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A PERSONAL
EXPLANATION.

Why Yeur Editor is Not
With the Colours.

HE photograph of your Editor,
lately

which recently appeared - ab
the Iead of this page, has
been the cause of cynical

!
remarks from a ‘few of my readers, |

who are—uot unnaturally, perhaps—
puzzled  that one so comparabively
youthful as myself is not in Flanders
enduring with others the inferno of
the trenches.

In justice fo these readers I have
ventured upon a personal explanation

of this matter—an explanation which

amply proves that no ihsinuations as
to lack of patriotism can be laid at
my door.

For the information of dhose
readers of Tau Boys’ Frimyn who
desire to know the facts of the case,
I would say that the 'explanation
appears in tho issue of our companion
paper, *“The Magnet ' Library, No.
@79, published last Monday.

MEXT MONDAY'S FINE
FEATURES.

“ Magnificent 1" is the only word
whioh willtadequately desaribie next
woek's issue of the good old B .M
Apart from two exceptionally fing
instalments of our serials, there will
be a grand complete tale of Jimmy
Bilver & Co. at Rookwood, entitled:

“THE MODERNS' MISTAKE!"

A stirring story of Tom Beloher,
the boy boxing marvel, will also
appear; and W: Murray Graydon
contributes a rare treat in his in-
tensely absorbing story of ‘“The
Circle of 13.”

All things considered, I am of the
opinion that the British boy would
have $o go a long, long way before
he discovered another journal with
such an altogether attractive array
of foatures as those contained in

NEXT MONDAY’S SUPERB
IB8UE.

SMYTHE'S LITTLE SWEEP.

(Continued from previcus page.)

1

e

“You don't think——"
“T jolly well do think,” said Jimmy

Silver.  “Smythe was ‘'to get his
precinous evening paper af eight
o'clock. I¥s nearly half-past now.

Haven't you had that paper yes,
Smythe?”

“Nen-no b

“Then it's late.” said. Jimmy
Silver. , ** Vou'd better go and in-
guira for it.” )

Lovell and Raby and Newecomoe

were looking at Smythe very sus-
precious evening —paper at eight
&hell wag decidedly uncasy under
wheir looks.

“T,00k here, TIl make it two hob
for your slip, Silver,” said Smythe
desperately. |

#wo bob for a slip of waste-
paper,” said Jimmy Silyer. “You're
gotting oo generous 1n your old age,
Smythey. Why don't you make it a
quid?”
7yl you sell or not?”

113 Not !l’

«What's the good «of it to you? A
rank outsider—not a chance in a
thousand—" :

“Phat’'s why you want do give two
fbob for if, is 11"

OUR COMPANION
PAPERS

1 would like all my readers to look upon me a5 |
their real friend, someone to whom they can
come for help and advice when they are in doubt
or difficulty.
me to be of use to my boy and girl friends if
they feel they would like to write-tome. . + .

1t is never *too much trouble” to

POSTCARDS ONLY,
PLEASE!
L L

I have a little grumble to make
this week In conncction with the
“Tales to Tell ¥ Competition, which
is progressing in conjunction with our

famous companion paper, “The
Gem” Library.
One of the rules governing this

feature provides that all jokes are
to be sent inm on postcards only—
otherwise they cannot be considered.
A good many readers have ignored
| this zule, with the result that hun-
dreds of entries shave had to be dis-
qualified through non-adherence to it.

Let me urge those readers who
compete for our grand little money
prizes to bear this detail in mind for
the future.

I much regret that owing to lack of
space I have been unable to include
any storyettes in this issue, but I pro-

in next Monday's number.,

WHY BE PATRIOTIC?

“ Why should I be a patriot?”’ asks
H. W., of London, B. 1 do not
own one foot of land, and I find
there are thousands starving in the
land which I am asked to love. If
you can show me the path of patriot-
1y clearly, then I shall be pleased to
follow it, and take pleasure in ginging
“(rod Save the King.”

Lot me answer I W.s question by
asking him another. What if we
were not patriotic? Just think for a
moment of the state of chaos we
should soon he in if everyone took
the selfish view, and refused to
acknowledge himself or hersclf part
of the whole nation. Why, the entire

British Empire would graduvally break
up !
Now, supposing we liken our

Empire to a vast and mighty busi-
ness. For a business to be a success,
it is necessary that everyone—from
the highest director to the lowliest
office-boy—shall be loyal, enthusias-
fic, and a pavt of the great machine
that keeps things going. The faoh
that the office-boy is not a share.
‘holder should make no differonce.
| He will be one day, if he perseveres.
1t is the same with our Empire. If

“My only hat!” said Lovell. “It
begins to look to me as if Twin-
Screw’s won after all, and Smythe’s
seen it in the evening paper;

“ And comes here to diddle me out
of the winner before I hear the
news,” said Jimmy Silver, com-
posedly. I suspected that whon he
started. Generosity from Smythe is
a little bit too surprising. I fear the
giddy Greeks when they come with
gifts in their hands!”

Smythe bit his lip hard.

“Tll go to ten,” he said, at last.
“Phe—the fact 15, Twin-Screw isn't
such a rotten outsider as the bookies
supposed. Tl made it ten, and
chance #%!”

“(Go and eat coke!”

The Fistical Four were certain now.
They rose to their feet, and Smythe,
not liking their looks, backed away.
The chums of the Fourth were con-
vinced now that Jimmy Bilver's out-
sider had, after all, won the race, and
that the Shell fellow had come there
to gwindle him deliberately into part-
ing with the winning slip. But all
doubt was set at rest by Flynn sud-
denly rushing into the study.

“Smythey  told you?” he ex-
claimed. “Bedad, and it’s a lucky
gossoon ye are, Jimmy Silver!”

‘ Where’s the luck?” asked Silver,

“Hasn’t Smythe told you?! BSure,
Twin-Screw has won, and ye're the
winner of eight pounds ten shillings
on the sweep, barring a quarter for
the fund!”

THE MAGNET LIBRARY—1d.
Every Monday.

mise my choms that they will appear |

| 1S __BAD LANGUAGE EXCUSABLE?

of bad languxa?e-, but in many cases
e
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the Empire falls, we fall-like the
Greeks and Romans of old time. If
the Empire succeeds, we sucoced. As
a class, I mean, of course, for in the
most wonderfully-organised affair, be
it mation or business, there will
always be some who are dissatishod—
no doubt through no fault of their
own. ;

The fact that H. W. has seen
starving people has no bearing on
the question of his patriotism—
except, perbaps, to maeke him a
greater patriot, so that by increased
patriotism he links himself still more
closely to the cause. 3

Yes, . W., be a patriot. Be
loyal to your flag, and sing **God
Save the King » as heartily as you
like. Patriotism is worth all ofher
keynotes put together.

This is the question recently asked
mea by 4 Newcastle reader, who signs
himself *Independent,"

My chum says that it is all very
well for pious parsons and suchlike to
be everlastingly condemring the use

it is absolutely unavoidable. His
own work, for instance, is of a very
trying character—trying, that is, to
the temper—and he sometimes finds
himself giving vent to bad language.

“T know you aregnot in the habit
of preaching to your boys,” writes
“Independent,” “and hope you will

a few words in my favour.”

If “Independent ” dmagines T
am going to take up the cudgels on
behalf of violent language, he 1s sadly
in. error.  There is absolutely no
excuse for this vice—for a wice it
most assuredly is. . It is the result
of a badly-trained mind.

When & man finds himself upset by

Smythe retreated to the door.
“Didp’t Smythey tell you?” ex-
claimed Flynn. “We've seen it in

Smythey’s evening paper, bedad!
Billiard® Ball came in second.
Sure—"

“Smythe’s just offered to take my
outsider off my hands because he was
no good 1’ said Jimmy Silvers “He
said he hadp’t seen the paper yet.”

“Why, the thafe of the world!”
howled Flynn. “He was frying to
swindle you! You haven't parted
with it?”

“No fear!”

“You thafe!” shouted Flynu,
shaking his fist in Smythe’s wsickly
face. “You miserable thafe! Pump
the rotter, you fellows! Collar him !
_ Smythe shoved past the Irish
junior, but he was promptly collared.

“He isnt worth rageing,” said
Jimmy Silver, “but we'll take him
to his study, and make him hand over
the money. I don't trust him with
my cash.”

“ T gtammered the wretched
Smythe.

“Lead on, you cad!”

Smythe of the Shell was marched
back to his study. A dozen con-
gratulatory juniors joined the Fistical
Four on the way, and crowded into
Smythe’s study with them to see the
sweep paid over. Smythe was look-
ing utterly sick. His last wretched
trick had failed him, and he had no
choice about handing over the money.
There were plenty of fellows to see

THE GEM LIBRARY—id, | THE DREADNOUGHT —1d.
Every Thursday.

Every Wednesday.

. Write to me whenever you are in

prompt and kindly reply by post.

Yondon, E.C.

some little happening,
sometimes trifling, some-
times serious, if he gives
vent to bad langusge, it
because he lacks the proper ability to
control himself. 4

Let us look at it from another point
of view. Is swearing of any help to
you if, when you find yourself con-
fronted by some frouble, you express
words unfit for decent ears? What
possible good do you do yourself?
How do you further the matter which
has brought about your ejaculation?
In what possible way do you do any-
thing or anybody good? Not at all.
You simply give vent to a burst of
unrestrained passion; and the boy
who wants to get on in the world
does not help himself a bit by allow-
ing lis temper to get the whiphand
of him.

One of the secrets of success is self-
control, and no fellow can say that
he controls himself whilst he is guilty
of the habit ofbad language, even
under provocation.

As for the boy or man who uses in-
decent words {or the mere pleasure of
hearing himself say them, for such a
person only contempt and loathing
can be felt. The English tongue is
rich enough to express in a thonsand
forms, without the need to resort to
foul words, whatever emotion &
human being can feel. Tei “Inde-
pendent ** bear this fact in mind, and |
drop a habit which, apart from being |
most reprehensible, can do no possible
good to himself. {

TRUE BLUE.

The following excellent verses, dell-
ing of a young hero who fought and
died for his country, will probably
awaken in the minds of my older
readers happy recollections of the
days when they worked and played
with their chums in the great world
of school.

The Duke of Wellington said, a
hundred years ago,.that ‘“on the play-
ing-fields of England the battles of
England are won,” and it cannot be
denied by anyone that in the present
mighty conflict-the men from our
public schools are playing a great and
noble part. The spirit of discipkine
and sportsmanship which is fostered
in our scholastic institutions is bear-

fair play. And the miserable wpung
ras\.a}l had the additional bitter véflec-
tion that, if he had played the game,
he might have drawn the winner
after all. His wretched swindle had,
as it furned out, simply deprived him
of his chance of drawing Pwin-Berew
—the outsider that had “romped
home.”

Smythe unlocked his drawer, and
the money was counted out. Hight
pounds tert shillings, in ell sorts of
cgins, were handed over to/ Jimmy

ilver.

“Phere’s luek, i you liket”
growled Haward enviously. .

“Tuck for the Red Cross,” said
Jimmy Silver. “I'm not keeping
this. We'll call it a subscription for
the Red Cross. All the fellows who
had a hand in the sweep can consider
that they subscribed a shilling each
—and T'm the treasurer. And TI'm
going to change this into paper
money, and post it to the Red Cross
Fund this evening, and you fellows
can come and see me do it, if yeu
like.”

“My hat!”

“Waith, it’s a broth av a boy ye
are!” said Flynn. “Then—as it'a a
giddy . subscription—we haven’t
gambled at all, any of us, and sure
our conscience is  clear—excepb

Smythe’s. Faith, T shouldn’t like to
have to slape with his conscience.
Clome on!”

It did not take long to colleof
currency notes in exchange for the

difficulty, 'Tell me about yourself; let me know
what yeu think of THE BOYS FRIEND. Al
readers who write to me, and enclose a stamped
envelope or posteard, may be sure of receiving a
All letters
should be addressed: The Editor, THE BOYS [
FRIEND, The Fleetwav House, Farringdon Street,

THE PENNY POPULAR.

doubt or |

ing rich and glorious fruit on - the
stern fields of duty, and everyone
kngws that many of the most stirring
and heroic deeds in-the war redound
to the credit of young officers whose
sohooldays ended but ‘e very few
monthg ago. e,

Here is the poem s

MY BEST CHUM,

Ile was my first and nearest friend,
And many a long, long year
Has rolled away since last we stood
In the dear old playground here.
Tall and fair, with slim white hands,
And blue, unclouded eyes,
Beautiful as a girl in which
The soul of honour lies,

First in class and first in the feld,
Gentle and bold was he;
I calléd him my Bayard, my beau-
ideal
Of boyish chivalry.
And if ever in aught my own heanf
failed,
Or my effort fell faint and slack,
His cheery voice said, *“ Buck up, kid !
Be true to your colours, Jack!”

Loyal friend, and generous foe,
Ready to weep or laugh;
Gay with the glad, and grave with

the sad,

He never did things by half,
Scorning a le, and scorning a sneak,
. On his word he ne’er went back;
“Tn woo or weal be true as steel,

And stand to your eolours, Jack !™

His grave lies lone on Belgian soil;
By Hunnish hands laid waste;
No sbone is there to mark the spot,
Which could not now be traced.
Leading a forlorn hope he fell,
The sword in his small white hand,
Flashing a path to Fame—and Death,
In the forefront of his band,

And still T see his noblo® we,
Hear the young voiee silver-clear,
Of my dear old chum of bygone days
Still echoing in my ear. .
Like the soft refrain of a long-lost
song
His words ofttimes come back,
As though ’twere only yesterday—
“Be true to your colours, Jack!”

YOUR EDITOR.

silver; and the notes were prompitly
placed in an envelope, with a letter,
addressed, and despatched. Jimmy
Silver would not even wait till the
morrow to register it. He was
anxious to get the money out of his
hands. And when the letter had
been dropped inta the school box, the -
Fistical Four returned to their study
to finish their preparation in an
easier and very satisfied frame of
mind. -

In Smythe's study there was deep
gloom. Smythe’s half-sovereign paid
to Leggett he was never likely to see
again, and he was that much out of
pocket, as well as his losses in the
sweep. It was galling in the extremse
—and to make it worse, the fellows,
having heard of his attempt fo pos-
sess himself of the wimning slip after
he had seen the name of the winner,
they were not slow to tell him what
they thought of him. Xven Howard
and Tracy looked very coldly on their
wretched study-mate.

But in the end study there waa
complete satisfachion, The Fistical
Four were well out of an affair that
they justly regarded as “roften,”
and they had helped the Red Cross
Fund to the tune of eight pounds ten
shillings. And so they had no reason
to be dissatisfied with the resulé of
Smythe’s Little Sweep !

. THE END.

(‘; g;w .:Zfodbrml‘ :ﬁga,lke! * 18 the title of
next Monday’s splendid lon, Y,
the Rookwooz Chz:zms.) e
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