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CHAPTER 1.
Unparlmmentary 1

Bm\()
‘Rats 1" )
There seemed to be a diffevence of
pinion !

Pepper’s barn was erowded with 8t
Jim's juniors,
“Tow’ Merry, the capiain of the Shell,

mounted upon a beach addre!
meeting, Ile was mas
his chums, Manners and
3ut the harmony of the oc
somewhat  marred by the
Grandy of the Shell was n\amm.d upon
a tub, ealso addressing the meeting.
iy was backed up by Guun, Wil
failed to soecure election,
to make confusion worse con-
I, Arthur Augustus I Avey of the
« perched himseli upen a box,
the meering, too; and Blake
and Dig. his Imal chums,
hecring him,

foun
Fourth |
addressiy
and Herries
were resolutely

Moreover,
Iouse had stationed themsely

¢ outside
and were yelling at the top
. certaindy not with tie in-

1z to the harmony of the
ns & Co, were the Oppos
ned to prefer for the pre.
om outside, probably as

the window,
of their voie
tention of add
meeting.
tion, and se
cent to opposc

he _ more annoying to the **Gove
n 3 %

St Jim's Y Parliament ™ was, in fact,
labouring under difficultics, and, at this

', secmed likely to get through even

than the genuine article

“Gentlemen ! roared Tom Mer:
s Bive me your best. att
shouted Arthur
“nder the circs—

boomed Grundy ef the

ntion,
Augustus

School House duffers ! roared
Figgins & Co. at the window, “Go home !
o back to Colney Hatch! Yah!”

“Ha, ha, ha !”

“Order !

“Rats!”

It was the ambition of Tom Merry &
o, to make the St. Jim’s Parliament as
like as possible to the respected and
revered institution on the banks of the
Thames. And, indeed, there was a cer-
tain reeemhlum- inasmuch as the meet-
ing was rich in vociferous voices, full
of sound and fury, signifying nothing.

I wegard these intewwuptions as bein’
in the worst possible taste. Undah the

vires——"

** Hear, hear

h{1|pnu! to My, Speaker—-"

“If henourable members will noi keep
order, honourable members will  he

n-lfucke\l out on their necks ! roared Tom

My

bellowed Crundy of the
n't vou listen to a chap who's
Gentlemen, my opinion

iffl
“Yah!
House crowd at the window.

Go home!” yelled the New

om Merry looked round in
exasperation,

“Gentlemen, let's r-tcm off those New
House houndc)

fiv move an ad-
Journment  while lwggnn & Co. are
mopped up !

Hear, hear
The meeting

greab

s unanimous at once.
It was felt by honourable members that
the New House interruptions detracted
from the dignity of the procerdings.
Tom Merry jumped down from
bench,
At the
flung apen 1
nhh( in by
junio;
It was Mr. Pepper, the old villag
mizer, from whom the youthful Pnhw—
mentarians rented the bavn,
Mr. Pepper was breathless and wildly
excited. )

the

and Jed a rush to the deor.
same

the door was
A quecr fruce
ing with the

maoment
1 without,
athlessly, col

“ Cover 1" LC panted,  *Cover! Oh,
gosh! Cover
\\ hat is |,lu. potty old duffer Griving
atd
“Get out, Pepper "
“You've no bu s here, you ald
hunks !
“Hallo! Here Jeome the New [fouse !

Sock in to them !

Figgins & Co. were dashing in after

t\[r Pepper. They looked very excited,
00

“Go for the \\r‘lt-nh-, deah buy

Mop em up !

& yelled  George

shouted Werr,

o i’rueelan:..‘" yelled Fatiy Wy

“What 1’

“It’s an air- rm

“*Oh, my hat!”

“Bat Jove!”

l[o-:tlllt.:en ceased as if by magic. The
New House djunwrs crowded inio the
barn, and Redfern slammed the door.

Tom Merry ran to the window and
looked out.

Tt was a clear, frosty winter -14_\,- Over
head the sky was like steel. From above
came a dull sound of droning, evidently
?loceed.mg from Gaotha engines. And

om the direction of Wayland Hill there
came a sudden, deep voar.

oom !
“By gad, a gun! njavuhtt‘d Cardew,
S g(ho W Il}l!ﬂ]d batte:

Boom, boom !

“Can_you see the beasts, Tommy * "

Tom Merry eraned his head out of the
window, for the moment forgetful of the
falling shrapnel.

In the steely sky eeveral black
appeared

One, g lower than the rest,
clearly visible, Tom: Merry knew
German aeroplane at a glance, 1t

dots

was
the
wits

a daylight raid, and the Cothas were in
foree,
* There they are!” said Tem qul(‘ﬂj.
A dismal howl came from Baggy
Trimble of the Fourth, who had no right
not I;exng a member,
Yow-ow-ow We shall be killed!

shouted Herries,
stin®  wottah,
aid of the

Huns®”  demanded Arthne  Augustus
D’ Avey indignantly, .
*Bump  him ! sugaested  Levison
miuncr of the Third.
* Yaroool velled Trimble, as two or
three indignant s =eized  him.
“Leggo! I ain’t afraid! Yow.ow! I'm

as hrave as a—yoop—lion ! Oh, crumbs!™
Bump!
Baggy Trin

with a wild

bl deseended on the floor
nud, as the poet ve-
t proccedings

leavy
pervade the air. From ﬂn\ h'\tlt\'
guns on Warland Ilill the boom
almost incessant, Against the steely
c‘«mld be scen the fluzhes of the burs
shel

Suencu fell on the St
They crowded at the w
the German ‘planes and the
shelis, The wor hud sinddenty come J ome
tn t]wm

Myr. Pepper shoved his way frantically
tn the windows,

“(lose them shutters. von youny
Do you hear? Do you want the s
in Here? Shut them u

“Bai Jo That's “wathah a good
ideah, though it is not expwessed vewy
v remarked  Avthur Augustus

Jin's juniors.

faok !
piel

polite
thonghtiully.,

Tom Merr_v.- closed the shutter. It was
no use running unnecessary visks, There
was a_clatter like thick hail on the roof,

he

and they lknew what that meant.
danger was close enough.

“Oh, crimes moaned Mr. Penper.
““The hounds! Rotters! They’ll damage
this barn, and who's going to pay for it?
That's what I want to know, I'll lay a
claim against the Government! TIf they
damage my barn I'm going to be patd
for it! T know that !”

b | wc-gnd you as a funkay
Mr. Peppah! Dwy up!”

Grun dy of ihe ‘%holl dl~|>1avcd a hnuckly
fist under Mr. Pepper's prominent no-e,
amd the old fellow jumped back.
Shut up!” commanded Grum

woitah,

v

betier
reathless silence in
ide the booming of

Pepper thought he had
There was a

CHAPTER 2.
Shell Out !

RASH!
It was a dull,
from ihe distance.

at one

grinding roar
The juniors
(motlwl with

ooke
startled faces,
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Baggy Trimble gave a wail. Two or
three boots immediately admonished him
that it was no time for howling.

The booming of the guns died down.

Tom Merry waited a few minutes, and
opened the window again. The German
*planes had disappeared in the direction
of 8t, Jim's. Far in the distance a dull
booming told that more distant guns haa
teken ul[; the firing.
. Mr. Pepper was sitting on a bench,
rnrsing his knees and shivering, He did
not  show the seclf-possession of the
Juniors. Perhaps he was thinking of the
possible demage to his property.

Grundy of the Shell was staring ot
Mr. Pepper, with a thoughtful wrinkle in
Lis brow. The powerful brain of the
;:’]‘eat Grandy was working. Hc spoke at
ast.

“Pepper!™

Mr. Pepper blinked at hin.

* What are you doing here?"

**Doing here:” repeated Mr. Pepper.
“T've cgme in for cover from the beastly
Hnus, of course, you young idiot 1™

“This barn is our property, so long
#3 we pay the rent of it,” said Grundy
tirmly. " “You’ve no right here, You’re
a trespasser!”

HWeally, Gwunday—>

“Shut up, D'Arey’ I know what 'm
tallking about. Pepper swindled us over
ihe ront of this barn,” said Grandy.
“He let it to me, and then be let it to
Tom Merry, and bagged two rents, and
left us to settle it bebween ourselves.”

S Well, we've settled it!” said Tom.

“I know that! That don’t alter the
fact that Pepper swindled vs and bagged
our money for nothin, Now, Pepper is

You can stay

pay reat for the
do.”

- turn him oat, fathead!”

“I dou't want to turn him out, so
loug as he pays a fair rent for the use
of the barn,” said Grundy,

“What?

““Bai Jove, Gwunday—="

“What a rippin’ idea'” exclaimed Car-
dew. The chums of No. 9, all of whom
had been defeated in ihe clections, had
been giving Tiggy & Co. their mora!
support outside.  “Ie’s makin' us pay
twice over for the harn. Let's make ﬁlﬁlm
pay for usin’ it}

"{;Ia. |h)n. liml" - ¥

“Pay!” shouted Mr. Pepper explo-
s “Pay!  Why, you youug
villaims—"

' George Alfred Grondy pointed to the
daor.

“There's your way, Pepper "

“Do vou think I'm going ont, with a
vonfounded air-raid -on?”  roared Mr.
Pepper.

“That's your business.
if yon like, but vou'll
uze of the barn, if you

“Hear, hear!™ chorused the juniors.
They had almost forgotten the distant
booming of the guns in their delight in
caiching the villags miser.

Alr. Peg;n-r had been guilty of the
sharpest of sharp practice in letting the
barn.  Letting the same place to two
liffevent tenants, for two rents, was not

ctly honest, and it was porilously nea.

Fending against the law—if Tom Merry
& Co. had felt indlined to invoke the law
in the matter, 3

Grundy had turned it over in his mind.
Tt appeared to l!im that this was an ox-

cellent_opportunity of getting even with
tho  sharper, and the other fellows
wgreed.  Wilking, who had come in with

tie New House crowd, and Gunn logked
at their great leader in admiration.
Grundy was most kinds of an ass, but
certaivly he had a good idea once in o
._ This was one such.

You can pay rent or go, Pepper!”
sid  Grundy decidedly. “'fake your
O,

Yon yoang idiel!

rasped Mr. Pep-
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per.  ““Pay yont for a quarter or half an
our, p'r'aps. How much would that be,
at ten shillings a week—or & pound,
either?™”

“Your rent for the use of this barn
ig ten shillings o minute,” said Grundy

iy .

Y What? shrieked Mr. Pepper.

““Ten shillings a minute !”

“ Why, you—you—->=>"

“Bai Jove! Isw't that wathal exorbi-
tant, Gwunday 1"

“Not at al{, considering that he has
swindled ws rvight and i

“Yaas, that's so!”

“But we can't touch
money,” grunted Manners,

“I'm not going to touch his money.
Mr. Pepper's tent for the use of the barn
will be paid into the Cottage Flospital
box in Rylecombe.”

““Hear, hear!”

“Yaas, that’s wathah a good idea!”

Grundy took out his watch.

“The rent commences from _this
minute,” he said.  “You savvy, Pep-
per? Ten shillings 2 minute for the use
of the barn! Take it or leave it!”

Mr. Pepper’s face was a study.

The juniors gazed at him in great de-
light. As a matter of fact, Grundy was
doing the best thing possible under an
air-raid, diverting the attention of his
ccmpanions from the danger by occupy-
ing their minds with something else. But
that was not really what Grundy was
thinking of. - He was only thinking of
justice on the village miser.

“One minute gone, M.
That's ten bob.™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Mr. Pepper rose from the bench, and
took ® stop towards the door. Boom!
mg}e I)Ie,av:'ly frtompta}ée dislug&g.l

r. Pepper stop as suddenly as if
the distant shell had landed under his
nose. He dropped on the bench again.

“I ain’t going!” he ga 2

“Don’t!” agreed Grundy. *You're
quite welcome in _our barn, so-long as
you pay the rent.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Why, voung  extortioner!”
gas) My. Pepper. **At that rate, I
shall be handing you back all yon've ever
paid me, in ten minutes or so.”

“Well, why shouldn’t you, as you
swindled us?”

*“Shell ont, Pepper!™”

“I won't!” shrieked Mr. Pepper.

“A quid now!” said Grundy, looking
at his watch. “Pay as you go, Peppor—
we can't trust a man like you to eettle
accounts, and it wouldn’t be convenient
to sue you in the County Court."”

“Hs, ha, ha!”

“I ain’t
Pepper.
threepence, if you

“ Are vou going to pay your rent, Mr,
Pepper, or are you going to be ejected
from the premisos you are now ocenpy-
ing?” asked Grundy calmly.

* I—I—I—you—you——"
Mr, Pepper lielples:

“Chuck him out ! roaved Gore.

“It's only fair,” said Talbot of the
Shell, laughing. “Pay or quit, Mr.
Pepper ™

“How can T quit, wilh those raseally
Huna dropping bombs?” yelled the un
happy miser.

“That's your bizne;
Lowther. * Now, the it pay or go?”
He took hold of Mr. Pepper's collar.
Sidney Clive laid a grip on Mr. Pepper's
arm, Herries took him by one car.

““Open the door!” said Tom Merry.

“I—I—I'll pay!” vyelled Mr. Pepper,
as the guns hoomed again. “T'll pay,
you young villains! Oh, dear!™
“Thirty bob!" said Grundy, consult-
ing his watch again, “Look here, we'll
£o easy with you. Pepper! Two pounds

the fellow’s

Pepper |

paying anything I’ yelled Mr.
“That is, [—ﬁ'll give you

stammered

smiled Monty

-here, and .stick to it.

One Penny. ) 3

ior as long as you like fo stay this after-
noon.  Can't say fairer than that'”

“T wegurd those termos as
genewous,”

“Yes, rather!"”

“Two pounds!” moaned Mr. Pepper,
“Two whole quids! It's best part of a
fortune!  Young gentlemen, don’t be
hard on a poor man- A

“We know how poor you are!"
grinned Grundy. *Didn't I show up
your hoard, you old hunks? Besides, the
money's going to the Cottage Hospital.
You ought to be pleased at that.”

Mr, Pepper did not look pleased.

“Make up your mind at once,” added
Grundy. “If you hang it out, I'll make
it ten bob a minute all the time you've

vewy

Mr. Pepper half rose,
Boom! Boom!
Mr. Pepper sat down again hurriedly.
The tortures of the Inguisition were
mild and pleasant compared with what
Mr. Pepper felt when he had to ﬁnrt
with any money. But there was no help
for it.  The miser was fairly caught.
With a deep groan, he pulled out a
opened if, his fingers
8till groaning

shabby purse an

trembling with emotion,

dismally, he extracted two pound-notes
from a wad of others. For a poor man,
Mr. Pepper was remarkably well provided
with currency notes.

With an expression of anguish, he
handed the two pound-notes to Grundy
of the Shell. Grundy took an envelope
from his pocket, slipped the notes into
it, and sealed it, Mr. Pepper watching
the disappearance of his ill-gotten cash
with sad and mournful eyes.

Grundy addressed the envelope to the
local Cottage Hospital, and stuck a stamy
on it.

“That goes into the post, as soon as
we get out of this!” he remarked. ** You
fellows agree, of course?”’

“Yaas, wathah!”

“You, bet!” chuckled Tom Mervy.
“Peppei's money is rather too unclean
for us to touch, but he ought to pay up,
and the hospital gets the benefit. You
ought to feel happy about this, Pepper!™

Groan! 3

The juniors chortled. Mr. Pepper had
been fairly paid back in his own coin.

“If there’s an air raid to-morrow,”
said Grundy, *“gou can use our barn as
a shelter at a reduction of rent.”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Bob a minute will be the price, and
that’s reasonable. By the way, we
shouldn’t have chucked you out, if yon
hadn’t paid up!” added Grundy.

The expression on Mr. Popper’s face
when Grundy made that announcement
caused the juniors to yell. The old miser
sat plunged in the depths of misery.

Tom Merry looked out of the window
again. Across the flelds came the sound
of distant shouting.

Tom Merry gave a jump.

“One’s down'” he shouted.

“Bai Jove! A Hun down!
Tuck !™

“Come on!”

The firing wag still going on, but it was
so distant now as to be almost inaudible.
ghc St. Jim’s juniors rushed ont of tha

arn.

What

CHAPTER 3.
Well Hit !

“ URRAH!”
*“Well hit!”
“He's coming down!"
“Huwwah!” yolled Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy, waving his eyeglass
frantically. “Well hit, gunnahs!
Huwwwah!”

The juniors had their eyes on the sky
as they ran, wildly excited. Overhead
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ite German aeroplanes had disappeared,
with one exception. There was one still
le, and that one was in great diffi-

s fiying o Jow that the schoolboys
could make out the pilot and his com-
panion, and it was sweeping down in
Jerky spirale. " Ono of the bursiing shells
had evidently inflicted serious damage.

The delight of the juniors was bound-
lese. Tt was, as Figgins remarked, simply
gorgeous to see the beast coming down.

“Bai Jove! He will land with
emash!” gasped Arthur Augustus, “Th
howwid wottahs will bweak their Hun
necks 7

“Good egg !”

“I conld pick off those scoundvels if I
had a rifle!” gasped Grundy. “By gad,
I'm going to buy a rifle!”

“Jolly glad you haven’t one!” grinned
Wilkine. “I don't think iv’s the Huns
you'd bring down!™

“*Look here, Wilkins—-

“Oh, bother the mist!” exclaimed Tom
Merry.

From the distant coast a grey mist was

a
e

o

rolling up, and it was dimming the aero- |°

plane from view, low as it was.

The juniors ran down the lane towards
ihe school, keeping the 'plane in sight,
however.,

A few minutes before the countryside
had been deserted under the hail of

shrapnel. But now it had suddenly be-
come alive. Labourers appeared in the
fields, gers from Ryleombe, Wayland
eople, cited lads from evervwhere.

iven Mr. Pepper crent out of the barn

to blink up at the misty sky. Even Bagey
Trimble was following the track of the
sinking Hun ’plane.

From 8¢t. Jin''s, as the crowd drew near
tiie schaol, there came a roar of shouting.
The Hun ‘plane, fighting against its fate.
was passing over the school.

The -quadrangle was swarminz: there
wae o face at almost every window us
the stricken aeroplane, struggling like a
wounded bird, passed on.

Taggles, the porter, shook a knuckly
fist at it, Mrs. Taggles came out of the
school shop and stared upward.

German raiders had nassed over St
Jim's before, but there had bren nothing
¥ke this.

There was no pity for the two rascals
in the Hun 'plane. They lfad come to that
«juiet countryside to murder and estroy,
and there was a fierce satisfaction in ser.
ing them getting justice in th; way.

They were doing their best with the
erippled “plane, but it seemed inevitable
that when it landed it must land with
¢rash; and that meant instant death to
the two Huns. ;

But even the tender-bearted Arthur
Augustus could not feel sorry for them.
That fate was not so terrible as the fate
had intended for others.
Bai Jove! They'll Liff into the
Behool House woof I gasped  Arthur
Augustus, as he came breathlessly in at
the gates,

1t the sinking aeroplane disappeared
behind the schoal buildings.
There was a race round to pick it up
ain.  The mist wus growing thicker
But there wag no escape for the
The mist, had it gathered twenty
< earlier, might have saved the
caiders: but now they were hard hit by
t accurate gunfire.

In a few minutes Tom Merry & Co.
were gerambling through the fir planta.
tion beyond the school, seeking the sky
for the raider. But the German plane
was 1ot to be seen.

“It's down!” said Tor,

“Yaas, wathah!”

* Hark 1

There was a distant erash.
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“Bai Jove! [It's landed in the tweest”

“Hufl'ﬂh}”

The juniors plunged on through the
wood. There was a_whooping crowd fol-
lowing; but Tom Merry & Co. were first
in the field. -

“Heah you are!” yelled Arthur Augus-
tus.  “Heah are the wottahs (™ 5

" Eook ont, the beasts may shont—"

“Oh, wats 1

The juniors panted up.

The aeroplanc was down, in the heart
of the wood. A shivered tank lay half-
buried in the grass. The acroplane,
smashed by the crash in the trees, lay in
an_almost unrecognisable mass, broken
and twisted, Part of the planes hung and
tangled round the branches above,

“ My hat! What a smash!” exclaimed
Blake.

* Whero Hune?”
Lowther,
*“Bai Jove! We'll capehak them. deah

are  the panted

¥ Luﬂk Om:u =
“Phew 1

¥ Dead!” said Tom Merry,

In the wek grass a still form lay at the
feet of the junmiors, and they  pauwsed
suddenly,

It was one of the (lermans—either the
pilot or the observer they had seen on
the sinking ’plane. He lay vrumpled up
in the grass, his head at a s ange and
ghastly angle with his body. Tt was evi-
dent that his neck had béen broken by
the fall, and that he was quite dead.

The juniors shuddered a little as they
looked ‘down on him.  After all he was
2 human being. though a Prussian.

* Poor rotter ! murmured Tom Merry.
“Yaas, wathah!” muttered Arthar
Augustus. “I sippose the wetch was

doin’ what he considered hix dutay in
comin® heah to bomb us,”

undy <norted,

Jolly good catch!” he saidd.  “But
there were two of the rotters, * Where's
the ather beast? Tle mustn’y get away 1™

The juniors searched round the
smashed “aeraplane.

Bui there was no other body to be
found. Neither in the wreckage of the
Gotha nor in the grass round it was
there any trace of the other German
airman.

Arthur, Augustus turned his ereglass
ard, with a perplexed expression.

He must lave come down!™ he re-
marked doubtfully,

*Go hon!™ murmured Lowther. * Per-
haps  he's  suspended midwayv, like
Mahomet’s coffin.” ‘

“Weally, Lowther—-*

“He's landed sa the bounder, an:
taken to his heels! id Grundy. “'This
is a job for ws! Let's get after him !~
j stured” round into the

. juniors
misty fir wood.

It seemed indubitable that the Hun air-
man had landed unhurt, as he had dis-
appeared from the spot. The desperate
rascal was evidently lurking somewhere
in the wood.

“Yaus, this is a job for the &t Jim's
scouts1”  exclaimed Arthur  Augustus.
“We'll ¢wack the boundah down 1”

“Follow my lead I said Grundy,

“ Fathead

‘ Hallo, here comes the hobbies !

Two mounted constables dashed up, and
drew rein beside the wreck. They dis-
mounted, and waved back the juniors.

“Clear off I”

“Weally, you know—-"

“Clear away. please! Now, then!”

‘' Bai Jove I” T object to bein’ eleahed off
like this! 1 considai~—— Pway lot go
my arm, Blaké! T am not leavin’ yet!”

“You are | grinned Blake. “ Mustn't
argue with giddy- authority, my infant!
Kinon!”

“But I considah—""

“This way 1 iF} :

Three or four more constablas arrived,
and some military cyclists, and the crowd
was cleared off.

Tom Merry & Co. veturned to the
school iu & state of excitement and satis-
faction. One, at least, of the daylight
raiders had been accounted for—one of
the fearsome Giothas lay a smashed wreck
within two hundred yards of St. Jim's,
And that was all to the good.

Grundy stopped at the school letter-
box as he went !‘1&, to drap in the letter
addressed to the Cottage Hospital. That
meritorious institution was to benefit to
the extent of two pounds, which pro-
bably came in quite useful. Tt was likely
that Mr. Pepper would groan for weeks
over the rent he had paid for the use of
the blarn, but nobody minded Mr.
Pepper.

In the junior Common-room that even-
ing Tom Merry had an announcement to
make. He mounted on a chair to make
it

* Gentlemen—-"

“None of your
now ! interjected Grundy.

*Fathead! Dry up! Gentlemen, io-
day there has been a daylight raid, and
2 bomb was dropped near St. Jim's— "'

*Tell us something we don’t know'”
suggested Crooke of the Shell.

“Order |”

“Also, one of the Hun ‘platies was
g\lroppud near St Jin's,” continued Tom

Parliamentary  gas,

rav

“I wish to point oat that, though
the Hun 'planes are dangerous beasts,
we can have every confidence in the anti-
aireraft defences. The authorities
not asleep, and our menry gunuers
looking after us.™

*‘Hear, hear!”

“ Moreover——"

“Good word I suid Blake.

** Moreover, one of the Boche airmen
got away after the ‘plane came down.
Probgbly the bobbies will nail him before
long.” %

i*And probably not!” snorted Grundy.

“That’s what I’'m coming to. Gentle-
men, -unless we hear by to-morrow that
the escaped Boche has been collared, it's
a joh for the Bt. Jim's scouts, All the
scouts of the School House will be called
o trail down that Hun, and bag

ood idea!” exclaimed Grunds
“You can depend on me to
ou—*"

“Shut up, Grundy ™7

“Look here——"

" Giemtlemen, you will be prepared for
a hunt to-merraw, if the he hasn't
been capiured by then,” announced Tont
Merry.  *'And not a word outside the
House! The School House are going to
bag that Hun—not the New House! Tt
would be just like Figgins & Co. to chip
in, if they thought of it—you know what
cheeky worms they are. ~But that Hun
Hun, and we're going to nail

*Hurrah !
“*Yaas, wathah!”
“Hear, hear!”
And-there was not a dissentient voice,
CHAPTER 4.
Rival Scouts !
T OM MERRY & CO. were very

anxions for news the next day.
Tt seemed most unlikely that
the escaped airman would re-
main long at liberty, with the whole
countryside alert and looking for him.
But if the police and the military
failed to run him down, the scouts of Sf.
Jim’s were quite prepared to take on
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the task. As a matter of absolute fact,
those cheery young gentlemen had more
confidence in thomselves than they had
in the authorities, Indeed, Grundy had
often remarked that the war would bave
progressod in a very different manner
with & St. Jim's chap at the head of
aftairs—CGrundy himself, for instance. It
was Grundy's fixed opinion that, if he
were Primne Minister, the war would be
done with in three weeks. Monty Low-
ther surprised Grundy by agreeing with
him on that point, but Grundy was less
pleased when Towther added that the
British Empire would be done with, too.

There was news that day—good new-r
The Hun raiders, fleeing from the gun-
live, had been attacked and dispersed by
British airmen, and three of them had
gone to their last home in the sea. That
daylight raid, at all events, could not be
called a success. But thers was no news
:;-iyl the escaped Hun from the wrecked

Mnn cycled down to Ryleombe
poli si wtionr: to inquire.  But he only
Fﬂ'mwd that the Hun was stiil at large.
“Time fnr us to chip in!” Tom Merry
remarked, \‘. hen he came back from the
village. he Jim's scouta are
wanted in this act.

** The; mc—-tlrc\ is!” agreed Monty
T.owth “PBut I say, it's pretty dark
after lessons, Are we going to ask the
Head for a special half-holiday, to track
down tho cheery Huu?”

“I can seo hun granting it !”
Manners.

Tom Merry shook his head.

“Better not let on to the Head,’
remarked. * Dr. Holmes mightn't (hmk
s\‘é were up to the job.”

‘He mightn't—ha, ha 1™

“In fact, he might order
within gates, if he knew

“1 rather think he would.

“But that would be rot, of course.
The !ﬁ\ad s bound to be pleased when we
come in, bringing the Hun along with
us, & prisoner.”

“When!” murmured Lowther.

“The scouts will mect immediately
after lessons.” said Tom. “ But there’s
no time to change.”

“What about tea?”

“Blow tea!” said Tom foreibly, -~

It was ogreed that tea should be
lilowed. Lessons were a bore that after-
noon to the enterprising scouts of the
School House, Tamediatels the Fourth
and the Shell were dismissed, there was
a rush to get ready.

Tunumerable patrols gathered in the
vuadrangle in the falling winter dus
Arthur Augustis 12'Arey wore & thought—
tuT _expression.

“Wait for me
winrked sudden
dwop in on Waltow
vhat on earth o

Railten  fo

grinned

s to keep

he re-
to

deali bors,”
“T am just goin’

on going to drop
demanded Jack

“ 1o bowwow his wevolvah.”
b IIJ d-at ¥
Wailton has a wevolvah in his
believe. You see, that Hun is
e 1o he armed, and ho may cut up
wusty-when we wun him down. It will
be nnlr pwudent io have a wevolvah.”
. T :t word in chumps!
gasped Bl me cafch vou with a
onr! re's not going ‘to lm any
im’s casualties,"if I can help
I am wathah a evack shot, Blak

Blake-—"

called out Tom Merry
. minute, Tom Mewwy
5 Blakr-‘ I ‘Imll sm 3

ass!” Snid Blake. “Rail-
ion's not to know 1;-\rl|1ng about this
wame,  He wonld gate the lot of ys.™

4
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(See Chapter 6.)

Blake on the Track! J

“Bui Jove! T nevah thought of. that.
Howevuah, pewwaps 1 could bowwow the
wevolvah without Mr. Wailten’s noticin’,
;tnd weturn it quietly afterwards.”

B £ \icu!d be bound to come out,”
said Dig!

£ \\'lw \muld it be Louud to come ont,

i

“Well, Railton ‘would be bound to
notice it, if three or four of the chaps
came home ldead.” lained Dig.

4 al

‘You

““March

“But Lo

“}I(‘l that idiot along!” called out
Tom Merry.

“1 wefuse to be called an idiot. Tom
Mewwy! T Yawooh! Tf von dig
me in the wibs again Hewiwies——
Yawwooch!”

“Ha, ha, Im‘"

“March !’

The scouts swung away, Arthur Augus-
tus in great wrath, His devoted chums
were heading him off from the School
House with their hands. Baggy Trimble
of the Fourth was heading f(u- Dame
Taggles' shop slyly. Monty Lowther
brought him to a halt by jamming the
end of his stick on Baggy's fat waist-
coat, and there was a gesping yell from
Trimble.

“Why aren’t you in khaki?” demanded
anth “I mean, where ave you
p:m

“Yow- n\\}‘ .

“PBring that shirker along!™ grinned
Blake.

“y uouh I'in not cowming!™ roaved
.'lumblc\. “T-1 dou’t like Huus!

Murch!

Baggy, enclosed by the scouts, had ta
march, eral prods helped hin along,
in a breathless state of rage.

lmrs- you Fellows, [—-1'! go and

Lank
! Trimb!

afr ml you'd ta be posted

e, if you di grinned Low-

There’s some assistance

“Yarooop!”
*And (hem-——"
“Yoop! ! Yow-ow!
i m]nng, ain " howled Trimble.

And he marched, -

l’he Bchool House scouts reached ihe
gates, and to thewr surprise and wrath
they found another army of scouts march
ing out in the mist.

Figgins & Co., of the New House, in
scout gdrb had furned up in great force.

“Hallo! What do son want?” de-
lmmcln(l Tom Merry warmly. -

“We're after the Hun!” said Figgins

“*What are you chaps up to
ro after the Hun, vou cherky
hﬂumlr»r L

“Yaas, wathah i

“Oh, don't be funn

U'm

sald Tiggins.

“ You fellows can’t track down Huns for

toffee
ot « things to chaps who ean do
then: I suggested Kerr.

“(io home ! was Fatty Wynn's advice.

The New }qun(- army swept out into
the road, e Scheol House scouts
marched out after them, considerabiy
excited.

Tom Merry & Co, started for the fir
wood, with the intention of picking up
tln frml of the missing Hun there. But
ging & Co. had tho same_intention.
they started in the same direction.
The rival scouts, exchanging glances of
arrived at the wood

wrath and defia
together.

hiz wou't do 1" exclaimed
an't pick up a teail
silly  kids hunging

was thinking ! said

“You Schoul IHouws:
“Vou know you're no good
You'll admit that your-

with this g of
.\Im\‘l‘ L
I

t owhat T

Figgina war
kids cleav
at scouti
es !
ou checky waster ™
“You \m House ass!™
“Now, then, clear nﬁ'
f'ur Ges LiBesry.-~Na,

50

exclaimed
514,
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“That Hun is our Iiun and we
aseigtanco from cwﬂlus. ?
yelled Figgius, in great

Bluke.
don’t want any
“ Civilians !
wrath. -
“Tl give you civilians!” yelled Red-
fern.

*(iet off ths grass, yon New House
duffers!”

“Lle-r off, you School House dumi-

u Louk Tiere—""

“Go and eat anl.I"

“J tell you—-r""

“Yah 1

"Lhnrg@l" roarad Tom Merrv.

“Back up, New House !

“ Give "em socks !” -

If the lurking Hun was «
wand—which was very doubtful—he Fad
little to fear from the Bt. Jim's scouts
just then. 'The sconts, in fact, had for-
gotten all about the Huin for the monent,

The old rivalry of she two Tlouses had
awakened, more lively than ever, and &
terrific combat raged among the leafless
trees and frozen thickets.

*Ga it, 8chool Hou

*“Back up, ‘\4‘\? Housc 17

*Hurrah !”

“Yarooch 1"

In the r:onfu.ﬂinn Baggy Trimble fled.
unnoticed, But the rest of the army were
engaged in terrific combat, aud the woed
rang and echoed with the din,

CHAPTER 5.
Kerr is Equal to the Occasion !
TGGINS & CO. put up a great light
.! hey had been engaged in com-
vith the Ifuns the
l)a‘ .E]\. have put more energy
it But the odds were against th

them almost two to oue. In spite of tl:cxr
valiant defence, the New Ilouse were
driven back into the road, wirh terrific
iloadshed—chiefly from the nose |

In the road rthe Hehool House made &
tinal charge, and the enemy were
scattered. They went scattering, and

Fom Merrg's bugle called his followers
wogether,

Many of them were looking consider-
=bly dimaqu

But they were vietoricus,

co
! was the order,
And the scouts started once more for
the wood.
Figgina & Co. gathered in the misty
road, 1n greav wrath and chagrein, Fig-
p s was for attacking again; but a goad
rany of his followers had retired to at-
tend to  their damages, and it was
deatly hopeless,
No gocri meng egainst a brick wall,
old chap,” said the cauiious Kerr.
‘We're done this time !

“Groogh !” murmured Tiggins, dab-
bing his nose vuth his handkerchicf,
“ The cheeky rotrers! They'll muck it all
up, toa! 'y mu t scout

'Yowrm. ow {7 muttered Futty “ ¥ou,

“T'm going to bathe my eyc!™ rve-
miarked Redfern,

*Samo here {7

The scouts were dropping away; but
'L{xggme was reluctant to retire defeated.
)

dabbed his nosa, and frowned in

Tho} il erow over us no end, if we
wk 3t I he growled,
say——7"  began
uqhttuﬂv
Yot anything to euggest?” grunted
gins.
\Veli vee, !
“ o ahead. What is iy
** Let’s go and hav e:\
“What 17 yelled gins.
“T'm jolly hungry, 3m! Enow 17
** You—yon--you—-" Words
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Fatty * Wyun

failed

George hggwl Fne his fat chuo
a prod that umrl Fatty Wyon to sit
down suddenly in the road, with a gaap.

“Yow-ow | roared Fatty. * Wharrer
you a1? What did you do tha!. for?"

“Don’t_you talk to me about tea!”
growled Figgins, ‘“Talk about Nero
fiddling w}ufe Rome was burning! Talk
about politicians gassing “hl[e the Hun is
at the gate! You fat vi . this isn't
a time 1,0 talk about teal

“Iv's te

ny thum yau re a m"y fass, hggmn'
munt@d Fatty Wy
“We've h( en llclmd by the School
Hmm&v -
**That's b«aufo we've got such a jolly
goed leader 1 r-nt,rmd Fatty Wynn.
**Wha-a-at?
“Fm going in to tea, T know that.”
And F Wiynn  went. }'au\ s
House licking was bﬂgi
thout wnissing his tea in addi-

I\ctr grinned, but he became serious
again as ang us' wrathful eye turned on
him.

“What are you sniggerivg at?”
mnmh < Figgins 51\1!’\5

Was [ snigger ng 17

“Yes, you were !’

“ Ahem !

“Perhaps you think Fm no good as a
leader ! snorted Figgins,

v F‘verylmdw s gone in

1
de-

murmured Kerr,

but we, old

chap,” said Kerr. The two choms were
alone in ih road now.
A% rat Let ‘em! Voo can 2o in

rrowled
PBut

Dbeen dewned 17
*wThey were two to one,

Figgins.
i a chap backed up a chap, instead of
griuning like a Hun over a dish of sauer-
kraut. a chap might be able to do some.
thing 1

* Ahem 1” -

“Why ean’t
demanded Figg
the good of
you can't think

Kerr grinued.

“I've heen thinking, while reu've been
jawing,” he rrnldl’l- d, “T'we got a
wheeze, Ceme !

“I'm not going in

1 think of some
aggressively.

a dazhed
[ anything ¥

W £
sman if

1" said Figgina ob-
stinately. “I'm going to dish those
School  House  bounders  somehow.
They’re in the fir wood now, picking up
the trail—not that they can pick it up,
the duffers! They're after the Hun, and
there’ll be no standing their W ,unl. if they

bag him-not ¢ they will
“Come in
Y Brorrr
“It's a wheeze, vou ass! I want to

,[!air of Taggles’ old boots—--"

Kerr linked hiz arm in Figgy's, and
marched him away to the school gates,

“What on earth do yon want Taggles’
ald boots for 1" howled the amazed Fig-

R "Betausc they're the largesi vize at St.

m's.’

*tAre you nff your rocker, Koen

** Not at al
Figgins, in greaf amazement, aecont-
panied Kerr to the tuck-shop in the
corner of the quad. Dame Taggles came
out of her little parlour to serve them;
but it was not tuck Kerr wanted. He
astonished Dame Taggles by askin hu if
she could lend himi a pair ¢f Taggles” old
boots,

The good dame smiled.

‘"Some_of vour amachoor theatvicals,
Master Kerr7” she acked. * Yes, I can
find you a pair—very old, Pm nl’ra:d 5

“That dou't matter a bit, ma’am.”

Mre. Taggles found the boofs and

handed them over, aud Kerr ¢
away. Figgins followed him like a fe

in a dream. Ile had great faith in the
sagacity of his Scottish chum, But how
Kerr was going to dish the School Houss
scouts by means of a pair of the schoul-
i!_ﬂrtor + old boots was a deep mystery )

gns,

The chums of the New Honse left the
schoal gates again, Kerr taking the boots
under his arm.  He turned off from the
road by a path that led to the fir wood, at
a point scie diztance frem the 'lnolpaih
where Tom Merry & Co. had entered it,

“Look here, Kerr. w hat's the game
d(.manded I iggins at last.
fan’t_ you eee "

“No, 1 can't!”

“You will in a minate,” snx:hd Keir.

* Listen !

There was 2 distant buzz of v
the fir wood. Tom Merry & U
evidently hard at work, fthough
doubtful if ihey had found a trail ¥

vails, certuinly, would have been e
to find, as hundreds of feet had trampeil
yound the wrecked aeroplane that day.
but not the trail they wanted.

“They're coming this wax!™ eaid
“Well, ¥l bump us if they ecateh
us here. Are you looking for another

licking from the School House T
P‘:ggma
“Wait and see,

sat ou a
es’ boois over his own. gins
blinked at him. The p:)rlm = boots
enough to go outzide
the Scots junioi’s own footgear.

“ Wha-a-at’s that for ?”* gasped Figgh

“To leave a trail, fathead! Th ‘
locking for a traill When they td
one made with boots this size they'll he
vd and foliow it

suapped

okl secout !
log. aud

ura\\ on

a, ha, ' roared Figgins
He un(lr-btood at Inst.

“The grounda wet, and it will feave
a good trail.  The orowd that's been
vound the ITun plane hasn’t been in
part of the wood. When they hir on ilie
trail they'll know it's the Hur =

'}fn La, ha!”
*Shush | They're getting  closow !
T|=(-v ro bound to find this. You know

how thorongh Tommy ie, He won't leave
a stone unturned. Now, then! You
walk in front of me, and tread as havd
as you can. Dl tread in your steps, and
make ‘em deeper—and Taggles' sizc!
Go ahead !”

Figgins chuckled spazmodically.

It was a ceclnded part of the wood.
far aw from footpaths. There was no
doubt that the Scheol House scouts would
be ov El]n)’-‘d [ dw.uver a trail there--the
nan’s size in boots. Kere
gged down a {ree-branch, lmumg it
dreooping, to give an impression that the
Hun had been hidiig up a tree, e
struck three or four matches, and dropped
the burnt eticks on the graes. Theu ho
followed Figgins.

Figgins tramped away heavily, taking
a roundabout couree into the wood, and
out of it again. Kerr followed him.
crushing down the wet grass with
lsgglm heavy boots, and deepening the
foot-tracks.

In Indian file the two grinning )umo“*
p!’()('['cdell loaving only one track iwind-

through the wood, and that a vers
well-anarked one.

They left the wood at last on the sids
of the echool.  Here there was a stretch
of the rchool allotments, deserted, of
course, after davk. The New Tousn
juniors tramped on in the deep dusk.
throngh wet mud, squelching ont a trail,
il they arrived at walf in the resr
of the school buildings.

“Up you go!” mrmured Kerr,
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He bunked Figgins_ up from behind,
and the chicf of the New House juniors
drew himself on the wall. He leant down
and gave Kerr a hand up. The Scottish
Junior scrambled up, taking care to leave
plenty of traces of mud on the wall. They
Jropped dovn lightly within.

Kerr kicked off Taggles' boots.

“We'll leave these heve for them, with
a vote,” he remarked. “I faney they'll
come over that wall simply bursting with
excitement at the iden of the Hun taking
vefuge inside the echool walls:”

Figgins gurgled.

“Aj_\_d they'll find the boots, if not the

un
“Oh. dear!” gasped Figgins.

e minutes later the chums of the
ew Houze joined Fatty Wynn in their
study. Iatty had tea ready, and Figgins
und Kerr enjoyed their iea immensely,
‘Thoy felt that they deserved well of their
countey,

CHAPTER 6.
On the Track !
+ AL Jove, they're guardin’ the
place, deah boys !
Arthur Augustus made that
remark as the School Housc
seouts arrived on the spor where the Hun
aeroplane had failen.

11 wag a lult.

The wrecked ‘plane had not yet been
removed, and it wae guarded by a couple
of men in khaki. Tho body of the Ger-
man airman had been taken away. Tom
Mervy & Co. looked at the sentrics, One

hiem made a sign to them to keep
. The place had been swarmed that
v by sightscers, and it had been necrs-
ary to take care that the Hun ‘plane
was not removed piecemeal for souvenirs.

“We've got to keep off the grass,”
Tom remarked.” “ Never mind! We
couldn’t pick up the trail there anyway;
there have been hundreds of hoofe over
that spot to-day.”

“The Hun isn't likely to luve slayed
very near, either!” grinmed Cardew.

“Miles away, most likely.” remarked
Cirundy.

“Well T don't think he's likely to be
miles away,” said Tom. *He's got to
keep under cover someliow, and that
wmeans keeping to the woods. 1le's moat
likely to look for a hiding-place some-
where, and not risk being secn on the
ronds, "’

“May be only ten minutes’ walk from
liere, in that e, said Clive,

“Bai Jove!™

Cardew laughed.

“A hidin"-place wouldu't be much
zood without any grub,” he remarked.
* Huns can't live on air,”

*May have had some German sausages
about him,"” suggested Levison. * Any-
way, we know he's hiding somewhere,
because he hasn't been caught.”

“We've only got to pick up the trail,”
said Blake briskly.  “No geod leoking
for it in the trampled ground here, but
farther on—"

“ Which direction " grinned Cardew.

“All directiohs. We'll seattor, and
waarel every corner of the wood, now that
those New Houee bounders are cleared

“Yans, wathah!”

*That's the game !" said Toni Merry.
“Seatter through the wood, and keep
vour eyes offen, and the chap who dis-

is to give the Curlew

on

“ How are vou going fo discover sign
in thegdark ! Cardew inguired.

“Weally, Cacdew, a good scout onght
to be able to work in the dark '

“But how 77

“l've got my pocket electric-lamp,”
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said lTom,  “Everybedy wha's got one
hasg brought it, I suppose?”

“T haven't!™

“That's because you're no scout !""

“Oh ! said Cardew

Under Tom Merry's divections, .
scouts separated, taking different sections
of the wood for search. The different
patrols seattered; and, as at least one
member of each patrol kad a pocket-lamp,
the search was easy enough.

Tha joniors ranged through the wood,
calling” to one another, flashing their
lamps on the ground. and thrusting into
thickets in cese the Hun might be lurk-
ing ther

wk, as it had to be done
v. Tom Merry’s intention was
o leave not a yard of the fir wood unex-
plored. I the [Fun had left a trail be-
hind him_the previous day the scouts
meant to fiud it. And, as the ground was
damp and soft, they had high hopes of
its retaining traces of the flceing Hun.
‘a-ra-ra-ra-ra !
The search had been

oing on nearly

an hour when a bugle-call came ccho'u;F
through the dusky shadows of the wood.
Answering calls came from the scouts,
as the signal teld themr that a trail had
been found,
I i

& (o dashed through the
Bilake was h(:ilulgng amoug
iis bugle in great

ishes,  J,
the wet tres
ety la.
“Found an
“Yes, vather!
“What have you spottec
‘Only the Hun's trajl,
with studied negligence.
“ My hag
The T

th:,ng f

ehouted Tom.
on

saud Dlake,

bie Three joined Blaks, and
Hervies anid Dighy D'Arcy came up
the next minute. More and miore scouis

athered round. Jack Blake waved his
ﬁn.ln] to wave them back. Blake of the
Fourth was u most imporlant personage
at this juncture.

“Doeun’t muck up the trail ! he called
out. “Keep off the grass! Look where
youre  treading ! Mind  your hoofs,
srundy 7
Con cheeky fag o

“Shut up, Grundy !

“Bai Jove! There's weally a twail
oxclaimed Arthur Augustus, turuing his
eyeglaes upon the well-marked ground in
greal surprise.

“Didn'e you expect (0 sce one when T
gave the signal 7" snovied Blake.

=S wied it pwob that vou had

ake, desh boy !

“Fathead!

“Weally, Blake——"

“Ordevi” rapved out Tom Meryv,
“Stand clear, you fellows, and let's
examine the trail.  This looks like real
business i

Tom Merry dropped on his knees in the
grass fo examine Bluke's discovery, They
were in a secluded part of the wood, far
from the footpaths, and certainly no
chance pedestrian was likely to have
passed that way.

The trail, deep and well-marked, was
evidently made by boots of a large size.
Tom Mersy's eyes glearsed as he flashed
the light upon it

“The real thing—what*" smiled Blake,

** Looks like it!”

“Dashed if it docsn’t!” said €

“It’s the weal thing wight
dezh boys! The ouly thing now i
wun down that wascally Hun.”

“Must be twenty-four hours since he
passed here,” remarked Clive.

“ Not necessawily, deah boy. He may
have been lurkin® in the wood last
night.”

“Must be the Hui,” said Herries,
“Nobedy ever comes along here—there's

no path. It's close on the schoo) ailot-
ments, only there's a fence,”

One Penay.

“We'll follow it, anyhow,” said Tom
Merry, jumping up. ‘‘Coms on!”

“Hold on!” szid Blake firmly.

“Eht What is there to hold on for:"
I fancy T take the lead this time, us
it's my trail."”

“Your trail?” said Cardew, *Jar't it
the Hun's trail?”

“Don't bo a funny ass, Cardew! [
found this trail, and the credit belongs
to Study No. 6.

* Yans, wathah!”

Tom Merry laughed.

“All serene—go zhead, Bluke!
try back a little.” .

Tom Merry ran back along the trail,
with his light on it. e wanted to find
the begimting of it. to sce where the
Hun had started ; and, like a true scout,
he was quite prepared to suspect that
the Hun had wall backwards, in
order to deceive possible pursuers. A
few minutes later there waa a loud shovt
from the captain of the Shell, and the
scouts hurried to him.

* What is it?” exclaimed Blake.

“Look here!”

“(iveat pip! That setiles it!”

A dozen electric lamps gleamed on
spot. The sconts scanned the broker.
trailing brauch of the tree and the thres
matchaticks that lay visible in the grass,
There was a buzz of excitement.
© “Bai Jove! e was hidin’ in the twees
at first!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus.
“He got down heah to wun for it.”

* And struck matches to see his way 1"
said Digby.

SWell, this is the start of the trail ”

i

said Tom Meriy, looking round. =My
hatt He must be a heavy boundoer, to
drive his footmarks so de pi What 2

thumping sive in feet, too

“Giermans huve big feet.”

“That’s so.”

“Come on!” said Blake loftily. “Fol.
low your leader!”

And Jack Blake led the way, with Her-
ries, Digby, and D’Arey at his heels,
Study No. 6 were well to the fore, s
was only fair. After them came the
Terrible Three, and Levison & Co., and
o crowd of excited scouts. There was
keen satisfaction among the School
House army. Every *“‘sign ” seemed to
point clearly to the fact that the missing
Hun had passed that way, and they had
high hopes of running down the elusive
misereant.  And that wounld be a tre
mendous triumph for the School House,
The New Housze would have no resonrco
but to sing small eud hide their
diminished heads. With great eaverness
:he_li-‘wimal House crowd preased on the
rail.

CHAPTER 7.

“With Kind Regards from the New
House ! *

“ REAT Scott!™
G Blake halted on the edge of
the wood, with an exclamation
of surprise.

The scouts bad followed the trail a
go distance, winding through the
wood, hardly losing it for a moment, and
always picking it up again with easc. It
had led them a good way, but it had
wound back quite near the spot where it
had started. It was evidently the trail
of someone unacquainted with the wood,
ignorant of his surroundings in the dark
—at least, it seemed evident enough io
the juniors. The trail left the wood at
last, and, to the amazement of Blake &
Co., it led away across the school allot-
ments to the school walls,

“'The rotter's headed for the school!™
gasped Blake,

“Bai Jove! He ¢
said Arthur Augustus.
been seen, you know !

“Go hon!”
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have gone in,”
He would kave
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“ Weally, Lowthah-—""

“Follow on!” said Blake.

With_his hglzt shining on the ground
before him, and his eyes on the deeply-
marked trail in the mud, Blake led the
way among the allotments.

he.old stone walls loomed wp ahend
al Jast,

‘The juniors halted at the wall,

There the trail ended, right under the
wall, But the muddy marks on the old,
mossy stoncs showed that someone with
muddy boots had climbed there

Tom Merry & Co. gazed at one another
umat.blmsly
Well, thiz beats everything!” mut-

tered Tom. * Whoever made that trail
lias climbed this wall; and gone inside.’

' Yaae, wathah!”

“But—but the Hun can't be within
ihe walls of St. Jim's!” gidsped Man-
ners.  “That's rot! It must be some-
body’s else’s trail.”

Jack Blake gave Mauners a glare.
Dlake had discovered the trail, and he
was certainly not prepared to admlL}hnt
it could belung to anybody but the miss-

si.lly said  Blake,
measured tones.

“Well, the Hun wouldn't go inside
the school wall,” said Manners,

“Why should he?” queried Cardew.

*“*Why should anybody else, if you
come to that?” retorted Blake. * Some-
bedy came along here—somebody whe'd
been hiding in a tree, and struck matches
1o find his way in the wood. Who could
it have heen {ul’. the Hun? I dou't say
I suspeded that the Hun would get in-
side 8t. Jim’s, But nobody else would
think ’ni doing it. Why should any-
hody ?

T iat was a poser.

{I it was more likely that the
fleeing Hun should climb the school wall
in his flight than that a chance pedes-
frian should have done so. The latter
sup ssition was, in fact, incredible,

ut—but—but—" said Tom AMerrr,

““if he went into thP school grounds, lie
must be there still!’

*Gweat Scott!?

“He would be spotted!” said Julian.

Blake uttered an excited exclamation.

=1 see it all!™

“ What—the Hun??

“No, ass—his little game, 1 m(\:\n!”
Blake was gieatly excited. t you
see? He knew he’d be hunted fnr o
the open country, and he scudded
the school grounds to hide—at 1
vourse. There's lots of places within the
walls wheﬁ he could lie low—and, of
vourse, nobody would dream of looking
for him there. The old chapel<and the
tower, too! Just the places for a sneak-
ing Hun to hide in.”

*Phew!™

1t was a startling thought thet they
iud slept the previous night
hulung. savage Hun within the
ihe school.

“T say, that's rather thick !” yemavhed
\Ln.ners.

‘He wouldn't kuow there was a place
to hide in, would he remarked Car-
dew.  “ Unless he’s an old St Jim's chap,
of course,™

*What do you mean. yon
Tlow could he 1)9 an old gt i
2 filthy Pmr-: n?

ass|” in

Iy icliot?
s chap=-

*“'Ther e. been Gemmans at St
Jii Ibe i

Well, ye-es.” admitted Tom A
ieluctantly, “ Before the war, of conse.

§—1I euppose there have been sume er-
mans at most English schools, hefore we

L-uw what rotters they were. But—
“1f you say that filthy baby-killer is a

old 8t Jim’s chap, I vell punch

your nose, Cardew!’ d Herries
stinfully. i
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' hur\i

tha New

in

" have been

] rL'IImIkG’d Ihgh

"By Jove! i

admitted Henlm 'Ye-

Sl"’plls&,d at that!”
“ Ha, !

Iy Lllulliﬂl 1

T shonldn’t

-\ny he's gone in,”" said Blake.
““He may nmp]y have hidden aniong the
buildings, and cleared off later, or he
may have ataved there. We're going to
Follow th trail to the end! Give me a
bunk up!

“1f we wun him down, Bluke,
be wathah sowwy that you |]ul noi let
me bowwow old Wailton’s wevolvah.”

“Don't start your funny tumn now,
Guls{ Give me'a bunk!”

Veally, you uttah ass—"

“Bunk!” roared Blake.

Two or three fellows bunked Blake,
and be clambered over the wall. There
were more and more bunkings, and scout
after scout dropped within the wall
Blake turned the light of his lantern
round him, scanning the dusk eagerly.
There was a kitchen -garden stretching
to a considerable distance towards the
school buildings at this mh Dim cab-
bages and beeis loomed in the gloom.
But the ground was not so muddy here,
and the trail seemed gone.

“Lost it?” gasped Tom Meiry, as he
dropped within.

Blake snorted.

yon will

AN A AN AN

“ Lost your grandmo(her!"

“Well, where's the trail?™

“I'm finding it. It puts a good scout
out & bit to have questions pelted at him
by silly fatheads,” explained Blake.
Bow-wow! There's no hml here !

* The some loose mud,” said Man-
nels. “The chap went this way!
But: My hat! If the trail was made
vesterday. or last night, lts guesr that
l]us mud is so jolly fresh !’

allo, here's some thmg!
Herries, -
Thef ran on.
“What is_it—where—what?™

“Great Christopher Columbus!
tuken off his boots!” yelled Hewsd
ustonishment.

H:rlm boots !

“ Loolk 1"

“ Great pip!”

There they were! Tom Merry & Uo.
gathered round the boots, in blank amaze-
mert. A dozen electric torches fashed
on_them.

They were a pair of very large boots,
ard very old, and somehow did not look
like the boots a German airman might
have been expeeted to wear. In fact,
there seemed something fumiliar to the
hout thase boots.

*Wh-wh-why should he tttake off his
lmu(s’ * stuttered Bluke.
“Parhaps he was goin’ to shin up one
ihe cabbages, and hide?” suggested
Cardew, appavently atlcmunng humenr.
it up, vou acs
v funny he should take his

shouted

]

jol
waicl H'm!m eveing the articles '
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-as if he could scarcely believe the evi-
dence of his sight. “ Anyway, that proves
it was the Hun. Even Manners wouldu't
suggest that a stranger would climb mrr.
the school and leave his boots here.”

“I don’'t see why the Hun should !” ye-

yowre a silly ase
Mannen‘
Vell, do you?”

"I‘w no time for jawing—I'm .duar
that Hun! There might be a trick abous
those boots—an explosive hidden i
them, or something. You know those
hlthv Prusians are ull of dirty tricks.”

ai Jove!”  Arthur Augus who
was about to pick up one of the hoots,
]umped back  quite suddenl\ = Oh.
deah

"Better he careful with

‘em,” said
'.&ke Yam up tenderly, treat ‘em with
care!” murmured Monty Lowther.
“Don’t be a funny x(hpt Low!

“Excuse my bnrfi:: in aga sand
Curdew go]xte]v ut those boots look
remarkably like old Taggles”  hoof-

coverers.”
“You ailiy cliump ! said Blake wither- -

mgly “Are you suggesting that oll
ggles has ]ag us this dance. and lelt
out.n llere, and -gone to his lodge

bsnafoo

h"A bootless taskt”

1

murmured Low-

“‘-’uhut up, you funny c‘hnmp‘ This
lsn 't & time for fool jokes!”
“Well, let's look at the boots!™ said

Lowther. *“As there may be a bomb

p'ndden in them, Blake had better examixe

them. I think he mentioned that ‘\tudv

No. 6 was taking the lead in this hizney.”
mr!

Blake hesataf.ed The whole thing was
so strange that he had a natural un-
easiness about touching the boots. If the
Tiun fugitive had really left them there
it was very probable that some cunning
md cruel irick was the reason

eave it to Study No. g1
Cardew, making a sten forward.

Blake shov od%nm back, frowning.

"Keup off the grass, you interfering

g8 !

“Well, are we goin’ to slay heve sll
night?”

lake grunted, and strode towards the

grinued

boots. "T'hen he gave a yell as lie hent
over them.

“My lut' There's & note—-"

“A natet

e,
“Not a banknote?” as
“You burbliog idiot, n(l‘
pinned inside one of the boots,

Blake dazedly. *“This be&(s me!

Hun must be a madinan 1”

“They’ll all mad, move or less.
see the note,” said Uarvdew.
polite, for a 1T, 1o leave us a note along
with his te. Perhaps it's his address,
for us to send them on by parcels post.”

“Ha, ba, ha!™

“QOh, ring off, you duomy !”

Blake unpinned the note, and unfolded
it. He turned his light upen it, and read
what was written, the jumiors eveing him
breathlesaly.

“0Oh! Ah! O ejaculated I
‘A startling change came over
as he read the note. He evnshed it

hand.

“What's in it. deali box?”

“Show it to ns, Blake!
“What are you crumpling it up far,

ss? shouted Herries,

note

I‘h: l

you Let’s see it
i] s face was crim=on. . "
“Tt--it's only some rot!T hggsiam

mered.
“Let's sea it.”
“I—1 tell yon—o"
“Hand it ov ont eheehy

o




Every Wednesday.

The note was fairly dragged from
Biske's hand, Tom Merry smoothed it
out, and a dozen tellows tried to read it
at once. And then there was a gasp. For
ithe note—in a wellknown, sprawling
Lardwriting—rag

“Dear Duffers,—When vou've finished
iacking down Tag les’ old boots, would
i T 1 handing them to Mrs. Taggles?
She only lent them to us. With kind
regavds from the New House,

“(GronGe Fignre”

CHAPTER 8.
Down on His Luch !

L FIE»( 1
‘Bai Jove !

Tom Merry & Co. simply

pasped.

They had come to the end of the
(\Ixyvaxx,g trail, and they had found—
this!

Blake's face was a study. The dis-
coverer of that trail was not feeling =0
lofh Just now about his achievement.

Figgins ¥ murmured Levison, “I—

T t]\-_‘)ugbt these boots looked a bit
tamjliar.  Not like & Hun airman’s
Lioots.”

{lardew chuckled.

*The credit of this discovery is entirely
due to Study No. 6,” he said solemnly.
“1 tiust tht no fellow present will think
of disputin’ Blake’s claim,”

b a, ha 1"
9 won't dispute it!"

grinned

'\Bca“ you asn-w v

“I-L—1f scalp b gasped Dlake.
“The beast must Im\"e ‘sneaked into the
wood on this side, md—-:md laid the trail
tor us! Oh, dear?

“1t waa wa.shah bw:ght of Figgay; but
weallp——  Oh, deah!”

Bla e snorted.

“Bright of Figgy! Tl bet you it was
Kerr—that confounded Scotsman! Figgy
hasn’t the brains!”

“ Well, the New Ilouse have dished
us!? said erry, laughing. * We'd
better get m. lu tea, 1 think, Afust be
close on call-over.

“0Oh, crumbs! What a sell1”

“Gentlemﬂn, suggested Cardew, “T1
,:mpeqe three cheers for Study No. b' ¥

Shut up!” roared Blake.

"H.;, ha, ha!”

Some of the scouts chuckled as they dis
persed; but some of them locked very
.-ms‘:erated. Tt was extremely irritating
for the trail to end in this absurd fashion,
And the worst of it was that they had
nsed up the time in which they might
have found the trail of the real Hun—
perhaps !

Blake's startling theory that the fu 1
iive Bat iad taken refuge within t

ancient walls of St. Jim's had ended i m
—Taggles’ old boota!

Arthur Augustus picked up the boots
as, tlie scouts dispersed.

hat do you want that rubbish for?”
~mpped Blake. ' Going to hang them
np on the wall in the study, as a trophy 1"
I am goin’ to wetarn them to Mrs.
gles, oah boy, as Figgay wequests
%m note,” answered ArLFur Augustus
“No weason why a fellow

-honld‘n t'be ob even if he has been
cfu.,mu.-, stupidity of his

dished owin’ to
stuttered Blake,

studay-leadah.

“* What?”

“Wats!”

The swell of St Jim's marched off
with the boots, which were duly returned
to Dame Taggles.

Tom Merry & Co. were a litdle tired,
and very we d muddy, and not in the
best of tetmn when they arrived in the

Sehool House.

They found Racke aud Craa

and
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(See Chapter 11.)

|
Taggles is Equal to the Occaslon. 1
i

Mellish and Trimble and the eother
slackers chortling. Apparently they had

received information from ~the New
House.
“Here they comel” roared Racke.

Ha, ha,

"Dld yon find him hidden in Taggles’
cld poots 2 * yelled Trimble. *He, he,

‘HA\- you been dished by the New
House?” chortled Crooke. * What rme
the School House sconts now? Yal

The Terrible Three went to their atmlv
without replying. Thev were hungry, and
they were late for tea.

Study No. 6 gathered in their quarters
with morose brows.

Blake was inclined to lead a raid ugm
the New House, and scalp Figgins & Co.
in their own stronghold, but Blake was
quite off asa leader. Even his loyal churos
were sniffing. Study No, 6 had to hide
its diminished head ; there was no mistake
about that.

The four Fourth-Formers were sitting
at a somewhat morosc iea, when the
door was opened, and George Alfred
Gruady stared in.

* Oh, here you are!”

“What do you
snapped Blake crossly.

Fuunt to tell you what I think of
* said Ghrundy. “1f T'd been lead-
ing, we should have captured the Hun
by this time! I feel sure of ghat. You
silly chump, you've wasted our time, and
the New House arve killing themselves
langhing about it! Redfern’s making up
a song about it 1"

 Blow Redfern and blow Get
ont!?

** You thumping idio

by? Ha\a you .caught the Hun?
e

snorted Grundy.
want, fathead?”’

you,’

you!

L]

a thumpin’

“1 wefuse e cal :
idiot, ln\\uulay 1 mbmt tlmt. Blake is.
a tlmmpm idiot——
*Oh, do_you¥? l‘o:nmj Blake,

e Ymm old chap: it’s no ood denying
obvious facts, i3 asked Arthur
Angustus innocantly, “ But I tons\dnh

~yawoooh! What did von thwow thas
howwid luppah at me for, you wuffian®’

“ Shut up !

“ 1 wefuse to shut up! I considah—-"

“Do you want the other kipper?”
howled Blake,

* Bai Jove! I—"

* Precious  set of idiots!" snorted

*“ Perhaps you'll be mtlmg to

Grundy.
,back seat ufter thisl Per.

take  a
ha;

Hlal.o Jumpcd up.
nd me u hand,” he suapped.

* Wighto!””

¢ Here, hands off ! I'i} —yah!"”

Study No. 6 seized Grundy of the Shell
as one man. They rushed him into the
passage, bumped him there, and Jeft him
sprawling,

They returned teo their quarters feeling
somewhat solaced. As they sat down to
tea again, there came a sound from under
the study window in the dusky quad-
rangle. Tt was the sound of many voices
raised in a chant:

“ Has anybody here seen Fritz?
Has anybody here scen Fritz?
Have you trailed him down,
And done him brown?
Has anybody here scen Fritz?”

Blake Tushed to the window and thicw
it open, Ueorge Figgina waved a hand
from below in cheery greeting, and the
crowd of New House fellows bawled
again:

" Has anybody here seen Fritz?’
illl-',,

The checkay wottahs.””
the tea-pot!” breathed

““What for, deah boy?”
“ For Figgins’ napper, fathead!™
ot | \nef\ma to be called a fathead, and
I stwon object to wastin’ tea in war-
time, i‘fe
“Youn howling idiot, there's only water
m 1!.'“ ‘hissed Blake.
*Oh, vewy well. But p\\n\ al!cm me
'lur Gex LIBRARY .- 4
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to wemark, Blake, that I object to bein'
chawactewised as a howlin’ idiot.”

“Will yon shove that teapot this
way®"” said Blake, in toncs of concen-
trated wrath.

“ Certainly, old chap.”

“ Wait a tick—I'll put the ink in it

said Dighy.

+ f4n't that wathah a waste, Dig?”

“ Brrre!”

Tho teapot, full of water and ink, was
passed to Blake. He looked down at
tha grinning New House crowd.

¢ Tas anybody here scen Fritz?”
velled the New House juniors.

Swooash !

The teapot was inverted over the sere-
aders, and there wis a terrific splash-
of water and ink over upturned
lammed the window, as a
“That eottles them!” he remarked,
with some satisfaction.

The study door opened. It was Racke
this time. =

Four lurid gleres were turned on Racke
of tho Shell.

(ot out!'

“Only come to inquire,” grinned
tnoke.  © How did you get on with the
Hun? Jave you got him in jyour
trousers’ ket? I——yoesop!”

A cushion smote Racke, and he de-
varted with a crash. Blake kicked the
«door_shul, '

“I'm getting fed up with this!” he
wled.  ““The next idiot who comes

get a o t-stump !

The “ next idiot” numbered four—
Wally D' Arcy. and Manners miner, and
trank Lovison, and Joe Frayne, of the
Third. Wally threw the door open, and
the four fags prinned into the study.
They seemed highly amused.

“Did you find the Hun®”’
Wally.

“What have you done with poor old
Fritz?"" asked Levison minor.

Blake did not reply. He was search-
ix 1 the cunboard for a stump.

“You didn’t eall on the Third Form
scouts!” jeered Manners minor.  You'd
hetter have asked us to help. We'd
have found something betror than
Taggles' old boots!™ -

“ Ha, ba, hat™

Bluko whirled round, stump in hand,
and chargod, There was a sudden flight
of the fars, and Blake chasad them in
vain to the stairvs.

As he halted on the landing, four
voices velled From the Jending below:

“Yah! Call  yourselves soouts!
Where's Fritz? Ha, ha!”

Jack Blake was almost in a suffocating
state when he returned to the study and
closed the door. He sat down to the
table, and laid a cushion ready. e
naxt time the study door was opened the
nawcomer was to get that cushion before
fin had time to retroat.

He had not long to wait. There was a
step in the passage, and Blake laid down
his fork. A tap came at the door, and
Io grasped the cushion, The door
apened, and as it opencd the cushion
flew, with unerring amm.

uericd

Crash!

Bump'!

0Oh!”

“ Ida, ha!” voared Blake. * Got him!
Oh—ah— My hat!——Kildare!”

Pai Jove, vou've done it now, deah

ildare of the Sixth picked himself up,
and | glared into the study, gasping.
Blake stood frozen. ~He had certainly
not intendad to bowl over the head f;n-‘
fact of the School House, bat he had
done it

“* You--yort—you—-" stuttered Kil-
dara,

“ i—I"m sorry I"* mumbled Blake. “I
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didn't know it was you, Kildare!
Oh,

thonght it was some cheeky fag!

dear!"” g
“You youny lunatic!” roared Kildare,
“ Okt

“I've a jolly good mind to
growled the captain of Bt
camo herc to speak to you, you young
raccals. 1 hear that you have been out
looking for the German airman who
escaped yesterday.  You're not to go
agein. Mr. Railton has heard of i,
and it's to stop. You youny duffers, the
fellow might throttle you if you found
him—not that you're likely to. Remem-

o

skin you!"
Jim's. *1

And Kildare strode away, with great
forbearance overlooking the incident of
the cushion. He proceeded to Tom
Merry's study to repeat his announce-

ment.
Blake sno_rted when he was gone,
“ That finishes it!" he growled. * No

looking for the beastly Hlun now. We
should have found him sconer or later.
=L =T~

# Powwaps,” remarked Arthur Angus-
tus thoughtfully. * But pewwaps you
would only have found some old boots
again, Blake!”

“ You frabjous

“ Weally, Blake

“ Do you want this cushion on your
antfy napper?” yeiled the exasperated

“ Pway do not wour st me. Blake! It
thwows mo into a finttah when a fellow
wonrs at mo, I cousidal——

BiF !t Avthur Augustos got the cushion.
By the time he had_sorted himsell out
of the fender Jack Blake had departed
from the study, slamming the door after
bim with a terrific slam.

CHAPTER 9.
A Dog with a Bad Name !

o RIMBLE!" .
1t was the following morning,
and the School House juniors

hiad just come dowun. The voice

of Darrel of the Sixth was heard calling
for Trimble.

““ Not down yet, Darrel,” said hevison.

¢ Fetch hirn down.”

““ Righto!” .

Levison ran up to the dormitory again.
Baggy Trimble wes generally the last
dowrn, as he never turncd out of bed till
the last possible moment. He was finish-
ing dressing when Levison looked in.

* Youw'ro wanted, Trimble.”

«What rot ! grunted Trimble, * Brek-
ker isn't ready yet!"

“ Darrel wants you.” @

© Oh, bother Darrel!”

“Shall 1 tell him that?" geinned
Lavison,
“ Ahem! No! He might be waxy.

'l go if Darrel makes a point of it,”
said Trimble.

And ho went. .In the lower passage
Darrel dropped a hand on Trimble’s fat
shoulder.

“(‘oms with me, you voung rascal!™

“]—1 say, what's the matter, Darrel
stamnmered Trimbie,

“(ome along 1"

The prefect led Trimble to Mr. Rail-
ton’s study, followed by giances from
some of the other fellows. It looked as if
Baggy Trimble, the chnn{:iun food-hog of
the school, was in troubls again. The
Housemaster’s face waa very stern as the
fat junior was marched into hig presence.

“Thank you, Darrel! Trimble?"

“Ye-e-es, sir ! gasped Baggy.

“Did you leave your dormitory Tast
night 7"

“No, sir "

“Did you descend, and make a forcible
entrance into tho paniry by the window,
and take away a quantity of foodstuffst™
exclaimed the Housemaster sternly,

“ Nunno, sir!” gasped Baggy. A 2 §
never thon§ht of it, sr!”

“What !

“T—1 mean, I wouldn't bare done it.
sir, if T had thought of it!™

Mr. Railton looked at him searching!:

“Trimble, on several occasions  Fo
have been punished for robbing th
larder, in reckless disregard of the food
regulations.  This offence is even morc
serious, for the pantry window has been
forced from outside, and a large amount
of food taken !” o

“I—I didn't do it
Trimble, greatly scared. -
knew the pantry window could he
from outside, sir.” .

“Tt was forced, some instrument being
wsed. Do you pssure me, Trimble, that
vou know nothing about the matter : "

“On my word, sir 1™

Mr. Railton wttered a sound that was
very like a grunt, He knew how much
Baggy Trimble's word was worth,

“Very well, Trimble. Theve is nr
proof against you, at present. If you
deny the action, I shall report the matrer
to the Head for investigation. You ur-
derstand, 1 presume, that your punish-
ment will be very severe if Dr, Holmes
should discover that you are the guilty
pariy ¥ o

o but T ain’t, sir!” gasped Baggs.
“1—I was osleep all last night, sir, dreans-
ing about Hun raiders, sir.”

LY ; go for the present.”

Daggy Trimble went gladly, He
fuirly gasped as he rolled down the pas
sage,  Baggy's reputation in the food-
hogging line was bad. He had often run
risks to raid the larder, though he was nct
fond of taking risks, as a rule. He Lad
been kicked out of innumerable studie
for raiding the cupboards. And it really
Jooked, this time, as if Trimble was going
to suffer for his bad reputation.

“Bai- Jove! What’s the wow,
Twimble?” asked Arthur Augustus, 8~
the dismayed Baggy came away irom the
Housemaster's study.

bl al groaned Baggy. “I'miu

I'm perfectly innocent, of

wpened

trouble !
course !
“You always ara!” said Tom Merry,
laughing, “ What is it you arc innocent
of this time?"”
“The pantry’s been burgicd. and Rail-
ton thinks 1 did it!” gasped Baggy.
“Bai Jove! You uitah young

i

snorted G ¥. :
“You fat - young rotter exclaimed
Tom Merry. “You'll i.;et a flogg! w
>

g for
that, and serve vou jolly well right I

* Yaas, wathah 1"

“ Bui I didu’v do it} yelied Trinble.

“Tosh!"

“Ratsi"”

“ Yaas, wathah! Wats!™

1 didn’t—1 wasn't--I never—I didn’
even know it bad been done till Railton
told me!” wailed Trimble. “I didn'r
know the pantry window counld be busted.
Never even thought of it I've always
tried from inside—I—I mean, I've never
even thought of robbing the pantry—-"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“'Tain’t a laughing matter!” gasped
TFrimble. Ha‘:imn'agoing to report i{x;n
the Head, and the Head’s sure to think it
was me. ¥ und to remember onz or
iwoe little things I've-been licked for—
mere trifles—-"

“You fat villain!” said Monty
Lowther. . “You ought to he scalped.
Food-hogging in war-timé—and robbing
the pantry !

1 tell you I never——"

“Don’t tell whoppahs, Twimble ™ sail
Arthar Augustus severely. It is wotten
enough to be a food-hog, without telin’
rqnhi:a’! whoppaohs, like a beastly Pwus-
sian 1"
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tE‘l you—"

Db dear!”  groaned  Trimble
“They're sure to think I did it! Even
vou fellows think so, and you know me
w hsa puf‘.c'lg honourahLa chap—""

“Ig]ﬁal] he ﬂog;,\ A, T know 17 moaned
T

wFou wight ! i}

1 he humpﬁl ',un " said Grundy
»\lsth.full.}. “T don’t hold with fuoa
lngq’ Collar_him !

“Hold on ! =aid Jack Blake, who had
been listening, with a thoughrfu! brow,
without speakmg “ Porhaps Trimble
didn’t do it !

We know he did 17
it Trinable didn’t®” o

5. *'Romebody did 1
he benefit of the doubt,”

Thev-r- jsn’t any doubt !

Uy, Blake, I fail to eompwemud
why you are siandin up for that was-
cally food-hog ! said Arthur Augustus
r(\crelv.

Blake’ s th
iddy burglar !°
ks he can trid\. him
heots—or Taggles’ boots |7

“ia, ha, ha! "
“Good I said Cardew,  “Let's follow
lead, and we'll trail down the
pantry-robber I After all, even an old
porter’s boots are valuable in war-time, if
Blake makes another discovery with their

down by

mm\ elaved.
“You siily, cackling asses—"*
“Let's bump that fat burglar®

srowled Grundy. * Never mind Blake.
Blake's a silly chump! Now, then—7"

Blake pushed him back

“You come with me, Trimble,” Fre
<aid. and he took the fat junior’s arm, and
od bim into the quad. Trimble was wiil-
ing enough to go. It was bad enough to
have {o face the Head, without being
handled by Grundy of the Shell, in addi-
ilon.

Gundy made a stride after them, but
the Terrible Three lined up smilingly in
his path.

“IKeep off the Brass, fathead i suggested
Tom Merry. “Leave it till the Head's
been into the matter. Trimble's a doj
with a bad name, but he can’t be hange
ni!ﬂ_lé)‘tt proci

owi—--
“ Bow-way
And as Grundy made a rush to pass.
Tom Merry & Co. seized him and «e-
posited him on the floor forcibly. 1D’Arey
and Herries and Dig followed Blake out,

won&crmg. uml a little exas rnt«i by
ip of the fi g of Sz,
Jlnl‘i
CHAPTER 10.

Doubting Thomases !
o RIMBLE, you fat villain——'
“ Look here, yon know-
miunbled Trimbl
“Did you rob the pantry *’
Jemanded Blake.

*No!” velled Trimble,

Jack Blake looked at him searchingly.
tertainly Trimble looked as if he were
ielling the truth. But he often did look
like that when he was prevaricating in a
manner worthy of a German Kaiser.

lake’s chums joined him in the quad.
ziving Trimble wrathful and scornful
glances. They had no doubt as to the
wuilty party.

“Look here! Let that fat frog alone,
Blake ! growled Herrics. “You know
jolly well that he's a food-hog, and, of
course, he was the chap who sneaked
down last night and scoffed the grub,
Grundy's right for onee!”?

| that
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** Yaas, wathah !"*

“ Honest Injun, I
without waking up once!”
Trimble, alu.m st tearfully, -

“Wats

“I (hil‘ﬂ( Lie's telling the iruth,”
Blake deliberately.

“He couldn't!” grunted Dig.

“ He never has, so far !’ said Herries—
war rather a sweeping statement.
Never mind Trimble,” Blake.

slept ali last might
protested

said

said

“You fellows come with n e're
ng to investigate on the spol
And follow the trail?” d Iler-

i
ed up, ohd chap,”

“Oh, go and eat coke ! howled Blake.
“Tf you want 2 dot on the nese, Geo
Hesrries——"

“Peace, deuh boys ™
A-.Igustus. “ Pway don’t let your an
passions wise ! But, weally, Blake-

Blake strode nway, with knitted brows.
His chums excbanged glances, and fol-
iowed him,  Blake was morose that morn-
ing, which was not urprlimg, cnnsjdelmg
the amount ef chipping he had received
en the subject of his great discovery ia
the fir woo

The ehief of Study No. 6 halted under
the pantry window, in the rear of the
house,

The window was at a good height from
the ground, and Blake could u-.‘L reach
the storie siil.  He scanned the window
very carefully. It was plain that it had
been forced from outside, considerable
dumage having been ne. Blake
scanued it as if he were a detective en-
gaged on a burglary case, and his chums
watphed him with suppressed grins.

o 37 said Arthuy Augustus, at
wrhanity, I.L\e you
avewy. deali boy?'

5 erowled sl.r
didn’t Iml le that \\mdcm

“ Bai Jmo' How do you know?’

“Pm taller than Trimlle, a good bit,
and I can’t reach it. H-:w could Baggy
Trimble have reached it?”

“Baa Jove ! T never thought of that!™

Stood on something, T suppese,” said
HE[’!’I es.

“YWhera conld he have got a ladder?’
demanded Blake.

“Might have stood on anything.”

“He hada't anything here. Do you
think he sloped out of a window with the
study  armei in his  pocket, and
bronght it round here?” asked Blake,
i Al R it

“Oh, rot! Fe could have got some-
thmggn. hench from the wood-shed,
Prinstance.”
= “Tt rained last night,” said Blake.

“Trimble wonldn’t mind the rain, if he
was after pgrub” said Digby, with a
s)mke of the head.

T don’t mean that. T mean that the
#ain’s made the ground soft, and if there
had been a bench here, with Trimble's
weight on it, the legs of that bench
would have made pretty deep manka in
the gronnd. There's no marks.”
'he point was well taken, and showed
lake had not been a scout for
nothing. There were vague signs of foot-
stepe on the spot. but nothing more.

But Biake’s followers were fed up, as
Herries expressed it, with Blake's senut—

interposed Arthur
vy

“Trimble

TO0 THE BOYS AT
THE FRONT.
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eraft. The trailing-down of T:
beots had been too much for the:
sniffs sounded as one.

“It it wasn't Trimble, who was it!”
demandaed Herries, "()ni a chap in the
Sixth could reach that mndo\ —aind not
all the Bixth, either—only a specialiv

big chap. Are you suggesting that Kil-
da%e orPD:erel ";Iid it? gg s

“I :lnu r tank it was one of the chaps
at all.”

“0Oh, a waster:” said He with
increasing satire. ‘‘Railten, puhz s
the Head: \Tast likely the Head—
whati”

There was a chorile from and
Arthur Augnstus.

But Blake did not Leed.

He stanning  the glous wl now,

evidently in the hope of plmmg up
trail. “ Hi: ¢hums watched himi, grinni

Tho Terrible Thiee strolled round
house, and !'uund the Fourth-Form
Llllih e
ﬁ) “'hat’s the name of this
game-' gh.t‘h.ll Monty wthe
* Blake's picking up a trail,’
vies, his new role as o satirist. **He's
going to track down the chap who
burgled the parmiry, He thiuks in was
most likely thr- Head!”
a,
“You sce, ﬂm Tead’s tull enoush io
t wirklow, and Trimble
splained.  *That settles 1t
Herlock Sholmes couldn’t

said Hoy-

-it?
work it out better than that.”

Blake rose,

‘“hpu ryou've done your funny furn.

doen’t

Horries, 1've goi something (o ray

remarked.
“Go ahead, old chap! B

e

rebher will

Le ready soon, and if we're going to
trail down ggles” boots again, we'vo
no time to waste!”

"Ha, ha

said Blake calmly, s
idea earse into my  head that Frite
might have rlm]ged in over the school
wall after dark—-

“There’s no acconnting for the ideas
that come into your head, oh( chap. [
should sce a doctor about it

“It twrned out that the
were” spoolin

ew Iouse

M

1, you mean

said

« me, if you like that bette
. with n.nnxpectrd moderation.
“DBut the idea steek in my bead, 2il the
Same—

“It would ! cormmented Ilervi

“The (‘lmp hasn’t been canght -5
far as we've heard. he's not caught,
it Le's lying  awfully low
. He can’t be wandering
about the country, or he'd Lave beeu
spotted before th Now, the boblies
naturally think he ran for it whon l!s
‘plane was smashed, but T've been think
ll’l e

“What with?”

“I've been thinking,” went ou Blake,
unheeding, *‘that about the safest.place
for that Hun to lie low, till the hue and
c was over, would be close to the pl

er¢ his 'plane came down-—if
v.a.n a hiding-place at hand. Jater on,
very likely, when the hue and cry was
over, he would be able to scoot off, and
perhaps get in touch with some of the
naturalized Germans who are spying for
Germany in this country. But whil.
the whole place was hunting for him, hn
would have to lie low. Well, suppose
he skulked whont in the mist till night
fall, and then sneaked in over the !C]gudl
wail 2y

“ Phew !

“ Lots of p!nces here where he eould
lie low,"” said Bleke. “He might have
lhumrht nf gemug into a shed or loft
: GeM Iranﬂn,-- Nao. 514,
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m somethm —or he may know the place. §
ot of German airmen know

an]lmd batter than we do, from hva

hera beforo Lhe war and spying. Wel

h
thing amiss with your supposer,
Bhke"?. nsken] Monty Lowther.

Oh, shut up a minute ! I'm only
suying suppose,” growled Blake. ‘‘Bup-
pose the Hun cad did sneak in, and found
a deep corner to hide in—abowt the last
thing the police would think of wnu{d
lm to aexrcfoa crowded school for him.!

?’ulle right there!” said Tom Merry,
!au ing.

aas, wothah! They may lLe asses,
but not such asses s that{”

*“If he found a deep corner somewhere,
he could lie low for days without being
found or suspected,” said Blake, ‘*But
there's onz lFmg he would necd—food.”

“0Oh!" ejaculated Tom.

“And now we find that somebody was
nosing round the house last night, and
busting in the pantry window and collar-
ing grub."”

“* Yes—Trimble !”
w nh a nod.
lo says it wasn't.”

"He vould I*

“Might ha\e been Falty Wyun, of the
Now Igouae,  suggested Dig.

“And it might have been the Hun!”
smd Blake.

““Ha, ha, ha!

Blake stared angrily at the hilarious

remarked Heorries,

0

juniors. His suggestion was a 'startling
ons, but it did not startle his com-
panions, It only caused them to Dburst

mto a roar of laughter.

Bal ove! That's weally too wich,
Blake,”  gasped . Arthur ~ Angustoa,
*Couldn’t you thmk of somethin’ a little

less steep, deah b
“Thia_ beats Tugg!es old  hootst™
grinned Lowth
““Ha, ha, ha
Jack Blake did not Jaugh. He frowned
w mthfu?h
“Well, I rthink it’s possible—in fact,
plc)bahle-
“Prohnhlo Ha, ha, ha!™
“And I'm going to search every

corner of the place,” said Blake grimly.
“¥You follows can stand here and cackle,
if you like.”

Blzke marched off, his nose in the air,
Tom Merry & Co chortled, but they fol
lowed him. Blake on his new trail was
quite enteriaining, as Monty FLowther

remarked.
“Poor old Blake!" sighed Aithur
Augustus.  *“*He is watty ovah comin’

such.a muckah ‘E!hlhl]ﬂj. vou know—

That-s why le is Tanln the giddy ox
now ! s But give him his head, deah
oya!

And the juniovs cheerfully gave Blake
lna head !

CHAPTER 11.
The Finding of Fritz!
ACK BLAKE'S steps led him in L'lls
J divection of the old to a
considerable  distance hnm t'h(z
school building. Save by ““sport-
ing " fellows who retired to that
secluded spot for a smoke, the old tower
was seldom entered. Tt was more than

hall in ruins.  Blake strode into the
dilapidated old building with knitted
brows.

Possibly it was a desire to wipe out
his defeat of the previons day that made
Plake so determined on new theory.
It was certainly rather stecp, and yer
it was quite sszblc, if the escaped
Doche had had lﬁg cunning and resource
to reason the matter out quietly and
calmly, Certainly, he was hiding some-
where—and certainly he was not searched

for in the school grounds, snd nobady
Tue Gey LisraRy.—No, 511

dreamed that he had lingered so near the
scene of his disaster. He would pro-
bably be safer there than anywhere elso

—if he was there,

It seemed quite probable to Blake.
Perhaps the wish was father to the
thought. The robbery of the pauntry in
'he night came to Blake’s mind as lpmnf
for the Hun, if he was there, could not
live without food. It did not seem like
proof to the other fellows, who were
pretty well satisfied that Trimble was the

uilty party. If the food-thicf did not

long to St. Jim's, they surmised that
it was some Jmngrv tump They fnl-
owed Blake into the old tower, grin-

1,

Y Pway take care of those stvx“ deuh
boy ™ cfunpnd r\l‘ThLll’ Augustus,  They
are wathah wisl

Blake pansed.

“If he’s here, it will be & bit difficuls
tackling himi with our bare hands!” he
said slowly.

“My dear chap, if he's here, T'Il eat
him ™ said Monty Lowther.

“Yans, wathah'!”

Blake snorted, and began te wouant
the steps. It was a long. spiral flight,
that led to the summit of the old tower,
and the steps were in a decidediy

condition, But Tom Merry & Uo. fol-
lowed in Blake's fmtatop& still grin-
ning. The loopholes in_the old walls let

in & dim, misty light. Blake peered into
avery room he passed, but there was no
sign_of Fritz,  But, as he had nearly
reached the summit "of the stairs, mew
wae a sound in the cireular rocw at 1.1n
top of the tower,

“ Hark 1™ nlutteu‘d Blake.

“Somebod said Tomw Merry,
laughing. “8cme chap in want of exer-
cise, I should say, to hnxh all these
bqus.ml etaire l)ufﬂ.u brekker
The bmkksh bell

“Bai Jove! will
be goin' in a minute or two!
“Blow  brekkey!”™ enorted  Blake.

“Com
A

n!
All wight 1

Bluke strode up, with knitted brows.
There was certainly somebody in the top
room of the tower, but wh Fellows
sometimes climbed the tower, though sel
dom; and on a misty winter morming
there was no view to tempt a climber,
Blake sei his teeth as he framped up to
the top step.

“My hat!” he ejaculated.

Blake hed thought—at least. hoped—
l];ab the German airman wae lidden
in the precinets of 8t Jim’s,  Bur
apped. and stood rooted to the stone
step at tie eudden and startling confirma-
tion of hie surmises.

For a burlysfigure loomed before him
—a savage- -Face man, in thick garb. with

eves of pale-blue that gleamed  and
glinted at the intruders.
Blake stood, almost stupcfied, for a

mometit.
e

- * he panted.
here was a laugh below on the sta
Tom Meery & Co, could nol see wl int
Blake saw.

“Pile it on!" chuckled Dighy.

“Pway. don’t twy to pull our leg in
that widiculows mannah, Blake ! chided
Arthar _\nt,lht:ia “It is weally too

atoep, yonu knm
"(,nme on !

volod Blake desperately.

n airman, with a face ]Ik?
. was striding at Blake.
ImxI been discovered, and his Iudmg
place was a hiding- place no longer. He
muttered savage German curses hetween
his teeth ae he =l|udp at the junior, He
was thinking only of renewed flight now.
and a s:hoo\ucy was not likely to be able
to stop hir
“Tlelp 1" shrmrwl Blake. and. with il

he

shaky |
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courage and determmatwn oi a bulldog,
he ienped at. the buriy
“ Ha, I-a, ba ! camo l'rom below.

Crash !

With one sweep of his powerful arm
the Prussian swept Blake aside, and ths
}Il'.lnlﬂr rolied nnd Png on the stone floor.

'he Hun down the steps,
his teeth sef, euarllng like a mld nnuml

“That you, Blake? My hat

A vell burst from the juniors on the
stairs as the gigantic Boclhie rushed down
on_them.

The sight of him astounded them ton
much for them to be able to move a

finger. They could only blink at him,
frozen.
The bwly rufian charged through

them, mﬂtsrmg them right and left en
the narrow stair.

In a twinkling ko was through. and
speeding down the lower staire

Tom Merry staggered up.

“The Hun! Obh, my hat "

Rlakc came h:a.rmg down.

“You silly idiots! Why didu't
eto}) him ?*" lie velled. * After him !

“Bai Jove! I—I weally——" stuttered
Avtlur Augustus, 4

“It's the Hun!

Tomn Merry & Co. rushed after Blake
down the stair. It was tite Hun, righ!
enough, and tl:cv were after him with a
vengeance. .

But the German aivman had s start.
He streaked out of the tower like a
hunted fox, and ran. Blake & Co. came
streaming_out after him, velling.

After Lim!

“Btop him !

“It's Fritz! Stop him!

There was a_roar of voices from all
sides, The Boche, uncertain of tho way.
ran into the guadrangle, where a venl
of amazement greeted his appearance.

“8top bim I'" roared Blake. “It's the
German _airman!  Kildare—stop  him.
Kildare 1™

Kildare was crossing towards the School
House. 'Fhe breakfast-bell was ringing.
He stopped. as if suddenly rooted to the
ground, at the sight of the racing Boche.
with the frantic juniore tearing om lis
track.

“Biop him !

 Stop thief 1"

The Hun swerved to dodge Kildare;
but the captain of St. Jim’s, recovering
from his amazement, headed for him.
Fritz eluded hini, and ran for the gates,
with Kildave speeding on his track. From
the direction of the New House Mon-
teith _of the Sixth came speeding up.
Taggles had just opened the gates; the
wide ‘road and the open country lay be-
yond, and the Boche was straining every
nerve. 'lagglee, the porter, stood petri-
fied at the sight. But as the big Boche
came sweeping up to the gates. Taggles
recovered his presehce of mind, and-
hurled his big bunch of keya at the Ger-

man,
Clin Crack ! " "
The keys smote Fritz full in his red.

furioua face, and he reeled. Before he
conld recover, Kildare and Monteith were
upoir him.

With a voar like that of a wild beast
the Boche went down in the grasp of the
two powerful Sixth-Formers.

“My heve!" gasy d l'\mﬂﬂs £
lmn.r hépet A lﬁmkum Tn! Jump cn
Yim !

The Hun waa Rtrus(g"mg madly on the
ground. Tom Merry & Clo. caine racing
up. and they piled 1n promptly.

The rufian had dragged s revolver
from his belt, but a kick from Tom Merry
struck it from his_hand., and the Tun
yelled with pain.  His fingers had taken
meat_of the kick.

- Kildare's knee was on his -

he<t now,
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b-\..n.nd you eccundrel! T

lhe Hun still et uggled. But there were

too many hands on him. e had no
nee. A few minutes more and his
ength was exhausted, and he lay pant-
g and gasping in the grasp of his
captors.

“Got_hin trilted Arthur Augustus.
“Got the wascal! Bai Jove, he has
reeahly flattened my nose! Ow! But
we've got him

“ Hurrah I’

“Tn Heaven's nae, what is tlis
exclaimed Mr. Railtor
~oene, * Who—who

" The Bach:

“*The baby.

! We've fritzed him !
“ Yaae, wathal 1

“Bless my soul!” oxclained the
amazed Houeemaster. * Silence, please !
Hold that man securely, Kildare! One

of you boys fetch a \urd from somewhesre ;
hie muet be tied up! Silence!” rap])ed
aut Mr. Railton, as a stream of savage
(German curses ponrr-d from the thick lips
of the prisoner. * Silerce, you scoundre! !*
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The Boche lay muttering.

* How did you {ind him, Kildare?”

* Suddenly spotted him suen}.mg across
the quad, #ir! I think these | juniors routed
hm- out ‘from comewhere.”

I('BB my Soul e

“It was Hlake, sic ! said Tom Mezry
at ‘once.  * Blake suspected that he was
hidden abont here, sir! He gucseed that
it was Fritz whao burg}ed the pantry

My, Railton started.

**Ah ! Doubtless that wae the case. And
you, Blakp, discovered that the man was
hidden here?’

Blake blushed.

It was a great moment for the chief of
Study No. 6.

All eyes were upon him.

Half St. Jun's had gathered about ihe
spot, and every eve, was fixed upon Jack
Blake of the Fourth. Arthur Augustus
pushed him towards the nougemmrpy

“Buck up, deais boy ! Go it !”

* Bravo, Blake
‘ F—1 dul &pot him, si con-
feesod Blake. * And we routed him out
of the old tower, sir ! It-—it was nothing !”
was mwnmmonly well duue, my
* said the Houeemaster kindly. *

boy I
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are responsible for |he capture of this
dangerous rascal. You have shown great
cleverluﬂ,e Blakc, and great credit is due

. lton shook hands with
Blake, ﬁ'!]uxg the cup of his elation to the
very brim.

“Thwee cheealis, dealt boye !" shouted
Arthur Augustus.

And the cheere rang through St Jim's
from end to cnd.

Tie raptmvd Boche  went belnnJ
barbed wire. But he was not soon for-

gotien at 8t. Jim’s. Studp No. & plumed
themselves on the capture—which was
rather cool of three of them, at least. But:
Blake wes forgiving, and in the honr of
his triumph l.o forbore to vub it in. Like
a true hero, he bore his blushing honours,
thick npon him, with becoming modesty,
g THE END.
(Don’t miss next Wednesday's Great
Story of Tom Merry & Co. at St.
Jim's—"RIVALS IN SPORT!" by
Martin Clifford.)
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For Next Wednesday:
“RIVALS IN SPORT!”
By Martin Clifford.

This is a story of the rivalry hetween the
school House and the New House, and it tells
of a serics of sports contests between them,
engineered by a gentleman who for a brief
acted as locum tenens for Mr. Rat.
cliff.  You could not guite imagine Ratty
organising footer matches and a Marat)
and all that sort of thing, could you? But
Mr. Grenville is quite another =ort of person.
One fellow does not like him, however, and
whe story turns in part on this dislike, and
tells how it was overcome. The Teaders who
mve been clamouring for anotber eports yarn
should be more than «nt;sﬁed with this?

FRAQGMENTS OF “QEM " HISTORY,
“ Miss Prﬁmlla 'a Peril ¥ told of a visit paid
to 8t

s by Tom Merry's dear old gover-
and g\urdvan who, for all her queer
ns, i quibe one of the best. “The
Terrible Three's ? was a sequel to this,
and chronieled m visit paid to Huckleberry
Heath by the Terrible Three, the chums of
study No. 6, Skimmy, and Kangaroo, ©The
D*Arey Cup ® was a_water- gulo storyA A litele
later the chums visited Paris. Then there
was the Christmas, 1909, Double \umberg
“The Terrible Three's Christmas Party
Franee, thiz, and full of exciting hnppen-

at the Chateau Cernay. +~Skimpole the
hird 7 told of the rival inventions of Skimmy
and Bernard Glyn. and was full of mirth and
merriment. In < Homour Bright!® and «The
swell of the Cireus » was told the story of
Arthur - Avgustns’ bolt from the school.
L !

2 mechanical
10T “Raiding the Raiders” tald of a
-'huulhu\’ kleptomaniac. «The Scallawag of
Third ® was a Wally yarn. The next big
Wwas the introduction of Lumley-
We do not hear much of him in
cse days, but for a time be played a very
mincot part in the stories. Tl:e title of
that jn which he made bis ap

5

Among other yarns dealing
Lumley-Lumley’s Luck,” he
nnce,“ “ Lumley:-Lumley's Rival ™
* Lumley-Lul era,” and ¥ A Shadow in
the School. T'hn: “rank outsider,? having
redeemed himseM, lay at the point of de'\lh
i that. Afterwards be was away for some
time, and hefore “ Lumley-Lumley’s Return ©
came * Levison, the Sehoolboy ~Detective,
v.hu-h appeared in a _Christmas Number,
om ferry; Fix.» “The Search for Tom
Tom Merry's Resolve,” “Mr Herrs,“
Tom Merry's Return to St Jim's,”
s of titles which suggest the stories to
vbicl h they belong—a fine serjes.
No attempt is made here to tell of every
~tory. Only some of the more siriking ones
ure u-dmued especially those tn which

== The Editor’s Chat.-

charaeters whn have since become popular
first appeared.
In this connection I may mention some
queur mistakes which are constantly belng
de by readers who send in back number
nuticu, Most of those I can recall at the
moment are “Magnet ” oues; but they will
serve as illustrations of what 1

'wo  stor ently are
“Billy Bunt ve Afiair® apd “Billy
Bunter’s Post: v-dc'r " There never were
any such sto: “Snurprising the School *

was the Lms cr ll:nt in thh Bunter first
met Miss Cora Quelcl “The Great Postal
Order Con;-pimcy is duubtle&a the other onc
meant. Then ~A Race to the Tuckshop,™
which, I fear, appeals to the instinct of greed,
is oftén asked for: and the other day a boy
correspondent said that he had read the
“ Magnet ” since that fine story “The Race to
the Tuckshop.” Put there was no such story
and the game (after the style of the old fox
geese, obstacle races, and other games
th m«-) appcured in the GEM, Dot in the
“ Magnet,

By the \A'\) it would he passible to insert
more back number notiecs if senders woult
give numhers of the paper wanted instead of
titles of storics, A dozen mumbers can be got
dmen titles make a long notjee.

iat my readers, for all T have
said on the suhjec(, are disposed to act as
thongh the space I can give to notices were
unlimited. On the contrary, it is very limited
Indeed, and it may be months some eases
hefore roomr ean he found for any particular
notiee !

e Oy

NOTICES.

Back Numbers, ete., Wanted.

By A. E. Hamblin, 4, Prospect Road,
Huugerfﬂra-—( hristmas Number of © Magnet, i
19!4 Any other double numhers ** Magnet >
BM.——offers sd. cach.

rit L. Miller, 56, Capri Road, near
Cruydnll —“The Snob of ithe Remove,® * The

Hun Hunters,” * Heroes of Higheliffe,”
“Reign of Terror” “Fall ef the Fifth,>
“Photo  Prize,” "P'\tr:ctn, Schoolmaster,”
“ Match Wi s,” ** Ponsonhy's Plot,”
and ** Bunt l‘lar Ont » Offers 2d. each.

By James Stewnrt, 53, Mount Street, tas-

gow,—** Talbot s Christmas,” « Figgin: s Fig-
Pudding,” ** Rob Lhcrry s Barring-Out,”
“'Boy Without a Name,” ‘and any stories in

whichi the Boumder plays a principal part.

By Laurence (.omml;, Gurteen la Poer,
!\quhee?m' €

Clonm Waterford.—

0.
.AIP\_NJ and " Shunned by

By W Thaeker, 37, Queen Strect, Lincoln,—
Gem and -"usfpnet . muc; befare Christmas,
1918. Please siaf

Tee, The Grange, Ttley, near Keigh
~“Figgins' Fig-Pudding,” “Bob Cherry's

Barring-Out,” %oolbuyv \em Shal) |e
aves,” “Hunter the er,”  “ Bully
(ham. Wun Long's ‘iecret.’ “ Fizhy’s F g

Ageney, Gircat Postal Order Congpis =,

ad. each offcred. *“Worst House at Raven:-

hill ®» and <The Black Hovse ™ —4d. each

offered. And Noa, 1200 of GEM, “ Magnet.”

and ¥ Boyz' Friend * {
Alexander

Street, Glasgow, 1as
114 10 1918; also “ Rivals and Chums ® aud
chool snd Sport ”—clean.
By Reginald Hirst, 8, Victoria Terrace,
Bndley.-l.‘- each onered for “Great Postal
er nepwrsa{ % Alonzo's  Marvellous
MI ers’  Eleven,” _“Bumers
Hnso.-t p" “Fall of Fifth> “Figgins' Folly,
 Figgins’ Fig l’udrlmg,
“Boy Wit Name,” -
Chums,” © Ar'(-r ngh(s Uu( * and - Consin
Bthel's Schooldays.”

Fooftal' _Matches Wanted by
§T. ALPAONSUS JUNIORS—15—5 mile radips.—

Lewis, 109, Great Mersey Street, Kirkdale,

rpool.
PARK  UNITED—16—4 mile radizs—ground,
Tottenham Marshes—Weetman, £11, Park
Lane, Tottenham, N.17.

CLAREDALE JUNIORS—T315—5 miile radius.—
F. Carrington, 4, North Street, Barking

McNEIL UNITED—15-17-5 mile radiu
Rass, 48, Brunswick Street, Stamiford &

S ATHLETIC—17-18--8 mile radius.—
5, Queen’s Road, St Johw

Altoft,

STAR—16—11, L. Lyndor,
Burwer Road, New Barnet,

CARLTON RANOFRS—15—7 mile radius.
Lane, Westholme, Gedling, Notts.

DERSON  JUNIORS—15-16.—E. Huln
Road, Wavertree, Liverpool
M ATHIETIC—16—G. F.
Ieﬂre\s Road, Clapham, 5.W. 4,

BRIXTON RANGERS—15—& mile radius—four
good players also wanted—Frank TLees. 7,
Suffolk House, Rusheroft. Road, Brixton, W,

CITY oF LoNDo¥ ELECTRIC LIGRTING
(Southwark)—15—anywhere in London.—Sec
56. Crystal Palace S.E.22.

HAMILTON  ATHLETIC—16—5 mile  radins —
Thos. Bond, 67, Scott Street, Warrington.

T. Welsh,
Manchester, wants to hear of two
team within 3 miles—any position
goal,

lor, 5.

G
8

13, Monmouth Street, Salford,
places in
cxcept

E————
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Our Great New Serial Story.

Pawir DEGWEST

. PHILIPPA DERWEN
l'Ol\'ﬁo'diY
GApspY .,
VAVASOUR
MONSON MINOR
MERTOR

TONSTALL
FrANE COURTEN
RUPERT DE COURCY
THE GREYFRIARE Fk
MARIORIE HAZELDENE
CLARA FREVIYN
PHYLLIS HOWELL
MOLLY GRAY
sonby

her letter, in which she says

Flip the Peacemaker.
[¢] Jfasy, Derwent !” said Pon warmby,
“We're good chums, but you can’t
lead me by the ]lcﬂ?, you knowl®
ht

‘G

“Never  thoug I could,”
replied Flip. “ But it alnt. because it's not
big enough, Pon, old scout. There's nothing

of the Bunter button kind nbout your illus-
trious conk.”
be did

Tunstall laughed,
not feel like laughing.
Pon did not know “I'seu;er to be amgry or
not. But, on the whole, he decided that it
was best not.

It was no good trying to treat Tlip as he
Lreated Gaddy and Vav and Monson. Flip
did not take ‘orders. He was an equal, not
#n_understrapper,

Pon was not even quite sure that Flip
regarded h\m as a leader,

ertainly he uever accepted ||_.}d('|‘hh4p it
it ran counter to his own notio

And yet Pon had a big hold nn lmn And
Pon_knew it. and meant to keep it.

“'.llus ain‘t any dashed time for jokin’,
old man,” he sald, «Merton's insulted me,
I'm_goin’ to put him through it for that'”

“If you can!” growled Merton.

"I don't see that he insulted you, old

chap. . You differed in opinlon, ghat's all.
¥or the matter of that, neither Tunm mor I

You ght A= well say

Merton didu't;

“0l gxd'
the chap call me a cad
Greyfriars crew, too

« Well, he didn't mean

!’erhngs you didn't hear
5 and before thub

“I'm mot goin' to call you a liar, Flip. I
know you could lick me, though tha not
the only reason. lut you're not tell the

I did mcan

znddy truth now, hy Jupiter!
it, an’ I stick to
“’E‘hereu nm.hmg more {o be said, Der-
went; you must see that, by gad! I’erhnpa
Merton will apologise atter I've thrashed
lmn within an inch of his life!" snarled Pon.
Merton won't!' said Algy
Thnt s the nut fashion, I know;
h of your nutty gang.
\.Hmt do you amount te, any-
ou're funks, takin' the,thing largeh
ﬂmugh yon can show a spark of spirit once

in A You're no hetter than card-
sharpers. Youd. be buliles if Fou gol &
chance. You loaf an” swear an’ slack an’

brag, an’ think youle the goods. Well,

this, reaches Pon instead o
this, and gets on something like a friendly footing wlrl‘\ her.

[P &l (L JE S T

THE CHIEF CHARACTERS OF THE STORY.
1

The twins from Tasmanla—]

The leader of the Highcliffe nuts.
Oune of the nuts, Flip's enemy

Yet another—sulky —d;
Two more of the nuts—chums of Flip"

His chum, known as the L‘ntcn-lll AT,
For iurlhur information see the ** Magnet ™

CHff Howse girls and friends of Flayp,

Arnother of them—an empty-headed swell-—hand in ,s(ln ve with Gadsh
~—disposed to the Gadsby faction

—they share )a. 6 Sindy with i
U!mam of the Fourth at Highcliffe—a tine fellow,

Thilip fF’hl!) at Higheliffe, Philippa (Il al CHR

Alittle, red-headed Cliff House junior—Kknows Merton al home,

on:s insists on lw.-lng one of a Higheliffe party which is going 1o teas at Cliff House.
know that the girls would rather not have Ponsonby as one of their guests, and (iadsby manages tha

n contelves to persuade Flap that Fliy hag shown him
On the way back he and Merton quarrel,

Flip.
Now read on.)

you're not! I can sece that now, an” in
ve done with you?!
where you're off it, Merton! You

haven't snywhere near done with me yet!”

Jupt o)

“I don't fancy you'll do a dashed Int of
that, d’you know? I rather t.hmk I can get
Inside your guard, dear boy !

\V‘H therc « double meaning in Pon's
ech ?

Mcorten thonght so.
Tun?"

’Euuw!xl‘ rhou;h{ \(r
Bnt Fllp failes
kin*

n||
z-nrcreri Pon.

“Nol It's ma
We! been chun
ways now. You
T'm not_anin’

r-grmi mind,
de up. T stick b
100 long to
n' T have been pally, too,
to say much about your

wavs. 1 rlrmr know that minc have
T hetter. Bot I'm with Algy, an’
\I‘“ goin®

to second thn hmmder
< in to thrash you. An' T hope
be'll make & good job of it, by Jupne

The four stood there in the darkness that
made each of them sce the others’ faces as
mere white hllu-s, anger raged in three
rts of the four. Tunstall was hardly less
hot than Mnrt\m though he had taken longer

2z

o get up stea )
But there was no anger in Flip's heart;
only dismay and something that would bave

been consternation had he been losz plucky
and less hopeful.

He did not want to quarrel with any of
them. He liked Frank Courtenay and the
Caterpiilar, but not as he liked Merton and
Tunstall,

Frank and De Courcy might have Lecn his
chums. But these two were his chums, tried
and true. It was but a short time, but in
it they had shared grub and jokes, chuckled
at Cocky's sayings in friendly coneert, heen
rude to one another with impunity, as only
good chums can afford to be—Iin short, had
come very close together,

But therc was Pon!

Flip could not see Pon as those (wo scemed
suddenly to have come to see him,

He did not believe that Pon would cheat
at cards. Pon gambled, of course; but there
was a long way from gambling tn cheating,

s0 FHp thought,
An

a fupk! Why, the thing was absurd!

Flap lets her hrotier

t the poitseriw of

Flip could have [elt angry with Merton for
I.Im'. taunt.
ho h.ul fought harder
hattlv on uds?  No
fonght I|Iu-
Who was it that had iumped after ¥
when Gadsby had hurled him and Cocky o
of a moving train?
Pon, Ll»-ﬁllovs Merton

than Pon in the
funt would have

}
118

¥,

called o
In his cock-sureness Flip forgot how mueh
uiore Merton knew of FPon tham he did. !’m
could have told tales of Merton that
wonld have found it hard to credit, but ih-
tales Merton roum have told of Pon woult
have made Flip gasp with amazement.
For quite a minute they stood there in the
dnrknn-,- without 8 word.
d come to the parting of the
would Flip take
no (iouhll' dua'ling 1!1 bis
ed to take both
o him it seemed bul & h-mporan
i.h.n would goon he over.

wars,

minek,

But Merton and Tunstall knew it Jor some.
thing very different from that.

n would never forgive them, and ther
did not want Pon's forgiveness.

1t was Tunstall, less rlmkvd by rage than

I‘ms or Merton, who ~po
wn’ T ure goin’ on or waitin' back
which suit: Ponzon! c ecan

s choire. What': yours, Flipt®
> question was friendly for all s
abruptness; and Flip took it as friendly, and
did not realizo how much hung on his anawer.
“Go on, vou two silly asses!” he eaid
lightly, ~ STl trot along with Pon, and
within a couple of hours T ehull cxpect to sen
you shake hands with hi
“You won't see that,
Derwent

aid Tunstail.
was all Merton

But the simple words had a queer, hollow
ring in Flip's ears.

What did the slllv chump say “Good-h:
for? 1t wamp't any sort of thing to Rl
such & time to u pal whom you woul
meeting again within twenty minutes,

Into the darkness Tunstall and Merton
\anwxcd. and Flip was left alone with Pon

JI does it1” said Pon. “I'm sorry in a
it more for your sake {han my own.

Hlinpy.
“Can’t gee it. 'Tain't me that's going 1o
] Wllh Alg)‘. Kot \h:\l Tehould

put up my fi.
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But T ran tcll you he's

tunk him, of coursze.
Intcly. There's no

come hove & hlt
duffer ahout Algy n
= It means they'il 'ut you in_ future, unless
)r)::k cut me, by gaid
lme\ Thma isn't going to be any foolery
of that sort. See here, Yon, you took a tone
thm didn’t hl.c. Come 10 that, 1 wa;
n it myszelf, know it was on
Vi fon’t mind ¢
And Merton called you a cad. He may have
meant it the moment, but he won't when
he's cooled of.
“ But 1 shall dashed “well mean what T soid
to him!
“Thrashing him within an inch of his life—

€h? - Don't he posty, old chap: Yon haven't
got it in you to You're the better man
of the two, I fam hut net hy near such
long_chalks as that comes to.

¥ gad
L2 ¢

n help it
You can't help it, 'l)q-rw nt.

“Can’t 1?7 We're pretty good pal Pon,
Won't yon do something for me? 1 uppose
it's too much to ask Algy to apologise ; but
if he mvcls you next time the same as
usual—

= He'll L'et a thick ear on the spot, that's
what!” snapped Pon. *I don't want any
more to do with lnm ept” for giving him

LJtwo are not aing

all!

hang it There's

. somethi;
behind all tht ot

Surely you and Algy haven't
B

Hone and got :poony on' the sume girl

h. And as for you-

T d never have hehevru it of you, Pon:
“It's not that, Flin. It Dashed i
like to tell ¥

Pon’s graf!g mind had 4 on a pew
device,
He had <.

ured that postseript to get
Triendlier terms with Fla

t
i m:n ‘-Il.lle Pon_off,
g i

h
Why <hould he not use it to cmbroil Fliy
with Merton? = i
He felt sure now that it was Merton wha |
bad put it on the itelzhell for him to i
Merton had been so much more hitter
Tunstall—until the last moment,
There had heen nothing undecided Fre
T ¢ had mor

unstall v But he had al
devi L Merton.
Ton sure Flip had not heen guilty

]ILI uever cven thought of Gadsby, the real
culprit,

=i,
I

t-ol s, letting me
te!™ snarled Pon.
‘vuml are you drivelling aboui?

What
What d‘

sister wrote vou shout enr
of course,”
wasn't any P&,

there to  that,

There was.  It's

ou're wrong.
pocket now !
But

i my

word, Poll, that’s a biv
n I. an.nllm\ it.”

nt 1' can

e I've a right
o rin' 1 found it

stuck vp on ke msmelsheu m my den.”

“Buf there wasn't any P8, 1 tell yon!
The letter on one side of a half-sheet
Nothing round the corner at all.
ay be satisfied now that thers
You won't be when you have seen
An' }au rc dashed well goin’ to see it
‘0 put an enu to all

by gad =

L )( in.

L ~Al|f|nu aw’ plottin®,

Pon was quite virtuously indiguant abont
the scheming lotting, sueh low deeils
heing, of course, out of the line of Cecil
Ponsonby,

»Bul it licks me fo the wide, Pon. Who
could have put it there?  Amd how could
anyone have gobt a postscript from a letter
that I'll swear bhadn't one when I read it ?®

“1 think ¥ can explaiu that. 1 think I can |
hed well put my finger on the sneakin'
hound who played us both false

»If yon mean Merton or Tun, all Fre got tn
~u¥ that I wouldn't believe it of either of
them if ull Higheliffe swore d they were
wuilty.  They couldn’t be such cads !’

“ You're toa innocent, old chap.
know what cads tellows can be.,”

That was truc—in which it differed from
most of the thin o said.

You don't

But Flip was to learn, thongh noi through
Merton ar through Tun was the mI‘-vI»:nn
meut to come, ]

THE GEM LIBRARY.

0 Hope of Peace.

Good-byi to
% asked Tubstall, as
on together.
s Qood-bye.”

rot 1*
‘You Il sce,
<1 sha'n't see that, Algy.®

“Bet you you will! Pon's got him; there's
no help for it. I don't know that Pon can
make a rotter of him—Flip—oh, well you
know he's not a (-.nddy or a Vav, He's got a
dashed long w g0 hefore he could get
‘d{mn to. their le\el not bein® dirt, like

hen,

= He nncr could, old chap!®

“1 hope he won 't I'm not the prayin' sort,
I could almost pray for that. But things
will never be the same again, Tun. Study
Number Six iz busted up. Loe‘k) s gone, an’
Flip will go_next. He has a Tight to his
choice. 1'm "not grumblin’

“You don’t know that h
sure he didu't mean that,

“An' T think he did, Ton.
he will, Trust Pon for tha

“ By Jupiter, I wish—I w

'\\1 t, old fellow?

hat we'd wever got chummy with him;

fhu! Pon never had i
;!I with Courten:

has chozen. I'm

But if he hasn't

N

“Well, we haven't done him muck harm,

Tun bave we? I don't seem to remember
v He's kind of improved us a little

about it. 1
After all, he

shaken us off

An' he's no kid,

now.

“if ' o it, Tun!
there is. But e has, it can’t he
an’ we owe him no grudge. We'll

But what u dashed rotten

hote Higheliffe js, Alay !

'hey had no thought of throw
fot with lh(\ Fuurten ay h;l"'h‘]?
wis nat X
seemet |
vxpeet o weleome,

Pon and Gaddy and Vav and Monzon—thoy
could part company with those four and never
regret it. Drury and Blades and the rest of
ifre nuts—well, they meant precious little to
these two. Only Drury could ever mean much,
and Drury was sure 1o he on Pon's side, they
thought.

They were silent all the rest of the way.
But they walked arm in arm, and perbap.
they had never heen hetter chnms than in

“ Yes,
helped,
peg alonyg somehow,

ng in their

| that dark hour when ihey dreaded that they |

| had lost for ever the fellow who had drawn
them closer Logether.
Prep was a hurdcn to the =cul that night,
own Lo it grimly.
vhile Flip and Pon had reached the
i lml pone straight 1o Pon's study.
‘avasour had started prep.
d up with interest as the two

I'm dashed i
returned Gadshy

hat ain't pretly coel!”
This Is as much our stud

if you want o talk secrets
‘ou can go an’ do it in Number

d  Vavasour, though a

trifle l.remmol sly,  Bucking agaisst Pon did
1 e dandy Adolphus

umuer of fact, we id Flip

can't,

civilly
- Well,

that ain’t our dashed affair! We

don’t see bein' turned out as il we were
ng o the melm»-mom Flip,”

=uggested  Pon. = There won't he anyone

there; an’ that little l)ullnd(r \lobhy won't
interfere with me—confound hi

“1 don't care much Iur that. Tt dom't
suit me to he protected from Mobhy by any-
one—not even you, Pon. Aund if he caught me
p time he'd have a handle against

s it all! Look here, Gaddy an’
Vay can he trusted. I'll answer for ihem.
Let’s thrash the bizney oul here.”

Flip did not like that cither. But to refuee

would have looked as i he shirked an ex-
planation,

He nadeded,

Ton took & hall-sheet of paper cut of his
pocket-book, and hufded n to hin,

Flip uh\nufl at it. It wi y to iake in
those few words at a x}:mrr

They were p's writing beyond all
duestion.  And it wns not at all to be won-

! dered b that ihey;

il inpensed Pon, Xt s

15

not a mice thing to gather in {his mysterious
way that one is emphatically not persona
"grala in a quarter where one would like to
e 50,

't any dashed doubt about it—

“-D lhcle isn't any doubt,” answered T

He was looking very keenly at the carefull;
cut edj{e of the paper. And Gadsby, out of
the corner of an eye, watched him

Vavasour was quite in the dark. Bnt
Gadsby knew what was going cn, and he did
not feel ton comfortable,

1t was not workinz out quiie a
expected, either, Pon and Flip st
friendly.
Only (me c!’l'!p coulil have got hold of that,

<1 don’ l. rrc llmt“ Flip answered. “The
letter was m'perwl with hefore it reached
me. I know that. You don’t. You've got
no proof that it wasn't me,
“Rot! 1 don't need any proof of that,
Elj \Du wouldn't do such u dashed dirty

he had
seemed

>3
L

g
dshy wled. Tle could not help it.
“lmpie [aitin in the suspicions Pon was surely
enough to make any plotter scowl. Who
wlr‘nukl m?vn dreamed that he would take it
this W

“f m.rtmn!y wouldn't,” answerad Flip
“But no more would othsr fellows.

no need to drag in names,
Neither had noticed Gaddy's x(o“I They
were looking straight u one another. Poit

nd his eyes were not
WEW

hi= eves on Gadshy, and
made him feel sure
addy knew more than he did ahout
affair

t there, then! I'm not gcin’ to
epnre the rotter! Merton did i
Cinddy hreathed a sigh of relief.
had done it? That proved Gadd,
which ted Gaddy very well indecd.
was an error in the proof son
iaddy didd not mind abont that.
to that ‘011 of
&1 A Flip,
firsl lime ll'\l.

“0 Merton

hadn't—
There
but

I'm not going to listen
g before these fellow.t"
temper for the

it

hetter, e\en way Flip  zaid

ed & s coolness, =T shouldn't say my-

self tll.\i. its ihe kimd of ibing that a

fellow has a right to drag ont for all High-

eliffe to chuckle over. It'= not fair to—to
W

other friends of ours.  And— I, seir
here, Pon, you don't get ot of
it it it is made publie, do you?

Pon's eyes flashed.  He knew what Flip
weant. 1t would wot be plensant for Lim
that Wigheliffie should know of foreing

self into tlie company of girls “im said
l.mnh (lm disin't want him.
don’t say anythin®

ahout it, Merton

will. hang him ! he snarled,
“Merton won't,  Why on earth <hould
against my goin'. Dashed

of conrse
Reeims to bave |lu=|| a bit ont of
dered,” Flip said.
But Pon chose

o

Pun

|]4~Il hi

ll wasn't Merton,
t a scrap of proul agains

H waa cither Merton or Tunstall
persisted.

know which—the echap

way

lt- must hive: b 1 one of thom-—'
“1t needn't been
e

e might ha

name out of iI. hang you!"
, going erimson.
vasolr,” went on Flip, Baying wn

lshy. “Or—oh, anybody
i that's  mean  enough—hut
'“.

Any-
Merten

you mean T am?” snapped Gadshy,
1-‘I||.| lunlud m. him egitically.
don’ ow. 1 shouldn’'t think so,” hio
||'| slo\ulv “But 1'd sooncr beieve llmt
tnan Il beticve Aley wos. 1 never saw him

things  than

"O‘n ubsolutely 1"
_]‘"klﬂmt up, you huu

Vavasour,

Pon  flerncly.
urs. Flippy—"
r;\‘ Cherwent’s  das
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reem, “Vou're sure it Vus your sidter's

Eithier be gees ont of e 8 B Tl clzar out of
; | Derwent?” he suid. e
i t & very awful threat. It made Flip started. fr In hlluue ]Lé gathered together the books
JFlip smile. “You don’t mean that-— Oh. eome off | which he eded for his prep work, In
“There's the door. € (hh“' smid Ton, and | it, Algy!  That's too thick! Pou would | s lence e -
2 | 1 We've driven “him into Pon's arms, by

I rlldnt suggest that Pony Jupiter!” said Tunstall bitterly.

tV(‘P
b0k FEpulos SN lie tiado bis| -~ Never whatt
way to No. 6 a few minutes luter. I)n d

i one anythi ut < the,., .J;uue ness_was not for Merton
That was not beeause of I'radslly Tire Y our were gaiw- lo, lhcugh, it 1 ha\(!nl'l-\n,n as. Epel Fred  Tupstall's -hand
wrath of Gaddy w \-e merely amy ]t h chipped in. droppéd-on tH shoulder of hlm who was an

r's‘ Well, what do vou think [ meant?” - | older chum than Flip, af
Flip did not like Merton's tone. 1t was | - Merton's face 'was buricd in his hands. s
thfr hostile . sat mationless,
“You know. what you meant.  I'm zml - The game thonght was in the minds of them
sing Tiddles,” he sald. oth. -
\‘r hat did 1 mean.” then " Was this.the end?
rather cornered Flip, and he folt that Fi,
1w cornered unfairly. ¢ hegin Fighting It Out.

£, 507K WIth, Lets cocliien i I.\' the dim light of a winter's. moruing

not . occurred 1o Flip that behin
wrath Lay fear—fear of being found on
It was because of P There was no hope
of making pea {hat was certaus,
Pon was tuking this hard.  His seli-pride |
lud been wounded, and e meant to avenge
the wonnds upon Merton.

Is this the End 7 | “I'm not in any sort of temper to he o Merton and Ponsonby faced dach other
N o ed.” he sal in_the gymnasium. -
UNSTALL looked up when Flip mme‘ y Jupiter, d\ou think I am?" snapped Neither had wanted to delay the

n.  But Mcron went on with his | \Itrton ] 4
[ vrep. e Tunstall tricd to fill the arovine breach. CElbs b towas Dulsthll o sugeoried.

; 2 p i

Pon still wantin’ to kill Alg jump down ecacli other's throats, ,_’,'L‘rcbr[é",t,‘;:"lu';fs""' that it should take plact
asked Toutall, troing b spedle lunt 1 two. adsert e said: <1 Fnow wha Moson. mingr, whoth: Bon. A elivien
R i foesitem (o Toth mean " 1'vihote Alay hellvves 1. un' "1 seeond him—after ancthier fellow had refused
e it W, cn ™ grovled| o 3% Fip don't. L don't ~had demurred at first. 16 was a_ bit too
Toe bl i e s nuky. Bucause the thick, fighting without gloves before brekker.
Two can ¥ at th t game, by ever Pon might [urg( A cha I‘ couldn’'t be expaeted to
particular serced.  He ha that, by gad

suid tﬂm bounder credit for that much ! But ,nd retorted  that  Merton
B to suggest that fit to stand all that Pon

alt: It's a rotten thing ore hrekker or st any other

mt n Imr\u —give

st worth playing, A

could give him befo
time mr] when Pon heard that from Monson

hey were fars and slandere
went pale. A new thought

asly  ais chaps said Flip hotly, i
ing into the o ulllmlt “ Tul It waz all no ns=e, lie ee
ay ont © thought. The lmnblu wig that Flip did not |5 y[e 4 1
thiat’ Ine linan't g0t S0MIC . ot T g A ot vy quite sure he knew | ]‘,‘t”"ﬂ*}ﬂ},‘ﬁfﬁ:.'ﬁﬂ}'%, [OL T, —
. B | him well. 4 dtliee bueh dlidongyee oy t{ there. =
&40 Tunstall [ anything they to ¢ him would auly be | Uil s absent. 1t was not easy 1o stay
/ fuel to the t‘rm ot Flip's risive anzer. "“‘ away: but he had made up bis mind that it
i

e : nm ul alh the ndif- | Y 1 zon

k L L 3 b ol es oW, vou sadd g when Mr.

'I' Al i n_f B mm P s o i nmml lwhn H-I. v Du you wvan t That, under the it hgm must not

al ,..2([\ u-in ! be wasted. he had taken r. e 1 Study N
ot rea rml Scott, no at 5. where Benson and Jomes minor made him

weleome and ssked no questions.
Samithson and Yates had looked in from No.
pals any longer if f‘W‘ o 'h”: tricks, and [ 7 They Lhad been surprised to see Flip
} ThAGR 21F thert b toude: ey conld not lelp their looks show-
lmh-mll they also  had .been decent
be rank and file of
L 1 Derwent. i
i sl i ot any time, -
But Juat hefore bed-time -Pon had foand
¥ %

But thre was snapped Flip, lon't

“Dasted if 1 nnder i b I my pals of dirty tricks!  They aren't m
on wouldn't
It's sibent the §

N

Merton ain’t respensibie

there w
prizled.  “You s
fen'C mnything 1

d him to he lis second,

n as Flip's brusgue reply.

Then you've promisud the other Lh.|p. hy
1 didn’t think—"

baven't!"  1I'm not going to be there.
thing’s rot, & it you can't sce

Dt—r e t iy be an
t that s
m;m. it.

tan
Bave 1 Im.llllul e

3

T

mpad Flig |

nythine II.\! \\.<- all Pon did not like it; Lut
that could nut helped.
© there The nuts were in
bl.r L the staft there was only
i of the rival section of the Form,
and the only senfor pi nt us  Monson
major, who had !m n eil tu referee.

Merton looke Lint very resolute, Ha
Bad slept dittl i'iul it was no dread of Pon
that tiad kept lim awak
at G ARE VET mu:‘ll Liis . usual sell. He
tdn't wisht not laye been i he had properly
Pon and Aley and | realised what e was up against.
| faith. That wis 1“‘ But Pon bad not yet come to see that
might helieve too ¥i| Merton was hardly the lazy slacker of old.
i ar oo i wher tva.of thed He had |,m.gﬂ-1 up, espe aliy since the fight
m direct conflict, snd both could not be | with d Flip bad given him
hoxing !!Illtn tll.iL \nerP te stand him in good
b s'e'hl lh'll grey morning.

e one on Pont® said  Gadsby,

was another

tifl just mow, Tun. Then Pon

dan't

talk  riddles

Lasn't any
in_ Pon,

They were all hi
e o\\ul them
He

i
il i

pute Merton |
i to '!ri’s

saw but one selution.  They

mistaken, both of them,
e Trfortunately that w
: the whole proble

used him nf I
But Plip

ikul for

a long way frem

proui.
Kpew

]u o unswer to the l"l“‘It “Done with you, Yav! Quids!” answered

. and ot\ % it up never even thonght of Gadd Drury unexpectedly.
Plwith it He was elow to think evil of any- | «oh, 1 say, Drur 3 i dnit
de world for? asked | ons- old Pon, are you;" asked Vavasour, who had

I tter to you hadn't| I don’t understand you, “lerton,” he said, | not expected this.

h Pu “It's as thongh you wanted to |=ICL a riu.;rro[ “Well, you cxpected someone to, didn't
]-U; n r would much bave pre-{ with me because I don’t care over | you, you dasted fathead? An' you l‘D!illh\ﬁ
[ that Pan should net hate scen that Ton, feems Lo me. Well, I think tlut pretey | bave counted on  Yates or Smithson or

Benson—they're toe jully prec An' ten

But he could -not
humerons sid 3 vou know P to onc's the <|=)ﬂ ;:1 ltI\Imz @ sportsman’s
b | SO Tanstal) it wasn't sestedny | Jound to” eatel o€ wihen ‘it offored im.
EhEE s waanet i Sk oy nm, [r ndly with him. was n E\%” Ty i the os
But it bad-- he faid.  “Flap—of me befure that he "~ Anybody would think you wanted Pon to

h.ul lnl as you

od. ™ Ay
expect me to be be licked,” growled Gad

& “Dare say I shall w]:en ¥
¢ we brought Drury, or 1 don't éare a harg \\h-tlm rou Lelieve z ied Drury coolly
it or not!" snapped Merto . Vav? Or three hmou*
But he did. lnms he m-l Tunstall were | would b quite a ni iitle T
regrut:ll}" that & ca haul bren so that they | Pon sllm:ll‘ pull it off—well, 1\c gl)t t}]p—q_ e
had found it impossible to L!\ll)\\. tln growing | pay with !
ave, friendstip Letwenn thuse two. ("o be continued next-week.)
o . 151217

—— -

nrse, ghe m med he wonld see \t__

1 r Pon wis m
But be, tos, could not

all.

¢ was still o




