


For Next Tuenday.
« “THIE BONOOL HOUSE ALLOTMENT »
is the tiile of Mr. Martin (lifferd’s

story of St. Jim’s, in which ho tells wix
considerable humour the juniots’ e
experierces in connection with the tilling
SRR o scssicis 4
3 ry the di rance
Mr, R::wsﬁﬂ’s watch is also deweribed,
and the allotment plays an important
part in the restoration of the missing
artiche,
To say more here aboit &

* THE BCHOOL HOUSE ALLOTMEN'T »

would be to spoil the story for you when
you read it, which you must not fail to
do.  Be surc to order your copy of the
GE¥ in advance.
: P

Many thanks to *Nan,” who »
a o an,” who writes
{rom lgum-h Wales. Ske says the Gem
_bas been a ray of snnshine through
these last four years.
“I made it a habit,” she wriles, “to
turn to the Chat first, T began to try
+. and find the character of the writer
;b:wg ibe sen&m?'a. I \\'an&vﬁ to
orit a cunception of wmy own Fou,
dnd at the first T was convinced of one
_ighing, and that is the wonderfil tatt and
hdowophy with which you deal with
* everything=the word of advice here, the
Jitthe bit of sympathy there that must
nee ily be the outcome of caveful
' consideration, and could wever he
.~ writtén by one who was indifferent to the
interests of his rcaders. Another thing
is the absolute balance with which overy
senbence is marked, ”
ifrterlt}m: ﬂ;]eh- i%::,q hing mvore to be
said ! only ht t my sympathetic
eorrcspondent :"ﬁ!acomimre to stand by
.. the Companion Papers. - .

RIDER 'HAGGARD, ™8™
T have lately reccived numerous letters
about the werks of the author of “*King
Solomon’s ines,”  *She,” “Allan
Quartermain,” and so many more, Some
of my friends wounld like to sec these
tales appearing in the Companion Papers.
That cannot be done, but it is good to see
. how popular the stories in  question
remain. \
“King Solomon's Mines” was firsty
published more than thirty years since
-+ when the -world knew relativelv little of
the Dark Continent. Jules Verne when
he carried his explorers by balloon aeross
Lake Tchad was dealing with the un-
known. Rider Ifnggard wrote hi= great
book before the Matabele YWar. before
tIre ‘epoch of Cecil Rhodes and the visit
of the late Tord Randelph Churchill to
ashonaland. :
Africa- has changed. Some of the
romance of it seems to bave slipped away
- quietly down the back wtnircaee of Time,

Your Editoris always pleased to hear froin Ms readwe,

ss : Editor, The " G

LONELINESS.
This is what a correspondent complains
about. He finds there is mot en
va in life; but, of course,
variety is there if you look for it, and is
#s pleasant as the Irish breakfast menu
described by Irwin:

““Btirabout with-sonre milk {ook father.
Mother took milk and the stirabout,
Biny Souk tinboat Broad Yo bo,

atsy stirabout bread to be,
And Mary took milk by way of tea.
Then, nothing loth, they finally all ool
a little of both.”

Hew, some fellows expect {oo much of
lite, and they want their wishes gratified
by express post, all carriage paid, ete.
That 18 not the way things are done.
It would be a mistake were it so.

My chumis looking for a girl chum to
whom ke can tell his n'oub]ea and he will
have to wait his chance, a ot worry
in  the meantime. . Loneliness often
enough implies that there is not enough
work to do, and that matter can casily
be remedied, - -

_ THE SPRING POET.

Yos, the worthy person blew into my
toom this morning, and these lines were
;:'ckvﬂ up on the mat after he Had flitted

ck into the stream of humanily in the
sireet :

“1love to sen the little lambkin pla ying—

Lambkin playing ;
And T like to read the Grat as T'walk
along the Strand.
It interests me as moch as w the
wavelets keep on saying—
ecp on saying,
For the GEM without. a doubi's the
i paper in the land.”

M’yes! Amd then some folks wonder
why poetry is #o littlo appreciated ! - But
many thanks for the solid chunks of
truth contained in the foregoing.

FROM THE SOUTH.
An Australian cors
“My dream in
authoress, my work “in life is to be a
nurse, and my object is to get all the fun
I can out of eversthing, nﬁxirh last does
not seem to tally with my statement that
I like serious yarns. But both are true,
and T think “A Very Gallant Gentle-
man’ was beautiful. My,  Frank
Richards is great, for he can make any-
one feel sad over a story. am not
ashamed to say I eried. = I think the
Correspondence Columin is a_great asset,
Chere is one thing you left out of
‘ Personal Recollegtions.” Vou did not
tell us what onr Editor was like, whether
he'has prey hairs. Lots of us_want to

bot writers have still gnod material in
.- this part of the world, ¥

know, and T was always a ° sticky-beak.”
"On one occasion Tomi Merry had to fight
Blake without a second,” for no one

e
Farringdon Street, London, E.C, 4.

Did not he believe in Tow Merty?”>
Well, that was a long Hme since, and
circunisatices wete all agninst the fellow
who the stuff he was made of,
despite everything.
————

WRONG 1MPRESSIONS.

When you form an idea of somebody ox
other and the idea is good it is often best
to let things stand ot that. Bay_ the
character you have pictured in your mind
is a magnificent perdon, six foot two
inches in his stockings-=only, of course,
he is always seon in beautiful patent-
leathers—with o Roman nose, a fine
moustache, well-cut clothes, a head of
hair te which the barber can add nothing,
and a shiny topper like D'Arcy’s on his
tranium, - crowning the work; then,
surely, 1t is wise to rest there, as the
French say. s

The reality f
eyed, fatfooted lump of ungainly
cccentrieity, You never know! Lots of
my correspondents write to me about
their ideals with respect to public_men
whom they have never seen, and are
never likely to sce. They had far beiter
be content with the portrait imagination
has served up,

helieved in him. But how lilbtant TQM?

CLOTHES.

Do clothes matter? Of course, a lot
of folks think they do—that in shorf
they are the most important things in
tife, Look at the éxtraerdinary. fashion-
pictures one sees in some of the paper
You. catch sight of individuale who
obviously think of nothing else oxoept
raiment, They are wearing togs which.
unfit the possessor for woik of any sort.
Weork would spoil the *“sit.”

Thie consideration is prompted by a
Jetter from Dumfrics. The writer says
that cousin Etbel and Dorie Levison wear
hats too small, blouses which hark back
in style to the Year Dot, and therr adds
a few sharp criticisms of the artist,
But, after all, neither of the characters
in question gave herself out to be a
fashion-plate. I am inclined to think this
_iasa ll'r]ierry little grouse about just-nothing
at all,

REGITATIONS.
T was asked by a chum to tell him of a
book of recitations, and in the hurry of

may be an undersized, fish.

8. -

the moment T mislaid his letter. Perhaps -

he will take this pavagraph by way
of answer, Messrs, Samuel French,
Publichers, Southampton Htreet, Strand,
issue a firstrate li vohime of attrac-
tive recitations which would just meet
the case.
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DISAPPEARANCE
OF BAGGY!

A Magnificent Long Com-
plete Story of Tom Merry
& Co., of St. Jim’s.

By
MARTIN CLIFFORD,

CHAPTER 1,

1

Spool
M RIMBLE |
Mr. Lathom, master of the
Fourth Form of St. Jim's,
. snapg,ed out the name and
emphasized it by & sharp rap on his desk
a pointer.
It was Wednesday—sa ‘‘half "—and
very few fellows were paying much at-
+ tention to Mr. Lathom’s droning disser-
tation upon Roman history. Sad to
relate, the thoughts of the majority were
not of the old world and its worthies,
but of the new world and—football. ~

And, needless to state, the thoughts of
Baggy Trimble were also not centred
upon Roman history, mnor even upon
footl

When Baggy was not actually eating

rub he was thinking grub. Just then
he was doing both,

‘Within his capacious mouth his active
tongue was_circumnavigating an aniseed.
ball, the while he thought out rather a
knotty problem.

Reposing in Baggy's pocket was the

sum of fourpence-| atfpenn& and Baggy
had already decided that the fourpence-
halfpenny should be expended in Dame
Taggles' shop immediately class. was
over. 5
But the question was, should he spend
the whole of the fourpence-halfpenny
upon jam-tarts, which were soon eaten,
or upon a fresh supply of aniseed-balls,
which lasted longer?

‘That was the question. It was a serious
question to Baggy. And he had not yet
arrived at a decision upon the deep

roblem when his reflections were rudely
anterrupted by the calling of his name
and the sharp rap of Mr. Lathom's
pointer.

He lumbered to his feet, hoping that
his bulging check did not look as tre-
mendous as it felt.

“Um-mum——  Yes, sir!” he mum-
bled indistinetly.

“¥ou are not paying attention,
Trimble,” said Mr. Lathom mildly.
“And—bless my seul—you are eating,
Trimble !”

“Mum-mum—— Nunno, sir!” mum-
bled Baggy, speaking truthfully on the
first count, but lying on the second.
“N-not at all, sir!”

““Then what have you in your mouth?"*
snapped Mr. Lathom severely. ‘I be-
lieve you are not speaking the truth,
Trimble !

Trimble blinked in trepidation at the
master, debating in his fat mind whether
to riek choking by swallowing the
am:ﬁed-b&ll whole, or to own up to the
truth.

And then a sudden inspiration moved
Baggy—an inspiration that was to have
unpleasant and far-reaching results to the
fat youth.

“P-p-please, sir, it—it's toothache!"
he mumbled, turning a fat, shining cheek
towards Mr. Lathom. “I—I'm suffering
fearful agonies, sir!”

For a moment Mr. Lathom eyed the
fat youth sharply.

But Trimble was nursing his fat,
swollen cheek woefully, and certainly
appeared to be suffering the pangs of
toothache.

“You should have mentioned that
earlier, my boy, and I would have ex-
cused you lessons!” he exclaimed unsus-

iciously. “Has the tooth troubled you

or long, Trimble?”

“Nunno—I mean, yes, sir!” mumbled
Baggy with a pathetic groan *It-it's
been aching off and on for ages, sir.”

“H'm! A hollow tooth, I presume?”’
asked Mr., Lathom with sympathetic
interest.

“Yes, sir; that's it!”- gas Baggy,
quaking lest the master ghn?ﬂeg request
to inspect the tooth,  “It's—it's—
Oh, dear! It's very bad, sir!”

“Ah! Then if it is a bad one, you
had better have it out, Trimble, my boy,
or it will cause you endless trouble. If
{nu will come to my room after dinner

will give you a note to take to the
dentist in Wayland.” .

“Ow " gasped Trimble in alarm.

“Meanwhile,” went on Mr. Lathom
kindly, *you may sit by the fire until
the class is dismissed, Trimble."

And picking up his book -again, Mr.

Lathom resumed his interrupted dis:
course upon Roman history, whilst the
Fourth-Formers resum their inter-
rupted thoughts upon footbatl—all, that
is, with tho exception of Arthur Augus-
tus D'Arcy, who gave the fat junicr a
very concerned and sympathetic glarce.

“Bai Jove! Poah old Twimble!” he
murmured in an undertone to Blake.
“T noticed his face was fwightfully.
swollen when he came in. I feel vewy,
sowwy for Twimble !”

“Rats!” snorted Jack Blake. “It's a
chunk of toffee he’s scoffing, .
T don’t believe the fat rotter’s got_tho
toothache at all. But it serves him jolly
well right if he has. He shouldn’t scoff
so_man; hush |

Blake broke off abruptly as he noticed
Mr. Lathom’s eyes fixed upon him sus-
piciously. He promptly assumed a look
of rapt attention as though he were
enthralled with that gentleman’s remarks
upon the vow of Coriolanus.

Baggy Trimble was the target for
many envious and suspicious glances as
he took his seat by the fire and made
himself comfortable.

Unlike the tender-hearted and unsus-
picious Arthur Augustus, they had no
sympathy whatever with the lazy and
greedy fat youth’s sufferings—spoof or
otherwise. .

But Baggy really stood in need of
little sympathy just then. Despite his
dismal appearance as ho crouched over
the fire, hugging his bulging cheek, the
fat youth was chuckling inwardly over
the success of his ““explanation.” ‘

A moment's reflection had decided him

that Mr. Lathom's remarks concerning
‘e visit ‘to_the dentist’s were not a com.

mand, and he had no intention of going
to the master’s room after dinner.

The deep problem of how best to spend
his fourpence-halfpenny had now been
replncedp‘i:y a more important problem:
And that was how to make further use
of his spoof attack of toothache. LE

And, from the fact that Baggy's eyes
were gleaming cunningly when he left
the Form-room that marning, it was
fairly plain that he had arrived at a
decision upon that problem. .

Copyright in the United States of America. S
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. But his podgy face wore an expression
of intense agony as he joined D’Arcy
in the passage a moment later. Evidently
that noble junior’s sympathetic glance
had not been missed by the fat janior.

“I—1 say, D'Arcy, old fellow!” he
mumbled dismally. . - -

“Well, Twimble, how's the toothache,
deah boy?” asked Arthur Augustus with
a concerned look at Baggy’s woebegone
features. ‘Better, I twust?”

“0Oh, dear! It—it's worse!” groaned
Baggy. “I'm suffering fearful agonies,
D’ Aray 1 .

“How feahfully wotten! I am vewy
sowwy to heah that, Twimble,” remarked
the  kind-hearted Gussy eincerely.
“Weally, thongh, I stwongly advise you
to go into Wayland this afternoon and
bave the beastly thing out, deah boy !”

“Ahem! I—I wish I could!” gasped
the sufferer pathetically, *“But—but
Dodd charges ten-and-a-tanner a time,
and, you see, I haven't any meney. If
only some kind-feeling chap would lend
me the—""

“Bai Jove! If you haven't the. cash,
that is . vewy awkward!” exclaithed
D’Arcy, frowning thoughtfully as he
folt in his ﬁockets. “ Unfortupately 1
am pwactically stonay until my next we-
mittanoe comes, Twimble. Howevah,
1 have about six shillings—-"
- “That will do—ahem!—I mean, that
is—six bob would help, of course'”
gasped Trimble, striving to hide the
eagerness in his tones. ““I say, that's
awfully kind and generous of you, old
fellow.” 2

“Not at all, Twimble!” exclaimed
Arthur Augustus, haps a little too
candidly. “Toothache is weally a
howwible thing, and I would help even
fellahs I despise to get wid of it. Per-
haps gcu wiil get the fellahs to wally
wound and waise the wequired amount.”

And handing over six shillings into the
“eager and grubby paw of the “sufferer,”
‘the kind-hearted Gussy passed on his
;‘vay, very distressed on Baggy's be-

alr.

Baggy Trimble

grinned a fat grin after
the i

eparting Good Samaritan.
‘He, heé, he!” he cackled unmusically.
“8ix bob for nothinagl! Good! Hallo,
there’s that beast Talbot! I'll try it on

im. Yaroop!”

Trimble nearly ;umped out of his skin,
and all but swallowed the aniseed-ball
he was sucking as a hand fell with a

y thump on his podgy back,

He turned, gasping and choking franti-
cally, to meet the grinning faces of the
Terrible Three.

“Shouldn’t stand cackling in the
middle of a public passage,” said Tom
Merry severely. “What's the merry
joke, Baggybus?"”

“ Mum-mum-geg-gug ! Oh, you heart-
less, unfeeling rotters!” wailed Baggy,
his tongue at last having regained con-
trol of the aniseed-ball. “Now you've
made my toothache worse! Oh, wow}”

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Tom

AChe. s

8

.ot Awfol!” groaned Baggy. “Suffer-
ing agonies, in fact!”

* “Smells more like aniseed than tooth-
ache!” grunted Monty Lowther, sniffing
‘suspiciously. ‘“Besides, chaps don’t
:stand in a passage cackling when they’ve
ot toothache, yow spoofing rotter i’
.+ 'Tain't aniseed I' mumiled Baggy
1n;;‘ciFnunt]y. *“You can ask D’Arcy.
And—and, I say, you fellows, you
might lend me the ten-and-a-tanner to
pay the dentist—"

“You mean, you want us to help you
to_have what is causing that swell’i’ng
TeE GEm LiprarY.—No. 631.

Rl

in your cheek extracted?” queried Tom
Merry innocently,

"Vyhy, yes, of course!
tanner—"

“Then we'ro the chaps to do it!”
grinned Tom Merry, winking at Man-
nﬁ“ ?nd Lowther, “Up-end him, you
chaps!®

Ten-and-a-

ext moment three pairs of hands
grasped Trimble, and the yelling and
struggling Fourth. ormer found himself
standing on his head on the passage floor.
There was a brief moment’s loud gasp-
ing and spluitering, and then a round
abject dropped with a pop from the fat
youth's open mouth and rolled along

the passage,

"'Fher(‘. ” chuckled Tom Merry, as
the Terrible Three sat Baggy with a
resounding bump on the floor, “you're
cured, Baggybus! Mind you don't have
toothache again. Ta-tal’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And, laughing heartily, Tom Merry
& Co. strolled on, leaving the astounded
B“%P gasping and spluttering fran-
ically on the linoleum.

CHAPTER 2.
" A Shock for Trimble,
EADY, you chaps?”
The cheery faces of Tom
Merry, Manners, and Monty

‘R

Lowther looked into Study
No. 6 on the Fourth-Form passage im-
mediately after dinner. The Terrible

Three were in Norfolks, and Blake,
Herries and Digbhy were similarly clad.
Evidently the two famous Co.’s the
School ﬁouse at 8t. Jim’s were going
for a cycle spin that afternoon.

But, unlike Tom Merry & Co., Blake,
Herrics and Digby were not looking
cheery—in fact, they were looking ex-
tremely cxasperated. "

“Ready? Of course we're ready!”
grunted Blake in reply to Tom Merry’s
question. *“DBut that sily chump—=

“Then come.along !” exclaimed Tom
Merry. *‘ What the merry dickens are
you standing there for, like a trio of
moulting owls? And where's Gussy?”

“Up in the dorm, chamiin%.”

“Then we're going to be late,” said
Tom Merry. “Show starts at half-past
two. Mean to say that tailors’ dummy
hasn’t changed yet?”

“Yes: but we're waiting for the bur-
bling chump to change his change
again,” explained Blake. “Silly ass
came down dressed like a fashion-plate
—best topper and Etons—topper and
Etons, mark you, for cycling 1”

“Oh, erumbs!”

“8aid it was infra dignitatem to ap-

r at a public performance in Nor-
folks,” added Dig, with a chuckle.
“But he decided to change again when
we pointed out that cycling would ruffle
the crease in his bags and take the shine

from his topper.'”
““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Just like Gussy!” grinned Tom
Merry. “But it would do him good to

so without—— Hallo, here’s the potty
uffer now ™

An eyeglass gleamed in the doorway,
and the noble and aristocratic swell of
the Fourth followed it into the room.

is time he was suitably attired for
eycling—in Norfolks, woollen scarf, and
gloves.

“Bai Jove! I feah I have kept you
fellahs waitin’,” he remarked serenely.
‘“ Perhaps I ought to_apologise for my
wudeness in bein'——""

“Get a move on!” snapped Blake
wrathfully. “We've wasted enough
time without stopfmg to listen to a
Chesterfieldian apology 1"

“Weally, Blake—"

“Come along!” roared Blake. “If it
wasn’t for the fact that you're standing
the study's expenses this aftarncon we’'d
jolly well bump you, Gussy!”

Arthur Augustus gave a quick start.

“Bai Jove!” he ejaculated in dismay.
“Weally, I had forgotten all about you
fellahs bein’ stona; 2

“What does that matter, ass?”’ snorted
Blake, ‘' Didn’t you say you'd got six
bob, and would stand expenses for the
four of us, dummy?”

“Yaas. But—but—" stammered.
Gussy, eyeing his study-mates in great
distress. “I feah, deah boys, that un-
less Tom Mewwy comes to our wescue
we shall be uttahly unable to accom-

ny him and his fwiends to the Wayland

inema, aftah all!”

“Why?” roared Blake.

“Weally, I do wish yon would not
woah at me, Blake! The wegwettable
fact is that I slso am stonay at the pwe-
sent, moment,”

“What "

“x fnve my last few shillings to
Twimble—"

““Trimble?” shrieked Jack Blake.

“Yaas, The poah fellah was suffewin’
Iwight!ul agonies with seveah toothache,
deah boys. He was twying to waise the
cash to png._th« dentist’s fee. And fwom
motives of common humanity I had no
other wesource under the—-""

*You—you—you—-"  Blake broke
off and glared speechlessly at his noble
study-mate.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry.
“Mean to say you were ass enough to
give that fat rotter six bob, Gussy?”

“Certainly, Tom ewwy!”  ex-
claimed D’Arey, turning his monocle
frigidly on the grinning juniors “X
utbnhhv fail to see any weason for this
wibald hilawity at my action in goin’ to
poah old Twimble's wescue. con-
Sy, 1 Tom Merry

2 ¥, you ass,”” laughed Tom Merry,,
“Trimble’s toothache was all spoof! Tt
was_just one of his swindling dodges for
raising the wind, you innocent old ass!®

“He tried it on us, but we bowled him
out!” chuckled Manners. ;

“But his cheek was fwightfully
swollen, deah boys—-"

“Yes, with an aniseed-ball!” grinned
Monty Lowther. ‘“And we extracted it
and took down the swelling by standing
the fat spoofer on his fat head!”

“Bai Jove, the fwigthful wottah!”
ejaculated Arthur Augustus, starting for
the door in great excitement. “I wi
EIVB‘"“}B spoofin’ wascal a feahful thwash-
1ny

‘Some other time, then!” growled
Blake, gripping the wrathful Gussy by
glg A “Yank hold of the dummy,

ig 1’

Diﬁhy obeyed his leader promptly,
and despite his struggles Arthur Augus-
tus was gripped and rushed through
the doorway into the passage:

*Yooop ™

Bump! -

From the passage carde the sound of
a bump and a wild yell as the three
chums collided with a fat junior, who

was on the point of entering the study.
“Bai Jove! Tt's Twimble!” gasped
D’Arcy, struggling to free his arms.

“Welease me, you fellahs, and I will
administah a feahful thwash——"
“Leave him to me, noble warrior!”
said Blake grimly, “Im either getting
that six bob out of Trimble in cash or
in bumps——"
Jack Blake /broke off, and, making a
sudden -dash, gripped Trimble by the
collar as the fat junior was scrambling
to his feet in alarm. _ ' :
. Trimble had been about to enter No. 6
in Ehe hope of getting further subscrip-
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Tom Merry's hand gripped the back of the saddle, and almost pulled the bike to a standstill. "L t
©Oh, crumbsl!™ unmodp Baggy. “ You'll have ms offi— ©Oh, my hat! Vnrooe(:hal"". The Iu:a?o‘:s
Trimble's voice was raised in a wail of anguish as the bike toppled over. (See Chapter 3.)

tions- to his spoof toothache fund, but The juniors roared as Ba; gave a] motion? Blak hat doi
Blake's words decided him to abandon| gasp ug alarm and hurried gyremuvad wic;hmtha.t. boy?"e' WAbae o (0N

that intention. the aniseed-ball from his mouth, and his “Ahem! Wo're just—that. is, w

There was a smear of jam on Baggy's| bulging cheek resumed its usual dimen- | were just taking him—" g’aspea
shiny features, and it was plain to Blake| sions. i Blake helplessly.
:h-cg. that ?‘“5-“3"3 six_shillings had | “Quick and painless dentistry1” | _ “Well, proceed, Blake!” demanded
—t?t Bsg;\:k:thwﬂy of all Baggy's cash chl?cr!?]ed Herries, ‘He's cured him-{ Mr. Lathom, with a frown. — * Whert

. G : T o

+  “Now, you fat swindler!” said Blake, wM:om Lowth hook his head Mz‘reT)oz tal%ng.ll.‘t‘limblg, .?laka'
t: a tighter grip of the squirming, s ¥ WRIEE, SRO0) i o bl I e Wy stammered
o etling Baggy. “1 suppose youve gr?e y. . , B]al.sf. 3:i..‘lnn; js—I mean we were talk.
blewed that six bob, but you're going That's only a temporary relief, Tm|ing o taking Trimble to Wa]y],md with
b 0 i afraid,” h‘eI murmured, winking at the | us, to—to the ,denllst in Wayland. You
e 4 g juniors. “I euggest we take the poor|—You see—"
B:‘lgﬁiggsﬁ'refil::ci\ you rotter!” wailed| g )i to ‘Wayland with us, and see that “To—to the dentist! Ah, ves! I

¥,

is flabby features into|y 1o 1 hie "
L % e has the tooth extracted at Dodd’s. remember now! Trimble was suffering
:“o‘ff"’e;?‘f‘jlwffm‘:ﬁfﬁg“ﬁ;ﬁmhﬁﬁ «Good idea!” said Blake heartily.|from the toothache in the Form.room
worse! Ow! You " “Come along, Trim!” Hflls morning,” said  Mr. Lathom,
The fat junior stopped abruptly as his “Here, I "“lyl” gasped Baggy,” in That 1t 8 vorg ]t]lmuqht]f}ul_ iid kmﬂb{y
- eyes fell upon the grinning faces of the reat alarm, “T'm jolly well hot going! Pr"t. O‘Elyadur part; ?.Y}"-t ub apparentiy
Terrible three. His hand dropped from | LeEEO, you beasts! Oh, C'“‘“"%‘” l:l‘rll:zﬂe{e::iln%m;\lxls nu%n% sir " stute
his awollen cheek as ho eyed the three| Baggy's protestations ended in = vell| tored Baggy hurriedly and hopefully.

apprehensively. of alarm, as numerous hands’ gripped | « o b i
“yes it's little us, you spoofer!”| him and he_was hauled along the pas- qtln\iltye, :130"” ache’s” quite belter now—
grinned Tom Merry. *I see you're still | sage, struggling frantically. “T'm ghd to hear that, my bby!
carrying on the toothache stunt, _That the juniors only intended to give | Nevertheless—— Bless my soul!
ggy!” him a fright Trimble was not aware, and | swelling certainly does appear to have

47 see his face is swollen again,” said he was getting a fright without a doubk. | completely gone,” said Mr. Lathom,
Manners, with a shake of the head.| . The laughing chums released the fat| eyeing Baggy's cheeks in surprise.

,"I'm_afraid_our cure wasn't complete, | junior suddenly, however, as Mr ““Yes, air!” gasped Trimble eagerly.
you chaps. Better stand the poor fellow athom rustled towards them along the| “There’s no need to go at all now, is

on his head again— Hallo, he's ex-| passage. there, sir 7"
tracted it himself " ~ “Bless my soul!” he ejaculated in ¢ Clortainly there is, Trimble!” said
“Ha, ha, ha!” astonishment, ““What is all this com- | T;: ,GEE;{JBBH:.—NQ 631.
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Mr. Lathom kindly, but firmly. “The
swelling and the -pain may have gone,
my boy, but you will,still be liable to
attacks until you have had the trouble-
some tooth extracted. You certainly
must go! There’s nothing to be afraid
of Trimble !”

Baggy Trimble did not look so very
certain about that. His greasy, podgy
features had gone white, and his fat
knees fairly knocked together with
fright. s

*“Oh, but I say, sir, I—T daren’t! It
wasn’t toothache at all, sir. It was—was
a—a gumboil I he burbled.

“Nonsense!" rapped Mr. Lathom
testily. “I insist upon you accompany-
ing these boys at once, Trimble! T will
5&& on the 'phone immediately with Mr.

odd, and explain the circumstances as
no appointment has been made.”

“Oh dear !” groined Baggy.

Mr. Lathom turned to Jack Blake with
a grim smile.

“Blake, I will place Trimble under
your charge,” he exclaimed. “Will you
see that the foolish boy reaches the
dentist’s surgery salely. I will explain
to Mr. Dodd that Trimble is reluctant to
have the tooth extracted, and that he
must—ahem !—exercise firmness, if neces-
I presume you are aware as to the
it , Blake 1

‘Wayland High
Street, on the right-hand aid?;."

“That is it. His rooms are above
Mason’s the grocers, and next door to
Watking' the jeweller's,” said Mr,
Lathom. *“The surgery closes at 4.30, T
may add, .and as the premises are lock-
op . premmses, I would suggest that “you
do not dally by the way.” -

And the Fourth Form-master rustled
away to his study, !E&Viﬂf the juniors
lookmg at each other blarkly.,

CHAPTER 3.
An Unwilling Patient. A
ELL, I'm blessed!” gasped

“
W Herries at last, in disgust.

“ We've let ourselves in for

it now, and no mistake.
Fancy being eaddled with that fat mer-
chant !

“Mucked up the whole afternoon!”
grunted Digby. “I suppose we'll have
to take the beggar now?”

Blake nodded.

“Can't disobey orders!” he growied,
glaring at the quaking Baggy. ‘I ought
to have shown up the fat, swindling

- e T

rotter—sneaking or no sneaking! Any-
way, Gussy gave him six bob to get a

tooth extracted, an’ we'll jolly well see
he does have a tooth cut now "
“But what about the cinema?”

grunted Herries. “We're late already !”
“To see Baggy have a tooth extracted
will be a movinﬁ ﬂi:t.ure in itself—ver;
moving. There’ weeping and wail-
ing, and losing of teeth. Baggy’s antics
will beat Charlie Chaplin into a cocked
hat, and his orchestral accompaniments
1\'iv';llf'”lieat. the Wagyland orchestra into
8

‘“Ha, ha, ha !

“Here, I say, you know,” howled
Baggy. “I'm jolly well not coming!
Hang Lathom! He's no right to——"

“Yes, you are, my pigeon !” said Blake
grimly. ‘““Trot along and get his cap,
Herries, old bean !

Baggy’'s alarm increased as Herries
hurried along to Study No. 2. He re-
turned a minute later with a cap, and
willing hands helped the unwilling head
of Baggy into it.

“Now, quick march, you fat worm!”
said Jack Blake. “We've wasted enough
time on you already.”

“What about a hike?"” grinned Monty
Lowther. “We can't let this barrel of
dard trot behind us like a dog! He
wouldn’t, last & mile 1"

“Ha, ha! No!"™ smiled Tom Merry.
“Tell you what. He can have my bike,
and I'll borrow Talbot’s. I'm running a
big risk, as my bike isn’t guaranteed to
stand even a ton weight. Still, it's in a
good cause !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

. A moment later Tom Merry was hurry-
ing mn.hy, leaving his chums to drag and
hustle the unhappy Baggy into the quad.

Fortunately, Tom Merry had no diffi-
culty in persuading Talbot to lend his
bike, and five minutes later, the seven
juniors, by means more forcible than
polite, had helped Baggy to mount.

Then the laughing juniors jumped into
their saddles, and forming a cordon round
Baggy, started at a fair speed for Way-
land Town.

Several times on the journey, Baggy
Trimble made frantic efforts to escape,
but the seven active juniors hemming
him in, soon taught Baggy that escape
was hopeless. -

It was just four o'clock as the party
reached Wayland, and dismounted out-
side the dentist's. And there Baggy
Trimble, perspiring and gasping, made
a last desperate bid for liberty.
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_The seyen juniors were fixing their
bikes againgt the kerb, when, with sur-
prising  agility considering his bulk,
an%y_ swarmed into the saddle agsin,
an“ is feet pressed the peddles franti-
cally.

*“Hallo!” * shouted Blake, looking
round ' suddenly. “After him, you
chaps 1"

Barely had he gone a hundred yards
along the street when Tom Merry caught
him up. His hand gripped the back of
the u;lsdle_ , and with a tremendous effort
the junior captain of St. Jim's almost
pulled the h’k]? to a standstill.

" “Leggo! crumbs !” panted Baggy,
as the bike wobbled perilously. *You'll

have me off— ©Oh, my hat! Yar-
ooogh ! .
Bump! Crash!

. The Inckless Trimble's voice was raised
in a wail of anguish af the bike toppled
over, and his anatomy smote the ground,
and he rolled over and over on the
muddy street.

“Got you, my pippin!” said Tom
Merry, pouncing on the fat junior.
“Now, come along, you podgy funk!
T’m about fed-up with this game !

A moment later Baggy was hauled to
his feet and rushed, protesting and strug-
gling furiously, back along the street, to
the private doorway adjoining the
entrance to Mason’s the grocers. _

The juniors had undertaken the task of
taking the sufferer to the dentist’s, half-
reluctantly, and half-jokingly, but the:
had not anticipated so much trouble wit!
M:e fat youth, -

“Up the stairs with him!” grunted
Blake, looking exasperated. *‘We’ll have
2 blessed crowd round socon!”

But it was easier said than done. With
a breathless gasp of terror, Baggy
allowed his legs to slide from under bim,
and he grmre]id on the pavement, strug-
gling in the junior’s grasp.

Mr. on came to the doorway of his
shop, and eyed the scene in amusement,

so did Mr. Watkins, the jeweller
next door. ‘While a crowd of jeering
errand boys and yokels bﬁgm to gather.

“We'll have to cariy the fat funk!”
gasped Jack Bloke, with a wrathful
glance around. * Collar his legs—""

“Here—leggo! I won’t be carried !”

howled - Baggy, kicking wildly, “I'm
joll'y well not—" .

“‘Hallo! What's all this about?™
b da ding voice suddenly.

The juniore loocked up with a start as
three eyclists dismounted and approached
the scene,

“It’s only that silly chump, Grundy 1™
snorted Blake. *“My hat, what cheek!
Giving us orders!”

Tt was the great George Alfred Grundy .
right enough, and behind him were his
loyal henchmen, Wilkins and Gunn. The
great man of the Shell Jeaned his machine
against the kerb, and pushed his way
through the grinning crowd. i

“Aha!” he said, with a frowning
glance at the kicking Baggy. * Bully-
mg! I’m surprised at you, at least, Tom

erry, bullying a youngster in the

Fourth.

“B-b-bullying ?””  stuttered  Blake,
“Why, you silly ass—"

“Who's bullying?” said Tom Merry,
grinning in spite of himself. “¥ou keep
off the grass, Grundy, you burbling
chump! Of course we're not bullying—
mﬂzy carrying out—>"

““It’s a clear case of bullying !”” boomed
Grundy. “You fellows kriigw I'm down
on bullying. Let that boy’ go at once ™

“Rata!”’ said Tom Merry warmly.
“You silly ass, Grundy! Can’t you see
we're trying to take this fat cl:ump‘ to
the dentist’s—Mr. Lathom’s orders!”.

Grundy’s lofty glance fell upon the
grovelling Trimble, and he _mﬂad._‘aa he

»
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With a dark frown Mr. Watkins etepped forward and hauled the qual
on earth is the maaning of this 77" he ejaoulated z
-1

in an amax:
(See Chapter 9.)

king junior
tone. o

into tho open. * Wha-what

Who-who are you, boy 7'

noticed the look of terror on that youth's
flabby countenance.

“H'm1 Well, of course, that alters
the case !” he said, with a nod. “Why,
he's nearly blubbering! Looks to me as
though the funk is afraid !

“It does, indeed!” said Blake. with
heavy ~sarcasm. “‘ Perhaps gou‘ll lend
a hand, Grundy? I'm blesses if I know
how we're going to get the baby ele-
phant up those stairs!”

“Ieave it to me!” said George Alfred
Grundy loftily. “I'm taking this busi-
ness in hand now! Up you get, you fat
funk I”

And Grundy took one of Bagg:,"s fat
ears twixt finger and thumb, and, heed-
less of howls, literally hauled him to his

feet.
“Good old Grundy!” chuckled Monty

Lowther. * No bullying about Grundy's |.

methods.

“Don't talk rot, Lowther!” snorted
Grundy severel'y. “Now, Trimble, up-
stairs you go!l”

And Baggy Trimble went—he had no
choice in the matter.
And, amid the tramp of feet and

sundry grunts and muffled yells from the
luckless Baggy, Grundy led him squirm-
ing and writhing up “to the dentist’s
rooms. g

#Ha, ha,‘k"

The juniors roared as Grundy and his
unwilling captive disappeared up the
narrow staircase.

“Like a lamb to ' the slaughter!”
chuckled Lowther. “That’s not the first
time Baggy's fat ears have led him to
trouble.”

“What are we to do now?” growled
Herries, looking at his watch. “It's too
thumping late for the pictures.” -

“Better wait for Baggy,” siid Tom
Merry. “The poor chap will want carry-
ing homs, L expect. o

“Bai Jove, yaas " murmured D’Arcy,
a little remorsefully, “We must wait
and see the poor old chap home again,
deah boys!™ ’

And the grinning juniors wakted,

CHAPTER 4. |

-An Unfortunate Error.

[ H dear, Grundy, you- beast!
You might let me g-g-go!”

Thus Baggy Trimble as he
sat on the exireme edge of a
chair in the dentist’s waiting-room, nurs-
in%}a red, fat ear, and quaking with fear.
pposite to Baggy sat Grundy, but,
unlike Baggy, the great G. . G,
seemed quite at home. He sab with legs
crossed and body swaying perilously on
the two rear legs of a chair, as he
chuckled over the contents of a ‘humorous

periodical chosen from the litter of pifers
and magazines on the table. &

“Shurrup, you funk!” _exclaimed
Grundy, looking up with a grin. “Face
it bravely! Be a man! Old Doddy’s a
good man, and won't hurt you—"

Grundy broke off with a startled gasp,
and almost overbalanced as a sudden
piercing yell, followed by sundry moans
and groans, sounded from the next room.

Very plainly Mr., Dodd’s efforts at ex-
tracting teeth were proving decidedly
painful to someone.

And Baggy's flabby face went green
with terror as he heard the sounds of
woe. But George Alfred Grundy grinned
cheerfully as he regained his equilibrium
and resumed his reading.

A minute passed, and then the noise
of a door opem'ng and closmg. and the
sounds of it fi it di
the stairs, told Baggy that the last un-
fortunats patient had departed, and that
his own turn drew nigh.

And at the thought Baggy glanced
frantically round for a way of escape.

Baggy was by no means a bright
youth, but just then desperation acted
on his muddled faculties like a dose of
Pelmanism. Grundy was still swaying on
the back legs of the chair, chuckling over

Tae Gem Lisrary.—No. b3l
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the jakeé:in the paper, and Baggy’s eyos
gleamed as he saw his chance, Egd took

it.

He stepped forward swiftly, grabbed
Grundy gy the ankles, and {fﬂed with
desperate energy.

iere was an alarmed gasp as for a
brief second the unfortunate Grundy
hung, with convulsively waving limhbs,
and then followed & ternific crash as chair
and junior toppled over, and a fiendish
yell as Grundy’'s head struck the carpet
with a cracl. 3

But Bw‘? didn’t wait to see what
happened after that. - He shot to the
door, dragged it open, and, dashing out,
pushed it to with a slam.

t the top of the stairs he-halted a
second, his brain working rapidly.
Escape downstairs wag hopeless, with the
juniors waiting befow. And, with a des-
serate glance around, Baggy dashed

reathlessly down a dark passage in the
opposite direction,

At theleft of this passage was an open
door, and through this Baggy rushed,
and & second Jater the door closed upon

m. %

And then almost simultaneously the
doors of the surgery and w: _room
opened, and two figures emer, hur-
riedly mnto thg passage.

One wag"the whitejacketed form of the
dentist, and the other was Grundy.

He dashed out, cap in hand, and glared
wildly around, en, with a how!l of
wrath, he shot for the stairs.

But barely had he reached them when
the dentist gave a couple of quick strides,
grabbed Grundy by the collar, and
hauled him back.

“Leggo, you chump !” howled Grundy
frantically. ~ “He’s gone! I'll smash the
fat rotter! Lemme go after him!”

“(One moment, my friend,” said the
dentist smoothly. o0—— Aha!”

The dentist's eyes fell upon the St.
Jim’s_cap in Grundy’s hand, and he
smiled knowingly.

It was pretty plain that Mr. Dodd had
had previous experience of prospective
patients whoss courage had forsaken
them in the waiting-room, and who had
mysteriously disappeared from thence.

“Will you step in here, Master
Trimble?”” he asked, still smiling.

Grundy gave.a start.

“1 tell you I'm not——" he began.

“Come, come! You need not be
afraid, mg boy !” smiled Mr. Dodd.  “I
shall not hurt——"

“Le ! "You—you idiot!” howled
Grundy, struggling fiercely. *“I tell
o

But the dentist did not * leggo.” He
strode into the chamber of horrors, and
Grundy followed him. >

Mr. Dodd was a six-foot giant, whose
grip was. a grip of iron, and the great

" George Alfred, hefty as he was, had no
choice in the matter,

. “Now, my young friend,” said Mr.
Dodd, closing the surgery door grimly,
and releasing Gnmg;, ‘““open  your
mouth, and let me see the troublesome
tooth, please! I won't hurt you, sonny.
Open 1”

. “T tell you you're making a dashed

mistake ! roared Grundy wildly. “I'm
not Trimble. The young rotter——*

“Ahem! Just so,” smiled the dentist
urbanely. “But that tooth must come
out, Master Trimble! Your master gave
me explicit instructions on the telephone

¢ I was on no accouni to let you go
wiu-.&n extracting your tooth. Come,
my boy ! -

“ You--you—-you—-7~>~

The unfortunate Grundy broke off
aghast as Mr. Dodd took a step towards
him. In a flash his peculiar and unfor-
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tunate position dawned upon him, and he

backed towards the door in alarm.

The mistake, though unfortunate, was
natural enough, in view of the master’s
telephone measage.

Ii was indeed a most unfortunate mis-
take ; but Grundy did net intend to suffer.
by it—if he could help it.

He turned swiftly, and, making one
frenzied dash, dragged the door open,
and rushed straight into the arms of a
grinming assistant. 2

“Bring the young rascal here, John !”
said Mr. Dodxflinltably. “I'm afrar
he’s going to be troublesome!”

Grundy was. He kicked and st led
and yelled wrathfully; but his orts
availed him little, for all that. ™
. He was whirled off his feet, plux:g)ed
into the padded chair, and, before
George Alfred knew where he was, his
hands and feet were secured by the
assistant, the chair was toppled back-
WA and he found himself glaring
dazedly at the ceiling.

‘“Ah!" Becond tooth from the back on
the right upper,” said Mr, Dodd crisply,
poking about inquisitivély into d})oor
Grundy’s open mouth.  “That will be
the one. Rather a bad tooth, “too!
You'll be glad to get it out and_ done
with, sonny, Open your mouth wider!”

* Mum-mum—— You—you—— I tell
you you’re—m-m-mum——>"

wad of cotton-wool stemmed
Grundy’s last desperate attempts to
explain matters, and then he was writh-
ing under the forceps.

Those few strenuous moments were
like some awful nightmare to Grundy.
Insiead of letting the dentist carry on
with the 500-! work unhindered, he
writhed and wriggled furiously.

Again and again the pincers slipped off
the illused tooth, but at last the exas-
perated dentist got his grip, and then it
Was soon over.

Almost mechanically the bewildered
Grundy took the glass of water handed
to him, and a minute later he staggered
dizzily to his feet,

“(Oh, oh crikey !” he mumbled feebly.
“0Oh, m-m-mum-my hat!”

“That's a oog job done, Master
Trimble,” smiled Mr. Dodd, as he
opened the surgery door. "C%cer up!
'Ignt tooth will- never trouble you
again 1

George Alfred did not reply to that
statement. For a brief moment he
glared at the dentist as though he con-
temaplated assault and batterr. But
evidently not feeling quite up to a scuffle
just then, he turned, and, clutching at
iﬁs jaw convulsively, tottered out of the

room, - -
As he stagigered down into the street
the waiting juniors crowded round him.
They eyediia dishevelled appearance and
wildly-rolling eyes in astonishment.
“M-m-my at, Grundy!” gasped
Blake.  “ What on earth’s happened?”
“ M-m-m-mum—-" 3
“You don’t mean to say you've also
had a tooth out?” asked Wilking in

;| side the dentist’a.

astonishment. “ What on earth——'
“Can’t msee I have?” spluttered
Grundy, glancing fiercely up and down
the street.. *““Where's that fat toad
Trimble? I'll wallop him! ¥l smash.
thwl!;er 1 Pi—-ri-I'—-=

rge Alfred fairly gibbered with
rage as he gla_usd. round in search of

Trimble. ”

“ But what’s happened?”’ queried Gunn
in astonishment. = “ We haven’t seen
Trimble since—""

‘“What's happened?” roared Grundy,
“(Can’t you see what's happened? That
fat frog’s spoofed me—me! He pitched
me over and bolted ; and then that brute
of a dentist thonght I was Trimble, an’
yanked one of my blessed teeth out! Oh,

ust—"

won't I J

| #“T vote we trot along to

- yelling
-threatenings and_slaughter, he ch
the hilarious juniors to the end of the

“Wha-a-at1” 5

“The brute took me for that fat
rotter—me |I” raved Grundy. *“And he
yanked a tooth out against my will!- Oh,
won’t I just smash Trimble when I catch
him |7

‘‘Has, ha, ha!” - .

_The ' juniors simply howled with
hnif'h" as they began to get an inkling
of the tragedy that had taken place.

But it was the last straw for Grundy.

‘With a howl of fury Grundy made a
savage rush at them, and they scattered,
with  laughter. Breathi

street, and then, realising the hopelees-
ness of a capture, he returned to the row
of bikes against the kerb.

A moment later he had mounted his
own machine, and, with one clasp-
ing his sore and aching jaw, and ven-
geance gleami in his eyes, he rode
towards %t Jim's at top speed.

Grun?]ﬂ hadn’t much doubt but that
Baggy Trimble was already well on the

‘way to 8t. Jim’s, and he meant to catch

him up if possible.
Certainly, Baggy Trimble had esca
one pamfuf experience, but it looked as
though he was booked for a far more
painful experience than a tooth extrac-
tion when Grundy struck his trait
CHAPTER 5.
Looking for Trimble]
“ OOR old Grundy!”
“Ha, ha, ha!” |
Still yelling with laughter,
the seven juniors returned to
where their bikes were standing, when
the sorry figure of George Alfred
Grundy had vanished towards 8t. Jim’s.

“Oh, crumbs!” chortled Tom Merry
feebly. *What price old Grundy as
chaperon?'”

““And Baggy es strategist?” gurgled
Monty Lowther. - “But_he’ll need all
his strategy to escape Grundy’s next
move, I guess. There'll be a dead scion
of the House of Trimble lying about
when Grundy strikes his trail 1

“Waas, wathah!” . laugl Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy, “But wheah is
Twimble, deah boys?™

“Must have dodged out when Grundy
was chasing us,” said Blake thought- -
fully. ‘““But, I say, what if old Lathom
asks how Trimble went on?”

“Tell him Baggy had the tooth out
by proxy,” suggeuted Lowther.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

"Hn.i!o, my bike's still here!” gasped
"Tom Merry, as they came to a stop out-

8o the fat merchant
must be etill hanging round. can't
sea that fat slacker walking back to St.
Jim’'s—even to escape Grundy!” .

“It's jolly mysterious,” said Blake,
looking round perplnxcdl’y. “1 ghouldn’t
think——  Hallo! Here’s somebo
now !

Blake and the rest looked expectantly
‘towards the doorway as they heard the
sound of footsteps descending the stairs.
- But it was not Trimble. -Down the
stairs appeared Mr. Dodd and his assis
tant, and affer a curious glance at the

roup of juniors, the dentist banged and
?ucked the door, and the two men

departed along the street.

““That settles it,” remarked Blake
grimly, “The dentist has shut up shop,
so the fat beast must have beat a
stut.egnze retreat when we were flying
from the wrath of Grundy.”

““Then what's our next move?” asked
Herries. “I suppose it's no use going
to see the tail end of the pictures—"

“Blow the pictures!” snorted Blake.

nearest
that rotter

smsh

bupshop for tea. I'll




“Every Wednesday.

He's mucked up the

Trimble for this. h
done us brown in

whole afternoon and
the end.” N

“That’s, how I feel about it.” said
Tom Merry wrathfully. * 1 suppose I've

ot to push my own bike all the way
%nck myself, now.” ralt

The juniors got their bikes, and, with
Tom Merry wheeling his own an
Talbot’s machine, walked along towards
the nearest bunshop.

They had not gone man¥ yards when
they observed —six youthful forms
npproachirg. They were Wally D'Axrcy,
_Jameson, Curly Gibson, Reggie Manners,
Levison minor, and Trimble minor—six
shining lights of the Third Form at St.

Jim’s.

“Hallo!” eaid Blake, modding his
head with a grin. ‘Here comes youn,
Wally and his stalwarts! Better lool
out, Gussy! They've got old Pongo
with "em!” .

Arthur Augustus gave a start.

“Pai Jowe! Pway do not stop for the
young wascals!” he gasped, in great
alarm.  “That wotten dog, Pongo, has
no wespect whatevah -for a fellah’s
twousahs I

“T vote we ask Teddy Trimble if he's

scen his brother!” ‘exclaimed Tom
Merry. ““Perhaps they've met him on
the way.”

The cheery Third-Formers moved oub
into the roadway as Tom Merry beck-
oned to m.

“Hallo! What do you old fogies

- want?” asked Wally, with a cheeky grin.

“Tf you're going fo stand us a feed in

the bunshop, we're your men!”

“Then you're not our men,” remarked
Blake blandly. * We're not a Starving
Fags' Benevolent Society. Suppose you
haven't seen your brother within the last
half-hour, Teddy?”

Teddy Trimble grinned.

_ Save for his large, round spectacles,
iand his bright, Tfearless, blue eyes,
Trimble minor was a smaller edition of
his brother, so far as appearances went,
But in other respects—in_character and
attainments—he was as dissimilar from
his egregious brother as two brothers
could possibly be.

““Alas, my poor brother!” he ejacu-
. “Here's another of ’em after
Baggy's blood. It's only five minutes
since Grundy asked us that question.
What’s the fat rotter been up to now?"

“Never mind what he’s been up to!”
smpped Blake, ‘Have you seen him,
kid®”

“Only once—this morning!  And that
was once too often!” mid Teddy
Trimble, with brotherly candour.

“Blake was turning away with a grin,
when a sudden yell of alarm came from
Wally, as Pongo snatched the Jead from
his hand and darted up the street.

Pongo's sharp eyes had spotted some-
thing evidently more interesting than
the discussion going on around him.

From the doorway of the grocer's
‘higher up,

a large tabby cat had emerged
with dignified mien and leisurely tread.

But his dignified mien and Teisurely
tread quickly gave place to instant alert-
ness and electrified action as he ohserved
Pongo tearing towards him.

“Oh crumbs!” gasped Wally, rushing
in pursuit. p

The tabby cat shot along the street
and down the first opening [ike a streak
of lightning.

«QOb, my hat!” panted Wally D'Arcy.
“¥e'll get him yet!”

But fortunately Pongo did not ““get
him.” The chase led We.ll{‘ round the
backs of the High Street houses, an
about half-way down the chase ended.

When Wally came up, breathless with
running, he found the tabby cat seated
sedately on a back-yard wall, washing
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himsel, as if-serenely unconscious of the
fact that below. him the disn;pombed
Pongo was making fraptio efforts to
reach him,
. “Good dog!” gasped Wall
ing Pongo cautiously. &
Pongo, old boy!” .
“Pongo, u\gr boy " ceased his futile
efforts, and crept humbly to his master,
and next moment Wally had him™ safo
by the lead. e :
The junior was turning away with a

|

, approach-
ome here,

No. 47.—GEORGE GORE.

At one time one of the werst cads

at St. Jim's. Now a much better
fellow, thourgh still inclined to be
pomething of a bully. Owes a great
debt of gratitude to Talbot, for whom
he would do more than for any other
fellow in the school. Shares Study
No. ¢ in the Shell passage with Talbot
and Herbert Skimpole, the genius of
the Form.

gasp of rclief, when his eyes haj ened
o stray up to the windows of the house
acing him, and he gave & gtartled

" The i

ere were no curtains to the windows,
and Wally had obtained & momentary
glimpse of a face preseed against the

window-pane.

“M-m-my hat!” ejaculated Wally, “If

that wasn't Baggy Trimble, I'm a

Dutchman! What the dickens—"
The junior stared hard at the window

for » full minute, but as the face did

not reappear he turned away.

“Must have been mistaken!” he
muttered. ‘
And, dismissing the_incident from his

mind, Wally trotted back to the High
Street, and a few seconds later was lead-
ing his henchmen down Wayland High
Street towards St. Jim's.

Meanwhile, the chums of the Shell and
shop, and after fartifying the inner man
at Tom Merry’s expense, they also
started back for St. Jim's.

It was growing dusk, and the lights
were beginning to twinkle in many
windows, as the juniors arrived at the
gates and dismounted,

. As_ they passed through, a figure
dotached itself from the shadows of the
porter's lodge and barred their path.

* hat—Grundy ! _remark: m
Merry, in surprise. ** What's the matter

Fourth had repaired to the nearest bun--

Three-halfpence, - 9

with the potty ass? He looks mad as a
hatter |” i

Tt was Grundy. He was still hugging
his cheek, and lis wrath was a sight to
behold.

“Just a minute, you kids!” he ex-
claimed darkly. “Have you chaps seen
that toad Trimble yot?”

“We have not, O Kinﬁ: 1** replied Tom
Merry, with becoming humility. “DBut
you don’t mean to say he hasn’t turned

up yet?”

“No, he hasn't!” snorted George
Alfred, . ““But just you wait until he
does—I—1'll smash the cad !

But the seven juniors did not wait.
With many chuckles, they passed on to
the School Flouse, and left George Alfred
Grundy to nurse his wrath and keep his
vigil in solitude.

HAPTER 6.
The Adventures of Baggy!
EANWHILE, Baggy Trimble
had found himself in a very
awkward position.
‘When the fat Fourth-Former
had shut himself in the room at the end

of the age, he had done so with o
vague i u% i:iding‘ there until Grundy
had gone, in the hope of escaping unscen
as soon afterwards as salety would
permit.

And with this end in- view, Bagay,

after a quick glance round the room,
fixed his beady eyes to the keyhole to
watch developments.

He saw the wrathful Grundy’s dash
towards the stairs, with a deep sigh of
relief; but what followed between- the
dentist and Grundy surprised him more
than it did the great G. A. G. hirnself.

“M-m-my hat!” gasped Baggy, as the
doer of the surgery closed on the dentist
and the struggling and_wildly-expostula-
tir%;’n(}tund .~ “What the dickens—"

ggy
and o broad and delighted grin spread
over his podgy features s the truth
began to dawn upon his none teo
brilliant understanding.

e, he, he! What a blessed scresm !"
cackled Baggy softly. “He’s taken that
beast. Grundy for me, and is going to

ank a tooth out. Oh crumbs! I hope

e pulls his blessed head off!”

" And with this kindly thought Baggy
Trimble withdréw his cye from the key-
hole, and placed a fat ear there in its
stead.

Though he was not out of the wood
himself yet, Bagzy, nevertheless, in-,
tended enjoying to the full the sounds of
Grundy's howls when Mr. Dodd started
in_with the forceps.

But though he heard howls of wrath in
abundance proceeding from the surgery,
the howls of pain he expected did not
materialise.

Had Baggy been in Grundy’s place at
that moment he would, doubtless, have
howled right heartily. But George Alfred
Grundy waf made of sterner stuff than
Baggy Trimble. 2

“Taking ’em a jolly long time to get to
work,” mused DBaggy impatiently.
“Hallo !”

The sound of a door opening along the
passaga came to his ears, and Baggy re-
placed his eye to the keyhole.

He was just in time to _see Grundy
emerge from the surgery, with one hand
clutching his jaw convulsively. - Then
came the sound of unsteady footsteps
descending. the stairs. A

“Mum-mum-my _hat!”  murmured
Bagzy. 1urnin[; pale suddenly. “The
beast looks jolly wildt ¥—I think I'd ..
better wait a bit. I wonder what he'll
say when he sees me? Oh dear, T never
thought of that!” K

And Baggy began to gaake with
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Trimble gave a sudden start. '
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sudden trepidation as the thought struck
him that, guite possibly, Grundy would
say and .do quite a lot when next they
met.

For quite five minutes Baggy waited |-

and listened intently. And at the end of
that time he decided to make a dash for

it. 3
But barely had he grasped the handle

« of the.door when the sound of vaices and

footetepa approaching along the passage
outside made Baggy glance round franti-
cally for a -hiding-place. b -

the far corner was a large packing-
case, and as his eyes fell upon if, Baggy
darted across and crouched beliind it with
a palpitating heart. Y

Next second Baggdye heard someonc stop
at the door outside, and he gave a
startled jump as the key ted in the
lock. Then came the-sound of departing
footsteps. 5

“Oh dear!” gasped Baggz, in alarm.
“ Wha—what's that?”

Hardly realising what had happened
yet, Baggy dashed to the door, and
listened intently. From along the passage
he head the dull murmur of- voices and
the sound of footsteps descending the
stairs.  Then came the sharp slam of &
door closing below, and after that—
silence 1

And “then, on realising what it all
meant—that the premises were lock-up
premises, and that unless a miracle
happened he was doomed to be a prisoner
in egx:t room until the dentist returned
the next morning, the luckless Baggy
began to shout and thump frenziedly on
the door of his prison.

But it was useless. And after thump-
ing and shouting to no purpose for fully
five minntes, the fat Féurth-Former gave
it up, and began to look around him.

’I'Y‘:e room was in a wing of the main
building, and was evidently used as a
store-room, though, save for a couple of
packing-cases and an old superannuated
padded chair, it was empty.

Though small, the room had two
windows, one facing the door and over-
looking the back yard, and the other
facing the wing of the house next door.

Baggy moved across to the former and
looked out. <

The glass was grimy, but by pressing
his face close to the pane, the junior
could see into a dingy yard below, piled
high with cages and boxes.

The outlook was not encouraging, and,
unfortunately, for his chanee of liberty,
Baeggy did not even glance beyond the
sard wall.

Had he done so, he would have beheld
a 8t Jim's’ junior stending in the
narrow passage, and staring up at him.

Tt was Wally D’Arcy, who had just at

. that moment run the erring Ponge to

earth.

But Baggy turned away with a decp

roan of despair. and, thinking he had

en mistaken. Wally also turned away
and trotted back to the High Street with
Pongo at his heels, and with him went
poor Baggy's last chance of rescue.
_ “Oh dear!” gasped Baggy, dropping
into the chair, with a grean. “1 shall
chave to_stop in this beastly place all
night! What am I to do?”

There were several things Bagyry might
have done, things that a more enter-
prising and plucky junior would have
‘done. But Baggy gave up hope without
a struggle.

A glance at his watch told Baggy that
t five. It was already grow-
ing dusk, and the prospect of darkness
filled the unhappy junior with terror.

ggy was also hungry, very hungry.
And he reflected, with a deep sigh, that
tho fellows would have already had tca
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by now at St Jim's, »Even tea in

all . of “ditch-water and doorsteps ™
would have been a feed of the goafm
Baggy just then. z

But_presently ‘a bappy thought made
him dig into his pockets, and, preducing
a paper bag, he extracted from the sticky
interior a couple of aniseed-balls.

Baggy lay back jn the chair and sucked

these noisily -and misempbly - while the.

shadows deepe in the room. And then,
tired, aut frop his: exciting afternoon
Bngg;i-‘!l head feil forward, his qap slipped
from 'his fi ;-2nd he fell fast asleep.

Tt was fully three hours Iater when

he awoke with a start, shivering in every
Limb, and famished with bunger, and as
he realised where he was he groaned

joud. N

It was pitch dark outside, but from the
small side window a shaft of bright light
half-lit up the room.

With fearful glances into the dark
corners, Baggy steggered to his feet, and
looked out. |

The ;ﬁht came from a window facing
fim in the wing of the house next deor.
The lower sath was open, and as the
b_l.indu were not drawn Baggy could see
right into the room, and what he saw
made his eyes gleam greedily.

e room was evidently a dining-room,
for Baggy's keen cyes cnukrhb the glitter
of silver and glass on the table, and
though he couldn’t see the contents of the
dishes on the table, he had no doubt they
held things good to eat.

And the room waa unoccupied !

“M-m-my hat! Im  jolly well
famished !" groaned Trimble. ~ *“Oh dear,
don’t I just wish I was over there! I
wonder——"

Baggy broke off with a start as his eyes
fell u a wide ledge running some
three feet below the opposite window.

He gazed at it reflectively for a
mement, then he pressed back the
window catch, and, with infinite caution,
raised the sash. cing, down, he
found, as he expected, that the ledge also
ran round the two angles of the building
and below the window he was standing

t.

“I—I wish I dare,” murmured Baggy,
glancing down into the darkness below.
“ But—but supposing I fell?”

Baggy hesitated. The room opposite
not only held prospects of & good feed,
but of a haven from the terrors of a
night alene in that horrible shadowy
room. But Baggy was no hero, and at
any other time he ‘would never have
dreamed of attempting such an under-
taking.

And then something happened that
seitled the matter for Bapgy in an un-
expected way,

From the next room came a slight
creak like the opening of a door. It was
followed by the sound of stealthy foot-
steps in the passape outside, and every
hair on Bagzy’s head rose as he heard it.

“Wha-a-at's that?” he quavered. “Oh
dear 1

With chattering teeth the fat junior
stood listening intently.

And then, as the door-knob rattled, he
hesitated no longer. With a stifled gasp
of terror, he slipped through the window,
and dropped on to the ]etfg’e outside,

And o moment later, with back and
hands hugging -the wall convulsively, he

edgmg his way sideways, step by
, round the two angles of the wall.
ow Baggy reached the lighied
window he never knew. But he did reach
it safely at last, and_clambered through
into the room beyond.

_Then, after one terrified glance behind
him, he collapsed limply into the nearest

chair.
After a moment, he felt

st

hoivever,

better, "and began to look around him.
His first impulse had been to rush to the

_t;?ur and trust to luck to find & way out

the house unseen. - :

But as his eyes fell upon the table his
hunger returned, and overcame fear,

With eyes blinking greedily, he tip:
toed to the door, and, after listening for
a moment, he returned to the fable.

“My hat!” he murmured. *Pickles,
cold meat, ham, and—yes, biscuits.
Good! Thebe’s no one about, and I'm
jolly well not going to starve with all
this grub at hand! Here goes!”

And dmwinlg a chair up to the table,
Baggy Trimble sat down and got busy.

- CHAPTER 7.
Missing !
(] AS that fat frog come in yet?”
H George Alfred Grundy asked
that question as he looked into
. Study No. 6 that evening. .
Blake, . Herries, Digby and Arthur
Angustus D’Arcy looked up from their
prep and grinned as they noticed tho
wrathy expression on Grundy’s face—
and -especially. the fives bat in his hand.
“Plessed if I know, old fruit!”
chuckled Blake. “He didn't answer his
name at call-over, if that’s any helF to
ou, noble avenger! But how’s the face
rundy?”’ -
Grundy glared as he stroked his cheel
tenderly. .
“Never mind my face, i',*ou grinning
rotters!” he snorted angrily. *1I jolly
well believe you chaps are hiding the
young rotter!” =
“Vge’xe not hiding him, Grundy,” said
Blake darkly. “But when he does turn
up, we intend to give him m:r}cghmg
in the hiding Ime—a jolly good hiding !
“Fia, ha, ha ! ;

Grundy cep gro
glaring at the laughing juniors, depa:
banging the door after him.

“7 believe the silly ass thinks we've

ot him hidden in the coal-scuttle, or up
the chimney1”? chuckled Di%by. 91
wouldn’t care to be in Trimble’s shoes
when he does furn up, though. He's in
for a high old time!” E .

“Yaas, wathah!” grinned D’Arcy.
“But wherevah can the fat wottah be,
deah boys? 1t's not like Twimble to miss
tea, much less call-ovah. It is vewy
wemarkable "

Blake grunted.

“1 expect the frog’s keeping out of the
way,” he said, with a sniff. * He knows
he’ﬁ get it hot from us _besides Tom
Meorry and Grundy, for this afterncon’s
business. Anyway, let's get on with
prep, and hang Trimble!”

And the chums of No. 6 chuckled, and
went on with their freg g

But as eight o’clock came and went
without any signs of the fat junior, even
Blake began to have doubts.

Tt was extremely uniikely that Trimble
would risk certain trouble’ with the House-
master, even to dodge trouble with his
schoolfellows.

By now it was generally known among
the fellows that Trimble was missing,
and there was a great deal of speculation
as to the whereabouts of that junior.

A little after eight Mr. Railton sent for
Jack Blake.

With Mr. Railton was the Fourth
Form-master, and both were looking very

grave.
“Ah, Blake! Mr. Lathom tell: me

that Trimble of your Form has not yet
reported,” exclaimed Mr. Railton. “I
derstand that you rted. Trimhle

50
to the dentist’s this afternoon. Can you

account for this junior's absence, Blake?™ ;.

“No, sir. We took.-him to the

ave a deep growl, and afterg..
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reached cautiously and gripped the nearest bag.

(see Chapter 11.)

I With his eyes fixed Intently on the men In f}anl. and ready to slip back at the slightsst movement, Wally l

‘H’m! Then do you know if any
other boy has seen Frimble since then?”’
#“No, sir—that is, only Grundy,” said
Blake. *“But that was at the dentis{'s,
and he hasn’t seen him since either.”
“Grundy?” echoed the Housemaster
~in_ surprise, “But what was Grundy
doing there?”

Jack Blake hesitated, but there seemed
no help for it.

A moment later he was briefly relating
the et-u? of Trimble’s dash for liberty,
of the dentist’s mistuke, and of it’s re-
grettable result for Grundy.

“Bless my soul!” ejaculated Mr.
Lathom with a cough. “What—what an
extraordinary affair!”

Mr. Railton smiled slightly.

“Then. neither you mnor Grundy
actually saw Trimble leave Dodd’s?” he
exclaimed grimly,

“No, sir. You—you see, Grundy was
—ahem'—a little ‘annoyed because we
Taughed at him, and he came after us up
the street,” explained Blake meekly.

Trimble must have been hiding
. somewhere and bunk—I mean, slipped
out while we were away!”

“It is most extraordinary,” said Mr.
Railton, exchenging e bewildered glance
with Mr. Lathom. *However, if the
foolish boy does not put in an appear-

ance before bed-time, it will be advisable

to organisa search-parties from the Sixth.
Meanwhile, I will get on the ’phone to
Wayland and make inquiries. 'ou may
go, Blake!”

Mr. Railton turned to the telsphone,
while Blake retired to Study No. 6.
There he found Teddy Trimble of the
Third, and for once that cheery fag was
looking gloomy and anxious.

“Hallo, Teddy, my bonnie boy, what
have yon done with your major? The
beaks are getting quite anxious about
him.”

“That’s just what I've come to see
you_fellows about,” said Teddy quietly.
“T heard you chaps were the last to see
my brother, Blake.” ®

“That’s right enough, but I'm afraid
we can’t help you much. We haven’t
seen the merchant since he fnve us the
slip at the dentist’s,” said Blake kindly,
as he noticed the distress on the fag's
face, “Anyway, don’t you worry about
him, Teddy old scout! He’ll turn up
before bediime, never fear!”

“I'm not so jolly sure.about that,”
growled Teddy, Llinking round through
his large spectacles. *‘These fellows
have been telling me all about it. But
1 cannot help feeling he never left the
dentist’s place. at all. Something’s
happened to him, I think, It’s not like
Baggy to stay out lateon a dark night
like tgia on his own.”

“Oh, but that’s rot!” laughed Blake.
=

“Why, we saw old Dodd shut up shop
ourselves.”

“Yes, but that doesn’t prove he left
there,” said Teddy stoutly. *Anyway,
if beo doesn’t turn up soon, I'm jolly well
going out to look for him. ¥ know you
chaps don’t think he’s worth it—that he’s
a fat snob and a greedy pig. But he's
my brother, all the same, and it's up to
me to look after him.”

“Bai Jove, Teddy!l” began Arthur
Augustus in alarm. .

But the fag did mnot wait to hear
D’Arey’s remarks on the subject, He'
volled out of the study with a grave;
determined expression on his - piump

| features, -

A minute later he joined Wally D’ Arcy
and several other fags in the Third Form
quarters.

Neither Wally nor the rtest of his
chums had the slightest love for Baggy
Trimble. But they liked Teddy Trimble
no end, and felt for him in his trouble.

“IWell, any news of Baggy?” asked
Wally.

hasn’t turned up yet,” said
Teddy gloomily. “But I've heard some-
thing tﬁat‘s jolly suspicions.”

And Teddy told his chums what had
happened at the dentist’s, as he
heard it from Herries; Dighy
D'Arcy, agl the fags roared as
heard it.

Tre Gem LiBrary.—No. 631.
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“Qh, my hat!  Poor old Crundy!
grinned Wally. “But what is there
suspicious sbout that, old top? It's a

ream, 1 think !”

"#1t's funny enough, I know,” growled
Teddy. *But what strikes me as sus:

icious i¢ that not one of those old
ogies actually saw my brother leave the
_ ‘blessed dentist’s, and “ii6 one's seen him
since I :

“Oh, but that's—"" Wally was be-
ginning, whénr he gave & jum and his
eyes gleamed. “M-m-my at!”  he
gasped _excited|) “I believe you're
-ight, Teddy. ell, of all the rummy
i

11| i
* “%?hy, what's that?” asked Teddy

gorly. . .
“1'd forgotten all about it until now,”
_said Wally thoughtfully. “But you
chaps remember when old Pongo gave
- me the slip this afternoon?”
“Yes, yes!”
< “Well, I caught the little bl?gar down
the entry ot the back of the igh Street
shops. And just as I was coming away.
Tspotted a face at a top window just like
_your brother’s fat, ugly mug!” sal
ally candidly. '*But as I only caught
2 glimpse of it, I thought I must be mis-

taken, and- said nothing about it.
And—-"
“My hat!” cried Teddy quickly.

“ Which house was it, Wally?”

“Y can't be sure,” said %’a]ly, frown-
ing. “But I think—yes, by Jove, I re-
member now! The back yard was piled
high with bacon boxes and things.
it must have been Mason’s, the grocer's.
And old Dodd has his dentist-rooms

above.

“Well, -I'm  blessed! Look’s as
- though your suspicion is right,” gasped
Jameson. - -

“T'm jolly well certain it is,” said
Teddy grimly. “Anyway, I'm going to
Waylaud now to see about it.”

"{Vlmt?"

“You silly ass! You'll get sacked,
going out of gates at this time of the
night! Besides, you haven’t a bike—""

“Well, I've got two le%e," said Teddy
L il 1 g Ul“l

A one of you
chi will lend me q bike?" =
“T'd lend you mine like a shot,” said
. Wally grimly, “\il';t if you're mnl‘ily bent
on iny hen I'm coming witl u,
Teddy 1" b

“Clomes to that, there’s no reason why
we all shouldn’t go. Anyway, it'll be a
lark I”* said Curly Gibson.

“] can look after myself," said Teddy
Trimble, “and I don't want anyone to

come.

“Rats!” said Wally warmly, “You
don't know the way, for one thing. All
the same, one’s quite enough, and I'm
going to be that one. You chaps can
wive us a hand with the bikes over the
wull""i 1sd . i

And eo it was settled; and, as usual,
. Wally had his way.

And a few minutes later the young
rascals were making their>way, by de-
vious reutes to escape observation. to-
wards the cyele shed,

CHAPTER .8.

On the Trail.
% HAT'S the window where I saw

the face, Teddy !”
As he spoke, Wally D’Arcy
( pointed up ‘te the window
above them, dimly seen in the darkness.
The two fags, Wally D'Arq:il and
Trimble minor, after a hard ride through
. tho darkness and the rain, had entered
\“:’iland High Street just as n near-by

el sounded the half hour after nine.
And now they were standibg together
in the dark pessage at the back of the
High Streeh houses, on the spot where
e GEM LisraBY.—No. 631.

Wally had that afternoon captured the
erring Pongo. .

Teddy Trimble leaned his bike against
the wall and blinked up at the window
his chum pointed out, without speaking.

“Wall, now we're here, what’s the next
move?’ went on Wally, in a whisper.
“T'm hanged if I know what we can do
now we've come—unfess we do the
burglar stunt and break in.”

“Burglary or no burglary,
what I'm going to do,” said Teddy de-
terminedly. “T'm jolly sure my brother’s
in there, and T'm going to get him ouf.
But you stay and mind the bikes! No
need for vou to risk trou—-="

“Rats!” muttered Wally, with a
chuckle, **Think I'm going to stand here
in the rain like a dummy while you get
all the fun? Not much ! Up you get, old
son! We're wasting time!”

Teoddy Trimble grunted, and a moment
later he was astride the low wall,

“Hand up one of those lamps, Wally !
be said. * We shall want it inside!”

TP Arcy minor immediately handed up
a lamp, and a minute later both the dar-
ing young rascals were the other side of
the wall.

“(arefully,” warned Wally, peerin
round the untidy yard. *‘These blesse
boxes are all over the place !”

Teddy blinked up at the window above
them thoughtfully.

“They are just the things we want,”
ho said quickly. “By piling ’em up we
can easily reach the roof -of that out-
house, and from there we ought to be
able to get through that small window.”

“Yeg, if we don’t get spotted,”  mur-
mured Teddy. *Luckily, it's a dark
night, or we'd stand a good chance of
spending the night in the local police-
station. Anyway, let’s get thoese boxes

up !
Moving cautiously in the darkness,
they soon gained the roof of that out-

house.

that's just

window was open a couple of
inches, and very gently Teddy raised the
sash, and they hauled themselves
through.

“Now, for solving the giddy mystery,”
said Wally. ‘ But if Baggy is a prisoner
here, then he’s not making much of &
song about it.”

Teddy struck a
the light with his

_“The whole business secms
queer,” he said, “But—
This is a bath-room !"

“Yes; old Mason used to live over
the shop before the war,” said Wally,
with a grin. ““But now he's a man of
wealth and lives in a villa outside the
town.”

The fags passed out of the bath-room,
and, closing the door after them, Wally
struck a match and lit the lamp.

“Blessed if I don't feel a regular Bill
he chuckled- somewhat mner-
vously. *‘Here's where the giddy cinema
orchestra plays slow musie. Hallo, that
looks like the door of the room we
want "

Wally fashed the light on the door of

match, and, shielding
hand, glanced around.

jolly
Hallo!

Sylkes,”

a room on the right of the passage, and
Teddy turned the kmob.

“Tocked !” he muttered, rattling the
door. ‘““That settles it! I fancy I can

puess what has hap
chap must have ca
grub.  Better smash the lock, I think."”
Wally chuckled softly. The thought of
anyone collapsing after a fast of two
or three hours struck him as funny—
though apparently the podgy 'I‘ec{dy
Trimble considered it a serious matter.
“What’s the use of smashing the lock
when the ley’s in it1” he grinned, point-

ned. The poor old
apsed from want of

ing.
“Oh crumbs, so it is!”
Teddy.

ej aculat*.

And next moment Teddy turned the
key in the lock and flung open the door.

“Well I'm hanged " gasped Wally, in
astonishment, as he glanced round the
shadowy room. “Tge blessed room’s
empty ! Then—then it's all a mare's
nest; Baggy isn’t here at all "

“But he's been here ! snapped Teddy
suddenly. - :
Arnid pouncing on an article lying by
the padded chair, he held it up to the
light streaming in from the side

window.

It was a red and white St. Jim's cap,
and a glance inside at the name told
them that it was indeed the property of - -
Baggy Trimble. i

“Then where is the fat beggar?” ex-
claimed Wally in astonishment.

“(ione throngh that window, I fancy,”
said Teddy, moving to the open window
and glancing out. “T expect— Oh,
my only hat! Look there!”

Wally 1'Arcy joined his chum at the-
window, and he gave a start as his eyes
beheld the sgene in the room opposite.

“Baggy !” he gasped in amazement.

“YWell, I'm hanged! Looks as though

e's scoffing old Watkins’ supper! What
a nerve!"”

Teddy snorted angrily. The sight of -
his brother safe s.ns sound, apparently
enjoying himself, banished all his anxiety,
and also his rarely-shown attitude of
brotherly affection.

“The thieving rotter!" he murmured
wrathfully. “But whose place is it—
who's Watkins?”

“The Wayland jeweller, next door,”
grinned Wally. “He’s not a bad old
chep, but I expect be'll raise Cain and
hand Baggy over to the police if he
catches the silly idiot.”

“Then we've got to get the burgling
rotter out of that!” sna{)ped Teddy
promptly, “I exvect he has crawled
along that ledge, though I'm blessed if
I thought the funk would have the nerve
to do that—even if he was dying with
ks jelty o d jolly das

“Y,00ks jolly slippery and jolly dam
gerous,” sa}d Wally, eyeing the now wet
and glistening ledge doubtfully. *“Any:
way, what that fat funk can do we gan
do. Lead on, old sport?” . p

But Teddy Trimble was already
through the window, and Waly joined
him on the ledge. Slowly, and with
infinite care, the two fags wormed their
way along that dangerous ledge, and
fortunately accomplished the journey im
safety.

Baggy Trimble’s eyes were
alertly upon the door, as he waded
throngh a plate of ham and cold meat. -
But a slight sound made him drop his
knife and fork with a clatter, and turn
a white, startled face ta the window. .

And then his terrified cxpression
changed abruptly to a petrified stare as .
Wally D’Arcy and Teddy Trimblp -
dropped into the room. 3

“M.m-my hat!” he stuttered feebly:-
Y4 that really you, Teddy?”

#Yes, you thieving rotter!” hissed
Teddy quickly, * Come along out of this,
you idiot !” 3

And with the aid of a table-napkin,
Wally swiftly obliterated as much as -
pnesigls the traces of Baggy's inroads on
Mr. Watkins’ supper. .

“QOh, I say,” said Baggy, with a long-
ing eye on the table. “T'd only iult
started, and I’'m jolly well famished !”

“Why, you don’t mean to say you've .’

ot permission to stay here and scoff

at stuff 77 asked Wally in astonish-u

ment. .

«Of course not!” gasped Baggy, with
an alarmed glance at the door. *‘Don’t
make so much row, you asses—you'll
have someone coming, L say, Teddy, how
did you chaps find me—"

e
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Baggy's mumbling words ended in a
gasp as Teddy grasped the fat Fourth-
Former by the collar, and literally
dragged him to the window.

“Never mind how we got here, you
howling chump! We can have ex-
planations afterwards. Qut of that
window you get!™ .

. Buggy gave one glance at the glisten-
ing Jedge, and the blackness beyond.
-“Oh, 1 say, you know, ren't I”
he wailed. *“T'm syre I shall f-fall!”

“Why, you fat funk,” whispered Wally
fiercely, “'you’ve done it once! Out you
go, or we'll chuck you out!™

gave another glance over
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what the old man would do if he caught
them on his premises.

That he would hand them over to the
police was quite possible. But that he
would, failing that, telephone to St. Jim’s
and create a tremendous fuss was almost

a certainty.

But they were not caught yet, and both
Wally am{Tsddy were grimly determined
to stick it out until an opportunity of
escape presented itself. -

To the watching juniors that meal
seemed endless. .

“Oh  crumbs!” _ breathed Teddy
Trimble at last. “I ean’t stand much

Beggy the
#ill, and hesitated ; but in that t of
hesitation their chance of escape went.

There came the sound of quick foot-
steps approaching outside the door
all three juniors started as they heard

it.

“Bomeone’s coming!” hissed Wally
fensely, with a sharp glance. *Quick,
behind this screen!”

And, like a flash, Wally D'Arey darted

ind the screen that hid one corner
of the room, and scarcely a second be-
hind him went Teddy Trimble. ¥

Baggy, however, had lost his head for
the moment, and stood hesitating.

And then, as the door-knob rattled, he
gave an alarmed gasp, and dived under.
neath the table like o frightened rabbit.

3 CHAPTER 8.
: Caught |
MOMENT later the door swung
open, and someone entered,
bringing a pleasant smell of hot
offec into l};:e room.

<

_ Wally D*Arcy placed his eye to a chink
in the screen in time to see a stout,
matronly woman, evidently Mr. Watkins’
housekeeper, rest a tray on the table and
_take from it a steaming coffee-pot.

Breathlessly Wally watched her as she

.placed the coffee-pot on the table. But
she noticed nothing wrong, and the fag
breathed freely again as she turned away.
~ But the junior's relief was short-lived,
for her next movements struck the hiding
b with dismay. 4

" Stepping to the window, she pulled
down the sash, and, swinging together
- he old-fashioned shutters, raised the iron

bar and dropped it into its slot.
% Then, after picking up the empty tray,
rang the bell on the table, and left

roont. R
“Now’s our chance!” hissed Teddy,
the door closed. - ““ Let’s make a dash
for it!"
- But even as Trimble minor moved

g?.a.!i ripped his arm fiercel

ly.

old on, you silly ass|” he breathed.

3 It's too late now!| Before we can get

~ he shuttera open old Watkins will be in

Hor his ,‘Evlessed supper! Besides, there’s
!

y grunted, But a moment's reflec.
n told him that Wally was right. Now
he window was shuttered the chance of
eseape, even without Baggy, was slender
- enough. But with the cowardly Baggy
to persuade into making the journey
ll:]ng that perilous ledge, it was iimpe]esn
- I B
And an instant later Wally’s warning
~was justified, as shuffling [oohfﬁpa
sounded in the passage without, and Mr.
.. Watkins himselt entered and seated him-
“self at the table.

The Wayland jeweller was an_elderly
Ebachelor with iron-grey hair and mous-
“tache and keen, grey eyes. He was well-

known to the St. Jim's fellows as a stern
and exacting business man.
- And Wally wondered vag;xa]y as he
peeped through an aperture in the screen

No. 48.—JERROLD LUMLEY-
LUMLEY. |

The son of a millionaire ; apent much

of his early life South America,
A fellow of somewhat quiet and
reserved disposition; always on the
side of right. Well liked by all the
decent fellows at 8t. Jim's. Gets on
very well wRh George Durrance, with
| whom he shares Study No. 1 in the
Fourth Form passage.

more of this! That chap doesn’t deserve
d grub—playing with it like that!

ur-r-r!”

“Shurrup!” hissed Wnl'i{;c “He's
nearly finished now, and will toddling
off to bed scon.”™

But Wally D’Arcy was wrong.

The Wayland jeweller rose at last from
the table and rang the bell. But, to the
juniors’ dismay, instead of leaving the
room, he pulled an easy-chair to the fire.

Then he produced a pipe and tobacco,
and, taking a couple of newspapers from
& side table, he settled himself comfort-
ably in the chair.

“Oh crumbs! Looks as though he's
settling down for the night!” breathed
Wally, in disgust. .

Teddy nodded gloomily.

And just at that moment the house-
kee entered and began to clear the
table. -

And then quite suddenly a startled
came from beneath the table, whilst
Wally clutched Teddy’s arm convulsively.

. The housekecf]:er having cleared the
crockery away, ad swept the: tablecloth
from the table, and B‘mng’u hiding-place
was & hiding-place no longer.

But, hnﬂpily, neither Mr. Watkins nor
his housekeeper heard that gasp. And

| drowsily.
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a moment later the housekeeper left the
room with a cheery *Good-night!” to
her master.

What followed seemed like o horrible
nightmare to the boys behind, the screen.
Their legs and backs ached” from con-
tinuous standing in one position, and
they were soon thankful to sink gently to
the floor and remain there.

But Em;]r Baggy Trimble was in a

.

wuraeré: igl i -

Hardly daring .to -freathe, much less
move, he -rruvefled-un hands and knees,.
with eyes fixed in a fascinating gaze on
Mr. Watkins, and expecting that gentle-
man every second to turn his head and:
discover him. o nie .
_ But the minutes slipped by, and the
jeweller remained deeply immersed in his
apgrs, and not once did he turn his

ead. s

Eleven ohimed from the clock on the
mentelpiece, and even then Mr. Watkins
did not move. Evidently the jeweller
was no beliover in_the “‘early to bed ™
theory, whatever his views upon * early
to rise " might be. .

And then, just as the weary juniors
were feeling they could etand the strain
no longer, the Jeweller flung his paper
down with a rustle, and, nising to his
feet, with a yawn, he glanced at the
clock. =

“Bless my- soul!” he muttered aloud
“ Haif-past eleven! I'd no
idea it was so late! Good gracious!”

The jeweller started violently as his
roving eyes fell upon the unfortunate
Baggy beneath the table, and for a brief
moment he stared through his gold-
rimmed pince-nez. as if petrified.

And then, with a dark fro he
stepped forward and hauled the ;&wg
junior into the open.

*What—what on earth is the meanll:;i,
of this?"” he ejaculated, in an amazed
tone. *““Who—who are you, boy?”

Baggy was too terrified to reply had he
Wishc\f But at that dramatic moment
Teddy and Wally realised the game was
up and stepped boldly from behind the
screen.

There was a tense silence for quite a
minute, and then Mr. Watkins' eyes fell
upon the juniors' caps, and his face grew

Tim,

e “Ah, St. Jim's boys!” he said slowly..
“This is getting interesting! ~And to
what, might 1 ask, do I owe the honour
of .this nocturnal visit?” §

Wally grinned feebly—more out of
sheer bravado than anything else. 2

“That fat rotter came after your grub,
and we came after him!” he replied
recklessly.

“J dud-dud-didn’t!” é;auped Baggy,
finding his voice with a desperate ¢ ort.
#] came because—because—"' g

“QOne moment ! interposed the jewel-
ler go!ibely. “One at a time, please!”:
He indicated Wally D'Arcy. * Perhaps
it will be advisable, before telephoning
for the police, if this fmmg man will
explain tﬂis—thi: unusual visit.” .

At the word “police ” Baggy Trimble
began to shake like a jelly, while even
Teddy looked a little startled. But only
Wally saw the twinkle in the jeweller’s
eyes, and it gave him courage.

The next moment he was telling his
version of the: affair, and after it had
been supplenvented by Baﬁgy‘s tearful
recital of his adventures Mr. Watking’
grim features relaxed.

“What an extraordinary chapter of ac-
cidents !” he exclaimed drily. * However,
when paying me visits in future kindly
choose a more suitable hour, and oblige
me by entering by the front door.”

The juniors gaped and eyed the Jaowll: "
ler in astonishment. They had expected
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*% Only- Baggy

-

trouklo—serious trouvle. They certainly
did not expect the jeweller to take things
- s0 coolly. f .
. “Then—then rou’.'re not_going to—to
take any aotion?’’ gasped Wally.
 “Fortunately for you!” said Mr. Wat-
kins, smiling grimly at the’ rolieved
Baggy. “I was a_ witness of this boy’s
g\\'lll.ing_ visit to the dentist’s next door
is ‘afternoon. And, therefore, I see no
reason to doubt youar statements, or—er—
to call the police. Amd now, will you
depart by the way you came, or shall I
show you out by the back door?”

“The—the back door, il you don’t
-mind,” stuttered Wally f’aubl_y. “And’I

-4ay, Mr. Watkins, thanks for letting us
go! It's awfully decent of you!"

Mr. Watkins smiled as he opened the
door. The three boys followed him out
of the room and across the landing to the
bead of the stairs.

But barely had the jeweller tiken
three stops down the.stairs when he stif-
fened suddenly and held up a warning
hand for silence,

. From the regions below came a faint

- gound. like the rasping of a file on metal

=

—a sound which, at that late hour, could
on? have one meaning to the jeweller,
and indeed to the juniors.

“M-m-my hat! Burglars!” breathed

Wally tensely.
“Back!” whispered Mr. Watkins, his
eyes gleaming., *“Get back, boys, and

not a sound !”

. The juniors stepped back from the
stairs as Mr. Watkins, moving noise-
lessly in his slippers, passed into an ad-
joining room; and when he reappeared
.WM later he held a shining revolver
‘i&’ kand. - .

#Vou hoys go back into the dining-

m at once!” he ordered quietly. “I

Wil soon deal with these marauders!”
obeyed, however; he
“scuttled back into the dining-room in
great reltef. - .
. But the othdr two were made of sterner

uff,

“No fear!” exclaimed Wally stoutly.
“We're coming to lend a hand, Mr.
Watkins 1"

“Nonsense!"” muttered Mr. Watkins
harshly. “This is no game for children.
Go, I tell you!”

And the next moment the elderly
eweller was stepping swiftly and noise-
essly down_the carpeted stairs.

. The two fags exchanged a quick, mean-

ing glance. .
“ Plucky old boy, if you like!” mut-
tered Wally. “ But—children, eh.? Burrr!

Come on, Teddy! We'll show him!”
“What-ho!” said Teddy.

. And with hearis beating faster than

usual, the two Third Form fags followed

on the heels of the plucky Mr. Watkins.

CHAPTER 10,

To the Rescue ! :
Mr.

_T the bottom of the stairs
Watkins paused a moment,
listening intently. And then,

z 4 wiﬂé ﬁ:lm ang silent tread, l:,:

moved swifl ong the passage towar:

the door leaﬁing to the shop, and from
* behind which the suspicious sounds were

proceeding. y .
- Arrived there, he hesitated again. The

‘door was ajar a few irches, and, peer-
ing through, his face set grimly at the
Bcene t met his gaze.

On the glass-case covered shop-counter
stood a skilfully-shaded lantern, that lit
up half the shop with a bright white
ight, in vivid contrast to the darkness

* around.

On the shop-counter stood also a pile

of emphied Jprays, obviously taken from
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the window, the small door in the back
of which swung open.

And, standing by this, with a half-filled
tray of gold rings before him, was a tall,
masked man, With quick fingers, he
was deftly transferring the rings to an
open handbag on the counter.

Even in the brief moment that Mr.
Watkins stood watching, the fellow
plucked the last of the rings from the
tray, drolzged them carelessly into the
bag, and closed ib with a snap.

And at that instant. Mr. Watkins Aung
wide the door, and, wheeling suddenly
with & muttered imprecation, the fellow
found himsell covered.

“Hands up !” the jeweller said,
level tones. - “ Do not move, or I

He paused ominously, and the masked
man, without a word, slowly raised his
arms above his head.

- And then, in that instant, a slartling

in cool,
Dy

‘thing happened.

Kneeling before the open door of the
small safe in a corner behind the counter,
and hidden from view, a second man
had been at work. .

The first intimation either the jeweller
or the juniors had of his presence was
when a masked face rose suddenly above
the glass, a hand shot up, and something
whizzed viciously across the room.

It was a small steel tool. It struck the
plucky old jeweller's wrist with a soft
thud, and the revolver dropped from his
nerveless fingers and exploded harmlessly
on the shop fHoor.

““Rush ‘em!”
awiftly.

‘What happened after, that neither Mr.
Watkins nor the fags had any clear
reccllection.

Mz, Watkins' numbed arm had scarcely
dropped to his side, when the tall cracks-
man grasped his bag and swung it round
his head.

It came down with great force, and the
jeweller collapsed limply on the shop

Loor.

And then, before the startled juniors
had realised what had happened, the
rascals were upon them.

A fist like a leg of mutton sent Wally
with a crash against the counter, while
a single powerful swing of the arm by
the second cracksman sent Teddy spin-
ning across the shop.

The next moment the scoundrels had

came a harsh voice

gone.
As the juniors scrambled to their feet
again, a flood of light filled the room,

and they found Mr. Watkina swaying

dizzily on hig feet with one hand on the |

electrie-light sWitch.
“0Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Wall
breathlessly, rubbing an aching I:s_m:i)[

“That brute nearly knocked my blessed

ad off ! And the blighters Ea\-e got
away, after all.”

“ And with hundreds of pounds’ worth
of valuables,” said Mr. Watkins bitterly,
ocinting to the empty safe. *They've
eaten us, my boys!”

% Not yet!” eaid Wally, with a ghost
of the reckless grin his chums knew ‘well.
“They're gone right enough, but we're
going after 'em! On the ball, Teddy!”

And before the jeweller could raise a
detaining hand, Wally, with Teddy Trim-
ble at his heels, was out of the door
and fying along the passage in pursuit.

There was a _good chance still of get-
ting on the trail of the rascals, and Wally
was determined to make the most of if,
whatever the danger to themselves.

Out through the'dark kitchen and into
the yard beyond dashed the excited boys,
and & moment later they reached the

try. .
“'There Wally stopped, and looked

agitated. -
" ““What has happened, my boy?” he
inquived. anxiously. “Plem my 'soul!

e

and down helplessly. The rain had’
ceased, but the darkness was intense.

And then, guite suddenly, a watery
moon slipped from the heavy clouds and.
lit up the entry with an uncertain light. =

Wally gave a gasp of astonishment.

At the end of the passage was the dark
outline of a motor-car, and towards this
the dimly seen form of the second cracks-
man was running. .

- Now they could plainly hear the soft,
rhythmical running of the engine.

*“Well, I'm blessed! They've got a
car !” said Wally quickly. “ Buck up!”

And he led the way at top speed along
the narrow passage. Ahead of them they
saw the man reach the car, and, fling-
ing the bag he carried on to the rear
seat, he jumped up by his accomplice at
the steering-wheel, and the juniors heard
the starting-clutch driven home.

And just then, to Teddy’s amazement
and alarm, as the car began to move,
Wally DiArcy did a plucky though cer- &
tainly a reckless thing. 4 ;

With a sudden rush and a wild leap
the roung rascal of the Third clutched
the lowered canvas hood, and hung -on
convulsively. . -

‘A brief moment his legs threshed about -
wildly for a footing, then they found a
rest on the wide luggage-rack, as the car
gplln‘id speed and shot away . into the
nigl .

Hardly realising yet what had ha&
pened, Teddy Trimble gazed dum
founded as the car swung round the
corner and vanished.

Teddy rushed up the opening, and, 3
gaining the corner, glanced anxiously ~r
along the dark High Street. :

Already the red twinkling rear-light {
was a dim pin-point in the distance, and
Teddy watched -it until . it -disappeared
altogether and the faint hum of the
engine faded away. 2

Then, with a heavy heart and grave
misgivings, the Falstaff of the Third,
his podgy face grim and  determined,
hurried back, to find Mr. ‘Watkins wait-
ing at the yard door, bare-headed and

W‘l(mra is your friend?

Gone” said Teddy hoarsely. -
- at?"” 2

stood against the next door , an

“The silly old-chump jumped on the s
striking a match, he lit his lamp wi
Lasty and trembling fingers. )

back of the car,” he explained brieflg,.
“And I'm jolly well going after them !

And Teddy rushed to where the b:

“But, my boy, you must not!” said !
the jeweller sternly. " * You have already . -

run into enough dangef. I will at :
'phone tlgg‘fnﬁca. Stop, I tell you ! : 4
But Teddy, with a savage tug, haul

his machine round, and rode with frantié
haste along the passage. ;

He turned into the silenit and deser!
High Stireet, and in a_very few min|
had left the quaint old market town
behind. £
With head bent over the handle-barsi:
and eyes staring grimly through his%-
round spectacles, the fat Third-Former
plugged away with sivage determination.

The hopelessness of catching up with
the car, the junipr realised, of course,
but the white aro of light from his lamp
showed up plainly the double track ol
motor-tyres on the wet road.

And Teddy Trimble was grimly deter-
mined to follow those tracks wherever
they led until he found Wally—or
dropped from sheer exhaustion. e

Teddy, being a practically late-comer -
to St. Jim’s, was not very .familiar with
the roads thereabouts; but he soon
realised, with relief that the route the

a1
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car had taken would lead him past the
gates of 8t. Jim's; though why he felt
relieved he scarcely knew, since it would
make no difference to his resolve.

But when the dark pile of St. Jim’s
loomed ahead, a sudden thought struck
tho fat junior. -
 Supposing he did come across the car,
of what use was he, a Third Form young-

_ster, even if Wally was in a position to
help, against full-grown men—and ruf-
fians to boot?

And then an idea struck Teddy
Trimble. -

* Blessed if T don’t do it!” he muttered
rofleetively.  “ Blake and the rest of "em
will come like a shot, I know!”

‘And dismounting a few yards past the

tes, Teddy leancd his bike up against
the wall.

With the aid of the old tree, he

- gwarmed over the wall, and dropping
_on the other side, darted across the dark

quad.

Fortunately for his purpose, Teddy was
acquainted with the quickest method of
entering St. Jim’s in the still hours of
the night, and soon he had gained the
box-room window.

TInside he quickly removed his boots,
and treading noiselessly along the silent
and deserted passages, arrived at the

* Fourth Form dormitory a minute later.
" There, he hesitated in doubt as to the

* beds of the fellows he wanted. The

_ dormitory was dark, and save for the
eoft breathing of the TFourth-Formers,
was sitent.

Quite suddenly a dim form sat up in
-one of the beds.

“Bai Jove! Who is that?” came a
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wellknown voice drowsily, “Is that
you, Baggy?”

“Tt's Teddy Trimble!” whispered the
fag breathlessly, ‘Shush! Not so loud,
D'Arcy! Wake Blake and the others
quickly 1” :

“But weally, Teddy, deah boy, what
are you doing heah? T thought it was
youah bwothah Baggy. Has be weturned

et?”

& “No, but T know where he is!” whis-
pered Teddy.

And in low tones he briefly told the
astounded D'Arcy the night’s happen-
ings. And long before he had finished
Gussy was out of bed and shaking Blake,
Herries, and Digby vigorously.

At first all three growled sleepily, but
when they grasped what was afoot, their
amazement was great, and they jumped
up and dressed quickly.

The thought of young-Wally being in
dunger was enough for them, without
the additional incentive of an adventure
that appealed to them strongly.

“Better let Tom Moerry into this!”
muttered Blake, as they were passing the
Shell dormitory. ‘“‘The more the better
in a case like this. You chaps wait for
me in the box-room!”

And as Jack Blake advanced into the

Shell dorm, the others passed on to the
box-room and began to put their boots
on,
. They had just finished when Blake
appeared. Behind him were Manners,
Tom Merry, and Monty Lowther, their
faces showing the amazement and excite-
ment they felt.

But barely had the group reached the
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3“5(] below, when Blake stopped sud-
enly with an exclamation of dismay.
“My hat!” he gas dismally.
“What about the bikes? Shed’s bound
to be locked!”

Teddy Trimble chuckled.

“TIl soon put that -right!” ho
answered.
And, moving to the side window,

Teddy opened it and clambered through.
And 2 moment later the cycle-shed door
had opened from the inside.

“You young rascal!” said Blake, T
suppose that’s how you and Wally got
vour bikes out to-night?”

“Right on the wicket!” grinned Teddy
Trimble. *“Takes us fags to show you
old fogies a few wrinkles!”

Willing hands made light work, and in
five minutes the bikes and their owners
were over the wall, Jamps were lighted,
and all made ready for the start,

Then, after Teddy had pointed out the
tyre-tracks on the road, the juniors
mounted and started on the trail of
Wally D’ Arcy.

Whero that trail would lead them to
tlg‘f' knew not—mnor cared. But, like
Teddy Trimble, they were grimly deter-
mined to follow to the very end—or at
least until the missing fag was found.

CHAPTER 11.

Wally’s Trium,
“ 11, my hat! Now I've done
!% Y ;

Wally D’Arey breathed the
words to himself in dismay as
the car whirled thmuﬁh the rain-soaked -
streets of Wayland and on iuto the open
country. .
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And, indeed,
bad “done it.” .
He had made that reckless leap for the
car, thoughtlessly, on the spur of the
moment. And when he did realise the
unwisdom and apparent futility of his
action, the car gained speed, and to drop
off then was to risk a broken neck.
Nevertheless, the prospect of being
whirled miles away from St. Jim's,- in
such dangerous company, Wwis not a

pleasant one. i
d to make the best

it looked as though he

Grimly determine
of a bad job, Welly made himself com-
fortable on_ the {uggagerrnck—nr, at
least, as comfortable as the jolting of the
car would allow.

By now Wayland Town had been left
far behind, and very soon Wally realised
from many dimly-scen but familiar land-
maarks, that they were rapidly approach-
ing St. Jim’s,

And a few seconds later, as the car
shot past the grim old buildings, now dark
and silent, #Vully could mot help grin-
ning to himself as he wondered what the
sleeping  inmates, and especially Mr.
Selby, the master of the Third, would
think if he could sec_him flashing past
with two crack burglars as travelling-
companions.

Swiftly the miles flew by, and Wally,
tired out from his exciting adventures,
was dozing slightly, when something un-
usual brought him to instant alertness.

e car was slowing down.

Gripping the hood asbove him, Wally
hauled himself up, and peered cautiously
over the top.

Long ago, when well clear of Wayland,
the Mighl’s had been switched on.
Andin the white light the junior could

: sew a long, steop hill stretching ahead.

If the car would only slow down
erough to enable him to drop off in
safety, he might escape vet.

Slower and elower the car climbed,
while the hum of the engine grew louder.
. And then, just as Wally was prepar-
ing to take the risk, his eyes dropped on
the bags on the seats in. front of him.

“My hat!” murmured Wally, with a
thrill.” “What o chance! Blessed if I
don’t do it! Here goes!”

With his eyes fixed intently on the men
in front, and ready to slip back at the
slightest movement, Wally reached
cautiously and grip, the nearest bag.

‘He lifted it slowly and carefully, and.
holding on to the hood, he lowered it out
as far as he could reach and let it go.

Tt struck the ground with a dull thnd,
and was instantly swallowed up in the
darkness. -

A minute later the second bag had
followed it, and then, without a second’s
hesitation, . Wally released his grip and
Jumped.

His feet had scarcely touched the
carth, when they were swept from under

him by the force of gravitation, and he
rolled over and over on the muddy
m

rond,

“Ow! Oh crumbs!” gasped Wally.

Scarcely knowing whether he was on
his head or heels, t%)e irrepressible Third-
Tormer staggered dazedly to bis feet and
blinked around him.

Far up the hill the twinkling red light
of the car was still climbing slowly.

Then, to the junior's ears, came the
sharp grating of changing gear, the car
shot forward, topped the rse,  and
vanished, and Wally found himself alone
oa the dark, country road.

#(Oh crumba!” gasped Wally again.
“I'm blessed if I know where I am—
umpteen miles from anywhere, I expect!
Anyway, I've got the swag, an’ done 'em
brown, and that’s something! And now
where are those blessed bags?”

After a fow *minutes’ groping about in
the darkness, he found the first of the
bags, .and a little farther on he stumbled
over the second.

Both ecomed none the worse for the
fall, and though his hands were cut and
bruised he gripped the bags firmly.

He hadn’t the faintest idea where he
was, and his only guides were the tyre-
treads dimly seen when the moon came
fitfully from behind the clouds.

Quite suddenly there came the swish
&t cycle-tyres through the mud, and
round a bend in the road shead swept a

number of lights, and Wally’s heart
leaped with sudden hope.
Was it possible that St. Jim's fellows

were already out in search of him? .

‘And then, as the foremost rider’s
lamp lit up his form and features, Wally
knew that it was not only possible but
the fact, as a sudden delighted yell rang
out on the night air.

“Wally! Stop, deah boys! Bai Jove,
huwwah! It is weally Wally!”

There followed a chorus of ejacula-
tions, a grinding of brakes, and the fag
found himself surrounded by the familiar,
welcome faces of Blake & Co., the
Terrible Three, and Teddy Trimble.

“Bai Jove, so we've found you,
Wally !” gasped Arthur Augustus thank-
fully. ‘*But— Why, you young
wascal, you are covahed with mud and

scwatcilesi And pway, what have you
got. theah?”

“Only gold and silver and precious
stones!” grinned Wally feebly. *Bub
if you old fogics want "em you can have
‘en, These blessed bags are jolly heavy™
you can take my word for it!”

Willing hands took possession of the
begs, and after Wally had briefly and
cheerfully recounted his adventures, thi
bikes were turned round.

And then, with Wally on his brothar’s
bike, and Gussy himself standing on
Blake's back step,.they started back, and

“Now, you fellows, are we all to go
to Wa{lnnd. or just a couple or -eo, to
take this stuff to old Watkins and to
bring Baggy back?" Tom Merry asked.

“T vote we all go,” said Blake.
“Mi$ht as well make a- night of it

“T'm feeling better now, and I'm jolly
well coming!” said Wally grimly. “Old ~
Watkins cailed Teddy and me children.
Brrr! 1 want to see the old chap’s face
when we hand him the bags!”

So-a little later the cheery party rode,
muddy and breathless, into. Wayland,
and at the' jeweller’s they found the local -
POlm'e' in' full force, hunting for
“clues.”

But when the juniors crowded in, and
Wally handed over_ the two bags with
their contents safe and sound, .the
delight of Mr, Watkins knew no bounds,
and his lavish praises almost over-
whelmed that cheery young hero.

- Then  Mr, atkins’  housekeeper
appeared with hot coffee and other
refreshments—a p! ng that, with

Toddy and Baggy Trimble well to the
fore, strained Mr. Watkins' larder to the
utmost. -
- And ot last, with Baggy Trimble
mounted on Wally’s recovered bike, the
return to St. Jim's was made. -

In the small hours of the mornin%,t ten -
tired but happy juniors stealthily
entered the School House, and crept to -«
their respective dormitories to sleep the
sleep of the just, and—for two fags, at
least—the sleep of utter exhaustion.

The amazement of the rest of the
Fonrth-Formers when - they arose at
rising-bell that morning to find the miss-
ing Baggy Trimble safe and soundly
asleep in his bed, was great. But the
full story, when it became known,
caused a Lremendous sensation all over
St. Jim's,

Naturally, Baggy and all the actors in -
the drama underwent a somewhat try-
ing interview with Dr. Holmes; and to
him was told in detail the story of that
night’s adventures. But not one of the
i;‘.mm“ was punished for breaking gates.

‘or one_thing, the Head was only too.
yelieved at the safe return of the missing
Baggy Trimble, and the juniors had a
strong suspicion that a visit th r
ing from Mr. Watkins, the I
jeweller, had a great deal to do wi
their escaping %cot free.

The cracksmen were never
was the car; and it was app t thal
they had managed to reach Londo
kbhefore dawn, and become lost in the rush'¥s
and roar of the mighty metrqpolis.
THE END.

(Another grand long st Tom Merr
Another grand long stery Sl SCHOO
ALESTMENT!” ywar Co

an hour later Brrived at the gates of St.
Jim’s, :
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."THE KING’S DECISION.

RIK led Jim and Dick a little
farther round the inside of the
stout boma or fence, away from
the narrow entrance, which for

. the present was unguarded, That was
probably an accident, as Erik knew, and

3t was better to find a fairly safe spot for

the two until he had learned just what
the situation was

A small heap of stakes and brushweod,
which were evidently intended to be
used in repairing the {nma at some time
or other, provided a fairly secure shelter.

Jim Qumhn and Willoughby, acting on

%nk s suggestion, sat down on one side

o is. From their place they could see

practically everything that was going on

around the great central fire, while they
emselves were well in the shadow.
“Weo shall come back soen, Bazar!”
Erik told him; and l.\ennannnHAh went
forward towards the fire.
Already a change had come over the
lug i;tharmg. Some of the Karradon
d hurried in to greet their friends,
gud their return had evidently been told
tb.the king. An order had aurckly gcne
forth, and, as Erik and Ranallah
ap'p!oached the platform, the moise of the
beating of drums and old cans, and the
wailing of the weird pipes, died down.
“Everyone was watching the two now,
and it was evident that their appear-
ance had created something of a sen-
sation, Some of the men about the king

“'had risen to their feet, and their voices

‘eould be heard crying out the orders

which the king himself had given.

“0ld erzon looks fairly excited
gnw 1”7 Willoughby whispered to Jimi.
T'll bet young Bracster 1s he;ﬁmmng to
wish he was out of it! is rather
queeé: his pltA;_',h‘Q ol
ope so! uinton. agr: grimly.
* What's the idea now?”

.- Several of the natives ‘had run forward,
and, as Jim and Dick watched them, they
saw them make swiftly for Erik and
" Ranallah. The two were seized in no

entle manner, and then the whole mob,
g]w prisoners and their several captors,

- ~+_swept on towards the platform.
3

For some time neither Quinton nor
W;&mghbg spoke to each other. They
too intent on following every in-
cident of the drama before them, and
1rhg to comprehend what took place,

e two were carried right up to the
plat[oz-m, and a space was cfeared so that,
with their guards, they could stand just
‘before the king. For a few moments the
king himself questioned them. Quite

- near him st Cyrus Kerzon, and the
strangely-ornamented native who seemed
to be his friend.

Dillon Bracster still sat quite stiffiy on
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his chair, but even at the distance they
were, Quinton and his friend could see
that he kept turning to Kerzon for
advice.

The weird-looking native had taken up
the cross-examination of Erik and Ranal.
lah, Sudden]y Kerzon sprang forward
and seized Ei The little man ivas
evidently tn.Len by surprise, and the next
moment he was flung to the floor, while
Kerzon stood towering nbnve hlrn call-
mg upon others to bind the little man.

rik will win!? Willoughby whis-
pered the words to Quinton, but it was
the expression of his hope rather than
any feeling of certainty. ‘' He’s made
Kerzon lose his temper.. Look ! They're
helping Erik to his feet now !

e king himself had ricen, and was
bm::lgmg with the great white stick he
held on the floor of the platform. Kerzon
stepped back, and everything became
quiet again, while the king spoke.

He addressed some question or other
to Erik, and Quinton would have given
anything to have heard and understood
it. He judged that Erik was hesitating
in his ﬂnswar, for the king leaned forward

Z

READ THIS FIRST,

Jim Qumron of the Sizxth Form at
Harmood's, Bigglesdale, by the will of
John Quinton, his father, is to sueceed
to a great position at Karradon in
Africa. A great deal of mystery is
attached to the position which John
Quinton really held; but he is supposed
fo have been almost as powerful as the
king himself. Mr. Matlock, the late
John Quinton's solicitor, makes known
details of the will to Jim Quinton,
who at once decides to carry out his
father's wishes. He is then introduced
to Tim Daly, Erik, and Nijellah, a
negro, who are to be his servants.

I their presence the solicitor hands
to Jim a sealed packet of papers,
which John Quinton had left solely
for his son's perusal.

Jim has enemies in Dillon Bracster,
another Sixth-Former at Harmood's,

« Bracster senior, Cyrus Kerzom, and a
fellow named Flaxman, who call them-
selves the Karradon Syndicate.

Eventually the rival parties reach

. Africa, and.Jim and hiz friends, in-
tluding Dick Willoughby, a school
ehum, who had joined the party, sct
out for Karradon.

Later Daly and Nijellah are cap-
tured by Bracster and his followers,
Erik diacouer.- their whereabouts, hul:
is unable to help them. Dalyy how:
ever, gives Erﬂ: ordan to proceed (o
Karradon.

On their arrival at Karradon, Jim,
Dick, and Brik are astonished to see
a celebration in progress, and Dillon
Bracster .sitting next to the native
king on a platform.

(Now rcad on.}

N e e e e
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and again bnngerl the floor with his stick
whils eﬁm repeated his question. - :
It may be that he added a threat as
well, for this time Erik only hesitated
the fraction of a second, He turned
round from the king, and his. guards
closed in upon him instantly; but Erik
waved them back. Then his right hand
went above his head, and he began. to
beckon in violent fashion towa the
place where Quinton and Willoughby
Were sitting as unseen spectators of this

lay.

“He wants us to come to him!” Jim
said quickly. *Come along, Dick! Or
do vou think you'd hetter stay I‘era while
I go and see what the game st

“I'm coming with you!” Willoughby
answered definitely. “Let’s put on a
turn of speed! Old Erik is stﬂl waving
for us to come!”

Even in his excitement, Quinton did
not forget the pack he had brought with
him. In it were one or two of the
smaller gifts which he had brought to
present to the king. They might be
very useful, he imagived, at this par-
ticular ]und.ure "

The two ran forward now towards the
platform beyond the great fire. Dillon
Bracster saw them, and stood up, but
Cyrus Kerzon forced him back again
quietly.

“Bit dnv«n'" he whispered.
this to me!

Bracster sat down, but still stared at
the two who were ru:mg along with the
same old swing he seen so often
along the towing-path below Harmood's
school. But what a change was this!

Quinton slackened down as he came
nearer the platform, and began to walk
in a more dignified way. He knew that
the eycs of all the natives were fixed
on him, but whether in friendly fashion
or not it was impossible to tell.” Nor did
he know just then what were the real
difficulties he had to face.

Cyrus Kerzon smiled scornfully as the
two youngsters ascended the rough steps
which led to the platform. Just as Quin-
ton passed him, ﬁe turned and spoke to.
his native l'nend but Quinton’s know-
ledge of the dialect .was not yet sufficient
for him to grasp what was said.

Nor had he any time to. waste with
Kerzon at present. The king was already
growling something out, and whatever
5 meant, it was obviously intended for

uinton.

Mtcr that, Erik acted as interpreter,
and very qu:etiy kept Jim informed of

“Leave

.the ditferent mmrruhﬂtmns which came

from other people gathered around.
“Who are you? Why have you come
here?” was the first question .L)m was
called upon to answer, and Erik added
Tae Gem Lisrarv.—No. 63l
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the infortnation that the king believed
Dillon Bracster was the great Bazar
Quinton’s eon, and that Jim and Erik
had hidden, or killed, Meljor Daly.

“I am Bazar Quinton's son,’” was
Jim’s answer. *He sent word by Meljor
Daly that I was to come to you. These
people ”—Jim waved his hand towards
Cyrus Kerzon and Dillon Bracster—
“wounded Meljor Daly, and took him
away with Nijellah and others. That is
all I know.”

Erik repeated the information, but all
the time the eyes of the king were fixed
on Jim Quinton, and, in turn, Jim
watched the great native chief carefully.
He had heard from Tim Daly a good
deal about Bazara (king) Malkura, chief
ruler of the Karradons, who, as a young
man broke the traditions of his race by
making friends with a white man. Thab
man was Jim's father, and in the course
of time, he had been raised to the posi-
tion of practically joint ruler with this
king.

“Malkura was now over fifty years of

ge, but was still a pnwerfnﬁy-built-,
szﬁ'ongb not very big, handsome man.
His eyes were more dee;ﬂi sunk than
most of his tribe, and he lacked the stare
which Jim had found so trying at times
in the case of Nijellah and Ranallah.
His views and his outlook were still far
removed from those of any white man,
but as a native ruler Bazara Malkura
was famed among the tribes of Central
Africa for his wisdom and power.

One or two other questions he put to
Jim, and Erik, as he interpreted, added
each timo some other item of informa-

tion,

“The king is puzzled,” he sgid. ““See!
He looks at Bracster. The king will see
that Bazar Quinton speaks true!”

‘There was some reason for Erik’s faint
show of excitement, Cyrus Kerzon,
standing only a few feet away, saw the
king turn to Dillon Bracster, and stare
at him; then turn back to stare equally
hard into Jim Quinton’s face. Kerzon
had eoun on the fact that, to the
native, most white faces are very similar,
but he began to doubt whether Malkura
was not a trifle too intelligent to bé
duczaiw.d. It was time for Kerzon to
act .

A strange quietness had fallen over the
whole assembly, a quietness which was
only accentuated by the faint murmur-
ings of the natives gathered around the
great firo. They were whispering to each
other that the king was puzzled.

n all that concourse, everyone knew
now just what the situation was, For
both the white and the black men, these
silent moments were full of dramatic
possibilities. By the king sat the young
Bazar who had come all the way from
England to_take his father’s place, and
guide the king in his great plans.

Yet before the king stood Erik, Bazar
Quinton’s old servant, who, it was said,
had murdered the Meljor Daly, and done
‘many wicked things. He had come back
again, and with him was another white
fan, very young, but very big and
strong, and he called himself Bazar
Quinton, 8o the king himself would
decide this mystery.

Even Cyrus Kerzon was impressed by
the quietness, and stood very stiffly by his
native friend, watching the king closely.
Kerzon knew something of the workings
of the native mind, but he had to allow
Malkura a wider range, and for a moment
he feared to interfere, lest he should
aroise the Bazara’s anger to his own
undoin,

g- -
The old native by Kerzon kept very

still, too, for a time. He had on a strange
headdress made of an old pith helmet
ornamented with odd pieces of copper
wire and beads, all twisted into some
sort of ludierous design. He wore &
queer little armless shirt, and a kind of
st.rilpcd kilt or skirt, and, like the king,
he had a huge gtout staff in his hend, but
in his case, 1t was ornamented with
splashes of red paint, and had little brass
bells attached to it so that when he
moved, it made a queer linkling sound.
Jim recalled now that Daly bad told
him about this man. e was the
medicine-man, a member of the king's
council, but of late he had lost somethin;
of his importance, for the natives hai
more faith in the white man’s medicines.
Yet Bazar Quinton had wisely kept him
in power, and even aided him to put his

concentrated on the ho%e that Ranallah
and Erik would gain a hearing. .

The king himseclf settled the matter.
He banged his stick violently three
times on the floor, and the expression on
Lis face suggested that his temper was
reaching its limits, i

Erik and Ranallah drew back at once,
while Kerzon and his friend with the
tinkling staff ceased to jabber and Fes-
ticulate. Not until there was absolute
silence did the king speak.

He turned to some of the men who
wore sitting near him and gave a brief
order, then turned again to those who -
had been disputing before bim. is
speech to them was quite brief, and he
emphasised the end of it with another
firm bang of his stick on the floor. ®

business on a more enlightened footing.
1t was this man who first broke the

Iis effect on everyone was remarkable.
Eveu Kerzon seemed at a loss to under-+

evidently taken by eurprise, an
cor.

Suddenly Kerzon sprang !oéwaréi u“:d seized Erik.
the
{See page 17.)

The little man was
next moment he was flung to the

silence amongst those on the platform.
He spcke to the king and then ‘to
Kerzon. .

Instantly Kerzon jumped forward and
began to make a speech. Both Jim and
Dick Willoughby marvelled at the way
in which the man carried out the queer
antics which evidently impressed his
hearers.

But his speech did not last long. Erik
was determined to say something, an
even Ranallah, who stood a little farther
away than Erik, becime anxious to
protest against some of the statements
which Kerzon was making.

Just for a few moments- there was
something in the nature of a competi-
tion. rik and Ranallah were strug-
gling to tell the king their version, while
Kerzon"was insisting upon his, supported
by tho ornamented medicine-man. In
different circumstances Quinton would

stand it, and spoke very quietly to the
medicine-man, who in turn shook bis
head with doleful slowness, and then, as
though the proceedings had no further
interest for him, very carefully squatted
down on the floor once more.

Erik was apparently too puzzled even
to inform Jim of '.ge king’s decision.
Quinton touched him at last, and asked
what was being 0.

“The king is puzzled, Bazar,” Erik
answered slowly. “He does hot under-
stand, and we cannot talk to him again.
-He I,'\‘as sent for his mother to come to

“For his mother?” Jim
thinking he had misunderstood.

“Yes, Bazar!” Erik answered. ."'She.
is very ‘old now, Your father was kind
;:l[;'her. and taught the king to be good to

.
see you and that Bracster person. It .is

repeated, *
g .

have laughed at the queer performance,

but at present his whole interest was

her word which will decide. That is ths. ..
king’s decision.” X
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Every Wednesday, -

Mafkani Speales the Truth.
' HE. two' men who-had been com-
* manded by the Bazara to bring
his mother fo him had gone, and
- for ten minntes afterwards
'ﬁ-‘\ nothmg of any importance bad hap-

% Bown bolow the platform the natives
Had resumed their revel to a mild extent.
“More. wood was being thrown on to
the fre and umn the smaller fires which
were dﬁ‘he bout here and there were
- being tended again.
Kerzort had rocovered from his first
“-perplexity, aud was now engaged in dis-
. cufsing -the situation with Hl.illtm Brac-
-.* ster, the medicinc-man, and two other
2 nm'-es who were in' a place of honour

e

on the. kin dais.  Jim _Quinfon,
with Dick Willonghby and Erik, fol-
lowed- the same exampla, and tried to

undérstand just what the outlook was,
~“amt what ides lay behind the kmgs
‘h_plm to bring bis' mother forward as a

en Jim was well aware of the fm:t
th-t in this part of the world a woman’s
_opinion has very little weight. Erik
explained that the present king hadf
“ilways regarded his mother d!ﬁemnt‘l!
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Quinton had encoumged him, until to-
day Malkani, Malkura’s mother, had a
special but set aside. for her use, and
had women to attend to her wants. And
every day, when the Bazara was not

on some expedition, he went to

m—eaixs mother.

“So that if she decides I really am
Bazar Quinton’s son, Bracster will be
thrown out?” Qumton inguired.
if she snﬁs Bracster is the right fellow
we shall have to make a bolt for it?”

“We shall not run away, Bazar,” Erik
answered ; and Jim felt both the hint of
reproach and the touch of respect which
Erik contrived to put into his voice.
“You are the son of Bazar Quinton,

“You are the big man now, and will fight

till' you win, whatever happens!”
“You're ht, Erik!” Jim agreed
cheerfully. ‘g‘Ve are not going to finish

just ;Jet. You'll keep behind me, Wil-

lough Sg
I shall be with you, Jim,” Willough-
by answered: “Ha,Jo, is this the old
lady they’re bringing alang now?”
The- two men who had gone to bring

: Midkura’s mother were now coming to-

wardb: the platform, and' between them
wag: an old’ Harradon woman, clothed

“ And’

“_

i'hte;.vhﬂfp@- 19

man on the dais. A braid vas about

‘her closely-cropped’ head, and™ fo this

were fastened. jush over ears, a
number of shmmg brass rings. _About
her neck were at least a dozen strings of
beads, of different lengths and made of
differerit  materials,

A great piece of brilliant yellow

;material composed her dress, and this

wag tied with a sash of crimson; while
on her arms were bands of coloured

‘Velotli and thin circlets of .brass.  She
walked very slowly, but was unsup-
ported by anyone, though the mes.

songers kept by her side, and: just ba-
hind her came a much you g:r ‘woman,
not so gaily attired, who evidently acte
as her han A

8he mounted to the dais with' somo

little difficulty, and a low seat of
'hlnukete and odd rugs was quickly pre-
pared for her near o_one

moved or spoke, and in turn Ma.[kunl
took no notice of anyone. Even her son
did not_speak until she had settled’ her-
self with some degree of cmnfoz't on the
Tugs.
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“INCREASE Yﬁn HEIGHT Il oiess 7/6

0ss System never fails. Price 7, plato. “PArticulars 1. siat

e, 16, LANGDALE HOAD, umi'{ia‘u G, g

| e

: ~STAMP COLLECTORS, TRY THIS ONB!—A unique collection

rarel;n and Colonial nwmn, indluding Ir Gumah Liberia,
Mogam! ULy, mmd muny othsf -

Basbadon, uo, Newfou
. Price 6d. onl! o' Hargain i Witlte, 8. bad Lye, Worces. i

NERVOUSNESS

“B0 YOU LACK SELF-CONFIBENCE?”
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\fls lsughable and wonderful art, Failure

bie witn oor book of easy instrusiions and
rd Fricks (wich Ln-crumann P.0.
Clevedon, Somerse

teven more strangely than the medicine-

The Rudge-Whitworth 8-storey Works at
- Coventry.
Floor Area over 12 acres.

New Editions Illustrated Art Cataligtie-and “ Book of the
Bicycle" post free fromi—
Lug.

Rudge-Whitworth,
(Dept.302), COVENTRY
London' Depot ; z > °
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{Oxdord Swreet eadd, W.I

smusing Al
{post free)

BOXING CLOVES 89 set of four, B8/6. palm, 13/8.) Tan

Best, 18/6. ?oucbal 9, mauk 1!!8 and
14/8. Punch:Balls, and 17/6. Money returned it not umﬂcﬂ
Postage, 6d. on all- —10.\1 OAB’PHKTER The Wor!.ds Champion Dall-
Puncher, 89, Morecambe Street, Walworth, 5.E. I
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1-%o apoliances  No Dr
. Bystem NEVER F.

Complete

Dieting. The Melvin Btrong 4 -
LS. IIH pnrﬂw!au and Tullmonlﬂl 14, e
stamp.—Melvin Strong, Ltd. (Dept, §), 24, Southwark Bt.,
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