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CHAPTER 1.
A Really Ripping Wheeze !
¢ 'VE been watting for you fellows 1™

I Baggy Trimble, of the Fourth,

maide that announcement, as the

chums of Btudy No. 6 came nto
that cclebrated apartment, ruddy and
linngry after ericket practice.

The fat Fourth-Former's manner was
exrremely affable,

But there was no affability in the
slanees turned upon him by the four
pmiors,  Blake and Herries and Dighy
plared, . and  even  Arthur Augustus
1V Arey frowned, Bagegy Trimble was
pot * persona grata’ in Study No. b,

“Oh, vou've been walting for us?
vrunted Jack Blake,

“Yes, old chap.”

Yo speciaMy wanted me to help yon
ot of the study with my boot?”

* Nunno "

“Well, that's what vou'll gei if you
o't élear,” 4

“Yaas, wathah!  Pway buzz  off,
Twimhle,”  said  Arthue.  Angostus
I Arey, It 1s gquite imposs. to ask voui

1 tens as the allowanee is imiteds  Pway
RN

Wi away | _
“That's what I want fo see you
chemt,” said Baggy Trimble, keeping a

wary ove on 1¥ake, *The fact is, the
allowance 1s rather too short for me,

"ve got an idea for helping it out.™ g

“Ive got an idea for helping you oot
sl Blakoe, e :

Bagey Yetreated roumd the table. ;

“Look here, you know, be sensible,”
he urged. “You don't like short
comons any more than T do, T've been
thinking it out, and 've got a rippimg
iloa—simply ripping ! ITow would you
chaps like a frst-class spread ¥”

s We'd like it all "right,” grunted
Lilake. * but there won't be any mare
spreads till after the war.™

Bagey Trimble amifed. ¢

SWell, T don't agree with thal,” he
saidd, " All vory well for the fellows who
like it, but [ don't. Bhart commaons are
gowl for some chaps—like Fatty Wynn
of the New Honse. lle's fat’ )

* And you're slender, | suppose?” re-
niked — Blake sareastically, eyeing
Baggy's rotund figure with anything but
admivatien,

“Plump ! said Baggzy. “Healthy and
plamp,  SBomwe chaps have a hgure, yon
know. . T'm one of them. Well, to come
to wy idea. I shouldn't have mentioned
it ta” vou, but I happen to be short of
tiy—"
“Not really 7"

“Yos—for onee in o way. vou know.
Now, you chaps have pot the dibs, ™ f-,unilnl
Paggy. * Yon could have a spread, if it
woasn b for the regulationa.”

“ But there are the regulations,

“Why not dodge cm?”

** Bai jave | ejnculated Arthur
Aogustus,  “ You yonng wascal ™

rral’s toe  ehort,” eaid Trimble,
“aml we're even allowanced at the school

ags !’

~hop, Dame Taggles won't let a chap
have more than one slice of cake o oa
dav, Head's orders, T eall it rotten 7

“1t iz not vewy pleasant, Twinble,”
“ Pt it is a wule "

“Oh, blow the rule!” =aid Bages.

I'm
Yol

“1've got a suzgestion to make,
willing {o take all the frouble,
fellows heing my palse——7

MYy hakl™

“All you've got to do is to find the
money——"

* Bat jove!' 1

“It's a  jJolly simple idea,” said
Trimble, beaming. I take, gay, a couple
of pounds, T go round with a bag, and
drop in at a lot of shops a good distance
apart, and Dbuy a few tlungs at each,
Not enongh for them to netice epecially,
vou know. Dut aftor a long round in
Hyleombe and Wayland, 1 shall get to-
gethor a regular eargo, and then we'll
have ripping spreads. What Y 011
fellows sav?™

Blake amd o,
without speaking.

They knew that the checrinl Baggy
was an unserupatlons voung vascal; bat
his nerve an edmnmeg to thelr stuwdy to

' W

._h.

stared  at  Trimble

make such a  proposition  took  their
breath away.
Bas®y  Trimble appeared to  take

silenee for econsent, lor he eattled® on
cheerily,

“1t's a eorking idea, o't 117 Rome
fellows think of thingd, vou know, 1

don’t brag of it, but_ 1'm cute—very
eute.” ]!‘ {
don't # jJrnp; of Fit!"

*¥ou—pyon
stuttered Blake,

“Not at all-it's Joust the [uct, you
kunow,” satd Trimble. " Ive been think-
i over the moites; and 1 just got the
idea, vou know, Bowe fellows are sharp.
Is it a go? 1'm willing to take all the
trouble.  All I ask is o whaek in the
spread. T'm really doing it to cbdige you
fellows, " i

“Bai jove!” zakl Arthar Angustus,

aghast. *“0Of all the utier young
wasenls 4

Trimble winked.

“Oh, come off it!"” he sand. We all

talk like that in the Commupon-rommn, but
privately, there’s no need for hambuog.
Among ourselves, yvon know =

Herries was looking round the stady
searchingly,

“Anyhody escen
azled,

Trimble started,

“I—1 sav, what do vou want vour dog-
whip for, Herrjes*™

“I'm going to lay if roaund a fat voune

my dog-whip?” he

E¢1:1u11:+!rﬁi 4 . p
“I—1 say; you know-- "

“Oh, here it s 17 _

Herrvies sorted out the dog-whip, which
was kept for Towser, though it was
never psed.  Herrtes would pever have
dreamed of nusing a whip on a deg. Bt
Bagegy Trimble was quite another pro-
waition. A dog-whip was just what
lapgy wanted in Herries" opinion; and
in  Herries' opinion, also, Bagg¥ was
going to get what he wanted,

Trimble seuttled round the table in
alarm,

“1—1I sav, I know =ou're joking!"
he stuttered.,  “1—1 came bhere to
aoblige  yon  fellows, yon know—

varoooool I roarved Baggy, as the whip

curleal  vound  his. legs. “ Yow-ow-
hopoap !
“Ma, ha. ha!”" roared Blake, *Go

it, Hervies !

"his fat legs,

“Yaas, wathalh ! Go it, Hewwies, deah
bog 1’

Herries was going it.

Trimble made a wild rush for the
door, but Dighy headed him off, and
Baggy went scuttling round the table
again, with Herries i hot pursut,

“NYaroocoh! Ilelp! " Yaooop ™ roaved
Baggy. “Wharrer you at, you beast?
Leave ofi—1—1 was only joking, you
know—yooop—yali—oh—help 1"

Whaek ! whaek ! whack !

“Pwavo, Hewwiea! Go it!" yelled

Arthar Augustus, waving his eveglass in
great excitement. = Pile i, deah boy !
Lrive the wottgh jip !
- The unlertnuate DBaggy was already
asked Tom Merey, looking into the study,
he went, with Herries alter him, anil
the dog-whip ecurled and lashed round
Baggy's sells rang the
whole length of the Fourth Form
passage.

“Hallo, ard vou chaps killing a pig?"”
asked Tom Mery, lookimg into the stady,
with Lowther and Manners beland hin
The Terrible Theee of the Shell had ju:-;[
come in from the ericket,

“Not killing a pig, exactly.” said
Blake. *“Only mving a pig np "

“FHa, ha, La!”

“Yarooh! Ilelp! Mnaeder!™ roared

Pagey., “"Rkeep him off ! Yaroach !™
<Herres was warming to s work.

‘Baggy was very warm, too, - ITe was

not an active vouth as a rule. tle had
too mech weight to earey.  DBul he dis-
played the activity of a kangaroo at th
present moment,

The Terrible Three Jlooked  on,
grinning, They did not need telling that
Study No. 6 smst have a good renson
for ragging the glutton of the Fourth.
Besides, they knew Baggy. :

“Hop it!" said Monty Lowther en-
couraginglv., DBy gom, | never knew
Baggy had it in him ! 1le will beat us
all hollow «n Sports Day "

“1 wish 1 bad my camera here,” re.
marked Manners regretfully,

“Yarooh ! Ilelp!”

*Now, then, what's
claimed’ a” sharp voice.
this study, what *"

And Gerald Custs, of the Fifth Forn.
pushed through the Terrible Three, and
strode into No, b,

CHAPTER 2.
Cutts Wakes Up a Hornets® Nest,
AGGY TRIMBLE rushed towards
Cutts of the Tifth, and dodged
Debimd him.  llerries paused, a
hittle ont of breath.

Bluke and Co, glaved at Cutts.

There was no love lost between Tom
Merry and Co. and the dandy of the
Fifth, They weee old foes. utts was
very pleased-at a chance of catching out
the study he spesially disliked. 1le was
a good deal of a bully himself. Tle knew
that Blake and Co. were nothing of the

all this?" ex-
“ Bullying in

kind; but that id npot make any
diff orence to Cuatts.
+ The elegamt Fifth-Former had heayd

Baggy Trimble's yells, and lie chipped in
at onee,  Hiz own business could he put
off a Little for the pleasure of interfering

m Stady No, 6,
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“Bul Jove!" exclaimed Arthur Avgus-
tus D' Arvey indignantly. " What 2re vou
chippin’ in for, Cuita? I pwesume you
have not been made a pwetect?”

“It 18 s senior's duty to put down
bullyin’,” said Cutts loftily. ** Prefect
or not, I don't allow 1™

“You manage ta do & good bit your-
solf,’” said Tom Merry.

Cutts did not- head,

“Now, what's all this
demanded. ;

“Find out!”’ retorted Blaka.

“Go and eat coke!” said Dighy, :

“Yaas, wathali! I wegard your in-
tahfowence as uttahly awpertinent,
Cutts. " :

Clutta sniled grimly.

“Trimble, bhave these [ellows
bullving you?"

“Yow-ow! Yes!” gasped Trimble,

about?* he

§

bicon

“Herries was chasing you with & dog-
whip?"
“Yow-omw! Yesl™?

“And the others wers keeping you in
the gtudy while ha did-it?"”"

“Groogh! Yes, the beasts!”

“t And you've the narve to tell me that
you were not bullying Trimble!” ex-
claimed Cutta, '

“I haven't told you anything, and I
don’t mean to,” gsaid Blake coolly.
“You're not a prefect. You're only a
measly Fifth-Former| ¥ou can go and
chop chips ™

“Yaaz, wathali!”

“Not that you cars twopence whether
we were bullying Trimble or notl”
gruwled Herries. “You're a rotten

ully yourself, if it comea to that!”

“"Hear, hear!” aaid the Terrible
Three, in cordial chorus.

Cutts turned to the Bhell fellows.

® Yon were all in this!” hs exclaimed.

“Merely lookers-on i Vienna, as
Shakespeare remarks,” said DMonty
Lowther blandly. *8till, you can count
us in. Are you going to cane us, dear
boy, or detain us for a half-holiday; or
expel us froputhe schoel? Or s it going
to be something lingering with boiling
oil im 147" i

“Ha, L, he t*

“I'm going to repork you to your
Ilousemaster,’" said Cuits grimty. “ Coae
with ma, Trimble. ¥ou're not safe in
haro with those voung bullieal”

“Youn wotten, cheekay cad, Cutts!
I you venchah to- chawactewise me a3
n bullay 2 i

**Mop him-up!" shouted Harries.

The juniors, made for Cutta with
gleaming cyes, Cutts turned to the door,
but the Terrible Three stood in the way,
and they did not move. Their eyes wera
gleaming, too. ,
_If any other senior had locked into the
matter it would haye been different,
Bluke & Co.- would have explainad
readily.  But Cutts' insolence was ret
to be stood at any price. Ha was a
bully himseli—indead, he had lamimed
Baggy Trimble h'!mnal'i on more then one
occasion for raiding his study cupboard,
and far mora severely. .

His desira was sim to cause irouble
for the juniors he disliked.

“Let mo pass!" excleimed Cults
nngrily.

“Paas, if you like!" gaid Tom Merry.
*“You'll have to pess over us, but if vou
can do if, you're welcome to!™

“Collar him!"” shouted Herries.

Gerald Cutts Q’lnrec_l_ round him.
realised that he
Liornets.

As Blake & (Co. jumped st hira he
made & rush to break out of the study.

The Terrible Thres stood as firm as
rocks,

Cutts erashed on them, hitting out, and

__ He
1l awakened a nest of

think dbout his dignity.

- remarked.
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Tom Merrt & Cop. hLit out promptly in
retarn, and Cutts staggered back into the
arms of the Fourth-Formets,

Four paira of arms closed round him at
once, and Le was swept off hia feel, and
rame down on the Boor with a beavy
bump. -

“What-ho, ho
Monty Lowtlier,

“He, ha, ha!”

“Wag him!” voared Arthur Augustus.

Cutts leaped up, crimson with fury,
and charged the doorway again, This
time he broke through, and he went
down the passage at a run, with the
juniors shm:ting behind him ;

“After him!”

bumpst” . chuckled

One Penny. 3

for angther iInterview. ITe Lad had
enough of George Herries’ dog-whip.

The Terrible Three went on to their
study, chuckling. They had liad many
a rub with: Cutts of the Filth, but Catie
did not generally get the best of.at. Thia
time he had distinetly got the worst of

it

- The 8hell fellows were laying the
frupal tea-table when a fat face glim-
mered in at the door. They stared at
Baggy Trimble, -

“Hallo! Have you come here for
some more?  asked Lowther, picking up
a cricket-bat.

“Look here, you know, I've gob an
idea,"” sald Baggy, keeping in the door-
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: The end of Baggy's spasth,
. {See Chapter 8.)
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“Roll him dewnetaivs!"

“Down with the I"iftht”

Cutts put on speed, and he went down-
stairs three at a time, The Fourth-
Form passege was not a b
for him just then.

It was an exireme
ceeding for a Fifth
headlong with

on ‘his track,

undignifiad pro-
. &Fm u{ani-:rl to llilee
B IMOoh uniors howling
But ﬂqﬁa'luﬂ ng time-to
“Aftah him | yelled Arthur Angustus,

as Cutts raced down the stairs. “Wag
the wottah! Huwwah ! ;

Tom Merry caught the excitedl swell
of 8t, Jim’s by the arm, and stoppad him
on the landing. \

“INuff's as good as a feast!” he

“ You don't want to run into
the Housemaster, Gussy.” .

“Now  we'll g0 and finizh - with

-Trimble ! gasped Ierries.

But Bagegy Trimble-was gone when the
chums of the Fourth returned to No. 4.
The fat Fourti-Former had not stayed

ealthy place | good turn.

“*We can get right rooud the

way 88 & measura of precaution. I
don't know why those rotters cui up so
rusty when 1 was trying to do them =a
favour. I'm willing to do you chaps &
n. You find the money—-"

“Qoat _

“And Fl round getting in ihe
grub at a lot of places,” gaid Trimble
sinking his fat voice to a dBE_? whisper.

ool regu
lations that way, you know."”

“My hat! Ts that what you pro-
posed to Blake? -

“That's it 1" said Trimbls proudiy. '

“And Blake cut up rusty?" asked
Monty Lowther.

“¥Yes. I don't know why——"

“Ha, ha! Well, you won't know why
we're going to oub up rusty, too; Lut
we're going to!”

And Monty Lowther rushed at Baggy
with a ericket-bat. Baggy made n wild
leap back inte the passage as Lowther
lunged,” e did not gquite escaps  the

Tue GeEM Lisgary.—No, 481,
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lunge, and a terrific yell rang along the
Elﬁl pasaage.

“(Come and have some meore!"” roared
Lowther, brandishing the bat.

But Trimble was gone..

He did not come back. Ba%]gw was not
very brainy, bub he realised that in Tom
Merry's study, as in Study No. 6, there

was no encouragement for a fellow with

really ripping ideas,
CHAPTER 3.
On the Carpet.
EVISON of the Fourth looked
I into Tom Merry's study while the
Terrible Three wers having their |
tea. The three gave 1 &
welcome. -

“Teot in!"” said Tom Merry cheerily.
“ Tust in time for iea—if you've brought
your own tommy !

Levison iaughﬁd.

“] haven't come to tea, thanks! I've
brought yor & message from Railton.”

“ B’h dear! What does Railton want?”

‘“Ho wants you three,” said Levison.
“P’'ve taken the same message to Number
Bix in the Fourth, too. Looks like
trouble.”

“Tall Railton we'll come when we've |

finished- tea,"” said Lowther. :

“You can tell him that 'z:ulﬂﬂf," said
Levison, g ~ By way, Cutts
was in his study.

“0Oh, I geal”

“T've wot to find Trimble, too. Been
the beast!” 3

“ Not since I chased him down the pas-
sage ten minutes ago,”’ said Lowther.
* Probably you'll find him at somebody's

nﬁo&rﬂ.
vison proceeded in search of the
Falstaff of the Fourth, and the Terrible
Three rose from the tea-table. They
could not quite keep the Housemaster
- waiting till they had finished tea.
“If you have tears, prepare to shed
tham now,”
“Cutts has reported us. Is there any
law against booting a cheeky Fifth-
Former out of our quarters?” :
“He's mo right tc report us!” said
Manners . “QCuits 1an't a prefect;
he iﬂl’t even in the Bixth. It's smeak-
ing 1"
Better I” - growled Tom Merry.
* Come v::nlg;ﬂ
The Terrible Three overtook Stady No,
6 on the landing. Dlake & Co. were
locking rather serious.
- t uttah wottah has weported us to

Wailton,” said Arthur A tus. “We |

I:]Ln g‘?{n' to be called ovah the coals, deah
B
IEEI?E the rotter right if we reported
him for smoking cigarettes in his study !”
growled Herries. :

“Couldn’t sneak, and couldn’t prove it
if we did,” eaid Blake. *The trouble is
that we can't tall Railion why we ragged
that fat idiot Trimble. . Railton would
skin him if he knew he was scheming to
dud%a the grub rules, and we can't give
the fat rotter away."” _ :

And the geven juniors looked raiher

_F[hm as they made their way to the
ousemaster’s study. It was mm ble
to give the rascally Trimble away to

punishment ; but without explaining why
they handled him they were open to a
charge of bullying which wounld be diffi-
cult to explain away. They were quite
sure that Cutts had made it as bad as he
could for them, having had the advantage
of telling his story first.

Baggy Trimble came along the passago
with Levison as they reached Mr. Rail-
ton’s door. Bagpy gave them a defiant
blink.

“You're going through it now!” he
shuckled.

““Weally, Twimble—"’ .

“Y haven't given you away,” said
Ter GEM Lierany.—No. 481,

said = Lowther yuefully.

.

Baggy. “Of course, 1 wouldn't sneak,
though I must say 1 despise you!"

o ]ﬁg hat 1™

“1 regard you with contempt,” pur-
sued Trimble, fecling quite safe go close
to Mr. Railton’s door. ' Especially you,
Blake I 4

“You fat rotter ! roared Blake.

‘“Shush!” said Levison warningly.
“ Railton will hear you.™

Mr. Railton had heard. The study
door opened, and the Bchool House
master looked out, with & stern brow.
Blake turned crimson. :

“You may come in,” said the House-
master sharply. -~

Tom Merry & Co. entéred the stady,
followed by the grinning Trimble, The
prospect of seeing the Co, go through it
seemed a very pleasant one to the amiable
Baggy. Cutis of the Fifth was in the
study, looking somewhat dusty, and he
gave the chums a malevolent =

Mr. Railton eyed them sternly.

“Cutts has reported you all to me for
an act of bullying,” he said. *“1 was
very much surprised to hear it. It is not
what I should have expected of you.”

“Thank you, sir " said Tom. “I1h
you won't ever think that I should bally

anyvone.”

“1 caught them in the act, sir,” said
Cutts. '"Though not a prefect, 1 felt
bound to interfere.”

“Quite right, if bullying was going
on,” said the Honsemaster; “‘and you
did guite right to report the matter to
me, Cutls states that Trimble was kept
in a study, and thrashed with a dog-
whip, while the others stood round to
prevent his escape.” \

The joniora loocked at ose another.
Put lilce that, it did sound a bad case of
Lullying, just such a piece of rascalit
as e of the Shell, or Cutts '
might have been guilty of.

“So they did,” said Ba.f Trimble,
“Y was foarfully hurt ei. 1 think one of
.- - n

Cgn
“Don’t be absurd, Trimble !
“Oh!” said s taken aback.
“What have you to €ay?” demanded
Railton.

I .

“Well, it’s true, air.” said Tom Merry.
“But we weren't | ing the fa% rotier
TI_I_I_I mean Tri Iu air.” =

“1 was whacking him with a dog-
whip,” said Herries dosgﬁﬂy "u:l:_lf:r-'
round his ailly logs. Td do it agsin,
tﬂﬂ 2 s E

“ Yans, wathah!” -

“And why were vou using a weaker
boy than yourself in this way, Herries?"
asked the Housemaster quietly,

Herries flushed crimson.

he

“Beeause he was a fat beast, sir!™
blurted ott. Fam

“Indeed! And what offence had he
given?"

Bilence.

“Trimble, what was the cause of this
atﬁmk npen youl” =

There wasn’t any cause, eir,” eaid
Baggy. “I went to the study for alittle
chat, and they =et on to me., Cutts saw
thﬂm.j,

“The Shell fellows didn't have any-
thing to' do with it, sir,” =said Blake.
“They only came _a.lnnh: while Trimble
was getting his licking. i

“And you locked on, Merry, without
interfering 7' demanded Mr. Railton
sternly.

Tom HAushed.

“You I did, eir. I knew Trimble must
have asked for it, though I didn’t know
then what it was about, He wasn't
really much hurt, either, only he was
makmg a fearful row. Cutts interfered
becanse he's down on us.”

“ Cutts appears to have had Sﬁfrd

1 ask you once more

reason for interfering,” said
Railton sternly.
whether Trimble gave you any cause of

NOW 0N
SALE.

offence before he was treated in this
WH.?T”

“Yans, wathah, ar!"

“Well, what was i£?"

“ He—he was a howwid toad, sir!"”

“Thaet 1s no answer, IXArcy. Have
you anything more explicit to say?”’

Silence ngain. :

“Very well,” said Mr. Railton, com-
pressirig his lips. “I am glad this has
been reported to me. It alters m
opinion of you very considerably, an
has opened my eyes. I shall deal with
you severely 1" s

The juniors stood crimson and dis-
mayed. . .

They were booked for a severe caning
now, They did not mind that so much
as the fact thot they had forfeited the
Housemaster’s gooj opinion, ~ “0Old
Railton ” was very popular in the School |
House, and it was a heavy blow to the
chums to feel themselves lowered in the

eyes of the master they respected and
admired.
Mr. Railton Piﬂkﬂd his cane. ¢
liintéd with satis-

faction, and Trim nned.  Bat the
Housemaster pauteed, his eyes 1esting
searchingly on Tom Merry & Co. lle
semed to hesitata, :

“¥oun havre nothing to say!” Lo 1e-
peated, ; :

“WNothin', elr, exceptin’ that it's
wathah wotten for you-to suppose that

g &
Gerald Cutts ﬂgﬂ gl
grin

we are capable of bullyin’,” said Arthur

Augustus, in distress. “ We are weally
not capable of angthin* of the sort, as
Twimble knows vewy wall”

* And so does Cuits,” growled Herriea,

“What do you call your conduct, theu,
D’Arﬂ'y?!’ i P
" Pwopsh punishmeni for a howwid
little gweedy wottah, gir!” said the swell
of Bt. Jim's frmly.

The Housemaster paused egain, and
fixed his eyes on Trimble, with a keen
glance which made Baggy feel some-
what uncomfor :

“Trimble, have you told me all the
facts?” :

“(Oh, yes, sir!"”

“You went to Btudy No. 6 merciy for
a chat with these juniors, and they gct
upon you without provocationt”

“Certainly, sir. Cutts knos,
said & word £o provoke them.
them themselves.”

“Bai Jovel
Twimble 1

“Do not apply euch expressions to
Trimble in my presence, D'Arey.”

“I" beg your pardom, sir. But weally

“You may hold out your hand,
D’Arcy I” e o '

“Vewy well, sir.” Arthur Augusius
held out & slim white hand., *Tt is
wathah wuff ; but as you do not know the
facts, sir, I suppose you have no we-
source but to lick ua. I am weady."”

Mr. Railton locked at him hard.

“Yon may tell me the facte, D"Arvey.”

“1t 13 imposs. {o sneal, sir.”

i Dh ]Il‘ i

Mr. Railton laid down the eane. Tom
Merry & Co. locked at one another more
hopefully, and Cutts scowled. The

punishment of the Co. did not seem quite
so assured now.
CHAPTER 4.
Cuits s Disappointed.
R. RAILTON fixed his eyes upan
M Baggy Trimble's fat, flabb
face, Baggy's eyes wandered,
rnubimfl anywhere but on the
stefn eyea of the Housemaster. It waa
difficult for a fellow like Baggy to look
Mr Railton in the face.
“TLook st me, Trimble '
“¥Yo-es, gir.”
“1 insiet upon knowing the full facts of
this matter!

T never
I put it to

You howwid worm,
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“If you pleasa, siv, I—I can’t sneak.”
anid Trimble uneasity. 1t may- Lo all
very well for these chaps, but I'm o bit
Jifferent, mir."”

“ Bai Jove!”
“You "will tell
oceurred m  Study
Housemaster aternly. :

“* Herriea went for me with a  dog-
whip, sir,”" stammered Baggy. “We were
hiving »- pleasent chat before that—
woren't we, D'Areyt”

“ (Certainly not, you young waitah!"”

“ # Y ack here, you know——"",
_**And what were you having a pleasaut

chat about, Trimble?” asked the Iluuse-

master patiently, By

Cutta bit his lips with chagrin,

The Housewnaster's desmra to hand out
strivt justice according to the merits of
the case did not meet with Cutts’ ap-
proval at all. He began to fear that the
victimna wers to es after all.

But Mr. Railton did not even look at
Cutts. His eves wera fixed upon Baggy
Trimble, and the fat Fourth-Former
wriggled uncomfortably under hia scarch-
ing gAze.

“ We—we—ve werg chatting about the
—itha weather, gir,” stammered Trimble
at last. **'Weren't we, Blake?”

“Nol” said Blake grimly.

¢ 1—I mean about cricket,” said Bagay
[eably,

i w:ﬂ.ﬁ s . :

- “That js to say, about tea,” ssid
Paggy. “Just a hitle discussion cbou
tha Fmd regulations, sir.”" : ~

4 0h!"” said Mr. Railton. * And your

remarks concerning the food regulations

lad Ilerries io attack you with a dog-

me exactly what
No. b, said the

whip "
“Hxactly, sie,” asaid Trimble, in
velief. *"1le wes a beast, sir! 1 told

Lim I was only joking, didn'i I, Digby?”
Diig suoited,
“You wens joking asbout the food
regulations®” ssid Mr. Reilton, puzzled.
“Yeos, sir, [—I'm rather a3 humorous
chap,” stammerad Trimbla, *They
treated e rottenly, considering that I
went there to oblige them. 1 told them
that. Didn't I, Blake?”
"YE'.!, you m!u : ‘
“M'o oblige them 1" repeated Mr. Rail-
ton. *In what way?” .
“Well, T was going ito take all the
{rouble, ro long as they found the
money,  said Baggy, :
of mwoney, owing to lending my last quid
ta Talbot of the Bhelll I-—-I mean—"
Paguy realised that he was saying too
muech. “T—I mean, I wasn't going to
take all the tronble.”
“What?" :

“ And—and thera wasn'l any guestion
of finding any money, sie.”” said Trimble
eagarly, I%hm’a what I really meant

¥
to say.

. Tom Merry & Co, grinned. They conld
not help it.

Bu:fy Trimble was a regular Prossian
when it came to lying; but he was ‘even
more than Prussian in his clnmsinesa in
these departures from the trath. Baggy's
lies were as thick as the sands on the sea.
shore; but they had one great defect,
they naver found believers.

“You are spenki
Trimble " thundered E

Baggy jumped.

“0Ob, no, sirl Not at all! T'm.well-
known in the Fourth as a trathiul chep.
Any of these fellows will tell you =o0.”

“{iwent Seott!™”

“Ha, ha, Lin1"

antrathbully,
Iailion,

“Bilence ! exclaimed Mr.  Railton,
4 This 1s no laughing matter. Thrimble,

tell mo the truth! You were suggesting,
apparently, some scheme to thesa juniors
for whicll thoy wera to [ind the money.™

“Only because I happen to be rather
ghort for the moment; siv, I'm really a
very rich vhap,’” gasped Baggy, tripping

acain, At Trimble IIall—"

“T"tn rather short}
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“ Never mind Trimble Fall now. What
wera you suggesting?” - .

“ Nothiug, sir :

“Primble!  What was (his scheme,
for which Blake and the others were, as
vou say yourseli, to find the money?"”

Baggy blinked round the study in dis-
may, He looked to Cutts, as if in search
of help, but Cntts ouly scowled at him.

“1 am waiting feor your answer,
Trimble,” aaid Mr. Railton ominously.
“YWas this scheme something against the
riules of the school?™

“ Nunno, sir!"”

“ What was it, then?” |

“QOnly a-—a—a—a joke, sir!” groaned
Terimble. “I1'm not the sort of chap to
brenk the grub rales—am I, Blaket"

“Rats 1M gpronted Blake.

“ 1 chink I understand,” said the Heouse-
master quietly. * You were suggesting
to these juniors to find the monecy, so
that yon could bresk the food regulutions,
Trimble. Is that it?" _

“Oh, dear!” greaned Baggy Trimble.
“1—I P&r]m’ia they may have
thought so; air, hexy—they may lLave
got that wrongiul imrn:-ninn, B,
I'd have explained, only ilerries started
on me with the dog-whip. 0Of—of course,
sir, I wouldn’t think of going round the
shops with a bag collecting grub for a
spread-——"" ' _

“YWhat ! ejaculated Mr. Railton.

“I wonldn't do such a thing, siv! I
despise a food-hog !” said Trimble. “I

gaid =0 to Cutts the other day, when he

was bringing in a bag of gru idu’t 1,
Cutta?”
“0Oh, my hat!” murmuyred Tom Merry,

Gerald (utta turned almost green.

“ Cutts " excleimed Mr. Railton. ‘““Is
it posgible, Cutts, that you, a senior,
have transgressed the food reguletions?"”

“Nuo, sir,"” said Cutts betweon bis teeth.
- Aind _he durted an slmost murderous lock
ut Baggy Trimble. “Trimble is mis-
taken, air.” ' 3

“I certainly hope #0,” said Mr. Hail-
ton, with o very a}.m!f) g’]nm—r_ at the
Former. * It would be a very seridus
offence, Cutls, especially in & senior, and
would lead to gerious consequences if
discovered.”

“I pssure vou, sit——"" said C'ulls,
almodt livid.  Cuotts was repenting by
this time that Lie had brought about this
scene in the Housernaster’s stu?. :

“1 aeeept vour assurance, Cntts, 1
certainly could not take Trimble's word
on auy smmbject,” gaid Mr, Railton.
“Now, I think we are q&t_ting at the
truth on this matter. . Trimble, it ap-
Enru that you suggested to Blaka and

is friends that they should provide the
money to enable you to make a round of
various shops and collect food, in Aagrant
defience of the food regulations.”

“Oh, erumbs!” gasped Trimble. *1-
I didn’t know the beasts had sneaked to
voi, s’

“You uttah young ass——""

“Bilence, I’ Arcy! They have told me
nothing,” said Mr. Railton, “You have
admitted it all yourself, though you ap-
pera to be too stupid to reslise it."

“Oh, deer!” -

“ You may now spesk cout,” saud My,
Hailton, glancing at Blake, “Waus this
the reason you assailed T'rmble

“Well, ves, air,” said Blake. " We
theught he ought to be—ahem l—touched
up. It was a cheek to sngeest things like
fhwit in our study." :

“* Yaas, wathah [ :

“1 am very glad to sec that yon re-
reived so unsorupulous 8 suggestion as it
desetved,” said Mr. Reillon. 1 am
glad, too, that this stupid boy bas blarted
out the truth before 1 punished you.
Trimble, 1 shall cane vou for making
such & wicked proposal.”

“ Me, sirl” stuttered Trimble.

“Yeas, Hold out vour hand?”

HOh, crunibs:”’ :

1

l

Fifth-1-

i

|

Levison 1" ho snapped.

One ;ﬁ!ﬂﬂ?l

Bwish! Swish!

¥ ¥ apoop ! : :

“You may go,” said Mr. Railton, liy-
down the cane, *'1 shall keep an eye oi
you after this, Trimble, now that I know
what you are capable of.”

Trimble limped out of the study, with
his fat hands tucked under s arms. in
the wake of Tom Merry & Un Mr
Railton turned to Cuytis.

“*You might have iquired inte this
matter before reporiing it to miey Cnbts,"”
he said drily. “You Lave wasted my
time, However, I presume that yon
meant well, so we will say no morve about

Cutts did not seply. e left the study
with a {aca like a demon. As he passiid
tha juniors in the passage, he gave them a
savage scowl, to which they veplied with
sweet amiles. 'The dandy of the Fifth
strode away, with hatred, rage, and all
uncharitablenezs in hia breast.

“Wathahh a4 come-down for Catts!™
grinned Arthur Augustus. “ Wailton i
an awl'ly keen old bird to nuse out the
facts like that—what?™”

“He i3 downy, and no miztake,” anud
Mannets.

“Look here, sou know, I'm hurt!™
groaued Baggy 'Trimble. “ Faucy Rail-
ton going for me! Me, vou know!
Faney him calling me untruthful, ton!
' & jolly good miind to po io the Head
ated complain!”’

*Hu Ea, La!"” reared Tom Mevry, “I
shou!d if I wero you!"

“PBai Jove! Ia, ha, hal”

Baggy Trimble rolled away. grontig
disconsolately. Ile was [eeling very
injured, and very liardly used. But ou
second thoughte, lio decided not-lo go to
the Head and complain.

~ CHAPIER 5.
Levison Bays “No!™
EVISON, Chve, and Cardew wera
fintshing tew m Biudy No. 9, in
the Tourth, when ithe door
: opened without a knock, and
(verald Cutts camo dn., Cutts did not
lock good-tempered, and his temper was
not improved By the grinning glances the
three “juniors turned wpon lim. Cutta’
utternpt to get Tom Merry & Co. into
tmuhﬁa with the Tlousemaster, and lis
egregious failure, had become a joke in
tho School Touse by this time,
- “Hallo!" said Cardew. “‘Daon't they.
ever kuock at & door in the Fifth hefore
comin’ into a voom, Cuttsf” :
Nico manners thess TFifth-Forners
have!"” remarked Clive, '
Cutts scowled.
“] came bLero o

[
spesk  to  you,
“1 was colning

sooner, but——"

“ But you loaked in at No. 61" smiled
Levison. “T hope you had a goed time
there, Cutts " - :

Cutts® eyes glinted. He had been
friendly with Levison, in s lofty snd

tromising way, before the reform of the

k sheep of the Fourth. Not that
Cutts believed in Levison's reform. [Ile
had eecu Tittle of him of late, but he had
g vagie idea that Levison ‘waa playing
sping deep game, But his reception
Wo. B study was neithor respectful nor
exactly friendly.

“J suppos=ec these kid: can <lear ot
while T speak to you, Levison {7 Lie said
savagoely. -

“1 don’t see why they shoald ™ re-
plied Levison. “T've no evcrets from
them " -

“Rather a new departure for you,
that, isn't it 1" specred Untts :

““Oh, quite !" said Levison coolly.
“ Pyt there vou are, you ace ! Go ahead,
and tell the whele fumily the moerry
secret !

Cuttzs did not zo aliead, however.
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“Tll look in another timel!"™ he
Ena pmi. :
Clive and Cardew exchanged glancee,

and rose. They had finished their tea.
“Yaou needn't go!” said Leviaon.

“ All serpne!" said Cardew. * We'ro
oing down to cricket., Don't be too
ng after us!”
“Right-ho 1"
Clive and Cardew left the study.

Levison picked up his bat, with the very
evident intention of fellowing with the
minimum of delay. Cutts shut the door.

“What does this mean?” he snapped.
“What game are you playing, Levison I™

“Cricket,”

“T don't mean that, yon foall”

“Thanks, you idiot!” eaid Tevison
cheerfully.

“1 beear that you've turned over a new
leaf, or something of the sort!™ eaid the
Fifth Former, with a sneer,

“Something of the sort!” assented
Levizon.

“ Whom are you epooling now, then ™

Levison laughed.

“ Astonishing as it may seem, Cutts,
I'm not spoofing enybody !” :

“0Oh, don’t give me that rot!™ said
Cutts. ‘“However, your rotten tricks
don’t matter to me. Let it drop. 1
came here because I want you to do
somcthing for me.” _ 4

“You can go ahead!"” said Levison,
with a shrug of the shoulders. “I don’t
euppose I can oblige you. The Green
Man is ocut of bowids, you know. It's
against rules to muggfe smokes into the
school, too!™ !

“ And you're so keen on stickin’ to the
rules?” _ -

‘“ Awfully keen!” eaid Levison, with
provoking coalness. _ :
- “T¢'s not smokes this time,” eaid

Cutts, ““and it's not a message to a
hookio at the Green Man. 1 can manage
that kind of thing without your assist-

ol

*“ Racke of the Shell comes in useful, 1
suppose !V grinmed Levison. ' _

“Never mind that. It's about these
rotten food regulations!”

“Oh!"” said Levison, in surprise,

“Of course, I'm not ta any notice,
of them!” gsaid Cutts. “I'm certainly
not going short of anythin’ while I've
got money in my pockets. It can't guite
be expected of a fellow, I think ™ -

“ Not a fellow like you, at all events !"
said Levison drily. **It's a risky bizney
breaking the rules, though. The Head
would make an example of any fellow

cﬂ,ﬂﬁ.d@iﬂg it, especially a semor 1"

' at's where vou will come in nse-
ful 1" explained tts. "I haven't the
time or the inclination to go round shop-.
ping and gathering up grub from dif-
ferent quarters. That's the way if's
done, of courze!” :

“I believe the food-hogs do it that
way !” assented Levison.

Cutis’ eyes gleamed, but he let that
remark pafs,

“1 want a fag to do it for me,” he
continued—*“"a fag I can trust. I mean,
one whao's got his wits about him. ¥You,
in fapt 1™

“ Much obliged !

“T don’t want you to do it for nothing,
of course. I'll give you carte blanche.
nnd you can spend as much money as you
likae. Get in the grub, and get it in
eecretly, that's all. You ean have a
whaek in it. That'll suit you, as you're
a!wavs hard up!”

“You're awfully good !” said Lewvison
px:reastically.

“You've never found me maan, I sup-
pose? It's more important than ever
now for me to keep elear of the business,
as that fat fool Trimble has been spying
and blabbing. Of course, it WGILE:{T] be
inore serious for a ecnior than a junior
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to be caught. But you're too sharp to
be caught. You could  manage it all
right, without much risk.

“¥ dare say I could.” ‘

“My idea is to get a good stock in
while I've got the chance,” Extp'iﬂ.mﬂd
Cutts. “I've got my eye on a safe phce
to keep it—not in my study, of course.
A handy place, where 1 can draw on the
supply just when I like. Potted meats
andd tinned things and biscuits and cake,
and, in fact, everything that's on the list
—especially sugar. I've been short of
sugar & lot. You can buy the things
whenever and wherever you like, and 1t
doesn't matter much about the pricea. I
can afford to pay for them. You bring
them in every time you get a chance, and
stack them away for me. And in return
you'll draw upon them liberally, without
it costing you & penny. I think that's a
good offer.”

Levison laughed. ,

*“ A jolly good offer I he said. ' You'd
better” make it to Baggy Trimble or
Mellish, They'd jump at it.”

“I ecouldn’t trust them!” growled
Cutts. “Trimble would blab, and Mellish
would get bowled out in next to no time,
if he didn’t give me away !”

“That's the worst part of making uee
of a rotter. You never can rely on a
real rotter, can youi"

“1 can rely on you " saud Cutts.

“Only I den’t happen to be a rotter!”
said Levison ecoelly, * Net now, at all
events. I've guite Eiven you up As &
model, Cutts!’

Cutts glared at him.

“Do you mean ta say that you re-
fuse 7" he exclaimed, in angry astonish-
menf.

Y Exactly I

“And why?" demanded Cutts.

* Because, #s I said, I'm not a rotier.
What you're proposing is mean and
rotten and caddish ! .

“What!" roared Cutts.

“Mean and rotten and caddish!" re-

| peated Levison, unmoved.

“ ¥ou cheeky young scoundrel—""

“1f there's a cheeky scoundrel in this
study, I think his name's Cutts!” re-
marked Levison. *If ’:g-uu"m finighed
I'lt get down .to cricket ! _

8o you refuse " said Cutts, gritting
his teeth.

il Y’E‘ﬂ.’.l

“And you expect me to put up with
your cheek, you hypocritical young
rotter "

“T don't sce what else you can do "

“I'll show you, then!” growled Cutts,
and he made a epring at the Fourth
Former.

Levison jumped back, and swung up
the bat.

* “Hands off !” he said, with deadly
earnestness. “'T’ll erack your head if
you lay a finger on me, Cutts !

It was so clear that Levison meant
every word he said that the Fifth Former
gtood back, A cricket-bat applied
forcibly to one's .head is not exactly a
joke. Levison eved Cutts with wary

coolness.

For &« moment or two they faced one
another, and then Cutts, with n muttered
curse, swung round to the door. There
was nothing doing in No. 9 study-

The Fifth Former dragged the door
open. A howl sounded from outside, snd
a rotund figure lurched into the study.
Cutts glared furiously ot Baggy Trimble.
He did not need telling ‘that the spy of
the School Housze had had hia ear to the
keyhaole.

“Yow!" gasped Trimble. “I-—1 say
I wasn't listening! I never heard a
word! I ¥arrrooop !”

Cutts wanted somebody upon whom to
wreak his rage and disappomtment, and
Levison was not available. The unfor-

tunate Baggy served his turn.

| Baggy's original spellin
zatl

HOW ON
SALE.

The fat junior rolled over, roaring, as
Clutts kicked him right and left.
“Yarcooh ! Help! Oh,

Yah ! roared Trimble. .

He rolled out of the study headlong;
and Cutts pursued him, etill kicking.
Baggy picked himself up in the passage,
nnf fled yelling, Cutts helping him oft
with a final terrific kick, Then the dandy
of the Fifth, with his feelings somewhat
relieved, tramped away to his own quars
fers.

Levizon, with a grin, sauntered out of
his study, and joined Tom Merry & Co,
on the ericket-groumd.

crumbs |

CHAPTER 6.
A Houss Meeting.

14 A¥ Jove! What a nerve 1™
B “Cheeky. grampus !”

‘T rimble ﬂalhngﬂ a House
mecting! My hat!
It was three or four days after

Trimble's visit to Study No. 6, at which
his splendid idea had been received In 80
cavalier a mammer by Blake & Co.

During those three or four daye nothing
more had been heard of Baggy Trimble's
ripping scheme for dodging the food
regulations. .

After the reception it had had from
Study No. 6 and the Terrible Three,
Baggy had realised that 1t w-::uldn‘t do.

Baggy apparently couldn’t see any-
thing wrong in it, but it had been borne
in upon his fat mind that 1t appeared
wrong to other fellowa

Now, howeyer, Baggy
the limelight ¢nce more. ;

There wad a notice on the board in
Baggy Trimble's sptawling hand, and in
, and the jumiors

ered round to read it with indigna-
tion. o~

BaggyE was calling & junior House

eatl
mThhngcheﬂk of it almoet took the fellows’
bréath away?! - :

Bagay Tfil‘ﬂhlﬂ wag nobody—less than
nobody, in fact. Only the junior captain
had a right to call & House meeting.
True, Study No. b sometimes paspme:d
that right; but, then, Study _Nn. b were
nersons  of eonsiderabla  importance,

ut, Trimble of the Fourth !

Who waa Trimble, anyway?

The juniors etared at the notice. The
gar.em[] opinion was that Baggy Trimble
wanted gumpmg for his cheek, and bump-
ing hard !

E[‘he paper in Baggy's remarkable hand
ran; |

had come 1nto

" WOTIES ! z
“* A Meating of the House 1s
called for seven o'clock, in the
Comon-room,  The meating will
be addressed by Bagley Trimble,
1Vth Form, on the subject of
‘War Ecconomy in ¥ood.” All
members of the School House are
regwested to role up on this im-
portant okaaion,
“ Signed,
“RacLEY TRIMBLE,"
Hy B.—All fellows who don't
come to the meating will be de-
nownced as unpattrioticlk.”

“Bai Jove!” eaid Arthur Augustus
D'Areyv. "I wegnrd that as a picce of
uwttah cheek on '%win_thﬂ’a part ! Callin’
a Houose meetin’, bai Jovel™

i Cheeky waster ! said Kangeroo of
the 13]1-‘11}. “What he needs ia a bump-
Jn R ]

*Yaas, wathah!"

“Food economy, {oo!" eaid Jack
Blake. *“ Why, only the other day. he
was proposing dodging the grub 1‘uﬂ&s 3

“He will bave the Common-room to
himself at seven o'clock,” said Dick
Julian, langhing,
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“Hold on, though !™ said Gore. * Sup-
pase we go and rag the fat duffer? That
will teach him a lesson about ealling
House meetings on his own.”

“ Yaas, wathah "

“Good egg ! seid Kerruish.

‘* Faith, it's a d idea intirely !” said

Reilly of the Fourth. *‘Sure, I've got
an old egg he's welcome to. I've been
kapin’ it becanse T didn’t want to throw
it away in war-time.”

““Hsg, ha, ha!”

“Good! And we'll take our pea-
shooters I said Herriea. " We'll give

him war economy !™

““Hear, hear !’

But for George Gore'a suggestion the
Common-room would eertainly have been
vacant at seven o'clock when Baggy
Trimble rollod into it for the meebing
he had had the astounding sudacity to
EUITIMON,

But the prnFﬂEﬂd rag drew a good
many fellowas there, :

Blake and Herries, Dighy and DArcy,
were already in the room. Talbot came
in with Gore, and Kangarco followed
with Dane and Glyn. Baggy Trimble
blinked round with satisfaction. ;

“When does the meefing begin?”
asked Blake blandly.

“Wait till all the fellows come,” said
Baggy. “Glad to see you chaps presept.
It's rather an important occasion. "m
going to surprise you !”

“1 wathah think we are goin’ to sur-
pwise vou, deah boy !” murmured Arthur
Anguatua,

And there was o chuckle.

Baggy did not heed.

He was arranging a chair in the middle
of the room, from which to address the
meeting. The juniors watched him, grin-
ning. Moun on that chair, m the
middle of the room, Baggy would offer
a first-claas target for the various missiles
that were to be brought (o the meeting.

The Terrible Three strolled in, and
joined Blake & Co, Julian and Kerruish,
and Reilly and Hammond came in a few
minutes latar. Contarini and Smith
minor, Grundy and Wilkins and Gunn,
(zibbons and Lueas, Crooke and Racke,
end Mellish and Scrope followed. It
waa quite a rumerous meeting, and
Baggy's round eyes blinked with sitisfac-
tion as he saw. He had had some doubts
ns to whether hia meeting would be well
attended. But his doubts were dissipated
now,

Seven o'clock had rung omt, and most
of the Fourth and the 8hell had come in.
“’nﬂ{‘ D'Arcy came in late with Frayne
and Levison minor and Reggie Mannera
cf tha Third, Then the door was closed,
: Bﬂﬂ? Trimble blinked round at the

grinning juniore, He did not quite seo
what there was to grin ab

“Gentlemen——"" -he began.

““Hear, hear!”

“ Gentlemen 3
ﬂI}E'TL"

"“Bravo "

Baggy Trimble mounted on the chair.
He was surrounded by grinning juniors,
;'nnilt nht whnnh:md tl:ﬂir right hands be.
und them. gy did not yet suapect
why. The Fm%hh-]!‘ﬂrmer cleared his
throat with a little fat cough, and be-

am:

“Gentlemen, you dre called together to
be Ilﬂl:il'l:;‘_lﬂﬁi on a-very :important sub-
Jett——'

“Go it 1" shonted Blake,

He was not addreseing Trimble, how-
ever. He was addressing the meeting.

And the meecting went it at once,

A dozen pea-shooters came into view,
and a mllﬂ{' of peas emote Baggy
Trimble on all sides. He uttered a roar,.

“*Yah! Oh! Leaveoff! I 4

Squash !

Reilly’'a famoos egs came whizzin
t]:rnugﬁ the mir with a deadly aim, t
burst on Baggy's little fat nose.

tha_--_ meeting I8 now
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Baggy gave a muffled roar and tumbled

off the chair.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Huh! Ugh! Groogh!"” spluttered
Trimble, :

Whizz! Whizz! Whiz!

“Oh, my hat! Teave off! Yah!
Stoppit!” shrieked Trimble. * Oh,
crum !Yﬂmmrpl Groogh! Gurrrg!”

“Ha, ha, ha!

The juniors, welling with laughter,
“stream out of the Common-room,

Baggy Trimble sat up dazedly, and
mopped highly-scented yolk from his nose
and blinked round him. The meeting had
disappeared.
alone in his glory,

“M-memy  hat!”  gasped Trimble,
“Oh, dear! Groogh! Rotters! Yow-
ow-ow '

Baggy picked himeelf up, and hmped
out of the Common-room to get a wash.
He needed it badly, The meeting was
over !

CHAPTER 1.
Denouneced |
inned when

HE Terrible Three
Baggy Trimble looked into thelr
study later in the evening.
Trimble gave them a reproach-
ful lock.

“ Calling any more House meetinga?”
asked Monty Lowther blandly. * Don't
forget to let us know when you do.”

“We'll come |” said Manners. * Eggs
are getting cheaper now, and we'll get
some in specially for you.”

And Tom®Merry chuckled.

Bagiy came in and closed the door.

“T want to speak to you chape seri-
ously,” he said.

“Sorry |” said Tom. * Money's short [
- "1 don't want to borrow your money,
fathead " :

“You don’t!” ejaculated the captain
of the Shell in astonishment,

Y You know I'm not & borrowing chap,
Tom Merry!” :

“Oh, my hat!" 3

“It'e o eerious matter!” said Trimble.
“I've been thinking—>" -

“By Jove, that's serious!" apgreed
Lowther. “ Did it hurt your head? How
did you come to do it?”

“L.ook here, you know, be serious!”
roared Trimble. ' The fact is, I'm not
letting you off. 1I'm going fo keep you
np to it."

liE‘h?‘l‘

“You fellows were down on me,"” said
Trimble, “owing to a misundamstanding
in Study No. 6 the other day. You've
called me mames,"

“Lots ! agreed Lowther.

“You called me a guzzling bounder !"
“So you are!” ;

“And a greedy pig!"” esid Trimble
warmly. y

“If ever wyou get lost, stolen, or
strayed, that description will find you,"”
remarked Mannera, :

“That was what I was calling the
House meeting about——"

“Becanse you were called a greedy
pig I"" ejaculated Tom Merry. -

“Yes, and the rest.”’

“No need to call a Honae meoting to
tell "em !" snid Lewther, * All the 8chool
Houss knowa wou're a greedy pig, cld
chap, and all the New House, lor that
matter,”

“1 wasn’t going to tell "em that, fat-
head !” said Trimble, exasperated. “I
was going to put it to "em straight, T've
been called names, and made out to bhe
unpatriotic, Fellows have actually
accused me of wanting to dodge the food
regulations !

he Terrible Threa stared, as well they
might,

“Me, you know ! said Trimble. *If
there's a patriotic chap in this school, it's
me, 1 must say that. Ii there's a chap

Bagey Trimble wza left

One Peany, = 7

who's prepared to make any sacrifice to
win the war, and all that, he’s in the

Fourth Form, and his name’s Trimblo [®
“0Oh, crumbs!” -
“And I'm going to show if, too,”

annopnced Trimble, “And I ¢haﬂEan
vou all to follow my patriotic example.
If you don’t, I denounce you all as un-
patriotic !’

‘“Well, bless my Sunday boots!" said
Monty Lowther. " Wandering in his
mind, I suppose! Trunble, old scout,
you're awfully entertaining, but we've
Eut our prep to do. Would you mind

urbling in some other study ?’

“That's what I was going to say to
the House meeting, but it was mucked
‘lip by a lot of unpatriotic rotters,” said

rimble. ''So I've come to put it to you
personally. . Mind, I'm not letting you
off. I expeect you ko follow my example,
and live up to your own words. If you
don't, I'll show you up.”

“"But we can't follow your example™
etid Tom Merry, laughing. “We
couldn't eat as much as you do, even if
the grub rules allowed it, and they
dun,t"ll

“That’'s the point!” said Trimble.
“The grub rulea keep a fellow’s grub
down to a certain point. In my opinion,
they don't go far enough.”

“Wha-a-at 7"

“Tea in the study, f'rinstance,” said
Baggy Trimble warmly. *Whoe wanta
tea in the study in war-time?”

“YWell, you do, for one.”

“You want two or three, if you can
bag them, you fat porker!"”

“I'm giving up tea in the study,” said
Trimble. :

o {mn out cﬂf n.?.ah]‘_.?" A

“It isn't that 'm giving it up for
patriotic reasons, to heﬁ: on the %ﬂﬂd
Controller’s job."

“0Oh, merry Jernsalem !”

“But we don’t eat more in the study
than we should in Hall,” said Tom
Merry, staring at Trimble, and quite at
& loss what to make of him. " We're not
allowed to. It's all allowanced, and only
a few cads like Racke and Cutis of the
Fifth, dodge round it.”

“That's all very well," said Trimble,
“But I'm not going to have tea in Hall,
either.”

“You're
every day ?’

1 Hﬂ, gaa "’

“ Running up to town for a feed at the
Carlton or the Ritz?" ’
]‘:' course not,” r-.'}afred Trimble,

“T'm giving - u tea altogether!™

"H:E'ha,g hmlI,:.!'l:‘ﬂ:F g

Baggy Trimble glared at the chums of -
the Shell, as they roared,

Fving to tea with the Head
grinned Lowther,

“What are you cackling at?” he
demanded.
“¥Your little joke,” said Monty

Lowther hilariously. ** Do you mind if I

Put it in the comie column i the
Weakly ' 7
“T'm not joking !” roared Trimhle.
“You are!"” said Lowther. *1Ila, ha,

_h&!ll

Trimble sneered.

“1 suppose you're going to iry to
cackle it off,” he said scornfully. “You
can call a fellow names, because of a—a—
a misunderstanding, but wvou haven’t
patriotism enough to follow his noble
¢xampile.”’

“When we see you sctting noblna
example, we'll follow it!" roared
Manners, “Ha, ha, ha!™

“I've set it nlreu-:i:f."

# Bow-wow [

“1 haven't had tea in #he study. Yon

can ask Mellish. And I haven't had it in
Hall. Ask any fellow I”
“Whose cupboard have you been raid-
ing, then?" 3
““Nobodv'zs!” howled Trimble.  Ask
Tue GExm LiaraRYy.—No. 481,
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the lellows if they've missed anything,
vou rotters, if you don’t believe me [

“Well, wc rcertainly don't believe
vou,” grinned Tom Merry, * You're
such a merry Prussian, you know. And
if you'd missed tea, you would be looking
down in the mouth ne end. Don’t pile
it on, vou know.” :

“Pve missed my tea

11z, ha, ha!”

“ And I'm going to miss it every day

“Pon't! You're giving mc a pain in
the ribs,” gasped Lowther.

“ Aud I call on you fellows to follow
my example,” said Baggy firmly. “Yon
follows set vp to be the leaders of the
ifouse——"

“Weo ate,” =aid Lowther. “We 13!
The genuine goads only 1o be found iv
this sindy,  All others inferior imita-

tiona!" :

" “Wats!” said a cheery voice, &3
Avthur  Augustus D’Avey’s celebrated
eveplass pleamed n st the door.

“Hallo, Gussy! Trot in! Bapggy's
sotting up as your rival,” said Monty
Lowther, A i

Is he?”

3

“ Bai Jove! _

** Yes, ho's setting up as the champion
{fummy man of 8t. Jim's.”

' Weally, Lowthsh, you uttah ass—"

“Ha, ha, hat” -

1 wogaid you as a seweamin’ chump,
lowthah. I eame heah to sce about the
copy for the *'Weekly.” " k

“Baggy's helping me with my comic
eolumn,” said Lowther. *Go oh, Baggy.
You don't knew what an amusing chap
you are.” ;

Baggy Trimble gayve a snort expresgive
of contemptuous acorn. e

“That means that you're not going to
follow my example, I sappose ! he said.
“Well, I'H jolly well show you up, 4
all ! ¥eu tog, D'Arcy 1" _

“Weally, Twimble—=" .

“Baggy's going to stagger hnmanity
liv missing his tes every day!" roared
Manners., " War economy, you kuow !
i can sce him doing it—I don't think I”

“Bai Jove! I do not wegard it as
pwoh,” : :

“You'll see!" eaid Bngﬁ:v Trinible dis-
dainfully. ©  *You've called me panics,
1¥Arey. You called me a food-hog!™ .

“¥aps, that is a vewy cawweet de-
sowiption of you, deah boy.” %

“Who's the food-hoz now ?"” snecred
Trimble. " Here's me, missing my ica
every day to save food for the nation!”

“*Ha, ha, ha!” :

“Oh, don’t cackle! Missing my tes
rvory dav; ) and here'sa wou fellows
wozzling, as vsoal, as if there wasn’t o
war on -at all,”" snecred Trimbile.
“*Plessed if T know how you have the
cheek to lonk me in the {ace!” :

“{weat Bcott!” :

face !  satd MNonty
“ Fan me, somebody |

Baggy Triuble raised a podgy and not
nver-clean hand, and pointed dramatie-
aliv at the four juniors.

=1 denounce you !” he exclaimed.

“Bai Joval™ &

“ As unpatriotic rotiera! In fact, pro-
ITuns, KEvery chap who wastea grub is
& pro-German 1™

“You nttah young wascal ' oxclaimed
Arvibhor Augustus,  * TF you chawactewiso
me asg a pro-German, 1 will-give you a
fenhful thwaehin' 1"

“That’'s what you are,
follaww  my mnoble example, and save
food,"” said Trimble, “I'm not asking
any fellow 1o do what I won't do myself,
Tea isn't a neceasity, We have a good
dinner, and we have supper. We can do
without tea, to save the national food-
gupnly,” :

e conlkl, perhaps,”
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Lowther faintly.

unless Jyou

remarked

Lowther. *You couldu’t, you guzzling
bonnder [ -

“1'm going to—"1
v Oh, rning off !

“Pro-German !”
Trimble, -“¥ah !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 welfuse to-believe for nne moment,
Twimble, that yon are tellin’ the twuth,
You are a guzzlin’ voung wascal, IH you
have missed tea to-day, 1t's because you
have been smugglin® food into the
gchool.™

“1 denounce yvou——""

“ia, ha, ha !"

“Mind, T shall keep it up,” said
Trimble loftily. “I'm gommg to show
that there’'s oue patriot at lcast in this
sehool.  And sooner or later T'il shame
yoir into following myv example.””

“Ha, ha!" roarcd Tom Merry, * That
vwon't be necessary, We'll miss our tea

hooted Baggy

-85 soon as you do.”

“Yaas, wathah.”

“Is that a go!" demanded Bagey at
DIree.

“Yea, rather! Ha, ha!"

*“ Honest Injun ?"

“Honest Enjun !” grinned Tom Merry.

Trimble Erinned, too.

“I'll hold you to-that!” lLe said.

And he rolled out of the study with a
smiff. Arthur Augustus gezed inqguir-
ingly at the grinning Shell fellows.

**Ts that fat bonndah off his wockah 7"
Lie ssked., “I wﬁnil? think he must be.
If he is sewious— *'

“Catch Baggy missing a meal!”
cliuckled Tom Merrv., [ suppose it
must be some awfully deep joke. Beocke
and Catts would begin that game sooner
than Baggy Trimble would. Not that
thera's any sense in mis¢sing & meal; chap
must have enough to cat, so long as
there'a enocugh to go round. But if any
chap here starts mupsing meals, it won™t
be Haggg Trimble,”

And the Co, ngrecd that it wonldo’t,
They little knew ! - :

CHAPTER 8.

: _ 'The Pairlet.
ROAD grina were turned wpon
- Baggy Trimble when bhe eame into
the Uommon-reom that evening.
But it was not the extraordinary
House meeting that made the juniors
smile. Jt was Bagegy Trimble’s new
wheeze s a patriot and a food-cdeono-

Ir Hli!ll‘r-

The joke bud been ton gead to keep,
and the Tecrible Three had related 1.
The idea of the greedy, unscrupulous
young rascal setting up #s an .extra-
ppocial patriot and food-economizer made
the jumiors howl, :

Buggry Trimble did not usually get
miuch limelight, but jost now he was

. e 1 receiving a good dehl.
“The cheek to—to look Lum iy thei’ :

Baggy was chicfly known for his
Gargaftusn appetite, which beat even
that of Fatiy Wynn of the New Houre.
Fatty Wynn found the regulations rather
trving, and he had been heard to hint
that peace-by-negotiations wasn’t such a
rotton idea after all—since the grub rules
Liarl come into force. y

But Fatty Wynn was qnite unmoved by
the fond regulations in comparison with
Boggy Trimble. Baggy had groaned
alond over thetn. His mind constantly
dwelt on the spreads he could no longer
indulge in, and, like Rachel of old, he
maourencd For that which -was lost, and
would net be eomforted. He had
turtied over in bis fai mind every pos-
sible and impossible scheme for dodging
tho rules,

Nobody expected Baggy to keep to the
food allowanee if he could avoid it by
hook or by erook. s

And when it came to missmmg meals—
aciunally to do without NECESINTY food, as
well as punecessary—Bagey Trimble was

the last fellow at 8t, Jimi's from whom

such an proposition would have been
expected, o : :
nt  proposition had come [rom

Baggy, and, naturally enough, 1t was not
taken seriously. e

Baggy Trimble blinked at the grinuing
joniors as he canie in, and gave a sniff.
[lertzinly, he did not leck underfed, so
far., He was, in faet, breathing a little
stertorously, as if he had just partaken
nat wisely, but toa well,

“You van cackle!™ he saxl contemptu-
onsly, 3

“Hhanks s we will " said Lowther,

“Ha, ha, he!”

“Yaas, it is weally wathah too thick,
vou know, Twimble ! 2

“What's the fat idiot’s nttle game?™
demanded Grundy of the SBhell.  *“*He
looks as if he'd been stufing now !™

* 1 miesed my tea,” said Baggy,

i R‘lt? I‘l!

“¥ou didn’t miss
You're a food-hog!”

“ What !” roared Grandy,

* Fvory chap who doesn’'t follow my
noble example 18 a food-hog,” saud
Baggy., “1'm going to shame you all
into doing 1" :

“Mad!” zaid Wilkins,

“Tf you don't follow my example,
Wilkins, I shall denounce you us a pro-
ITunt” :

“ You cheeky hladder of lard!”
Wilkins,
B?'I

“He's called me a food-hng!” =aid
Girundy, staring, “Wbhy, I'll mop up
the flaor with himt TlH—-T'l}—-"

“Yeah! K off I"" roared Trimble,
dodging behind Talbot of the Bhell.  *1
can’t hiek you now, Grundy-—-.—-"

“YLick  me!"  bellowed Grands.
“You!l"

“J feal rather faint through missing a
mﬂﬂl_ll

nH‘l h-'l,. hl[“ 3 y

“ Otherwise, T'd lick you,' said ¥
Trimible. * But, under the etrcumastances;
I can't go in for scvapping, not after
missing a mealt!”

“ Bal Jovel” _ :

"1 suppose he's mad,"” said Grundy at
last.

“Ma an a hattah, I should think,”
raid Arthur Aagustus D’Arcy. *' He cer-
tainly has not missed any meals, I am
suah of that!" :

“Ho didn'f bave tea in the study,”
remorked Mellish, who was Trimble's
study-mate in No. 2. .

“ ¥oith, he didn’t bave it in Halll"
said Reilly. “Bure, I had my tay n
Hall. and Trinible wasn't there!”

“That's so,” snid Diek-  Jwhian.
“Where did you have tea, Baggy "

“1 didn't have any.”

“Rata !’

“I"m a patriotic chap—2"

“Tla, ha, ha !”

“T dospise all you fellows—"

“(h, miz hat!’ _

“You're food-hogs!™ said Trimbie,

“ It’s fotty degeneration of the brain.”
eaid Blake. "-&n’t be anything elrel™

“eimble does seem to hizve missed
his tea, thoagh,” said Talbot, purzzled.
“Did he have tea with any of yon
fellows®™

There was & general shaking of heads,

“Well, he didn't have it 3u Hall or in
hiz study,” said Talbot. ‘

“Jle guzzled somewhore on the qnict,™
soid Hammond, “He's been sneaking
gruly into the school somehow.”. :

“1 haven't been out of gites to-day,™
saitd Trimble.  “DBesides, 1 haven't any
monev. 1 happen to be shost of 1in"”

“Perhaps a senior had hin-io tea,”
said Blake, * Anyway, he's gorged ns
usnel, or he'd be groauing  with
angussh 1"

* Ha, ha, ha™

vours, Crondy.

roared
“*Do you think von can spoof
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“Cubls, perhaps,’” said Levison, ™1
fancy Cuttz is pretty well supplied.”

“ Cutts wouldn’t have Baggy to tea,
though,” remarked Cardew.

“Pyve missed my tea, I tell you

1
!

howled Baggy. “I'm going to do the
same to-morrow, ou can watch me if
vou like. And then I shall call on all

you fellows to follow my noble ex-
ample ™
“Ha. ha, hat" - :
“gure, we'll follow it esaid Reilly.
“ And sure, too, if you don't miss your
tea to-morraw, Baggy, I'll punch your

head for all your w ers ™
“Done!” said Trimgﬁz.

“Eh? You agree to that?" ex-
claimed Tom Merry.
“Certainly,  If 1 have any tea to-

morrow, any fellow is welcome to punch
my head as hard as he likes!”

“ Well, my only hat!"

The juniors could only stare at Trimble.
He had succeeded in making an 1m-
pression at last. :

“Sure, I'll be on hand at tay-time!”
caid Reilly, with a grin.

“Same here,” said Bluke, *You're
hooked for a lot of punches, Baggy.
Mind, we shall keaP you up to it!"”

“T want you to,” said Trimble calmly.

“Pai Jovel”

The juniors could only wonder. :

It really looked as if the champion
guzzler of 8t Jim's had repented him,
had been smitten with patriotio remorse,
and was anxious to turn over a new leaf,
Dut that seemed too wildly impossible.
There was & pood deal of curiosity among
the School House juniors to see Trimble
at tea-time the pext day. - Ope thing
was quite certain. He was going to be

kept to his word, and if he did nobt miss |

his tea, he eertainly would not miss the
mimerous punches the othey fellows had
in store for him. -

CHAPTER 9.

Baggy Trimble Staggers Humanity.
OM MERRY & CO. turned up to
I tea in Hall on the following dajy.
The food regulations macle tea
in the study a much scantier meal
than -of old, but the juniors kept to the
institution on restricted lines, DBut on
the present ocdeasion nearly all the School
House, Fourth, and 8hell {ellows trooped

in to tea at the Common table.

Baggy Trimble was the ccnbre of
attraction. :

Sn [ar as could be ascertahmed, Baggy
“had no secreb supply of tuck upon which
to draw. He d certainly purchased
nothing at the tuckshop. Several
fellows had taken the trouble to ask
Pame Taggles about that, He had not
been out ol gates, so he could not bhave
obtained surreptitious supplies from
abroad. - And nobody had inissed any-
thing from his study, ;

It seemed as certain as anything could
Le at tea-timo that Baggy bpad not bad
his tea vet, and the jwniors gathered in
force to see him miss it—or to punch
him most heartily and thoroughly if he
didn't.

Baggy had explained that his tagtes
were simple.  He didn' ears much for
food, anyway—a statement that made the
jumiors gasp. He intended simply to sit
at the tablo and drink a hitle water—

perhaps l'mpmﬁ' that his noble patriotiam |
£

would catch the eye of the Form-master
ut the head of the table. -And the other
fellows were going to waich him doing
it, ;

That Baggy could resist food at any
time was 11-:1';,Tuunsidareci ssible, Buf
thnt he could miss it,"while be watched
other fellows eating, was wildly impos-
sible, Baggy might have good intentions;
bt if the spirit was willing, the flesh was
cerfain to ?& weak, in his casa. . And at
least fifty fellows had determined to
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punch him, according to contract, if he
e in the Fonrth B

Lvery eve in the Fonrth was on Bag
Trimble as he sat at the table, and tﬁ
Shell fellows looked over incessantly from
their table.

Tea at St. Jim'"s was plain, but there
was enough of it. The food restrictions
simply reduced it to the quantity requsite
for health. The customary shice of cake
had vanished, but bread-and-butter was
there in proper quantity, with such vege-
table additions as were possible. There
was no restriction, so far, upon celery and
watercresz and such things.

Most of the fellows eame in hungry
enough to do justice to the plain meal.
As Baggy Trimble had apparently had
nothing sinee dinner, he woulkl, ordi-
narily, have wolfed all he was allowed to
wolf, and gazed hungrily round for more,

But Baggy was npot in an ordinary
mood, 3

He did not help himself to bread-and-
butter, or to the catmeal bannocks that
eked out the supply of the staff of life.

He did not take tea.

A cup of water was all the refreshment

‘he allowed himself. -

He sipped if, with mn air of noble
resignation, occasionally casting glances
of lofty contempt at fellows who were
tucking into bread-and-butter and water-
creas, or bannocks and honey.

Mr. Lathom, at the head of the table,
becamne aware at last that somcthing
unusual was on at his table. He blinked
nlong over his spectacles. As n rule, the
Fourth Form master had to chide
Trimble for seeking to devour more than
fell to his allowance. His chiding was
not required now.

“Dear me,"” said Mr, Lathom. *Are
you not having your tea, Trimble?”

““No, sir|” said Bagey meekly.

““ Are you not hungry?”

“Not very, sir."

Mr. Lathom blinked at him.

“Why are you not having your tea,
Trimble 1"

."I look on it as a waste in war-time,
AR,

Mr, Lathom ju ;

“What? Wha-a-at?"

“The Head has told us sll to be very
careful with food, air, -uwing' ta the
national shﬂttﬂ?a," explained Baggy.
“We don’t really need tea—I menn, we
can do without it. I've made up my
mind, sir, to miss tea every day. 1 hope
the other {fellows will follow my

ex le. ;

“Blm my soull” ¢jacolated Mr,
Lathom.

“1 consider it ouly patriotie, sir,"
Trimble loftily. : '

“1 quite approve, Trimble," said Mr,
Lathom, after a pause. “Your views
are—are very praseworthy. But sufhi-
cient food for health must be taken.
The Food Controller does not desire
necessary food to be given up. You had
—ahem '—better have your tea.”

“1 hope you'll excuse me, sir,” said
Baggy meekly, *“It's & conscientious
matter with me.” "

“What 1" ;

sajd

“I"'m a conscientious objector to un-|

gir 1" Trimble

necessary ineals,
“1 feel it my duty to go with-

Erml;'.
out.’ :

Mr. Lathom could only blink for a
moment or two.

“Bless my soul! Yon may please
yourself, Trmble., I have always re-
arded you as a somewhat greedy boy,

ﬂ%tl;le.” '

£ : sir 'n =

“J am very pleased to see this change
in your habits. So long as it 18 nok
carried too far, 1t may do you good. On
this occasion I-shall allow you to miss

ur tea, if you wish.”

“Thank you, sir!”

Une Fennys Y

When the juniors marched out of Hall,
Bagey Trimble had not tcuched =
morsel. In the passage they gathered
round him, with amazed looks, The
punches, all ready for Baggy, were not
wanéed after all. '

“Well, this bangs Banagher!” eaid
Reilly, with a whistle. *The fat baste
has really missed his tea!”

“Didn’t, 1 tell you so?” said Trimble.
“Now I hope you fellows will give up

guzzling.”

“Us! Guzeling 7"

“Yes, gumling !" maid Trimble scorn-
fully. *“What else do you call it?7 If I

can miss toa, you can, 1 suppose. You've
always made out that yon didn’t care
so much for eating ss 1 do. Well, fol-
low my example'”

“My hat!"™ eaid Tom Merry in per-
plexity, The captain of the Shell cer-
tainly did not want to be outdone in

atriptism and self-denial by a fellow
Ekf} Baggy Trimble. But he bad a
healthy appetite.

“It's rot!” growled Grundy. “He's
spoofing us somehow 1"

“Weally, Gwundy, I am surpwised at
you!"” said Arthur Augustus IYArey
& stately manner. *“Twimble, I beg your
pardon 1™ :

“(Granted ! said Baggy loftily.

“T shall follow Twimble's example,”
said Arthur Augustus, looking: round.
“What he enn do, we can do, and I
twust you fellows will wally wourd.”

“"Rata!"” :

*Bosh "

“If you don’t. I shall dencunce yom
all as unpatriotic pro-Huns!”" grinned
Trimble, * Dow't forget your pmnliae=
Tom Merry, Honest injun, you know [

Tom Merry gave his ehiums rather a
gueer loal.

“It'é up to vs."” heo said slowly. “We
said we would if Trimble did. And he's

| doing it.”

. “How long will the Iat spoofer kecp
it up?” said Manners, rather tarily.
“Keep it up as long as I do!"” grinned
Trimble, “That's all I ask. Other-
wise, 1 shall denounce—-"'
“0Oh, shut up! We'll keep it up as
long as yoa do, you fat !"raudp P
: ere was no help for it. The Ter-
rible Three and D’Arcy, at least, were
in for it. They had given their word,
and their word was their bond.

But a good many of the other fellows,

| though somewhat surlily, cams in to the

same resolution, If a fat, greedy glut
ton like  Baggy Trimble could miss =
meal for patriotic reasons, they were
sshamed to be outdone by such a fellow.
So long as Baggy Trimble kept it up
they would keep 1t up, at least.
Baggy Trimble rolled away with &
satisfied smirk. There was no more tea
in the study for Study No. 6 and the
Terrible Three, and to juniora with
healthy appetites that was not a plea-

sant pr t. Baggy Trimble had got
his own back for the ragging in Study
No. 6!

CHAPTER 10.
The Food Reformer at Work !

ARDEW of the Fourth pointed to
‘ the door as Baggy Trimble
rolled inte No. 9 Study the nexd
day at tea-time, Levison
Clive followed suit. But Daggy did nobk
heed the three pointing fingers. THe
gtood his ground.
“Having tea?’” he remarked.
“Yes; and your company ian't re-
quived,” said Levison, * Buzz off, you
fat bluebottle 1™ ‘
sniffed

“71 haven't

Trimble. ;
I‘IL"IIZ'haI:- you jolly well haven’t!” said

Tag GeEMm Linrary.—No. 481

come to tea,”
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Clive emphatically.
nies your tea, you fraud ! -
“I've come to stop this guzzling I’

“1"mi"rc going lo
r!

“What I" shouted No. 9 Study with }

ong voice, : :

“I'm not going to aliow it!" said
Trimble.  “It's disgusting! - Do you
think the chaps in the trenches have
eirdines for tea?" :

**I hope they have someihin' better
than wo're: gettin’,” snaPpan ‘Cardew.
“T'm pretty sure they do.™

“You're ping  yourself
Clive I" said Trimble,

The Bouth Africen jumor continned
to help himseli.

“1 protest |

amaln,

said Trimble frmly,

“Mumd, - Pm not going to stand i£! T'm |

making a rovnd of the studies to atop
this disgusting guzzling! I've given it
np myself, and-yvou're guing to do the
same, or 1'll denounce vou! In fact, I'd
lick vou all round——" - -

K ﬁh?u :

“Only I'm feeling a Lit faint from
niisming my meals,” said 1T'rimble calmly,
“DBut this guzzling isn't going on. You
were down on mwe for guszling,. You
called me & greedy pig, Ulive”

“Well, you are ono, aren’t wvon?”

“You ealledd me & gormandising. plut-
ton, Usrdew,™ ;

“Right on the wicket!” said Cardesw.

“You said I wes a goezling Iun,
Levigon.” -

“J repeat thoe statement,” said Levi-
=aity with 4 prin. **You are a guzeling
Haw, and a gready bounder, and a fat
spogfer into the bargain ! :

“And now I'm missing meals to lielp
tie Food Contreller, and you fellows are
guzzling away as if there wasn't a war
on!"”  sneored Trimble, *“I° wonder

vou're not ashamed to look me in the

face! Haven't you any patrictiem "’

“You—yon—you fut fraud I’ growled
Levison. “1I don’t believe for-a minute
you're missing rmeals; _
who' plﬁ.jy ericket want feeding at meal
times. It'a different with a fat slacker
hanging about with bis paws i his
pockels ! :

“Give up cricket, then!" said 3
“ Needn't trouble about keeping mf
[it m war-time,” : :

" Fathead " -

“Is this meal going on?'" demanded
Bagpy loftily. “Y denounce voun—"

“Shut wvp!” roared CUardew; exas-
III"'["-H-.t{‘dJ. o

“T'm not going to shut wp! . I'm

roing to depounce you as unpatriotic

food-hogs 1"

Yhoe chums of No, 9 exdhanged rather
queer glances. :

They knew that Study No. 6 and the
Terrible. Three had taken up Baggy's
remnarkable challengo. They had been
down ' to ericket practice, and had come
in hungry. - They wanted their tea.
They would not have been so keen on it
if they had slacked about like 'rimble,
withoid  exertion, perhaps. Stalt,
Trimble had slways geemed hungrier
than fellows who took any amount of

exervise. 1f hé ‘had given it up, they

canddd,

After ealling him a vesiety of fancy
naes on aceount of his gluttony, how
could they decline to follow his example
of self-deninl ?

Sindy No. 0 realized that it
to them, Clive pushed away his plate,
anl Cardew slowly followetl his example,
But Levison, with a sudden suspici
his mind, looked hard at Trimble.

e remenibered that T'rimble had been
listening at the door, on the occasion of
Gierald Cutts' visit t0 No. 9 the previous
weok, and it came into his mind that
iu-rl‘_mpn Baggy had taken on the job
#vieon  himself had refused. That
Tiar Gex Lrsrany.—No. 481

Was up

atudy,” said Primble, _
4hought 1 wanted to get hold of his|

Besides, chaps

1cion in’

would certainly have accounted for his
peli-denial, f he had the f{ree run of
Cuits’ secret stores. '

“You fat fraud1i’s said Levison. “ Has
(Cutts nnythiﬁtﬂ do with thisi”

Bapggy Trimble started,

“Cutta!” he repeated.

" “What could ms_hue to da with
it?” asked Cardew.

“You know he came lere to sce meo
the other day,” s=aid T.aevison. *“He
wanted me to fmlp him food-hogging—
getting in grub secretly, and all that. I
advised himn to try Trimble or Mellial.
Baggy, you fil;i- frﬂtiierh h'a‘rel}r]ﬂu been

etting in or Cutts, and having a
ﬁ-‘hﬂﬂkﬂ in iﬂ"';l g

“Ne, T haven't!” znapped Trimble.
“Cutts wouldn't trust me with the
m?.HTer the suspiciona Least!” '

en you offered him?” exclaimed
Levison, _
“I—I—TJ—not exactly—in fact—"

~stammered Trimble, realiaing that he had

spoken rather incauticusly, :

“You spoofer!” shouted Levison.
“¥ou heard him talking to me, and you
went to him afterwards and offered to
take on the job.” ;

“JT—I—the fact is, I—I may have had
some talk with Cnits the next day,” seid
Trimble cautiously. “T may, or I may
not. He may heve been B suspicions
vad! He may have said that he counldn’t
trust money in my hands, or he“may
not.: Now I come to think of if,
though,” went on Baggy brightly, “1
never did anything of thasort. I remon-
strated with Cutts, and peinted ouf the
error of his ways,”

Levison laughed. 'Becond thoughts are
said to be best; but when Trimble was
lying hia second thouglts canie geperally
too iiltﬂ- : ' -
“That's why he kicked me out of his
* Not because he

money and apend it myrelf.  Not at all!
He couldn't have suspocted me of sny-
thing like that.'* Feiod

“Ha, ha, ha!” <

“T—I mean, he was going to kick me
cut, but I walked -out of my own
accord,” added Trimble hastily, *I
treated him ~ with the contempt he
deserved, and .retired. I may have left
rether quickly.”

Levison grinned; but. Baggy's ex-
planation, involved in falsehood as it
was, -had cleared up-the doubtful point.
Baggy Trimble certainly was not bein
empﬂyed by Gerald Cutts to get in §
supplies. Now he came to think of it,
Levison knew that Cuits would never
have entrusted monecy to Bn.ggly"s un-
reliable hands, Certainly he would never
have seen it again, or tho food gupplies
eithey, Bag?'y 'I:]‘i]i]:ltllﬂ prided himself
uptm being a fellow with high principles;
but in actual praetice hix principles were
about on a par with thesa of the Crown
Prince of Prussia.

The three juniors had risen from the
tea-table, and Clive was putting the eat-
ables away in the cuphoard. Baggy
Trimble eyed this proceeding with
mnlicions satisfaction. He was getting
his own back now, With a  vengeance,
npon the fellows whe hod despised him
for his giut»tuf:?

“T'm glad to sea that you're deing the
right thing,” he remarked. * You'll get
used to it in time, you know, same as
ke

“Oh, get out!” growled Cardew. '

Baggy Trimble got out. with a fat
chuckle, He locked into No. 5 next,
where Dick Julian, Kerruish, Reilly, and
Hammond were at tea, Baggy was just
about to begin, with great eloguence,
when Reilly jumped up and seized the
poker.  Baggy escaped the poker by
about an inch, as he jumped back into

|

Avrthar

]1'1_13 passage. The door slammed after
iim. : :
“0Oh, my hat!” gasped Baggy. .
A poker at close quarters was an argu-
ment the food reformer was not prepared
to deal with., But he bent down and
bawled through the keyhale:
“Yah! Food-hogs!' :
“ Arrah, get away wid ve!™ shonted
Roi]ll;. ==,
* Pro-Huns 1™
The door flew open, and Hagﬁy
Trimble Bew down the pasaage. Reilly
ursued him as far as tfﬁ landing,
randishing the poker, ;
He returned to No. 5 Study,
hard,
“ Bure, I'll brain the baste if he comes

breathing

back; if he's got any brains intirely!” he
said. ~ “Sure, T'll kipe the poker
Liandy !"

Five minutes later there was a fresh
hawl thrun%h the kerhole.

“Yah! Food-hoga! Pro-Huns!”

The exasperated Reilly rushed to the
door. Baggy Trimble was fleeing down
the passage; and he fled right into
) Angustus D'Avcy, who was
cbmuf% out of No. 6. There was a roar
from Trimble, as he stagrercd back from
the shock and sat on the floor. Arthur
Auﬁustus gasped, and reeled against the
wall, A bunch of keys rolled from
Hagﬁ}"u pockets sid clanked loudly on
the floor. The fat junior made a hasty
clutch at them, and jammed them into
s pocket again. -~

“Gweohl You uttah young nss?
What are you: wushin® into ine foi?

Gwoogh!”

“Yow-ow |"” .

“Faith, and now TIl hrain  vez
tntirely 17 roarved Reilly, fflnuriéhing the
poker over Trimble as he rat on the
floor, i ;

“¥ah! Help! Yooop!”

“Bai Jove!” Arthur Augusins pushed
the excited Irlsh junior backl * What's
the wow, deah boy ™ '

! to brain Lim—-" -

fitne o1 howled Trimble,

—

“ Keopn -

| sevambling up and dodging behind the

swell of 8t; Jim's. “He's a food-hog,
end I'm denouncing him! Yah!|"

“¥aith, T'll give yez food-hog——"

* Pway westwain yourself, W%iﬂy, deah
boy! 'Twimble is quite wight,” said
Arthur Avgustus. * I have heard vou
calin’ him namesz for gorgin’, Weilly,
and it is up to you to follow his
example.” -

“The thafe of the worruld is spoofin’
us, you ass!” :

“Watse! T am quite awsh that
Twimible has not had his tea to-day,
Weilly, you are wequiahed to pl ¥ up, i

*“Have you. missed your teat” hoated

“ifuaa, wathah !

*“Then it"s n silly ass ve arve!™

“3§ wefuse to be called an ass, Wailly!
I wefuse to allow wyeu 'to  bwain
Twimble !” '

* Look here——" 1 :

“Hallo! What's the rumpns?”? asked -
Tom Merry, coming along the passage.

“T'm . &ﬂnnunuhg. food-hogs,” eaid
Trimble loftily. *'Reilly's a food-hog,
and he doesn’t like it. I'm going to do
iny duty all the same.”

Tom Merry chuckled.

“It's up to you, Reillv! Don’t lei a
fat toad like Trimble put vou in the
thade ™ '

“Bure, I've bean on the river intirely,
and I'm hungry }” :

“Ba am E " grynted Tom Merry.
“Jolly hungry! T'm poing -to wait till

supper, though.”

“Yaas, wa;;‘hﬂhl“

“Same here,” seld Trimble. “I—I'mi
famislied | But as s patrier——"

“Oh. bother » yera pathriotism '™
growled Reilly, end he returned to his
study.
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He did not resume his interrupted tea, |
however. He put lis share of the loaf
back into the cupboard,

“Hallo! What's the gamel” de-
manded Julian.

“T'm chucking it!” growled Reilly.
“I'm not goin’ to he put- to shame
intirely by a fat rotter like Trimble!”

“Oh, crumbs!” said Hammond.

There was a pause.

“It's up to us!” said Dick- Julian, at
last. * Let's sll chuck it!”

And they chucked i,

CHAPTER 11,

Keeping It Up.
THAT evening = crowd of fellows

in the School Houwse at 8t Jim's
looked Torward cagerly to supper-
time.
Baggy Trimble's paiviotic vaand of the
junior studies bad nobt been i vain.
"True, he had been kicked ount «f
Racke's study, and Serope, too, had laud
into him, as he expressed 1t, with @

ericket-stump.  Mellish had c¢huowd him d

awayv with a bat, DBut the othior tobos=

Liad played up.

1t :'['ﬂ‘ﬂﬂ iJ]];}E_iE-E‘.iL]u to be ouidone i <0 -
denial by Trimble, X that fat, gronds
bounder conkl rise to snch a heighi of
patrictism, so eould tie others—and more
g0. The troubls was that a meal al foe-
time was necessavy to healthy feliows,
who otherwise had a very long sitreich
between the midday dinper and the ligul
supper that was provided in Hall. 'They
conld not make up the loss by tucking i
. at supper, for the food regulations were 1
striet foree st the school tables, and
svery fellow was allowed enough, but no
moye. It went awzainsk the.grain with
Dr. Holmes to place anv restriction wpon
food; but the orders of the Food Ueit-
troller loft lin no choica m e matter.
If any fellow had more then was strictly
enough, somechody else im-the country—
probably a ﬁunr person—wonld have less
than encugh. - Anyone who, from the
acgident of being wealthy, took more
than his share of the country’s food was
a hog: there was no getting out of that.
But “enough " at supper wag not gquite
enough when ‘& mesl had been missed,
and most of the -juniors’ did not feel
satisfied after it .

It wa= probable thet if the Honse.
maater had known what was going on he
would have interfered to prevent self-
denial being carried to the length of
missing- meals.  Mr, Railton would cer-
tainly not have allowed any 'mﬁ that
was-likely to be detrimental to health.
But the fact that most of the junijors
had tea in their studics prevented the
masters observing the- institution of the
new regime, g :

A goneral " fecling ol - exasperation
reigndd among the School House juniors,
and their feelings towards Bagzy Trimble
were almost Huunnish. '

But they toed the line.

T'e be sneered at as food-hogs by that
fat and greedy fellow: was impossible.
Anything was belter than that!

Baggy Trimble geeméd to be
the situntion.

It was not only that the food refurm
had breught him mte unaccustomed lime-
Jight, but hie was inaking all the fellowa

enjoying
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charactor all of & sudden. Perhaps he
waa content to deprive himself of foed for
the pleasure of making the other fellows
“git up.” But that was really the very
last way in which Baggy might have been
“oxpected to take his revenge, =
Naturally enough, many of the juniors
suspected at firat that Baggy had a secret
store of tuck hidden away somewhere,
upon which he drew in secret. But thar
theory -id not somehow eeem tenable.
Trimble was hard np—that waas well
known. A supply of food to last over
several daye would have required a con-
siderable sum of money, and Baggy never
had more than a shilling or two. After

ﬂﬂ:‘ll’ennn 11

It was a change in the glation of the
school with a vengeance, ;

Encouraged by success, Baggy Trimbie
made an attempt to introduce food reform
into the New [House, The attempt was
not a success. His first visit was to
Figgins' study, where he expounded hia
views, Fatty Wynn listening with gather-
ing fury in s plump face. Before
Eagﬂ had quite finished, Fatty Wynn
introduced a boot into the conversation,
and Baggy departed from the New House
in & great hurry, and with lond howls.
He did not return.

But in the junior portion of the Schoo)
House the new regime reignod supremd.

Caught ¥ -
(Ses Chapler 11.)

due gousideration the juniora had to
admit “that it was impossible that Baggy
could have laid in supplies on a large
scale,

Amazing as it was, Trimble's self-denial
had to be taken as the geuuine article.

Tt was carrying patriotism to a reckless
cxcess, but it might have been respected
}n}-l:i Trimble been a different: kind of
ellow,

Baggy's open enjoyment in witnessing
the discomfort he was inflicting, Baggy's

insufferalile crowing, ot conduce to

respect. His . self-denial might-  be
genuine, bot nobody believed that he
had a good motive-for it .

But the fellows were grimly determined
to keep- it up as long as Trimble did.

extremely uwncomfortable — which  was
very gratifving to" Bagay: They had
called him 411 sorts of pames on account
of his devotion to the pleasures of the
table. They had despised his greediness,
and more than onca he had been bumped
for” smuggling food into the: sehool in
defiance u% the regulntions. Now it was
Bagey's turn]l He was making them pay
for ¥ all now, with interest e
The sstonishing thing was that missing
a meal had no apparent effect on Ba%fli
himsalf. He was a hungyy and greeds
bounder, he had changed his

unloss

That fat, unpleasant bounder should not
have the right to depornce them as food-
hogs ! ;
Fellows who had scorned his greed,
now began to hope ihat hisg T‘em! would
get the%c\ti‘er of himm, and make him give
up the new wheeze. g
But Bagey showed no sign of giving 1.
Neither. did he attempt to make up at
other meals for the loss of one meal.. In
fact, the nstonished juniors sometimes
nioted that even at dinner he ate less than

nsnal. and sometimes he left his supper
almosi untouched,

Lgeeret  meals.

Baggy was in the limelight now—an
object of anxions interest on the part of
his House-fellows. They wondered con-
tinually when Baggy would give in and
chuck it. Great as was the seeming im-
provement in Trimble, they would have-
referred the greedy Beggy of old, But
] gﬁ;,r nhatmat.elT peraisted in maintain-
ing his remarkable hnprovement. 4
vison of the Fourth was almost the
only fellow in the School House who wase
not quite satistied with Baggy's genvine-
nesa, Levisen was, perhaps, of s sus-
picious turn of mind. CUertainly he-wa»
very keen, Ile had-dropped into (he
habit of keeping s sharp oyve on Baggy
Trimble. . Bat he could not deteck’any
Trimble waa alwayses 1
pablie view at tea-timie, and he never
entered 11all for that meal.  Ile dud not
have anything in his study.  Dwme
Taggles never served Lim at the th'htxi
shop, as Loevison learned by inguiry. v
geverzl occrsions Levison lept Bigey irn
sight when he took hia walks abroad.
But the fat Fourth-Former never entered
auy shop where fead was sold. Levizon
frankly confessed himself puszled.
Sometimes, vort&;:ﬂfy, he unﬂfﬁd‘litlin_it
v disappeared from = within
mﬁ hmm:}f-ﬁ and he wumlﬂ'gﬂ where he
Tar GiEx YaBrary.—No. 48l.
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was, his suspicions strengthening. After
one of these disappearances he eighted
Baggy coming down the stairs from the
upper box-room, Keenly on the alerti
now, Levison made & rigid search in the
box-room when Baggy was gone.

He examined a trunk belonging to
Trimble, but it was empty. He examined
all the other boxes that were not locked,
but they were also empty, He scanned
every recess in the box-room, but there
was no sign of conecealed grub. Still
Levison was not satisfied, He left the
box-room in a thoughtful mood, and
passed Cutts of the Fifth on the stairs.
The Fifth-Former gave him a scowling
look, but did not speak. He had noi
8 to Levison sinceé the junior’s ra-
fosal of his munificent offer in Study
No, 9. ison gave him a grin. L

“How's the food- Fing gntting on,
old scout?" he asked. *“Have you found
anybody to bring in the tuck ?”

Then he dodged, as Cutts made a grasp
ab him,

Levison returned to his study, and

t t hard the
et s

The next timo Bngp;r_-diuppured up
the box-room stairs Levison wWas on
watch, and he followed him. He found
2 EMm I:Imrtlluﬂckgil

under "
Levison. :

Enlhnﬁi the handle of the door.

ejuculated

Lot me in, Baggy, you spoofing
rotter 1™ .

“Hallo! Who's that? That you,
Levison 1"

“Yes, you fat frand!™

“Wait o minute.”

Tha door was unlocked in a few
nxormenis, T'ﬁmﬁ le had a cigor-
atte between fat bips, and there was a
haze of moocke in the box-room. Fo
grinned at Levison.

“Have & fag?"" he said genially.

Levison fum him a of utter dis-
gust. Bo that was it. The fat bounder
ratired to the box-room for a smoke, as

Racke & Co. sometimes did. That was
the mystery! -

Levison's eyes wandered round the
room. Baggy sat down on a big trunk |

belonging to Cuits of the Fifih, and
grinned at him.

“You came up for a amoke " he asked.

“No, you fat rotter !” |
B?g]- winked.

“You can’t spoof me,” he remarked,
“Be a man, you know—like me !—and
have a fag now you're here.”

Levison sniffed, and left the box-room.
He had to confess that he was beaten.
Baggy was a vicious young rascal, no
doubt; but s smoke was not a feed, and
Levison’s _investigations had led to
nothing. Fven Levison was constrained
fo admit that, so far as the self-denial
wheeze was concerned, the glutton of the
Fourth waa genuine.

‘N

Cutts on the Warpath.
Form

OT too early 1"
Prye of the Fifth asked that

N6 Salimnnd ke
Gersld Catte’ study o the Fif

Fifth

Cutts and his study-mate, St .
were in the room. The other two fellows
had ecome to tea~—ome of the handsome
spreads Gerald Cutts was famous for—in
spite of the food IEEuhlinn:n. Regulations

or no tions, Cutts’ stady was a land
flowing with milk snd honey, and was
likely to be till the dandy of the Fifth

had bad luck with the “geegees,” and |
cash ran short.

But just now there was no sign of the
expected spread. Cutts was looking black
and angry, and St Was grinning
. FPrye and regarded

them g ,Eﬂtﬁth‘iﬂg hm:}
eviden wrong in quarters ¢
the blsck sheep of the Fifth, |
n %ﬂﬁlﬂng’ up " lﬂikund PIIE'I "
] T rowle i ta. . i
mhhezl.f" . 2

= "tu‘!!’ hat! Banks, the bookic. turned
rus " = :

“No, younss ™ "«

“You mean you've been robbed in the
school 7™ exclaimed Gilmore. “Wall,
you'd better trot off to the Housemaster
about it. We don't mind waiting tea.

What's been stolen 1

“Ha, ba!” roared St. Leger. “Cutis
can’t very well go to Railton about this
robbery.”

“Eh? Wkhy not?" :

i g;f:ﬁmb!" chuckled 8t. Leger.

- “I don't see where the cackle comes
m !” growled Cutts. “I've been robbed
of &ﬂ'ﬂrﬂ than five pounds” worth of
atuff I :

“Phew! What a haul for somebody !

“1 was jolly careful with it,” said the
dandy of the Fifth, biting his lip. “I
ran no risks with it. You know whero I
kept it—stacked in our trunks in the top
box-room, Cakes and biscuits, and ban-
nocks and things, and potted meats, and
no end of stuff, and nl?ot.ha BUZAr we'vo
been able to collect at a score of places.
There was jolly near enough to last us the
rest of the term, and now——"'

“It'a been scoffed?"” ejaculated Prye.
“My hat! You certainly can't tell Rail-

ton about that!"

“The young thiel knows that, of
course !” hissed Cults. “I know well
enough who it was, too—Levison !"

* How could he know?"

“I msked him last week to help me
getting i the stuff. -It's saler for a
junior than a senior, of course.”

“And you wouldn't have known any-
thing about it if Levison had been
spotted,” grinned Gilmore.

Cutts did not reply to that remark.

“The cheeky young rotter refused,”
he said. “I offered him a fair whack in
the stuff as a reward, but he refused. [
suppose it put lum on the alert, and he
n;m&t have watched me, and spotted the
stuft.”

“You should have kept the boxe
Lﬂckdﬂd." said Prye, with ftuhke of th:
ead. :

Cuits snorted, =

- “Do you think T should leave them un-

locked, you ass? I locked them afl, of
course. Dut somebody’'s got a key to
E}u box, and St. r's, and Gilmore's,

ine has a patent » and I suppose
tho thief couldn't get a key for k.
'fnuhl:-mlincka nﬁ rotten Tﬂmmn ﬁmu, and
anybody could open them if he had a
bunch of keys of different sizes and
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niakos to try ou them, That’s what the
voung hound’s done, of course,”

“YGILM, a haul for him "

“The worst of it is that T've been
tlsili?' the thinga from my own trunk, and
nearly come to the end of them,” said
(‘utts, ' Since packing the other trunks
| haven't touched them, not needing the
things till to-day. Now, I've just been
up there, and opened Bt Legor’s trunk,
awnd it was empty, excepting for emply
tius and jars aud bottles, and erumbs,
and some empty sugar-bags.”

“0Ob, my hat "

“I looked in the other trunks at once,”
vent on Catts. " One of them waa half
vinply, and the other three-gquarters. 1
should say ihe young thief has been curt-
ing the stuf away. Ile must be a regu-
lar hog if he's caten all that's missing.
Five pounds chucked away! The horrid
voung beast hwd guzzed all the con-
densed milk.  "The tinsg were all there,
It won't be a0 easy to replace the sugar,
vither, The shopkeepcrs have been get-
ling & bit suspicioua of me, and I've heen
re several times. But I'm going to
neke him squirm for it!"” Cutts gritted
his Hﬂth' I'll make.him pay for robbing
e !’

“T'd sgkin him " said Prye.

“I'm going to. Yon fellows come with
e, in case there’s any trouble with the
Jinors, ™ :
© “Right-ho!™

Cutts eclected a stout Mulacea eane,
and led the way. The four Fifth-
Formers made thcir way to the junior
rpnarters,

| the grate as he di
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But it let a sudden flead of light in on
his mind,

* Box—upstairs 1" he repeated. *“Did
vou sigck your supplic: in the top box-
room, Cutts?"

*“¥You know I did " ehouted Cutts,

“1 dido’t know it till this minute,”
grnned Levison, *'1 might have guessed
it, though, after finding Trimble there,
though the cunning rotter pretended to
L smoking when 1 canght hun !™

“Trimble!™ repeated Cutis.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Levison,
“That's the secret of the weli-deninl. |
nwuight have gucssed that, Serve you
richt, Cutts ! r :

L'utts’ eves Jamed, :

“¥ou had the atuff, you young honnd !
Nobody knew bup you, and you must
Imve epied on me. ¥ ought to have
gue=ged it. You know I can't take you
to the Hovgemastey abont it.””

“Why nol?” smiled Lovigan., “*Rail-
ton would be interesicd to hear about a
store of grub in the box-room.™

“But I'l take' 1t out of your hide!™
shouted (Matts, -

t};q: rushed -on Levicson, with the canc
alodt,

Levison jumped up, and dedged round
the table, ﬂlutchms wp the tonge from

&, Frank made a
jump for a ericket-bat in the corner.
Thore were four seiiors to be faced, but
the loyal fag was ready to stand shouwlder
to shoulder with his major.

(‘rash—crash!

Thlie malucoa_cane came down hard on
the tongs, and Cutts staggered back as

Catts’ face was black with anger.

ﬁtoring food in a time of iuqmit- was,
pethape, onl auother name for TY
bhug bed" humeclf scemed quite a |

different matter (o Cutta.
recovering what he had lost; - but
could compepsate himeelf givin
lLevison the licking of his life. " That, at
Irast, would he some tolace, :

Tho dandy of the Fifth kicked the doar
nf No. B open.
was there with minor, giving Frank
Lovison o hand with his leasons, Cardow
and Clive were on the
Major and minor looked
aa the

oks.

“Hallo!” gaid Levison, with perfect
veolness, while his minor looked same.
vhat wlarmed. “What do you want?
I'm afraid I Laven't time to help you
with your merry Form work (lutts, if
that's it. 1'm helping my minor."

Frank grinned.

Cutla did not  grin, however. Ile
strode towards Levison with his eyes
i;-h::li:ing, the Malacea gripped in his
i w

“You thief " he hisscd,

Tavison started.

“Th? What's thatt"”

*“ Where's the grub you've stolen?”

“Grob!"” said Levison, etaring. *“ Who
s1¥s I've stalen any grubi”

Cutts ground his teeth,

‘I asked you to ine in getting it,"
he said. I offered to pay yon fair, too,
L know now why you refue Yon
watched 1ne put 3t in the Lowos npetairs,
and  fou helped yourself, you young
thidef 17

Levison gave a jump.

he

up in surprise

cricket-ground.

Theve vwas no

Levison of the Ful:lnnr!l?hulL

four scpiors crowded in, with grim |

the tongs drove Igl* 6dis waistcoat.
“Lend me & hand with him!” he
panted io lis comrades, " Chuck Lim

acroas the tﬂ. and 'l lather him 1"

" Rescue, Fourth!" roared Levison.
The tonge-were forn away, and he
%tru led ' Ehe gia ":&E h&itn.::imi'ﬂrﬁ
TANE PREGES" B 10 y @n
Gilmotra yelled as he got the cricket-bat;
1 then, with a back-hander, he' sent the
Thivd-Former flying.  Frank was uvp

ﬁ.;u_u in & moment, however, his eyes
xing. :

“Cut off, Frank!" panted Levison, as
he elraggled. *Call the fellows!”

“Stop him!” panted (utts,

But Frank had already leaped into the
Passage,

*Rescue, Fourth!" he shonied at the
tnP of his voice. ‘' Resone!”

‘Bai Jove! What's the wow 1"
“Phwat's the matier intirely "

- ““What the “dickens—"" exclaimed
i Irl.l;ie'll.rr' - - u‘ :
ey're  ragging - : ar—
FIfth~Fgrm rﬂitm‘ﬂ” “;{:lluﬂmj l“rani:
* Rasene ! : '

“Bai Jove! Come on, deah boys!”

“ Dack ap, Shell 1" roared Tom Merry,

All the fellows whlo were indoers
tuined out at that call. * A crowd of
fellows had o{uut come in from ericket,
anc eome of thern had bals in  their
hands.  With one mceord they rushed
away to No, 9 study. A magging by
seniors in the junior quariers was an nn-
gfrdmmhlﬂ affrout. Fven Meliish of the

ourth grabbed up a ruler and joined
ujn

Arthur Aupustos D' Avey was first in
No. 8, Tom Merry was second, and- after
them cameo an wrmy. And the rescue did
not come any -too soon, FPrye and

The recusation was uticrly unexpected. | Gilmoie aud Bt. Leger had thrown Levi-

A
The

Mr, A.

Britlsh Athicte, w
banefit of these who
r.lr- of his recentoff+, Lhat

EpL oulty until the
: & Mﬂhnmnﬂhm have beem dimel

froe-gift-etrength-devel will ba
entirely ﬂmnuiﬁ‘ml £ -:II iflu m

son oeross the table,
pnd Cutts waz  al-
ready bogliming

A7¢ not avalled thmn.
with the melacca as

the effor will
fres

they held him. One
Uicantashoni| thorefors apply lunnediataly.  torrific ewipe bad

already fallen, and

ratiooality who s2nd 29 for Mr. wide! T ; 3

KBowh, Halt-Oines Courm of Listote, sad et Iﬂi:'lﬁ.-rl roarcd like
pramiss 10 practise cogularly. fend &6 and i for 4 bull, _
B Rhantutely Tran Aboad. 1t ar e At Cutte had no tine
(Dept.U) 0, Croscent Rd., Alexandra Park, London, N, 101 0 second swipe

One Penny,

B

Btoppit ! my

The army was upon Lim.
Clive's cricket-bat jammed in the smal)
cf hia back, and he pitched forward oves®

the table with a gasp. 3 i ‘

“Give "em socks!" roared Cardew

“Keep off, you mad vomng idiot!”
yelled Bt. Leger, as Cardow ewjped at
h:mﬁ_ﬂfk!ee;l:.r with‘in. {ml.— oy

“Wag them, deah 1" welled
Arthur Anguostus, o -

* Hurray I Down with the Fifth!"

“ Yaroooh !"

“Jump on em !

"“Yow-ow-ow | Oh,
hat 1

The scene in the study for a2 few
minutes was simply tervific. Cntts & Ca
put up o fight; but four fellows, senior
though they were had wo ehance agalifst
lh'f.i_ erowd of Fourth and sShell.

The juniors simply flowed over them
lilke a tide. The study was so crowded
that there was not much room to move,
Cutts & Co. disappeared undep the fact
of the juniore,
. Levieon had rolled off the table and
omed n. Ile was niow sitting on Cutts’
ead, Cuits’ aristocratic nose Deing
rubbed into a dusty carpet. Tho remarks
of Cutts were 1|'|lrlﬁ,ed but emphatie,

“Wag them, deah boys!™ ehouted
Arthur Augustus cxeitedly.  “Wag the
woltahs |

WH: them' for their feahful
cheek! Bai Jovel ‘What's that Py
tweadin' on?™
“Gurrrrg !
“Ha, ha! It's -5t.
roared Clive.
“Ia, ha, ha!"
“Yowwwwwwp!” came from -8t
Leger. “Gerroffi! Ohl Ow! Wow!”
‘Bai Jove! T wenlly wish yon would
22!; put your silly face undah my foot,
; kagq.-rl You vewy ncahly ovahthwew
m 2

“Hn, ha, ha 1" " e

“Weslly, deah loya, b is mnck a

ughine mattah to be vewy neuhly
oval Gthwmni b;r{ that silly a-s——"

“Goeergg! CGerroff ! Grooagh 1™

“Ha, hn, ha !’ :

“Kick them out!™

Cutts & Co. were not zorry to he
Licked out, though the process was far
;mmll_ﬂ &HEM . Due If:]ﬂl' l:ﬂ-her u“i
our Fifth-Formers were amt
pitched bodily imto the !TIFEE,. ey

They did not linger $hein, Like -Mac-
beth’s gucsts, they stood not upen ihe
order of going, but went at once. = -

It was a dishevellsd and wild-locking
crew that Aed madly for the Fifth-Form,
pazsage. They were followed by a yell
of triumph and derision from the jusiors,
Sume of the bolder spirits pursied them
righi IFIP to Cutts' door, and the unhappy
Filth-Formers only cscaped further rag-
gz by bundling into the study amd
l.urnmt’tlm key in the lock, It was
probahle that Cutia & (o, would vot pay -
snother vieit' to the Fourth-Form pes.
sage wn & hurry. |

Leger's face!™

CHAPTER 13. :
Making fhe Punishment Fit the Crime, ~
OM MERRY & CO0O. returged
reathlesely to No. 9, :
“HXNew, what was the mwmeny
row about?" asked Monty Low.
ther, *“ What did Catta want "
“Not exaetly what he got,” oiinned
Blake,
“Ha, ha, I '™
Levison put his eollar eteaicht. :
“P'vo jrot somme news for you chaps,”
he said coollv,  “Cults came hiore to
Lick mal™
“Well, Cutte got the leking ! said
Tom Merry. *Bat what did the cheeky
roiter want to lick you for, Levisant”
“PBocanse of Bagyy Trimble’s sell- ¥
denial.™ E
“Eh? Whati"
THE Giy Linpary.—No. 481.
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"Bai Jove! That is a vewy wemark-
able statement, Levison.”

“What on earth are you driving at?”
asked Talbot.

Levison laughed,

“That's it! Cutts has boen keeping
a store of grub and sugar and things
seoretly for the spreads in his siudy I

“The feahful wottah !™ .

“He c¢ame . here the other day and
asked me to help him to gat the things
in,” oxplained Levison. *“He was will-
ing to stand me a whack in the loot if 1
took the risk. I declined.” .

“1 should jolly well think you did!”
exclaimed Tom Merry warmly, *“ But
what's that got to do with Trimbbe "

_ “Lota! Cutts kept his stock of grub
in em trunks in the top Lox-room,
es he told me, and so ¥'s got keys

to the trunks, and has been raiding
grub. He seoms to have just found it
out. He jumped fo the conclusion that
I had been vobbing him, as I knew about
hiz food-hogging socheme, from what he
told me lest week. Of course 1 hadn’t.
But somehody has,"

“Trimble " shouted Blake.

““Twimble, bai Jove!”

I}{:‘l: But-did Trimble know ?" asked Tal-

“Yes. I don’t see how Trimble could
have known.” remarked Manners.

“Trimble knew. He was lisiening at
the door while Cutts was talking to me
about his schemea,™ said Lievison, ** Cutts
caught him at it, and kicked him along
the passage. Trimble knew! And it's
pretty clear that he spied on Cutts, and
fn:mmf out wherns he was stacking the
E:uh* And he's been raiding it, and

at's why the fat fraud was able to
miss his meals and make us all sit up!”

i Gmt Pip !!l

“T've beon keeping my eve on ham,”
continued Levison, “I've apotted him
encaking off to that box-room. 1 ran
him down there ay, and found
fim smoking. He made me belisve lie'd
gone there for a smoke. 1 know bhe used
to. sometimes, like Racke and Crooke.
He foolad me. I can see now that it was
the b he was after, and he put on
the cigarette to take me in.”

“The awful, spoofing rotter!"” ex-
clatimed Tom Merry, “And we've been
fooledd into missing our meals, and he's
been laughing in his sleeve at us !”

“ Exactly !

A buzz of wrath ran through the
erowded study. :

The mystery was pretty clear now,

If the juniors bad known about Cutts’
secret store of [ood they would have sus-
pected that Trimble had had access to
it somehow. They had been driven to
the conclusion that Trimble's self-denial
was genuine, and he had been gorging
all the time in sceret!

It was an exasperating discovery.

“Whera's Trimble?” exclaimed a
dozen voices.

There was a rush in search of Bag
Trimble. :

The fat junior was found in his study.
Trimble was reclining in the armchailr,
looking very fat and well-fed. There
was a smear of jam on his fat meulh.
He was breathing heavily. The juniors
could guess now that the fet I'ourth-
Former had paid a visit to Cutis’ secret
gupplice enon after lessons, geliing his
fead over well before tea-time,

Trimble looked up as the juniors
crowded in. He nodded at them.

“Is this a demonstration "’ he asked.

“ Bai Jove [V g

“"Yes, it's a demonstration,” said Tom
Merry grimly.

“Well, I don't mind,” =aid DBaggy
fatuously. *“1 expected some acknow-
ledgment of my patriotism, to he quite
candid. If therc’s going io be a pre-
THae Geun Linegany.—No. 481.

gor Tn

sentation, I should prefer it in the form
of cash.™

*0Oh, my hat1”

“Here, I st:iy. leggo!"  shouted
Trimble, as Grundy of the Shell grabbed
him and dragged him out of the arm-
chair. “ Wharrer at 1"

“Bring him along I'"* said Tom Merry.
“TUp to the box-room!”

“*Yaas, wathah!"™

“I1—I say—look here, yon know—-
Trimble's voice died away in gurgles as
he was yanked out of the study, and
half-dragged, half-carried along the pas-
sage and up the staira to the top box-
room.

The juniors orowded into the box-
room with him and plumped him down.
Baggy Trimble collapeed on the floor,
gaspang.

“Yow-ow-ow-wooop !

- “Now, you rotter, open thcse hLoxes
and turn out the grub!"” shouted Blake.

b i, N, BRAT
roared

“Buck up,
Grundy. _

Trimble blinked at the juniors in .dis-
may. He understood at last that his
spoof bad been discovered.

“I—~I say—how did you know?” he

i*

vou rotter!"

stuttered. *'I—I mean, of course I don’t
know anything about it. I never
watched Cutte

E'Lting tho grub in! I
never watched haim sneaking up to the
Hg;irmm with 6! I swear I never
1 b | =

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“I—I eay, you know, if this is bo-
cause you're jealous my patriotism

“8hut up!” roared Blake. * Trot out
the keve and open those boxes!”
:: I—[ haven't any keys!"

herg——-"
“1 haven't a key about me!"
“Bai Jove! That is a feahful whop-
pabl!” escluimed Arthur Augustus.
You dwoppe i‘ﬁg bunch of keye the
othah rfa?," 'wimble, when you wushed
mte me.’
; FI-I___I di&nit_l!‘
£ Whﬂlt?ll & b
“You—you must have imagined it,
D'Arey. You—you ara rather an ima-
E‘in}aﬁm chap, you know,” stammered
rimble,
11 Bai J{??n !!1
CGrundy and Gore and Blake seized the
fat Fourth-Former, and turned out hia
pocketa; A large bunch of keys rattled
on the floor.

“YWhat's that?" demanded Tom
Merry.

Baggy Trimble blinked at the keys.

“They—they lock like keys!” he

¥
ﬁ:ﬂpﬁd.' “1—1 think Blake must just
have dropped them.™

“Oh, my hat!” said Blake.

*See if they fit the boxes, deah hoy.”

Blake tried the keys, and there wero
three boxes that could be uﬂgued by
one or other of them. The boxes be-
lonwed to Gilmore, Prye, and Bi. Leger.
One of them was empty, save for a stack
of empty condensed milk and meat tina,
and crumbs of cake and biscuits. Tha
others were «till about half-full of various
kinde of food. Cutts’ trunk ecould neot
Le ened, on aceount of the tent
lock, but there was no doubt that 1t was
gimilarly stacked. .

“That scttlea 161" eaid Tom Merry.

" Yans wathah!"

“Trimble, you eneaking spoofer ™

“Trimble, vou lying Prussinn "

“I—I—I—" Even Baggy Trimble,
Prussian as he was in his ways, was at a
loss for a falsehood now, *“I—I—you
JE0 (1]

“You've been spoofing us!” said Tom
Merry sternly. ** While you've been pre-
tending to miss your meals you've been
ing on Cutts’ grub!" _
may have—have ‘taken a little,”

ho said.

admitted Trimble ﬂnutimm'li. " Not
because I—I wanted it, you know, bu#
;hul& to punish Cutts, I despise a {ood-

Dg I!’i

“Wha-a-at 7"

“1 felt that I was bound to
like that,” said Trimble,

nnish Cutts
“That's why

I—I did it, you know. And—and there
wasn't anywhere I could ?ut it. I—I
ate it from a—a sense of duty, you
know 1"

““Bai Jove! That awful wotiah beats
the Kaisah at his own game!" gaid
Arthur Augnstus.in wonder. “How did
he como to be born outside Pwussia ?"

" Look here, IV Arcy——"

“ Well, here's the grub, and here’s the
epoofer!” said Levison, “1 vote that
we give Trimble a lesson !”

“Hoar, hear!”®

“And make Cutts send all this grub
to the chaps at the Front. We'll do up
the pnrfala, and make Cutts pay the
pﬂﬂ-tﬂ o

“I‘lgﬂ‘.-e,. ]15, hﬂ. fer

“Ripping I”

There was a roar of laughter in the
box-room. Levison's suggestion was
immediately adopted, as an excellent
way of making the punishment fit the -
crime., 'Then there was a roar from
Baggy Trimble: It was necessary for
that unscrupulous deceiver to receive a
lesaon, and he received it on the apot.
Hes was bumped on the floor till he
roared with anguish, and then some of
the condensed milk-tine wera stuffed
down his back, and a fresh tin openad to
pour on his head, When Baggy Trimble
ezcaped from the box-room at lmat he
was fecling that the life of a food-hog
was not worth hiving,

Tom Merry presented hmself in Cutis’
study that evening, and was greefod by
a Hunnish scowl. But Tom did not mind
the acowl.

“Your storps have been found, Cutts,”
“¥You're not going to be
allowed to touch them, We've made up
a lot of parcels for the Front, and put in
everything there was &t in three of the
boxes. ﬁnw we want you to come and
unlock your own box, and hand over the
Iﬂﬂt, F¥ ;

“¥You cheeky young hound!" roared
Cubts, -

“Are vou coming?

7 S S 1 e
- *QOtherwise, the stuff will be handed
over to the Housemaster," eald Tom
Merry quietly. “That's our duty, and
we shall do it. If Railton 1nqguires as to
who accumulated it—he's pretty certain
tﬂ—’;?ﬂu. cen explain, I dare say. DBut if
you'd rather send the stuff to the Front,
we'll let vou off with that.™

Cutts loovked at the captain of the Shell
as if he could bite him, Buf he nodded
at last. The consequences of the food
being handed over to the Housemaster
would have been a little too serious for
Cutts, Without & word he followed
Tom Merry to the box-room, and un-
locked his trunk. For an hour after-
wards the merry juniora were busy com-
pleting that consignment of parcels for
the Front. On the following day they
carried them down to the posi-office at
Ryleombe, and Cutts of the Tifth went
with them to v the postage, which
came to & rather considerable sum on s
many pareela. Cutia gritted his teeth
as he went through it; %ut he did it, lest
woree ehould befall him,

Tom Merry & Co. rveturned to Et.
Jim's in great spirits, with the satis-
faction that follows good work well done,

(Don't miss next Wednesday's Great
Story of Tom Merry & Co. at St. Jim's
—“*GRUNDY'S SECRET SOCIETY "
by MARTIN CLIFFORD.)
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RICKET was just beginning at
Greyiriarg 'f‘here bhadn't been
-ﬂ-l:liﬂ matches =0 far, bat the
fellows were tuwrning up for
practice at the nets, and, of course, the
Remove were as keen as anybody. Even
Alonzo Todd, the fellow we call the
Duffer of Greylriars, was keen about i,
and said that he intended - to take up
cricket this season, and he asked Wharton
to put bun n the Hemove Eleven as a
start.

Wharton agreed to put him in the first
time the Remove Eleven played a |unatic
gsylum; and Alonzo, whe's guaranteed
never i see a joke, went to Nugent, the
secretary, and asked him the date of that
hixture ! :

Mr. Prout came down to watch the
practice . one  afternooi, in an awfully
good temper. Looking at Prout, you
would never suppose that he was a great
cricketer, or that ho had shot grizzly
bears in the Rocky Mountains. But to
hear Prout talk, vou.wounld think that
Jessop was a fool to him at ericket, and
Nimrod a duffer in comparison when it
came to hunting big game, Prout is
n;lﬂster nfnfhﬂ Fifth, E.Ed a Eift}!-Fn:l!}m
chap can always get off a wigging by
starting him fa.lkﬁ]g about the Rocky
Mountains,

Mr. Prout looked on us Remove ¢
at practice with a benignant cye. e
told us a lot of things about cricket—
especially the crigket he played when he
was a junior at Greyfriars, ever so many
years ago.

To judge by his ericlet talk, really, one
would fancy they didn't know much
about ericket in Prouty’'s time. He
hardly knows the differcnce between
square-leg and longstop, and we know
he couldn’'t ston m that Squiff sent
down, However, wo listened very
respectfully to Mr. Prout, for he's a
really good sort, and we had to listen,
anyway, ;

Wharton had cut away the ball over
the pavilion—a really terrific drive,
which some of the senmiors couldn’t have
done, Mr. Prout nodded approval, and
told Wharton that it was a fine hit—a
very fine hit indeed, He said it re-
mminded him of & hit he had made, play-
ing on that very ground thirty or lorty
years befare, e had given the ball a
terrific awipe, ho told us, and it bhad gone
—~where did we think? ;

“Through the wicket!” BEob Cherry
snggested.

r. Prout gave him a freezing look.

“No, Cherry, not through the wicket,”
he eaid. _

“Qver the pav?” asked Nugent.

“Further than that.”

“Over the elms in the Close?’ asked
Vornon-Smith, elosing one eye at us—
the eye that was fuﬂ-ﬁmt from Prout,

“Further tham that!” said Mr, Pront.

“Oh, my hat!” said Smithy; for it
would take a Jessop at least to drive a
hall from Little Side over the elms in
the Close, _ 5

“Where did it go, sir?"” we all asked,
in a sort of chorus, wondering what size
crammer we were going to hear,

Prouty docsn’t exactly tell crammers,
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EXTRACTS FROM

“Tom Merry’s Weekly”’ & ““ The Greyfriars Herald.”
ALONZO TAKES THE CAKE! .

By TOM BROWN.

but he believes all sorts of things about
hie doings that ncbody elee can possibly
swallow,

Bkinner eays his reminiscences are
mellow with age, and have a tendency to
ErOWw,

Mr. Prout
School House. .

“Through my study window," he said,
“It was the study of my Form-master at
that time, and he was in a grest wax,
m{vhnya——a very great wax !

e all said " Wonderful I

Bo it was wonderful, thai Mr. Prout
could veally believe that he had hit a
ericket-ball that distance, right across
the Close. 1 supposd he reslly had
knocked a ball through that window
when he was a schoolboy, but be had
forgotten the details, or got them mixed.
He certainly couldn’t have done 1t from
the patch on Little Bide; but he didn’t
know enough about cricket to know that
it was Lmpossible, ;

“Yes, it was a wonderful hit, I ngrﬂe,"
said Mr. Prout, beaming. “ And I'll tell
you what, my lads—if any fellow here
can do the same—send a cricket-ball
through the study window—I'll forgive
bhim for breaking the window, and buy
him the biggest ealie T can get at Mrs.
Mimble's. 'hat will encourage you

waved his hand to the

| youngsicrs to play cricket as we used to

play i1t in the good old times—what!”

And Prouty rolled off, very satisfied
with himself, Ha left all the fellows
grinning. There was quitée o howl of
Inughter when Prouty's offer became
known.

Although it was impossibie to send a
ball that distance, some of the fellows
tried it, and some chaps in the (losze
had narrow escapes from sudden death
in_consequence,

But nobedy sent a ball within twenty
yards of Prout's window, If Prout's
yarn was true, it's certain there were

giants on the earth in those days,
Bkinner said; and we egreed with
Skinner, :

There was & good deal of talk about
Mr. Prout’s wonderful hit all those years
ago, and about hiz kind offer. Anybody
would have been glad to have the pro-
mised cake, but no expected to aﬁ
it, Among others, Alonzo Todd hear
of the offer, and the next day, when we
went down to cricket, Alonzo joined us.

“What is this I hear, my dear
fellows?’ asked Alonzo, in his serious,
solemn maenner. * Skinner talls me that
LEEI{. F‘mut has made a very remarksable
offer 1™

" Bkinner's telling theo truth for once,™
said Bob Cherry. “Go in and win,
Alonzo. You're the chap to do it!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“I should be very pleased to win the
cake,” said Alonzo modestly. . “1I should
present it to some bupgry person who is
in need of it 1" _

" You needn’t go out hunting for one,”
said Bob. "“I'm = hungry person.
Bring it to my study if you get 1£!”

“I " grinned Squiff, :

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh said the
if-fulness was terrific, s e

“My dear fellows, I really think 1t 1s

One Penny, l,

&

very oasy,’ sald Alonzo. 1 am surs
prised that no one has already wun the
cake "

“Why, vou ass—"

“Let us be clear,” sntd Alonzo. *“ Mr,
Prout oifera a ecake—the largest cake
obtginable ai the estabiishmient of Mrs.
Mimble—to the fellow who sends a
cricket-ball right into s study
window "’ :

*That’s it."

“1f wvou fellows have no objection, I
should like to try."

**No objection in the world!” grinned
Bob Cherry. “Go i, Alonzo! Let's
gre you stagger humanity! Ive tricd,
and I can’t do it !” -

“You have really tried, Cherryi"

“Yes, rather!”

“And you cannot do it?"

* No, ass!”

“Then yon
clumsy !

“What!” howled Bob Cherry,

“Have you tried Wharton?

“Yes, fathead, and I can't get any-
where near it!" \

“And yet you are supposed to be a
cricketer ' said Alonzo muesingly. "1
is very surprising, for it seems to me
that the feat ia very simple !

“ Fathead 1"

£i .ﬂﬂﬂ EI‘I

“My dear fellows, I will put it to the

must really be \"BI'];

test,  Will you lend me your ericket-
ball, Cherry$”
“Here yvou are, fathead!” £
Bob Cherry tossed the ball over to

Alonzo, who caught i1t with hLis chin,
He gave Bob a reproachful look, and
picked the ball up.

“PDon’t you want a bat?’ demanded

‘Nﬂ...l'

“Do you want somebody to bowl to
you?’ -

“{”l-];i no!™” 3 ,

“Then how are you going te do it?™
howled Squiff.

“My dear fellow, it is very simple.”

Alonzo Todd started off towards the
Bchool House,  We-all stared after him
in blank astonishment#

“Where's the born idiot taking my ball
to?” exclaimed Beb Cherry.

“This must be one of s iittle jokes,™
said Squiff.

“Can'’t be.
or sees one.'

“ Then what’'s he up to?"

“Look !" shrieked Bob Cheyry. - Oh,
m{vmnl ‘Aunt Matilda! Look!”

o fl:lirlj jumped. Alonzo had gone
right up te Prout's window, and was
lifting his hand, with the cricket-ball in
it. Mr. Prout was seated just insmdoe

his window, reading.
“The born idiot!” gasped Wharton,
gartped Bob

He never makes a joke,

1 o HE:JB E'ﬂiﬂE——"

* Going—going—gone |
Cherry,

Crash |

A pane in Prout's window flew into
splintera. 'There was a terrific yell from
Mr. Prout inside. The ball had clumped
on the side of his head, and be jumped
up, velling like 2 Hun.
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The next minute he had thrown the
window up, and was glaring ,out at
.ﬁ.hmm.

::Tndd " he roared.

Yea, sir,"” said Alonzo, surprised at
Mr. Prout's excitement,

“ Did you—did you hurl this ball in at
my window?"

“Yes, sir.”

“You—you did !"" gasped Mr. Prout.

“ertainly, sir."

“The boy is mad! Todd, come into
my stiuady at onee!” roared Prout,

“ Certainly, sir."
Alonzo umbled
went into Me.- Prout’s study. He went
there to get his prize; Lo thought he had

varied the cake.

We watched him through the open
window,  Wea didu's think Alonza was
going to got the prize, :

- Mr. Pront had o cane in his hand when |

Alonza came in.

“Todd,” bhe thundered, “you have
smashed my window !  You have cansed
me to suffer a contusion on my head!”

“1 am sorry, sir, but 5

“It will be my business, Tudid, to make
you still move sorey. 1 huve never heard
of - snch insclencet Hold out  your
hand!”

M Muam—my hand, sic " gasped Alonzo,

“Yes, and at once 1 ‘

wish !

*Yaroooh!™
“Now the other haud!”
Swisl [

“Yoop!” velled poor Alonzo,
Prout, 1 pretest——""

*The pther-hand again !

“I—1—I— Yarcooooop!”
bt

e all,"* sai r. Prout, hreathin
hmﬁwm be confiscated. ‘Il cost 0
niending the window will be placed upon
your bill, Todd, Go!™

Alonzo orawled out of the study, almost
folded up. He came oat inte the guad
;:_m.hng a8 if Le found life nyt worth

ving.

“I am porcy, Cherry, that Mr. Prout
hag tonfiseated your ball,” ke said.  “T—
ow-wow !—I have not received the cake!
How-wow!  Mr, t i8 a most un-
roasonable man! Yow! He appeors
to huve forgotten his offer of a cuke—
ﬂ:ﬂpI—*-tﬂ any fellow who seat a ericket-

Ul_through his study window !"

‘Ha, ha, ha !

“It was a most extraordinary offer—
wow-wow !—but he ought to kave stood
by it! Groooogh!”
kel R

It s—wow-wow !—ugfeeling to lun
my dear fellows! (iroo h!"g : £

But we couldn’t help laughing. We
were sorey for Alonzo, but we had to
laugh. It haduo’t dawned on Alonzo that
the ball was supg@eed to be Lit from tho
cricket-ground ; so ne wonder he thought
Mr. Prout's offer was an’ exteaordinary
one, and that it was quite easy to win
the cake. But, as Bob Cbhérey said,
though Alonzo hadn't wou Mr. Prout's
cuke, there was no doubt that Alonzo
took the cake!

“Me,

THE END,
9199 1 8-8 T9-I-9-1-8 -8 J-=-§--@

S EVERY GEMITE SHOULD READ

¢ “The Head's Sentence!”

T A Magnificoat, Long, Complete Tale of
TOM MERRY & CO.
in this Friday's fasne of
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THE GREAT RALLYING.

(AUGUST, 1914.)
By DICK BROOKE.

Theve's & nama that stands for freedom
through all the wide, wide worid—
Neme of Enql:ml!
There's a flag that fies o'er freemen
wheresoever #t's unfurled— -
Flag of England!
And to that old flag they rally, all our
bravest and our best,
From th-:J_-_ teeming, crowded cities, [rom
the country's guiet breast,
From the downlands, from the fenlands,
from the orchards of the West—
All for England!

There's a land "of ﬁl!"ﬂ.ﬂﬁ.ﬂ: .loch and
a

stream, of hilla all o heather—
Bounie Mnnd!

A land whose sons stand side by side in

fuir or stormy weather—
E ' Sina of Beotland! '

Whera Ben Nevis towers suow-capped,
where Brhiehallion lifts proud lead,

Do ye hear the pibroch shrilling? Do ve
war the clansmen’s {read?

Isleman, MHighlander, or Lowlander,
they're leal men wha'ro bred

In anld Scotland!

And there’s a fair, green land thet ever
broods o'er anclent wrongs—
- Fair, sad Ireland!
And hot hatred of the Saxon iz the
burden of her songs—
God save Ireland!
Buat at the cull stern Ulster to arms on
the instant springs;
And south and west the gathering-ery
thronghout green Erin rvings
Sirike for the right! Forget
unhappy, fa things !
Btrike, Lrave Treland!

And there's yet another land where dwell
men of the clden stock—
~ Men of Wales!
Whose Llood is the hlood of tha mallant
tribes thut faced the Romans’ shiock—
Noble Wales!
And now on mounipin and in mine the
ancicnt spivit rollies,
As when of old the Biitdns saw preat
Cresar's stately galieys:
And the bhattle-cry an gounding loud
through all the pleasant valleys
OF fair Wales!

There's & mighty land of the years to
~come benentlt the Bouthern Cross—
Atsiralia !

And she'a with us to the end in this, be

the end gain, be it loss—
Australia !
From the husy streets of all her towns,
from wide-spread station-run,
FrmF tgltl_ qumﬁmillel “_rihich Teaeman
ound, from cath the tropio pun,
Fiom the E!ﬂ&lﬁ&‘ -thk, they

swarm to

a while

face the Tan—
- Australians!

|

There ave islands in the Southern Seas a
springtime land that seem—
New Zealand!
Ay, a land of peace and plenty, but uo
Iand of dozing dream—
_ New Zealand!
From narth to south the bugles sing,
. Irom Auckland to the Bluff,

And they come in their thousands ta the
call, men of the tfue, stark stafl,
Men of a breed which knows not defeat,
which nerver eries: “ Ilold! Encugh'”

New Zealoanders!

There’s a wide land, a great land ihat
touches the Arctic bound—
Mighty Canada !
And over  her prairies, through
wooeds tlie word is passed around :
' “Causda
The German gage is lifted. Tt is {hine
to do thy part
For Canada, for Empire. Stalwart arm
and valiant heart
Are wanted on the Ol World's soil.
Como, lads, it's time to start
I'rom Canada'"

And there's a land where not long since
brave Briton and brave Boer
In Bouth Africa
Grappled hard and hated fiercely, but
to-day that strife is o'er;
' And Bouth Aflrica
Unites inst the hoastful might of the
War Lord and his crew.
What matters roce? - All for the right!
Where the old redmblin few
Their Bags another Hag flice now. Bul
a strung bond, though a new,
Binds South Africat

Thetd's a land where Britain holds just
sway o'er many & toce and creed—
Laud of India!
Tho' the scheming Hun sedition sowel
and rebellion rank decreed
In India!
But the land of Hind stands loyal, - fiugs
back the futile lie,
And rallies to the Emperor-King with
__ pride and courage high.
*For the British j and the rightly)
cause we are ready to fight and die !
Cries India.
And many an island of the sca take: up
those words of thrill—
“For the Empire!”
Wherever men of the British ruce
scattored they are siill
. For the Kinpire! .
And faithful men of breeds not ours
shout snswer to the call—
Maori, Zulu, Iroquois—they are with us,
each and all!
Now if nuf!at stand firm in a rocking
word, this, this shall never fall—
Our Empive!

lier

are
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THE SONG OF BUNTER. By H. Wharton.

This is a little thing, but it jusi showa
you what Bunter ja! We had a Form
concert, and we let him sing;: it was
not a first-rate [unction, you know. He
said he had written the words himself,
but someone in the audience was surc
the first verse belonged to n wellknown
music-hall ditty about *Bome Night,
Somoe Waltz, Bome Girl.” The chorus
was Bunter's own, thongh—must have
been! For it ran like this:

. “T had soms tarts, soma bLuns,
Some yeally lovely cake;

!

Four jars of jam and a fowl;

Not to rgeqhgn eetnirtu and

apples and pears

I hadpgnma ' pope,’ some cliops,

Two big helpinga of steak.

Lifo's one desire is to cat once
again

Bome tarts, some bunrs, some cake ™

So it is! DBunter's life's desire, I
mean. He gof~another apple or two—
rotten onea—and there has been a dizstinet
t\:luﬁ'luf cggo antiquo abouat him ever
8108



Every Wednesday,

THE DODGE THAT
DIDN'T CLICK.

’ By BOB CHERRY,

R. QUELCH iz looking for
M Bunter !
This 'is unusual, because

ple don’t look for Bunier
as a rule,
a view to a loan. Of course, he does
get hunted now and then; but no one has
any particular use-for Bunter,

The porpoise has made himself scarce
for the ‘time being but the hour will
come, and then—

It was like this. DBunter had been
caught smoking by our Form-master.
Bunter had been caned. Bunter vowed
R-r-revenge !

A dozen or more of us were on the
wide stair-landing, talking footer, when
we heard a clank! clank !—like chainsg,
you know—at the other end of the
passage. Then we beheld Bunter
woaddling along, clanking e stout chain,
and rattling o iin to help out the row.

“1 say, vou fellows——"

“What the merry dickens are you
after "' asked Wharton.

“This ia where I get my revenge on
guﬂlehy!” replied the porpoise, with

eadly meaning.

He turned out the lights all along
the passaga, We just sat on the stairs
and waited, '

Bunter crept cautiously to Mr. Quelch’s

door, banged the tin against it hard,
and rattled his chain.
Rattle! Clank! Clank! Rattle!

Fishy said 1t was some din, and it was.

- The tin Eﬁjrjpud out of Fatty's hands,
and rolled down the stairs, adding to
the merry effect. '

Bunter made a rush for the other end
¢f the passage, and hid round the corner.

Mr, 5114314: opernicd his door and locked
out,

““Bless my soul!
we heard him say. | ;

But, of course, we didn't tell him.

He could ses nothing—mnot even ue—
s0 he went back, leaving the door ajar.

From the other end of the passage the
chains began to clink again, A pause
followed, then a little grunt—like a small
pig fed up with grub. We konew what
was coming. Bunter, the ventriloquist,
was gbout to perform !

He threw lus voice so that it seemed
to come from just outside Mr. Quelch’s
door, : .

“Brrerrr!” he began. Then: “*For
forty long wyears have 1 walked this

What ecan it be?”

corridor ! Beware! The hour of doom
s near ! -

“ Awful, ain't it?” grinned Squifl.
“Quelchy’s sme to be frightened—I

don't think !V

With a single bound Mr, Quelch came
out of his study. - He ran down the
passage at a great pace. 1 suppose Mr.
Qﬂelffil doesn’t believe in spooks—not in
Buinter's sort, anyway.

Bunier saw bim coming. Downstairs
ha scuttled, hia fat lLittle legs going like
machinery.

Then came clattering and
calculated to waken the dead.

Bunter, in headlong flight, had stepped
en the tin, sprawled, atd was rolling
downstairs like a barrel,

“Yarooogh !"”” be howled.

Then came the bump as he landed at
the bottom.

But he did not move. T must say that
for Bunter. Quelchy really was sur-

rising in his mobility ; but the porpoise

ent , and kind of evaporated into
the guad. : -

That's why Mr. Quelch is looking for
Bunter !

velling

&

Bunter looks for them—with |
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THE STICK AND THE FAGGOT.

A School Story. 2

L
L HAT'S your name, kid?”
W “Charles Rignold Law-
rence.”
“Well, here’s a kick for
Charles, and a clout for Rignold!

Lawrence gets off scot-free, because he's
tﬁe dprnper answer to the gquestion I
a .‘Fl

And Lawrence, a youngster of about
thirteen, though big and burly for his
age, found himself twisted round, kicked
hard, and clouted luatily.

The fellow whoe thus treated him was
Crighton of the Sixth, the worst bully
at Hartingale ; and bullics were plentiful
enough among that géneration of Hart-
mmgale seniors—and later. C. R
Lawrence, in his later days at the school,
always had a touch of the bully in him,
though his better qualitica redeemed it.
There were excuses for him, too. Bully-
ing makes bullies, and Lawrence went
through so much of it in his first term

“or two that the wonder was he stopped

short of being brutalised completely.

(*. B. was never really a clever chng
As a youngster he often seemed stupid,
through being slow. A quicker kid
would have seen at once that Crighton
reckoned it cheek that a new boy, when
asked his name, should weigh in with it
in full, instead of just giving his surname,
which was all that mattered.

Lawrence did not understand in the
very least.

But if he was not very-clever, he had
ltel?ﬂ of pluck. - - :

e put up his fists. He dixl not put
them up in at all. a scientific fashion,
because at this stage of his eareer
Lawrence knew about as much of boxing
as a bull dces of fretwork. But, anyway,
he put them uH. And he demanded
1:1;1:-‘:&13 of the fellow who towered above
111 3
. “What did you do that for?"

A blow that staggered him was the
answer,

“Want any more?" asked Crighton.

“I—I'll fight you! You're bigger than
I am; and, of course, you ran lick me,
But that don’t matter. 1 won't be
knocked dbout without hitting back!
I'll fight anyone that tries it on, if—if
he's as big as—as & house !

Crighton, eighteen, and of man’s
stature, laug unpleasantly. :
“My good kid, fellows in the Sixth

don't fight fags. They only lam them,”
he eaid. “You left \
with ideas a bit above your fighting
weight. You're at a show now where
juniors must keep their places.”™

C. R, had a literal rort of mind, and
he failed to see that Crighton had only
uttered a general gibe in speaking of the
girls’ school. A good many youngsters
in those days did begin their education
with girls, Lawrence had. And the
girlsa had not been over and above sorry
when he left, for there was-nothing in
the least ladylike about him.

Lawrence jumped at a conclusion for
once. He did not oftem-do that. He
assumed that Crighton knew all about
his past career, whereas the big fellow
had known just nothing at all,

“1 don't care!” he said, "It wasn't
any faunlt of mine that I was sent to n
girls’ school; and, anyhow, I made them
take me away. And I don’t see how
knocking a fellow about is going to keep
him in his place.” fim

Crighton was onc of those bullies who
torment minds ns well as bodies,- though
in that way he fell below Gawthorp. He
caught at the unguarded admission.

your girls’ school |

By MARK LINLEY.

“0Oh, don’t you, Miss Lawrencel” he
jeered. *“But you'll learn, all in ﬁmd
time. You'll learn no end of things here,
1 pag.”

The nickname thus given stuck to
Lawrence for a time; and he hated it
with a bitter hatred. It was the silliest
of misfits. Anything less girlish than
C. R., with his bull neck, reddish face,
and sturdy fornt it would be hard to
imagine, When, in later days, *Miss
Lawrence ” was let slip by one of those
who had been fags with him, he only
grinned. But in hus fag period 1t hurt.

Crighton had not done with Lawrence.
He took him by the left ear, with a low
and guite untrue remark-about its dirti-
ness, and marched him across the quad.

There seemed no one about to take any
notice. And precious little notice of
bullying was ever taken in most of the
houses at Hartingale, anyway. The first
day of this new term was Ee:uﬂjf—raw
and cold and drizeling with rain. C. R., -
who minded weather very little, and had
not. found any encouragement to stay in-
doors in Glenn's House, had roamed out
aimlessly. As for Crighton, he had
probably spotted the new boy, and come
out on purpose t¢ make him still more
uncomfortable.

*1 think I'll have you for my fag,” he
sald, tugging C. R.'s esr, :

“I'm jolly well sure you won't, for I
sha’'n't fag for you!l”

But there C. R. was wrong. Ile was
not go  far wrong, however, as was
Crighton, who came later on to repent
bitierly that he had ever had * Aies
Lawrenca ¥ as his fag.

“What's the kid done, Crighton?”
asked a drawling voice. !

It was that of another big fellow, who
had just appeared round a corner,

“No business of yours, DBrayne!™
snapped Crighton.

*“A civil question, yon know, Crigh-

t-ﬂ]l-_'_”

The tone was still drawling, and
Brayne looked lazy. It must have been
something of a pose, for he wrote his
name large in Hartingale annals in many
ways; it was mainly he who kept the
School House decent when the reet of
Hartingale was anything but that; and
in later years, while he still seemed tfo
be doing nothing in partienlar In =«
%mceful way; he mgde a big name at the

ar. No essy thing, even for the
hardest-working.

“Oh, Y1l answer you,” said Crighton,
net too civilly., * Miss Lawrence has
challenged me to fight. 1 am now leading
him to the place of combat—] don’t
think 1" :

“A Glennite 7" asked Brayne.

‘“* He has that honour.”

“ Poor kid!" ;

That was all. Brayne lounged on his
way. It was of no use his trying to act
as protector to a fag in snother House, if
he had wanted to. Perhaps he was not
sure that he did want to. DBut he re-
membered Lawrenece,

C. R. was puzzled as to why Brayne
should seem sorry for him. But he was
not puzzled for i’ung. |

I1.
GLENN’E really was a rolten house

in those days. Glenn himself

was the 8 est of masters, and

Wardle was the slackest of House

prefects. He was smaller and weaker

than Crighton, and by way of being a

visl chum of his, which meant that in
fact Crighton ruled the roost

TrE (GEM LIBRARY.— No. 481,
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~ "The TTovae pulled itsell (ogether later.

d five yoars afterwuards, when one
Charles Rignold Lawrence was ITouse
prefect and School eaptain, its renown
stood high—though some of (.. R.%s
methods were rﬂuih-nnd-rudj', and e
never quity shook himself free Irom the
mnfuence of his early days.

Vags' auction hud been stopped before
then. Dut it was in full swing when
C. R. caino to Hartingale,

It was wholly uuofficial: No master
kiew of it. No junior liked it.

But it was highly popular with the
geniors. Which i more than can be eaid

!
of thw: fallow who had invented it, Gaw-
L horp.

No one really liked him, though
follows who could Lu'a titl_'aaﬁod hﬂn
with one hand made pretence to, because
be was dangerous to offend,

This was the way of fags’ auction. On
the first night of term, all the fag Forms
were  her fogether in thoe junior
Conimon-room,  Hither cama the mag-
nates of the Sixth and Fifth with one
Upper Fourth fellow as auctioneer, and
avother a8 clerk., The fags were put vp
for sale to the highest higt]t*r, as 1f they
had been elaves. Then the cash rvealised
was poolad, and divided into three prizvs
of miequal amounts.  The fag-mastors
deew for these prizes in, sweepstuke
fashion, :

A senior in Glenn's seldom wauted a
wrticular fag cut of any regard for the
s liul'm otherwise, as a rule. It waa
certaindy quite olherwise i the case of
Reginald Crighton and Charles Rignold
Lawrence, -

When (I . was told that he wonld be
Tut up for sale he said that hie would see
everybody in Glenn’s banged first, He
meant i, toe, But it proved a vain
howst. The other faga assembled meekly,
Ho was not there. Gawthorp and il
appointed themselves to the job of find-
ing and bringing Line. They found hin,
and they brought him, Hillr. Jmost uf
the brivging. = Gawthorp, ingiulionsly
letting .go of one of Lawrence's legs, got
6 phmging foot 1y Lis waistcoat, It was
nobt an intentionsl kick. But i hort gs
mich as il it bad been.  And Gawthorp
coutld ol bear being hurt, Both seniors
were puniling when they rame into the
Commou-rootin.  And Hill was searlet,
arftl Gawthorp greenish-white.

0 ;a-n'tllu1:p Lad promiscd Lawrence that
the new kid should fag for um, On thel
whole, ¢!, R. fancicd that even fugging
For Crighton woeuld be bottar-than t\timt..

Jenks, the auctioncer, n ved-headed,
foxy-looking * fellow, who tosdied to
Crighton, demanded tha new fag's name,
Ho happened to Lo the only new b-ugrin

put up first,

the slave-market, and so was
a8 was the custom,
“What's your name,
squicaked Jenks,
name. Twigpmwuu ) 2
“Oh, don’t bother, Jenky!" said
E‘!riq‘l;tlu;l.. : g U i.ni::ti_led.‘ 80 ik isn't
spotied for fagging ; but it's horrid stupid
- and afficted nﬁth dumb démons at times.
It’s namie's Lawrence—=I should say, Miss
Lnwrence.™
The new hoy did not look to Jenks at
all girlish. But who was Jenks that he
should geinsay the great Crighton?
“Hero we are, gentlemen! The first
'ol 3 now on view.  Careful inspection is

wvited. Streagth andhealth gharanteed

without  hesitation;  docility—h'm I—
doubtful; mannees, non-existent. See
what nice red cheeks it's though !"

!TIE& :nﬁﬁuﬁmrl > ons of (I, R.'s
cheekz, U, R., thinki it very like -th

lllql'iuiu*ul‘*l_ nlmﬁk.“ hllilt‘tﬂ] lul;‘.t"; I:llklEI thg
warstcont with great promptitude. The
auctioneer’s descent from the rostrum was

A Sl . i e W e, PN

Sulky-Fave 1" |
“ Y onr- Dl

hasty, lus landin
painful, _ .

. K. had made a third enemy, though
Jenks, in view of the loughter of his
'?"E-i“‘"?' pretended that he thought it &
Joke.

“I'll see you later o, you young pig!"”
he whispered in Lawrence’s ear,, - ° :

“Now then, gcentl_empn. what bids for
Miss Lawrence? He, she, or it—I'm not
particular—is active, aa you have just
scen demonstrated; willing—to do as
little as he, she, or it can get off with
doing ; but the owner of him, her, or it
will zce to that; moderately—very—in-
telligent ; knows that sa are nat to
be fried in methylated spirvits; and only

in very exceplional circs puts rat-poison
in the coeca. Make your bids, pentle-
Guwthorp al onee bid ten E]lillinglu..
[Kveryone was suorprised, oxcept ThiL
method was to wait till near the end, anc
then buy a cheap fag.
“Hixteen!” saul a third senior. . R.
thought he looked quite a decont fellow.
“ A quid " shouted Crighten furiously,
“A guinea !" Gawthorp ca him.
if it breaks the bank 1" howled Crighton.
Now cvervone cxpocted Gawthoep to

g upon the floor was

men !”

For Gawthorp” was mean, and his mnm’
“Fifteen bob !” snapped Crightou.
““SBeventesn !”" yapped Gawthoep,
“Twenty-live bob | And I'll have him

give way. Hia lips teembled, and his face
was pale.  Crighton, unused to opposi-
tion, glowered, and Lis eves had a

dangerous glint.  The thwd bidder,
Ellison, had dropped out,

“Twenlyseven!” said
sullenly, .

“Thirty !™ roared Crighton.

It was a record price at fags’ auction,
and it stalled off Gawtherp. Bt that did
not mean C. I.'s esgaping Gavthorp's
vengeance, :

“ Going—goin one ! Misws Lawrence
is knoeked duwg.'l:'upur thivty bgh, and-1
must say in candour that I cousider he,
she, or it has fetched more than--nh,
kang it, I'm gotting mixed ! —than it's
worth. DBat wealthr noblemen like the

Gawthorp

‘Earl Crighton can afford to indnlge heir

little whuns, and I trust that it will be
grateful aceordingly, and &

“Oh, shut up, Jenks! Youn bark too
much to be anythiug but a curd” enop
Crighton,

Jenks swallowed the insult, Jenks'
clerk made an entry. Lot two was called

Lawrence did not sfir. :
YCut off!” said Jenks vititusly.
“Stand over there in a corner! Chase
yvourself ! Bunk! Absguatulate'”
Lawgence glared defiantly at him.
" ott mean to say I've becu bought

and L lgllu lﬁedﬁiith wide, kﬁ! l:.i
eyes. He was uick kid,
:':gn vet he hard unde:-u:.lmd i

|
“Tist that! You're & littly bit=ura,
er, 'um, ain't you?t" : .

' And the suctionecr touched his fore-

head significantly.

“I'm not a lll'k-'ﬂii;ri mid C- R.|

“That chap's wasted his money. - 'y
not going to fag for him!" :

Crighton smiled evilly.. 7He rather pre-
ferred that attitude, e meant to hrealk
the kid's spirit. "

The aucticn came to an emd. Then
Jenks scrawled a wumber of slips, the
nameo of a seniur on each, put them into
a hat, shock them up; wod told Lewrence
to & one, : =

“What for?" asked Lawrence.

“Becanse yvou fetehed top price, and
the fag who does that always draws for
the prizes.” : :

Brigied anid pulllshed woﬁl by ithe I'ro ¥ t Htﬁt i
A nuts fer Ausiralayia; dor .T & doloh, ¥ Li:.:f;gf:ﬂﬂ?g:r } 'l1i‘Pl'll*5I'l'-l-:l]ti""}"‘h1Il“l|‘:'.f“;":f1-'t
wE W
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“1 wouldn't take the roiten prize!™
retorted C, R.

He d not understand in the least
the roar of laughter that followed lns
speech, - That he should suppose the
prizes ‘wero for the fags seemed to
Glenn’s the height of 4 ty.

“Oh, let someono else draw!™ said
Wardle. Bridgen drew.
“Gawthorp !” announced Jenks, Gaw-

thorp had won the first prize, amountin
to three pounds odd. He had nnllglﬁ
four-and-six for the privilege of making
Stacey minor's life a misery during the
term, so he was well in.” Bot he did nos
feel any more kindly-disposed to Law-
rence

Wazrdle won the second prize of about
two s, and suid the fags could
divide it aniong them, ' Wardle was goosl-
natured enough, in a weak, half-hearted
WAY. :
Not even the third prize fell to
(‘righton. e was annoyed, and
Wardle's action failed to please him, and
he vowed to himself that Miss Lawrence
should smart for it all! b

t

He kept his vow, of courase, it

} would have been better for him in the

long run if he had not.

111, :
CRIGHTDH and Gawthorp betwern

them, with the help of other bul-

1

e Siril‘. But they came very near
to it, and they might have done it in the
end if it bad not been for Brayne.

They did him lots of harm. They
hardened hia nature, and dulled his sense
of justice; they had begun to shapo him
in their own image—or in- Crighton's.
For C. R. could never at worst have be- |
come such a reptile ag Gawthorp. :

C. R. Lawrence at his worst was a
rough, robustious fellow, with uo very
delicate feelingg about him—very little
feeling at all, some said, But he imn-
as he got older. His was a big

eart, but not cne cazy to find & way to.
Some found the way, and loved the
vough, hacd-bitten ni:ipprr: and even
tiose who did not, had to allow—if they
were h hat his was a fair ruale,
though severe. Ifags’ muction would have
heen hn[]'pomblﬂ in any house at ITartin-
gala in . R.’s dav of power:; the fellow

: would have been
pulverised, :

_C, R. fagged for Crighton. e had to,
There was no appesl aguinst that, He
fagged badly —abominably —at first;
hetter later, as he came to realise things.
But, badly or well, he fagged.

For the first few weeks he had three
chief tormentors. Then Jenks dropped
out of the running. C. R. soon learned
the nghnanh; of hmﬁ he.]‘e':hb;l ?'uﬁ
older- by a good deal ¢ , and a .tu
head taller; but after ten rouuds, in
Fhuh;l[ﬂ sbemed to be ]Ti:nniul all %m :
ime, Jenks threw nup the spon ge. A
knew when he had had enough, which it

-Tnd Miss Lawrence didn’t.
~In s third term at Ilartingale Law-
renceé had no chum at all, and only one
friend. " :

That friend was Brayue. The .
looking School House J:Tﬂfect did nothing
to help Lawrence, an I:“ somehow the
fug scemed to be helped by him. A word
or two now and then lf: a nod in

bt cungster

treasuréd them u ﬁhh hnut? Brayne

might have interfered if he had known

l; but it wes not the thing to meddle

with the affairs of another House, and
Brayne was very correct.

Yet, in the event, it was Brayne who

showed Lawrence the way out.

w8, never guite broke Lawrence's

chacnesbhnrg,
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e found the sturdy yonugstor one day
lying face downwards Fmehuui the cricket
pavilion on the Lower 8chool ground, his
head on his arms, 1

The big fellow stooped and pot o hand
onsthe fag's shonlder, »

“Oh, don't! That hurts!”
rence, Jifting his Tace,

He had not been crying. No one at
Hartingale ever saw O, R, ery. Urighton
and Gawthorp had alike failed to squecee
a tear from him., But his face told its
own tale, and Brayne could feel under
the thin cricket-ghirt weals that told him
why his hand hart.

When €. R. left Hartingale he still
bore some of the scars of his first year
there,  IMow fellows econld do such thines
a5 were done te him almost passes helief,
Bui they wore done ; and when old boys
of €', R.s time heard of Crighton’s death
amd of Gawthorp's dewnfall, they said,
*Herve the brutes right 17

Crighton died at dawn on the sunny
plaza of a South Amerienn towrn. 11+
was shot.  He had taken part i a revolu-
imom, and the other side had got on top
again, e died as a traitor,  None of lis
old  schoolfellows belicved that he hadl
bwen treacherous,  That was not hia e,
But when he died if made one fewer lrate
in the world !

Gawthorp's story does net bear telling.
There was treachesy 1 thar—and worse.
Lhe 35 still im0 prison.

“1 shouldu't stand 11, Lawrence,™
Bravne,

“Whit can 1
111*-f1-l."|l-'.:ifl}’. .

He had wvever thoneght of sneaking.
Al he had no chums,

“Are there any other Tags i you
House with a spark of spirit?” Brayne
teref e,
~ Lawrence took thought before answoer-
Likir,

“Oh, ves, ~T suppose so!"
longth, Bo® e was ot too sare,
had  been plenty  of  spirvits
Celonn’s, '

Drovne dreswled as if he meant sothime
:in [I.leﬁrlﬂur. But he meant a good
(8 (R8N

“Yon can snap a hnodeed sticks, one
by ane, over your knee,” he said, * Dut
part those bundred sticks inte o faggot,
and the stromgest man alive couldn't
begin to break them,™

I is an old, old pavable; but if Law-
veee had ever heard it before he had
cortainly never applied . He did now.
though slowly, after his fashion, But he
vas not gquite so slow to, nnderstand as
b had been when he first came  to
Iartingale.

Braype  might  have  explained, of
course, It was nod herow’ of him to ve.
frain from doing so. But Brayne had
ntver posed as a hero; and. on the whole,
Lawrence got more good ont of the
parable than he would have done from
direct advice,

Tt was no easy road for €. R. T'o begin
with, he had té6 win the coulidence of
his fellowSfags, a thing bhe bhad wever
bothered ahont i1l then.  And theu, he
il to breathe juto them the spivit of
vevolt, and that was ne very speedy pro-
cess,  But he stuek to'at. e was sure
pow what Brayne had mdant. The one
fag was the stick, to be broken easily ;
a dozen might make p faggat, impossible
—at worst, difienlt—ta be broken. For
1he seniars weuld not take ecoveerted
action., No love was lost betiveen Crigh-
ton and Gawthorp: Wardle and Ellison
were not bollies, thongh lIlP}-‘ woere weal; -
atd  there wove Ieuds and jealousies
among the rest, -

In aboot three weeks Miss Lawrenee
was the leader of a devated band of a
dogen or so of the piek of the fags in
tilenn’s —none of them oguite az haed-
- bitten as he, but all with pluck.

sand Law-

s

do " asked Lawrence

anul @f
Thiren
brokdy wn

L

-

Cmuch as Crighton had had,
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There wera defeats before victory was
organised. One in especial rankled with
Lawrence. In the junior Common-room
one day he had found Frost lying on the
Hoor, half-stunned by a blow from Crigh-

ton, ITis knuckles were bleeding, and
g0 were those of Barnes and Wetherhy.
Crighton had been playing a fawourite
game of hiz. He ealled 1t erucifying, and
it hurt a good deal, The wvictim was
pinned against a rough-ecast wall, his arms
were stretehed out, and his knnekles were
ragped.  Urichten had worse tricks, but
this was bad enoagh,

At least six of the band had boen pre-
sent, but they had not gone for Crigh-
ton., Lawrepee asked why not  He asked
it rvoughly and contemptuounsly; but
no o sugoested that he, too, wonld
have Backed down., 8o far, at least,
kis influence had worked  They believed
i him.

“You weren't here 17 borbled Bridgen.

SO did oeall to . them,” saad  JProst,
“That was why the brute knoecked me
down 1™

“Tt was no good without Lawrence,™
Trennor mnrmiired,

T ean’t he everywhere,” said . R

Put s lieart sang the song of ven-
geance, for ad his dizsappointment. They
weke no-good without him; Dut it was

becoming duy by day more evident that |

they would follow his lead.

Another fatlure had its element of the
heroe, Only three fags were concerned
—Lawrence and his twe trustiest andes,
Frost and Frennor, and Monks enme to
Crighton’™s help. The three were beaten
anid heavily pupished, but they put up a
rea! Aght before they went under.

After that some deeisive action became
necissary, i the league of fags were to
endofe,” A meeting was held v the dark
bes-vracin betwean prep and supper tha
eventng, nul & great Jecision was eome
tir, Some ol the dovoted baiad ol
little sleep that night. But Charles Riz-
nobil Lowrence slept the sleep of the just,
with bis bruiscd faee pillowed on a Dand
that clenched futo a vevy big fist for a

boy of thihrteen?!
bath wyet ! said Crighton,

stroetehing his arms as Le lay

1V.
[TAT do you want. Miss Law-
in bed in the aleove off his study.

rence?  "Tisn't time for my

19

could not have stood that.
soft beast.

Then Wardle was fetehed., No one
hated Wardle; he was only & nonentity,
under CUrighton’s thumb.

“We've given these two twanko,” =aid
C. R, in s slow way. *We got fed
up., voir know. You're head of the House,
and all we've got against you 15 that—
well, vou ain’t really head! I don's
euppose vou'll start in being, and I don't
reckon we've Jdone with these rotiers
But it secned to us von ought to kiow
that we've struck against bullying, and
we shall keep on keeping on., whatever
happens. Thauks fer coming in
Wardie™

That wis the heginuing of the end.
Lawrenee’s band  held together. [n-
dividually they were weak, and sufferad
together, they were strong, and they
miade their tyrants saffer m turn, Dot
it is doubtfal whether twanko would esor
have cured Crighton if Brayne had not
talken a hand.

Crighton was the Jaunghing-«tock of {he
Stixth atter his thied dese of Misi Law-
rened’s mmedicine.  Befora a [ull gatheringe
of seniors, Bravuoe drawled that he lLe
lieved he had had the honoar of putiing
the notion o the thick head of Mie:
Lawrenee.

Brayne got a =lap in the face, and
thiereafter Crighton got a licking, il
had® been held that Orirlton was 1he
school’s best fighting man ;. but n . the

1Ie was a

n

fourteenth round Brayne, who had never -

He had not heard the stealthy approach |

of the insnrgent band.

“We want yon!” velled C. R
him, you chaps!”

Buofore Crighton could rear up in bed
the Phalistines were fairly swarming all
over lim,

Not one but had heavy wrong fo
avenge, not one but felt he was staking
everything, that to show merey would be
mere folly, The twsurrection might be
guelled in the end; but, ot least, they
would have had vengeange on  thew
chief enemies. :

11‘_1.[

I

They stripped the bedelothes from.

Crighton. Thev turned him, utrfﬁﬁng,
upon lis face. One sat on lus head, two
on his legs. With slippers, thick of sole,
with towels, knotied aml dipped m water,
with fives-bats and belts, they adminis-
tered unte Crighton in liberal measure
what he called * twanko "—when  he
administerad it to them. pry

When they had Ansbed, Crighton, who
was i protiy tmvi;h specimen, too, had
not o ek Lftin am.

“Thai's eneneh for this tme!” zand
Lawrenee. ““Three vr four eof you ca
fotch Gawtharp.™ -

Three obeyed.  Gawthorp came with-
out. force, cowed aleeady., In the pre-
senee of the homiliated Crighton they
gave Gawthorp twanko.  They had (o
stop short before they had given bim as

Liawthao 'p

e

[ought since he was a fag, who hadd
seemed too lagy te Tight— Pravne, bat
tered and blood-sinined, but emiline still,
and mdomitable, knocked out the brully !
When Wardle left, and Crrightan went,
too, and Ga®thorp was sacked, Glenn's,
lltnrl'-l' Ellison, lest s old bad name with-
ot achieving distinetion, .
btowns under ** Miss Lawreence,”™ theoe
venrs huter, that Glenn’s rese to fame.
and became coclt houwse at Hartingale,
Probably Breavere never suspected that
i]l [f-” T].I:'Ff !-11'311.!1.1[ ER RSN LE ["]."H-'_-" h!l.-l.j 1.'i|'|'l'|..].
for bign half as much a8 a ecrtain thicl-
act, ‘sulky fag .n Glean's. . R.
reckaned he owed Brayne a debt that ho
would never be able to pay. Bat
he has paul 1t now. Tt was Captain
(. B. Lawrecnce—he was in India with lLis
regiment  when war broke out—who,
whder the guns of Achi Baba, earried into
safety the man who had just won silk
it the Bar before he join np to do his
share in the greatest conflict of history.!

THE END.

dobdddddddddbdddddd
“T. M. W.""
CORRESPONDENCE COLUMN.

iy

W. G. BB, (Greyfrars).—The ingredients
as stated In print were: A whack of
oatmeal; half a kipper; a soupcan of
Woreestershire sawce; and a handful of
marmalade, ** Soupean ™ was a printer's
error. You say the dumplings were
“heastly " and T wam quite prepared
to believe aue to whom his sehoolfellows
have always  accorded  the  Toghest
character for voracity, {Nole to printer
Joke., W. G. B.'s character for voracity
is great; as to veradity —‘naft said)

“Kangaroo:."—Don’t shoot! 1  qam
contng down, anyvway. The whole biez-
ney of the Devonport Dumplings recipe
was meant as a Joke. Do vou see now?

H. H—Anybady who zavs that youwr
pater’s was the hat firm full of noble
canscientioud objectors is so planly say-
ing the thing nlhirh is not, that a con-
tradhction ig searcely necded, I should
not take the disgrace to o highly respect-
able ealling too much o beart if T were
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s, There was an old adage which said
ihat it took nine tailors to make a man.
‘The tuilors have lived that down. Ninety-
nine conscientions obs. micht not supply
the material for making a man; but a
latter i nol alwave a coni, ob,, you
aow ! .
“Manzman,-—*1f the arms of Manu
ace legs, what arc the legs of man?”
Y .l‘-i Do vou want an answer out of
the dic., or will * One lmln a horse, and
llli' othoer rhmlmhrmhun do vou !
“Curious.” —I amn not aware lm“ the
expression Lo oand eat coke ! origin-
uiu:I But coke 15 not yet mcluded in
the foods rationed,  Bo the objections to
yonr [Enmu:mg il are mc_mmdt :rable,
Would-be Jokist.""—If vou ever
rin agmnul, Bob Cherry of erm.fuﬂrq. !
fatcy he will convines you in once that
L 1 not the back nomber  vou have
rashly qssimed from his initialz. Robert
E qulie AD. 191?' 1 assure vou'!
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FATHER WILHELM!
By MONTY LOWTHER. -

are old, Father 1";?11]1[..1!"1! 8
Crown Prince said, ~
“ And  vour hram has
weR
Yut you plot and you scheme with your
foolish old head—
Ton't you tth it 13 rather o cheek §”
“ i my youth,” Father Willielm replied
to his &011,
“ | abserved
potiy.
5 T proved o supcess as the All-Highest
un, :
”'ulthmlgh I udﬂ‘ut

“YNon the

hecome very

‘that all Germhns were

sligh t'ir v dobly,’
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“you are old, Father Wilhelm,
duddermg guite,
And your plots and your schemes have
gulle WIrong |
How lon ere the E.n"‘.landﬂr': give up the

alrid

hig
How ]unn_‘. Father Wilhelm, Liow
long ¥’

“In 1914, said the All-Highest TTun,
Qi months’ war did 1 gaily ordain
But now 1 don’t feel gnite so certain, my

S0—=

Ten vears bence son may ask me
again,”
“But you're old, Father Wilheln,™

persisted the vouth, .

“And your Liopes of guecesa  have
expired, _
Abdication’s the thing: come. now, tell
us the truth,
Don’t ,you think it 15 lime you
retived #
“1 have answered vour gquestions,” el

Wilhelm replied,
** Although so excessively hlunt,
But don't give me please, any more of
vour cheek,
Or 1’1l order vou oft to the Front !
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THE SPY’S DOWNFALL.
By WILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER.

(Eprroriat. - NorE.—We understand
that Bunter sent 11t bh!a story for compe-
tition in a London paper, and that it was/
declined—with e without  thanks!
Bunter offerad us it at the low price of
£25. Toddy brought it along free gratis
—and we_asked no questions. As it is

-:tmh? short, we Liave plﬁs(uul the ori-
pinal weircd 5;{0'[[11@. which ‘in a bigger
dosea uught wave a disastrous. effecl.
Bunter's idea of the manner in which a
Hun Elpﬂukd English iz all Bunter's own,
of course, Toddy says Bunter could mot
understand a passage in a letter from the
[ditor of the paper upon which “he
originally inflicted this, suggesting that
he might learu to spell.  We think we
can !—IT, W.)

Her von 1icklo, the spy, was a 'HEP!:H".F
Prusion, His wive was an English
woman whom he had marid, Hhﬂ.duld
not no he was a spy sow that he carid on
his work arnin=t Britain without her no-
lichge.

L - & w vy

One day as the German—Prusions ave
Crermans, of cors—was walking down the
gtreet  he sudenly fownd himeelf con-
fronted by a sailer,

“ 8o ve veet avain,” sed our vilan.

“ 8o ve do," eaid ﬂu satler. - =

“1 have planns vich you must cary
tuo de fﬂ:]E-.r]ljtqu adidl the Her.

“Vel!l vel vo!"” angered the sailer,

Sow the (German gave him the planns,
and then, low and behold! his hands
wear inngide handeufs, for the preterid-
ing sailer wag not another Hunn at all,
hut the famous deteetive, Jack Jimsun.

The Her was grately anoyed. Wen Liis
wive came down the street amd saw hin
she faneted from very shaim. But the
Her did not sow much mined that az his
one predikermeoent,

The *er 1s now loked up somewlhear:
Sow perizh awl Britpin's ennemics ! -
THE EXD. '
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For Hﬂhﬁmm:?. - ~ ¥
" HE“HHY’H SETRET EGEIETT P
: E}' Martin Clifford. s
The great George Alfred Grundy
heeaks out in a new place in this story.
i{e hLas a notion of getting on more
friendly terms with the leading sprits of
thie Shelk-and Fourth, and invites them
It tea, But the tea-party iz a finsco—a
furt due  to Grundy’s overbearing
manners, which corrupt his natural in-
stinets  of hospitality. Then Grundy
spiks ren:ngr As he cannot rope in
the leaders, he goes for the rank and
file and forms a seeret society, to which

iany adhere—in the main far what the.y
e anake out of it! His schemes_ to, Eif
ven with his tea-party guests are to be

i nﬂﬁ! out by ‘the aid of the soviety, and

Plake is chosen as the:first to be dealt
with by the rgbed and hooded judges.
But=whetlier Blake falls a victim to the
plot vou will learn next week. . - -

To Mr e

PIQ&SE_ ‘keep for me a copy of
LIBRARY ecach week until further

GEM

(Signed),

= The Editor’s Chat. -

A BIG TEIH'G COMING !

For a long tima past there has héen
frf-quent requests for s Bt. Jim's story in
the & Boys' Frieud™ 3. Library. Now it
is coming, and that very soon, = This

week I have only room to say that the
title is:

“AFTER LIGHTS OUT !V

— — ——

AN OLD SURJECT.

But an lrlifxrﬁ'turl one all the same—
thie paper trouble!

‘We have kept t]m Aae flying s0 far. and
we hope to keep it Aving to the end.

‘But we want our readers’ help. So
gerions lias the paper shortage become
that the Government itself has taken
steps about returns, a matter with which
it would certainly never have meddled
but that interference had become abso-
Intely neccssary.

I am not going to explain to you all
over again what returys are, and why
they must be cut oul. Hm: I would
impress upon ,you this fact. In future
yvou will stand very little chaice ﬂf g‘et

, Nensagent.

the
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ting the GeEm at all ln:»IEIH sou have
ordered it in advance, -1 might 8oy ﬂm
will have no chance at all.

An order form will be found on this
Dage. '
1t does not commit you {o go on tﬂl:lnﬂr
the paper after you don’t want it, remem-
ber, You can_tell vour newsagent at
any- time that vou cancel the order, and
therg's an end of it,

There are times when T think H[.ﬂ'
gnite a lot of my readers have not yet
grasped the fact that there 15 8 war on-
at least, that they do not understand how
verv much the war has affected the busi-
ness of all publishers. Paper is not only
mich dearer, but supplies are very scarce
indeed. Yet h{u(F i morning bul
hrmgﬂ me  letters &llggmtmg that the
EM might go back to s old size, or
that the *Greyfriars' Herald ” J‘mg]:t be
reissiied now, or that some new paper
might be started. My dear boys, all
these things are sheer :mlmmhﬁlheﬂ*
During the next few weeks it is likelw
e:muﬂ'h that a big proportion of the
papers now running will etther shut down
entirely, or else give fewer pages for
more money. We shall not shut dowil.
You may Fn:mt on that,

further chunges, gnll'i certainly, until
things are very different, those {'haﬂgtn-
will not be in the lilt‘ﬁf*tlﬂll of hringings
ont new papers O¢ giving more for fhe
TFnoney, lhiowever !

Butdn times.of ©
{=uch -stregs-we also may have to ‘malko



