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CHAPTER 1, J
Trimble Astonishes the Natives. I}

o LOYV the grub rules!”
Baggy Trimble, of the
. Fourth, made that remark to

in the

particular
Schooi

nobody in
in the

junior Common-room
House.

Trimble’s fat face was angry nnd dis-
contented.

DBaggy had always seemed to take the
{ood regulntlene as a personal grievance,
and his feclings towards the IFood Con-
troller were always Hunnish.  But on
this special cocasion Trimblo of the
Fourth  was evidently feeling more
Iunnish than usual en the subjest.

Nobody took the trouble to reply to
Bagyy's remark, so Daggy repeated it
with still move L‘!npllﬂ“-ﬁ

*I say, blow the grub rul les! Bother
(-m‘ Dless em! Yah!”

“You ave a gwumblin’ ss, Twimble I
said Arthur Augustus DArcy severely.
“* You get more than enough to eut, to
judge by your JFewy wemarkable wo-
tundlty of hg.’nh

‘I'm grow mg‘ thin.”

‘II&, ha, ha !*

Fadmg away before our «*T-’a" said
Tom Merry, langhing. “Poor old
lhmgv‘ It w;m loze a ton a day, you'll

uzsanuual almgethm next term !

“’Tain't so bad at other times,” pur-
sued Baggy wrathfully. - But when a
fellow’s %md & handsome remittance, a
fellow wants to spend it.”

“That deesn’t apply to you,” remarked
Monty Lowther. **You never have any
remittuu:tes.”

“I've had a remittance from Trimble
Hall to-day,” said Daggy loftily.
“ Bow-waw !
“If you doubt my word, Lowther——F
“My dear man, does anybody ever do
nn_yth.mg else?” asked Lowther, in sur-
prise. ‘Aren’t you first cousin of
Ananias, and own brother to the
Kaiser?” .
Tmnble snorted disdainfully.
you two to one on
qulds ! ’ ia retorted,

“Make it ha’pennies,” szud Monty
F.owther humorously, .

“I'll take you, Trimble,” grinned
Racke. “I know ]olly well you haven’t
had a remittance to-day, you fat fraud I”?

“Done!” exclaimed Trimble instantly.

Racko stared at him,

“You can't make a bet, fathead, nhen
vm‘s haven't got the tin to put up,’
said,

“ Now you're trying to crawl out of it,
Racke!” said Trimble, with lofty con-
tempt.

“You silly ass!” exclmmed Racke, red-
dening with anger. “Illlay two to one
in- quids you haven't got a remlttauco if
you can put up the money.’

“Done P’ chirruped Baggy.

“Bai Jove! I must wemark, Wacke,
that it is disgustin’ bad form to mal\e"
wotten bets in the Common-room,” said
Arthur Augustus D’ Arcy. sev erely.

“You don’t say so!” yawned Racke.

“Yaas, wathah. And if Mr, Wailton
havpened to look in—", = g
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‘:‘omehody would get it in the neck,”
remarked Jack Blake,
“Don’t  yon :r{cifﬂxel * exclaimed
Trimble,  *Racke’s offered me two to
one that T haven't got & vemittance. Put
up your cash, R:lcka, a.:d Fll put up
mine 7
Avbrey Racke, with a contemptuous
gesture, threw a couple of pound notes
on the table. The heir of Moessra, Racke
& Hacke, the war-profiteers, had more
lelmd notes than the other fellows Lad
shillings,

Joney - talke:”  grinned Crooke.
“{kow Fub up your mouey, Trimble.
A, 1L

The ll"nn-a Tooked on, grinning
& te of the Fourtl i
e, and alw
He would relate marv

splendours of Trimble Hall, b none of
the Trimble wealth travelled 2s far as St.
Jim’s. Baggy told nf munificent tips, but
no eye but Baggy's ever beheld them.
It was quite unusual for Baggy to have
a remiftance at all, and when he did it
never ran into a i)lg figure.  Nobady
expected bim to lay a qmd on the table
beside Racke's two notes.

X But Trimble had a surprise in store for
| o1

" small

Hla fat hand f

nbled in his pocket
and with a fowish he produced a
crumpled currency note, and laid it

beside Racke's.
* *What do you think of thati” he
demandced,

Racke stared at the note.

“My hat!? yelled Crooke,
got a quid—a real quid”

£ D:?l you meke it yourself, Trimble
chuckled Digly.

“Of course I didu’tY” snoried Trimble.
“T couldn’t. It's my remitiiice {rem
Trimble Hall.”

“Wonders will never cease!™ ro
Cardew of the Fourth, * By ga,l
quid note ught to be framed aud Lunz
up in the Common-loom"'

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yans, wathah, bai Jove

Trimble chortled.

“I rather think T win that bet, Racke,
old “scout,” he said, and his fat hand
groped out to collect the three notes. .

His podgy wrist was caught in a grip
ﬁf iron, and he howled as Racke giasped

i,

“* No, you don’t!” said the Shell fellow
grimly.

“Yow-ow! Leggo!”

“Weally, \Vacke, vou have lost your
bet 1 exclazmed Arthur  Augustus
warmly. . *“ It is low and caddish to make
bc_ati. but if you lose you ought to pay
up, d .

“Draw
Crooke, .

LEven Crooke was a little shocked af
Racke’s refusal to pay.

‘Racke flushed as he ¢anght the scornful
looks turned on him from all sides. Most
of the fellows were disgusted with his
making the bet at all, but the refusal to
atand Em l_osxngs put the lid on, as Blake
expressed

“Look hele, you know, I've won that

“Trinible’s

1 g

it mild, Racke!” murmured

bet 1 shouted Trimbie furl
cad’s got to pay. I'l £9 19 12
master and complam—-

‘‘Ia, ha,

There was a roar of lnughter at the
idea of a complaint being laid beforo th
Housemaster on the subject of a £,
Something life an carthquake would cer.”
tainly have followed

“Pay up, Racke 1" gm“]ed Grundy.
“You're a cad to bet, but you’re a worse
cad_to sneak out of paying! In fact, I
sha’n’t allow you to sneak out of itl”

“Mind your own business!” spapped’
Racke.

Grundy of the Shell pushed back his
cuffs. Grundy was 2 mighty man of war,
and ccald have made mincemeat of {\\ B
or thiee Rackes.  And Grundy had tuken
it into s head to see justice done

* You-back me up, Grundy,” lemed
Trimble, 1’1l stand you a tart—7>" .

“You fat frog, 1 dont want our
tarts !> . suorted Tundy, “Now, then,
Racke !

Racke gripped the currency notes in
his hand.

“T'll pay up fast enough if Tve lost,”
he answered.  ~I'm no qo.lw to give
Trimble n i haven't

vy for noti

lhi‘ the be
“Trimble’s produced his mioner," said
Muniners, lookmrr up from' the game of

3{0555!"3 “1-?3 plﬂ{‘ll]'l:" with Roylance of
e Fourt at do you mean
Racke?” v
Racke sneered.
“I bet Trimble that he hadn’t had =
remittance to-day. Well, he hasn’t 1
"'lhele it is under your nose, on the
t.ﬂ)]v 7 snid Grundy.
“That's o pound note,” agreed Racke,
¥Trimble had a quid about him. But he
hasn't had a remittance to-day, and ]
i\nnw it. Ile said he had, and he led!”
“ Where do vou think 1 got it fram,
then?” demanded Trimble, I tell vou
it came from Trimble Hall to-day, ]uﬂt as
I said.”
“He's
Cardew.
“He hasr't had a lel.er to-day at all,”
said Racke coolly. ‘' How he came by
that pound I don't know, unless he found
it m somebod} pocket |7

got i, anywar,” remarked

“I was ﬁ1=t to look over the ]sttera this
morning,” continued Racke. was ex-
pecting one that didn’ t come. There was
no letter for Trimble,”

It was ‘the midday post” eaid
Trimble, gasping a little, En(}jllis fat {ace
growing very red.

Rzuke laughed.

“You never had a letter by the mid-
day post, Trimble,” he retorted. T met
the postman in tho guad, to ask after my
letter. You met him, and asked him,
too, ,and he said there was no letter for

Tumb]e s f.lt jaw dropped.

“You =ee, added cke, with a sar.
castic grin, *“I happened to remember
that, and so I betted Tmmbie he hadn't
had a vemittance -to-da knew he
Imﬁln’t T've won the- %et That quid
on the table belongs to mel”

g
S!;

'
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: * Trimble, beginning to bluster.- **Don’t
- yo}}.ai,lr. impertinent questions,”

. you think I'm a thief?”

; quid?
* . Trimble gasped instead of replying. His |-

" he deranded,

* sneered Racke, throwing it on the fable.

© air-raid.

" Railton 1"~

© Arthur Augustus. - “Pway wing . off,

; ?ﬁﬂezoﬁl;}sin trhist Wl_llere. did you get

e % Tint’s_different—"

Every Wednesday. - -

. *It—it came by the evening’s post, you
rotter 1” shouted Trimble; . it
Racke shrugged his shoulders. -
“The evening post isn’t in yet,” he
answered,
**Oh!” gasped Trimble.
“Bai Jove ' exclaimed Arthur Augus-
tus D’Aroy. ¢ That is quite twue, I am
waitin’ for the post to coine in myself.”
eyes were turned on Trimble now:
. Most of the juniors looked very grave.
“Baggy, vou fat duffer,” said Tom
Mqar;;, quietly, “where did you get that

podgy face was crimson: The fat junior
was openly- overwlielmed with confusion.
. Racke coplly put his ‘own  notes- back
into his pocket. He held Trimble’s pound
note up between a finger- and thumb,
TJ‘?mblr_z watching: it hungrily, - .
*Have I won that, or have I not?”’

“You've won it, if -Trimble hasn’t
had & remittance,” said George Alfred
Grundy slowly. - -

“Well, you can see he hasn’t.”

“ Not it I want his dashed note!”

“I faney the real owner may come after
Jt.B Ti.\ert?rit is%l:

~Baggy Trimble grabbed up the pound
note, with a’'gasp.of “relief. He rolled
huiriedly - towards” the doox, . bnt: Tom
Merry .stepf)ed in the way. The captain
of the Shell elosed. the door, and stood
;\;tl-; his back to’it.” Baggy Trimble had
0 stop. - i

“Stay where you arve, Trimble!” said
Tom Merry quietly,

CHAPTER 2.
. ... Lost, Stolen, or Strayed.

junior Common-rooin now.
" Baggy Trimble was not often
the cynosure, of all eyes. He was
fond of the limelight, certainly, bui it
very seldom fell to his lot: Now that
he had it, and plenty of it, he did not
seem to be enjoying it. -
All the fellows were looking at him.
Even Manners had left the chess-table—
which. he would not have done for an

: THERE was some excitemont in-the | -

“I~I say, lemme gerrout,  Tom
Merry!” mumbled Trimble feebly, “I—.
T've. got to get-to my prep, you know.”

“Your prep -can wait for a bit,” said |
Tom. - . = aag M
- “I—I mean, I want to speak to Mr.

*Never. mind Mr. Railton now.”

“I—~I fnean, -the—the Head told me
to come.to his study " gasped Trimble.
., "Bai Jove! How tga.k fat boundah
does: -woll© out .whoppahs!” exclaimed

Twimble1” i
“Look’ here, Trimble,” said Tom
Merry, in the same guiet tone, “you’d

“That isn’t your business,”answered

P aak:r:iefor your own sake,” said
Tom. “I believe you are idiot enough
1o ‘land yourself into trouble - without
realising what you're doing,” - g
S okt
* Btealing currency noles is only a st
on from stgenling -r}g%b," éneeredyRMkee]T
-“a.;;da:l‘ri'rnble’_s- always stealing a fellow's
il

“You rotter!” howled Trimble. *Do

“I krow you are!” retorted Racke,
i_‘-‘ﬁY(:;} wolfed - my sardines only. yester-

S3ell, T don’t see the difference.” [
- “There is a diffewence, Wacke,” Said
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D'Arcy. “Twimble is a gweedy Hun;
but I am suah.he would not take any
fellow’s money.  But I weally think he is
idiot enough to -bowwow it without per-
mission.”

“A distinction without a difference,”
grunted Racke. s -

“You must wemembah, Wacke,  that
Twimble is 2 howlin’ ass, and, in fact,

little bettah than an idiot.”

“ Yan - cheeky ass!”’ roared Trimble.
“What are you, I'd like to know! A
blessed tailor’s dummy! Yah!”

‘‘Ha, ha, ha!” o

“Look here, Trimble,”. said Tom
Merry, “you'd better axpiain. If you've
borrowed that currency note without
mentioning it to the owner—I think
youw're foel enoigh-~you can hand ib
back, and the matter can drop. If some-
body begins inquiring after it, the House
master will g_; to iea.r of the matter,
and Mr, Railton doesn’t know you as we
do.  He would report you to the Head
to be expelled for theft,”

Tom Mlerry was really concerned for
the fat duffer of the Fourth. Trimble’s
ideas of meum and tuum were well
known to be very lax, especially in the
matter of grub. True, cash and grub
were in very different categories, but
there wds really no telling what Trimble

might do whern he was hungry. His inner |*

man was a most exacting master.”
*“1's mirie!™ said Trimble at last."

“I hope._ it is; but if it's yours, why
did you tell lies about it, by saying that
it came as a remittance to-day? You
know it didn’t.”

“It was a remiltance from Trimble
Hall,” said Baggy.

“You haven't had a letter to-day!”
exclaimed Lowther.

:‘It. can:s by special mesdsenger.”
. b - i ”

“1 dare say my pater forgot to. post it

'Lnst night,” " explained” Trimble - coolly.

8o he sent it by special messenger
to-day.” ’ .
The juniors simply stared at Trimble.
This whopper was one of unusual mag-
nitude. The- idea of Trimble senior
sending a special messenger to St. Jim's
with a pound note for Baggy was too
absurd. . :
“Bai Jove !" murmured Arthur Augus—
tus;, ““That boundah beats the Kaisah at
his own game!” . ’
“He does—he do!" grinned Lowther,
“Are you sure it wasn't sent by special
aeroplane, Baggy?”

“Now I've explained you can let me
pass, Tom Merry,” said Trimble, with
mmmense dignity,

“But you haven't explained!” ex-
claimed .'%om. “Youve only told a
big er lie than usual.” ;

%ﬁf you doubt my word———" Wl

“Oh, my "hat!” exclaimed Tom, in
gmg)lexity, “I really believe the fat
duffer’s off his chump! Where did the
note .come from, Trimble?”.

“I’ve told you!” :

“You stick to that yarn?” demanded

'om.

*“Certainly,”: - k

"Theu.wiy did you say ten minutes
ago that it came by the midday post, and
then by the evening post?”

“Yaas, - wathah !’ ‘chuckled Arthur
Augustus, *“Why did you say that, you
awful fibbah?” . .
- Baggy was taken aback for a moment..
He spluttered.

“Well?"” demanded Tom.

*That—that was ovly a figure of
speech!” gasped Trimble at last. 2 %

“What?" Gx o, 3

“I—I was speaking figuratively. What
I really meant was that the quid had
come by special messenger.” N

.““Oh, crumbs!™

“Why, it would cost more than a_quid
to send a special messenger he;’e'wﬂ; it

One Penny, -3

from your home!” exclaimed Levison of

e Fourth. e " i

Trimble sniffed. -

“Suppose it .did?* he  retorted..
“Money’s nothing to my pater, My
people ain’t poor, like yours, Levison.”

“Can’t you think of a better yarn, old
scout?” queried Cardew gently. *“Try!
Turn it over in your mind, Trimble, aid
produce a better yarn. You can do it if
you try hard.” B .

“I'm not an untruthful fellow like you, -
Cardew.” '

“Oh, gad!”

“ Anything more you want to know?”
asked Trimble sarcastically. I may as
well tell you that this remittance is only
a I:_ieﬁ'mmng, FPm expecting lots more.”
“Havé you found a key.to the Head’s

safe!” asked Lowther.

“Of course nof, you rotter!" howled
Trimble. “Nothing of the kind !”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“¥ou won't explain where the -note
came from, Trimble?” asked Tom Merry.

“I have, haven't I#" 5

“Well, I’ve warned you,” said the cap-
tain of the Shell, moving away from the
door. “It’s your own look-out. ~ If you
own up that you've done a. silly thing,
we' should go easy with you, knowing
you to be a silly chump. But—" - ~
““Oh, rats!” said.Trimble disdainfully.
“Ag for chumps, I fancy there’s very
few chaps at &. Jim's with brains like
mine. T say, Racke, now it's proved that
I had a remittimce to-day, you can pay
up on your bet.” - Co . .

“Do you think I believe in the special
messenger?” grinned Racke.

“If you're going to sneak out of pay-
ing up, Racke, I can only regard you
with contempt.” :

And Trimble, as the way was cpen
now, rolled out of the Common-room,
leaving the School House fellows .in a
state of wondei. : T .-

Tom Merry shrugged his shoulders, and -

ismissed the matter from  his mind.

Most of the fellows did the same, though
they quite expected to hear, sooner or
later, that somebody in the School House -
had missed a'pound note.
- But Arthur Auwgustus D’Axcy,
ornament of the Fourth Form, wore a
shade of deep thought upon his noble
brow. Jack Blake addressed two remarks .
to him without getting an answer;-and
then he bestowed upon him a slap on
the shoulder- that elicited & wild howl
from D’Arcy. i =

“Yawooh! ¥ou uttah ass!™.

“@an’t you speak?” -demanded, Blaka.

““Yaas, you ass; but I was think-
L :

-“0h, draw it mild!”
incredulously.

“T was tﬁinkin’ about Twimble. I
can’t help thinkin’ that that young duffah
is_bookin’ himself for twouble. As a
fellow of tact and judgment, I feel that
it is up to me to take a hand.”

“0h, rata!” was Blake’s polite reply.

. “That note is not his,. Blake! . He

said Herries

doesn’t know what a feahfully sewious

thing he has done,” said Arthur Augustus
impressively, “Tt would be a howwid
disgwace if it came out that he had
inched it. The New House would nevah
ﬂ:t'u_a heah the end of it. I am goin’ to
look into the mattah.”” . :
Arthus Awgustus-quitted the Common-
room, still looking very thoughtful. He
made his. way to. Trimble’s study, bub
Baggy was not there. He proceeded im-

mediately to the school “shop, whers

Baggy was -discovered, -arguing ~with
Datgr?e" Taggles. . With moigiz;' in his
pockes Trimble did not see why the grub
rules could not be relaxed for once. But

the good dame was adamant. Dame
'Ii_‘Iag ﬁes had: her instructions from . the
ead. -
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“Twimble, deah boy—*"
Arthur Augustus mildly. -
© “Rats!” grunted Trimble. y

He rolled out of the tuckshop; and
started.for the gates. Arthur Augustus
looked after him, his noble eye gleaming
behind his eyeglass, He was strongly
tempted to bestow a terdific thrashing
upon the fat junior, instead of placing his
tact and judgment &t Trimble's service,
Fortunately, Trimble. was out of gates
before Gussy, finally- decided. - -

began

—_—

CHAPTER 3.
Grundy Seitles It.

“wr I \RIMBLE |” X
_Mpr. Railton was taking the
roll-call. o
“ Adsum !” gasped Trimble,
belting into Hall just in time to answer
. to_his name. i :
The Housemaster gave him a severe
glance, but passed on_with the list.
“When the, roll'was finished, and the fel-
lows were dismissed, a good many glances
were cast af Trimble.. He locked a little
more shiny than usual, and was breathing
hard.- There was a smear of jam on his
collar, and his fat hands were sticky., Tt
was plain that the pound note had gone—
i the usual way. Somewhere outside the
walls of St. Jim’s Trimble had found it
possible to expend the quid in gratifying
hig mner Trimble, N ow o
Arthur Augustus shook his head. very
seriously, The pound note was evidently-
gone now, and if Trimble was not the
genuine owner trouble was certain to

follow. The good-natured swell of St.
Jin’s _was ieeﬁng quite worried about
Trimble..

Baggy’s obtuseness was so well known
that he was not regarded as being exactly
so accountable as other fellows for what
he did.” But such distinctions were not
likely to appeal to the Head, if the matter
should come before him.

That evening Aubrey Racke tock the
trouble (0 go up and down the School
House, inquiring whether any fellow had
lost a pound note.. - ; s "

But apparenily nobody had done so. - -

Racko even wont over to the New
House to inquire of Figgins & Co.
whether they had heard of any New
House fellow’s missing ‘money.

But they hadn't. .

1 Certainly, no one had complained of &
osd, .
" Racke was puzzled and annoyed, o

Extracrdinary ags was Baggy Trimble’s
story of a special messenger, it really
seemed. that there must be ‘something in
it, or else, how had'he become possessed
of the note at all? o

In that case, Racke was bound to pay
“on his bet—which he was unwilling to da,
and, in fact, determined not to do. :

Baggy had not forgotten the bet.. The
hext ‘morning he tackled the heir of
Racke & Hacke in open quad, before
several fellows. ; 5 L

“Time you paid up, Racke, I think,”
he remarked. ; ;A

“ Ok, gef out I snapped Racke.

“Of course, it's In your power to
swindle me, if you choose,” said Trimble
loftily. " But——='* - - . 70, . e
. “You never had a remittance yester-
_-day, you fat frog.}” ", : :

s ffow did I get the quid, then 7"
“ Btole it, I expect!” y
“Who from?” grinned Trimble. “I
know what you were domﬁ last evening.
Did Jou find anybody who had lost a

quid ¥ . -
Racke had no reply to make to that.
“By gad, you ought to pay up,
Racke!” grinned Crooke of the Shell.
It really looks as if you lost the bet, fair
and square,” It must have been a remit-
tance.”. - i :
TrE Gy Lirrary.—No, 524,
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| with -contempt sti

.} Common-room,

| ing a special messenger. with a tip for me

I blandly, |

“It wasn't & remittance, and I'm not
goin’ to pay !” snarled Racke,

- “Then you're a _swindler!”
Tyimble, . - L i :

He departed hastily after that remark,
to escapa Racke’s boot. ] -

To Racke’s exasperation, he found that
many fellows. shared Crooke’s opinion.
It was up to him to prove that Trimble’s
quid was not a remittanee, if he could;
but he certainly couldn’s, Fellows who
regarded Racke's ﬁamb]in propensities

.considered that he |
gyght to pay when he lost, and they told

im so. )

After morning lessons that day Racke
pinned -a notice’ on the -board in the
School House,

The juniors etared when they saw it.
It ran:

said

« “FOUND!

A. one-pound note. Owner may have
same hjy 2pplying at Study Ne. 2, IVth.
Form |® ‘ )

Study- No. 2 in
Trimble’s study. )

The Terrible Three vead that notice
when t-heg came in from footer practice,
and they looked for Racke.

“That paper on the board’s in your
hazx% R-,a,cke," said Tom Merry directly.

es.

‘the Fourth was

“You've no right to put it there! It's
making out that Trimble -has kept a
pﬂ‘l‘ll%:t_.‘] note %e fgund in the scht:l:t} g

ou said the same yours ester-
day I sneered Racke, i ; yester.

“That’s different from sticking it up
gn the n.otrlce-boa.cll'd.

cen inquiring, and you've proved your-
591{ that nobody in t{m school has lost a
note.

“Do you believe in the special messen-
ger, then?”

“Well, no,” admitted Tom. “That’s
too thick, I quite expected to find that
¢omebody had missed a quid, But
nobody has, so it must be taken as proved
that that quid was really Trimble’s.”

“Well, I don’t believe it 1" ;

““And, since you made your rotten bet,
you ought to pay up, as loser!” ex.
claimed Tom sharply. ;

““I haven't lost if |

“Oh, rats ™ .

Tom turned on his heel, leaving Aubréy
Racke scowling.

The notice remained on the board
during the afternoon, Trimble not dis-
covering it until after lessons. ~ When
he found it the - fat Fourth-Former
grabbed it down in great indignation, and
tore it to pieces. . : *

But everybody in the School House had
seq::] it, and nobody had claimed the lost
quid. ' "

Baggy. Trimble Tolled out of gates sopen
afterwards, and was not seen again till
calling-over. He was then observed to
be wearing an extremely satisfied grin,
After call-over he followed the Terrible

hree and some other fellows into the
Racke had gone into
that room, and he scowled at the sight of
Trimble, who had fallen into the habit of
dunning him for two pounds. 3

“Look here, you fellows,”  began
Trimble, with one eve on Racke. = “I
told you yesterday about my pater send:

- “Don’t spin that yarn again !” .'snnpp__ed

Grundy.
“Tin iomg to prove it.” . e
“I'd like to ses you do that !” said Tora

Merry, looking at him.

" “Look there, then!’ -

-To the amazement of the juniors,
Ba_tggy Trimble held up a tenhilling
note.
C4TThattg

my tip jo-da:y,-” he said

Besides, _you've |.
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“My hat |

“ Perhaps Racke would like to
and down the school asking fell
whether “they’ve missed a _ten-shilling
note!” said  Trimble, with ecrushing
dignity. . <

Racke could only stare,

“Where did you' get that, Trimble 7™
asked Tom. . I

“Tip from m pater—:ipeaial mMes3en-
ger,” said Trimble carelessly, . ,

Tom Merry blinked -at him. "The ex-
ﬁ]zma.tiun was .astounding.  Yet where
ad Trimble giof.. the note, if it was not
true? He could scarcely suppose that the
fat junior had been rifling a safe or a till.

“Blessed if it doesy’t look as if there’s
something in it }* sald Monty Lowther,
in wonder, 5

“Now -that's - praved,” chirruped
Trimble, “I think Racke eught to pay
bptelp g

“I don’t1” snarled Racke.

George Alfred Grundy interposed, in
his heavy-handed. way.

“It’s queer,” he siid slowly, “But it
must be right, or else where-is Trimble
getting his. money from? Can you
answer that, Racke ?" : .

“1 dont’t care o be bothered to think it
out.” . >

“ Well, we’ll take that as admitting it.”
said Grundy. ‘It's time for you to pay
up. You're a cad to make bets, and a
worse cad not to pay up when you iose,
Settle up with Trimble!”

“Rata i¥

George Alfred Grundy pusbed. back his
cuffs in a Yeliberate way.
chum, caught his arm. ‘ .

“3TPain't your bizney, old: scout !’ muz-
mired Wilkins. :

Grundy frowned at him.

“I'm going to see justice done!” he
answered. ““Racke, are you going to pay
up?”*

“No, I'm not!” howled Racke.

“Then I'll give you a jolly good lick-
ing, to' ﬁhow you that honesty is the best
policy | .

Racke backed round. the table as the
great Grundy advanced uwpon him.. -
“Keep off, you fool I’ he snarled,

© “Are you going to pay?”

“No, lymng youl” .

“Then here’s for your nose.?

Racke dodged, panting.

“ Merry——" -

“I'm net going to interfere,” said
Tom coldly, “You made the bet. Pay

up 1” :
“Keep off, you manjac!” howled

Racke savagely. . “If—if the fellows
think I ought to ;'}vl, I'm willing,
don’t care for the dashed money!”

“Well, settle u idd

}i; then | _
© With' a Hunnish face, Aubrey Racke
snatched fwo currency notes from his
pocket-book and flung them at Trimble.
“There you are, you fat beast!”
“Thanks!” chuckled Trimble.
He gathered up the two notes, grin-

| ning with eatisfaction. - Grundy’s heavy

hand: fell on his shoulder. - °
“Clome on I”* said the Shell fellow.
“Eh? Where?”. .
. “Along  the passage; my pippin!
You're going to_put those two notes in
the hospital-box.” .
“ Wha-a-at 1” shricked Trimble.
- “You're not going to be allowed to
keep money W(m‘b]y gambling,” said the
groat Grundy calmly. “ I've made Racke
shell out because he lost, Now I’'m going
to make yon put the -money in the
hq'?)ital-box becanse you've won. See?”
Trimble saw. His fat face was o study.
T};Ha; ha, -ha 1> shouted the Terrible
6. } i

“You—you interfering rotter 1 gasped.

Trimble, * Hands off, you beast | | say,
Tom ‘Merry, make him lemme alone!”

*No fear I"” chucldled-the captain of the 2,

20 up’
LAY

- Wilkios, his

o

<
-




e pHATS up, old chapi” -
"'“W i Manners - of ?the_

e %

" whatever _he was feelin?'.

Every Wednesday.

Shell. “It's a good wheeze! Grundy's
gob a good.idea in his head for once.””
“It's ‘my money!” howled Trimble,
“I—T'll go to the Housemaster—"
“Bither youw’ll put it in-the hospital-
box ‘-"fa{f‘i will go to the Housemaster,”
agreed I
oor,. ““You can take your choice.”
Bensy Hrinbl pelled alc
gy imble was ‘prope ong’
the gorridor. _He was’ speechless wit,
wrath and indighation. e was led, ih
an jron _%rip,. to the hospital-box. :
“Now'!" rapped out Grun&?“ ;
With an effort that was perfect anguish
to him, Trimble dropped the ill-gotten
notes into the slit in the box. He groaned
as they disappeared;  But. that was a
better alternative than appealing to the
Housemaster—on such a matter.
© “Good!” said
““Yeu can feel that yc
good for ence in your life, Trimble. You
ought to be feeling satisfied now."”
Trimble was nebt looking salisfied,
is feelings,
as a matter of fact, could not have been
expressed in mere words.

CHAPTER 4.
. ‘Treason [

Shell
stopped . as he spotted Dick
Roylance in the window,

It was a few days since Trimble had
astonished the natives by producing the
pound-note in the Common-room. That
incident had been almbst forgotten, ex-
cepting perhaps by Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy.  Arthur Augustus was still, at

~odd moments, giving his powerfal brain

-soma- exercise on the subj
“Have ! you. lost a -

. Manners, with a smile.

. Dick Roylance was standing with a
knitted brow, evidently in troubled
thought. He had a paper crumpled in
his hand.

Hae looked up, however, with a amile
as Manners spoke to him.

Since ‘their early rows, Manners and
‘Roylance had been very friendly, The
Now Zealand junior had finally won
Maunners’ heart by evincing ‘s keen’
interest in photography. - Manners had
initiated him into the mysteries ‘of the
dark room, and they spent a-good deal
of time together. = - d

“No,” answered Roylance, “ Baggy's
quids are nobt miné, whoever they may
belong to. 1 was tflink_ing of—this—""
: He held up the paper. It looked like
a handbill, and Manoners stared at it.

A tradesman’s circular 7’ he asked.

“Not - quite ! One of the Kaiser’s
circulars, T think,” eaid Roylance. .

*“Orna.of ~what 7" ejaeulated Manners.

Tto looked blankly at Roylance, won-

- dering whether the New Zealander was

wandering in his mind,

*Look at it,” said Roylance quietly.

Manners took the handbill in wonder.
- But as he looked at it his face becam
very prim, ) =

The handbill was: badly printed . on
cheap, coarse paper. It bore no name or-
address “ of. & printer—that item alone.
being: a serious infringement of the law.

The wording of it was & good deal more |

serious. :
In big, heavy type ran the linc:
: “DON'T BUY WAR BOND& 1”7

There was a good deal more, which
need not be reproduced, It was all much
to the same effect. 4

“Where on earth did "you get this,
Roylance ?” he-exclaimed. * * This rot is
gg;a_.ms!: the law. " I believe it's even
iliegal to have a thing like this in your
;;0:}528510:[) at all, howéver you came by
1t . ; ;

rundy, yanking Trimble to the |- §

3 .o [
Tundy, releasing him,
ou’vo. done’ some |

I

?Iffi'd_z" asked |

1 Bolo
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Sk One Pen'nv.‘

I Lowther Qets His Wool Off!

-

Roylance nodded. i -

“1 got it from Pepper,” he said. *“You
know—the old chap who lets the barn
the St. Jim’s: Parliament meets in.”

“How the dickens did Pepper get it?
Hg's not a pro-Hun, I suppose.”

- “Tt was put under his door.”

“Oh!” said Mauners.

“I passed his cottage this afternoon,”
explained Roylance. *I1 saw hi link-
ing over this, and he showed it to me.
He rather thought it was some joke of
a chap here—the fellows are always jap-.
ing him.” . y

“A chap here who produced a thing
like fhat would Fet. something, sharp,
said Mannera drily. : 5

“Of course, I told him it was nothin
of the:kind,” said Roylance. *“I aske
him_to give it to me, and he did. I
thi,glk something ought to be done about
it :

Tom Merry and Monty Lowther came
up’ the stairs, and Manners called to
them. i )

“‘Bquint at that, you chaps!” he gaid.’,

His chums “‘squinted *” at the rascally
production, and their faces became grave
at once.’

“Our old: friem_:l Bolo 1" said Monty | day.

wiher.

“Bolo!"” repeated Roylance..

“That's jt.” 5

“What do.
A game?” .

Lowther chuckled, | "

“Not exactly-—it isn’t a game or a
breakfast fuo’dﬁ:lmug_h it sounds like one.
. is the inventor of Boloism, and
Boloism . is pro-German ' propaganda.-
Good word that! I've-scen som@thing
about this in the newspapers-~johnnies in
the House of Commons’ have been aslk-
ing questions about it. There's supposed
to be a good deal of it going on up.and
down the country.” .

“Oh!” said Roylance slowly. “I see.”

“This rot is produced. by the pro-

you mean? Wh:_n_t}é Br;]o?

Huns,” said Lowther. “They want to

+let the cheery old Ka.x‘ser off, now he's

(8ee Chapter 8.)

down on -his luck—and .they. think the
easiest way is to keep people from
utting’ their money in the War.Loan—
making out that it’s not safs, and
piffle like that.”
‘*What utter rot! The War Loan’s
the safest investment going.” :
“Of course it is; but lots of nervous
people can be scared by sneaking' non-
sense of this kind. That's why the pro-
Tung. shove “these handbills under
people’s doors at. mght." . The bobbies
would give a good deal to get hold of
the merchant who printed that bill.”
“Not. miuch chance of finding him,"™
remarked Tom Merry. “There’s no
name of a printer.” N i :
“If there was, the printer would jolly
soon be in chokey,” said Lowther. *Ha
doesn’s_give any clue to his merry self.
Some naturalised German, I should aa{
working away merrily for his .dear oid
Fatherland.. =~ They. stick these things
about in' munition towns, and places like
that. ~ Blessed if I'd ever have thought
of seeing any.about here.” = < 7 7
“Hé ought to be nailed!” said Roy-

“Tance, :

; “I;]lie' ought, my son! He will be, some
' k !

“Bome ‘day San't good enough,” sqid

| the New Zealand junior, knitting his

brows, “The sneak ‘wants laying by the
heels at once, before he's had time to do
any more mischief.” Gl
‘Better “send i that ™o the police-
sbation,” said Tom Merry. “I don’t
t!):;ink it’s allowed to keep & thing like
that.” . . : E
- “But this can't be the only one de-
liveted. in the neighbourhood,” said Roy-
lance.. > “Old ‘Pepper wouldn’t be the .
onl‘y man who’s had one under his door.”
“No. . Hundreds, very likely, thou.
perhapsi” .
at about looking into- it?” asked
Rojylance, glaneing inguiringly at the
grave faces of the Shell fellows.
“Us!” ejaculated Tom Merry.
THE GeM Liprany.—No, 524.
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* hosh, and take this to the
-at the same time,” said Roylance. - “We
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“Yes, us?” said Roylance sturdily.
“If the rotter's in this neighbourhood,
wa ‘might be sble te nail ﬁm: We're

sceuts, E i

“I fancy that merchant hesn't left a
tn}:i # dgrumed Lowther.

,‘i on’t suppose he has, fathead!”

said Roylance, laughing. “But we
might be able to find him out, all the
same, aﬁ t him sent where he ought
to be, a: ﬁﬁt_’&mﬁhe'trendnull!*.’
. *“Not a bad idea,” said Tom Merry,
after some reflection. “The ground’s
too votten for footer- this afternoon, and
#’s a half-holiday, Lets go and track
down Belo & Co.”" - ’

"“We could inquire in Rylcombe
whether they've seen any more of this
Lice-st%i.mrn

. might ﬁ:},d out semething about the cad,

anyws;

“Do%e!”.said otn, with a smile.

" " The captain of the Shell had not much

expectation of finding oub anything sbout

_the pro-Hun, but he was quite wi inﬁ‘ to
@ New

_adorning the steps with

. staggering humanity again wit

" Augustus - seriously.
bons 4

" aweetly,

-

try.. The Terrible Three and th
Zealand junior left the School House
together.” Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was
his person, and
he gave them a cheery nod.

. “You fellows seen Twimble?” he

asked. .
“ No,” said Tom, *“Has Baggy_ been
his un-
d wealth?”

eoun
“Y iy

Yaas, tr

said  Arthur
" “The youn

ndah has another pound note to-day.

- “My hat!l- Trimble senior must have |

faken to making war-profits, like Racke's
pater,” remarked Manners.

“And he had ten shillin’s yesterday,”
continued Arthur Augustus. It is
weally vewy odd, and I am_sewiously
alarmed about hi Nobody in the
x]il‘ool has Ios-ﬁ'guy money.”

* a, 08,
“He is late for callin’-ovah nearly
evewy day,” went on- D’Arcy; “‘and

‘evewy day, or nearly, he shows up some |
~more money. He pwetends that he gets

it in_wemittances fwom his patah; but

that is all wubbish. X do not like doubt-

ing a fellow’s word, but Twimble is an

awful Pwussian, you know.” .
“"Well, he must get the cash from

somewhere,” remarked Roylance.
“Yaas; but where?”

. Monty Lowther chuckled.

J“Taken to burg'hr.ﬁv “perhaps,” he sug-

s

%e_ “One of these fine days, P.-c.

rump will arrive at St. Jim's for him,
and Baggy will trot off, like cheery old
Eugene Aram, +with gyves upon his
wrists,”

“It is -weslly & sewious mattah,
Lowthah,” said D’Arcy, with a shake
the head. = “I am weally alarmed for

Twimble. T am twyin’ to think it out,
you know.” - ‘i ,
“What with?” _.inquired Lowther

““ Oh, watal”
: Tom Meiry & Co. went on their wany,
leaving Arthur Augustus still thinking
out his problem. They had no time to
waste on Baggy Trimble just then, as
they were starting on their Bolo-hunt.

CHAPTER 5.
- Gussy Is Too Good !
" Héah you are, deah

& AL Jove!
; “boy P2 3
rthur ~ Avgustus. was still |

thinking over his problem when
Baggy Trimble of the Fourth Form
rolled out of the School House.

Trimble had his coat on, and was evi-
dently bound oyt of gates. He did not
stop as Artbur Augustus spoke, and the |
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.one -of his- worries was to

[ wefain fwom givin’

swell .of St. Jim’s

and walked by his
“Goin’ out, Twimble?”

affably. i E :
:"!I{es,”'!nid Baggy shortly.

descended the sheps,
he asked

was thinkin' of goin’
deah boy. I'll come with you."”

Trimble grunted.

As a rule, Arthur Augustus did not
bestow any attentiori ugon the' foed-ho,
of St. Jim’s. He did not like Trimble, an
keep the
obtrusive youth a% & distance. IHis con-
cern for Trimble' must have been very
real now, as he was actually willing to
p}xt_tup with Baggy’s society on aceount
of it.

Strange to say, Baggy did not appéar
overjoyed by Gussy's offer to go walking
with him. He ought to have felt highly
honoured. Certainly, on most occasions
he would have been pleased at this sign
of .amity from e . Hon. Arthur
Augustus. .

_For reasons best known to bimsel he

was not pleased now. . - -

f(:_li‘ a walk,

2,

He quickened his pace as he went"

towards the gates; but Arthur Augustus
quickened, too, and kept level.
At the gates Trimble paused. -
“Which way are you going, D'Arcy?”

he asked.

“Whichevah way you like, deah boy.”

“The fact is, I'm going to see a
friend,” said Trimble.

“Bai Jove, are you wedlly? Come on,
then.” - =

I can’t very well take you, D’Arcy.”.

“Oh!” ejaculated Arthur Augustus.

_ The boon and blessing of -his noble
company was evidently not highly prized,
as it ought to have been. A rebuff from
Baggy &‘rimh!e was rather o new experi-
ence to Gussy, and it quite took his
breath away.’

But as Trimble started up the road
towards Rylcombe, Arthur Augustus
walked with him.

‘Trimble gave him a look, and stopped
again. 5 ™

“TLock here, D’Arcy—""

“Yaas, deah boy.” * ’

-~ #T'd rather be alone this afternoon, if
you don’t mind.” - ’

“But I do mind, Twimble,” said
Avthur Augustus, with grave benignity.

4T have wesolved to keep an eye on

you.”

“What |’ howled Trimble.

“Y am suah_you will not be offended,
Twimble, I am actin’ with the vewy
best -intentions. I feah,  Twimble, that
yau are geitin’ into twouble. As a fellow.
of tact and judgment, I feel that it is up
to me to lqoix eftah you.” -

“You silly ass!™ roared Trimble un-
gratefully. .

“Bai Jove!” 7

< Mind your own business !” .

Arthur “Augustus gasped. This was
plain English, with a vengeance, .

“ Are you awah whom you are speakin’
to, Twimble?” he exclaimed warmly.

- “Yes; I'm speaking to a silly, inter-
fering ass!” sn:g)sued Trimble.  “Just
you sheer off; and let me alpne!”

" Arthur Augustus shook his head.

T wefuse to do anythin®-of the sort,
Twimble,” he said firmly. 1

“You're coming with me,
like it or not?”’ exclaimed Trimble, in

angry amazement. !

- 9T feel it my dutay to. do g0.” «
“Qh, my hast! ~You—you silly

chump !’ -

“1 wefuse to be called:a sillay chump,
Twimble.,  Although I have the vewy
‘best intentions towards you, I shall not
you g . feahful
thwashin®, if vou 'make impertinent
wenitarks,” .

Trimble backed away hastily.

- “Look here, let me alone!” he ex-

-] reason wh

-\vhether B

claimed. “I don't want

this.afternoon,” : %
“I do not want yours, Twimble; but 1

am Som' to beah 1, for your sake!”

- ‘0Oh, you frabjous ass!” gasped

Trimb! ;

4 “The fact is, I am suah you are gettin’
into twouble,” said Arthur Augustus
calmly.  *“On_four or five occasions.
Twimble, you have left the school, and
wemeined out till' callin’-ovah, or latah,
and on. each occasion you have had
money afterwards. I have -seen you
showm’ off your money, an’ makin’ out
that you had it in wemittances fwom
‘home. That was not twue.”
“ You—your—="

your company

“Pway allow me to finish, Twimble. -

You have been gettin’ quite considewable
sums of money, and tellin’ lies as to the
source of it. There is only one possible
conclusion, and that is, that you are noi
gettin’ tf;at money by - honouwable

mgthe ' :
&l u_ think I'm steali it?2
howled '.[vr{i)mble. o csth
“I feah so!” assented Arthur
Au‘g‘%atus. R
&
TFrimble, - - )
“Jf you are not stealin’ it, Twimble,
pway allow me to ask you, as a Iriend,
where you are gettin’ it fwom?1"”
“From my—my pater, of course—by
special messenger.”” i
“ And’ you meet the special messengah
outside the school?” %
“Ves, exactly.”
“You were b
Twimble, that you are goin’ to have
anothah handsome tip to-day.”” 7
“I mentioned the fact,” said Trimbl
loftily.
 “That means, I pwesume, that you are
goin’ to meet that special messengah
once moret”
“Ye-e-es—exactly.” .
“Vewy well. -I will.come with you
and meet him, and then I can assuah the

i '_Iell‘ows that it is all wight.”>

You—you can’t!” stuttered Trimble,
“Whly nat, Twimble?” ’
“T—TI don’t want you to.” Ly

T feah, Twimble, that I eannot con-
sideh” what you want in this matter. . If
you are -doin’ - somethin’ wisky and
w'on%,
schoo!
cannot allow you to
weckless course,” .

bein’ bwought jnto disgwace, I
pwoceed upon this

Arthur Augustus D’Avcy’s look was.

very benevolent, but it was very deter-
mined.

He was acting in Trimble’s own in-.

terests, he considered, and therefore
Trimble's.own wishes in the matter could
not be allowed to count. :
Trinible glared at him, almost speech-
less with wrath. . L
“There was_evidently some powerful
Baggy did not want any
company that afternoon ;. and, under the
cireumstances, it was pretty cle
was a ressorl which would not bear the

light. .
“Look here!"- howled Trimble. “I
won’t have you with me, so there '™
“¥eou will have “no choice in the
mattah, Tiwimble.” 5 ;
“Can’t you mind your owh business?”
“1 wegard this as my business.”
“ YVou—you—you—-—=> :
* Shall
Augustus. calmly.

_Trimble turned suddenly,.and ‘broke _

into a run up the lane, Taken by sur-
prise by that sudden departure, Arthur
Augustus blinked after him for some
minutes, e F
The swell of St. Jim’s trotted on chees-
{ully besida the fat, panting Baggy.
“(oin’ to make & wage of it?”

hy, you—you—you—-="' spluttered-

ar that it .

e

vaggin’ “this mornin’,

a8 I feah, there is dangah of the -

we pwoceed? asked Ai'_thm" ’

3 e said. - -
emilingly, “Allsewenc! I don’t mind.”




- active Gussy.

" E-ve'rv Wednesday.

“Ch, you rotter!” gasped Trimble.
“Are - you wequuin’ ‘a feahful
thwashin’, Twimble?  Othahwise, I
wecommend: you not to make oppwobiwi-

ous wemarks!” :

Trimble dropped into a walk, At run-
ning he had no chance against the slim,
3 He trudged on, with a
scowlinig brow, and the swell of 8t. Jim’s
walked gracefully by his gide. ;.

CHAPTER 8. |
- * Very Wet !
OR soime time ‘the - strangely-
F' ‘assorted ‘companions walked on
in “silence. = Perha Trimble
" hoped D’Arey would tire.
Arthur Augustus prided himself upon
possessing the firmness of a rock, &
quality which the rest of Study No. &
sometimes characterised as the obstinacy
of a~mule: He was displaying that gquality

T@Wa o) . o8 Fo e .
For Trimble’s: own sake, his mysterious
‘souree of wealth had_to be looked into.
Arthur Angustus had made it his ‘busi-
ness to look into it. And there was an
end of the matter—{or the present.
At the stile in the lane Trimble paused

-at last. - Gussy paused also,

“Are you goin' oveh the stile, deah
boy?"” he inquired. - -
““Find out " snapped Trimble. ..
1 mean te,.desh boy.”
“Will you cleat off,
“Cortainly not!” " |
“TLook here, I—I'm going to meet a

lady I’ said Trimble desperately, “¥ou
can’t shove %ourse}f in, D’Arcy !”
e i | clieved that statement,

Twimble, I should certainly wetiah at
0

once.” -

“ Well, clear- off, then!" "
“But I do_not believe it,
said Arthur: Augustus calmly.

“0Oh, you rotter ! R

“Shall we pwoceed, or shall we take a
west heah?” aslked. Avthur Augustus,
leaning gracefully on the stile. =

-Trimble glared at his watch.. Appar-
ently the time for his mysterious appoint-
ment was drawing nesr. He jammed the
watch back in his pocket, and glared at
the serene ewell of 8t. Jim's.

Finally he made up his mind, and

you see,”

“clambered over the stile. Arthur Augus-
tus vaulted gracefully over, and walked ]

along the footpath with him.. ;
Trimble gritted his teeth. ’
There was a cunning gleam in his-litile
round eyes now. - He was determined to
get rid of the noble Gussy’s company,

. and he had set his wits to work. = And,
duffer as Trimble was, he had a certain |

gift of cunning, like many duffers.

They crossed the field, and another
field, and entered the wood. Trimble fol-
lowed a footpath which led towards the
atrearm in‘the wood, whefe it was crossed
by a plank.’ ) s ;

. At 516 plank he stopped. . 3 g

Arthur “Augustus stopped also, -

“Ts this the mewwy wendezvouas, deah
boy ?"” he asked. . . *

Trimble did not reply. Ie'stared back
along the footpath between the leafless
troes and thickets, - 3 ¢

Arcy followed liis glance.

“What are you lookin’ at?7” he asked.

“T’'ve dropped something,” muttered
Trimble. -““Can you see a purse ?”

“Bai Jove! It's vewy careless of you
to dwop n purse!” said Arthiur Augustus

. unsuspiciously. “1I will help you to look

for it if you like.”
“Come on, then!” : "
They turned back from the stream.
Arthur Angustus kept his ‘eyes on the

grass &8 he went along, lookin

" But a sound of runping feet made the

' sx\:ell of 8t. Jim's spin round suddenly.

But

ou silly chump 1™,

for the
- purse. Trimble dropped behind him.. - |
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He was twenty: gatds from the stream
now, and Trimble was heading for the
plnnit at top-speed. -
“Bai Jove! Have you found your
purse,- Twimble 2" called out D’Arecy.
_ The fat junior did not answer. Hs
sped on towards the stream. It dawned
upon D’Arcy’s aristocratic brain -thai
Trimble bad not dropped a purse at all,
and that he was tricked. o
He dashed in "hot pursuit of  the
Fourth-Former. { : .
£ Stog, you wottah I he shouted.
Trimble tore on,
. He reached the plank, and ran alon
it to the farther side of the little woocE
land stream. Therc he stopped, and
turned, panting. Arthur Augustus was
gaining, and he reached the ond of the
plank as Trimble dropped on his knees
and ﬁmpeﬁ the other end, - -
“Let that plank alone, you young
wascal 1. ghouted Arthar
Trimble’'s cunning scheme guite clear to
bim at last. g :
Trimble did pot speak. He tugged
breathlessly at the plank. The end of it
was deeply embedded in the muddy bank,
and it was not easy to drag loose.
D’Arey ran out on it quickly.
Unfortunately, he had only reached the
middle of the plank when Trimble: suc-
ceeded in getting his end loose, -
“Gweat Scott I gasped Arthur Augns-

tus, as the plank reeled under him,
“Oh, ewumbs! You young wottah!
Yawoooh |” :

Trimble exerted all his strength, and
hurled the plank aside.. i

Arthur Augustus slipped from it as-it
6lid under his feet.

Splash !

“Grooocogh !

Trimble stood panting on the bank.
The l&tm.k floated away down-stream
towards the Ryll. -

Arthur Augustus went under.
“‘“He, - he, . he!” cackled
breathlessly. L e

The water was shallow, and Arthur
Augustus came up, panting, his head and
shoulders above watexr.

“ Gwooogh-—oooch—oohh |

“He, he, he!”

The swell of St Jim’s struggled
aeross the stream, up to his armpits in
{':;ay kwater. He did not think of going

Trimble

clr. .
Trimble was dismayed for the moment.
But he took to lus heels, and disap-

peared along the footpath farther on

through the wood towards Wayland.

Arthur Augustus squelched out of the
stream, -with thick mud clinging to his
boots and trousers.

* Five minutes bofore, the aspect of the

awell of 8t. Jim's had been a thing of

beauty and a joy for ever, But now——

He was drenched with water and ‘caked

with mud. He dripped and_he squelched

and. he shivered. He gazed down at his
muddy garments in horror. :

_.“Oh, cwumbs {” he murmured through

his chattering teeth. -

The firmness of a rock—or the ob-
stinacy- of a mule—ecame to his rescue,
and he started up the footpath in pur-
suit of Baggy Trimble, Mud and water
squelched from him as he ran. :

But it was in vain. 5

He could not keep on in that state;
he realised that he was in danger of
cﬁtﬂhm a—f hgtd gqld,; and Il;{.-ither conld
the swell o . Jim’s possibly appear i
the streets of Wayland with mnd sdorn{f
ing his person from top to toe, and water
dropping ‘from. hig hair,

With deep, unspeakable wrath, Arthur
Au%{natuﬂ turned back.

There was no crossing the stream with-
out another plunge in the icy water, for
which he did not feel at-all inclined. He
made @ detour throngh the wogd - and

Augustus, |

‘passed.

One Penny, S

came out on the R'f‘]aomhe_mnd,-und
started for the schoel. He kept on the
run to kecp off the shivers. 2
Levison, Cardew, and Clive met him -
on the road, and-they stopped to stare.
“By  gad!” - ejaculated Cardew.
“What's this?” - E !
“Have you been appointed  Mud-
Controller 1" queried Levison. . :
“Gwoogh " gasped Arthur Angustus.
He ran on, leaving Study fo o
chortling, -
Blake and Herries and Digby were in
the gateway when he reached the school.

They simply blinked at  their noble
chum.

-*“Gussy !" gasped Jack -Blake.
“What's that game?” = inguired

Herries.” - “Better not let ‘the House-

| master see you like that, Gussy.”

M1 don't call it tidy,”
with a. shake of the head

“Gwoobogh 1 P
-“How did you get like that?” da-
manded Blake, i ;

. “I have beon lookin’ after Twimble,”
gasped Arthur Augustus. “The uttal
wottah pitched me into the watah—""

“Ha, ha, ba !” roared Blake. .

“I sce nothin’ whatevah to langh at,
Blake I” :

“Look. in
and yoy will

“Oh, wats 1"

Arthur Augﬂsﬁis plodded on breath-
Ieaaldy to the School House, receiving all
kinds_of tematks from the fellows he

Strange to say, the fellows
appeared more amused than: sympathetic.

e swell of 8t. Jim's "reached the
Fourth-Form dormitory at last;;and for
a good hour he was very busy ‘cleaning.
And during that time his feelings towards
Baggy Trimble were not benevolent—not
in the least !

remarked Dig,

t[&e glass, when, you get in, -

CHAPTER 7. .
The Hand of the Hun !

ICK ROYLANCE  snd  the
Terrible Three had quite a busy
afternoon in Ryleombe,

The four juniors had entered
apon the Bolo-hunt with “considerable
zest, though perhaps ywithout any great
anticipations of tuccess, - :

They dropped into  Mrs. Murphy's
tuckshop, ‘and "~ then into -Mr. Bumn's
establishment, and then talled on Mr.

Wiggs, and eeveral ofher tradedpeople of .

their acquaintance. © And they found
evidence that “ Bolo* had been at work.
Mr, Erasmus Zachariah Pepper was not
the only villager who had received a
mysterious bandbill from the wnknown
pro-Hun. - q s
That mysterious handbill, in fact, was
a_topic of conversation among  the
villagers. g
Mrs. Murphy was rather anxious. She
had found one under her door, and she
had spelled over it with her spectacles,
and it had produced the intended-effect
upen the old lady’s simple mind. .
“Course it ain’t true, Master Merry 77
sho said, when she had described "the
message of the pro-Hun.  *The- War
Loan is safe, ain't it?” .
“Of course,” said Tom. -
“I'm a poor womam,” sighed Mrs,
Murphy. “‘I've got five:pounds in-the
National War Bonds ag the post-office.
It’s my savings.” “
““You couldn't do betier with them,”
assured Tom. ) . .
“But if it ain’t safe?"” continued Muys.
Murphy, with a. lingering doubt:. = -~
_ Tom Merry's eyes gleamed. Herc was
evidence that the n"‘ufk of the mysterious
Boloist was bearing' fruit. - It was simple
old people like Mrs. Murphy who were
likely to be affected by the insinuations
of ‘the unknown agitator, e
THE GeM LIBRARY.—No. 524,
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“ Don't

i fagxe-shy"notice of ‘the rot,
ma’am "

said Tom, *“It's only sneak-
ing_rﬁt!!’ A L

-“But what is it for, if it ain’.true?”
inquired Mrs, Mu'.r'phg. i B
"‘_{t”g.. some pro-German - roftey - at]

OrK, - A i
<7 HORP? ‘said Mrs. Murphy -dubiouély.
“Then you wouldn’t sell your war bond,
if you was me, Master Merry 77"
. “Certainly not. It’s safe.as houses.”
. “‘Because I'm a poor. woman,” said the.
good dame, . “Five pounds is a lot of:
monoy to me, and it ain’t much use for
the war, is it 1" by ¥ 1
~ “That’s-where you make a mistake;”
said Manners. "éver little -helps—and
every quid may ~make a- difference.
-Don’t you worry about it, ma’am—
you've got the word of the Government
for it.”? - ; 7
“Well, I e’pose it’s all right,”?
Right -as rain ! said Tom Merry.
Tom was frowning as they went on
their-way, ° The poison of doubt was
being spread by: the cunning agitator,
aihd Tom would have given n great .deal
to get within punching distance of the
_ mysterious Boloist. | ;
. After o round of the village, the chums
of 8t. Jim’s called at the police-station,
where they found Police-constable
; Crump, Mr. Crump looked at them
.. rather grimly. He had had his rubs with
" the St Fim's juniors. .
rRoylancelaid bis handbill on the desk.
“fﬁﬁs i the right place for that, Mr.
Crump?” hé asked. . - . - 5
Mr. Crump looked at.it, and grinned:
slightly, . "~ = . : - ;
“Thapk “you, sir, - That’s about the
«day.. You’re right—this ‘is
t of it. Have they been leav-
ing them up at the school?” X
“Oh, no. That was left in - Mr.
Pepper’s cottage. I suppose youw’re look-
ing for the man that's doing it?’ said
Roylance. L .
“*Course !”_said Mr. Crump,
“I hope yow'll find him.” -~
.““Oh, he ain’t got a very long run afore
him,” “answered Mr.- Crump. *“He'll be
nailed ‘pretty soom™ - s
" The juniorg feft the police-station. -
,The winter ‘dusk was falling, and there
did not seem enything more to be done.
They walked back towards the school.
“The rascal-must be & prétty thorough
whoever he is,” Roylance re-
marked. “I should have thought that a
v:}lllﬁge” like this was hardly worth his
while.

the place

“It’s_been: done .in ‘Wayland, too, I
expect,’ said Tom Merry. ““After dark,
most, likely—shoving the handbills under
g:‘o]psl‘e’s loors wherr they’re asleep in

“If’s queer that the man hasn’t -been
spotted, though,” said Manners thought-
fully. “Delivering handbills jsn’t cﬁme
now, in the usual way—and a man going
round with them ought to.be noticed—
e_s]i)ecinlly # German, - 5

‘Perhaps he isn’t a German,” ;

©  “Oh, come!” said Manpers warmly.
“Of course he’s & German! Dagh it aﬁ
you don’t think an Englishmah wou[ct
pln‘y the Hun’s game for them 7"

“Blessed if I know !” confessed Tom.
“I don’t see how a -German could get
-about withaut being suepectéd. Most of
them ave interned, and all the others are
registered, and Képt under observation.”

. "But a _patiralised German!” sug-
ge"s‘t%d‘Ro hpcia..l-{ 1 i &
e, that’s likely enough, I suppose.”

“Well, you know this part better than
I do,” said the New Zealand junior.
** What naturalised Germans are there in
this neighbourhood 7™ - .

““Tdon’t know of any,” said Tom. .

“Probably half a dozen in Wayland,”
-xemarked Monty' Lowther, .

THE GrM LiBRARY.~No, 524,

into the High Street, they si

and a rascal 17

“Suppose. wo trot over to Wayland,
and see if anything of the kind has been
going on there?” suggested Roylance.
; -"lﬁﬁte for call-over if we do.”" - -

*Oh, bother_eall-over !

Tom Merry laughed. - - - .

*We can tell. Railton we’ve been en-

 gaged 'on work of national importance,”

grinned Lowther.

“ Well, it is nationally important tol

nail that- worm, if
agreed Tom Merry,

mo on!” .

The four jupiors turned into the road
for. Wayland; and strode alon quickly
towards the market town. As t e}y; came
i ted a
early a
women, were
ance of getting

we _could -do it,"”

queue outside the grocer’s,
hundred people, - most]

waiting there, on the o

& half-pound -of margarine when their
turn came. The juniors felt very grave
as they looked at the pale, pinched faces
of the women in ‘the line, with their
shawls huddled round them to keep off
the bitter .wind..
had_a handbill in his fingers; and was
reading it out to. the - others—and Tom
Merry & Co. recognised the handiwork
of the unknown “Bolo.” it

Tom . Merry stopped, . and. - listened
quietly till the man_had fnished. . .

“You ought to take that to the polige-
station,” he said civilly, "

he man stared at him.

* And lose my place in the queue?” he
grined. “No, you den’t, my fine Foung
-gentleman.” " " B}

Tom coloured with vexation.

*Oh, the young gent doesn’t want any
margarine,”. - sneered -8 rough-fookin;
man_in'a fur cap. . “He has plenty o
butter. Margarine is for the lﬂfeu of us,
when we can get it, which ain't often.”

“Jest wot it says on that there hand.
bill!” chimed in a thin-faced woman, in
bitter tones. “Don’t it say there, in
plain print, ‘Do you ever see the rich
standing in a queue?’ They've got
plenty. ~ Course they 'ave!”

There was a mutmur from the half-
frozen throng,

Tom Merry’s eyes flashed. - . -

‘‘That handbill is the work of a traitor
he exclaimed, in a ringing
voice. ~ “Tt's only intended to make

eople discontented,” You ought to know
étter than to take notice of what a. pro-
Hun says.”

Y Ain't l3{9:1 got plenty of butter, up at
the big school, while we're ’anging round
‘erc for a-little bit of ‘margarine 7"
sneered the gentleman in the fur cap.

“I haven't tasted butter for three
weels,” gaid Tom Merry quietly. And
I have almost forgntten the taste of tea.
I should be ashimed to have them while
women and children are going without,
But there’s no _good to come o complain-
ing, and listéning to-sneaking enemies !

“The young gent’s right,” - said
another man. . “8tick it ouf, while we
beat the Germans, that’s what I sayt”

‘’Ear, ’ear!” said the gentleman in
the fur cap. “And 'ere goes that lyin’
rubbigh 1"~

.He tore the
| red them in the -gutter,

he _juniors walked on, Tom Merry's
eyes gleaming under his knitted brows,
. “You can see the harm that villain’s
doing I”” he muttered. *“ By Jove, I wish
I could find out the beastly smeal |”

. The winter darkness had fallen, and
lamps - glimmered dimly -through - the
thickeninfimlst._ The tuniors w:ﬁged on,
leaving the High Street, and keeping
their eyes about them, They had a faint
hope -of -finding  Bolo  at “work ‘under
cover of the mist, - It was. certainly a
favourable moment for the work of the
unknown sower of discontent. 5

They turned a corner suddenly, and
there was a loud exclamation as they ran

“We'll chance it..

A man . in the gueue |

: handbill into half a dozen |
‘pleces, and scatte 1

"Hun lather me?” roared Lowther.

. in the mist,

into a man eomin%a round towards them.
He was a heavy, fat man, wrapped in a
thick overcoat and muffler. is foot

lipped on the slippery pavement in the

B
collision, and he sat down heavily. :
‘““Ach?l “Dummpkaopf 1" ’
 “Oh1” ejaculated Tom Merry.
- CHAPTER 8 . .
A ‘Bumping ‘for. Baggy !
HE four juniors stared down at the
3 the man on the pavement. ]
IS His fat, florid face was dark
with rage. The fudden fall on
the hard pavement had given him a
nasty jar,

The _collision was & pure accident, and
Tom Merry would have apologised -the
next moment, though he was no more to

ume than the fat man,  But the ejacu-
Eitmn in the German. tonguc startled

m. . ;

_The fat man staggered up without any
assistance from - the juniors, and he
grasped his umbrells, threateningly.

* You elumsy fool I he snarled.

“Better language, please!™ said Tom

Merry sha!]’fly.l_ . Youran inte me. ¥ou .
11) 4451 X

can speak En

‘“Blockhead ! ; :

“Make it * dummkopf’!” grinned
Monty Lowther., ~ “Why not talk your
own language, Brother Hun??

wish !

The angry man's umbrella whis%?d
the air, "and descended on Moniy
I.:]Ither's shoulders.  Lowther gave a

¥ ST e i
“ You cheeky Hun!  Down him!”
" The i

sh.now, it seems,”

the pavement again with a heavy bump.

There was a guttural howl from fhe -

un,
“A blessed German!” said Rorlance,
staring at the gasping man, *What's a
German doing here?” _—
The fat man panted,
‘Tt is false!
you bunished for libel !’
“Oh

, ratsl" said Tom Merry, “Kecp -

-your umbrella to yourself, you cad!”
TN give  him- umbrella I said
Lowther vengefully. -~ =
-Monty Lowther was hurt, and he was

angry. He grabbed-the umbrells, and
laghed the "Efai; gentleman across the
shoulders with it. ®
“¥Yah! Ach! Oh!” E
“Go , easy, Lowiher!” excluimed
Manners,
“Do you think I'm going to let a filthy

“ri

ive him gip, the Hun beast!”
S'Wimck! Whack!

“Oh! Ah! Ach! Mein Gott1?

e fat man struggled to rise, but his

foot slipped, and he sat down sgain, The
umbrelly beat ‘iﬁml his broad back, The
loud yells of the Hunnish gentleman
rang through the misty air.

_ A policeman loomed iy through the
mist. : 5 T

“What's all this ’ere?” inguired the
official voice. i

“Only whack_ing a )
Lowther coolly... *Officer, I'm surprised
at you allowing Huna to wauder about
loose I ! : :

“Hay! What's that il

Phe constable turped his lantern upon
the sitting: gentleman. - ‘. -

“Oh, 1\% . Klootz " he exclaimed. |

‘The fat man staggered -up, eveing
Lowther. savagely,  He |
umbrella, which the junior hed  flung

“upon the pavement.

Mr. Klootz seemed inclined to use it
again-as a weapon; but he changed bis
mind, and hurried away. policenian

T it o
looked after him with a glance of dis- .

favour. Ina moment-or two he vanished

in,

am English ! i':w.i_'ll haf

Hun;” said “Monty

juniors collared the fat genfleman ' -
without ceremony, and sat him down on .

e picked up the -
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“You. know that. man, officer?”’ asked
- Tom Merry. i x
The constable nodded. . i
*Yes, sir. Hp's a tobacgonist in the
H:gh Btreet.” 7 . a
‘*But isn't he a German?? % =
- “Npturalised,” said the constable
briefly. - “Twenty years before the war,
I beheve,” . :
& Oh !#l * )
The constable tramped oh in the gloom,
*- leaving Tom Merry & Co. looking at one |
another, i o ! Y
“Well, we've found a German, st any
rate 1” said Roylance, grinning a little:
“1 shouldn’t wonder if he’s, the man,” |
_growled Lowther. “Just the kind of
beast to sneak about with treasonable
handbills.”? )
"Monty rubbed his shoulder as he
spoke.” To Lowther's mind, the umbrells
Wag an _argument against the Hun,
-apparently.

Tom Merry grinned. :
“The bobby seems to know him,” he
remarked. “Did the beast hurt you,

- Monty ¥’ w
“Ow! Ves. But I hurt himl" said
Lowther. “That’s some comfort.”
" Tom looked at his watch. :
“Let’s get home,” he said, *There’s
nothing doing here.” +
“Late for calling-over, I'm afraid,” re-
marked Manners. “Get-a move on!”
The juniors tramped back to the High:
Street. Just before they reached that
thoroughfare, Lowther uttered an ex-

clamation, ;

“Trimble, by Jove!” J e 5

The fat form of Bas‘gg Trimble loomed 1 ; : z o,
up in the gloom ahead. His back was | Shadowing Baggy ! z I
towards the chums of 8t. Jim’s. (8ee Chapter 10.) a2t

; The juniors were going in the same
7+ direction, and so t.img followed Baggy. | .. 5 . .
> %Ile mhfég thg.]}_lig fSt;eet, ‘;yitge hom dldr; t’:l’J’M you coming out of a tobac- Hsgal!” ‘D“il’?d the captain of the Shell.
- Merry & Co. cnly a few -yards behind | conist’s.,” — . ~ - " : : ump him 1” N .-
“him, -To their surprise, he'stopped at a | ' L= have'§——" = = . - Yaroooph 1" roared Tiimble, as he sat
shop there, and went in. - G < “Trot out _your smokes, 'before we 0!1;1 the pavement loutside. My, Klootz's
v P . ump.you,” said B, i shop, e ! g
Tongferir;rt x?;%it-ﬁsiﬁ%&moﬁﬁf;ﬁ?f X haven't been buying smokes,” | “'That’s for buying smokes!” said Tora
- % blade ! grinned | Ftammered Baggy. severely, = - S .
; Lowth:r merry, merry blage!™ grinne 2 l\\fhat hu]\nve ylo,u been buying, then?’ “Yow-ow! I haven't——"
: =y - 2 -n-nothing I Bump! i
“It's a newsagent's, too!” remarked | «Qply ﬂid tﬁe Hun a friendly vieit?” “A'r:, that's for buying them of a
un .

Manners. “Baggy may have gone in for grinned nners. Hun !
X a paper.” - . “Klootz isn’t a Hun,” said Trimble, | * Yaroooh I”* . i
w T “Two to orie on eigarettes!” . “he’'s English, = Naturalised ever so long |- Tom Merry & Co. walked away, chuck-

“Let’s bump him as he comes out,” | ago. He's awfully up against the Kaiser. | ling, lesving Baggy Trimble gasping for
suggested Lowlzher_ o 0 e says he'd like to hang the Kaiser and | breath. - £ ! > ’
“%?:odl" -~ .| the.Crown Prince on the same tree.” o T}‘J]_D chums éwere lali;a {or };’ﬂ“(il"!'ﬁ'qwl‘ at
The juniors stopped:unt the shop door. | © “Methinks the Hun doth. protest tog | St. Jim’s, arid were duly handed impots
They knew t.h&t*T!‘JPIIB}?Jle was a hanger-on | much!” chuckled Lowther, p“Thay all | by’ their Housemaster, Baggy Trimble

of Racke &. Co:, the bold blades of the | talk like that, when they're longing at | was still later, and he was rubbing his
School  House, ‘and they had no doubt | the same time to see. the Huns nmﬁ in | fat hands when he rolled away from Mr.

that he was after *smokes.” England.” Railton’s study, after an interview with
““By Jove!” ejaculated Tom Merry |  * 8o you know the man, Trimble?” ex- | the Housemaster, ~But when the
suddenly. alaimed Tom Merry. had defarbed from his fat palms, Baggy's
.+ “Hallo! What’s the row?"” “Oh, only just to speak to- over the|Podgy face was obsefved to be wearing an
= “Look at that!” counter, you know ! : expression of considerable satisfaction.
+5 * - Tom pointed to the name. over the| *When you were buying smokea?” . | The reason was. soon. apparent. In the
‘w7 ghop, e juniors stared-at it. I wasn't buying smokes, you ess!]|Common-room  that. ‘evening Baggy

5o ‘Mr. Klootz wouldn't serve me.” Trimble proudly displayed a ten-shilling
S “KLOOTZ & €O.” = : “Well, he oughtn't to; but a Hun | note, another “¥p from his pater,” Cer-
it B S would do anything. What have you [ tainly, matters seemed to b looking up—
“My hat! Baggy isa customer of the | heen doing 'in his shop?” demanded |financially—at Trimble Hal

11110‘11";{‘l Hun we bowled over!” exclaimed | Manners. . - A T—
Lowther, in surprise, . “I~I—I—-" stammered Trimble, CHAPTER 9
: “We'll give him an extra bump for- evidently taken aback. - ) : 3 . -
«  that,” said Roylance. “If he wants to “Yes, - you—you—you!” mimicked - Tit for Tat 1 S
5ﬁ.\3" B’gz_lokes, he needn’t buy them of 'n | Lowther. ) ) RTHUR ' AUGUSTUS D’ARCY
an’” oo : . -

- "I—I dropped in for ‘an evening was at prep in Study No, 6 that
“ Heat, hear!” . : paper.” ., * .evening, when the door opened,
The juniors waited. - But it wns a.good | - “Good! Let’s see the news:” . and Baggy Trimble Jooked in.
ten minutes before Baigy Trimble came “I=T haven't got it,” stuttered | . Trirble wore an ingratiating emile,
out. He stelppedfort from. the shop | Trimhle, “The—-the papers . haven't| . #I—I say, D' Arcy——" ho began. - .
‘doorway at last, and .uttered a startled { come down yet.” . Arthur Alagustus rose to his feet, and
" howl as four pairs of hands grasped him, “*And it took you ten minutes to find |looked round for a cricket-stump:  The
3 Oh! Ow! Wharrer marrer?”’ that out?” demanded Lowther. * fat Fourth-Former went on hastily, A
“You young sweep !” e “I haven’t been in the shop a minute.” "I—i_hqfe you didn’t catch a -cold,
- MOhWgasped Trimble, “Is you, | Why, you fat Hun!™ exclaimed Tom | D’Arcy ! 've been feeling awfully
- Tom Merryt. You startled me, you | Merry. “We've been- waiting. for you | anxious about you I .
asgl” el R .. fover ten minutes” e “Bai Jove! Have you, weally?” ex.-
- “Did you think it was o prefect?” suid ¢ I—I—I. mean-—that is to say——" claimed: Arthur Augustus, in surprise.
Tom, laughing. * * Lucky for you Kildare' | - “¥ou ‘mean - to  tell whoppers, as TEE GeM %JBBABY,%NO. 524,
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“ Yes, really, you'know.. I hope you're
feeling all right,” -said Trimble, with
eat golicitude. “I was afraid .F should
nd you sneezing, old chap. I shonld
never have forgiven myself if you'd
canght 2 cold.” .
-Blake and Herries and Digby grinned.
Baut tho swell of the Fourth%
- mollified. 3 i

_“ Ag a-mattah of fact, Twimble, I have'

not caught a cold,” he said. “I am vewy

much obliged by your anxiety on my
account.” . ] )

“I'm so glad!” said Trimble affably.

“You've quite relieved my mind,
D’Arcy.” . . :

“All sewene,” said Arthur Augustus

" placably. - . -

¢ Trimgla rolled out, and winked into

space as he depatrted,
“That -is  wathah. considewate of
Twimble,” ~ Arthur Auguistus remarked.
“I do not sce what vou fellows are
. gwinnin’ at. T wegard this as unusually
decent, of Twimble. T weally did not ex-
peet him to care whethah I caught a cold
or not.” = A e b
“He ‘cares a lot—I ‘den’t think!”
chuckled Blake. ot
#Weally, Blake—-?”
“A fat 1ot I grunted Herries,
“Weally, Hewwies—1
“Fathead !” remarked Dig. .
“Twimble hag.come heah especially to
expwesd his anxiety on the subject, deah
l_mga, I weally do not see—7>
“You wouldn’'t[” ~agreed Blake.
“XKeep on thinking, old chap, and in a
centur: ert&gijg will dawn on you that
Trimble was buftering you because he
though; i
that duckiy v
~“Bai Jova!" I nevah thought of that!”
“Ha, ha, ha!” - -

“Oh, wats!” said Arthur Augustus.

crossly.

When Study No. 6 came down into the
,Commo::—roqm they found Baggy Trimble
there, in high good-humour. He gave
Arthur Augustus an affable nod, and re-
ceived a-frozen stare in retarn.

Aubrey Racke came in with Crooke and
Scrope, and Trimble called out to him,
with a fat chuckle 1 : )

. “Isay, Racke!”

Racke did not look at him.

“Racke, old chap!”

_ “Don't call me ‘old- chap,' vou fat
toad!” growled Racke. .

“I say, thongh, how muchwill you bet
me that I haven't had a remittance to-
.day 7" chortled Trimble,

- Racke stared at him. .=

“8o_you've had another remittance?”
he asked, . :

“You bet !”, :

“I don’t believe it I* said-Racke.

. Trimble sneered.

“Do you think your pater’s got all the
maney in the country?” he inquired.
“Look here, then!” ° . ds

.., ‘Baggy held up a red ten-shilling note
in his fat fingers, ) :

“8till rolling in wealth—what?"” rve-
marked Monty
curious look at the fat junior. .

“I've told you before that my people

aro awfully wealthy,” said Baggy fatu-.

ously.
now.” %

. *“Are the pubs doing well now?™
queried Cardew-of the Fourth,

Pubs?” repeated Trimble.

Yaas:. You seem to-be gettin’ a lot
from the Trimble Arms.”

“It's Trimble = Hall, vou rotter!”

shrieked Baggy.
“0Oh, my mistake ! n

Tximble Arms?” asked Cardew, in sur-

prise. “ .
Trimble snorted, and disdained any

further ‘reply. -Later in the evening,

when Racke and Crooke were in. their
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“I'm expecting tips every day

1
@

of ti

ocked quite’

ere going to lick him for}

-shook a podg;

Lowther, . with a: very )

Sure it isn’t the |

study, Trimble rolled .in. The two black
sheep were playing nap, and they did not
welcome Baggy. : )

" out I’ said Racke tersely.

Al serene,” said Trimble confidently.
“I'm gm’ngsto take a hand, you know.
P'm in funds now.”

“Let him toke a hand; Racke,” sug-|

gested Crooke, Crooke had no objection
to bagging Trimble’s ten-shilling note.
Aubrey Racke shook his head.: = -
“He's not goin’ to take a hand here |
he reﬁ}led. I want to know where he
gets-his money first. . Notes are num-
bered, and there may be inquiry after
'I"ru;:‘lable’ note, I don’t want it found on
e | ! ] .
“0Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Crooke.
Trimble gave the heir of war-profits a
furious look. )
“ You rotter ! Do you think I’ve stolen
it?” he shouted. g
“Yes, I do!” said Racke coolly.
__“'Why, you—you—you—-" spluttered
Tr‘z‘mble. -
thgn‘ ; p N
ip X ter | e
T  peter ], .
,"'szere could I get it, then ?” howled
Trimble,
“Dofi’t ask me! There will be. police-
men asking that question pretty soon, 1
fancy,” answered Racke, with a sneer.
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urple with wrath, He
st at the sneering face of
the cad of the Shell, ’

“I'm not a thief, like your pater!” he
said crushingly. . .
“What 1"

Trimble was

' ¥a3

“ Making wa.r-}x_-oﬁtafis-steaiin re-
torted Baggy loftily,
scend to that, anywa,
think everybody’is
pater is? That's like yoi:, Racke !’
Crooke grinned, and Racke made a
stride towards Trimble. The fat jumior
dodged out of the study, but he was not
quite quick enough. -Racke’s boot caught
him as he went, with & terrific kick, and
Baggy rolled héadlong into the passage.
C%'a.sh! F i R :
“Ha, ha, ha!” voared Crodke. :
“Ohl Ah! Yooop!” howled Baggy.
Racke slammed the door after him.
Bag?' sat up dazedly in the passage. He
was hurt

4 g T suppose you
dishonest because your

kowled. ¢

Grundy and Wilkins and Gunn came
along to their study, snd Grurdy stopped,

“ What are you sitting there for, you
fas duffer 2” ‘he demanded. -

“Ow, ow, ow, ow! I'm hurt! Yow-
ow! " I—I say, Grundy, Racke’s been
bullying me!”" groaned Trimble. “You
oughtn’t to allow- it, Grundy 1’

*“Come on !” said Wilkins,

But Grundy did not come on, Gruady
wag & ¥ery important person, in his own
eyes, and Trimble's appeal to him was a
recognition of his importance. Grundy

| ment,

?,I,mz'e are you\_‘getﬁngmcney from, .

| handled him quite easily.

“I wouldn't de-| :

“lhrd.earrl Oh! Ow! Yow!” he|

was ﬁuitﬁ prepared to 'see justice done.

e a ed a judicial look. .

“Well, -that depends,”. he said.
“You're a crawling toad, Trimble, -and
no mistake. But il Racke’s bullying, I'll
soon stop him! I don’t allow .bullying.
What's the row about?” :

“I—I only said that gou ought to be-
Prime Minister in the 8t Jim’s Parlia-
Grundy ! moaned Trimble. “And
Racke went for me and kicked me.”

It did not occur to Grundy’s mighty
brain that Trimble had invented that ex-
Planation on the spot, in order to get
Racke booked for a licking from the great
George Alfred, Grundy coloured with
wiath.

“My hat! Il show him!” ho ex-
claimed,. striding along to Racke’s study.

“Hold o !” exclaimed Gunn..

“Bosh!” snapped Grundy.” -

He hurled open -Racke’s door, and”
strode in. Racke and Crooke jumped up
from the table, the cards in their hands.

“Oh, gambling, as usual!” snorted
Grundy in conterpt,

““Not your bizney 1" said Racke..

“You've been bullying. Trimble.”

“Oh, rats!” o e ;

“T don’t allow bullying o
. ““Don’t you? Who are you, anyway "
inquired Racke. = -

“I'm going to lick you, Racke!”

“ here, you fool— Qh! Ab!
Yah! Yarrrooop!” roared Racke, as
George Alfred rushed at him,

Crooke dodged out of the way. Grandy
had grabbed Racke, and was pommelling
him “with terrifie vim. The yells of
Aubrey Racke rang ‘along the passige..
He strugglod . furlously, but Grundy
The table was
knocked over, the chairs went-flying, and
Racke was pitched among the wreckage,
aching’ and ‘panting, and spluttering

\\'1[&]{.
. “That’s a lesson!" said Grundy warn-
ingly. : .

And he strode out of the study, with
his nose in the air, : e
Racke sat up.
“Oh, crumbs! = The villainl = The
rffian I TIl—DI'll— Oh! Ow!”

“He, , he!”  Trimble’s fat face
?nnr}ed in at the déor. “How do you

ike it yourself, Racke? He, he, hei I
sent Grundy here! He, he, hel!”

Racke staggered to his feet, and Baggy
Trimble departed hastily. The héir of
Messrs.” Rm:’i{e and Hacke did not pursue

im. e sank into an armchair, and for

“}ten minutes he did nothing but gasp and

splutter, .
“Foal bad?”’ asked Crooke, with a.
supgrﬂaﬁed rin. -
'I=I-~T'l make 1hat beast Trimble
suffer for this!” groaned Racke.  “QOw!
Ow! Tl show him ip! Ow! Ow!” -
Crooke lounged out, of the study, and
left Aubrey Racke to grasp and groan

himself. - And for quite a long time i

b
uﬂerwards sounds of ‘woe weire heard
from Study No, 3 in the Shell.

—_—

CHAPTER 10.
Racke on-the Track !

OM MERRY & CO. were playing
. football on Saturday afternocon,
atid they had no time to devote
to' the Bolo  hunt, - Arthur
Augustus D'Avey was in the School
House eleven, and he, too, had no time
for Baggy Trimble. .Just befors the
match Atrthur Augustus noted Baggy
rolling away towards the school gates,
and he shook his head solemnly. He
céuld guess that Trimble was off onco
more to seek his mysterious horn of
plenty, but he conld not accompany him

this time. S
But there was another fellow in the
fchiool Honse who .wvas interested in- -
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Baggy Trimble's proceedings that after-

noon, . ]
Aubrey - Racke was lounging in the

gateway when Trimble went ont. *

Trimble dodged past him rather hastily.

- His_relations with Racke were rather
strained since Aubrey’s licking at
Grundy’s hands. But Racke did not even

. glance at him, =

-~ After Trimble had gone some distancs,
-however, Racke detached himself from
the stone pillar of the gateway, and
strolled after him,  * :

Trimble glanced back .once, perhaps
thinking of I’ Arcy. But all he saw was
‘Racke in the distance, sauntering along
with an aimless air, L
_The fat junior disappeared into the
footpath thirough the wood.

Racke smiled. )

. He could guess, from Teimble’s direc--
tion, that he was going to Wayland, and
he set off across the fields by another

- route to the same destination,

.. He was in the Wayland road when
Trimble came over the stile at the end of
the footpath, end he kept out of sight
und watched him. Trimble walked on

- into the town, with Racke following.

The fat junior went into the bun-shop,
-and. remained there some time, Racke
waiting on . the opposite side of the
streef. A margarine queue screened him
from’ sight when. Trintble came out. -

Trimble’s next visit ivas to another
bun-shop. 5

From that establishment he rolled later
to a confectioner’s, aud after that to a
small sweetstuff-shop in a side street.

Racke kept him in sight all the time,
licéping his distance. : .

But the gpy was feeling .chagrined by
this time. He did not mind wasting b
dfternoon - in . an. ‘atéempt to find out

Trimble’s mysterious source of wesith, |
as if Trimble wap merely

But it loock:
engaged upon a ‘grub crawl, going from
shop to shop getting a meal up to the
full amount of the ration at each estah-
lishment—a trick sometimes played by
foed-hogs.

Racke had not found angthing, out so
far. AH Bt. Jim’s knew already that
Baggy Trimble was a foed-hog; indeed,
ho had been caned for offences coming
under the food-hogging head .more than
once. . But the Shell fellow did not tose
patience.. d AT

The. . early dusk - was.  falling' when
Trimble. came out of the food-shop.
Then- he rolled along the High Street,
with Racke some distance in the rear.
The fat junior entered-Mr. Klootz's
tobaeco shop. = =7

Racke grunted with disappoiniment.

Tt “was - against the school rules for

. uniors to enter a tobadconist’s, certainly,
buf it was not an offence of that kind
Racke -was looking for. As a matter of
fact, Racke had often sont Trimble to
that sl:j;p for “smuﬁiee."’f for .hsrpsftif,
giving the young rascal a few cigarettes
“for hig tmub]e.ngi‘rimble was well | YN
there, and Racke could only suppose that,
being_in funds, he was going to stand

. himself some smokes at his own expense.’|

However, the Shell fellow waited. and
wal . Trimble came out of the shop

Jin the %athe_ring gloom and mist. Racke
was only o few yards from him,-in a
.doorway.. “To bis surprise, he saw that
Trimble had a bundle under his arm.
Cerlainly “emokes’ would not have
made up a bundle thet size, and Racke
wondered what was in it. - :

He noticed that Trimble cast a cauticus
glance up-and down the street, as if to
sscertain  whether he was observed.
Racke kept ¢lose in the dusky doorway,
'fge!ing some ‘excitement now, The fat
junior’s manner certainly was mysterious.

Trimble set off at last, and Racke kept
him in sight. - Trimble :left the High

* Btreet, and turned into a thoroughfare

J - =
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lined with private residences. Tt was|
night now, and the street was dark and |

deserted.  Zeppelin blinds covered all
the windows,

: . eeping any ray of light
from escaping. i

To Racke’s surprige, Trimble entered
a garden gate, and disappeared into an
area. The Shell feliow stood still in
agtonishment, '
" Trimble was only a minute out of sight.

He reappeared, and went into the next
garden, in the same way. In the mist
and darkness Racke could only see him
dimly. In blank amazement ga dogged
Trimhle the whole length of the street.

At each house 'Frimble went in and ecame

out quickly, hut he did not knock or
ring at any door. i

Igwke’s amazement increased.

What the fat junior’s occupation eould
be was a baffling mystery, unless he was
out of his senses. .

Trimble’s next step was to return along
the street on the other side, sneaking
quietly into each garden ’as he went.

Suddenly there was a heavy tramp of
feet, and a policeman came in sight,
trampm%aa!ong the pavement.

Trimble was about to enter a gate, but
he stopped, and walked on with an air
of indifference past the policeman, who
glanced at him carclessly. :

Racke’s cup of astonishment was now

| full. Trimble had suspended his peculiar

occupation while the policeman was in

sight:
After the heavy footsteps had died
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away the fat junior resumed his mysteri-
cus dedging in and out of the gardens.
- Racke noticed that when a pedestrian
came by, Trimble stopped at once, an
made a pretence of looking ‘at his watch,
or turning up his collar—evidently in
arder not {o excite attention. -

The fat junior turned into another

dark street at last, and there his ‘pro:|

ceedings were precisely the same,
Racke lost sight of him several times
in the gloom, but it was always easy to
ick him up again, now that he knew
Eagg’y’s method of procedure.

Finally Trimble started off at a brisk

walk, and Racke could guess that his
mysterious work was over. He turned
into the High Btreet, with Racke be-
hind, and in the light of the latps Racke
ohserved that the bundle was no longer
under the fat junior’s arm.. -
“Then the truth dawned upon Aubrey
Racke’s mind, - ' i
Trimble’s. mysterious occupation - was
;};&la'ined.' He bad been delivering hand-
ills ¢

Tt was not an occupation one would
have expected to find a $t. Jim’s fellow:
engaged in, but that was it; undoubtedly.
Racke watched him d.tsa.%pear.mto T,
Klootz's shop again, and he grinned.

“8o that's it ” Racke chuckled. *The

fa frand! He's got a job_delivering

handbills, and he’s paid for it! That’s
where his money comes from. Fancy that
fat frog doing any work!” .

And, satisfied that he had ascertained
the truth at last. Aubrey Racke set out
for St. Jim’s; with a tale to tell when he
arrived there,

Do FTou. Eead
L. T WERS?

d | can't, y’know !

- delivering handbi

g _One_ Penhyq

- CHAPTER ‘14, - -
A Show Up. - L
OM MERRY & CO. were .in the
‘Common-room  discussing the
foothall match of the afterncon,

S when Racke sauntered in. Racke
joined Crooke and Berope by the fire, and
chatted with them, ‘wziting for Trimble
to come in. Trimble was late for call-
over, but his fat face looked quite
cheery when he rolled into the Commion-
roomy at last, %0 -apparently he had
escaped the cane this time. - .

Arthur Augustus I’ Arcy gave him a
severe glance. ' He knew what that fab
grin on Trimble’s faco meant. Baggy
was in funds again, Co

Racke smiled as he saw it. -

* Hallo, Trimble I’ he called outs
- Trimble looked at him.

., “Had another. remittance toflay ™

“inquired Racke genially. :
“ As a matter of fact, Racke, I have,""

answered Trimble loftily,

“Rolling in it—what?”
Roylance.

‘rimble smirked. '
“Are you paid by the hour?? asked.
acke. : )

{3 El)‘{lPJ ; N

exclaimed

R
“Or by the job?" gueriéd Racke.
Trimble stared, - . i
“I don’t understand you, Racke.”
“Ten bob is rather a lot for delivering

a few bandbills.” went on- Racke, with

E:ea.t enjo%me_mt-. “1 shouldn’t have
ought a Hun would pay so well.”
Trimble’s jaw dropped. .

- Racke's extraordinary remark caused

fh“"'es to turn on him and on Trimble

rom all sides,

- Racke chuckled. :

-“Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows!” he

.said. * “ The mystery 1e out! I’ve founa

out” where Trimble gets his remittances
from ! . - EF .

“Baj Jove!” L

“ Nobody would have guessed it,”" con-
tinned Racke. “Trimble’s working 1"

“ Workin’ 1" ejaculated - - Cardew.
“Trimble? It can’t be true—simply

“Ha, ha, ha!” =~ - .

“ Earning money by, the sweat of- his
brow !” grinned e “‘Very aristo-
cratic  occupation—delivering handbills
from door to door! What 1" :

“ My hat?”.

“ Trimble | :

Baggy Trimble’s face was ‘erimson,

“You—you rotter! he gasped.
“You've n watching me 1 -
“TExactly!” gssented Racke, “I've

‘been watchiz’ you, my pippin | I thought
you werg siealin’ _money somewhere,
an' T meant to hawve it out. What do you
fellows think of a St. Jim's chap takin’
on the job of deliverin’ handbills?”
% Rotten 1"’ sneered Crooke. . .

“ Pretty low-down, even for Trimble 122
remarked Mellish.

# T -J—I—" stammered Trimble.

“Flold on!” said Dick Roylance, &
startled look on his face.. *“Is that what -
you’ve been doing, Trimble 7" ;

“ Nunno !” ¥

T saw him!” said Racke.. ol

“Disgrace to school I'? remarked
Seroope lofi:i-]_ir. “The "Housemaster
ouqht to be told about this!” .
- “"Wata!l” oxclaimed Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy botly. “I.-fail to see anythin’
disgwaceful in it, Sewops |7
- “QOh, you're an ass, D’Arc%!f" .

“There’s nothing to be ashamed of in
that I know of,”
said Tom Merry quietly. *“Don’t be a
silly snob, Berope [ -If Trimble has been

| doing honest work, it’s rather.a surprise, _

that’s all 1" ) ;
“Yaas, wathah! Twimble, deah boy,
. Tee Gem Library.—No. 524
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1 beg your pardon !”” gaid Arthur Augns-'|
tus. “I was gettin’ weally alarmeéd about )
you. - Why did you not own up to what)
you were doin’, you young ass? There's
nothin' to be ashamed of in it1” '

Trimble stammered,

' He preferred to swank abont getting
remittances from home,” grinned Blake.

" “Good old Baggy!
and lying I

“I—1 say, you know—" ”r

“Tancy Trimble doing any work!”
chuckled Monty Lowther, ; '

“Who said the merry age of miracles
was past?” remarked Cardew, “He will
be washin' his neck next, by gad!”

The fat junior stood overwhelmed with
confusion. Most of the fellows were
laughing, It was surprising enough that
Baggy should have taken to work in his
spare time; and it was exactly like
Baggy to conceal that fact, and spin airy
yarns ahout whagking remittances from
“home: P el
- T—T say 1" stammered Baggy feebly.

*I—1 didn’t know that beast was watch- |

ing me,” I—I—"

“8o you'vé been working?” grinned
Manners. '

“Ya-es,”
facedly. .

“Well, you needn’t blush for that,”
said Tom Merry, langhing. “If you

~want o blush, you'd better blush for the
" swhoppers you've told about it.”

“T Y. » ) .

“But is it a fact?” Dick - Roylance
‘asked quietly. )

. ‘The. New . Zealand junior . seemed
efrangely interested in this peculiar
develcpment. i

“1 saw him!” growled Racke. “He
brought out a bundle of handbills from
Klootz’s tobacco-shop, and I watched him
deliverin’ them !”

“ Well, why shouldn’t a fellow do some
work in war-time?”. demanded Baggy,
taking » new line.- * 0ld Klootz was will-
“;inm pay; and there's. nothing to be
ashamed of‘in work 1"

‘“Hear, hear!” chuckled Monty Low- |
ther,

“You took. jolly good care not to let

" the policemen see you,” sneered Racke.
“I believe it’s against the law to take
round handbills now, owin’ to the paper

. shortage, or somethin’.” .

“Phew !” ejaculated Tom Merry.

-“That alters the case! You young. ass,
Baggy—" oS b

“1—1 didn’t know that!” stammered
Trimble. * At least, Klootz told me to
be very careful not to be seen.  But——"

“You didn't know it?” said Racke.

“ Well, there’s such a lot-of new laws,”
mumbled Ba-gﬁf._ ‘A fellow can't keep
up with 'em all,  They keep on paking
_ new . laws about something every .day,
and a *chap ca_:{ﬁ be expected to learn
’em all by heart.” o F W

" *Ha, ha, ba!” . ?

“Look here, Baggy, .you knew well

.- enough; if yon were dodging the
‘mian, as- Racke. eays!” exclaimed Tom
Merry, “You'd better chuck-up" that
game !”

Baggy Trimble looked obstinate.

““A -chap anght to work in war-time,”"

- he said. “We can’t all make war-profits
like Racke’s people. Where's the harm
in delivering handbills? I don’t believe
there’s a law against it, either!”

“Nice occupation for a Bt
chap!” sneered Racke. :
' “Pether than smoking . or - playing
banker!” retorted Baggy.

And, with that Pm*tﬁmn shot, Baggy.

4 Tmn_lbie'mﬂed out of the Common-room,
leaving the fellows in amused discussion
of theg!atest wheeze for raising the wind,

confessed Trimble shame-

J im'.a

Always swanking |,

lice- |.
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- CHAPTER 12. .

The Bagging of Bolo !
RTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY
sauntered gracefully into Tom
Merry’s study after tho Terrible
Three had esat down there to
work. ot
“ Boprwy to
he remarked.
“Well, leave off interrupting !” sug-

intewwupt, deah boys!”

| gested Manners.

“ About Twimble——"
. “Bother Trimble I

. “It appeahs that the young wascal was |

only earnin’ some money by deliverin’
handbills for a twadesman,” centinuéd
Arthur Augustus, unheeding. “1I feahed
vewy much that it was somethin’ worse.
But it seems that there is a hew wule, or
somethin’ about that, so he ought uot
to go on with it. For: Twimble’s sake,
I suggest givin’ him, a House waggin® as
& warnin’.  As -juniah captain of the
House, Tom Mewwy, it isup to.you " -

.Tom Merry langhed. )

“Not a bad idea!”
“Hallo, Roylance !”* e (i

The New Zealand junior came into the

he " assented.

‘study with a grave fuce.” He closed the

door behind him.

“1 want to speak to you chaps,” he
said quietly.

 Something. serious "’ asked Tom.

“Yery.”

“Shall I wetiah?" inquired Arthur
Augustus. .

“Not at alll” answered Roylance,
“It's about Trimble. I underatand that
you've undertaken to look after that fat
1diot, D’Arcy, so you may as well hear.”
- “As o fellow of tact and judgment,
deah boy, I feel bound to look after a
sillay youngstah ! explained I’Arcy.

“ﬁxnct-iy 1" agsented Roylance, with a

rin, “Well, he wants looking after!

'm_afraid he’s been breaking the law
mote seriously than hie understands. You
chaps remember our Bolo-hunt the other
day ok . P

¥ That’s nothing fo do with Trimble,”
said Tom, with a stare.

“Pmafraid ibis” .

“PBai Jove!” exclaimed Arthur Augus-
tus. Study No. 6 knew all abeut the
Bolo-hunt ;- and, as a matter of fact, they
had sniggered over it.”

“What on earth do you mean, kid?"
asked Tom Merry, in perplexity.

“Some pro-Hun in_this vicinity has ]

been delivering treasonable-papers in the
houses,” said .Roylance, *“¥You know
that—we’ve seen the rot! = Well, we
agreed. at the time' that it was a jolly
-risky business for a German to do that

work himself—the slightest suspicious.

circumstance would give him away. But,
suppose he found some quite harmless-
Jocking and innocent fool to do the work
for him 17 -
-4 0ht” : : :
“We know that Trimble knows
Klootz; we saw him come out of th
place. Klootz is & Hun!” 3
“ B-b-but——"" I
“Look -at it!” “said Royance quietly,
while the Terrible Three stared at him
blankly, ' “From what Racke’s found out,

‘| and Trimble's admitted, it’s certain that

Klootz had employed Trimblo. to deliver
handbills after dark—taking care not to
be spotted doing. it.. Trimble knows
there's some new rule against that kind
of advertising, and that accounted for the
seerecy, to_ his silly mind. . He’s as cun-
ning as he is silly, and he’s done the work
all vight. But what on earth should a

}.obaeconist want handbills delivered

or 7" . . . .
“Trade reasons, - I suppose,” - said

Manners. T, 4 :

Roylance shook. his head: . 3
“Tobacconists don’t usually advertise

1in “that way, even in pear:e»tirﬁe.-

| who's. gen,

nexb time Bngg};l

& clean breast of it.

f Bagey
‘arrived, -and’ rolled into gxi

there's a tobacco shorfage, and every

tobacconist, can sell more than he can got.

Why should he go to the irouble and

expense and risk of disregarding the law

to advertise stuff he can sell as ?a

can get it?” ;
“Well, that’'s so!”  admitted Tom

Merry, after some thought. *Must be a
silly ass!” . = :

““He’s not a silly- ass, .but a rotten
rascal I answered Roylance. -~ “He's

made Trimble believe he was delivering
¢irculars about goods and things. T've
l|)l-_lajt asked Trimble, and he says the hand-
bills, whatever they were, were enclosed
in gummed envelopes, and he’s not seen
them himself. He suppcsed they were
about smokes, That paper under Mr.
Pepper’s - door was. left in an -envelope.
It's simply nonsensb to suppose that
Klootz was merely advertising his goods
in that way. I am certain that the en-
velopes did
ments. Think over it, and youll see it
couldn’t be.” ~.. - .
. “Bai Jove !” murmured D' Arcy,
“ But su‘f'pose Klootz was the IIé‘.r'o-Hu'n
ing round treasonable litera-
ture,” went on Roylance. “A schoolboy
in Etons is just the chap he would be glad

to get to do the work, and a silly fool

like Baggy, who can’t sce farther than

his pug nose! Nobody would suspect a
schoolboy of being mixed up in pro-
German bizney, of course ! ?
<“My Bat!” said Tom Merry.
The. captain’ of the Shell locked very
startled, . - e :
“It-might have gone on any length of

Now:

st as _he'

not contain trade advertise- -

time but for Baggy bragging about his _--

remittances, and putting Racke’s back
up,” continued Roylance. * Klootz has
paid him well, and Buﬁgy thought he was
on & good thing. e’'d rather swank
about remittances than admit the facts,

and Klootz would know that. He dodged

D’Arcy, when Gussy wanted to go with

him; but he wasn’t on the alert against .

Racke’s spying. I don’t say ‘1 like
Racke's methods; they're mean enough;
but there is the fact. My belief is
Klootz is the Bolo, and that he's got
B_agg_y Trimble to take the risk of domn
his dirty work without Baggy knowing.”

“ Phew !" : g

“The uttah ﬂoung ass |7 gasped Arthur
Augustus. “If that's twue, he could be
put in pwison for it ! -

“He will be if he's caught, and then

he'll find out that what he's been de- .
liverifg “arve not. trade circulars,” said

Roylance. “Now, it's pretty plain that
the fat duffer means to keep it up. We
want _proof before we can interfere. My
idea is to be waiting near Klootz's sh
leaves the school, an
to collar him when he comes out, and
examine those precious circulars,  And
if they’re what 1 think, we’ll make Baggy
take them to the police-station, and make
That’s the only way
to savo his skin,”

* “Done!l” said Tom Merry.

And so it was agreed.

Not-a word was said outside the study—
excepting ‘in. No. 6. But when, on
Monday afterngon, Bn.ggf Trimble rolled
out of gates immediately after lessons
there was considerable suppressed excire-
m'aﬂf among the Co. .

)

later on their bicycles. o

The juniors reached Wayland a long
way ahead of Trimble, and put up thewr
machines at the railway-station. -

Then they joined the queue at s shop
nearly opposite Mr. Klootz’s establish-
ment, to wait for Trimble, N

It was after dusk when Trimble

tobacconist's. shop. .

at -

Tesrible Thres, Roylance, and:
Blake & Co. left the school ten minutes -

German: -
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He came out in about five minutes

. with a bundle under his arm.
Tom Merry & Co. crossed, the street.
_and rgn him down about twenty yards

from Klootz’s door, - .
- ‘Baggy Trimble gave a jump a3 the
chums surrounded him. e
12 he

- #I—1 ‘say, fancy meeting you
stammered. X Lo

* (glpen that bundle " said Tom Merry
quietly,

© “Ji—it’s only some old ﬁewspaﬁra,"
[- b it

- -stammered Baggy. . “I-I—

&

e

. under Baggy’s arm, and opened

‘alone,. Roylance, you rotter I”?
Dick Roylance jerked the bundle fi‘u?
it It
contained about a hundred envelopes, all
carefully gummed. :
o that back!”

- sy, gimme
niun};bled Baggy. ‘“There’s no harm

“Shut.up, you fat duffer1”

Roylance tore open one ‘of -the
eavelopes. - - - ) T
With' bréathless excitement the juniors
looked at the printed bill ha drew out of
it. The familiar words caught their eye,
in_big print, “DON'T BUY WAR
BONDS {” Their eyes gleamed as they

. 1 looked.

e

g
e
-

-, of the Essex Regiment, the son of C_uﬁ’am

- members of the movement.
. * 3 ® PR

Bagdgy Trimble fairly jumped as he
looked at-the paper.

. “Mum-mum-my . hat!” he
“That~—that’s not a handbill I
I—-I— Wha-a-a‘at does -that mean,
Tom Merry?™ = - )

“You. utter ‘idiot I” said Tom. “It
meang that you've been helping to com-
mit hi%l treason 1" -

Trimble gave a yelp of terror.

“I—1 thought they were handbills
about tobacco and things!™ he stuttered.
““XKlootz. never said it was anything of
this kind !. Oh dear!” . .

The fat junior was shivering like a jelly.
-Duffer g8 Baggy Trimble was, he could
realise the seriousness of the majter now.

9I2323222292000090092039323339320N

 Cadet

gasped,
Oh dear -
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%Wha-a-at shall T do?” he groaned.

4T say, shall I be hanged?®™ _ s,
““You might be. sent to prison,” eaid

oz, . . E
"% ¥aroooh | R R
~. % And you deserve it for being such a
silly ass!” exclaimed Tom angrily. *“The
only thing you can do now is to go
straight to the police-station, and make a
clean breast of it, and thank your lucky
stars yow've got the chance! - If a police-
man caught you with this stuff it would
be chokey I - |

“Yow-ow !” :

Baggy Trimble  clutched the bundle,
and fairly raced to the police-station with
it: His chief desire at that moment wag
to see hiz kind friend Mr. Klootz lmn%ed
as high as Haman. Tom Merry & Co.
went with him to explain the matter as
much in Trimble’s favour as possible, -

Ten minutés later a sergeant and two
constables tramped into Mr. Klootz's
tobacco-shop in the High Strect.

“All 8t. Jim’s heard the story the next
day. It was known that Mr. Klootz had
been arrested, and was now in_the un-
comfortable residence known colloquially
as “ chokey.”

A printing-machine had been dis-
covered in his cellar, as well as same
thousands of copies of treasonable pabers.

It was evident that the ‘cupning Hun
had been long at work. g
" Fortunately for Baggy. Trimble the
anthorities took a lenient view of his com-
plicity, recognising that the duffer of Bt.
Jim's had been merely a tool in the hands
of the astute Hun.

u.{;gy’a prompt denunciation of the
rascal when he knew the truth counted in
his favour alto.

Trimble, much to his relief, was allowed
to return to the school, and a horrid

vision of cells and skilly faded from his
terrified mind. = - L ]

Notes.

being called upor to assist in a
number of military and other useful
works in their own ricts, The
latest of these reported comes from Wolver-

hampton, where the Volunteers, aided by a.

company of- Bfty Cadets, were called out fo
help in clearing away the snow from the
streets of the.bown after the recent snow-
fall. The Cadets happened to be drilling at
the time at the Artillery Barracks, when
they were invited to come to the assistance
of the Volunteers, and it was a novel .and
interesting sight to see them doing active
work with .keenness and evident pleasure.
Much commentation has been passed upon
theit help in the matter since by those who
appreciate the cheerful way.[n which they
responded to the-call, £ i
* i a* * * . *®

Very large humbers of former Cadets have
heen awarded distinctions for their gallant
conduct in the fleld during the present war.
Ope of the latest is Private Frank Knight,

. 0, D. Knight, Hon. Treasurer of the Ilford
Church Cadets, who has recently- been
awarded the Military Medal. This is the
third distinetion of the kind gained by former
snembers of this particular hrigude, and con-
stitutes an_excellent record for-the corps.
Lads who are not already members of Cadet
Corps ought to note these facts, and take
steps to follow the cxample of such former

" -

* _The 1st Cadet Battalion of the London
Regiment furnished a- guard of homour to
the Lord Ma%or of London on the occasion of
his vieit to the Camnon Street Hotel to lunch
with the City of London Tradesmen’s Club.
The guard was under the command of Cap-
tain Cantlay, and the band of the battalion
was also in attendance, +The Lord M
expressed himself as very pleased. with the
smartness of the battalion;.coucerning which

B s e e

—,._’ B

-

ADET companies in various places are |

[ayor.

he asked many questioms.
battalion was rep i
* * *

Subsequently the
at the Juncheor

* - t »

“To innu%a:ate the formation of No. 4 Cadet |

Company Devon: (Fortress) R.E. at Exmouth,
‘2 pitblic mecting was held recently, Lor
Fortescue, -the Lord Lieutenant of the
county, who had been asked to preside, was
unable to do so, wrote, saying that “the
inculeation of digcipline and the henefcial
results of physical drill could only be pro-
ductive of the best results with boys between
the ages of 14 and 17, and it needs mo words
of mine to commend the establishment of
such a corps.” The meeting unanimeusly
approved the formation of the company, and
pledged itsel? to provide the necessary means
to carry it on, and we bope it will-have a
long and successful career. Any readers of
these mnotes residing .in Exmounth ought_to
take immediate steps to join the new com-

any.
py"e * #. » " . w L2

One of the most active Cadet battalions
is the 4th Monmouthshire R:egfment.. whose
weekly orders we have seen. Th
has three companies, and drills and parades
-are provided on three venings per week for
each of them. The battalion i3 a -strong
mfm, but we understand there is still plenty
of room
the “Gem ” in the Ebbw Vale district ought
to be glad to come forward and avall theme
selves of the excellent oportunities for drill
and recréation provided by the corps. .

* * - * - * *

We should like to add to these notés that
if & Jad wishing to join knows that there is
no local Cadet corpe-in his:district, and can
get twenty-nine other lads to” sign-a’letter
stating that they would be willing to li;oin
a corps if . one were formed, and send. it
to the Central Association, they would then

be .glad to take all the necessary steps for.

endeavouring to see that a unit is formed
-in the district at once.

e battalion

for more. members, and readers of.

ne Penave 13

The Rolo-hunters were jubilans.

“Bolo? was scotched, and it was um
doubtedly due to Tom Merry & Co.—an
chiefly- to Dick '~ Roylance, of New
Zealand.

But, to the surprise of the Bolo-hunters,
Baggy Trimble calmly claimed the whola
credit of the transaction. * ;

* As soon as his fears for his own precious
skin had been dispelled, Bag?"l‘.mmble
fairly spread himself on the subject.

To a grinning Common-room he re-
lated how he had bagged Bclo—ﬁentirelﬁ
by his own efforts and great menta

owers, it appeared. According  to

aggy, he had suspected Bolo all a%ong,
an only affected to do any work for-
him, while he was cunningly spotting
him. * And, as proof of his assertions, he
pointed to the fact that Klootz was now
in chokey. Tom Merry & Co, simply
gasped as they heard him, If seemed too
rich, even for Baggy Trimble.

 An daro say I shall receive a
medal, or a testimonial, or soniething,™
Baggy Trimble wound up loftily. -

And Tom Merry could only stutter:

“My hat!”

As it turned out, Baggy Trimble did -
not receive. either a medal or a _testi-
monial. He was called to- the Head's
study the next day, and wenf there with
his fat; little nose 1 the air, in greas an-
ticipation. . But what he received was a
record licking, and when he came forih
the howls of Baggy Trimble ecould be
heard from one énd of the School House
to the other. That was Baggy Trimble’s
roward, and all the Schaol %fouse agreed
that it was exactly what he deserveg.r

THE END.
(Don't miss next Wednesday’s Great
Story of Tomm Merry & Co. at St
Jim‘_&*—".GRUNDY'S LUCK 1" by
i Martin Clifford.) e iy

| Editor’

For Next Wednesday :
* GRUNDY'S LUCK!"
By Martin Glifford.

The conviction of the -great George Alfred
@rundy that he is .quite a first-class. foot-
baller, and that only Tom- Merry’s 'crassly
bad judgment keeps him out of .the St. Jim's
junior team, has often afforded us all amuse-
ment. In the capital yarn which will appear
next week dear old Grundy i more amusing
than ever, He wants to ca tain the junior
team against an eleven in khaki, led by a
relative of his, Tom Merry cannot quite sce
it. He bas had one experience lately of
what it means to let -Grundy. play; and
Grundy as captain is simply unthinkable.
Tom says “NolP—and says it firmly. o

Grundy is not beaten, however. He raises
2 team of his own,. Such a team! It is not
made up of the fellows who would form the-
junior second eleven, if there were such an
eleven. It does not consist of the reserves
for House matches even. Allow. eleven fof
each House, and a ccuple of reserves each—-
twenty-six i all. Well, Grundy has to_go
cutside that twenty-six for recruits,
can guess what the result is. -I don’t mean
the result of the match, though—for that see
next week’s Hsue! i

THE EDITOR WANTS BACK

- < NUMBERS. = wgi?

Will any readers who have for sale copics
of the‘following numbers “of -the GgM-and
“Magnet " write me? We peed - these
numbers here, be clean. -Odd
numbers are of no use, but a Tun of a
dozen or twenty might itelp. The ™ numbers.
wanted are: GEM, 125 to 151, and 282 t

. % Magnet,” 204 to 255, .and 282 to 307,
will pay for them, of course. [ @
] YOuR EDITOR,
TrE. Ger LiBRary.—~No. 624, |
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-the frog.  He stoned it, saying, as if

+ tion does nof mow await discovery.
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T bug agh-_e:{cI{‘.= béen explained that the
I ~order in ‘which these articles appear is

a matter altogether .apart from any

question of the popularity . with our
readers, or the merits of the characters
dealt with, I could not well give anyone
but Tom Merry first place. If I had intended

“a table of precedence, I might have spent

quite a long time pomdering whether Gussy,
Jack Blake, ers, Lowther, ‘or Figgins
ought to ‘come second, QGussy did actually
come second, but that was not due to any
‘careful” weigﬁln of claims, I s’ims)lamnde
up ‘my mind not to weigh them. I intend to

- take whomsoever.I choose, caring for pothing

but the necessary variety.

8o 1t happens that tha subject ‘of “this
week’s sketch is a fellow who shares a stud,
with the junior last dealt with. And if
choose to take Gore next week, and so clear

~ap that study, you need not fancy you have

anything to complain of in consequence. Bub
on the whole I think Racke will be the next
on the list. We have not bad a villain yet;
and nowadays George QGore has not that
distinction,

It would be absurd to pretend that Her-
bert Skimpole is among the actors in the
drama whom the spectators mos§ approve.

~ Probably those who like him .are in the

minority. But I faney that a good many of
our older readers and the more thpughtful

among the. younger ones would be found [n’

that minority, .
-Skimmy is eccentric, and the average hoy
detests eccentricity, which he is apt to con-
sider one with - “pottiness.” Indeed, the
average boy has an inclination to be cruel
to eccentricity. Most men dislike cranks, but
are.not inclined to meddle with the cranks
as long as the cranks leave them alore, But
this is not the boy's way. He sometimes
treats them as the boy in the story treated
in

justification, “I'll learn ye te be a frog!»

- Now, ‘the frog could not help being & frog,
and  ifs bein urt the boy.
Do you perceive the

As a rtule, a crank cannot help being a
crank. And all who ate called cranks are not
s0. Home*of them are people whose brain-
power is ‘great, but. whose concentration on
their thonghts or studies makes them seem
foolish, even makes them act foolishly, in
ordinary affairs.

Sir - Isnac Newton was one of the greatest
of ‘philosophers. It was he who discovered
the great: law ol gravitation, which explains

s0 could mnot.

s0 much that iz quite m)&au;ioui without; it: |
: Wh?y does anything you
uj

What makés weight? Nobody -knew

1 Rewton discovered. .
‘Well, this greab man had a cat, and the
cat had a kitten. Many times a day Sni‘ésmg
ca

- had to get up from his chair to let t!

.into his-study. He was tender-hearted, and
ha eonld not let the poor thing scratch at
the door in vain. At last he hit on a great
plan, He had a-hole made at the bottom of
the door for the cat to walk through when-
ever she chose—and he bad a smalier hole
cub for the. kitten’s benefit! Think it out!
The average intelligent chitd of six would
ses. that’ wherever the cat could pass there
was plenty of room for the kitten to follow.
But 8ir-Isaac’s great mind did not perceive
that evident fact, He was quite pleased with

. hls arrangement, and when- a friend gently

polnted out the mistake he kad made he was
struck with surprise..” L

Herbert Skimpole .\youl;i be guite capable’

of such an error,

I dorn't mean to pretend that Skimmy is

-'ever going to rival the great Newton., That

wighty genius was before him, and

forear

'_qt:her things haye been . found.out between

© ance 'to the practical

then and now, which must be rather a griev-

: Elutg!opher of to-day if
lies ever thinks about it: But, aftér all, there
are lots of things still left to be discovered,

-and some- -day—who ‘knows?—the name of

earing of this parable? |

-bat against the ball,

- That is not Skimmy’s way. He has never
.cared much about games, To him theﬁy seem
-Buf

rop. fall.down, not’

Skimpole may be rendered great by reason
of some fresh law of Nature traced out and
Izid down by $hé man who was once the butt
of his schooltellows. E

Of .course, Skimmy is a good deal of an
ass, Let that be granted!

He is apt to confound theor;
He imagines thab one has only to read with:
intelligence a book of instructions, and
straightway ome can go and do as well at the
art the book deals with as those who have
practised that art devotedly. This is all
wrong.  Brains alone will never give a
mastery over anything intoe which the
activities of hands or feet enter. -You may
learn “a lot about painting from books, bui
you will not become an_ arbist without using
your hands, In fact, it is a_ fair question
whether theory is mot a hindrance at the
outset. To attempt to master it first is to
begin too ambitiously. If you mean to play

with practice.

cricket well iv Is far better to statt withoub | i

any theory at all; to learn first to get the

. or the ball within
reasonable distance of the wicket, and after
that to find out how the -different strokes
are made, and what is a correct bowling
le?’gthi‘ and how you must go ahout getting
a break.

childish, a sheer. waste of {fime,

f no
expericnee. s likely to root

from his mind'{

‘the belief that he could play any game as |is nothing heathenish in Skimmy's

well as, ‘say, Tom Merry—probably better,
because he would nnderstand the underlying
principles—if he- cared to take it wup
seriously. And he has had some experiences
which ought to have convinced him that
there Is o hole somewhere. in his theory,

-8kimmy is a queer mixture of pride and
humility. As an_individual, he reckons him-
self no better than anyone .else, however
humbie; as a brain, so to speak, he has an
estimate of himsélf that errs on the side of
arrogance. Skimmy Is quite convinced that
there is mo brain at 8t. Jim's, in the head
of ‘master or of boy, that equals his, But.his
consistent real
is outside the sg ere of intellect shows tha it
is pot Herbert Skimpole of the Shel] for
whom he claims pride of place, but the
massive brain in Herbert Skimpole’s cranium,
which might just as well have been in the
cranium of someone else [ ;

He is a great student, The learned works
of the famous Professor Balmycrumpet con-
stitute the greater part of his library, for
that remarkable man appears. o ‘have
written -treatises on every subject in which
no ordinary schoolboy could possibly be
interested, and.to have escaped- the pitfall
of dealing with even one subject in which he
could. Any ’ism, ur.ng;1 ‘ology, is good encugh
for Skimpole; but those he likes best deal

liteness in everything that |to enlist!
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rather with thoughts than with things, He
is keener on_determinism than on physiology ;
hysiology deals with the human bedy, an
as some practical everyday application,
Conchology deals with shells; Skimmy would
not refuse to take an interest in that, but he
would prefer something less solid, something
that it would be quite impossible to illustrate
by specimeéns in o case, . .

Only in one Tespect does he touch the prac-
tical by choice. That is in the matfer of
inventions. He is taken at times by fits of
invention, throws his books dside, and
labours till his puny muscles ache at an air:
ship or a submarine improvement, a mew ex-
plosive, or something equally dangerous, And
in ‘his enthusiasm he loses all regard for rules
or.for the rights of -others. Talbot and Gore
find . themselves looked upon .as intruders in
thelr own study; the wood:shed-is treated
as though it ‘were Skimmy’s private property;
gas is taken to fll air-chambers; anything
that can be worked up into & model is
collared. :

And the inventions never come to anything,
Bernard Glyn ha: had many successes; but
Glyn is a practical fellow, with only so much
theory as s needful, and skilful of hand.
Skimmy is a duffer with his hands, while his
head is so full of theories that they jostle
one another, and produce confusion. asUr-
able. " If Skimmy ever does became .famous
it will be, I fancy, by thinking ont some-
‘thing, not by making somethipg, And his
chance of thinking 'ou% anything that will be’
an addition to the knowledge of the world
will be greater if he chucks overboard nine-
tentha of his intellectual lumher, and con-
centrates on some special line of thought.
It was all very well in the days of Aristotle
for a man to take -all knowledge for his pro-
vince; but there is too much knowledge for
that nowadays. The walking -encyclopzdia
gﬂnot a practical twentieth gentury propo-

‘Reginald Talbot is undoubiedly Skimmy's
vest friend at St. Jim's. Skimmy has no ill-
feeling against anyone; he is a firm believer
human brotherhood. But it is gg; atb all
surprising that' he often finds it. difficult: to
regard -George Gore as a_ brother. Gore is
rough and impatient,.and he does not always
treat Skimmy nicely.

Talbot seldom loses

w

5

patience with his queer study-mate; one cam- .

not say never, for Job himself would have
said severe things to Skimmy. But it fs not
probable that Gore really dislikes the
eccentric junior. There is mo good reason
why anyone should dislike him, for he wishes

well to all, eyen to his persecutors. There
{Jhﬂ hy. -
He may not always remember. the -golden

rule, but it is’ at the base of his dealings
with his fellow-men. - But he carries things
far. Even Socialistsic enthusiasm should
have stopped short at the introduction of a
trnmgn to 8t. Jim’'s; and the most comvinced
Pacifist ought to see that Pacifism is of no
use wWhere the German is concerned.. .
- When one of his pet theories is exploded,
too, Skimmy is very much given to going to
extremes in the opposite direction. He gave
“F Pacifism-—which. he “bhad "only. adopted
alfter- numercus experiments -upon con Tiv-
ances for Hun-killing—and immediately tried
He = was .surprised.  that the
recruiting-officer would not take him. .

There is no space o tell of the many roles
he has played ion the stage of .8t. Jim's. He-
bhas been a detective-and an_astronomer, an
inventor and a hypnotist. He is ready to
try anything tbat calls. for brains, being
convinced of the superiority of kis to all-
others. © He fails, of course; one can hardly
recall a genuine suecess to his credit, And
yet even ‘in his failures there is something
that redéems them. At least he tries hard!

I ‘would. not tell, evén had I time and--
space to spare, of the many tricks that St.
Jim’s has played upon Skimmy. One roars
at them; aund yet ome has all through an
uneasy fecling that be did not deserve ‘to be
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. Jow wall ‘between the two -houses.
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thus trcated. But hiz philosophy helps him
to bear ull that befulls him with =zome
approach to foriitade, )

‘Do you remember Skimmy trying fo reform
Tagglés, of the gin Labit—Skimmy enrolling
the egregious Baggy TFrimble as his first (amd
iast) member of the League of Young Con.
wicntious Objectors—Skimmy at Holiday
Camp—Skimmy endeavouring, with the aid

of Arthur Augustus D'Arey .'A:lll_d Parker, to

reform the manners of St. Jim's—Skimmy

yndaunted, in the wood-shed, refusing to

‘THE TWINS

EwRmA | |

with Vavasour. His best clmns, Merton
‘Merton’s ey2s in a fight with Ponsonby.
taste for it at the outset, takes ta gambling.
Az o watter of fact,

Tlip and his sister; the Clif House girls consider that Tl
letter, and thus no full explanation is peszible between the twins,

. Roulette
H 1, Mr. Tons

nhy aid Hawke, with
oily genialit Come to gite us a
lock-in—eh? An’ brought your

friends with you, I s¢e, Geod!®
Mr. Hawke winked at Gadsby as Lie spoke.
There. was an understanding between Mr.

Huwke und Gadshy, though rerhaps it was

vot as perfect as the l‘-li%hcliﬂian thought it.
For adshy understood that he was to share
in the profits of this illegal night-club, where-
as Mr. Hawke's notion only ¢xtended 4s far

4 that Gadsby—and Vav, &t his

BILFLC had Dbelped  with capital to
cstablish it. Messrs ke, Cobh & Co.
bad not the small tention of sharing
their profits with merc schoolboys, Luwever

dissipated.

“(ot the roulette. outfit all right-ho, then,
Hawke?” whispered Gadsby, getting a chiance
of speaking with the fab_ gross bookmaker
out, of hearing of the rest. ;

“Qh, yes, Mr. Gadsby, we managed thaf,
though it cost us a pretty penny, I can tell
vou! It looks like being some time hefore
we geb it back. But there ain't pothin’ like
roulette, becos in that bee-autiful game the
bank wins in the long run for a dead eert,
even if there’s a straight ron for every-
hady.” .

“Which they won't get here, by gad!” said
QGadshy, with a knowing leer.

* Wigch they dont get nowheres, sir, an’
w) certainly ain't to be expeeted her
replied Mr. Hawke, leering back.

and if it were true that no roulette-table
proprietors ever gave the players a fair run,
it was assuredly not to be expected that
M Lawke, Cobb & Co. would do so, for
it would have been difficult to find anywhere
mare complete wrong 'uns than thcse pals of
Reginald Gadsby’s. ) .

“Where's Chiker?” asked the Highclifian.
«1 want a few words with the fellow in
private.” t

~That's dead easy,” replied Jerry Hawke.
“He hangs out next door, an” there's only a
Our other
way out—in case of a police raid, you knecw,
Mr. Gadshby—is through the yard. You may
thiuk as they'd be sure to stop that bolt-
hole, but they don’t know of it—at' least, we
don't reckon so. We had it made on pur-
pose, and we employcd men as could be
trusted.  Chiker knows all about that, of
course; but he don't know all about every-
thing, an’ you'd better be careful how much
you telt him, sir!”

* It was extremely probable that Mr. Hawke
had already given—or. Tfailing that, would
give, if he got the ¢hance—the same warning
to Chiker concerning Gadsby. Whether they
realisedl it or not—but, of course, they did
niot—Gadsby, Vavasour, Chiker, and the resi
of the miner eonspirators, possibly including
ven the cunning Cobb himself, were mere
wnis on the board for Mr. Hawke to play

with.
Flip and Pon and Vav stood together

watching the select compdny come in by |

twos .and three. A good many were coming,
and before long the vault was pretty full.
Most of the meun thus assembled hore evi-
dences” of ~prosperity. . Heavy gold watch-
chains and smart pins were frequent among
them, and more than haif were dressed in
good clothes, though ‘they were not what

The twing are Philip Derwent. of Higheliffe, and
' aitil recently with Flip (Philip) at I{lghclix’fe!rbut is now at Cl
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yield up a secret that he believes would
beunefit thie enemy, even though refusal means
death? But one could go on for half a page
like this, and yet leave much unmentioned.

He is not distipguished in class, though he
might he if he chose to concentrate upon the
studies which Mr. Linton rules, But to him
those studies seem merely a bore, and he
often gets into trouble for lack of attention,
when in reality he iz attending with all his
massive brain to something else!

You would not call him a hero, yet cer-

- FOR NEW READERS.
his sister Phﬂiﬁ)pﬂ. of Cliff House.

and Tunstal

(Now read on.)

Pon & Co. would have called wcli-dressed,
for that is not quite the same thing.

Some of them were guite young, teo,
| though few as young as the quartette from
Highelific. All was fish that came to the net
of Mesars. Hawke, Cobb & Co,; and, as the
whole -enterprise was utterly illegal, they
did not run any appreciably greater risk in
admitting mere boys. There were boys'of
sixteen in the munition works at Courtfleld
earning twice as much per week as their
fathers had ever made befare the war. The
fathers of some of them were over in France
now, fightiug for a shilling or so a dJay, and
their sons aped the man, and thouwght it ne
end sporting to come along and be rooked
by Hawke &

Now Mr. Hawke toak the croupisr’s seat,
and urged the assembly in words familiar to
few there, but beard for irany a year past
in many a playground of fools

“Make your game, gentlemen!™

Among those who pushed to the front at

once, and seated .themselves' around the
table, were a number of youthful gamblers,
whose smooth faces had not yet come to veed
the attentions of the burber. They had been
there belore, it was plain. But some new-
ecomers hun; ck, puzzled as to haw the
game was and wauting to see that
Lefore they their money.
a iow voice to Flip, Vava-
ug, as if it was all pew to him.
. But it is doubtful whether Vav's
brains, which were none of the keeacst, had
ever preperly gripped the game.

“The ball goes round in that wheel.
There are thirty-seven compartments—
number nought to number thirty-six—an" the
dashed ball may stop in ary one of ‘em.
You follow me, Flippy? it goes into zero
—nought, y'know-—all the mency staked on
the numbers is the banker's. If it falls into
any of the others, everyone who has put kLis
dibs on that number gets thirty-five times his
gtake., Niee little haul—eh, Flippy? DBut
the rest lose theirs to the bank.”.

“Half the npumiers &re black and half red,
I see,” said Flip.

“Qui’ ri, my son! Thal's for those who
don’t like long odds. You put the chink cn
black or red, an' if you wia it comes Luck
doubled. But that's dashed slow!” |

“Some of them are putting their money on
the lincs, and some seem fo be covering
three numbers, though, Pon.”

“You've an eye for details, dear boy!
Yaas, that can be done. If you ure on two
numbers, you take seventeen times your stake
it you win. If you are on three you take
eleven $imes.” .

“] soe where the bank scorcs!” said Ilip.

“Where, by gad?” asked Vavasour, who
was suffering undcr—or, rather, enjoying—
the illusion that when the bank won it was
making money for him. He did nof realise
that Mesars. Hawke & Cobb did not considar
their fellow-members of the syndicate were
in it quite as far as that.

the stake, and there are thirty-seven holes,
ineiuding zero, they have two hcles for them-
selves every time; and zero is clear profit.
Then they only pay seventéen times the stuke
for tlie double number—-"

Pori

-“Cheval, we call {hat. dear bo_s " puy in

They have a cockatoo,
tf Houge, Flip has made an enem;
are away from the school for a time,
In their absence Flip gets too friendly with Pon, and the
‘4 He is made reckless by failing to hear from his churas
Gadsby and Vavasour have intercepted and kept back a lefter from Funstall to him. 3
did not back up Merton stavnchly. They are gated owing to an anonymous

“Well, as they only pay thirty-five times|
4 o  might be a row between those two,

15

tuinly he is not laeking in courage. He has
no patience with tyranny, great as bis
putience is in many ways, He is thoroughly
sound in most ways that have to do with the
heart, however unsound in the ways that
hive to do with the head. He is a good-
natured, clever ass. Buf, with all his faults,
I like' Skiamy weli, and I think most of the
decent fellows at St, Jim's really like “him
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named Cocky, which has
of G-ads'by‘ who is plotting against
owing to o serious accident to one of
test of the nuts, and, without any real
who seem to have thrown him over.
There i3 also a coelness between

“Whereas it ought to be sevenfeen and a
half,  Nothing very big there, but it all
belps. On a three-pumber chance-—"

~Transversal "' murmured Pon. Y

“They pay eleven. 1t ought tc be eleven
and two-thirds; anobher little bit of sugar for
them. Licks me why they don’t -have some-
thing of the sort on the red and black dodge.
But I supposc that’s a kind of bait to lure
oqﬂtl;use who are a bit cautious to starb
with,” £

“ By gad, you'ke a head on you, Derwent!”
said Vav admiringly. You am't far off
bein’ a mathemntical geniusz, by gad! I'd
scon this game before, but I vever tumbled
to it that the seventeen an’. vleven bad a
hit taken off for the bank!” .

“I shall have an achin’ head i wa stay
bere long!™ Flip deelarea. “Can’t say 1 care
about the atmosphsre. Where's Gaddy?”

Gadsby was powhere to ba seen. Chiker
had come in, and he and Gadsby had quietly
passed out together for a talk.

“Let's make a start!” Pon suggested.
“Never mind Gadd%:. Between you an' nie
m’ the gatepost, Flippy, I'd just as soon
have been withont Gaddy an’ Vav.”

Vavasour's ottention was given elsewhere
as those words were spoken.

“fs it worth while?” Flip said. “The
thing's interesting enough as a =ample of
how silly asses chuck away their chink. Bng
there's no dashed reason why we should Lz
among the silly asses, us fur s I can see.”

Pon's face took on- an obstinate, ugly look,
and his veicé was nobt plcasant as lhe
arswered. ) U .

“If you want to hack out pow, you can.
of course. Buf I thought you were a better
sportsman than that, Flip. And' we can't all
clear .out without puttin’ somethin’ on. It
would be too jolly marked for anythin’.
They might even take us for spies!”

“Don, get your wool off, Pon!” said Flip.
“I don't much mind either way. I've moncy
that's burning a hole in my pocket, and,
though I dont ses much use in winning the
chink from decent chaps like old Langley and
Chileote and Beauchamp to put_it &i‘nto the
pockets of over-fed cads like Hawke,
willing to have a flutter.” :

Pon slapped Lim on thé back. N .

“That's the style, old pal!” he said. “Com
along! Come along, Vav, you dashed old
slow-coach!™

“Here's Gaddy!? said Vavasour. “Wait for
him. " May as well all sit together.”

Gadsby was pushing his way throngh the
crowd towmids them. Chiker was not with
him, It would not suit (Gadsby -that either
Flip or Pon should sec him wit's Chiker. But
he had had quite a satisfactory” talk with
that _gentleman, and their- plans were laid in
readiness for eventualitics. Much depended
upon the likelihood of Flip’s naying another
visit, something upon the attitude in which
Flip and Pon stood to one another hefore
anyone suggested return.

Gadshy had a very shrewd idea that there
! There
was going to be if he could contrive it, for
Pon was safer, from Gadsby’s point of view,
it drawn into the plot.- T

As for Vav, he mattered less. He was

I'm

already in-it; to some extent, thongh he knew |

nn‘t}rillg gg tl}e :.vlfgns laid with Chiker, dadsby
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thought he could count on Vav in any event.
1t was different with Pon. -

The four managed to get seats together,
one or two of the players moving up at Mr,
Hawke's request to make room..

101 course, he can't wangle the thing to
make the ball drop into any number .he
chooses!” whispered Flip to Ponsanby, half
in earnest, half in jest. It had struck him
that if there was no way provided in the
machinery of the table for Mr. Hawke to do
that, Mr. Hawke would be the very man to

.do his best to invent a way.

“There wouldn’t be a lot in that,” replied
Yon, also in a whisper. “ When the table's in
full swing there will be meney on every
chance, practically, an’ it would take a
cleverer chap than Jerry Hawke to see at a
glance where most of it was. I've heard the
Caterpillar say there is somethin® of the sort.
But De Courcy is a suspicious beggar, an’
for my part I don’t see that there can be
much in it. I'm goin’ to back black an” a
number—sixteen, I think—nearest my age.”

“I shall put ten bob on nineteen and ten
on scventeen,” said Flip.  “Thal makes up
the year—1917."”

There was a good deal of money on the
table. Chiker, reaching over from behind
Tlip, put a pound-note on seventeen. - Flip
looked round, and reecognised the bashing
back of the match a few weeks before. Chiker
grinned -at him genially, but Flip's return
was no more than a careless nod. He was
not ‘disposed to make a pal of Chiker.

Hawke dropped the ball into the wheel, and
the wheel went round.

Straining eyes watched it.
last—in number seventeen!

It was still at

Pluriglrig !

'3 Y gad, Flippy, you're in luck!” said
Pon enviously.

Gadsby could nof trust himself to

. —-- gpeak. But when he turned and
caught Chiker's wink he felt better. It was
true that Gaddy’s enmemy had won, but the
bank’s “stool " was in it alse.

Chiker's stike was not a genuine one. The
thirty-live pounds he would take went back
to the bank:in secret. Probably Messrs.
Hawke, Cobb & Co. felt little doubt that the
other. thirty-five pounds would also find its
way back., Anyway, Hawke had caused the
ball to stop in number seventeen by means of
the device he had for controlling it.

“Dix-sept—rouge —impair—manque!” ealled
Hawke, in -execrable French.

“0Oh, .1 say,- let’s bhayve it in English!”
growled one of the players. .

“Right-ho!” Mr. Hawke scemed relieved
by the snggestion. It was likely that the
¥rench gave him trouble, and by this time
he had grown tired of airing it. *Seventeen—
red—odd—under!”

“What's the ‘under

“First half of the series of numbers,” Pon
explained.  “doin’ to have a plunge now
you're so flush, dear boy?"

“Take what you want of it and plunge for
-yourself,” answered Flip carelessly. “1 don't
want to earry anything away from here, you
know.” v

Gadsby thought that a very commendable
sentiment—especially for the enemy, He sin-
<irely hoped that Flip would carry nothing
wway. Vav stared. He could not understand.
Ye had won a pound on red, and as the stakes
were paid out he grabhed the note tendered
him eagerly. Cohb, with a rake, had cleared
the table, and all who had won—they were
few—had been paid,

. “Help vourself, Vav,” snid Flip.
some, Gadsby?” 8T i
““Knowing that he had plotted the ruin of
Yhis open-handed, ~good-natured fellow—know-
ing that, even apart from this plot, Flip . had
no chance of a fair deal from the bank—for
Gadshy had a pretty shrewd idea of more
than Mr. Hawke had actually told him—he
took n couple of the notes. Vavasour con-
tented himself with one, hut Pon collared five.

«Pon  distribnted his in single notes on five
numbers at random. Vav put his one .on
the hlack. Gadsby tried twenty-one, red,
and the uneven numbers. - As twenfy-one was
a red number, he might possibly get home
on all three risks. -

Flip put five pounds on black, five on four-
tecn, and five on twenty-three.

There was nothing at all on the number
thirteen.  Thirteen was rted, and there
was less on red than on black. Thirteen is
nneven, and there was more on the even
numbers
sion, and a

asked Flip.

“IHave

had turned up thrice in
change seemed likely.
From all of which it would appear likely

N
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that Mr. Hawke meant to stop the ball in
thirteen. But he was not as yebt quite
as familiar with the wangling apparatus as he
was sure to heeome before long if the police
let the place alone; and he made a mistake,

It was in fourteen that thé ball stopped!

“By Jupiter!” said Flip.

“We're in it. dear boy!” chuckled Pon.

One of Pon’s notes had been on fourteen.
He had thirty-five pounds to take. Flip had
forty poundss-five from the stake on the black
numbers, thirty-five for that on number
fourteen. ;

Vav and Gaddy were not in it; but no one
else was quite so much out of it as Messrs,
Cobb and Hawke. Both scowled; but, while
Mr. Cobb’s scowl scemed to be at Mr, Hawke,
Mr. Hawke's appeared to festify to- acute
dissatisfaction with things in general. = -

Flip glanced at those two, and a sudden
feeling of suspicion swept over him.

It was more than suspicion—it almost
amounted to conviction.

fe was shrewd enough in many ways,
though he might be foolish in others. And
hie felt sure that the expressions on the fa
of those two coarse, underbred money-
grubbers meant more than discontent that
they should have so much to pay out. in
any ecase—except that of zero—they must
have paid out something: and the sum they
were called uapon to cash np was not more
than it would have been had any one of
several other numbers been the winning one.

But it was a great deal more than it would
Liave been had thirteen turned vp!

That thouzht p through Flip's mind
almost as il someone had whispered the words
into his e He remembered clearly now,
thongh' the kes had been raked in, that the

thirteen space had been empty.

And fourteen had turned up!

They had meant that thirteen should, he
Wwas sure.

He felt sick of the whole thing. It was
silly enough to gamble, but to go on gamhling
with rascals who were determined to rook
one, and had ready to their hands the mcans
to do it, wonld be worse than silly.

Yet hie had more than fifty pounds of the |
bank's money. Perbaps it onght rather to be |
dered the money of the duped players; |
hut Flip had no overpowering sympathy with |
them, and to let it go back into the bank
would not be to their advantage, anyway. He |
conld see that.

But what he could not see was the best |
and quickest way of getting out of this. He |
was fed up, and yet something seemed to be
him to his chair. - 4
or lie had not only himseli to consider,
but Pon also—Vav and Gaddy did not matter
much to him. : -

He became aware that there was no possi-
bility of giving Pon the tip there.

A crowd wnas pressing him. He felt hot
hreath on the back of his neck, and was
disagreeably conscious of the smell of bodies
not too often or too completely washed.

Twice . in suceession he had won on a
number, chosen quite at random. Now more
than half of the players were waiting to see
him stake again, meaning to follow him, and |
full of the unreasoming faith of the gambler
that to follow the seeming luck means to
win. S
. They would not win, of course. Mr. Hawke
would not blunder again, with so much at
stake, " : e
- If Flip staked he would feel almost like &
confederate of Lhe swindlers. . A big pro-
portion of the crowd's money would follow
his, and Messrs. Hawke and Cobb would rope
it : 2

ow then, Flippy!”
're waiting your lead, by gad!
“Not sure that I haven’t had enough,”
answered Flip in Pon's ear. ‘

H ce was very low., But at least one |
man heard. Chiker pushed his way out of |
the erowd at the back of Flip's chair, and |
shifted round nearer to the croupier,

Flip did not notice that; ‘and if he had
noticed it-he would not have thought :
thing of it. He had no notion that Chiker
stood in with the Hawke gang; and, of
course, he knew nothing of the arrangement
fixed np between Gadsby and Chiker.

Mr, Chiker was feeling guite pleased about
that arrangement now. He was not so com- |
pléte ‘a seoundrel as the publican, who in his
turn may ha¥e lacked something of the
intense rascality of the bookmaker. But

whizpered Pon.

there was a good deal of the bandit in the |
composition of Mr. Bert Chiker, a_nd e did |

not 1i
the place
with all that money in his pocket.

“Qh, rot!” said Pon. “Play up to your

the notion of anyoné's going ouf of

| make up his mind to.

| together,

in which he had a proprietary share |

One Penny.

luck, dear boy! I'm game to follow your

lead. I've plenty to plunge with now.”
MA buzz of impaticnce sounded behind
1em.

“Make your game, gentlemen—make your
game!” came the raucous i of Hawke;
and there was a note of impatience in that,
00,

Flip took a sudden resolution. He stood
up, with twenty or more of the notes in his
hands, and put each singly on different
numbers.

That course . would "at worst prevent the
[s:mk f_rrnn making quite so certain of bring
ing off a big haul. He had chosen numbers
which were either vacant or but lightly
covered, avoiding those which already had a
fair amount on. The consequences were very

much what he had expected.
The money of those who had waited on his

stake was distributed among -the twenty
numbers. They were not pleased. Ther had
hoped for a more definite lead. But they

still cherished the notion that his luek would
prevail, and “they fancied that they were
somehow reducing the odds agaipst them by
following him, 2

No one was more displeased than Pon.

“That's a dashed silly way of playin'!” he
growled.

“It's dashed silly to play at all!” replied
EI.:]:!E And he did mnot trouble to whisper

g

“Isn't winnin’ ry time good enough for
you, confound y hissed Pon.

Flip stared at him. He had heard Pon
talk in that arrogant manner to others
:;emro now; but never had Pon used it to
11m. =

2

5 a Tong way!” he said

m you or

sharply, I

from any r that! <And
I mean to g i this rotten game just
when I like, apiter!”

Protestin ces spoke behind them. - The
game was ing delayed.  That suited no

one, least of all Mesars. Hawke & . Co.

“It's all on!" howled Hawke, and once
more the wheel spun round. -

Tlip was putting the notes he had left into
his pocket.

“Do you mean you're e
demanded FPon savagely.

The lust of the game was upon him. His
eyes glittered fiercely. HWe did not want to
stop, and it angered him that Flip should
> And ¥lip -eould not
explain. He had no proof of cheating® on
the part of the croupier; seeing that he had
won twice, it would have appeared absurd
for him to suggest it. ¥

Yet he was sure of it! }

Pon was at his worst. The liking he had
felt for Flip, which had been at least partly
genuine at the outset, had all gcone now. He
had forgotten all abeut Flip's sister for the
time being; the fancy he had had for Flap,
though it had been powerful enough to lead
him into much plotting, much. acting of a
part, was not strong enough to stand against
the gambling craze—his ruling passion.

On Gadsby's face there was a look of
delight, Vav « merely looked
Rows did not suit Vav; and
tain now.

Pon caught him roughly

chuckin®

by the arm.
*Sit down, confound yol
“Gentlemen, - gentlemen!”
Cabh.

Flip struck down f{he restraining hand.
Pon, with a howl of pain, dashed his fist
full into Flip's face.

The mnext instant they were struggling
hampered by the crowd around
them, but oblivious of the erowd, of every-
thing but the desire that each had to make
the other smart.

The crowd turned nasty, as crowds some-
timeés will; and Flip was the ohject of ite
resentment. The crowd had looked upon him
as a. mascot. a Juck-bringer. Now their
mascot wanted to pgo!

Someonz punched him in fhe back
someone else brought a big fiste hard agai
his head. £

Flip snateched up a chair,

“Stand clear!" he shouted.

Pon grabbed at the chair. Flip., holding
it with one hand only, let out with the other
at his- filse-friend.

Pon went down heavily, groaning.
chair was snatchied from Fli
fists struck him.

Then there came a warning cry of
“Paolice! Seatter!"—and, just &s all the
lights went ouf, Flip. Derweni crazshed to
the floor and lost conselousness!

he snarled.
boomed  Mr.

The
Flip; and a dozen

(Ts be contintted wegt ©




