

































































had not bid for the slippers, dropped
a half-crown into it. Then the crowd
of juniors dispersed.  The auction
was over, and it only remained for the
proceeds to be counted and handed
over to the fellow who was leaving.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER
GOING—GOING——
“ Four pounds eleven shillings and
sixpence.”’
Oh, good | ”

Baggy Trimble beamed.

It was a handsome sum for a
junior in the Fourth Form. True, it
Was not so extensive as the big
cheques which Trimble—according to
his own account—was in the habit of
receiving from Trimble Hall. But it
seemed to afford Baggy Trimble
very great satisfaction.

‘“ There's the money, and there’s
the account,” said Manners, rather
gruffly. “ Better go over it.”

‘“ That’s all right, old fellow. Look
here, you can keep the sixpence, if
you like,” said Trimble, with a burst
of generosity.

‘" Fathead | "

And Manners departed.

“ Well, you’ve had a jolly good
leaving-sale, Trimble,” said Tom
Merry. “ 1T hope you'll have a good
journey home.” What train are you
catching ? "

“ Train ? ” said Trimble.

* You're going by train, I suppose?”’

“Or is the Rolls-Royce coming
from Trimble Hall ? asked Monty
Lowther, with gentle sarcasm.

‘““Oh! Yes, exactly ! ”’ said
Trimble, with a gasp. “ Quite so.
I—I'm going in the morning as it
happens. :

* On Sunday ? ” exclaimed Tom in
surprise.

““Yes ; that’s how it is. Better the
day, better the deed, you know,”” said
Trimble. ““ I—1I felt I had to have one
more night at St. Jim’s, the—the

HA

“

Id school, you know—the old
gf:; s?‘.ones-—thé—the ivied tower. [
felt I couldn’t tear myself away so

n
Sufi‘d\%lel 1, good-bye, in case we don’t
see you in the morning,” said Tom.
And Baggy Trimble was left to
himself, gloating over his plunder.
Trimble of the Fourth disappeared
from view soon afterwards. The
general impression was that he was
gone. ; .
ression turned ou s
talg;}:]at g:g) at calling-over, when
Trimble turned up and ans“iered
‘“ Adsum " to his name as usual. 3
“Baj Jove | Twimble's still heah |
whispered Arthur Augustus to his

i rise.
Chl\JVn}llserllnt;lér&llows came out of Hall,
Gussy tapped Trimble on the shoulder,
Trim}t,)le gave a sort of convulsive

start.
“Owl

ga‘s‘ped.. | What's the mattah ? »
" Bianto},oelf me | "’ gasped Trimble,
«“ Ha, ha, hal’ roared Blake.
« He’s been stuffing the profits. : How
many jam-tarts have you put away,

. )
1 &13 ] twenty-four,” murr?ured
Tri bley whose fat face was almost
rimble, hue. ‘It wasn't the tarts,
%hastly U a-tarts don’t hurt a

en jam- !
clg.% (}?wasnj't the toffee, either. And

ts.”
I feel sure it wasn’t the doughnu

:: ﬁai éJ:rY’E I ;ave been th% f{old
chicken,” continued Trimble. AL “c;“;;
could a cold chickeﬁl:}l)gggtzr e

been 4
It“n}\z}y hc?x;’l; hat | gasped kBlake.
“«If yu've got a cold chic e?, ta
lobste};o and _twenty-four jam-tarts

he state of
insi it envy you t
uz)s&iie;v(l)rld(g'n Have you ggt;' enough
I};oney left for the funer

“ W ”»

i elli
“ You'll be pretty sick travi l:g

Don’t touch mel” he
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o meal! ' grinned Herries.

N > A\

3 ave to be carried to the
. ckled Digby.
1M onot going to-night, you

an the Head's letting me
morrow as—as I'm ilL”

d away to his study,
he were not enjoying
ilv he had overdone it,
was on the most
with the chicken,
s did not seem to

::aj\'ing over to-
told Tom Merry
with a chuckle. ** He's

t the bunshop, and
to let him leave it till

e told us just after the
he wasn’'t going till
aid Tom.

Then it’s not because
queer.”

king so,” said Tom.
1

” zsked Blake, looking at

! said Tom.

1z morning Trimble
elf again. He rolled
le looking bright and
ugustus D’Arcy bore
ith z time-table.
ookin’ out the twains

m w
n 1

2y twzins are wathah a

wowwy,” €2id Arthur Augustus, ' Are

you goin’ befozh or aftah dinnah ? 4

% frer 1 gasped Trimble.
There is zn expwess at thwee

fwomn Wazyland, Would you like me

to walk to the station with you? "

“ Delighted 1’ said Baggy.

“ Start soon aftah dinnah, then.”
“ Oh, yes | Certainly ! ”

After ~ dinner, however, Baggy
Trimble was conspicuous by his
absence. The kind-hearted Gussy

sought him, but he found him not.
Gussy was considerably perplexed.
Trimble missed the only good train
of the afternoon ; but it did not seem
to weigh on his mind when he turned
up for call-over.

“ You’ll have a wathah slow twain
this evenin’,” said Arthur Augustus,
after the roll was called.

“The fact is, I don’t approve of
Sunday travelling,” said Trimble.
“ I'm leaving it till Monday.”

When Baggy Trimble rolled into
the Fourth-Form dormitory that night
he was eyed on all sides in a very
curious way. Certainly it was odd that
Baggy was still there. On the strength
of his departure on Saturday the
leaving-sale had been held; and
Baggy apparently had already con-
sumed most of the proceeds in the
shape of tuck at the bunshop. Now
it was Sunday night, and he was not
gone. Fellows could not help thinking
1t odd.

Baggy Trimble seemed to fall asleep
immediately that night. At all events,
he did not answer any of the remarks
addressed to him.

On Monday morning he was looking

uite thoughtful at breakfast. When
the juniors came in for morning classes
Baggy Trimble rolled along to the
Fourth-FForm room, as usual.

The Fourth-Formers eyed him still
more expressively than in the dormi-

ory.

" Packed your box ? ”’ asked Blake.

“Th? No! Yes!”

“ You're not coming in to lessons ?
said Herries.

“Oh, yes! The dear old Form-
room-—-—""

' Stow that | ”” said Blake ab

ake abruptly.

“ Look here, Trimble, what doespth)i’s
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mean? Why aren’t you gone?”

‘ He's been raisin’ our giddy hopes,
only to dash them to the ground
again | " grinned Cardew.

“ Bai Jove, Twimble

“ You—you see stammered
Baggy.

“Well ? ” snapped Blake. Blake
could not help feeling suspicious by
this time,

“ I—I feel it hard to tear myself

”

”

“Collar him ! “Sealp him 1" * Lynch him 1 ” Hotly pursued by the ¢
frantic break for the School House, and bolted fairly into the arms 0!

away, you know. The dear old Form-
room, the—the dear old blackboard
" stammered Trimble,

‘“ The what ?

“ Twines itself round a fellow’s
heart, and all that, you know,” said

Trimble. * Every grey old ivied stone
in it 22

“In the blackboard ? " yelled
Blake.

* Nunno ! In the—the school, you

know—dear old St. Jim’s. You see

”n
“ Here comes Lathom ! mur

mured Clive. :
LXSd %nqu Trimble rolled into the
Form-room, saved by the arrival of
Mr. Lathom. But during morning
lessons, the Fourth-Formers eye
Baggy Trimble almost.wolﬁshly.
The truth was dawning upon all of

them now. It was a spoof—a gigantic

i de a
d juniors, Baggy mai
nfrit‘lgn: Terrible Three.

:mble was .not going |
SpOAOrfdl at{ﬁg&ﬁought‘()bwﬁs_%’otr e
true explanation—the hFoggth Tl;r«;
fellows fairly shook WItA“}Ill'HeS. o
well-known ~wrath of d? el S
tructive as it undoubte i s
“ not in it "’ with the wrat glineey
Jim’s Fourth when they litlsa lwas hat
Bagey Jomor, L ad * diddled
going. . Bag Tl ¥
?I?é:n\bvholgbfgwer School with a spoof

(211 )



leaving-sale—the idea, evidently, had
been put into his head by Sturgis’
leaving-sale—and all the time he was
not going. He had realised nearly
five pounds for a heap of rubbish
worth, perhaps, five shillings—and
he was not going! He had fed him-
self to his fat chin on the profits of his
wonderful scheme—and he was not
going !

Not going !

Most of the fellows had said that
it seemed too good to be true. Now
they knew that it was what it
seemed.

Never had morning lessons seemed
so long to the Fourth—never had they
seemed so short to Baggy Trimble. In
the looks of the fellows around him
Baggy learned what he had to ex-

ect. He would have been glad had

r. Lathom kept the class in all day—
even on mathematics or deponent
verbs. But it was not to be. The
long, long morning—or the short,
short morning—according to the point
of view—had to come to an end at
last. And then

THE NINTH CHAPTER
BUT NOT GONE |
£ COLLAR him!"”
‘“ Scalp him 1"

‘“ Lynch him | ”’

#1—Isay! Leggo! Oh, my hat!
It’s all a misunderstanding! Oh,
crumbs ! ”’

Baggy Trimble ran for his life, with
Blake & Co. in hot pursuit.

Baggy was across the quad like a
streak of fat lightning. He was
round the corner by the school shop ;
he dodged round the old tower ; he
broke back along the gymnasium wall.
Round the fountain in the quad went
Baggy, hot and hard ; and then he
made a frantic break for the School
House, and bolted fairly into the arms
of the Terrible Three, who had come
out with the Shell.

Tom Merry caught him as he butted.

‘““ Hold him ! ”” roared Blake.

‘“ Seize the scoundwel!’ yelled
Arthur Augustus.

‘“ Leggo!” roared Baggy, strug-
gling desperately. ‘“ Leggo ! Oh, my
hat! They're after me! I'm going—
I swear I'm going ! Besides, it was
all a joke! Oh, crumbs!”

Blake & Co. had him the next

moment. Trimble roared and yelled
as they clutched.

‘ But what " gasped Tom
Merry.

‘“ He’s not going ! ”” shrieked Blake.
“It’s all spoof! Raising the wind
with a leaving-sale, and blowing it
on tuck and staying on ! "

*“ Great Scott!”

‘“ Not going | ”” roared Monty Low-
ther. ‘ Why, he made me his auc-
tioneer ! Didn’t I raise four pounds
eleven shillings and sixpence for his
rubbish ? Not going ! ”

‘“ The villain | "’ gasped Manners.

* Lynch him | ” roared Kangaroo.

“ Yank him away behind the elms,
so that we can kill him quietly,” said
Cardew. ‘“ We don’t want the pre-
fects butting in.”

‘ Yaas, wathah!”

Fifty enraged fellows were round
Baggy Trimble. He was rolled and
shoved to a secluded spot behind the
elms. Then the enraged juniors
stood round him, in towering wrath
and vengeance.

‘“Hold on'!

Let me explain!”
yelled Trimble.

“ I—I wasn’t spoof-
ing you fellows. I—I didn’t get the
idea from Sturgis’ leaving-sale !
Nothing of the kind! I—I never
went round collecting stuff to be
sold ! I—I never thought of taking
you fellows in ! The fact is, it’s all a
misunderstanding. Owing to a—a
change of circumstances, I'm not
going. That’sall. Fellowisn’t respon-
sible for a chanfe of circumstances, is
he? Besides, I'm prepared to hand
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the money back, if any fellow wants
1ti1E

‘“ Shell out, then!”

“ I'm going to write to my pater at
—at Trimble Hall—"

“ What ? "

‘“ For a specially big cheque

“ Great pip | "

* And then square up all round, as
the leaving-sale was a—a mistake,”
said Trimble. ‘ That’s all right, I
suppose ? "

he juniors looked at Trimble.
tJUd ing by their looks, it was not
alF right.” It was far from all

”n

right.

‘“ Gentlemen,” said Monty Lowther,
‘“ we've been spoofed. We've had
our leg pulled. We've rallied round
Trimble’s leaving-sale, and he’s not
leaving. He’s bagged our spare cash.
And, worse than that, he’s staying on.
We'd give him twice as much to go ;
but he’s not going! Gentlemen, I
suggest that we ought to make Trimble
wish he'd gone.”

Monty Lowther’s suggestion was
adopted unanimously and without
discussion. The juniors flowed over
Baggy Trimble like a tidal wave, and
he disappeared from view in the midst
of them.

What happened to him Baggy had
no clear idea. But he knew %Kat it
was something dreadful. It was the
wreck of Baggy Trimble that crawled
away when the juniors tired.

And that was not all. It was agreed
nem. con. that for a week to follow,
every fellow in the School House
should kick Baggy whenever he saw
Baggy ; and that sentence was car-
ried out with gusto. During that
week, Baggy’s life was crammed with
excitement. The leaving-sale had
been spoof. Baggy had not left. But
during that painful week, from the
bottom of his fat heart, he wished
that he had !

THE END

(
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ST. JIM'S
JINGLES

D’ARCY Minor
(of the Third Form)

Tms cheery, inky-fingered fag,
Great Gussy's merry minor,
Has taken part in many a “ rag "—
He thinks there’s nothing finer !
He's always organising japes
That drive his seniors frantic ;
And with the other Third Form apes
He's up to many an antic.

Some fellows seem to drift through life
In gloom and melancholy ; :

They relish not its storms and strife—
That’s not the way with Wally !

It takes a lot to put him out ;
He's happy as a sandboy

(Except, perhaps, at Selby’s shout, ")
“D’'Arcy | Hold out your hand, boy !

He doesn’t worship silk top-hats
Like the resplendent Gussy ;
On matters such as socks and spats
He's not a trifle fussy.
His Eton coat is often torn, e
‘“ A thing of shreds and patches,
Through being dragged in bramble thorn,
Or rent in wrestling matches !

His faithful friends are young Joe Frayneé,
Gibson, and Ernest Jameson ; o
They join the fray with might and main
When there are sports or games O
The reputation of the Form
Is in their jealous keeping ;
And never, even in the dorm,
Do they believe in sleeping !

The revels of these gay young Turks,
The pranks they’%eytaken part in,
Are they not written in the works
Of the illustrious Martin ?
W(;;:k after week, in breezy style,
e tells of all their capers ;
And those who want to laugh and smile
Read the Companion Papers !

Here's to this mischief-loving Puck,
The minor of Augustus !

To wish him nothing but good luck
He certainly may trust us!

Long may his merry antics be
A source of jubilation

To readers all, on land and sea,
Of every rank and station !




HEY went to school by horse
Long ago,
And they galloped hard, of course,
Long ago,
For the perils were untold—
Highwaymen and bandits bold,
In the stirring days of old,
As you know.
Though no motors were invented
They seemed perfectly contented
Long ago.

Conditions were severe
Long ago,
And luxuries were dear
Long ago;
Comforts which by now abound
Nowhere in the schools were found—
Tea was eight-and-six a pound,
As you know.
And they studied Latin papers
By the glim of burning tapers
Long ago.

Remittances were lost

Long ago,
For they had no penny post

Long ago;
Letters in a folded page
Were sent upon the country stage
In that far-off distant age,

As you know.
No schoolboy yarns amusing
They might spend their time perusing
Long ago.

Work was very hard
Long ago,
And idleness was barred
Long ago;
Pastimes then were much the same;
They all knew how to play the game—
Their sportsmanship has earned them fame,
As you know.
At cricket the young dis-Graces
Played in top hats and braces
Long ago.

But the hardships they endured
Long ago,

Made them brave and self-assured
Long ago ;

And if comforts were but crude,

Nature all her sons endued

With that extra fortitude,
As you know.

And we’ll therefore sing the praise of

Those great giants in the days of
Long ago.
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