(SEE PAGE 16,

SEVEN "DELICIOUS TUCK HAMPERS WON BY READERS !
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TRIMBLE ON THE “BAWL!”
{A screamingly funny incident in this week's long complete varn ol Tom Merry & Co., at Si, Jim’s.)
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“Look, Dad, it’s

. e ; 99
in colours now !

A ANY important Meccano parts are now
enamelled in red or green, and these, in
combination with the bright brass Wheels

and Gears and

roduce an exquisite effect,. -
gplandi:l new models are now. made possible, and
the scope of this [fascinating and instructive
pastime of Meccano modell Building is consideralily
widened.

Users of the old Meccano should get the mew

with o new interest, .-

. coloured parts. and’ begin® model' building again

Send foi the .Now Meccass: Book

The New Meccano Book tells: yow alli aboue it—
in colours, ; =i :
This Book will be sent yow freo ifl you send a

osteard to Meceano Ltd., Dept. 36, Binns Road,
Eivcr-pool. and mention the names and nddresses
of three chums. -Ask
Moccano: in colours. .

PRICE LIST OF NEW MECCANO OUTFITS

Mo, 00 New Meccano Outfiv . = - - - 316
No. 00 G o i AT )
No, 'l " " W - - - - a/6
No. 2. " " - - - - 15/0.
Nof At 5 i - B T oy el 206
No. 4 W " , - ol oo - 40/0
Mo, 5 . o " " - - 4] i, 5540
Mo, 5: 4 e " b # ~ Wood  B5/0
No, 6 " W T - Cartorr. 105/0
No.. 60 o W - - Waod  140/0
No. 7 & o i T o 370/
Each: Outfiv i a b tfally il ted Book of
Instructions,

'\\\\\V//L—:—-_\\\\\\%“//.@mﬂ—_%m\\\w'//m.\\\\\\\\w Y

MECCANO LTD : BINNS.RD : LIVERPOOL

Il_he plated  Strips and Girdi:ts'..

the book: about New

| you iin a week's time, and I huve not the slightest donbh.

U ':-;_ﬁx :
Vil

Address all’ letters ; The Editor, The"'* Gem”t Librayr .
... The F"-"“F”“’" House, Parringdon rSim:t; L.::&oﬂ--k-c-'z:
riteime, you canibe sure of an answer in return,

< - BY' REQUEST | g ik
EVERAL lettoys: veeently hove vonohed e feom readers
who are keon to see Kib Wildiake, the boy [(ronv the
Boot Leg: Ranch, figneing prominently in St Fim's
story or a series of stovies:, I” made mention of. this
matler i a previous Chat and promised:yoy, my chusns, that
Murtin Glilford would pile in with: a series of it Wildrako
yaens. They are to hand, and! will bo used us o Chrisimns
holiday series. The first of the sevies will he in feout of

thot it will e well received. While we are on this subject

| of “speeial rveguests® T might just as well mention that

iheve’s been o Bofty number of veuders asking for w Valbot
series,  Onee again Mavtin Clifford has sliown us' what an
obliging chap he is, for ho has weitten-fo say thak a spoeinl
Talbol series muy be expectad in-a fow weoeeks, - How's that,
chums? Tf yow are keon on sesing o cortain churactor ns
the central figyre in a story deop me'a line, aodiwe'll see
what ¢an be dore. But please’ don't insisb—a2s one or fwo
fellows huve done—that the clisvactor named showkd 1o e
cenfral figure in next week’s story. . That's out of the . qiies-
tion, for it ‘must be vemwmbered that this paper gots Lo
press several.weeks in' advaivel -2Elis is o tip;: too] Tar the

| " Enthusiastic ™ rvender who wrate -mis: Hiis mioming. |, Ho

wints to know how old Mer. Clifford is; if lie is marvikd, s
he bald, and is it vight that helis w vogetarian? I iy, T
don't know where “BEuthusiastic reader picked np thesn
ideas, for Martin Clifford is not a vegoetarian, neithor is le
bald, noe murried. How old hie is. I don't profess to know,
but if there's any trotly in the old saying t'lmt o man is as
old as he feels, then Muv. Clifford must cevtuinly he very
young. But here’s the point I want my correspondent {o
gelb o grip of = he wants all these questions answered in nost
weelt's Gear. Having read above that we go (o press so

gy weeks in advance he will not; I am sure; foel agglieved

wlwn_r he picks up a copy of the Gex dated a fow doys aftor
la dispateliod his lotter to'me nod finds that his queries have
not been answored.

NEXT WEDNESD’AY'S_,___ PROGRAMME :

« THE MAN: FRGM THE BOOT LEG RANCH ! '
By Martin Clifford.

Bhis is the fust off tim special series of holiday stories I

| referred to in the above paragraph. Pm not saying

who this “man from the vaneli? is at this stege. It will
hoay keeping until next weels But make no mistake about

| it, boys, this story is w topefelier. Mind you read it. -

" WHITE ERQLE!'"
By Arthur Patterson.

There will be another ripping' instalment of this fine
serigl on the programme .for uext week, and * Gemites

| shouldu’'t miss it whatever they do.

really worth winning,

¥ TOBOGQANING 1 "

This is the subject our Rhymester has sgll'r‘(‘ted for his nexy
jolly little poem, Aud it goes with n swiug. .

THE TUCK HAMPERS !

I can't impress upon my chums too much: that these Tuck
Hampers—awardud for jokes published in our pages—are
: They'vo erammed with delicious
Tuck, and a feed is always-acceptable, T Kknow. Eeashways,
it was when I was o boy. Just send your jolte along and sce
if it will catch the judge’s eyer Yow'll soe in this weelk's
Gear that seven Tuck Hampers have heen: won, Well, more
are on offer, - Step lively willl tliose jokes, boys, Chin, ¢hinl

Pour EDditor.,

o — i,




3

A FLOGGING is the promisad raward of the boy who Tails to.obtain a certain proportion of markes in the Latin g'r-am nar

axamination set apecially by the Head of 8t. Jim'a,
his rewnrd In advanos, so-to-apedk |
overtime in order to bring this about!

CHAPTER 1. :
The Head Comes Down Heavy !
1 HI Head!”
I A whisper of alarm van through the St Jim's

Tourth. 3

Morning classes were in progress at 8i, Jim's,
when e door of the Fouith Ilorni-room opened, and the
niajestic figure of the Head was framed in the doorway.

AMr, Lathom, the master of the Fourth, gave the Tlead a
Llink over his spectacles and coughed.

De. Holmesz advanced into the Ilorm-room.

There was a kind and benevolent expression on his face,
Judging by appearances, there was no cause for the alnrn
that liad seized upon the whole of the Fourth lorm ab
the sudden appearance of their headmaater,

MNevertholess, the Fourth were dismayed,

There was no cane under the headmaster’s arm; no frown
upon his august brow. This sudden visit did not mean a
Head's licking for any member of Mr. Lathom's eclass.
But the juniors knew what it did mean,

Really, it was worse than that,

1t was one of the visits of inspection and examination
which the headmaster of St. Jim's oceasionally made (o the
IForm-rooms. Ouly occasionally; but on each aecasion the
visitk bronght disway lo the Form-room hononred by the
greal man's visit,

Tor these visils were made withoul warning befo;ehand
there was no chance of getting ready for them.

Only by conslant and steady attention to school work
could a fellow hope to face the Tlead on such oceasions
withoul the prospect of trouble.

Constant and steady atteniion {o school work wns a very
praiseworthy and desirable thing, as any 8. Jim's man
would have admitted freely. Dub it was rather infrequent
ab 8t Jim's,

Certainly, there were “swots ” and “saps * in the school
who conld have faced a Board of Examiners al a woment's
notice, and come through the ordeal with Gying colours.

Dut they wars fow.

Other fellows—just ordinary fallows—would
ferred to know when the Iead was coming,
could have muggod up suficicnt knowledge,
sion. to bring a pleased smile to his face. Dul the Head,
no doubl, was “wide” to thal, so lo speak. He chose fo
mako theso littlo calls by surprise, .

‘*Good-morning, Mr. Lathom1” said the Head pleaspntly.

Lr—good-morning, sir!” said the Torm mastor,

Nery lilely
Hufuis_. i}',o Korm master ever really liked a headmaster
“butting " into his Torm room.- Dr. Holmes, probably,

havoe pre-
‘Chon they
for tho pcca-

@) TRI

Mr. Lathom was not hotfer pleased than his

And Trimble, the laziest and biggeet duffer In tha school, can Las
His only hope is to sscape that dreadiul exam, and Trimbies's fat braln works

LE -
iITON!

{} A Rollicking Long
. Complete Story of
E Tom Merry & Co., the
|
g

cheery Chums of St.
Jim’s, with Baggy
Trimble—not quite so
| cheery—inthelimelight.

By

{ Martin Clifford.

+ had nol liked it in his own early days as a Torm master.
But in a Form master's carecr, as in every othey, there
woroe cortain happenings that are not liked, bui have to be
tolerated, _

So Mr, Lathom suppressed his personal feelings, what-
ever thoy were, and }aokad as pleased as he could,

“Goad-morning, my boys!"”

“Good-morning, sir!” answered the Fourth Form in fones
of enthusiastia welcome.

Their tones did not oxpress their feclings.

But even Trimble, the most obtuse fellow in Lhe Torm,
conld understand ihat it was no use pulling a long face
when the Head bulted in. Fven Avthur Augustus D'Arvey,
who was very particular upon such points, admitied that a
litile “gammon ” was allowablo at such a fime. It was
only common sense to plucate the Head at the kick-off, so
to speak,

“And how are we going on?” asked the Head pleasantly,

Ho did nob expect any avswer to that question,

It was merely the nsual formula,

The Fourth Ilorm were droning {lwongh Virgil; and
Mr. Lathom, a yvery casy-moing gentleman, was taking
things easily, as he gonerally tfid.

Fellows who had forgotten thoir prep the previons even-
ing tried hard not to cateh his eye—and gencrally sue-
ceeded, -
 Fallows who could nol escape construo did their best, and
it their construe was good, they received commendation
il it was bad, as it often was, a few words of consure,

The Fourth, indeed, sometimes wondered- why a eane
lay on Mr. Lathom's desk—ib was so seldom used,

The worst happening, in tho ease of tho worst consirue,
was & hundred lines; and My, Lathom did nol aliwvavs
remember to ask for the lines he had imposed. ¥

Bo life was taken rather easily in the St. Jim's Fourth, as
u rule.

But with tho Head matters wore different, These visits
of inspection were made to nsceriain the progress of the St
Jim’s Ioilu\v§; and (he Head, with all llufs kindly benevo-
lence, was likely ‘to bo short aud sharp with fellows who
wefe not up fo the mark.

Baggy Irimble made himself as small as possible. Tt was
three or four days since Baggy had dote any prep at all:
and he had acoumulated a quantity of lines shich he hopad
Mr. Luthom had forgotten. If the Head asked him to dis:
play hiz knowledge of thab great Latin poct, Po Vergilius
Maro, - the prospect was appalling,

But Trimble was by no means the only uncasy fellow,
though doubtless the most unoasy, i

Blake and Herries, and Digby and D'Arey, were only

Tae Geyx Linrany.—No, 980,
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too conscious of the fact that they had spent the time that
should have been dovoted to prep, the evening before, in
haxing with Figgins & Co. of the New House,
- Cardew remembered that he had been in Racke's study
- instead of working in his own, Mulvaney minor recallod
—with vegret—that he had been fighting Bates of the
Fourth, instend of preparing Virgil, -;En
Werrnish and Reilly had been ragging in o 8hell study.
T'he Head hind really chosen-an unlucky time to call on
tlie Fourth, 1t is true thab his calls always came at un-
lneky times, '

With a gracious word or two, the Head borrowed Mr.
Lathom’s book. and proceeded to take the class, instead of
ihe Form master. Mv, Lathom faded into the hackground,
looking as pleasant as ho could in the cireumstances,

“Now, where are woe?” sgid the Head in the same
pleasant way, )

He glanced at Mr, Lathom's book, and he glanced ab
the elasa! - S !

“Blakei?is. .

“Yaou, sir!” murmurved Jack Blske; and all the rest of
tlier Fourth breathed more frecly. | k

“You will begin, Blake, at *conticuere’omnes,’ " said the
Head agreeably. ; }

Blake began, and stumbled. Afier the boxing mateh
with Figgins & Co. Blake had taken a hasty glance af the
seotion of the A8neid which onght to have been prepured.
'hat hasty glance might have seen him throungh—with My,
Lithom, He quickly dizcovered that it would not see him
throngh \\'i{h_lbr. olmes, i

“That will do,” said the Head curtly when Blake floun-
deved, " D'Avey, you may go on.” :

= Bui Jove l” . f '

Avthur Augustus D’Arey did his best. His best was noby
to judge by the Head's cxpression, very good,

4 CM':(I(!_W (1 .

(inissy. .

The Head’s benevolent fuce was growing grimmer; Lhe
Fourth Form growing more and more apprehonsive. Mr.
Lathony, in the background, frowned and coloured, He
would have liked his class to make a good show hefore
the Head. So far, his closs had made anything bot a
good show. !

“Trimble :

“Oh dear!” gasped Baggy Trimble.

In his dismay, the fat'Baggy uttered thaf ejnculation
anite alond, and the juniors could sea that the Head

henrd it
“Trimble!” vepeated the Head in a deep voice,
YOh, yes, sie!” stuttered Baggy.
“Go on from * infandum, regina !’

- Baggy Trimble blinked at him helplessly. Tven Ba gs"

vemembered something of his lessons, and hiad a vague idea
ihat regina was a queen. Bub what did infandum mean?
Was it an infant, by any chance? Baggy hoped that it was,
a2 he made the plunge.

“Tho—the infant of the queen—" stuttered Trimble,

The laok on the headmastor's face stopped him.

Baggy was still blissfully ignorant of the meaning of

infendum. Bub he could see now that it did not mean an

infant, rim®

A pin might almost have been heard to drop in the Fourth
Fovm-room. The juniora wailed with bated breath,
" ““'Irimble " said the Head at last.

“Oh dear! I mean, yes, sir,” groaned Baggy. “Is—is—
Sen't that vight, sir?? .

“ Ave you =erious, Trimble 7"

“Eh! Ohl Yes, sir!” Undoubtedly Trimble looked
sorious—very serions indeed. It was a serious moment !

“You are not attempting to play off a foolish jest, on your
hieadmaster, Trimble 7 thundered Dr. Holmes.

Trimble quaked.

“Oh, gir! No, sir!? y

Baggy looked in anything but a _}esting mood.

“Then- you ave ignorant, Trimble, of the meaning of so
common & word as infandus!” exclaimed the Head.

“Infandum, sir!”? gasped. Trimble, “It's infandum!”
Maggy was losing his head a little. -

Dr. Holmes' expression was really terrific now. !

“Peimble! Ave you ahsolutely ignorant of.- Latin
grammar 7 he boomed, ! :

“Yas, sir—I—I mean, no, sir.”

“ Aya-von not awaro that the nominalive case is infandus, .

und the accusative case infandum?”

“Oh! No—yes! Quite so, sirl Oh, yesd?

“Aro vou not aware thet the word should be transiated

3 ?.”

“torrible,” or ¢ fearful,’ or 'unspeakable. B o
"}"es. sir, now you've told me—I1—I mean—yes, sivl. Oh,
1 » .
" Dr. Holmes was not looking at all Banevolent now, . He
Fus Gem LiBHasRyY.—No, 980.
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Ralph Reckness Cardew was worso than cither Blaké of

Price 2d.

gave Trimbla o giim look; and the Fonrth Form gave him
grim looks also. Lyidently the: Head wag disposed to judge
the Fourth by Trimble as a sample; antl Tyinibld véally was
noba fair sample. Nohody efge in-the.Form, certainly, wou!cl
have dreamed of perpefrating a construe like Trimble's.
1t was unfortunato that the Head had picked on Trimble so

L g-s-x-ﬁhan T.go on, sir?” groaned Baggy:

% You need not go on, Trimble,”. .

“Oh! Thank yon, sir!” 3 | i
“Tt is futile for you to continue, Trimble, when you are
obviously in a state of hopeless ignorance.” « ©
SO, girl? - e o= 0 s o v SR
“I am surprised at this,” said the Head. I am shoclked !”
And from that point “the Head went on, taking every
fellow \in the Form iu turn, and putiing him through his
paces.  His intention had not been quite zo0 wholesale, swhen
ho had entered; but Trimble had th‘othjg it. Now the Head
was in o glrtm and searching mdod.; and not & man eseaped.
Some of the fellows handed out quite o good constrie—most
of -them stnmbled—sonio of them were very bad; thotigh

! nowhere near Trimble's linit, Wirst lesson should have been

over—but the Head carried on through tho -time! belonging
to second lesson—Mr. Lathom waiting in dignified silence.

It was a ghastly expervience for the Fourth, = . |

Towas o eold (]uy; but tho Fourth Torm were perspiring
by the time the Head was throngh. 3 e
It wes nob till the end of the time that, should have been
dcvoted to second losson, that Dr. Holmes stopped. Ho
veally could not carry on any longer, as morning hreak
came next, ; . 3

He closed Mr. Lathom’s book with a eounding snap.

"BMr. Lathom !” hea said. :

8 N

“T eannok suf that T am satisfied with this class.”

“Indecd, sirl? A L P _'

“1 shall mot encroach upon your authorily in your Torm.
room, Mr. Lathom, by inflicting any punishments;” said the

ead. ) ;

The Fourth Torm were glad (o hear that, al all events.

“But T must take note of tho remarkable backwardiess of
the eclass,” said the Head. “I must take measures. 1 am
afraid thet this Form is very slacks”

He turned to the olass again, ©

“Boys! 1 am deeply disappointed with you. I em afraid
that many of you have taken a thoughtless advantege of your
Form master's kindness of disposition, and have failed to
benefit by his instruction as yon should have done. The
ignorance of the Fourth Form is appalling1”

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Figgins,

“ Bai Jove!”

“ Appalling 1 vepeated the Head, in a deep voice, “There
must be o ‘change—a ﬁrent change. T shall appoint a
special examination of the Fourth Form in Latin grammar,
It will toke ploce on Saturday, and I shall conduet it
porsonally. You have a week in which to prepare for this
special axamination. Any boy who feils to obtain o certain
proportion of marks, will be flogged1”

1

And the Head sailed majesticelly from the Form-raom.

The juniors gasped as he wenbt.

‘The Head had come down heavy this lime.

Mr. Lathom dismissed his class for the morning interval;
and the Fourth streamed oub of the Iform.room; but they
did not pour into the quad with their usual cheery faces
and worry voices. - The Head had, so to speak, knocked the
stuffing out of the Fourth; and they needed time to recover
from the visitetion of their headmaster,

dedia

CHAPTER 2.
: Surprising !
OM MERRY raised his eyebrows,
I He was surprised. ; - :
Manners and Lowther, his c¢hums in the Shell.
shared his surprise.

Classes were over for the day; and the early dusk was
thickening over St. Jim’s. The Terrible Three, of the Shell,
had walked down to ihe school shop after Mr. Linton had
dismissed the Shell; and they had returned to the Scheol
House with a parcel each, That was a sign, which tlioso
who ran might read, that there was to be a tea of unusual
plenteousness in Study No, 10—in fact, a study spread.

Manners had had a vemittence that day; and he had
debated whether to expend the same on & new supply of
films for his camera, or upon o study brew—and the matter
had been put to the vote, Manners had voted for the films;
Tom Merry and Monty Lowther solemnly voted for the
study brew; and Manners hed grinned and acquiesced, boing
in & minority, Hence the visit to the tuckshop, the three
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and up-ended it. Crash! Intter! Smash! Bump!
wlld confuslon. *“"You silly asses!'" roared Horrles
wuffians ! "' sxelaimed D'Arcy.

“'Ha, ha, ha !’ chortled Tom Merry & Co.

Bofore the ocoupnnts of Study No. 6 realisod what was happening, Tom Marry and Co. had graspad the end of ths tabls

ooks and papors and inkpot and psna went to the floor in
‘“You potty chumps!' yellod Blake. ' You Ffwightful
(See Chapter 2.)

paveols, and the cheery expressions on three youthful faces,
Nutarally, on their way to their study, Tom Merry & Co.
stopped at the door of Study No. 6 in the Fourth, On many
an oceasion, in hard times, they had found hospitality in
Study No. 6; and now that Study No. 10 was & land flowing
with millk and honey, they were ready to be hospitable in
theiy turn.  But as they looked into Study No. 6, in the
f'_‘mu-lh Form passage, they met with the surprise of their
ives, -

Blake & Co. were ab home. Tom knew that they were b
home; but he did rnot know how he would find them
occupied. 'l'l!:‘:;{ might have beon boxing, or they might
have been reading or doing lines; or thoey might have been
doing Cross Words, or they wmiglt have beon having tea
carly; or thoy might have been talking football, or even
ragging.

But they weve doing none of these things,

They were seated round the study table, which was fairly
stacked with books, all of a scholastic nature, They had
thoughtful, studious expressions on their faces; and deep
silence reigned. They did not even look up as the door
opened and the three Shell.fellows appeared there. It was
close on tea-time, and the sight of the parcels might have
heen expected to evoke enthusiazn in any junior study. Bug
it evoked no enthusiasm in Study No. 6. Blake & Co. must
have known that the visitors wera there, DBub they hecded
them not. i

Tom Merry ruaised his eyebrows, as aforesaid. He stared
nt the fout occupants of Study No. 6. Ho was not merely
surprised, he was amazed, ]

Study No. 6 had never beon colobrated for “swolting.”
All the fellows there kept their end up in elass pretty well;
but they thought much more of beating the New House
at football than of winning any sort of scholastic distine-
tions. Once or bwice one or another of them had gone in
for a prize, and had swotled for a season, Dut such occa-*

1

sions were tare; aid certainly the wholo study hed never
been known to swol in concert before. Vel that, obviously,
was what they were 'doing now. Blake and Herries, Dighy
and D'Arcy, were swolting Latin, and were so deeply en-
grossed in that remarkable and unususl task, that thoy
seemed perfectly indifferent to everything else in the wide
world.

“Well, my hat!” said Tom Merry, at last breaking the
silence.

Blake looked up at that. He waved o pen towards tha
doorway,

“(o away

“What 1"

“Go away quietly.”

't

“Yaas, wathali!” said Arthur Auvgustus D'Arcy. “Pway
close the door gently aftali you, deah boys, You're
irtewwuptin® us.”

“What's the name of this gamel” inquired Monty

T.owther,
*Hush !
“Did you say ‘lush "I ejaculuted Tom Merry.
“¥es. Bunk!"
“But what—"
“ Giood-bye!”
“Ib's toa-time—"
::Nm’cr mind fea,” said Dig. “Just bunk!”
- But we wers going—'
‘You aro going, you wean,
goodness' salke, go!”
*We were going to ask you—-"
“Good:bye 17 said the four Fourth-Formers together,
And Blake & Co. devoted theit deep attention to Lalin
agam, while the Terrible U'hree looked at one another in
atnazement, .

»

"

sald Herries, “And, for
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X Ilsuppo-se it's & rag ol sonie tort?” sid Tom Merry, in
Wiy, iy

No answer came from Btudy No. 6; only a murmur from
Arthur Auvgustus D’Arey: ™ Nocturnus, nocturna, -noctur-
nwn Gussy was looking oul words in the Latin dic,

“Pulling our leg, I suppose,” said Manners, mystified.

Mont wiher winkedt at his chums, and laid down the
.pareel he carvied under his arm in the passage. .

'Chis sudden outbresk of swoiting in Study No. 6 was,
apparently, some sort of a weird jost. At all cvents, the
Shell fellows could think of no other explanation. One
good furn  deserved another, and Monty Lowthor was
ready with a jest in his tuen,

Tom and Manners understood, and laid down Lheir parcels
also, '1‘]19]9 éntered the study together, and a swift stride
hrought them to  the table,” Tefore Blake & Co. lknew
what was hn.g ning, the Shell fellows had grasped the
ond of the table and up-ended it. 3

Crash! Clatter! Smash! Bump!

Books and papers and inkpot and
of Study No. 6 in wild confusion.

Blake & Co. leaped to their feet,

“Bai Jove—"

“You silly asses!” roared Hervies,

“Yon potty chumps!” X

“¥You fwightful wuoffians!” soared Avthue Augustus.
“ ¥ou have wained our work—our feahiully hard woyk i

“ Ha, ha, hal”

The hevec was complete,  Tom Merry and Manners
and Lowther backed to the deor, chortling, as Blake & Co.
turned on them furiously, ?

“*Now teH us what the giddy jest is,"" said Tom cheerily.

“Yon nitah ass—" -

“Clome along and tell us in our study,” £aid Manners,
“We've got a spread—" !

"“Here, keep off I*' yosred Tom, as the TFourth-Formers
tade ®w rush,

“Hick them out]” yelled Blake.

“%’Yaas, waﬂm]}ll”.-. o

“You potty chumps—out you goi” b
Y audl: ot% | My hat, I—-I—" gusped the captain of
the Shell, “Oh crumbs! Back ur, you fellows!”

Situdy No. b were evidently wildly excited. For what
ever mysterious reason they had heen swotting, they were
plainly enraged by the sudden interruption of the swat,
and the havee wropght aingng their Laiin papers, They
rushed at the Terrible Thres to' hurl them forth.

There was a wild and whirling scene in Study Noi 6'for
o {ew minutes. R L

But four to three ecarvied the day.

Menners went ont frst, in a heap; and Tom Moryy
follawed him.  Aud then Monty Lowiher few out, and
sprawled across his two chins.

i Ow-ﬂ\" !!‘

“Wow "

" Oooonooop1™

Slam ! . o

'The door of Study No. 6 closed on (he spravling Shell
follows, and the key turned in the lock. Blake & Co. were
not risking veprisals. Tom Merry staggered to his feeh

“You cheeky Fourth Form fags!” he toarved. *Come
oit, and wa'll mop the passige up with you ! 2

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—' .
“Bhut up, Gussy!” came Blake's voice, “Don't waste
tinie cllattinﬁ with those Shellfizhi. Pile in}"”

!

pens weat, Lo the flaoy

- "Weally, Blake—" ; -
“Pon't wag your chin, old man—just work,”
Bang !

Lowther was on his feet, kicking at the door, Alanners
gumped up and added a4 smite with his knuckles:

“tio away!” roaved Blake. :

“Open this: dooy, aud welll mop you upl? shoyted
Lowther, 4 .

“Pway wun away and be quict.”

. Bang!. 'Th lun!ﬂ : :

The Terible Three had called in ab Study No. 6 with
the most benevolent and hospitable infentions, Now they
weﬂled to he thirsting for the blood of that celebrated
sindy, =

But a locked door was not to be argued with. The chums
of the Shell had fo give it up, after breathing a series of
blood-eurdling threats through the keyhole,

“Come onl” said Tom Merry, picking up his parcol.
“We'll mop them up later. Let's ask somebody glsa tg
tea, I suppose they've all gone mad, all of a. sudden,
Come on " : o .

And the Werrible Thyee, a little dusty and breathless,
and greatly astonished and wrathy, weni on down the
passage o Study No. 9, with the intention of askinF
Levison, Clive, and Cardew to the spread in the Shell,
Study No, 6 having been drawn blank, as it were.
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They arrived ab Study Ne. 9, and Tom Merry tapped
and opened the doow.

“You fellows——"" e began. MRl

Then ho stopped in sheex amazement.  Levison, Clive,
and Cardew were seated round the study table, their books
before them, thoughtful expressions on their faces—swot.
ting! As it had been in Study No, 6o it was in No. 8—
as 1= swotting was, sprca'r]inf?- throvgh the Fourth Forin
like- an outbreak of influenzal Fa il 1

CHAPTER 2.
‘The Swols |

“ ONT como int"” 33 .
D Leyison of the Fonrth'spoke, ;wllatelé but firmly.
*Shut the daor after you!l'" said Clive.
Ralph Reckness Cardew gave: the Shell fellows
a dvoll look. Ho was swotting like his comrades, but no
doubt his heart was not in it. Cardew of the Fourth was
eabout the last fellow at St. Jim's whom anyone would have
expected o see doing the minutest fraction of work more
than was required of him b; ‘stern necessity,

Y Aro we dreaming this?” asked Tom Merry blanklirl.
“1 think I am, and I think it’s the woist nightmre l've
aver had,” said Cardew, .

“Don't talk,” said Clive, -

“Dear man, 1 muet have a few minutes off  These fellows
have butted i, just in time to give me & much-necded rest,”

“Pile in, you ass! Do you want to be the one fo bag a
llogging 1"

*0h depr!" Nol ‘But—=" 3

“Well, keep on, then,"” aaid Levison,

“Look here!l What does it all mean:? demanded Tom
Merry, “Wa found Study No, 6 at this, aud up-ended their
table, Now we find you fellows swotting | =~ Hag all the
Fourth gone potty 1" E :

Cardew chuckled, vk

"*We came to ask you fellows to ten,” added Tom, .

“Thanks no end; but we've nok stopping for tea,” said
Levison. /" A'snack will see us through.”

“Will it1"” said Cardew dubiously.

* Yes; gotonl” E

“Bub what does it all mean?” exclaimed Manners.

“ Listen, and 1 will a tale unfold,” said Carvdew gravely.
“Tha ig;nomrme of the Fourth Form is appalling.”

WL 9 4 ki

“I had never noticed it before; but the Head znr'a so, and
g0 ib's 50,” explained Cardew. “Straight from the horse’s
mouth, you know. Speeial exam in Latin for nll the Fourth
nexb éul.m'day. TFeilows who don't bag enough marks to
see them clear, will bag marks of a different kind—from the
Head's birch.  If we don’t go for j]o]ly_uld Virgil, the jolly
old Head will go for us, a've choosin® the esser of fwo
evils,  The Fourth have had tho fright of thejr lives.
believe even Trimble's workin',” T

“QGreat Scott1?

“The Head came in to-day,” explained Levison. “He put
ug through our paccs, and wasn't pleased, There’s to be o
special Latin paper on Saturday, seo?? A

“And floggings handed out to the fellows who don't turn
in a good paper,” said Clive. ‘8o we're grinding abtit.”

“Grindin’® 1sn’t the word,” sighed Cardew. “We're slog-
gin’—shavin'—wearin’ ourselves out. We'va alt made up our
minds to it, Nobody seoms to want to_be hoisted on Batur-
day, a3 o shockin’ example to the school. It's not enticin’ to
think of, you know. So we're swottin’, You idle fellows run
away and play.” :

Tom Merry & Co. grinned,

They understood now the sudden and inexplicable outbreak
of swotting in the Fourth Torm passage. A special Latin
exam, with n flogging promized to every fellow who failod to
pasz muster, was enough-to make the slackest follow in the
Fourth vealise that, it was time to pull up his secks, o to
speak, and grind a little, No doubt, with that dreadful
prospect _in view, even Baggy Trimble was working.
Evidently the Fourth had made up their minds to logse no
time,

“Vou'll find grindin’ goin’ on in every study in the Fourth
I think,” yawned Cardew, "I hardly thiuk)it will keep on
like this tall Sat_urda¥; but we're beginnin® well,. Too fast

But for the present we've a Forn of swots,

and no idle, tllg:lght!e&i youngsters need apply. Fargwell X

“Ha, ha, ha

Tom Mexry & Co, loft No. 9, grinning, . i _

The Head’s visitation, and the alarming prospect befoye
them, bad made the Fourth take thought, and swotling was
tho order of the day. But the Shell fellows doubted very

. much whether it would last for long, As Cardew put it it

was ton fast to _!nst._ But, curious to see how the r_ﬂst-of the
Form were taking it, the Terrible Three looked into some
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Baggy Trimbls Isaned on the captain of the Shsll—his whole weight | Tom Merry was a etalwart fellow, but the fat
junior's weight was no Joke. Tom staggered. ‘‘Bear & hand, somebody | ! he sald. (See Chupler 5.)

of the other studies. In all of them they found stidions
youths poring over books, or yawning dolorously ever them.

Quite interested to sea whether Baggy ‘I'rinble, the faifest
and slackest and laziest fellow at St. Jim's, was working,
{hey looked into Study No, 2 in the Fourth. Wildrake and
Mellish and Treimble sat vround the study table, with their
Looks before them. Wildrake was working quiefly, Mellish
with a vicious look son' his face, and Baggy Triwble was
tuking a little yost. He was speaking as the Shell fellowa
came up to 8tudy No. 2.

“What about tea 7

“Nothing abont tea, T guess,” zald Wildrake. “!'m going
to put in another solid hour, and tlien cut down to Hall for
u snack.”

“It's all your fault, Trimble ! said Mellish savagoly.
was vour rotten con that made (the Beak so waxy”

“1 guess your con was pretty rotten, too,’ vemarked Wild-
rvake. “There's a pair nfl {pu.':

“Oh, rats!” snarled Mellish,

“Tt's vou two for the licking, i[. you l]l:'\li‘i pull up your
socks,” grinned Wildrake, “Especially Urimble I

“Well, I'm swolting, ain't I?” groaned DBaggy.,
been at it hard. I'm hungty now.”

“(io it harder,” said Wildrake. “You haven'i a minute
to lose before Salurdar. Not a second. 'I'ha ‘infants of
the gqueen ' won't go down in the exam, vou know.”

“The which?”’ inguired Monty Lowther, from the door-
Way.

Wildrake glanced vound, with a smile.

“PDon't interrupt the work,” he said. :

“Tley've told us that in every study in hie Fourth,” said
Tom Merry, laughing, “Never saw such a hard-working
Trorm, Mr, Lathom ought to be pleased, if he could see you
now."

- 1 guoess he ought to be—if it lasts.  'l'vimble got the
Tead's rag ont. He ivanslated ‘infandum regina' as ‘the
ifants of the gueen '——"

“Ha, lin, ha I gelled the Terdible Thres,

I

“I'va

“Look hers; you know——" growled Baggy Trimble.

“1 guess welte all in the soup,” said Wildrake, “You
galoots run away and play, while industrious fellows are
working.”

“¥You haven't timo to come to tea in our sludy ¥ grinned
the captain of the Shell.

“Nope! Thanks all the same!”

Bnﬁgy Trimble jumped up. .
::’§:|av"ks' old fellow, I'll come !” he said,
I. 1 .15

“I'm ready,” said Trimble.

“Nobody asked you, sir, she said !" sang Monty Lowlher,

“0Oh, take him afoug and feed him !'" said Wildrake. “ A
galoot ean't work with Uiiinble in the stndy grousing about
grub.’” :

Tom Alerry laughed.

“All right. Come on. Trimble [

And Baggy Trimble—tryving to forget the dismal prospect
before him if he did not turn in a good Latin paper on
Saturday—accompanied the Terrible Three tp Study No, 10
in the Shell. There the three parcels were unpacked, aud a
handsome spread brought a cheery grin to the fat face of
Baggy. In Study No. 10 he was able to forget his troubles—
so long as the spread lasted, at all events,

————

CHAPTER 4,
Tom Merry Does Not Play Up!
AGGY TRIMBLI leaned back in his chair and smiled
eerenely,
It had been a first-class spread; more than enough
even for Baggy Trimble. Baggy, who lhad been in
the lowest spirits since the Head's visit to the Form-room ,
that morning, smiled again, Life onco more seemed lo be
worth living, ;
“Jolly good, you fellows!"” said Trimble. :
Tue Cea Lissiny.—XNo, 960,
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The spread was over; but-Trimble showed no hurry to
depart, © Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther politely
waited for him to clear,  Ag a matter of absolute fact, they
did net enjoy the company of Trimble of tho Fourth—nabody
did, excepling the fai, Baggy himself, Having fed him, and
tolerated his society during the feed, the chums of the Slell
considered they had done more than any reasonalile fellow
could bave expected of them, and now they only desived fo
goa the last of the fat junior, :

But Trimble et himself ecomiortably, obviously with no
intention of taking his departure yet awhile,

“Pyv¢ been thinking, you fellowe,™ he said,

“Vou have 1 inguived Manuers, in surprise.

“¥eas, About that exam, you knmow,”" said Tyimble, "I
want yon to help me a bit, Tom Merry. A4 junior gapiain
of the House, you know it's up Lo you to hand out help and
advice, and aIF that,”

“My hat! I'm noi taking on the job of a Latin tutor,
though,” said Tom Merry., “Better ask your Fprm master
Lo give you a little extra toot; if you feel that.you need it.”

“1 don't mean that. ¥ou sce, I'm vather in a serape,”
gaid Trimble, “1 gonerally put in enough work to keep

HO Is

..
woLr

See newt Mondoy's ** MAGNET.”

- T

old Lathom quiet. That’s all that can be expecivd of a
chap. Of course, there’s always denger of getting landed
—but a fellow has to take some risks. i?ow 'va got
landed, tln'o;lfh the Head butting in. My own epinion
is that the Head wonld do much better fo stick to the
Sixth; but, of course, I can’t tell him that.”

“No. 1 think I shouldn’t,” agreed 'Fonn

“All the fellows have had & scare, and they're takin
up swotting all of a sudden, uns if they loved it,”. suid
‘Trimble, “Of cowrse, it won’t last. T started on the samo
tack, and T find that I've got an awful lot of leeway
to make up. - It means grinding every blessed minute all
through the week, if I'm not to stick at the bottom of the
list on Saturday, and bag a flogging, That’s not good
onough,” ;

“You covld do with a liltle more knowledge,” suggested
Lowther, “What you know at present would go into a
thimble, and still leave room enough for a finger.”

Primble did not heed that remavk, The pursuit of
knowledge never had appealed to Baggy.

“Y¥vo been ithinking.” he repeated. “I'vo gob rather
more hiains than most of the chaps in my Form, you know,
'They thinl' that the only way to scrape through on
Saturday g to grind ot Latin, and itarm in a good PRper.
But there's more ways of killng a est than cheking it
with cream, you know, I've thonght of something betler;
and that's where I want your help, Tommy. After all)
wa've pale, aren’t wet”

YAve wel® ejaculated Tom in asztonishment,

Tug CGix Lisksry.—No, 980,
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“My idea is this,” pursued Trimble. “All the Fourth
heve got to turn up for the special exam on Saturday. Nob
o follow seems to hiave thought of working a dodge for
culting the exam. That’s my idea.”

Tom Merry stared at the fat Fourth-Former.

LA (..?nt it out, I"atty 1" he said. *'The Head means business,
You'll ls_ava to furn up with the rest, of course.”

“Not if T get up a really good dodge,” urged Trimble.
“That's where you can help me, as junior captain. I've
gol to keep away from the exam, somehow. You see, it's
not' & regular exam—only a special Head's exam for re-
porting progress, Any fellow who was ill, for instance,
would miss it, and get olear,”

“But you're not il !

. That's o last resource, of course,” said Trimble. “Being
ill means going into sanny—and I don't like sanny. The
exam's fixed for Saturdey aefternoon—two hours taken
out of a hall-holiday, yon know; rather thick, what? Now,
suppese you had a big football fixture on Saturday 1"
“We haven’t,” said Tom.

“You're playing Greyiriars next week,”

“Next week,” assented Tom.

“Well, you could write to Greyfris end beg thom
to alter the date, and make it this thmay instead. Vou
could do that for a very special reason.”

“1 suppase I coyld,” said Tom, “But Pm blessed if T
see liow fhat would Jielp vou in a Latin exam, if T did it

S mmrmored Lowther, regarding the fat junior with
Ereat interest,

Bagey's fat intellech worked in mysterious ways its
wonders to perform; and evidently some stunning idea was
evolving in his podgy brain.

“Well, then,” continued Baggy. “Take it that you've
gob the Greyfriars fixture for t.ﬂia Saturday, That puts
you in 2 hole, with a lot of your men kept away Ly a
special exam. Half the junior eleven are in fhe Fourth,
you know. Well, that cant be helped,. You'd have to play
without Blake, or D'Arey, or Figgins, or Fatty Wynn.
Bul if you made a particular request for one special fellow
to he let off, because you eouldn’t really play without him,
Pm sure the Head would liston to reason, He's vory
partieular about never in{'el!"f’criug with the games fixlures

if he can help it, you know.

“I knaw,” assented Tom, "The'exam las been fixed for
this Baturday, because there’s no school fixture on thak
date. The Head knows that”

“But the date can be altered to suit, ps T've éxplained,”
satd Trimble. " And you can put-me down to play.?

“¥oul”? yelled Tom Merry,

"That's 18"

“You! But vou ean't play football!”? ejaculated the
captain of the Shell, staring blankly ot Bapggy. :

“Well, T play a fairly good geme,” said Baggy. “That
will be all vight. DBesides, the Head knows about onr
fixtures; hut lie doesn't know about every fellow’s foathall
forin, of convse, If you explained to him that the Greviriars
niatch had to he played ilis Saturday, and that you simply
dared not face them without me in the team, I know jolly
well Ulie Head would let me off the exam,”

"My only hat!?

“Bee the idea 7 asked Trimble complacently. " Of courso,
the Head wouldn't let a lot of fellows offi You'd have
to play without Blake and Tiggins and Wynn, and D' Avcy
and Kerr, and Redforn, But you’d have me.”

"Youl” spluttered Tom Merry,

“The Head would let off one chap—that stands to reazon,
You eould pitch it to him very strong about what a splendid
footballer II am—a  budding international, and nilf) that.
Pile it on ghick, you know, That would see me cloar,”

The Terrible Tliree gazed at Trimble.

Evidently that fat and fatuous youth “waa greatly taken
with the idea, and seemed to seo no reason why Tom
AMerry should not play up. Missing the Latin exam was
an important point, to Trimble—in fact, it was, from his
poing of view, the only thing that mattered, All otlier
considerations were insignificant, In caomparisor,

“Bo I'm to go to the Head and pitch him a string of
L “Then 'm (o
play Greyfriars with some of my best men loft out, und o
fat dud in their place, and bug a licking at foothall, And
I'm to do all that to save you from the frouble of putting
in a little work!”?

“Well, as a pal, yon know——*"

“I can see myself doing it!” pasped Tom.

“Youn agree?” asked Trimble,

“Oh, my hai! Not quite.”

Y1 don’t think you ought fo be selfish,” said Trimble,
blinking at him. “I'm in & scrape—and o football mutch
doosn’t matter much, does it? 1 mean, not in comparison
with something really important

“Buch as helping a fat slacker to dodge work,” chuckled
Eowther,




“Ha, ha, ha!l!

Toin Merry rose to hig fl}l'!l', and opened the study door,
Lt really was hardly worth while to be angry with a fatuous
[ _llkﬂ_Baggy Trimble; but Tom had had enough of that
fuscinating youth.

“Good-bye, Trimble,” he said.

“But, I haven't (inizhed yet

“You have,” said Tom. “Travel.”

“ Look here, you know——"

Tour Morry ook hold of the back of Trimble's clatr,
Buggy Trimble was deposited on the carpek with a bimp.
" Ow 1" roared the fat Fourth-Former,

‘' Line up, you fellows, and all kick together!™ said Tom

13

fu v "“When [ say three, ot i bave b

Y What-hed” »

“I—I say—"" gasped Trimble,

"Cne!” eounted Tom,

EI—I—1 say—look here—-"

*Twol"

Baggy Trimble did not wait for "theee”, He squirmed
to the deogrway and bolted oub of the stady like a fat
vahbit. Tom Merry chuckled, and banped the stndy door
nfter him.

Bagey drifted disconsolately back to No. 2. FEvidently,
that great idea was not going to work; for reasons inex
alicy %u to Baggy. Tom Merry did not intend fo rescue
wm from the scrape into which his lnziness had landed
Lini, at the trifling cost of felling a bushel of unfruths
and throwing away o foothall mateh, Buggy TPrimblo
rolled dismally back to his study, and sat down glumly
to Latin again. Work was the only way out of the derape
—uinless he could think of some more pricticable dodge.

Butb after a littlo more work, Baggy's thoughts wandered
from Latin. If work—steady and unremitting swolting—
was the only way to cscape n: flogging, Baggy was booked
for the flogging. Indeed, of the two, it scemed olmost
preferable to Baggy. :

And instead of swotting, as the otlier fellows in the
Fourth were doing, Baggy gave up his attention to the con-
sidoration of ways and means for dodging the special
exam. 'That was the only wny—at least, it was the orly
wiy that appealed to Trimble. 8o while the rest of the
Fourth swotted Latin, Boggy's fat intellect worked at tfull
pressure in quite another direction, »

CHAPTER 5.
Baggy, the Footballer!
OM MERRY arrived on Little Side the following

I afternoon with a football under Iis arm and a smile

on his face,
He had wondered how many of the Fourth would
turn up for games practice that afterncon.

As it was not a compulsory day, any fellow who wanted
to eub the practice was at liberly to eut it. But all the
footballing fellows were cortain to turn up, as a rule. The
Groyfrinrs match came along the following week; and
follows who were to play in that match wanted to keep
themselves up to the mark; and fellows who waunted to get
n chunce of wedging into the eleven were still more likely
to show up in games practice and endeavour to impress the
junior captain with their quality. So—in normal con-
ditions—Little Side should have heen erowded when Tom
Marry arrived there with juniors of both Houtes.

But the outbreak of “swotting ” was evidently still grip-
ping the Tourth. Tom Tad wondered how many of that
I'orm would turn up—and & glance showed him that five
or six made the total, Thea rest, apparently, weve putting
in the half-holiday at deep study, getting veady fo hiave
their haiv combed, as Cardew exprossed it, by the Beak on
Saturday.

Of all the Fourth, only Levison. Blake, and D'Arcy
yepresonted the School House, and Iliggine and Kerr the
Now House at this especial games practice,

Whoreat Tomy Merry  smiled. ‘

Tlhere was a swarm of the Shell present, and the few
niembers of the Tourth weee almost lost among them,

“Fatty Wynn not coming down?"' asked Tom, with a nod
lo Piggms and Kerr,

IMigzins shook his head,

“No; he will he all vight to keep goal nest week, you
know—he's always in great form. H hLe conld spoat Latin
as well as he keeps goal, he wonld be all vight on Salurday,
log,”

“You feel all right for, Baturday ! grinned Ton.

“Mel Not exactly,” said Tiggins, “But I'm chancing jt
rather than cutiing games prectice, Kerr's all right, any-
liow, and he's tootering Patly and me in the study at odd
times. Blessed if T know why the Hend dropped on the
_1*0\11‘1-!1 instead of the Shell yesterday. T dare say the
ignorance of the Shell is appalling, too, if they're talen by
gurprise,"”

Does Your Pal Kedd the CGEM ? ks H

“Our turn will come,” said Tom langhing, “8o vou'ra
chaneing it, too, Blake?" ;

Jack Blakes nodded.

“T think T shall pull theough on Saturday.” he said. I
had n'(!eep dig into the rubbish yesterday, blow it! Any-
haw, I'm not swotting on a halfholiday.” )

"Watlmh nob,” said Arthur Augustus,

And you don’t need to, Levison,” said Tom,
play all our heads off at the elassics.”

fI“Jm.*w,c.m of the Fourth grinned.

Well, T'm faivly well up in the stuff,” ko said, “T was
working' yesterday to encourage Cardew, He's promised
fo stick at 1§ with Clive while I'm down here, Nob many
of the Fourth out this afternoon.” y

“Hallo, here comes another [ exclaimed Monty Loawvthor.

“Dai Jove! Twimble!” =

“Trimble—in  footer riz!” exclaimed Blake. “'Tain't
cm_}:([mlsm‘y fo-dayl What does Trimble want here?”

“ (zoodness knows 1" said Tom Merry.

_ The juniors stared at the fot Baggy in surprise.  Never,
in the memory of the oldest inhabitant, had Bagxy Trimble
been seen ab games practice, excepting on days when it was
compulsory—and not always then, for Baggy was full of
wonderful dodges and oxenses on such occasions. And now
=when there was nb compulsion to-come, and there was a

powerful reason [ov staying away—here was Trimble; in

“You can
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football garb; looking as if he were on the point of burst
ing through hiz shorts and jersey. as ususl when he wan
garbed for soccer, Bvidently Daggy Trimble meant to join
in the games prackice; why, was a deep mystery bo every
fallow on the ground. : ; i

“Well, here we are, Tom Merrwl” puffed Baggy, aa ho
came up, ‘' Not late, I hope! Fine day for footer, what?"

“What do you want here, Bagay? aslied Tom Merry,
quite puzzled, ;

“Eh! Games prackice” said Bager,

“Ryk it’s not 4 compulsory day.”

T know Chat (" )

“Then what do you mean " demanded Tom.

“1 meoan whabt T say—I'm here for games practice, and
' joily well not gomg to stand out, either, T can tell
vou :’ said Bagey defiantly, ¥ Pm oawfully keen on foothall

“Since when?” yelled Manners. v

*Since the Head told us—I—I rmean—T—TI've always been
keen on footer!” stammered Trimble, “I've been Kept out
of games hy jealousy, and all that. TE you wank a good
man_ for the Greyfriers match next wcoit. I'm willing o
play. You'll see what T can do, to-day, if you give me n
chance,” ’

Tom Merey laughed.

"IE you've veally keen, Trimbly, Tin glad to hear it,” la
said, “Bot have you fovgotten aliout zelling ready for
Saturday?”

“Eht That's what I'm doing 1

Tre Gest Linrrany.—No, 980,
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“Wheb{” exelaimed Tom. “The Head isn’L
examing you in soccer on Sabuvdaey, is he?”

“I—T moan——" = e 4
., “Well, what do you mean?’ demanded 'Mom, eyeing the
fab junior in growing surprise.

“i-—I—gc-u gmoulg mean to, soy——" Trimble seémed
sather confused, "I mean, a geme of footer will pull me up,
you Jmow, and—and buek me up for—for study. Heslthy
mind in 4 healthy bLody, and all that, you know, See?
Anyhow I'm here for footer, and you can put that in your
pipe and smoke it.” s

“Right-ho; it will do you good, anyway,” said Tom good-
humouredly. z

And when the juniovs picked wp sides, Baggy Trimble
tock his placo in the ranks, evidently meaning business,

Baggy's foothall was about on a par with lis Lutin and
his other attainments. . T

His iden of the game was to make blind rushes and kick;
and ho never seemed to care whom he rished over, or where
. his kicks landed. . Seldom, if ever, did they land on the
ball; bt as every bullet has its billet, so Baggy's wild kicks
generally found something to land on—a knee, an ankle,
ar gomething of the sort. Tor which reasont Trimble sume-
tumes found himself “laid out " at games practice, on the
infrequent oecasions when lie showed up there—fellows did
not seem to like Daggy barging into them, and kicking
them on any spof that ﬁweﬂed to be available.”

In & pick-up game Baggy would spend a lot:of time on
his back, gasing at the heavens, and struggling to gef his
sucond wind, Unless a prefect or a master was in charge of
the practice, he wonld crawl off at the earliest possible
moment, Now, &g usial, he put in a good deal of sprawling
and 'gn;spini; but for once he showed no disposition to
evpwl off, * For once, if for once only, the fat slacker of the
Fourth was determined to shine as a footballer: for somo
mysterious reason known only to himself. .

. And so it came - about that Baggy charged vecklessly,
head down like a bull, into a struggling press of players,
and disappesred among innunierable legs and feet, yelling.

Three or four fellows stumbled over Bagay, and as they
landed on him, fhey did not take any {rouble to land
lightly, -

“Ow! Wow! Gerroff! Help!?

“Iick ihat fat idiot off the field!” voared Kangaroo of
the Shell indignantly. “He's jolly wall luned me.”

“Bai Jove! He has quite ¢wushed my nose with his sillay
elbow, you know,"” said Avthur Augustus D'Arcy, in fones of
angoish, - ; ¥

“Owl Wow! Yow! Ow!"” came faintly from under-
neath three or four sprawling forms—that seemed in no
ey to leave off ‘sprawling over Trimble.

But they cleared_at last, and the fat and gasping Baggy
was revealed, He lay and grooned deeply.

“You barging idiot!" said Blake, perhaps by way of
expressing sympathy, 2 ]

Uivoan | s HNC

“8hut up that row, for goodness' sake,” said Kangaroo.

Crroan | 7 .
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" Heedless of the other fellows, he lay

Price 2d.

“Come on!" called out Tom Merry, y
T'he game went on; but Beggy Trimble did not move,
: where he was,
gfﬂau}“g.

“Help!” Baggy called out feebly,

“Shut up!” roared Figgina.

“"Help! I'm hurt!”

“Crawl off, then, you fat funk 1"

“Ow! T can't move! My leg's hroken, I think,” said
Baggy faintly,

“Rﬂtﬁ!” )t }

“‘Bai Jove, the fat duffeh may be damaged, vou kiow !
said Arthur Augustus, and he ran up to Trimble.

Bagey gave a deep groaun.

‘“Are you hurt?” asked Ciussy.

“Ow! Yes! Fearfully!”

“Where, deah bhoyi”

“My leg's broken ! grpaned Trimble. o

“Wats !

“I—I can’t get np! Some of you fellows will have ia
caryy me hack to the House!" said Trimble fechly.

The juniors gathered round Trimble. Tom Mervy and
Manners took him by the arms te help him up.

“Ow! Careful!” gasped Baggy. “My log's broken !

“Youn fat idiet!” roared Tom. “Your silly leg’s all
right!"

“I—I mean my—my back——"

“\What?"

“ Dislocatod spine, I think—=""

“You footling ass!” i

“I—T mean——" Baggy gesped. “T—I mean 'm suffer-
ing infernally—I mean internally! 'T'hat's it—internal
injuries,” Baggy seemed quite pi’msed at heving got it
vight af last. " Frightful internal injury—that's what it is
I can’t walk. Help me!”

The juniors stared at Baggy. Only too well they knew
Baggy, and his disregard for the straight and narrow path
of veracity. When it came {o prevarication, Trimble could
have given George Washington or Ananias fifty in a lLiyn-
dred, and won easily. Ha't'f it been o eompulsory practice
that afternoon, the fellows would have known what to
thinlk, Irimble’s injury, they would have taken for granted
40 bo simply an excuse for getting off the field early. Bui
as Baggy was there on this occasion of lis own free will,
and at liberty to depart whenever le chose, they wele
driven to beliove that he veally was damaged.

“Wall, if you're hurt, I'm sorry,” said Tom. “Yon
should really learn not to pley footer like a bull in a
ching shop, Trimble. Here, lean on me, and 1'Il help you
away."”

Baggy leaned on the capiain of the Shell~his whola
weight. Tom Merry was a stalwart fellow; but Baggy
Trimble's weight was no joke. He stoggeved,

“PBear n hand, somebody!” he said, ‘

“Ha, ha, hal"

Avthur Auvgustus took Trimble's other arm. Throwing
as mubh weight as he could upon his two kind corductors,
Trimble staggered off the field; and the pick-up went on,
while Tom and-Gussy marched him oft towards the School
House. Daggy let ont an anguished groan al almest cyery
stop, doubtless due to his severe internal injuries, Tom
Merry and D'Avcy were porapiring by the time they pgot
him fo the Houso, They pilpted him.in; and would have
valinguished him there, but Bagey held on to their arms,

“T'ake me to the Housemaster,” he said fecbly.

“What on earth do you want to see Railton fori®”

“ Mo will have to send for a doctor.”

“Oh, my hat!" said Tom. LB

“Pai Jove! If Twimble weally is n]juimd. you know,
peiwwaps a doctah had bettalh see him,” said Aviliur
Augustus, with & puzzled look af the fab junior.

“Taok here, Trimble,” said Tom Merry quietly. “1 don’t
know what your game is; but you're generally gammoning,
and this looks to me like gammon. TIf it is; youw'd bettcr
think twice before you try to stuff’ My, Railton.”

Groan !

“Vou're not really hurt,” said Tom, “Ii's only heing @
funk and a fat fopzler, you know, that makes you make
sich a song aboul & bump or twe.”

Groan !

“Bai Jove! What a feahful wow " said Arthur Augustus.

“Pake me to Raillon !’ said Trimble faintly, “I—TI think
T'm dying.”

“ [athead 1"

“Look here, you lmow

“3vell, if you dare, you're jolly well not going to die on
niy hands,” said Tom Merry heavtlessly, “T'lI land you on
Railton with pleasure.”

Aud the two juniors ‘.I'le!lped ilie tottering DBaggy, groan-
ing mt every step, to the ITousemaster’s study.
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CHAPTER 6. 3
A Very Sudden Recovery

: RB. SHORT
D stroked his
chubby chin,

and stared at
Trimble of the I'ourth
over his gold-rimmed
vince - noz.  Trimble,
ying on his bed in the
¥ourth Torm dormi-
tory, blinked at him,

monning faintly, My,
Railton, standing at
the foot of the bed,

glanced alternately nb
the Int i’unior and the
. littte.  plump  medical
gentloman, and scemed
worried.

Trimble, if he was
“ gammoning,” was
playing his part well,
The Housemaster
really had ‘had no
choice but to send for
a doctor, A [at slacker
like Trimble, always
out of condition, might
quite possibly have col
lected up &  real
injury; and in such a
matter the House-
master could searcely
leave  anything  to
chance,

As Trimble averred,
with many groans and
moans; that he was=
fecling an intense paiu
internally, the result of
his  misadventure on
the foothall ground,
Mr. Railton naturally
decided that the medi-
cal man had better gee
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to it.

S0 Baggy had been
lielped  upstairs, laid
on his bed, and left to
roost therve, while the

~4thing llke his nophew, hs's

“* |—1 think this is almply hoartless,”" aald Trimble tearfully, ** whon m

mean mz Uncle Thomas—that is my Uncle Montague, is
lying,!" ochuokled Bilake.

1 wofuse to listen to your feahful fibbin', Twimble. [am goin’ to kick you I’ (See Chapter 7.) ©

oor old pater—1 |
lylnn——-" CIF your unole’s any~ *
“Bal Jove!'" exclaimed D’Arcy

school doctor was tele- 3
phoned for. Tom Merry and D'Arey returned to the foothall
ground, rather concerned about Trimble. Spoofer as they
know him to be, they hardly supposéd him to have the
nerve to attempt to spoof the Housemaster and the 'school
doctor; neither did they see any reason why he should
do 0. So they felt quite-sorry for Bagey as they lefl him
groaning, and went back to Little Side.

Baggy, perhaps too lnzy to groan when there was no one
to hear ceased his sounds of woe when he was left alone.
Bul at the hint -of rfootsteps in the corridor outside, he

recommenced, and was groauing dismally when Mr. Rail- |

And during his examina-

ton bmugil;t the medical man in.
r. Short, he groaned and moaned as if for a

tion by
wager,

Now the medical man was contemplating him with very .

keen eves over his pince-nez. His

Dr.
the younger generation, and knew all sorts and conditions of
boys.
correctly. His belief was that there was nothing at all the
mitter with the fat junior,
malingering before. p

Still, such a thing as an internal injury was not easy to
tence and to diagnose, The medical man did not wish fo con-
domn Baggy ouf of hand as a malingersr, with the possi-

face was very grave.

biliby that afterwards it might prove that lie really had |

some . hidden damage in some remote recess of his fat
person. Being .8 medical man, Dr, Short was, of course,
aware of how little medionl men really knew of the mys.
terious workings of the human organisation.

It would
doctor to a big school, to make a mistake—apart from the
interests of the patient.
thinking rather hard as ke scanned Baggy's fat face, and
listened to his painful moaning,

He drew Mr, Railton aside at last, and tliey conversed

in low tones put of Trimble's hearing, Baggy strainad his |

i

fat ears to listen; but only a low murmue of voices reached
him,

Short, as a school doctor, had a long experience of .
He was not, theréfore, atea loss to estimate Baggy |

He had come acrpss cases of

never do for a man in his official position, ns .

Bo the modical gentleman was |

r

i 15 the matter serious?” asked Me, Railton,

“I think not,” said Dr. Short, “I think, as a matter of
fact, that there is nothing wrong with the boy at all,
Probably he eats tpo much pastry; but I find no tracs of
such an injury as he complains of. But one canuol be too
siire in such mattors.”

“Quile 3p. But "

“If the boy is malingering, he lLas some reason. Is Lo,
by any chance, under sentence of & fogging!”

“Nothing of the kind, doctor.”

“That would account for it,” said Dr, Short. “A floz-
ging, of course, conld not be admninistered if the boy is ill,
or supposed to be ill. You know of no other reason why
he might be pretending to be injured?”

Me. Railton reflected for a moment, Then he atarted.

“There is a special examination for all the bhoys in
Trimble's Form this week,” he said,

“Aha!” said the medioal gentleman. “Is it an examins-
tion that Master Trimble can face with confidence?”

“Far from that, He is the least fitied of all his Form
to face the examination, and he is far too lazy
for it if he can possibly avoid doing so.” ]

Dr. 8hort smilopd, L .

1 think woe have puf our finger on the key lo the
mystery,, Mr., Railton,” he saigd,  “I will speak to my
patient again. I only wished to discover whetlier e lnd
a motive for malingering. v

Dr. Short roturned to the bedside. . Bagge Teimbhle
gave a low moan of intense suffering by way of greeting.

“You feel no botter?” asked the:doctor, . :

“Worse!” gronned Trimble, @ * | el !

“You still feel Vhat wveu cannat wvise without assisk.
ance?” .

“I—I can hardly breathe!” geonned Trimble.
couldn's get up, sir if the honse was on fige © .

“Then you will have to be yemoved on a-stveteher lo
the sanatorium,” said Dr. Short, t

to propare

T

A gliminer: oame into Baggy's round eyes. -~
‘ 'THE Gea Lisrany.—No, 980,
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The sanatorium was not & place he yeaned fa visit. But
anything was bettor than the I-flfl!l‘ pxam oh r:ul_mtlﬂ}-
It was & cose of any port 1n & slori, >

That sudden glilu':’m‘n' in Baggy's eyes did not escape
tho merdical gentlaman.  Bub his' face remained very
4K T - .
Llf\".;(-m will be placed in the sanalorium, on special diet,
wod under speeinl care,” he saidc Do you feal, in xour
jpresent state, as if you can cat¥"

“Oh, yes, =:irl” said Baggy at once.. - -

“You do unt feel that your appetite is affecled In eny
w -?" A

“Not ob all” ; :

“You feel that you could digest an ample breakfast in
{he morning—say, cges and bacon, with kidneps aud
tomatoes 1 .

“ Tasily, sir : . L

“Home elight refreshment duving the mornig—say, a
eake, and Fruit " suggested the doctor.

“Oh, yes!” ;

“For dinner, o chicken, with several vegetables, followed
by o substantial pudding.’

“Fine!” gasped Trimble,

“Poached oggs, with han for tea, and a enke.”

“Yes,” sid, Lrimble.  “T—I' think so, sir.” He forgot to
groan in tho contemplation of that bappy prospect.

“Tor supper, perhaps, o cold ment-pie, and & pudding.”

Trimble’s oyes danced. :

Bauny, on those lines, was likely fo he a very pleasant
abiding-place. Dy, Bhaert, evidently, was 2 medical man in
a thousand!

“Vary well,” said the doctor checrfully. “0f conrse, such
a diet would be quite impassitle, in the case of an jnternal
injury.”’

ol

9T will now diaw up a special diel for you, Master
Mrimble, which the nurse will bé instricted to adhere fo
serictly.” ; ;

Dr. Short took out his pocket-book and a pencily Trimble
witehed himm very a.nxiuusl{. ; J

“ Breakfast,” miurmured the doctor, aloud, as he reribbled.
“One glass of lukewarm water and a small piece of diy
{nast.” -

Trinible gazed &t him in horvor.

“Nothing bt & .glass of likewarm water between meals—
vory important. For dinuer, a small quantity of vegetahles—
wo meat, or puddings, or pies in sy circumstances whal
aver.” -

Primble groaned. !

1t was not his internal injury fhab caused him te groan.
1t was the prospect of that appalling diet.

“Tor tea, a gloss of lukewnrm water,
cuit—nob. a sweel biseuit. No supper!"

Ciroan! =

“This dick will ho sivietly adhered to,” said Dr.. Short,
“and T trust, Master Trimble, {hat T shall Gnd you bebter
on my next visit.”

I'rimble’s jaw dropped. :

“Mr. Railton, you will spe that (he mse earries’ oub
my instructions to the wvery letter?”

“Undoubtedly 1 snid Me, Railton, with a stern glanece
a6 Trimble, He was at no loss to understand the changes
in the fat junior’s face, : :

“1 have every reason to believe,” continued the doctor
blandly, “that Master Trimble's recovery will be rapid.”

Dr. Short left the dormitory with Mr. Railton, Trimble
sab up on the bed—able to move now that he was alone—
and gazed blankly after them. -
“Tha—the—the awful beast!” gasped Baggy.
Latin exams—Head's floggings—what were

and o dry bis-

they com-

pared with a week on such a dict as thai preseribed by,

De. Short? Tritles light as air. 7

Baggy had succcoded—a little too well. Dr. Short had
said that the fab junior's recovery would be rapid,

It was very rapid indeed. .

When My, Railton came back to the dovmilory, five
winutes later, Baggy Trimble was no longer extonded on
the bed. He was on his feet, and ready to go: So far from
being the helpless vietim of injuries, internal or oxtermal,
Baggy was enly too anxious to convince the Honsemaster
that he was not injured af all.

M. Railton Jooked at him grimly,

“8o you ere able to vise now, Trimble?” :

“Yes, sir!” gasped Baggy., “I—I—I fecl much botter,
dir, I—I—I seemcd to feel a—a—a sudden recovery, sin”

“In the cnse of sevions internal pains, such as you
teseribed, Trimble, o sudden recovery is impostible”

“T—TI—I roally feel better, siv,” stuttered Trimble, guite
dismayed at the idea of being transferred to the sanatorium
. on the diet preseribed by fh Shorf, by an over-anxzious
Houscmaster,
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voice could be heavd far
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My, Railton's brow prew grimmer and grimmer,

“Nou feel na ntore pain, Teimble 7

* No;  sir. "

“You are guite sure??

“None at all; sir.”

“You are able ro walk to the sanalorinm®

“I—I don't think—L don't feck ill enovgh to zo inlo
sanny, sie!” gasped (he dismayed Bagey: “T—T shouldn’t
ike to—to slack, sir.  I—=I really feel meh better, siv—
quite well, in fact.”

I have vo doubt of il Trimble,” saitd Mr. Railton.
“You will not be sent into the sanatorivm, Trimble.”

“Ttthank you, sip!”

“You will follow me to my study, Trimble.”

“Wha-a-ut for, siv?” p

“To be severcly caned, Trimble, for attempting Lo deceive
me, and for piving Dr. Bhiort an nnnecessary journey to tho
school,” said the Housemaster grimly, =1 shall endeavonr .
to dimpress upon your obbuse min(i. Triwble, - that such
deceptions mist not be attempted.”

“Oh, lor!!"

* Follow me ! snapped Mr. Railton.

It slrode from ilie dormitory, and
limped after him, in the lowest of spirits, Baggy dragged
his faltering steps inta  the Housemaster’s study, and
watched Mr. Railton seleet his stountest cane. with a dismal
oye.  What followed was painful—and though - Baggy's
imternal injurics weve fictitious, there was-no doubt that he
sulfered external injuries—rather severely. DBut whatevor
might be the extent of his injuries, internal or external,
there was obyviously nothing the matter with his lungs.  His

- oyond the Housemaster's, study,
and it resombled the roar of the celebrated Bull of Bashan
of olden Fime.

“Now, Trimble——* said Mr. Railton, as he laid down
the eane, hmuthiulg rather hard after his exertions,

Y Ow, wow, wow!? i

“Leot this be a warning to you, Trimble!”

“Ow, wow, yow, wow!"

“You may go!”

“ Mummunm

And Trimble went, > :

When he crawied into Btudy No. 2 in the Favrth lie fonud
Wildrake and Mcllish swotting theve, getting ready for the
Head's exani. Trimble woundered dismally whether ho
would not have done more wisely to fallow their example.
Certainly, his own methods of preparing for (he special
exinl had been s ghastly failure, so far.

Baggy 'Trimble

CHAPTER T,
Trying It On the Dog!

L Ussy
Y Wats |
“Dear old chap!"

“Pway wun away, Twimble!” said Arilur
Angustus severely, “1 wegar&% you with nttah conlempt!™

Il was the follawing day, and elasses liad been ever sorae
time when Baggy Trimble volled along to Study No. 6 in
the Fourth.. 3

Blake & Co. wera getting tea in that cclebrated study.

It was only two more dayvs now to the Head's special exan,
And ug the deeaded date drew neay, it miglit have been
expected that swotting would intensify in the Bf. Jim's
Faurth.

Pt 1t didn't.

Quite the reverse, in fact. There was a slackening down
all throngh the Form. Undoubtedly; the Fourth Form had
had the wind up after the Head’s visit to their Form-room.
The whole Form had faken to swotting like ducks to water,
But as Cardew had sagely observed, it was too fast to losh

By Thursday, many of the fellows felt that they had done
enoiigh o see them through, And many of them had eome
to the conclusion that it was better to risk a ITead's flog-
ging ihan to spend the leisure hours of o whole week
mugging up the classics, ¢

Some of the Fourth were still swotting away; buf if
Tom Merry had walked along the passaga that day, looking
for fellows to ask to tea, he wonld have found plenty
available, Iardly a study would have turned him empty
away, so to speal,

S0 Study No. 6 were not busy with gwotting when Trimble
volled along. They were busy getting tea, Dot thoy were
not pleased to see Trimble; &ll the same. Nobody ever was
pleased to sec Trimble if it came to that.

Avthiur Augnstinz, whom Bagey addressed in affectionale
tonns, was shocked at him, T?m story of Dr. Short and
Trimble's rapid rocovery from his football injuries was
known to all #lin Ionse now, and all “the Iiouse had
chortlod over it. The fellows knew now why Trimble hed
furned up for games praclice on a day when it was not
colupulsory, and why he hed bavged recklessly into the
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" Boo-hoo ! ! Nr. Lathom looked up with a atart as that very uncommon sound echosd through the Form-room.

my soul ! " he ejaculated. **Trimble!!' * Boo-hoo!

master’s desk.

Hoo ! ' sobbad Baggy Trimble, stopping before tha Form-
" What does this mean ? '* exclaimad Mr, Lathom.
can't hotp it, sir,"” wailed Baggy. * My p-poor brother—Boo-hoo !

'fBless

‘' 12 it poasible that you are crying 7 '' ' 1—1--
s was run ovar by a imotop-car.'! (Sea Chapter 10.)

(liickest of the fray. 1t was a8 dodge for getiing clear of the
Heod's exam—merely that and nothing more.

All the fellows chuckled over it, only Awthur Augustus
taking it seriously an eeling shocked at Daggy's
duplicity. Monty Lowther had remarked that if a fellow
luid o be shocked at all Trimble's mizdeeds, o fellow would
spend his whole time in a series of shocks, as if he were
sitting ou. an slectric battery, Neveriheless; the swell of
the I'ourth was shocked at Trimble.  And now that the
fat and fatuous Baggy inserted his podgy features into the
dogrway of Study No. 6, Gussy told him so. Ssie

Contempt, according to the Eastern proverb, will pierce
thie shell of the tortoise. Perhaps Baggg was  belter
protected than n ftortoise. Ak all events, Gussy's-lofty con-
tempt hod no effect upon him. Baggy could stand a lob of
contempt without turning a hair, ; .

“It's rather important, yon fellows,” said Trimble,
blinking into the study. “I wanf you to lend me—"

“A boot?” asked Blake, leok'm%ro'ulnd. -

“No. 1 want : -

“Well, & boot is all that this study has to lend.” said
plnkn. “You kick him, Herries—you've got the biggest
cef!" 5

“Pleased I said Herriog, ;

“T want you to lend me a black-edged envelope!!
Lawled Trimble, just in time.

Horries, in sheep surprise, dropped his foot,

“A—a—n what?” he babbled.

‘“Bai Jove!" :

Baggy Trimble drew his sleeve across his eyes

Study No. 6 beeame serionz at once, If Bagey had lLad
had news from home, they were prepared to symipathise.
A reguest for a black-edged civelope hinted af very bad
news indeed.

“Bai Jove!” The expression of lofty scorn left. Avthar
Augistus' noble featores, wlhich softened into sympathy at
ouce.  “Do you wedally nean a black-edged envelope,
Tywimble 2%
¥es,” said

Bagpr. wiping lns eves with lis sleeva.

‘“Have you had bad news?” asked Dig,

“ My—my father—" :

" Poor old chap!” said I)'Arcy. :

“1 say, I'm sorry,” said Bleke. “It's rather sudden,
isn't it, Trimble? Dido’t you know he was ill, old chap §"

“He was run-down, vou know, when I was home lash
hols,™ said Baggy tearfully, " And thea the rush of (hipgs,
you know, may have worn him oul'a lot, We have c-ovds
of people at Trimble Hall in the hols, vou know!"

i(o]l EJJ

“Dut, ol course, I never expected il would come lo this.
Tt—it—it’s awful, you know !’ said Trimble,

“ Yaas, wathah, poor old chap!”

“When did it happen?" usk-cls Tleiries.

“Yesterday,” moated Trimble. “I've only just got the
—the ”awfill news! Knocked over by & wmoior-car, rou

SR

“Frightful
Trimble,

Blake stared at him.

“But you said he was run down last
“That hadn’t anything to do with
vesterday, 1 suppose?’

“I—I—I meanf, he was run down by a car!”

“What "

“Run down by a grey car,” said Trimble, adding detaily,
which, no doubt, seemed to him In carry convietion.

“Last hols?" exclaimed Dig.

“No; yesterday.”

“But yon said last hols”

“Ded-did 17 I—T mean, I—I'wm so knocked ovar, T
hardly know what I'm saying!"” munmbled Trimble, * You
see, I've only just got his letter by ithis afternoon's posl,

.
motoring  fatalify —learfully sudden!” zaid

hols,” he sail.
& motoring accident

telling me abont it."”
“His  letter?” said Blake dazedly. “Your [aiher's
letter 7

Tae Cex Lmuaty, —No, 080, -
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::ggf{’vf‘;{%i}'j :10 letler frone your fotlier telling you thab

ho hos been killed in o motoring accident?” stulterod
Blake. 1 mean—->"

> ‘\‘f” I“-],L. do you mean?” roared Bluke. © What sort
of silly ;Tmf ?;-ﬁ you handing out now?
w s, Blake—

“]:}:iﬁl,g;{!” said Blake. “Tt's spoof! Blessed if T know

S o T eminning such & yarn; bat it's only a yarn!”
why he's s Jig s

rpwimble, deah boy, pway pull yourself to‘?_ethuh " said
Avthur Augustus gmltl]y._ _’ “Of eourse, you did not get a
jottah fwom your fathah?” o

"@7—3 mean, no. e telephoned.”

«Tolophoned ? - Your fatliah did?” ol

“Naol My—my uncle!” gasped Trimble. “You see,
my uncle was colled in af once. M,\r” Uncle George. e
brolo the terrible news by telephoneé!

“Pgor old chap!” ] : ;

“Ytvo gob to writa back, of course.” said  Trimble.
«That's why T wani & black-edged envelope. Ji you can

1o one——
Icl'l"} 1:::?1 afwaid wo haven't any in the studay, deah boy,”
enid Avthur Augnstus gently. “I am vewy sowwy 1 .

Blako oyed the fal junior suspiciously. Perhaps Blake
was nob quita so sympathetio as Arthur Augustus D'Avey.
Certainly he was nof so nususpicious.

« And why do vou wank to write in answet to a telephone
call 7 ho smad., “Couldu’t you answer your unele on the
phone £’ : S

“ Yon—you see, niy Unele Thomas is vather deaf.”

“Wour Unele Thomas?” gasped Blake.

-'I'Yuslll

“Your Unele Thomas is deal?”

“Yes, awfully.”

“ And what would it matter if your Unele Thomas wis
deal, when it was your Uncle George who telephoned ¥

Trituble stavted.

Urimible no doubt knew that s cevtain class of persons
should have good memories, Trimble helonged to that class
of persons, undoubtedly, but e Lad a bad memory. It was
o handicap.

“T—1—I mean——"

‘o it!" said Blake saveastically, “Tell us what you
moan, by all means !” .

#T—1 ‘mean, it was my Tncle George Thomas who tele-
phoned ! stammered Trimble. * That's what I mean! I
- I'm so cub up I—T hardly know what I—T'm saying, vou

lenow, When I think of-—of my poar father, struggling for
lits life in the waves—"

“What waves?” shricked Binke,

“Mhe raging waves——"'

“ When bie was run down by a molor-esr ™
“0Oh, I—I mean—""

Teimbie fairly stuttered.

Even Arthur Augustus was looking suspicious now.
Blake &nd Herries and Dig were more than guspicious—iliey
were certaii.

“Bo this is the latest, is it 7" snorted Blake. “Malingering
was no good, so you've thought of a death in the femily.
I nneral on Saturday—what 1

gt Yed, exactly 1"

"1 thought ga! You burbling idiot! And whal are you
going to say, if you pel leave for your father's funeral on
Saturday, next {ime the Ilead gpets a letter [rom your
f:T‘Fm!‘?" i

()h' " gasped Trimble.
: Olfvtu\!sly, the fatuous Begey had nob thought of that.
: T“’ Iy, it was an obvious consideration. But Brggy's fab
l\:} cl}lcct had its own ways of wnrhinf. Certninly Trimble
”0*1‘_ (i be given o day’s leave from the scheol if he stated
'I-‘m.'.,““_ fathor's funeral was to take place on Saturday.
T"II-‘:Y 1\\as no doubt abont that. Dut the next time the
\\'i';l{] {‘flll'il from My. Trimble, it was certain that trouble

o fl-l!i'l::’i‘-‘]-‘lill‘ﬁ. When he recpived a letter or a visit from

- , 0, # ] g o 4 *, |
gentlome s e IMead was not likely to beliove that that
Lhe |
“‘I]"REE.V Sl'o?i.l gusping like a fish oubt of water, He realised
[ hnd' tﬂﬂrlm\' oscape he had hod, and he was glad that
Dr. Yol ¢sted his new story ou Study No. 6 before letting
s mes hear i, He had been, ns it were, trving it
I‘""i"l{nlldhld- : , , trying it on
e a“"”-mm‘ e had reason to he thankful that he had been

Pk e
% 2"“-"_ grinneir Blake, “my advice to vou, Lrimble, iz
"]m:’ uek i1 Even lying requirés o little brains, and yon

i e‘;;' “"]'.‘:' b:;ams nt all, you know 1 ; i
hl)_tlntluh._gff?' LU L

"T‘:II'E._.II_‘_ The fact is L
. el 108 e ¥ : 2
el a6 hied Blake Atk rm

PuE Gey LisraRY.—No, 080,

eadmastor's credulity to too severe o strain,

5 dead and buried. 1t would veally be putting.

are weally “epoofin’, wvou fat,

SPECI/L CHRISTMAS HOLIDAY SERIES STARTS NEXT WEER: XCQOK OU

Tt ik was really my—ury unele——"

“What was your unclef”

“Who was—was drowned.”

o Drowned by a moloring aceidenf

YT—1I nean, knocked over by o moterear!” gasped

Trimble. My unele—my Uncle Montegie—=" :
“Not Goorge or Thomas ?"” i :
“Nunno! My Unele Montague, He was out in liis boat, b

vou know, when it suddenly sprung a leak, and—and——
I—1 mean, he was walking along a country road when a
motor-car suddenly ran into him from behind, and—and

Fcfcrn help could reach bim he had sunk—TI nmean, ho—
.!E__?’

“Ha, lie, ha!" ranrved Blake,

Fvidentdy Teimble hnad been undecided, in the first place,
belween o boating accident and a motoring necident. 1In
his confusion he was getting the two stories mixed; and,
really, they were like oil and water, and did not mix well,

“Bai Jove! You fwightiul fibbah!” exclaimed Arthur
Augusits. " You are goin' to spin this idiolic varn to gef
off thie exam on Satahday! T wegard you with feablul
contempt, Twimble !

“If you're going to spring that story on the Tead, old

CAMEOS OF &

i

FAUGC

OW dotl Lhie litile busy fag
Tinproyve each shining miute?

Is be as nimble as o stag,
Or lively as a linnet? -
Is work a burden ok a joy !
A drenm or a dizaster?
And does he relish lis employ,
Or hate his lordly master?

He dare not shivk his daily work,
O spend lis time in slee inF-;
In eorners, where the eobwebs ok,
e must ho eyver sweoping.
Each morning he prepares a five,
And sits among ihe cinders,
Watching the flumes leap higher and
higher,
Like little Polly Flinders!

Coil is &5 searee as lunps of gold,
And yet he must provure it;

Fag-masters eannot stand the cold,
They never could enduve 16!

And if they find their stody grales
Arve destitute-and coalless,

Prive punishment Lheir fag ewaits .
{Far Lhe faglords are soulless!).

NEXT
}

fat man, spring one al a rime:” chuckled Blake, * Don't

ol the Head that vour pater sank out of his depth in the

rAVInE waves on & conntry road,; or that & motorv-ear ran
him down et sea ™ -

“Fia, ha, ha |

Tt asn't o ldughing meiter ! hooted Trimble,

“It won't bo for you when you've told the Head thal
yvarn ! erinned Blake, ‘' Put some exercise-books in your
bags bafore you begin !

“1—I think this is simply heavtless when my poor old
peter—I mean; my Uncle Tﬁmﬁm-thut is, my Unele Mon-
tague—is lying——"

I yotr unele’s anything like his nephew, he's lyingl”
agreed Blake.  “I've no doubt of that paril”

" Ha, ha; hal? .

“Bai Jove! T wefuso to listen to your feshful fibbin',
Twimble!" exclaimed Arthur Augustus indignantly, “T-am
goin’ to kick you !” |
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PBaggy Trimble Lacked hastily oub of Ihe study. He
turned to flee along the passage, and the indignani Guasy
ronched Lim as lie lurned.  An elegant bool shot ont—and
elegant as it was, il scemeod rather weighty to Trimble, ‘and
theravvens plenty of force behind it

LA Yarooooh ™ .
Trimble weut along the passage like a stona [rom a
g catapuib.

“ Come back aud have ‘anothal, you wascal!" rcaved
Avthur Augustus. J

Treimble vanished. yidently the Ananias of 8t Jini's
b considered tlint ohie was enough,

CHAPTER 8.
Alas! My Poor Brother!

({1 OM, old fellow 1?
Tom Merry was aboub fo say “Seal!” when ne

suddenly stopped. 'l'om did nof like “Tom, old
follow | from Bagey Teimble. ITe would have
mentioned that fact to Trimble in the plainest of plain

SCHOOL LIFE!

GING !

Fucther, tha litile busy fag
s Must do his wester's shopping;
He must ot be o lazy lag,
But brisk and Llithe go hopping!
Then he must lay his master’s fea,
Miuke tonst; and fry the “sosses’;
And if they're burnt to glovy—gee,
I'here’s ructions froin his bosses !

Weoe to the foolish fag who fails
To do:his menial duties! :
‘He loarns, with many bitter wails,
Haow hard his master’s boot is !
Ha dare not shirk, he dare nol slack, °
a "Tis seldom he reposes;
Whe life of auy fog, alacl,
¢ Is not & bed of roses.

Toiling, rejaicing, sorrowing,

L Onward through life he doybles;
1fG tub for his master boryowing,

* Also eollecting troubles!

Mhat's how the little busy fag

| Improves each shining minite;
His duly is a deeary drag,

' But he must needs bezin it}

. L] SEAFEmE
" Thelish, but, as he looked at the fal junior, he beheld, fo
‘é- his amazenient, Lears in Bagey's eyes,

So Pom Merry, instead of saying “Scat!” and following
it up with other vemarks, just stared at Trimble.
Fio did not look specially sympathetic. Trimble was
“Dblubbing,” and blubbing was shocking bad form.  Tven
fage in the Thivd Form were expected not to blub. A
fellow who had “six” from a prefect might yell:and howl
and groan if he liked, but ]puhlic' opinion in the Lower
; School required him not to blub,
§ Trinible; indeed, was prepared to blub, or to do anything
else, if it served his turn. 1f Dagey was blubbing over o
caning, Tom' Merry had ne sympathy to waste on him.

Rether he would have felt disposed to give him somiething:

extra fo blub for. Bub it wes unusual for even Trimble

to blub, so Tomn wondered Whether anything of a seriong

nilure fu.d_lmppuiled‘ and patiently geve Baggy n hearing,
Buggy wiped his eyes with the back of his hand.

“Tom, old chap, T—-I--T know it's rotlen to blub, hub—
but my poor hrother, you knoyw :

“What aboub your hrothee?”

“My poor, poor brother ! said Trimble, “You haven's
a brother, have you, Tom Alerry 7

“No, " zaid Tom. '

“Then you don’t know what a follow feels like when Lis
brother’s run over by a traction-eugine’

Tom Merry started. o

“My dear chap, I'm awfully sorry to Tear 1" e
exclaimed. I say, that's awfully rotten !” :

Tom was quite sympathetic now. If a fellow's Lrother

had Been run over by a itraction-engine, it was up 1o (e

fellow 1o fecl pretfy bad dboub it, and tears were quite
excusable—indeed, expected of n fellow of proper feeling,

““He—he was such a jolly good chap, you know U mumlilud
Trimble.

“Was ! vepeated Tom. “ Was it a fatal accident, then "

“Tustantancous 1 groaned Trimble,

" Hard lines, old fellow ! said Tom,

1t was the first time Tom had ever ecalled Baggy “gld
fellow,” but lie really meant it, Tom's lendor vt was
easily moved by a tale of distress, and cevtainly this wus
a very distressful tale indeed,

Baggy fook out a grubby handherchief and dabbed hiy

yes,

Trimble had canght Tom Merry in the Shell pussage
when he was coming away from Study No, 10 after prop.
There were two or thres other Shell fellows in the passage,
and two or threo lounging in their doorways, And all oyes
were turned upon the pathetie figure of Baggy T'rimbile,

Some fellows, bereaved as Baggy stated” that he was
bereaved, would have preferred to yield to their grief in
private. Baggf', evidently, was prepared to let all
the world sce how grieved he was. Reticence had nsver
been otie of Baggy's weaknesses,

He rubbed his eyes with the grubby handkerchief, and
sobbed a little. Manners and Lowther, following Tom from
Study No. 10, stopped to staro at him.

“Hallo! What's this game?” asked Lowther., “If you'rs
blubbing aver a licking, Trimble, can't you bluli in your
owiL passage ¥

* Boo-hoo |

“Cheese it, old chap!” said Tem hastily, “Trimble’s had
bad news from home,”

“Oh!” said Monty, " Sorry !”

“What's the trouble, then?" asked Manners,

“ My poor brother [ sobbed Trimble, !

“His brother's been run over,” said Tom.

. “Never knew he had another brother,” said Manners, eye-
ing Trimble,

“Well, i soems that he has,” said Tom. “It's rotten news
for a fellow to get &ll of a sudden,” T'mi veally sorey,
Trimlile ;

“Thauk you, old chap!” said Trimble faintly, "It—ii's
awful, you know, But it’s something to gel a little
sympathy in cne's terrible grief,”

" Hem |”

“It—it’s hearthreaking, you know,” sajd Tyimble tear-
fully, blinking at the Shell fellows with reddened eyes
“My brother Herbort was eguch a splendid chap. A
now-—— Boo-hoo!”

“Anything T can do?"” asked Tom unconifortably. ]"!0
was renlly sorry for Trimble, but demonstrafive grief mace
him feel wncomfortable, “In his own ease he would have
chosen to indulge his sorrow behind doors. :

“Yes, oll fellow,” =aid Baggy. “Yon—you see, he—
the funeral’s on Baturday. Boo-hoo ! :

“On Saturday i? asked Lowther, with a guick look ul
Trimble. “When did it happen?”

“ Yesterday,” sobbed Baggy. It was [rightlully F“lm'-']"_
i;withlir was walking along a lane, you know, when Hi
=" .

*The—the what

“The bull suddenly rushed through a hedge, a,nd—am_!-l—-‘—i
T—1 mean,” broke off Trimble, as lie noted Tonv's asto.un H::-
face, “I mean, he had just turned a cornet, when
traction-engine ran right over him.”

Tom stared at Trimble blankly. o
“Jo gave just one ory, and then it was all over
Trimble. * Poor—poor oi(l Axthur 1” e T

S Arthur#” said Tom dazedly, “But you said b= -
brother Herbert I :

“D-d-did I stammered Trimble.

Agnin it was borne in upon Baggy's f&
should have good memaorioes, 3

“You jolly well did{” exclaimed Tom,

anid

t mind thet fiars

his sympethy

iminishing very considerably now. " o Nok
d‘wliii} I:‘:‘:ga;l?jfl mgnlnt Axthur,” stuttered T: n[l!r.h,l,c.
Herbert, I mesn my other brother, Arthur—=e
“0h ¥ said Tom, 7.
vl
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'SEVEN DELICIOUS
'TUCK HAMPERS gl
AWARDED TO

Each Hamper contains:
An Iced Cake, Chocolates,

Bisceuits, Jam, Sardines, Honey,

Sweets, Figs, Lemonade, Elc.

Do you know a goed story, chum ?

What-ho! Then send your joke along, ‘as

. THE GEM LIBRARY,

Price 2d,

WEEK !

If at first you don't “succeed,

Try, try, try, again !

Of course you do! Would you like a ripping Tuck Hamper?
these other chaps

have done. Ail efforts should be

addressed: Special ¥ Tuck Hamper. Competition” No. 11, Gough House, Gough Square; London, E.C.4,

O TR TH T

A "LIGHT ' CASE!

A policeman, when going his rounds early in the morning,
found a civilian sprawling over the pavement. ‘“Hallo,
what are von doing here?”’ he demanded. “ I've lost a ten-
shilling note,” wus tho answer. ‘The obliging constable
searched all the shady corners with his lamp. “Where did
vou drop it%?” he asked at length. “Up round the corner,”
came tho coply, “And what's the ides of looking here for
it?" demanded the constable. “Why, man, there’s a far
lietter light here!” replied the civilinn—A Tuck Hamper,
filled with delicious Tuck, has been awarded to Joln Burns,
T Kast Waterloo Btreet; Glusgow. 5

LIKE A HURRICANE!
A elephant fell =ick dat the Zoo, The -

THEN HE VANISHED!

Gwendoline, the eighteen-vear-old daughter of the family.
had weceived a splendid present from her voung man—in
engageément-ring set with dianmonds and rubies.  That even-
ing at tea, when the happy pair were present, the conversu-
tien, naturally enough, tuned to jewellery, and fomeonc
remarked that it was funny to think that we got pearls frou
oysters,  Whereupon . Gwendoline’s liorrid  little brothey
cdged towards the door snd remarked: “Oh, that's not
holf so funny as getling rings from mugs, is it, Gwen?"—2A
Tuck Hamper, fillod with delicious Tuck, has been awarded
to Etnest Brain, 47, Dave Streat, Kin’gaéown, Bristol.

TELL-TALE LOCKS!

ver ordered the attendsnt fo get a
lube, place a certain E(decr in it, apen
the elephant’s mouth; and blow the
powder down its threal. The next day:
the vet called. "The elephant was just
the same, but the attendant was in
bed. What has happened ?" cried the
vei, “Didn’l you get the powder
dowi ¥ “No, sir," moaned - the
attendant; “the elephant blew first {Y—=
A Tuck Hamper, filled with delicious
Tuek, has been awarded to Desmont

awarded for

PRIZES.,

Owing to the
by readers all over the world in
this Weekly Joke Competition a
Delicious Tuck Hamper will be
EVERY joke
published on this page. Cut out the
‘coupon below while you areof the
mind to win one of these NOVEL

The other dasy two dandy-looking
felloyws werve scanuing the pictores in &
ghop window in Piccadilly, Prominently
displaved was a priot of a well-known
musician with the uwsual flow of Jong
hair. “I say,” drawled one of the
latnts, “doesi’t long hinir make a chap
look intelligent ¥ ~“Not always,” re-
plied the other. “My wife found some
long hair on my coaf the other night.
and it made me look an absolute fooll”
— A Tuck Hamper, filled with delicious

interest taken

Editor.

Gillespie. 17, Wandsworth  Road,
Steandtown, Bellast,

——— -

THERE AND BACK!

The other day & man dashed into a railwary-station with
just one minute to cateh the eight-twenty train. He arvived
at the booking-office breathless, ‘' Quick!” he gasped to the
clerk, “Give me a return ticket " “Where to?” asked
the railway servanl kindly, *“Back here, of course, you
fool 1" cried the flustered one. “Where d’ye think?"—A
Tuek Hamper, filled with delivious Tuel, has bzen awarded
fo Miss Rita Finn, 89, Greshow Gardeus, (lolders Green,
NAV 1L,

MUCH TOO DIFFICULT !

Uncle: “And how ave you getting along with your new
hike, Mary?"  Mary: “Nob very well, uncle.” Uncle:
“What ! Can’t you get going on it?” Mary: “Keep on it
while it's going | = Why, I oan't keep on it while it's stand-
ing still yet!"—~A Tuck Hamper, filied’with delicious Tuck,

iia- been awarded to Olifford Athetton, Topeliffe Hall,

Tingley, near Leeds.
T'oe Gem Laprawy,—No, 980,

Tuck, has besn awarded to Robeil
Gibbs, 9, 8t. George’s Buildings, College
Gireen, Bristol.

—

WELL PREPARED!

Tlhe plumber had arrived. “Good-morning, ma‘am!” he
said,  “Good-morning! Are you the plumber from
Farley’s?  “Oi am that, ma'am,” he answered politely.
“Now,” thé housekeeper said, *“I want you to be very care-
ful when you are working, because the floors arve highly
polished.”  “8Sure now,” he answered, with a deprecatory
smile, “there’s no need to worry about me: I won't slip,
ma'am. I've got hobnails in my boots!”—A Tuck Hamper,
filled with delicious" Tuck, has been awarded to J. Toller,
154, Abingtou Avenue, Northampton,
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¢ Contfnued

from

page 15.)

T
Trimble.
home to the funeral,”

“You've going to the funcral

“I—I feel that T must, you know,” said Trimble. ®I was

wanh you to advige me, Tom, old man,” said
7 :
1 shall liave to gey leave from school fo =o

very fond of poor old IMechert—I mean, Arthot,
he would miss me if T didn't come—"

“Miss you?” gaspad Tom.

_“1—I—I mean, of courss he wouldn'i miss me, in—in the
cireumstances; but he would expect it, if—if he could
expeel atiything, l)'au know,” stammered Baggy. “T must
go! I must, really! Do you think the Head will give me
leaye ¥ L

“Of conrse,” said Tom.

“You really think s0?” asked Baggy.

“I'm sure of it,” answered Tom Moerry. “Of course he
will give you leave fo go to your brother’s funeral if yonr
peopie want you. You've only got to ask.”

“Good 1" 3

Baggy made that ramevk quite brightly; and then, ze-
membering thit he was deep in grief, ho sobbed and wiped
his eyes agnin with the grubby handkerchief,

“It's a fearful blow to me, you know!” he said. “We
were hrought up together, and—and loved one another, you
know, We played together side by side in—in childhood’s
happy days, vou know.”

“Oh 1” said Tom.

“Last hols wo wero together all the time” said Daggy,
“and T little thonght when I came hack to school that I
shiould never see poor old Albert again! Boohoo [”
_CAlbert ¥ yelled Tom Merry,

Trimble jumped. 3

“I mean, Herbert—that iz, Arthur. T—I'm a little con-
fusad, you know, in this—this fearful grief.”

“So wou've got a brother Alberl, teof®” said -.\Ionr’y
Lowther, eveing the fuf junior very suspiciously,  “That's
foue in all, jzn't it?”

Wa're a rather large ‘family, von know,” said Trimble,
“It was poor Herberi—I mean, Arthur—who was gored to
death by the traction-engine—I mean, the bull—that js, I
mean to say, who was run over by the traction-engine.”

Undoubtedly Trimble was a little confused, whether with
grief or not,

Tom Merry eyed him,

« It was borne in upon him that Trimble was spoofing once
more, His fale really did not hang together very well.
But there were actual tears in 'l‘rimhﬁ-’s eyes—there was no
doibt about that, It seemed impossible for a fellow to
pumip up real tears in support of & yarn,

Manners sniffed.

It was an emphatic sniff, 5

“You've going to tell tho Head about this tragedy?”
asked Manners. “You're going to ask leave on Saturday
for the funeral? Goad! ‘A few tears will go down on
such an oceasion, But don't let the Head seent the onion,”

“Wha-a-at 2" . >

Trimble jammed his grabby handkerchief hastily into his
pocket, - Tom Merry gave o jump. - Now that Manners
mentioned it, lic noticed a decided smell of onions. -

“Why, you fat villain!” exelaimed Tom.. “You've been
rubbing your eves with a slice of onion 1

$I—[—I——"" gasped Trimble,

“That's where the giddy tears come from ! chuckled
Lowther. “It's nof grief for Herbert-Avthur-Albert, who
was gored by o traction-engine, or run over by a bull. Jt's
onions,” : i

“ITa, ha, ha!” :

“Took here, you know——""gasped Trimble,

“You 5])001];15 rotter !
it's all a swindl ¥
vouw're pulling my leg, just to'see how tho yarn will go
down ”

Trimble grinned for a moment,

Of eourse,

exclaimed Tom, in disgust, “Then -
e—a yarn to get off on Saturday? And

Evidently ho was pursuing his system of-“irying it on
the dog.” It was quite a good system, really, The tip hoe
had received from Blake had been very useful, and he had
decided to make the unhappy victim of the accident a
brother instead of his father. Now he had received another
tip—to be extremely careful sbout the onion when he pre-
pared to shed tears in the Hoad’s presence. 5

“Bai Jove!" Arthur Augustus D'Arcy came sauntering
along the passage, and herturned his oyeglass on Primble
in surprise. “What's the mattah, deah boys? What's thet
fat, boundah blubbin’ about 77 :

“Iis brother Herbert-Arthur-Albert has been gored by a
traction-engine,” said Monty Lowther sadly.

“Fla, ha, ha :

“Or clee run over by a bull, Trimble doesn't seem o have

made up hjs mind whieh,” said Monty, X

“Bai Jove! 8o it's his bwotliah now, is it exclaimed
Arthur Augustus. “It was his patah when he spwung the
yarn on us in Studay No. 6.” ;

“What " exclnimed the Terrible Threo, togeiher,

“Bai Jove! I weally think there is no limit to Twimble's
wotten twickewy ! T have kicked him onee, aud T weall
considah that I had betteh kick him again,  Torn wound,
Twimalble 1

“ Ha, ha, ha!? ;

“I—I say—" gasped Trimble,

“Bump him!" said Manners. )

“Here, loggo!” roared Trimble, 2: the juniors grasped
him. “Leggo! Chuck it! I—I say—yarooocoh !”

Do ! >

“Whooooop !

“Give him anothah!” gasped Avthur Augustus,

Bump !

“Yow-ow-ow! You awful rotters, when T'in sullering
from frightful grief !” gasped Trimble. “T've told vou my
pater—I meen, my brother—has been run over by & bull—I
mean a mofor-eer, and .drowned—I mean smashed, and—
yonoooop 1"

Bump !

“Now kick him all together 1 said Tom Merry.

“Fans, wathah!”

Baggy Trimble Hed for his life,

——

CHAPTER 9.
To Be or Not lo Be? -

AGRY TRIMBLE was the object of a rather vnusual
B interest in the Fourth Form-room the following
morning.
It was Friday; eve of the special exam.

Every other fellow in the Fourth Form had been making
specinl preparation for that specinl exam. Coerteinly, the
outhreal of “swotting ” had not lasted—it had been too fast
to last. But every fellow had put in extra work—even
slackers like Mellish and Mulvaney had bucked up, and felt
aqual to facing the ordeal. It had been a very industrious
week, in the St. Jim’s Fourth. With the solitary exception
of Baggy Trimble, the Iourth Form felt fairly safe fronm the
Head's werath,

But Baggy had chosen his own methods—his own very
peeuliar mothods—of getting veady for that-exam. Swotting
did not appeal to him—nothing in the nature of work ever
appealed to Baggy., Why work, if trickery would servo a
follow’s tuen?  That was how the estimable Baggy looked

abit.

But undoubtedly, so far as the other fellows could see,
swotting was a surer method than trickery, Had Baggy
put in as much time and frouble at Latin as in evolving
schemes for dodging the exam. he might have faced Satur-
day with equanimity. Instead of which, he was hopelessly
unprepared for the examination; and his trickery, so far,
had vesulted in precisely nil.

It was too late now to think of swotting—if Baggy hed
been disposed to think of it.

In a single day he could not possibly have mugeed up
enough to seo him throngh.

And so—willy-nilly—Baggy Trimble had to depend on his
powers of trickery, for what they were worth. The general
opinion in the Fourth was that they were worth nothing.
But they were ell the hapless Baggy had left.

Bagey's fat brow was lined with thought, in fhe Form-
room that morning. He had a problem to folve, and it wos
nob an easy one.

Blake & Co. rogarded him with amusement. They won-
dered whether Baggy was going to rise in the Form-room,
and tell Mp, Lathom of his terrible news from home, No
donbt, by that time, Baggy had his story in a rather more
coherant shape. He had had time to select his materials, as
it were, and decide between a boating accident, a motoring
accident, and @ mad bull; and to seitle definitely whether

Tur Gesx Lisrany.—No, 980.
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the victim was his pater, or his brother, and whether his
brother's name was Herbert or Arthur or Albert, But the
sbory, af the Very 'best) was a ris,kg"1 business, and certainly
few fellows in' fhe-Form wonld have had the nerve to
“spring.* it on the Form master. And 'I'rimble was not a
ncr';.-y'%ﬁllo_ —he was the ‘roverse; he was, in fael, a good
deal of a funk. “But the proverb says that fools will rugh in
whorg angels fear to tread; and there was no donbt that
Baggy was a fool! On that point there was no doubt, no
possible, probable shadow of doubt, no probable doubt
whalever | 12 ¥ o

And  Trimble. had left himself no ofher resource. By
ellowing the week to glide by in idlencss, he had, in eficet,
burned his hoats behind him. If trickery could not sive
Lim, nothing could save him. .. If he wus beoked for the
gpecial exam, utterly unprepared for it as he was, he was
indubitably. booked &lso for a Hend's flogging, So Baggy
really had little to lose by exercising his powers of deception.
Failure could not leave him mucllf worse off than lie was.
True, there was a moral aspect to the matter. But Trimble
wirs not the fellow to worry about that. . :

When, in second lesson, Trimble rose to his feet, to speak
to JMr. Lnthom, Blake closed one eye at his.comrades,

*“He's going it !” he murmured.

“Bai Jovel”

All eyes furned on T'rimbile. 0
his latest dodge and chuckled over it; and all wondered i
Me, Lathom was to hear it now.
~ The Form master glanced ot Baggy.

“If you please, sir—" i

* You may sit down, Trimble.”

“Puk, sic—"" gasped Baggy

Whakpr e 105 s .

“* AMy—my—my—" gtamiered Trimble,
. “Now it's copiing !” Wwhispered Levison.

FWhat do you mean, Primble?” exclaimed Mz,
blinking at Baggy, over his glasses, in astonishment,

[
t_:]

Lathom,

ONy—my——""gtammered . Trimble, . :
“Your what §” L (e :

My father, siv—X mcan my brother——-"

Boggy stuck tight there. Tt simply would 'not come out.

He had tried it on Study No. 6,.and he had tried it on Tom

Merry. & Co. But trying it on the Form master ¥as & more |

¢ stood blinking at Mr. Lathom, gasping but speechless. |

dii}%q:glh tusk, and the fat Bagey's nevve. fairly failed him.

The Form master stared at him. :

“T fail to understand’ you, I'rimble,” lie suapped. “You
aresvasting time. No doubt it is your object to waste time.”

“JI—I—1—" burbled I'rimble. Gl

“Sit, down | el

Baggy plumped into his scat. i

“Youi 'will take'a hundred lines, Trimble,”

“C'I_i'-‘deur’!" T Tt i 4 5 sl

“ I*you speak again I shall cane you!” -

Daggy 'Trimble 3‘::1 not:speak again. He saf overwhelined
with dismay. The whole Form were grinning, and M.
Lathom looked ot them very severely. Bagpy sat in dismal

silonco till the end of the lesson, when ho rolled out -of ‘the

Formeroom with the Fourth,

“N.G., what?” chuckled Blake, in tlie éorridor,

Trimble blinked at him dismally.

“T am vewy glad that you did not tell My, Lathom a
stwing of feahful whoppahs, 'Twimble,” said Arthur
Angustus, . “X twust that you will think Lettah of it.”

“ You silly owl!” grunted Baggy.

“Weally, Twimble—" : :

“I've gob to get off to-morrow, somchow,” groancd Baggy.
B4 menns o Hepd’s flogging for me if I sit in the exar,”

“Yewy likely, deah boy; but you should weflect that you
des%ra it, you know.”

a n IF?J -

“That weflection should console you, Twimble,” said |

Arthue Augustus,
“ You—yon silly idiot I gasped Trimhble.
And ho rolled away, evidently deriving no consalation
};!ﬁtever from the source suggéstod by Arthur Augustus
rey,

Baggy rolled out dismally into the quedrangle, fecling .

very much down on his luck. Ho was looking very worried
when Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther came on him.
The Tervible Threo smiled. .

“Feeling down ?” inguired Monty Lowther, ¢ More horrid
fatalities in the family?”

yrunt ! it

“Pater run over by a mad bull, or uncle drowned in-a
motoring accident ¥ asked Monty sympathetically.

“Ha, ha, ha!" W

“Yah ! snorfed Baggy, and he rolled on disdainfully,
leaving the chums of the Shell chuckling.

ToE Gt Lisrany.—No, 980.
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All the fellows had heard of |

Well, li:roll,”w b 18 167 askod My, Latliom impatiently, |

Price 2d,

_His fab face was dolorous when he came in to &nner—in
contrast to the faces round hiny, which were mostly grinning.
Ltimble was getting quite desperate; but his desperals
plight evoked no sympathy whatever in the Fourth, *The
other follaws did not sée v ¥ Trimble couldn’f have swottad
Latin, in readiness for the exam, the sime as they had done.

slack, o fellow naturally had to take

If & fellow chose to
the consequences, b was all very true; but it was of no use
Lo Trm_':ble. }Iq didn’t want to take the consequences,

At dinner, Trimble suddenly gave a deop groan.

The fellows looked round, and
of the Fourth Form table, quite jumped. i

“What—what is that? Did you make thal ridiculons
noise, Trimble 7’ 4

“I-I—" gasped Trimble. “You see, sir, 1—F—"
Trunble had made up his mind to the plunge at last;

. But he had no chance to take the phmge. Mre. Lathom
interrupled him severaly,

“Haye you ne manners, Trimble?”

“If you plense, sir, =f—»

“If you cannot hehave yourself at tuble, Trimble. vou pinsl
leave the table!” exclaimed the Formi master. v (e at
once "

“I—1—-" stuttored the hapless Baggy,

“*“Leave the table imrﬂedin{cfy i

“Obr dear! I haven't finished my dinter, si)" gasped

Bnggy. . btz - - 5

* You should have thought of that earlier, Trimble. You
must not play foolish tricks at the dinner-table. I command

yau to leve the tablé at oncé! Nob a word! Go!” '
Trimble did not utter a word, His feelings were too decp

for words, as ho rose from his chair and limped away. His.

tale. was still untold-and his dinner was unfinished-—a &tiil
more serious watter.  Mr. Lathom's frowning glinge fol-
lowed him ds far s the door, Tvery otlier face at the fable
wore a cheery smile. The misadventures of Baggy scered
':_l'i pr?\-ide'quim @ welcome entertainment to the vest of the
Fourth, Y T

ST - . CHAPTER 0. .~ . 1T
et Getilng Away With It~ = 5
ATURDAY morning dawned upon St. Jim's, .
Baggy Trimble turned out gt the clang of the rising-
bell that morning, with o dismn] fice, :

. Most of the Fourth weré in a gerions meod.  The
special oxam was to take plico that afternoon, Nobody
kuew what was to be-on the paper yet; but all felt certain
that the Head would not malke it an casy paper. Even fellows
who were fairly confident of pessing muster, took the matter
soriously, - Fhose who were not so confident, took it more
saciously.  But no fellow took it quite so serigusly as Baggy
Trimble, ..

Beggy was fairly up against it now. Whether the obher
fellows scraped through the ordeal or not, really did nol
matter—to Baggy. What was absolutely cerfain ‘was, that
Bumiz never would scrape through, if he sat in the exam
at nll. All through the week he had slacked, as usual—
indoed, he had slacked rother more than usual, as he had
been giving so much -time and attention to his deep dodges
for eluding the special exam, $

After the exam, at least one flogging was quite certain lo
be handed out, and the happy recipient thereof would he
Baggy Trimble, Baggy renfised thut he had left himself
no retreat. Fe had to elude the exam—he had to escape
that awful Latin paper, which he knew would tie him in #
knot. And if he was going to tuke the plimge, he lad tu
take it now. He had left himself very little time,

When the Fourth went into theiv Form-room that morn-
ing, Baggy took his courage in both hands, as it were, i
was neck or nothing now, and Baggy was resolved to go il

My, Lathom was at his desk, looking over some papers, ne
the juniors filod to their places. Mr. Lathom looked up, with
o surprised start, at a sound yvery uncoramon in the ourth
[Form-room.

“Boo-hoo !

“Bless my soul!” ejaculated Mr. Lathom.

“Boo-hoo! Hoo1”

“Trimhble |

“Oh dear! Boo-hoo!”

Bu(f&'bf Trimble had stopped before the Form-master’s desk,
and he wos rubbing his eyes with his sloeve, looking the
picture of woe, It was not really difioult for Baggy to look
wooful, The thought of the approaching exam, only o few
hours distant now, made him foel exceedingly full of woe.
_“Irimble, what, does this mean?” exclaimed Mr. Latliom,
“Iz it possible that you, a Fourth Torm boy, are erying? I

‘| am surprised at you, Trimble.”

“1—1 kik-kik-can't help it, sir,” sobbed Baggy.
“* Nonsense 1 1
 My—niy—my——"

Mr. Yathom, at the head

.
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the fact le, ei-, I- 1—1 was mistaken.
at—at the lnlsl! n';oment 11 gtuttared the wretched Baggy.
= ail, sic i '

1 Bail Jove | " murmured D'Arcy, and Tom Merry & Co. chuckied.

1 Trimble, you had betier confess while there Is yet ilme,'' thundered Mr. Raliton. ' Ow |’ gasped Trimble. ' The—
M-my brothar recoversd, sir !

“Whaet 7™ ' it wae a sudden recovery, sir,

'"8o—sc—s0 thers won't be any funeral thia attarncon, after

(Sea Chapter 11.)

“(ease this absurd exhibition at once, Tyimble " said Mr.
Lathom sternly. *Go to your place!” . .

“Boo-hoo !” roared Baggy., He had made up his fal mind,
and he was fairly going it now,

“Trimble!” thundered My. Lathom, 1

“I—I can’t help it, sir," sobbed Baggy. “My poor
brother, sir—*

“\What 7"

“My poor brother Herbert, sir,” moaned Baggy.
it's awiul, siv! I'm sorvy, sir, but I can’t helpat, 1-—1 want
to go to the funcral, siv”

“PBless my soul I saidd Mr, Lathom,

e gazed at the fat jumior, his face changing very mueh
. % in expression, All the Fourth gazed at Baggy, too. It was
oul now. Baggy had taken the plunge. And the Fourth
wailed in breathless expectation to sea what would come of
1t p

“Tyimble,” said Mr. Lathom quite genily, “calm yourself,
my boy."

“Boo-hoo ! gL _

% YVou mentionad a funeral,” said My, Lathom., “Am 1 to
understand that yon have lost a velation, Trimble 7”

LS [

»

| “My brother Herbert, sir,” said Baggy, “It's awful, sirl
T—I was so fond of him, sir, Run over by a—a motor-cur,
. S H JJ"}
¢ir, It wae instantaneous, sir, DBoo-hoo!

ST am sovry, deeply sorry, Trimble” said My, Lathom:
“T feel the deepest sympathy for you, my pooxr boy.”

“Thank you, sir,” murmured ]3ag%'. “It's a fearful blow,
sit, I—I feel it very deeply, siv. My—my people wanl me

to go to the funeral, sir. L—Isuppose I can have leave i

“ Most deoidedly,” said Mr. Lathom at once.
the coramony take place, Trimble %

“This afternaon, siv.”

“A{ what time, Trimble??

“Three o'clock, siv, seid Trimble.

The Fourth-Forniers looked at one another. Three o'elock
was the time fixed for the Form to enter the examination-
room, Baggy was making quite sure of missing the exum.

“Very well, Trimble,” said My, Lathom kindly, “yoiu muy
leave the school after dinner to-day. That will give you
ample time to reach Lexham in time for the ceremony,”

“Thank you, sir,” mumbled Baggy. i

He wiped his eyes and went to his place, Ie sai down,
and took out his handkerchief, and gave hiseeyes another
rub to make them as rod as possible. Then—under cover of
the handkerchief—he winked at Blake, who was staving
blankly at him. Very fortunafely for Baggy, Mr. Lathom
did not see the wink,

“Well, my only hat!” murmured Blake,

“Bai Jove! IU's weally too thick!”

“Ile's got away with it 1" said Cardew, in wender.
fat idiot—that blithering dummy-—that frabjous,
fathead—he's ‘ got away with it.' Great gad!” !

There was no doubt on that point-—Baggy had “ got away
with it,” ns Coardew exprossed i, z i

N?it a single euspicion had ecrossed Mp, Lathom's kind
mind.

Certainly no fellow in the Worm had ever thought of
spinning sich & yum to his ' Form master before. No
Tee Gad Liprany,~No, 980,
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fellow, if he had thought of it, would have had the nerve;
the punishment, in case of discovery, would have been a
little too severe. But gy had rushed in where the rest
of the Form would have feared fo tread, ¥e had spun his
yarn, and ho had got away with it |

Baggy—alone in the Fourth—had leave from schoal that
afternoon—Baggy, <of all the Form, would not attend the
Hend's specinl exam! No wondor he grinned behind the
lm__ndl;wrc iof which Mr, Tathom supposed was hiding his

grief! .
Morning lessons went on; but Beggy did not sharo in
them, Mr, Lathom very kindly left iﬁw fat Bagey to him-

self ; a fellow in such a state of
giving attontion to lessons. So Trimble simply sat out
classes that morning and enjoyed & rest.

After class, Baggy Trimble rolled out into the quad,
with a sad and sorrowful face so long as it was possible that
Mr. Lathorm’s eye might fall upon him, After that he
grinned, and gave a fat chuckle in sheer exuberance of
spirits.

“Enjoying life—what?” )

Baggy spun round hastily af the sound of Tom Merry's
voice. Hp hurriedly composed his fat face into seriousncss.

“Lht No! I'm frightfully upset,” he said.

“More family losses?” asked Monty Towther.

“My poor brother Herbert—" said Baggy snd!{.

“Brother Herbert still defunct?’ inguired Manners
sympathetically, “ What about Brother Ast wr and Brother

Iberk? 1 suppose they've come to life again?” :

“You can joke shout it,” seid Boggy. “But it's very
unfualing when o chap's going to a funeral.”

The Terrible Three regarded him with interest. They
did not know yet what had happened in the Fourth Form
voom that morning, They were not yet aware that Bagey
had got away with it

* Whose funoral?” asked Tom Merry,

“Herbort's,"” L i

“You don’t mean to say that you've got leave?” exclaimed
the captain of the Shell, in astonishment,

rimble sniffed. ;

““OI courze I have! Think my Form mastoer would refuse
leave to a fellow to attend the funeral of a relation—a
near relation? I'm catching the train for Lexham after
dinner. That will be in time for the—the funeral; it's only
a run of twenty miles.”

X “Ms'”only hat!"” said Manners. *‘You've really brought
it off? 3

+ You've got a prize-packot of a Form master, Trimble!”
said Monty Lowther regrelfully. “I don't think Mr.
Linton would swallow these thi You follows think it
would be any use trying an uncle’s funeral on him next
time the cireus comes to Abhotsford?”

“No foar 1" said Manners. “Linton's too downy.”

“I=X say, I—I'm suffering an awful lot, wou know!”
said Bagﬁy' “Deep. griof, und all that, you know. And
I'm in & litile difficulty, too—the railway fare fo Liexham,
you know. If you fellows could lend me half-a-quid—to
}n;o t(; :]ny brother's funeral, you know—" Baggy looked
iopeful, ;

*“My denr man, T'd lond yon a whole quid to go to your
own funeral,” said Monty ; “but that's the best 1 can offer I’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

* You fat boundor !” said Tom Morry. ““Yow’re not goin
to Lexhom ot all this afterncon; there's no funeral, an
vou've mothing to go home for. You're going to mooch
ahout out of gates till the Head's exam is ovor."

Trimble grinned involuntatily for a second. But his fat

grick was in no state for
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face becarae seriows again at once! He felt that it was
judicions, j

ia in the cireumstances. to look ns gerious as lie
conid.

“Bui Jovel Heah you are, you fab wotial!” Arthue |
Aligustys ”'x\rce' came up, and his eyveglass gleamed scorn
at Trimble,  “Twimble, i wegard you as an unspenkable,
spoalin’ woitah—weally, the
snealin, I wonld tell Mr,

“He's really gob away with it asked Lowther.

“Faas, wathal, and 1 wogard il as ubtahly shockin', v
know. 1 twust your conselence will puisiy you for thi:
deception, Twimble!”

“Yah!” said Trimble. :

“ Bagey's conscienco can stand a lot,” grinned Lowther.
#t's had a lot to stand, and got a bil tough, I think,
But I'm blessed if I ever thought that that fat.foozler
would pull it off ! Didn't it strike My, Lathom as rather a
coincidence that Trimble’s family choose examination duys
for their funerals?” : 3

“Appawently not,” said Arthur Augustus. “0Of conrse,
Mr. Lathom will have to mention it to Mr. Wailton and the
Head, and pewwaps they may smell a wat.”

"UL. rot!" exolpimed Trivable, in alarm. * What rol
The Head might have doubled my word—he's rather
suspicious; but when Mr. Lathom mentions it to him, he
will think thal my people have written—stands to reason hi:
§ b8 satisfied if Lothom is—and I know Lathon
is, It's all serene. As for Railton, he's got nothin% to do
with'it.  Blow Railton! I'm jolly well going to have a
good fitee (i nfternoon ! :

AL a funeral ™ asked Moy,

WL I=I—1' mean—"

“Ha, ha, hs

“Weally, Twimble——*'

“0Oh, rats1” said Trimble; and he rollod away wilh hia
fat little noso in the air,

He had been succossfuly he had got away with it. The
other follows would not give him away—he had no sneak-
ing to fear; and that was all he cared about. As for what
they thought of him and his proceedings, ggy cored
nothing. Perhups he considered that they could not think
much worse of him than they did aleeady! And af dinner
that d%y Boggy found it quite diffieult’ to keop a cheery
¥rin oft his fab countenance and to look as serious as a
ellow might be m:l.\cct,od to, look who was going to the
funoral of the late lnmented—and non-existent—Hecher,

Lathom how youw are pullin’ his

)

CHAPTER 11, ‘
The Way ol the Transgressor! 3
o CONG_RA'I"L‘ERS " said Cardew heartily. 1

Baggy Trimble blinked at him rather sus
piciously.

Most of the Tourth Form fellows—8chool House
and New House—took no trouble to conceal their contempl g
for Baggy and his wonderful wheeze, Fven Mellish, who .
was-nol a particular fellow, thought it was rather “thick.”
Nobody could reslly admire sugﬁ a device, and the more
serious fellows were shocked af Trimble; D'Arcy was very
shocked indeed, and shook Lis noble head very solemnly
over the affair. Only Cardew regarded the “matter as
awusing; snd he offored Baggy his congratulations as the
juniors came out after dinner.

*Qongratiers |” repeated Cardow. “It's voally great, old
bean! Iivery other fellow in the Fourth grindin'® Latin
this afternoon, under the marble oye of the Head—and you
ramblin’ around with your hands in your pockets doin'
nothin’ but laughin' in your sleove!”

“Look here, you know——" mumbled Baggy, with an™™
uneasy glance round. He was very proud of his succoss,
but he did not want to boast of it in the hearing of mastors
or prefects. “Don't yell, you know !” !

Cardew chuckled. !

“I wouldn't give you away for worlds,” he suid. “No.« |
ond of o jest—if you really gel away with it. ‘T wonder !
if it's oo lute for my grandfathor to have a sudden, serions
illness?” went on Cardew meditatively,

Baggy looked alarmed.

. - Here, you chuck it!” he exclaimed. “It would look
olly suspicious! Lathom might think— ook here, you
tnow, it's my idea—"

“Ha, ha, hal” roared Cardow. “All serene, old [fal
bean—I won't ponch, As a matter of fact, I should draw
the line at that, personally, But it's no end of a success,
and I congratulate you—if yout really gel away with it, But
A goal isn't scored till the ball's in the net, you know!"
Afud Cardew laughed as he walked nway with Levicon and
live

Baggy ‘Wrimble grunted, and consulted Lis watel. Tliors
was a traiu at two o'clock from Ryleombe to Lexlinm, and

outside edge. If it were not é"
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Baggy was leaving in time for that train, Nob that he
had any intention of catehing the train, and expending
pis cash on a railway fare for nothing, }'.'iur. il was neces.
zary to keop up appearances, He wasg going to walk down
to Rylecombo in time for the frain—on account of appeax-
ances, Then he was going to walk farther on to Wayland,
and spend a comfértable afternoon at the cinema there—
“yhile the vest of the Fourth worried throvgh the special
pxan,
It was a bappy prospect,
Unly the vecollection that he was supposed fo be going to
& funeral that afternoon kept Bapegy from grinning with

glep.
HPwimble !”

Arthur Augustus came up to him, with a sovere ex plession
on his aristoeratic countenance.

“Hallo!” said Trimble coolly,

“I twust, Twimble, that you will wepent of your
wiseality  befoah it is too late,” said Arthie Augistus
severely.

“Oh, can it,” said Trimble.

“1 weally considah——"

“Rals!” said Baggy cheerfully.

T think, Twimble——"

“You'd better think about Latin graminnr, if you can
think at all,” jeered Trimble, “You're for it this afternoon,
vou know.”

Arthur Augustus breathed hard and deep,

“I will not waste any words on you, you uttah wotkah,”
Ho said. [ wegard you ns a wank odtsidah, Twimble,
lHowevah, T have a message for you fwom Mr. Lathiom,
Yon are to zo to g studey.”

“ Right-ho 17 said Daggy.

And le rolled away fowards My, Lathom's study,
:\‘11!‘1111' Augustus shaking his head very sevionsly after
hm.

Baggy tapped cheerily at My, Lathom’s door.

His Form master had heen o kind and sympathetie, that
Paggy was wondering whether he could venture to *“touch *
Mr. Lathom for the railway fare to Lexham. What, after
all, was the use of kindness and symputhy, if it couldn't
e turned to practical account? A little extya cash would
come in very useful for refreshments after the pictures at
Wayland,

“Coma inl?

Baggy's fat face was composed into a sorrowful OXPYession
ag he entered Mr, Lathom's study.

The master of the Fourth gave him & kind look.

“Come in, Trimble! I am glad to see, my boy, that you
::ra ‘u]»culiing_ up under this sudden and terrible blow,” suid

r. Lathom,

|
1

!
a

“I-T'm trying to, siv,” said Beggy dolorvously. "“Of
tomvse, siv, 1'm awfully eut up. 3y poor, poeor old pater—
I—1 niean, mi—my poor. brother Herbert——"

I have spoken to Mr. Railton on the subjeet,” said My,
Lathom.

Bagey felt a momentary twinge of wneasiness.
~ School Hlouse master was, he knew, a muech keener

man than Mr. Lathom, It was possible that the coincidence

‘had struck him—that the Trimble funcral was fixed  for

Brecisely the samo time ns the Head’s spocicl exam.

“Mr. Railton is very sorry to hear of the great loss yon
have suffored, Trimble!”

Baggy breathed again.

“Ti'y very kind of him, siv!” Lo mumbled,

“Mr. Ratlton is taking his car out this affernoon.” puy-
sued Mr Lathom. “Ho it leaving tho school aliost iniia-
distely to drive to Bognor.”

" Ves, sir,” said Baggy, wondering why My, Lathom wus
zising him this information.

“Mr, Railton will, of course, pass throngh Lexhan on
lis way to Bognor,” said My, L:!.llllom.

- o El] ?!l < -
“And he will give you a lift in his car, Trimhle.”
;;\Vha??’: p .
aggy's jaw dropped..
“You will bo ready in ten minutes, Trimble.” said Mr.
» Lathom. ‘' Be ready,” and bear up, my boy !

Baggy stored at his Form master, dumb with horror.

“That is all," added Mr. Lathom,

“Bal—" Ensped Trimble.

"You hed better go and get ready now, Trimble.»

‘ B-b-hnt——"" babbled Trimble helplessly,

“What is_it, my boy?” asked Mr. Lathom,
liim over his spectscles in surprise,

$T—I—I—" stuttered Trimble,

“Wall 2 . :

“T—1 couldn't give Mr. Railton all—all that trouble, sir 1
gasped Baggy. “I=T'll go by train, sic!”

“There is no trouble in the matter, Trimble, as M.
Railton is driving through Loxham on his way to Bognor.”
gaid Mr, Lathom. '“It will save your railway fare also,
which is a consideration!”

(Coutinued on page 22,)
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“0h, no, sir! Not at all, sic! The—the facl 15; I—1'd
rvather go by train, siv!"” gasped {he hapless schprier: |

My, Lathom looked at ﬁim rather sharply. .5 "
“Nonsense, Frimblo!" he said, M. __Il-_piltnqt Lias very
liindly offered to give you a lift in his car (o Lexham, and
he will put vou down at your own door.” = . ' ;

“Put—but T'm not going—I inean, [ donlt want—the—the
fnet is, sir, I=I—I—* ]

Baggy's voice trailed off. = 5

It was simply impossible to give a reason for refusin
Mp. Railton’s kind offer. The only reason Bagey coule
give was that he wasn't really going to Lesham, that there
was no funeral at all, and that’ he dared not let Mr.
Railton sce his father, who. of course, would have been
astounded to learn that the Tousemaster had brought
Bagey home for n funeral that was nor existent.  Coriainly,
My, Railton would discover the faecls of the matfer—and
Bagey turned quite cold all over at the thought. Dagay
stood with his fat knees knocking together, blinking at
Mr, Lathom in horror and dismay. He'had Loped io be the
ohjeet of kindnest and sympathy, DBut he was getbing
altogether too much kindnéss now.

Me. Lathom blinked at him, more and more surprised.
e could not understand Trintble—though a keener nvan
would have understood him' very thovoughly.

“What do you mean, Trimble?” he asked shnrply,

#I—I—T mean—"

[ ‘\"ell ?)l ;

“You—yon see, siy, I—I—1—

“You are not quite yoursell, Trimble.” said Me. Luthom
kindly, “¥ou are upset, my boy. Say no more; go now
and got ready for the journey.”

Baggy Trimble staggered from the study,

A wild idea was in his mind of bolting sf once out of
wites.  Somehow, auyhow, lie had to keep out of Mr.
dailton’s ear: he had to keep tlie Housemasier from call-
ing at the Trimble home in Lexham. Discovery and
disuster loomed ahead of Baggy Trimble. e rolled away
{o the door of the Sehool House, And seyeral juniors who
looked at him, snd noted the horrified dismay in his fat
face, wondered whether there was anything, afier all, in
his tale of a family loss,

“MTrimble!" .

“Oh deor !” gasped Trimble.

Ie had almost run into Mr. Railten,

He stopped, gasping for breath, The Housemaster fixed
his eyes on Trlmbfi'! with n very euvious look.

“Vou have seen Mr. Lathom, Trimble ?”

“Oh! Yes, sivi” mumbled Baggy. ‘ .

“Ie has told you that I shall take you with me in the
car as for as your home at Lexham,” said the House-
master,

“Ow! I—I mean, yes, sin”

“You will get ready at ouce, Mrimble!”

“Oh dear ! : 2

“Bai Jove!" Trimble heard that fovoluntary ejaculation
fromi Arthur Augustus 1D'Avey, and from sommewhere e
thouplht ho heard the sound of o chuelde. A _Eﬂ"?'i_m“",.\'
fallows had heard My. Railton's words.- And Mr. Railion's
words, of course, conveyed fto all' heavers ihal Baggy's
game was up. * 3 -

“\We start in five minntes, Teimble,” said Mr, Railton.

“T—] can go by train; sir,” mumbled the wretohed
Bagey. i

“gg;;:ltl will go by car, Trimble, and vou will el veady
at oneco !t

l’n]___I”__I__|’

“Well 21

“T don't want—want to give you a lob of trouble, _sir}
No—no mneed to fake mo as far a3 my home, sir!”
stammered Trimble.  *Ii—if you drop me at Lexhom, I—
1—I'll walk home, siv. In—in the circumstances, s, my—
my people will—will be rather upsel, sir, by—by a visitor
arviving in a car.” R - =

T hardly think o, Trimble,” said Mr. Railton. “Most
certainly T shall take vou to vour father's honse, and speak
to Mr, Trimble before I leave you there.”

“Oh, lor'!”

Baggy almaost collapsed. ? .

He realised now that the Housemaster was, indeed, rather
more “wide ” than Br. Lathom., The coincidence of the
Trimble funeral, on the same day as the Heud's exam,
had in fueb ocecurred to Mr. Railton’s mind.

Tellows gathered round the Housemaster ‘and the hapless
DBaggy in breathless interest. DBaggy had nearly, very
nerly, got away with it. But—evidently—nat quito!

“Have you anything more to say, Trimble?” Mr
Railton’s voice and look were grim,

1

“Ii you have any confession to make, Trimble—"
Ol erumbs 1

STf there hns indeed been n sevions oceuirence in your
family, Trimble, T have only the depcpest sympathy foc
Tar Gem Librany.—No, 980,
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you," said Mp, Railton,  “But if this is another trick—
another unconscionable trick—to clude the examinalion this
alternioon, Trimble, you had hetter confess while thers is
vel time—as T shall certainly ascertain the facls from your
father ™ i :
w1
“Yor the last time, Trimbie——"
bagry gasped.

" The—the fuct iz siv—"

“Well 2

“I—I—I was—was wistaken, sirl There was—wnz o tuis
take. My—my brother recovered, siv——"

EWhatv

¥TE—it wag a—a—n sudden reeovesy, siv, al—ak (et the

moment, sirl" stittered the wiretehod Dapgy, G
—s20 there won't be any funeral this aflerscon, aftes alli
. ;

S Bai Jovol” mukmured Avihur Avgustus,
_YIf e thinks Railton will swallow tha
Core Merry to his chims: and Alanners
chuekiad, :

Mi. Railion did wot Jook like “awallowing ™ it, o His
I.i!'m\' Erow llu.lul-‘n‘nus ¥

;‘B'I"J‘iml;_ln!" Ii[is voite ywas. thnderots,

aggy jumped.

"OB\.EI Yns{ sir |” s a

“Yoy—you dare fo tell me sueh a palpable falsehond '™
thundered the Housemaster. “Confess the frulh ai ones,
vou young rascal. You have invenled fhis slors  frons
beginning lo end, o obtain leave [rom schaol (his afiee
uoon, to eseape the examination,”

“Ow

LR R
and  Jaowine

100,

“ Answor et

“TI—1—" labbled Baggs.

S Wery well: 1 will take vouw to the Head, who will qiiess
tion vou,™ said Mr. Railton,

“Oh deay! I don'l wani o go lo the Head ™ swailad
Baggy. “I—=I—1 own up, sic! lt—it really was a—a—il
joke, sie—"

“Upon my word |

There was a brief silence. Meo Railion’s eves looked as
if thoy were boriug lioles in the hapless: schomer of tlie
Fourtlh. >

“Trimble” le gaid at last,

YO0 deay !

“Now confess that yonr whole storv was false fromn Degines

ning to end?” 2

“Oh erikoyl Yes, sivl" groaned Baggy,

“Very welli” T shall not punish yon now, Trimble, a5 zou
are to sit in an examinstion this afternoon,
to you after the examination, You may go.”

Baggy tottered away, E

The best-laid schemes of mice and men gang aft agley,
as fthe poel has told us. Baggy had been very near to
siceess,  Bub be had not, after all, got awpy with it.  And
when the Fourth orm wout into the examination-room thai
afternoon, there was onoe member of the TForm who limped
in_dismally, looking as if he found life scarcely worth
iving,

After all his dodges and devices,
the oxam after all, ukterly unprepared for it—all lis pre-
parations had beeu [or dodging it! e had the dizmalless
apprehensions of the resnll of (lfai exam!

Baggy Trimble's apprehensions were well-founded.

All the Fourth seraped through with more or less eredit,
with the single, solitary excoption of Bagey 'rimble.

Baggy's papoer was absolutely hopeless. .

With flie rest of the Form, the Head expressed himself
moro or less content. Only one fellow's paper had Leen so
hopelessly bad that & flogging was to be handed out.

aggy was the unhappy victim.

1le had one cmmulatinn,-such as it was: Az he was
booked for a Head's flo ng. Mr. Raillon said nothing
more - about punishment for his scheming, doubiless con-

sidering that Baggy would get enongh from the Head.. =

That was somathing, as far as it went,

. Bagey did indced get enough from the Head., His own
impression was that bhe got too much—much foo much..
For a long, long fime aftorwards, Boggy's groans were deep
and dismal; and in all the House there was none fa
sympathise, The opinion of Tom Merry & Clo. was thai-
Baggy had asked for it, and that it was a good thing that
Ire had got it; and doubtless they were right, ‘

THE END,

(Lool: out for the fivst story in bur apeeial Chvistmus
Holiday sevics : “ THE MAN FROM THE BOOT LIG
RANCH | by Martin Clifford, which will appear in next
weel’s bumper issue of the GEM!)

I shnll attend

Japgy was landed by

!
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HMUNKE, THE JUDGE! It Jus! aspends on the behaviour or Hunks whathar his feiend Whits Gat goss fres, or swings

"'at the'end of a gibbet,

The Last Wiiness !

OLT now had a surprise, for quite suddenly Sadie
H entered the courthouse, and, stepping through the
crowd of people, calml i
which kept the court clenr, as if they did not exist,
ran up the steps of the platform, and sat down by her father

passed tho ling of cowhoys,

on a chair vacated smibingly by a ranchman in her favour.

Her appearance was as unuj: a surprise o _the colonel as
10 Tom, and he shook his head and frowned when he saw
her. But the imperturbable young lady only smiled sweetly
and kissed her hand to him, and fthen anttf::d herself com-
fortably in her seal and scarched the faces of the crowd.

In & moment she had located Tom and Hunks, and waved
joyously to them both, At first Tom felt ridiculously
happy, while Funks, no less pleased, thumped the floor
with his heavy tail, :

Then Sadie did a more audacious thing still. After
long glanco at the prisoner she furned half round and laid
an imperious little hand on the knee of Black Hawk him-
solf, and spoke to him, v

Tom would have given much to hear whak she said.
Ie could sea that her action made o stir among the people
~hy no means a favourable one, But this, of course, had
not the smallest influence upon Sadie.

At fivsk the chief did not appesr to hear her. Bub she
spoke a second time, and more urgently, npon which le
erunted—Tom saw that by the motion of his lips—and then
slowly inelined his head, placed his hard red fingers upon
the small white one resting on his knee, and painted with
tho other hand at Tom himself. Iveryone saw this, and
hy one of Lhose impulses to which crowds are linble, be-
came quict, and Black Hawk's answer was heard through
the hall—as he meant it to be.

“Vag; Tom my friend. White Caf, my son, die for Tom
to-day.” ; : -

There. was a murmur ab this, and then to the surprise of
the women the head of Dick Mander was viciously thrusf

And Hunks, dag though he is, plays up accordingly !

EAGLE/

A CGrand Slory of a young Britisher's
Adyentures with a Tribe of Apache Indians
in New Mexico.

Told By

ARTHUR PATTERSON.

“You liet" he snarled oul. “You red varmint! T ivas
shootin’ at that dﬁg I
. He pointed at Hunks, and went on, his loud voice diown-
g o shnrll: call of silenice from Pim Bolland.

“Mo nigh upon broke my wrist the night before, and
should be hanged upon that gibbat, side by side with your
murderin’ son.”

Again the judge called for silonce, and this time he was
obeyed, Mander sinking back upon his couch with a groan,
for in his excitement he had twisted his bruised ribs, He
had done something else, however, for in the silence which
followed o deep, challenging growl rumbled from the thront
of Hunks which caused a loud laugh, led by Sadie, who
delightedly clapped lier hands. Black Hawk, for his parg,
did not appear to hear the retort. His face was withont
expression, and he sat perfectly still.

The trial now began, and a queerer logal procedure was
never witnessed,  But there was method in it, and an atmo-
sphere of impartiality which was not unimpressive.

Contrary to all custom, the judge conducted it himself.

“(itizens of the United States,” ho began, “and friends "
—he had once been a deacon in s Methodist church-—we
are here to see justice done to two men—Michael Mander,
who's lyin’ on thut table, and White Cat, son of Black
Hawke, Apache Indian. I have to say clesn at the start

‘that there are no lewyers in this thing. The reason hein’

we'va had no time te hitch up any. But as I swore, Leing
& county judge under law, to be without prejudice, T stands
here for both men, and for the eame reason, noither—the
which means, boys ”—here he whipped round and addressed
{lio jury severcly—"I win't had one red cent from eithor of
‘em, and sha'v’t make a dollar en the deal I” i

He paused here to clear his' throat, while mombers of

the audience ‘exchanged glances, * “
. “Now, there ain’t no mystery hangin' to this thing,” (ho
judge went on in a business-like tone. *“You was all there
yourselves—you of the jury. A Texan bull romped info
the town, pitched -avound the goods these Apnche Indians
was sellin’ in the streets, and tﬁeu' got pinned by the snout
by a dowg—the one a-settin' in my court to-day.”

He pointed solemnly at Flunks, who now being a little
excited, growled sharply again, to the judge’s manifest
disgust, while the jury grinned. 7

“That dawg,” Pim continued, frowning down this un-
seemly mivth, “held that bull. . Treated him real cviel fo

of this general clean-up ha contes aeross @ dog with whom he makes
riends instantly, Hunks, as T names the doy proces a real pal,
Shortly after his meeting with Hunks, Tom falls ingeith e wandering
tribe of Apache Indians. Dheir chief i3 Black Hawk, Unknown
“ 10 Do, the ehief cherishes the o’w]m of wiping out fie *“ wiites ”* in the
-:armm;, and o fielp him to collect the necessury. knowledge before o

- oSS ¢ I
Pom on the trail, and show him how to become o sucoessul panolier.
Knowing nothiny of the sinister motive underlying. all this, and keen

1o learn the ways of the eorcntry, L'om accepts the nffer, He proces @
most efficient piepd, and becomes the fast friend of Wiite Cut, Black
Hawk's sonw.  Laler, _wftm Lo I-S\irl_Sere!fu he falls foul of a bullying
desperado named Miek Mandsr. Tom stands wp o the bedlyr, !?ow-
ver, and publicly declares kis fﬂ_f-ﬂdcﬁ\”p_ Jor the Indians amangst
weliomt e fivs been Licing.  PRIS encages Mick Munder's eronies, for &
Redskin {s regurided a8 dist, Thus, whon Black Hawk's tribe drrices
‘at Scrvita, Mander's cowboys drive & * roque " bull into that section

ul paid con be inade on the white settlements, lte offers (o take - - 1ife and agrees fo do as Billie proposes.

' judqe, and hall-way between the prisoner and Mick Alander,

up from the mattress on the table. my thinkin'. Awnyways, brought him to the flure, and but
: WHAT HAS GONE EEFORE! of the town where the. Indigns have pileled their market. The
POM HOLT, & sturdy young Britisher of seventeen, ldnds fn - infuriated bull does great damage amongst the valuable sking belonging
Now Merico—at the invitation. of some fricids of his futher's—to o the Indians before Hunks seizes the animal by the nose and hangs
starl businéts on the Doggetl Ranch, on liks grim death, VWhilst Tom 18 trying to get Hunks (o relense his
. e fitnds the place in & deserted and dilapldated condition, and from  0rip.of the stricken budl, Mick Mander drittos his Fevolver and attempty
a Qelter, it by @ Sormer employee, learns that his two friends have L0 Shaot Tom. At the critical moment, howeter,. Whits: Cat spritujs
& died. Tow's in a ‘?rmudary, Jor he kuows nothing about yancking,  Jortard and duries his kuife in the would-be murdersr's ribs. In-
W butfie buckles to and makes the vanch-howse shipshape. In the course — Stantly White Cat is surrotuded by the infuriated cowboys and marched

off ta gaol on the charge of attempled murder, and Dom, with a sickening
at the heart, vealises that his ved friend 18 @ doomed man before even
he 15 ried, Billie Punty who has takon a great liking towards Tom,
advises the young Britisher to proceed to Colonel Chapin and loy ell
the facls before him.  Tom, who hus wiet Sadie Ok y the colonel's
dalighter, thinks there it a sporling chance of saving While Cat's

Rfudfn? tiwo. sherifl's officers who have come to areeat him, Tom
makes all speed for Colonel Chapin's house. After hearing 2'oni’s
story and offering to do what he can the colonel despalehes Luenty
coiwhoys to camp round the prizon. Then he did Stdie accompany
the young Britisher to Seyvita for the trial,

A'he sight of an improvised scaffold. outside the courthsuse :Mtwes
Pam’s hopes o ruins, and abpost saps fis faith in Colonel Chapin,
With a heavy heart the young Briftsher seats hinigelf opposite the

Now read on.)
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for the boy who owns the dawg, he would ligve passed in
his chocks, The boy, however, geis a-holl of his dawg
just as Micky Mander there was a-jerkin' oul a gun to
ghoot the animile; Mark fhe fac's now, jurymen! Dut
your brains upon it—such as haye any. Here was a dawg
clutehin’ hold of a bull, a-bustin’ to pull him down; a
young feller tryin' to get him away, ~and another feller
ofkin’ out his gun, and all a-waltzin® vound, Of a suddint
i\ﬁckiu Mander here drops with a hole in Lis side, and the
boys noar him finds the prisoner
shirt, He' don't for to deny, T wnderstand, that 'twas
his kiile made the liole, and Dac Silverston will tell ye
that if Mieck had been on foot "stead of on his cayuse he'd
have been killed, As it was, be were stk twe inches; the
blade hit the rib and then tirned, and he's here, as you
s00,

“White Cat, of course, were arrestad,” When ¢uestioned
on the pint, he said he stuck Mick to save Mom Holt,
rdeanin® that Mick was a-figarin' to. murder Tom. Mick
deniies 'this, aud sticlks out he meant to kill that dawge.
Theve's volir case, bovs, Doc Silverston, 1 ealls Tou to give
evidence,”

wipin’ a knife on his

The man addressed, a dapper little pesion in broadeloth, -

soparated himself from the crowd and stood at a small
table on the left of the judge on which was a large Bible,
Phe oath was administered to lim by o pully individual
with a silver star conspicuously displayod on the breast of a
blue shivt, Tom felt he must be the sheeiff who he identi-
ﬁmil,_ﬁlamling behind him, whose men he had locked into the
slable. .

Doctor: Silverston had litele to say except to bear onf
the judge's statement of the wound inflicted by the knife,
which ‘he produced, but Lie contrived to make thie cuase Llack
enough for White Cat, though nof as black as the prisono
now made it for himselt when the judge ealled upon him'to
ask questions. .

SHul ! he grunied.  “ He vight, I strike to Lill, lut mx
kuife go wrong. I big fool. DBut I save Tow's lifs. Mick
want kil Lim ™ =

Mander raised himself from. the couch on his elhow,

~“Proveit, ye devil! Prove it!” he hissod,

The judge held up his hand. : 4

“Bhutyour head! But T guess, hoys,” he went on in a
non-commitial tone, “Mick’s hit the marlk. Young White
Lat, give your proof,”

White Cat looked bewildered, upon which Tom trans-
lated in Indian, an act which caused something like a
sensation in the court; and not in the prisonei’s favour,
espeeially as White Cat had no proof to Five,

It was ovident that the case wos going dend against him,
and Ton's heart heat heavily. Clouds had come over the
sky ontside, and the mrent shed grew dark, To Tom it was
as if the shndow of that gibbet was shutting out the light.
Then he saw Badie reach over to her father and whisper
velicoiently, and the colonel shake his head, Yei there was
1o depression in his frce. It was watehful but calm, and as
if he knew what Tom was focling he looked down into the
box's eyes and smiled, That smile was Tom's only hope,

Judge Pim Bolland rose. -

. Ihe prisoner "peare to have nothin’ to say,” e vemarked
dryly. “Reckon that's kind of unfortunate for him.”

“Then your reckonin’ is out,
the crowd.
ihat”

It was the big cowboy.

I judge,” said a voice from
“1 will ask your leave to take a swar on

Tom had been wondering what
had become of him, He hnd searched the jury for his
foce in vain.  Now, with clashing spurs and the rolling
gait and swagger of the riding mun, le wmarched up to the
table und picked up the Bible as if it were a ball,

“Mornin’, sheriff,” le said genially to that officer, “(iit
busy, will ye, kindly!”

There was a deep silence in the erowd, as in a rough but
reverent toue, lie tepeated the words:

“1I, Christopher John Brant, do swear that T will tell the
tently, the Whole truth, and wothing but the truth, So help
me, Gad.”

He Rissed the Took, put it down with a slam. theust his
hunds 1n the pockeis of his brown leather “eliaps * and
faced the jury,

*“Now, you hoys,” lie began in an easy tone. * You know
me and I know you—every last one of you, and 1 just want
to say this from the hip. You've up against i, an’ the
judfzn here, too, if you go to hang that little buck for
Inifin’ Mick,  Why'#" The question came lilke o pistol shot.
<Ol LIl tell you why:  Git back to the zaloon night afore
last. You was there, an' so was L That Britisher an’
his duwg was settin' quiot as cotton-tails when Mick here
went ony the weo-gee. You know what he eaid an’ did.  But
the jedge don’t, so. P'll put it brief. ITe mis-called Tom
when Tom said, in answer to a question, that he was
friendly with Redmen. e pulled his gun on him, . Mear
that, vou fellers!” Ilis voice rose to & bellow, and. he
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swept round upon the audience. “Pulled, T tell vou, on a
quiet and seitin’ man, Ordered him to mount a table and
darico a buel;trot—or he'd shoot. The boy kep' still. DBut
}ldedawg ‘jumped for Mick, gripped his pistol hand and
ield it -

“Mick hopped avound bleatin’ like a calf under the
brandin® ivon, and wilted tleas 'Pologised an’ sez Apaches
was gtraight goods. That's Mick Mander. That's you,”
and he glared at the man on the table, who dropped his
cyes. " Now—come to the bull. T stood within two yards
of Mick, I saw his hand go to his helt, and T walehed his
oyes. . There was murdor in 'em! He weren't lookin! at no
) Xt was the man he sent for
to git. Mick is,no sloneh in shootin’—yon all know that,
I did, and I thought that Loy was a goner! It weren't my
husingss. Bul it was Whife Cal's, and he iwas nearest. So
lie strack,  You know- the rest,”

Tho witness pulled up:
a little boy.

“That's my evidence, jedge.
This prisoncy here 14 ]!{ed.
speakin’ private-like, I
stiakes.

turtied to Pim Bolland, and niade
j T've one niore word to BAY,
He's an Apache, too. g
v I hate his erowd ps I bate rattle--
But over this he's actod ‘white.  There's not a man
thing but lnows it. Do your dity, boys; and
God holp yo if you don't ! I )
He jerked his face up toithe jury and gravely nodded.at
themy then elumped back slowly to his seat. -

=l
The - Verdiet !

i TH'I‘T_ court was very still when Kit Brent sat doswis.

The judge made & sign to Mick Mander io ask
questions, and when the offer was declined—Micl's
rib seemed to trouble him too mueh just then—lie
dropped his chin upon his hands in o very thoughiiul way.

Ho recovered in a minute,

" Any other witnesses #” he rapped out. i

There was no response, at which Tam fali some surprise.
for Mick Mender had many friends. Then he vemembetrod
that they were on the jury.

“T will swmn up, boys,” the indge said, his voice shanp
and authoritative. “It biles down just to this: The Apache
meant business.  No doubt on that—bad business, Dot Kit
Brent swears Mick pulled his szun upon Tom Iloli to kill,
If he did, tho buck had a right, bein' Tom's friend, to use
the knife; and you can’t hang him—not just now. . Mick
says ib were the dawg lie tried to get, nob the man.  Which
is the linr? That's what I want to kuow.” .

He resumed his seat, and there was a silence which coild
bo Felt.. Then the jury began to whisper among themeelves,

“1E you want to vetire,” the judge said formally, “thoere's
oo oulside.”

They shook their heads. Then one juryman  asked a
question of all the rest. They nodded at him, and he rose,

“Please, your honour,” ho said, “we've took count, W
sez, @Il ‘of us, there's no lyin' either side. Mike dvew on
the dawg; but Tom, standing where he did, were in the
way. The prisoner, therofore—maybe—saved his life, Bufl
that were not what he stabbed Mick for. Fle were oul for
bleod, bein® what he is. an Apache buck. We know tho -
breed. "There sin't no love for nothin® in 'em, noither by
man_nor animile—not even for one another. That bein'
so we deelare the prisoner guilty,
noon this day.”

He coughed, made what he meant {o be a bow, and st
down again, and was warily patted on the baclk by lis
fellow jurors, 1

Tomn was aghast. There was & grim hum of approval
from a large number of the people in the court. No pro-
test came Trom anyone. Ouly Colonel Chapin bent forwapd
and whispered something in the judge's cair, Pim Dollaul
rose, & pinchod smile on his thin Jips, =

“The jury, having given their verdiet, is dischavged, ™
Clear out, you hoys!™

They did so with alacrity,
hall, no one being loft on the platform but the colonel,
Sadie, Black Hawk, and the judge himself.

“16 is now my business to pass sentence,” the liltle man
remarkod slowly. “That is the privilege of & judge, nuf
a jury.” He cleaved his throat. “Befora I do, I want to
hear Wom Holt, He weren't called ss n witness boeausa
he were attendin’ to that bull. But havin' camped with
Redskins for-six months, 1 reckon he knows about them
more than most. Friend Tom, git on your hind feet nn'

. tell us what you, think of Apache Indians.”

The voice of the judge was patronising and more than
a trifle hard, but ‘1'om saw the colonel nod, and knew his
time had come. Upon what he might say or do now de-
pended White Clat’s life perhaps, As he walked across the
floor and mounted the pFal-form, his miud Rew baek, half-

and that he shall hang at -

and erowded down into ’th‘!s
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the platform and made for the doq' at full spead.
and ho

Tam, knowing what must happen unless he got there in time to part the infuriated Hunks and his victinm, sprang upon

He was nearly halfway whan there waa the dull roar of a revolver,
ell headlong, shot through the back.

(See page 26.)

cousetously, fo that night when Bluck Hawk made him
speak to the party over Hunks, It was the first speech of
his life. He had nmiade a niess of thai; he would sgain.

The silence which had been broken by the jury mingling
© with the crowd, and exchanging chaff and greetings. fell
ipon the eourt. Tom clenched his teeth, He had not a
niotion what he ought to say. Theve was o laugh. That
was' ab Hunks. He had followed his inaster as a malter of
oourse, and stopd at his side, looking down at the audience
“i.tih an intelligent cock of his ears and a slowly-waving
biLrl,

“It'a the dawg shonld do the speakin',” a voice cried—
the big cowhoy's. ““An animile kuows good men from bad
better than a human. T wonder whether one of you jury
boys eould lay a finger on the prisoner with that Hunks
beside him. T'd like to =ee you try.”

AL this the laugh beeameo general, for the pup, lieaying
his: name mentioned, barked. He liked that cowboy, ¢

Tom wheeled on the instant. An idea had come to him.

“Your honour,” he ssid, ““Kit Brenft has hif the n&il on
the head. The jury say an Apache Indian his no love
or feeling. I deny that. But they may say I lie, or am
st o fopl. Now, a dog can't lie; and this dog of mine
lins hunted with Black Hawk's jparty for five months. 170
lknows every one of them, and the prisoner best of all.

“'With your leave I will make the jury & sporting offer.
I will give five hundred dollays down to any member of it
who can tonch White Caf if Hunks will guard him. T ask
. vou to leb tho prisoner stand free somewlere in the hall.
_The member of the jury who takes 'on the job shall yun at
“White Cat, He must call Hunks fo protect him, I pro-

mise nol to interfere, so if the dog gpes it will just bo his

own idea.
and dog.”
Tom paused, and & murmuy ran round his sudience,
“The juryman must be unarmed, but he s allowed to
play any frick he pleases,” he continuned. White Clnt
must not vesist. The dog must do all the fighting alone.
If the man gets ab the prispner he {akes my money with
him, The whole of the jury to try, «if they wish, one by
one. You and Colonel Chapin to ach as judges. I have one
condition to make. After it's over, whichever way it goos,

The rest: will be a struggle befween Juryman

I ask the jury to meet again and consider whather tha -

foraman’s judgment upon the prisener was fair.”
'T'his challenge was received

“Ti's -up to you, boys,” he said, with his thin smile,
“ Five hundred greenbacks for the man: who'll serap with
this dewg—if the animal will scrap for an Apache—and

with a shout of applause,
‘Ihe judge consulted Colonel Chapin, then gave his cgnsont. i

ean touch the prisoner, Rules to be as Toni saye, Me and
the colonel to judge. Are you takin' it on?”

The jurymen looked at one another. Tt was obvious thas
they felt no eagerness. Bulb vough ohaff from their friends,
led by Kit Brent, began to fall like hail ahout their ears,
and they presently changed their minds, and after con
sultation one of them stepped out and nodded to the judge.

“Ain't afraid of any dawg,” he said, “I'd Jike a
dollar for every one I've killed when 1 was up Nariy
drivin® huskies. I'm rendy to kill one more,”

He laughed coarsely, and began to turn up the sleeves of
a leather coat. He was a stout, broad-shouldered man of
middle age, with the arms of a gorilla, & shert, thick nock,
a hairy face, and bright, cunning black eyes.

'_'l‘om folt & hand upon his arm and found Sadie be-ide
nm.

“You'll nover!"” she cried. “He's like a horrid least,
Bupposing he does kill Hunks—"

Tom held her hand, :

“1 am not afraid,” he said gently; “Though I'd give
anything to do the job myself. But that wonld he no gond,
and White Cat saved the pup's life once. It's his turn,
and the best chance. Ask your father.” ‘

Colonel Chapin confirmed Tom’s words,

“You'd betler go, Sadie,” lic snid.
Bebting. T koaow that man.’

Sha stamped her foof,

“Nothing will make me go” she cried vebellious!y.
“But oh, my dear—my dear——"" And she flung her arms
round the dog's neck and kiszed him. ¢

In the meantime the judge was busy giving orders, The
hall was seetliing with excilement, and he know t.hn.l‘i oevery-
one would want to see the match, 8o he had the platfoin
cloared; White Uat, to whom the malter was explained by
Tom, was placed at the back against the wall. The jury-
man, Jan Snyde, stood at the steps roady to make for the
prisoner when he gol the word. Hunks, the only person
unconscious of what was to happen, sat in front of his
mastér, who, with Sadie and Black Hawk, was in the front
row beneath the platform. The judges stood not far from
White Cat, one in each corner. T

Though Hunks knew nothing of what was going to happen,
he was on the alert. ' Ever sinee he had entered the hall
he had wondered why Whito Cat was standing with fone
nien, why he—Hunks—was not alloweﬁsto go néar him, and
why his friend had his hands tied behind him with steel
bracelets on hia wrists, : :

Hunks did not like it ¢ Lit, but as his master did nof
appear to object, he knew it was not his business, He was
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rathier pestless, all Lhe same. g
those bracelets removed, the four men refire, and White
Catb wall up the steps and stand all alone on the platform
above him, Hunks sniffed curiously, aud, as dogs will, by
the modinm of his nose tried to find ont what it was all
about, Uhis investigation resulted in an  unpleasant
discovery. .

Somewhere near was a man wilh a smell which was per-
fectly detestable. I6 was that fellow at the steps. Hunks
had not noticed him beforn, but e becaimne conscious now
that he had smelt hiw on the platform. Plew! ‘There was
something beostly about him.. v was clear, besides, by the
way he stood that hie was going to do something. Hunks
wonderad what, and wutched him, growling ever so softly
to himself. . ¥

Tt was avvanged by the judge that, at a signal from
Colonel Cliapin, White Cnt sliould ¢all Hunks, “As he did
so, Jai Snvde should vun up the steps and go for him.
It he gol to White Cal before Hunks—or u’[tur\\'nrdry——n‘n(l
touched him faivly swith one hand, he won his money. ‘Fhe
struggle was to end when the judge gave word,

They all took leir positions, and the people scarcely
breathed, There was great excitement, and bets had been
made amounting to hundreds of dollars, The big cowboy
had involved himself most deeply of all. 1f he lost—and
he had, of couvse, bet on Hunks—he would not have a cent
Teft, and mnst sell his horse. But lie was guite chieerful.
Lgually eheerful, “however, was Mick Mander, who had
talkeon most of Kit's bets. Jan-Suvde, Mick kuew—though
hie told no one—had been a professional dog-trainer, and
was reckoned to ba the most courngeous and merciless of
his class,

Phe signal came—a wave of ihe eolonel's
White Cat ealled:

“Mynks! Huh! Come!” g

On the instant the black:-hnired man ai the steps leap!
to the platform at o bound, snd ran towards the Tndian,
Ile was a swift runner, being, indeed, a fine athlete, and
it Hunks' nese had not already lLeen busy, and brought
its owner fo a decision as to his eharacter, he might hayve
gol in and won his money there and then, Duf the com-
hination of the dog's own dislike and While Cal's cory
plovented that,

As the man Jeaped, so did the dog, aud when Snyde
was still some three yards off the prisorer a heavy waight
stvnek Dim just below the shoulder, and over he wenf,
nearly turning a somersault, alighting on his back at Jim
Bolland’s feet. . The ecrowd yelled its appreciation: at the
dog’s success, and thought the game was up for Snyde.
They expected to see Hunks pin him as be Lad pinned the
bull. But Hunks had no grudge against Snyde. He had
merely seen that he was going to attack White Cat, That,

hand—sand

of course, was oul of tho question; but, as he was a man !

#nd not an animal, he was to be deall with leniently,

The pup Had no intention of touching him with his
tecth. Having disposed of the atiack, ns he thought, Hunks
bounded up to White Cat, and joyounsly saluted him by
licking: his face all over, and, incidentally, nearly throwing
him also on his baek. There was another cheer at this,
hushed, however, to tense silence as Snyde, picking himsolf
up with the quickness of an acrobat, bogan to ercep towards

_fhe pair. Most of the pergalc thought Hunks would be
taken off guard; but White Cat, in replying to his carpsses,
gave a low hiss of warning, and the dog whirled round
Just ae the man sprang in. They sprang, indeod, together,
and this time the man'did not'po down. He cligrged like
a_batlering-ram, his head between' his shoulders, his face
covered by 'his elbows, his fingers outstretehod lilke claws,
As they met he caught the dog's neck with both hands,
and, throwing. all his weight forward, hore him to the
ground with intent to kneel on him, gel his fingers on the
windpipe, and strangle him.,

He nearly succeeded, for Hunks was unprepured, He was

still fighting with his body more than with his teeth, and,
Imowing liow much weight he could throw when he lenpod,
expocted to roll the man over us he had done before. Bub
when he felt the power of those clutehing hands, and the
power behind them, he koew he had made tho mistnke of
his life.  Only the quick brain he bad inherited from his
father saved him., He was held by the throat, and felt
his breath going; the bulldog in Lim would have resisted
to the last, but Hunks kow better than that. Yielding
to the pressure of the man's arms, he stiffered his lifabs
and deliberately threw his weight backwards,

The man bad not expected this; lost half Lis liold, and
to_regain it over-reached and fell too far. Mhen Hunks
with all the strength that was in him twistod his head,

Cousequently, when ho saw
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anined fuciously at one of the gripping hands, ripped.
Snyde's thumb open, and wrenched free.  He was upon
his feet in an instant, backed a pace, and then began to.
circle silently round the man,

uydo might have touched White Cat now, for. both
antagonists were close to the Indian, and friends in tho.
crowd velled to him to do so. DBubt Bnyde was otherwise
engaged. He had dealt with most kinds of dogs—all varfe-
ties of huskies (Esquimaux), sheepdogs, and Newfonund-
aids, pure and ervoss-bred, and wild ereafures morae lI]an .
half-walf.  Therefore he knew what & fieron dog was like:
when it s been thoroughly roused. ok 1 0

What he did not knew yet was a bulldoz. But no sl
heard of them, and he had seen Hunks hold the bull. Hao
knew thal he was in danger;, and must kill, or disable this
heast if ho wére to gel away from the platform alive. e .
hod no time to attend te anything else now,

Ae for Hunks, lie had tasted blood, and lis throat was
very sore,  but worse than all this was tlic consciousness

that a man—mnot some wild unimal, but a homan being—had

tried to kill him, and would kill hime if he could. Tt was
an entirely new experience, and a very terrible one.  All
his life so far thoy had behaved well to him; he had
looked upon them as his friends, of, at least, as creatures
whao should be trealed quite differently from other animals,
Mick Mander had been an exception, but oven he only
needed to be held and shaken, and, apart from lis hatred
for "Wom—of which Hunks was well aware—there seemed
nothing dangevons about him, ;

Now all was diffevent, This enemy was as eruel as the
bear or the mountain lion, and, he}ng: & man, for more
dangerous, Hunks was nol under any delusions now sinco
he: had felt that grip on his throat and had looked into
those mereiless eyes. Flo also sensed that there was danger
to White Cat, whom o Toved only second to Tom. 3

While he crept round and round Jan Suyde, searching
for the place to seiza, to hold, to tear and crush, approaching
neaver inch by inch, o kind of evil ferocity entored the
pup's sonl which hugd never been tliere before. He was uot
only ready to fight—he was out to kill.

As prizefighters cirele in the ring, so these two watohdd
each other. 'Fhen Hunks leapt forward. His intention was
to strike the man upon the chest, pin him there, and drag
him down until ho could get hold npon the throat, As.
the dog ceme Snyde crouched and fheew out his left amn.
Ho struck Hunks on the neck with the buok of his fist:
the pup was turned aside; and fell heavily on his shoulder.
Before he could recover Snyde had pounced like a bird of
prey, seized his hind-legs, and, with an infense exertion of
strength, swung the whole of the body into the air and
erashed it down upon the ground. Sadie sereamed alowd
and elung to Tom, . ;

*8top it ghe cvied.  Won't sameone shook him %2

The girl's shrill voice carvied fav, and more than one
cowboy plucked at hiz belt. But Colonel Chapin and Pim
Bolland stepped forward together, and the hands went

oyl
“Wait, dear—wail ! Tom ctied, throwing his arm about
her, “ ¥You don’t know the pup vet! Wait!”

Vet all seoniad over, The concussion appeared fo paralvse
tho dog. It lay still, and Snyde, with a hoarse laugh, threw
himself on his knees to cluteh. Hunks: by the throat and
finish him.  But even as ho stooped to get his hold,
Hunks moved. He was severély hurk, bub his bones, like
green hickory, were nearly unbreakable. Finding his enemy
ubove him and the grip. of his fingers near his neck again
roused all his enorgies, and he tirned quickly aside. Snyde
missed his hold, and only grabbed a handful of haiy on the
sélmuhlnrs, and Hunks, for the second time, tore himself
Tao.

But this time he made his counfer attack bofore the man
could rise. Fo was foo stiff to Ieap, bul turned his Load:
like lightuing, lunged forward, and buried his teeth in tho"
fleshy part of the man’s neck. Hunks’ brain was reclin
still from the shock ta his spine, and Jio was so gidd |'hn&
he could bavely keep his foek; but his jaws closed {ilm
trap, und no power of man or beast could loosen thom,

When the crowd saw what had happened it choored
frantically, for its sympathies were now all with Huiniks.
Bub Tom, knowing what must happen unless ho got there
in time, sprang’upon the i)lnfform and made for Hunks ut
full speed. He was hardly half-way when thero was the
dull roar of a Colt's revolver, and he fell hoadlong, shot
through the back. i
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1BBS; el
. WHITE,

" FREE!
£2.00

PACKETT'S WORKS, July Road, LIVERPOOL,

MAGIC TRICKS

. Pricesidench,4 forlf= '—'1' Al

% WHEN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS i
@ PLEASE MENTION. THIS PAPER, 1

WORTH CHEAP . PHBTG MATERIAL, — Samples

ete.—Parcels, 2/6, 676; \'.-ut?’,!lnruist'-:.
Tistrumend, Iimf,\hl{'. Linitnte Birds,
Jarnison, :‘—.\D sHontorvitlelid,, hondon, N1,

GIRVAN |

catilogue free; 12 by 10 Enlargement, any p!:u*u gdi— "

27

» P ' -

WORKING MODELS OF EVERY TYPE

Look for this Braad
Mark on all metal toys

“There are many types of Bing Steam
Engines, both vertical and horizontal,
selling at various prices to suit every
pocket. Each engine is' modelled on a
particular industrial type and’ built to

~ scale by expert engineers. They teach
a boy more about practical mechanics
than any text book. See these wonder-
[ul models at your nearest toy shop and
ask for your copy of the complete Bing
Catalogue illustrating all “models. In
case: of difficulty in obtaininga copy
write to-day to address below.

IIIINI

STEAM ENGINES

T'he Bing Catalsgue deseribes and
illystrates  over eautiful
working madels,  Make sure of
getting pour copy by colling al
wour toyshep to-day,

"

Bmg Advertising Depm‘lmenl 3,
L:hcnln wa, Hinh H‘uibom, Londcn. W.C Bl S



28 ; T'HE GEM LIBRARY. : :

7 No. 1 LUGGAGE VAN
a.W.

[ Price 4/-

PETROL TANK WAGON
Price 3/-

A Famous

camplofe Hornby Train sl
< colours of the leading tailways

You musk get o copy of this fing Do
youallaboith the Lotomotive : fhe 1
super-heated.

thig Horoby Train manufocturers,

Western Freight Train

The ‘*‘Flying Pig*

Rumbling and roaring, *' Tho Tiving Plg"'rnr'es through tlie night, for n lntmirml-nnEl‘lliucly.l‘.hrec_‘

Hornby Serics Locos and Rolling Stock. anid with the Hornby ralls, polnts, and croesiugs you can Iny o
The Homby system provides all the things vou want to muks

BRAKE VAN
?' o miles—from Paddingron to Newbnry and thow on £o Faiinton—ninety intlos withont & stop !
Price 4/ You can moke up o goods brain ol .y
BRITISH raflway trick in any diection,
AND complete minfature rallway, perfect in every. dotall.
GUARANTEED You can buy Hornby locos—the most effiplont

o 176 upwards—all superbly epainclled ool finfshied in the correeh

'A HORNBY
. GOODS 1RAIN

onr own—similar in oyery way to the “¥ying Ple "—from the

lum{um‘-iws cver produccd—ior 10/0 upwards, and

HORNBY:«TRAINS|

SEND FOR THIS FINE BOGMK

ok of forfy-cight pages; beautifully prinbed dn full colonss,

foller and its Paxt,

It tolls alzo about Railway Brales: e st

are Lightad and Heated 3 and fully deseribes Signnls and. Signnling, :

~dlie Fomby Book of Prmina only coats 3d, and It may he ohtatnednt the shops or diteet, post free, from
Meceano ., Dept, W, Binns Rtond; Liverpool,

MECCANCO LTD. : BINNS ROATD - LIIWVIERIP OO,

16 tells
Jiow the, Engine Works ¢ liow and \\‘h%' Stenm. s
tory of Bradaliaw's Dallway Oulde: Tiow tindng

KNIFE GIVEN AWAY !

FEREE GIFTA 1-With evar
n-Hondbome- POOKET KNIPE (2 blailva) af sketeti. Wrire
Fangy Gooils, Post Freet 218t Xkt of !iun_hmss 1 Oversmi

) PURSE AND P_DCKE'[‘? ov:_w- 5,090 Testimonials recelved! Quarant

s O FRANCIS, Eug., v.":‘ilus:-—""‘i Pens T have purchasal and all my felonda
= MG POWELY g, weltes ;=" Telightad with 8ilkeite’ Pony It oqualsa
MBILKRITE!" Pan at 1/8'6ach, i-{u:l 3??11'};{:'“ {or postage of gifes, we GIVE EB:fSI}! n Roal Leathor LOCK PURBE and
oK 3 &,
i

2 FREE GIFTS !| The ‘SILKRITE Registered SELF-FILLING FOUNTAIN PEN 1 ' 6
.'l

‘a porfoctls satfafinl. .
cobler males 58 10" i

H“l Citalogue, fichly Ilistrat wil a{ Big Barguing, Jewellery,
lon supplied wits our Gioods.~The Leeds Bargain Co. (U, 3381, Rendal Lans, Loods

FINE STAMP PARCEL FREE!!
ACTUAL CONTERNTS : Motal Feazobe, h T e
of Countrics, 62 ‘Dini'rb'::'g.amﬁiifﬁfsla 3::1131;11111.%{32!%;11.10.9 re:i'!f; I
| annrvellons offer—atisalitely frep ] Bond poo. only roquesting Approvals,
LISBURN & TOWNESEND, LONDON ROAD, LIVERPOOL,

'HEIGHT INCREASED 5 Complete
~~IN 30 DAYS, / " Course,

No Applinnces. No Driigd, No Dlating, Tiio MelvinStrotig Syatem

Full partleuniara and Tostimoninly, stamp.—

ﬁ"ﬂ\' R FALLS.
folvin Strong, Ttd. (Dopt. 8.), 10, Ludgate Hil), London, Eng.

of meeting people, mixing in company, going to éogsﬂ g’nﬂFm’una,
fances, ote, ¢ “Doyon lack Self-Coniidence, sifier from Nepyons
Feirs, Depression, Blushing, Timidity; =or : Bleaplefanass ¢
Beconie Self.Confident, full of Uourage, Bright and Hippy,
by gending immediatoly 8 pamy, stamps for partionlats of the

nto-Nerve Strongthéning Treatment, GUARANTEED
DURE" OR- MONLY REFUNDED.—GODFRY . ELLIOTT-
BNITH, Ltd., 527, Imporial Bldgs., Ludgate Circus, London, E.C.4

CUT THIS OUT

4GEM ' PEN COUPON. VALUE ad.

.Bond 5 of thess gonpons with only. 276 3t 't
RN RN O oL st sRSL R, TaPR B o i
#0lld gold mib {nne,';ggdiu‘m. or b%ond tﬁnllyo%?ga}’gu prﬁu \;l‘}‘l:

P
’ with & uoupon’a only 2/

ROSPERITY calling
to BOYS (14 to 19)

AUSTRALIA, NEW ZEALAND., CANADA. -
Preliminary Farm Tralning.  Generons finanafal aesistines
townrds passage and outie, ropavable by easy Instalments
when In work overgeas, Ap_}lly: Tho Salvation” Army
Migration Dept., 3, Upr. hamps St., London, E.C4,

 DONT ' BE BULLIED

4 Sehd_Four Peiny Stamnk only. for, TWO SPLENDID
b Y ILLUSTRATED LESSON: i

D
) INE I JUTITST; the Won. -
o deriul Japhooses ore ol Balf-Defoncy Without  weppons, -
. Better than Hoxitg orf any other stlenco over Anvented. |
. ~Xrearncto take care of yourkell under ALX ofr-"

B HONSTRE o a You can IOYO 0 3
L3 4 €0 AT l gl
o~ 3/0. - SEND NOW to 1t A (DeDE

A.P.38), 15. Queenaway, Hanworth, Poltham, MIDDLBSDX.
: . BRAGTICAL TUITYON auy ‘tithe nt Hanoorth,

1/6 THE BULLY BOY 1/6
20-Shot Rapld Repeater Actlon 'Pea =
Ristol, . Flres & pea 25 fect at' the: Gonee
rate of 100 a minute. A Regnlar
Pocket Tewis Gun! -~ Bright alokel
figigh; eaoh “in box “with knimugitlon,
slicoter than you lave eveér lad beforel
and “don't miss onr”latest quick-firer!  Coloniil
postage gd. extra, Sond postentd for Hab,

& €0, 41, Finshury Sq., London, E.C.

A better
Sewd 1/6

“J. BISHOD
Parties, Llieatnlealy, Fancy Dress, elo. Original and

Fon xmn instrnerive Degnise Onthd coinpiate,

Prive 3/- epn
bost fres ~MILTOY, 24, Statlon Parade, Dorbury, LONDON, 5.W16




