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s WELCOME, Mr. YORK !”

(Tomplkins' wncle seceplts the hospitalily of the Chwms of St Jim's o a feed in Sindy No, 6.)



EDITORIAL CHAT.

The Editor would like to hear from
his reader chums. Address all
lettere to Editor, ‘‘The Gem
Library,” The Fealw.y House,
Farringdon 8ireet, London, E.C4.

My Dear Chums,—

Every morning as | go through my
budget of correspondence, | find in-
creasing evidence of the immense popu-
larity of Cardew. This being the case
no surprise need be felt that next week's
yarn of St, }im's centres round the dry,
amusing fellow whe has figured in such
a number of good stories.

The title of next week’s tale is “ The
Cardew Cup!” Cardew has heen ragged
a bit because of his inattention to footer,
s0 to make all square he says he will
offer a valuable cup to be played for by
St. Jim's teams. Here is a great oppor-
tunity for the disptay of enthusiasm, of
which there is plenty at St. Jim's.

The notion opens up a whole vista
of brilliant possibilities. It sets one
wondering whether by any chance the
great Baggy Trimble will have a try for
the substantial reward. Perhaps this
would be going a bit too far. Baggy
has never precisely shone at the winter
game, He may have eyes on that cup,
and, again, he may not; we shall see
what we shall see, Baggy’s running
powers are exceptional when he is
spurred on by the goad of grim necessity,
say on those occasions when George
Alfred Grundy, the big foot champion,
Is after him with ideas of vengeance
prompt and sure. Maybe we shall have
to leave Baggy out of the question, for
even the stoutest runners have their
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limitations. Somehow one cannot picture
the scion of Trimble Hall as a champion.
And yet one has kndwn of heroes who
have been fashioned out of the maost
unpromising material. The hour has
struck, and they have responded to the
call. Here, as usual, you find yourself
right up apainst the unexpected, and we
get such a lot of the unexpected in this
world,

Through it all, Cardew is just himself
—calm, inscrutable and slightly mocking.
He is always the most imperturbable
tellow in the school, and he is always a
certain draw. The reason for this un-
sought-for popularity is not hard to seek,
it is to be found in part in the fact that
a chap like Cardew never does look for
papularity. He is more inclined to avoid
it. He would say he had no use for
anything ef the kind. We have net for-
gotten the role Cardew played in the
magnificent series of yarns about the
trials of Ernest Levison. Cardew was
often chipping in with the idea of help-
ing a fellow whom he rezlly liked, but
he acted in a curious offhand manner,
and once got badly left, though he did
have the -satisfaction of wusing the
ineffable Baggy as a foot-rest during a
certain motor-car ride.

But you will like Cardew just as much
in next Wednesday's fine story as ever
you did. He is a splendid chap, though
Tom Merry may dub him a chump.

Anyhow, don't miss the vyarn next
week. There will be something to rub
one’s eyes about and ask whether
dreams are coming true, Mr, Martin
Clifford shows himself quite equal to
tackling a subject beset with thorny
problems.

We get sidelights, of course, on many
of the best-known characters at St.
Jim's. The more one knows these
fellows the better one likes them. They

are all so real, so much in earnest about
life, and since the recent series it seems
to me this has been more the case than
ever. We never had a better impression
of Dr. Holmes, for instance, and what
he stands for—a fine man, immutable on
matters of principle, and with a real
understanding of the difficulties which
cross a chap's path,

Now, as to other features, you will
find on page 11 the resuits of the Head
"Em Competition, while on page 11 you
will see the details of odur grand new
competition, which will, 1 think, be one
of the bestliked of any we have had.
The new test is complete each week, and
foothall enthusiasts will have a splendid
chance, and the prizes amount to £10.

Another portrait in the famous gallery
will appear next week. The GEM por-
traits continue to grow in popularity.
Meantime, Tuck Hampers are still plenti-
ful, and our chieery Corner of Storyettes
must not be overlooked.

Just a word for our serial which is
running its grand course, and winning
all the way.

A chum wrote to me this week to
point out that it was a great mistake
to run down the winter season. Who
ever did? 1 have no recoliection of
doing so. Considering that some of our
summers are so much inclined to liqguida-
tion, as it were, and to get mixed up
with the winter in the way of low tem-
perature, it 'would be an error to
depreciate more than half the year.
Besides, the winter is the season for the
best game that was ever played. But
my correspondent suggests that the
winter is really just as good for biking
and other pastimes as the summer, and,
come to think of it, | fancy he is right.
There need he no closing down outdoor

pleasures.
YOUR EDITOR.
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Meake the Chums of St. Jim’s Your Chums! 3

A Grand, Long Complete School Story of the

Chums of St. Jim’s, telling how Clarence York

Tompkins carries off full hionours in a test put to

him by his uncle, who Isl sué)posad' o be down on
uck,

CHAPTER 1.
A Olight Surprise

“ LESS my soul I”
B Dr. Holmes, the Head of 8t Jim’s, uttered that
ejaculation in tones of great amazement.
He gazed from his study window into the quad-
rangle, or, to be more exact, he stared—stared blankly.

There was a ripple of laughter in the quad, and it had
reached the doctor’s ears in his study. From his window
he could see a dozen grinning faces. .

But his astonished eyes were fixed upon a very striking
figure that was approaching the School House, walking
between Arthur Augustus D’Arcy on one side and Clarence
Yorlk Tompkins on the other. .

‘The figure was that of a rather burly man, with a rather
chubby face. He was dressed in & way that could only be
considered remarkable, considering where he was.

His ancient coat, mended in a dozen places, was frayed
at every seam; his boots looked as if they had been ca'refu]li
cleaned after being rescued from a dust-heap; his old sil
hat had obviously seen better days, and seen the last of
them long ago.

“Bless my soul I” repeated the Head.

If that excessively shabby gentleman had called at the
back door, with the object of purchasing left-off wearing
apparel, it would not have been very surprising.

But he was walking the quad, with a Fourth-Former on
either side of him, and was evidently a visitor to the school.
He was such a visitor as the Head had never beheld before.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, the swell of St. Jim’s, and the
son of a noble lord, was tre"atin? him with great respect,
Tomdpkins of the Fourth was equally attentive and respectful
—indeed, his manner might have been called affectionate.

The three came on towards the School House and dis-
appeared into the great porch of the building.

hen the Head remarked, for the third time:

“Biess my soul !” ) . .

After the shabby gentleman had disappeared with his
conductors, there was a Jouder sound of chortling. Baggy
Trimble of the Fourth seemed to be almost doubled up with
merriment. His unmusical cachinnations came. quite loudly
to Dr. Holmes" ears. .

The Head threw open his window.

“Trimble "

“He, he, he!" chortled Trimble. “Oh, my hat! Oh, my
aunt! What. a jolly old merchant! He, he, he!”

“Trimble I” repcated the Head, raising his voice.

Baggy Trimble spun round. His merriment died away
suddenly at the sight of the doctor’s stern face at the
window.

*“Oh! Yes, sir!” stammered Trimble. X

“Who is that—that gentleman, Trimble?"” inquired the
Head in severe tones.

“TPompkins’ uncle, sir,”

*Wha-a-t 7"

“Tompkins of the Fourth, sir—his uncle, Mr. York 1" said
Trimble. “He's come to see Tompkins, sir! He, he, he!”

Dr. Holmes drew a rather deep breath. Certainly he
would never liave suspected that shabby and rusty gentle-
man of being a relative of a St. Jim's fellow. On his laoks,
Taggles, the porter, would scarcely have owned him as a
relation;_ Toby, the page, would undoubledly have turned up
Es r]xose at such a conncetion. It was a surprise for the

ead.

“What are you laughing at, Trimble?” the Head pro-
ceeded [urther to inquire.

“W-w-was I, sir?"” stammered Trimble.

“You were, Trimhle!”

“N-n-not at all, sir!” said Trimble, rather alarmed by
the Head's expression. *“The-—the fact is, sir, T "

BY
MARTIN CLIFFORD.

“Is it possible, Trimble, that you have ventured to be
guilty of lack of courtesy lowards a visitor at the school "
demanded the Head in a terrifying voice.

_“0h, no, sir!” %aped Trimble. “I—1 wasn't laughing,
gir! I—I was coughing!”
“What?”

“I—T've EOt rather a cold. sir,"” said Trimble. “I—I—1
always cough like that, sir, when—when I’ve got a c-c-cold.”

“Bless my soul!” said the Head. *“Trimble, you wiil
take & hundred lines for discourtesy to a visitor—""

“Oh!” gasped Baggy.

““And two hundred lines for prevarication !”

“Oh dear!”

““I ghall speak to your Form master, Trimlle !”

The Head closed his window. Baggy Trimble was fiob
feeling inclined to laugh now. He rolled away in a very
serious. mood. Tompkins' uncle might be a screaming joke,
but thres hundred lines certainly was no joke. gBaggy
wished from the bottom of his podgy heart that he had
restrained his refined merriment.

Dr. Holmes returned to his desk with a very thoughtful
expression on his face. He touched a bell, and Toby the
page appeared at the door.

“Request Mr, Railton to step here,” said the Head.

* Yessir I

M. Railton, the Housemaster of the School House,
entered the study in a few minutes. There was a rather
odd_expression on the Housemaster’s face,

“¥You have scen. the—the somewhat unusual visitor, Mr.
Railton ?"” said the Head.

“I have spoken with him. sir,” said the Housemaster.
“1 was—was a little surprised.”

“T was greatly surprised,” said the Head. “It iz very
extraordinary. One of the junior boys tells me that it is
the uncle of Tompkins of the Fourth Torm.”

“That is so. sir!”

“T cannot quite understand it,” said the Head. “You are
suré there is no mistake—it is Mr. York?"

“Bo I understand. sir, Ile told me so, in the presence of
Tompkins of the Fourth Form."”

“Then there can be no mistake,"” said the Head. *“But
I fail to understand. I have never met Mr. York, but I
have been in eomununication with him on the subject of his
nephew, and my impression was—was very different from
this. ]';I,owe\'er, fio doubt it is his intention to call upon
me—

There was a tap at the door of the study, and Toby
reappeared.

“Mr. York. sirl”

“Bhow Mr, York in!” said the Head,

And Clarezce York, Tompkins’ remarkable uncle, entered
the Head's study.

CHAPTER 2.
No Larks !
u-YOU fellows seen him?™ gasped Trimble.

Tom Merry & Co. were coming away from the
football groiind, Iookiig very vuddy and cheery
after the Honse match. School House juniors had

beaten New House hy threée goals to two. so they wers
feeling very satisfied wilth themselves and things gonerally.

“Seen whom?” asked Tom Merry carvelessiv,

In the keen intercst of the House mateh Towm Merry had
quile forgolten the unimportant existence of Tompkins of
the Fonrth ITorm, and of Tampking' uncle, who was expeetod
at the school that afternoon. Arthur Angastus ID'Arvey had
stood out of the fooitball to help Tompkins look after his
nncle, but the rest of the St Jim's foolballers had dismissed
the maiier entirely from their minds.
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4 See Qur Grand New Football Conipetition on Page 11—

“That giddy guy !” chortled Trimble.

“A giddy guy!” repeated Monty Lowther. * Any of your
people here this afternoon, Trimble? Or afe you talking
about yourself—as usual?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” )

“Qh, don'L be an ass!” snapped Baggy Trimble.
know whom X mean—Tompkins’ uncle.”

“Qh, has he come?” asked Blake, with some interest.

“He, he, he! Yes, rather!”

“ What’s he like?" asked Manners.

“He, he, he!” howled Trimble.
picked himself up off a dustheap !’

Some of the footballers grinned. As a matier of fact, some
of themn had caught sight of Tompkins' weird uncle when
that gentleman had looked in at Little Side during the game,
and they had not failed to be struck by his looks.

“His clobber!” gasped Trimble.  “Oh, his clobber!
Never seon anything like it outside a ragshop! And his
hat!” Trimble almost suffocated with éxcess of merriment.
“His hat! A silk topper that looks as if it dates from early-
Saxon times! MHe, he, he!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tonm Merry did not join in the laugh, however. He
frowned.

“IDo you mean that Tompkins' uncle looks poor, Trimble ?”
the eaptain of the Shell asked quietly.

“Poor !’ chortled Trimble. “He looks as if he would be
glad if a chap gave him twopence!”

“Is that a laughing matter, you fat bounder?”

“You

“He locks as if he’s

“Ie, he, he!” Trimble exploded again. Apparently
Baggy considered that it was a laughing matter.
“T saw him, Tommy,” murmured Monty Lowther. “He

looked rather—rather weird, you know. In fact, very weird!”

' Poverty isn’t a erime,” said Tom.

“Not at all, old top! Nevertheless, the gentleman was
somewhat weird.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Poverty isn’t funny, either!” said Tom, a little crossly.

“Not for those who have it,” assented Lowther. *“Don't
I know it? Haven't we been on the rocks ourselves? All
the t‘sl.a.me, I mainlain that the old gentleman was a trifle
weird."”

“He, he, he?" chuckled Trimble. “I say, Tompkine has
taken him into the House. He wants to get him out of
-si;i‘ht, I fancy. T say, let's all go to Tompking’ study and
ask to be intreduced to his uncle. He will take it as a compli-
ment, you know, and we can pull his leg a treat!”

“Rot!" said Levison.

“Keep off the grass!” said Blake.

Tom_ Merry knitted his brows, and looked round at his
comrades.

“Look here. ?u chaps,” he caid, “it’s known all over
the school that Fompkins' uncle has lest his money, and is
hard-up—owing to Racke of the Shell spying into a letter.
From what we hear, he’s a very decent man, and was no
end of a jolly old uncle to Tompkins while he had his money.
If he’s a bit out of the ordinary, that’s his own bizney, and
nubodfl else’s, I think it’s up to us to see that no rotten cad
hurts his feelings while he's here.”

“ Hear, hear ™ said Blake. :

“Good egg!” said Monty Lowther. ‘I still maintain that
the respected gentleman is a trifle weird. But as far pulling
his leg—that’s quite a different matter. I suggest bumping
Erimble for suggesting it1”

33

“Here, I say——"’ roared Baggy, in alarm.
“Good! Coallar him 17

* XYaroooh! I—I say— Yoooocoooh !”
Bump!

For the second time that afterncon Baggy Trimble's merri-
ment was cut short. He gave a terrific roar as he sat on the
cold, unsympathetic ground.  This was worse than three
hundred lines!

“Yow-ow-ow-ow 1”

“Now, are you going to pull the giddy visitor's leg?”
demanded Tom Merry.

“Ow! Wow! Yes!” roared Trimble.
Yaroooh! Leggo! I—I meantersay——

Bump!

“ Now, what about the jolly old leg-pulling "' asked Monty
Lowther genially, as Trimble sat and roared.

“Yow-ow-ow-ow 1"

“That isn’t an answer!

Bump!

“ Goooogh—grooogh—mmmmmmmm ! spluttered Trimble.

“No good talking German to us!” saidp Monty Lowther.
“What price the merry leg-pulling, dear man?t”

* Qooococh! Grooogh! Nunno! Neverl T was only
I-j-i-joking " wailed Trimble. * Keep off, you boasts!™

“Thea don't j-j-joke any more. fatly !" said Manty Lowther
warningly. “ Your j-j-jokes aren't appreciated!™

' Yow-ow-ow-ow |”

Tom Merry & Co. walked on towards the School House,
leaving Baggy Trimble sitting on the earth and spluttering
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“I'm going to—
Yoooop 1

Give him another!”

wildly. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy met the juniors as they came
into the House:

“How did it go, deah boys?" he asked.

“Why ask?" said Tom Merry. “Didn't I tell you we
should beat the New House if you stood out of the teami?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

" Weally, Tom Mewwy

“Have you deserted Tompkins and his giddy uncle?”
asked Manty Lowther. *“Aren’t you sticking to the old
Obadiah and the young Obadiah?”?

“Ha, ha, ha1”

“I wegard your expwessions as fwivolous, Lowthah, and
vew neashly wibald!” said Arthur Augustus severely.

“Fan me, somebody!” murmured Lowther.

“Mr. York, the wespected uncle of my fwiend Tompkins,
has gone to the Head's study to see Dr. Holmes,"” said Arthur
Avgustus, ‘with dignity. “He is an extwemefy wespectable
gentleman, for whom I have a vewy gweat wespect.
Tompkins is standin’ by him like a weal bwick. I twust you
fellows are not goin' to judge a man by his clobbah !”

“Dash it all,” said Manners, “he may be & good chap—
and I've no doubt that he is—but it would have been mora
considerate to Tompkins not to visit him here looking like
a ra%bag 1"

“Yaas, wathgh! But—"

¢ A fellow is jtldﬁﬂd a good bit by his relations,” remarked
Blake. *“It's rough on poor old Tompkins |

“ Yaas; but—->"

“How iz Tompkins taking it?" asked Herries. )

“Like a weal bwick, Hewwies! His uncle has been awf’l

ood 1o him, and Tompkins is standin’ by him. 1 watha
think that Wacl::e and Twimble. and any of those wottahs,
would think twice about ownin' a shabby welation befoah
all the school.” ) }

“I rather think they would!™ said Tom Merry. *“Good
old Tempkins!”

“1 have an ideah, deah hoys,” continued Arthur Augustus.

“1 have asked Tompking to bwing hiz unecle to ted in
Studag No. 6.”

“Oh, my hat!” said Blake.

Arthur Augustus I’Arey turned his eyeglass severely upon
Jack Blake.

“I twust you have no objection, Blake?" he said coldly.

“Oh, not at all! Bring him if you like. Bring Toby, the
reges if you like! And Toggles, the porter! iet ’em sl
come!” said Blake generonsly.

“Weally, Blake—"

"Gust? alwvays was an
thoughtfully.

. Weally, Hewwies, I should be glad to know what there
is asinine in askin’ a wespectable gentleman to tea?"”

“QOh, nothing!” said Herries. * Only the study is stony,
and  there's nothing for tea but hnl? a loaf and a few
sardines. Perhaps the giddy visitor will enjoy whacking out
two sardines and a half with half a dozen fellows!” )

“Ha, ha, bat”

“Just like Gussy " remarked Digby.

Arthur Augustus smiled.
. “That is all wight, deah boy! My fiver has come. There
is gﬂm' to be a wippin’ spwead in Studay No. 617

“Now you're talking!” said Blake heartily. “ Gussy,

ou're the goodest little aes that ever played the giddy goat!

"ve got an appetits like Fatty Wynn, or a Polar bear.” Bring
the whole g d{l clan of Tompkinses, if you like, with the
Clarences and the Yorks thrown in, if there’s enongh tuck
to go round!"”

“T twust I?lcm fellows will come?” said Arthur Augustus,
addressing the Terrible Three.

“Your twust is well-founded!” said Monty Lowther
gravely. “Never shall it be said that Study No. 10 refused
to come to a spread!”

“Never ! said Mantiers solemnly.

“'We'll be. jolly glad to meet Mr. York !” said Tom Merry,
laughing. ‘“ Let's hope the Head won't keep him long. I'm
ready for that spread.”

And seven cheery jnniors proceeded to Study No. 6 in the
Fourth to get the festive board ready for the distinguished
visitor—and for their distinguished selves, )

L2

ass!” remarked Herries

CHAPTER 3.
True Blue I
LARENCE YORK TOMPKINS sat in his study, No. 4
‘ in the Fourth,
He was alone.
1is study-mate. Mulvaney minor, was gone out on
a hike spin; and possibly Mulvaney was prolonging that bike
spin g little.  As he was Tompking' study-mate, and rather
friendly with him, he would have been under some obligation
to stand by Tornipking' unele, if he had been indoors, And
Mulvaney minor had heard enough about that uncle not te
want to know anything more about him,
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their heads together with a r din; Le]

Racke and Crooke were utterly heipless in Samuel York's ?‘r}p.
1 rac

g on.
shrieked Crooke, ‘' Unocle | "’ gasped Tompkins of the Fourth, looking on. (See page 6.)

Holding one in either hand, Tompkins' uncle brought
" Yaroooh !’ roared Racke. “Oh! Ow! Oocoooh!"

But for the kind heart of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy,
Tompkins would have been quite deserted that aflernoon,
and left to stand his terrible uncle on his lonely own.

In that case, it was quile probable that the diffident,
irresolute youth would have failed under the strain. Diffident,
with little to suy for himself as a rule, Tompkins was keenly
sensitive to ridicule. He was even sensitive on the subject
of his grandiloguent front names, about which he was
frequently chipped. On only one topic had Tompkins ever
ventured a little mild, timid swank—and that was the topic of
his rich uncle, Samuel York, of Australia.

Now his uncle was fairly “on his uppers,” apparently. It
was understood that he had landed in England with what he
stood up in, and little ‘more.  And what he stoed up in
certainly was not worth very much in the way of coin of
the realm.

And, doubtless anxious lo make the scquaintance of the
nephew whom he had never seen, bub upon whom he had
lavished many kinduesses, Mr. York had come to the school
to_visit Tompkins.

He was shabby. he dropped his h’s, ha did not cut nearly
80 _respectable a figure as Taggles, the porter!

Everybody agreed that it was awful for Tompkins. s

Many of the fellows thought it funny, some of them t"cught
it tragic; all of them thought it extraordinary.

Left to himself, it was quite possible that Tompkins would
bave “bolted ” for the alternoon, simply unable to find the
courage io face the ordeal his uncle had inflicted on him,

Artgur Augustus’ generous support had saved him from
such an act of wretched cowardice.

Gussy had determined to see him through, and he was
seeing him through manfully. If Mr. York grated on the
roble nerves of the fastidious Gussy in any way, Gussy did not
reveal the fact. Fe regarded Mr. Sam York ns a kind and
Food man, whose little peculiarities were to be tolerated and
cft unobserved.

It was just like Gussy ! Blake had remarked that it secmed
to be Gussy's mission in life to help lame dogs over stiles.

With Gussy’s noble support, Tompkins had screwed up his
courage to sticking-point, and he was glad of it now. He
liked and respected his uncle, and he tried not to care what
the other fellows would think of him.

Mr. York was gone now {o see the Head. Tompkins wailed
in the study for him to relurn. Determined as he was to be
a dutiful and grateful nephew, Tompkins could not help
wondering what effect Mr. York would produce on the Head—
what Dr. Holmes could possibly think of him. St. Jim's
fellows really weren't supposed to have relations like that
dropping in at the school. It evea appeared possible Lo
Tompkins that the Head might wish him to go, after sooing
his uncle. Well, if the Head wanted him (o go he would
go, and slick to his uncle, who had stuck to him!

He wouldn't be a snob, and he wouldn't be ungrateful.
Gussy had made a friend of him, and ke would be worth
Gussy's friendship. Under the stress of this trial Tompkins'
diffident irresolution seemed to have disappeared. He was
quiet, cool, and delermined. And when the study door
opened, and Racke and Crooke of the Shell grinned in,
Tompkins looked at them calmly and grimly. He was quite
prepared to deal with any fellow who ventured upon open
msolence.

*“Where is he ?" grinned Racke.

“Where's uncle?" smiled Crooka.

“Gone o see the Flead!” answered Tompkins quietly.

“Oh, my hut! You're letting the Head sce that scare
crow ?” ejaculated Aubrey Racke.

Tompkins rose tc his feet, a glitter in his eyes.

“We came to be introduced,” simpered Crooke. *Wa've
never seen a bushranger al close quarters befors, you know."

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Racke,

“Has Gussy deserted you?” chuckled Crooke. “Is he fed
up with the rag and bone merchant ?”

“D'Arcy's gone to speak to his friends,” said Tompkins
still quietly.

“He won't come back, T funcy ! grinned Racke. “We'll
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6 “ THE CARDEW CUP! ” is the Title of Next Week’s Grand School Story—

stay and see you thvough, Tempkins! We're going to be
introduced to uncie,” . ¥ FERS

“Yes, rather!”

“I'm going to
suppose he can

*Looks like it!” said Crooke.
a shilling myself. I suppose ho
Tompkins?”

*Why should he be offended ?" asked Racke. “ e needs
the money ! Those trousers will have to go back to the rag-
heap he picked them off, before long.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tompkins was pushing back his cuffs. Certainly he was
not a match for the two Shell fellows; he was not much in
the way of a fighting man, But it was evident thai he meant
10 attack.

He advanced on the cads of the Shell without saying
another word, but with his hands up and his eyes gleamitig
behind them.

* Don’t play the goat,” grinned Racke. *COh, would you?”

‘The next nioment they were lighting.

Racke staggered back from a drive full upon hig prominent
nose with a yell of rage and pain. Crooke closed with
Tompkins, and they struggled. Racke came to his aid the
next moment.

*‘Rag the cad!” he said between his teeth,

“You rotters!” panted Tompkins.

He struggled fercely with the two Shell fellows. There
was a step in the passuge.

A man in a shabby cosl, still more shabby trousers, and
ancient, patched boots, stepped into the study. It was
Tompking’ uncle.

Mr. York did not speak, he acted. FHis hands fell upon
Racke apd Crooke, dgrasping them by the collars;

They were jerked away from Clarence York Tompkins,
Mr. York was shabby and threadbare, bur apparently he was
a very muscular man. The two Shell fellows were utterly
helpless in his grip.

Holding one in either hand, Samuel York brought their
heads together with a resounding concussion,

Crack !

“ Yaroooh 1" roared Racke.

ive him half-a-crown,” continued Racke, **1
o with it, Tompkins? "
“Dash it all, T'lIl shell out
won't be offended,

“Qh! Ow! Qooooch! Ow!” shrieked Crooke,
*“Qh!" gasped Tompkins, staggering breathlessly away.
“Uncle! Did—did—did you hear— ge stammered,

“VYas, I 'eard what these young fellers was saying as I
come along the passage,’ said Mr. York cheerfully. *Bad
manners, 1 call it.”

“Let me go!” shouled Racke furiously.

“Take your filthy hands off e, you ruffian!” hissed
Crooke.

“1 ain’t 'olly satisfied with you being at this 'ere scheol,
Clarence,” said Mr. York, still holding the hapless Shell
fellows in a vice-like grig. “1 was: give to understand that
the fellers at this ’ere school was gentlemen. ’Ow is it that
fellers like this ’ere are admitted 77

Clarence York grinned.

“The 'Ead is too easygoing, that's what it is,” said Mr.
Eork, sl,laking his head,  **Chaps of this kidney ought not 1o

¢ 'ere.’

“You blackguard!” howled Racke.
ranger! Let me go——"

“T'l] take these fellers out,” said Mr. York.
niissed anything from your room, Clarence?”

“M-m-missed anything?” gasped Tompkins.

“VYes. They lock to me like a nair of young pickpockets,”
said Mr. York.

“QOh, my hat !"

Racke and Crooke were almost choking with rage. They
wriggled helplessly in the muscular grasp of the man from
Australia.

“Well, out rou go!” said Mr. York. “I 'ope thal by
taking my nevvy Clarence as a model, you young fellers may
learn better manners

And Mr. York lifled the wriggling juniors into the passage,
and, with a swing of his powerfnl arms, sent them spinning.

Ruacke and Crooke sprawled along the floor, breathless and
dizzy. Mr. York closed the study door. The two Shell
fellows sat up dozedly.

“Oh crumbs 1” groaned Crooke.

“The ruffian ! hissed Racke, “I—I—I'll——"

“No more ragging him for me!” groaned Crooke, stagger-
ing to his feet. ““He's too jolly hefty for mel Ow, ow!
Wow I”

And Crooke limped away. After some hesitation, Aubrey
Racke followed him. He was thirsting for vengeance; but it
was clear that Tompkins” uncle was too “hefty ” to be wego-
tinted, and Racke decided that discration was the belter part
ot valour. So he limped away, gasping, and Tompkins and
his uncle were left to themselves.

Tnr GEM Lrerary.—17s. 767.

“ You—you bush-

“You ain’t

CHAPTER 4.
Tea in Study No 61
AMUEL YORK sat dewn in the study armchair, and
fanned himself with a red-spotted handkerchief, after
his exertions. Tompkins eyed him rather dubiously.
He was determined to slanll by his uncle, as in dut;
bound, and he tried not to wish that Mr. York would cat
an early train, His uncle smiled at him.
 You—you've seen the Head, uncle?” asked Tompkins,
“Eea. Very plensant and affable ole gent,” said Mr.,
ork.
“Oh l]l .
“?Ad quite a pleasant chat with 'im and with the other
chap, Mr. Railton,” said the Australian uncle. “Good fellers
they are, Clarence.”

“Ye-g-e8.”

“And 'ere I am at your school, boy,” continued Mr. York.
“QOften and often I've thought sbout you out there in
Australy, me being a man without a family of my own. I
was going to leave you all my money, Clarence, and a tidy
sum it was,”

““Never mind that, uncle.”

“But it’s ’ard on you, boy,” said Mr. York, eyeing him
curiously. “It'll make a [ot of 1i :

Y

: lifference to you,”

“Can’t be helped,” said Tompkins bravely. *“I—I suppose
I shall have to lease 8t. Jim's, uncle. I know that it was you
who footed most of the bills.”

“It’s 'ard,” snid Mr. York n’msing!y, “What will you do
if you 'ave to leave school, Clarence?

“Work, I auppose,” said Tompkins, rather helplessly. “The
pater will be able to give me a stare, at least, And—and if I
ﬁet on, uncle—I mean to get on somehow—then—then per-

aps I may be able to help you in my turn.”

“Help me?” repeated Mr. York.

“Yes, uncle. You've done enough for me—before you
over saw me, too,” said Tompkins. “Anyhow, whatever luck
I have, there'll always be a share for you, whatever it comes
ﬁo. P.Iou'll have some soit of a home in your old age, sny-

ow.

The rugged face of Mr. Samuel York softened a good deal.

“You're a good lad, Clarence,” he said. “And you ain’t
a_sl;)ax;wd of your rougﬁ-and-ready old uncle, among all these
robs 1

“Of course not, uncle,” faltered Tompkins, glad at that
moment that he was able to reply truthifully.

“’Course, I've made myself preity respectable to gome
'ere.” said Mr. York. “But poverty will show, Clarence,”

“Never mind that, uncle. I say, D’Arcy has asked me to
bring you to tea in his study, to meel some [riends of his.
Visitors often have tea in the study here; you know. You'll
come”

“You want me to come, Clarence?”

“Certainly 1"

“Then I'll come with pleasure,” said M. York.
that ¥ could peck a bit.”
rClnrenca York led his uncle along to Study No. 6 in the
Fourth.

That study already had a festive appearance.

The table was laid with a spotless elath, freshly borrowed
frorn the House dame, and it was spread with numerous
“arocks » borrowed up and down the passage, clean and
shining, lthough of many various patterns.

“Twot in, deah boy,” said Arthur Augustus, as Tompkins
l{;okﬁ_d into the study rather timidly. “Pway come in, Mr

or -JI

Seven juniors were in the study,

Mr. York had already made the noble acquaintance of
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, and now Blake and Herries and
Pig},,_ Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther were presented
6 him,

The juniors were grave and polite,

If they noticed anything about Mr. York that marked him
off from the usual run of visitors at St. Jim's, they did not
betray the fact.

Even Monty Lowther contrived to keep his humorous pro-
clivities wholyy concealed, and did not dream of pulling the
distinguished visilor’s leg.

. York was evidently in great spirits. .

Undoubtedly he was aware of how the St. Jim's fellows
regarded him; he could not have been blind to the
view taken by Racke and Crooke. But that did not seem to
affect his spirits in any way

Perhaps he was not sensitive. Perhaps he had reasons of
his own for not being disconcerted.

At all events, he talked cheerily, and his ruddy face beamed
over the festive board.

When he poured his tea into the saucer to cool it, every
face remained elaborately unconseious, excepling poor Tomp-
kins', which becamea very red. )

Only Arthur Augustus, however, rose to the occasion in
a truly Chesterfieldian manner.

With perfect gravity Arthur Augustus poured his own tea

“I do say
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‘‘ I1t’s 'ard on you, boy,"" sald Mr. York.
answered Tompkins, rather helplessiy.

‘! What will you do if you ave to leave school, Clarence 7 "
‘* The pater will be able to give me a start, at least.
uncle—Il mean to got on sormehow—then perhaps | may bo'able to help you in return.”

& wcu-lcd 1 suppose,”

And—and If 1 get on,
(See page 6.)

into_his saucer, as if he were in the habit of doing so, thus
keeping the distinguished visitor in countenance,
ea was going strong when there was a tap at the door

of No. 6, and it opened to reveal the fat face of Baggy
Trimble of the Fo_urtgi :

Arthur Augustus turned a stern eye upon him.

“Pway wetire, Twimble!” he said.

I say, Gussy, old chap—*"

*You are not welcome. in this studay, Twimble "

Trimble sniffed. He had ‘scented out the feed, and he had

ut his aristocratic prejudices in his pocket, for the titne

eing. He was prepared to swallow Tompkins' uncle whole
for the sake of the spread. But there was no spread for

agey.

Jack Blake rose, and picked up an Indian club from the
corner of the study.
“Whers will you have it, Trimble?” he inquired,
“I—I say, I don’t mind joining you,” said Trimble, *I
mean it. Kf_thinig snobbish about me, you know.”

“Pway biff him with that club, Blake.”

“You bet!”

£l Keep off!” roared Trimble, backing into the
passage.  “Look here; you rotters— Yah! I wouldn't
come to tea, if you asked me, with that blessed. rag-bag—
Yaroooooh 1

Trimble fled as the Indian club came to close quariers,
Blake closed the door, and tuined back into the study with
4 rather flushed face. Mr. York undoubtedly hag, heard lim-
self referred to as a rag-bag. It was ralhera painful incident.
Arthur Augustus threw himself into the breach, as it were,
by hurrying on the conversalion.

“You were tellin' us aboul huntin® the—tha m-trees,
sir,” said Arthur Augustus, a litlle confused in his haste,

Mr. York pgrinned, and went on chatting cheerily,
apparently wholly unaffecled Ly Trimble’s remarks.

Blake kept the Indian club handy, in case thers should be
any more visitors o the study., And when the door opened,

and Scrope of the Shell looked in with a sneering grin, Blake
came to action before Scropa could come to words,

i
Scrope yelled and fled, and Blake shut the daor again.
After that there were no more callers.

When tea was over, Mr. York consulted a big watch, which
had apparenlly cost about three shillings and sixpence.

‘“Stopped ! he said. “ These ‘ere cheap watches ain't any
good. P'r'aps you can tell me the time. I got to caich the
8ix train.” )

“Half-past five, sir,” said Tom Merry. “That's time lo
walk o the station.”

Mr. York rose from the table.

“Many thanks to you young fellere for your ‘ospitalily,” he
said. ““You walkin' to the station with me, Clarence?”

“Yes, uncle, of course.”

“Right-ho! I've quite enjoyed myself at this 'ere school
this arternoon,” said Mr. York. “I shall come down and see
you agin on Saturday, Clarence.”

“I’m very glad, uncle,” said Tompkins simply.

“Vaas, wathah, sir!” said Arthur Augustus bravely. “It
will be & gweat pleasuah to see you again, sir.”
‘ That's very nice of you,” said Mr. York,

Now we'd better get moving, Clarence.”

“ We'll all come as far as the gates,” said Tom Merry.

“Yaas, wathah 1"

And the whole party of juniors escorted Mr. York onk of
the School House, As a matter of fact, Tom Morry & Co."s
intention was to act as a sort of bodyguard, lest any thonght-
less youths shounld think of rotting or ragging the visitor
a3 he departed. In a compact array Tom Merry & Co.
marched down {o the gates with the Australian gentleman,
and saw him and his nephew safely out.

Clarence York Tompkins: was rather silent as he walked
to the station with his uncle. DBut he was feeling satisfied.
He was glad that he had played up, under his ordeal, like
a man, and had not surrondered to any snobbish weakness,
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At the station, as they waited a few minutes for the train
to come in, Clarence detached his watch from the chain, and
pressed it into his uncle’s hand.

“ Bh—what’s that?"” asked Mr. York, in gurprise.

“I want you to have i, uncle,” said T'ompkins {imidly.
“A—a schoolboy doesn’t really need a watch, you know.
And yours doesn't go.”

“Well 1" said Mr. York, with a deep breath.

He held the watch in his hand, looking oddly at Tompkins.

“You mean that, boy?" he asked.

“OF course, unclel I—T want you to have it.”

Mr. York put the wateh into his pocket.

“T'll take it, Clarence,” he said. ** And p’r'aps—one never
knows—p'r'aps, when T come on Saturday. I may be able to
bring you another watch in place of it.”

Tompkins shook his head.

“I really don't need one, uncle. Really, you know! Den't
spend your money on me now you've so little.”

* Il think about it,” said Mr. York.

Then the train came in, and they parted. Mr. York shook
hands with his nephew from lﬁe earriage window, and
Tompkins watehed the train go out.

_He stood grzing afler it for some little time after it had
disappeared.  His uncle had come—and gone! The junior
turned at last and left the station. He was glad that he
had played up, glad and grateful that Arthor Augustus had
helped him to play up. Whatever results the visit might
llfwe for him, at least he had kept his own self-respect. And
Tompkins' face was. fairly cheerful as he walked back to St.
Jim's in the autumn dusk.

CHAPTER 5.
The Trials of a Swot !

HEONWOTTING 1
Mulvaney minor utlered that exclamation in tones
of mingled wrath and indignation.

Mulvaney came into Study Ne. 4, in the Fourth.
after tea on the day following Mr. York’s wvisit. Reilly of
the Fourth followed him in, and after Reilly came Kerruish
and Jones ‘minor. '

Clarence York Tompkinz was seated at the study table
with quite a stack of classical volumes round him. He had
& pen in his hand, a sheaf of foolscap hefore him, and a spot
gf ink on his riose, not to mention a worried frown on his

row.

It was not yet time for pren, so Tompkins wae not at prep.
It was not “lines,”™ for ho did not need a dictionary and a
grammar and several other volumes for lines. The only
explanation was that he was swotting, which naturally moved
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the ire of Micky Mulvaney. Swotting had mnever been
heard of before in Study No. 4. Mulvaney minor did
exactly enough werk to. escape the pointer in the Form-room,
and poor Tompkins, who was generally necar the bottom of
his class, found that mental ¢fforts made his head e, and
hé was, in fact, alimost the last fellow at St. Jim's to think
of taking up swotting. Yet there he was, mugging over
volumes with a wrinkled brow, the swot complete.

He looked more worried than ever as the four juniors
tramped into the study. Mulvaney threw a bunch of boxing-
gloves. on the table, nearly hurling the inkpot -over
Tompkins' foolscap. Tompkins rescued it just in time.

“T'm warking, you know,” said Tompkins diffidently.

“Chuck iL1”

“Look here, Mulvaney!
study,” said 'fompk—ins.

Mulvaney chuckled.

“0Oh, go ahead if you like " he said. **The table’s got to
be shioved into a corner, anyhow, and we're going to have a
fo_ur-!h'.;mded mill. If you ean swot at the same time, I don't
mind.

“Go into the gym for your blessed boxing
Tompkins warmly.

“Go into the Form-reom for your blessed swotting!”
retorted Mulvaney.

He dragged the table into a corner of the study, leaving
Tompkins sitting minus table and books. There was a
chortle from the other juniors.

“I tell you I'm going to work!” shouted Tompkins.

“And T tell you we're going to box!" said Mulvaney.
“Look here, chuck up playmg the goat, and we'll give you
a turn withi the gloves. Better for you than swotting.”

“What's the game, Tompkins?" asked Kerruish. “ What's
the good of you swotting? Yeu're a dunce, you know."”

£ going in for a scholarship,” said Tompkins.

“You!” yelled Mulvaney,

“Why not?” snapped ‘Fompkins.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The four juniors roared. The jdea of Clarence York
Tompkins seeking to bag a scholarship was teo rich:

*Oh, that chap’ll be the death of me, with kis jolly old
uncle and his scholarships!” roared Mulvaney. “Sure it's
too funny to live, you are, Tompkins.”

" “T'in going to put my name down,” said Tompkins.
T'm just trying to work out what I can do, you know."™

“Sure you needn'’t trouble. I can tell yov. ¥You can get
the lowest possible number of marks in any exam fyon butt
into,” said Mualvaney. “You can make yourself look a
bigger ass than you do at present, though that will take
some doing. Now, don't be funny any more. We're going
to box.”

“A fellow oughi to have a chance to work in his own
study ! mumbled Tempkins,

“Reilly against me,” said Mulvaney, without bestowing
any more of his valuable time upon the insignificant
Tompkins. “ EKerruish against Jones. Siack the chairs en
the table, and let's begin.”

“How am I to work with the chairs stacked on the
table?’ howled Tompkins.

“ And up-end the fesder in a corner,” continued Mulvaney.

Clarence York Tompkins looked on as the boxing began.
Obviously study was cut of the question. He began to gather
up his books. Tramp, tramp, tramp! Reilly sent Mulvaney
wlhiirling back with a hefty drive, and he crashed inio
Tompking, and sent him fying. Books and papers were
spread over the-carpet in a shower.

Tramp, tramp, tramp!

The boxing went on at a great rate, without much science,
byt with plenty of vim.

Tompkins made wild efforts to rescue his books and papers
feoniy amidst the trampling feet.

Jones minor tripped over him as he reached for his
dictionary, and went to the floor. He jumped up and turned
in great wrath on Torapkins. ’

“¥You thumping ass, whal did you trip me for?” roared
Jones minor.

“I want my dic—'

“You thmmping chimp! Take it?” howled Jones, as he
grabbed up the big volume and smote Clarence York on the
head with it. .

“Turn the silly spalpeen out!” shouted Mulvanéy.

“Yarooh! Gimme my books, then!™

“Chuck them after him!”

“Ila, ha, ha!”

Tompkins found himself sitting in the passage, without any
clear idea as to how he had arvived there. His books eame
after him in a shower. He was scrambling breathtessly up,
when Virgil canght him on the ear, and he went sprawling
again.  The Latin dictionary landed on his chest as he
sprawled.  Latin Synlax and *Limen" dropped on him
next, and then came his foolscap like a shower of inowflakes.
The boxers mereifully refrained from follewmg it up with
the inkpot. Mulvaney slammed the door, and the boxing

A chap can work in his own
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and trampling and gasping and ejaculating were resumed in
greal style. )

“0Oh dear!” gasped Tompkins feebly.

“Bai Jove! What's the wow, deah boy?”

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy looked out of Study No., 6, and
turned his celebrated eyeglass upon Tompkins in astonished
inquiry.

“0Oh dear! Grooogh! Ow!” .

Arthur Augustus kindly came out and gave Tompkins a
hand up. ith great kindniess he helped him to gather up
his books and his papers. With both arms full, Tompkins
leaned on the well and gasped for breath. «

“They're boxing in the study,” he gasped. “They—they
don't want me to swol there,”

Arthur Augustus jumped . .

“You swottin’, deah boy?”’ he said faintly.

“I’ve got to!” groaned Tomfkim. “J—IX sha’n’t b’e able
to stay at St. Jim's now, unless I can bag a schol. See?”

“I—1 see!” murmured Arthur Augustus sympathetically.

“Y suppose I'd better go down to the Form-room
mumbled Tompkins.

“No, you won't; desh boy!
studay.” R .

Arthur Augustus led him into Study No. 6. Tompkins
settled down to work there, till Blake and Herries and Dig
c¢ame in. The three juniors seemed rather surprised at the
sight of Tompkins working in their quarters, Arthur
Augustus explained,

“0Oh, mv hat!"” said Blake. . .

“T—T"Il clear now !”" said Tompkins hastily. .

“PDon’t, old turnip!” said Blake politely. “W.e’rg going
to rehearse a scene from the ‘ Merchant of Venice." If it
won’t bother you——"

“Thanks very much! I—T think I'll chuck now!” faltered
Tompkins, perhaps thinking that a rehearsal was likely to
interrupt the processes of his intellect.

He carried his books rather dismally down to the Form-
room. There he worked in guiet, though not in great spirits,
for a time—till Baggy Trimble discovered him. The dis-
cayepy of Tompkins swotling was, of course, too good for
Baggy to keep to himself; he rushed off to share the good
news with others, .

Five minutes later, Racke and Crooke, Scrope and Mellish,
and three or four other fellows returned with Trimble in a
'hiiaiioula) ml?od. dcg-arer:f:d Yox‘l]':d'I'or?;;‘k{lneiu_l qglefuil gtateked
up his books and departed, seeking fresh fields and pastures
new, followed by howls of laughter from Racke & Co.
__“Swoiting  did not seem to be prospering with Tompkins
Eﬁgbp TFourth. He found a refuge at last in Study No. 2 in

e Fourth—Wildrake's study. Wildrake's study-mates,
Trimble and Mellish, promptly raised objections. Wildrake,
with equal promptness, knocked their heads together—after
which they were heard to object no more. In Study No. 2
Tompkins swotted. with a hapless feeling that he was about
as likely to win a *“schol™ as he was to win the Derby;
but, sticking to it, in spite of his forebodings, with plucky
determination.
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CHAPTER 8.
A Change of Front!
ANGAROO of the Shell looked puzzled. The Australian
K junior had a letter in his hand, which he had just
Leen reading; and he glanced several times at Tomp-
kins of the Fourth, who was looking over the rack.
Kangy crossed over to Tompkins at last.
“J.00k here, Tompkins!” he began.
Clarence York looked round. .. .
“Your giddy uncle is named Samuel York, isn't he?
asked Kangaroo. . .
“That’s his name,” said Tompkins.
:And he comes from Sydney 1"
P

#J suppose there's not a whole crowd of Samuel Yorks in
Sydney?” said Kangaroo. “I reckon it is the same merchant,
I say, is your jolly old nunky a practical-joker?”

“Not that I know of’ said Tompkins, staring. *I—I
suppose thers isn't anything about my uncle in that letter
of yours, is there?” R

“Tooks to me as if theve is,” answered Kangaroo, “This
js from my uncle in Sydney. Bure your merry old uncle
!isn’t_"a practical-joker, and given to pulling his relations’
egs?

g‘?.(—l don’t know.” stammered Tompkins. ‘“What are
you driving at, anyhow?”

Kangaroo. considered,

“1'd show you the letier” he said. “DBut I dare say your
uncle knows his own business best, and it's not for me to
butt in. Sorry I spoke!”

And with a nod, Kangaroo strolled away, leaving Tompkins
of the Fourth staring blankly. Baggy Trimble, who was
hovering round the Ipt.t.er-rack—pethags in_the hope of bag-
ging a%‘landhome cheque from Trimble Hall—blinked very

curiously after Harry Noble. Kangy’s remarks had excited
Baggy’s inguisitiveness—never very difficult to excite. If
there was anything aboul Tompking' famous uncle in that
letter, Baggy Trimble meant to know what it was.

Trimble had quite enjoyed the episode of Tompkins’ uncle,
and he wanted more, as it were. Any fresh details were
welcome. And after that little talk by the letter-rack, Baggy
kepl an eye on Kangaroo—quite without the Australian
junior's knowledge. And when Kangaroo changed for
footer practive after lessons, the asiute Baggy contrived to
get within reach of his jacket—and the letter came into
his fat paws. And Baggy devoured thai letter with eyes that
grew wider and wider with astonishment.

“My only aunt!” gasped Trimble, in utter amazement.
“ Oh dear! Oh, my hat! Who'd have thought it?"

Ho blinked at the letter.

Then, remembering that he was in danger of being caught,
he shoved it back into the pocket of the jacket, and beat »
strategic retreat.

He was grinning as ho rolled away.

“Wheo'd have thought it?” he said, half a dozen times
at least. “That shabby old blighter—that old scrap-heap
merchant—that eld, frightful frump! But it’s true all right
—Kangy's uncle knows! Oh, what a surprise for Racke—
if he kpew!"”

Evidently he had derived startling information from
Kangarco's letter from “down undor.”

Equally, evidently, he did not intend tc impart it to his
friends. He did not seek Racke & Co, this time; apparently,
the worthy Baggy's worthy pals were {o be left out in the
cold. The fellow he sought was Clarence ¥York Tompkins.

He found that youlh in his study. Tompkins was trying
to “swot,” and Mulvaney minor was making toffee at the
study fire, and keeping up an incessant conversation the
while, 'The conversation was rather one-sided, but Mul-
vaney did not mind that: in fact, he preferred to do all the
talking, Tompkins toved ‘with a pen and his books, not
caring, in his diffident way, to ask Micky Mulvaney to shut
up; not that Mulvaney would have done so. Trimble looked
in at the doorway with an agreeable grin on his fat face.

“Looking for you, Tompkins,” he remarked.

“Well, now you've found me!”’ said Tompkins sourly.
“Get out!”

“ Swotting, what?"'

“Mind your own bizney!”

“I—1 mean—" It was rather difficult to change front
all at once, but Trimble had to manage it somehow, after
the wonderful information, whatever it was, that he had
derived from Kangy’s leiter. “I—I mean, old chap, ihat it
must be a bit difficult swolting here, with that fathead
m!ﬁagi:‘;:.t;mg you! Come into my study!"”

““I hear you're géing in for the King's Scholarship,” said
Trimble affably. ““Of course, you'll bag it—a clever chap
like you! But you'll have to work a bit, so come to my
study. Wildrake won't mind, and Mellish is out. Besides,
I wouldn’t let Mellish interfere between me and my friends.”

Tompkins fairly blinked at him. Mulvaney stared round
from his toffee-making.

“Is it potty ye are, Trimble?” infuired Mulvaney.

Trimble did not heed that impertinent question,

“TN help you look out words in the die, Tompking," he
said. “I'm quite a dab at that.”

“You're making a mistake intirely, Trimble,” said Mul-
vaney ironically. “Tompkins' uncle's lost his money, not
come into a fortune."”

Trimble sniffed.

“I dare say that makes a lot of difference to fellows like
you, Mulvaney,” he said loftily. *But I can stand by a pal
whether he’s up or down in the world, I hope.”

“A—a pal?” said Tompkins dazedly.

“Yes, old chap.”

“You and your gang chivvied me out of the Form-room
yeaterday, when I was trying to work !** said Tompkins hotly.

Trimble coughed. Ilis change of front was very sudden,
and required some explaining away.

“That—that was a joke!” he explained, at last. *I—I
was really against it. I said to Racke it was rotten. Let
the chap alone, I said to Racke.”

“I didn't hear you.”

“Well, I did, you know,” said Trimble.
apologize. 1 was thoughtless.
sorry ! said Trimble handsomely.
than that, I suppose.”

“JT—I suppose mot,” said Tompkins, still blinking at him
in great astonishment. “DBut what's your little game? T
haven't any money to lend you, Trimble.”

“Oh! T say, you know—"

“]I can't even sland yeu a ten,” said Tompkins,
are you trying to pull my leg for, you fat spoofer?”

(Continued om rate 12.)
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“ And—and T
I played the goat! TI'm
“Fellow can't say more

“ What
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One You All Know in Next Week’s Portrait Gallery !
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More Polo!

FAGS ON ROLLER-SKATES.

By Reginald Talbot,

't k‘ junior teams, was reported in these
columns. A large numhber of lags were pre-
sent as spectators upon this occasion, and
they were greatly mpressed by the pro-
ceedings. One suspects, also, that they were
probubly disappoiuted by the limited nuniber
of casuilties that ovenrred during the game.
Nothing is quite so welcomed by the inky-
tiugered band of ‘Third-Formers as trouble,
whetlier thiey are themselves entertaining i
as & guest, or witnessing other people doing
g0, The edict of Mr. Ralton, forbidding any
more games of that character was even more
unwelcome to them than it was to the
piayers. They assurcd themselves that there
was no likelihood of the game being resumed:
after the departure of the llousewmuster, aod
then vunmished from the scene in turn,

But they took the great fdea with them.
They hud been talkng iv over, 1 imagine,
wlile they were wateliug the game. Lf the
Shell and Fourth could play pole, why not
the Third? It might bave been argued that
Mr. Railton Lind been at paing to make 1t
ubundantly clear to the Shell and Fourth
Forms that they could not pluy. Buf mutters
of that kind carry little weight with Wally
D’Arcy and his band of faithful adlierents,
They oecaslonally fnd it convenient to adhere
to the strict letter of the law, and in pur-
suance of this policy they would have argued
that the ban did not extend to the Third,
Mr. Railton having omitted specilically to
allude to that Form. Of course, there was
the difficuity of mounting the ptayers. ‘Uhere
are & certain number of bicycles, certalnly, in
the possession of the Third ;but unfortunastely
the supply is strictly limited, and decidedly
inadenquute.

FEW weeks ago a polo match on
bicycles, played between members of
the New.House and Sehool House by

Thz Great tdaa.

The fags, however, were not relving upon
them. They had alrendy devised a sub-
stitute. That was the great idea, and the
credit of having devised it is to the account
of Joe Frayne. In a word, it was roller-
skates. This method of locomotion is very
popidar in the Third, nnd some of them are
very adept at it. One day, with the approval
of the editor, I may have something to say
with regard to the roller-skating activities
of the lags, more especially with reference
to their custom of swirling about the
corridors upon occasion, heedless of the con.
venience and safety of mere pedestrians, But
for the present I shall conline myself to their
essay at puolo.

They played In the Comman.-raom with: the
same kind of impedimenta as the Shell und
Fourth—a cricket ball and hockey sticks. 1t
was maeifestly impessible to roller-skate on
grass. But roller-skate pole is not an indoor
game, especially it the room happens to boust
a good supply of windows, and the players
are numerons, energetic, and determined.

As [or nuinbers, Wally D*Arey despised the
ecanomy in players practised by the cyclist
teams. His mottoes were “Let 'em all
comel” and “The more the merrier!”
Whether the swarm of players was conducive
to merriment is doubtful, but that it made
for excitement is incontrovertible.

Within_ five minutes of the comimencement
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of the gume the bail had twice been
retrieved from the quad: In its passage 1T
had upon each oecasioh proved beyomd ques
tion that if a certnin force is applied to a
hard object the resisting power of a. sheet
of glass will be insulficient to retard its
progress, apd the windows of the Common-
room bore witness to the fact. Regarded s
i problem in dyuamics, it was interesting;
regarded as authority would doubtless regard
it—as a couple of broken windows—it was
likely to be the subject for some wnpleasant-
ness, and the text for a disquieting omily,
with a sequeuce of forfeited pocket-money.

Little recked the players of that, thie niore
especially as directly after the ball had been
brought hack into play after its secoud
defection, Wally D'Arcy’s team sccured their
first goal.

Whiz! Crash! Tiokle-tinkle! Bump!

That was the pgasolier, with three in.
candescent burners and globes, brought down
hy an enthusiastie and excited fag, wilfully
disregaiding the rule that a hockey stick
should never be iifted nbove the shoulder.

The hecdless players skated over the
wreckage.

A bust of Francis Bacon, looking down
with mild disappreval from a bracket on the
walls, went to join the gasoiier. (Wall,
wasn't he ever a boy himself? And, anyway,
serve him right for his rotten essays!)

Another poall This time Joe Frayne's
team. Hurrah!

Crash! The third window.

Curly Gibson skated to the door on his way
to recover the missing ball. He arrived
there exactly as it opened to admit Durrell.
There were several very ‘helpful cries of
“Look out, Curly!” But in this case it was
deeds, not words, that- were wanted. Gihson
discovered that he was incapahle of perform-

A GENUINE_BARGAIN
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AND ONLY 6/-!
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ing the essential deed—that of arresting his
progress voluntarily—so he besought the aid
of Darrell. e did it by the simple means of
clingivg round the prefect’s neck, and as the
neweomer was unprepared for the shock, the
mastcuvre was not entirely successful. He
sat down with disconcerting suddenness, and
two or three fags who had glided up with &
dim idea of rendering assistance tripped
over his outstretched legs:

What Darrell, who had been yelling * Fag!”
down the corridor for about five minutes, in
the hape of attracting the attention of Wally
D’Arey, said when he recovered his feet, and
saw the stute of the Common-room, is nob
televant to the story of the pole match, [t
belongs to the sequel, which s much too
painful a history to be recorded in prins.

ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS

Q. Figgins (New House).—Thanks for ietting
us see your "rollicking, rearing sea yarn”
entitled “Captain Swigs's Revenge: or,
Yanked to the Yard Arm.” The story recked
so strongly of the good old briny that it
made us feel quite sea-sick and after the
second spasm we felt compelled to abandcn
the attempt to read it. You describe it as
“a story to be devoured by old and young.”
Try it on the rats in the school cellars—they
usually devour anytiing!

J. Lennox (Fourth).—Sorry to hear of the
further grub raids on your study. Yes, there
onght to be a campaign to make Bagpy
Trimble toe the line. Meauwhile, we advise
you to toe Baggy when next you see him!

R. Talbhot (Fourth).—8o you are anether
complaining of the depredations of Baggy
Trintble,. He evidently believes in the free-
dom of the seize.

G. Pratt (New Homnse).—Thanks for In-
formation that the crown of ULngland is
worth over £150,000. At that rate we
shouldn’t mind living on half a ecrown a
week ! )

M. Reilly (Fourth).—You have ouwr sym-
pathy. But ycu should he more ecareful in
reprating the correzt number when spenking
Can you weonder at Mr.
Lathom giving you a hundred lines when,
asking you to ring up the village doctor te
let him' have somethiug for the “'flu,” you
gat on to the shimney-sweep instend! A
Rue-hrush and a bundle of props are of no
eurthly use, and we think yon quite deserved
the job of curting them hack to the sweep!

Kangaroo 'Shel).—Yes, Skimpole has great
literary acquirements. He has, In fact, a
whole library of books he bas borrowed from
us: and forgeiten to return.

Curly Qib.on (Third)—No, thanks:; we
Isaven't any snperfluous bebs to spend on
cheap, leak; fountdin-pens. And you domt
cateh us, either, when you hoast of your pen
that it will "rite i any langwidge.”

J. Blake (Fourth).—We caunot triacde any
original photograshs of the notorieus. Rill
Sikes; bhuat, jwlging from his shady career,
we shonld be inclined to say that he was a
dark man.

Wally INA.ey (Third).—Yes, there may he
“room for imprecvment ™ in our magazine:
hut there’s jolly well no raeom for that
harrible alleged defective story of yours!
"F\!lrrre was, however, just room for it in the

A. A. D’Arcy (Fourth).—"I'm fwightfully
stwuck on a weally wippin’ gal—Maisie Muy,
Do you cousidoh that
I stand a chance with her as a suitor?”
That all deyends, Gussy, ow whether you suit
her! (This i5 one of Mounty Lawther's, and
the rest of tle editortal steff heolutely
refute any connection with this pun.)
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“GREAT HEAD 'EM”
COMPETITION.

RESULT.

In this ccmpetition five competitors
placed the heads correctly. The first
prize of £5 bhas therciore been divided
ameong

Eileen W. M. Halls, 39, Madras Road,
Ilford, Essex; J. K. Moultrie, Spring-
field Hall; &t. Helier, Jeérsey; Agnes
Mandeley, 70, Pugin Street, Kirkdale,
Liverpool; I). J. Davis, 91, Cambridge

Street, Rotherham; and Charles 8.
Baker, 35 Shirburn Road, Upton,
Torquay.

The five prizes of £1 each and the ten
prizes of 10s. each ‘have bheen added
together and divided among the follow-
ing twenty-eight competitors, whose
efforts came next nearest with two errors
each:

Alfred Alger, 109, Leslie Road, Park
Village, Wolverhampton; 'Fina Marini,
44, Cours dé Vincennes XII arr., Paris,
France; N. Tomlinson, Rockside, Qke-
hampton, Deven; L. A. Kershaw, 95,
Central Avenue, New Basford, Notting-
ham; A. Maxiield, 191, Mervidale Street,
W. Wolverhampton; R. R. Hooper, 288,

Moor Road, Chorley, Lanes; Nora
Spreckly, 6, Dam Street, Lichfeld,
Stafis; H. B. Gibson, 53, Dunes Drive,

Scotstoun, Glasgow; Perey Palmer, 17,
Baker Street, Bparkhill, Birmingham;
Frank Peet, 123, Brushfield Street,
Hyson Green, Nottingham; T. Trewin,
la, Oak Sireet, Kingswinford, near
Dudley; Mrs. W. Wilson, 5, North
Green Street, Hotwells, Bristol; Miss E.
Thain, 207, Villa Strcet, Lorells, Bir-
minghani; Frederick Wilson, 63, Deacon
Street, Walworth, S.E.17; Mis F,
Butcher, 28, Slanley Road, Cheriton,
near Folkestone; May Matthews, 115,
Notbury Creseent, Norbury, S.W. 16;
N. F. Parbury, 147, Marlborough Road,
Coventry; C. G. Harvey, 19, Wyait

Road, Highbury, N.5; Leslic Flynn,
1, Blythewood Villa, Lysons Avenue,
Ashvale, Surrey; Miss M. F. Puddi-

combe, Rousdon C'oftage. London Road,
Buchev Heath, Herts; Alhert Dowling,
25, Zennor Road, Balham, S.W.12;
Miss M. Prake, 63, London Road, Brent-
ford Tnd, Middlesex; R. A. Straight,
4, Railway Cottages, Rainhnm, FEssex;
Alfred G. Targett. 180, Newhampton
Road, W. Wolverhampton; R. J. Pond.
Millgate Street, Aylsham, Norfolk;
George Hinchley, 17, Lord &trect, Mans.
field, Notts: D. Kimmings, 36, Ritehes
Road, West Green, N. 35: Edith Bollon,
6, Low Moor Side, New Farnley, Leeds.

We regret that. owing to pressure of
space, we are unable to reproduce the
correct pictures, but a set may be seen
on applieation at this office,
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"HISTORIES”

OUR GRAND

SECOND PRIZE
£2-10-0

NEW FOOTBALL
COMPETITION!

FIRST PRIZE L5
&

10 PRIZES OF
5/- each.

Here is a splendid new competition
which I am sure will interest you. On
this page you will find a history of Man.
chester United Football Club in picture-
puzzle form. What you are invited to
do is to solve this piclure, and wheo you
have done so, wrile your solution on a
sheet of paper. Then sign the coupon
which appears under the puzzle, pin it
to your solution, and post it {o “HIS-
TORIES No. 1" Competition, Gen
Office, Gough House, Gough Square,
Ii.C. 4, so as to reach that address not
later than THURSDAY, Oeclober 26th.

The FIRST PRIZE of £5 will be
awarded to the reader who submits o
solution which is exactly the same as, df
nearest to, the solution now in the
possession of the Editor. In the event
of ties the prize will be divided. The
other prizes will be awarded in order of

merit. The Editor reserves the right to

add together and divide the value of all,
or any, of the prizes, but the full amount
will be awarded. It is a distinet condi-
tion of entry that the decision of the
Editor must. be accepled as final,
Employees of the proprietors of this
journal are not eligible to compete.

This eompetition is run in conjunction
with “Boys” Friend,” * Magnet,” and
““Popular,” and readers of those journals
are mnvited to compele.

1 enter “HISTORIES No. 1" Competition
amd agree to aceept the Editor's decision
as final and hinding.

Hame. cessaseanssas RS warasers
Address..eeenas eee
[ = T etterassicaistasannrnnnaenare .
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‘* TOMPKINS ON TRIAL.”
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“Hem! I—I want you to come to tea in my study,
Tompkins, old chap. I—I'm standing a spread,” said
Trimble,
“Gammon I"

“Look here, you know, I mean it! I always was your
friend,” said Trimble, *“There's been misunderstandings.
But I'm willing to' let bygones be bygones. Can’t say fairer
than that. Come and swot in my studff. and I'll help gou
with the giddy dictionary, and—and I'll get the tea while
you work. There!"

'Tompkins rose to his feet. At first he was simply astounded
Eg this sudden change of front on the part of Baggy Trimble,

e did not understand it in the least. He could only con-
clude, after some reflection that Baggy was seeking to pull
his_innocent leg with ulterior motives—that ierhaps Racke
& Co. were in Trimble’s study waiting to rag him. Without
taking the trouble to inquire further, Tompkins rushed at
the friendly Baggi, and seized him by the collar. There was
a roar from Trimble, and then a bump in the passage.

“Now clear !"” said Tompkins, glaring out of the study after
him. “Put your fat chivvy in here again, and I'll take a
ruler to you.”

“Yow-ow-ow !"” roared Trimble,

Slam |

Clarenca York Tompking returned to his work, and Mul-
vaney resumed his interrupted flow of entertaining con-
versation. . .

The door opened again, and Trimble blinked in cautiously.

“I say, Tompkins, old fellow—"

: glm d!” yal_d g[‘ompki’ns, 3 Bag

ut, dear old chap——"" gaspe gY.

Tompkins grabbed a ruler, and rushed g)r the door. Baggy
baclted away in haste, still protestinf.
ear fellow—I say, it's al 1{}!1!;! Honest Injun!
Dear old Tompkins—— Yaroooooh ! eonoo;:lr‘!" .

Baggy gave a fiendish Tyell as the ruler cracked on his fat
person, He fled, and Tompkins pursued, with brandished
ruler. Trimble bolted into his study and afnq-lmed the door;
and Tompkins, breathing hard, returned to his own quarters,
to work, and to the entertaining and unceasing flow of con-
versation from Mulvaney minor.

“J say, 3

CHAPTER 7.
Dear Old Tompkins !

" LD fellow !”
0 Tompkins looked round.
He was coming down to the Common-room that

evening when a_very friendly and cordial veice
hailed him in the passage. It was the voice of Baggy Trimble
of the Fourth, .

Tompkins glared at him. . ;

Apparently Baggy was keeping up his amazing new stunt,
of displaying the must fulsome friendship towards the junior
who was down on his luck, But there was a plentiful lack
of appreciation on Tompkins' part.

He koew Baggy pretty well; and though he failed to
understand the reason of this surprising new development,
he was quite well aware that the fat and fatuous Baggy haé
some axe to grind. What purposs Trimble could serve by
flattering so insignificant a i
mystery. But obviously he had some gu._rpoae., mysterious as
it was; and Tompkins, though not a bri ht. youth was not
to be taken in. B‘aggg was about the unlikeliest fell'my in the
wide universe to stand by a chap who was down on his luck;
indeed, until this very afterncon, he had wholeheartedly
backed up Racke & Co. in their persecution of the hapless
Tompkins. Racke & Co, had observed the change, and were
amazed by it; other fellows had seeri it, and were amazed;
and Tompkins, who was most amazed of all, was more angry
than amazed. He did not want Baggy's fat flattery, and he
made that. clear.

“Dear old Tompkins,” said Baggy affectionately, while
Clarence York glared, “I say, you're expecting your uncle
to-morrow, ain't you?"

“Yes, you fat toad |”

‘:ﬂH?em! I say, would you like to have him to tea in my
study ?"”

& NO ["

“Um! Look here, old fellow—"

“Oh, cheese it !" snapped Tam%kins.

He turned his back on Trimble, and stalked into the
Cominon-room.

There was a chuckle in the corridor, as: the Terrible Three
came along. .

“Anybody in want of a loyal and devoted pal?” called out
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erson as Tompkins was a deep -

Moni? ‘Lowther. “Here's a romantic iriendship going beg-
ging !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

* What is that fat ass sucking up to Tompkins for ?” aske
Manners, in astonishment. * Everybody knows that Tompkins
hasn’t any money.”

“*Some fellows aren’t mercenary,” said Baggy Trimble,
with lofty disdain. *Tompkins may be down on his luck:
but I'm standing by him. I like the chap.”

“Well, miv hat ! said Tom Merry.

*“His uncle is all right, too,” said Bagey. I never saw
an old gentleman I respected so much. Run him down if you
like—I say that he is one of the best.”

“But we haven't run him down—you have!” said Tom
Merry mildly.
““Yaas, wathah!” chimed in Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
warmly. “It was you who micknamed the old gentleman the
Wag-bag, Twimble!” )

“That—that was yesterday——" ‘stammered Trimble.

“Was he a rag-bag yesterday, and a respected old gent
to-day 7 asked Towther. “Has he changed his clothes? FHas

he come into & fortune?”

“Run him downl” said Trimble. “I'm standing by the
dear old fellow.”

“The dear old fellow " ejaculated Tom,

“¥Yes. I admire him! Fine old English gentleman ! said
Trimble.

“ My only hat!”

.Tom Merty & Co. walked on in great surprise.  They
simply could not make out this amazing new departure on
the part of Baggy Trimble. Racke was in the passage, and
he listened with astonishment, and came up to Baggy when
the Terrible Three were gone, )

“ What’s the menninﬁ of this ?” he snapped.

“Of what?"' asked Baggy defiantly.

“ This rot about Tompkins " said Racke savagely. “ What.
are you blowing his trumpet for?"

“T suppose I can sgleak up for a friend,” said Trimble.
“Now he's down on his luck, it's time for his real friends
to rally round. That's me all over!”

“You fat idiot!” roared Racke, “Do you think he’s got
som(e; mon:lzy aiterknill, or what is it?” p

“Go and eat coke !” retorted independently. *The
fact is, Racke, I'm fed up with ];clssfi-ottenpzhivvyigg of my
pal Tompkins! It's votten; in fact, low! You're a low
fellow, A-ubre? Racke, not fit to clean dear old Tompkins’
boots! ¥ah!™ )

And Bagﬁ rolled a\::g to the Common-room, leaving
Aubr&r Racke fairly rooted to the floor in amazement.

. In the junior Common-room Baggy looked round for Tomp-
kins at once. That diffident youth was sitting in an obscurs
corner, as he génerally was; he had a book open, and Baggy,
a3 he rolled up to him, saw that it was Virgil. Even after
prep. Tompkins was trying te improve the shir ing hour by
a “dig ” into Publius Vergilius Maro,

“Bit stiff without a crib—what?” asked Baggy.

“Yes,” grunted Tompkins,

*Let me help you, old chap.”

“You!” snorted Tompkins. “You'd get licked in class
every day if you didn’t use a_crib. Go and eat coke!”

“T say, old fellow, I mean it! Look here— "

“Let a chap alone, for goodness’ sake!” said Tompkins.
*“You couldn’t help me if you wanted to, and I don’t beliere
you want to. Leave off telling lies and let me. alone.”

“Going to the station to meet your uncle to-morrow?”
asl‘c‘el:Ii l?gggy, changing the topic.

o!

“Like me to go, old chap?”

“No I

‘'Not coming by train, perhaps?” asked Baggy, with a
smile. “May be coming down by car—what?”

There was a_chuckle from some fellows who heard Baggy's
suggestion. The “ Rag-bag " was not likely to come down-
to the school by car.

Tompkins flushed erimson. He could only take Trimble's
remark as a gibe at his uncle’s poverty. He snapped his
bock shut, and jumped up. !

“Look here, you rotter, that’s enough!” he exclaimed.
“Put up your paws!”

“*Oh crumbs!” gasped Baggy. “I mean—"
D‘thwa'ah him, deah boy!” sang out Arthur Augustus

'Arcy.

“I'm goinﬁ to!” roared Tompkins, in great wrath. *“If
my uncle’s bard up, I'm not going to have that fat cad
poking fun at him!”

“But I—I didn't—I wasn’t—I wouldn’t—I never—-"
stuttered Baggy, dodging round the chairs as Tompkins
started for him. ‘I assure you—I—I—dear old Tompkins—
Yaroooogh!” ’

Baggy fled round the big table, with dear 6ld Tompkins
in pursuit. There was a roar of laughter in the Common-
room.

“Go it, Baggy! Put it on!”

“Go for his scalp, Tompkins!"
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He could only stare at his amazing uncle.
stuttered Tompkins,

The big car stopped at the gates, and Mr. Samual York alighted. Clarence York Tompkins could not move or speak.
Mpr. York raised his hat, and smiled.
* Is—is It really you, or am | only dreaming ? "

' Well, Clarence 7 " he said. * Uncle!"

(See page 15)

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Here we go round the mulberry-bush!” sang Monty
Lowther, as Baggy raced round the long table,

*Ha, ha, ha!”

“Keep off1" shricked Daggy. “I tell you—oh dear!—
I'm your friend—I am really! Oh crumbs! Grooogh! Dear
ald Tompkins—"

" Ha, ha, ha!”

Dear old Tompkins was close hehind now, and he smote
with P. Virgilius Maro, and Trimble caught that great
classic poet with the bkack of his head. There was a fearful
howl from Trimble. Tho keenest “swot " would scarcely
have cared to have the beaunties of Virgil impressed upon
f’us mind in that manner; and Baggy did not like it a little

it.

* Well hit!"” roared Wildrake,

"Bai Jove! Don't bwain him, deah boy!" ejaculated
Arthur Augustus,

“Can’t be done!” chuckled Monty Lowther.
lacking 1"

*Ha, ha, ha!”

Bagey Trimble made a wild break for the door. He was
dashing out of the Common-ronm, when Kangaroo of the
Zirell came in. There was a collision in the doorway; and
the sturdy Australian junior gripped Trimble by the collar
and held him.

*You fat dummy—"

“Yarooh! Leggo! Oh dear—="

“I'vo got a bono to Fick with you,"” said Kangaroo cheerily,
aud he dragred the fat junior back into the room. *Keep
off, Tampkins; I'm going to slaughter this fut rotter "

“"Yoop! Help!”

Tompkins grunted, and retuined to his seat and P. V.
Maro. Kangaroo lield Trimble by the collar, in a vice-
like grip, in the middle of the Common-room.

* Brains

“Now, you fat loafer,” he suid sternly, ‘“what do you
mean by reading my lelters?”

CHAPTER 8,
Still Dear !

AGGY TRIMBLE blinked at the Australian junior in
alarm and amazement. How Kangaroo knew that he
had rend the letter from Sydney was a mystery to
him. He was quite certain that he had not been seen

purloining the letter from Noble's pocket, while the Corn-
stelk was on the football-field.

“ Weadin’ your lettahs, deah boy?” asked Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy. “*Bai Jove, the fat boundah is always up to some
wolten twick like that! T should wecommend givin' him a
feahful thwashin®.”

“I didu’t!" reared Trimble. “Leggo! I didn't—I never
—I wasn't—"

Kangaroo looked round.

“You fellows know I had a letter from home this after-
noon,” he said. T Ioft it in my jacket-pocket when I
changed for focter. When I looked ut it again, a while ago,
I found a janmy thumb-mark on it.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh dear!” gasped Trimble.  “I—I never—my thumb
‘wasn't jaminy—1 mcan, 1 never touche:dl the letter at all!”

“Pway do not bo in a huwwy, deah boy.” said Arthur
Augustiis D’Arey judiciously. * Even a wottah like Twimble
is entitled to justice. you know. A thumb-mark iz weally
not conclusive evidence,”

“Yow-ow!" gasped Trimble.
;:lpan?n)'O‘.l ain’l a finger-print expert, are you, you beast?

)

“That isn't all," said Kangaroo. “I hear that Trimble has
been sucking up to Tompkins, trying to pal on with him,
since I had that lelier,”

“I never, you know! I
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“That’s true,” said Tom Merry. *But the letter couldn’s
have anything to do with thal.”

Kangaroo chuckled.

“Couldn’t it!” he said. “That's all you know! When I
heard that Trimble was palling on to Tompking, I knew
whose jammy thumb had made that mark on my letter.’

“I—1 say!"” stammered Trimble. *I—I didn't—"

“He hasn't palled on to me,” said Tompkins, with a sniff.
“I wouldn't touch the fat beast with a barge-pole!"

*Oh, I say, Tompkins, old cha *

“If you call me old chap, I'll biff you again!” yelled
Tompkins. )

“Yaas, walthah! I should certainly bLiff you, Twimble, if
you addwessed me in terms of such familiawity.”

*Oh, you go and eat coke, D"Arcy!”

“Bai Jove! "

" Bomebody lond me a ruler!” said Kangarco. ““This fat
villain has got to loarn to leave other chaps’ letters alone!”

“Waas, wuthah !

*Here's the pokor,” said Monty Lowiher, handing it over.

“Good! Now, stand still, Trimble !" )

. Kangaroo seized the poker, releasing Trimble, at the same
time. Baggy did not stand still. He made a wild jump for
the door, and vanished in the twinkling of an eye. Kangaroo
chuckled, and tossed the poker into the fender.

Baggy was not seen again till bed-time. When the Fourth
Form went to their dormitory, he turned up, and gave
Tompkins a_friandly smile. His sudden and amazing friend-
ship for Tompkins was evidently not dead yet, little
encouragement as it received,

* Like mo to pull your boots off, old fellow?" he asked.

“I'll buzz them at you, if you come near me,” grunted
Tompkins.
© “My dear old chap—"

“Shut up!”

‘‘Bai Jove, this is weally vewy mystewious, you fellows!”
saidd Arthur Augusbus. “ What could there possibly have been
in Kangy's leltah fwom Austwaliah, to make that howwid
fat boundah turn ovah a new leaf in this wemarkable way?
Do you know, Tompkins, deah boy?"”

‘“Haven't the slightest idea,” said Tompkins, who was very
much puzzled himself. “I suppose the fat idiot has mis-
understood something."

“ Nothing of the kind,” said Baggy.
—ahem '—"

“Then you weally have wead the lettah, you howwid, spyin’
wottah?"

“Certainly not!"”

“But 'you just said—"

“I didn't! I mean, I meant to say—that is, of course, I
should disdain to read a fellow's letter. Besides, my thumb
wasn't jammy—I remember sucking it after I had the jam-
tart, so it couldn't have left a mark on the letter., Nat that
I touched the letter; in fact, I didn't know Noble had had
a letter from Australia at all. T hope you fellows believe
me!” added Trimble, with dignity.

“0Oh owumbs!"

* Believe you!" gasped Blake. “ Oh, my hat! Why did
they send that chap to St. Jim's? Wasn’t there a vacancy in
any lunatio asylum?”

“Think what you like!” said Trimbloe loftily. “I can
aflord to despise yeur rotten insinuations, so long as dear
old Tompkins trusts me.”

Whiz! Crash!

There was a wild yell from Baggy Trimble, as one of dear
old Tompkins' boots smote him under his podgy chin. Baggy
sat down with a bump that almost shook the dormitory.

“Now, if you want the other boot, call me dear old
Tompkins again!" said Clarence York ferociously.

“Yow-ow-wooop!"” roared Trimble,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

I—

1

“Tt said quite plain

Even Baggy Trimble seemad to have had enough: the boot-

was the last straw. He turned in without any more demon-
trations of friendship towards Clarence York Tompkins,

But in the morning Baggy had 1ecovered from the effects
of the bool ovidently, for he grested Tompkins with a
beaming smile when he turned out of bed.

“Looks like being a fine day, Tompkins,” he remarked.

Grunt from Tompkins,

*“ Nice day for your uncle to come down!” said Baggy. “I
hope he'll enjoy the journey. Splendid old chap, isn't he,
Tompkins?”

“Yes; though you don't think so, you fat rotter!” said
Tompkins ungratefully. “Dry up, or you'll get this soap!”

“T say, Olarenco——"

“What?"

‘Clarence, old chap!”

The soap whizzed through the air, and narrowly missed
Baggy. And Baggy gave it up (ill breakfast-lime, when he
insisted upon passing Tompkins things, whether he wanted
them or not; and Tompkins could not "biff ” him in the
presence of Mr. Lathom. But, in spile of the fact that
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Baggy was fairly bursting with friendship for Clarence York,
nothing but the Form master’s presence saved him from
getting the marmalade—applied externally.

CHAPTER 9.
Something Like a Surprise.

[ ALLY wound, deah boys!”
“It's all very well—'"" grunted Herries.

“Weally, Hewwies——"
“QGussy, old man,” said Blake, “you're 2 good
little ass, as I've said before, but you're liable to overdo it1"”

“Weally, Blake——" )

“I was thinking of going out with my camera,” remarked
Manners. 4 ok % 55 y o i

“Stay in, and photograpl ompkins’ uncle!"” suggeste
Montnyqwlher. “He is worth putting on record!” o

* Weally, Loewthah——"

“You see, a half-holidny is a half-holiday!” said Dighy
argumentatively. *“Tompkins is a good sort, in his fat-
headed way, and I sympathise with a chap who's down on
his luck. And you can’t help feoling sorry for u fellow who's
going to tackle a scholarship exam, with a brain like
Tompkins’ to do it with! Stiﬁ——-—-—"

*“Still—" agreed Manners,

Arthur Augustus D'Arey adjusted his eregliss in his noble
eye, and surveyed his friends severely, but more in sorrow
than in anger. .

“Waeally, deah boys, it is up to us to wally wound!” ha
said. “When a chap’s down on his luck, olhah chaps ought
to wally! And those cads Wacke & (o, have heen givin'
Tomﬁkins a lot of wowwy. And his unele is ‘weally a vewy
worthy old chawactah, though certzinly owiginal in some
wespects."”

“He oughtn’t to butt in here again, in the cires!"” said
Manners. “It's. rotten for Tompkins!”

““ All the finah of Tompkins, deah boy, to stand it without
fui]i]n}u in wespect and affection townrds his wemurkable
uncle !

“Well, yes, that's so. There's more stuff in Tompkius than
anybody ever thought!” said Tom Merry.

*Yaas, wathah! And so——"

Jack Blake gave a deep groan,

“We'll rally round,” he said. “ We shall be jawed to death
by Gussy if we don’t, and bored to death by Tompkins and
his uncle if we do. Let’s chocse the lesser of two evils!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

““That's wathah a wotten way of putlin® it, Dlake!
Howevah——"

“In future,” said Monty Lowther solemnly, *“we will make
all our arrangements with a special regard for Tompkins'
uncle, Football fixtures shall be arranged for the days when
he doesu't como. We will spend all half-holidays within
gates, on the offchance that Tompkins’ uncle may trickle
in, Will that satisfy you, Gussy?”

“I wegard you as an ass, Lowthah! Howevah, if you wally
wound, it is all wight!”

And Tom Merry & Co. manfully resolved (o rally round
Tompkins, and let his celebrated uncle find him once more
surrounded by cheery pals.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy led his flock down to the gates,
where Clarence York "ompkins, like Sister Anne, was
watching the road. Tompking was in rather a perplexed
mood. His uncle had stated that he was coming tﬁat after-
noon; but had not mentioned a train, so Tompkins could
not proceed dutifully to the station {o meet him. Yet it
seemed very unlikely that he would some down from London
by road. Motor-cars surely were too expensive for a gentle-
man in Mr. York's faded and eclipsed financial condition.

Trimble ‘was there, friendiy as ever, but kéeping at a safe
distance, fot Tompkins had kicked him once, and was ready
to kick him again as soon as he came within kicking distance.
Racke & Co. were there, to make themselves as unpleasant as
possible, though they were not likely to veniure very far
when Tom Merry and his comrades arrived on the scene,

“Well, old scout, where's nunky?" asked Monty Lowlher.

Tompkins turned a perplexed face on the juniors,

“I suppose he’ll be hcre soon,” he said, “He told me
aliout half-past three. But there’s no train to get in for
that time, so I really don't know—" i

“Hoofing it, perhaps!” sugpgested Creoke, with a grin.

“ Not likely I said Racke. © His bools wouldn't stand it!”

Tom Merry glanced round.

“ Any more of that, and we'll fill in a few minutes mop-
ping you up!” he said. “Better shut up!”

Racke & Co. sneered, but they decided to shut up. Thero
was a sudden howl from Baggy Trimble:

“Here he comes!”

All eyes turned on the road. .

A big Rolls-Royce car came sweeping up the road,
driven by a plump and prosperous-looking chauffeur.
Tompkins clenched his hands—prepared to punch Baggy for,
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as he supposed, another gibe. Then he caught sight of his
uncle sitting in the open car, and unclenched his harids, He
blinked at Mr. Samuel York in blank wonder.

There he was!

His chubby, good-natured face was much the same; but
everything else about the Australian genlleman was
marvellously ¢hanged.

He: was exceedingly well dressed—quietly, but elegantly.
His silk-hat would have satisfied the uitermost requirements
of Arthur Augustus D*Arcy, whe was an authority on such
matters, He locked—as no doubt he was—a wealthy and
respectable middle-aged gentleman.

Tom Merry & Co. blinked. They had “rallied round "
Tompking to help him through with his poverty-stricken
uncle—to make the poor gentleman feel as much at. home
as possible at the school. And, apparently, it was not a
poor gentleman, but a very rich gentleman, whom they had
to deal with,

“Bai Jove!” murmured Arthur Augustua.

““Has the old beggar been pulling our legs?"” asked Monty
Lowther, in utter wonder,

Thére was a chuckle from Kangaroo of the Shell, who had
joined the group at the gates.

“You've hit it!" he said. “I knew it, when I got that
letter from Bydney! My uncle told me about Samuel York,
one of the richest merchants in Sydney. Mentioned that he
had a nephew at St. Jim’s. Nothing about his losing his
money, Tompkins' uncle i5 a giddy practical joker!”

“QOh!” ejaculated Tom Merry. “So that’s what Trimble
found out from your letter.”

“Just that!” grinned Kangaroo. “I wasn’t going to let
on; it's his bizney, not mine, what game he chooses to play.
I suppose he's got some object, and it wasn't for me to
butt in."”

“Quite wight, Kangy,” said Arthur Augustus. “You have
acted with gweat tact and judgment, deah boy!”

Kangaroo took off his hat, and bowed low to the swell
of St. Jim's in grateful acknowledgment. The juniors
chuckled,

“But why—" stuttered Blake.

““Here he is!”

The big car stopped at the gales, and Mr. Samuel York
alighted. ~ Clarence York Tompkins did not move or speak.
He couldn’t! He was so astounded, that he could only stare
at his amazing uncle, with his mouth open, like a fish out
of water.

Mr. York raised his hat slightly te the amazed juniors, and
smiled.

“Well, Clarence?” he said.

“Uncle!” stuttered Tompkins,

“Weren't you expecting me, my boy?" asked Mr. York.
“T think I told you I should arrive about half-past three.”

Tompkins could only blink. His uncle was speaking in a
auiet, wéll-cultivated voice, hardly recognisable as the voice
he had used on his last visit to St. Jim's. Why he had
been playing the part on that occasion of a rough, unedueated
man was a mystery to poor Tompkins. He was too astonished
even to {eel pleased or relieved.

“Have I surprised you, my boy?” asked Mr. Vork.

“Oh, yes! gasped Tompkine. “I—T suppose I'm
dreaming? D-d-did somebody lend vou that car to-day,
uncle?”

Mr. York langhed.

“It i3 my own car, Clarence,” he said.

“Great gad!” murmured Racke of the Shell. That big
car was handsomer and more expensive than the *“ whacking »
car in which Racke's pater, the war profiteer, came down
to the school. The man who owned that car certainly was
not hard up.

“1 owe you an explanation,” said Mr. York “But let
us go in, Clarence. T have been looking forward to tea
in the study, you know. Perhaps your young friends will
be your guests on this occasion, I should like them to hear
what I have to tell you.”

“Yaas, wathah, sir!” said Arthur Augustus,

Tompkins, still dazed and open-mouthed, walked in with
his uncle, Tom Merry & Co. going with them Racke & Co.
Llinked at one another. Bagpy Trimble rushed after
Tompkins & Co. Blake dropped behind the party, to take
Baggy by the collur, whirl him round and kick him hard.
Then he followed the others, leaving Baggy Trimble howling
with anguish, convinced at last that he was not to be “on ”
in the scene. and that he had no earthly chance of * palling *
with dear old Tompkins,

CHAPTER 10.
Ripping !
| OM MERRY & CO. gathered in Study No. 4 in the
Fourth in a state of great astonishment while
Tompkins went with his uncle to ece the Head.
Tompkins came into the study a few minutes later.
Hia face wae still amazed, but very bright.

“Well, old scout, it seems that your jolly old uncle has
beqia pulling our legs all round,” said Tom Merry, with a
smile.

“I—I can't understand it!” gasped Tompkins. * It seems
to mo that I shall wake up in the dorm presently, 1—I say
my uncle’s tipped me a tenner for a spread in the study!”

“Bai Jovel!”

“It—it scems that he told the Head last time he was here.
I knew he went and had a jaw with him,” said Tompkins,
‘* He's been spoofing me, somehow Blessed if I know why.”

“Certainly he is a vewy wemarkable old gentleman!” said
Arthur Augustus. *‘The most wemarkable thing is that he
has appawently pulled my leg! Fancy anybody takin’ me
in, you chaps!”

“Only fancy!” grinned Rlake.

“I'm to ask cversbody 1 know to the spread,” said
Tompkins. ‘“It's to be a celebration. You fellows will help
me out, won't youf”

“Dear old Tompkins!” said Monty Lowther affectionately,
“We're the very fellows to help a chap spend a tenner!
We'd make auy sacrifice to rally round on such an occasion 1”

Tom Merry & Co. plaved up manfully, and great prepara-
tions were soon going on. Chairs and “crocks ” were
borrowed or bagged right and left. The study soon presented
& wonderfully festive aspect, and arrangements were made
for an overflow meeting in the passage. Orders at the tuck-
shop were given carte blanche. Dame Taggles had seldom
done such a roaring trade, and nearly every fellow in the
Lower School resolved to rally round on that great occasion.
Figgins & Co. came over from the New House with a crowd
of fellows when the news spread. Even Racke & Co. turned
up, and were allowed to stay, and even Bagpy Trimble was
not denied. The astonishing development of Tompkins’ uncle
from such a shabby chrysalis into such a gorgeous butterfly
was the one topic,

When Mr. York came along he found some difficulty in
getting through the press to his nephew’s study.  But way
was made for him. and there was a loud cheer for Tomplkins’
uncle. The place of honour at the festive board in the study
was reserved for Mr. York, and as much room as was
available was allotted to special guests, such as the Terrible
Three, and Study No. 6, and Wildrake and Talbot and
Levison and Cardew and Clive, the rest being accommodated
in the wide passage -outside. Every eye was on Mr. York
as he took his seat at the table.

It was difficult to believe that that elegantly dressed gentle-
man with polished manners was the ** Bushranger " and the
“ Rag-bag " of whom Racke & Co. had made such merciless
mock. The feed was already beginning in the passage—the
juniors not being given to standing on ceremony—but in
the study they were more select, and they waited for
Mr. York.

““I wathah think, sir,” said Avthur Augustus gently, * that
you owe us some explanation, sir. It appeahs that you have
pulled our legs.”

“I confess,” said Mr, York. *“And T hope that vou will
all forgive me. Especially my dear nephew Clarence. If
yon will give me a few minutes T will explain.”

“Pile in, sir!” said Tom Merry.

“T came back to England,’ said Mr., York gravely, “a
stranger to the country I had left more than twenty years
before. T had never seen my nephew, and it was my inten-
tion, if he proved worthy, to make him my heir-—~the heir
to a large fortunic. I am a business man, and do rot take
persons or things on trust. What I had heard of my nephew
pleased me: But 1 decided to leave nothing to chance before
taking a very serious step. After a good deal of thought
I decided to return in the character of a poor relation, and
to judge Clarence by the way he greeted me in that
character.”

“Oh!” gasped Tompkins.

*I have endeavourad to be a kind incle to Clarence, without
having known him personally, while in Australia,” continued
Mr. York. “If the appcarance of a poor and somewhat
rough-and-ready relation from whom nothing further was
to be expected had made him turn his back on me, 1 should
have known what to think of him. I put him to a very
severe test: T fear that my poverty and assumed manners
brought a great deal of mockery npon him, which is very
hard for a boy to bear. But pure gold can be tried in the
fire with impunity.”

“Oh!" gasped Tompking again,

“ITe received me.” said Mr. York, “like a brave and
manly lad. e believed that nothing further was to be
expected from me in the way of bencht, and his only
thonght was ta make any possille return for past kindnesses,
He stood by méa, believing that I was down on my luck, and
that T should be u burden upon him when he grew up.
e turned out, in fact, the very lad that I hoped to find

(Conlinued on page 20.)
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THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

JIM READY, a sturdy Ind of fourteen,
baving seen his last friend Iaid to rest, is
left all alone in the great world. He is
leaving the cemetery gates, when he butts
up against Jobn Lincolm, the principal
governor c¢f 5t Beowulf’s, who bhands him
a free pasd into the great school.

He findz a friend In Wobbygong, a plucky
lad from Austialia, and the master of a pet
kangaroo, Nobby.

Nobby bolts one night, but the boys give
chase and capture bim. On their return to
8t. Beowul{'s they find that members of a
burglarious gang bave broken into the school.
The rufftans are captuced, Wobby com-
mandeering their car and hiding it in the
Haunted Barn.

From 31 pecket-book he had confiseated,
Wobby learps of the sceundrels' intentions
of smuggling their ill-gotten gains out of the
country.” He plans to capture the plunder.
At the dead of night he and his pals steal
out of the school. Boarding the com-
mandeered nsr, they are soon hot om the
trail. The; meet further members of the
gang. two c¢f whom they capture, and tlen
rive on to Whitchurch Castle; where they
find some of the stolen plunder hidden in a
well. They aure shadowed and attacked; but.
by the timaly arrival of John Lincoln and a
party of men, their assailants are captured.
Mr. Lincoln 15 intecested In the lads” exclt-
ing adventores, and becomes a member of
their party. Promising to send for them
Jater, he takes them back to the school.

The unext day, Mr. Teach, one of the
masters, orgaaises a paperchase. Wohby
and his chumms are detafled off as the hares.
Wobby's inteiests are. centred upon Lady
Castlewood s jewels, so, to suit his purpose,
he lays a stilf trail by ectering the haunt of
a flery bu'. to scatter his paper. Plunging
through the thick undergrowth, he gets on
the trail agair, which leads him to a pool.

SBubmerged beneath its waters, the boys
find & packe! containing the jewels they
had been secking. On reaching the- bank
with their find, they are cenfronted by four
more rognes who had been waiching their
movements. They make a dash for it, and
are ozly jnss able to effect an exchange of
bags with Nootiy before their pursuers cateh
them up  The rascals are chused off, how-
ever, by the arival of the harriers. Return-
Ing to the school, the boys meet Mr. Lineoln,
to whom they haod over the jewels.

Supper that evening is intermpted by the
suddet appeardance of Dr. Brackenbury, se-
companied by M» Lincoln und a distin-
guished-looking elderiy lady.

(Now read on.)

An Uncomfortable Situation.

UCKLEY and the whole of the Sixth
Form rgse af her entrance, and Mon-
sieur Panx de Blaguieres, who was
suppiog in Lall, nearly doubled him-

gell up in hiz magmficent bows.
For all recognised in the lady none other than
Tae Gex Liprarv.—No. 767
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the Countess of Castlewood, of Castlewood
Manor, one of the patrons of the school.

The countess' visits to the school were few
and far between. She came generally to
give the prizes at the annual sports, and to
hear the specches on speech-day.

8o there was quite a turmoil when she
sailed into the Hall with her gold-rimmed,
quizzing glasses to her eyes.

“Tell me, dear doctor,” she exclaimed, in
@ high, clear voite., “'Are the dear boys
having the'r suppers?”

The doctor mumbled something to the
eifect_that the young lions of St. Beowulf's
were feeding.

“How awfully interesting! And what a
nice lot of boys!" exclaimed the countess.

“Who's this swell Jane?” asked Wobby,
:as curious as the rest.

“Hush, you fool!” whispered Stickjaw,
under his breath. “It's the Count: of

The Finest Story of School Life and Adventure Ever Written

DUNCAN
STORM.

these three dear children who saved my
jewels for me?"

Wobby's face was a blank.

Stickjaw turned pale, and Jim Ready feit
as if he were glued to his seat with cobbler's
wax, as, piloted by the doctor, the great
EadyH advanced townrds them,

“Here are the three boys, Lady Castle-
wood,” said Dr. Brackenbury, smiling.
“John Wabby, 8weet, and James Ready.”

The three stood up, reddening furiously
under the gaze of hundreds of curious eyes.
Even a3 evil deeds will find us out, so do cur
good deeds. And their good deed for that
day had come home to roost speedily.

The countess surveyed them through her

glasses. .
_8he was a distinguished-looking lady, and
she made tliem all feel as though she was
looj:‘i::g ab them through the wrong end of
a

Castlewood ™

“Crumbs!” muttered Wobby. “Then it's
the old bird whosze shiners' we rescued this
afternoon?

The countess, attended by Dr. Brackenbury
and Mr. Lincoin, advanced ween the tables
of the crowded Hall, smiling amiably upon
the awed boys.

“Now, doctor,” she exclaimed, “ where are

WHO IS
RIVINGTON SPEED?
Mpysterious — all powerful —2a maute
of intrigue — Rivington Speed is the [
bafling character who figures * behind
the scenes ™ in every dramatic situition’

in * Helen of London™ — the greatest
of sll serial stories ever published by
AN ERS." he opening instal-
ment will appear on irlo.nclay next
and no one should miss it.

A dead hush fell upon the school.

Wobby would gladly have given- a month’s
Eocket-money to have beem ahle to disappear
hrough the floor as the demon king dis-
appears through the stage in pantomime.

But the floor of the Hall was solid as stone
flags could make it.

“What dear little boys!"™ excluimed the
countess. “And these brave little fellows
saved my jewels all by themselves! 1 must
kiss them all!” .

The high, <¢lear, ringing voice sounded
plainly through the Hall, where a silence
prevailed in which a pin might have beea
heard to drop.

The ears of the Lower School were simply
flapping on their heads in their intense
curiosity, and Wobb,!nr was speechless with
anguish asz this high-tone lady, who, sur-
rounded by & eloud of violet scent, stooped
over him, ani kissed him heartily.

It was a dreadful sitmation for Wobby as
she laid two white-gloved hands on his
shoulders, and, having kisged him on both his
blushing cheeks, kissed him again, as though
she liked it.

To be kissed in Erout of the whole school
was agony. Wobby was hall dizzy with the
scent of violats, nod remembered that he'd
bagged half a bottle of pickled onions earlier
during supper.

He held his breath, and nearly fainted.

“Pocr darling!” cxclaimed the countesa.
“8o this iz Master Jack Nobby?”

“No, your ladyship,” _corrected Dr.
Braskenbury. “This is Master Wabby.
Notiby is the name of his kangaroo!™

“How gquaint!” exclaimed the counntess,
“Aud he comes from Australia. Do you
come from Aunstralia, dear boy?”

IxShle: patted the horriied Wobby on his rosy
cheek.

“Yes, madam,” stammered Wobby.
from GQueensland!” '

“How very interesting!"” exclaimed the
lady, in that strange, aristocratic voice that
seemed to.cut the air like a knife. 1 had to
come straight away to see you dear boys. I
asked Mr. Lincoin to drive me here at ones
in his car, so that I could thank all three
of you. It was eo brave and sweet of you to
save my jewels! And this is Jim Readyt™

“I'm
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Jim waz as horrified as Wobby when the
tall lady gragiously stooped and kissed him,
He had not been euating onions ke Wobby.
He was giad now that Wobhy had scoffed
the only cnion out of the pickle-bottle.

" And what (o they call you, dear boy?”
she asked, taking Stickjaw’s chin in her
gloved hand, and iifting his face.

“Stickjaw, madam,” sighed Stickjaw,

Kiss me, Stickjuw,

almost inaudibly.

“How very quaint!
you dear, brave child!” exclaimed the
countess, who was greatly taken by Stick:
jaw's innceent and cherubic conntenance.

There was nothing for it. Stickjaw kissed
he{é He was nearly frightensd out of his
WIils.

“Pear boys,” said the countess, regarding
them with affectionate interest, [ hardly
know how to thank you for the great seryice
you have done me! 1 have only these few
jewels in the world, and you have saved
them from those dreadful burglars! You
must come and stay with me soon at Castle-
wood Manor. I want you to meet Waflington
—my nephew, Viscount Waffington. You are
just the sort of boys I want him to meet—
a tender, delleate child, so sepsitive, so much
soul! You will do him good; he is so very
delicate and shy and retiring.”

Then she turned with sudden inspiration

to: the doetor.

“Doctor.” she exclaimed, “I must really
horrow these three dear boys to meet
Waffington to-morrow. [ will send the car
over for them at ten, and they énn have a
nice long day with dear Waff. And, to cele-
brate their deed, I want you to grant me
a favour.”

Dr. Brackenbury bowed.

“Your lad&rﬂi[p is a governor of the school,"
he answered. “Any favour you may ask is
already granted!”

“Dear man!” gurgled the countess, ta p{ng
him with her gold-rimmed glasses. "Then
ask for a whole day's holiday to-morrow for
the whole school.”

There was no getting out of it for the
doctor.

He was as badly nuiled as Wohby had
been, for every word was andible through
the silent Hall. )

There wis: nothing the good doctor distiked
more than snap helidays of this sort, which
upset the whole of the routine and studics
of the school. But the countess had got

him fixed, and Buckley did not allew him a |

chance to wriggle out,
“Three cheers fer the conntesst” shouted
Buckley, his voide ringing through the Hall

The great groined rool shook to the
thundering cheer that went up.
“Three -cheers for the doctor!” called

Buckley.

Three thundering cheers rtolied thromgh
the Hall for the doctor. The whole day
holiday was Imevitable now.

“Three cheers for Wobby and Stickjaw and
Jim Ready!" piped a small boy of the
Lower School, who, with all the innuite
justice of the small boy, gave credjt wherd
eredit wits due.

The cheers that followed were simply deal-
ening In the midst of them, Wehby had a
vague consciousness that he was being kissed
agoin by this gracious lady.

“Till to-morrew, dear hoyl” she said
“Pear Wafl will be 0 charmed to meet you!
The car will call for you at ten. Ard do
bring that dear kangarop!”

She kissed Jim and Stickjaw again, anid.
with a wave of her gloved hand ta the
cheering school, sailed out of the Hall,

“Here, chaps,” cried Wobhy to hia cliums,
"let’'s get out of this quick!”

He made for the door.

The hoys were laughing and cheering all
round him.

“@Good old Woh!" eried one.

“Hiss me, Stickjaw. you dear, brave child!™
called another.

“Dear hoys, you must meet Waflington!™
called a third.

Wobby rushed out of the Mall. and cut
across the quad as fast ns his legs would
earry him. His ehums followed him closeiy

There wad a cheering rueh of bays after
them, hut they escaped, and tore up the
steps. of the Pirate’s Den to their study.
which was kXnown as the Glory Moje.

It was dark as pitech as Wabby hurled him-

self into it, dragged his companions In,
and sported the oak or outer door.
Then he struck a match and lit the

candle.
There came a hammeriog on the outer guk
a8 Wobby cuutiously closed the innmer door.

“Come out, Wob, and tell us all about it,
you sly dog!” exclaimed a voice.

“Let. me kiss you, sweet boy!™
another voice.

Wobby threw himself into the armchair,
staring gloomily before him. He waited til
the reveilers oubside got sick of calling their
congratulations and their mockeries through
the oak and went awny,

“ Nugs!” e said gloomily. *This is the
worst thing that’s happened to us up till
now. That swell Jane hias queered the whole
pitch. To-morrow will he Friday. We've got
to waste all the beautiful day playing nurse-
mald to that siekly nephew of hers—
Viscount Wallington!” .

“What will he be lke?” asked Stickjaw
gloomily.

“Something awful!” groaned Wobby. “A
thing in golden curls amd « little Lord
Fauutlercy snit—the King Pin of the
Kiudargarten! Take m¢ away snd bury me
somewhere! Me, kisted lke a haby befire
the whole =citopl! 8o brave and sweet of
us to save her jewels! Crumbs! If I'd omiy

cried

known, I'd have left 'em at the bottom of | d

the pool for those tugs to fish up! And just
whien Mr. Lincoln’s taken a part in the game
for Saturday night we are collared by this
swell Jane for playmates for her little sensi-
tive nephew! Oh, we've found it! We've
hit the mallee serub with both tfeet, and
our same is Mud! Think of that old hird
mugging us: before the whole school, and
me  whifin’ of pickled onions something
cruel! The pebs will be poking mullock at us
for months. We'll never get over it!"

His friends tried to comfort him, but
Wobby was feeling so low about it, that, ds
soon as he wans sure the coast was clear, he
crept off to his bed in Dormitory No. 4, and
was pretending to he asleep wher the rest
of the fellows came up to bed.

_ Rough on Lung!
UNG was the first to come fn,
I “Hallo, Wobbee!" he called “Ow

are
“You Chinee

on, you dear lectle boy!"

shut

up, you

‘heathen!” mumbled Wobby, from under the

bedclothes.

Lung grinned,

“To-mollow you puttee on your best
clothes and you go play with Vicount
Walfington,” he suggested. “Play with
Nonl's Ark! Play with doli!”

This was more than Wobby could bear.
He sprang from his bhed, and leaped npon

- No, 4.
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Luug, rolling him on the polished figor of
the dormitory. Then he grubhed Lung by
liis piztuil, and started pullizg him round
tlte floor,

“Come here, you O-Cedar mon!” he: yelled.
“I'll teach yom to poke mullock at me!
Do y'think I'm going to let a yellow-faced
Cunton peb like yon play the kid stakes on
me? No, sir!” o

“0Oh, Wobbee!" eried Lung. “Faln hit!
Stop! You pull off my pigtail!”

Wobby had dragged his victim to the fire-
tuckets in the passage outside Dormitory
There were big buckets for water
and a small, loug bucket for sand.

There was ng sand in the small becket. It
was impossible to keep sand iu that par-
ticilar bucket, because the hoys always used
it for sprinkling between the shieets of any-
ope obaoxious to them. .

Wobby snatched up the smull bucket, and
banged it down on his pal's head.

“There you are, you tug!" ke said.

Now ‘this particular bucket which had
long served as a football had been severely

ented.

Wobby, with & smash of his fist, sent It
well down over Lung's shoulders. Then he
stood back and surveyed his victim with a
grin.

“'Pon my word, Lung.” he said, with &
smile, "if you doiru look the very double
and spit of Ned Kelly the bushranger In
that helmet! Come and let me show you
to the boys!"

“Please don't Rl“ at goats, Wobbee!”
pleaded the unhappy Lung. as Wobby
dragged him back into the dormitory. "I
ecannot see, because of this pail, and it
presses on my skulll”

“That's all right!" pleaded Wobby.
“There's nothing iuside your block for it
press on! You are only a bone head!”

Great was the laughter in the dormitory
when Wobby paraded his Chinese [riend
round the beds, informing his chums that
he had eaptured Ned Kelly, the famous

hushranger.
The laughter stopped, though, when
Lung, trying to remove the bucket, dis-

covered that it was Armly fixed on his head.
It was a queerly-shaped bucket, and Wobby
had somehow managed, hy a lucky cbance,
to bang it dowa on Lung's slioulders, and
it had taken a twist which had locked it on
Lung’s head. :

In fact, Lung's queer-shaped nose fitted
the dented, ill-used bucket just as a Yale
key fits a lock.

blushing chesks.

A dead hush fell upon the school as the Countess of Castlewood laid two
white-gloved hands on Wobby's shoulder, and then kissed him on both his
o "*You dear, dear boy ! "’ she exclaimed.

THE GEs Lipranry.—No. 76T,
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Crumbs! Don't he smell
a treat!” he added,
sniffing at the bucket
with great relish. “He's
like o bed of vilets!
You'd never think that
a Chink could tiddiey-
wink so nicel!”

The raiders went off,
They returned swiftis
with a large bottle of
hair-oil, ? nched from
Beau Wall, the dandy
of the Fifth.
lilng-scented, and the
whole lot was poured
into the bucket.

It ran through on to
Lung’s shoulders; but
when they tried to give
a twist to the bucket,
they only extracted a
dismal howl from the
patient.

Wobby looked round
at his chums dolefully.

"No good wasting any
more of this sweet-

It wus

scented jossop on  his
out, boys!” he said.
“We'll have to take

him to the hospital and
send for the doctor to
uncork him. Where's
his cap?”

Lung's cap was placed
solemnly on top of the
bucket.
did it,” said

rolling him upon the polished floor

Wobby afn-ang from his bed and lamg

Grabbing his pigtail, he pulled him along the ficor.
" Gome here, you O-Cedar mop,” he cried.

Wobby. *“No need for
you chaps to be im-
plicated. I'l take him
along and stond the
racket !”

But Jim Ready shook

upon Lung,
e dormitory.

“What's the matter?” asked Wobby, as
Jim Reudy tried to pull the bucket off their
chium's head.

“1 don't know,” replicd Jim, in rather
troubled tones. “His head seems fixed in
the rotten thing, somehow!"

“But if it went on so easy, it must come

oft!" replied Wobby., "lere you are,
Lung-o! Hang on to the bedstead, and
we'll all pull?”

But a stout pull on the bucket only

pulled s yell out of the unhappy Lubg.

i out, Wob!" cried Stickjaw.
“You'll pull his head off like a shrimp’s!”
“Well, what are we goiog to do about
* asked Wobby, beginning Lo look
worrfed. “He can't go to bed with his
head in the bucket like that! A Chink will
stand ‘'most anything, but Le might
smother in the night! Then I expect 1
should be pulled up for manslaughter—or
Chirfk slaughtert”

He took another pull on the bucket, but
only pulled another howl eut of Lung.

“Spare me days, but his block is canned
all right!" he sald.
a sardine-opeper?”

“A sardine-opener is no good on that
bucket!” said Stickjaw. “I tell you what
we might do, Wob,” he added. “I've got
a drill uud a brace. If I bore a little hole
in the top we can pour brilliantine and
hair-oil through it. 'What will grease his
he:}g well, and perhaps the bucket will pull

“Apy of you nugs got

“That’'s a brainy idea!" replied Wobby, in
toves of relief. “It's wonderful what a
little ofl will do! Get on with the drilling,
Btickjuw, and miod you don't bore throug
hig skull!"

They seated Lung in a chair, and Stick-
Jaw got to work with his drill,

It was a tough job, but presently he had
bored a small hole t-hrougi? the bottom of
the bucket.

They poured in all the brilllantine and
halr-oil available in Dormitory No. 4. But
there was not a great deal of this, as
Sbmk{nw had been using the stuff to oll his
bicycle. le said there was nothing like =
thin, scented hair-oil for the chaln.

“Qo and raid Dormitory No. 6." said
Wobby. “Those Fifth ¥Form toffs use
quarts of the stuffl. Posh stuff, too!

Tre GEM Lisraryr.—No. 767.

his head.

“We'll come with you, Wob,” he volun-
teered—"me and Stickjaw.”

They led Lung away through the passage
and over :ha bBtrld'élex olli Slﬁh?, which was
the nearest cu e hospital.

“We are in for it!" mumbled Wohby
dismally. *Everything's going against us!
We shall never be allowed to go off to Mr.
Lincoln's on Saturday if we get this mark
against ws. We'll have to rouse out the
matron, and there will be no end of a
fuss.”

But a ray of hope shot across Wobby's
leather fuce as they neared the door of
the Pirate’s Den.

Blackbeard Teach was there. A Soft
burring sound showed that he was grinding
down microscopic sections of quartz. :

“Crumbs!” muttered Wobby, “There's
just a chance! Blackbeard’s got all the
tools im there, and electric current, too.
If he takes it good-humoured and matey,
e can eut the bucket off this Chinee’s head
as eacy as you cut through the crust of a
pie. It we can oply make him laugh, it 18
done. Blackbeard Is all right when he
laughs. When he don't laogh, you'd better
beat it while the going is good. If he takes
it all right, we are all right. It he don’,
we've done our dash. We are mafeesh!”

Wobby knocked on the door.

“Come in!" called the voice of Black-

beard.

Wobby pushed the door open slightly and
slid into the rvom. He did not want to
break Lung on Blackbeard's sight all at

once,

* jlallo, Wobby!" snid Blackbeard Teach,
looking up from the electrically-driven
wheel on which he was working, * What do
you want? Why are you not in bed?”

“IF you please, sir,” sald Wobby, “there's
been a slight accident in Dormitory No. 4.”

Mr, Teach started up from his cutting-

wheel.
"A slight he

NSWERs

accident !™ exclaimed.

Another Splendid Number of the GEM Next Week !

“What have you youns fiends been up to
now?”

“Nothing much, sir,” said Wobhy re-
assuringly. “It's only a little aeccident.
We've got It outeide here. 'FPhe Chinese
boy Lung has got his head in a bucket, and
he can’t get it out, that's all!

Ite swuug the door open, and Lung
entered the room, led by Jimn and Stickjaw,
the bucket firmly txed over his head and
his school cap perched on tep of the
bucket.

Blackbeard started at the strange sl{ht.

Then, with a shout of laughter at thia
droll apparition, he tumbled buck into his
armchair.

Webby breathed a great sigh of relief.
Blackbeard had taken i all right. ‘Theic
expedition against the robbers was safel

Blackbeard to the Rescue !

LACKBEARD TEACH laughed till the
tears ran down his face at the absurd
sight of Lung with the bucket
jammed down on his head and his

schiool cag perched on the top of the bucket.
Wobby, Jim, and Stickjaw smiled respect-

fully. All was going well. When DBlack-
he;ni-gt laughed ke was as easy to handle as
a en.

“How did this happen?” asked Blackbeard,
as he dried his eyes.

*Well, sir, Lung somehow managed to get
bis head in the bucket,” began Wobby, in
non-committal tones, *And we couldn't get
it out, though we've hair-oiled him till he's
as greasy as an eel.”

lackbeard examined the bucket carefully.

“1 shall have to cut the bucket off, or the
boy will *kick the bucket,'” he said. "By
the way, Master Wobby, does Le not remind
you of that national hero of your country,
Ned Kelly, the bushrunger, with the
cylindrical helmet that he made for himself
out of ploughshares?”

“Just what I sald, sir!” said Wobby,
warming up to enthusiasm at the mention of
the name of ihe famous bushranger. “My
dad knew Necd Kelly, sir. He once shook
hands with him on the top of & stage coach.”

"“Did he, indeed, Wobby,” replied Mr.
Teach somewhat dryly. “I suppose you have
read his life?”

“Rather, sir!” replied Wobby with enthu-
siasm. “I had all the Ned Kelly books, and
his dying speech and coofession. I lent my
library to n chap, though, and he never sent
'em_back."

“Perhaps that was just as well,” answered
Blackbeard, fitting a cubting-wleel to his
electrically-driven grinding machine. " Now.
Masters Ready and Wobby, il you will
kindly hold your Chinese friend's head down
?ently on this wheel, we will manage to free
Wm from his singular headgear.”

The wheel buzzed and cut through the
bucket, and soon Lung's head was freed.

“There, boys!” said Mr. Teach rather
severely. “Your pocket-money  will
stopped now to pay for a mew bucket. As

the charge will be spread over the whole
dormitory, the fine will be about threepence
each. 1 shall assume that you are all guilty
and you can settle the degree of guilt
amongst yourselves,”

“Thank you, sir,” replied Wobby gratelully.
“Good-night, sir!”

“Good-night!” replied Mr. Teach. "And
as you have had plenty of fun to-night, don't
let me catch any of you awake when I come
round in halt an hour's time."

The boys slipped off, glad that Blackbeard
put them no awkward questions.

“1t was decent of old Binck to tell us
when he's coming round,” said Wobby. * But
did you notice how the cunning old bird
stuck us for a new bucket, when everyone's
been playing football with the old one for
Yyears. ‘hat is the way schoolboys are
robbed. Cunning is Blacko's leading suit.”

They led the sweetly perfumed Lung back
to the dormitory, where Wobby plumped him
into his bed.

“Now you stop there quiet, old Rimmels’
seents!” he said. “This dormitory to-night
E“’ ggot to be a dormitory of white-headed

oys!™

Profound peace relzned in Dormitory No. 4
when Blackbeard went his rounds that night.
Wobby had too many irons in tho fire to risk
even a reprimand which might wpsct his plans
for the biggest lark he had ever planned.

(An exciting instalment next weelk.)
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= “My Readers’ Own Corner.”

Tuck Hampors and Money Prizes Awarded for
Interesting Paragraphs.
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THIS WINS OUR TUCK HAMPER.
A % BOOT-IFUL” GIFT!

An aeroplane was flying over the countryside, and
the pilot was indulging in a little stunting. Absent-
mindedly he looped the loop, quite forgetting he had
on board a pair of boots in a parcel. Naturally they
dropped out, aid landed at the feet of an old woman
in a cottage garden. The package burst open, and
ont rolled the boots, much to her astonishment.
Picking them up, she hobbled indoors and called out
to hér husband: “ Ere you are, Garge! Them
boots you ordered 'ave come. What a wunnerful
thing 1his ere wireless is! I thought I heard the
buzz of ’em coming through the air.”--A Tuck
Hamper flled with delicious Tuck has been awarded
to K. T. Sargent, 46, Woodlands Park Road,
Harringay, N.15.

ORI RS

ACCORDING TO ORDERS.

Pat bad joined a cayalry regiment, and on his first day
was given one of the worst horses to ride, and was told that
he must not dismount until he got orders from headquarters.
Some time later (he colonel passed and saw Pat lying on
the ground and the horse out of sight. *“Why have you
dismountetl ¥ asked the colonel. “Did you get orders from
headquarters?” Pat found his breath -at last, and replied:
“No, sor; from hindquarters!"—Half-a-crown has been
ﬂ.\rﬁ‘ded to R. Beech, 63, Wellington Lane, Beverley Road,

ull.
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STORY OF A SIXPENCE.

The -cheap-jack was exerting all his delicate subtleties in
the science of drawing a crowd, and he wound up by offering
a bright new shilling for sale by auction. “Now, gentle-
men,” he cried, *“here is the opportunity of & lifetime !
What will you bid for this shilling? 'Fhis is only one, of
the bargains I've got for you to-day.” Bids came very
slowly from the doubting listeners, till at last the childish
treble of a small boy's voice was heard, “Sixpence for it !”
ho cried. * Very well,” said the eheap-‘jack. “it’s yours, my
little lad. Where's your sixpence’ ‘Take it out of the
shilling and hand me over the change !” replied the smart
lad.—Half-acrown has been awarded to Kemnelth Whalley,
42, Hawes Side Lane, Blackpool.

S8OFT INDEED.

A small boy came home one day in a rather dishevelled
state. “Tommy,” exclaimed his mother, “you’ve been fight-
ing again ! “Well,” said Tommy in self-defence, “the %oy
next door was cheeky.” “That was no reason for fighting.
You should remember that a soft answer turneth awey

wrath., You should have given him a soft answer.” “I did!

That's what started the fight. I threw a ripe tomato at
him !"—Half-a-crown has been awarded to Miss Irene Storr,
Uxbridge, 16, Horne Street, East Brunswick, Melbourne,
Victoria, Australia,

A TALL STORY.

Three men were arguing as to which parish had the
tallest policeman. “Well," said the first, “our policeman
can look over a haysiack and lell you who is on the other
side.” *¢ Well,”” said the second, * ours can look over a row
of houses and see into the next street.” “That’s nothing,”
said the third. “Our {)ohceman‘ is so tall that we have to
Jower him down the colliery shaft to cut his hair |"—Half-a-
crown has been awarded to T. F. Butler, 57, Wednesbury
Road, Walsall, Btafls.
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400 HOBBIES

EVERY ONE OF THEM A HOBBY YOU
CAN MAKE AND SAVE MONEY ON

The

=Amateur
Mechanic

EACHES you by simple language and plain
pictures, the working prmnciples of
trades. This is knowledge that will be of

use to you all your life. You can learn to do every
kind of job about the home and garden.

IT WILL SHOW YOU
HOW TO MAKE

in Metal—Soap a

Swing—A Sundinl Pedestal—Stencil Plates—Waterproofing
for Cloth — Cameras — Canvas canaea—Scoors:ﬂl Gardan
Frame—A Woodworker's Bench—French Polish—A Greon-
house—Incandescent Mantles—Indunction Coils—Driliing
Machines—A Siphon—Hearthrugs Irem Cloth, etc.

HOW TO MEND

Leather CGouches—Cane-seated Chairs—0ld China—Chair
Bottoms — Modern Watches —0ld Clook Dials — Step
Ladders—0Oileloth—Hot Water Pipes—Windows and Doors
—PFicture Frames—Range Bpil;rs—m‘sh?gany Armohairs—
Pianos — Knives and Forks — Plastering — Gas Fittings
—Speaking Tubes—Cooking Ranges—Meta] Vessels—Pocket
and Pen Xnives—Leather EBags—Grandifather Clocks—
Eelective Ploorboards—Spectacles—Excessive Outflow .at
Taps—Dining Chairs—Mirrors, Mantelboards, ete.—Violin
Bows — Dutch and French cloiol;r_s —_ réoox' 'f;-““ — Type.
ool o

writers — Brooches — Locks-—Scissor: i O —1ron
and Brass Bedsteads — Cabinet Fittings — Linoleums and
mttin%&—-nﬂ _Paintings—Venstian Blindi helves and

ot Water a.ppartat.us—sodtg and Shoes—Magneto-

Hinges, Looks, et¢.—Broken Sash Cords—Geysers—Lawn
uowats—l!arb_la-togped Washstands—EBall Valves—Eurst
Water Pipes - Sewing Machines — Burst Soil Pipes — Fire
Grates—Poles and Brackets—Old Wooden Bedsteads, etc.

125,000 PEOPLE HAVE PROFITED
BY GETTING THIS WONDER WORK

WHAT ONE OF THEM SAYS :—

Mr, P. H. PARKES, Brighton, writes:

“The work is cxcellent. It is &lmost impossible for any anateur
worker to desire knowledge which is not to he found within these four
wolumes, T am working in a small ghop, odd-jobbing, taking everythihg_
that comes my way, and my scope has been crlarged as though T-ha
safved innumerahle apprenticeships. ¥ am even contemplating
taking up some entirely fresh trade s a spare-time ocou-
pation. I have already made a successfit] attompt at wateh and clack
ropairing by getting n wateh and a clock in going order ilat had been
returned as hopeleas by three watchmakers!] My entire informa-
tion on the subject came from ' The Amateur Mechanio.' "

WE WILL SEND YOU FREE

A BOOKLET GIVING SPECIMEN
LESSONS AND PICTURES.

SEND FOR IT NOW

To The WAVERLEY BOOK CO., Ltd. (U.J.H. Dept.),
96, Farringdon S§treet, London, E.C. 4.

Please send me. without. charge, your ¥ree Ilustrated Booklst. con-
_mming all purtioulars as to conteénts, authors, etc., of " THE
AMATEUR CHANXC,” also information a8 to your offer to
send the Complete Work for a merelg nominal Aryt payment, the
balance to be yaid by a few small monthly payments, beginning thirty
days after delivery of Work.

NAME
{Send this form in unsealed envelope with halfpenny stamp, or aposteard.)

ADDRESS

U.1.H., 1922. ” : . s
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TOMPKINS ON TRIAL.

(Continued jrom page 15.)

him—a ucphew of whom any uncle might ba proud. 1 was
sorry to cause him pain, which I fear has bheen caused,
but I cannot be sorry for putting him to a test which has
turned out so successfully. Now 1 can only ask him fo
forgive me.”

““Oh, unele!™ stuttered poor Tempkins.

That was all Tompkins could say, but his face was bright
and beaming. D'Arcy rose in his mosl stately mamwr,

“Gentlemen, [ wequest you to charge vour glasses——°

“Hear, hear!”

“Pour out the Rhine wine, et jt flow!™
Lowther. “Forth with the foaming cham "

“Hau. lia, ha !"

“Gentlemen, I beg to pwopose a toast: To Mr. York, a
gentleman whom we forgive fweely for havin® pulled our
legs, and his nephew, Clavence York Tompkins, who is one
of the best, and a fellow of whom his school is pwoud!™

murmured Mouty

“ITear, hear'!"
“ Bravol™

The toast was drunk with ginger-besr and enthnaisam
Theu Tompking was called upon ta say a “ fow words ™

Poor Tompkins stammered.

S I—I—T'm jolly glad—"

“ Hear, hear!™

“I sha’n’t have to leave S, Jim's now-—-

“Dravo!" '

“I shu’n't have to swot and mug over a rolten sclialurship
1 couldn't have wangled it anghow——""

*Hurerah !

“And—and I fecl awfully jolly, and—and it!s al due to
D*Arcy for backing me up like a real good chap."

“Bai Jove!”

“Hip, hip. hurrah:"

Aund Tompkins sat down, very red in the face, and feeling
the happiest fellow in the three kingdoma.

THE EXND.

"

(There will be another vollicking fine complete schoot
story of Tom Merry and Co,wext week, entitled, © The
Cardew Cup ! ™’ by Martin Clifford. Order it early.)

SOMETHING NEW!

E8| The very latest in  Constrne-
Ml tional Engineering. Get ready
for the long winter evenings,
| Send for our FREE ILLUS-
;=g TRATED LIST of all the
R latest Indoor Sports and Games,
including Racing,  Cricket,
Football, Monte Carlo, Home Cinemas, and Structator.

FRE :,B,! THE VICTOR CO. (Dept. 1),
Post a curd NOW lo— 51, CHANCERY LANE, LONDON. W.C.2,

HOME CINEMATOGRAPHS
AND FILMS.

Send for New Free IMustrated List of Machines,
lrom: 106 upwands, and  Accessodes.  Films, all
lengtha, for sale or Exechiange,  Enquiries invited,

iy ie FORD'S, Dept. A.P.,
B 13, Red Lion Squlrn.pl.nndnn.w.ﬂ. 1.

WHY BE SHORT 0 —TIf  few extra inclieg are what you nead,
8 counaence the Girvan Seientifie Trentment
atonce. Carpied out in your pwn home, qiite privately, Your friends will
b astonished at the improvement in yout appeatanto.  Students report
from -2 1o 5 inclies increwse,  You will ‘work. ent. aoid aslerp bettar.  Send
P.0. for .particulars amd £100 gunrantes to ENQULIRY DEPT, AM.P.
17, 8THOUD GRLEN HOAD, LONDON, N.4
Ventriloguist's

MAG,IG TR":KS. mt;m:ﬁ?h IL:;&'si?,igl Imitate Birds.

Pric#%il.each 4 forl -—'P.W. Harrizon, 239, Pentonville Rd.,London,N. 1.

"-USHING —Famous Doctor's recips for this most distressing
e complaing, 6d, (P.Q.J. Never fails. Testimouials
dally.—Mg. P. GEORGE, Fairhaven, Clevedon, Somerasst.

MOVJES AT HOME — Projsctors and Real Cinema

- " Pilms, Lists Free. — Desk K,

DEAN CINEMA CO.. 94, Drayton Avenus. West Ealing, London, W.13.
Cure yourself as I did. Pu;—

STOP sTAMMERING! ticulars Free. — FRANK

HUGHES, 7, SOUTHAMPTON ROW, LONDON, W.C.1,

BOXING GLOVES %) 5/-
Superior 63, Men's 6/9.  FOOTBALLS, 6/-, 9/-, 11'G,

PUNCHBALLS, 11,6, Special Value, Postage 9d. Catalogue Free.
CARPENTER, MORECAMBE ST, T, S.E.17.

YOWRS Sor
3%, This handsome full.sized Gent's Lever
Watch sent upon receipt of 1. After
approval send 1 - more, the balance may
llu;n be-':md by 6 monthly instalments of .
2/-ench. Guaranteed 5 years. Chain
offered Free with every watch, Cash
returned in full if dissavisfied, Send 1/-
aow to Simpson's Ltd. (Dept. 2 )
94, Queen Rd.. Brighton, Sussex

[] ~Leurn the Wanderful Japanese
n‘"‘ T BE BULLIED ! Art of Self-Defence n!;th(mt
Weapons. For small hays and men (also women). Send NOW Four
Penny Stamps for Splendid ILLUSTRATED SAMPLE LESSONS, or
3/8 for Large Portion of Course.—Dept. .M., SGHOOL OF JUJiTsU,
31, Golden 5q., Regent St., London, W.1. Personal Tuition «lsn given,

CINEMATOGRAPH FILMS—Big VarieLy, inel ¥ [
27- tor sampla 100 1., or [5/. 1.06% f.!'.r.';’;muﬁ':[tmgg Pt e ﬂgf;:{

arriags Paid
faotlon guarantaed. —~WILFORD. 8. Moorland [lwes. Hy-lngl".u-k.‘ LERDS

is all you pay for a superbly made Mead
Gramovhone with massive;, highly pol-
ished solid oak cabinet: gigantic richly
coloured horn ; extrn lurge sileat run.
ning motor, wnusually loud rubber
insulated Sound Reproducer; bril-
liantly nickelled seamiess tapered

totie arm and zll othier up-to-date
improvements. Sent packed free

and carringe paid with %6 Tunes

and 400 Silver Steel Needies on
10 DAYS' FREER TRIAL.
Fully warranted. Mouey refunded
it dissatisfied. Exquisitely de-
signed Portable Horunless. Tahle

vs» below shop prices.
Write TO-DAY for the hixgest and
miost beautifully illustrated gramo-
phone catalogus in the world.

DO YOU LACK SELF-CONFIDENCE ?

Do you ever feel ** all of a tremble "? Do you feel awkward in tha
presence of others? Do you have *‘ nervous or mental fears ' of any
kind? Do you sulfer from involuntary blushing, nervous indigestion,
lack of energy, will-power, or mind concentration? Do you shrink
rom the company of men or women, social gatherings, speech-making,
conversation, playing or * appearing in public.”? Learn how to
change your whole mental outlook by sending at once 3 penny stamps
for particulars of guaranteed cure in 12 days.— GODFRY ELLIOTT-
SMITH, Ltd., 627, Imperial Buildings, Ludgate Cirous, London, E.G.4.

forms Ian.
::l)le forall il

“-'IN-"I
nly 1:3.
Postage 4u. ([
‘Worth Dou.|JB
HAN DY ble. Delight{ g

or Money
Back, New

TU ULS (talogueFree. Big 2
argains, Td. to70/. i
PAIN'S Presents House, Dept. 9T, HAST

CINEMA AND FILM BARGAINS!—35 fi, Film. only 9d. Cinema
Machines fram 4/9. (Poat 1]-.) Stamp for New BARGA LISTH,
Cinentes  and Films.—A. E. MAXWELL, Georgs Street, I[ASTINGS

—Vantriloguist's ¥oics Inst t, )
FUN FOR ALL I Y ee, ionriare irds. heaoie:
eto. 1/- P.OQ. (Ventrioquism Treatisa included). —Ideal Co.., Clevedon, Som.

CUT THIS OU

“ The Gem." PEN COUPON. VYalus 2d.

Sond 7 of these coupons with only 2/9 dirgct to the Fleet Pem Co..
119, Fleet Street, London, L.C.4. You will receive by return a Splendid
Brifish Made 14-ct, Gold Nivbed Fleet Fountnin Ien, value 10/6. (Fins,
Medium, or Broad Nib)., Ii only 1 coupon is sent, the price i3 3/9, 2d. being
allowed for ench extra conpen up to 6. (l'ocket Clip, 4d.) Satisfaction
gunrantecll or cash returned, Special New Offsr—¥our own nams iu gl
lettérs on seither pen foy 1/- extra.

Lever Self-Filling Model, with Safety Cap, 2/- extra.

Hamazlor, Baw, Thisals, Gimler. Gouge,
Nuil Lifter, Hradawl, Scrawilriver, Eto.
7 Ins. Case encloses 10 &




