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neaded the ball into the net, and replaced his topper afier a polite bow to the
“Goal! Ha, ha ha!” (An amusing incident in the grand complete tale
of St Jin's contained in this issue;)

THE WAR FUND FOOTBALL MATCH!

There was a howl of laughter as Kildare, gracefully removing his silk hat,
goaikeeper.
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" CAPTURED BY CIPHER!"
By Martia Clifford.
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OUR GRAND ARMY SERIAL.
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HOW TO SPEND CHRISTMAS,

reat f<'~fm:1 of Christmas is swiftly approaching, and

o matter of a few weeks ere we shall be

ioured ovent.  Amateur artists ave

time painting c: and letfers;
s with eoloured: papers, paste,
somie persons—happily very much
in gloomy silence, intending
Christmas fun and frobic ‘on account of I
that there should be no Yuletide rev
of gonad cheer should give way to
We all know this type of individual,
have his own way, 1 am afraid it would
indeed for Britain, The same person who
advocates a cheorless Christmas is also fond of cireulating
silly rumours aboit our brave soldiers and sailors. He will
tell 1at a German invasion is imminent; he will hardly
be able to hide the pl('.muv 1@ feels in retailing some terrible
rumour of sunken flects “ the Government was keoping back
from thie publ Implicit belief in Germon power, and
ust of Britain’s might, is what you may expect from him.
Buch a person i ;".n_}?hiug but & patriot.

OFf course, Christmas will not be the same this How
can it be, when some of us have brothers and bos chuims
sorving at the front? But 1 feel sure these would be the
last to begrudge those at homo their nsual enjoyment.

For my part, 1 shall spare no effort in providing my loyal
readers with n Teast of good Christmas fare in the “Gem
Librayy.” Mr. Martin Ulifford s o gaged upon a really
ripping Tom Merry yarn, which for good, hearty humous

F hallenge anything this brilliant author has yei produced.
all my chums to propare for Christmastide as usual,
troubles, By this T do not for oiie moment
should have a heartlass disregard for the great
4 is being waged on ‘the Continent, But it

s ug fo be of good cheer in stormy as well as calin

3; and when t]\ (Iu isimas of 1915 comes vound - may
the flag nJ’ ol g as 'prmu]l s
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by Gemi 1v= ﬂnc wide world over.
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Kildure and his followers came out into the field with perfectly serious faces, excepting Mulvaney major, who

was g: “\ﬂ!l’lq The senior eleven had turned up—but I'I_loalll the garb Df footballers !
ey
ather than for a match on the football flcld.

wore a tail-coat, white qiﬂ\ es, spats, and a silk-hat!

Every member of the team
f they were dressed for church parade
(See Chapter 15.)

looked a.
»

CHAPTER 1,
; A Good Beginning,
- 'AAS, wathah!”
Y cy of the Fourth made that remark quite sud-
d He had been sitting silent in Study No. 6
[‘)r some , while Blake and Herriee and Digbhy were
talking footk

Arﬂuu .'\lx"zhnn D’Arey, who was generally ready to Tay
doven the law upon that subject, had said nothing. It was
Jack Blake who was laying down the law, Herries and Dig
Were bitsy with & new packet of toffee, vnd they were giving
Blake his head, so to speak.

Blake had just remarked that what he couldn’t tell Study
No, 6 about the off-side rile wasn’t worth listening to. Then
it wasthat Arthur Aul-'ustus D’Arcy chimed in unexpectedly.

* Yaas, wathah !’

Blake looked at D’Arcy in surprise.

He had not expected

the swell of the School House fo back him up in this whole.
11['1:hd manner,

“ Good for you, Gussy!™
ing something about footer at last!

he said approvingly. “ You'ra
You agres with

”»

gree \ri!h me that Fig 2 off-side when
I waa not thinkin® about footah at all."
hm-mg his celebrated monocle reprovingly on

ate. T was thinkin' about somethin’ fah more

“Then what did you' say “Yes, rather!" for, ass?"
d«m:mh»d Blake warmly.

#T did not heah what you were sayin', deah boy. T was

of a splendid idea that has flashed into my h\v.sm 3
id Blake ('msilv ““Now, about
anding—

& Nevah mind Figgins now, Blake——

thinks
¢ Oh, 1
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£ Drv up" roared Blake.
ing—-"

“I am surpwised at you, Blake!" said Arihur Augustus
severely. “1 negnrd it as simply wotten to be talkin’ footah
at a time like this."”

“ A time like this!” said Blake, with a stare,
wrong in talking footer at tea-time?"

“ 1 was not aludin' to tea-time. I mean a time like this,
when war is wagin’, and the wn" of cannon is heard fwom
one end of Euwope fo the othah.

““Ain't we to talk about footer any more till the Germans
are licked, fathead?” demanded Blake. *““ Why, it may take
wonths and months and months "

At a time like thls said Avthur Augustus firmly, * it is
no time to talk foota Our gweat bizney ought to be to
buck up and help,”

*“Oh, ecrumbs!” said Blako “ Well,
volunteer for the front, Gus won’t stop you, for ane, 1t
would give us & much-needed rest in tlm study, anyway.

“1 should volunteer like anythin’ if T were old enough,”
said Arthur Augustus. * As it is, I considah it wathah a
mistake of the Wah Office to ovahlook us. But as we cannot
wo to the fwont, Blnkc it is our dutay as patwiotic Bwitons
to_help at home.””

Blake stared at his noble chum. Herries and Digby left
off eating toffee in their surprise. What Arthur Augustus
was driving at was beyond their powers of %u(-nsing, but
iwus evident that some new idea was working”in that mighty
hrain,

* T've been thinkin' it out,” Arthur Augustus aindeianded
to explain. * It is simply wotten that we can’t do anythin’,
when so0 many bwave fellows at the fwont are sheddin’ their
blood like watah, you know, Weadin' wah weports, and
shouting away, and singing ‘ Wule, Bwitannia!” is weally
not enough. We must do somethin’, and I have thought out
whnt. we can do.”

“Oh, good!" said Blake resignedly. “Go ahead! What
are we to do? Apply to the War Office to send the St. Jim's
Boy Scouts to the ﬁrmglme ‘L

7 Weally, Blake—""

“ Or shall we go, mtu training as nurses?"”

* You attah ass!

* Well, I only want to know, you know,"” said Blake cheer-
fully. * The fact is, Gussy, you are ta!kmg out of the back
of your neck, as usual. We'd all be glad to do anything we
could, only there's rsothm to be done. So don’t waste any
more breath. Now, f was saying about that goal of

ing’s—

“1 tell you Figgins was stand-

“ What's

if you want to

way g off, Bhke and listen to my lll(‘llh It is
weally nubb 1 have thoug]n of a xheme to enable evewy
chap at St. Jlm s to help.”

Blake yawned ?artnntmlsiy.

 How long will it take you bo ex?lmn, ussy 1"”

“Only a few minutes, deah boy.

““ Would you mind g'mmz out into the passage to do it?"
Blake further mired. ** Then you muld take as long as
you liked without bothering nnvbody.

LT you wefuse fo be eewious, Blake, on a sewious sub-
Ject—
“T’'m quite serious,” assured Blake.
serious in my life, or vou could go and tell Tom Merry.
might be glad to hear lb——perhnps 1

“ This studay is goin’ to have the honah and glowy of
startin’ the wheeze,” szid Arthur Augustus firmly, “and I
st upon c‘cphnnm it. Now, ag it is imposs for fellows of

ur age to wush into the wagin’ hattle as we should like to
do, the next best thing is to help look aftah the welations of
the chaps who are doin’ the fighti That is & th
evewybody can help in.  And that's where we come

Blake rubbed his nose thoughtfully.

“ How do we come in?” he | inquired.

“ They're waisin' funds all ovah the countwy to help the
wounded and the welations of the bwave boys at the.fgont.
Evewy ('hnp who }u;: nn)thm ought to give somethin’.  But
that isn’t all. Tt isn’t only a guestion of sendin’ what you
ma spare. Lots of people do t at—I twust evewybody does

i but it’s up to St. .hm s to go one bettah.’

“ How " roa lake.

“ By sendin” what we can’t spare,”

“«Fhi?

“1 mean, by bein’ self-denyin’, and goin’ without things,
nnd aendm all we can waise to the fur n(fo

h 1" said Blake,

*“ Wefleot I said Arthur Augustus enthusiastically.
were goin’ to buy a new fe ooh;]% jersey—

“ I am going to, you mean,” said Blake warmly.

“ You were going to, deali boy. Well, instead of buyin’ a
new ]crnoy. you keep the old one for the west of the !’ootnh

. Dn o 11" said Blake.
Tne Gew LiBrary.—No.

OUR COMPARION PAPERS

‘ Never been more

He

said Arthur Aug“stus.

“You

* Tlil

TEI L

*“Yaas, wathah !

And you
to, the fund '3
“Oh!

send the pwice of the new one

“ L su; pone you \\ould wathah a eoldier at the fwont had

a mew lnu than have a new footah jersey yourself,
B!slre b Arthur Augustus severely.
“would ! “%

# Thwmnu “but ahout it, deah boy. This studay is
goin’ to start it, and the whole School House will take it up,
and then the New House will have to follow suit fo save its
face. - And if the movement spweads, considah what a
splendid thing it will be—no end of money waised for the
[mlds, and so on.”

y Jove I said Blake.

““ Well, my hat!" said Herries. ‘ Blessed if T ever ex-

pected to hear Gussy talk such sensa! Gussy is- right for
mlce"' %

“ That's wathah a wude way of puttin’ it, Hewwies. How-
evah, I will pass ovah that. I twust you fellows are goin' to
Ixxr-k e up. You can begin, Hewwies, by sellin’ your bull-

‘I!‘ What 1

“T dare say Towsah would fetch a few shillin’s.”’

Herries looked at Arthur Augustus D'Arcy as if he would
eat him. Herries would as soon have parted with his right
hand as with Towse

ou—you fat.]mml‘
“A few “shillings !
pounds !’

“ All the more weason why you should sell him, deah boy.
As a mattah of fact, it would be wathah a welief if he. werlt.
He has no wespect \\hntevel for a fellow’s twousahs.”

b 1= Duffer! C hum

“ Weally, Hewwies

“It'sa goﬂd idea,” said Dlghy with a nod. ** Never mind
Towser: but a self:denying ordinance—that's: a jolly good

ide

* Yaas, wathah! You can always wely on a fellow of tact
and Judgmeut to suggest the wight thing at the wight time,”
said Arthur Augustus mnﬁdently g ew you fellovrs
would back me up. We'll begin at ence, No sacwifice is too
gweat to make for our twoops. I twust you agwee to t]uut
Besides the self-denial, there are othah things—such as waisin®
money by sellin’ thmgs we don't want, and especially by
scllin” things we do want. Then we might get up an enter-
tai nent and charge for admission, now ; or_an-extwa
wippin® footah match with gate-mum-y for the occasion. T am
pwepared to take the lead m evewythin’ and see it thwough.”

“ Go hon " murmured

“1 mean it, deah boy. '\row to begin_with, how much
were you goin’ to give for your new jersey, Blake(”

* Beven-and-six,” said Blake uncasily.

“Very well.”

Arthur Aungustus rose and went to the study cupbeard..
The three Fourth-Formers watched him in surprise. = The
swell of the Fourth lifted an empty biscuit-tin from the cup-
bonrd and stood it on the table, and removed the lid,

“ What on earth’s that for?™ dmmnded Herries.

“ That’s for the eubsnmpuenn, deah We vlemuw a
vewy large we(\d‘ptnvlo you know, hw'ﬂum we are goin’ to
w :nue Iots of money.

Blake & Co. grinned.. If Arthur Augustus suceeeded in:
raising a large biscunit-tin full of money, certainly it would
be a valuable aid to any fund.

"%;:) \vcady, Blake,”

said Herries, in measured tones.
Why, Towser is worth pounds and

“ Heah you are!”

“ But what—"

“ Seven-and-six, p!r-aw' L sand Ar‘h\ar Augustos firmly,

“Ahem! You seo—"

“ Soven-and-six, please!”

“You sce, T really want that new jersey.
cumstances—""

“71f this studay ddesn't set the example, Blake, it cannot
expect the example to be followed by the othahs.
and-six, please I"

Blake, with a wry face, fumbled in his pockets, and pro-
duced a half-crown, a Iuoshlllmg picce, and threo shillings.
Clink, clink, clink, cli ink! One coin after another
(Impped into the biscuit-tin with a hollow sound. Arthur
Augustus D'Arcy smiled a smile of satisfaction.

‘*“ Nothin’ like havin® a good lmgmum
“ Now, Hewwies, lvr heard you speakin’
collah for Towsal:

** And I'm jolly well gelng to!" said Herries.

“ Wats! Shove it in!" .

“Tt's up to you, Herries!” grinned Blake, *If T'cin go
vur]llrm’t; my new -jersey, Towser can go without his blessed
collar !

Herrics seemed on the point of an explosion. But he cone

Under the eir-

he remarked.
of gettin’ a new

Seven-
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gi_m:d himself, and dropped.a two-shilling-picee into the fin.
ink !
“ Now, Dig, old man:
“I—=1 wasn't going to buy
hurriedly.
“ Wata! You were goin’
* Well, we-must have tea,
“ Not at a time like this.

anything new!” said Dig,

to stand tea in the studay!”
mustn't wet"”

We can have tea in hall.

y tea when they’re fightin’

Lots
the

Digby made a grimace, and elinked two slnl}lmgs and &
snpomo into the biscuit-tin.
* swid Arthur Augustus., “That's a wippin®
Now I'll take the tin along to Tom Mewwy's

beginni
studay ™

“ Hold on!" said Blake, with ﬂde;, politeness.
nomothnq; you've l'urgnncn Gussy.

“What's that, deah bo,

# You had a fiver from your pater tlus morning.”

* Yaas. That’s for my new clobbah.’

* You don’t want any new clobber at a time like this,"
umiv:!}l]uke. with a grin. “ Hand it out!”

“ There's

“ Hand it out!” roared Herries and Dighy.

Arthue Angustus looked dismayed.

"Ymt-—vou sec, deah boys, I'm just goin’ to ses my tailah,
Weally—

£ Bluw your tailor! Hand it out!"

“A chap can’t go about in wags, you know,” said Arthur
Auﬁ‘u-tlu feebly. “1I weally must have a new waistcoat,
at L.

“Hand it out!”

“ Well, pewwaps, if I weserve enough for a new tie, and
Pl S

* Reserve mnothing!” yelled Blake.
*“ This isn’t a time for new ties. MMand
ont the fiver!”

* Ha, ha, ha! Shell out!”

Arthur Augustus I’Arcy’s face was a
study for some moments. Then slowly
he extracted a five-pound note from a
little Russia-leather purse, and dropped
it into a biscuit-tin,

Blake and Herries and Digby grinned

/ AND TROOPER!

—Our Crand New Army

One Penay, : 3

Tom Merry pursed his Tips thoughtfully

1 jolly well wish we could get the. rhuneo of playing
the First Eleven,” he said. ~* I hinted it to Kildare ono
day.

“And what did he say?’

_“Well, as a matter of fact, he said. ‘Rats!' " confessed
Tom Merry. * All the same, we could give them a jolly
gond game, And we're in topping good furm now—— Hallo,~
what rio you F urth Form kigs wart?’

Clink, nk !

Blake wu-1 carry
No. b marched in, Blake leading.
table,

“T say, that's jolly goo\] of w

T suppose? What kind of bisc

- Weally, Lowthah—"

“ That's the strong-box,” “ We're out
or funds. We've thonghtiof a new md jolly ripping idea ™

“ Weally, Blake, I thought of it!

i the biscuit-tin,  The chums of Study
Blake set the tin on the

* For

said Lowther,

explained Blake:

“ Gussy made the first suggestion,” admitted Blake
generously. * Now we've taken it up, to knock it into
shape an make a success of it.’

“ Bai Jove!”
“It's a self-denial
the patriotio funds,’”
in what he can afford,
This is only the beginning.
“ But, I say—

“Ne ncmd to say anything ™ T sup:
pose don’t want to roll in luxury and riotous living
WhllF ot}mr fellows are fighting your baftles. do you?”

“ Nunno! But—
“Then shell out

vou_know; to_raise money for
ake. * Every chap puts
ial t he can’t nﬂord

dodge,

,"‘a.—

‘slm]l ou
said Blake briskly.

No nesd to count your money—we

want all you've got?*
“ My hat 1"

“ Gussy has gt‘numusly contributed a
whole fiver, as an example to the others,”
said Blake, with a chuckle, * But we're
all in it. Shell out!"

% Yes, wathah ! Shell out, deah boys !

The Terrible Three exr!mngnd glances.
Funds_ were not high in Tom Merry's
sludv just then. Money was ““ tight.”

¥ t!omen. said “Arthur Augustus
impr ¥, “ T twust it is not necossawy
for me to make a long speech to show

joyously, you
% inning ! i “1 trost not!" said Mohty anlhet
it » good - beginuing ! wid ||  goplal — Starts Mext [f namdin. “Ansthing b it

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Quite I grinned Digby.

““ Oh, rpthcr" said Herries.
Arthnr Augustus smiled a rather si
It certainly was a good begin-
ning, better than he had almclpated
in fact.

- Now we'll take the ‘tin ! along to
Tom Merry's study,” said Blake, with 2
rhurkla “* After Gussy’s noble example, they can't decline
to qhell out.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

And the chums of Study No, 6 lost no time, Arthur Angus-
tus D'Arcy accompanying his comrades, with an extremely
thoughtful expression upon his face,

CHAPTER 2.
Tom Merry Goes One Better.

MERRY afid Manners and TLowther were in their
study. They were having tea, and their talk ran
on the subject of footer, he great winter gamo

was in full swing at St. Jim's, and as Tom Merry was
captain of the junior eleven, it was naturally much m his
thoughts. The Terrible Three of the Shell were discussing
the latest match with the Grammar School, in which Talbot,
the scholarship junior, had distinguished himself highly by
kicking the winning goal.

Tom Merry's team was in wonderfully good form lately,
and they had won some great victories. Like Alexander
of old, they sighed for fresh worlds to conquer. With. that
idea in their minds they had sent a challenge to the Fifth
¥orm, nothing doubting their ability to play and beat a
sénior eleven.  The Fifth Form had not, however, taken the
trouble to reply to their challenge, Lefevre, the ‘captain of
the F:ﬂh having contented himself with snorting when' he

ay
we'd give 'em a' good

OM

“('hseky rotters, I call 'em !’ Tom Merry remarked.
belisve we muhl beat  the Fifth;
tusslo anyway !

**Or the Sixth!” said Monty Lowther.

5 CNERE S
werkESBav—

Wednesday., -
Crder Eariy.

“CAPTURED BY CIPHER!’

“ Bt T must point out to you that
evewy chap is called upon to ‘el -deny
himself at a_time like this. This is no
time for half mcasures. 8t Jim's is
goin’ to set an example to the whole
country, I twust. This is self-denial
week 17

“ O 1
“ Money or article of tﬂlll"f'lllx gwist

that comes to
the mill,” said Arthur Augustus. “ As patriotic Bwitons, I
call upon wou to shell out!”

“ Gussy,” said Monty Lowther affectionately. * nobody
could resist you, The way you put it would bring tears to
tho eyes of'a airme image or a Prussian junker, or unvthlng
of that kind.” I'm going to coutribute every farthing I've
got about me !

“That's wight, Lowthah,” said Arthur Augnshls approv:
ingly. “I t.wmt your example will be followed.

T trust so,” said Lowther. ‘Fw-n blenm\d fsrr'hmg vt
got—T can’t say more than that, can 17

* Certainly not, Lowthah.” T wegard it as noble ane
genewous of you. T twust the othahs will take example by
you. Heah's the box.”

Monty Lowther funmbled in his pockets, one after another
Erom one pocket at last he produced a small coin. Tt was
a farthing. With a smile of conscious merit he dropped i
into the biscuit-tin.

“ There you are!” he said

“ You—you uttah ass, Lowthah! What do you mean by
contwibuti® a farthing to my war fund?” exclaimed Arthur
Augustus warmly. “1 wegard this as a wotten joke.
Lowthah. \uu said you \\mﬁll contwibute evewy farthing

you'd got—""

“Well, thmt's all the farthings I've got,"” explained
Towther.

“ You—you mmh ass "

““Ha, ha, ha I

“ Pway don’t cackle, deah boys. At a time like this,
when the woar of wed and waging battle is heard in the
land, it is no time for wotten jokes. Shell out!"

“Tt's up to you!” grinned Blake. *“Take it smnhng"‘

Tur (.Jul I.\nnnv —No. 364,
~ A Magalficent Now, Long, Com

Merry & Co. and Talbol.

ool Tale of Tom
a, mnﬂ‘rm CLIFFORDy .
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The Terrible Three realised that it was up to them. And
with a good grace they went through their pockets, and
aised by united offorts the sum of one-and-sixpence, which
was forthwith added ta the collection in the biscuit-tin.

* All you've got?' asked Blake.

<Al

more than that, 1 ember the
> you get remitt said Blake
goimg to sce that I'm not the only
s school.  Tata!l We'll try Reilly

“ Well, you can’t
biscuit-tin the next t
wdrmly. * j
giddy seli-deni
next, you chaps!”

And the collector

iseuit-tin,
another.

* Cheek !’ growled Lowther.

“ Well, it's a jolly good idea!”

“ That’s what i’ mean, fathead ! Cheek of those Fourth-
Form kids to think of such a whecze, and leav
Where are your brains, Tommy? That blessed kids’ study
ugll be getting all the kudos. We ought to have thought of
this."

“ 8o we=ought!"! agreed Tom Merry, wrinkling his brows
in thought. ‘' But—but we didn’t. But we can do our little
hit. If we can think of a scheme for raising more money than
hey can

with the clink-
Lowther looked

marched out of the stud
ry and Manners an

et with their blessed self-denial—

“How?” said Manners

“That wants thinking out.”

Tom Merry thought it cut. He thought it out so earnestly
that he let his tea get cold, and Manners and Lowther finished
the eggs nud the toast without his noticing that the table
was being cleared. Suddenly the captain of the Shell uttered
an exclamation,

“ My hat, T've got it!"

good! What is i

* Oh, k1"
“ A footer match e
* What!"

* Gate-money—""

“ Well, of alf the rotten wheezes!™ said Monty Lowther, in
disgust. ‘“ Who'd pay to see us play footer, I'd like to know?
More likely they'd want to be paid.”

*“ Well, not us, perhaps,” agreed Tom. * We're a jolly
good team, but I admit that people wonldn’t pay to see a
junior team play—on its own. But if we can get a_topping
team to play us, that would.make all the difference I

* Thinking of chalienging Tottenham Hotspur or Aston
Villa?" asked Lowther sarcastically.

“ No: what about St. Jim’s First!"™

“The First! They won't play us!”

" “ Won't they? Look here, we could borrow the Ramblers'
ground at Rylcombe,” said Tom Merry, his eyes gleamimg
with excitement as he thought out his ide: “It's an
enclosure, you know, though people don't usu; @
in. “But they have had matches with gate-money. We'll ask
them for the ground one afternoon when they’re not playing,
and advertise the match in the local papers—see? St. Jim's
Tirst 18 jolly well known as a first-class team, and lots-of
people would pay to see them play. Lots of people would
pay to come in, just for the sake of the fund; we advertiso
all gate-money given to the St. War Fund. We couldn’t
get a crowd on cur own, but the First Eleven would bring
the crowd—plenty of ‘em.”

** But they won't play us!” howled Lowther.

e 5 ‘Il make "ém !

But ‘we
“ How?"
* By appealing

to their patriotism!” said Tom Merry
triumphantly.  ** Kild: i

are thinks it's beneath the dignity of
the First”Eleven to play a team of fags—that’s what they: call
us, the cheeky bounders!  But for the sake of the War d
they can put their pride in their pockets.

“It would be a lark!"

t We'll shame "em
into it. e Ayt

£ Lowther grinned.
v jumped up.

* * Come on!"

** Where?”

“Tg see Kildare "

** He'll kick us out!” said Manners.

“ Let him. Al for the sake of the cause.
you! Why, we
give Study No.

And Tom M v led the way, and Manners and Lowther
followed the ader, though with very considerable mis-
givings in their minds.

ANSWERS
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FERRERS LOCKE. DETECTIVE

{ r Corifé o, T tell
night raise iwenty quid for thé Tund; and
the kybosh!"” Ly

CHAPTER 3.

Misunderstood.
ILDARE of the Sixth rapped out “Come in!' as &
K knock came at his door. Kildare was at tea, with
Darrel and Langton of his Form. 'The three gréat
imen of the Sixth glanced at the Shell fellows as they u.g\e in.
Tom Merry advanced into the study boldly—Manneérs and
Lowther took up a strategic position near the door. They

wanted to be near the passage in case of trouble.

Hallo!” said Kildare good-humouredly. ** What do you
lids want? If you've come here to fag, you're just in time.
You can put some coal on the fire, Merry 1"

* Ahem! We didn’t come to fa; i
“ Never mind ; you can do it all the same,” said the captain
of St. Jim's cheerily. '

Tom Merry mended the fire.

“ Now, Kildare, if you've got a few minuics to spare—""

“ Sorry; I haven't!” 3

“It's rather an important matter,” explained Tom. “I
suppose you chaps are patriotic, ain't you?"’

The three Sixth-Formers looked surprised.

“1 hope so,” assented Kildare. * What on earth are you
driving at?"”

“We've pot an iden,” explained Tom Merry, - * Vou're
not playing a  footer mateh  next  Saturday—the First
Eleven—' 3
What the dickens—

 Tla, ha, ha!" - '

“ Tt ien't a laughing matter,” seid Tom Merry indignantly.

“ Excuse me, 1 thought it was{”" said Kildare,

* Look-here—""

“ We're much obliged for the honour you want to do us,"”
said Kildare, “ But we decline, I krow it seems rather
ungrateful of us, but we do dfcline. We do really. Shut
the deor after you, will you?” =

“ I haven't finished y&t-—""

“ Your mistake; you.have,” said Kiidare. ' Get out!”

“ You sece, there are some very special civeumstances in the
case. We're going to have the Ramblers' ground in
Rylecombe; it’s an enclosure, you know——"

“ There's the door.”

“ We shall advertise the matech—""

“ My hat! Will you get out?’

“ And charge gate-money—""

“ Clear " roared Kildare. 3

“ And the gate-money will go—— Oh—oh! I eay, hands
ofi ! I tell you— ¥araooh!” .

Tom Me“i fiew through the study doorway. The captain
of 8t. Jim’s had lost patience. Manuers and Lowther hop
into -the passage, and picked up their gasping chum, Tom
Merry panted for breath. o

*Look here, Kildare—"" :

Slam !
L e

g said Monty Lowther, with a grin. “ Chuck ii.

Merry shook his head. When he had made up his
mind, Tom Merry could be very firm. 5 :

“T'm jolly -well not going to chuck it. Tt's their duty to
play us, for the sake of the fund. I haven’t explained to
Kildare yet. When I explain, he will =ee it in the proper
light. I'm going to try anyway. :

 Better come away—""

“ Oh, rats!"” -

Tom Mon‘ﬂao]x\ncd the study door again.  Kildare and
Darrel and Langton simply glaved at him. The dignity of
the great men of the Sixth was danmged by the bare sugges-
tion of playing a fag team on the footer-field.

Kildave jumped up.

“Will yon clear off "’ he roared.

1 want to explain—you see, we want you to play the
Junior team, ause—""

‘“ Because you're a set of silly young asses!” growled Kil-
dare. ** Any other captain would lick you for your cheek.
And T will, too, by Jove, if you don't clear off this nnnute.
Blessed if I ever heard of such cheek I 3

*“Gat out, for goodness” sake, Merry I said Darrell, laugh-
ing. ““We're not looking for the honour and glory of playing
fags—we're not really I

“ Let me_ explain—"

** Travel1”

“ We're going to charge gate-money for seeing the match,
and all the cash raised will go to the—— Here, chuck iH'l

Kildare chucked it—** it »’ being Tom Merry. The captain
of .the Shell uhﬁhted in the passage again, with a bump and a
yell. Kildare slammed the door angrily, and Tom Merry was
picked up by his sympathetic chums,

**Seems a bit difficult_to explain to Kildare, docsn’t it¥*
grinned Lowther, ** I rather think I should chuck it!”

iath princiga) chorsoter i one 2t CHUCKLES, " #*
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* Hur

“ Now
Ow, ow!
. Tom Merry limped away down the passage, Manners and
Lowther following him, grinning. They were sympathetic,
but they grinned. Evidently it was not possible fully to
explain to Kildare the object of the proposed match, though
ilf it had been explained at full length, Lowther and Manners

pubted whether it would make much difference to Kildare.
The dignity of the Sixth-Form was at stake, and the First
Eleven was not likely to play a fag team under any circum-
stances whatever.

Kildare and Darrel and Langton settled down to tea again,
the captain of St. Jim's looking a little rufiled. ildare was
a very good-tempered fellow; but there werc limits. And in
ﬁi!Ktl)‘DitLirlm Tom Merry had passed the limit that time,

10¢!

groaned Tom Merry. ¥
asked Manners sympathetically.
Do you think I'm doing this for fun, you aas?

Kildare turned an exasperated look towards the door. It
opened, and Jack Blake of the Fourth came cheerfully in,
with Herries and Digby behind him.  Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy brought up the rear with a biscuit-tin under his
arm. ™ F

* Hope we're nobt disturbing vou, Kildare,” said Blake,
somewhat surprised by the glare the captain of St. Jim's gave

i “We've ealled in to—""

** Buzz off "' growled Kildare.

Jack Blake being a prominent member of the junior eleven,
Kildare’s natura®assumption was that he had come to repeat
Tom Merry's challenge to the First Eleven

“ Abem! We've got a new scheme !

*‘ Yaas, wathah, a wippin’ scheme I"

“T've heard all about it,” roared Kildare, “and 1 don’t
want to hear any more! Travel out of my study—sharp !

* You've heard about it?"” exclaimed Blake, in surprise.
“Wall, I suppose it’s getting about already. . It's a tre-
mendous idea, isn't it?"

““Tremendous cheek, if that's said
Darrel.

. Cheek!” said Blake. “1I don't see where the cheek
comes in. T should think that you fellows would back us up
an 1. Kildare especially, as captain of the school.'”

“ 1 wegard it as Kildare's dutay.”

“‘gn fact, we look to Kildare to help us out in this,” said

ighy.

“Tll help you out fast enough,” said Kildare, striding
towards the astonished Fourth-Formers. * Now, out you go !
Outside !

* Here, I say, what the dickens—— My hat! Yarooh!"

““ Hold on! Chuck it! My word!"

“Bai Jove! Weally, Kildare—— Gweat Scott!”
¢ Kildare was using bis boot vigorously. He might have been

what you mean,"”

kicking for goal by the vigour he put into it. Blake and
Herries and Digby and D'Arcy tumbled over one another into
the passa The famous biscuit-tin went to the ground with

e

a crash. EI‘}wn the study door slammed.

The chums of Study No. 6 sat up, dusty and breathless, and
stared at one another in amazement and rage.

“Well, my hat!”

“0Oh_erumbs!"

“Bai Jove! I wegard that—ow !—as wotten. Yow I"

“Ow! T'm hurt! Oh, Jerusalem!”

_And the much misunderstood collectors for the War Fund
limped away down the passage, without any contributions
from Kildare's study.

CHAPTER 4.
: Rivals in the Field.
L OLD again!” growled Figgins of the Fourth.
Korr and Wynn looked at their chum inquiringly.
Figgina had just come into the common-room in the
New House, and he was looking “ wrathy.”
* What's the trouble?" asked Kerr. =
“ Bold again! Those School House bounders have done
us!" snapped Figgins.
Fatty {:r'ynn ‘looked alarmed.
_“Figgy! You don't mean to say that they've got at the
pie in the study
“Blow the pie

" said Figgins. “I'm not talking about

Fatty Wynn looked relieved. If the School House juniors
had raided the Co.’s Study, and appropriated the pie that was
waiting there for supper, Fatty Wynn would have looked
glummer than Figgins. But as that greatest of all possible
catastrophes had not happened, Fatty felt that he could bear
anything else with equammity.

“Blessed if T know why we didn't think of §t!" said
Figgins, seratching his head reflectively. “ We've got- more
brains than those School House bounders any day "

woolin— “CAPTURED BY GIPHER!”

LIBRARY, One Peany. - B

& What-ho !

* And we're cock-house at St. Jim’s, ain’t we?™

* We ara’'l' said Kerr,” “We is!

*“ And it's up to us to think of things like this. Bub we've
let those School House bounders the wind out ofi our
bl &y 0f course,

sails,” growled Figgins. ening. woe
could have managed the thing better, if we'd thought of it.”
“ But what-is 1t?" asked Kerr, in astonishment. ** What

are they up to?”

“ And it's a good idea; a jolly good idea!” said Figgins
morosely. *“JI¢'s a School House wheeze, but we've got to
z]dnm.l. at it's a good idea; the right thing at the right time,

oW e >

“ But what—"" . ;-

“How they came to think of it is a mystery.  Biessed.if
I can make it ont! Scems to have been Gussy's idea to begin
with, That ass!" said Figgins, in utter disgust. *‘ The New
House is nowhere—simply nowhere. This 1s where we sing
small and hide our diminished heads.”

“But you haven't told us A

“T¢'s a War Fund, you ass!”

“A War Fund?"" said Kerr.

“Yos; a War Fund! No good denying that it's a jolly
good idea. We never thought of it. Can’t make out that
we did. OF course, we've all sent subscriptions out of out
pocket-maney to-the yvar funds, I know that. But we never
thought of starting a War Fund here; the School House have
thought of that,” said Figgins despairingly. “You know,
it's a simply topping idea. They've got a self-denial dodge.
Fellows go without things, and put the money in a box.
When they’'ve saved up enough, they hand it over to a hig
h;nd for the soldicrs, And we hadn't the sense to think
of it."”

“Go withont things!" said Fatty Wynn thoughtfully.

* That's it! F'rinstance, you go without your supper, or
jam for tea, or pies and cakes, any old thing, and put the
money in the box. Isn’t it a ripping idea?”

“Oh!” said Fatty Wynn. The expression on Wynn's
plump face seemed to imply that he thought there were limits
to the rippingness of that idea.

Figgins looked very gloomy. It was the wheeze of the
season, as he called it, and it had emanated from the School”
House. The rival House was nowhere this time. And
Figgins, as chief of the New House juniors, was very jealous
of the honour of his House.

“ And the worst of it is, they're coming over here with
their blessed collecting-box,” he grunted. ** Coming here!"

“ Well, we can shove in some tin,”" said Fatty Wynn.

“ Yes, and help make a success of their wheeze,” said Figgins,
“ And, of course, we can't refuse, because that would be
mean.  They've got us! Actually got us! We've got to
back up their scheme; a rotten School House scheme! And
we call ourselves the cock-house of 8t. Jim’s! Brorrpr!™

It was a distressing situation.  As patriotic Britons, of
course, Figgins & Co. could not decline to back up the War
Fund. That was impossible. They were bound to help it on
by every means in their power. And they would be exerting
themselves to back up a scheme of the rival House. And the
New House would be nowhere.

Kerr wrinkled his brows in thought.

‘“ We won't contribute,” he suggested.

Figzgins snorted.

“(}F course we'll contribute,”” he said.  * Nice it would
look for us if wo were left out! T should think even Fatty
would go without a feed, for the sake of helping Tommy
Atkins m field.”

“ Ye-e-es!” murmured Fatty Wynn. He sighed, but he
meant it.

* You don't catch on,” said Kerr. * We won't contribute
to the School House fund, I mean. We'll start a rival fund.
And if we raise more money than they do, we'll beat them at
theit own game. See?” 3

“But we can’'t! There's only half as many fellows in our
House as there are in the School House; and we can self-
deny ourselves till we're black in the face, and we sha'n't
raise more than half as much as they do.”” |

err I 5

“I know, But we'll leave them their self-denial. We'll
try something else; we must think of a whecze. There are
lots of ways of raising money. All we've got to do is to think
of a dodge— Hallo! Here they come!” :

Blake and Herries and Digby and D'Arev walked into the
common-room, with the bisenit-tin under D'Arey's arm. It
clinked as he walked. Already the number of coins in it was
mounting up.

“ Pax " said Blake, holding up-his hand, as the New House
jumiors gathered round the four. “ Pax, my infants! We've
come over for vour spare cash. Roll up and contribute to

the War Fund!"
Tue Gex Linrary.—No. 354,
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“ Yaas, wathah, deah boys! Small contwibutions thank-
fully weceived; largah ones in pwoportion,” said Arthur
Augustus. '* Pway make a start, Figgins.™

“Rats " said Figgins.

“ Rot ! said Recfern.

“ Ge and eat coke I

“ Weally, deah boys, I twust you are not goin’ to leave the
Wanr Fund in the lurch,” said Arthur Augustus severely.
* This is no time for House wows. This is a time for backin’
up, shouldah to shouldah.”

“ Quite so,” said Kerr. ‘“Hold on a minute 1”?

Kerr rushed out of the common-room, and the eollectors
waited in some surprise for his return. Kerr was back in a
miinute, but he did not bring a contribution. He brought an
empty jam-jar, He held it- out to the School House
quartette.

Arthur Augustus turned his eyeglass upon the jam-jar in
garprise.

* That is no use, Kerr!
bones and botties and jahs

That's our collecting-box,” explained Kerr.

** What "

“ That's the collecting-box for the New House War Fund,”
saik Kerr.  ** I request you to shove something into it."”

;"Llear. hear I'' chorused the New Hguse juniors. '* Shell

We are not collectin’® wags and

*“Bai Jove! But we are collectin’ for the fund—"

** If you can eollect, you can contribute,” said Figgins, with
chuckle. * Pay up to the New House War Fund.”

“ Pay up!”?

“ Weally, you wottahs—""

.. “Look bere!” exclaimed Blake wrathfully.
idea. It's our War Fund. We're collecting,™

* 8o are we !

“ Ha, ha, ha !

*Oh, rats!”” said Blake. “Come on, you-chaps. If these
bounders won't contribute, we'll try Iur&er on

“ Yaas, wathah! considah——""

“ Halt ! eaid Figg‘ius; and o party of New House juniors
lined up between- the collectors and the doorway. ** You
¥on't go out till you've paid up.”

““ Bai Jove 1"

** I'm shocked at you,” said Kerr severely. * At a time like
this, T must say I'm shocked at you! Shell ont 1"

“ But we've paid up in our own  biscuit-tin!" roarcd
l!lklf_igit .

en you can pay up again in our-jam-jar.,”?

3 Ha,‘hi ha 1" St Y

I wefuse to do avything of the sort!™ exclaimed Arthur
Augustus indignantly. ~ ** I uttahly wefuse to have my nobbay
ideah bowwowed in this way. There is only one War Fund
et St. Jim’'s, and we're collectin’ for it.”

“Pay up I'?

“I'm waiting with this jam-jar,” said Kerr patiently.

** You silly ass——""

‘ Gentlemen.” said Figgins, “ at a time like this, T suggest
that aven{ fellow who refuses to contribute to the War
Fuud shall be bumped.”

‘* Hear, hear I
‘ollar the bounders !

ook here——"" roared Herries. * Hand's off ! Tt's pax.”
**"Tain’t pax till you've contributed to the War Fund,” said
Figgins. * Self-denial is self-denial, you can’t have any half-
measures.  Pay up—all you've got.”

' Gweat Scott! T wefuse—""

““ Then you'll be bumped.”

““ Collar the bounders !

The crowd of New House fellows closed in on the un-
fortunate four. Blake & Co. looked at one another helplessly.
They had come for wool, and they would be shorn. But there
was no help for it,

““ Bai Jove! T wegard this as uttahly wotten,” said Arthur
Afigustus. *“ I have only abont five shillings left—""

“Five bob's better than nothing.”

¢ Shillin's—""

“ This is our

gs or bobs, shove them into the jam:jar,” said
Kerr, ‘““Pay up!” -

0 yo\z'ﬁ be bumped until vour House won’t know vou
again,’” grinned Redfern. * We mean business with our War
Fund, I ean tell you.”

Blake & Co. went through their pockets with sickly ex-
pressions. Figgins & Co. kindly helped them. Every ccin
the uofortunate four had about them was promptly trans.
ferred to the jam-jar,

“T'll put the names and the amounts on our list,” said Kerr
sheerfully. * You will have the honour of heading the
Nt‘?lw House lis 3 Now kick 'em out.”

a, L
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“ Look here, you rotters—"?

“ Kick 'em out!”

Blake and Herries and Digby and D’ Arey made a somewhat
hurried departure from the New House. They left Figgins

Co. roaring with laughter. The rival fund had been started,
and the School House juniors had started it. Blake & Co.
returned to the School Hopse with the biscuit-tin, containing
the same amount as when they crossed the quadrangle with
it, and with empty kets. Study No. 6 had made a hand-
some collection in their own House, so far, and the biscnit-
tin was clinking with coin. But Study No. 6 themselves
were ** stony-broke,” and likely to remain in this unhappy
condition for a considerable time to come. -

“ Aftah all, it’s all wight,” said Arthur Augustus, with a
fceble attempt at consolation. ** It is our self-denial week,
you know.”

But his chums did not look as if they enjoyed it.

CHAPTER 5.
- Going Strong.
HE War Fund in the School House had started well.
The next day all the school was talking of it. The
biscuit-tin in Study No. 6 received many contributions.
Blake had fastened the lid on securely, and jabbed a hole
through the top, so that contributions could be rjropped in. A
list was made out of the contributors, and posted up in the
common-room, with the name and the amount of donor and
donation. £

There were few fellows who did not hand out something,
and the Tist was soon a Icng one, and a fresh sheet of impni
paper had to be added to it. Blake also took the precaution
of numbering the donations. Thus, when Darrel of the
ngth handed, out & half-erown, Blake marked it on the list
thus:

** Darrel. First donation. 'Fwo-and-six."” :

Which: was a strong hint that second donations, and third,
were reguested, and, indeed; expected.

Some of the fellows considered it a better idea to kee
their money in their own pockets—such as Levison and Me]lisg
of the Fourth, and Crocke of the Shell. Crooke was the son
of a millionaire, and bad plenty of money, but he did not
seem disposed to part witf any of it, however worthy the
object.. - &

Levison and Mellish were not over-blessed with cash, and
they explained that what they had they wanted. That ex-
planation was not good enough. - Arthur Augnstus pointed out
to them eloquently that the more they wanted the money
themselves the more credit there was in handing it out to
the War Fund. To which Levison replied ** RatsT™ and
Mellish © Rot!” Self-denial did not seem to appeal to them'
somehow.

But they were not to escape easily. Affer morning lessons,
Arthur Augustus tackled them in the Form-room pa:
the presence of all the Fourth.
him with the biscuit-tin, and would have hurried off, but the
swell of St. Jim’s planted himself in their way. J

* Contwibutions, pleasc 's

‘“Oh, clear off " said Levison irritably.

“ (o and eat coke!” growled Mellish.

‘“ Weally, deah boys, I am shocked at you! T appeal to
all the fellows whethah it is not up to the boundahs to
contwibute.”

¢ Shell out !” chorused the Fourth-Former,

“Pay up, you worms!" g

‘“Don't be Shylocks ! .

“ Considah the example of the othah chaps who are wathah
hard up,” urged Arthur Augustus, * There is Bwooke, who
is only a day-boy, and has to work—well, he has put in five
shillin’s. Then there is Talbot—yon know he’s a scholahship
chap, and hasn’t vewy much cash. but he has handed ont ten
shillin’'s—ten whole bobs. You have more money than old
Talbot.”

“ Look here—"'

“You had a remittance this morning, Levison,” howled
Reilly. ““Shell out!™

Levison looked exasperated.

It was true that he had had a remittance, but he had in-
tended to expend it for the benefit of Ernest Levison of the
Fourth. Part of it was to go in ““smokes,” that being onc
of the indulgences of the black sheep of the Fourth. = And
he was extremely disinclined to see it disappear into the

capacious biscuit-tin,

* Shell out!” chorused the juniors, gathering round
Levison in a grinning crowd. To most of them it was a first-
class “lark ” to see Levison eompelled to part with some
money. It gave Levison a pain to have to give anything
away. P

““T am surpwised at you, Levison,” gnid D’Arcy severcly.

ssage, in
Levison and Mn]lxsh’:golbd_
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“I wefuse to allow this to pwoceced
studay, Levison{® “ Yes, t|
Levison?"

J" shrieked D'Arcy. ‘“That is mi bat!
at’s Gussy's bat right enough,” said Bla

ust have taken it from my |
*What’s your little game, I

! You m
e emphatically.
(See Chaptar 8.)

lately; L had begun to

“You have been wathah impwovin'
I twust you

wegard you as weally almost a decent chap.
arc not goin' to wuin my good opinion of you.'

“ Blow your good opinion,” growled Levison.

“Oh, lot the mean beast alone!” growled Blake.
waits to keep his dirty postal order, let him keep it."

" Yaus, and the sicion—I mean, the contempt—of all-the
Housé with it,” said Arthur Augustus crushingly.

Levison flushed uncomfortably. He did not like to hear
it put like that. He fumbled in his pocket.

“That's wight, deah boy,” said D'Arcy encouragingly.
“ You'll be glad aftahwards thet you haven’t acted li
wotfah. At a time like this a fellow is
sacwifice anythin’ he has. Wich and poor
onght to hana out. Any fellsw who hasn’t any money can
sell somethin® to waise tin. So long as our gallant fwoops are
in neod of anythin', nobody has a wight to wegard his
pwoperty as his own.”

“ You mean that?" asked Levison,

“ Certain

* All serene,” said Lewison, with a peeuliar gleam in his
eyes. “TI'll remind you of that. Here's my postal order,”
A posial order for five shillings was squeezed into the tin.
“ Bwavo!”

# Good for you, Levison.”
* Your turn, Mellisk: ! ny ap '
“I'm stony,” said Mellish savagely,

“If he

weshidtav— “CAPTURED BY CIPHER!”

“ Vewy well, if vou're stony, sell somethin’,”” faid Arthue
“ One of the chaps will buy your pocket-kyife."
Ha, ha, ha!”

¢ 1 want my pocket-knife !" roared Mellish.

“ Not so much as you want to contwibuta to the fund, deah
boy. Any fellow who does not hand out for the fund will ba
wegarded as a German.”

** Hear, hear !"

“ Yah! Deutschlander ! hooted Kerruish.

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Sure, pay up and look pleasant intirely!” urged Reilly.
u don’t . want to be the only mean skunk in the House "

Mellish made a wry face, but public opin
for him. He unwillingly took out his pocket-kn

* What offers?” said Blake, with a chuckle,

* Bai Jove, I'd make an offah myself, only all my tin is in
the biscuit-tin and the jam-jar ovah the way,’” said Arthur
Augustus. ““ What (="fil1\s. deah boys, for Mellish’s pocket-
knife? Pway make a good offah, for the good of the cause.'”

Jameson of the Third offered threepence. Wally DArcy,
the younger brother of the great Arthur Augustus, raised it
to a tanner. A shilling was offered by Gore of the Shell, and
the pocket-knife was knoeked down ta Gore.  Mellish, looking
almost green, saw his pocket-knife disappear into Gore's
pocket and the shilling into the biscuit-lin,

“ Bravo, Mellish "

“ Bai Jove, we're goin’ stwong "' said Arthur Augustus, as
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hé marched off with his chums and thc biscuit-tin. * This is

goirt to be a gweat success, We've got to make Cwooke pay
:‘Ip sal:lcho“. Hailo' There’s Cutts of the Fifth! Wun him
lown "

And the collectors rushed after Cutts of the Fifth.
He, however, was not contributing, He let out with his
boot instead, and the biscuit-tin sailed through the air and
Ianded several vards away with a crash and a terrific clinking.
The wrathful colleotors rushed nftnr it, and Cutts walked
away.

Levison and Mellish walked out o[ the House, Mellish
looking sulky, and Levison grinning. An idea was working in
Levison’s ncum brain,

“Now I'm ecleared out!"

“ Bame here,” said Levison.
cause. And I've got An idea.”

“Blow your ideas !’ runted Mellish.

““ But it's a jolly good one,” said Levison, with a chuckle,
and he proceeded to explain to Mellish in subdued tones.
And when he had finished Mellish was churkhng, too, and
bad quite forgotten the loss of his pocket-knife.

growled MeTIish.v %
‘“ Never mind, it's a good

CHAPTER 6.
The Polite Letter-writers,
OM MERRY was busy that day. -
The Terrible Three felt thnb it was up to them.
Study No. 6 had started a self-denial dodge, which
seemed to be panning out successfully.  Figgins & Co. ba
started a New House collection, and were supp to
E:Iumm some whecze for raising unheard-of sums.
errible Three, who looked upon themselves justly as
eaders, were ‘in danger of bei put quite in the shade,
wblch, of coutse, was not to be xé&ug ht of. That considera-
tion, added to gnﬂdnm of the cause, made them wire in
with great energy. Tom crrr s acheme, if it was a success,
would bring in funds, and would bring the Terrible Three to
the front—their proper place, as Tom remarked.

The first steps were easy. e Ryleombe R,nmbler«, of
whom Grimes was captain, w1|lmgly loened their ground for
Saturday afterncon. Grimes, the grocer’s boy of Rylecombe,
was ready to do anything to help. Besides lending the
enelosure, he undertook to helprte get a crowd to come in.
As all Grimes’s friends and acquaintances could not afford
threepences and sixpences, it was agreed that the crowd should
*)ay ali"lythmg they liked at the gates, so long as they paid

mething,

Then Tom )(crry visited the offices of the ! Ryleombe
Gazette,” and arranged for large advertisements in the local
paper. o advts, were on tick, as money was short: but
Tom Merry was well-known there, as the * {};aze{te " had the
printing order for Tom Merry's “ Weekly,” so there was no
diffienlty about that.

Tom gave also an "order for a number of posters in red and
blue, to be posted up about Rylcombe and the neighbourhoad,
to advertise the match; and some were to be sent to him at
8t, Jim's, to be stuck up about the schaol. =

The"Terrible Three walked back to Bt. Jim's very well
satisfied w\:fh whur. they had done so far.

“ Only,” swther, ‘* suppose the First won't play us?”

“ They've got to !I'” said Tom deeidedly.

‘* But suppose they won't I said Manners dubiously. “ Wa
shall look a set of asses, w ith the match advi ertised, and all
that. The crowd will come—lots of people are bound to
come when they know that all the gate-money is for the War
Fund—nnd lhete won't be any match for them if Kildare
won’t play it.”

“ They’ve got to, that's all "7

Tom Merry was quite decided about that. His belief was
that when the patriotism of the First Eleven was appealed to
they would play up like Britons. If they wouldn't, they
would be forced to somehow, the how not yet being decided
U]

The Bt. Jim's Ficst wia famous in the vicinity, and l]\n:r
matches often attracted large erowds. There was no doubt
that Kildare and his-team would he a draw, They had to
be got to play, that was all.

After ali the arrangem=nts were made, in this thorough-
going manner, Tom Merry felt that they couldn’t very well
get out of it. He did not mean to let them get out of it. His
next step was to explain to Kildare what had been done.

He found Kildare in the prefect's room. The captain of
St. Jim's held up his hand when the Terrible Three came in.

“T've paid ! J exclaimed.

“ Same here,” said Lszwtnn, laughing.
round with the biscuit-tin,”

* Bn has Figgins w

“ Bo you.can hook it
a feast.”

Tur Gen Liprary.—No,

“ D'Arcy has been

said Darrel,

the jam-jar,”
“ Nuff's as good as

* said Rushden.
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Tom Merry smiled.
aven’t come for collections,” he said.
I've come about the match.”

“ The match!” said Kildare, frowning.

“Yes. I want to explain the niqecb——"

 Cheese it |"

“ All the gate-money will be devoted

¢ Clear ug " shouted Kildare.

He jumped up, and the Terrible Three exccuted a masterly
retreat out of the prefects’ raom. In the passage Monty
Lowther whistled softl‘y

“ Looks like N. G. " murmured Manners.

“ Bosh!"” said Tom Merry decisively. *If Kildare won't
let us explain to him by word of mouth, we shall have to
write to hinr; T'll write a note and get a fag to take it,””

“ Oh, geod !” said Lowther u‘]m:rmg

A quaﬂcr of an hour later D’Arey mmor of lhe Third I"mm
entered the prefects’ room with a note in his hand and a
grin on his face.

 For you, Kildare.”

'Atcy minor handed over the note to the captain of St.
Jim’s, and promptly retreated. .
Kildare Dpv.ncd the letter. It ran: E ]

“ Dear K:Idue,—l want to ﬂFlam to you that the football
mqtch, First Eleven v. Junior Eleven, is to take place for the
nefit of the und.
“All the gate-moncy—expected to be very considerable—
will be handed over to the fund without deductions.
““/Therefore, it is up to the First Eleven, as patriotic Britons,
to play in the mate The Ramblers’ ground in Ryleombe
has bécn secured. Advertisements of the ma.u:h are ‘already

“That's all

ou
“Under these circumstances, I
the match for Saturday af:ernnou.

ln]:e.
v.Er * Tom Merey.?

Kildare read thﬂ‘rmle. and frowned. ~ He handed it to
Darrel, and it passed round among the lofty oecupants of the
me;ct!: room. There were a good many frowns, and some

laughter.

‘“Cheeky beggars ! said D

e you will reply, fixing
Kick-off any hyl;!lﬂ you

£ Awful nerve !I” said Rushden. lang‘hmg “0Of course,
we can't play them | It would be too ridiculons ™

“Of course we ean't!” growled Kildare, * The Sixth
Form ph:ymg kids in the Shel and the Fourth! - Of course we
ean’t! It woul too abcurd

e Onh they don’t see it,” grinned Rushdou “ They think

they could play us, the silly young asses ! 48

W Before a big crowd, too! Catch us!”

“The young duffer thinks we shall hure to zwo in to !ielp
his blessed fund!” said Kildare, knitting his brows, * Of
course, we want to ‘help the fund,” or any fund for the
same purpose. But we can’t make the First Llovm lock
ndwulou-. Thnt‘a what the young duffers can’t see,”

.8.V.P.,”” smiled Darrel, glancing at Tom Mez-ry s
lettvr again. "¢ Aro you going to answer 1’
“ Yes,” said Kildare grimly.
He took the letter and scrawled across it in pencils

“ Take fifty lines.—KILDARE."”

*“ Ha, ha, ha "’

Kildare called in a fag and handed him the letter, with
instructions to take it to Tom Merry. It was Frayne of the
Third who bore the message. The Terrible Three weré in
their study, chatting with Talbot of the Shell while they
“ulted for an answer, I’tayne handed Tom Merry the note,

¢ Here's Klldan‘ s answer,” ssid Tom.

“ 1 hope i -l yes,” said Talbot, with a smile.

Tom Merry lo ked puzzled as he unfolded t}u, letter, ”

i T¢’s my own letter back again. My hat I

“ What's the answer I'" asked Manners,

 Look 1"

Manners and Lowther and Talbot read out together .,

“ Take f]h.y lines.—Krparg.”

“ Ha,ha, ha!”’

2. ‘\Tot.hmg to cackle at!” growled Tum Merry crossly.
darc basn’t um\\uu(l me. Wait a m:nutc, Frayne,
this to Kildare.”

Tom hastily scribled on a fresh sheet of paper, Joe Frayne
wn\ml;;gn:md grinning, for the note. Tom's second message
was briet:

“ Dear Kildare,—I don’t qulte undérstand your note. Will

you kindly reply to my letter and tell me that we can depe"d
on you for the match on Saturday n!’ternnon?—Tum MERRY.””

CHUCKLES," 4

“Kil-
Tuke

s
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Every Wednesday.

* Take this to Kildare, and wait for an answer, kid,” said
Tom, as he handed the note to the waiting fag.
S “Rightho!" said Frayne
The fag departed, and the Shell fellows waited rather

anxiously for his return. n a few minutes Frayne came
back into the study, with a mote in his hand. Tom Merry
spread it out on the table, and the Shell fellows read it:

# Take a hundred lines. KILDARE.”

The chums of "the Shell looked at one another with rather
sickly expressions. Kildarc’s reply was not exactly to the
point, but its meaning could not be misundefstood.  The
Firsi Eleven were not taking any.

“ T call it cheek " sa:d Manncrs, after a long pause.

 Considering thu object of the match,” said Lowther, “I
cai.l it unpatriotic !”

o b remarked Talbot.

t's kS d}sammnmnenl anyhow,”
““There’s

id Tom Merry.

£ But—'

“ Bit we're not finished yet,”
something more going to be don

“ Lines?"” suggested Lther, ‘with a feeble attempt at
humour.

“ Oh, blow“the lines! They're going to play!”

Tom Merry spoke with great determination. The First
Eleven were going to play in that match for the War Fund,
xoml-hmr

* Hear, hear!” said- Manners and Lowther and Talbot.
But they looked doubtful, all the same.

CHAPTER 7.
Sale Announced, -

g AT Jove!”
* What a glddv aurrrrlse o
“ Levison, too'!’

"5 Well, this takes. tim cake !
There was amazement in the faces of all the juniora col-
lected before the school notice-board in the School House.

They had reason to be amazed. On the board was pinned a

new notice, in the handwriting of Levison of the Fourth,
“And it was simply astonishing. It ran, in large, displayed

letters, to catch the eye:
WAR FUND! WAR FUND!

*f At 8 p.m. a Sale will take place in the junior common-
room, in the School House.

““ Valuable articles of all kinds will be offered for sale. The
whole pmcﬂeds of the Sale will be devoted to the 8t. Jim's
War Fund!

“ All 8t. Jim’s fellows are urged to attend the Bale, and

bring all their spare cash with:them, No reserve! Every
article knocked down to the highest bidder !
“ Among the lots will be letter-cases, fountain-pens, silver

nr.-nnl-«-usc-s, (.urnoh silk hats uf the very best quality; a large

ble necl lendid overcoats, foot-

b¢1la football-boots, cricket-| buu all readv for next season,
b No Reserve!

ete.,

“ The highest bidder takes the cake!
*“ This Grand Sule has been arranged by Ernest Levison, of
the Fourth Form, who will act as auctioncer. Every article

will be mld, regardless of value, to the highest bidder.
*Now is the time! Help your country, and secure good
bargains! Lay in your new overcoat for the winter, and
your new [‘!lckl‘l bat for the summer. Renew your footer-
boots at bargain prices. Sport a fashionable necktie, and

feel that you are a patriot |
“ Bigned,

Egnest Levison.”

The juniors read that announcement with an asténishment
which was not complimentary to Ernest Levison, but which
was natural cnough.

Levison was genegally supposed to be an extremely selfish
fellow, and very close with money. He was seldom or never
known to give anything away, True, of ]nte Tom Merry
& Co. had observed a marked improvement in ihe charactor
of the cad of the Fourth. Talbot had lent him a helping
hand in a bad corner, and Levison had shown gratitude—a
new thing for Levison. And the incident scemed to have
influenced him for good in many ways. But that his reform
would go to this extent was amazing. The idea of Levison
selling off all his private properfy in a public auction for the
good of the War Fund made the fellows gasp.

But there it was; written in Levison's hand, and signed
with Levison's name. It certainly looked as it _the black
aheep had turned over an entu‘cly new leaf, and was pre-
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pared to stagger humanity by making greater personal
sacrifices than any other cont |bum“ to the War Fund.

i | wegard this as wippin® of Levison,” said Arthur
Augustus DArcv enl-huqu,atmall\ “ I must say, I am sur-
pwised.  But it is mnpuh He is cawwyin” self-denial
Eurthah than any of us.

“ Must be a jape!”

rowled Herries, ‘' Levison doesn’t
do, that kmd. of thi elf-denial ain’t in his line."

“Can’t be genuine,” said Monty Lo ther, with a shake of
the head. t must be a rag, Ile's trying to pull our leg.
There’ll be a crowd in the common-room at eight o’'clock,
but there, won't be any auction. That must B his it

Il joliy well mob him if he makes asses of us kke
that I'"" growled Digby.

%15 st be that ! said Kangaroo of the Shell
Lo\laon parting with all his props! Rats

clens. he hasn’t such a blessed lot uf props as thal. 43
remarked Clifton Dane * He isn’t rolling in money.’

** May have been making a collection of things to sell,”
hazarded Talbot.

“T haven’t heard of it, if he has.”

“Same here! It's gammon!”

Arthur Augustus shook his head.

“I hardly think that Levison would twy to gammon us on
such a sewious subject as the War Fund, deah boys,” he
remarked.

Figgins & Co. of the New House walked in.
loukmg very surpri

* Hallo! VYou've got it here, too,” said Fidgins, stopping
to stare at the notice, ** We've got one of ¢ eso papers up
in our Huuga Mellish came and stuck it there.""

“ Fancy

They were

“My hat
I it's gen ing, we're coming over to the sale, of course.’
said Kemr.  * We'll bring a “crowd to make the buidluﬂ'

lively. .But is it genuine?”

** Blessed if 1 ow,”  eonfessed Blake.  **It's queer, I
must. say.  Still, if Levison [means business, we'll do him
+justice. Let’s 50 and see him.”

“ Good egg!

A crowd of astonished and curious juniors sought for
Levison.  He was found inehis study in the Fourth Form
passage.

His study-mates were there—Mellish and Blenkin-
sop and Jerrold I{uml#y-Lumlny
Lumley had scen the noti in the hall, and they wero
r|umtmn|ng Levison abouf it lenkinsop, who was a simple
youth, was expressing his admiration for hﬂvan 8 generosity.
Lumley-Lumley, who wasn't at all simple, was expressing his
omnm-l that it was spoof.

ere he is!” exclaimed Tom Merry.

Blenkinsop and Lumley-

* Now, Levison

hat's the little game, Levison?"
& \thse ieg are you pulling?"
“What do you mean by that giddy notice?”
Levison yawned.
“ Can't you rend"' he asked.
“ We've read it,” said Tom Meorry.
mean? Is there really going to be a sale

* Honest Injun" asked Figgins. “ We don’t want to
march an army of New House chaps over here for nothing."

** Honest Injun!" said Levison. * You won't come for
nothing. It will be a genuine sale. No.reserve. All articles
knocked down to' the highest bidders. A jolly good chance
to get good bargains, and to show your patriotism at the
same time."

“Yes, rather!” said Mellish, with a grin. “ We expect to
raise a really handsome sum for the War Fund.”

* Hallo! Is Mellish in it, too?” exclaimed Kerr.

““ Certainly I said Mellish.

“‘ You're . putting up things
Blake.

“I'm puttmg UP as much as Levison, anyway."
Well, my h

“ Bai Joye ! l wegard it as wathah wotten to hint a doubt
of Levison's motives,” said Arthur Augustus, “I wegard
Levison as playiy' up splendidly !**

Levison gave him a curious look.

* You approve " he asked.

“ Yaas, wmt]!mh. with all my heart, deah boy 1"

* Good !”

“ But what does it

to sell—you?"” ejaculated

“I'm onlv sowwy that our studay is out of funds, and
won’t be able to bid,” said Arthur Auu-natus ““ Othahwise,
we, would twy our vewy best to wun the pwices up.”

“ There'll be plenty ui bidders, if the sales comes off,"" said
Bernard Glyn. ““I'm in funds, for one, and I'll lend cash to
mtendmg nrnh.mcts, if they want it.”

* Hear, hear!

“ And Crooks too. We'll make him bid—"

“Oh, T'll bid if there's anything worth bidding for " said
C‘rooke, rattling his money in his trousers-pocket—a hahib
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he had.. There was alwaye a jingle of cash about Crooke of
the Shell. *‘But I don’t bekeve Levison has anything to scll
that's worth buying.”

* Wait and see!” said Levison sententiously

“ Where's the saleable property 7’” asked Reilly. *

“‘ The lots will be produced when the sale is ready to begin.
They’re not on view until then,” said Levison. “ I hope
everybody will turn up. 1 give you my word, there will be a
big sale at bargain prices.”

“ Oh, we'll come!™

“ Yaas, wathah !” >

“ You chi_\é:: can help,” added Levison, to study No, 6. “ If
You ean’t bid, you can be there to help the auctioneer—hand-
ing out the thinge, and so on. It will be a pleasure to have
your assistance on the occasion; a very great pleasure

A L

Mellish burst into & chuckle.

“Certainly,” paid Blake, staring at Mellish, * Where does
the cackle come m, Mellish?”

*“Oh, don't mind him,” said Levison hastily, with a glare
at his chum. “I suppose I can depend on you four fellows
before cight?” ;

“Yes; but—""
“'iimn‘dyeu can help me pget the saleable articles on the
5“0'('.” said Leviscn. ** They'li be packed ina big box. That's
all.

‘an't we see any of the things now 7" asked Fatty Wynn.

ot on view,
“ Blessed if T don’t think it's a rag after all,” said Figgins

aulspirmusl_v. 3

“Wats 1™ said D’Arcy. * Levison is all wight, and he is
actin® nobly. And I can call upon all the felJows of both
Houses to wally wound at the sale.”

* Hear, hear !” o ’

And as there was nd further information to be obtaived
from Levison or Meilish, the curicus juniors retived from the
study.. They hardly knew what to think, but it was settled
that everybody was to turn up at the sale, and if the sale

didn’t come off, evepybody agreed with Blake that Levison 5

should have the ragging of his life for pulling théir leg.

And the fellows of both Houses looked forward with great
keenness and curiosity to the hour of eight o’clock that even-
ing. when ] gon’ of the Fourth was to appear in the new
and surpriging role of an auctioneer, > o

——

i ‘,'_
CHAPTER 8,
! ‘The Caution, . &
EFORE ecight had struck, the junior commen-room
in the School House was crowded, not to say crammed,
. All sorts and conditions of fellows were there.

Juniors of both Honges came in crowds—of the Shell, the
Fecurth, and the Third Forms. And as the fame of the sale
bad spread. there was a good sprinkling of seniors. Arthur
Augustus D"Arcy, in his keenness to help on the good work,
had constituted” himself into a regular advertiser for the
auetion, and had spread its fame far and wide, and so a good
many seniors had promised to look in,

D'Arcy had succeeded in getting Kildare and Darrel to
proniise to come, and their example brought many others.
Cutts & Co. of the Fifth looked in, not specially to back up a
worthy object, but on the look out for bargains, and in a
spirit of curiosity.

It was agreed on all bands that it was a noble object, and
that therctere the dignity of the seniors would not be com-
promised by mixing with a junior crowd. So they came in
good numbers.

The apariment was large, but the space was well-filled long
before eight o'clock. As yet, the auctioneer and his assistant
had not appeared. There were calls for Mellish and Levison
on all sides. But so far they were not to be seen. Some
doubting Thomases averred that they didn’t intend to come at
all, and that there wouldn’t be a sale. :

e table was dragged up to one end of the room, and a
large hammer, borrowed from the tool-shed, lay upon it, all
rcady for the auctioneer.  And a soap-box was there to form
a rostrum for that functionary.

_ As eight o'clock drew nearer, impatience was shown on all
sides. The chums of Study No. 6 were ready to help the
auctioneer, but he had not come. They sat on-the table in
the meantime, waiting for him.

“ There goes eight!” exclaimed Kangaroo, as the hour
began to strike from the old tower.

*“ He ain’t here ! growled Blake,

*“ Here he comes!”

Levison walked ivto the crowded room with Mellish at
his heels. The doubting Thameses were silenced now. The
“auctioneer had come ! e

* Where's the goods 2" demanded Gore of the Shell.
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** Just coming,” said Levison briskly. “ We’ve baen gotting
them rendy, nl:‘u:iihem into a box to bring here.”

“We caulﬁ]xve elped you do that,”’ said Blake. >

“ Oh, that's all right; you can come and help us cnrgfﬂm
box,” said Levison. “We've borrowed D'Arcy’s biggest
trunk from the box-room."” .

*¥ou are very welcome, deah boy."” =

“ Thanks! Will you fellows come and lend & hand; it's
rather heavy.” TR

“ Yaas, wathah.” s R b 3

The four chums departed with Levison and Mellish, and
lhe“m'ov_vd waited eagerly, It logked like real business at
asi

In a few minutes the six came back, carrying among them
:]lﬂmk of extremely large dimensions, the lid of which was

It seemed to weigh a good deal, by the evident exertions of
the six juniors in carrying it. But the trunk when empty was
no light weight.

* Here's tge goods! Hurrah!? g

The trunk was rushed in, and planted down with a b
behind the table, within casy rmcﬁ of the auctioneer’s stand.
Mellish took up his position in front of it, ready to hand up
the goods to the salesman. Blake & Co. lined up on the
other ‘side of the table, between the auctioneer and the
audience. H

“ Gentlemen—"" hegan Levison.

* Hear, hear "

Levison gave a flourish with the hammer.

** Gentlemen, the sale is about to begin.” You are already
acquainted with the nature of this sale, There is no reserve.
Every article here is a good one, and will go cheap—to the
highest bidder, anyway. Every article has been willingly
and cheerfully contributed by its owner to be sold to swell
the fund.”.

“ Bravo ;ﬂ‘ X 3
““I need not dwell on_the worthy and dssenmq Aatury of
the fund,” went on Levison, waxing eloquent. ‘' You Kave
heard of it from Master D'Arey, here present, who'has
de.s‘cr'gbed it muln'\h better than I can——"" £

No—no—- £
* Oh, weally, Levison I”” murmured Arthur Augustus, almost

overcome by that flattering allusion o hil 3
v‘:ri' gy 'y g ni T of you '%Ed
P and thrilling
eally, deah boy—" 3

O, s
“ID’Arcy says—and we all endorse it—at a time Tike" fis
every fellow who is worth his salt is for the coun Every
fellow ought to be prepared to make any kind of. ifice.
Self-denial is' the order of the day! A fellow ought to be
willing to give the shirt off his Kwk, or the booa off his
feet. In England to-day, as in Rome of old, as Lord Macaulay
putsits - 4
“tThen none were for a party, i

Then all were for the State;

Then the rich man helped the poor,
And the poor man loved the great

The;

g
“Hear, hear!” shouted the juniors. had never
s Levison of the Fourth to come out like this, Still,
after his idea of selling off his property to help the fund, feally
nothing could surprise them. % %

“ To quote our respected friend D’Arcy again, a fellow whe
hesitates to make any sacrifice for his country is a wank
wottah—""

* Ha, ba, hal” g :

“ Gentlemen, I need say no more. The sale will now begin,
Four of you ""—Levison indicated the chums of Study No. 6—
*“ being in the state usually known as stony, are unable to bid,
and have promised to help me in my work, I appeal to them
to see that order is kept, and to keep down all disturbance.
I ask them to give me their word that there shall be no
interruption of the sale.” :

ake & Co. stared at Levison.

“ What the dickens—""

“Of course there won't be any interruption,” said Blake,
“ What are you driving at?" :

“ You promise to keep order, and see that the sale is not
interrupted ¥

 Certainly. It isn't necessary, but we do.”

 Yaas, wathah ! e

. l\h;)r_v well] Now to business! Hand up the first article,
Mellish.”

Mellish grignéd ‘and opened the trunk, and handed up the
first article, a very handsome cricket-bat, which had evidently
not cost less than a guimea. Levison held it up for general
inspection. v K

“ Lot No. 1, a handsome cricket bat. What offers?"” =

Arthur Augustus jumped, and turned his eyeglass serutinis-
ingly upon the bat.

vory Feidage P L A

9 —



Every Wednesday.

* Hold on a minute, Levison! That looks like my bat.”

“*' The handsome ericket-bat,”” went on Levison, unheeding.
* cost a guinea! I am aware that we are now in the football
season, but the cricket season will come round again in due
course, and then bats will be to the fore again. This very
handsome cricket bat—""

“ Weally, Levison—""

“ Two bob " called out Gore. -

“ But that is my bat I"" shouted Arthur Augustus excitedly.
*“You are makin' a mistake, Levison! You bave got the
wrong bat! That is mine.”

“Twb bob I am offered,
the excited voice of the
this very handsome

“ Three bob !

“1 wefuse to allow this to pwoceed,” shrieked D'Arcy.
“That 1s my bat! You must have taken that bat fwom my

studay, Levison."”
bat right enough,” said Blake.
£t W.l'ut‘a your little game; Levison? You can’t sell D'Arcy's

said Levison, apparently deaf to

ell of St. Jim's. ** Two bob for

“ Yes; that's Gussy's

¢ Can't I*" said Levison, with astare.. ** Why not?"

““ Why not!” stuttered Arthur Augustus. *° Why, because
it's mine, you wottah.”

** That makes no difference,” said Levison coolly.

“ N-n-no diffewence !"”

* Certainly_not. This is a time to sacrifice everything for
the War Fund. I appeal to all the fellows if you didn’t say so,
to the extent of igivmg up everythiopg—"" -

“ Ha, ha, ha !’

* Quite right!"

* Well caught!"

“ Goal!” chuckled Blake. “ He's got you, Gussy!
ecan’t go back on your own word! It's up to you!'

“ B-b-but I want my bat——"

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the whole crowd, delighted at the
turn things were taking. Arthur Augustus® D'Arcy's face
alone, as Lowther réimarked, was worth a guinea a box.

“ Play up, Gussy!”

* Play the game!” A

* Levison, you wottah, hand me that bat, or I'll give you a
thick eah!”

* Do _you mean that you are going to interrupt-the sale?’”
demanded Levison,

“ Yaas, wathah!"”

“ And what about your promise "

* My—my pwomise?"

* Certainly. You four chaps bave given your word that the
sale shallmot be interrupted.”

* Oh owumbs ! i

The erammed room rang with laughter, The fellows under:
stood now why the auctioncer had extracted that promise from
the chums of Study No. 6, They had promised that the
sale should not be interrupted. Affer that they could hardly
proceed to interrupt it themsclves. Arthur Augustus’s face
was a study. And the fellows who considered that the swell
of St. Jim's had been a little too Frcssmg with the biscuit-tin
enjoyed his discomfiture to the full.

“ Three shillings I am offered for this excellent cricket-bat,
once the property of D'Arcy of the Fourth, and generously
devoted to the War Fund.’

¢ Ha, ha, ha!” .

“ Take it smiling, Gussy!" grinned Blake. “ You're
foirly caught! Must practise what you preach, you know.
And it's all for the good of the cause, anyway.”

“ Vowy well, ison.”

You

I agwee, Levison.
“ Bravo, D'Arcy ! Four bob!"" called out Glyn.
# Five bob!”

“ gix 1
“ This handsome bat, going for six bob!" said the
auctioneer, ing—— Gone! This hand-

OIng—;

“Going—F
some bat goes to Lumley-Lumley of the Fourth for six bob..

My assistant will take the money. Thank you!”

Lumley-Lumley paid over the six shillings, and put the bat
under hisarm. Mellish chuckled and clinked the six shillings
into a coffee-pot placed on the table for the purpose. And,
amid general hilarity, the auctionoer’s assistant proceeded to
hand up Lot No. 2 to the enterprising auctioneer,

CHAPTER 9.

Put to the Test.
. OT No. 2!" announced the auctioneer. * A very
handsome violin, with case and bow complete,
. Initials ¢ J. B." on the case, but can be painted over
by new owner. What offers for this very handsome violin?"
Jack Blake stood like a statue for a moment, dumb with
wrath, as he recognised his violin in the hands of the

suctioneer, Then he gave a roar.
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* Levison, you rotter! Gimme my violin!"

* This violin has seen service, but is still in very good
condition,” said the i calmly. * Some of you ve
heard it played in Study No. 6.”

““Ha, ha, ha!_ We have!”

“ That's mry violin!”" roared Blake. “ You're not going to

sell my violin, you—you burglar! I'll wallop you if you don’t
bhand it over! Sharp, now!"

It was Arthut Augustus D’Arcy’s turn to chuckle.

“ That’s all wight, Blake, deah boy. Take it smiling. You
must pwactise what you pweach, you know, It's all for the
good of the cause, ang'wny. Ha, ha, ha!"

There was a roar of merriment from the crowd. The sale
was_exceeding all their expectations. Levison's cool nerve
in thus taking the promoters of the self-denying scheme at
their word and collaring their property to mif at_auction for
the War Fund seemed to everybody there the richest joke of
tho term—to everybody, that is,” but the owners of tha
property, They were g_v no means prepared to see their
principles ecarried out to this extent. And Dlake liked his
violin, It was an old frienl.

‘“ Gentlemen, what offers for this violin? Those of you who
hg\ig heard it played in Study No. 6 may think it is a rotten
violin—""

 Ha, ha, ba "

! But that's quite a mistake. With a different player it
w‘;ll 9 rippingly. A lot depends on the player, “What
offers 2"

* Ninepence !”” shricked Jameson of the Third,

*One-and-six!"” shouted Curly Gibson,

* You're not selling my violin I"" bellowed Blake.
don’t hand it over I'll come over the table to you.”

“Order!” shouted the juniors.
sale!”

** Wemembah your pwomise, Blake, deuh boy.”

“ Go shead, auctioneer !"

*“ One-and-six I 'am offered for this ripping violin,” said
Levison coolly. “I put it to you, gentlemen, this violin is
worth more than one-and-six. I appeal specially to membors
of the Fourth Form. It is worth something to get it out of
the Fourth Form passage.”

*“ Hear, hear I"'

“My hat! I—-I-T'll slaughter him!" gasped Blake.
D'Arcy and Herrics and Dighy were holding ﬁim back from
scrambling across the big tabli at the auctioneer. ** Leggo,
you fatheads! Leggo, 1 tell you!"”

“ Weally, Blake—""

““ Play the game!" said Herries: * You can’t g®back on
your own word! We're in for it now, and we can’t eat our
words in publie, Bluke. Think of the prestige of the study,”

“Two bob!" ecalled out Kerruish,

“Two bob I am offered—""

Kildare of the Sixth pushed his way through the laughing
juniors. - Room was made st once for the captain_of St. Jim's,

‘““ Hold on!” said Kildare. ** Don't carry a joke too far,
Levison. You can't sell Blake's property wit}:oun Blake's
pernussion.”’

‘ Blake has already given permission,” said Levison.

“I haven't!" roare ake.

I say you have! Yon endorsed D'Aroy’s remarks on tha
subject. Nobody has a right to hold back anything at a
time like this. You were fast enough to collar my postal
order—all T had. T put it to the fellows: I gave all I had,
and I'm left stony. Mellish sold his pocket-knife. Isn’t
Blake called npon to keep to his word?"

* Hear, hear !""

* Play the game, Blake!"

Jack Blake calmed himsclf with a great effort. He realised
that it was a new example of Levison's cunning and pecnliar
sense of humour in thus turning the words of the unfortunate
chums against themselyes, But undoubtedly they were fairly
caught, They were in a cleft-stick. The chums had meant
all they said about self-denial and making sacrifices, but they
had not anticipated its being taken in hand by a third party
and pushed to this awful extreme. 8till, there was no way of
getting out of it without eating their own words. Blake gave
a curt nod.

:'il;i]e in !"dh? said, with ar;helfor{:. -

ou needn't consent to the sale if you don't want
Blake,” said Kildare. 2 2

*“ Oh, that's all right! Nobody shall say that I don't play
the game and keep my word I growled Blake. * T consent !

Kildare laughed. = The salo proceeded cheerfully; but
musical instruments were not in much demand, and the
violin was knocked down for four shillings to a Fourth-
Former. Blake drew comfort from that fact, as he would
undoubtedly be able to repurchase the violin from the pur-
chaser later on when he was in funds once more. If the
h'lddmlg had gone up to its value that would have been a more
difficult matter.

** Lot No, 3!" rapped out Levison.
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All eyes were eagerly turned on the auctioneer to see what
Lot No, 3 might be, The juniors guessed now what Levison's
little game was, and l"j not expect to.see any of the
uuctioneer’s own property among the hots. - And they were
right. Lot No. § proved to be a cornet. “There was only
one cornet in the School Honse. and it was casily recognised
rq)dtho instrument with which Herries sometimes made night
rideous. 4

* Gentlemen, what offers for this handsome cornet—'"

“ My cornet ! spluttered Herries.

*“ Handsome cornet, with check action, back-pedal brake,
and ball bearings complete.””

“ Ha, ha, L

“ Sure, T'll give a bob, if only to keep Herries from playing
it any more, bedad !” said Reilly. Reilly of the Fourth had
the study next to Herries, and he knew that cornet.

“ Look here——"" roared Herries,

* Shush I' .

“ Don’t interrupt the sale!”

“ Play the game, Study No. 6’

* Herries trembled with rage and consternation. But Blake
and D’Arcy and Digby gathered round him, urging resigna-
tion. There was nothing to be done. D’Arcy’s bat was
gone, and Blake's violin %md followed, and there wasn’t any
reason' why Herries’ cornet shouldn’t be sacrificed to save
the honour of the study. At least, Study No. 6 would be
able to keep their reputation for playing the game, though it
began to look as if they would not be able to keep anything
else.

“ Pway take it calmly, Hewwies, deah boy. Bettah to play
the game than to play the cornet,” was Arthur Augustus’s
consolation, > o

“ I'll scalp him4'* muttered Hewwies furiously,

* Gentlemen, I am offered a bob for this formidable—I
miean, thig valuable cornet. I put it to you that this cornet
cannot go at a-mere bob. Now, gentlemen, I am waiting for
your bids. Rémember the noble cause——""
 Half-a-crown 1"’ from Kangarco,

* Three bob 1"

“ And siernce i -

* Three shillings and sixpence I am offered for this awful—
I mean; this admirable cornet, formerly the property of
George Herries, and nob'y devoted to the War Fund, Going
—going—going to Ray for three-and-six !+ Kindly step up and
pay the assistant, Ray.”"

*“ Hold on, though!” said Ray. “ Does Herrics agree?™

*Yes!” gasped Herries. -

He could hardly find his voice. That cornet was the apple
of his eye. It came only second to Towser in his affections.

“ ¥You can have it back next week at the same figure, old
chap!” said Ray, laughing. “I don't suppose I shall hurt it
practisi Here are tho lets.”

“Lot No. 4!” said the auctioneer, amid loud laughter.
There was & loud blast upon the cornet—Ray was already try-
ing his now purchase. * Order! Gentlemen are not allowed
to play their purchases in the saleroom. Lot No, 4, a hand-
ussia-leather letter-case, with the initials R.A.D. on
the back— b

“ My letter-case "’ howled Digby.

“ Ha, ha, ha ]’

““Where are the things that were in it?"
roared Digby, with almost a homicidal
glare at.the cheerful auctioneer.

* They're” safe,”” said Levison. *““I put
them in the waste-paper basket in your
study for safety. Gentlemen, what offers
for a Russia-leather letter-case—""

“Oh, you rotter!” groaned Digby.

He made no further protest; he realised
that he had to share the fate of his
chums.

‘“ Eighteenpence !I"*

“Two bob!”

** Three bob ! 5

“ Three bob I am offered. Gentlemen,
what bids? ~ Remember, this is Russia-
leather—and Russia is our ally in the war
against German barbarism. And there is
an old proverb that there is nothing like
leather. 8o this - letter-case is' doubly
valuable. Did a gentleman say four bob?”

“¥Yes,” said Tom , Merry, laughing.
L F(&ll’ bob 1" a3 i

* Going, going, going—gone for four boh,
to Tom Merry of the Shell !

And Tom Merry paid up, then took the
letter-case, which he promptly slipped into
poor Dig’s hand.

* Bettle up later,”” murmured Tom. And
Dig gave him a grateful glance,
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““Let's see Lot No, 5! shouted Gore. ‘*Buek up with Lot
0. 51"

Lot No. 5 turned out to bo a match foutball. Nobgdy
wus-surprised to see that it was Jack Blake’s footer. They
knew what to expect now. The crowd grinned joyously at

expression on Blake's face. Bui the owner of Lim footar
raised no objection. He knew that he had to grin and bear
it; theugh-He mentally promised Levison all sorts of things
after the sale.
. The footer fetched quite a good-price. footers Eeip: nuch
in demand just then. Lot No. 6 proved to be a new silk hat,
and there was a shout of laughter when D'Arey gasped faintly
that it was his newest Sunday topper.
he saleroom was in a ripple of merriment now, as
Levison’s scheme was fully understood. While the crowd had
béen waiting there, Levison and Mellish had evidently been
cking in tﬁc big trunk all the movable property they could
lay hands on belonging to Blake & Co., and lgﬂn the vie-
timised juniors had helped them to carry it to the auction.
All the l‘uts so far belonged to Study No 6, and it was pretty
cortain that the rest of the things in the trunk were their
red with laughter, and wondered

how long they would stand it.

The Terriblo Threo were sympathetic towards the unfortu-
nate propounders of the self-denial scheme, but they could
not help laughing. After all, Study No. 6 were only being
taken at their word. Tt was just like Levison, to play »
monkeyish trick of this sort; but there was no finding
fault with his action. Study No. 6 were there to stop the
sale if thoy liked. Only they couldn’t—being bound by their
own programme, of self-denial, which certainly they had
urged on other fellows without merey.

Blake & Co. looked at one another with sickly looks.

“We're in for it,”” said Blake. **We've §o(: to grin and
bear it. Anyway, they sha'’t say that Stus i No. 6 wasn't
a8 good as its word! We—we didn't expect this—but—we're
playing the game!”

‘“ Yaas, wathah!?

D’Arcy’s silk topper passed from hand to hand. It was a
roally handsome topper, with the very latest thing in brims;-
but the juniors wanted to try the fit before they bid. It was
finally secured by Gibbons for half-a-crown. And it had cost
the noble scion of the house of D'Arcy twenty-seven-dnd-six |

“Never mind,”” murmured Arthur Augustus heroically,
“ we're keepin’ up the pwestige of Studay Ne. 6, and—and
it's all for the good of the cause!”

“ Br-r-r-r-r!” murmured Blake.

And the sale proceeded amid great hilarity, shared in Ly
all but the chums of the vietimised study.

CHAPTER 10.
Very Satisfactory.
“ EN_'I‘I;’EMEN, what offers for this handsome diamond-
in

. Arthur Augustus jumped as if he had received an
electric shock. The pin flashed and sparkled as Levison held
it up to the light, and there was a general
exclamation of admiration. Arthur Augustus
turned almost green.

“Hang it! This is going too far!"”
exclaimed Kildare. * ¥You had better give
that pin back to D’Arcy at once, Levison.™

Levison looked at Arthur Augustus with
his mocking grin,

“Does D'Arcy object to the sald?”’ he
demanded.

The swell of St. Jim's raised his head
proudly. It was “ up to him,” and Arthur
Augustus was not found wanting.

“Certainly not ! he exr.‘!aimeg.

* Bravo, Gussy 1"

* Go it, suctioneer I"

**This handsome diamond-pin, formerly
the property¥of the Honourable Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy, especially valuable on
account of iti:all;istocratxc associations—"*

o

a, ba, .

““What offers for this diamond-pin—the
diamond guaranteed genuine, It is well
known that the Honourable Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy would wear nothing else.”

“Five bob!” from Mannere with the
object of saving the pin for its unfortunate
Ppossessor.

*“Ten!” canfe from Cutts, of the Fifth.

“ Fifteen !” said Kildare, joining in the
bidding for the first. time, with the same
amiable object as Manners.
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towards them. ‘ Help me up, Figgins!" he gasped.
animal sarcered up th i

eyes, blinding him fo
L i i

| The sight of thg two juniors on the wall brought ne‘\[h' hoj'!iuto alr. Ratcliff’s breast, He rushed desperately i
canwhile,

¢ Scottish junior flung the cont‘ deftly.

he moment. (.

err tore off his jacket, and as the maddened
It caught on the horns, and smothered the bull's
Chapter 14.)

“Quid ! said Cutts coolly.

“ Only. cash is accepted,” said the auctioneer warningly.
“ Gentlemen bidding rccklm}F are reminded that I O U’s
are N.G.” e

Thers was a laugh. A goowy of the fellows knew that
Cutts of the Fifth had been ™ o the rocks™ lately.

Cutts was evidently in funds again; the dandy of the Fifth >

was seldom out of them for long.

““Twenty shillings I am offered,” said the auctioneer,
# One quid for this gorgeous diamond-pin, presented by a
member of the aristocracy to a member of the aristocracy.
Any advance on one quid? Going—going——""

“ Twenty-five bob!"” said Tresham of the Fifth.

“ Twenty-six I”" said Kildare. 3

“ Thirty I'* rapped out Cutts,

** Thirty-five "’ ‘exclaimed Crooke of the Shell. And Crooke
opened a purse and showed a little wad of one-pound notcs,

Crooke had often envied that handsome dinmond-pin in the
tie of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, and he could afford to buy
it. And he meant to outbid the dandy of the Fifth, if he
conld—if only for the eclat of doing so.

** Bravo, Crooke!|” shouted the Lower School, delighted ta
see a junior bidding against Cutts of the Fifth. * Go it!”

“Two pounds!” said Cutts angrily.

Manners had dropped out long ago, and Kildare had fol-
lowed suit, Kildare hadn't sovereigns to expend like Cutta
and Crooke, It was left to the Shei’f fellow and the dandy of
the Fifth to earry on the bidding.

““ Two-five!” said Crooke.

“ Two-ten 1"

# Two-fifteen 1"

‘“ Three!”

There was great oxcitement now. The bidding was high,
much higher than it had been previously. But as the pin

% GEM Lierary.—No. 384.
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was worth ten pounds, the bidders were not in danger of
losing their money. There were shouts of encouragement to
Crocke of the Shell to ** Go it!”

*“ Three quids I am offered,” sang out Levison, rapping
with the hammer—* three quids for this splendiferous
diamond-pin.”

“* Three-ten ! said Crooke.

** Hurrah !"

“Four!" snapped Cutts, with a glare of wrath at Crooke,
He wanted that pin, but he did not want to run into pounds.

** Guineas I"" said Crooke.

“ Gentlemen, I am offered four guineas for this splendacioua
pin, worn by a member of the aristocracy, presented to him by
a member of the House of Lords. Any advance on four
guineas?”

“ Five!" rapped out Cutts.

“Go it, Crooke!”

Crooke shook his head. He was done.

“Going at five guineas!" said the auctioneer. ** Any
advance on five guineas for this amazing diamond-pin?
Going, going, going, gone!"—rap—" gone to Cutts of the
Fifth for five guineas! Pay the assistant, please!” ,

Cutts laid five one-pound notes and five shillings on the
table. The pin was handed over by the auctioneer, followed
with a mournful eye by Arthur Augustus D'Arey.  Cutts
coolly thrust the pin into his tie, and walked away with
'Tresham and Gilmore. He had cleared a good five pounds
by the transaction, and he was satisfied. Arthur Augustus
seemed. to gulp something down.

“ Buck up, old chap!” murmured Blake. “All for the
good of the giddy cause!”

“VYa-a-a-as!'"

*“ Noxt lot!” said the auctioneer briskly, and Blake's foot-
ball-boots came into view. The football-boots Went very
quickly, being almost new. Dig’s, which followed, were not
new, and they were knocked down for a mere song. Lots
followed thick and fast now, and Blake's fountain-pen fol-
lowed D'Arcy’s, and Dig’s alarm-clock succeeded to Herries™
slog-whip. {’he chums of Study No. 6 bore it with Spartan
fortitude.. With an elaborate air of unconcern they watched
the gress of the sale, and handed over the purchased
articles to tho purchasers,

The trunk was empty at last, and the coffee-pot was simply
fowing with cash.” But the auctioncer was not quite finished.

“Now you can cawwy my twunk to the box-woom, you
wottah ' said Arthur Augustus.

Levison did not seem to hear.

“ Gentlemen, last lot! What offers? A very handsome and
strong leather-bound trunk, suitable for week-enders or
travellers to the North Pole. Warranted not made in
Germany——""

** Ha, ha, ha!” 5

“ Bai Jove! My twunk——"" 1

“ Half-a-quid I"' shouted Gore. Gore wanted a trunk.

“Bai Jove! It cost seven guineas!"

“ One pound—"" .

“ One pound ten—-

“Two quid !" shouted Gore. 5

“ Going for two quid! This stunuing frunk! Going—
going—gone ! Pay up, please I d

Gore paid up. The sale was over, and, with many chuackles,
the crowd dispersed. The purchasers carried their purchases
away with them, Gore being in some difficulty about his.

hen Levison, with a bland smile, approached the chums of
Study No. 6 with a coffee-pot nearly full of money.

“ Jolly successful sale!” he remarked affably. “ Let's
count it oui in publie, please. No deception, ladies and
gentlemen I

* You—you—you---—"" :

“ This was simply a stunning idea of yours, you chaps,”™
went on Levison. “ If you Ehulf fellows are on the self-deny-
inf dodge to the same extent, I don’t mind holding another
sale to-morrow——""

** Pleased I" chuckled Mellish.

“ Let me catch you shifting anything in my study, that's
all!” said Monty Lowther wrathfully. *“ I'll shift some of
your features if I do!"”

** But the noble cause-—'"

* Br-r-r-rrr !’

‘“ Well, here's the tin,” said Levison, pouring the coffes-
pot out on the table and counting his gains. ** Ten—fifteen—
sixteen pounds—fifteen shillings and sixpence. Sixteen

fteen-and-six for the fund. I really think I've done very
well, Where's your biscuit-tin, D!Arcy 7"

Arthur Augustus had brought the biscuit-tin ready for tho
cash,  little dreaming how the cash was ta be raised. He
held it out, and Levison slid the money into it.

“If I can help you in this way agamn, don't forget to call
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En me," said Levison blandly. ‘“ Always pleased to help you.
'a-ta 1"

And Levison walked away with Mellish, chuckling.

Blake made a movement, and then stopped. Study No. 6
had gone through it with great fortitude, and he would not
spoil the effect by taking vengeance upon the amateur
auctioneer.

“ Well, it's very satisfactory in one way,” remarked Tom
Merry. I must say it's rather rough on you chaps, but it's
a good thing for the fund,”

" Yaas, wathah! Gentlemen, it's all wight. I wegard the
wesult as vewy satisfactowy |” said Arthur Augustus firmly.
And he marched off with the biscuit-tin.

From a financial point of view the result undoubtedly was
satisfactory. But it was noted that evening, for some reason
or other, the chums of Study No. 6 did not wear wholly
satisfied expressions,

CHAPTER 11,
Well Advertised.
OM MERRY found a parcel waiting for him when the
Shell came out of the Form-room the next morning.
It was from the printer’s in Rylcombe.

“Hallo! A new number of the * Weekly ' 2" exclaimed
Blake, as he caught sight of the Terrible Three with the
parcel.  * You haven't told us about it—""

“ "Tain't the * Weekly,” " said Tom Merry. * Blow ths
‘Weekly 't No time for the * Weekly' in thése days!”

" Then‘”whm the dickens are you having from the

“ Posters!" repeated Blake.

“ Certainly! Posters to advertise our new scheme for
raising money for the War Fund,” said Tom Merry calmly.
* More ways of killing a cat than choking it with cream, you
know ; and more ways of raising cash than selling up the
happy home at tions.

** Ha, ba,

** Ob, cheese said Blake rather crossly. |

The auction was still a sore subject with Study No. 6.
Indeed, Levison had been discovered that morning caressing
a swollen nose, and the fellows attributed it to his skill and
success as an auctioneer,

Tom Merry unrolled the contents of the parcel. There wero
a dozen large bills, printed in big type, in red and blue, and
exceedingly striking in appearance, There was no doubb
that they would catch the eye when they were posted up
about the school.
one up in the Form-room passage.. A crowd of juniors
gathered round it at once.

Kildare and Darrel of the Sixth came along the passage,
and pauscd at the sight of the poster and the crowd reading
it. The Terrible Three were gone—with the rest of the bills
—and were busily engaged in their new profession of. bill-
posters, Kildare uttered an exclamation at the sight of the
poster on the wall:

* What the deuce—-""

The grinning juniors made way for the great men of the
Sixth. ~ Kildare and Darrel stared blankly at the striking
announcement in red and blue:

“ NOTICE!
“ RAMBLERS' FOOTBALL GROUND, RYLCOMBE.

GREAT MATCH IN AID OF THE
ST. JIM'S WAR FUND!

=
B

First Eleven v. Junior Eleven.

On Saturday afterncon this Great Match will be played
between the St. Jim's First Eleven, Captain FErie Kildare,
and the Junior Eleven, Ceptain Tom Merry.

Admission to Enclosure, 3d.
All Gate-Money to be handed, without deduction, to the
St. Jim's War Fund.

ROLL UP!

All Patriotic Saints are requested to Rally Round and support
the Good Cause !
(Signed) Tox Mgergr.”

“ Well, oy hat !" said Darrel.
Kildare compressed his lips. >
“ The young ass! The cheeky young rascal! I've told him

e ARt “ CHUCKLES, "

Tom Merry immediately proceeded to put
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plainly enough that it’s impossible. By Jove, I'li lick him
for this!" = *
“ You're going to play, Kildare 7" exclaimed Blake.
“No!” growled Kildare, v
“ For the sake of the War Fund—""
E Weaity i lled to put ide
! Weally, Kildare, you are called upon to put your pw
& in your pgc,ker, for theyﬁuke of the War Fund. Think of the
~ gate-money—-"
“ Brrrrr ! 7
“ Considah the good of the cause, deah boy. Think _ng
bwave Tommy Atkins wollin’ in mud and bloed in the wagin
field of battle—" L s
- “Dry up!” snapped Kildare, * Take that bill down,
% Blake I
i Blake did not move. It was a very unusual thing for the
popular captain of St. Jim's to have his orders disregarded.
But it had happencd now. Kildare stared at Blake, hardly
able to believe his eyes.
““ Do you hear me?' he thundered.
“ Yes, 1 hear you,” said Blake.
Z ““ Then do gs ¥ tell you!” . Yint
1 Fhe chief-of Study No. 6 shook his head.
“ Can't!” he said.
“ That's wight, Blake. Back up, old boy !"" :
“ Do you want me to lick you, Blake 7" !
““You can lick me if you like, Kildgre, old chap,” said
Blake resignedly, * but I'm not taking that bill down. It's
up to you to play in the match, Call yoursell an Irishman,
and not be patriotic? Bow-wow I” 3
Kildare coloured. His patriotism was quite up to the mark,
but to take his great eleven out to play a team of fags was
a little too much, He did not quite see that. But he did not
lick Blake. He jerked the ball d rom the wall, crumpled
it, threw it into n corner, and w: away with Darrel. As
the two seniors loft the School House Jack Blake picked up
the poster, smoothed it out, and.pinned it on the wall again.
The captain of St. Jim’s looked decidedly wrathy as he
strolled out with Darrel. The latter had a very thoughtful

expression,
., “The check!” growled Kildare. *The nerve! Tom
k. © Merry wants a licking badly,” .
i * After all, it wouil bring & erowd, I dare say,” Darrel
remarked,

“ 1 dare say it would.” x
“ All the other fellows would go, and pay for admission,
and a many of the village people and other folk,” said
Darrel. ‘* Quite 'a little sum might be raised. The fund ise
jolllg_ lg:od thing, Kildare.” :
- Kildare 7 it
= %1 know that. Of course I'd do anything I could. Bui to
take out the First Eleven and play those silly fags with a
big crowd looking on—hang it all, Darrel, we can’t make
ourselves look such asses!” 3

““ Well, it would be rather infra dig.,” said Darrel, with .

a smile. ** But—

; “ Hallo ! What's that D" 3 33
Kildare halted, with gathering wrath in his looks. ** That ™
3 was another poster, a replica of the first, pinned to a tree in

‘the quadrangle, blazing with red and blue. Darrel smiled,
and Kildare frowned darkly. ;
“ They're pesting them up all over the school,” said

Darrel, with a gesture towards another poster on the wall of

e g ium which was being read and commented upon
; by a crowd of fellows. !

“ By Jove, I'll whop them!” growled Kildare. “ Hallo,
23 Monteith—"" x

Monteith of the Sixth, the head prefect of the New House,
came striding towards them, with a somewhat cxcited face.

“Ts that true?” he exclaimed.

“1s what true?’ x

““There's o poster stuck up in the New House, same as
that,” =aid Monteith, with a nod towards the poster on the
tree. *‘ Is it true that we're playing the fags?”

“ No, it isn't."”

* Then the sooner yom stop that checky fag the better,”
said Monteith. *“Tt's signed Tom Merry, so I suppose he's
at the bottom of it. We can’t make such asses of ourselves,

3 fund or no fund.”
% 13 kno\v"we can't,” said Kildare. “T'll see Tom Merry

at ol
“There he is," said Monteith. ‘* Sticking up a poster on
”

the gate.

The Sixth-Formers bore down on Tom Merry. The hero
of the Shell was pinning a poster on the gute in a prominent
position. He turned away as he finished, and found himself
fuce to face with the wrathful captain of 8t. Jim’y But he
did not “cut.” He faced Kildare with quiet confidence.

** What does that mean, Merry?’ demanded the St. Jim's
captain, pointing: to the hill
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* That? That’s the announcement of the footer match on
Suturday,” said Tom cheerily.

“ I've told you it’s not g to take place.”

“We depend on you ging your mind, Kildare. You
can't possibly refuse to back up the War Fund, for the honour
of Ireland.” *

* You checky young ass!” said Kildare, “I tell you we
can't let ourselves down in public by p]u‘ying a Iug eleven,”

*Oh, we'll give you a good game!” said Tom Merry.
*“ Besides, what does that matter? Even if we ain’t up to
your form, it’s for the sake of the cause. I suppose you're
thinking about the dignity of the Sixth. Well, blow the
dignity of the Sixth.”

“* What !’ ejaculated Kildare.

** Blow the dignity of the Sixth!” repeated Tom Merry.
“ What the dickens does the dignity of the Sixth matter nt
a time like this? Why, nothing matters at all, excepting
helping to back up fellows at the front. Nothing else is of
the slightest ir:({:urtance.“

Kildare stared ut him. As a matter of fact, Tom Merry’s
words found an ceho in his own heart. It was quite truc—
that was really she only matter of impo ce—for everybody
to work to the utmost in his power to back np the brave
fellows in-the field, Darrel nodded assent involuntarily; and
even $lonteith looked impressed,

*“ Yes, that's so,” said Kildare, after & long pause. ** But
if it were anything else——"" . 7
. ““The less you like it, the more it's your duty to do it, if
it helps the good cause,” said Tom Merry.,

** Look here, T don't want you to teach me my duty,”
Kildare. ““Take that poster down.”

“ 1 ean’t !

“ Why, -Fl—Dil—"
carried under his arm.

*Go shead!™ said Tom. “You can lick me, Kildare, hut
you can’t make me act against my conscience.” .

** Your—your conscience I’ ejaculated Kildare.

“¥es. I'm doing right,” said Tonr decidedly.
ahead; I can stand a licking "

Cildare slipped the ashplant under his arm again.
“ Cut off, you young rascal "’ he said.

“ Right-hol T hope you'll think it over betwoen now and
Saturday, and decide to play. We shall raise quite a lot fer
the War Fund—"

“ Cut off 1" roared Kildare.

And Tom Merry cheerfully cut off.

said

Kildare grasped the- ashplant he

G

CHAPTER 12
Kildare Gives In.

R. RAILTON, the Housemaster of the School House,
met Kildare as the latter came in, with a somewhat
moody brow. The Housemaster was smiling.

““ Quite a new idea this, Kildare," he remarked.

“ What is, sir?” asked Kildare, starting.

“T1 was referring to the announcement of the fooiball
match, which I have just read,” said Mr. Railton.  ‘“T think
it quite probable that a good sum will be raited in gate-
money, and I think you are doing very well, Kildare, in
arranging this match.”

“I—1 havén't arranged it, sir!” said Kildare, taken aback.

“Tom Merry’s idea, then, I suppose?” said Mr Railton,
laughing. **Well, I am glad you have fallen in with it—a
very good idea indeed!”

And the Housemaster passed on before Kildare could reply.

Kildare grunted as he went into the house. Mr. Railton
evidently took the announcement seriously, and did not see
any harm in it. But Kildare was fecling very sore. Such a
match d be simply farcieal. 3

The i eleven were a good team, for their age and size,
a very team. But, of couvse, they would not be able
to bold the mighty men of the Sixth for a minute. Tt woukl
be like a team of Goliaths playing eleven Davids. Defeat
was not possible; but & victory would be ridiculouns against
such oppenents. The whole thing would be ridiculous—big,
tremendous rl.a;.-uru like Kildare and Darrel opposing mere
“kids " in the Fourth and the Shell.

The First Eleven was the apple of his eye, and Kildare was
not disposed to make it look ridiculous if he could help it.

But he was in a difficult position. TPhere was no doubt
that the match would bring m a good sum of gate-money:
Tur the first place, nearly every fellow at St. Jim's would come,
and three hundred threepences would mount up.® Then the
village folk would flock in, and people from %Vlyland and
Abbotsford, quite a crowd. The First Eleven was well
known ; and, besides, the fact that all the gate-money was to
go to the War Fund would attract everybody who could come.

Certainly it was no time
54.

The takings might be very large,
£ Geym Lisrany.—No, 3
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to allow questions of personal dignity to interfere with raising
money for the benefit of the troops. Kildare began to feel
that he couldn’t get out of that match—that St Jim's expected
it of him,

But it was extremely irritating. Anything nlse he would
have Leen glad to do, but that was too * thick.”

He felt himself in a cleft-stick. He frowned as he passad
the_poster in the passa There was a new line ,lddcd to
it, m the elegant handwriting of Arthur Augustus oy ¢

S.—England expects e\eu nan to do his d

!u!dme read the line, and walked on, irowning. He went
into_his study, and uttered an exclamation of annoyance,
Staring him in the face was a red-and-blue poster, pmn(‘d
up the wall of his own study.

“%‘he oheeky rascals?’! ejaculated Kildare.

He jerked the poster down and tossed it out of the window.
There was a chuckle outside, and he glanced out, and saw
scveral juniors: with the poster. They were sLmng it up
on the wall outside his window.

“* Clear off 1" rapped out Kildare.

The juniors laughed and cleared off, leaving the poster
there. It was out of Kildarc’s reach from the window, so
he had to leave it there. The captain of St. Jims threw
himself into his armchair to think it over. Dafrel and
Rushden came into the study., They loaknd as if they did
not quite know whether to frown or to laug

“ We seem to be in for it,”" said Rushden, hnndmg Kildare
the later number of the © Rylcombe Gazette.” * Look at
thu [

Kildare looked at it and growled. Tt was a displayed adver-
tisement of the forthcoming football inatcir on the Ramblers'
ground at Ryleombe, w:tg an- exhortation to all patriotin
citizens to roll up and see thc match and swell the War

n

“ And I hear the posters e ot all over Rylcombe and
Wayland," said Rushden. * Blake’s just come in on his bike,
and he says so."

*“There’ll be a crowd there to see the match, whether it
comes off or not,?" remarked Darrel. ““If these young rascals
take the nnt(-mnnbg and there’s no match; they'll find them-
selves in trouble.”

“They can hand ‘back the gate-money,"” said Kildare.

**Yes; but I say, Kildare, it will look pretty rotten for
us. Eversbody will know that a good sum might have been
raised for the War Fund if we hadn't rofuseﬁ to piay the

match,” said Darrel uneasily.

And Rushden nodded solemnly. :

* But we can’t meke ourselves look such asses!” exclaimed
Kildare. “Tt's all right for those cheeky fags. They can
talk about having played the First Eleven. But what about
us? T1f's ridiculous—— Hallo, Mulvaney "

Mulvaney nf the Sixth came in, Ila was grinning. -

‘ Eaith, we're in for it, Kildare!” he remarked.  *‘ The
fags have beaten us. T}le Head has just congratulated me!”

% “']l t for?” dcmnnded Kildare.

‘“For this idea of playing a mateh; and raising tin for the
War Fund"‘ chuckled Mui\anov major. *Took the wind
out of my sails, bedad!

Y You told him we weren't playing?

Mulvaney major shook his head.

““No jolly fear! I couldn't under the cires. You can
tell him lf you like. Afther all, my dear boy, it's only
pathriotic.”

% We shall look a set of duffers, playing those kids!" ex-
claimed the exasperated Kildare.

Mulvaney grinned.

“Sure and I've got an idea about that entlrelv ied
remarked. *“I've been thinking it out. What ye're afraid
of is mnkmg the First Eleven look ridiculous playing the
fags, isn't it?"

““That's it!"" growled Kildare:

“ Well, honey, suppose I could suggest a way of putting the
boot on the other foot,” said Muimn;v “ Muaking the fags
look ridiculous instead of us—what?"

‘“That can’t be done.”

““Bure, and it can, and aisy, too.
tlmu we don’t take them sayriously,”

*“and we can do that as casy as fallin’

“How?" said Kildare doubtfully.
.nll rlght of course. Bute—""

ind me ye're ears, as they say in Simkeapeure
Mulvaney major.
i nd Mulmney major proceeded to eaplaan, mth his eyea

P

'l’h' ve only got to show
cxplu.med Mulvaney,
in a ditch.”

* That would make it

said

nein;

Rl]dar: and Darrel and Rushden listened in surprise at
first to the extraordinary suggestion propounded by Mulvaney
major,

Then there was a roar of laughter in the study.
“Oh, my hat!” sjagulated, Kildaro. ™ Ha, ha, hal T
Tue Gesm Lisrary.—Na.
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rather think Mulvaney's hit it. The young sweeps will be
sorry-they spoke, I'm thinking !

“Good idea—what?" grlanr.u;l Mulvaney.

“Topping ! said Darrel, laughing

A [‘lrst-cbop 1" chuckled Rushden.
Kildare "

““Ha, ha, ha! Yes.'"

Kildare rose and humcr] into the passage,
poster was stjll attracting a crowd.

The fellows made way for Klldure, who took out his

encil. Underneath Tom Merry's signature, Kildare signed

is own. There fras a cheer from- the juniors.

“ Bravo, Kildare!”

“ Bai Jove‘ You're pla}u

*Certainly,” said Kildare.
study, wheuce sounds of loud laughter
proceed,

Arthur Augustus D’ Arcy rushed away in search of Tom
Merry, with the good news. He found the captain of the
Jjunior eleven sticking up the last of the posters in the gym.

- }f}” all wight, deah boy!” gasped D'Arcy.

e

B You'll play "em now,

where the

deah boy 7"
And he went back to his
were heard - to

“ Kildare's plsrm He signed his name on the Tmsi:ah

[ s ull w;ﬁh! He says he's goin' to play the match
Turr

Tom Merry was elated. He had nxpected Kildare to
surrender, but he "had hardly expected it so soon as this.

“Wippin', isn't it, deali boy?” said Arthur Augustus
iubnlnnti “ Kildare is weally a bwick. He was laughin®
ike an;,t in' when he signed his name on the postah.”

h? What was he%nughmg at?" asked Tom Merry -
suupmoualv.

““Waeally, T didn't ask him, deah boy. But it's all wlght.

1 don't see quite what there was to laugh a

*“ Nevah mind that, deah boy. He's playin’, and that's
the point.”

Certainly that was the point, In a quarter of an hour all
St. Jim's knew that Kildare had agreed to play the First
Eleven against the junior team in the War Fund match, and
all the juniors rejoiced.

sy

CHAPTER 13.
Mr, Ratcliff Does Not See It.

_]F IGGINS & CO. looked glum.

Matters had not been going well with the chuwms oF f
the New House. =

The rival War Fund had been started, and the jam-jar in
the New House contained a good many contributions. “But
Figgins & Co. had to admit that, so far, they hadn’t an
nnrﬁ:iy chance of getting anywhere near the School Housa
total. ~ The School House being nearly twice the size of the
New House, there were more contributions there. And then
the auction sale had raised quite a large sum. And now the
footer match, fixed up by Tom Merry, was likely to turn in
a good sum 1n gate- moneg

The jam-jar, in point of fact, was not likely to be *in it
with the biscuit-tin ower the way!

Figgins & Co. had debated all sorts of methods of swelling
the fund. They had cut down supplies in their own study—
and Fatty Wynn's remittances, usually expended in the
tuckshop, had been remorsely transferred to the jam-jar.
Fatty Wynn bore it like a hero, though with inward groans.

“ But ‘what we want is a whacking good sum,” -said
Figgins. *“We want to make a raise—a. roal raise ! 'I'here s
only one thing I can think of—and that’s trying Ratty !

= Rntty" * said the Co. dubiousl

“ Ratty ' was an abbreviation ngthe name of their House-
master, Mr. Rateliff. As Mr. Ratcliff was well known to
be extremely sparing with his money, the Co. did not lsok
upon Figgins's suggestion as hopeful.

* Why nul"" argued Figgins. * Railton, over the way,
has sent a 5 cheque to a fund, so he can't contribute to
Tom Merry's fund. T think he's put five bob in the biscuit-
tin. They're letting him off lightly, because they all know
he sent ten guineas to another fund. Ten guineas is a big
sum. Now, we all know that Ratty is better off than Rail-
ton. He gets a good screw, and he saves money—never

spends anything, and never giyes anything away. Now is
t e time for him to begm

“He jolly well won't, all the same,” said Kerr, with a
shake 0[] the head. “‘Might as well ask Shylock.™

"Well you never know; even Ratty must be patriotic a
bit,” said Figgins. “ After all, if it wasn't for Tomm:
Atkins in the fighting-line, where would Ratty be now?
Where should we all be? I think Ratty onght to sllel] out.”

“He ought,’” said Fatty Wyun, “hut he won't,”

“We haven't asked him."”

“He'll lick us if we do.”

Lo ENNY POPULAR,” “CHUCKLES,”
i very Friday. Evory u%&y. ‘k"
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“The latest and most deadly arm of the
Navy is the submarine. Our picture
shows how these grim sentinels keep
watch by night as well as day over the
sea ; they arc guarding the entrance to
. the Kiel Canal, and are effectually pre-
venting the cowardly Germans from
sending ont their Navy to menace our
shipping.

“Well, as founders of the fund, it's up to us,” s
i y we can squeeze ten guine
him-—and e could afford it q i

err,
“Well, I'm going to ask him,” said Figgins, rising and
taking up the Jam-jar. *“¥ou chaps can come and back me
up if you like.”
“Oh, we'll come ! said Kerr.

j “T don’t mind a licking,
if you don’t.

~—~u__It was in that far from hopeful spirit that the chums of

the New House proceeded to Mr. Ratelifi’s study with the
jam-jar. .

There was no reason why Ratty shouldn’t contribute, if he
wanted to. He was a very well to-do man, of a saving turn;
his very stinginess was a reason why he should have money
to spare. And Figgins had an idea that if it were put very
nicely to Ratty, Ratty might see it in the proper light, and
shell out accordingly. As Figgins arglied, what would
become of Ratty’s bank account if the Germans landed? It
was simply rotten for a man to shelter behind Tommy
Atkins, and refuse to hand out something to help the
cawvse. Which was quite true; only it was doubtful if Mr.
Ratcliff would look at it in that light. Mr. Ratcliff was one
of those gentlemen who prefer to buy their safety cheap.

However, Figgins meant business. He knocked at Mr.
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Rateliff's door, and the snappish voice of the Housemaste#
rapped out, * Come in !

The Co. entered. Mr. Rateliff’s hat was on the table, and
he was putting on his gloves, apparently ready to go out.
He looked frowningly at the juniors, and stared at the
jam-jar. He had heard of that jam-jar.

“If you please, sir—" began Figgins, very respectfully.

‘“What do you want?"”

“We are raising a fund in the New House, sir—

‘“I have heard of it,”” said Mr. Rateliff. *I regard it as
Is that all #”

" murmured Figgin somewhat discouraged.
“ No, sirg that isn’t quite all. Considering what the soldiers
are doing for us, sir, we thought it our duty to do something
for them.”

T
And we ventured to hope, sir, that you—-"
“ Piggins I
Railton sent ten guineas to a fund,
8¢, Vo saw his name in a list in * The
“You may leave my siudy, Figgins.”
“*We thought, sir, that you might like to hand us ten
guineas for our fund, sir,” said Figgins, sticking to his
point.
“Ten guineas!” gasped Mr. Raicliff. *“Is the boy mad?
If Figgins had asked him for his ten toes or fingers, Mr
Tue Geu Linrary.—No. 354,
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Raicliff could hardly have been more horrified at the idea of
parting with them.
“ Yes, sir,  We thought——""

“¥You have no right to think anything of the sort,
Figgins. ke that ridiculous jar away at once, and take
fifty lines.

fOh, sir

“ Now leave my study ! e

“But, sir, surely -you'd liko™o back up the fund,
persisted Figgins, ‘* Everybody will think it looks r
rotten, sir, if you're the only one left out.”

Mr. Ratolift's face was a study. Figgins, in his enthusiasm
for the good cause, was certainly speaking a little more
plainly than was usual from a junior sclmul%ny to a House-
master. Mr. Ratchiff caught up a cane from his table.
out your hand, Figgins!"

Figgins despondently handed the jam-jar to Kere, and held
out his hand. He had come there prepared to hold it out,
in fact, but he had hoped it was to receive something other
than a caning,

Swish—swish !

“Ow, yow!’ 2 2

* Now leave my study!" said Mr. Rateliff, breathing
hard. “And if I hear any more of this nonsense I shall
punish you severely, Figgins.”

Figgins & Co. retreated. Figgins jammed the jar down
on the table in his own study, with a jolt that almost broke
it.  His face was furious. z

“Did you ever hear of such a rotter?” he gasped. *“Two
licks —for asking the beast for a subseription! I—I wish the
Germans had him !’ 1

And Figgins shook a furious fist at the study window, as
he caught sight of the lean figure of Mr. Ratcliff crossing
the guad towards the gates.

Evidently it was N.G. The New House fund would have
to hide its diminished head beside the fund”of the School
House. Figgy’s last hope had failed.

The chums of the New House strolled cut moodily into
the guad, Tiggy rubbing his hands.  They met Arthur
Augustus near the gates.

“How's the fund getting on, deah hoy asked D'Arey,
turning his eyeglass on the Co. *‘Goin’ up by leaps and
bounds—what 5

Oh, you wottah!

Arthur Aungustus struggled with bhis silk hat, which
Figgins had morosely jammed down over his eyes, in
response to bis unfortunate inquizy. Figgins & Co. strolled
out of the gates with moody brows. - 3

-“Nothing doing!" growled Figgins. “it's rotten!
Ratty ought to have played up. We ought to think of some
way of making him play up. He owes our fund ten guineas
‘—‘tl'lﬂt"ﬂ how it stands. How are we going to make him
pay !

 Teho answers how I" grinned Kerr.

The Co. thought it over as they sauntered along. They
were quite convinced on the point that Mr. Rateliff * owed ™'
their fund ten guineas, and that he was a wicked defaulter if
Le didn't pay up. But dunning him was evidently out of the
question. iggins's, palms were still smarting from his
Housemaster's cane.

_ “ Have a sandwich, old chap?’’ said Fatty Wynn comfort-
ingly, as Figgins stopped and leaned against a stone wall
beside the road, decp in moody thought.

* Blow your sandwiches!”” said Figgins crossly.

“Well, they're good!” said Fatty mildly; and he proceeded
to show his belicf in their goodness by demolishing them at a
great rate. * Can’t think anything out on an empty tummy,
¥ou know. Always a good idea to lay a solid foundation.”

‘“Oh, rats!”

Figgins thought it out., but the more he thought the less
hopeful appeared the chance of serewing out the subscription
from Ratty. And there was no other prospect of swelling
the New House War Fund.

In his deep and moody thought. Figgins did not notice a
loud and angry bellowing proceeding from the field on the
other side of the wall.

“ Hallo ! That's old Blount's bull,” said Kerr, * Some asa
crossing the field. He nearly killed a man the other day.
'.{‘h:uic ?ught to be a notice up.”

 Help 1"

1t was a loud yell from the field, and the juniors spun round.
But the stone wall was cight feet high, and they could see
wothing. But they knew tife voice. $

* Ratty "' ejaculated all three together.

* Ratty—and Blount’s bull!" ejaculated Fatty Wynn.
¥ 1It's u giddy judgment !
“ Help!™

Rellow ! 2

‘The juniors forgot their rescntment against Mr. Rateliff.
If the unfortunate Housemaster was in the field with the
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. and beld his hands down to the Hounsemaster.

savage bull, he was in danger,
distance from the wall, made a run and a spring. and caught
the top in his hands and drew himself up. err followed his
example. Fatty Wynn strove to do the same, but he fell
short.. He had considerably more weight to lift.

Figgins and Kerr, looking over the Eigh wall into the field,
bebeld a startling sight. The long, lean figure of Mr. Ratchiff
was in mght,,.-gearmg across the field, and behind him rushed
and bellowed the bull. = Mr. Rateliff’s hat had fallen off,
and the bull had paused to wreak his rage upon it, which
was fortunate for the Hounsemaster. Mr. Ratcliff was not
an athlete, and he had * bellows to mend ** with a vengeance.

““This way, sir!"” yelled Figgins:

CHAPTER 14.
Ratty Dubs Up.
R. RATCLIFF ran blindly on. v
M In his terror he hardly knew whither he was

- going, and he was panting and puffing and gasping,
his scanty locks floating in the wind as he ran. Figgins drew
himself actively on top of the wall, and yelled:

*“ This way! This way!" %

Mr. Ratcliff heard him then, and came loping on towards
the wall. The H ter had been ing the ficld by ths
footpath, without noticing the bull. But the bull had noticed
Mr. Rateliff. Farmer Blount’s bull was accustomed to havin
his ficld all to himself—for very good reasons. Mr, Ratelil
had entered it in ignorance of the animal’s existence, but a
terrific bellow had warned him of the bull's presence, and he
had taken to his heels. Ile was too far from the gate to
reach it, and he bad run to the side of thg field, where he
found himself shut in by a high and impenetrable hedge. He
sweorved off towards the wall which bordered the road, and
there he heard Figgins's weleome voice.

The sight of the two juniors on the well brought new hope
tg Mr. Rateliff’s breast.  Iie rushed desperately towards
them.

* Help me up, Figgins!" he gasped.

Belloyw ! The b
cliff*s silkk hat on one of his horns, and it séemed to ‘irritate
him there. He lashed his tail furiously and roared, and
made another rush for the Housemaster.

Figgins, with his chest on the top of the wall, leaned over

grasped them convulsively. Clinging to Figgins, he mads
frantic efforts to scramble up the wall, finding footheld for
his toes in the mu?-h stones, Kerr toretoff his jacket, with
his eye on the bull.  As the maddened animal careered up,
the Scottish Juniar flung his jacket deftly,iand it caught on
the horns and smothered the bull's eyes, blinding him for the
moment.  With a hoarse bellow the great animal spun round,
[_caﬁing to and fro in the cffort to get rid of the blinding
jacket.

* Lend a hand, Kerr.”

The bull wds occupied for a few moments at least. Kerr
leaned down, and got a grip on one of Mr. Ratelifi’s arms.
With united efforts the two juniors dragged him up, till he
was able to seize hold of the wall with his hands.

He bung there, panting and breathless, wanting the
strength fo drag himself further up.

£ H-h,-gmlp me!" stuttered the terrified man. * The—the

al

“ He's off, sic ! said Figgins.

The bellowing ‘animal was dsshing away across the field,
the rags of the jacket fluttering from his horns and lashing
him to fury. Mr. Rateliff screwed his heagiround, and gave
a gasp of relief as he saw that the bull was fifty yards away.

** Help me up before he comes back, Figgins '

A peculiar expression came over Figgins's face. He closed
one eye to Kerr, and ceased to drag at the heavy House-
master. Kerr looked puzzled. but he fellowed Figgy's lead
loyally. Mr. Ratcliff hung on the wall, with one arm thrown
over it, and the other hand grasping Figgins. He had not
the strength to climb higher, but the two juniors could have
pulled him up. If the bull had returned towards his victim,
they would have done so instantly, of course. But the bull
was carcering about the field, tearing the jacket to shreda.
There was no hiery,

** Figgins, why don't you pull me up?" shricked Mr. Rat-
cliff. * That fearful animal may return at any moment—""

“ Sorry, sir )

* Pull me up instantly, T command you!" h

My hands are smarting, sir,”’ said Figgins respoctfully.
€ Jt's rather hard to get o grip when a chap's hands are
smarting from being caned.” - -~

Mr. Rateliff panted. He wasmuch given to caning juniors,

ERRERS LOCKE, DETECTIVE, ‘tsimmeamsecteninonst * CHUCKLES, " 8-

Figgins retreated a littla

Mr. Ratcliff =
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and he had seldom regretted the infliction of punishment.
But he regretted it then with his whole heart.
T :

—I am sorry I caned you, Figgins,” he stuttered. “1
—I hef you to pull me up. my boy. Pray make an ¢ T
* All right, sir; whc_n I get my second wind,” said Figgins,

* Hang on for a bit, sir, and then we’ll make an effort.”

* But the bull—the bull! Oh dear!”

“ He's not coming yet, sir,” said Kerr encouragingly.

Y He may come at any instant. I shall be q’qiud—killsd!
Oh dear! Pray make an effort, my dear boys! You—you
need not do the lines I gave you!™

Figgins suppressed & grin.  Ratty was climbing down now
with a vengeance. But Figgins was not dorie with him yet.
Figgins's mighty brain was at work,

*“Must rest a bit, sir, before we make an effort,” he said.
“T1 wanted to speak to you again, sir, about a rather im-
portant thing—"" .

“Figgins! At this moment— Oh, T can hear him
coming [ <]

¢ All serene, sir! He's not coming yet.
sir—""

“ Figgins! How dar
hold me!” shrieked
relax his grasp.

“I've got you, sir. That was a near thing, though,!’ said
Figgins. * Sorry 1 can’t pull you up. M E.'mds are smart-
ing, sir. About our fund, sir. If you couﬂl see your way to
paying up that ten guineas—"

** Figgine—""

“1It's for a good cause, sir—a splendid cause—and your
name would appear in the list posted up in the House, and
then we should be able to say that our Housemaster had done
quite as well as the Housemaster over the way, si—""

“ Help me np—""

About our fund,

you—— T—— ©Oh, my goodness,
r. Rateliff, as Figgins seemed to

e i i e e e e .
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“ You are very good, sir. This will Fave a very encourag-
ing effoct upon the follows, and make them subscribe—?"
“ Pull me up !’

“T'U try, sic! T've got my second wind now. Go if,
Kerr 1" .
Bellow! Bellow! Thud! Thud! Trample!

The bull was coming! Apparently Mr. Ratcliff had pro-
mised his subscription only just in time. Figgins and Kerr
exerted themselves, and dragged the Housemaster upon ihe
wall out of reach of the threatening horns. The bull pranced
furiously inside the field, bellowing hoarsely, but robbed of

- his prey. Mr. Ratcliff sprawled across the wall, gasping for
breath, utterly exhausted and terrified.

“ Let's help you down, sir!”

“T-t-thank you, Figgins!

The juniors helped Mr. Ratcliff down into the road, Fatty
Wynn_receiving him, and steadying hine as he landed. On
the other side of the high wall the bull was still raging. But
Mr. Ratcliff was safo now.

He stood panting for breath in the road. Figgins kindly
dusted him down. Then the juniors waited, hardfy knovgng
whether they were going to get that subseription for the War
Fund or the licking of their lives. Ratty had promised; but
they did not wholly trust their Housemaster. Mr. Ratcliff,
when he had recovered his breath, looked at the three serions-
faced and sympathetic juniors in a very peculiar way. To
break his prommse was not easy, but to keep it was hard, But
Mr. Ratcliff realised another thing—that if the juniors told
the story of his undignificd flight and scramble over the wall,
it would become a standing joke in the school. Mr. Ratcliff
did not mind inspiring fear and dislike, but he had a ver
strong objection fo ili?piring ridicule. He was in the hands
of those three solemn-look young rascals, and he knew it.
It helped him to keep his word.
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“ Yes, sir; I'mdholding on——'"?

** Cannot you manage to draw me up on the wall, Figgins?”

nted Mr. Ratcliff. He was making great efforts to pull
hinmelf up, but in vain. But for the grasp of the two juniors,
in fact, he would have slid down the wall to the ground.

Bellow! Bellow! The bull had got rid of the jacket at
last, and was roaring in the middle of the field, glaring rotind
for his enemy. The deep bellow from the savage animal
made Mr, Ratcliff shudder. The perspiration was thick on
his brow. Perhaps the fact that the smart in his hands was
all the keener by his grasp on Mr. Ratcliff made Figgins
more merciless, .

“T—~I shall be gored!” moaned Mr. Ratcliff. *‘Pray
pull me up! Oh dear! This is—is dreadful! ~Figgins, 1
order you—— Oh dear! T am slipping! Hold on—I mean.

I beg of you toexert yourself, Figgins. I—I will think about
your fund! Help me!”

“* We're holding you, sir,” said Figgins.
get my second wand T'll pull you up like anything.

Figgins secmed a long time getting his second wind, and
it dawned upon Mr. Rateliff that Figgins would not get his
second wind until he gotilis. Ratclil]g's promise of a hand-
some_subscription to. the Fund.

“*Figgins! I-T— Ip me! Don’t Tet me slip!
Figgins, I will contribute a guinea—oh, I am falling I—I
mean two guineas—— Hold on, Figgins!” screamed Mr.
Rateliff,

* All serene, sir!"”

The Housemaster panted.

“I—I will give you a cheque for five guincas for your
fund, Figgins, if you succeed in pulling me over this wall!

, I am slipping again! Figgind&Kerr—help! I—I
mean ton guineas !'” shricked Mr. Rateliff.

From that moment Mr. Ratcliff did not slip again.

“ You promise us ten guineas for the War Fund, sir?”
eaid Fig%l;lls cheerily, quite as if that had nothing whatever
to do with_holding on to Mr. Rateliff,

“ Yes, T—I promise I

““ As soon as I
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“ All right now, sir?” asked Kerr.

 Ye-es,” muttered Mr. Rateliff. “ T—T am obliged to you.
And—and I shall be still more obliged to. you if you will—
ahem l—refrain from—from mentioning this incident in the
school. 1t is \rery—wr¥l unfortunate—very—very absurd!
That dreadful animal ought to be slaughtered, and—and 2

** Not a word, sir,” said Figgins, * We shall only say that
_vloulurc subscribing ten guineas to the fund, sir—nothing
else !

“You young—ahem!—yes, exactly, Figgins, I—I wi
give you a—a—a cheque for that sum for the fund when—
when I return.”

“ Thank you so much, sir. T'll go back and put your name

on the list at once, sir,” said the delighted Figgins.

-
A couple of hours later Figgins & Co. might have been
seen—and, in fact, were scen—walking in the guadrangle
of 8t.'Jim’s with exceedingly satisfied and triumphant ex-
pressions on their faces. And Tom Merry & Co. spotting
them, naturally inquired the cause of their elation.
“ Fund geitmg on all right?” asked Blake, with a grin.
& Pllm% up—what?” inquired Tom Merry.
** Oh, fainsh, fairish,” said Figgins negligently. ** What
Jcurroncy notes and cheques, we shall make

with coin and
up a tidy sum.

“ Cheques!” exclaimed the School Hense juniors together.
There were no cheques in the School House collection.

“Oh, yes; a cheque from our Housemaster,” said Figgine
carel‘r&sslly. Rt 2

“ My hat! Ratty has ponied up?” exclaimed Tom Merry, in
amazement. Rzu e i 2 i

** Gammon ! said Lowther.

“ How much?” asked Blake incredulously. .

“ Ten guineas!™

The School House fellows almost fell down.

““Ten gnineas!” gasped Tom Merry. * Why, that's ag
much as Railton sent to the ‘Times” fund. Ratty stood
ten guineas! Oh, come off I
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“Tact!” said Kerr. *“Of course, our Housemaster backs
up-our funds. That’s only to be expected—ahiem! Ta-ta!”

Figgins & 'Co. walked off cheerily. They left Tom
Merry & Co. staring at one another in astonishment.

“Well, this beats the giddy band!” said Blake. “ Fancy
R'\tt_v ponying up ten giddy guineas! It's the unexpected
that always happens. The chap who said that the age of
miracles was past was a frabjous ass!”

Aund the School House juniors agreed that he was!
CHAPTER 15.
Football Extraordinary,
ATURDAY, the day of the great match, was hailed

- with joy bv Tom Merry & Co. The junior eleven

wero in the highest of spirits, Tom Morry had been
serenely certain all along; but the members of the eleven had
had their doubts. . But all doubts had been removed by Kil-
dare’s acceptance of the challenge. After that, it was all
plane sailing,

And the young rascals gleefully reflected that it was not
only a great success for the War Fund, but a triumph for
themselves. They were going to play the First Eleven! That
great and lofty band—as select as the Sacred Band of Thebes
in olden time—had to play the junior clevem! And the cool
and econfident juniors were not without hopes that they might
beat them. But whether they beat them or not, nothing
could alter the fact that they had played them; that was
honour enough for the junior cleven. They would be .xhle to

“remark in a careless sort of wa , when talking footer, *‘ Oh,
yes, I romember the time we play Idare’s lot,”” or ** So-
and-so occurred on the day we played the First Eleven!” It
was a feather in the cap of the junior team, and they knew
it; and rejoiced accordingly. Half the sunmr eleven were
prefectn but they would not be able to ** come the prefect™
over juniors they were ‘meeting in the footer-field. It waa
n great privilege for a Fourth-Form fag to be able to shove
a ]]fl:‘rl?(‘t off the ball, to bump into the captain of the school,
or to yell opprul\ru)ua epithets at some ?ﬂ[tv Sixth-Former
at whose frown he would have trembled—off the footer field.

Curiously enough, the First Eleven appeared very genial
also. They did not seem to mind in the least the-fact that
they were entering into a match which might have been
supposed to fouch their lofty dignity. Most of them were
laughing when they started for the Ramblers’ ground.

It was observed that they were carrying unusually large
bags with their change, and it caused some surprise. - What
the First Eleven wanted those big bags for to carry their
football ** clobber " the juniors could not guess. They knew

tor.
Nearly all St. Jim's walked or rgclcd down to the Ramblers”
ground. A dozen fellows took charge of the gates, and ex-
tracted gate-money from all who entered. Threepence was
the fixed price, but it was announced that all who liked could

y more, and those who were short of “tin'' could pay
}” It was noticeable that a good many paid less, but the
wklnﬁs wera brisk; for besides a huge crowd from St. Jim's,
half Rylcombe had turned up to see the match, and a great
many cauntryfulk came in, and a crowd from the market-
town of Wayland. The enclosure was a good size, but it
was crammed; and a few seats that had been provided at
a shilling a time were all crowded.

Tom Merry & Co. looked over the crowd with great satis-
faction. There was ne doubt that the gate-money on that
historic occasion would swell the War ¥und tremendously.

e dressing-rooms on the Ramblers' ground. were not
palatinl, nor wera the conveniences first class, which, perhaps,
accounted for the very long timo the First Eleven fook to
c'hange Tom Mrrr{et Lo. were in theu- football rig, and
out in the field lon, fore there was any sign of

They kicked the ha.]] about merrily while they waited. They
were in the highest of spirits.” A crowd of fellows from t
Grammar School, headed by Gordon Gay, gave them a rousi
cheer as they appearcd in the field. Tom Merry waved }
hand to them cheerily. He was giad that Gordon Gay & Co.
were there to see the St. Jim's juniors play the mighty men
of the First Eleven,

Grimes was there vulh his whistle to referee: The grocer's
youth looked very natty in his Norfolks. The crowd was very
good-humoured, “but they began to show soms signs of im-
patience when the senior eleven did not npncar

“ Come out!"” shouted Gordon Gay. * Get a move on!"”

. \Vhera are tlm old fogeys?’ shouted “ally of the Third.
“ Wake "enfup!

“* Bai Jove, !hev do seem wathah a long time!" remarked
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. “I wondah what'can be detainin’

“ They—what— My

b H(\re they come!” said Grimes.
‘at!
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Grimes stared in astonishment, 50 did the junior eleven,.
as the First Eleven walked solemnly out into the field.
There was a gasp from the crowd. It was followed by &
yell uf lanvhlvr
{a, ha, ha!”

o Bzu Joye! \‘. hat the dickens
¢ The asses—the* du?fors' What lhc—"
“ My wo!

There was reason for astonishment.  Kildare and his
followers came out into the field with perfectly serious faces;
excepting Mulvaney major, who was grinning. here. were
the senior eleven, ready for the football match. But they
were not dressed as footballers. Every member of the senior
team wore a tail-coat, white gloves, spats, and a-silk hat,

Thoy looked as if they were dreéssed for church parads
rather than o match on the football-field.

And they looked quite grave; unmoved by the howls of
laughter irom the crowds

“Ready 1" smd Kildare

“ What the—the—what

“ Sorry we kept ye waitin’ ,
took us some time to change.”

“Bai Jove! You uttah asses, you are not goin”
llkc that !"" shrieked Arthur Augustus D'Arey.

ike what?”’ asked Darrel.

* Gweat Scott! In tail-coats and toppahs— .

i We can choose our own colours, T suppmc\"" smd Kildare.

““Yaas; but—but—'

“ You can’t play in those things I’ shonh-d Figgins,

“* Pardon, \{‘e can, and we're going t

‘* But—but it turns the whole thing i
Monty Lowther. * They'll luu)zh at, us

“ Better at you than at us,” said Monteith, with a chuckle.
“You kids have brought this on \nurselvn,a We're going
to play you like this. "It will show the precise opinion we
emertnm of the junior elrvcn

“Look here, you—you'vd ‘got no right to.guy us like
that !’ exclaimed Tom Merry, %IIS face cnmson with wrath.
Kildare smiled.

“* We're wasting ume, " he remarked.
“ But—but—but—'

* gasped 'I‘cm Merr;

§-
' grinned Mulvaney. **Sure it

to play

to a farce!" howled

“Toss for ends.™

** You're keeping us wammz
“ Bai Jove! I pwotest——"
Pl“ Plnv up' roared Gordon Gly. “Go it, Toppers!
1]! up |
lay I' roared the crowd, in gtaat delight.
The junior eleven looked at ome another with sickiy-.
expressions. They were playing the First Eloven, as they had

planmed. But Mulvaney major had been one too many for
them; they guessed that the squestmn had come from him.
The 'F:r!t Eleven were “ guying '’ them in tho most mercileia
manner. A match with a team of fellows in tail-coats ‘and
silk hats was utterly absurd, and could not be taken seriously
at all. But there was no help for it. Kildare & Co, had a
right to dress as they liked; and, anyway, there _they
were.

Tom Merry glumly tossed. for ends. The kick-off fell to
the seniors, and tho ball rolled from Kildare's foot. Grimes
“..;Ia llaughmg s0 much that he could scarcely blow the
whistle.

* Never mind!" muttered Blake, ' * They cnnt run and
ku:k in that rig, anyway; and we’ll beat them !

Yaas wathah! We'll wallop them to the wide, deah
boy 1"

But it was not as_easy to “ wallop to the wide™ such
layers as St. Jim's First, in spito of their inconveniont rig
or footer. They followed up the kick-off with a rush, and
the juniors wero scattered by sheer weight. In goal, Fatty
“)nn was on the look-out, and when Kildare sent the ball

in thc fat Fourth- Former pnuched it out promptly.
“ Well saved, Fatty

Then there wa: a hn\\l of laughter as Kildare, gracefully
removing his silk hat, headed_the bnll into the net, and
replaced his topper after a polite bow to the goalkecper.-

* Goal! Ha, ha, ha!’

“Oh cwumbs!” murmured Arthur Augustus
“I'm afwaid the ewowd are laughin’ at us, deah boys.

There wasn't much doubt on that peint. The crowd wera
yelling with laughter. In spite of the silk hats and the tail-
coats, the juniors were hopelessly outmatched by their
opponents.

The match was one howl of laughter from beginning to
end. Tom Merry & Co. played hnn\ and several times there
were crunched silk hats on the ground. But the senior
players picked them up, and punched them into shape again,
and put them on, and played on serenely. When a fellow
took off: his hat fo hmd the ball there was a yell of merri:
ment from the spectators. At half-time, the senior score was
thres goals to nil.  In the second half Tom Merry & Co.
plajed up desperately, and Blake succeeded in putting the
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Stories of splendid gallantry and undying heroi

reach us daily ; and our comrades in the firing-line have shown

that they are not one whit less brave than their bruduussors of Wellington's day, The heroes of the Royal Army

Medical Corps have already won a high place on the scroll of hopour in this respect,
in the Battle of the Rivers, when one of these finefellows assisted a wounded officer

Our artist shows an incident
into safety atextreme peril

to himself. Such deeds as this are daily performances, and the name of those who have merited the Vietaria Cross
is legion. ¥

ball into the sepior net, amid cheers. The Sixth Form goal-
keeper tossed out the leather, and carefully dusted his white
gloves afterwards on a scented handkerchief, dmid peals of
laughter,

“Broken our duck, anyway,” said Tom Me

“ Yaas, wathah! I wouldn’t mind the li if they
weren’t guyin’ us, the wottahs said Arthur  Augustus
plaintively.  ** 1 weally do not see y weason for thie exce
sive amount of laughtah.”

But the spectators evidently did, for they laughed uproari-
ously all the time.

When Grimes blew the whistle for the finish, the score was
six goals to one. That did not matter to the jhniors; they
had hardl¥ expected to win. But for the great match to be
nothing but one roar of laughter from beginning to end—that
was too bad. At the final whistle, the senior ele
back solemnly to the dressing-room, raising their toppers in
response to the shouts from the crowd.

“ Ha, ha, ha!

“0Oh, what a_match ¥
giddy match! Ha, ha, ha

.g:)“pml Gordon Gay, “What a

w2 ta- “GAPTURED BY GIPHER!”

In the junior dressing-room, Tom Merry & Co: changed
in_grim silence. They had had their way, but it was likely
to be a long time before St. Jim’s allowed them to forget how
they had been rotted, k

““ Nevah mind, deah boys,” said ‘Arthur
when the ele gathered in Study No.. 6 for 2|
feed. “ Aftah all, wé've weached onr object. Ther
pounds for the fund! Tt was worthibeing guved for that!”

And Tom Merry & Co. tried to think thatit was.

At all events, the fund was a great-success.  And when all
the collections were pooled, upwards of - sixty -pounds were
realised, to be forwarded to the proper quarter. So, in spite
of their *‘ guying ™ in the great match, the guniors of St
Jim's reason to be satisfied with the resuly' of Tom
rry’s War Fund.

THE EXD.
(Another splendid, fona complete story of Tom
Merry & Co. next ¥ day, “ C ed
Cipher!’ Place the order with your newsngent
ta-day!) +
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THE CONCLUDING CHAPTER OF OUR GRAND WAR SERIAL,

READ THIS FIRST.

‘When war breaks out between Britain and Germany, Paul
Satorys, the rightful heir to the throne of Istan, succeeds
in reaching England with the Istan troops, and, staking all
on a bold coup, he declares himself to the army as the
rightful king. Stanton, an impostor, and the exact double
of Satorys, flees, and Paul comes into his own. Herr von
Blumstock, a German Secret Service agent, uses the like-
ness between Paul and Stanton for bis own benefit, and pays
Stanton to secure information in London likely to be of use
to Germany.  Strolling down the Strand one evening,
Stanton meets a very old friend of his, Sam Bourke. The
latter realises that his former associate 15 a spy, and resolves
to thwart him in his ftreacherous designs.” Meanwhile,
Satorys, who has been decoyed to a house and trapped at
Blumstock's orders, makes his escape. He proposes to warn
the police of the headquarters of the German spies, but this
is most difficult, as the neighbourhood in which he was con-
fined is alive with aliens. Sam Bourke comes to his aid,
however, and the police are warned. Bourne succumbs as
the result of a melee, having freely atoned for the past.
Satorys effects the arrest of Stanton on a charge of espionage,
but. tho traitor escapes, and, in his frenzy to elude his
1 et and is drowned.

Blumstock

pursuers, dashes over a parap }
15 also ., but Satorys is badly hurt in the process. His
fiances, Grace Lang, whoe had previously been decoyed by
Stanton, is released, and accepts a proposal of marriage from

Satorys.
Now go on with the Story.)

The Fall cf the Curtain.

The few aays which followed were a period of pgace,
though, as the girl nursed back to health the man to whom
she had plighted herself long before in the past, when he had
first made his bid for a throne, there came news to that guict
countryside which sent the blood tingling through Sato
veing, sing him to long for the moment when he could o
moie tal his place in thé fighting-line s the ally of Bri
and France, mighty Russia, and splendid little Belgium, which
had seen its-fair lands laid"waste.

The Germans were on the ensive now, being slowly
driven. back towards: the.rightful frontier of Germany—the
Rhine; but the resistunce was stubborn, and there was no
i v end to the campaign.
as that bteak in the long spell of fighting so
far as Satorys was concerned, and it came to him that if it
were not for stérn duty ing him he would have been
content, to let the world ship, to remain on in that remote
corner of rural Tinkland where happiness might be,

But as he stoad at the side of Grace Lang in the little
age church and heard the words which joined their two

lie hard, too, the distant trumpet-call from far away
n Europe. . ¥
You would not have me not return?” he =aid, as-they
travelled to London.

** No," said the girl. “ No, T would not, for it is your duty,
§ ey Lispary.—No. 354,

A Thrilling War Story.

By CLIVE R. FENN.

Paul;
horror.
As the train glided on Satorys glanced at a newspaper
which he had bought, saw the tale of suffering, knew that
what the Germans had done in Belgium and the north-of
France was somethiug too horrible to be set down in words—
erimes which shri d to Heaven for punishment on their
vile perpetrators, these vermin who preached of ** culture,”

and who spoke of the mission of the German race.

The ruthless gweep of the torrent of war had brought
desolation-on peoples who had done nothing but try pitifully
to protect their own, What matter that? It was the will

ly tyrant of Germany who strove for world
empire, and who would get, it might be trusted, the fate ha
deserved. .

A few days later Satorys set out once mare for the scena
of the war. He had no more fears for the girl who was now
his wife. She was safe—really safe this time—with Friends;
and Satorys yearned to be doing his share of the work of
revenge—joining in that march onward, ever onward te
Berlin, where there were long accounts to settle, ol

Blumstock was out of harm’s way. His nest of conspirators
\msda]so precluded from further mischief, and Stanton was

ead.

Yes, Stanton was dead —Stanton, the man who had well-
nigh wrecked the life of the man he had impersonated—
Stanton, ex-convict and worthless adventurer |

Stanton was surely dead!

But what if it were not so?

The doubt seized hold of Satorys as he was hastening to the
front, and he was chilled. .

. “ . . . . . -

but I pray that there may be a swift end to all the

It was a relief to Batorys to get back to the scene of
hostilities, and to take his part in the work of slowly pyshing
the invaders back across the Rhine. His own troops, the
men from Istan, the great South American dominion which
owed allegiance to Satorys, were participating in all the glory
of the war, and, thanks to his position, their leader had his
place in the councils of General Jofire and Field-Marshal
French, who were carrying out to the letter a long-considered
plan of eampaign, K

““ It doesn’t scem as though there will be much of Germany
left, sir, when they have done with it,” said Peter one night,
as he stood in the tent where Satorys was seated 'with Anfon.

“I dare say not,” was the reply, ‘* But make yourself
eomfortable, my man, just as in the old days.”

The Tstan officer on duty at the entrance smiled. He and
his comrades were thoroughly accustomed to the vagaries of
the old sailor; and they had no objection now, for Peter was
a jester, and, moreover, he was as brave as any there.

Satorys had been back at the front for some weeks, shariog
in_all .the hardships of the war, but in those avecks the
advance had been so rapid that he had had no opportunity
to tell ‘his faithful followers all that had occurred during his
residence in London,

Peter opened his mouth to speak again, and then stopped.

& What is it?" nsked Satorys,

“1 was only going to ask you, sir, about Stanton.”
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“He's dead.”

*“Then I can’t honestly say that T am sorry, sir.
no good to anybody. But there! When one thinks of it all,
one man seems just nothing at all. Yes, Germany will look
a bit silly when we come to carve her up, as she must be
if the world is going to be safe. T have been reading about
it all, and it seems France is to have her own back—Alsace
and Lorraine—and a bit more if she cares for it; and
Denmark as well, and Hanover, and, of course, Belgium,
must have her slice, to say nothing of Poland. That ‘will be
just fair play all round, and it will be a lot more cogfortable
for the Germans to live quiet and easy without an Emperor
who was always buzzing round like a wasp in a treacle-tub.”

The sound of extra heavy firing interrupted the sailor.
Satorys jumped up and hurried out of the tent just as a
mounted officer galloped up, leaped to the ground, and
saluted.

* It is another of their alleged surprise attacks, sir.’’ said
the officer. ** We are moving forward on the right wing."”

But the fresh attack, like its predecessors, was doomed to
failure.  The Allics had now to meet an army which had
lost power, and realised at last that it was playing a losing
game, for the tale of the bloodstained battlefields of the
Marune, the Sambre, and the Aisne was one which had burned
itself into the understandings of the foe. The British force
had been despised by the authorities at Berlin, It would
never be despised again. Stiffening, as it had, the French
armies, the divisions from Britain had proved irresistible in
its grim opposition to the German hordes.

Satorys moved forward with his staff to sece the morning
light behind the hills cast of the Rhine. The roar of
artillery fire was ing away. The British cavalry was
extending now, engaged in a sweeping movement over the
ﬁround which the enemy had struggled for during the past

our, and as it advanced Satorye saw another sign of the
downfall of the German power, and the removal from
Europe of a despotism which made lasting peace impossible.

He trotted forward to obtain a better view of the retreat
of the foe, and then suddenly he was brought back to the little
things of the world, for his name was called, and, looking
down, he saw a man lying by a clump of bushes, a poor
fellow whose work was doue, one of the countless myriads who
had come to death through the terrible war.

For the moment Satorys was alone—alone with the wounded
man, He had sprung to the ground, and burried forward,
not seeing anything but the poor fellow who was struggling
up, to fall back once more, realising nothing of the splendour
of the morning, the red light behind the crested hills, and
the surrender of the German force, a victory for the Allics
which brought them one day nearcr on the long, long march
to Berlin.

** You know me, then?"’

Satorys was bending over the injured man, supporting him,
ready to forget that Stanton—for the victim was none other—
had lived to do him wrong.

He was

I recognise you, Jem Stanton,”” said Satorys

avely, as he tried to do something for the other.
* Of course you can’t forgive me, sir. But there was some-
thing I wanted to tell you. More than likely I should never

1 able to say what I wanted. It's the end, and I
But now, at the last, I want to try and play the
He pressed his hand to his side, and then darted

game.
Satorys a look of deep gratitude as his former enemy held

his flask to his cracked lips. ** I escaped—no need to tell yon
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that—and dodged the London police, I had been a king "'—
there was a pitiful smil 1 was going to try and end like
ere, and they gave me a chance as one of their

Satorys nodded. Indeed, it was well that the other should
have found the end in this way, rencgade as he was, rather
than be arrested as a eriminal, and sent back to punishment
by the police of the country he had outraged.

“ But that wasn't it, sir,”” Stanton went on. *““I was going
to let you know that the marriage was all wrong. T was
married at the time—maybe it doesn’t matter now. I descrted
my real wife. That poor lady is free.”

"here was silence, Stanton sank back helpless, e

* I have messed it all the time,”’ he said faintly. '*Savage
I was with the Old Country for what it did for me. Never
had a chance. But it is all pretiy clear now—my fault. But
though I fought against it—the old flag—I want to salute it
now."

ow.

He fought against his weakness, and struggled into a sittin
posture, and his hand was raised towards the red, white, ani
blue of Britain, which were seen across the level ground,
fluttering in the wind over the bastion a mile away, from
where thé enemy had b driven at deadly cost. That
effort was his last. Stanton fell prone, and Satorys removed
his uniform cap for a second.

Death wipes out all.

For the rest, how much is to be s
campaign went forward, driven v y <
termination, with the hopes of the Hohenzollerns broken,
and the advancing armies ever pressing on to Berlin—Berlin,
which was not sacked, as had been the case with many-a fair
town which had suffered at the hands of the Germans, but
which was the meeting-place of the Powers—Russia, Britain,
and France—whose mission it was to bring back peace to the
world.

Through the fire and wreckage of a continent, glory had
come to Istan, whose army had been instrumental in the
work of chastisernent. The power of Germany was crushed.
She had spread fire and devastation, sacked cities, warred on
the innecent, desolated countless homes,. but the reckoning
WAS sure.
It was w

ing

ceks later. Satorys was about to start with his wife
s own land, where a throne awaited
iim, and welcome of & free people.  He was
entering his temporary headquarters in London, and Peter,
who was his faithful follower still, jumped down from the
front of the motor-car and epencd the door.

“ Do you hear them; sir?’ he said to Saforys. ‘‘They
have gone cheering mad in this country. It's one of them
French generals leaving the King's palace pow, and they
are letting him have it same as they did you.”

Batorys stopped a moment at the lighted entrance of the
mansion, to see his wife coming towards him. Down the
lighted strects came a sound of huzzaing, then a burst of
triumphal music.

‘“ As my brother Bill used to say to me, sir " Peter
began. He got no further.

Satorys lapghed, and clapped him on the shoulder.

Ah, yes!” he said cheerily. * You and your brother
Billl T'owe you a lot, Peter, for your assistance in my Bid
for a Throne.””

1

THE END.
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THE ARMOURED

No. 7.—

TRAIN FIGHT !

We have been having a sultry time since T sent you my

lask despateh.
going on, we of the ca
We've made up for it

The saddles of our br:

While the ariillery and infantry duel was
had something of a breather.

Iy
ce.

stiek-it-to-the-last horses have
served us for beds. Daylight and darkness have seen us
galloping and charging. and fighting hand-to-hand,  We've
ted and drank in the saddie. Each of us who can still flourish
a sabre can boast of having as many lives as the proverbial

cat.

Seill, for aull that, for all the hard work, T haven’t heard a
single chap of the King's Dragoons grumble—unless it was
to have yet another * go™ at the Berlin butchers. All the
King's horses and all the King’s men wouldn’t drag them
back to London again,

You heard just us soon as us, no doubt, that Antwerp had
fallen. It gave us a bit of a pang at first. Tho censor wil
probably let me tell you how that we were hoping the heroic
Belgians could hold out vntil we came along with irresistible
power and swept the invaders back to their own frontier.
The Belgian part of the scheme has failed, but perhaps the
sweeping part will come off yet.

The fall of Antwerp hasn't softened the heart of Tommy
Aikins to the German hooligans by a very long chalk,

Now for the armoured train fight, which was really the
start of our going on overtime. It began on a delightful,
sunny Sunday afternoon. We'd pulled up for a brief rest
outside Lille, which you probably know is France’s Man-
chester. We were on the outskirts of the town, near the
railway lines, when we saw a Belgian armoured train being
turned off on to a siding.

It did not strike us at the moment as anything very extra-
ordinary. We were less than a squadron in strength, and
were the advance guard of the cavalry, sent out to clear the
way. We were expecting before long to link up with the
Belgians,

But we got a big surprise. We saw a signalman appear at
a cabin window, making frantic signs to us, and indicating
the armoured train. We were about a mile away. I was

ar the ecolonel at the moment.
's *“ Go and

¥ ited!"" eried the colonel
have & jabber with him, corporal.”

Before I could turn my mare's head round, however, there
wag a succession of shots.

3 To our amazement, the windows
nal esbin were shattered. The Frenchman fell back,

as we covered afterwards, with his chest riddied with
bullets, To complete our astonishment, out from the train
appeared swarms of Uhlans.

t was a trick. They'd captured the train.
first move to intercept our plan of linking
Belgians,

nca jilfy we formed wp, and, with a
ripping from our throats, we galloped down to meet them.
Iho sweet little “ewe-lambs” were mounted by this time.
At a rough guess, there were between three and four hundred
of 'em—twico our number. But they did not wait for a
proper introduction.

The skunks did not even make a stand. We emptied our
carbines into them, emptying a score of saddles at the first
volley, as we chased them across the railway into the road
leading to Roubais and Tourcoing.

We soon tumbled to their manceuvre, They were leading
us into a trap. At the fork of the road was a big body—
about three thousand—of German infantry, who opened fire

This was their
up ~with the

ood old British yell
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on us, We had to get back until the French infantry, coming
up, could get into position. In that time the Germans seized
the tramway depot, shooting down the employees, and began
an onslaught on Lille itself,
onsieur, the gallant Frenchie, soon gave them pepper,

while we, cutting round on the German flank, proceeded to
rub it in. Kaiser Bill's ipnocents were forced back. The
Uhlans couldn't avoid a serd this time. It was like a circus
performance. 5

We went through them and all round them, dressing ‘em
up and dressing “em down. It was all sabre play. We gave
‘em lessons free, gratis, and for nothing: Those ef "em who got
away—there weren't many—will remember that teaching long
after Kaiser Bill is in a felon’s cell at Newgate.

ent back to tea, toasted muffins, and jam-tarts—I

We w
don’t think !—after that. The Germans had been given their
meal, and they didn’t come back for supper. They were up
early next morning, however, calling for their breakfast—
not the Uhlans, dear little souls, but the infintry, urged on
from the rear by their officers with sword or revelver in
hand.

They got their breakfast all right! The first course was
cold 1ra(§, and the other courses were much the same. For
two hours the bangquet continued. Then the Prussian officers
couldn’t keep their slaves at it auny longer; they broke ranks
and fled in a rout towards Tournai.

Meanwhile, th. King's Dragoons were out lookin,
Uhlans. We gucssed that the party we had slice
day before were only a section of a much larger force,

** As they’re in the humour for a fight, corporal,” said the
colonel, ** we'll do our best to oblige tﬁ(-m. d out patrols,
's0 that we can get in touch with them as quickly as possible;
May as well have a look round yourself.”

for the
up the

g off and acting “ on
Half & dozen patrols were soon sent ont to search
I chose the Tournai district for myself, for
we kpew positively that the Germans were there. The four
of us rode off.

Weo wero at first very disappointed. A couple of hours’
scouting gave us no sign of the enemy. It was ideal weather
for riding—a sunny, blue sky, with just a nip in the air.

That cavalry as well as infantry had passed nlong that road
not many rs before, our eyes assured ns. We crossed a
wooden bridge over a small fiver, and halted at a farmhousa
for a drink, where a couple of terrified women—mother and
daughter—came out of the cellar at our call.

My! They were pleased to see honest British faces!
only wanted water for our horses and ourselves, but they
offered us wine and food and tobaceo.  Eight out of the good
woman’s eleven sons had met with a hero's ‘end, yet she was
cheerful and determined stilf.

“ Jean and Armand and Henri will avenge their brothers,”
she told me. 4 P

The Germans had been overnight st the farmhouse, rob-
bing it of every atom of food they could find, and with thrents
and abuse compelling the poor woman and her daughter to
wait on them.

She had given them wine from the cellar until they could
drink no more. But she had saved a little food from the
gluttons, and it was this she was offering to shara with us.

We wenb bungry rather than take it. She gave us par-
ticulars of the German Torces who had passed the farmhouss

(Continued on page iii. of cover.)
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recently, and, bidding her be of good courage, we got into
our saddles again.
In less than half an hour after this «we got busy again.
Ve had come down a lengthy slope, at the bottam of which
lay a small anufacturing town, and were about to eautionsly
feconnoitre it, when we trur(l a guttural shout behind us.
From a branch road about-a dozen Uhlans had appeared.
Their shout was the signal for a pursuit. I weighed up the
¢hances. T had as good as decided to make ¢ stand-up fight
of it, when from the direction of the town there came a solid
1, of eavalry, led by the pantomime artists, the Death’s
Head Hussa .
We were in the jaws of a pair of nutcrackers. There was
no way of escape. On either side of us were high embank-
ments. topped by stout hedges. We could have serambled
up them, leaving our horses. ‘he Germans would have
taken such a course, no doubt; but our horses are our

pals,

* Right about!” T shouted, quickly making up my mind.
“We'll fackle the dozen “ ewes’ firat i

My three chums were tough
winking: Behind ‘us we c he
massed -cavalvy.'  The skull and
shouting #nd- rearing with delight
strong. and swarms—as far ?
other branches of

They were round like
the thunder of the
crosshones  erew were
They were four hundred
ye.could sce—representing
re following them. Vi

oa

N @
were only four of ** General Freneh's contemptible little
Army “—to quote Kaiser Bill's famous proclamation to his
troop:

The Uhlans, yelling and brandishing their sabres, rode
down the hill towards us. When they were still about twenty
yards from us T gave the erder to halt.. We pulled up saddle
w saddle. Behind us the thunder became greater.

The Uhlans, triumphant, pulled up, and called on us to
surcender. . 8o sure of us that their officer, a
bullet-headed ‘podge, rolled out of his saddle.

“ Charge!” 1 yelled. “ Give 'em ginger!”
We leapt off the mark as if we were trying for an Army
hletic championship.  We were into the eweJambs before

they had got over their yawm of amazement.

The podgy officer went down before my mare’s he For
about three giddy minutes I scarcely knew what was hap-
pening. T was slashing and stabbing, chopping and counter-
mg, wh my horse pranced and backed, and evervthing
soomed mixed wp—trees, horses, and German faces. And
then it was all over, and the four of us were galloping
steadily up the hill,

“ What's up?’ T asked,
g forehe
What's down, you mean, corporal?”’ grinned Ted. - * By
hookey, 1t was a daisy of a scrap! That sword of yours. did
five of 'em im P’

I looked back. There were a number of prostrate figures
in the white road. Three hor were bolting - precipitately
after us with empty saddles. Only one Uhlan was able to
stand erect. Between us we had put cleven of them ont of
0T, ~

putting my hand over my

Btill, there was no time then for
lucky to get through, The Death’

owing, We were jolly
Head Hussars, a solid
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mass of them, pursted us up the hill. It became a race

‘hey streamed out in a line. But though one of their '
officers, riding a big bay thoronghbr could have reached
us, he contenfed himself with getting within revolver distance
and loosing off @ fews bullets.

One struck the crupper of my saddle with a noise like &
stick thumped on a door. That was his best shot, and did
no_damage.

Still, it wus only our horses that saved us,
work tt 7

Considering the
‘ve put in since the way started, and the way we've
npelled to use ’em, our faithful old pals have done
t magnificently.

We rode down into the valley full pelt.  Fhe hussars gave
it up as soon as they I ed the hill, for except for empl
ing their carbines harmlessly after us, they gave no furth
chase, and we saw nothing more of them.

As we had got into touch with what looked like a muin
advance of the enemy’s cavalry, 1 decided to get back to
Lille with all speed.

It was pitch k when at last we halted outside a farm-
house on the outskirts of a village a few miles from Lille.

Ted and I, seeing that the place had been gutied by five,
and its walls holed with shells, hurried vound to the barn at
the rear, in the hope that we should be ahble to obtain some
fodder or a drink for our horses. As I struck a match there
was a movement in the sbraw.

To my amazement, I found that we were surrownded by
more than a dozen Germans. Some were lying on the straw,
buddled up in the attitude of men thoroughly worn-out.
ix, however, had struggled to their feet and stood between
nd the door.

“ Bagged at last!” I
revolver,

The tingflame spluttered ont. Ted afid T made a dash for
the door, ¢olliding with =everal of the brutes. Our revolvers
were knocked out of our hands in the serimmage. Then
began as merry a dust-up as ever I've had between ns and
the Bosches—tiiree rounds-rolled into one, without timekeepel
or_see nd all in the dar

Round and reund the ring—I mean, the barn—we bumped
and crashéd and fought, till at last o threaty voice called
out in English:

ALl vight, mates; we chuck up the sponge!”

Fhe speaker was a German barber from Islington whd had

muttered to Ted, drawing. my

been cafled np by the Fatherland., He and the oth all
infantrymen, had become detached from their regimegé i
it round L and, worn out and starving, saught

were fourteen of them in all. We marched them
into camp the same night.  They were jolly glad to be made
prisoners. - The barber himself told me so when, after they
had been given warm food and drink, I locked .

I must donelude now, as ordeérs have been issued to get
ready to meet the skull-and crossbones crew, and 1 wouldn't
miss it for anything !

.

(A further exciting war adventure wili be told by
our chum at the front in next Wednesday's GEM,
Make sure of getting a copy!)
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LAWS OF COMPENSATION.

Old Mr. and Mrs. Muldeon were in close converse round
the peat fire, discussing the natural laws of compensation,
though that wasn’t exactly what they called the subject.

“ Jest fancy,” exclaimed Bridget, ‘ according . to this
paper, when a man loses one
more developed. For instance,
in hearig and teweh.”” :

Pat thought the maiter over leng and anxionsly.

* Sure, an' it’s guite true,” he remarked learnedl
a while. “ Oi’ves noticed it meself. When a man
one leg shorter than the other, begorra the other's longe
—Sent in by A, Tarbutt,” Tlford.- 3

AN TRISHMAN'S LETTER. 3 i
“ Dear . Mick,—0i have lost ve addre and as Oi can't
foind it, will yo send it as fast as ye ¢ as Oi want to
tell ve that ye Uncle BDan -deid very sudden afier a long
Hine: d for many days quiet and spacheless, all the
toime inquoiring for water with a Jittle phwisky: = The
dhoctor tells me that his death was cansed through illuess,
but Micky, me bhoy, between ourselves, * stoppage of the
Deart ' was the cause of most of his death. He was eighty-
five vears of t March, all ‘but fifteen months, and had
Yie lived till now he would have been six months dead,
enclose’ ye foive shillings which ye father gends unbeknown
tw me

a- blind man gets more sense

after
11

—T would beg of ye not to break the seal of this
letter until two or three days aften ye have read.it, by
shich taime ye will bé better: prepared for the sorrowful
news —Par<8ent in’ by J. Newbold, Burton-on-Trent.

PROVED IIS POINT. :

A certain vegiment was on the -march, and the companies
e ordered to move with a few 1 es_interval between
each, and to keep c¢ach other cht, the band leat
The band soon got a long way ahead, and, on reachin
berid, halted for a few minutes rest. Presently up zallo)
a mounted officer in hot haste, dnd shouted for the bund
sergeant.

““\What do you mean,” he said, * by
of the leading company "

“ Wa were not out of sight, sir,” answered the

“ YWhat do yoz mean by telling me *that?” 2
officer. ** You wore out of sight. I saw you myselfl’—Sent
in by Percy Asplen, Sheffield

WHAT ROT,
A duel was lately fought in

gotting out of sight

S IT ~-NOTF*

xas between Alexander Shott
and John S Nott. Nott was shot, and Shott In
this case if is better to be Shott than Nott. S 4
rumour that Nott was not shot. and Shott svows that he
shot Nott, which proves -either that the shot Shott shot at
Nott was not shot, or that Nott was shot notwithstanding.
Circumstantial evidence is not always good.,  It.may he
made to appear on trial that the shot Shott shot shot Nott, or,
as necidents with firearms are frequent, it may be possible
that the shot Shott shot shot Shott hin

f, when the whole
affuir would vesolve itself into its original elements, and
Shott-would be shot, and Nott would be not. ~ We think,
however, that the shot Shott shot shot not Shott but Nott:
anyway, it is hard to tell who was shot.—Sent in by Wilfrid
PRobinson, Oldham.

of his senses another gefs |

A HUNDRED YE
The acroplane, making o twelve-hour journey from London
to. Hong-Kong, had encountered diffienlties among the stars.
Something, apparently, was wrong with the engine, for the
customary eomet-like: speed of the airship had suddenly
ned considerably. - -
Good heavens!” cried the skipper. *We shall be half o
second late!* What makes her go so slow?”
+* Why, sir,”" replied the engineer, * we're passing through
the Milky Way, and the propeller’s full o butter " —Sent m
by Ernest Brown, Leods.

IRS HENCE.

CY-DRESS BALL.

* I'm sorry, mum, but I cannot admit anyonc

AT THE

Pdliceman:
but children,
Excited La
fiy, 1 she |
Policeman: ** Well, mur, I can’t help it. - You'll hav
go in as a caterpillar "—Sent in by R, E; Hay

: “Bat my child is here dressed as a butter-
forgotten her wings!”

A NEW DISCOYERY.
The wife of the i
supper-table. .
+* But these,"” she exclaimed, pointing to the dish of mush
roowms set before her,  are not all for me, ave they?
: ** Yes, Mabel,” he nodded. I gathered them! espebially
0r you
She beamed upon him gratefully. What o dear, nnse
;m-‘u:wl he was! “In five minutes she had demolished the
ot,
At breakfast next morning he grested her anxionsiy.
£ i "' he inquired.
A iled,
“ Not sick at”all—no pain
“ Why, of course not, A
“ Huvyah, then!”
another speeies of mushroom that i
by George Moore, Brentwood.

: discovered

—8ent in

WARM  TRAV
e (pufing a big cigar): f
that travel one hundred and fifty

trains in

ot

miles an howr

: “ That's nothing ! My wife and T once hooked

tickets from London to Glasgow, and went theic

in a secopd!”"—Sent in by Frank Warton, Leeds.
PAINFUL RECOLLECTIONS.

Tt was Sunday mosning; and the congregati
nodded their heads in_their pews as_the minister rolled out
his-words in a deep, singing voice. Suddenly an old woman
who sat at the back, and who had been watching the
minister intently, burst into tears, and sobbed as though her
heart would break,” When cliurch was over, agd the people
had filed out, the minister went to her and said kindly:

“ My dear woman, was it the sermon which made you
ghow such emotion?” 3

¥ No, sir,”” she replied, br
the sermon; but to see ¥

vawned and

cing out afresh; ‘it wasp't
L your beard a-wagging like that ae-
minds me of my old billy-goat which died a month come
Monday."—Sent in by C. Minton, Liverpool.

MONEY PRIZES OFEFERED.

Readers are invited tosend ON A POSTCARD Storyettes or Short Interesting Paragraphs for this
page. For every contribution used the sender will receive a Money Prize.
ALL POSTCARDS MUST BE ADDRESSED—Th¢ Editor, “The Gem” Library, Gough House,
Gough Sguare, Fleet Stheet, London, E.C,
THIS OFFER IS OPEN TO READERS IN ALL PARTS OF THE WORLD.
No correspondence can be entered into with vegard (o this competition, and all cont
% wise than on postoards, will be disregarded,

ributions enclosed in letters, or sent in other-
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cat botanist beamed at him across the



