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THE TRIBULATIONS - “Eiue”
- OF TRIMBLE! ® MARTIN CLIFFORD.

CHAPTER 1.
Extraordinary !
Lai

as a hattah,

at on carth’'s the matter

S
ith Trimble?
Oh, niy hat!
vs of the Fourth For
cod reoted to the gro

rieg, Digby and D' Ar

i T
simply did not know what to make of 1t.

II ¢ staved as they ejaeculated,
They were comine alons the path from
ates, under the !:me, when they

1 Baguay Trimble of the Fourth,
As aorule, B Trimble, the gluiton

of the Fourth, w miles beneath the
notice of t chums of Study No. 6.
They seldom to him, excepting 0
docline to mako him a loan.

Now  they couldn't help  being
witerested  in Trimble, and little
wlarmed,

rimble was alone under the elm
Mo was standing under a teee, with
rapt look upon his podgy face, gazing
at something—apparently  smail photo
evaph- that he held in his poc

here was a beatiic grin upon
features, and oceasionally he raised Im
e sky, and smiled in what the

Could only comsider an
idiotic manner ;
Trimble had taken leave of

at litele sense he had, there scemed no
cxplanation  of  his  exiraordinary
sondue

> had heen envaptured by the sight
i-pic, or a jam-ta the juniors

rave understood it That wonld
ve been hkv Trimble. They had se
nt expression on his paod

; whan he was Rlo5cbE Brer a

But there w:
was in sight—
foating in the

no feod—-nothing eatable
t Trimble s 1 to be
cventh he

n

“Poor  old  Twimble ! murmured
Arvthur Aungustus I Are “This is due
to ovah-eatin®, vou koow. The howwid

akin’ the swub
and he s suffowin’ fw
somethin’.  Ilis bwain

fat boundah has been hwe
wules

again, i
has

“It hadn’t very far to go ! remarked
rrics,
“Oh, look at him I gasped Blake.

Trimblo was casting up his oyes sky-

ward again, The four juniors were
alarmed

\\]m.s en?" asked Tom
as he came along
with  Manners  and

"Ionk " breathed Blak
< Pwimble's gone pottay, degh bovs 177
The three¢ Shell fellows lnu]\uI They

staved,
“Off his onion I’

d Manners,

sauid Moniy Lowther,
r\'gmlnlmm-( he suffered
perhaps.

esterd
“Bai
fwom o
Lowthah

*Awful I

l)l(l
appointment

Lowthah,

Twimble sulfah
yesterday,
“He

said trjed

to shove himself into § to tea,

Study No.

when Levison's sister was here yester-
He scented ont the spread from

And TLevison boo him' along

Id minded

and give him
Seven  astoni Juniors marched
upon  Baggy imble, who scemed
neither to see nor to hedr them,
He sudderly became aware of
presence when they were almost
him, The fat Fourth-Former ¢
swdden start, and his band flew to L
pocket The phatograph, if it w
photograph, was out of sight befors
A & Co. could see it
ked at the
his fat face

ihein

a
Tom

Sehoo! Touse

matter

t
o mmh-d Tom Alerry.

Eh? Nothing.’

“f am vewy sowwy to sec that yon
have gone off your wockah, ]nsmh-c
said \r”llu Auguatus D' Arey, ve !

hat
you it a
mattah, Tt is wathah a sewious
n.mg for a chap to go }mlhv T
*Who's potty " demanded Trimble,
“ You are, deah be
“You silly ass-——
‘Bai Jove !
“If you're pob potiy, what mre yon

" demnande xf Blake
mooning ¥7 stamm

maoning about 7’
- wowas 1

Trix

11
10

What were
|

casting eves like o
monltir
3 What were you
I3 ummy at?
—I wow-wasn't grinning.”
“You wers grinning like a Cheshice

heese—T mean Was that a photo-

ph_ you had in your paw ¢"

photograph stammered
“No! Oh na !

wat was it, then +”

i I—l mean, yes,” " stuttered Trimble,

"Iuml:.

v only Wat! said Tom Merry,
"Hus getting mat]dm' ol m.uiliu‘
We'd better take him to the House.
master,

* Yaas, wathah !
“He's ]Ju|hug our leg, or else he's gone
poity,” said Monty Lowther Better
take him in fo Railton, anywny !
“I—X say—leggo!” g )mi Trimbi o,

as

the juniors collared h-m on all sid
“Leggo! I—DI'm not mad, yon. duffers
ggo!  T'm not going to  Railton !

t you wers playing the
hen,™ said Tuui Merry.
our own busines

“Fell us wha

giddy gont
“ Mind
ot

“Wh )
“Don tions,” said Trimble
loftily. I dop’t want any of your im-

pertinence, Morry 1°
“ Mum-mum-my lll‘pt‘r!‘ ience 2 stut-
tered Tom Merry, scar v ab

lieve his cars. This was new langna
from the fat funk of thn Fourth,

¥
it !

continued Trimble,
the check to 1

wall lick you, ome

]5u Jove I

The juniors released B Trimble in
sheer astonishment, Baggy in a war-
Like mood was the last word of amaze-
ment.  They seriously wondered whether
the fat Fourth Farmer was indeed in his
vight senses.

Buggy, gasping a little,
and, to the further amazement of the
juniors, pushed back his dingy cuffs, His
littla round eyes glinted from his podgy
face.

backed aw

* Now then, come on, if yon like ! |
said truculently ve hud too much
check from you fellows, 've never heen

treaied with proper resgpect in the For
I'm not going to stand it any longer, A
fellow must keep up his dignity. Come
ou, oue g a time, and I'm your man!
“Fan o ome!”  murmured
“"Primble on the war-path |
i an e, somebo
if you like
. *1 don't ca
t of you! ¥ah!”
he juniors ki.ﬂ‘L‘tl at him blankly,
Thie is some awfully deep joke,” sail
Blake at last. Trimble, you've got «
minute to explain what 1t all means

* He's pu ling cur leg ¢, said
Imn Mer rubbing lus 3 “But
I'm blessod if T see how. What do you
mean, Trimble?”
0. go and eat coke! Don't warry 17
; Trimble loftily. " Run away and
play 1
'()Ia hat!”
* Bump him ! said Hervies,
mustn’t be funny all of a sudden.
Enm
“Leggo " .roared Trimble.
grinping juniors seized him.
you! Tl pulve
The fat  Fourth-

high into the air, and he gave a howl cf
apprehension as he was swung down to
the ground again-in anticipation of a
tervific bump,

But he was lowered to the ecarth quite
softly, and sat there, and Tom Me
Co. walked on and left him sitting. It
was a full minute before it dawned npon
the obtuse brain of Baggy Trimble that
he was not hurt.

By that time Tom Merry & Co. had

gone in to tea—still in a state of wonder
as to what was the matter \-ulh Trimble
of the Fourth was  some

awlully decp joke, of whic l| they could
not sce the point, there really was no
accounting for it at all,
CHAPTER 2.
An Astounding Discovery !
EVISON of the Fourth was look-
1

¥ u
Clive and Cardew, camo into
Stady No. 9 to tea.  1lis knitted
s attracted their attention at once,
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wrong "

“ Apythin® yawned Cardew.

't matter. Some-
growled Levi-

ot ;,nmu, my lord.”
Fathead ! mow it wasn't you!”
suapped  Levis ““PBub  somebody’s
been to it, and taken something away.”
“Not money 7" exclaimed Clive.
on laughed.
“No; I've got no money there—none
worth spe saking of, anyhow. It's a photo-

=l

gmph

‘ l\h ister’s phol Lﬂ"rJ{vll explained
Levison, colouring a litt “You_re-
mmul 3 h“nl’l'tl the lock of my desk
fa . and it's never been mended.

s been fo it and taken Doris’
graph away.

“That's jolly odd,” said Cardew, with
a whistle. " What on_earth can »mvhcd\'
want \\nl\ M:-a Doris’ p!mln;.:mp’i

Bles f I know! But : ‘s

“ Better !m\ a pood look,”
“I've had a ,.:nm| tuuL
clenched his hands. (W

or Crooke—thongh I'm blessed if T know
what they should play such a tric
You fellows haven't seen anybady nosing
abo

Card

v and Clive shook their heads.
The news astonished them. 1f food had
purloined from the study,
ive suspected Baggy Trimble at
But nlav nybady “shoudd purloin
lnhn'w'mpn of Levison's sister was g

J! wis only of late that the St Jim's
§ had made the acquaintance of
sister, Miss Dor The your

s staying with a relation at Le
.|:lm|4c from St. Jim's, and
s had come » her brather on her
there, and sinee then had paid a
d visit to the school. Miss Doris
s o charming young lady, and Levison

wiLy

avd Lis minor, Trank of the Third, had
been very proud of their distinguished
Arthur  Augustus D'Arcy had pro-

nonnced hu 4\1 mir as nice as his C usin

B
the tea- ;mw

\ 1t was suspeeted that it was the
pr and not the charming visitor,
which attracted Baggy there

Miss Doris was much admired b

Merry & ©
of the Co. could be suspe
appropriated her photog
£_was i mystery
“1 can't have Doris’ picture bandied
about  the school,” growled Levison.
STl joily well hammer the rotter “Im

ted of havi
aph.

t'ﬂn'n it, when 1 find him! But who the
d r Im»o been ¥
it up!” said C nl( ew. Y1 =a

8 b tiw (h\uuh

making sheep's
Perhaps-

Leyvison qu tted the study with that,

1
dex shrugged his shoulders,

and
ded to help Chve prepare tea.
vison went down the passage with

e
knitted brows.
e simply could not guess who had
cen the photography or what ‘the pur-

ta

loiner’s motive might have heen. But
he did not intend to leave the matter
where it was

Ten minutes
on_the
wrniting

later there was a notice
board in Ernest Levison's hand-

“Wiloever a photograph

from a desk in Study No. 9 is requested
to return i at once.  Otherwise a_com-
plaint will be laid before the ITouse-

they |
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] .
| The Lovelorn Baggy!
% ¥ (See Chapter 1.) 1

That notice on the board altracted a
good deal of attenti When the Terrible
Three camo down after tea in their study,
they glanced at it, and then glanced at
one another.

“Ifallo! A phologmph missing 1"
eaid  Mon Lowthe What
it Trimble had i his p\\\ when  we
saw him in the quad, you fellows

“A photograph, right o
Manners, Ilp shoved it into his poc lgt

before we conld see whose 1t was.

Tom Merry frowned.

“Looks like Daggy he aaid.

ean guess whose photograph it
course. If that fat bounder’s t:
he's got to give it up. Better
him.”
The Terrible Three looked for T
He was not the Common-room, so
they ascended to Study No. 2 in the
Luurtlh which Trimble shared with Percy
Mellish.  They found Trimble there
alone,

1t was past tea-time, but there was no
sign of tea in the study. Trimble was
seated at tl window, gazing out into
the darkeni: qu;ulr’inl'l(‘ He scemed
to be buried in thonght, and did not look
as the Terrible Three came in.
Ve up, fathead I roared Lowther.
'l'nmblo jumped.

_“Oh! Ow! W harrer you want. you
What are you yelling at me

he exclaimed irritably.

Have you taken a })llhl‘ﬂ”l‘.l[\h from

st " demanded Tom Merry.

'1rnu critnsoned.

“Is that what you were blinking at in
the quad? Taok here, you fat duffer,
Levison’s put up a notice about it, and
vou'd better take it back before there’s

‘rimble,

eat coke!

Tnmhl. pointed a fat forefinger to the
door.
L
“]\\. you

study !
you——

“1 decline to be lwlumml by you,”

One Penny.

“Clear off! Otherwise, 1

said Trin.l»lr
may ose my temper !
“Wha-a-at?’

“Get out "

“0Oh, my hai!” gasped Tom Mer

Ile stared at Tmuulu bewilderme
Was this the funk of the Fourth, who
was accustomed to tremble at a frown
who had taken cuffs from fags in the
Thirc Trimble was squaring  up
him, and Tom could ecarcely belicve the
evidence of his eyes.

“Must  ba  potty all,”  said
Manners, in wor

“ Potty you

alter

(‘]‘.r\,

Trimble
fiantly 4
]

i€
“Pon't you understand that you'll

ot
into lmulﬂw AT you don't give it up, you
l\n ardered you out of

my
id Trimble independently. *
au'll bo put |

said Tom Merry dazedly.
s, rather! Where will you have
it?” demanded Trimble, prancing up to
the astounded captain of the Shell like
a baby elephant, and sawing the air with
his podgy fists,

Tum Merr

0,

astounded that he
He woke up, o3
ble's podgy knuckles

][.- sm;.,g, red back, move surprised
than hurt.

“There’ more  where that came
from ! snoried 'l‘wnh‘o “I'm not
afraid of you Cah |

©0Oh, crumbs ! gasped Manners.  He

—he must be potty | Don’t kill him!”

Tom Merry jumped  forward and
grasped Tr nlJL Trimble was so hope-
outela; in every w by the

lessly 4

aptai hell, that a fight would
wdity. But he could
Liprapy.—No. 503.
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not be allowed to punch noses at his own
sweet will,

Trimble’s fat fists sawed the air in
vain as the sturdy Shell fellow swept him
off his feat, and bumped him down on
the carpet

“Th(‘rr you fat ass!” exclaimed Tom,

aroooh !

s Ha.Iln ! What's this?”
Lowther.

He stooped and picked up a card that
slipped from Trimble's pocket, as he
rolled over on the rug. It-was a photo-
graph which the juniors knew.  The
sweet face of Doris Levison looked at
them from the card.

“That’s it ¥ said Manners.

Trimblo leaped to his feet,
crimson, his round eyes ablaze.

“Give it me!” he roared.

“It’s Levison's ! said ]m\lhnr_
going to give it to Levison.”

Trimble made a rush to the door, and
put his to it, a preceeding that
made the 'J errible Three rub their eyes.

“You're not going out of this study
till you hand it over!” roared Trimble.

Oh,  merry  Jerusalem!”  gasped
Monty Lowther. “ Do you think you can
keep me here, 1 imitation bladder of
lard 77

He marched straicht at the door, and

exclaimed

his face

“T'm

Baggy Trimble’s fat fists came up.
Amazing as it was. Trimble was 1n
deadly earnest. Lowther did not hit

him. As he remarked afierwards, he was
afraid Baggy might burst if he were hit,
He grasped him by the collar, epun him
round, and strewed him along the floor.

Then the Terrible Three quitted the
study, leaving Trimble gusping like a
pair of very old bellows.

They walked along to No. 9, and found
Levison & Co, there. Lowtber held up
the photograph.

“That the one you lost 7 he asked

“That’s it! Where did you find xt b
asked Levison, taking the photograph.

‘T've had a terrific combat vmﬂtmw it
from a dangerous character!’ suid
Monty  Lowthe “I barely
vmarmfl with my l\fﬂ--—wd the photo!
Ta-ta [*

And Lowther walked out, leaving
Study No. 9 u:rmdvmh‘y puz?lr'd As
the 'Terrible ree came along to the
stairs Baggy ble rushed forth like a
Lion from hu

cour rotters?” he roared.
1e owner !” said Toem
. \mr do yon want
the frog’s &, clear off I
Baggy Trimble did Aok dlest o, s
came on, rushing at Lowther and lashing
out, with podgy fiets. The Shell follows
collared him at once, and deposited him
in his study on his head, leaving him
to roll over and sort himself out. Then
they went_downstairs
Monty Lowther was grinning. Tom
\L ey and Mauners were bewildered.
“What on earth does it all mean?"”
exclaimed Tem.  “Is Trimble really
potty? What did ke want with Levison's
gister’s photo
“And where on earth has he got all
that ferocity from?” gasped Manners,
“The b]ggnet funk in the echool tackling

us!

“Ha he. ha !” roared Lowther.

uT don't anything to cacklo at,’”
said Tom. “If the eilly fd.' bounder is
really loose i in the tiling-

‘Ha, ha,

Mumy Lo“umr clung to the banisters
and gurgled.

“Don’t you seo?” he gasped.

“ Blessed if I do!”

“Trimble’s ! Ha, ha, ha !”

“Yh7 Trimble’s what?”

“He's—he’s—he’s—ha, ha—he’s

Tom Merry and Manners seized t.hmr
hilarious chum, backed him up against
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the banisters, and rapped the back of his
head thereon.

“Yow !” roared Lowther.

“Now explain, if you know what it
means ! said Tom. ' Sharp, before you
get ther rap !”
*Trimble’s—ha, ba, ha—he's—he's—

it

ha,

Rap

“Yarouh Tegga!” roared Lowther.
“Ain’t I cxplaining as fast as I can?
Tril mhic s mashed I

h-aat?

"\h.shad'” shrieked Lowther. *Ha,
ha, ha! 'That fat bounder! Maghed!
That fat slug! Spooncy! Ila, ha, ha!”

Lowther’s chums released ham in blank
astonishment, fairly at him,
Lowther enllapaed against the banisters,
gurgling, He was overcome by the dis-
cosery.

‘Mashed |7 eaid Tom Merry, at last.

““The fat idiot I

“ Mashed I’ stuttered Manners. *The

I? dmnm_v 18

Mashed I chortled Monty TLowther
y. ‘“Mashed! Spoons! Ha,

And Tom and Manners joined in Low-
sher’s how! of merriment. ~That explana
tion, amazing as it wae, was evidenfly the
correct one; it was the only one that
conld account for the mystery of
Trimble’s amazing .:ctmm, and it made
the Terrible Three yell

CHAPTER 3.
Trimble Astonishes the Natives,

L NYTHING for tea?”
v Mellish grunted out
b on as he came into
o, 2. Mellish had had
tea in hall, bat be was ready for a second
ten in the etudy if there was anything
going.

Baggy Trimble did not answer. e
did not even look up. He was seated at
the table with a pen in his fat fist, a
sheaf of impot paper before him, and a
spot of ink on his fat nose. His podgy
brow was wrinkled in deep thought,

“Had tea*” demanded Mellish,

l\'u answer.

Size !’ murmured Trimble m himself,
without heeding Mellish. *Siz

\fl‘“lrh blinked at him.

o ho repreated, in amazement,

liies I” said Trimble,

“You eilly duffer, what's the name of
i.hlt ,mrr * demanded Mellish.

ies " eaid Trimble.

()11 ceumbs 1”7

“ Flies—guye—lies—pies—no, they’re no
good 17 said Trimble, who was evide ntly
g “Blies, |
thin

Mellish tool kim by one fat shoulder
and shook him, fave a roar as a
shower ¢ d from his pen.

“Leggo! Wharrer you up to? Clear
out. 1"

“Have you had tea?”

“Eh? 1don't know! Don’t bother !

“You don’t know !*" roared Mellish.

“No, and don't care ! Get away !

“You den’t care whether yon've had
tea. or not-—you ! said Mellish dazedly.

“Eh? I haven't, now I come to think
of it! \pvar mind ! Leave me alone,
you eimmp! I'm buey!”

Mellish nnkenl at him quite in alarm.
If Baggy Trimble, the glutten of the
Fourth, did not care whether he had had
l(‘ﬁ or mot, it was time for the skies to
fall.

“ Are you doing lines?” asked Mellish
at l.xst.
‘Br-r-r-r 1"

“Look her{' you fat duffer—-*

“Bkies I

# What [ yelled Mellich,

“ Eyes—skics !

“Are you potiy?®

i aloud to himeself.

“Oh, shut up!”

The astounded Mellish looked over
Daggy’s shoulder at the scrawled shect
before him on the table. What he saw
there made him stare. For this was wlmt
the Falstaff of the Fourth was ecraw!

“The br
Ts br

htness of her beauteous eyes,
ter far than brightest skiee.”

“What's

“Great pip!” yelled Mellish.
that? Ts it a competition 7"

Baggy's fat hand was thrown over the
verses at once to conceal them. He
turned a fat and furious face upon his
study-mate,

“Will you clear off I he bellowed.

“But who is it—what is it!” shricked
Meliish. * Whese beauteous eyes are you
making blots over¥ Fa, ha, ha!”

Mellish made a snatch st the ‘p.'lpcr and
jerked it away. Baggy Trimble jumped
up in great wrath,

‘ Gimme my pncm, you beast !

“Poem! Ha, ba, ha

"biu. it to me 1" yeilcd Trimble.

“Na fear! I'm going to show this to
the fellows !” i,af«pul Mellish.  ““This ‘is
too good to keep!”

Trimble jumped at him, bat the more
active Mellish dodged out of the study.
The fat junior pursued him furicu
In the passage Mellish waved the ehect
of paper in tm air and roared:
up! Reoll up! Oyez,

it to me ! ghrieked Trimble.

“Bai Jove!  What's that feahful
pow ! oxclaimed  Arthur - Augusins
¥ Arey, his (-yc-glaas gleaming out of the
doorway of No.

Fellows lookcd “out of their studies on

:ﬂi sides,

“Poetry ! roared Mellish. “ Baguey's
taken to poubry! Trimbie’s mashed !
Ha, ha, ha! He's writing poetry about
Mary rhe housemaid I

‘*Tai the housemaid !"*
Trimble,

“My hat!”

“Read it out!” chortled Kerruish,

Before Mellish could read it out Baggy
Trimble grasped him and dragged the
paper away. Mellish resisted, but to his
surprise a fat fist smote him on the nose,
and he rolled on the floor. Baggy, with
a crimson face, shoved the crumpled
paper into his pocket,

" Yow-ow ! 'a.spi'd 'Vh:’hsh, sitting up
(hzeﬁitv 011 ™y nose !

oyez,
oyez !
“a

yelled

Jove! Twimble is settin’ up as

a fightin’ man ! Go it, Twimble ! Give
hlm _up, deah boy !

I'll smash_the fat oyster!” howled

'\‘k\lln‘a cerambling to his feet in a fu ¥,
"To his surpriee Trimble pranced up t
him with his fat hands pyp. Mellish wae
not a fighting man by any means, buf he
upper hand of his pmlg\ study-

that line.
was a new Baggy that pranced
up to him now.

The funk of the Fourth was on the
war-path, and evidently feared no foe.
He drove hie fat fists at Mellish’s startled
face, and did not heed the raps of Perey’s
bony knuckles on his own countenance.

“Come on!” roared Trimble valiantly.
“Come and be licked, you rotter!”
Yah!”

“Gweat Scolt!”

“ Bravo, Trimble I

“Ga 1t, fatty 1

“ Pile in, po

The Fourth-Formers gathered round
in great delight. Trimble on the war-
path was, as Jack Blake remarked,
sight for gaods and men and little fishes.

Trimble knew as much about boxing
as a Prussian knows about truth; but
what he lacked in science he made up
in energy.

And the weight behind his attack, at
least, was cmmderablc Mellish was

ise 1"
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driven along the passage, very quickly
ahnumg the white feather.
‘Go

gey !
“Give him & feabful thwashin', deah

boy

X lla ha, ha!"

Baggy was going it hot and strong.
Mellish was driven as far as the stairs,
knocked right and left, and finally bolted
ingloriously downstaivs, leaving the fat
Fourth-Former master of the field.

Baggy Trimble panted for breath. Ile
was unusually miuom, but he was as
shori-winded as ever.

“ Girooh-hosh-hooh !

““YIa, ha, ha!”

“Well done, Baggy!” roared Julian
of the Fourth. * Ha, ha, ha!”

“Groooh!”

“PBut what was it all about?” asked

Blake, wiping away his tears.

Trimble did not answer that quesiion.
He went back to his study, and slammed
the door.

Kerruish opened it a few minutes later
and locked in, curious to ascertain what
was the matter with Baggy Baggy
was scated at the table, chewing the
handla of his pen and muttering.  And
all Kerruish heard was:
ose—shiow; av*goesf—lmvsfsuppﬂsr‘ 1

’.l!m Manx junior withdrew and t‘lesn‘(l
the door, and confided to the other fel-
lows that Baggy Trimble, always near
it, had fairly gone off s rocker at last!

CHAP’I‘ER 4,
A Surprise for Grundy !

HEN Trimble of the Fourth
came into the junior Commen-
room later that evening he

was the cynosure of all eyes.
It was but seldom that Trimble en-
joved the limelight. When he came into

notice it was, as a rule, for breaking the |

food re; or raiding catables from
anoth study. But now he had
the Limelight, and plenty of it, There
was o rumour that he was potl Potty

or mnof, there was cerlainly ething
very unusual the matter with hu-n
Trimble frowned at the grinning
glances that met him on all sides when
he came in. He crossed over o where
Tevison was chatting  with Clive and
Cardew. The three juniors did net give
him weleoming loaks. It nppenre
be Baggy's intention to be irt«:‘mll
Study No. 9 was not in an
of [;mndlmt“'s from the giutmn of the
Tourth,
There was a paper pinned on the wall
of the
juniors were regarding with curios
and merriment.  Trimble’s attention w
drawn to it, and he jumped as he read,
scrawled on the paper:

“The Lrightness of her blinking eyes,
Ts brighter far than D’Arcy’s ties.
These lines were writ by Bagey Trimble,
Whose brains would go inside 2 thimble.”

Trimble rose in wrath, and grabbed the
paper from the wall, amid chortles from
the School House juniors.

“Wheo did that?” he roared.

1t appeahs to be a joke, deah boy!”
remarked Arthur Augustus D'Arey, “T
weally do not undshstand the welewence
to my neckbies. 1 wegard that as bein’
in wathah bad taste.”

“Have you been wriling poetry,
Trimble®” inquired Monty Lowther,
“Rats!”

“Didn’t T cateh him at it?
'M(-Hwh “ Baggy's mashed——
“Ha, ha, h
The Terrible Three chuckled. They
had already penctrated Baggy's secret,
but they had not given him away. But
Mellish was not so considerate. Mellish

thought it was too good a joke to keop.
#He was writing yards of poetry

chortled

t want |

mmon-room, which many o! lhu 1

in the |
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study,” coutinued Alpl]hh
he was potty at first.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“By gum, that's what he was mutter-
ther exclaimed Kerruish.
o 18 it, Daggy

“Give her a name
of the Shell

“Is it Cou
“Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur Augustus D’Arey turned his
eyeglass upon Racke of the Shell.

W 'u-l.n I wefuse to allow my cousin’s
name to lm made a joke m the Com-
mon-room! 1 dly dwy up!

‘I kn ow who it is, \hc-nfdn. " chortled
Mellish.  * You fellows all know that a
agged from a certain

* chortled Crooke

Ethel roared Racke.

certain phote wa
fel low's -tu:ﬂ —
* Levison’, er!” howled Crooke.

Baggy's fui face turned the colour of
a beetroot.

He made a rush at MeHNish, who dodged
rourd behind Grundy of the Shell. 1t
burly youth was roaring with laughter.
Baggy Trimble mashed was the joke of

the season, and most of the fellows were
nghm;;

“Is it Miss Deris, ¢ 27 shrieked
Racke.

A hand dropped on Racke's collar, and
he was swung vound, to look into Ernest
evison's frowning hu'

Enough of that!” said TLevicon
curtly.
“Let go, hang you!

“Yaas, wathah,” sanl D Arey. “Dwy
up, Wacke! You have no w 1ght. to make
fwee w Indy’s vyou feahful
boundah
Recke jerked his collar away savagely.
Levison, with a frowning brow, walked
out of the room. Tt was, perhaps, flatter-
ing that Miss Doris’s sweet face had made
50 much impression upon a greedy young
rascal like Baggy mble. But Levison
-[th keenly the absurdity of the affair.
murmured Cardew. *“This

aame,

“ By gad!”
vt us about it
your merry poems.”
“Shut up!” muttered Clive,
“Oh, what rot! This is u;tmlanm\
“Ha, ha, ha!” roarcd Grundy. l,Pk 3
hear the poem, Baggy. Her eyes are
sweet as strawberry ples, her month 1s
of enormous size! Ha, ha, ha!”
There w a howl of laughter ar
Grundy's version of Trimble's pnr‘(iv
efforts, Trimble glared at the burly

Shell fellow.
dently

imble mashed was ovi-
very different from Trimble un-

mashed. e had been accustomed 1o
tremble at  George Alfred Grundy's
frown.  Now Le marched up to George

Allred Grundy, and shook a fat fist
his astonished face.

“Ylold your tongue!” he ordered.

“Wha-at?” stuttered Grundy.

‘“Shut up! Another word of that, and
T'll knock some of the cheek out of
you!” said Trimble belligerently. *‘1'm
not standing any of your impudence.”

“AM-memumomy  impudence!” howled
Grundy.

“Ye

in

v fat frog!” roared
gnant  wrath. “I
squash you! Il burst you!”

Wilkins and Gunn, Grundy’s chums,
caught him as he was rushing at the
Fourth-Form and held him back.
“Don't!” spid Wilkins, “ You don’t
vant to see him die of apoplexy, do

Il smash

., amd rushed at

“ Leggo!” roared Grundy.

him
He jerked himse
Trimble.

Af away

Common-room as ‘Trimble, irstead
bolting for the door, squared up to the |
| burly Shell fellow.
| Grundy of the
shoulders taller than

and
though

Shell was head
Trimble,

There was a buzz of amezement in the |
of |

One Pennvy. b

“: thougl:tlﬂnggy more than made up for it sides

yS.

Trimble could not punch Grondy’s
nose, which was out of his reach, but he
landed a heavy drive on George Alfred’s
;Im ard  the Shell fellow staggered

i)

SWell hit!” gasped Tom Me

“Why, I'll-I'l} "stuttered €
Tie hurled himself upon Daggy
like an avalanche,

The nex
Trimble like a
quakes,

He hardly knew what was happening
1ill he found himself gazing up ai the

und,
T'rimble

seemed  io
ed carth-

moments
ies of compr

ceiling of the Common-room, without
an ounce of & h left in his fat body.
“Gerroogh ! Groogh! Hooh !

(.rundv L,Lm'ui down at him.

Do you want any more, you fat owl?”
he demanded.

“Groogh-hooh [

“Weally, Gwundy——" began Arthur
Augustus,

“Lend me a hand, somebody
Trimble. “I'm out of breath
I'll lick him! Ow-ow! Lemme a
Groogh !

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Tom Merry and Towther gripped the
fat Fourth-Former, and dragged him to
his feet,

Grundy glared at him.

‘Well, do you want some more?"” he
snor !c(l
Gr

gasped
ooh !
dl

I'm going to lick you, you
. 1 gasped Trimble.
“ Bwavo, Twimble ™
“My hat!”  murmured
“Who'd have thought it?
warrior !”

Lowther,
the

Trimble,

“Trimble, the fire-cater !
Manners.  “Go it, Trimble!
him I

Trimble attacked valorously.

The burly Grundy grasped him, and
bumped him on the floor again.

This time Trimble remaiped there,
gasping like a newlylanded fish. The
spirit was willing, but the flesh was
weak.,

Trimble's weight and short wind
were too much for him. He could only
gasp and splutter,

Grandy grinned down at him, and
walked off. i

Arthur  Augustus ID'Arey  picked
Trimble up, at last, and assisted him
awa

The Common-room . was Teft in a rear.

CH.‘\P’TEH 5.
Up to Gussy!

AGGY TRIMBLE was an object
B of considerable interest among
the School House fellows the next

day.

That the fat Fourth-Former, who was
supposed never to think of anything that
was not eatable, should be mashed
seemed to the Jt a sereaming joke.

Arthur Augustus 1’Arcy opined that
it showed that mble was not such a
“wank outsidah " es had generally been
:mpposr-d.

Arthur Augusins himself had been
mashed more than once, and on each,
accasion  had  Turnished  considerable
merriment his study-mates. Gussy,
therefore, all ahout it

i 's bright eyes had on-
eptible swell of 8t, Jim’s,
it would not ve been surprising.

But Baggy Trimble

That was a surprise.
inflaence of the tender
was showing surprising
character.

The fat fellow, who had taken cuffs
from fags in the Third, had become as
bellierent as a wild Hun. He wae ready

Tue Ged Liprary.—No, 503.

to
}.hou

And under the
passion, Baggy
traits in his
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o punch any fellow's nose at a word, or
less, and he did not stop to consider the
size of the fellow, s

There were Fifth-Formers who did
not care to quarrcl with Grundy of the
Shell; but Baggy had tackled him with-
out hesitation.

True, he had been bumped and rolled
ingloriously for his pains; but there it
was |

And that was not all!

Trim! the most elovenly fellow in
the House, who had been reprimanded
by his Form-master for wearing soiled
collars, who had ectually been sent out
of the Form-room somctimes to wash
his hands—the careless, slovenly Trimble,
had suddenly developed a tasie for neat.
ness, tidiness, and cleanliness!

hat day his collar was spotless, his
trousers were well-l his hair was
quite tidy, and Mellish rel. in almost
awed tones, that he had nd Baggy in
the study, busy with a nail-file.

Evidently, Baggy meant to make a
good impression upon Miss Doris next
time she visited St. Jim’s.

With that object in view, Baggy de-
voted himeclf to the attempt to begome
Iriendly with Levison, the brother of
the charmer.

That atfempt was o rank failure.

imply exasperated by
ind he met Bagey'e
kicking him out of

his study.

This was a rebuff; it was hard to
overcome. But Bagey did not despair.
He joined Levison, Clive, and Cardew in
the. quad after lessons, with his most
eable smile.
sevison met him with a glare.

“You chaps coming out?"
Baggy agrecahly,

In reply to that cuestion, Levison of
the Fourth, grasped Baggy by the collar,
spun him round, and applied a boot to
his fat person,

Baggy roared and wriggled.

“Yow! Leggo! Ah! Yah!”

Levison finished by sitting him down,
wilh u nasty jar, on the cold, unsympa’
thetic ground.

Baggy sat there and gasped.

“Yow! Yourotter! Fve a jolly good
mind to ltck you!” he spluttered, * So
I would if you weren’t Doris’s brother !
¥ah !”

“You're let off, Levison,” grinned
Carde

Levison glared at the fat junior.

* Look here, Trimble, you've got to
stop this rot I he said savagely, T sup-
pose vou don’t know what thundering
rdiot you are; but you've got fo chuck ith
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“Groogh !

Do you understand, you fat idiot ?"

“Groogh I gasped Trimble, " You're
safe from me, Levison. I'm letting you
off. Groogh! decline to take any
notice of your cheek | Qw1

“By gad! Tl kick the fat idiot all
round the guad !" exclaimed the exaspe-
rated Levison,

Cardew and Clive seized his arms, and
waiked him away, fuming,

“ Let him alone,” said Clive, laughing,
s 8 merry compliment, by gad
grinned Cardew. “I'm sure Miss Doris
would be proud if she knew !”

“Oh, dry up ! growled Levison,

Baggy Trimble did not pursuc  his
friendly overtures towards Levison of
the Fourth after th He appeared to
realise that it was useless,

He made his advances noxt to Levison
minor of the Third,

He dropped into the Third Form-room
for a friendly chat with that cheerful
youth. But Frank of the Third had
heard all about it from his major; and
THe Geym Linraky.—No. 503,

asked

Baggy's reception was not encouraging.
Whu?ny }Ba.gg_g came into the Form-
room, after prep, he had no time for
friendly overtures.

Frank Levison called to hiz chums,
Wally D’Arcy, Reggie Manners, and Joe
Frayne, and the four fags collared the
unfortunate Baggy, and frog-marched
him up and down the Form-room, and
finally ejected him into the corridor—
all witheut giving him a chance to utter
& word.

After that, Bagzy Trimble ceased his
efforis to jngratiats himself with the
Levisens. Yt was évidently N.G.

As the poet observed of old, the course
of true love never did run smooth,

Levison was irritated, the other fellows
were entertained, and the only fellow
in the School House who seemed dis-
posed to be lenient to the egregious
Baggy, was Arthur Auvgustus D’Arcy,
the ornament of the Fourth Form.

Arthur Angustus, perhaps, was dis-
posed to sympathy, because he had
“been there himeelf,” so to speak.

D'Arcy pointed out in Study No. 6,
that Trimble had wonderfully improved
since this extraordinary idea had come
into his head.

“The change is vewy much for the
bettah, deah boys,” said Arthur Augus-
t with the air of an oracle. “The
ight eyes of Miss Dowis have had a
weally marvellous effect on  Twimble,
The influence of a weally nice wal, deah
boys, is a good thing for any fellah !

“Yaw-aw!” yawned Blake. He was
not interested in the subject.

“Twimble is a wotten funk, as a
wule,” continued Arthur Augustus, “but
you have wemarked how he has de-
veloped couwage—just like one of those
knights of olden time, you know, whe
used to go wound bashin’ people for the
snke of their fair lady.”

“Yaw-aw [

“He has taken to dwessin’ mare
decently, too,” said Arthur Augustus.
“He used ta the most slavenly
boundah in the Fourth. Hewwies was
well dwessed in compawison.”

“What 7" ejaculated Herrjes,

“And you must have noticed that he
has taken to washin' his neck, an’
keepin® his fingah-mils clean,” pursued
Arthur Augustus. “Upon the whole, I
do not think Twimble ought to be
wotted on the subject. I weally think
it is up to me to speak a fwiendly word
or twa.”

“Good!” said Blake.
‘em, and let me get on with my prep.”
“I wegard you as a Hun, Blake !™

Fecling that it was up to him, as he
remarked, D'Arcy bestowed a kind of
nad of recognition on the fat Bagey, the
next time they met.

He was amazed by the change in the
glutton of the Fourth, but he heartily
approved of if.

“Bai Jove! That is wathah a nobbay
necktie  you are wearin’, Twimble,”
Arthur Augustus remarked.

“ Like it?” said Baggy afably.

Praise of this kind from Arthur Aug-
ustus was praise indeed. What the swell
of St. Jim's did not know about neck-
ties waen't worth knowing.

“¥aas, wathah! Pway excuse my
wemarkin’ it, but it is weally wippin®
said Arthur Augustus graciously,

“What do wou thin this waist-
eoat?” asked Trimble. The fat junior
was wearing a faney waisteoat of some-
what striking design,

“ First-wate, deah boy. Vewy like one
of my own,” said Arthur Augustus,

“I-1 eay, D’Arcy,” said rimble,
changing the subject rather hastily," you
—you remember Miss—Miss Levison 7"

VVaas, wathah!” said D’Arcy, with
a benign amile,

“Go and epeak

He was quite prepared to listen to
Trimble, if the latter wanted ta confide
to him the deep and thrilling eecrct
of his podgy breast.

“‘Bhe—she’s staying in Lexham, isn't
she, D'Arcy?”

“T believe so, deah boy.”

“With an aunt, I've heard !"

" Yaas, Levison’s Aunt Cathahwine.”

“Do you know her address?”

“I am not awaah of her addwess,
Twimble. Pewwaps Levison could tell
you, if you wequiah information. "

“Ahem! Tdon’t think he would,” said
Trimble. _"llfl say, IXArcy, isn’t she a
ripping girl?”

e wathah!”

v you—have you ever noticed,”
continued Baggy, becoming more confi-
dential, *“have you ever noticed, I’ Arcy,
that a really ripping girl, like—like Doris
makes you-—makes yon feel that you wish
you hadn’t done some things you've done,
and—and wish you weren't quite—quite
like what you may be, you knaw "

This was not very lucid, but Arthur
AugustuPunderstood, and he nodded.,

“Certainly, deah boy.”

T thought you'd understand me,” said
Trimble. *You've got more sense than
those silly asses, 1’ Arey 1”

“Pewwaps I have a little more fact
i judgment than macet of the chaps,

nble,” admitted D'Arcy. “T think

likely I have.”
¢ heen talking of going to sea
id Trimble,
Who have?”

“ Levison and his lot, you know.™

“I twust, Twimble, that you have not
been listenin’ to pwivate conversation,”
said Arthur Augustus severely.

Trimble blushed, Trimble had never
been known to blush for his sins before,

i

though he had had plenty to blush for.
“I—I heard them by accident——" he
stammered, .
Twimble 1"
“I—I mean, I didn’t hear them by
accident,” gasped Trimble, apparently
driven by some inward force to tell the

truth, in spite of old habits. “T—I
listened.”™

*“That was vewy w'ong, Twimble.”

“I'm not going to do it any more,”
said Trimble. *“I'm not going to do any-
thing that—that Doris Wculgn’t like, if
she knew.”

“Bwavo!”

“She’s a stunning girl, you know !

“Yaas; wathah1”

“Queer that a bounder like Levieon
should have such a sister as Doris,” said
Trimble.  “The beast won't be friendly
with me! DI've tried. He—he won't ask
me to go over to Lexham with him when
he goes. I—T want to go, you know. I
suppose a fellow can’t shove limself in
without being invited, can he?”

Arthur Augustus polished his eyeglass
thoughtfully.  Trimble had never shown
any scruples of such points before. Cer-
tainly he was improving.

“Pewwaps 1 could put in a word feor
you, Twimble,” he said, after a pause,
“T am wathah fwiendly with Levison
now, and he has asked me to go.”

“You're a jolly good  aort!”
Trimble gratefully.

“Leave it to me, deah boy.”

Arthur Augustus, full of good inten-
tions, dropped into Levison's study soon
afterwards. He found the Terrible Three
there, chatting with Levison & Co.

Gussy plunged into the subject at once.

“Levison, deah bay, you have done me
the honab to ask me io wide ovah to
Lexham with you next half-holiday,” he

said

said. “Do you mind if I bwing a
fwiendt”

“The whole study, if you like!” said
Levison,

“Ahem! T am weferrin' to Twimble,”
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Levison knitted his brows, and the
other fellows grinned.

“ Anybody but Trimble,”

“Weally, deah boy—"

¢ (Oh, rats!”

Arthur  Augustus retired defeated.
Tvidently there was no room for Baggy
Trimble in the little party for Saturday
afternoon. He visited Trimble in No. 2
with Levison's reply to communicate.
Trimble knitted his fat brows.

“T'm going somehow " he grunted.

“I twust you will be able to work it,
deah boy,” said Arthur Augustus.

The swell of the Fourth went back to
his own study. He had certain important
matters to consider with reference fo his
own attire upon the important occasion
of the visit to Lexham.

“Bai Jove! Have one of vou fellows
bowwowed one of my neckties?” asked
Arthur Augustus, as he turned over the
box in which those precious articles were

said Levison.

kept.

“Wouldn't be found dead in one!”
yawned Blake.

“Bai Jove! Somebody has been
bowwowin' one of my new waistcoats. If
you !(':hap! have been playin’ wotten jokes

“What was it like?” asked Dig.

“ Black satin, with small cwimson spots,
and vewy like the one Twimble has been
wearin’ since lessons to-day.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 weally do not see anythin’ to cackle
at, deah boys! I was thinkin’ of wearin'
that waistcoat on Saturday——"

“Ha, ha! So was Trimble, T faney!”
chuckled Dlake.

Arthur Augustus started.

“Bai Jove! If that fat boundah has
been bowwowin' my clobbah—""

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur Augustas made a stride to the
door, while his study-mates chuckled.
But he tarned back. Baggy Trimble had
entered upon the path of reform, but it
was evident that his reform was not yet
complete.

M

nounced.

“Take it away and bury it!” suggested
Manners.

“Whose is it?” queried Levison.

“(Oh, rats! It's a jape—a real howler!”
gaid Lowther impressively. ‘‘ Gussy's put
it into my head. Levison, it seems that
Trimble wants to join the party for Lex-
ham.”

“8o it seems, the cheeky ass!” growled

CHAPTER 8.
A Divided Duty !

ONTY, LOWTHER indulged in a
chuckle when Arthur Augustus
left Study No. 8.

“I've got an idea!” he an-

Levison.
“Well, ask him.” .

“Eh? I'll see him hanged first !”

“ That's the wheeze,” explained Low-
ther. “You invite Baggy to join the
merry eycling brigade on Saturday after-
noon. He'll jump at it. Then I’ﬁ invite
him to join a tremendous spread, same
date—-"

“What?"

“Don’t you see?” said Lowther, his
eyes glistening. “ Baggy will be torn be-
tween love and duty—I mean, between
spoons and a feed. l-iis heart will want to
fly over to Lexham, and the rest of him
will want to stay here for the feed. Tt
will be amusing to watch him and see
which wins—his heart or hizs bread-
basket.” -

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“(Good wheeze!” said Cardew.

“7 jolly well know what he’ll do,” said
Manners. “He'll stay here for the
spread.”

. “Yes, rather,” said Tom Merry laugh-
ing.
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“You bet he would!” said Tevison.
“T'm not going to ask him, all the same.
T don’t want him!”

“(h, rats!” said Lowther warmly.
“ Anyway, Trimble couldn't do the bike
ride to Lexham; he would crack up at a
quarter of the distance. So you could
ask him safe enough.” g

“Oh, rats! I'm not going to ask him!”

“ Qentlemen,” said Monty Lowther,
looking round, I appeal to you—isn't it

f.evison to help in the joke of the

s Hoﬂ-\’, }lea? » (.‘{ll'd!.‘\'.',
be an ass, Levison! Even if he decided
to go, he'll be left gasping on the road,
and will have to crawl home.

“You can ask him if you like,” said
Tevison.

“Done!” said Cardew at once.

The dandy of the Fourth left the study
at once. Levison was looking rather
restive, but the other fellows grinned.

Manty Lowther's scheme tickled them
very much, There was no doubt that
Baggy was in an_advanced state of
spoons, and, from the point of view of
the juniors, it would be interesting to
wateh him torn between the desire to
bask in Miss Doris’s bright eves and the
still keener desire to spread himself at a
plentiful feed.

Ralph Reckness
the stud ili

“Well?”

“Ife’s coming!” announced Cardew.
“He nearly hugged me when I asked
him and told him I had Levison’s per-
on to stick him to the party.

him writing 2 sonnet or some-
"

Cardew came back into

“The silly ass!” grustegLevison.

Baggy Trimble seemed to ‘be walking
on air when Tom Merry & Co. saw him
later in the evening. The invitation to
join the cycling party to Lexham had
ovidently transported Baggy to the
geventh heaven of delight.

He had not even stopped fo_consider
whether he was equal to the ride, which
was over ten miles by the shortest cuts.
Baggy was not an athlete, and a mile on
a bike, as a rule, made him puff and
blow. But trifles like that did not even
enter his fat mind now.

The next day wad Saturday, and
Trimble was so absent-minded in class in
the morning, that Mr. Lathom was down
upon him several times, and be came near
being detained for the aiternoon.

Fortunately, however, he avoided that
catastrophe.  He joined Levison & Co
when the Fourth Form came out of the
Form-rooni. 5

“VWhat time are you starting, old
fellow 27" he asked.

“Three !” grunted Levison.

“Tl be ready.”

“We're biking it,” said Clive, with a

laugh. “ls your jigger in order,
B:ngy'.’"

“T've got a puncture to mend,” said
Trimble. “Til go and do it now.”

That puncture had been waiting for
woeks, and now it kept Baggy Trimble
busy till dinner-time. After  dinner
Baggy came out into the quadrangle, still
looking very happy and beatific. e was
seated on & bench under the elms, with
a paper on his fat knee, and a stump of
pencil in his fat fingers, when the Ter-
rible Three came up. Trimble was ap-

parently engaged upon his sennet, but he |

raised his eyes he heard Monty
Lowther's voice.

“Just a little, select party,” Lowther
was saying. “Owing to the grub rules,
we can't make it a_real, old-fashioned
spread.  But there will be a ripping feed,
and I think we might ask Trimble——
Oh, here he is! Busy this afternocon,
Trimble 7"

as

“Don’t |
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“This—this afternoon?” slammered

agy, to gain time.

“The fact is, there’s something on,”
said Lowther impressively. “We feel
that it's time we had a change from war
rations, and we're going to break the
record with a stunning spread. Like to
come ¥

“Oh!" said Baggy.

“There won't be much bread or sugar,

owing to rules,” said Lowther. ““But
we're going ta have a cake—a big cake !”
“A—a cake?" said ggy, bis eyes

glistening. It se
Trimble since he had had a _cake.

“And lots of honey,” continued
Lowther. “Toney's as good as sugar
any day!”

% Befter " said Trimble.

“And three kinds of
Lowther temptingly.

Baggy Trimble sighed.

Three kinds of jam represented to him
the very top and summit of human hap-
piness, as a rule.

“ And no end of preserved fruits,” said
Towther. “There isn't a preserved fruit
Controlier yet. Do you care for pre-
served fruits 77

Did he?

Bagay's round eyes rolled at the bare
thought of them. His mouth watered.

“And ginger-pop,” resumed Lowther,
“Lots of ginger-pop. Plenty of toffee.
And sugary biseuits.”

“0h dear!”

“Like to
affably.

“ Do come ! said Tom Merry.

“(Oh, do!” chimed in Manners.

“This—this afternoon, did you say?”
stammered ‘Frimble.

“Yes. Four o'clock.”

“1-—1 say, couldn’t you puat it off till
to-morrow ¢ suggested Trimble.

“Tomarrow’s Sunday,” said Lowther,
with a shake of the Lead.

“Well, the better the day, the better
the feed—1 mean the deed,” urged
Baggy Trimble eagerly.

“How-wow!  Four o'clock this after-
noon,” said Lowther “1f you'd like to
come, be ready at four, OI course, suit
yourself 1"

“I'd like to come
Trimble.

“ All serene, then.”

“ But—but —"

“But what?"”

“I_I I've got another engagement!”
groaned Trimble.
i “0Oh, sorry!

jam,” said

come?” asked Lowther

no end!” gasped

Then you can’t come!

a-t

Monty Lowther turned away. Bazgy
Trimble iumpud up, his half-written
sonnet falling unheeded in the grass at
his feet.

“ Hold on, Lowther!
could come !

Lowther turned back.

“How can you come if you've got
another engagement?” he asked.

“1-1 think it might be fixed. Wait a
minute. Sure you can’t put it off till to-
morrow "

Y Quite sure.”

“Then—then wait a minute "

Baggy Trimble dashed away across the
quad, to where Levison & Co. were chat-
ting on the School House steps. They
looked ab him curiously as he came gasp-
ing up.

LT

1T think I—I

"

say, Levizon spluttered

2|

“Well 7 snapped Levison.

“Could
c-c-could you——r-

oy

vou—ahem l—could

you—
o

"EM on earth are you stuttering
£

could you put off going to Lex-
il to-morrow " gasped Trimble,
i while

ham
s " ejaculated Levison,

*What ?
Clive and Cardgw stared at Trimble
Tae GEM Lisrany.——No. 503,
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blankly,

Then, as they understood, they
grinned,

“To-to-to-morrow,” stuttered Trimble,
“¥—1 say, you know. I dare say Miss
Doris would-—w would like to see us
better to- -morrow, come to think of it,
you know !

Ym: Tut chump!”  said Leyi
‘re starting at three this nhr:rsmnn
You--you c-c-couldn’t put it off 77

“No, fathead !

“Oh1” said Trimble,

He rolled away to the elms again,
where the Terrible Three w walting
for him, They composed their faces to
uninum(‘:s as he rolled up.

“Well 2" s-ml I.m\ ther,
¥ou on the list
Nunuo }

““Am I to put

] -1 camdt come to the

feed,” said Baggy dolefully.

* Sure?”

“Ye-e-es.”  The word seemed wrung
from  the n:\h'lmw Trimble. “I—1

c-e-can'’t, come,
ALl 5cn.-nc then I

The Terrible Three walked away.
Bnggy Trimble stood under the elms
with dismay n his faf face.

The food regulations had hit Trimble
hard. Yyen when fellows had spreads in
the study, they were not keen to invite
Trimble, This was Baggy’s first chance
of a really whacking irond Ahat ot
And it had to be missed

He thought of the cai{n the honey, the

ginger-beer, and the three kinds of jam,
and his hearb failed him.  He made a
r]i\o nflcl the Shell fellows., 2

say, Lowther !
o Hdllu el
“I—T'1l come " gasped Trimble, * De-
pend on me for four o'clock !™
5 ho 1™
errible Three  walked away
¥.  They wanted to get out of
sight  of Baggy Trimble, somewhers

where they could laugh at their ease.
The struggle between Baggy's heart
and Baggy's bread basket, as Lowther
elegantly expres it. had been brief.
And the bread-basket had won |

CHAPTER 7.

Resisting Tempiation !
ROMPTLY at three o’cl Levison
P & Co. wheelvd their breveles out.
Th('n- were five in the party for
sexham—TLevison, ( arrlrw Clive,
Frank L(-v on, and Arthur \ngu‘stus
D’Arcy. Bag-,:y Trimble, apparently,
was not making a sixth, being drawn
ay by the sironger atfraction of the
cad deseribed by Lowther

mble watched the five juniors taking
the machines out, and his {at face was
dismal in its expression,

He wanted to go very much.

Somewhere under Trimble’s armour of
fat there was a susceptible heart, which
Miss Doris’ bright cyes had  touched.
T hn invitation to Lexham bad come like
a wonderful stroke of luck, and Baggy
had rejoiced in the prospect.  But tha
spread had drawn him dway from the
primroze path of dalliance.

But as Levison & Co. wheeled their
machines down the path, Trimble ap-
peared to make up his mind once more.

*“Hold on, Levison !” he gasped.

Levison major looked be

“Well, what i is ,it?" he dex nanded.

‘l m r‘nmmg

What?

“1 m coming, you know.
get my machin

“My hat!” cjaculated Cardew.

“Bai Jove !” remarked Arthur Augus.
tus D'Arcy, with a chuckle. “He is
comin’, aftah all! T wathah thought he
would, weally.”

‘Look  here, he's  jolly

Tae Gex Lmpary.—No.

Wait till T

well  not

coming " growled Levison. “¥ can't
have that fat fool bothering at Aunt
Catherine’s.  He will be making sheep’s
eyes at Doris, and she'll think he's potty.”
i “‘\r'hat the dickens did you ask him
or 17

demanded Frank.

"] didn’t ! (‘.lnluw did 17

“All serene,” said Cardew, “Tl see
about it.””

He followed Trimble info ihe bike-

shed.  Trimble was taking his machine
off the stand, and Cardew obligingly lent
him a hand.

They wheeled the bike ont together,

“Hallo, my tyre's flat!” excluimed
Trimble suddenty. i"lmt dashed pune-
ture has hurst 0u€ again |
‘ Borry rinned Levison.
vou fv!‘m\\.

say, wait for me, you

"Emrry—cfm t be don:

Lovison & Co. walked away cheerfully
towards the gates, much reliesed at baing
rid of the egregious Baggy.

“Wathah  unlnckay  for old
Twimble,” remarked-D’Arey.
“Lucky for us}” grunted Levison.

" Chaps mal e their own luck,” (‘m*(le“
remarked, a p(-n\.mfn an
tyre, you alm\:.n depend on gf-tung
a pnno!ure when needed.”

Ha, ha, ha!”
ai Jo If you, pnru(uled Twim-
ule s tyre, Cardew——

“Tha only way, dear bho

'I wegard that as a \\.uh.nh unfeelin®
k., Cardew !’

“Come

on.
" know I

poor

iy Ll.m'ppnme of it stwongly.”
“Righto 1

“1 do not considah it plagin®  the
game.”
: Hmu, hear 1

Arthur  Awngustus  sniffed.  Cardew’s
equanimity seemed quite pioof against
his disapproval. The party wheeled their
machines out of the gates, wounted, and
pedalled away at a xrolv pace.

Meanwhile, Baggy Trimble was re-
g1uhn, his deflated tyvre with dismay.
The Terrible Three bore down on him
while he was so engaged.

* E‘uuw o\\t after all?” asked Lowther,

punctured,”
It come to

{In' sprea ter all, Lowt
i, . ha!” roared the Terrible
Three i chorns,
“I don’t see anything to cackle at.
say, where is the spread going to be,

Lowther”
“Tu the study, at four,” said Monty
Lowther. *Of course, you wouldn't like

me to lend you my bike, Trimble?”
“You conld eafeh thom up by pnnmg
speed,”

grinned  Maniers.
y to Lexham.’
ible’s mind
a loaf in the beeeze.
changes in his resolutions
entertaining. It was stil ..Jubv;ful
point whether the bread-basket would
win in that peculiar e , after all.
I—1 t'hin{: I'll go!” he stuttered,
wen  kinds jam ! murmured
Monty Lowther.
in Trimble wavered
“I-I think Il come to the spread,
Lowther.”
“IIn, ha,
Look he:

on

was
The ¢
were

of

ha!” foered Tom Merry.
you know——""

Not much time lelt to overtake Levi-
son,” chuckled Manners, “ After all, I
dare say Gussy will be able to look after
Miss Doris—

Hallo, where are vou

ing, Trim-

S

rimble was rushing back lo the bike-
shed.
He came out with Lowther’'s machine.
“ Coing, after all?” yelled Tom Ma-rry.
“Yes. Put my hike an the stand,
you?” gasped Trimble. * You can taend
the puncture, if you like, Ta-tal’

NOW Of
SALE.‘

“Ha, ha, ha!?

Trimble went down fo the gates, with
the bike, at a rush. He seemed lf\md
of trusting lnmself any lon

three kinda of jam almost overcame e
resolution.

In the gateway, however,
to pause and glance back.

“My lmb‘“ gasped Lowther.
coming bac

“Ha, ha, }u"’

But Baggy Trimble did not come back.
He rushed the bike out, after that
momentary pause, and jumped on, and
pm.hllt‘d away down the road us fast as

{at little legs could drive the pedals.
“Going—going—gone 1" yelled Man-

he was seen

“He's

ha, ha!”
© him another chance !" gaspad

god Tom Merry's bile ui, ran
it into the road, and pedalled after
Trimble. The fat Fourth-Former was
going great guns, but Lowther overtook
him easily enough.

Trimble blinked at him inquiringly as
ixo raode level,

*Aren’t you hungr
manded Lowther, =T
more since dinner.’”

“Yes, a bit-—never mind.”

“We've got a pln(\]pp[(u as well as a
c‘nlm and lhn e kinds o P
“On!” zasped lrlmii&\
Dow't vou like pineapple,

“Don't 11" groaned Baggy.

“Well, youwre still in time
spread; v now.’?

B rimble’s fat little lews ceased
to olve so rapidly, as if of their own
aceord. e slacked speed.

“Race you back to 3t. Ji
have the feed at once,
for four o'clogk!™
hmch.n stroke,

“Right you are!”
“Come on, then!”
Monty Lowther circled ronnd, and rode

Baggy? de-
s two hours or

Baggy?”

for the

and we'H
without waiting
said Lowther, as a

sasped Bagas.

back, and Trimble circled after him,
and followed him towards St. Jim' 14
rode as fust as Lowther at i but
again his pace slackened, as his fat mind

wavered,

Then suddenly he twrned his machine
aromnd once more, drove at the pedals,
and fled away at top speed on the track
of Levison k Co. The bread-basket had
been beaten in the last round !

Lowther rode on to the school
where Tom Merry and Manners
waiting for hin e thought that Bagey
was still following, and he jumped oft
his machine chortling.

Iere he is!" he exclaimed. “I've
n_mpmred him! 1 thought T should.”

‘Ith?  Where is he?” asked Manners.
. Lowther looked round, and gave a
jump.

“My only Aunt Selina! He's buzzed
off again!™ he yelle “He was follow-
ing me back! Oh, my hat!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Lowther stared blankly along the white
road. Tt was clear as far as he could
see.  Bagey  Trimble had vanished.
Mouty Lowther wheeled the bicyele in.
He had played his last card: and Bagey
Trimble, untroubled by further tempta-
tion, rode his hardest on the track of
Levison & Co., banishing all thoughts of
the lost <pt!"ad from his fat mind, and
}llml\u‘ # only of the bright eyes at Lex«
1am,

tes,
were

CHAPTER 8.
Trimble Sticks !

“ H, gad!”

O Ralph  Reckness Cardew
uitered that ejnculation as he
looked back from a rise in the

road, a few m\ls‘s from the schoal

Behind the eveling party the road ran

like a long white ribbon down the slope.




Every Wednesday.

And on ihat white ribben was a dark
spot, and the dark cpot was a lahuurmg‘
and at the the }

:ond  glance

labouring eyelist  was recognised as
Baggy Trimble, of the Fourth Form at
St Jim's.
Cardew stared at him bla
“Bai Jove! What asked
rimble !
Trimble 1 yelled Clive,

rimble ” roared Levison major,

“That fat idiot!” said Frank.

“Bai Jove, Twimble is
stickah !” said Arthur ,\\;guu.
us slack down a little, and let him come
up, deah boys.”

Levison snorted,

“Nao time to waste, and we'ra goil
to free here. Come onl”

“But Twimble—"1

“ Blow Trimble I

The five eye

s pushed on over the |
rise, and free eled down the slope on
the other side. For a mile or more they
had no occasion to pedal, and the p:
was too fast for talking or loaking bac

But as the mackines ran out on the level
and slowed, they locked back.
There was no sign of '}‘mnble of xhni

Fourth.

That hill

Clive,

All mo betier,
Le

1= pumped him,” said Sid-
“Te will never get over it.
d'1

g [Levison.

s a matter of f-u'
lition “to the party was not de
'[‘Iw fact that he was mashed made it
awkward to take him to see Doris. The
whole thing was too ridiculous, The
bare idea of the absurd fat fellow mak-
ing sheep’s eyes at the unsuspecting
D rh was vexations to Revison. As for
frank, he was ready to punch Trimble's
nose for his audacious cheek in daring
to be mashed at all where Doris was
concerned.

1f Trimble Wwas stumped by that hill,
it was all the better for all concerned, as
a matter of f:

But Trimble was a_sticker, as Arthur
Auguztus had remarked. The juriors
Jooked back occasionally, :m(] the s
a shout from Cardew as he sp
whizzing cyclist on the sloping road be-
hind.

“Primble again!”

“ Har Jovel”

There was Trimble
behind, coming on o
simply terrific

The rest on the free-wheel bucked the
junior a little, and as soon as he
ched the level he pedalled furiously
o rain ground. e could see the cycliste
in front now,

Arthur Augustus sl

“What are you stoppi
Leyison.

‘Bottah give Twimble a chance, deah

eaid the swell of St. Jim's wildiy
“Jf he keeps on at that wate he will
burst somethin’.”

“ Bother Trimble! TLet him rip!

“You fellows wun on, and I will keep
Twimble company if you like,” said
Arthur Augustue, with a touch uidu:mu
“Twimble is a membah of the pa
n.xd T cannot agwee to playin’ twicks

~him

he yelled.

free-wheeling far
a speed that was

4 down.
for 1" growled

g Tumbh s a silly fat beast!
Levison.

that is vewy twue! But
you ite a sillay fat beast, Levis
is up to you to tweat him as if he s

| his Topalty ot J,.‘t
|in any dodge for sh

&t
* gnapped |
la

a miln) fat beast.
“Oh, rats!”
“Peace, my infants!” said Ca
“T et’s take thr\ short cut here, Lev
ort cut?”  repeated  Leviec
ere i#n't -
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(See Chapter 9.)

The Clumsinesa of Baggy! '

e stopped ae Cardew

ta hrina,
“Right-ho!” he eai

then 1™
Cardew turned from

rrow lane that rose =
bikes,
us not at

voad to Lexham, It was
for dropping Trimble be
doubtful whether the

lucl:h a gec
rthur \u;:. 'nr
ed. -

qu

Bw

lf.way up the riss

E
mounted to wheel their ¢

hottom of the rise, at th

ond hill succes

losed one. eye

d. “Lead on,
the road down a
teeply, It was a
and, as a matter
all on lht' right
Carde “he

hind ;
fat

it was very
v could

)

ite uspicious,
regarded

rty, and

the juniovs dis-
nes. At the

© o) "rimble

jumped up gasping, He 1 a fat
hand after the part
Wait for me, you fellows!” he
od breathlessly
Shall we wait heah; deah boys?"
1 D’ Arcy.
Vo. Keep on. Baggy can keep ns

arly a mile
and the five jun

That's all wight”

to the top of the
jors tramped on

wheeling their machines.  De
hem, at & good  distanee. Baggy
le was wheeling Lowther's bike,
out stentorous pasps at every
wait heah!” said  Arthur
halting on the top of the
“No. Come on!"
‘But Twimble will nevah ovahtake
s
“Well Ew can keep ue in sight,” said
) ;l;\\\ eoleniu
rdew was well aware that lliuxhlc

u'l‘ hn-I\ to gvl over that hill at all,
Bagey had etopped

and was leaning on the bike in
wd pumping in bre:
Come on !” urged Levison.
\nd he went on down the opposite
slope without further argument.
His  porapanions  followed,
Augustus with a son
ression on his face.
s after
b but nothi
ry Trimble on the road behind.
;mtr\- (lmv that he had never

to rest,
the

Axthur

hat doubtful ex-

w's htnn cut ™ took
ven lmh_ out of ti
not regret, as
gregions Bagey to drop off.

Hu[ they came out into the Lexham
ad at last, just outside the town,

wde on cheertly . *

But as they approached ihe town the
whola party uttered a sudden shout:

"l rimble !

Tk he was!
Ahead of shem on the road was the fat
fgure plodding along on Lowther's bike.
Trimble turned his head, grinned as he
saw them, and slowed down to join the
party. They stared at him blankly. Ailes
bacle Trimble had been left behind, and
yet here he was ahead.

“How- how—how did you get ]|r|r ”
stuttered  Levison,  ecompletely  taken
aback.

Trimble emiled a fat smile,

“You went out of your way,” le ex.
plained calmly, “7¥ stopped to rest, you
know, and thought il over a Lit. Thera
was a much ghorter way to Lexham than
the way you went, and it was good high
yoad all the way, too, So, after I'd rested
1 gave up your way, :md cane back to
the main road—see? T thought T should
get to Lc,,h'un by the time you did !

“Ob, gad!” gasped Cardew.

“1 knew you must be behind me, the
way you went round, so U've bheen taking
i ¢ the last half-mile,” added Trimble.
‘1 ‘mu- Fou'd have to come back into
Tne Gew Lapnany. No, 503, -
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the main road sooner or later, Blessed
if T know what you've left it for | You’ 've
gone a long way round for nothing, far

as I see,

“We were takin’® a short cut,
Twimble.”

“He, i:e‘ et A jolly long cut, T
should sa;

“Welﬂy, Cardew, it appeahs that vou
are not vewy well aequamted with the
woad, Ym] h'uo given us a long wide
for

“Go hon ! eaid Cardew.

b 4 f.nr hit,
burns

ot 1”
“Lucky we're all together ngaln-—
w'hat’ inned Trimble, T know this
wu you know. I've ;
lmng- nea.r 2

clists rov:}e on in silonce. Trimble
ha,d a shorter ride than the others;
but how Trimble had covered fifteen miles
ywag a mystéry to them. Anybody would
have expected tho fat slacker to crack up
at the fifth or eixth. Trimble was red
and l)erxplnn{r, he bad done it—he
was a sticker
And there was evidently no shaking
him off now. Levison of the Fourth
made up his mind to it, and Baggy
Trimble was a member of the party t
rode up to the gate of Mise Catherine
Levison's house.

CHAPTER 9.
Tea With Doris.

ORIS LEVISON was at the gate,
and she greeted the party from
St Jinv'e with & charming smile,
Probably Doris was a little sur-
prised {o sce Trimble in the }mrly, but
she did not allow her face to the
fact.  She had seen Baggy Tmul o at
8t. Jim’s during her two visits there,
but Baggy's efforts to make her aequaint:
ance h.a been coolly frustrated by Levi-
eon, who had confided to his sister that
Trimble was a pushing  toad. Why
Ernest had brought o pushing toad with
him was 2 mystery
Bagey could not be denied an intro-
duction to Miss Doris under present cir-
cumetances ; and, to Doris’ surprise, the
fat junior became the colour of & beet-
root when e shoolk hands with him.
Levison & Co. were duly presenied to
Miss Catherine, o quict, calm old lady,
with white hair and g(ihj rimmed glasses.
and then therc was tea in the garden,
under o big beech tree close by the
river. The garden sloped to the river's-
bank, and a skiff was moored there. Miss
Dorie presided at the tea-table nd all
the juniors were veady to help. But

readiest of all was Baggy Trimble.
Baggy was determined to make the
most of his opportunities. Ile had a
strong suspicion that, if Levison could
help 1t, he would not have the pleasure of

:mﬂetmg ])nru again,
e x to make hay while the
&1 1\a5 shil mv &0 to speak. Miss Doris
had to be IJT\])I’(\%Od with his cf i
mauners an good looks wl
opportunity lasted. Baggy was a 3
attentive to Miss, (.::.thenne, who sat in
& big wicker-chair, and was waited ‘on
Etost assiduously the dutiful school-
0;

by
Baggy was not without hope that
hig charminyg manners and distinguished

appearance “would secure an invitation
Irm‘x' Miss Catherine to call again.
Then he would be independent of Levi-

son, and it wouldn’t matter whether
svison wi m there or n
The o to Baggy's deep
echeme was the unfortunate fact that his

good looks were only visible to his own

oyes, and his mauners were only charm-

ing in hie own estimation, and thai his

:'l.eungmswd appearance existed only in
fervid fancy

bi
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To the unprejudiced eye,~ he was a
at and unwieldy fellow who plainly ate
more than was good for him.

Fortunately, Baggy did not know what
an unpmjudmnd eye saw in
might have found it discourag
had known,

As it was, he was brimming with ealis-
faction and cheery spirits.

He sirove to bag a chair nest to Miss
Doris, but found Cardew = little too
quick for him, and on the other side Clive
was before him.

But they could not prevent him offer-
ing his services to Miss Doris as a fetcher
and carrier,

“Pray, allow me, Miss Doris,” said
Bagey, in his most charming manner,

when the girl had poured out tea for
bt

& if ha

Arthur Augustus D'Arey was making
& move, but he retreated at once. Baggy
saw the move, however, and he was in
great haste to grab the cup and saucer
from Doris’ hand.

It was a case of more haste and less
speed. The cup rocked in the saucer as
Baggy grabbed it, and there was a howl
from Frank Levison as half the ten went
over his anm

“Yow-ow

“Oh, d\.\u‘

v,

And the tea was hot !
You ass!” howled Fr
said Miss Doris, in

dis-

7. ‘“These

ble.  “Don't biff

Fags ! said T

into me again, Levison minor! You're
jolly clumsy 1
“Why you " began the Third-

Former hotly. But a glance from Miss
Deris stopped him, and he swallowed his
weath. - After all, Teimble 2 guest,
though a very undes on

Trimble tnu"né:h,mlh buuk the tea,
when the cup had been refilled, and
carried it across to Miss Catherine.

Perhaps it was by accident that

Cardew’s foot got in the way.

Certainly it did get in the way, and
Trimble made a sudden lurch forward.
Teacup and saucer flew from his fat
hands, as he threw them out, wildly
grabbing at space.

“Bless my heart!™
lady, &s the fat _]uulhl‘ c‘r
crockery, "with a crash,
sprawled there himself on  his
knees, roaring.

“Yaroooop !

“Dear me!"” said Doris.

“Yarooh! Oh! Ah! My hat!”

“T hape vou are not hurt,” said Doris’
\mL[‘ gently

“] 1 fell
“Bai Jove!”

ejaculated the old

muhmg’ ** he gasped.
Arthur Augustus turned
his_eyeglass upen the spot. ““There's
nothin' there, Twimble. You mnst have
cwght your fnnt in the gwass.”
“Yow-0w-ow !

“Will you pass auntie
Frank ?” said Doris mildly.

And a eecond cop was eunccessfully
carried to Miss  Catherine  without
Trimble’s assistance. Cardew carried the
cake to the old lady, and Trimble calmly
sat down in his chair while he was so
oceupied.

Cardew came back, and glared at him.
At St. Jim's he would have pitched

her  tea,

Baggs Trimble out of the chair without
but i that garden,

ceremony ;

Doris’ eyes, he could scarc rl\ do so. He
gave Bag which
Baggy caln Clive
having drawn Doris’ attention to the

onhm side, Cardew whispered in Baggy's

ca
“Gﬂt out!"”
Trimble eyed him calmly.
“Did you speak, Cardew?”
quired.

in-

he

under |

|
|

k. | there. were sharp and drastic

| fact that Miss Catherine was looking at
{ hlm oddly_over her gold-rimmed glasses.

{ had
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“Gimme my chair!”  whispered
Cardew ferociously.

*“Speak a bit louder, old chap, I can’t
hear you,” sald Baggy out loud.

Cardew did not speak louder. He
mentally promised Trimble a terrific
licking when they were back at 8t Jim's,
and yielded the point. Baggy Trimble
remained in powession of the chair be-
side Doris.  After that, he was content
to leave the fetching and earrying to the
u'hor fellows. He did not mean to risk
the loss of that place of honour.

There was a pleasant chat round the
tea-table, Baggy Trimble calmly appro-
priating the hon’s share of the talking.
Trimble was anxious to air himself, and
let Doris see.what & charming frllow he
was. point of fact, Miss Doris
wondered why Ernest had brnnght S0 eX-
nrpc]nngly bad-mannered a youth to tea.
Trimble’s views on all subjects were ex-
pressed at considerable length, regardless
of the fact that conversation, like czke,
ought to be whacked ont in fair propor-
tions. Trimble interrupted anybody and
everybody ruthlessly; but if interrupted
himself, {;r‘ ran on unheeding, only in-
c-reabin-; the volume of his tones io
drown the other fellow’s. At St. Jim's,

dealing with bores and bad m
But at a tea-party it was not poss
use those drastic measures.
Arthur Augustus was almost dumb, his
share of the talk being wholly appro-
riated Ly Trimble. Clive saufi»lt.ln and
Rardm\‘ fell silent, and Ernest Levison’s
eyes glittered, and Frank snorted. Doris
seemed puzzind ardew waa indeed
beginning to debate in_ his owh mind
whether it wonld be pnesnblz\ to get
Trimble down te the water's edge and
pitch him in. Trimble, quito uncon
scious of tha effect e was having, rattled
on incessantly. It was owing to Monty
Lowther's misplaced sense _of humour
that Trimble had joined y at all,
and Levison & Co.

is were. ineclined
to scalp Lowther
Frank Levisen, feeling he could

not stand Trimble much langer rose and
sauntered down_the garden, and pushed
off on the river in the skiff. Trimble was
still holding forth at the tea-table, his
face red and his voire loud, regardless of
the silence that had fallen, and of the

That Bag—rv Trimble was an unpleasant
bounder all the fellows knew; but they
never known gquite what an un-
pleasant bounder be was.

“What about a pull on the ¥iver before
we et back ?"” said Levison at last.
“Yaas, wathah 17
“ A very good idea,” said Doris. * You
may get the boat nm. while I have the

| tea-things taken in.

k= Ihght ho 1"

‘The juniors rose with alaerity, and
Tevizon led the way to the boat-house.
Baggy Trimble glajced after them, but
did not follow. He remained with Doris.

“Wan't vou help them with the
hn.’\l'," asked Doris.

“I'd rather stay with you,” said
Trimble, with what ho considered a Lill-
ing laok.

Miss Doris looked at him in alarm.
she exclaimed.

I No. Not at all,’”” gaid Trimble,
in astonishment, © What made you think
I i

v\(.re rolling so oddly, for
B momen
“0h1”
“You are sure you are not e
“Nunno 1" gasped Trim
He did not give Miss l)orls any more
killing Inoks
The girl turned away to speak to Aunt
Catherine, who was going indoors.  She
came back after eceing the old lady in.
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Trimble waited for her with a charming
smile, not at all cbserving that Doris’ hpa
were drawn a litle tight. Miss Dors,
like the juniors, had found Trimble somer
what wearing.

But suddenly the girl stopped, and a
startled, frighiened lock came over her
faco as sha looked towards the river.

“Frank ! she exclaimed.

Trimble had forgotten Levison minor’s
existence ; but he followed the girl's
startled glance.

A barge had rolled by, leaving a heavy
swell bel md Frank Levison was in the
middle of the stream in the little skiff,

and it was rocking violently on the
surge.
"Oh he’s all right, Miss Doris,” said

“Oht  Oh, my

Trimble reassuringly.
The clumsy young

ha(‘ He's over!
uss !’

Doris gave a cry as the skiff capwed
on the rolling swell, and Frank Levison
splashed into the water,

The ekiff danced away on the swell,
leaving the fag of St. Jim's struggling
in_the swirl of the river.

Levison & Co. were in the boat-house,
at some distance, and they had secn
nothing of the accident.

* Help I'" shrieked Doris.

Trimble stood rooted to the ground.

Frank Levison was swimming, but se
feebly that it was evident that ho was

dly in need of help. The fag’s head
had received a knock when the skiff
capsized, and he was dazed and ch 2
Doris, hardly conscious of what she
doing, caught Trimble by the arm.

“Save him!

“Wha-a- ;Lt""

“ Save himj
“111Ibn dro.m

gasped Trirable.
ehru‘l«cd the girl. “He

stuttered Trimble. “1

Deris let him go, and ran towards the
boat-house along the bank, erying to
Ernest.

Trimble stood with a white face.

Frank was astruggling feel
the bank in the swirl of the riv
was,no help near him.

Now was the time for Baggy Trimble
to prove what stuff he was made of.

He knew what Tem Merry would have
done in his place. At any rtisk to him-
self, Tom Merry would have rushed to the
aid of the struggling fagy. Baggy knew

towards
r. There

it!  And his fat legs moved him down
to the river's brim, and there they
aeoppﬁd.

ST cantt he gasped. “I-T-T
can’t! Oh,

Doris was runnlm., for the boat-house.
The juniors there had not heard her.
Baggy Trimble cast an agonised glance
after her. If he stoofl idle, what had he
to expect afterwards but contempt, dis-
dain, disgust_ from Mies Doris? Some-
how, in Trimble’s fat breast, a spark of
devotion existed under layers ef fat.
Hardly conscions of what he was doing,
he threw his jacket and straw hat into

~the grass

Splash 1

Trimble was _in the water, swimming
for the struggling fag.. Levison ran out
of the boxt-house as he heard his sister’s
yoice,

“What is it, Doris?”

“Frank!" pan'ed the girl.

“@Good heavens !

Levison needed only one glance; the
next second he was racing up the bank.
His comrades were after him in a twink-

ling.
“Gweat  Scott!” gasped  D'Arey.
“Twimbile! TLook! Oh, gweat Scott!

Trimble’s bullet head could be seen on
the shining, swirling water. He was
swimming for Frank. Like an arrow,
FErnest Levigon went in from the bank,
and cleft tho water, Swift and sure, he
passed the splashing fat junior in the
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water, and reached the drowning fag and
grasped him. And Frank's head, sink-
mg under Lha swirl, came up into the
air and sunlight again, and his brother's
strong arm supported him from death.

CHAPTER 10.
Black Ingratitude !

“ ELE!"”
H It was Baggy Trimble who
was yelling.

Under that heroic impulse
Trimble had plunged in to the
of the fag. But the river w:
swift, and Baggy was but a poor swim-
mer, Out of his depth he foundered
helplessly. .

Levison swam steadily, supporting the
half-unconscious fag. Clive and Cardew,
when they saw that Levison had him,
darted back for the boat, and rushed it
into the water, They pulled with fierce
energy for the swimmers. And Baggy
T_riimble's dismal voice was raised for
aid.

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy cast one
glance downward at his nobby attire—
only one regretful glance. Then he went
in_headlong to Trimble’s aid.

Toor Baggy had meant well. But lack
of exercize and over-eating did not make
him an athlete. He was simply no good
for the task he had undertaken, and but
for Levison's prompt aid Frank would
have wone under. And it was extremely
probable that Baggy Trimble would have
shared his fate had not Arthur Augustus
1V Arcy, with a really noble disvegard for
his iy clobber, plunged in to his
assistance,

AL wight, Twimble!

me!

 Gerrooogh 1"

‘ Hold on, deah boy!'"
Trimble clutched at D Arcy wildly.
“Yawoop! Don’t choke me!” gasped

Arthur Augustus,

“Yorreergge I spluttered Trimble,

He got a grip on D’Arcy’s collar, and
held on like grim death. The swell of

Jim's went right under water.
15‘lbh]‘ s floated on the surface as they

disappeared  together.  But Arthur
Augustus came up, siruggling with
Trimble, who was quite unconscions of
what he was doing now, and only bent
on keeping his hold.

Doris, from the bank, watched with
challky ‘face and fixed eyes, her heart
b ng almost to suffocation.
Fortunately, the boat was speeding up.
Cardew leaned over and grasped
Levison minor, and relieved Ernest Levi-
son of him. The fag, half-unconscious,
was dragged In.

Then levison was helped in, and he
sank ‘down panting.

*Wescue, deah beys!” came Arthur
Augustus’ voice, s he struggled to keep
Trimble from d!agglng him to the bottom
of the river,

The boat spun towards them.

Cardew seized Trimble by the collar

Hold on to

i

One Penny, u

and dr. ;zcd at him.” Levison lent &
hand. Trimble’s weight was no light
matter.

Trimble was dragged into the boat at
Iast like & very fat fish.

“Oh, ewnmbi!” gasped Arthur Augu-
tus, as he clambered in, dripping. * Oh,
deah! Gwoooogh!”

“Yow-ow-0w-ow [ came from Trimble.

“ All serene, Ernie,” whispered Frank,
as his brother bent anxiously over him.

“T'm all right, old chap.”

Cardew hooked in the overturned skiff
with a boat-hook, and théy pulled for the

bank wag helped out of the
bottom.  Doris’s eyes were streaming
with tears as she mct him.

‘Fruak

said Frank.

“All serene, old girl!"
Tt was that

“Borry I fn;zhtenéd you.
dashed barge, you know!”

“ Better get in and dry yourselves,
said Clive,
sroogh-hooh-hooh ! said Trimble.

“‘But what the dickens was Trimble
doin’ in the water?” asked Cardew. ‘“He
wasn’t in the skiff. Was he tryin’ to
(nmmit suicide?”

*Why, you—you—you-
Tnmbh,

“Twimble jumped in, deah boy,”
Arthur Augustus,

“Yes, 1 suppose he did,” agreed Car-
dew. “But what did he jump in for?
lhc police ought to Dbe notified about
Iis against the law to attempt

roared Trimble, “T
you beast. 1

spluttered

said

B
“You ratter!
wa Ulo("t’hptln;' suicide,
went in for Levison minor.
“0h, 1 see! One of your litile jokes?’
said Cardew, as if comprehending at last.

“It wasn't a joke—groogh. 1 was

jolly nearly drowned—groagh! I'm all

| wet! shall  c-ccatch  e-c-cold!
Groogh!”

“ll was very brave of Trimble to.go
in,” said Doris, coming to the rescue of
the fat junior. “Very’ bnn\ indeed, as
he is !mt a pood b\nmme»

“I'm a firsbrate swimmer!”  said
TnmblL indignantly. ‘1 should have
had Frank ont jo a Jiffy, only D’Arcy
got in the way,”

‘Wha-a-at?” gasped Arthur Augustus,
tal-((\n quite aback by this statement.

“Yes; you know you did! If you
hadn’t come and_grabbed hold of me I
should hun got Le\ismn minor out.”

= bai Jove!’

“You fat idiob!” roared Clive, for-
gem i Doris's presence for a moment.

‘If IVArey hadn’t ro]jamd yvou you'd
hnve hwn drowned !’

“ k.h?"

“Rot!” said Trimble emphatically.
“Tf D'Arey hadn't got in the way I
should have—"

“Hadn't you better go
dry?" murmured Doris.

“Come on!” said Levison,

He hurried his brother up the garden
fo the house, and Baggy Trimble fol-
lowed with Arthur Augustus, still ex-
plaining what he would have dome if
D’Arcy hadn’t got in the way. Arthur
Augnstus did not argue the point. Baggy
Trimble was really too much for him.

It was a consderable time before the
drenched juniors ecame out, Their
clothes had had to be dried before a fire,
and they had had to wait. It was well
past the time for returning to the school.
Baggy Trimble had quite recovered, and
he was almost bursting wn.h impartance,
From Baggy’s point of he was the
hero of the whole affair, d he was con-
gratulating himself upan having ent such
a splendid figure in Doris’s eyes.

The bicycles were wheeled out, and
Doris said good-bye at the gate to he#
brothers and their comparions.
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Trimbia strove in vain to catch her

A[lcx his deed of heroism, he fully ex-
pected Miss Doris to be beaming with
admiration, but she did not beam upon
Trimble.

Bui Bagey was not to be kept at arm’s
length, -

He shook hands h  Doris, and
calmly appropriated her hand while he
made a few last remarks.,

“T'm joll d 1 came, Miss Doris,”
he murmured. * Very lue ky, as it tur:md
out, wasn't it? 1 suppose we shall see
vou at the school again—wha

“ Perhaps,” said Doris, trying to pull
hm hand out of Trimble’s fat clutel.

1 shall bike over and see you again,
went on Trimble, and he pressed the
girl’s hand

o his astonishient, Doris’s hand was
atched away as if an adder had stung

mble had no time to say move.
Levison's grasp was laid on his collar,
and he was led to his machine.

‘s your jigger,” said

Levison,

e, you know——0:"

was savage, and his
Trimble thought he had

vison's voice
L’Ilunrn-d

r obey.
*Good-bye, Dari he said, lnrning
to the gate again, as Trimble moved off
down the road. “T'm sorry T brought
that beastly worm here! He was planted
on me by i‘x silly trick, really! Good-

in a bunch.
_and moody.
Trimble

“Coming over again next half-holiday,
r " he asked,

pe.”
T'il bike over with you!”

1 looked at lum
he said.  “You come along
next time, Trimble, nnd T'lIl smash you
mm little lumps of fat!”

‘ Look l:f'[e you know—-"

‘Shut up!
s, wathah,” said Arthur Augustus,
o had observed the little scene at the

5 bood %
n

gate with suppr d feclings. ** You are
a h(u\ wid toad, Twimble. Pway dwy
i

I'rimble snorted.

“ You needn't be jealous, D"Arcy.”

What-a-at?’

“And I don’t see why Levison should
up rusty because his sister likes
She nutmdl[\’ Id, especially as I

a life—"
said Levison minor.

e that's the Levison brand of

iy runhl(‘ nau.aatuall\

cut
me,

have been drowned if 1)
rou up, ven silly cuckoo

“ My l>el|e[ that Trimble was tryin®
de,” said Cardew.
yelled Trimble. “Why

uld l.(rv to commit suicide, you fat-

read "

“Well, you might do it because rou re
B 4

not fit to live,” suggested Carde

would be 2 kind action to others
“You—youn—— Oh, vou're jealous,

too!” i Trimble, with a sneer. “T'm

used fo this eort of thing. I don't sup-
P Doris wants to see you again, I'm
going over to sco her again on Wednes

day. She wants me to,

“Did she say so0?” asked Levison, very
quictly.

Trimble smirked.

“Oh, T guess whal glances mean.” he
explained.  “ You see, oooh !

Wharrer you up to, Le\.:sun

Yooop !
Tee Ges Liprany.—No, 503.

Levison had jumped suddenly off his,
bike, letting it r and grasped Trimble J

Without mphm ng what he was up to
he dragged the fat l'ourth Former off
machine.

Trimble came down in the road with a
rerrific bump.

Levison did not speak. He rolled
Trimble over in the dust, bumped him on
the ground, and finally landed him in a
puddle hy the ro e, and left him
there. Then he mountcd. and rode
after the nllu\r

his

v 't u’;; in the puddle, in
a dazed frame of mind.
= Gmogh ™ hr spluttered.

“Yow-ow-

ow! Y%

The r\dnls were disappeiring down
the road.

Trimhle staggered o his  feet,

smothered with dust, and dripping with
mud from the puddle.
“Stop for me!” he velled.

But the eyclists did not stop. They
rode on at a good speed, and vanished in
the distance. Trimble's company on the
homeward journey was not o

The fat junior clambered on his bike
again, and rode away, dusty and furious.
He did not sce Levison & Co. again be-
fore he reached the school. They were
in an hour before Baggy Trimble, who
was rewarded with o hundred lines by his
Housemaster for missing call-over.

CHAPTER 11.
Quite Cured !

OM MERRY & CO. regarded
Trimble rather curiously when he
came into the Common-room that
evening

They had heard of the happenings at
Lexham.  And, 41!:‘10\\‘"1\ Trimble has
been worse than use in the affair on
the river, it was surprising enough that
he had plungo.l in at all. It showed that
there was, at least, some pluck some-
where in his fat carcase.

Trimble entertained the fellows that
th an gecount of his adventures.
sy's interference, it appeared,
in tha,

Gy
ho would have rescued Frank
twinkling of an eye. Miss Doris had been |
full of gratitude, and had begged him to
come over to Lexham as often as he
could-—according to Trimble. Unfortu-
nately for the fat junior, Levison of the

Tourih came in while he was still
narrating, and h errupted the narra-
tion by collaring Trimble, and kick

him out of the Common-room.
was his gratitude for Trimble's hero!

On Tuesday there was a letter
Doris, and Trimble spotted it. He h\m,,
round Levison while the latter was read-
ing it

* Does she mention me?” he asked.

Levison glared at him.

“ Look diere, you know, I'm going o
to Lexham to-morrow,” said Trimble
know [)nns wants to see me—— Yow-
oOW-0oW

Lr'\lson walked away, leaving Trimble
sitting on the floor,

The next afternoon, however, Trimble
wheeled out his bicyele. Somewhat to
the surprise of the other fellows, Levison,
who saw him start, did not intervene.

Baggy Trimble guc him a defiant look,
unti pedalled

Jove smd A1 thur  Augusius
. in surprise.  ““Are you lettin’
«guttm' muudah go ovah to Lex-

ham,
“V\ln nul’ said Levison. “The ride
may do him geod, and bring down his fat

a bit. And it won't worry Doris, as she
went }mnm \ terday,”

“Ha, ha,

Baggy lnmhl(- gof back time for
calling-over, tired and dusty, and in a

Hunm=h temper.

He had fagged over
to Lexham,

to discover that Miss Doris

| kicking hn study-mate ont of No:
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was gone home, and her annt had gone
with her, and there was nobody to ask
him in to tea.

Certainly, the course of frue love was
not_running smooth with Baggy Trimble
of the Fourth

He shook a fat fist at Levisonswhen he
came in.

h, you rotter!
tell me?” he snorted.
Then he dodged away,
reached for his fat nose.
He rolled into Stady No. 6, in the hope
of finding some tea there. He found
Arthur Augustus IV Arey, who turned
his ereglass upon him with a freezing
look.  Arthur Augusius had been quite
kind to Trimble, feeling that it was up
to him on account of the great improve-
ment im Baggy. But Arthur Augustus
was more than fed-up now.
“I wegard you,” said Arthur Augustus,
“as o howwid ecad, Twimble! Pway
weln!a fwom my studay!”
“ Jealons, 1 suppose?” sneered Trimble,
‘Like all the rest! Just becanse a girl
ves a good-looking fellow the glad eyo

Trimble got no further.  Arthur
Augustus rose in his wrath and smote
him, and Baggy imble went into the
passage head first. He did not refurn.

Why didn't you

& Levison

: o v . A .
Some of the fellows had wondered how
Jong Baggy Trimble's queer mashed
state uonlrj last. Thoy soon knew.
Perhaps a severe want of encourage-
ment helped to chill the flame. Perhaps
the fact that Levison of the TFourth
tweaked his fat nose whenever he heard

him  mention Daris  helped to  cure
Trimble, Y

Certainly he was soon cnred.

Under the influence of Doris' bright
eyes Trimble had felt a momentary im-
pulse to become a better fellow. But

Miss Doris’ bright eyes were far away
now, and the good impulse passed, as
Trimble's good impulses always

And, being no longer i.nspmed by the
desire to make himself worthy- of Doris’

regard, able became quite his o

self, Within a week of the visit to Lex-
ham, Trimble was chased round 'ha
| quadrangle by a vird- Form fag,

dently his new-found courage had un'ref]
out at the ends of his podgy fingers. And
Mellish of the Fourth observed it, and it

ed to him that it waa timc to get

wi back, so to speak, for the licking
he had reccived a week before. And
that evening the juniors were brought
out of their studies by a sound of loud
bumping and roaring in the Fourth Form
pazsage, and they Tound Percy Mellish

“Tallo I exclaimed Monty Lowther.
“Buck up, Trimble! Give lim socl

“Yarooh!” was Trimble’s reply.
“Yow-ow! Dx:\zg:moﬂ' Yow-ow.”

“Ha, ha, 1

“ Bai Jov chuckled Arthur Augnstus
D'Arvey.  “Go for him, Twimble! You
licked him once, you keow !

“ Yaroooh!

“Puck up. Trimble!” chorused the
juniors.

Trimble jumped up, and, encouraged

by the urging on all sides, put up his
Mellish rushed at him, and
pmlgv fists dropped at once. and
fled for the stairs, © Mellish rushed
er him trivmphantly, and landed a
ick as he fled, and Trimble roared, and

podgy fists,
Baggay's
he

rolled down the staircase. Evidently
Baggy Trimble was quite his old self
again!

THE END.

(Don't miss next Wednesday's Great

Story of Tom Merry & Co. at St,

Jim's—* CLAMPE'S COUSIN!" by
Martin Clifford.)
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Our Great New Serial Story.

NEW READERS START HERE.

PHILIP and PHILIFPA DERWE
known to their friends as FLIP and FLAP—

are bound for school-the gﬂl to Clifi Hous v.,

the boy to Higheliffe. Th
Cocky, a cockatoo of et
tional powers.  They sl ment
with GADSBY, PONSOX IR,
and MONSON MINOR, of and
Gadsby makes himsell very objecti lo. He
nst th struggle, Gadshy attempting to hurl
t of the window, and FKlip, falling

e daor, is follewed by Ponsonby, who

ses his chums by his pluck in taking
The train is slowing down for a
MARJORIE

r t

alzo
gecnnd, and
other juniors, Flip
better fight. than
Gmhhv h'\ll been expeeted to put I]p
At the station they meet MI. MOBRS, the
snobbish lttle master of the Highelitfe
Fourth, who asks many questious about the
fight, and is aghast al the injuries inficted
upon Gadsby. Gadsby apologises to Flip for
kicking him during the fray, and they shake

hands; but the vanquished jumior is deter-
mined to have revenge for his licking, BILLY
UNTER, of Greyfriars, travels with Flip,
and horrows half-a-sovereign from  him,

Bupter proceeds at once to lose it at nap
with the nuts.

(New read on.)

Ceeil

Highcliffe.
EFORE they reached Courtfield Pon
woke up, and Flip went over to his
end of the compartment, and talked
with him.
Ponsonhy ecould
and he

be very pleasant
when he liked; chose to be so then.
He fascinated Fii extent that he
realised far hetter thon Flip did.

The boy from far Tasmania only knew that
he liked this fellow, that the fellow baa
shown constderahle conrage in jumping out
of the train after 1—more courage than
common-gense, but it was not for Flip to be
too eritical on that score—and that the fellow
seemied to have taken to him.

So Pon had, But it was no good thing for
a youngster who deemed himself as smart
and capable as most, but was really ratber
more guileless than the average decent lad
of hiz age, that Cecil Ponsonby should take
him up!

Flap had arrived at that conclusion. Not
unaided, of course, though her instinct [rom
the first had heen to dislike Ponsonby. But
when the other three girla hpgml to talk she
tearned that the nnts were by no means held
in high esteern by them. Both Phyllis and
Clara were very frank about them, and
even Marjorie, who hated to say mnasty
things of anyone, admitted she did not like
Pon and his crew.

The train was no longer so crowded when
Courtfield was reached; but there were still
enough left to throng ‘the platform as they
poured out.

“See you again fn a few minutes,” said
Flip to l’omnn!\y “1 must just say good-
bye to my sister.”

7 Eun answered.

de that!” said Fiip.

And Pon stayed bchmd though he would
rather have gone.

“Are you going to take Cocky, or am 17"

PP S/ LR et ]

sister stood
the swirling

his
of

sked the
tozether

crowd.
“Oh, you had hetter, Fii
She would have been very

boy, as he and
in a backwater

Flap replied.
tad to have the

cockaton, which seemed o her a link with
her hr away hom But she was more un-
zelfish than Flip, and she knew that when
he (Jl\‘u- d hep the guardianship of Cocky he
ouly ball meant it.

Well, perhaps 1 had,” bhe said. “Miss
Primrose—is it l'nmmm r Wallflower?
might he awkward abou

He did not add that Mr. Mnhh! had already

long t
i * Don’t

Phil-lip- answered
(.n y cheerily.
Sut 1 shail see you often, Flip, of course.”
“0b, of course! And I'li bring old Cnoky
J]()llﬂ uuw and then, you know
nd—.

nd—oh, Flip, 1 anything gocs
" lhink 1°eant take care of mysell?
growled Tlip.

*No! I know you can—better than most.
But one never kno And, Flip, if there's
I shall know

real trouble, it—1 can't help
knowing it! But I sha'n’t know just what it
is, and that will make it terribly hard for
me. H—if—"

“But there won't be, Flap!  Why should

there?”
1 “You can't tell.”

“Well, if there is, then "—Flip paused

a
second or two—then the words came with a
rush—*if there is, Ul remember that you
were my first chum, Flap, and always my

best, and I'll come to you!

tears :
m both, this part-

ing, but hardest for her
*There's one thing, old kid, you've found

the right kind of {tfends” ¥lip said con-
solingly.  “They look jolly niee girls, all
three of them. Give them Mr. Philip
Derwent’s compliments, and tell them he

ood eare of you,

says they are (o take
1y be they can't

because however nice they
be better sorts than old Fl
The girl smiled through her tears. It was
on the tip of her tongue to say that she
doubted whether the friends Flip scemed to
have found were so nice or so reliable. But
she kept it back—and that was wise, [
Flip was not the fellow to take a warning
of that Xind well.
“You needn't k
other fellows—
\I

53

me if—if you think that

m ares ahbout the other fellows, if
the: a million of them?” said Flip,
m\d lﬂ%r\‘l her without hesitation or dizguise.

“Geod bye, Cocky! Good-bye Flip, and
God bless you!

“Same to you, Flap!" replied Flip, with
a gruffness that he could not heip. It came
from the lump in his throat.

And the girl turned to the three who were
to prove as true and loyal friends to her as
any girl ever had; and the boy to thoze who
hardly knew what tim meaning of true friend-

shlp was. was her heart that was
st.

Derwent!” said Pon. “T've

Vavasour and Tunstall came with them.

Merton bad already gone con with Gadsby,

Monson, 1nf'€ Drury, who had joined the train
ou the

e the hooking
a ance. Pon might
=1 him a ]lll But Pon did not.
“ Mohby a convenient little beast,” he
suid to Flip. “He never meddles with feliows
in our set unless we fairly force him to; an’
he’s down like a thousand of bricks on the
other gang, if they give him half a chan

ay.
shbs stood LHI{
round for

lo( i
have offe

by gad! Hut it don't pay to be too civil to
h|m. It's hest to keep the worm in his
place.”

Flip had never heard of such a place for a
master at & school; but Mr. Mobbs was a
new type to him, and not a pleasant on
He wondered vagus at Pcn meéant by the
other gang.  But would soon learn, he
suppozed

He had to put Cocky's cage on his knees
as there was no reom elsewhere. Vavasour
sat opposite him, and Cocky turmed a leering
eye upon that very empty-headed specimen
of the stocracy, and said, most clearly and
di

¥ oW
he

stinetly :

Oh, absolately!”

Jle's faicly on to you,
stall, grinning.

H} ”rJ the beggar’s no end smart as
ings up said Vavasour, not af
.m )lh\plqu “You know me, dom’t you,
Coel

Vav,” said Tun-

“ph, ay! A silly fool!® Cocky answered.
“He certainly seems to!” grinned Tunstall.
avasonr was not so pleased now.
re soon and Flip
l'mmri |t all that he had hoped for. The
flne buildings, the smooth, well kept playing-
fields, the picturesque pavilions, all impres

him.  Away in the distance he got a glimpse
of Bigh, grey buildings, older than Higheliffe
hy I

«That's Greyfriars, T suppose?” he said.

Mouldy c.l:] show, Derwent; an’ the

h ot for t 10
There are eweplmm of course, You'll
He's got his

part.
meet Vernon-Smith before ong.
points, though he ain't emcm what T shonld

eall a gentleman. 1 say, cul off an’ see the
old boy hefore Mobby toddics m. An' he par-
ticular to get his leave to keep that bird of
yours—if you really want io pr him, as I
take it you do. Onee the old boy's given hi
consent,” Mobhy can't say a thing, by gad!
He may feel nasty, hut he'll come round when
he knows you are one of us. Here, I'll take
you along, it you like!®

It was no end good of Pon—so it seemed
to the new boy. And ce ainly Cecil Pon-
sonby was pot in the habit of showing ro
much goodnature, But lm had his own ends
to serve, though at thiz stage of the
a<qu.\mtaum there waz in him at least some
faint. glow of liking for Flip Derwent,

He piloted the new-comer to Dr, Voysey's
study, and rapped discreetly at the door.

“Better put the cockatoo down outside,®
he told Fiip.

Derwent: tcmk the hint.

“Come in!” spoke a veice.
Flip in.

The room was a pleasant one, with anlu]\-c
furniture and big cas b in expe:
bindings. The sunnmm and the soft breczo
came in together through the low, open
French windows, and outside was a care-
fuily-tended garden.

Dr. Voysey's lot scemed to be cast in
pleasant places, and, as Flip was to learn
fater, he was accustomed to keep it as plen-
sant as possible by leiting other peopls
attend to anything at_all likely to worry or
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fatigue him. He might be—indeed,
a good man on the whole, Lut
pretty bud headmaster,

The aroma of a fine cigar filled the study,
and the Head's mood was cvidently one of
amiability.

14

he was—
he was a

How do you do, Ponsonby?" he said. I
trust that you have enjoyed your holidays,
and have Teturned to your studies with
renewed vigour.”

«

h, yaas, sir, thank you!™ replied Pon,
shaking hands. «This is a new boy—Derwent,
sir.  You will remember his pame, no douht
I theught you might like to see bim at once,
50 1 brought him aleng.”

L¥ ¢ am obliged to you, Ponsonby.
right.”

Pon turnml to go, then turne:l Lm('k.

1

You were

to nis

ome of u~ ’f’” he said.

]!N'\\nnl 15
form-—and

naturally he will s
In a Fourth Form ﬂugh
Mobbs" affa

FPon had i:lundered sllght.l_y He knew well
enough thal Dr. sey preferred to ignore
the fact that the thelifte Fourth was split
into two warring Sl tions,

The Mead of Highcliie could not help
knowing that Cecil Ponsonby and Frank
Courtenay, cousins though they were, palled
totally ditferent , and were scarcely on
speaking terms at the best of times.  But it
was not his policy to admit that he knew it.
He found i ensiest to proceed on the assump-
tion that the Fourth were a band of brothers,

The error was retrieved ab once. Pon did
not mean to ask for Flip in his own study. As
Gudshy was there, that would bardly do,
I-ur a ligtle time those two had better mot
he hrought into continual close contact,  And
a hint to Gadshy that he might like to change
oul would have been disastrous.

Hn Pon made up his mind at ol

“1 mean, sir, that Tunstall
wouh[ like to have him with them,
met him on the journcy down; an' I'm sure
the three wonld get on well fogether, It's
agreat thing to get the right sort of fellows

be given a place
But that is Mr

.\nd Metton
They

together. I'm sure yow'll agree with me as
to that, sir.

“1 quite agree, Pensonby. And, subject,
of course, to the of your Form-

approval
master, 1 tee no objection,”

Pon howed and went.

“I am glad to see you, Derwent: and T
trust that you will do credit to Highelifie,”
said the Head, turning to Flip, and shaking
bands with hin.

His manner was kind,

bul his hand-clasp

was limp. He looked old and tired. and per-
haps a Lrifie lazy. Flip thought—in stro
contrast to the athletic, breezy young He

A
ol he h'ld attended as a day

, sir,?
e.

I think?>

From Tasmanin.”

[ remember now.

snid Flip modesti
You come from—er—the

A @ was there
once years land from

A very different
“the Trans There can few maore
charming lands in all the world than yonr

island home,

The Head paused. A great flood of home-
kness that surprised himsell rushed over
Flip. the eyes of his mind there
floated visions of the homestead, with its
wile veranda. and the ort}l.\r(iﬂ and b e

1 hard by, to ich and
in bathing-costumes, had hn‘n nont to
oiher barefooted on the grass
\«lnlr the sun was not vet high in the sky
His fat] his soldier hmthu= the graceful,
lissom ers, Flap, cky screaming in
e wr.mria 1he dogs Imrkmg welcome, the
horses in Lhe stable, the men about the place

~—he saw them all.
It ali lasted hut a second or two. He
remembered Pon's hint about Coeky, nnd

came out of his hriel dream to th upon l‘.
“Yes, sir,” he said. d
hrmmlll something  with me I’Iom |hir
“something T want you o let me keep, sir
a Tasmanian devil, T hope, Derwen

H"\l smiling

wld lhl

n is & creature of the
v.(\l! ‘!‘NVL“ I.OW Inppu) rare. In the istand
there are none of the dingoes—wild lhm—
whlch

o7

Orse L| n any dingo; '\mi
‘ma (1nl‘ml: t'mle .\ mngo

They aren't exactly pets,
¥ou know that; you've seen
Printed and pnhi(slmd woelkly
Agoals for Australasia: Qordon

0, &
But, uf cuurtc.

¥

the Propristora at
Goteh, Melbourne, Sydney. Adelaids, Brisbare,

It's only a cockatoo. We've had him
s0 long, Before T was born.
ou may keep him, |>erwout provided
ms conversation is not of a type that is cal-
culated to ewuse scandal.”

Cocky's conversation was much more re-
strained and proper {han that of Lhe nuts
as a matter of ( ct.  But neither Dr. Voysey
nor Flip—as ew how the nuts were
acr-mtunwd La lrt I.llElns(,I es go in private.

*Would you like to sce him, sir? [ left
lnm outside \m:r doer.  Then yow can be
sure he's all right.”

“Feteh him b, I means, Derwent,"

Cocky was hruu;.'hl in. He looked gravely
at the Head, his knowing old poll on one
side, and then he said, much as one elderly
gentleman mighl say to another:

them,
eve

How do you do, sir? I trust I
well, sir?

“1 am quite well, Hhar:k you” the Tead
answered, mor than

had done for weeks p ¥ Derwent, 1
that bird. You may inly keep him.”

Flip went off in high delight,

He had hurdly got outside the Head's
privite quarbers wih e met Mr, Mobbs,

The Fourth Form-master darted at Cock
a look that was by no means friendly.

“Come with me, Derwent!” he said.
you are to be in my Form, it will bhe well
that you sheuld be made aware at once what
will be expected of you. see ihat you
have nob yet got rid of that obnoxious bird 17

Shaking Into His Place.
o HE Head told me I could have Lim
£ replied Flip
'E how is it
zeen the

is not

Mr. Mobbs 1 ok d. The little man
was pompous, and he did nol like anylhing
which di ed his nnthnru.\-

that you
That

Head 7
Ponson

The nat g st upon Moabhy,
“Oh—er—yes! That would be quite right,
It is very good of Ponsonby to take a Irnmll_\
interest ou, Derwent. I trust that you

are properly grateful 2"
Flip's gorge rose. He
in_his own wny., Bnt he h“. ire that there
a whole world of difference between his
and the way thiz toadying master
nt. He wasn't going to bow down and
\mr-hp Pon—or anyone! You will not cateh
an tralian doing that sort of thing.
I

s grateful to Pon

L regard by a3 one of my most pro-
mising pupils,” said Mr, Mobbs,

Walkfug along together, they had now
reached Mr, E The first thing
upoen which OERS a cane. There
were several more cancs “nbout the room.
Flip wondered whether Ton 2t hiz chums

knew the feel of thel
“ Ponsonhy .
Mahbs,

went
st you

hizkiy conneete
prrsing his °

an Mr

will take TPonsonby as o guide and t‘\meIa.,
Derwent,”

“1 ean't very well-not in Lhat,
replied.  © You see, 1 didn’t have a choice

Not that I'd have chosen

about my family,
he hastened to ad

difierently if I had,” L

~You do not mean that for impudence, I
trust, Derwenb?? rapped oul Mr, Mobbs,
|UUMY:" '\l, I]l\’ new boy doubtfully,

\\ ho are your prople, Derwent 7

“My fath r:v,,ns n biggish run in Tas-
mania, not very far from Laupceston. But
he's at the Front now, amd so are my
I3rbth(‘r il

Does Ponsonby know them ¥

'H diil not matter a bit to Mr. Mobbs that

Flip's fklt}lw should be doing his duty to t

Lt would have matiered gquite

d have b sure t Mr.
iptain Derwent, rather-

approval of the highly

-connected

0, answered Flip indifferently,
Let me see, Derwent, you must be

it in some study

I‘m\mnlu fived that up with the Head,
—of course, with your appro n

The qualification was tviden an after.
thought, and Mr, Mobbs frmmm Tiut again

the magic influence of Pon saved Flip from
reprool.
“and with

whom are you to he quartered 7
#With Merton and Tunstall, sir,»

“Ah! T have no objection. 'Two very nice
lads; well-connected, too. I have no more lo
say Lo you, I)erucm. You may go.”

the.
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Flip was not sorry to go. He did not like
Mr. Mobbs, And he was shrewd enough to
see that Mr. Mobbs did sot like him, and Lo
guess that if he should fall away from Pon
he would soon know the taste of one of those
cane Well, he did not want anyone's pro-
id he had learned to take a licking

without howling.

When he had had the cane hitherto,
though, it bad been wielded by a man,
hetween that man and him there had al
been the proper understanding. b
say, the master had 1 I the cane be
he knew it was his duty; and the bo

y had
known that, too, nnd had taken it In the
right spirit.

It would be quite another thing to be caned
hy a worm fike Mobby, And it was not a bit
likely that blnhh) would be fair. He didn't
talk—he 1t look—as if he conld be.

“One momnnt Derwen Do your—er—
study-mates—do they not raise any objection
to the presence of the—of that bird?

“Not likely !

not the to speak to me,

way

Derw Dt'”

“Sorry, sir! Tt was Cocky. T didn't speak,
No; Merton and Tunstall don't mind. They
like €

differ. You Der-

may go,
h' e forgotten

s, si

“ 1o hot let w
fine owith Gadst
hrlluuw disposi

» hear again of your quarcel-
ar tht ¥ 'l are of a

e Gadshy is
you must ed the quarrel
soodness  gracious ! What a

e you must he, to batter an in-

young cava

offensive lad’s face like tha .
“I'm mot o savage, sirl ‘And as for
Gadshy heing inoffensive, I'm not o sure. e

enough Lo me!"

ble that your rough Colonial
ot put vou in a position Lo
nners of a lad of Gadsby's

wns offensive
“1t 05 pos
upbringing has
appreciate
aristogratic res
“No, I didn't appreciat®them a hit, sic—
thought. they were n. It now

-

hat I know Gadshy's highly connected—

Mr. Mobbs laid his hand upon a eane, But
Flip faced bim boldly, and Mr, Mohbs gave
him the henefit of l!u. 1[(1ulnr
Flip grinned as he
“He'll think that Oler,“ he said
If, “and after a bit he'll see it sare,
Then it will be too But I shall have
to watch out for hi ce old wewser, ain't

¥
tlar knock-out,

and  Tun: sived  Flip in
and Pon and Vavasour dropped
A tea of u kind that mad,
ind wonder. At his aunt's
3 of the Food Controller had
and, though no one went short,
the guantity of essential food was limited,

For the ‘matter of that, a good deal of
what appeared on the table of the nuts was
not rationable stuff. But there was lots of
. and, what was worse, lots of waste.

id nothing. It was too early for him
to npeu that his opinion would carry auy
weight.

After tea Pon and Vavasour cleared out.
¥ had a bridge-party on to comfort Gaddy.
Pon' had told Merton. He added that he did
not think G ¥ would he much comforted by
Derwent's d that, on the whole,
he felt resigned to leaving him with Merton
and Tunstall.

It suited them well enough. These two
were not among the worst of the nuts. There
hml even been times when they bad thought

throwing Pon over and joining the rival
But they were slackers, and Frank
had small use for slackers. More-
was strong, so nething

Flip!* replied Cocky

]\hrwn
friendly w
in to tea.

It

Courtenay
over, Pon’s influence
had ever come of it.

hey  showed  Flip 111 muud tlw
premises. His eves gleames
wets up, and a dazen h-uom m:

T had been & real summer’s day, such as
often comes in September, o one felt like
looter—the game for this term—hut it was
quite a cricket evening, though shadows were
fong and thedew was heginning to fall
* Keen og-the game, Derwent 77 psked Tun.
stall, who,~ds a mere kid, had been keen on
it himself
¥o end !
“Can't =
oW
that

Aren't you?'
L am. We nlon t go in for hcm

Doosid bad form, bein’ keen!™
rot:* rEpllL“" 'th ‘“h

keen,
“0h, 3
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about her brother's fate at High-
all, be looked Qite Tt to take

the zoad of living if you're not keen on some- | too, Rupert—to do that. a
i 7

way. But 1'm | be wor
hanged 1f 1 quite see [

it's going to he |cliffe.  Aft

the goad of livin', anyway, by | done, as things are ot hims
yawned Merton, The dear Pon having had Arst innin’s, you And there  are  Courtenay and  De
il leoked at the louow Ant the { mean®” Courcy,” said_ Phyllis. They're  quite
that were almost ho “Not altogether [EM(, either, A fellow j o ent from Marry and Boh, and we dont

L1 den't see how.” | know them as well. Put they are the right
“Dare to he a|sort.” :

the ingenvous| CIt's with Ponsonby Flip seems to have
@ dear | ot friendly,  We travelled part of the wa)
with him and three others '

said, with a line right do
ms or foul. | her forals rehead as she spoke,

e

i l.nzm l!(':u- nt. | can't w.
ke here are mezmy *No difieulty
‘lmrpli'm‘ Youve met them, [ Daniel,” old m
youth, an’
chap, my K
distinetly an’ ¢
as well bumdur the kid, as | win your oof from

n him

€s
]uln them,
.

T rather not, unlesz you two will com

ely
ou by fair m

y here—eh, Merton 27 He'll teach you tricks that your respected es! adshy—that's ihe dear, nice
upiter, yes! He'll soon put away | gnv'nor—il aus—won't approve of in the | boy YOur brother hudl to thrash —and 1 wlid
f'h(w childish thing ., I dare say. You won't | Jeast degrec.  Chuek him!  Throw in your | he did it thoroughly!” said Clara. And

us! lsl-m is De Courcy, a brand | Vavasour, of

fine  clothes  and rl!l
decent e

And the Ul}iLT might
s1°t so bad-———
\lt)!l~t)ll -at least, I {hink that was

s t0 hack youu up in bein’ so
st because we let you have

lip. | with the
g about | recall 1y
with my h.md- in nn pc:kih ain’'t any gawe | find thes davs
of mir . *He

r dull at
a erowd it
‘:lf,;!:“‘:} Ponsonby, Flap?
to  the 1 did pot. I simply ba i
Philippa Derwent, it apy could speak
with all the plaimness jor which
n Treviyn was noted among her

Ponsonby. with we
ins!  Did you li

¢ to (-all their
an’ plucked
bondage, an’  breathed  pluck i
ter that | bounders! nuut et restive, l=r:ml.) m
e very | not flatte:
putting  their other | gospel,
owkets.  Tefore they reache d | sense, a
L]nt .|Iurnmm the half-zov
wed of him had rot t 5 s
l~ oE ll.c nut There bad be “It ain’t rot, Franky; it nd sense an’
no cheati Rut if there had been it would | hall marked truth! But 1 know yon wen't
not have i the first time the egregions [ do it. Do you think you could make up vour
Hunter had suffered in that way at the hands | modest mind to interfere with Pon to the
of the merry nuts, ext of askin® the new chap it he play
e thiree were welcomed at the nets, and | fo
Flip found himself (icfo;ulmg a wic
bowling of Courtenay, te
Vates almost at once.

n't want Lo put em in Wy
o vou: inguited Merton

He came to k

: of them liked her the less for
Marjorie
wl Clara,

1 Ldp
Rilly Binter
into the po

* said Phyllis, laughing.
\Lmurm neitler hates nor loves
e could net Jove him, aid

anyone, on prineiple

i
“Oh, Tl do that all serene!” answered the d
skipper of the Fourth, lauzhi N Tas Doy, nete Leel
CHe would do mere if the chaiee came lis . said AIa i Mg Jow, tronbied
The Caterpillar was sure of that. And | L0we TIts wicked, l't‘”“l' But 1 woutd
retended eynicis, would the | SiT€ ever so much to be sure that  Hazel
’ would never
“Oh, have s brothe
fut—ne, he woutdie be
o hit Ha
is. Flap! He's a
d the boys there
ito the way of
me abont it ut h
¥ ford of his proper 1

the Caterpillar's,
Flip thought mlth.ll" of that. But Merten
noticed it, awl bis hrow puckere

Tun,” D said, “this won't suit old Pon's

him g
Highelitre ¢

neither of
- tiriag wh

em conld do was
De Conrey had

v hiims

he had falie 1

L if he ere the
d to

O] Hisheliste

Tunstzll, though fie
I dropped

CWhat won'ts
terstood very well,

‘mr\mvs gettin® thick with the other

n[« l‘«-n-r,

ke
i ;
3 , then, (u < reernit
" Jon'h Beethiu toli’ L ¢ e | the mere for Ton, one enémy the morc fo Bue it 5 T ubiraty
“Ob, by Jupiter n't you ece what this | Frank Courtenay—and 4 Hrst-rate ericketer ou  wouldn understand.
sort of thing will lead to Nt season ! s broke in Clara. “Hot you'll find out

o gone to seed
see what  you mean.” answercd

how the t\ln &rl!un\:, et mixed

Funstail  rmoodity. Auytiin® but rottin = itpr in all sorts of ways- Wl drag us in

about is dead off n Pon's eyes. An' L sup- At Cliff House. sometimes, Not thal e min
e that he wants to make this kid such HERE was no taxi for the Ciiff House What J m.nm like would be to sort them
wother &s himscli—or you, Mertor ., T pleatitul in said Phyllis. ilighclilfe might
e to that!” 1. auie nby und all _his fricnds.  But

B

T ¥l wi
what's the niattee with bein’ like A with t!u ahabhe ol iy i yoand De Courcy and your brother,
Jupiter " V) was told to get by a n\lhu‘ Flan, shonld alt he G I

Not quite so much as bein' a rnnl e she  found | should Smitheon and
like Gaddy. or am unpty-eaded lara were all | know  them very wel

idiot like * Vav, or a er ke | con with her, would hae
Poi—though 1'm not denyi heaps the. voniole to themse
lore him than those two, or Monson. "My dear, I nnu)\ o t B 2 clitfe bt have Skin and a
|ut o you proud of yoursclf, ol man?” 1 3 st

ain’h wshamed of mysell, by Jupiter! the two Bunters!”  said

'\rc u?”

Tuistull ﬁ'\!rh"r:z-n] his shou

S'pose not.” in.

Tt in ona fresh nyway. At least, |
think 0. B for me if 1 was,

But T'm not keen on helpin' to

Derwent all over azain in the
l U»l d if I should like him | just

brothier  tribe
nt. or  toa
ot of thing.
i and 1 have alwa
v lump i her at.
she ad to talk o

Was that really
stonished 3
st pf those
people who niake others tell
S inmost thoughts!  Here, in one short

15 0 ive behind a horse that saw his hetter

of tg Higheliffe,” said Miss € duys yeurs and years and more years azo,
one ! He's o decent | Marjorie tanched her softly on the eibow. | has our Marjoric admiticd that she is not
pelieved i being out- | in Ly with 1o fewer than tiee persons

el they can’t help be

lers,

wigh to

i
image of Pon
half as well afte i

Lid, Merton. Rl i de me of you Ihhul you
first blew in.

ng

Astion madé 6 anewer to that, He knew ¥i Is fars n * Flap asked and 1 ought not to  have
that he h l.em \:rv (i:fhror\t » rcpiml Clara, briefly, but “dislike them,” said Marjorie,
when Highe to b meaningly.

Tunstall, wm had I don’t know.
him. T?-e, lad gone downhill in company, | come first with
always ehummy; and i the brake had ever Marjorie ! with me. T am uot
been applied it had been by Tunstall, who | sure that | do not Jmut Johung Bull fiest. He
more gouzhtful of the two. e always says what
i never heen quite so much Pon's man as| -~ That's u!l) he And 'von squakl
on. said Phyllis.

By Jupiter, he can slog!” said Merton, We don a bhase slander! 1 mever
But it was not mere slogging. Courtenay | quarrel with anyone—people do  with  me | that U Huzel * was wenk, Somehow
saw that, if Merton, who bad forgotten most | sometimes, but that’s their fault. Aud then | had the idea that neither Phyilis nor

{ his cricket, did not. Derwent was a bats- | there is Squift—" liked Bimowuch that ocither thought b
well grounded in the art, and with far “Wouldn't it be  hetter to
at”

07 course. Harey aud Jiob | Aud 1o they can, and T like to

speak  out, Marjoric!” flashed

r, hear!” said Clara heartily.
Wwos  wondering M
. Clera,” | brother. It drew her

sether, she

hey

to; 2 t
have h]alh\.r\. at schools -Al near. It seemea
she

Ficld, | worthy of Marjoric’s devotion. And she was

development  than  most right.
He would have been no Marjorie, it would not! Squity s But, of course, Flip was very different from
n Quiney Ttfiey Field, Philippa - tmt H. was waywurd at times, self-willed

end useful to the Fourth Form Eleven apainst )
Greyfriars Remove, their dearest rivals, if Cow'd hetter eall me Flap, | think. 1t
he had come elong a term earlicr, Courtelnay somds more Lriendly 'uu. ﬂ) rolled throngh cates, and alone a
thinkiug. "Wt think of Miss Primrosc's feelings, my | short, erescent-shaped gravel drive.
There he poes again! That would have | dear! However. we'll all eall lap in{ At the top of half a dozen stone
heen a sixer in o mateh,” said Tunstall. private. And if Flap, why not Squin? fe's| wide and shaliow, stood a lady e
“Franky,” remarked Ruopert de Courey, -\uwtm]l.\n . you know.” 2 ~or rather more—with quoeer, corkscrew
aside, “this merchant js hot stuff. 1f he's| “Oh! And nick. you

ut one could ot call bim w

st

¥? I do wish Fup

as gpod at footer as.at cricket, it might be | had gone to Greyfrinrs!” " There's J‘rnnrn:e aid  Clara.
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He was int d o her! but .iu! not seem [ who knew o 1i it helpin

interested.  He shook hands in a W Wi t\w “row, Derw

w goodd sort, if
L some things,” added

niiher, s

uminble back
e
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A su o clder
ame mistal o } o WL st sdd Bl
: [stake, nevertheless. It e pastman had
'lui harm, not good. m Highelit tite
eture

But it was
T |mt think he was goins to let
hi
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for Next Wednesday :

“CLAMPE'S COUSIN!"

By Martin Clifford.
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