NEW STORIES OF ST. JIM'S & ROOKWO0OD—INSIDE!
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A SPLENDID LONG COMPLETE SCHOOL STORY
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CHAPTER 1.
- Thinking It Out!
fI\OM MERRY chewed the end of his pencil, and

wrinkled his brow. .
Manners, who was cutting films at the study table,
cut them in silence, from a kindly consideration for
Tom and the problem with which he was mentally wrestling.

Monty Lowther was silent, too.

The wrinkle in Tom’s brow, and the progress his chewing
was making on the stump of the pencil, showed that it was
not a time for conversation, even for Monty’s humorous and
cheery conversation.

But Monty was a little restive, though he nobly suppressed
his restiveness. ;

Tom had a problem to solve. Manners, who never was 2
fellow for talking overmuch, was content to cut his films in
silence. Besides, his films needed his undivided attention.
It was quite a different matter with Lewther. Monty was
not exactly a loquacious fellow. He did not revel in the

sound of his own voice, like Trimble of the Fourth, for .

example. But silence irked him. Generally he had some-
thing to say, and generally. he said it. *Even when he had
nothing to say, he often said it all the same. Just now he
had something to say—something rather special.

He suppressed it.

It was not casy to do so. For Monty had finished the
corajiosition of a limerick, all ready for the next number of
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“Tom Merry’s Weekly.” Having completed it, of course, the
"next step was to read it out to his study-mates. Monty was

not a selfish fellow: he did not dream of keeping the enjoy-
ment of that composition all to himself. Tom Merry and
Manners were entitled to share it. Other fellows could wait
till the school paper came out. His own special chums were
specially favoured :

Nevertheless, Monty suppressed that limerick, and waited
with all the patience he could muster for the wrinkle ta
disappear from Tom Merry’s brow, and the chewing of tho
pencil to cease. The wrinklo seemed to be a fixture; but
the chewing of the pencil, at least, was bound to come to an
end sooner or later—the pencil could not last for ever.

So, although Monty Lowther was almost at bursting-poing
with suppressed conversation, it was Tom Merry who broke
the silence.

“Blow I

He made that remarkremphatically.

“Worried, old bean ?” asked Lowther.

“ Vs :

“Well, look here, I'll tell you something: to cheer:you
ip 5 ;

“It’s about. the football.”

“Just listen to this =

“The Greyfriars match !’ said Tom.

Monty Lowther coughed. .

A football captain who was worried over his football list
might have been greatly cheered and bucked by a scream-
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=TOM MERRY & -CO,, THE CHUMS OF ST. JHM'S,

Since Levison
parted from Car=
dewand Clive,these
two juniors have
come to the conclu-
sion that the old
proverb which says
“ Two is company,
thres is none,’ is
quite off the rails,
for without Levison
Study No. 9 at St.
Jim’s is dreadfully
dull. Thus no one
rejoices more than
Cardew and Clive
when news leaks
out that their old
chumis coming
back to St. Jim’s.

The junior captain of St. Jim’s,

ingly comic limerick. p
Once more Lowther

however, seemed quite unaware of it.
suppressed the limerick,

“You see, it’s going to be a tough game,” said Tom.
“Greyfriars always put up a good game. And we've lost
Levison.”

“Oh! Ah! Yes!” said Monty.

He was sorry that Tom had lost Levison of the Fourth
from his team. But even the loss of Iirnest Levison, one of
the best junior wingers at St. Jim’s, serious though it was,
might have been compensated, to some extent, by the cheer-
ing effect of a really funny limerick caleculated to set any
table in a roar. But Tom evidently did not see that his
chum was almost in the state of a bomb on the verge of
explosion.

“I've got to fill Levison’s place,” said Tom.

“Lots of men in the School House,” said Manners, looking
up from his films, “and in the New House, too, for that
matter.”

“Not up to Levison’s form.”

Manners returned to his films. He had a secret persuasion
that in Soccer he was, himself, rather up to Ernest Levi-
son’s form. But Tom Merry could not see that—even a
really excellent football captain could not sce everything.

“That ass Cardew——" said Tom.

He wrinkled his brow again.

“Cavrdew can put up a splendid game if he chooses.
he’s a slacking ass, and unreliable.
Blow!”

“Well, look here——" said Monty.

“And until the place is filled, every man in thc House
who thinks he can play Soccer will be hothering we to put
him in,” said Tom. “Fellows who are barely up to form
for pick-ups haven’t the least doubt that they can play
Greyfriars.” : :

: But
He might let us down.

RTIN

o

Manners gave increased attention to
*his films.

“Even Trimble’s asked for the place,”
said Tom, and he smiled. The idea of
Baggy Trimble of the Fourth playing
Greyfriars, or playing football at all.
was enough to make the most worried
skipper smile,

“QOh, my hat!” said Lowther. :

“Blow !” said Tom, once more. That
ejaculation scemed to relieve his feel-
ings a little,

“Speaking of Trimble——" said Low-
ther eagerly. Monty's limerick was on
the subject of Trimble of the Fourth,
so here was his chance.
= “Bother him!” said Tom.

. “Yes, but—=" :
p “Figgins wants me to put in a New
House man,”” said Tom. “But——"

“‘Speaking of Trimble——-"

“Bless Trimble!” :

“Yes, but speaking of him——"
poor Lowther.

“Don’t speak of him, old chap. Tet's
forget his existence as much as pos-
sible,” said Tom. “I wonder . it
Dig—"
4Tl tell you what,” said Lowther.
“Chuck the thing up now, Tom, and
think it over after tea. Tea may buck
up your intellect. It needs bucking up.

[ /4
s

ORD

said

vou know, considering the way it
works.”
’ “Fathead !” ; 5
= 4 “And speaking of Trimble, it hap-
5

pens that—'
“Dig wouldn’t do,” said Tom. “He hasn’t the pace, for
one thing. Herries is too heavy. Young Lumley—no! The
fact is, we want Levison, and it’s simply rotten that he
should be gone. Blow!” e c

Tom Merry crumpled up his list and shoved it into bis
pocket. Apparently he was leaving the knotty problem fow
later consideration. Monty Lowther rushed into the breach
at once. < 7

“Speaking of Trimble, I've done a litile limerick about
that fat duffer for the Weekly. Like to hear it?” X

“There’s Reilly,” said Tom Merry musingly., His mind
scemed to be still wandering in the realms of Soceer, though
he had put the list in his pocket. It was, so to speak, lost to
sight but to memory dear. .

“Look here, do you want to hear this exclaimed
Lowther. He was growing rather warm. A creative artist
could not keep his lucubrations bottled up for ever, and
Monty’s opinion was that there had been enough football
in the study for the present, and that it was time for a
limerick to have its turn.

“Eh! Oh! Yes!” said Tom absently. “Go it, old chap!
I wonder whether Pratt of the New House would be any
good.”

“It’s about Trimble—-"

Tom Merry gazed at his chum, but there was a faraway
look in his eyes. Lowther did not heed that, however. As a
matter of fact, there very often was a faraway look in
fellows’ eyes when Monty read out his sparkling compositions
to them. Monty might even have supposed, sometimes, that
fellows were bored, had he not known that his little efforts
were the real goods. ;

“There’s a frowsy fat foozler named Trimble,
Lowther.

“Eh! I know there is,” said Tom.

“There’s a frowsy fat foozler named Trimble—"

“I know! Only an hour ago he asked me to put him in
lLl.m team for Grey{riars. I ought really to have kicked
him.”

“There’s a frowsy fat foozler named Trimble!” roared
Lowther. “His intellect can’t be called nimble.”

“Far from it—if he has any intellect at all,” assented
Tom. “But I suppose he was born like it.”

“Will you give a chap a chance to speak?”
Lowther.

“Go it, old chap; though T'm blessed if I know why you
want to talk about Baggy Trimble. But go it.”

* Lots of room would remain £

€« El“:))

“For a finger, that’s plain—-"

“What?2 ¥

“If you put all his brains in a thimble.”

“Very likely,” said Tom. “But that’s no news.
ever supposed that Trimble was a brainy man.”
Tur GeEM LiBraryY.—No.
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4 Every Wednesday.

Monty Lowther glared. He was a good-tempered fellow—
he was almost perpetually in a good humour. But this was
too thick. He glared—at a loss for words.

“What about tea?” asked Tom, rising.  “I’ll leave the
footer list till after tea, as you suggested, Monty. I find I'm
hungry, too.” :

Lowther still glared speechlessly.

“By the way, weren’t you going to tell me a linierick or
something 7 asked the captain of the Shell, remembering,

Lowther gasped.

Manners grinned.

“Didn’t you say you'd made up a limerick or something
about Trimble, Monty 7 asked Tom Merry. “Let’s hear it
old chap. Bound to be funny on that subject.”

“You ass!” roared Lowther.

<« Eh ?3) =

“You footling chump !

“ What the dickens—"

“You burbling bandersnatch i

Tom Merry gazed at his chum in astonishment. He saw 1o
cause whatever for this sudden outbreak of wrath.

“ What on earth’s the row?” he asked. “Look here, I'm
really keen to hear that limerick, Monty. Why don’t you
cough it up 7*?

“You frabjous chump !

“What is he going off at the deep end for, Manners?”
asked Tom Merry, appealing to his other chum. “Is any-
thing up #” .

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Manners. ]

“Look here, Monty, old bean, tell us that limerick, and
let’s have tea,” said Tom soothingly.

“T've told you !” shrieked Lowther,

“Eh! When did you tell me?”

“Just now, fathead! A minute ago, frump! Have you
gone deaf, foozler? Ave you off your rocker, idiot? Is
your brain, such as it is, still wandering, you burbling
cuckoo? Are you wandering in your mind, chump? Have
you any mind to wander in, ass?” :

Tom Merry laughed cheerily. -

“I suppose T was still thinking about the footer, old fellow.,
Look here, tell us ihat limerick again. Don’t keep a good
thing all to yourself.”

The soft answer turneth away wrath.
calmed down a little. 3

“There’s a frowsy fat foozler named Trimble—

“I know.”

“That’s the limerick !”’ shrieked Lowther.

“Oh! I—I see! Splendid! Ha, ha, ha!”-

“That’s only the first line, you howling ass!”

“Oh! Of course! Get on with it, old chap. It must be a
ripper if it’s all as good as the first line.”

Monty Lowther

“There’s a frowsy fat foozler named Trimble,
Whose intellect ean’t be called nimble,
Lots of room would remain,
For a finger, that’s plain,
If you put all his brains in a thimble.”

Monty Lowther had got it off his chest, as it were, at last.
He looked at Tom Merry for appreciation. To his surprise
and wrath, the favaway look had intensified on his chum’s
face; evidently his thoughts were already wandering again.

“Cardew !” said Tom.

“What 7 E

“It will have to be Cardew! I'll make the slacking ass
stick to practice. I'll scalp him if he’s not in form next
Wednesday !

“You—you—you—7" gasped Lowther.

“That’s settled ! said Tom Merry brighily. “What were
you saying, old chap? I didn’t quite catch it! Something
about a thimble, wasn’t it ?"

Monty Lowther did not reply. He was past words. He
strode out of the study and shut the door after him with a
bang that rang and echoed from one end of the Shell
passage to the other. - -

“Eh, what? What's the matter with Monty, Manners?”
exclaimed Tom.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Manners,

“But what—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Monty Lowther was gone, limerick and all, leaving Tom
Merry staring at the banged door, and Manners in a state
of hysteries.

CHAPTER 2.
A Baiting for Baggy !

1! HERE'S a jolly old proverb,” remarked Ralph
Reckness Cardew, of the St Jim’s Fourth, “which
says ‘ Two is company, and three’s none.’ >

Sidney Clive did not answer. - ;
He was standing before the fire in Study No. 9 in the

Fourth Form passage, in the School House at St. Jim’s, with
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his hands in Lis pockets and. a thoughiful .expression on his
ace.

Cardew was reclining in the armehair, with one elegantly-
trousered leg crossed over the other, with a due regard {o
the crease in the trousers.

He, too, had been looking thoughtful. .

“These jolly old proverbs,” he went on lazily, “are very
often off-side.” Ever noticed that, Clivey 77 e

“Eh! Oh! Yes! No!»

“Lucid, -at all events,” said Clardew.
thin’ else,
remarks 7%

Clive smiled.

“I was thinking of old Levison,” he said. “As I'm playing
full-back in the junior cleven, I shall see him next Witkdnes-
day. I've no doubt he will be playing for Greyfriars—any-
how, he will be there.” S

“Two souls with but a single thought, two hearts that beat
as one, as a merry old:poet has put it said Cardew, I
also was thinking of Levison, dear man.” S

I thought you were saying something about proverbs.”
“I was! Thinkin’ of old Levison Jed to further reflection,
an’ my brain has been goin’ on its highest gear,” explained
“Has it ever struck you what a lot of proverbs

X “Thinkin’ of some-
what, and losin’ the henefit of my sagacious

Cardew.
are offside?  F’¥instance, they say that ill weeds Zrow apace
—which would seem to he. borne éut by the fact that Figgins
of the New House is a jolly lengthy specimen. On-the other
hand, a proverh declares that good rye runs high, which
rather contradicts the other maxim.”

Cardew paused, to yawn. 2

“Then they say that many hands make light work,” he
went on. *This wouldsseem to be borne out by, the number
of hands employed in an clectricity works—they certainly
make the light work.” :

“ Fathead ! said Clive. - . : :

“But another proverh chimes in with-the news that too
many cooks speil the hroth,” continued Cardew. “That
seems to-give the other maxim the knock-out. Then I seem
“to remember learnin’ that precrasiination is the thief of time.
‘That scems quite a good tip, until you recall * More haste,
less speed.” But of all the at-hea.deg old proverbs that have
been invented to bore humanity, Clivey, the fatheadedest, I
think, is the maxim that two iy company and three is nof
company. Look at us! We aro two, and we used to be
three! Arc we better company since old Levison left 27

“No fear!” said Clive. :

“I bore you,” said Cardew. “Beth you and Levison used
to bore me. Now only you hore me. You have to stand all .
the boredom I can inflict. I have to be bored by the same
bore all the time, instead of varyin’ the pleasure by bein’
bored alternately by you and Levison. Ergo—that’s Latin,
old bean, and means therefore—ergo, I move an amendment
to that jolly old proverb and suggest that it should run
‘¢ Three is company, and two is a doocid bore.” What ?”

And Cardew gave a prolonged yawn.

“I do miss old Levison, and that’s a fact,” said Clive. <1
was jolly glad to hear that he was getting on so well af
Greyfriars; the fellows ithere seem to have given him the
glad hand. But I wish he was-back at St. Jim’s.”

“I think Tom Mevry does, 100,” said Cardew, with a grin.
“I believe he’s worryin’ over the eleven for the Greyfriars
match, with a wet towel round his head. Lots of fellows arc
after the place Levison has left vacant; but Thomas doesn’t
?eem t? click, T'm livin’ in terror of his offerin’ the place

0 me.’ 2

“Don’t you want it 7’ demanded Clive grufily. -

- “Of conrse I do. T want to bag the honour and glory
of playin’ for St. Jim’s, and I want to go over to Greyiriars
and see old Levison. But there’s one serious drawback to

Soccer,” said Cardew, with a -shake of the head.

“What's that ¢

“Tt can’t be played sitiin’ on a camp-stool.”

“ASS 11)

“Trimble has put in for the plaee,” said Cardew. =T
heard some of the fellows laughin’ over it.”

“No wonder!” said Clive, laughing teo. 0 ;

“0dd, isn’t it?” said Cardew. ‘““Trimble hates games.
Thomas didn’t jump at the offer, but if he had jumped,
Trimble would bave heen booked for a rather strenuous
time. And he hates strenuousness even more than I do.
What does he want to go over to Greyfriars for, Clivey?
I know why he wants to go as & member of the team—
hlel wants his fare paid. But why dees he want to go, at
el 2 R A

“Blessed if T know, or care!”

“Well, I care—and I guess. It was Trimble who nosed
out that Levison's people were on the rocky rocks, and
spread the happy story all over St. Jim’s. He let both
Houses know that Levison’s pater couldn’t afford to pay
his fees any longer, and he still finds a- little harmless and
necessary entertainment in chorthin’ over it. I kicked him
only yesterday for it.”

“The fat rotter ! growled Clive,
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“And T kind of sort of jumped to the conclusion that
he might want to let the Creyfriars men into the happy
,,” drawled Cardew, “It would be rather beastly foi

rison, wouldn'’t it?”

Clive frowned darkly.

“Levison and his brother are at Greyfriars without pay-
in’ any fees, you know,” said Cardew.  “ There’s some sort
of quid pro quo. But the fact remains, and .some nasty
merchants might chip them about it—as Racke & Co. did
here. Charity is said to cover a multitude of sins, but it's
an unpleasant word to have chucked in one’s face—what 7

“liven Trimble wouldn't be rotter enough to carry that

s

i

¢ Three is company, and two is a doocid boire, what ? ¥’ said

Cardew, and he gave a prolonged yawn. _ ¢ | do miss Levison,

and that’s a fact,’’ said Clive moodily. *‘ 1 wish he was back
at 8t. Jim’s.”* (See Chapter 2.)

over to Greyfriars and spread it about in Levison’s new
school.” :

“Possibly not! But my impression is that he's rotter
cnough for anythin’,” drawled Cardew. “Luckily, he's not
goin’ with the team. But if he was I should feel it my
duty to go along, an’ drop him out of the train window
somewhere along the line. I—— Hallo!”
 The door of Study No. 9 opened, and a fat face pecred
in, It was the unprepossessing countenance of Baggy
Trimble, of the Fourth Form. Cardew gave him a wol-
coming nod.

. “Roll in, old barrel,” he said. “Just discussin’ you., Vou
“can settle the point in doubt.”

“What is it, old chap?” asked Trimble, rolling in.

“Clivey thinks there’s a limit to your rottenness,” ex-
plained Cardew. “My idea is that you are rotter enough
for anythin’. Which of us is right””

“You silly idiot!” hooted Trimble.

. “That isn’t an answer,” Cardew pointed out gently. A
perfectly true statement, I've no doubt, ‘but not an answer
to my question.” -~

“Look here, you know, don’t be'an ass}”

5 said Trimble,
*I came here to speale to you, Cardew.”

© pounds.

“Speak to Clivey ‘instead, old fat barrel.
beiter of you than I do. Lei Clivey have it.”

“No_good speaking to Clive—he’s got no money !”

“Philosophers have stated that wealth is a burden,”
sighed Cardew. “I sce it now. Oh, for a statc of honest
poverty !”

“Oh, cheese it!” said Trimble.
Greyfriavs next week.
in the eleven.”

“I wonder why?”
“Jealousy!” csplained Trimble. “Finds fault with my
form. Precious few fellows in the House anything like my
form, and chance it!”

“Precious few,” agreed Cardew. “You are the ounly
fellow in the House who is double-width, for instance!”

“Oh, don't be funny! 1 was speaking of my football
form. But ncver mind that. I'm not going over with the
team,” said Trimble. “That's settled. But I want to sce
Levison.”

“What the thump do you want to see Levison for?” de-
manded Sidney Clive, with a black look at the fat Baggy.

“He owes me money,” explained Trimble. “He left
owing me a pound. I want to ask him for it. I'm sure
he will square.”

The two chums of Study No. 9 gazed at Trimble. The
fat Baggy was well-known in his“House to be every sort
of a fool, and almost every sort of a roguc. Siudy No. 9

He thinks

“It’s about going io
Tom Merry has refused to put me
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were specially down upon him because he had “nosed”
out the miscrable story of Mr. Levison’s ruin, and had
spread it all over St. Jim’s, and embittercd Ernest Levison's
fast days there. But well as they knew Baggy, Cardew and
Clive had not expected this.

“You awful rotter!” said Clive, with a deep - breath.
“You mean that you want to screw money out of Levison.”

“Under the threat of telling that charity story at Grey-
friars, as you told it round St. Jim’s,” said Cardew quictly.

“That's a rotten way of pautting it,” said Trimblo.
“Suspicious, I call it—in fact, low-minded! One good turn
deserves another, don’t it? If T keep Levison's shady
scerets for him, why sheouldn’t he lend a chap a pound?
Not that I want him to lend me anything,” added Trimble
hurriedly. “He owes me a pound, as I said—in fact, two
I'd write and .ask him for it. only it wouldn't
do to put a thing like that in writing—I—I mean, I don’t

want to dun the fellow. See?”
“Borstal's your proper place. Why did they send you
to St. Jim’s?”

“Liook here——" roared Trimble.
Tae Gem LiBrarv.—No. 1,034
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“You fat rascal!” said Clive. “I suppose you're too
thorough an idiot to understand what a fat scoundrel yon
are! Do you know that what you're thinking of is called
blackmail v : .

“A yemark like that, Clive, shows a nasty mind,” said
Trimble. “I hope you don’t mind my mentioning that
I'm shocked at you."”

“Oh!” gasped Clive,

Trimble nodded. Apparvently the fat Baggy’'s fat con-
science was quite satisfied with his propesed proceedings.
In point of fact, Baggy Trimble was too obtuse to realise
the iniguity of his httle scheme.

“Don’t say things of that sort, Clive,” he admonished.
“It lets you down, you know—shows you’ve heen rather
badly brought up.  It’s rather shocking to a sensitive
fellow who’s rather particular on points of honour.”

“Great gad!” murmured Cardew,

“Well, to come to the point,” said Trimble. “You
fellows are Levison's friends, and -you kicked up a lot of
fuss when I felt it my duty to let the chaps know that
Levison was here- on charity. In your surreptitious,
seeretive way, I think you’d like to keep the Greyfriars
men from learning the facts. It’s no good saying that I
approve of it—I don’t! T never could stand anything sui-
reptitious or secretive-or mean. Still, T know it’s no good
cxpecting everybody to be high-minded like me!” 3

Ve godstl -

“Levison’s keeping it dark at Greyfriars about being
there on charity. You fellows want to back him up. I
disapprove of anything of the kind. But I shan’t interfere
il T'm treated decently. I think Levison ought to stand
me a pound—I mean, pay me that pound. As you're his

‘THE GEM
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“I have no doubt that Twimble has asked for thai, deah
hoys,” he remarked. “But may I suggest chuckin’ it
before you bweak him? Only a suggestion, of course.”

Cardew chuckled,

“Perhaps he’s had cnough,” he remarked.

Clivey ! Frightful bother havin’ to aitend an inquest,””
“Yarooooh.”
Clive threw the bat, into a corner,
“Cut, you fat rascall” he growled.

179

“Yarooooooop !’

Trimble roiled to the door, still yelling. The batting
had been rather severe. In fact, six from a prefect would
have been a joke to it. Even a Head’s licking was mild
in comparison. Baggy felt like a carpet might feel aftesr
heing beaten.

“Ow, ow! Wow! You rotters!” he panted. “I'll pay
you out for this, and Levison, too! I’ll make you sit- up!
P’Il make that cad Levison sit up! Yow-ow! :

29

“Chuek it,

3}
% o

Ml

“Te hasn’t had cnough,” said Cavdew.
bat again, Clivey.”

Trimble made a bound through the doorway. As thoe
elegant figure of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was occupying
the doorway a collision was unavoidable. The swell of
St. Jim’s staggered across the passage, and Trimble saf
down with a bump.

“Oh! Bai Jove!
Augustus.

“You silly chump!” gasped Trimble. “You potiy
dummy ! Couldn’t you get out of the way, you fosiling

“Pick up that

You clumsy ass!” roared Arthur

friends, you can pay. it for 2 ass?”’

him if you like, and the *sslDs'ﬂsu%ui‘ﬂsci%ﬂ‘a%ﬁsﬂﬂtﬁ-u‘ﬂf That was too much for

matter drops—what?” X 5 3 - Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. A
Clive was gasping. But You will enjoy Reading : well-fitting and elegant boot

Ralph Reckness Cardew eyed
the fat junior with a keen
interest. 'This development in
Baggy seemed to afford him
some secret sort of cynical
cntertainment.

“Is it a go?” asked Trimble
iskly,  “I'd have asked
Vevison himself, only that cad
Merry won’t let me go with
the team. I’'m asking you as
his friends; and, of course, 1
shall not interfere afterwards
with your surreptitious, secre-
iive games. That’s understood.
T can’t help despising you, but
1 shall let you rip. See?”

Cardew yawned, and de-
tached himself from the arm-
chair. Sidney Clive was looking about the study, as if
in search of something, He found it at last. It was a
fives bat,

“Wili you bend him over a chair, Cardew?” asked Clive
guietly.

“Just what T was thinkin’—

“Look here, you know!” Trimble made a jump for
ihe door. “I—I didn’t come here for a row! Look here,
I was only j-j-joking—yaroooh! Ilands off, you votter!
Yaroooh—yeop—whop ! : ¢

Cardew’s grip was on the fat junior, and he was twisted
down over a chair. =~ The fives bat rose and fell with
yigour. . .

Whack!

Baggy Trimble's roar rang through the

Whack! Whack! Whack!

Clive was putting his beef into it.
Cardew’s iron grasp and roared frantically.
fives bat rose and fell with terrific vim. _

'Phe yells of ihie hapless Baggy rang far and wide. But
(Ylive did not heed his yelling. He laid on the swipes with
the fives bat with undiminished vigour.. Whack, whack,
whack ! 3 5

The door of Study No. 9 was thrown open, and an
avistoeratic face and a gleaming eyeglass looked in.

“Bai Jove! What’s the wow heah?” exelaimed Arthur
Aungustus B’Arey,  “You fellows killin’ a. pig in this
stnday 17 . ; :

“Yarooh! Help! Lend a fellow a hand, Gussy!”
velied Trimble, ““Call a prefect! Call Mr. Railton! Call
the Head! Yoooaop !” §

Whack, whack, whack !

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow-ow !> . ;

Arthur Augustus surveyed the sceiie through his eyeglass
with a thoughtful expression. =~ = 4 £
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study.

Trimble wriggled in
But . the
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came into play—a boot which
was really rather small, but
which seemed extremely hard
and heavy to the fat Baggy.
Trimble squirmed along the
passage -and bolted for his
own study, pursued by the
wrathful swell of St. Jim’s,
still letting out hisboot. Baggy
was fairly dribbled home, and
he bolted into Study No. 2
like a fat rabbit into its bur-
row, and slammed the door
and turned the key. Not for
the first time in his fat carecr
Baggy had found the way of
the transgressor havrd.
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. CHAPTER 3.
Stamp Wanted !

« EXD me—"
“Rats)”
“Lend me A

“ More rats!”

“A stamp—"

& 0}) !7’

Blake considered. ; 2

He had not expected Baggy Trimble to prefer o modest
a vequest' ‘as that. Trimble generally wanied more siha
three-halfpence. Three-halfpence was not a large sum

Still, it was three-halipence. ,

“You can’t buy your own stamps?” inquired Jack Blako
sarcastically, ; 4

“I’m not asking you to give me a stamp,” said Trimble,
with dignity. - “TI'm asking you {o lend me a stamp. [
can’t get a stamp to-night. I shall let you have it back, of
course.” ; e

“What will be the good of it after it's been used?”
Blake wanted to know.

“I mean the three-ha’pence, you ass!”

¢t Oh, you mean the three-ha’pence, you ass?" said Blake.
“Well, if you mean the three-ha’pence, you ass, you cin
hand 1t over and T'll find the stamp.” = .

“I ‘haven’t any small change at the preseni momen
explained Trimble. “1 séldom bother to carry coppers,”

“That’s all right. I can change a bob.” = ;

“1 haven't anything so small as a bob,” said- Trimble.
‘!I ]har(}ly ever hother to carry anything so small as a
shilling.” : :

‘‘Heve, you men!” Blake called into the deorway of
Study No, 6. Trimble had caught him in: the Fourih
Form passage just before prep. ‘‘Roll up with your locse
‘change, will you?”

Ilerries and Digby and

3

D Arcy looked ‘out of the study.
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#What for?” demanded Herries,

“Trimble.”

¢Catch me.”

“Only to change some of his immense
slained Blake,  He doesn't carry coppers or small silver,
Lut- he wants change. we combine our financial
resouirces we may be able to change his huge notes.”

“The—the fact is »” stammered Trimble.

¢ Anything on you as small as half-a-crown?” asked
Blake. .

“ Nunno.”

“Nothing under a tenbop note?”

¢J—1 haven't any {on-hob notes.”

“Only a pound? Rightho! That will be nincicen and
‘tenpence-ha’penny change and the stamp. Produce the
pound.”

Trimble did not produce the pound.

“he—the fact is, I've nothing under a fiver,” be said.
“Not worth while chapging a fiver to'pay tor a stamp.”

“That depends,” remarked Blake. “1t may wot be
worth the while of the fellow bagging the stamp, but 1
may be well worth the while of the fellow handing it out.”

“VYaag, wathah!” grinned Arthur Augustus D'Arey.

“Gussy can change the fiver,” went on Blake. “Gussy’s
reeking with money. Shove it this way!”

“VYaag, T can ehange a fivah,” assented D’Avey.

“The—the fact is, I—I haven’t anything under a tenner,”
said Trimble.
Blake grinned.

; P Aol
panknoies,”’ €X-

“\We'll carry through this transaction somehow,” he said.
“We want to oblige you, Trimble. You're such a nice
chap—such a nice, truthful chap—that a man would do
anything to oblige you. We'll get some more change along
the passage. Trot out the tenner,”

And Study No. 6 chuckled in chorus. Had Baggy
Trimble possessed a tenth part of the wealth he talked
about his way through life would have been paved with
gold. But that wealth was never to be seen. If it was
there, there was no outward and visible sign of it.

“Pwoduce it!” chuckled Gussy.

“Let’s see the jolly old tenmer,” grinned Dighy.

“Oh, all right!” said Trimble. “Here it is. Glad to
get it changed. Tenners are a bother.”

Trimble ran his fat hands through his pockets. Study
No. 6 watched him, grinning. They did not expect to sec
the tenner produced. They had seen Baggy going through
this performance before, and they knew what the second
act, so to speak, would be.

“Oh!” said Trimble, after iavestigation of his pockets.
“I remember now, I lefi it in my desk.”

“All serene., We'll wait while you fetch it.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“The fact is, I keep my desk locked, and T've lost ihe
key,” said Trimble regretfully. “I suppose you can trust
me with that stamp, Blake?”

“(Certainly, when you've found the key andtrotted out
the tenner. In fact, I'll give you a stamp just for the
pleasure of looking at the tenner.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“TLock here, you might lend a chap a stamp !”. said
Trimble. “I've got a letter written in time to catch the
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post, and I find T haven't a stamp. Ii's an awfully im-
portant letter to a pal at another school. He and -huis
friends are being taken in by a spoofing rotter, and I want
to put them on their guard.” Only I haven't a stamp.”

“Baj Jove! If that is the case, Twimble, I will certainly
find you a stamp,” said Arthur Augusius D’Arcy good-
naturedly.

“Thanks, old chap!”

Blake gave the fat Fourith-Former a quick, searching
glance,

“Hold on a minute!” he said. “I think I catch on. Don’t
vou bother, Gussy; Trimble asked me for a stamp, and T'm
the man to hand it out.”

WMir. Railton stoppead ir the doorway of his study, and starad in
amazement at Cardew sitting at his telephone, chatting away
into the transmitter. ‘ Upon my word !’ ejaculated the
Housemaster, hard!y able to believe his eyes. (See Chapler 6.}

“Just as you like, deah boy.”

“Here you are, Trimble,” said Blake.

He approached the fat junior; and Trimble held out a
grubby hand for the stamp. But it was not upon his fat
palm that he was to receive it. Blake raised his foot and
brought it down with a terrific stamp on Trimble’s.

The yell that Baggy uttered awoke most of the echoes of
the School House. :

“Yaroogooh !”

“Bai Jove! What on earth are you stampin’ on Twimble's
feot in that bwutal way for, Blake?” exclaimed Arthur
Augustus, in astonishment.

“He asked me for a stamp,” explained Blake, “I've
given him one.”

“Weally, Blake——"

¢ Like another, Trimble?”

“Yarocoogh! Yow-cw-ow-ow!”

Trimble was hopping on one foot, clasping the other in
both hands, in deep anguish. He yelled and roared.

“Tlave another?” said Blake affably. “I've got a lot of
stamps like that in stock, and you're welcome to the lot.”

“Yow-ow-ow-ow {”

Trimble hopped away, roaring. Evidently he had had as’
many of Blake’s stamps as he wanted, and one more.

Blake's chums looked at him rather oddly. Blake was
sometimes humorous, but never before had his friends known
him to play a joke that hurt anybody. Bui Trimble was
hurt, there was no doubt about that.

“Blake, deah boy,” said Arthur Augustus gravely, “a joke
is a joke, but I must say—"

Tae Gem Tasrary.—No. 1,034,
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“Fathead !” said Blake cheerfully.

“Dash it all, it was too thick, Blake!” said Dig.

[ ‘&ss !7’

“You've hurt his hoof,” said Herries.

“Naturally! I wasn’t taking the trouble for nothing,”
assented Blake.

“Bai Jove! I weally think—>

“Gammon !” interrupted Blake. “If you could think,
Gussy, you’d know what that fat cad wanted a stamp for.
Didn’t you hear what he said? That letter he’s written is
to some fellow at Greyfriars—about Levison!”

‘“Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Dig. “Of course!
guessed that from what the rotter said!”

“Well, I did guess it,” said Blake, with a sniff. “It’s
plain enough. He wanted to go over with the foothall team
to Greyfriars, and we jolly well know what his game was!
As he’s not going, he’s written, I wish I’d stamped on his
other hoof now!”

“Bai Jove! If he has w’itten anythin’ to a Gweyfwiahs
man about Levison he oughi not to be allowed to post the
lettah 1’ exclaimed Arthur Augustus D’Arcy excitedly.

“Can’t stop him,” said Blake. ‘“The fat brute can do as
he likes. If we stopped him to-day he could write to-morrow,
or the next day. Still, that stamp he borrowed from me
will give him something to think about for a bit. ILet's get
on to prep.”

Baggy Trimble certainly had something to think about.
Tn Study No. 2 he nursed his stamped foot for quite a long
time. Wildrake and Mellish were at prep in the study, and
ghey did their prep to an accompaniment of groans from
Baggy Trimble. But Baggy had not given up his intention,
by any means. Rather the anguish in his stamped foot made
bhim more determined.

Baggy was wrathful and indignant. His treatment by
Cardew and Clive had roused his,deepest indignation. Here
was a high-minded fellow, who had offered to bring down
his high mind, as it were, 1o the extent of keeping a shabby
secret for a small financial consideration. Not only had that
generous offer been refused, but Trimble had been batted
scverely. Trimble had a keen desire to thrash the fellows
who had batted him, He thought of- that, but gave up the
idea. It was only too certain if he adopted such a mode of
vengeance he would not be the thrasher, Lut the thrashee,
£o to speak. But there was another way.

He had thought of writing to Harry Wharton, the captain
of the Remove—the Form which Ernest Levison had enterced
at Greyfriars School—pointing out that Levison was at Grey-
friars on charity, and that he—Trimble—felt it his duty to
show up the fellow in his true colours. But he had an un-
comforiable feeling that Wharton would not take the same

Might have
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high-minded view of the matter as Trimble did. It was
more than probable that Wharton would put such a letter
into the fire, and say no word about it.

But Trimble remembered Billy Bunter.

He knew Bunter—a fat and fatuous fellow a good deal
like himself in many ways. Bunter was the man.

Bunter was fairly sure to take the same high-minded view
as Trimble himself. At all events, he could be relied upon
to tattle about anything that came to his knowledge.

So the letter to Bunter was written, and only a stamp was
needed to send it on its way, and to cause the same dis-
agrecable discussion about Levison at Gréyfriars as Trimble
had caused at St. Jim’s. But a stamp was needed; it was
quite certain that Willlam George Bunter of Greyfriars
would never pay double on an unstamped letter. That was
the only reason why Trimble bothered about stamping it.

Blake's stamp was not what Baggy wanted—ihough
perhaps what he needed. It was, anyhow, guite useless for
his present purpose.

Having recovered a little from the effect of that stamp,
Baggy rolled forth from his study again in search of a
stamp. He did not go to Study No. 6; he made his way
to the Shell passage, and looked in on the Terrible Three.

This time he was careful not to mention the noble and
Ligh-minded purpose for which he required the stamp.

“1 say, Tom old ehap——"" he began.

Tom Merry was at prep. e pointed to the door with his
pen. .

“Hook it!”" he said briefly,

“But I want—"

‘“A place in the junior eleven?” asked Tom, laughing.
“Wait till we play Greyfriars at marbles or hop-scoich, old
fat barrel. Then we’ll see.” '

“My pater’s ill—"*

“Oh! Sorry!”

“I want a stamp to write home,” said Baggy. “TLend a
fellow a stamp. My poor old pater is frightfully ill, and
calling for me.”

Tom Merry looked into his desk. Manners gave Baggay a
suspicious glare, and Monty Lowther grinned.

“Hard cheese!” said Monty. “Do you think it would
cheer up your pater in these sad ecircumstances if you sent
him a really funny limerick, Baggy?”

“Look here, you know——"

“Something like this.” said Mouty.
fat foozler named Trimble—" =

“Cheese it, Monty old man, if the chap's father is ill!”
urged Tom Merry.

“Rats!” said Monty. -“Ii’s a yarn to get a stamp off you,
as you'd see if you weren’t a frabjous ass!”

o “Oh!” said Tom

“There’s a frowsy,

, A\\\\\

SEXTON BLAKE

| “He’s frightfully ill,” said Trimble.
H “It’s influenza, you know—galloping
influenza.” ¢

“0Oh, my hat!”

“With pneumonia and plumbago, and
other complications,” said Baggy im-

pressively, g
Those details did not, however,
impress the Terrible Three. They

burst into a roar. R
“Look here, you know, that’s jol
heartless, when my poor old uncle ¥
“Your- uncle ?” yelled Tonr Merry.
“I mean my father—when my poor
old pater is lying—"
“Like father, like son,” remarked

ly

Lowther.  “Whatever your father’s
doing, there no doubt that you're
lying.” X

“Lying on a bed of sickness!” roared

Trimble. :
“Dash it all, he might stop lying if
he’s on a bed of sickness!”
‘“Ha, ha, ha!”
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wind. Is that it? Anyhow, buzz off I

Baggy Trimble buzzed off cheerily
enough with the stamp. Five minutes
later the letter was dropped into tho
school letter-box for collection. The
high-minded Baggy had done his duty.

CHAPTER 4,
Cardew geis a move on !
practice . this afters

(] AMES
noon,”
“Your mistake, old bean!

It’s not a compulsory day,”
vawned Cardew.
Tom Merry frowned,
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{4 svas the following morning, and the Forms were out in
break. Sidney Clive had joined some fellows punting about
a footer, but Ralph Reckness Cardew was leaning idly on
an old stone buttress, with his hands in his pockets. He
looked a -picture of slacking idleness. How much of
Cardew’s slacking was a pose and how much was genuine
nchody quite knew, probably Cardew himself least of all.
But it was well known that he could play a great game
when he chose to exert himself; and Tom Merry had decided

that Cardew was going to exert himself on the occasion of

the Greyfriars match.

Any fellow but Cardew would have been glad of the
chance. And as it was the leaving of Cardew’s chum that
had left a place vacant in the ecleven, it really was up to
Cardew to do his best. He had, in fact, thought about it
several times; but so far he had not got beyond the thinking
stage.

“gCompuIsory or not, you're turning up for games practice
after class, Cardew,” said Tom Merry.

“Think so 7"

“I'm putting down your name for the Greyfriars match.”

“ Awfully honoured, and all

“That’s telling, you know,” he remarked. “But T'll bet
You ten to one, if you like, that Wharton won’t play
Levison in his team. Stands to reason the fellows wouldn't
let him, even if he wanted to. And would he want to play
a charity chap? Not likely! He, he, he!”

“I don’t think the Greyfriars men are aware of Levison’s
private circumstances,” drawled Cardew.  You nosed them
out and made them the talk of St. Jim's, but your dulces
tones don’t reach as far as Greyfriars.”

“ :l"pore are ways and means,” grinned Trimble.

‘There are,” agreed Cardew. “But what are the ways
and means in this instance, my cntertainin’ fat friend?”

“He, he, he!”

“Bai Jove! I've been lookin’ for you, Twimble.” Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy sailed gracefully up. “1 have to speak to
you vewy sewiously, Twimblé. T can hardly believe that
Blake was wight in thinkin’ you wanted a stamp last night
to w'ite to Gweyfwiahs and tell tales about old Levison.
But if that was your ideah, Twimble, I advise you to
s\-gﬁect”l)(-foah you arc guilty of such a howwid mean
action.

Cardew’s eyes glittered.

that,” yawned Cardew.
o B”t“__!!

“There are no buts in the
case,” interrupted Tom Merry
decisively. “We want you,
and you're gbing to play.
shall expect you at games
practice to-day, and I want
to see you do your best.”

Cardew gave him a rather
droll look.

“1 should think
vou'd be glad to get
across to Greyfriars,
if only to see Levison
again” said Tom
Merry sharply.

Cardew coloured
slightly.

*“Yon should
think ?” he repeated.
“You shouldn’t, old
kaan. A brain like
vours won’t stand
wmuch of it.”

“Levison's pretty
certain to be playing for
Greyfriars,” said Tom. “They
won’t leave out a good man
like Levison.”

“He, he, he!”

That unmusical cacchina-
tiecn. came from Baggy
Trimble. Tom glanced at his
fat, grinning face.

“He, he, he! You think
they’ll be playing Levisoh,
do you?” chortled Trimble.

Tom stared at him.

“It's pretty certain,” he
answered. “Not that it
matters to you!”

“He, he, he! I fancy
Levison will be barred by all
Greyfriars before that match
comes off.”

“Oh, don't be a silly ass,”
said Tom, turning his back on
Lrimble.  “Now, look here,
Cardew, what are you going
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He understood now.

“So you've written to Grey-
friars, Trimble?” he asked,
very quietly.

“A fellow can write to a
friend at another school if he

likes, I suppose?” jeered
Trimble.
“Yaas, wathah” said

I

‘“BABS.”

Arthur Augustus. “But

“You've written?” asked
Cardew.

“Suppose I have?”
retorted Baggy
lefiantly.

“You
wascal {7
Arthur
indignantly.

“Which chap have
vout written to,
Trimble 7

“Find out.”

“I'm going. to.”
sssented Cardew ; and,
reaching out, he
cavght Baggy Trimble
suddenly by the
collar,

Bang !

. There was a fiendish yell

from Baggy as his Fullei

head came into sudden and

violent contact with the stone

buttress against which the

dandy of the Iourth had’
been leaning.

howwid
exclaimed
Augustus

; “Which fellow?” smiled
Co round to your j Cardew. "
Yaroooooh !
Bang!

“Which
barrel 27

“Yow-ow-ow ! Bunter !
Leggo! Yarooooh!”

“You can sit down,” said
Cardew; and Baggy Trimble
sat down, with a shock that
made him splutter and roar.

“Baidove, you know, this is

fellow, vold fat
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to do?

“I'm going to buck up,” said Cardew, with a sigh. “T'm
going to play at Grey@riars_y if my kind Uncle Th%mas will
take me over there with him. In fact; I'd already decided
to worry you and chivvy you into givin’ me a place in the
elex:en. You've saved me the trouble.”

:1_.om Merry laughed cheerily.

‘That’s all right, then,” ho said. “Your place is safe
enough if you show anything like your best form.”

And Tom walked away to join his chums. Cardew fixed
his eyes on Baggy Trimble. The captain of the Shell had
taken little notice of Baggy’s words, being little accustomed
to taking any notice of the fat Baggy or his remarks at
any time. ‘But Cardew was better acquainted with Baggy
and the fatuous thoughts that passed through his eobtusc
brain. e could sec clearly enough that Trimble had been
“up” to something.

“Why the cackle, my fat friend 7’ yawned Cardew.

His manner was careless as ever, though his eyes were

_gleaming.

Trimble grinned.

wathah wotten,” said Arthur
Augustus, “I know that fellow Buntah. He is a tattlin’
wottah, a good deal like Twimble. This will be vewy
uncomfy for old Levison.”

Cardew nodded, and went quickly into the House. All
his laziness had gone now. He had wot foreseen that
malicious act on the part of the unspeakable Trimble; and
he realised very clearly how cxceedingly discomforting it
would be for his chum at Gureyfriars if the matter became
a topie there. I was not true that Levison and his brother
were at Greyfriars on charity, but it was true that they
had had to leave St. Jim’s because their father could notv
meet their expenses there, that Mr. Levison had taken them
away at the half-term to save the feces, and that the Head
of Greyfriars had admitted Levison to his old school with-
out the payment of fecs.

Long ago Levison had been a Greyfriars man, and he
had gone back to Greyfriars on terms very unlike those
uvpon which other fellows were there., All this was purely

Tee Gem Lisrary,—No. 1,034,
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his own concern; but Cardew knew well enough what carp-
ing or ill-natured fellows might make of it.

Trimble he could deal with later., He ecould take
measures to prevent the fat rascal from repeating his
offence. But his present thought was to undo, if he could,

the harm that Trimble had already done. g
" That morning Trimble’s letter would be delivered at
Greyfriars School. Bunter might not have received it yet—
if he had received it he might not yet have opened it. There
might be time for Ernest Levison to get hold of that letter
and suppress it, if he was warned in time. There was only
one means of warning him in time—the telephone.

Cardew sighted Mr. Railton, the Housemaster of the
School House, talking to Mr. Linton, the master of the
Shell, near the House steps. . There was a risk that the
Housemaster might come in at any moment; and if he came
his wrath was certain to be. great at finding a Lower hoy
using his telephone. Cardew took that risk without giving
it a thought. In a few seconds he found the number of
Lovison’s Form- master at Greyfriars, rang up, and asked
for a trunk call. ¢

He waited calmly for the- call to_be
apparently oblivious of the fact that Mr.
cnter the study at any moment. 2 X

He did not have to wait long. It was morning break ]ai,
Greyfriars as well as at St. Jim’s, and Mr. Quc)ch,.t.m
master of the Greyfriars Remove, was in his study “h?ll
the telephone bell rang. Cardew had heard his veice hefore,
and he rccognisedhthe rl?t(}ller crusty tones. at once.

“Mr. -h 7 he asked. ;

“Il\\fxl %::illzl: speaking,” answered -the Remove master,
from Greyfriars in far-off Kent. = | St

“T hope yowll excuse me, sir.” said Cardew nr,xg\‘e{\.
“Tm speaking from St. Jim’s. Might I bcg of you, sir, to
let Levison, of your Form, take the call? 1It's a very
2 » .
11np3\1]'%&rét_$§;‘theﬁ’ Mr. Quelch, at Gr‘eyh"im‘;«.'jeemed to be
hooting into the transmitter. Certainly not!

(13 *4 s -'l, » ot

“})?)uysoelf’s:i)pose,' for one moment, tj,n,at; Lower boys here
are -allowed to receive telephone calls?

“Qh, no, sir, but—"

“Certainly not.” SR T

“It's.an old friend of Levison’s speakin’——

“ Nonsense.”” : Y ‘x

“ Just for a few minutes, sir——

“ Absurd.” : 2 : i

That was the finish. "Mr Que;fch, in the Remove master’s
st t Greyfriars, had rung ofl. .
’u‘l‘d(grf\istv olsd bird 1” murmﬁred Cardew. “Horrid, crusﬁ}y
old bird! Perhaps he thinks it's a cheek—I shouldu’s
wonder. Now I shall have to have another trunk call. That

put  through,
Railton might

crusty old bird really ought to pay for these extra trunk -

calls that will go down in Railton’s account.”

And Cardew picked up the directory and sorted out
another Greyfriarg number. This time he was answered
by the deep voice of George Wingate of the Sixth Form,
the captain of Greyfriars.

“Hallo |” ; e

“Speakin’ from St. Jim’s,” said Cardew easily. “A very
important message for Levison of the Remove. Might I
speak to him for a minute?”

“Well, my hat!? -

“It’'s an old pal of Levison speakin’,
important—" £ :

“Well, I suppose he can take the call—hut don’t play
ihis sort of game again,” grunted Wingate, Iang on—
V'l send for the kid.”

“Thanks no end.”

And Cardew hung on—wondering whether he would firs
hear Trnest Levison’s voice on the phone, or Mr. Railton’s
footsteps coming to the study.

and it’s awfully

CHAPTER 5.
Six for Two !

R. RAILTQN stared.
It was enough to make any Housemaster stare.
Having finished his chat with My, Linton, the

School House master had walked to his study:

Mr. Railton was taking the Sixth after break, and he had
some books to look out. . -

He forgot all about his books, and all about the Sixth,
however, as he stared into his study.

A junior of the Fourth Form was sitting at the telephone,
chatting away easily into the transmitter. :

Cardew was “through” to Levison at last, and he had
heen talking some minutes when the Housemaster arrived.
In fact, the exchange had given him “another threc
minutes,” and hé was going strong.

Out of the corner of his eye he perceived the astonished
and wrathful face of the Housemaster in the doorway.
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“Upcn my word!” ejaculated Mr. Railion.

Any other fellow in Cardew’s place, probably, would
have jumped, and dropped the receiver as if it had suddenly
hecome red-hot. Cardew neither jumped nor drepped the
recetver. He said good-bye to Levison cheerily, hung up,
and rose and faced the Housemaster. :

“Cardew ¥’ exclaimed Mr, Railton.

“Yes, sir.”?

“I heard your last words on my telephone, which you
were using without my permission or knowledge,” exclaimed
Mr. Railton sternly.

“Did you, sir,” murmured Cardew,

“You made some allusion, I think, fo ®six’?” said Mr.
Railton,

“Yes, sir. I told Levison I was goin’ to get six for
rmgln?’ him up on your phone, siv. I'm ready,” said Cardew
meekly., :

“You were speaking to Levison, who was formerly here?”
asked the Housemaster, a little less sternly.

*“Yes, sir—old pal of mine.” - TR,

“1 am somewhat surprised thai Levison’s Form masier
ab Greyfriars allows him to take a telephone call.”

“He doesn’t, sir,” said Cardew ‘cheerily, “I was bitten
off quite sharply by a crusty old bird.” :

“A what?” exclaimed Mr. Railton. e
“I—T1 mean, a somewhat short-tempered gld gentleman,
siv 1” murmured Cardew. :

The Houscmaster looked at him. Then he picked up a
cane from his table, and peinted to a chair. Evidently
Cardew’s parting statement to Ernest Levison, that he was
going to get “six,” was well-founded.

He cared little. z Tr

Six from a Housemaster’s cane was no joke; but Cardew
had known that he was risking it, and he was not the fellow
to grumble when the risk materialised, .

And he had given Levison the “tip “—the St. Jim’s junior
at Greyfriars knew now that Baggy Trimble had written to
Bunter, with the tale of his fall from -fortune and the
“charity ” and the rest of it: and he could take his own
measurcs for suppressing the story before it spread—if he
litked. What he would do, or whether he would do anything,
Cardew did not know; but he knew that he had done his
hest to help his friend. That was enough for him.

He bent over the chair, and took his six quietly, though
his handsome face was a little pale when the Housemaster
had finished. al W

“Y trust that that will be a warning to you, Cardew,”
said Mr. Railton, as he laid down the cané.

“T trust so, sir,” said Cardew gravely.

Mr. Railton very nearly picked up the cane again.
Cardew’s persiflage really was out of place in a House-
master’s study.  But Mr. Railton made a geture of dis-
missal instead, and Cardew departed. - N

He wriggled a little as he went down the passage. The
fellows were going in to third lesson now, and Cardew
joined the Fourth on the way.

“ What’s the trouble?” asked Clive, at once.

“ Not one, dear boy —six,” said Cardew,

“Six troubles?” asked Clive, puzzled.

“Yes—all on the same spot.”

“Do you mican yow've been licked 7’

“You catch my meanin’ exactly, dear man. That was
precisely what I meant to imply,” assented Cardew., “I
was readin’ an article in a newspaper the other day, and
the -chap said he thought that Housemasters at public
schools ought always to be athletes. Fasy to see that that
chap’s schooldays were over. Old Railton’s much too much
of an athlete to suit me. The Huns crocked one of his arms
in the War, I believe. But the other is a regular corker. I
wish he’d used the game one.”

“He, he, he!”

Q?r ew gave Baggy Trimble a smile—a rather deadly
smile.

“OQur fat friend is amused,” he remarked. “After classes,
my plump friend, I am goin’ io add considerably to your
amusement.” ¢

“You are goin’ to be wagged; Twimble,” said Arthur
Augustus D’Arey severely. “I am goin’ to wag you myself,”

“ Look here, you know——-""

““What has he been up to?” asked Dick Julian.

“Sendin’ lettahs to Gweyfwiahs about old Levison, and
tellin® tales makin’ twouble for the chap in his new school.”

“The awful rotter! Stand clear, you men, while T kick
Trimble into the Form-room,” called out Julian.

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

Baggy Trimble made a rush into the Form-room to escape.
He knew that Mr. Lathom, the mastex, of the Fourth, had
gone in, and he would be safe in the presence of the Form
master. But he did not know that Mr. Lathom had stopped
just inside the Form-room to feel in all his pockets, one
after another, for his spectacles.

The result of that lack of knowledge on Trimble’s part
was rather disastrous. He charged hcadleng into the Form-
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room to escape Julian’s boot, and landed in the middle of
Mir. Lathom’s back, before he saw him. :

Crash!

“ Oh, gad!” murmured Cardew.

““(reat pip!” : ,

Me. Lathom gave a gasping cry and:plunged headlong
forward. A charge with Baggy Trimble’s’ weight behind it
vas not a light matter. Mr. Lathom staggered, vainly
struggling to recover his balance, and fell on his knees.

“QOoooch! Bless my soul!" What—what—what
stuitered Mr. Lathom, in amazement and bewilderment.

“Ow!” gasped Trimble.

He blinked at the Form master’s back in dismay. The
next moment he was blinking at the Form master!s face,
as Mr. Lathom spun round.

“ What—what—what——"  ejaculated = Mr. Lathom.
“Trimble—you young rufian—you—you—you—you have

By the time Blake had finished winding and knotting the cord
round Trimble and the tree, it was quite certain that Baggy
would never escape. ‘‘ That will do,’”” said Tom Merry.
‘i He won’t be able to follow us to Qreyfriars now !’ There
was a chortle from the footballers. (See Chapter 11.)

darved to—to rush into me—to charge me over—to—lo—to
charge over your Form master! Bless my soul!”

“I—I—I—" stuttered Baggy. . 3

*You impudent young rascal!” thundered Mr. Lathom,

“1—I—I didn’t—I never—I -wasn’t——"" babbled Baggy.

“Cardew! Hand me over that cane from my desk! Thank
vou! Trimble, bend over that desk at once! Not a word!
Bend over!”

e e it

“Trimble! You hear me?”

€ __I__I____,’

“If you do not obey me instantly, Trimble, T will take
vou to Dr. Holmes to be flogged !” thundered My, Lathom.

“0Oh, lor’!” gasped Trimble.

“For the last time, bend over that desk!”

T'rimble bent over the desk. Mr, Lathom’s cane rose and
fell with terrific swipes, and still more terrific were the roars
of Baggy T'rimble. As Cardew remarked cheerily, the cele-
brated Bull of Bashan was merely an “also ran” in com-
parison, 5

Seldom had so severe a six been administered in the
Fourth Form room at St. Jim’s.

Next Week’s Bumper Issue! = -1

“Now go to your place, Trimble !” rapped Mr. Lathom.

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow |”

“Cease that absurd noise, and go to your place!”
thundered the Fourth Form master. “Silence!”

And Baggy Trimble limped to his place, suppressing his
dismal groans. In third lesson that morning there were
two fellows in the Fourth who sat very uncomtortably—and
?nlel: of them, at least, received no sympathy from bis Form-
ellows. >

—

CHAPTER 6.
Brought to Judgment !

OM MERRY knitted his brows with anger.

It was not often that Tom Merry was angry; but he
was very angry now, and his blue eyes had a stecly
glint in them.

“The unspeakable rotter !” he said.

“The limit !” remarked Manners.

“Horrid toad !” agreed Monty Lowther. )

“Then he borrowed that stamp from me. last night to
stamp his letter to Bunter at Greyfriars,” said Tom, with a
deep breath. “That was what the fat rascal wanted the
stamp for !

“Just that,” said Cardew.

“If I'd guessed——""
“Couldn’t be expected. to, old bean, with a brain like

vours,” remarked Jack Blake. “I guessed, when the fat
brute asked me for a stamp.” :

“Yaas, wathah!” y

“Qh, rats!” said Tom. “Lcok here, you men! Trimble
has got to be taught a lesson. I've always considered him
more fool than rogue; but this is the absolute limit. He's
spun that yarn about poor old Levison being hard up to the
worst tattler at Greyfriars—and put in a lot of details that
arven't true, more likely than not. It ‘will be rotten for
Levison. The Greyfriars men are jolly decent; but there
are black sheep there the same as here and everywhere.
We know how Racke and Clampe -and Mellish and that
crew made a song about it just before old Levison left. If
there are any fellows of that sort in Levison’s Form at
Greyfriars, they will make it jolly uncomfortable for him.”

“Yaas, wathah!” :

“1 can’t understand even Trimble doing such a beastiy
mean thing. But he’s got to have a lesson. He's got-to be
taught not to do any more letter-writing to Greyfriarsi”

“You bet ! agreed Kangaroo of the Shell.
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The fellows were in the changing-room after games
practice. From all the footballers there was a chorus of
anger and indignation.  They were fellows with whom
lirnest Levison had stood shoulder to shoulder in many a
hard-fought tussle before the change in his family fortunes
lad compelled him to leave St. Jim’s. The unhappy story
liad been nosed out by Trimble and spread over St Jim's,
and now, apparently, the fat and fatuous young rascal was
secking to spread it over. Greyfriars, too.

“I've given Levison the tip,” said Cardew. “I ‘got him
iiis morning on Railton’s phone. He may bag that letter
and suppress it.  If he does, all serene—so long as Trimble
doesn’t write again. I think we're goin’ to impress on his
mind that he had better not write again !”

“Yes, rather!” said Tom, with emphasis.

“I suppose it’s certain that he's wriiten?”
of the Shell dubiously.

“Yes!” said Cardew, rather curtly.

“We'll give him a chance to explain,” said Tom Merry.
“We’ll have him up in study after tea, and put him through
i'. »

asked Talbot

“Yaas, wathah !?

And after tea there was a meeting in Tom Merry's study
which taxed the capacity of that celebrated apartment to
its limits,

Baggy Trimble canie. He did not come willingly ; in fact,
he uttered loud and indignant protests as he came. But,
with Blake holdimg one fat ear, and Herries holding the
other, and Dig helping with a boot in the rear, it was not
2 matter of choice with Baggy, so he came.

He was landed gasping in the middle of the crowded
study, and the door was shut.

Trimble blinked round in great alarm

He was not yet aware of the matter on hand; but he had
so many sins on his fat conscience that he lived in incessant
apprehension of trouble,

His conduct towards Levison lay very lightly on his
conscience, if it troubled his conscience at all. Baggy had
his own ways of looking at things. Cardew had kicked him,
Clive had batted him, so he ‘had made their chum at Grey-
friars “sit up.”  This was just retaliation, in Baggy’'s
opinion, Besides, Ernest Levison had kicked him hefore
leaving St. Jim’s, not once but several times—merely be-
cause he had nosed out Levison's private affairs and tattled
them all over the school. A totally inadequate reason for
kicking a fellow, Frimble considered. Besides, what he had
done in his letter to Bunter was simply “showing up® a
sort of humbug—and surely that was rather a good deed
than a bad one, -

Trimble did not expect other fellows to look at it as he
did. He was used to being misunderstood and misjudged
by less high-minded fellows, :

But he was not thinking of Levison now. He had more
recent sins on his.mind. He was wondering dismally which
of them had come to light, and whether he was to be batted,
or bumped, or dealt with even more severely, The juniors
all Jpoked grim, which was a bad sign. ;

“Here’s the fat rotter !” said Blake. “Now then!”

“I suppose you know why you're here, Trimble!” said
Tom Merry, fixing his eyes sternly on the fat Fourth-
Former. *

“Not at all,” said Trimble. “I can sce you've made some
niistake, My belief is that it was a New House chap.”

“What ?”

“I may say that I saw Fatty Wynn of the New House
sneaking about,” said Trimble. “He did it, right enough !
“Fatty Wynn did it!” exclaimed Tom, in amazement,

“Yes. I hope you don’t think I'm capable of anything of
ithe sort!” said Baggy, with dignity. “I should think I'm
too well known in the House for that. Not in my line.”

The juniors simply stared at Baggy. They had wondered
what line of defence he would take; but they had noct
expected this.

“Do you mean to say you deny doin’ it?”
Cardew.

“Certainly 1

“You fat rascal—"

“Hold on, Cardew!” said Talbot of the Shell quicily.
“Every man has a right to speak in his own defence,?

“Yaas, wathah !”

“We all know he did it !” hooted Cardew,

“Let him speak, all the same.”

“Yes, certainly,” said Tom Merry. “The fact is, T hate
to_think that even Trimble could do such a horrid, mean
thing. Let him explain, if he can. You say you did not do
it, Trimble 77

“I'm willing to swear I didn’t,” said Trimble, with
cmphasis, “T hope my word can be taken !”

“Your word! Bai Jove!” :

“Some fellows are mnot particular-about the iruth,” said
Baggy. - “I can see some fellows here ‘who aren’t very par-
ticular, Cardew, for instance.” , :
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“Yon fat scoundrel——"
“I know nothing whatever about the maiter,” went on
Trimble catgorically, “I never even knew there was a

cake.”

“A—a—a cake?” stuticred Tom Merry.

“Yes. If you think I saw you unpacking it, you're mis-
taken. Very likely Fatty Wynn saw you. My belief is that
he had it!”

The juniors stared, and somec of them grinned. It ap-
peared that there was a misapprehension somewhere.

“The cake!” said Tom. “You burgling fat villain, have
you bagged the cake I had from home to-day 17

Manners looked in the study cupboard.

“It’s gone!” he said laconically. “He had it while we
were at games practice, of course !”

“I didu’t!” roared Trimble. “TI've told you T saw
Fatty Wynn sneaking about the House. You know what
that chap is after—cakes!”

Tom Merry drew a deep breath.

“Never mind the cake now,” he said. “You haven't
been brought here ahout a cake, you burbling fathead !

“Oh!” said Trimble, “I—I thouglit——** The fai Baggy
realised that he had been a little toco previous, so to- spealk,
“TIf it’s the sardines——" .

“The sardines?” said Blake.
of sardines in Study No. 6.
them, too?” : -

“Let a fellow speak!” hooted Trimble. “I was just going
to say I hadn’s. Besides, I'm willing to pay for them—

next week.,”,

“You're to answer for what youw've done to Levison,
you_burbling chump!” snapped Sidney Clive.

“Eb, what? What have I done?’”. exclaimed Trimble.
“Levison’s been gome for weeks. Heé hasn’t come back,
I suppose. Rather thick to let him in here on charity; if
he has, same as they have at Greylriars.” "

“Why, you—you <

“You wrote to Bunter at Greyfriars yesterday,” sajd
Tom Merry. “You tried to borrow a stamp for the letter
from Blake, and yvou got one from me. You admitted to
Cardew and D’Arcy this morning that you had \written.
Cardew got it from Levison on the phone that Bunter had
received the letter. There seems to be no doubt about it
but if you've anything to say, say it, sharp.”

“Oh!” gasped Trimble.

“Well7” rapped out the captain of the Shell,

“I didn’t!” gasped Trimble. “I don’t see any harm in
it myself, but if you fellows are going to cut up rusty about
it, you can teke it from me that I never did anything
of the sort.”

“Ob, my hat!? ;

“What did you want that stamp for?” demanded Lowthor.

“I told you at the time,” retorted: Trimble, “It was to
write to my uncle, who is going abroad ” - - :

“Oh crumbs! It was your father who was ‘ill, last
night.” : ;

“I—I mean, it was to write to my father, who's ill.
That’s what I really meant to say.” - ; :

* Not much difference between a father whe’s ill and an
uncle who's going abroad,” said Blake, staring at the fat
Baggy. T G4 -t i

“Exacily. T—T think T'd like to go now, if you feHows
don’t mind,” said Trimble. “Mr, Railton has asked me
o tea.”

“Mr. Railion ean wait.”

“J—1 mean the Head! Can’t kcep the Head waiting,”
urged Baggyv. “Not at all respectful, you know. Bad
form, and all that.” : = 3 ;

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus.D’Arey.. “This fellow
weally does take the biscuit. I weally doubt whethah he
is guite in his wight mind. Ananias and Munchausen and
George Washington were fools to this chap.”

“Well, so-long!” said 'Primble, with a sidling motion
towards the door. ““Sorry I ean’t stop, but a feilow with
0 many engagements, you know——?*’

“Catch hold of his ears!” said Tom Merry.

“Yaroooh !" : e

Baggy Trimble found that he could stop, after all.

“There is—or was—a tin
Has that fat villain burgled

—

CHAPTER 7.
Beastly for Baggy !

«T T OW, Trimble!”
“Yaioooh !” x
“Shut up, for goodness’ sake,” said Tom Merry

impatiently, - “Youwll have plenty to yell for
presently. Keep your breath till then,”
£ dear!”? -
“You wrote to Bunter at Greyfriars?”
“T didn’t ! T don’t know Bunter!  F=F-don’t think there's
& fellow of that name at Greyfriars at all. Tve only met
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bim once or twice, and T shouldn’t be likely to write to him.
Besides, why shouldn’t a chap write to a pal at another
school, if he likes?” :

“0Oh deah!” 3 -

“1 suppose I can do as I like?” said Trimble warmly.
“’ve promised to write to Bunter for whole terms, but
I have such a lot of correspondence—such a lot of friends
everywhere. I gob it off at last, that’s all. Where’s the
harm in writing a letter to an old friend at Greyfriars?
Besides,” added Trimble, “I've told you that' I never
wiote at all. It’s pretty low-class to doubi a fellow’s
word.” ¥ - = =

“ What did you say to Bunter in the letter?”

“ Nothing.” ;

““Did you mention Levison e ;

“Certainly not! I just gave him the news of St. Jim’s,
nothing more. Never even mentioned Levison,”

“Then why did you tell Cardew that Greyfriars wouldn’t
be likely to play him in the match next week?” -

“Well, it stands to reason they wouldn’t play a charity
chap,” said Trimble. “I know I wouldn’t, in Wharton’s
rlace.” 3
< “And how will they know that Tevison is what you call
a charity chap, if you haven't put it in your letter?”

on

said Tom Merry. “Twice up and down the Shel

. : _ assage,
every fellow will swipe him as hard as he

ly well

6t

Yaas, wathah!”

““And if you do any more letter-writing, Trimbls, you’ll
geb it ten times worse,” added the captain of the Shell.

“I—1 say!”

“You've said enough! Shut up!”

“1'H go to the Housemaster!” yelled Trimble.

“And what will the Housemaster say about what you've
done?” asked Tom Merry. “If you want a flogging instead
of a ragging——"

“Of course, I shouldn’t think of sneaking to a House-
master. Not my style at all. But—"

¢ Shut up!”

Baggy Trimble’s sentence had been passed, and it ouly
remained to carry it out. Word was passed along the
passages, and most of the Shell and the Fourth gathered for
the cxecution. Two lines of juniors, armed with slippers,
books, stuffed socks, and other weapons of offence, formed
up, from the door of Tom Merry’s study to the end of the
passage.

Then Trimble was told to run.

He declined to run. But Blake’s -boot, planted on his
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Trimble did not answer immediately.  For once his
wonderful gift of fabrication seemed to fail him.

“It’s plain enough,” said the captain of the Shell. ' “I
don’t see any use in listening to any more lies: from
Trimble.”

“Wathah not!”

“You've played a dirty trick, Trimble, and you're going
through it,” said Tom Merry. “We've got to make you
understand that you're to let Levison alone. What you're
going to get now will be a ioke to what you'll get if you
write any more letters to Greyfriars., You may or may
not have done any harm this time, but we're taking care
that you do no harm in the future. See?

“But T never wrote—"

“Cheese it!” :

¢ Besides, I considered it a duty,” gasped Trimble.

“Oh, my hat!” ;

“You're such a whale on duty, old fat pippin,”
Monty Lowther. . i

“Well, m rather more particular about such things than
a good many fellows here, as you know,” said Trimble.
“ Nothing secretive or surreplitious about me. TLevison's
a charity cad, and I felt bound to let the Greyfriars men
know. T suppose yow're not blaming a fellow for being
a bit nobler than yourselves? 1 think—" .

fThe fat brute will run the gauntlei along the passage!”

remarked

£

tight trousers, persuaded him to ‘teconsider his decision,
Iie ran.

“Co it!”

“Swipe him!”

“Give a fellow a chance!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Trimble ran and roared, and roared and ran. Every
fellow swiped, and most of the swipes-got home. By the
time he reached the end of the line Baggy was feeling like
a well-beaten carpet.

At the ond of the line he was headed off and turned.
He ran back up the passage, yelling and roaring.

It was a severe punishment. But in Cardew’s opinion, ab
least, it was not so severe as the fat rascal of the Fourth
deserved.

Still, it certainly was severe. By the time Baggy had
run the gauntlet twice he was in a collapsed state. He sat
on the floor and gasped and panted, having no breath left
for yelling.

“That will do,” said Tom Merry, “Remember, Trimble,
if you ever play this dirty trick again you'll run the
gauntlet .in the quad, with every fellow in both Houses
lined up.” :

“Groooogh !

Tar Gesm Lisrary.—No. 1,034,
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“Now get out!” snapped the captain of the Shell, in
disgust.

“0oocoo0h 1"

Baggy Trimble crawled away.

He crawled dismally into Study No. 2; and for a long
time afterwards gasping and groaning were heard from
that study. He had had a severe lesson. Whether it
had done him any good was a question; but one thing was
certain; in spite of his peculiar sense of duty, he was
not likely to write any more letters to Greyfriars.

CHAPTER 8.
Tom Merry Loses His Temper !
« TTER rot!” said George Figgins.
l ' ‘“Hear, hear!” said Fatty Wynn cordially.
Kerr looked thoughtful.
The three chums of the New House at St.
Jim’s were sauntering in the quad, under the leafiess elms.
In the distance, they could see Cardew, of the other House,
strolling along a path, and idly kicking the fallen leaves.

Figgins stared across at the School-House man, and
{rowned.

“Utter rot!” he repeated. “Tom Merry's an ass.

“All sorts of an ass!’ agreed Fatty Wynn.

“Well—" began Kerr slowly.

Figgins held up a warning hand.

“Now, don’t you argue, Kerr! The worst of you
Scotsmen is that you arc always arguing.”

Kerr smiled.

“And the best of us is, that we think before wagging our
chins,” he remarked. “But I know that isn’t popular south
of the Tweed, so T'll ring oft.”

Grunt, from George Figgins.

In point of actual fact, Figgins had a {remendous respect
for the opinion of his Scottish chum, and was rather dis-
posed to doubt his own judgment if he found Xerr's
adverse. But Figgins was wrathful now, and he preferred
to feel, like the prophet of old, that he did well to be
angry. So there was no demand, as it were, for Kerr’s
eool, canny, common-sense at the present moment.

“Look at him!” said Figgins. *“Looks like a foothaller,
what?”

Ralph Reckness Cardew, at that moment, did not look
much like a footballer. He was dressed with his usual
elegance, which was equal to that of Arthur Augustus
i’Arcy. Me had a lazy, slacking air that was never seen
in Gussy. He looked as if he found it almost too much
cxertion to keep alive at all. :

“What does he look like?” appealed Figgins.

“Tailor’s dummy !” said Faity Wynn.

“Exactly! And a New House man is left out to make
room for that tailor’s dummy in the team that’s going
over to Greyfriars on Wednesday.”

“ Rotten !” :

“But we’ve seen the chap play footer,” urged Kerr.
“When he’s in form, and in the mood, he plays a great
rame.”

“How often is that?” demanded Figgins.

“Well, not often,” admitted Kerr.

“Have you seen him play a good game for a month?”
exclaimed Figgins. “Have you seen him on the practice
ground on any but compulsory days—except once this week.
Have you seen him look as if he found Seccer am¥thing
but a bore? I tell you, Owen of the New House can play
his head off.” Owen’s not flashy, but he plays hard all the
time. He doesn’t play a game once in a blue moon and
tizen slack round for. weeks with his hands in his pockets,
looking like a Weary Willie. Poooof! The fact is, the
whole thing’s too much in Schooi-House hands.”

“Hear, hear !” from David Llewellyn Wynn,

“I’'ve talked to Tom Merry,” resumed the indignant
Tiggins. ‘““Might as well talk to a brick wall. I don’t say
he’s not a good skipper. He is! But he’s a howling
School-House chump, all the same.”

“He’s picked out 2 good goalkeeper,” said Kerr.

Fatty Wynn grinned. Fatty was to keep goal at Grey-
friars on Wednesday.

“And two good forwards,” added Kerr.

“If he left us out, we'd jolly well pull the roof off the
School House,” said Figgins darkly, “But my point is
that there’s a jolly good New House man available for the
place Levison used to have, and Tom Merry’s given it to
a School-House slacker. I talked to.Tom Merry for a
good ten minutes yesterday, and what do you think he
said?” Figgins breathed hard. “Ie asked me if my lower
jaw wasn’t getting tired.” s

“ And was it?” asked Kerr,
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“Why, you silly owl!” roared Figgins,

Cardew’s progress along the path brought him towards
the three New House juniors. He paused, and gave them
a nod and a smile.

“Rowing?” he asked genially., “Go it!”

“Ive a jolly good mind to row with you,” growled
Figgins.

*0h, don’t!” murmured Cardew. “Rowing’s a fag, like
everythin’ else. I’'m feelin’ rather tired to-day, too.*

“And what’s made you tired?’ hooted Figgins scornfully.

“There’s a House-mateh this afternoon, and Tom Merry's
asked me to play for the School House.”

“You’re playing?”

“Oh, no! But the thought of it made me tired.”

Julian landed out with his boot,
and Baggy Trimble rushed head-
fong into the Form-room to escape
it. He charged straight into the
middle of Mr. Lathom’s back before
he saw him. Crash! ‘Oh gad!’?
murmured Cardews (See Chapter 5.)

Figgins gave a snort of scorn,

“And youre the man that’s going over to Greyfriars
next Wednesday, to meet players like Wharton, and Bob
Cherry, and Vernon-Smith.”

“Don’t!” gasped Cardew.

“Don’t what, you ass?”

. “Don’t make me think of it. I don’t feel, at present, as
if my frail frame will support any more fatigue.”

“You ought to stand out!” hooted Figgins.

“T know.”

“Oh, you know that, do you?”

“Certainly.”

“Then why don’t you stand out?”’

“Thomas won’t hear of it,” said Cardew sadly. “Then
my study-mate, Clive, will jaw me if I chuck it up. And
my old pal, Levison, expects to see me over at Greyfriars
next Wednesday. Horrid, ain’t it? I've asked Tom Merry
if he couldn’t arrange to play Greyfriars at chess instead
of football. But he didn’t seem to see it.”

Cardew made this statement with the greatest gravity.
No doubt he found a mild entertainment in Figzy’s excited
countenance.



“Well, my word!” said Figgins with a deep breath.
“And that’s the man Tom Merry is puiting up against
one of the {ouorhe t teams we ever meet! And you’re not
even going to play this mfemof)‘l to keep \omwll in form
for the (11!‘ friars match.’

d 1 said Cardew.
No need to come over to (
you want to see Levison. AY
following the team, at least.
See?” mng Figgins.

“I see—but Thomas doesn’t!” sighed Cardew.
make Thomas see that, and if you
friend for life.

“What beats me is, what makes Tom Merry take you
for a footballer !” snorted Fig-
gins. “Youlve always been a
slacker—but ever since Levison
went, you've been the laziest,
rottenest slacker at St. Jim’s.”

“Levison used to keep me up
to the mark a little, you know.
It was a thankless task, but he
stuck to it. Since then I've
used no other, if you get me.
Tell 'J.'homas about it,” said
Cardew. “Urge him to take
me over mercly as a spectator.
T'm fairly good at spe ctatin'—
111 !a.Pt I can say, without brag-
gin’, that I can spectate as well
as anyl ody at St. Jim’s. I've
no objection—no objection “hat~
’ cver—to watchin’ a game of

” football. T admit Iprefer towatch

»

s as a footballer if
\\111 be a dozen men
You can come as a follower.

“Try to
succeed, F'll be your

ericket. Leanin’ back agmmt a
tree with my eyes shut——"

Te turned
continued his walk

Figgy’'s feelings were too Jn(‘p f01‘ words.
away, “and Hdmpod off; and Cardew

with a cheery smile on his face.
morning, or fancied that he was,
quite amusing to pull Figgy's leg.

He came on the Terrible Three in the quad, and Tom
\f'v11~y called out to him.

‘Kick-off at half-past two, Cardew.”

Cardew raised his eyebrows.

“T've mentioned that I bar House-maiches,
Le said gently.

“Oh, chuck it}” answered Tom, and he walked on with
Manners mJ Lowther, evidently nof disposed to argue the
point with this peculiar member of his eleven.

At a quarter-past two that alternoon, the School-House

en were gathering in the ‘mng.ngmo“) Cardew was
not there. Sidney Clive came in with a rather red and
frowning face. ¢

“ Where’s ardn\\ 7 asked Tom,

“Tn the study.”

“He’s coming .down??

bored that
had found ié

He was
and he

old hean,”

* them.
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“H& says not.”

Tom Merry knitted his brows,

“Rai Jove!” remarked Arthur
is wathah the limif, you know.
W :adm’.

“Chuck him out!” suggested Blake. “Dig's ready.”

“T’lIl go and speak to him,” said Tom.

And, putting on a coat over his foothall rig, the captain
of the Shéll proceeded to Study No. 9, in the Fourth Form
passage.

Ralph Reckness (“.nnu\» was there. He was reclining at
case in the arme na*r, pernsing & pink paper < which
chviously dmlt with the ~lll)j<‘t_t ot “gee-gees.” e looked
up from the paper with a smile as Tom’s clouded fac
appeared in the doorway.

“Glad to sec you, old bhean. T'd like to hear your
opinion. Man here mmln 1hat Bonny Boy is bound fo win,
and I can get odds of five to one against him. What do
yvou think?

“I think you'd better put that rubbish away and come
down and change for footer,” answered Tom Merry gxuﬂiy.

“Norry, old man. I'm rea lly not fit this afternoon.”
“What’s the maiter with you?”

“Laziness.”

Tom Merry compressed his lips.

‘All that may be very funny, (‘arde\\‘ though I don’t
see it myself. But I'm fed-up with it.’

“Borin’ you?” asked Cardew sympathetically. “T feel
for you, old bean. I know what it is to be hored. I'm
‘)Ohx bored at the present moment,’

‘Are you (ommg i

"'I hdnks no!

“You're mrn»ng down a thing that twenly oiher fellows
\\ould jump at?’

*Let ‘em |ump.

“Very \\ul said Tom. “You're too lazy to play foot-
ball and you’re too tlack to stand up for your House. I'm
putting the men through their paces to-day, ready for thf-
Greyfriars matrh next week., You don’t care about that?

“Not a bean.’

“You're gomg to exert yourself a litile this afternoon

ll the same.’

‘“How’s that?”

‘“Because I'm going to thrash you?

R e

“Get out of that chair!

“I'm quite comfortable in this chair,

“Get out of 1™

“Rats !’

Cardew was out of Hle chair the next momnnt however,

Tom Merry’s pm\mrul grip. He Spun across 't e study.

“V\hv you—you cheeky rotier—~—"" he panted.

“Put vp your hands !”

Tom Merry’s hands were up, his blue eyes flashing. over
1Ie backed up his command with a rap that brought
the water to Cardew’s eyes,

The dandy of the Fourth needed no moré than ihat.

The next moment they were fighting fiercely.

Cardew was a good man of his hands. ~ He was a good
boxer. and his worst enemy would never have said that he
tacked pluck. And he mokcd like anything but a slacker
now. Even the sturdy captain of the Shell had his hands
full for some time,

Furnitnre was knocked right and left, the fender kicked
away, chairs overturned, books and papers shot from the
table as it rocked. For five minutes it went on, hard and
fast, and Cardew was still game. But after seven minutes
the dandy of the Fourth lay on his back on the carpet,
knocked out and panting for breath,

Tom Merry stared down at him,

-‘Donn 7' he snapped.

“Ow!” gas prd Cardew. “Hang you! Yes, I think that
will do for the present. The rest may be taken as read.’

“Now, keep out of the foothall if you like, and keep out
of it for good !’ said Tom savagzely. “You're out of (hn
Iouse match and \ou’vc out of the Greyfriars match, and
I'm done with you! Go and eat coke!”

And Tom Merry, dabbing crimson from his nose, tramped
away, leaving Ra.pu Reckness Cardew sitting on his hand-
some and expensive study carpet with his hand to his nose,
gasping for hreaih.

Augustus D’ Avey.
Augustus D 3
Cardew

] “This
is askin’ for a

199
thanks,”

v

CHAPTER 9.
Cardew’s Way !

EORGE FIGGINS glanced over the School Iouse
men on Little Side and sniffed. That contemptuous
sniff was not cealled farth by the School House
foothallers who were present, It was the ahsence

of Cardew of the Fourth that made Figgins sniff. A
Tree GEM LiBrary.—No. 1,034,
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follow who was picked out for the biggesi fixture of the
season did mot sce At to turn up at the House match, in
which the players for the School were put through their
final paces, and his captain allowed him to do as he liked.
It was more than Figgy could stand in silepce.

“ Look here, Tom Merry!” he hooted. :

“Well ?” rapped out Tom. The little matfer in Cardew’s
study had ruffled his temper, and he was not quite his
usually sunny self.

“Cardew’s not playing

“‘NO.”

“Call yourself a football captain

¢“Yes, and I call you an ass!”

“Here's a man picked out to play for School, and he’s
too jolly lazy 4o play in a House match !” hooted Figgins.
“What sort of a game do you suppos¢ ke 1s going to put
up. at Greyfriars?”

“*He’s not playing at Greyfriars!” growled Tom Merry.

“0h!” said Figgins, taken aback. “Well, "if you've
chucked the rotten slacker, all right. What’s the matter
with your nose?”

“ Nothing much., Not so much as there is the maiter
with Cavdew’s, anyway !” grunted Tom Merry. ‘Anything
more you wani to know?” :

Figgins grinned.

“1 take it back, old man,” he said.
soft ass as I supposed.
licking.” =

*“VYaas, wathah!”

“T suppose you’'ll have sense enough to put in a New
fiouse man for the Greyfriars match now?” argued
Figgins.

“Wats!” said Arvthur Augustus.. “There’s Dig——"

“You're leaving Cardew out, Tom Merry?” asked Clive,
with a clouded face. s

“VYes,” answered Tom, “Can’t be helped. Sorry I've
madé a bit of a wreck of your study, Clive, but—but
Cardew fairly begged for it. I'm afraid I rather lost my
temper.”’

“Pm not surprised at that,” said Clive. “But—"

#He can slack as much as he likes now, and be bothered
to him!” said Tom. “I'm fed-up! Tve kept his place
open. in this House match till the last minute——"

“Thanks!” said a drawling voice at his elbow.

Tom Merry spun round. - :

Tt ‘was Cardew—changed for football. e gave Tom
Merty a cheery nod, as if they had parted on the very best
of terms. The foothallers all stared at him blankly.

“I. hope I'm not late,” said Cardew negligently. “I
chang,ed as fast as I could, but I lost some time bathin’ my
nose,

“Bai Jove!”

“What the thump do you mean?” demanded Tom Merry
angrily. “What are you doing here, Cardew?”

“Isn’t there a House match to-day?” asked Cardew
innoeently. “I thought I heard some of the fellows men-
tiontn’ it.” - . ;

“Look here—"

“You're not leavin’ out your keenest " man?” asked
Cardew reproachfully. “T’ve got my shootin’ boots on to-
day, and I have a feelin’ that I shall make rings round
all fhese New House duds!”

“I'd like & see you do it!” hooted Figgins,

“That depends on Thomas,” answered Cardew. “He
scems to be annoyed with me for somethin’. I don’t know
what.  We had quite a good little scrap in my study, and
Thomas got vather the better of it, so I don’t see what
he has to grumble at. But some fellows are never satisfied,”

Fom Merry stared blankly at the dandy of the Fourth.

“Do you mean to say you want to play for the House ?”
he asked.

“Yearnin’ to.” . .

“What’s made you change your mind?”

Cardew caressed his nose,

“My pleasin’ features have been rather changed, and my
mind has changed along with them,” he explained. * But
aren’t- we wastin’ time? Here's the New House men
waitin’ to be licked—" :

“}7’11' give you a chance,” said Tom abruptly.
up Y= <

Clive gave his volatile chum a very expressive look,
but lie did not speak, Cardew went ihto the field with the
School House men. Lefevre of the Fifth, who was referee,
glapced.rather curiously at his swollenh nose and somewhat
discoloured eye, Figgins of the New House made a
aurinured cemark to his men. 7

“Give that slacking ass Cardew plenty to do.” Make a mark
of ‘him.  Show him up, and that footlitg chump, Tom
Merry, may see that he’s no good for Greyfriars.”

* And ,thg New House men loyally played up to their
skipper’s injunction, Cardew was given pl aty of attention.

It did not seem to trouble. him mucﬁ,"however. The
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7 roared Figgins.

“You're not such a
I hope you gave him a jolly good
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“slacker of the Eourthhad-droppgd all his slackness. As a

matter of fact, Cardew, though he would not have admitted
it, was extremely keen to represent St. Jim’s at Greyfriars.
He wanted to see his old chum again, and.he wanied

Levison to see him in the ranks of the St. Jim’s footballers.-

e could have gone with the team as a follower, but he
knew that that would have been a disappointment for
Levison, who expected to see him in the St. Jim’s eleven.
But it was not wholly on Levison’s account that Cardew was
bucking up now. Perhaps he wanted to show Tom Merry
that he was not a fellow to be lightly dropped out of the
school games. Whatever his motive was, he certainly played
a great game in the House match: 4

TFatty Wynn -had a rather blank look when the leather
came home for the first time. It was Cardew who sent it.

“Bai Jove! ‘That slacker’s playin’ up all wight!” Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy remarked. 3 2

Clive gave his chum a cheery grin,

“That was jolly good, Cardew !” said Tom Merry.

“Praise from Thomas is praise indeed!” murmured
Cardew. : >

“You can play a first-class game when you like,” said
Tom. “IT’'ll try the same method again next time you
slack, as it seems to suit you so well.” . -

“Thanks, old bean! Put on the gloves next time, will
vou? I can bear sufferin’ with fortitude, I hope, but I hate
to have my good looks spoiled.”

Tom Merry laughed cheerily. : :

“You weally are a vewy queeah fellow, Cardew,” said
Arthur Augustos. o : =

“I don’t look it, but T-am,” assented Cardew. *“Now, you
look it, but yowre not. Odd, ain’t it?”"

“Weally, youw'ass!” -

“Linc up !” ! : ik, : =

Tiggins equalised for the New House just before half-time.
In the interval, Figgy gave Cardew several curious glances.
He was beginning to wonder whether, after all, Tom Merry
had possibly been right in picking out the dandy of the
Fourth for the Greyfriars match. -

In the second half, Cardew whas well to thé fore. Even
Figgins had to admit that he had a turn of speed and. a
quickness of perception that were very useful to his side.
And when Ceorge Figgins charged Cardew off the ball a
little later, he had another surprise. Figgy’s idea was that

Cardew would go spinning. Instead of which, Cardew stood
like a rock and it was Figgy who spun, and Cardew rushed

the ball on, leaving George Iiggins gazing at the sky.
“Well, my hat!” ejaculated Figgins. ;
It was Cardew who gave Tom Merry the pass from which

he scored the winning goal for the School House, right at
the finish. And when the footballers came off, many of
them breathing hard and deep after a gruelling game,’

Cardew looked as fresh as paint.
Tom Merry clapped him cheerily on the shoulder.

“Youwll do!” he said. “I shall rely on you for Grey-
friars, Cardew.” 3 = : .
“You couldn’t do better, old bean. I don’t brag about

my football, but when it comes to reliability, 'm the goods,”

said Cardew affably. “Did I hear you snort, Figgins, or is

there a horse.somewhere about?” : : .
At which George T'iggins gave another snort.

CHAPTER 10.
.. Trimble, Too ! :

RTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY. leaned from the
window in the train, and frowned as he gazed along
the platform. Having withdrawn his noble head

- into the carriage, Arthur Augustus frowned again.

It was Wednesday, and the St. Jim’s footballers” were on
their way to Greyfriars: In the carriage were Clive and
Cardew, Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther, and Blake,
along with the swell of St. Jim's. All the fellows were
looking very cheery and bright—with the exception of
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, who was frowning after that
glance along the platform. ; >

“Whereforo that troubled look, O Gr_éatvorne?”' inquired:

Monty Lowther. ers )

“Weally, Lowthah—" 23 :

“Iecling a bit off colour, -0ld chap?” asked Manners
anxiously. “If you don’t. feel up to the game, T'll take
your place with pleasure.” 7 A

“Weally, Mannahs+——" . -~ - .. o

“ Anything up, fathead?” inquired Blake. .

“Vnas, wathah!? <. i . :

“Give it a name,” said Clive, with a smile:

“A lot of fellows came to Wayland to see us off,” said
Arthur Augustus, “but I was wathah surpwised to see
Twimble among them.” :

“Did T'rimble come to see us off 2”. asked Tom carelessly.

%

““I didn’t notice him.”?

(Continued on 27dge 18.)
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LEVISON’S RETURN.

(Continued from page 16.)

T happened to notice bim, deah boy. And I happened
o notice that he got into the twain.” :

Cardew started a little.

: ﬁ[‘rrimlfle got into the train?” he exclaimed.

‘Yaas.”

“Well, a_good many fellows are coming to watch the
game.” said Manners. "rimble may want to see you take
that stack of goals you've got up your sleeve, Gussy.”

“T feah, Mannahs, that Twimble may be comin’ to Grey-
fwiahs with ultewiah motives,” said Arthur Augustus, shak-
ing his head. ST :

“In which you display your well-known tact and judg-
raent, old bean,” remarked Cardew. “As we've stopped
;'J.‘f)imblu’s letter-writing, he’s going to drop in personally—
what?? S et = g

“My hat!” said Blake. “W¢'ll scalp him if he comes
elong to Greyfriars!: Bit tho fare’s rather steep. Can’t
imagine Trimble squeezing it ouf, even to do a fellow an
ill turn.” t -

“He may be going somewhers else,” said Tom Merry.
“1t’s a half-holiday, and he can go travelling if he likes.
T'be train passes through Lexham, and his people live there,
I believe.”™ [r .

“Yaas, wathah!
¢ But I wathah think he is aftah some mischief. Still, it is
vowy unlikely theat he would pay the fare to Gweyfwiahs.”

“He might expect to get the money back, with a little
©over, froin an old acquaintance at Greyiiiars,” remarked
Cardew. .

Tom Merry-knitted ‘his brows.

“We'll keep an eye open,” he said.

When the express stopped at Lexham, the juniors looked :

out of the window, to see whether Baggy alighted for
,’l“girﬁ{olc Hall, as Monty Lowther put it. Baggy did not
alight. . E :

The express rushed on again, and it was fairly clear to the
Sk Jim's fellows that Baggy, like themgselves, was bound for
Creyfriars. ‘ :

His motives in expending his money on an expensive rail-

way fare were clear to Cardew, at least. ble _
wanted to go over to Greyfriars in the team—to see Levison.
As he could not go as a footballer, he was going as a
follower, having obtained leave out of bounds to accompany
the team. On any other occasion, of course, it would have
been impossible for Baggy to have obtained permission to
zo so far out of school bounds. He had to go when the
{ootballers went, or not-at all. Cardew knew, of course, why
the fat Baggy wanted to see Levison. Baggy had given
that away a week ago in Study No. 9. . .
* The letter to Bunter might, or might not, have done the
mischief that Baggy had intended, in his desire for ven-
geance on Levison's chums. Whether the ““charity ” story
was being discussed at Greyfriars or not, undoubtedly
Levison would be extremely discomfited by the St. Jim'’s man
arriving at the school and telling the kind of tale that Baggy
would tell to everyone who would listen. In the circum-
stances, Levison could be “touched ” for a substantial loan,
as well as Baggy’s railway fare.

In his fatuous obtuseness, Baggy was very far from realis-
ing the baseness of such a scheme, He felt, indeed, that he
was a wronged and injured youth, and fully entitled to make
his enemies “sit up.” If Levison refused that loan—only a
loan, of course; Baggy would have scorned a gift—if he
refused, then Baggy would tell the tale to every willing ear
~—with exaggerations without limit. One good turn deserved
another, in Baggy’s opinion. If he was going to keep
Levison’s secrets, the least the fellow could do was to make
a fellow a little loan. Baggy’s fat conscience was quite af
case. He was fortunate in possessing a remarkably accommo-
dating conscience. : z
So Baggy Trimble made that journey in cheery anticipa-
tion. -

He saw nothing of Tom Merry & Co. until the party
turned out at Courtfield Junction, where the local train was
to-take them on to Friardale, the station for Greyfriars
School.

Nearly a dozen St. Jim’s men were travelling along with
the footballers, and it was a large party that walked over
the bridge for the local platform. Baggy Trimble rolled
after them.

He looked very wary when Cardew dropped behind the
other fellows and joined him.

“No larks, you know!” said Trimble.

But Cardew’s manner was very polite.

“Comin’ over to see us plav—what?” he asked.

“Just that!” grinned Trimble.

“Youwll see old Levison, too—he’s playing for Greyfriars.”

Trimble chuckled.
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4T dare say I shall be able to geb a Tittle chat with him,”
he remarked.

“Grateful and comfortin’, and all that,” remarked
Cardew. “When he sees you, Baggy, it may remocve any
regrets h_o may be feelin’ for havin’ left St. Jim’s—what?”

“Yah!” was Baggy’s elegant rejoinder to that.

Baggy rolled into the local train, and alighted at Friar-
dale with the footballers.’ He rolled out of the station
with the St. Jim’s crowd.

Cardew joined him, walking on one side of Trimble,
and Clive walked on- his other side. Clive's face was grim;
but Cardew was smiling cheerily. The other members of
the party glauced once or twice at Baggy, but took no
other heed of him. Buf their glances expressed strong
disfavour. :

Baggy did not mind that, He had
presence in the party to evoke enthusiasm.

o | say, that isn’t- the way to Greyfriars!” he called
out,da.s Tom Metrry & Co. turned into the path through the
wood.

‘:Short cut,” explained Cardew.

Some of the footballers laughed, and Baggy Trimble
fel‘f a vague uneasiness. He biinked round at tl{e juniors,
3 ,Look here, I don’t care for your short cuts!” he said.
flll '1$’eep to the road. See you fellows again at Grey-
riars!

gar'rde’w slipped his arm through Trimble’s,

5 Can’t part with you, old bean!” he said.

“Look here, you know—"

Your company is makin’ this walk a pleasure instead
of a toil,” explained Cardew.

“Look hore——? e

:fYour own fault, for bein” such a fascinatin’ chap.”

‘;S{aas, wathah!” chuekled Arthur Augustus.

I'm going by the road!” roared Trimble, really alarmed
now, All the party were grinning now, as if some jest
was on. : 5 ;

“This way,” murmured Cardew politely,

“I won’t comef™ -~ - : =

“Take his other arm, Clivey.”

“Look here,: you beasts, you let go—-"

:‘ Would you mind assistin’ Trimble from behind, Kangy?”

‘Pleasure!” grinned Kangaroo of the Shell.

- There was a fiendish yell from Baggy as the Australian
junior assisted him from behind. Harry Noble had rather
a hefty boot. 2

“Yaroooh ! . - : :

“Comin’, old bean?” smiled Cardew,

“Yarooh! No!”

“Help him again, Kangy.”

“Yow—ow—ow! I'm coming! TI—T want fo come!”

. velled Trimble. “Leave off kicking me, vou beast! I'm
coming, ain’t 1?2 :

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

And Trimble came,

not expected his

e
CHAPTER 1.
A Nice Afternoon for Trimble !

OM MERRY & CO. halted. :
Baggy Trimble blinked round him apprehensively.
““Look here, you know——"
“Hard cheese on you, Manners, old man,” said
Tom, “but—="

“It's all right,” said Manners. “Lucky T brought my
camera. The light's good.. I can take some pictures while
I'm looking after Trimble.”

“Good man!”

Blake had dropped into a -village shop as the St Jim's
party walked out of Friardale. He now produced what
he had purchased from his overcoat pocket. It was a
coil of cord.

“Here, Trimble!”* he called out.

“Look here, what’s this game?”’ rvoared the alarmed
Baggy.

“You're staying here,” said Tom Merry curtly.  We'll
pick you up again on our way back to the station after
the maich.”

“I'm not staying here!" roared Trimble.

“You are, you fat rotter!” ;

“Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augustus. *Pway shub
up, Twimble. Your voice is weally not musical, you Know,
and it is more waucous than evah when you. woar dike
that. It weally affects my nerves, you know.” 2

“Look here, you rotters!” shrieked Trimble. “I'm
going to Greyfriars!” : : :

“You'll have to take this tree along with you i you
ave!” remarked Blake. :

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Trimble made a sudden effort and wrenched his arms

, away_ from Cardew and ‘Clive. He understood now what
¢ was intended, and he made a desperate ‘effort to eseape.

»
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With wonderful speed, considering the weight he had to
carry, Trimble rushed away.

“Stop him ! 2 .

Wally of the Third put out a foot. Wally of the Third
and Reggie Manners were with the footballers, seizing the
opportunity to pay a visit to Frank Levison, their old
clum of the Third Form at S8t. Jim’s. Wally’s foot inter-
posed in time, and Baggy sprawled wildly over it and
landed on his face in the footpath.

Bunip !

Manners minor sat on him promptly,

“Qooooach !’ gurgled Trimble.

Reggic Manners was by no means a heavy-weight, but
he had dropped rather hard on Baggy. All the wind
was driven out of Trimble’s fat person. MHe could only
gurgle and gasp. :

“Got him!” chuckled Reggie.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

A moment more and Trimble was in the grasp of Tom
Merry & Co. He was jerked to the tree where Blake waited

in his hand.

(Gasping and splutiering,
Trimble was backed up against the tree.

“Make suah of the feahful wottah, Blake, deah boy!”
said Arthur Augustus, ‘

Blake grinned.

“Leave that to me!” he said.

Blake not only made sure of Baggy, but made assurance

with the cord

doubly sure. By the time he had finished winding and
knotting the cord round Trimble and the tree, it was
quite certain that Baggy would never eseape, unless he
could pull the tree up by the roots.

“That will do,” said Tom Merry, laughing.

“Yaas, wathah!” £

“Grooogh! You rotters! Ow!
go, and I’ll go straight back to St. Jim's!”
“J—I will, really!”

“You wouldn't deprive us of your fascinatin’ company
on the journey home, would you?” asked Cardew re-

I—I say, you let me
gasped Baggy.

proachfully.

“Ow! Let me go, I tell you! I—I don’t want to sce
Levison! I—I wasn’t going to ask him to lend me any-
thing 1”

“So that was your game, was it?” demanded Figgins,
with a glare of disgust at the fat Baggy.

“No! Haven’t I just said it wasn’t?”’ roared Trimble.

“Tu; hay- hat?

“Come on, you men!” said Tom Merry.
an eye on the brute, Manners, old chap.
into his mouth if he yells too much!”
“Trust me!” said Manners cheerfully,
And Tom Merry & .Co. walked on.

“You'll keep
Stick a  turf

Bagey Trimble

* Baggy’s open mouth with it.

glared after them till they disappeared from sight along
the winding path through the wood.

Manners remained behind. Manners had come over to
see the match, but, consoled by his beloved camera, he
had generously sacrificed himself. He was taking his
camera out now, heedless of the infuriated Trimble. Tom
Merry & Co. vanished from sight, and Baggy glared ab
Manners. :

“Look here, Manners—"

Cardew grabbed Clive and
waltzed him away along
the passage. At the corner
they almost ran into. Mr.
Lathom, who blinked at
them in astonishment.
““ What—what——'* ¢ Levi-
son’s coming back, sir}i?’
gasped Cardew. (Sce
Chapter 18.)

‘“Shut up!?

“Let a fellow loose—"*

“Don’t bother!”

“X can’t stay tied up like this all the fime those fellows
are playing football at Greyfriars!” yelled Trimble.

Manners chuckled.

“I think you can!” he answered.
think you’ll find you can manage it.”

Manners strolled away with his camera. There were
plenty of very attractive spots in the wintry woods, which
Manners was glad to record on-his films. Quite a pleasant
couple of hours lay before him. Baggy, on the other hand,
was anticipating the next few hours with anything but
pleasure,

Loud yells from Baggy made Manners turn back.

He selected a muddy chunk of turf, and approached
Baggy’s mouth closed suddenly

2

“Anyhow, try! I

and sharply.

“Open_that gap!” said Manners cheerily.
to jam this turf into it.”

Baggy did not open his mouth. He glared at Manners
of the Shell speechlessly.

“Don’t you want it?” demanded Manners.

Trimble did not venture to say no, lest in doing so he
should receive that exceedingly disagreeable gag. He shook
his head.

“Well, keep your mouth shut, old bean!” said Manners.
“Next time you open it, you get that turf jammed in,
whether you want it or not.”

And Baggy did not yell again.

Tur GeM LiBrary.—No. 1,034,
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Manners strolled off with his camera, and gave little
attention to Baggy, only keeping a general cye upon him.
‘I'he minutes passed quickly enough to Manners. They
dragged on leaden wings to Baggy Trimble. Every minute
secmed almost an hour to the hapless Baggy. i'rom the
bottom of his podgy heart he wished that he had never
started for Greyfriars—which destination, obviously, he was
never to reach. But it was rather too late to wish that
now. He wriggled and squirmed in the cords to keep
himself warm; but he did not venture to utter a single yeil.
Leaden minutes dragged by; and at last Baggy saw
Manners, at a distance, among the trees, looking at his
wateh. The Shell fellow sirolled back to Trimble.

“I've taken some pretty good snaps,” he remarked.

Trimble glared. If there was anything in which he was
absolutely uninterested, it was Manners’ photography.
Manners, full of his absorbing subject, scemed to think that
Baggy would like to hear about it.

“I fancy they’ll turn out all right,” he remarked. <If

T'd known I was going to stick here, I'd have brought my.

daylight developer along. You're a lot of trouble, Trimble.
Still, m not wholly sorry that this has happened. 1
wanted some pictures of this part of Kent.”

‘' Let me loose, you beast!” groaned Baggy.

Manners shook his head.

** Wait till the fellows come! They won’t be long now.”

1t scemed: very long to Baggy Trimble; but at last he
gasped with relief at the sound of footsteps and voices.
Through the dusk of the wood a crowd of fellows came
along, chatting eheerily as they came. Tom Merry & Co.
tad returned at last

CHAPTER 12.
Parted Chums !

RNEST LEVISON stared at Baggy.

2 Levison had walked along with his old friends of
St. Jim’s after the match, to accompany them te
the station. Cardew had mentioned to him that he

would see Baggy Trimble—but certainly he had not ex-

pected to see him thus.

“Oh, my hat!” he ejaculated.

Df‘\StiU there, Twimble?” chuckled Arthur Augustus

Arcy.

“Lemme go!” mumbled Baggy.

< \t\"'hat on earth is this game?” asked Levison, in amaze-
ment,

“Let me loose, you beasts!” roared Trimble. “m
cramped! Tm stiff! I'm eccold! I'm catching pneu-
nionia! Oh, dear!” >

“*The way of the twansgwessah is hard, Twimble.”

Baggy had already discovered that fact for himself. He
was finding the way of the transgressor extremely hard and
very uncomfortable. e

‘“Had a good time, old bean?” asked Cardew affably.

“Q0Oh, dear! Ow!

“But what——?”" asked the amazed Levison.

‘““Baggy wanted to see you at Greyfriars,” explained
Cardew. “He relied so much on the charm of his person-
ality that he felt sure you’d be pleased to see him there.
Now, my idea was that he exaggerated his fascination a
iittle, I thought perhaps you’d rather not see him there.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Oh!” said Levison; and he laughed.

“Baggy wrote a letter to Greyfriars last week, and was
followin’ it up with a personal call. We couldn’t stop the
letter—but we stopped the call. Hine ille lacryme.”

“1 see!” said Levison, very quietly.

“Lemme loose!” mumbled Baggy. “I zay, Levison, tell
these beasts to lemme loose. I—I’m jolly glad to see you,
old chap. I miss you awfully at St. Jim's. I've never
{orgotten you, old fellow.”

“ [ rather wish you had,” said Levison.

*1—1I mean, I had forgotten you—absolutely forgotten all
ehout you,” said Trimble. .“I—I wasn’t coming over to
Greyfriars to see you. I—I'd quite forgotten you'd gone to
CGreyfriars, old fellow.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“I wasu’t going to ask you to lend me anything!” groaned
Baggy. “I shouldn’t have dreamed of saying a word to the
Greyfriars’ men about you if you refused. I—I hope you
can take my word, old chap.”

“ Bai Jove!”

‘““Nice specimen, ain’t he ?” said Cardew. “Credit to the
school, and all that. You'd better give him a kicking
when he’s turned loose.”

““Not worth the trouble !” said Levison.

Baggy Trimble was glad to hear that he was not worth
the trouble of kicking. Blake cut the cords, and the fat
junior wriggled away from the tree. ~Tom Merry & Co.
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walked on by the footpath towards Friardale, and Baggy
trailed wearily behind them. He blinked at Levison a good
many times, but Levison seemed to have forgotten his exist-
ence. He chatted cheerily with his friends as he walked
with them to the station, and his face was very bright.
Ernest Levison had had a warm welcome at Greyfriars when
he went back to his old school; but his heart was still
with his friends at St. Jim’s. It was sheer pleasure to him
to find himself with Cardew and Clive, and the cheery
St. Jim’s erowd, again.

And they were all glad to have him with them. Levison
had played for Greyfriars in the match and helped to beat
8t. Jim’s, playing up loyally for the school to which he
belonged.  But, kind and cordial as were his friends at
Greyfriars, he would have been glad to take the train back
to St. Jim’s with Tom Merry & Co.

But that could not be. -

“I've a jolly good mind to jerk you into the frain by
your ears, old bean, and kidnap you!” said Cardew, as
they walked into the village. “You see, we waunt you

" back in No. 9 Study.”

Levison laughed,.

“I won’t tell you how much—yow’d get a swelled head,”
said Cardew. “But we really do miss you, old bean! We
even miss Franky comin’ up to the study for help with his
giddy Latin. Look here, you've got to come back to
St. Jim’s, somehow.”

“I jolly well wish you could, Levison,” said Clive.

“If I have any luck——" Levison paused. “You fellows
know how I stand. If my great-uncle’s will is found, it sees
us through., If it isn't found, my father is ruined, and I'm
{:’Hy.lucky to get in at Greyfriars. But—but it’s known to

hidden somewhere at Greyfriars—at least, my father be-
lieves so, and I believe so—and—I must find it.”

“No luck yet?” asked Clive.

Levison shook his head ruefully.

“Not yet! But I'm keeping on, and if it’s found—"

“You'll come back to St. Jim’s?”

“Yes, rather!” said Levison. “Everything will be the
same as it was before that man Bright turned up and
claimed the fortune my father inherited From his uncle, Ive
got rather an idea of finding a clue to where it may be
hidden, and Wharton and his friends are going to help me
hunt for it—they’re keen to help. They've been awfully
decent to me, and I shall be sorry to leave them—but if
I have any luck, you can depend on it you'll see me in
No. 9 Study again.”

“Good man!” said Cardew.

The juniors arrived at the station. As they went in,
Baggy Trimble caught at Levison’s sleeve.

“1 say, old chap!” he whispered.

“Let me alone, you fat rofter!”

“I say, it’s awfully important!” breathed Trimble. “Just
word, old fellow.”

Levison halted impatiently.

“Buck up, then. What is it?” :

“I—I borrowed my railway fare from Racke, of the Shell,
He was glad to do you a bad turn. I—I—I mean, he lent
me the money so that I could come over and see an old pal.”

“Cut it short!”

“Well, Racke will be dunning me for it!” said Trimble.
“You know how mean he is about money. We're friends,
ain’t we, old chap?”

Levison stared at him.

“As I was coming over to see you, out of pure friend-
ship, I feel sure you'll lend me the tin—what?” said
Trimble, blinking at him.

“QOh, my hat!” .

“You see, old fellow—— Yarcooh!” roared Trimble.

He was interrupted by the sudden impact of a boot on
his tight trousers, and he tottered into the station.

“Have another?” asked Cardew pleasantly.

“Ow! Wow! Yow!”

Trimble did not stop for another. IHec bolied into the
station.

The train came in, and Ernest Levison said good-bye to
his old friends. He stood on the platform and watched
the train steam out, with a cheery smile on his face: but
when the train had disappeared down the line the smile
was gone, and it was with a eclouded face that Levison
turned away. In a deeply thoughtful mood he walked back
to Greyfriars. Levison was not a fellow to repine at what
could not be helped, and he had good friends at Greyfriars;
but his heart was with the cheery party now speeding back
in the express to St. Jim’s.

And he made up his mind with almost passionate deter-
mination, that he would find the missing document that he
had come to Greyfriars to seek, which would open the way
for his return to St. Jim’s—to Study No. 9 in the Fourti,
to Cardew and Clive, to Tom Merry & Co. And, had he
only known it, success was near at hand!

i

o
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CHAPTER 18.
Great News !
“T HREE is company—and two Is

none !”’

yawned
Cardew. :
Tt was a week since the match at Greyfriars.
During that time there had been no news from
Levison. -

It was not a case of no news being good news.. For Levi-
son’s chums knew that if the St. Jim’s junior at Greyfriars
had any luck in his strange quest.he would let them know
without delay. i

Clive was at prep in Study No. 9.

Cardew should have been at prep also; bui he was, as a
matter of fact, taking his case in the armchair.

Sidney Clive looked up. ;

“Better get on with your prep, Cardew,” he said. “Mr.
Lathom has been waxy with yon a good many times lately,
\What's the good of slacking 7 :

*No good at all, old bean. That’s why I do it.
I've got a problem to think out.”

“Maths 7" asked Clive,

Cardew coughed. hes

“Not exactly maths. T can get five to one on Flip-Flap.
and my obligin’ friend Mr. Banks, at the Green Man, ,has
offered to put it on for me. What would you advisc a fellow
to do?”

Clive grunted. g :

“Pd advise you not o get sacked before Levison comes
back,” he answered,

“A good tip—even better than the tips I get from Mr.
Banks!” yawned Cardew. ¢ But what's a fellow to de?
1've lost my guide, philosopher, and fricnd, who used to
keep me in the straight and narrow path. . Old Levison
would feel flattered if he knew how much he was missed in
this study. It doesn’t scem the same without him, does it?”

“No; but it’s no good grousing.” ==

“The only consolation a fellow has is kickin’ Trimble. I
kick him every day regularly. But it’s growin’ a bore,”
said Cardew. *“And I'm sure Trimble’s tired of it. - Still,
I've told him that I’m goin’ to kick him every day till
Levizon comes back, and I'm a fellow of my word. Which
reminds me that I haven’t kicked him to-day yet.”

“(et on with the prep, instead,” suggested Clive.

Cardew yawned deeply, and sorted out his books. Te
was about to begin, when there was a tap at the study door,
and Arthur Augustus D'Arcy looked in. Cardew gave him
a welcoming smile. ;

“Mrickle 1n, old bean!” he said cordially.
glad to see anybody in my life!”

“Bai Jove! You're vewy flattewin’, deah boy!”

“VYon see, you've dropped in at exactly the right moment
——the giddy psychological moment,” explained Cardew. “I
was just goin’ to begin work, and you stopped me!”

“Weally, you ass 2

“Take a pew, old man!”

“1 haven't come to stay——"

“QOh, do!” urged Cardew. “You're a no cnd enter-
tainin’ chap, D’Arcy! Tell us about your latest necktie!”

“Weally, Cardew——"

“Don’t talk football. If it’s a message from Tom Merry,
vou can tell him I'm fed-up on footer, that I bar House
matches, and that if he wants me for games practice he
will have to go to the trouble -of scrapping in this study
again!”’ 2

“It’s not a message fwom Tom Mewwy, you ass!”

“Thank goodness! . Let’s hear about the neckties!”

“Tt’s a message fwom Mr. Wailton-———"

Cardew gave a deep groan. :

“Don’t deliver it, then! I don’t want to hear from
Railton! I know I’'ve been slackin’ in class, I know it’s
time I made an effort, I know my dear Form master is
annoyed with me—I know as much as Railton can tell me.
Go back to him and tell him T've decided to take it as

read.”
“You uttah ass!” ejaculated Arthur Aungustus. “Will
The

you let a chap speak? Wailton says——"

“I know what he says. I've heard it all before.
worst of these Housemasters is that they’re given to repeatin’
themselves}”

“He says you're to go to his study—"

“Tell him to come to mine,” suggested Cardew. ““He's
a more energetic man than I am, and mention that I'll let
him have ,the armchair, and I can offer him quite a good

Besides,

“Never so

cigarctte.’

“You howlin’ ass! You're to go to his siudy and take a
telephone call—->

" Eh?”

“TLevison has w'ung from Gweyfwiahs—'

“You chump, why didn’t you say so before?” howled
Cardew, and he jumped out of the armchair.

“Weally, Cardew—— Oh cwumbs!” ejaculated D’Arcy,
‘as Cardew brushed him aside and flew from the study, all
his slackness gone as if by magic. Arthur Augustus stag-
gered against the doorpost. “Bai Jove, I am sowwy lo

y

make the wemark, Clive, but mannahs in this studay are
detewiowatin’—vewy sewiously -detewiowatin’. Bai Jove,
I wish you would not wush away, Clive, when a fellow is
speakin’ to you!”’

But Clive did rush away, leaving Arthur Augustus
shaking his noble head over the serious deterioration of
manners in Study No. 9. Clive was very quickly after
Cardew ; but he found the dandy of the Fourth already at
the telephone when he reached the Housemaster’s study.
Mr. Railton gave him a nod and a smile as he hesitated
at the door. > =

“You may come in, Clive! Levison has told me some
remarkable news, and he desires his friends to know at
once ! :

“That you, Ernest old bean?” Cardew was speaking
into the transmitter. ““Go it! What's the latest?”

Ernest, Levison’s voice came back over the wives. There
was a joyous tone in it:

“It's all serene, Cardew! Tell Clive. T've found it!”
“Tound the jolly old will?” —__
shYeS..‘J .“lj e
“Oh, good egg!” S
J‘h ;t’..@’ ripping, old fellow! Tt means comige back to S,
Jim’s.’

“Hurrah!?
goods—what ?”

“Oh, quite! Everything’s all right now. I've had a
rough time this afternoon—I’ll tell you about it later. I
thought I'd let you know at once!”

: “]{fr;‘ou hadn’t I'd have scalped you! And you're coming
ack 77 ;
“I'm coming back.”

“Bravo! We'll kill the fatted calf for you in Study
No. 9—in fact, we'll kill ihe fatheaded calf, if Trimble
doesn’t object——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Get a move on, Frnest, old bean!
coming back with you?”

““Yes, rather!”

- “I’ll tell Wally and Reggie. There will be rejoicin’s in

the halls of the Third. KErnest, old bean, you don't know

how vou've bucked me. If there were a television gadger
on this giddy instrument, you’d see me doin’ a song and
dance.”

Levison chuckled.

“Good-bye, old chap!”

“Good-bye, old pippin!”

Cardew put up the receiver,

“Hip-pip! It's the goods at' last, Clivey!” he yell
‘Oh—ah—hem! I—I forgot!” he added, as he remcun-
lic[‘.refi{ t!}lsttt he \}“as in th§ Iimﬂscmastor’s study, and caught
Mzr. Railton’s glance. “I—I beg your pa sir,” >~

Mzr. Railton imiled. . = r('icm, — :

“I'm glad you have had good news, Cardew. T shall he
glad if 1t is possible for Levison to return here.”

“Thank you, sir!”

Cardew left the study with Clive.
very bright.

“We'll tell the Third,” said Cardew. 2

“Yes, rather!”

Prep was just over in the Third Form room, and Mr.
Selby had left. Cardew put his head in at the door, {

“D’Arcy minor here?”

“Hallo!” said Wally of the Third, looking round,

“Levison minor’s coming hack.”

“My only Aunt Jane! Honest??

“¥rozen truth, dear lad!”

“Hurrah ”

“Bravo!” chortled Manners minor.

Cardew grabbed Clive and waltzed him along the passage.
At the corner they almost ran into Mr. Lathom, who blinked
at them in astonishment over his glasses.

“Bless my soul! What—what——"

“Hem! Levison’s coming back, sir!” gasped Clive.

“Indeed! I am glad to hear it. But is that a reason
why you should—hem !—prance about the passages in this
—hem !—absurd manner, Cardew ?”

“Oh, yes, sir! I mean—-"

AMr. Lathom smiled, and rustled on. The two juniors
went up to the junior quarters to spread the glad news.
Baggy Trimble was in the Fourth Form passage, and he
iumped at the sight of Cardew and bolted for his study.

“Hold on, Trimble!” roared Cardew.  “I owe you &
kick!”

“Yah! Beast!” 2

“Tevison’s coming back, old fat man! Ain’t you glad?”

Trimble's study door slammed, and it did not transpire
what he thought of the joyful tidings. Cardew kicked open
the door of Study No. 6. >

Arthur Augustus was there, and he turned his eyeglass
severely upon the dandy of the Fourth.

{Continued on page 27.)
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gasped Cardew. ““Sure it's the genuine

I suppose Franky's

<

Both their faces were



ANOTHER STORY OF THE ROOKWOOD CHUMS!

Valentine Mornington s a mixture of good and bad,

and nothiag is quicker to bring out the evil in him than a slight, imaginary or otherwise, from his chum, Kit Erroll.
In this QRAND NEW STORY, which opens with a bang, Morny shows himself at his worst !

CHAPTER 1.
Mornington is Ruffled !

113 EEN Erroll?”
Valentine Mornington asked the guestion as Jimmy
Silver, Lovell, Raby, and Newcome were passing
through the old gateway at Rookwood.

Mornington was leaning on his bicycle, evidently waiting
for somecne. That someone was evidently Kit Erroll of the
Tourth, his chum. =

Jimmy Silver & Co. came along arm-in-arm cheerily. They
smiled as they noted the exprassion on Mornington’s face.
The dandy of the Fourth was clearly not in the best of
tempers that bright winter’s afternoon.

“Seen Erroll?” repeated Mornington.

Jimmy Silver shook his head,

“Not guilty, my lofd!” he answered cheerfully.

¢ Ask me another!” said Raby.

““Search me!” invited Newcome.

“You silly asses——" began Mornington.

“Hold on!” said Lovell, halting. “I have!”

“You've seen Erroll?”

“Yes!” said Arthur Edward, smiling.

“Where?” snapped Mornington.

“In the Form-room!”

Mornington stared.

“In the Form-room?”’ he exclaimed.
15 he doing there now?”

“Goodness knows—if he is there now!”

“The—the footling ass!” said Mornington

“What the thump

irritably.

“I’ve been waiting over fifteen minutes for him! He said

he’d be out in three minutes!” 2

With that Mornington banged his machine against the
gatepost and started off at a run for the School House.

Lovell watched him vanish indoors, and then he chuckled.

“You silly dummy!” .exclaimed Jimmy Silver, staring.
“Did you see Erroll in the Form-room, Lovell ?”

“Yes,” chuckled Lovell. “We all did—at lessons this
mczrgi}lllg! I didn’t say he was there now, though!”

oL

¢Ohy you ass, Lovell !”

4 Mornington will dot you on the nose for this!” said
Jimmy Silver grimly. “Ho doesn’t like his leg being

pulled, and you know what a temper he’s got! He looks
in a fine old bate already! Better clear off before he comes
back—he'll be raging!”

Arthur Edward shook his head and chuckled. Like all

humorists, he wanted to see the end of his little joke.

“No fear!” he grinned. “I want to see Morny’s chivvy
when he comes back! It’ll be worth a guinea a box !

Tee GeMm LiBrArY.—No. 1,034. :
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THE FIRST CHAPTERS OF A GRAND

NEW SCHOOL SERXAL, DEALING WITH

THE ADVENTURES OF JIMMY SILVER &
CO., OF ROOKWOOD.

By OWEN CONQUEST.

““Better scoot!” advised Newcome, grinning.
the nose will spoil the joke for you, old chap!”

“Rot!”

“Come on!” said Jimmy Silver. “Don’t be such a funny
ass!” i

‘“Rats |

“But Moriy will smash you——"

“Bow-wow !

Evidently Arthur Edward’s mind was made up.

“Oh, all right! If you're asking for trouble——"

“Here’s Morny now !” interrupted Raby.

Mornington emerged. from the doorway of the Classical
Side of Rookwood. His face was red, and he was looking
very angry.~ It looked as if he had “tumbled ” to Lovell's
little joke.

“You—you silly fool!” he snapped, flushing, as he came
up with the grinning juniors. “I suppose you think that
funny, Lovell?”’

“What's funny?” "agsked Lovell innocently.. “You asked
me if I'd seen Erroll. Well, I had, and I told you so—in
the Form-room this morning.”

“You—you——’

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Lovell.

It was the climax of the joke, and the humorist roared. .

“And you think that funny?” said Mornington.

“Eh? Of course!”

“Then see if you think this is funny!” snapped Morny,
and he hit Lovell full on the nose.

“Yoooooop ! :

Arthur Edward roared—in a different key now—and sat
down hard on the gravel. :

He was up again in a flash, however, and at Mornington
with a bellow and a rush. Obvidusly Arthur Edward hadn't
thought ““that ”’ funny.

“Here, chuck it!” laughed Jimmy Silver. “Drag the
asies“fzpart, you chaps; we'll never get off to-day at this
rate !’

Jimmy Silver, Raby, and Newcome managed to drag the
combatants apart—though all three suffered ‘from stray
blows in the process.

“Chuck it!” gasped Jimmy Silver. “That’s enough,
Morny; no need to get your rag out like that. Lovell was
an ass, but——"

“Let go!” hissed Mornington, his face white with anger.

‘A dot on

%711 teach him to make a dashed fool of me!”

“Let him come on!” roared Lovell, struggling furiously.

“Hallo! Stop that, kids!” :

It was Bulkeley, the Rookwood skipper. He came along
with Price of the Sixth, and frowned at the scene in the
gateway.

“Only a little argument, Bulkeley!” said Jimmy Silver
meekly.

“Looks to me more like a scrap!” said Bulkeley grimly.
“Stop it and cut off! D’you hear?” X

“But that hot-tempered fool hit me on the nose!” roared
Tovell.. “I'm going to smash him!”

And Lovell dragged himsclf free with a wrench and made
for Mornington again. Bulkeley gave two swift strides,
Irlgnght him by the collar, and planted a boot gently behind
him,
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“Now cutl? e 3

“Look here——"" roared Lovell, siruggling. “I'm going
to—— Yow!” 3

Arthur Edward voared again as Bulkeley twisted him
vound and applied his boot again.

“Want another?”’ Bulkeley lifted his hoot again.
Lovell tore himseli free and fled. Ile didn’t want anocther.
Ty was useless to argue with the skipper of Rookwood—even
Lovell saw it at last.

Jimmy Silver, Raby, and Newcome strolled after him,
smiling. Bulkeley resumed his stroll and his chat with Price
of the Sixth.

Mornington scowled, and put his tie and collar straight.
The little incident had not imiproved his temper at all
Another three or four minutes had also gone by, and his
chum Erroll had not turned up—and Mornington did not
like waiting for anyone.

As he stood there scowling Clarence Cuffy of the Modorn
Fourth and the biggest duffer at Rookwood—or outside of
Rookwood, for that matter—came ambling up to him.

“My dear Mornington: 2

“Cut off ¥ snapped Mornington; he was not in the mood
to chat with the long-winded Clarence, far from it. .

“But, my dear Mornington——"

“Clear ount!”

Clarence jumped at she ferocity in Morny’s tone,

“But, my dear Mornington, pray attend to my remarks,”
he observed, with a pained expression on his guileless
features. ““If you refuse to listen to my remarks, then it
will e quite impossible for me to deliver the message en-
trusted to me by your friend Erroll.” -

“You—yon ass! Let’s have it, then—and cut it short !*

“My dear Mornington, I fear you are feeling very cross
this afternoon. Allow me to point out that anger is a very
grave and——" .

“YWhat is it7" shouted Mornington wrathfully, “Where
is Erroll1” : -

“Ow! Dear me! Pray do not raise your voice so. You
have put me in a flutter, my dear Mornington.”

“Yon—youn——--7>

“Erroll is engaged atb present,” went on Clarence hastily,
warned by the expression on Morny’s face, “in attempting
to close up, with the aid of solution and rubber, an orifice
in the inner tube of a bicycle tyre from which the air hes
been escaping.”

L “Oh!”
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Mornington’s angry brow cleared a little. If Erroll had
a puncture to repair, then he could hardly be blamed for
keeping him waiting. Still, he might have let him know
earlier ! : :

Leaving the long-winded Clarence Cuffy standing there,
Mornington grabbed his machine, and hastened round the
quadrangle to the eycle-sheds behind the chapel.

He found Erroll, sure enough, at the rear of the sheds,
husily repairing a big tear in an inner-tube, his face red
and perspiring.

“You ass, Erroll!” he snorted. “Why the thump couldn’t
you let me know where you were ?” |

“Sorry, old man !” gasped Erroll, looking up. “T thouglit
I should have finished this job long ago. But that ass 2
. “Why, that’s not your bike, Erroll!” interrupted Moru-
mgion,

“Eh? Oh, no! It’s Cuff’s!”

“What?”

“The silly duffer is as big a dud at repairing punctures
as at everything else,” said Erroll, smiling. “Like an ass,
I offered to help him—thinking it would only take a couple
of minutes. But the duffer insisted on helping me to put
the tube back afterwards, and—well, of course, he wenb
and busted it again—a tear nearly two inches long, the

- frightful dummy! But I’ve neéarly finished now,” added

Brioll hurriedly, suddenly uneesy at the gathering fury in
his chum’s face. .

“Well, I'mm blest !” stuttered Mornington, his temper now
vight out of hand. “And you've kept me waiting all this
time while you repair a dashed puncture for that silly
owl 7” ;

5. I'm sorry, old man. If I'd known—— ]

“(Oh, go and eat coke!”

Mornington, crimson with wrath, ran his machine round o
the front of the cycle-sheds, and Erroll heard him housing
it in some alarm. He dropped the tube he was holding,
and ran yound to him,

“Morny, old man! No nced to get into a wax like
this! Aren’'t you going out—--" .

“Not with you!” snapped Mornington, his eyes glinting.
“Tll leave you to go for a dashed ride with Cuffy—as he's
so much more important than me !”

‘But, Morny, old man—I say

TR ats

Leaving his alarmed chom staring blankly afier hiny
Mornington strode swiftly away. He reached the quad just as
(Continued overleaf.)
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_silly temper !” muttered Erroll uneasily. “But
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three juniors came out of the doorway of the Classical
House. They were Peele, Gower, and Lattrey—Pcele & Co.,
the cads of the Fourth. 'A dogged, reckless look came. over
Mornington’s handsome face.

“Going out, you fellows?” he called.

Peele & Co. stopped.

“Yes. Can’t you see we are ?” said Peele sdrlily. “What
d’you want?” .

** Nothin’, only I'll join you if you like,” said Mornington.
“I'm getting a bit fed-up with life, and need a bit of
excitement. Mind if T join you ?”

“My hat! Yes, do!”

The three shady scamps were only too pleased to have
Mornington back again in their select Co. 1In the old days
Mornington was as big a rotter as themselves, if not worse.
But since he had turned over a new leaf, Peele & Co. had
lost a valuable friend.

But just then Kit Erroll came running up behind Morn-
ington.

“Morny, old man!” he panted. “Hold on! Don’t act
the goat! I'm sorry——"

“So am I,” said Mornington coolly. “Sorry I can’t come
biking with you, after all, Erroll. I'll leave you to your
pal Cuffy. T'm just off with these chaps. A little game and
a smoke, I hope!”

“What 2" gasped Erroll, aghast.

“Just that! Come on, you fellows!” ]

Y Right you are!” said Peele, with a grin, as hc under-

" stood.

The four walked away. Xit Erroll ran after them,
“ Morny—Morny, old man! Hold on!”

‘ “Rats!” snapped Mornington over his shoulder.

Erroll halted, and stood staring after the four, as they
vanished through the old gateway.

— e

CHAPTER 2.
A Face from the Past!

He knew his chum well enough to realise that it
was useless to run after him—useless to argue with
him when in one of his angry, perverse moods. At

the best of times—good chums as they genérally were—
Frroll could never feel quite sure of Mornington. He was
always liable to do the unexpected. :

He had done so now—though Erroll understood the reason
quite well. .

It was a half-holiday at Rookwood, and Mornington had
wanted to go over to Latcham to see a boxing match, while
“his chum had not. 'And for a very good reason, in Kiroll’s
epinion. The match was to be held in a low part of the
iown, and from all accunts it was to be a very shady sort of
prize-fight affair—certainly not the kind of thing for a
Rookwooder to attend,

But Mornington seemed to have set his heart on going,
and it was only after a great deal of argument and plead-
ing that Kit Krroll had succeeded in persuading his chum

KIT ERROLL stood as if turned to stone.

not to go. Morny agreeing, very sulkily, to go for a bike .

ride with him instead.

Yet, though Erroll had known his chum had resented
having to change his plans, he had not dreamed how deeply
angry and resentful he was over the matter.

But he realised it now—just as he knew his chum was
using the fact that he had kept him waiting as an excuse
to show his resentment and disappointment.

“Oh, blow that ass Cuffy!” groaned Erroll. “If only I
hadn’t kept him waiting I should have been out now, and 1
i‘oulld! easily have talked him out of his paddy. What rotten

uck "

Acting on sudden impulse, Erroll ran down to the gates
and glanced up the lane. There was no sign of Mornington
or Peele & Co. Mornington was cbviously not pulling his
leg—he had really gone with Peele & Co.

A deep shade of uneasiness settled on Erroll’s brow. He
knew that his chum had gone off with the cads of the Fourth

- chiefly to irvitate him—out of sheer ill-temper. Yet——

Ervoll also knew Mornington’s wilful, perverse nature,
Only his own influence, Erroll was aware, had prevented his
chum from ”kicking over. the traces” on more than one
occasion. :

And now he had actually gone off for the afterhoon with

- Peele & Co.—for a little game and a smoke, as Morny him

self had claimed to hope.
“It’s swank, I believe, just to irritate me—just his rotten,
b

With sudden decision he turned and started off down tho
lane, his footsteps quickening as his resolve strengthened
in bhis mind. If Morny wanted to kick over the traces he
could not stop him; but he would try for all that uscless
as it scemed. : 3
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He had quite forgotten Cuffy and the bike now. ITe
hurried along the wintry lane, hoping to cateh up with the
four before they left the lane.

“Jest a minute, sir!”

Erroll halted. Before him stood a shabby vyouth, with
dusty, soiled clothes, with a thin, pinched face. Erroll
had noticed him tramping along, and had glanced at him,
a compassionate glance as he saw the tattered boots and
limping, footsore gait.

Erroll’s hand strayed to his pocket. The boy was
obviously a youthful tramp, and was going to beg for alms,
But even as he did so Kit Erroll gave a violent start,
his eyes fixed sharply on the stranger’s face,

““Sorry to trouble ‘you, sir,” said the youth respectfully,
“But am I right for Rookwood School, young gent?”

“Yes,” Erroll answered slowly, striving to recollect
where and when he had seen the face before. * But, look
here! I know you. I've seen you beforec somewhere.”

*Crikey 1

The youth stared at him, and then a glimmering of
recognisation came into his blue eyes.

“Blow me if it ain’t—— But,” he gasped,
young toff !”

“Yes, I am now, I suppose,” smiled Erroll, as remcm-
brance came to him, too. ‘“But I wasn’t always, Albert
Biggs. You see, I remember your name. What on earth
are you doing round here, Bert?”

*Crikey !”

It seemed all the youth could say. Erroll eyed him
keenly, his face saddening as he noted the too obvious signs
of hunger and want on the waif’s features. Back into his
mind came a memory of the past—that dark past when
he had been an unwilling pupil in the power of a gang of
cracksmen, when he, too, had been a ragged waif, friend-
less and often cnough hungry.

IA'nfd one incident in that dark past stood out now in bold
relicf.

It was when he had escaped for a time from his old
associates, only to come face to face with starvation. It
was then he had met a boy—a poor newspaper boy—ho
had shared his last crust with him, had taken him to the
garret he called home, and had saved him from starvation,
if not worse.

And that boy’s name was Albert Biggs, and he was
standing before him now.

Since that time—since his. father had found him and
vescued him from the rascally gang, Kit Erroll had tried
in vain to trace the boy who had befriended him. But
Biggs had left his former haunts and had completely
disappeared. "

Now, from out of nowhere, he kad reappeared, a waif,
destitute, down and out, on that country lane that ran
past Rookwood, Kit Erroll grabbed the grimy hand of
the boy impulsively.

“Don’t you remember?” he said cagerly. “The old
days in Barker’s Rents, when you sharcd your last bit of
grub with me. I do, if you don’t, Bert Biggs.”

“Crikey! O’ course I does,” mumbled the youth, staring
unbelievingly at fhe well-dressed schoolboy before him.
“My heye! Ain’t you a toff now? How—where——"

“I'm at Rookwood now—a school close to here, Biggs.
But why are you here? Why were you asking the way to
Rookwood? Did you know I was there? Were you going
to see me?”’ :

“Blow me, no!” was the astonished answer. “You secs,”
went on the boy, flushing, “I'm arter a job there—a job
as garden boy. I'm tramping it, looking for work. That's
what I'm doing round ’ere. Then I sced the advertisc-
ment. It were on a piece of newspaper what was wrapped
round some sandwiches a lady give me in Lexham. I
thought as I'd try for it, though I knows as I'd stand litile
chance .with no refercnces and. dressed in rags like this
‘ere,  Still-—" -

“So that’s it!”: exclaimed Erroll, his eyes gleaming.
“Then here’s my chance to pay back some of what I owe
you, Bert. I’ll do all T can to help you get the job. Fil
speak to Dicky Dalton for you. He's my Form master
and a good sort. My hat! We’'ll work it, Bert!”

i d%l’t want to trouble you. You're a young swell
now——

“Rats! I'm doing it. My hat, it’ll be ripping to have
you near, to talk over old times! You were a real pal to
me in the old days, and I'll be a pal to you,” said Erroll.
#Come with—— Hold on, though! You need some grub,
I can see that. We'll go to the village for some tea, and
then we can talk things over.” .

“Me come with you—a toff like you!" exclaimed Biggs,
flushing again. - “Me in rags-like this ‘ere, and you——"

“Don’t talk rot! Wasn’t I worse than you in the old
days?” said Erroll, with a harsh laugh. “Youwre coming
to the village tuckshop for some grub—if I have to drag
you there !”

“Bllt-—'”

e

‘you're a
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said

“Chuck  buiting ! =
Come

Frroll, with a cheery laugh.

—— Oh, my hat, though!”
Erroll broke off and clapped a hand to his pocket, re-

membering he had no moéney with him at the moment.

“Wait here, Bert!” he said quickly, “I'll just run back
to school; it’s only a hundred yards down the lane. T'Il be
back in two ties. “Yowll wait, won't you?”

“I—I don’t like botherin’——" :
“Blow your likes!” said Erroll, *“Promise you'll wait.
I'll be dashed sorry if yvou don’t. I want to talk, to hear
your story, Bert. Don’t throw up an old pal”

““J#—if you really means if, sir——" stammered Bert.

“Of course I do. And don’t call me sir, or I'll punch
your nose, Bert. Yowll wait? I shan’t be two minutes.”

“Yes; if you really wani a bloke to wait, T will, blow
me "

“That’s good enough !”

Kit Erroll nodded, and scudded away. He knew he could
rely upon the boy’s word. Bert Biggs stared after him,
his pinched face full of colour now. As he stood there in
the wintry lane, a sound reached his ears, and he started.

It was a low laugh, and it came from beyond the hedge
closé by where he was standing. He glanced round quickly,
and then he started again as he glimpsed several forms
through the bare, leafless hedge.

Stepping to a gap, he locked over into the field heyond.

Then he saw. Only a yard or two from where he stood
was a stile leading to a footpath across the meadows. And
seated on a fence running parallel with the path .were four
Rookwood juniors. One was an elegant youth, with a hand-
some face, sadly marred now by a dark scowl. It was
Mornington, and the others were Peel, Gower, and Lattrey.

All four were smoking, and Peele & Co. were grinning.

ATbert Biggs flushed as he met their grinning, sneering
looks. Obviously they had heard every word that had
passed between Kit Erroll and he, and obviously they were
much amused. :

“Oh” gasped Albert Biggs, startled.

“Good afternoon!” remarked Pecle blandly.
used Pears’ soap, lately?”

“Years ago—since when he used no other!” grinned

Youre not a billy-goat,”

“You've got to come!

“Have you

Gower. “His pal Erroll’s just gone to school for some.
Quite a movin’ incident, wasn’t it, you chaps. Excuse
(Continued overleaf.)
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these tears! YLong lost pals meet again after many years!
Boo-hoo !

“Ha, ha, ha!” =

“Quite entertainin’!” chuckled Pecle. My heye! Ain't
you a toff ‘now, Herroll! Yecu'd better look out, Morny,
old bean! You’'ll have to take a back scat now Erroll's old
val’s turned up,” he added, giving Mornington a sly glance.
“I don’t suppose you'll care about playing second fiddle to
a dirty, unwashed tramp! T shouldn't.” -

“Rather not!” grinned Lattrey, winking at Peele behind
Mornington’s back.

Mornington’s eyes glittered.

Keen as he usually was, it did not occur to him that Peele

& Co. were striving to sow seeds of mischief between Lrroll.

and himself. And ho was just in the mood to belicve

‘! You think your joke funny !’ snarled WMornington. ¢ Well, see if you think this is funny ]’
roared, and sat down hard on the <=
(See page 22.) did not

And he hit Lovell full on the nose. ¢ Yaroop!”
gravel of the drive.

Lovell

or think anything, ¥ad this fellow—this unwashed tramp—
come from nowhere to take his chum from him? Strange
as was the illsassorted friendship between the two, it was
a very real friendship on both sides—real and deep. And
at the thought a sudden, unreasoning hatred of the waif
came over Mornington.. Mornington always had been
sirangely jealous of any friends his chum made, and a blind
fit of bitter jealousy took possession of him now.

Hadn’t Erroll himself spoken of getting this ragged
waif a job at Rookwood—and of renewing a friendship of
long ago? He felt he could guess what that would mean—
ke would have to take a back seat, unless— ¢

Mornington’s eyes were glittering as he jumped from the

fence, crossed the stile, and faced the startied youth. Peele
& Co. followed him, grinning gleefully.
- “Now, vou ragamuffin!” he hissed, pointing up the lane.
“Off you go—sharp! You hear me? If vou don’t clear
out of this district sharp, I'fl have the police put on you,
wmy pippin!” =

Albert Biggs stared, his pinched face flushing again.

“Look ’ere, guv’nor———*’

“Clear!” snapped Mornington. “I'll give vou two
scconds !
“I—I won't!” said Albert DBiggs, a flash of spirit

appearing in his eyes. “I don’t know who you young gents
is, but I got as much right ’ere as you ’ave! I'm waitin’
‘ere for a pal!”

“Ob, won't you?” said Peele, grinning. “Boot the beastly
}rglmﬁ away, Morny! Here, this is to encourage you, my
friend I’ :
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And snatching off the waif’s cap, Peele threw it yards
away up the lane. A flash came into Bert Biggs’ eyes.

“ Look ’ere!” he growled. “I don’t want no trouble wi’
you gents, but I'm stayin® 'ere, and you ain'é makin’ me
Oy 1?

He broke off suddenly With a gasp as a chunk of turf hit
him full in the face, 1t was from the hand of Mark Lattrey,
who had, flung it from several yards away. The next instans.
Lattrey wished he hadn’t. Though half-blinded with soil,
Albert Biggs feaped at him and—a fist, as hard as iron, took
Lattrey under the chin.

Lattrey yelped, and sat down hard. Pecle gave a roar.

In the ordinary way, Peele & Co. disliked a_scrap. But
with the odds at three to one they did not hesitate. The
next moment Albert Biggs, rubbing his bunged up eyes

frantically, was sent

crashing over with

Peele, Gower, and

1 YA Lattrey swarming over
B /77 him.

{

|7 Mornington seemed
on the verge of join-
ing in, but he drew
back swiftly as run-
ning footsteps sounded
on the hard road, and
Kit Ervoll came dash-
ing up, his eyes
blazing.

With one look at
Mornington, he
charged straight into
the fray, hitting out
right and left. There
was a chorus of howls,
and Lattrey went one
way and. Gower
another. A third
punch  sent  Peele
spinning.

But  Albert Biggs
did not rise. He sat
as if dazed, rubbing
at his eyes, half
blinded by the earth. -

oM rotten
cowards!” shouted
Lrroll indignantly.

“Morny !”

The next moment
Erroll  was fighting
hard as the three cads

*~rushed at him, rag-

ing. But Mornington

heed his

chum’s call for aid.

He replaced his cigarette between his lips and seated himself

on the stile. "He sat and watched the fight coolly, though
his eyes were glittering.

“Smash him!” snarled Peele. “Get him down!”

Erroll went crashing down at last—the odds of three to
one were too much for him. Biggs was still helpless to aid
him. That Mornington would disregard his appeal did not
even occur to Erroll.

“Morny!” he panted. “AMorny—lend me a hand!”
Mornington did not move.

He sat on the stile as if utierly indifferent to the unequal
ficht going on in the lane a couple of yards from him,
Erroll was on his back now, struggling furiously, with Peele
and Gower holding him down with difficulty, whilst Lattrey
pummelled him unmercifully.

Albert Biggs, the ragged youth, staggered to his feet, still
rubbing at his eyes. The turf Lattrey had flung into his
face had burst full before his eyes, and he was still haif-
blinded and practically helpless.

“Morny !”. panted Ervoll again, amazed at his chum's
inaction. “Help me !

Mornington took his cigarette from his lips and blew out
a cloud of smoke.

“I'm not interferin’ !” he said calmly, though his eyes were
glittering strangely. “If you will back up beastly tramps
against Rookwood men, then it's your own look ouf, Erroll!
You asked for it !’ )

(This Topping New School Sevial will be continued in
next week’s issue. There are many surprises in it, so
don’t miss it! )
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. Keep Smiling, Chums—Next Wednesday Will Soon Be Here! 21

. “LEVISON'S RETURN!”

(Contznued f)om page 21.)

e Weally, C‘ardew——

“Levison’s coming back!” trilled Cardew. -

“ Oh, good!” said Blake.

“F am’ glad to heah it,” said Arthur Augustus. “But I
feah he will find that mannahs have detewiowated vewy
sew iously- in his studay.”

a, ha, ha !’
A few minutes later the door- of Study No. 10 in the
Shell burst open. Tom Merry, who was at prep, jumped.

‘ Lowther, who was writing lines, scattered a shower of blots
= all over his impot paper. Manners, who was cutting. films,
zig-zagged with the seissors, to the utter. ruin of ‘one of the
pictures. he had taken near Greyfriars,. and he gayve a yell
of wrath.

“You footling ass !

“Levison’s coming back !”’ z

“Look at my film!” roared Manners. - .

“Blow your film} Levisch's coming: baek!

“Good news!” chuckled Tom Merry. ..

“Look at my impot!” hooted Monty: Lo\tthel.

“Looks a bit spotty,” said ("a.lduv. '\Ie\el_
bean. Levison’s coming back! : i

“Fathead!”

Cardew spread the glad news up und down the passagcs

mind, old

but there was general satisfaction at the news. .

And it was not long afterwards that Levison: came..

There was quite an ovation when Leyison of the:Fourth
and 'Levison minor
House at St. Jim’s. Wally of the Third -and Reggie
Manners collared Frank a.t once, and mdrched hun off to

in all the studies.. Some of the fellows threw books at hlm,

“mnas holudaye next week.
of the Third arrived in the School

a great and glorious and sticky celebration in' their Form-
room. Ernest Levison, surrounded by friends, was marched
into Study No. 9, where there was a feast of the gods.
Study No. 9 was crammed. The Terrible Three- were
there and Study No. 6, and Figgins & Co. from the New
House, and as many more fellows as the study would hold—
in fact almost more than it would hold. And the celebra-
tion was going strong, when a fat and podgy face looked
in, and Trimble squeeczéd into the study.

k50 jolly glad to-see you, Levison, old chap!” he said
affectionately.  “I say, that looks a 'decent cake. Tve
missed you awfully, Levison, as you know, from my coming
over to Greyfriars to see you last weok dear old -chap.
How do you do, old pal? T’ll have some of that cake! I’ ve
heen really longing for news of you, Ernest, old fellow; in
fact, I wrote to my friend Bunter at (neyfrlam to ask him
about you, I was so anxious about you, old fellow. I say,
make room for a chap! Slmply glorious to see you're
back !”

Levison laughed. ;

“And it would be still more: glmxous to see your back,
Tnmble »” yemarked Monty «Lo“thcr.

“Ha, ’ha, ha!” :
“Yaas, wathah!
“Kick him out!”
“Let hlm rip,”

122

S‘dld Levlson 6hoérily “All friends

= to-day !”

‘And Baggy Trnnble Jomed in the gleat spread, and—
so long as the spread lasted, at Iea\t—he was as glad of
Ernest Levison’s return as were Levison’s chums.

= T THE END’.‘

(Toin Merry & Co., of St. 'Jim.’s, ‘start on their Christ-
The story of their thrilling
adventures is entitled : ** Thé White Cavalier!”’ Be sure

‘you do mnot miss the e.rh-a specwl issue on sale next

Wednesday Y. )

’ DEPOSIT

secures this superb Cabinef

Gramophone ora Table Grand §

: or Giant Horn Instrument

. Rothing More to Pay for One Month,  Carriag
paid. 10 Days’ Trial. - No. 605 model 35/~ {1
cash to record buyers. Write to-day for fres &
illustrated catalogueandFAC TORY PRICES. &

Company (Dept, K.2. ;
Meaa. . e

AEROPLANES AND RAGING GARS

What could be more attmctwe Tor the decoration of your den, or
as a Christmas Present for your friend, than. REAL BLACK-AND-
WHITE PHOTOGRAPHS of the WORLD'’S - MOST WONDERFUL
AEROPLANES AND RACING CARS? Send a 1/6 P.O. for a specimen
half-plate enlargement of either the -5-MILE-A-MINUTE AERO-
PLANE that won the Schneider, Cup or the 1,000 H.P. RECORD-
BREAKING SUNBEAM CAR; whichever you preter At the same
time you will receive a complete list of the excellent photographs
now obtainable. . List only on request.

REAL PHOTOGRAPHS, 29, WAKEFIELD ROAD, DEWSBURY.

je EHUGE CERISTMAS OFFER FREE!

¥ have decided to give all applicants this month an extraordinarily fine GIFT with my best wishes for a happy Xmas.

It is a grand collection of 115

DIFFERENT STAMPS including such SEASONABLE VARIETIES as ICELAND, POLAND, NEWFOUNDLAND, SCANDINAVIA, splendid sets of FIN-

LAND and of RUSSIA, SWITZERLAND, and such countries which speak of SNOW AND CHRIS’]‘MA?
GNII‘YING GLASS IN FOLDING M

' like, IN ADDITION N 70 THE COLLECTION,.A FINE MA
for Approvals, and GET YOUR XMAS GIFTS FROM MATLOCK

FRA
My latest lists crammed with BAR(‘AI\N AND GIFT OFFERS.

A POSTCARD WILL DO! But if you would
TA. ME, just send 2d. for POSTAGE. sk
YOUR ORDER IS

SENT BY RETURN AL\V&\S'—VIGTOR BANCROFT, MATLOCK.

MAGIC TRICKS, sl Sate iy

Price6d each,4forl/-.—T.W.Harrison,239, PentonvilleRd.,London,N.1.

HOME CINEM-ATOGRAPHS
Machin - ILLUSTRATED
s gl %gﬁtli/g price tists FREE
Sets Rewinders, Agents for *‘ Campro” Cine.
Spoéls T a,c: Cqmera-[‘_‘ro_]ector.
. cessories. Filmsall l;gRlzs f.?ﬁp.iAé?Z
A lengths & subjects. j London, W.C.1.
‘s Sa.mple Film 1/- post free. Entrance Dane Street.

Imitate Birds. -

€ rooxErT “x maw:® S
‘Wonderful Novelty. Bewilders and amuses. Enables \\ OC ‘/
_you to read, or.to see anything in front of you =
even though coins or other articles be placed in == v 5
ine of vision. Post Free, 1/-. — R. BILNOT //4

g(Dept T), 125, Chiswick ngh Road, London, W.4.

; HEIGHT COUNTS

in winning success. Height increased —'health and
physique improved. Wondérful results. Send for
particulars and our £100 guarantee, to — GIRVAN
SYSTEM (A.M.P.), 17, Stroud Green Rd.; London, N.4.

FINE STAMP  PARCEL FREE

8
l %etuallv contains: Metal Watermark Finder; B.O. Stamps, : I.
L.

TR
e ww%’w

ifferent Stamps (25 Unused), 250 Finest Mcmnts (Jombma,hou
Perforation “Gauge and Pocket Case, etc. Send postcard only
requesting Apprnvals.

LISBURN & TOWNSEND, LONDON ROAD, LIVI}RPOO

All applications for Advertisement Space in this
publication should. be addressed to the Advertisement
Manager, UNION JACK SERIES, The
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

HEIGHT INCREASED 5/- °g0nsl
< = Course
3-5 inches : In ONE MONTH.
‘Without appliances—drugs—or dieting.
THE FAMOUS CLIVE SYSTEM NEVER FAILS.
Complete Course 5/= P.O. post free; or further partics. stamp.
A. CLIVE, Harrock House, COLWYN BAY, North Wales.
Cure yourself as I did. Par-

STOP STAMMER!NG ticulars. Free. — FRANK B.

HUGHES, 7, SOUTHAMPTON ROW, LONDON, W.C.1.
Price1/-to Cus-

£ MYSTERY 4 glnlygzg'l'onrlﬂzoso s tomers Overseas

All good comes and no rubbish! With each packet I give you an extra
“MYSTERY '’ STAMP. What this stamp will be T cannot print here,
because nearly every customer will receive a different kind. They are too
Scarce for all of you to get the same! Ask to see my famous Discount
Approvals. — W. A. WHITE, Engine Lane, LYE Stourbridge, England.

MACICFBRXM

1% ‘ Then learn how to Conjtire with coins, hats, bats, balls,
glasses. and liquids. Listen ! A Box of Apparatus.
A Book of Secrets Explained ! with Illustra-
tions!- And A Happy Magical Xmas! Sead for
this Box of Wonderful Tricks and this Book of
Oriental Illusions, the-whole an Ideal Present.

From the Maker and Professor 5/- post free,

BUP. BRISTOW, 47, Oriel Rd., Portsmouth.

CUT THIS OUT

“GEM »” PEN cOUPON. VALUE 3d.

Send 5 of these ooupons with only 2/9 (and 2d. stamp) direct to the
FLEET PEN CO., 119, Fleet Street, E.C.4. By return you will
receive a_ handsome lcver self-filling I‘LEET FOUNTAIN PEN with
solid gold nib (fine, medium, or broad), usually 10/6. TFleet Price 4/-s

CAN ¥YOU
VANISH AN
EGG? NO!

or ‘with 5 coupons only 2/9. De Luxe Modcl 2/- extra.
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Notmng, dehghts you more thzm to ‘possess a r: al good
rechanical model, but no matter how wonderful that

~ one model may be you get tired of it evemually - But
_“with a set of *Erector’
_ models can be built and taken to pieces again, and there’s

paris you “can . never tire, for

always something different. And as you build each model
“you will be proud of it. “For *Erector” )
innumerable new parts which make it possib'e to build ,
more realistic models and b'gger and better ones than

“ ever before. / ‘Besides, many ‘ccmplete units are now :
' . included according to the size. of" the set, and such °

. items as-a boiler, 3-drum hoist; car .hood, steering-wheel;

- disc-wheel, ttuck body,  digger qcoop, clam shell bucket, -

. tip, bucket and reverse switch ‘attachments must surely

. conyey. to_you how‘;ruly wonderful . Erector” is.
new solid brass perfect g géar standardisation adds another |

- useftil“féature, and¢the new Udylite finish on the bnght

; parts “and “electrically baked enamelled colour parts
“ensure  that your .  Erector 2. set will remain new in
‘ appearance always. There is. certgmly no other con-
structional toy to beat® ““Erector and you must certainly
.have a set even if you. baye to wait until Chns\mae
. But get a set before 1f you can,

-Prices and Particulars

‘of ERECTOR: Sets.

No, Parts, No. of < Price.

‘ .o odels, - ‘

1 104 2278 5/-

3 169 381 106
s s e e Ve

7 —o 833 =533 42/-" .

7% 627 . 554 63/-

8- 922 Tt 59) ~105/- '
10 2000 parts unlimited nnmher of

* models, price 210/-.

. Sets No.4 and upwards contain an e ectruc

- m»torand build mcreasmgly arger mo dels

The famous N 0.4 ERECTOR ,Set

lllustrated contains 235 parts—some
in colours—with which . 500 models
‘¢an be: made. A powerful -electrics
motor is ‘also included to’work some:
. of the models. "A 60-page book of inx,
" structions makes everything . 'y :
“clear. And the pnce is 21 / -

‘only =

_now__has

The’%’;
. “What do syou want " for Christmas?’—

i : THE GEM LIBRARY.

“you dre asked

Whatl do you cwant
’ for Chnstmas e
Say v

0 ERECTOR ke

It may be dad or mother, or an uncle or
aunt—it matters not who asks the'question
—make sure of an “Erector” set this
Christmas.  In ‘the meantime there’s a
very interesting little book that you can
“have free. 1t tells all about these wonder-.
ful sets of “Erector” parts with which
you can make mnumerable models—cranes, :
bridges, motor cars- and steam engines for.
instarice. ~And they work too! For there’s
a powerful electric motor w1th ;some of
the sets fo drlve the models. Sendgfor the
free book now, look through it, mark the
setyou fancyin pencil.” We suggest‘No. 4, it
makes 500 models and has 2 motor. Keepf
the ‘book handy, wait for the question

Say “ERECTOR” and hand the b_ook
over for inspection. The chances

are you'l 11 ‘get the very set you've
marked:* So- don’t forget, but
send for the free book now.

Mcmufactured bv the A C GILBERT Co., 109, Kingsway, London. WC 2
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