WHOSE WAS THE HIDDEN HAND ?

( A Thrilling'and Dramatic Scene in the Splendid Long Complete School Tale in this fssue.) 21-8-19:
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CHAPTER 1.
-anzing a Eully!
3 RUP that, you brute!
D I tell you!”
Dick Redfern,
House at St. Jim’s,
thit exclamation in ringing tones.
Kodoy was stroiding through the quiet,
oli-inshioned High Strect of Rylcombe,
when Lis
sigh. which wmade his blood boil.

A coal- wiggon was lmmbering along

the street. and the driver, a hefty,
hu'king fellow,
with mevciless \1g0m‘
The onimal writhed as the whip
ard
* Drop that!
Redfern’s voice
\l“

£
e, o

Do you hear me?”
rang out along

(ue s

ed.

muttering savage

v to a dnmb,
Lt which alwa

efenceless anima
roused him.

Drop it,

of the New
uttered

attention was arrested by a

was lashing "the horse

rose

the

. may have heard, but he
He continued to lash at
impreca-

ing attitude, waited for the fellow to
rise.

He hadn’t long to wait.

With a roar like an infuriated bull,
the man struggled to his feet and rushed
at the junior.

Not many fellows at St. Jim’s, least of
all juniors, would have cared to have
come to loggelheads with such a hulk-
ing specimen.

For a moment it looked as if Redfern’s
remains would have to be sent home to
his sorowing parents in a matchbox.

But the New House fellow was well
able to look after himself. He had
faced tougher propositions than this.

Stepping swiftly to one side, he evaded
the clumsy blow which his opponent
launched at him.

And then, getting to close quarters,
he proceeded to pommel the fellow’s
ribs.

Left and right, right and left, Reddy’s
_fists shot out.

The hefty person, who had expected
to make short work of a mere school-
1 boy, was both surprised and pained. He
staggered back, with bellows to mend.

realised that it was a time for And then, pullmg himself together,
prompt action. he came at Reddy with another bulltike
Withou: stoppiug to reflect that the | rush.
dr.ver of the waggon was almost twice There w oulc] have been no hope for the
his s:ze, he darted into the roadway and | St Jim’s junior had he got in the way

to ‘the* vehicle,
astonished
il treating the

bered ou

dyiver

stopped horse.

« vehice 1»Ilul to a staudstil.

Whip u hand. the man glired down
at Redifern " ’

“Myv eve! Of all the cheek——"" he
began

“ You bullying cad!” panted Redfern.
¢ and
sit up for

from your perch,

make you

*“Come down
Il jolly soon
this!" .
“Wot? N
“im gommy to give you a hiding!”
caiid Rediy ﬁ(rcey

35 ’109
rIsil
¥ 4 the an

Pt boow fel across Reddy’s shoulders,
i ¢ a gasp of pain.

Ani et swerve from his pur

o
o from his cent.
cu
b+ n the roadway.

Redfern, throwing himself in a fight-

at  Reddy’s

i:zly expression came over the

id- whip, he swung it savagely

¢ next moment the driver of the
:f waggon found himself being hauled
He took a short
t earth and landed in a sprawling

of one of those sledgehammer blows.
He would have been smashed almost to
a pulp.

Reddy, however, was nothing if" not
1t agile.

Again he darted to one side, and his
opponent’s heavy fist sailed harmlessly
past his ear, meeting with no resistance.

The man lost his balance, but before
he could fall, Reddy dashed in, and shot
out his left, straight from the shoulder.

The memory of the man’s brutality to
his horse lent additional zest to the
junior’s blow. It took the man fairly
under the chin, and he landed on the
kerb with a crash and a roar.

The blow was a beauty, and had been
timed to perfection.

Redfern stood over his antagonist,
waiting for a renéwal of the fight.

But the victim had had enough. He
- | was a big man physically, but, like many
bullies he could take very httle punish-
ment.

It went against the grain “for him to
have to admit defeat at the hands of a
schoolboy, but he had mo wish to con-
{ tinue the combat.

“I give you best!” he growled

>
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“Vou dor’t

to
whacked ?”’ caid Reddy, with a curl ¢

mean say  vou oo
the lip. “You've not had one-terth :
the onckmg you deserve !’
w
“Are you going on "

“Strike me pink if I awm!" groar-a
the man. *But I’ll have the lor on ver
fer this ’ere! Assault and batters—
that’s wot it is!”

“You deserved all vou got,”" =i
Reddy, “and for two pins Ird give vi-
a second dose. If I see you ill-treat:
that horse again you'll get the lick
of your life! T won't stand that
of thing at any price i’

“Well spokon my !ad—wel sposer .
said a quiet, approving voice.

-Reddy spun round, expecting 1o s~
Mr. Railton or another of the Sr. J- -
masters.

But it was a stranger who had spi--
He was a middle- aged cheery-faced
dividual, who might have been anyihi
from a Sunday-school teacher to
burglar.

The fallen bully was onde'xvourmw 7=
sort himself ont. The stranger watcl.z.
him with a grim smile.

“A dangcroub man that,” he said i
Reddy. “I'm awfully glad you point=:
out to him the error of his ways. I T
the way, that straight left of yours w.:
an oducatxon Who taught you how 1:
box 7’ .

Reddy grinned.

“I'm self-tanght,” he said.
a fellow comes to a public schaal
scholarship he ° ueudlly has ypl-
fights on his hands.”

“The stranger nodded.

“T watched that little serap wit
mterest,” he said. ‘It was th
affair l’ve seen for a long tinm 3
name is Chumley. Would veu mind
giving me yours—also the name of your
school 2’

e

Reddy woendered why this man, a
total stranger, should want these par-
ticulars,

He was debating in his mind whether
to reply, when a sudden mischievous
impulse came to him.

“My school is St. Jim’s,” lre Sﬂld

“ And your name?”

“Trimble—Baggy Trimble!”

“H'm! You don’t look very baggf }
said Mr. Chumley. “Still, you're in a
class by yourself, so far as boxin e s con-
cerned. I shall hope to see more of
you later. Good-afternoon, my ladi”

“Good-afternoon !”’ said Redds.

w
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e, Chumley strode away, and Reddy
ehiuckled.

“Wonder who the beggar is?” he
murmured. “Says he hopes to see me
later—but he won't! It's Baggy Trimbie
who'll run up against him next time.
Poor old Baggy! P'r'aps I ought not to
have let him in for this, Still, if the
fellow’s a Sunday-school teacher, Baggy
will benefit. T may be doing him a good
turn, for all T know !’

Reddy was about io proceed on his
way, when he became avware of the fact
that the coal-mevchant’s man, having
resumed his seat on the waggon, was
giaring at him with a look wlach would
have done credit to a Hun.

Then he shouted his hymn of hate.

“You ain’t "eard the last of this "ere,”
he growled. “I mean to take out a
sumnions agen yer-—fer assault!”

“Go ahead!” said Reddy cheerfully.

“I willl- m a lor-abidin’ citizen,
that’s wot I am, an’ you punched me on
the fice an’ in the ribs! If vou think
I'm goin’ to sit tight an’ say nothin’

23

you're wérry much nistook, voung
shaver !”
‘“Rats |7

At that moment a number of juniors,
wearing the familiav caps of St. Jim's,
crossed over from the other side of the
strect.

Tl}ey were the Terrible Three of the
Shell, and Iiggins, Kerr, and Wynn of
the New House.

“What's going on?" asked Monty
Lowther, clapping Rtedfern oni the back.

“Ow!” gasped Reddy. “If you want
to let off steam, do it on that brute of a
driver !”

“Ilas he been ruffling vour giddy
feathers, old scout?” asked Kerr.

“He was licking his horse till it could
hardly stand.”

“Phew!”

“So I gave him a dose of his ovwn medi-
cine !” explained Reddy,

The juniors stared.

“You—you licked a follow that size?”
gasped Tom Merry.

Reddy nodded.

“Wel], yow've got some pluck!” said
the captain of the Shell. “It's not the
sort of job Y should care to tackle!”

“If you'd seen how he was lashing

that horse,” said Reddy, “yowd have
pulverised him !”
. “The hound!” said Fatty Wynn, glar-
ing at the driver of the coal-waggon.
“Never mind; after he’s had a New
Tlouse fellow’s fist planted in his ugly
ph!'z‘, perhaps he'll tame down! Come
on .

And the juuniors moved off in the direc-
tion of St. Jim’'s.

Redd.y's victim made no attempt to
spur his horse into action after that.
IIe was still badly shaken up. s

“Drat “im ! he muticred. “If I can
only find out who he is I'Il take out
a summons ageh him, oz sure as my
rome’s Mike Jarvis!” )

C “Praps you won't be such a brute
1. future }” came a voice.
The driver ldoked round.
Mr. Bunn was standing in ihe door-
way cof his little shop, grinning.
S saw the whole affair,”he gaid.
¢ Master Redfern laid it into you right

and proper .

“Keep yer mouth shut, can’t yer?”

Then he added, tb himselt :

““So ’is name’s Redfern, is it? Cood!
T'll teach ‘im to lay 'ands on a sober
an’ respectable man! He'll ave the
shock of is Iife in a day or two!”

With which Mike moved off.

But he was very careful ot to wield
his whip any more. He had had one
licking that afternoon, and he decided
that it would not be wize to cmulate
Clivey Twist!
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. CHAPTER 2.
‘The Tribulations of Trimble !

uM Y hat!”

“What an awful vow!”
rangle,

The - St. Jim's  juniors
stopped shoit in the quad-

Through the open window
Head's study floated howls
apguish, punctuated by «
gwishing sound.

“Reminds you of pig-killing,
it?"" grinned Monty Lowther.

“Somebody s going through  the
hoop!” said Figgins. “The Head
doesn’t seem to be sparing the rod.”

Swish, swish, swish!

“ Yaroooooh !”

The juniors exchanged grim glances,

The victim’s wells clearly showed that
he was not of the stuff of which heroes
arc made.

At tho same time, Dr. ITolmes was
certainly going great guns.

The cane had descended al least a
dozen times before he desisted.

And then, after a short interval, a fat
figure rolled dismally out into the quad-
rangle, with the palms of his hands
tucked into his waistcoat,

It was Baggy Trimble.

Thé juniors moved towards him,

“Had it hot?” asked Manners
pathetically.

Manners detested the fat and oily
Trimble, but he could feel for him in
his present plight.

The fat junior groaned.

“Ow! I've had an awful time!
Head’s a beast! Yow!”

“1 expect you deserved 15! growled
Pigging, who was rather less sympathetic
than Manners.

“I didn's! I haven't done anything!
And even if I had, the Head's got no
right to lam e like that! I shall write
to my pater about it!”

of the
of  wild

steady,

doesn’t

sym-

The

“Don’t disturb the tranquillityv of
Trimble  Hall!”  implored  Monty
Lowther.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The Head's a brute!” groaned
Trimble. “He’d no right to come dewn

heavy on me!”

“He’ll come down heavier if he hears
vou talking like that!” said Tom Merry.
**What have you been up to?”

“Nothing, I tell you! I merely had a
little snack in Ratty’s study—-"

“What?”

The juniors gasped-—cspecially
New House juniors.

“You—you scoffed
exclaimed Redfern.

“1 was doing him a good turn, really,”
Trimble explained. **1 happened to peep
into his study, and I saw a tray on the
table stacked with cakes and cream buns,
I knew that Ratty suffered a frightful
lot from indigestion, and that cakes
would make him Wworse. So I stepped in
and ate his tga.”

“Oh, great Scott!”

+The juniors stared blankly at Trimble.

The 1dea of a junior—and a fellow from
an alien House at that—walking into
Mr. Ratcliff’s study and eating Mr. Rat-
cliff’s tea, almost took their breath away.

1t was nbt surprising that Ratty, and
afterwards the Head, had come down
heavy.

“1 was just Dbolting the last cake,”
Trimble went on, ¢ when old Ratty came
in. I dived under the table, but he was
too quick for me. He’s cot the eye of a
blessed hawk! He wasn't a bit grateful
to me for eating his téa. He took me
along to the Head’s study, and you know
the rest!”

“Well, of all the cool cheek!” said
Figgins, .

Y0Of all the awful, astounding nerve!”

the

Ratty's grub?”

Three-halfpence, 8

gasped Tatly Wynn,  “Why, nothing
short of starvation would induce me to
lay hands on Ratty's grub!”

“Np wonder . Rafty was  ratiy !
chuckled Monty Lowther. “You were
lucky -to escape with vour life, Bagey,
old scout. -It’s a wonder Rattv didn’t
strew the hungry churchyard with your
bones!”

“I explained to the Head that Raiiy
fvag an antiseptic—-"" began Trimble,

“A what?"”

“An antiseptic!”

“You- mean a dvspeptic!” said Tom
Merry, laughing, -

“Yes, that's it. I told him Ratty
couldn’s touch cake or pastry, and that
ho’d go making himself ill.™ ;

“And what did the Head say?”
Kere.

“Told me I was a greedy glution.”

“The Head has a wonderful habit of
getting right on the wicket!”” murmured
Monty Lowther.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And then he licked me till eouldn's
stand !” said Trimble wrathfully. “ But
I was very placky all through. Not a
murmur ecaped my lips!”

“Why, you fat fibber!” exclaimed
Figgins. “Wae could hear you almost
in Rylcombe!”

“That—that must have been somebody
else you heard.”

“Rats!”

“I'm not going to take thiz Iving
down, anyway!” said Trimble. “Tli
make the Head sorry for himself !”

As a rule, Baggy Trimble's threats
were wild, and he seldom put them into
practice,

But on this eccasion he spoke as if he
redlly meant business.

Revenge glittered in hig little round

asked

eyes.
“Look here, Trimble,” said Tom
Merry quietly, “don’t go making &

bigger ass of vourself than you are
already. 1f vou start playing tricks on
the Head you'll be well in the running
for the sack!”

“I dou’t care. He hurt me, and I'm
jolly well going to hurt him "

“Are you going to ask him to step into
the gym for a few minutes?” asked
Monty Lowther,

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“There’s more ways than one of killing
a cat,” said Irimble, “Tll get even with
the Head somehow, As for that beastly
Ratty »

A sudden hush fell upon the juniors.

Unseen by Baggy Trimble, whose back
was turned, Mr. Ratclif had rustled to
the spot.

“Ratty wants pulverising!” said
Trimble, blissfully unconscious of the
presence of the New House master.
“He wants flaying alive, and then boil-
ing in oil! What are you making those
faces at me for, Lowther?”

“Dh!” gasped Monty Lowther.

“I wonder you New House fcllows
don't take Ratty in hand,” Trimble went
on. “Why don’t you go for him bald-
headed? Nowv, if I were over in the New
House, I'd start a campaign against him?
He'd be mobbed and lynched, and
kicked out on his neck! Why are you
fellows looking so scarad? It’s no more
thgé Ratty deserves!”

‘Oh crumbs!”
Merry,

Mr. Ratcliff stved 4s
stone. .

Listencers  seldom hear any good | of
themselves, and this was a case in point.

“Tho econer Ratiy goes out of St
Jim’s ou his neck the bottert” said
Baggy rimble, quite unnmoved by the
fack that Redfern had hastily trodden on
his foot, “R4atty’s not a man at all

Tre ey Lisrart, —No. 503,

murmured Tom

if turned to
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He's no% oven an old woman. He's o

“M-m-my hat!”

“The juniors directed horrified glances
towards Trimble; but, like the wicked
people of old, he heeded not.

“ Now, if Ratty had been a good sort,”
continudd Baggy, “he’d have let me stay
in his study, and he’d have sent over
to the tuckshop for another lot of cakes,
But Ratty’s as mean as they make ‘em!
Ho flaw in a paddy, and took me in front
of the Head, The beast! Ow! That's
the second iime youw've trodden on my
foot, Redfern!”

“Dry up, you fat idiot !’ hissed Reddy.

“Why should I dry up? Ratty’'s a
tyrant and o beast, and—— Oh elp!
Oh crumbs! I—1T didw’t kuow you were
standing theve, sir!” )

Baggy had sighted Mz, Ratcliff at last.

He nearly fell down as he meb the
wrathful and aceustng glare of the
master \'f the New House.

“Boy! Trimble!” spluttered Mr. Rat-
cliff, “How dare you! How dare you
apply such disrespectful epithets to a
master of this school!”

“QOw! I—x wasn't! I didn’t] I—="

“Enpough!” said My, Ratclif grimly.
1 heard the whole of your conver

gation 1” ,
“Oh ernmbs?
“You will accompany me to Ms.

Railton at oncet I will see that condign
sunishment is meted ous to you for this
unparalleled display of impertinence i

“Ob, realty, siv, I—" . L

“Do not stand and goggle at me, sir 17
shundered Mr, Rateliff.  “ Follow mo ab
once 1”

Mr, Ratchiff whisked away with rustling
gown, and Baggy Trimble, doomed to
two lickings in one afternoon, followed.

“The silly fot toad!” muttered Red-
fern. “¥ warned him twice!” .

“The chopper will come down this
time, and no mistake!” said Monty
Lowther, “ Baggy seems to be making a
corne? in lickings just lately.” )

A fow moments later, wHen the Terrible
Three had retired to their study, a fat
face looked in at the door.

& Another dosc ?” asked Manners,

¢ NQ.”

“You

o ook

mean to say Railton let you
off 1" exclaimed Tom Merry, in wondet.

“Ho gave me five hundred lines.
Ratiy wanted him to lick me, but Railten
saw that I'd only just been licked by the
Head, So he gave me lines instead.™

“ Well, you can’t say you didn’t ask for
them, piy fat tulip!” said Monty
Lowther. *And if you start playing
tricks on sha Head goodness knows what
will happent”

“The Head’s o beass,” growled Baggy,
“and Pra going to make him sorry -ho
Yammed mel?”

£ B}”i"’i‘ y5r

“3 eay, you fellows, i3 that o
cake?” . .

YT js—it ave!” sajd Monty Lowihar.
* But i¥g for our own cansumption. Rua
away and pick fowers” )

And Baggy Treimble, realising that
there was nothing doing in the cale line,
ran awss—nos to pick fowers, bui to
thimk out ways and means of “ getting his
own hock ” ou the worthy Head of 8t
Jim’s,

ewW

CHAFTER 3,
A Pig in Clover !

1] LHS8S my soul
. Holmes utgeved the »
clamation in toited of great duv.

s,
Ho had .a lotter in his hand, 2nd the
contdanty seemed to have stegdered him,
e Gen Lamary.<-Ne, 593,

Leoaning back in his chaiv, the Head
read the maiseive for the second time,
It ran as followss

“Dear  Sir,—As vou are doubtless
aware, there.is to be a Beys Boxing
Tournament in the Public Hall at Bur-
chester on Saturday next. Representa-
tives are being sent from most of the big
schools in tha county.  Thers will be
middle-weight, light-weight, and bantara-
weight contest

“The entries are practically complete,
s0 I regret I cannot invite you to send o
number of boys to Burchester to take part
in. the various bouts. But there is room
for one more light-weight representative,
and I venture to ask if you would be so
kind as to allow Trimble, of your school,
to take part in the competition,

“Next year I hope 8t Jim’s may be
represented in every event; but there
has been such a rush of entries that it is
impossible on this vecasion.

“If you will kindly notify me that
Trimble has your permission to partici-
pats in the tournament, I will arrange for
my chauffeur to pick him up at 8t. Jim’s
on Saturday morning. Thenking you in
antivipation, 8

“ Believe me,
“Yours very truly, .
“ BERTRAM CHUMLEY.
“Qrganising Manager.”

“Bless my soul I said the Head again.

There was nothing very surprising in
the fact that a boxing tournament was to
be held in the little market town of Bur-
chester, half a dozen miles heyond Way-
land. ’ .

Burchester was quite a centre for sport
of all kinds. . :

Neither was theére anything very sur-
prising in the Head beinZ requested to
send a junior to the meeting to répresent
St. Jim’s.

Bug Trimblo? | ’

Dr. Holmes didn’t know a great deal
about the athletic qualitics of his juniors;
but he knew enough to understand that
the fat and flabby Trimble ‘was not a
suitable candidate for any sort of contest
—unless it were an eating one. :

1t must be a mistake |” marmured the
Head at length. My, Chumley has
given me the wrong name. Fortunately,
his telephone number is on the letter. I
will rinz him up for confirmation.”

Dr. Holmes took up- the recciver,

“ Burchester 590, please,” he said.

There was a moment’s pause, and thes
a cheery voice sounded over the wires.

“Hallo! Who are you, please?”

“1 am Dr. Holmes, of St. Jim’s,” eand
the Head. *“¥s that Mg, Chumley?”

“Hpeaking 17

“f have receivad
Chumlep—a-"

“Qh, yea!”

“And I am quito willinggto send a 8t
JinY's repvesentative to your boxing tour-
nameni—-—" d ¥

43 Gmd !”

“Bub-—but I foor
ariseri——"

“EL?T?

“You have asked that g boy named
Trinible may attend——"

“fhat’s s0.”

* Are you o
o wang 7’

< Quite V7

“ 1t is ot Towy Me
Redtern ?”’

“No; Trimble’s the chap, I believe
he's known ay Bagey:l” :

“There iy carﬁu!‘rﬁy 2 bay of that name

your letter, Mr.

us istake has

ain ib {3 Teimble whom

, v Figging or

here. But I fear ho will not suit your
purpose. His knowledge of -hoxing is, ¥

believe, wery Hmited,”
Mr, Chumiley dlmekled;

! not the lesson I gave you saficient

i-

Ve crwing ,
“However, w8
Trimble is the

“I have reazon to be
Dr. Holmes,” he said.
won't quarrel ehout that.

ooy want, right onough, May he
come?”
“ With—w suve I stammnic

the Head. .
“Many thanks! Grod-morning, sirt”
“Good-morning ! =aid Dr, Holmes.
And he replaced the reeciver on’ its

hooks with a gasp.

Then there was no mistake, aficr all!

It was Trimble-—~Bagey Trimble—whao
was required to uphold the hencur and
glory of St. Jim’s!

“Dear me !” murmured the Hesd, “T
had no idea that Tiimble pessesed any -
fistic talent. However, I am somewhay
out of touch with the athletic accomplish:-
ments of the junior bays, and it is quite
possible that Trimble may be werthy ot
the honour which Mr. Chumley secks (-
bestow upon him. [ will send for
Trimble,”

And the Head did.

A few moments later 1ho fat
rolied into the study.

There were smears of jam cn
face; and he looked anything i
as he flourdered on tho Head's carpet

Dr. . Holmes reflocted! however, that
agzpearances were inzes deceptive.

“Ah, Trimble! I szent for §ou in
aorder to—-"" | .

“It wasn't me, sl said Bagey
promptly, : : i

“What 1”?

“1 expect it was Racke, sir, or
Mel'ish, or one of the eothere. "I haven’s

&

£O7

bren within a mile of Knox's studr,

gir 17’

“Trimhle 1

“I d'dv't touch- his beastly cake—-
honour bright, sir! Aud it was only o
st-le th'ng, anyway., Jt tasted like the
wai bread we used to have.”

Tre Herd frowned.

“Do I understand ¢
priated a cake belong
excla'med.

“Oh mo, sirl Not at all, L0 I
wouldn’t dream of doing such a tilzgz,

srl” ~.
“You have alveady been punished
t~-dav, Trimble, for censumin

“Nunno. sir—I—I mean, yes
won’t touch’ s0 much 23 a erumb it

fature, sir!”
7 ssid tho Head, “1

“Very we
for veu, Tr'mbly, in connection
quite another matter,™

o“ (}h !”

“1 have receivéd a request f
gentleman named My, Chumle:
winy be a'lowed to go over ta Dus
on Sa'urday to take part in
tournament there.”

“My hat ! mutiered Pa
price,

“T was nob awaye that v
Trimble.”

“Eh? Gh yer,
“T'm a wonderinl ch
B xing’s my strorg b

The Head loo

ad doubiful.
not possess that simple {

tha

1+ cculd box,

ape

said  Baggy.
in thg ring, si
o

. . He
zith which is

tr e so much bettar than No
bload.
“T have never heard your na

Trmble, in connaction with the !
o tivities of tha juninvs??
“That’s becaurs [ never get
show, sir.” explained DBoag,
Merry and the others ave jealk

12 of me.

They always try to keep ma» under. Bub
T'm hetter than all the Int of them
lnmped together, ¥ conld lick  their
heids off 17

“VYon are guiliy <! fcolish exagpgers-

tion, Trimble.”
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Three-halfpence, 5

The.next moment the driver of the coal

e stz

-waggon was hauled down from his seat.

earth, and landed in a sprawling heap in the roadway. (See Chapter 1).

He took a short cut to

“Not at all, sb'? T'm real hot stuff in
the ring. I don’t know who this chap
Chumley is, sir, but he knows here to
come for talent.”

“1 am not prepared to discuss the
matter any further, Trimble. I do not
believe for one moment that your
abilities are so pronounced as you
siggest. At the same time, Mr.
Chumler has requested me to send you
> Buarchester on Satyrday, and I have
conzerted, He will arrange for his
chauffenr to call for you here.”
od 1" murmured Baggy.

all, Trimble.”

The fat junior left the Iead's study
feeling hugels elated. :

IIc had not abandoned his scheme of
revenge—nct by any means; but he felt
that life was once more worth living.

To go to the Burchester tournament
would mean, not only a day off, but pro-
Lably some free feeds in addition.

. As for the boxing itself, Baggy had no
intention of taking part in it.

e would wriggle out of that part of
ine affair somehow., He would represent
it he had sprained his wrist, or some-
thing of that sort.

2o long as he went o Burchester as

the guest of Mr. Chumnley, everything in
the garden would be lovely.,

Trimble lost no timo in acquainting his
schoolfellows with his good fortune.

Tom Merry & Co. were staggered.
And so was cverybody else.

The fellows were incredulous at first:
but later in tho day the Flead was heard
to mention the matter to Mr. Railton.

“It's true, right enough,” said
Manners. “Baggy’s going to Buichester
to represent St. Jim’s in the ring. Did
you ever?”

“No, never!"
solemnly,

Trimble as a fighting-man was somo-
thing quite new,

“Why, he doesn’t know a boxiug-glove
from a stra’ght left ! s2id Tom Merry,

““And he’s been chosen in preference
to all of us!” said Manners. “Carry me
home to die, somebody {”

“This takes the cake, beats the band,
and prances off with the whole giddy
biscuit-factory ! said Monty Lowthey.

And for the rest of that day the con-
versation of the juniors centred upon the
astounding selection of Baggy Trimble
as the St. Jim’'s representative in the
ferthcoming boxing tournament.

said  Tom  Merry

CHAPTER 4.
An Adventure for Reddy.

6 OW look out for squalls!™

N Monty Lowther made that

remark to his chums.

The Terrible Threo were
standing in the old gateway of St. Jim’'s
in the early morning, waiting for the
postman, when a familiar and portly
figure came in sight from the direction
of Rylcombe.

“It’s  Crump!” said Manners.
“What’s he waut here, I wonder?”

“Give it up,” said Tom -Meiry,
“P’r’aps one of the bold, bad blades has
been caught smoking in Rylcombe.”

“ Crump looks very much on the war-
path, anyway,” said Monty Lowther.
“He’s snorting like a fiery dragoni”

P.c. Crump came on with his pou-
derous tread.

As he stamped through the open gate-
way, the Terrible Three bowed low
bofore Lim.

“Hail !” said Manners.

“Fire, brimstone, and treacle!” said
Monty Lowther, .

e Gev Liseary.—-No, 593.
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“Ha, ha, hai¥

AMr. Crump snorted,

* Which you needn’ try to bo funny,”
ko growled. ‘‘Let me pass, you young
rips! T’m ’ere cn himportant bisiness,”

¢ Anybody been burgling a bank?¥
zsked Tom Merry.

“ Wuss than that, Master Merry.”

“My hat}”

“ What’s il the
Manners,

“Ths lor does not hallowr me to throw
hout any ’ints on the subjick,” said Mr.
Crump darkly, “I'm a-goin’ to sce the

,Ea"ja 2
©And tho portly constable passed on to
tho Head’s study, leaving the Terrible
‘Threo in a state of growing wonder and
euriesily.

Tho Head was curious, too, when P.-e,
Crump anrounced himself. ’

“Good-morning, Mr. Crump!” hs
taid. “You have a complaint to mzke to
me?”

“I ‘avo a sumons
boys, sir,”

“Blesa my soul!
serious is the matter?”

‘‘Bomethin’ werry serious indsed, sir.
It’s a case of battery an’ hassauit!”

“Dear mo!”

Mr. Crump  impressively produeced a
blue paper from his pocket ard handed
it to Dr. Holmes, !

- Tho Head’s brow clouded over.

It was almost unheard of for a sum-
mons #o be taken out against one of kis
pupils,

'The blue document briefly stated tha
Redforn, of 8t. Jim’'s, was to appear at
the Wiuyland police-court that morning,
charged with assaulting Mike Jarvis, a
coal-earter of Rylcombao,

** Surely this must be 5 mistake 7 mut-
tored the Head.

Mr. Crump shook his head.

“Ii’'s Master Redfern that’s wanted,
sir,”” he sgaid. “I thought I'd better
bring the summons to you first.”

rumpus aboub?”? asked

agen cane of your

I trust nothing

“Yes, yes! Very well, Mr. Crump,
1 will look into this distressing matter,

and ses that Redfern appeara at the court
this morning.”

P.-0. Crump withdrow, 5

When his heavy tread was no longer
sudiblo in the paszage, tho Head sent for
Redfern,

The Now Xicuso junior waa startled
when ho caught sight of tha Head’s grave
and ironbled face.

“VYou sent for me, sir?” he sid.

“Yes. Y have received a great shock,
Redfern, I have here a summons for you
to attend the Wayland police-court.”

Redfern jumped. .

Heo had ex?ected anything but this.

Truo, Miko Jarvis had threatenod
to bring an actich against him for
usau}i.;gbut Reddy had regarded this zs
an empty threat.

For a moment the junior was thrown
compleiely off his balance. Bus he pulied
himgelf togsther, and faced the Head.

“Y am ndeed sorry that this should
havo ecome to pass, Redfern!” eaid Dr.

Holmes, “There i3 nothing T mors
heartily abher than a eourt scene. H you
sro fined—as you probably will bo—it will
mean that the fair name of this school
wiil bo dragged through the papers!”

“What exacily is the charge against
mo, gir '

“Tt i3 one of assaunlt, Did you atrike
& man named Jarvis, in Ryleembe 2”

“1 did, sir—and I'd do it agein!?

* Rodfern 17

“1 had good cause to lick the rotter,
sir,” said l%edfem. “ He was ill-treating
bis horse. T told him to stop, and he
wouldw’t. 8o I hauled him down from
his cart and gave him a hiding.”

The Head's brew cleared,
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“Thab altors the whole complexion of
things,” he said. “The man received no
more than his due, Doubtless the magis.
trate will dismiss tho case. Were there
any witnasses of tho sceno who could give
ovidence in your favour?”

“Not that 1 know of, sir.”

“That is unfortunate. It will be a case
of your word against this man’s. Person-
ally, I have no doubt that you acted from
tho best motives—-?’

“Thank you, sirl”

“ But whether the magistrate will share
my view remains to be seen. You had
bettsr proceed to Wayland, Redfern.
Telephone mo the result of tho proceed-
ings.”

“Very well, sir1”

Redfern left tho Head’s study with a
grim expression on his face. Ho would
miss morning lessons; but that thought
gave him no pleasure. A Form-reom was
preferable to a police-court.

But Reddy had no fears as to tho resuls
of the summons,

He was in the right, and he knew it.

Redfern was nct altogether ignorant of
how to defend himself, either.

There had been a time when ho ran
away from 8%, Jim’s to take up a pro-
fession which was dear to his heart—that
of a reporter on o provincial paper.,

His work had sometimes taken him to
the police-court, and in reporting the pro-
ceedings of tho various cases he had
picked up a good deal of uscful informae
tion.

When h
zoared higher.

The first person ho met was Mr. Bunn.

“ Hallo I’ said Reddy, “ Are you in the
soup as well7”’

“No, Master Redfern—and neither are

cu. Fortunately, I was a witness of that
itle uffair the other day; and between
us wo will convince the magistrate that
Mr.” Mike Jarvis hasn’t a log to stand
on

reached the court his hopes

=
s
her

.

“Qood!” said the 8%, Jim’s junion

A few moments later tho court proceed-
ings began,

Reddy’s case was a long way down the
List, and it was vearly nogn before he
etood face to face with the magistrate.

Miko Jarvis gave his evidence—ovi-
dencoe which made matters lock wvery
black indeed against Reddy.

But when Mr. Bunn was called the
tables were completely turnsad.

Mr, Bunn was not an orater, but he
excelled himself on thia cceasion.

In clear, ringing tones he described
how Mike Jarvis had ill-treated his horse,
and how Redfern, after giving tho man
a causion, which was ignored,hhad given
Miko Jarvis the hiding he go richly
deserved.

Tho magistrato was satisfied that
Reddy’'s action was justified up to tho
hilt.

Ho administered o strong rebuke to
Miko Jorvis.

“Yeu had better bs very careful in
future,” he gaid. “There can bo no
doubt that you have been guilty of gross
brutality to your horse. Judging by the
somewhat battered appearance of your
face, Master Redfern did his work well.
1 hopa tho action he took will be & lesson
to you!”

Thoe case against Redfern was then diz-
missed, with costs to Mike Jarvis.

Shortly  aflerwards tho telephono
gounded n Dr. Holmes’ study ab 8t
Jim’s.

“Redizrn zpeaking, sir}” came a voico
over the wires, “T'vo como through all
right, siri”

Th> Hezd gave an
religf,

“1 am very glad o hear ib, Redfern!
This has bean @ very irying ordeal for

]

HOW ON
SALE,

you, my boy, and I am sorry it should
have occurred.”

“That’s all right, sir}” said. Reddy
cheerfully, “I'm coming back ¢o the
school at onea !

And he raug off.

Tho Head wus zbout to replace the
recoiver on its hooks when a startling
thing happened.

There was a deafezing crash clese at
hand, followed by a b ihud,

‘or 2 moment the Haad stocd thunder-
struck, His mind w« back to the
Zeppelin taids of war-tima.

“ Bloss my soul! What cn carth—"

With o dazed expression cu his face,
the Head glanced round the rocm. What

9 saw causcd him to compress his lips
with anger.

The study window was smashed; and
on_the tablo lay a brick—a large and
hefty brick, which must have narrowly
missod the Hoad himself § )

Some perzon unknown had hurled the
missile through tho study window, with
deliberate intent to causo annoyance, and
perhaps injury, to Dr, Holmes.

As s0un as ho had recovered from the
shock, the Hezd moved towards the win-
dow.

Bus the quadrangle was desevted.

Thera was no sign <f tho mysterious
assailant,

The Head’s brow grew vory stern.

He was angry and hurt to think that
8 boy—for it must have been a boy—
should so far forget himself as to perform
such a dangerous and dastardly action.

The brick could hardly have found its
way into tho Head’s study by accident.

It had been malicicuzly hurled through
the window.

For somo moments Dr. Toimes stood
wrapped in thought. 'Lhen ho sent for
Kildare,

Tho captain of St, Jim’s glanced curi-
ously at the smashed window, and at the
brick on the table, bus ho ventured mo

commens
& 2

general
said the

io sun

o
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1 you
assembly in Big
Head.

“ At onco, sir 2"

“Yes—it i3 very urgont 7

Kildaro left tho Ie2d's study wonder-
ing.

Merning lessons had just finished, sad
ko rounded up the fzilowws and shepherded
them into Big Hall

Thers was general excitement
sut the school,

Thero was apprehension, too, in some
quarters.

Aubrey Racke, and others of his kid-
ney, were wondering if gome of their old
sins_had come homs to roost,

“Wonder what it's all about?” sid
l‘cmﬁMerry. .

“Gussy is going to be ps
the O.B.yE.,”gsaidg Monty Ti'_)‘

“Hua, ha, hai”’

“Weally, Lowthah,” =aid Arthur
Augustus, “1 wegsrd 5 as much moah
pwebablo that yoji are goin’ to geb it in
tho neck for w'iting about one of the
mastahs in your Comic Column }?

“Shush 1” whispered Manners <warn-

ingly. “Mere comes the Head!”

through.

CHAPTER 5.
The Fiat Gess Forth !
R, HOLMES swept into Big Hull
D witlr rustling gown,
There was a
mounted tho dais, .
“AMy boys,” he began, T have called
you together in connestion with an out-
rage—an unparallelod  outrage—which
has recontly oceurred I7 .
“Wonder if he means Gussy’s pink-
and-pale-blue i murmured
Monty Lowther,

hish 28 he

s
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“Dwy up, Lowthah, you ass!”

o Weﬁ. you can’t deny that your neck-
{ie’s an outrage against society !” whis-
pered tho irrepressible humorist of the
Shell.

“8ilence !’ rapped out the Head, “1
lave been the victim of what was pro-
bably meant to be a practical joke, but
what I regard as far more serions,”

“My bat!” murmured Manners.

“I had just concluded a telephone
conversation in my studyg,” the Head
went on, “when a missile, in the form
of a brick,” was hurled through my
window {”

There was & murmur of amazement
from the assembly.

‘“Had the brick struck me,” con-
tinued Dr.- Holmes, “1 should not have
escaped serious injury. I can scarcely
realise that thore is a boy here who
would wilfully scek to harm his head-
master. Yet such is the case, I call
upon the boy who threw that brick to
stand forward and admit the offence!”

‘“And don't all speak at oncoel”
chuckled Monty Lowthsr.

They didn't!

Not a fellow stirred.

“Comeo,” said the Head, “if the cul-
prit chooses to confess, and tells me he
burled the brick without stopping to
think of the possible conscquenves, I
shall deal more leniently with him tharn
if T have to find ont by other means.”

Still no one stirred.

“1 wish you all to understand,” said
the Head, ¢ that this iz a very scrious
matter. If the culprit is not discovered,
that regrettable incident may lead to
cthers. Once again I call upon the
guilty party to come forward!”

But the guilty party, wheever he was,
preferred to hide his light under a
bushel.

“I will wait three minutes,” said the
Ilead grimly. *“Uf during that period
no one comes forward, 1 shall be relue-
tantly compelled to punish the whole
school for the offence of one.”

The silencoe which followed
remark could almoss be {elt.

“Two minutes bavo expired,” said the
ITead at length.

There was a general eraning of necks,
aud a good deal of muttered speculation,
but the " offender discrectly held his
peace.

““The time is up,” said Dr. Holmes at
length. “1 have given the culprit ample
opportunity to confess, and he has not
done so. I therefore have no resource
but to punish the whelo school.”

“Oh crumbs £”

“It i3 not often that T tako such &
step,” said the Head, “but law and
order must be mairtained. No boy will
Lo allowed out of gates for a week |”

s Oh !”

this

There was a gasp of dismay frem the
Sr. Jim’s fellows.

Gated for a weak !

The Head could not lLave selected &
rore severe punishment. Y
jaunts into Rylcombe and Way-
. ©o boating or batuing, no country
valks fer a whole week !

_And all because the Loy who had
turown thz brick chose to remain anony-
mous.

“If the culprit confesses in the mcan-
time,” said the Head, “ the ban will, of
course, be Lifted.  But if ho fails to come
forward the wheic school must suffer.
That is all.”

When the schoo! was dismissed, seniors
and juniors alike discussed the strange
vifair. .

Who had thrown tlio brick through
the Head’s study window ¢

Who was cuusing the whole echicc! to
pay the penalty of his folly?

“Ti'z rotten!” pgrowled Jack Blake.

i
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“QOur wmatch with the Grammarians is
inocked on the head now.”

“And so are a good many other
things,” said Tom Merry. “It’s ne joke,
bemg gated for a week.”

“It's a wotten shame {” agreed Arthor
Augustus D'Arcy.  “ Why couldn’s the
wottah have cwned upi”

“Fcho answers * Why ©'” said Monty
Lowther. “Ho funked a licking, I sup-
pose.”

Tom Merry & Co. tried to puzzle out
in their minds who the culprit could have
been.

The rame of Baggy Trimble did not
occeur to them In connection with the
affair,

They had forgotten Trimble’s threat to
be revenged upon the Head for the
swishing he had reccived.

In any case, they would net have sup-
posed that Baggy Trimble had sufficient
nerve to hurl a brick through the Head's
etudy window.

Baggy himseif was very cxcited.

“1 say, you fellows,” ho began, ap-
proaching the Terrible Three in the
quad, “I'm in for the timeo of my life!”

“T don’t see it,” snid Tom Merry.
“ You're gated, like the rest of us.”

4 Eh 0})9

“The Hoad won't let you go to the
boxing tournament eftcr what's hap-
pened.**

“Won't he, by Jova? e promised
me, and I'll keep him to it. €Il go and
tackle the old beast now !

And Baggy Trimble rolicd away to
the Head’s study.

“Well, Trimble ?” said Dr. Holmes, 29
the fat junior knocked and entered.

“T came to see you aboat the bexing
tournament, sir,” said Baggy. “I sup-
pose I can go, sir?” -

The Head reflected for a moment.

“The whole school is gated, Trimbie,”
he said. “However, I promised Mr.
Chumley that you should go, and I do
not wish to go back on my word. If
Mr. Chumley’s chauffevr calls for you on
Saturday you may accompany Lim.”

“Thankes awlully, sir{”

And the fat junior rolied cut of the
study in high feather,

“You wmean to say the Head’s letting
you go?” exclaimed Tom Merry.,

“Yes, rather! Why shouldn’t he?”

“But-—but you can’t box!”

“That's all you know, Tom Merry.
Why, I could lick you gagged and hound
and blindfolded !”

“You—you checky, fat toad—"’

“Oh, bump kim{” growled Monty
Lowther. “We seem to suffering

from too much Trimble just lately [”

“Here, 1 say, hold on—I mean, leg-
go!” gasped Baggy, as he felt himsclf
being swept off his feet. “I—I wasenly
joking, you feflows—"

Bump!

“Yaroocoooh! Give over, you becsis!
You're only jealous becauss you're nob
coming—""

Bump!

“ Another one for luck!”
Monty Lowther.

For the third time Baggy Trimble
descended upon the hard flagstones with
a crash and a yell.

The life of the epecial boxing repre-
sentative of St Jim’s was not proving
cxactly a path of roses, after all!

sang oud

CHAPTER 6. -
A Treat for Two!

NATURDAY dawned—a  glorious,
sunny day.
The conditions were idea!l for
cricket.

They were still mere idoal for an cnen-

Threehalfpence, = 7

air picnic, or for a dip in the rippling
waters of the Ryll. )

But thero was nothing doing.

8t. Jire's writhed and chafed under the
Head’s eontence.

Perhaps Dr. Holmes Lad acted more
sternly than usual,
l.But the fellows could hardly blame
m,

As Monty Lowther remarked, it was
no joke to have brickbats sailing through
cne’s window, aud the Head had taken
what he folt to be the most cffective
measure of preventing a recurrence of the
affair.

A party of juniors strolled disocon--
solately in the quad in the bright, sum-
mer sunshine.

“We're like birds in & giddy cage(”
growled Jack Blake.

“Exiles in Siberia1” sighed Monty
Lowther,

“Can't something be dons about it?”
asked Herries desperately. I wanted
to take Towser out for & run.”

“Blow Towser!” growled Manners,
“We'vo heard enough sbout that muzcled
beast 1"

Arthnr  Augustus D'Arey, who had
been pendering deeply for some motaents
Jammed_ his monoclo into his eye, an
surveyed his schoolfellows,

“I had a wemittance this mornin’, desh
boys!” he anrounced. “It was a fivah,
I pwopose we have & picnic this aflah-
noon in the woods!”

“Asz!” gaid Jack Blake.

“Dolt!” eaid Dighy.

“8illy chump!” said Tom Merry.
“How can we have a picnic in the woods
when we're all guted 7”

“It is not imposs, deah Loys! Wa
could bweak bounds!”

[ Fh?.‘)

The juniors stared blankly et their
clegans chum,

“We've done it befoah, an’ wo can do
it agamn!” sa:d Arthur Augustus reso-
lutely,

Tom Merry shook his head.

“Can’t bo donio ! he said. “ We'ro like
rats in a trap. The prefects bave Leen
mstructed to keep their optics opon, and
prevent anyone from leaving the pre-
miscs, There's Knox on seatry-go at the
schos! wall.”

“Bai Jove! Anyone would think we
wera a set of cwiminals!” eaid Arthur
Augustus heatedly.

At that moment a car swung through
tho cpen geteway.
It was a fine,

holstered,

“A visitor for eomebodyi™ eaid Jack
Blake,

The chaoffeur slowed wp as hs ap-
proachied ths group of junicrs.

“Is  Master Trimble hers,
gents?” ho asked.

“That's me!” said a voice.

And Baggy Trimble pushed his way
towards the car.

The juniors gasped when they saw him.

As a rale, Boggy Trimble was the most
slavenly junior at St. Jim's.

But gis appearance on this gecasion loft
nothing to be desired.

The fat junior had treated himself to a
wash—a real wash, as distinct from his
usvel cat’s-lick—and Lis Ltons were spot-
Less.

He alsoc sperted a snowy-white collar,
and his boots gleamed in the sunshino.

From his bution-hole protruded & ved
rese.

“Bai Jove!” gas‘ped Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy.  “I woeelly belleve Twimble's
woeformin’ {7

“Ha, ha, kal”

“Te's fairly out-Gussied Clusayi™
chuckled Monty Lowther,

Tur Gem Lisnant. --No. 503,
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Baggy Trimble clamibered juto the big
car, and made himself comfortable,

He waved a fat hand to the juniors.

*Pa-ta, you fellows!” he said. “T'il
send you a wire telling you that I've won
the light-weights!”

“The light-weights!” gasped Monty
Lowther. “*Oh, my hat! Make it the
leaden-weights, Baggy !”

‘‘Ha, ha, ha't”

Baggy Trimble lay back in the car with.

a beaimng smile,

~He was the only fellow at St. Jim’s
to whony the gating order did not apply.

He was free—free to go over to Bur-
chester and enjoy himself to the full.

“Lucky dog!” saild Javk Blake, as the
cox moved off.

““Blessed if I can make it out!” said
Dighy. -““Why should a fat duffer like
Trimble be selected to box for St. Jim's?
Le'll be licked to a jelly!”

“Wish we could go over and see the
show I” said Tom Merry.

*“Why not bowl Knox over, and hunk
over the wall?” suggested Herries.

“That would be too thick!” said the
captain of the Shell. *Breaking bounds
is bad enough, in the Head's eyes; and
howling a prefect over in the process
would just about put the tin hat on it!
Afraid there’s nothing for it hut to cool
our heels at 8t, Jim’s.”

_ A party of New Housc fellows strolled
into view,

“ What, about & funior House-match?”
suggested Figgins, *“It’s pretty tame,
when you think of the ripping fime we
rhight have on the river or in the woods.
But it’s better than nothing 1"

Tom Merry nodded.

“Tm game!” lie said. .

“In that case, I'll get up an cleven?”
said Figgins. “You'll play, of course,
Kerry?

“Yes, rather!t?

“Bame herei” said Fatty Wynn.

** What about you, Reddy?”

“Borry 1” said Redfern, “I'm going
over to Burchester!”

*“Whatt”

“Pm very curlous to see this boxing
fournament.”

“So are all the rest of us!” said Tom
Merry.,  “But it can’t be done! We're
gated!”’ :

“I don’t see why the order should
apply to me!” said Reddy. “I wasn’t at
St. Jim’s when that brick was heaved
through the Head’s window. I was in
Wayland at the time.”

“Bai Jove! Weddy's quite wight!”
said Arthur Augustus. “He can pwove
that he had nothin’ whatevah to do with
the bizney |”

“1 should speak to the Head about it,
if T were you, Reddy!” said Kerr.

“That’s precisely what I mean to do!”
said Reddy.

And he made tracks for the ¥ead's
study.

Dr. Tolimes was stiil very angry; but
he simmered down a little when Redfein
came in.

“You wish to speak to me, Redfern??

“Yes, siv. May I go over to Bur-
chester to see the boxing?” .

“Are you not aware that-the whole
school is gated, Redfern?”?

“That ought not to apply to me, sir.
I wasu’t here when the brick was thrown
through your window. If you remember,
T was at Wayland at the thae, attending
the court proceedings.”

“You are quite right, Rediern. I do
not care to make exceptious, but in your
cage it is only fair. Yes, you may cer-
tainly go to Burchester, if you wish.”

*Thank you, sir!” .

Reddy left the Head’s study with
grin.
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He, at any rale, was not going to be
robbed of his pleasure.

The other juniors eyed Lim enviously |
as he wheeled his machine from iho
bicycle-shed, and set off on his excursion.

*“Lucky dog number two!” said Jack
Blake. **Wish I could prove an alibi of
some sort "

*Yaas, wathah!”

Krnox of the Sixth, who was patrolling
near the school wall, shcuted to Redfern
as the junior cycled out of gates,

“Come back, you young sweep!”

“Not this evening!” chuckled Reddy.
“Some other evening 17
“¥ou are “defying the Mead's orders

“Ratal?

“I shall repori you—-"

“More ratsl? .

Knox clenched his hands, and Redfern
sped on his way, waving his hand in
mock favewell as he vauished down the
dusty road. .

Knox gritted his teeth, and strode away.
to the Head’s study.

e told himself that he
good case against Redfern,

Had he stopped to think, he might
bave known that Redfern would scarcely
have dared to go out of gates withoust
the Head’s sanction,

But Knox seldom stopped to think.

He hoped that the Head would send
him in pursuit of Redfern, That would

had a very

give him a much-needed opportunity of
calling in at the Green Man.
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In a greai hurry, Kios buist Juio the
Head’s study.

Dr, Holwes looked up in some SU1I0Y.
ance,

“It is customary, Knox, to knock af
my door befoie entering !
. “Yes, T know, siv. But this is a most
mportant matter, Every minute is
precious {”’

“What do you me: -

“Redfern, of the New House, has sef
your order at defiarce. aud broken
boundst” panted the prefect. 1 called
to him to stop, but he igne.ed me. I
wish to know if I may go and fetch him
back, sir!”?

“You may do nothing of tie st
Knox V7 said the Head tardy.

““ Bu‘t_—“”

Kiox "

*Redfern had my full permission to o
out of gates.”
Y k]

In his blind desire to get Redfern juto
trouble, Knox had not realised that the
Junior might have the Head’s sanction.

*I—I thought——"" stammered Knox.

“You should not Le so hasty in jump-
Ing to conclusions, Knox! You had

\better go back to your duty 1?

And Knox went—inwardly fuming.
His case against Redfein bad failed
and, what was worse, his projected visin
to the Green Man vas decdedly “off 1
e

CHAPTER 7.
The False and the True !
AGGY TRIMBLE was in high
B feather.
He felt that the sun was begin-
ning to shine at last,

Not often did he enjoy the luxury of
a motor-ride ; hut he nicant to make the
most of this one.

Several curious glances were dirceiod
at him as the car flashed through the old-
fashioned High Street of Wavland.

The fat junior lay back with a self-
satisfied smurk, like a war profitee:
ing his ill-gotten gains.

“This is primel” he muninie
wish Burchester wasn't so jollv )
shonld like a few hwidred mniles of this !”

But Burchester was reached ol too
soon. )

The car slowed vp oitside the public
hall,

There were posters ouiside hail
announcing the various contests,

A sturdy-looking yowng man advanced
towards the cur as Baggy 'Irimbls
stepped out.

* Master Trimble ¢” he asked.

“That's me!” said Baggy.

“I'm Bob Spencer -— boxing - treiner.
Mr. Chumley is unable to tirn up at the
hall just yet, and he.asked me to look
after you in the meantime,”

*“Oh, good !’

“The preliminary heats will teke place
in an hour,” said Bob Spencer, :

“ Blow the heats |”

“Ehig

“Look heve,” said Baggy, “I refuse
to touch a pair of boxing-gloves until
I've had a fced! I'm famished!”

Bob Spencer gasped

He looked Baggy Trimble up and
down, and decided that he had never
seen a fellow who looked "less like o
hoxer, = A .

Why had Mr. Chumley chosen this

the

plump, podgy youth to represent St.
im's?

Ji

Was it midsummer maduess on Mr.
Chumley’s part? -

Baggy Trimble’s voice broke in upon
the bhoxing:trainer’s reflections.

“Tm_awfully peckish, you know. I
hardly had any brekker. "Half a dozen
sausages, and only ten slices of bread-
and-butter! Tt wasn’t enouzh to feed a
field-mouse ! ’
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Redfern’s case was a feng way down the list; but at length his name was called, and e stood face tc face l
N © with the magistrate! (See Chapter 4), .

“Great Scott !

“‘Isn’t there a bunshop in this liole-
sud-corner place?” demagded Baggy.
1 can’t do anything until I’ve laid a
- lid foundation1”

“If you take my tip,” said Bob
scer, “you’ll leave pastry aloue for u
How on carth can you do yourself
2 in the ring, if you c¢ram yourself
lot of indigestible” rubhish ?"

- more I eat, the better I can
-aid Baggy cheerfully,  *Just
- along to a bunshop, there’s

a good fell .

Bob Spe: hesitated.

Mr. Chumiey had requested Lim to
make the Su Jim's junior as comfortable
as poseible,

Did that includs taking Lim to.a bun-
<hop and standing t-eat ?

Bob Spencer doubted it.

But he was a good-natured sort, and
There was just-time for a fred hefore the
hoxing tournament began.

*This way!” said Bob.

Baggy Trimble, his fat face beaming
like a full moon, suffered Lim:clf to b
led to the neavest Lbunshop.

6 was a very spacious

and  well-

stocked establishment-—much hetier than
the bunshops in Wayland and Ryleombe,
Burchester prided ifself on its shops.

The boxing-trainer and the fat junjor
—an ill-assorted pair--sat down at one of
the tables, 5

Bob Spencer beckoned to the wwaitress.

“Bovril for one, please I’ He said.

“Here, I say, that’s not for ma, is it 7"
exclaimed -Bagy Trimble; -~ -

Bob Spencer J{mghed. .

“No; it’s for me!” le suid:
ahead, and giyve your orderi” |

Baggy Trimble blinked at the array
of tarts and cakes on the sliop couunter.

“ I should prefer to have a stool at the
counter, and pick and thoose as I go
along 1” hé said, © 70 " T

You'll-he getting in-the way. of the
customers if you do that. ~Better stay
where you.dre {¥ -0 -

“Ob, .all right.!" gruntéd Biggy:

And then he gave his order. - - -

The magnitide of it made Boly Spencer
gasp. AS for the waitress, shg looked as
if she were &boutto'swosn. -
vo A dishrof donghnuts, a dish of eream
sy a: dozen” ham-rolls, aud & big, fat
curranf-cake [ said Bagey.

“Co

“No time for joking, kid " said Bob
Xpencer, rather sternly.

“T'm not joking! Yve just ordered a
little snack-—--"
. “Great pip! Aud do yen really
imagine you'll be able to keep your end
up in the ring after that little lot

¢ Wait and see ! said Baggy sagely.

He was reflecting that he wouldn't go
within a dozen yvards of the ring,

The waitress brought tls things Bagoy
had ordered.

Sle had to bring them on ihe insta
nient systenr. It was the only way.

Baggy Trimble lost no time in gotiing
off the mark,

He bolted doughuuts and buns and
rolls with amazing rapidity. ‘e

Boly Spencer, lus Bovril forgotten, sat
and watched the fat junior like one in a
dream. :

Bob’s knowledge of Doxers was, like
Sam Weller's knowledge of London, ex-
tensive and peculiar. But he had never
known an aspirang for boxing honours to

stuff himeelf in this manner gust before w

tournament. .
UHE GEx LisRany. - No. 5¢3.
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<ty Trimble was In great form.

He did not pause to take a breather, a3
i were, until the last bam-roll had de-
parted, and the currant-cake had been
reduced to a handful of crumbs,

“That's tons botter!” ho said, at
length.

“How often do you do this sort of

ing 1" esked Bob Spencer, in growing
wonder.

“Whenevor I get the chance—which
isn't often!” said Baggy. “Trot out a
dozen jam-tarts, waitrossi”

Bob Spencer stared.

“You—you mean to say you've not
fnished 17 he stuttered.

N jolly fear? I'm just getting into
my stride!” -

“By Jove!l”
Bob scarcely
gngry or amused.

He had never met anyone quite like
Primble beforo, He wondered where the
fat junior managed to stow it all

The waitress brought the jam-tarts.

Baggy Trimble attacked them at once.

“You don’t secin to be eating any
thing,” he mumbled, blinking at Bob
Spencer.

“T'm not hungry, thanks!” said Bob.
“The sight of you feeding has sort of
put me ofl my streke!”

“T'm boginning to feel awfully fit!”
eaid Baggy Trimble, starting on his
gaventh tart.

©I¢'s & wonder yow're not bilious!”
sald Bob.

“My hat! It takes moro than a few
soraps like this to make me bilious! By
the way, I think I'll sample somo of theso
chocolate macaroons——"

a1 don’t!"” said Bob Spencer Grmly.

“REhi”

“You've eaten enough for twelve
healthy people already. And, besides,
the ghow'’s due to begin!”

“0Oh crumbs!”

In tho enjoyment of the {eed Baggy
Trimble had forgotten that ho was due
to appear in the ring.

He would have to dodge it somehow.

But how?

Trimble's mind worked rapidly.

The sprained wrist excuse would not
gvail with a man like Bob Spencer, he
know. :

But thero were other ways of hacking
out of the boxing. He could arrange to
foel faint, and coT]apee on the floor of the
éressing-room before his turn came. ¥es,
that ought to work all right.

“Penny for 'em!” said Bob Spencer.

¢1--1 waz thinking that I ought to

knew whether to be
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havo a dish of those maids of honour to
wind up with !”

Bob Spencer thought ctherwise.

Reaching out his hLeud, he jorked
Trimble to his feet.

“1¢%s time this orgy finished,” he
said. **Mr. Chumlcy would have a blue
it if he knew what you'd caten!”

“PBless Mr. Chumley! And leggo my
car, you beast!”

But Bob 8pencer had come to the ond
of his tether.

He lod Trimble out of the bunshop,
paying the bill en route.

it was a gigantic bill, and Bob Spencer
thenked his lucky stars that he happened
to be in funds.

Bob marched tho fat junior into the
g;lefsing-room at the back of the public

Quite a crowd of schoolboys of varying
age. size, and weight were getting ready
for the tournament.

From the body of the hall came a con-
stant hum of voices. The spectators had
already paured in.

Mr. Chumley, who wae in charge of
the proceedings, arrived shortly after:
wards.

“Heilo, Bob " he said genially. *“Did
sou meet Master Trimble all right U’

«Couldn't very well miss him!”
grinned Bob. ¢ Iere he ist”

“Yes, rather! Here I ami”
Baggy.

Mr, Chumiley eyed the fat junior with

xtreme disfavour.

“ What is all this nonsense?” he ex-
claimed. “ You are not Master Trimble{”

“Of course I am ™

“Don’t tell fibst” said Mr. Chumley
sternly. ¢ Trimble is as different from
you as chalk from checse!”

Baggy Trimble inserted a fat liand into
his coat-pocket, and produccd a letter,
addressed to himself,

“If you don’t believe mae, look at
this!” he said.

M:}: Chumley locked, and was steg-
gered.

The cnvelope was addressed to Master
Bagley Trimble, at St. Jim's.

“ fZ\ssed if I can make this out!” said
Mr. Chumley, passing his hand over his
brow. “There’s a mistake somewhere.
Vou're not the kid I met in Rylcombe the
cther day. I don’t understand—-"

“Then I'd better make things clear to
you,"” said a quict voice.

Mr. Chumley spun round

A cheerful-looking junior stood framied
in ¢he doorway of the dreszing-room.

It was Dick Redfern!

said
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CHAPTER 8.
Eowled Out!

1] HAT does this mean?”’ g /
. Mr. Chumley.
Ho rccognised Redfern at

once as ths boy who had
¢hrashed Mike Jarvis in Rylecombe.

©“1¢’s myg fault that o misunderstanding
has arisen,” said Reddy “When you
asked my name the cther day T told you
it was Baggy Trimble. Ge s knows
why Idid it! Tt was one ol ¢
a fellow gots sometimes.’”

Mr. Chumley nodded.

“Then your name is uot Trimblaf”

¢ No—thank gocdness! T'm Redfern.”

“T.ook hers,” said Baggy Trimbic
wrathfully, * you've come aleng to do me
out of a good time——"

“Ratal”

“Pm going to box for 8. Jim's in the
Light-weirghts.”

*0Oh, my hat!”

« rather think,” said Mr. Chumler,
“that vou carrg tco much overweight.
Redfern’s the man I want — not you.
However, now youre here you can

stay.

Redfern turned z flushed face to Mr.
Chumley.

“Are you wanting me to represent
St. Jim’s?” he said.

*Of course!” .

“Oh, good !” eaid Reddy delightcdly.

Had ho known in the first place why
Mr. Chumley wanted hiz name he would
have given it correctly.

Here was a golden opportuniiy of prov.
ing his worth in the ring.

Reddy was a fine boxer, with a clear
eye, a powerful loft, and plenty of
science.

At St Jum's he was
shadowed by fellow

rather over-
3 like Tom BMerry and

1

Figgins, though his chums knew that he
inst mest fellow

could hold his own agair
of the zame size a: i
Redds’s ¢

“Who am I up against’” hie askad.

Mr. Chumley consultcd & list in his
band.

*The draw has just taken place,”

contest will be aga

m Brighton., It
o hour.”
* Ripping \”
< you can only fight your wuy
through the opening heats and re the
final,” said Mr., Chumler, it

o

more than justiiy the good
have of your abilitics.”
“Rely on we,” said Reddsy.
Mr. Chumiey and Bob Spencer u
Tieir way on to the platforn:, whe
first heat of the heavy-weights wa
1o take place.

Bagzy Trimble blinked I ot

Redfern. )
“It's just Like & New I nder
to come barging in!” he 2 ou'rc
bourd to get hcked! N were
for St. Jim's 1t dif-

<1t would!”
be a pantomim
“Beast!” g

enid Redds.

“It weuld

d Daggy.
hould win all a

ling!
1t suited Trimble to talk like thiz
: glad—very glad—that
d turncd up to rvepresen

fat junior have ventured into
¥1c had a wholesome dreac
lefts, and of the pain
viotent blows to the nose
But it would not do to ¢t Rediern sce
that he funked. Hence Lis idle boasting.
“How did you manage to get here?”

.k Z
inquired Bagev, a: Redicrn began o geb
into bowi it
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“1 had the Head’s permission,” said
Raddy shorily,

*Bame hers ! chuckled Baggy. “T'11
hot the Head wouldw’t have been %o
illing to let mo come if he'd known tho
He, he, het?

Hedfern stared ot the fat junier in
astonishment,

“ Whas are you eackling abcut?”® he
oxclaimed. :

“The way I spocfed the Headl”
gurgled Baggy. “It was prime! Ho
didn’t dream that I had anything to do
with chucking that brick through his
window—I--1 mean—->"

Baggy realised that he was letting his
tongue wag far too freely.

Redfern eyed him keenly.

“So it was you?” he said.

“Bh? Of course noti” said Trimblo
prompily, .

“But youw've just given yourscif
POt
&Ivay !

““I—I haven't! What [ said was

merely a j-j-joke!” stammered Baggy,
groewing very alarmed at tho expression
on Redfern’s face.

Redfern strode up to the fat jumior
and fastened a firm grip on his shoulder.

“It was you who threw that brick
through the Head's window ! he said.

“Owl D-ddon’t shako me liko that,
you beast!” .

1t was you ! repeated Reddy fierecly.

“0Oh crambs! I—I didn’t know ycu
walching me!” stuttered Baggy.

wasn’t watching you, ass! But
Fou've given the show away now, with
a vengeance !

“Look here,” gasped Bagey, oz Red-
fern began to shake him like o fat rat,
“I—I know I can trust you to keep mum
shout this!”

“My hat!”

“Youw're not o snesk!®

FELS
H

) 1 said Baggy.
“You wouldw’t be so mean as to tell
the Head !” ) )

j‘Il don’t intend f0,” eaid Reddy
il

“Im golng to make you #edl hin

yourself £’

“Oh crumbsi?
. Redfern relessed his hold of tho fab
junior,

He pulled on a sweater, dorned his
echool cap, and turned to tho door.

“Where are you going?” asked
Trimble, in alarm,

“To the postoffice,” said Redforn.
“And youwre coming, toco.”

“¥ won'¢!”

“We'll soon sece about thati®

Reddy eadvanced towards tho fat
junior in such a hostilo manner $hat
Baggy saw thero was no help for it.

“I—T1l come,” he said.

*This way, then.”

“And Reddy cscorted Trimblo from
the dreseing-room, and accompanicd him
3 tiw post-office on the other side of tho

v

€33

tho little game?
5, 58 they went insido.

2're going to send o wiro to tha
> ing that it was you who

[

askec

rned almoss green.

ore of tho tightest corners

arcer,

~ 1 boen the fighting-man
S h;) would have made
om.

Bat R
Very grim,
He was not |
through his fingera,

T
“You'd better writo ous that win

4 him with a
-] lock.

*o Jet the culprit slip

at
»}1':-3,” said Reddy. “Time’s precioua.
Pvo gob to be in tho ring in a few

minutes.?
“Obh dear! Oh crumbs! I wish I’d
never shied that blessed brick! Den's
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bo too hard on a fellow when he’s down,
Redfern.” ’

“You worm! You've “eaused the
whole schocl to bo gated, just becauso
you hadn’t the decency to own up. And
now you expect to wriggle out of it, But
you Jolly well won'tl  Get a movd on i

Reddy produced a telograph-form,
and handed Trimble o pencil.

“What—what shall T say?” ashed
Baggy desperately,

Y Youll write ot my dictation
Redfern,

And ho leaned ever the
shonlder and watched him write.

It was rather a long wire, but Redfern
felt that the expense was justified.

When completed, tho telogram ran ea
follows :

St

“De. }IOIT:]CS, DT
Rylcombe.—It was I who threw the
brick through your window, Pleaso
cancel tho gating order, so that the
fellows may come to Burchester to sce

junior’s

James’ Callege,

tho bexing.  Redfermm i bringing mo
buck to tho school this ovening,—
Trosrn.”

“That hita it off, T think,” said Red-
fern.

Ho handed the wire over tho counter,
?.nﬁ escorted Trimble back to ths public
hall,

Roddy calculated that i5 would be
nearly two hours befors his schoolfellows
arvived at the hall, .

They would rot be in time to witness
the opening heats.

But if Reddy were lucky and plucky
ancugh fo reach the final they would bo
able to seo it.

When the two juniors roegained the
dressing-room they found Bob Sponesr
there, locking rather excited,

“Buck up, 1 er Redfern1” he said,
“Your boui’s nearly due.”

“All serene,” sald Reddy. “By the
way, will rou gel somoono to keop an
syo on thig fat toad?”

* With pleasure!” grinned Bob.

Ho remembered Trimble’s tremendous
orgy in the bunshop, and bore no super-
fluous love for him.

A moment later Reddy heard his namo
callad, ard ho stepped into the ring.

The hall was packed,

Tho sea of faces would have startied a
fellow not accustomed to the limslight,

But this was not Redfern’s first public
appearance.

He faced the murmuring crowd with-
out a tremor,

Redfern’s opponent,
rostless and ill at ease. -

He wantcd to get on swith the fightihg.
The preliminary formalities embarrassed

.

But ke looked every inch a boxer.

Redfern noted his well-knit figure,
and he knew that he woeuld havs to go

cut,

Beb Spencer was acting as Reddy’s
second. )

Bolb’s knowledge of ringerafs
haustible, and ha gavo the
junior some very useful tips,

Then the beu$ began.

After  two  stedgehammer  vounds,
during which neither schoolboy claimed
the advantage, Redfern asserted his
superiority.

e drove Browno against tho ropes,
and the Brighton fellow gasped under a
rain of blows,

When he came into the open again,
Redforn thrust homo his advantage.

A sharp, swift blow to the jaw, fol-
lowed by another in the sam2 spot,
finished Browno’s chaneces,

1o went to the boards with g erach,

The reforce bogan to count.

-

=

however, was

Wwas inex-
St. Jim’s

Three-halfpence, il

Rediorn looked en with slont estisfed:
tion.

Ho know that his man would faill &g

respond.

*“Redfern wins 1" said Mr. Chumley.

And the 8t Jim’s junior retired s
the dressing-rogm in high spirits,

Ho had survived tho opening head,
anyway.

But had he forescen wha$ was ahsad of
him he would havo describod that firsh
brief bout as a pienic.

CHAPTER 9.
In the Finall
{3 DO not quito know what 4o moake
I of this, Railten,”
The telegram which Baggy
Trimble hed :o unwillingly
written had been reccived by T,

Holmes,

Mr. Railton was in the study =t the
time, and the Head handed him the
wire.

“An extraordincry  document,
said the Housemaster.

“ Do you think it is genuine, Railton ¥

“1t is difficult to say,” said Mr. Rail-
ton. ‘Of course, any unscrupulous boy,
could have sent a telegram of this sord;
in order to gct the gating order with.
drawn,”

“Exactly! We have no proof that the
telegram really came from Trimblo.”

My, Railton reflected a moment,

“T think it must have done,” he said,
at length., “Strict watch and ward has
been kept by the prefects, snd no boy is
out of gates with the oxcoption of
Trimble.”

“And Redfers,” added the Head.
“But Redfern is not the sort of boy wha
would practise such a2 deception. I
seems fairly cdear that Trimble sent the
wire,”

It is very curious,’ said Mr. Railion.
“It is net like Trimblo to make a volun-
tary confession of this sert. »

“The question is, am T justified in
removing the gating restriction on the
strength of this telegrami™ =said the
Head.

“I think you would be quito justified,”
said Mr. Railton, “After all) we she
learn tho real facts of tho case when
Trimble returns this evening, And if
the telegram proves to be a hoax, then
you can bring the gating eorder into
force again,”

“That is s0,” said the Head, “I il
send for Kildare.”

A few moments later the captain of
S8t. Jim’s appeared.

Kildare was locking unusuaily rufiled,

Ho had arranged to spend the after-
noon on the river with Darrvel and Rush-
den, and the gating order had knocked
the expedition on the head.

“Will you notify everyone, Kildare,”
s2id Dr. Holmes, “that the gating order
i3 withdrawn forthwith, and tha$ those
who wish may go to Burchester to wit
ness tho boxing tournamens?”

The old, happy flush returned io Kil
dare’s cheeks,

His afterncon’s outing was not **off,™
after alll

‘“With pleasure, siri” he

To convey the Head’s mesang
whols school was the work of
moments, ’

Ajg soon as one fellow got Yo know, the
good news would spread through S
Jim’s ke a3 fire through gorss,

Kildare sighted Wally D’Arcy in the
quad, and beckaned to him.

“ Just nip along so the cricket-ground,
D’Arey minor, and tell the iullows they
aro free to go out of gates,” ho said,

T (iru Liprirv.—No. 593,

2, 93,
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“You mlght also meutlon that anyoue
_who wishes to go to Burchester may do
30.” .
“Whatho ! said Wally D'Arcy. |
And he sped avay like the wind.
Tom Merry & Co. were engaged upen
their cricket-match with the New House,
1t was a poor gawme, for the gating
order hung like a cloud over the proceed-
ings.
Tom Merry was just golug in to bat
when Wally D'Arcy rushed up.
“T¢'s all serese, vou fellows!
gating order’s cancelled ”
“What?”
“It’s a fact. T had #t from Kildare
just now. Ile told me to come and tell
you.”

YT e 1y 1
LgUiTail

“JI(\W perfectly wippin', deah boys!”
said Arthur Augustus D'Arey. “We
shall be able to go ovah to Burchestah
pow an' see the boxin'.”

“Yes, mther!”

A general move was made in the
direction of Burchester.

Some of the fellows went by train; but
Tom Merry & Co. decided to bike the
distance.

The cyelists were the first to arrive at
the little market town.

“Hera's Baggy Trimble!” exclaimed
Jack Blake, as they dismounted outside
tha public hall.

Irimble stood near the entrance, and a
sturdy young fellow in a sweater and
{larmel trousers was keeping an eyé oni
Lim, with a view to nipping in the bud
any attempt at escape.

“How did you fare in the boxing, my
fat tulip?” inquired Monty Lowther.

“The beasts won't let me box!”
growled Baggy.

* Wherefore this thusness?”

“That bounder Rediern has cut me

The

out.”
Tom Merry grasped the fat junior by
the arm. ,
“You mean to say that Redds’s

boving 7 he exclaimed.

“Ho's been boxing ull the afterncon.
Tle’s won goodnesa knows how many
heats, and now's he's going to fight in
tha final”

The juuiors did not wait to hear meve.

T.eaving their machines at a garage
close by, they swarmed into the hall.

Thers were no seats available; but
there was standing-room at the back
commanding & good view of the plat-
form.

Searcely had Tom Merrs & Co. taken
up their position when the referee was
heard to annonnce :

“fhe final for tha lighi-weights will
now take place.”

And then, after a pause, followed the
1names:
“R.
and-——

“Good old Reddy !”

H. Redfern, St. James’ College,
DY

“And P, O'Conner, of 8t Chve's.”

“#Play up, Tat!” came in a chorus
from the St Clive's section of the
spectators

The referce raised his hand for silence.

“Seconds out!” he said tersely.
“Time!”

‘raning cagerly forward, the 8t. Jim’s
juniors watched the two finalists as they
ghook hands and commenced sparring.

Redfern wag rather worn and jaded
in appearance.

After defeating Browne, of Brighton,
in the opening heat, he had been engaged
in some desperale tussles.

It had been necessary for Reddy to
defeat three fellows in succession before
reaching the final.

O'Connor, on the other hand, had come
through the opening heats without much
effort,

e was a big fellow for a light-weight,
a very sturdy youngster indeed; and St,
Clive’s thought the world of hun.

“Bai ove!” murmured  Arthur
Augustus I’ Arcy.  “ Weddy's got all his
work cut out, deah boys! That Lwish
fellah knows how to box!”

Blake.

“Yes, rather!” caid Jack
“J.00k ab that!”

Q’Connor's left sailed past Reddy's
gunard and landed on the junior’s jaw.

¥or a moment Reddy was staggeved,

But ouly for a moment.

He came on again, plucky and deter-
mined as ever.

When the bell rang at the end of the
round both combatants were slightly the
worse for wear.

The honours rested with O'Connor so-

far; but Bob Spencer scemed to have
great faith in Redfern.
“ Keep pegging away !” he said cheer-

fully, as he brought the sponge into play. |

“He's a bit of a terror; but I fancy
you can put the Lkybosh on hLim all
serene.”’

“Hope so!” panted Reddy., ‘At the
present moment I feel more like crawl-
ing away into a quict corner and chuck-
ing in my mit.”

*“Never say die!” said Bob. *Go for
him hammer-and-tongs in the second
round. He's a fine boxer, but he’s the
sort of fellow who will curl up under
heavy punishment. Vou see!”

“1t’s all very well for Bob to talk like
that,” thought Reddy, when the sccond
round was in progress. “*Go for him
hammer-and-tongs > sounds fine--but I
can’t %et néar the beggar!”

Perhaps O’Connor’s strongest point
was his ability to swerve rapidly to one
side when Reddy attacked.

o dodged and ducked in an almost
uncanny fashion.

¢ Afraid Reddy will be whacked!™ re-
marked Figgins. *“8till, he’s reached the
final—and that’s something worth shout-
ing about! I only wish he could get to
close quarters with that Irish fellow!”

“It's only a matter of time,”’ said
Talbot. *O'Cennor secms to be playing

to the gallery, ¥e's taking tee many
rigks—and he'll be caught nappirg belore
long.”

Talbot was right—as usnal,

In the third round, O’Connor plared
with his oppousnt as a cat plays with «
mouse.

But he rather overdid it. And pres-
ently, when he ducked, Redfern got his
head in chancery, and procecded to pom-
mel it for all ha was worth.

The St. Jim’s junicrs survered the
scene with delight.
“Bravo, Reddy!” exclaimel Tativ

Wynn., “Sock it into him, old scout!”
Whether Reddy heard cr not, he cer-
tainly carricd out svhat was required cof

im,
Left and right, right and lelt. his fists
shot out; and Oilonnmr reeled Dack
against the ropes, sick and dizzy.

The call of “Time!” saved hinu.

“Good man!” said Bob Spencer
approvingly, as he set a miniature gale
blowing with his towel. “You've got
him tied up in knrots now. The next
round ought to be the last.”

“If 1t 1sn't,” gasped Reddy,
ness knows what will happen!
beginning to feel whacked !”

“Shush!  You mustn't admit any-
thing like that—not cven to yourselt!
You've got plenty of fight in vou yet.
Don’t forget ta use your lefe!”

Redfern ought to have stepped up for
tho next round fit and confident.

But he had received a good deal of
hammering in the course of the after-
noon, and his strength was failing him.

He did not realise that his opponent
was at the door of defeat.

Yet such was the case.

O'Connor tottered, Tather than walked.
into the ring.

The fierce activity of the Trish boy had
spent itself, leaving him ko a pricked
balloon.

His left moraged to g
Reddy’s jaw, but it was
There was no furce bebir

The spectators lacked o

The bout had resolved i
tussle between two fellows w1
on the verge of exhaus

“(o it, Reddy!” ¢
from the back of the

card  1he

“ eood
I'm

home on
T a tap.

group of St. Jim’ .
Those fellows. cred, lookad te
him to pull off the contest for Ri. Jin's.

Come what 1zav, he must not dis-
appoint them.

With a supreme eflort Reddy pulled
himself together,

Once, twice, he aimed a blow at
O’Connor’s head, and on each cocazion
tha Irish boy just managed to get clear.

Buat a third blow--a smashing swaight
left-—fairly did the trick.

O'Connor was lifted clean off Lis fuct.
and he went down the cournt.
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Redfern  stood  aside, pumping  in
ereath, whilo tho referee began to count.
“ One—two—throe——*" :

“Buck up, Pat!” exclaimed the sup-
porters from 8t. Clive's..

But it was easter said than done,

No cne could say that O'Connor had
103 fought gamely, " Bug his balt was shob
HOv,

" Four—five— six—~seven

It scemed for o moment that the Irish
hoy would succeed in regaining his feet.

But he sank limply back to the boards,
«nd the referee concludsd the count,

* Eight—nine—ten 1”

And then, after a brief pause:

" Redfern wing 17

There was a sudden commotion from
the back of the hall. A dozen juniovs
forced their way towards the platform
and scrambled into the ring.

“Well, played, Reddy 17

 You giddy old brick, to pué up such &
performancs 17’ said 'Tom Merry, grasping
Reddy by tho hand.

“Yaas, wathah! I doubt—I vew
nch doubt—if I could put up a mue
bettalt show myself, deah boysi”

“Ha, ha, ha)”

Redfern’s hand performed the functions
of a pump-handle during tho nest few
mometits,

_Ho was too fagged to call upon his
chums to desist,

“Stand  clear, young gentlemen,
logan 1" said M. Chumley, “We've nob
2 1o the end of the programme yot !
Sorry I said Tom Merry. *Bas we
2 jolly bucked——7"

i g

G

f':-‘:?

o3, yes; I quite understand ! It was
ita] performance on Redfern’s part.”
) St. Jim’s juniors bore their cham-
7 away to the dressing-roum, whese he
3 rallied,

w6l That was the hottest afternoon
er had in my life!” said Reddy.
~hL_o’uIdn’t, caro to go through it

Figgins,
all ~ that

mind ! said
won, and that’s

course, your victory wasr't so
ing as Trimble’s would have been 17
d Monty Lowther. “But if you
T ’;zou’ll become as good  as
o

reminds me,” said Reddy.
dertaken to bring that fat toad
at of judgment when we get

2 hateful bizney, but the silly
chump brought it on himself. It was
Trimbie who shied tho brick through the
Head’s study window-———"

““Bai Jova K .

“ He caused all you fellows io be gated,
and now he must pay the piper.”

“Look here, you fellows,” interpased
tho pesvish voies of Baggy Trimble, “I
—I dow’t think T'll be coming back to
Bt Jim’s just yet—-

“Oh, dow’t you!” growled Figgins,
Wl joliy soon see about that! Dl
leave my bike here for tho timo being,
and *+ko you back by train—see?”

Oh ceambg 122
¢ mazrched the fat junior out into
end kept a tight grip on his
2 way to the railway-station.
JEroan of  dismay, Baggy
1 that ho was being led to
And he krew from past

aes that the Head was not likely
te spare tho vodt
CHAPTER 10,

Aller the Feast the Reckoning !
{4 RING him along i’
“This way to tho torture.
cha,x;fber i |
“Léggo, you heasts!”
Tom Morvy & Co, had arrived back at
g ’y‘ ?rr ved bgek a

Jm’s, and they eoadily gave Figging

'"THE GEM LIBRARY.

2 hand in escorting Baggy Trimble to the
Head's study.

In the ordmary way the juniors would
have dealy with the matter themselves,
and punished the fat junior in accordance
with their own wishes,

But, unless Trimble made a verbal con-
fession to the Head, the gating order
would come into force again, and the
whole school would suffer.

That wag unthinkable,

Baggy Trimble struggled and roarved in
the grasp of his captors.

“ Lemme alone, you rotters! I haven't
done anything! I'm not geing to bo
mauled a’k’muﬁ ke this! Tl tel

3 d——

¥ the
MGood!”  said  Monty  Lowther.
“Th’ab’e exactly what we want voun to
do!’

‘“Ha, ha, hat?

“Dow’'t mako such 2 giddy rumpus!”
said Tom Mérry, *‘The Head will come
out in & minute! You'd better go in
with Trimble, Reddy, The rest of us will
wait outside.

“ All serene,” said Redfern,

“I wor’t go in, I tell you!” hissed
Baggy. . e

“1 think you will, my pippin!® sid
Reddy.

And he grasped Trimble’s ear bebween
his thumb and forefinger and propelled
him to the door of the Head’s study,

“Yow-ow-ow! Leggo my ear, Red-
fern, you beast }*

“Biees my soul!” exclaimed Dr.
Holines, suddenly opening the door.
“What does this disturbance mean 77

“T've brought Trimble along to 5Ce
you, &ir,” explained Redfern. *Heo
seemns rather unwilling, so I had to use a
little gentle persucasion.”

“ Ahem ! Come in, both of you !

The two junicrs advanced into the
stady.

“What have you been deoing 0 your
face, Redfern 7” demanded the Head.,

“ Mum-mum-my face, sir 3"

“Yes. Your appearance suggests that
you have been fighting!”  said De.
Holmes sternly, I3 thai so?”

“Yes, sir,”

Dr. Holmes compressed his lips,

“I am very sorry to chserve—>" ha
began. :

“They’re honourable scars, sir,” ex-
plained Redfern.

“What ?”

“T got slightly damaged in the hoxing
tournament at Buxchester, sir.’

“Do you mean to say that vou took
part in the tournament, Redfern ?”

“Yos, sir.” .

“Bug I understood that Trimble—e"

“Pm afraid a littlo evror arose, sir, 1
wag the fellow My, Chumley wanted.”

“And did you accomplish anything
noteworthy 27

“I won -tho light-weights, sir,”
Reoddy modestly.

The Head melted at ouce.

“Y am very pleased to hear of this sue-
cess, Redfern. I was afraid you had
heen indulging in a  rough-and-tumble
with one of your schoolfellows,”

Tho Head then turned to Trimble,
whoss knees wero beginning to knoel
together.

“ Did you send me o telogram this after.
noon, Trimble 79
"¥umzo, siv ! T—T mean, yossip 1?
“To the offect shat it was you who
theew the briek through my window 3"

' No, siv. I don’t know anything abous
that afi‘nir, sir. Yon goe, ly wis In the
box-room at the time.”

“Own uap, you fat cadl” muttored
Redfern, :

“One momens, Rediern,
were in tha Bov.room
Trimble §7

said

Yaou say you
at the time,

_ Three-halfpences 13

“Yessit,  And if any fallow saye I
wasn’t_he’s s, rotten fibber !

“Trimblo {?

“It’s 2ll ros, sir, for the follows fo g2V
it was me v hs threw the berstly brick ! T
‘made sure no one was looking before T
threw it !

“What 2%

“I—-I mean, T dida't throw it ab all,
&ir ! stammered Baggy, scarcely knowing
what he was saying.  “Ib was s pure
accident!  Honour bright, sic! 'The
thing shipped out of my hand, angd-—-"

“Bnough!” said the Head sternly,
“ You have been guilty of the inost despic.
ablo conduct, Trimble. You perpotrated
8 cowardly and shamefu! action : yOu ree
fused to confess. thus causing tho whole
school to be punished; and now you
attempt to deceivo me by clumsy pre-
varication |

“Oh crurahs!”

“But for your utter stupidity I should
consider your immediate expulsion fromn
the school!” said Dr. Holmes. “I am
willlng to believe that yon had no intes-
tion of inflict ng serious injury upon your
headmaster—17>

“That’s so, sir! I—I didut mean io
do you in, sir—not for a moment |
just wanted to stun you—--"

“Boy !” gasped the Head.

. “You gave mo such a fearful licking,
sir, that I simply had to ges My Owh
back somehow ! sa‘d Baggy.

“Do I understand, Trimble, that you
have harboured feclings of revengo
against me for having given you a thrash-
ing which you richly deservedt”

“Nunno, sir! I'm not 2 bis revenge-
ful, really! T always believo in turning
the other cheek !

The Head selected a brand now cane
from hig desk. .

Baggy Trimble watched him with con-
siderable apprehension.

" You—you're going to lck me, sir?”

“Your supposit.on B correct,
Trimble!”

"}}ub-bllt I haven't douc anything,
sirt

“Silence! Hold out your hand!”

Baggy Trimble gingerly oxte:
fat paw.

Swish, swish, swish!

“ Yarcooch !’

“Keep your hand extended, Trimble,
or I shall be compelled to placo you
across the desk!”

“Oh dear! Oh erumbs! I~I'u hurti”

“That is merely a foretaste of what
you are about to receive }” said tho Headl
grimly,

And he procceded to give Baggy
Trimble one of the soundest lickings ho
had received in his school caroer,

Baggy's yells floated cut to the crowd
in the passage.

“The Head’s going strong!” mure
mured Monty Lowiher. “I should think
Baggy woufd give up brick-throwing
after this, and start keeping rabbitsy?

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

A few moments later two juniors
emerged from the Head’s stady.

Ono was smiling and erech; the othor
seemed o he bLying to tio himsclf into
knota, .

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow! Tho L
half-killed me !” moaned Bagey
“I'll make h'm sit up, for this!
- “Hallo! 8till harping on rovenge?™
said Manners. - “T think weo'll taka him
back to the Head for another doso, you
fellowg—s—"

. Leggo, you vobbers!
daxe——"’ :

“Are you going to be a good hoyy
then?® demanded Jack Blaka,

“Owt Yesl”

(Conoluded on Page 18, Ool. 3).
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TAMING TRIMBLE!

“But hiow, where, and when are you
going to stop it?” grunted Digby.
“Whopping the fat beast is N.G.;

jellows are dolng that every day, and the
blessed scrounging goes on just the same!
No; the only way to stop it is to stop
‘Crimble, and the only way to stop Trimble is
to kill Frimhle! It is the énly way!”

“Then why not kill Trimble?’ grinned
Herries. “Does anyone know the address of
the nearest pig-slaughterer?”

Blake snorted.

“If you asses think this eternal thieving is
a blessed joke, I jolly well don’t!” he growled
angrily, “This is the third time this week
we've returned from the cricket-field for tea
an’ found the blessed cupboard cleaned out.
There was a whole cake, a tin of sardines,
an’ a pot of shrimp-paste in that cupboard
for tea—and every scrap’s gone! I tell you
it’s got to stop! It’s getting beyond a joke!”

And, in a very grumpy mood, Blake began
to lay tne tablécloth, Fortunately, there
was a little tea and sugar, and the raider
had left the bread-and-butter severely alone
—Arimble was never very partial to bread-
and-butter. But it was a very frugal meal
that afternoon in No. 6, nevertheless—and
not a very hapny one, either.

Blake ~munched his  hread-and-butter
glgomily, and in silence—evidently thinking
out schemes for trapping Trimble. D'Arcy’s
aristocratic features also wore a thoughtful
irowWn, and it was soon plain that he, too.,
had heen concentrating on the problem of
trapping Trimple, for guite suddenly his face
beamed.

“Blake, deal boy,” he gasped excitediy,
“I've got a weally wippin’ fdea in wegard
to twappin’ the beastiy gwub-waider!”

“Good!” grunted Blake. “Let’s hear it,
then, for I'm hanged if I can think of any-
thing, Gussy{”

D'Arcy smiled reminiscently.

“Do you chaps wemefnbah that feahfully
clevah invention of Glyn's—that beastly
ingenious armchair with the arms that
gwipped and held thegniortunate person who
sat in it? Well, why not get old Glyn to
vl'igt one up in our cupboard? I wegard
that —"

“Yop—you utter ass!” hooted Biake, in
disguat. “Of all the potty ideas-—- How the
dickens are you goiug to get Trimble to sit
in the cupboard, fathead?”

“Weally, Blake, I fievah suggested Twimble
sittin’ in the wotton cupboard!” said D'Arcy
somewhat coldly, “THat suggestion is wedic!
‘What 1 mean is, that we persuade Glyn to
wig Up sometbin’ on similar lines that will
ewlp anyone intérferin’ with our gwub in an
iron gwip.”

“H'm! Not a bad idea. Gussy!” said Blake,
after a pause. “Your brain power is cértainly
improving, old nutt”

“Sotinds all right,” grinned Herries.

4] wegard it as a wippin' notion!” said
Cusgy, with enthusiasm.

“Qlyn’s a jolly clever chap at inventing
thingd like that,” mnsed Blake thoughtiully.
“My hgt, yes! Something’s got to be done—
Trimble must be trapped, and if arnyong can
do.it, Gl¥h can. Yes, we'll tackie old Glyn
directly after tea, Gussy.”

Weh ‘was very soon finished—there was
precicus little to finish, in fact. And five

ssIT‘S zot to stop!” roared Jack Blake,

By MONTY LOWTHER.

minutes later D'Arcy, Herries, and Digby
were following their leader towards the study
Glyn shared with Dahe and Noble. As it
happened, Glyn was alore, and to him Blake
poured out his trouble, and Glyn grinned as

he listened,

“As a matter of fact, you chaps,” he
chuckled, “I've often thought of rigging
something of the sort up in our own cup-
board. That fat beast Trimble wants stop-
ping, no doubt about that! Only yesterday
a topping plum-cake walked from our cup-
board, an’ I'm still looking for our friend
Baggybus, to discuss the cake’s remarkable
pedestrian feat with him.*

“Then you'll weally fix somethin’ up for
us, Glyn, deah boy?” gasped D'Arcy eagerly.

“For the good of such a glorious cause, I
will!” said Glyn heartily. “Rely on ine, old
tops! Ere another sun goes down Baggy will
be bagged—or, at least, the bag will be ready
to bag Baggy, so to speak!”

And the chums of Study No. 6 departed
from Bernard Glyn’s study, satisfied and
cheerffil once more. Glyn was a man of his
word, and they knew that the problem of
arranging something to teach Baggy Trimble
the unwisdom of raiding study cupboards
could be safely left in the capable hands of
the $t. Jim’s inventor.

11,
3 LAKE-I say, Blake!”

Jack Blake paused and grinned
as Bernard Glyn called out to him
as he was mounting the School

House steps the following afternoon. With
Blake were D'Arcy, Herries, and Dighy.
«Hallo! How’s the little job progressing,
Glyn, old nut?’ said Blake cheerily.
“Thought of a giddy man—o¥, rather, pig-
trap yevy”
“Thought out and finished,” smiled Bernard

Glyn.
“Good! Splendid!” said Blake. “We'll
come to your den for it now, old ‘'man. Lead

on, Edison Secundus!”

Glyn chuckled.

“No netd, old top,” he sald. “The thing’s
already in your study. As you chaps were
out, T stuck it in the cupboard. Quite a
s%pie little dodge, really—but very effective.
I called it the ‘Glyn Trimble Tickler.'
Hope you like it! Ta-fa!l”

And Bernard Glyn, who seemed to be in
rather a hurry, went down the steps into
the quad still chuckling. Apparently he was
highly amused about something.

“Bai Jove! I wegard that as wather quick
work—ahat?” exclaimed Arthur Augustus
D'Arey. “Wopder what it is?” expect it's
some kind of électrocuting machine—he’s
heastly cleval with electrital devices, you
know.”

“I bet it's jolly ingenious!” remarked
Blake. “Good old Glyn! Te’s a jolly useful
chap, is Glyn! Let's go and have a squint
at itl”

And, very curious to see Glyn's Trimble
Tickler, Blake led thc way to No. 6, and
strode across to the cupboard.

“We'l] rig the thing up at once, whatever
it is}” grinned Blake, fumbling with the cateh
of the door. “Ha, ha}] The next time our
friend Baggy visits out cupboard I bet he'll
get a surpise! 1P it’s— Yaroooh!”

Bifi! Bang!

Blake velled fiendishly as the cupboard
doors flew apart and a boxing-glove, pro-
pelled by a powerful spring attached to the
back of the cupboard, flashed out with terrific
force, and, smiting bim on the nose, sent him
whirling across the room, to sit in the fender
with a crash that shook the room,

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

D'Arcy, Herries, and Digbhy roared with
laughter as Blake sat up, mopping a rapidiy-
swelling nose, and glaring in blank amaze-
ment at the well-padded boxing-glove now
bobbing slowly at the end of its spiral spring.
Whether Trimble was likely to get a surprise
when he opened that cupboard door or not,
it was pretty certain that Blake had got onc.

“Wow! Oh dear! Oh, by dose!” wailed
Blake. “What was it?
Oh crumbs!”

1ake’s mouth opened wide as his eyes fell
upon Glyn's Trimbie Tickler. And he realised
pow that Glyn’s invention was not, after
all, an electrocuting machine, hut merely a
padded boxing-glove attached to a strong
spiral spring, which in its turn was fixed to
the back of the cupboard with screws. As
Glyn had said, it was a simple little dodge,
but, as Blake himself could now testify, ex-
tremely effective.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Herries. “What price
good old Glyn now? Jolly ingenious—what?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if I can ece anything to cackle
about!” howled Blake, rising to his feet
slowly and painfully. “You—you laughing
jackasses! Only wait until I—"  Blake
stopped, and snorted angrily as he noticed
the grinning faces of Racke, Crooke, and hali
a dozen other chaps in the dporway—evidently
come to see what the row was about.

“Stop that idiotic cackling, and get that
cupboard door shut!” he -hissed quickly. “Do
you want every blessed chap in the place
to see the beastly thing, you utter asses?
Oh, by dose! I'll smash that rotter Glyn for
this—you see if I don’t!”

Nearly weeping with laughter, Herries and
Digby ecarefully pushed Glyn’s Trimable Tickler
back into position and fastened the cup-
board.doors.

“Whaat are you idiots cackling about?”
grunted Blake. “I'll admit the blessed thing
biffed me, but that was a pure accident.
Every fellow in the House will soon hear
about it, angd it won't be long hefore Trimble’s
long ears will get wind of it. What good will
the beastly thing be then?”

“That is guite twue, 1l
D’Arcy, frowning thoughtialls
is wathah awkward!
pose to do, Blake?”

“Act at once, before thie fut beast does get
wind of it, of course!” spapped Blake, jump-
ing to his feet. “We're now going to find
Baggybus, and drop a few hints as to the
good things waiting to be pinched in our
cuphoard. The rcst will follow as a matter
of courde. Buck up, my infants!”

And Blake led the way out of No. € in
search ¢of Trimble.

Finding Trimble was never a very difficult
task. Outside class-times and meal times,
there was on!y one place where he wa
all likely to be. Aud Blake & Co. =
ingly made for the school tuckshop
old elms.

Sure enough, the faf, ungracein! form of

Did a mule kick?

boy!” said
- Weally, it
But what do you pro-
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Baggy Trimble could he seen hovering dis-
consolately round the tuckshop window.
Blake stopped hesitatingly ‘on the steps, and
turped an anxious face to his followers, with-
out—apparently—a glanee at the fat youth.

‘Half a .minute!” bhe said reflectively.
“Blessed if 1 think we shall want anything
from the tuckshop for the feed, after all.
Let's cee—there’s sausages, an’ shrimp-paste,
an’ sardinest—" i
And cakes and tarts and cherry-wine!”
«d Herries cheerfully.

D_".gnd, of course, the jam and jellies,” added
ighy.

Blake stood a moment as if thinking out
the knotty preblem. .
“No!” he announced at last. “I think the
stuff we've got in the cupboard will be
enough, after all. But, I say, you fellows,”
he added anxiously, “do you think all that
stuff would be safe in our cupboard? 1f that
fat toad Trimble got to know—"

“Safe as houses!” remarked Herries. “How
should Trimble get to know—— My hat!
Shush! There he is!”

The four schemers wheeled abruptly at
Herries” warning hiss, and seemed to become
aware of Trimble’s presence for the first time.

But just as suddenly Trimble, who had
heen staring at the group on the tuckshop
steps with wide-open mouth and gleaming
c¥es, turned also, and apparently became en-
urossed in o plate of stale jam-tarts in the
window, -

“Et's all right!" hissed Blake, in a thrilling
whisper that could have heen heard hali-way
aecross the quad. *“He hasn’t heard us—
p'r'aps. Anrd now, let’s he moving!” .

And the four moved away, feeling satisfied
that they had—so to speak—sown good seed
in fertile ground. Baggy's deep interest in
Mrs. Mimbles’ tarts ceased the moment their
hacks were turned. .

For a moment he gazed after them, his
rves glittering greedily. Then he gave vent
o a fat, eunning chuckle as he noticed them
naking for the gates. And next second he
s making a bee-line for the School House

5. Barely bad the fat youth got half-way
the quad when the faces of Figgins,
il Fatty Wynu peered round the door-
“T the tuckshop. They were not watch-
aay lrimble, however—as a matter of
©v harely ¢lanced at that fat per-
‘olled hurriedly across the quad.
were lixed ereedily on the
of Blake & Co. just vanishing through

tes,

Memy

il von

hat!" breathed Figgins slowly.
chans hear 'em? Shrimp-paste and
and cheese-cakes——"

es!” groaned Falty Wynn, licking
Oh my!  And cakes and tarts and
p 53

iams and jellies
N-rr hungrily.

the bloated millionaires!” muttered
warmly. “And we New House chaps
v raise the. price of a humble ginger-
~ those rotters have a .cuphoard

and ginger-pop!”

and for a minute the three

ps stared guiltily at cach other
nd: with but one single thought.
Wynn voiced the secret thought

- »onchaps!” he whispered long-
they've gone out of gates, you
uldn’t we  raid—raid  their
lt—it’'s only fair—"

{ we will—somchow!  It's

:d frowned as he nodded

Figgins stop
towards the g
“We're too i
“Look—the beggar: have turned back!
hat! They seem in a :ollv hurry, too!”
“Must have forgotten somcthing an’ turned
'k!” obhserved Wynn sadly.
loomy silence the three watched Blake
1s they scudded acrosz the quad ond
1 through the School House doorway.
lite unexpectedly, Kerr chuckied.
Fizgy, old man, I've thought of a
i <ald quietly. “It’s rather risky,
2 - to take the risk if you are.”
cicared somewhat. The ideas
metmher cf the Co. were
12 to.

2. he crunted in disgust.
My

usually w

“Cough then. old man!” he said
- heartily. tor collaring some of that
grub, I'm your marn

“Then come vp to o~ <tudy and hear it!”
said Kerr, with a smie. ~1t's 4 bhit too risky
to talk over here!’

And Figgins and Wrnn ohediently followed
Kerr into the New H 1o icar that canny
Youth’s wheeze for raidirc the supply of z00d
(Continued cn page 15.)
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YOUR EDITOR IS ALWAYS GLAD TO HEAR FROM HIS READERS. l

For Next Woednesday :

“ THE QOODNESS OF QUSSY! "
By Martin Clifford.

Next Wednesday's grand, long, complete
story of St. Jim’s describes how an impostor
arrives in the neighbourhood, claiming that
he is Tom Merry’s uncle, Jately released from
prisen.  The gullible Gussy swallows this
story, and in order, as he thinks, to save Tom
Merry from unpleasantness, he bribes the im-
postor to hold his peace. Nevertheless, the
story that Tom Merry has an unele who is
2 gaoi-bird spreads throngh St. Jim's; and
the captain of the Shell has rather an un-
enviable time, thanks to 2

‘* THE GOODNESS OF QUSSY!" °

“HAMPSHIRE HEROES!"»

Some time ago a reader of the GEM Library
Was kind enough to send me the marching
song of the Hampshire Regiment. It was a
reusing refrain, to the tune of “ Keep the
Home Tires Buruing ”; and when the Huus
heard that refrain they knew that the gallant
“Tigers "—as the Hampshire soldiers are
called—were out for sealps.

Love of one’s own county is a thing always
to he fostered and encouraged; so I am puh-
lishing this week A Song of Hampshire,”
which, in the fulness of time, will hecome just
as popular as the other famous county songs,
uch as - Glorious Devon!” Sussex by the
S ~Up from Somerset!” and "« Dorset

Dear !
The writer of this song is not a = high-brow,”
or a Jong-haired poet.  He is just a modest
reader of tha GEM Library; and be has given
me permission to publish his song hefore it
appears on the music-stalls, 1 appreciate
this uct of courtesy on my reader's part, and
have much pleasure in repreducing his song,
since T think it a very fine etfort.
Here ix the song:
»Obh, sing me a song of Devon,
Of Surrey and Somerset, too;
Of the Cambrian hills and the vippling rills,
And of 3nowdon’s hracing view.
And when you have sung their s lendour,
And dim grow the firelight's rays,
Let the final song ring clear and strong,
And echo our Hampshire's praise !
Sweet shire of Southern England,
Dear haven of love and light ;
We have drifted wide on the world's great
tide,
But our hearts are thine to-night !
The might of her gleaming harbours,
The breath of her forest glade,
te-kindle each thought of the giants who
wrought
And triumphed with sword and spado»,
The Downs, where the fresh’'ning hreezes
Are borne from the hooming sea,
- Saw the earliest flame of our noblest zame,
And are trekly dear to me!
Sweet shire of Southern England,
Dear haven of love and light;
We have drifted wide on the world's great
tide,
But our hearts are thine to-night!

Proud sons of a peerless county,
- March on in your mustered might !

At Old England’s call let the bat and ball
Be shelved Yor a sterner fight.

Sut, wherever the Fates may thrust you,
Wherever your steps have strayed,

Rest loyal and true to the shire you knew,
Whose lustre shall never fade!

Swe=t shire of Southern England,
Dear haven of love and light ;

We have drifted wide on the world's great

ide, ;
But our hearts are thine to-night !»

Such is the song which a boy reader of the
GEM Library, living in the wonderful New
Forest, has penned in praise of his county.

Hampshire boys and girls will appreciate
this cong; and so will the GEM readers resident
in other counties,

Hampshire is very much in the limelight juss
now: for in this Friday’s issue of the * Penny
Popular ” Frank Richards has written a grand
leng, complete story of school and sport,
entitied )

“HAMPSHIRE HEROES! "
The story describes how Harry Wharton &

Co., the famous Greyfriars juniors, visit
Hampshire to engage in a sports Turna-
ment with the boys of that county. Frank

Richards is particularly happy in his deserip-
tions of sporting events, and I hope e
Gemite —and  certainly every Hampshire
Gemite—will make a special point of securing
this Friday's issue of that fine all-school-story
paper, the « Penny Popular,”

“SCHOOLBOY AN BOXER!”

Coatinned from Page 13).

“That’s the wisest decision you could
come to!” said Tom Merry. ~ *“If you
throw. a brick through the Head's studv
window again, youw’ll be drummed out ¢°
St Jim’s !

“Oh dear! I—I feel faint iiih
agony! I think the least you fellows
might do is to invite me to a study
spread !

* We'll invite you to a boot—and sh
—if you don't travel !” said Dighy.

And Baggy Trimble, after blinking
round at the group of wunsyinpathetic
faces, travelled,

Ty

There was great rejoicing throughout
St. Jim’s that evening.

Redfern’s performance in the boxi
ring was the topic of the hour.

Over in the New House the jnnicis
kept high revel, -

Fatty Wynn was called upon to cook
for a seore of guests, and Dick Redfern
occupied the place of honour.

My, Chamley turned up in time for the
feed; and with him was Bob Spencer,

“I've seen a good many  schoolboy
fights in my time,” said the latter; “bus
I think I can safely give the palm to
Master Redfern’s display this afterncon.
He had a tough nut to crack in that It <h
boy, and he cracked it—finally and com-
pletely.”

* Hear, hear!” said Figgins., * Reddy’s
performance only bears out the old
motio, ¢ Always come to the New House
for talent.” ,

“Rats!” said Monty Lowther. ““The
New House is merely a Home for In.
curables! Still, Tl admit that Reddy
rose to the occasion this afternoon!”

“Yaas, wathah! Wedfern, deah boy,
you were gweat! As I wemarked befoakh,
I ];"O’l’lld hardly have done bettah my-
self!

" Ha, ha, ha!”

The feed progressed merrily. :

With the exception of Baggy Trimble—
who was refused admittance—everyone
was merry and bright.

Toasts were honoured and songs were
sung; and it was not until a late hour
that the St. Jim’s juniors bade farewell
to their good friends Mr. Chumley and
Bob Spencer.

And a few days later a small silver cup
arvived for Reddy, as a souvenir of the
cccasion when, in defiance of all opposi-
tion, he had fought nobly and well for
the honour of his school !

THE ENDL.
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TAMING TRIMBLE.

‘Continued from page 15.).
things in Study No. 6—a supply, unfortun-
ateh that only existed in the fertile imagina-

" tion of the owners of that famous apartment

TII.

EANWHILE, Blake & Co. were
stealthily approaching No. 6, con-
scious that their interesting con-
versation- on the tlll.l\bh()p steps

lmd been overheard by the person it was in-
tended for —namely, Baggy Trimble ; but bliss-
fully. upconscious.that it had also’ been over-
heard by persons whom it had not been in-
tended for—namely, Figgins & Co.

.For Fatty Wynn had heen wrong in his sur-
misé- that Blake *& -Co.- had turned back be-
cause they had forgotten something. As a
matter of fact, they had not gone farther
than the gates, but had waited there until
Baggy Trimble had disappeared indoors.
Then they had rushed across the quad and
followed him.

“He'll just be about opening the cupboard
doors now!" grinned Blake. Listen out—
Hallo! There she goe

From the direction of Study No. 6 came a
sudden fiendish yell..

Blake led the wuy at a run, and kicked open
the study door.

“Ha, ba, ha!"

The four roared as -they r'and into the
room. As they gxpected, the Luphmrd doors
were wide open, and from within Glyn's
Trimble Tickler still bobbed invitingly. And
seated on the floor, yelling wildly. and mop-
ping his nose with a dingy rag that did duty
for a handkerchief, was Baggw Trimble.

:Trimbie, alinost weeping with rage and
pain, 5tw%re(l to his feet and tottered to
the door.  There he paused, and turned a
red, furious face on the hilarious chums.

“Yah! Beasts!” he howled viciously. “Ow!
By dose! You're a beastly lot of rotters
and pigs! Yah! Rats! Go and eat coke!”

And with that last Parthian shot Bagg}
Trimble rolled away hurriedly, and his foot-
steps died away down the passage.

“Gentlemen,”  grinned  Blake, with a
tremendous sigh, “cupboard raids will now
be as scarce as air-raids. Here, what the
dickens are you up to, Dig?”

Digby, who had just put the Glyn Trimble
Tickler back into fighting position, ciosed the
cuphoard doors and chuckled.

“Fixing thc thing up again,
he said.

of course!”
“Now Trimblc¢’s out ot the running,

someone else may take a fancy to mldmn
our——> . s
“Rot!” suid Blake. “It's done it's duty

here, an’ may as well come down now, in
case- -anyore forgets and gets bitted. Be-
sides,” added Blake darkly. “I'm jolly well
going to rig that up in Glyn's study to-night,
my cherubs!”

“ Wha.what 2

“In Glyn's studyv?

“In Glyn's study!”

Weally, Blake—"
repeated Blake firmly.

“I'm very grateful to Glyn, of course, for
his invaluable help in trf)ppmrY Trimble. Bat
the begear's just- a little too funny. He

knew jolly well that one of us would go to
the cupboard to have a look at his invention!
I wondered why the !‘Otttl‘ was grinning, and
in such a hurr}—

Blake stopped, and gave a jump as, almost
noiselessly, the studv door opened, and a
twur(. in cap and gown appeared.

“Boys!”
Ratty!”

“My hat!
astonishment.

In silence the boys stared at the muster
as he entered and closed the door. It was
like Ratty to center a room without knocking.

“I understand,” said Mr. Ratelitf, “that
stored in your Lll])b()drd you have.a large
assortment” of eatables and—er—drinkables.
Is that so?”

For a moment Blake stared in "amazenient
at the master' Then he found his voice.

“No, ‘sir!” he growled sullenly. “There’s
nothing in the cupboqrd—nt least, nothmg
\vorth C'\tmﬂ -

“M- m:,kh's;—ahem' That 15 to say, 1s that

(33 v
nly it's true!” said Blake hotly

“You ‘are insolent, Blake!”. snapped Mr.
Rateliff.  “How. dare you answer a mdster
like that?”

.Blake. scowled, but- did not reply.

Mr. Rateliff 0pened the window and looked
down into the quad below. .

“Figgins, Wynn, come to Study No. 6 at
ence!” he called out.

“Yes, sir! .Certainly, sir!”

WN /7

-

murmured Blake in

"THE GEM 'uBRARY'.

“Figgins, Wyni,” rapped out Mr Ratcllff

later, “I ‘am about to hand you a supply - 1

of "catables—a dlsaustmg mass of indlgéstible
comestibles—which I require taking imme-
diately to—to my study m the New House.
You understand?”

“Yes, sir! Certainly, sir!” answcred Fig-
gins and Wyan promptly and cheerfully.

Th?zex el )

Greyfriars Epitaphs.
No.7. By BOB CHERRY.

“Very well!” said Mr. Ratcliff, strlding
towards the cupboard. i .
Blake jumped to his feet. . s
“One moment, Mr. Rateliffi!" he growled.. THIS STONE
“I advise you 1ot to touch that cupboard, .

sir!”

‘Xou——you advise me!
Blake!” shouted Mr.
insubordination——"

“You’'ll be sorry if. you do, sir!” muttered
Blake. “There's a—"

“Silence, Blake!" thundered Mr. Ratcliff.

Blake subsided, with a grim face. He had
done his best—he had tried to warn the
interfering master. But as Mr. Ratcliff was
determined  to disregard his advice—was
looking for trouble—well, it was his own
funeral.

Mr. Ratcliff found the trouble all right.

There was a sudden click, a dull bift, a
wild .vell, and a tremendous bump as Glyn's
terrible invention did its fell work. But
this time there wasn't a single laugh—not

How dare you,
Ratelift, “ This—this

.then. Blake & Co. stared, faﬂcmdted and
not a little alarmed, at the unfortuxmte
master, who was sitting up gasping, and

moppmv his nose with the sleeve of his gown.

“Oh crumbs!" he said.

It was an extraordinary expression for a
master to use—especially a master like Mr.
Ratcliff—and the astonislied School House
fellows fairly jumped. 'Then suddemy Blake
gave a roar. TFor one of Mr., Ratecliff's
mutton-chop whiskers was hanging below his
chin, while one of his bushy eyebrows was
missing altogether, giving the master a really
O\tmonlumn appearance.
lerr!” yelled Blake, in
prise. “The rotten qmol‘er!
Kerr!"

Blake dashed fo the door, and,
placed the key in his pocket.

“Collar the spoefing rotters!” he howled,
throwing himselt at Figgins.

“It was only a ‘drl\’ explained Figgins,
feebly grinning. “We—we happened to over-
hear you ("h.\p\ talking about the feed out-
side the tuckshop, and, as we were stony,
we determined to have some of the good
things. Ro Kerr got himself up as old R‘tfm.
did it jolly well, 1 think—and the rest.of
the wheeze yon (h"l[t\ know. But "-—Figgins
frrumed .and nodded towards the cupho‘\rd—

“we've made a little mistake somewhere.
Where's the grub?”

For a brief second,

astonished sur-
My hat! It's

locking it,

Blake & Co. glared at

the New -House leader. Then they under-
stood, and a roar of laughter arose, in which
even Figey and Fatty Wynn joined.  Only

Kerr difd not laugh, as he ‘woefully “shed cap
and gown and rubbed the grease-paiet {rom
his face.

“Ha, ha. ha!" yelled Blake.
overlieard onr spoof conversation.-
only hat!™

“It’s all very we
his nose ruefully

“Ro you also
Well, my

* groaned Kerr, rubbing
very funny, and serves
Trimble jolly well right; but that infernal
machine's too jolly dangerous. It wants
taking down before anyone else gets biffed.”

“Don’t you worry about that,” said Blake
darkly. “It's coming down, and going to be
fixed in Glyn's study cupboard to-night. The
giddy inventor’s going to get -a taste of
his—— My hat! We know Glyn's out this
afternoon. Blessed if I don't do the trick
now! Supposing you run along, Gussy, and
invite Dane and Noble to tea while we take
the thing down. Then, when they come,
Kerr and I will slip out and fix the thing up.
Whep Glyn comes in he's bound to go to the
cupboard to get his own tea ready How's
that?” -

“Wippin’®, deth boy !"” smiled Arthar Augus-
tus. “I'll go'at once!

And he went.

Ib was not untll bed- tune that Bl(\ke saw
Glyn, and, then he chortled a chortle of un-
holy glee.”  For-Glyn's nose was swollen to
twice its normal size, whilst he smiled a
sickly smile . as he encountered Blakes
triumphant grin. .

That was the” last oE Glyns ,""l'nmble
Tnc}dcr, . for itiwas ne\er _seen_again.. And_
it,was perhaps a ﬂttmg ‘enid to that térrible
instrument’s activities, hat-the inventor. hlm--
self should be the last: to prove its’ eﬂemve
ness.

is
ERECTED T6 THE MEMORY
of
ALONZO TODD,
The Duffer of Greyfriars,

who, whilst  distributing tracts among-t

savages, was

ROASTED AND SWALLOWED WHOLE

Ly a cannibal (who afterwards suffered severs
internal pains),

In his early days Alonzo _was the hright
particular star of Study No. 7 in the Remove
bassage. He walked in the ways of the wise,
and devoutly followed the precepts of hiis
Unele Benjamin,

He was full of the milk of human l\mdnesq
and devoted his life to the cause of the out-
cast and the prodigal. He looked forward
with great eagerness to the time when

THE EDITOR SHOULD LIE DOWN WITH
THE SUNDAY-SCHOOL CHILD,

and the workers of \\1zkerlrle~~ should Le
finally anl utterly squashed
Alonzo was also a migh iuggler, for iw

swallowed whole dietionare
lary would have made Dr,

He was docile us a lumb, snd ever ready to
ch&mpion the cause of the oppressed
Although un\kllled in the arts of cricket and
football, he possessed

and his vocabu-
Jehnson tremble!

A MARVELLOUS AND MIGHTY BRALY,

and carried more learring in his little finger
than most fellows did if their keads.

At his untimely fate the whele world weeps,
and nones more copiously than TUncl&@ Ben-
jamin, who ix shocked and horrified to l>arn
that the apple of his eye has heen peeled and
caten raw by a misg mlc'l canuibal.

“Wild creatures of the tropic clime,
Your tastes are rather odd ;
Boiled.heef and currant duff are i
But never try roast Todd !»
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