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“-BARRED BY THE STUDY!

A Magmﬂcent New, Long, Complete School Story of Tom Merry & Co. at St. dim’s. -

By MARTIN GLIF F ORD.

‘“ What is all this?”
touch these yonng ladies? Why, bless my soul,

CHAPTER 1.
Not Wanted!
Y only aunt!”

“ What the merry dickens—-':

* Wherefore this thusness?”

The Terrible Three made those surpr:sed.
jnquiries all ab once, in a sort of chorus. Tom Merry and
Manners and Lowther wore looking intp Study-No. 6

'he three had intended to ask Blake & Co., of No. G to

i 1ooked into the celebrated apartment which was numbered

" in the Fourth-Form passage in the thool Honse.

Mr. Railton came striding tln'om%l

/

o0—who are theg--what are they"“

the e¢rowd, with s fmwutng ‘brow. “How dare you

(8ee Chapter 14.)

Blake & Co. were all at home. There was nothing
extraordinary in that, as it was nearly tea-time. It was
the aspect of Blake & Co. that was extraordinary. 5

Jack Blake was sitting on the corner of the table, with
a cricket-stump in his hand. -Digby was in the armehair,
with a cricket-bat resting’ across his knees, Herries hﬂl
a dog-whip in his hand. Herries never used that deg-
whip upon Towser, his bulldog ; but his expression showed
that he was quite iprepawd now to-use it on soinehody;
DrArcy bad a. Malacca-cane in his: hand, ‘and he Was
making wild swishes with it in the air.

Study No. 6, evidently, were prepared for war. Their
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eves were fixed on the open doorway; and as the Terrible
‘Three appeared, the stump, the bat, the dog-whip, and
the Malacca cane were all gripped and lifted—only to be
lowered again as the visitors. were recognised. . )
LEvidently the Terrible Three were not the enemy.
© " 0h, it’s you!” said-Blake. - : :
“Little us!” agreed om Merry. “I hope those deadly
weapons are not-for our benefit. If they are, we'll get
-our cricket-bats out and start fair,” i
* Weally, Tom Mewwy, you are vewy weleome,” said
D’Arcy. *Pway do not misundahstand, Pway.twob in,
deah boys.” '

“You're as welcomie as the flowers in Ma{!" assured

Digby. *
of %hz way.

* Yaas, wathah 1 o

“But what’s the little game?” exclaimed Tom Merry
Jn)l"stiﬁc:;ull. “Are you expecting Knox of the Sixth?”

“QOr Cutts of the Fifth?” agked Manners,

** Bless Cutts! Nol” )

*Or a New House raid?” asked Lowther.

“Blow the New House! No!”

“Then wherefore this thusness? Who the merry
dickens is it you're waiting to slaughter?” demanded the
captain of the Shell.

“Trimble !” said Blake. |

“Twimble, the wottah !’ said Arthut Augustus D’Arcy.

*T'rimble, the cad:!” said Digby.

“Trimble, the bounder'!” sai ];el‘ries. ;

The chums of the Shell chuckled. Trimble, the rotter,
cad, and bounder, seemed to be booked for a lively. time
when he came into Study.No. 6. All four of the Fourth-
Formers looked as if they meant business. .

* What’s he done?” asked Tom Merry. )

“Done!” hooted Blake. *“What hasn’t he done, you
mean? He’s got himself planted in this study, aml turned
out such a rank outsider that we had to turn him ouf.
This study has a reputation to keep up, and we can’t
bave it disgraced by a rotter like Trimble. So we kicked
him out, and told §1im never to put his fat chivvy into
this study again!” y =

“I told him quite plainly that he was nevah to darken
our dooah again, the feahful wottah I said D’Arey.

* Yes, Guesy put it in high-falutin language, and I put
it in plain English,” said Blake. “ Gussy told him never
to darken our doors again, and I told him I'd wring
his neck if he ever ecrawled in here.” S

‘**Ha, ha, ha !

“Any fellow with a rag of decency in him would have
ehanged into another study after that,” said Blake
indignantly. “But not Trimble. Of course, nobody
wants him in his study; it’s not to be expected. But we
won’t have him here—that’s flat! He’s a liar, and a
spoofer, and a cad, and an ounisider, and a lot of other
things, too numercus to mention. But he says he’s
coming back. He’s coming to tea, bless you! Coming to

2

ou may. find it amusing, too; only keep out

tea in this study. Well, it’s tea-time, and we’re waiting -

for him, I'm going to break this ericket-stump on him !”

“I'm goin’ to thwash him with this cane!”

“I'm going to make him hop with this deg-whip !

“I'm going to brain him with this batl”

Y Then we’ll come in,” said Monty Lowther. *You'll
want somebody to collect up the pieces when youw've
finished,” : . .

The Terrible Three, grinning, entered the study. They
. took up a strategic position by the window, in order to
be out of reach of the stump, the bat, the dog-whip, and
the Malacca cane, when the warlike operations began.

“Coming here, yon know!” said Blake, with growing
indignation. " After we’ve kickéd him out—ss hard as
we could, too. ~ He’s actually told Levison he’s coming
back; that he’s not going to be turned out of his own

stndy. His study, you know—a blessed new kid, who's
not been here a week! We’ll show him whether it’s hig
study!”

*Yaas, wathah!”

“Look out; he’s coming ! said Herries,
*Ready!” commandeéd Blake,

*We're weady, deah boy.”

There were footsteps in the passage; the heavy tread
THE GEM LiBRARY.—No. 415.

of Baggy Trimble, the fat and flabby new boy in the
Fourth. A fat and flabby face looked in at the openm
doorway. ) . g )

Trimble paused on the threshold, o afa

The sight of the bat and the stump and the whip ang ~
the cane seemed to discourage him, =~ - T

He blinked at Blake and Herries and Digby and D"Arey
in turn, and received only stony stares in reply.

"*I—1 say, is tea ready?” he remarked.

No answer. : 1 % g .

“I—1 say, I'm coming in, you kuow.” ) N

“You can come in,” said Jack Blake. “Whal's-
stoppinlg youd” -~ : )

“I—I say, what are you going to do with that stump??

* Brain you!”

Trimble grinned feebly. S il

“I—I say, this is iy study, you know. You can’t turn ’
a egap out of his own study. Mr. Railton put me in this
study.” s
‘t‘:_{nd we put you out,” said Blake. *And you'll stay
out ¥

“I won’t stay out!” hooted Trimble.

“ Well, come in, and see what you’ll get.”

“Yaas, wathah! Twot in, you wottah!”

“I know you're only joking, of course,” said Trimble,
edging a few inches into the study. “I wouldn’t think
of deserting old chums like you. Gussy especially—""

“It you allude to me as Gussy, Twimble, I will thwash
you.like anythin’ I ) ) '

‘“The fact i3,” said Trimble, *“ I'm willing to let bygones
be bygones. I don’t bear any malice. I can take a joke,
too. Now, is tea ready?”

*Tea’s ready,” said Blake cheerily.

“Then T'm coming in.” ®

“Do!” i :

Trimble hesitated o few momwents, apparently unable
to make up his mind whether Study No. 6 was in earnest
or not. His eyes fell upon a cake and a jar of jam on
the table, and apparently that decided him. He came
in, keeping wary eyes upon the four juniors.

“Now the band begins to play:” murmured Monty
Lowther.

It did !

The four Fourth-Formers made a rush at Trimble. The
dog-whip curled round kis legs, and the cane caught him
across the shoulders, what time the cricket-bat bumped
on his plump chest. Blake, unfortunately, had no time
to get to work with the stump, for Trimble, with a terrific
vell, made one wild bound into the passage and
vanished. .

“Ha, ha, ka!” roared the Terrible Three.

“Bai Jove! He's gone!” '

“And I didn’t even get n lick at him!” exclaimed
Blake wrathfully. And Jack Blake rushed out into the
passage, flourishing the stump, in the hope of yet getting
the missing “lick.”

But Trimble was gone, ;

His footsteps died away down the big staircase, and
Blake returned disappeinted to Study No. 6. . .
“Well, he’s gone!” grinned Tom. Merry. . “If you
always receive him like that, he will get fed-up with this

study in time.” .

“Yaas, I wathah think that lesson will settle the

mattah, deah boys. He cannot weally wegard this studay

. a3 comfy quartahs!” -

- “Yes, I think we’ve done with him,” said Blake; pitch-
ing the stump into a corner. - “There won’t be much left
of him soon, if he don’t keep out of this study. Now
we’ll have tea, Cousiri Ethel has sent Gussy this cake,
and you S3hell bounders had better stay to tea.”  °
“Well, we came to-ask you—but the cake settles it,”
said Tom Merry, laugking. “Done!*- - ;
-And Study No. 6 sat down to tea, satisfied that they
were rid at last of the obnoxious Trimble, - - -

ANSWERS
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= CHAPTER 2.
Trimble's Great Wheeze,
% g Y ALLO .
B wae “Trimble, by gum!”
It was an hour after the stirring scene in
Study No. 6. ’
“Tom Merry and Mammers and Lowther had returned
#o their study in the Shell “passage, after- doing full
justice to the feed in No. 6.
They were at work upon “copy ” for the “Weekly,”
when the door was opened, and a fat face and form were
. insinuated into the study.
" The Terrible Three looked up from their work. Tom
. Merry quitted his leading article, Lowther left his comilc
column, and Manners raised his eyes from his photo-
graphic article to stare at Baggy Trimble. They were
- aurprised by his visit. They %md supposed that they
had made it quite clear to the new junior that they pre-
ferted his room to his company. :
But Baggy Trimble was ot easily repulsed. Probably
‘fio, measures would be efficacious short of those adopted
“by Study No. 6. .
Trimble nodded genially to the Shell fellows.
“Busy?” he agked, in the most amicable tone.
{f_¥es !J’ ?
“ Awfully 1
“Good-bye!”
 Those three replies ought to have disposed of Trimble.
- But they didw’t. - He came further into the study,
- smiling blandly. J
“Sotry to interrupt!” he remarked.
“No need for sorrow,” said Monty Lowther. “Leave
off Faterrupting, that's all!” -
“If youwre doing the ¢ Weekly,” I could help you,”
ohserved Trimble. “I've seen. the Iast: number, and 1
don’t think much of it. I dare say you’d like to get some
really good stuff in that paper.” . g
@ My “hat !”
“But I didn’t come here to speak about that;” added
 Trimble.. “You see, I've been turned out of my study.
You saw what those fellows did.”
“Yes; we'd have lent them a hand if they'd needed

“Ahem! You see, I've got mno study,” explained
Trimble. “I'm really awfully chummy with Gussy, but
" they’ve talked him round. They’re up against me. The
yeason really is that they all owe mé money.”
R What !-U B .
“I'm a generous chap, and being wealthy, T've always
been free-handed with cash,” Trimble explained.
“Thiay’ve borrowed of me right and left, and this is the
result.” i ;

“You lying worm!” said Monty Lowther. “They
. haven’t borrowed a cent of you.”

“Ahem! You see, I'm always lending money to chaps,”
Trimble explained. It leaves me rather short of cash
sometimes, and at Trimble Hall I was accustomed to
have all I wanted, and more. I'm short of money now.”

“Nothing doing!” said Tom Merry tersely.

“What I was going to suggest was that I should share
this study,” said Trimble. “If you fellows would like
to have me here, it could be arranged with the House-
master, though it’s unusual for a Fourth-Form chap to
dig with the Shell. You could ask Mr. Railton as a
special favour.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

%Y think it’s a good idea,” said Trimble fatuously. “I
ghould be useful in a lot of ways. F'rinstance, I could
help with editing the * Weekly,” I'm a humorous chap,

ind-T could supply some good jokes, instead of the pifie

yod#put in the comic column at .7

“What!”. ejaculated Monty: er.
wholly responsible for the comic column. He looked at
the new boy as if he would eat him.

“Then there’s the leading article,” said Trimble. “It's
yeak—very weak. T could take that on, too.”
“Could you?” kaid the editor-in-chief grimly.

. “Certainly. Then I should suggest a serial by me, iit
the ‘place of those rotten photogtaphic articles the fellows
yawn over.”

“You cheeky ass!” roared Manners.
#Look here, you know—-" .

R
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“Get out ! shouted Manners.

“But I haven’t finished yet;” said -Trimble: *Look

“here, you know. I've got a ripping idea to carry out, .

and I don’t get any.support in my own study. I eu

you fellows %ave hyeard of the Seghians.” ¥ i

" Manners, who was picking up a ruler, put it down in

surprise. The Terrible Three locked blankly at Trimble,.

who was rubbing his fat hands. T
“The Serbiana!” repeated Tom Merry.

. “Yes. Don’t ﬁou think they’rs awfully plucky, stand-
ing up 1“m the Huns and those filthy, treacherous Bul-
garians?”

_*Yes, they are. But what the merry dickens——"

“Wouldn't you like to help them?”

“Help them!” repeated Tom Merry.’

“Yes; that's the idea.” )

“Are -you potty?” demanded thé captain of the Shell,
in ggrp!exity. “Are you suggesting that we should %o
to. Serbia with our cricketing-stumps and drive out the
Bulgarians?”

“Nunno. We couldn’t do that—"

“Go hon!” 4

“My idea is to help them with eash,” explained
Trimble. -“Some people say that Britain rather left the
Serbians in the lurch. Well, now the Huns have stolen
everything there is in the country, and the Bulgarians
are murdering them right and left. They’re hard u{.
They've held a Fla§ Day in London some time back,
raising tin to help them. I read about it in the papers.
Well, my idea is to hold a Flag Day at St. Jim’s!”

“Great pip!” <

“Serbian flags, you know, at.a bob each, and colled:
tions ad lib,” said Trimble eagerly. “You see, a lot of
money could be raised that way for the Bulgarians——"

“The which?” - )

1 mean the Serhians.” Of tourse, the wholesnatter
would be in my hands, from stait to finish. With my
organising ability——" - o

“Your whatter?” . i

#My organising ability, T should carty it through with
tremendous success, We might raise five, ten, fifteen
ids—who knows? This money would be absolulely in

“Would it:” y

“Yes; and I should forward it to the proper guarter.”

“PDame Taggles’ tuckshop®” asked Monty Lowther. |

'Yes—T mean no, certainly not. What do you fellows
think of the idea?” . )

Tom Merry laughed. : .

“The idea ain’t a bad one,” he said. “But you're not
the chap to carty it out. I -don’t think'any chap in the
School FHouse would trust you further than he could see
you, Trimble.” .

“If you mean to insinuate—-="

“I’m not insinuating, I'm talking plain English,” said
Tom Merry coolly. “You've been about a week at St.
Jim’s, Trimble. In that time, you've borrowed money
right and left, and néver repaic{ a single bob. You've
told lies about fellows owing you money, and you’ve been
ragged and kicked out of your study for it. I wouldn't
trust you wibh a red cemt.”

“Not with a brass farthing,” said Manners emphatics
ally.
“YN o more than we'd trust the Crown Prince of Prussia
with the key of the strong-bex,” said Monty Lowther.

“To0k here, you know, I'm patriotie, if you fellows
ain't. Considering the way the Serbians got dished
through relying on this country, it's up to us to lend
them 2 hand. ©I'm open to accept confributions now, ak
this very mimute—"

“Bow-wow !”

«And if you fellows don’t give me something, T can

" only consider you slapekers and shirkers——"

“You want us to give you something?” asked Monty
Lowther, N
#(Certainly,” said Trimble. “Anything you like, you
know—the more the merrier, but all subseriptions thank-
fully received.” . ) .
“Anything we like?” said Lowther thoughtiully. “Buk
then you mightn’t like it.” -
«Qh, ves, that's all right. . Hand over anything you
like; and T'11 take it ag a beginning.”. - < :
Tor Gex LiBrary.—No. 415
als of
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“Well, it’s up to us,” said Lowther, looking at his
chums.

“Why, you ass—" began Manners,

“Tt's up to us,” repeated Lowther. “We ought to give
Trimble something, and I'm goiug to. Mine’s a -thick
ear.” - ay :

Biff ! ) :

“Yarooh!” roaved Trimble, staggering back towards
the door. = “Wharrer you at, you silly idiot”

“@iving ,you something,” -grinned Lowther. “Now,
you fellows, play up e

“Ha, ha, ha! W : N

“Mine’s a dot on the boko!” -chuckled Manuers, and
he suited the action to the word, and Baggy Trimble
roared again with a terrific roar.

. And mine’s i goal-kick ' ‘grinned Tom Merry.

“Yarooh! Leggo!”

_+ Frimble mas,ggljm round in the strmﬂ_i
eaptain of the Shell; and Tom Merry’s
violent contact with'his fa{ person. - .
_ The new junior shot out of the study like a stone from
a8 eatapult. R
* Bump! _

“Oh, crumbs! Yooooo-hooop!” .

“Come back when you want some move,” grinmed
Towther: - “We'll always bave . something for you,

- Trimble; when you come.into this study. Don’t forget
to call on us when you want some more:”
= ¢ Yow-ow-ow!” . = Do :

Trimble sat in the passage and roared. Monty Lowther

ehiickled, and closed the door. The Terrible Three went

grasp of the
oot came into

on with their editorial work, uninterrupted. Baggy
Trimble did not come hack for anything more. :
" CHAPTER 3.
A " Cheekmate !
B gy USSY, old man!”" ~ . F £
& i Ast}mr Angustus D*Arey ‘did not tnrn-his
ead., o 3 L

Evening preparation was over, and: most of
the School House juniors were in the common-room, when
‘Primble came in,” =~ .- o "

Trimble, as a rule, wore
sion. . Contempt, which it
of the tortoise, had no effect whatever upon
%‘ imble. His complete armour of self-satisfaction made

m proof against such trifles. Bub at the present
moment he had & somewhat forlorn look. ‘

He had “planted ” himself in Study No. 6 when he first
came to St. Jim’'s, on

a fat and self-satisfied expres-
is said will penetrate the shell
Baggy

the strength of a chance acquaint-
ance with Arthur Aungustus D’Arcy. Axthur Augustus,
in his well-known chivalrous way, had stood by him .at

. firsb. But ‘Arthur Angustus, was
become fed-up in the long zun. To do Trimble justice, he
conldn’t understand why No. 6 could not stand lim. He
‘was undoubtedly an unscrupulous youn% rascal, .but he
was as obtuse s umscxupunlons, and all his enormities
appeared to him as trifles light as air,

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s:face was frigid as Trimble
addressed him. He séemed to be quite nnaware of the
existence of the unfortunate Bagey: :

“Look here, you know, Gussy ) .

D’Arey gazed at him vacantly. Some of the juniors
grinned, -~ . '

“ Gussy, old son!” ; .

Arthur Augustus moved at last, He_ extracted his

. eelebrated monocle from his waistcoat pocket, jammed it
into his noble eye; and turned it upon Trimble with &
withering stare, I i

“ Are you addwessin’ me?” he asked icily.

“Yes, Gussy.” : wi .
-« am Guesy to my fwiends,” said the swell.of St.
“Fim’s. “T will thank you not to addwess me as Gussy,
Trimble !

“Look here, you know—"
» “Pway do not addwess me at
know you!” A }

“Yeg, but look here—". - . =+ - e

: - -Arthur. Augustus rose,.turned. hia back upon Trimble,
a?rd walkpdt across thie reoni. Trimble blinked after him
T'HE
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atient as he was, had -

all, Twimble, T-deeline to

in surprise. 'Ap_péreutly_ke coulcii,};ot ‘ynderstand tke

- ~Honourahle Arthur Augustus’ atfitiide at all.

“J say, Blake—" [ :
“Ton't talk to me, you worm!” said Jack Blake
politely. - ‘g it
“Herries, old chap—" | =
“Do you want your silly head shoved into the coals
box?” asked Herries. Lo 7
C“Nunge!™ - oo e
“Then don’t call me Herries, old ‘chap.”
“Dighy; dear boy—" - -’ 2
Dighy picked up a cushion.. Baggy Trimble beat 2
hurried retreat just in time. A chuckle followed him.
"Phe new junior halted at a table where the Terrible Three
were playing cless. Tom Merry and Manners were play- Ex
ing, as a matter of fact, but Lowther was bestow_;'n% :
advice upon both sides, and seemed to be having most of -
the game. Trimble paused ta look om, with a beaming
apd ingratiating smile. . -
“ Enight to king’s fourth, Tommy,” said Lowther.
- “Bow-wow !” said Tom ungratefully.
“Youwll bag a pawn that way.” .
“ And what about leaving my bishop uncovered:”
“Hum! I forgot the bish.”
“ Better move the bishop,” said Trimble. “I should
recommend bishop to the rook’s square.” -
“What on earth for?” demanded Tom Merry.
. “Ass!” said Manners, = --

“Well, then, ook to the hishop’s squave,” said Trimble

- ‘¢heerfully.

“You silly duffer !I” .
. Tom Merry moved a pawn.

h“ That does it!” said Manners
. ,

ree.” -
- “Rats! I don't see it.”

“You wouldn't i agreed Manners.

“Bosh! I've got you mate in four, I know that!” said
Tom Merry warmly; “and you jolly well ean’t get out
of it, either!” .

The two chess-players wrinkled their brows over the
game, and Monty Lowther mercifully forbore to give
advice. But Baggy Trimble was not mevrcifal,

" “RBishop to king’s fifth, Tommyr,” he said.
- “Don’t call me Tommy ! ; 5 3 g

“You fathead!” said Manners. “If Tommy puis Lia
bis]:%: on king’s fifth, I nail him with my queen.”

“Tien I should suggest king to the rook’s square.”

“How’s the king to get to the rook’s square, wiem
he's two squares off it?” ﬁmwled Tom Merry.

%0 he is,” agreed Trimble. *“Then why not move the
bishop to the gteen’s third?” CT

“Because the hishop isn’t % rook, and can’t go side-
ways, ass 17 .. i ;

“Then T advise—o"

“Shut up!” . ..

“Look here, you know-—-"" )

“Will you dry up?”’ yelled the exasperated chese-
plaver. ‘““You know as much about chese as about footer!
Cheese it!”

“Try the rook on the queen’s square,” “said Monty
Lowther, as Trimble was silenced for a moment.

“T’N try my knuckles oni your nose, if you give me
any more advice!” said Tom Merry. *“You're as bad as

joyfully. “Mate in

Trimble.” - - ;
Monty Lowther chueckled, and strolled away. Chess
does not, as a rnle, improve the temper, and botli the
ﬁnints were getting a little excited over .the game.
anners wag certain that his opponent was mate in three,
while Tom Merry wes convinced that he had Manners
mate in four, :so the game evidently required eare.
Danger-point kaving been reached, Monty Lowther gave

up the role of 2 : but Trimble was not se
judicious. | g e ; ) .
" He continned to look on, and to give advice. His

remarks had shown.that what he did not know about
¢hess would have filled a whole number of the B.C.M,
But Trimble went on regardless. . e
“Tt’s a gomer for you, Merry, unlogs you move the
yook,” he remarked.. . DR
111 jolly:soon move.you, if you don't shift!” said Tom
Merry, and he pushed a knight into place.
“ That’s done it " said- Trimble. . * You're licked I
“Dry' wp J D38 ;o -
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Tom Merry Jumped up There was
smite,

cushion on his chair, and he seized it, and smote Trimble with a mighty
‘““Yarooh!* roared the surprised Trimble.

{See Chapter 3.)

. Manners grinned, and moved a piece. Tom Merry

) 'wrmkl«ed his brows over the game agaiu, As a matter of

fact, Manners was the better }};lavm but Tom had a
natural fmbition to beat him at his own game. He gazed
at the pieces and pawns with kuitted brows; striving to

_ think out that stunning move which Morphy or Casablancs

""be much good, if a blinking idiot could see it !”

" his_rook to the queen’s
" confidently.

- gomething into it!” said Tom

i or Kieseritski -would have made.

“Mate in two!” murmured Manners, softly as a cooing
dove. "

‘Tom Merry grunted.

“I don’t see that, remarked Trimble. , "
“Of course yon don't,” agreed Manners. “Tt wouldn't
“ My idea is, that Merry has got the game, if Tie moves
night's second,” said Trimbla

Tom  Merry. glanged at the suggested move, and dis-
covered that it would leave him mate in one, Then he
fixed a deadly glare upon the cheerlel Baﬂgl

“Will you cut off?” .lhe asked

“ Laok here, you know—" -

“You open your bljthering nﬁdozutlt agam and I'll jam

err;

He returned to-his survey of the board. Manners'

- patient smile was a little exasperating. Tom Merry was

gimply determived to discover that *Morphy move ™
which would knock his o] ﬁpoueuts game sky-high. " To
discover it, he needed all his concentration of mind.

* Chatter from Teimble was unendurable under the circum-
But the cl\eerful Baggy never knew when to-

stanges.
stop
£ le the rook on the king's square!” he suggesteﬁ

NEX'
f WED_NREDAY:

Tom Merry jumped up. There was a cushion on his
chair, and he seized it, and smote Trimble with a mighty
smite,

“Yarooh!” roared the mupused Trimble, What the
thunder——"

Crash !

! Lock out!” shrieked Manners.

But it was too late! Trimble crashed into the cliess-
table, and the table danced on its four legs. Pieces
and pawns went in a shower to the flcor. Trimble sat
down on them, gasping. Then he yelled—pieces and
pawns were not comfortable to sit on suddenly.

“Oh, my hat L e]acuia‘l‘ed Tom Merry.

“Yarooh

“Hallo, . game over?™ “asked Monty Lowther, !ookmg
round. “Who's won?”

“>Tain’t finished,” howled Tora ‘\ierry
has upset the table.”

“Yow-ow-ow !” A

“ Practically ﬁmshed,"‘ said Mannem
in two, you know

“ You duffer, you were mate in three.”

“Look here, Tom+———"

“Look here, fathead-——" -

“ Mate in two—-—" 7

“Mate in three—-"

“ Of all the asses—"

“Of all the chumps—"

“Yow-ow-ow!” roared Trimble:
rotters! I'm hurt! Yow-ow-ow!”
- Tom Merry, and Manuners ceased their warm dispute,

“That silly asa

“ You were mate

“Help me up, you

. and turned fo Trlmbie. Who had won that game could
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never be settled now, but Trimble could be seftled for

“mycking” it up, and they proceeded to settle him.

Baggy Trimble jumped Hg eﬁ# a hoot and a cushion smote

him slmpltane?}lga'[y, and fled. He made a wild break for
the door, rearing, followed by ‘a howl of langhter from
the juriors, and rushed fairly into Kildare of the Sixth,
who was coming in to announce bed-time.

Crash |

“Yow-ow| Leggo!” shrieked Trimble.

“Ha, ha, ha!” : r

Kildare stngﬁered, but he 1gra§ped Trimble by the
collar and shook him ferociously. . '

You young ass, what the dickens—"

“They’re after me ! yelled Trimble.

“Eh! ‘Who are aftexr youf”

Kildare east a puzzled glance round the common-room, -

The Terrible Three were chatting together in a calm and
unconcerned wa{; Tom Merry sitting on the cushion he
had wielded wit!
smiled ‘n little,

“Cut off, you young ass!

“Right-ho, Kildare.” - . .

And the juniors marched off to bed. When lights
were out in the Shell dormitory, and the Shell fellows
were settling down to sleep, a etill small veice proceeded
from Manners’ bed: ; d

“] say, Tom!” .

“Hallo ! said Tom drowsily.

“It was mate in tweo, you know.”

" What# ! .

“Mate in two.

iBed-time,_ you youngstere.”

Yarooooh !

A Doot whizzed throngh the darknese, and Manners

uttered a fiendish yell.
Tom Merry chuckled,
“Mate in one!”

CHAVTER &
Flag Day!

o g THAT'S the little game:” g !
/ . Levison of the Fourth asked the guestion
the next day, after morning lessons.

Le¢vison was surprised.

Trimble of the Fourth was coming along the passage,
presenting an extraordihary appearance. A Frermeh
{ricolour.was pinned on his breast, about a foot square.
Before him a tray was slung. It was an old tea-tray, and
had apparently been rescued from a dustbin. Feveral
holes had been punched in it and strings tied to it, which
held it in a hovizontal position in front of Trimble’s tubby
form. On the tray were arranged a number of. finy
TFrench flags. In Trimble’s hand was a money-box. He
rattled it as he saw Levison. There was a loud clink as
the box was rattled.

“Buying a flag?”’ he asked.

“Buying . a which?” ejaculated . Levison in
tonishment. . ..

“It's Freneh ¥lag Day!” explained Trimlle.
se]li;;g ‘these flags for the benefit of the fund.”

“ hat!” ! .

“I thought of having a Servian Flag Day at first,” said
Trimble confidentially, “but, on the whole, I decided on
the French flag. I've bought up these flags with my
owsn.money. I'm. selling them & a bob each——"

“ Apd I suppose they cost you about a farthing each!”
said Levison, . .

“Well, I got the lot rather cheap,” confessed Trimhle.
“But, of course, it isn’t the value of the fing, The money
goes to the—the fund.” -

- “YWhat fund®” 5

“0h, the fund, gou know,” said Trimble, somewhat
vaguely—"the fund for the hercic French, yon know.
Don't you think they ought to be encouraged, after the
splendid way they've heen sitting down watehing the
Germans for a year or more? Are you buying a flag,
Levisont” = o )

“ Not this time,” grinned Levison. “Don't you know
you have to have.a licence for making flag collections?”
" "“Oh, vot! I think it's a ripping idea, backing up our
Allies in this way. Look bere, you know, as a special
concesszion, I'll let yon have a flag for a tanner.”

“You. ean keep at,” grinned Levison. *“ When I want
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to back up our Allies to the extent of a tanner, I'll get a
postal-order and send it myself.”

And Levison walked on, grinning, Trimble suorted,
and, catching sight of Blake & Co. in the passage, ho
hurried up to them. Study No. & gazed at Trimble and
his weird paraphernalia in astonishment. .

““What does this mean, you chortling ass?” asked Blake.

“Flag Day !’

*Bai Jove!”

“8t. Jim’s Flag Day for the benefit of the heroic French.
These flags are a bob each. - All 'money -gnaranteed to

_remain in my hands—" :

“Ha, ha, hal” P

*“Till forwarded to the heroic French, of course. Rally
round I” S

“Bai Jove, it's not a bad ideah, deah boys. I wathah
think I will have a flag!” said Arthur Augustus, feeling
in his pocket. . .
 “Cheese it, fathead!” : . ’

“Weally, Blake, I twust You appwove of waisin’ funde to
back up our Allies against the disgustin’ Huns.”

. “M'yes, but-not Trimble's fund,” said Blake, “It will
get as far towards France as the school shop, and not a
step further, I fancy.” . s e

“Bai Jove, I mever thought of that! Are
anthowised to thake this collection, Twimblef”

“1 suppose any chap can be pat‘l‘if)t_ie if he likes,” sported

you

“Primble. Now, then, you're going to have a flag each?

I've stavted the collection myself with .a pound.”.

“ Where’s the pound?” ;

“In the monel‘,‘-hox," said Trimble, rattling it. -

Clink! clink!  clink!

“Bai Jove, that is vewy genewous of you, Twimlle”
r2id Aythur Augustus. “You are not euch a fealful
wottah as I supposed. Tudah-the cires, Blake—""

“Under the ecires, we'll see that pound,” said Blake,
jerking the rattling box away from the collector.

“Let that box alone!” roared Trimble, in alarm.

“Rats " 5 . ) 0

There wvae a &lit in the lid of the box, for coins to yass
through, but the lid was easily removable. Blake jerked
it open, and the chums of the i‘ourth looked into the box.

Two marbles, an -gld key, aud the half of a disnsed
spoon were revealed. ’

“Gweat Scott [’ ejaculated Arthur Angustus. ~ Wkhere's .
the pound:”’ . il i

“Ahem! T mean I was going to put m a poupd.”
explained Trimble. “I've ient most of my mozer to
Grundy of the Shell, as it hapgens, and I'm short of tin.

aing to put in the pound when Grundy squares uy.”

“You feakful swindlah—" ) ’

Y Gimme my tin.” .

Blake, with a snort of -disgust, banged the tin box on
Trimble's head, and the chums of the Fourth walked
away. Trimble rubbed his head and snorted, and jammed
the lid on the money-box. Flag Day at St. Jim’s wae not
very successful so far, but Baggy did not give up hope.

. The Terrible Three came down the passage from the
Fﬁ)rm—mom, and the enterprising collgctor_ intercepted
them. . ‘ i

“ Bobs for French ﬁagsf" he announced. “Flag Day,
vou know. "Are you buying a flag, Tom Merry:”

“Not from you.” . - i 3o

“ Look here, you know, don’t be mean. There’s sueh a
thing as patriotism !” - . .

“Hallo, what’s the little game?* exclaimed Eangaron
of the Shell, eoming up with Dane and Glyn. “What's
the name of that game, Trimbler” e 8

“8t. Fim’s Flag Day for our keroic Allies!” eaid
Trimble. “Bobe for flags, yon kuow. Comnsidering the
way General Joffre came over and woke up our grest
statesmen whea they forgot we were at war, it’s up to
us to do something, you kmow. Are yom buying a ftag,
Kangy?”

“ Ask me another,” grinned Kangardo.

“I say, Glyn, you've got lots of oof—-"

“And lots of sense,” said Bernard Glyn. “You're not
bagging any of my oof, I know that.” ~

“Dane, old man, as a Canadian, you're bound to be .
patriotic. ' Hand over & hob for a flag, to start the ball .
rolling.” it ! E -

Clifton Dane chuckled.
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“1 won’t start the ball rolling,” ke remarked. “Bub
il start you rolling, you cheeky young spoofer!”

“0Oh, I'say! YLeggo! You rotter!
Oh, seissors !” 5 i

Bump! Crash! Clink! Clink!

- Bagey Trimble went over, and his tray went over,

d  his m

nopey-hox went over. F¥remeh. flags were
:c}ls.tt-ered right and left.

The Shell fellows, with foud

shouts of laughter, dribbled the podgy junior along the
{,agsage to an accompanmiment of terrific yells from

rimble. ;
* When they left him, Trimblé sat up and gasped.

%0h, dear! Yow-ow-ow-ow! Unpatriotic rotters! Oh,

¢rumhbs! Oh, my hat! Yow!”. :
_ : Flag Day had not siarted well.
CHAPTER 5.
Very Profitablel
el NTREZ " called out Monsicur Moray.
Monsieur Morny, the Frehch master at S8t.
Jim’s, was in his study.
latest numhber obtainable of the * Iigaro.”
" when a tap came at his door. ;
Trimble of the Fourth came in, and Mossco eyed him
“curiously.
Trimble was looking a little dusty and rumpled;, and
he was breathing bard. His tray was dented in many
laces, and half the little flags had disappeaved. But
Ee was still going strong. Trimble had his weaknesses,
but he was a sticker.

"% Mon Dien!” eiaéulated Monsienr Morny. “Vat does
” 3 .

zig mean, Trimble? .

“8t, Jim’s Flag Day, sir.”” ) )

“Viaiment?” | ! k

“Yes, sir, Freich Flag Day,” purred Trimble. “In

~fedognition of the tremendous courage and bravery of

the French, sir, we are holding a Flag Day for the benefit
of our magnificent Allies.” s
Monsieur Morny smiled with a beaming smile. He was
not a suspiciols gentleman, and he did not Inow Trimble.

“Zat is. good—tres bien!” he'said. I shal] l__\q;pe b

§oi shall have ze great sicoess, my young friend ! ]
" %“We hope so, 517, said Trimbie modestly. *“T'm the
chief eollector, sir. . I've got some pretty good contribu-
tions.” He rattled. the spoon and the marbles in the

.raoney-box. “If you would care to make a contribution,
o i Hir Pl | i N

“ Parfaitement !’ said Monsienr Morny. ¥ am very
glad to assist, mon garcon!”

~ 7 Trimble’s eyes glistened as i‘,{cnﬁieur Morny extracted

o half-crown from his pocket, and dropped it into the
glit of the money-hox. : .
Tt was. a begiuning. .

“Thank you, sir! Will you have g flag?”’

“ Zank you, my boy!”’ i 1

Mossoo selected a flag, with a smile, and Trimble
guitted the study, his fat face heaming. He had broken
his duck, so to speak. Among the juniors Flag Day was
fot likely to be a success—in the
all events. But a half-crown was a half-crown. i

Trimble paused in the passage. His thoughts wandered
to the tuckshop. For days Trimble had been in a state
of “stony ” penury, and since he had heen ejected from
Study No.. 6 he had not tasted a jam-tart, But he
monfully overcame the temptation. It was wiser to
sirike while the iron was hot, and enlarge the collection.
Trimble had deeided to let the jumiors alone; but the
masters seemed likely to “paa out . better, and he

- directed his steps towards Herr Schneider’s study.

“Cym in!" said a guttural voice, as Trimble knocked
on the door. ; . . i,

The German aster stared at Trimble, and blinked at
the flags over his spectacles. The sight of the French
flag did not seem to please him. ) :

Tf Trimble had been a little more judicious, He would
hardly have ventured into the German’s study on such
an errand. Herr Schneier was a respectable and law-
abiding old. gentleman, .who never wen{ more than five
miles from his place of ‘residence, or sought to discover
wilitary secrets, or wrote to friends in neutrgl countries

H
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in invisible ink. He was, in fact, quite & unique
specimen of a German, for he never plotted or gchemed
against the ‘nation that gave him Gshelter. But his
sympathies, naturally, were with his own coimtry. -

The sight of the ¥rench flag to Herr Schneider was a
good deal like a red rag to a bull. Thunder gathered on
his-brow, but Trimble did not notice it. He was thinking
solely of cash. ) .

“If you please, sir, it's Flag Day!” rattled Trimble.
“We're making a collection for our heroic Allies, sir,
in recognition of the whackings they've given to the
filthy Huns, sir ! ’ )

CVate :

“I'm getting in contributions on all sides, sir,” said
TFrimble, rattling the box.: * Everybody wants to back
up the French, since they licked the Gernans on the
Marne, str '’ P =g ] i

“ Mein Gotti” gasped Herr Schueider.

“Will you have a flag, siv#”

€ Poy!” . :

“We're asking a bob—1 mean a shilling each for these
flags, sir, the flags of our heroic Allies,” explained
Trimble. “But, of course, half-crowns would be taken,
or half-sovereigns.”* :

“ Primble ! 5 :

“May I give you a flag, sir? One shilling—""

Herr Schneider fumbled on his table, and Trimbile
watched him gleefully, under the impression -that the
German master was looking for his. purse.” But it was
uot a purse that Herr Schneider was looking for. It was
a pointer! o on
- He turned on Trimble, with the pointer in his hand,
and thunder in his brow, his very spectacles glittering
with wrath. > i Hh

2 ghold' out your—your hand mit-you!” he rasped.

t oty 900 3 i % -

“You sheeky poy! You sfieeky young rasgal!™ shoufed
Herr Schneider.” “ You gnms here mit dose llags to insult
me, isn’t it?"”’ ’ ' -

“I—F—T- &

“Vill you your hand hold out*” - 3 ;
. “ But—but look here, vou know!” stammered Trimbie,
iu dismay. *I—1 say, hands off, siv! I—T—F assize you

—oh, my h&t!”
! Whack! Whack! o
As Trimble did not hold out his hand, Herr Schneider
seized him by the collar, and the pointer came down
across his plump shoulders. - - T , :
Whack! Whack! Whack! : :
The tray went in ome direction and the money-hox in
the other, as the surprised Trimbie wriggled in the
(German master’s powerful grasp. - ¥
“Ow! Ow! Ow! Help! Yarocop!™ he Toared.
Whack! " Whack!" Whacek! g
“Dere, vyou sheeky young rasgall” panted Herr
Schueider. “Now go mit spu!®’ . .
“ Oh, scissors!”’ S
Trimble made one bound for the door as Herr Schueider
released him. The German master hurled his tray and
his money-bhox after him, and they crashed in the passage.
Then the door slammed. : -
“Oh, dear!” groaned Trimble. “The Hunnish beast!
What did lie ‘get his rag out like. that for, I’ woender?
Yow-ow-ow ! foi T o
The unhapg)y collector _g@théred up the tray and the
money-box; bt the flags wete gone. Theéy were strewn
over the carpet in Herr Schneider’s study, and Trimble
was not thinking of collecting them. He would as soom
have entered a-lion’s den as the German master’s study
at that moment, Trimble did not care to be i Daniel..
He limped away down {he passage, groaning.
“Wow, wow, wow!” ;
“Hallo, what'd the matter With you?’ asked Kildare,
meeting him at the end of the passage. = B
“Yow-ow-o5r !’ groaned Trimble. “It's that German
wild heast! ~He pitched into me! "He ought to he
sacked! 1Vhat do they let Huns stay here for?
Wow-ow!"”
“If you're speaking of Herr Schneider, Trimble—"
“Wow-ow! He pitched into me!’ growled Trimble,
“T only asked him to buy a Irench flag, and he gob
wild for some reasop—"" T Y "
* Tur GEM Lippary,—No. 41F
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“Ha, ha, hal"’

“1_dor’t seo where the cackle comes inl!” growled
Trimble. “T've a jolly good mind to complain to the
Head! I say, Kildare, would you care to buy a flag? T've
got jurd one left. A bob a time, you know, to assist
our hevoie Allies—"’

Kildare stared -at him. . e B

““Are you asking fellows to give you a shilling for
& halfpenny flag?” he exclaimed. “Are you off your
rocker, you young ass?’ s

“It’: Flag Day!” explained Trimble. T
- “Flag Day?” cjaculated the St. Jim’s captain. .

“Yey, that's it!" All funds collected go to help .the
Bulgariang—1 mean the Serbians—that is to say, the
‘Frenchi. I'm getting subscriptions like wildfire. You
don’t want to be left out, Kildare. As an Irish chap,.
it's up to you to be patriotic—""

“‘Y;l).; young rascal !’ said Kildare sternly.

“Ep >

“Yal can't make collections without.the aufhority of
the Head or the Housemaster !’ said Kildare, “And,
from wvhat I've seen of you, I doubt very much whether
the cuth would be safe in your hands. So you're getting
subscrfptions like wildfire, are you? Open that box!”

“That—that box?” -~ ;

“Yes; at once!”

“¥—1 meantersay I haven’t got any collections yet!”
stammered Trimble. “A—a slip of the tongue, you

Rt )

“ Opn that box !’ thundered Kildare. i :

Trimble uttered a deep groan, and opened the money-
hox. XKildare stared as he saw the spoon, the marbles, the
oid key, and the half-crown, )

Wi, that's a queer collection,” he said. . “ Who gave
you thg half-crown?” :

"*E-J put it in myself—" ,
“Why gave it to you?” asked Kildere, taking Trimble's
* fat ear between his finger and thumb.

“Yow.ow! Mossoo!” wailed Trimble.
to say- Mrossco—wow-wow !

Kiidai® picked the half-crown out of the box.

“I'l take this back to' Monsieur Morny,” he said
quietly.: *¥ou can please yourself about the rest of the
collection. - And if I ¢atch youi starting flag days again,
‘Frinible, T'l warm you; remember that!”

© - Trimble blinked at Kildare-in utter dismay, as he
turned gway towards the French master’s study with the
half-crown n his hand.
* *“I=1 say, Kildare,” he stammered, “that’s—that’s my
" half-crewn! T say, hold on a minute. Il tell you what,
Kildare. Halves!”. <

“What!” ejaculated Kildare, -

“Halves!” said Trimble eagerly. *That’s fifteenpence
each. for the two of us—— Here, 1 say, wharrer you at?’

“Yon young rascal!” shouted Kildare, shaking Trimble
till his teeth rattled. * You unscrupulous little scoundrel !
1f I didn’t think you were too big an idiot to know what
a raseal you are, I'd march you in to the Head at obee!
Take that, you fat little beast—and that!”

. "Ok, grooogh — hooh — groogh!” gurgled Trimble.
*-What's the matter? Oh, dear!” . :

Kildare gave him a final tremendous shake, and left
him. Trimble staggered against the wall, and gasped for
breath, - . . .

“Groogh! Rotter! My half-evown! Oh, crumbs!”

“T really meant

St. Jim’s Flag Day had come to a sudden end. The net .

Tesult was a key, a spoon, and two marhles in the money-
box—not to mention a bumping, a licking, and a shaking
which Trimble had bagged for himself. "The way of the
transgressor was hard! - - -

S

. CHAPTER 8.
A Good Day for Study No. 8.
" AT Jove! Here’s thut wottah again I”
B Study No. 6 were at tea. ;
They were in high good-humour, discussing a
forthcoming visit from Cousin Ethel, when
- 'Wrimble put his head in at the door.
' _He put it in doubtfully, somewhat like a tortoise put-
“ting-its head eut-of its shell to see the lie of the iand.
Toe Gey LiBRARY.—No. 415,

Four distinct and ferocious glares were turned upen
him. ] ] )

1t was some days since the drastic dealing with Trimbile,
which had been supposed to convince the new junior that
his presence was not desired in No, 6, Since then he had
steered clear. % : -

Nobody else in the Fourth wanted the pleasure of
Trimble’s company. He was without a study,

He had to do his ﬁreparation in the Form-room or the
common-room ; which did net trouble him so much as it
would have' troubled most fellows, for he always
“scamped 7 it in any case. He felt the loss of his study
chiefly hecause of the feeds he missed. The cosy tea-
table in No. 6 was no longer for him; the lion's share no
longer fell to his, lot. i ‘

And that was a serious miss, for Trimble was in a
chronic state of hard-up, He had an allowance, but he
ahways spent it immediately in the school shop in a huge
“gorge,” and the day after he would be as hard-up as
ever. He had borrowed on all sides during his first week
at 8t. Jim’s; but since he had never repaid a single loan,
naturally that resource soon dried up. s W E

Fhe. school fare at St, Jim’s was wholesome ard
plentiful, but 1t was not nearly enough for Baggy
Trimble. He had an appetite compared with which that
of Fatty Wynn_of the New House was as moonlight unte
sunlight, as water unto wine. :

He had a cheerful way of inviting himself to tea, wizh
fellows he hardly knew; and good-natured juniors some-
times let him *'rip.” But the most good-hatured soon
tired of seeing the %reedy “hounder " scoff the best of
everything.on-the table, and the lion’s share at that.

Perhaps the agreeable scemt of fried rashers kad
attracted Baggy to Study No. 6 just now, and he kad
resolved to risk a hostile reception. Hostile his reception -
was eertain to be. One look at the Fourth-Formers wae
enough to show that,

Blake reached out for the poker.

“ Look here, you kmow,” zaid Trimble. “Don't be a
beast, you know. This is my study, you know.”

“T thought we'd cured you of that,” said Blake. “Hnt
if you want some more, come in and have it. TYou're
welecome I .

“ Yaas, wathah! Where's my cane?”

- 'Frimble hesitated on the threshold.

" Look here, if you don’t let me comie into my cwa
study, I shall jolly well appeal to the Housemaster.” -

“{io abead!- That won’t pievent us from squashivg
you wheniever you come in,” caid Herries.

“You'll get licked, you know.”
~* We'll chance that, for the pleasure of licking yon, you
worm 7 .

“As a matter of fact, I've come here to do ¥om a
favour,” said Trimble. ; )

" Bow-wow I i :

“* Honest Injun !” : ’ -

" Wats! We are quite awah how honest your Tnjun i,
you boundah !’ . e

“ How would you fellows like to make a lot of money?”
said Trimble. : . §

“Hallo! Are you suggesting- coining?” said Blake.
* Just in your line, if yon had brains enough.” e

“I don’t mean that, fathead! Look here, I can teil
you chaps how to make pounds and pounds,” said Trimble -
cagerly. *I could do it, only the fellows don’t trust me,
for some reason.” .

“ For some. reason!” echced Blake.
what-the reason can bet”

*“Ha, ha, ha!” o . .

“But you fellows are trusted, sasd if you took up &
‘il:la-‘g Day, the chaps would sheH out like'anything, yeu

now.” ;i . 2

“Now, I wonder .

*“ They might,” said Blake. “But how should we make
pounds and pounds ¢ut of that? AN the money would ge
to the fund.” . ; .

1t needn’t, you know.”

“ Wha-a-at!” - . -

. Frimble came a step further into the study, and lowered
his voice, cautiously. The chums of Study No. 6 stared
at him dumbfounded. That Trimble had come to propose
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& scheme of dishgnesty to them seemed too incredible for
belief. . ' )

* You see, suppose we form.a committee of this study,”
pursued Trimble. - “ We collect the money, and have it all
in gitr own hands. - Well, we send some to the fund, just
to keep up appearances—-"

* Appearances ! gasped Blake, “Only to keep up
appearances !” . ’
- * Yes, it’s always done, you know, in fund-collecting; a
bit goes towards the object of the fund, to keep up
appearances. Then we bag the rest for expenses.”

* Expenses !” .

“Yxactly. Only as .the fellows mightn't approve of

that, we'd keep it dark, and say mothing outside this

study.”
“ My word I murmured Dig, overcome,

.- "You see what a ripping scheme it is,” pursued
Trimble eagerly. “ You feilows being trusted, it would
work all right; and we _might have pounds and pounds to
divide, as—as expenses. I should claim a good whack,
as originator of the idea.”

‘Blake jumped up with a roar.
*You beastly little scoundrel-——:""

. " Here, I say, what's the matter? If I’ve said anything

to offend you, Blake, I'm sorry.”
“1Fli slaughter him!” gasped Blake.
“Hold .on, deah boy!” ~ Arthur Augustus rose, and

daught his excited chum by the shoulder, and dragged.

-him back.
Twimble.”
- He don't want
velled Blake. )
_ " Yaas, he is an awful wottah, but pway.leave him in
my iunds.d' IAs a fellah of tact and judgment——"
¥ Ka uU R

“Pewwaps you had bettah let me speak to

speaking to; he wants smashing!”

. Fathen
S Wenlly, Blake—" = . - .
.- % Lemme go, ass!. I'm going.te acalp him!” - . .
- “Pway leave him to me,” said I’Arcy firmly. “I feah
that the wottah is off his wockah, or.has a kink ia his
-.bwain, or somethin’. T'm goin’ to’talk to him and bwing
him to a semse of his hoWld -wottenmess. Leave him
towe” - . R . :
“Leave him to Gussy,” chuckled Dighy. “A lecture
from Grussy is werse than a whaling, any day.” - .
© Weally, Dig—" | -

“ {30 ahead, then, you‘l;atiend 1 gfow_le_d Blake: “Oaly.

don’t let the beagt come near me. He makes me ill.”

“Twimble,” said Arthur Augustus, in his most stately -

manner, “you have made a shockin’ pwoposition !”

** Blessed if I know what you’re making a fuss abont !”
said Trimble indignantly. “I've come here to do you
a favour, and show you how to make pounds and pounds,
and you turn on e like this. I calf it ungrateful.”.

. Bai Jove! . Twimble,” what you have pwoposed is

" dishonest ! said Arthur Augustus impressively,
. “Oh, Tot!
against my honesty, 1’Arcy, I'll ask you to step into
the gym with me.” - "

"1 am perfectly weady—" : :

“Only, of course, I wouldn't think of licking an old
pal like you, Gussy,” said Trimble affectionately.

“You uttah young ass—"

* ““But to come back to the point,” said Trimble calmly.

“There’s pounds and pounds to be made, if you fellows
“You shockin’. young wepwobate ! exclaimed Arthur
Augustus.  “Cannot you see that to make money by
walsin' subscriptions is dishonest and howwid apnd in-
. famous?” g :

““Oh, don’t be funny!” said Trimble peevishly. “I'm
patriotic.” . . : ‘
 “Wha-a-at!? | 8 : .

“Patriotic ! gaid Trimble scornfully. “T know you're
not very patriotic in this study. But I am. I want to
help our Allies in beating the Huns.” A

“You want to spend the money in the tnckshop, you
‘podgy little beast I - ’

“The labourer is worthy of his hire,” said Trimble
loftily. “I'm entitled to a whack for my trouble.”

“Twimble, I feah that you are even a %iggah fool than
wogue. I feel that T am bound to be patient with you.
and wesist the melination to give-yon a feahful thwashin'.

>
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-If .you have any insinuations to make

Oce Penny, 9

Pway, listen to me, deah bog. Keep your hands fwom
}n‘ckm' and stealin’. Don't a gweedy and dishonest
little beast. If you should waise any money by a Flag
Day, you would be bound in honah to send evewy pennay
tio1 the fund. Now, Twimble, I twust you will weflect on
this.” : : ;

Trimble nodded, - w

“*All right,” he said. ¢ ’

“There, deah boys, T was suah that a good talkin’ to
would do-him good,” said Arthur Augustus triumphantly.
“You can always leave it in the hands of a fellah of
tact and judgnient, Twimble ees the ewwah of his ways
now, don't you, Twimble?” : )

. “Oh, certainly!” said Trimblé cheerfully. “But mow,
to come-back to the matfer in hand, will you fellows
hack me up? We mright have pounds and pounds to
divide—"
 “What !” _ :
- “It would be a ripping good thing for this study, I
should claim-one quarter, as originator of the idea, and
you chaps'would divide the rest. What do you say?”

“Gweat Scott!” - :

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

““There is nothin’ to laugh at, deah boys,” said Arthur
Angustus, looking distressed: “I am afwaid that Twimble
is incowwigible.” .

“A beautiful mixturs of idiot and rascal,” said Blake,
looking at Trimble’s fat and self-satisfied face in wonder.
“Blessed if I don’t think he’s got a screw loose. If
.'me done talking to him, I'm ready to begin with this
poker.” ¥

“Look here,-you know—— Oh, my hat!” o .
" Trimble made a bound from the study .as Blake made
a bound at him, 'The poker crashed on the doorpost with
a terrific.crash. Blake had not intended it for Trimbie,
of course, but Trimble heard the crash, and let ont a yell
of terror, and vanished into the Shell p e like a deer,

Blake turned back grinning into the study. E
. “I fancy we've fdone with him this-time." . s

“He is an awfnl wascal,” said Arthur Angustua reflec-
tively. “But he.is weally mere fatheaded kitm anythin’
else. He doesn’t see things in the pwopak light.” |

Blake grunted, and sat down to finish his tea, and the
chums of the Fourth resumed their discussion-of the cele-
Yration which was te greet the arrival of Cousin Ethel.
They soon forgot about Trimble. But Trimble had not
forgotten them.. -

CHAPTER 7.
The Chopper Comes Dowa! -

NOCK!
_ “Comeé in, fathead!” sang out Blake. -
The door of No. 6 opened, and Mr. Railton,

.. the Housemaster of the School House, &tepfped
in, The juniors jumped up, Blake with a crimson face.

Mr. Railton, however, did not appear. to have acted
Rlake’s words. Blake had not guessed that it was so
awe-inspiring a personage as a Housemaster who was at
the door. - : .

Bng%y Trimble followed the Housemaster in.
wag a lurking grin on his fat face, L& e

“Blake,” said Mr. Railton severely,” “it appears that
you have turned Trimble out of kis study, and refuse to
allow him fo share this room.” : ;

There

.. Blake looked d.a%gers— at Trimble. s

““Yes, sir,” he said firmly. . L
“We weally can’t stand him, sir,” said D’Azrcy. .-+
‘1t ‘was.at_your request, D'Arcy, that T astigned -

" Trimble to this study,"’,said Mz. Railton steinly.

“Yaas, sir; but— . ,

“There’s more room in No. 8, sir,” ventured Hiyrries.
“ Now Blenkinsop’s left, there's only three in Ne. 0.”

“No, 8 is & smaller study,” said Mr, Railton. T underx-

-stood from D’Arcy that he desired Trimble to ke placed

here, because he knew him.”

“Yaas, bu = = y .
- “It is somewhat hard upon a new boy, D’Arcy, fcr you -
to change your mind in this way,” said the Housemaster.
"’fIt is very fickle, and not what I should have expected
of you.” ?

Arthur Aungustus turned- red.
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I did not know what a feahful bowndak he was, sir.”

“T ‘suppose you have had some trivial dispute,” said
HMr. Railton. “If Trimble should request me to chang
bim inte No 8——" He looked at Trimble. ;

“Bai Jove! - The fellahs wounld object!”

“If you think they would object, you have mo right
to asl me to place him there. But if Trimble wishes——"
‘“Not at all, sir!” said Trimble cheerfully. “We've
hnd some little disagreements in this study, sit, but T
never bear malice.  I'm not going to desert an old chum
‘tike Gussy. - It will all blow over, sir.” e

. -%That isa'very propeT view to take,” said Mr. Railton.
%Y trust, Blake, that you and the others will show the
same conciliatory. spirit towards Trimble. In. any case,
he shares this study, and if there is further’ uspleasant.

ness, I shall look into the matter. Tu ease of any violence’

being offered to Trimble, there will be severe punichment
for the deliniquent. . He is to be allowed the free use of
- the study [dn every . way: h T
remain’ hete.” I tfust 'tga't you will ail stfive ¢6 pull to-
gether; without any more foolish quarrels.” e
. Mr. Railton-quitted the study, leavi
. The ¢hums, of the Fourth looked at him with feelings
almost too deep for wordsi

“You utter-worm ! gasped Herrjes. -#You've sneaked

to the Housemaster,” o 2
“¥ felt bound fo call Mr. Railton into the malter,”
explained Trimble. = “I acted from a sense of duty.”
“A—a—~sense of duty!” said Bluke dazedly, “Youl”
“Qértainly.. Now, I don’t mind you fellows cutting up
a-bit_rusty, though T'm - blessed. if I understand why.
My offer’s still open, and if you like te go in with me, we
ean make pounds and pounds—-— d
" “Shut up!” shricked Blake,
“Qh, all right—it’s your loss!”
well havemy tea as I'm here. Isay,
prime.? e R .
“T'm going Lo smash him * breathed Herries.
. Blake jerked him baek i A . ]
“You heard what Railton said!” he growled. . “We
't back up ‘against a Hiusemaster.. We've gob to

said Trimble. ©T may
that cake looks

_stand it.” |y

SWe won't!” reared Herries.
* “There must be Some way of gettin’ wid of the wottah!”
exciaimed Arthur Angustus D’Arey. “If we were sieakin’

beasts like Twimble, we could tell Wailton about his

pwoposin’ a swindle o us.™ Buf we can’t do that.”

“Tf you call me a sueak——" began Trimble.

“You‘ate a gotten sneak!” i :

“I won’'t yumarrel with ai old chum like you, Gussy.
You might paes the rashers, will you, Herries?”

“No, T won't> .- e :

. “Well, I can help myself; but this isn’t what I call
civil. Blessed if it isu’t like being among Huns!” said
Trimble peevishly. ?

“Let that grug alone ! reared Herries.

“Tt’s tea-time,” said Trimble. “I'm going to have my
tea, I suppose. If yow're mean emough to be thinking
about the money, I'll pay my whack.”

* “Pay it; then, you lying worm!”

“Y happen to be short of mol:ua){1 al the present moment,
owing to lending Talbot of the Shell a quid, but when he

uares——"

“Hallo, who’s taking my name in vain®” said a cheery
voice at the door, and Talbot of the Shell looked in.
Blake burst into a chuckle.

“Youwre just in time,” he remarked.

“Glood !’ said Talbot. “Just i lime

“To pay.Trimble his quid.”

Talbot looked astonished. .

“Trimble’s quid! What quid:” )

“Trimble says he’s lent you a quid.”

“Does he?” said Talbot grimly, coming into the study.

“Laok here, you kmow, I—I meant to say Gore!” stam-
mered Trimble. ““A—a slip of the tongue—I meant a
ehap in Talbot's study—Gore, you know——"

“Gore’s in the passage!” grinned Talbot. **Gore, conre
i a minute, “will you? Trimble wants that quid he
lent you.” . i - . %

Gore of the Shell came in, red and wrathy.

“Lent me a quid, did he?’ he exclaimed.
me a guid, Trimble—what?” i
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for whatt"

‘Remember that. . 'Trimble,

Trimble there. .

“So you lent .

- Nunno! I—Y meant Skimpole. Tt was Skimpole—".

“Skimpole, was it?” said Talhot, - “Well, I'll call
Skimpole——" . . .

. #MI—F'meantersay it was Lumley-Lumley of the Fourth

" Y%u mean to say any silly lie that comes into your
head,” said Gore. “ And you've goi to learn to leave me .
out when you're telling lies, my pippin. And here’s a
lesson for you!” . .

“Look here—hands off—stoppim!” yelled Trimble, as
George Gore seized hird in his muscular prasy. *

i But nobody stopped Gore. They locked on. Gore
grasped Trimble by the hair with his left hand, and with
the right dabbed the plate of juicy bacén. into his fat
face. 'Then, taking the podgy junior by the back of the
weck, e rubbed his face into the plate. 5

* “ Groooocoogh ! gurgled Trimble.

“Ha, ha, hal® .7

.S Yurriigeee! Help! Groooh!” ; !

“There !” panted Gore, “I've heard of your blessed lics
before. You’ll leave me out next time, perhaps.”

And Gore quitted the study, followed by.%,}ie grinning
Talbot, - ‘Frimble dahbed furicusly at his face,

““Grooh! You votten funks, why den’t youn back up
a fellow in your own study®” he hooted. - Grooooh I”

- “Ha, ha, ha!” f : £

And Blake & Co., somewhat coinforted, left the study,
leaving Trimhle of the Fourth still dabbing.

———

] CHAPTER 8.
Monty Lowthef to the Rescue!
OM MERRY looked sympathetic. Manners locked
grave. Monty Lowther looked a: sevious as ke
. could, - (s : :
: It was a couneil of war iz Tom Merry's study.

Blake & Co. h.a&'comv?lfor dvicé.. .

_ Generally, Bhk'é-?#s:;]'got’ “pot need advice; théy were
a law mute themsélves, - t matters were getting
degperate. " 7 A e v S . e

“Ig‘imble was planted.in Study No. 6 again, under fhe -
special-eye of the Hougemaster. Drastic measures were
forbidden. For three days now it had lasted.” Herries
hiad lost his jemper once, and chased the podgy youth
forth from the study with a brandished pair of {ongs.
And the fleeing Trimble had rushed right into Mr. Railton,
and Mr. Railton, spotting Herries and the tongs, marched
Herries into his study, and caned him there and then, and
gave him a severe warning as to the future, -

Since then they had used no other, as Jack Blake
expressed it. Trimble stayed.

“ And it’s made Railton think that we’re bullying a new
¥id,” groaméd Blake, as-he poured his troubles into the
sympathetic ears' of the Terrible Three. *Of course,
old Railton don’t know what a crawling worm he is, and.
we can’t tell him.”

“Yaas, wathah!
choppin’ and changin’,
my studay,” said Arthur Augustus dolorously.
lowahs me in old Wailton's opinion.” . i

“ And the horrid beast scoffs everything in the study!”
suorted Herries, “Te’s found a key to fit the study cup-
board. There’s never anything for tea, unless we hring
it in at the last moment.” -

“ And then he mops up nearly all of it; and if we say
anything, he says we're being mean and haggling over
money !’ said Dighy ferociously. 5

“Hagglin® ovah -money — us!” pgasped - Arthur
Aungustus. it 2

‘““And he gave us a lecture on -b%‘g lhigh-minded, and
—and lofty-thonghted, like him™# stuttered Herries.
“That was the time I went for him with the tongs.”

“No wonder ! grinned Tom Merry, “It's a hard case.
Tt’n all through Gussy being ass enongh to ask him tle
shave the study in the first place. 5 8

“1 didn’t know what a beast he was, deah hoy. I have
. wepented, I assugh you,” - o o

“{We've humped Qussy for that,” said Blake. “We'd

Hump him black and blue if it would do any geed.™

“Weally, Blake—" - :
« And fhe fellow’s snch an awful law,”

“and a dishonest heast, too.” &,
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the Fremch since they licked the Germans on-the

—

“ Why. not send him to Coventry?” suggested Manners.
“We've tried that. He doesn’t mind. He talks
nineteen to the dozen himself, and he likes it all the
better if he’s not interrupted.” <
© . “I have a wathah good=ideal,” said Arthur Augnstus:
Ahoughtfully:- “ ¥ the othah. fellahs pwessed him to
. come-to his studay, he might go.” .
“Good! Get some fellow to do it!” said Tom.
“ Pewwaps you fellahs wouldn’t mind——"
“Us#" ejaculated Manners. - .
“Yaas,” said Arthur Augustus ingocently. “ You see,
lie makes our studay fwightfully nneomfy——"",~ :
“ And what about our study?” demanded Tom Merry
warmly. ol nE .
$ © Geutlemen,"__)ﬁfMonty Lowther, ©if Gussy has done
talking out of his neck, I have a suggestion to make.”
“Weally, Lowthah-—" :
“.0li, go ahead " said Blake. *I don't suppose you can
sitggest anything useful, ‘but pile in, Only I warn yor
-~ that if youw're-going to be funny, you'll get this cushion
in the neck.” i
“Yaas, wathah; this
humowous wemarks.™ ; 0y
“@erious as a judge!” said Lowther.,

fearhful extwemity is no time for

“Qr rather, more

weonsoar: - “IN THE KING'S ‘KHAKI1”

«'n getting in contributions on all sides, slr.“' said Trimble, rattling the box,
(Se¢e Chapter 5.)

-

t “ Lverybody wants-to back up
Marne, sir,” ‘‘Mein Gott!” gasped - Herr -Schneider,

I

serjous thian a judge, considering that judges are such
““hwmorous beggars nowadays, My idea is, that you

should make the outsider glad to change out. Make
Study No. 6 too hot to hold him.. Railton is down on
ragging him, but there are ways and means. F ‘rinstance,
you could start Gussy singing his tenor solos—"

“ You uttah ass!”

“X admit that would be a desperafe expedient, as you
would suffer as much as Trimble, and might even expire
first,” said Lowther. “That idea had better be left to the
very last.” : : 5 s % :

“Lowthah, you thumpin’ ass—" -

“ But therd’s a good dodge,” said Lowther, unheeding.
“This Trimble-bird is a rank outsider, and a mean cad,
and a funk, isn't he—especially a funk?”

“He'd let a Second Form fag pull his nosed” growled
Blake. “Faney that—in Study No. 6! :

“Good! Well, then scare him.,” .- .

“We can’t scare him without licking him, and Railton
wounld be on our necks for that,” grunted Herries.

“I'm going to tell yon the way, fathead,” )

“ (o ahead,” said Blake, gripping the cushion, “ Mind,
none of your funny jokes!” -
“ Well, go mad ! . ) ;

L Tae Geat Lizaany.—No. 415,
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“ What?”

“Weally—" ) N :

“Go mad !’ repeated Lowther. “That would he sure to
scave him out of the study, as he’s a funk—— Yah! Oh!
You villain!. Yoop!”

Bang! - .

The. cushion, whisked through the air, and caught the

humorist of the Shell fairly under the chin. Monty
Lowther shot backwards over his chair, which went to
the floor with a crash, . B
“Yaroooh!” roared Lowther. “ YOW-OO)RJ"."
“I warned you!” said Blake %1‘1'__1:11}'. ““We eame here
for advice; not for scraps from the comic column in the
‘ Weekly,” ‘ B
“Yow-ow!” : .
“Yaas, wathah! I wegard you as havin’ asked for it,
Lowthah.” . B
Monty Lowther scrambled up, and charged ferociously
at Blake., Tom Merry and Manners dragged him back.
“ Hold on, Monty——" ) !
“Lemme gerrat him !” roared Lowther. “I've bumped
my head! I've cracked my funuy-bone! Lemme gerrat
the silly idiot!” ; “ ' .

“Well,  you shouldn’t be so fumny, you know!”

remonstrated Tom Merry,

“You silly ass, I'wasn’t being funuy. I +was giving

good advice I hooted Lowther. .

“If you call that good advice, you fathead——"

“Weally, Lowthah, T wegaid it as a wotten joke!” ;

“You burbling ehumps ! shouted Lowther, rubbing his
head. “I don't mean you to go mad really—not that
you’'d have far to go. But pretend to, and seare Trimble
out of the study by making him think he's among
lunatics, He's idiot enough to believe it, and funk
enough to be frightened.” -

“Oh!” said Blake. “I sep!” )

;‘!’)h, you see, do you?” snorted Lowther. “Time you
did I g -
“My hat! It isn’t a bad idea,” 'said Blake thonght-

fully.” “Borry, Lowther; I thought you were heing funny, -

as usnal, T withdraw that cush.”
- “Ha, ha, ha!” i 3 S N

“Will yon withdraw this -‘hump on my napper, you
Bowling ass?™ . s ’

“1 leave you that as a make-weight. I say, you chaps,
this is really a good wheeze. - We’'ll make Trimble’s blood
eurdle, and he’ll clear of his own accord. We'll all
make out that we're dangerous potty——"

“1 wefuse to do anythin’ of-the kind. I should wegard -

it as detwactin’ fwom a fellah’s personal dig.” b
“ Well, you needn’t,” said- Blake. “ You’re potty enongh
already. We three’ll put it on, and you can act quite
naturally, so Trimble will think the four of “us are off
sur rockers,” ) )
“You fwabjous ass, Blake—"

“Come on!” said Blake, rising. “Thanks for the tip,

Lowther. Perthaps you'd better keep out, after all,
Gussy, as you'd be bound to muck it np.” -

“1 ‘wefuse to keep out, Blake. If you are wesolved
npon this widiciilous ideah, I had hettah see it thwough,
;ta;:}lppose. Othahwise you fellahs will make a muck of

“ We'll try it, anyway,” said Herries.
The fellow’s an utter funk and a silly idiot. Come on, you
aps.” i B
e chums of the Tourth quitted the study, leaving
Tom Merry and Manners grinning, and Monty Lowther
rubbing his head, | - . ;

-

CHAPTER 9,

The Lunatics,

“PPAEA ready?” ; L
Trimble came cheerfully into Study No. 6. - -

Blake & Co. were there, at the tea-table. The-

four juniors were fully prepared to carry out

the scheme suigfh'gested by the astute Lowther, and” they

had arranged

eir plans.

Trimble stared at the tea-table in astonishment. Blake -

was busily engaged in _ngixin% sugar with the sardines.
“I—I say, you're spoiling those sardines,” said Trimble.
THE .GEM LiBRaAY.—Ne. 415. -

Tt may work. .

“ Sardines ! eaid Blake, looking up with an expression
of astonishment. “ What sardinest”

“Those sardines,” gaid Trimble. r

“These are not sardines, fathead.” .

“Eh! What are they, then?”

“Whales !”

‘“Wha-a-at?” stuttered Trimble. :

“ Don't you know & whale when you see one?” deménded
Blake scornfully. *Tell him what they are, Dig, if he
docsn’t kuow.” ; .

“ Whales, of course,” said Di

“Wippin’ - whales, bai Jovge'!” chimed jn Arthur

- Augustus D’Arey. “Yon ought to know all about whales,

Twimble; as you are a wotten Jounah.” 5
“I—I suppoge you're joking,” said Trimble, mystified.
“Joking! Where does the joke come in? Do you

serigusly mean to eay that von take those whales for

sardines?” demanded Blake. * It looks to me as if you're
mad. Yow've got.a look in your eyes, too, that I used
to notice among the other patients when I was in the

asylum,” .
“The—the asylum !” stammered Trimble,

““Didn’t you i,now I was in a lunatic asylum before T
‘came here?”’ asked Blake. “We all helonged to the same
asylum. .That's why they put us in this study together.
;{Ve were all acéustomed to the same padded room, you

now.” . '

“G-g-goodness gracious.” R
“Have some of these whales, old chap,” said Dighy.

“YWhales are very nice with preserved ginger.”

“That isn’t ginger—that’s sugar.” ) .

]‘)_“Pon’t be an asd, Trimble. T eay it's ginger!” roared
1ghy. =R B

Y . s :
TAll right—all rvight—ginger, if yon like!” said

© Trimble hastily. “But I say, I can’t eat sardines with

sugar.”

"Ilave some of these cocoanuts, then,” said Blake,
puahing a plate of biscuits across the table,
“Eh' oee biscwite—" - ;

““Cocoanuts, fathead. Don’t you know a cocoanut when
you see onef” | <
" “Mum-mnm-my- word " gasped Trimble. “I—T say,
is it true about your being in an asylum, you kuow!”

“It was lovely there!” said Blake dreamily. *A
beautiful padded room, you know. When a chap got
violent, and hanged his napper against the wall, it didn’t
hurt a bit. Now, when ]]f’Ptfang-my head on the study
wall here, it does hurt, Of course, I don’t get violent
very often. You remember the time I went for you
with the carving-knife, Dig:” :

“The kik-kik-carving-knife !'" stuttered Trimble.

“I'm jolly pglad Dig got out of the study that time,”
said Blake reflcctively, ‘“Have you ever been insanme,
Trimblef” . '

“ Nunno.” : :

“It’s very curions to feel it coming on,” said Blake
reminiscently. “ You feel a sort of queer feeling, and
thﬁ‘:)iol}: snateh up a carving-knife—like this!”

“And spring at a chap, like that!” :

Trimble bolted across the study and jumped behind
the armchair, .

“Keep off " he roared. 5 . ;

“It's all right—I'm not violenf now!” said Blake
reassuringly. “It might come on amy minute, but it’s -
all ri%ht at present.”

“Oh, dear!” = - )

*“Come and have tea, old chap.”.

“ P-p-put down that knife.” -

“T’d rather keep it handy, if you don’t mind, in case
one of my attacks comes on [ aa-ig Blake. :

Trimble stared hlankly at the chums of Study No. 6.y
If they were pulling his podgy leg, tﬁm was 10 sign te
indicate as minch. " Their faces were perfectly serious.

" Blake’s ¢xpression was a little mournful, as if bhe found

the burden of oceasional insanity rather trying to his
uerves.

“I--I say, I know you're only funning, vou know!”
murmiired Trimble.

““Oh, come and have tea.
whales speeially for you.”
" “You know they ain’t whales, you ass!” R

"We've heen’ keeping ‘these
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“Do you mean te say they’'re sharks®"” exclaimed Dlake
in alarm, backing away from tle table. *“XLock ‘em up
in the cupboard, quick I” :

“ Look hers, you know—->" = .

% Lock em up !” shrieked Blake in terror. “Don’t you
Xnow that sharks are dangerous. Lock "em up!” -

Arthur Augustus seized the plate of sugared sardines
ﬁiaqed it in the study cupboard, and locked the door,

lake put the key in his pocket. y

“fmfe!” hé gasped in relief.

¢ Yaas, wathah; safe now, deah boy!” :

Merries was shaking pepper over the biscuits. Trimble
watched that operation as if mesmerised.

“Have some of these cocoanuts,” said Herries. “I've
sugared them for you.” ; i

“I—I say, yo# know—" . : i, s -

“Don’t you want any tea?”. asked Blake. “It's quite
safe now, now those sharks are locked up!” .

Trimble blinked at the tea-table in dismay.

thick with r. - Trimble had a good. appetite, as

ugnal, but hge vll?ap: not prepared for peppered bl:scuits.
“You've spoiled those biscuits,” ke exclaimed. “ What’s

the good of putting pepper on biseuits, you duffer?”
Herries gave him a pitying smile. -

“IT'his isn’t pepper—this is sugar,” he said. - “Smell it !I” -

Ho shook the pepper-castor over Trimble.
# Atchoo-choo-choo-chooocoooh!” -

“JIsn't it sugar?” demanded Herries. “Try some more.”

Trimble fled wildly round the study.

# Choo-choo-atchoo ” he sneczed violently. “Atcho.
chowwwwww! - Oh, dear! Oh, scissors! Yow-ow-ow!
Choo-choo !”

“How do_youn like it, old chap?”

“Groogh! Keep off! Atchoo-choo-choo!”

“That's a waste of good sugar, Herries,” said Blake
severely. “You shouldn’t “waste sugar like that. We
were never allowed to waste sugar in the asylum.” -

-“It isn’t eugar,” said Di§by. “It's molasses.”

“TIt's sugar I roared Diake. ’ :

“It’s molasses ! Lellowed Dighy,

_“Bugar!” N

¥ Molasses

‘Blake's eyes volled wildly, and he seired a cup from
the table and made a ferocious rush at Dighy. Digby
dodged round the table, with Blake after him, brandish-
ing ‘the cup ‘in the air, and uttering bloodeurdling
howls. Trimble stood reoted to the floor in terror.’

“Save me!” shrieked Dighby, grasping Trimble in fierce
frenzy. 4 ;

“Leggo !” stuttered Trimble. “Help! Rescue! Ow!”

“Cet out of the way, Trimble,” roared Blake. “Let
mot get at him! T’Il teach him whether it's molasses ov
not I L ’ ) ;

“Tt is molasses !” yelled Dig.

“'Tain’t! Come here and be slanghtered! Get out of
the way, Trimble, or I may cut your head by mistake.”

“Yarooooh 1" -

Trimble tore himself away from Dighby and bolted for
the door. But Herries was standing at the door, wiflh
his back to it. There was no escape for the terrified
Trimble. . :

-Blake and Digby closed, apparently in terrific combat,
and rolled over on the floor. The cup crashed into the
- fender. Bump! Crash! Yell!

“TLemme get out!” shrieked Trimble, grasping Herries
and seeking to drag-him away from the door.

“Hands off "’ shonted Herries in tones of alarm. “Don’t
touch me, you ass! Do you want to break me!” .

. ““Wha-a-at 1" :
“Hands off! Don't you know I'm made of glass?”
“Yaaa, wathah! on’t touch Hewwies, Twimble.

He's made of glass.”s

“Geod heavens!” stuttered Trimble, backing away.

“There is nothin® to wun awai; for, deah boy. Let's
stand wound and watch Blake killin’ Dig!”

“Gimme a knife!” roared Blake.

“ Mercy !” gasped Dig. - . s

“Rats! ~ Don’t you know I'm mad—as mad ag the

Kaiser! Bilood must.be shed !” said Blake hoarsely. “(Get

e a pickaxe! Blood must be shed!” - .
¢ What about Twimble’s blood; deah boy?”

“THE GEM” LIBRARY,
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There was .
nothing there to eat but the biscuits, which were now .
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“ I leave it to the study to decide: Blood must be shed.
Hands up for Dig’s or Trimble’s!” I
“Trimble’s " said Herries, putting up his hand.
“Twimble's I” said Arthur. Angustus, i
“‘Lrimble’s 1" yelled Dig. . y
“Oh, all right!” = Blake rose from his vietim, and
gathered up the bread-knife from the table. * Are you
veady, Trimble?” ’ 3 ’
*“ Help ! i -
“Don’t yell, you dufier! Haven’t I told you that blood
must be shed?  Come here, and I will do it as mercifully
as possible, Eneel down and close your eyes.”
‘I'rimble did not kneel down and close his cyes. He

. dragged Herries away from the door, tore it open, and

fled wildly. down the passage. The door slammed behind

him. And the four lunatics of Stiady No. 6 burst into a

territic yell: :
“Ha, ha, ha!” - ‘

.. CHAPTER 10,
. No Go!
L o ALLOY 2
I—I ¢ What the dickens—-"

L “ What’s the matter?”
. “Is he dotty?” y ’ :
There were a dozen or more juniors in the Lower Hall,
and they all exclaimed at once, as Trimble of the Fourth
came tearing down the stairs. 5 1k
Trimble’s face was pale, and his eyes bulging, and he

‘was panting for breath.

“Help!

“Phwat's the row intirely?” demanded Reilly of the
Yourth, ‘ . .

“ Off his silly rocker ! said Kerruish,

“Help! They're mad!” 5 -

*Shut up, you.ass; here’s Kildare!” .

“Help!” Trimble rushed up to the astonished Sixth.
Former. “Help! Save me, Kildare! They're mad!” .

“Hallo, what’s the ghme?’ demanded Kildare, taking
Trimble by the collar and shaking him, “Now, what~
is itg” E : ’

“Yow! They're mad :

“Eh! Who are mad?”’ i

“Study No. 6!” gasped Trimble. “Oh, dear! It’s
awful! Blake is killing Digby with a pickaxe-~I mean a ™
bread-knife—and—and Herries says he’s made of glassi™ -

*“Ha, ha, ha!” ) : ;

Kildare frowned, and griuned toc. He shook the gasp-
ing 'I'rimble vigorously, which made him gasp the more.
“You young ass, I suppose it’s some joke,” he said.

“Yow-ow! I tell you they're raving. They think the
sardines are whales—" ~ o

“Ha, ha, ha!” 2 T .

“¥ want to change my study. I'm not going to stay
there with those maniacs. My life ain’t safe therel™
shrieked Trimble. ’ 3

“ Hold your silly fongue !” said Kildare sharply. * Come
with me! T'd better see into "this, I suppose, you
troublesome little idiot! : ;

‘Irimble resisted frantically as Kildare marched him
towards the stairs. . “

“I won’t go! 'They’re mad!
ig raving ! Oh, dear!” . g

“(ome with me, and if you don't shut up, I'll lick
you!” exclaimed the captain of St. Jim’s angrily.

“Yow-ow! Leggo! I won’t go! Yow-ow-ow!” -

Kildare,tightened his grasp upon Trimble’s collar, and
balf carried him up the stairs. Trimble had to go. He
was followed by a yell of laughter from the juniors. It
was plain to everybody but Trimble that Study No. 6
had been. pulling his leg. . But the podgy jumior
approachedl that celebrated apartment in fear and
trembling.

Kildare threw. open_the door of No..6.

T'rimble blinked with astonishment as he looked in,

‘T'here was no sign. of lunacy in the study now. Four
cheerful and smiling juniors were. seated round the tea-
table. Blake & Co.. were beginning tea. :They jumped
up, looking a little dismayed,.as Kildare strode in.

"¢ Now, then, what does all this mean?” demanded
Kildare grufily,

i

2

Tt's daugefous 1" Blake
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*Bai Jove!” : - .
" “They're mad [’ mumbled Trimble. * They're putiing
this on. Look out fer his knife, Kildare!” :
“Hold your tongue, you young idiet !” growled Kildare
ang¥ily. * Have yon been playing an idiotic joke on this
utter. fool, Blake?” - :
* Ahem !
“As a mattah of fact, Kildare—ahem !” "

“Will yow answer me, you -young Tascals? roared

. Kildare. “'This young idiot has come down shrieKing, -
and trying to alaim the whole House, 'What have you.

been ‘doing ¥

" Oh, the silly beast I groaned Blake. “The best jape’

is wasted on him. Why counldn’t he keep his silly head

shut?": . . . T
“Have yon been japing him?#”
“Well, perhaps we have—a little,” admitted Blake

eautiously. . “Hut—but it" was  only a little joke, you

lmow. No harm done. Trimble doesn’t want to stay m

the study new. Lethim change éut, and it’s all vight.”
“Yaas, wathah, and the mattabh can dwop.”

Trimble understood  at last. His little piggy eyes®

glittered. ) X
_ “Oh, you rotters!” he gasped. “Sfo You were playing
fricks to get nte out of the study, were you?. You rotters!
After the way I've chummed with you, and lent you
money, and stood nearly all the feeds—r-" .

“Why, youn lying worm—" howled Herries.

“We ean’t stand ® him - here, XKildare," said - Blake

" appealingly.

Eevison and Mellish. They're his sort.”” . .
“That's not for you to scitle,” said Kildare.
geems that you've been frightening this born gc[lot. You
can’t play tricks like that, You'll take two hubdred lines
eaeh.” . . s
"*“Oh, deah!” : . ; 5
_mAnd if there’s any more trouble in.this study, T'll
report you to the Housemaster,” said Kildare sternly.
I say, Kildare—" - i i &
* That’s enongh.” s o
Lhe captaim of St. Jim's strede’ from the study.
Trimble remained pehind. He was quite reassured now,
Be grinned at.the discomfited chums of the Fourth.
© “Rather pulled your leg, didn’t ¥?” he remarked
eheerfully. : : )
* What?” roared Blake. L o
» Of course, I knew you were spoofing all the time.”
* You—you knew !” ejaculated D'Arey.

“Yes, rather! Of course 1 kuew; you can’t take me

sn. I thought I'd play up, by pretending to believe it,
you know.” % e

. “You lying tead!” yelled Biake. * You were frightened
out of your silly wits, and you know it.”

Trimble laughed. - * - -7

_“My deaxr chaps, you couldn’t take me
in,” he said. “Now let’s have tea. E
den’t. mind a joke; especially as” the
langh is against you chaps. What have
you got for tea’” ;
. The chums of the Fourth looked ox-
pressively at Trimble, - o
The great -scheme, after promising
the most satisfactory results, had been
s ghoatly failure. Trimble was still
fixed in the study, and the four juniors
were the richer by two hundred lines
each. Their feelings were almost too
deep for words.

Blake proceeded in-silence to clear the
table, and the provisions were placed in
the -study cupboard—a proceeding that
Trimble watched in astonishipeit.
Blake locked the study door. .

“I—I say, ain’t you going te have
tea?” demanded Trimble. *“I¥'s too late
for tea in Hall, you know.”

Blake did not speak. He. grasped
Trimble, and jerked a key out of E
his waisteoat-pocket. Tt was Trimble's
duplicate key to the study cupboard. -

HE Ges LiBRspy.—No. 415, :
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“ Come on, you qhapa,"' said Blake.

“ What about tea?” said Herries,

“We're not going to have any tea.”

* Look here, you know—-—" began Trimble, in dismay,

Blake led the way from the study, and his chums -
followed him. Baggy Trimble remained alone, hlinking
at the bare table. - .

" © Qh, scissors!” he ejaculated.

“Well, what luck?” asked Monty Lowther, meeting the
chums of the Fourth in the passage. *“Did you try the
wheeze?” . ;

Blake looked at him, - .

. “*Y¥es,” . he said sulphurously, < We fried it

Lowther chuckled. 4 :

“ What result?” he asked. = .

“I'wo hundred lines each!”

“Oh!” ejaculated Lowther.

“But I think we ought to show our appreciation, all
the same,” said Blake. “ Collar the silly ass!” :

“ Here, I sa I # .

Bump! e ul

Study No. 6 went on their way, leaving Monty Lowther
sitting on the floor and gasping. )

Tom Merry and Manners looked inguiringly at Lowther
when he came. back into the Shell study. The humerist
of the Shell was not looking humorous. . '

“Well, how did it go?”’ asked Tom Merry. ’

‘Monty Lowther snorted. : . .

“If you ever catch me helping Fourth-Form kids ont
of a fix again, you can use my head as a football!" he
said. And Monty Lowther . vouchsafed mno further
information. ’ :

. LA e s

CHAPTER 11.
Kindred Spirits?

Ek, H, scissors!™ |
O " Baggy Trimble uttered that exclamation in
disconsolate tomes, as he looked inte Study
: No. 6 at tea-time, two or three days later,
- The study was empty. The table was like the cup- .
board of the celebrated Mrs. Hubbard-—quite bare. :

Trimble erossed over to the cuphoard. ’

The lock was broken. Trimble had been umnable to
obtain another key to fit the lock. But necessity is the
parent of invention, and, as the German Chancellor
remarked, necessity knows no law. Trimble had opened
the eupboard at last, with the assistance of a chisel from
Blake’s tool-chest.

The lock remained broken. Blake & Co. had ceased
to use the cupboard. Every day, and several times a
day, Trimble prowled in the study in search of provender,

~ like a lion seeking _what‘qxe might
devour.. But there was nothing to
devour. ’ . !

Blake ‘& Co. had taken to having
their tea in Hall.

It was a great sacrifice, and they
missed the cosy tea in Study Xo. 6.
But they stuck to their guns.

‘It was the last desperate resource.
The chums of the Fourth had deter.
mined to starve Trimble out.

They missed tea in the study; but not
quite’so much as Trimble did.

Trimble was accustomed to bagging
the lion’s share; but he had never made
any contribution towards the study
funds. It wag no wonder that Study
No. 6 had beeome fed nup.

"He was still a’ member of the study
that had barred him. But there was
not much satisfaction in that, when
there were no feeds in the study. Blake
& Co. had even taken to doing their
preparation in the Form-room, or in
other fellows’ study. They were wel-
come in any study they' chose, for that
matter. They, instead of Trimble, were
without a study now. It was hard, but

i
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'I Plake's eyes rolled

wildly, and he made a ferocioms rush at Dighby.
Trimble as he went down on his knees in tierce frenzy. (See Chapter 9.}

“Save mel!” shricked Digby, grasping ]

it was better than “digging ’* with Trimble. Seo the
study ‘was not only foedless, but fireless, for Trimble was
far too much of a tlacker to look after the fire himself.
-Study No. 6 had become, in fact, a very comfortless
akode. Trimble found it so. Excepting when he was -
in funds, he was driven to tea in Hall. Tea in Hall,
certaiuly, was awple enough, but not amplé enough for
Trimble, The fare was good, but plain. And, under
Mr, Lathem’s eye, Trimble could not over-eat himself
te the extent he would have liked. ‘
* Trimble was sometimes in funds; but his funds never
lasted long. They all went the same way—to Mrs.
Tagdglaeu' little shog in the corner of the qued.  And .
Study No. 6, hitherto a horn=of plenty, had run dry. -
- No wonder Trimble ejaculated, *“ Oh, scissors!”’ in tones
of profound discomfert, as he stared into the study he
had rendered desolate. _
He had already had tea in Hall, but ke was far from
satisfied.. And his latest remittance had vanished. He -
" geowled into the study, and turned away. o
In the next study Kerruish and Ray and Reilly were at
tea.. They all looked round as the door opened, and
Trimble’s fat face looked in. )
“Shut that door!” said Reilly.

Trimble came in, and shut the door behind him. -
.“Ye silly gossoon, put yerself on the other side of it !”
said Reilly. :

.“Look here, you know—""
-* Are you goiug out on your

i feet or your meck®*"
Tather hard up,’” said Trimble. ©But”

exclaimed Kerruish

AThe fact is, I'm

it you fellows like, I can put you on to a dodge for
making pounds and pounds—-"" ;

“ And phwat’s the dodge, ye spalpeen?”

“It's ‘a jolly good idea!” said Trimble eagerly. .
“Having a Bulgarian—I mean, a Belgian Flag Day,
an 2 ) )

Trimble had no time to get further. Kerruish picked
up the poker, and made for kim: The door slammed, and.
Trimble’s footateps died away down the passage.

“Oh, scissors!” groaned Trimble. “Oh, dear! What
the dickens am I going to do for tea? Rotters!”

He stopped at No. 8, and looked in. Levison and
Mellish were there. Lumley-Lumley, their study-mate,
was at tea in Tom Merry’s study. Trimble came ir, and
Levison and Mellish gave him unpleasant looks.

“Nothing doing !” said Levison at once. 5

“ Nothing at ali !” said Mellish, “This isn’t an institu-
tion for free feeds for the poor, you knew!”

Trimble blinked at them, The idea of a Flag Day, of -
which he was o pocket the proceeds, was still running
in his mind. To do Trimble jusfice, he was rezlly too
stupid to realise the dishonesty of his precious scheme.
But, by a sort of instinct, he knew that Levison and
Mellish were more likely to regard it favourably than
the other Fellows in the Fourth.

«J—T haven’t come to tea, you know—" he began.

"% Gooll-hye ' o .

¢ gtill, Pl try that cake as I’'m here—"

“Let that cake alone!” roared Levison.

Trimble jumped back, in alarm.

“Qh, ail'r‘igﬁt! Don’t get ratty, you know! The faek
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is, I can put you fellows on to a dodge for making
pounds and pounds !” .

“Whose pounds?”’ grinned Mellish. .

“Tt’s a simply ripping scheme! You see; we hold a
Flag Day for the benefit of the Russians, or the Bel-
giang, or anybody, you kmow. Then we keep ninety
per cent. of the takings for expenses. Of course we
should have lots of expenses—time we put into it, and
—and necessary refreshments, and all that.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” . ' )

“What do you think of the idea?” . '

“Rotten ! said Levison. “The fellows would all gness
that we had an dxe to grind, and they wonldn't shell
out twopence I

“Yes, that's the worst of it!" confessed Trimble. “I
wanted the chaps in my study to take it up, because
the fellows trust them. Bub they won’t, for some
reason. D’Arcy actually said I was dishonest—ize, you
know! I'd have knocked him down if he hadn’t been
such an old chumt”. - . : i '

Tovison lookéd at him curiously. o :

“$till, we might try it!” said Trimble. “I jolly nearly
made a success of it when I tried it last time. It
wonld have been all right, but for that beast, Kildare!
Besides, I've thought of a dodge. The chaps in my
study . were a%ging that Cousin Ethel
Wednesday. Well, I'm going to ask her to help.”

Levison jumped. .

“Ask Cousin Ethel to help?” he ejaculated.

“Yes. Why not? They generally have girls as col-

_lectors on Flag Days, you kuow, Pretty girls can collect
lots of tin.
refuse me.” le smirked. “I've got rather a way
with girls, you know, and they gemerally like me mo
end.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ I don’t see where the cackle comes in! If you fellows
like to help me, we'll whack it out—pounds and pounds
very likely !” ; -

A thoughtful expression came over Levison's face. He

was quite rascal enough to adopt Trimble's plan, if it -

promised ﬂl&{ chance _of -succeps, and he had not the
excuse of Trimble’s stupidity. - Trimble’s mention of
Cousjn Ethel had put a new thought into his mind. That

“. D’Arey’s ecousin would lend herself to such a scheme

was, of course, impossible. Levison was not thinking of
that. But a cunning idea was evidently working in his
brain. Mellish® watched him curiously, wondering what
rascally scheme was in the process of formation. =

“By gad, it could be worked!” said Levison at last..

“Three-girls—collecting for the Belgian fag—good!”
“Three girls? -exclaimed Mellish. = ai
“Yes. The fellows wouldn’t hand us a cent, and Railton

would be down on us, tco. But three girls i
“What girls?” demanded the puzzled Mellish.

“Yg—in girl's clobber.”

“Qh, my hat!” i .
" “We could hire the clobber in Wayland,” pursued
Levison, evidently very much taken with the idea. “We
could dréss up there, and make up our chivvies, and
put on wigs. I'm a dab at that sort of thing, better
than any of the silly asses in the -Junjor Dramatic
Society, anyhow! I could work it; the fellows wouldn’t
know us from Adam! Oh, my hat! What a wheeze!”.

“ And suppose we got howled out?’ demanded Mellish,

“How could we get bowled out, fathead, when nobody
would Tecognise us?”’ said Levison impatiently. “ We're
hard up, ain’t we? I've been stony for weeks—"

“The giddy geegees?” grinned Mellish.

“Well, I'm stony, and I owe some moey
pay_pretty soon, or there’ll be trouble, We might make
quids out of it—a dozen quids, I shouldn’t wonder !”

Mellish’s eyes glittered greedily. He was impecunious,
too, and the mere thought of a dozen “quids” roused
all the cupidity in his nature. . R

“Tt could be worked!” said Levison decidedly. “We'll

try it uext half-holiday. If anything came out,. we'd

say it was a ;iape [l : . ha B o
% Qh, good ! said Mellish. - 1 : S g
“Look here, you know, it’s my-ideal” gaid Trimble,
Tue Gy LiBgAry.~No. 415. -

is coming on _

m gging to ask her. I don’t think she'd -
Trim

" ahout that scheme of yours, Leévison.” ~ °.

T've got to

“I should
originator—' .

“Bqual whacks,” said Levison curtly. “And don’t give
me any of your rot. And mind you keep your silly head
ghut. If a whisper of it got out, the fellows would rag us
baldheaded.” ; y

“That’s all right,” said Trimble. “I’'m an awfully
cautious chap. I say, this is jolly good cake!”

“Let that cake alone.” ) s

“I suppose we're pals now,” said Trimble, taking
snother slice of cake. “Upon the whole, Levison, I think
T'll come into this study. - L really can’t stand those
fellows in No. 6. They’re not quite my class, really.”

“You won’t plant yourself in here, I can tell you that!”
growled Levison. ’ .

“If we’re not pals, Levison—"

“Y don’t pal with born idiots.”

“QOh, very well, you know, On second thoughts, I don’t-

quite approve of this idea of disguising yourself as a
irl and collecting funds. It seems to me to savour of

eception.”

“What!” ejaculated Levison,

“I'm a rather particular chap, you know. There are

very few fellows in this school so [{arbicular as I am.
Upon the whole, I don’t think I could descend to it.”
“You spoofing worm !” shouted Levison.

“If you call me names, Levison, I shall refuse to share '

this study with you. And I'm sorry fo say that I feel
in duty bound to ask advice about this scheme of yours.”

“0Of mine?" hooted Levison. : :

“Yes. If it's all right, all serene. But I feel bound
to ask a prefect’s advice about it.” :

Levison stared blankly at’Trimble. He knew what
would be the result if a prefeet became acquainted with
the precious scheme. :

“You spoofing, humbugging rotter !” said Levison,*in
measured tones.  If you say a word outside this study
T'll skin you.” :

“Of course, I shouldn’t say a word if I belonged to the
study. Otherwise I feel bound to ask a prefect’s advice.”

Levison set his thin lifs tight, His mind was set on
that cunning scheme, which promised rveiief from the
finaneial troubles his ewn rascality had bronght upon
him}* Trimble held the upper hand. I
i “You can‘come into the study if you like,” he said, af
ast, i
“(Good !” said Trimble cheerfully. “That's setiled,
then. When I’ve finished the cake; I'll go and speak to
Railton.” T R A

“If you finish that calke, I'll——" Tevison picked up
a teasting-fork. - . i i

Trimble eyed him grimly. = -

“I hope you won’t force e to go'to a. ﬁl_!éfect for advice .

Levison gritted his teeth, and laid.down the toasting-

fork. Trimble cheerfully finished the cake, and rolled out !

of the study. 3

“Are we going to have}rthgl; beast planted on us, then?” X

demanded Mellish, ’ ; e
“Can’t be helped. I ‘tell you there's quids and quids

in this idea, if we work it properly.: We can get rid of :

him afterwards,” said:Levison.
“They’ve been trying to-'get

1id <of . him from Study
No. 6; but he's a sticke

grumbled - Mellish.

“We'll get rid of him fast ehougl when he’s served our 3
“Besides; he’s no worse than !
nd Lumley-Lumley *

turn,” snag]j)ed Levison.:

that idiot Blenkinsop in the study.

will be wild, too—" - - ;
Mellish chuckled. The idea of making Lumley-Lumley

c’l,aim half the profits, you lmow, as’

AL re R e

wild reconciled him to the prospect of having Trimble in -

No. 8. -
CHAPTER 12,
Luck af Last!
B LY OME in!” said Mr. Railton.

Trimble . entered . the Housemaster’s study.
Mr, Railton looked a little impatient. He

had heard emough of the troubles in No. 6. .

Biut, as it -happened, Trimble had not come with a com-
plaint of his study-mates.

“If you please, sir, can. I change my study?” he asked. '

N> 10 “THE 'él;?EYFRIAHS' 'HERALD,” 3% OUT TO-DAYL .BUY IT AT ONCE!
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Myr. Railton elevated his eyebrows.
“Certai'n!%, Trimble, if you wish.”
“1 do wigh, sir.” ¢

“Have your study-mates been exerting any undue -
pressure upon your” the Housemaster exclaimed, frown-

ing a little.

“Oh, no, sir’” said Trimble cheerily. “The faet is,
-Blake begged me to stay, almost with tears in his eyes,
and D’Arcy is looking awfully down in the mouth about
it. But I really can’t stand those fellows, sir—I ean’;
indeed! I've been accustomed to very much nicer friends,
. and really——" - ; : )

“Whieh study do you wish to enter, Trimble®” asked

the Housemaster abruptl'{. - . i

“No. 8, sir; I've got chums there, and they’re anxzious
to have me.” :

Mr. Railton looked at the new junior very doubtfully.
He had had a wide experience of boys, but he had never
encountered a fellow exactly like Trimble before, and the
worthy Baggy puzzled him considerably, . noa T

“Very well, Trimble, you may change into No. 8.7

“Thank you, sir!”

Trimble retired from the study grinning. Blake & Co.
were chatting with the Terrible Three in the hall, and
Trimble paused to address them. He shook a podgy fore-
finger at Jack Blake. '

“I'm done with you!” he announced. :

“Are you?” said Blake. “I only wish we were done
with you.” ‘ .

“Yaas, wathah !

Trimble sniffed disdainfully.

“You won’t see me in that mouldy old study again in
a hurry,” he said. “I've 'got pals whe want me to come
“into a better study. than that—where fellows aren’t so
‘mean with the grub, either!” - .

“You're changing !” ‘ejaculated Blake, .

“Yéﬁ;’ I am.” S ; v

“Hurray ' '

“Hip-kiphuwway 17 :

“And I sha'n’t come back in a hurry, either;? said
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B hand.  “Once and for all, I've dome with you.

“IN THE KING'S KMAKH”

~Trimble impressively.
enough.” o L .

“But who on earth’s taking you in?” asked Tom Merry,
in astonishment. o ' N :

“I'm going to dig with my chum Levison,” said
Trimble loftily. - - ’ .

“Levison! My hat!” ) :
- “What’s Levison’s little gamef”

- puzzled.. “You haven't any money.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I expect to have
Trimble, with a sniff. :

“Some of those enormeus loans you've made coming
home?” asked Monty Lowther, with a chucklé. .

“You'll see. . Pounds and pounds, I expect,” said
Trimble, “and I warn you plainly that you're not going
to have any of it.”

. “Weally, yon wottah——"

“You've treated me rottenly, because I happen to Le
short of money sometimes, owing to my own free-handed
generosity. Well, when I'm rolling in oof, you won't geo
-uny of it, so you can take my tip about that.” !

“Whom are you going te rob?” asked Manners blandly.

- “I know what I'm going to do,” said Trimble mysteri-
ously. “It ‘may bé eonnected -with a Flag Day, and
it may not. - That's telling. It may amount to dozens
of quids, or it may not. I'm not telling you anything.”

“So it’s the same old swindle?” exclaimed Blake, “I
warn you that if you start any of your blessed Flag Days
again, yow’ll get it in the neck.”

“That’s all you know!” chuckled Trimble. “I’m not
going to tell you anything. We may get in dozens of
(unids-on We(fnesday afternoon, and we may not. It's
my business, not yours.” B . ; .

*“And Levison’s in it, iy he®” said Tom Merry. “He's
having you, in his study, because he's going to be u

pertner in your spoofingt” - :

-~ “I'm not geing- to tell youf anything. . I'vé promised
Levison not to say:a word ocutside the study—my study
—and I'm not goingto. I’'m rather particular shout a
promise. Not like some chaps.” ;

“You fat idiot——" . y

“You needn't call me names because I won’t stay i -
the study with you, Blake. You ecan’t expect it, aftex
the way I've been treated there.”

“Look heah, you dufftah——~

“I've stood you fellows long

exclaimed Blake,

plenty of money shortly,” sai‘(ir

“T decline to listen to you, D’Arcy. You should have -

thonght of all-that before.
“You uttah ass——"
“*Nuff said!” said Trimble,

Now ltS too lat'e."’

with a lofty wave of It:he
‘ve
shaken the dust of Study No. 6 from my feet, meta-
" phorieally speaking. I shouldn’t come back if you begged
. me on your bended knees.” e
. “Ha, ha, ha!” 3
. “You will kindly not address me again,” pursued
‘Trimble, still more firmly mounted on the high horse.
I decline to know you. I regard you as mean—stingy,
in fact. For the future I shall decline to take the
Bli’fhtest notice of any .of yoin.” . 2
‘rimble walked away, with his pug-nose in the. air,
leaving the chums of Study Ne. 6 simply gasping. The
'Terrible Three chuckled joyously. Trimble’s farewell to

- the study struck them as fumny. :

“My only Aunt Sempronia!* ejaculated Blake, at last.
" “That fellow does take the cake! Did you ever hear of
such a blithering idiot. DBut he’s out of Lhe study—we're
.-done with bim; and that's a comfort. My hat, we’ll cele-
brate this!” ) :
“Yaas, wathah!” . . : Lo
“Looks as if Levison has taken up- his idea of a
swindle,” said Digby. ‘Tt ought to be atop}%ed e
“It jolly well will he stopped!” said Tom Merry,
frowning. “Let me eatch ‘em flagging !” .
“Levison isn’t such an ass,” said Lowther, ¥ He knows

‘- he would be stopped. If he's taken up the wheeze, hé’s

got something awfully deep on hand. He ought to be
watched.” U . :
“We'll keep an eye on him, deah boy, and fwustwate
his knavish twicks;” said Avthur Augustus D’Arcy. . But
isan’t it wippin’ to have no moré Twimble.. Studay No. 8
will ‘be like home again. It is vewy fortunate that I
Tee Gem Lisrany.—No. 415, =
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" have had a wemittance to-day. Gentlemen, may I
wequest the pleasuah of your company in the studay, to a
little celebwation in honali of Twimble's departure?”

And all the gentlemen said enthusiastically .
. “Hear, hear!” T

. CHAPTER 13.
. Flag Day! . £
EVISON of the Fourth weceived many curious
‘glances from- the chums of the. School House
I 4 guril}g, the next day or two.
Tl the rascal of the Fourth had some .scheme
on foot they were assured: Baggy Trimble’s fatuous
remarks had revealed as much, and, besides, they knew
that. Levison would not have taken in Trimble as a study-
‘mate without an object. - - o - iy e

Biit that s acute and astute a youth as Levison would
take up Trimbie’s absurd idea of a “spoof” Flag Day
‘seemed incredible, Baggy himself had made a ghastly
Hailure of it, and Levidon would know that it was no use.

Tt was impossible ‘to guess what Ernest Levison had m
diz mind; but whatever it was, Tom Merry & Co. were
11r§‘pa.red to nip it in the bhad. : i
- Meanwhile, Trimble was installed in No. 8.

Lévison and Mellish, who were very keen on the new
pcheme, received him there with a good grace. Lumley-
Lumley was not quite so gracious. In fact, he was wrathy
when he found that Baggy was his new study-mate. But
he was outvoted on the subject, and Trimble was there,

anyway ;’and Lumley-Lumley shrugged his shoulders and .

put up with him. He steadily declined to lend him any.
money, much to.the disappointment of Trimble, wlo kaew
that Lumley-Lumley was a millionaire’s son, and had
expected quite a harvest. .

Trimble passed Study No, 8 witl nose upturned; he

was quite at home now in No. 8—at least till "Wednesday.

And 1f, after that, Levisofi should seek to get rid of his

itew chum,:he was likely to discover, as Blake had dis- :

covered, that Trimble was a sticker. i e
Certainly, Trimble had no chance of getting hacksinto
No, 6. . Blake & Co. were extremely determined on #ugt.
They had not been.able to get rid of the intruder; hut
now that he has gone of his own accord, they were quite
within their rights in keeping him out., If Trimble had
presented himself in Study No. 6, he wonld have had the
warmest of warm receptions. . i :
But Trimble was quite comfortable at present with
Levison ande Mellish. T
- He did not find those youths quite so indifferent- io
considerations of a financial nature as Blake & Co. had
been, The first time he presented himself at tea in the
study, he was met with a demand for his * whack.”
* Trimble -explained that'he was short of money, and
would pay his whack when he had collected in gertain
toans which his ,ieuerosity had led-him to make. fo
certain persons unknown. . - o
" Levison and Mellish had heard of those loans before,

and they informed Trimble that they weren't taking .

any. - .

\-'{'o which the podgy junior rejoined that his conscience
was troubling him a little on the subject of the precious
Flag Day scheme, and- that he really felt that he had
batter have ‘a prefect’s advice about 1t, o i 5
- With the result that Trimble was given the free rua
of the tea-table, as the only way te keep lis mouth shut—
Levison mentally promising him all sorts of things at a
more convenient time. - )

Lumley-Lumley was not often in the study, as he did
not pull with his study-mates, and the precious trio
generally -had. the room to themselves. They discussed
the Flag Day with great keenness, and Levison went
ahead. with his preparations, » A
‘ The rascal of the Fourth had plaiuned the scheme care-
fully .from beginning to end, and he was quite satisfied.
On "Tuesday, after lessons, he conveyed a ba%"to a
secluded spot in Rylcombe Wood, all ready for the im-
‘posture on Wednesday -afterncoir. - Wednesday, as it

appened, Tom Merry.& Co. had little attention to
bestow . on Levison, as -Cousin~ Ethel was expected.
D’Arcy’s cousin was coming on a visit to Mrs. Holmes,
and, of course, there was to be tea in No. 6, and the
-* T'ar GEM Lmrarv.—No. 415. - - - :

. desolating Ne. 6 with his obnoxions

chums of the School House congratulated themselves on
having
Ethel’s visit. o
- Early- after dinner on Wednesday, Arthur' Augustus
appeared on the.steps of the School House in his-beat tis
and glossiest topper. His chumgs jeined him.there, to
walk to the station.. Figging came-over from the New
House, with a gorgeous necktie and a topper, to be
Ag;‘eated by a somewhat frigid .glance from Arthur
ugustus, which Figgins did not appear {o notice.
“All ready?”. he asked cheerily, . = )
“Ready, aye, ready!” said Tom Merry, laughing.
* Tiots pf time to walk to-the station.. Come.on!”
“Weally, Pigging—"" ) : o
“Come on, my infant!” said Blake jovially, slapping .
Arthur Angustus on the back. *
. “Wow ! You wuff ags, you're wumplin’ my jacket !
“You're keeping us waiting, Gussy. Put that pocket-
mirror away, and -trot1” sdid- Blake severely. “ You look

-beautiful'—a thing of beauty and a joy for ever!™

“Wats I’ ‘

-And the party startef{. Lév_ison, Mellish, and Trimbla

"were going out of the gates together, as Tom Merry & Co.

camg down. Trimble glanced at them, and chuckled,
. “You fellows going ont?” he asked.

“Yes,” said Blake quite amiably. He could feel guite
amiable towards Baggy. now that Baggy was no longer

5 Tesence, -

" “Coming back soon?” asked Trimble anxiously.

“Yes; why” & 2 = :

“You mustn’t miss the— * Yow-ow! Leggo my arm,
Levison ; you're pinching me!” howled Trimble,

“(Come on, you fathead!” il :

“I was only going to teil Blake not to ‘miss the
Yarvocoooh! All right, I'm' coming!”

And Trimble went, . .

“ What the merry thunder does that mean?®” ejaculated

- Blake, gazing after the three in wonder. - .
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_“Trimble was going to 1ét something out,” grinned
Lowther. * Levison B%‘!t him up fast emough. 'There's
pme-game on thid afternoon,” -

“(an’t be that giddy Flag Day; they're going out.”

“Goodnese knows!” - oy f

. Tom Merry & Co. savptered down the lane, Tevison
. and Meilish and Trimblesweie ‘ahead of them, on the way
to the village. They turned off into the “wood, however,
and disappeared from sight. -

““Fhe chums of St. Jim's arrived at the station in good
time for the train. They soon forgot about Levison & Co.
% Heah's the twain, deah boys!’

‘There Was a rush across the platform te the earriage
from which a pretty girlish fage looked out.

“Heah vou are, deah gat!” .=

If was Figgins who helped Cousin Ethel to alight.
Figgins always seemed to be fitst on these oceasions.

‘Efhel gave the jiniors a bright smile.

“How good of you 4o come and meet me!”

“Wats—I—I mean, don’t mench, deah gali” said
Arthur Augustus. “Awfly glad to see you. I will
cawwy that bag, Figgins, ™

“It*s all right,” said Figgins. ’

el SN THE KING'S KHAKIL”

_ handoliers.

“Weally, Figgins—" . .
Figgins settled the matter by marching off with the
bag. Cousin Ethel left the station with ‘the juniors;
D’Arcy remarking to Blake in a sulphurous whisper that
that hounder Figging alwaye seemed to regard Ethel
as his cousin, and not D’Arcy’s at all—a remark which
only caunsed Jack Blake to chuekle. :
It was @ clear, cold afternoon, delightful for a wall.
Cousin Bthel & Co. started for the school in’ great spirits.
As they arrived at the gates of 8t. Jim’s, they met with
s surprise. Taggles, the porter, had come out of his
lodge, and he was regarding with a mest peculiar expres-
sion three young ladies. Tom Merry & Co. paused- to
regard them also. . ) .
The three young ladies had evidently just arrived.
They were somewhat short and stout, and -had heavy
features for the feminine gender. Their.complexions
were high, and their hair golden and long an fluffy.
They were dressed in elirts and blouses of-%met colours,
and adorned with Fremeh tricolours passed rownd. like
Each of them had o tray, which was loaded
with smiall French flags. .- 4
s e ) : Tug Gy LipmiRy.—No.- 415,
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“Hallo!” said Blake, “There's going to be a Flag
Day, after alll”. _

“Bai Jove!” ; :

“What a ﬁzod'idea to make a eollection at the school I”
said Cousin Ethel brightly. “ I will buy a flag to begin.”

¢Yaas, wathah, we’ll all do the same.” .

“ Hear, hear!” said the Co. heartily.

The three young ladies were deeply veiled, though
their florid complexions showed through the veiling. One
of them, much fatter than the others, emitted a fatb
chuckle, ¢4 the juniors eame up. One of the others
stamped on her” fook, and the chuckle changed into a
ga‘?g g'puse there ain’t nothing agin it!” said Taggles,
rubbing his nose perplexedly. -“I don’t hold with these
‘ere Flag Days myself. And you'd better ask the "Ead!”

“Tres hien!” said the thihnesat yor lady.

“Pon’t know what you mean with your tray be
‘hanged, ma’am!” said Taggles. “Bui you can go in.
Only arsk the *Ead’s pexmission !”

“Merci I”

«1 ain’t goin' to ‘urt you!” said Taggles, in astonish-
ment. “No need to arsk me for mercy !”

“ It i zat I zank you!” |

“Qh, T see! All right! In you go!”

“Hold on, ma'm’zelle!” said Tom Merry.
have some of the flags?™” ;

. %Qui, oui, monsicur. Vun shilling for each wun, and
all ze yiomey it sall go to help ze brave soldiers of
France !

“Rigk i-ho I
_ ‘Fhe whale Co. purchased fags, including Cousin Ethel,
and the three merchants walked on into the quadrangle.

_ The sight of the three beflagged young ladies attracted
oneral al jertion at onee, and they were soon snurrounded
Ey a-erow | in the old quad. And business was brisk.

“May we

re——— i

CHAPTER 14.:

= ‘Nipped in the Bud!

—y OUBSIN ETHEL took leave of her chums on' the
sheps of the Head's house, after promising’ to
me to tea in Study No. 6. Blake genercusly

) fuvited Figging to come, and bring Kerr and

Fatty Winn, & generous invitation, for which Figgy

gave him a deeply grateful look, though it was not the

' feed Geor, te- Figgins was thinking of.

“Zometkin® wathah extwah special!” Arthur Auguatys-
remarked, as they walked away from the Head’'s house.
“We must do honah to the occasion, deah boys! How

awf’ly lucky that Twimble is out of the studay—what?”

“Awfully I said his chums fervently: -

Tom Merry chuckled.

“It will be rather s surprise to Trimble & Co. to find
a Flag Day going on, when they come in!” he remarked.
“The girls are doing a jolly good trade.”

“Yaas, wathah! It’s a good cause, you know.”

~#Might - spring another bob or two,” said Manners
thoughtfully.  “After all, it’s up to everybody to lend
a hand. Tt's a good cause!”

“¢1 dea’t mind,” said Tom. “(Come on, Monty! What
are you losking like a boiled owl for?”

Monty Lowther seemed plunged in thought,
~Manners slapped him on the back.

“Wake up, fathead! We're going to Eu}- somme mors

flags]”
“Yosi-ow!” Monty Lowther came out of his deep
reverie.. “I say, you chaps, doesn’t’ this look rather

angpieians?*’
. “What does?” asked Tom Merry, puzzled.
. To-day’s Wednesday—" - . o
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" Trimble.

“Yes, it's in the calendar,” assented Blake. . ’

“Don’t be funny! It was on Wednesday, according to
that babbling ass. Trimble, that Levison was going to
work that Flag Day wheeze,” -

“ He's dropped it,” said Manners. “The three of them
went out hefore we did, and I -don’t see them about
now.” . : ) ;
“Sure you don’t?” asked Lowther.

AManners looked round the quadrangle.

. “They're not here,” he said. “They may be indoors.
What ate you getting at, Monty® ‘P .

“I told you that if Levison took up that swindling
scheme, he would work it in some awfully deep way, se
that he couldn’t be spotted,” said Lowther,

“But he hasn’t done it!”

“That's what we're jolly well going to find out!” said
Lowther. “I've got my suspicious—tons of 'em! Look,
at that fat girl’s feet!” -

“ Lowthah, it is unttahly bad form to allude to a lady
in that mannah !” . ' -

“@o hon! Butlook at her feet! Ain’t they a size?”

“1 wefuse to look at her feet!” :

“They're a good size, certainly!” assented Blake, in
wonder. “But she’s French, you kmow; at least,I
snppose she is! The one-who does the talking is French.”

“Only one of them does the talking,” said Lowther.

“The ouly one who can speak English, I suppose.”

. “H'm! And Taggles told them to ask the Head's
permission te make the collection, but they haven't
done s0.” . ’

“It iy weally quite unnecessawy, Lowthah!”

“Bow-wow! Let’s go and have a look at them!”

Lowther walked towards the three flag merchants, and
hiscchums followed him eaéx ést;njshment. Tom Merry
& Co. were quite prepared to stop any flag-selling b;
Levison & Co.;” but, so far as tbejlr) could see, the fhreg
Pprecious young rascals: were mot within the school walls

at.Ltha.t hl:oment. s ko t
owther stopped in froni of the fatt oung lady,
and looked at hl;. - T ;

:: ;’:gl;ﬁ patlez Anglais, mademoiselle?” he asked.

. “Parlez-vous Anglais?”

“T,00k here, you know—"

“Bai Jove!” A B L5 ?

“My sistair, she me speak FEnglish!” exclaimed the
thin young lady hurriedly, at the same time tramping on
the fat young lady’s foot. - ’ L

#Doesn’t she?” said Lowther, with a grin. “But I'm
speaking French. Take off that veil, Trimble "

“Trimble!” yelled the juniors.

“Qh, dear! I'm nmoft Trimble!”

“What?’ '

. “I—1 assure you that I'm mot Trimble!” yelled the
fat. young lady, ‘as the juniors closed round her. “I've
never heard the name before! Look here, Lowther, you

know——"
“Ha, ha, ha!"’
“Bat Jove! It’s Twimble!”

“Tyrimble, you spoofing cad !’

“I'm not!” shrieked the flag merchant.

I can’t speak a word of English!”

‘“Ha, ha, hat” : : .

“T’m Lavisoi’s sister—I mean, I'm her sister——"

6 Hﬂ, ha, ha!”

- You swindling young villain!”

- “Collar them!” :
Crash went the trays of flags to the ground. Two of the

flag=merchaunts.started to run, but they were promptiy

collared. Many hands dragFed off the veils. High-

complexioned faces were revealed, and so skilfully was the

make-up applied that even then it was impossible to-

recognise the impostors. But a jerk at the fluffy hair

settled the matter. Three wigs came off, revealing three

heads of short dark hair. - .

. “Gweat Scott! The swindlahs! So that was Levison's- .

ideah 1" shouted Arthur Augustus. “Wag them—wag the

wottahs I R :
“Bump them ! J )
«Qh, dear, look here, you know, only a joke!” shrieked-

“Tt was Levison’s idea, and I never meant to

“I’m French!

1% OUT TO-DAY! BUY IT AT ONGE!



keeg any of the money. I hadn't the faintest idea of
making pounds and pounds. Ow-wow!” A
“Legigo !” roared Levieon, strnggling in the grasp of
Reilly and Kerruish and Figgins. “Hands off, you
duffets! Yow-ow-ow!”

“Let me .go!” raved Mellish.
‘Yaroooop !”

amp! bump! bump! . .

“What {s all this?” Mr. Railton came striding through
the crowd, with & frowning brow., “How dare you touch
these young ladies? Why, bless my soul, who—who are
they—what are they?’ Py ‘ .

- “Yow-ow-ow! Only a joke!” yelled Trimble. “I meant
to }:a up every, peuny, excepting my expenses—I mean
ine ntfi my expenses. Yaroch!”

“ Trimble . exclaimed the astounded Homnsemaster,

“Qh, ne, sit, I—I'm not: Trimble, and those chaps
ain’t Levison and Méllish. We're French girls, sir, and
—and we can’t speak English!”
 “MHa, La, ha!” s ,
 “Gilence! Trimble, Levicon, Mellish, what does this
ridiculons masguerade mean?” demanded the House-
master sternlf'. : )

.Levison pulled himself together. His heart was black
with rage, but there wus danger of expulaion looming:
before him, and he had need of all his wits.

“ Tf—if you please, sir——" he stammered,

“Tt wae Levison’s idea,” whined Mellish. “I—I never
meant——:"

“Yevison, explain yourself at oncel”

“Clertainly, sir.” The rascal of the Fourth was guite
cool now. “It was my idea, sir, to bold a Flag Day in
aid of the—the French. So we got ourselves up as
French girls, sir. As it was a very good cause, we—we
felt that it would be all right.”

“And._you intended to forward all the moneg %;m
dollected to the proper quarter, Levison?? asked Mr,
Railton, with a very searching glance at Levizou's made-
up face.. -

- “Qertainly, gir,” said Levison promptly. “T hope I

2 Oniy a joke.

.am honest.”

Mr. Railton coughed. ,

“I hope 80, Tevison. I will take rour word for it, as
. T should be very eorry to think that a St. Jim’s boy could
be guilty of the detéstable dishonesty of keeping money
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collected for a charitable purpose. Understand, however,
that you are not allowed to ]i)n::y'auch trieks, and each of
you will take five huwidred lines. The morney you have’

" collected may be brought to my study, and I will see that

it is despatched to the proper quarter. You will be
expected to account for every farthing., Follow me!”
With feelings too deep for wui'ﬁs, Levisoa & ©o.
followed the Housemaster to his study. Flag Day b St.
Jim’s had begun and ended, and it was likely 15> be a

“ long time before Levison & Co. started another.

“Phe awfnl wascals!” said Arthur Auguvstws, with a
deep breath. “ They were goin’ to keep the tin, yor know
It’s howwid, but I am auag it is the case.” :

“Go hon!” grinned Blake, . . ;

“Y don’t think thére’ll be any more Flag {bays in a
hurry,” chuckled Lowther, “and, but for yiur Tncle
Monty, they’d have made a regular harvest. Gentlemen,
1 suggest a vote of thanks, with notes of admiration, to
Montague Lowther, my esteemed self!- Passel unani-
monely—good | Gentlemen, T thank youl!”. - .

- . . . - - . . H N

A couple of hours later, there was a merry tep-party
in Stndy No. 6—Cousin Ethel, and all the Co. The door
dgened to zeveal the fat and- insinuating coumijenance
o Baigy Trimble. The juniers stared &t him 4in
astonishment. It seemed incredible that even 'lrimble
nerve to present himwsul? again
in the study, but evidently he had.” Trimble “was astute
in his-way. He caleulated upon the presence of Tousin
Ethel to save him from the order of the boot.. :

“Tea ready, old fellows?’ he said cheerfully. Al
right. Sorry I'm a bit late. Mind if T take yows chair,
Blake—thanks! Pase the cake, Figgins. For gosduness’
sake, don’t scoff all that cake, Fatty Wynn.” 2

Arthur Augustus rose, and picke up the polrer. : ’

“ Ethel, will you excuse me if I'bwain Twimble v yovr
pwesence?” he asked. - - b

Cousin Ethel launghed.

“ Certainly |” she said. - :

Trimble did not sta%r to be brained. Iy vstute
caleulations were evidently off-side. He made one jump
into the passage as Arthur Augustus flourished the poker,
and that merry tea-party went on without the assis*ance
of the rank outsider, who was Barred by the Sludy. '

JFHE EXD.

KING’S
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) TUNDPER THE DOCTOR.
Tady of the House: “What caused.you fo become a
tramp?”’ - - - F g s o X
Ragged Alfred: “The family physician, mum. He
ddvised me to take long walks after my meals, and I've Dbeen
walking after them ever since.’- Sent in by John Fexth,
Sheffield. g

) MAKING AN IMPRESSION. .

Ehe youilg lawver had opened a pew office, and the paint
was scarcely dry. A step was heard outside, and preaently
a man’s frame was silhouetted agaipst the ground-glass of
the -door. ' ; -

Hassily the legal fledgling stepped to the brand-new tele-
phone, and, taking down the receiver, gave every appearance
of being engaged with an important business conversation.

. % Yes, Mr. i.," hio was saying as the man entered; iyl
attend to that corporation business for you, although I'm
very rus‘fxed with cases just now.” Then follov'ved a slight
pause, after which he continued: *¥cs, yea; I 11 attend to
that. -Good-bya !’

. Hanging up the receiver,- the young man then tarned to
hig, visitor, having,:as he thought, duly impressed him.

“*Fxouse me, Mr. Young,” said the caller, ' but I've come

from the -telophone company, and havo been sent to connect

up;your instrument.”—Sent.in: by W. Rogersen, Carlisle.
A MISFIT! e
Money was none too plentiful in the Jiggins' houschold. so

Jimmy, the son and heir, was genorally garbed in the

clothes that onge belonged to his father. .

Jimmy didn’t exactly relish this arrapgement, as his
father stood over six feet high, and he himself was only
four and a half; while mother, who had to effect the trans-
formation of the garments, was but an indifferent tailovess.

One day Jimmy was found by his father fumbling and
grumbling about a waistcoat he had just taken over.

“-What's the matter now 1" growled Jiggins senior.

“Why, this here pocket ain't got a bottom to it!” mur-

mured Jimmy peevishly. 5 .

% Pocket.be hanged " exclaimed the {ather. ©That's a
buttonhole " —8ent in by J, Lowson, Thornaby-on-Tees.

WORTH ENGAGING.

Tito the offico of a.busingss man rushed a l-;right—-fucnd' )

youth.
waited, iy .
shaw signs of impatience.

Tor three minutes he

“‘Excuse me, siv,” ha said at E As the “GEM” Storyette Competition hass

proved so popular; it has been decided to ryn
this novel feature in conjunction with our
new Companion Paper,

THE BOYS' FRIEND, 1d,,
e Published every Monday, .

in'otdet to give more of our readers a chance
of winning one of our useful Money Prizes.

length. . “I'm in & hurry.”
*Well, what do you want?”
asked the business man, .
‘A job, sin.” 2 ;
“But wf]y the hurry ¥
‘ot to hurry,” replicd the
lad,” *Left school yesterday,
and haven’t struck enything
snifable yei. The only place %
where I can stay long is where
they pay. me for it.”

a von want?” g¥ 1€ you-know a really funn, .
e e ; int);restfng paragraph, send italong (on a post-
card) before you forget it, and address it to:
%‘HE .BOYS' FRIEND and GEM,
Gough House, Gough Square, Fleet Street, E.C. |
Look out for YOUR Prize Storyette In next
week's GEM or BOYS' FRIEND.

e " e e e " U e e s e e e e "™ C. Harvey, Cambridge.

HERALD,” 1> OUT TO-DAY! BUY IT AT ONCE!

“Nen shillings a. week for a
start.” : {
“ And when can you come " The Editor,
“Don’t need to come; I'm
here! Could have been at
work five minutes ago if you
had only said so.”—Sent in by
‘Sidney Morgaa, Canton, Car-

diff.
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P
. DIAMOND .CUT DIAMOXND,
It was Christmas Day, dnd the guests at a ceriain party
woge showing their prowess ab afterdinner tricks. Ono
trickster produced a pack of cards, and exclaimed:

“1 am willing to wager any amount-that I will cut the
ace of diamonds first time.” i

“Right " said an onlooker.
shilling 1

.Going to the kitchen, tho trickster borrowed a sharp knife
from the cook, and then returned, and cut the pack of cards
clean in half. ] :

“Thero!” he cried. * Hand over the shilling. The ace
of diamonds is cut at the first attempt !

f“No!" protested the man who had accepted the wager.
I removed ‘the ace of.diamonds
from the pack, and placed it in my pocket while you were
Iﬁorrowing the knife.”—8ent in by ‘Miss Amy Smith, Cleck-

eaton,

“1 take on the wager for a

PAT SCORES. "

An Irishman went to fetch a certain docior to his wifes
but as Par already owed him a big sum. the doctor at first
refused to attend. : :

“ Do come,” pleaded Pat; “and I will pay yeu this fime,
kill or cure!™ : i

8o tho doctor eventually decided o adminiater his help to
El;edmtient: but it proved of no-avail, and the poor woman

iod;

Pat, howeter, could not be persuaded to pay thie medico’s
account, and be ‘was, therefore, summoned before a

magistrate.

Addressing the doctor in. the court, Pat remarked:

“Didn’t T tell you I would pay, kill or cure?™.

“Yes,” admitted the dootor. .

“Did you cure her I’ was Pat’s next query.

“ No,'" said the doctor.

“Then did you kill her #* said Pat,

But the doctor was discreetly silent.-Seat in by B.. O.
Boen, North Shields.

AN EVERYDAY OCCURRENCE.

The man sat moody and silent. Although there was a
crowd of chattering, jovial people about him, he felt gloomy
and lonely. Suddenly he became conscious that she was near
himn—she for whom he waited and longed, Ha watched her
with -eager eyes. Would she stop and speak to him? Just

L ) : one word was all ko wanted.

One little word—*yes!"—and

he would be satisfied, -

Suspense and doubi were be-
coming too great to bo borue.

How he eraved for an oppot-

tunity to speak to her of his
; own_vearning wish!  Would

the sight of him bring remem-
brance, or had time wiped out
all recollection of him from her
mind? She was coming nearer

—nearcr ! Ah, she had passed !
- Mis heart sank in a sea of de-

spair. o

_ Then suddenly she was at his

side. Gently she hent over

him, her head meekly lowered,
“Yes,” she breathed faintly.
"His heart sang & song of
thanksgiving; his eyes shone.
“Apple-tart, please, misal™
he saidi—Sent in by Driver Al

joke, or a short,
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OUR GREAT SCHOOL SERIAL STORYJ

The Previous Instalmenis told how:i—

ETHEL CLEVELAND, a preity English gisl, and cousin
to ARTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARSY the swell of St. Jim’s,
goes to 8t.. Freda’s to continue her education,

On the first day .of her arrival at the school,
by the personality of DOLORES PELH h\fL a high-s

gpamsh escent.’ . Subsequently, Ethel saves

from disgrace, and the twe girls became firm friends,

D’Arey, in order to bnihtpn up matters for the girls at
8t. Freda's, arranges for them to have -a dormitor ‘feed.

The refreshments arrive in a large batbox, nddressed to
Fthel; and Milly Pratt,.a girl with o very healthy appetite,
on seemg the box, exclaims:

"Do let me look at your hat! .1 love new hatsi™

S{Now read on)

irited,
olores

Too Many Tarls,

Y began Ethel.

“Qh, do comc to the dorm and show it to us!™ said Milly.

Fthe& with a troubled brow,.carvied off the hatbox to the
_durnutou. She took it into_her own cubicle, and Dolly and
Milly followed her in, and the hatbox was sct upen a chair,
and Milly nnfastened the string. 4

“ What kmd ‘of hat is it?” Dolly Carew asked,

“©Oh, it isn’t a hat!” said Ethel desperately, at Iaet.

Do]ly stared. ~
" ll.sn t’a hat?"" she exclaxmef}

*You sce

“

“ But it’s labelled 2 hat.”
“1 can’y help that.”
. “But what s it, then?™
“’'m not.sure—jam-tarts, T tlnnk 3
Dolly Carew gave guite a jump, and Milly's hngsrs wnrked
faster than ever in unfastening the string. ~ Milly might like

new hais, like other girls, but jam-tarts toue}.\ed he: heart .

more nearly.

“Bat how does it happen that you're g’cttmg Jnm-tarte '

senit you im & hatbox?” exclaimed I)cilv Carvew; in amaze-
ment. “It's never huPpened to me.’

Tthel laughed rucfully.

:' %)tt’-ls from my Cousin Arthhr.”

“Fe has an_absurd idea that we er dm-m feeds, thc £21N0

-rs- they have acmrtlmes at Bt Jim's, and he's emugglivg these
things in to me.”
_*Phew!” 2 .
“My word 1. snid Mllh-
She dragged the lid off<the hox,
Great p‘fn of tarts, fresh and flaky and jammy, were inside,

wrapped iir tissue- papl.r, end the smell of them was really.

deliciaus,
Mllly Pratt’s eycs danced, .
“Oh, splendid 1”7 she exclaimed. “J wish Arthur were iy
cousin - What a splendid fellow, and what lovely tarts!”
“T wish he had not sent them.” said Ethel,
he trouble if Mlss Penfold sees them; and there are mdre
lhmgs coming.”
“Do you want to get 11(] of them'? 5 axker] \vlllly.
“Yes, m.d

vt “m THE KINES KHAKi!”
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“Then it’s perfectly easy. T’ 11 eat them for you ! ;
“Rely on Milly,” said Dolly Larew, lau, hmg. “She ’wﬂ.
eat anything for anybedy, Won’t you, Milly ¥’ -

Milly did not reply. Ter mouth was stopped with the B
of the jam-tarte. It ‘was surprising to-see how fast her ja
could work.

“My word, though, they*()k nice I safd Dolly. "‘I ﬁ
have one, -if 1 may *

Cousin Ethel nu:fded

“Certainly |” she said. * Have as faany as you lxke.

“Won't you have some yourself 1’

Ethel smiled, and tock. one.. The jam- t,arts welb VEOry
nice, and she took another. Dh]! managed four, and Mill
Pratt was alveady at hei rixth, and still going strong,

“They'd better bo put away out of sight s
Dolly suggested, regarding the box of tarts when
finished. The mass of pastry in the box did not seé
«ll diminished so far.

“Yes,” ﬂnd Ethel.

“Groe 1?

“Bear me, Milly !

where,

she bgm

to

“Where can T put them 37

Are you choking 1'% .
“You shoulds't eab so fasl‘» ’ said Dolly, thumpu‘lg M;n';

Pmrt on the hack, “There?! Ts that. better 27 i

“Ow!l No! Leave oﬁ‘ Yow |™
“You were choking.

“1 wasn't|” exclaimed Mill mdtgnanﬂy “T was onl
trying to speak, and my mouy wna full. T scratch you
¥ou_punch me in the back again!® -

“Now, don't be ungratetul, Milly—"

“Groo! I was going to say, Ethel, that you needn't troublﬁ
nhout puttm%atha tarts away, I'll ook afier fhem for you,
In fact, Milly will put them away for you,” said Do j

sarcastically. .
“ Certain v' said Milly uuauspnc:ously. “You leare theﬂ
to me, Ethel. T'll take proper carve of them

Doliv made a sudden movement.

“ Somebody’s coming |’ © -

Ythel started norvouaiy She hated {eelmg guilty, but sh@
could not help it now. reént consignment of tartsy
should be discovered in hm cublc e there would certainly bé
trouble:

The dormitory door was hesrd to open.

As all the. cubicles. were gpen at the end, one had only ¢

* "walk down the dormitory to see into each one; so if the pews

comer came along, the three girls and the hathox could nek

_fail to be discovered in Ethel's cubicle.

Eithel stepped % uickly out of the cubicle, maku—g a sign M
Dolly to get the box out of sight.

Dolly grasped it and pushed it under the bed. But Milly
Pratt’s jammy mouth and smc‘l{y fingers remained t.a betray
ihem 1f they .were scen.

A irim maidservant had come into the doumtmy. Bhe
stopped as Ethel hastily advanced towards her,

“Mrs. Filby wants to see you, miss,” she cmd

“ Mrs. Filby?™”

“Yes, miss. - There's a pavcel come for you.”

Ethel’s heart sank. '

It was evidently the socond of Arthur Augusius B’ Al‘(‘y ]
eonsngn.ments

But she nodded calmly, ar-d took her way. with as tmnquﬂ
a facc s she could. mmtea to the housckeeper’s room.
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Tl : % Soapl ™ 4

< Miss (laveland, there is a parcel here for you ! said Mus.

Filby, as Cousin Ethel came in; and titere was a very curious

cxpression upon the housekeeper’s face. “Weve you expect-

mg any soap?” & -
“Boap?” said Lthel.

B 1 YQS-”
¢ Ig—~is it here?” , o
“Theyn is a large parcel for you, labelled © Soap.” ¥ said

Mrs. Filby, indicating a huge package. “If weighs a great

deal, and it was quitc a trouble to the man to carry it in.

What ever possessed you fo order such a quantity of soap,

Miss Cleveland?” 1
Cousin Ethel did not reply. - ‘
She gazed at the huge ackage. It was evidently m case

wrapped on the outside wiih brown paper, and she judged

it Lo contain tbe ginger-beer. - 2
Arthar . Augastus D’Arcy lad not done things by halves.

When the swell of 8t Jin's was megnificent, he was mag-

nificels!n_i‘., and on this occasion he had expended his fiver quite

royally. - ; S T )

“"Rut what Covsin Ethel was 6 do with the gidgcr-beer she

did not know. T )

he could sce, too, that Mrs. Filby was very curious,

Afior a hatbox delivered in a confectioner’s vau, the arrival

of o great consignment of soap wus naturally prore surprising

than it would otherwise have been. And Arthur Augustus

had really not been happy in his selection of labels. ~Soap

was not 3 thing that a girl at St. Freda's would be likely to

order by the half‘hundredweight. . . s owow :

~#1he school provides soap for the girls.” went on Mrs.
ilb_g kindly. “Of course, us you are u new girl, you might
mt have known.” ;

Iﬁthel naodded. )

: v s
YBut, in any case, what could you want with so much
sap as this?” went on Mrs. Fiby., “My dear child, there
ihust be enough there to last thevwhole school for & month!”
i1t was very thoughtless,” said Dchel.
“Yes, indeed. ‘Why did you order, it?"”
& Tt—iv was ordered for 1ne,” said Lithel

=4 @h, a mistake, I suppose?” i

1+ *Yos, indeed, & very great mistake.?- :
“tThen it can be sent back,” said Mrs, Filby, “If it is a

- -thistake, it would bo ebsurd for you to pay for a greay lieap

&f soap you do not want.”-~ v gt B

~41t is already paid for,” said Fthel hastily. :
¢ Oh, that aliers-the case, of vourse. But it-will be useless

to you,” said Mrs. Filby, 1 huad better have it laced in
the housekeeping stores, and Miss Penfold will allew you

-

t was really the most natuesl suggestion to make, and it
_ #ds kind and considerato of Mus. i‘llby to suggeat it; but
it was not exactly what Ethel wanted.
@he could imagine the look upon Miss Penfold's fuce when
box sas-opened, and- instead of packets of soap, bottles
of ginger-beer came into view. ‘
At all costs this Dox rhust be gol away from the’ house-
keeper's room unopened. But liow? Hthel certainly could
yet carcy ib; she could not even lift it from the Hoor.
4 Thank you very much, Mrs. Filby—" she began.
o “Not at all, my dear child.. You may leave the box here,
and I will spesk to Miss Tenfold abont it,”” said the house-

oper.

“Thank: you, hut—~but I would rather take the box, if you
don’t mind,” said Cousin Ethel, flushing a littie.

Mys. Filby regarded her in astonishment. -

- “But, my dear child, the soap will be useless to you!"
she exclaimed. - “"Phere must be between a quarter and a
half hﬂndt’,edwe'ight of it!” TN

“Yes, bui—--" .

“Vou had better let me usé it, os I said, and Miss Penfold
will retuin gou the money for it,” snid Mrs. Filby.

. “But 1 did not pay, mysclf.”
i “You can retura the money to tho person who did pay,
of coutse, if you wish,” said Mys. Filby, with a smile.

. Tithel felt almost cornered.

“But—but T would rather
room,” she said. :

“My dear child—-"

¢ think I had better take it.” .

“.Oh,. very well?”’ said Mrs. Filby. “li iz extraordinary,
but you may certainly have the packet if you like. I will
call the porter.” . i

“'Phank you so much, dear Mrs, Fitbyi”

The school borter was called in.

The old corporal looked 1
4t was used to obeying orders without making remarks. He
shoulderad: the box; and marched off with it, followed by
Oousin Ethel, who was_only too relieved to get, the thing
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have the packet taken to my

at the package in surprise; but -

out of the housckecper's room without any moxe questionsy
being askoed.” - . %

_“Where shall T take it, miss?” asked the corporal, alier a
minute. ' )

Milly Feels Bad,

“To my room, please,” said Etbel, hesitating; and then it )

occurred to her that her room was by no means a suitable
place. Tho big' box would hardly be hidden in the little
cubigle, and it would surely attract general attention if the
porter carried it there. ;

- “Warry well, miss.”

“No, don't take it there,” said Lthel hastily
to the—the wood-shed.” |

“Yes, miss.” . 2

¢ And—and hurry, please.”

“Yes, miss.” ’

Corporal Brick changed his direction, and bora the parcel
away in the direction of the wood-shed. Tt was the best
placa Ethel could think' of for depositing the box. :

Some trees interposed now between the corporal and the
house, and shut him off from view ??pm the windows.

Ly B{e:ss" us!” exclaimed Claire Pomfret, meeting thes.
“What is that, Ethel?” =R :

“Omly a—a box,” said Lthel,

“But what is in it?”

“(Oh, things!™
_“Which it's sonp,” said- Corporal Brick,

it is ¥ .
1" shricked Claire.

#Yds, miss.”

#0h, dear! Ethel, what-—-"

But Ethel could not. explain, They passcd on with the
box, leaving Claire staring. ’

- The corporal bore the box into the wood-shed at last, and
dumped it down. -

- There was a sound from within, and the corporal started.

“Which it sounds more like stone bortles than sosp,™ he
remaiked. . )

“Thank you so much!” said Ethel.

“Not at all, miss. That ain't the 'caviest weight Tve
aurried, by many a one, L remember when 1 wus in South
Africa with them Bores—" :

““And_ please accepi this sixpence.” said Ethel, who was
not_anxions just then to hear the African reminiscences.

“Thank you kindly, miss.”

The ecorporal retired. - :

Cousin Kthol threw a number of faggots on the box. in
conceal it for™ the pregent, at least, and then, with  a
heightened colour, she left the wood-shed. .

As she returned to the garden to seek Dolorss sia
encountered . Milly Pratt. Miﬁy was looking very whita, and
her face and hands were sticky.

She fazed_at. FEthel with a lack-luskre eye.

Eihel looked alarmed.

“What is the matter, Milly?” she exclaimed.

“And Ceavy

“N-n-nothing,”’ muttered Milly.

“But you look ill.”

«J—J am feeling a little—litile queer.” - B

“Oh,_dear, it was the tarts!” exclaimed Eihel, witde reul
coneern. :

Milly shook her head feebly. .

“Nino, it wasn'b that,” she murmured, *I1—1 dida'e eat
mora than nineteen.” - :

thel stared at her, aghast.

“Nineteen !” she ejaculated. )

~ “Well, not more than twenty, at the most.”.

- “You—you silly little bhini!” said Wthel. *Vou aust be

Teeling droadfully ill. You should not have done it.”
~41—1 shall feel all right presently,” mumbled Miliy,
“1.1lea%¥e me alone for a little while.”

She sank down upon a seat.

“T am so soery!” said Ethel.

STty all r-x-rvight.” :

Etliel went on into tho garden.
Iiolores, howover, a voice was heard ealling,
Brick came lpuﬁing up.

“¥f you please, miss—" .

“Yea?? gaid Kthel. “What i it?” .

Sho looked quickly and anxiously. at the old soldier. Tha
corporal’s manncr made her think for a moment that the
puckeg in the wood-shed had been unearthed. But it was
not that. v

“1f you please, miss, Mrs, Filby——"

“YVeg?” said Iithel. -

“Mys. Filby says as how
miss,” said the corporal. “A werry largo
miss. o :

(lousin Eikel stood speechless for a motaent.

“Pooks?” she said at last.

Bofore sha reached
and Clorporal

there's another parcel for you,
parcél of books,

1% OUT TO-DAYY BUY IT AT ONCE!

“Take it



h

. or newspapers?’

_‘mupst contain thé caké sent bf
fee!

. Every Wednesday.

g det .

, dear!” . o o
#Which jf yowll come to Mrs, Filby's, misg—-?
“Ves, ’I] gome ab once,” said Cousin’ Ethel.

And she went.”

. More Parcels for Ethel. ;
“ Another parcel for you, Miss Cleveland,” said Mrs.
ilby. “You are getting quite a large number of percels
to-day.”
“Yes, indeed,” said poor Ethel.
“Books this time,” said Mrs. Tilby.
“Where is the parcel, please?” "
“Here it ia.” .
Cousin Ethel locked nt_the parcel. 1t was qu.gped in
thick brown paper, and tied with string, and labelled - Books,
With Care.” o .
The parcel was a large one,

but quite easy for Cousin

’ Ethel to carry. It weighed only about five or six pounds.

“1 suppose th(;y.are school books,” said Mrs. Filby.
“ &chool books?” repeated Ethel.
“YVes. Other books the young ladies are not_allowed to

have without Miss Penfold seeing them,” said Mis. Fxlby.

“The same with newspapers. There was a young:lady ’ere
once who used to read the serial story in a penny newspaper,

“and thero was great trouble when Miss Penfold discovered

MR
“Indeed!” said Lthel.
“Yes, indeed, Miss Cleveland.
opergﬁg the parcel ‘ere—"'
“Oh 1"

“Qr giving me your word that it does not contain any
books of that sort,” said Mrs. Filby—"no six-shilling novels

Perhaps you wouldn't mind

“Qh, certainly I” said Ethel. “1I assure you that it does
not contain anything of the kind, Mrs. Filby.”

" “Then you tay take the parcel,” said he housckeeper.
“Thank you.” - : ) ,
Cougin Ez!ml left the houscheeper’s room with the parcel
in her hand. From its bulk and weight, she knew- that it
’ her Cousin Arthur.

exasperated.

Tthel was beginning-to

It was veally too bad.

"+ Jf the parcels continued to arrive there was certain to be

. the dormitary with the parcel.

- “0Oh,

comment and inquiry sooner or later, and then the whole

t 1d come to light.
e w\?f 1* gaid Dolly Corew, as Cousin Ethel went towards
nitas . “How awfully studious we

arel”?

... Cousin Eth-et laughed.
: ¢, " Poor Milly is

quite i1, wer
gorged the tarts m the greediest way, and
ently.” =2 _
__prﬁal mg very sorry for that,” said Ethel. i
“4Qh, it will be a lesson to hert? said Dolly. “Don’t worry
about Milly. But what are you doing with all those books?
“I'm ing the parcel to my cubicle.” -
“ Anything interesting to read?” )
.nel®. 3 .
g “You don’t mean to say they're dry schoo! books?”? )
“Well, no.”

t Dolly cheerfully. “8he
i ot g she will be ill

.. “Then what are they?” asked the Eersistcnt Dolly.

“Well, as & matter of fact, it’s a cake,” said Cousin Ethel.
“Tt’s another gift from my absurd cousin.”
‘“Ha, ha, ha!” G
“T4 is growing to be a great bother.”
Dolly Carew laughed heartily.
“Are there any more things
“Yes, 1 think )
“Qh, dear!” What fint” - . .
"I{l wi{)l not bo fun if Mies Penfold finds it out.
Do) ecarne grave. y " o .
Ly Noyi yow're fight there,” she said. “Kecp it _dark!

to come?” she asked.
80,” = 2

L Quiet !}

the corner, . y
Enid looked very suspiciously at the two, and at the parcel
in° Ethel’s hand.” She lingered for' a moment, and then

.. passed on slowly.

eurious und very su

It was evident that the Paul Py of St. Freda’s was very
icious. . . )

“Do you think she heard you?” asked Couvsin Ethe
uneasily. ] ) . T
1 don't kmow.”
E 'BBI?;“[%G ;hgi] ‘miﬁhtz—,"
. Dolly shio er head. . . X :

“Oh, no;g cvén Enid Craven would not sneak to the
mistresses,” she. paid..” “Even Enid . would sb_op,shurt of

that.”
“Well, I hope so,”

said Eihel,
e

R
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" keeper’s room again.

: uxsramdinary. >
¢

_Bhe made a a;gﬁ for silence as Enfd Craven came round

" ““'Why have you had sweets sen} ' you

S nhne s 0w T e wd e : i LHE | LIBRAR] No. 41
IN THE KING'S- KHAKII™ - A Mamiein e, SRk &ilerbas o

2%

- Bhe carried the parcel into.her cubicle, and opened it.
There was o huge plum-cake in the box. —~Ethel, half
laughinﬁf and half exasperated, wrapped it in t-hec?a jer and
placed It in her trunk, putting it under some clothes’ for
safety. 'Then she carried away the box it come in to' a
box-room, and deposited it among some lumber. © -

Somewhat yelieved in her mind at haviu%' disposed of the
body, so to speak, the girl went down into the garden’ again.
But her troubles were not at an end... A maid with ‘a
smiling face met-her on the path, with an announcement
that a congignment of ink had arrived for her by van, and
that it was waiting for her in the housekeeper’s room.

“Ink?” gpaid Ethel,

“Yes, miss,”

“Very well; T will come,™ :

Poor Ethel hardly dared to show. herself in the. house:

But there was no help for it—she
must gio. . : . .
d_As she entered, the sound of a calm voice struck her with
ismay. :

Miss Penfold, the headmistress of St. Treda’s, was in tho
room, speaking to Mrs. Filby. Ethe!l drew back; but it was
too late. w
. “Come in, my dear !” sajd Miss Penfold, with a smile and
a nod to Cousinn Ethel. *“ Come in, Ethel!”

“J—I came for a parcel,” said Ethel, blushing, 'a5 she
entered. 5 .

“Yes. Is there a parcel for Ethel Cleveland, Mrs. Filby??
- Murs. Filby gave a slight sniff. :

“There seems to be nothing else this afternoon, ma’am,”

he said, “what with hats, and soap, and books, and suchl
es, here’s the ink!” -

“Tok?” ejaculated Miss Penfold.

“Yes, ma'am.” 1

Mys, Filby pushed forward a large hrown-paper parcel.

Miss Penfold looked at it in amazément.

It was labelled “Ink,” but it did not bear the remotisé
resemblance to the shape of an ink-boktle. : .

“Dear me!” said Miss Penfold. “Have you been ordering
a large quantity of ink, Ethel?” -

. bf—uo 1" stammered Ethel. s

“There must be a large -quantity here—at least a gallon
jar,” said the headmistress of St Freda’s. ~“It is vory

May I take it, please!” said Ethel timidly. = . -

“Btay a moment. If you did not order a quantity of ink,
there must be some mistake,” said Miss Penfold, with a
puzzled-look. “Tt.cannot be for you.”

**Misg Cleveland’s name is written on it, ma’am,” said
Mrs, Filby. - - . . <

“Yes, but there must be some mistake, as Fthel has not -
ordered the ink. Indeed, what use should a gallon or more
of ink be to a girl? You had better open the parcel heve,
Ethel, and let me see whas it contains.”

Ethel's heart sank. . :

" But there was no help for it; and with unsteady fingers
she began to remove the cord from the parcel,
. Miss Penfold watched her quietly. The headmistress of
St. Freda's was not suspicious. She was surprised; bus she
thought .that some mistake had been made, which could be
rectificd when the parcel was opened, :

Ethel’s- fingers worked slowly. .

She knew that as scon as the wrappings were undone
boxes of sweets would be revealed, which it was against the
rules for the girls to smugilgla into St. Freda's. Rt
- She was ho) 'iﬂ% nla(gaimt opé that something wounld happen
to call Miss Pen away before the contents of the packet
were finally revealed. - s

But nothing happened.

‘Do you find the knots dificult, Ethel?” said VMisa Penfcid.
“Mrs. Filby will lend you a pair of scissors.” -
. “Here they are, miss,” said Mrs, Filby. .

“Thank you,” stammered Ethel.
Bhe cut. the string desperately.
now. - She threw open tg
large cardboard boxés.
" One of them ‘was labelled “Chocolates,” and the other
“ Mixed.” . 7
Miss Penfold looked at them, and her eyes. scemed to grow
large and round with amazement. She signed to Ethel te
open the boxes. W
. The gixl obeyed. . u s
“Bweets!” - cjaculated Mrs. Filby. - “Bless my soul!?
Miss Penfold looked at Ethiel:  The girl wis silent, with
crimson cheeks, )

} fere was no help for it
e brown paper, and disclosed two

- “ % Very Cautious!
““Dear ‘me!” said Miss Penfold *This

ear 2 fs not—er—ink I
“Nnd!” starmered. Ethel. PR
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asked Miss Penfold quietly. * You must know that it i3 not
right to have things smunggled into St. Freda's in this way.
You are allowed to make purchases to a ceriain exient at
the school shop, but anything of this sort is guite forbidden.”

“I—I know,” stammered Ethel. e

Miss Penfold’s facc-grew. very severe. '

“Biit' you have dene. it, all the same, Ethel.”

CButo

* Please explain.” 3 : i

S It—it was not I who ordered these things,” said Ethel,
sécing. that the whole story must come ont mow. *‘They
were sént t¢ me.”” - - - ey £ -

“0Oh, I sec! Without yeur knowledge, Ethel? 'That alters
the caso completely, of convse.”- .

“Without my knowledge -at the time they were ordered,
certainly,” said Tthel. 1 was told they were coming, that
i3 ‘gﬂ,hw;:fmn it was too late to stop them.” '

“They were sent in kindness, but very - thoughtlessly,”
said Etiel. *I-did not know what to do when I heard they
were being sent, There were other things, too—ginger-beer
and cake.” L5 : : ’

“ And who sent them?”

Eihel was silent, )

“You gee, Iithel, this is really a smuggling trick, and il a
relation of yours has been so foolish as to smuggle things to
you here, if- amounts to sctting all authority - at-defiance,”
said the Head of St. Freda’s, T must write to the person,
whoever it is, and point out-that this cannot be continued.”

“It is a boy, l\ﬁ:s Penfold,” said Fthel, scurlet. * He—
Lie imagines that things can be done here the same as in a
boys school. But he mesnt no harm, Miss Penfold.”

The Head's face broke into a smile. ’ :

“Ah, T think I can guess what boy, loo? Your
Arthur?”?

“Ves,” kaid Ethel, hanging her head.

Cousin

“Thé lad I saw in the train the day you came to St

Freda's, who- recommended youw, if I remember righily, to
pui rats in my hatbox if I should not meet with your
approval as a headmistress?” said Miss Penfold.

“ Ye-e-es.”

“Weil, I am sure the lad had no intention of being dis-
respectful to me, either in that case or in this.” said Aiss
Tenfold. I shall not take any notice of the matier, Ethel;
but you must write to him and tell him thaf there must be
g of the sort again. ©Of, if you are seting him soon,
you rhay tell him.™ A

“Thank you so much, Miss Penfold!™

““Not at all.” ’ .

“ And ihe—the swoets!” said Ethel hesitatingly. “Shall I
lcave thiem here?” :

“They most be confiscated,” said Miss Penfold, with a
nod. *“You may leave them here, Ethel.”

* Yes, Miss Penfold.”

And Ethel, glad to cscape so cheaply,
Lkeeper’s room,

Dolores met her in the passage.

“What is the matter?” she asked, noticing Ethel's flushed
cheeks.

-Consin Lthel explained.

Dolores taughed softly.

“The ridiculous boy!” she exclaiimed “But he has a
kind heart, Ethel. I like your cousin very much.”

“He has a very kind heart,” said Ithel. “Bnt he will
gei me into trouble here if he is not move careful. 1 shall
write to him.”

“No need to do that—yon ean see him.”

“How do you mean, Dolores?” -

“ Look ! E

Delores unelosed her hand and showed a stone with a noto
tied vound it. “Miss Ethel Cleveland 7 was scrawled on the
outside in_pencil, ' _ .

Cousin Ethel looked at it in amazement.

“ Where did you geb that, Dolores?” she asked.

o It., was pitched over the wall into the garden from the

rcad,

Tthel looked distressed.

“Qhb, dear! The foolish fellow!”

“He iz very mystecious,” agreed Dolores.
ook for you, when I picked it up. It is fortunate that Miss
Tyrrell did not find it. She might have imagined that you
wore. receiving messages from a boy outside tge school.”

" Ethel looke% startled.

“SQurely none of the girls of St. Freda's do anything like
that, Dolores?” . .

Dolores gave a curious laugh.

“This is your first boarding-schaol,-Tthel, isn't it?™

“Yog” rei
) "1‘!;\”911,' there is a great deal for you to learn, then, that
is a

left the house-

‘,"E;ub, 'Dolores—-—’L
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“1 came to

“Read your note,” interrupted the Spanish givl, changing
the subject. *It moans that Arthur wishes to see you, no
doubt, and if you do not come, he may throw over another
message,” * .

Y 0h, dear!” . ' - -

In tho guadrangle, Cousin ‘Ethel unwrapped the paper from
the stone and e(%n-ead it out, and read the message scribbled

- on the inner side. = - B -

“Am waiting hf the side gate,~~ARTHUR.M.

“Tho foolish fellow!” -

Doleres’ cyes sparkled.

“What fur!” she cxclaimed.

D’Arcy is Surprised.

¢ Miss Penfold would be angry if she knew,” said Ethel

“Bother Miss Penfold” said Dolores recklessly.

Ethel looked really shocked, as she felt

“Oh, Dolores!” .

_“Oh, it's fun!” said the Spanish girl impatienily.
tired of doing exactly as I'm told, and saying, * Yes,
Penfold,’ and ¢ No, Miss Penfold” Bother!”

My dear Dolores—" .

Dolores placed a ‘pretty little hand over Fthel’s mouth.

“No, 1 won't be lectured this afternoon!” she exclaimed.
& I“Eig us go ,nnd sce Arthur. I am dying to see somebody!”.

But :

“Take moe with you, Ethel,

“0h, very welll” :

Ethel's tone was not o gracious ag usual; but Dolores did
not appear to observe it. .

The two girls made their way to the side gate—a postern
that was used, as a rule, only by the mistresses. It was half
hidden by the masses of ivy that grew on the walla, The -
gate was not barred, and it was too high to see over. Bus’
as the girls came up to it. the sound of their footsteps
probably reached the ears of somieone waiting on the other
side, for a pair of hands appeared Letween the apikes on the
top of the gate, and a face rose into view, surmounted by &

“Tm
Miss

I'm bered to extinction!”

sitk hat, .

It was the face of the swell of St Jim's.

“Bai Jove!” said D’Arcy, . )

He let go with his right” hand to raise his hat. but he did
not seem equal to the strain of supporting his weight, for
he suddenly disappeared.

Dolores laughed softly. .

Tn a few imoments, however, the hands were scen on the
top of the gate again, and Arthur- Augustus looked cover
with a Aushed face. : i

“Jollay glad to sce you!” he cxclaimed. “And rou, tso,
Miss Pelham! Did you find eithah of my notes?”

“Eithe!" exclaimed Ethel

“Yaas, wathah!” .

“1 found onec,” said Dolores.

“You did not throw any othera?”
dismay.

Arthur Augustus nodded.

“Yaas, wathah! You see, T thwew ovah one, and waited
g bit, and then thwew ovah the cthah, in a diffewent place. -
Then 1 waited here. If you hadn’t come soon, I was goin'
to thwow ovah anothah.”

“0h, Arthur, you silly fellow!”

“ Weally, Ethel—-"

“Someons else will ind the other note, and it may fall
into my Form-mistress’s hands!” Ethel oxclaimed, in
digtress,

D’Arey's face fell. :

“Bai Jove! I povah thought of that, you know.”

“Vou would not,” agreed Dolores. “But it is all right.
1t is great fun! Miss Penfold has discovered the sweets you
seat 1n.”

“Gweat Seoti!” . ;

¢ And Ethel has had a lecture—haven't you, Tthel??

“Pai Jove! That's wotten!” 4

«Tt was all right,” said Ethel. *Miss Penfold was very
kind. Sho realised that it was a ridiculous' couszin of mine
who was to blame.” -

“(Oh, weally, Ethel—" g *

“1 am very angry with you, Asthur! You must never,
never do such a thing agam!” Cousin Ethel exclaimed.

¢ But, my deah gal—" |

# Hush " exclaimed Dolores,

\Weally, Miss Pelham—-"

“Hush! Somecone is coming!”

“Bai Jovel” : )

There were footsteps behind the shrubbery near the gate,
Arthur - Avgustus dropped. out of .Elfh.t- in & moment, and
Clousin Ithél and Dolores turned to face the new-comer.

£ QUT TO-DAY! BUY 1T AT ONCE!

cxclaimed Ethel, in

suddenly holding up her hand,



2 it

Every Wednesday.

Caught! iy
Enid Craven came down the garden-path, with a keen,
suspicious look upon her face: . :
She glanced inquitingly at Cousin Ethel.

Dolores was perfectly cool, and showed no:sign of being:

disturbed in -any way; but there was a_blush on Ethel's
cheeks. Bhe hated being put into a position of kecping a
socret and miking concealments. :

But there was no help for it now. :

Enid Craven halted.

“T thought I heard someone talking here,” she said.”

“We were talking,” said Dolores, )

“Wasn't there anybody else?” asked Enid.

Cousin Ethel was silent. .

“Why should you think there was anybody else?” asked
Dolores coldly. )

>~ Enid’s narrow eyes glittered. .

“1 believe there was!” she exclaimed. .

To that the only reply of Dolores was a shrug of the
ghoulders. . -

Y believe I-heard a boy’s voice,” said Enid,

No reply.
“Will you tell mei”
Silence. . . )
“Miss Penfold would have some__thin% to say if she knew
that you were meeting boys in secret, Ethel.”
Ethel flushed scarlet. -
“How dare you say that!” she exclaimed.
“Jsn’t it-true?” Co
“You hare spied upon us!”. said Dolores contemptuously.
-#Then you know that there is no harm in what Ethel 1s

oing." .

"ngnow there is a boy here somewhere,” said Enid, with
a suspicious glance among the shrubberies, “1 know—"

“Bai Jove!” .

Enid Craven started as a handsome face, adorned with an
eyeglass, rose into view over the top of the gate.

She stared blankly at the  aristoeratic countenance of
‘Arthur Augustus D’Arey.. . . ; :

The swell of 8t. Jim's contrived this time to bang on to
the gate with his lefs hand while he raised his silk topper
with his right. “Practice makes perfect. - et

“Pway do not misundahstand the posish, my dear young
lady I he exclaimed. - “I am Ethel's cousin, and am meetin
her by my own ordak. Ethel had no choice in the mattal,
aa I diwected her as her eldah.” :

Ethel smiled. i

“Oh, it is D’Amg!” said Enid.

" Yaas, wathah! .

“Miss Penfold would not allow Ethel to meet anybody in
gecret, even her cousin,” said Enid spitefully.

“The fault is entiahly mine,” said Arthur Auvgustus
D'Arcy.  “Pway do not misundahstand the matrah, you
koow. I have been so jollay cautious, that 1 wondah vewy
much how you came to know antthin’ about the matiah.’

Enid laughed. .

«7 found a note,” she said. %

“Bai Jove! She's found the othah note, Ethel!” D'Arcy
Tooked puzzled. *But the note was addwessed ta Ethel.”

4 Ves, I know that,” : s i

“Then how could you possibly know what was inside i7"
aslred Avthur Augustus, looking very puzzled indeed.

Enid turned red, and Dolores burst inte a_laugh. It
evidently did ot oceur to Arthur Augustus D’Arcy that

anybody could be mean eneugh to open and read a letter

addressed to another person.
“Jt is vewy wemarkable!”
4T read the note!” said Enid angrily. -
“Gweat Seott! But it was addwessed to Bthell!”
D’Avcy’s astonishment was more cutting than any blame
could have been. Enid’s face was crimson.
and Dolorcs a bitter, furious look, and turned away and
dizappeared through the shrubberies. .
Dolores laughed lightly. . T
“8he had w%mt,sha deserved I” the Spanish girl said. “You
are really a hard hitter, Arthur.” : ©a
D’Arvcy looked amazed.
“I? A 1(11511-%1l higah'zi] ]l‘%iai Jovel”
“VYoes, indeed. Ha, ha .
« ¥ou must go now", Arthur,” said Ethel hurriedly. “ Enid
will' tell about this,  And perhaps my Form-mistress will
eofme here.” -

D*Arey_obscrved.
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She pave Ethel.
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4 Baj Jove, that ‘would be wotten ! o g

“Run away at once. I am very much obliged to you for
your gqod imtentions, Arthur, but I must ask you never,

" never to do anything of -the sort again.”

“Weally, Ethel—""

“ And now do run away!”

(IBut E2} E b

“Lose no time, Arthur!™

‘The swell .of 8t. Jim’s shool his head decidedly.

“You arve quite wong, deah gal. ¥ou think that that
young person will tell your Form-mistwess about -your
meetin’ me heah?”

“She will contrive to let Miss Tyrrell know, ai all events.”

“Bai Jove! I should wag her, then! We ulways wag
tell-tales at St. Jim’s.” 4 :

“¥es; but go now.” ;

“There’s no huwwy, deah gal.” ! ;

“Yes; yes, yes—there is a hurry! Do go!® urged Ethel

“Not at _al]. You sec, if your Formi-mistress questions
}'Oltil vou will be in & jollay awkward posish. I had bettah

be heah to speak up for you.”

“Youl”

“Yaas, wathah! I shall have to explain te Miss Trwwell,
you know.”’

* Arthar—

“I assure you that I am quite wight-, deah gal, Yow can
always twust a fellah of tact and judgment, you know.”

o dear Apthur——"

“It’s all wight. I'm comin’ in!" '

And the swell of 8t. Jim's swung himself over the gate
with great agility. - ;

Ethel uttered a little ery of dismay.

. She was far from sbaring D’Arcy’s own unbounded faith
in his tact and judgment, and she was more than afraid that
his proposed explanation to the junior mistress of St.-Freda's
would only make matiers worse.

But it was too late to stop him now, .

Arthur Augustns was in-the garden. His silk hat had
rolled on the ground, but the swell of 8t. Jim’s recovered if,
and brushed it carefully with a cambric handkerchief, and
placed it on his head. *

Then he smiled at Eth¢] in a reassuring way.

“It's all wight, I asswe yo.™

“Really, Arthur——" . i

“Weally, Ethel—-" -

“You_loolish,  foolish fellow! - There will be troulle at
onee if Miss Penfold should find you in the grounds.”

“But I am going teo explain.”

“You are going to do nothing of the sort!” exclaimed
Ethel, while Dolores laughed. *It will only cause more
trouble.”

“Weslly, Ethel—"

#Vou must go away at once!”

*It's too late!” exclaimed Dolores, catching Eihel's arm.
“Here they comel” d

“Bai Jovel” . .

* Cousin Ethel pushed Arthur Augnstus into the shrubberr,
where a great bush of laurel hid him from sight.

“Stay there!” she whispered breathlessly.

“ Bug—" :

Ethel did not wait for Arthur Augustus D'Arcy’s “buts.’

Bhe ran across the path with Dolores and into the shrubs
tery on the other side. . -

A few moments later Miss Tyrrell and Enid Craven came
down to the gate.. Miss Tyrrell's face. wore an annoyed
expression. )

t was quite easy to see that she did not feel pleased at-
Enid’s conduct in telling tales to hexr, but, &t the same time,
che concidered it her duty to look into the matter. She
stopped near the gate and glanced round. -

“There is no one Lere!” she exclaimed. E

“There was. a fow minntes ago, Miss Tyrrell,” Enid said
tartly. “I suppose they have gone. There was a boy talicing
over the gate—one of the St. Jim’s boys.” '

“ Are you quite sure?” : 2

Miss Tyrrel’s tone implied a Iwking doubt of Enid's
veracity, and Enid felt it, and turned ved with angér.-

“Ves, I am quite sure.” : , :

Miss Tyrrell looked over the gate. She was tall cnough
to sec over it to the path beside the wall outside. There was
no one in sight. .

“There is no one here now, Enid.”-

“Then he has gone.” : 4

“ And yon are quite sure?” ¥ d

“¥es, Miss Tyrrell. I thought it my duly to tell you,”™
gaid Epid, “I know how wrong it is td reccive notes fromi
boys outside the school.” & e :

ther long ¥ of tir!s- splendid school
serial in next Wednesday's *“ Gem.’ Grder ycmilt
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John Rivers—alias Corporal Brown—has been wounded, and
_the Hend agrees to let him bhe nursed back to health at St.
-~ Jini's by Marie Rivers. Crooke, the cad of the Shell,

recognising in ““Corporal Brown” ‘the -one-time cracksman,
. vesolves to show him up, despite the fact that he has fought

and bled for his country. ‘The mattor is brought to the

_ mnotice of Colonel Ligndon, who, for reasons of his own,

chimpions the wounded warrior; who won undying honour
when o soldier 3

‘“IN THE KING'S KHAKI!"

‘ A RIPDLE FOR CLEVER READERS!
One of my many Welsh ‘chums writes to me as follows:

s B ; * (Hamorganshire,
«Dear Editor,—Some months ago T picked up a magazine
that had this old riddle-in it, supposed to have been invented
by an old bishop, who died beforo giving the answer.
bave often puzzled over if, and, possibly, if you can spare
some of vour valuable space in the * Gem ’ Library, some of

- yotw readers may be able to give me the answer.

*I remain, &
e W, : © A sincere reader,
e ’ “1. A B

Here is my chum’s riddle:

v o e .
. ®I'm the sweetest of voicei in orchestra heard,

And yet in an orchestra never have been. .

Tm & bird of bright plumage, and less like a bird
Nothing in Nature has ever been seen. :

Tovching earth I expire, in water I die,

In air I-lose life, yet I ewim and 18y, g &

Darkness destroys me; and light is'my death,

You can’t keep me alive save by stopping my breath.
1f my name can't be guessed by a boy ot a man,

By a girl or a woman it certainly can.”

Come along, boys! Put your heads together to fathom
this extraordinary riddle, and sead in your solutions as soon
a2 possible. e '

-

" 'A STUPENDOUS SENSATION!
The * Boys' Friend™ Comes of Age!

On Monday next our hoary and venerable companion paper,
the “Boys’ Friend,” will celebrate its twenty-first birthday,
and the occasion will be marked with a rved letter. It is

proposed to produce the

GREATEST PENNY BUMPER NUMBER ON RECORD,

and amongst thegaatribubors are euch old friends as Arthur

S. Hardy, Dunca srm, Maurice Kverard, Owen Conquest,

and Captain Patrick Carruthets. i )
There will be & grand coloured cover; but the groatest

e
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! ~ LIBRARY — ; ~ POPULAR -~ - = 427 = - :
= EVERY MONDAY § EVERY lf‘?JDAY‘.;-I EVERY SATURDAY.
" ForNext Wednesday: o a” . ~feature of all, which is alone well wouth the price of the entire
o e - ®IN THE KING'S KHAKI!" : paper 1 7 _
o By Martin Clifford. 7 MEGNIFICENT PRESENTATION PLATE,
 The popular’ “ Gem " autlior excels himself in next Wednes- : titled
day’s gmz}ld, '!nngh’;. c(_»fmp_]etetatory (:1'5 ‘T?: tJ’igﬂ:’ﬂ, whict‘; igtﬁo- 5 HOSkeH: )
duces - suc) ular favouri 4 Talbot, Maric an ohn T
. Risei's C:)h?:?eﬁ L ndopl, 'a';sd,ﬂ of course, thle inimitahle | *HIS. DEED FOR THE DAY !™ >
& Terrible Three. Disconcerting news comea to hand that -

Tt beboves every “Cemite” who is a lover -of sound.
wholesome reading matter to place an.order at once with
his newsagent for T

THE “BOYS’ FRIEND " BIRTHDAY NUMBER!

— e
-

A SOUTHSEA GIRL CHUM'S PREDPICAMENT,
Some_wecks ago. I inserted in the “Gem " Library a
kind offer irom Lilian B.. one of my staunch Bouthsea
readers, to send s copy of “The Boy Withoat a Name " to
“QOlive,” of Five Ways. Miss Lilian now informs me that

. Olive failed to write; instead, she was bombarded with

letters from: fellow-readers all over Great Britain.

“ As there were between twenty and thirty letters and
posteards, Mr. Tditor,” writes Lilian, ““you will agree that it~ 2
was impossible for me to answer them all. Will you please F
come to my rescue, and, through the medium of your Chat |
Page, convey my thanks to all who wrote, I should like to
acknowledge their kindness somehow, but to write to each
ono personally is e bit beyond me. -

“T must add that they were all very mice lotters, and
there were none from the Malj breed, who, by the way.
«atr't:"about the mosb contemptible set of cads I've ever heard
of!” . :

T feol sure that those “ (femites ”” who wrote to Miss Lilian
will understand the position, and I am ounly too plessed ta

_ “gcome to the rescue ” in the matter.

—

REPLIES IN BRIEF.

“ Satisfied  {Port Nafal).—Your cheery Christmas greetings
were highly appreciated. by Mr. Martin Clifford, Mr. Frank
Richards, and myself. I wish you the best of luck during the
present year. 2 »

Fred H. (Stoke Newington).—The replies to your questions
are sa follows: {1) Master ¥. Btephens refrained from giving
his full address. (2} The issues of the “Boys’ Friend” 3d.
lerari mentioned in your letter are now out of print.

T. Allan {Dundee}.—Many thanks for your letter and
Ioyaley! "~ .
“ five Newcastle Chums,”-—Your criticism is quite puerile.
You say that I’Arey could not possibly be bumped when he-=

possesses so many new suits, That’s all the more reason why

he should be bumped, as he can always get a change of

clothing.’ \ had

“1. de Ath" (Queen Annc's Gate, Loudon).—I was very
pleased to hear from you. Best wishes to your Gémite
brother.

W. V. ¢. (Near Bude, Cornwall).—You have the honour
of having written me the longest letter I have received for
many months. The answers to your queries ave: (1) Yes
Mont Blane played for the Grammarians in “School umi
Sport.” 1{2) More stories dealing with the character-men:
tioned will appear shortly. (3) Dick Brooke iz still at S&
Jim's. (4) Koumi Rao will -always bear the stamp of an

(Continued on pags lii of cover.)
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REPLIES IN BRIEF—continued. .

Tudian, and it will be impossible for him to shake off his old
babits, (5) It was impossible to give overy character a good
show.  (0) Lynn is still at St. Jim's, but as be is o chacacter
of minor importance, he is not given much of the limelight.
i) T am upable to tell you the fate of Gussy's cabbages.
8) The underground pussage in question is still in existence.
9) The St, Jim's vacation occurs at the same time as in other
schools.  (10) Although games at Sr. Jim's are more or Jess
compulsory, weaklings of the Skimpole type are excueed.
{11} Grundy's age venders it necessary for Dim ro be as high
wp as the 8helll  (12) 1Y Avey drove a car ab his own risk.
i13) If vour byrother is ignurant enough to suppose thas the
“Gem ® *blood-and-thander * paper, and refuses to read
it and give it a fair teial, there is norhing more to be eaid.
(14} The thecopenny books refrared to in your letter arve long
inee out of prine,  This is unfortunaie, as “The Pride of

chool.” by ITeney 8t John, was a magnilicens tale
ere, W. V. G.! I have answered all yonr quesitons w0
the bosh of my ability, and T hope thar in sending along
another bateh yon wili give yonr full address, so that Lanay
reply through the pos<i. " Space is valwable st Gem ™
Library, :

= Alys, Mery
appropriate
Conipaest, ane

Gr

* (Birmingham). - Very many thanks for
Mariin Clifford, Frank Richards,
roaper FRoward are all distiner
iCricklewoud), —~Glad you enjoy
?and *School and Sport.”
o der.” - T am afraid you waonld not ]
anthorised 5 ~fart a fund on the lines you mention. A speciul
Jieenee lins 1o be obtained. -

k Hilll.
I

1

.

- Thank veu very much indeed
i+ madvisable for the chavacter
ticn 1o undergo a complete reformarion,

F. T ANew Cross). Many thanks for your st
sonr eoniinned loyally o the conpanion papers.

(3, Marsden iUreenwichi-—We pevey acknowle
able storyertes,  Such a task would be both sy
iinpoasible, ’

Jaek M. Waree
intereating letfer,

Jo1L S (Birminghan)- Glad to Lear vou were stiees
forming the angi-Gemife.
tJobmuneshurgh— Your previcas letier must
i dont in wansin, The replics 10 your gnestions dre:
i t. Jiurs the Shell Form is eguivalent to the Grey-
frievs” Remove, 23 Tom Merry and Boby Cherty are both

firat-clasy boxers. and it wenld be upfaic fo <ay that oie

outelassed the other, 13) The ~chool tales in the ** Pen
- Pophlar ™ dedl with the early scheoldays of Tom Merry & Cu.,

‘hience Falbos dovs ot appear. g

Mex, CrawFord (Ayveshire). —Vou will have seen by this time

ey commenis coneerning the projected publication of “Tow

Alorry’s Weeklv,™  Storveries pot quite up 1o standard.  JTave

another go! .

Pheetor M. P, iGlasgow), - L will do my

wrirvance,  You had better consuly your

other matier You mention. .

= Moggi {Flighgarel. Tn reply to your herer, T shonhd

sav that the micest buy ar St Fim's was Tom Merry, the
hoy sott. the cloverest Dick Brooke, and the dullest
Alired Gran Of course, 1 am referring to ihe
s seerion of the school.  Manyg thanks for your good
which are cordially reciprocated by iy and stalf.
E. (Folham), —Your fumily has o lise ghting rocord,
and T congratulate vou. ar the same rtime irge thie
hope thar your brothers will eome thraugh v Cury
bost wishes !

Ao WL (Brixion Hill).—Many thanks for peinting out error.
1 hope you will long continue to vead aud enjoy the jolir
aled * Genn,” . .

James Robert Chamberlain, 30, Spink 1Iiil,
field, Derbyshive, is starting an amateur maga
anxious 1o enlist the ser of & sub-editor, an
sporrs editor, and a figl cditor ! Janes Raob: :
that the fellows who §ilE these posts will reccive five shillings
woeklv, Trreekon the lighting editor will rarn jt!?

. . t8toke Nowington).—I am sorry, it no members
gamated Press are allowed to come
contest conmrolled by this finn,

—As Kildare is still a schovlboy, and only 2-
old at that, he is not called upon to servi: his

A st

est_te Femedy rose
phaeician o the

—

o
o

CUlDTEY. -
“Fallkn's Aus

an Friend © (Hindmarsh). —Many thanks
our spelling i3 cortainly o greas improve-
The eharacrer you mution in your lettee

for your Jetrer
went on Grandy
i= fictitions,

he Terrible Two * (South Australiad—I am nmch
prosecd by your unwavering loyaliy ro shis journal.  Th
verses vou sent be: were excellent, and 1 join with you iu the
time-honoured expression: * Advance, Austral

© A Seoteh G 1 Melbourne).—Tom Menwy and Bob
Cherry are both fiest-class boxers, amd ag they have eaci

“THE GEM* LIBRARY.

for

.
—_
(=]

beaten the other in the past, honours ‘are easy.  “Tom
:\'dg;rry’s_“«ek!'_v £ \pll‘ come on the market as soon as tins

Greyfriars 1lerakl © touches a certain figure in circulation,
That's official !

“An Aunstralian Reader ” (Victoria).—Many thanks for
letter anit good wishes, .

]" D. ‘tGlasgow).—The replics to your queries are as
follows: (1} The snggestion has been thought of before, and
soonar or later ¥ hope to pat it into effect,. (2) See reply to
.\ Heotch Gemite.” (3) The “Gem ™ Library las never
heen issued in volume form. Your good wishes are cordinlly
reciprodaicd by myself and staff.

Beriie W, (ITamilton, New Zealand).—I read your letier
with pleasre. No, it is not too late for you to join Chickles
Club. You should write at once to the Presideni, enclosing
the nawwes and addresses of two of vour chums.  You will then
receive the magnificent certificate, which has delighted many
thousauds of my chums in the Homeland, ;

James (. (Larkhall). - 1 was glad to receive your apprecia-
live comments concerning ** School and Sport.”

K. (Pexth, West Auvstralia),—The twe characters you
mention are both excellent boxers, but [ think the paho
<hauld bo awarded to Dick Russell.” Your storyette was not
auite up ro standard. Try again!

. F. 8. {Rotberhithe).—Smoking is undoubtedly o bad habit
in u young boy, and you should exercise your will-power to
the utnost, in order to rid yourself of it. You might also try
sieking anacid-tablet when the craving to smoke comes over
you. .

. Connie M. (Wirrabara, South Australia).—Yes, yours is the
first letter I have received from Wirrabara, 1 am glid to
hear you find the “ Gem ” stories entirely to your liking.

Ilubert M. (Victor ITarbour, South Australin).--Many
thanks for your enthusinstic letter |

Tom Martin. (Wapping).—The story in which Bob Chery..

detrated Tom Merry in the ring was entitled * Sportsmin
Al Binee that tale was published the 8t. Jim's hero has
won back his Tnurels,
The Couneil of Four " (Glasgow).—I should not care o
predicr 1he possible result of an encounter with the gloves be-
tween two saeh Trojans as Tom Merry and Talbot. It would
Iy a_great light, anyway. If you cxperience any diffieulty in
ubtaining 2 copy of “*School and Spovt. ” tocally, send four
penny stamps to this office, and the book, of which there are
still a few copies left, shall come on to you by return.

E. IL=You scem to be a-very funny merchant, and T am
mimending your Anti-Gem organisation to the notice of
Kai whose fate vou will probably shave.

“ Tommy ™ (Glasgow).—Your suggestion shall receive my

carefnl consideration;

4. (. (Vietoria, Australin).—T am unable to give you ihe in-

fermation you requive.  Sorry !

(Australia).
sgow), printed al

wh Anstralian Gemite

most interesting letter !

A B, G (Limerick).-I am deing my best to remedy -

vour grievance, and am indecd sorry that vou have not yeb

had an opportunity of perusing the * Greyfrinrs ITerald.”

C. I, ¢, (Anlield).—The boys seated on the scheol wall on
the vover of “School. and Sport ” represent no particalar
characters, The botrer boxer of those you name is Havy
Wharion, With regard to Tom Merry's failure in the greab
Murathon Race, yon cannot expect Tommmy to win all along
the line, The stories would speedily become monotonous,

*Two Loval Gemites ” (Glasgow). T think a clewr con-
wcience iseyour surcst safeguard. I anyone openly accuses
vaa of having written the anonymous letters; just refer them
10 me,
¥. M. E. (Notiingham}.—I note all the eviticisms of your-
1 s teen chums, and will do my best forr you.
farry W. (Newcastle-on-Tyne).--Many thanks for
r and goad wishes!

€
A 1 CO and Chume (Barnsbury).—More will be henrd of
Phyllia Howell in [uture * Magnet > stor -

12, R. M. (Montreal).--I am glad your pater at the frout
links such a lot of the *CGem " Library. Most of the
Tammies arve covaptured with owe brighe little journal,

IMarold IT. (Montreal}.--Many thanks for your letter!

wgome Guy © (Australin)—Tb iz a great pity thag you
cmitted 10 dis vour full name and addvess, as I should
have heen ple 0 write to you direct,

= A Bremptonian.”—T am much indebted to you fer your

e my reply to the Couneil of

hove, e %
7 {Adelaide).--Many thanks for

=t

your

1y,

.lum}x W (¢ heltenham).—I will instruet Mr. Martin Clifford

s moderate his transports in the direetion you mame, It is

ot difficali to tell from vonr letter that you are one of the

wthletio sort of girls, Good luck to you'! .
N, & ape Colony).—1 am afraid it would entail 100 much

<d trauble te doaz you suggoes. .

- {Cont nued on the ncxt gage.)
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REPL!ES iN BRIEicnnliumad ey

le ta knock Cussy into a cocked lm,t, Thiz
A Jussy.

-uulcrllon will probally enrage some of il lo

- but it’s a !'a(t, alE the same. Glad .yen en] nvul w8kl
© and Sport,”

. and I! (‘wuth orthe--L am serey vnmj Inst Teiter bo e
was “overlocked. ‘imu _bu-"tfl‘ﬂhnll-‘ ll reevive due cou-

Raoy- }To]nzc-n {Swanﬁc}t).wlla.ml\ rou \Dn lmlfh md« ed for
your (h.lrglnfll'l lpbfor ! .- . .
-Bernued " B. (Imh“ohl The “most - reli
yecommienid for the artiele you name
Brothers, Tadgate Iill. Tondon, ¥
Privaie Max :Farleigh {(..lr:mn‘s)m:!v—l
to hear from you again.
published ws soon as theee i a xulm‘m* al incvd
mmuiutmn of the “[-ro\fuau‘ Herakd.”  Dest wish
* A Loyal Irish Reades.’ am afraid you will i
considherubie: diffienftyin obgairing thetarly numbess of the
“(iean ™ Librarr, ‘and L cannot help you from_ikis_oftice, as
most of ik copics are out of print, and r.huc-,.mu wnobtainable,

“ Alias 7 (Market ﬂa_rlaoruugll, -1 shall be l!apm to.cou

sider vour king snggestio

“ A Gemite ™ (Glasgor’).—-C upgrniuhmuus upuu ha\ lli‘L in

vour, possession such ah early issue of the “Gein ” Llhmrv

#7701 should hang- o 1o ji with” both haads -

as in years to come it ma

s ate becomning: scarcer and scarce;

Az G Bradford):--The " pebstis y
g-\ual . oy knowledge.

L ’(",, and-G. I, |'Duudnv I have pﬂnsul un ¥our !.tlu

tn '\ﬁ Martin. Clifford.
S A Faithful Beuder. - T shall-Le happs o carey out Four

1 at, same fotyre date.”

snwfm

own, 1 ﬂu:uk rou for your erer.
1 Te loyal to the companion paper
(l)ulim' hank vou for ;u:mlu.g oup o

\‘1}1(‘Tl arel lu woever, quite teifivg. Yoo ;
n.nrkulg at top pressure, and
. fo,

Tapper ” ("meth‘lmptrn} Thank rou, Mizs- Fia;;

i
yoa sud'.p‘ [}

‘m.lr ku.d sm;{ tion shuill be l(:n;:_fnll\ nu--.nlcred SN
-Auvetraling, —"

lid boxers, and a. coutest l\‘-_ut‘n 1];( ) muut
&t \\|<hes 2 o g -

Full

‘& ear Wikanl-~I. should say that Immn“
|

L n pricetess 1r|‘-"|$un 'Ha{ k-

15'1( nhun du not

';l‘hlm \\uhulmnpl@n Trothers., _'——ﬂ.a,;pzh grnmblers
'.1

J.llm"x ( uﬂibul
('\x‘\qum)-—l have oot sufficicnt space at tuy
‘ihml\ you for

f S

ﬂnmr..ll lu put yeuar s:u'm‘srruu mto cﬁ’cg'{

if: all the sawe,

“R. (.

Laaii A Yorl-.s-!ur\\ l’e~nrlr| el oagree
A 'l Pest luek to you !

- Falerie K. (New Soud

. Corvespondence Exchange

“ e ™

nnd .
has time i

goSpaee |

disbanded,

“ A Tipperary Readsr,”
“out fater on, bur 'm a

Wales).--1

SThe sugeesiion shall be o
aid we've a long. long way to goi

GamivE L TEDYANAE

Many 1haul\-‘ for your letier and loyvahy !

{Batrersea). --When Mr. Mnrtul Clifford
wilt md. rrake o tinmqu-n
with the chures of ‘-: “Jim's, - Bat do

litkle daicat o
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