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CHAPTER 1.
; A Generous Offer Declined.
uF IVE‘-‘I¥B seats?” asked Baggy Trimble,
s, .

“You're all going?”
*Yaas, wa&ugl‘:l""g
“Good! I'Il comei”
Trimble, the fat and forid ornament of the St
Jim's le that remark in quite effusive tones, as
he siood in the doorway of Study No. 6. i
Apparently Trimble expected his statement to spread joy
through that celebrated study.
But if there was joy, it was well-concealed, There was
no gign of it in the faces of Blake, Herries, Digby, and
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, :
‘I.ng’.eod." erries remarked, in far from cordial tones:
ta ! .
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was putting the finishing touch
—or, rather, one of many finishing touches—to his superb
necktie, standing before the glass in Study No. 6. Blake &

Co. were watching. him do it, reminding him every now -
“und that, bie oy

and then that time was flying,. a a was short,

Blake & Co. were dmﬁ‘ rather nicely that afternoon.
Their best silk toppers stood ready on the study table. Study
No. 6 were going to the theatre, ere was a special
i at the Wayland Theatre Royal. Tt
ormance of ‘“Hamlet,” and Arthur Augustus had
remarked that it was really the thing to encourage Shakes-

re in the theatres.

s Arthur Augustus was prepared to ‘“stand ” the seals,
plus a_taxi to carry the party over to Wayland, Blake & Co.
concurred " heartily in supporting and encouraging Shakes-
peare. On the same terms they would have supported and
encouraged almost anybody.

In the circumstances they felt bound to give Gussy plenty
of time with his tie. They did not urge ﬁlm to haste more
than once a minu

Then Trimble rolled in. .

“TR e-omn!q"’ tad ’[I;;imhln. . “] believe it's a x:lﬂ\er

‘o M s been asking me to go along
But T wl’a'-'irm T'd rather stick to my pals in
my own Form.”
Blake glanced round. .

“Havd you any pals in your own Form?” he asked, in
tones of surprise. ;

“Ahem! When are you fellows starting?"

“When Gussy's tied his tio,” said Blake,
within the next two or thres hours.”

“Weally, Blake—" - -

“TIs that taxi outside waiting for you?”

“Yea" )

" “Who's going to stand me a_ticket?” ’

There was no-reply from Study No. 6. H looks went for
anything, however, it was clear that there was nobody in the

good show.
with him.

“Any time

study who was going to stand Baggy Trimble a ticket.
“ Don't all k at once,” said Trimble.
Nobody spoke at all

Trimble coughed.
“The fact is, you fellows,” he said, in a confidential sort

of way, “I happen to be rather short of money this after-.

noon. Like a generous au,ra:m know, I lent my last pound
note to Levison of the Fourih-——2

*Liar!"” cooed Hoerries.

“Ahem! Lowther owes me fifteen bob,” said Tnmble.
“Do you fellows think I should be justified in dunning him
for it—in the circumstances?” y

Trimble’s

- Prince.

A Grand Long Complete Story of'Baggy Trimble and the Famous
Chums of St. Jim's. By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

Copyr'ght in the United States of Ame-ica.

Paluff'he

%mﬁﬂmmmﬂmmnﬁ “

"Give us a rest "
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy turned round from the looking- -

gluss. His tie was finished, and it was a thing of beawly.
and a joy for ever. He jammed his famous eyeglass into
his eyte, and turned it upon Trimble with a look of great
severnty.

"Tw!xmbIe, you are uttahin’ fabwications,” said Arthur

Augustus. “1 wegard you as a wotten Ananias, Twimble.
I should bo vewy much obliged if you would take your
departure.”

“Certainly,” said
you are Gussy, old m

a Waalléy, Twimble—""

**Nobody here is going to stand you a seat!” roared
Herries. N

“The fact is, Herries—""

*Hook it !”

“I do not want anybody to stand me a seat, as it hap-
pens,” said Trimbls, ~with- dignity. “I should have been
willing to come with you fellows; but, so far as a seat
goes, I can qat one in & friend's box.”

*“ Fathead !"” 2 2

“Lord  Westwood will be there,” said Trimble lofiily.
“He will be glad to see me, 1 know. I am only asking’ you

fellows for a lift in the taxi.” %
Lord Wesiwood was a

_Blake & Co. stared at Trimble.
big local magmate, and they had noticed, in the local paper,

Tri:la,:ble_ #I'm resdy to start when
an.

that his lordship was going to honour tines with
his presence. hey suspected that ~Baggy %:MB- bad
gained his information from the same. source. T

"Waullly, Twimble—""_began I’'Arcy. u
“You'll see me there in his lordship’s box,” said Trimble

calmly, “I'm sorry I can't ask you to. share it, Hardly
the thing to inflict my noble friend with a mob of rowdy
schoolboys—what 7 :

“Bai Joveo!”

“But, I might get you a word with his lordship, if you'ro
keen on it,” pursued Trimble. “He’s an old friend of my
pater's, you know, and he'd do practically anything for me.
He stayed with us at Trimble EP-II, you know, when I was
home last vac——""

“Cut it out!” '

“ We had rather a distinguished party,” said . Trimble.
“ There was Lord Westwood, and the Duke——

“ " i

# And the Duke—
i | -

“ And Prince Teddy of Ranig—""

! Not the King of Bazuka and the*Emperor of China?"
asked Jack with deep sarcasm.
+ The King couldn’t come,” answered Trimble calmly,

“ His Majesty had half-promised—
“ Oh, my hat !’ & .
““But the pressure of public affairs, you know,” said

Trimble, shaking his head. “ King Ludo is a very hard-

worked man, and he doesn't have the time to see his old

friends so often as he could wish.” " "

i 4 \;Vualiy, Twimble—" said Arthur Augustus, quite
aintly.
Bn;r Trimble was-quite celebrated for a fertile fancy that

would have made -the fortune of a war correspondent or a
Cabinet Minister. It was admitted that he could beat Baron
Munchausen and Ananias and George Washington at their
own game. But this was really rather rich, even for Baggy

Trimble. ;.
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“I'll tell you what, yeu fellows,” continued Trimble, “I'll
take you home with ‘me mnext vae. I can’t promise that
Charlie Chaplin will be there—"

** You—you c-c-can’t promse—* stuttered Blake..

“No; it dépends largely, you know, on his public engage-
ments. But I can answer for my friend the prince—"

** Your friend the prince”

“Ted, you know,”

“Tut-tut-Ted |” gasped Blake, _ )

I always call him Ted when we're toEether,” said Trimble
calmly. “I know you'd like to meet him. Awfully decent
chap—no gide at Is it & go?”

No. 6 gazed at Baggy Trimble. _Apparently the
fat an&v fatuous gy was offering them this, ss an i -
ment to sée him through at tho theatro that afternoon,

inly, they would have been pleased to meet that popular
young gentleman, the Prince of Rania. But they really
did ‘not believe that Baggy Trimble could effect the neces-
introduction. .

““Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus at last. “I was always
awah that Twimble was a feahful fabwicatah, but I was not
awah that he was such a weally feahful fabwieatah as this!
I wEﬁud it as bein’ up to us, desh boys, to bump him I*

“Hear, hear 1"

Blake & Co. did not always agree with their noble chum,

but on this occasion their argument was spontaneous amd

ua. 3
They rushed on Trimble, and collared him before he could
dodge out into the Fourth-form passage.  Baggy was a
good weight, but he was swept right off the foor in the grasp
of four pairs of bands. .
“Yaroocoooh 17

Bump | .

Trimble sat down—hard !

Then Blake & Co. picked up- their. foppers and strolled
away down the passage. Baggy Trimble sat on the floor,

E T T
Don’t Forget!

Grand Christmas. “ GEM.”
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ing, struggling for bi: nd wind, what - time S|
?:.p?genfbn‘;‘iidngli h :.;m ta:l"l ami‘l :tsrhud!”formﬁ
Theatre Royal at Wayland.
" ‘CHAPTER 2.

Tak:n at His Word,

“rg\ OMMY, old top I”
I “ Boat 1M

That was not a very polite rap]{ to such an

affectionate greeting as "%’ammy. old top.” But

Tom Merry, the captain of the Shell, was not pleased by

affectionnte. greetings from Ba. 2y . Primble of the Fourth.

lik?;ehfw“ off Baggy Trimble was the betier Tom Merry
im.

The Terrible Three of the Shell~Tom and Manners and

>wiher—were holding a discussion in the quad when
Trimble rolled up. It was a half-holiday, and the important
qugh‘on before the meeting was, what was to be done
with it,

‘Tom Merry favoured football. . Manners thought that the
sun was quite good enough for a walk with a camera. Monty
Lowther plumped for the theatre—being a youth with strong
leanings towards the stage, :

“1 say, Tom, old fellow—" pursued Trimble, not at all
rebuffed by the Shell fellow’s laconic reply. =

‘Beat, you fat bounder!”

** What about the theatre this afterncon?” asked Trimble,
showing no signs wh 3 of “scatting,” as ted.
“There’s a matineo, you know-—"

*“Just talking about that,” said Montg Lowther, “and we
can get on, dear boy, without the assistance of your fat chin,

arry it away!”

“It's ‘Hamlet,’” went on Trimhle. “The chap who
takes the Prince of Denmark’s part is said to be very good—

. young fellow named Bfuckey. The paper has a lot to say
about him. Fm going. I thought you fellows might. like
to come.” i )

“Offering seats all round?” asked Manners sarcastically.

“I'll tell you what Pll do,” said Trimble. “You. fellows
st-:zg a!e;:i'unr to Wayland, and I'll stand the scats.”

“Qo H

*“ The fact is, my pater’s old friend, Lord Westw will
be there, and we can wedge into his hox—* 004,

Tae Gim Lismsry.—No. 723... - ’
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“Fla, 'hﬁ, ha 1 o
“I don’t see what you fellows are cackling at—->"' i
b in a glass,” old porpoise !” said b{,rmty Lowthet.

“ We're kli

at a fat whopp

“H you don't
“Believe you?

believe me, Lowther——"" i
My hat!”-

“Put it to the test, then!” said Baggy Trimble boldly.
“I'm going into Lord Westwood's box at the theatre.
you see me there, T suppose you'll believe me then?”

“*Seeing is believing I grinned Tom Merry.

“Good!” said
if we see Trimb

Lowther, with a chuckle. *We'll go; and
le in Lord Westwood's box, we'll own: up

that he isn’t the biggest liar since the late Jamented George
Washington. And if we don’t see him in it, we'll rag him
ba'.l.dc-:ead_ad. ';;&g.rea to that," Trimble?”

“What?” ejac
“Done!” said
“ Well, my hat
ness, Trm]
ragging 1”
“Done, I tell
The Terri

ulated Lowther.
Trimble. 1 can't say fairer than that.”
1" said Tom Morry. “Mind, we meah busi-

If you’re spoofing as usual you'll get a real

you I”?

ble Three regarded him curi
all .about Trimble Hall, and the noble and indeed princely
guests who rambled about that palatial _establisgment-—
according to Trimble. They knew it all, and did not believe

a word of it

wondered sometimes

Nobodgent 8t. Jim's did, though fellows'
whether Trimble placed any faith in

his amating yarns'himself, .
“Done—eh ?™ said Monty Lowther at last. * You’lpﬂgoing

to get us seats
Royal

in Lord Westwood’s box at the Theatre

i Well, Tll do my best,” said Trimble, “Of coutse, my.
old friend mu]r';'lu'e other friends with him, and the.bbx

may be ful

* Hedging already !” grmned Manners.

“Not at all!”

a o

protested Trimble, “Tl do my best for

you; and, anyhow, I shall be in his lordship’s box.
“ Bow-wow 1

w-wow !

_ “You agreed!” said Trimble: “Don’t back on your- -
stand Lg: taxi,

ord, you know.

You're_goin, and I'm

z to
fmng to get a seat in his lordship’s box, and I'll make room:;
or you fellows if T can.”

your

Tom Merry,
*Done to that
“Ever seen

jmsxud

“Agreed, on condition that we give :.pou the ragging of
ﬁl’ﬁe if we don't see you in his lordship’s: box !” said

ing.
1" said Trimble recklessly.
Westwood?” asked Manners, with a

grin,

“One of my pater’s oildest friends,” said Trimble calmly.
"“They were at school together. They grew up together—in
fact, they’re no end chummy 1*

“They grew in beauty side by side,” suggested Mont
an!tiher.h “hHon odd, when they don’t know one another !*

“Ha, ha, ha !”

“They do!” roared Trimble. *When my pater goes into
] b

the House of Lord

what-d'ye-call i

s, Lord Westwood is going to be
T, or something. Any day now the

t—spongo:
old title in ‘the TrimbI;ﬂ?.mil may be revived. And I can

tell you, you fellows

le on the other side of your

chins when my pater takes his seat in the House of Peers
as Lord Trimble de Trimble—="

““Ha, ha, ha!"
“You can

yelled the Terrible Three.

cackle !” said Trimble diedainfully. “But I

can tell you it’s practically acranged, The Prince of Rania
said it wae as good as done——"

time he
“Oh, my hat !"

¥as staying at Trimble Hall 1 safd Baggy.

 Now, are you ready to start?” asked Baggy.
.. “Fan me, somebody I” murmured Monty Lowther, “ What
did the Kaiser say about it, Trimble. when ho was staying
&t Trimble Hall 1" % %
*“What did the’ Crown Prince say?” asked Manners, with

great <interest,
“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“We'te wasting time,” seid Trimble. “The matines
begins at three, and I don’t want to butt in on his lorda.'hig

after ‘ Hamlet's ’

started. Who's going to ring for a taxi?

Tom Merry glanced at hiz cnums,
“Will it run to a taxi?” he queried.

“If some oshe:
said Manners.
it

r chaps are going we can whack it out,”
“X heard Levison say something about

“We don’t want a dashed crowd in our taxi!” objested
‘I'm accustor

Trimble, *
car.”

“ Could you te
Monty Lowther.

of your pater?”

to have pleniy of room in a

lephone home for the Rolls-Royce?” asked
“The one the Prince of Rama bar

riously. They knew - - °




R

"#Ha, hs, ha!”

Levison and Cardew and Clive came out of the School
House. As they were arrayed in their nicest coats and their
toppers, it looked as if they were bound for the Theatre Royal
that afterncon. Tom Merry hailed them.

" “Bound for the theatre, you follows "

“That's it!" said Levison, i

! Like to whack out a taxi with ua?”

#Certainly I

“Good egg! n—-"

““That's done!” said Levison, with & smile. “Cardew
ang one for va. We'll give you a lift. My minor’s coming.
t will be rather i(ﬁlws.‘ if you don't mind that,”

“Only Trimble minds,” said Monty Lowther, “ And if

Trinible doesn't like it he can roll out.,”

¢ Taking Trimble along!” asked Clive rather ouriously.

““No; he's taking us, He's going to gel us seats in the
box of his old friend Lord Westwood.”

“My only hati”

“PIl manage it for you fellows, too, if I can!” said
Trimble generously,

“If " murmured Cardew.

“ Well, come on!” said Levison, laughing. *If Baggy
can wedge us into his lordship’s box we sha‘n’t mind chucking
away our half-crown tiokets,” :

The Terrible Thres rushed in for their coats and hats, and
the  party Proceeded .to the gates. Frank vison minor
was slready thiere, in his best topper; talking to the chauffeur
of the-waiting taxi, ' The ch raised his by as
be saw the crowd of boys he was to take on board,

':"%Il Jou gents going?” asked the chauffeur.
4. - 4

“This "ere,” said the driver politely, “is a taxi-keb,”
- Looks like it," agreed Lowther. 1t's soen sarvice, but
it still looks like a taxicab. What did you think we sup-

We'll ring one,

- posed it was?

A, 1 thought you might have mistook it for a sardine-
tin, sir,” said the ‘driver, with sarcasm.

nd he started his engine. .-

The Juniors” stacked themselves inside the taxi, Frank
going outside with the “driver. was uncommonly -like
the packing of sardines by the time seven juniors were
inside—especially as the fat and fatuous Beggy required
s much room as any two fellows. However, the theatre
Barky. were in cheery spirits as the taxi

Greatly Enlarged Christmas Number of the ** Magnet.” On Sale Now. 5

“Here we are,” said the cheerful fag. “Turn out, you
slackers,” L

Tom Merry & Co. turned out. The chiuffeur was paid,
the rather high figure bein, honourably and justly * whacked
out.” Six juniors and a fag moved into the theatre” vesti-
bule; Baggy Trimble lingered behind. Monty Lowther
gtanced round for him, 2
“ Hurry up, Baggy!
“You fellows go in,” ‘said Trimble. *You've got your
seats | I—I want to speak to_his lordship when he arrives !
“The play’s just going to begin.”

“That’s all rij ht; don't wait for me!”

“Remember what's Fﬂil‘lg happen to you if we don't
880 you in his lordship’s chuckled Lowther,

Baggy Trimble backed ay without reglying. In &
merry mood the juniors went in, leaving Baggy Trimble

g rather dismally in the tibul

g

Baggy
“ Al Jove! It's Twimble !"
© _ Four Fourth-Formers of St. Jim’s strolled along.
Blake & Co. had stopped for ginger-beer before
going into the auditorium; and now, as they came
along, they sighted Trimble.
The fat junior turned an eager eye on them, )
“1 say, Gussy, old i
“Come along, you fellows,” said Jack Blake, who had
the foor tickets in his hand. “‘If you drop behind . you
won't get in."
“Gussy, lend me five bob—"

Herries caught Arthur Aungustus by the arm and hurrio'q

him in. Much as he was disgusted at the fatuous “swank
of Baggy, Arthur Augustus’ soft heart was touched at
sceing ?nm lingering, like a podgy Peri at the gate of
Paradise. . i

“Hold on, Hewwies,” said Arthur Augustus. *T'd.
wathsh not leave Twimble out—1 *

“ Blow Trimble ! 4 »

::E}I stand him a bob for the gallewy—"

o

ou won't!” said Herries grimly.
Letti}’lu’ Wit: h"Royn.lh ! ed Digh
“ im go into the ¥ ox !” grinn ighy.
And Arthur Augustus was hustled -on by his chums, ‘and
Trimble's hope died away once more.

buzzed away.

Baggy Trimble was rathee thought-
ful as the journey pi .

He obtained a [ift to Wayland—
something.
fande h Baggy was
in his usual state of impecuniosity, and
it was pot in his power to pay for
admission. ~ In circumstances, he
ocould scarcely “touch” one. of his
companions for the price of admission,’
as he had been given the lift on the
express condition that he was seen in
Lord Westwood’s box. How he was to
get into the theatre, therefore, was
rather a pressing problem to Baggy,
éspecially as he was quite sure that the

ible Three were in earnest over the

ragging !

It was not the first time that
Trimble's “swank ” had landed him
into  trouble. Once a party of

humiorous juniors had accepted one of
his pressing invitations to a glorious
time at Trimble Hall, and Baggy had
sufferod great anguish of mind in his
frantio attempts to “stall them off,”
and keep them away from the suburban
villa which was the reality bohind all
Baggy's magnificent descriptions, )

ow he seemed to be landed again!
Onee more he had been taken at his
word—and his word was about as valu-
able as Russian banknotes.

The Terrible ‘Three grinned as-they
saw the worried look t spread over
Trimble's fat face, and intensified as

oy drew nearer to Wayland,

They could see that he was trying to
think out_his lem of how he was
to save his face, as it were, and avoid

ing shown up as the hopeless brag-

‘The chauffeur ralsed
was to take on board.
his eye over the Jumlors, a8

his_eyst

rows as P.-m nwhth;“c;:wdk.ord b:rﬂ:_:
s L
o Thie erers mald the deiver, “Is &
taxi-keb, not a sardine-tin £ +

gart he waa.

‘The taxi stopped. y
. Frank Levieon looked in at the
window, . s
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Bamiy_ Trimble stood disconsalate,
- He blinked round in search of other fellows from 8¢,
ng':,d and rge uﬁwuw& or t.hl;ee. u'Knnguooedol the Shell
arrived wi & . But they seem: uite deaf
as they passed Trnmble, i V. 1

Then he spotted Figgins & Co. of the New House. But
31 s, Kerr, and Wynn were also aflicled "with deafness.

“Rotters!” groaned Trimble,

All were in now; the first act of “Hamlet ” was beginning,
and the Ghost was already doing his unearthly stunts on
|ga al::ge. Baggy Trimble wrinkled fat brows in
thought.

Ho had trusted to sticking somebody, somehow or any-
kow, for the ticket, and he had failed.” All he had gained
was a taxi drive to” Wayland—which was not of much use
if he could not get into the theatre. He had trusted to
his wits, and they had failed him—as they often did. Baggy

imble was raa!ii the kind of character who would live
by his wits; but he did not possess the kind of wits that
coul he lived by! -

A commissionaira came along and looked inquiringly at
Baggy Trimble. Then a brilliant idea came into Baggy's
fat_mind. B

He beckoned loftily to the man.

“Has Lord Westwood arrived?” he asked.

** Yes, sir; he was in his box early.”

“Gr:gd! Bhow me to him, will you?”

“EhP” .

“Fm from St Jim's,” lained Baggy. ~ “I have a
messago from the Head for Lord Westwood—his—his son’s
been taken ill—"

e commissionaire eyed the fat junior.

'Qt the school I he  asked.

“Yos."

The man hesitated. He could sece that Baggy was a 8t.
dim's fellow, and he had seen him in talk with Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy, whom he knew by sight, and knew to
be the son of a lord. And Baggy’s manner was quite
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assured. After all, if Lord Westwood had a somn &t St
Jim's. who had taken suddenly ill, it was natural
to send him a message.

sirl” said the man at last.

“Hurry up,” said Primsble. “Ii’s rather a serious case !’

“This ‘way, airl” i

Baggy Trimble followed the commissionsire, hia fat heart
beating. Was he going to succeed, after all, by sheer bluff ?

e waa aware me Terrible Three would be looking

guite as much at Lord Westwood's box as .at the stage.
- They would give Baggy his chance! .If they saw him there,
{hat was- enough. . -

- A gentleman-in evening d. .of a managerial appearance,
stumﬁ:d them at a door, and gy's heart sank. But the
eommissionaire mutteraed a fow words and passed on with
Trimble. Once more the fat junior breathed freely.

In the corridor on which the doors of the boxes opened
the commissionsire paused, and tapped, and opened a door.

“This is hia lordship’s box,” he said.
“Thanks 1" .said Baggy -distantly.

In the box, a rather stiff-looking old gentleman sat alone,
his eyes on the stage, where the first act of * Hamlet " was in
rogress. Hetunnébiahmdu&m;heppedin.
him by sight—he bad seen Lord Westwood driving
in his car more than once. i A
“ What is il—what—what?” asked his lordehip, rather

irritably.
“mhdha-mmgnforgon, my lord,” said the
issionai *“ He says 1t is serious, about your sop—7
“Come in, boy,” said Lord Westwood, '
**Certainly, sir,” said Trimble; and he came in briskly.
The commissionaire closed the door after him. .

"E'l:ie old lord blinked at Trimble.

message “That is very

odd. Have you come from London?”

“Nunno! From—from St. Jim's!” stammered Baggy.

“The school 7" nsked his lordship, puzzled.

“ ¥e-ees, ar.” E

“T do not see—="

Again Baggy had a brain-wave, X8

i Are you--dre you Mr,—Mr. Jackeon, sir?” he ‘Basped,

“Absurd! 1 am Lord Westwood I : 2
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“Oh! I—I've been shown into the wron, bax, then, sir,”
said Baggy. “I—I've a message to-tg-kla Mr. - John-
BON——' i
“What1* 3
“I—1 mean Mr. Jackson, sir, about his son at—at the
school. But there’s no hurry, I'm interrupting you, sir.’”
“You are!” said his lordship crossly.
By D Lo
gy 'l e drew "a deep breath, e was in rd
Westwood's box—there was no doubt about that, As his

lordship fixed his attention on the stage, and became oblivious
of Baggy's existence, the fat junior edged nearer and nearer
to the front of the 3 Westwood, in all ili
Trrtond of which, ager Taeiny et for, M. Jockn
ns of which, , keeping carefu] ind his -
ship, came to the fronl:gg; the box, and looksnir! out boldly over
the auditorium. Lord Westwood had the chair that waa
nearost the stage. There were several other chairs.along the
front of the box, and Ba, y sank silently into one of them.
He rested his elbows on tﬁgplunh before him, and gazed over
the audience. 4
There wag a gasp from three juniors in the stalls below.
“Look 1” whispered Monty Lo ,
” breathed Tom Merry, “in Lord Westwood’s
My only hat!” murmured Manners, *Can he have besn
tel‘lgz;;g‘ the truth?” ¥

aggy—and the truth!” seid Lowther. “ A contradiction
in terms, dear boy.” .
* But there he is!” said Tom.
“'Sh1” cama several voices round sbout. Hamlet, on the
stage, was talking, and the sudience wanted to hear hlmlut,
not Tom Merry & Co. 8o .the Terrible Three gave up the
problem, and d d their attention to the play. £
There were a dozen other St. Jim's fellows who spotted
Baggy Trimble his hrd!hi;i;s box, with great wonder, -
Arthur, Augustus D’Arcy fixed his eyeglass on Baggy, really.. °
mot quite able to believe the evidence of that celebrated
monocle. :
“Bai Jove! Tt's Twimble!” he murmured, T
“Or his ghost I grinned Blake. - A
“It's weally Twimble! This is vewy womarkable, desh
boys. Twimble seems to have told the twuth !”
And Arthur Augustus puzzled so much over that really
remarkable occurrence that he was scarcely aware of the
y proceedings that were going on on the ramparts of

Isinore,

CHAPTER 4,
¢ Trimble’s Triumph.
AGGY TRIMBLE smiled genially, 1
He even ventured to wave s fat hand to his school-
fellows below. -

Westwood seemed rather keen on Shakespears,
for he did not turn his head, and remained quite unaware, for
some time, of the addition to his box.

Baggy sat tight. .

As soon as the nobls Jord discovered that he was there,
Baggy knew that he would have to go; but his luck was in at
present. Meanwhile, he was seeing the play; and, what was
more_in his eyes, hg was swanking in the presence of the
Juniors, who had declined to believe his statements,

! Perhaps they'll believe me now !” Trimble said to him-
self. “Tom Merry said that sceing was believing.”

And Trimble barely suppressed a fat chortle.

The play went on, an Trimble, feeling more and more
secure, as Westwood did not turn his head, ventured
to give some attention to the stage. Mr. Stuckey, as Hamles,
was going strong. The actor was a young man, who evidently

ied himself in the part, and be was giving the Prince of .
Denmark an emphatic show. The touring cum&a:n) that had” -
brought Shakespeare to Wayland was not a first-class come
g:ny, and scting was of the stage stagey, so to speak;

t it went down very well with the unsophisticated Wayland
audience. gy heard Lord Westwood grunt several times,

s if his lordship was not wholly enjoying himself.
matter of fact, his lordship had only turned up for the per-
formance as a sort of social du?’, and did not intend to remain
for more than one act. But during that act he kindl kept
up an aj rance of interest in the proceedings. He did not
turn his kead from the stage, and so it came to pass that
Blggly Trimble sat on unperceived. It waa really wonderful
luck for Baggy. But it was not to last!

The curtain dtopped after the act, and Lord Westwood
rose at once to his feet. Then his eyes fell upon Baggy
Trimble, and he put up an oyeglass and stared at him,
evidently astounded to find that he was not alone in the box.

“ What—what1” he ejaculated. - 3 3

Bagfy jumped up. - !

“ Who——  What—what are you doing here?” sjaculated
kis lordship.  “ Who are you 1

“I—I-—" stammiered Baggy. 7




o

Bodgr.

1o eni®

Get the ‘' Magnét * Christmas Number Now! . 7

™ Are you the that came with the message?” said his
lordship,” remembering. * What do you mean ﬁ remaining
iy Bt .

“You sre an impudsni young rascal, sir |”
fop areun Impud: Boger. '

“Go away at once!” =

Bagey Trimble was only too glad to. go. He had hardl;
hogsd to get out so chenp!; as ﬂlilt._ " .

e scuttled out of the box. <

He would not have been surprised if his lordahir'. boot had
helped him out. -Often and often Baggy Trimble had been
helped out with & boot. after “ wedging " into quarters where
he had no business. Fortunute? , his lon?ship was too
dignified a person to introduce his t into the affair.

Baggy scudded along the corridor, and dropped iute an
elegant lounge as soon as he was at a safe distance.

lI-Iat Jounged out into the vestibule, and thence into the
street.

There he emitted a fat chuckle.

He had done the trick—he had *swanked ” to his heart’s
coutent, and he had escaped the raggmglr Ppromised him by
the Terrible Three. And he had eeen at least one act of the
play for nothing—nothing but a fow “whoppers,” which were
a trifle light as air to Baggy Trimble.

So Baggy was fecling extremely satisfied with himsell.

He loafed about the theatre-entrance, and saw Lord West-
wood drive away in his car. A walk home of several miles
did not take Baggy's fancy, and he decided to wait for Tom
Merry & Co. to come out, If the juniors had a taxi home,
Baggy meant to have a Elm_e in the taxi; and if they took
the trein to Rylcomb e intended that body should
stand his fare-in the train. -It was rather a long wait, and
Baggy spent most of the time in rambling from one confec-

tioner's. window to ancther, and eyeing the dainties within
. with hungry eyes.

He came back towards the theatre at last, by a sido street
‘upon which the staga-door opened.
Two men were coming out of the stage-door as he.passed,
muffled up in coats, but with the traces of greasse-paint still
plainly discernible on their faces.

red at them inguisi

M]r;.lglgayndp:fph Stuckey, whose ait was on the

utside the theatre. i :

The young man did not look so
princely as he had looked on the stage
as Hamlet. .

His ordinary aitire was in fact, rather
shabby, and his overcoat looked as if it
ha}ri seen mrvic;rin nmnhg severe winters,

s @ was speaking to his companion as
they passed %:ggy?nnd his tone indicated
discontent.

“Rotten house!” he said. “If ‘it
doesn't fill up better'n that we sha’n’t
do much in Wayland. Half the seats

empty, and half the rest filled with
paper. Pah!”

“ Rotten !” agreed his companion.

2. ks to me as if the ghost won't
walk,” pursued Mr, Btuckey, pausing to
light a cigaretts. He was not alluding
to the ghost in “Hamlet,” but to the
a).ouibiiily of ‘a acarcity of cash on pay-

vely. and recognised one as
i boards

y.
“8houldn’t wonder! After you with
that light, Stuckey!” :

“Anyhow, there won't be a matinee
Saturday,” ‘said- Mr. BStuckey. *“No
blessed good playing to an emfty house.
We may pack it on Saturday .né‘ght.

" That'd see us through. -Mistake ese .
“matinees in a dead-and-alive hole like
this I

“You're right!”

“The public don't want good acling I”
said Mr. Stuckey, with bitterness. “ What
they want is -the pictures, with.a tom-
fool playing tomfoolery with a HWat and
stick! Pah! Come and have a drink!"

And the two young géntlemen walked
on, Baggy T'rit gle grinning as he blinked
after them.

Trimble hurried up to the group on the pavement. The
audience were clearing off, but Tom: Me & Co. wera
debating the question of a taxi- home. Trimble joined them.

“Hallo, you chaps! Like the show?”

“Yans, wathah!" .

“Not. aodgl)uii as we do in our Dramatic Society ai St
Jim’s,”’ said Monty Lowther critically. “How did you get
on with his noble nibs, Baggy?”

“Ohb,; topping!” said Trimble. “I didn’t stay for the

- finish.  Lord Westwood left early, and insisted on taking me

back with him in his car.
“PBai Jove!”
“He's rather attafhed to me,
his oldest friend,” explained T'rim|
“How did yon wedge into his box?"” asked Manners.
“Eh?”
“We saw you there, you know,” said Manners pleasantly.
“You've got off tho ragging But how did you work it?"
“As my father's oldest friend, of course—""
““Cut it out!” said Lowther, .
“Can it, dear boy—can it!” said Blake.
Trimble sniffed. 2 E
“¥You saw me there!” he said. *“I could starcely have
been thers without an invitation from his lordship, I
suppoge " 5
 “You pget into a good many places without an invita-
tion,” said Tom Merry, laughing. “It's all serene, Trimbla
—you're let off the ragging. You deserve t for your
neck ! But you might tell us how you worked it ?"
“Look here, you know——>"
“Here's o taxi!” said Levison.
with him to take the lot of us.”
“Right-ho ™
“Me, too!” exclaimed Trimble.
“Bai Jove! There will be scarcely woom for all of us in
? eaid Arthur Augustus. - “Certainly not with

glou know, as the son of
.

“Let’s make a bargain

ussy, old chap—"
Wats 1" 5

“Look here, you’re not going to leave me behind!" ex-
claimed Trimble, in dismay at the idea of a three-mile walk
home after his long wait. “T—I came with you, you know.
I-I'd have got you intc his lordship's box——  I—I

mentioned it to my old friend, but he wasn't taking any.

: ”ﬁ%
4

e e

=

S

But it suddenly occurred to Trimble
5 , a8 the actora were leaving, the
theatre would be emptying, and he
.hurried round to the front to catch Tom
Merry & Co.

In unitorm.

Ba, Trimble
Lord W,

s as he came along. *' Has
'estwood arrived 7 he . ' Yes, sir,"” answered the P-nﬂlman
“LHe’s In his box.”” '"Qood,” sald Trimble. '“Bhow me

to him, wil_ you T B

_“Bai Jove! Heah's Twimblel
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I did my best, as I said T would. But Lord Westwood
said— - ¥

*‘Cheese it, ‘old trump!” said Blake, “Walk home, and
war% n{.{ some of your fat, old porpoise |”

“I—T sa 5 :

haro. epoainian bl Il tell hat.

“Look here,” exelaimed - Trimn| o, you what

gon f.e’dlnwam’lhnd me the taxi home, and TI—I'll—

"“Woll, what will you do?” chuckled Monty Lowther.

“Pll tell what—Dll ask my friend the prince—"'

“Your whatter?"” ) o,

“I'll ask my friend the prince to drop in at St. Jim’s,
and give you an intreduction all round!” said Trimble.
“You don’t often get an offer like that.”

*Oh crumbs!” . : }

“He’s an awfully decent chap—you'll like him,”  gaid
Trimble, while Tom Merry & Co. stared at him Eﬂmm;.
*“No ul:}]u aboknt lzj.n}, at all—just real decent. He—he—he’ll
come if I ask him, .

“Are you alludin’ to the Pwince of Wania?” asked Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy, in an ominous voice.

#Yes; my pal Tod—-"

“You uttah young wottah; T wefuse to allow you to
speak of the Pwince of Wania in that wotten, familiah way |

imed Arthur Augustus indignantly. *1 have

mind, Twimble, to give you a feahful thwashin' "

Trimble dodged back. .
- “Keep your wool on, Gussy! You needn’t be Jjealous
because-I'm on pally terms with Royalty—"

“Bai Jove}”

“T'm offering you an_introduction—fellow can't do more
than that,” said Trimble. *“I mean it.  Bome fellows
would keep these nobby intances all th 1

| Trimble’s

" all about the matter and

Baggy could not help feeling that, in a way, he had landed
himmlfynt last. His most tremendous * whopper  had come
home to roost, as it were. .

All t-hing.l aro subject to Nature’s law of growth, Baggy

“whoppers  were no exception. ~They grew and
grew and grew, like the celebrated little peach in the

. orchard,

From mere exaggeration, Trimble's *swank ** had : pro-
gressed io-the most enormous fibs; and he had exaggerated
20 much, and told so many fibs of various sizes, that it was
probable that Trimble himself did not quite know how ‘much
truth there wasn't—in his amazin, i ki

Disbelief in his statements only seemed to egg him on

to amplifying them, rhaps in the hope of thereby con-
vineing the doubting I;homasee.
Now, with_utter k1 he had itted himself

in the most hopeless way.

By sheer luck, added to cunning, he had contrived to pull
through his scrape at the Theatre Ro: al. . But certanly
there was no prospect of pulling through his new Bcrape in
the same lucky way.

His chief hope was that the 8t. Jim's fellows would forget
dismiss it from their minds, Baggy
not really being a personage of sufficient importance to
oceupy their thoughts for long.

But in this Baggy was doomed to disappointment,

The fact was that the juniors were “fed up ” with his
insufferable brag, and they considered it advisable to- give
Baggy a lesson,

They had heard quite enough of Trimble Hall, and the
Trimbls - motor-cars, and tbe“ﬁoya.l and princely guests at

Trimble tamilﬁamlrmon. Tt was time, Tom Merry & Co,

L to .

That’s not my sort. Il present you all to Ted, all round, if
you like. Are we taking this taxi?" B

“Isn’t he the real, gilt-edged limit?” said Monty Lowther

in almost an awed tone. is_pal, the prince! ~ My only

summer bo::,lzmb! You'll ask him to St. Jim’s to moet. us,

Trim|

*Certainly I

“When?"’ gasped Manners, s

“Saturday, if you like,” said Trimble recklessly.

“Great Scott I'

“This taxi?” asked Trimble.

He clambered into the taxi as he spoke. Tom Merry
locked in after him, with a grim sbrow.  Somehow, Tom
Merry did not know how, Trimble had escaped the proper
punishment of his “spoof” with regard  to Lord West-
wood; he had kept his compact, someh Y
Merry meant to pin the fat and fatuous Blggy down with-
out a loophole of escape. i

“Think it out, Trimble,” he said. “If we give you a lift
hams;, yod.:n"m produce the Prince of Ranin at St Jim's
on_Saturday.” -

There was a chortle from the juniors round the taxi.

“Done!” said Trimble, with ulter recklessness,

‘“I'you don’t, Trimble, you're going to have the ragging

'yo‘u’I[eIdongd tP-day—only doubled,” said Tom Merry.,
I—T sayom

“Calling it off 7" chuckled Blake.

Trimble h one moment,

But he thought of the long tramp home to school,

dodge, some
whdaeking “ whopper  that would see him throu h]xf.h:;.-mdbte
i ift ay
wae 80 much clear gain, Trimble considered, and the future
could be left to take care of itself. His hesitation was brief.
“I¥s a go!” he said desperatal dy
"gﬂa silag:ﬁ’ hold you to it!” said Tom grimly.
*“Done
“Bai Jove! OFf all the feahful fabwicatahs- -

L “Jump in!” sid Tom . “We're giving a
gft,la_nd, on. Saturday we ex to see his pal the at
t. Jim's.”

't turn up, Ba; is going to be
put through a ragging that will mzke his fﬁ’r turn grey I
“ Y wathah 1"

~And 8t Jim’ ty taxied home, huckling—only
Tr?mlﬂ- did. l’mf‘éxuuﬂ& The - of Saturdsy
imble, and he

was not quite a reassuring cme to Baggy
did not feel im & mood for chuckling,
* o —

oM ngv“ﬂed hen he T !
@ imble of
T the Fourth il':mthe l;'uzdunglm: md:;“ °
B Trimble wora hiful Jook, .
Prob bo was ﬂunlnn% Saturday, and-of the

4 y g incely that day,
lTnGuhmx.-»Nm“?& Pt

ow. This time Tom -

, that Baggy Trimble was shown up, so that he
would have to admit himaelf, by his own mouth, that his
astonishing yarns were “gas * fram start ta finish,

So instead of dismissing the matter from their minds Tom
Merry & Co. gave it their very particular attention,

There was some entertainment, -too, in watching Trimble
wriggle, as Monty Lowther expressed it

By what devices he would seek to wriggle out of his
commitment was a very entertaining question.

Tom Merry was not surprised when Baggy rolled up o
him in the quad that morning with a rather uneasy grin on
bis fat face. The captain of the Shell could guess what was
“I—I say, Tommy—" an Trimble,
!Go it1” said Tommy chboegly.

i About Saturday—"
“What about Saturday?”
. About—about my pal Ted, you know—"

“That’s all right I” said Tom Merry gravely. “We're all
going to rally round and give his Highness a reception, I've
warned Gussy to look out, his best topper for the occasion,”

Trimble smiled in a rather sickly way,

“It’s ocourred to me,” he eaid, * that his Highness mayn’s
be ablo to come down this—this Saturday—"

“Only just. cccurred to you?” asked Tom. “It ocourred
to me yesterday.”

“He, he, he I” Trimble giggled feebly. “The—the fact is
—is that Ted has a lot of engagements; he told me so the

ti i may be doing some
public stunt pext Saturday. I—I never thought of that.
You know they’re always getting him to lay foundation.
stones, and open iecture-{mll!‘ and—and make speeches and
;]:nngs. If he's got some public function on for Baturday, you

. S .

::Bet,%e write to him to put it off,”
" “Ho would do it for you, of course™

“Ohl Yes! Certainly! But—?> . -
+ “Explain to him,” said Tom Merry seriously, “that you've
un,l'ii;ukea to introduce us all on Saturday——""

es; but—-"

“ And mention that if he doesn't come you're going to get
8 raj g that will be a real record—"

“5 I say !” murmured Trimble.

“ F'rinstance, you'll be made to run the ‘gauntlet of the
whole Lower chuul_”

O 1" :

“Then you will be spread-eagled in the dorm and whacked
with a Fives bat—"

“Ow 1
“Then you are going to be paraded round the quad with
fabel O you, announcing you as the biggest fibber

L

"Agd then you'll be sent to Covenfry for the rest of the

ey very fellow will gi kick every
every fellow will agree to give you a ki
time he comes across ]'Ol-‘—q;




“Oh dear!”

X "W!luren’.l‘ed knows all that he's sure to play up, isn'
om

“ Ye-e-es, of—of eouue"' groaned Trimble.

“Bee that he doos!" said Tom. *I mean it, evary word,
Trimble! The fact is, it’s time you stopped tell ing lies, Ih
if you don’t make your word good this time you're going to

have a le thatwﬂlbenoendnfubeu t to you, All
for your own good, you know.” -

And Tom Merry walked away cheerily, leaving Baggy
Trimble feeling anything but cheery. i leason he was
going to receive might be for his own good, but Trimble
would have preferred to be left to go to the bad. But his
preference, evidently, was not going to be regarded
very least.

H rimble f himself with the reflection
that it was unly Thursday, nnd that anything might turn up
before Saturday.

To his great annoyance, he found that Tom Merry & Co.
had related far and wtde the great event that was to happen
on Enurdny—or wasn't to happen. It had already become a
standing joke in the Lower School,

Al the Fourth and the Shell chuckled over it, and debated
what terrific lies Trimble would invent to account for the
non-appearance of the prince when the great day came.

That he would own up, if he could help it, nobody ex-

pected. Although his bumbug was transparent enough for
a bhurl man to see through, Trimble was never likely to
admit that it was_ humbug. ~Somehow, anyhow, he would
iry to save Im fsce, iling lie-on lis, whopper on whopper,
like Pelion Even when Saturday came, and
the pri dent, it was unlikely that Blgg&.wmﬂd own up
l.hat u. was all spoof; it was pretty certain t he would be
Teady with some utonuhmg fabrication.  But that, the
juniors determined, should not save him from his just
ment, And Baggy realised that they wero determin

That day the principal to;nu of conversation at St. Jim's

isn't he?”

; among the juniors was Baggy's pal, the prince.

In the School House he was asked unnumbered questions
about his princely chum, with much laughtcr Fellowa came
over from the New Houso to ask about “Ted.” Not only
the Fourth and ﬂm Shell but the fago took up the game
Wally & Co., of the joined in with great glee.
the time bed-time came on ursday, Trimble of the Fourth
was the most repentant braggart that had ever bragged and
repented,

But it was ino late for repentance.

He had to Sx uce the pririce, or face the penalty.

Producing the prince was lbnut as easy a task, for Trimble,
as producing the man in the me

o dreamed that night of runmng & gauntlot of a cuupie
of hundred juniors, every one of them anxious to get in a
ﬂwl

It was a horrid dream.

On Friday, Trimble had a faint hope t.hat the affair might

die awny. So far from thet he found the fellows more keen
on it than ever.
“To-mowwow, deah boy!” Arthur Augustus D’Arcy

remarked after breakfast.
ble gave him almost a ghastly look.
“To.morrow " he repeated faintly.
*Yaas, wathah! What time do you expect the pwince to
awwive?” chuckled the swell of St. Jim's.
"Ia he coming to lunch?” asked Blake.
*“ Railton ought to be told to put on a rather special lunch,
if the prince is mmmg," remarked Herries.
““Yaas, wathah!”

* Better mention it to Railton, Trimble.” suggested Dlgb_y.
“I—J—F think my—my pal won't be commf to. lun
said Trimble feebly. *[He—he’s coming after lunch, N-no

need to mention it to Mr. Railton.”
“Will he be coming down by car
¥ asked Blake.

We'll be on the watch !”
course, the car might have a breakdown on the
mm:gn " said Tnmi:.Ie with a gleam of hope.

Jove

"lt mi| ht # said Blake. “Tn fact, 1 think it high
gl 8 ighly

robal

“Hu. ha, lml"

“* But if it does, Trimble, you'li be in Queer Btreet,” said
Blake, shaking his head. ‘ You’ll get the ragging, you know.
Better -drop the prince a line, und ask him to speak lenounly
to his chauffeur before he starts.” 3

“Ha, ha, ha!” |

Tnmble rolled away in a dismayed frame of mind, followed
by _a loud chortle from Study No. 6.

Raturday was much nearer at hand vow, and the rvozpnc't--

Another Grand Story by the Famous Martin Clifford Next Wednesday! 9

was reslly unnerving. Trimble feli a great deal as the
celebrated Ananias must have felt when the feet of the
young men were heard at the door. His worried.frame of
mind was ?urfectly obvious f-o evarybody. but there was no

p for the of 8t. Jim’s. All the
fellow: saemed to be looking forward to the morrow. And

ble knew that they weren’t looking forward to seeing

the popular prince; they were looking forward to ragging
Trimble—the record ragg:ni of the term. And that day,
much to the detriment of his lessons, Baggy Trimble :hd
BOMe very inking,  And the burden of his d
reflections was, how was he going to get out of the feloﬁ
scrape his lying had landed him in? That was a question of
the most thrilling interest for Baggy Trimble.

CHAPTER 6.
Has Another Brain-Wave !

Y gum!”
B Trimble uttered that, ejaculation suddenly.
The fat junior was seated on & bench under the old
elms in the quad, his fat hands driven deep into his
gx: kets, and a di wrinkle in his gy brow. 1t wad after
ner—and Trimbl b, for once, not. m]oﬁed his dinner—
WO

there was too much ol.'t
dinner l‘!o was tlunkm out his
mhlam, exerting to t.he full his mental powers—w!| were
not. considerable.
But. necessity is the mother of invention. Under the spur of
dire necessity, Trimble's fat brain worked with unusual

activity.
His fat face suddenly lighted up.
An L&e:. evidently. ad flashed into his brain.
]g'xy had had another brain-wave!

“ By gum !" he ejaculated

He jumped up, quite excited, and paced to and fro under
the leafless elms, debating the wonderful idea that I.ad come
mg’hr]‘(' mind, h ‘ked that ds di

espeare has remarl that desperate diseases uire
desporate remedies. And certainly it was & desperate ::gedy
that Trimble had thought of. -

In twenty-four hours he had to produce the prince—or take

ue?nanm Taking the consequences was not to be
umghe Producing the prince was u.npuwble. There on
remained some tremendous spoofl—some 8 igantio enou
to impose on his persecutors, and save ﬁ" F the conse-
gquences of bis brag. And it was that \retmendous 1ot that
Baggy had thonzhh of at last!

“ He's got to come!” murmured Baggy ““ Il he doesn’t,
those mttara will take it out of me! He's got to come! But
they've never seen him—only at a distance, anyhow, in public.
Of—of course they know hln face from the pictures in the
phpem But—it will work !

Trimble grinned.

“ That fellow Stuckey—he played the prince in ‘ Hamlet,’
and he !ooked t.he art all n ht. "He's just about the age, and
he can act! know-ho s bard up; I heard him saying so
to the other sanow that day. There won't be a matinee on
Saturday—he said so—so_he'll be free for the afternoon. He
will be glad to earn a quid or two. T'll tell him it’s a lark on
the fellows—a bet or something. If he can make himself up
as ths Prince of Denmark, he can make himself up as the™
P of Rania1

T nmbie chuckled,

His old fat confidence was returning, as he pursued his
extraordinary reflections.

“I can get his address at the lheulnr hel staying in
Wayland somewhere. I can offer bim a

Trimble paused there.
8o far, his amazing scheme seemed feasible enough. But
Mr. if he ted the would

want a ¥oe, and he would oartnml_y want cash down.

Cash and Trimble were only distant acquaintances.’

The question of cash would iava to be semed That really
was the only question to settle.

All the rest, Trimble felt, would be as easy as rolling off &

H:a fat face brightened again.

“Once the prinice appeared as a visitor of Trimble's at
St. Jim's, his amazing yarns would be sul tiated ; -the affair
would turn out to his credit and profit after all.

For ever afterwards, Baggy would be able to swank about
his pn] the prince, and there would be no one to say him nay

After that, even his gorgeo dnmptlonl of Trumble Hall.
and nta mnnale could mreel . For s fellow
who was '.ho bosom pal of the rmoe uf Rania would naturally
be ‘rimble d, to have a rather wmh

home.
All was plane aﬂlmg if only the prince turned up. And ‘any
old. prince would
Certainly, Tom Merr! & Co. were not likely to
THE Gen Tarrary.—No.




such a tersific spoof as that! All was serene—eve: ing in
the garden was lo::x, #0 to speak—if only Trimble could
rﬁim the necessary %o enlist the services of Mr. Randolph

uckey !

b H‘n’Ilnl Thinking it out?”’ Tt was Tom Merry's voico as
the Terrible Three came ssuntering under the elms,

‘Trimble looked round at them Toftily.

“L was just wondering about it,” he said calmly. *You
see, the prince will naturally expect & rather degent tea when
he gets E:‘rn 1 happen to be short of money at the present,
moment. 1 lent Figgins my last fiver in my thoughtless,
generous way, you know— ?

¢ Still keeping it up?’ asked Manners.

¢ Eeoping up what 1"

“* About the prince!” chuckled Manners.

“1 don’t quite folow your meaning, Manners,” said
‘Trimble haughtily * I've mentioned that my pal, the prince,
is- coming to St. Jim's to-morrow. I've asked him specially,
anﬂ ]};lg’gnagrsed to come,”

“ Nothing to make a fuss about that I can ses. Of course,
it’s rather an honour for the school.”

“ No doubt,” asse: Tom Merry, with a_laugh. ** Mind
that he cal;,)g-. Baggy. ou know what’s going te happen if

‘“ That’s all right! I've heard from him that he’s coming.”

' Oh, my hat !* -

“*I telephoned ' to the Ritz Hotel, you know,” said
Tri it would be all

l!:n,l‘e calmly. “Ted assured me that
t

said Trimble, blinking at the
shot of money, and a fellow
such an occamon. You see

thi "'
amazed Shell fellows. '95 m
doesn’t want to be steny on

that 7*”
“Oh, yes!" gasped Tom Merry. * Quite sol”
P"’ better ask Figgins for the fiver you lent him in

“ You'
gm"l“lllmﬂl"ml}m|||mﬁ|!m"""“!ﬂ"“l""mlllf""“umiﬁl""“lmlw':.
£ Don’t Forget!
Grand = Christmas “ GEM.,”

NEXT WEEK."
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your thoughtless, generous way " suggested Monty Lowther,
with sarcasm.” E
“ Well, I don’t want to dun Figgins. Could you fellows

let:
“Ha, ha,! Nol”
“ A few pounds——"
“ Not a giddy brown?" chuckled Lowther. L
“ I don't think you ought to be mean on an oceasion like
this—* 3
“ Wo dol” .
And the Terrible Three strolled away laughing.
““ Rotters I’ murmured Trimble, .
A little later, Baggy Trimble might have been seen in
earnest conversation with Arthur Augustus D'Arcy. But that
earnest conversation was fruitless. Gussy, kindhearted as he
was, declined to part. .
ntil afterncon classes, Trimble was making a round of the
Lower. School. Grundy of the Shell had J)f:ant_y of money;
but for reasons that seemed good to Grundy, he declined to
let Trimble have any of it: .Cardew was rich—but all Trimble
oblained from Ga:gew was the momentary loan of the tos
of an elegant boot. Which was useless,ias ell as painful.
When the bell rang for lessons, Trimble rolled disconsolately
into-the Form-room, as impecunious as when he had started
his quest. - . 5
But as we have remarked before, desperate diseases require
desperate remedies. Only the intervemtion of Mr. St.ueke;-
could save Trimble from his rich deserts; and Mr. Stuckey’s
intervention could not be obtained without cash. 8o Trimble
came to the really desperate resolve-of sl.nndinﬂl the necessary
- cash -himself! After lessons he wheeled out his-bicycle and
rode over to Wayland. . i
When he came back, just in time
foot. "The bicycle had been disposed Y
It was really a desperate resource, buf Trimble felt that it
was worth if.(_‘Not only was thera the ragging to be
escaped, but there was the ‘E}:w that would accrue from a
rincely visit. And Trimble had hopes of getting a new bike
rom his father by means of a sad tale of a terrible accident.
The bike was gone, anyhow; and the cash was Trimble’s.
And be had found out Mr. Stuckey's address at the theatre,
and called on the *Prince of Denmark " in the littla room he
rented at the Red Cow. And he had found Mr. Randolph
Stuckey in a most reasonable mood. Certainly, the young

for call-gver, he was on
of.
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man had been gruff at first. Trimble had called on him just

when he was wondering how he was going o settle his hill
at the Red Cow. When Trimble explained the object of his
visit, rather timidly, Mr. bad- listened in nk

astonishment. . But-when Trimble mentioned diffidently 4 fee
of two guineas, Mr. Stuckey had smiled ially. -7 -
lark on the fellows, of course,”” Trimble explained.

“Only a
ol A?, Jvager, you know—a little bet on the subject: You catch
on .
- “I.dol” said Mr, Stackey. ] - 3

*“ You're such a jolly gung actor. Pve seen you in Hamlet.”

You coi part on your head !"" said le. Baggy

astutely mlic_rered that a little “ soft sawder ** would not be
Town away in the circumstances.

Mr. Btuckey looked more genial than ever,

2 ve it to me,” he sulc]. * Oply. a bet, you say—just 3

little harmless spoof on some schoolboys—"

*“ That’s it 1"
!* No harm in that, if you tell them afterwards I <
. “Of course, I shall tell them next day!” gaid Trimhl
ek ¥ shall bo # '
i ink I s ree on Satur ” said Mr. Stucke;
thoughtfully. “There's no mntihant}.'?l'd half-promised tg
e a recital ‘at Lord Westwood's—and  the ager
uchess of Dumiries wants me to come—but dash it all,
bu‘-‘:;en”ﬁm. Two guineas, you said 1" o3

"My: fee lEor an afternoon’s performance of any kind is
cas |

ten, guinoas |”

“But this being a—a lark, as T think T could
oblige’you for E‘w_“fe." ’ TR nor

1 could make it three!” murmured Trimble.

rThree, and a guines for the car!” said Mr. Stuckey.
s'.Trllrmh’lﬂ had five pounds in his pocket. He came to Mr.

uckey’s . i

“Cash down!” said Mr, Stuckey, T

wTwo down and two after,” said Trimble cautionsly,

“Done I

Baggy Trimble welked home to St. Jim's minus his bike,
buat in a faiely satisfed mood. He answered to his name
at calling over quite cheerily. When the juniors came out

&EDI-{; , Levison of the Fourth tapped 2y on his fat
ulder,
“Insured yourself -for to.morrow 1" asked Levison,

Baggy eyed him haughtily.

“If that means that you doubt my word, Levison, I
decline to discuss the malter with you. You'll see to-
morrow.”

2 8till keepin' it up?"” grinned Cardew.

“Rats 17

“That chap’s gob a neck!” remarked Ralph Reckness
Cardew, as ﬁﬁ? y rolled away with his fat liitle nose in
the ,air. “He eep it up to the very last minute—you'll

And certainly gy Trimble did ki
to the surprise of the juniors, he showed no signs.of un-

easiness on Saturday morning. At lessons that morning he

was quiter cheery. - !
and smiling and cheerful as ever,

it up. Rather

At dinner he was fat
Tom Merry & Co. looked at him and wondered.
They had expected Trimble to “keep it up "
i But they certainly had riot expecled to see him
50 full of confidence on the eve of exposure and punishment.
After dinner, the Terrible Three bore down on Y-
They found him preferring a request to Arthur Augustu:
D‘Ancy for the loan of a topper. o
“Mine’s a bit fuffy,” Trimble explained, “*and a fellow
Wants: to look his best when he's petting a prince as a

to the Jast

visitor.”
“ Waeally, Twimble—"
M"We’re giving you iill four o’clock, Trimble,” said Tom
erry,
Trimble glanced round.
“Ted will be here at half-past three!” he answered.
“My only hat!” said Lowther. *Where does he get
his nerfve from? You know what you're going to get,
Trimble ?"*

“Only if the prince doesn't coma!” smiled Trimble.

"'You know he won't come!” howled Lowther.

“Wait and see!” answered Trimble, s

And the Terrible Three could only stare at him in astonish-
ment. They even began to wonder, dazedly, whether there
was “anytl 'ug in it.” Unless there was something in it
dence was simply inexplicable.

JTrimble’s con|
CHAPTER 7.

His Highness Arrives |
@ 00K at him”
“It heats mel"

“Yaas, wathah 1" '
; t was amazing! Tom Merry & Co. franl
fessed that they didn Hﬁmw what to make of it.

con-
t was




past threo o’clock on Saturday afterncon, Trimble had been

given till four to produce prince. - Fellows were already

g‘etﬁnq e for the ragging. And there was Baggy

Trimble, in a shiny topper borrowed from Arthur A us,
and & bright necktie hagged from Cardew’s study, his
clothes unuauﬂlgﬂ weﬂ-lrrnsﬁed‘, his shoes unusually well-
polished—there was, standing at the gates, evidently

" n a state of great expectation, imble was looking and
acting exactly as he ‘would have looked and acted it he
had really expected His Royal Highnees the Prince of Rania
to drop in and see him that afternoon.

What did it mean?

. Arthur Augustus D'Arcy turned his eyeglass on Trimble

in great perplexity, Jack Blake wrinkled his brows in

cogitation.

Manners and Lowther simply gave it up. Herries and
Digby shook their heads as over a problem that was beyond
them, Levison of the Fourth, keen as he was, admitted
that he couldn’t make it out, Cardew, keen as a razor,

was beaten to the wide, as he confessed. There simply
was no making out the attitude of Trimble.

If he ¥ad gone-down Lo the gates with the idea of dodging
out and postponing his punishment, the juniors could have
understood it. But that evidently was not his nb{ect. He
only smiled when = group of juniors posted themselves near
“Emdwheepnnoynunhhnmé cut off his escape.

“There can’t be anything in it, can  there?” said Digby
at Inst. “We can’t really have been mistaken in the fat
bounder, can wei”

S Wata 1" b

“After all, he did get into Lord Westwood's box the
other day, as he said he would!” remarked Dig.

“That was some sort of a trick,” ssid Manners,

“I don't quite see—""

" Neither do I; but. he wangled it somehow. He doesn’t
know- old Westwood any more then he knows the Prince
of Wales or the President of the United States.”

““He managed it somehow,” said Clive, laughing. *Per-
haps he'll manage this somehow.”

“ But this is different,” said Lowther. * He can’t possibly
get a p#'uee—my old %‘imwﬁu amble along to the school
io gee him through. Princes are cheaper nowadays than
they used to be, but they don’t w on every bush.”

“Wathah not{ I suppose that imble is simply bent on
pullin’ our leg up to the last possibla =
moment !” opined Arthur Augustus.
Merry glanced up at the clock-

tower. .

"Twonl—r-ﬁve past three!” he said.
4 He hasn’t long to wait! And he don't
look nervous! Looks a% confident as
possible I'

“Yaas, it's queeah |” ~

Beveral more juniors joined the group
near the gate—! 0o and Julian and
Figgins & Co. of the New House. They
were all curious and all pustled. Trimble
waved a fat hand at them. N

“Won’t be long, now!"” he said airily.

“Bai Jove |" .

“Is it time yet?” queried D’Arcy
minor—Wally of the Third—coming
along with Reggie Manners and Frank
Levison. “I've got a stocking stuffed
with old exercises for Trimble! I'm
gon:g to see that he gets at least one
terrifio cosh I” .
*“Weally, Wally, you should not speak

in that sfungy way,” said his major
* reprovingly.

“Don’t you begin, Gus,” said Wally

iLl{. “Shall we collar him now,

Tom Merry?” i

Merry laughed.

“We've given him till four!” beo

answered.

“Oh rot! What's the good of waiting
#ill four?? i

“But his friend the prince is arriving
,‘th]f-put three I” said Monty Lowther,

Only a few minutes now.”

“Jevver hear of such rotien gam-
moni” said Reggie Mannors.

“Hardly ever!” grinned Manners
major, ‘“Hallo! I can hear a car!”

_he had accom
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should arrive just at the time . Trimble kad fixed
for the arrival of the prince. Aﬁ.dgﬂg car was stopping,
too! H stopped at the gates, and Baggy Trimble ste;
out towards it!

Tom Merry & Co. looked at one another.
rather a han some one, but certainly not a Te
wn:x(} Ro; :glumhgma al tui‘t or ah ut th uffeur. That
went for little, however; the modest; the pri and
his dislike of “side ” was wnllrknm.".['here w:nal:o;uung
man seated in the car, in full view of the juniors. They
looked at him, and they looked at one.anot] er, and they
looked again.

“DBai Jove!” breathed Arthur Augustus,

“Is—is—is it possible ?” articulated Lowther.

All the fellows, of course, d seen numerous portraits
and phuw&raphs_ of the prince, Arthor Augustus, indeed,
had see e prince himself at a public function, to whiel

nied his noble pater in the bolialyl. An
Arthur Augusfus was looking flabbe ed now.

The young gentleman in the car was a good-looking, good-
humoured young gentleman; he carried his head erect, and,
undoubtedly there was an “air  about him. And he was
as like the portraits of the Prince of Rania as two pess are
like one another,

Blake caught D’Arcy by the arm.

* Gussy, ﬁm ought to w—you've seen the chap at close
quartera. that the prince?” &
“Yaas.” :

The car was
al cap. The;

% Tos o itians dodb
t's extwaordinawy, desh boys; but it's the pwince!” sajd
Arthur Augustus. “T cannot make it out, b\?t that is the
Pwince of Wanis, or else his twin bwothah ; and he hasn't a
twin bwo re .

“Great Christopher Columbus !”* -

Racke and Crooke of the Shell came glong, grinning.
But they suddenly ceased to grin at the sight of the young
man in the car.

“Why, my hat!” ejaculated Aubrey Racke..

" You—you recognise him, t0oo?” exclaimed Tom Merry
faintly.

“It's the princel™

“Great Scott!” :

Baggy Trimble had advanced to the car,
door. The young man stepped out.

He oxtended a gracious hand to Trimble, and Trimble
dropped on one knee, and kissed the hand.

and opened the

Yy e

TH

n&:e‘ll car|” grinned Levison.
a1

The juniors moved nearer to the gates.
It was' just on half; three, -and it

“ e i
!"gh: .',':‘{?.’.’ plush b

lently into a chair beside Lord West: .
D s T

There waa a nu{ from the )
Mohty her. “Baggy! in Lord Westwood's box 1"

s
gaxed from out of the be: ha :..51‘.':3'.'
uniors In the stalls below. * Lopk 1" whispered

really was a coincidence that a car

TaEe GeM Lisriry.—No. 723.




12 : Read Herlock Sholmes’ Yaletide Adventure in—

The juniors regarded him, fascinated.

The age of miracles, evidently, was not past, as had been
erroneously stated. Trimble's prince had arrived! s

“My dear fellow, no ceremony!” said the prince, in &
pleasant voice,

And Trimble heaved up his heavy weight to a perpen-
dicular position again. - ,

“So jolly glad your Highness could come!” said Trimble.

* His Highness!”. murmured Blake, overcome.

* Bai Jove!”

“T know how busy vour Highness always is,” continued
Trimble. ““It was really kind of you to give me a look in!
Can_you stay to tea?”

. "Certainly, my dear fellow! I can give you an hour,”
said thie prince. *“I'm quite delighted to come! St. Jim's
is one of the few public schools I have not visited. Now, no
ceremonf, I beg! You know how I detest it! Just let me
drop in like an old friend, without any fuss.”

“Cerlainly, your Highness!”

And the prince, after giving son:. direction to his chauffeur,
_linked arms with Baggy Trimble, and walked into the
quadrangle with him. ‘

CHAPTER 8,

; Glory For Trimble !

OM MERRY & CO. were quite dazed. The ragging
was off; Trimble’s prince had materialised, It was
smaring, incredible, unrealisable; but there it was!

Baggy Trimble, somehow, miraculously, had been
telling the m:t’h! For here was the prince in person !

Trimble cast a lofty, exultant look sround, as he walked
in_with his pal the prince,

It was a glorious moment for Baggy. " -

Tom Merry & Co. took off their caps mechanically to the
orince. He acknowledged the salute graciously.

‘Through a deep and respectful silence the prince walked
oft with Trimble. Then there was an amazed murmur among
the astounded juniors, ) i

“It’s him " said Blake emphatically and ungrammatically,
“The genuine article!”

“Yaas, wathah!” -

“Trimble knows him!” said Blake. 5

“Looks as if he does!” said Tom Merry, rubbing his eyes.
“T suppose we're not dreaming this?”

Arthur Augustus coughed. " g

“My dear fellows, we have done Twimble w'ong,” he
gaid, “We thought he was bwaggin'—" N

“He was bragging!” grunted Herriea. .

“Well, yans; but he was tellin' the twuth n.bnut knowin*
the Pwince They must be nwi’l; I'\In,',xsndly for the

pwince to make a special journey to see him
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« Ye-e-es.” f
“We weally owe him an a; deah 8
::T:: suppose b:a du.”w pdaﬂ: oy,

re Ina o i i Tri
I!‘-_HYafter'thig!”lﬁm."c’lmFigms i !ny:vama about Trimble

aas, wal
“By gum!” said Racke, his eyes glistening. *Who'd
have thought it! There must be somethin’ in hi thunderin®
yarns! I'm jolly well goin’ to be nice to Trimbla!”
M hm!" B crﬂo‘k.-
“It boats me!” said Tom Merry helplessly.
“We're entitled to an introduction!” grir:?ad Monty

Lowther. “That was the condition, you know.
‘Bai Jove! We mustn’t wedge in on the pwince,
Lowthah ! ;

“My dear chap, I don’t meect princes every vac, as you
do, and I'm gmag to make thupmoss of th:,;!" mswe{ad
Lowther. *Come on, you fellows!"”

Trimble had conducted his friend into the School House.
A good many amazed fellows had followed them in; and
Tgmlhhrry & Co, followed. They were still halfyrondering

- they were d g. Trimble and the prioce had
paused insids, in elegant conversation,- and as Tom Merry &
Co. came in, Baggy turned ic them.
*His Highness wishes my friends to be:presented to him 1"
said Bagﬁy loftily. g
ted!” said the prince. .
e, who seemed quite at his ease in such high society,
presented Tom Merry and the prince received them
with flattering graciousness. “To each of the juniors he made
some gracious, pleasant remark, in the well-known fascinating
manner they had heard of. The juniors did not wonder that
ET plrpce was popular wherever he went, if he was always
£ 8.

“His Highness is goi to stop to tea, Merry,” said
Tl:lm?.le “You'd like to have it in your study—larger than
mine

_f‘dJully”pleuud!” said Tom. “If his Highness will be so

ing

“Delighted, dear boy!" said his Highneas,

*“This w;g, our- Highness!” said Trimble.

He pilot; e Royal visitor up the staircase.

A breathless crowd followed on.

Tom Merry wished, from the bottom of his heart that he
had made his study look a little tidier for the aftersoon.
Of course, he hadn’t been expecting Royalty.

There was a rather muddy footer on the table, a Latin
grammar on the floor, and some of Manners' films were dryin,
at the window. But the prince was graciously pleassd witl
all he saw.

“What a cheery room!” he remarked. “Reminds me of
mﬁ:n schooldays, by gad! Not eo very long ago—what?”

armchair was wheeled out for the prince. Manners
gave it a surroptitious dusting with his handkerchief.

The prince sat down.

Outside Study No. 10 the passage was crammed. The news
had spread like wildfire that the prince had arrived.

In ,tgze_s quadrangle there was a sound of cheering. Tt rolled
up to the window of Study No. 10. 4

If Trimble had chosen, and if the study could have accom-
modated them, there might have been hundreds of guests
to tea. But Trimble selected his-party very carefully. The
Terrible Thrpe were allowed to stay, ‘as it was their study,
and D’Arcy was included, and Cardew. And, naturally, those
two wealthy guests made no bones about providing the where-
withal for a handsome tea. It was not every day that they
entertained a prince. :

Willing hands brought supplies from the tuckshop, Stud
No. 10 was, for the time being, a land flowing with mii,{ :
and honey.

The tea was not made in the study fender, as usual. Some
ceremony had to be observed. It wnse made in the next
study, and carried In, in state. And the prince ciously
expressed himseli ploased with the ten and delighted with the -

e. ‘And Trimble, in spite of the nobby society ho was
now in, did not forget to.do full justice to the spread that
was provided in honour of the prince. The prince did fairly
well; but Trimble bade fair to beat his own record.

There was a chao? hum of conversation in the study as
ao%u the juniors felt more at easé with their guest.

e vrince talked freely and cheerfully,
‘He talked of his famous voyage from Rania, of Btate

Bt
asd Th 2
NUGGET LIBRARY. 3d. each.
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fy rattllag story of sohooiboy fiin, spert. aod advoature, lntrodusing
No. 84— LoSTF A FOOBSALE TEAN!
Jehgnilicont,arn of Ougtis foothall and detastivs work stroducipg
Les, famous dolective, Nipper, his assistant, and the

Now on Sale, Buy your Copies TO-DAY!
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and duties, and remarked how happy he was to
throw the cares of State aside for a time, and enjoy himself
in an informal way among such congenial company as he now
by Y th ol
was very pleasant hearing to the congenial company.

“ Another cup oFm. Ted?” said Trimble.K ¢ »

The juniors caught. their breath., Trimble had addressed
hia Royal visitor as Ted! 5

And the prince only smiled and replied cheerily:
{Contintied on page 17.)




—The Grand Christmas Number of the “ Magnet.” Now On Sale.
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F“MY 'READERS’ OWN CORNER.”
L%e
% Half-u-crowa is pdd for all contributions printed on this page.
Heevevesisevesesed < et Gog =
ONE WAY. CAN'TS AND cAﬂ.. VERY CLEVER.
“I say,” queried uJu visitor from town, | ¥ou can’t cura hams with-a hammer, | Jack was back home for the holidays,
;can ?“tt.?a?am‘? ow to e a si&lw Yuum:ant weigh grammes with a |gang immensely clever. At dinner witk
> _was ]
reply; *don’t fosd him.—Nool Hick | Mend socks wiih a socket, o ather ol niplher, Tok ':‘;’:,"d ]
‘man, 35, Norman Hanls. Buaild docks with a docket, chiskens.  *Yon think . dal
—_— Nar gather clams with a clamour. chickens there,” he said. “I will ‘prove *
- PLAIN. ENQLISH. You can’t pick locks with a pickle, there's thiree. " This is ane, and this s two
“What's that nﬁnn birdg™ ssked An You can’t cure the sick with a sickle, —and one and two ’muk three.
old gentleman of %n shoreman who| Eluck figs with a figment, “Very good!” said Jack’s father,
was Ehndm b; hmj L That,s a halba- Drive, pigs with a pigment, have ‘one, mother shall have one, and
tross,” wus e’ Wp rara "l!. 1| Nor make your watch tick with & | you can have the third,”—Frederick T,
7" “No; a halbat “Yes tiakle. P 23, t Gardens, Hammer-

yes.m;dexrfulluw hutlﬂuﬁn
rara l\ns,&uﬂ: as I wuuld call you & genus
homo.” Oh, .you would, {éul‘d oul™
retorted the". longshoreman. ell, T
calls that: bird-& balbatross, just as I
would call you a blank ldglt! — Arthur
Gordon, 207, J ps Street, Johannes-
burg, Transvaal, Africa.

Q00D COMPANY.

A fresh boy at the school had a queer
iay of - talking to himself, and one day
a Sixth-Former tackled him on the sub-
ject, “Why on earth are you always

talking to yourself 7" asked the senior.
“I have two Teasons for doing that,” was
the reply. “Well, what are tBey?“
“One of them is that I like to talk to a
sensible man, and the other is that I like
to hear a sensible man talk.” G.
Howell, Highbury, Hill Crest, :me
Souths Africa

WISE BRIDGET.

Mistress: “ Why, Bridget, you surel
don’t consider these wir‘lllsuws waghed i”x
Bridget: “Sure, I washed 'em on’ the
inside, mum, can look out. But I
muutlonnlly le!t i.hem a little dirty on
the outside, so them dirty, aignerant
children nixt door couldn’t look in.”—
Sam Gold, 1652, Clarke S d:root. Montreal,

Province Quel Cana

MUCH WORSE,

“Can you imagine,” asked a natural
history teacher, “anything worse than a
giraffe with a sore t}n-oat?" “Yes, sir,”
answered one of the pupils;

. You can’t make a mate of your mater,
You can t get & crate from a crater,
Catch mtgea with a molar,

Bake rolls with a roller,
But.you. can get a wait from a waiter.

—Percy H, Brown, 1386, Buller Avenue,

Alta Vista, Bumaby, British Columbia,

THE TIN TACK.
A tin tack in a road crevice was stuck,
A Dunlop swept over it—phew | -
“1 guessed,” grinned the tack,
just kept my end up,
“Some day was bound to get
through.”—R. Perry, 10, Jamieson
Btreet, Cape Town, South Africa.

boiled
twa

arn

earce,
smith, W. 1

WELL CAUGHT.

At a dinner a geutlnmnm told the com-
pany that he always carried himself
according to the peoplo among whom be
sat. “It's this way,” he said. “Jf I sit
among scholars, I am a scholar; if I am
in the company of aristocrats, I am an
aristocrat.” “And if you find yourself

amongst asses, what then?” some-

dy. h!” was the reply. ‘““This is
the ﬁrsh time I have dined with LV
Miss May Zidel, 48, . Terrace hd,

Fordsburg, J uha:mesburg, Saut.h Africa

*a
with corns,”—Harold Alen, 468, Baverly
Bireel, Wmnxpeg,. Manitoba, Can:

-THE MYSTEHY SOLVED.

“T'm sorry I cannot give you & bun,”
said the small boy’s mother. “I've lost
the key of the pantry, a lnd the buns are
on the jpantry shelf.” That doesn’t
matter,” gaid Horace, “If I go round to
the back, and climb on to the top of the
water-butt, and reach right into the
peml.ry window with the toasting-fork, I

get them.”  “That’s just what I
w;lnmd to know,” gt:tﬂd :: e mother.
“Now you can go Tij up to your room
till your father bhome.”—Wm

¥ Coullie H.m, Uﬂney, Aberdeen-
shire, N.B.

Splendid
Stories and
Bright

Pictures!

HOLIDAY

1922 ANNUAL 1922
FOR BOYS AND GIRLS

NEXT WEEK'S GRAND CHRISTMAS STORY
OF THE CHUMS OF ST. IM'S 1S ENTITLED

“LORD EASTWOOD’S CHRISTMAS PARTY"’
By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

mmmmmmuwmmqm“osm"m‘
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Latest Football‘ Results

MATCHES PLAYED LAST
SATURDAY,

By HARRY NOBLE,

BENTORS.
L Resulta.
8t. Jim's v. Highcliffe, 4—3.
Rylcombe v, wood. &—1.
Abbotsford v. St. Jude's. 2—0.
Bagshot v. Redcliffe. 6—2.
JUNIORS.
Greyfriars v. St. Jude's. 3.
Rylcombe v. Redeliffe. 4—1.
Bagshet v. Courtfleld, -2
St. Jim's v. Highcliffe. 1-1.

INTER-HOUSE,
- Bolsover's Bashers v._8t. Jim's School
House Second Team.
Highclifle Select v Gruady's Growlers
New Honse Second Team v. Greyfriars
Middle Schoal.
OTHER MATCHES (Unofiicial). .
ht;mer Minor’s Eleven v. Rylcombe.
a :
St. Jude's Fags v. Rookwood Fags.

85
-1

NOTES,

(Harry Noble wrote a long report en each
match, enough in all to At several pages, if
I had room. But, unfortunately, 1
baven't, and the Tollowing is

the most in.
teresting event which will fill the allotted
space.)
B BALL.

in torrents, and Big Side was
The two teams met on the senior

o minutes before kick-off. There
wel

no spec rs, an
heavier every minute. It there had been two
feet of wafer on the ficld the fa, would
Just as undaunted. T%o‘e; had
few goals—nething “warth
thelr opinion—when th
footer.

ame all right—
almost put an

HARRY NOBLE.

befora the fngs-bmf
end to Taggles.

JUST GOSSIP,
activities arg remparkable.
ica and in-

Apart from the museum of reli
te]:;sungmnntiqnes bhe has estabi

LR BB T T T T e e

Edited By TOM MERRY,

ize was a
Trimble declares be
rlze by ‘unfair means,
but tho committee decreed thut his claim
because he splashed.  The sentence
0S¢N was “Arrested for sesquipedalian ver.
bosity,” and Baggy appears. to have had
tronble at’ the sharp turns in the phrase,

D'Atey is by bo means Idle. He has
thought out .a_ grand scheme for generally
the looks of the St. Jim's boys.
He derlnru the lack of care In tie selecting,

| interested are Tequested to call o
him for advice. Qussy has some nice con-
trasts, and he can settle at a glaoce what
colours blend. His little handbook, “How
Dress,” will be publi; before

Chirl;

UMD ||nmmnmlmmlulmliwmmwtmmmm

UEORGE ALFRED GRUNDY s the best
-dancer, singer, and pianist st 8% Jim's, im
his ewn opinion,. but in ady . In
my opinion, Letevre is the. senior plamist,
and Eowbher the best junior; Baker is the
best senior at dancing, and Cardew the best
junior; Langton is ihn best - senior . have
heard sing, and Dick Brooke the best junior.

HARRY HAMMOND'S father mads__for
himself o million  of ‘money through  selling
a variety of hats all at the one price of
three-and-nine each,

THE subterranean tunnet running from the
Monk’s cell in Rylcombe Wood to the old
cellar under nger's barn is only known to
Ralph Reckness Cardew and your humble

AUBREY RACKE says he Is
ver;

In tuckshop circles they are saying that
monotony in grub leads to dullness of intellect.
Bagry considers that while there is much
to be said on the appalling lack of variety

olng to. write

a g article for the “St. Jim's
News,” describing what he does on Sundays.
THE occupations the bogs of St. Jim's

desire to follow when they leave 8t. Jim's
are varled, wants' to a
i ientist Racke

in the menu as furnished by the 7
people, the main thing. is its expense. He
has always been a prominent supporter of
the Fres Food Party,

Our Information
Bureau.

SEE REPLIES TO YOUR
QUESTIONS _ HERE.

€Y. | a
to

By DICK JULIAN,

DORIS LEVISON cannot ride a motor-
cycle, and has no desire to do so. Her father
taught her to drive a motor-car a year ago,

q @ number of fellows feel envious
of her ability in that direction.

GEORGE FIGGINS s - the lucky young
fentleman who successfully catches the eye
of cousin Ethel. Arthur Avgustos D'Arvy is
the unfortunate youngster who doesn’t{
MR. RATCLIFF has been a Housemaster
t St. Jim's five years longer than Mr. Rall-
When Dr. “Holmes mT“ it is cer:
, however, that he will hand over the
reins to Vietor Railton. 2

DICK' ROYLANCE and GRORGE DUR-
RANCE arrived at St. Jim's iv 1018,

THE colours of Rylcombe Grammar School
are green and black. .

PERCY WYATT of the Fourth Form at
St. Jim's has recently tormed an apinion of

'y and a ubrey
wants to be a "b'hoiy." and have & “good
time ”; Bagzy Trimbie hopes to own a
like the Tocadero (some - hopes)

Joe Frayne says he might one day be the
headmaster (Can’t we picture
the L rty yeats time entering the
Sixth Form ' class-room  and commencing :

[
“Nar look ‘ere! I want yer to all be'ave
propper to-day! If h:er don’t do yer gogger.
Iry right, I'll detenshun yer for hall the ‘old

‘arf-'oliday! So there! ]

HERRIES has been the master of Towser
e\rel-i ahigr that troublesome pop was thres
‘weeks old. *

CARDEW'S grandfather's residence Is in
East Rerkshire. Cardew occasiopally goes
there for the week-end.

KIT WILDRAKE'S weeki
fitteen shillings; - Trimbly
Mellish’s three shiilings.

allowance is

,h halt-a-crown;

TOM MERRY Is an orphan, looked after ~
fnancially by Miss Priscilla ~ Fawcett, his
guardian.

AUBREY RACKE'S father pays Sloane five
pounds & week to act as chauffenr to hig
son.

RACKE and CARDEW had thelr Licences
suspended three months for riding  motor

at &l impressed by tha{
neither was I when Cardew tol
d had indicated B

bis own ability and which is
as| . He has stated his opinion of
becoming & famous author, and  on one
occasion loftHy condescended to offer his
assistance to Tom Merry as a sub-editor.
We find him bighly amusing.

THE faomrite dinner of D'Aroy minor's

dog, Pongo, so I have heard from the f
r&:m{f"ﬁ. raw carrots, and old mg]e:gn‘i
“tiem,”

d me

fty-five. B

rand MAS
finest

NEXT week will see the Christ
M. il be the

Number of the Ga: It
number of
Hshed. T

and a magnificent coloured ecover.
You gould make a point of m?d“erh:' ym:r
©opy BIG!

HT NOW ! P
B DICK JULIAN,




@l covered the remains of the tragic occupants
ar,

An extraordinary iutliu
ddnu u the lifs orDr Brate
‘ily Dl-iullé E 2 .rmk‘
re. ed man, bu
n{t a rﬁnﬂc malady which
lllu'a his whole character

with
mﬂ-

HE cunning the
hunted members of the Black Circle
were alread, inking out . some
scheme .mﬂ would enable them to

il thelr pursuers, e was us
to villainous crowd at that moment.
y realise ir victims must be

Az a matter ol hcc Dr. Brutell and the
sheriff were less ﬂun {wo miles distant, and

ere riding ir horses* s0 hard that
it was guite -im blu for them to pat on
ightest extra B 'l'?eut;hrill of the

one ol lese T
mln ol Hla Weo&\, wd bhey did pot intend
and the rest
o! I.he Black Glrv:le Bln\‘k tl:um if they could

The eonntr) Was l.n many places emeedmgly
difficalt to croes, but their well-trained md
* fearless ho performed woaders, and

eellent headway was made the whole tlme
The leaders of the Black Circle considered
two or three schemes w. were put before
i and presently um; decided upon one.
P ‘hers ronred witn laughter as one of the
explained 4 to and then
téli:;y x'r to work o carry it Into execu-
A number of logs were first obtained. and
these. were wrapped inside the coats_ belong-
ing to the bandits. Then the men’s hats were
lﬂmfnon top, and this completed the rough

The next move was to place the dummies
ingide the large motor<ar, which they had
snlled up just in the nick of time. But for

rtneu of their chwﬂcur the vehicle

rely have < precipice

below, lhd the whole vd!nmuus crew would
ave been eertain destruction.

The plan was to send the motor containing
its load of dummies over the edge, so that

anyone passing that way would believe that

a terrible fate had overtaken the outlaws.
Pmclm-u could not refrain from chuckling as
he thmxgh of tbe slmnle wny the sheriff

he to

and they all laughed loud and
long as they contemplated the expressions
of mingled dhmny -lnd diuppomhuent on
the faces of thei

The chauffeur now wa.lked towards the
car jn order to start the engine, and soon
it sta moving towards the edﬁ of l-be
precipice, where a few bours before

en brid, fle onr Wild Cat Ci.nyau.

The car rapl
moment or two s !u a chorus ol cited
shnntu from the euu?’:n, it lmpled over the

and the canyon
hllnd.redi of !eeﬂ below.

The gang waited to hear the deafen-
ing roar which told them that t.he vehicle
had smashed to smithéreens on the rocky
ground below, then, very cantioysly, ﬂ;ey
wud over the top of the prec

their scheme ha worked splendidly.

b -wonld have been quite impossible for
nmc to tell t'ﬂnt the um and coats which
were mixed up with the mangled mass of

wreckage below halonged to dummies and
not to human beings.

The track of the car could be easily !ol
lowed to the edge of the ipice, and
it 'was the most reasonable thing in the world
for zayone to believe that the clothing below

of the ¢

I‘lnehe.rs now led the way to some bushes
which were growing a ahort distance away
from the ecene of the o

“Wa will hide in herc," he nul “until the
sheriff and his part; It will be
interesting to hear what uuy have o say

when ehny see what a terrible fate has over-
The ecoum!rel could nvt realst laughing at
bis own feebls joke. His mood changed
rapidly, bmver. when an ominous sound
reacbed his
It was the polmdlu! of horses’ hoofs on the
hard ground and long qpcrimoe totd him
I.hlt hef ‘were approaching grea.
Bpees n dec mias to ukc re!uge in" the
bl:n.hea they were only just in time, A few
minutes lon, and the eagle eyes of the
ranchmen would have discerned them.
Pinchers warned his men to be silent,
“The slightest nolse,” he said, “will give
these men the alar member they ure
no_fools, 1f we are ca:g
Mrhe leadet of the ¥ Baiabied his sen-
tence by making a gmﬂun sign - which
tl;leﬂ, the mhope‘? 2t thnnt;llgnzinﬂimg which
could lor was g up to the

neatest tree.

Although these outlaw:
luck when things were

lenty  of
them,
T wh en nney were
cornered; and with loud curses on
they withdrew to the safety of et S hl.dlng
Pplaces.
Dr. Brutell and the sherlff were in the
van of the party of horsemen, and they
were now within one hundred yards of the
nhll burning bridge. Brutell held up bil
as a warning to the men behind, and
r.he; alz reined in" their steaming
gang are f.u ped!” he said,
ﬂlﬂenb excitement. Thc bridge over Wllﬂ
. It has probably been
destroyed by some of the others who are on
the trail of the Black Circle. Anyway, it
is certain that Pinchers and his erew could
not have gope forward. We must look about
for them somewhere elee; t".It)leu- other trail
ere.”

should be somewhere i

With that the doctor dismounted, and im
<arefully scrutinised every = foot
und. Soon the Tol

up the tracks made by the motor-car.
“That's very queer!” exclaimed Dr. Brutell
at length.
The sheriff heard his oampanim:'s remark,
and walked over towards hi
“I have discovered the wbeel marks of the
motor again,” announced the dactor, “but
the ntnnge thing about it is that Ehnr lead
towards the edge of the precipice where Mbe
bﬂdgo over Wild Cat Canyon
be that the car eonh.inh]g Pinchers nrl
hia followera has fallen over "
Bruull pamr,d and nhudﬂered Although
crimigals of the worst type,

ese men were
it this vn their l'abe it was ome which

he could n er unfeelingly.

The nhe.r:u !ocked un mnd where
Dr. Brutell mmud. Yel. m,t 'u nn
doubtedly of a

heel track
Then the eherlll glanced to".rdl the edge
of the precl
“1t may be

"Xn dmxbt we mu.t so0n be able to settle
the question,” he said.

Written by Professor Hector Gordon, Science Master of St. Jim’'s.

One look over that dreadful precipice was
aumme)m to set at rest all the doubis of
doctor and the sl erlt concerning the
!nte of the bunted outlaws. - 1 was a ]ong
way to look Wi, it made the mel
diezy, but chere. anm enough lying nmrmgsb
a heap of motor<c age, were the
mangled forms of I.h: men f:he: had o
recently been chasing,

No doubt the sight of the two men look-
ing over the edﬂ%a of UJeJ:reclpice of death
was the cause eal of amusement
to Pinchers and his company, who were safely
in hiding in the clump of bushes.

T¢ Was no am
Dr. Brutell or the sher

of the bandits, pity for the wmen
their misspent lives filled their hearts.
The two men moved away from the scene.
*“There is nothing more to be done now
80 far as roed,” murmured
Dr Bruhl?' 'hvﬁ lhdzle!ne has still to be
must be in ivity somewhere
In thu ﬁi:tmh. and I am ckrmmed to find

The sherifl agreed heartily to I.hi: plan.
“We will tell the men the news eomem{ng
ﬂm tlte of the ouflaws, and start at
T the ranch-owner's dauﬁhur
The besb I.hzng is fér all of us to aplit up
into small parties, so l',!uz we can cover
as much ground as possible.”
Brutell intended o lose no time 1n search-
glur the place where Madeleine had been
den by the outlaws, and alone he sct
nﬂ along the mountain-side. The instruc-
tions  were Al e whole of the dis-
trlet should be gome over thoroughly, and
e party would meet together again at an
arranged time.
nwhile, ﬂae poor,
le{nu was experiencing a most u:lhllppj‘ hme
in her prison. The warning given her by
the leader of the gang be!ure his departure
still Tang in her ears.
“Don’t lean agalnsf, f.hnt post too hard, or
roof will d

the

These were ths ﬂn.u ‘words o[ thl cruel
Pinchers as he set off with the

Madeleine knew that it vas au " arttul
scheme to prevent her from struggling in
order ﬂ!la bad been tied
this uncomfortahle fon for a long O.ime
pow, and owing to Her inapilit
limbs were tired and cramped.

t frequent intervals she cried out for
help, hopisg that someone pnnlug by would
be able to hear and come and n-rsugabe,
But so far her efforts met with

It mmﬂi to her that she had been a

for , and J.H-houﬁh the

p]uck:r girl was not the sort to in
without. it really mmd that
she w&uld have gwc up any hope of being

rescued.
Even at this late &hour, however, her
eourlge did s She de ed
that she would fight on to the last. Omce
more she shouted at the top of her voled, and

to move, her

her piteous cry for assistance travelled a
long tly in the still alr.
t moment a -om.uq horseman was

slowly over the rocky ground. What

mfha e m rclned in his horse, and
the \lmistahblu ery for help
mc%:ed his ears.

r. Richard Bruotellfor this was the
rider's n-nu—huti!, ﬂlsmnnnted and tied
his horse to the trec.  Then he
walked as rapidly as pouihla in the direction
from which the lonnr} came.

©Counld it be mddchc! This was the
thought whlch was
of Izhe dl:hnguhhed T,
wuo ish'éhemr“'lm shénted back, in re-

repeated cry for assistance.
“ vame |8 lnamm Btanton! Come
quickgy, ot it will be too late!™
(To be in mext Wedi ’s

“ GEM.7)
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16 Our Grand Coloured Cover and Christmas Number Next Week !

Read this magnificent story

dealing with the adventures of

three chums in a strange
country,

$ By REID WHITLEY.

‘THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

‘arrant aml Ton.v Matthers, wiu:l
Bﬂly ?-l. servant

e, & negro are
on an e pedmun in tbc Andu A volcanic
eruption, causing a tremendous tidal wave,
carries t«hch canos - inte the Valley o! sur—

experience adventurous tlmu.
ing 8 village, t‘e{lﬂ e confronted by a race
of strange, primil it
hospltl[iu'. and make friends. But Maxla,
be medicine-man, hates the pewcomers, and
:.hmxm; ‘n. dastardly uhme ::'n'chu
1t nearl, r ives.
lﬁn Gh: Ariki kme faith in him.
Maxla then eeds in making friends with
the ngu. a party of red-haired, . semi-
human brutes, who assist lnm In ‘wreaking
further vengeance upoa the Al
“We'll have to organise

Maxla,” says Tony gravely. "'l.‘heu'll h: no
peace unul he’s mum.

. 'l'on;‘s Bemln Alllon.
uT t-'haﬁ talk with the chief le not
B his thlr'd mlmng

rma.
w . 'he women snatched up their children and
Bad into tbe w r branches, Lalo rushed to
the man shouted, peered down
through the forest, and taroed tow,
ﬁ'ﬁ who bad risen t0 join him, weapons in

~Borro!” he shouted; and at the word a
shudder seemed to m through his fol-

lowers.
“Oh, my aunt!™ exclaimed Hobby. “Look!

w whopper!”
I D?E thought they had
{enm repu.lea that
he vAlley They bad been mis-
taken. The thing that now slowly advanced
through the forcst was bigger by far than
even the brontosaur that they had seen on
their first night in lace
t' had the same huge hind. -legs, and long,
gcau. spiked tail; bit its forelegs wers longer.
00, was itg nnck. while |
and with an array of
teeth that could have winced & horse in one
crunc
This epormous horror advanced slowly,
eniffing the air, while its keen eyes, very small
for its size, yet bigger than dinner] plates
:ﬁaﬂ;hed the bougha overhead. Thu men stood
ent,
awye, Flint-ti pad ATTOWS O huiie!.l appeared
ainst that terrific bulk. Shells

ly weapons appropriate,
the ot

T.
y. “Get all the
grease-| Imh Melt the stuff. Bonk some mats
:.m}tg:’vp them ang on its head. Jump
0.

Billy tranlla'-ed as he sprang to the nearest
hut, and emerged carrying its owner's supply
of grease and a couple of ‘the mats which
the wanen used. for bedding. Olhurs fﬂ!]ﬂ'ﬁd

sufk. many savages, the were
the tulm of greasing H:em:e!ven all over.
partly because they lLiked it, partly to pro-
tect the sl Idn tmm nsects. There was & good
lupplL fat, and, and in & minnte it
ln sl wly m!ltlu! ina hig pnl: unr a fire.

e - monster bel had made up
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its mind to try and sample the odd Iitile
ereatures who had built thei.r nest 20 high
aloft. It reared itself upon its hind-legs and
advanced, bopping like a kangaroo, its huge
Jjaws snapping wie.h lnliclnltlon o! the jnic;
morsels they were so soon to engul
And now it haﬁ reached the onterman of
the trees upon which the villuge staging
rested. It halted, raised itsell stili hlgimr
uwn its hind-legs, usin
e.luped tha trunk

i
th its clawed rom-

P

'l‘hs tremendeml)' lollg neck writhed back,
then the head shot forward like a battering-
ram and smote one of the struts, which

tree shook beneath another terrific blow, and
the weakened woodwork gave way altogether.

Down it fell, and up nmr t.he ;agged edgo
of the planklag app

it reared up, clawing madly at the lmodn
bark, inte which- lh l::l'l nnl rlezp
it rose, higher and higher. ls time. lh
would not fail. At the it wou]d wreck

the whole vm:ga. rlutrey the llbol: of
years, even if not succeed in catching
any of the vuum 2

“The mats!” called Tony. “Get "em, nnl
A light! Smart, or it'Hl be up!™

Billy moved like black Hght-
ning. He grabbed the bundle of mats, anmd,
careless whether be scald: 1f, plunged

mcm into the cauldron of bubbling muo.
the fire that had heated it.

‘.l"hu dried grass ts caught, s flickering

through the bundle

Billy rased ﬂt.oum. rail a few “?’ah:é
ge of

it on top of the ferrinto head
only a few t bel

It mgm upon the spikes that adorned

. Using its mlunlever,l:-n
hitching itself higher. Every movement set
the tree, and ihe whole frail structure made

fast to it, swaying wildly. In another
momem 1.hM. horrlbla head would dart. out

i

'l'ouf lifted his r]jla “and ﬂ!'ed straight ml:o
the unwinking eye glaring at him from a dis-
tance of a few feet. The bullet went true,
hl-nﬂd SpO! uied ﬂle a:a dulled, It was blinded.
he:d ew more feet of
planilng nu Ira:r as it l.hru'k:d the Ahglng
The tree shook to the thrust of maddened
ge;ture a5 it strove to cl-w itsell still

gher.

There was s shrill shriek from overhead.
Something fell from a high branch. A
woman, with a child clasped to her breast,
bad lost her hold and whirled downwards to
a dieadful death.

But_cven as she fell her free hand had shot
out, eluh'h.lnn a dmxlinu lians. It had been
looped “f yvernig as her weight fell
upon it, it mzwlle& lctllng her down ti}l she
hung swinging wltM easy reach of the

terrnr.

For it did not see her, for sha
WS ol Ih bli.m! ni:lc Then, as its great head
turned, she fashed past, almost touching its
snout. With & snort, it swung about—and
'l'nny leapt to the rmcu

abibed Bmy.

pping  his

hal.cllet which the tinrkle h.'ldulﬂ]d down w
he began to collect grease. Beizing a llne
with ‘other hmd he jumped from the
plntlnrm straight at that 'hxdwm bead:

It was a mad thing to do, yet, like other
deeds of heroig insanity, it succeeded be-

cause it was totally agaiost all reasom, and
therefore not to be expec In all .u long
life Mne monster had never ‘ked

and the monster's seven fest of
snout, and bhung faring, mﬂe rl.wlnh of
trhl: lr.ic!llll[ furrows

lown
8L
Once again . the forest rang to an epor-
mous hissing hoot. Stupefied, dazed, umable
to ll:ulerl!qnd what was bappening, the huge
creature
nolse making the leaves flutter as a
gnle blew through the forest. el
as the flames bit deep, it realised

that- bhg nn‘kno'n thiag was burtful. Hastily
it backed down gnd d:sg:é hea vliy upon
all !onrl. reated, d * the - flaris

- br
of the mats from ite half
snout, lnll whirling about, blundered off,
bhumpiug lflillll large tl'ﬂ.. do

saplings in ita panic Bight.

Not till the noise of EBI ““"ﬁ did anyons
on the staging move. Then Billy's peat-up
feelings found vent.

T cheers for Marse Tony!” ho yelled,
and gave the 5

Hobby joined in the first, them the Ariki
caught the fection, and. took ‘the
sccond, the third, and so continued till their _

breath gave out, and they were I

Tony, leaning against a rlckel.y lm(. wall,
telt something touch his hand. He turned.
The woman whom he ha rom
certain death at sueh frightful risk ha him-
i,ull. was kneeling beside :llmim. kissing his
an

L, usbaud, banging
his head on_the platform.
“ghe say dey are ynur servants from now,”
ted. nr de baby h to
alled your name, nh
patted the woman's bowed head and
of the wondering infant.

(Continued on page 18.)

Ton
the cl

)
Always it had been given & clear path. Even
the great bears and the ferocious tigers of
the wild had allowed right of way to a brute
which could have cut them in {wain with a

It could not have dreamed that so puny
a creature would have the pluck |.u assail it,
the lord of all it surveyed. Tony swept down
upon it like & falling star, and as he pluugarl
he smote with the nmhet the impetus of
the leap lending force to the blow.

keen blade erashed upon tlw bon: ridge
above--the monster's good cut  clean
through it and through the eye itsell. With
a -poise like ‘the blowing of of a hupdred
high-pressure lﬁelll:hbm]e‘l'l the brute threw
itself backwards ts balance, and, top-
Dlln% e e tadl ekt wibh - thvandecing
eras that made Lhe garth tremble.
Marse Tony!" howled Billy, in an ex-
mmity of terror.

He had seen the mld plunge into the jaws
of death, powerless to aid or prevent.

Now he laid_bold of the line from which
Tony hupg, and an to pull it in, while
Lalo, with mvua! of his astounded !ollowm.
rushed to baul up the woman and eh

“Hold on tight, Marse Tony
I'se got you! QGolly! Pull,
nigger!” And with ‘a final mighty tug be
Iznded Tony safe and sound.

. But bhere was Bo time Ior congratulations.

sort of ‘sentiment. The terror bad
Maddened by the loss of
its sight, it made once more for the nearest
tree, guided by its keen sense of smell.

ol arnaey e “saurea of | -
enjoyment for months on end.
Strongly bound with aitractive,
Colgured covers they are cheaper
and more dursble than toys.
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PUCK Annuals

For children from 7 to 14.
HOLIDAY Annual
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(Continused from page 12.)

Prreeo v 3
% «TRIMBLE’S PAL, THE PRINCE.”

L

“Cer\‘,lmly Baggy, old fellow 1"

When the ked &t his watch and announced that
his car wonl bn wntmg there was general disappointment.
The juniors would have liked their Royal visitor to remaia

% reat deal longer. But they understood that, no doubt, he
bad-many eaglgemmte—and certainly did not suspect .that
his next the g performance at the
Theatre Royal Wayland

The prmna rose; and a numerous and happy party escorted
him downsta:

The prince wnlkad away to the gates with Baggy Trimble
lnd a crowd of juniors. The car was in waiting. At the

door of the car the prince shook hands with Baggy in the

most friendly manner, the ,m'nmrl standing back, ha
hnnd And ‘they never w‘?schd that B Trimble wu
In.glw or;' the balance guineas as ze shook hands
wil
, Ted 1" said Trimbl
gond-hyg, your Royal nghnels o

There was a cheer as the car rolled away. And then Baggy

Trimbla, walked in, his fat litle nose in the air, looking as

if he were treading oun air—and surrounded by admiring
fellows.-

- CHAPTER 9. -
Alas for Baggy !
EORGE FIGGINS of the New House strolled. across
l.be qun‘l and strolled into the junior Common-room
School House.
m evening, most
juniors wuo in the Gnmmoamm. and thu talk there ran
chiely on gﬂn
Buggy '.I.‘t-m was quite a fion.
nn; Tellows talked to him respectfully.
In nmbe ){nmn vigit, it all naumed incredible,
erry & Co. But they could not disbelieve
the evldeneu of their own eyes. They had not yet recovered
from. their amazement—but they wers soon to recover.
gins was the reason
Figgins had a mw-p-pcr in his hand, and a very peculiar
expression on his face, and a curious glammsn- in his eyes, as
he strolled in. Baggy's voice was sugdible through the

crowded room.
" wm I wee,
vwHallo! Going mmk,“ﬁnggy!" qrinmd Figgins.

Baggy turned s haughi) ]ook on
M - glddy princes, old top?”

chuckled %lggml .ﬁ‘w brought this paper over,: qou
!ellun—-—lharel some news in it about Baggy’s nobby pal.
“How's that?” asked Tom Merry
«]¢'s this evening's paper,” expl.u.mad Figgins. 1 got it
to see how Tottenham Hotspur got on. There was
another item of news, though, that l fqund rather interesting.
Bhall I read it out?” o
“Abu:tli]’the Pwince of Wania?”’ asked Arthur Augustus.

Exa
o Yaas, wathah!”
it out, Figgin:
. goes!” sal
And he ed to read:
i This afternoon at three o'clock the (uundmwn stone of
the mew Public Hall at Brumley was laid ‘vmeu Royal
i is Royal Highness left by

Flggml\.

That waa all. But it ‘was enough !

Baggy Trimble's face tn quite green as there was a
yell from every corner of the Common-room.
<4 Brumley—at three o'clock!”

the School House |

"Lnft Brumley at four 1" s
+Just the time he was having ten in i.he ﬂudyl"

“ What the thump—"

“Trimble, you fer—"

It was a roar rang through the Cnmmon room. A

wcore of fellows rushed to k at Figgy's paper.
'l'here lt was in plain print; there was no doubt about it
time that Trimble's pal, the ptince, was at
Bt. .'l I, hsa Roy-l Highness the Prince of ana Hhad been
a fnund:hun stone at a town a hundred miles away
juniors gasped.
Baggy seemed to have been struck dumb. He had just
been lel!m[ Racke what he was going to do when next ha
saw the Amir. Now he seemed quite to have forgotten th
Amir. _He blinked round, in-great apprehun:mn. at tbe
excited juniors.
= What does this mean, Trimble?” roared Tom Merry.
Yass, wathah! What does it mean, you feahful spoofah

B.‘? stuttered.
L f "

“Who waa it that came hece this afternoon?” yelled Bhke.
M |.he prinos, of course——""

A hundred miles away——" :
- gump the truth out of him 1” ahnuud Blake, in greab
T

T‘mhln. He lmota the foor

I-I uy, it—it was B j-i-joke I" shrieked
“Ccccan’t hhu]j-)o{n ’!” ° ;

Bump!

“Yooop! Help!”

“ Are you going to own up?’ demanded Tom Merry-
“Yow-ow-ow] - It—it was 8umhy 1" gasped Trimble.

** Btuckey ! Wlm'l Stuckey ?

“Bay Jove! That actah cha.p who did the pwince in the

“Sog!ou gob l blessed nlgor to m'iltc Ii:lm:elf up as the
to spoof us!” gasped
W ¥ou feahful boundsh i i
“Ouly n Ijnkel" moaned Trimble.
ic: a? 5 was going to tell you,
g0

“Can’t you take a
course!  I—I——

I say, it cost h¢ _! 1
to sell my bl'ke for ;trl'mGroooggu Leg ” o-w-ow
* Bum h
" Rag
« Sutdl !nm bald-headed I -
“Yoroonoh roared 'l.:nmbh. “Help! Policel Fire!l

Oh_crum! ooooocoF

Wht followed was like a mg!amu to Baggy Trimble.
The long-overdue ragging had come at last. Trimble's
tremendous spoof, instead of saving hm;a had failed him in
the hour of need—and it had only added to the talg of his
offences! His last and greatest spoof bad to be paid for, as
well as all the rest—and there was no escaps for’ {‘nmbh{

Tt was such & ragging as had never dreamed of
in his most ghastly nightmare. the fact that he deserved
it was no comfort to Trimble. He paid for his many sins
all at once—and for quite a long time afterwards Baggy
wcmde'red whulher h!a rcally was worth hvmg

'lt was & very mhdued Baggy who lurked abou: St. .‘hmn
on the following days, rlodgmg fellows who prepered to kick
him when he came near. For a long, long time after that

rincely visit Baggy Trimble was not heard to refer to

rimble Hall, or the glories thereof; and never, never again
was he likely to refer to hns ;nl the, prince.

(Don’t forget that the gr-_d cm Number of the
“ GEM " will next week. This 'I‘ﬂlﬂﬂl
sumber will contain a growd Chrisimas story of the

Chums of St. Jim's, entitled ¢ “ LORD EASTWOOD'S
T AMAS PARTY,” by MARTIN CLIFFORD, ewd
a hest of other fine To 1
you should order your “ GEM ™ now.)
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Am! securing a plecs
ooth bark and a
cllnn'od. stick, he began

to lay out the design
of is  contraption.
Tony loo] on for &
llltle thrmnx out
sugpcet ybich
Hobby re:

growi tired, stmllnd
awq see how the

repairs of the staging
were progressing.

He found Billy hard
at work, his steel
hatchet accompiiahmg
more in half a dozen
strokes than l-he Mnl:
tools in tweni;
darky weat lrum gm
to group, chopping a
hunmenui quite in
his elem

' Dis" here like de ole
times wid de circus,

arse  Tony!"
ealled. “ Jusb
when de wind blowed
down de big top, and
:’e all had to turn to

Eeup de benches
for evening per-
formance,

se
get out of de way !
Tony found a bundie

atar, e smote with

he
mmwt

Tony lwupt down npon the -nm-mm brute lll:.:l. 'ﬂllﬁg
utige
leap londing force to the blow.

of dangling lianas, and
descended towards the
ground. Someene
ealled a warning. He

The Valley of Surprise.
(Continued from page 16.)
“Tell !lerw:?m can if she wants to,” he

Threading a string through
m ﬂ. he hung it about the baby's neck.
id tell her that's for luck!* he added,
:Ll:nnmomﬁ away, nuimu to a moTe

Seating himself with Hobby on the farther
eide of the village, the pair remained silent
for a whlle. each deep in thought. Hohb:
was the first

“A catapult night do it," he sald, half-
aloud.

"Do what?” inquired Ton

“Settle the hash of nut great. brute and
otherd like it,” replied Hobby. “The old
Romans had no canmon, but they got along
[\retw well vﬂ-h u-hpulu which slung huge
stones & long way. I think I could plan
one &Iut wounld give even a hrontosaur some-
Al thew fellows are
no reason why
ry the thlnu. do you?
ne But wh,an‘nyg:u‘:) ga: %ga
thing rigged, how are yon g [E e
belg into position? Will you usc ground-

“Oh, someone could tempt the beast to
-run into iine. Thai's easily erranged,” sald
Bnbb! afrlly. “I'll just work out the plans

looled up. The woman

had saved
was leaning over the edge M the ataging,
pointing the foreat around apd shaking
}1[:[ yi::il as thpugh to tell him that it was
ul

“1 kaolr unt already,” be laughed.
“Don’¢ worry! I'm only going 4uwn a little
way.”

She did not understand him, of course, and
continued to shake her bead donb\‘.fuilr

Tony looked and listencd. Below him the
forest seemed empty. Assuredly there was
no danger. He went down farther, till he
was only some thirty Eaet above the ground.

There he swayed, looking af{ the fremen-
dous prints left by their horrible visitor,
without thought of peril. Suddenly be feit

& shudder of apprehension. Something was
looklng at him, he knew not what.

He faced about, and out of the suspended
screen about the nearest tree swung two
great Mangas. They flew out across the
intervening space, each clinging to a_ lana,
straight towards Tony. He scrambled up a
foot or two. It was wa late. With a swish
and a swirl of air, they were him.

Iron hnnds clutehed him, tore him from
his One shout for help e're - great

'gulrl:r] hud clas]

across

he was swung actoss ths gap, r-n heh! hy
both of his captors, while the scream of
the woman aloft pealed an alarm.

h ths lungl ng screen they plunged
d short branc Some
clung tbere. grlnning wlth flendish triu-ph

was Maxla.

‘dumped Tony bet:
nrmly while they grun

&
like | of"

have nuitsd him nothing. - The
aS  was .bmlutel paraly Their-
fingers sank into his flesh, as; at a-signal:
I‘rom Maxla, they l:!imhed aloft, bwwg the -
Iad b:tween them as easily as if he ad been

':l'ony managed to retain his nemel

even note that they were following the sa:

road as that by which the three hld

l'eh;rnsd from their trip on the stegasaur's
ack.

After ten minutes of this breathless
progress, Maxla, who brought up the rear,
Somy mgas halted,

ween ‘zl.nie-. axzd held: him

appeared
derstand  what Maxls said, lld‘.tn

treat hlm with respect. 4
He pointed back along the wl;y lhey had B

unme, then towards the earth,
warning ‘band. no

many voices, 'ony even thought
could dhtlngulnh Bll|yn roar. ~ Evidently f.h-
Arlki had pot wasted a moment, bub were
already in lmt pursuit,

Abruptly the Mangas rose, peered ‘down-
wards, grabbed Tony afresh, and leam out’
into the void. Ton¥y’s heart went ‘into his

8. He bad a vague impression of fiash.

clutched at swaying vines ud stayed ‘swin
ing, halfway to H:la! groun el g
At another time he m:sht have appreciated+
the wonderful strength md .k!i! whu:h mr =
had displayed, but now
and breathless to do an_ruzm but umnt llll
stars that they were mot all fylng i & pulpy
heap far below..
He had scant respite.
them twenty feet lower.
swayed near the ground.

ent
durlng which they
every bit of cover wlmln night bhcn qlm
they “weat, touched earth, and, still carry-
lng Tony be'.wm them, scampered across
open.

llar.h ran ahead, scrutinising the gre:
trees as - hc scurried, Something nn{ed ln
18h W 00 f the Mangas

a great hunn thrust from
t'he wvere hyrled the stone with uberring

There was a howl, a hasty retreat, lnd
they went on to where Maxla was swa
up & thick clusier of creeper ropes. 1Jp and
up they climbed, till Maxla xrowled an
order. Inwards they awuag, gripped the edge
of an opening of the bark of thé tree, and
stop) They. had arrived at a hiding place
thu defied detection. The tree was decayed,
;!ﬂ‘.l of it wrlh! hollow, lnddln the !w]aw r

axla, or perhaps some predecessor in a 4
'T?te of medicine-man, had constructed
shelter.

(To be continued next week.)

EDITORIAL,

My Dear Chums,—

It was in my mlmi- to start straight-| |
away and refer to the splendid  Gem

Christmas mber—thé best yet, and one
full ef good things, but | want first to
mention a letter from an Aucklan

reader who has & “ down' eon Bagy
This correspondent calls Master Trimbh's
~ talk about Trimble Hall silly. Woell, it
is all & matter of opinion, but doubtiess
the theught of a handsome castle with
footmen in. sky blue liveries, and heaps
of ~motor-cars, pleases Baggy mlnlltlly'

He must almost have come to believe it
himself, so he is hardly to be blamed.
Lots of peopie dream they live in marble
halls when- they don't really. One thing
| am certain of and that is that this
week's story of “ Baggy " will prease
everyone, The sama writer thinks a
mymrlnu- boy ought te come to 5
Jim's. | am passing this mystery stunt
on te the great and only Mr. Martin
Clifford te see what he says about it.
But all those great things apart, the

NSWERS

EVERY MONDAY_.PRICE 2

~
Christmas number of the " Gem " will be

as full of gay surprises as the * Valley *
Mr. Reid Whitlay writes about so en-
pagingly. Mind yeu do not miss &1 An
occasional train may be missed without
much harm, but if you miss the * Gem ”
Special, it will be a double miss, and ne
error. The bumper number will
packed with ‘splendid features, and
will have a ripping coloured cover,
For the coming year | have a won-
derful programme of storles, and 1-will ~
give you further information about this -
later-on. Every reader must make-a New
Year's resslution to get the ** Gem ™
every week, for It Is going te -be better
than ever. eanwhils, don’t miss next
week’s wonderful Christmas Number!
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YhAS . [-lORNBYmTRAINS
@‘&’féﬁ%&%ﬁ? 96 S | can be taken te pieces and rebuilt
-Punching Balls, 22/6

to fix-from ceiling mplete, The: Hopnby Frains.are quite different to any-other. Glock:
Cllea,pl:r qumuu, ssm, um;, 17,‘& - _work_Trains, being 5 built_in sections, and screwed
togeLh&: with gutn ang‘. bttrl ts. aY;:‘u can take becm ‘o lpml_e
clean them and rebuild them, if &' parb omes lost or
Oowhlde, complete, _7”-"}"' damaged, you can buy another and fit it yourae[f quite easily.

(18 GRS, 3 BOAR 10 PUMES, 3/ The Clockwork mechanism is strongly built and ddes npt '
Wothing shoddy. Strong, serviceable goods at low: easily get out of order. Hornby Trains last for ever.
Jprices. Test it. Your monay rek nrneduuoeublsﬂm
rctudosd. for postage. Bend p. e. for full catalogues. Hornby Trains are made in the four types described on this
g';ghm page, each iype being obtainable in the correct colours of
e T e e the Seudin and Horls Westars, Kisland. fireat. Toithac)

m" uum DWEIIY Hsa Hombyeﬂwmk Train you want this
ABRITISH J.L‘,XF&‘E‘,?N' €hristmas.! Standardised Parts. :
i;ﬁ,lg_,i;m:; ety o2 | Pesfect Mechanism. B Beautiful Fimish,
mf”r“&k’lﬁ? ?5‘.:;'.’;.‘?.?:;“:2

e. marl Free—with
Bangs 34 Octaves. Iqlﬂ“lamllﬂwlglb?:;:fa Better

FIELR (Bept. 33), HALL AVEMNUR, WISFIEI.D.

HOME GINEMATOGRAPH - '
. ‘m m- This is No. 1 Passenger No. 4 Goods Set includes

Send for free iltusivalad st of che : Set with Loco, Tender, and Loco, Tender, and Goods

vackiues ot floa. Evaivies botted: 2 boautifally  onamelled [Vogon. Set of rails, includ,

i 38/8. ing a 2ft. diameter circle and

FORD'S, Dept. A.P., f"““h“-m%“"'t{ll?'ﬁ e 2 smighs. Complein s,

N - 4OCOS, . endaers, o - .0C0S, enders,
43, Red Lion Squars, London, W.G. 1| | piyiry coaches, 6/6 ench. 4/6. Wagons, 4/6

This is No. 2 Pullman. This
Laco is larger, and together with
the Tender measures 17in. long.
One Dining and one Pullman
Coach, Set of Rails making a
4 ft. diameter circle. - Complete
set, 80/-, Locos, 40/., Tenders,
5/., Coaches, 16/~

No. 2 Gaugl.;s. Similar to No. 2
Pullman, but with two Wagons
fREE TO BOYS! | instead of Coaches. Completo
‘tnis 52 newand splendialy | 50% 57/6. Wagons, 4/6 each.

i
s TH Ygu“ NERVES e thinis Which Rails, gauge 0, suitable for all
ey fyoos Maccannland. above trains, straight or curved,
5 doz.

Nervousn oot malopmone, pessuren, sud many | | SSRGS | O
TRIE o w0 aid anijoy. lils, sbrengthen 3 . .
yow me:s:“u:demu}fvom Bﬁyour.mu by using TO QET A PREE COPE Crossings, right or acute angle
et Cure. in md““‘ E“d st show this advertise 2{6 each.
mmml Seamaby Lolone T Brivase, DOO. A'n M.C'5, Tt Ghalie
11 AE’s, Mualsa send three WI stamps for particu- send us. their namex and | Points, right or left hand (for
lars.—! TII. Lick, 5%, Hmpasial m nddresses. With your own, 2ft. or 4ft. diametor circle),

Ludgate Girous, homdon, E.G. 4. Address your iefmn Deply 5. ool

#h!“h 6. Ventriloguist's z s
W m i Sl T :
b, 41081 /- wille Rd., London, N.1. ;

‘s Presonts
Honse, Devt. 1P, Hastings.

TEAETRILS QUISM easier. Our new enlerged hook of sasy Histruc.
tons and ten zmnﬁng dmlnngues caghles any d:s llu‘ulwl" ‘bl:au"j;ﬁ%n i -

- st “* Thousands daly ted).. § -
‘E.ln.ﬂzulila Art Omn!

—8. vy, Eng. T : =D
e "= | MECCANO LIMITED : BINNS RD : LIVERPOOL

MACHINBS.—Comic _and Towbor
{t. Bnm ls Fihm, 1/3.—TYSON & IA EKALI'.

e N
ﬁ"&mn Botisard, NOTTINGHAM.

. TuE Gem Lismary.—No. 723.
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* RICHARD ROYLANCE ‘T Jos Zupg
Next Week : Special Art P!rmre-‘sr‘}:*oFJT\gélhl*(q‘reat&sr&uw[:au fight between St. Jim's juniors
and Gordon Gay & Co. !




