellows were always more
or less at war, but when rags were not geing on
they were very good friends,

“Wherefore that worried brow, my son?” asked
Monty Lowther., ‘““Are you worrying because
School Honse is Cock House of St. Jim’s?”

“TFathead I” was Redfern’s reply.

“Mr. Ratclif been more raity than wusual?”
asked Manners sympathetically,

“Qh, hang Ratchff !” said Redfern,

Tom Merry’s glance fell on the lelter in the
New House junior’s hand.

“Not bad news?” he asked.

“0Oh, no! Good!” said Redfern.

“Well, you don't lock very chirpy for a fellow
who’s had good news!” said Tom, laughing.

Redfern coloured a little.

“It’s from my brother,” he said.

“¥Your brother at sca?”

“Yes. And he's well and jolly ! said Red-
fern. “I—I’ve been wondering whether 1o ask
him to come down to Bt. Jim’s when he gets his
leave !

“Good idea!” said Tom Merry heartily.

“T suppose you know my brother isn't an
officer 7 said Redfern.

“Yes, I've heard so!”

“(lampe thinks that makes a lot of difference.”

“Clampe would,” said Tom, with a cuvl of his
lip. I suppose you're not going to worry abeut
what a worm like Clampe thinks?”

“0Oh, no! I was thinking of punching his
head ! said Redfern.

“Jolly good idea! Dot”

“The cad hasn't said anything to me, but he
sneers about 1t to other fellows !

“Take your Uncle Thomas' advice and rub
Clampe’s nose on  the deormat!” =aid Tom
Merry,

Redfern, with a nod and a laugh, went off to
the New House,

Tom Merry compressed his lips a little as he
looked after Redfern.

“ Fancy a sneaking worm like Clampe bothering
Redfern ™ he remarked. *“What has Clampe
got to be snobhigsh about, I wonder? I suppose a
sneering cad can always hurt a decent chap's
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feclings. Clampe wouldn’t be here al all but for
lis water’s money. He hasn’t brains encugh to
oot 2 scholarship like Reddy. I think T'll lock
fcr Clampe and give him a thick car!”

“*Kay, ‘car!” said Lowther.

As it happened, Clampe of the Shell was iust
caming away from the School House, the littla
ravty in Racke’s study being over. Clampe was
in a bad temper, as ﬁis exptession showed. He
huad left a pound in Racke's study, and Clampe
did not like losing money,

“Hoeld on, Clampe {” said Tom Merry, halting,

“Oh, go and eat coke!” snapped Clampe.

Tem Merry planted himsclf  directly in the
New House fellow’s path, and Clampe had 1o
hiold on. He scowled savagely at the captain of
the 8hell, and elenched his hands.

“What do you want?” he growled.

“Only a word or two,” said Tom quictly.
“I'm caplain of your Form, you know, and I
think it's up to me to speak a word in secason,
It’s come Lo my cars, fronm one or two sources,
that vou've been making yourself cbnexious on
ihe subject of Redfern’s brother.”

Clamipe sneered.

" What ahout it ?”

“This—you've got to stop il 1”

“Are you going to make me?” jeered Clampe.

“Yes,” said Tom quietly. “I'm going to make
von, if you haven't decency enough to stop kcing
a low cad of your own accord. A {ellow of your
kind can only understand meney and what it
brings. But if you can’t be decent, you ean hald
vour tongue, and you're not going to be allowed
to sucer at Reddy’s brother—sce 1

* I shall do as I like!” said Clampe. *Precious
sort of chap to be at St. Jim’s at all—Redfern!
I'll do what 1 like, Tom Merry, and I'll ray
what I like! So put that in your pipe and =mcke
it

“You won’t!” said Tom.

“Who's going to stop me?”

“Reddy would, if you had pluck enough to
make your remarks to Dhim personally. You
bhaver’t. 8o Yll gtop you for him!” Tom Merry
pushed back his cuffs. **Now put up your hands,
Clampe 1*

Clampe backed away.

“T'm not going to fight you!” he said sullenly.

“Your mistake—vou are!” said Tom Merry.

“Pile in!” said Monty Lowther encouragingly.
“I'll hold your ceat—1I'l] hold your cap! Pile in!
I can sce the light of batile gleaming in your
cye already !™

Clampe locked alarmed.

“Look here, you rotter, Jet me alone!” he
panted as he hacked to the fountain, and could
back away no farther,

“Certainly, if you promise to keep your caddish
month shut 7 said Tom.  * Not otherwise 1

*Hang vou!” gnarled Clampe. “I'll say what
1 like. and Tl rub it in, too! Tl take jolly gond
care 10 make Redfern understand what fellews
think ) Yah! Oh! Groooogh!”

Tom Merry had Clampe by the neck, and he
fiveed the Shell fellow’s head dewn into the
Lasin of the fountain.

Clampe stroggled and Lkicked furiously. But
Tem’s grasp was like iven, and Clampe's head
went fairly in with a splath, and he gurgled and
pugelod frantically,

“Uroegh! Gug-gug-gug! Mocoococoh

(lamype's head came wp drirping, his face red
ard furious., He gave Tcem Merry a watery glare
cf rage.

it2]
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“Gug-gug-gug! Ow-ow! Yow!” Le splnttered.

“That will do for you now,” said Tom, “as
vou're too funky to fight, you sneaking snob!
But if you say another word about Reddy and hLis
heother, and T hear of it, I'll kick you all round
the quad. That's a tip !

Clampo did not veply. He mopped his face and
head with his handkerchief, and started for thoe
New House.

He passed Redfern as he went in, and gave him
a dark and furious scowl. :

“Hallo, you look wet !" remarked Redfern, in
surprise,

Clampe strode in without replying.

Clampe struggled furiously, but Tom’s grasp was like iron.
fountain with a splash, and he gurgled frantically,

CHAPTER 4.
Clampe Is Too Humeorous !

6 HAT about this afternoon 7
Aubrey  Racke asked the question
when the Shell fellows came out of their
Torm-room the following day. It was Wednes-
day, and a half-holiday, The St. Jim’s fellows
were at liberty till evening call-over, and Racke
was designing to spend his hours of leisure after
his usual fashion.

He addressed Clampe and Crooke as they went
out into the quadrangle,

“I've got an engagement,” said Clampe.

“Oh! Your ecousin?”

“Yes; he's coming down this afternoon,” said
Clampe. “I'm going to meet him, and bring him
to the school. You fellows can come along if you
like, My cousin’s a chap worth knowing.”

“Bit of a bore, meeting relations!” yawned
Racke,

7

“Every fellow at #t. Jim's can’t hand out a
velation like my cousin, aunyway,” said Clampe
loltily,  “Your pater would like you to malke his
acquaintance, Racke,” he added, with a sneer,
“1 understand that you came to St. Jim's {o goet
to know decent pcople.”

*“Oh, shut up!” growled Racke,

“Peace, my infants!” griuned Crooke. Lot
Aubrey’s aristoeratic connections alone, Clampe.
We'll come and meet your cousin, if you like.
Ididd you say he was an officer 9”

“You know le is!” snapped Clampe. *Do vou
think I'd own a relation like Redfern’s?” )

“No, I know you wouldn’t. Only Adon’t let

; : ‘ ¥
Clampe’s head went fairly into the
““Qrooogh! Qug-gug-gug!"

Redfern hear you say so,” smiled Crooke. “He
might cut up rusty.”

“I'm jolly well going to let Redfern know
what I think of his precious relations, all the
same !” said Clampe. “Look at this!”

He took a posteard from his pocket. There was
a pen-and-ink drawing upon the blank side,
clumsily executed—Clampe was not artistic. It
represented a man in seaman's garb clinging to
a lamp-post, apparently in a slate of intoxication.

Clampe’s comrades grinned as they looked at it.

“1I'm going to pin that up in the Common-room
on our side,” said Clampe. “The fellows will
know whom it's meant for.”

“You ass! Redfern will scalp you!”

“He won't know I've put it there,” said Clampe
coolly.

“He, he, he! That’s jolly funny!”

Clampe spun round, to find Baggy Trimble of
the Fourth grinning st the card over his shoulder,

Tne Gex Lisrary.—No. 1,614,
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“You spying rotter V" exclaimed Clampe. And
he brought the back of his hand across Trunble's
fat face with a loud smack.

“Yaroooooh !’ roared Trimble, And he fled.

Clampe slipped the card into his pocket.

“Well, what time are you meeting your blessed
cousin?’ asked Racke, rather sulkily.

“Three o'clock. He's coming to Wayland, and
lie’s going to walk across the fields to the scheol.
He used to be at St. Jim’s, you know, before our
time, and he knows the place. I'm geing !;o meet
him on the footpath in the wood,” said Clampe.
“You can please yourselves about coming.”

“ Oh, we’lfl come " .

Clampe went off to his own House for dinner,
and when he rejoined his chums later he was
grinning. .

“Done the trick?” asked Crooke, referring to
the posteard.

“Ves; it's stuck up in the Common-room. Come
on, we may as well get off now!”

And the precious trio strolled out of the gates.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was chatting in the
gateway with his chums, Blake, Herries, and
Dighy. Ie did not bestow a word or a glance
upon Clampe, who had proved himgelf so umn-
worthy of the great Gussy’s friendship, even as
a temporary boon. The Terrible Threce came
along to tho gates.

“You fellows coming to lend a hand with the
‘Weekly *7” asked Tom Merry. “It’s about time
we got out a new number.”

*“Yaas, wathah, deah boy !

“I've got a bone to pick about the ‘ Weekly,” ”
said Blake. “What silly ass cut down my serial
in the last number ?”

“Ahem! Needs must, you know,” said Tom.
“Lack of space. But I cut your serial very care-
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l.augﬁ and the World Laughs with You !

Meet Billy Bunter, of Greyfriars, the world's
funniest fat boy! Spying and prying is Billy
Bunter's long suit. But never before has this
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week. If you want a load of laughs read this
topping yarn, featuring the world’s champion
mirth-maker, appearing now in
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{ullv; T missed cut alternale chapters. It really
did it no harm.”

“You ass, you mucked it all up !” roarcd Blake.
“How are you to follow the thread of the sfory,
with alternate chapters missed out1”

“ My dear chap, we couldn’t let your serial run
on  for ever,” said the chief editor of thoe
“Weekly ? soothingly. *“Scme of the fellows ¢n
the waiting list were getting very testive,
Tyimble’s had a serial waiting a whole term.”

“ Bother Trimble !*

“Look here, you know!” Baggy Trimble rclled
up. “If you're goihg to do the 'Weekly,” Tom
Merry, I'll come and help. If you like to wind
up Blake’s serial in one column, mine can begin
in this number——>

“You silly ass ! growled Blake.

“1 suggest, also, that Lowther's comic column
should ke left out for a few numbers,” went cn
the cheerful Baggy. “That would leave more
space for my serial.”

"lYou howling chump!” caid Lowther wither-
ingly.

“ And Manners' articles on photography, too!
Nabody wants to read that piffe.”

“Are you looking for a thick ear, Trimble?”
asked Manners darkly.

““As a matter of fact, Merry, lots of the fellcws
think the paper would be better without your
column—-=>"

“Fathead !”

“Hallo, here comes Reddy! More merry con-
tributions, I suppose,” said Blake.

Redfern, Owen, and Lawrence, the three
scholarship juniors eof the New House, came up.
All three were looking grim. Redfern had a card

in his hand, and his eyes were gleaming.

“You fellows seen this?” he asked.

_Tom Merry’s brow darkencd as he looked at
Clampe’s artistic effort.

*“I found it in our Common-reom,” said Redfern,
“Nobody saw it put up there. Figgins thinks
some School House chap might have sneaked in
and put it there. I thought of Clampe, but it
scems he went out immediately after dinner.
Might be Racke, or Mellish, or Piggott. I'm
going to lick the cad who drew this picture,
when I find him 1”

“He, he, he!”

“(0h, so you think it's funny, do you?” ex-
c]:ﬂmed Redfern, seizing Baggy _’l‘rimZIe by the
collar,

“Yooop! Legoo!” roared Trimble.

Redfern shook him foreibly.

“You fat rotter! Was it you?”

“Yarooooh! No!” howled Trimble,
who it was—yow—ow—ow !*

“Who was it, then?”

“Clampe. I saw him showin
(rooke, and the beast slappe
Trimble.

“ Looks like Clampe’s idea of 2 joke,” said Tom
Aerry. “There’s no curing that measly cad.”

“T'11 iry to cure him,” said Redfern, between
his teeth. *“Have you any idea where he is?”

“ Just gone out. Three of them together. They
took the path across the field towards the woed,”
said Blake.

“Thanks! Come on, you chaps!”

Redfern, Owen, and Lawrence went out of the
bates.

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustvus, with a deep
breath. “I1 twust that Weddy will give that
howlin’ cad a feahful thwashin’.”

“I know

it to Racke and
my face,” eaid

3
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“Not much doubt about that,” szid Tom.
“Come on, let's get on with the * Weekly.” ”

“What about my serial?” demanded Trimble.

“Bring it along, by all means, Baggy. Waste-
paper is useful for paper-chases.”

And the editorial staff of “Tom Merry's
Weekly * walked away to the School llouse,

leaving Trimble snorting with wrath and
indignation.
CHAPTER 5.
Licked !

LAMPE & CO. had entered the fooipath in
the wood from the fields, and were
sauntering along under the trees, when

there were hurried footsteps behind them.

Clampe and his friends had taken their {ime,
and it was already past half-past three, the
time when Lieutenant Leslie should have been
there. The St. Jim’s old boy had doubtless been
looking forward to revisiting his schoolboy
haunts, and was probably taking his time also,
for he was not in sight on the footpath from
Wayland.

Clampe loocked back as he heard running feet,
and his face changed as he sighted Redfern,
Owen, and Lawrence. The three Fourth Formers
came hurrlying along the footpath,

Clampe looked uneasy, and Racke and Crooke
did not seem quite happy. It was not difficult
to see that Redfern 0%) the Fourth was on the
warpath.

“8top!” he shouted.

It was not much use to begin a ruunning
match, though Clampe felt inchined to do so.
fIIo did not like the expression on Redfern's
ace.

But Redfern would have run down the unfit
slacker in a few minutes. And, moreover,
Clampe did not want to risk running into his
naval cousin, with Reddy pursuing him.

Clampe stopped, his comrades following his
example, and waited sulkily for Redfern Co.
to come up.

*Well, what do you wart?* he snapped.

Redfern held up the picture card.

“Look at that!”

“Is that a picture of your brother?” asked
Clampe insolently.

Ans Racke and Crooke grinned.

“I found that card pinned up in the
Common-room in the New House,” said Redfern,
compressing his lips.

“You needn’t have taken the trouble to come
and show it to me,"” said Clampe. “I'm not
interested."”

“Did you put it there?"”

“Why should xou suppose I did?” said
Clampe.

“Trimble says you did.”

“Dash Trimble!"” .

“Do you deny it?”’ asked Redfern quietly.

“You've no right to question 1ne,” said
Clampe sullenly. “Find out!”

“I might have guessed it was you, Clampe,”
said Redfern. “Now I know it was you. You
ut this rotten picture in the Common-room to
insult me, and to insult my brother.”

Clampe shrugged his shoulders.

There was a rustle for a moment in the
thickets by the footpath. The juniors did not
notice it. A man in the uniform of a Naval
lientenant was standing under an oak, lcaning
on the trunk, with his gaze idly on the foot-
path through the openings in the Lushes

9

The naval officer had been strolling through
the wood, when the voices of the schoolboys came
through the thicket. Ilis eves had been on the
footpath, as if watching for someone to pass,
but Clampe & Co. had not yet come abreast of
where he stood, when they stopped.

A mass of thickets intervened and shut the
officer off from their sight, though if they had
taken a dozen steps farther they would have
seen him.

As he  heard the name of Clampe, the
lieutenant moved, but, as if acting on second
thoughts, lie resumed his position, leaning
against the oak, and made no movement., A
somewhat peculiar expression had come over his
handsome, bronzed face.

Redfern of the Fourth tore the card into little
pieces, and scattered the fragments in the grass,

' Watch your
plane for a pen-
ny, guv'nor "

Half- a - croivn
has been a-
wardeod to J.
Genders, &5,
Railway Cot-
tages,Amington,
Tamworth,
Staffs.

Clampe watching him with a sarcastic grin.
Then he fixed his eyes on the cad of the Shell,
and pushed back his cuffs.

“Are you ready, Clampe?” he asked.

Clampe backed away a step.

“I'm not going to fight yo., Redfern, if that's
what you mean,” he said sullenly.

“You are,” said Redfern. “You sneaking,
cowardly.suob! What right have you to insult
my brother? You have never seen him.”
“I'm not likely {o see him at St. Jim's, I

1

suppose ?” sneered Clampe. “ You wouldn’t have
the cheek to ask a common seaman to the
school.”

“That's & mistake, Clampe. When my brother
gets shore leave, I'mm going to ask him to come
down to 8t, Jim’s.”

Clampe. gave a scornful laugh.

“‘I fancy the fellows will show vou what they
think of him, and you, if you do,” he said.
“¥You wouldn’t have the nerve.”

“I don’t think any merve is required for that,”
said Redfern “My brother is a seaman in the
Royal Navy, and I'm proud of him. Just as
proud of him as if he were a commander or an
admiral. Only a mean, sneaking cad like you,
Clampe, would think of feeling any different.
You can bhe a silly snob if you like. That's
vour business, But you won't be allowed to
insult my brother. I'm goinz to teach you how
to behave yourself before my brother comes here,
as bhe may some day. You're going to put up
your hands now.”

“I'm not,” said Clampe.

“You can take your choice,” said Redfern.
“You're going to have a hiding, anyway.
Either you'll fight, or I'll eut a stick in the
thicket, and thrash you with that, like the cur

you are!”
Toe GeM Liriry.—Nao. 1,614,
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“Hear, hear!” said Owen

“I'm not going to tight you,’” said Clampe.
“ Another time, if you like.”

" Another time won't do.”

“ My cousin’s visiting me to-day,” said Clampe,
biting his liF. “1'm meeting him here. Ele
may como along the footpath any minute. I'm
not going to let him find me scrapping with
you.”

“You should have thought of that befere you
insulted my brother. Will you come on?”

“No, I won't!”

“Then 1 will!”

Redfern advanced on the Shell {fellow, his
hands up, and his eyes gleaming over then.
Clampe i)acked away, his face pale now, Red-
fern’s knuckles came with a sharp tap on his
nose. Clampe still backed away.

“Owen, old chap, cut me a stick,” said Red-
fern. *“'If he wants a flogging instead he can
have 1t.”

“Right-ho!” grinned Owen.

“Hang you!” snarled Clampe, and he made
a herce rush at Redfern.

There was no- choice about, the matter, and
Clampe made the best of it. He was bigger
than Redfern, and older, and lhe had a good
chance, if he had but courage to stand up to
his adversary. But it was courage that the snob
of the New House lacked.

Redfern met him grimly, with left and right.
For a minule or so they fought fercely, and
then Clampe went hca.vify to the grass. He
remained there, gasping.

“Get up P said Redfern scornfully. “You're
not licked yet!”

“T give you best!” panted Clampe,

“You rotten funk!” said Redfern, in utter

disgust. “But you're not getting out of it so
easily as all that. You'll get up, er I'll help
you ‘with my boot!”

And as Clampe did not rise, Redfern suited
the action to the word, The Shell fellow
scrambled up then, and came on.

“Go it!” grinned Lawrence.

“Pile in!” chortled Owen.

Hammer and tongs now the fight was going.
Clampe was doing his best at lasi, and in sheer
desperation he put up a good fight. For five
minutes there was trampling, panting, and
thumping.

At the end of that time Clampe was licked,
though he could have gone on if he had liked.

“That will do, if you don’t want any more,”
said Redfern contemptuously. “Keep off the
subject of my brother in future, that’s all.”

Redfern turned and walked away with his
chums. Clampe groaned and gasped, and picked
himself up slowly. He scowled at the grinmning
faces of Racke and Crogke, and dabbed his
streaming nose with a handkerchief,

“Feeling bad?” smiled Racke.

““Yes, hang you!”

“Your merry cousin will be entertained when
he sees your chivvy,” chuckled Crooke. * My
hat! You do look a sight! Your nose is double
life size!”

“Hang my cousin, and hang you!” snarled
Clampe. He turned and strode away towards the
fields,

“Hold on!
Racke. . .

“Y can’t meet him with a face like this, you

Tre Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,614,
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fool I snarled Clampe. *“He can come to the
¢choo] if he wants to sce me. I'm going back1”

And Clampe tramped away. His comrades,
grinning, followed him.

As they left the wood the naval officer stepped
from under ihe trees into the path, and stood
locking after them. His brenzecf}face was some-
what grim in its expression, He stood for a few
moments, looking after the juniors, in deep
thought. Then he turhed and strede away
towards Wayland.

CHAPTER 6.
Startling News !
IGGINS & €O. were chatting in the porch
of the New House when Leslie Clampe caue

in.

Clampe had bathed his face in the river befcre
entering the school; but he was still showing signs
of damage, and Figgins & 'Co. looked at him
ratlier curiously.

*“Meet Reddy 77 asked Fipgins, with a grin.

“ Hang Reddy 1” growled Clampe.

“Better doctor up your chivvy a bit, if your
cousin’s coming to-day,” remarked Kerr. * That
isn’t a face {0 show a distinguished visitor.”

“I’d have given you ‘a black eye to show him,
if I'd been Reddy,” growled Fatty Wynn.

Clampe tramped in without answering. There
was no sympathy for the snob of the Shell in his
own House.

For the next hour or so Clampe was busy
removing the signs of trouble from his face. His
nose left off oozing red at last, but it was still
erimseon in hue, and larger than usual; and there
was a ‘‘mouse” under one eye that would not be
persuaded to depart. Clampe surveyed his face
in the glass, and scowled at the reflection. He
came down at last, somewhat surprised that his
naval eousin had not arrived.

There had been ample time for Lieutenant
Leslie to walk three times the distance from
Wayland to St. Jim’s. But certainly he had
not come. It looked as if something had occurred
to delay ihe visitor, and as if the visit was not
coming off that afternoon, after all. .

But as Clampe came out into the quadrangle,
with a sulky and sullen face, Levison of the
Fourth called to him.

*Clampe ”

Clampe turned round.

“There’s a kid asking for you at the gate,”
said Levison. “He’'s got a message, I think.”

“Qh!” said Clampe.

He went down to the gates. A shock-headed
vouth with a dirty face was there, speaking to
Taggles, the porter.

Taggles was grunting.

*“This ’ere boy’s got a message for you, Master
Clampe,” said Taggles. *Nice goings hon,
says.”

*“What do you mean?” snarled Clampe.

“Which I dor’t know what the ’Ead would
say to s feller gettin’ messages from the Black
Ball,” grunted Taggles. *“ Which ’e says it’s from
a relation of yours, Master Clampe, and I dunno
whether I ought to report yer.”

“A relation of mine at the Black Bull!” he
exclaimed. “Don’t be a silly idiot, Taggles!”

* Which he says so,”” grunted Taggles. And he
went back into his lodge, evidently very
unfavourably impressed by the message and the
messenger. Which was not surprising, for the



EVERY WEDNESDAY

glliliIIIIIIIIIHlilIlllIIIIIIIIIIIIIIFllllIllIIIlIIII[III!IIIIIIIIIHIIIHI]IIIIIIIIIlIIllIlIIII!IIIIIIIIIIIIIIfl'lm'lllllTlTﬂIITITITIIllIIIllIIIIIIIlﬂ]lmmllmll[IlllllIlIlII

OFF!

—with Monty
Lowther.

Hallo, Everybody !

I hear Racke, the gay dog of the Shell, is
wearing gloves now when he plays cards, as
he promised Mr. Linton, his Form-master,
thai he would never touch them again.

Must tell you: P..c. Crump had searched in
overy lpocl:et after stopping a motorist for speeding
in Rylcombe. At last he turned a perspiring face
to the motorist. ‘* Now you just 'op it,” said
P.-¢, Crump, “and think yourself lucky I couldn't
find my peneil !

Wayland police have discovered a chest full
of counterfeit coins dated 1910. Somebody
has been forging ahead !

Extract from foreign paper:  The Dictator
saluted, raising his arm more than 500 miles
during the hour and a half the parade lasted.”
Wonderful chap !

Story : Baggy Trimble thought he would
like o job in @ circus, so he upproached the
manager of a show visiting Rylcombe. ‘' I
can ecat sic dozen eggs and dvink three
quarts of lemonade at o sitling,’’ he said.

L T e T T T T T T T T e L i
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Black Bull was a public-house in Wayland with a
most unenviable reputation.

Two or three fellows near the gates looked very
curiously at Clampe. They had heard all about
his Naval cousin. Clampe swanked somewhat on
that subject. But a relation who put up at the
Black Bull in Wayland was certainly a very queer
relation for a St. Jim's fellow to have.

“He, he, hel” It was Baggy Trimble’s fat
chuckle. “Is your cousin putting up at the Black
Bull, Clampe " \

Clampe gave him a curious look.

“0Of course he isn't, vou fat fool! He’s going
io put up at the Hotel Royal while he’s down

ere.”

“He, he, he! That message doesn't look like
it!” grinned Trimble.

Clampe strode a.ngrily towards the
headed youth from Wayland.

“What do you want here?” he demanded
angrily.

“You Master Clampe?”

“Yes."”

“Then this 'ere is for you.”

The lad produced a well-thumbed envelope from
his pocket, handed it to Clampe, and then went
down the road whistling shrilly.

Clampe opened the envelope slowly and took
out the note inside. His eyes almost siarted

shock-
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“«That ought to make o good side show.”
“ 0.K.,"” said the manager; * bul we do
four shows a day.”” ‘' ANl vright,” agreed
Trimble. * And siz shows on Saturday,’’
said the wmanager. “ All right,” agreed
Trimble, * And on Bank Holidays,” warned
the manager, ‘' we give as many as eight
shows a day.”’ Trimble looked alarmed.
“ I say,"” he protested, *° I insist that even
on the busiest days I have time off for
regular meals! "

“ Chinks in Qur National Armour,” reads a
headline. Britons first, I suggest.

On what grounds, inquires Skimpole, do
so many people object to the offside game in
football 2 On football grounds, of course.

Then there was Mellish’s eousin, who bought a
second-hand car for a quid, and everything in it
made a noise but the horn,

Two farmers in Rylcombe were boasting
to each other : ** This ycar we had a seare-
crow so natural-looking it frightened cvery
crow off the farm !’ said Farmer DBrown.
“ That’s nothing,'” replicd Farmcr Blunt.
‘¢ We made a scarecrow that frightened 'em
so much they brought back the corn they
stole last year!’’

Definition: A monologiie is a conversation
Letween a class of boys and a Form-master.

“ Carry your bag, sir 2’ as the gangsier
said to the bank messenger, prodding him
with a gun.

O L L LT T R L R T T T T

Yes, gold is where you find it, they say. But
they don’t tell you where to look.

Signing off Hll next Wednesday, chaps!

LTI

i

from his head as he read tli¢ missive, written in
his cousin’s hand. It ran:

“Dear Leslie,—I have been prevented from
coming over this afternoon, but I shall come
and sce you to-morrow, after lessons. )

“By the way, I don't think I mentioned to
you that I am no longer an officer. But, of course,
it makes no difference to you whether I am an
officer or a seaman. I am sure you will be
equally glad to see me,

“Depend upon seecing me to-morrow afiernoon.

“Your affectionafe cousin,
“Fraxk LEsLIE.”

Clampe held that startling note in his hand,
staring at it blankly. A thunderbolt falling at
his feet could not have startled him more. He
could scarcely believe his eyes. For a moment or
two, indeed, he fancied that there must be =ome
mistake, or that it was a dream. But Lieutenant
Leslie’s handwriting was well known to him. The
letter was evident]y written by his cousin.

“Bad news, Clampy ?” asked Kangaroo of the
Shell, who was onc of the fellows standing near.
“Nothing wrong wiih your cousin—what ?™

Clampe looked at him dully, without speaking.
He crushed the letter in his hand and walked
unsteadily away.

Tue Geu Lisrary.—No. 1,614,
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So far as Clampe knew iliere was no reason why
Licutenant Leslie should have lost his rank. How
could he have become a common seaman—Ilike
Redlern’s brother? How was it possible ?

And he was still coming to sce Clampe! That
was the unkindest cut of all ! Afrer the snobbish
attitude Clampe had taken up on the subject of
Reddy’s brother, thiz was to happen! He foit
crushed.

Clampe went to his study in the New House and
shut himself up there, to try to think the matrer
over.

What was he to do?

After all his swanls. after his sneers at Redfern !
Hadn't his Cousin Frank an arom of sense! he
wondered. He might have known that Clampa
would not want to see him at the school unless he
was an ollicer. Surely he mighe bave known that !

To any fellow with a healihicr and more decent
mind than Clampe’s the situation would have pre-
sented ro difficulties at all.  He had simply to
meet his seafaring cousin exactiv the same. But
that simple solution of the difficulty did not recom-
mend itself to Clampe’s snobbish mind.,

He tramped about hiz study for more than an
hour, trying to think it out and unable to decide
what to do.

He felt that he must have aldvice from some-
body. But where could he gn for advice? 1iis
friends—Racke, Crooke, Mellisi—ho could picture
their sneering grins when he told them this

But he felt that he must take conmsel with soma-
body, and at last he muade his way to the School
House to see Racke.

CHAPTER 7.
The Last Hope !
ACKE and Crooke were al tea when their
R New House pal arvived, Both of themn
looked in surprize at Clampe's clouded, un-
liappy visage.

The licking he had received from Rodfern was
not enough to account for his being plunged into
ihe depths of woe like this

“Hallo! What's the row 7"

Clampe closed the door,

“I—I've had bad news!" he stfammered,
want you fellows to help me omehow.”

“If that means that you are hard up—"

“Tt isn't that I"*

“0Oh, good! What's the trouble, then?”

“You'll keep it dark?”
“Certainly ! said Racke in astonishment,
“Blessed if I can see what can be the matter !”

 Look at {hat letter I" mumbled Clampe, throw-
ing it on the table.

The two Shell fellows, their curioszity keenly
excited, read the letter together. T'hen there was
a roar of laughter in the study.

*Ha, ha, ha!”

('lampe stared at them furiously.

“What is there to laugh at, you roiters?” he
hissed.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Racke. *“This is too
rich! After all your little joke: about Redfern’s
brother! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ha. ha, ha!” cghrieked Crooke.
funny 1

“Hang you! Can’t you do anxthing but cackle

azked Racke,

1] I__I

“It's too

when a pal's in trouble?” inuttered Clampe
savagely. .
“Well, it is funny, vou can't deny that.,”

chortled Racke. “8till, you have my sympathy,
Tre GeEM LiBRARY.—No. 1.613.
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I suppose it’s all rot, your yarns about your nobby
relations the Leslies, I half expected it all the
time, to be candid.” .

* Same here ! grinned Crooke.. *“You piled it
on toa thick, Clampe. Was your cousin ever an
officer at all ¥”

“Can't you see what he says in the letter?”
hissed Clampe,

“Oh, I see that! But perhaps that’s arranged
beiween you to make out that he has been an
officer.”

*You silly fool |

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The Leslies are rich people,” said Clampe.

“But how did your cousin come to get this fall
in the world?” asked Racke.

“1 don’t know. He must have done something,
I suppose,” said Clampe. ‘‘But—but an officer 13
allowed to résign if he likes. There was no need
for him to join up as a seaman. I ecan’t under-

stand that.”
“My hat! The fellows will cackle,” grinned
Racke, “You'll get sniggered at now, and mno

mistake, when your cousin turns up. You've asked
for it, you see!”

“You have, and no mistake |” chortled Crooke.
“Tairly asked for it !

“You were just as down on Redfern's brother as
1 was!” hissed Clampe.

“Well, I haven't any rclations on the lower
deck I” said Crooke, laughing. “If I had I
should be a bit more careful how I talked.”

“Are vou going (o let him come here, all the
same?" asked Racke,

“I can't help it, can I?7 He says he’s coming
to-morrow ! groaned Clampe.

“Write him a line and tell him to keep away.”

“I—1 can’t offend him!” muttered Clampe.
“I've got expectations from my Uncle Leslie, his
pater.”

**Ha, ha, ha!”?

“But you can’t let him comé here!” said
Crooke, becoming serions, “Dash it all, you're
not going to introduce him to me! I draw the
line there!”

“0Oh, vou do?” flamed out Clampe. ‘ What
about vour pater—a swindling company promoter
in the City ? A man from the lower deck is better
than that, anyway. Your family’s a gang of low
rotters, and your uncle, Colonel Lyndon, can’t
stand them, and I know it, Don’t you put any
airs on with me, Crooke "

“Look here " began Croocke fiercely,

“Shush !” said Racke. “Don’t begin to rag!
We've got to see Clampe through this. It reflects
on us as his friends !”

Clampe winced.

“If you can’t afford to offend the fellow you
must keep him off some other way. t’'s easy
enough, I think,” said Racke. *“Be 1ll.”

“II1 1" repeated Clampe.

“Yes, That's easy enough. Get a friend to
write him a letter saying you're laid up in the
sanatorium with a severe cold, and can’t see any-
body. How long is he staying in Wayland ?”

_“lI understood that he was going to stay only one
night.”

“Well, then, he will clear off to-morrow, and it
will be all right 1” :

("lampe brthtened up a little.

“That might keep him off,”” he agreed.

“Aost likely, anyway.”

“ But—but he’s an old St. Jim’s chap. He may
be coming here to see the school as well as me,
You know what Old Boys are,” mumbled Clampe.

Racke nodded.
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“ Are you ready, Clampe ? '’ asked Redfern, pushing back his cuffs.
Redfern, if that's what you mean,"’ said Clampe sullenly.
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 I'm not going to fight you,
None of the juniors noticed a Naval lieutenant

locking on at the scene.

“Well, if he’s determined to come you can't
keep him away," he said. “It's jolly awkward.
Still, there's a good chance. Try it, at any rate.”

“But—but if he comes after all, and finds I'm
not in sanny A

“Oh, rats! You've had a sudden recovery,
that's all. Most likely the letter will keep him
away, if he understands that he won't see you if
ne comes.”

“Well, T'll try it,” said Clampe,
chanee.”

“I'll write the letter for you, if you like.”

“Right! Get it done now, and I'll post it. I
shall have to go doawn to Ryleombe. Can’t post
{; letter addressed to the Black Bull in the school

ox',l

“Ha, ha, ha! No!”

Aubrey Racke cleared a corner of the fable, and
sat down to write. IFalsechood came easily enough
to the cad of the 8hell, and the letter was quickly
written,

It informed Mr, Leslie that Clampe was laid
up, and could see nobody, and was sipned by
Racke, who explained that he had written because
Clampe was unable to write.

Somewhat comforted, and hoping for the best,
Leslic Clampe took the letter and hurried out for
his bicycle. He pedalled away rapidly to the
village to post the letter.

Racke and Crooke chuckled as they sat down to

“It’s the only

finish their tea. A eynical philosopher assures us
that there is always something agreeable in the
contemplation of the misfortunes of our friends,
Cerrainly that was true in the ecaze of Racke and
Crooke. Clampe’s peculiar misfortune seemed to
them the joke of the season, and they chortled
over it loud and long.

CHAPTER 8.
The Distinguished Visitor !

TI‘IE following day was a day of misery to
Leslie Clampa of the Shell. His letter was
posted, and had doubtless been delivered to

the gentleman staying at the Black Bull, and he

c?fu]d only hope that it would produce the desired
elfact.

DBut he had miserable doubls. Supposing his
cousin should come, after all? It would be a
showing-up that he felt he would never recover
from.

To some extent lie repented of the wretehed
snobbery that liad made this trial worse than it
would otherwise have been, .

To a snobbish, conceited fellow like Clampe, it
would always have been painful to admit that he
liad any connections who were not highly pros-
perous. He would always have been ashamed
of any relation who served in the Services without

Tur Gex Liprary.—No. 1,614,
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a commission, or who should have been under the
necessity of earning his bread in civil life. Money
was the standard by which Clampe judged every-
thing and everybody.

But he knew that most of the St.'Jim's fellows
were quite unlike him in that respect—that fellows
like Tom Merry & Co., for instance, would not
have cared twopence which deck his cousin came
from. But for his unfortunate remarks on the
subject of Redfern’s brother, Frank Leslie might
have come and gone without artracting any special
notice. .

Now he was certain to atrract much attention if
he came. After his sneer: about Seaman Redfern,
Clampe was receiving a visit from a near relation
who was a seaman |

The New House junior loocked forward to the
afternoon in miserable apprehension—which was
not made happier by the grins and covert remarks
of his dear pals, Racke and Crooke. Those two
cheery youths found much amusement in the
peculiar situation.

They had kept it dark. As Racke said, the
matter reflected on them asz Clampe's pals. 1§
made Clampe writhe with mortification to hear it
put like that. Hitherto he had been rather lofiy
towards Racke, whose people were well known to
be upstarts who had made their fortune. Racke
was getting his own back now,

During afternoon lesson:z Mr. Linton, the master
of the 8hell, was down on Clampe more than once
for inattention.

But Clampe could not help it. He was only
longing for the day to pass—without a visit from
his cousin. Was the fellow coming, after all?
lff'hat was the incessant guestion that troubled

im.

When classes were dismissed Clampe came out
of the Form-room with a moody brow,

Tom Merry regarded him curiously, Evervbody
in the Shelf had noticed how troubled Clampe
was.

“That merry merchant’s been having bad luck
at banker, I should say,” Monty Lowther re-
maréced, as the Terrible Three went into the
quad.

“There’s something the matter with him,” said
Tom. “His cousin didn't come yesterday, after
all. I hope nothing’s happened to him.”

“He, he, he I
“Hallo, Trimble! What are you sniggering
at?”

Trimble of the Fourth chuckled spasmodically.

“Clampe’s been yarning about his cousin,” he
said. “His cousin isn’t an officer at all, I bet
vou. He's staying at the Black Bull, in Wayland.
Man must be no class to stay at a place like
that t¥

* What rot!” said Manners,

“He sent Clampe a message vesterday from
there,” said Trimble. “Clampe wouldn’t let any-
hody see the letter. He seemed struck all of a
heap. He, he, he!”

¥ Bh, shut up !” said Manners. “You're like a
¢heap alarm clock, with your ‘ He, he, he’|”

Clampe of the Shell hung about the quadrangle,
with his hands in his pockets and a moody look
on his brow. His eyes were constantly on the
gates.

Racke and Crooke remained with him, though
they had given him to understand that if his
relative turned up he could count them out. As
Racke pleasantly explained, they didn’t want any-
thing to do with Clampe's jow relations.

Clampe was on tenterhooks, and so worried that
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he hardly noted his dear friends’ sneers. 1f Leslie
were coming, hie was due now, and at any moment
he might come in at the school gates.

“Hallo!” said Racke suddenly. “My hatl
You're in for it, Clampy! FHere’s your cousin |”

A figure had appeared in the open gnte\\[af.
It drew a good many glances at once, not only
from Clampe & Co. e newcomer was a man
in sailor clothes. His face—especially his nose—
was very red, and his chin was bluish, as if he
had not shaved that day. He walked with a
rolling gait, and the roll in his gait told more
of the * ch that cheers” than of the sea.

Clampe locked up at him and gasped. Racke
and Crooke exchanged a glance, and walked away
together. They had no intention whatever of
helping Clampe through his interview with that
exceedingly rollicking-looking seaman.

“My hat!” murmured Lowther. “ That can’t
be Clampe’s cousin !”

Arthur Augustus D'Arey was sauntering
elegantly in 1%9 gquad. He turned his eyeglass
upon the newcomer, and approached him, with his
usual politeness, anu raised his hat with great
courtesy.

The seaman seemed to be hesitating in the
gateway.

“Pway step in, sir!” said Arthur Augustus.
“You have called to see somebody? Pewwaps I
can be of service to you?”

“Ay, ay, sir!” said the seaman in a deep voice.
“Is my cousin knocking about? If you could put
me tn[,l’ongside him I'd be much obliged, young
gen

“Certainly ! Whal is his name?”

“Clampe, sir!”

D’Arcy started.

“Bai Jove! Are you Clampe's cousin?” he
ejaculated,

“Ay, ay "

The seaman rolled in.

“Clampe 'cre?” he asked. “You tell him his
cousin’s come to see 'im, will you? Blow my top-
sails, he might be at the gate to meet a cove }”

“Yaas, wathah! Pway come with me|”

Some of the fellows near the gates were grin-
ning. There was not the trace of a smile upon
the aristocratic countenance of Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy. With great dignity, he led the seaman
into the quadrangle, where he was at once the
cynosure of all eyes.

CHAPTER 9.
Clampe’s Cousin !

“AHOY, there, Cousin Clampe !” The seaman
had spotted Clampe lurking under the
elms, and had hailed him in & voice that

rang across the quadrangle. “ Ahoy, my hearty 1

Clampe fairly trembled. This was his cousin,
Now that he was closer, Clampe recognised him
rasily enough. [t was the same handsome face
he knew well, though disfigured by the redness
of the nose, which seemed to hint that Frank
Leslie had taken to drink since his cousin had last
scen him,

It was Leslie right enough; but the change in
himi was unnerving. It was not only that he was
dressed as a seaman. Leslie, as Clampe had
known him before, would have made a handsome
seaman. But he seemed to be utterly changed.
His voice had become loud and boisterous; he had
picked up the language, as Clampe supposed, of
the forecastle. And he certainly looked as if he
had sampled the refreshments at the Black Bull
not wisely, but too well!
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Detective Kerr

/-HR Investigates

i No. 27.

. THE
CUP-TIE
MYSTERY.

a match between the 8t. Jim's
Grammar

H

HILST
junior cleven and Rylcombe i
School in the Bastwood Cup Competition

was in progress an incident oceurred which might

have lost the game for St. Jim'’s. Grammarians
were attacking the St. Jim’s goal, and Gordon
Gay put in a hot shot. As Fatty Wynn shaped
to save a school cap was flung from a.monﬁ the
spectators at the side of the goal, striking Wynn
in the face. Unsighted, Fatty Wynn failed to
stop the ball—and the Grammarians were leading !
The score remained 2—1 in their favour till the
last minute, when Tom Merry equalised, thus
ensuring a replay, Ilager to discover who had
tried to rob 8t. Jim’s of their cup-tie chances,
“Detective ” Kerr investigated.

Gav: 1 agree with you, Kerr, Whoever threw
that cap in Wynn's face meant St. Jim's to
lose. ut I can't think any of our crowd
would be cad enough—though I admit there
were (Grammarians among the spectators
round the goal.

Kerr: Tom Merry doesn’t think it was necessarily
one of your men, Gay. Certain St. Jim’'s
fellows might have had an interest in seeing
their own school beaten.

Gav: Have you locked inside the cap to see who
it belongs to?

Kegr: It had Skimpole’s name on the tah,

Gay :h Well, perhaps Skimpole can explain some-
thing.

SxmpoLE: Yes, that i1s my cap. But. my dear
Kerr, surely yon do not imagine I should have
perpetrated such a wanton and reckless act ?

Kerr: No, Skimmy; whoever threw your cap was
obviously too cunning to use his own, and
hoped to land the blame on you. Think, now,
Have you lost a cap lately ? -

SrmpoLe: Why, yes, now you mention it, Kerr!
I missed my cap after I had been out for a
walk a few days ago—but I have no idea
where I lost it.
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Kerr: Did you meet anybody on your walk?

SrimpoLE: I did, I remember, A rascally person—
Banks, a bookmaker, I believe—stopped me in
the lane and asked me to deliver & message to
Racle.

Kerr: What was the message?

SxiMpoLE : Merely to the effect that Banks would
appreciate a settlement soon,

Kerr: You told Racke?

SmpoLE: I went to his study as soon as I came
in. Racke and Crooke and Mellish and Scrope
were there, playing cards and smoking.
Carker, a Grammar School boy, was with
them. Racke did not scem gratefu! for my
message, so I left,

Kerr: You're Joey Banks, aren’t you? I want
to know if you took any bets from 8t Jim's
fellows on the St. Jim's v. Grammar School
match?

Mg. Bangs: Which it isn’t any of your business
if Idid!

Kerr: I won't say anything about your taking
bets from juniors—that’s their affair, if they're
fools enough. But something important has
come up, and we want to settle it without an
official investigation. Who did you have bets
with, Banks?

Mg, Banks: Let me see. My book says five of the
young gentleman wagered that the Grammar
Schooir would win. But I can’t give you their
names—not unless Master Racke tells me it's
all right hisself first |

Kerr: Sorry to intrude, Racke,

Racke: Don't apologise, Kerr. I suppose you
think I threw Skimpole’s cap at Wynn?

Kerr: How did you know it was Skimpole’s cap,
Racke ? .

Racke; I heard Tom Merry saying so to Blake.
Besides, it’s common knowledge, isn’t it?
Kerr: As a matter of fact, Tom Merry isn't
spreading it. Let's speak plainly, Racke. Did

you have any bets on the match?

Racke: So you've been pumping Banks? Well, I
did stand to win something if St. Jim’s were
beaten, hang you! Crooke and Mellish and
Scrope and I all thought Gay and his men
were too good for you. But there’s one thing
—we all went over to the Wayland Empire for
the afternoon, and we can prove it!

Kerr: You can? By the way, did you notice
whether Skimpole was carrying his cap when
he came into your study the other afterncon?

Racke: I really forget. I dare say he was. I
suppose you'll prove he was, anyway, even if
he wasn’t |

(Who threw the cap at Fatty Wynn? Turn to
page 33 for Kerr's solution te the problem.)
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“Ahoy !” roared the seaman. “Here you are,
Cousin Leslie! Bear up, my hearty, and give
us vour flipper 1”

Bai Jove I” murmured Arthur Augustus.
Clampe approached mechanically. )
Redfern, Owen, and Lawrence were going to-

wards the New House, and they paused in sheer
astonishment. At the sight of the seaman’s clcthes,
Redfern thought for a moment that his brother
might have paid him an urexpected visit. But
Seaman Redfern was not much like this fellow.

Redfern had seen a good many seamen, but
never one quite like this. Indeed, the man seemed
more like a stage seaman than the real article.

Clampe, wishing that the earth would open and
swallow him up, shook hands with his cousin.
The seaman gave him a grip that made him jump.

If he had been an ordinary sailorman Cfa.mpe
would have borne it better. But the man seemed
to have made himself into a caricature of a sailor-
man, There was not a trace of the smartness of
the Navy about him. His boots were down at heel,
his trousers were muddy, and he wore a dirty,
spotted handkerchief. Even a fellow who was not
snobbish might have hesitated to own to the
dreadful apparition. To the unhappy snob it was

sheer torture.
Tae Geax Lierary.—No. 1,614,
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“You're not looking very hearty, my boy,” said
;he seaman, scanning Clampe’s pale and miserable
ace.

“I—[—" stammered Clampe.

_ “Glad_to see me 'ere, I ¢'pose, hey?” said she
jolly sailor.

Clampe shuddered. What was the fellow drop-
ping his “h’s ”* for? Lieutenant Leslie had never
ilropped his “h’s.” Had he dropped his aspirates
along with his rank?

Glances were directed at them from all sides,
and every glance seemed to burn the miserabie
Clampe.

“Sorry I couldn’t come along vesterday,” went
on the sailorman.  *“I started nout, but something
‘ap enid to, stop me. You don't mind, hey®”

“You got my letter—hey !

“Ye-es.

1 thought I'd send you a note, you know, as
vou was expecting me, and the young bloke at the
Black Bull was willin’ to come hover with it.”

The seaman’s powerfui voice was audible all the
way from the School House to the New House,
Nobody at St. Jim’s was left in doubt as to where
he had taken up his quarters in Wayland. Mozt
of the fellows turned away in sheer pity for the
unfortunate Clampe. But the more curlous oues
looked on.

The seaman’s booming voice continued

“Blinkin’' long way ‘ere from the Black Bull,
Leslie | . Speciaﬁy with this ’ere bag to carry.
Bear a hand, you young ljubber.”

The man was carrying a caunvas sack, such as
cailormen sometimes use on board ship for their
clothes.

Clampe took it from him mechanically.

“That's better!” said the seaman. * Now let’s
see your quarters, my heartyl I'm goin’ to ‘ave
a bite in your mess-room while I'm ’ere.”

Clampe groaned.

¢ Hanythin’ the matter?” demanded the sea-
man, staring at him.

“No, no!” panted Clampe.
vou?”

“Ay, ay! i

Ciampe led liis terrible cousin towards the New
House, his cheeks burning, and his eyes on the
ground. He was anxious to get his visitor out cf

SRR e

MORE OVERSEAS WINNERS !

The Prizes for the highest combined totals of
BATTLESHIP and TANK stamps in the third
“ Aymaments Race * Contest for Overseas readers
have been awarded as follows:

FTRST PRIZE OF £2 to:

Tan Ship Chew, 48, Shanghai Road, Singapore.
8.8., who submitted a combined total of 1,233
stamps.

“(C.come in, will

1

SECOND PRIZE OF £1 to:
J. O'Connor, Rydal Mount, Palmer Street,
Durban, Natal, South Africa, who sent the next
best total of 1,208 stamps.

TWENTY-SIX PRIZES OF 5. EACH are
awarded to those readers who submitted totals
down to and including 555 stamps, and A PRIZE
OF 2s. 6d. is awarded to each of the one hundred
readers who submitted totals down to and including

345 stamps.
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sight as soon as possible; not that that was of
much use.

But the seaman did not seem at all anxious
to get out of sight. He rolled along in quite a
leisurely manner, looking about him, and making
remarks in a powerful voice. And his remarks
were not at all those of an Old Boy. Had Clampe
lied on that point, too? The St. Jim’s fellows
had no doubt that he had.

“Bai Jove !” murmured Arthur Augustus, when
Clampe had got his cousin into the New House.
“8p—s0 that is Clampe’s cousin?”

“Not quite like Clampe’s description of him!”
grinned Blake,

And Herries and Digby chuckled:

“I have no doubt, deah boys, that he is a vewy
(11 Ha

worthy chawactah,” said Arthur Augustus. e
to

ia not wesponsible for Clampe  havin’
whoppahs about him.”

“ Blessed if T understand it at all1” said Blake.
“He doesn’t look a bit like a Navy man, only he's
in sailor clothes. More like a giddy longshore:
man to look at!” '

“ Perhaps he’s not in the Navy,” said Herries.
]“ Cl%}upa seemns to have been lying all along the
me.

“Yaas, wathah!”?

“Hallo, Racke! Aren’t you going to help
Clampe entertain his cousin ?” asked Digby.

Racke shrugged his shoulders, with a sneer.

“Clampe’s relations are a bit too much for me,”
he said. know I'm not going to have any-
thing to do with that merchant!"”

“Same here!” =aid Crooke
“Why, the fellow’s been drinking !

“ Poor old Clampe !” said Monty Lowther. “I
f?pcy he will ring off about Reddy’s brother after
this.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It's up to you, Wacke, as Clampe’s fwiend, to
back him up,” remarked Arthur Augustus.

“Rats!” said Racke.

“(lampe doesn’t seem to be enjoying himself |”
chuckled Blake, “I don’t envy him his dis-
tinguished cousin. Poor old Clampe!”

The juniors chuckled. Clampe’s terrible cousin
seemed a first-rate joke to everybody—with the
exception of Leslie Clampe.

_Clampe was not able to see the humour of the
sltuation.

emphatically,

CHAPTER 10.
The Sufferings of a Snob !

LAMPE, as he piloted his cousin into the
New House, had some vague idea -of get-
ting the man to his study, and keeping him

there till it was time for him to'go. But in that
he reckoned without Seaman Leslie. That gentle-
man seemed to be in exuberant spirits, and not in
the least inclined for seclusion.

Clampe wondered whether he had received the
leiter sent to the Black Bull. He had made no
allusion to it, or to having expected to find
Clampe in the sanny. bhe had received the
letter written by Racke, it had made no differ-
ence; and yet that was very odd, too. Could he
have guessed that the.letter contained a false-
hood? Or was his conduct simply due to the fact
that he had been drinking?

Clampe was hopelessly puzzled and. dismayed.
More than once he suspected that Leslie was
deliberately assuming a loud boisterousness of
manner in order to make him writhe. Yet why
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should he? In other days Lieutenant Leslie had
been kind to him, thougi. perhaps le had not
liked him much. Why should he come here like
this, as if for some special purpose of disgracing
Clampe before the whole school? It was a horrid
mystery.

Clampe could scarcely believe that this was the
same man he had known before. Yet evidently
he was the same man. What could it all mean?

Seaman Leslie resenied Clampe’s efforts to
pilot him upstairs. He stopped in the Ilall of
{hediTew House, looking about him and talking
oudly.

Monteith of the Sixth came along, and stopped
with an expression of astonishment on his face.

“Ts this a friend of yours, Clampe?” he asked.
Ye-es, Monteith,” muttered Clampe. He

would have rather owned Leslie as a friend than
a relation; but Seaman Leslie did nol let it go
at that.

“Leslie’s my cousin,” he announced. “Is this
a messmate of yours; Clampe?”’

“It's our head prefect,” muttered Clampe.

“Prefect—hey? Sort of midshipman—hey?
Or a warrant officer?” asked Seaman Leshie,
“How do you do, my hearty £’

Smack |

The seaman gave Monteith a tremendous smack
on the shoulder, which made him stagger.

The Sixth Former jumped away with a howl,

“What in thunder——" he exclaimed.

“Excuse me, sir; that’s our way on the lower
deck. No offence !” said the seaman cheerily.

Monteith muttered something under his breath
and hurried away. If that was a lower deck
rreeting, the prefect did not want any more; his
shoulder was aching.

“Come up fto my
Clampe wretchedly.

“No 'urry, me 'earty—no 'urry!
get a pipe on.”

To Clampe's horror, the seaman produced a
short, black pipe, crammed it with thick shag,
and lighted it. Clampe was given to smokin
cigarettes himself, but the powerful aroma o
that thick shag made him cough and gasp.

New House fellows were looking on, grinning,
and evidently enjoying Clampe’s frame of mind.
The miserable fellow would have given a term’s
pocket-money for the floor to open and swallow
him up. He fairly held on to the banisters for
support when the seaman produced a pocket-flask
and took a deep swig at it.

“C-come to my study,” groaned Clampe.

“Right you are, me ’earty!”

The seaman’s heavy tread rang up the stair-
case after Clampe. His boots were large, but
there was really no need for him to make such a
terrific noise. Xgain it came into Clampe’s mind
that his cousin was deliberately tormenting him.
Yet why? He could not answer that question.

Fellows stared at the red-nosed seaman with
his rollicking gait as he went with Clampe to the
study.

“Wo—we will have tea here, Frank,” groaned
Clampe. “I—I hope—I 'mean, 1 suppose you're
ready for tea?’’

“T could peck a bit,” admitted Seaman Leslie,
sitting on the corner of the table and blowing
out great clouds of smoke.

“J—I'll get tea here.”

“Do you feed here in your berth—hey?”’

“You—you used to be at 8t. Jim’s, Frank,”
stammered Clampe. “You remember you had

tea in the study——"

study, Frank,” muttered

Let a cove
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The seaman did not heed. He tock anathier
swig at the flask; and then, to Clampe's horror,
started upon a sing-song in a deep and boowing
voice which fairly rang through the House.

There was a rush of footsteps in the passage,
and several juniors pecred into the study in
astonishment mingled with awe.

Clampe kicked the door savagely shut.

“Belay there!” roared the secaman.

“What ?”

“What are you closing the porthole for?" de-
manded Seaman Leslie. “Lef your messmates
come in if they like.”

“ But—but—"

“Avast, I say! Open that port!”’

Clampe unwillingly opened the door,
faces looked into ﬁle study,.

The seaman resumed his interrupted ditty. Iis
booming veice rang loudly down the passages and
the stairs, and Clampe trembled with fear that

Grinning

""Wea're wait-
ing for that sig-
nal to change to
‘Qo." "

Half-a-crown
has been a=
warded to T.
Churn, Bishor'a
House, Reynolids
Road, Beacons~
field, Bucks.

it would reach Mr. Ratcliff in his study. How
was he to explain a visitor like this to his House-
master ?

Figgins of the Fourth suddenly came speeding
up and locked in.

“Ratty’s coming, Clampe !” he said.

Clampe groaned.

“I—I say, Frank, my Housemaster’s coming
up,” he mumbled.  “It—it isn’t allowed to be
quite—quite so noisy here, you know. They—
they can hear you in the quad.”

“What's the odds so long as you're 'appy?”
asked Seaman Leslie,

The juniors in the passage scattered as Mr.
Ratelifi came along. The New House master's
thin, acid face was very angry. Mr. Rateliff
had hardly been able to believe his ears when he
heard Seamnan Leslic's stentorian voice booming
through the House. He had come to investigate,
with a brow of thunder.

“ Hallo, old cock!” the seaman hailed him, as
he glared into the study. “You the commander
of this ’ere craft—hey? Come aboard, sir.”

“Clampe, who is—is this person?” gasped Mr,
Rateliff.

“M-my cousin, sir,” groaned Clampe.

“What 7”

“ Mum-mum-my cousin from—from the sea, sir.”

“Ay, ay!” chimed in the scaman. “That's my
rating, sir!”

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed Mr, Rateliff.
“There is—is no objection, Clampe, to your re-
ceiving a visit from your cousin, gut—hut—but I
must request your—your relative to be a little

Taz Gex Lisrary.—No. 1,614,
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less noisy ; and—and, in fact, it would Lbe judicious
for him to take an early departure,”

“No ’urry, cocky!” said the seaman, slipping
off the table and blnwing a cloud of smoke
towards Mr. Ratcliff. *I've got shore leave,
mate. Cousin Leslie ain’t showed me ’iz friends
vet, neither. Likewise, I'm goin’' to ’andle a
knife and fork at the mess—hey, Leslie 7"

“Look here, my man " began Mr. Rateliff,

“Avw, ay, sir!”

“You had better go. You have been drinking.”

Clampe almost fainted as tlie seaman spat on
is hands and squared up to the horrified
Housemaster.

“Say that again!” thundered the sailorman.

Mr. Rateliff did not say it again; he jumped
out of the study like a jack-in-the-Box,

“Don’t you shove your figgerhead in this berth
agin, you old pirate!” roarved the seaman, *“71°ll
lay aboard you if you do, you landshark !*’

“Clampe, take that man off the premise: at
once |” quavered Mr. Ratcliff fromn the passage.

“0h, sir! VYes sir! Oh dear!”

“Hallo! You still hailing ?"’ roared the sea-
-man. “You old pirate, you still in the offin'—
hey? If I clap on sail after vou—"*

“Goodness gracious! I—I insist upon your
going «t once !

“You wait till T come alonzrside!” roarved
Seaman Leslie,

And he rolled out of the studr. Mr. Rateiiff
fled without waiting for him to come alongside,
There was a howl of merritnent from the juniors
in the }passage as the llousemasicr dashed down-
stairs, his gown flying behind him. JMr. Ratclift
did not stop Lill he was safe in his study with the
door locked.

“Frank—Cousin Frank. c-come back !” stuitered
Clampe.

But the seaman was under full sail in chase. as
he would probably have expressed it. He canie
downstairs three at a time; and Clampe, in dumb
misery and dismay, followed him,

It had seemed like a dream to Clampe; now
it seemed like a mnightmare, 3

Seaman Lezlie rolled out of the New House
into the quadrangle. To Clampe’s relief he did
not chase the Housemaster to his study. But he
was now in full view of all 8t. Jim's again, and
a crowd gathered round him at once.

CHAPTER 11.
Simply Awful for Clampe !

06 Al Jove, what a mewwy aftahnoon!”
murmured Avthur Augustus,

“Ha, ha, ha! Clampe must be enjoy-
ing himself!” roared Lowther. “Hallo, Reddy !
How’s things in your House "

Redfern gasped.

“Oh, it takes the cake! The sailorman got
ratty with Ratcliff, and chased himi downstairs.™

“Oh, my hat!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Pewwaps Watty was wude {o him,” suggested
Arthur Augustus. “Watty is a bit of a snob,
like Clampe |”

“Well, the chap was making rather a row!"
gribpned Redfern. “Ie seemns to take the New
House for the forecastle of an ocean tramp !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“We've heard him!” grinned Tormy NMerry.
“He's the jolliest dog I've ever seen! Has he
been drinking ?” '
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“Well, his nose looks like it, and so do his
manners and customns,” said Redfern.: “But
otherwise he's got rather a nice face., But he's
sumply torturing Clainpe to death by inches!”

“Poor old Clampe! Ha, ha, hal”

“Here he comes!” chuckled Cardew of the
fI*‘ni:u]urth. : “Clampe’s not with him now, Clampe’s
ed up i

"“No wonder I gaid Clive, laughing. “Clampe’s
about the last fellow to stand that I

Arthur Augustus frowned.

“Clampe appeahs to have deserted his cousin,”
ne remarked. “The chap cannot be neglected
wihile he is at' this school, deah boys. He is
wathah noisy; but we must wemembah that he is
a Bwitish sailah, and has been keepin’ the flag
fivin’. T am goin' to look aftah him if Clampe
doesn’'t !

“Uo at, Gussy !”

Arthur Augustus bore down on the sailorman.
Clampe was peering out of the New House after
his terrible cousin, but he did not venture out.
He simply could not bear any more of it. Such
an extraordinary occurrence was quite unknown
in the history of the school, and 1t was certain
ihat it wonld never be forgotten.

IMow Clampe was to live it down was a puzzle
This was the aristocratic cousin Clampe had
swanked about! This was a specimen of the
wealthy Leslie relations of whom the St. Jim's
fellows had lLeard without end!

“Pway excuse me, sir,” said Arlthur Augustus,
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* Heave the Jam this way, mate ] * said the seaman. Olampe
and the jam. streamed out. The Juniors watched the .p

sorved In that 1
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Al i i

with marked respcet and cordiality, “pewwaps
you would care to join us at tea in the School
House ?” | ‘

“Ay, ay, my hearty!” said Seaman Leslie.
“Have you scen an old pirate cruising about here
—a lubber with a figurehead like a gargoyle?”

“Ahem! No!” stammered Arthur Augustus,
guessing that Mr. Ratcliff was alluded to. “I—
I have not seen Watty.. Pewwaps—"

“Ahoy! Cousin Clampe!l  Ahoyl”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors.

It was extraordinary and entertaining to hear
the sailorman bailing his cousin as if he were a
ship at sea.

* Ahoy |
man,

Clampe, white with fury, came out of the New
House. There was no help for it.

“Qh, here you arc—hey!” said the seaman,
clapping him on* the shoulder as he came up,
with a clap that made Clampe howl. “Don’t
get out of sight of your consort, my ’earty !”

“Shall I—shall I walk back with you?” gasped
Clampe. ‘

“I'm not going yet Cousin Leslie!”

“Oh1” mumbled Clampe.

“This young gent has asked me to teal”

“Yaas, wathah! I sianll be wvewy
honahed !”

Clampe gave the swell of 8t. Jim’s a deadly
look. Ho hated D’Arey; in fact, he hated every-
body and everything just then.

Show a leg there!” roared the sea-

much
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bo"C'nme along with your eousin, Clampe, deah
vI.ﬂ
Clampe did not heed. _

“I—I'd rather you had tea with me 1n 1oy
study, Frank,” he mumbled. '

The seaman did not seem. to hear,

“Steer & course, my hearty !” he said.
follerin’, Come along, Leslie!”

“But—but I—”

“Come along |”

Seaman Leslie grasped his cousin's arm, and
led him away., Clampe had po choice abcut
accompanying Arthur Augustus’ to the School
House,

D’Arcy’s chums joined him at once. They were
enjoying the seaman’s visit. It was tea-time, and
a good many fellows were going in, and Tomn
Merry & Co. joined the crowd with Clampe and
Clampe’s remarkable cousin,

Arthur Augustus had been thinking of tea in
Study No. 6. But Seaman Leslie bore away fer
the dining-room as soon as he was inside the
School House. He secmed to know the way well
enough. »

“Isn't it tea in the study, Gussy?” asked Tom
Merry.

“Appawently not,
Augustus calinly,

“Go ghead!” grinned Levicon of the Fourth.
“Lathom’s face will be worth seeing. Anything
the matter, Clampe "

“Eh? No!”

“You look rather white about the gillsl”
grinned Cardew.

“0Oh, rats! Hang you!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

had

The s=eaman

h‘-l!m

boy,” .said Arthur

deah

marched 1n, sand Arthur

Augustus piloted him to the Fourth Form table.

There was plenty of rcom there, as a number of

- i
; + =30 =allng E ’ the Fourth had their tea in their own quarters.
= _*i’-' b - AP oS 4 Arthur Augustus whispered to Blake, who cut
ST | | &y off to the tuckshop for some extra supplies for the
- guest, -

- Mr. Lathom, the master of the Fourth, was at
the table, and he glanced rather curiously at the
scaman over his glasses,

Arthur Augustus approached the Form-master
respectiully.

“F twust, sir, there 13 no objeetion to my havin’
a guest to tea—a membah of the Woyal Navy,
gir 7

“Certainly not, D'Arcy,” said Mr. Lathom.
“The man 1s very welcome, Is he a relation of
vours .

“A welation of Clampe's, sir1?

“Very well”

Arthur Augustus sat down beside his new
protege, Clampe sat on the other side of him, in
a state of misery 'that words could not have
expressed, If his cousin had wished to torment
him to the fuliest possible extent, he could not
have done it better than by this means.

Every eye in the room was on the red-nosed
seaman, and fellows who heard the news
abandoned tea in their studies, and crowded in
to see Lim. Everybody knew about the uprear
in the New House, and Clampe's cousin was an
object of the leenest interest.

Racke and Crooke came in to ‘enjoy the dis-
comfort of their dear pal, :

Seaman Leslie talked, in his deep, powerful
voice, as freely and cheerfully as if he had been

in the forecastle of a tramp at sea,
Every word was a dagger to the unhappy
Tae Gex LiBRARY.—No, 1,614

assed the jam, and his cousin up-ended the [ar over his plate
sdings with fascinated eyes. They had never ‘seen jam
anner before.
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Clampe. The seaman's talk turned on home
matters, but it was not exactly confidential, as
nearly everybody in the room could hear him.

“How’s your father, Cousin Leslie?” he
asked. )
“Eh? I haven’t seen him since the vac,”

muttered Clampe.

“I s'pose he’s still in the grocery line, hey?”

Clampe shuddered, .

*“Wha-a-at do you mean ?” he stammered. * My
pater isn't in business. You know that!”

“Has he sold the grocery-shop?” asked the
sealnall in surprise.

“Ho never had one!” hissed Clampe. *“You
kuow he hadn't!”?

“Pity to sell it now, from what I ’ear,” said
the secaman, unheeding. “There’s a lot of mouney
in grocery.”

“Can f’pase, you anything 7"

“ Ay, mate; heave the jam over this way!”

Clampe passed the jam, The seaman upended
the jar over his plate and the jam streamed out.

The juniors watched the proccedings with fas-
cinated eyes. They had fever seen jam served
in that manner before.

“Gimme a knife, Leslie.”

“ Here you-are !”

“Don’t shove on my elber, my ’earty.
& cove'room to get his knife to his mouth.”

[T} Oh l”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy's eyeglass dropped
from his eye. He had never seen jain eaten with
a knife before. But his face remained unmoved.
The sailorman was a guest, and a guest could
do as he pleased without remark,

Tom Merry looked at the seaman rather sus-
piciously, * H2 knew that seamen did not, as a
rule, act in this amazing manner. A suspicion
came into Tom’s mind that Clampe's cousin was
a practical joker, and was deliberately acting in
this remarkable way to torment the unhappy
snob of the New House.

Clampe, who had known his cousin was a well-
bred Naval officer, could not meke it out, unless
Lestie had gone mad.

Clampe was glad when tea was over, He would
not have been sorry to see the whole gathering
of School House fellows Dblotted out at that
moment.

“Bless my soul!” murmured Mr. Lathom,
when the seaman rolled out with a crowd of

Give

fellows round him, at last. “Bless my soul!
What a wvery remarkable character. Very
remarkable indeed 1"

And Mr., Lathom’s opinion was generally
shared,

There was no doubt that Clampe’s cousin was
a decidedly remarkable character!

CHAPTER 12,
The Last Straw !

MACK |
Seaman Leslie thumped his unhappy cousin
on the back when they came into the quad-
rangle.

“Cheerio, my ’earty !” he exclaimed.
looking- down in the mouth 1"

“W-was I?” stammered Clampe.

“Ay, ay! Chee: up!”

“Isn’t—isn't it time for you to get back,
Frank?” muttered Clampe. “You—you've got
a long walk before you, you know1”

Tue Gem LiBrarY.—No. 1,614
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Ay, ay!” sald Seaman Leslie, glancing up
at the clock, * Must be getting up anchor scon.”

" Thank goodness!” breathed Clampe,

“Hey? What did you say, Cousin Leslie?”

* N-nothing !

“Thank you, young gents, for kindly lookin'
arter me like this ’‘ere,” said the seaman,
addressing the delighted juniors. “I've enjoyed
this ’ere visit, same as my Cousin Leslie 'as.”

“Bai Jove|”

“Is there a young feller 'ere named Racke?”
continued the sailorman,

“A—ap friend of mine,” stammered Clainpe.
*“He—he isn’t here just now—"

“I 'ad a letter from 'im,” said the sailorman.
“Fetch ’im 'ere.”

“Racke, you're wanted{” shouted Kangaroo
of the Shell, catching sight of Racke in the quad.
“This way "

“Oh rats!” growled Racke, turning in the
opposite direction,

Lowther and Manners promptly cut after
Racke, and took him by the arms and walked
him back. If the guest wanted to see Racke, he
was going to see him, -

“You're Mr, Racke, hey?” asked the seaman.

“Yes,” snapped Racke, ‘“What do you want ?”

“T want to know what this 'ere letter means,”

The seaman took a letter from his pocket, and
unfolded it.

Clampe and Racke exchanged uneasy glances
It was evident that the seaman had received the
letter, after all, though why he should produce
it 'in public now was a mystery. In his loud,
booming voice the seaman read the letter out.

“Dear Mr, Leslie,—F am writing to inform you
that Leslie Clampe is laid up in the sanatorium
with a very severe cold, and the doctor will not
allow him to see anyone. He has asked me 10
write and tell you how sorry he is that he will
be unable to see you, and to ask you to defer your
visit to the school till another occasion. He hopes
to see you at home during next vacation.

“Yours sincerely,
“ Ausrey RackEe.”

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus, with a
glance of contempt at Racke.

The juniors grinned. Clampe’s miserable
trickery was fully exposed mow. The wrotched
Clampe’s face was a study.

“Now, what does that there mean?” demanded
the seaman. *“Cousin Leslie ain't ill, and he
ain’t laid up on his beam-ends, hey ?”

“It—it was 1 joke,” stammered Clampe.

“Seems to me more like a blinkin' lie|” said
the sailorman. ‘“If I'd took any notice of that
there letter, I'd 'ave missed seein’ you, Leslie,
and.both of us would ’ave missed this "ere pleasant
arternoon. Take that!”

“Yaroooh I” roared Racke of the Shell, as the
seaman suddenly grasped- his ear with a finger
and a thumb that secemed like a vice,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yow-ow-ow | Leggo. you ruffian!” shrieked
Racke. *“Leggo ! , my ear| Oh, my hat!
I’ll kick vour shins! Yaroooh "

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Let that be a warning to you not to tell lies,
Mr. Racke!” said the seaman, releasing the
infuriated junior at last. “Don’t you ’ave any-
thin' more to say to that there young rascal,
Cousin Leslie. Hp's a bad egg!”

Clampe muttered something indistinctly. He
was afraid that Racke wouldgbetray his share in
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the letter, and in that case he had fears for his
own ear. But Racke, with a furious face, stamped
away, and Clampe was glad to sce him go.

The juniors were almost in hysteries by this
time.

“Now I’d better be gettin’ up anchor,” said
Seaman Leslie. “I've only got to call on the
'Ead and pay my respects.”

Clampe trembled.

“N-no need to sce the Hoad 1" he gasped. ' The
fact is, Dr. Holmes is very busy, Frank, He—he
can’t be seen just now.”

“1 know my duty, Leslie,
'Ead and pay my vespects,”
obstinately.

‘Tt was the last straw. Clampe felt that if this
red-nosed hooligan interviewed Dr. Holmes, he
would never survive it, His sufferings had
reached the limit of endurance.

“Look here, let’s get off 1" he exclaimed, “T'll
come with you—"

“To sce the Head 1”

“N-no 1

“Well, I'm goin’ to the ’Ead! Then I shall
want my bag. Where did you leave my blinkin’
bag, Leslie?”

“14’s in my study in the New House !” muttered
Clampe.

“TFeteh it hout!”

“¥You might get it, Redfern !” muttered Clampe.

He did not want to leave his cousin just then.
He was in terror of the man forcing his way to
the Head’s study to interview the stately head-
master of St, Jim’s. At any cost, that interview
must be prevented.

Redfern nodded, and ran off to the New House.
Hekreturned in a few minutes with the canvas
sack,

“Thanky kindly sir!” said the seaman. “Now,
Lesllie.lp’;’aps”you’ll show me in to the 'Ead!”

“Sharp’s the word [

“You—you can’t see the Head!” said Clampe
desperately. “Look here——"

“But I got to pay my respecks to the 'Ead!”

“It’s not necessary—"

“ Avast, there! 1 know my dooty! You steer a
course for his berth, and I'm arter you! Now,
then, tumble up !*

“71 tell you—"

“P'r’aps you think I'd better ’ave a brush-up
afore I see the 'Ead—hey ?” said the seaman,
glancing down at his muddy boots and trousers.
“P’r’aps you're right. P’'r’aps one of the young
gents will show me into a dormitory—"

“Yaas, wathah 1” said Arthur Augustus at once.
*Pway come with me!”

The swell of St. Jim's was certainly of opinion
that a wash and brush-up would do Seaman Leslie
good before he interviewed the Head.

Arthur Augustus led the seaman into the School
House, leaving Clampe helpless. D’Arcy showed
the guest into the Fourth Form dormitory, and
left him there.

The miserable Clampe gave him a dark look
when he came down. The juniors waited in the
Hall for Seaman Leslie to descend.

“VYou—you rotter {* muttered Clampe. *He—
he—he’s not going to see the Head! I won't
have itl”

“Weally, Clampe, you have no wight to pwevent
your cousin payin’ his wespects to Dr. Holmes I”

“J tell you—"

I got to call on the
said the seaman

2

“Besides, if he is weally an Old Boy, the Hedd
will natuwally like o see him before he goce.”

“He looks like an Old Boy, doesn’t hel”
chortled Trimble of the Fourth,

And there was a laugh.

“He is!” said Clampe savagely. “He was'at
St. Jim’s in his time, and he was a lieutenant in
the Navy a month ago——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Draw it mild, Clampe !*

“Cheese it ¥

“It's true!” howled Clampe. “I—I.can’t quite
understand how he’s turned out like this!”?

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Weally, Clampe, your statement
postewous ! Pway do not wepeat it [¥

“It’s true, you rotters!”

“Rats *

“Yaas, wathah! Wats!”?

“Here he comes !” said Levison at lazi, as there
was a heavy tread on the stairs.

Every eye was turned on the staircase,
then there was a howl of astonishinent.

(Continued on next page.)
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CHAPTER 13.
A Big Surprise !
IEUTENANT LESLIE, R N,, came down the
stairs.
T'he juniors gazed at hm.

It was the same man, evidently. It was
('lampe’s cousin. But ihe change in his appear-
unee was staggering  The red nose was no longer
ved: the blue chin was no longer blue. And the
voung man was dressed in a Naval lieutenant’s
uniform,

The juniors could guess now what the canvas
sack had contained. A wash and a shave and
tiie change of clothes had wrought a wonderful
dilference. It was a handsome young I\ ival officer
wio burst upon the astounded view of the St
Jun's fellows.

Clampe, most astonished of all, gazed at him,
open-mouthed, H: pinched himself to male sure
that he was awake,

*My hat!” murmured
viddy dream, Tommy 7"

* It must be !™ gasped Tom Merry,

“Bai Jove! The boundali has been spoofin’
u- "

The Naval gentleman stopped on the lower stair
tm{ll glanced down at the amazed fellows, with a
~mile.

“*What on earth does this mean, sir?” exclaimed
Tom Merry.

“ An explanation is due to vou fellows,” said
Lieutenant Leslie in quiet, cultivated tones that
contrasted curiously with the booming voice the
juniors knew so well. “I have been guilty of a
iiltle harmless deception for the benefit of my
cousin.”

*Oh I gasped Clampe.

“Yesterday,” continued the lientenant, “I left
Wayland to walk to the school. On the footpath
through the wood I was the witness of a scene
that 1 did not like a bit.”

Redfern coloured.

“1 heard my cousin twitting onc of his school-
fellows,” resumed the lieutenant, “ with a baseness
and snobbishness which I was very sorry to

Redfern, “Is this a
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find in a relation of mina. Hg twitted Redfern
with the fact that his brother was a seaman on
the lower deck, as if that was something to be
ashamed ot—a view that only a small, con-
temptible mind could take.”

“Oh!” murmured Clampe again,

“Bai Jove!”

*“1 was naturally annoyed, and did not carry
out my intention og coming here, I reflected upon
the matter at my hotel in Wayland. I decided
that Leslie needed a lessbn—a severe lesson—and
this scheme came into my mind. I went to the
Black Bull, where I discarded my uniform and
dressed myself z¢ a seaman, and sent him a letter.
My intention was to pay him a visit as a seaman,
and I dropped my ravk for the purpose, and came
here as Seaman Leslie, in order to teach my
cousin a lesson, and I trust it has done him good,
His sufferings during my visit have been very
severe, I believe B+

“Yaas, wathah!" chortled Arthur Aungustus.

“And I hope the lesson will go some way
towards curing him of his miserable snobbishness.
I think, Cousin Leslie, it will be some time before
vou forget your experiences of this afternoon.
lemember them, my boy, and remember that yon
owe them to your own foolish snobbery. Try to
be more decent.”

And with that the licutenant walked down the
passage, heading for Dr. Holmes' study.

“DBai Jove !” said Arthur Augustus. “So it was
a pwactical jolke, aftah all! What a wippin'
wheeze ! Clampe, deah boy, has the lesson done,
you good "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Rats |” snarled Clampe, as he swung away.

But Clampe, angry as he was, was very much
relieved in his mind, The lesson had indeed been
a severc one, and undoubtedly the cheery Naval
gentleman hoped that it had done Clampe good.
But fellows who knew Clampe well were doubtful
on that point.

Next week :
“THE BO¥ FROM NEW ZEALAND!?

s e e e e A AR AT TR T TN R T

BLAKE ANSWERS BACK!

{Continued from page 2.)

Aeronaut,” of Birmingham, writes:

Clear this up, please! I claim I saw an
American plane pass over here. It had identifica-
tion letters beginning “PH," which I tock to
mean Philadelphia. My buddy—he’s a real
hundred-per-cent American—won't have it. He
says it was o Swedish plane. We're both up in the
wir still, .

AxswEeR: Jerk out of that tail-spin, both of you.
“PH," efe., on a plane tndicates that it is from
the Netherlands.  Swedish planes are marked
“8SA," ete. You could sovn tell an Awmerican
plane, if you saw one, by its initial letter “@."
Yow glide to earth. Your air troubles are over,

* Optimist,”” of Bradford, writes:

Skating looks easy, and I am getting a pair
of skates, in case the pond near my home freezes
over. I shall probably learn to skate quite well
in a few minutes. I don’t suppose I shall fall
over, like a clumsy friend of mine did!
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Answer: Well, i's a thrill to meet such a
remarkable fellow as yourself, You're quile
a brilliant skater, though actually you haven't
had the skates on your feet yet. our gifts can
hardly end there, surcly? I bet you could
easily swim the Channel, if you could swim,
And 1 wonder you don't carry off the heavy-
wetght championship of the world—but perhaps
wou aren’t @ heavy-weight You'll goon find out
just how reavy wow are, though—7just as soon as
wou put those skates on! Happy landings!

““ Three Musketeers,” of Towcester, write:

We want to know about Walt Disney, Is it
true that he personally draws all the cartoons
fram which the Donald Duck and Mickey Mousa
films arc made? We have been challenging all
our friends to prove otherwise—and that goes
for you, too !

Answer: On guard, Muskeleers! TYou will
lieve to retreat as gracefully as you can from
the position you have taken up. Walt Disney
actively supervises, but coes not personally draw
every cartoon produced by hiz siudio. Didn't
you sce the list of animators, background men,
and so on, in the ercdit titles of “ Snow White "'?
Here's erossing swords with wyou again—uwhen
you've recovered from this little clash!



THL SCHOOCOLBOY WO WAS DOGGED BY DEATH!

4 GRIPPING YARN INTRGDUCING

FRANK RICHARDS & CO., THE WILY YEN CHIN, AND THE ROGUE OF THE BACKWQODS
SCHOOL,

Gunten’s Little Joke !

6 ELPEE 1#
I I Vere Beauclere looked round quickly.
Beauclere was gliding along on his snow-
shoes over the thick snow that covered the forest
trail. He had just reached the fork of the trail,
where he was accustomed {o meet his chums,
Frank Richards and Bob Lawless, on their way
to school, when that peculiar cry reached his
eqars. i

“Helpee me! You comee quick!”

“My hat !” ejaculated Beauclere in astonishment.

1t was Yen Chin, the Chinese schoolboy of
Cedar Creck, who was calling. The little Chinee
was standing on his snowshoes heside the trail,
and his pigtail was drawn up over his head, the
tip of it being tied by a cord to a branch above.

Beauclere slowed down, looking at him in
astonishment, The unhappy Chinee had evidently
heen the victim of a cruel, practical joke, His
doleful face lighted up at the sight of Vere
Beauclere.

“You helpee me!” he gasped.
boy! Me fixee—no ean loosee.”

“Who did this?” asked Beauclere, as he stopped
and felt under his furs for his pocket-knife.

Yen Chin’s almond eyes gleamed.

“Guntee and Kellee,” he answered. “Me killee
Guntee and Kellee. You lettee me go, quick.”

“Right-ho, kid!”

Beauclere opened his knife.

" No cuttee pigtail !” exclaimed the Chinee in
alarm,

Beauclere smiled.

“I won't cut your pigtail, you young duffer!
ll have tn climb the tree to reach the cord,
though.” And he began to take off his snowshoes.

A cheery voice hailed him on the trail, as Frank
Richards and his Canadian consin came speeding
up from the direction of the Lawless Ranch,

“Hallo, Cherub! What’s the game?”

“You goodee

HHUTHURIHHTTHITHITEH IR e |

Threatened with an
axe, menaced by a
six-gun, and
“poisoned ”’! Never
was Ke:n Gunten
more {errified than
when he incurred
the enmity of Yen
Chin, the Chince of
Cedar Creek !

PTG s anatian

YELLOW
VENGEANCE!

By Martin Clifford.

“My hat! Somebody’s been Iynching Yen Chin
with his own pigtail |* exclaimed I'rank Richards.

“It's one of Gunten’s rotten jokes!” said
Beauclere.

“The awful rotter!” exclaimed Frank indig-
nantly, “How long have you been here, kid?”

“Long timee,” said Yen Chin dolorous]y,
“Guntee blingee me here—Guntee and Kellee,
Me killee!”

“I shall have to shin up the irce io get him
loose,” said Beauclere. “Cive me a hand up,
Frank.”

He kicked off the :suowshoes and Frank
Richards bunked him up the frosty trunk. Beau-
clere erawled out on the hongh above the Chinese
schoolboy’s head lo reach the cord, )

“How did you get here, Yen Chin?” asked Bch
Lawless. “This iwsn't your way to echool frem
Thompson.™

“Beastlee Guntee askee me comee with him,”
mumbled Yeu Chin. ‘Blingee me long way
lound. Me no tinkee he playee tlick. Me killee.”

Bob chuckled.

“You'd better not killee anybody, kid, or you'll
he hanged in a morve painful way than thig,” he
remarked.

“Gunten knew wo would pass this way,” re-
marked Irank Richards. " He left Yen Chin
here for us to find, If we'd missed school to-day
the kid might have stayed here all day, and got
nearly frozen.”

His brow darkened as he spoke. The cruel
trick was quile in accordance with the nature of
Kern Gunten, the black shecp of the lumber
school, and his equally rascally associate, Keller.
The two Swiss were not popular at Cedar Creek.

Beauclere sawed through the cord with his
knife. The pigtail, with a length of severed cord
attached, fell upon Yen Chin's head.

“All serene now !” said Frank Richards.

Beauclere dropped lightly from the bough inte
the trail. He pnt on his snowshoes again,

Tre Gem Lieriry.—No. 1,614,
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“You lendeo me knifee,” said Yen Chin.

“KEh? What do you want a knife for?” asked
Beauclere.

“Killee Guntee!”

“You young ass!” roared Bob Lawless. *“You
mustn't killee Guntee. You can give him a lick-
ing, if you like.”

“No can, Guntee too big.”

“Well, that’s s0,” agrced Bob. “Leave him to
me, and T'll give him a licking, if you like. 1It's
high time he had one.”

Yen Chin shook his head obstinately.

“Me killee !|” he answered vengefully.

“Oh, dry up!” said Bob. “Let's get to school
or we shall be late.”

Yen Chin said no more, but there was a gleam
of vengeance in his almond eyes as he slid along
the trail with the chums of Cedar Creck.

Frank Richards & Co. arrived at the lumber
school only just in time to kick off their snow-
shoes and follow the rest of the fellows into the
school-room, Gunten and Keller grinned as they
came in with the little Chince,

“8o you found him ?” chuckled Gunten.

“¥Yes, you rotter!” growled Frank Richards.

“You waitee, Guntee!” muttered Yen Clin,
“Me killee.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Gunten.

Miss Meadows came into the school-room, and
the pupils of Cedar Creek tock their places. But
during lessons Yen Chin's eyes turned constantly
in the direction of Kern Gunten with a vengeful
glitter. Frank Richards observed it, and he was
a little troubled in his mind. He resolved io
keep an eye on Yen Chin as far as he could.

Yen Chin on the Warpath !

6 OME and lend a hand, you fellows!” said
Bob Lawless, when school was dismissed
after morning lessons.

“What's on?” asked Frank.

“There's some logs to split.”

“Right-ho !”

Splitting logs for the school was an optional
duty, but the Cedar Creck fellows were generally
willing to lend a hand when there was work to
be done. The three chums went round the school-
house to the wood-pile. There was a sound there
as they approached—the sound of a grinding axe.

“Hallo! Somebody starting work already,” re-
marked Bob.

“It's Yen Chin.”

The little Chinee did not look round as they
came up, He had lost no-time in getting to the
wood-pile after lessons, and he was now engaged
* in sharpening the axe.

Frank Richards clapped him on the shoulder:

* Aro you going to use that axe, kid7” he asked.

“Me usce,” answered Yen Chin, without look-

ing up.
“ All right. I'll find another.”
TPrank fetched an axe from Mr. Slimmey's

cabin, and Bob and Beauclerc found implements,
and they started on the logs. The busy sound of
chopping rang through the frosty air, and two or
three other fellows joinad in the work.

But Yen Chin did not seem to be in a hurry
to start on the logs. He went on grinding tho
axe tiJl it was of an almost razor-like sharpness.
Then he rose to his feet and put the axe over his
shoulder.

“Where are you taking that axe to?” called
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out Frank Richards in some alarm, as Yen Chin
started off.

“Killee Guntce!”

“What 7

“ Allee light—only Lkillee Guntee!”

“Come back!” yelled Frank.

But Yen Chin darted on, and vanished round
the schoolhouse,

“After him!" exclaimed Frank, throwing down
his axe.

“He can’t be serious,” said Beauclere.

“II don't know, but I'm afraid he is.
On ‘Jl

“Phew 1” murmured Bob.
anyway.”

The woodecutters raced after Yen Chin.

There was a sound of a loud yell from the
school ground, on the other side of the log build-
ings. They recognised Gunten's voice. The
schoolboys came tearing round the house, and a
startling scene burst upon their gaze. Kern
Guntgzn, his szllow face colourless with terror, was
running wildly for the house, and on his track
sped the little Chinee, brandishing the gleaming
axe. The usually bland cxpression on Yen Chin’s
face was quite gone now. His look expressed the
most bloodthirsty ferocity.

“Stop I” yelled Frank.

Yen Chin did not heed.
fleeing Swiss,

Gunten, yelping with fear, bolted headlong into
the porch of the schoolhouse, the gleaming axe
only a few yards behind him,.

“Help !” he shricked.

Miss Mcadows hurried out of the schoolhouse,
and the Swiss dodged behind the schoolmistress,
panting. The ferocious face of the Chinee, and
the uplifted axe, were enough to terrify anyone;
but the Canadian girl stepped calmly in the way
and stood there.

“Yen Chin,
exclaimed.

Yen Chin lowered his axe, and a grin took the
place of the savage expression on his queer little

face,
“All serene!” he said. “Only little jokee,
Missee Meadee. Me fliphten Guntee.”
“Oh!” panted Kern Gunten.
Miss Meadows' brow grew very stern.

“Put down that axe at once, Yen Chin ?

The little Chinee obediently laid down the axe,
looking very penitent.

I'rank Richards and his chums arrived on the
scene very breathless, but greatly relieved.

“How dare you play such a foolish trick, Yen
Chin!” exclaimed the schoolmistress sternly,

“Me solly!” murmured ¥en Chin meckly,
“Only jokee.”

“He was going to murder me, Miss Meadows IV

panted Gunten,

“Don’t be ridienlous, Gunten!” said Miss
Meadows sharply. “¥en Chin, you have played a
very foolish joke. If such a thing happens again
I shall puni3111 vou severely.”

“Me solly 1”

“Take that axe away, please, Richards.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

; “Yen Chin, you are not to touch an axe again
1ere.”

“ Allee light, missee.”

“You are a very bad boy!”

“Me solly 1"

“That will do, Gunten. There is nothing to be
afraid of.”

Miss Meadows went back into the house, frown-
ing. Kern Gunten stood gasping for breath, still

Come

“Better stop him,

He raced on after the

what does this mean?” she
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very white, and leoking at the Chinee with dread
in his looks, Yen Chin glanced at the axe in
Frank Richards’ hand.

*You givee me,” he said.

“Tll give you a thick ear, you young idiot!”
said Frank crossly.

*Me wantee killee Guntee.”

“What ?” )

“You stupid young willain, you told DMiss
Meadows that was only a joke,” said Bob Lawless,
staring at him.

“Me tellee whoppee.” explained Yen Chin
calmly. “Now Missee Meadee gonce me killee
Guntee. What you tinkee?”

“Well, my hat !”

Gunten skulked into the schoolhouse. Whether
the Chinee was in deadly earnest or not, he could
not tell; but evidently he did not want to remain
near him,

“Look here, you Qriental savage,” said Bob
Lawless angrily. *“1f you say another word about
killing anybody you'll get a licking. Do you
hear 77

The Chinee did not answer, but he looked very
obstinate.

The chums of Cedar Creek returned to the wood-
pile, and Kern Gunten remained within the walls
of the schooclhouse till afternoon lessons.

Sentenced to Death !

HEN lessons were over that afternoon Yen
Chin was the first out of the school-room,
and he whizzed away on his snowshoes on

the Thompson trail without losing a moment.
Kern Gunten was deeply relieved to see him go.
His own way home lay by the same trail, but he
was in no hurry to take it. He preferred to give
the little Celestial plenty of time to get home.

Frank Richards came up to him as he was hang-
ing about in the schoolground, with a sullen and
uneasy face, with his chum Keller. Gunten gave
the English schoolboy a lowering look.

“Loo%: here, Gunien,” said Frank Richards
abruptly, “do you think there was anything in
whas Yen Chin was saying 1

“I—I guess so!” muttered Gunten. “The
beast's simiply a Chinese savage.” :

“Then something ought to be done,” said Frank.
“Look here, the best thing you can do is to sce
Yen Chin, and tell him you’re sorry for the rotten
trick you played on him, and promise to let him
alone in future.”

Gunten scowled.

“I guess I'm not going to speak to the hound I”
he snarled. “And whken I want your advice I'll
ask for it, Richards.” L

“You'll take your chance, then,” said Frank.
“It’s your own fault for being a bullying brute.”

And Frank Richards went to join his chums.

Gunten and Keller looked at one another rather
uneasily.

“We'd better get off,” said Keller, at last. “We
can't hang about here till darlk.”

“J—I suppose that young villain’s in Thompson
by now I muttered Gunten,

“Well, we car’t overtake him, at any rate.
Let’s get off.”

“T puess we may as well.”

The two Bwiss donned their snowshoes and
started frem the school gates. The trail through
the timber was thick with tnow, and i was easy
and rapid going. It was a lonely trail, shadowed
by pine and larch, but it had never occurred to
Gunten before that it was dangerouns. But now
the Swiss was in an uneasy frame of mind. Iis
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eyes scanned the shadows of the thaker as he
glided on with his chum.  Ruddenly he slowed
down,

“Look !" he panted. ,

A fur-clad figure was ahead in the trail, It
came speeding towards the two Swiss.

“ Stoppee ! rapped out Yen Chin.

They stopped. Gunten was almost frozen with
fear at the sight of the revolver in the hand of
the little Chinee. =~ Yen Chin levelled it full at
the white, terrified face of the Swiss, his yellow
finger on the trigger, his eyes gleaming aleng the
barrel.

Evidently the little Chinee had been hLome to
Thompson and had obtained the weapcn there,
and Gunten's nervous delay at the school. had
given him time to return upon the trail and lie
in wai¢ for the Swiss,

“Put that dewn, Yen Chin!” muttered Keller
huskiiy.

Yen Chin showed his tecth,

“AMe killee Guntee!” he said. *“What you
tinkee 77

“You don’t mean it!” panted Gunten. “Put
that down, ¥en Chin, there’s a good fellow! 1—
I'm sorrjy[ I apologise.”

“Too latee,” answered Yen Chin grimly. “You
askee me to comee as flisnd, then you seizee and
tie to tlee with pigtail. Me killee you!”

Gunten fell on his knees, terrified almost cut of
his wits by the ferocity in the little Celestial's face.

“Don’t 1 he moaned.

“You gettee up, you coward!” eaid Yen Chin
contemptuously.

*Merey I” panted Gunten.

“Too latee! Me killce you!"” answered Yen
Chin. “Youn, Kellee, diggee glave in snow, cr
me killee you, too.”

“1—I guess—"

“You do what me tellee |

The revolver swaved towards Keller, zand the
wretched Swiss’ knees knocked together.

“I—I guess I'll do it!” Le groaned.
that thing another way !”

“You diggee quickee |”?

“I've no spade.”

“Use handee.”

Keller, almost as tervified as his companion,
hastened to earry out the grim order of the litile
Chinee. There was a deep snowdrift beside the
trail, and with hasty hands Keller' scooped out
tha grave.

Guuten's eyes were fixed besecchingly on the
Chinee. Even yet he could not quite believe that
the QOriental was in earnest, But there was no
merey in the yellow face of Yen Chin.

Keller's work was done at last. There was a
deep excavation in the snowdrift, and the grave-
digger stood back,

Yen Chin made a gesture towards the cpening,

“You gettee in, Gunten,”

“Let me off, Yen Chin!” groaned Gunten. "I
swear I'm sorry ! I'll never touch you again! I'l]
never——"

“You gettee in 1” shonted Yen Chin ferociously.
“Kellee %ury you before me go!”

“QOh!” groaned Keller.

Gunten staggered to his feet. He still nourished
a faint hope that the Chinee was only seeking
to terrify him. The trigger rose a fraction, and

“Turn

‘Gunten, with a howl of fear, oheyed the order to

sten into the excavation. ;
“Lie downee !” rajyped out Yen Chin.
Gunten obeyed.
THE GEM LisRary.—Ne. 1,624
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“Now me givee you two minutes, Guntee 1” said
Yen Chin grimly. “In two minutes you die |”

“Mercy " groaned Gunten,

Yen Chin counted.

“One |

“ Mercy "

There was a sudden whir on the trail and a
shfuting of voices before Yen Chin could count
ol 'wehn !

No Danger !
1 FTHA'D are yoa waiting for, Franky ?”
The chums of Cedar Creek had their
snowshoes on, and Bob Lawless amd
Beauclere were ready to start, Frank Richards
did not seem to be ready, however. His brow
was wrinkled in thought as he stood staring along
the snowy trail towards the distant town on the
Thompson River.
You fellows in a hurry to get home?” le
asked

“1 guess not,” said Bob, puzzled, while Beau-
clere shook his head. “But there's nothing to
hang about for, is there?”

“T'm thinking of Yen Chin and Gunten,™ said
Frank. “I can’t quite make the Chinee out. Bui
‘1 ecan’t help feeling a bit uneasy. Buppose we
have a run down the trail; we shall cover the
ground pretty fast on snowshoes. Gunten is u
howling cad, but I shouldn’t like him to get hurt.
And Yen Chin—"

“] guess the heathen was fooling,” said Bob.
“Buf we may as well run down the trail. I don’t
mind, 1f the Cherub doesit’t.”

“Nol at all,” said Beauclerc.

*“(Come on, then!” said Frank.
1Am:i the three chums sped away on their snow-
shoes.

Gunten and Keller had had a good start, and
Bob's opinion was that they were at home in
Thompson by this time. But Frank could not
help feeling uneasy

“Hallo| There's somebody on the trail I’ ejacu-
lated Bob Lawless, as they were sweeping round
a long bend.

“1t’s Yen Chin!” exclaimed Beauclerc.

* And Keller{”

“(Great Scott!” panted Bob, as his eyes took
in the strange scene from the distance. “You
mad young idiot! Stop—stop !”

They sped on breathlessly, their hearts beating
faster.

In the excavation in the snowdrift Gunten lay,
his face like chalk. Yen Chin, with a six-shooter
aimed down at the trembling Swiss, was standing
beside the opening. Keller stood at a little
distance, his Fmees knocking together.

“Yen Chin, kold your hand!”

The Chinee looked round hastily.

“ Flanky !I” he exclaimed.

“Don’t shoot, you mad young villain !

“Me killee Guntee !”

“Save me!” shricked Gunten. “He's
Save me "

Bobh Lawless was the first to reach Yen Chin,
Ile threw au armu round him and dragged him
over, and they rolled in the snow together. There
was a yell from the heathen. 'The revolver
dropped in the snow, and Frank Richards hur-
riedly picked it up.

Gunten rose from the snow-grave, trembling in
every limb. Bob scrambled up. Yen Chin still
sprawled in the snow, yelling. The sudden fall
had hurt him, '
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“Yow-ow-ow " he roared. “Ow! You bumpee
me! ¥You hurtee poor little Chinee !”

“1'l] poor little Chinee %uu 1" gasped Bob. “I'll
lay a rope round you till you can’t crawl, you
murderous young wvillain !”

And he seized Yen Chin by his pigtail and
jerked him to his feet, to the accompaniment of
a fiendish vell from the Chinee.

“Now, you young rascal |” said Bob,

“Yoooooh |”

“Cive me that shooter, Frank, and I'll blow his
head off I” exclaimed Bob.

The Canadian lad grasped the revolver and
turned it upon Yen Chin, He did not touch the
trigger, however, in case of accidents. But the
Chinee did not seem to be scared; he grinned.

“Now, how would you like some of your own
medicine, you voung scoundrel {” demanded Bob
Lawless.

“You shootee, if likee! Me no care !”

“You don't care if I shoot you?” éxclaimed
Bob, in amazeme tt.

“No care! Me no geltee hurtee!
levolel 17

“Wha-a-at ?”

“No loadee!” explained Yen
chuckle.

Bob's face was a siudy for a moment. Beauclere
smiled, and Frank Richards burst into a laugh.

“It's a lic!” panted Gunten. “He was going
to shoot me "

“No loadee!” “You
lookee 1

Bob Lawless examined the revolver, and nexl
moment he burst into a laugh.

“It's not loaded,” he said. “ Look here.”

He pulled the trigger, and there was only »a
rusty click. He threw the revolver to the ground.

Gunten’s face was red with rage now. He
could not doubt any further, and the thought of
the terror he had been through enraged him
beyond words. He had begged for mercy on his
knees to the heathen, under the threat of an empty
revolver |

Even Keller was grinning. But Gunten did not
feel inclined to grin. He started towards ths
Chinee, with vengeance in his looks.

Trank Richards interposed.

“Let him alone, Gunten I he said curtly.

The Swiss clenched his hands furiously.

“I'm going to smash him!” he said, between

his teeth.
. “No smashee Yen Chin |"” said the Chinee, dodg-
ing behind Frank Richards. “You playee tlick
on Yen Chin; me playee tlick on you, allee
samee |”

Frank pushed the enraged Swiss back.

“It serves you right, Gunten!” he said coolly.
“You played a rotten trick on Yen Chin this
morning, and he’s frightened you out of your
wits in return, and it serves you right! You
won't touch him {”

Gunten tried to push past Frank Richards.
Frank grasped him without ceremony and flung
him into the snow
~“Cut off, Yen Chin!” he said. “And, lock
here, no more of your mad tricks! Cut off I”

“Allee light! You goodee boy!” smiled Yen
Chin. “Me no killece Guntee, if Flanky no
wantee 1”

“Cut off, you young ass!”

'S_?ian Chin chuckled, and slid away down tha
trail,

Gunten regained his faet, with a look of deadly
malevolence at the chums.

“Come on, Keller!” he muttered thickly.

Nothing in

Chin, with a

persisted Yen Chin,
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“Not yet,” said Frank. * You're not going to
handle Yen Chin after we're gone, (Gfunten. You
tan come away with us.”

“1 won't 1”

“You'd better,” said Frank, taking hold of his
urm.

The 3wiss clenched his hands, but he unclenched
them again,  There was no choice in the matter,
and Gunten and Keller accompanied the chums
a mile back along the trail before they were
uliowed to stars for home,

When they started, the two Swiss lost no time
in speeding on the track of Yen Chin, but the
Iide Chince was safe at home in the paternal
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“Keep your paws to yourself, Gunten,” said
Bob Lawless. “ Look here, we can't be always
looking after Yen Chin, You're to let him alone,
do you hear?” :

*1 guess I'll suit myself about that,” answered
the Swizs savagely., “He won't always have you
avound o protect him, hang you! I'll cateh him
ot ihe trail some-time, and then—="

"You won’t!” said Bob. “You touch himn
again, aud I'll touch you, pretly quick! If
Gunten goes for you, Chinny, you tell me, do
you heary”

“Me ieollee.”

“And then I promise you the hiding of your

A startling scene Surat upon Frank Richards & Co.'s gaze as they came round the house. Kern Qunten,
his sallow face colouriess with terror, was running wildly for the schoolhouse, and on his track
sped the little Chinee, brandishing the gleaming axe !

Javndry long before they came in sight of
Thempson.

Frank Richards & Co, chuckled as they sped
hemeward. Yen Chin’s curious vengeance on the
bully tigkied them, and they laughed loud and

Jong as they swept over the frozen snow,

Tit for Tat !

RANK RICHARDS & Co. were early at
F Cedar Creelk the next morning. As they
stood chatting at the gate they sighted Yen
Chin speeding up the trail, with Gunten and
Keller in hot pursuit.
The Chinee joined them at the gate, and the
two Swiss came up, panting.
C};‘_No lettee whackee Yen Chin!” gasped the
*hinee.

life every time, Gunten,” said Bob. “I mean

that, so lock out for squalls.”

“You interfering hound!”

“Enough of that!” rapped out Bob. “If you
don’t want the shape of your face altered, you'd
better keep a civil tongue.”

The Swiss set his teeth.

Yen Chin, grinning, went on towards the log
schoolhouse, and Gunten made a rush after him.
Bob Lawless promptly caught him by the
shoulder, and spun him round, and the Swiss was
stretched on the ground.

“Now get up, and put up your hands!” said
Boh.

Gunten got up, but he did not put up his hands.
He had tried that before, with painful results.
He muttered under his breath and swung away,
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but he did not follow Yen Chin.
his chum in without a word.

In class that morning Yen Chin grinned at the
two Swiss, evidently feeling secure in the pro-
teetion of Frank Richards & Co. Gunten gave
him a dark look. The Swiss was not of a for-
giving nature, and he fully intended to make the
Chinee suffer for the trick he had played on him.

Yen Chin eyed him warily when the Cedar
Creek fellows came out of school. Gunten did
not approach him, however. Bob Lawless’ heavy
fists had to be argued with if he did, and Gunten
did not like the prospect.

But when Cedar Creek went into the lumber
dining-room to dinner Gunten dropped into the
seat next to Yen Chin. Miss Meadows was at the
head of the table, and Yen Chin, feeling quite
safe in the presence of the schoolmistress, grinned
at his neighbour mockingly.

Along with the dinner there were jugs of hot
lemonade, home-brewed by Aunt Sally, the black
cook—a very agreeable beverage on a [frosty
Canadian day.

Gunten reached for a jug, from which the
stoam was rising in a thick cloud, and as he did
so his foot slipped. He fell towards the Chinee,
and the contents of the jug, piping hot, swamped
fairly in the face of the little Celestial,

Swoooosh !

There was a fiendish yell from Yen Clin as he
leaped to his feet.

“Yow-ow-yaup! Yow!l Me
burnee! Ow-ow-ow !

“Gunten, how could you be so clumsy?” ex-
claimed Miss Meadowa.

“I'm sorry, ma'am!” said Gunten
“My foot shppet};"

“Yen Chin
Yooogh !” shrieked Yen Chin,

“Yow-ow-ow |
dabbing wildly at his faca. “Me scaldee! Me

Keller followed

scaldee! DMe

meekly.

hurtee! Ow-ow-ow !”

There was & laugh along the table. The little
Chinee’s antics were comic enough as he mopped
at the streaming liquid. He was not quite

scalded, but he was certainly hurt, for the
lomonade was very hot. His face was the colour
of a boiled lobster when he sat down at the table
agan, -

TI'rank Richards gave the Swiss a grim look
across the table. He was quite well aware that
there had been no accident.

Yen Chin ate his dinner in silence after that.
But presently he reached out for Gunten’s mug.

“Let that alone!” rapped out Gunten; and he
rapped Ven Chin’s knuckles with the handle of
his knife.

“Me solly !” murmured Yen Chin, withdrawing
his hand.

Gunten drank his lemonade, the Chinee waich-
ing him with a peculiar grin.

Frank looked suspiciously at Yen Chin across
the table. His eyes had been upon the Chinee,
and he was almost certain that when the yellow
hand hovered over the mug, something had
dropped from it into the lemonade.

When the fellows came out after dinner, Frank
tapped the Celestial on the shoulder.

“Did you put anything in Gunten's lemonade ?”
asked Frank.

“No puttee.”

“Js that the truth, you young rascal?” Frank
asked suspiciously. He well knew Yen Chin's
truly Oriental disregard for veracity.
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“Honest tluth! No can lie,” said Yen Chin
nieekly,

Frank Richards laughed, and went on into the
schoolground, The snow was thick agninst the
palisade, and the boys were soon busily engaged
in_a snowball Gght.

Frank Richards forgot the incident of the
dinner-table, but it was recalled to his mind when
he came on Kern Gunten moving unsteadily
towards the house. He was about to hurl a snow-
ball when he caught sight of the Swiss’ face. Tt
was pale, and his lips were twitching. Trank ran
to him.

“Are you ill, Gunten?” he exclaimed.

The Swiss groaned.

“I—I don't know. I've got something the
matter. -1 fcel as if I'd been poisoned! Ow!”

“Poisoned |” repeated Frank, with a start.

“Ow! Ow! Lend a hand to the porch.”

Frank, with a chill at his heart, helped the
Swiss to a seat in the porch. Gunten sat down
and pressed both hands to his stomach, the beads
of perspiration thick upon his brow.

“Hallo! What's the matter?” called out Bob
Lawless, as he came up with several other fellows.

“ Gunten's ill.”

“I'm poisoned |” groaned Gunten. “Ow! Ow!”

“What rot!” said Bob. “You've omly got a
pain.”

“Ow! Ow!”

Irank Richards looked round uneasily for Yen

Chin. The Chinee was therc, regarding the Swiss
with a mocking grin. Frank grasped him by the
shoulder.

“You young madman!” he muttered. *“What
have you donef”

“ Allee light; me killee Guntee,” said Yen Chin
calmly. “CGuntee gleat blute; scaldee poor little
Chinee. Me killee 1” :

“IWhat have you done?” exclaimed Frank,
shaking him fiercely. “Did you put anything in
Gunten’s lemonade ?”

“Me puttee.”

Gunten shrieked.

“He's poisoned me! I'm dying!”

“Good heavens !” exclaimed Beauclere.
has the mad young idiot done?”

“Only poison Guntee,” said Yen Chin, and he
looked innocently at the startled, aghast faces
round him. “All selene! Chinee poison velly
quick. Guntee no suffee muchee. In fivee minute
Guntee deadee.”

“Help !” groaned Gunten,
Oh, I'm dying!” .

He leaned back on the seat in the porch, gasp-
ing for breath, his hard face lined with pain,

“Call Miss Meadows!” gasped Lawrence.

Chunky Todgers ran into the house to seek the
schoolmistress.

“No callee Missee Meadee !” exclaimed Yen
Chin. “No goodee. Guntee dcadee in fivee
minute. No mattee; only foleign tlash 1”

Gunten groaned.

“You mad young idiot!” breathed Bob Lawless.
“Don’t you know what you've done?”

“Yes; me killee Guntee.”

Miss Meadows came hastily out of the school-
house, followed by the horror-stricken Chunky,
Her face was pale.

“What is this?” she exclaimed, as her eyes fell
upon the groaning Swiss,

“I'm poisoned!” muttered Gunten. “I'm
dying! Oh, the awful pain!”

“Good heavens! What—"

(Continued on page 36.)

“What

“Send for a doctor!
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A free feature which brings togcther rcaders all over the
werld for the purpeose of exchanging views on malters of mutual
rerest.  If you wish to reply to a notice publishcd here you

! wrile to the Pen Pal cﬂ‘recr. Notices for publication
theuld be accompenied by the coupon on this page, and poste
ta Ize GEM, Fleetway House, Farringdon Streel, London,
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I, Hinten, 8, Gordon Strect, Hopeman, Morayshire,
Seotland ; interested in animals,

R. Rorke, 1250, Pretorius Strect, Hatfield, Pretorvia,
T:unsvaal, South Africa ; age 12-15; stamps, photo-
graphy ; British Empire.

A. XNielson, “ Chepstow,” Jennings Road, 8t. Albauns,
Eerts ; age 10-14 : anywhere; sports and music.

M. Tidswell, 13, Xorriane Avenne, Clarence I,
Adrelaide, Australia ; pen pals; anywhere,

Miss J. Laming, 372, Hannan Street, Kalgoorlle, Western
Augtralia ; girl correspondents, age 15-18 ; interested in
general topies, sport and stamp collecting ; anywhere,

J. Burns, 73, MePherson Street, Moonee Ponds, W.4,
Victoria, Australia ; age 14-16; swimming, cricket,
cveling, aud photograpliy ;3  Aweriea, British Lmpire,
¢hina, or any other Eugliail-spcaking country.

M, MeBean, 21, Grant Avenue, Kose Park, Southern
Australia ; stamps; Malta, Amerlca, Indin. )

_ D, Cooke, 16, Bchmore Road, Lorn, West Maitland,
N.5.W.,, Ausiralia ; age 0-10; stamps, books and filins ;
anywhere except Australin and the Cape of Good Hope.

Miss M. Giquel, 71, Lower Main Road, Observatory,
Capetown, South Africa ; girl correspondents ; age 14-18;
anywhere,

Abu Baker bin Al Bashal, Kampongz Kuchal, Ipoh,
Terak, I'".M.8., Malaya ; age 14-17; photography, fret-
work, evellng,

Miss M. McCloskey, 8, Rosmeen Gardens, Glenageary,
Co. Dublin ; girl correspondents, age 17-18; reading,
pames and swimming, .

J. P. Dunlop, 30, Declaware Strect, Ravenhill Road,
RBelfast, Northern Ireland ; pen pals; lLome or abroad,

1. Kind, 06, Grove Road, St. Saviour's Road, Leicester;
sge 18 upwards ; would like to correspond with really
keen philatelista,

A. Clayton, 74, Vietoria Street, Fleetwood, Lanes ;
age 16-17; stamps; Belgian Congo, Ceylon, Egypt,
V'reuch Colonies, Iceland, Jamaica, Japan and Tasmania,

K. Linsdell, 17, Durham Terrace, Bayswater, London,
W.2'; "age 14-18; local vicws, newspapers, general
correspondence ; all letters amswered; anywhere over-
gras,

J. R. MacFarlane, 1883, De Bicncourt Strect, Cote St.
Taul, Montreal, Canada ; stamps; British Empire.

A. T. Clark, 22, Sandringham Road, West artlepool,
Co. Durham ; age 11-14; stamps, sports.

M. Crowell, 6, Jubilee Terrace, Morley, nr. Leeds, Yorks ;
ape 12-13 ; stamps, newspapers, coins and sports ; India,
south Africa, Canada, U.B.A,

B. Stack, Arnprior, Ontario, Canada ; any subjcct; all
Irtters answered ; overseas,

Miss V. Lee, Arnprior, Ontario, Canada ; girl correspon-
dents 3 any subject, all letters answered ; anywhere,

Miss E, Brett, Westwards Farm, P.0. Iontaineblcau,
via Johannesburg, Transvaal, South Africa ; girl cor-
n-sfondcnts, age 10 upwards; posteard views, stamps
anet snaps ; anywhere.

UNITY CLUB. Mcmbers wanted in all parts of the
world, Club badges and monthly magazine issued, All
sports, hobbics, collecting, ete., catered for., Boys and
girls, age 10-20. Details from H. Regan, Secretary, The
Unity Club, 4, Knowsley Road, London, 85.W.11.

' G. Beal, 153, Strathyre Avenue, ﬁorhury, London,
8.W.18 ; age 15-16; stamps, postcards; anywhere.

D. H. Hunter, 59?. Burke Road, Hawthorn, ¥.6, Mcl-
weurne, Vietoria, Australia ; age 10-17; exchauging
stamps ; any British possession exccpt Australia, Eng-
land, Canada, and New Zealand.

_Miss E, McCulloch, 58, City Road, Walton, Liverpool, 4 ;
#irl correspondents, age 14-17; sports or any other sub-
jeets 3 anywhere,

Miss I. Peterson, 142, Greyling Street, Pietermaritzburg,
Scoth Africa ; girl correspondents, age 16-18; stainps,
uniywhere. )

R. Yaffe, 21, Menlove Gardens West, Calderstones,
Liverpool, 18 ; sports, stamp collecting ; abroad.
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R. Davis, 57, Tadyvmoor Road, Coscley, Staffs ; any
age; stamps; British Empire; all letters answercd.

Liau Eug Seng, 16, loon Send Road, Singapore, Strails
Settlements ; stamps, posteards, magazines, E‘purts.

Miss L. Harvey, 6, Eresby Mews, Ereshy Road, Kilburr,,
London, N.W.6 ; girl correspondents age 15-17 ; abroad.

J. Swift, 1, Court, 2, North Parade, Mouut Pleasant,
Batley, Yorkshire ; sports, reading, flms or ‘scouting ;
New Zealand, South Africa, Egypt or Straits Bettlements,

. Bide, 5, Antonio Sfreet, Bootle, Liverpocl, 20 ;
stomps, drawing and gardening ; anywhere,

J. Begley, 10, Peterson Street, Salford, 5, Lanes
.'!Bgt_‘.t 10-11; stamps and aviation ; anywhere except Gt.

ritain,

Miszs D. Crawford, 41, Rosegrove Lan:, Rosegrove,
Buruley, Lanes; girl correspondents, age 14-18 ; reading,
daneing, dance musie ; any couniry. ;

L. Satehell, 133, Oakridee Road, Downliam, Bromley,
Kent ; age 16-25 ; sports, stamps, iiling, eycling, campiog,
suaps, dancing ; anywhere.

D. Coker, 21, Winchester Way, Croxley Green, Herts ;
age 18 @ spovk, films, musie ; South Ameriea or Mexico.,

3. Burgess, 52, Wheatley Hall Road, Doncaster, Yorks ;
age 16-20; Dbooks, stamps, sports, fllms, competitions,
rxchiange magazines, newspapers and posteards ; any-
where.
ke G. Toone, 533, Westward Road, Sncinton, Nottingham ;
stamps ;. anywhere, espeeinlly crown colonics and nian-
datory territories ; all letters answered.

Miss J. Warren, 13, Upper Strect, Port TLlizaboth,
South Africa ; girl correspondents, age 19-21; sports
ﬁllnlls and general topics ; Australia, India, Canada and
China,

Miss H, Colen, 78, Newland Street, Waverley, Syduoey,
New South Wales, Australia ; girl correspondents, age
13-17; stamps, sports, photographs, drawing, lettering
and designing ; all letters answered ; any part of the world.

R. Paterson, 22, Frederick Street, Unley, Adelaide,
South Australia ; stamps; Ceylon, Jamaica, Malta,
Blugapore, ,

It. Green, 194, Fernhead Road, Xilburn, London, W.9 ;
age 11-13 ; stamps, photographs ; overseas.

W. Gumersell, 152, Skinnerthorpe Road, Firvale,
Sheffield 9 ; age 14-10; sporb, cycling and exchanging
magazines ;  anywhere except Ewpgland ; all letters
angwered.

Miss B. Redpath, Devon Lodge, Knoll Road, Bexley,
Kent ; girl correspondents, age 12-15; any subjects
anywhere, y

A. Payne, 73, Bassingham Road, Wandsworth, London,
S.W.18 ; agc 12-15; stamps and matchbox tops; any-
where execept British Isles,

0. Mallett, 4802, Verdun Avenue, Apt. 1, Verdun,
?lg}‘bf.‘c, Canada ; stamps, general topics ; Africa and West
ndics, : :

Miss &, Lock, 24, St. Phillip Street, East Brunswick,
Mclbourne, Victoria, Australia ; girl correspondents,
age 17-22 ; all sports ; any country. b

Miss L. Callaghan, 14, Hennessy Avenue, St. Kilda,
Melbourne, Victoria, Australia ; girl correspondents
age 17; all sports, photography, reading, dancing and
truvelling ; any country, g
_ Miss T. Shahabuddin, 7, Hungerford Strect, Caloutta,
Bengal, India ; girl correspondents, age 16-20; stamps,
magazines, reading, musie, cooking and pieture eards ;
Ireland, Wales, Scotland, I'rance, Germany, Denmark,
Norway, Italy, | |

B. Sackey, Methodist Senior School, P.O. Box 144,
Cape Coast, Gold Coast, B, W. Africa ; age 13-16 ; football,
reading, newspapers ; Brilish Isles and Canada. i

R.. Peuprase, Victoria Estate, via Ingham, N. Queenz=
land, Australia ; aviation, phofas and coins ; anywhere,

V. Patterson, 1, East Avenue, Newton Square, Jamaica,
B. W. Indies ; age 13-14 ; stamps; any part of British
Empire, Canada and Jamaica, 8. Matalon, 6f, Sokolow
Street, Tel-Aviv, Palestine ; stamps and music ; Ceylon,
told Coast, Malta, SBouth Africa, New Zealand, Rhodesia,
and St. Helena.

I. Mugford, 19, Moore Road, Bly, Cardiff, 8. Wales ;
age 12-143; stamps; British Empire, Africa, India,
Egyvpt and Bombay. :

PEN PALS COUPON
21-1-39
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SUCCESS AND GOOD FORTUNE ARE J.1CK DRARKE'S REWARD FOR HIS EXYFORTS TO WIN

THROUGH ON

it | say, Daub, it was all spoof—Drake’s as rich

as a millionaire ! " said Tuckey Toodles. * Yah!

Aren’t you sorry you gave him the marble eye
—what 7 He, he, he ! "

“Au Revoir !

$6CVAY ‘ Au revoir,” but not * Good-bye* 17
Dick Rodney spoke with a smile. And
Jack Drake smiled, too, as he paused on
the hill and looked back towards the old Benbow
and the shining waters of the Chadway.

It was the last day of the term. St. Winifred’s
had “broken up.” The 8t. Winny’s crowd were
dispersing to the four quarters of the kingdom,
and the old warship, at 1ts moorings in the Chad-
way, was almost deserted.

Most of the fellows were going on to Kingsford
Junction in the school buses, but the two chums of
the Fourth had chosen to walk, They had a good
deal to say to one another before they parted for
the vacation,

It had been a difficult term for Jack Drake, and
it had seen a good deal of change in him. The
most careless fellow :n the Fourth at St. Wim-
fred’s, Drake had rettled down into one of the
steadiest workers, and he had won his reward,
Apgainst many obstacles—many of them placed in
his way by his old enemy, Daubeny of the Shell—
he had struggled manfully, and he had attained
success. For in the result of the examination for
the Tounders’ Scholarship, “J. Drake ” was the
first name on the list, with Frank Eslcourt’s
second. And so it was “Au revoir,” and not
“(Qood-bye,” when he left the old Benbow with
the St. Winny’s erowd at ‘he end of the term.

Drake smiled, and his face was thoughtful as he
looked back from the hill at the old masts of the
Benbow rising over the trees.

“It's ripping, Rodney !” he said. “I owe most
of it to you, old chap.  You kept me at it.”

“Well, T helped,” smiled Rodney. “T'll take

Tue Cirv Liprany.—Ne, 1,614

THI:

DBENBOW.

JACK DRAKE
MAKES
GOOD!

By Owen Conquest.

that credit to myself. And now you're safe for
three years at 85t. Winny's,”

“That's a good deal,” said Diake.
isn't only that, Now my peoplé arve poor——
1o paused. *Well, if I'd had to leave I suppose
I should have heen a burden on them. That won't
happen now at any rate. And—and the money
that goes with the schol will be more than I shall
need. I shall be able to help at home if it's
needed. Just think of thatt”

Drake's face was very bright.

Daubeny & Co, woula have been surprised if
they had been present. Drake’s words did not
gsound much like those of a fellow who, only a
term before, had spent money as if it had neo
value, and never given a thought to the morrow,.
Hard times had changed Jack Drake for the
better. The best that was in him had been
brought to the top.

“And it

n
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Jack Drake has had a hard struggle to

make geod at St, Winny's for the sake

of his parents. Yet in his hour of

triumph he spares a thought for another’s
failure.
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“I say, Rodney, we'll have a jolly time next
term on the Benbow,” he went on.

“We will!” agreed Roduey.

“No more s_apping for a dashed old schol !” said
Drake, laughing. " “ And we'll put Daub & Co. in
their proper place.”

. Wﬁich is the back seat !” laughed Rodney.

“ Lxactly 1”

“Hallo! That's Estcourt.”

Drake’s face clouded a little
Rodney’s glance down the hill.

Estcourt of the Fourth was coming up from the
direction of tha river, walking slowly, his eyes
on the ground. Estcourt’s face was deeply
clouded, as the juniors could see, even in the
distance.

“Poor old Esteourt!” muttered Drake. “1ITe
came awfully near beating me.”

““Not quite, fortunately.”

“But it's hard on him. 1 know e neecded the
schol as much as T do,” said Drake. “Tt means
the finish for him at 8t. Winny's, I'm afraid.
That takes away a lot of the pleasure.”

He made a movemert to walk on, but paused

as he followed
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sgain, snd the (wo juniors waited for Estcourt
10 come up.

Estcourt did naot gee them f1ll he was very close,
He was deeply immersed in thought. e started
a little as he cbserved the chums of the Fourlh,
end his pale cheeks flushed,

"You fellews walking, too?” he remarked.

“Yes; baggage gone on in the bus” said
Rodney,. “Ig suppose we shall see you on the
Tenbow next term, Esteourt ”

The junior shook his head with a bitter smile.

“Ne; I'm leaving,” answered Estecourt. “Can’t
ke helped. There’s no secret about my cires. It
was 2 twist for my people to keep me at St
Winny's at all. and it all depended on the scliol
whether I could stay. And Drake’s bagged it.”

“T'm awfully sorry, old chap!” said Drake.

“Not sorry you bagged the scholi” said
Estcourt, smiling,
“No; sorry you couldn't bag it, too. I'd have

#ood out if I'd been able—you know that.”

“I know. You're a good chap,” said Estcourt.
“T asked vou to stand out, didn’t I? Like my
eheelk | But, you see, I'd counted on it. I knew
I could beat the vest. I was a bit unreasonahle
that night when I jawed to you on the deck of the
Benbow, I'm sorry.”

“Not at all; it’s all right,” said Drake. “I'm
uniully sorry you're leaving, But if I hadn’t
come out on top I should be leaving. This rather
Jeaves a bitter taste in the mouth, though.”

“Oh, don’t worry! I'm glad it turned out as it
did,” said Esteourt. “I—T » e paused and
fiushed crimson. *Drake, T ought to beg your
parden before we part. The night before the
exam Daubeny lalked to me. He—he made me
an offer—a certain way of winning the exam ¥

“Blessed if I see how Daubeny had anything fo
do with that1” said Drake, in astonishment,

“By foul play, I mean.”

" Iisteourt 1

“I—I knocked him down,” said Estcoart.

“Good for you!”

“But—hut afterwards—I—it meant g0 much fo
me,” said Estcourt, in a low voice. “I—I went
10 him afterwards. He gave me some stulf—some
chemist’s stuff, 1—I was to put it in something
for you. You remember T asked you into the
canteen—"

Drake started.

" Esteourt, you never——

“Ne, I didn't. You were puzzled when you saw
rae piteh the bottle out of the canteen window into
the river. That was it.”

“Oh !” said Drake, with a deep breath,

“T couldn’t do it,” muttered Esteourt. “If I'd
nohbled you, as that rascal wanted, you'd have
lost. the examn., You weouldn’t have been fit for it.
1'd have bagged it. 1 came sceond, anyhow,
But—hut I'mm  glad—jolly glad—that I mnever
rlayed such a dirty trick. I'm pgoing, but I'in
going with a clean conscience. I—I heg your
jardon, old {fellow, for letting such a votien
thought come into my head at all.”

“My dear old chap!” said Drake, in a moved
veice. ‘' You couldn’t have done it. You couldn't
have been quite yourzelf when you let that cad
rat such an idea inta your head. As for Daub,
111 veckon with that rotter next term.”

“T'm glad you don’t bear any malice, anyhow,”
wuttered Esteourt. “1 was poity to think of such
n thing for a minute. If 1’d won the schol that
way 1 couldn’t have kept it. I'm glad I had sense
enough at the last minute to think better of it,
Geod-bye, you fellows. I'm’ staying here for a
bit.”

Tha chums of the Fourth sheck hands with
Isteeurt, and walked on towards Kingsford.
Frank Estcourt remained on the hill, staring back
towards the masts of the Benbow—taking a long,
last look at the school to which he was saying
good-bye [or ever,

Homeward Bound !

ACK DRAKE'S face was clouded as he walked
on with his chum, and the solitary figure on
the hill disappesred behind.

“1t doesn’t scem quite fuir somchow, Rodney,”
he zaid, after o long silence. * Hstcourt was fag-
ging for whole terms to work for the schol, and I
waded in almost at the last.”

“It's hard on him,” said Rodney. “Bub it
would have been hard on you if you'd lost.”

“Of course, it can't be helped. But I'd give a
good deal if poor old Estcourt could come back
next term,”

The chums walked on in silence for a time.

Kingsford came in sight, with a crowded
St. Winny's bus rolling into the town in the
distance.

“We part at the junction, 1 suppese?” said
Drake. *“Well, we shall be meeling again next
term, at all events.” .

“T'w glad of that,” said Rodney.

“Yes, rather! I[—I wonder what it's like at
home! I—I'm a bit puzzled.”

“Your people will be pleased 7”

“No doubt about that. But there's something I
dou’t guite catch on to,” said Drake thou htfuﬁy.
“¥You remember when my father came down fo
St. Winny's he was rather cut up because it looked
as if I hadn’t been working hard—hadn’t been
keeping my word? I—T was rather letting things
slide for a bit. Well, while he was on the Benbow
he told me he had brought me some news.”

“Yeas?”

“But, after sccing how things stood, he didn't
tell me the news, whatever it was, He said that
I was to prove that I could keep my word, or
somelhing io that cffect. What the news was I
Idon’t, know; I suppose I shall know when I geé
wme.” ’

“That’s edd,” said Dick Rodney.

“Tsn't it? T can’t linagine what it was; good
news, I suppose, of some kind, but I’m blcssed
il T can guess what. And that isn’t all. The
whole bisney is rather quecr. I've told you that
uty pater’s poor; he was ruined by the slump.
When I left houte the place was to be sold up; the
negotiations were alrecady going on.”

“"Then you're wuot going back to your old
quarters 7”

“That's the queer parl—I am,” said Drake.
“Trather’s said nothing about a new address; he's
written o me to come home as usual. They must
be still in the old show, so the house hasn't been
parted with. [t’s rather a big place—cxpensive,
you know. Iow has the pater been keeping it
on? It beats me.”

“¥ou'll know when you get home.” .

“Yeos, I suppose so. But I've been thinking
about it a lot the last week or two. Well, here's
Kingsford.”

“IIallo, Drake, old loy!?

Teodles of the Fourth,

A heavily laden bus was rolling in, and Tuckey
Toodles waved a fat and grubby hand to his
studymate. .

* Hallo, porpoise ¥ answered Drake cheerily.

“Come on to the station!” hooted Toodles.
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"I've got your traps here, keeping an eye on them
for you. I say, I want to speak to you, Drake.”

The fat junio: jumped from the slowly moving
bus, and joined tIJw two chums as they walked on
to the station, )

“You bagged it, after all, dear old boy!” said
Toodles affectionately. “I knew you would! Put
your money on our study; that's what I said to
all the fellows. But you'll admit, Drake, that I
helped you a good deal.”

“You did 1” ejaculated Drake, in astonishment.

“Yes, rather!” said Tuckey Toodles warmly.
“You're going to admit that, Drake, aren’t you?
Haven't 4 often sat and talked to you, encourag-
ing you—"

“ Interrupting me, you mean!”

“If you're going to be ungrateful, Drake—"

“I am, old chap, as far as you're concerned |”
sald Drake, laughing.

“I know you're only joking, of course,” said
Tuckey Toodles cheerfully, “I'm making no
secret of the fact that it was chiefly due to me
that you bagged the schol. Raik says that you
ought to whack it out with me. I'm speaking of
the money that goes with it. Raik thinks I ought
to have half.”

“Raik’s pulling your silly leg, you fat duffer t”

“Well, I won't claim half; I'm a generous chap,
What I think is, you can stand me a fiver,”

“Make it a bob1” suggested Drake.

“Oh, I say!”

Tuckey Toodles seemed unable to express his
feelings at that suggestion. The juniors arrived
at the station, and then Tuckey found his voice
again,

! | say, Drake, are you coming in my train?”

“Well, hand over that bob!”

* What bob 7”

“Didn’'t you tell me to make it 2 bob?#”
demanded Tuckey indignantly. “I've accepted the
offer.”

Drake chuckled, and tossed a shilling, which
Tuckey caught in his fat palm. Shillings were
not so plentiful with Jack Drake as in the old
days, but he felt that he could spare that small
sum, as he was not to see Rupert de Vere Toodles
again for some da¥3.

“There's time for a little refreshment; the
train’s not in yet,” said Toodles, as he slipped the
coin_into his pocket. “Now, my idea was to
stand you two fellows a feed here—>

“Not a bad idea.”

“But I've had a pound note blown away

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 say, where are you fellows off to? Don't
huzz off and leave a chap—— Yah! Rotters!”

Tuckey made that final remark as Drake and
Rodney vanished into the thronging crowd of
St. Winny's fellows in the station.

A quarter of an hour later Drake had shaken
hands with his chum for the last time, and the
train was bearing him away home.

»

Great News !
i ASTER JACK |»
The chauffeur touched his eap as Jack
Drake came out of the station, after his
journey home,
Drake eyed him with surprise as he nodded.
“You here to meet me ?” he asked.
“Yes, sir. Mr. Drake's sent the car.”
“The car ?” repeated the junior blankly.
“Here it is, sir.”
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“Well, my hat !”

Drake opened his lips to speak again, but closed
them. -He was puzzled and mystified, but he could
see that the chauffeur was surprised by his
astofishment, and he said nothing further. He
took ‘his seat in the Rolls-Royce, and sank -back
on the cushions in a state of bewilderment as the
chauffeur drove on the homeward way.

It was the same car and the same chauffeur,
and he was going to the same home! What did
it mean?

For a moment he almost wondered whether the
last termy had been a dream—whether his father’s
fall from fortune had been merely a figment of
the imagination. '

The .junior arrived home like a fellow in a
dream.

The Lodge was the same as of old; there seemed
no change, He ran in to grcet his mother, and
his face brightened as he saw her. The care-worn
look on her face, which he remembered from a
term ago, was gone, and she greeted him with a
happy smile.

, After the first greetings had been exchanged the
junior’s curiosity broke out in bewildered
questions.

¥Mother, what does it all mcan? Has any-
thing happened? How is it we are still here?”

Mrs. Drake smiled softly.

“Your father has news for you, Jack.”

“Bo he told me on the Benbow a few wecks
back. But—I don’t understand—-"

“He is waiting for you in the library, my boy.
Go to him now.’

“Yes, mother.” :

Jack Drake was still feeling like a fellow in a
dream as he entered the dusky old library, his
father’s favourite room. It was in that room that
he had heard the crushing news a term ago—that
he had learned that his riches were gone; that
hard work and straitened mecans were to be his
future lot. It came back into his mind now as
his father rose to greet him,

*Jack, my boy 1™

Mr, Drake shook hands with his son cordially.
The news of the junior’s success in his task had
E;eceded him, His father knew that he had kept

is word.

“Well, I've done it!"” said Drake, with a smile.

“You have done as I believed you would, my
boy,” said his father. “It was only a question of
whether you would realise your duty and resolve
to do it.” -

“1 mightn't have pulled it off, you know. One
of the other fellows ran me very close—poor old
Estcourt.”

“If you had come in second or third, Jack, I
should have been satisfied. It would have proved
that you had tried hard.”

3 ‘;IBul it wouldn’t have kept me at St. Winifred’s,
ad.”
Hiz father smiled.

“Sit down, Jack; I have something to tell you.”

“The news you were going to tell me at St
Winng's, that day?”

1) Yes-,!'

“Why didn't you tell me then, dad?”

“I was disappointed in you,” answered hig
father quielly  “You had not kept your word,
Jack, and it locked as if you were going to slip
hack into your old ways. Now you have proved
yourself.”

“It—it wasn't easy, dad,” faltered Jack. “I've
had a good bit of a tussle at 8t. Winny's.”

“I am sure of that. But it has done you good."”

“I suppose it has. In fact, I'm sure it has,”
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said Jack. “I—I've thought a lot of times how I
tcck the bad news when you told me in this roewmr
a term ago. I—I was a selfish beast, dad.”

“Not quite so bad as that; you were thought-
less, A little thoughtless for others, I am afraid,
my boy. Dut your have learned a lesson since then.
It was that you might finish learning it, Jack,
that I did not tell you the news I came to tell you
that day on the Benbow.”

“And the news, dad? I—I think I can guess
now.}

“Matters have been very much improved, my
toy, since you were last at home,” said Mr. Drake.
“1t scemed, then, that all I had was gone—doubt-
fal if I could do more than discharge my obliga-
tions, leaving us little or nothing. My fortune
has mended, Jack. You would hardly understand,
rerhaps, if I explzained.”

“The money hasn’t gone?” asked the junior, in
wender.

“It was gone. All that I had left was some-
thing which, at the time, had no market value,”
said Mr, Drake. “In my prosperous days I had
made an investment in West Africa—a tin arca
:"In Nigeria. I expected little or nothing from it.
ut——"

“But ?” exclaimed Jack breathlessly.

“But there have been ditcoverics on that land.
I: has proved to be one of the richest tin areas in
Nigeria. Ii ha: now been sold to half a dozen
companies to work for tin. And now "—DNv.
Drake paused for a moment—*now, Jack, we are
more wealthy than we have ever been before in
the best of the old times."”

“My only hatl”

“That is the news I should have given you that
c¢ay on board the Benbow if you had not dis-
appointed me. But as matters stoad, 1 thought it
hetter to let you keep on and pull through by
wour own efforts, Jack, and prove the stuff that
was in you.”

The junior’s face was very hright,

“You were right, dad—quite right,” he caid.
‘But now—we're not poor

tl'.\','o‘li

“We've got heaps of tin—I mean money—just
like we used to have?”

“Heaps ! said Mr. Drake, with a smile.

*IIurrah

“The next moment Mr. Drake was startled by the
«:icht of his son exccuting a war-dance round the
library table. His brow clouded a little.

a ;’ack !l,

* Yes, Drake stopped. “Sorry! I
couldn’t help it, T feel so jolly !

“* My dear boy. I hope you are not thinking that
enr change of circumstances give you a right to
fell back into your old habits of slackness.”

" &as‘}lier 1" exelaimed the junior reproachfully.

1) .'C "

“1 was thinking of old Bsteourt.”

“Tsteourt I repeated Mr. Drake.
Estcourt "

“You've met him, I think, father—one of the
Fourth at St. Winny’s. He's a bit of a Dbook-
worm, bui a rveally gocd chap. And I've beaten
him for the schol

And Drake pourcd out Esteourt’s story breath-
lessly, MMr. Drake listened quietly, his eyes on lis
Lon.

“ And what does this lead to, my boy ?” he asked,
et last

“Well, if we're rich von ean pay my fees at St.
Winmy's, as vou used to do, father M

“Certainly
“Then I shan’t neod the schol.”

“Who is
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“You will not need it.” .

“Then can't I stand out and let old Isteourt
have 1t7” exclaimed Drake. *‘lle was second on
the list, and not far bchind wme. All the rest
were nearly nowhere.”

Mr. Drake’s look was very tender,

“My dear boy!” he said. “You were thinking
of that—of your schoolfellow—"

“Naturally.”

“You shall have your way, Jack. T will wrile
to Dr. Goring to-day. The matter can ecasily bo
arranged, ane the scholarship will be handed to
the next on the list. I did not intend that vou
should keep it, after learning that it was nat
needed. 1t was founded for poor scholars, Jack,
and you are not a poor scholar now. We should
not be justified in keeping it.”

“ And old' Ksteourt can haye it??

“ Tndoubtedly.”

*Hurrah 1”

— —

Back Again!

HAT vacation was a happy one for Jack
Drake. Tortune was smiling on him again,
and ihe smiles of fortune were more enjoy-

ahle after the long days of trial.

His good news was soon communicated to Dick
Rodney, and Rodney came over to the Lodge to
gpend part of his holidays there.

If Tuckey Toodles had known, most assuredly
Tuckey would have come without waiting for the
formality of being asked to do so. Yortunately
Tuckey did not know.

During the vacation BMr. Drake visited the
Head of St. Winifred’s to malke (he arrangements
concerning the Founders’ Scholarship. And that
matter . was arranged completely to  Jack's
satisfaction,

The holidays passed all too quickly.

But the chums of the IFourth were nob sorry,
all the same, when the time came to refurn ta
the sclool on the river.

“You're coming up with me, Rodney,” Drake
snid, a few days beforve the vacation ended. “I'm
going up in the car—no dashed trains this fime—
and you're coming, too—sce? I want io see
Daubeny's face.”

And Rodnoy laughed and assented.

On tho apening day of ilie new term two youths
in exceedingly high spirits started in the Rolls-
Royee for the school on the river.

When the car came through Chade, the village

T T
DETECTIVE KERR INVESTIGATES.
Solution:

Kerr: It was fairly clear that Skimpole had
put his cap down in Racke’s study when he called
to deliver Banks’® message, and forgotten it
Knowing that Racke and his cronies had placed
hets with Banks, the cvidence scemed to point
conclusively to Racke, Crooke, Mecllish, or Scrope
as Lhe culprit. Bui then I remembered Banks
said that he had taken bets from five juniors.
Skimpole had said Carker of the Grammar 2chool
was with Racke & Co. when he visited them.
Racke readily produced proof that he and his
three friends had been in the Wayland Empire at
tha time of the incident—the cincima half-tickets.
All T did then was to get in tonch with Gordon
Gay. Gay “settled up” with Cavker, the real
culprit! And St. Jim's gallantly won tho replay,

3—2.
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street was sprinkled with St, Winifred’s fellows
gathering for the new term. From the village
slation a fat figure was emerging, as the car
slackened in the village street. Tuckey Toodles
velled to the chums.

“Hold on, Drake!

“Right-ho 1”

The car stopped and Tuckey Toodles clambered
in. His face was as fat and grubby as ever.

“Tear old boys, so glad to see you again!”
burbled Toodles. “I’ve had a terrific time in the
vac—simply terrifie 1”

“J told you to wash your face during the vac,
Tuckey. Why didn’t you?"

“He, lie, he! I say, how much are you paying
by the hour for this car, Drake?”

Drake chuckled.

“Nixeys "

Tuckey Toodles opened his eyes wide.

“Somebody lent it to you for the day?” le
asked.

“ Exactly.”

Give a fellow a Lift!”

“1 say, who was it?” exclaimed Toodles
cagerly. “I'd like to know that chap.”

“Ha, ha! My father.”

“Oh crumbs! Isn't your father hard up any
more?”

EFNO-’,

“Oh! I—TI say, Jacky, dear old boy, I never

did quite swallow that yarn about your being
hard up,” said Toodles, shaking his head sagely.
“It was really too thick, you know. 1 knew you
were spoofing, all the time. He, he, he!”

“Then you knew more than I did!” said Drake,
laughing.

“You couldn’t take me in, you know. I knew
it all the time. But I stuck to you while you
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were poor, old chap, didn’t I? That’s what 1
call being a faithful pal.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Drake and Rodney.

“Well, I did, you know—stuck to you like glue,
when Daub & Co. gave you the marble eye. Loyal,
I call it. Say, Drake, have you really got plenty
of dibs, like you used to have?”

“More,” grinned Drake.

“Oh, I say, that’s corking! I say, Drake—TI'll
tell you what. I had a pound-note blown away
last term——"

“Go hon!”

“You lend me a pound,” said Tuckey Toodlcs,
“and—and if that note is—is ever found in the
viver I'll hand it to you.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” -
To Tuckey’s astonishment and delight a pound-
note was forthcoming, Nothing more could have

been needed to prove to Toodles that Drake was
indeed wealthy once more, and that he, Toodles,
had been his most loyal and faithful chum in
the days of adversity.

Tuckey was fairly bubbling with affection as the
big car rushed on by the road to the river.

When it halted outside the gates of the gang-
way another car was there, from which Daubeny,
Iigan, and Torrence of the Shell were alighting.

Daubeny & Co. glanced at the Rolls-Royee, and
at Drake and his companions, in surprise.

Drake did not seem to see Vernon Daubeny.

As soon as the dandy of the Shell became
acquainted with the new state of affairs it was
only too likely that there would be friendly over-
tures from him; but if they came, Drake knew
how he intended to meet them. IIe was never
likely to be friendly again with the black sheep
of St. Winifred's.

Tuckey Toodles grinned at the bucks of the
Shell as he rolled out of the car. He wagged a
fat and grubby forefinger at them.

“Yah!” was his greeting.

Drake dismissed the ear when the baggage had
been landed, to walk over the gangway to the
school on the warship. Daubeny & Co. were still
staring.

“Yah!” went on Toodles. “D'vou licar me,

Daub? I said *Yah!"”

“Shurrup, sou funny little idiot!” snapped
Vernon Daubeny.

“Yah! I say, Daub, it was nll spoof—Drake’s

as rich as a millionaire!” said Tuckey Toodles.
“Rolling in- it—fairly oozing oof, you know!
Yah! Aren’t you sorry vou gave him the marble
eye—what? He, he, he!” _

And. leaving the bucks to digest that playful
remark, Tuckey rolled on after Jack and Rodney,
quite determined to constitute himself Jack
Drake's best and closest chum for ever.

“(0Oh gad I was all Daubeny said.

But he thought a great deal.

Drake and Rodney hurried down to bag their
study—Study No. 8. Tuckey Toodles rolled in
affer them.

“Here we are again, old tops!” he chirruped.
1 suppose you'll refurnish the study now, Drake,
same as I did last term? I’ll sce to it for you,
You hand me fifty pounds.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Well, twenty. You
pounds 1y

“Buzz off to the canteen and change a pound-

»

note, Tuckey——

hand me twenty

“Fh? Not mine?”
“Ha, ha! No—this one.”



EVERY WEDNESDAY

35

253 READERS WIN FREE FOOTBALLS!

NOVEMBER ‘' FOOTER-STAMPS’’ RESULT!

Good ‘“'scoring ' was again the teature of our tourth * Footer-Stamps ' (November) prize-

giving.
senders’' names are given here.

Allum, P. 0., Shaltesbury:. Arnold, A., london, 5.E;
Atking, D,, London, N.W.; Baguley, J., Alderley kdge;
Baker, J., London, W.; Baldwin, J. E., Bedford: Barber,
G., Manchester; Barraclough, F., Mirfleld; Barriball, E.,
Exeter: Barter, L. D., Portsmouth; Hatt, A, G., DBristol;
Bell, N., Kentoo; Benson, J.. Bromley; Bexon, J.,
llkeston; Blake, G., Wendlebury: Blake, R. W., Sutton:
Blencowe, J., London, S5.W.; Blott, A., Bletchley; Booker,
S.. Brixworth; Brocklebank, .J., Sevenoaks: Brown, C.,
Glasgow; Brown, R., London, W.; Browu, W., Kenton,
Bryan, R. J., Leicester; Bull. A,, Camberley: Burgin, P.,
Leeds; Butler, R., Fairford; Casajuana, B., Nottingham;
Catchpole, W., Cork; Cave, l., Retford; Charlton, .,
Harrow; Chamberlain, M. ... Dukinfield; Charman. K.,
London, E.: Charman, 8., Mersthum: Chapman, D.,
Coventry; Chapman, R., Plymouth, Chick, .J., Chester;
Clark, D., Dublin; Clark, V., King's Lynn; Clarke, D. H.,
Bediord; Clifford, R, W., Bath; Colewman, B.. London,
W.; Conolly, V., Wembley: Cooksey, G., Tunstall; Cooper,
It. W., Bromley, Cork, A., Dagenham: Corowell, K. 1.,
seven Kings: Cousins, (L, Anm\lnni; Cox, P., London,
N.W.: Cox, R., Addlestone: Craddoek, J. W., Bramhbope:
Crawley, C., Ventnor; Cuthhert, H., Leicester: lavies, B.,
London, N.:; Davis, R. G., Northampton; Davia. V., Wood-
bridge; Dockerty, C., London, 5. W.: Downing, J., llolmes;
Doyle, W., Dunlaoghaire; Drew, N., Westerham; Dunn,
T.. Stokecon-Trent; Katon, J., Langwith: Edser. J.,
Enfield : Edwarnds, J., Waterlooville; Flliowt, J., London,
E.: Ellis, W., Harlow; Emsden, R., Tiverton; Ensor, R.,
Coventry, Faulkuer, J,, Dagenbaon, Fearnhead, L., Man-
chester;  Fineh, J., Luton: Fisher, J.. Winchester;
Fleming, K. M., Ramsgate; FPletcher, R., Billingham:
Foreman, T., Roffey; Ford, K., Netlex . Fordham, J.,
Hindhead ; Fraser, C. A., London, 8.E.; Gates, H., Alton;
Gay. 3., Falmouth; Geere, 1). B., Buckburst Hill: Gilbert,
., Alford; Gill, G., Honiton: Girt, G., Bolton; Goddanl,

N.. Bradford; Goldblum, B., London, N.: Gordon, A.,
London, W.: Gordon, W., Inverness; Gray, W,
Altrincham; Gregory, W. B., Altrincham. Grice. R.,

London, W.: Griffiths, H. D., Newport; Guerri, A,, York;
Hale, R., Westeliff; Hammett, P. J., London, v
Hammond, A., Brightlingsea: Hancock, W. (G,
stable: Harris, R., Northampton; Harrison, E.. Northamp-
ton; Harrison, J., Leagrave; ITart, C., Feltham: Harvey,
K. West Croydon; Hatrey, (., Plymouth: Hayes, .,
Biston Hpa; Iaynes, 5. B.,, Leivester. Haywood, B.,
Coventry; Hazel, D., Plaistow, k., Head, I£., London, I.;
MHealy, P, Cork; Hemmings, A. J., Redmarley; Higgins,
M. I, Marlberough: Hilton, N., Hazel Grove: Hubbs,
D. C., Bristol: Hodgson, N., London, 8.W.: Holmes, E.,
Chesterfield ; orpe, C.. Retlord; Houchin, A., Man-
chester; Hough, R., Bebington; Howes, H., London, K.:
Hunt, D., Newmarket; Hunter, K. R,, Full: Hurst, i1,
Bisthe Bridge: lsherwood, J. R., Coventry: Jackson, A.,
Birmingham; Jackson, 1), London, LK.; .Jfackson, R.,
shetfield; Jennings, D., Guiseley: .Johnson. F., Sandy:

The actual scores that won Free Footballs were 77 ‘‘goals ” and over, and their
A Prize Football has been promptly sent off to these winners.

Jones, 1., Lvesham; Jordan, k., Smethwick; Justice, H..
Southsen; King, A., Peterborough; King, L. A., Barne-
hurst; Kirkby, J., Kendal; Knowles, % Scarborough ;
Leggewt, P., Coplord; Le Moignan, .J., Vauvert; Leng, l;I‘.,
Ripon; Lewis, 1., London, N.; Lewis, K. Walsall:
Lewis, L., Holyweil: Lloyd, G. H., Pwllheli; Lowes, D).,
London, 8.W.; Luxford, D. A., Bethersden; McCabe, 'I'..
Edinburgh; Macdonald, E., Edinburgh; MeCullough, J.
Newtownards: Mabburt, K., Hrixworth: Magraw, K..
Coventry ; Mann, L. 5., Rochdale; Manton, N., Bucking-
bam; Martin, J, l., lpswich: Mason, F., Derby; Massey.
., Northwich; Matthews, I2,, Kilkhampton: Meikle, [..,
Llandudno: Mellor, A., Froghall; Miller, M. BB L. Annes-
on-Sea; Moftatt, A, W, Worksop; Morris, (.. \Wolver
humpton; Motts, F. )., Southminster; Mulvaney, ...
Leeds: Munroe, A., Glasgow: Murphy, B., Haverfordwest :
New, J,, Witley; Newland, P., Leigh-on-Sea; Nicholls.
B. R., sherborne  Nicholls, L.. Oldham; Nobbs, N.,
Bungay; Noble, W. ... London, S.W.; Oliver, W. k..
Coventry; Owen, (. W., Faversham: Palethorpe, |l..
Sale; Parfoot, A.. London, N.W.:; Parkins. L., Poris
mouth; Parry A, Birmingham; Parry, A. R., Holyhead,
Parsons, L., Snodlamd: Parsons. R, sharebam-by-Seq ;
Peake, C. C,, Nunstamon; Pedley, 5. W.. Congletan
l’err‘y. K., Polters Bar; !"hil]if:s. A. F.. Hounslow;
Phillips, 1. J., London, 8.W.: Phillips, J., Carditf; Pip-
kin, I"., Dunstable; Poulter, 3., FFarnborough; Priestley,
T.. Mansfield; Rennie, P.. Kilmarnock : Riddell, J., Bridge
of Weir: Rigden, V. J., London, N.W.: Riglar, D., Bland.
ford:  Ripley, 8,, MHeckmondwike: Rolfe, R.. Henley-on-
I'hames; Robinson., A., Liverpool: Robinson, A. 1., Hull,
Robinson, W. B., West Hartlepool; Reckhill, A., London,
8.0 Ross, ). A, London, S.E.; Rossiter, K.. Lydney:
Rudkin, H.. isdlistown; Rushton, R., Leeds; Sawmson, A ..
St. Quens, Jersey: Sandell, G, A., Norwich: sSchofield, ..
Liverpuol; Shepherd, M. ., Wallingiord; sSheppard, ¥..
London, S.W Shove, 1., Shanklin, Simpson, G..
Leicester: Sime, H., Croydon: Slow, L. J., Northampton .
Nmith, R .4, Wymondham; Smith, 'T., Newmarket.: Hpall
B. C., Bromley: Spence, J., Newton Mearns; Spittie, R.,
Coseley 1 Stavey, P, Radeliffe; Stevens. L.  Oxford:
Stewatt, J., Gracehill; Swopart, R., Edgware: Sulbivan, E..
Bexleyheath; Summers, M., Trowbridge; Sntherland, 1.
'Thornton Meath: Tardivel, A.. 1.'lslet, Guernsey; Taylor,
G, P Harrow: 'Taylor, 1., Kewmpswon; ‘Iavior, L.
Tauwnton; Taylor, P, H., Qlaygate: Tuylor, W., Guildiord |
Tennant, F. L. Bromley: “Vester, Ih L., Woolchureh:

Thorpe, ., Gloucester: Milley. 1., Chadwell Heath:
Tookey, R., Wullington: Towusend, F., Merne Bay |
Turner. A., Wullord; Wadhams, W., London, W,: Wake

field, .., Sealord. Wallace, E. W., l)agenham; Walters,
T. W.., Derby, Wirburton, R.. Iiye: Ward, (., Morden:
Ward, K., ITerne Bay; Wastell, AL, Londou, .. Watson.
Jo Manchester: Webb, R, ). Brighvon: White, R..
Penarth. Whitley, K., London, N.W.. Wiles, 5. Flitwick .
Woods, J.. Chort; Woutten, 1%, Richiond: Wreight, J..
stnekton-on-Tees; Wyawt, D., Camberley.
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Tuckey Toodles carefully stowed 1lie note away
in an inside pockat.

“Ah, that’s right, old fellow!”™ he murmured
contentedly. “Koep to your good resolution all
through the term.” ]

*What vesolution, you chump?*

“Why, not to be so jolly mean as you were last
term.”

“Wh-what the ”

“And always stand by rhe chaps who stood by
vou in your isfortunes.”

Drake burst into a laugh.

“Buzz off and change that
execlaimed.

“My dear old fellow, anything to oblige ! And
Tuckey ‘l'oodles trotted happily away.

There was a step in the passage and Frank
Estcourt looked in., Drake shook hands with him
cheorily.

“Back again!” he remarked.

“Yes." Tsteourt pressed his hand.

pound-note I he

“T'm here

on the Founders’ Scholarship this rerm You can
imagine what 1 felt, Drake, wheu my tuther had
a letter from the Head telling him  thar the
wininer had resigned the schol to the nexi on the
list.  And yvou—yon—-—-"=

“I don't need it. We're all sercne
home.”

“T undersiand. It was generous of you, though.
I shan’t forget ir.” said Estcourt. “It's gool to
be haek at St. Winny's again, isn't ir?”

“Ripping ! said Drake.

And that evening rhere was a erowded party in
Study No. 8 to celebrate the opening of the new
term, at which Tuckey Toodles distinguizshed him-
sell 16 such an extent that deep groans  were
heard proceeding from his hammock after lights
our,

again  al

Next Wednesday: *“THE ST. WINIFRED'S
ELECTION '
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{ YELLOW VENGEANCE! i
g (Continued from page 28.) é
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“Tt was Yen Chin,” said Frank. “He—he must
se mad. I thought he was playing some trick
with Gunten’s lemonade. And he says—he says
he's put poison in it beeause Gunten scalded
hiam 1

Yen Chin nodded.

“ Guntee nearly deadee,” he remarked.
nwiore minute and Guntee guite deadee.
suffee wmuchee painee, Guntee.”

“TIt cannot be possible,” said Miss Meadows,
ighast. “1 do not believe it. You are speaking
fulsely, Yen Chin. lell me the reuth. Have you
veally placed anything in Guuten's drink ?”

“Me puttee 1 powdee.”

“What kind of powder?”

“ Powdee buyee at chemist in Thompson.” con-
fessed Yen Chin,

Miss-Meadows breathed with relief.

“Then it is certainly not poison!” she ex-
claimed. “The chemist would not sell you poison.
It must be a harmless powder.”

Yen Chin grinned.

“Allee light,” he said ecalmly. “Takee one
spoonee full. velly big dosc. Takee thlee gpoonee
fnll, give lots pamn in tummee. Me givee Guntee
thiee spoonce full. Guntee no sce.  Guntee velly
big fool. Guntee have painee. no die”

Gunten almost forgot his pain 1 his rage as he

“Thlee

You no

vealised that once more he lind been the vietim
ol the little Celestial’s couniug.
Frank Richavds gasped with  vrelief.  Miss

Meadows fixed a stern look upon Yen Chin.

THE GEM LIBRARY—EVERY WEDNESDAY

“How dare you play such a trick. yvou wicked
boy,'.’," she exclaimed. “ You have spoken falsely,
100,

“ All Chince tellec whoppee,” said Yen Chin
innocently. “Me playee tlick on Guntoe because
wicked Guntee scaldee Chinee.”

“That was an accident, was it vot, Gunten ™

YWl Yesl ©Ow Y

“Guntee tellee whoppee.”

“There is nothing to be alarmed about,” said
Miss Meadows severely. “Yen Chin, I shall
punish vou. Come into my room!”

The Celestial ceased to grin as he followed Miss
Meadows in. There was a terrific yelling from
the schoolhouse for a few minutes, and then Yen
Chin came oul. doubled up, and still howling

“My hat! Miss Meadows must have laid it on
this time!” exclaimed Frank Richards. He
clapped Yen Chin on the shoulder. * Cheer up,
kid! Why—what—"

Yen Chin suddenly undoubled, as it were, and
looked up at him with a placid grin.

“ Allec light " he said cheerfully.

“Then what were you velling about?” de-
manded Frank indignantly.

The astute Chinee chuckled.

“Yellee muchee so Missce Meadee not hurtee

poor little Chinee.” he explained. “No hurtee,
and no wantee be hurtee—savvy "

“Tla, ha, ha!” roarcd Bob.

IFrank Richards did not speak. He eould only
stare at the astute little rascal. He felt thar Yen
Chin, the wily son of the Flowery Land, was foo
much for bim !
Aert avvel:

“THE TERROR OF CEDAR CREEK!™

BOYS! BOYS!! CUP-TIE NEWS! OFFICIAL!!

¥0OU CAN ENJOY REAL CUP-TIE THRILLS and cxcitement galore with the FAMOUS
SMASHING SHOTS, tricky passcs, DASHING PLAYERS FOLLOWING BALL, great saves, HIGH

GAME
SHOTS. LOW SHOTS, Fouls, Ofsidr, Penaltics, COR
GOALS. OVER 2,500 BOYS IN “NEWFOOTY "

tablecloth. ACTUAL FOO

PLAYED THROUGHOUT BRITISH
SETS 3 11 and 8/-. SUPER SET, WITH CLOTH,
marked out, 3/6 cach, or plain 2/11. PLTIS 4A.

Post Orders,
Guaranteed

ROYAL NAVY

No previous experience required.

A opportunity occurs for men between the ages of
Coand 22 to enter as Seamen for Speeial Serviee, for
7 vears Serviee in the Fleet and 5 years in the Reserve,
From e of 18 or date of entry if above that age.

GOOD FOOD. GOOD PAY. GOOD FRIENDS.

A CHANCE TO SEE THE WORLD.

\sk at the Post Otfice for a copy of “The Roval
Navy as a Career and How to Join 1t which gives
full particnlars and address of nearest Reerniting Office,
or write to the Recruiting Stal Officer, RoNL & R (N),
=3, Whitctiall, London, SW.1.
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FREE, 38 CATALOGUED 12 6. incl. 12
K.ti. V1 oassues. Jubilecs, Coronations ("wlonials,

STAM e, too approval  applicants  seoading 2d.—

P. COCKRILL, 13. Montrell Road. London. S.W.2.

so_iil—ie_r_e_nt FREE. PERAK,

Horseman, Selang

TEALL RULES ADAPTED TO IT.
“ MOST THRILLING.” “ MARVELLOUS.” “ JUST LIKE FOO
JSLES AND ABROAD.
POSTAGE AND PACKING ON ALL ORDERS,

with P.0., to W. L. KEELING, The ** Newfooty *' Co., 38, Barlow’s Lane, Fazakeriey, Liverpool, 9.
Wearest Approach to Actual !‘oo!_-_b;ll Yet Inve'nu!d or Honey_netum_l_ed.

“ NEWYXOoOTY "

NER KICKS, etc. 22 SPECIAL MEN, BALL and

PLAYERS' ASSOCIATION. Played on an ordinary
Tovs and parents write :—* WONDERFUL."
TBALL,” cte. Hundreds of testimonials,
Buy yours now. ONLY or DE LUXE

2/-
10/-. SPECJAL CLOTWFS, SEPARA'i‘EI-Y. 5 X&',

BALLBEARING SKATES

SELF GUIDERS.

These tamous Rollfaxt Skates are
made from best materials, Sieel
Hall-bearing Wheels, Bubber
Cushions, adjustable to
A length Toe Clamp and

¥ <ivan.  Complete wll h Key,

o S e @141
LT> LUDGATE CIRCUS

riner 6d. extra
E ST LONDON E

GEORGE GROSE

506 STAMPS FREE ! MZid\"iai " it v
age {abroad 1/- P.O..

Heguest approvals.—A. EASTICK.
22, BAD KSIDE ROAD. B__DUR_EEMOUTH.

N
B LU s H I NG Shyness,’' Nerves,'' Selt-Consclousness,
9 Worry Habit, Unreasonable Fears,
etc., cured or money back | Complete Course 5/-, Details—
L. A. STEBBING, 28, Dean Road, London, N.W.2.

FREE STAMPS. 1% .7

100 dif ronr np:; frec 10 nli

Senree Afrmadll, 1 HILIPEPINYE (slan fohn . 50 difr, applicants for approvals,  Oppors
Pictoral Trinidad, ANZAC (Cenoiaph).  Postage 2d.: regiest nnitics  of  ohtaiming  further  gifis, Send now to:i—
approvals. —~ROBINSON BROS. (A), Moreton, Wirral, E W. PRENCH, 100. Heights, Northolt Park. Middx,

Printed i Engbond aid piblished every Woednesiay by the Propriciors The Amalermated Pressg L., The Fleetwiny Honge,
Farringdon Street, | on, K., Advertisement offives : The Fleetway Honge, Furringdon Strect, London, K.C.4. Roegisrercd
for transmizien by fuaiia Mn ringes Poist Spberription rates inland and abreond, 1=, per annum; 5%, 6d. for =ix
monthi<, Solic Agentg for ig and New Ziatand 0 Messes, Gordon & Gotel, Lbdo amd dor Santh Africa ; Central News
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