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CHAPTER 1,
A Meeting is Called.

ALF-PAST four chimed from the clock-tower of 8t.
H Jim's, and one minute later the doors of the Fourth
Form elass-room were flung open, and a mob of
youngaters poured out. There was instantly a buzz in the
wide, flagged passage, ns if a dozen bechives had broken
loose.
But the boys did not, as usual, make straight for the open
door into the quadrangle. It was fine October weather, -but

hardly a fellow in the Fourth went out of doors. The juniors
collected in the passage in groups, or twos and threes, talk-
ing exqitedly, and disoussing some topic evidently of groat
interest to all of them. A dozen or more of the youngsters
collected round Jack Blake, who was talking to his chums,
Digby, D'Arcy, and Horries, in a rather dissatisfied way.

“Blest if I know what it’s all about,” said Blake, “I
suppose we'd better go.”

“* Yaas, wathah!" said Arthur Augustus D'Aroy, with a
decided nod. **Whatevah may be the weason the meetin' is
called; it would only be the polite thing to do, you know."
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X %\&Ijlm way"t ere!” shouted Gore, from behind.
RO

. came marching out.

“T don't seo why thoy couldn’t explain.”

¢ Well, the meeting’s in ten minutes,” said Digby. “T sup-
pose they'll explain then,”

“T don’t like being kept in the dark,’” said Blake, *It's
still light enough for n bit of footer practice, and I don’t
know that the meeting’s worth cutting the footer for.”

“ Pewwaps Tom Mewwy could enlighten us,” D’Arcy nug-

ested, ** He pwobably knows somethin’ about it, as Fewwahs

ocke is to addwess the meetin’.”

“ SBhouldn’'t wonder,” said Blake, bri‘hhnlnﬁﬂup. “The
Shell are not out yet. Let's go and wait for them."”

And the chums of the Fourth hurried along to the door of
the Shell glnn-mcm. They planted themiselves just outside
the door to wait for Tom Merry. d

The cause of the excitement among the j?‘niou was simple.

Mr. Latham, the master.of the Fourth, had announced at
the close of the lessong that the juniors were requested to
attend n general meeting of the Lower School in the lecture-
hall. The meeting was to be addressed by Mr. Ferrers Locke,
the famous detectivé, and Colonel Carr-Hilton, of South
African fame. That was all Mr. Lathom had announced, and
it was little enough. The curiosity of the juniors was greatly
excited. As Forrers Locke, the detective, was an old friend
of Tom Merry’s, it was possible that there might be some-
thing in D’Arey’s suggestion, that Merry of the Shell could
enlighten them.

The four juniors had not long to wait. The Shell were
delayed only a few minutes, doubtless while their master
made the same announcement that had been made to the
Fourth,  Then the door was flung open, and the Shell
marched out.

Three sturdy juniors—Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther—
came first, and they ran into the locked arms of the four
Fourth-Formers barring the way. The three stopped, per-
foree, and threw the fellows behind into confusion, and there
was a considerable amount of pushing and shoving im the

doorway.
‘“Halt!” said Jack Blake.
“Rata!” said Tom Merry cheerfully. * Gét out of the

way, you kids," ;
* We want to know what the meeting’s ahout?”
* Blessed if T g4
. gaid Blake. * You can wait, I suppose.”
ell made a surge forward, and the four Fourth-
d back from the door, and the Form
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy sat down with
considerable violence, and Herries reeled against the opposite
wall. Jack Blake caught Tom Merry by the shoulder, and
drew him out of the crowd. : -
“1 say, don't you know what the row is?" he demanded.
** Ferrors Locke is in it, and I thought you would be bound
to know."
“I thought he would be bound to know, deah boy !"" gasped
D'Arcy. * Pway don’t wob me of my suggestion!” :
“Wi!l, we thought you would be bound to know,' said
Blake., *1 uup%ovm you knew that Ferrers Locke was here.”
"ll‘om Merry s

hm'rfvl
But the 8
Formers were hurle

ook his head.

No. I wasn't even aware that Mr. Locke had come to
#t. Jim’s at all. As for Colonel Carr-Hilton, I've never seen
im ugh I knew the name, of course.”

“gh_ what is the meeting about?”
“ Haven't the faintest idea,” said Tom Merry. “T'm
going to it, to see, you know, and I'd advise you to do the

SHMe.

And the Terrible Three walked on.  Arthur Augustus
had pickéd himself up, and was dusting his trousers with a
cambric handkerchief.

“Weally, deah boys, 1 wegard it as wathah dewogatowy
to the dignity of the Fourth Form to call us to a meetin’ with-
out aoquaintin’ us with its object,” he remarked. * 1 should
be stwongly tempted to ignore the meetin’, but it would
be hardly tf,:o pwopah thing to do, undah the cires, T have a
gweat wospect for Mr, Fewwahs Locke, but weally—-"

“ Suppose we get along to the meeting,” suggested Dighy.
“ Those New House bounders will be bagging all the front
seats if we are late,”

“ (4ood -idea,” said Blake. * Come on!” . )

And the chums of the Fourth hurried away in the direc-
tion of the lecture-hall. There was a tide of juniors settin
in the same direction. All were nnﬁer to get good seats, an
to hear what Mr. Ferrers Locke and Colonel Carr-Hilton had
to say. Front seats had been already taken by Tom Merry,
Manners, and Lowther, who had gone directly to the lecture-
hall from the class-room. An argument was proceeding be-
tween tho Terrible Three and three juniors belonging to the
New House—three Fourth-Formers, known at 8t. Jim’s as
Figgins & Co. Figgins, the long-limbed chief of the New
House juniors, wae explaining matters exocitedly to Tom
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Merry, while Fatty Wynn and Kerr backed him up with
heated voices and exei gestures.  Tom Merry sat quiet
and composed, “apparently totally unmoved by the eloquence
of the New House trio.

“T1 say, that's my seat,”’ said Figgine. “I came in the
moment the Fourth was dismissed, and put my cap on the
middle seat.”

““ And I put mine next to it,” said Kerr,

“ And T put mine next to Kerr's!” exclaimed Fatty Wynn.
*Then I dodged out to the tuckshop for a minute, and when
1 came in——"'

“1 went to speak to Pratt,” said Figgins, ‘‘and when I
came backs—-"

“1 strolled to the door for a second,” suid Kerr, “and
when I came back—" ¥

“ Look here,” said Tom Merry severely, ‘‘ you little boys
mustn't all talk at once if you want to make yourzelves
understood. ¥You—""

“T'I little boys you!"” howled Figgins. “ You Bchool
House waster, -are you going to get off that seat?”

“I'm very oomf{ here, thank youl”

“I'm very comfy, too,” said Lowther. “We should be
all right if those kids would stop making a row. Can’t you
git down and be quiet, Figginn?")'

“You've got our seats.’’

“Rats! It's a rule that the New Houee chape can't eit
down till all the fellows belonging to the cock-house at 8t.
Jim's have seats—""

“You 8chool House rotter, if you're looking for a thick

“ Run away and play.’

“We left our caps on the
2 nid.%m

** Oh, that's all nght,” . We found some

t. 9
Mer
* old caps on the seats, and we chucked them away.”

“You—you chucked them away?”’ said Fi g, in
measured tones. *‘ You chucked our caps lwtyf"lsgin 4
“Yes; they're along the wall over there somewhere.”

~ Figgins & Co. glared at the Terrible Three in almost speech-

less wrath. Tom !lor?, of- course, knew perfectly well that .
the seats belonged to Figgins & Co. But the House rivalry
was keen, and School House and New House boys were
always on_the look-out to take a rise out of one another. To
hurl Figgins & Co.’s eaps into the distance, and to take calm
possession of the seats to which they had an undoubted
right, naturally appealed very much to the heroes of the
Hchool House.

“Look here,” gasped Figgins, at last, ‘ are you going to
get out of those seats?”

“1 don’t think,” said Manners,

“Would you rather be chucked out?"

“ Certainly 1" said n Merry cheerfully,.  “Weo'll be
chucked out, if you if there are any New House
bounders up to the chueking.”

“Collar them!” exclaimed Figgins. * Chuck them out
before the masters come in!"

There was no time to be lost. The meeting was to open
in a few minutes, and when the masters came in, any chuck-
ing-out would be impossible. Figging & Co. hurled them-
selves upon the Terrible Three, and a terrific struggle com-
menced. The fellows who were erowding into the hall, or
who had already taken their seats, cheered on the com-
batants, many standing up on the seats to get a view of
the conflict.

"go Ikt Merry !" :

“Buck up, Figgy!"”

“* Bravo, &aw ]-‘fnum e

“ Good old Bchool House! Sock it to them!"

Tom Merry and Figging were rolling on the dusty iloor.
Fatty Wynn was sitting on Lowther's chest, pinning him
down by sheer weight. Manners and Kerr were wrestling
desperately. Jack glake and his chums were in the row
next behind, and the]y looked on with great interest, "I'h~
disputed seats were left empty during the combat, and a
gleam of mischief suddenly darted into Blake's eyes,

* Blessed if I can see why we shouldn't have the front
geats,”” he muttered to Digby. * It's against' the dignity of
the House to let New House wasters have them, and against
the dignity of the Form to let the Shell-fish have them.
Come on—you and Herries.” :

“ Right-ho!” grinned Herries.

The three juniors promptly serambled over the backs of
the seats in front of them, and sat down in the places of Tom
Merry, Manners, and Lowther, The three pairs of com-
batants were rolling on the floor in a cloud of dust, and djd
not even see the cool usurpation, There was a sudden shout.

‘' Cavel"

Mr. Lathom, the Fourth Form master, was entering tho

A Tale of Tom Merry & Co.
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“1 wefusce to wing off,” said ;\nhur Augustus, ranging himscif by the side of D'Arvey, minor,
pwesumin’ 1o twy to frog's-mareh my young bwothah will immediately receive a feahful thwashin’"”

room. The short-sighted little gentleman came blinking to-
wards the soeno of the disturbance, x

‘' Dear me! What is all this noise?”

The combat ceased instantly. Six dusty. and dishevelled
juniors stood up, breathlessly. The Terrible Three retreated
towards their seats, and nearly sat down on the knees of
Blake, Herries, and Dig,

“You young rotters!" muttered Tom Merry.
of our seats!”

‘“ Ha, ha, hal”

“Get out!™

‘““Rats!”

““T am sorry to see this horseplay in the lecture-hall,” said
little Mr. Lathom. * The quadrangle would be a more
suitable place for a House riot, if you cannot keep quiet.
Go to your seats at once 1"

*“ Yes, sir,” said Figgins meekly.

He looked expressively at Blake. Blake regarded (he
oeiling with an absent-minded smile. He had no intention
of moving, Tom Merry exchanged glances with Figgins.
They would gladly have joined forees for the purpose of
ejocting the cool usurpers. But that was impossible under
a master's eye. Slowly and reluctantly the dusty half-dozen
turned away, and walked to the back of the hall. All the
front rows were taken up now, and the six dusty juniors
found places in the very last row of the audience.

“My only hat!"” said Figgins, * The cheek of those
young wasters t

Tom Merry laughed.

“We're both done,” he said.
We—""

He broke off as thore was a sudden hush in the lecture-hall.
A door had opened at the back of the dais, and two gentle.
men entered, It was exactly a quarter to five, and Ferrors
Locke and the colonel were prompt to time.

STARTS TO-DAY.

“Get out

‘“ Blake scores this time.

L Au; houmic;ﬁ ‘

CHAPTER 2.
The Colonel Explains,

OM MERRY rubbed the dust from his eyes and looked
at Ferrera Looke over the crowd of heads. The
famous detective glanced over the audience, and gavo

Tom o cheery nod: There was o genial smile upon the
clear-cut face of Ferrers Locke. He was wall-known to the
boys of 8t. Jim's; but interest centred upon the colonel.

‘he latter was a muscular, bronzed veteran of the South
African war, in which his exploits were well known. After
the first hush, there was a low buzz in the hall, which
swolled into a burst of cheering.

“ Hurrah!"

The colonel nodded and smiled. Mr, Lathom rose to his
foot, and held up his hand for silence, and the cheering
died away,

The Fourth Form master blinked at the meoting through
hia spoctacles, and informed them that he had the henour
of introducing Calonel Carr-Hilton, of whom they had all
heard, who waas' desirous of speaking a few words to them
en the subject of forming Boy Soout organisations al St
Jim's. He would be followed hy Mr. Ferrers Locke, whom
they all know, on the same subject. . Mr. Lathom sat down
amid a buzz of applause. The object of the mecting was
underastood now,

“ We ought to have guessed it,”" Tom Merry murmured,
“The name of Carr-Hilton was enough. Ami, it's a jolly
good idea."

“ Ripping !"" eaid Monty Lowther,
that we didn't think of it ourselves.
apeak! Order!”

Colonel Carr-Hilton advanced 1o the edge of the dais.
and looked at his youthful audience with a good-hwmoured
smile upon his bronzod face, The boys gazed with deop
intorest upon the man who had defended a town for long

“I'm rather surprised
Hallo, he's going to

ANSWERS' New Short Autumn Serial, “ GREED,”
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months against an overwhelming force in the war which was
wall wi their own recollegtions. Thore was a breeziness
about the colonel’s manner that scemed to smack of the
boundlees veldt,

There was no beating about the bush with the colonel,
He came straight to tho point. Ila said that he had Dr.
Holmes's permission to address a few words to them on a

considered very important; that he would not

s1bject
detain them bns. that he 1 _the time the:
giving him woul M:«l. PP e Hagmete

Haro the rrupted him with a prolenged cheer,
{LLI;‘[ thohm ‘had to wait for that d_emgubrqtlﬁm to end
selore he

“Then T may take it that you Tike the idea,” he said, in
his crisp way.” “I suppose ‘evory lad here would like to
serve his King and gountry in some way. If the m»wf
comes=—and it may eome—when Britain needs you, will
fight for the old flag; and if you are to do that wimﬁeet.
rou must be pre —you must be trained. There is no
ut(ar \yc'lay ht‘hn,n "yuid X a boy scout.”

" Good wheosze | Blake, from his front seat.

"I“I:‘a‘ colonel mil;d. A ke, | ol

: my :rmmg riend romarks, it is a wheeze,” he
anid, taking up Blake's words. ‘1 should be glad to see all
the Loyu of thie school, and especially the boys of the Lower
Forms, organised into scout patrols. 1 hope you will all
regard it as what my young friend, with whose name I am
unacquainted, calls & good whoeze.”

i'lll:em was o ripple of laughter, and Jack Blake turned
nkK.

“It is the simplest thing in the world to organise the
scout patrols,” went on the colonel. *“The trdninmgl?mived
Irom them ie inveluable. If the idea is taken up at this
school, 1 shall be ha?: to render any assistance in my
power during the few days I am staying with Mr. Locke in
this neighbourhood, I shall be happy to explain the whole
matter to you, and give any instruction you At
Fmseuq I want you to think about it, and form a committes
or taking up the matter in a definite and business-like way.
That is all for the present.” ¢

And the colonel stepped back. .

The boys gave him a hearty cheer.

The colonel was & man of his word. He had said that
he would address to thanL: few words, and he had done
80, wfid those (who had been in terror .? a long-winded

oration were relieved at once.
“My friend Mr. Locke has a few words to say on the
same subject,” the colonel added, when the cheer subsided.

He has a proposition to make which horo m,
friend, with whose name I am u-n»aoquliMA. will dog m
as o good wheeze,”

The juniors laughed, and Blake wished he had not spoken.

Forrers Locke came forward.

The famous detective stood in an easy attitude, and spoke
to the eagerly interested orowd of boys as if chatting with
friends in tho street,

“I have a suggestion to make, for carrying out the ideas
of the colonel,” he said. “In order to famiharise the boye
of Bt. Jim's with the idea of becoming boy scouts, and to
show them how keenly interesting scouting ma¥ bo as a
hobby, I suggest a test in which all the juniors of 8t. Jim's
can take 1

" IIEIF h._l-l' I“

“My idea is that o certain boy—to be selected with care,
of course—should be chosen from the rest. This boy is to
watch his opportunity, and to abstract a certain specified
article from a certain place, and to make his escape with it.
He is to carry it to & point not more than three miles from
8t. Jim’s, and leave on that epot proof that he has done
0, and tflan to return to the school. If he can accomplish
this without being captured and deprived of his prize, he
is the victor in the contest. The part of the other lmyn
is to prevent his succoss—to capture him either upon his
going or_ returning, He will do his best to keep qut of
sight, and you others will do your best to capture him. The
boy effecting the ture, if it is effected, will become ‘the
first chief scout at 8t. Jim’s, The boy, if uncaptured, will
bocoma the chief scout, as he will have proved his worth and
capacity by eluding so many enemies. T think you will find
this an instructive and interesting contest, partaking of the
nature both of ecouting and detective work.”

“Hoar, hoar!”

“Then I take it that you regard it as what my young
friend Blake calls a ]‘-]whaeze'r”

Blake was erimson by this time,

“ Hear, hear!” shouted the Terrible Three.

“ Hurrah!"

There was no doubt that the proposition was a popular
one. The names of Ferrore Locke and the colonel alone
would have sufficed to make it popular. The juniors received
it with enthusinem.
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Ferrers Locke, with a smile on his face, waited for silence.

* As the idea seems to be adopted, it only remains to form
& commitiee to arrange details,”’ he said. *“Sup you
select a dozen fellows, who can consult with the colonel and
with me. The detaily can be settled this evening, and to-
morroew, which I understand is o half-holiday with you,
will be an excellent timo for putting the echeme to the test.

‘“ Hear, hear!” : {

The colonel and Ferrera Locke made their bow, and retired
by the door they had entered by, and Mr, Lathom followed
them. Tho juniors of 8t Jim's were left to form the com-
mittee, There wad a buzz of eager and oxeited voices at
onee, L
“It's o ripping idea!” exclaimed Jack Blake. “Of
couree, there will ftlyo {0 be a eommittee, and of course we
shall have to be on it.” o 2 )

““Faith, and I don't see that ! said Reilly. * Sure, there’s
no need of you on the committee, Blake darling. 1 ean
manage it intirely. I don't see——"

““You ecertainly won't soe if you give me any of your
cheek,” eaid Blake drkly. “You won't see, unless you
can l;nlﬂuge'ﬁollh with a couple of black eyes.”

Fai , an iy %

“ Look here, let's see about the committes.”

“Good wheeze | said Mellish, with a chuckle, and a roar
of laughter followed. "

“Oh, shut up !’ said Blake crossly. * What do you think
of the idua Tom Merry?"’ ” 5

“I1” eaid Tom Merry blandly, ' Why, I think, with my
young friend with whose name I am unacquainted, that it

11 8 wheeze,”

Tk oadiilng aiost” 8

i “ in m. ¥ L

“Opder " exclaimed Figeins

“ Order ;flumlf, you New House waster "

‘ Penoe, n‘;m:;ﬂ:l’r’e'n 1" eaid Tom Merry, with a wave of
the hand. “We don't want Mr. Locke or the colonel to
come in and find us quarrelling. They will expect that
oomng,un soon, Peace, my infants, and listen to your

Tom Merry's appeal had itsa effect, and the threatened '
row waae averted. Tom Merry mounted upon a chair
and waved his hand for silence.

CHAPTER 3.
The Committee Selects Itself,

“ RDER, gentlemen, please!”

@ “Oh, rats!"

“Ordor! I have only o few words to say.”

‘““Don’t say them!”

‘“We've had all that from the colonell”

“ No cheap imitations!”

‘1 suppose every fellow here wants to serve his King and
country——""

A howl interrupted the speaker.

*No cheap imitations!” bawled Figgine.
that. Give us something new.” )

“T'll jolly well give you a thick ear if you don’t shut up,”
said Tom er? warmly.

“T'll take a dozen if you can give them to me.”

“Order!”

““Silence I"’ -

“ Silence for the chair!’ i

‘‘We've got to get to business,” pumsued Tom Merry.
“The colonel will expect that committee to be formed, I
take it that all present desire to adopt the suggestion, and
all are wnllm* to be trained as bey stouts to eerve their
King and——' d .
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“Don’t give us that again.”

“I'll give you what I like.”

““Oh, ring off, and get to business!”
© “Yaas, wathah! I wegard it as tho pwopah thing for
you to do, Tom Mewwy, to immediately wing off and
pwoceed to business,”

“Order!” .

*Wa have now to proceed to form a committee, to carry
out tho scheme,’ continued Tom Merry. ‘‘ As leader of the
juniors in the cock-house at 8t. Jim’s, I beg to propose
myself as chairman of the committee.”

iggins jumped up excitedly, .

* You don’t belong to the New House,” ho exclaimed

““Who said I did?” )

“You were speaking of the cock-house.”

“That's the School House."”

And many of 'em!"”
| As I was ”,mﬁ_'" .

“More rats!" said Jack Blake. “I agree with you that
the School House is cock-house of 8t. Jim’s, but it's all rot
to say that you're leader. I'm leader. You are, compara-
tively speaking, a new boy."”

:l rdor ke I suggest myself as a member of the committee
and—=""

“1 ofipose!" yolled Blake, . S

‘t1 second the opposition!” shrieked Figgins.

““And my estecmed friends Blake and B‘lggins as fellow-
mombors.”

‘I second that,” said Blake,

‘I third it,” said Figgins. e,

“Tt having boeen settled, therefore, that Blake, Figgins,
and myself form the nucleus of the committee——""

“ Hear, hear!" said Blake and Figgins,

. “ﬁ.nhs, rats " said Reil'y, “‘ Sure, and I want to know

“Order! I further suggest that our friend Reilly, as
represontative of the great and thriving city of Belfast, be
nominated a member of the committee.”

“ Faith, and I agree wid ye intirely!"

“What's Belfast got to do with a boy scout committee?”
g?:“wlcd Gore. '“I want a place, as eldest boy in the

‘““Rats! You're only the eldest boy in the Shell because
you're too dense to get your remove into the Fifth."

“ Look here, Tom Merry——""

“T'm too busy. Four members of the committes having
been decided upon, 1 suggest Monty Lowther and Manners
as ‘the next."”

“Beconded ! said Monty Lowther promptly.

¢ Passed unanimously by both of us,” said Manners.

“That makes six,” said Jack Blake, ** Of course, Dig,
Herries, and D’Arey will have to be on the committes.””

“1 don’t see why.”

“ They belong to Study No. 6, you know—my study.”

_“1 ean’t sco that that's a reason.”

“ There are lots of thinga you can’t eee, Tom Merry, You
can't see that I ehall give you a dot on the boko if I have
any of your cheek, for instance.” :

Yaas, wathah|” .
“ That will make ten,” said Blake,
-for a committea,”

“What about Kerr and Wym?’ demanded Figgins
warmly., “Do you think the New House is going to have
only one member?”

' Well, the committee will have to manage things, and you
New House chaps baven’t much sense, as you will admit
yourself, Figging."

“Will 17 spluttered Figgins, “ I'll—"

‘' Peace, my children,” said Tom Merry,
Wynn will join the committee,”

‘ Geod I" said the New House Co.

““ The committes is now complete—""

““Is it?" roared fifty voices. ‘' You cheeky bounders—"

‘“Order 1"

‘“Ratsl” i )

““The committee being now complete, we will proceed to
businpss—""

“Hark at the cheeky rotter!” howled Gore. “I'm going
to ba on that committee, nnyway "

3 mall{) think I ou'th to be on that committes,” said
Skimpole, blinking at Tom Merry through his big glasses.
"Witlix my knowledge gained as an amateur detective, I
should be able to give expert advice upon the subject. I
npprove—-""

Oh, rinﬁ off, 8kimmy! The committee will now proceed
{o business!" } .

“ More rats!" said Kerruish warmly., * You know per-
foctly well that the committee—that no committee can be
complete without a member from the Isle of Man!"”

“We can't have more than twelve——"

“Ten is really enough

“ Kerr mii
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u Oh;] that’s all right! One of you can resign in my

favour.

* Oh, anything for
make it thirteen, and
limit.”

eace!" said Jack Blake. “W¢'ll

erriish can come iz, But that's the
At 'l‘.hirtevn'a a good number,” said Kerruish. ** I think the

thing's satisfactorily settled now, and the committee can pro-
ceed (o business.”

“ Bosh!” said Gore. ‘‘Rot! What price mei"”

“Twopence would be dear.””

“T'm coming in—""

“Order!"”

“T'm eominﬁ——" ¢

“This disorder is simply scandalous!” said Tom Merry
severely. ' Unless quiet is kept, the hall will be cleared
duriw the deliberations of tho committee.”

“We can't form a committee of the whole blessed Shell
and Fourth Form,” enid Blake. * Be reasonable, do!”

‘“ Yaas, wathah! Can’t you be satisfied with seein’ the
fellows of the highest ordah of intellect on the committee?’

"(‘.‘m'r-ninl{l not " snid Skimpole,  ** As a sincere Socialist,
I object to the committee system on principle.  Every follow
has a right to an equal voice——"

* Order " )

“Rats " . s

“Order must be kept, or the hall will be eleared!" said
Tom Merry sternly. ‘' Any fellow saying rats to a member
of the committee goes out on his neck!"

‘ Rata!" said Gore.

Tom Merry kept his word.  He gripﬁetl Gore by the
shoulders, ran him to the door, and hurled him forth
:f‘numi!tiulla]y. He turned back, a little flushed, and very

letermined.

““Who'll ba the next?" he inquired. ;

“That's the cheeso!" exclaimed Blake heartily, *‘Every
chap who interrupts the proceedings of the committee goea
out on his neck. ‘They ought to be grateful to ua for taking
s0 much trouble on their behalf, without putting them to the
bother of voting for us.”

““Yaas, wathah!"

Gore was the leader of the malcontents, and he did not
enter the hall again, Most of the juniors, as a_matter of
fact, were quite willmg that their recognised leaders should
form the committes. The Terrible Three and Study No. €
both claimed the leadership of the School House juniors; but
there was no doubt that they shared it between them.
Figgins & Co. were always backed up by the juniors of their
House. Order was at last partinlly restored, and the com-
mittee acknowledged. .

“Can't hold the mesling here, though,” said Tom Merry,
“ Juniors are not allo the use of the lecture-hall, and
they'll be in to turn out the lights soon. Let's get along to
the elub-room.”

The club-room was the apartment in the School House
where the Merry llobby Club held its mestings. It was
convenient, and the committee forthwith proceeded there.
Most of the other juniors dispersed to their studies for tea.

There was very scanty ‘accommodation in the elub-room for
thirteen juniors, but with a little cramming it was manuged.
Tom Merry took the chair, a procecding which was immes
diately vigorously protested against by a dozen juniors.

“ Oh, come!" said Figgins, ** Out of that, you know "

“1 move Tom Merry to take the chair,” grinned Blake,
taking hold of the hero of the Shell by the colfzu‘, and giving
him a tremendous jerk.

“ Hold on!”

“ I’ doing it! Out you come [

“* Look here——" R

““ Oh, get out!"

“T am occupying the chair temporarily, ass!™ gasped Tom
Merry. ** Ferrers Locke will be chairman when he comes,”

““Oh, that alters the case!” said Blake, letting go. ** We
ought to send word to Ferrers Locke that the commitiea is
now sitting."

, ‘“Bai Jove, Blake, that information would bo slightly
incowwect "

‘“Eh? The committee is sitting, isn't it?"

*“ Wathah not! Tom Mewwy and Figgins and Hewwios
are sittin’, hu‘t. the west of us are standin’, and it's jolly

“uncomfy, too!’
“ Agalh

“I wefuse to be called an asa!"

“ Duffer, then! I was speaking figurat ivclfv."

“1 ntwonglf object to the use of figuwative language in
matighs of business,” said D'Avey. I we send any
information to Fewwaha Locke, T move that it be cowwoect
information, and mot couched in figuwative Iangunﬁn."

“Oh, ring off, Guu{!" snid Lowther, * You'll be the
death of some of us yet.” y

“1 wefuse to wing off I’

“Bilence for the chair!”

Do not mu: ANSWERS’ New Short Serial, “GREED,” It is the greatest story of the year,
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" ’.Bho temporary chair,” said Blake. o
“ Oh, as you like! Silonce for the temporary chair " said
Tom Merry., ** Word must be eent to Ferrers ke that the

vommittee is sitting-———""

“ The committee is standin’, deah boy|"

“That the committco is mot togethor——"" _ :

“Yaas, that’s more cowweet! Nothin’ like bein’ quite
cowwect and wegulah in mattahs of business,”” said Arthur
Augustus,

*“That the committee is met together, and is ready for
him to take the chair as soon as is convenient to him, and
that we shall liston with great respect and attention to what
he has to say, and will do our best to keep Gussy from
talking.”

* Hear, hear!"

# Weuliy, Tom Mewwy—"

‘“ As chairman, I—""

** As temporary chairman, you—-"

* As temporary chairman, I appoint Jack Blake to take
that message to Ferrors Locke, .n5°.1.o a kind invitation to
Colonel Carr-HiMon to honour the proecedings of the com-
mittee with his presence,”

"I should be vewy ploased to be the miessengah. As the

only membah of the committoe who can weally and twuly be
saidd to have good mannahs, I shall be pleuas——”

" Checse it, Guesy! Off you go, Blake!”

“ Right-ho!" said Blake, and he left the club-room.
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy jmnmed his monocle into his eye,
and favoured Tom Merry with a stare that ought to have
frozen him in his seat. But it did not, and there was an
animated digcussion in the club-roont until Ferrers Locke
returnod with Jack Blake. The colonel was with the doctor,
and could not immediately accept the kind invitation, The
buzz died away as Jack Blake escorted the famous detective
“lllm' the club-room, and Tom Merry respcetfully vacated the
char,

— —

CHAPTER 4,
The Committee Gets to Business.

ERRERS LOCKE sat down, and the committee assumed
a mare orderl spect. The famous detective's
manner was business-like,

“ Iam glad to see you getting to business so eoon,’’ he said,
1t won't take us long to arrange the details, I think, I
have been thinking the matter over, and I will tell you my
views. A boy is to be first sclocted to ¥lu‘¥ the part of the
hare. I supposo he will be a member of the committee?”’

" Yea, rather, siv!”

“1 am willin’ to offah my services,” said Arthur Augustus
modestly. *“I'm not the kind of fellow to put mysell forward
in ‘n.‘ni wuﬁr; but, undah the cires, I cannot but wegard
mysell as the most suitable person.”

“ Ring off, Guasy I"" muttered Blake, in the ear of the swell
of the School House,

““Undah the circs., Blake, I must wefuse to wing off |”

‘ Order, order!”

“1If there are no other voluntecrs, D’Arcy'a offer must be
ncoepted,” said Ferrers ke, with a smile,

‘“ But there are, sir!” said Tom Merry promptly, * We'd
all jump at the job!”

*“Yaas; but as the most suituble person "

*“ Checse it, Gussy, you're interrupting Mr. Locke "

“1 weally beg your pardon, Mr. Locke. It was not my
intention to intewwupt you, or to be diecourteous in any
way,"

“Quite so. As I was saying——""

“But I weoally wish to assuah you that it was not my
infention—-—""

" Exactly I" said Ferrers Locke. ‘‘ In the first place, then,
ag all are volunteers, we must select the individual to play
the part of the hare. A junior who is a good runner must,
of couree, be chosen, am& I leave the selection to the
committee,” ;

There was a pause,

** Not much good doing that, sir,” said Tom Merry. "' We
should never agree. Every chap would vote for himeelf, and
that would leave us where we started.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“It's between Blake, Figgins, and myself, as a matier of
fact,” pursued Tom Merry. “Tf it were put to voting we
should come to that.”

“* Weally, Tom Mewwy, it would be bettah for this tah
to go hy mewit than by vetin’, and in that case you could
sclect me, and save furthah bothah.”

. Ordar ll,

" Of course, the hare ought to be a Bchool House fellow,”
knid Blake, “'so it really comes down to a choice between
Tom Merry and me,”

NEXT
THUB%AY‘

“THE FIFTH AT ST. JIM'S.”

“ Rats!” said Figgins promptly. *‘ I was juet going o sa
that, ae the hare ought to be z&aw House fellow, you .n5
'Tom Merry are out of it.”

** Now, (im'r. be an ass, Figgy!”

“ Then don’t you be a silly cuckoo "

Ferrers Locke waved hie hand. - :

“Buppose you three draw lots for it,”’ he said,

“ Well, that’s a good idea,” said Tom Merry. * Anybody
got a penny to toss up?”

I have a half-soveweign, Tom Mewwy, if that will do.”

“ That's all right, Gussy. 1 suppose it doeen't matter if it
should get lost?

' Weally, Tom Mewwy——" )

“Give it to Mr. Locke, and we will guess in turn,” said
Tom Merry. "

Ferrers Locke held the coin, and Blake guessed first, and
was wrong, Then Tom Merry guessed, and was wrong, too.
Figq[n‘m grinned. ‘

hen I'm the pippin!"” he ucl;h{ed.

“ Rats!"” said Blake warmly. * You ma
;ggll, a?’:}d then we all guess over again,

iggy |

*Oh, all vight! Head, Mr, Locke!” 0
Ferrors Locke showed the coin, and head it was. Figging
chuckled, '

1 think that settles it,”” said Figgins. ‘‘Eh, Blake?"

* Oh, yo, rather| Figgins is the hare!” .
‘“Unless Figgins, for the sake ol havin' the thing done in
the best poss. style, would care to wesign in nI}'Y favah,” sug-
gested Arthur Augustus D'Arcy. To which iggins replied
with the ancient and classic evpression—'‘ Rats!

*“The hare is now selected,” said Ferrers Locke. ‘‘And I
must say thot I consider Figgins quite equal to the task ho
has undertaken,”

*“Hear, hear!” gaid the Co. A

“ The next point to rettle is, what is the article to be taken,
and where from? I suggest some handy article that can be
casily carried, such as u pocket-knife, or a watch. Figgina
is to take it from a certain spot and escape with it, and go
a certain distance—we will say as far as the ruined castle on
the other side of Rylcombe Wood, After he has once started, '
he is liable to be captured at any moment, until he has
visited the ruined cn‘?he, made some plain mark on the spot
to prove his visit, and returned to Bt. Jim's, The gate of
the school will be home.” . :

“I'll manage it,” said Figgins.

“The hare ie not to receive any assistance from the
hounds, and all are to try equally hard to capture him,” said
Ferrers Lecke. ™ There is mo objection to parties uniting
for the purposes of comparinginotes and helping one another
in the trucﬁmrf; but ﬂ;ﬁe can only be performed by
one person. The cap! 18 ‘effected by }lugmg a hand on
the shoulder of the hare, and h& will not resist,’”’ '

“Oh!" said Figging, . = 5 .

‘“ That is the rule of the game. It is a contest of scouting
and wooderaft, not of physical strength. Anotler point,
All who join in the contest must join in the tracking. It
would not do to wait for Figgins's return, near the gates of
8t. Jim's, for instance.’ If F‘m{:m has reached the castle
sum!q]y. hia captor must reach the castle also before cap-
turing him. Apart from this, any latitude is allowed—the
capture may be either by scent, sound, or sight.”

*Good I'" said Tom Merry.

“The contest should commence after dinner to-morrow,”
resumed Ferrers Locke. * Colonel Carr-Hilton and myself
will be there to give you a send-off. You juniors dine at
hn]l#}ut one, I think?"

" Yes, sir."”

“ Then Fia‘gim.il at liberty to begin any time after two.”

“What-ho!” said Figgins. *“T'll give 'em a run for their
money."

“ The article to be taken should be, T think, a small Union
Jack,” said Ferrers Locke. ‘' This-can be planted in the old
castle as a proof that Figgins has been there.”

* Good wheeze.” )

**Now, as to where it ghall be taken from. Suppose we
lace it in the gym,, and from two o'clock Figgins 1s allowed

ve minutes in which to obtain possession of it and to
escape by any means he thinks fit, without anyone touching
h"?.(}oﬂd?’!'r ve minutes past two, the chase commences,”
T think that all is settled now,” said Ferrers Locke,
rising. *'I have never dealt with a more businesslike com-
mittee,"”

The committes smiled complacently. Their business had
been to say ** Yes,' ** Very good,” or *‘ Ripping " to each of
the detective’s suggestions. 8till, it was very pleasant to be
told that they were business-like by so famous a personage
as Mr. Locke. And the details of the contest being rettled,
the businesslike committee broke up,

be wrong, as
lay the game,

A Talo of Tom M
By Martin Clifford. "
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( HAPTER 5.
D’Arcy Minor Comes to Tea,

OM MERRY, Manners, and Lowther went straight to
their study after the committee-meeting, to get tea.
Blake, Dighy, Herries, and INArcy went a on to

Btudy No. 6 with the same important object in view, rey
had a thoughtful expression upon hia face, and was ondemlv
reflecting upon the scheme arranged for the morrow. Blake
gave him a dig in the ribs to rouse him from his meditations,
and put a kettle in his hand.
“Iill that, (-u-suv, he said.
aftorwnrds, while it's lmllmg
] Wonilv. Blake——'
‘“Oh, get a move on!
D'Arcy earried the kettla along the passage and filled it at
the tap. As he came back a youngster of the Third Form
cameo . upstairs, and hailed him cheerfully. The Third-
Former was very like D’Arcy in features, but totally unlike
the elegant nwel[ of the School House in overy other respect,
He was antidy in hud[mrwnnl attire, and he had a smear of
ink on his collar, and several smears on his fingers, and a
suspicion of recont mm nhout his mouth, But though he
was an inky ‘' infant,” as the Third-Formers were called at
Bt. Jim's, his manner was quite self-possessed.

*You can do your cogitating

L
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“Hallo, Gua!” he exclaimed. ‘‘Who are you fagging
for1”

) Arcy/changed the kettle from his rlr-rht hand to his left,
and jammed his Meglus into his eye. Then he pruoomiml
to take a survey of I’Arcy minor from his curly head to his
square-toad boots, with a freezing expression that ought to
have reduced the Third-Former to a withered state on the
&pot. Hut D’Arcy’s younger brother did not seem to feel the
effect .of it,

** Oh, come off I"” he said disrespectfully.
gammon, you know !"

* Waeally, Wally—""

“You can't come it with me, you know, Gus,'" aaid Wally
Who are you

" None of your

familiarly, *‘I asked you a civil qtuslmn
fugnlng orl?"
‘I wegwet to see you uam mmh wascally bad gwammah,

Wally. You should say ‘ whom,'

*Oh, don’t begin lecturing now,
fagging, 1 nuppom?”

“I am not faggin'. T should uttahly wefuse to fag for
unyhod_-, I am Allin’ the kettle for tea in Study No. 6.

**Good,"” said Wally. ' I'll come to tea with youw.' I want
to haves j jaw with you chapa.”

“I am afwaid I cannot ask you to tea in Btudy No. 6.

old Gus! You are

starts to-day.
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WI"“Z, unless you wash your hands and put on a clean
collah,”’ said his elder brother frigidly.

Wally grinned.

‘Bless you, I don’t want to be asked,” he said. “T can
come to tea with a chap without a formality like that. I'll
carry the kettle for you if you iike. You might jam it
against your trousers and make a spot ‘m them, and then
you'd raise Cain, you know.," -

“Weally, Wally—-"

*“Oh, hand over the kettle!™

" Well, it is cortainly more appwopwiate for you to cawwy
the kotbfe," said Arthur Augustus 'micnsly. ‘“ Here you
are! Ow| You young villain, you've wubbed the beastly
thing against my twousahs !

b halLayy Aunt Jane ™ saide NSESRERIRRERATe | 0

* You howwid little wuffian, I believe you did it on

purpose !

Wally did not reply to that remark, but marched on to
Btudg o. 6, Blake was lighting the fire, and he looked
round, .

" Got that kettle? Hallo, it’s young lmpudm}”

* Gussy has asked me to tea,” explained Wally.” *“ I wasn't

zenll oolr]nm olrlxly he implored me with tears in his eyes.”
oally, Wally—"

“Bo I came. fthuught I'd carry the kettle as Gus is eo
careless. Hare it is.” 3

“Ow! You young ass | Don’t jam the filthy thing against
my waistooat I’

" Borry. 8tick it on the fire, and don’t grumble,” said
Wally cheerfully.

Blake put the kettle on the fire. He gave Wally D’Arcy
a very expressive look. Had he not been the brother of
Arthur Augustus, Wally would probably have been hurled
out of the study neck and crop by the indignant Fourth-
Former.

Herries and Dighy were laying the table. There was a
rather decent spread in Study ilo. 6—cold ham and beef, and
sausages to flank the bread-and-butter and tea, and a cake to
finish with, W‘Hi eyed the table with an appreciative eye.

*“Good,” he said. ™ Gussy has asked me at the right time,
I ree.” I'll make the tea for you, if vou like, Blake
make it a treat.”

“You needn't trouble, thank you.”

“ Wel 't-make it too strong. I don’t like it strong.
You litven’t given me a chair yet, Gus."”

“ Weally, Wally—"" said Arthur Augustus feebly. The
swell of the Bchool House was alwavs at a loss how to deal
with his terrible young brother,

Wally found himself a chair, and sat down. D’Arey sat
beside him, Herries and Dig. opﬁouiu. and Jack Blake,
having m the tea, sat at the head of the little table.
Wally gave his brother a dig in the ribs.

‘‘ Pass the ham, fathead!"

““T-wefuse to bo addwessed as n fathead!”

‘“Pass the ham, then, chump. You chaps must excuse me
tnlkin? to my brother like this,” said Wally, looking
amiably round the table. 3
to speak to the l:oint to wake him up. Don't I, Gus?"

& ““{n' Wally—-"
'“ Pags the ham, old chap, and don't jaw.”

ID’Arcy passed the ham. The other three were grinning;
there was something almost sublime about the unlimit
nerve of D’Arcy minor. Blake poured out the tea.

‘“ Are you keeping all the bread that way, Gus?’ asked
Wlllrly sarcastioally. ‘‘ And have you appropriated all the
salt?”

“1 am sowwy——""

“Never mind about your sorrow. Pass the stuff along.”

“ Weally—"

“Oh, don't jaw, old chap! Pass it alon’ﬂ::

Arthur Auﬁutun obeyed helplessly. juniors com-
menced their tea. Wally did it full justice. e fare was a
great deal better than Third-Formers had as a rule, and he
was soon beaming contentedly round the table. ‘

“I've heard of the feeds you chapa give in this study,”
he remarked. ‘I think I shall often come here to tea with
my brother Gus,” i

* Will you?"” said Blake grimly.

“Yes, Gus promised the mater to look after me in every
possible way, and, of course, that includes feeding, doesn’t
it, Gus?”’

* Weally, Wally—""

‘““Never mind, Pass the sausages. These sausages are
prime, Blake."

“Veory good." snid Blake, with heavy irony. ‘' If our
humble table meots with the approval of a young gentleman
balonging to the Third Form, we have only——"

"Ug ngon’t be funny!” interrupted the young gentleman
of the Third Form. * You can ﬁl? my cup again, please.”

Blake filled the cup speechlessly.

1 can
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“1 want to talk to you fellows," said Wally placidly. *‘I
hear that you are getting up a ecouting contest, or some.
thing—something that's to come off to-morrow.”

** Quite correct.” ' e

“¥You Fourth-Form chaps and the 8hell are in it?”

“Yaas, wathah!”

““What abbut the Third Form?" ]

“Eh?" said Blake. * What about the Third Form? The
chief thing T have noticed about them is their cheek—or

rhape their ink 8.’

PeWhat about the Third Form in this contest?” said Wally,
undisturbed. ** We'ro juniors of 8t. Jim's, you know, same
as you are, though you Put on as many airs as if you were
the Fifth or Bixth. “Ain't we coming in?"

““No room for cheeky kids,” said Digby. :

‘* Oh, don't be funny!" said Wally. **You're funny to
look at hm':’w, but there’s no need to have your conversation
to match.

Dig. half rose in his seat, but he remembered that Wally
wus D’Arcy’s guest, and he sat down again, and ate with an
air of great determination. .

Wally proceeded calmly to devour his fourth sausage.

“That's what I want to know,” he remarked. ' Where do
we come in?" 3 7

*You came in at the door,” said Blake, with heroic calm-
ness. ** Whether you go out af the window or not, depends.”

“ Oh, rats! Ih {I?ink"t.he Third Form ought to take an
equal share in the run. )

q“Yon are at liberty to think what you please,” said Blake
olitely.
b “Yn}:n, wathah! There is no objection to that, deah boy.
But as for admittin’ Third Form youngstahs to the wun, that
is absolutely imposs—"'

* Oh, don't you begin, Gus!”

' Weally, Wall % .

“If we're not in the show,” resumed D'Arcy minor, " we
shall start an opPosit:on scouting brigade in the Third Form,
aoJI v;’(lﬂ“ll ou!” od

ac nke grinned.

“You can start anything you like,”" he agreed.

“We'll jolly soon put you in the shade. 1've been think-
ing, too, that the School House isn't half keeping its end up
agninst the New House, The juniors want a new leader.
*T don't see why a leader shouldn't be chosen from the
Third."”

The chums of the Fourth stared at the * infant,"" petrified.
Their leadership had been disputed by the heross of the
Shell, but to have it disputed by a youngster in the "Third
was amazing—almost appalling.” The college was evidently
going to the dogs!

Jack Blake rose to his feet. He wagged a warning fore-
finger at Wally, who seemed no wise perturbed by the storm
he%ad roused.

“ Youngster,”. said Blake, in an impressive tone, ‘‘ there
are some things we can stand, and some things we olq't.
We've put up with a lot of your cheek, because you're
Gussy's guest, and —"" )

,“-dh. come off ! said Wally. “You can’t impross me
'withE'l';‘he’heavy father business, you know, 8it down!"

‘" 7.

“8it down! No good preaching at me. I've had all that
from the pater. Don't be an ass! 8it down!”

Jack Blake collapsed into his seat.

”M; only hat!” murmured Digby.
him ¥’

“QGussy,"” eaid Blake, in measured tones, as soon as he
recovered himself, *“if that young, cheeky 1mp waen't your
guest, I'd—" 2

““ But he isn't my guest, deah boy.”

“Eh? Didn't you ask him to tea?”

“Wathah not. He asked himself, and came into the
woom without my permish.” . .

“My only hat! And we've been putting up with his
cheek—a."

“Qutside !" roared Herries. :

In a_moment Blake, Herries, and Dighy were upon the
Third-Former. He was jerked off his chair, and a second
jerk bore him to the door. i

‘““Here, hold on—let go—I'll punch your head for this,
Gus! Hold on——"

But the indignant chums of the Fourth were deaf to
Master Wally's remonstrances. They yanked him out of the
study, and they ran him along the passage at top speed.
’Ehay came to the head of the stairs, and gent him rolling

own.

Wally sat up half-way down, clutehing at the banisters,
with his collar torn out, and his jacket about his ears
wondering whether he was on his head or hisg heels. An
Blake, Herries, and Digby returned to Study No. 6 and
finished their tea, with expressions of righteous satisfaction
upon their faces,

“Bhall we slay

e of Tom u."'v .
A TolS Haroin Slimesd: O°




Every Thursday,

CHAPTER 6.
Wally says there will be Trouble.

HE great scouting contest planned by Ferrers Locke
caught on immediately, The Shell and the Fourth
Form were eager, almost to a man, for the hunt to
commence. B
D'Arcy minor’s proposal that the Third Form should take
gnrb in the contest was negatived by the Fourth and the
hell with singular unanimity. But Wally was not the
1j'r‘ou.th to be discouraged with éase. On Wednesday morning
e was busy disoussing the project with his comrades of the
Third, and the inky youngsters all backed him up heartily.
If the Fourth and tho Shell were going to die for their
King and country some day, and had to be trained ready for
that important object, why shouldn’t the Third be trained
for the same purpose? A Third-Former was as good to die
for King and country ns a Fourth-Former or a Shell-fish !
At least, so Wally declared, and Jameson and Gibson and
other inky heroes of the Third backed him up with all the
strength of their lungs, X
Accordingly, when olasses were dismissed on Wednesday
morning, a stream of inky-fingered and indignant youngsters
poured out of the Third Form room, and gathered in the

quad, :

Wally D’Arcy mounted upon a seat under the elms, con.
spicuous in the crowd by his elevated position, his excited
gestures, and the ink-spots on his collar. 7

' Are we down-hearted "' was his first question, ;

To that ancient question, the Third Form responded with
one &ni?’a, in a shout that rang through 8t. Jim's:

o i

:: ﬁre[ we going to be down-trodden?'’
ol
:: ﬁmrm going to be left out of the scouting ?"
o i

* Ain’t we good enough to die for our King and country 1"

“No--that 15, yes| I mean yes!"

“Who cares for the Fourth Form or the Shell 1"

A general groan. .

L've got a brother in the Fourth Form," pursued Wally
excitedly. ‘‘You all know what he's like—'"

‘“He's like you, ain't he?" said Jameson.

‘“Tf yon want a thick ear, Jameson—" .

*I mean in fentures,” said Jameson. ‘I wasn’t referring
to the ink-spots.”

There was a yell of laughter, and Wally jumped off the
seat to oxeoute summary vengeance upon. Jameson. They
rolled in the quadrangle in a deadly embrace, collecting up
dust and a quantity of dead leaves.

There was a ory of *“Cave!” as Mr. Railton, the master
of the School House, bore down upon them. The Third
Form scattered, and the meeting came to an abrupt end.
Wally and Jameson rose, to find themselves under the gtern
glance of the housemaster.

* What were you doing 7" demanded Mr. Railton soverely.

Y Having a little argument, sir,” said Wally meekly.

he housomaster could not help smiling.

*“ You will take twenty lines oach for arguing in the quad-
rangle,” he said; and, with a warning shake of the hend, he
walked on,

D’Arcy minor and Jameson looked at ono another rather
ruefully. .

‘““ Blossed pair of asees wo are fo astart ragging one
another " said Wally. ““ Wao shall be left out of the scouting
contest if we loso time,”

“You shouldn't begin it.”

“You bogan it."

“1I tell you—-""

“T toll you—-"'

The scrimmage seemod to be on the point of recom-
mencing, when the Terrible Three were observed strolling
under the elms.  Wally at once hurried off to intercept
them, leaving Jameson to tenderly nurse a swelling nose and
a bruised eyo,

Tom Marr% looked at D'Arcy minor with a grin. The
hero of the Third looked ver% dusty and rumpled, but as
cool ms ever. He planted himself in the path of the
Tarrible Three. )

“Got away!" said Lowther, retreating a pace.
make me feel inky to look at you "

“1 want to speak to you chaps——

““The want is entirely on your side, kid, And why don't
you take off your cap when You'ra addressing’ your elders "
. "Oh, don’t be funny " said Wally, * What T want to say
is, why shouldn't the Third be admitted to the scouting
contest 7"’

**Can’t be bothered with a parcel of kids "

D’Aroy minor glared.

“You long-l_ogied Shell-fish-——'*

Tom Morry jerked Lowther back as he was about to reply
forcibly to that epithet. Monty Lowthor glared at him.

“You
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“ Now, youn
of your age
depend on running powers.
pit g%uife’!.f as a runner against anybody in t
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o, Tom! I'm going to squash that microbe !
on! Let us reason with him,” said Tom Merry.
shaver, you ought to und_,arut.and that a kid
no use in a contest of this kind. A lot will
Now, I suppose I¥ou wouldn't
- e Fourth or
the

*Yes; rather! I can distance my brother Gus any day !”
said Wally instantly, 5

Tom Merry scratehed his head. s

““ Well, that's the exception that proves the rule,’ he said.

“I can knock spots off Mollish, of the Fourth, and Gore,
of the Shell I said Wally triumphanhl{.

“Well, that's because Gore smokes and ruins his
wind-——
. ““That makes no difference. T don't care what the reason
is, You said I couldn't run against o chap in your Form,
and I say I can. Anir other objections 1"’

“We can't have a lot of inky fags uwnrminﬁ over the job,
The dignity of the Middle School is at stake.

‘“ Rats I" said D' Arey minor cheerfully,

Tom Merry turned pink.

‘“If you say ‘Rats!' to me, young shaver—'"

‘‘ Rata I"

Tom Merry waved his hand benignantly.

“Gol” he said. “I won’t lick you; I should soil my
hands! Go in peace—" )

" Or you'll jolly soon ?o in pieces, you cheeky young
imp "' said Manners darkly.

i Then, you mean to keep the Third Form out ?"

““Yes; rather " said the Terrible Throo, in unison.

““There’ll ba trouble,” said D’Arcy minor, frowning,

And as the chums of the Shel only grinned at this
terrible threat, he stalked away in high dudgeon. He
looked round the quadrangle for Blake & Co., as the next
bost persons to apply to, und he found them in a group on
the School House steps.

The four Fourth-Formers were sunning themselves, the
day being a very bright and sunshiny one for late October,
Arthur Augustus was rubbing the spot Wally had made on
his trousers with the kettle the previous evening, and which
showed up in the sunlight in spite of cleaning.

“Hallo, young ink-merchant !" said Blake cheerfully.
“Are they the same spots on your chivvy that you were
woaring last night "

D’Arcy minor drew his sleeve hastily noross his faces- -

his sleeve had been dipped in a puddlo during his serambla
with Jameson, this action did not improve the appearanco
of his face much. The chums of the Fourth o in
chorus, and D'Arcg coased rubbing the obnoxious spot on
his trousers, to look severely at his brother.

“Waoally, Wally, I wish you would make an effort to look
a little more wespectable,”” he said. “It is vewy painful to
me to have fellows wemarkin’ that n:g 1;mmg' bwothah is
th%unlu};eat and inkiest fag in the Thi ‘orm at 8t. Jim's;
and woally—-""

‘“Oh, don't you begin!" said Wally disrespectfully, 1
have a bone to pick with you chaps. Tom Merry says that
the Third Form are left out of this contest.”

“Tom Merry has hit the right nail exactly on the head,”
said Jack Blake blandly.

" here, you can’t expect us to take it lying down-——

“You can take it lying down, standing up, or sitting
still,” said Blake liberally. “ Your attitude on the matter
is left entirely to your own disoretion, But we can't have a
swarm of inky fags on this job."”

“We're not going to be left out.”

“Rata !"”

" There'll be trouble I said Wally throateningly.

The chums of 8tudy No. 6 laughed. The threat did not
disturb their equanimity.

“You see, it's a question of the dignity of the middle
Forms,” said Blake condescendingly. “If you infants want
a hand in the business, you can come to the gate and cheer
us when we get home,” v

“Yans; wathah!”

D’Arcy minor deigned no reply, but an expressive snort;
and then he walked off with his hands in his pocket. He
crossed over to the New Houso in search of Figgins & Co.,
and ran them down in their study. Figgins & (‘0. wore
preparing for the run, and Figgy was carefi‘:!ly salecting the
clothing he should wear,

- oing in running clothes,” he romarked

have to take cover in the bush, it would be jolly cold. I
suppose I oan't do better than a Norfolk jacket and knickers.
I think I'll have uhog‘p. I hape one of you fellows will be
the one to catch me, if 1 get caught.”

“ We'll do our best,”” said Kerr.

“1 say, Flgfy. wu'd better take some sandwiches with
you," said Fatty Wynn. “You'll get fearfully hungry if
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you have to etay out a lcmgz1 time, and you may be hours
getting home if you have to dodge.”

“Good idea,” said Figgins, * You can get me some at
Dame Taggles', Fatty, I can trusi you to get ood ones?

. “Well, rather,” said Fatty Wynn. * Mrs. Taggles knows
better than to work off any of her stale sandwiches on me- -
rithér 1 Hallo, young ink-spots!  What do you want "

_ “I've got something to say to you,” said Wally, coming
into the study, * Iﬂwnr that the Third Form are being
Jeft out of this run.”

“You've heard correctly, my son."

* Wo're not going to stand it."”

‘@it down, then.” ;

“We're as good scouts as you are,’ said Wally \uu:ml{.
“ We're willing to join peaceably in the scheme. That's all
we want.” ? A

“ Cheok !"" said Figgins. * The babies in the Second Form
will be wanting to run next,” ;

““Oh, that's all rot, of course !" said Wally. * The Second
Form are out of it, We shouldn't dream of allowing those
nippers to enter.” : ;

“No, and’ we sha'n't dream of allowing you nippers to
enter,"” grinned Kerr.

“That is different—-""

“Can't see it. Anyway, it's settled.”

“Then it will be soon unsettled,” said Wally. * There'll
be trouble.' »

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 warn you 't.bere'll be trouble.”

a, ha, ha !

Wally loft the study and slammed the door, leaving
Figgins & Co, still langhing. As he went out into the
quadrangle, deepl incensetf he cuu]ght sight of Ferrers
Locke and Colonel Carr-Hilton strolling under the trees.
Ferrers Locke was showing his companion about 8t. Jim's,
Wally’s eyes gleamed, and he cut across towards the two
gentlemen, and arrived breathless and panting.

“1f you please—"""he gasped. f

Ferrers Locke and the colonel immediately stopped.

CHAPTER 7.
A Third-Form Plot. :
ERRERS LOCKE looked down upon the Third-Former
< with a good-humoured smile. ~ Wally dragged his
cap off, and showed his burch of curly hair standing
nearly on end as usual.
“1f you please,” he said breathlessly, “may I speak to
you, sir 1!
“Certainly, my little man.”
The great fighting-man of the Third Form frowned a
moment at being addressed as a little man, It did not
sayour of reverence. But he plunged quickly into his

subject.

“If you please, sir, the Third Form—I belong to the
Third, sir—were not asked to the meeting to hear you spealk
last night.”

“My remarks were muinl{‘ addressed to the Fourth and
the Shell,” assonted Ferrers Locke. -

‘“ You forgot the Third, sir.”

The detective nodded, with a smile. g

“Yes, I am afraid I must plead guilty to that sin of
omission, my little man."” ;

‘“We're as good as any other ]j;'o"rm at St. Jim's, sir,
There are some big fellows in the-Third, old cnough to be
in the Fourth or even the Shell, only they haven't been
able to get their remove. Those rotters—1 mean those
I'e_:lh').\\'l calls us the Infants, but that's really only their rot,
HiTy

‘1 see,” eaid Ferrers Locke gravely, while Colonel Carr-
Hilton emiled. ** That is only their rot, is it "

“Yes, sir,” said Wally undpuntedly, “If any chaps are
good enough to die for their King and country at this
-school, you'll find them in the Thir ﬂnte as much as in
any other Form. Why shouldn’t the ird Form learn to
bo soouts as well as any other 1"

“Why not, indeed 1’

*“('ertainly,” said the colonel,

“Then you think we might as well join in the contest
thix afternoon, sir?" said Wally utﬁsrly.

“Well, T don't seo that it would do any harm,” said
Ferrers Locke. “ Of course, you will have no chance of
capturing the hare. You naturally will have no chance
agningt ?ellowa so much older and stronger than your-
selves.

“Not the average Third-Former, sir, I admit, but there
are some of us who can keep their end up with the Fourth
—myself, for instance.”

“1 see. Well, although T really think the Third Form
would be left hopelessly behind, yet that is no reason why
they should not be admitted to the contest.”

NE
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“Quite so,” agreed the colonel. “T am glad to see o
much spirit in nﬁower Form. The chief difficulty is that a
swarm of very little boys might have the effect of obscuring
the tracks that will have to be followed.” ;

“Oh, we'd be awfully careful about that, sir!" o
“Then you may bring the matter before the commitiee,
said Ferrers Locke. “ft is entirely a question for the boys
eoncerned to settle among themselves. I should not like to

impose mir opinion on them."”

“ Exactly,” said the colonel. 3ilie .

“My opinion really is, that the admission of the Third
Form would do no harm, but would probably not do much
good to the Third,” said Ferrers Locke. ‘A better plan
would be' for the Third to get up a scouting organisation of
its own.’

“Yos, sir, we mean to do that; but for to-day—"" ’

“ Well, you must see the committee. 1t is entirely in
their hands,” said Ferrers Locke, with a smile,

“Thank you, sir,” said Wally.

He walked away in a dissatizfied mood. He felt pret%y
sure of the answer the committee would give him, f
Ferrers Locke had expressed a decided opinion, or if the
colonel had done so, the committee would have adopted
the view unanimously. But the two gentlemen evidently
did not mean to interfere. And the oi‘a.imn of the Third
Form were likely to be met shortly and sharply by a
prejudiced committee. Wally did not even know whom the
committee were, but he guessed that Tom Merry would be
on it, and he went about looking for the hero of the Shell.
He found the Terrible Three in their study in the School
House, and he entered without the formality of knocking.
Three distinct glares were at once fastened upon him.

‘“ Here's that young shaver again,” grunted Manners.
“1 suppose he has constituted himself our shadow.”

“ Are you chaps on the committee?"" demanded Wally.

“Yes, we are,”” paid Tom Merry patiently. ‘ Now you
know, run away and play.”

“I've spoken to Ferrers Locke and the colonel—"*

*Fhe dickens you have " |

“ And they have no objection to the Third Form taking

part in the contest, but the matter is left to the committee

to decide.’

Tom Merry laughed.

“ Do you want to bring it before the committee 7'’

“Yes. When does the committee meot again?”’

“I dare say it will meet some time this evening."”

“Thig evening !’ howled Wally. * The contest will be
over at dark."” .

“My dear chap, we haven't any time for commities
meetings now; it will be dinner-time soon, and half an
hour after that we start.”

“How am I to bring the matter before the committee if
the committee doesn't meet !

“Is that a conundrum 7"’

“How am I to do it, fathead ?"*

“You must work that out in your own head,” said Tom
Merry. “I haven’t any time now to work out problems for
Third Form kids.”

“Look here, there'll be trouble |"

“Go ahead with the trouble, then,"

Wally walked out of the study.
grinned at one another.

“Wae. could let that cheeky young beggar in,” Tom Merry
romarked.  ** But the whole thing would be mucked up
with a swarm of fags aged nine to twelve joining in the
hunt. They'd trample out all the tracks, and muck things
up generally.”

ally left the School House with a determined expression
upon his smudgy face. Jameson and Curly Gibson met him
in the cinadrang e with serious looks.

“Well, how has it worked out?” asked Jameson.

“ Rotten !"

“They won't let us in "
“No; I've seen the lot of them. Ferrers Locke and
Colonel Carr-Hilton remain out of it, and won't decide;
it's left to the committee. And Tom 'Morry says that the
committee won't meet till after the run.”

“Then we're done in,” said Gibson,

D'Arcy minor ehook hie head.

““Not yet, my pippin. I've got an idea,”

“ We couldn’t very well join in without leave,” said Jame:
son doubtfully. It would look like cheek on our part, to
Locke and the colonel. And, besides, we don't know any
of the particulars of the contest, and so we should be hope-
lessly out of it."” ¢

“1 wasn't thinking of that."

“ What's the idea, then?"

“1 know that Flg ins is to be the hare, .and that the
others are to track him down. That's as much as I know.
I have just learned from Tom Merry that they're slarting
immediately after dinner, too. Now, as there's to b'e only
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one hare, and that’s Figgins, it stands to reason that the
hunt can't start without him."

“T1 suppose not.” St g " .

“ Well,” said Wally boldly, “suppose Figgins is missing !

Jameson and Gibson stared at him blankly.

“ Missing !"'

€ Y(‘H.“

* But why should he be missing '’ said Jameson, who waa
a littlo dull of comprehension. * He'll take jolly good care
not to be missing, won’t he " . T S s

*“ We might take jolly good care that he is missing,” said
Wally, “What IJ mean is, why shouldn't we collar
Figging 2"

‘g?‘ul]nr him 7"

** Yos, and shut him up somewhere. Then we could make
our own torms with the precious committee,” said Wally,

“My hat! We could never do it.”

“Why not 1"

“Woll, Figgins is the biggost junior in the New House,
for one thing, and he could knock any two or threo of us
flying.

"TF we could get him into a certain spot, .we could have
a dozen of the Third all ready to pounce on ]liﬂl. and a rope
all ready to tie him up with.” What do you think, Curly 7

“It'a a good idea,” said Gibson promptly.  “ Figgins
won't be thinking of anything of the sort, and T think I
could pull the wool over his eyes and got him into tho
proper place,'

"R’(-u. that’s what T was thinking of. You'ro such an
innocont-looking little beggar, he would be almost bound to
fall into the trap.”

*“It's risky,” said Jameson,

*“Can you think of anything better 7"

“Woell, no, unless we throw up the whole thing.”

“ We're not going to do that, Hallo, therc's the bell !
Tot’s get into dinner, and the moment it's over we'll lay
for Figgins.”

And 'the plot having been plotted, the young rascals went
in to dinner with good appetites. And during the meal,
Wally startlod the follows near him on several occasions by
bursting into an irrepressible chuckle. Tt was evident that
he was perfecting the plan in his own mind, and regarded
its sucoess as a foregone conclusion,

. CHAPTER 8.
) The Disappearance of Figgins.
IGGINS came out of the dining-room in the Neow

House at 8t. Jim's, and almost ran_into Curly
: Gibson of the Third. The little flaxen-haired,; blue-
oyed “infant' always looked the picture of innocence, and
ho had never looked so innocent as now. He tapped
Figgins on the arm as ho was passing hurriedly, to go up to
his study for the sandwiches he was to take with him.

“Can you come and see Mr, ke for a minute,
Figgina 7" asked Curly breathlessly, as if he had just rushed
in with the message.

“Cartainly,” said
altered 1"’

“I don't think so.”

" Then there isn’t much to lose.
suppunu."

‘Como on, then,”

And Curly Gibson led the way towards the gymnasium,
It was quite deserted at that time—at all events, it seemed
to be so. As the flag which Figgins was to take was to bhe
placed in the gym. he had no doubt that Forrers Locke
was there to give him some final instructions before the
boys gathered for the start. He followed Curly Gibson into
tho gym. without a suspicion.

Ho was hardly within the building when there was a
audden rush of Teet, and a dozen fi ures, springing from
nowhere, hurled themselves upon the [i\lew House junior,

Figgins was bowled over, as much by the surprise as by
the assault, and wont sprawling along the floor, with the
heroes of the Third sprawling over him.

** Collar him !"" gasped Waﬁ_v

i

Figgins, stopping. “Is the time

Still, I'd better ocome, I

ou young villains " roared the amazed Figgins. “Let
me up!”

‘' Rata! Collar him!"

Figgins struggled desperately, but though he could have
crushed nn{ two or three of thay * Infants,"” united they were
too many for him, He knocked four or five flying, but he
could not loosen the grip of Wally and Jameson, who were
olinging to him like cats, or of (.‘uriy Gibson, who had thrown
an arm round his neck from behind, and was holding him
down on his back. The Infants piled on him, those who
woro knocked over returning gullantly to the attack, and
Fi!,mius wae crushed under the weight of numbers

' Got him!" panted Wally,

“ You—you young imps " Figgins gasped. “ What do you
mean? Let me go!”
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“Glve me my toppah at once, you diswespect-
ful young boundah!” shricked Arthur Augustus
D' Arey.

“Certainly,” grinned Jameson. ‘' IHere you are!"
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** Bring him along "’

“Let mo go! I'll break all your necks for this!”

“Yank him along. Where's that ropet”

* Here it is."

_**Tie him up, then, and yank him along, Keep a look-out,
Carter, in case anybody comes along. If they see him the
Elln:l&'! up-” :

F:gsim.‘u dignity as a Fourth.-Former had hitherto pre-
ven him from yelling for help; but now he opened hig
mouth to do so. But Wally was on the wateh for it, and
he Fromptly jammed a cake of soap into Figgy's mouth. The
voll was never utterid; Figgina gasped and gurgled and
onmed over the soap. Wally, with an amiable grin, tied a
handkerehief over his mouth to keep the soap there, and
secured it in ite place with nearly half a ball of twine, wind-
ing it round round Figgins's head and ears till he felt
like a fly in the web of a spider. oot

Meanwhile, the others were fuleninq to%othor Figgins's
wrms and legs with lengths of cord they had brought in their
pockets for the purpose, ;

The chief of the New House juniors was a helpless
prisoner,

“ Yank him along " repeated Wally.

Figgins had not the faintest idea what they meant to do
with him. But he soon discovered. He was * yanked'
along to a little room at the further end of the gym. where
athletio apparatus was ke;f)t and dumped down in the midst
of steps and bars, and olls and Indian clubs, and other
paraphernalia. There he lay gasping.

There was a shout from Carter,

“ Somebody's coming I

“ All right1” gasped Wally. * You fellows get out—quick !
Don't look excited, Just loiter about. Some of you get on
the vaulting-horse, Just look es if there wasn't anything
going on, or I'll lum you!” .

The Third-Formers obeyed as well as they could. Wally,
without heeding the mute fury of Figgins, followed them out
of the room and locked the door, putting the key in his

ket. Ferrers Locke glanced into the gym, The Infani
in spite of Wally's order, were looking red and exeit
enough, but Wally was equal to the occasion. He suddenly
turned upon Jameson and smo‘e him on the mouth; and
Jameson, nothing loth, though very much surprised, smote
him back, and jn o moment they were fighting desperately.
The others gathered round, cheering, and for the moment,
as a motter of fact, forgot ull about the junior imprisoned
behind the locked door.

“It's all right!”" whispered Wally in Jameson's ear, as he
wrestled with him.. ‘¢ I—=="

“Take that! And

th“ ‘.(‘:\ it?"" said Jameson, hitting out,

at "’

Wally took them on the nose, but he still tried to explain,
He got Jameson’s head into chancery, and pmnmelle«.ll one
ear while he explained into the other 7

“1t's all right, you idiot! Biff! It's only a game! Biffl
1 only hit you so that these dumm.es wouldn't give the show
away! Biff! I'm only pretending! Bif, biff, bifft""
" Ow!" gasped Jameson, who was just as much hurt as
it Wally hadn't been only pretending., " Ow! Leave off|
Chuck it1"” ;

“Right you are!”

Wally released his rumpled and damaged adversary.
Forrers Locke strolled towards the 1umon, with an uncon-
soious look on his face, apparently having seen nothing of
the glght. M

* Has anyone seen Figgins here?” he asked.

" Figging 1" said Curly Gibson thoughtfully. “T saw him
just after dinner in the hall of the New House, sir,”

“H'm! It is more than time,"” muttered Horrers Locke.
He strolled back towards the door of the gym.. where heo
wis fninecl by the colonel. Wally winked at his chums.

“it's all right,” he murmured. ** Let's get out of the
zym. by the other door, and look as innocent as you can,
I can’t keep on hitting Jameson to keep up appearances.”

“You'd better not!” said Jameson

“Come on. They won't suspect that Figgins is there; and,
anyway they can't’ get at him while the door's locked!"
grinned Wally.

The Third-Formers scuttled out of the E{:t; Meanwhile,
the Fourth Form and the Shell had aseom . It was past
two, and high time for the scouting contest to begin. Tom
Merry, Manners, and Lowther were the first to join Ferrers
Locke at the door. Blake and his chums came next, and
then the Fourth and the Bhell in a erowd, School Houso
and New House fellows mingled,

“l{)o you know where Figging is, Merry?"" asked Ferrers

ke,

“It is high time he was here,” said Colonel Carr-Hilton,
pursing hig lips. ** I believe in boys being punctual, sbove
all things." .

-

-

“THE FIFTH AT ST. JIM'S.”

“I haven’t seen him, sir,”” said Tom Merry. “Do you
know where Figgins is, Blake?"

“ Haven't the faintest idea.”

‘“Here's Kerr,” said Mont{’ Lowther. “ I suppose he
knows., I say, !ferr. where’s Figgins? He's late.  What's
the matter with him?”

“ Isn't he here?” said Kerr, looking astonished.

“ No, he isn’t."”

“Blessed if T know where he is, then. T thought he was
oing up to his study to get the sandwiches,” said Kerr,
ﬁ)oknng mystified.

“ Perhaps he’s stopped to eat them,” suggested Blake.

I“Oh. don’t be funny, Blake. ¢ must be here soma:
where.”

“ Better go and look for him. Tell him he's a silly ass,
from me, and add that he ought to have a prize thick car
for keeping us waiting."

Kerr deigned no reply to this kind message, but cut off
towards the New Housé. He came back in a few minutes,
with nJmckot. of sandwiches in his hand, but no Figgins.

o 19" suid Ferrers Locke tersely. *‘ Is he coming?™

“1 can’t find him, sir.” .

“ You can't find Figgins?’ repeated Ferrers Locke, in
amazement. ‘* Where can he ba?”

Kerr shook his head hopelessly. .

“I've looked everywhere in the New House, sir, but he's
not there,”

“Did you not say he went up to his :tud{?"

“1 thought he was going to. But he couldn’t have gone,
because 1 found this packet of sandwiches there. He was
gom'f up for them,”

““This is somewhat annoying,” eaid Ferrers Locke, “I
Figgins chooses to absent himself, at the time of starting,
it only remains to choose another hare.”

I should bo vewy willin’ to volunteer, deah boys——"

“PFiggins hasn’t gone out, or anything, sir,” said Kerr
eagerly. * He wouldn't. Something must have ned
to him somewhere. Perhaps it's a School House ge!”

“Eh?" exclaimed Tom Merry warmly., * What's that!”

“ Perhaps he has been kidnapped by some School House
rotter,” suid Kerr.

““Rats!" exclaimed Blake hotly. ** You know we wouldn't
do a t&ling‘ like that on such an occasion, Kerr. House rows
are off.”

j‘ll know you wouldn't Blake. But some of your chaps
might.”

““Rot! None of them would.”

“Well, where has Figgins got to, then?”

“ Here’s Wynn! Ask him!”

Fatty Wynn_ was coming up from the direction of tho
sehool shop. His bulging pockets showed that he had been
laying in provisions for the run across country. A smear of
jam on his plump face indicated, too, that he had bestowed
some of ths supplies inwardly., He was immediately sur
rounded by éager questioners.

“ Where's Figgins?”

o “Eh?" said Fatty Wynn.
‘“He's disappeared ™ "
“Oh, bosh! He can't have disappeared!"

“ Have you seen him since dinnor, Fatty?' asked Kerr
anxiously. i

“Since dinnor?! Yes; he wae talking to young Gibson in
the hall, and he went out into the quad with him, 1 re-
member,” said Fatty.

“ A School House kid!"” exclaimed Kerr triumphantly.
“ He's been kidn&rp_[ql. It's a School House raid!”

“ Rata!” retort 'om Merry. ' It's nothing of the sort,
If a chap on our side were to interfere with Figging now,
I'd secalp him.” 1

“ And I'd jump on his neek,” said Jack Blake emphatic-
ally. ** You're off the track this time, old chap. Try some-
thing else."”

““Well, where’s young Gibson, anyway? Let him speak
up; he was the last with Figgins.”

““ Gibson! Where's young Gibson?"

But young Gibson was discreetly keeping out of sight.
The moment he had heard his name mentioned by Fatty
Wynn, he had scuttled off, and was now in cover in the
bicycle shed. The excited juniors looked round for him in

“ Figging! Ten't he here?”

vain,

‘.‘lll'tom you sol"” exclaimed Kerr “It's a School House
raid "

“Rats I"’

*“ Bosh !

“Well,” said Ferrers Locke, glancing at-his watch, *if no
ono can tell us where Figgins is, 1 should advise—-—"

‘“One ndinute, sir!”

It was I’Arey minor who spoke He came forward with
his hands in his pockets, and a grin on his face, perfectly
undisturbed by the excitement reigning round him. Jameson

Tale of Tom M N
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“That's the only thing I can think of.”"
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and several other grinning Third-Formers were with him.
Ferrers Locke looked curiously at the infant.

;N\:Veli. can you tell us anything about Figgins!” he
aked, _
" Yeos, sir, I know where he is!”

‘“ Where is he, then?"
* Bomewhere he won't get away from in a hurry, sir,’” said
:lVlNJ'”ooolly, ““ unless tﬁe Third Form take part in this
how.

CHAPTER 9,
D’Arey Minor Makes Terms.

ALLY spoke with perfect oalmness, and for a fow
moments the import of his words did not fully
dawn upon the cssembled juniors. Ferrers Locke

looked amazed, and then his face broke into a smile. The
colonel chuckled.

But the juniors did not emile or chuckle. As soon as they
roalised what Wally's words conveyed, they pressod more
closely round the hero of the Third.

“Do you mean to say,” said Tom Merry, in measured
accents, ““ that you've had the cheek to collar Figgins?”

*“ Yes, rather!” .

* Bai Jovo!"” murmured Arthur Augustus, “I weally be-
lieve m{ young bwothah has cheek enough for l.n}:thin'."

. 'He'll have bumps enough for anything if he doesn't
low soon tell us where Figging is!" exclaimed Jack Blake.
‘ Where ia Figgy, young shaver?” §

" Guw [ll

“Tell us where he is?"

“ Certainly—on oconditions.’ -

“Collar the cheeky young beast!” exclaimed Goro
angrily. * He'll tell !:ut o h if you twist his arms.”
i

om Merry pushed the bully of the Bhell back. Ferrers

Locke and the colonel, much amused, had stepped back a
little, leaving the juniors to settle tha matter among them-
selves. Gore scowled furiously, Bat he did not venture to
advance after Tom Merry pushed him back. The gleam in
Tom's eye meant business

‘' There won't be any arm-wisting while I'm here, Gore,”
gaid Tom Merry quietly. g

* Look here, we're not going (o bo cheeked by a Third
Form kid.” '

* You're not going to bully him, anyway."

‘“ Faith, and you're right,” said Reilly ~** But the young
spalpeen ought to be made to tell us where Figgins is, all

e same."

Jack Blake gripped the hero of the Third by the collar.

* Where is Figgine,” he said Esnuuivaly. “1 don’t want
itng tmgla with you, kid, so tell us quietly where
s,

to have
Figgins is,

‘“ You don’t want to have any trouble?”

‘“No, but—""

“Then you'd better let go my collar,” said Wally calmly,
““or else you'll have trouble, whether you want it or not.”

““Ha, ha, ha!" oackled Jamoson.

“Look here, young shaver,” said Blake, releasing the
Third-Former, * you've if[)t to tell us where Figgins is.”

“I told you it was a House raid,” said Kerr.

* Then you were wrong,” said ng oooll{'; *'it's nothin
of the sort. Tt's a Third Form raid. School Houso an
New House are together in it. I belong to the S8chool House,
but Jameson is in tho New Houso, and we were the leaders
in collaring Figgins."

““ Just so,” said Jamason, with a grin.

“It's n Form row,” pursued Wally. * You wanted to
leave us out of the contest. The Third Form at St. Jim's
isn't to be ignored.”

‘“Hear, hear!" said Jameson,

“ We're standing togother in this, and we've got Figgina.
We've got him put away safely, and iou won't se¢ him
again unless the Third Form joins in this show, on equal
terms. So there you are!"”

“Knock his hend off "

“Collar him "

‘“8natch him_bald-headed "

*Jump on him|" .

Wally, with his hands atill in his pockets, grinned derisively
at the juniors. He knew that the presence of Ferrers Locke
and the colonel would save him from any vory severe
ragging; but, in any case, ho had plenty of nerve, The
grin_on Wally's smu. t{y face was distinctly exasperating to
the Fourth Form of tho Shell, and many were the threaten-

estures round him,

in

?: ter frog's-march him till he tells us where Figgins is,"
said Monty Lowther,

“Good iden!"” said Blake.

““You can frog's-march me till you're black in the face,
but you won't get a word out of me,” said Wally deter-
minedly.
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“Woally, deah boys——""

“Tall us where Figgins is, then.”

“Find out!” said &Eally cheerfully.

“Collar the young rascal!”

* Weally, deah boys, I object to my young bwothah bein'
chawactowised as a wascal, I object to his bein’ fwog's-
marched. It is an infwaction of the dig. of a D'Argy to be
fwo%')'s-mgmhed. I pwotest—"" ‘

‘“Oh, ring off, Gussy!" !

ML wefuse to wing off,” said Arthur Augustus, rangin
himself by the eide of D’'Aroy minor. ** Any bounda
pwesumin’ to twy to fwog's-march m young bwothah will
immediately weceive a feahful thwashin'.”

Tom Merry laughed.

" Under the circumstances, there's only ono thin
done,” he said. ** We'd better give in, bofore Gussy tg
the lot of us.”

‘*Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

‘“Let the Third Form come into the game,” said Tom
Merry. ‘‘ They won't do any good but they won't do much
harm. Wally deserves it for hia cileok. anyway.”

““Oh, all right,"” said Jack Blake; ‘I don't mind.”

“Is it a go?” asked Wally.

‘““Yaas, wathah, deah boy!"

“Yea, it's a go,” said Tom Merry, laughing. ‘* We've
wasted enough time already. Now, you young scalawag,
where is Figgins?”’

Wally Tr uoed a key from his pooket. p
“You'll find him t'other end of the gym.,” he said.
Kerr took the key and hurried into the E{E;k
‘8o the matter is sottled?” said Ferrers Locke.

*“ Yea, sir,” eaid D'Arcy minor. ‘' The Third Form aroa
taking a hand in the proceedings, and every g in the
garden is lovely. Whisile up the fellows, Jimmy.

Jameson gave the whistle, and the Third Form gatherod
from all directions. Most of them were already near at

and.

*“ Vary good!" aaid Ferrers Locke, smiling. ‘' As you are
now in the contest, I had better briefly explain the condi-
tions to you. Figgins is the hare. Ho is to take a little
flag from the gym., and is to be allowed five minutes in
which to make his esoape in any manner he pleases. Then
the tracking commences, Fig.sln. is to place tho flag in
the ruined castle on Ryleombe Hill, and to return to 8t

im's uncaptured. he aucceads i
victor in the contest. If he is captured, his captor is the
victor. A hand on the shoulder constitutes capture.”

“ Very good, sir; that's all quite clear.”

Kerr and Figgins came out of the gym. Figgins's Norfolk
jacket was very rumpled, and his hose were dragged nearly
down to his ankles, and there was a rent in his knickers.
He showed plenty of signs of the struggle with the Infants.
He was looking very red and uncomfortable, too, and
making strange twistings with hia mouth, where the strong
flavour of the soapy gag still .!ingereé. A general grin
greoted him. p

‘“ Hallo, here you are!" said Jack Blake.” * Feel fit for
the run? I don't mind taking your place if you're not.”

“I'm fit enough,” grunted i‘l gins, ‘I want to massacro
some Third-Formers first, though."

‘“No time,” said Tom Merry, laughing. ‘‘ We're a' quarter
of an hour late already, Figgy. You shouldn't have allowed
yoursell to be k:dmpf)od by & lot of infants.”

“How could I he‘;? it when a dozen piled on me?"
demanded Figgine in ngmtlf.

“dOh"‘ don't ask me ridd'es! Pull up your socks and get
ready.

And Figgins, amid many chuckles and murmured remarks,

ulled up his ltoel:inr. and prepared for the run. Forrers

ke took out the flag. It was a tiny Union Jack, on a
stick only mine or ten inches long, so that it oould be
in the pocket. In sight of all the juniors, Ferrers Looke
pl:ﬁed it in the gym., and then asked Figgins if he were
ready.

“Quite roady, sir,” said Figgins, jamming the packet of
sandwiches into his pocket.
b“Then start! Five clear minutes are allowed for you to
start."”

“Very good, sir.” g

Ferrers Locke made a sign to the juniors, and they crowded
back from the gym. Figgins was to be allowed five minutes
before he was sought for. If he left the gym, in the usunl
way, and ran out of the gates, that would not take him more
than a couple of minutes at the most, and then he would
have three in which to gain cover and commence the flight.

Ferrers Loocke and the colonel watched the olock in the
tower. Figgina had entered the gym. when the clock
indicated twenty minutes past two. juniors watched

to be

washes

it as anxiously, and the big hand crept on.
What was igfm doing% The juniors were amazed.
Thres minutes had passed, and Figgine had not even come
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out of the gym. He had left himself only time for a run
to the gates. y ! *

Four. minutes ! i x

The amazomont was now general. Had Figgine stopped
to make some final preparation, or had he forgotten the
flight of time? Did he think that he still had four minutes
or g0 rémaining, when, as & matter of fact, the last few
saconds were ticking away ! b :

The juniors leoked at Ferters Locke, hoping to read his
thoughis in his face, But the famous detective’s face ex-
pressed nothing.

What did it mean?

Five minutes !

‘' Start 1" said Ferrers Locke quietly.

There was a general rush into the gym.

But Figging was not to be seon, The flug was gone, and

Fi%gmo wus gone, too. AT
o door leading into the little room where Figgine had
heen @ prisoner was open, and Tom Merry rushed into the
room,
The window was open
wa EgIins na one,
¥ Figgine had gon
“Btole away.!” :
The next moment he was clambering through the window.
The hunt had commenced.

———

too. It was evident mow whic
Tom Merry gave a shout. :

CHAPTER 10.
e - On the Track. 5
ERRERS LOCKE and the colonel exchanged a smile,
The contest’ had begun well, and Figgy's etrategy
had made the start far from easy for the pursuers.
He had vanished from a window at the back of the gym.,
scuttled round the chapel unseen, and escaped over tho
school wall.  Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther followed
by the same route, whilo Blake and others rushed out of the
gates to pick ug ﬁhﬁ trail in the road. Figgins was nowhere
m sight, and the juniors epread up and down the road in
search' of him, It was certain that he -would pgo throu
the wood, but there were more than a dozen different pat
to choose from.

The hunters were soon widely separated. Kerr and Wynn
went by the footpath, Blake and his chums by another
track, and Tom Merry & Co. remained in the road locking
for F':gmns‘a tracks before they took up the chase. D’Arcy
minor and a select party of the Third Form disappeared
into the wood, as eager in the quest as any, Wally had

rovided himeelf with a bugle, which he used to keep his
mky band together. A single blast was a rallying ery, two
meant that he was on the track. Any Infant not ogeying
the call was to have his head punched after getting home,
But the Third-Formers were all keen, They meant that the
}}onour.hc]vf capturing Figgins should belong to the Infants
if ible.

Tom Merry eearched for tracks along the ditch which
Figging must have crossed to enter the wood. He was
sutisfied at last that he had found them, and the Terrible
Three took up the trail. On more than one previous occasion
Tom Merry had played the scout in the woods round 8t.
Jim's, especially at the time when the craze for plaﬁin%
Indians had soized the juniors. He knew a great deal o
woodoraft, and a little keen observation in such matters
will go a véry groat way.

Guided by iih‘t indications, the chums of the 8hell
plunged into the heart of the wood. Under the thick trees,
where the sky was half-hidden by heavl boughs, it was im-,
possible to keep their bearings, except by knowledge of the

round, and by the use of the compass. Monty Lowther

ad brought a compass, and he consulted it every few
minutes, but he did not scem to derive much guidance from
it. The wood was so thick in places that it was impossible
to keep a etraight course, and the ‘‘sign” for which Tom
Merry was keeping his eyes open led the scouts on a zigzag
course.

Manners ul,lf]l"ed a sudden exclamation.

ere |

The Terrible Three halted, The winds of late October
had_carpeted the earth with leaves, soddened by rains, and
in the pulpy mass any kind of a footprint showed clearly.

The ill-defined track the chuma had been following through
tho bushes was mow clear before their eyes. Tho print of
two boots of considerable size rewarded their examination,
and Tom Merry smiled a smile of satisfaction.

“Looks like Figgy's track,” he remarked.

"“Yes, rather; they're about his size."” : -

“The tracks are fresh,” eaid Pom Merry, cocking his head
on one side and examining the trail with the air of Buffalo
Bill. “They haven't been made long, kide.”

““Then it must be Figgina.” F

‘““Let’s make sure. Nothing like working the thing out.
The tracks weren't made by a keeper, because they're a

boy's boots. They weren't made by a village boy, because
they don't wear this kind of boot. erefore, r no one else
can be here, the tracks were made by a fellow from Bt.
Jim's. We are ahead of ‘all the fellows but Figgins." '

“ Krgo, it was Figgins," 2 i

“Yes; and the fact ihat the boots are of ed;:)lly big eize
is additional evidence. 1t seems pretty clear that we have
found Figgy’s track.” )

‘* Looks hke it; let's get an ' _

Eagerly enough the chums of the 8hell followed the track,
It was plainer and plainer as they followed it, till it ended
in a thicket. . And as the ¢hums stopped to take breath
before entering the thicket, they heard a sound beyond,the.
thick bush. was the sound of someone breathing.

Tom Merry held up his hand,

‘“He's sto l:od_to rest,” he muttered.

“* Bounds FI e it, Tommy."” g

“Look here, only one chap can eapture him, the other
two have to stand out,” : ’ :

““Yea; you and Mannera remain here, while I—"

“Oh, come! You two remain here, while I-—" :

“ Cheese it!” muttered Manners, * He'll' get away while
you're juwing. You two stay here, while I—"

Tom Merry chuckled silently.

“ Let's get on together, then.
firet is the captor.”

‘“Right you are!” ? ,

“ Careful, now; don't give the alarm.” .

The Terrible Three acted with great caution. They
dropped on their hands and knees, and wormed their way
eilently through the thickets, Manners murmured some-
thing as a keen thorn scratched along his face, drawing a
streak of red in its track. Monty Lowther paused in a minute
or so to listen. He had lost the sound of the quarry, and
lost his bearings. He had passed out of sight of Tom ﬁVlarry
and Manners, and was lost in a maze of tangled thickets,
He paused, and strove to find his way again, and in the
midst of it he was startled by a wild yell from the bushes, -

The one who collars him

““Hang it! Tom's got him|"”’
Tom Merry had crept on with more iudu‘ment. He had
carefully noted the spot whenoe the sound he had heard pro-

coeded, and he carefully kept it in mind as he crept. With
the single idea in his mind, with his whole faculties eoncorn-
trated on the work in hand, Tom Merry threaded his way on
hands and knees, ereeping like a redskin on his prey.

The dim outline of a head and shoulders appeared through
the tangled greenery, and Tom Merry's heart beat faster,

There was his quarry! L

He smiled quictly, and crept on with renewed caution. To
get behind Figgins, and quietly tap him on the shoulder, and
announce that he was a prisoner, was his object. He could
imasino the jump Figging would give when he felt the
hand upon his shoulder,

Closer and closer 1"

Tom Merry reached oautiously forward throth the tangled
tqvigs, and suddenly clapped his hand on the shoulder before
im. :

“ Caught!" he yelled. ; ‘

The sitting figure sprang up with a startled yell,

Tom Merry sprang up, too, and the next moment he
nt;ered an exclamation of angry disappointment.

t was not Figgins!

A pair of hig spectacles turned towards Tom Morrﬁ. and
he recognised Skimpole, the amateur Socialigt of the School

House. 1

“Dear mel” gasped Skimpole. " You—you startled me,
Merry "

“Skimpole 1 e

“It was really very injudicious to suddenly tap a fellow

on the shoulder, without warning him of your intention,”
said Skimpole. ** You have really given me a most unpleasant
start,”

“You—you utter ass!" grunted Tom Merry, * What do
ou mean by sticking here, and making me think you were
‘igﬁina?" 3

impole blinked at him. . s~

*“ Really, Merry, I did not make you think I was Figgine.
T had no intention whatever of impersonating Figgine. Are
you looking for Figgins?” :

“VYes, ass! It's all right, kids, come on; it's only that
ass, Skimpole1” :

“ Really, Merry, I cannot but regard that expression as
almost rude. I am sorry that Figgins is not here, as you
seem to want him, but—"

** Ass, he's the hare!” ot :
hj‘(lzh, yos, I remember; you are playing some game, I
think—""

Tom Merry glared at him.

“ Ain’t you playing, too?" he demanded.

Skimpole shook his head. 1

“No, I was thinking of doing so, but I thought it better
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“Caught " yclied Tom Mierr)'.

| “ Dear me,” gasped Skimpole, “ You—you startled me, Merry !”

not. You fellows would have had no chance against me,
you know, and so it would have been hardly fair to the rest
of the school for me to enter into the contest. 1 thought I
would withdraw into a secluded spot this pleasant afternoon,
and completo the notes for the three hundred and thirty-
fourth chapter of my book on Bocialism.,”

" Come on, kida!"

“You have somewhat disturbed my thoughts, and caused
me to drop my pencil,” said Skimpole. “If you are in-
clined for a brief rest, 1 should have great pleasure in read-
ing out some of my notes to yow. In the three hundred and
thirty-fourth chapter of my book I deal with the subject
of racial degeneracy, from the point of view of Determinism,
The combined influences of heredity and environment——"

**Oh, come on!" gasped Tom Merry.

“The combined influences of heredity and environ-
ment ¥

The Terrible Three ran on through the wood.
blinked after them solemnly, and shook his head,

* Curious how these feeble intellects fly from the great

Skimpole

roblems of modern existence,” he murmured. “I should
wimve been pleased to enlighten them upon the subject . of
racial degeneracy, considered from the point of view of a
Determinist, and could have proved that degeneration, like
everything else, is an effect to be traced to a cause, and
that the cause i1s incontrovertibly the producer of the effect.
This is the great truth of Determinism which I must labour to
make clear 1n my three hundred and thirty-fourth chapter.”

And Bkimpole groped in the grass for his pencil, and sat
down with his notebook again, and forgot the existence of
Tom Merry and everyone else in the keen interest inspired by
his great theme, eanwhile, the Terrible Three, huving
escaped from the bore of 8Bt. Jim's, ran on; 'but the trac
was lost.  Whether the tracks they had been following all
along had been made by Skimpole or not, there was nertamhy
no trace of Figgine to be discovered, No sight, nor sound,
nor sign of the iiumiti\m.

‘““Better push on for the old castle,” said Tom Merry, at
lasts “ Figgim is bound to go there, and we may pick up
the trank h"

raeh
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““Good!" said Lowther.
From the distance in the woods rang the ta-ra.ra-ra of a

bugle, It eame from D'Arcy minor, ecalling together his
inky-fingered band, The sound showed that Wally was
on ‘lil way. The Terrible Three, giving up the attempt to

find the tracks of Figgina in the wood, made direct for the
lrmennd ocastle on Rylecombe Hill, and came in sight of it at
ast,

CHAPTER 11,
Arthur Augustus is Captured.

3 Al Jove, deah boys—""'
“ What's the matter with you?"

a0 beginnin’ to feel wathah exhausted——"

“Bit down, then."

“ Bai Jove, that's a good ideah," said Arthur Augustus
D'Arni, sinking upon a big root that eropped up out of thy
ground. *“I feel weally as if I want a west, you know. I
won't you more than a guartah of an hour.”

Jack grinned.

“You won't keep me more than a quarter of a second,”
" kid."l

on,
“ Right-ho!" said Herrips.
Huﬂu and Digby followed Blake as he went on. D'Arcy
u up enough, and fol them.
. eally, Blake, I undahstood that you were goin’ to wesr,
too."

"Somolhinﬂ wrong with your understanding, then. No
time for rest.
*““In that case, I shall not wemain behind.”

“ Follow r leader, then, and don’t keep ou complaining
like a girl,” said ke severely. “ Keep a stifi upper lip,
and don't &

“1 wefuse—-"

h, come on!'" said Blake, plunging into the thickets.

“I uttahly wefuse to allow dispawagin’ wemarks con-
cernin’_girls to be made in my pwesence. I have wemon-
stwated with m} before on this mattah, Blake.”

Jack Blake >
the bushes, and was examining a mark in the soft sail, {hick
with fallen leaves. Arthur Augustus leaned over h'm, and
tapped him on the shoulder, and Blake gave a jump.

“You ass! Keep away! I think I've found the track "™
“The mattah must be settled—'" -

“Well, I'm examining it——'"

“I mean the othah mattah—-"

“ What other matter, ass? Shut up!” '

“I wefuse to shut up. I mean your diswespectful allusion
to girls. I cannot allow such an expwession to pass in my

wesenoce,”” ;

“ Drag that lunatic away, Heruies."

“1 wefuse to dwagged away. If you la
me, Hewwies, I shall lose my tempah and stwi
I wequest y!ou to withdwaw your words."

w ut up "

“1 distinctly wefuse to shut up. As one gentleman to
anothah, I wequest you to withdwaw your diswespeotful
allusion to girls.”

“Kill him, somebody,” said Blake. * Look here, some-
body's been this way. The marks are as deep as anything
in the soil. Look!"

“T insigt—-" .

““ Are you going to ring off?"" bawled Blake.

“No, I am not goin’ to wing off. Undah the circs., I have
no alternative but to distinotly wefuse to wing off.”

Blake jumped up. He made a sign to Herries, and the
two of them collared the swell of the School House. The
next moment Arthur Aufuntul D'Arcy was reposing on his
baok in a prickly bush. Blake looked at the track again,

““This looks promis “We ha

ome on!"

follow it u‘r. nng:l:. 4

“Help, deah boys! My twousahs are gettin' torn—- ol
But the chums of Btur{y No. 6 did not heed. They were
hot on the track, and they dashed off through the wood, and
1)'Arcy was left to extricate himself. This he did, with some
difficulty, and with more than ono rent in his beautifully-
oreased trousers.

He jammed his eyeglass into his eye, and looked round
diseontentedly for his hat.

“ Bai Jove,” he murmured, “that was feahfully wough of
those wottahs, and I wegard them as havin' acted like beasts
in shovin' me into that bush. I doubt whethah I can con-
tinue to wegard the wottahs as fwiends. Whore is my
beastly hat? Upon weflection, 1 think it is wathah a mis-
take to come out scoutin’ in a silk hat.”

.. The hat was discovered impaled upon some thorns. Arthur
Auguatus brushed it, and replaced ﬁo_on his head, and then
followed his chums, He was very indignant, and had hall a
mind to abandon the whole affair; but the thought that his
comrades would probably get into some trouble without him

a fingah on
you. Blake,

,’' he remarked. better

NEXT
THURSDAY!

not reply. He had dropped on his knees in

“THE FIFTH AT ST. JIM'S.”

made him keep on. But Blake, Herries, and Digby had
vanished in the wood, and D'Arcy could not find a sign of
them. He halted at last in some dismay. ‘

*Bai Jove, those weckless wottahs have lost themselves!"”
he murmured.

T stansel bhe through the wood

e started as rough the wood.

“Bai Jove, I wm m“mt il!"‘ muttered Arthur
‘Augustus. “Deah me, I wish T could find those wottahs!
They will get into some mischief.”

He pursued his , plunging through bush and briar;
but there was no tr'z &‘ Bfalu‘ and hfs companions to be
discovered.

A rustle in the bushes suddenly eaught his ear.

He was in a very thick part of the wood, where there was
no track, and he had to push twigs branches and huge
ferns out of the way with his hand, in order to make any

rogross, The rustle he m d him, and
D’Arcy looked back. He, . as he scanned the
impenetrable mass of greenery behind him.

“Tt is those wottahs playin' a trick!” he murmured.
“They are followin® me, and mean to jump on me
suddenly. 1 weally wish Blake wo what [
have so fwequently told him, that pwactical jokes are in
vewy bad form. I shall take no n -of the wottahs,”

And Arthur Augustus walked on.

The rustle behind him continued at intervals. It was
evident that he was being stalked through the wood. The
note of a bugle rang twice in sucocession. Then came
rustles from different quarters, as if a number of fellows

were cl n, :

Arthur A s stopped, and looked round him.

And as he 50, was ot and crashing in the
thickets, and half-a- upon him.

In a twinkling he was bo over, and dragged to the
gr and the inky- r s were swarming over him.

“Got him!" yel 3

L J“‘ l‘~' .

“ It isn't Figginal™ shouted Jameson.

““ " h‘b l” »

“It's your be brother 1"

* My only Aunt Jane, so it is!" wid : ; ‘
D’Arcy writhed and gasped under the weight of the excited

{:

n%'.Pwl.y let me up!” he panted. *‘You howwid young
wascals, welease mo at once! Wally, T shall J:ve you &
feahful thwashin® if you do not immediately get off my chest |
You are utrahly wuinin' my waistcoat "

“You howling asal”

“You young wascal!"

“ What do you mean by going sneaking about as if you
were the hare?” demanded Wally wrathfully, as he moved
off his brother’s chest. ™ I took you for Fﬂsmu o

“Weally, Wally, you could surely nevah have mistaken
my figah for that of Figgina!”

“1 couldn't see you, ass! I was following you by sound,
and tracking you. If I could have seen you I should have
known that thore was only one dun\Ty at St. Jim's eapuble
o gﬂing out scouting in a white ghirt and a high collar and
a 8l at."

“ Your language is uttahly diswespectful 1"

“Oh, rats! ﬁF. a frost, you o 4

D'Arcy rose to his feet. The fags of the Third Form
glowered at him. They had been_ disappointed, and they
were annoyed. Jameson picked up D'Arcy's hat.

“If you say wats to me, Wally,” eaid Arthur Augustus,
“1 shall forget that you are my youngah bwothah, and
administah a feahful thwashin’, I wegard you and your
fwiends as a set of inky little wgmlul"

““Oh, go and eat coke!” said D'Arcy minor disreapectfully.
“I've o joll d mind to tie you to a tree, you ass!”

“ Wea {Vl" e

‘“You've led us on the wrong track, and now that rotter
Figgins will be quite gone, or somebody else will have col-
lared him!"

‘““Well, here goes his topper, anyway !" said Jameson.

Arthur Augustus D'Arecy shrieked. :

“Give me my toppah at once, you diswespectful young
boundah 1"

“ Cortainly ! grinned Jameson, ‘‘ Here you are!”

And he punted the topper over to D'Arcy. Excepting that
the toe of his went through the crown, it was not
damaged. D’Aroy caught the topper, and looked at it speech-
lcssly, and made a rush at Jameson. But the fags closed
round him ‘and he was hurled back into the thickets, and
then the Third-Formers rushed on into the wood.

Arthur Augustus rogained his feot, but his onemics were

ne, and the bugle of I)’Arcy minor was ringing through
the wood far away. And the swell of 8t. Jim's, gasping for
breath, sat down upon a knoll to brush his topper.

A Tale of Tom Me &
By Martin Oum-d. s

Bt a o T _J_L
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CHAPTER 12.
A Ducking all round,
' HERE he is!"
Jack Blake gave the sudden shout, as he came
out on the hank of the Feeder—the little stream
that flowed through the heart of the wood. By the glimmer
of sunny waters a figuro was visible, trotting steadily along
to the little plank bnlc:llge that crossed the Feeder in its nar-
rowest part, Blake, Herries, and Dlghy had lost the track,
and Jack was beginning to doubt whether it had been Figgy's
track at all; but when he caught sight of the long-lim{ed
junior, that settled all doubts.

There was Figgy in the flesh, making for the plank, after
crossing which, the run to ruined castle was a short an
casy one through the . Blake's eyes gleamed as he
came out of the thickets and caught sight of ﬁlggllll, and he
involuntarily shouted to his comrades.

It wae not a cautious thing to do. Figgins heard the shout,
as well ns Herrios and Dig, and he looked round, Hae caught
sight of Blake, and was evidently surprised to find a pursuer
s0 near at hand, He had been going at a trot, but now he
quickened his pace, making a rapid run for the plank bridge.

** After him I” panted Dig.

The three School House juniors aprinted down the luu{
uneven bank of the Feeder. They knew that Figgine would
remove the plank after crossing, and the stream was decp at
this Eoinh though narrow. Figgins dashed on fowards the
plank, but guddenly he wae seon to halt in dismay.

‘“ He off ' yelled Blake, in delight.

Two lw had burst from the wood on te the bank of the
stream, ad of Figgine, and cutting him off from the
plank by which he had intended to cross. .

They were Kerruish and Reilly, and they caught sight of
Figgins at onee, and d towards him. )

Arrah, and we've got him intirely,” gasped Reilly,

Figﬁim halted, his eyes gleaming.

Reilly and Karruish were in front of him, and Blake, Her-
ries, and Digby behind. The wood on hie left was alive with
pursuers, and on the right was the deep Feeder, and he was
cut off from access to llio plank bridge. )

But it was only for a few seconds that Figgins hesitated,
Then he turned to the stream and waded in.

“My hat, he's taken to the water!” exclaimed Blake.
£ Goog old Figgina! It's a bit chilly this time of the year!
But we'll have him yet!" .

Figgine tramped threugh the stream gallantly, The water
came with a swish over his knees, then up to his waist, and
in the middle it wa: up to his armpita. Then he drew to
the other side, only his shoulders unwetted. He dragged him-
self through the rushes, and scrambled ashore, and, turning
round, waved the little Union Jack defiantly at the pursuers,
and then disappeared among the trees.

‘‘ Faith, ho's gone!” howled Reilly. * Afther him!"

And the Irish boy plunged recklessly into the stream, Ker-
ruish, a little more ]ﬁ'udent, crossad by the plank bridge, and
the chums of No, 6 followed his example. y were rush-
ing into the wood on the other side when a piteous yell came
{rom Reilli:

elp "

" Hdg

Jack Blake looked round. .

. Reilly had lost his footing in the bed of the stream, having
inadvertently stepped into a hollow, aned for a moment his
head went under water. It came up again, and the Irish
junior, struggling to save himsell, was borne down the
stream by the current towards the plank bridge.

* Young ass!” growled Blake.

The plank bridge crossed the siream at not more than the
elevation of a foot above the water. It was a broad, massivo
plank, sunk at either end in the deep mud and rushes. The
Juniora rushed to the plank to collar Reilly as soon as he
#hould reach it. The pursuit of Figgins was momentarily

forgotten,

lgeilly camé down with a rush, and the four juniors on the
plank were ready to clutch at him. But Reilly himself was
clutching at the plank. He caught at it, and the current
ll::imped him on it, with the natural result that it was dis-

ged,

‘* Look out!” yelled Blake. -

The warning came too late!

Reilly had bumped on the plank near the end, and the
bump unsettled it, and the next moment it was torn from its
plage, Four splashes sounded in the water, and four simul-
taneous vells rang over the trees.

Five juniors, clinging to the floating plank, went down the
stronm a dogen yards or more before they could get a footing,
and when they scrambled out, they were on the wrong side
of the water. Blake rubbed the water from his eyes. Her-
ries lay in the grass and gasped, Dighy gasped and sat up.
. Of all the howling idiots——"" began Blake, with a wither-
ing lock at the boy from Belfast. ¢

‘Faith, and you're right!” said Reilly, *“Of all the
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howling idiots, I think you chaps take the cakte! What
were you all standing on the plank for, like a lot of geese
in a row?”

“I}’t'ou—-—you— Wo were thero to save you, you young

‘“ Blessed if T can sec_how you were going to save me by
shoving the Pll.nlc over "

“We didn't_shove it over! You shoved it over!” )

*“ Faith, and it wouldn’t have gone over if you hadn’t
been standing on it 1"

“ We should have pulled you out if You'd only had sense
auotgh not to bump against the plank.’

“ Bure, and it was your own fault intirely '

“It's an ass you are, Reilly!” said Kerruish,
you go into the water at all for?"

‘1 went after that spalpeen Figging 1"

“Why didn’t you cross by the ﬁunk "

““ Faith, and I never thought of it1”

**Oh, come on, kids!” eaid Blake crossly. ‘' We ghall gob
dry running, I suppose. And we'roe not much wetter than
Figgins, anyway.”

l" k?‘i’th' and ye wouldn’t be wet at all if ye'd kept off the
plan

* If you hadn't gone into the water——"" began Kerruish,

“Faith, and 1 &

‘“It’s an ass you are |t

“I tell yo—"

“And T tell you—"

“ Bure, and 1t’s a thick ear ye'ro Tookin' for intirely 1"

"_R?.tt! I'vo a good mind to shove you into the water
again 1" .

“ Ye couldn’t do it1"

“Couldn’t 11" shouted Kerruish. " I'll jolly soon show

ou I

Blake, Herrics, and Dig were replacing the plank. They
crossed it again leavinggﬂoilly and Kerruish go argue the
matter out to their satisfaction. Blake's last glance back
showed him the two juniors fighting close by the water-side,
and as ho looked they '“F d 1n the rushes and splashed into
the Feeder. He lost sight of them as they were scrambling
out. Wet as they were, the chums of Study No. 6 took up
the trail with undiminished ardour. 'They had been very
close on the track, but the time w in the Feeder hnd

iven Figgins a chance to get ahead—a chance of which the

ew House junior was certain to have availed himself.

“ But _he must have left a lot of wet behind him,” said
Blake, looking round carefully for tracks. ‘' He must be
dripl:llling with water, you know, as much as we are. Lool
for that.”

* Here you are!” exclaimed Dig. i

The wet footprints of Figgins were clear enough on the
fallen leaves. Ell"x:echuma of the School House preseed for-
ward eagerly. re was no doubt that they were on the
track—the trail was too plain to be mistaken, herever
Figgins had gone he had left the water track. It grew
fainter as they proceeded, but by the time it failed them
they were in ﬂfeht of the slope that led up to the gateway of
the ruined castle,

*Come on " muttered Blake

And, without troubling any further about tracks, he led the
way at a run towards the castle. The solitude showed that
ther were tho first of the hunters to reach it, hut there was
little doubt that Figgins had beén there. Waa he there still?
1t was very probable, for Blake was sure that he was not far
behind, and it was likely enough that Figgins would stop for
a few minutes to rest,

Blake made a sign of caution to his comrades, If Figﬁ:i';:s
was in the ruins, the best plan was to eurprise him. )
rules of the contest allowed him any amount of dodging, so
long ns a hand was not actually laid on his shoulder. Amid
the rugged ruing of the ancient castle there was room for a
hundred fugitives to dodge and twist, and, once given a start,
Figgins might yet baffle his hunters,

The juniora ran on the thick grass of the track to the castle
without a sound. The exercies and the sun helped to dry
them, and they no longer squelched out water as they ran.
The huge stone gateway of castle, with its erumpled and
shattered arch, rose before them, On those anciont stones
could still bo seen the traces of the cannonshot that had
battered down the castle and left it a wreck more than two
hundred years before.

Blake, Horries, and Dig paused for bhreath, and then erept
gilently in at the uhaltoycmnoway. A faint sound reached
their ears, and they grinned—ii was the sound produced by

ir of i'nmgry jaws hastily champing sandwiches.

“ What did

i pair o

They stopped, and, peering round the masonry, looked into
the ruins, oro was Figgine | - Ho sat on a block of stono,
The little Union Jack was plinted in a prominent position
on a block of masonry, where it would immediately catch the
oyo of anyone entering the ruins, Figgina was sitting near
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it, ealing the sandwiches with which he had been so thought-
fully provided by Fatty Wynn.

“Got him " murmured Blake,

But Figgine was on the watch. The Bchool House juniors
had to dash weross a dozen yards of open space before they
could reach him, and Figgine had the eyes of a hawk. He
cortainly did not know that his hunters were so close at
hand; but, nevertheless, it would not be easy to take him
by surpriso.

“'Wo'll soparate!” muttered Blake. “I'll stay here, and
out him off from the path; you two go one each way, and

ot in through the holes in the walls on either side of the

ounder. Then, when we make a rush—"

‘“But whose prisoner is he?”

“Weo'll toss for that afterwards.”

“Good !

‘And the three chums separated. Ierries and Dig crept
away silently. If the plan wera carried outf, there was not
much chance for Figgins. But just then a piercing sound
awoke every echo of the old castle.

Ta-ra-ra-ta-al $ .

Jack Blake gritted his teeth, Tt was D'Arey minor's bugle,
and the sound was at the foot of the acelivity. Figgins
sprang to his feet, his mouth half full of bread and ham,
his face quite full of alarm.

Ta-ra-ra-ta-a!

Piggina jammed the rest of his sandwich into the pocket
of his Norfolk jacket, and looked quickly round him. The
next moment he had caught sight of Blake's shadow in the
gateway, and was dashing away. The carefully-laid scheme
of the three chums had come to nothing, owing to that un-
lucky bugle blast. Blake gave a yell.

“Come on!"” X

And he dashed recklessly after Figgins. There was no
further use of caution. The race was now to the swift.

CHAPTER 13.
Cunning Figgins!

IGGINS gave a quick look round as the three juniors
dashed in from different points.  Then he sprang
away from the ruins, clearing a fragment of ancient

wall with a bound that a ros might have envied, an
soming down on the other side with a clatter. Blake, Herries,
and Dig did not take the bound; they lacked the long legs of
Figgins, and they had to scramble over. Buf Figgins did
ot lose an instant! e scrambled up another mass of the
old wall, on the further side of which lay the open hill
Clutching at the thick tendrils of the ivy, Figgins dragged
himself to the top. :

True to the caution of a scout, he looked quickly over the
wall before he showed himself on the outer side. It was
well that he did. Three youths were just emerging from the
wood on that side of the castle, and Figgins recognised Tom
Merry, Manners, and Lowther. He crouched into the thick
ivy, and ll{ low. It was only for a moment that the chums
of the Shell were in sight. They passed boyond a mass of
masonry, making their way round to the castle entrance, and
Figgins broathed a deep breath of relief. He swung himself
from the ivy, and dropped on the outer side of the wall

He was none too swoon, The Fourth-Formers were already
sorambling up the inner side, and in less than a minute more
Jack Blake's would have been on him.

Although Kiggins had let himself down part of the way
by means of Lhe ivy, it was a good drop, and he rolled over
on the Trqund. He was up again in an instant, and dartin
away. Into the woods in the direction of St. Jim's he di
not dare to venture. They were alive with the belated
hunters who had not yet reached the old castle, His return
had to be by a different route, or he would infallibly be
captured. He had rested only two or three minutes at the
gllltla but those two or three minutes seemed likely to cost

im dear,

He ran down the slope, and there were three distinet thuds
on the earth behind him as the chums of the Fourth dropped
from the wall after him. Blake gave a shout.

‘“There he goes!”

The shout reached the ears of the Terrible Three, who were
entering the ruins, Tom Merry quickened his pace. Ho
oaught sight of the little flag planted by Figgins, and knew
that Figgy had been and gone. He dashed on after Blake,
and in a fow moments the chums of the Shell were panting
on behind the Fourth-Formers. A minute later nmr‘ Wally
and his dust{ band entered the castle, and Wally made the
ruins ring with blasts on his bugle. And then, minute after
minute, dusty and weary trackers came in, in twos and
threes; and most of them stopped in the castle to rest before
resauming the chase; but there were some who did not rest,

. Blake was dashing on in full sight of Figgins now. On this
sido of the castle the hill was thinly woogd ded, and the lanky
figure of the Now House junior wa% visible almost all the
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time as he ran on. Tt was a case of ufrinting now. Blake
put on speed. Herries dropped a little behind, but Dig kept
pace with his chief. There was a rapid patter of feet behind
them, and Tom Merry came on gnllluntly. and was quickly
running neok and neck with Blake.  Juck gave him a sidelong
glance. But he had no breath for speaking, He wanted it
all for the race.

-~ Figgins was keeping his distance. He covered the hillsida,
and reached the wood at the bottom of the hill, which lay
in a wide swoep towards the Wayland Road. Blake snapped
his teeth as the lanky figure disappearod into the trees. Ho
had hoped to settle the matter there and then b
of speed; but Figgy's long legs stood him in g
that critical moment.

“ The bounder!" gasped Blake. ‘“ Wa'll have him yet!"

The juniors rushed into the wood. But here the thick
undergrowths hid Figging from view, and speed was no longer
useful. Had Figgins kept on at a run the :mwkli.miI of the
underwoods would have been a sufficient guide to his pur-
suers, But not a sound came to their anxious ears. Figgings
was evidently adopting a more cautious method. It was
retty certain that he was close at hand. But where? Blake
istened for a few moments, and then gave that up, and
looked for tracks.

The autumn winds had ecarpeted the ground with leaves,
and in those seldom trodden recesses t‘lgcs tracks were not
diffioult to find. A call from Tom Merry showed that he
had picked up Figgins's trail. He followed it awiftly, and
the other juniors ?ﬁlowed him,

b We",ll have him now!” muttered Lowther, * He can't be

a burst
stead at

ar off.

“The track’s plain enough in these leaves.”

Y By Jove, it's awfully plain!" said Blake. * Fig£na must
bo fagged; ho seems to have let his trotiers come down like
hammers,”

_ “Looks like it!" y

The track was indeed casy. The footmarks were deeply
stamped into the beds of fallen and rotting leaves, and the
juniors could have followed them almost by touch, so deep!r
mmprinted were they. They hurried on triumphantly; but all,
of a sudden Tom Merry halted with an exclamation. The
juniors, who were following him quickly in single file, halted
too, bumping int> one another.

“Go on!" called out Blake. “What on earth are you
stopping for? This isn't a time to go fo sleep, Tom Merry.""

“Why don’t you follow the track?” exclaimed Digby.

“There isn’'t any more track.”

“ What?"

‘“I've come to the end.”

“Oh, rot,” said Blake. * Let me look!"

He looked, but he had to admit that Tom Merry was right.
The deeply-printed track ended in a_ dense thicket. Up to
the thicket it was plainly marked. On the other side there
was no track at alt, It was evident that Figgins had gone
no further. The juniors looked at one’ another in blank
amazement. There was no large free close at hand which
Figgins could have elimbed. Where was he?”

“ My only hat!” said Blake, mystified. * He can't have
vanished into thin air, I suppose.”

Tom Merry made n fnm

“1 think I have it! We oughl to have guessed it from
the tracks."

“ What do you mean?”

* He's gone back the way he came.”

“There's no back tracks.'

“No; don't you see, it's a scouting dodge.

He's gone

back, backwards, treading in his own tracks—walking baok. -

wards the way he came,” said Tom Merry. “That pre-
vented him making any more tracks, and made the old ones
deopor.””

My hat—the deep beast!"

“ He was only a few minutes ahead of us, so he can’t have
gone far,” said Tom Merry. “ He went backwards along the
track a little way, and then I imagine he pulled himself into
a troe, and got off the track without' making any fresh sign.
It’s a soouting dodge, but I didn’t look for that in Figgins.”

“The artful dodger! Let's get back and look.”

They followed the trail back again, secanning the ground
on either side for traces of the spot where Fi'Eﬁinu had left
the trail. But traces ocould not be found. ore was no
fresh track in the wood. It was pretty clear that Tom
Merry’s surmise was correct.  Figgins, standing in his
tracks, had pulled himself up from the ground to a low
branch, and fud olambered through the trees for some dis-
tance before desoendin! to the ground again. Baffled as thoy
were, the juniors could not help grinning at the ingenuity of
the redoubtable Figgins.

“The only thing is to hunt for the tracks,"” said Blake.
“Let’s get to work.” . :

But it was a long task, The wood was thick, and in some

f Tom Merry &
artin Clifford.
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places the ground was hard, and bore little sign. It was
always possible, too, that Figgins was concealed in the thick
branches of one of the trees, and had made no fresh tracks
ot all, Half-an-hour passed by, and the numbers of trackers
was incressed by those who had rested in the old castle,
and then taken up the trail again. Kerr and Fatty Wyun
arrived on the scene, and Gore and Norton and S8mith, Then
came D’'Arcy minor and his band,, The Third-Formers were
now reduced in number, Half of them had dropped off
before the ruins were reached. Half of the remainder had
stayed there, too fagged to go farther. Of those who still
fulﬁ)weq D’Arcy minor, most were tagging behind at various
thstances, They were realising that a race with upper Form
fellows was u ﬁttle above their weight. But Wally was as
resolute as ever. With half-a-dozen companions, he was still
well to the fore, and he arrived on the scene, breathless but
undaunted, while Tom Merry and his companions were still
searching for the vanished Figgine.

" Blessed if I'm going to waste time,” said Wally decidedly.
‘“ Those nhnpa won't find the trail in a month of Bundays,
Let's go on.”

“Yes, but where?” asked Jameson.

“We'll have a run up the Wayland road. Figgins is cer-
tain to go that wa{. and cut across the moor among the
chalk pits home. e can get the quickest cut to the moor,
and perhaps nail him there.”

* Right-ho!” said the Infants,

And the Third Form band dashed off. Tom Merry had
heard the sapient remarks of D’Arcy minor, and he rose
from his examination of the trackless ground.

. ' There's sgomething in_that,” he remarked. *‘If we waste
ﬂéncthdn'mru time here, Figgins will be home before we've
started.” = ;

“Come on, then,” said Blake, starting off. The same
thought had occurred to him.  The juniors were soon
streaming away after Tom Merry, only Fatty Wynn remain-
ing sitting on a knoll, eating a pork-pie he had extracted
fgorﬁl his jaéket pocket. Kerr waved Fli!! hand to him ex-
citedly.

*“Come on, Fatty!”

“ Wait a minute, Kerr,
have a feed before I start.
you'd like—""

“ Rats!” said Kerr; and he dashed away after the rest,
Fatty Wynn gazed after him for a moment doubtfully, and
then recommeneced his pork-pie.

“Hang it all,” he murmured, *“1 must have some grub!
No good fainting by the way, and giving them the job of
carrying me home. I must finish the pie, and I may as
well have the other, as Kerr wouldn’t stop.”

And he had the other.

CHAPTER 14,
Very near it.

OM MERRY came out of the wood on the Wayland
Road. Leaving the high-road some distance from the
market town, the hero of the Shell followed the path

to the moor, Lowther and Manners keeping with him
in a steady trot. Blake & Co. had taken a different track
bpt o good. many juniors were lt.renmm? on in the wake of
the Terrible Tree. The moor was one of the loneliest places
in the county, and very dangerous after dark, owing to the
existence of numerous pits from which chalk had been
taken in past times, and which mostly remained without even
a fence to guard the sudden precipices.

** There's a short cut over the moor,” Tom Merry remarked.
“1 don't know whether Figging knows it. I discovered it
for myself, and if Fi“{o doesn’t know it, it will give us a
good chance of getting level.”

Monty Lowther chuockled.

“@Good! Blake's gone round through the wood, but he'll
have no chance,”

I funcy not. We shall be in at the death, if anybody is.”

“Or that youqibounder Wally,” gringped Lowther. ** He's
the chap for sticking to it, He's lifi of us now."”

‘““He can keep ahead. He's passed the spot where the
short cut leaves.the track.”

At a spot where the rugged moor scemed to be delved
on all sides with the dangerous pits, Tom Merry left the
benten track, Lowther and Manners followed him without
quostion, but the rest of the juniors behind them halted.

" You're going wrong,” bawled Gore; * you're off the

track.

The Terrible Three deigned no reply, but kol}t on_along
the verge of a yawning gap in the earth. he juniors
hnai:‘ated a time, and then went on, following the beaten
track.

Tom Merry laughed as he looked back.

“They think we'ro losing ourselves,” he remarked.

“ Are you sure you're not?’ said Lowther, with a rather

I'm so fearfully hungry, I must
I've got another pork-pie here, if
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uneasy glance round at the wild and desolate moor, ruggot
in the setting sun. ‘‘Looks a perfect wilderness to me.

“It's all right; I've been over the track before. A shop-
herd chap showed it to me.”

“Well, if you're sure—" 1 »

“Of course I'm sure. Hallo, 1f.t-hm£rpn't younj; W‘nlli\;!

The hero of the Third had evidently retraced his steps,
for he was pounding along now behind the Terrible Three.
Jameson and Curly Gibson were following him, with panting
breath and crimson faces, The Terrible Three kept on at a
steady trot, a pace that covered the ground pretty quickly
without fagging them, but which Xut the Third-Formers fo
their biEgest efforts to equal. D’Arcy minor came fagging
up breathlessly.

“1 say, Tom Merry?" he gasped.

‘“ Hallo, kid1” ) . -

“ Aren’t you going off the track, or is this a short cut?

‘“Short cut,”

““ Where does it bring you out?” -~

“Close by the pine-wood near Rylcombe. ;i

“Qood! Tho regular track takes you to the pine-wood
it you follow it far enough.”

' Exactly I' . o b

“ Bure tl’-:i: is a short cut, or is it some of your rot?" asked
D'Arcy minor,

“T haven’t time to box your ears now—=""

“Jolly lucky for you, as I haven't time to punch your
nose, either."”

Tom Merry laughed, and ran on. Wally fell back a pace
or two, and allowed his perspiring companions to get level,
The Third-Former's face was glowing with exertion and
satisfaction, 5

“It's a short cut,”’ he said. * We shall manage all rlghf;
if we don't fall into the chalk-pits, and if we dou’t give in,

“Go hon!" gasped Jameson. 3 i

“I—I can't stick it out any longer,” said Curly Gibson,
whose heart was pounding againat his ribs like a hammer.
“I—I shall have to rest,”

“ Oh, keep on!"

“I ean’t run.”

“(Crawl, then."”

D'Arcy minor dashed on. ~ Jameson, heavy-footed but
determined, plodded on steadily only a pace or two behind.
But Curly d)ibson was done. He dropped upon a mound
of chalk, and remained there, guﬁmg and gasping. The
Terrible Three were well ahead of D'Arcy minor now. But
Wally wae sticking it out grimly. If he were not in at the
death, he did not mean to be far behind.

The short cut led throl;?h dangerous ground, but it saved
more than a mile of difficult country. The spire of Ryl-
combe church rose to view far away on the left against the
setting sun, and ahead of the Terrible Three were the shady
recesses and sweet-scented glades of the pine-wood, They
ran on under the trees, and reached the spot where the
beaten track across the moor joined the footpath through
the wood.

There at last they halted, pretty well epent with the long
and hard run. .

« Tom Merry dropped on his knees and examined the

ground. ¢
‘“Has Fi passed?” he said. ‘‘He had a jolly go
of lsfythink, f --

start of us, but he had an extra mile o
difficult running country in Sussex. I'm rather i
believe that we've headed him off.” g

““ Better keep out of sight, then, in case he ocon
exclaimed Lowther, looking along the track tos
hazy moor. ’ A

“Good! You two into cover while T look for

Manners and Lowther drew into the shade o
wood. Tom_ Merry searched for tracke, but there was
nothing to indicate that Figgine had passed that way. Tom
Merry had a mental picture of Flgn{’n footprint. There
were a good many footprints here, but most of them h-naé
and indistinct. Whether Figgy's was among them ho coul
not tell for eertain, but he thought not, 4

He rose to his feet, and joined Manners and Lowther in
cover. The chume of the 8hell were breathing very hard,

“1 don't think he’s passed,” said Tom Merry, "1 really
think he hasn’t had time to get ahead of us, eceing how
much we've gained. And there's another point; you st
how dusty our boots are from the moor—chalky dust.”

* Yes, rather. But what——-" . .

“Look here; we're leaving dusty, white marks in the
grass, Well, Figgy has come the same way, and heo's had
more of the chalk. If he bad passed there would be some
sign of it."

“ My hat! e
Tommy,” said Lowther admiringly.
that, but ‘,\,(ou'ro uite right.”

“Good!” snid Manners, Figgy

You would make a scout, and no mistake
“I dido’t think of

h‘yn't passed, and if

.
e
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‘8o I beliove: Let's have a rest.” y
e might leave the track,” said Lowther dubiously, as
he sank down with his back against a tree trunk. ‘“If he
left the track five minutes from here, he could turn off to
the left and get into Rylcombe,”

" 80 ho would if he knew we were ahead of him; but he
thinks he's got a clear course. He won't go homa through
Ryleombe if ho can help it; the place will be swarming
with our fellows who have come bacﬁ direct from the ocastle.
They’ll be all over Rylcombe and the lane up to St.

I suppose so."”

2 Flgsxy would be snapped up in a tick if he went that
way, thinle we've pretty sure of him here.”

“ Well, we shall soon see.”

Tho chums of the 8hell were glad of the rest, But it did
not last many minutes. There was a sound of pounding
feet on the path, and they looked out from the trees to see
the lanky form of Figgins approaching their hiding-place
from the direction of the moor.

Tom Merry's deductions had been exactly correct.

Figgina was uominﬁ on, without a suspicion that the
Terrible Three were ahead of him, and was running directly
into the ambush.

Tom Merry laughed quictly.

‘‘Btand ready, you cnaps! We shall have to settle after-
wards whose prisoner he 1s.”

‘‘ Right-ho!

With bated breath the Terrible Three stood, ready to rush
out into the path the moment Figgins should pass. From
the straggling bushes which hid the short cut across the moor
came a sudden sound, piercing through the air. -

Ta-ra-ra-ra-ta-a !

It was the note of Wally's bu‘fle.

Figgins stopped, like a stag suddenly startled by the horn
of the hunter, and without a second’s pause swung round,
and ran back the way he had come. R

The bugle note waé quite enough to warn him that thero
were enemics ahead, and that he had been cut off from
St. Jim's in that direction.

Tom Merry was specchless for a moment. The prize was
almost within his grasp, when that unlucky bugle note had
ruined everything; and Figgins, who was atill some twenty
yards from the ambush when he received the warning, had
@ good start in his fresh run.

“ The=—the young villain!” gasped Tom Merry.
on; run for it!"” )

Wally came panting up, bugle in hand. ~ Jameson was
lagging far bohind, and it was for his benefit thal the blast
had been blown.

““8Bean him?" gasped Wally. ) :

For reply, Monty Lowther seized him by his collar and
the back of his waistband and tossed him bodily, bugle and
all, into a prickly bush. Wally woke the achoes of the pine-
wood with his yells, white the Terrible Three, a Firtlu
{?“avﬁd in their feclings by the handling of Wally, resumed

he chase,

Jim's."

“Come

——

CHAPTER 15,

Still Running! -

IGGINS had been warned only just in time. But his

start was again a good one, and he made the most of

_it. He had had a long run, but the effect scemed to

be little upon his slim, museular frame. He was breathing

deeply and steadily as he turned from the path te the pine-

w and struck off to the left, with the spire of Rylcombe
church rising into the sunset bofore him.

A burst of apeed, which taxed his endurance, but carried
him well uheuli brought him upon the lane leading to the
high-road ; and there, for the first time, he paused and
looked back. The lano behind him was winding, and look-
ing through a gap of the hedge, he saw the ground he had
passed over, and saw the forms of the chums of the Shell
coming steadily on.  Far behind them were two smaller
figures, Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther had been left
a little behind by Flgsy’a burst, but they were comm'F on
at a pace that promised to make up for lost ground. Their
rest, brief as it was, had refreshed them, and Figgins was
koon enough to see that Tom, at least, was fresher than
himeelf,

The Now House junior ran grimly on, but as he ran he
rovolved in his mind various plans for circumventing his
pursuers, He had becn forced to rely upon his speed, but
it was by scout's strategy that he hoped to escape. In a
race to the gates of 8t. Jim’s, Tom Merry would have him,
oven if he were not stopped on the road, as he was protty
certain to be, He came to the end of the lane, and turned
into the high-road towards Rylcombe, and at the same
moment a- butcher's cart came dashing by, going towards
thg‘_vill-ag’e. | aouita ik P irate

iggins'a eyes gleamed with hope. Any strategy was per-

) uld get u lft, it mig

saving of him, and was quite within the rules of the contest.

He ran out into the road and threw up his hand. The
butcher, who happened to be the local merchant who sup-
plied 8t. Jim's, stopped at onoce, . i

“Clan you give me a bit of a lift?"” panted Figgins.

The butcher looked at him curiously., Figgins was damp
all over, and the dust had clung to the damp oi lis clothes,
His boots and stockings were chalky, his fece ved and
perspiring. He looked as if he had *‘been through it"
with a vengeance.

“*Jump in!" said the butcher.

Figgins jumped in, and the cart dashed on. Tom Merry
came bounding out of the lane a minute later, wnd gazed
after the disappearing cart with feelings too dco.]p for words.

Figgins looked back from the cart and waved his cap.

“ Row with the Grammar School kids?" asked the butcher,
who know the little ways of the 8t. Jim's juniors very well
from long neighbourhood. .

- no; scouting,” said Figgins.  Boy scouts, you
know,’

““Oh, T see. Shall T take you right on into the village?'’

““Oh, no. The fellows are bound to be there Wﬁlohil‘lf
for me, I've got to get in somehow without being collare
I can't through Rylcombe. It's allowed to gain any

kind of information from natives of the country,” continued
Fl%ﬁins. “Can you give me a tip, Mr, Simmons?"
o good-natured butcher grinned,

“They're behind you and in front,” he remarked, ‘ what
about getting down to the Ry!l and having a boat? You
could pull to the boat-house at the school, and cut in there."”

““My hat! What a ripping idea!"’

“Then I'll drop you at Water Lane.”

“Thanks, awfully! I'll do them yet.”

Water Lane was a rutty littla path that led down from
the road to the banks of the Ryll, the river that flowed
under Rylcombe Bridge, and past the grounds of 8t. Jim’s.

Figgina would have to pull against the current to get
home, but he was a powerful oarsman. Besides, although
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he was getting tired in his legs, his arms were as fresh as
ever. The butcher drew up at the end of Water Lane, and
Figgins, thanking him warmly, dropped into the road, and
disappeared down the narrow path. The butcher drove on
into Rylcombe, and Fég‘gim hurried down to the river.

In a couple of minutés the junior came out on the towing-

th, and turned along it in the dirsction of 8t Jim’s,

nless someone suspeoted his deeign, there was likely to be
no ono to spot him till he drow near the village bridge.
There he was pretty certain to bo scen, and there he would
have to have a boat, if he was to escape. Ie ran lightly
along the towinu-wfi:, looking out for a craft. In scouting
among the enemy, Figgins felt that he could not afford to
stand upon ceremony. He would have to borrow a boat and
find the owner afterwards and compensate him, A sudden
eoxclamation started him as he came in sight of the bridge.

““Bai Jovel It's Figgins!” )

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy jammed his eyeglass into his
eye and staroed at Figgina.

Figgins halted, and setared at Arthur Augustus D'Aroy.

o gui Jove! It's weally Figgins!"

“My hat!” muttered Figgins.

He ‘was nonplussed for the moment. To go on meant
capture, for capture merely consisted in being tapped on
the shoulder, and there was no room to dodge in the narrow
towing-path. To turn back was as bal, for ho knew that
one at least of his pursuors would have turned down Water
Lane, even if the others went on to the village.

“ Fancy meotin’ you!" said D’Arcy, ‘1 came along here
for a stwoll, after leavin' the othahs.™

“ Oh, did you?"” said Figgins,

He rather wondered that D'Arey did not advance upon
him, tap him on the shoulder, and claim him as a prisoner.
In the :i:!!pernle hope of getting out of his fix, he was willing
to parley and gain timo.

“Yans, wathah, deah boy! Blalke tweated me with

A Tale of Tom Merry & Co.
v Martin Clifford.
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shockin' wudeness, and 1 am afwaid that I can no longah
wegard him as a fwiend. Hewwies was vewy wu too.
Dig was not wude, but he l.ughod when they bumped me
into the bush, He did woally.

“Too bad!" said Figgina.'

‘““Yaos, you soo, it wasn't tweatin’
wospoct, at’s weally why I
tweatod with gweat diswespeet

me with pwopah
ave up the chase. I was
y some young wottahs in

the Third Form, too. They bowled me ovah, thinking I-

was you.'

“Did they really?”

“ Yaas, wathah! Of course, I wemonstwated!
us_an insult.’’

Figgins's eyes gleamed,

! B_ut they jumped on me withou’ seein’ me, you see,"
explained D'Arcy; *‘that accounts for it.  Wally didn't
weally mean to hurt my feelings when he said that he had
mistaken me for you.”

“ Well, Gussy, you've capturad me,’ said Figgins grimly.
“ But it's an excellent opportunity for me to give you a
hiding for your cheek,”

1 weally do not compwehend,” said D'Arcy. ‘I have
not captured you, deah boy.”

““Ass! You've only got to tap me on the shoulder, I
can hear one of the rotters behind me, so it's all up!” said

Figgins.
"%-lur. I'm out of it, deah bey T haven't been to the
the wulas I sl:]nuld have to

I took it

wuined castle, and in' t
follow you there before I could capchah you.

Figgins start

“ You—you haven't been to the castle!” he exclaimed.
* Then 1 van’t be captured by you. You young ass, why
didn't you say so before?”

¥ You didn't ask me, deah boy.”

TFiggins burst into o laugh

“Well, I didn't. Let's get by.
hiding."”

He ran, and D'Arcy ran after him excitedly.

“Figging! I say, Figzins! Pway wait a moment; it is
important——""

i

I'll let you off that

ins looked back.
at is it—quick?"”

“You have spoken of a hidin'. 1 wish you to fully un-
dahstand that, undah any ecircs, whatevah, I should have
utr.ah:iy wefused to weceive anythin’ of the sort, and that I
should, on the contwawy, have given you a feahful
thwashin’——""
‘But Figgins was not listening., He was sprinting on again,
and D'Arcy was left to discourse to the towing-path and the
river. The swell of 8t. Jim's was startled the next minute
by a heavy clap on the shoulder. Ho swung round with a
}um , to see Tom Merry. The hero of the Shell was panting
or breath. : :

‘“Was that Figgins, Gussy——""

I weally wish you would not_stwike me on the shonldah
in that extwemely wude and wuff mannah, Tom Mewwy.”

“ Was that Figgins?” ' gy

“It disturbs my nerves, and, in fact, thwows me inte
quite a fluttah, to say nothin’ of the fact that.you have
,wum&led my jacket."

T Waa that Figgina?"' bawlod Tom ¥erry.

1 disappwove of this wuff method of gwootin' absolutely,

and I wofuse—-—""
. D'Arcy sat down in the grass as the indignant junior
gave him a push on the chest, and Tom Merry raced on
without waiting for his guestion to be answered. He had
heard voices ns he rounded a bond in the towing-path, and
thought that.he recognised the tones of Figgins, He dashed
on, and rounded another bend, and came in sight of Figgins,
and stopped, with an exclamation of dismay.

Figgins was casting off the painter of a small boat moored
to the bank., He cast loose, jumped in, and picked up an
oar as Tom Morry came racing on,

Fig{eim saw him, and looked uyiewith a grin.

A dozen yards only separated them as Figgins shoved off
with (he oar, and the littlo skiff wen{ danecing out upon the
glimmering waters of the Ryll,

. Tom Merry halted on.the bank, breathless, exasperated,
A dozen feet of deep water separated him from the boat, and
Figgﬂu waved his hand mockingly, Then he settled down
to his oars, and pulled upstroam,
CHAPTER 16,
In at the Death!
OM MERRY starod afier Figgins in a state of exas-
ration. It was too bad, when he had fairly run
he hare down, to be baffled like this at the last
moment. But he did not give in yet, The race would not
end until Figgins was safe home at 85 Jim’'s, captured or
uncaptured.

NEXT
. THUREDAY;

T
e

“THE FIFTH AT ST. JIM'S."

-

Tom Merry went off along the towing-path. Figgins was
ulling against the current, and it was quite easy for Tom
rry to keep pace on the bank—so long as the path was
clear. There was a yell from Ryleombs Bridge as Figgins
pulled underncath it, The bridge and the road wore
crowded with fellows returning that way from the old castle.
Kerr and Gore, and Reilly and Kerruish clambered on the
rurlpet, and yelled at the scout below, and Mellish brought
\is poea-shooter into play. Bui Figgins did not even heed,
He pulled on steadily, while some of the fellows serambled
round to the bank to take up the pursuit on the towing-
Knth. Tom Merry followed the path under the bridge, and
ept on steadily. Past the bridge, the wood came in sight,
which extended along the Ryll as fa: as the grounds of St,
Jim'’s, and then the boathoise of Rylcombe Grammar
School. Tom Merry sethis teeth and prepared for a
desperate dash., If there were any of the Grammarians noar
the boathouse, he knew that he would not be allowed to
pass easily.

And fortunstely for Figgins—unfortunately for his pur.
suor—the Grammarians were theie. Three youths in
Grammar School caps had put up a boat, and were enrrying
the oars ashore, when they caught aiﬁht of Tom Merry.

‘ Look out!" shouted Monk., ‘‘Collar himl’*

Monk, Lane, and Carboy, the three Grammarians, dropped
the oars and made & dash ot Tom Meiry. They did not
waste time in words. The rivalcy between the two schools
was keen, and led to actions, not words, when the rivals met.
Tom Merry halted.

Figgins pulled steaclisr on towards St. Jim's,

Only for a moment did Tom Merry stand hesitating on
To allow Limself to be collared by the
Grammarians would be the end of his chase. They blocked
the way, and he took the only possible course, He left the
towing-path, and made for Rylcombe Lane through the
wood. The Grammarians, not in the least understanding
how matters stood, but seeing that the ** Saint "' was fleeing,
ran after him with gleeful shoats. Figgins chuckled as he
rowed on towards St. Jim's,

Tom Merry went along the track through the wood as if
he had been on the cinder path, The Grammarians followed'
him for a quarter of a mile or more, but Tom Merry gradu-
ally distanced them, end at lost Monk and his comrades
gave it up. Tom Merry did ot slackan his pace. He had
to go a long way round now to intercept Figgins, and he
could not afford to lose a second,

He left the footpath, and followed a beaten track which he
knew well, which would lead him to the road within a few
minutes of the gatés of Bt. Jim’s. If he were in time, ho
would yet be able to intercept Figgins, who would be bound
to land at the boathouse and come up the path to the school.

He came out into the rond, A dozen or more juniors were
in sight, but thoy were all follows who had given up the
chase before reaching the castle, and 8o were ont of it. Tom
Merry had had the longest run, but he was home before
any who had returned cﬁ?oct.ly from the turning point.

'.lzhe hgm of the Shell stopped to hreathe as he came into
the road. He was in right of the gates of 8t, Jim's now,
and he saw the figures of Ferrers Locke and the colonel
standing there. That was enough to tell him that Figgins
was not yet home, He started down the road, whon there
was a sudden clatter of hoofs and a yell of warning. Tom
Merry sprang aside as & donkey clattered by with a youth
clinging to its bare back, and urging it on with his heels.
The donkey reared, and D'Arcy minor slid from its back
and joined Tom Merry breathlessly.

“ Got him?" he gasped,

Tom Merry stared at him, )

“1 got a lift,” explained D'Arcy minor, with a chuckle.
“1 found that donkey grazinli]in a_field beside the road,
and I commandeered him. lessed if I know whom he
belongs to, but I dare say he'll find his way home. Jolly
lucky for me I learned to ride bareback at Kastwood, wasn't
it?"

' You reckless_young boundar

“ Have you got him?"

“No, I haven't, He's not in yet."

“Good! Then I'm in at the fimsh. I told you ihe Third
Form meant business this time, my pippin!”

“Did you? I don’t remember.’ ; )

“ Woell, if I didn't tell you, L thought it,"”" grinned Wally.
“I'm in at the death! Ml,y only Aunt Jane! I think
mﬁﬂ must be pretty nearly dead by this time. Whero
in he?”

the towing-path.

"

Tom Merry did not reply. He dashed forward ns n
distant footstep caught his ear. If he did not cut Figgins
off from the school, the hare would baffle him yet. Wally
dashed after him, The hero of the Third meant to be, as
he expressed it, in at the death. )

A path ran down from the gates of 8t. Jim's to the river,

A Tale of Tom Merry
BY Marin Olifiged: C°
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where the school boathouse stood. Figging was eomh;g/up
the path, having left his skiff at the boathouse. The bréath-
less fugitive was within three minutes of home—but there
was a lion in the path, in the shape of Tom Merry.

‘* There he is " Bud&enly yelled Wally.

There he was—for a second—but there he was not, the
next. Figgine had ocaught sight of Tom Merry, headin
him off from 8t. Jim's, and in a second he had dashed o
in a new direction, without pausing a moment. Leavin
the path, he ran across the fields, and Tom Merry plunge
through a gap in the hedge and cut across to intercept him.
Wally made a rush to keep up with him; but the Third-
Former was quite spent. He reeled as he plunged through
the ditch, and sank into a bed of fern, ans sat there
gasping,

" "N!‘;: only Aunt Jane!” gasped D'Arcy minor. “I'm
one !

A strong hand plucked him from the ditch and set him
on his feet. It was that of the colonel, who looked at him
with an approving smile. Ferrers Locke patted him on the
shoulder,

" Well, done, my lad; you've stuck it out well.”

““Not so bad,” panted Wally. *“In at the death, you
know ; only one other chap in front. Not so bad.”

The detective strained his eyes after Figgine. The Now
House junior, suddenly cut off from his goal, had taken
to the fields. He gained some distance by crossing a wide,
full ditch, and then tessing the plank into the water. Tom
Merry lost & minute in going round, Figgins made tho
most of it. He could not make for the gates of the school,
for D'Aroy minor was there, mndg to \collar him if he
appeared. Yot he was not *home” unless he was within
the walls of 8t. Jim's.

He ran on swiftly, though now with labouring breath.

The long struggle was telling on him, as it was upon Tom
Morry. ut Figging was always game to the finish. There
was o spot where the wall had many a time been erossed hy
the juniors, after locking-up. Tha{ was Figgy’s only hope
now. a

From the inside, the crossing was easy, by means of the
ivy and a slanting oak-troe near the wall. From the out-
side, the climb was possible to only few, and then was very
difficult. But I-'ig;ginu had no other chance.

He came out of the fields into the road again, and made
for the well-known place, Tom Merry, guessing his
intention, put on a spurt to overtake him. ach of the
jl;fnicirs put his last ounce of strength into that last desperate
efrort.

Figging came up to the wall. There was no time to think
of cautious climbing—the footsteps of the pursuer were too
close behind,

He came on
spring, and hia
wall.

Only one effort more was required to drag his legs over;
to roll over the wall and drop down on the inside, the
victor in the long contest.

But the spring had pumped him out, and he hung to the
wall, utterly spent; without the strength to move a finger,
let alone to pull himself up.

It was only for a few scconds, but those few seconds were
all that Tom Merry required. He came up, almost reeling
in his run with fatigue, but grimly determined. Figgins

allantly, and without stopping made a
ands closed in a grip on the top of the

strove to drag himself up, but a strong pair of hands closed
on his ankles,
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“Got you!" gasped Tom Merry.

Figgina set his teeth. He was not captured unless a
hand was laid on his shoulder—and that was safe so far.
He made a desperate effort to drag himself up, But it was
easier for Tom R!orry to throw his wai?ht on the New House
junior, than for Figgins to pull himself away.

" Got you "

Figgins gasped, utterly winded.

“Right-ho! Let go, or 1 shall come down on my
napper "

“You're my prisoner {"

‘“ Honest Injun!”

Tom Merry let go. Fi
reeled against the wall.
on the shoulder, !

Wi xou'vo done me !” gasped Figgins. “ Jolly olose thing,

“ Yeos, rather; it's all right! My hat! I'm fagged! T
shouldn’t have done it alone, old Figgy; il young Wally
hadn't bee.l'\ at the gate you could have run straight on and

in,

“ Well, that's so, too,”

*“ Honours are easy !" said Ferrers Locke, as he cama up,
“But by the rules of the competition Tom Merry in the
victor in contost,” . ;

*Oh,; yes, that's all right|"” panted Figgins, ‘' I'm done,
T did my best.”

“And a splendid best it was, too,” said Ferrers Locke,
patting the exhausted junior on the back. ' Tom Merry has
won the contest, and es Chief Scout of Bt. Jim's, but
I should advise him to choose you for second in command,”

‘“ What-ho !” said Tom Merry,

The amicable rivals, Tom Merry leaning on Ferrers
Locke’s arm, and Figgins on the golonel's, entered the gates
of Bt. Jim's. And as the juniora came crowding in, and
the result of the contest was learned, there were loud cheers
for Tom Merry, and cheers almost as loud for Figgins, It
had been a splendid contest, and, as Forrers Locke put it,
honours were easy. !

Jack Blake gave Tom Merry a hearty thump on the back
when he came in, as a sign that he took his victory in good
part.

“Borry I didn't rope him in,” he said. *“ But I'm glad
it's n Bezool House kid did it, any way, That's something.’

“Yaas, wathah!"” D'Arcy remarked. * And do you know,
deah boys, my young bwothah whs mext in aftah Tom
Mewwy—young Wally, He was weally! Upon the whole,
I wegard the youn ndah with pwide, and I shall not
give him the feahful thwashin’ I was goin’ to give him for
his fonhful cheek. He is a little lclllly\'l‘ you but he
sticks to a thing, weally, as wesolutely as I'do mynli."

“Well, it - was a run,” said Blake. “ We should
probably have had Figgy if Gussy hadn’t been with us——"

“Oh, weally, Blake——"

“ 8till, it's no good thinking of that now. It was a good
beginning for the scouts of 8t. Jim's,"”

» " Yaas, wathah "

And Jack Blake's opinion was shared by all the boy

soouts, A
THE END,

(Another splendid, complete Story of Tom Merry and Co. next Thuraday,
entitled *“The Fifth at 8. Jim's.” Please order your copy aof the
““Gem " Llbrary In advance. Price One Penny.) .

ina dropped into the road, and
@ hero of the Bhell tapped him
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A STORY YOU WILL ENJOY READING.

By MAX HAMILTON.

e e

THE OPENING CHAPTERS.

David Steele, fifteen years of age, is forced through cir-
cumstanees to leave the little North-country village which
had been home to him all his days.

Wrexborough is his destination. He tramps on hour after
hour, but at last, being too tired to move, falls to sleep
on the banks of a . He is awakened voices, and
overhears a vile plot. He resolves to frustrate it, and is
successful in saving the victim's life.

The next morning the rescued man tells David he is Mr.
Beott, a wealthy Wrexborough mine-owner. He exacts a
promise from the boy not to say a word about the attempt
on his life, and orders Mr. Grafton, his manager, # find
David some work to do. He also gets Mrs, Nichols, the wife
of one of his men, to board and lodge him. ;

Beeoming aware of another plot, David proceeds one night
to a disused mine, whore two scoundrels are awaiting Mr.
Scott. In attempting to warn the latter, David'is captured
by the plotters. Mr. Boott duly comes, is overpowered by
fgo two ruffians, who prove to his own brother George,
and Markham, and confined in the old shaft. David, who
has been stunned and left in a burning shed, escapes, much
hurt, with his news into Wrexhorough. On telling his tale
he is faced by George Scott, who is impersonating his
brother. The latter roughly bids him be silent, but recover-
ing himself, lays his finger on the boy’s pulse.

‘ (Now go on with the story.)

The Old Mine—Lost ia the Darkness.

“You're right, the boy's in a high fever,” eaid Scott.
“ Will you take him home, Grafton, and see that he has the
doctor? You can tell the people where he lodges that I
will be responsible for what he wants wkile he is laid up.”

And with a curt nod he turned on his heel, and strode
rapidly nwa{. Once out of sight of Grafton and hia com-
|mn:0n he stopped and groung his heel savagely into the
road.

" Curse the boy 1" he muttered. * He has as many lives
as a cat. When I saw his face I thought for a minute that
the game was up. Evidently, though, he has no suspicion
of I.Eo real state of things, so he cannot have overheard
much of what T said to Markham last night. 8till he knows
that there is something wrong and is just the sort of yuunf—
ster to peer about tithe finds what that something "is. Tt
i a fo:iunnf.ﬁ thing that he is ill. Everything he says can
be put down to delirium; but he will need wat#ing— ay,
and something more than that—will Master David Steele.'

The doctor’s verdict was that David Steele had had a
narrow escape of a serious illness. He forbade all work for
at least a week; and for seven days David was fussed over
as nn invalid by kindly Mrs. ichols. The generally
accepted theory of his absence from the house during that
eventful night—a theory which the doctor leaned to, was
that he hn(fwantlerad out in an attack of delirium,

This theory David, for his own
tradict.

It was idle for him to pretend that the treatment he had
received from the man he thought to be Scott had not
altered his feelings towards his employer. In fact, he was
bitterly disappointed in him. He had saved Beott's lifo at
the risk of his own, apd - 8cott—so he thought-—havin
esoaped from the second snare laid by his enemies—had left
the lad to whom he owed so much to their tender mercy.

Of Markham, since that night on the moor, David had
seen nothing. He had suddenly announced his intention of
changing his lodgings, and moved to a house some distance
up tho street.  His place in the household was, for the

reasons, did not con-

present, supplied by Micky Jones, who, on Mrs. Nichols’s
recommendation, had obtained the situation of errand boy
ut a neighbouring grocer’s shop. I :

It was not until after he had returned to work that David
saw his former fellow-lodger again, and then in an unex-
pected manner. /4

Turning w corner. of one of the galleries, ludthnﬁr he
came upon two mon engaged in conversation—the one Marl-
ham, the other—was it or was it not—Fth David could
not see, so quickly did he turn away 'and hurry off; but
from his dress he could tell that it was no miner,

They had ceased speaking the instant the lad ane‘nreql,
but not before some words of Markham’s had reached his
ears.

' To-night T can manage it all right wmn- the others have
left the pit.” g

David started. oo

‘' Bomething new up now,” he muttered, *To-ni ht—hae
can manage it all right when the ethers have loft t & pit.
What can he mean? Upon my word the whole thing is
absolutely maddening, Twice Markham has tried to murder
Scott, and now, if I am not mistaken, here they are as thick
as thievea again,”

It miﬁht have been imagined that after the narrow
escapes he had already had, David would have been chary
of again interfering 1n Markham's affairs. Such was not
the case, however; but it was more than ‘curiosity that
spurred him on—a determination to bring to book the
cowardly ruffians who had twice all but murdered him,
With this end in view he turned over Markham's words in
his mind. The conclusion to which thex pointed was obvioua
—Markham had some secret project, which was to be carried
out in the mine after working hours. What it could be
the lad could not even guv@a; but he very soon made up
his;'miud that he would find out, and fixed upon a plan of
action.

Plainly Markham intended to remain in the it; he—
David—must thercfore do the same. The boy did not dis-
guise from himself that this meant practical imprisonment
underground tiH-.next day with a man who, should he
suspect his presence, would not hesitate to rid himeelf of it.
It behoved him, therefore, to use the utmost care agninst
disoovar]y.

A little reconnoitring showed him that Markham would
have no difficulty in earrying out his part of the scheme.
The miner was at work at the end of a narrow gallery, and
his mates, when they laft off work, would naturally imuﬁnﬁ
he was following them. He had only to lie low till ¢ oy
were gone for his absence to be entirely unnoticed.

Further investigation showed the boy that a short distance
from the spot at which Markham was working was a eross
fateway intarsecting the gullery. ' This eross gatoway Mark-
ium would be bound to pass in whatever direction he was
going, since there was no other exit from the gallory. Tt
;:"as n]t.fl is spot accordingly that David resolved to station

imasaell,

His heart beat fast when the hour for knocking off work
approached. Tt was with some diffioulty that he dvoided
him fn'mtes as tho stroam of miners began to pour towards the
shaft,

No one noticed him, however, and erouching down at the
angle of the intersecting tunnels, he peered roynd the corner,

So far David had judged correctly. Markham was gtill
thore, sure enough. The gleam from his lamp was visible
some few yards away.
 David himself had not dared to bring his lamp, since ite
light must infallibly betray his presence, His only guide
through the mazes of tne pit, therefore, would be the amp
carried by his enomy. .

For some moments the gleam of light that denoted Mark-

Have you got your copy of ANSWERS yet?  The Great ANSW‘E‘RS’.VSerlal starts to-day,
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ham'’s whereabouts remained stationary., Then, the miner
having probably come to the conclusion that his mates had
left the coast ‘clear, it moved and advanced to the apot
where David was crouching. ‘

The boy shrank back as it neared him, prepared to take
to_instant flight should Markham turn in his direction. The
miner, however, kopt straight on, and David, shipping out
of his hiding-place, followed him, ke ping on his heels as
closely as he dared. A fow yards furtLer down the gallery
and the light was suddenly ec'ipsed. Markham had turned
off fo the right, and Duvid had to stumble forward in dark-
mess till ho reached the opening up which the miner had

gone,

* This manceuvre was repeatad two or three times, by which
time & considerable distance had been traversed, and David
began to ask himsolf whither his involuntary guide was
leading him, Ho far as he could make out, Mar ham was
making strmght for the worked-out portion of tho mine, and
would soon find himself face to.face with the ** goal’? or
choked-up passages, which must surely stop his further
progress. .

Suddenly Markham stopped. . As David had surmised,
he had roached a wall of broken rock. ;

Ho set down his Inmp upon the ground, and David, a few
paces off, watched him brenth!esalg-.

The miner knelt down, and the boy gave a gasp of sur.
?:«l:u 5 he saw him lower himself through n hoPa in the
. Down he went till only his head was visible; then, stretch-
Ing out his handy, he gripped the lamp, and the next moment
he and it had disappeared.

It did not take David long to grope his way to the edge
of the opening through which Markham had vanished.
Kneoling above it, he could plainly hear the minor stumbling
wmong loose stones and frpgments of rock. .

Hg waited till the sounds grew fainter. “Then, with a

oating heart, he lowered himself through the opening and

ropped as quietly as he could to the ground below. He
drow a breath of relief as he saw that Markham’s lamp was
atill visible some little distance away,

@ task of stalking his unconscious guide had now become
more difficult; it needed extreme eaution to make no noiso
in_the darkness, since the ground was plentifully bestrewn
with rubble, over which the boy more than ence nearly fell
headlong. David could pretty well guess where he was. Ho
knew that at more than one point the workings which had
been reached from the old shaft on the moor practically
intersected those of the modern Wrexborough pit; but ho

ad as yot no glimmering of Markham's object in visiting
these disused and dangerous tunnels,

On they went through the narrow and crumbling passages,
where the masses of rock which had fallen from the decay-
ing roof often made it difficult to squeeze a way. More than
once, as the ground sloped, David plunged knee-deep into
water; but etill Markham held stancﬁly on, and Davig held
a8 sloadily on his track. .

The boy was beginning to wonder how much longer this
strange progress was to continue, when Markham paused
ab an intersecting tunnel, and turned shnrf{)ly off from the
one he had been hitherto traversing. David was on_lia fow

rda behind him: and as the light vanis urried
orward, feeling his way with outst nds. As ho

id 8o, however, his {oot caught in a loose stone, and he
ell forwnrd on his knoes.

He startod up, and stood listening anxiously, expecting

ar to return and ascertain the cause of the noise.
1f so, how 0 escape him in this maze of darkness?
And aa.the question presented itself to him, the boy realised,
for the first time, the full rashness of his undertaking.

If the sound had reached Markham's ears, however, he
had probably put it down to a fall of stones from the roof ;
and after waiting a moment and hearing no returning foot-
stops, David hastened on again. e reached the opening
down which Markham had si-nppaarod, turned the corner,
and then stood still in blank horror, :

.. Markham and his light had vanished. There waa nothing
‘bofore him but darkness—the darkness of the tomb!

—_—

Help I-—~A Strange Discovery.

The boy's heart stood sti'l. )

For an instant a horrible foreboding almost paralysed
him ; then, forgetting even his fear of Markham in his over-

hefminc sonso of loneliness and darkness, he staggered
orward as fast as the uneven nature of the ground would
allow him, ]

“There must be another turning a little further on, I
i i i shallI” he

shall nede the li htlm a minute. I shall—I
muttered, wi ry lips. ,
But wo’u.ld ll‘tltmt ¥urnping never come? The gallery scemed
ondless.
NEXT
THURSDAY!

He felt it at last, an opening on his left—but felt it only.
No sign of a light| Which way, then, had Markham gone?

His brain was reeling as ho dashéd across the tunnel.
Yeas; there was another opening on the right, There were
tth;ue ways, then; either of which the miner might have

aken. A

To find his way back without a light through all the turn-
inl and twistings of the disused mine was a sheer impossi-
bility. His safety depended on discovering the man who
was at once his enemv and his guide, and every momont’s
delay lessoned his chance, of overtaking him.” In blind
desperation he stumbled forward. e

On and on he went. He thought no more of caution;
botter that Markham should discover—ay, kill him=than
that he should be left to wander through that blind and
pitchy darkness, through endless turnings, until exhaustion
overcame him, and he lay down to leave his bones where
no man would ever discover them. The perspiration dripped
from his forehead as he ran, htl-ling now and again, and
vicking himself up, heedless of his bruises, to recommence
nis frantic chase

“ Markham!” he callod” at last, - Markham!”  Better
to throw himself upon his enemy’s mercy than to wait for
death in a living tomb.

But no answer came to his despairing cry. It echood
along the gallery and died away slowly, as if in mockery
of the boy's agony. : )

Again he hegan his hopeless journey—this time to find his
way blocked by the fallen roof. Back he turned: but he
was almost exhausted now—his limbs were trembling, and
his breath came in long-drawn sobs. For some ten minutes
or 50 he staggered onwards through the darkness; then he
felt that his strength was failing him utterly, He had lost
all hope that Markham was within hearing i but a last
desperate ery for aid rose involuntarily to his lips.

‘“Help !” he shrieked. *“‘Help—for ‘mercy's sake, help!”
As the echo of his own aceents died away, he stood motion-
lfsa, l]-ns heart thumping against his ribs, his every sense on

e alert., 2
Had he or had he not been answered? Was he dreaming?
Iad his ears deceived him, or had he in truth ‘heard 'a
human voice give back an answering shout?

For a moment he stood thus, scarcely daring to hope or
ljwﬂ'tht;" And then a ery—a ery of hope and relief—sprang
o his lips, :

There was no mistake. He had heard arighti A voice
had answered ‘him. He hurried forward in the direction
whence it soemed to come.

* Where are you?!” he shouted. “ Call again!”

Again the cry was repeated, sounding louder and louder
as he went on; and, as it grew clearer, David felt a thrill
of hope, as it was borne in upon him that the voice he heard
was certainly not Markham’s, ¢

hoso was it, then? Who else but Markham could be
wandering about theso gloomy, disused tunnels?

As the question flashed through his brain, he reached an
intersecting passage, and, to -his quuarabfe joy, a streak
of light met his eyes Never w?lh'rht more welcome to a
human being than it was to David at that _moni::t,

And, as he neared it, he saw that it was, in fact, a streak
of light—such o stroak as comes through the hinges of a
door. it was o wooden door against which his fingers
at length hed, 2 door that yielded to his touch; tho
door, us he wards discovered, of what had formerly
been one of the stables of the old mine.

Comparatively dim #a was the light in this shed, it dazzled
his oyes, so long accustomed to utter darkness. For. the first
moment he could nol make out anything of his surroundings,
and he stood blinking in the doorway until a ery of amazo-
ment fell upon his ears.

“Good heavens: David Steele!” !

There was no mistaking that voice,  And, as the mist
cleared away from the boy's sight, he stared in utter
astonishment at the figure before him.

On a rough bed, which was nothing more than a heap
of straw, la William Scott—his cheeks sunken, his eyes
unnaturally large, kla whole appearance telling of suffering
and confinement, Jir of water and a hunk of bread were

laced upon the floor beside him, The bare shed was lit
Ey a lamp hanging from the roof; and by its light David
poroeived, as Scott started into a sithing posture, that a
slight but strong-looking chain ran from his right wrist to a
itcaple firmly socured into the wall, =

“Mr. Scott!" he stammerod, unable to bolieve his eyes,

“David, my dear lad! It does me good to see your face
again. Thank Heaven you have come! But how did yon
find out whore I was? How did you manage to get here?’

And the mine-owner stretched out a thin, wasted hand,

“1 have
“ aver since that night—how Iong ago ia it?
count of time. Whenever Mark

“THE FIFTH AT ST. JIM'S.”

been in a torment about you,” Boott went on
i 1 have lost all
am has visited me, I have
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Implored him to tell me what they had done with you—
whether you were still alive. But, I euppoese by my brother's
orders, he refused to give me an answer.”

“Your brother!” cried David, a light breaking. in upon
him.  *‘Then it is your brother that is living at Wrex-
borough, while he keeps you here—here!”

Heott nodded sadly.

“Yes,"” he said, " my enemy is my own brother Georq:a.
It was he who tried to kill me on tine railway-line, and he
who, b]y o forged lettér, purporting to come from a friend of
mine, lured me to the old shaft!"

David stood thunderstruck. All that,had appeared to him
so incomprehensible in his employer’s conduct was clear to
him now.

‘“Dao you wonder, now,” Bcott went on bitterly, “that I
wished to keep secret the horrible story of his attempt upon
my life? But tell me, how did you find me out, David?”

In as fgw words ag he could, David velated his adventures—
his tracking of Markham, and his horrible experience in the
darkness of the mine. When he had finished, Scott grasped
his hand warmly.

“You are a plucky fellow, Dave!” was all he said; but
there wae & heartfelt ring in his tone.

C“It's lucky you did not come across Markham,” he con-
tinued, after a moment’s pause. * He had only left me about
ten minutes before I heard your cry, He came to replenish
my scanty stock of provisions,” and he pointed to the bread.
*They keep me on pretty short commons, Dave. 1 suppose
my brother thinks that by starving me he will get me down
to his terms, and bring the money he wants out of me,
Whatever happens I cannot have a public scandal. I cannot
denounce my brother,

“My father iz dead, but my mother is still alive; and,
David, she ut_ill hopes that George will one day reform, and
1 will not bring this fresh misery upon her if I can prevent
it. I shall wantyou to help me to get out of this, my
boy; but my @ and return to Wrexborough must be
lnu.nn?ed without compromising my brother. ou under-
stand?"”

He broke off suddenly, and =at listening, with a
forefinger.

“Huszh!" he whispered, Markham is
coming back!” *

David sprang to the door, with the intention of slipping
away into the darkness.

“Too late!” whispered Scott, checking him with an
anxious gesture, )

He was right. The opening of the door would have re-
vedled the boy's figure against the light in the shed for the
whole length of the gallery.

The footsteps were growing nearer,
moment to be lost! .

*David looked round the bare little shed. Its four blank
walls—three of them of planking, the fourth formed by the
rock face—offered not the faintest shadow of a hiding-place.
Quickly his mind revolved. The possibility of taking Mark-
ham by surprise, and sliding past him as the door opened;
but Scott cut hia plans short,

“The straw, Dave!”" he whispered excitedly.
guick—quick 1"

David understood.

The prisoner's bed was

raised

“1 hear footsteps.

There was not a

*“The straw—
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“It’s not here,” replied Scott quiukl{.

Perhnru his eagerness to prevent Markham making a search
for ‘his lost property was too obvious, for the miner replied
roughly :

“1 didn't expect you to tell if it was. Not such a fool,
I'll see for myself, timk you! I may have dropped it as I
went along; on ’tother hand, you may have got it shoved
away in your straw, ready to stick it into me when you get
the chance. 8it up, will you, and let us have a look !’

Scott, as he lay across David's prostrate body, felt the boy
stir in readiness to spring up, and pressed his elbow against
him as o sign to lie quiet for the present. Then:

“1 shall do nothinq' of the kind!"” he said quietly,

“You won't, won't you!" returned the miner grimly.
“We'll see about that!”

He placed his lamp upon the floor, and leant over Scott,
intending to raise him by main force—an ecasy task, he
imagined, with one not only shackled, but weakened by short
rations and confinement. As he did so, however, Scott, rais-
ing his right arm, struck the miner with all his strength
upon the forehead. The padlock by which the chain was
secured about his wrist, ndﬁad to the force of the blow, and
Markham sank down in a heap, the blood spouting from a
deep cut above the eye.

‘“ Now, Dave,” he cried, “up with you and run! BStop!
Wait a minute; I've knocked him senseloss!”

It was true. Beott had only hoped to make a momanturi
diversion in David's favour, but, with the aid of the padloc
he had done better than he had intended.

“Good luck!” exclaimed David gleefully, as he bent over
his unconscious enemy. .

“It is good luck!” Scott replied. “Now he will never
guess that you have been here at all; but you must take
advantage of it, and be off at once. Listen! Turn to your
left outside this door, and about ten yards straight on you
will find yourself at the foot of the ol shaft. As I told you
there is a rope ladder; it reaches to within twenty feet of
the surface. After that there are iron stanchions driven into
the rock right up to the top. The way is simple enough,
though no one would ever guess at it. Now, up you go.
Come down when you think it is safe, when you are sure

ou are not watched, and until you see me again do not

reathe a word of what you know to a living soul.”

With a last grip on the hand, David slipped to the door,
following Bcott’s directions, and found himself at the foot of
the shaft. Mounting a rope ladder is not so easy as it sounds,
and before he had gone half way, the boy's legs were aching,
ami( his knuckles bruised by contact with the surface of the
rock.

“Thank goodness!” he muttered, as he reached the end of
the ladder, and put out his hands to feel for the stanchions
of which Scott had spoken. As he gripped the first, two or

three little stones which he dislodged went rattling down

depths, and, following on the sound, came another,
started.
arkham! What a time

into the

at which the bo
“That you,
David looked up.

truded, distinetl
David stoppe

ou've been.”

visible against the sky.

short. Ile knew instinctively whose was the
voice he had heard, and
whosé the head that pro-

mouth.

nothing more nor less than — =
a heap of straw. It was
just possible that a boa of
bnvid's size might effec

George

“That you, Markham 7"

tually conceal himself be-
neath it.

The idea had only oe-
curred to Scott just in

time,

However, when the door 6
wag opened, nothing was
visible of the bogl(._ and the
prisoner lay on his primi-
tive bed.

As Sceott had surmised,
his visitor was Markham.

‘“Hallo,” he said coolly,
“1 didn't expect to see
you back so soon!”

‘“And you wouldn't 'a
done,” returned the miner,
“if T hadn't ha' left my
knife. I was cutting your
bread with it, and I sup-
pose I have dropped it!
'm not goin’ to lgnvo it
hnndy for you, you bet |

readers,
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memorated with great gusto. But friend D’Arcy

is not so pleased as he might be.

I leave you to guess why!
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was repeatad in o louder
tone,

Needless to say, the
question vreceived no
answer. In fact, it was
hardly out of the speaker’s
mouth before David had
Q b‘*.’f““ to climb down the

toilsome way by which he
8 had lately ascended.

Bouverle

He
thanked his lucky stars
George Scott had spoken
before he had betrayed his
presence by walkin
straight into his enemy's
arms.  As it was, it would
be easy pnou.gf: to lie
concealed in the darkness
in the bottom of the shaft
until Markham had made
his ascent, and with his
fellow-conspirator cleared
off from the neighbourhood.

The EDITOR,
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Over the edge of the pit a head pro-

truded over the pit's
SBeott,

/ and he alone, knew of
§ 7109 do you do? @8 o
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But in laying his [‘ﬂnns he had reckoned without his host,
Boarcely was he half way down the ladder than a sudden
tightening of the rope’ warned him that a fresh strain had
been placed upon it. He looked down, and far below him a
5?“1: of light shone like a tiny moving star—the light from
the lantern carried by Markham, e was between two
fires, one enomy on the watch at the top of the shaft, the
other with every second advancing on him from below. For
a moment he remained nearly paralysed with terror, and then
a second time he began to climb upwards. His only chance,
he felt, was on reaching the pit brow, to scramble to his feet,
and take to flight as quickly as might be; but he knew that
the chance was a very faint one. His hf' were aching
horribly from the tedious olimb, and he could hardly doubt
that if he succeeded in getting past his enemy in the first
instance, the latter would easily be able to overtake him.
Yot to atay where he was, and fall into Markham’s clutches,
was simply madness.

Ho had almost reached the top of the shaft, and was
nerving himself for the necessary dash, when his upturned
eyes fell upon o thick bush that overhung the edge of the

it-mouth, a short distance to the right of the spot where
10 wos gaining the surface. He remembered noticing that
very bush when he had stood at the tdp, and remarking
inwardly that its roots were fixed on the very edge of the

gulf.

If he could get a firm hold of those roots, and if they
were strong enough to sustain his weight, it would be quite
possible for him to hang from them unseen, leaving the
way clear for Markham, who, unless he by chance turned his
lantern on the boy as he passed, would be unaware that his
young adversary was close to him in the darkness.

The experiment was a risky one. It was quile probable
that David’s weight might break or n[;;oat the bush, in which
case a swift death, scores of feet below, was all that he
could hope for,

“But that will be my fate in any case if I'm nabbed by
a-ni of these beauties,” he reflected. “It's only a choice of
risks, so here goes!”

Gripping one of the big iron rails lightly with one hand,
he stretched out the other, and took a firm hold of the bush
just above the earth, then, with his heart in his mouth, swung
off his foothold, and hung dangling by the arms.

heer beneath him was a drop of quite a couﬂle of hun-
dred feet, and for one awful moment, as the branches creaked
beneath his weight, he believed himself about to fall. The
bush was a sturdy one, however, and its roots had a fast
grip of the soil, and so long as the boy’s arms could au[:p‘r.‘t
his weiﬁht, he was safe. Further, its overhanging thickness
effectually concealed him from the sight of anyone above him,

The strain on hiz arms was tremendous ; on {l the desperato
knowledge that his life was at stake enabled him to support
it

Quietly as he had moved, he had not been able to transfer
his weight to the bush without a perceptible rustling and
cracking sound—a sound that brought Ecorgo Beott once
more to the edge of the Eit.

“Markham, are you there?”’ he called once more,

(To be continued.)
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