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CHAPTER 1.
Glorious News !

Figay S
\\ yan  scemed o
hesitate somew !m(
Figgins & Co.—Figey, Kerr, ~und

Wynn of the Fonrth—were chatiing in
the porch of the Now Homse at St. Jin'
or, to be more accurate, Figgins and Ke
were chatting, and Fatty W
plunged m deen thought,
Figgins and Kerr were d.hu
recent House match, in which the ‘-1 lu!u.
House had been beaten—a very interest-
ing topic, Figgins & Co. lIl.’I[lll‘dllIl'[]
that the New House was cock-house in
cricket, as i everything else : but it could
not be demied that Tom Merry & Ca,
kept the School House emd up on the
playing-fields ; i victory wasa
2 10 the heroes

of the New House,
Fattg Wynn appeared to be lListening;

wt, a3 a matter of fact, his thooghts
were far away. But he’ chimed in at
t

*Well®™” said Figgi i plamp and

rosy ehum  besitated.  “What s it,

Thinking of the xt House

il Fativ \’\um vaguely,

“How do you think it is likely to
Yast, Figgy®

that depends,” =aid Figgins,

vised by the question. 1 suppose

it depends on the length of the innings.
H you bowl as you did last tine—"

“Eh?  How can the war depend on
length of an innings?" asked Futty
n ed in his

surpr

skedd how long you thought

“Yos.
would la
18 F Lrhvm

I was talking about House

HJ: lmthm the Hou-r b saicl

Fatty Wynn. Ho v g <o you think

the war will 1.1-r Figgy
Bl | k

Figgy.
before the year
You never ean
* Oh, don’t be an you know ! What
do you think, Keye?
err  assumed very sorious  ex-
pression,

“We shall not sheathe the wword. which
we have not lightly drawn, oniil the
Prussian military dominuation is wholly
and finally destroyed.” he replicd, in the
celebrated w s of 4 great statesman.

said

“Oh, dont be funwpy ! Futty
Wynn cro
© But  th funuy,” =aid Kerr.

. it wasn't intended to be!
“Look here, how long is it goi
said Fatty \\"
anybod I've put haif n
3 Bavings  Cer
punched Climpe's nose for s

w0 of six of one and half a dozen of the
T ducked Racke’s head in the
because bhis father makes
T've sworn a solemn swear never
anything (m-mnn az long as 1

n. m as patriotic as
- pocket-money
T

flive! “But=but
*Well #

But I do waut a study spread again "
;.ud I‘au} Wynn pathetically,
< It

aughing matter,” said the
fat Fourth-Forme® reproachfully.  *I'm
not a greedy chap, like Trimble over the
way. But just think of it! A real
study spread—lots of grub—lots of all
kinds of grub—no end of tuck—just
l]unL\ of it!” groaned Fatty Wynn.
*What's the good of thinking of it?”
said Figgine, with a chuckle. It's
something to have enougn to eat. The
Huns don’t get that, 've read some-

wher at school kid:s in Hunland ave
taking to gnawing choeleather and
things!™”

Fatty Wynn shuddered.

. Kerr shook finger at the fat
junior.
“You're w
keep on like thi:
ing for peace, 1
Housc. It's up to the New

@ severe

ening, Fa If you
we shall im\r you_howl-
ke Trimble of the School
House to

keep a stiff upper lp, and see it through.
We've got ta beat the Huns by tightening
our belts !’

“T'd rather beat them some other

way !” mumbled Fatty Wynn, = There

must be lots of other ways of beating
ll:\ua o

“ Do you want to give in" demanded
Figgmns  ferocionsly. Do you want
Hun soldiers prancing down Rylcombe

Lane? Do you wuni a blinking fat Ger
:qu-n professor stuck here as Head of St
im's ¥

“Of eourse I dow't, yon a ox-
claimed Fatty Wyunn m:hgu.mu\
* What do you want, then?
T wani & study spread.
Figgins  and err  grinne Fatty
Wynn had not tu i en  the
Zeppelin came over He had

king him

only growled at PIE:K!YH !or
up for so trivial a cause If Fatty had
been old enough-to be in the trench 1e
would have gone over the tap as cheerily
he cheertest Tommy in Flanders,

But the grub rules hit him hard.
that Fatty Wynn ooy,
ofter explained, "t yrnm]\
he liked a lot lly didn’t
much about food,
and there was plenty of it Amnd the
Food Controtler, though a very necessary
official, appeared somewhat like an ogre
to Fatty Wynn.

He wounld never have dreamed of dis-
regarding the food regulations, bur his
mind  wande k iweessantly to the
feshpots of Egypt.

Once upon a time it was only a_ques-
tion of being in or out of funds, W hen
a fellow was in funds he eould give an
nrdur to Dame Taggles for a magnificent

but
care
50 long as it was good

Fattv Wynn often dreamed of the pies
of other diys—the whacking pies of the
dear, dead days beyond reenll.

And he couldn’t see anything fo grin
at. The situation was tragic—from his
point of view, at leas

It wen’t do ™

Kerr, shaking kis

finger at Fatty aga “You're weaken-
ing, ty. At this rate we shall soon
have you' joining the stop-the-war party
Wa shall have you turning. into an v

nahle nl:jr‘ctol’ i

“ And think what a dl\gl\.lif‘ ﬂ.dl would
be 1o the New House
Clampe, who's
got to fight it out to o finish

“Well, Clampe thinks it will be over
beiglc he's old enough to go.

“ T
head

‘If may  have m L]dmpv
grinned Figgins,. Tt won't do,
The New House at St Jim's
solidly behind the boys at the Front,
backing them up. You mustu’t let your
mind wander to study spreads.  Tighten
vour belt, and grin and bear 1, and
thank your stars you weren't born a Tun.
And Tl tell you what we'll do, Fatty
whenever you show a sign of thinking
teo mmh about the g\u%; we'll bump
you!

ook here—""

“As a friendly warni

on know,

”l}!ﬂl‘“lf-l' you may m-m-m-mu into a
pa Collar him "

"Lcmk here, you duffers—" roared
Fatty Wynn wratbfully,  ~ Leggo!
Yah——"

Bump
Fatty Wynn sat down on the top step,
planted there foreibly by his affectionate
chums,
He gasped as ]|
“Groogh!
Yow, \ou| tses |

Y

s chumps!
my hat !

(]h,
sking about tudy spreads:”
asked l‘ILK\'"

“Yes

“ Give him another |

“Look here, I'—1'"l— 1 say
Yaroooh !”

Bumip!

= Oh, erumbs 1"

tty Wynn 1!3!1;.'4'].7(1 up by
amd doubléd bis fat I
{err backed away, grumm" into  the
They backed into Mr. Blagy. the
1, who was coming fo the New

Tuh 1 grunted Mr. Blage.
Hallo, tld Blaggy !’ said Figgins.
* Anything for us

ter Wynn '™ said Mr, Blagg.
nn's wrath faded away
was a remittance, there wer
possibilities, in spite of the grub rules,
There were still edible things upon which
the cagle eve of the Food Centroller had
nat fallen.

“Hand it over!”
it nu-htmv(i" 4

*1t's a pmhur:l Master

“Oh 1" said Fatiy, disappointed. -

Mr. Blagg hdrack.'\ out the posteard, and
went on his way.,  Fatty Wynn glanced
carel t the card. It was addressed
to him an unfamiliar hand.
urned it over and looked at
ge written on the back, his ex
anged, for the written message

R {1

he said eageriy.

Wynm !

boy.—1 am aware that yon
tions somewhat
I am sending

T hope you

My dear
must find the foad rest
irksome, and, therefore,
vou, per carrier, a hamper.
will enjoy it.

“Your affectionate,
“TUxoie Tou.!
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CHAPTER 2.
A House Row !

deah boy!”. 2
Arthur Augustus” D’Aroy, of
the Fourth, made that remark
as he turned his eyeglass upon the Fal-
staff of the New House.
© Blake and Herries, and Digby and
D’ Arcy, the chums of Study No. 6 in the
School House, had cut across the quad
to intercept the postman, in the hope of
discoverg a remittance. That hope had
besn, unfortunately, dashed to the
ground; there were no remittances for
Study No. 6. It seemed to them that
war economy, among their relatives, was
being carried to really inordinate lengths.
But Fatty Wyan's round, plump face
was beaming like unto a full moon.
“Pleased ! said Fatty. ‘I should a:gr
so. It's very odd, but it's very wel-
come,”
“There can’t be a remitiance on a
steard!”  said Figgins, puzzled.
“What is it? Your uncle in the Welsh
Regiment got the V.C.%" “
“0Oh, no.”
“Well, what is it then?” demanded
T.

Fatty Wynn held up the card, and all
the juniors read it.

“Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus
A hampah!” - 4
“A hamper in war-time!” ejaculated
Blake. .

“Tucky bargee!” said Herries.

“#Might introduce me to your Uncle
Tom,” remarked Dig. “I'd like to have
a tame uncle like that.”

“Tsn’t it rippipg!” said Fatly Wynn
joyously. “I was just talking about a
study spread, too!”

“You generally are!” grinned Blake.

“But who's your Uncle Tom?” asked
Kerr. “I've never heard of your Uncle
Thomas, Fatty?”

The fat Feurth-Former looked per-

plexed. e

“That's jolly odd? ke admitted. “T
don’t know him either.” *

“Bai Jove!”

] never knew T had an Uncle Tom,”
waid Fatty Wynn. *“Of course, a r,hap
miglat have an uncle and forget him 2

“Ha, ha!”

“You've got it by mistake,” said Kerr.
#“#J¢'s wrongly addressed.”

. it 1sn't—look at it.”

The juniors read the address on the
card. It was plin_enough: “David
Llawellyn Wynn.”  Thave could be no
mistake about that.

“Must be a hoax, then,” said Blake.

“Yaas, wathah! Some chap is hoaxin’
Wynn, because. he's such a gweedy
boundah,” remarked Arthur Aungustus

roared
greedy

stutterin, chump !
Fatty Wynn. “Who's a
boundah 2™

“¥ou are, deah boy.”

_“Huld” my jecket a minute, Fig-
gins-—— =

“Weally, Wynn, 1 twust you are not

oin’ te deny a fact which is vewy well
frown to all St. Jim’s—yawaoooh "

If there was an imputation which
Faity could not tolerate, it was that of
greediness. The swell of the School
House had no time to finish his remarks.
He was too busily engaged in waltzing
round with the New House junior, try-
ing to keep his head out of chancery.

“Yawooh!” roared Arthur Augustus.
“Leggo! You are disawwangin® my
vollah! Yawooh—dwaggimoff!”

Blake rusbed to drag Fatty Wynn off,
but George Figgins interposed with a
sweet smile, and Blake and Figgins joined
in the waltz e next moment Herries
and Kerr were pomfaelling, and Redfern
dashed out of the New House with the
firm resolve not to leave Digby unoccu-

L
1
“ AT Jove! You lovk vewy ploased, | 4

LIBRARY.

One Penny.

-
Trimble the raider!
{See Chapter 5.)
pied. ~ School House and New House ¥ Oh, ru‘is »

were generally ready for a row.

Tt had been quite a friendly meeting

two minutes before. Now it was a battle
royal.
Unfortunately for Blake & Co. they
were very near the New House, and a
crowd of the enemy came rushing to
join_up.

“Kick ’em to the School House!”
roared Lawrence. *

“Hurrah! Dribble "em home!™

“Yarooh!” -

“(Zive "em socks!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“0Oh, bai Jovel
Yawocooh !”

Tn the midst of the langhing New
House crowd, the School 'I%uuse Four
were rushing sacross the quad,

They were deposited in & gasping bunch
on the steps of t hool House, and
the New House ju s retreated, shout-
ing with langhter.

ﬁ'hree Shell fellows came out of the
School House together—Tom Merry and
Manners and Lowther. They regarded
the Fourth-Formers on the steps with
great interest.

““What_are, you chaps’ doing there?”
inquired Tom' Merry,

“Grooogh!”

“Taking a nap,

You uttah wotters!

Gussy?" asked Monty

Lowther.
“Yawoooh” "
#“Thet isn't your study armchair,
Blake,” grinned Manners. *Don’t you

find that stone rather hard for a pillow?”

“(Oh, erombs!”

Study No. 6 crawled to their feet. They
vere looking very untidy. The Terrible
Three of the Shell chuckled as they sur-
veyed them. X

“Why didn't you_join up, -Tou
slackers?” demanded Jack Blake indig-
nantly. “It's a House row, you chumps!

“Yeu chapes shouldn't tackle the New
House,” said Lowther, shaking his head.
“* They above the weight of the
Fourth! Leave thiem to us!™

“ Yaas, wathah—wats!” . :
“We're jolly well going to tackle em

again!” gasped Blake. * Fatty Wynn'a
expecting a hamper of tuck by the
carrier——" *

“A what?" ecjaculated. the Terrible

Thiee, with one voice.

“ A hamper—in war-time, too!” il
Herries.  “ We'll jolly well teach " the
New House bounders to have hampers
of tuck in war-time! ¥ mean, we'll teach
them not to!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“What are you cackling at, youw silly
Shell fish?” roared Blake. *We're jcily
well going to raid that hamper!” A

“My hat! Ha, ha! But—"

“¥ou cau buck us up if you like—but
mind, Study No. 6 leads,” said_ Blake.
“T'1 call ap a lot of the Fourth, and rus
the rvotters when the hamper comes?!”

“Yaas, wathaht”

“ But—but I say——!"
Merry.

“ Are
Blake.

“Not exactly. But—".

“Then dry up!”

“But I say- 7

“Oh, ring oft 1” .

And Jack Blake & Co. tramped into
the 8chool Flouse to get a brush up,
which they badly needed, and then to
lay plans  for ling the New Honse
hamper—a Roland for an Oliver, which
was quite justifiable under the circ
stances. "

Tom Merry and his chums locked at
one_another grinning.

“They're jolly m-i‘f nok
that hamper!”
“The duffers—they don’t savvy—

“Not Wynn's hamper from his Uncle
Tom !” chuckled Manners.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Perhaps we'd better explain to them,
or they'll-spoil a first-r jape,” sat
Tom Merry thoughtfully. 5
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gasped Tom

you goin E(_’tu batk us up?” roarved

8

going to raid
exclaimed Tom Merry.
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The Terrible Three followed Blake &
Co.einto fhe house. -They found the four
juniors in Study No. 6, brush m% down
their dusty garments, s6ll in a breath-
less and wrathful condition. A number
of the Fourth had gathered there,
at Jack Blake’s summons—Julian,
Kerruish, and Hammond, and Reilly, |
Levison, and Cardew, and Clive, and
several others. And they were all_evi-
dently keen upon joining Study No. 6
ou the war-pa

e We’ll _ioll_y “well have the hamper,
rather!” Levison was saying. “Why,
it's beastly unpatriotic to have tuck-
hampers in war-time. We stand up for
p.!ir]oham m this Elousp.

Yaas, wathah!
“We' ]f _Tolly \\cll collar the bamper,
as a.(xu arlnmg—
“Good eg
“And scaﬁ5the tuck, as another warn-

in;
gﬂenr hear 1”
“1I say?’ Tom Mcrry looked into the

crowded _study. Beiure you kids go
on the giddy wi

* Are you nlludPa‘ to us as kids, Tom
\flev\ wy I
3 *Yea, Bciora you raid that

amper

urz off 1” rapped out Blake. “No
Shellfish wanted here. Yow're no good
azama!. the New House. Shdo out !
'Bul:] \mne. to tcll you—"
“Rats

“Push ‘em out‘ 2 )

#Yaas, wathnh ! This i5 a mattah for
the Fourth to deal with, Tom Mewwy.
. You 8hell boundahs wun away.”

“But I want to warn you!” roated

Tom Merry.
Tom Merrys warning, w}mle»wr ib
was; was never uttered. Study No. 6

made a rush, and the Perrible Three
‘-a\rere bowled ont into the passage.

“You ailly chumps!” b‘.llov.ed
"We crme to tell Fou

“That hampex\——” shrieked Minnel‘n

“That hamper's ours. Push off !

“But I tell you—" raved Tom
Merr s

v hat! They’re wound up! Take

em _home ! said h

“Hands off, you silly fags! Oh,
jiminy 17 g

A dozen of the Fourth ruched the

Shell fellows along the passage, to No. 10
in the Shell. They were bundled into it
and strewn upon the floor, gasping for
breath. Blake changed the key to the
cutside of the lock.

“You stay here " he said. “This is a
Fourth Form matter, and Shell bounders
ran mind their own bizney. That hamper
belongs to the Fourth.”

An o slammed the door, and

iurned the key—outside.

. The three Shell fellows sat up, and
blinked. at one another.

“Oh, my bhat !’ said Tom Merry.

“Those cheeky fags want sitting on 1"
gasped Manners.  “Study No. is
getting :ts ,eATs up, and it wants sitting
on

“Come nnd unlock this
sheeky chumps!” reared
rattling the door-handle. -

door, you
Lowther,

But Blake & Co. were gona.
CHAPTER 3.
' The Raiders !

ATTY WYNN took the postcard
from his pocket, and read it over
irsr about the tenth time. His
plump face was very satisfie d.

“Isn’t it ripping " he remarked, also
for the tenth time.

Figgins grunted. iy

“All very well,” he said. “But T
don’t know ebout tuck hampers in war-
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time. Looks to me like busting the grub
rules.”

“QOh, that’s all rot,” said Fatty Wynn.
“A. chap’s uncle wouldn’t that.

There are lots of thifgs that are allowed
~—such as toffee and eggs and honey and
oatcakes and thmge, And serdines and
pickles and—-"

“But you sny you haven't an -Uncls,

Tors!” said T,

“Well, T, don't remember having one,”
admitted Fatty Wynn cautiously - “but
T must hava one, as he's sending e a
hamper.”

“Wrong address got on the card more

likely it Figgioh,
Oh, that's rot !

“QOr it's a_jape,” sald Kerr, “and

there isn’t a hamper at aEl Mnght be

just 2 School House jape.’

“Buat those Schoal House duffers sug-
gested t.h:m—«ncf they wouldn't, if it was
a Hmme rag.

“Well, that's so. But—"

“Anyway, welll see when the carrier
comes,” said Fatty Wynn. “‘He's nearly
due now. Let’ s Bo down to the gates and
wait for him.”

“Mind, if there’s anything agamst. (h.e

grub rules m that hamper, it's got
given up !” said Figgins.

“ All right ! said Fatty Wynn, with a
sigh, “I agreec to that. Lets get down
and wait for the carrier.”

Figgins & Co. sauntered down to ﬂ\e
pates, Fatly was in 2 mood of great

anticipation,

!*We ought to be getting on with the
rehearsal, you know,” remarked Kerr.
Kerr was stage-manager and general
manager and president, and several other

things of the N.ILJ.A.D.S.—the New
House Junior  Amateur  Dramatic
Society. “The fellows wlil hc getting
ready in the Common-reom.’

" Never -mind that now,” smd Fatty.
“We can rehearse any day ap doesn’t

have a hamper every day, in war-time.”

“Bat it's time_for the rehearsal—"

“Oh, bother the rehearsal!”

Fatly Wynn was generally a vcry
easy-going  fellow. But he could be
obstinate, and he was obstinate now.
Figgins & Co. and the rest of the drama-
fic society were engaged upon a new
play, writtan by Kerr, entitled “The
New Boy." Tt was a school play,
founded upon some of their own experi-
ences, and all the New House fellows
agreed that it was a regular corker, Kerr
{Jlﬂ d the Tleading part. err was a
ho! or.  Kerr was more interested in
the rehearsal of “The New Boy '’ than
in the expected hamper; but Fa:ty
Wynn had his way, and the three juniors
watched at the school gates .for the
carrier from Rylcombe. Old Cripps was
almost due now, and they had not long
to waib.

As' the carrier’s cart came slong the
road, Flg ins & Co. stepped out to meet
it. “ripps drew his old horse to a
halt oumde

“ Anything for me, Crippey?" asked
['altv Wynn eager!

“Yes, sir; 4. a.mpcr, i

“QOh,

Fatty Wynn beamed. There had been
a. dreadful possibility that the postcard
from “Uuncle Tom ™ was a hoax, as
Fatty Wynn did not remember any
Unele Tom in his family. But the arrival
of the 'Emmper wasg, proof positive.

r. Cripps pull«}r] out. the hamper, and
carried it mm at the gates, to deliver at
the porter’s ledge. Figgins & Co. fol-
lowed in great spmts A hamper was
an unusual treat in war-time, and in the
midst of stridt food regulations. And it
was a lirge hamper, and evidently heavy.
And the label on it left no doubt that it
was intended for David Llewellyn Wynn
of the- New Hénse.

“Heah it is, desh boys!”

said Mr. Cripps.

| ground in their hurry.

e

I!. was Axtlmr Augustus  D’Arcy’s
Vo

From the cover of the porter’s ln:igﬂ
a dozen juniors appeared quite suddenly,
all Fourth Farmers of the School Honse.
. They made a rush for the hamper as
Cripps laid it dewn.

““Scheol  Houge. cads " shouted
Figgios. *“TLook out!”
“(Give ’em socks!”
“Collar the hamper !”
“Yaas, wathah!. Huwway!” roared

Arthir Augustus, waving his eyeglass in
great excitement.

Taggles, who had come out of his
lodge, was pushed in one direction; Mr.
Cripps was pushed in another; Figging
& Co. went epinning befdre the rush of
bheavy odds. And half a dozen School
House fellows collared the hamper, and
rushed it away in the twinkling of an
eye.

“My heye!” gasped Taggles,

“Oh, lor’ I eaid Mr. Cripps.

Figgins & Co. staggered vp. Blake

Co. were rushing the hamper away at
top speed, bumping it oceasionally on the
The New House
trio rushed in pursuit.

“Gimme my hamper!”
Wynn.

The raiders were not heading for their
House; it was scarcely possible to take
the hampar there. They headed for the
wood-shed, which was safe from the un-
desired interference of masters and prc-
fects. The hamper was rushed trium
antly into the shed. Figgina & Co.
dashed in after it, and were promptly
swzsﬂ and pitched out again.

ag them!”  shouted © Arthur
Augusf

“Dr{bhln *em 1"

“Ha, ha, hal™

The three New House fellows flad.
The wood-shed door was slammed after
them; and Blake & Co. gathered in
triumph round the captured bnut

“This is where we smile!” chortled
Blake. “Easy as falling off a form!
Anybody can do these New House zeses
in the eye!”

“Yaas, wathah! Huwway1”

“Better get it _open,” suggested Car-
dew. “Figgy will be comin’ back with
a New House mob in a minute or two.”

“Yes, rather! We'll collar the tuck,
and leave the empty hamper here,”
chuckled Julian.

i {xun me a penknife somebedy."

Iceh you are, deah boy.”

Jar‘k Blake jabbed at the cords on the
hamper. Thero was a sudden crash as
the window of the wood-shed flew open.

“Look out}” shouted Clive.

Through the window came George
Flﬁglns of the Fourth, headlong. The

ool House juniors rushed at him; but
Kerr and Wynn came tumbling in ‘after
him, and then Owen and Lawrence and
Redfern, The New House forces had
gnthcred q:uckly on news of the raid.

The - er was forgotten for the
mmnmt ie wood-shed was the scene

-a terrific struggle. Redfern . broke
loose and threw open the door, and
Diggs. and Koumi Rao and Pratt and
Thompson and a ¢rowd more New House
Jjuniors poured i in. The odds were ngeun:t.
Blake & Co. now

Fortune had nut favoured Study No. 6.

In a few minutes the School House
heroes were on their backs on the floor,
amid a sea of faggois everturned in the
struggle, with New House fellows sitting
on them n.nd pmnmg them down.

roared Fatty

ur win ¥’ panted Iiggins.
"Gwooghl Gewwoff my neck, Kerr,
you bony bnundsh s
“ Ha, ha, e !

“Pin ‘em down!" chuckled Figgins.
“8it on 'em! We'll open the per
here, and let 'em wateh us scoffing the
tack 17
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“Ha, ha, ha!” .
Food-hogs !" roared Herries,

“Bow-wow "

George Figgins finished uncording the
bamper. Fatty Wynn, with glistenin,
eyes, threw back the lid, and disclos
siraw packing within. The hamper was
full, under the packing. :

“Now we sha’n’t be long!™ grinned
Fatty Wynn; and his plump hands were
busy at once. - 2

CHAPTER 4. .
Unele Tom Merry.
Gewwoff my

" H, cwumbs!
neck.!”
“CGet off my waistcoat, Red-
fern !

ern !
*“Oh dear !” ’ e X
Blake & Co were not enjoying them-

solves.

Each of the School House fellows was
pinned down by a New House junior, who
sat on him. From that upcomfortable
position they watched the opening of the
big hamper. They watched it with feel-
ings almost too deep fer words. e

‘That hamper was theirs by all the laws
of war! They had collared it! And now
it was in the hands of the enemy again,
and they were going to be helpless spec-
jators  of the New House feast. It was
insult added to injury, and Blake & Co.
writhed with wrath under their captors.
But there was no help for it—the fortune
of war was against them. H

The New House party, however, wero
in great spirits. A feast was a feast at
any time, especially in war-time, and
under the envious and furious eyes of
their defeated rivals it had an added zest.

“Hand out the tommy !” grinned Red-
fern. “Mind you don’t break any grub
rules; but hand out the tommy ! M

“Fa, ha, he!” .

“You shall have some of the ginger-
beer, Blake, if therp is any, Blake,” pro-

tisell Redfern. “I'll give vou a little—
down your neck.” ) .

“ And Gussy shall have some jam, if
there’s any,” said Kerr. “I'll give him
some—in his sars!” S

“Gwooogh 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

. ““¥ou howwid ass, I
placed in my eceahs
Augustus frantically.

“Ha ha! Buck up
Fatty ! .

Fatty Wyon was dragging out the
straw packing, with a fat face full of de-
lighted anticipation.

But a change came over
when the straw was removed.
startled. .

Under the straw was a thick layer of

wefuse to have jam
1" roared Arthur

with that hamper,

his countenance
He looked

sacking. N

“That's jolly queer!” said Figgins.
“ A blessed old potato-sack! I suppose
your uncle hasn’t sent you ’tatoes?”

Fatty Wynn dragged the sack-away.

Then he gave a yell.

Under the sack was not a luscious
assortment of tuck. Far from i What
was disclosed to view was a closely-packed
array of half-bricks, chunks of wood, and
stones, with a few lumps of clay and
some  cabbage-stumps. Fatty Wyon
gazed at that startling collection with dis-
tended eyes. - - g

“Mum-mum-my hat!” he gasped.

Figgins stared blankly into the hamper.

s &'hauu-al !” he gasped. %
© “What is it " demanded Redfern.

“Pricks!"” said Fatty Wynn faintly.
“(Chunks of wood! Cabbage-stumps!
Oh, crumbs!™ H

“What !

“Thero’s something here!” exclaimed
Figgins. He drew a sheet of cardbeard
from among the amazing articles packed
in the hamper. A message was serawled
on it in large letters.  All the fellows
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could read it, as the astounded Figgins

held it up to view.
‘And the message ran s

- “Dear Old Porpoise,—I hope you will
enjoy this hamper. You can eat all the
contents without offending the Grub Con-
troller. Best wishes.
“Your affectionate,
“UncLs Tox,
¢ (alias Tom Merry).”

“ Tut-Tut-Tom M-M-M-Merry!” stut-
tered Fatty Wynn.

“Fla, ha, ha't” roared Blake.

It was the turn of the School House
fellows to smile. Blake & Co. understood
now -why the Terrible Three had wanted
to  warn them against. raiding that
hamper.

. Fatty Wynn gazed at the hamper with
a stony expression,

It was only e jape!

The School House japers were making
merry at the expense of Fatty Wynn and
his_well-known pining for the flesh-pots
of Egypt.

“The—the
Wynn at last.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, cut that cackling, you School

rotters!” gasped Fatty

House " shouted Figgins wrath-
fully. don’t call this a joke! It's
idiotic !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

™1 wegard it a8 wathah funnay, deah
hoy! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Pile in, Fatty!” velled Levison.

“The Feod Controller won't mind if you
bolt the whole lot I”

‘““Ha, ha, ha!"”

“Oh, kick those cackling idiots out!*
growled Figgins.

Blake & Co, were bundled out of the
wood-shed, still yelling with langhter.

“The—the awful spoofers!” groaned
Fatty Wynn. ust have been Tom
Merry sent that posteard, just to raise my
hopes, you know. Tt—it's awful! It’s—

it's heartless 7’ Fatty Wynn almost
wept.  ““I—I thought ¥ was going to have
a feed! Oh dear 17

“Well, feed away !” grunted Redfern.
“ After all, you can eat anything, you
know. Your dashed appetite is a_disgracc
to the Houss "

“Why, you cheeky ass——"

“And Figgy was bound to keep those
School House Juffers here to see us made
to look bleesed fools!™ said Lawrence.
“Just like Figgy !”

“How could I know what was in the
hamper 7" roared Figgins. -

“0Oh, rats!”

“Thee 8chool House will be cackling
themselves to death over this!” snorted
Owen. “Fatty Wynn's ungarthly appe-
tite is the standing joke \g} the school
already. Lots of fellows say he must be
breaking the grub rules, or he wouldn't
be so fat!™ :
“Who's fat?”
wrathfully,

“You are—fat as a Hun frau!”

“Look here—-"

“ Bror-rrr 1"

“0Oh, cheese it !” interrupted Kerr, the
peace-maker. on”

W

yelled Fatty Wynn

u’t begin to rag now !

'l make the School House duffers sit
up for this!”

It really looked like civil war among
the New House heroes for a moment or
two. But Redfern & Co. marched out of
the woodshed, sniffing, and Figgins,
Kerr, and Wynn were left with the ham-
per. Fatty Wynn still eyed it mourn-
fully. He had anticipated a glorious feed,
and, like Rachel of ancient times, he
mourned for what was lost, and could not
be comforted.

“Rotters !” he mumhbled. 1 don’t cali
this a joke! It’s like the tortures of Tan-
talus, you know. Horrible!”

“Brrrrrr!” said Figgins crossly.

I indignantly.

4 And -that silly ass, calling me fat!

Trimble’s fat, if you like!” said Wynn

‘I'm not fat! I'm grow-

ing thinner, too, I've often thought I

shall fade away since the grub rules came
i

“Yes, you look like f:xdiniﬂwny 1" gaid
Figgins sarcastically. “ c here, Fatts,
this won’t do! The whole school will be
chortding over this. It's all through your
blessed appetite! You're always talking
about grub, and wondering when the
war's coming to an end, and all that, and
it won't do. You're getting our House
cackled at.”

“ Blow the House, and blow you ™ said
Fatty Wynn truculently. *I should
think you might sympathise with a pa
after a fearful disappauftment like this.”

And  Fatty Wynn marched off,
frawning.

Figgins and Kerr shook their heads
very seriously, as gthey followed him.
They felt that thef® fat chum was not
grinning and bearing it in a way that be-
camo the New House, and Tom Merry's
little joke with the hamper put the lid on,
=0 to speak. There was serious danger
that Fatty Wynn's pining for the good
things of exisience might cast a_slur upon
the patriotism of the New House. It was
everybody’s duty to accept grub rules as
if he loved them, and to munch war-bread
aa if he liked it.

“Wo shall have to take Fatty in
hand,” eaid Figgins, frowning, * Fancy
asking how long the blessed war's poing
to last, because he wants a study epread !
Of course, e all want peace, bul not
for the sake of a feed.”

err grinned.

“Poor old Fatty!” he said. “He feels
it more than we do,”

“Well, a chap's gof to take it and
smile,” said Figgina, * Hallo, you funny-
fced' curiosities, what ‘are you cackling
atom

The Terrible THree met them in thp
quad—smiling. They had been let out o¥
their study at last.

“Did Fatty enjoy
chortled Monty Lowther.

“Has he thoroughly digested
cabbage-stumps?” yelled Manners.

“Ia he going to thank Uncle Tom
nicely?” chuckled Tom Merry. .
“Ia, ha; ha!”

figging and Kerr walked away without
replying, leaving the chums of the Shell .
laughing loudly.

The two Fourth-Formers came “into
their study in the new House, and found
Fatty Wynn there, with a lugubrious ex-
pression on his fat face.

“1 say, what are we going to have for
tea?” asked h‘att{.

“Bame as usual—bread-and-scrape, and
not much of that,” eaid Figgins grufily,
“Good enough in war-time, too.”

“Thers ‘isn’t any suyar,” murmured
Fm.rly.

“Ts there ever mny, fathead?™

“No sardines left 7

¢ Bother 'em !”

“J—TI say, I'm hungry

“Br-rrr!” :

Fetty Wynn sighed deeply.

“I-T say, Figgy, was there anything
in the paper to-day about peace?”

Figgiva did not reply, He made a sign
to Kerr, and they seized their fat study-
mate, and bumped him on the hearth.
rug.  And the unhappy Fatiy did not ask
anything more abuut peace.

tha hamper?™

the

o

CHAPTER 5
Trimble on the.Traek !
“ ~OU ought to have told we, you
i feahful asses!” said Arthur
Augustus D’ Arcy severely.

“0Oh, you Fourth Form kida
would have given the show away!” said
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Tom wierry,

(tussy, eapecially i

b | _wcqlard that wemark aa
pawagin’, Tom Mewwy,”

**Go hon!™

“Howevah, it was weally a vewy
funndy ideah to send Wynn a hampah,”
conceded the swell of the Fourth., -

Study- No. 6 and the Terrible Three
were talking in the upper age, when
Baggy Trimble of the ;ourch came

“Yon know what you are
O

dia-

along.  Trimble paused to listen. He
generally did. -

“Fatty Wynn's our game mnow,” ve-
marked Monty Lowther. “Fatty is a

relief from war worry. Of course, Fatty
isa _gr)ood sort—not a fat prig like Trimble

" Perhaps Monty obeerved Baggy out of
the corner of his eye.

“ Look here,. you know!" “exclaimed
Trimble indignantly.
+ “Hallo! You there?” exclaimed Low-
thore ‘blandly. Buzz elong, Baggy—
nothing to eat here.”

“§—I say, what's that about a

hamper?” asked Baggy Trimble. “Did
vou say somebody had sent Fatty Wynn
a homper, Gussy?” -

“I wefuse to be called Gussy by you,
Twimble!”

“I don’t think cllaPs ought to have
hampers in war-time,” eaid Baggy, “I
don’t call it patrictic. Look here, you
chape, if Fatty Wynn's got a hamper, we
ought to—to collar it, as a warning, you
know. I don’t believe in food-hogging.
If you fellows like to back me up—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” =

Bugg{‘ Trimble was rather: late in the
day with his deei;ms on the hamper sent
by “Uncle Tom.” But the mere mention
of a hamper was enough to make the fat
junior’s mouth water. Fatty Wynn's
appetite, compared with Trimble's, was
as moonlight unto sunlight—as water

unto wine

“I don't ses what you're cackling at,”
said Baggy. * Look here, you know, I've
been looking for you uhaps to back me
up. Funds are required.”

“Bai Jove!”

“1 expect you to hand out eome-
thing handsome,” eaid Trimble. ‘ You
ain’t quite eo patriofic as I am—-73"

“My o

“But when it's a queation of backin
up a chap at the Front, I think you wiﬁ
line_up,” eaid Trimble. “I expect you
to. in fact.”

_“You fat duffer, what are you_ driving
#t7”7 demanded Tom Merry.” “Lot you
care about the chaps at the Front.”

“You've heard of old Lomax?” esaid
Bagay unheeding.

“Eh? Yes,”

“ He's called up again.”

“ Bai Jave!"

The juniors knew all about Mr.
Lomax,. of Rylcombe. Some time before
he had come home wounded from the
war, and Arthur Augustus had cngaged
a motor-car to bring him home to his
little honse, and the car had been
decorated with flage and bunting—a re-
ception which bad considerably aston-
ished Private Lomax,

gone again,” eaid Baggy
w “They're combing ont the old
soldiers now, you know, and Lonmax has
gone. T saw Mrs. Lomax in the village
the other day, and she looked awfully
down in the mouth. She was trying to
get sugar at the grocer’s, and ghe
coul&g‘r have Hag

“Wolten!” growled Arthur Augustue?|
- “I beard her telling Sands, the gmce.r,
that she hadn't had any sugar for the
children for some time, excephing some
that wae given her by a kind friend,”
said Bagpy. "I thought it was awfully

rotten, vou know. Kids need augar, yon
Tnz Gew Lisrary.—No. 468, 00

know, to make ‘em fat or something.
Well, an idea came into my head.”

“There was room for it,” remarked
Blake.

“1 thought I'd raise a bit of a sub-
gcription for Mra, Lomax,” cxp}ained
Trimble. *“I've been thinking it out,
How much can you fellows stand?™

Tom. Merry & Co. zave Baggy expres-
sive looks.

They were very sympathetic towards
poor Mre. Lomax, but they had no inten-
tion whatever of hending Trimble cash,
to enable him to dodge shr foed regula-
tions—for that was certainly what the
cheerful -Baggy intended. Cash handed
to Baggy Trimble wonld have gone as far
as the nearest shop where he could
obtain something eatable for it, and no
farther

“Woll?” said Baggy briskly. “I
asked you a guestion. * How much ean
you stand?”

“T think we've stood about as much as
we can stand of you,” said Monty Low-
ther reflectively.  “We can’t stand any
more.  Travel!”

“1 hope you're not going to be mean,”
said Baggy Trimble. “TLook here, you
know if cash is short, suppose we raid
Fatty Wynn's harmgper, and—and con-
fiscate 1t? You fellows can get hold of
it, you know, and hand the things over
into_my charge—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Of course, if vou're funky of those
New Houee bounders ah! Leggo
my ear, Herries, you beast!”

_iierries did not let goss:He compreased
Jis finger and thumb upon Trimble's fat
ear, and led him to the stairs, and

icked him., Baggy Primble travellod
downstaire at_a great rate. .

Ho stopped on the landing, with a
gasp, and shook a fat fist at Herries, who
grinned down at him,

“Yah! You rotter! Come down here
and I'll lick you!” roared Trimble.

“ Right-ho!”

Herries came gown, but, on second
thoughts, Baggy Trimble decided not to
wait. He acuttled down the lower staire
and vanished.

In the quadranele Figgine & Co. passed
him, going towards the gym. Trimble
blinked after them. His thoughtsa were
runuing on Fatty Wynn's hamper.

The New House chums dieappeared
into the gym, and Baggy, after some
thought, rolled off to the New Hcuse.

If there was a hamper, it would be
found in, Wynn's study—or at least some
of it contente; and %’lng;:ry Trimble in-
tended to saraple thase contents.

Bapgy was_quite indignant at the idea
of food-hogging going on in the New
Honse. Ifzthere was any food-hogging
to be done at 8t. Jim's, Baggy was quite
preparéd to attend to it. 4

Trimble locked round him anxiovely, as
he ecuttled into the New House. Tt waa
decidedly a_ dangerous prdceeding to
rvaid the rival House, and Baggy was not
a hero. But the const was clear; and the
fat. School Houso junior elipped unob-
served into Figgine” study in.the Fourth
Form psasaglc.

He closed” the door after him, and
looked hurriedly round the study.

‘here was no sign of a hamper.

y Bag%y peered into the cupboard. Like
the celebrated Mrs. Hubbard’s, it was
bare, The etudy eecmed as elear of
food as if a swarm of Huns had heen

“there.

“Rotters!” mumbled Baggy - discon-
solately. **Clads! idden it away! I
know thero-was a hamper—those other
beasts were talking about it. They must
have some of the grub here eumew%ere."

Baggy Trim not a very
scrupulous youih; and when he was on
the track of food, what scruples ha had
vanished at once. Fipgins & Co. being

safe in the gym, Baggy felt that he had
time to make a search, and he made it.
He turned out the room right and left
in search of the sup d supplies.

There was a Ieatﬁer bag in a corner,
with the initials, D, L1 W5 on i, 10
was evidently David Llewellyn Wynn's
property. Bagpy opened it as & last
chance, and peered into it.

Tnside the leather bag there was a paper
bﬂ%, and Baggy jumped as he saw it.

or the paper bag was full of sugar!

Baggy's eyes gleamed.

“My only aunt! Sugar!”

It was long sinee Beggy had seen so
much sugar. But there 1t was—at leass
two pounds of loaf-sugar, crammed in
the paper bag!

Sugar was very carefully allowanced
at St. Jim's. Fellows were allowed to
have their tea in their studies, if they
liked—but they were not allowed to ex-
ceed the fixed quantity. Lumps of sugar
were told off, as if  they had been pearls
of great price, by the ho eeper. W

id two™ pou of sugar come to be
stacked in  'Wynn’s bag, in the New

House study? :

“Hoarding " ejaculated Baggy.
“%Wf"] rotter ! Hmrdi?]“ BUSB]-F) W gtn
other sle are going short! isgust-
ing! plcﬂo Lhosegbmgsts who go round
in motor-cars gathering up food! Tm
jolly well going to confiscate that sugar.”

Baggy imble promptly confiscated
three or four lumps by immediately
transferring them to his mouth.

He lifted the paper bag up next, and
considered how the plunder was to
concenled about his person. And just-
that moment the study dobr was thro
open.

Trimble spun round in alarm.

Fatty Wynn had returned, " .

The New House junior had come in
for his bat. But he formot all abont his
bat, as he saw the open bag, and Trimble
munching sugar. &

“You fat rotter!” roared Wyt

“Oh! I-I—1" i .

Fatty Wynn rushed at hin# Trimble
let go the sugar bag as he was waltzed
round the study.

“Yarooh!” ‘roared Trimble. “Yah!
Hoarder! T.eggo! Yawp!”

The Schwl%a\me junior went spinn-
ing into the passage. Fatty Wynn, crim-
son with wrath, followed him there. drib-
bling Trimble down the pa: o like a
football. The raider went down the
stairs three at a time, yelling.

How he got out of the New House
Baggy Trimble hardly knew. Faity
Wynn; fuming with wrath, returned to
his study. He did not take his bat and
join Figgins and Kerr on the cricket-
ground. He picked up the leather bag
and carried itgout of the study. Baggy
Trimble, under the impression that Wynn
was still pursuing him, dashed across the
quadrangle at top speed, and bolted up
the steps of the School House, and bolted -
into Levison, Cardew, and Clive, who
were coming out together. The podgy
junior smote them like a battering-ram,
and there was a roar as they rolled aver
together on the steps.

CHAPTER 6.
The Hoarder |

i H»
“ AR
“You howling ass!”

i . Levison and Co. were quickly
on their feet, but Baggy Trimble
sat and gasped. He was winded. -

_*What do you mesn by rushin’ into us
lika that, you fat idiot?” shouted Car-

e w..
“Grooh1” .
“Jump on him!” gasped Clive.
“¥Yow-ow! Keep him off! That New

House beast!” gurgled Boggy.

4



Lvery Wednesday.

“There isn’'t anybody after you, you
duffer I” growled ]ievimn. )

Trimble blinked round, and was rto-
lieved to.see no sign of Fatty Wynn. He
scrambled to his feet.

“I—1 say, I-I've been mearly
slaughtered !” he gagped. ' Just because
1 found him out nu.rdings you know.”
- “Eh? o's hoarding 7" asked Clive.

“Wynn, of course.”

“Rot1”

“J found it in his study—no end of
sugar!” panted Trimble. “I—I thought
ho was up to something of the sort, so
I—I went to investigate. And there it
was—a bag crammed with it—lomps of
sugar, you know.”

* Rubbish !” growled Levison.

“He went for me like a maniac!”
gasped Baggy. ‘‘Look here, I've a jolly
goad mind to go to his Housemaster!
He's no right to hoard sugar.”

“1f you disgrace your House by sneak-
ing, you fat rotter, you'll get » ragging!”
said Clive, frowning. “I don’t believe a
word df it, either.”

“1 saw 1t1” B

“Rats!”

“I—I've got some of the sugar!"™
panted Trimble. “Look hera!”

Three lumps were still clutched'in his
fat hand. -

“My hat!” said Levison.

The three juniors stared at the sugar.
As it was past tea-time, they were quite
certain that Baggy hadn’t any of his
own sllowance left. Evidently he had
raided those lumps in the New House.
“Just like a New House cad!” said
rimble. * Hoarding, you know! Awful
't it? I never had enough sugar, an
ero's that New House bounder hoard-

it. It's a.ctualéy against the law, you
Pounds and pounds of it. Heaps,
fact!  Stacks!™ 'rimble’y fertile
i ‘' Btacks

n
imagination was getting loose. k
of it, you know—stacks of sugar! A big

travellin r-imF crammed with it! Whatdo
Jou think of that?”

SQeveral fellows were gathering round
to hear Baggy’'s excited yarn. The Ter-
rible Three paused on their way to the
cricket-ground. Study No. b arrived on
the scene. Half-a-dozen other fellows
stopped.

aturally the St. Jim’'s fellows were
down on the mere idea of hoarding, with
a very heavy down.

Théy knew that food-hogs with plenty
of money sometimes bought up big sup-
plies for their own use, leavieg their
poorer neighbours to get on aa best they
could. But that a St. Jim's fellow should
do anything of the kind was too rotten.
Tt was a disgrace to the old school.

“Blessed if I'd have thought it of
Fattly 1 said Blake, with a whistle.

“I wofuse to cowedit Twimble's
statement, Blake,” said Arthur Augus-
tus. “He is a feahful Pwussian, as you
vewy well know.”

¢ Hear, hear!” said Tom Merry.

“He's got some of the sugar,”
marked Levizon,

“Where did you get
Bag{j’?"

“In Wynn's study in the New House,
Iftg:t!]”you. He's got stacks and stacks
of i

Te-

that sugar,

“Bai Jove! There's Wynn!”

All eyes were turned on tho fat New
Houss junior, as he was spotted going
down to the gates, with a leather-bag in
his hand.

“That's the bag!” shonted Trimble.
“That's the bag it was in! Je's taking
ixt' l.s‘ruy to hide it now I've seen it. Stop

im ! "

“1 wefuse to cwedit—"

"Sto%c}}:ij“!" bhowled Trimble. .
TFhe ool House juniors looked al
one another. 'Trimble's reputation for
truthfulness was on a par with ~the
Kaiser's. But ‘his eagerness to have
Fatty Wynn stopped was pretty clear
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proof that he was i;alliu§1 the truth this

time, or as near the truth as it was pos-

sible for a fellow like Baggy to get.
“Come on!” said Tom Meérry abruptly.

” lyrm had better show what he's got
in that bag, if only for his own sake.”

“Yans, wathah! But I wefuse to
owadit—-"

“Come on!”

The whole party of juniors rushed

down to the gates, and overtook Fatty
Wynn there.
%‘atty stared at them as they sur-
rounded him.
“No larks!” he exclaimed. “I'm

going out—
“What have you got in that bag?”
demanded Mellish of the Fourth.
“Find out!” anay yon.
“Sugar!” yelled 'i?riznble. “ He's going
to_hide it!”

Fatty Wynn flushed.

“ All serene, Fatty,” said Tom Merry.
“This isn’t a Houss rag, Trimble says
vou've been hoarding sugar——"

“Primble’s a fat lar 1" growled Wynn,

“ Yans, wathah.”

“He says you've got it in that bag.”

“0Oh, rats!™

“Tet's look in the bag!” sneered Mel-

Iish.
Fatty Wynn's grasp tightened on the

ag,

“Look here, Wynn, you'd better ope
the bag,” said Tom Merry seriously.
don't believe you've got hoarded grub
there, but it's ﬁztter to clear it up. Let
the fellows see what's in it.”

Tatty Wynn's flush deepened.

“It's my . and what's in it is
mine,!” he said stubbornly. “I'm not
going to open it. Let me pass.”

“Bai Jove!”

“TFatty 1"

“He's going
ho‘\lvled Trimble.

his hoards!”

»

to hide
“Collar him.!

Look here, Fatty, if you don’t open’

that bag, you know what everybody will
think,” said Jack Blake.

“Oh, rats! ¥ . n

“You wefuse to open it, Wynn?"

“Yes, T do.”

“ Pway allow me to wemark—"

“Will” you let me pass?”’ growled
Fatty Wynn. .

“No, we won't,” said Kangaroo of
the Shell coolly. “If you're hoarding
sugar, at a time when poor people can’t
get any, you ought to be shown up.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“I'm not on  silly
but—-"" Y @

“There can't be anything private in
the bag, that a fellow mustn’t see,” re-
marked Levisen. “You haven't been
robbing  your FHousemaster’s safe,
suppose ?”

“Oh, don’t be an ass!"

idiot!  But—

“Then why don’t you open the bag?”

“ Becauss fwun’“ 1t's not your busi-
TIERS o

Tom Merry knitted his brows. Wynn's

refusal could mean only one thing—that
there was hoarded sugar in the bag.
Every feliow’s face expressed the same
opinion—that  Wynn was taking his
hoard away to hide it, now that it had
been discovered in the school.

#Collsr him,” =said Blake tersely,
“we'll sen for ourselves!”

_“Yaas, I quite appwove, undah the
cires——

“Let me pass!” shouted Fatty Wynn.
And he made a fierce rush into the road.
‘The next moment & dozen pairs of hands

asped him.  He held on grimly to the

ag ; but it was forced open. There was
a shout na the contents were seen.

“ Sugar 1" =

“Ba1 Jove !”

“¥You hoardin’ cad 1"

“8hame 1”7

Fatty Wynn was released. With o

crimson face, he closed the bag, and
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clicked the lock. The juniora stcod back.
He could pass now.

Without & word, Fatty Wynn tramped
away, bag in hand.

“Ain't you going to collar it?” yelled
Trimble.  “Look here, it ought to be
confiscated ! T want some!”

“0Oh, shut up!” growled Tom .Merry.

Nobody wanted to touch Fatty Wynn's
hoard—except Trimble. He was welcome
to what satisfaction he could get out of
it, now that he was held up to public
shame as a hoarder. The juniors went
in at the gates with scornful looks.

CHAPTER 7. .
A -Shoek for Figgins,
FIGGINS and Kerr were puzzled,

They were at cricket practice,
and a crowd of other fellows were
there. Figgins, who was not

apecially observant, noticed nothing. at
first; but George Francis Kerr, who was
as keen as a Sheffield blade, very qui&ly
spotted the fact that something was on.
The_sin of Fatty Wynn was fresh in
the minds of the School House juniors.
The incident was known to all tho Lower
School by this time, with the exception
of Fatty Wynn's special chums. Nobody
cared to mention it to Figgins or

orrs

Many fellows concluded that they wera
in it, too. Tt seemed difficult to believe
that hoarding had gone on in their study
without Figgy or Kerr knowing anything
about -it. 7

But Tom Merry & Co. did not think

They were astonished that Fatty
Wynn had turned out to be a feod-hog:
and they would have wanted senclusive
%r_oof before believing the eame -about

iggins and Kerr. T

Doubtless Fatty Wynn bad kept his
hoard secret even from his study-mates.
1t was possible, at least.

Fatty Wynn's Gargantuan appetite,
and his desire for a speedy peace, which'
would mean the revival of study spreads,
had become a standing joke among the
juniors. It was well known that he
groaned in spirit under the restraints of
the food regulations. But it was a point
of honour with the juniors to obscrve
those regulations, and Fatty: had not
really been suspected of transgressing
them. Fellows like Trimble and Racke
and Crooke and Clampe would do so
without scruple. But Fatty Wynn waa not
a fellow of that sort. At least, it had
been believed that he wasn't.

The Head of St. Jim’s had been re.
luctant encugh to restrict his boys; but
the Food Controller's orders left him no
choice. Most of them éould afford to
oxceed the rules, so far as money went;
but' the manifest unfairness of wealthy
people  eating their fill while poorer
peosple went without made very few of
them deeire to do so. Strict rules had
been laid down; and, to a great extent,
it was left to a fellow’s sense of honour
to obey them—though there was punish-
ment if a “food-hog ”’ was found break-
ing them. :

Masters and prefecta could not always
be nosing into a fellow’s study to sce
whether he was excceding. Such n
system of miserable espionage was a little
too Prussian. Dut the faot that they
were not watched and spied upon made
it all the more necessary for feilows to
play the game of their own accord.
Most of them did. “And though Fatty

50

Wynn was given to grdlsing on the sub-
ject, he had not been ected of any-
thing more than ng. All the
fellows naturslly wanted-to dee the end

of the terrible war that brought grief and
bereavement into every household. But
Fatty’s longing for peace becauae it-
would mean study spreads was taken
Tue Gex LinRary,—No, 492.
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humorously. They knew that Fatty had
three relations at tho Front, and that he
thought a great deal more about them
than about study spreads.* His outbreak
as a hoarder surprised everybody-—it was
nob hlu. old Fatty at all.

t has weally astonished me feah-
fuily,” Arthur Augustus D’Arcy conlided
to dus chums. *1 should have expected
it of Twimble or Wacke, or Cutts of the
Fifth. But Wynn was nl\\ays doccr.t. I
cuppase he got feahfully hungys.”

That's no exeuse,.’ growled Blake.
“If n,veryl})odv g.ul the sanmre, it woulﬁ
mean people with money mopping up al
the grﬂ‘l\) p&nd nathing at all Fftgfnrl the
poor. And as the poor wouldn’t stand
it, that would mean trouble—and the
food- -hogs getting their plunder taken off
them by force. That's the kind of thing
nlnt leads to hunger riots.”

“They've had hunger riots in Ger-
many, through rich p|gs mopping up
what grub was going,” remark nagiw
**Taint quite good enough for us.”

Avcthur Augustus shook his head sadly.
Fatty Wymn's fall from grace was a
painful surprise to him; but he regarded
Fatty more in sorrow than in anger.

And, as the subject was uppermost in

the minds of the juniors, it was easy far,

the, keeneyed Kerr to see that some-
thing was wrong, and he drew Figgins'
attention to that fact.
“The fellows are jawing over some-
thing,™ said Kerr,
“Let 'em jaw !” said I‘ngmns
¢ Semething about us.
“Wondering why we're jawing instead
of fielding, perhaps.”
“There’s something going on, fat-
head !
“Tet it go on, then!”
Kerr called_to Monty Lowther,
“What's up, Lowther?”
Lowther coloured. ITe did not want
1o be the one to enlighten the New
11!(:1115‘. chums as to Fatty Wynn’s back-
sli =
“Up?” he repeatéd, to gain time.
"Yf‘s what's up?” demanded Kerr
sharply. *
“Pn[‘cs,”
t‘mu ht.
don’t be an ass.
om, T mean?”
‘Profiteering.”
“ Look here—""
“That’s why prices are up !” (-xplmned
Lowther blandly; and he strolled away.
Figgins knitted his brows.
%x don’t the chump
then 7 he exclaimed.
“Come on1” said Kerr abruptly
The chums of the New House left the
cricket-field, and bore down on Blake &
Co., who were chatting outside the pavi-
lion after practice. Study No. 6 became
. quite silent all of a sudden.
“Seen Wynn?” asked Figging.
“Wew.w-wynnl”  stammered Arthur

Augustua.

“Yes. Ha went in for his bat, and he
hasn't come back. Have you seen him?”

“Ya-a-a-8.”

“What are you stammering aboutI™
\]cmnnded Figgins, in_astonishment,

“Was I—1 stammerin’, deah boy?"

“Yes; and you are now. Where's
Wynn, if yowse seen him !

“He—he's gone out.”

“The asa!” exclaimed Figgins,
told him he was to do some batting !
ver mind Wynn, said Kerr
quietly. *“Suppose you fellows explain
what it is thnt'.*emg jawed about up
and down the

“Bai Jovel” =

““Oh, )lothmg * gaid Blake uneasily.

. eaid Lowther, after some

What's going

explain,

“y

“Ile, e!” That cachinnation
came frum %ﬁ{ Trimble, who was near
at  hand. y don’t you tell 'em,
Blake? 'They ought to know 1"
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“Well, they'll know soon, anyway,”]
said Herries.

“Know what?” roared, Figgins, his

temper beginning to rise. “ What's all

the silly dashed mystery about your
owls 7"

“He, he, he! It's abont Wymn!"
cackled Trimble. *¥ou, too! You're
m If.

“In what?” snappod Figgins.

“Yuh! Hoarders

B “W'f‘hat?” 5Im‘|hﬂd Flgmus and Kerr
ther

“S}mt up, Twimble, you fat wottah!

wefuse to believe Lhnt Figgy or Kerr
Imew‘ anything about it.”

“Rats! How could Fatty Wynn hoard
grub in their study without their know-
ing ! eneered Trimble, “Too thin !

Toard grub in our study?” repeated
Figgine. “ Who's been hoarding grub in
our study ! %

“He, he! Falty Wynn has—— ¥ah!
Oh! ! ¥ah!? roared Trimble, us
Figeing grasp closed on his collar.

‘wh-xkc‘, shake, shake!

“Yen fat scoundrel 1 Figgins' voice
trembled with anger as he shook Trimble
iill the fat junior quivered like a jelly.
“You rotter! You elandering cad! If
you weren’t o measly, fat, unfit slacker
and a eringing worm, I'd mnkn you put
your paws up, and lick you till you
couldn’t Lm\\l"’ .

“ Gug-gug-ug "
. Fl,:::ns shook ’I‘rlmbk‘ till his strong
arm ached, and then toesed him con-
tempf unu.sly aside. The fat junior rolled
in the grase ﬂpl\!bﬂcl';n;! «Then Figains
turned a ,glittering glahce upen the
School IHouse juniors.

“1 supposo you fellows don’t believe
that fat mlea lies about Wynnit” he
asked, between his teeth.

There was a pause. But Figpins had
io be anewered, and Blake answered
lum quietly.

“Ti's true, Figgins!

"

CHAPTER 8.
Trouble in Figgins’ Study !
EORGE FIGGINS came towards
G Blake, s fists clenched, and his
oyes q}eamm
Blake guie !.‘y put his hands ey

his kete.

“You say it's true?” eaid Figgins
thickly.

“Ves. I'm eorry, but there you are!

It’s been proved.”

“That's a lie!”

“HKasy - does it, Figgy!” murmured
Kerr, catching his chum by the arm.

1‘\;,;!111! glared at the Scottish junior.

“1 say it's a lie!"” he roar

“ft ‘isn’t, Figey!” chided Kerr.
“Don’t be an ads! ¥’sam\suka ow
shut up while I do the talking! at
do you fellows mean by eaying that
Wynn has been hoarding grub in our
study? He hasn’t, or we should know
it, and we don’t know it."

“* Ae if Fatty would do anything of the

cort 1" buret out Figgins. * You School
House cade——'
“Shush! Speak up. leLe, as you

seem to know all about it.

Blako reluctantly explained. He was
not feclmg angry at Figey's violent
words. He knew how Figgins must be
fcr-Img that stain on the honour of his

Krrr listened quietly. The Seottish
junior was never cooler than in a time of
trouble or excitement. Figgins listened,
fuming. PBut even Figgine' excitement
died down as he heard what the juniors

had seen. -

“The sugar was in the I:mg, right
enouwrh,”  conclided “We
wouldn't take Trimble's w nrd But

there it was—as much as is allowed to
ane chap in a month, at least, I dldnt
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sce anything but eugar. But Fatty Wynn
had that, and a dozen fellows saw it."
Yeu-s, wathah !”

Kerr looked keenly at the juniors. He
had been ad angry at first as Figgins,
though more quiet in his anger, ut i
was impossible to doubt facts. The
hoarded sugar had been eeen in the bag,
that wus (f ear.

And how had Fatty Wynn come by a

uantity of sugar, -unless he had dis-

abeyed the orders of the Head, and pur-
ch'\sr:d it secretly in excess of ‘the allow-

ance? That is to say, unless he was a
hoarder? Fxgg]m angry flush had paled
now.

“I know it’s rotten,” eaid Blake. * We
looked into it at firet, as much to clear
Fatty as anything. " Trimble's such a
lying Prussian. But there it was!”

“Wynn feels the westwictions more
than ‘we do,” eaid Arthur Augustus
charitably, I wecommend speakin’ fo
him vewy ssverely. I am suah it ia
Wynn's ﬁrsL offence, and he will not

wepeat- it,”

“There's Eome mistake,” muttered
Figgina.

%Ia was not nngrg now, but he h:mkmi

worried and miserable,

“There wasn’t much reom for a s
take,” said Dig. It was sugar, and at
least twao puunds of it Lauppose we
know lumps of sugar when we sec em?”

“T can't understand it. Haw could
Fatty hoard sugar or anything else with-
out us knowing it? Even if he would,
and he wouldn't!”

“Yah!” Trimble sat up in the grass,
“Yah! ¥ood-hoge! You're all tarred.
with' the same brushl You knew it aff

did hot even glanco  at
He turned and walked away
with Kert. The chums of Study No. &
were left looking and feeling very un-

comfortable.
“It’s wotten!” aald D’Arcy, quite die-
.- A fellow playin’ a mean twick
But,

tr
like that disgzwaces “his st.ud':v
aftah all, it was only once—-""
“Rot!" snorted Trimble, “It's a
regular habit of Wynn'e, of course. He's
n food hog, and he ought to be shown

"Woally Twimble—-"

“I'm not going to owerlook thia 1" eaid
'rimble loftily.

“You're not!” snspped Blake, con-
Lenl‘xptuousl} “Who are you, you fat
wl?

“I'm a patriotic chap! I'm down on
food-hogging, 1I'm jolly well gmllu to
ot everybody hear about this!”, eaid
Trimble. . “I'll - make an emmple of
him! He called me a fat beast the other
ﬂ:y—me, you know! I'll give him fat

E )

“Took here, Trimble, you can let it
drop——

“T'm not going to let it drop!” said
‘I'rin:ble triumphantly. “ Ae a patriotic
chap, I'm bound to make those New
House rotters sit up for this. And I'm
going to!”

And Trimble walked away

“Well, it can’t be helped ! 1" gaid Blake.
“I'm socry for Figgy; but, after all, if a
chap's a food hog he must expect to be
jeored at. Let’s go back to the neta!”

Meanwhile, Figgine and Kerr liad gona
to the New House, expecting to find their
chum there. They were very anxioua to
hear what Fatty Wynn had te eay on the
subject.

But the fat Fourth-Former was stiil
nbsent.

The fact that ho had gone- aut, when
he_had been supposed to leave Little Side
only to fetch ﬁm bat,. looked suepicious
in iteelf. Even to his chums it looked s
if Fatty Wynn, finding his hoard nosed
out, had devoted himaelf at onco to re-
moving it into a place of safety.

.




Every Wednesday.

Figgins and Kerr looked round their
study, to see whether ere was apy-
thing else in the nature of a hoard.

They found a single lump of aué:ar on
the carpet, evidently where it had been
dropped by Trimble. It added proof of
the wretched etory.

“I—T can’t understand it, Kerr!” said
Figgina. “1 can't believe it of Fatty.
1le will be able to explain, of course.”

“OFf course!” said Kerr. )

“Vou think so, Kerr, don’t you?"

“JI—I hope &0.”

There was a step in the passage, and
Redfern looked in. Redfern was looking

perturbed and, exasperated. .
“You chaps heard?” he exclaimed.
“1 suppose it's all over the school

sxid Figgins bitterly. “It's mot true:

there is a mistake somewhere, somehow.”

“ Doesn’t look like it!". sn;‘w}md Red-
forn., “* A dozen fellows saw Wynn cart-
ing sugar about in & bag. He must have
been buying it up secretiy.”

“Je haen't!” roared Figgina.

“Where did he get it then?”

* How should 1 know, fathead?"”

“Fatty can’t have had a hoard of
sugar,” said Kerr. “ He never has sugar
in his ten, even. Well, hardly ever. He's
fond of sugar, but if he had a hoard, he
wouldn’t take tea without sugar.”

“ H

e ce Iy had a loard, because a
dozen f m]mve seen it said Red-
fern. ¢’ll give him a chance to ex-
slain, if he can, and if he can’t, he will
e sent to Coventry by the Houase.”

“Look here, Redfern—7"
Figgins hotly. ¥
“'And you can’t back him up, Figgy,”
said Redfern quietly. You can’t back
up a food-hoarder in breaking the rules.”
“[ wouldn't " growled Figgins, * But
it isn't 0. Give a chap a chance to
speak before you're down on him.”
“Hallo, here he is!” |
Fatty Wynn, looking warm and dusty

1

after his walk, came into the study, with
a bag in his hand. He tossed the bag in
a corner—evidently empty.  Then he

looked inguiringly nt the grim facts of
the juniors.

“ Anything up?” he asked .
 “Yes, * prowlad Figgins. “What have
you been toking out in that bag?”

Fatty Wynn flushed. )
“Oh! "Those School House idiots have
been jawing to you, I suppose?” he ex-

claimed angrily.

“Tt’s all over the school!” said Red-
fern. “It's clear enough that you had
a lot of sugar in that bag, Wyon.
You've taken it oup of the school be-
cause that fat cad Trimble nosed it out.
What have you done with it?"”

“That’s my bizney, Reddy!"”

“It's our bizney, too, if you're a food-
hoarder " said Redfern angrily. “It’s
a diagrace to the House.”

“Why you rotter " Fatty Wynn

- pushed back his cuffe.

“Where did you get the sugar?” de-
manded Redfern,

“¥Find out!”

“That's enough!”

Redfern Jeft the study. Tis*face was
grim, and his mind was evidently made
up. Fatty Wynn's plump, rosy face be-
came a little pale, as he looked at Fig-
gins and Kerr. His eyes gleamed.

“8o you think I'm a food-hog,
you?” he exclaimed.

“ never thought so before,” said Fig-
gins glumly.  “We had no sugar to-day
for tea, and it seems you had pounds of
it stacked away in # bag. You couldn’t
spare a lump for your own pals!”

e S o You don't understand!™
faltered Fatty Wynn. :

_ “No. I don’t understand a chap act-
ing like that.” said Figgins bitterly,
“¥Pd never havae upectcé’ it of you. I
know that cad Trimble goes abont to
abop}zfter shop when he's in funds, look-

do

3
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ing for grub. T never thought that a
chap in mny study would do 1t!”

“Bo you think T've done that!” roared
Wynn,
“0h, don’t shout at me!” said Figgins
savagely. ‘Do you want me to believe
that lumps of sugar walked here of their
own accord, and stacked themselves in
your bag?”

Fatty Wynn compressed his lips.

“I nover expected this!” he said.
“Buat if that's.what you think, think it
and be hanged! I don’t cere what you
think 1"

And Fatty Wynn stalked out of the
study, and closed the door after him
with a slam that rang through the New
House.

Quae Pennys ]

reason. Grundy of the Shell joined up,
too, for better motives. Grundy was in-
(11%113‘;:6/ and Grundy meant to make his
indignation known far and wide. Baggy
Trimble’s idea was to demonstrate—a
public demonstration- that would make
the New House fellows simply cringe.
And Grundy of the Shell assented, and
calmly took the leadership of the affair
into his own hands.

The following day, after morning les-
sons, Grundy started in as the Shell fel-
lows came out of the Form-room.

“Meeting in the Common-room!” sang
out Grurndy.

“Hallo!

First I've heard of it!” said
Tom Merry. - 2

NG

CHARTER 9. *
The Demonstration !

OM MERRY & Co. had determined
to,let the incident of the sugar

drop. It was an unpleasant sub-
ject, snd they considered that
the less eaid about it the " betier.

It was bad enough—but it was not rearly
so bad as Baggy Trimble's endless
dodgres, for instance, for avoiding the
grub miles.  Baggy's indignation was
quite out of place. They thought, too,
that Fatty Wynn's House fellows would
probably deal with him severely enough
for bringing shame on the New House.

Most of the School House fellows
agreed with Tom. They were at war
with the rival House; but they did nat
want to take a mean advantage.

But there were some fellows who did
not agree.

Baggy Trimble was determined to make
the most of it. As a rule Baggy was a
nobady, and was quite disregarded. But
he found backers on. this oceasion. Racke
and Crooke of the Shell, finding that Tom
Merry & Co. were against taking the
matter up, determined to make aswnuch
capital out of it as they possibly could, in
a spirit of cpposition Mellish of the
Fourth joined in for the same amiable

“Tm calling the meeting,” said
Grundy loftily.

~*¥You can attend it, too, old chap, and
applaud yonr own speeches,” said Monty,
Lowther.

“Mind you don't bore yoursel to
death!” remarked Manners. *You're
rather long-winded, you know.”

And the Terrible Three went out inta
the = qguadrangle, quite regardless of
George Alfred Grundy and his meeting
in the Common-room. Grundy snorted.

“Roll up, you fellaws!” he exclaimed.
“It’s an important meeting. We're going
to make the New House cads sit up for
grub-hoarding. "

“I thought that was
dm%ged," said Talbot.

“'Well, it isn’t.”
Better let it drop,” wurged Talbot.
“Ii's only Wynn, anyway—and he’s only
done it once.”

“1 know best, Talbet!”

Talbot langhed, and walked on. The
Shrell fellows went their way, much to
Grundy’s indignation. Only Racke and.
Crooke and Scrope remained with him.
Fven his own study-mates—Wilkins and
Gunn—dedged out into the quad, and
did not seem to hear Grundy's voice call-
ing them back.
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However, Maellish and Trimble joined
up when the Fourth Form came out.
Grundy found himself with five followers

, as a matter of fact, they were the
five fel.]ons he disliked most in the School
House—" smolky-cads,” us he called them
It really was hard lines that a
leader like (:rlm(] could not rake up a
more respectable 'gullowmg than that.

Such as it was, however, he had to
make the best of it 8 his flock
into the junior Common-room.

Trimble, apparently under the impres-
sion that he was leador, mounted on, o
chair to addresa the far from pumerous
meeting.

“ Gentlemoen——a:" he began.

Grundy stared at him.

“What are you up to, fatty? Get off
that chair!”
"Louk here, Grundy—yah! Oh!”

dy unceramomiously pitched
'I'runb!e off the chair, and mounted it
himself. There was no arguing with
Grundy.

“Genﬂemen " said Gz-tmdy.
is &n mdaqmnor\ meeting.”

“This

“Hear, hear!” Yﬂwned Racke.

“A St. Jim's fellow has been guil uf
{ood-haoj . We're down on it.
m;kter fact, all you fellc-wn ha\e bean

htTIoocl hogging——"
“Ton whopped you for
o

“You gilly ass!”

“But I'm glad to see
me up to put it down.
demonstrate,” said Grundy.

it mysalf,

you're backi
goin
“The

o
ew
House have been hoarding. Wa're going

to hold & demonstration under their win-
dows, and let ’ om know what St. Jim s
thinks of them!”

. “Bravo!” 3 )
1"Fnliow me!” said Grundy, jumping
ae

He led the way to the quad, and the
mesting followed him. As they marched
across the guadrangle Tom Merry bore
down on them.

“Join up!” said Grundy.

But the captain of the ‘%hell had not
come to juin up

“Look here, {xmndy, if you To going
to rake uv; that affair about Wynn-—
he | bega:

e’re going to hold a demonstration

ngmmt fno%dmgs " gaid Grundy loftily.
ell, you've got a gang of fcvod. -hogs

'thh you, if you come to that,” said
Tom. = “Wynn's in trouble in his own
House, I hear. Let it drop.”

“ Rats !”
With that Grundy marched on, and his
followers, with defiant looks at Tom

Merry, marched in his walke.

The demonstration arrived at the New
House, and halted under Figgin's study
window. Whether the Co. were at home
they did not know. But that did not
matter. Their demonstration was certain
not to pass unnoticed.

“Now, then, all together,” said
Grundy. He raised his puwarful voiceton
roar. “Yah! Food-hogs!
“Yah! Food-hogs!” roared his fol-
lowers in turn.

“¥Yah! Hoarders!”

“Yah! Hoarders!™ repeated Racke &

0.
There was n eudden rush from the
rch of the New House. Figgins, Kerr,

fern, Owen, and Lawrence came
dashing out with angry faces. The
demonstration, curious as it was, had

stirred up the New House fellows.
The New House juniors did not trouble

to speak. They charged.
“ Back " roared CGrundy trucu-
lently. *Idown with New House food-

ogs 1"
rundy put up a terrific f'ght But his
Enllowers broke and fled at the first on-
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set, yelling as the an House juniors
them across
of the Shell wu Teft to fight
the battle on his own.
He was not guite equal to the task.
Three or four New House fellows
seized him, and he was swept off his feet,
sng T.as“llmd away to the big fountain.

Lﬁaad and shoulders Grundy went into
the fountain. He came out again splut-

ring and gi\-?pmg

"Gmu ! Hooh! Yooooh!”

Bum 1

gins & Co. sat him down on the step

of ﬁm fountain—hard—and left him.
Grundy rubbed water out of his e}es and
his hair, and blinked about him dazed
His followers had vanished. (‘rumfj'
picked himself up, gasping for breath,
and atreammg with water.

“Oh, my hat! Oh, crumbs!” gasped

*Rotten funks—ow—groogh !”

A bowl of thetic laughter

seted Grundy as he made for the
g:hool House to look for s towel

Hallo! Have you demonstrated!”

e[hd Tom Merry.
You look wathah wet,

Ry S ottt s st

¥3 me up!” roare
A “Newoi’ve been ducked in the
tain.

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“You cl.ck!mg Idlota
o« I{a ha, ha
snomng with wrath, tramped
mto the gchoc] House, leaving the juniors
howling with luughte’- Grundy’s demon-
strations were over.

CHAPTER 10.
Divided Chums,

HERE was a grim silence in Fig-
gms stud_\, at tea-time.
1ggms and Kerr locked very

G

Fatty Wynn looked morcse.

For once there was a rift in the lute.
The friendship of the chums of the New
House was under a cloud.

Toa was frugal, as usual. There was no
sugar. Figgins and Kerr did not care
much whether they had s in their
tea. There were worse troubles than that
in war-time. But they could not holg
thivking of that hoard of sugar whic
Wynn ﬁad taken out of the school, after
keoping it, without their knowledge, in
their study. Xven a food-hoarder amth
have been supposed to be willing to wha
out a little among his pals—not that
Figgy or Kerr would have touched any-
thing in excess of their rights,

The two juniors felt bitterly the di
graco that had been brought on'the stu
They had always held their heads high.
Now, fellows like Clampe hinted that
Entty couldn’t have hoarded without his
study-mates knowing it. Neither could
he, if they had ever suspected him of any-
Lhiug of the kind. But they hadn't sus-

How could anyone suspect & chum of a
mean thing like that?

For it was mean—wretchedly mean!
Thers was poor Mrs. Tomax in yl-
combe, for instance, who eould not get
enough sugar o provide her children with
that necessary article, She was a soldier’s
wife, and her husband was at the Front
again. And while the poor woman could
not get what was essential, a miserable
hoarder had more than he needed! It
wasn't playing the game. And Figgins'
study had always prided itself, above all,
upon playing the game,

e two juniors felt ashamed. A mean
thiug like this was, in a way, worse than
a crime.  Surely, in_war-time, every
fallow ought to be willing to take his
whack, and nothing more! To take-ad-
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vantage of the atcident of having maney,
in order to get more, was horribly mean.

hat  was ch\eﬂy exasperating  was
Fatty Wynn's unrepentance, IHe didn’t
lock shamefaced, or even sorry. He only
secmod oxasperated himself,” and indig-
nant ! That was really too thick—that
Wynn himself should feel indignant at !,he
attitude of his Flousc-fellows on the sub
ject.

Grundy's demonstration had been
absurd enough, and it had ended disas-
I‘rousiv for Grundy ; but it had stung the
New House juniors,  Black leoks had
been cast at Fatty Wynn on all sides.

Ho was already in Coventry.

Nobody wanted to speak to a hoarder,
Mareover, the fellows could not help
thinking that 4f he hoarded sugar, he
hoarded other things. He might have a
big supply of food hidden away some-
where, to which he paid surreptitious
vigits,. Why not? A fellow who would
grab greedily at one thing, would grab
groedily at another. Clampe declared in
the Common-room that if Figgy's study
was searched, ne end of grub would come
to Light.

_Strange to say, Fatty Wynn hadn’t any
sugar with his tea, eny more than-his
study-mates had. It was odd, for Fatty
had a very sweet tooth, an e missed
sugar, perhaps, more than ing ekse.
So far as they remembered, Figgy and
Kerr had not seen him take sugar for a
long time—even when there was the regu-
lar allowance handed cut, Fatiy Wynn
had not been seen consumh)g his share.
Apparently he kopt it for private gorging.

But Kerr had been thinking about that,
Kerr was given to rather deeper thinking
than most of the {cllo‘\s And he sud-
denly broke the silence at the glum tea-
table:

“Fatty !

His fat study-mate glared at him with-
out replying.

“Where did
Fatiy £

“Find out!"”

“Have you been saving up your allows
ance 2"

“Find out!”

Figging started.

“Oh!" ho ejnenlated. *“Perhaps he
got it that way. Did mu save up your
sugar allowance, Fatt

“Find out!"” rcl.m‘tcd Fatty Wynn, for
the third time. :

Fatty’s usual

vou get” that sugar,

good-humoured  and
sunny “face was hard and uncompromis-
ing. He did not look friendl:

“Of course, a chap’s allowu.j to save up
is allowanoe if he likes,” paid Figgins.
No harm in that, if ho chaoses to go
But what's the good of saving

it up?
me Wynn grunted, A
‘No good saving it up, to bolt all at
once, that I can see,” eaid Figygins.
“And if a chap aarad up his sugar, ho
ought to whack it out when the stuff
goes short, No good saving it up other-

“What have you done wi ith it, Fatty 2"
asked Kerr.

“Can’t
Figmins.

Fatly Wynn pushed away his empty
plate, and rose, with a bitter look on his
fnce—a look that was very uncomman

cre. .

“Don’t talk to me!" he said. “I'm a
food-hoarder, ain't I¥ I take the grub
out of the mouths of the pooﬂke those
rich rotters in the West Fn: ho went
round in motor-cars gathering up grub
befora the Food Coutroller put his foot
down. 1 min’t fit to be spoken to, am I?
I'm the kind of chap that causes humgu’
riots t,hrough being a hog, you know !

you answer ' snapped




_ There’s no object in saving up sugar in a
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“Took here—"

“T'm a fat worm!” went on Fatiy
Wynn, with inereasing bitberness.  “I'm
a sneaking rotter piling up grub I dor’t
want, while kids are starving in the back
streets, you know! That’'s what I am?
Yah!"”

Aund with that unezpected wind-up.
Fatty Wynn tramped savagely out of the

study.
i and Kerr looked

Figgins
another. p

Fatty Wynn's ontbreak had taken them
‘jllsintf aback.

at one

'm afraid there’s a_bloomer smne—‘I
how,” said Kerr., ~ — :
“But the sugar!” said Figgins. “He

had it! He's got it now,
somewhere 1"

Kerr nodded. ’

“Yes; that beats me. Still, he might
have saved his sugar allowance. We
know he hasn't had |u:|i¥x sugar in the
etudf for weeks and weeks.” i

1 suppose he must have saved it, as he
didn't scoff it,”” said Figgins. “I1 never
noticed specially.  Bui it's as you say.
But—but why should a chap-save up his
allowance, and keep it m a bag? Te
can’t have intended to have a feed all by
himself o lumps of sugar. That’s rot!

hidden away

still, if s own allowance, saved up,
he's got t to it. But why can’t he
say sot”

* Becauso he’s got his back up for being
called a hoarder,” said Kerr.
“The other fellows won't beliave it.

bag. It's too steep.”
*“I believe it, though,” said Kerr.
“Well, so do I, if you do,” raid Figgins,
who generally relied on his Scottish
('h“m’! j “But the other

“I'm afraid ihey won’t, unless Fatty
can give a reason.’

“ And he can’t do that.”

“Tt eeems not.”

Figgins and Kerr finished their tea in a
glum mood. They went down to_the
Common-room, where some of the New
House fellows were discussing the inigui-
ties of Fatty Wynn, They explained
their view of the maiter, which was re-
ceived with,scoffing

“Oh, draw it mild!” said Thompson.
“ Anybody found with hoarded grub could
sny he had saved it out of his allowance.”

* Wynn hasn't said so——"

“Well, if it’a true, why can’t he #7
“Why ehould he save it up?” asked
Redfern. “There’s no sense in it. What
reason could he have for putting his sugar
in a bag instead of into his tea?”

And to that question Figging and Kerr
could find noreply. It beal them hollow.

They waadered out into the quadrangle,
not feeling in much of a humour for
cricket, or anything else. Suddenly Fig-
gins halted, his eyes blazing as they were
fixed on a placard stuck on oné of the old
elms. There was an inseription daubed
on it with a brush te the following effect :

* WHERE ARE THE HOARDERS?

IN THE NEW HOUSE!
WHERE 'H%‘ FOOD-HOGS?
IN THE NEW HOUSE!”

Figgins gritied his tecth.

“That’s some School House cad !”
exclaimed, tearing down the placard.
“My hat ! I'll find the rotter who stuck
that up there, and make him eat it !"”

““Hold on!” exclaimed Kerr, as Fig-
gmsRatrot'ie towards the School House.

“Rats!”?

he

Figgins_strode on, his face dark with
anger; andl Kere followed him. Kerr was
cxasperated by the tauni levelled at the
whole Honse for the fanlt of one mem-
hc!r; but he did not quite gee how two
fellows were to deal with all the School
House at once. Figgins was too excited
to think of that.
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He strode into the School House, the

crumpled placard clutched in hie hand,
his- eyes glittering. Blake & Co. were
in the hall, ‘and Figging marched wp to

them, -and throst the offending placard
under their astonished noses.

“Who did that?” he roared.

“Bai Jove!”

“I'm ready to lick him, whoever he
was, or a dozen of him |’ roared Figgins.
“T'm ready, unless he’s a funk as well
as a Har! Now, then!™

CHAPTER 1i.
Brought to Light,

LORGE  FIGGINS' _ powerful
G voice rang far and wide,
Fellows looked round from all
< quarters. .
“Hallo! New Fouse worms!"” said
Tom Merry, *“ Kick "em ocut!”
aue, wathah " - )
Figgins glared at the juniors gathering
round. Figgins feared no foe, especially
when his temper was u
“I've come here to
funk !” he shouted.
* “Petter look in_ your own Iouse!”

Yr;ck for a lying

suggested Monty Lowther. “Lots of
them there.”

“Ia, ha, La!” o

“As well as foodhogs!” sniggered
Trimble.

Figgins. brandished the erumpled

placard in the air.
“1 want to know who did that! I'm
gaing to lick him!” -
“Weally, Figgina—>"
“Was it you?  shonted Figgins. <
Arthur Augustns D’Arcy extrected his
eveglass from his waistcoat pocket, put
it in his eye, and surveyed Figgins
scornfully. "
“ wefuse to answah,” he said, “I do
nat like bein’ woared at in that mannah,
Figgins.™
“You silly ass—" hy
“Tf you chawactewise me as a sillay
ass, you wot »
“Was it you, vou tailor’s dummy ?
“PBai Jove! Will you hold my
lass, Blake, while I give Figgins a
-gcuhful thwasghin’ 7

* “Loock here, Figging———*' began Tom
Merry, interposing.
“Perhaps_ it was you!” snorted

Figgins. “If it was you, come out to
the gym, and put up your hands!™

“(Qh, don’t be an ass!” said Tom
Merry testily. “It was most likely
Trimble or Racke, I should say. But
New Houeo cads can’t roar at us in otr
own House, go you had better glide out,”

“T'm not going till I've found the cad
who wrote this!" said Figgins. *“ Some
aneaking School House funk—a>",

“Wats! If you have food-hogs in your
House, Figgins, yon must expect to be
weminded of it!” said D'Arcy warmly.

Figgins made a jump at the swell of
§t. Jim's.  The next moment he was
struggling in a dozen pairs of hands,
Kerr rushed to his help, and was collared
at once.

“Frog's march ! shouted Blake.

“Yaas, wathah !

“Hurray !

In the midst of a shouling crowd,
Figgins and Kerr wera frog’s-marched
out of the House. Kildare of the Sixth
was coming up the steps, and he stared
at tl;: cx&rtod‘ roceasiéam 3

“Qtop that!” rapped out the captain
of St. Jim’s. “\?g’“ di&cl‘deﬁyg}'mulg
rascals; what game are you playing 1"

“QOnly frog's-marghing a pair of New
House bounders,” said Manners. “I¥'s
all right, Kildare.”

“Quite all wight, deah boy."

““Put them down at once!”

“ Weally, Kildare—-"

“Do you hear mel™
St. Jim’s captain.

]

rapped out the

One Penny. b))

Figgins and Kerr, breathless and dis-

hevelled, were set upon their feet, They
anted, and glared defiance at the Schocl

gi(msl: fellows, 5

“ Now, what's all this about ¢ said the
prefect sharply.

“Rotten funks !” gasped Figgins. “T'll
lick the whole lot of ’em, one at a time—
two if they likel Ow!”

“I'm your man!” said Jack Blake
promptly.

“Yaas, wathah!” .

“Shut up!” exclaimed Wildare, < If-

ou New House kids have come over
to look for trouble—"

1ere
“We came to look for a anea"kjnﬁ
funk !” howled Wiggine. * He's afraic

to show himself !
House cad!”

“ Bump him.!” <

“Kick him out!”

“Be quiet, I tell yon!” exclaimed
Kildare angrily. “Figgines, if you want
me to take you in to your House-
master——"" &

“I don’t care!”

“Well, if you don't care, T think Il
do it,” said the captain of St. Jim's

Just like a School

rimly. “You can’t talk to a prefect
ike that, my son. What's that in your
paw?” His eyes fell on the offending
placard. “Oh! Give that to me.”

Figgins savagely handed it over, Kil-
dare kuitted his brows.

“Is that what you eame here about,
Figgine 1 ;

“Yes, it is,” growled Figgins. .

*““This kind of thing isn’t a joke,” said
Kildare, *This is an insult! I want to
know who wrote this placard.”

“Chance for you, Trimble,” grinned
Cardew, pushing the fat junior forward.

Baggy Trimble did not seem anxious
to meet Kildare's eye. He wrlgﬁi
behind Tem Merry as Cardew pushed
him,

“Who was it?" rapped cut Kildare,

“TIt wasn’t me!” squeaked Trimble.
“Oh, it was you, was it?”

“No; L said it wasnt 17

“No need for you to speak at all, il it
wasn’t,” sarl Kildare. “Come here!l
Did you write this placard, Trimble?”

““Come now ™

“1t—it's true,” said Trimble. “It’s
true, Kildare. They're food-hogs.
There's no end_ of grub stacked in

F:gui’ns‘ et,\’ady. I've seen it

“Well, there was som, anyway.”
amended Trimble. “Wynn's taken it
away ;- but all the fellows know it was
there.” 5

“You
Figgins.

“Well, you ehouldn’t come here kick-
ing up a row, if you don’t want it
known,” said Trimble defiantly. *Youw
shouldn’t be a food-hog !

Kildare’s brow darkenet.

“Is there anything in this, Figgins?”
he exclaimed.

“Neo !l §rowled Figgine. “If anybody
calls me a food-hog, T'll punch his head !

“Has there been any food in excess of
the allowance, stored in your study?”
demanded Kildare. “You know I'm
bound to look into this, as a prefect.”

“You're not a New House prefect,”
said Figgins sulkily.

“ Quite s0,” assented Kildare. “TIf you
prefer to explain to your Housemaster,
it’s quite within your rights. I'll see
that you do. Come with me to Mr. Ralt-
cliff, both of you.” =

Figgins and Kerr followed Kildare
aeross the quadrangle,  There was no
help for it.

Blske whistled softly.

“It's all out pow,” he remarked.
“Well, it was bound to come out. Wynn
will get a licking, and it will serve him
jolly well right I ~
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rotten  sneak!”  muttered
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“Tt:{imble is a wotten eneak, all the

sare.
“Ves, rather! Bump him " o
But Baggy Trimble had already dis-
appeared.
% After all, it's like Figging' cheek to
kick up a row,” remarked Levison.
“There is « food-hog in his House, after

the neck,

i And he’s going to get it in k
1 said

when Ratty is put on the track,”

Meanwhile, Kildarec marched the two
dismayed juniors into Mr. Rateliff’s
study in_the New House. He briefly
explained- the matter, and Mr. Rateliff

turned two very sharp eyes on the
juniors. )
A very serious matter,” _he said.

“YWhat have you to say, Figgins?”
“Nothing, sir.”
“And you, Kerr?”
“ Nothing, sir.”
“You admit that you have acted in
contravation of the food rules?”

“No, Sir.
“'And what of Wym? THas he done
a0?”

Figgins and Kerr were silent. They

didl not intend to give evidence against
Fatty Wynn.
< Ah ! Mr. Rateliff compressed his

Yips. 1 think I see. Wynn is the guilty
party apparently. Thank you for bring-
ing the matter to my notice, Kildare. I
shall inquire into it very strictly.”

Kildare left the study.

“Now, Figgius, kimﬂy explain to me
precisely what Wynn has done !”

Figgins closed his lips hard.

“ hear me, Figgins?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Well, answer me!”

“['ve nothing to say, sis’

Mr. Rateliffs eyes glittered.

- “Where is Wynn?"” ho acked.

“71 think he's gone out, sir.”

“Very well, When he comes in, bring
him to my study—all three of you. You
may go now!”

Figgins and Kerr went.

“The fat’s in the firo now, Figgy,”
murmured Kerr, as the Housemaster's
door closed. .

Figgine nodded. There was no doubt

about that, The food-hog of the New
House was booked.
CHAPTER 12.
All Serene |
OM MERRY & CO. wheeled their
bicycles down to the gate
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy stopped

in his wraceful saunter in the
guad, and greeted them.

“ e’ ont, deah boys?”

“Payin_a visit,” said Tom, with a
amile.  “* We're going to see a lady.”

“Bai Jove!” .

“You'd bgtter come along, Gussy,”
said Monty Lowther solemnly. *With
your fascineting manners, you know——"

“Weally, Lowthah—"

“Resided, you know the lady,"” said
Tom, laughing. *“We're going down to
the village to call on Mrs. Lomax. That
fat idiot Trimble says her husband Thas
been callad up again, and we're going to
offer to help with the allotment. As
vou're a wonderful gardener, Gussy, yon
con come along, and we'll pive you
directions while you do the digging.”

“Bai Jove! I shall be vewy pleased to
coma, deah boys. I'm wathah a good
hand at hoein’ up potatocs, youl know.
Wait till I get my jiggah.”

And the swell of St Jim's ran his
machine out, and pedalled away with the
Terrible Three to Rylcombe. Figgins
and Kerr were in the gateway, looking
vory glum, waiting for Fatty Wymn to

come 1n.
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“If you

“ Right-ho!”

The School Houee
cheerfully. They reached the little
cottage close by the village, and jumped
off their machines, leaning them against
the fence. They assumed their brightest
emiles ns Tom Merry knocked at the
cottage door.

Tt was opened by Mra. Lomax. The
patient-looking woman smiled as she saw

juniors rode away

the four cheery boyish facce.
“Good-evenin’, madam!"” said Arthur
Augnstus, raising his cap gracefully.

“May wo have the pleasuah of helpin’
with the potatges?”

“ Plaase come in!” said Mre. Lomax
smiling.  “You are very kind. You
have come to help Master Wynn?”

“Wynn!” exclaimed all the juniors
together.

“Did you not know he was here?”

“Bai Jove! No:”

The juniovs passed through into the
big garden behind tho cottage. A fat
youth was bending over the potato-
patch, hoe in hand, with perspiration
trickling down his face, which was
crimson. His Eton jacket was hangingg
on a clothes-line near at hand.

“You here, Fatt; exclaimed Tom

Merry.

Fatty Wynn spun round.

“Hallo!. What do you Schocl Honse
bounders want?” he demanded grufily.

“ We've come to work. We heard from
Trimblo that Lemax was pgone,’” ex-
plained Tom Merry.

1 knew that weecks agél” grunted
Fatty Wynn. -

“well,” we didn't! You'd better hand
me that hoe. You're wanted at dhe
achool.”

“Blow the schoal!”

“You'd better go.” said Tom seriously.
“Figgy's waiting for you. The fact is,
thore's going to be some trouble, Wynn.
It's come out about the sugar.”

Fatty Wynn snorted.

“May as well know what to expect,”
said Monty Lowther. “You've got ta
soc Ratty, and-he's got on to the sugar
being stored in your study. Sorry, but
ou really shouldn’t have done it, you
now.””

Snort! -
“]pg Master Wynn in trouble at the

school?” aeked Mrs. Lomax anxiously.
“1 am so sorry!”

“Tt's mnothing, ma'am,” said Fatty
Wynn, “Only a silly mistake of some
silly foola!”

Tut the good lady looked anxious.

“You spoke of the .sugar, Master
Lowther. I hope there ia no trouble
about Mastor Wynn bringing it to me."”

 About what?”' yelled Monty Lowther.

“(iweat Scott!”

< Master Wynn saved up his sugar
allowance, and brought it for my
children,” eaid Mrs. Lomax. “It was
very kind and generous of him, and I am
sure he did not know there could be any
objection—-""

E“ntty Wynn's face was scarlet.

<5 all right, ma'am!”_he gasped.
“T¢ isn’t that! Don’t- Here, leggo,
Tom Merry, you asa!’

But Tom grasped him by his plump
shoulders and shook him. A light dawned
upon his mind.

“Wns that it, yon fat duffer?” he
ehouted.  “* Was it your own allowance
that von were saving up for Mra
Lomax?"

“ Find out!”

“I'm-jolly well going to! said Tom.
“7frs., Lomax, Wynn has been acoused
of hoarding sugar. It's supposed that

ho's‘,bou;;ht it secretly, againet the rules

Shut up!”

roared Fatty Wynn.
“Rats! Wynn's going to

get a jolly

sen - Wynn, tell him he'-l good licking for it, Mrs. Lomax, so—-""
wanted!” called out Kerr “ Wil e

11 you dry up?

“Ho took n.rfrag of sugar out of the
echeol yesterday, after it had been nosed
out in his atudy,” said® Tom. “That's
what's the matter.” ‘

“But he brought it to me, for the
ohildren!” exclaimed “Mrs. TLomax. “It
is the-second time time he has done so.
I wouldn’t have let him, only the
children—they need it so much, and I
could not get it, and—and the dear boy
wae €0 pressing, that I could not refuse

“You fat fraud!” shouted Manners.
“Why couldn’t you tell us?”

“(Go and eat coke!” said Faity Wynn.

“Well,_wo _shall jolly well tel} all the
fellows now!” said Tom Merry.

“ 1l punch your eilly head if you do!”
growled Fatiy Wynn. “It's not their
businesa or yours, either.”

“Rats! We'll get back with Wynn
now, Mre. Lomax, and come to-morrow
to work, if you don't mind. We've got
to zet Fatty out of a ser The silly
ass has lot himself go®suspected of
hoarding, while he was hiding his giddy
light ander a bushel.”

And the four juniors crammed Faiiy
Wynn's jacket on him. and rushed out.
They walked their mnchiume, Fatty
Wynn breathing wrath a reata all
tha way, apparcntly more alarmed at the
prospect of hia deeds  becoming
known than that of a licking from his
Housemaster. L

But Tom Merry & Co. did no¥ heed.

Figgine and Kerr were still at the
gates when thewarrived at St. Jim’s.

i8 1" aimed Tom Merry.

“Found out!”

“What's he been doing now?” growled
Figgins,

“Saving up his sugar allowance and
taking it away for a soldier’s kids.”

“What-a-a-at?"”

“And we've bowled him out!”
chuckled Aruthur Augustus. “ And we're
jolly well goin’ to-tell evewybody -——""

“Vou'ra not!” roared Fatty Wynn.

“Fatty,” excliimed Kerr and Figgivs
together breathlesaly. ‘* You fat fraund!
Why didn't you bell ua?

“Sg I would have told you, when i
came out that the sugar wae there,
you hadn’t called me  a hoarde
growled Fatty Wynn. “Why ehouldn’t
a fellow save his sugar allowance if he
likes? 1 suppose those kids want it more
than I do, don’t they? Yah!”

“Sorry, Fatty—"" .

““We onght to have gucssed it was
something like that,” gaid Kerr. “Sorry,
Fatty !”

“Brrrrr!” .

But  though  Fatt Wynn  said
“ Pror-r-r " his_chums gink?:d arms with
him to march him to Mr. Rateliff’s study,
and the Terrible Three and D’Arcy went
with them to explain. -

Mr. Ratcliff greeted them with a sour
face. But when he heard what the
juniors had to tell him, even Mr. Rat.
cliffe sour face melted into a sort of
crusty smile. He condescended to give
Wynn an approving look.

“1 am plad to ses, Wynn, that vou
are capable of eelf-sacrifice,”” he said.
“Very commendable—very commendabla
indeed ! Ynuwey go.”

And Fatty Wynn went.

Outside. Figging and Kerr and the
Terriblo Three seized him, and shouldered
him into the quad, Fatty expostulating

¥

frantically from his perch on their
shoulders. But he could not belp him-

self. There was a crowdsat ohce uround
them, and the funjora explained the dis-
covery that had been made—amid angry
snorts from Fatty Wynn.

“PBy gad!” ejaculated Cardew. “Ro
Wynn wasn’t a hoarder—only a dear, nice
goad boy, hidin' hia good deeds——""
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“Lemme get at him i roared Fatty
Wynn furiously.
*“Ha, ha, ha

2 .

“Lemme, get at the rotter! Tl pul-
verise him—-"" o

“Hurrah for the Good Boy of St
Jim's!” sniggered Racke of the Shell

our iellows collared Racke
and imped bim on the ground, and
Racke's snigger was heard no more.
Then Fatty, in spite of his breathless fury,
was shouldered round the quad. It was
necessary to set him right in the eyes of
the fellows who had misjudged him, and
thut was the most effective way.

- Three or
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Fatty Wynn escaped at last, and fled’
to his study. And when Redfern & Co.
came along to say they were sorry, he
hurled a cushion at them which bowled
Reddy over like a skittle, and followed
it up with a stream of ink-—and after
that he was left in peace.

Concord reigned once *more in Figging'
study in the New House, and Figgins and
Kerr were proud of their chum. Fatty
Wynn forgot that he had been offended,
and all was calin and bright.

And when at tea-time_next day he asked
Figgins and Kerr how long they thought

1
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the war would lasf, and whether they
thought there' was any chance of an
early peace, his chums forbore” to bump
him. For thengh poor old Fatty could
not help dresming of the Heshpots of
Egypt, he had proved that his heart was
in the right place. 4

TBE END.
(Don't miss next Wednesday's Great
Story of Tom Merry & Co. at St Jim's
—“KILDARE OF THE GREAT
HEART!" by Martin Clifford.)
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For next Wednesday : .

# KILDARE OF THE GREAT
HEART!"™

By Martin Clifford.

The Shell and Fourth are the Forms at
St. Jim’s upon which Interest mainly centres,
Lut the occasional stories in which the doings
of the fags of the Third or the grea{ men of
the Sixth are chronicled bhave always found
plenty of admirers. I have no doubt what-
ever that my readers will appreciate next
week’s yarn, wherein Kildare, captain of St.
Jim's, shows himsell the great-hearted,
plue fellow that he is, and Knox once
more reveals himself as a rotler. Monteith
comes into the story, too. The parts played
by the Terrible Three, Blake & Co., nug the
rest of our friends of the two Forms miy
smaller than usual, but 1 do not fear that
anyone will grumble at this

A LETTER FROM CANADA.

And a very mice letter, too—the kind of

Jetter it does one good to receive! *B.” writes
thus from Montreal:

¥

%Dear Sir,—T am not going to spologise
for taking up your time with my epistle, for
1 am one of your oldest readers, and I think
I have a right to a few minutes. have
read the GEM from the start. More than
that, 1 knew some of the leading characters
helore the GEM existed, for there were

CEEEEELOECECECOETCEEEE

FRIENDLY E

By MONTY
{EDITO! Nore.—The authenticity of these
letters is, to say the least, doubiful. ‘The
supposed  handwriting of the two parties

resemblance  to onty's
own, but that may be mere coincidence. 1
don't think Cutts will be pleased when be
sees this ‘pa;ic-. But that is Monty's funeral,
not mineT—T.M.] :

tears a distinet

« Greyfriars.
—Yoii say Deadbeat is

«Dear Mr. Banks,
bome with the Cod-

absolutely sure to romp

pam Cup? Then, for goodness’ e, put nie
a couple of quid ou the gee-gee!. You will
find my T O U enclosed with this letter.

me on 1o,

ut that dark horse you let
an nléo

Spavin, was only just mentioned as
'That makes me owe you fve quid.
Will pay you in full when Deadbeat gefs his
place. GErALD CuUTTS.”

« Green Mano.
ts,—Yuy maid jest a litle
koning. Itz sevin quid yer
admit it may iook like
but believe me iiz a

“Pere Mr. Cub
mistake in yer recl
owe me. Corse, Tle
a five on the T O T,
sivin. If there's enny dowt in the matter,
or if vud like to rare enmy objekshuns, X
can place the slip befor yore headmaster,
and gee whut he maiks ov the figgers—eh?

Sawyy? Ennywaye, I am goin too put the
1 O 10 before ym, weather or no, if the munny
fsent pade in-three dags. J. BANES.®

« Greyfriars.
You're the biggest swindler
For any sake, don't let

fr. Bank
1 ever came-acrose!
ihe Head see that I Q Ul I will pay the
money somehow.

«peadbeat hasn't wom the race after all!
You told me he was a dead cert, bul he's

Editor’s Chat.

clories of Jack Blake and Figgins and iheir
rivalty in the old * Pluck Library,” and
well remember tlie coming of D'Arey. With
the GeEM came Tom Merry, but ab Clavering
then, not at St. Jim's. 1 must own that I
was inclined to regard Tom Merry as a bit
of an interloper when he was transterred to
St. Jim’'s, and my old favourites lost some
of the limelight in consequence.
is a very good work, and Mr.

s bow to depict fine types of

Any father would be

proud of a son who tke the best charac.
ters in these storics. The parents who forbid
their children to read the GeyM must he very
narroy-mindgd, or very badly prejudiced.
The miajority of those 1 have met who hav
run them down bave heen forced to admit,
on examinatfon, that they have ncver rea
them. I tell you trapkly that I shonld want
a lot of consoling if my GEx or * Magnet "
were stopped, for mnot even the keenest
youngster can look forward to them more
than T think the stories might he
made o little more educational—in the way
of usefnl knowledge, 1 mean. Now and then,
for instance, something is safd In French,
and the English of it is given. That sort of
thing sticks in a' boy's mind, and may prove
nsefnl later om. It has proved so to me in
this eity of French peope.

“T have two brothers with the Canadians.
They get my papers sent on weekiy, and
enjoy every wotd of them. Carry on with

Clifford
hoys—and mel

LOWTHER.
tell you, dealing with a villain like you.
Meet me in wood at 5 p.m. to-motrow, and I
will pay you in full, Geranb CUTTS.”
@ Friardale Infirmary.
r Cutte,—Drat yer! Yer very ncer
me in the weod with that grate
T'm-in the orspital now, with me
head almost burstin, But yer’il be sorry for
it afor long! The perlice are on there way
to the skewl, so take yer larst longing look
at it. J. BaNks.™
«H M. Prison, —
rotte; Confound  you!
bbies arrested me, and 1've
heen In prison mow over a month.  I'll be
out of it soon, though. I'm to be hanged
to-morrow for killing a heastly warder who
wouldn't let me smoke and play piteb-and-
toss in the cell. Of course, I didn't actually
mean to kill the sweep, bub accidents will
happen. 1 wish I'd killed you, you scoun-
drel! 1t would bave been betler than bang-
ing for & poor beggar of a warder!.
“ GpRaLn CUTTS.”
«Wayland Lunatic Asylum.

« Master Cutis,—1 opes this' will reech you
afore the end, Bein as you are the frend of
me life, I should like $o comfort you as much
as 1 can. But 1 ear as how itz very unplezant
to stand on the scaffold, fecling the nooze
| tightening around yer neck and the trapdore
wobbling under yer feet.

“ Banks, you
Those measly -bol

s had as Spavie, I'm in sore straits, T cam.

“Me own time is vers nigh spent. Neat
brandy bein no real use to me, I took to
metherlated eperrits.” I've bad the D.T.s
twice, me brane’s been affected, and
ere 1 am in a luny Louse. The dokter has
calkilated me to die in twenty minutes, so
address orl furder commochicashuns  to
‘Wayland Semitery, BANES.”

——
——— s

the good work, dear Editor! I, for one,

chall always be ready to put in a good word

"
for your papers, and 1 am proud o‘; the fact
that T have got quite a lot of mew readers
for them, alike in the Old Country and out
here. Please - convey my appreciations to
your anthors, with my thanks for hundreds
of pleasant hoi spent in reading their
yarna—Your devoted Teader, TRAY

On behalf of Messrs. Martin Clifford and
Frank Richards, as well as on my own
account, I thank my correspondent. A
reader from the first, and as keen as ever
after more than ten years! What bigger
compliment could an autbor asl

I, .too, remember “Pluck * in the old days,
when the first story in it was always a school
yarn—o! St. Jim's one week, of some other
school the next, then still another, aud then
St. Jim's again. Not many my readers
go as far back as that, 1 suppose. But I
have a double link with those who do, for &
good many of those schook stories—not the
8t. Jix ones—were my work,

FECEOOEEEEEEEECOEECOEECEOCHECCOCOreeo
PISTLES OF CUTTS AND BANKS.

My Comic Column.

By MONTY LOWTHER.

A Dutch paper savs that trainloads of

German dead have beem taken to the blast

furnaces to be cremated. It is just like the

‘guns to make light of grave subjects in this
ay.

THE WAIL OF THE REJECTED.
A poor chap in Category Z5 sends us the
following pathetic plaint:
1 shall never march with banners
Gaily streaming in the breeze; ~
1 shalt never help in bringing
Kalser Bill down on his knees;
1 shall never have a look-in, i
When they're handing out V.C.'s.

ut a chap home {rom the Front says that
;l;‘c rcjected johnny ought te have put 1t more
73 %

I shall never share a billet
© With a theusand thousand fleas;
I shall "lﬂ"ff“' stand with water
Swishing ey round my knecea;
1 shall never feel the marrow
In my backbone slowly freeze.

German soldiers arc said to regard being
sent to the Somme front as equivalent to a
death sentence, But, really, it is quite
certain that they will “go West.

Baggy Trimble and other prize porkers have
boeen bemoaning the shortage of sugar and
sweetstulle. But let them take comfort. You
can get used to doing without theee thinge.
I find that decﬂ\-nuts dough nnt attrast me
as they once @id, and even ice-cream leaven

me eold.
TrE Gex Lisrany.—No. 462
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EXTRACTS FROM

“TomMerry’s Weekly” & “ The Greyfriars Herﬂd i
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IMBLE of the Fourth had been talk:
inﬁl too much.
¢ generally does

does.

So long aa Trimble talked about
the glories of Trimble Hall—which none of
the fellows had ever ° seen—or about the
1 things he could do at cricket—if

3 od; or about the way he would have
“mopped up” Huns- he were only old
enough—it didn’t matter.

A fellow has & right to gas as much as he
likes in a {ree country. But Trimble bad
been talking too much abonut old Railton; and

* that put the lid on.

Tt iso’t Mr. Railton’s fault that he has a
cousin who figured as a “conscientions
objector.” the man has changed
his mind, and joined up since. Most of the
fellows agreed that it was an unpleasant sub-
jeet, and that the lenst sald the sconest
mended.

Bt that wasn't” good encugh -for Trimble.
1t was a tit-bit for him, and he wouldn't
let the subject rest, espeeially after Railton
had caned him for exceeding the grub allow-
ance about a dozen times.

Trimble talked about that conscientions
objector, and abouf the way it reflected on
Raitton, and on the shool generally, no
end—which was cool of him, as he is a well-
lnown funk, and wonld be looking_for some-
where to hide if he were old enough to be
taken to scrap with the Huns. Being  well
on the safe side of eighteen, Baggy Trimble
felt that he could talk as much ae he liked,
feeling quite sure that the war would be over
before he was old enough .

That was why Monty Lowthcr put on his
thinking-cap, and thought the matter out.
He came into his study with.a grin on his
face one day, and Tom Merry and Manners
said fogether:

o o

Mercy !
They thought it ‘was one of Lowther's jokes

coming.

= Fatheas said  Towther. “I've  been
thinking about Trimble!  I'm fed-up with
his gast”

“Same here!” said Manners.

“Hear, hear!” said Tom Merry.

“To b him talk, a fellow would think
be was yearning to have a go ab the Muns,”
continued Lowther. - Now, if. they lowered
the age to fifteen, instead of raising it to
forty-five, what do you think Trimble would
[t

H

Merry. N
“Or up the chimney!” chutkled Manners.
“Exactly. Now, don't much like “con-
seientious objectors myself,” said Lowther.
“1 don’t understand their point of view, za

e in the coalcellar!” grinned Tom

i don't specially want to. But even a
conscientions objector is as bad as a war-
profitecr, his relations can't help it, and
Trimble's got ? ring off the subject of
Railton's cousin. ® 0ld Railton’s done hLis bit,
anyway, and got a gammy arm. I've thought
of an idea for shutting up Trimble!” -

. “Good egg!™ h

“Blessed if- 1 see how you'll shut up that

gashag!" said Manaers.  “Trim) e’s like the

jittle brook—he goes on for ever!” 7
“Suppose the military age was lowered to

teen?" suggested Lowther.
“Eh? It couldn't be!” -
“Why not? If they're going to raise it

and scoop in old fogeys. why shouldn't they
Jower it and scoop in brisk young fellows
like us? I've often thought that I°could
run things a bit better at the Front if I were
there !
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bub they're not going to, surely?”

“Well, 1 can’t say I know anything
it,” admitted Lowther. “I don't—ah
think it likely myself. They don’t secem to
realise what they're missing in leaving us
here, and I dare say it won't down on them
tilt foo late. But that's the wheeze!”
“Eh? What is?”

about:
em !
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Monty Lowther procesded to explain, and
Tom Merry and Manners stared at first, and
then chortled.

“Mind * you

wiher.

“Yea, rather!”

“And not a word outside this study!”

“Not a merry syllable!”

And the Terrible Three chortled in chorua.

The next afiernoon there was cricket, and
Mogty Lowther was out of gates.

After the cricket good many- fellows
nssembled at Dame Taggles' tuckshap, in the
corner of the quad, to discuss the game, and
ginger-beer, and the oné or two things that
weren’t limited by the Food Controller.
Bagay Trimble was there, of course, looking
for somebody to stand him a ginger-pop.
He tried Tom Merry, and Manners, and
D’Arcy, and DBlake, and Talbot, one after
another, and they all told him to go and eat
coke.

Baggy

back me up!” concluded

gy was't popular. Then, chiclly to
make himself obnoxions, he began talking
about Railton’s cousin, as usual.

“If 1 had any con: nticns objectors in the
family, I'd squazh ‘em,” Baggy was saying
when Monty Lowther looked in at the decr-
. “My opinion is that Railton ought to
resign from the school. ‘s too bad! Al
my relations of military age are in—-"

* America?” asked Manners.

“No, you ass! In—"

“ Switzerland ?”

“No!*  yelled Baggy Trimble, as
fellows chuckled. *In khaki, of course!
I were only old enough-——"

Then Monty Lowtber burst in.

*Glorious news!” he roared.

v] s up?” asked Blake.
yet?”
“Kaiser hanged himself?”
“Or somebody hanged him?"
“Better than that!” trilled Monty Lowther.
“What do you think ,oi the military age
cen?” .

tie
It

“Ger-

gasped  4rthur  Augustus
“Is that twue?”

didn’t=answer the gquestion.

D'Arcy.
Monty Lowther
He pirouetted roumd the tuckshop in a state

of exuberant delight.

“Fificen!” he chortled. “Think of it!
Now, them, roll up! Who's coming _this
-{Ln‘nmnn to the reerniting-office at Way-

nd 2

“Bai Jove! 1T'm comin™”

“Same h

“ Hurrali

“Su wait il T see it in the papers
intircly,” said Reilly of the Fourth, with.a
suspicious look at Monty- Lowther.

Lowiher did not heed.
“Come on, Tom!
Le{‘.'s be the first!”
ont"

Manners!
*Come

Come on,
he shouted.
“Hurrah!” o
Tom Merry caught Trimble by the arm.
Trimble was standing quite still, looking as
if he had been suddenly rooted to the floor.

on, Trimble!”
ch¢ pasped Baggy.
“You're coming with us, of course?”
Wanners, taking his other arm. “We
‘will set the example!”
“Buck up!” exclaimed Lowther.
“Loggo!”  shricked Trimble.
eoming " 5
“Do you want th wait till you're combed

said
four

not

out?” demanded Monty Lowther. “Or are
you going to set wp as a conscientious
objestor?” .«

“Ha, ha, ba!”

Most of the fellows had tumbled to 1t by
that time; but Trimble didn’t tumble. - He
was in such a blue funk that he hardly
knew whtther he waa on his head or his
heels.

His fat faw had dropped, and his round
eyes were nearly bulging out of his fat face.
Monty Lowther secmed overjoyed with the

et, London,

THE CONSCIENTIOUS OBJECTOR. By Ernest Levison.

news he had brought, but Trimble didn't seem
to see any occasion for joy. And he was too
scared to stop to think how jolly uniikely it
waos that "the military age should be lowered

o fifteen.
| “He wriggled tike a fat rabbit as the Ter-
rible Three marched him towards the door.
He caught hold of the doorpost, and cluy
there, 13[!'::1%

“Leggo ! won't come!”

“Go it, Twimble!" chirruped Arthur
Augustus.  “Bai Jove, I'll join up if you do,
deah boy. You've been tellin’ us what you'd
do if you were old enougli—" ;

“And now you're old enough!" chortled
Blake.

“I—J—I—is it  compulsory?” gasped
‘rimble. .
“0Oh, no!” said Lowther. “Nothing com-

pulsory about it!"
Then I won't go!"”
Why not?” demanded Tom
“Are you afraid of the German
“Nunno! —I'm_as brave a  lion!”
gasped Trimble.  “But—but E=l don't want
to kill anybody! Yow-ow! ¥—I couldn't
kill a rabbit, let alone a man! ¥ow !
about

Merry sternly.
87"

don't want any nasty blood “me!
Groogh!”
“Perhaps yon won't kill anybody” said

Lowther consolingly.
in the casualty-list!”

“Yaroooh!” roared Trimble.

He scemed to think that that would he
worse still.

“Look here, Trimble, you're coming
fellows look to you te sét them an example

“Yarooh! Lemme go}

Trimble was jerked away from the door-
post, and the Shell fellows rushed him out
into the gquadrangle.

They had him down to the gates in a
twinkiing, and a crowd rushed after them to
see them off. d

Baggy Trimble was yelling for help as thoy
gtarted for Wayland. Everybody else was
velling with laughter.

TDown the lane they went, Baggy wriggling
and  struggling. But Tom Merry and
Manners had an arm each, aod BMonty
TLowther walked Dbehind, helping Trimble on
with the toe of his boot.

Baggy had to go.

“You may simply figure

“The

“I—1 say, leggo!” he pleaded, as they
turned .into the footpath to Wayland. “I—
1 don't want to enlist, you kno

“But we're going to if you do,” said Tom

Merry., “That means four recruits, and the
country needs every mnan who can crawl!”

“The country be blowed!" gasped Trim

. hat! must.  say that so
patriotic!” said Lowther. “Don't you u -
stand that slackers will be combed out,
Trimble

“I—I'll get my pater to send me to Switzer-
land!” wailed Trimble. “Yow! 1 wi
gone there last vac, and—and stayed

iah I
there!

Oh, dear! I won't come!
“Buck up!” maid Lowther; and Le let out
his boet ag: J

n.

And Trimble yelped and toddled on.

Trimble isn't # walker, but Tom
Merry & Co. are, so they did the walk
hroigh the wood at quite a quick rate.
Baggy Trimble was gasping and perapiring
when they came out into the Wayland Road.

He"cinng to the last stile, and yelped.

“J—1 say, don’'t Dbe hbeasts, you know!
You can go and enlist if you like. I—I've
got an cbjection. I—I don't believe in
wa s

Hallo! A conscientious objector—what!”
yelled Lowther.

“Yes,” said Trimble desperately, “I-T
can see now how—how right they have been
all along. - never  understood before.
Now 1 come to think of it, I—I have & very
strong copscientious objection-$o all war-

Too late!” sald Manners. * Besides, we
know you haven't®any conscicnce. You've
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mever  chown any  signs  of  having  one
1| .
shricked Trimble. hanging
“I'm against the war!
nnt zoing to be I.'I]d'_

5t

don't like trenche: Lega
t0 loin the stop-tho-war party?

. von went to hiss the peace meeting
vland only last we said - Tom

“zroaned Trimble.
in

assl”
teant was that I believe
tiations, and all that. 1
e war ought fo end, you know, a
chaps come home—1 do  really!

was - an

i
the
g0 !

rimble was unhooked off the stile,
qu-l'urrimc Three walked him on to W

i

Tl r.n, jumor had hardly. enongh breath
toft in to yelp when they eame into
Wayland umh Street.

He limped and dragged mwmong  the Ter
ritile Three, gasping.

sw pull yourself together!” said Tom

Merry encouragingly.  “The reeruiting-office
is only a doze }(er\ up the street.  Look
a v when you

in!
m not --o.n;: ‘in!” moaned Trimble.

“You are; and we're going to see vou
enlist hefore we—ahera!—enlist ourselves
said Manners, - man, you  kiow,

‘Be
Remember  all - the nice rs you've said
about Railton's cousin! Do you want people
ln talk about you like that?
don’t care! I—I want-to go home!
Trimble.

‘A‘Il|rt|
“Th

of theshonour of St Jim's!” urged

N the m‘l flag, and the glory of
war, amd the deep, stern nusic of  the
Tanions Aleaekit Al Towther eloquently.
Y ( making the Hun run!  Think of

guns
hail of bhuilets—-"

tting perforated all aver——"

Think of the bursting shells, and things
1 1

buck

that !
er_en

like t o wil you
1 1, i

3 Think
Hallo! Haold

Three et oo
l'l.\(.lui the
A T

Terrib
as the

s if by accident. the
Trimble just
4t the reoral

anding there DS e

» very likely, thut they were

it of kiiaki Just then gave Buge,
e tore himself

:d ran for it.

wihe
Ba ']!'Ilnh] didn” ( c\ul look hack.
went down the street like a me -~hike,
rible Three trotting on his track at a
mMore vasy rate.
Baeggy ln'ml\kd back from the lane when he

saw _them in the distance,
. He raced on a wit]
streaming down his face, and

nto the waod.
ag 4 good run home Ln 8t
id. and Baggy wasn’t an at
he must have kept on the fun all ihe v\'\ 3
for in a wmuhrru!'lv short time he showed
up at th hool gates azain, A erowd of
spum.l him as he came staggering in,
o and covered with dust.
eah’s  Twimble!” relled
o fave you enlisted, Twimbi
hcc the conguering hero comes!”
son.

hm's frr\m

yelled

they given you the two-and-nine,
Trimble
“Why ain’t yon in khaki?”
Ha, ha. ha!
Trimble didn't answer. He jnst
ed on _to School House, and stag-

just strenzth enough left
(nmmnu room, and there
e eollapsed X sofu,
When the ihle- eame in. half an houe
. they fonne him SEL there, bmmmn
arampus.
t

when they came in, and

np

Keep ‘em off! - Yah! T wow't go!

fect—-
sald  Monty Lowther.
sg :.uu @ got home!  You ought to enter
for the mile, B You' nds down,
if you (hc]unlsc there was a reeru ng-officer
after you! By the way, why did you bolt

from Wayland#”

THE GEM LIBRARY.

CFow-ow I'm not going
to  enlist: a strong con-
eclentious objes

ut saitl Lowther, in
surprise. * You're not- eighteen !

Buggy Trimble blinked at him. as the
{yuom yellul,  He began to understand at
ast

\nu said xim m;hmr\ age wus lowered to
fite 1 Kl

¥ ass, mu t! 1 said. t do

you t of the militury act being lowered to

i1 said l.tmt'hcr calmly, That's

quite a different thing- usking . ques-
tion in o gezu.ml sort of \n
a. ha, hat

hen—then it isn't?"

sped Trimble.

13

4 Certainly not! iz

"Hu ha, ha!"

Baggy Trimble looked at JLowther as if he
would like to eat mm The fcllows were
all laughing like hyer Baggy  realised
that e had had that awul ran home ail
for nothing, and bis feelings were too deep

for words.

Trimble wasn't very sensitive to ridieule as
a rule, but tl was too much for even Lim.
He limped out of tllu: Common-ronm without
anothor word, lea the fellows howling.

And it was a long mmr hefore the St. Tim =
fellows left off addeessing Trimble as ©The
Conscientious Ohjeetor

THEE END.
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THE ICE.CREAM MERCHANTS.

By
“ SAY, Gussic!”

What deah boy?"  Arthor
Augustus ed  genially upon  his
minor, the beam faded, the

famous mnecnocle was jammed into place, and
Wally was subjected fo severe inspection.
W what's the matter? Am [

fathend,

3 day !
“hn'l&m of Grey-
e to write him a yam for the
Stirexfriars Herald,!  =illy Why can’t
he get his.own chap: to. fill Ip lis blessed
Herald v
1]

sheuld considat it
to wite for the
I cannot sce why

an hulm
l(:uuld

ain't the only
1 didn't quite
first, hut niw

d me five hoh.™

Wally ! Whatevah for?
hiesi 4

s
hetween w yarn for 't
Hewald® anid five ol
“What a chap you arc to waste gas! You
ht 1o kuow it e yuu

My deab kid, st
a wer s,

~All right. Il ask Tom Merry.®  And
away ran the fag, ing no hecd to Atthur

Augustus’ remonstranc

Tom Merry and Lis chums, Lowiher and
just coming up the stairs

nd Wally made his reques
Mo 1 snppose

ty?
cclebration among the

the three ed their pockets,
mong them raked up the amount
ianks awfully. you chaps
ly darted off to lis chum, Frank
Levison.

“Look e I've just got

t you to help

. ol man,
d I owa

el @ lot of ice-cream
s woif at the turkshop? My idea
- a maching, amd muke a whack of
the «tull ourselves and seil it. Then I mean
t u! about it, amd send it 10 Wharton
He aid article from a
to Greyfriars
e his cheek to ask us to educate
T don't mind, and we can
IR OT l\nn—“iml"
to the Red Cross, you know
ciints cosb n 16

“you know wl

an
% f'AL might be useful

ve the profi

“I've got T saw one outside a
shop in the village, and it was only seven-
and-=i We ought to be able to raise that
and enough for some stull to make the ice-
cream. How much have you got?

“Only ane-and-six. Il ask Erpie to lend
me half-a-crown. That will he enough for a
start, won't it?

S Al serene !
we'll =coat down to the v
tea aml buy the machine”

Tei over, they made for the village, and.

ng the freezer as it lay among
nb of pans outside the shop, they

Hop off and get the tin, and
illage directly after

afier

ce-crean machine. young gentlemen?
and. of eourse. 1 will show
This one is quite simple,

beught, as were the

GEORGE HERRIES.

paiﬁ careful attention to the
the use of their new poszse«-

sion, Then, chuekling gleefully, they sped
back to St. Jiwm's, hugging their precious
parcels,

the game?

“ Hallo, young D'Arey! What's
shouted Manner
“ You

you may come and help,

rest of you can huy the ice-cream ul:en it’s
made,”

Wally assumed mn air of superiority that
- Funm\

rather riled the rest of the Th
But they wanted to see the
ound while Wally 1
s of the pare
-machine,

“There's the freesin
pow r}er-— »
Ught Keep your old powde

grunted

Fathead ! and  raspherry oo
cream  powders right, you bet!
Tha i the brown paper, = h

t that's
ice in the pail, and there's a tin of Nestle's,
and_th ull

Wally Nvl Frank surveyed the collection
prondly, and when Jameson volunteered to
make the custard Wally graciously con-
sented.

=The man said the best ices are made of
cream and eggs, Hut these are cheaper to

make, and egps are messy i you get ‘em on
your clobber,” remarked Wally.

=Ll make tle- nnlk thick, and it will «
as well as ere . Frank Levison,
he tadied the milk ont of the tin and v
fuliy added water,

He puat the little saucepan on the
while Jameson proceeded to mix the pow
according to the directions read ovt
lomlly 1nd plainiy by Joe F

husy packin 1 salt
zim' ed by the man who Rad sofd them ¢

mischine.,

On @ sudden there was a splutier as the
milk Loiled over. Frank had been so intent
on witching Wally and listening to Jece that
he had forgotten hiz own department. Jamc.
son made @ wild grab at the handle of the
saucepan, dropped it with a yell, and be
to hop round and care:s his burnt finge

Frayne hastily
to pget rid of the over-
ot milk.
and to window no one
had noticed Gander. Gunder was improvi
the shining hour by scooping out milk fre
the tin with his fingers, .uui sucking the
mmm with great relish. shout from Jee
and a shove \\huh sent Gander
ving in ane direction and the :l]mObt empty
another put an end to his b
You greedy young pig! yunn ;um w
ha\a te pay for that tin of milk!® yelled
al

blackened  saucepan,
opened the window
oW fumes of

In uu rush to fi

“\u I sha’n’t! It was
way. And you ean’t
eream, for the ice
|mwder-} are hurned.

ked off, followed

nearly empty, any.
e your heastly ice-

melted and the
nd Gande:
all’ b\ll Wally a

with dismal fa
| the dumps.

make
has

by

des.
They surveyed the wreel
But fags don't stay long
rdIIk I.!n'hml
i ! Wally, old seout, T think you b
belter wné.e to Wharton and tell him
ahout this. It will read all right.”
“Blow the reading! We have wasted cur

v.u:. and not got a cent for the Red Cro-s
Fun

Mt we will, Waly!» Linmed Jameson.
“We still have the i can hav

another shot at heing icie |Hm|s merchants,
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ON T HE ROOF Answers to
By PETER TODD. Correspondents.
e ANl From “Tom Merry's Weekly.”
Efour were sitfing in our study at) few steps away. Th(n before we could guess
W my old school. 1) what the me,n Wi b to, !uta:\un-f mny_.!d
There were  the  Dull rished . and | u||\pcd out towards the .
correct name is Barnes— e dibidel Gl agrie with you that Keopie
ilhert, and m: Before we could get our breath back he i m{’r”z:“‘“ ‘waml il sheer
% z the efor: o o 8ill. and graspe op
'hlLL lr‘,;;.: v..“_q“1.1ﬁw’::".,.;,.|;:n"igm [h mkrt and rl]w}.qiht:r;hr::mt:ll‘m ity and grasped the top [ 2 L T e eandalous ; and it seems
distinetly off, though the piteh might b was somcthing like a miracle that he ";’mt"f"i‘gwll \L)f you btn :it‘}”ru L‘E{“LLtPN"m}
been all ném for v\.xl(‘l;ipulu e should bave achicved that peril jutp ::N:Jm'“ bl GRAERGS TPORSIDN . & ¥
The Duffer was reading, ompsocn W safely, for the ledge on which he had landed y
yawning, and Gilbert was asleep, with his g not have buen mare than sit inche ey "‘;;J"j”‘:“;of_ﬂgrdlm-*“‘i to ";{;}“dﬁ.’;
enormous mouth wmc npm broad. = ¥
o P ak ot o Duffer la ORI gerel. as appeared in our pages
1 was making 'mdluftmr'.'ﬁn';;:'l Just as the Duffer landed Palmer came to e i rekditg of S8t Sim's Limericka”

shots the afo nl mo th,
get the range properl

Suddenly Thompson

ook liere, you chaps,
to do!  Let’s tag Blount

TBlount was a giddy ass whom Fate and

our Housemaster had wafted into the next
study to ours.
Right first shot!” said the Duffer;
tded, with a- brilliant inspiration:
sandbag his chimne
We. yelled approvil of this smart
mestion.

One or two of our
from ‘Au, and the m
fires should be made
Blount was one of these Inxurious mumius

“Why not stick Four | r-. down it, Duffer?
id Thompson. | drive back the
and it can't apod your face; nothing

1 an idea.
here's nothing clse

and he
“Let's

sug-

aps hiad just recovered
tron had ordered that

« all wanted to bag the c-hium-\\ I)ut the
n.m._r' was very :imldu‘! on that pol
“Look here, you chaps, the idea
and T'm going to bring it off.
objects will get it in the neck!”

As the Duffer weighed two stons more than
any of us, and had ot arms like the villuge
Llackss ands, you know, and all
that—we let him ha his way, though we
felt sure he would make a mess of it.

We got an old sack, and crept along to the
end of the corridor, whenee a trap led thrmuwh
to the roof. -

When we were all up safely, the rest of us
waited by the coping \vh:lx. tu(\ Duffer crawled
wlong the leads to the chimne;

We were about eighty” i, 21 frnm the ground,
and 1 was just speculats g as to whether the
best climber in the echool could negotiate a
swarm down the draiu-pipe, when Tnnmpacn
remarked, grinning :

Someonc’s getting peevish!”

Somebody certainly seemed upset. Sounds
of conghing came up to wvs, and we heard a
window jusy_beneath being thrown up.

From so here below us a thick black
trail of sm treamed ous. We were almost
choking w pghter, when suddenly a sound
at our [ sobered us. © Someont was coming
up the ladder to the trapdoor!

ot
Anyone who

We scuttled behind a chimmey-stack. The
trap opened, and a begrimed fignre burst
through.

Then we did gasp with horror, for “some-
one " was—not the pale, ln.sp\.t,wllk’d 'llimmt
but Palmer!

Palmer, the captain of the school! Palmer,
the ~chap whose thrashings put people oﬂ
sitting down for a week afterwards
Dufer must have lost his bearings _-«umrhnw,
and got to the wrong chimne;

The Duffer simply fled for his life.  Palmer,
almiost: beside himself with rage, gave chazc;
but as_he was rounding., a c.nnllr the pn:fect.i
foat slipped. - He staggel a moment,’ and
disappeared over the !lde' or the roof. - There
came a sudden epash, and then silence!

We ran to the edee, but could hx.nily serew
wup -courage to look down. : Hurrah! By a

z.miracle Palmer had been sayed from instant

3 » A part of the building ran out at
right angles from where we were standing,
and he had landed somehow on an ivy-clad

jutting out near one of its windows.
ven so, there seemed very little chancs
of saving his life, for he was unconscious, and
d sce that he was gradually elipping
down over the strands of the
The window beside the buttreds must have
heen about fonr feet away from him, and ten
feet below where we were standing.  From
that it would have been possible to reach
Palmer; but the wing stair was in another
part of the house, and before we could get
there he would be lying dead, shattered to
e on the asphalt seventy feet below !
The Duffer turned on his h and took a

himself, and made a desperate cluteh
ivy above him.
broke away in his grasp, and he roli
right_over the edge. But even as he rol
the Duffer's long arm shot out, and piur
Lim for a moment to the butir
None of us could hage begun to do what
he did then, How he got Palmer thraugh
the window remains a puzzle; but the village

el
<
«

bla. mith musecles helped, of course

t was done, anyway, and no sooner was i
done than, overcome by his terrible ordeal,
the Duffer fainted clean away.

. . . . . i

Nobady else ever knew the whola story of
what happened. But from that day e

and we discouraged others from doiny so o
the most pre we knew of—which,
of_course, Lmni ng off jackets!
Palmer behaved like a brick.”  He kept the
secret and withheld the ashplant.

TI’{E END.
FOOOROEHNENARRRDEE
NOTICES.

Correspondence Wanted.

Miss Mabelle I. Carl Pretoria  North,

South Africe—with readers—exchange
pieture po: ds.

Gicorge Bur(-blll 28 Leeuwport St
burg, Transvaal, uth  Africa
readers interested in M.amp collecting.

1. Rrinton, t\.ﬂmlm'l Mutual, Coilins Street,
Melbourne, Aus a--wants to form Stemp
Exchange Clubwsbmnped and  addressed
envelope,

Miss D.
Belgravia,

lisle,
irl

128, fer

Taylof Ald ¥y Street, South
] m\ﬂrm w.

with girl readers,

F. 8tockbridge, eare of Messrs. Stree
& Creaser, 70, Hamlet lﬁurt Road, West-
cliff—with boy reader in

hlrul Radford,
Companions League
. Stamped and addressed

s more memk
lope, please.

Cricket—Matches Wanted by =

(‘rosv(nnrﬂlu‘s ag 17 18; weak ;

er. mall,
bbrook \e.rmL “c.stmm(cr Bw.a
card Juniors—15; four-m; mdum‘—d.
ginton, 12, Liscard Crescent, Lisc
Springfield—16%; three-mile  radius,
Henley, 50, Lealand lm 1, Stamford Hill, N
Stone’s  Junior— in dlgtnct
Marshall, 31, Stanley ‘ﬂ.rl et, S.E.8,

AT

You add that there is no fello
named Adman.” Quite true!
vet there are one or two—or more—St. Jim's
fellows who—- it i

much! Take the assumed
round with it a bit, Try it bac
seot it, put it dewn on pa;p r mlhoul any

‘np[lﬂil Tetie
* Litcrary
did not write “The I

nsi
ture that

You are alzo in error in your rnlu\
the said minstrel was a hen. 1 you Jover
read Willie Wordsworth's “Idiot Hoy "
should confidently recommend it as bf_mg
suitable to your gz

“Literary Student (Seceod Letter).—Have

¥ou no idea as to when a h J(Ikl‘ has beea
sufficiently used?  Macaul “Lays of
Ancient Kome ~ were not?-u- rud egust -
“Don Key."—Tom Metry is hetween 15
Wynn is orghbun stone, or 1 A
is a Tank c
appreciated ges Bi-ﬂ\o is
] et . e e .\gam Racke
to say, lest the -law of libel b
Mellish is usually off-side; D'Arcy

and

“an un-
ully D' Arey
tter, not

off his mr}.er Iml. means well ia
all right; Trimble is ig
Gore is 15 and wmc muntha Levison is gejolly
good forward; Clifton Dane is a Canfeian,

Nohle an Australian, Clive a South African,
and Scrope a Hottentot; the writer of thia
is fed up’; and the chap who asks all these
questions is a—well, sce above!
B. This query will be answered free of
charge ; if ‘you send any more, you will b
mood enaugh to enclose a half crown postal
order. with each. rd Devonport méant
what he- said—2ilb. of meat per week. You
are the first n- rson who has sugeested that
hv muql: really mluhied 2} ston
. F—Try again Your Iatest effort has
merit, The. part T fike best the
ond half of the third page. As fhe story
hhn.h-‘d half-way down that page, I
naking use ‘of it for these replies.
m-mmmml in war-time, you know.
higher next tim
G. G. (Shell).—You be;in your letter with
n absurd misstatement of fact, which has
pletely choked me off reading l'\(ruhr
first two  words in it are, “1 think."

The 1
When did you begin to do that, ;md what do
you use wherewith to do it?

. 8. Hholl) —Receipt of 50,000 word cssay
an ¥n Intelligences ™ gratefully
Al\um\vlrﬂm‘d s If it not already illu-
minatingI - dare say it is, but I have not
read it—doubtless it will help to illuminate
the future. (tt t.u‘ln W Sha]l need ﬂrf‘s\
in the thllmi h it

Chief reads the tlbln.- Dynastm [nterh.n,nrm
nd another mem of our staff says it is
Dinosanma tn &he Btons Ags.” - Weits larger
nd more plainly; we can do with the paper,

capecially 4f the prico of waste-paper con-
tinues to go up, up, up!

To Mr

notice,
(Signed),

Please keep for me a copy of the
GEM LIBRARY each

Newsagent.

week until fm;ther

14-7-17
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