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Fatty wWynn's eyes fixed upon n large, empty p!edish and the expres%lon upon his face was positiv:ly terrific,

. The podgy youth was a strauger to Figqgins & Co., but he had undoubtedly made himself at home in their study-.
¢ Mum-mum-my pie!” he stuttered, (See ChapterT.)

CHAPTER 1. - ripping! It's gorgeous! Gorgeous 1sn‘t the word, in
Noblesse Oblige. fact, Joseph's coat was nothing to it. If Joseph could
‘WANT you fellahs to do me a gweat-favah.” see it, he would be green with envy.’
- D’Arey of the Fourth made that remark in “1 was not speakin' of my walstooat Blake—-
Study No. 6 at St. Jim’s, Well, if it’s your tie you ’re anxious about, we're read)

Blake and Herries and Digby were talking Yo give an opinion on it,” said Blake seriously. "Wh.
.~ footer in the study. But they politely s off as Arthur = 4o You think of Gllllasy 3 tie, Dig? r
Angustus D’Arcy made his'remark. D’Arey had just Perhaps L ade too much purple,” said Dig
come in, with a letter in his hand. thoughtfully. “ What do you t,],:lmk Herries?” 3
There was a thoughtful expression upon D’Arcy’s face. Oh, the purple’s all right!” said Herries. * Perhaps
manner, as he spoke, Was hesitating. His chums & trifle too much crimson.’
d him curiously. “T was thinking that the sky-blue was a bit over-done
eat favour?”’ repeated Blake. myself,” confessed Blake.
3, wathah1” Arthur Aug'usbua D’Arcy gazed at hi$ chums with con-
2 Wa.llt the ﬂene]'a‘l ()P]nzon of the Study on your .Slderﬂhle severity. Sometimes the swell of St. Jim’s-
aistcoat?” ‘consulted them on the important subjeet of clothes. But
“ Weally, Blake—" just now quite another matter was in his mind.
“Well, it's topping,” said Blake, gazing at tho said “I weally wish you fellahs would be sewmus when I
. waistcoat with an expression of great admiration. “It’s have come heah to ask you a gweat favah,” he said, “I

Newt Weodnesday;
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am’ not we questm your opnnon on, my c&obba.h I want
you to db somethin’ for me.\ : N 3

Blake sighed.- ] ;

“You want us to comie déﬁ ﬁto old’ W}ggs aml help
you select a new topper?” he asked & Oh all ;1ghtl
Anything for a quiet life.” E

“ It is nothin’ of the sort. There is a new ch&p cmnm
into the Fourth form,” said Arthur Augustus, . .-

“The chums of Study: No.-6 received that information.
_without beiig ‘greatly impressed. It was nof.at all ax:
uncommon thmg for new boys to come min tixe Fourth
Form :

" Wel] Iat him come, % sald BIake, pmr.zle
does it matter?” - -

-~ His name is Twimble> .- &

“Ye gods! “hat a name ”» %ud ng

M Wats?™- -

“Ghussy means Tr:mble, most- ;}lkEly 2 Temark‘sd Blake
“ It’s only his beautiful:accent. So a mew chap'is toming

. into ‘the Fourth, and his name’s Trimble, I can’t qmte.
see that it matters to us, emept that we’d better se¢ that
he 1sn‘t. shmred inte this study. We couldu’t do “with
five.”

Arthur Augusf:us Tooked troubled.

“I ‘Buppose five would be wathah a cwnwd ” he
remarked.

“That’s all right,” said Blake. “He won't come ‘into
N‘l ‘6 f he does, we'll ma!p him, and make him change
out I

. Weally, you know——" it
““Rely ‘on us,” said Hetries. “'We’l] see that Twimble,
or Trimble, don’t pl,ant himself in here. - But Railton
wouldn’t shove him in here when we ’re four a.lready
There’s lotd of studies with only three.” o

“The fact is, deah boys "—Arthur Angustus hesitated—
“the—the fact is, I used to know this ‘chap Twimble.”. :

“No harm in 'I:hat » gaid Blake reagsuringly. < Dot -
worry, old chap. It’s tathe? a worry when a new kid
persists in knawing you. But we 1 look after vou, and:-
we’ll help you to keep him at arm’s length.. So. that’s the
great favour, is it? My dehr kid, you leave it to usi”

“As a mattah of fa,ct B]ake—-

“Leave it to us,” said Blake. ““T tell you, it's all
right. This kid Trimble sha’n’t bother you. - He sha'n't
fasten on you like = leech, because he’s met yon somewhere
or other, as new kids always do if you give them thur
head. We’ll sque!ch him for you, Gussy.’ :

“It’s all sereme, 5n1d Dig. " “We'll give him the
kybosh{”

Arthur Augustus wore a worried lool,

“But that is not what I want at all, you duffahs!” he
exclaimed. *“I do mot wequiah you to squelch poul old .
Twimble. The—the fact js—ahem !—I was- gom ‘to ask-
you .if—if you would mind the chap comin’ into this
study?” :

Blake and Herries and Digby stared. i

“ Well, my hat!” commented Blake. “You want to

- 'p]a.n‘t- o new kid in this study, when we’re four already—

* crowded ont as we are w1th your sillk hats and Horrles
boots——"" .

“ Leave my boots alone!” growled Herries. -

“It can’t be did,” said Blake decidedly. “We can’t
haye the harmony ‘of the study busted up by a stranger
coming in. Ain’t we a happy family, just as we are?
We've  learned to stand one anothet as petiently as-any-

mg Blow Trimble !”

B¢ Yes, blow him !” said Dig.

¢ Blow him baldheaded!” sa:d Herries.

‘Arthur Augustus looked reproachful.

':iI do not often ask -you chaps a gweat favah!” he
sal -

" Blake groaned, i
“Qh, rats! We don’t want any stmnge dogs in the
kennel. But if you re go F to look like that about it——
Brorr-r! If you're awful y. chummniy. with the beast; I
suppose it’s up to us to be chnmmy with the beast*too
Why i;aven t you ever mentmned Ium, if he’s such o dear
old pal?
P "As a ‘mattah of fact he is not-a deah old pai Blake.
X have met the chap, but weally I hardly know him.
did-not like him yewy. much elthah 5

T Grx Lasrazry,—No
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« Well, _y 3 c:rass assr,!A ¥ agkmg us to.havé ‘kim
i here to WOIry us, becdaiuise yor hardly know him, and
you don’t, hke h].m ver_y uch?” exc]am:led Blake
mdlgmﬂy

“Nunnol... ’I‘he fact 13, I‘ve hnd a letts.h fwom lmn
But wead it, deah boys, dnd yowmll see for yourselves.” T
wega.l:d it* ag bsi 111 up to 'mu* iv is.a ca.se of noble&
ablige, you know.”. v

¥ Noblesse O’ mts"'.gmw]ed -.Hlake‘ - E
’ M‘t‘wr Augustus laid the letter on the tabEe and t
}hrqe jutiiors read ‘it together It did ‘not please them. '
t ran:

- Dear.Gussy I dare mry you've herd about my‘coming’
to St Jim’s. I arrive en, Wédnesday afterncon, twe-
thirty, at Rylcombe. As I'm going into-the Fourth, I
expect to sée a lot of you! I'm looking forward to a talk
about old times. "I supose you can araﬂge for . me to be
in ‘youtstudy. -That will-be riping Don’t forget to-
mete me at the station on Weduesda‘_y, you u.ute erc a
trap nr sumething —Yon.r old pal

E BA(}LEY ’I‘nmsf_r

“ Well, that sounds as if the cha had known you al'.’
vour life, and was as pally as pessible,” grunted Blake.

“Yaas, wathal! ‘T mevah® suspe(,ted Baggy Twimble
of ‘enrtahtainin® such gweat fwiendship towards me,” con-
fessed Arthur Augnstus < “But as he feels so vewy
fwiendly, I catinot vewy well wepulse hir. Thut would

be wude and unfeelm wouldn’t it

“ Bow-wow |”

“ What are the old tinies y(m ’re going to talk about?”
asked Dighy.

‘Arthur Augustus shook his head.

“J weally do not wemembeh. I have met the chap.
only twice,. and I don’t know_ his people at all, But
appawently he felt veiy einrmmay all the tlme emd I .
nevah noticed ib.”*

.2 “Where on earth did he learn to 5pe11““ agked

Hernes
. ‘" Appawently he had not learned at all, Hewwies.”

“ What an utter bounder !” said Blake.

“ Weally, Blake—"

“The chap’s met you twice, and you don't really knr
him, and now he’s trying to fasten’ on you like 2 Teee
growled- Blake, “He’s a bounder! Asking you to take
bim mio your study, when you don’t know him. Awful
nerve!’”. -

“I twust yom are mot ;,om tn wefuse my wequc;*
Blake.”

“Oh, rats! T tell you that chap’s a bounder, and we
don’t want bounders in Study No. 6,” said Blake' peev;ahlv

“T feel bound to accede to his wequest, Blake. Aftah
all, it iz up to an oId hand to lock aftah a new lkid a bit.
1 must take him in.”

“He's taking you in, you mean,” grunted Herries.

“Wats? 1 ean:not wefuse to .nake him my study-mate,
as he porticulahly weguests mc to do. TIf you “fellaks
wefuse to have him heah, sha,ll have no vmmulce Lut to
change into snothah !:tudy

.“Fathead !”

“ Weally, Blake—"

“We'll give him a triall” ﬂrowled Blake. “Write and
tell him he can come in, and if we can’t stand bim, we’ll
pitch him out on his neck.’

“T wefuse to do ﬂuythm of the sort. I will wite and
tell him he can come into the studay,” said .Arthur
Augustus. “Thank you vewy much, dezh boys, for
gwantin’ me such a gweat favah.” .

To which Blake ami Herries- and Dlgby replied with
one voice:

“Bﬂls 123
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CHAP[‘ER 2.

Monty Lowther is Ve,ry Kmd

HEREFORE that worried bruw,
‘Tom ‘Merry ‘of ‘the Shell greeted Jack
_Blake with t‘hat qugstion in. the  Form-
‘Toom passage the next day.  Blake and-

-

Herr;es aﬁd Dig: were oha‘atmg together, when the

"y swpammus SURPRISE IN STORE! -




" - growled Herries.

Tvery Wg;lnesdav.

the unusually sombre expression of the chums.of tha
PFourth, Tom Merry and -Manners and Lowther kindly.
stopped to inquire the cause. - 2y e

tere was nothing to worry about so far as the Ter-
rible Three could see. It was a keen, winter’s afternoon;

and a half-holiday: glorious weather for footer; and a

Form match fixed. for the afternoon.  Tom Merry and
" Lowther were in the Shell team, and Manuers was going:
out with his beloved -camera. - Hence, froin the point
of view of the irio, everytking in the garden was lovely.

-“Worrying over your prospects in the Form match?”
queried Monty Lowther. “Don’t worry, dear boys; the
result is a dead cert, anyway.” :

- “Fathead " said Blake.- .

“What I.like about these Fourth-Form fags,” said
Lowther, “ia their lovely manners and beauti-
fullg-ﬁ)olite expressions.” )

“Oh, don’t be an ass!” said Blake peevishly. “It’s
rotten. Never mind the Form match—we're safe to beat
you Shellfish. Gussy’s playing the giddy ox again.”

© “He’s always doing if," grunted lferries. -

“He is—he are!” agreed Monty Lowther. “What's
:hﬁt frouble now? XKeeping a new hat-box on the study
able?” : e

“There’s a new rotter coming here,” said Blake. -

“Chap named Trimble. He seems to be a_ regular
bounder, and he’s stuck on to Gussy because he’s met
him once or twice somewlhere, and insists on palling with
him. And the duffer is going to let him do it; and
he’s- planting him in our study. It’s what he ecalls
noblesse oblige.”

“Hard cheese!” said Tom Merry.,
“But the chap may be.all right..
How do you know he's a rotter?”

“Oh, I Imow he is! There’s his
letter, for one thing. And if he was
first-rate, we shouldn’t want him in -

our : e've agreed to give
Gussy his head. You know what an
-ass he ig!” o iy, i
T “We do! We doea!” i

“The chap is a rank outsider, and -\
he’s stuck on to Gussy because he's
got an axe to grind, of course. But
it's no good  telling Gussy, as he
never suspects anybody of anything.”
. Tom Merry laughed. . -
““Good- ‘old Gussy,” he said.
“Gussy -is worth a guinea. a box

to any chap who isn’t vety‘scrugulotm. So you're going

to be.crowded out of house and home.”

“They say an Englishman’s house is his castle,”
“Well, a schoolboy’s study is his
castle, too. Gussy is a silly ass. But we're not going
to grumble.” A :

The Terrible Three chuckled. Herries’ remarks came
very near to mbling, at all events. )

“And the duffer is chucking the foofer this afternoon
to go and meet the beast at the station,” said Blake.
“Actually standing omt of the Form match. As if a
Tnew kid couldn’t walk to the school by himself. And it
- won't do. Figgins is captaining the Fourth, and he
won’t have it. Redfern and Owen and Lawrence have
gone away for the afternoon, and Koumi Rao, and Ker-
ruish-and Reilly have arranged to go home with R;g.
So we're short of men. T've told Gussy to.ask somebody
else to meet the bounder, but he babbles out nohlesse
oblige.” ' :

. “Ha, ha, ha!” o )

“There’s nothing to eackle-at!” growled Blake. We
want Gussy in the front:line this afternoon. Figgins is
jawing him now in-the quad. .Let's go and jaw him, too.”
- “Let’s all jaw him together !” grinned Lowther. “The

jawfulness will be terrific, as that Indian chap at Grey-
fridrs says.” : .

The chums of the School House proceeded into the

quadrangle. Arthur Augustus D'Arcy was there, talk-

ing t6 Figgins—or, Tather, listening to him., Figgins of
the Fourth looked wrathful. e had reason to be
wrathy.. With a depleted team for the Form match in
the afternoon, Figgins wasn't inclined to lose one of his

"WED':«I?%;AY: o “BABBEIJ BY THE STUDY

“THE GEM*” LIBRARY,

Terrible Three came oub of their Form-reom. And noi;i;:g &

- Figgins disparagingly.
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best wingers. ‘And - Arthur‘ Augustus had - asked to be .

- excused the match, for no betber reason than to go down -

to the station and meet a new kid. . -
Kerr and Fatty Wynn, Figgy's.chums, were with him,
and they were addinﬁ their expostulations to those of
Figgins”. “The three New House juniors, in fact, looked
rather excited. - : - N
" Arthur Augustus looked distressed. Like Desdemona of
old, he perceived ‘before him a divided duty. Pl S 8
- “What do you think of the duﬁar?"-Fi%ins exclaimed,
as the School House juniors came up. “He wants to ont
the match to meet a new kid. Blow the new kid " 5
“Weally, Figging— " : : . o
"Not.t{at he’s worth much in the footer team,” said-
“The School Ho ain’t much
at footer,” anyway.- Bub the others-are ok of it, and
we can’t replace him at a minute’s notice.” - P
“You ought to play, Gussy,” said Tom Merry, - .
“Yaas, I am quite awah of that, deah boy. .But

- Twimble is comin’ to W{lmmbe by the two-thirtay——*

#Blow Trimble !” growled Figging. i gt
th‘f-Yaa,&, but T have witten to him that I will meét: him
er.e_”.-_', - z L
“Send some other-silly ass, then,” suggested Kerr.
“Weally, Eerr. > S o
#“Well, you're jolly well not going,” said Figgina deter-
mifedly. “You've got to play. I'm not going to let
the Shell beat the Fourth ‘because a gilly ass wants. to
Yo and meet another silly ass. Can’t a new kid walk

from the station?”

“Yaas, but he. wec!uested me——"
*Fathead " .
dﬂ‘]‘lWea'Ely,- you New House boun-

“You Schiéol House chump—"

" “Peace, my infants!” said Monty
Lowther, interposing, “Let me make
a suggestion. Let me pour oil on the

. froubled waters. Gussy, ¢1d chap, so
“long as somebody ineefs the mew kid,
_it will be all sérene. 'l go.”
“You, Lowthah " -
“Yes=-Fou can rely upon me to do
the thing in good style,” said Lowther
selemnly. “Although I could not
hope to attain to the finished grace of
the D’Arcy mammer, T would do my
humble best.”
“ Weally, you ass—"
: “My manners,” continued Lowther,
:‘are generally considered mice and genteel. I have often
been called a nice boy.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” | ) s S 5

“I will keep in mind that, representing you, T am

bound to rival the courtesy of a Chesterfield or a
Grandison,” said Lowther, with owl-like seriousness. I
guarantee that Master Trimble shall have no fault to
find. I will be quite polished.” - :

“I wegard you as an ass, Lowthah. Howevah—*

“But you're in my team, Monty, you ass!” exclaimed

Tom Merry.
“Yon can put in Manners instead.”
“I'm going out with my camera,” said Manners.
- “Give your camera a rest, old chap. It will'save yon
semething in films. Remember National Economy, too.
If the war lasts fifty-five years, victory may depend upon
the last roll of films.” o

“You ass—"

“Weally, Lowthah, if you are willin’ to chuck up the

footah to go and meet my fwiend, I should be vewy much-

. obliged tﬁ. you!” said Arthur Augustus. £

“Done ! E . . #
- “Pway be vewy polite to him,” said Arthur Augustus,
a little anxiously. - “Bwing him heah in the cab, .and
put down the expenses to me. Pway take him into his
studay and make him comfortable.” ’

“Certainly!” - '

“Thank you vewy mmch, deah boy!”

“Don’t mench,” said Lowther. g

“Undah the eircs, Figgina, I shall be able. to play,”
said Arthur Augustus: “You can wely on beatin’ the:
Shell now.” e e T -
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;gg{l aIao rehéved
: as smiling: serenely_.
3 89 0 ‘a kind action that’
-migde him eniile, like Good Eittle: egigm in-the story-
book.  But.. his - chums, . knewing onty'  Lowther’ s
humorous proclivities; suspected something mare.
“Look here, what's thé Tittle gaine?” asked Blike.
“Game?” said Lowther, with a pained look,
“Yes: you're not. chuckmg up. the Form 'mateh sm:gly
to oblige Gussy,  -Are ym; thmkmg of  japing
bounder, Trimble?” : .

¥ Pm ﬂnnkmg, . said Lowther, 'w1t,h dignity, *“of
obligitig- Gussy, and obliging you chaps at the same time.
M,so of obhgmg Figgina & %

Perhaps it was the cop

“ If tl:us e cha.p, Tnmble is some rank outsider, you

- don’t want our --il“ Well, and we don't want

im i g fou he’s goine. beustlitoad, do we?

v poing to soe ki, and size him u e’s up to our

high s‘tamlar& ‘going to treat Bim like a Jong-lost
b‘mther -If ‘he’s the kind of worm you think he is, I'm

‘g9 Tng: bring him here, and—-"
" what?”
“And plant him in the New House! » said Lowther.
“'The New House?”’ ejaculated Blake.
“Why net"’ If he's an awful bounder, the New Housa
is the 1;1 ‘?lm for him,”
“Ha, ha, ha!

“TIl stick him in Figgine’ Shlﬂ

“Ha, ha, ha!” voared the School Honse umors
“ And we may be le to fix it to kee im. there per-
manently. There are ways and mea.ns " said_Lowther.

“It all depends on the kind.of

word to Gussﬁ He: mlght ob}ect.
“Ha, ha! He-

. “And not'a word was- l’freﬂihef!
Jonn - the s\z‘b ““Arthiir -August

grateful to Fumorist of ‘the Bhel

ﬁap L’ 1a But net:a.

wh‘;wf Sk, er’i

Probably,

ig:
had known aIl his gratltrude would Thave beent consxderahlg

d;mzmshed. .

CHAPTER' 3&
o - The Limit? . ..
WM off! l[inﬁ you beat the Fourth 1”
That was = Monty - Lowther's farewel.. H

] sauntered down- to .the gates to walk- fo. th
: station, Tom Merry and Manners wors.chuckling
on “the steps of the Schecl Honse. "wiren i)’A'rcy ‘of-the ~
Fourth came out.

“ Lowthah gone, deah boys?” he aske&.

“Yes

. Arthur Augustus. “I twust he will get on- all wight
with Twimble, ' I don’t’ weally know what he’s like, you

know, exce tin® that he’s wathah fat, and dwesses wathah |

loudly, has a little wed nose like a wed billiard-ball.”
eré"s ‘& picture for you!” grinned Manners: -

“Ready?" said Blake, coming out, with an overcoat
over his football garb, “ Flggy‘s on, the grou.nd’ now.
Get a move on !

The School House ]umorﬂ walked dow-n to 'thtle Side.
Fourth énd Shell lined up for the Form match. In the
Form matehes fellows of both Houaes pl ed ‘together for
their Form, and. Figgins ‘of the N ouse generally
captained the Fourth,” Arthur’ Auguatus D’Arcy, perkaps,
could have suggestéed a more suitable skipper, but

“modesty forbade.  But Figgy was a splendid football
skipper, and the Fourth were likely .to do their very
best under his leadership. Tom Merry’s ‘team, chosen:
from the Shell in both Houses, was in great fom, and
the match bade fair to be a hard ore, :

As soon as the ball was kicked off, Arthiur’ Augustus
had to forget all about the expected new boy. The Shell
fellows gavé him plenty to do, and other considerations
had to be hanished: from his mind. . ...

Fortunatelg his old acquamﬁanoe was in safe hands.
Monty Lowther was on lus way t¢ ‘the station o look
afber him.

- Lowther' aftived at Ryleombe in good txme fer the
'fm: Gex Lisrany.—N

a2y feeling” véty— 3

-+ Yes; a little,”. grinned Lowthe;

Zh A By to tell you he was sorry.
“Tt is weally vewy geod—natured of Lowthah,” remarked‘

_‘,iram He'went.on the platform fo. wait for it to come

TiovwtHer ‘was feeling a little curious as to what the

: "new junior ‘would be'like. Blake & -Co.’s-prejudice might’
‘be founded simply. | u}ion ‘the fact that Trimble was going
in

t.o crowd them ; eir stﬂdy Lowther intended :io
“size -up 7 the new fello
right, he would carry out his-duties in a way that Atthur
Augustus could not fail"to approve of. If he wasn’t al}
right, then Lowtlrer s humorous pmnhvxtres ‘wuuid have
free play. i
Monty Lowther was a_ bofn humorist; ‘and He woyld
have walked a mile out of his-way any day for a jape.
It is to be feared that Liowther hoped that the mew fellow
wouldn't be “all.right” He did not want te miss the
footer match for nothing. -But he was quite pre
do_the right ‘thing, and to restrain his sefige of
if Trimble was not the Tank Qutsﬁer depicted by the

aggrieved.denizens of: Study No.
The train came buszing 1y, and stopped. A somewhat
wmdow & nqueaky

pared to

podgy face looked out-of o carn{i
voiee called out, to the-old er'
e

.o Porter, is thir Rylcombi S
: open and  the' stout }'onth

“ Xessir | LAY
The earriage. door

ther:eyed him attentively. He
imble,” He was in

tumbled out. Monty Lowthe
in Etons among the

could - guess that- this was
. Etons, and there was no other fe

- passengers who. were_ slighting, ‘Master Trimble was
. short and stout for his age, and did:not:-look very fit.
' There was a Smear of jam en his’ fage, which hinted
that he had been refreshing himself-ofi- the journey with
jam-tarts. ¢ had a coat and a rug on his arm. He
stood on the platform’ lookiii about }nm, “evidently 1
expectation of seeing someone he knew. =

Monty Lowther came towards him. He did ot think
much of Master Trimble at the ﬁ:rst new, but he meant
to give him a’ chance. .- .

“Trimble?”’. lie asked:’

The:j

. I’m Lowther of the Shell. T've come heia-to ‘meet

SR fxv'i'erbIe gru.nt‘éﬂ

~* Do, you know D’Arcy of the Fourth?” he acked
s T
“Isn’t he coming here?”-

<. “He's . playing . footer - this aﬂeznoon, ‘explained
Lowther. - ?1’{@ gome in his place : P
Another grunt. ™
“I-expected to see D’Arey.
i *'Well, he eouldn’t come,’ .eaid Towther. * He told me

He thought.X should do just as

well.
“That’s .all yery well, Tt you sce, 1 depended on
D Arcy coming. suppose they’ll ask me for a ficket
when I get out here, won't they? ; ’
. Lowther stared. .
- “Yes, I sn‘fa{me so. -Have you Tost your tmketr”
“1 d1dn t take one,” explained Trimbple. “I ran short:

of tin. fater thought I.had my ticket when.he sawW
me. off, buf Hadn’t. I had to gef something to eat jn
the train, hadn't I? T got that instead of . ticket.”

@

you 'n_:ea,n say you've travelled hthout a

ticket:”. ]
“Yes! I've &mI%ed through all right so far,” gnnne&
Trimble. *“I sa
station? They know dare sa;
for me to get out al ng]lt--what?’
“Work it!” repeated Lowther. * He]p you ‘te swindle
the railway compnny, do xon mean
Trimble snorted,

say you could work it

kie that B

“Oh, ate! Yon néedn’t § p ; ’
“T don’t. sea amy other- way. of: utting it,” said
Lowther; his wrath beginning to rise: Tt was not agree-

able for:a fellow—-a perfect stranger to him—to. ask him
to become a confederate in a swindle. ! “If you don’t pay,
it’s swindling, isn't it?”. -
“Well, I relied on Dﬁrcy T:semg herse,” satd. rimble
sulkily..- “He owes me - mouey, ané 11&. gould . hiave
squared.” = y
“ID’Arcy owes you mroney?” -

AHE You: wmm - ]'HE BQ‘IS’ Eﬂiﬂlﬂ”? . STUPENDOUS SUEPE!SE IN STBRH

‘humonx

»mppose Iyou know the portér at this

for inmse‘l‘f If he was all

i
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i
umbs—yaroch—help

L It‘a no good talkmg to him. It"s actions ﬂun-a wanted, not word,s.
& { eggo—-oh, Oh' » roared Trimble. Bump!

Collar bim' . yell:d Blakc,

llcre, 1 aay__ l
(See ('.‘Miscar 13.)

.f“ Yes, rather—a lot. He was alwaya borrowmg money
of me.”
Lowther paused.
“Well, Gu
down the-exes to hin," he said.
off. What was the. ticket?”-
* ““Nine shillings—first-class.”
Monty Lowther felt in -his. pockets, Ho did not always
have nine shillings- im, but, fortunately, he was
in funds that afterncon. He handed three half-crowns,
a shilling, and a sixpence to Master Trimble, who took
the money carelessly, and slippéd it into his pocket

“* You can pay as you go

““Got a box with you?” gsked Lowther,

;Yas. Careful with - box, . porter. Put lt on &
cab.” . ) :

“'YGBSII 1 S

The porter trundled: L? :5 away Lowther followed

with the new boy. . Lowther's -face was a little grim
now, On the strength -of Thmble s letter to D’Arcy,
Study No. 6 had:pronoiinced him a bounder. Within
five minates '-"makmg liia -acquaintance Lowther had
discovered tha veven more of an utter bounder-
than Study No. & mmpecbad;
- Lowther passed throughethe gate, and Tmmble paused
4s his ticket was:demanded,

<“Hadn't time to get a txcket * he aald
from London, thu:d—claas”'

“ Five al.ulhnga, sir.”

 waliSies “BMIBEB BY THE STHB

*“ How much

told 1 e to see you through, and put--

. rising.

“There you are!”
- Trimble paid five- shﬂhngs, and te]omed Lowther, Wlll
was waiting for him. He was. gnnmng now.
-“Come on!” he said. ;
Lowther did-not move, Hm eyes were glenn:ung.
“You've pa:ui the man five ahﬂlmgs,” he aal.d:. :
- “Yeas, -that’s right—come on!” -
 «But you travelled first-class!™
“Don’t shout, you ass; he’ll.hear you!™
“I jolly well intend him bo hear me, if you don’t p:g
what “you owe!” exclaimed- Mont’y Lowther his wrath
“You owe him four bol
“Rot! We'll whack that out——two bob each, it you
like. That’s fair!” - -
“ Fair, 1a° it, you rotter?
" Ehﬁ

“If you're a awindlet I'm not one!- Give the man his

four bob 1" -

¢ Trimble shrugged Itus shoulders. .

“Give him four bob youraelf, if yow're rollmg in
money !” he said.

# I gave you the money to pay him!” exclaimed Lowther,

% I'!l sehtle that with Gussy. D;dn’{'. you say he told:
you o stand the exes in his name?
“Yes; but——" :
“Well, come on!”
Lowther drew a deep breath. Ho was greatl mchne&
THE GEM LIBRARY, %I
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to take Master T!':mble by the neck and knock his head
against the wall, He restrained himself, however, and
returned to the barrier. The ticket-collector was going,
when Lowther stopped him.

“There’s another four bob to pay on that -chap’s
ticket,” said Lowther. - “ He—ahem—made a mistake. He
travelled first. There you are!” .

The man stared a little, and took the mon-ey Monty
Lowther rejoined Trimble;, and they walked out of:the
station. Trimble snorted.

“Might as well have lent thal to me as wasted it !” he
grow]ed

“0Oh, rats!” snapped Lowther.

Trimtile paused.

“You say Gussy told you to stand the cxes fm‘ Eum
he asked. .

~“Yes, he did.”

“Well, as a matter of fact, I'm rather shcrt of “!1
Gussy owes me bwenty- -five bob. You've handed ‘me nine;
that leaves twenty.” ¢

“Where did you p’lck up your anthmet et askcd
Lowther.

“Ahem! I mea:r it leaves e:ghteen

“ 1t leaves sixteen,” said Lowther.

“Well, sixzteen, then,” said Trimble
= & Suppose you, settle up for Gussy?”

“ Bow-wow !”

“Look here, he told you——"

“He didn't tell me to settle his debts,” growled
Lowther, “mnd I've only got a few bob left. Let's get
to St. Jim’s, for goodness’ sake!” : )

Another snort from Trimble:

- “Ysn't there a place here where a chap can geﬁ some

b?’ he agked. "“I'm hnngny -

"¢ After blowing the price of your t,u.ket i grub?” asked
Lowther sarcastically." &

““FThat wag only a snack. Where s thefe a shap*®”’

. “Down theé street,” said Lowthet -, 1’}1 take you bhe:e
What about your-box#” _
T “We'll take it in the eab.”

“ No need for a cab to the schoo]

peevishly.

Tam'b a long wa}k

They can send on your hox to-day. It won't cost much

then.”
~“Look here, 'm- Jolly well mot going to ‘walk. Im
accustomed to cabs,” said Trxm‘ble “ As-faor money,
never consider it.” e T

“ Relling in- 1b-—w1mt9” )

“Well, my people ‘are all rich, said Trimble.
pater’s rollmg in quids. So’s my uncle.
whacking allowance. My weakness is that I'm always
lending money to fellows, and so I get short of tin some-
I suppose Gussy wouldn’t object to my havmg
a snack here, as he’s told you to foot the exes.”

“I—I suppose not. I've got only enough-te lpay ,for the
cab if we ta ¢ ik, though. ~Still, you can settle that.”

. “No fear—I mean, no thanks! Couldn’t we get a feed
on tiek?” asked Trimble. “I suppose they trust St. Jim’s
And I dare say they know you well, teo.” -
g‘he’y do,” assented Lowther. “But I"m not going to
ask them for tick. Why can’t you pay? You've got my
four bob.”

“I—I say, let’s get to the school,” said. Trimble,
changing the subjeet. “T dare say Guasy will have some-
 thing decent in the study. What a rotten cab. Can't a

chap get a taxi here?”

es; if you telephone to “ailamd for ome. You'll
have to wait an hour, and pay anything up to ten hob.”

“We'll take this one,” said Trimble. .

“ Much better walking on a nppmcr afternoon like this,”
urga(’l Lowther. “What's the good of str:ckmg in a seuﬁy
cab®”

“ You can walk, if you like. T'm not‘gomg to”?

Trimble stepped into the cab. "Lowther hesitated a
moment. He would have greatl preferred to walk back
to the school by himself, and leave Master Trimble to
his own devices, but to do so would have been to abandon
his humorous designs upon Master Trimble. He followed
the new junior into the stuffy old hack, and the vehicle
rolled away down the old High Street. The porter stared,
and then ran aftér it. The cab halted und fhe porter‘s
head was put in at the window.

il tA.mt you fnl'gntten something, slr?” asked the old

orter .

PTHE’ Gy Linranv.—No. 414,
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“ My

;n

I have a-

Trimble looked round him,

“No; here's'my coat and my rug, and my box is on top:
All nght P .

“Sure you am *t forgotten nothing, sir?”

“ Quite sure.”

TLowther grinned, and put..sixpence- into the
hand. - That gentleman retired, mumbling. -
rolled on again,

“ Didn’t you tip him?” asked Lowther,

“No fear !’

*Chaps i nerally do. He had to narry a heavy box.”

“ Don’t the railway company pay his W'wes'”

]

“Ye-es, I suppose s0.
“ Well, why should he be pmd twice "
“H'm! Porters” wages ain’t exactly princely,” said
Lowther. *They’re expected to make them up with tips.”
“Y1 don’t see why I should pay a railway company's
debts to its employees !
; fedlllil:o o Tl
“ An now I'm jolly well not gmng to, anyway !*
Lowther dropped the subject i

orter’s
he cab

CHAPTER 4.
Taking the Stranger In.
HE old hack rolled out of Ryleomnbe and down the
I lane that Ted to the school. . There was silence

for some time. Master Trimble extracted a

packet of toffee from his pocket, and proceceded . h

to gnaw it. . It did not seem to oceur to him to offer any
to his companion,

It was not. till the toﬁee was disposed of that he made
a remark:

“T feel better now,” he observed,
be a deceut tea at the sckool
get?”

- “Pretty good.”

“ Plenty of it, I “hope?” asked Trimble smxxously

“0Oh, yes, especially in the New House!” said Lowthe:t

“Huh! I'm booked for the School House!”

-2 Sorry !” said Lowther sympathetically. s

Lowther’s mind was quite made up by t!n-:s time. Study
No. 6 had declaved that Master Trimble was a bounder,
He had already turned -out to be the most unspeakable
of bounders. To save Study No. 6 from the infliction of
such an inmate would be a good deed that would shine
for ever. To keep such a rink outsider outside the School
House would earn Ln'wther the gratitude of the whole
House, and to “plant” him on gF1gg!ns & Co., in the
New House, would be a jape " that was worth any
amount of trouble.

1f Monty Lowther could possibly contrive it, Master
Bagley Trimble was booked for the New House.” -

‘“What are the fellow.s like in Study Neo. 67 asked
Trimble.

“ Well, there’s Guesy You know him.”

. "My oldest pal,” said Trimble:

Lowther grinned. He knew exactly }Jow old a pal
Trimble was with the swell of St. Jim’s.

“Then there’s Blake,” said Lowther
chap—a very good chnp—and . o
have it up against him, beeanse ‘Ti: “out rather often.
He may knock you down one minute, but he’d pick you
up the next, 1 suppoae you're rat.her hefty at onmg"’

“ Nunno 1 -

“Well, you'll have rather a rou 11 tlme in Study No. 6,
P'm afraid. Still, Blake is %t he best, and it’s not
true that he nearly killed: w chap once. That was
an exaggeratmn
&chool hospital for 5 week1”

"Oh crumbs !”

“Then there's Herries. Hemas IE f
good sort—and very fond of degs.
that he brings into the - stugi
strangers. You're not nfrmii
- *“Numio! B-b-but——

- “Then there's Dlwbry—a ver{.»qmet chap ‘He never has
a fight on his hands more tham onee a day. Being a
new chap, you may get licked to start mth but you don'ts

mind facing the music, I suppose?” .

“Oh, ﬂear »

?. - SIHPEHD&US SURPRISE I STﬂKEl—

* But I hope there'll
What soTt of grub do you

“He’s a- good
- fellow wouldn’'t

sort—a really
&'has a bulldog
who aiways goes for
bnlldogq?”

\

'he fellow, was smlply Jaid up in the.



. rolling in money.”

" Every Wednesday,
- The new junior was looking alarmed. Monty Lowthet's
deseription of Study No. 6 was not encouraging. ¢
“But there’s a good rule in’ that study,” went on
Lowther. “A new chap there is expected to pay his

footing.” You’ll be exge‘cted to stand tea every day for
the rest of the term. But that won’t hurt you, as you're

“I jolly well won't !” roared Trimble. i :
.~ “I'm afraid yow’ll get ragged, then,” said Lowther
sorrowfully. “i(’erhape"you ‘might get into the New
House instead—it’s not too late—say, Figgins® study.”

“Whe's Figgins?” ; b

“ A splendid chap! Best-tempered chap in the world !
said Lowther. “%e has two study-mates—Eerr and
Wyan. Kerr is a ripping fellow! Wynn is the very
best, and he has a lovely feed every day at tea-time!”

Trimble’s face brightened up.” - . . ) )

“That sounds all.right,” he remarkgd.

“What Fatty Wynn likes,” puréied - Monty Lowther
calmly, “is to have a good feed, and7i# see other fellows
enjoy it.  There’s one thing you'd have to be careful of
—always. eat ,plenty. and ask for more. Then you'll get
on with’him.’ . .

“My word!” 'Irimble’s little piggy eyes glistened.
“That would suit me down to the ground!” - .

“ Only you mustn’t ever offer to pay your whack,” added
Lowther. “That would—ahem !—offend him.”

“Good egg ! : §o B

Lowther had “sized up” the new jumior corrcetly.
Trimble’s podgy face was simply beaming now. :

“I'll give you a tip about getting on with Kerr, too,”
said Lowther. “He’'ll lend you money like anything,
if you should happen to want it. - Only don’t bother him
paying it back again. - Just let it go.”- il "

-. '[rimble rubbed his fat hands.

“That’s the study I want to get into!” he exclainted.
* Look here! . Why should I go into the School House: if
1 don’t ¢choose?”

“No reason at all,” said Lowther, without s
sign of the satisfaction he was feeling. .. % You.
Figgins’ study, and make yourself at home:there:
yourself to the New House master as a new chap.t .
. “But—but ‘it’s been arranged for me to go inte the
School House. Would that be all right?”

. “Right as rain! You may have to see the Head, and
yow’il tell him that you want very much to be in the
New House, and he’ll most likely let it go at that. I
suppose your pater will let you have your way?”

" “Oh, yes! 1 was only going into the School House
because D’Arcy’s there. But—""

“You’ll see D’Arcy as often as you like. That won’t
make any difference.”” . %

“Then it’s a go!” :

Monty Lowther felt inclined to shout *“ Hurrah!” but
he restrained himself. The hack stopped at St. Jim’s,
and Taggles came out of his lodge to take the hox down.
Trimble and Lowther Bteg'ped out.

“Arf-a-crown, please [ said old George, the driver.

Trimble did not seem to hear. He walked on into the
quadrangle. . looked after him for a
moment, and bied : hdid.. Then he Landed
old George three shi and followed Trimble.

On the foothall ground two matches were going on—a
House match of the seniors, with Kildare and- Monteith
in the field, and the. junior.-Form match. There was a
loud shouting from Little Side: :

aibot! Goal!”

“Goal! Goal! Good old .

The Form match was ~going strong, and the Shell
seemed to be pm\sper_ing,. mble- did not even glance
fiel vidently he was not

towards the playiy
"Lowther piloted him

B

interested in foothball. ;
towards the New House,.
“This is the shaw " he e
are on the fooler grou
in later. )

irked, “Most of the fellows

Ja-delighted to see you. But
: Wihome in the study. They hate
a ehap to stand on cereimiony.. Firinstance, if you're
hungry take anything you find-there to eat. Don’t spare
the grub. . That would offend them.” =
“Right! I won't!” .
“ Especially Fatty Wynn.

“#THE GEM” LIBRARY.

I happen to know that he’s
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¥ :
laid in a ripping rabbit-pic for a feed after the match
Do:you eare for rabbit-pie?”

¥ What-ho I”

“Then there you are! Don’t spare it! If you can
finish up the whole pie Wynn will treat you—ahem !—like
a long-lost brother.” - . : .

“Ill jolly well try!” grinned Trimble. “I say, I was
told that lyhave to report myself -to the Housemaster
first of all.” s

“Yes; that’s Mr. Rateliff.” Towther paused in the
deserted Hall of the New House. He felt that he was
on delicate ground now. It was worth any amount of
trouble to get the new jumior fixed in the New Hose,
especially in Figgins’ study. But whether the scheme
could be carried out successfully Lowther did not know.
He cquld only do his best, and hope for-a happy result.

“I'll take you to Ratty—I mean Mr, Ratcliff’s study,”
said Lowther. “You mayn’t like him at first sight. _ﬁis
manner is against him. "But he has a heart of—of gold.
His chief weakness is letting the chaps:have more, food
than is really good for them. And the fellows—ahem !
—complain of too much pastry—jam-tarts, meringues,
and dough-nuts, you know—01o" :

“Be gnm 7

“And Ratty—I mean Mr. Rateliff—is rather slack in
looking after a fellow’s" work,” said Lowther calmly.
“He’ll never ask you for your lines—ahem!—and will

‘insist upon your taking a rest from lessons if you feel-

ahem !—tired. If that wouldn’t suit you—"
“Great Scott! That's just what I want!” ejaculated

‘Trimble.

“Then you’ll get on here. When you see Ratcliff, telt
him you want to be in his House, butter him up, you
know. He'll take you if he can, because he’s Jealous
about fellows” people preferring to put them in the School
House, . If .he decides to have you he can easily arrange

it with the Head, so long as your pater deesn’t mind.

Here you are!
for_you !”. ' )
©“Right-ho!” L ) S

Trimble went on to Mr. Ratelifi’s study door, -and
tapped. Monty Lowther strolled out of the New House,
smiling “serenely, and sauntered down to the foothall
ground. The whistle had gone for half-time. . o

“Hallo, here’s Lowther I’ exclaimed Blake, coming up
to the ropes. “Did you meet that new bounder? What's

That's his study door! I'Ml come back

his name?” .

“I've met him.”

“ What’s he like?”

“The limit !” .

Blake snorted. 1

“And he's going to be planted on us!” he growled.

“Not if I can help it!” grinned Lowther. At the
present moment he is asking Mr. Ratcliff te take him
into the New House.” :

Blake gasped.

“Oh, crumbs!
Here's Gussy !’ . -

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy came up, very flushed and
rosy, from the footer. : ) .

¢ Where’s my fwiend Twimble, deah’hoy?” ) :

“Interviewing the Housemaster,” said Lowther, He
was careful not to spevify which Housemaster. -

“Yewy good! Pewwaps you would have the gweat
kindness, Lowthal, to‘see that he gets a feed, if .he’s
h'l;l.nfwy aftah his journay?” o

“I've arranged for that already—a rabbit-pie,” said

How on earth did you work it? Shi&sﬂ!

. Lowther.” "

“Thank you vewy much !” )

“Not at all!” said Lowther cheerfully. “It's a pleasure.
I've never been so. pleased in my life as I am now, if I
succeed in looking after Trimble properly, as he ought
to be looked after!” )

Blake burst into a chuckle, and Arthur Augustns gave
kim a severe look. P .

“Weally, Blake, there is nothin’ funnay -in Lowthih
lookin’ after the new chap in-this ‘wippin’ mannah! [
am weally surpwised at you!” e

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Blake. = =~ S VR

“Hallo, there’s the whistle!” said Lowther. “Dile in,
dear boys! Leave your esteemed -old jpal'iu my hands,
Gy Rely on- me to-see him fized I’ . o .
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And the teams lined up for the second half, and Monty
Towther watched them smilingly, feeling very pleased
with bimsel and things generally. : s

CHAPTER 5.
Pleasure in Store for Figgins,
L OME in?” snapped Mr. Rateliff. s
g Mr. Rateliff always smapped. He was a
snappish gentleman. He: looked round irit-
ably as the. door opened, and the new junior
came in. ) s | e
Lowther had ®diplomatically warned the new ‘fellow
that he wouldn’t like Ratty at first sight, The warning

had been needed. Mr. Rateliff, with his keen, sharp

eyes and thin, tight lips, did not impress Baggy Trimbie
“as 2 good-tempered gentleman. '

“ Well, what 48 it?” asked Mr. Rateliffi. “Who are
ouf? -

y. “Tf you please, sir, I'm the new boy—Trimble 5

“Indeed! You are probably in the wrong House. I

have not been informetf that a new boy was coming into
this House.” . ) i

_ “If you please, sir, I want to come into the New House i
Trimb{a was a littls nervous under Mr. Horace Ratelifi’s
glittering . ¢yes, but he stuck to his guns. It was neees-
sary to “get round ” the Housemaster if he was to ‘dwell
fa that land flowing with milk and honey, which Lowther
had so eloquently described. TUnlimited tuck, and easy
lessons; zm(%i a superabundance of past¥y—they were
attractions that Trimble could not resist.. “There was
no. mistake, sir!” Trimble was not e truthful youth.
“§.s-somehow, sir, L.was put down for the School House,
but my pecple really want me. to bein the Mew House,
sir—with you, sirl.. My father was spéejq]-iy Tden on: my:
beuhg in Mr. Ratcliff’s House, It was s dearest wish,
sir ! E

Mr. Rateliff thawed considerably. -y

He was not popular, and he knew it. But though he
would never take the trouble to make himself liked, he
resented dislike. It was a little flattering for this new
boy to be so keen upon coming into his Hofise, still more
flattering to hear that. it ]mg been the dearest wish of
Trimble senior fo place his son with Mr. Rateliff.

“T see!” said the New House master. “Your father
wished you to be placed in my House, but was probably
unaware of which House I was master. Ts that it?”

“That is it exactly, sir!” said Trimble eagerly. “My

. father has—hae heard a lot about you, sir, and respects
you very highly. He would be very disappointed if I
were not in your House P

“Well, well! I dare say the matter can be arranged,”
said ‘Mr. Ratcliff. “I will speak to the Head and to
Mr. Rpilton. Your father must, however, be com-
municated with.” -

“T will write to him at-once, sir, and ask him to write
to the Head!” said Trimble. - :

“Very good,” said Mr. Ratcliff. “I will speak to the

" Head, Trimble. For the present you may remain in this
House, and we will see. {;ou have just arrived?”

* Yes, sir.” e : ok

“I will see you again aften:I have spoken to Dr.
Holmes. Meanwhile, if you ar# hungry after your
journey, you may speak to the House:dame. You
may go.” -

“Thank you, sir I said Trimble, delighted.

He left the study in grea# spirifs. -

It was the unaccustomed flattered feeling which had
caused Mr. Ratclif to remember that the new junior
might be hungry after his journey. As a rule, he did
not. trouble much about a junior’s comfort. But to
Trimble, it was @7sign that Monty Lowther's glowing
description was fully justified.

"Trimble walked down the passage, blinking round him
with his little, round eyes. He was looking for Monty
Lowther, but Liowther had vanished. He decided to look

. for the House-danie iustead. and he found a ‘boy in
buttons who directed him to her room. Mrs. Eenwigg,
having: had the Housemaster’s instructions imparted to

. her, provided Master Trimble with bread and ]
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Bread and cheese did not satisfy Master Trimble, and he
partock of it very discententedly, wondering where was
the overflowing pastry for which the New House—
according to Monty Lowther—was famous.

“Qh, here you are!” he growled, as Monty Lowther
came in, just as he had finished that frugal smack..
“ Where the dickens have yon been?”

“Seen the Housemaster?” asked Lowther ckeerily.

“Yes.” ’ -

“ All serene?” .

“Yes, rather! He’s going to arrange it for mdl”
grinned Trimble. “I'm booked for this House. I told
him it was a mistake about my being sent to the School
House.” = .

Lowther frowned. .

. “No need to tell blessed whoppers!™ ke snapped.

“Oh, what rot!” -

Lowther breathed hard through his ncse. He was
strongly inclined to take Master Trimble by the neck, and
jam his head against the table. But he nobly restrained
his feelings. At any cost, this unspeakablie boumder mmust
be kept out of the School House.

“T’'Il show you to your study, if you like,” he
“This way.”

“Right you are.”

Monty Lowther Ted the way to Figgins® study, in the
Fourth-Form passage upstairs, Trimble looked round
the room with considerable satisfaction. The study was
not, perhaps, very tidy; but it was cosy and comfortable.
He opened the study cupboard at once, and his round eyes
glistened. Fatty Wynn had laid in quite a large supply
for a feed after the football-match: a match on a keen
afternoon naturally gave Faity a tremendous appetite.
The goodly array in the study euphoard almost dazzled
Master Trimble's greedy eyes. s
- Sqw, ke yourself at home,” said Lowther. “T've
got 16 get dewh to the footer, and I'Il leave you here,
Don’t spare the grub.” P
“By gum, I won't!” agreed Trimble,

1% would-be

seid.

je-a.good idea to ask Mr. Ratcliff to let vou
: He doesn’t care what study you have,
and he’s bound to say yes. Go down and ask him at

ence.” .

“T'1l try those tarts first.”

Trimble tried the tarts. There were six of them; and
they occupied Trimble about six. minutes. Lowther
watched his performances with great interest. Judging
by Trimble’s gastronomic powers, Fatty Wynmn was going
to have a dangerous rival in his own study. :

“Now cut off,” said Lowther, when the sixth and last
tart had vanished.

"“YWait a bit while I have a go at these dough-nuts.”

The “ go * at the dough-nuts lasted till the last dough-
nut had disappeared. Then Trimble’s eyes turned on the
big rabbit-pie. Rabbit-pie after tarts and dough-nuts

 was apparently welcome to him.

“PBetter see the Housemaster about the study,” urged
Lowther, “Better get it fixed.”

“Oh, all right!” 5

Trimble reluctantly abandoned. the rabbit-pie, and loft
the study, to interrupt Mz Rate ¢e morc, Lowther
sat down in Figging’ shabby armchdir, and chuckleé loud
and long. His little scheme was working perfectly. - The
thought of what Figgins & Co. would feel like, when they
found that greedy, unpleasant bounder planted on themn,
made him gurgle. Lowth 1t that Study No. 6 owed

him a vote of thanks, aad indeed a debt of etermal
gratitude. i B

Trimble returned in abont five: minutes. Ho was
looking elated.

“Tt's all right,” he annodn
if I’'m to be in this House,
he’s just going to sce the:
rather to like me.” . g L s . P

“Well, you're the sort . fellow he would like,”
remarked Lowther, with a saftasm that was guite lost en
Trimble. !

“Now for that vie!” said Trimble, :

Lowther left him commenecing operations on the pie. It
was still nearly half an hout before the Form match would

udy.” And
He seews

© finish. -In that time, Lowther onined, there would ot
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be a crumb left in Figgins’ study. It would be as bare
as if the Crown Prince of Prussia had been there.

Monty Lowther sauntered down to Little Side to watch
the finish .of the Form mateh. And when Tom Merry’s
toam came -off, winners by two goals to one, Lowther
joined heartily in the cheering of the Shell fellows.

CHAPTER 6.
. _Echo Answers Where! )
L AT JOVE! That is & wathah surpwisin’ wesult,
B deah boys.”
Jack Blake grunted.
) “Yes; it’s a pity, after all, that Figgins
didn't let you go to meet your friend the bounder.” '
“ Weally, Blake—"" :
And Fatty in goal was thinking about feeding,” growled
Herries. “We've had rotten luck. But if Gussy hadn’t
mufied that pass—"

“I wefuse to admit that I muffed a pass, Hewwies, It

was a wotten pass, and it was bound to go into touch.”
*“ Bow-wow I”
“Well, it was a pass from Xerr,” said Blake con-
siderately, “and the New House chaps can’t pass for
Anyway, we're licked. Now about tea.”  °
“Yaas, wathah! We must have a wathah special tea
this aftahnoon, deah boys, as Twimble will be there.”
“Blow Trimble !” :

“I wondah where Lowthah is,” said Arthur Auvgustus, .

45 he wound his muffler about his noble neck. “I twust
he has looked aftah Twimble all wight.”

Blake chuckled.

“It’s a dead cert,” he replied. “Trimble’s all serene.

- Don’t bother about Trimble.”
*“T am bound to bothah about him, deah boy.  Noblessa
‘oblige, you know. Heah is Lowthah, = Lowthah, deah
Loy 1

“Hallo'!” said Monty Lowther amiably.

“ Have you left Twimble all wight?”

“Yes; tucking into a rabbit-pia. -

_“Thank you vewy much, Lowthah!
not spare expense in lookin’ aftah Twimble.”

“ Not at all,” said Lowther. “I’ve got a little bill for
you. Nine shillings for his ticket—"

“Bai Jove! Didn’t he have a ticket?”

“No; he bought tuck instead, and dodged them at the
‘London terminus. Then there’s four bob I had to pay
cn his ticket.”

Arthur Augustus looked puzzled. »

“Why did you pay four shillin’s on his ticket, Lowthah,
_aftah givin’ him nine shillings to pay for it?” .

“I had to,” explained Lowther calmly. - “Your pal
wanted to swindle the railway company by pretending
that he had travelled third.”

“Gweat Scott!”

- Of course, I thought it out,” said Lowther gravely.
“X concluded that upon the whole you’d rather your pal
didn’t swindle them.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Blake,

Arthur Augustus’ face was a stud

“ Weally,” he said, with a gasp.
‘That is wathah shockin’,
thoughtlessly. Howevah, of course, you were quite wight
to settle the diffewence, Lowthah. That is thirteen
shillin’s I owe you.”

“And three for the cab,” said Lowther. “Your pal is
fond of cabs, but had some objection to paying for them
hiniself.” S

" 0!1 !’l W

“Ha, Ha, ha!” ]

““ Weally, deah boys, there is pothin’ to cackle at. That
is sixteen shillin’s, Lowthah. - Heah you are, deah boy.”

“Thanks ! said Lowther.

“But the wabbit-pie,” said D’Arcy. “I canmnot allow
vou to pay.for that, Lowthah. It was undahstood that
I foot the exes.” T

“Oh, that's all right; Fatty Wynn stood the rabbit-
pin 17 E :

" “Bai Jove, that was wippin’ of him!”

“Yes, wasn't it?” assented Lowther.

o
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KI twust you did

F’_ 5
“ Weally—bai Fove!
Pewwaps Twimble acted .

“BARRED BY THE STUDY

O Pisigi - = .~

“ Where is Twiricre now, deah boy ?”

“1 left him in his study.”

“Thank you! I am vewy much oblized to you,
Lowthah !” 1 o ; =
“Not at all. Always at the service of the noble

Gustavus,” said Monty Lowsher affably.

Arthur  Augustus D'Aroy was looking a little
thoughtful as he made his way to the School House with
his chums. Blake and Herries and Digby were grinning,

“That was a wathah unfortunaté incident about the
wailway-ticket,” Arthur Augustus remarked, at last.

“It would have been for Trimble, if he’d heen nabhed
swindling,” agreed Blake. “ They send a chap to chokey
for that kind of thing.” ’ :

“I1 am sush that Twimble acted thoughtlessly, and

that Loﬁv;:hah has wathah misjudged him.”
- o1

“I twust, Blake, that%g}lz are not j!_lmpin’ 4o the con-
clusion that my fwiend Twimble is a swindlah.”

“Not' much jumping required. It’s plain enongh.”

“I wefuse to admit anythin’ of the sort.” i

“Yes; you always were an ass!’ agrecd Blake,

“Oh, wats!” ' .

The footballers were going up to the dormitery to
change. Arthur Augustus stopped at Study No. 6 on the
way up. :

“Come on, fathead!” said Herries. “Not going to

have tea in your footer clobber, are you?”

“I think T had better speak a word to Twimble at
once, deah boys, Pway come in and be intwoduced.”

Blake & Co. grunted, and followed D’Arcy into the
study. But the study was empty. There was no sign of
the new junior. »

“Gone out, I suppose,” said Blake. *“Come on! Tou
can see him later.” - "

.“Oh, all wight!”

The chums of the Fourth went up to the Fourth-Form
dormitory to change. Tom Merry and Manners passed
them in the passage, and smiled.

“Seen your old pal?” asked Tom Merry,

# Not yet, deah boy. He has gone out to see the place,
T suppose. What are you fellahs gwinnin’ at#”

Tom Merry and Manners did not explain why they
were grinning; they went on their way, still grinning.
Blake & Co. changeg in the dormitory, and came down in
about ten minutes to the study.

Study No. 6 was still vacant.

“By Jove, I'm as hungry as a hunfer!” said Blake.

¢ Shove something on the fire, Dig, while I fill up the

kettle. - Now, Gussy, make yourself ngeful!”

“We cannot have tea without Twimble, Blake.”

“Oh, blow Trimbie " 5

“I wefuse to have tes without him. You fellahs get
the tea while I'm lookin’ for him. I dare say he's
chattin’ in some othah studay.” 5

Blake and Herries and Digby grinned cheerfully as
Arthur Augustus left the study to look for Trimble.
Gussy was not likely to think of looking for him in the
I{ew House; and he was not likely to find him anywhere
else.

Arthur Au%ustus looked into the next study, where
Eerruish, Retlly, Ray, and Hammond were at tea.

“Have you seen my fwiend Twimhle?” he asked. *Ths
new chap who came in with Lowthah, you know.”

“ Haven’t seen him,” said Kerruish.

“Bure; I didn’t know there was a new .chap!” said
Reilly. 8 .

“Bai Jove! It’s vewy odd. I undahstand that Lowthal
left him in No. 6 eatin’ a wabbit-pie.”

“Off-side,” said Kerrunish. “Nobody’s been in Study
No. 6 while you've been playing footer. T've been liere
all the time, doing my lines, and I should have heard
them. Perhaps he’s in Lowther’s. study.”

“Thank you, EKewwuish!”

Arthur Augustus withdrew, feeling very puzzled. Now
he came to think of it, there .were no signs-in No. 6
that a rabbit-pie had been consumed there. The new
boy, if he had had a healthy appetite, might have
disposed of all the pie, but he could hardly have disposed
of the dish, the plate, and the knife and fork. )

Arthur Angustus was perplexed. Apparently Bagegy

Trimble had never been in Study No. 6 at all. et

Lowther had distinetly stated that he had left him in
Tae Gy Lasrary.—No. 414,
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“his study.” eating a rabbit-pie. Lowther could not have-

prevaricated, of course; so the only possible conclusion
was, that he had planted the new junior in the wrong
study, Arthur Augustus was sure he had menticned to
Lowther that Trimble was to come into Study No. 6.
Lowther had apparently  forgotten, or— ~ Arthur
Aliﬁustus remembered the humorous proclivities of the
Shell fellow, and frowned. e

He hurried along thé Shell passdge to Tom Merry’s
study. His tap at the door was answered by Tom
Merry’s cheery “Come in, fathead!” -

Arthur Augustus opened the door and looked im.

Tom Merry and Manners were at teéa. There was a
third cup of tea ofi the table, and a third plate with a
sardine on it. But Monty Lowther was not to be seén.

“Yen’t Lowthah- heah, deah boys?” &aid Arthur’

Augustus. - | i :

“ Looking for Lowther?” asked Tom. ot

“Yads, wathah! I ‘want to know what® he has done
with my fwiend Twimble,” :

“My hat!” said -Manners.

Trimble?” -

“No. It appeahs that- Lowthah did not take him to
my studay, aftali all. I.begin to feah that he has played
one of his wotten practical jokes on'Baggy Twimble.”

“Too bad!” said Tom. T T E

“Horrid!" said Manners, ;|

“I do mot wish to be ungwateful to Lowthah, but I
camnot help suspectin’ now that he. was goin’-to play
some wotten jape, when he offahed to meet Twimble at
the station.” - .

“You- don’t say so!

“I do, Tom Mewwy, I should be sowwy to do Lowthah
an injustice, but I cannot help thinkin' so. Where is the
wottah?”

“Trimble? - .
" “No; Lewthah.”

“Haven’t you found

“Where is_the Tottef, Maiers?” asked Tom Merry,’

icoking at Mis chum. - i i i
- Echo answers where is the rotter?” feplied Manner

Arthur Augustus’ eye gleamed through his eyeglassi

“Y am goin’ to find him,” he declared, “and if he.has

Elayed some Wotten twick on Twimble, I am goin’ to give

im a feahful thwashin’.” i
_And Arthur Augustus retired from the study, and
closed the door with a bang. :

As his hurried footsteps died.away down the passage
Monty Lowther emerged from behind the sereen in the
corner of the study, ind sat down at the tea-table. .

“How lucky Gussy didn’t guess I was there!” he
remarked. “I’ve had a narrow escape of getting a fearful
thras]‘ﬂn%. Pass the tea!” '

“Ha, ha, ha!™

CHAPTER 7.
: Not at all Pallyl

w ALLO " ; :
H Tigging, Kerr, and-Fatty Wynn uttered that
. jaculation together, in a sort of chorus, as

e
they came jnto their study in the New House.
They had expected to find the study empty, the fire
out, and no preparations made for tea. But. what they
E‘lot:ind was quite different from what they had expected to

nd. . :

The study was not empty. The .fire was blazing
cheerfully. And tea was on the table—what was left of
it. .Chiefly crockery and. dishes thaf had been used.

Seated in the armchair before the fire was a podgy
outh, with a round, red ngse, fast asleep. He was
f)res.thing heavily, evidently as a result.of a tremendous
eed. .

The. podgy youth was a stranger to Figgins & Co.
They ,h?:d gnev{r geen him. before. But ,ie had un-
doubtedly made himself at home in their study, .

‘Fatty %Vynn’s eyes fixed upon a large, empty piedish,
_and_the expression upon his face was positively terrific.

“ Mum-mum-my pie!” he stuttered.

Figgins’ gaze turned upon the opén door of the study
cupboard. Of the great store of good things that had
. reposed therein, not an article remained. - . F
On the table, half a loaf graced the board, and a
Tue GeM LiBRARY.—No. 414. ¢

. c¢hap coming’ ta-dagc—Guss ’s pal, you know.
hool f}_ro

. “That’s the beast, 'l':hough I

"eyes with his po

T “Grocogh!” :

fragment of butter, and some sugar, and a little milk.
Everything else had been swept clear.

F:gims & Co. were almost reduced to speechlessness.
They had come in hungry after the footbaﬁ-match—and
this is what they found! Had the study been cleared by
raiders from the School House, they could have under-
stood it. But that was not-what had happened. This
fat, poﬁﬁ‘y. bounder had done it, and he had had the
unexampled cheek to remain on the scene of his depre-
dations, and go to sleep in Figgy’s-armchair, before
Plgg{s fire!  Apparently, he g)d not -expect to be
slatightered for what he had done. On that point he was
shoitly to be undeceived, in the most emphatic manner.

. The entrance of the New House Co, had not disturbed
the sleeper. Baggy Trimble could do with a great deal of
sleep, and he was a sound sleeper. He breathed hard, and
snored occasionally, oblivious of danger. »

“Who is it?” stammered Figgins at last. “I’'ve never
seen the cheeky beast before.”

. “Must be a new chap.”

“ A new chap!” repeated Figging, “There was a new
But he
was to go into the use.”

Fatty Wynn gasped ; s
4 He’s scoffed my rabbit-
pie! Mind he don’t get' away while I'm getting a
stump I” L .

Kerr closed the door, and put his back to it, Fatty
Wynn looked round furiously for a -ecricket-stump.
‘Figging took the armchair by the back, and tilted it 13
The, podgy junior was shot out in a heap on the hearth-
Tug, like a sack of coke,

* Groeocoogh I”

Trimble sat up, effectually awakened, He rubbed his

v fists, and blinked at the enraged Co.

“ Wow-wow! Wharrer you at?” he mumbled. “I don’t
like being woke up suddenly. It’s bad for the digestion.
Jroooh I o 3

“What are you doinq,.hem_?” roated Fig%ns.

“Scoffing our-tominy ” spluttered Fatty Wynn.

“Who are you?% demanded Kerr, stirting the pedgy
youth with his bost. -

“Grooh! I'm “Trimble!”

“ The new School House kid !’ said Figgins. “Here,
careful with that stump, Fatty. You'll brain him.”

“Leggo! I want to brain him!” )

Trimble jumped up and dodged round the study-table
in alarm. Fatty Wynn looked dangerous.

“Here, you keep off!” roared Trimble. “Wharrer
% A

e’re the chaps this stu elongs to, you .podgy
toad !” shounted Figgins. g e ¥

“Well, so am L.” :

“What !” '

“This study belongs to me, too.”

“Wha-a-at! You’re a School House rotter !" )

“No, I ain’t!” said Trimble emphatically. “I'm a
New House chap. Not likely to go into the School House
if I can help it, after what I've learned about it. Mr.
Ratcliff’s spoken to the Head, and I'm going to belong
to this House.” )

“Well, you'd be a eredit to any House !” growled Eerr,
with a disparaging look at the new junmior’s flabby form
and Eodgy face. “Why the dickens couldn’t you go into
the School House? t’s more suitable for a scrubby
bounder like you.” )

“Not likely!” said Trimble. “D’Arcy’s chums are a
bit too rotten for me to associate with, after what I’ve
heard. Besides, this House suits me down to the ground.
Mr. Rateliff being so nice——"_

“Nice!” ejaculated the thrée juniors, in astonishment.

o Yea:’ and allowing the fellows all the pastry they can

eal

“Great Scott!” Lt o

“And being very easy with the lessoms—" .

“You silly ass, Ratty don’t have anything to do with
your lessons. He’s Forin-masfer-to the Fifth. He’s only
vour Housemaster I 3 o iy

““Somebody’s been stuffing him up, to stick him in this
House,” growled Eerr. “Lowthor, of course—Lowther
went to the station for the toad.” i i,

°0b, draw it mild ! said Trimble; Wwith a knowing look.
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| “Trimple was.not yet satisfied. Eilke Alexander, he sighed for fresh worids to conguer, #El have some more.

tarts, Mrs. Tag s —="" *“Yon will make yourself

g f ill, Master 'Irimble,” said Dame Taggles, in alarm. «You |-
-vhave edten far too much,” (See Chapter 12.) b 5 RN wemen wow o

«Tain't po jolly easy to stuff me up. I'm a keen card, I
am ! ;g 5

“Look here, Fou've scoffed our feed!” roared Fatty
Wyin. “I’m going to strew.you -on the carpet in little
Lits. Bee?” £ T :

~ Trimble dodged round the table again, as the cricket-
stump made a lick at him. s a, .

“Reep off |” he roared. “’Twasn’t your pie, anyway "

“Wagn’t mine? -~ Why, you grubby rotter, I had it
sEecially made by Mrs. Taggles, to my order !” bellowed
the indignant Fatty. - - L. :

“] “was told to make myself at home,” said Trimble,
circling round -the table as he spoke, with watchful eyes
on Fatty. “That chap Lowther——" -
~-“That School House rotter—-", - :

“He told me W) would ‘be delighted if I ate all
the pie, and I said-I would.- I don’t know Wynn,
bat—>" - - ’ ;

“I'm Wynn!” yelled the Welsh junmior.

“Well, if you're Wynn, what are you grousing about?
I've finished up all the grub, haven’t 1" said Trimble
indignantly. ) o
- “You have, and I'm going to spiflicate you for it!”

“Yah! Keep off1” This time the stump very nearly
resched Trimble. “Yow! Stoppim! I say, Lowther
told me—keep off l—told me you’s be pleased if I made
a Teaily good feed—— Oh, crumbs!” i

Figgins grasped the infuriated Fatty and dragged him
back. The weedy and flabby Trimble was out of breath.

"NExT}_‘ --. i
WEDNESDAY: -

“Chuck it, Fatty! The silly ass has been spoofed by
that School House rotter; it’s one of Lowther's beastly
practical jokes.” - '

“That’s all very well!” roared Fatty. “But what about
my, pie?” fo . R
+ “J've eaten it,” said Trimble, zasping. . “It was a jolly
good pie. I finished the lot. I'm ready for tea, though,
if you chiaps are going to have fea.” .- )

“0Oh, my hat!” said Eerr. “You're beaten now, Fatty.
You ecan’t hold a candle to this chap!” ; gt

“Greedy beast!” spluttered Fatty n. “He's fairly
cleared out the whole study. Look here, Figgins, I'm
going to slanghter him.”" 4 i )

“You're not,” said Figgins, laughing.  “It’s only-a
jape--the fat idiot was taken in. You clear off, young.
Trimble, while you're safe.’ You can buzz off to . the
School House; and tell Lowther we owe him a thick car.”

ST’m staying here. This is my study.” - i

“*Tain’t your study!” roared Figgins. “Do you think
we’'re going to have a fat sausage like you roll in” here
and stay here?”’ : &

“B-b.but Lowther told me—" -

“Lowther was pulling your leg, you fat duffer!”

“Oh, don’t be funny!” said Trimble, closing one eye.
“*Tain’t easy to pull my leg. I know you chaps are only
funning. I can take a joke.” - Lo i

“Yow'll take something motre than a joke if you doh’t
clear out of this study,” said Kerr. wrdthfully.

“I give you one minute,” said Figgins. “If he ain't -
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gone in a minute, Fatty, you can start on him with the
ericket-stump.  I'll time him.” i
“Right-ho |” said Fatty Wynn, with a bloodthirsty leok.
He gripped the stump in a business-like way. imble
began to be alarmed. He was ‘quite satisfied that he
could not betaken in, and that his podgy leg could not be
g_ulied. Yet this certainly wasn’t the reception Lowther’a
escription” had led him to éxpect from Iiggins & Co.
“I—I gay, you know!” he stammered. “Which of you
is Piggina?” :
“I'm Figgins!” growled Figgy. !
. “Lowther said you were & gp endid chap, and the best-
tempered fellow m the world—" - . i B ;
. “Much obliged to Lowther! Half a minute gone,” said
Figgins, looking at his watch. :
“He said .Kérr was a ripping chap—I say, Kerr—"
“So I am,” grinned Eerr. “I'm going to let"Fatty rip
if you don’t clear out of this study. You'll fing it very

ri 5 .

‘“He said I should -get on with Wynn if I always ate
plenty ond asked for more!” stammered Trimble.  “He
2aid the only thing I need be careful about was never to
offer to pay my whack !

“Ha, ha, ha!” .~ . . : :

- “Isn’t that minute up, Figgy?” demanded Fatty Wynn.
. F:ilggins put his watch back into his Eocket.

“Time’s up!” he said. “Slaughter him ! )

- Fatty Wynn rushed forward, brandishing the stump.
Trimble gave him one terrified look, snatched the study-
door open, and fled.

. His rapid footsteps died away down the passage.
Figgins chuckled. 3

“We sha'n’t see that bounder in this study again,” he
remarked. - “Study No. 6 is welcome to a prize hog like
that. And-we’ll serag Lowther !”

. “The feed’s gone!” said Fatty Wynn dolefully.

“And the funds are out,” said Kerr. “We shall have-
to stick Beddy far a tea. Comeon.™ - - -~ . |

“That lovely rabbit-pie ! groaned Fatty ng’mr.

“Qh, come on! Reddy will stand us something I
. “Bat it was spiffing—and it was such a whacking size
said Fatty Wynn, almost tearfully. “I’'ve been thinking
about that pie all through the match.” . i

“That’s how the Shell got their goals, I suppose!
snorted Figgins. -

- “It was

1

“That ;pie would have made a
Prussian feel human, It w > L. "
“Lock here, I'm hungry,” growled Figgins; “and I'm
not going to spend the rest of the evening hst.enm%_tlo
J;)h‘;s- il;nme.ntatsons over a pie. Are you coming to Reddy's
study?” i .
“Yes, but I'say, that pie—" T
Figgins and Kerr seized Fatty Wynn by either arm,
and marched him away to-Redfern's studfy. Redfern and
gad come in, and fortunately they
had brought good.sw fﬂies with them. They chuckled
over the story of the disaster in Figgins’ study ;- but they
stood the unfortunate  Co. a handsome tea, which was
some comfort. - & o §
But a cloud remained on Fatty Wynn's expansive brow.
He revelled in sardines, sau

and .chips, in cake and
jam and tarts. But he was still thinking of the gorgeous
rabbit-pie; and, like Rachel of old, he mourned for that
which was gone for ever, and would not be comforted.

- CHAPTER 8.
.Found at Last,

* ROOH! Ok, dear! Grooh!”
i G Trimble gasped and panted, and panted and

gasped, as he reached the bottom of the stair-
i casé in the New House. Trimble was short: of
wind; and what Jittle wind he had was. b(fmtq expended.
And that whacking rabbit-pie lay a little heavily., He
had eaten enough for ‘at.least four hungry fellows, and
it was telling on him a little. . T '
A number of New House juniors were going into the
dining-room to tes, and some of them stopped to look
the new junior. -,
at“weilere did you drop from?” Clampe of the Shell asked
‘him, . .
“Grooh !” -
Trg GeM Liprary.—-No. 414.

one to  turn, the crust was sim%y lavely; &
. work of art,” said Fatty.

“Tt’s a -blessed new kid,” said Pratt of the Fourth

disdainfully. “Looks & precious specimen, I must say.”
© *“Had your tea, kid?” asked Hobinson minor good-
naturedl,

“T've had a smack!” gasped Trimble, brightening up
at the mention of tea. _“I’ve been badly treated by the
fellows in my study. I refuse to share Figging’ study

after this. Yow! Grooh!” .

“Well, come in to tea,” said Robinson, *“What’s your
Form?®” R

“Fourth! Grooh!”

P“Pretf:ysort of object to stick in our Form!” said
ratt. .

- *“Oh, let him alone!” said the good-natured Robinson.
“He can’t help his face—can you, image?” _ 4

And Robineon took the new. junior into Hall, and sat
him down at the tea-table. The school tea was a frugal
meal, and was seldom attended by any of the fellows who
had funds enough to “feed ” in their own studies. The
fare was plain, but it was healthy and good; plenty of
bread-and-butter, and a slice of cake. Some of the juniors
took ‘in extras on their own account, But Trimble was
not supplied with any extras; and he stared at the bread-
and-butter in disgust. &

“Where’s the pastry?” he asked Robinson.

Robinson stared. -

“Pastry! We don’t have pastry for tea. There's jam.
But they’'ve scoffed that already; we don’t have much
of that.”

Trimble's jaw dropped. -

“I—I've been taken in,” he stuttered.

“You jolly well have, if anybody’s told you we have
pastry for tea,” chuckled Diggs of the Fourth.

“Don't the fellows here complain of having teo much
jam-tarts and dough-nuts and meringues?"” asked Trimble,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The New House Fourth-Formers chuckled at the idea.
I their Housemaster, in a mood of reckless extravagance,
had .allowed them jam-tarts, cakes, and dough-nuts for
tea, they would certainly not have complained. The iden
of Mr. Ratcliff doing anything of thé sort tickled them
immensely. The new kid, in spite of his self-satisfied
‘air, was evidently as green as grass. X

- Silence at that table!” snapped Mr. Ratcliff, who was
at the senior table, '

The chuckling died away.

Trimble turned up-his podgy little mose at the bread-
and-butter, which perhaps he felt would not agree with
the rabbit-pie. He disposed of the cake, however, and
looked round for more. But there was no more.

“Ain’t there emough cake?” he whispered furiously to
Robinson, S

“You've had a slice, haven’'t you?” B
- " What’s a slice to me?” hissed Trimble, - - -~

“It’s all you'll get, anyway.” .

“ Oh, crumbs!” .

Trimble’s eyes were being opened.. He almost simmered

‘with. fury at the thought that he had been led to change

‘into the New House before giving the School House a
trial. Matters could not be worse there, at all events, ke
considered. ~ Yet the description of D’Arcy’s ferocious -
‘study-mates lingered in his mind. But after all Blake &
‘Co. could scarcely. be more ferocious than his own study-
mates had proved to be. He felt that it would be difficult
to .Efet on with Figgins & Co.
~ After tea he came out with the juniors.
certainly not hungry; but he wanted to eat. ;
“ Anywhera here where a chap can get any grub?” he
asked dismally. i ’ 1 .
* “Tuckshop’s not closed yet,” said Robinson.
get anything there that you can pay for.” - . .
Trimble looked discouraged. He did not want to pay

He was

“You can

for anything. -y !
* “I'm hard up,” he confessed. “T lent my last sovereign
to that chap Lowther, who brought me-from the station.
1 suppose you couldn’t lend me half-a-crown?” -

-“You’re right!” agreed Robinson. “I couldn’t.”

And he didn’t! e

Trimble wandered disconsolately out into the quad-
rangle. He had met with many disappointments. Figgins
& Co. had not lived up to the golden colours in which they
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had been -painted so enticingly. by Monty Lowther. The

fare in the New House had certainly not approached any-

where near his description. And Mr. Ratcliff had aot
shown himself good-tempered at tea-time. And Trimble
had overheard a.good many remarks, which eonvinced

Lim that Ratty was a Tartar of the most Tartaric kind.

He found his way. to the tuckshop perhaps by-a sort of

instinct. Dame Taggles eame out of her little parlour

to serve him. SIPUNRGH oyt R
#T want some jam-tarts,” said Trimble, eyeing her... -~

supposs you couldn’t change a-five-pound note, wta’am?”

. “Yes, I'll try,” said Mrs. Taggles. : e
Trimble coughed.

_ “Desr me, Fvetleft it in my box-" he said.

mind; I’ll pay ‘when I get it out.” :

- %I never.allow credit,” said Mrs. Taggles calmly... .
“The fact is, ma’am, I’ a new-chap here——" 0
“Y.can see-that,” remarked Dame Taggles. =~ .-

% And—and a chap borrowed my money, and I can’t fizd
hinr to ‘get it-back,” said.Trimble; “and I'm hungry,

ma’am."” ¢ L . : R
“ 1 am sorry.”

# Mever

« suppose you can trust me for p_.cduple of shillings,

ma’am,” said Trimble persuasively. . .. . .

Dame Taggles looked at the podgy face and shifty eyes,
and did not see anything there to trust: She shook her
“head. - i )

* Floored again!” ned Trimble, as Pame Taggles
went back into her little parlour. *Oh, what luek! I
wonder where that beast D’Arcy is?"” “ e

“Bai Jove! Twimble!”. - : o -

Arthur Angustus P’Arey-entered the tiickshop at-that
moment, and cainé face to face with the new junior. -~

‘Trimble’s face brightened. ~ ° e ‘

“ (jussy, old ehap!” he exclaimed, T

“ I'va boen lookin’ for you evewywhah, deah boy.. I
wondahed where .you. had wandahed to,” said Arthur
Augustus.” “Come 0;1.!'1:!_ i;l l ol A )

_ “T'm hungry,” sai imble plaintively. T
- “Bai Jove! " Didn’t ¥ou hm.'q;':?akﬁg-_ﬁi'g?’i e
 “Ye.es, That was only a snack.” 7 &

““We've' got a feed weady in’ No. 6,7 said Arthur
Augustus kindly. “It’s been weady more than an hour,
nd Blake and Hewwies and Dig are waitin’ for you.
Come on!- They've agweed to take you into our, studay,
deah boy.” .

.Trimble backed away. "
JT¢TT can’t i};zre your stuﬂ_\;étlt)’ﬂquy,“ . :

“But you.as) me in your ah——"". s Fon o

“%@g.y(}’mt'l diﬂn’t',kzibw‘then aboyt Bip.ke__l;avxll.g
‘$nocked & new kid about so much that he was laid up in
hospital for a week.” ... .. . gt § oo
v Wha-a-at " gasped Arthur Augustus. o
. “I didn't know's&ah Herries kept a savage bulldog in

the study——" i

“ Howwies! Bai Jovel” - ) ey b
. ‘«.And that Digby fights a chap every day regularly. I
shouldn't feel safe in your study.” ) ) .

" «Baj Jove! The awful wottah!” gasped D’Arey. *Did
Lowthah tell you all those wotten things, Twimble?”

“He put me on my guard.” . . - . .

“ e was only pullin’ your leg, deah boy. It's all wi ht,
They are-thwee of the {ies_t. Hewwies keepd his bulldog
in the kennels, and it’s not allowed in the studay. Dig
nevah fights anybody. . Blake.is a weglar Dutch uncle to
pew chaps. Lowthah is a humowous wottah, you know.”

“Qh I said Trimble. voielg ‘

“ Come on, deah boy. It's all wight.” .

«Qh, I'll come!” said Trimble, ~“ But—but—but Ilve
changed into-the New House.” . =

“ What!” - g P g

* Tiowther told me—" 5 5 R

“You uttah ass! I—I mean, you are wathah gween,
you know. I shall give,Low,tha!h.h feahful thwashin’ for
this. Did he play any gbhai twicks on you?' " . -

“Only borrowed alf my money,” said Trimble calmly:
* He owes me a sovereigi. ' I suppose it’s all right?”

. Arthyr Augustus looked very.grave. . =~ =
“Towthah bowwowed your money, Twimble?”
| .“Yes, a1l T had about me, " F'm stony: . :As you sent him
{5 méet me, T understood that you would square up.”™

wesh®ihav: - “BARRED “BY THE' STUDY1™

. #THE GEM” LIBRARY. . -

3, o Onefmny. : . 13

. -Arthur Augustus opened his pocket-book, extracted a
ciirrency note for ome pound, and laid it in Trimble's

- podgy palm.

“There you are, deah hoy.. Pway say nothin’ more -
about it... I am surpwised at Lowthah; surpwised and
shocked: ... But pway say nothin*on the subject. Come
with me.” . A - y
And Trimble. accompanied Arthur Augustus..to. the
School House, in great satisfaction; especially as Arthur
Augustus assured him that he would Ee able to.change
back into his own House without the slightest: difficulty-
D R
CHAPTER 9. _
A New Ipmate in Study No. 8. -
hat!” - A
» “Good gracious i” o o2 wy
* He’s found him !” ‘ sl
SE L Blake.and Herries and Dighy uttered those
exclamations, as Arthur Augustus D’Arcy  marched
Trimble into Study No. 6. -It was an hour and a half
since Arthur Augustus had started out in search of his
friend Trimble. He had never thought of looking in the
New House; and Blake & Co. had felt satisfied that he
wouldn’t find Trimble. But -Arthur Augustus was a
sticker. If he had not run upon Trimble in the tuckshop,
he would have kept up the searchtill bed-time if necessary.
But he had rnn-u}_:ion]:is_im, and here he was. o B 3
“ Heah’s Twimble, deah boys,” said Arthur Aungustus,
beaming. “I’ve found him.” L =
“So it seems!” grunted Blake. o v :
“Twinmble, this is Blake; and thiz is Hewwies, and this
is Dig. I twust you will be gweat fwiends.” :
“You're welcome, Trimble,” said Blake, with a manful
effort, “We told Gussy we'd have you in the study, and
we stick to it I ‘ ' v i .
“ Make yourself at home,” groaned Digby.
“Oh, do!" mumbled Heriies, ™ - - 4 ' .
*Jolly-glad to méet you fellows ! said Trimble affably.

C PR

‘#1’d have been here before, only a rotten practical joker

platited me in the, other House.” Did-you say tea was
ready, Gussy?” = N e : ey
Arthur Augustus winced a little. Somehow or other
he did not liie Trimble to call him Gussy. But he had
taken the new junior under his wing, so hé could scarcely
raise an objection’to his familiarity. - L& B
“Yaas, deah boy!” he said. “I'm sowwy I've kept you
waitin’ so long for tea, you fellahs.” ‘ ki
© Jack Blake ‘chuckled. N
“You haven’t kept us waiting,
“We've had tea long ago.”
“Weally, Blake—-" i .
“ And it was jolly good!” said Digby heartily, -
“But weve left yours, Gussy,” said Herries.
“I twust you have left Twimble's, too?™ said- Arthur
Augustus severely. '
- “M’m-m! We forgot Trimble!” SR i
«T think you must have forgotten your mannahs, too!”
sald Arthur Augustus, with %reat severity. “Howevah,
pewwaps one-of you will wun 'down fo the fuckshiop.” -
4111 go,” said Trimble at once. “*“I'm a dab-at shop-
ping. Give me the half-quid, and T'll get you full'value
for your money.” ) :
Arthur Avgustis coughed, and Blake and Herries and
Dig stared. Arthur Augustus was lavish, especially in
the entertainment of a guest. But he had certainly not
intended to expend half-a-sovereign upon tea.
However, he placed that coin in Trimble’s podgy hand,
and the new junior quitted the study at once. )
Arthur Augustus busied himself laying the cloth.
Blake and Herries and Digby were silent. g[‘he did not
like Trimble, and they looked forward with dismay to
having such a study-mate in No. 6. Bubt they would not
run down Gussy‘s‘gmtegﬁ toGussy, + 7 ¢ !
Trimble returane n i

my ﬁippiﬁ,’; he ;"epﬁeﬁ.

in about-ten minutes with a bundle

under his arm, and his fat face beaming. i
He ppened: the bundle, and displayed a choice collection
of good things. . - S e Al ekt
lake glanced ovér théem. - Blake lnew the tuckshop
prices, and a glance was enough to show him that-the
goods had cost five or six shillings at; the most. "~ -~
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“ Thank you, Twimble !”, said-Arthur. Augustus
vefwy good 'of you to wiah. in in this wa
. * Ok, -all: serene !”, said 'I'nmble gl &) m a usefnl chap.
L know.. I say, I'm jolly hungry.!”
" < Blake looked rather oddly
iown -to tea. Tri
ustig his clumge
Perhaps he had a 'bad memo:y where cash was
'oncerned :
¢ “Did these thmg's come to ten bob”’ asked Blake at

ast;
= Temanitwq ence, san} 'I‘zunble, calmly “I ‘paid the

ence’ myself."”
h"‘ said Blake.

The ‘new boy wired into the- prﬁv:tslons Blake & Co.
- 'had seen Fatty: Wynn’s performances in that, ling,. but
:Baggy Trimble:was a surpnse to them. 'I‘hgy— watched

aim as if fascinated. bl
Arthur Augustus.was hungry, too his tea. was very
. iate, owing to his lengi.hy search for Trimble. . But he

- lalked as he ate,” Trimble was too busy to talk. =
- “ Aftah tea L've got to go and: see the Housemastah *
he remarked. - “Would you believe it, -deah boys, - ‘that
wottak Eowthal was stuffin* Twimble up with yarns about

this study, and persnaderl hxm to chung-e into the Newr'

House.” o
3 4" Ahem 1”
] H’ ‘12 murmured Herries.
gf ¥ looked at the.ceiling, and said nothm

‘course, he cax change back,” said D’Arcy.”. "I é’hall
see Mr.. Wailton about it -at omce, ’1‘11(::1(:1y want you
fellahs “to come With me to back me up. I am goin’ ‘to
n'lve Lowﬂ.tah a fea.hful thwashin’ .

When te a8 over—which was not till Trimble had
cleared the- table—-Arthur Augustus marched him away
to Mr.. Rajlton’s study. - It was neceéssary:to explain to
the: Honsemaster.. “Blake and Herries an
one anothier when' they were. gone.

.- *“Well, what do” you think of him?” said Blake, thh
a deep breath,

“ Rotter I szid Dig,

“He’s swindled Gussy over that grub!”

:_“Anybody but Gussy would have seen that!”. growled
Herries.

- “Lowther's a allly ass I sau! Blake, “I thought he
had planted the bedst in’ the New House Now se’ve got
to stand” him.”

.+ “And we ehall Imve to mnzzle Gussy -snorted D:,gby
“We can't let h:m go for Lowther when we were in the

Hardly.”

ga
“Ha, ha!
Mr. Railton looked a .little surprised . when Art}mr

: Augustus marched into his study with - Trimble. He was

still more surprised when he heard Arthur Aug\mtus
D’Arcy’s explanation and request.

- ““Bless my. gonl!” eaid Mr. Railton. “That is very
Mr Rat-chﬁ' has mentioned to the Head that

Fy v 5y

“Ttte”

1mb1e ag the latter sat'.
Trimble ma 3 no sagn of hand‘nig Arthur

. me here to go into the School House, sir.”

“Dig looked at :

Trimble desires to boar& in the New House, and the
Head has consented, and. informed me of the matter. I
uite understand your wish to have your friend with Jou,
"Arcy, but I fear it is too late.” )
. “But, sir, it was a wotten & wactical-joke !” said Arthur .
Augustus. . “Twiimble is wathah gween, sir, and he was .
stuffed up—ahem I—J mean, he was made to believe that -
the chaps ‘ in’ my atuday were - sxmply dweadfully
fewocious.”
Mr. Railton smiled.

“Quite so, D'Arcy; but”—the Housemaster frowned—-”.

+ «T:ynderstand. that “Trimble’s father wished-him to be .
" with-Mr. Rateliff.”

*Qh; no, sir!” said Trimble at once. My pater sent
“But I understood that Mr. Trimble specially desired
you to be under Mr. Rateliff’s charge, but was unaware
of which House Mr. Eatchﬁ was mas’aer .
“ Not.at all, sir.”
- Mr. Rateliff e to Dr. Eolmes ta that effect;
Trimble,” said Mrsligmiton, somewhat sternly. “He based
his statement.upon the statement you had made to him.
Otherwise you.would certainly not ‘have been ass:g'ned
to the New Howuse.” -

“Mr, " Ratehﬂ" mist have ml.snnderstood me, sir,” said

Trimble.. “What: T really meant to say was. that my
father specially desired me to be with Mr. Railton.”
* You mist have éxpressed youtself very unfortunately,

Trimble,” said the B;ousemastet, with a keen look at the
new junior’s podgy’s face.

“I'm sorry, sir, but that's what I meant. I'm afraid
my father would be annoyed if I wére put into the New
House after he specially sent me to the School House.”

“The transfer was_ subject to the approval of your
father, Trimble, after communication with him by the
Head,” said Mr. Railton. * You are now under MY. Rat-
cliff’s anthority, and I cannot give you leave to remain
in this House, - You had better return to the New House
for to-night, and’l will see what can be done.. Dr. Holmes

‘ will communicate with your father, and his decision will

settle the matter.”

“ Vewy well, sir,” said Arthur Augustus.

And he led his protege away.

“You'll have to go into the New House to-night, deah
boy,” he said, in the passage, “ but it will be all wight
to-mowwow. And am goin’ to give that boundah
Lowthah a feahful thwashin’|” -

. Trimble grunted discontentedly, - But there was mo
help for it, and he had to return to the New House. And .
when Arthur Augustus returned to Study No. 6 alone, and
announced ‘that- his friend Trimble wasn’t coming there -

that evenmg, Blake & Co. heard the news . wsth grent

equammlt ;
“We'll try to get th.rough one evemng wﬂ:kont hlm
aomehow,” said Jack Blake, with heroic fortitude.
“Wats! And now, deah hoys, come with me!”.
“ What for?”
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‘bygones?”

" that that idiot Lowther mucked it up,”

T s
LR MR g
a1l . ﬁ
g
.
& Sy
. // 7 i Ainine -’
ﬁ 2 ’l-/ INJ ’
| e b i Y
') J kA o L -
il bt =
ha o “ s &Y s g0 3 &
L H : “ Y sy T i
T SN v y f‘/ L
» , . Bl &S
Zoa (& = -V o S :
3 " < ; — ] w \W 3 2
¥ R R SRR L o] W ' : ;
“The footer hid flown at the wrong angle, and it had bumped fair and square upon Arthiur Augustus D'Arey’s 3
arlstoermio fenturea It rolled down I’Arcy,-leaving mu dy: stains om- his elegan clobbcr, nnd the nwen ol‘
st, Jhn’s staggered back.. ‘/Ob, ewumbs! Oh, deah! Yow-ow-ow.”. . Chapter 1 ) ;

i I am goin' to thwash Lowthah and I want you to back

me up.”
“ Look here—""
“Wubbish! Come on!”

“We’ve got our prep to do!” growled Hermes

* Pwep. can be done latah; Hewwies, ‘1 twust you ¢ are
goin’ to back me up.’

* Suppose you let the matter drop, and let. bygoues be
suggested nghy :“To err i human, you
know, and to forgive dwme. H

““"Weally, Dig:

" Let’a leavé s Lowther
Blake. . i
“I. weally do. 1ot helieve thst he has gof, one; Blake

“He is a.pwactical Jokm heast ! Are you ‘goin’ to back

me up?”
- “Look here;-don’t play the giddy oxe ¥ said Blake. “ We

were all in the game, and Lowther was {rying to do us

a favour b «keepmg that fat rat out of the study. Now
do you understand

~Arthur-Augustus drew. himself to h:ls fill height, and
his-eyeglass ghttel'eﬂ at his chums.

- “Am_1.to-undahstand,: ‘Blake; t!mt yau - fellahs. were. -

parties to this wotton twick en my fwiend Twimble?”
“We.knew all about it, fathead,  and I'm only sorry
*gaid Blake um‘e—

pentantly, . I thought he’d got the bounder planted on

- h:s comeuce : anggested !

F:ggms & Co. It would -have served those - New Eouaa
bounders right!” ;

“I am slmcked at you, Bla.ke ”

PR 1§ Go hbn .

“I am disgusted. w:th you, Dlg?" :

*You don’t say so ! 8 sl y
- “ I wégard you'as a wottah, Héwwies!” - - :

i Hear hear !” said Herries:

“Bo before you start : thrashing Lowther ycm'd butter
thrash ‘this study,” grinned Blake. .“ And before you do
that you'd better make all the necessary arrangemc:nts
about your funeral I
- 41 -wegard your conduct as we wehemnble, Blake"’

. “Good! Now let’s get on with the prep.” P,
.. “I doubt whethah I can continue to share. jrour studary
-aftah such a beastly twick! I have a-jollay good mind
to agk Kewwmsh et me. into No 5, w‘oi my fwxe:ud.
Twimble?” .

+ “I. can Fless what Kenmah wo‘uld sa'y, a!ter he M
seen Trimble !” chuckled Blake.

“You appeah to have taken a gwonndhw dislike to my
fwiend.”

- Bowswow "™ ..
“This is not wlmt 1 expected fwom my'own pals P said

v o

. Arthur Augustus, -more in -sorrow than in a.nger L7

cannot help feelin’ wathah distwessed.”
- Blake g‘m:med dnsma.lly. .
Tre Gra Ltnxm'r._—No. 414;
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“Qh, don’t put on that record, Gussy! '"Ecok here,
we’ll swallow Trimble whole! We'll take him to our best
waisteoats and weep. over him, if you like! “We'll put
up with him as long as you do. - There! it i
- “Vewy well, Blake, we will let it go af that.” -~ -

And so it was let go at that. And Study No. 6 settled
down at last to their preparation. o

! CHAPTER 10, . .. - ‘

v Gusty Gets the Goal. . L
RIMBLE was installed in the School House on the
following day. LT b i
- .. He was very glad to get there. feoe s
The ‘matter had been satisfactorily srranged,
hough somehow or other Mr. Ratcliff did not seem
‘satisfied. - Mr. ‘Ratcliff was offended.- Trimble had pulled
this Housémaster’s leg for His own purpose; and Mr. Rat-
elifi” had been flattered; and had been prépared to.be
- quite kind to Trimble. ‘When he discovered that it was
a mistake, and that it was Mr. Railton with whom

i

Trimble senior “was so keenly desirous o place his son, .

Mr. Ratcliff was naturally ratty. Trimble’s brief sojourn
in the New House, theréfore, had not been pleasant. Mr.
Ratcliff had ke?t a ratty eye on him. He had caned him
for taking pastry into the dormitory overnight, he had

* camed him for being late down in the morning, he had
caned him for “guzzling ” at breakfast, and he had caned
him yet again for appearing in a soiled collar. But for
Trimble's fortunate transfer into the School House that
day, the canings would undoubtedly have gone on.

Arthui Augustus lstened to his friend’s. tale of woe

with great sympathy, and agreed that Ratty was a
beast. As a matter of fact, Trimble had more than
deserved his lickings, for he had ceffainly decoived ME.
Ratcliff in the first place;, and his:subsequent change:-of
mind had been a slight to that gentleman., But the
simple-minded  Gussy fully believed Trimble’s statement
that it had been a “mistake.” :
.. Blake &: Co. kept their word with regard to Trimble.
If they did not exactly take him to their hearts and
weep over him, at least they made him welcome in. the
study, and were quite civil.. They had agreed fo stand
him as long as Gussy did. | . - -

They wondered how long that would be. . )

I’ATcy-was an unsuspicious youth, and a long-suffering
one. It was very hard for his noble mind to suspect
anyone of anything shady. Trimble had *planted * him-
self on D’Arcy, on the strength of a couple of meetings,
as an “old pal,” and the 'good-natured Gussy took it
unresistingly. He could not suspeet a fellow of simulat-
ing friendship with ulterior motives. He was, in fact,
a little remorseful because he could mot quite. feel the
chumminess Trimble evidently expected of him, and he
made up for it by being very patient and kind. .

How long it would be before Trimble “dawned ” on
him, so to speak, was an interesting question, . ;

Blake and Herries and Dig had set the mew fellow
down as a bounder and a worm, as the veriest “outside
edge,” in fact. s =K

But, pn‘closer,u%aﬁitanée, they came round to the
opinion that although Trimble was undoubtedly & good
deal of a'rogue, hie was still more.of a duffer. :

His untruthfulness was apparent at ‘a glance; but, on
reflection and observation, Blake & Co. decided that
Trimble was hardly conscious of it himself, and that he
rattled out “ whoppers,” without quite realising that they
were whoppers. He would say the first thing that came
into his head, without stopping to consider whether it
bore any relation to the facts, ormot. =~ - :

Ajel{ow of that kind was.new.to them. There were
liars in the eirele of their acquaintance, like Mellish of
the. Fouith and Piggott of the Third. But Mellish and
Piggott, when they told falsehoods, realised quite-clearly
what they were doing, and did not care.. A fellow whose
notions of the difference between truth and falsehood
were bazy, was quite_e new phenomencn.. They dis-

« covered 'at"Tﬂmgble,rhther prided himself on'his exact
truthfulness, and indeed considered himself admirable in
that respect. He considered himself ddmirable in. very
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many respects. And Study No. 6 couldn’t see anything
admirable in him at all. .
Blake, with the idea of making the hest of him, and
sethaps of improving him a little, offered to take him
own  to the foofer. A fat and weedy slacker Ilike
Trimble would certainly have been improved by a little

ooter, o
" Trimble had told many stories in that study, by that
time, of his football prowess. .Blake found those stories
hard to believe, looking at Trimble. But he was wore
thn.n'willinlg to give Trimble a chance. It was a stigma
on Study No. 6 if one.of its inmates was no footbalier,
So, after Trimble had been a few days at St. Jim's, Juck
Blake tackled him. on the subject.

“You haven't shown up at the footei' yet, Trimbie,”™ "

he said, at tea in the study. The Terrible Three had
come into tea that evening, and they were very civil to
Trimble, on Gussy’s account, ¢

They did not like him personally; that would have
been difficult. And Lowther was somewhat exasperated
with him, owing to the failure of his scheme for planting
the fellow in the New House. i

It had been a first-class scheme, and it had worked well,
and come very near to succeeding. But Trimble had
slipped out of the net, as it were, Arthur Augustus was

‘a little stiff. with Lowtker. :The fearful thrashing had

not. been administered, certainly; but Arthur Augustus
showed' no gratitude whatever for the trouble Lowther
had taken to keep out the outsider. F

Trimble looked up from the pork-pie on his plate.

- “Footer?” he said.” “Yes, I've been thinking about it
I suppose I'shall be put-in the junior ‘team.” L

“ Not till we've seen what you can do, at all events,”
said Tom Merry, laughing. b b

“QOh, that’s all right! I've been watching some of the
play here, and it’s hardly up to my standard,” : .

“Qh, isn’t it?” said Tom, a little nettled. - . :

“cHardly " seid Trimble, with his mouth full, * At
hLome I played it, you know, with the accent on the
“ play.” At Trimble Hall T used to make up a team
among the tenants, and play the village teams.” ot

“Trimble Hall?"* repeated Blake. : :

“Yes; my home, you know. I'd like you fellows to
come down there next vac;” said Trimble ecalmly. = *1t
would interest you specially, Gussy—the old Norman
keep, and all that, built by Sir Rufus de Trimble, in the
Teign of King Philip.” ik a :

" King which?” yelled Blake.,

“I—I mean King Richard.”

“ Which-Richard ?” asked Monty Lowther. . \
* *“Oh, Richard the Third!” 5 B )

“Did they build Norman keeps in the reign of Richard
the Third?” asked Blake, with a grin. .~ = - -

“7 should have. said Richard the First,” said Trimble.
“Theé chap who let’ the calkes birn, you know, and never
smilgd again.”. - S0 0.7 o

“Ha, ]1&: ha I ; o

“Weally, you fellahs——" murmured Arthui Augustus.

“I don’t quite see where thé chortle comes in!’ said
Trimble. -  Pass the cake Gussy; will you?”

“ Heah you axe, deah boy!” . - [ - - - .

Trimble tranferred the cake from the dish to his own
plate,a proceeding’ thit was obsérved with some astonish-
Jgeﬂ}l_by the tea:party. 'The.cake had been inténded for
eighg, o o7 ool n L0 Tl

“Well, about the footer:
compulsory herg, ‘you kuow,
on you if you don’t turn g,

asped Blake.. “Practice is
d you'll-have Kildare down
i . ¥’ still light enough for-
some -‘practice. - Suspuaa'x&‘-cﬁni_é down after tea. If °
you're. 4" jolly . good footballer - you'll have a chanvé ia
the eleven.” R e L
% Certainly,” said Tom Merry.  “If you'ré better than
a'playing member you'll go in-for.the matches.” ... -
+ ““May as well take -it ‘as settled; then;” said ‘Trii
“I.generally play centre-forward,” . .. . "
i “Wall,” that's” my -place’ i’ thé: inior- cleven,
'om. u L 3 s
< “But I suppoqeayqu’d_;-jtand out teo- make room for a
better man?” asked Trimble. “A feothall skipper ought
fo think of the good of the téam.ns &4 whole!” - .
. “I think I know the duty.of a.footer captain,” said

Vg

Dle,

! gaid
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Tom a little tartly, “If you're a better centre-forward
than I am, yow'll go in.> ~ L
“Eone me o .
. “Not quite done yet,” grinned Tom Merry. *“You've
got to show it, you know,”gr ; v . .
" “Oh, that’s nothing! I'll come down after tea.”
After tea the Terrible Three and Study No. 6 marched
Trimble down to Little Side. They were curious to see
what. Trimble conld do. A good many fellows who had
. heard Trémble’é football- talk followed, equally curious.
Figgins & Co. were on :the ground, and Tom called to

Fa tg ‘Wynn.

“Get into goal, Fatty, old man, and see if you can
stop Trimble! We've brought a new Steve Bloomer to
spring on you!” TE :

Fatty Wynn sniffed. o .

“If I can’t stop anything that fat slacker sends me,
you-can use my head for a footer!” he said.
_ “Well, 1 like that!” ejaculated Trimble.
jolly fat as you are, anyway, you bunny rabbit 1”

" Fatty Wynn looked hostile; he had not forgotten. the
rabbit-pie. ” Byt Figgins and Eerr hustled him into goal.

“Don’t let him beat you, Fatty.” said Figgins. “Stick
up for the New House, you Jnow.” . -

_ *“PBeat me—that fat duffer!” -grunted Fatty Wynn.
" Eot I.” g P

Blake slung the ball down at Trimble’s feet.

“There you are,” he eaid. ‘ Dribble it down to goal
and beat Fatty.” L 3

“That’s soon done!” said Trimble confidently.

Trimble’s manner was so full of confidence, not to say
swanlk, that some of the juniors wondered whether they
had misjudged him, and whether he was really a good
footballer, in- spite of appearances. . L

They soon discovered. . . .

TPrimble started dribbling the ball down, the field.- His
ideas of dribbling a ball seetned somewhat vague; his
object really seemed to be to tie:his feet together in a
sailor’s knot. Chuckles followed him as he careered
away, and there was a roar of laughter as he stumbled
over the hall and sat down with & bump,. . . - .

“Yow !" e ™ = % - e

“Ha, ha, ha!” i

“ Gwooooh !

“Bai Jove ! . ’

“They must have been ripping players at Trimble
Hall I’ chuckled Blake. -

“I'm not so
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“They must! Ha, ha, ha!”

Trimble picked himself up, gasping for breath.. :
-~ “We didn’t play the dribbling game, really,” he
stuttered, : :
- “You didn’t, that’s a fact!” grinned Digby. “Did you
play. any game at all?”

“Yon wait till you.see a
Trimble.

“Well, we're waiting!”

Trimble trundled the ball down to goal, without essay-
ing any more dribbling. - He calmly placed it in the most
favourable position.for.a shot, Fatty Wynn eyein him
from between the posts, The c!mma*o!—tg: Schoal House
were on the field, standiquzuund to watch that ripping
chot when it came off. If Trimble could kick at all, ger-
tainly he ought to have brought that shot off. -

He kicked. S g et C
- Fatty Wym, in goal, was Jooking out. But it was
quite unnecessary to look out. The footer never ¢ame
anywhere near goal. There was a sudden roar from
Arthur Aﬂg‘jﬂ'ﬂlﬂ D’Axcy. b

shot at goal " snorted

“Groooh )

“Ha, ha, ha!”

_The footer had flown at the wrong angle, and it had
bumped fair-and square upon Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s
aristocratic features. - : .
. It rolled. down D’Arcy, leaving muddy stains on his
elegant clobber as it rolled, and the awell of St. Jim’s
staggered back. . L : .

“Oh, cwumbs! Ob, deah! Yow-ow-ow!”:

“Ha, ha, ha!" shrieked the juniors.

Trimble blinked round. . ..

“ Where’s that bali?. Is it in the goal?”

“Ha, ha, ha!l” - .

“You uttah ass!” yelled Arthur Angustus, dabbing
furiously at his muddy face. “¥You cwass duffah! Look
what you've done!” )

“My aunt! Did it hit you?” ejaculated Trimble, in
surprise. . i

“ Ha,.ha, hal? B _ ‘

“You cwass ass—" :

“You shouldn’t have got in the way,” said- Trimbls
wrathfully. *“How can a chap shoot foi goal if you
stick your head in the way?” i i ;

“ Gussy was yards off !I” yelled Blake, “You silly ass,
if Gussy hadn’t been in the way, the footer would have
gone into touch!” )

“Gwooogh! -Oh, deak! I am goin’ to get a wash—"
“You need one!” chuckled Monty Lowther. * Gussy,

“old ‘man, I-congratulate you—your pal is a topping

footballer I” e

“0Oh, wats! Gwoogh!” ! :

“Here, where are you going?” called out Trimble, ac
Tom Merry & Co. moved off, laughing. “ Ain’t you going
to see what I can do?” . - .

* "We’'ve seen what you can do! Ha, ha, ha!”
. “If that means that yowre not going to make me
centre-forward in the eleven, Tom Merry—" ‘

“Ha, ha, ha!”. . - B oy -

The chums of the School House walked away almost in .
hysterics, ~ They had seen enough of Trimble’s prowess
a3 o footballer, and they were not inclined to risk catch-
ing his next shot at goal. If there was one thing thad
was _absolutely certain, it was that Baggy Trimble wounld

not take Tom Merry’s place as centre-forward in the

junior eleven.

CHAPTER 11.
Trimble the.Vietim!

" NYTHIN’ the mattah, deah boy?” - -~ -
i . Arthur -Augustus aseked tﬁmt’ question, &
few days later, as he came into Study No. 6.
; Trimble of the Fourth was there, an
looking -very thoughtful, and, indeed, dolorous.
“Hard up,” said Trimble, s s E
“ Wotten ! said D’Arey.
“Stony, in fact. -We don’t get emough grub heve,
cither,” said Trimble discontentedly. .
« have always wegarded the gwib as bein’ wathah
good, Twimble,” said Arthur Augustus mildly. * But
Tae GEx Lispary.—No, 414
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you make’ it up at the tuckshop. don’t you? You spend
2 gweat deat of money there.” :
ST can'h make it up’there when I'm stony,
* Trimble.

| 4
; said

i “ Byt yon ‘.have lots of money,” said Arthur Augustus,:

in sarprise. “You have such a whackin’:allowance—"
‘Trimble coughed. . Arthur Augustus had -never- seen
U'rimble’s whacking aliowz.nce he had taken: Tnmbles
word about that. -
“Then there is the fivah you 1neut1oned~when you came
here, last week,” said Arthur Augu‘; us. -“Yon haven't

forgotten that, deah. boyr’ You can’t have spent 2 ﬁmh

aiweady
“Xve sent that to a fund, 7 said Trlmble
Bai Jove! That was vewy genewous of you.'
“ The fact is, I'm a generous chap,” sald Tnmblm-—
“too generous, in.fact, and I get taken advantage of,
I'm always lending fellows money, ahd when I waalt
ﬁﬁ;mu, "I find I have got nothing left.” -
“That’s vewy hard cheesc!”

“ Of eourse, you won t mention it to Blake, Guqsy, but
he had my Iast ten bob,” said Trimble. “He didn’t wanb
me to mention it to you, and I wouldn’t have, onlv I
thought I{Ql‘l mlgfut lend-it to me till.he can aettle

Twimble, I wish you had not mentioned it, if
Blake asked you not to do 0.’

“Buf I'm stony!” said Trimble plaintively. “I doa’t
mind lepdin Blake money, bit it’s hard on me to be
left strandef

“Yaas; but it’s véwy odd. Blake must have forgotten

it. He had a wemittance to-day, and he always settles-

up vewy pwomptly. Peww&ps you had bettah wemind

5 K Oh 10 not at all I”

“Y will wefer to the mattal, if you like.” - -

“Don't! Blake didn’t wish it to be mentioned. If he
-doesn’t pay up; I can afford to Eose t’he money. bllt just
now, as it happens—"

“Blake will certainly settle up, Tw:mble," said Althm!
Augustus, & little stifly. “I wegard any doubt on the
subject as a weflection on my fwiend.- Howevah if
ybu are stonay, I can let you have a little loan.”

“Thanks awfulli said Trimble, "as his fat fingers
closed on the ten-shilling note Arthur Augustus exbended
to him. “TI’ll settle this- when—when Blake squares.’

“Wight-ho "

" And Tnmble departed ' at once for the tuckshop.
Trimble spent most of his leisure time, and all his money,
in the tuckshop. He was one of Dame Taggles’ best
customers, when he was in funds, His_expenditure ab
the tuckshop'on his own account was perhaps the reason

he never stood his © whack ” at the study fea. He
i the lion’s share of what. was going, but never oﬁered
a cash éontribiition towards the same.

Study No. 6°did ‘not mention the matter to him; they
were “not dis to-haggle with the greedy bounder.
Arthur Augustus, if he thou%ht about it at all, attributed
it to mei¥ thoughtlessness. Blake and Herries and Dighy
were growing a little Testive.” But they kept to the com-
pact—to stand Trimble as long as the Honmn-a‘ble Arthur
Augustus stood him.

imble, -according to. his own aucount ’hn& an _ample
nl!owanep from a pater-simply rolling in “oof.” Buf,

between his thoughtless gemerosity in subgcribing . to.

funds and his weakhess for lendin
fellows, he was generally hard up. '
it, at all events.

"Blake and Herries_and Digh; did not helieve in the

- ample allowance, in the thoughtless Ernerosny, or in the
weakness for lending money. But Arthur Augustus did
oot think of doubting.

Arthur A‘U%ustua was a little tmubled in his mind
now. Blake had had a handsome remittance that day
from Yorkshire, and D’Arcy wished that he hadn’t for-
gotten to settle up with imble. Then there was a
sovereign Lowther had. borrowed of Trimble the da
came to. 8t. Jim’s—that hadn’t - been settled eil heb
Towther had received his. allowanece since then, and
certainly could have settled if he had wished. It Teally
looked as if 4 thoughitless’and generous fellow was bemg
victimised,

“ Hdllo, Gussy! " Wherefore that worried brow?” asked
Blake cheerfully, coming mto the study with a bumile
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money to other
at was how he put

“Hop round and help, old cliap'
to-day. We're in funds again.

“You had a wathah gocd Wemlttance ﬁldn't jmll.l
Blake?”

“A whole quid !” said Blake.

“I twust you do not mind my givin’ you a word.of;
advice, Blake,” said Arthur Augustus, in the manner of
an elderly uncle, which ‘he sometimes adopted. towardﬂ
his study-mates.

A feast of tne goda

“Not a hit,” said Blake—v not if you rakn up the ﬁre -

at the same time.” .

“I mean, befoah you expeuci your wemittance wecks .
lessly, Blake, it would be a goed ideah to settle up any.
little accounts you owe wound about.”

Blake stared. ~ '

“What are you driving at, (:us:}* T've settled up.:
the half-erowu% owed Kerruish, and the bob Reill; ¥ lenb:
me. I mever forget t;hmgs like that.”

“ All sewenc, deah boy

“I der’t think I owe any Jody anythmcr clse,” said
Blake, puzzled.

“ Pewwwps you have forgotten?”
A.ugustus

““Well, I might have, of course, though I dox’t 11aua1]y
forget unythmg of that kind: ' Forgetting a debt is jolly
near swindling, I think. But if 1 fergot I expect the
chap would remind me fast’enough.” :
- ** He might be too delicate to wemind vou, Blake.”

“What rot.‘ !

* Weally, Blake—-—

“Look ete Gussy,” said Blake, g'!‘entlv :\:tum-hed L 1f
I owe you anything, and I've forgotten it, you've got a”
tongue in your silly head, and you can tell me, I suppose.

“You do not owe me au} thin’, deak boy.’

“Then what are yon burbling "about?” -

“I wefuse -to have my wemarks chawaetcw’sed as
burblin’ |”

“QOh, bow-wow! Lend a hahd with- the teu, and don b
talk out -of the buck of your neck!” said Blake, a little
grufly, *“Dig and Herries will be in' in"a minute, aund
Talbot and Gorg are coming.”

“Wight-ho, %ea-ah boy I” :

"And the subject was dru]eped and it was not revived.
Dig and’Herries came in, bringing Talbot and Gore of the
Shell with them. Trimble ‘came after them. There was '
a fat and shiny léok on Trimble’s face, which indieated
that he had done ext¢eedingly well at the tuckshop. But’
he piled into tea with an a,%petlte that would have put
Fatty Wynn to the blush, “Hven Arthur Aungustus could
not,_ be ‘blind to the fact that Trimble wis over-eating
himself in 4 way that was not pleasant to look pon.
Talbot and Gore saw his performance with wonder. -

When the Shell fellows left the study, Blake and Herries
and Dighy went with them. .frimble’s company made
No. 6 much 1ess: eomfortible -than of.old, and the three
chu.ms spent more time in the other Eellows studies than
the T{ been used to,

simble had sat down in the armchair. 'Ihere was only
one armehair in the study, and Trimble always occupie
it when hie was there, rthur Augustus hesitated. He
did not wish to appear. t4,> be desertm,, his protege. It
was noblesse oblige again!

Trimble glanced at thé door. It was shut.

“You won’t mmd my mentlonmg 1t, Gussy—"" he’

suggested Arthur

. began.

3

“ Go ahead, desh boy ¥ . -

“I’m rather short of tin. -I waut to send a sub‘-‘erz?
tion to the British Prisoners’ Fund. Of course, I could
wait till Tom Merry pa:d up. the pound I lent h.un
yesterday——"

“Has Tom Mewwy beeﬁ bowwowing money of you,
Twimble?”

“Oh, it was only o pound!” said Trimble mnly €y
don’t yaind a bit. “But I do want to send off that pound
as soon as I cam. Of course, Tom Merry’s certain to
square, I think— .

“ Quite certain, Twimble.”

“Then glrhaps you wouldn't . mind Iendmg ‘me the
pound till he does?” s
There was a pause. . Lt
Arthur Augustus had a pmmd and a few coppers ,lef!:
out. of his last fiver, but he could nof refuse. Trimble's
ob]ect was a noble one; and, then, Tom Merry was guite
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- certain to pay anything he owed at the very earliest

- opportuni

%
X

4

a3

o

“S=.-. Blake groaned.

ty.
Arthur iu_gustus opened his pocket-book, and a pound
note was passed over to Trimble.
“Thanks very much, Guss;r i )
“Don’t mench, deah boy! Have you a stamp for the
lettah #” S ’
“Eh—what letter®”

“You will have to send jour contwibution to the

Pwisonahe’ Fund in a lettah, I suppose?”
Trimble conghed. ST
“Oh, yes! Certainly! I'm going to write.it immedi-

ately. - You can give me a stamp, if you like. I find I'm
out of stamps.”

“ Heah you are!” -

Arthur Augustus left the study, and Trimble winked at
the ceiling, and then closed his eyes and slept. . He was
snoring when D’Arcy came to tell him it was bed-time.

CHAPTER 12.
Once Too Often!
'OM MERRY & CO. kept an amused eye on Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy day hy day.
They could not help wondering how long he
- would be able to stand the strain of Baggy
Trimble’s: friendship, : } ‘
That-the new junior was an out-and-out bounder was

. patent fo all other eyes, and it seemed that even Arthur

Augustus’ aristocratic eyes could not Temain sealed for
ever. -

Biake and Herries and Digby were growing very
restive.

Trimble worried them. . :

The mere sight of his fat, self-satisfied, smirking face
in the study drove them out of No. 6 when they were
not compelled to remain there.

They simply could not stand him.

It was not only his boasting, his swank, though that

was bad enough. It was not merely his: greed—bad
enough also, It was not simplyjﬁhd:fm%%u@gdh

all the good things at tea-time, though that was irritat-
ing. ¥t was mobt only his untruthfulnéss, though it
exasperated them., It was not g‘imaply the fact that he had
been cuffed by a fag of the Third, and kicked by a New
Housé junior, though his open and flagrant *“funk”
brought disgrace upon®the study. Nor was it merely that

‘he was no footballer, and no boxer, and no walker, and

ne runner, and no anything, in .fact, but a guzzling
bounder. It was mot any one of those things. It was
all of .those things, added together, which made Blake &
Co. writhe. % i :
But they had given their word, and Study No. 6’s word
was its bond. They had agreed to stand Trimble as long
as Gussy did. A compact was a compact, and had to be
kept, for they were not Prussians. .
ut how long was the Honourable Arthur
going on if they gavé him his head? :
They knew that Trimble must be making him writhe
inwardly. They knew it jarred upon his merves when
Trimble called him “Gussy,” and that it made him
shudder when Trimble linked arrms with him. Arthur

Augustus

Auvgustus’ manners and customs were unimpeachable, but
g P

his feelings he could not help. B
But Gussy was still standing the strain. %,
*“ And the worst of it is,” growled Blake to his equally
incensed chums, “ the fat beast hasn’t any claim on Gussy.
Qnuly met him twice before he came here, and that was
by chance—some crowd at a seaside place.”
“What does Gussy stand it for?” grunted Herries.

“ Noblesse oblige. Gussy would be polite to the Kaizer
if he met him. He would be perfectly polished with a
convict from Dartmoor. The fat rotter has fastened on
him, and Gussy don’t like to rebuff him.”

“Tt wouldn’t hurt his feelings,” said Dig. * He hasn’t
got any.” 35

“ @ussy thinks it would, and he’s going on tolerating

_him, and making the best of him; and we’ve got to.do

the same, -or else break our word like rotten Prussians.

- Why don’t the fat brute fall ill? He eéats enough to make

a eamel ill! Why can’t he have an attack of apoplexy#:-
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- absence, but their ple tge to Gussy forbade that.
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¢
“No such luck!”
“Hallo!. Here he is!” :
Trimble came, smiling, into the study. The three

chums were silent, feeling very uncomfortable, ' They had
been talking about Trimble. ue, they would have -been
glad to repeat in his presence what they had eaid in his

Trimble nodded to them very genially.

“I wanted to see' you without Gussy being
said mysteriously, *“He’s just gone to see Talbot.
course, you'll keep it dark?”’

“I don't catch on,” said Blake prufly. “We're not

here,” ﬁe
Of

going to keep dark anything ytl)u’ve got to say about

our pal, if that’s what you mean.’”.

o ..

mean, it’s a. question of saving his feelings,” said
g‘r'i;nble. “You see, it’s like this. I've lent Gussy. five
ob.” . . !
“Well?” s Es B
“He’s going to return it on Saturday, but I kappem
to be short of money, I shouldn’t like Gussy to think I'vé
mentioned it,” said Trimble. ‘“TI've spoken of it in
confidence.” g :
“Blow your confidence! growled Blake. “ What do
you want to speak of it at all for, then?” ’
“ Well, it’s left me stony, you see. I thought perhaps _

. you fellows might see me through till Gussy gets a

remittanice. I couldn’t refuse him, as he’s been such’a
good pal.” . ) ST

“Well, I'm glad you can see that, at all events,” gaid
Blake, “If you've lent Gussy five bob and you want
it, here itis.” > . '

“Thanks! T’l] settle-this when Gussy squares.”

“Oh, all right?” - 7 - . .

Trimble quitted the-study at once, and from -the
window Blake observed him makidg & direct line for
Dame Taggles’ shop. Blake turned from 'the windew-
with a thoughtful frown: = Wi

“Blessed if I'd have thought Gussy would have
borrowed of that chap!” he said. *“He can’t like the
beast I 5 2
. Herries gave a snort. Dighy grunted. They were
fed-up - with: Trimble, and they were growing very
impatient with Arthur Augustus for not being. fed-up
with him, too. R S ®

Tom-Merry -and Manners and Lowther were in-the
schoolshop when Trimble arrived there. They did mot
trouble to nod to him. They were not under the same
obligation as Study No. 6, and did-not feel called upon
to waste civility upon him. But Trimble was not thin-
skinned. He greeted them genially. . e

“I saw you at footer to-day,” he remarked. “I could
have given you some tips about passing the ball, Merry.”

“Not about dribbling it?” grinned the captain of the
Shell. .

“The way you kicked, Lowther, was pretty rotten.”

“Was itr” said Monty Lowthér sulphurously.

“Yes, rather—to a ch? accustomed to really good play,
I mean. You don’t mind me mentioning it,” said Trimble
affably. “It’s a fault of mine that I'm very candid. A
dozen tarts, please, Mrs. Taggles. And two ginger-pops.
And some dough-nuts.” g . o

Tom Merry & Co. were dismlssimgrtarts. Their couple
each lasted them the time it took Trimble to dispose of
Blake’s five shillings. But Trimble ,was not satisfied.
Like Alexander, he sighed for fresh worlds to.conquer. .

“I’ll have some more tarts, Mrs. Taggles~—" -- - :
“You will make yourself ill, Master Trimble,”. seid
Dam};e’:l‘aggles, in alarm. *“You have eaten far -too
much.’

““I suppose that’s my own business !” growled Trimble.
“You hand 'me six tarts, ma’am, please. I’ll settle for
them when I've changed my five-pound note.”

“I can change a banknote for you, Master Trimble.”

“Ahem! It—it's in my desk——0>

“I will wait while you fetch it, Master Trimble,” said
Dame Taggles calmly. i

Trimble %runted and turned awa
and Dame
parlour,

“It’s jolly hard lines, you chaps!” said Trimble discon-
tent:dlj. “I suppose you haven’t any tin you don’t
want.” . .

““ None that we don’t want, certainly,” said Tom Merry.
- Tue GeM Lisrary.—No. 414,
A Magnificent New, Long,. Complete Schogl Tale of
om Merry & Co., MA I_“N'GI&'FFOR‘Q;, '

from the counter,
aggles smiled grimly and went back into hér
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“It’s hard lines on me. I have a whacking allowance,
but I never get much of it for myself since: ’ve been in
Study No. 6. Those fellows are always borrowing my
money—especially Gus3ﬁ Look here, I suppose you could
lend me half-acrown, Merry, till Gussy squares up.”

“1 lend money only to my friends,” said Tom coolly.

“Well, I'm your friend, ain’t I?” said Trimble, un-
abashed. “I'm Gussy’s best pal, and Gussy's your pal,
so it comes to the same thing. If you can’t make me a
small loan, I shall have to dun Gussy for what he owes
me, that’s all.”

Tom Merry’s hand went into his pocket at that. He
would willingly have sacrificed his last half-crown—and
it wag his last—to save Arthur Augustus from being
dunned by that unspeakable bounder.

Monty Lowther laid a hand on his arm. .

. “Chuck it,” he said. “We’ll go into this. Trimble,
did you say that Gussy owes you money?”
¢+ “Certainly I” : )

“How much?”

“Pounds and pounds.
‘how much.”

“I suppose you've got his I O U’s to show for it?”

“Between pals like Gussy and me, 10 U’s are quite
superfluous;” said Trimble loftily.

-, "“And the other chaps in Study No. 6 have been borrow-
ing your tin?” . o

* Yes, they're always sponging on me, one or another
of them,” said Trimble ehee‘figr‘any.

“Well,” said Monty Lowther deliberately, “I don't
believe a word of it.” ;

“Monty !” ‘murmured Tom.

“Don’t Monty me. "The fat cad is lying.”

“If you doubt my word, Lowther—” began Trimble
fiercely. :

“Well, T do.”

Lowther pushed back his cuffs, prepared for Trimble’s
deeds to euit themselves to his looks. But they didn’t.

“In that case, I decline to discuss the matter with you,”
said Trimble, and ke turned away.

“But he did not go far. Monty Lowther’s hand dropped
gn iis shoulder with a grip like iron, and he was swung

ack.

“Let go!” he shouted.

Monty Lowther did not let go. He tightened his grasp.

““You're coming with me,” he said.

“Where?”

“To Study No. 8.

“What for?”

“To see 1)"Arey.”

“Wha-at about®” stammered Trimble.

“About that money he owes you,” said Lowther grimly,

“I—I'm not going to do anything of the sort. I1'm not
going to dun my old pal to please you. Leggo!”

Monty Lowther dig not reply, and he did not Iet go.
He marched Trimble across the quad, with a grip like
iron on his shoulder, and Tom erry and Manners fol-
lowed. Trimble wriggled and expostalated in vain, and,
still wriggling and expostulating, he was marched inte
Study No. 6. :

Blessed if T remember exactly

CHAPTER 13. -
. Metely a Misunderstanding,
el AT Jove! What's the mattah?”
 Arthur Augnstas D'Arcy was:in the study
with his chums, and he turhed his eyeglass upon
the Terrible Three in astonishment.
- Trimble was propelled into the study in Lowther’s
grasp, and he wriggled away at last, and dodged round
the table. ) :
“What’s the little game?” demanded Blake,
“I twust, Lowthah, that you are not pwesumin’ to wag
my fwiend Twimble,” sgid Arthur Augustus stemily.
“Rag him!” said Lowther cheerfully. “Not a bit of
it. I’'m going to see justice done to Trimble.” .

ANSWERS
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“No such luck!” mumbled Herries. “That would he
something lingering with: boiling oil in it.”
“Weally, Hewwies—" .

“Trimble is a greatly wronged person.” said Lowther =

solemnly. *He’s rolling in money, and he’s so generons
with it that fellows sponge on him.” :

“I am alweady awah of that, Lowthah!” said Arthur i

Augustus.

“My idéa,” pursued Lovwther, is this—that fellows who
owe Trimble money should pay up. He's hot going to]

be victimised.” ;
Trimble looked alarmed. ‘He realised dimly that his
fat and foolish tongue had landed him in trouble at last.

“I—I don’t want anything of the sort!” he stammered.

“I—I don’t like my private affairs being discussed in this ¥

way, Lowther. It’s impertinent.”
“Yaas, wathah!” i
- I prefer the subject to drop !” said Trimble loftily.
“But it’s not going to drop, just yet,” said Monty
Lowther cheerfully. a
“ Weally, Lowthah, you can hardly persist in discuasin®
Twimble’s pwivate affaihs, if he does not wish you to
do sol” '
“ My dear man, I can, and I'm going to!” said Lowther.

“I've got an idea that Trimble is the biggest liar at St. . ~

Jim’s, and he ought to have the credit for it. Why should
he hide his light under a bushel, and blush-unseen, and
waste his sweetness on the desert air?_ He deserves to

take his proper place alongside Baron Munchauser and .

_the Kaiser, as one of the biggest liars going!” h
“Weally, Lowthah! Twimble, deah boy, if you desish
to call this person to account I will hold your jacket !”

“I prefer to treat. him with silent contempt,” said:’

Trimble,

“Safer, isn’t it?" sald Lowther. :

“I decline to discuss the matter with you, Lowther !”

“But we’re going on discussing it, my cherub! You're
going to get what’s duo to you!” said Monty Lowther.
* Gussy, my infant, don’t crush me through the flcor with
that terrific frown! Why shouldn’t Trimble have what's
due to him#! s @ . .

“Weally, Lowthah, you had bettah tet the example!”

Lowther jumped. ;

I’GI?”

“Yes, you, you boundah. T have not weferred to tho
mattah befoah,” said Arthur Augustus, in deep indigea-
tion, “but since you uttah such®wotten wemarks nbout
my fwiend Twimble, I shall certainly wemark that it was
wotten to bowwow money of a mew kid and omit to-
wepay it!" - . T o

“I—I say—" stammered Trimble.

Lowther's face was a study. .

“Has that lying villain said that I’ve borrowed mcney
of him?-he roared.

“Do you deny, Lowthah, that you bowwowed a pound
of him the day you met him at the station, and hawe
you wepaid itP”

“Deny it?” gasped Lowther. “So he’s been lying
about me, too! Does he look the kind of chap I'd borrow
money of P

“Bai Jove!” .

“So I'm down on the list of spongers, as well as this
stud;r I” roared Lowther, making a dash round the table.

Trimble dodged behind the armchair.

“Yow-ow! Keep him off I”

%

Fgs ST Vs 3

“Hold on!” said ‘Blake, with a deadly look. * ‘What’s .

that about this study being on a list of spongers?”

“That’s what I came to tell you!” panted Tiowther,
“I knew he was lying, and I meant to make him own it!
Do you owe Trimble pounds and pounds, D’Arcy?”

“ Weally, Lowthah, if-you are jokin’-——" Tt -

“I'm not joking !” shouted Lowther, “He says you owe
him pounds and pounds ! ' -

“Bai Jove!” ;

“And that Blake and Herries
borrowing motey of him

“Ua?” yelled Blake and Herries and Dig.

#T—I—I—" gtuttered Trimble. )

“ The lying worm !” howled Blake. “Nobody’s borrowed
of him but Gussy, and Gussy only owes him five Lob,
‘8o far as I know!” ) By e

and Dig are always

. ; ;
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“Blake, you uttah ass, what do you mean? Do you
think I should bowwow five shillin’s of Twimbiet” -
““Is that a He, teoP” howled Blake.- “Only _half-an
hour ago, he teld us so, and X lent him %‘he fivg ob Py
“Gweat Scothl” - g
“Well, of all the precious liars!” seid Tom Mm‘:y
Arthur Auguskus 5‘&35"3 1 N hand over his noble brow.

_ He was almost daze

“Bai Jovel I do not ungaﬁstand t}usf
it twue that you owe Twimblé ten. shillin's”
»17” yelled. Blake. “I? “Oh,:you ass!”

“Don’t you owe hime a pound, Tom Mewwy ?”
“I7” shrieked Tom Merry.

B]':Lke, 'isn’t

“ You silly ass !’ hooted Lowther.

“Then,” said Arthur Augastus, in stately wrath, “the

fellah is an -uttah wascal‘

said he had lent you.
“Oh, crumbs |

< “I advanced him the money he said he had lent to

TomOII:IEWW_v and Blake—"

I gave him the pound he

“And now, Tw:mbie, will you have the
goodness to exp!am?”

All eyes were ﬁxecl on Trimble.

“The—the fact is,” stuttered Trimble, “ I—I—I—?
. “T am waitin’ f6r your explanation, Twimble 7

“I—I—I really meant to say tha.t I hadn’t lent Tom
Merry a pound——->"

“What?”?
e %vai:l-—and that T hadn't lent Blake ten shillings—-"

* And—and t]mt Lowther ha.dn‘t borrowed a pound of

me. TYou see, it—it was a slight misunderstanding.
That’s all I

The juniors stared at Trimble open-mouthed.

extweme

TEDDY BAXTER,

T TR
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“Didn’t Emu ‘bowwow of him at tﬁe stai:lon Lowthah o
¥y

Onz Pennye. 3
gasped Tom
And,.now, if m den t m.ml, Id

“A—a—a ahght mlmmrlerst:mdmgﬂ”
Merry.
”Yes thmt’s all!

: "prcfcr to let the matter oimn ”o

¥+ “E-ldet the matter d-d-drop?” egm:nla{-.ed Bl

“Yes; T'd prefer to let the matber: dtog,
vou what, This afterncon I lent Talbot" 3 qu :

“Eh?

“1 den’t care to boﬁher Talhet ahout at
fellows_are Talbot’s. friends ou“:mght let me hive' 1%,
otherwise I shal have $5 #m Talbat1”

Tom . Merry & Co. stared “at Trimble. Th ey coal_s]
scarcely believe “their thur Augustus broke t}re
duzed silence. ;

*T have to &po]ogise to this studél. for intwodiel
wevoltin® boundah heah " he said. ™ Blake, H
1 ain sowwy! I shall docline to speak to hi
wegard him as an uttah waseal! I twust he will k
deceney to change into some othah studay I”-

“ No ]nlly fear!” said Trimble, “Besides, what ET)
there to gudrrel about? I dor’t hear any malice! I'm
quite willing to go on the same as before!”

Blake gasped.

“It's no good talking to }m:l:lT
wanted, not words! Collar him !

“Here, I say—leggo! Oh, crumbu!
Oh I :

Bump! ; '

There was a resounding corneussion in the Fourt.h-IF‘mm
passage. " Then the stuf'f door slammed. It was- Tom
Merry & Co.’s farewell to the bounder of Study No. 6.

.

It's actions that's

Yarooh ! Help!

THE END.

(Another grand stiry of Tom Merry & Co. next
w saay. . Qrder 3}

You will
like reading
about

TEDDY
BAXTER

‘He appears
every Friday
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om Merry & Co,: By MARTIN CLIFFORD.



“ THE BEST 3. LIBRARY D@~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 30 LIBRARY.

NOW 0]
S‘N.E-H d

A Cash Prize for

%

:- Teacher (giving
-the weakest part.”

e

LOOK OUT FOR YOUR WINNING STORYETTE,

~ THE INFERENCE.
hygienic lesson): ‘‘Disease always attacks

. Little Willie {timidly): *Please, teacher, didn’t you say
sterday that you bad a cold in your head?”~=Sent in by

o
EI Tulloch, _Govzm, Gla;gom

ONLY TO BE EXPECTED.

Just as a train_was running
in the middle. Of course, t

into the Iocal station it parted
e communication-cord snapped,

and one end of it struck against an old lady sitting in the

corner of one of the carriages,

"“Good- gracious I she.exclaimed. 1
two,” replied a gentleman in

-*“The train has broken in
the seat onosne.
“I should think so, too,”

-B«pohester, Kent.

she said, looking :
cord.. “Did they think that a piece of puddin
this would hold 4 train together?’—Sent in by C

—_——

“What is the matfer?”

at the broken
-string liko
arles T“ield,

DISHED; DIDDLED, AND DONE.

“When I was running a circus,” =aid the retired show:
man, “I always took every possible opportunity there was
of ééverh’sing. On one oceasion I went into a_country town,
whero a string of boys and girls greeted me with little cards,
and asked me for my autograph. L -

“T wrote them as fast as I could, thinking to myself, ¢ Jim,

old man, your name is becomin

“That afternoon, as I gaze

delighted !

8 household word.’

round the eircus tent, I
thought sll the children in the town must be there.
I saw wisions of fame’and_fortune.

I was

~ “But a sad blow was yet to come. When I examined the
receipts-for the day I saw_about two hundred cards con-

tnining the words ‘Admit Bearer’ and my autograph.”—
Sent in by 8. Payne, Kensal Rise, 3.W

STANDING ROOM ONLY.

An ominous cracking, &
where a moment before ha

pool, in the centre of which a man’s hea

were in view. «

A park-keeper was socon on the spot, and, erawling
cautiously across a ladder, he reached the edge of the ice.
“Come in closer,” he shouted, “and I'll help you out!
“Not much!” replied the victim. “I
“(an’t swim!” retorted the rescuer.

to your armpits !’

. “Nonsense!” replied the
victim. “1It’s about seven fect
deep out here! I'm standing
on the fat old gent who broke
the ice!”—Sent in by Harry
Whittington,  High  Green,
near Sheffield. :

ONE TOO MANY. .
Inspector (to policeman, who
i running towards the
station): ‘‘Hallo! What's
tho matter? Where -are you
going 1”7 -
P.c. 49: “To fetch an am-
bulanee for a chap-who i3 in' a
fit, sir.” E 3
Inspector: ““Can’t you brirg
him to?” .
 P.-c. 49: “What's he want
* two for?"”-—8ent in by H. C,
and A. G., Bradford, Yorks.
“TBE GEM Lisany.—No. 41

eneral flight of the skaters, and
been ice now appeared

T A R S O mm,  you I ——Sent in by C. M

:

i
:

%

a large
and shoulders

H
can’t swim!”

“Why, it’s only up

Every Contributor

air, when a dear old
aercplane, asked him what it waa,
“There it is!
Jolliboy, pointing towards
The old lady, being short-sighted, could not see the kite;
but, undismayed, g
“No; I'm afraid I can’t see it very woll. But T can hear
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to this Page..
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Although it's odd it should be so
There’s ho denying that

The thinnest fellow in our Form
Is Willie Puddié)hat.

And if a mollyeo

dle you

 Were looking out for—why,
Tom Hardy is the very chap
Who would your want supply !
Bert Bowling’s difficult to find
When cricket’s on the scenc,
Another “slacker,” if you pleaze,
Is Alexander
. The winter game in turn prevides
A case in point for Fred—
Fred Foote avoids the ball and likes
A muddy walk instead.

And other fellows’ names, I'm sure,
Form quite a bad misfis.

-Bab Ehort is more than extra tall-—
.Dick Long can’t grow a bit.

No angry word Adolphus Cross
JIs ever heard to say; -

And even when he's given “lncs;”
Hal Meody laughs all day.

Throughout our school, by scme strange chance,
e ruls to work r'i seen—
y we have is Sharp,
The smartest boy is Green. =
Frm no exception, come to that,
And, lest the truth be hid,
T'll own that though I'm seventcen,
T truly am A. Kidd.

The dullest bo

cen.

. —Sent in by C. Richardson, Scarborough.

REMARKABLE HEARING !

- Can't

A.'; the . * GEM"” .Storyette Competition has
proved so popular, it has been decided to run
‘this novel feature in conjunctiomn with our

new Companion Paper;,

interesting paragraph, sen

THE BOYS' FRIEND, 1,

Published every Monday,

in order to give more of our readers a chance
of winning one of our useful Money Prizes.

If you know a really funn;

joke, or a short,
italong (on a post-

card) before you forget it, and address it to:
The Editor, THE BOYS' FRIEND and GEM,
Gough'House, Gough Square; Fleet Street, E.C.
Look out for YOUR Prize Storyette in next
week’'s GEM or BOYS' FRIEND.

, she answere

:

-4
"AVE YOU WATCHING “THE BOYS' FRIEND"9  STUPENDOUS SURPRISE IN STORE!

Mr. J.ulli.boy was watching with interest a box-kite n tue
lady, thinking he was looking at an

ou see it, ma'am?” answered
kite,

tha engine quite plainly. thank
yors,
Sale, Manchester.

30 “SIMPLE ! .

A rather simple-looking lad

stopped. before a blacksmith’s

Sholp on his way from school,-

and eyed the -doings of the
smith with much interest, -

The brawny smith, dissatis. -

fied with the lad’s curiosity,
suddenly thrust a red-hot iron
under his nose, hoping to make
him beat a hasty retreat.

“If you'll give me half-a-
crown I'll lick it,” said the -
lad, undaunted.

The smith took from his
pocket the coin asked for, and
the simple-looking lad took it
from him, licked it, and walked
away, whistling merrily.—Sent
in by: Miss Annie Watts, -
Heaton Norris. :
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OUR GREAT SCHOOL SERIAL STORY!

BY
The Previous Instalments told how 1— .

ETHEL CLEVELAND, a pretty English girl, and cousin
to ARTHUR AUGUSTUS D'ARCY, the swell of St. Jinr's,
goes to Bt Freda’s to continue her education.

On the first day of her arrival at the school, she is attracted
by the personality of DOLORES PELHAM, a high-spirited
gn‘l of B;anish escent. Subsequently, Ethel saves Dolores
rom disgrace, and the two girls become firm friends.

One afterncon D'Arcy’ drives his cousin and Dolores over
to 8t. Jim’s to witness a football match between the School
House and New House, , ; i

Owing to Dolores acting contrary te her friend’s wishes, a
slight musundersbanding arises botween the two girls; but on
returning to' 8t. Freda's, Dolores asks Ethel's forgiveness.

Ethel freely forgives Dolores, and the Irie};dship between
the twe girls js.renewed, . . . . v ot oo -

. (Néw read om}y-

: D'Arey's Duty,
“T've been thinkin’ about Ethel, deah boys.” 5
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy made that observation to his
chums at St. Jim’s: Jack Blake was astride of the bar, in
the gym, and his friends were watching him with admira-
tion, Arthur Augustus had been standing with his monocle
firmly screwed into his eye, and his eye fixed upon Blake, as
if not to lose a single one of his movements. PBlake had been
rather flattered by the close attention. the swell of 8t Jim's
- was giving him, till D’Arcy’s remark showed him that his
“thoughts were quite elsewhere.
ake snorted, ’
““Oh, have you?” he remarked. “Is that why you have
- been staring at me like a .graven image?” 3 .
“Was I stawing at you, deah boy! 1 was quite unaware
of it,” said Arthur Augustus innocently. “The fact of the
matiah is, that I have been. thinkin’—**. -
. “Oh, well, that- was bound to make you look a little un-
?aunl,"' assented Blake. “But what are you starting it
or?” y : ’
“Weally, Blake—" : oo
“You -shouldn’t take these changes too suddenly,” said
Digby, with a shake of the head. “You never know——""
“1 wefuse to continue this widiculous diseush,” said
D’ Arcy, with di%nity. “I wepeat that I have beer thinkin’
about Cousin Ethel. T wegard the mattah as important, and
needin’ immediate attention.”
“Nothing wrong at St. Freda’s, is there?”
“Yaas, wathah | & \
Jack Blake dropped off the har.
“That alters the case,” he remarked.
“There 160’t exactly any wow———?
“Then what's the racket?” -
“Tt isn't pwecisely & wacket,”

“What's the row?”

‘Then what's the trouble?”

It isn’t what.you'd call & twouble—’
i “l\‘I,y

at allP? : . ? ] e
‘‘There isn’t anythin’ exactly the mattah. I will explain,
Ethel has gone to.a gals’ school—” )
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" Ethel. Even Figgins,

only hat!” ejaculated .Blake, in exasperation. “If .
‘there-isn’t & row,-a racket, or.g ﬁmgble, what is the matter
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# “T suppose she wouldn't be sent to a boys’ school I snorted
alce. : ’ -

“Certainly not. I should have wegarded such a step as
decidedly . imposs. But undah the circs, the mattah stands
11ke'thzs. el hag gone to a.gals' school, and things at a
gals’ school are howwidly slow.” P
o.4I shouldn’t -wonder.”™ | .. :

*I wegard it as our bizney to buck things up for Ethel,”
said Arthur Augustus. T have been thinkin’ a lot about
L f who is usually an ass, and never
sees anythin’, thinks that if we get Ethel to pay us anothah
visit here, it’will be a good idea, don't you see?” <

The juniors grinned.

Gaod old Figgins|” said Herries, o . :

“Yaas, Figgay fsn't wholly an ass, s a mattah of fact,
though he doesn't sec an thin’ that isn’t diwectly undah his
nose, a8 a wule,” said D’Arcy. ‘‘Bitt to wesume, . Visits
here fwom Cousin Ethel are vewy nice, but.she can’t visit us
evewy doy. ‘New, my ideah is that we ought to do eome-
thin’ to bwighten up life at the gals’ schooL™ -

“My hat!” Ey

“That’s the posish, deah boys.”

“Well,” said Blake, “I suppose it would brighten up the
Place a lot if you were to get in there one evening—"

“Yuoas?” said D’Arcy cagerly. ot i
© “And turn all the.electric lights on,” concluded Blake.

Herries and Dighy chucltled, and D’Arcy screved his eyes
gt!a.ss more firmly -into his eye, and gave Blake a freczing
stare, ; Z .

. “H you are goin’ to waste the time making- wotten jokes,
Blake—" . s

“Well, I've got no other suggestion to make, unless you
took a bike Jantern,” said Blake. “But for renily brighten-
ing up.e place, I should suggest the electrie lights.”

*You uttah ass—-" .

““Ha, ha, ha !> roared Herrics and Dig.

. “Hni]o, what’s the joke?” asked Tom Merry, who had
just entered the gym. "*Expound, my sons. Is Gussy oute
classing .* Punch ” again?? . )

“He's got o dodge for sneaking into St. Freda's at night
and turning on all the lights to brighten up the place,” Blake ~
explained. ’ .

“Ha, ha, ha!” .
“I hoven’t!” shouted D’Arcy. “That is a wotten joke.
nevah sug estx.ad anythin’ so widiculous,”

“Ha, ha, hal® )
“I wegard Blake as an uttah ass! My ideah is f-ha?t things

el

. must be feahfully dull at St. Fwedah’s for Ethel—-

“Why1" asked Tom Merry, .

*Oh, because—because, you know,” said D’Arey, rather at
a loss,  “they don’t bave any footah, you know, or any
dormitowy waids, or any Houss wows, and they nevah fight,
you know—it's considahed bad form in Fals. They nevah
have study feeds, or feeds at night in the Form. It's wotten
all wound.” . . :

“They do sewing and. things,” said’ Blake vaguely.

“0f course they..do,” sai Tom Merry. “Besides, they
trim hats.” . ) : .
““Hats?’ said D’Arey.

! Yes, rathar!” Girls are always happy when they're irim-
ming hats. You put 2 girl in a room with a shape—>-
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“ A w-w-what? - :

¢ A shape,” said Tom Merry firmly.

“W.w-what is that?"” 3

“I think it's the original thing that they make a hat out
of,” said Tom Merry, somewhat cautiously. 3
heard 'em talk about it.- ¥ou put a girl in a room with a
shape, anyway, and some ncedles and threads,. nnd—and
flowers and things, and—and trimmings, and she'll be happy
making a hat.”: :

“Ygas, but—" 1

“Then they decorate the Form-room with flowers for the
Torm-mistresses,” said Tom Merry. “Therée may be a lot
of amusement in that. One never knows.”

“Young Wally twied to please his Form.master like that
once, n.ndg he got into a feahfnl wow.” .
“Qh, Wally has no tact. .Then, beuidv.si, they go for little

walks' with their governess, two and two,” said Tom Merry.
“That must be—well, ripping.,” . - . ) N

“1 don’t .think!" murmured Blake.

‘““Héwevah,” said D’Arcy, after a pause, “I hold to my
owiginal posish that the:
Now, I ‘wegard it as our dutay to bwighten it up for them.” -

- Buf if you turn on the electric—"" :
 “Pway don’t be an’ ass, Blake!' Look heah, what they
want at St Fweda's is a weal wag. Suppose they smuggled
a lot of gwub in, and had a dormitowy feed?”

Tom Merry lavghed. = -~

_“;I don’t suppose they’d enjoy it so much as we do,” h
said. = i sy g PSR
.2 Powwaps not; but they could be educated up fo..it,"
explained- [YArey. - ' Gals haven't,, natuwally, so much
bwains a3 boys, and it’s our bizney to impwove them. My
ideah is to stand tweat, and help them zmuggle the things
into tho school, you know, so that they can have a wegula
bust-up.”’ . .

“Ha, ha, ha!”

* -“T fail to see any cause for wade laughtah. Are you fellows -

Quings to’ help me?”
“ Aagl”
“ Weally, Blake-—"
. “My . dear chap,” said Tom Merry, laughing, “you'll get
the girla into .a row with their headmistress,” . -
“Oh,. of coursé, I should be_awf'ly osutious.’™ Mg
“Yes, I know: you whén Foiu're eautious. My belief " ia
that Cousln; Ethel would tell you to drop the idea at once.”
“Wats, deah boy! I am wesolved to go shead,” said
Arthur Augustus. “The only question is whethah yon fellows
will help me or not.” = 75
- “Oh, we'll help, you!”™ said Tom Merry resignedly. *“If
wo come with you, we may be able to keep you cut of
mischief.” - : : ; 2
! waf’i'pa_e to have it wegsrded im that light. " I con-

“Get on_with the washing!” said Herries. “What's the
scheme? Would my dog Towser be any use in helping to
carry it out, do you think:" -,

- Arthur- Augustus turned- his eyeglass freezingly upon
Herries. .. . - A ;

“No, Hewwies, your dog, Towsah would not be of any
use,” he said. “ ow, my ideah is to pay Ethel a visit in
segwet—"" . :

“Why in secret?” asked Tom Merry. s

“Well, thet would be awfly cautious, you know, and wa
have alweady decided to be awf'ly cautious,” said D'Arcy.
“No good goin’ over the old gwound again, Tom Mewwy.
. What a felow you are to argue! Now, I will-pay Ethel a

¥isit in secwet, and awwange with her about sendin’ the
stuff in for the dorm feed.” - )

“She will be down on you.” : o3
. I should not care if she were,” said D’A‘xcy.lnfhly. #1
wegard it as my duty, as an old public school chap, to show

- beginnahs- the ‘wopes, you know, and put théin: up to the
hgla. “Cousin Ethel is entitled to know all-the- dotﬁ;es, and
m _goin’ to put her up to them—-" a -
- “ Whether ehe likes 1t or not?” grinned Blake.
f“Well, dutay is dutay, you know.” ‘
““Ha, ha, ha!”

“I weally wish you would westwain that widiculous. cackle,
you fellows. Now, what do.you think of the ideah?” )

The chums exchanged glances, and then delivered their
opinion in a kind of chorus: .

£ Rotten " R 3

“ Waally, you uttah asses—""
# Utterly rotten!” . . 3 .

* Arthur Augnstus D’Arcy jammed his monocle into his cye,
upon the juniors.—. ..

“T wegard you as a set of nsses!” he exclaimed. “If's not
much ‘good tellin* you chaps wippin’ ideahs.: T v;regard you
as. chumps. The question is, are you fellows goin” to help

* me in cawwyin' out this plan?” 1 ]
“Ha, ha, ha!” )
T Gem Liprary.—No. 4.

“Anyway, I've * se

must have a wotten, dull time.

é
2 ot 5

The reply was given unanimously.. .. . =
“Better chuck it up,” suggested Tom Merry..
0 ! & =

“Wats 1

- % Are ‘?_du goin’ to help ée or not, you wottahs?”

W et T

_i.lﬁtus %alk-d away - with,
ﬁufhe air, Ieav!gng'rth& other fellows grinning.

_ And’ Arthur,
nose very high'

——

. Very Mysterious.

*Rthol I :

Dolly Carew. came ulp'bo Cousin Ethel in the garden on
‘Wednesday afternoon, Mki?ig extremely mysterious. Dinmer
was- over at 8t. Freda's;- and Ethel and Dolores were.in the
garden, chatting. “ The $wo girls were on. the best of terms
again already, and Ethel was trying her hest to forget the
little unpleasantness .that had-occurred at St. Jim's. gut sho
did not think of visiting St, Jim’s again for a while, ’

Dolly Carew: did not look- at Dolores ns she spoke.
;nugiifr of fact, Dolly did not like the Spanis
much. = b

Dolly . had been kind and attentive to Ethcl when the
latter came to_8t, Freds’s, and had intended to make a
great chum of hor, and Défute;—zh_a least likely girl in the
wholo school—had stepped in and tsken her new friend..

Dolly had;-of "course; no-claim ‘upon’ Ethel, excepting in-
her friendly intentions towards her, -but she was naturs ¥ a

little nettled, J
that Dolores was 5ainiug' an unfair

As &

She considered, tgo
advantage by sheer force of character,
almost against her will, and she thought Ethel weak for
yielding to the Spanish girl’s influence. But she liked Ethel,
all the same. - No one could help liking Ethel. '
- “Well?” asked Ethel, smiling a lLittle at Dolly’s mysterious

- manner. “Is it s message, dear?”

“Yes." -
“From Miss Penfold?”
-2 Oh, o ! . ‘e
“ Miss Tyrrell,. then?” :

-

" . Dally Carew made a litile grimace.

”

“Certainly not. .

“I don’t understand——

“It is a boy in the village—""
L] Wha.t !ll “w
“The boy from the. stationer’s shop,” explained Dolly.
Ho has & nete for you.”. . -
-Ethel looked amazed. - .

“The boy from the stationer’s shop has a note for
sho exclaimed. - gt -

Dolly nodded her head vigorously.

“Exactly. He said it was given him to give you, and he
was not to g)lmpe it in any other hands. Otherwise, I should
have brought. it to you. You will have to go and see him,
and take it from him yourself.”

A little wrinkle n%panred on Cousin Ethel's clear brow.

“1 don't think I had better take it,” she said. “No one
has a right to send me written messdgea, and I'm sure Miss
Penfold would not like it.”” . s g

“Oh, stuff!” said Dolly. “It may be from one.of the St
Jim’s i!oys. That would be all right, wouldn’t it?” .

“¥f it 1s one of my friends, yes,” said Ethel slowly.

“ It might be from Figgins,” said Dolores. *“¥Ho may havo
some plan of an excursion for the afterncon. Wedneaday
Et‘:g;]ngou is ‘o haH-holiday -at-St. Jim's -as-well as  here,

. Ethel frowned a little. . . E:
- “You had better take the note, anyway !” exclaimed Dolly.
Carew. “T toll you I'm simply dying with curiosity.” -

“Well, T supgow I can take the note. Where is the boy?”.

“In the rosd. He called to mo over the side gate, -and
asked- me if I were -Miss Ethel Cleveland,” said Dolly,
laughing. ; w5 .-

Ethel followed: her -slowly.
girdemaeat.. There was a gleam in Dolores’ eyes now. Per-
-haps she wauld not have objected to the
afternoon being broken info by a visit from the St. Jim’s

me?”

juniors. :

Ethel, still feeling very doubtful in her mind, followed
Dolly to the side gates, under the thick shadow of trees;
where the simple, heavy-featured village lad stood with the
note in his grubby hand. He touched. his cap to Ethel.

‘:I&_f[i«siantﬂ'e&eland——Mua Cleveland?" he asked. :

“Yes. ‘ SR e

“The young, gent gave me this for you.”

He extended the note,
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Dolores remained on -the-

“Tou 7

s “aristocratio -

girl very- - :

ominating Ethel -

 Why, what is it, then?" asked Ethel, Toakfnf‘ Mfoiéaf i

uiet of tho -
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Ethel took it hesitatingly., If it were from one of her
friends, well and good. If it were from some impertinent
fellow who had had the impudence to send her a not.e, at
all events she necd take no notice of it. = - )

"The lad turned away, cv:ldenﬂy ex; E(‘tl]’lg no answer.

*“Open it, Ethel!” exolaimed I !I; Carew impatiently.

Ethel: s!owly opened the envelope It was addressed to
her in pencil, and she ﬁave a start as she looked "at the
superseription. The hand was ] ke that. uf her cousm, Arthur
‘Augustus D’ Arcy.

Thé lettér was us’gren‘hn mrpnsc as its' manner of dehverx.

‘“‘Dear Ethel,—I shall be waiting for you ‘st three o’clock
by the stile in the lane. Lome alone, and don’t breathe -a
\wrd. Very important.. & . ARTREUR.

“P.8.—Mum’s the word.

“P. P'S.—-Keep it dark 1’2

"Ethel stared st the letter. -

$he had not the fa.mt-est adga wlmt the secretlveness about
it meamt.

Carew .was luok .at her eage dy

v Weﬂ"” said Dolly at ]nst, as Ethel di :lnt speak. « Well;
Etbel, what is 1t? Who s it irom’ i Why don "t you
explmn"’ % - §

“It’s from my cousin.”
E :C’mm]n Arthur"” :

“But why doeﬁ Ccmsm Artlmr svnd a note in ‘elus woy?'?
said Dolly, in surp::se- “Why couldn’t “he.-write .from ehe
school?. Miss Penfold allows us to receive -Jetters.”. .

Cousin: Ethel shook her head. s o ®

“1 really do not know, Dolly!”

“It’s_very odd.”

‘“Perhaps - he came over suddenl{ todag i Ethe] mused,
“and there was no time to write a letter.”

“But why couldn’t he come here and spenk to- you, mste:d
of sending a nmote by the statiener’s boy 1™

'thel could ouly: shake her head ngnm

“I really don’t know, Dolly.”

Dolly tossed her golden head.

“There’ ammethmg mysterious about it,” 3he sa:d—"very

. mysterious.”

Ethel did not offer to read out the letter, and Dolly did
not ask her to. Ethel. returned slowly te-the ga.rdcn seat
whero she had left Dolores, # s

The. ¢ girl met-er with an 3 100

“1¢’s ‘a note from . my Cousin Arth ur,” said. Ethel. “He
wants me to go out and see him. He: is wmtmg near Bt.

l‘tedn’

Eni& Craven's Fmd.
Why doesn’t }:a come here?"
“1 don’t know.”
" Are you going?” T
R su{opose T had better.® . -

“Shall I come with you?” asked Da}ores mdﬁ’feu'nﬂy.

Ethel coloured,

“ Arthur asks me pnrtmulnr]y to go alone,”™ she said: “I—'
don 't know why, but.he says it is very important.” - *

h, don't go!” smd Dolores. ‘‘Let him come hele
g "He asks me' te.”

“0h, do as you plmsei said Dolores, w:t.h o eloud on her
brow. ”“ Of course; I don’t want to detain you if you want
to go. i

“T don’t want to go specially, but I cannot very well refuso
Arthur;’-said Ethei. I hopc Fyou wall not be ol endcd about
nathing, Dolores,”

“I1 am not offended- at all, " said Dolores, in hsr most
stately way,

Hthel nodded, and rare out. of the garden. Tt was very near
the time Arthur Augustus ‘had fixed in his note- for their
meeting, and she was anxious ot to be late.  She was curious
to know what it was that was 'so important; and why Arthur
Augustus was so very mysterious about it,. - -

She eould only surmise. that semecthing unusual had kap-
pened at St. Jim’s; though even then there appeared to ba
. 1o _reason why D’ Arey thould be s0 secretive.

.Fthel put on her hat and left the school.
only a few minutes’ walk from 3f. Freda’s.- -

Ag the girl passed out of the gates she passeqd Enid Cravcn
Ethel had hardly spoken to- Emg since that day when she had
spcken to -comfort her in the cubicle, after Enid’s narrow
\-mpe from expulsion, . Ethel’s kindness had made no lesting

pression upon Enid; the natural repugnance between - the
two girls . wns - too .strong .for - that. And Ethel's. -growing

po ularity af St. Freda’s was a thorniin the ‘side of t‘.he ]en.lcms

‘bitter girl.
L‘md. looked after -her with a far Irom aﬁeotwnate
expression, at

NEXT= o
WEDNESDAY ;-

" gested Cousin Eth

The stile was.
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One Pennu by B

The keen wind caught Cousin Ethel as sh
the road, and she threw her hand u; tonl:e.r Ea;venéo?:cijrﬁ-:g
whito fluttered from her hand; and blew along the road. It
WE;IFE tjim note. "
nid’s eye caught it, and she’ wandered iwhat t i o
‘The wind blew it fmr]v to her feet, and it. ;est‘:czisior a
moment close to her, and instinetively Tinid put out: one boot
ang ﬂ(;oirewed };th -
el with her hair blowing about her fae Iooked mun]
for the note she had- last, and came rmmmg h:;:k with ﬂnshe:I
cheeks and panting breath.
" “Have You lost. nnythmg?” asked Enid. -
© “Yes; a'note.”
::Indee&' Did it bIow this way?"” A
I;; mast have. I thought you might have neen u,, =a:d
el. W h

Enid shook ‘her head " She @i riot.care. to. ackually’ tall
falsoEl , but the shake of the- head was ag :var a l;eya;?l v!s:mt;
possible, 3

! Well, never mind,” said Ethel. .* After. wtl; it do
matter,” .

She ran down the lane, fearing to be late for Her. ;:mm-
ment.” As soon as she was out of sight, Enid Cr: . ed i
her boot from the note and picked it $ up e

D’Arcr s Great Wheeze.

& Ethel” deah 'boy—I mean, desh gal!” -

Arthur' Augustus D’Arey - raised %m silk  topper in " his
graceful way as Ethel eame up to-the stile in Burford Lane.
with sﬁarizhng cyes and cheeks red- from rumimg.

. “W at is it, Arthm' i

B Whit hna happencd"’

. “What is wrong,. then?”

o1 am not aware of anythin® bein’ ‘wong, - EtheI .

“ Really, Arthur——-"

“Evervthin’ is all wight, so fnh as I know,”- aa.ld .Arthdr
Ay uatus, looking . puzzf "

thel gave him-an mdlg’nant iook ?

“Then why did you alarm me with Four no‘be?"

“ Bai Jove! I nevah gmeant to alarm’ you, Ethel.”

# Why-is it. necessary-<to meet é;::: “here; and 'wby did you
write in‘so mysterious o . way?™” anded Ethel,

Arthur ‘smiled mysberiously. =

“ Bacause it's necessary to keep it dnrk f]enh gnl ”

“Ta keep what- durk
" “The wheeze.” :

“The—the what?” e

“The wheeze, you know.” :

“I don’t know, and I don’ t. understaml in the Ienst » smdf
Ethe}. " What do you mean?

“I- will' explain. Now t.hm. you are at schooi Ethel, ¥
wegard you as bein’ undah my pwotection, and I considah it
my dutay to put you up to the wopes, you know. As an old
hand, 1 know all the twicks. There arc_ lots of dodges: for.
i.gen;n’ thmgs up at achool that you gaIs don't. know anythm
about.’

“Buch as puttm% Tats in the hea&mlstress s hntbox,” sug-
with -a smile, -

Well, I only advised that for extweme. cases,” said Arthn:
.Augustus “But this is-not a jape on the Head that' I am
thmkm of now. I suppobse you wem<-:mbah the studay feeds
we ve had ot St. Jim” st

“VYes, certa:nly v

“You ean’t have studay feeds at St. Fweda s, becauae you
haven’t any stuydays. I wegard that as wotten

Ethel laughed. . ; :

“ My dear Arthur—*—

“But. there is no weason why you shouldn’ t hava 2 dcrrm
feed * said Arthur Auvgustus, “ And that is the wheeze.”

“ A dorm feed !” repeated- Ethe] in wonder.

“Yaas, wathah! - You see,” went on D’Arey. uonﬁdentml]y,
“we often have that sort of thing in the School House at St.
Jlm s after lights-out, you know. We light up candies or bike-
lantérns, ‘and have a. feed.”

1 don’t think T should care. foir ;" said Ethel.
might catch cold.”

“We arc weady to wisk-that, you know.” :

“ And you might have mdigcstmn, and make ymw ‘nose
red,” Ealg Ethel soveroly. @

"Waally, Ethel—. . i

“It is very naughty o[ you, Arthur.

Arthur gasped. - He was prepared to: be cons'l.du‘ed very
doggish,, or véry lcakless, or-vary dﬂghmg,'hut,yery .n.aug,hiy‘
was. ok 1Fleumng;.

“ Weally, Ethel

“But you did not send me that absurd nate 80 thy it T could’

S8 You
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- |coma‘ here and hear about your absurd-dormitory feeds, did - Ethel: glanced at it in ;lisMay, anid she wore a troubled .
“youl” exclaimed- Ethel. 3 el BB L ey “look a3 sho went in. She knew what it meant. 'The firatd,
. “Er—no.. Ahém! . My ideah is that you gnls ‘should do . comsignment had arrived. - . R -
he same thing. When you twy it, you will find it wippin’ ok -
o hlam ::ﬂdorglnieed." . . e - "
- ©1 hardly think s0.” s T : .. " Hats, With Care,

i - “Take my word for it, my, deah gal, as your eldah,” s8id - aDear mat” gnid Mr: .E"Hb?y' are

.. Arthur Augustus, with quite a fatherly manner. . “There is . Mrs. Filby, the liouael':eeper * v surprised.
riot_the slightest doubt on the subject. Now, I have had a She had reason to be surpiised It was mot always—in
&\r‘%lllifv;un_r?y %oternah, and I am pweparéd to stand tweat. . fact, it - was not frequently—&nt hats were delivered to St
. "‘W:,a}l};' E:l‘iel-—-—‘; y o Fr]t;da."s bj_éonfec&ilonera’ vans. - o

» - ' x *, .

o ot You a0 prapared fo tand w & doum foedte B M0 e R conteooec van, and ere v, the
”lﬁe%alﬁh'%a:“h:gl?}}‘g- : 8 ) on it: “Hats, with care,” B
“ My depr_A:h}mr; we couldn't think of such a thing! It Enm:;ldﬁlmseyd::s ﬁﬂé';r]ii?ffl- A
would be impossible, and I shouldw’t like it. Please BIVC UD . o looked at the box,’ and- shé looked at the boy. She

o

Bh:a:gl:;’o;_ d._an.l?. ‘D’I’_E;; 3 . e ; .Ln‘f‘!gd the box. and _th?ughi i‘? wéighgd e little heavy for -
' "Thexgtv?:z igl ﬂ:éeadj ordahed.” B ~-" “You are sure there is no mistake?” she asked. -y
“ What?™ P SRR " The boy gringn:;l. He had more than a siispicion of what -
el

““Y have made. all the awwangements,” said. Arthur was inside the box. . - .
Augustus, with great. sntijsfaction. - “You wemembah what an - % All right, mum,” he said. = .

awt'ly deep fellsth T am “Has Mr. Pufton opened a millinery department?”
“Dear me! What have you done?” - ] B de‘r{mnded Mrs. Filby. G e I
“I've ordshed 2 hundwe i jam-tarts of the best quality, and ! Nat that I knows. on, mum, - o .8

thoy will be sent-to you in a bandbox. labelled ‘Hats,' so0 *Then _h"ouf docs ‘he como to be sending a hat to Miss .

that theq will pass in without excitin’ the least suspish.” - T.".'l‘e‘valand!_ S Fd .
“ORI® ... - I don’t know, mum,” eaid the boy. .

“Then theto’s the ginger-beer—that will come in in a bo; “Well, I sup I must take it in % said Mrs, Filby.
labellod * Soap.*”  © o PO AR« Ve, mum '

“Oh, dear!™ ' And Mr. Pufton's boy vetired, leaving the box with Mrs.
::Eizlfff t[;le cake will come in as * Books." " Filby, . 0 R o b
. ur !’ . : t .

P , Mra. Filby carried it off in surprise. ;o
wfind the sweots as ‘Ink.’ ‘ ' “Dear me "’ she said. “Now I— Ah, Miss Clevelarid 1
“E:i' sg&wi?ui‘thah things undah othah mnames,” said Cousin Iithel was coming up.
) T rhig 4 Sho bad hurried in after seeing the van outside, and was®
D’'Arey. “You will get the whole lot in without anybody 3 4 i
Iuelin’xthc slightess gmpish on.the subject. It’s a jollay :ﬁ:d{hr’;! fake the parcel. The easiest way out of the matier,

e (0 : ; ht, was to take whatever was sent to her, and
}“"Eltjm dodge, don’t you think so?’ smooth tﬁe matter over quietly. : ’

hel did not know what to say. ) PV Pesdils i 4 g
Her cousin was.loakifig so thoroughly plensed with himself o ois Is for you, Miss Cleveland,” said Mrs. Bilby,

) ; . 2t “yan [ sai 1, taking the box.
and the method he had adopted to e?ude the vigilance of Miss i Thank yos I said Ethel, ng
Penffold, that af{’el hardly lii ed to cimy anything to bring his -:l%:e:a‘:ne By the baker’s van?” ) :
satisfaction tumbling to the ground.’ : S Sy : P T s
Iguﬁ the thuughig of i.Ies‘g of indigestible eatables bein Mrs? %f-li'gp? ‘Eﬁ!futm;!! "e;r 53%’5,}}19“1 to deliver it,” said
dc—[ige;?d to her at titi reda's, 1':1-‘5l disguise whiriith wngl “Yé;"ys;id Bthol, oY odd.
b g L e BT SRl DL g Well, thore it s, Miss Cleveland.” _
L 1 forman?? E e g ou!” | :
--ﬂ":hé’ﬁﬁa.}ffé’ihmé‘;'f ni)t’s all wight.” B . Cousin Ethel walked away with the box in her hand.
“I~I wish you-kad spoken to me first,” said Ethel, very v ; New hats 1"’ exclaimed Dolly Carew, as she met her friend.
much distressed. “Why didn't you come up to the school . “Are you going over to St Jim’'s again soon, Ethel 2

and sec me?” . Cousin Ethel could not help laughing. -
D'Al?cy shook his head. ) . Do let me see it ! exclaimed Bo]ly, with natural feminine
It was more cautious to meet you herc, Ethel, you seo— cﬂfioﬂf?y to see that most entrancing object to a girl—a new
loss likely to attwact attention, don’t you know.” hat. Bring it into the dorm. ; 5
“ Nothing could be more likely to attract attention, I think, Il eow
than sending me a mnote by the stationer’s boy!” Ethel What colour is it?
exclaimed. - : You see—

D’Arcy’s face fell, T . .
*'Bai Jove, I nevah thought of that! But I was afwaid of i = R P e G
waisin’ suspish, Ethel. You see, we shall have to be vewy . “ You're.going to show it to me, aren’t you? asked Dolly,
cautions if I'm $o help you to fet up these dormitowy feeds. looking at: Ethel's confused faco in astonishment., “ Ethel,
I mustn’t be seen woung tho coll. Bai Jove! There’s onc of my dear, what s the matter ? X
the St. Fwedah’s gals comin’ this way! I must be off ! You see—-" began Ethel haltingly.
“ Arthur!” . . . G *Blessed if I do!” said Dolly. *Don't you want to show
- “Excuse me, deah gal«—caution, you know. Idon’t wantto me your new hat?” )
get you into o wow.” . I—I— . d .
"And Arthur Augustus jumped over. the stile and vanished. “New hats!” exclaimed Milly Pratt, coming up.. “Who's
Ethel turned .her head, to sec Enid Craven appr_oachingi; buying new hats?” ;
Arthur. Augustus was gone, and Enid was lopking at her “Kthel is; it’s just come.”

“ What style ?"
(L5 A i 2

suspiciously.. Ethel, with a troubled look on her face, walked . “Good! I suppose that means that you are rolling in -
haﬁ: slowly in the direction of St. Freda’s. ; money, as usual, Ethel! Could you lend me sixpence?”

Whether she would see ‘Arthur Augustus uga.in that after: Dolly Carew sniffed, but Milly elaborately took no notice of
noon she did not know. The swell nfgSt. Jim's was growing  her. : . . .

s0_very mysterious that he was not to be depended upon in “I've loft my putse mmewher-e." said Milly. “T shall pay

any way. e . ;- you when I find it. I believe I owe you a shilling from the . —
. gqt what she was to do with the catables that he had  other day, too. « I will settle both together whea I find my
crdered for her-was a puzzle. She did not know who was to purse. You haven’t seen it about, have you?”

scnd thert, or when they were to come. . What would be the ““No,” said Ethel, g

result if Miss Penfold or. Miss Tyrrell discovered that con- ** How unfortunate! Can you lend me sixpence?” :
signments of.indigestible pastry _were arriving for her under Eihel handed over the sixpence, an action that called forth
cover of innocent labels? And if D’'Arcy’s great “wheezs ”  n still more unmistakable sniff from Dolly Carew. et
became known it might lead to the swell of St. Jim’s being “Do let us look at your hat!” exclaimed Milly, checkiry
forbidden to visit St. Freda’s. Ker desire 'to_rush off to the tuckshop immediately with the

hEthel’s face t;ﬂfﬂ.ﬂh troubled l:ts she \l::nt_ l;lac!:fto school. z}t's sixpence. “T love néw hats!”

she came u the gates she caught sight of a van in the . .

side lane wgiuh led fo the tradesmens’ entrance.” The van “maﬁ:";,;z':?mmmw:ﬂsgﬂ:, 4

<had a Burford confectioner’s name upon it. copy in advance.) i ) "
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am’ nof equestm’ your oprnlon on. my clubbah I want
you to do somethin’ forfme

- Blake sighed.

“You want us to conié dﬁ ”tor.eld nggs aml help
you select a new to] per'r’” he asked o Oh all ught'
Anything for a quiet life,” i

“Tt is nothin’ of the sort Theré is a new cha‘p"cmnm
into the Fourti Form,” said Arthur Augistus. .

*The chums of Study No.-6 Teceived that information,
_without beiig greatly impressed. . It was nop at all an.
uncommon thing for new boys to come mto the lourth
Form. ¢ =

“Well, Tet him come, 2 smd B‘lake, puzzled
does it matter?”

“*His name is 'Pmmhle -

“Ye gods! Whaf. a: name"’ sa1d Dlg

Watst™

“(Jussy means Tnmble most. "hkely
“It’s only his beantiful accent; So a new chap is epming
, into the Fourth, and his name’s Trimble.’ I can’t quite
see that it matters to us, except that we’d better seg that
he ant shuved into this study. We couldn’t do with

A‘l.‘thut Augus‘!‘.us looked troubled. 3

“I" suppose five would be’ wa.i&mh a cwowd 7 he
remarked.

“That’s all right,” said Blake. “He won’t come into
No. 8, If he does, we'll scalp him, and make him change
out !’

“ Weally, you know——" a8 )

" “Rely 'on us,” said Herries. "We’li see that Twimble,
or Trimble, don’t plant himself in here. But Railton
wouldn’t sﬂme him in here when we're four already
There’s lotd of studies with only three.”

*“The fdct is, deah boys "—Arthur Augustus hesitated—
“the—the fact is,.T_used to krow this chap Twimble”,

““No harm in ‘that,” said Blake reéassuringly. “Dont
worry, old chap. It § rather a worry when a new kid
persists in knowing you. But we’ll look after you, and:
we’ll help you to keep him at arm’s length. =o thut s the’
great favour, is it? My dear kid, you leave it to us!” -

“As a mattah of faet, Blake——"

*Leave it to us,” said Blake.
right. This kid Trimble sha’'n’t bother you. . He sha'n’t
fasten on you like 2 leech, becaunse he’s met yom somewhere
ol other, as new kids alwa.ys do if you g:ve them ‘rhcu‘
head. We'll squelch him for you, Gussy.”

-*“It's all sereme,’ sa:ld Dig. ~ “We'll give him the
kybosh T '

Arthur Augustus wore a worried look.

*“But that is not what I waut at all, you duffahs!” he
explaimed. “I do not wequiah you to gquelch. poor old
Twimble. The—the fact is—ahem !'—I was gém’j to ask-
you if—if you would mmd the chap comm into this
study?” '

B]ake and Herries and Dighby stared. i 7

M Well, my hat!” commented Blake. “You want to

"p]ant a new kid in this study, when we’re four already—
crowded out as we are with your silk kats and Herries’
bontg

“ Leave my boots alone growled Herries.

“It can’t be did,” said Blake decidedly. “We can’t
have the harmony of the study busted up by a stranger
coming in. Ain’t we a happy family, just as we are?
We've learned to stand one another as patiently as-any-

mg Blow Trimble ¥’ .

* Yes, blow him!” said Dig. .

% Blow him baldheaded !” said Herries.

Arthur Augustus looked reproachful.

“I.-do not often ask you ch"tps a gweat favah.!" he

said. -

Blake groaned

“Oh, rats! We den’t want any strange dogs in the

kennel. But if yon're going to look like that about it—

Brrrr! If you're awfully: chummy. with the beast; I

suppose it’s up to us to be chummy with, the beasty too.

‘Why-haven’t you ever mentluned him, i he's sueh a, dear

19

old, pal?” .
¢ As a mattah of: fact, he is ‘not a'deak old paI Bla.ke
I have met the: chap, bk weally I hnrd!y know ,h:m ;

ﬁ!d ot hke him - yewy much elthah.
" Tue Gewn Lisrary,—No, - 1
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}h’tqe juniors read it together

“T tell you, it's all .

'--Herrlas and Dig were ahattmg together

" NOW
sm‘!"
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- Wel] yoi .you agkmg “us to. have him
in here to WOITY s, because you hardly know him, and
you don't like him very hmch”” excks.m:ed Blake
indignantly. :
“Nunno! .. The fact” 15, I’ve had a Iettah fwom hml
But'weéad it, deah boys, and you.will see for yourselves.” L
wegard it’ ag ba:n up. to- me, iy is 3 case of robl%
ohlige, you know.” ;
& Noblessa O’Iata»t“ .growled ﬂlke«. i
_ Arthur ugustug laid the letter on the table anﬂ t 4
It did not please them,”

1an

:* Dear. Grussy,—I da:m aa;y you Ve he:d about my: commg )
to ‘St.- Jim’s. I arrive on, Wednesday afternoon, twe-
thirty, at Rylcombe, As I'm going imto-the Fourth, i

“expect to see a lot of you! Fm looking" forw: ard to a talk

about old times.. X supose you'can arange for me to-be
in ‘youistudy. That will be riping: Den’t forget to’
mete me at the station 6n Wednesday; you ml’ce brmg a
trap ar someth‘iug J-—Yonr old pal

"BAGLEY TRIMB] 15k

* Well that sounds as if the chap had:known you ali
your life, and was as pally as possible,” grunted Elake.

“Yaas; wathali? ‘T nevah suspected Baggy Twimble
of ‘eirtaktainin’® such gweat fw:e:udshlp towards me,” con-
fossed Arthur Augustus. © “But as he feels so vewy
fwieddly, I cannot vewy well wepulsé him. That wouid
be wude and unfee]m s wuuldn’t it

“ Bow-wow !

“YWhat are the old times you're going ‘co talk about?”
asked Dighy.

Arthur Augustus shook his head.

“I weally "do not wemembah. I have met the chap
enly- twice,.and I don’t know_ his people at all. But
nppﬂzently ke felt- -vewy chummay all the ‘time, and I..
nevah noticed it.? :

* “Where on e.n:th aid ]m learn to spell?” askcd

““Horries.

“ Appawently hg had not learned at ail, Hewwies.’
*“ What an utter bounder!” said Blake.

“ Weally, Blake—-—-—

*The chap’s-met you twice, and you don't really lmfv
him, and now he’s trying to fasten on you like 2 le
growled .Blake. “THe's a hounder! Agking you to take
him into your study, when you don’t know him. Awful
nerve!” -

“I twust you are- mnot goin’ t‘o wefuse my weouh*’
Bilake.”

“Oh, rats!
don’t want bounders in Study No. 6,”

“J feel bound to accede to his wequest, Blake.

T tell you that- chap s a bounder, and we
said Blake peevishly.
Aftah

~all, it is up to an o!d hand to look aftah a new kid a bit.

I rmust take him in’
“Te’s taking you in, you mean,’ gz‘unted Herries.
“Wats! I cannot wefuse to make him my study-mate,

as he particulahly wequesis mc to do.  If you fellabs

wefuse to have him heah, I sha]l have no wesouree but to
change into anothah s‘mdy

“Fathead !”

K Weally, Blake—

“We'll give him a triall” gmmied Blake. “Write and
tell him he can come in, H.Il.d 1f we can’t stand him, we'll
pitch him out on his neck.”

“T wefuse to do anythin’' of the sort. I will wite ‘and
tell him he can come into the stunday,” said .Arthur
Augustus.  “Thank you \fe'.\:%j much, deah hoys, for
gwantin’ me such a gweat fava

To. which Blake a.nd Herries &m& Digby veplied with
one voice:

“Rats 13¥

W

<

CHAPI‘ER 2,
Monty Lowther is Very Kind,.
HEREFORE that woreied brow, my- gon?”. -
Tom Merry .of the Shell gi‘eqted Fack .
_Blake -with ‘that. guestion in the. Ferm-
room passage the next day. Blake and
when the

STUPEHDGUS SURPRISE IN STBﬁE!
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EVERY - MONDAY

- or Next Wednesday:
- “BARRED BY THE STUDYiL"
] By Martin Clifford, o

. Those who have the pleasure of reading the grand, long,
complete tale of 8t. Jim’s in this issue will know what to
expect next Wodnesday, The unbearable “ Baggy ’ Trimble
again makes himself decidedly objectionable-~so_much so that
the famouis-chums of Study No. 6 do not feel disposed to
tolerate him another instant. His oily ways and reprehensible
charncter cause the new boy to be unceremoniously

“ BARRED BY THE STUDY!"
and his experiences prove to be both prinful and unpleasant.

_“TOM MERRY'S WEEKLY.”
Readers Mast Rally Round!

© A good many -of my chums keep bombarding me. with-
letters asking when “Tom Merry’s Weekly,” the famous

journal of 8t. Jim’s, will appear on the market as a separite
balfpenny paper for the first time. . i
* As I said before, I do not feel disposed to launch out with
“Tom Merry’s Weekly ” until the “ Greyfriars Herald” has
firmly established itself in Great.Britain and the Colonies.
Of recent weeks there been a set-back in circulation—not
serious, but sufficient to make an Editor hesitate about start-
ing a kindred paper. - . - s -
This i5 the pesition. - I have a sct circulation in view for
the *“ Greyfriars-Herald,” and so soon as it touches that figire
“Tom Merry's Weekly " will be placed on the market. It
is"*up to” my reader-chums, therefore, to buck up, and
- support the"‘éiﬁeyftiars Herald ” o the utmost ‘means in
thoir power. By this method alone can the publication of
Tom Merry's paper be assured. : o I

AN INTERESTING LETTER FROM THE
. DARDANELLES.
“3rd Hawke Battalion, Royal Naval Divisien,
- % British Mediterranean Lxpeditionary Force.

“Dear Editor,—Just a line during a lull in the fighting,
hoping it: finds you: fit and well, and the compaiion papers in
great demand. . I have been a reader of the ‘Gem' and
“Magnet’ Libraries for over five years, and am getting more
delighted with them every week. But the thing that inspired
me to write' to you from the Dardanelles was the fact that I
wanted to point out that -there are just as many keen
Gemites out here doing. their bit as anyone else. I noticed a
certain paragraph in a well-kmown boys’ paper, aliuding to
the loyglty of one of its readers—a young chap who, at the
outbreak of war, had joined the R.F.A., and who, having
been discharged through ill-health, had again joined up with
another regiment. It was, indeed, a fine piece of loyalty,
but I think I may say, without undue swank, that this caps
it. I joined the 9th Argyll and Sutherland Highlanders
{Lerritorial Force) at the time of the first big battle of
Ypres, shortly before Christmas, 1914, I was drafted out to
France at the latter end of the following April, and, after
having been through -fwo big charges, I was eventually
knocked - out by being gassed at ¥Wpres, during the second
great scrap on May 24th. 1 was invalided first to Boulogne,
" and then to Liverpool, at which city I was given my discharge,
being “voted ‘pi!ursica]l'{l unfit,  But as all my pals were
-either killed or still fighting in France, I again joined, this

time‘with the Royal Naval Division, with which T am now
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servin% as 'a bomber in the Rardanelles. T may add that
when T joined the Argylls I was only sixteen, being now
seveateen.  Of coursey dear Editbr, I dare say.vou will agrea
with me when I say that it isn't so much the age that counts; -, "
the spirit to dare and do is the mimin thing. And although
there is nothing to shout about in the foregoing, I can con-

* fidently say that ‘T am not the only ‘Gem’' or ‘ Magnet®

reader by any means who has donc the same. - w2

“Well, dear Editor, I won’t say much more at present "
excepb to wish the companion papers the best of luck, and to -
bid a right happy New Year to all my brother and sister
readers in the Homeland.—Ever your sincere and loyal .
reader; o -

. ) “R. Mamr, .
“P.8.~If you would be good encugh, do‘qr Editor; to
publish my address in the*Gem’ or ‘Magnet,” perhaps some .-
chum would be generous enough to forward any old copies
of the companion papers to me. Again wishing you all good °

R. M.”

luck, and thanking my chums in anticipation,

Who. can fail to admire the fine spirit and indomitable. -
courage of the wriior of the aboye lefter?. ho can fail s . %
respond to Bomber Mair’s appeal in his postseript? I think' .-
that of the hundreds of splendid letters received from fight-
ing friends this has impressed me most, and I can only-
applaud my gallant chum for his .untiring devotion to duty.
I am sure that every reader of the companion papers joing
me in \ﬂslm;g this patriot God-speed and a safe return.  Iiv -
order to set the ball rolling, I have despatched from this office
a parcel of books, and hope- all Gemites who are in a positiotf> |
to do so will follow suit. ~ The address is Bomber R, Mair, ~.™
1235, 3rd. Hawke Battalion, Royal Naval Division, Brifish -
Medxten:ane.an Expedttxona‘ry Force; and if the senders of
books will also enclose.'a.‘buef‘ -letter, wishing Bomber Mair -
the best of luck, and bidding him be of good cheer, I am sura
such an action will be warmly appreciated, and will serve to

' eriligl_:ten the strenuous hours of this-splendid son of Britain.

—

. : REPLIES IN BRIEF,
R, Sayer (Uxbridge).—The character you mention is noe
Jin regard to Phyllis Howell, who
made her debut in * School and Sport,” her adventures will
appear in future “Magnet ™ stories. '
'J. B, M. {Glasgow).—Many thanks for your well-written °
letter of appreciation, I presume you are a memher of the
fair sex? Shall be glad to hear from you aft all times,
~ Len Childs {Forest Gate).—The wounded warrior on the
cover of the~""Gem ” Double Number is meant to represent
no partioular hero, Thanks very much for your letter. 5
Ethel E. (Liverpool}.—I do not think Arthur Lonsdale, uf
your town, is related to Private Lonsdale, who is under
gentence in Germany, Thank you for your continued loyaléy
to the *Gem ™ Library. : 53

“ An 01d Reader " (Tunbridge. Wells).—I do not RS ok

‘ foztune-telﬁng and soothsaying. It is all so much tommy-
rot.

_R. L. P. (Camberwell).—I appreciate your kind sugges-
tion, but to carry it out would mean itional work for
the “Gem" and Mugnet ” authors, who are already tgik
ing at top pressure. After the war, if1 am fortunate encfigh
to recover my full staff, things will begin to bustle in the
boys’ paper world. : a
Stanley P. (Port Talbot).—You will have rectived my"
advice through the post, .and I sincerely hope you will act
up ko it. Best wishes. :

(Continued on pags Il of cover)
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REPLIES IN BRIEF (continued).

Lawrence M. (Teddington).—You would make an ideal
Fighting Editor, Lawrence. -

Walter. B. (Luton).—Very many thanks for your letter
and loyalty. ; i o

Jimmy 8. (Vauxhall).—Glad you liked “The Great Sports
Tournament ” - so. much.  With regard to Jimmy Silver &
Co. of Rookwood, they are not quite up to the weight of
the Friars and Saints on the playing-fields, and it would
therefore have been rather absurd had Mr, Clifford allowed
them to win all along the line. : : e

“Loyal and True’ (Sheffield).—Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
can rise to the occasion when he chooses, and is a. skilful
boxer. Hope your soldier brothers return to you safe and

Talbot is rather a puzzing one, and I haye passed it on to

Mr. Clifford, who will doubtless explain matters.
“Briton.”—The fact that his Majesty is a descendant of

the House of Hanover reflects no discredit whatever upon

keenly anxious than he that Britain should win this war.

“A Loyal Reader” (Liverpool).—Glad you like “Cousin
Ethel’s Schooldays.” :

“A Scottish Reader (Kirkcaldy).—See reply to Jimmy S.
(Vauxhall), printed above.

Charles: Andrews (Hull).—Thank you for your loyal letter.
Storyettes must be sent in on postcards, and addressed to
“he Bditor, The “Gem ¥ Library, Gough House, Gough
jquare, London, E.C. 5
W. Walton (Yorks).—Very many thanks. My only regret
is that space precludes me from publishing your kind letter.

“Dear Old Dublin,” oné of my most frequent correspon-
dents, wishes me to publish a few verses applauding the
Irish regiments, of whom we are all so proud. I have only
space for a couple. of verses:

“They say the Kadser’s sleep is bad,
He’s haunted by strange fears,
And whispers in his dreams at night

Of the Dublin Fusiliers.

““So come and join the Dublins,

And learn the way to fight!

Don’t leave it till to-morrow,
But come and join to-night !’

My Dublin chum has a brother in the trenches, and is &
most ardent supporter of all the companion papers.

“A Canny Scot” (Glasgow) ought to be a peace crank.
He takes me to task for abusing Otto Schneider, the Wednes-
bury slanderer. “A Canny Scot” ought to take a tour
through Belgium and Servia respectively. He might change
. his views about loving cne’s enemies then ! : :
W. M. (Derby).—You will doubtless have seen the informa-
| tion you require in “ School and Sport.” :
|+ Victor B. (Sydney, N.S.W.).—There are so many characters
portrayed in the “Gem’ Library that it is a _human im-
possibility to give them all a good show. Were Mr. Cliffard
to-bring the characters you mention into the limelight, every-
ody would be asking what had become of Talbot and Tom
lerry. 5
ﬂigmas B. (Poplar).—Your verses are decidedly good for
a boy of eleven, but I fear they are a little short of the
standard required for publication.
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standard. Try again, Bob!

Harry D. (Liverpool).—I was interested to hear about your
amateur magazine, and trust it is still going strong.

F. A, F. (Manchester)—See my commegnts in this issue
anent “Tom Merry’s Weekly.”

E. N. G. (Cheshire).—Thank you.
as, you suggest. 2
. Jenny T. and Maude K. (Canonbury).—Thank you very
much indeed foryour splendid letter and continued loyalty.

“Honeypaw ” (Glasgow).—I should say that the best senior
foothaller at St. Jim’s was Eriec Kildare, and the finest junior
exponent of the game Tom Merry, though Talbot and Jack
Blake run the latter very close.

A. and C. and pals (Bradford).—Thank you once again for
your letter. Hope yowll win a tuck-hamper shortly.

Miss L. H. (Bishops Waltham).—Yes, we are very proud of
Private Challoner, D.C.M. T hope you will continue to read
the “Gem ” Library till you are grey-headed. Best wishes!

L. E. (Reading).—Many thanks for your photograph. It
shall be reproduced shortly in the ‘“Magnet” Library. By
the way, other readers are well advised to send me their
chotographs, so that they may be published in our famous
companion paper. :

_ Private A. Baker (Coldstream Guards).—Very many thanks
for your letter and suggestions. I trust you are now fully
recovered from your wounds. -
J. A. (Newmarket).—Many thanks for a most interesting

I will endeavour to do

lstter!

so%{d. : ;
M. W. and A. N. (Macclesfield).—Your query concerning- .

_ son’s devotion to the companion papers.
him. e is British through and through, and no one is more -

" the.information.

Robert P. (High Blantyre).—Storyette ot quite up to.

“much for your verses.
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B. Prime (Highgate).—I have passed on your letter to Mr.
Martin Clifford, who will doubtless be pleased to fall in with
your wishes.

Herbert P. (Tutbury).—You can easily obtain the “Grey-
friars Herald” by placing an order in advance with your
newsagent. I.am surfirised that you have allowed yourself
to miss the first eight numbers.

“Toln Willie” (Mile Bnd).—If you are onlf fiffeen yearss
of age I fail to see why the recruiting people should subject
you to constant badgering. You have merely to staté the
facts straightforwardly, and they will leave you alone.  We.

aven’t: come to Germany’s sorry pass yet, when we must
call up young and old, lame, blind, sick, and lazy!

Theo Hook (Herbert Shelley’s Touring Company).—Thank
you for your letter,,but I am afraid there are many difficulties
in the way of having Tom Merry stories filmed for the
cinematograph. ! :

Captain ., A. E, T. (Leeds)—I am glad to hear of ycur
In reply to his
query, Talbot’s position with regard to Marie Rivers is one
of pure friendship. s S

H. F. Robinson (Kingston-on-Thames).—Thank you for
your commendation. of the Greyfriars Herald.” . Great
strides have yet to be made ‘before ““Tom Merry’s Weekly
can appear.

R. 6. (Derby).—Many thanks, R. G., for your good wishes;
which T, in turn, cordially reciprocate. ;

T. Adams-Parry.—Thank you for your spirited poem on
“School and Sport.” I have given it to Mr. Frank Richards
to keep amongst his archives.

“Lusitania ” (Leeds).—Glad to hear how keenly you en-
joyed the two stories in question.

“A Loyal Reader” (Greenwich).—The reader in question -
did not divulge her full name and address.

C. T. B. W. (Liverpool).—You had better make inquiries
at your local cinema. Any of the attendants will give you

J. A. Harvey (Smethwick).—I believe the cinema actress
you mention is in California at the present time, but I am
unable to give you her full address.

L. Pool (Coventry).—Sorry I am unable to give you the
information you require.

Gwyn H. (Neath)—Thank you for the staunch support you
have accorded the “Greyfriars Herald.”

Robert Orr (Manchester).—More will be heard of popular
Phyllis Howell in the *“ Magnet-” Library.

S. Dawson (Blackburn).—You seem to be a very contented
sort: of chap, and I am glad all the stories and features
the companion papers are quite to your liking.

“Les” (West Bromwich).—Send me your full name, and
the number in question shall be sent on fo you.

“An Old Country Canuck ” (Toronto).—I am taking the
matter up with our publishing department. Many thanks for
mentioning it.

“An Enthusiastic Scottie.”—Very many thanks for your
fine letter of appreciation.

James H. (Carlow, Ireland).-—Thank you for your letter. I
hope your brother will return to vou safe and sound.

“Khaki ” (Peckham),—I was very pleased to receive your
appreciation of ““School and Sport.” Good luck to you!

V. Atkinson (Southend-on-Sea).—TI am afraid that if Levison
were to enter upon a permanent reform, the stories would
lose a good deal of their spice. A good story must essentially
deal with all serts and conditions of boys. g

A V.AR. (Earl’s Court) sends me a clever paragraph made
up from the names of celebrated “ Boys’ Friend » authors. It
is as follows: “The men of the ‘R. N.” are undoubtedly very
¢ Daring,” and although a ‘Storm’ raged off the coast of
‘ Kent,” the battle continued, and that great ¢Conquest’
was to the credit of our ¢ Hardy’ sailors.”

H. Jones (Treharris).—Tom Merry and Talbot are both
skilled boxers, and if ever they met, thc bout would be a
great one, with plenty of thrills. I am unable to say who
would win. With regard to “Tom Merry’s Weekly,” my
determination not to bring it out until the *Greyfriars
Herald ” receives sufficient support is a firm one.

Llewellyn Griffiths (Glamorgan).—Many thanks for your
rice letter of appreciation.

Hector R. T. (Coventry).—I was delighted to hear from you.
Write to me as often as you like, there’s a good fellow !

J. A. H. (New South Wales).—Your suggestion shall reccive
my careful consideration.

“Halaw ” {Manchester).—If you will send me your full
name, I shall have pleasure in forwarding you my autograph.

J. C. M. (Ireland).—Phyllis Howell is of medium height.
Many thanks for your entertaining letter!

Mollie Campbell (Victoria, Australia).—Thank you very
I am sorry that pressure on my space
precludes me from publishing them. Best wishes!

Mabel D. (Victoria).—Thank you for your kind suggestion,
which is, however, impracticable at present. -

(Continued on next page,)



REPLIES IN BRIEF—continued.

YOUR EDITOR’S WARMEST THANKS!

To the following readers of the companion papers, who
were thoughtful enough to send their Editor Christmas
cards and greetings, I tender my sincerest thanks. Their
lovalty has touched me deeply, and I wish them, one and
all, every success during the present year. :

N. Jackson, Evelyn V. Jones (Croydon), “Lilian”
(Southseay, Ella - Williams, “An Ever-Loyal Reader”
(Topsham, Devon), Muriel K., Jessie Shirley, W. C.
Bright, J. P. Jayne (Thornton Heath), P. W. Boucher
(Guernsey), Edie Shirley, Private John E. Seott, Harry S.
(Sydney), Cyril Cobb (Westeliff-on-Sea), Tom Bellingham
4co. Antrim), €." Sixsmith; “ A" Loyal Chum,” “A New
-k_ealand Admirer,” and J. Flatt.

A (irl Reader ” (Paisley).—Thank you very much for
your entertaining letter. N

Harry A. (Sheffield) thinks the “Replies in Brief ” are
“all bunkum”” Then why in the world, Harry A., am I
replying to you? . :

‘Clifford B.- (near Bristol).—If you had sent in your
storyette on a postcard it might have stood a chance. As
it is, it has been consigned to the wastepaper-basket. You
. must conform to the rules. 2
‘M. Mortimer (Queen’s Park)—Glad to hear the
advertisement bore fruit. . T =

James Burns (Scotland).—Thank you for your letter.
No; the grumblers have not been so active lately. Perhaps
it is beeause I am making a point of ignoring their puerile
letters. - ~ T : ; .

.“Cymru.”—As I have pointed out several tixﬁes before, ‘

the “Greyfriars Herald” was.published first because it
received more readers’ votes than “Tom . Merry’s
Weekly.” Thank you for your good-natured criticisms.

A Loyal Reader of the ‘Gem’” (Sydncy).—Tom
Merry is an orphan. g : :

E. €. (Sydney).—You must remember that although you
personally dislike the Jack, Sam, and Pete stories in the
“Penny Popular,” there are thousands of readers who
revel in them; and an editor is always guided by the
majority, otherwise the cireulation of his journals would
go to potb. )

T.- R. W. (Victoria, Australia).—It is mot altogether
advisable to take Tom Merry & Co. away from St. Jim’s
too much, Thanks for suggestion, however. :

Leslie G. A. (Cape Town).—Many thanks for your letter.
I hope to reproduce your photograph shortly in the
“Magnet ” Library. : 5

-S. B. (Victoria, Austrélia).‘——VVhen Mr. Martin Clifford
is less busy he will endeavour to write a threepenny-book

story dealing with the St. Jim’s heroes, but I can make
no definite promise as to when such a book will appear.

‘Redvers H. (Victoria, Australia).—I should not advise
you to write to the place in question. Mr. Railton has
now fully recovered from his wounds.

Ilorace E.—If yon will write to me again, disclosing
your full name and.address, I shall be pleased to give you
a straightforsvard reply. Anonymous offensive letters are
both foolish and unnecessary.

“ A Finsbury Parkite.”—T will do my best to remedy
your grievance. :

A. W. (London, :W.C.).—I do not adyvise anybody to
write to their Editor in class. That’s the sort of thing
whick gets the “Gem” Library a bad name.

R. Kemp (Colchester).—Many thanks for your letter.
T hope you eijoyed the threepenny book in question.

Clarence H. (Queensland).—I am much indebted to you
for your long and interesting letter. Kind regards both
to your brother and yotirself.

“A Loyal Gemite” (Tonypandy).—See 1&1}; reply to

“Cymu,” in this issue. F i

John K. (Pretoria).—Your position seems to be a diffi-

_cult one, and I scarcely know how to advise you. If the
railway company valite your services, I think perhaps
you should stay where you are. :

“(Gem-Magnetite 7 (Stirlingshire).—I should say that
Talbot is a better boxer than Jack Blake.

. T 7. (Wavendinorpd) —Glal you enjoyed “ School
and Sport.” Many thanks for your continued loyalty to
my papers. .

D, W. B. (Birmingham).—Thank you for pointing out

_errors, which are, however, quite trivial.
D
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C. F. B. (Enfield).—Send jnefy,our full name >ai1r_i
address, and I shall be pleased to insert the annmounce-
ment you mention.

“Arabic”’ (Scotland).—Very
straightspoken letter. - :

_“A Staunch Reader” (Johannesburg). — Master F.
Stephens has learnt his lesson, and I think it is advisable
to leave him alone. He may become a staunch reader of
the “ Gem ” Library one of these days. Who knows?

P.Y.D.—I don’t accept poems on the Kaiser. No verse
could be couched in strong enough terms.

_Walter B. (Kincardineshire).—The character you men-
tion has dropped out of the running. . 2

~ “Sampson ” (Birmingham).—Many thanks for the loyal
support you have accorded the “ Greyfriars Herald.”

A, W. M. (Enfield).—1I emphatically think . that
Pitman’s is the finest system of shorthand in vogue.

M. J. A. (Johannesburg).—Thank you for your in-
genious paragraph, which lack of space precludes me from
publishing. No. 129 of the “ Gem ” Library dealt with the
arrival of Jerrold Lumley-Lumley at St. Jim’s.

_T. A. Grant (Manchester).—It would entail {oo much
time and trounble to do as you suggest. The names of all
the masters and boys at St. Jim’s appeared in the
Christmas Double Number special supplement.

“South Australian.”—I was very pleased to hear from
you again. Best wishes! o

Arthur Campbell (Sydney).—Our Correspondence Ex-
change has long been discontinued. = -~ e

Doreen H. and Doris W. (Victoria, Australia).—There
are between two and three hundred scholars at St. Jim’s.
Thank you very much for your thoughtful letter.

many thanks for your
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