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0UR “SCARLET STREAK” GOMPETITION

Eirst Prize £65.

AND FIVE PRIZES OF £1 EACH.
YOU MUST NOT MISS THIS, BOYS!

ERE'S yet another £10 to be won, you fellows, in a really
1.«)ppm" one-week competition, - You will enjoy it, because
it is a novel idea, with such jolly good prizes.

You are all reading our grand new serial, “* The Scariet
Streak,” which appears on page 23 of this issue. Well, we have
\wntm a paragraph about it, which the artist has put into picture-
puzzle form.
This, hy the way, is the third of a series of one-week contests,
and with each new puzzle there will be more splendid prizes,
In attempting to solve the puzzle it will help if you read the
story gud see the film; also, the sense of the sentences will assist
you. But you should remember that each picture or sign may

1'epresPnt part of a word, one, two, or three words, but not morg

than three words.

Try your hand at sclving the paragraph—you can see that the
opening words are: “ Bob Evans is a . . .”—and then write your
solution IN INK on a sheet of paper. Cut out the puzzle and the

coupon together; attach your solution to the tablet, and, having
signed and addressed the coupon IN INK, post your effort to:
GEM, ‘< Scariet Streak.’’ No. 3,
Gough House, Gough Square,
Londen, E.C.4 (Comp.),
50 as to reach there not later than FRIDAY, APRIL 36th. Any
efforts arriving after that date will be di-quuliﬁed

RULES WHICH MUST BE ~l RICTLY ADHERED TO.

The 1<n Prize of £5 will be awarded for the correct, or most
nearly correct, solution. The other prizes will follow in order of
merit. The Editor reserves the right to divide any of the prizes
should it be necessary .in the case of ties.

You may send as many efforts as you like, but each must he
complete -in -itself, and must consist of a solution, a puzzle, and A
signed coupon. Solutions containing alternatives will be disqualiz
fied. The decision of the Editor will be absolutely final.

No one connected with the staft or proprietors of this journal
may compete.

Gur Grand Story, ““ The Scarlet Streak,” has heen filmed by the Universal Go. Read the story and see the film.
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MUCH SOUQHT AFTER!

3

it’s surprising how many friends Baggy Trimble discovers when it becomes known that

he is taking a party to Wembley. Fellows who previously had been in the habit of booting him now flock round him
with friendly smiles and offers of loans, doubtless in the hope of being included in——

TRIHBLE; CuP FINAL

4
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CHAPTER 1.
Nothing Doing !
& OU fellows going to be all day?”
Tom Merry, the junior captain of St. Jim’s,
poked his head into Study No. 6 in the Fourth
Iform passage, and made that remark.

“Just coming,” said Blake,
of his football boot.

“Have Hawwy Wharton and his team awwived ?” asked
Arvthur Augustus D’Arcy, pausing in the task of brushing
hh elegant head of hair before the study mirror. ’

“No,” said Tom Merry. “But we want to get in a bit
of practice before they come over. We've got to win this
match, you know.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

who was tying up the lace

agreed Arthur Augustus;, resuming his
task of hairdressing. ‘‘Wely on this study, deah boy.”
“Oh, we'll win,” said Digby, “if that fathead Herries
doesn’t keep the ball to himself!”
Herries snorted.
He prided himself on knowing footer inside out, and, to
give him his due, he was a very useful member of the St.
e Jim’s junior eleven.
i “1 like that!” he said.
last Wednesday %
Jack Blake held up his hand.
“Kor goodness’ sake don’t let us have that all over
; again,” he said. “We all know how you would have
s, scored a goal, Herries, if Dig hadn’t been a silly ass and
# passed to Jimmy Silver
“You cheeky ass!” roared Digby. “I—"
“And we all know how Dig would have notched another
point if he hadn’t passed to Gu%)

“Why, in the Rookwood match

*Weally, Blake——"
> “So let it go at that, my infants,” chuckled Blake.
« 7 “And let’s pile up the goals against Harry Wharton’s
“crowd. It's the last match of the season, you know.”
“*Yaas, wathah!”
“Well, if you play as hard as you chin-wag,” grinned

lom I\Imrv “the game’s ours already !”
* None of your cheek, Tom Merry,” said Blake darkly.
“Rats!” grinned the junior captain cheerfully. ‘But,
seriously, though, we've got to win. And don’t forget, my
5, sons, there's a whacking feed at the end of the match!”
S “What-ho!” chuckled Blake.
“That was a brainy idea of yours, Tom Merry, to give
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A Rousing Story of Tom Merry &
Co., the chums of St. Jim’s, with
_Baggy Trimble, the Paul Pry of
the Fourth, playing principal role.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

a feed to the two teams to wind up the
igby.

«© ’\’ot bad for a Shell chap,” grinned Herries.

Tom Merry bowed.

“We think of these things in the Shell, you know,” he
said modestly. “I'll trot along to Little Side now. You
chaps won’t be long?”

“Five minutes!” said Blake.

“Weally, Blake, I'm afwaid I shall be a twifle longer
than five minutes, deah boy,” said Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy. “I weally must get this bit of wefwactowy hair
to lie down; you know.” )

“Well, if you don’t get it to lie down within five
minutes you'll go out of this study on your neck,” said
Blake darkly. *Can’t keep a footer match hanging about-
while a silly fathead tries to break a looking- -glass. It's &
wonder to me how that glass has stood up to it.”

“Weally, Blake, if you are twyin’ to be insultin’
began the ‘swell of St Jim’'s,

“T'm not trying!” said Blake meaningly.

“Vewy well, then,” said Arthur Augustus. “I will ovah-
look your wemark. But, weally a fellow must be careful
about his appeawance. What are you gwinnin’ at, Tom
Mewwy ?” he added, turning towards the doorway.

“A silly cuckoo!” chuckled 'lon Merry. “So-long!
Bring him along by his ears, you chaps, if he doesn’t get

season,”” said

»

’

that beautiful head of hair to lie down within five
minutes.”  * .
And the captain of the Shell departed, grinning. He

swung along the Fourth Form passage at a rapid pace,
seeming not to see the fat figure of Baggy Trimble en
rout&

“T say, old chap—"

Tom Merry quickened his pace.

“1 say, Tom Merry——" roared Trimble, hastening after
the stalwart captain of the Shell.

“Don’t!” called out Tom Merry,

“But;y I say—"

“Nothing doing !”

But Baggy Trimble was not to be so easily put off. He
quickened his pace, his fat little legs going like clockwork
in his efforts to catch up with Tom l\Ierrv

“Hold on a minute, you rotter—I mean,
panted.

“Can’t!” said Tom Merry laconically.
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over his shoulder.

old chap!” he
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“Save your breath, old fat tulip. I've told you once
there’s nothing doing. Fm stony!”

Baggy Trimble snorted. :

“If you think I'm asking for a loan, Tom Merry,” he
said indignantly, “you’re jolly well mistaken!”

Tom Merry came to an abrupt halt. ¢

“Do I hear aright?” he said faintly. ‘ You're not eadg-
ing for a loan?” x :

* Certainly not!”

“Or & feed?”

“Of course not !’ roared Trimble, exasperated.
to talk to you about footer.”

“Kh1¥

* Footer [ shrieked Trimble.

“You mean table-footer 1’ said Tom Merry, puzzled.

Baggy T'rimble glared.

“You know what I jolly well mean,” he snorted. “1
want to talk to you about the footer.”

Tom Merry’s face broke into a grin.

“But how can you talk about a thing you -don’t know
anything about 7’ he inquired. _ |

“Really, Tom Merry,” said Trimble. “What I don’s
know about footer—* K

“Would fill volumes ! chuckled the junior captein of St.
Jim’s. ““Run away, old fat man!”

But Baggy Trimble showed no inclination to run away.
As a matter of fact, he “headed * Tom Merry away from
the Schoecl House steps.

“It’s like this,”” he began.
against Wharton’s crowd this afternaon, I suppose;?”

“Of course we do, ass!” said Tom Merry impatiently.

“Then why do you leave out the best man?” inguired
Baggy T'rimble, with some warmth.

Tom Merry looked thoughtiul. 2 :

“Eh? Best man?” he said. “But Figgins is going to
play, you fat ass. His ankle’s much better now.”

“T'm not talking about a New House rotter!” snorted
Baggy Trimble, “T inean a School House chap.”

“Oh! Do you mean Kerruish. I know lots of the fellows
think he’s come on a heap this last month. But Kerruish
tsn’t quite up to the form I want.”

Baggy Trimble made an impatient gesture.

“Blow Kerruish!” he exclaimed. X

“Then whom do you mean?” asked Tom Merry, puzzied.
_“Me!” exclaimed Baggy Trimble dramatically.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry. The idea of Trimble
as a footballer tickled him, for if there was one thing that
the fat junior couldn’t do that stood out very clearly above
all other of his deficiencies, that one thing was to play
football,

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry. ““You're too funny,
old fat man!”

“I don’t see anyithing to laugh af,” said Trimble. “I
ought to have figured in all the matches this season, Tom
Merry. But I'm a reasonable chap. You play me this
afternoon and yowll win the match.”

“But, my dear chap, it’s a footer match, not an eating
contest,” grinned Tom Merry. :

“Oh, don’t rot!” said the fat junior carnestly.
know I can play football.
have a professional coach.
Grace, or something i

“Oh, my hat!” gurgled Tom Merry.
cricketer !

“Oh, well, one is apt {o get names mized up, you know,”
said Trimble. “There are about three dozen servants ab
Primble Towers, and one can’t remember all the names.
We’ve got a fine cricket pitch in the grounds, and this
coach used to put me through my paces. You should see
me score boundaries 2

““ At footer ?” almost shrieked Tom Merry.

“At footer,” said Trimble firmly. “I was simply it, T
can tell you. TI’ll take you along to the Towers in the
summer vac, if you like. Lots of things there worth seeing.

“I want

“You
‘At Trimble Towers I used to
I believe his name was W, G.

“But he was a

There’s the ornamental lake that must have cost pater a

fortune. Then there’s——"’

“Oh, ring off!” gasped Tom Merry. “I’ve heard all

“about the ornamental lake and the extensive grounds, the

liveried footmen, the old picture gallery, and the Rolls-
Royee cars. Give it a rest, old bean!”

“Really, Tom Merry 2

Indeed, there were very few- juniors at St. Jim’s who
hadn’t heard about Baggy Trimble’s ancestral home.
According to Trimble, liveried footmen literally fell over
themselves in their efforts to cbey his slightest wish, to

anticipate his smallest whim, when he was home on vaca- |

tion. In fact, the Trimble houschold was incomparable
with any other historic mansion in the country—in Trimble’s
estimation. But as no one had ever seen this palatial
‘Tur GeM Taerarv.—No. 950.

“You want_to win the match
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i ‘' You fellows laug

- seriously.
- you in my party for the Wembley Cup Final.”

- school match.

Price 2d.

estate, Trimble’s vivid and glorions description was taken
with a grain of salt—in fact, several grains of salt..

But that did not bave a deterrent effect upon the fat
junior. Really Trimble had allowed his imaginative powers
such free play in this matter of an ancestral home, com-
plete with all modern, up-to-date appointments, that he
almost believed such a magnificent place as Trimble Towers
actually did exist,

“T’ll take you along there during the summer ‘vac, Tomn
Merry,” said Trimble generously, “if you do the deceut
thing by me now” ST

“Thank you for nothing,” grinned Tom Merry. “I don’t
want to spend.a summer vac looking for a place that doesn’t
exist, old fat barrel.” 5

Baggy Trimble looked pained. :

“I don’t see why you should doubt my word,” he said.
when I mention my ancestral home.
Jealousy, T suppose. But look here, Tom Merry,” he added
“You play me this afternoon, and T'll include

Tom Merry started.

“The Cup Final?” he ejaculated.

Baggy Trimble nodded. i

“My pater’s sending me some tickets for the show,” ha
said rmpressively. ‘“‘And I shall be ahle to. take a few

friends with me. You'd like to see the Final, wouldn’t .

you?”

“Yes, rather!” exclaimed Tom Merry, for he was keen
ness itself to see the Manchester City v. Bolton Wandercis
match at Wembley? ;

“Then play me this afternoon, old chap,” said Trimble,
“and I'll make you one of the party,”. -

“Obk, my hat!” said Tom Merry faintly,

“The pater will send the car to meet us on Saturday.
went on Trimble, thinking he had made a good impression
on the junior captain. “We shall drive fo Wayland Junction
and board the express.  All exes will be stood by my pater.
of course.”

“Oh, my hat !’ reiterated Tom Merry.

“Lhere'll be a slap-up feed, too,” continuwed the fat junior.
drawing upon his imaginative powers. “ A jolly sight beticr
feed than the one you've prepared for the teams affer ihe
Not that I'm interested in the feed. I wai:
to play for the honour of the school, you know.” :

A_grin broke over Tom Merry’s face. He upderstoc:!
now Baggy’s keenness to play for the junior eleven that
afternoon. The feed after the match “drew him like
magnet, * i s e .

Baggy eyed tlie captain of the Shell keenly,

“You like the idea?” he asked.

“Of course,” veplied Tom Merry. “I'd like 1t no en:
to see the Final. But——"

“Then you’ll play me this afternoon,” said Trimble earn-
estly. “You stand me a whacking feed to-day—I mean

 you do the right thing, and play your best men against iha

Greyfriars team, and I'll include you in my Wembley Cup
Final party. See?” 2 >

Tom Merry nodded. - -

“Yes,” he sald grimly. *‘And it worries me.”

“¥h? What worries you?” : .

“Your face, old fat bean,” said Tom Merry. “And you:
silly chin-wag about the Cup Final. Now run away before

burst you. You're too funny to live.”

Baggy T'rimble’s eyes glittered.

“Then you won't play me?” he said. *“You won't lef
the chaps see what a good footballer I am 7%

Tom Merry shook his head.

“No. But I'll show you what a good footballer T am.
T'll give you an elementary lesson in football,” he sail.
drawing back his right foot.

Baggy Trimble backed a pace in alarm.

“Here, I say—— Yoooop! Wharrer you at?” he roared,
as Tom Merry’s boot clumped home on his trousers..

“iving you a first lesson in dribbling,” said the captain
of the Shell. “Pm going to dribhle you along the passage.
and then I'm going to shoot for goal. Like that!”

*“Yoocoop!” roared Trimble.

* And that!”

*Yaroocoooh ! :

““ And that!” concluded the captain of the Shell,

]13ut Baggy Trimble did not stay to finish the lesson. e
bolted. ?

CHAPTER 2.
Baggy Trimble’s Brain-Wave !

(1] BASTS? :
B Baggy Trimble paused by the letterrack aud
shook his fist at the empty passage. A moment or
so earlier he had bolted along that passage like a
hunted hare with Aubrey Racke’s boot in close proximity
to his-nether garments.
“I won’f take him now,”

muttered the fat junior. “Fe's
not my class, anyway.” ==
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‘* You agreeably surprise me in your selection of friends, Trimble,” said Mr. Lathom. ‘ Hem ! Have you the—ar—
tickets for this proposed trip to Wembley actually in your possession 2’ ¢ Yes, sir.”” The fat Fourth-Former fished

in his jacket pocket and brought to light the seven tickets.

He held them up in front of the astonished Form-master’s

face as a card player holds a hand of cards. (See Chapter 5.)

Since his lesson in “elementary " football, under the
practical tuition of Tom Merry, Baggy Trimble had ambled
up and down the Fourth and Shell passages in search of a
fellow obliging enough to lend him a half-crown, But it
was surprising how many juniors at St. Jim’s were afflicted
with deafness and hardness of heart that fine spring after-
noon.

Upon them all Baggy Trimble had tried his Wembley
Cup Final party dodge. He had asked Levison and Clive
to lend him half-a-crown until Saturday, and, as an added
inducement, had promised to include both of them in his
Cup Final party. Keen as Levison and Clive were, un-
doubtedly, to see the match at Wembley between Manchester
City and Bolton Wanderers, they were not prepared, how-
ever, to advance Trimble half-a-crown on the strength of
that invitation.

Indeed, Clive had openly stated that he thought there
was as much truth in Trimble’s- Cup Final tickets as there
was in the existence of Trimble Towers, and declined the
invitation with thanks.

Cardew, whom Trimble had next approached, had offered
to oblige Trimble, and had promptly obliged him with a
well-directed boot. Really, it was surprising how many
unbelievers there were in the Fourth and Shell. Here was
Trimble extending invitations for a day at the Wembley
Cup Final ad lib, as it were, and yet no one took him
seriously. -

“The rotters!” muttered Trimble savagely. “Yah! I
wouldn'fntake any of the beasts if I had any blessed tickets,
anyway !

He peered along the passage as he heard footsteps
approaching, wondering whether it was Aubrey Racke
returning to decline Trimble’s generous invitation with a
few more kicks. But it was Percy Mellish who finally came

5]

in sight, and Baggy rolled towards him as a last hope.

“1 say, Mellish ” he said.

The cad of the Fourth stopped.

“What do you want, you fat idiot?”’ he snarled.

Mellish was in a bad temiper. He had just been relieved
of ten shillings as a result of a little “flutter ” in Aubrey
Racke’s study—a favourite pastime of the black sheep at St.

- Jim’s. And as Mellish badn’'t been present in Racke’s study

when Trimble had scattered his invitations to Wembley,
Trimble decided he was worth trying.

“I say, Mellish,” said the fat junior agreeably. *Would
you like to go to the Cup IMinal on Saturday? I’m making
up a little party.”

“You are?” sneered Mellish. ““Tell that to the marines.
Foe one thing, all the tickets have been sold weeks ago,
you fat rotter.”

Trimble took no notice of the insulting epithet. A chap
with invitations to scatter broadcast, so to speak, would
not be too particular in such circumstances.

“I know that,” he answered. “But my pater’s got tickets
for me, vou know. I'm going to take a party. Lathom
witl be sporting enough to.give us the morning off. There’ll
be a car to meet us, and—-"

“Can it !” exclaimed Mellish, with a grin.

“I'd like to take you, old chap,” said Trimble generously.
“You're not such a rotter as the other beasts.”

“And how much do you want to raise on the strength of
that yarn?” grinned Mellish, who, clever as he thought
himself, was still credulous enough to helieve something
of what Trimble had said.

“Well, that's rather a personal way of putting it,” said
Trimble. “As a matter of fact, I could do with half-a-
crown until Saturday, but don’t misunderstand me, Mellish.
I'm not inviting you to the Cup Final for that reason.
Friends don’t do that kind of thing, you know. Did you say
you’d lend me half-a-crown, old chap ?”

Percy Mellish grinned.

“Let’s see the tickets, and then we'll talk about the half-
crown,” he said cautiously.

Trimble grinned in return.

“Well, you see, I'm expecting them at any moment now,”
ho said. “The pater said he’d send them along to-day.
But that’s all right., You can count yourself one of the
party, you know.” :

“Thank you for nothing,” rveplied Mellish. “I’ll believe

§ the yarn about the Cup Final when I see the tickets.”

Tue GeM Lrisrary,—No. 950.
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Baggy Trimble shrugged his shoulders.

““ Just as you like, of course;” he answered stiffly. “But,
I say, old chap, youwll let me have the half-crown now?”

“No fear,” said Mellish promptly. “But I'll let you have
m% boot, you lying rotter,” g 2

ut Baggy Trimble had tasted enough “footwear” that
aft%li’nubn., At the mention of the word boot he had bolted.
And Percy Mellish went on his way, chuckling.

“The suspicious rotter 1” roared Trimble, when the cad of
the Fourth had passed out of the House. “I've a good mind
to give him a thumping good hiding. On second thoughts,
though, I wouidn’t lower myself by soiling my hands on
e fow cad like that.” = 5E

And with that very wise reflection the fat junior rolled
out inta the quad.” He blinked as he caught sight of Blagg,
the postman, coming across the quad. The worthy postman
was looking tired and irritable, for St. Jim's was his last
place of call and he was keen to get home,

Trimble rolled over to him.

“(igod afternoon, Blagg,”
me : :

“Which there’s nuthin’® for you, Master Trimble,” said
the postman, with a glance at the letters he carried. ‘But

wants to find Master I’Arcy. There’s a registered
package for him, and it’s got to be signed for.”

Trimble’s eyes brightened at the mention of the words
“registéred package.”

“Shall T sign for it, Blagg?’ he inquired blandly.

The posiman shook his head. He disliked Trimble, and,
in his heart of hearts, held no great opinion of his integrity.

“Which I'd sooner Master D’Arcy signed for it 'imself,”
he replied, E

“Then yowll have to wait for about an hour,” grinned
Trimble. * Gussy—I mean D’Arcy’s—playing in the footer
match.”

“Oh, lor’!”

Blagg looked about him hopelessly.  Practically all
St. Jim’s were down on Little Side watching the last match
of the season between Tom Merry’s eleven and Harry
Wharfon & Coi, of Greyfriars.

“I suppose it’ll be all right if you sign for it,” he
muttered, looking at Trimble fixedly. ;

The fat Fourth-Former assumed an injured expression.

“Really, Blagg, if you have any doubts in the matter
you can jolly well hang around and wait for Gussy to sign
1t himself.”

“Qh, all right, Master Trimble,” said the postman
resignedly. “Put your name here,” :

e held out a receipt book and Trimble scrawled his
name in the required space. The registered package
changed hands.and the postman turned on his heel and
tramped off.

he greeted. “ Anything for

“ Suspicious beast !” muttered Trimble, turning the pack-

age gver and over in his podgy hands. “I’'ll take this along
to Gussy ab half-time. Expect there’s a fat remittance
inside.”

He siipped the package in his pocket and rolled towards
Little Side, and as he drew near, the shouts of the spectators
reached him. But the fat Fourth-Former had no thoughts
for football; he was visualising the whacking remittance
he thought the registered package contained.

“QOh, well played, Gussy!”

It was a terrific shout from the assembled juniors and
seniors yound the touchline, for Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
had opened the scoring for St.  Jim’s with a wonderful first-
time shot.

“ Played, Gussy !”?

“Played, St. Jim’s!”

Tom Merry & Co. clustered round the swell of St. Jim's
and thumped him heartily on the back, and Gussy bore the
honours showered upon him with becoming modesty and
fortitude.

“'(}')ne up!” chuckled Blake. “Good for you, Gussy, my
son.” ;

Harry Wharton & Co. were looking very grim as they
walked back to the centre line. 'That one goal deficit in o
match against such redoubtable opponents as Tom Merry
& Co. would require some wiping out.

“Good old Gussy!” -

Even the juniors gathered on the touchline thumped
Avihur Augustus on the back as he resumed his position on
the wing. And at that moment Baggy Trimble pushed his
way through the group.

“I say, Gussy, old c¢hap,” he began.
for you.”

“Oh, don’t bothah now, Twimble!” said Arthur Augusius,

“Shall ¥ open it for you?’ asked the fat Fourth-Former
eagerly. “There might be a vemittance in it, you know.”

But the swell of St. Jim’s had no time to waste on
Baggy Trimble just then, for Kildare had blown ihe whistle

“There’s a letter

‘and the game broke into life once more.
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Baggy Trimble detached himself from the crowd and
bis hand came into contact with the registered package.
He drew it out of his pocket and began to turn it over
and over.

He noticed that it bore the postmark of Easthorpe.

“From Gussy’s pater, I expect,” he muttered. “Might be
urgent, for all Gussy koows. Suppose something’s wrong
at home:! Lord Eastwood might be ill, or something.”

1t did not oceyr to the fat and fatuous Baggy thab if eithc:
of those theoYles were correct the news would not be
dispatched via tegistered letter, or if they did occur to hiw
he passed them aside lightly. :

“If it's bad news Gussy ought to know,” he reflected.
“Chap wounldn’t like to think afterwards that he had been
playing football while his father was lying dangerously iil,
perhaps dying.” =
2 That afarming thought disturbed Baggy Trimble. In his
inferest in the welfare of the Eastwood family he almost
came nigh to tearing open the paper wrapping. .ot

He turned the package over again and blinked at the
wntm%. :

“It looks urgent,” he muttered. “I think a pal ought to
belp another pal in a case like this. I'll be doing Gussy
a good turn it ¥ open it. After all, if it isn’t bad news if
will keep. No harm done. Besides— *

Before he guite realised what he was doing, Trimble had
torn the \‘zrzﬂbjng oif the package. He did not pause to
think that what he was deing amounted almost to a criminal
action, but he realised it the moment after he had done it.

““Ob, crumbs!” he muttered. “I wonder what Gussy
will say. He’s such a suspicious beast. He might think
I opened it with some ulterior motive in view.”,

-Despite that disquieting thought, however, Baggy Trimble
unfolded a letter that was folded around some green-
coloured tickets of some sort or other. Only one glance
¢ gave these and a disappointed frown settled on his podgy
brow as he realised that they were not currency notes.

Having gone so far the fat Fourth-Former now held no
scruples atbut reading the communication accompanying the
tickets. And -a very surprising communicgtion if Wwas.
It“()h, my hat!” gasped Trimble, having read ihe leiter.

ran:

“Dear Arthur, -

“Some iime ago you expressed a desire to see the Cup
Final at Weémbley this year, so I am sending the enclosed
tickets with the idea of giving you an agreeable surprise.
You will doubtless be able to find six friends to accompany
you, and I have t{herefore arranged to send a car down to
the school on Saturday morning, at 9.15 a.m., to ensure your
catching the main line express at Wayland,

“You will, of course, on my behalf, intimate that all
expenses - will be met by me. Should you experience any
difficulty in obtaining %eave from your Form master on
Saturday morning for yourself and friends, let me know
over the phone. In any case, I hope to run down to St.
Jim’s on Friday afternoon, arriving about four-thirty, and
I shall be able to give you a look in for a few moments.
Till Friday, then, my dear boy,

“Your affectionate Father.”

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Trimble for the second time.

He eyed the letter, and then he scruiinised the tickets—
seven in"all. They were two-guinea tickets, entitling bearers
to places in the Stadinm at Wembley on Saturday, April 24.

“TFourteen guineas!” ejaculated Baggy Trimble. .*“Fancy
wasting fourteen guineas on a blessed football match! My
hat, what a feed that sum would buy!”

He looked at the tickets again, likewise the letier, and
a glimmer of a great idea began to take root in his slow
moving intellect, an idea so audacious that it almost took
his own breath away. :

“What a wheeze!” gasped Trimble, as the idea began
to sprout.

He sat down under an elm, read and re-read the letter
and at last made up his mind. Then he tore the letter inio
a hundred fragments and scattered them io the four winds.
The tickets found @ lodging in Trimble’s inner jacket
rocket.

“That’s done it!” he muttered as the remnants of the
letter were scattered before him. “Oh, crumbs! I must go
through with it now!” ;

He licked his dry lips. Something deep down “in him,
some whispering voice told him that he was doing some-
thing of which he ought to be ashamed; something which
any ordinary, decent fellow would shrink from doing. But
conscience with Baggy Trimble never played a heroic part.
The misgivings came and went in a flash leaving the fat
and fatuous Fourth-Former—the fool more than the rogue
~—in complete possession of what he considered his great
idea.

And intent upon setiing it in mofion without furthér
delay the fat junior scrambled io his feet and rolled
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towards that portion of Little Side where the match
between St. Jim’s and Greyfriars was in progress.

As he reached the touchline a mighty shout echoed sky-
wards, for Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, who was in great form,
kad sent in another amazing shot that had beaten
Bulstrode, the Greyfriars goalkeeper, hands down.

“Bravo, Gussy!”

Lven Baggy Trimble, uninterested in football as he was,
joined in the general acclamation, for he felt kindly dis-
who had, indirectly,
supplied him with his great idea. And when conscience
pricked him for the 'second and last time Baggy Trimble
smothered its point, as it were, in a long drawn-out roar
of:

“Well played, Gussy!”

A surprising circumstance in itself, for at that moment,
the game having re-started, the ball was yards away from
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

CHAPTER 3.
In the Limelight !
13 SAY, Tom Merry!”

I Baggy Trimble called after the junior captain as
the players came off the pitch an hour later. Harry
Wharton & Co. had been beaten by the narrow but

decisive margin of one goal. It had been a gruelling
game in which Robert Digby had had the misfortune to
“crock " his ankle, and both teams were glad when the
final whistle sounded.

“A jolly good game,” said Tom Merry warmly, as he
walked off the field with Harry Wharton. ‘“You chaps
had a bit of bad luck.” :

“It’s nice of you to say so,” smiled Wharton. *“But
you deserved your win, Jove, I've never scen D’Arcy
play like that before!”

*“He cortainly was bang on form to-day,’
Merry.

“I say, old chap—=""

’ smiled Tom

“Run away, Trimble,” said Tom Merry, as the fat
Fourth-Former planted himself in his path.

But Trimble did not run away. He smiled.

“ About that Cup Final party,” he began. ‘If—"

Tom Merry waved a hand impatienfly. .

“Jor goodness’ sake don’t let us have that all over
again, fatty,” he said.

“But I mean it, you know,” said Trimble. “Tll over-
look your shabby trick of dropping me this afternoon. I'm
a forgiving chap. Would you really like to be in my Cup
Final party?”

Pom Merry forced a smile.

“Oh, yes! Anything for a quiet life. Now run away.”

“You won’t let me down,” went on Trimble seriously.
“If you say yowre coming and then you let me down at
the last moment I shall be in a hole.” -

“Oh, T sha'n’t let you down!” grinned the junior captain.
“(ount me in your party, old bean.”

The fat Fourth-Former pulled out a stub of pencil from

- bhis pocket and began to. write Tom Merry’s name down on

a piece of paper.

The junior captain eyed that procceding with astonish-
ment. Not for one moment did he imagine that Trimble
was giving a Cup Final party.

“Youd like Lowther and Manners to come, I suppose?”
asked Trimble at length. .

“Oh, rather!” said Tom Merry sarcastically. “You
going to put their names down, too?”

“That depends,” said Trimble cautiously.

*Oh, it depends, does it!”

Baggy Trimble’s round little eyes glistened.

“Well, a feed isn’t much to expect in return for a whole
day’s outing at Wembley on Saturday,” he remarked. *‘If
1 put Lowther and Manners on my list you might do the
decent thing and let me come into the feed.”

Harry Wharton smiled. :

He fancied he saw a strong likeness in Baggy Trimble
to Billy Bunter of Greyfriars.

“You want me to do the decent thing?” asked Tom
Merry thoughtfully.

“Of course, old chap!”

“Then here goes!”

** Yaroooooh !’

Baggy Trimble let out a terrific roar as Tom Merry
cauglt him by the shoulders and sat him down on the
kard ground.. -

*IHa, ha, ha!” laughed Harry Wharton.

“Wow! You beast!” roared Trimble.
do that for?”

“You asked me to do the decent thing,” chuckled Tom
Merry, “and I've obliged you. To do it properly I ought
to jump on you now, but 2

«“Yah!” roared Trimble, scrambling to his feet. “T'll
cross your name off my list now, vou rotter. Bass ingrati-

“What did you
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tude, I call it. And I jolly well won't put Manners and
Lowther down now—-"

*Hallo, who's talking about putting me down?” asked
Monty Lowther, as he came along with Manners and Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy.

Baggy Trimble glared at him.

“T was telling that rotter, Tom Merry, that I won't in-
clude him in my party to the Wembley Cup Final,” he
said. “And I'm not going to put you down either,
Lowther.” «

Monty Lowther chuckled. -

“Quite right for once,” he said. “But I'm going to put
you down, my son. I—hallo! Where are you off to?”

But Baggy Trimble hadn’t waited for Monty Lowther
to put his words into action. He disappeared as fast as his
fat little legs would carry him.

“Bai Jove!” remarked Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, gazing
after Baggy’s fast receding figure. ‘“‘Is that fat duffah
weally takin’ a party to see the Cup Final?”

“So he says,” said Tom Merry, with a smile. “But it’s
only a little more of his swank. It’s the feed he’s after.
T'rimble would take a party to North America if he thought
he could bag a feed on the strength of it.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

*“He’s as bad as Bunter,” he said. ‘“Still, talking of the
Cup Final makes me wish that I could see it.”"

**Same here,” agreed Tom Merry.
~ And Manners and Lowther and Arthur Augustus nodded
in agreement. The Cup Final was the talk of the school,
and a deal of interest centred around Kildare and Darrell
who had booked seats in the Stadium. The Lower School,
with few exceptions, envied the mighty men of the Sixth
their good fortune in being able to see the greatest match
of the season.

“I suppose that fat boundah isn’t weally gettin’ up a
party?” said D’Arcy thoughtfully. :

‘‘He may be getting up a party,” grinned Lowther.
“Jliiu)t that’s where it’ll stop. You know all the tickets are
sold 77

*“Are they, bai Jove!”

“Trust old Gussy to be a month behind the, times,” said
Manners.

** Weally, Manners!”

“Never mind Trimble and his imaginary Cup Final
party,” said Tom Merry. ‘“What about tea?”

And the subject was dropped. Tea at that moment was
o‘f far greater importance to the footballers than even the
Cup Final. In a merry talkative throng the two clevens
entered the School House, and changed into their ordinary
attire. Then they trooped into the Common-room for tea.

Tqby, the page, met them at the door. He had been given
tho__lob of waiter, head cook, and bottle-washer, so to speak.
Incidentally, too, Toby had mounted guard over the array
of good things spread out on the trestle-tables—a wise pre-
caution, with such hungry fellows as Baggy Trimble about.

“8it down, you chaps,” said Tom Merry, “and pile in!”

“What-ho !”

The footballers sat down and piled in, a cheery buzz of
conversation running round the table on the subject of the
forthcoming cricket season.

And when Harry Wharton & Co. finally rose to go the
trestle tables that had almost groaned under the weight of
the good things laid out thereon now looked as desolate
and uninviting as the interior of Mother Hubbard’s cele-
brated cupboard. .

Tom Merry & Co. walked down to the gates with their
visitors gnd saw them off in their brake. A rousing cheer
followed them, and an equally hearty cheer was sent back
by the Greyfriars juniors.

“Good fellows,” remarked Tom Merry, as he walked back
with his pals.

“Yaas, wathah!” -

“But not quite so good as little ns,” said Monty Lowther,
with a chuckle. “We beat them this afternoon, anyway.”

“Thanks to Gussy!” said Tom Merry. °

“Oh, wats!” exclaimed D’Arcy modestly. “Bai Jove!”
he added. “What’s w'ong?” .

The juniors gazed in the direction their elegant chum
indicated and started.

Gathered on the steps of the School IHouse was a crowd
of juniors from the Shell and Fourth, and on the topmost
step was Baggy Trimble.

“Tooks interesting,” said Tom Merry, guickening his
stride. “What’s Baggy up to now?”

“PBooking names for his Cup Final party, I expect,”
chuckled Monty Lowther.

“Ha, ha;hal” : :

Monty Lowther, however, was very near the truth. As
Tom Merry & Co. and Blake & Co. neared the School House
steps they could hear the remarks that were floating out on
the evening air.

¢“Put me down, Baggy, old chap!”
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“Sure, an’® you can count me in entoircly.”

“I've always admired you, Baggy. Put my name down !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Baggy Trimble’s fat face was flushed. In his hands were
a pencil and paper, and every now and then he scribbled
a name down on his list.  Already he had jotted down
twenty-three names, and there seemed no limit to the re-
quests to be included in his Cup Final party.

“What’s the giddy game?” asked Tom Merry, as he drew
level with Bates of the Fourth.

“Trimble’s had some tickets sent him for the Cup Final
on Saturday,” said Bates. “He's making up a party.
Going io be done on a grand seale, too. Car to meet the
party, you know, and all expenses found.”

“Oh, my hat!” roared Tom Merry. *Has the fat spoofer
been gassing about that imaginary party again?”

_“Nothing imaginary about it,” said Hammond of the
Fourth.  Leastways,he’s got the tickets.”

What?” B \\"asu chorus from Tom Merry & Co. and
Blake & Co.

Hammond nodded.

“Beven of 'em!” he grinned. “ And about umpteen fellows
want to be included in the party.” :

“But he’s spoofing!” exclaimed Tom Merry. “He told
me about his blessed party this afternoon before the match.
It’s.all silly gas, 1 tell you!”

1t might be gas about the cars and the expenses part,”
said Hamniond, “but he’s got the tickets, I've seen ‘em!”

“You've seen them !” -

“Yes,” replied Hammond. “And what beats me is that
they're for two guineas each!”

“I“two guineas each?” said Monty TLowther fainily.
“Trimble’s got seven two-guinea Cup Final tickets?”

Hammond nodded.

“Well, carry me home to die!” gasped Tom Merry.

“Bai  Jove!” mutmured Arthur Augustus. “TLucky
Twimble !

*Oh, my hat !

Tom Merry & Co. looked like fellows in a dream. To
think that Baggy Trimble had been telling the truth for
once, and on so expensive a scale as two guineas a time, a$
Monty Lowther expressed it. ]

The fat ¥ourth-Former caught sight of Tom Merry & Co.

He waved a podgy hand in their direction.

“You beasts needn’t apply for a place in my party,” he -

said loftily. *“I'm taking my friends—not fellows whe doubt
my word !

““Oh, my hat!” said Tom Merry fainily.

“We don’t wanit to come in your rotten party!” said
Monty Lowther. “We don’t want to be run in!”

“Eh?”’ ejaculated Trimble, with a guilty start.
do you mean?”’

. T expect the fellow who's lost those tickets will be making
inquiries,” said Lowther, “He might have the block
numbers, you know.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“But they are my tickets!” hooted the fat Fourth-
Former. “My Uncle George sent them to me this
afternoon.”

“Begorraly, an’ you said it was ye father who sent ‘em
five minutes ago!” said Patrick Reilly. .

PBaggy Trimble snorted.

“1 meant my father.” he said.

“Then where did he get them from?” asked Monty
Lowther. “Did he pinch them?”

“Ha, ha, hat’

“Really, Lowther, you know jolly well that my pater
could afford to buy up a hundred seats at Wembley !” said
Trimble warmly.

“But counld he pay for them?
ihe Shell sweetly.

“Ha, ha, ha!?

“1 was going to put your name down on my list. Lowther,”
said Trimble. “But I shall have to reconsider it now.”

“For which many thanks!” answered Lowther gravely.

And he signalled to Tom Merry & Co. to enter the House.

“Bai Jove!” remarked Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.
“Twimble’s patah must be in funds to send Baggy seven
two-guinea tickets! Jolly genewous of him, and surpwis-
ingly genewous of Baggy to take a party, you know.”

“Tao jolly generous!” remarked Dighy, who was limpin
in the rear of the party as a result of his fall in the mate
ihat afternoon. “There’s something fishy about it!"™

“Weally, Dig, I don’t see why you should say that !

“You wouldn’t!” replied Dighy. “But for Trimble o go
round offering to take a party of six fellows with him to
the Cup Final is so unlike the fat idiot that I can’t aquite
swallow the story. ‘And I haven’t seen the tickets, anyway.”

‘Tom Merry broke in.

“Oh, he’s got the tickets!” he said.
rond declare that they have seen them.”
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“Well, he'll soon have the party made up,” said Blake,
with a grin. “There’s Scrope and Crocke & Co. hanging
round his neck already. It’s surprising how many fellows
will claim friendship with Trimble now that he’s got some
Cup qul tickets to give away.”

“But if the fat idiot’s speaking the truth,” said Tom
Merry, “he’s going to make a day of it. His father's
fendmg a car to meet the party to take them to Wayland.
They’ll catch the London express there, And all exes will
be met by Trimble’s father,”

“Thumping queer!” said Monty Lowther. “I'm inclined
to think the same as Digby; it’s too fishy for words.”

“And Trimble’s pater isn’t rolling ‘in filthy lucre to thal
extent,” said Dighy thoughtfully, “You chaps remember
it was only a short time ago that Trimble senior was in s
bad way of business. Nearly went bankrupt, or something.”

Tom Merry grinned.

“Perhaps he’s recovered and wants to make a bit of a
show,” he said. “Anyway, Trimble’s got the tickets. We
shall see if the car calls for the party on Saturday.” :

““Yaas, wathah !”

There were other juniors besides Tom Merry & Co. and
Blake & Co. looking forward to Saturday.  Scrope and
Mellish and Crooke already saw themselves as members of
Trimble’s party. Not that they were particularly interested
in football, but they relished the prospect of dodging lessons
on the Saturday morning, and the run up to town at Trimble
senior’s expense. Like Tom Merry, the black sheep of the
Fourth and the Shell had doubted Trimble’s story of the
Cup Final in the first place and had rejected his invitation
with more force than gracefulness.

That, however, was before any of them had seen the
precious tickets. And, having seen them, they were now,
like a good many other juniors, prepared to accept the whole
of Trimble’s story even down to the Rolls-Royce car that was
to call for them on Saturday.

Trimble was decidedly worth cultivating in the circum-
stances, and the fat Fourth-Former found himself the centre
of attraction. Fellows avho had refused a few hours ago to
loan him half-a-crown now came forward and thrust shillings
and half-crowns on him right and left. In exchange Trimble
murmiired his thanks and vaguely added something about
including them in his Wembley party.

He closed his “list” at last, having in the meantime ¢ol-
lected about two pounds and several inviiations to supper
that night and to tea the next day. Really it was surprising
how popular he had hecome. Fellows toeck it as an honour
torbe seen in his company, to walk arm-in-arm with him.

That some of these new-found friends were doomed to
disappointment was obvious, for Trimble only wanted six
to make up his party. But that little circumstance did not
worry Baggy. If fellows liked to think that they were to be.
included in the party, that was their look-out, he told him-
self. As a matter of fact, the fat Fourth-Former had already
made up his mind whom to take on the Saturday, and not
one of those now surrounding him with their attentions
and flattery was included in that party.

Had Mellish and Scrope and Crooke known of that little
arrangement their friendship for Baggy would have under-
gone a startling transformation. But it is said of old that
ignorance is bliss, Certainly no doubts entered the minds
of the black sheep as they }inked arms with Trimble and
walked him into Study No. 7 in the Shell passage,

CHAPTER 4.
Even Knox!

{3 IT down, old chap!”

S Crooke pushed forward the best armchair, and
‘invited Trimble to make himself comfortable, and
it was at the precise moment the fat Fourih-Former

was putting his feet on the mantelpiece that Aubrey Racke .
entered the study,

He stared in amazement at Trimble, and glanced
inguiringly at Crooke and Mellish.

“What's that fat frog doin’ here?” :

Crooke winked with the eye that was farthest away from
Trimble, and proceeded to explain.

Racke listened in amazement.

“Gammon!”’ he zaid at last. “Trimble’s spoofing you!”

“He's not,” said Crooke. “He's got the tickets. Father’s
done a bit of good in business, I expect, and wants to chuck
some of his money about. Trimble’s father's going to stand
the exes.of the Cup Final party!”

“Gammon !” repeated Aubrey Racke faintly; but he was
half convinced. If Crooke believed the tale, it was pretiy
obvious that there was something to back it up, for Crooke
swvas as sharp as a needle. - E

Baggy Trimble, who had heard part of the conversation,
deemed it an opportune moment to show some proof to the
half-doubting black sheep of the Shell. Accordingly, he
produced the seven fwo-guinea tickets from his pocket, and
surveyed thera carelessty
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Racke's eyes nearly started
out of his head as he beheld
those tickets. If Trimble
senior could afford to chuck
about fourteen guineas or
more on football, 1t was safe
fo assume that Trimble junior
would also be well supplied
with pocket-money while
Trimble senior’s period of
affluence lasted.

Aubrey Racke smiled on
Bagegy Trimble ingratiatingly.
A Trimble without money
Aubrey Racke had no time
for; but a Trimble with
money was a different propo-
sition entirely.

“Would you like to make
one of the party for Wem-
bley 7"’ asked Trimble, looking
at Racke with a greasy smile.
“Won't cost you anything,
you know,”

“Thanks

e

1}

very much!”
smiled Racke, in return.
“Ahem! What about a bite
of supper? I'm feeling
peckish!”

Baggy Trimble's fat face
lighted up.

“I'm feeling awfully peck-
ish myself !” he said.

“QGood !” said Racke. “Lay
the table, Crooke. You'd
better stop, too,” he added,
turning to Scrope and
Mellish and winking.

The black sheep smiled, and
Trimble smiled. In fact, it
was a happy smiling party all
the time. Supper that night
was the pleasaniest meal
Baggy Trimble had enjoyed

ESt SRSt L
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for months past, for Aubrey
Racke, who was always well
supplied with money, did
hmll:elf well in the matter of
tuck.

dashed past him.

The guard was signalling to the engine-driver to move off when Tom Merry & Co.

e * Stand back !’ he exclaimed, as the train began to move. But

the chums of St. Jim’s, not to be outdone, scrambled into the first carriage they came
to, Baggy Trimble being hauled in by the sorufi of his neck. (See Chapler 9.)

The juniors were leaning
back in their chairs, discussing the prospects of the weather
for Cap Final day, when Knox of the Sixth put his head
into the study. There was a friendly smile on the wun-
popular prefect’s face that was not lost upon Baggy Trimble.

*“Hallo, Trimble!” said Knox cheerily. “Is it true that
youw've got some tickets for the Cup Final?”

“Yes,” replied Trimble, with a grin. “Seven of then.
T'm taking a party of fellows, you know.”

“Lucky bargee!” said the prefect enviously.
like to sell a ticket to me, I suppose?”

The Sixth-Former had no intention of purchasing a
ticket, despite his words. Fven Knox was not above inviting
himself to Trimble’s party, if he could do so without loss
of dignity; and Trimtle, slow thinking as he usually was,
saw through Kuox’s artifice.

“I couldn’t very well sell you a {icket, Knox,” he said,
with as near fo inferring that he would be pleased to give
him one, without, however, actually saying so. “The pater
would be annoyed, you know, Besides, it wouldnt ke quite
th‘e thing.”

“Wouldu't

‘No, I suppose not,” agreed the prefect thoughtfully.
“8till, I thought I'd give you a look . I'm rather keen
to see the Cup Final and I applied for a ticket too late.
By the way,” he added.  “You needn't do those limes I
;.rmrte you vesterday, Trimble. Perhaps I was—er—a bit
hasty.

“1 haven't jolly well done them, anyway!” said Trimble
valiantly, as he saw the lie of the land.

Knox forced a smile.

“Well, let me know if you change your mind about selling
one of those tickets,” he said. “And if you think you'll
have any difficulty in getting leave from Mr. Lathom tip me
the wink, and I'll see what I can do for you.”

With that generous remark the Sixth Form prefect went
off down the passage.

“He, he, he!” chuckled Trimble. “Xven that rotter
Knox would- like to bag a place in my party!”

By 2 . s 83 % 0
“We're not going to have him with us, are we?” asked

Racke.
“No fear!” exclaimed Crooke warmly. —
“You're not going t~ sell him a ticket, are you, Trimble,
old chap?” asked Mellish, with a greasy smile,

Baggy Trimble shook his hegd. Much as he would liked
to have sold Knox a ticket for two-guineas, he realised ih}\.‘u
that would be a trifle too steep. In actual fact, the fat
Fourth Former would have much preferred to sell the
whole seven tickets for two guineas a time, or even a guinea:
but he had gone too far to do that now. Not for one
moment did he count the consequences of his action in
opening Arthur Augustus D’Arey’s letter and abstracting
those valuable tickets. Trimble never met trouble half-way.
On the contrary, he seemed fated, having once pui his foob
;in the mire, to sink deeper and deeper. .

Besides, he told himself, D’Arecy would be oune of f!}e
party. Perhaps the only difference made by the ownership-
of the tickets lay in the fact that, whereas of a certainty
Trimble would not have been included in Arthur Augt S
D’Arcy’s party, he was now, as holder of the tickets, a
certainty. And a peculiar fate had decrced that Digby
should crock his ankle in the match with Greyfriars that
afterncon.

“1 won't take him!” mutiered Trimble, half
“ After all, he couldn’t go like thai.”

“Eh? you mean Knox?” asked Crooke, watching the fat
Fourth-Former anxiously.

“Ye-es, of course,” grinned Baggy, rising to his feet.
“I think T'll trot along now, you chaps.”

“Just as you like,” said Racke, with a smile. .""'I‘houg’nt
you might care for a smoke and a game of vap.”

““QOh, some other time!” replied Baggy loftily. “Some of
my pals are expecting me to give them a look in for supper,
you know.” =

QOh, my hat!”™ murmured Crooke faintly, for Trimble had
eaten enough supper at Racke’s expense to satisfy thres
fellows. But apparenily the fat junior wasn't satisfied.

" He volled towards the study door. -

“Pll try and give you a look in to-morrow,” he said.
“ Cheerio!” : ; :

When he had gone Racke aimed a vicious swipe at tha
cushion on the sofa, visualising it as Baggy Trimble.

“The fat sweep!” he exclaimed savagely. “He'll ‘try’
and give usa look in to-morrow. Why, I could burst him!”
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Crooke and Mellish grinned.

“Oh, let’s humour him for a bit!” said Crooke. “After
all, putting up with a bit of that fat idiot’s swank for a day
at the Stadium for nix :is worth while. We'll take it
cutb of his fat hide afterwards.”

Aubrey Racke nodded.

“Right, we'll let him rip,” he said. “But I'll take jolly
good care that I don’t get left out of the party! That fat
rotter’s not coming here scoffing my grub for nothing!”

But there Aubrey Racke was wrong, did he but know it.

Meanwhile, the subject of these pleasant ‘‘friendly
remarks was rolling along the Shell passage, a fat grin on
his face. -

“He, he he!” cackled Trimble. “I've taken ’em all in!
There’ll be a party, all right, and there’ll be a car to take
us to the station. And Tom Merry & Co. are sure to do the
right thing, and stand a chap a feed now and again on the
journey. I'm doing Gussy a good $urn, really. After all,
it’s a worrying job getting a party together. T'll do it for
him. It’s rather fortunate that that rotter Digbhy crocked

his ankle this afternoon. Hope it turns out to be sprained.

He won’t be able to go to Wembley then. It’il simply mean
that I take his place.”

That _was how Trimble’s convenient conscience looked
ab it. Tle saw nothing wrong in what he had done, or what
he intended doing. He was simply making certain of a trip
to London. In fact, he was doing Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
a favour by taking over the responsibility of selecting a
%)gll'fy Really, the swell of the Fourth ought to thank
him.

And doubtless Arthur Augustus D’Arcy would have
thanked Baggy Trimble if he had known of his kindly
intentions, the bestowal of same being pretty certain to
take the form of a vigorous boot. But D’Arey did not
know. At that moment he was consoling with Digby, his
chum, whose Jameness had developed with alarming rapidity.

“Wuft luck, Dig,” murmured Arthur Augustus. ay
weckon you’ve spwained your ankle, deah boy.”

Digby nodded gloomily.

“Nevah mind,” smiled his elegant studymate. “It's an
injuwy suffered in a good cause.”

“Rather!” exclaimed Digby, with a smile. “But it’s a
nuisance for all that. Suppose I'd better get you chaps
t> help me up to the sanny?”

“I think you ought to get it seen to,” said Blake. ‘It’s
swelling like anything.”

Very tenderly the chams of Study No. 6 lifted Dighy,
and between them carried him up to the sanny. And there
Miss Marie took charge of him. She insisted, too, that
Digby should remain in the sanatorinm at least until the
swelling of his ankle subsided, for it was almost impossible
for him to walk upon it.

-And very reluctantly Robert Arthur Digby gave in to
this arrangement. :

That night Baggy Trimble noted a vacant bed in the
Fourth Form dormitory, and smiled with great satisfaction.
Evidently Digby’s gammy ankle was more serious than he
had at first supposed, which made it a practiczl certainty
that he wouldn’t have been able to join D’Arcy’s  party to
Wembley Stadium. That circumstance eased a guilty pang
of conscience Trimble felt recurring, and the fat junior
slept like a log. It was a case of Digby’s misfortune being
Trimble’s gain.

CHAPTER 5.
Baggy, the Host !

AP!
I Mr. Lathom looked up from a bulky volume on his
study desk as that tap came at the door, and frowned.
It was the interval between morning lessons and
lunch, and the master of the Fourth at St. Jim’s had
snatched the opportunity of digging into a bulky volume
oflGreek mythology—a subject very dear to his heart.

Tap!

“Come in!”

The door -opened, and Baggy Trimble of the Fourth
rolled into the apartment.

Mr. Lathom looked at him inquiringly.

“What do you want, my boy?” he asked a trifle testily.

“Ahem! I came to ask you if you would give me an
exeat on Saturday morning, sir ” he began.

“What?” thundered Mr. Lathom. “You are aware,
Trimble, that Saturday is a half-holiday.”

‘“Oh, yes, sir!”

“And yet, in addition to that, you come to me with a
request to be excused morning lessons, Trimble?” said
the Form master sternly. “If this is a joke——"

‘“Not at all, sir,” Trimble hastened to explain. “You
see, sir, I—J—J—"

Mr. Lathom’s eye strayed to his beloved volume on Greek
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mythology, and thence to a cane that reposed in the corner.
Trimble followed both glances, and made up his mind to
take the plunge.

“I've got-seven tickets for the Cup Tinal at Wembley !”
he blurted out.

Mr. Lathom looked surprised.

“You have seven tickets, Trimble 2" he said incredulously.
“I did not know that you were interested in football fo
the extent of buying seven tickets for the Cup Final.”

“M-m-my father sent them to me, sir!”

“Your father!” exclaimed Mr. Lathom.  “Bless my

“soul 1™

“You sce, sir, my father thought it would be a_good
thing for some St. Jim’s fellows to see really good football,”

- continued T'rimble, gaining a little more confidence.

“Indeed!”

“And he has sent me the tickets in the hope that you
will allow me to take six friends to see the great cricket—
ahem !—I mean football match on Saturday,” said Trimble.

“That is very generous of your father, Trimble,” re-
marked Mr. Lathom, who was surprised indeed to learn
that Trimble senior possessed such philanthropic sentiments.

His impression of Mr. Trimble had been that of a very
busy City man—a man who had little time for anything
outside pounds, shillings, and pence. Really. it was very
astonishing to Mr. Lathom to learn that Mr. Trimble
cherished such laudable principles. :

“Very generous of Mr, Trimble,” said Mr. Tathom.
“Bless my soul !”’

“My father 1s genevous, sir;”” said Trimble. ‘Nothing
mean about any of our family, sir!”

“Abem! Will you kindly keep to the point, Trimbie?’
said the Form master dryly.  “You wish me, then, to give
you permission for seven boys to be excused morning lessons
on Saturday for the purposes of travelling to Wemblay
Stadium to witness the—er—Cup Final 7”’

“Yes, sir, that’s it,” said Trimble cagerly. *The pater
is sending a big car to the school to—er—ensure our catcir-
ing the express from Wayland. Of course, all expenses wiil
be met by Gussy—I mean my pater.”

¢ Bless my soul!” exclaimed Mr. Lathom, almost overcome
by this fresh testimony of Trimble senior’s philanthropy.

“Everything will be in order, sir,” went on Trimble,
taking advantage of the pause. “My friends will be very
circumspect, and all that.”

“T trust so,” remarked the Form master.. “ And whom
do you propose to include in your—ahem !—party, my boy 7"

“Tom Merry——-"" began Trimble, and Mr. Lathom looked

]

up sharply. “Monty Lowther, Harry Manners, D’Arcy,
Blake, and Herries.”

“T had no idea, Trimble, that the juniors you have just
named were friends of yours?”

“Oh, ves, sir! We’re—we’re awfully pally, you know.”

‘“Bless my soul!”

My. Lathom was relieved to think that such exemplary
characters as Tom Merry & Co. and Blake & Co. were in-
cluded in Baggy Trimble’s proposed party. That made it
casier for him to give his sanction to the affair.

“You agreeably surprise me, Trimble,” said the Form
master, ‘“in your selection of friends. I might take this
opportunity of remarking that if you endeavoured to model
yourself upon any one of them, you would be a credit to
your Form.”

“Yes, sir,” said Trimble respectfully. “I—I try to do
that!”

“Er—have you the tickets for this proposed trip to
Wembley actually in your possession?” was Mr, Lathom’s

- next question.

“Yes, sir”

Baggy Trimble fished in his jacket-pocket and brought to
light the seven tickets. He held them up in front of Mr.
Lathom’s astonished face like a card-player holds a hand
of cards. And the master of the Fourth nearly jumped
off the floor when he saw that they were for two guineas
each. Really, there was apparently no end to Mr, Trimble's
generosity. 3

“1t would seem very extravagant to spend all that money
on tickets for a mere football match,” remarked Mr.
Lathom, knowing little of football, and caring for it still
less. ‘“Very extravagant. However, that is Mr. Trimble's
business. But as your father has bought these tickets, [
will certainly grant the necessary permission for you to be
excused morning lessons on Saturday.”

“Thank you, sir.” k

“That also applies to the boys - Blake, Herries, and
D’Arey,” continued the master of the Fourth. ‘It will be
necessary for Mr. Linton to give his permission to the
other boys you name. Also Mr. Railton must be approached,
as he is your Housemaster. If you would care for me to
see Mr. Railton and Mr. Linton, Trimble-—-"’

There was nething Baggy Trimble cared about more.

“If you would, sir,” he hastened to remark, “I should
he extremely grateful,” ;
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“Very well, Trimble,” smiled Mr. Lathom, “I will do
so. HEr—I trust you boys will conduct yourselves as befits
scholars of St. Jim’'s while you are away from the school?”

“Oh, yes, sir! Thank you, sir!” :

“You may go, Trimble,” said Mr. Lathom, his glance
coming to rest again on his volume of Greek mythology.

And Baggy Trimble, inwardly rejoicing to think that the
interview had gone successfully, rolled away down the
passage to ‘‘break tho news ” to the members of his party.

He did not trouble to tap on the door of Study No. 6.
After all, a fellow who had invited six fellows to the Cup
Final had no need to bother about such ordinary points of
etiquette as knocking at a door,

Crash !

There was a roar of rage from the interior of the study
as Trimble threw open the study door, for Jack Blake was
carrying a pile of books across the room while Herries
dusted the bookcase. And on top of the pile was a large
bottle of ink.

Swoocooosh !

Clatter, clatter! = :

The pile of books wobbled, and the-bottle of ink swooshed
downwards as the opening door crashed against Blake's
arm, s
“You thumping idiot!” roared Blake.
maniac! You burbling barrel{”

“You fat ass!” exclaimed Herries, taking up the tale,
as it were. ‘‘You footling idiot! Didn’t they teach you
to knock -at a door in the slum where you were brought
up?”

“I must say, Twimble, I considah you severely lackin’
in mannahg, you know,” chimed in Arthur Augustus
1Y’ Arcy, from the fireplace, where he was putting the fender
and tongs to rights. “I considah——"

“You dangerous

Baggy Trimble glared at the occupants of Study No. 6

indignantly.

“You ungrateful rotters!” he exclaimed.

Blake, Herries, and D’Arcy stared at the fat Fourth-
Former in amazement. For 'Frimble to stand his ground
after barging unasked into a study was surprising enough,
but for him to come out with that expressive remark was
more surprising still.

“If you're looking for a thick ear;” began Blake darkly.

“You rotten outsiders!” hooted Trimble, feeling really
aggrieved that a fellow who had just asked leave of absence
from his Form master for these chaps to see the Cup'Fmal
should be addressed with such a string of insulting epithets.

“Collar him 1" growled Herries. : :

“Serag the silly idiot!” roared Blake. “I'll teach him
to come barging into this study. Look at the ink! TLook
at the carpet!”

With a roar like a bull, the leader of Study No. 6 leapt
at the fat junior and grabbed him by the collar. Herries
was only a second after him, while even Arthur Augustus
so far forgot himself in his wrath as to rise from a kneel-
ing position without “lifting ” his trousers.

Bump!

Baggy Trimble descended to the inky floor with a thud
that shook every bono in his body, and incidentally every
article in the study.

“Yarooooh !”

Bump!

“Wow ! Yow!

Bump !

“Now perhaps you'll remember to knock at a door before
vou barge in in the future!” exclaimed Blake.

“Wow ! gasped Baggy, sitting in a dazed heap on the
study floor amidst the scattered books and the running
ink. “To think that you rotters should treat me like this
after my begging you off lessons for Saturday morning.
Yow!”

“What are you burbling about, you fat idiot?” de-
manded Herries. * I crumbs 7

He broke off into an ejaculation of dismay as the study
door opened a second time, and a well-known figure came
into view.

#Bless my soul!”

Mr, Lathom, for he it was, stared down at the extra-
ordinary scene of Baggy Trimble gasping and panting
amidst the wreckage of the pile of books and the contents
of the ink-bottle.

Jack Blake & Co. exchanged glances of dismay.

“Bless my soul !”” rveiterated Mr. Lathom. “I understcod
you to say, Trimble, that these boys were friends of yours.
This—ahem !—seems an extraordinary demonstration of
friendship. Hem! I came here, however, to tell you boys
that ‘Trimble's party has received proper sanction. You
will therefore cotint- yourselves at liberty on Saturday to
make the journey to Wembley Stadium. I—er—trust you
will have a very enjoyable day.”

And with: a discreet cough: and a ghost of a smile

Croooough! Oh crumbs!”

YOU’VE GOT IT:!: 11

curving the corners of his-lips, Mr. Lathom hurriedly took
his def;arture‘

He left-three blank faces behind him. g
Bl“I\Vhat on earth did old Lathom mean?” gaspsd Jack

ake,

“Wow! I've included you three rvotters in my party
for Saturday,” explained Baggy Trimble, scrambling to
his feet, and feeling himself all over, ‘'l wish I hadn’t
now.” e

“You included us?” gasped Bluke.

“Bai Jove!”

“Oh, my giddy aunt!” gringpd Herries.

Baggy 'I'rimble nodded.

" And this is how you treated me,” he complained. “Bub
1 ﬁfu_gl,xt have expected it from you beasts. Ungrateful, I
call it !”

*“Carry me home to die,” said Jack Blake faintly.  “Neo
wonder old Lathom was surprised if he thought we were
friends of yours, Baggy.” =

“Bai Jove, yaas!”

‘“Ha, ha, hat”

“Nothing to laugh at,” said Baggy Trimble.
pins I'd cancel your names.”

Study No. 6 became serious at once. Really, it was
amazing if Baggy had indeed invited them to the Cup
Final, Still, not in their wildest moments had Jack Blake
& Co. dreamed that the fat Fourth-Former would include
them in his party,

“Im frightfully sorry,” apologised Blake.
your own fault, you know.
study like that.”

“1 only came to tell you that My, Lathem had given us
leave,” gasped Baggy Trimble.

“Bai Jove, I've fwightfully sowwy,”
tus I¥YArcy. *“I apologise as one gentleman to anothal,
Twimble. Also I must add my thanks for bein’ included
in your party, deah boy. I considah it awfully sportin’

of you!”
“But who arc the othes

“For two

“Bub it was
You shouldn't harge into a.

said Arthur Auguse

“Bame here!” agreed Herries.
chaps in the party, old fat man, T mean—ahem !’

Baggy Trimble grinned. :

“Tom Merry, and—"

“ Hallo, hallo! Who's taking my name in vain?” said
the captain of the Shell, appearing in the doorway with
Manners and Lowther.

“Trimble is!” said Herries.

“Chen prepare. to die!” exclaimed Tom Merry, giving
the fat junior a hearty slap on the back, >

“Wow! Chuck it, you beast!”

“Hold on!” grinned Blake, “Don't knock your giddy
tiost about, old scout.” :
Tom Merry jumped.
“‘Host?” he ejaculated.

Jack Blake nodded.

“Yes, Trimble’s made up his party for the Cup Final,
and old Lathom has given his permission. We shail have
a spiffing time {7 . =

“You will?” said Monty Lowther, in astonishmenf.
“You're not of the party, are you?”

“Yes, my son, and so are you!” chuckled Blake. “That’s
g0, isn’t it, Trimble, old bean?”

The fat Fourth-Former nodded.

“Well, I'm thumped!” exclaimed Tom Meryy.
you're joking!”

“I'm not,” said Baggy Trimble, enjoying the position.
“I've forgiven you, Tom Merry, for being such a beasi.
T've overlooked your caddishness, Lowther, and I've for-
given your meanness, Manners——""

- “Oh, my hat!” muttered Blaka, “What a host!”*

“And I'm returning good for evil by taking you chaps
to Wembley on Saturday.”

“Well, carry me homo to die,” said Tom Merry faintly.
“You're spoofing.”’

“He's not!” chimed in Herries. “Old Tathom’s just
heen in to tell us. Everything’s Q.K.”

Baggy Trimble grinned. s

“Honest Injun!” he said. S

“You're taking us to Wembley?” said Monty Towther
faintly. “And there’ll be a car to take us to the station?
And there’ll be a feed when we get there? And it won't
cost us a bean?”

“Not a red cent,” said Trimble firmly.
you know.” -

“I can’t believe it!” said Monty Lowther. ““Somebody
pinch me. I shall wake up in a minute and know that
I’ve been dreaming.”

“There’s just one thing,” said Trimble. “I don’t wani
vou to let on to the other fellows that you're coming. with

“Bub

“Tt's my treat,

- me. They’ll be jealous, you know.”

“Oh, we'll keep mum if you want us fo!”
Tom Merry grinned. He reckoned he knew why Bage¥
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- hurling him out of the study.

12 Every Wednesday.

Trimble wanted the formation of the party kept secret.
Racke & Co., and the rest of Trimble’s new-found friends
might think that they had been deceived, or, worse still,
swindled. = But still,” that was their affair. They had
“sucked up ” to Trimble for what they could get out of
Lim, and the process had cost them dear—was likely to cost
them dear until they found out that the party was already
fixed. What would be their feelings when they learnt that
the fellows who had scoffed at Baggy’s party, and who had
certainly not gone out of their way to be pleasant to him,
were the lueky ones? Tom Merry grinned as he pictured
the faces of Racke & Co. when they knew the truth. It
was a pity, however, that he couldn’t picture his own
features and feelings when he knew the real truth of that
extraordinary party,

CHAPTER 6.
Trimble Stands Treat !

6 SAY, Trimble, old chap—" .
I It was surprising how many fellows sm;led_upon
Baggy Trimble next morning and addressed him as
“old chap.” Where, a few days before, these same
fellows would have glared at him and presented him with
the business end of a boot, so to speak, they now took him
unto their bosoms like a long-lost friend and wept over him.

Baggy Trimble enjoyed himself. Fatuous as he was, he
knew full well that it was the lure of the seven Wembley
Cup Final tickets that had done the trick, and he deter-
mined to make the most of his opportunity.

He was now standing in the Common-room surrounded
by a host of new-found friends. Racke & Co., and several

other Fourth-Formers and Shell fellows followed him about
like a bodyguard. Every now and then they reminded
him of their great friendship, and followed up their flatter-
ing remarks with subtle hints about the Cup Final party.

“I say, Trimble, old chap,” 3aid Mellish. ‘“Tve got a
plum cake in the study, Would you care to share it with
me?”

Baggy’s eyes glistened.

“Oh, I don’t mind,” he replied. “ Don’t suppose it's much
of a cake, you know. Not the sort 'm used to af Trimble
Towers. Still, you can’t help that, Mellish. I know your
people can’t afford to make much of a splash.”

There was a titter from the group of juniors around the
fat Fourth-Former. Baggy, in his vole of “host ” for the
Cup Final party, was very entertaining. °

Mellish grinned sheepishly. Really, he would have dearly
liked to take the fat junior by the seruff of his neck and
bump his bullet head against the wall of the Common-room.
But such an action, he knew, would mean the cancellation
of his name from the Cup Final party list. He forced a grin
instead, and mentally registered a vow to take it out of the
“fatl rotter's hide ™ when the party Was over.

“Well, if you care to whack i out with me, Trimble, old
man,” he said, “it’s a go.”

Baggy Trimble did not mean fo let such an opportunity
ass. He grinned as he pictured Mellish’s face when he
knew that his name was not down on the list for Saturday.
Still, that could wait. But the cake couldn’t,

“Come on, then,” he answered, =

Mellish linked his arm in Trimble’s, and the pair of them
walked out of the Common-room like the greatest of chums.
There was a laugh from the rest of the juniors, but Mellish
and Trimble paid no heed to that.

They headed for Mellish’s study.

The cad of the Fourth went to the study cupboard and
brought the cake to view. It was a whacking cake, with
almond icing on it, and Trimble’s eyes glistened greedily
as_they beheld it.

Mellish did most of the talking thereafter, his fat “chum
being too busy with the cake to take much interest in his
conversation. Mellish watched that cake disappear with
many a pang. He had “blued ” nearly all his pocket-money
on it, and every mouthful that Trimble took scemed to give
Mellish a pain. But he restrained himself and forced a
sickly smile.

“Not bad!” grunted Trimble, when the last crumb had
gone. “T’'ve had better—much better—at Trimble Towers.
Still, it was quite eatable, you know.”

Quite eatable! Mellish nearly forgot himself to the
extent of taking the fat Fourth‘Former by his ears and
But he controlled himself in
time. Quite eatable! And that cake had cost seven and
sixpence ! 3

“I shall be having another one mnext week,” he said.
“Perhaps you’d care to come to tea?”’

“Oh, I don’t know ! said Trimble loftily. “My friends
in the Shell want me to tea with them next week. Can’t
satisfy everyone, you know. That’s the trouble of being so
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popular. Some chaps feel peevish if they are overlooked.
I have to ration my friends, as it were.”
Mellish said nothing. He was incapable of speech at that
moment, but his face expressed a lot. . :
Baggy Trimble grinned. He knew just what Mellish was
thinking, and realised that, until Saturday at least; he held
the whip hand. -
“You're going to take me on Saturday, aven't you, old
chap?” asked Mellish at length. .
“Well, Y've got your name on my list,” replicd Baggy
cautiously. *“By the way, I suppose you couldn’t lend me
five bob until Saturday?® he added. ~“I shall have a fat
remittance then. The—ahem—chauffeur will be bringing
me about fifty quid .to pay the day’s expenses. The pater
wouldn’t trust sending that amount through the post.”
Fifty quid! Mellish’s eyes glittered. He was wondering
how much of that fifty quid could be transferred to his

" own pockets.

“Five bob,” he said,
lend you five bob.” >
And he fished in his pockets and brought to light the only
coins he possessed—which were exactly two half-crowns.
He handed then over reluctantly, although his crafty face

“Sure, Trimble, I'll be pleased to

" was very benign,

Trimble’s fat hand ‘closed upon the coins, and they
dropped with a musical clink into his trouser pocket.
Mellish  heard the sounds of coin meeting coin, and
frowned. When a fellow asked another for the loan ot
five bob it usually meant that he was broke. But Trimble
wasn’t broke—not by any means. As a matter of fact, he
hadn’t enjoyed such a period of affluence as he was now
experiencing for many a long day. There were about two
pounds in his trousers pockets in half-crowns, shillings,
florins and sixpences—all of which had been “loaned ” him
by his new-found friends, in the hope that their names would
be included in the Cup Final list.

“T1l be getiing along now,” said Trimble, with a fat
smirk. “T've got to see my friend Gussy, you know.”

And without waiting for further words from Mellish, the
fat junior rolled out of the study and headed for Study
No. 6.

Jack Blake & Co. were at home. They looked up from a
map of Wembley which they had spread over the table as
the fat jupior poked his head round the study door.

“Come in!” said Blake. “We’re just having a squint
at the map.”

“I was just wondering whether you would care to join
me in a snack at the tuckshop,” said the fat Fourth-
Former. “My treat, ‘you know. And I say, Mrs. Taggles
has made some fresh jam tarts. They’re prime, I can
tell you.”

“But we've only just had breakfast,” said Blake.

“Yaas, wathah, Twimble.”

“Breakfast!” snorted the fat junior. “A mouldy helping
of eggs and bacon and a cup of weak tea. Do you call that
breakfast?”

He did not add that he had eaten enough brealkfast for
five fellows. Mellish and Serope and Crooke and others had
developed small appetites that morning and had asked
Trimble if he weuld care to have their eggs and bacon.
And Trimble made it s practice never to refuse anything
in the eatable line. But he was still hungry., Fven Mellish's
cake had not appeased his gargantuan appetite.

“T'm fecling peckish,” he said. “Come along, you chaps.
It’s rotten for me to scoff tarts on my own.”

“Oh, my hat!” gurgled Blake. He had never known
the fat Fourth-Former to be so sensitive where grub was
concerned. Blake looked at his chums. After all, if Trimble
was standing them a day out at Wembley, it was little
for them to accompany him to the tuckshop. 'They might
even “peck” at a tart to keep him company.

“Well, if you put it like that,” said Blake slowly, “we’ll
come along with you, Trimble.”

“Yaas, wathah, deah boy,” smiled Arthur Augustus. “A
pleasure, you know.” -

They rose to their feet, and Baggy linked hisz arm in that
of D’Arcy’s. He did not seem to notice the glare of surprise
the swell of the Fourth treated him to. It was on the tip
of Gussy’s tongue to say something and to shake off that
“clinging arm of friendship,” but D’Arcy was a polite
youth. He realised in time that a guest could hardly take
exception to his host being so chummy.

The chums of Study No. 6, with Baggy between them,
headed for Mrs. Taggles’ tuckshop. The good dame eyed
Baggy suspiciously as he drew up a stool to the counter,
but Trimble jingled tlie money in his pocket, and that
satisfied her.

“Tarts, Mrs. Taggles, please,” he said, “and ginger pop !”

She bustled away and soon returned with a dish of jam
tarts, still warm from the oven.

“Pile in, you fellows,” said Trimble generously. “It’s my
treat, you know.”

ol
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- nibble at the tarts.
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Biake &.Co. drew up steols to the counter and began to
They were really very appetising tarts,
and despite the fact that the chums of Study No. 6 had had
breakfast such a short time ago they managed to cat two
t apiece. A glass of foaming ginger pop washed .them
=%
L6

own.

Trimble, meantime, was eating with great rapidity. He
Lad already accounted for half a dozen tarts and he seemed
capable of finishing off the remaining dozen on the dish.
Blake & Co. eyed him in wonder. Used as they were to
his gastronomic feats, Trimble really surprised them with
the extent of his appetite so soon after breakfast. For one
hrief moment Blake thought that the bill would have to be
met'by him and his chums. It ‘would be like the fat Fourth-
Former to invite fellows to a spread and then leave them
to stand the racket. And as Trimble’s Cup Final guesis
Bhke & Co. were almost prepared to stand the “racket.”
But Trimble was full of surprises that morning.

ile fully intended to pay for the feed, conscious that to
do so would make a good impression upon his “guests.”
it would be time enough later to “stick ” them for a loan.
Besides, the money he was spending was not really his own
was the two pounds odd his new-found friends had

irust upon him.  In the ecircumstances, the fat junior could
afford to be generous.

He finished the plate of tarts and looked round the little
tuckshop hungrily in search of something more, but just
at that moment the bell rang for morning lessons.

“There goes the bell!” exclaimed Herries. “We shall
have to run for it!”

Baggy Trimble nodded, and signalled to Mrs. Taggles to
give him the bill.

“Seven and sixpence, please, Master Trimble!” she said.

With a great show of indifference, Baggy Tririble paid
the requisite amount and then rolled from his stool.

“Come on,” said Blake. ‘ We shall be late!”

And setting off at a run, the chums of Study No. 6, with
Baggy Trimble labouring along painfully in their wake,
jusg méma.ged to get into the Form-room before Mr. Lathom
arrived.

During the morning break Baggy Trimble was besieged
by his new-found friends, but he managed to give them the
slip and rolled along in search of Tom Merry & Co. Tho
Terrible Three were just going to give Dighy a look in in
the sanny when Trimble came up to them.

“I say, you chaps,” he began, “would vou care to come
along to Mrs, Taggles for a snack? It’s my treat, you
know 1” ;

It was on the tip of Tom Merry’s tongue to decline that
generous invitation with thanks, but he remembered in time
that as a member of the Cup Final party he was under
some. obligation to the fat Fourth-Former. He looked at
Manners and Lowther and they nodded.

“Right-ho!” he answered. :

Daggy Trimble smiled and took Tom Merry by the arm.
Tom shook off the detaining hand, not being so polite as
Arvthur Augustus; but Baggy was not to be disposed of so
easily. When the four juniors arrived at the tuckshop the
fat junior was walking arm and arm_ between Monty
Lowther and the captain of the Shell. And if Tom Merry
& Co. resented this sudden familiarity they said nothing.
After all, a fellow who was good enough to take them to the
Cup Final on two-guinea tickets, and who was going to pay
all the exes incurred, had to be treated with a certain
amount of tolerance.. Not that the Terrible Three were
“sucking up ” to the fat Fourth-Former, for he had invited
them to the party off his own bat. That side of the affair,
surprising as it was to Tom Merry & Co., was true; for
Me. Linton had called them into his study and acquainted
them with the facts of Baggy Trimble’s request. Moreover,
the good-natured master ogthe Shell had readily given his
permission to the scheme.

‘Bub why Baggy Trimble had invited Tom Merry & Co.
and Blake & Co. neither party guite understood. True, they
were more his friends than any of the other juniors if it
came to that; for Baggy had “tapped ” them for loans and
invited himself to their study spreads times innumerable,
which was more than any other fellow of the Fourth or
Stell had stood for.

But as Monty Lowther remarked, Baggy, with Cup Final
tickets in his pocket, was a different Baggy from the junior
they were accustomed to dealing with., Really, it was most
surprising.

1t was more surprising sfill when, having demolished
another dish of Mrs. Taggles’ famous jam-tarts, Baggy
Trimble not only offered to pay for them, bub actually
insisted upon paying for them when Tom Merry good-
naturedly offered to stand.treat.

That was a new Baggy with a vengeance!

But Tom Merry & Co; did not vealise then that Bagey’s
generosity was something in the nature of the sprat which

2%

cortain people dangle as bait to catch a mackerel, En-
lightenment was to come later. ;

There was a fat smile on Baggy Trimble’s. rather shiny
face as he scrambled into class. a  few moments later.
Everything was going well. Tom Merry & Co. and Blake
& Co. really felt under an obligation to him now that their
naines had been given into their respective Form masters
as members of his Cup Final party. Not if they wanted to
could these juniors very well turn down that kind invitation
now ; it would appear churlish and ungrateful. They were
keen, too, frightfully keen, to see the greatest match of the
year.. Baggy felt that he had handled a difficult situation
with great skill. But he had overlooked one important
point in his scheme, and that was the proposed visit of Lord
Kastwood to St, Jim’s on the following day. If that came
about, then all his plotting would tumble about his ears like
a pack of cards. But of that possibility the fat Fourth-
Former never gave a thought then. He believed in the
principle of “sufficient for the day was the evil thereof.”

CHAPTER 7.
The Whele Hog!

L] RIMBLE !” :
Kildare of the Sixth called to Baggy Trimble
as he came along the Fourth Form passage next
2 morning, :

“VYes, Kildare?” said the fat Forth-Former wonderingly.

“Tell D’Arey that his pater wants to speak to him on
tqua phone in the prefects’ room,” said the captain of St.
Jim’s.

Baggy’'s eyes nearly popped out of his head.

‘“His pater!” he gasped.

“That’s what I said!” rapped Kildare. “Don’t stand
there staring like a gargoyle, you young idiot! Run along
and find D’Arcy. His pater won’t like to be kept waiting.”

And the captain of the school passed on, leaving the fat
iunior rooted to the spot in terrified alarm.

Gussy’s pater—on the telephone! In his mind’s eye,
Baggy could see the result of all his scheming coming home
to roost with a vengeance. Of a certainty, Lord Eastwood
would want to know if the party for the Cup Final was
fixed. Baggy shuddered at the thought.

“Wow!” he gasped. %

But terror sharpened Trimble’s fat wits as no other thing
could. At all costs, Arthur Augustus must be prevented
from speaking to his paier. But someone had to answer
tha phone, Lord Eastwood was not the type of man to be
kept hanging at the end of a telephone receiver indefinitely.
Trimble’s mind began to work swiftly.

“1t’s the only way!” he muttered half to himself,

“What’s the only way?” asked Arthur Augustus D’Arcy,
coming along the passage at that moment. -

“Oh, crumbs!” DBaggy Trimble’s jaw droppeéd as he saw
the swell of St. Jim's. He realised if Kildare saw D’Arcy
he would tell him that his pater wanted him on the phone.
At all costs, D’Arey must be steered clear of Kildare.

“ Anythin’ the mattah, deah boy ?” asked D’Arcy, glancing
at Trimble’s face, which had turned as pale as a piece of
underdone pie-crust. ““Bai Jove, you look quite queeah, you
know ! ;

“It’s all right!” blurted out Trimble,
chap, Tom Merry’s looking for you.
into the quad.” - :

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy looked surpriced.

““Bai Jove, that’s wemarkable !” he said.
left Tom Mewwy!” :

“I mean Digby wants to see you,” said Trimble hastily.
“He’s in the sanny, you know. Rather important, I
believe !”

“Bai Jove!” exclaimed D’Arcy, screwing his famous
monocle into position. “If that’s so, Twimble, I'd bettah
twot along and see him.”

“Ye-os,” answered the fat Fourth-Former. “It’s urgent,
you know!” s :

“Bai Jove!” -said D’'Arcy. “Many thanks, Twimble,
deah boy!” '

And he turned on his heel and hurried away. Trimble
breathed a sigh of velief when he had gone.

“Silly idiot !” he muttered. “Whag the thump did he
want to come along for just then? I—2

He remembered the phone, and with astonishing speed
in one of his bulk he rolled along towards the prefects’
room. He bumped into Knox on the way., The Sixth Form
prefect greeted him with a smile.

“I suppose you haven’t decided to'gell me that ticket?”
he asked. :

“Nunno!” gasped Baggy, alarmed at this sequence of
misfortunes between him and the telephone in the prefects’
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room, as it were. “B-but I've got your name down on my
—my list, you know.” * .

“Oh, good!” exclaimed Knox, with a silky smile.

“I'm in a hurry now!” stuttered Trimble. “My pater’s
on the telephone, you know. Waiting to fix up the final
arrangements, Knox.”

“You’d better hurry up, then!” remarked the unpopular
prefect, with a genial grin,

And he swung on along the passage. Trimble breathed
another sigh of relief when he disappeared from view.

“Beast!” he exclaimed beneath his breath.

'Then he rolled into the prefects’ room and caught up the
telephone-receiver. There came the sound of an angry snort
from the other end of the wire. Evidently Lord Eastwood
was getting tired of being kept waiting. Baggy Trimble
plucked up his courage and coughed into the transmitter
by way of a beginning.
~“Hallo!” came Lord Eastwood’s voice,
Arthur ?” p

Baggy Trimble’s heart missed a beat as he replied.

“Is that you, Lord Eastwood?” he asked, disguising his
voice.

“It is!” replied D’Arey’s father.. “Really, 1 don’t like
being kept wailing all this time. But who are you? Why
is not my son speaking to me?”

“Your son I am sorry to say, sir, is in the sanatorium,”
said Trimble, amazed at his own daring,

“Wha-at?”

_“He’s been taken suddenly ill with—er—measles!” said
Trimble.

There was 4 gasp of surprise over the telephone.

* “Goodness gracious! The poor boy! - But—but who is
Speun Rt . - s :

Trimble thought quickly, and his answer came easily
enough. . o i ;

_ “Mr. Lathom, his—er—Form master, you know.”

“You surprise me, Mr. Lathom,” said Lord Eastwood. “1
didn’t recognise your voice.”

Baggy Trimble could not help grinning. Really, it was
not surprising that.Lord Eastwood failed to recognise Mr.
Lathom’s voice, ‘Mr. Lathom at that prccise moment being
in his own study. , s

“Voices. vary over the telephone,” said Baggy Trimble.

“Quite so. quite so. But about my son. Is he seriously
ill, Mr. Lathom ?”

- “Very-ill!” assented Trimble; repenting him of that
remark a moment later. “A very sovere case of pneu-
monia, you know.” k :

“Pnenmonia?”’ almost shrieked Lord Eastwood. “But
you said measles a moment ago.”

Baggy Trimble started.

“Did I? Oh erumbs! Ahem—T mean that was a mis-
take, sir. Your son is suffering from an acute attack of
pneumonia.”

“Good heavens!” came Lord Eastwood’s voice. “Then T
must see him at once!”

“Oh, lor'!” gasped Baggy Trimble. He had not counted
on that,

“What did you say?”

“Ahem! T said it was impossible for you to see Gussy
—ahem !-—T mean your son!” gasped Baggy, beginning to
flounder in a sea of apprehension. :

)

“Is that you,

“Impossible?” snorted Lord Eastwood.

“Impossible ” said Baggy Trimble firmly,
measles is a highly infectious disease——""

“What in the name of goodness are you talking about?”
stormed Lord Kastwood. “You told me my son was suffer-
ing with pneumonia.”

Baggy Trimble nearly erumpled up. He wished he had
stuck to his original version of the “facts.” Measles was
catching, and it was pretty certain that Lord Eastwood
would not have stated his intention of coming to St. Jim’s
without delay if D’Arcy had been suffering with measles.

His fat mind worked swiftly.

“It's a combination of both,” he answered swiftly.
“Measles and double pneumonia is, you know. A very
serions case——"

“Bless my soul!” gasped Lord Eastwood. “I must come
down and see my poor boy at once. And I shall have

- something to say to you, Mr. Lathom, when I do arrive
for not having acquainted me with the facts before,” he
added grimly.

“Wow!” gasped Baggy.
deeper in the mire,

“What did you say, Mr. Lathom ?”

“I said I think it highly inadvisable for you to come
to the school,” said Baggy. ‘ Measles and—er—pleurisy and
double pneumonia are extremely catching, sir.”

There came an indignant suort from the other end of the
wire.

“What!” roared Lord Eastwood. Really, Mr. Lathom;
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I am beginning to think that you are out of your senses.
Measles, pleurisy, double pneumonia— = Good gad, sir!
What do you mean¥”

Trimble couldn’t very well say that he meant anything
that would keep Lord Eastwood from visiting St. Jim’s.

“Really, sir * he began.

“Enough!” stormed Lord Eastwood. “I'll have some-
thing to say to you, sir, this afternoon! I -shall arrive at
four-forty-five, punctually, and shall be able to visit my
son, Mr. Lathom.”

“But it's a highly infectious case,” roared Baggy info
the transmitter; but he roared in vain, for-Lord Eastwood
had rung off.

“Oh, lor’!” groaned the fat junior as he replaced- the
receiver. “The fat’s in the fire now with a vengeance!
The beast is going to see Mr. Lathom! Oh, crumbs !

He groaned in anguish of spirit. Really, it was enough to
make the most case-hardened schemer groan. If Lord East-
wood came to St. Jim’s that afternoon the whole plot
would come out. And apart from a reckoning at the hands
of Arthur Augustus D’Avey and his friends that would of
a certainty follow the exposure of Baggy’s trickery, Mr.
Lathom would doubtless have something to say to fhe fat
Fourth-Former for making use of his name.

“Oh, crumbs!” repeated Baggy Trimble, as he rolled out
of the prefects’ room.” ““I must do something.”

That was obvious if he were.to continue with his great
idea. But what was he to do? Not only had Arthur
Augustus to be kept clear of meeting his pater, but Mr.
Lathom had,” somehow or other, to be put out of the way
for the afternoon.

And Trimble shuddered at the thought of having to
remove his Form master for the afternoon. All that morn
ing Baggy Trimble’s face was a picture of woe, but by
lunch-time he had brightened up considerably. A plan
had materialised in his fat brain, a daring plan, but entirely
in keeping with Baggy’s fatuous character. He littie
counted the cost, but that was only to be expected.

After lunch the fat junior rolled towards Knox’s study.
He found the prefect at home.

“Hallo, Trimble  said Knox genially. “Trot in!”

Trimble rolled in.

“X want leave to use the telephone, Knox,” he said. “My
pater wants me to—ahem!—ring him up about the party
for Saturday.”

“Oh, that’s all right!” said Knox, with a grin. “Yon
can use the telephone, Trimble. Certainly.”

The Sixth-Former gave that permission readily.  Perhaps
he thought that one good turn deserved another. If he
were on Trimble’s “list,” it was a small enough favour in all
conscience to allow Trimble to use the telephone in the
prefeets’ room.

“Thank you, Knox!”’

Trimble rolled from the study and entered the prefects’
room. Once inside, he closed the door and turned the key
in the lock.

“I'll make certain no one interrupts, anyway!” he mut-
tered.

Then he took up the receiver, and asked for Mr. Lathom'’s
number.” He was soon put through.

“Hallo!” came the voice of the master of the Fourth.
“Who is speaking, please.”

“Is that you, Lathom?” asked Trimble, his fat- kneces
knocking together with fright. “It's Short—Dr. Short
—speaking.”

“Oh, I didn’t recognise your wvoice,” said Mr. Lathom.
““ The phone does play tricks with the voice, you know.”

“I1 can recognise yours!” grinned Trimble, imita-
ting as near as be could the squeaky tones of the school
doctor, “I’'m keen to play you a round.of golf this after-
noon. I shall be on the links at four-thirty sharp. Will
you give me a game, my dear Lathom ?”

“T shall be delighted.”

“Thank you, Lathom. Four-thirty, then. Good-bye!”

Y “At four-thirty,” said the master of the Fourth. “Good-

ye 1”

BBaggy Trimble replaced the receiver, and wiped a stream
of perspiration from his brow. What Mr. Lathom would
say when he arrived at the Wayland Golf Links at four-
thirty Baggy Trimble dared not imagine. One thing was
certain. The master of the Fourth would not be at St.
Jim’s when Lord Eastwood arrived at a quarter to five.

“That’s got that beast out of the way!” muttered Trimhle,
with a faint grin at his own cleverness. “Lucky the rotter
didn’t say he was otherwise engaged.”

It was very lucky indeed, for Mr. Lathom had fully in-
tended to spend his leisure time after classes in delving into
his classic work on Greek mythology. But golf with Dr.
Short would be a welcome break, especially as Mr, Lathom
usually managed to beat the medical gentleman of Rylcombe
at that ancient game.

Trimble thought a moment and picked up the receiver
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“Let’s b the fat idiot for leaving the tickets behind !’’ roared Blake, who was raging with fury. * Scalp hi_m ik
LS A?’thsur‘;TPThe St.lJim’s juniors gecognised the polished voice of Lord Eastwood, D’Arcy’s pater. Baggy Trimble
noticed him, and trembled like an aspen leaf. (See Chapter 10.)

again.  This time he asked for the garage at Wayland. He
was through to the numbe: in a few seconds. SZn el

“Hallo! Is that Wayland Garage ?” he asked, mimicking
ihe polished tones of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

“Yes, sir. Who's speaking 7’ came the respectful query.

“ My name is D’ Arcy—D’Arcy of St. Jim’s,” said Trimble.
o i

“Oh, yes, Master D’Arcy.”

T'he tone was more respectful than ever now, for the swell
of St. Jim’s was a good customer with the garage people
at Wayland.

* What can we do for you ?”

I want to wun into the countwy this aftahnoon in a cah,”
said 'Primble, inwardly rejoicing at his successful imitation
of D'Arey’s voice, “with a party of fwiends. There will
he seven of us, you know.”

“Yes, siv. Would you like the Daimler touring-car?”

“Yaas, deah boy, I mean exactly,” said Trimble. “Will
you awwange for the cah to awwive at four-thirtay sharp?”

“It will be there, sir,” came the reply. “Tll see to it
personally.”

“Thank you vewy much. Good-bye!”

“Good-bye I

‘Trimble replaced the feceiver for the second time. His
scheme was working like a charm. What Gussy would
say when he found a bill from the garage people awaiting
him a few days later Trimble didn’t stop to think. It was
enough for him that he had tided over his immediate chances
of exposure. The bill, he knew of old, would not be sent in
by the garage proprietor for some days, but the car would
he at the gates at four-thirty sharp. that was one'ecomfort.
All that now remained was to get his party into that car
ot four-thivty sharp and get them as far away from St,
Jim’s as was possible before Lord Fastwood arrived.
1> Arey’s father had said that he would be able to stop at

St. Jim’s for a few minutes. Well, it was his look-out if he
had to cool his heels for that time without seeing ‘his son
who was alleged to be stricken with measles, pleurisy, and
double pneumonia.

Trimble emitted a fat chuckle as he unlocked the door of
the prefects’ room and rolled away to the Fourth Form
quarters in search of Blake & Co. He bumped into Aubrey
Racke and his comrades on the way.

“Oh, here you are!” said Racke genially, as the fat
Yourth-Former came in sight. “We’ve been looking for
you, Baggy.”

* Yes, rather,” said Mellish with a friendly grin.

“Have you?” said Trimble. '

*“Yes, I thought you might care to come to tea with us
to-day,” said Racke.

Baggy Trimble shook his head. .

“Sorry,” he said. “‘But I’'m taking out a party of fellows
in the car. It’s calling at four-thirty.”

“Oh, that sounds good!” said Percy Mellish.
fancy a run in the country.” s .

“Not a bad idea,” said Racke thoughtfully. “We could
pull up somewhere and have a smoke and a hand or two
at cards.”

I'rimble grinned.

“But I'm taking Tom Merry and his crowd,” he said.

Racke & Co.’s faces fell. It looked as if their friendship
for Baggy was under competition. And to-morrow was the
Cup Final party. At all costs Racke & Co. wanted to keep
Baggy to themselves until after the party.

Baggy Trimble’s mind worked swiftly.

“You see, I haven’t got their names down on my list,”
he explained. “So I thought I’d give them a troat to-day
instead.”

Racke & Co. brightened up. If that’s all it was, Baggy
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could get on with his run out into the counlry. T was the
morrow’s party they were concerned about. .. - —

“Well, that’s sensible of you,” said Crooke, with a grin.-

“You take them out to-day and they won't- worry us
to-morrow, what?” : e

“That's it,” said Trimble. See you later ==

And he detached himself front Racke & Co. and rolled
on in search of Blake & Co. He found them in the
Common-room with Tom Merry & Co. .

“I say, you chaps,” he said, with -a grin. “I’'ve got a
little surprise for you!” 2 £l

“What's that?” aesked Mouty Lowther.
Final party off?” -

“Eh? Of course not!” £

‘“Then the car’s broken down,” said Monty Lowther.

He had just come from the sanny, having spent half an
hour with Digby. The two of them were still sceptical of
the genuinenecss of Trimble’s party despite the evidence of
the tickets and the fact that leave of absence had been
granted to the seven members of that pacty.

“The car’s all right,” replied Trimble. “But I'm plan-
ning a little run out in the car this afternoon. I'm hiring
one from Wayland Garage and shall deem it a favour if
you chaps will come with me. We can have a good spin
roux:.d the country after lessons and drop in somewhere for
tea.”

“Ohl”?

“Bai Jove !” :

The chums of the Shell and Fourth were surprised—
agreeably surprised.

“* Will you come?” asked Trimble.

Tom Merry & Co. and Blake & Co. looked at each other.
Really they could do little else but accept that kind invita-
tion. It would be churlish, in view of all the circumstances,
to do otherwise. :

*“Like a shot,” said Tom Merry, speaking for the others.

“ Right then,” said Trimble with a grin. - “ Four-thirty
sharp at the school gates.”

And just as he finished speaking the bell for lessons rang
and the juniors split up to go to their respective Form-
rooms. ;

So far Baggy’s wheezs was working like a charm.

CHAPTER 8.
A Narrow Shave !
AGGY TRIMBLE was on tenterhooks all that after-

noon, and in consequence he earned many a rebuke

from Mr. Lathom. The fat Fourth-Former was in

a state of terror lest Lord Eastwood should alter his
stated arrangement to arrive at four-forty-five and visit
the school earlier. : :

But fortune favoured the fat and fatuous Trimble. After-
noon lessons dragged by, but when, finally, Mr. Lathom
dismissed his class Lord Eastwood had not put in an
appearance.

Lrimble breathed a sigh of relief. He grinned to him-
scif as, standing at the gates awaiting the arrival of the
Daimler car from Wayland, he saw Mr. Lathom, golf clubs
over his shoulder, striding out for the station.

That was one difficulty overcorne. It was pretty certain
that Lord Eastwood would not see the master of the
Fourth that afternoon. What would happen when he did
oventually tax him with his phone message of the morning,
‘I'rimble dared not’dwell upon. He lived and moved for
the present.

Sharp to time the big Daimler touring-car from Wayland
drove up to the gates of the school.

“Hallo!” said Tom Merry, who with the rest of the
party, was at the gates. * Here it comes.”

Quite a crowd of Fougth and Shell juniors sfood round as
the big car drove up. Some wondered why it was that the
chauffeur touched his cap to Arthur Augustus D’Arecy and
took no notice of Baggy Trimble who had hired the car,
but no one remarked upon it.

" Tumble in,” said Baggy Trimble majesticaily.

“Yaas, wathah,” said Arthur Augustus. “I say, Twimble,
this is wippin’ {”

Baggy Trimble smiled loftily.

* Nothing to what I’'m accustomed to at Trimble Towers,
you know. Still it’s passable, Gussy, old chap.”

** Quite passable,” said Monty Lowther.

** Rather !” ’

The chauffeur looked round at Arthur Augustus, whom he
knew by sight, for directions as to the route to be
followed, and Baggy, realising the situation, furned to the
swell of the Fourth. ‘ %

“Tell him where to go, Gussy,” he said. “You know the
country round here. I'll leave it to you.” : :

“Wight-ho, deah boys!” said Gussy, and he gave direc-
tions of a route to he followed to the driver.

“Is the Cup

‘L'he car started up, and a cheer followed it as it rapidly °

drew away from the school.
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1 .. Baggy Trimble leaning back on the cushions felt quite
- happy.- Difficulty. number two had been overcome. That

he hadn’t the shightest intention of paying for the hire of
that car never troubléd him a jobt.- After all, the fellows
in the car were Gussy’s pals. They would stand by him
and settle up the account between them when it all came
out. But that would be days ahead. By that time Baggy
3‘1‘[2mb1e hoped to invent a plausible excuse to cover up his
olly. S

It was a very pleasant afternoon and the chums of St.
Jim’s thoroughly enjoyed it. They stopped at a comfortable
old farmhouse for tea and fed on eggs and bread-and-jam
and home-made cake. Baggy Trimble did himself well.
When it came to settlifg up he made some pretence of
fishing in_ his pockets for the necessary cash, but Arthur

| Augustus D’Arcy politely insisted on standing the tea. And

Trimble with a show of great reluctance gave in.

Meantime, punctual to the minute, Lord Eastwood's
Rolis-Royce had arrived at the gates of St. Jim’s. Taggles,
the porter, who knew Lord Eastwood by sight and re-
spected him on account of the handsome tip he “allus
gave a feller,” dived out of his lodge.

“?Arternoon, me lord !” he said, doffing his cap. -

Lord Eastwood nodded a greeting in return. His lord-
ship was looking extremely worried and anxious, as indeed
he had cause to be. He beckoned to Taggles to approach.

**How is my son?” he asked the astonished porter.

“Young Master D’Arcy, sir?” he said. “Why, he’s as
fit as a fiddle as ever was.” -

* What ?” .

Lord Eastwood looked as if he were going to leap out of
the car.

“But I understand that my son was ill with measles or

., bneumonia——>

“Oh, my eye!” gasped Taggles, thinking that his lord-
ship was not quite sane. “’E went out in the car with ‘is
triends a quarter of an.hour ago,” he added.

“Went out in a car?”’ exclaimed his lordship.

Taggles nodded.

*“Which ’e’s gone out for the afternoon with Master

~ Blake and his friends in a car,” he said.

“But that’s madness, my man,
pneumonia——-"’
> “”E ain’t got no numonicr, as far as I know,” said
Taggles in great perplexity. “I’ve never seen ’im lookin’
better, me ford.””

‘“,Blgss my soul I” murmured Lord Eastwood, completely at
sea. *“This is decidedly queer. One would almost think that
someone with a mistaken idea of humour had been—er—
pulling my leg.” y

'Taggles listened to that remark with respect, as became a
school porter in the presence of his superior. But he thought,
privately, that his lordship had “gone potty.”

Lord Eastwood appeared to be ‘thinking. He turned to
Taggles at last.

“Perhaps you will be kind enough to acquaint My,
Lathom of my presence. He is expecting me this afternoon.”

“Beggin’ your pardon, sir,” said Taggles, “but Mr.
Lathom ’as gone out, too. I believe he's gone golfing.
Leastways, he carried his clubs with ’im.”

“What ?” barked Lord Eastwood. “Mr. Lathom gone ouf
when he kuew that T was coming down here ?”

“I dunno about knowin’ you was a-coming here, me lord,”
said Taggles, in great perplexity. *Bus he’s certainly goue
out. And Mr. Lathom’s not the kind of gentleman to do
that if he knew that you were a-coming down, me lord!”

There was a certain truth in the old school porter’s words
that rang home. Lord Eastwood was sure in his own mind
that Mr. Lathom would not be so rude or so inconsiderate
as to leave the school if he expected to see Lord Eastwood
that afternoon. :

His lordship considered for the space of a few moments.

If my son has got

Turning the matter over in his mind, he began to suspect— °

in fact, he was already certain—that his aristocratic leg had
been ‘pulled. Obviously his son could not be ill with either
pneumonia, or measles, or pleurisy if he were out'in a car.
And now he came to think of it, Lord Eastwood was certain
that it was not Mr, Lathom who had spoken to him over the
phone. 1In his agitaiion at {he time his lovdship had not paid
much heed to such ejaculations as “Oh, lor’!” “Oh
crumbs !” and “Ow !” But now he recollected them he was
assured that such schioolboy remarks had not proceeded from
Mr. Lathom.

Having arrived at that decision, his lordship could now
account, to a certain extent, for the peculiar message as to
his son’s condition. that had come over the telephone-wires
in the name of Myr. Lathom.

Some practical joker had been pulling his leg. Tord East-
wood’s face set grimly as he reached that judgment. He
was a busy man, and he considered it a joke in very bad
taste to scare him with news of ‘his son’s sudden illness, as
indeed it was, =

He pulled out his gold watch, and his frown deepened. He
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could ill-atiord the
time he had wasted
on that fruitless
journey to the
school, Someone
would suffer for
that practical joke,
he was determined
on that. But he
‘could not take: the
trouble to investig-
ate the matter at
this juncture, especi-
ally in view of the
fact that his son
was out of gates,
and Mr. Lathom
was away golfing.

Lord Eastwood
snapped his gold
hunter shut, and
turned to his chauf-
feur.

“Home!” he
ordered briefly,

And, with a nod
to the astonished
Taggles, D’'Arcy’s
father settled him-
self on the cushions
as the car swung
out of the drive.

“ Well, my heye!”
exclaimed Taggles,
when only a cloud
of dust indicated
the direction his
lordship had taken.
“Well, my heye!”

And, mumbling to
himself, he ambled
back into his lodge.

The  frown deep-
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ened on Lord
Eastwood’s face as
his magnificent car
raced! along. He

Baggy Trimble’s arms and legs were aching with the cramped position he had been forced to
adopt, and the heavy-footed gentleman seated over him was more restive than ever.
heavy-footed gentleman plumped his foot down fair and square on Trimble’s hand. ** Yaroohoo! **

yelled the fat junior.

Thud! The

(See Clapter 11.)

was annoyed.

He was so deep in his annoyance that he did not notice a
big Daimler car approaching from the opposite direction.
But someone in the Daimler car had spotted him. And the
observant traveller was Baggy Trimble.

His eyes nearly started out of his head as he recognised
the tall, austere-looking gentleman in the car speeding
towards them.

“Oh, my hat!” he groaned. - “That’s done it!”

“What did you say, Twimble, deah boy?” asked Arthur
Augustus, who had been looking at the green countryside
over the near-side of the car.

Trimble’s wits worked swiftly. At all costs he must pre-
vent D’Arcy from seeing that approaching car. It would be
passed in a flash, and all would be well.

“Look !” exclaimed the fat Fourth-Former suddenly.

And he leaned over the near-side edge of the car and
pointed to a piece of parkland the car was rushing past.

“ What's w'ong, deah boy?” asked D’Arcy, screwing his
monocle into position,

“Look !” repeated Trimble. = “ A whole bunch of foxes !”

“What ?” exclaimed Blake and Tom Merry in unison.

“A whole bunch of them !” roared Trimble, getting very
exeited. “Look |”

“Wha-a-at 7"

The juniors looked, but they saw nothing but a stretch of
park land.

And while they gazed in search of Trimble’s imaginary
“bunch ” of foxes, the Rolls-Royce containing Lord East-
wood flashed past. Trimble saw it whiz by out of the corner
of his eye, and he breathed a sigh of relief.

Tom Merry & Co. eyed him strangely, and wondered if he
were wandering in his mind. There was not the faintest
sign of a fox, let alone a whole bunch of them. And Monty
Lowther remembered it was hardly the time of year to see
a fox, anyway.

“Blessed if I could see any foxes!’” grunted Tom Merry,
with a puzzled frown. “You're seeing things, Trimble, old
fat man !” .

“Yaas, wathah!” agreed  Arthur
“There’s not a fox in sight, Twimble.”

Baggy Trimble grinned.

“It must have been an optical delusion,” he explained. “I
could have sworn I saw a buunch of the things.”

Augustus  D’Arcy.

And the subject of the “bunch of foxes’ was dropped at

that. The run back through the glorious countryside was
done in record time, and the car pulled up at the gates of
St. Jim's five minutes before lock-up.

“Top-hole !” exclaimed Tom Merry, as he stepped out of
the car. “I’ve thoroughly enjoyed it !”

“Yaas, wathah! Tt was wippin’.”

Trimble looked at the chauffeur. That individual was
glancing at Arthur Augustus. He was expecting a tip, for
the swell of the Fourth always tipped his chauffeur hand-
somely. Baggy stepped into the breach.

“Do you mind tipping the driver, Gussy?” he said, in a
whisper. *“I've left—er—my wallet in the study, you know.
T'll settle up with you later, of course.”

“That’s quite all wight, Twimble,” smiled Arthur
Augustus unsuspiciously. “Leave it to me.”

And he tipped the cxpectant chautfeur handsomely.

Baggy Trimble breathed another sigh of relief. Really,

it was amazing how his luck was holding out. He thought
so still more when, on questioning Taggles in discreet fashion,
he elicited the fact that Lord Eastwood had called at St.
Jim’s that afternoon, and had departed therefrom in high
dudgeon.

“He, he, he !” cackled Trimble, as he rolled back towards
the School House. * Everything has gone off fine !”

And so it seemed. But he was yet to learn the truth of the
old saying that “ There’s many a slip ’twixt the cup and lip.”2

CHAPTER 9.
Just Like Trimble !

“ AT JOVE! What a wippin’ day!”?

B Arthur Augustus I’ Arey stood at the window of
the Fourth Form dormitory next morning and
sniffed appreciatively at the crisp spring air.

“Topping ! agreed Jack Blake.

“Spiffing ! exclaimed Herries.

Baggy Trimble yawned. The fat Fourth-Former was always
the last out of bed, and the morning of the Cup Final proved
no exception. Ie rolled out from the clothes and went
through his ablutions in about three minutes. Then he
started for the door,

Tue GEm LiBrary.—No. 950.



18 Every Wednesday.

“ Hold on, Trimble, old chap!” said Pevey Mellish, intezr-
cepting him. “I suppose you've not forgotten to get permis-
sion: from old Lathom for the Cup Final party? We don’t
want to-get pipped at the last moment, you know.” .

Baggy Trimble chuckled. Evidently the cad of the Fourth
still jaboured under the impression that he was one of the
party, and Trimble saw no reason for disillusioning him.
‘Oh, I've fixed that up ail right!” he said loftily.
dod 1” said Mellish, as he went on with his dressing.

Trimble rolled down to breakfast in a good mood. He was
{rcated to smiles from Aubrey Racke & Co., who, like
Mellish, fondly imagined that they were going to accompany
him to Wembley that afternoon—a miich more congenial
operation than mugging Greek in the Form-room. But they
were, like Perey Mellish, doomed to disappointment.

Fellows eyed Trimble with envy all through breakfast.
Right up to the last moment some of the less particular
tellows ““sucked ” up to him in the hope of being included
in the Wembley party, whereat Trimble smiled knowingly
to_himself and suffered their flattery and tokens of good
wild,

Tom Merry & Co. and Blake & Co., as agreed, had kept
the affair to themselves, It had seemed strange to them,
veally, for they were the reverse of secretive. But their host
had wished it, and it was for them to fall in with his idea.

But when the warning-bell for morning lessons rang out,
Racke & Co, swarmed round Trimble, their hats and coats
on, and friendship written all over their faces, 3

Raggy Trimble, a dust-coat over his arm, eyed the black
sheep apprehensively. He wished now that he hadn’t culti-
vated the friendship of Racke & Co., that he hadn’t “pulled
their legs.” True, it had benefited him while it had lasted,
for loans had literally rained upon him. But now the time
came round to explain matters he repented him of his rash-
ness, If only Tom Merry & Co. would come along! They
would see that their “host ” wasn’t handled by Racke & Co.
Bubt Tom Merry & Co, were putting the finishing touches o
iheir toilet, whilst Blake & Co. were telling Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy in s forcible fashion what they thought of him ana
the ninth fancy waistcoat he had put on and rejected.

“Well, we're ready,” said Racke, with a friendly smile.
“You've got the fickets?”

“Oh, ves!” said Trimble lamely. )

“ And the cat’s expected here now, isn't it?"" asked Mellish.

“Hr—yes!” muttered the fat junior nervously. As a
matter of fact, he was feeling extremely apprehensive about
that car. It had just occurréd to him that if Lord Eastwood
sent one of his own cars Arthur Augusins D’Arcy would
noé only recognise it, but would, in addition, recognise the
chauffeur. And TPrimble was wondering what plausible tale
he could inven} te account for that extraordinary event.

“Then we'd better be going,” said Crooke.

Baggy Trimble almost wished for the ground to open up
and swallow him. But he cheered up considerably as he saw
Tom Merry & Co. coming aléug the passage leading to the
steps of the School House. They would be bound to stand
by bim, at least:

Baggy took the plunge. -

“Ii’s like this—="" he began; and Racke & Co. noted bis
apprehension, and their friendly smiles disappeared.

Iustinctively they knegw what was coming. . :

“Tt’s like this,” repeated Trimble. “I'm only tiaking
six chaps to Wembley, you know.” :

“Well, we know that!’ said Racke grimly.
siz: aren't we?”

“B-but I've asked T-Tom Merry & Co. and Blake & Co.
to c-come wit?x me, you see,” explained Trimble nervously.

“*Wha-a-at1”

1f looks could have killed, Baggy Trimble would have
curled up and died on the spot under the expressions of
Racke & Co.

It was sonme moments before any of them could speak
properly. ;

“What?” roared Racke at length. “You asked those
rotters? And all the time you've been scrounging on us,
and leading us to believe that we were going to Wembley?”

#I—I'm-not vesponsible for what you b-believe,” stam-
mered Trimble, wishing that Tom Merry & Co. would get a
move on.

“You fat fraud!”

“You niean rotter!”

“You blessed worm !” :

Gyvidently Racke & Co.’s friendship had onlv been destined
to last as long as they knew they were in the Wembley Cup
Final party.

Baggy Trimble backed a pace.

“You swindlin’ hound {"” roared Racke. #Collar him !”

The black sheep of Si. Jim’s needed no second bidding.
They swarmed all over Baggy Trimble like an avenging
army.

Jump ! 2

Baggy Trimble descended to the quad with great conecus-
sion, and he let out a. roar. :

Tur GeM Lrisrary.—No. 950.

“We're only

THE GEM LIBRARY.

S

Price 2d.

“Yaroooooh! Leggo! Rescue, Tom Merry!”

The Terrible Three, coming down the School House steps,
heard that frantic appeal and dashed forward. In a moment
Racke & Co. were being dragged off Trimble’s recumbent
figure. 2 :

“You mustn’t treat our host like that!” grinned Tom
Merry, digging his knuckles into Racke’s neck ard hauling
him off the fat jurior like a sack of coals, “Naughty,
naughty !’ = -

Monty Lowther and Manners were also stmilarly cm-
ployed with Crooke and Mellish.

. “Leggo, you rotter !”” yelled Racke.
swindling us!” :

“What do you mean?” asked Tom Merry.

“He’s been sticking us for free feeds and loans on the
strength of taking us to Wembley to-day!” hooted Racke.
“And now he says he’s taking you rotiers!”’

“ Which is quite correct,” said Tom Merry, with a smile.

“The swindling cad!" Let me get at him!” :

“You're not getting at him!” responded the junior cap-

- fain. “Tt serves you right, my sons. You shouldn’t have
sucked up to him. You’re going in to lessons sharp | There's
the bell.”

And he planted a well-directed boot behind Racke's
clegant trousers that sent the black sheeo of the Fourth
stumbling towards the School House. Mellish and the others
were treated in like fashion. Now that the party was off
there was no other course left open to them but to go in to
lessons. They did this vowing that they would take it oub
of Trimble’s fat hide when he came back that evening.
Knox, too, who had learnt of his exclusion from the party,
vowed to take it out of Trimble when he came back. But
the fat junior did not hear those generous remarks of his
new'-f’ound—and' now lost—friends, Seeing that Tom Merry
& Co. were quite capable of handling the situation without

. his presence, Baggy Trimble started at a run for the gates.
anxious to knaow the worst in connection with the car and

. the chauffeur Lord Eastwood had sent down.

Baggy approached the magnificent touring-car that stood
outside the gates apprehensively. But he had no cause for
fear, if he only knew it.

5 “G-good-morning, my man!” he said to the uniformaed
man ap the wheel. “You are here sharp to time, I see.”
“Good-morning, Master D’Arcy!” came the reply; and

thet chauffeur touched his cap and jumped down from his

seatu
Baggy Trimble started. The chauffeur had addressed him
as “Master D"Arcy.” Did it mean that the man was new

to-the Eastwood household? The thought—and it was a

feasible explanation—made Bagey Trimble chuckle silently.

Luck was following him with a vengeance.

He determined to try out his theory. ’
“How was the pater when you left home, er—er—or——""
be asked, purposely fumbling over the name.

“His loxdship was quite well, sir,” said the chauficur
respectfully. “But I think T have not had the honocur of
mecting you before, sir,” he added. “You see, I only came
into his lordship’s employ last week, when he bought this
new car. My fiame is Mason.” s

Baggy Trimble nearly let out a whoop of joy, True, if
he conld have pierced the chauffeur’s outward air of respect,
he would have been less gratified, for Mason wag hard put
{o it to reconcile the fact that this podgy, overfed, slovenly-
iooking fellow was the son of Lord Eastwood. He had
heard in the servants’ quarters at Eastwood Lodge that
yvoung Master D’Arcy was a very likeable and well-dressed
young fellow. But it was not for Mason to ponder over
these things so long as he drew his weekly wage. He was
all that could be desired in the way of a respectful servant
as he stood there by the side of the door of the magnificent
touring-car.

“Here we aré, deah boys!”

Baggy Trimble jumped as that voice fell on his ears,
but he recoveéidd himself in a moment. After ali, there was
nothing to fear., He looked round and saw Arthur Augustius
D’Arcy, resplendent as ever, in company with Blake, Herries,
Tom Merry, Magners, and Lowther.

All the juniors were eyeing the car in wonderment.
Baggy Trimble was surprising them tight and left. Here
was the magnificent car, complete with chauffeur, as de-
scribed by Baggy Trimble. It seemed incredible, but there
it was. Really the chums of St. Jim's now began to look
forward to a véry enjoyable day.

“Bai Jove, Twinible, your patah knows a good cah when
he sees one!” remarked Arthur Augustus, surveying ihe

" great touring-car through a critical eyeglass.

“Rather 1’ : -

“Theére are others at home,” said Trimble, with a wave
of his fat hand. ‘T didn’t want the pater to send the Rolls,
you knaw.” - ;

“This one’s quite good eunough for little me!™

- Monty Lowther. 7 ?

“That {at toad’s been

grinned

““Ha, ha, ha!™
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No.33— PERCY MELLISH,

SNEAK, a toady, and a cad
A Is Master Percy Mellish;
He’s really not the sort of
lad
Whose company we relish.
He hobnobs with the shady set,
Wheo occupy their leisure
With playing-card and cigarette—
A dubious form of pleasure!

He simply loves to spy and pry
Upon his schoolmates’ actions;
He’s cunning, crafty, mean and sly,

And base in his transactions,
You only need to scrutinise

His face, and note each feature,
His character to realise—

He is a worthless ci

He gets'on well with Aubrey Racke,
They're often seen together:

For each delights to.laze and slack—
Birds of a kindred feather!

Racke patronises quite a lot,
His pursnits are unhealthy ;

But Mellish does not care a jot
So long as Aubrey’s wealthy !

A member of the
rotters’ brigade.

THE FOURTH

Tom Merrv and his chums detest
The ways of Prying Percy;

They often pounce on him with zest
And bump him without mercy.

They eannot stand his crafty ways,
So stealthy and so sinister;

And when a caddish part he plays,
A hiding they administer!

In Study Number Two he “digs ”
With Wildrake and with Trimble;
The latter is the worst of pigs,
The former, blithe and nimble.
But neither has a high regard
For Mellish, be it stated;
And Percy thinks his fate is hard,
And wonders why he’s hated!

I cannot praise, in glowing terms,
So base an anti-Briton;

I hope that Percy Mellish squirms
On reading what T’ve written.

He stands for everything that’s base
And odious and unpleasant;

And I’d repeat it to his face
If only he were present!

DORIS LEV]SON, Emesgisl;::ison's \
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“Hear, hear!”

“ Jump in!” invited Trimble loftily. “We shall have to
look sharp if we're going to catch the connection at
Wavland.,  Kildare and Darrell leit the school an hour
ago.”
a“Bu’r, they had to footslog it to fhe station,” grinned
Monty Lowther. ‘“Mere common mortals, these Sixth Form
men, after all!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors climbed into the car, and Baggy followed
them. Really things couldn’t have worked out better ‘1{ they
had been true from beginning to end. In fact, Trimble
almost began to believe that it was his Cup Final party,

and that the magnificent touring-car that now sped silently

and swiftly to Wayland was indeed his father’s.

And certainly no suspicion to the contrary entered the
heads of the party. There was no room for doubt. The
car and the two-guinea tickets supplied all the procf anyone
needed.

It was a merry party that chatted on the possible result
of the great footer match as the car sped to the station.
Then, just as Wayland Junction Station hove into sight,
Baggy Trimble let out an ejaculation of dismay.

*Oh crumbs!”

“\What’s the matter, old scout?” ‘asked Tom Merry,
thinking of the tickets at once. “Surely you’ve not forgotten
to bring the Stadium tickets ?”

Baggy Trimble shook his head.

“No; I've got those in my pocket,” he replied. “But
T’ve left my wallet behind, in the excitement of the moment,
I suppose. I shall have to ask you to loan me a few pounds
until I get back,” he added.

The chums looked at each other, and the same thought
entered their heads simultaneously. Had Trimble really
iost his wallet? It would be far more in keeping with the
old Trimble if he had started out knowingly without any
money, It was an uncharitable thought, in view. of the
seven two-guinea tickets and the magnificent car, as each
one of the party realised, and it passed in a flash.

Arthur Augustus came to the rescue,

“Wely on me, Twimble,” he said generously.
you thwough until you get back to the school.”

. ‘‘Thank you, old chap!” said Trimble gratefully,
“You'd better let me bhave four pounds to get the railway
tickets with.”

*“Wight-ho, deah boy.”

And_Arthur Augustus bhanded over four erisp currency
notes into Trimble’s fat hand.

“Here we are!” said Monty Lowther, as the car drew
to a halt outside the station. **Hop out, my sons!”

The party “hopped > out, and Baggy Trimble whispered
a few words in Tom Merry’s ear. Tom nodded and slipped
a ten-shilling note into the chauffeur’s hand.

“I'll settle up with you later, of course,” said Baggy, as
he rolled towards the booking-hall.

And Tom Merry wondered whether he would. Still, ten
shillings for a day’s outing, with a two-guinea ticket thrown
in, as it were, was a cheap premium, he reckoned, whether
Trimble settled up with him or not.

The car drove off, and the juniors walked towards the
booking hall, Monty Lowther inquiring the time of the
express that stopped at Wayland of a porter.

“We’ve got five minutes,” he remarked.

*Good !” said Tom Merry.

“Hallo!” said Blake suddenly.
and Darrell I

“Blow them!” ejaculated Monty Lowther.
Trimble 77

“Oh, my hat!”

The party looked round, but there was no sign of their
host. They had seen him at the booking-office, and then he
had disappeared. And there was only five minutes to wait
before the train was due.

“We must find the silly ass,” said Blake, frowning.
“It’d be just like Trimble to make us lose the only express
to town.”

“Yaas, he’s wathah careless, deah boys,” remarked
Arthur Augustus. *Let’s look for him.”

“ Buffet first,” chuckled Monty Lowther.
scoffing tarts and things.”

“I’ll see

“There’s old Kildare

“Where’s

“T1 expect he’s
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*That's it,” agreed Tom Merry, grinning. “Let's root
him out!”

The chums made tracks for the buffet and eniered if,
but there was no trace of Trimble. -

Tom Meiry & Co. came to a halt, perplexed.

“'That's rummy {” said the leader of the Terrible Thrce.
* Where on earth can ha be?”

The chums stared at one another uneasily. The minutes
were ticking by. It only wanted two minutes to the time
of ltltle train. And Baggy, with the tickets was nowhere in
sight.

“The silly ass!” snorted Blake.
miiss the traint”

Another minute ticked by and the juniors were more
than a little anxious. Really, it was too bad for their
host to dash off like that without any warning.

“Due in thirty seconds!” growled Monty Lowther.
“Look, the signal’s down. I thought therc was a catch
in it somewhere. Old Digby thought so, too. I reckon the
fat ass will let us down !

But Monty spoke too soon. Even as the express pulled
into the station, a fat figure came flying along the station
approach, .

It was Baggy Trimble. Under his arm he carried a
huge parcel of cream puffs and jam-tarts, for several of
them dropped out of the parcel as he pounded along.

**Hold on, you chaps!” he called out.

“Put a spurt on!” called out Tom Morry. “Train’s just
going 1”7

**Oh, dear!” panted Trimble.

He raced up, and Tom Merry and Monty Lowther tock
him by the arms and hurried him along, Blake obligingly
taking charge of the parcel of tuck. The guard was just
signalling {o the engine-driver to move off when the St.
Jim’s juniors dashed past him.

“Stand back!” he exclaimed,
draw clear of the station.

But Tom Merry & Co. were not going to see a whole
day’s onting float away before their gaze without making
an cffort. They scrambled into the first carriage they
could. Tom Merry leaned down and caught hold of Baggy
Trimble by the collar and hauled him in in a gasping
heap. DManners, Lowther, Blake, D’Arcy, and Herries
climbed in over Baggy’s prostrate figure.

“Yarooooh !” roared the fat junior, “Get off my hand,
Blake t”

“Sorry ¥’ -

Blake laughingly withdrew his heavy foot from Trimble's
podgy hand, and then the party settled themselves down
comfortably. It had been a near thing. Another second
and the train would have gone. The Wembley party would
have been “off,” for no other frain was scheduled to reach
London in time for the great Cup Final.

“Jove, that was a near thing!” gasped Tom Merry.
“Where did you get to, Baggy?”

“I went to the pastrycooi’s outside the station,” replied
Trimble breathlessly, *The tarts at the buffet are always
stale, you know.”

“Oh!” grunted Blake.
this train, anyway!”

It had been a narrow squeak, due to Baggy Trimble’s
regard for cream puffs and jam-tarts. Still, the chums of
St. Jim’s were in a forgiving mood as they watched the
countryside flash past. Doubtless Baggy’s infentions were
of the best; he had wanted to stand them a feed on the
way to town.

But in that they were mistaken. The parcel of cream
puffs and jam-tarts came down from the rack the moment
Baggy Trimble had recovered his breath after that panting
struggle to catch the train.

And in silence, under the wondering eyes of his guests,
the fat Fourth-Former proceeded to demolish those cream
puffs and jam-tarts without once proffering them to his
companions.

As Lowther remarked, sotto voce to Blake, they were
geiting a peep at the old familiar Baggy. And they were
destined to get more than a peep before the day was out.

“T'll burst him if we

as the train began to

“Jolly good job we didu't niiss

CHAPTER 10.
Spoofed !
AGGY TRIMBLE was just finishing the last jam-tart
B when he jumped, the aciion almost causing him to
choke. But his guests did not witness that start.
They had left Baggy to his own devices, and were
gazing out of the windows of the carriage.

“Oh crumbs}” muttered Trimble.

His eyes roamed to the rack where the party had put
their light coats. But Trimble’s coat was not to be seen.
T'he fat junior remembered now that he had placed it
on a chair in the pastrycook’s at Wayland, when he had
dashed in for a snack just prior to catching the train.
~ Tae Ges Lisrarv.—No. 950.
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_And in the inside pocket of the coat were the seven
tickets entitling bearers to a seat in the stand at Wembley
Stadium.

Trimble almost collapsed at the thought.

What would Tom Merry & Co. say when they knew the
facts; that the tickets giving them admission to the great
Cup Final match had been %eft behind at the pastrycook’s
at Wayland ?

Trimble licked his dry lips.

What was he to do? If he told the party that the tickets
had been left behind they would rag him undoubiedly.
And as three-quarters of an hour of the journey to Wern-
bley still remained, the fat junior did not relish the pros-
pect of being ragged for that period of time. That the
party would have to wait until Wembley was reached was
a cerfainty, for it was an express all the way, and no one
was likely to pull the emergency alarm. It would hardly
avail Tom Merry & Co anything to explain to the officials
that it was no use continuing the journey to Wembley as
the admittance tickets had been left behind.

Baggy groaned in anguish of spirit. There was only ono
thing to do, and that was to carry on, and see the thing
through. What he was going to say when the party arrived
at the turnstiles and were requested to show their tickets
he hadn’t the faintest notion. But that was something of
the future, and Baggy Trimble only concerned himself
with the present,

“TI say, D’Arcy,” he said suddenly.

Arthur Augustus looked round, a trifle frigidly. Ha
cousidered it very ill-mannered of Trimble to scoff that
parcel of tuck without once asking his guests to join in.

“Did you speak, Twimble?” he asked coldly.

“I say, old chap,” said the fat junior. “I'm afraid I'm
vunning short of cash. I've only a few shillings change
from the four pounds I borrowed. Will you let me have
another couple of pounds until we get back?”

“Yaas, Twimble,” said Arthur Augustus. * Although
that will leave me vewy short. I ouly came out with sic
pounds ten shillings, you know.”

“Well, that’ll be all right,” said Trimble easily. “You
won’t need any money to-day, old chap. I'm standing all
the exes.”

The party was now beginning to have doubts on that
score. So far all the money spent since the juniors had
left St. Jim’s that morning had been supplied by Arthur
Augustus and Tom Merry. Still there were the two-
guinea tickets

Arthur Augustus pulled his wallet from his pocket and
handed over two mdre pound-notes, making six in all ke
had loaned to Baggy Trimble.

The fat junior pocketed them without a word. He, at
least, would be able to do something when the eritical time
arrived, now that he had some cash,

The train roared on.

Somehow or other the cheerful spirits that had so marked

the party at the beginning of the journey had now fallen -

away. 'There was an unaccountable air of depression in the
compartment. It was with a sigh of relief, therefore, thai
the St. Jim’s juniors found the train slowing down almost
to a four-mile an hour limit. It signified that the main
line to London had been left behind, that the special train
was running on the line for Wembley. Trains all seemed
to bhe converging on one spot about half a mile ahead of
the Wayland express.

“Wembley ! said Monty Lowther, with a whoop of satls-
faction. “I know the place from last year's visit.”

“You're right,” said Tom Merry, looking out of the car-
riage window. “Hurrah!” : :

“Look at the crowds!” ojaculated Blake, as their train
slowly drew into a platform. - .

“Bai Jove!” remarked Arthur Augustus, surveying fis
steadily moving throng of people on the platforms to right
and left of them. “What a wecord cwowd !” -

1t was a record crowd. Old men, young men, a sprink-
ling of women, too, all were moving towards the Wembley
Stadium that towered skywards under a mass of gaily-
coloured streamers and strips of bunting. The strains of
a band, too, could be heard above the continued buzz of
thousands of talking spectators.

From all parts of the British Isles people of all ages Lad
flocked in their thousands to see the Cup Final, the greatest
Soccer match of the season, 3

The sun streamed brightly down upon the moving mass
ireking towards the turnstiles. : =

“Here we are ab last,” said Blake cheerily. I say, what
a crowd.” =

“We'd better keep close to one another,” said Tom Merry,
as the train came to a halt and the passengers began 1>
alight. “Got the tickets, Baggy, old bean?™

“The tickets——" began Baggy with a guilty start.

“The railway tickets, idiot!” said Tom Merry, with a
grin, “Huoery up!”
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The juniors tramped their way along the platform, keep-
ing close to one another. It was a slow job, but they
rps;ched the ticket barrier at last, and Baggy gave up the
tickets.

“You'd better let us have our return-haif tickets,” re-
marked Tom Merry, as they started towards the Stadium,
“in case we lose sight of you, Baggy.”

“Ye-es,” agreed the fat junior.

The return-halves of the railway tickets were distributed,
a wise precaution, really, in such a crowd of people. I
was quite easy, after all, for members of a party to lose
sight of one another. Everywhere people were moving to-
wards the Stadium, some of them joking with the police
who were good-naturedly controlling the vast crowds. Ii
was so easy, in fact, to become detached from the party,
that Baggy Trimble took his chance, and slipped behind a
tall, broad-shouldered North Countryman when the rest
of the St. Jim’s juniors weren't looking.

“Good!” breathed the fat Fourth-Former. “TI'll slip
away and get some grub. I sha'n’t see these rotters again
until T get back to St. Jim’s.”

But there he was mistaken.

Tom Merry, running his eye over the party a moment or
so later, noticed the absence of its principal member—ihe
one whom he fondly imagined held the tickets of admit-
tance. -

“Where’s Trimble 7" he asked suddenly.

“That’s done it!”

“We sha’n’t get in now!”?

Tt certainly looked like it, for Baggy Trimble was no-
where to be seen. Right and ieft the St. Jim’s party looked

for him, but they couldn’t see him, for the fat junior was

safely concealed behind the broad figure of the North
Ceountryman.

But 1n the crush that -same North Countryman happened
to stand on Baggy Trimble’s pet corn, and the fat Fourth-
Fermer let out a wild howl of anguish.

**Yarooooch !”

1t was given with all the power of Trimble's lungs, and
it reached the ears of Tom Merry & Co.

“That was Trimble’s voice!” exclaimed Tom Merry ex-
n-x'i-:i;dly.’ “T'd know it anywhere, And he's not far away,
either,’

He wasn’t.
to Trimble the St. Jim’s party caught $ght of him.
diately they velled:

“Trimble!” .

Baggy started, and his jaw dropped. He heard his school-
fellows plainly enough; indeed, that combined shout could
be heard a mile off. Next moment Tom Merry & Co. were
pushing their way over to him.

“You silly idiot!” said Tom Merry crossly. “If we
hadn’t seen you we should have been landed. You've got
the tickets. We can’t get in without them !”

“Wow!” gasped Baggy.

“T'll take jolly good care we don’t lose sight of vou
again,” said Tom Merry grimly, and he fastened a grip on
Baggy Trimble’s arm,

The fat Fourth-Former was at his wits’ end.

A few yards away now were the turnstiles. He looked
about him like a hunted rabbit, but there was no escape.
Tom Merry gripped his arm tighter than ever as the party
gradually moved forwards in the queue.

They reached the turnstiles at last, and Baggy made an
attempt to search his pockets. b

*“Come along, young fellow,” said the attendant. “You
can’t hold up the queue like that. Tickets, please!”

“Wow !” groaned Raggy, diving his hand into his jacket-
pocket, knowing full well that the action would not bring
to light the requisite tickets.

“Where are they?” roared Blake at last. And Trimble
nearly jumped out of his skin at the ferocious expression
on Blake’s face.

“I—1I don’t know,” faltered Trimble.

Tinme-

3

“T must have l-lost

them !”

“ Wha-a-at?” = :

The St. Jim’s pariy voiced that exclamation simulia-
neously.

“TPve Illost them!” gasped Trimble. “I must have l-lost
them. T remember now I had them in my overcoat pocket.”

“But you haven’t got an overcoat!” said Tom Meiry in
exasperation.

“My hat!” exclaimed Monty Towther suddenly. *“The
fat fool had one when we were in the car. I remember if
distinctly.”

Trimble nodded weakly.

“I must have lleft it in the pastrycook’s at Wayland !”
h= gasped.

*“Well, of all the born idiots ? gasped Blake.

The St. Jim’s juniors’ feelings were too deep for words.

To get as far as the furnstiles at the Stadium and then
3 find out that the necessary admittance tickets had been

As the Norih Countryman turred to apologise

left behind at Wayland was really oo bad.
& Co. had reason to feel wrathful.

SBump the fat idiot!” roared Blake, who was raging
with fury by this time. ‘‘Scalp him!” S

“Yaas, wathah!”

¢ Arthur !” =

That well-known, polished voice brought the whole party
up with a jerk, as it were, for everyone recognised the voice
of Lord Eastwood, D’Arcy’s noble pater, Baggy Trimble
neticed him first, however, and trembled like an aspen leaf.
But he took advantage of the fact that the eyes of the
juniors were transferred from him to Lord Eastwood by

Tom Merry

‘dodging away and mingling with the crowd.

Gussy was shaking his father by the hand, delighted to
see him at such a propitious moment. In a few moments
he bad explained what had happened. Lord Eastwood
listened in blank astonishment.

_ “But why were the tickets in Trimble's possession?” he
asked. “J sent them to you, Arthur. Surely you were
capable of looking after them yourself 7"

It was Arthur Augustus D’Arey’s turn to be surprised
now.

“You sent them to me?” he stuitered.
Trimble’s tickets, patah. We were his guests, you know!”

“There's something wrong here,” exclaimed his lordship.
“If this boy Trimble has lost his tickets, what happened
to the seven tickets I sent you on Wednesday ?”

“You sent me seven tickets ?” gasped D’Arcy.

His lordship nodded. :

‘“And I arranged for the car to pick you up at St. Jim’s
this morning to take you to Wayland.”

“The ccah?” stuttered D’Arcy, bewildered.

“The mew car,” explained his lordship, ‘“and Mason,
the new chauffeur, was with it.”

Tom Merry started violently.
daylight now.

*“Hold on a minute,” he said.
hang of this, Gussy. Let’s have a word with Trimble.”

The party looked in the direction where Trimble had
stood a few moments earlier. But there was no sign of the
fat Fourth-Former now.

“He’s bolted ! exclaimed Blake. ‘“The fat rascal!”

“QOh, great Scott! I can see the wheeze!” exclaimed Tom
Merry. “Trimble’s spoofed us. You remember the day
of the Greyfriars match, Gussy?”

“Yaas, wathah!” said the swell of St. Jim’s, who had
good cause to remember that match, having been instru-
mental in giving the victory to his school.

“You remember Trimble said something about a letter
he had for vou, just as we were about to kick off after the
first goal?” L

“Rai Jove!” exclaimed D’Arcy. “So he did.
gotten all about that lettah, deah boy!” S

“Then you can bet your sweet life that Trimble opened
it for you,” said the captain of the Shell. *“I-thought it
jolly queer that he should have seven Cup Final tickets
after the Greyfriars match. He hadn’t them before the
mateh, T'll wager, otherwise he would have shown them tc
me.”

“The fat rascal!” hooted Blake., “Then it wasn't his
pater’s car that fetched us this morning?”

“0Of dourse not!” said Tom Merry. *And now I under-
stand why we were included in the party.” =

“So do I, bai Jove!” ejaculated D’Arcy. “With the
exception of.Trimble, you chaps would haye made the same
party as I should have taken. And Twimble had weally
dwopped into Dighy’s place.”

“Oh, my hat!” ] )

Things were becoming clearer now. Lots of things that
had puzzled Tom “Merry & €o. now became clear, in fact.
And Lord Eastwood, as he listened to the excx‘ted juniors
chatter began to see why he had been brought down to
St. Jim’s on a fool’s errand. He could see that if Trimble
were really guilty of all these actions why he should not
want D’Arcy’s father to visit St. Jim’s. Naturally, Lor(:\
Tastwood would have asked his son about the arrangement
for the party, and then the fact that the tickets had never
been veceived by Arthur Augustus would have come to
light. No wonder the person responsible for that hoaxing
telephone message had “given ™ Arthur Augustus an -
fectious disease.”

“By gad, that young rascal ought to be severely
punished,” said Lord Eastwood grimly, and he gave the
juniors an account of his experiences the day before. :

“The awful idiot!” said Tom Merry, when his lordship
had concluded. “Why, he deserves to go to gaol!”

“He certainly does,” remarked Lord Eastwood.. “Buf,
come, my dear boys, I must see about getting you into
the Stadium. Luckily, T am an official of this company,
and as I have the numbers of the tickets T don’t think I
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He was beginning to sce

“J believe T can get the
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shall experience any great difficulty in convincing the right
people that I bought them originally. Just wait a moment.”

His lordship disappeared through the turnstile, leaving
Tom Merry & Co. wondering whether they had been to
sleep and had been drcaming. >

Lord Fastwood came into sight again a few moments
later. There was a sniile on his face that indicated he
had fixed up the question of admittance.

“It’s all right, my boys,” he remarked cheerily. “TFollow
me! The game is due to start in a moment or so!”

The juniors followed him readily enough, and once inside
the Stadium Trimble was forgotten.

“Hurrah!”

It would be impossible to describe the mighty volume of
sound that echoed skywards. Rattles whirred their screech-
ing note, trumpets blared, whistles shrieked, and people
shouted. And ainongst that terrific volume of noise mingled
the shouts of Tom Merry & Co. and Blake & Co.

“Hurrah !”

“ Huwwah !”

Then a silence fell upon the vast concourse as the two
captains tossed for choice of ends, a silence that seemed all
the move acute as another roar from the assembled
thousands lent itself as a comparison. !

A moment more, and the great game had broken into life,
and none amongst the packed stands and terraces watched
its progress with more keenness then the party from
St. Jim's.

CHAPTER 11.
Poor Old Trimble !

1 ow!' : 3
. W That dismal ejaculation proceeded from Baggy

Trimble.

The fat TFourth-Former had cause to feel
dismal, indeed. It was five hours since he had set eyes on
Tom Merry & Co.—five hours from the time Lord Eastwood
had approached the party and Baggy Trimble had bolted.

And those five hours represented the worst period of
Baggy Trimble’s life. :

Having successfully dodged .away from the awkward
explanation that he knew was in store for him, the fat
junior had been pushed ard jostled by the crowd until he
was sick and dizzy, and his throat was parched with-the
flving dust.

Baggy hated Wembley, hated the crowd, the policemen,
the very place itself. Hot and dusty and tired, he at last
wandered into a refreshment buffet and ordered an extensive
feed. Indeed, the waitress who took the order almost col-
lapsed when she learnt that the order was for Baggy's own
consumption. But that was not all; she suspected the fat
junior was “havipg her on a piece of string,” as she
oxpressed it—a suspicion that grew into a certainty when,
having brought the required goods to the counter, Baggy
Trimble suddenly discovered that he hadn’t a brass farthing
about his person.

“I've been robbed!” he roared in a frenzy.

And for once in a way Baggy spoke the truth. He had
been robbed. Even his return ticket had been taken from
him, but that he learnt later. Meantime, the young lady
at the buffet took back the tuck Trimble had ordered and
spoke a few words to the attendant at the door, with the
result that Trimble found himself pitched out of the buffet
a second or so later, accused of being a bilk.

Really, it was a very unhappy anti-climax to Baggy’s Cap
Final party. But the end was yet to come. For hours the
unhappy Fourth-Former wandered about, hungry and
bewildered, Then it was he discovered the loss of his return
ticket.

“Oh, crumbs!” he groaned

It was the crowning point. Like a fat, startled rabbit
Trimble rushed hither and thither when the great Soccer
match was over, looking for Tom Merry & Co. He much
preferred delivering himself into their hands to spending a
night at Wembley without a penny in his pockets.

But Baggy Trimble never once caught sight of the
St. Jim’s party. He did not know that they had left by
the first train after the match, having forgotten, for the
time being, the very existence of Bagley Trimble of
St. Jim's.

Backwards and forwards—Baggy's head was in a whirl
with it all. Unable to help himself, he was carried along
with the surging crowd now intent only upon getting back
to their homes.

But Baggy had no means of getting back to St. Jim’s.

“Wow !” he moaned. “ What shall I do?”

That was indeed a problem. He heard the raucous shouts
of a porter informing all and sundry that: “This is the
train for Wayland Junction,” and somehow or other
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Baggy determined to get on that train. By more luck than
judgment he was successful in passing the ticket barrier,
and, finding an empty first-class carriage, scrambled into
it and dived underneath the seat.

“Wow!” ‘he gasped, as the passengers began to swarm
into the compartment. ““This is awful!” .

But he thanked his lucky stars a moment later that he
had hidden under the seat, for when the compartment was
full an inspector jumped in and requested tlie passengers
to show their tickets. 3

What would have happened had Trimble been sitting
like any ordinary passenger he dared not dwell upon, but
the inspector naturally did not look under the seat, and
Baggy breathed a sigh of relief when he had gone.

For all that he was afraid to show himself, at least until
the train had started, for fear the inspector should come
back. And the train was about half an hour in starting.
During that half hour the compartment filled with tobacco
smoke and Trimbie felt his lungs bursting. He was getting
cramp, too, and to make matters worse, a heavy-footed
gentleman had a constant habit of treading on Trimble's
fat hand.

“Oh, dear!” he muttered. ‘This is awful !

It was. It was borne. in on Trimble's fat mind that he
would have done better to have left Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy to open his own letters. But repentance with
Trimble came always after the event and not before,

“Wow !” he gasped. “I can’t stand this any longer!”

His arms and legs were aching with the cramped position
he had been forced to adopt,-and the heavy-footed gentleman
'-\'a'mlsl m(i)re restive than ever. But just then the train started.

"hud !

The heavy-footed gentleman plumped his foot down again
—this time fair and square on Trimble's hand.

“Yaroooooh !” velped Trimble.

Immediately all eyes were turned in his direction. There
was nothing for it now but to come out from his hiding-
place. Trimble did so.

He looked a picture of woe. His hair was matted and
awry, his collar was crumpled and dirty, his podgy features
were muddy with perspiration and dust, and his clothes
looked as if they had been hauled through a dustbin.

The passengers stared at him speechlessly as he crawled
painfully from under the seat. But they were sympathetic—
very sympathetic. When Trimble explained that he had
been robbed of every penny he had the heavy-footed
gentleman put a pound-note into Trimble’s grimy hand and
told him that doubtless it would see him home.

That was the only consolation the fat junior had extracted
from his journey to Wayland. He would at least be able
to escape being arrvested as a “bilk ™ when Wayland
Junction was reached—so he told himself.

But, as a matter of fact, when Wayland Junction was
eventually reached Trimble found himself able to dodge
through the ticket barrier without the necessity of paying
his fare, which went to prove that, despite his painful
experiences of the day, Baggy Trimble was the same old
Trimble.

And when, eventually, he arrived at St. Jim's and found
Tom Merry & Co. and Blake & Co. telling an amazed
audience in the Common-room of Trimble's latest escapade
he had the amazing effrontery to grin.

“He, he, he!” he cackled. “It was only a j-j-joke, you
know ! 3

That did it!

With one accord Tom Merry & Co. and Blake & Co.—
not forgetting Racke & Co.—pounced on the fat Fourth-
Former and gave him the ragging of his life. In reality,
Trimble was surprisingly lucky to get off so lightly, but
that was due to the pleading of Arthur Augustus. In
addition to settling the bill with the people at Wayland
Garage, he had prevailed upon Lord Eastwood to let the
matter drop. As Gussy remarked, no real harm had been
done. His party, after all, and not Trimble's party, had
seen the Cup Final.

And Lord Eastwood had yielded to his son's pleading.
He agreed to let the matter drop.

Everybody was satisied—with two exceptions—Baggy
Trimble, who was a mass of aches and pains, and Mr.
Lathom, the master of the Fourth. He was still wondering
who it was had hoaxed him into travelling over to Wayland
Golf Links to play the Rylcombe doctor at golf.

And, so far.as he is concerned, that little circumstance is
likely to remain a mystery to him till the end of his days.
Certain it is he never once connected it in any way with
Trimble’s Cup Final party.

THE END,

(There will be another ratiling fine long complete story
of Tom Merry & Co. next week, entitled: ** COUSIN
CTHEL'S CHUM!” By Martin Clifford. Make no
mistalke about ordering your GEMavell in advance,chums.)
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THE MONK v. BOB EVANS ! Always between the arch-scoundrel, the Monk, and hls ambition o possess the death=
fealing invention known as the Scarlet Streak, stands Bob Evans, the youthful reporter of the ¢ Daily Times! !

A Sensational Story of Romance and Adventure based upon the Death Ray—the greatest scientific discovery of
modern times.

Affer the Fight !

OB and his assailants hurtled through the broken
balustrade, twisting and writhing as they fell through
thin air, with wood and debris showering down all
about them.

Bob had a glimpse of the brilliant ball-room—of the
dancers running from the scene, of scared faces and startled
eyes—then came @ terrific crash as he and the sailors
plunged into the hreach that the grand piano had made in
the floor.

Laths and plaster plucked at their clothing, breaking
even as if partly checked their fall. Bob had a vision of
white dust all about him. = His ears were filled with the
sound of shattering wood; fthen came a thudding shock as
the three men beneath him hit the floor—one of them:
knocked unconscious by the impact.

By & miracle none of the others were hurt; the falling
of the piano had shettered the floor of the ball-room. It
had dislodged the ‘polished wood blacks for a considerable
area, taking them through the breach with it; but the laths
and plaster of the ceiling benéath were almost intact, and it
was this that had, in a measure, preserved the struggling
group.

For a moment Bob felt as though he was standing on the
back of his neck; then a fist slugged nt his jaw, and the
gang were af him again. A twisted face Joomed before his
eyes as his body slumped to the horizontal. He saw a
blood-smirched fist lifted to swing. a second time, and with

all his might he crashed out and got home benecath the “I
T U T

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.
BOB EVANS, a young reporter on the © Daily Time
ordered to find the inveator of the Scariet Streak, a wonder]ul
invention which emits ¢ powerful, destructive ray. Possession
of it will mean kingship of the world. The inventor i3
RICHARD CRAWFORD, whose real name is John Carson. He hag
been working on the invention for years with the sole

fellow’s jaw.

The satlor went down,
and Bob twisted from the
clutch of the other man,
flogging him backwards
with a fierce right. The
man’s head cracked against
the side of the wrecked
piano, and he dropped
mert.

Bob scrambled to his
feet.  His head was buz-
zing like a beehive. He
stood there, enes hand to
the side of his head, star-
ing at the wreckage all
about him. Above, a great
hole yawned in the ceiling,
with plaster still trickling
down. The wires and
broken hammers of the
smashed piano were tan-
gled with the splintered
wood of the easing—all

assigtgnce of his daughter,
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hutile ajter it!

dirt.
“Two of the men who =
had fallen =i

him “"were knocked

MARY CRAWEORD. The inventor has changed his name because

. he Jears that the Scarlet Streak will fall into- the hands of

THE MONE, a crook who, with LEONTINE and COUNT K.,
seek  possgssion of the invention that they wmay terrorise
the world. Bob locates the inventor and his daughter aboui
the same. time that the Monk finds the Crawfords’ home. At a
masked Ball which is being given there, Leontine lures-Mary
awday, while the Monk and some of his gang, disguised as
suilors, make an attack on the inveuntor’s laboratory in search
of a blueprint which will disclose the secrets of the Scarlet
Streak. Bob dashes to the vescue of the inventor, gnd is
atiacked by the sailovs. A terrific fight vages, in whick Bab is
forced out on to a balecony, where the band is playing to the
dancers in the ball-room Uelow.
through the balecony railing and smashes through the floor
beneath to the kitchen. Awn instant later Bob and the sailors

(Now read on.)

out, and the third was too groggy from that punch on the
jaw to get to his feet. Bob saw that lie had nothing more
10 fear from them, and he started across the kitchen to the
stairs that showed beyond the deorway.

He recollected that he had heard Mary’s voiee calling for
help. He had gone to assist her, not knowing that it was
Leontine who had imitated Mary’s tones. And then the
fight had sfarted!

It was as he raced across the room, staggering a liitle
as he went, that he remembered the last he had seen of the
inventor was when the Monk had been standing over him
in the laboratory! :

The remembrance acted 'like a tonic io the young
reporter. He stumbled up the stairs, gaining new strength
with every step. He found himself in & passage at the top,
and the whole house was strangely silent, All the guesis
had left hurriedly at sight of the fight on the balcony.

Bob. half ran down the passage, and as he passed an open
door he glimpsed the moving figure of a men ladling punch
from a ‘bowl set on a table. Evidently the fellow was a
guest ; but even at a hurried glance Bob could see that the
man had been drinking freely. He stepped into the room
and caught him by the shoulder.

“Have you seen Miss Crawford?” he asked quickly.

The man stared at him stupidly, and gesticulated to the
bowl.

“Goo’ stuff ! Have some o’ th'—-"

Bob shook him roughly, and he thrust his grim-set face

at the other.

“Miss Crawford—— Pull
yourself together, man!
This is a matter of life
and death! Xave you seen
Her?”? - = :

“Mi-mish Crawt’d?”’ The
fellow blinked at him as
though he was trying
to remember something.
“Mary’s a fine gurrl! Jus’
saw her with Cle’patra !”

“Cleopatra? What
the——"" 1t seemed to Bob
that the man was talking
nonsense. He did not know
that it was Leontine who
had come to the ball
dressed as Cleopatra. With
an exclamation of disgust,
he thrust the man away
and leaped from the room,
making for stairs which he
knew led to the laboratory
where he had left Mr.
Crawford in the hands of
the Monk.

Three at a time Bob went

2
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he saw the shattered woodwork of the door that led to the
balcony, with broken glass strewing the carpet of the
corridor. - Beyond were disarranged -hangings, and near
them the wide-open door of the laboratory. Ifor an instant
Bob. paused. Absolutely no sound came to his ears. Had
the Monk made away with the inventor as well as with
Mary ?

He leaped for the open doorway, and his heart thumped
in relief- as he looked in. Mr. Crawford was crouched at
the base of the Scarlet Streak, and he turned as he heard
Bob’s fodtsteps.  For. a- moment his pallid face showed
alarm. That expression changed to a smile as he reeognised
Bob. He straightened up and stepped towards the youthful
reporter.

“Thanks to you, my boy, their attack was a failure!
They got nothing!” he exclaimed.

“But where is Miss Crawford 7’ Bob asked. “She was

with me when the attack started!”

“Don’t you know where?” The inventor's eyes widened.

Every vestige of the colour remaining in his-pale features
was drained away. ‘‘Isn’t she I—I thought she was
with you, and safe!” he gasped. >

“She was. But I left her when I dashed up here to you
—when that pistol-shot sounded |” Bob told him. “Surely
the Monk can’t——"

Ile left the rest unsaid as he gazed about the laboratory.
The floor was littered with papers that had been knocked
from the inventor’s desk. Among them was the draft of the
Cross Word puzzle on which Mr. Crawford had been work-
ing when the Monk began his attempt to get the secret of
the Scarlet Streak. The Monk did not know that the
Cross Word puzzle contained the secret of the whereabouts
of the hidden blueprint. And that blueprint held the secret
of the death-ray machine!

Both turned as a step sounded in the corridor outside.
It was the butler.

“Have you seen Miss Crawford?” Bob ripped at him.

“No, sir. I—I was knocked out myself, and—-"

“Then the Monk must have got her!” groaned the
inventor. “She must be in his hands!”

He staggered as the awful realisation came home to him.
The butler caught him as he swayed. The grey-haired
inventor had been through a great deal in the last fifteen
minutes. The moment that he had recovered from the
fight he had started to assure himself of the safety of his
torrible invention. That effort had tried his already over-
taxed strength, and now he all but swooned.

“He’ll be all right with me, sir!” the butler exclaimed
to Bob. “You look for Miss Mary, and I'll—"

“I will!” Bob bent and looked into the colourless features
of the inventor, and he said grimly: “Mr, Crawford, I'm
going to find Mary. T'll get her back if I have to fight the
Monk’s gang single-handed !”

With the words he turned and leaped for the door,

—_——

In the Clutches of the Monk !

T was while Bob had been fighting for his life against the
I gang that Mary had been swiftly borne away in the
car into which she had been entrapped. She was more
than a little dazed from the fumes of the sickly-
smelling pad that had been clapped over her mouth, and it
was not until the car stopped that she fully recovered.

Strong arms wrapped about her, and she was lifted from
the car. She discovered that she was the captive of a
woman fully double her own size; a hard-faced, tight-
lipped woman who looked as though she might have been
a prison wardress.

Through a door that slammed with sinister meaning
behind her, Mary was forced up a flight of stairs, and then
the woman pushed her into a room. There was a close,
sultry atmosphere about the building, an airless, confined
feeling that set Mary’s heart beating with an apprehen-
sion that she tried to stifle.

She was in the gloomy, shuttered building which was the
headquarters of the Monk’s criminal organisation. The
House of the Closed Shutters was the only name by which
it was known.

The door closed and the woman locked it as she followed
Mary into the room. Mary had been tricked by Leontine
into believing that her father had been got away from their
home and that she was being taken to hint. Now she knew
the truth. She was in the clutches-of the Monk!

Half unconsciously Mary crossed to the window, pulling
back the curtains, only to find that all chance of exit that
way was barred. She turned to the woman.

“You needn’t try to get out!” the woman hissed at her.
“There’s no way out o this house—once you're in! You
can try all—->

She broke off, and her dark eyes glinted as Mary dashed
past her to another door that showed at one side of the
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room. Iagerly she thrust it open and looked through.
lven as she did so, the woman leaped at her from behind
and pushed her through to the room beyond, jerking the
door shut behind her. .

1t was a bed-room. The force of the woman’s push had
half thrust Mary on to & bed just by the door, and she
dropped on it as she heard the key turn in the lock. It
was the sound of the turning key that roused Mary,

and she tried the door. It resisted her every effort.

She ran to the window—stout iron-bars showed there. As
she stared at them despondently, the door openecd once
more and the woman darted in, pitching some clothes on
to-the bed. Mary rushed towards her, only to be thrust
back as the woman slipped through the door and locked it
again. ;

Once more Mary tried it, beating «frantically on the
panels and calling. It was useless and she realised it; she
dropped into a chair and rested her elbows on a table, her
head -in ‘her hands. She was trapped indeed, and she
knew that the Monk would have no mercy; he would use
her as a hostage to forece her father’s hand—to force him
to disclose the secrets of the Scarlet Streak.

And with the death-ray machine at his command, the
Mm[lg would start his campaign to gain the lordship of the
world.

liven then the Monk was on his way to his headguarters;
clated at the capture of Mary, but cursing because Bob's
intervention had thwarted his attack on the inventor.

Accompanied by Leonting and Count K. he hurried from
the Crawfords’ house to where his limousine stood.

“Mary Crawford was taken to the House of the Closed

" Shutters in our car!” Leontine told himn exultantly. *Que

next move is to get Bob Evans!” :

*We can’t go back and fix him now!” the Monk growled,
and his sunken eyes blazed venom as he spoke. “The
police will be here in no time—everybody in the place has
gone running to the street. The sooner we make ourselves
scarce the better! We'll get Evans—but we'll deal with
the girl first!”

‘L'he three dived into the waiting car, and with the arch-
scoundrel at the wheel, drove at high speed towards the
gang’s headquarters. Mary’s wardress greeted them with a
grin when they entered the room in which they usually
held their counsultations.

S ““Got her under lock and key, eh?” snarled the Monk.
“All right, I'll call you when I want you!”

The big woman left, and Count K. said quietly :

't‘I don’t like dragging the girl into this business. It's
not——"

‘L'he Monk glared at his handsome features, and the gang-
leader’s eyes glinted,

“ You don’t like it, eh?”” he grated. “P’r’aps you forget
what’s at stake. If we can get Bob Evans out of the way—
the rest’ll be easy! This is the second time he’s butted in
and spoilt things. I'd have got all I wanted to-night, but
for him! Let me get him into this house, and that's all
LI'll ask!” He grinned in sinister fashion, and even
Leontine, hardened as she was, shuddered a little at the
expression on his face. “I'm going to use the girl to get
him!” the Monk went on. “Here’s how!”

For an hour the trio plotted there; then the woman was
called in and given her instructions.

“But we won't act until the morning!” the Monk said
finally. ““We'll give that girl a night of it in that room,
She’ll be feeling desperate by the morning!”

The night slid silently away with Mary still seated at
the table. She was wondering what hewfather was doing—
whether he, too,” was somewhere in that house.

The inventor, as a matter of fact, fearing another attack
from the Monk, was hurrying to complete the puzzle-code
locating the hidden blueprint; while Bob Evans was scour-
ing the city for some clue that might lead him to the
Monk—and Mary.

It was full daylight when the door of Mary’s prison
clicked open, and she shrank back as the powerful figure of
the Monk showed in the doorway. He stood glaring at
her, then stepped forward. -

“Well, I've got you, at'any rate!” he snarled. “You
know nearly as much about the Scarlet Streak as your
tather. Where does he keep the plans of % :

“I shall tell you nothing—nothing at all!” Mary
exclaimed passionately. “You can do what you like with
me, but —”

The Monk growled deep in his throat, and he stepped

| closer, his fingers crooked like claws.

“I've got ways and means of learning what I want to
know,” he snarled. “Don’t make me > 5
He broke off abruptly as the woman who acted as Mary’s
wardress caught him by the arm and pulled him back.
“None of that!” she cried. “ILwon’'t stand for it !”
Her hard face was set as she faced him, and she stepped
between him and Mary.




.~ ANY COMPLAINTS ?

Hand over hand, muscles straining, swinging
madiy, Bob hauled himself along the hempen
cable stretched between the brake post of the
: truck and the speeding car.

{See Page 28).
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“T’ll not stand by and see you harm this defenceless girl!” 1 pressed a button half hidden at one side of the table.
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she snapped. “Youw'll leave her alone while I'm

The Monk’s dark eyes blazed as he saw the woman slip
an arm about Mary. His stained teeth showed as he
glared at the woman; for an instant, the shadow of a
smile flickered about his lips, then he turned abruptly on
his heels and stepped out of the room.

“He’s scared o’ me,” the woman half whispered to Mary.
*“ I know more’n a thing or two about him! I ain’t goin’
to let him hurt you while I got the chance to do anything 1
and the pressure of her arm about Mary’s shoulders re-
assured the girl. The woman went on: “T'd help you get
away, but they watch me too close—but I might be able to
deliver a message.”

“A message!” exclaimed Mary, and her eyes lit up as
she.looked at the woman. *“‘If 1 could only get word to
Mr. Fvans, be would notify father!” she said eagerly.

“Then write 1t now—while we’ve got a moment
together!” the woman whispered quickly. *There’s paper
and ink over there i’ and she pointed to the table.

Quickly Mary crossed the room, and she wrote with the
woman standing behind her. Mary did not know that there
was a sneering smile on the woman’s face—nor that the
Monk and Count K. were listening outside the half-closed
door.

While Mary finished the note, the woman took a hat from
a drawer, and she threw another sneering grin at the door
as she moved back to the girl; Mary rose from the chair
and handed the swiftly-written note to the woman. She
slipped it into a pocket of her dress.

“You leave this to me, dear,” she said, and Mary
’ atched her as she left the room, locking the dcor behind
her.

The Monk and the others were waiting for their con-
federate, and they all looked at her expectantly as she
entered the room in which they were now seated.

139

“She feil for it!” she said, as she moved towards the

Monk. “With her and Evans in our power, Crawford will
come across!” and she laughed as she drew the note from
hier pocket. s

Count K. grabbed it from her and scanned the written
words. . The Monk took it and read it with Leontine, an
evil smile ereasing his face.

* You’d better get along with that right away !** Count K.
told the woman, and he stepped to the table as the Monk
handed back the message.  With his fingers the Count

Instantly a panel whipped smoothly upwards in the wall
opposite, and the woman slipped through.

The panel dropped again, and the Monk turned to
Clount K. with an ironical bow.

I think that will settle Bob Evans!” he said softly.

——

The Rope of Hazard !

FTER a night of fruitless search for Mary, Bob
Evans returned to the “Daily Times 7’ office. He
went to his desk and lifted a paper that lay on
there, but be did not see the words which showed

before his eyes.

He was worn and dispirited, wondering what his next
move could be. ‘All around him was bustle and life; but
his own heart was heavy, and he felt tired from a sleepless
night.

“Mr. Evans!”?

A boy’s*voice sounded behind him, and a paper was thrust
over his shoulder. Tt was the message from Mary, and
Boh idly eyed the written words: |

“I'm at 2645, Winding Way.—MAaRy CRAWFORD.”

Twice Bob read it before he realised what it meant, then
he jerked out of his chair and stood staring around in
bewilderment, looking for the boy who had brought the
message. But he saw nothing of him, and he read it over
again,

The address meant nething to Bob; he did not connect it
with the Monk, but as he made for the door his hand
s!ipl}()ed to wherc an automatic nestled snugly in his hip

occket.

- He weni out of ihe room and“*down the stairs in a rush.
His car stood outside the office door; ten seconds after he
got behind the wheel the machine was streaking into the
passing traffic. He drove like a madman half across the
_city, located Winding Way, and then found the louse that
he sought.

He sat for a moment staring at the barred windows of .
the building, seckins a meaning in its gloomy, mysterious
exterior. 'The shuttered windows frowned menacingly,
almost warningly, dowu -on him; instinctively, he sensed
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danger. That quarter of the city was lonely, he knew;
but Mary was in that house; and he was there to find her.

He leaped from the car and made for the dilapidated door.
It was guarded by paint-blistered and rusty iron gates. He
pushed them open and was about to knock on the door when
the door itself swung silently open. But there was no one
there !

There was only shadowy darkness, with double doors
showing beyond. Cautiously, Bob stepped through, and the
front door closed behind him with a vicious slam!

He dropped his hand to the butt of his gun as he looked
cautiously round, then stepped, towards the double doors.
They opened before him, and he surveyed the hall beyond
before he entered it.

Steps confronted him. He thought he heard a movement
at the top, and stood listening. No further sound came, and
he mounted the steps. There was a corridor at the top,
with doors leading off from it. He tried two, but both were
locked, and he went on.

His footsteps rang on the flooring. Suddenly he pulled up.
Ele could hear a muffled voice calling from somewhere near
ac hand. He located the sound and went towards it—to find
his path barred by curtains that hung across a doorway.

The sound came from beyond those curtains, and now he
thought he could recognise Mary's voice. With a sudden,
swift movement he snatched the curtains aside, and
distinctly he could now hear the thudding of fists on a door-
way that showed® on the opposite side of the room into which
he was looking.

He jumped towards it, slipped the catch, and flung it
wide, to find Mary standing beyond! ;

“Bob!” she gasped. “I heard——" i

“Is it the Monk that——" !

He broke off as she cut in quickly:

“Yes. But. I think he’s gone now! Oh, I've been hoping
that you'd come! I was afraid——-"

“Well, I'm here now!” said Bob cheerfully. “But 1'm
not staying any longer than we can help! -There's too many
cueer things happening in this place to suit me. Doors
open by themselves, and—— This way!”

"“No, this way!” exclaimed Mary, and she indicated
another door on the far side of the room. “I know how
I came in, and=——"

She pushed open the ‘door as she spoke, and they ran
together to another door that showed on the far side of the
room. - They were two yards from it when it was flung
open, and the Monk himself stood grinning at them as both
stopped dead. )

“Bob Evans!” he snarled. “Nicely caught—eh? You
thought you could upset my plans. But now I've got you
dead to rights!”

“You think so!” Bob “You'll
different before—""

He broke off and half turned. He was in time to catch
a glimpse of a wall-bed swinging round. f

ripped back. know

The fraction of
a second later and a man had leaped from the cavity dis-
closed. He jumped on Bob from behind, wrapping sinewy
arms about him, and pinning his arms to his sides.

At the same instant the big woman who had played traitor
to Mary leaped out at the girl. grabbing her ere she could
move.

Bob struggled frantically, heard the Monk laugh, and
he saw the man leering over Mary.

“Now, my girl, no more nonsense from you!" he snapped.
“You'll phone your father to bring us the plans of the
Scarlet Streak. That’s all I want of—"
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He broke off as Bob, striving to break the grip about his
body, half threw his captor off his feet.

““Get him into the other room!” the Monk growled. 5

And Bob was thrust through the doorway out of which
the Monk had appeared.

“Now, if you want to save him you'll phone!” the Monk
growled to Mary, “If you decn't, he’s for it!” And he
jirked his head back to the room into which Bob had been
thrust.

Mary could hear the sounds of struggling, and already
she had seen the vindictive power of the Monk. 'The
wardress loosed her, and thrust her towards the telephone
that stood near at hand. The Monk picked it up, and held
it out to her just as, from the room behind, there came the
sound of a cry that was half a groan. .

“That's the voice of Bob Ivans!” the Monk snarled.
“They’ve started on him-——you’'d better phone!”

Mary’s eyes were wile with alarm. Furious sounds came
from the room; she caught Bob’s voice gasping in a
smothered way. 2

She lifted the instrument, and called into it the number
of her father’s telephone, and while the connection was
being made Bob was fighting madly in the next room.

With the man hanging on to his back Bob bent and tricd
to heave him off, but the fellow clung on with all his
strength, though Dob lifted him clear of the ground with thc
effort. As the fellow found his feet again, Bob ducked onc
more, and twisted desperately. He half broke the mai’s
grip, twisting one of his arms so that the fellow yelled aloud.

A second later, and Bob was free, ducking as the man
rushed at him again. He was one of the gang who hal
attacked Bob on the balcony above the ball-room at the
Crawfords’ House. Bob recognised his brutal features as he
lashed out at him.

The fellow tried to duck the blow. but Bob caught hiin cn
the side of the jaw and staggered him. He followed up the
punch, and the man tried to butt. As he came, Bob grabbed
him round the neck and swung him sideways. Ior ths
fraction of a second the man flailed in the air, then i
crashed down on a pedestal, struggled for a moment, and
then flopped to the floor, while Bob made for the door
again. He was just in time to hear Mary talking iato the
phone :

“Is that you, father?
They’re torturing Bob!
Monk says you—-7"

Her voic: snapped off as Bob, leaping forward, dashed
the instrument out.of her hand. It thudded to the flco:
as he turned to the Mong, and lashed out at the bearded
jaw,

“You
ry—-r

He broke oft as the Monk tried to close with him. Bob's

This is Mary! The Monk—
They've got us both, and ihe

hound!” he growled. “I'm all right, Mary!

right fist went back, and came swinging in; it caught the-

Monk fairly between the eyes, and he went headlong to the
door, while Bob’s late assailant came leaping in from the
other room.

Bob heard Mary call, and he turned in time to glimpse il:c
big woman picking Mary up and struggling with hes.
forcing her out of the room. A second later and the man
was at him.

His fist thudded to the side of Bob’s head, but the young
reporter’s blood was .up now, and he hardly noticed it. Hi
bunched knuckles ripped home to the man’s ribs as the
fellow came in, and the two fought madly. Meantime, the
Monk staggered to his feet and followed the woman and
the girl from the room.

The crook tried to get his arms round Bob to bring hiu
down; but it was Bob who sent the man crashing to the
carpet. T'he fellow was on his feet again almost before he
touched the floor, and he rushed anew, uttering imprecations
as he came.

Bob met him with a swinging right that knocked him
backwards inte a chair, but the man was as tough as he was
crooked, and he rushed in again.

For a moment or so they struggled madly. Bob could
feel the man’s fists crashing home on his body: twice light
seared across his eyes. as the man slammed high on his
face, and then Bob got in a smashing blow that jolted the
man right down to his heels.

For an instant the fellow staggered. Bob finished him off
with a pile-driving right that crashed him backwards—dead
to the world! Without waiting to see where he fell, Boh
shot out of the room. 5

Out in the street the big woman was thrusting Mary in
the back seat of the car that waited there, while the Monk
came rushing down the steps.

“Don’t let her get away!” he yelled, as he leaped to the
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seat Lehind the steering-wheel. “She means everything to
us now!”

An instant later, and the car was off, just as:- Bob -came
diving out of the house. He saw them go, got a glimpse of
Mary’s white face turned appealingly back to him, he saw
her wave her arm; then the machine skidded
corner, and vanished.

“Bob leaped to where his own car stood, and roared- off in
pursuit. He skidded the corner, to find that the Monk had
gained on him. s opened the throttle wide; hunched
behind the wheel, lie gave his machine every ounce of power
that he had got; but still the Monk drew away from him !

Winding Way was on the outskirts of the town, and in a
matter of seconds they were out in the open country. Twice
Bob glimpsed the ¢rooks’ car: and once he saw Mary stand-
g up and trying to jump out, only to be clawed back and
thrust on the seat again.

‘With gritted teeth, Bob sent his machine leaping and
lurching over the road. The Monk's car was faster, Bob
knew that. His own machine was an ordinary car, and the
Monk’s looked the same; but Bob knew that there must be a
highly-tuned engine under the bonnet—that was why he was
being beaten in the mad chase. y

Ahead, the Monk was yelling back to the woman.

“'.\\'re we leaving him behind 77

=X BSE
voice shrill above the voar of the engine and the thunder of
the speeding car. “The girl’s fainted !”

“Good! Keep her quiet for a bit! Sit tight—rough stuff!”

He yelled the words back as he turned the car off the main
road to a side track. Bob was out of sight now, and the
Monk thought that he might baulk him- by leaving the
highway.

IFor half a mile the crooks’ car streaked over the rutted

roadway: he glanced back, and he was just in time to
glimpse Bob’s machine slicking over the main road, a long
wiy behind, but in a position that commanded a full view
of the Monk’s machine.

The Monk cursed viciously, and sent his car on at renewed
speed.  The by-road swept in towards a railway-line that
ran alongside it, with a goods train standing in a siding,
the engine’s safety-valve blowing steam. ;

“I'll get to the main road in a—— Ah!”

The car lurched suddenly, and they almost left the road.
The Monk’s strong hand on the wheel yanked the machine
straight; he braked hard and brought the car to a stop.

“Tyre burst!” he growled, and leaped from the machine.

The near-side rvear tyre was flat. IHis face .was twisted
with fury as he stared at it; then he looked back to where,
far distant, a lifting clond of dust marked the approach of
Bob Evans. s

I'rom the cloud-dust the Monk looked to the train, then he
turned to the woman:

"",l'he train’s our only chance!” he oxclaimed.
on!”

He lifted Mary from the car, handed her to the woman,
and then ran ahead to where the train stood on the siding.
Jv luck, they had stopped almost level with it,
guard showed in the rear van as the Monk rushed up, the
woman with Mary close behind him.

“The girl's very illI” the Monk gasped. “We're trying to
get to town. Can you give us a lift—our car’s broken down!
It’s most urgent, and——-"

The guard’s eyes widened as he looked at -Mary’s white
face and her still figure.

“Sure!” he exclaimed.
—when the driver comes.

He bent as he spake, and helped the woman to lift Mary
into the van. As he lifted the girl in, the ‘Monk spoke
hastily to the woman: then he sped away, making for the
front of the train. He was near the engine when Bob
braked his car to a skidding halt beside the Monk’s.

The reporter leaped from the machine, glanced at the flat
tyre, then looked towards the train. He was in time io see
the sinister figure of the Monk clambering to the footplate
of the engine. An instant later, and the train rolled for-
ward, with the Monk ai the throttle! :

With a yell, Bob started to run forward. He got a

“Come

“We'll be starting in ten minutes

»

ghimpse of the fireman 1unning from the side of the track, -

staring at the engine in amazement. A moment later, and
the man was clambering to the tops of the covered truck,
running forward alonz the moving train.

Bob pulled up as he saw the shouting fireman leap over
the tender to the footplate, then the young reporter - ran
back te his car and leaped in. He sent it after the train—
it was gathering speed now, thundering on the rails.

Bob let his car go, thrusting forward towards the engine,
and as he drove he got glimpses of the Monk and the fire-
man struggling on the footplate of the rocking cab.” A
lareh of the engine sent them flailing out, locked togeiher
as they rolled down the low embankment in a cloud of dust,

The Monk staggered to his feet, and then fell again. The
fireman stumbled over him, and began to run futilely after

round a

he’s got nothing on us!” the woman answered, her

and a’

‘the rope on the pillar below the steering-wheel.
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the train, shouting desperately. He caught the sound of the
car as Bob roared up, and the distracted man came run-
ning towards it as Bob skidded round the prostrate figure of
the Monk and trod on the brake.

“The train is running wild!” the fireman. yelled as ho

jumped on the footboard. “There’s nobody on the
engine 7 y
“I know it!” Bob shouted back. “Hang on! We'll—7"

Bob’s foot went hard down on the accelerator pedal; they
began to overhaul the train. It had reached the top of the
speed at which the throttle- would allow it to travel now,
and they graduaally ran down its length.

Bob guessed that Mary was somewhere in one of those
closed vans, doomed—unless the engine could be stopped !

“Got to get aboard—gol to get aboard somehow !” the
fireman gasped. “Heaven knows how we can

“There’s a rope under the back seat!” Bob shouted to
him. “Get it out!”

The man clambered obediently over the side of the car.

"The roar of the rocking train and the bellow of the machine’s

engine thundered in Bob's ears,
man’s voice:

“Pve -got it1”

From the corners of his eyes Bob saw him with the long
rope in his hands.

“Can you drive a car?” Bob called.

“Yes!” :

“Then take this wheel; run the machine on the grass, an’
keep her close to the train. Quick !”

Bob edged out of his seat as the man squeezed in behind
him. A moment later, and he was in the back of the car,
making a noose at the end of the rope.

“T’m going to try and get a loop over that brake-post!”
Bob shouted. “Pull in!” :

The fireman senf the car off the road on to the grass.
The machine lurched wildly, while Bob marked the distance
of the wheel-surmounted brake-post that showed on the roof
at the front of the van immediately behind the engine.

His face was set and grim. . He know that he was going
to do the riskiest thing that he had ever.done; but Mary was

in that runaway train. > ;

“Closer—closer!” he shouted. “Closer still! Pull her in!
That’s it; keep here there, and——" N

He broke off; the noose of the rope swung tound his
head, hissing in the air. Ile loosed it suddenly.

The hempen cable snaked blackly against the sky. For an
instant he thought that he had missed; then the noose
dropped cleanly over the brake:post, and a sudden jerk of
the car pulled it tight.

“Round the steering-pillar with this!” Bob shouted to the
fireman; and he leaned over and wrapped the loose end of
“Keep it

Through it came the fire-

taut, for the love of heaven! T'm going up it!”
The rope showed—slim and tender—a link with the roar:
ing, runaway train. The only-ehanee of siving if! :
: TeE Gem. Lisrary.—No. 950. .
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“You'll. never——" :

But-already Beb was standing on the running board. * His
strong hands slid out on the rope. An instant later, and he
wis clear of the car, clinging to the répe with feet and hands
—hanging in mid-air as he began to work his way along the
cable! 5 i

To him floated the voice of the fireman:

“Quick I* There’s a village just down the line and a river!
I can’t keep level with the line much farther1”

Houses alongside with the line would baulk the car. Bob

vealised:>that he had got to do his work in a matter of
seconds—else it wouid be too late. The car would crash—
for the fireman was one who would stick to the wheel until
the last moment—the rope would break, and he himself
would be flung from the hurtling train.

Hand, over hand, muscles straining. switging madly, he
hauled himself desperately along the rope. Ife glimpsed the
red roofs of houses ahead. The rattling roar of the train
blurred in-his ears; he glimpsed the grey-painted sides of
the leading van..-- = -

Desperately he struggled on. He caught e oice of the
fireman—thin - andsdistant. His straiping muscles began to
weaken, mists swung-before his-eyes..and then his shoulders
were thumping against the shifting roof of the truck. His

wearied _hands foind a grip.on. the .brake-wheel, and a
sécond afterwards he hauled himself up, in time to see-that
‘a house ‘was looming a bare hundred yards in front of the
.car.

Bob whipped. out - his.pocket-knife and slashed desperately
at the rope. It parted; and the car curved away—with bare
feet to spare. 5

It was as Bob mads to lower himself down on to the
engine-tender that he looked aloig the line ahead. Houses
and gardens bordered it; he saw a woman running forward,
waving her arms as she raced towards the line—pointing to
something on the track. 2

footplate.  As he dropped a bruised, stiff hand to_the
throttle, he looked ahead along theé line, peering through
the observation-window. :

A child was sitting between the rails, a doll beside her,
playing with it and with the track ballast on which she sat.

With a gasp, Bob hauled the throttle shat and leaped to
the side of the footplate. He was out, one hand hauling on
the wheel of the hand-brake as he moved. With his heart
in his mouth, he clambered along the side of the engine,
hanging desperately to the sooted hand-rail. -

Engrossed in her play, the baby girl did not even look up.

With awful speed, the giant locomotive swept down- on
her. Z :

(Wl

rescue?

the plucky
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Bob  FErans Ue able to effect a
out for another full-of-thrills instal-

powerful  serial mnext wweel, chums.

And  don’t forget. there will be  another £10 in
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is all you pay in advance. Nothing
more to remit until you have ridden
4 the cycle ONE MONTH. 'So send
TN now for details. of. our All British
£ 3 No. 400A ladies’ or gentlemen’s
Mead ‘‘ Marvel ' —the finest
bicycle ever offered on such excep-
tionally easy payment terms. |

Embodies all up to-date improve-

ments.,  Brilliantly plated, richly

enamelled and exquisitely lined in
two colours. Built to stand hard
wear.  Sent packed free and
CARRIAGE PAID. Money re-
funded if dissatisfied. Bigbargaing
in slightly factory-soiled mounts.
Children's Scooters, Toy Tricycles
and Midget 2-wheel Runabouts at
far below shop prices. Buy direct

from fdctory and save pounds.

Write TO-DAY for free catalogue.
It's brimful -of . infermation
about bicycles and_contains
gigantic coloured . photo-
graphs of 28 new models.

MEAD CYCLE €O. (inc.) -
(Dent. S.601)
Sparkbrook, Birmingham

160 DIFFERENT STAMPS
2 "TRIANGULAR STAMPS
24-Page DUPLICATE ALBUM
«- Ap. extraordinary offer - absolutely -free. C
= famous approvals on a p.c., when this fine parcel will be sent
£ EEN S » t.iper “return, °
LISBURN & TOWNSEND, London Road, LIVERPOOL.

@,‘GHT INCRE ASED 5 /_ Complete
= IN 30 DAYS. ... Course.
NoAppliances. NoDrugs. No Dieting. The Melvin Strong System *

NEV?&R I;"AILS. Full; particulars vand *Testimonials, <stamp.— A
Metvin Stronky Etd. (Dept.”S.), 10, Ludgage Hill, London, Eng.” . S

STOP STAMMERING ! fursyousssitas I o o,

HUGHES, 7, SOUTHAMPTON -EOW, LONDON, W.C.l. ¢
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All applications for Advertisement Space
in this publication should be addressed
to the Advertisement Manager, UNION
JACK- SERIES, The Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, London, § 3 07" S
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Just request our l

' JOIN THE ROYAL NAVY
AND SEE THE WORLD.
THE FINEST CAREER ' FOR' BRITISH BVOYS.

Boys are wanted for the Seaman Class (from which

selections are made for the Wireless Telegraphy

and Signalling Branches). Age 15} to 163 years.

Men also are required for

STOKERS - - - i ea v

ROYAL DIAB_INE lj'QRCES o .=, Age 17 to 23
GOOD PAY. n - ~ ALL FOUND.
EXCELLENT CHANCES FOR PROMOTION.

Apply by letter ‘to the Recruiting Staff Officer, R.N. and R.M.::

L %,0 Suffolk Street, ' Birmingham ; 121,. Vigtoria (Street, * Brisgol ;
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Age 1S to 25

;- Canning Place, Liverpool; 65, Whitehall,” London, S.W.1 3
9, Deansgate, Manchester; 1!6, Rye Hill, Newcastle-on-Tyne; or
6, Washington Terrace, Queen’s Park, Southampton. . =%

HEIGHT COUNTS

in winning success. Let the Girvan ‘System-increase
your height, Wonderful results. Send P.C. for par-
ticulars and our £100 guarantee to Enquiry Dept.,
A.M.P., 17, Stroud Green Road, London, N. 4.

ILLUSTRATED LESSONS in JUJITSU; the Won.
derful - Japancsc art of - Self-Defence without®. weapons.

Learn to take care of yourself under ALL oir-
gy cumstances and fea® no-man, . You can have a
P Al MONSTER large Illustrated Portion for P.O.

e A S 3/9, SEND NOW to ‘“YAWARA " (Dept.
A.P.28), 10, Queensway, Hanworth, Feltham, MIDDLESEX.

HAVE YOU A RED NOSE?

| Send a stamp to pay postage, and you will learn how to rid yourself
of such a terrible affliction. free of charge. -Enclose stamp.

 Address in confidence: T. J. TEMPLE, Specialist, ‘“ Palace House,"”
S ghaitesbury Avenue, LONDON, W.1. : ! 2

I supply the finest Coventry built cycles ON 14
DAYS' APPROVAL, PACKED FREE
\ AND CARRIAGE. PAID, on recéipt-of a

AL
7“"\*! ment terms. Write for Free Bargain Lists NOW.
/ f : .

‘, i
\Uvgnpriemn ! musimm

FREE TO SHORT PEOPLE.—A beautifully illustrated book entitled
“How to Build Stature and Create the Body Beautiful.” Write for one. It
shows you how to be taller and stronger. Enclose 3d. stamps. Address:
CARNE INSTITUTE, 492, Cowbridge Road, Cardiff, S,W.

Bob dropped to the tender and -leaped down to the empty

DON’T BE BULLIED

Send Four Penny Stamps only for TWO SPLENDID _

Better than Boxing or “any other science ever invented. -

Al
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