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PRIZES
‘EVERY DAY 40 READERS OF THIS PAPER RECEIVE £1.

SEND NOW! IT COSTS YOU NOTHING TO TRY.

SEND NO MONEY.

Every morning to the first 40 readers of

lst this paper who send for our Special Bar-

gain List we wiil give absolutely free a

PRIZE sovereign. We mean 208, sterling—20s. | We
% in money.

CONSOLATION PRIZES.—To every person after the first 40 we will gend a handsome supply
18-ct. Gold-finished Brooch set; with lovely gems, or a very handsome Fountain Pen. ACCORD:
The only condition we make is that if you win a First Prize you must, pnrchase | ywraT ‘EONS' 03
guo:ls from our Special Bargain List to the value of 4/9 or upwards, or if you | SILVER WATCHE
Win a consolation prize you must give away threeof our Lists to your friends, | PHONOGRAPHS, 7
We are also giving away quite free 12 Ladies’and Gents’ High-Grade | GOLD Bala ]

ove Bioyoles, particulars of which will be gent with price list. Our object in ;gxpsoﬁ"”'g
giving away these Prizes is to induce people to mention us to their friends | ROLLER ﬁtuu'zs 96
and so obtain a large mumber of new customers quickly. BOOTS b
WEDDING RINGS, 8/3

REMEMBER! You are sure to win a cash or consolation | CRUETS,

prize in return for 1d. expended in postage. Should any ;K—:&g\g%hsg%s 79
dispute aris2, our decision must be accepted as final, | UMBRELL, K

™) Anyone sending more than oue application will be GXNIMATOG!&.APHS

disqualified. Bargains from Is. to £20. etc,, otc,, ote.

Cut Out & or send a
Send this PRIZE COUPON postcard
To THE WELLINGTON WHOLESALE SUPPLY Co., Ltd.
(Dept 9), 9, Linden Arcade, High Road, Chiswick, London, W,

DEAR Sins, —Please send me vour wonderful ‘Bavgain List in accordance with
yourspecial OFer nentioned above.

/
THE WELLINCTON WHOLESALE SUPPLY CO., LTD.
(hept. ), 9, Linden Arcade,
High Road, Chiswick. London, W.

A Real Simulation

- GOLD WATCH-u

I‘RBB In this puzzle you see thres lines of letters,
- Thuc )vwe to be so arranged thut each line spells
A Girl’s Christian vame, A MAGNIFIGENT
|- WATCH, Ladv 5 or Geot's (guaranteed B years), will be semt
[ iree 0f charg: to readers of this paper who solve this puzzle
T4 ] and conform to our vonditivn. IT COSTS YOU NOTHING
TO TRY. Send yourjanswer, together with stamp, that we
may send you result.  All fiiling to do this will be disqualified.
SEND NOW
JATCH (0. (6 Dept.), 89, Carnwallis Rd., London, N.
I

_three ﬁdw stamps, and we
- as b ldvorﬂ-amont send you a
SHILLING PAR L of our novel Art Frotwork Designs,
including a . ook of 13 dainty small designs, and
two 3d. sheets of large designs. Address : Secretary,

NATIONAL FRETWORKERS' ASSOOIATION.
63, Farringdon Street, London,

&3d. DEPOSIT

“BARGAIN

PE IAL DOKS “Raxing,” 4. ; * Thenght Reading, " 4d. ; ““ I diben, " 4d ; .
“ Conjueing,” dd, ; * Riddle Book * qu-nmhnnﬁc )W},' Ad. This Handsome Phonograph, with large 1lowel
ook ul ’In-ku 4d, . Lot, 1/4. all post free. ‘ Hypnotim,” 1/2: rench Solt- Hox Pwos Records, ‘complete, will b e
tught," G WILKES & Co., STOCKTON, RUGBY. orn and plete, ent

to any address on receipt of 6d. DEPOSIT

and upon paynicent of the last of 18 \\ukl\

Binstalments of 6d. Two 1/- Records are wviven
free. Send for Price List of Latest \lorlel« #

The Brut-sh Mfg. Co., P 24, Great Yarmouth.
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£5 For a Baby’s Name
Can yon think of a nice name for this bab

\DELIVERED ON

Send 4/6 for the world-famed ‘“* ROBEY-
PHONE,” with 24 selections and massive 4
» 17-inch horn, sumiptuously hand-painted,

werful steel motor, 10-inch dise, and

ud-tone sound box, which 1 \tll at 4
HALF shop prices,

I control the lwgest stock in the J
world of GRAMOPHONE, ZONO-
PHONE, EDISON, COLUMBIA,
ODEON, PATHE, RENA, EUFON
(horniess), CLARIO ard EXCEISIOR /g

honographs, and mhx you over 350 way- i
niticent models to select from,

Thowunds of the very lalest records of
all the well known makes always in stoek.

Wirlte for List 10

child? For the bast nuna chosen by our reads

ors we will posit,vely piy £50 GOLD, Alse
253 other prizes. The contest is to fucther popus
larise Dp. ROSE'S FACE PERLES, so
arely send 6d. p.o. for our Heauty Guide and
ae Trial Git Box of this, the most' wonder‘ul
in beautifier an'l purifier ever known, This will
catitle you to ons attempt, and for each additional
itenpt youwish to make enclose an axtra 64, pa
Prizes promptly paid at close of this genuine skill
contest and result scat [ree to all. Iult.m‘. well
known Londdh LAitar, whose
mn~y must be won=why ot

points
by you? ‘I‘ny Lo
choo numa for the baby and write to-day, 0. RO3E
RhMEDY CO Ld, 433 Kinf's Rd. Chalssy, Londan

TELE BUEEAILO A LK I&ZK..E‘LH.
Shoots bullets  with ‘terrific, force,
. killing Birds and Rabbils le!‘\l ab 6
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WEEK :

“"SKIMPOLE

THE THIRD.”

A Splendid Tale of
TOM MERRY & CO.

CHAPTER 1,
A Double Fixture.
2is H WANT you chaps to keep next Satahday aftahnoon

open,”

“Eh?”

SF vl\'nnt you chaps to keep next Satahday aftalinoon open.’

“ What?

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy, you must have heard my wemark
quite dmlm(’cl\ Howevah, I will wepeat it. I want you
chaps to keep next Satahday aftahnoon open.”

The ““chaps whom Arthur Augustus D’Arcy addressed all
stared at him in a rather disconcerting manner.

There were a group of them chatting together in the
quadrangle at’' St. Jim’s, and Arthur Augustus D’Arecy, the
sgwell of the school, and the ornament of the Fourth Form,
had strolled up and joined them, and shot his remark into
the midst of the conversation.

*You want what?”’ said Tom Merry.

“ What?” said Jack Blake. ‘‘ You want what?”

“Say it again,”” said Digby. ‘You want what?’

“Sing it over again to me,” imploréd Monty Lowther.
* Now, what is it that you want, Gussy?”’

D’Arcy jammed his eyeglass into his eye, and looked round
at, Hm circle of faces. He appeared to be a little pn77lod

I want you to keep next Satahday aftahnoon open,” he
said. ‘I twust I make myself cleah. T have-an engagement
for you—an nupontunt engagement,”’

** Go hon!”

1t is the twuth, Monty Lowthah, and I olno(t to havin’
my wemarks weceived in that fwivolous way.

** Saturday afternoon hey?’ said Manners,

¢ Yans, wathah!”

’

A DOUBLE-LENGTH TALE OF TOM MERRY NEXT THURSDAY.
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An Extra Long, Complete Tale of the
Chums of St. Jim’s.

By MARTIN GLIFFORD.

't

“ Saturday afternoon!” repeated Tom Merry.

“Leltunh, deah boy. I fail to understand the widiculons
way in which you are all weplyin’ to my wemark,” said
Avthur Augustus, with a great deal of dignity, *1I \\enll.\
cannot help suspeotin® that you are all oft ‘your wockahs.”

“ Saturday afternoon!”’

“I object to havin’ my words wepeated in that pawwot-
like fashion, Hewwies.”

‘ Ass!”

“Eh®

“Duffer!” said Tom Merry.

“ What?”?

“Chump!”

“ Weally, Blake——"

“ Lunatic I’

“T decline to be chawactewised as a lunatic. T think you
are all wavin' !’ exclaimed the astounded swell of the Schoo!
House. ‘‘ What do you mean by it?"’

“ Hallo, what’s the trouble hom”" asked Figgins, of the
New Iouse, coming up and joining the group of juniors, who
seemed to be growing excited. = Kerr .and Wynn, his in
separable companions, were with the great Fig s,

D’Arcy turned his eyeglass upon Figgins.

“J am bein’ t\wnte(l with the most unpawalleled wideness
l)\ these wottahs,” he said.

“Go hon!”

“The ass suggests that we should l\s\ep next Saturday
ﬁft«moon open for him,” gaid Tom Merry, in measured
tones. ‘‘ He has an engagement for us.”

“ Yaas, wathah!”

“Tho dummy !” said Figgins.

“ Weally, Figgins— 5

*“ The fmbjons ass!” smd Keorr, with emphasis,

“Kerr, deah boy—'

Coovrieht In the United States of AJuerIca.
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T giffling duffer I’ said Fatty Wynn,
o w'“kl’ wgynn_h: y Y

‘““And what’s the important engagement you've got for
us?' demanded Tom Merry.
before we bump you in the mud.” :

T should uttahly wefuse to be bumped in the mud.”

“What's the engagement?”’ roared Jack Blake.

“It is a most important one. I have been ovah to High-
. cliffe School on my bike to see a chap I know there—a wela-
tion of mine in the Fourth.”

. well?ll

1 had tea with him and some fellows. They were talkin’
football, and the Highclitfe juniérs think that they could walk
all ovah St. Jim’s juniors.”

Blake snorted.:

“That’s nothing new. Highcliffe are a cocky set, and they
(tihin_lc ’they can do anything. They’ve never been seen to
B . Faneh

“ Yaas, wathah! But weally the way their junior captain,
Ponsonby, was talkin’, made me feel watty, you know. He
seemed to take it for gwanted that we couldn’t play footah.
When I told him we could walk all ovah Higheliffe and not
halt twy, he patted me on the shouldah and gwinned. Yaas,
it’s a fact, deah boys—he gwinned in my face.”

1 suppose you slew hiim on the spot,” said Monty Lowther
solemnly.

“Pway be sewious, Lowthah. The Jong afid the short of
it iy that I assumed the wight of issuin’ a challengo to the
Higheliffe juniahs. I am aware that not holdin” any official
posish in our junior elub I was exeeedin’ my wights to a
certain extent, but I’ could not hélp takin’ the bwaggin’
wottalis on, you know.”

“Ob, that’s all ‘right,” =aid Tom Merry.
them with pleastire, and walk all over them.

“What-ho!” " ° :

“Yaos, I thonght you would appwove my action, deal
boys. T‘lmj'.’n. why I asked ‘you just now to keep Satahday
aftalinoon open.”

‘“Baturday afternoon "

“Yaag, wathah |

“*You ass!” -

“Weally, Tom Mewwy——-"

“Do you meaj to say that you've challenged Higheliffe to
K}oet ug this week, and on Saturday afternoon?’’ roared Tom

orkby. ' s 3
“Yaag, deah Loy« You see, Highcliffe have no othah date
open the whole ‘season.. Ponsonby said they were booked

vight up. There's a fixture fallen thwough for Satahday
aftahnoon, howevah, and he could let us have that day, so0
1 took it.? 2 o

“You frabjous dummy.” ; :

“1 wefuse to be called a fwabjous dummy.”

“We can’t play them on Saturday afternoon.”

““We must, deah boy., They'll think we're funkin’® the

“mateh if we don’t meet them.”

“All your fault!” howled Blake.

“We must|”

“ Ass !7’ »

‘“ Ponsonby alweady thinks that we shall send some excuse
instead of meetin’ them,”” said Arthur Augustus. ** He thinks
we shouldn’t have the ghost of an earthly against them, you
know. He fully expects us to cwawl out, somehow. If we
do, the way they will bwag will be soinethin’ feahful.”

Tom Merry gruntegl.

‘“Yes, you ass, and it's your fault.”

‘‘But we're goin’ to meet them and give them a feahful
lickin’ at footah, Tom Mewwy.”

* We'd give them a licking, right enough, if we met them,"
said the hero of the Shell; *‘but we can't meet them on
Saturday afternoon.”

* But they have no othah date open.”

“Then we, shall have to scratch.”

“Imposs, deah boy. There would be no holdin’ them if
they had a chance of swankin’ like that.’’

*“Can’t be helped.”

‘“ Weally, Tom Mewwy, I shall insist upon meetin’ them on
Sutakday’ aftahnoon. What is your objection?”’

“ Agg 1

“We'll meet

“We can't meet them

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

‘“We're meeting the Grammar School on Saturday after-
noon !’ roared Tom Merry, ‘‘It’s a regular fixture, and we
can’t possibly put it off.”

‘“Bai Jove!”

D’Arey’s face fell considerably. It was evident that, in the
excitement of that football chat at Highcliffe, he had for-
gotten all about the Grammar School fixture.

‘ Bat Jove! you know, I nevah thought of that,”” he said.

“Of course, you wouldn’t,” said Lowther. * This is what
comes of letting you go out without a chain.”

“ Weally, Lowthah——""

Tue Gem Lisrary.—No. 102.
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“We meet Frank Monk’s team on Saturday, and we can’t
possibly put it off,”” said Tom Merry, with a frown. * High-
cliffe will have to crow, that’s all.’

* Bai Jove! 'That will be awfully wotten.”

“Yes; it was like you to get us into this sort of a fix.”

, deah bo: &
“¥ suppose nothing *an. be done?’ said Figgins, “T

“wouldn’t do to raise a second eleven to. meet Higheliffe,

would it? They're mostly swank, you know, and don’t really
play much of a game at footer”

Tom Merry pursed his lips thoughtfully.

“ Well, if we broke up the eleven, and filled out two teams
with recruits, we should send out two weak elevens instead
of one strong one,” he said. *‘The result would be, I expect,
that we should get licked by the Grammarians and licked by
the Highcliffe set as well.”

“ Yaas, wathah!” ¢

“H we scratch Highcliffe, they’ll never fix another date— ..
they'll be too glad of the chance to crow,” said Lowther.
“ Besides, if they have all their dates full, they couldn’t meet
us.  Ours are full up to the end of the season now.”

““ And so are Monk's, I expect,” said Tom Merry, frown-
ing. ‘‘There’s a chance, though, that Monk may be willling
to postpone. He may have another date open.”

* Well, it's a chance.”

“To-day’s Wednesday,” said Tom thoughtfullly. “It's a
bit late to give notice, but 1 think I'll spin over to the
Grammar School on my bike before tea and speak to Monk.”

“ Yaas, wathah, and I'll come with you,’” said Arthur
Augustus. . “1 have weturned fwom Highcliffe wathah
earliah than T intended, and I have nothin’ to do,™

* Rats 1 ¢

“ Weally——""

“You've caused emough trouble for one afternoon,” said
Tom Merry. ** You can stay here. Blake can come witl me,
and two of us will be enough.” 5

“But it may be necessawy to, weason with Fwank Monk,
and put it to him stwaight, you know, What you wequire is
a fellow of tact and judgment. I weally think I had bettah
come,’” g

“0Oh, go and eat coke.” PR e 1

And the juniors stalked off, discussing the unfortunate
situation as they went, and leaving Arthur Augustus locking
after them through his monocle. The swell of the School
House shook his head decidedly. : sk

“ T wathah think T can’t let them go wlone,” he murriiad,
“They will make a mess of things, I expect. I will gét out
my bike again, and wun ovah.to the Gwammah School and
explain mattahs to Fwank M before they awwive.””

And in two minutes Arthur Augunstus B'Arey was pedalling
away up the muddy lane.

’

— oy

CHAPTER 2.
< Unforiunate for Arthur Augustus,

ko Y hat!”
“The cheek!”
“The nerve ™

“ Look at him!”

‘“ Phew!”’ e :

The exclamations burst from a group of juniors in the
playground of Ryleombe Grammar School, in various tones of
surprise, astonishment, and indignation. :

They were caused by the sight of a cyclist pedalling coolly
in at the open school gates.

It was Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. g

D’Arcy might have been riding into the quad at St. Jim's,
to judge by the perfeet nonchalance of his manner. !

He seemed to have forgotten that he .was upon hostile
ground. As a matter of fact, the swell of St. Jim's was so
busy thinking about the football fixture, that he had for-
gotten everything eclse. He was in a hurry to be ahead of
Tom Merry and Blake, to explain the matter to the Gram-
marians with the necessary tact and judgment.

Between St. Jim’s and the Grammar School the war was
never ended—at least, among the juniors—and rows were
never ceasing, though sometimes a truce was called, for the
purpose of transferring the rivalry to the football or ericket-

field. _

At football and cricket and hockor the two schools claimed
to have wiped ecach other practically out of existence, and
certainly both claims could not be correct. The probability
was that honours were divided.

The forthcoming football-match was looked forward to
with eagerness by both gides, each team being quite certain
that it would rush the other off the field, and add to the
list. of triumphs. :

But until the Saturday afterfioon upon which the teams
were to meet, the rival schools were on the same terms as
usua), and & Grammarian who should have been reck]ess‘

» SK'MPOLE THE TH'RD.” MARTIN ﬁxmng
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eriough to venture into the St. Jim’s quadrangle, would have
expected to be frog’s-marched, at least.

Hence the astonishment of the Grammar youths when
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was secn coolly pedalling on his
bi(‘?’(‘](‘, through the gateway.

‘“The cheeky worm!” said Carboy, in amazement. *“ He
has come here to look for trouble, of course,”

“He will find it, whether he’s looking for ‘it or not!”
chuckled Lane.

“ What-ho!” said Frank Monk, the junior captain. * Let
him come in, and yank him off his bike ‘as soon as he’s inside.
We'll show him that he can’t swank around on our ground in
this way.”

“ Right-ho !

Ting-a-ling! Pong!

“ He's ringing his bell!”

“The check!”

“The nerve!”

Arvthur ‘Augustus was actually ringing his bell for tho
Gifammarians to get out of the way. It was too much!

With one accord the Grammarians rushed upon the cyclist,
and seized him in the grasp of many hands, and jerked him
off his machine.

The cycle curled up, and reposed on the ground, and

‘“* What is thut you are passing to Wynn, D'Arcy?'’ asked Mr, Lathom. l

Arthur Augustus was whisked . away 'in the handa of the
Grammar juniors.

“Ow!” gasped D’Arcy. ‘“‘Oh!”

“ Collar him!”

‘““ Bring him along!”’ X

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

‘“ Now, then, you St. Jim’s worm-——-

“Ow! Welease me at once!”

“ Yes—I don’t think!”

“1f you do not immediately welcase me, Lane, I shall
stwike ‘you. Fwank Monk, I shall give you a feahfu
thwashin’. Do you hecar?”’

“Yes, I think I hear,” said Frank Monk, chuckliing. ‘ I'll
risk it!”’

“Ia, ha, ha!”

“ You uttah wottah!”

“ Bring him along!"”’

* I came here to tell you——-

‘“ Shove him this way!”

“1 came here to——""

“To have the frog’s-march!” grinned Carboy.” * Take
his other ankle, Laney!”

* Right-ho!”

"

7
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“Ow! I wefuse to have the fwog’s-march! I wegard you
as a sct of wuffians! I came here to explain—-""

‘“ Now, then, start!”

“Ow! elease me!”

“ Hn, h&, ha!” -

Arthur Augustus could only gasp now, as the Grammarians
murc;l‘ed him round the playground in the delightful frog’s-
march, ;

They did not bump him very hard, only sufliciently to take
his breath away, and rufflc ‘and disorder his garments—a
punishment more-severe to Arthur Augustus than physical
pain would have heen.

Tho swell of St. Jim's struggled furiously in the grasp of
the Grammarians; but it was useless.

He had not the slightest chance against so many. The
(}nmmur youths rushed him round the quad at a breathless
rate.

* Checky young bargee!” growled Frank Monk. “Wo
get n# sorts of cheek from Tom Merry and Blake and
Figging, and the rest, but I really think this takes the cake—
buzzing in here, under the eyes of the whole lot of us.”

‘* Yes, rather!” said Lane. * Bump him!”

“ Hurray ! Bump him!” ;

“Ow ! Weally, I pwotest! You are makin’ my twousahs
ho\kull,),ly dictay! You are wufflin’ my hair, and soilin’ my

colleh
“ Ha, ha, ha!”
“Hoﬁp! Ow! Groo!”

‘“ Give him another!”

“Clome on, right round the quad!"

2 Hm'mliv1 gl
 And right round the quad. went the unfortunate swell of
St. Jim’s; right round, till he was opposite the gateway
again, ab the point where the frog’s-march had started. .

**Now, then!” exclaimed rank  Monk., “ Stop
minute '’ ¥

£ Oh, give him another round " exclaimed Fanks.

“Stop, I tell you, Gussy!”

Owl Yow!”

‘“ Are you sorry for your cheek 7"

*“ You uttah wottah !’

“ Ave you willing to go on your knees, and beg pardon
of the whole company here assembled?”’ demanded Frank
Mounk, with great solemnity.

“Certainly not, you wottah !’

*“ Then round you go again!”’

‘“I wefuse to go wound! ,I—-"*

*“ Bring him along!”

““ Ha, "ha, ha!” ¢

‘“ Hallo! Look out!”

‘U St. Jim’s rotters! Look out!”

And the frog’s-march suddenly ceased as two 8t. Jim's
caps -were seen in the gateway. .

CHAPTER 8.
D'Arcy is Not Consulted,

OM MERRY and Blake had arrived.
As they rode up to the gate of the Grammar School,
they heard the uproar from within, and guessed that
something was on, but what it was they were far from
guessing.

‘* Beem to be enjoying their little selves,”” remarked Blake,
as he jumped off his machine, and leancd it against the gate.
* What a fearful row!” !

‘I wonder what’s on?”’

They looked into the quad.

For the moment they could see only an excited crowd of
Grammarians, who appeared to have some struggling object
in their midst. ,

Then therg was a yell.

‘* 8t. Jim'§ rotters! Look out!”’

The Grammarian crowd opened, and a rush waz made to-
wards the gate, 'Then the two juniors from St. Jim’s could
see what it was that had been the centre of the struggle.

It was a disordered, dusty, dishevelled figure, which was

" searcely recognisable as that of Arthur Augustus D’Arcy,
the elegant junior of the School House at St. Jim’s.

Tom Merry and Blake stared at it blankly,

“ Gussy 1”

“My hat!”

“ Help !’ gasped D’Arcy.

‘““ Phew! What a figure!”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”
‘ Collar the cads!” shouted Frank Monk,

3’

‘“ Wescue, deah boys!”

Tom Merry held up his hand.

“ Pax!” he exclaimed.

‘“Oh, rats!”

‘ Pax, Monkey!
football-match.”
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We've come over on business, about the

“SK!MPQLE THE THIRD.”

“ Oh, all right!” grunted Frank Monk. ‘I thought you
had come over looking for trouble, as D'Arcy did. He found
it ”

"“ Ha, ha, ha! He looks as if he'd found it.” 3
D’Arcy groped for his eyeglass, and jammed it inte his
eye.
*“I did not come ovah lookin’ for twouble!” he exclaimed.

“I came to discuss the footah match, as I felt that I could

not leave it safely in your hands, Tom Mewwy.”

‘ Ha, ha, hal”? )

“ There is nothin’ whatevah to laugh at. I have been
tweated with the gwossest diswespect. I am now goin’ to
thwash Fwank Monk.”

* Want another frog’s-march?’ grinned Monk.

D’Arcy looked round at the crowd of Grammariang, who
were quite roady and willing—in fact, eager--to give him
another round, and changed his mind.

“Upon the whole, Fwank Monk, I
anothah time!” he exclaimed.

‘‘ Ha, ha, ha!” ¥

1 have been tweated bwutally! My collah is torn, my
hair wuftled, and ‘my clothes weally wumed.”

“Well, what coul you expect?”’ demanded Carbey. ‘* Yon
came sailing in as if you owned the place, and never ex-
plained.”

“ You didn’t give me time to explain.”

- “Oh, rats!” 2

“If you say wats to me, Carboy-——-""

*Oh, you'd better get home, Gussy,” said Tom Merry,
langhing. ** By Jove, you'll make quite a sensation when
you return to St. Jim’s in that state.”

* What-ho!” chuckled Blake.

“ 1 wefuse to weturn to St. Jim's in this state.”

“ That’s all right,”” grinned Monk. *‘ You can come and
clean up in our quarters. Now, if you chaps have come
over to talk business, you can come into my study, while
Gussy is cleaning up in the dorm.”

1 weally think the mattah ought to be left in my hands,
Tom Mewwy. You wequire tact and judgment in a case
like this.” 4

*“ You've been so jolly successful, so far, too,”” remarked
Blake.

‘“ That was due {o hastiness and a silly misundahstandin’ on
the part of these Gwammah wottahs.”

““ These what?"” asked Carboy. .

“These Gwammawians,” corrected D’Arey,
you leave it to me——-""

“Rats |” v

“ Weally, Toin Mewwy—"",

‘“More rots!”

And Tom Merry walked into the house with Monk, fol-
lowed by D’Arcy in a state of simmering indignation.
Carboy showed' Arthur Augustus to the dormitory, to lend
him a friendly hand, and Lane and Frank Monk took Tom
Merry and Blake into their study. There was a fragrant
smell of tea and buftered toast, and a boy looked up from
the fire with a glowing face.

“ Just ready !” he said,

“Bo are we,” said Frank. ‘“Bumping CGussy has given
me quite an appetite, Shove some more water in the pot,
Plunkett, and make some more toast, there’s a good chap.
You kids will join us, of course?”

“ What-ho !”” said Tom Merry,

And they sat down to tea.

When they had been provided with big cups of tea and
plates of toast, Frank Monk came to business.

“ Now, what is 1t ?”’ he asked.

“Ripping !’ said Blake.

Monlk stared at him.

“Eh? What!”
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“Tt’s vipping !”

“ What’s ripping ?”” demanded the perplexed Grammarian,

“The toast,” said Blake innocontiy.

“You ass! I meant, what is it you've come over for-—the
business? 1 thought everything was settled with regard to
tha footer match,”

‘“Well, yes,” said Tom Merry, setting down his teacup.
“But the best laid schemes, you know, go rocky at times,
as the poet remarks.”

“I don’t think the poet puts it exactly like that,” grinned
Frank Monk. “But I understand. What has gone wrong ?”’

“We're booked to come over here and play you at three
o'clock Saturday afternoon,” said Tom Merry, consulting his
notebook.

S5 Thint'a 60

“Well, we’ve got another match on Saturday afternoon,
owing to Gussy’s beautiful management. You know High-
cliffe School.”

“Yes; a cocky set of bargees,” said Frank Monk. ¢ They
think they're the salt of the earth, and look on themselves
as a brigade of Bloomers on the footer field, but as a matter
of fact they’re pretty soft.”

“Well, Gussy was over there to-day, and they made him
waxy with their swank, and he challenged them for Saturday
afternoon, of course forgetting all about our fixture,” said
Tom Moerry. ‘‘Now, if we make excuses, Higheliffe will
crow fearfully, and there will be no holding them in,”

“T imagine so0.”

“Now, if you could help us out, I know you would,” said
Tom. *“What do you say? Could you possibly put the
match off to another date, old chap ?”

Frank Monk wrinkled his brows lhoughtfully,.and shook
his head.

“T can’t,”” he said honestly. “I would if T could, but
we're booked right up, and we've refused matches because
we had no dates open. We would seratch if you liked, of
course, but—-"

“But that’s not to be thought of,” said Tom Merry
quickly. ‘“I don’t mean that at all. We wouldn’t miss thoe
match with you for anything, if Iligheliffe crowed like a
whole farmyard. I thought something might have fallen
through, perhaps, and you might have a vacant date 2

“1 wish-we had; but we haven’t.”

“Then the only thing we can do is to play both matches
on Saturday. somehow,” said Tom Merry,  “Gussy has
agreed to play Higheliffe on their own ground, and we shall
have to go over there. - The fixture with you is to come off
Lere at three. Could you alter it?”

“Right-ho!” said Monk instantly. *“Anything you like!
We'd make it two if that would suit.”

“ With pleasure,” said ‘Lane.

“ What about coming over to our ground
Merry.

Frank Monk nodded.
~“Certainly. We'll  start immediately after dinner on
Satuvr;duy, and got to your ground in fime to kick-off at
two.

“1 say, that’s awfully good of you, Monkey,” said Tom
Merry gratefully. ““If we save the journey over here, it
will be a lot, as we have to make the trip to Iligheliffe.
It's no joke to play a football match immediately after
another the same afternoon, and the less {ravelling we have
‘to do, the better.”

“We'd do anything we could, of course. But look here.
You're casily top of Iigheliffe in form, but after playing
us you won't be fit to meet them. It stands to reason your
men will be blown.”

“We shall have to risk it.”

“Higheliffe will lick you,”” said Monk, with a shake of
the head. ‘“Then they’ll crow worse than if you scratched.”

“T don’t think so. We'll win if we burst a boiler,” said
Blake, “ And if we lick them just after playing your team,
even Higheliffe will have to sing small.”

“ Well, .yes, that's so; but——"" :

“We shall have to take our chance,’” said Tom Merry.
“If we kick off at two with you, we shall be finished at
three-thirty. We shall got to Higheliffe by four, or earlicr,
and kick off at four there, and finish by half-past five. I
hope there will be light enough.”

“There jolly well won’t,” said Frank Monk. * You must
make it earlier. Look here, we could get over to St. Jim's
and kick off at half-past cne if we tried. That would allow
you to finish by three.”

“Jolly good!” exclaimed Tom Merry heartily.  “It's
awfully decent of you to mect us in this way. We'll give
you a good game.’ B

“ And we'll give you a good licking if wo can,” grinned

9

said Tom

onk.

And the discussion and the toast being finished ot the
samo timo, the juniors rose to depart. Tt was at this moment
that Arthur Augustus came- downstairs; looking much the
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better for his clean-up, and Tom Merry and Blake'met him
as they quitted Monk’s study.

“I'm weady now,” said D’Arey. “We'd bettah talk the
mattah over with Fwank Monk, deah boys, and sec if we
can make an awwangement."” y

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 fail to see any cause for laughtah.”

“Well, you sce, as a matter of fact the matter’s dis-
cussed and settled,” explained Tom Merry. “It’s time to
get back to St. Jim’s now.”

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy——"

‘“Come on!”

. ““But what have you awwanged ?”

“T'll tell you as we go along.”

“That is hardly satisfactory, Tom Mewwy. It may be
necessawy for me to wevise the awwangement, you know.”

“Go hon "’ .

“Pway do not huwwy off like that, Tom Mewwy!" ex-
claimed D’Arcy, following the hero of the Shell from the
house. “\Vouliy———" o

“ (Good-bye, Monk, old man, and many thanks!™

“Not at all. Good-bye!"

“Tom Mewwy—"

“Here's your bike, Gussy.®

“Yaas, but—--"’

“Juwmnp on, then,” said Tom, mounting his machine and
pedalling away. “It’s time we got back.”

“Stop, you wottah!” bawled D’Arey. “I may have to,
wevise the awwangement——-""

‘“Come on, Blake!”

“Right-ho !”

“You wottahs—' .

Tom Merry and Blake were riding away cheerfully.
D’Arcy gazed after them for a moment, and then gazed at
the grinning Grammarians. Then, with an air of oxtreme
dignity, he mounted his machine and pedalled after the
departing juniors,

3 2
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CHAPTER 4.
Arthar Augéstus is ‘Not Easy in His Mind.
“ 11’VE been thinkin’, deah boys—-""

H “Oh, draw it mild, Gussy ! )

- Arvthur Augustus turned his eyeglass upon Jack
Blake. )

“ Weally, Blake—— oy

“Well, you know, you shouldn’t put such a sfrain on a
chap’s crodulity,” expcstulated Blake. “ What I say 1,
draw it mild.”

“I wefuse to weply to that uttahly fwivolous wemarl,”
said D’Arcy, with dignity. “I have been thinkin'. You
awwanged with T'wank Monk yesterday-—-""

“ Exnctly. Is that kettle boiling, Dig?"”

¢ Nearly.”

“You awwanged with Fwank Monk yesterday to have the
match earlinh on Saturday, and to go ovah to Higheliffe
aftahwards.” -

“ Precisely. Where’s that tea canister ?”

“Now, I've been thinkin’-—-"

“The tea canister!”

“You are intewwuptin’ me, Blake.”

“Yeos, 1 suppose I am. Whore’s the tea canister?”

“T don’t care a wap whero the tea canistab is. 1 welfuse
to take the slightest intewest in the tea canistah.”

“But I want to make the tea.”

“T was speakin’ about the footah match on Saturday-—-'

“Yes; but the tea canister—""

“Here it is,” said Herries. & I remember putting it in
Giussy’s hat-box for safety, as that worm Mellish was scout-
ing round for tea when he was fagging for Knox.”

“What " exclaimed D’Arcy. “‘In my hat-box!”

Herries nodded.

“Yes; and the marmalade, too. I knew Mellish would
collar them if he had half a chance. Knox always licks him
if he doesn’t get a good spread at tea-time, and he hardly
ever gives him the tin to get the things.”

“You—you uttah ass——""

“Well, I suppose you didn't want a ban.st" prefect to
scoff our nmrnm&ude?” said Herries indignantly, as D’Arcy
tore his hat-box open.

“Hewwies! I wegard you as an uttah ass! Bai Jove!”

1’ Arey dragged tho tea canister cut of his silk hat. Then
he grabbed the marmalade jar. Unfortunately, it had been
overturned, and half the marmalade was deposited in the
silk lining of the Lat. :

1’ Arcy stared at it specchlessly.

“Hallo!” exclaimed Herrics. “ Where's the rest of that
marmalade ?”’

“You feahful ass! It's in my hat!”

“ My hat! Your hat!”
Tae Gem Linrary.—No, 102,
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"% Yaas, wathah!”

““Oh, hang !” said Herries.
You must have been shifting that hat-box, or something.
Now half the marmalade’s wasted.” :

* You--you uttah ass! I wasn’t thinkin’ of the marma-
lade. My hat is wuined !”’

“ Well, we didn’t want your hat for tea, and we did want
the marmalade,” g‘rowlox Herries. “It’s a curious thing
that your silk hats are always causing trouble of some sort.
My gog Towser was caught in the house the other day,
because he was worrying one of your toppers up and down
the passage.” 2

“ Hewwies—" . : .
. ““Bee if you can scrape the marm. out. I don’t think it

~ought to be wasted. It will do for you, anyway.”

“I don’t know whethah to wegard you as a dangewous
lunatic, Hewwies, or to give you a feahful thwashin’.”

“Take your choice,”” said Herries. ‘“Serape out the
wmarmalade first. We haven’t any too much to go round.”

“This was the silk toppah I bought in Pawis—-"

‘‘Then it's time you had a new one,” said Blake.
“You've had that for weeks. Tea’s made; squattez-vous,
mes amis.” :

The juniors sat down to tea, with the exception of Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy. He was scraping the marmalade out of
his silk topper—not to save the marmalade.

I shall have to have a new linin’ put in that hat,” he
said, at last, as he took his place at the table. “1 wegard
Hewwies as a dangewous lunatie.”

“Good ! Pass the cake.”

“Speakin’ about the Gwammah School match—"

“1 wasn't speaking about the Grammar School mateh,”
said Blake. ‘“L was speaking about the cake. Shove it
over this way.”

“There it 18. Now, about the match—""

“Puws the bread-and-butter, Gussy.” .

 Certainly, Dig. About the Gwammah School match——"

“ Pass that knife.” .

*“ Here you are! Now, about the—""

“Pass the sugar.”

““The sugah 1s on your side of the table, Blake.”

“Dear me, so it is! Pass me a plate, then.” .

“1 wegard these continual intewwuptions as fwivolous. I
wefuse to pass you anythin’ mare. Now, .about the
Gwammah School match, I've been thinkin’-——

Jack Blake gave. a groan, ;

“I suppose we're bound to have it. What is 69"
~“I hardly wegard that as a pwopah spiwit in which to
weceive my wemarks, Bloke. Howevah, to wesume. I have
been thinkin’ that it’s not a good wheeze to play two footah
matches in one aftahnoon. Of course, I coulcf stick it out all
wight, ,Put you chaps would be bound to get feahfully

fa'g:%gg-'t-r-r P

' That is not an intelligible wemark, Blake. T've been
thinkin’, therefore, that it would be a good ideah to waise a
second {Iumuh eleven, and I will captain it.”

“Go hon!”

“ And fake it ovah to Higheliffe to beat Ponsonby.”

“My dear ass—"’

“I wefuse to be called an ass—" :

“Tom Merry is junior football captain. Tom Merry
decides. He’s decided to Play the two matches in one after-
noon, and-—there you are.” 2 3 4

D’Arcy rose from the table.

“Then I had’pettuh epeak to Tom Mewwy about it.”

I will speak to him.”.

And D’ rcg' departed frdn Study No. 6. Blake thought-
fully helped himself to D’Arcy’s cake, which the swell of St.
Jim’s had forgotten in his interest in the football match.
He chuckled softly as the door closed behind Arthur

Augustus,

*It’s Gussy for wheezes !” he remarked, . ¢ think T can .

guess the reception he’ll get in Tom Merry’s study !”
And. Herries -and Digby said: “ What-ho !”’

L CHAPYER 5.
Two ngerous Offers Declined.

o5 AT Jove !” -
i Arthur Augustus D’Arcy had nearly reached
% Tom Merry’s study, when a junior came very
quickly out of the adjoining room, bolted along the corridor;
and ran right into him oufside Tom Merry’s door. It was
Skimpole, of the Shell, the junior who “was very short-
sighted, and always in a hurry, and extremely dangerous to
meet in a passage or on the stairs. '
Arthur Kﬁgustuq staggered against Tom Merry’s door.
“Dear ma’!” said Skimpole, blinking at him through his
spectacles. I am sorry! Oh! . ik
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The door was ajar. D'Arcy’s weight, as he fell against it,
hurled it open, and the swell of the School House rolled
headlong into the study.

There was a yell within,

Monty Lowther and Manners were playing chess, and Tom
Merry was sitting on the corner of the tea-table, watching
them. Manners gave a jump as D’Arcy rolled in, and his
sleeve swept pieces and pawns from the board. 3

“You ass!” roared Lowther. ~

“It wasn't my fault!” shrieked Manners. “That
duffer——"

D’Arey jumped up.

“Bai Jove! I'm sowwy, deah boys!”?

““ You shrieking ass!” 5 :

“I weluse to be called a shwiekin’ ass. I hat¥e apologised
for my unintentional intwusion, and between gentlemen that
should be safficient,” said Arthur Augustus 1)’Arcy, with @
great-deal of dignity.

“You frabjous cuckoo !"

“You burbling idiot 1"

“ Weally, deah boys——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry. 4

““ Not that it really matters,” said Manners calming down
v little.  ““ X had you mate in three, Lowther.”

“ Oh, don’t be funny !’ growled ﬁowther.— “Unless you're
as blind as you are silly, you must have seen that I had you
mate in two,"”

“Well, of all the duffers———""

“Of all the idiotg——-" " !

“ Didn’t you see that my queen———" ¢

“Didn’t you see that my rook——>""

“ Blow your rook !”

“Well, b®w your queen !’

‘“ Look here—"

‘“ Look here——""

““Oh, shut up!” bawled Tom Merry.
arguing about chess, I can’t stand you.”
“I had him mate 1n threes—" *

“1 had him mate in two-—"

“ Bosh !”

“Rot !”

“Yes, you're both right, it's all bosh and rot,” agrecd
Tom Merry. ‘‘Now shut up. The game is over, and you
can massacre Gussy for upsetting it."” i

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy——-" 3 : P

I was going to call in on you chaps,” said Skimpole,
blinking into the study. ‘A sudden idea struck me in con-
nection with the Grammar School football match.”

“Bai Jove! That’s what I’ve come here to speak about,
you know.”

“ Well, go into 8kimpole's study, and you can talk to each
other about it,”” said Tom Merry. *‘I consider that a good
suggestion.” :

*“Woeally, deah boy——""

“Not at all, Merry. I have a
It appears that you have arrange
one afternoon.” i >

“ Yaas, wathah! Now, I considah——"

“1 think it would be befter to form two teams, and send
one over to Highcliffe, the other to the Grammar School.”

“Yaas, wathah! That’s what I was goin’ to say.”

“I have not played very much football,”’ said Skimpole,
blinking round the study. “I am perfectly willing, how-
ever, to captain the second team to play Highcliffe.””

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Weally, Skimpole, you are an ass!”

‘‘Really, D"Arcy, that remark is almost rude. You see,
although I have practised football very little, I shall play
the game well, because it really depends upon the intelli-
gence, and I have always maimtained the mastery of mind
over matter. The mastery of mind over matter is shown as
much in foothall as anything else.”

“Go hon !” }

“1 shall therefore be perfectly willing to captain-a second
team against Higheliffe, and I gave no doubt you will jump
at the offer.” - &

‘“ Ha, ha, ha " %

“I see no cause for merriment in my remark.” !

“ Well, 'm not a good jumper, so I shan’t jump at tho
offer,” grinned Tom Merry. ‘“But if you want to be really
obliging, I’ll tell you what you can do, Skimpole.” ;

“Yes. As you know, I wish to be always obliging. It is
the duty of ‘a'sincere Socialist, as I am, to be always
obliging.” ; ]

“ Well, perhaps it would be asking too much, though,”
said Tom Merry thoughtfully. )

“ Not at all, Merry.”

“Well, if you would like to do me a favour——?

% Certainly——" : *i

%3 ell’.' then, go straight down the passage——-"

es

“When you starf =" =

ood suggestion to make.
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“
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“Cortainly.” . .
¢ Across the quadrangle, as far as the gates——-
“That is easy enougi. "What else?” sigh
:: Noti!.\'mg else.”

‘“ Stay there,” explained Tom Merry. “ That’s all.”

Skimpole blinked at him in perplexity. He could not
catch on. He was a deeply-serious youth, and had never
been known to see a joke, The other juniors in the study
were all grinning, n.nld Skim;)ole blinke& round from face to
face in search of a clue to the general merriment.

“T hardly think I understand you aright, Merry,” said the
ﬁemus of the Shell slowéy. ““ As a sincere Socialist, it is my
duty to be obli mq, and I should be very happy indeed to
do you any littie favour.” Pray explain. 1 am to proceed
along this passage, and descend the stairs—"

a, ha! Yes, :

“ And then cross the quadrangle from the School fTouse to
the‘ atg}s——?"'
“ And then— "

‘“Stay there.”
“But what purpose would (hat effect ?”
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Ho, ho, ho!”

- 4T fail to see in what that would oblige you, Merry,” said:
Skimpole, perplesed. =1 fail to see the cause of this
laughter also.” |

“Oh, I can show you that,” said Lowther, taking the
ﬁpmus of the Shell by the back of the neck, and marching

im towards the glass. ‘‘Look in there.”

“1 am looking in.”’

“(Clan’t you see the cause of the laughter, then

“(erbainly not,” said Skimpole, blinking at his own
‘refleetion, ‘I fail to see the drift ‘of your remarks,

~Lowther.”

My only hat! Look!
idiot ?"' howled Lowther.

“T can ser your face over my shoulder, if that is what yon
mean,”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tom Merry. * Good for Skimmy !’

“Bai Jove, I wegard that as funnay, you know.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Monty Lowther turned red. ;

“ What's all that silly cackling about ?”’ he demanded.

« “Ha, ha, ha! Look in the glass!” yelled Manners.
“ You'll see the cause of the laughier, you know. The face
of a silly idiot! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Look here, you chumpsg -~

¢ Ha, ha, ha b h

“ Really,” said 8kimpole, *“I cannot help thinking that
you have taken leave of your senses. I'fail to see any cause
or these cachinnations.’ :

“ Ha, ha, ha!” o g

“To come back to the original subject, are you perfectly
willing for me to form a second eleven to play Highcliffe ?”

“No! Ha, ha, ha!”

“You do not refuse?”

“Yes, I do, old chap!”

_“Then, as a sincere Socialist, it will be my duty to resisi
tyranny,” said Skimpole. ‘1 shall form the second eleven,
and play Higheliffe on my own account.”

“Ha, ha, (i

“The rights of the individual must always be maintained.
Professor Loosetop says in his book on Determinism-——""
© “Outside !”

¢ Nothing of the sort, He says—— ,

“vael?" 5l

“He says——

“ Chuck him out!” roared Manners.

Three pairs of hands were laid upon Skimpole.  He
struggled, but he had no chance. The strong grasp of the
Terrible Three was upon him, and he was hurled forth. He
rolled along the linoleum, sliding along the passage on the
smooth surtace, and blinking in o state of great astonish-
ment.
~%“Bai Jove!” ejaculated Arthur Augustus D’Arcy. I
quite appwove of ‘curlin’ out that feahful bore. Fancy any
chap- talkin’ Determinism without bein’ paid to do.it. But
‘to come to biznay, desh boys, about that football match—-""

“Oh, that's all settled !”

_““Not at all. T have decided to waise a second eleven to
play Highcliffe on Satahday. 1 do not considah that we
ought to wisk the school colours by playin’ two matches in
one aftahnoon.” * :

“ Are you junior football captain, by any chance
Tom Merry blandly.

90

Can’t you see the face of a silly

"

9

asked

““No, but natuwally you will, as o wessonnblo human

bein’, yield to supo\viah judgment.”
“ Ha, ha, ha "™ T S
“¥ wogard it as a wippin’ wheeze to waise a secoud juniah
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oleven, undah my lead. Then I should wesign my place in
your eleven, of course.”
“ Well, that would
CGrammarians, certainly,” +Tom
thoughtful way.
“ Weally, Tom Mewwy—— :
“But I'm afraid I couldn’t trust you to lick Highcliffa,

ive us a better chance against the
Merry remarked, in -

”

Gussy, . Your offer is, therefore, declined with thanks.
Good-bye !”
“But——"

“Fare thee well.”

“Pway don’t be widiculous. T will explain my views on
the subject fwom the vewy beginnin’

“That you jolly well won’t,” said Tom Merry promptly.
“ (o and explain them to Blake."” ;

“Ho wefuses to tweat the mattah with pwopah sewious-
ness.””

“T'm not surprised. Still, he’s bound to stand i,  Ban
away and play "’

“ My opinion is—-=

¢ Order |

¢ 71 considah—"

“Rats!”

¢ Undah the cires —"

“ Outside.” ’

“1 wefuse—""

“Chuck him out!"”

“1 wefuse to be chucked out. T absolutely—ow—you '
wottahs! Lowthah, welease me at once, or I shall lose my
tempah and stwike you. Mannahs, you are wurnplin’ my .
collar, you howwid wuffian! Tom Mewwy—— Ow "

Arthur Augnstus was ejected, and the door slammed
behind him.

The swell of St. Jim's picked himself up in the passage, a
little dishevelled and extremely indignant. Ife rushed at
thahdoor of the study; it was locked. A ctmckle came from
within,

D’Arcy put his head down to the keyhole. :

“Tom Mewwy, I wegard you with uttah contempt

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 look upon you as a wank outsidah! I-—-ow-—ow-—-ow-
gerroooch !"

izz ! )

A stream of ink from a squirt came through the keyhole,
and it caught Arthur Augustus fairly in his open mouth.

He staggered away from the door, spluttering and mutter-
ing, with the ink .running down over his chin and streaming
upon his immaculate white collar,

“Ow! Yow! Yaroooh! Groo!”

¢ Ha, ha, ha!"

“You howwid wuffianly wottahs!”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

And D’Arcy, bestowing a final kick upon the door, rushed
off in search of a bath-room and a toothbrush,

P i

~ CHAPTER 6.
Two Goals for Skimpole.

PLASH! Splash! Splash!
Tap, tap!
Splash !

Tap!
¢ Are you in.this bath-room, D’Arcy 1"

“Yaas, wathah! Cleah off I” .

“1 want to speak to you!"” \ O
“ Br-r-rar I”
¢ Dear_me!

”»

1 have a most important communication fo
Pray open the door.” g

“I'm twyin’ to clean this howwid ink out of my mouth.’”

¢ Dear mo! What have you been drinking ink for?”

¢ Bror-r-r!”

Splash! Splash! e

“Hallo!” said Harry Noble, coming along the passags,
and giving Skimpole a playful dig in the ribs. * What's the
matter, Skimmy ?"’ : i

“1 want to speak to D'Arcy, and he has been deinking ink,
and is washing . the taste of it out of his mouth,"” said
Skimpole. “T regard it as a most remarkable thing for
D’Arcy to do.” : i

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” ;

“Y have had fears for D’Arcy’s sanity at times,” said
Skimpole, lowering his voice. * He fails to understand the
simplest. principles of Determinism when I explain therm
to him."" . 1 g ¢

“ Amazin said Kangaroo.

¢ Yes. or instance, take ‘the clear and convincing
exposition of Determinism in Professor Loosetop’s wonder-
ful book. ' Kverything being what it is, is exactly as it 14,
and is evidently the outcome of the forces which had com.
bined to produce it. Dear me! IHow extre‘nely rude of
Noble to walk away while T am talking.”
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Skimpole rapped on the door again.

“D’Arcy! D’Arcy!”

“Go away !”

“Tt is very important.
- “Brrrer ! Grool”

“You see, D’Arcy—-""

Poaiiey

The deor flew open, and a hand appeared with’ a wet .

sponge in it. The sponge swept through the air, and came
upon Skimpole's nose with considerable force. Water from
it splashed all over him. ‘
Skimpole staggered back and sat. down.
“{)ear me! This—this is almoest rude! Really, D’Arcy

The door slammed again.

Skimpole mopped his face with his handkerchief, and
drifted along the passage. He took up his stand patiently
at the end window, and waited for D’Arcy. The swell of
St. Jim's emerged at last, looking very rosy and fresh.

¥ Abem ! D'Aroy—-"

};D’Arcy put up his eyeglass and stared at the genius of the

ell.

“Weally, Skimpole, I wegard you as an ass.” 2
“T regard you as a rude-person.’
“I am sowwy I was dwiven to hurl the sponge at you,

[

desh bog;. i I was in a most exaspewated state by bein’ unable
% ;

to get t wotten ink out of my month.” -

“But why did you drink it ?*”

“You uttah ass! I didn't! One of those Shell wotitahs
squirted it into my mouth with a beastly squirt!”

“Oh, I see! As a sincere Socialist, I do net bear malice,
D’Arcy, T am willing to offer you my help in the matter
of the football match.”

D’Arey’s eyeglass glimmered.aver Skimpole's large head
and glistening spectacles and weedy form, and he smiled.

“Thank you vewy much, Skitnmay, deah boy, but I feah
you will not be of much use in a footah mateh.”

“I wish to play in the match, I’Arcy, to demonstrate the
mastery of mind over matter. T have a football here, as
you see. I have never kicked a goal in my life, but I will
demonstrate to you that the intellect is superior to mere
practice. Come-into the wide passage.”’

“Yaas, wathah!” -

“Now,” said Skimpole, as they came,into the Form-room
i}nss_age. “You stand there, as 1f you were the goalkeeper.

will place this football at this end of the passage, and kick
it clean over your head.” ) ;

“Bai Jove! T think I should pwefer to stand at the side
of the cowwidah, deah boy, in ease it didn’t go wight ovah
my head.”

“Oh, very well, but I assure you——-"

“I pwefer to stand here.”

“Very good |’ :

D’Arcy stood up to the side of the passage. Skimpole
placed the ball, blinked at it, and retreated a few steps.
Then he took a little run, and launched out one of his feet.

The ball flew, but Skimpole’s kick was by no means a fair
and square one, The ball sweérved off to the side of the
puas(eige!,”n.nd there was a wild roar from D’Arcy.

“Ow 3

'’

Skimpole blinked at him.

““ What is the matter, I)’Arcy "’

“Yow! You uttah ass!” yelled D’'Avrey.
ball has biffed me on my beastly chin! Ow!

“Impossible & *

o SOVl 1

“ Absolutely impossible,”” said Skimpole, shaking his head.
“This must be the effect of imagination. You see, I cal-
culated carefully before I kicked and the ball can only
have described a certain trajectory, which would miss you
by two yards at least. [t is quite impossible for the ball
to have touched you.”

Arthur Augustus rubbed his chin, which was aching from
contact with the football. :

“ You feahful ass!” he said.

_ “Tt is simply-a freak of the imagination,” said Skimpole
patiently. “ The ball cannot have touched you.”

‘It banged me on the chin, you fwabjous ass.”

“Tmpossible !

“ But my chin is hurt.”

“ Mere imagination !”
© “You uttah ass "’

“T hope you will not be so obstinate as to maintain that
the ball really struck you, D’Arcy. If there is anything in
scientific calculation, 1t missed you by two yards at least.
Now, I will try again—where are you going, D’Arcy ?"

Arthur Augustus did not reply. He walked off at a good
speed. Skimpole blinked after him in great surprise.

“Dear me! It is almost rude of D’Arcy to leave me so
abruptly,”’” he murmured. “ What an obstinate fellow he is!
I clearly dexnstmted that the supposed injury to his chin
was a delusioh, and merely the effect of imagination. There
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is no respect for science in our days. . Fowever, though
D’Arcy declines to remain, I think I had better practise a
little more, now that I have the passage to myself, My
stccess is a remarkable proof of the value of purely scientifia
caleulation.”

And 8kimpole placed the fotball again, and calculated, and
icked, and sent it whirling on a zigzag course past the door
of the Shell Form-roon:. :

It was just Skimpole’s luck that the door should open at
that moment, and that Mr. Linton, the master of the Shell,
should come out just in time to catch the football with the
side of his head.

- There was a roar from Mr. Linton,
The astounded master staggered in the doorway, and

clapped his hand to the side of his head, catching at his

glagses with the other hand, while the football bounced qnd}

rolled at his feet,

“Great heavene!"” exclaimed Mr. Linton, ;

Anybody but Skimpole would haye dodged away at top
speed, and escaped discovery. But Skimptﬁ came blinking
along the passage to see what had become of his ball,

“Have you seen my football, sir? Oh, here it is |"*

“Skimpole ! :

“Yos, sir!”

-“Did you throw that ball at me?”’ demanded Mr. Linton,
in a voice that made even the amateur Socialist of St. Jim’s
quake a little. ,

“Oh, no, siv! T was practising a kick.” :

“You—you were practising a kick here—indoors—here,
in the passage!” exclaimed Mr. Linton, scarcely able to

« believe Lis ears, e

“Yes, sir. You see, it is dark in the quadrangle, and——"

“ Follow me, Skimpole.” 2

Mr. Linton, with a grim face, turned back into the class-
room. :

“With pleasure, sir,” said Skimpole, picking up the footbdll
and following the Shell-master ‘in. “i trust you were not

greatly disturbed, sir, by the impact of the leather sphere
upon the side of your occiput?”’

* Hold out your hand, Skimpale,’”” gaid Mr. Linton, ricking
up a cane off his desk. I acquit you.of deliberately
that ball at me, but your impatience in playing footba.
indoﬁ:ﬂ and your gross carelessness, I must severely punish,”

4 ¥y AR et - ;
Skimpole blinked dubiously at the master of the Sheil

He was thinking of beginn‘ui‘g an argument, proving m}hat a
fellow had a rvight to play football wherever he liked, and
that under Socialism all Form-room passages would be
nationalised, but the expression on Mr. Linton’s face mado
him change his mind. =

He held out his hand instead.

Skimpole blinked energetically as he received three severe
cuts on each hand. M. Linton then pointed to the door with
his cane.

“ You may ge, Skinipole, ’
I may return it to youlater. Leave.it on my desk.”

* Bat, sit——""

“You may go.”

“ Certainly, sir; but-—" { ;

“Gol’ exclaimed' Mr. Linton, grasping the cane again;
and Skimpole darted out of the Form-room. He blinked
doubtfully as he went down the passage.

“1 am not surprised at Mr. Linton’s being irritated by the
impact of the spheroidal missile upon his. occiput,” he mur-
mured, *“but it is really most unjust of him to detain Tom
Merry’s foothall. However, I suppose it is of no use arguing
with ¥1im about it.”

And Skimpole did not argue, for once.
of the Shell severely alone.

ey

CHAPTER 7.
Fatty Wynn Loses the Toffee.

<4 USssy!”?
: Jack Blake whispered the name in the Fourth-
Form class-toom. It was ‘i i
morning after Skimpole’s demonstration of the mastery of
mind over matter. Arthur Augustus D’Arcy sat very silent
and thoughtful in his place in the Fourth Form. Whether he
still felt the effect of Skimpole’s demonstration in his chin, or
whether he had something else on his mind—certain it is that
a shade of intense reflection was upon his aristocratic brow.
As a matter of fact, the boys were supposed to be silent and
thoughtful in the class-room. But this, as Blake would have
said, was mainly supposition.  Mr Lathom was a patient,
good-tempered, and short-sighted Form-master, and the
[*‘om;th Folr’m were not kept in strict order, by any means
“Clussy :
T’ Arcy made no reply.
His eyes were fixeéd upon the blackboard, upon which Mr,

He left the mastqr

Lathom ivas making mysterious inscriptions with a piece of |

wrling:

I shall detain this ball. Perhaps "

in the morning—the .
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Mr, Lathom.
“ Gussy !’
The Fourth-Form master turned his head a little,
“Dear me! I am sure someone is talking.”
Blake snorted softly.
“ Do pinch Gussy, somebody,” he whispered.
“ Clertainly,” said Hancock, who sat next to the swell of St.
Jim’s; and he did.
D’ Arcy came oul of his reverie with a gasp.
“Ow! Bai Jove! What was that?”
“ 8hut up, you ass!”
* Weally, Hancock-
Myr. Lathom turned round again.
“ T must insist upon silence in the class,” he said mildly.
D’Arcy, I am certain that I heard you speak.”
‘“ Yaas, sir.* I-~I felt a sudden pain, sir.”
“Indeed! Arve you ill?”
“0Oh, no, sir!”
“Dear me!” said Mr. Lathom, guite concerned, ¢ What
sort, of a pain was it, D’Arcy? 1 trust it* was nothing
serious.”
* Oh, no, thank y‘u, sir! It is quite gone now,”
“ Where wasg it?”’ =
“In the leg, sir,” said D’Arcy.

He was thinking.

”
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Three pairs of hands were laid upon Skimpole. He struggied, but he had no chanee. The strong grasp of the
Terrible Three was upon him, and he was huried forth from the study.

|
5 — _ oS

“H'm! Was it anything like rheumatism?” asked Mr,
Lathom, who sometimes had twinges of that himself, and
naturally felt sympathetic for others in like case, ’

“1-—1 don’t know, sir.”

“ Was it a very sharp pain ’

* Viaas, sir.”’

“Ah! It was probably rheumatism. You must have been
getting . your feet wet, perhaps, and neglecting to change
vour boots afterwards.”

“Oh, no, sir!” :

“You are sure your feet are not wet at the present
moment, I)’Arcy ¥’

““Quite sure,*sir.”

“Very well. Tell me, howerer, if you feelhis pain again,
and I think it will be better for you to have medical advice.”

‘“Ya-a-a-as, sir.” -

Mr. Lathom turned to the blackboard again.  Arthur
Augustus was crimson, and the whole class were trying to
suppress their giggles.

“You uttah ass, Hancock!”
the Form-master’s attention was taken away again.
did you pinfh me for?”

“ Blake wants to speak to you.”

“ Weally, Blake——"

“1 asked him to wake you up,” explained Blake. )
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f.hotught you were going into a trance, or something of the
gort,’

‘tI” wefuse {0 cwedit that you believed anythin’ of the
gorg.
' You sce, T wanted you to pass this toffce on to Fatty
W ynn, who is dying of hunger. I couldn’t make you hear.”
*T will pass on the toffee, Blake, but I twust you will not
bothah me with any more of your wemarks. 1 was thinkin ¥
said D’Arey, with dignity. ‘““The mattah of the new eleven
18 weighin’ on my mind vewy much.”
“The which?"”
.. The new eleven, which is going to meet Highcliffe.”
But no new eleven is going to meet Highcliffe ! said Jack
BlP.ko, n amazement, ¢
ou are mistaken, deah boy. As you, and Tom Mewwy,
and Figgins fail to sco weason, I have decided to take the
tattah into my own hands,”
Blake could ‘only stare.
I am formin’ a new juniah eleven,” said I Arcyg - SCK
shall take it ovah to Highcliffe and lick the Ponsonby ewowd.
. You othahs can play the Gwammah Scheol, as owiginally
sLwwanged,”
" You cheeky young ass !’
* Weally, Blik%—f‘ .
‘" Are you going to pass that toffee, or are you not going to
iss that toffee 7 asked Fatty Wynn, in a sulphurous voice.
Bai Jove! T'm sowwy,” said D’Arcy, who had beon
absently holding the packet of toffee in his hand all the time.
*“ Here you are, deah boy I”’
Mr, Lathom turned round.
i * What is that you are passing to Wynn, D’Arey?” he
sked,
" Bai Jove!"” ;
< Give it to me at once!”
“Oh, deah!”
:'er. Lathom took the toffee.
Ah! You have been warned before of devouring sweet-
meats in class, Wynn. D’Arey, I am surprised to sce you
cucouraging Wynn in his gluttonous habits in the class-room.

T::’il: toflee will be confiscated, and you will take twenty lines
X,

" Bai Jove " 4 ;
Fatty Wynn did not say anything, but his looks said
volumes and volumes.

" CHAPTER 8.
D'Arcy Means Business.

i HERE'S that dummy 7"
Fatty Wynn asked the question as the Fourth

: form came out after morning lessons. The fat
Fourth-Former was looking decidedly warlike.
‘' Steady on, said Figgins, grinning,

Fatty,”
It was only the little way he has.

: ¢ ““ Gussy
didn’t mean it, you know.
oing to squash him!”

L

i

“ Weally, Wynn—"

“Oh, here you are! You utter lunatic! You frabjous
burbler! T was perishing with hunger, and the toffee would
hiave saved me!”

* Well, you see—-""

“I had hardly any breakfast,”” said Fatty Wynn, with a
glance round for sympathy. ‘Only eggs, and a couple of
rashers, and a pork-pie, and a slice of cold pudding, and the
tarts, and a chunk of cake. 1 was famishing in the class-
rooin,” and-——'" : pe

*“You must have been,”” said Blake.,

““ Yaas, wathah!”

* “And that idiot—-""

“1 wefuse to be ealled an idiot!”

“That howling jackass——"

“I decline to be chawactewised as a jackass!™

“ That frabjous ass—"’

“TI uttahly wefuse——" ¢

“ That shrieking dummy gave Lathom the toffee! I'm
going to squash him!” And Fatty Wynun pushed back his
cuffs in a very businesslike way.

“Vewy well, Wynn. Undah the cires., T do not see that
! have any wesource but to thwash you,” said Arthur
Augustus. .

*“Oh, collar him!” said Figgins.

* Weally, Figging—-"

“ Leggo!” yelled Fatty Wynn.

“ Rats ! said Figgins cheerfully,

Figgins and Kerr scized Fatty Wynn by the arms and
marched him off foreibly. Blake and Digby did the same for
the vainly-protesting Arthur Augustus.

“You uttah asses!” said D’Arcy, when they released him
at last, Fatty Wynn having been marched into the New
House. ‘I shall have to thwash Wynn. It is a mattah of
dig. with me now. I wefuse to let the mattah dwop.”

“ We'll jolly well let you drop if you don’t!” said Blake.
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“Wats!”’
“Stop him!” roared Blake, as the swell of 8t. Jim’s
rushed off towards the New House, evidently bent upon

avenging his offended dignity upon the®plump person of_

Fatty Wynn,
* Stop him ! shouted Digby.
The Terrible Three were strolling out into the quad., and

they saw D’Arcy running. They strolled into his path.

* Stop him, Tom Merry!”

“ What-ho!"” said Tom Merry.

D’Arcy halted as Tom Merry, Manners, and Lowther lined
up to dispute his farther progress.

“Pway get out of the way, deah boys!” he exclaimed. ‘I
am goin’ to thwash Wynn!”

‘“ Rats 1"

“ It is a question of dig.”

*“ Ha, ha, ha !

. “Got him!” gasped Blake, coming up breathlessly, and
inserting two fingers into the back of D"Arcy’s collar, = *“ Got
the duffer !”

“ Weally, Blake—-""

“ Now then, you'll agree to keep the peace, or down you
go into the mud!I” said Blake warningly. ** What is it fo

Vi

“Upon the whole, I will let Fatty Wynn off,” said
D’ Arcy.

Blake released him with a chuckla,

“Good !

“But 1 am afwaid that, undah the cires., it will not be
possible for me to wegard you as fwiends,” said D’Arcy,
putting- up his eyeglass.  “ You are a set of boundahs !
Howevah, I have to speak to you on the subject of footah.”

* Why, that’s all sottled!” said Tom Merry. “It was all
ing.”’

“It was not settlod! I have decided to waige a second
eleven.” . !

“@Go hon!”

“ And play Higheliffe | i

*“Rats

“You can play the Gwammah School without me.
take my eleven over to Higheliffe,

‘“ Not much !”

‘““And why not?”

“Well, you'd be licked, you sece. The Higheliffe chaps
arc not first-chop form, but they’re strong enough to liclk
any second eleven we could raise out of the junior Forms
here. We've got all the best players in the junior team now.
And, as a mattor of absolute fact, Gussy, you're not an

finished when we chucked you out of the study last even-

e o

T will
Are you agweocable 7

exactly ideal football captain. If it were choosin, & nogk-

tie or a silk hat, I'd rely on you to the last ghot in i
But footer——" Sy Y

“I wegard youf wemarks as fwivolous! As I wemarked, T
have decided !”

““ Nobody else has a say in the matter, I suppose?” sug-
gested Lowther.

*No, deah boy; I have made up my mind!” said Arthur
Augustus. ** As I bwought ovah the challenge fwom ITigh-
cliffe, it is my place to find an eleven to lick them. I am
goin’ to do it. Howevah, I don’t waut to have any wow on
the subjeet. I suppose that if T waise an eleven that can
beat yours, Tom Mewwy, you will be willin’ to agwee to my
takin’ it ovah-to Higheliffe to meet Ponsonby ?

‘“Ha, ha! Yes."

“That i3 agweed, then?”’

“Certainly !

“Vewy good! I shall now pwoceed to weewuit tha
cleven,” said D’Arcy, with a great deal of dignity.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“I see no cause for wibald laughtah !

‘ Ha, ha, ha.l” §

D’Arcy swept the juniors with a scornful glance through his
eyeglass, and stalked away. He left them chuckling.

‘“Gussy’s in earnest,” remarked Manners. ‘“ My only hat !
I shall be glad to sce the second eleven when he raises it.”

“ What-ho " grinned Blake. ‘' There arc some chaps wa
keep as reserves, and they can play footer, but I don’t think
they will play for Gussy.”

‘“Ha, ha! ‘No.”

“Lemme see,” said Tom Merry thoughtfully. “ We have
Merry, Manners, Lowther—the pick of the bunch—Figgins,
Kerr, and Wynn ; Blake, Herries, Dighy, Kaugaroo, Dane—
as Gussy is leaving himself out. Dane will be glad to play
in his nlace.”

“T should think so.” y

“There are some good players left—Glyn, and Reilly and
Macdoneld, anyway. Not enough-to mgke up an eleven to
play Higheliffe. Besides, we want Glyn and Reilly and
}\’Inodonu d as reserves. I shall make some changes in the
team before it goes over to Highcliffe. Any fellow who 1s

#
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" damaged or fagged will be replaced, 66 I can’t let Gussy
have my reserves,” grinned Tom Merry.

“ Not much !”

¢ Hallo, Skimpole!"” 3

The gening of the Shell came up, blinking in the bright
winter sunshine,

“T should like to know, Merry, whethe
to adopt my suggestion?” he began: “1 tried my plan
vesterday, with most gratifying results, I have clearly
demongtrated the mastery of mind over matter. 1 would
~ undertake to captain a team against Higholiffe with the
fu}lcst confidence in myself.”
¥ “T'm afraid I shouldn’t share the confidlence, Skimmy.”

“1 suppose it is no good arguing with absolutely stupid
persons 7" said Skimpole, with an air of resignation.

* Not a bit; I've tried it with you! But Gussy is forming
"s_eooud eloven, and you're just the recruit he wants for

“0Oh, good! Where is he?”
" “Over yonder, under the elms,
chanee,” said Blake encouragingly.
Skimpole blinked at him.
%1 think I will, Blake. By the way, Tom Merry, will you
bo wnntinﬁ your football to-day ?”’
“ What-ho !” .
“You can get an old one in the gym. to practise with,”
said Digby.
“1 was not thinkin
Merry's football yesterday——
“Oh, you did, did you?”’ exclaimed Tom Merry. T
wasn't aware of it ! -

r you have decided

T e

Buzz off and get first

“of th?t, Digby. 1 borrowed Tom

. “No; you were nob in your study at the time. And,
¥ besides, what was the use of goin through the absurd form
of asking your permission?” said Skimpole. “1 borrowed

the ball. nder Socialism, of course, all footballs will be
nationalised. But what 1 was going to say is, that while
practising in the passage last evening 1 had the misfortune
to’ knock the football against Mr. Linton’s head, and he has
5 utl)lnf:nscuted it, I am soiry, if you require the ball.  That is
ball.’

. Skimpolo walked away, and was gone before Tom Merry
" could recaver his breath, .,

CHAPTER 9.
D'Arcy is Shocked.

LYN, deah boy!” "

Bernard Glyn, the lad from Liverpool. did not look
n 1 round. He was busy in his study—the end etudy in
" tho Shell passage. Glyn was a_youthful inventor, and tho
~ confrivances he originated in the end study had caused a
oreat doal of amusoment—and some trouble—in the School
louse. His oleotric walking-sticks, and chairs that closed
" liko a vice upon the sitter were well known among the
3 j;x'rllliors. though strangers were sometimes taken in by them
- still. .
“1 say, Glyn!”
“Got out!”
S Rh!
“ Buzz off |”
“T want to speak to you.”
* By-r-ror!”

“1¢'s Lmportant.”

¢ Bosh "

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy felt for his eyeglass, jammed it
“into his eye, and surveyed Bernard Glyn with a disdainful
“exprossion. The manner of the Liverpool lad could not be
snid to be either polite or encouraging.

“~ Glyn was busy. He had what appeared to be an oblong
box. covered with American cloth, on the table, and from
the box two handles protruded. An insulated wire connected
the box with-a battery undor the table,

¢ Woally, Glyn, T must wegard you as a wnde beast !” said
D'Arcy. “I came to offah you a gweat distinction !”

“ (4o and offer it to somobody else, then!” howled Glyn.
“(Jan’t you see I'm busy?”

“Tt's about the footah on Satahday.”

“Rats 1"

“1 am waisin’ a second eleven to meet Higheliffe while
To‘x‘ul;'bvliw\yy’s eleven goes ovah'to the Gwammah School.”

oof !’

“1 offah you a Yluce in the team.”
3 “Go and cat coke!”
el Arthur Augustus D'Arey grew crimson. He adyvanced into
. the study, and pushed baci his beautiful white cuffs.
<7 shall be sowwy tosintewwunt you, Glyn, but I am goin’
to thwash you! Will you kindly stop that wot——""
“Qutside !"
“ Wats !’
“ (et out, you idiot!”
“ T wefuse to-be called an idiot!

ekl - Are you goin' to put your
ands up ! ‘
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“You utter duffer!”

“That's 2 beginnin’ 1’ sald D’Arcy, giving the Shell fellow
a gentle tup on the ear. “Now pway put your hands up,
deah boy !

Bernard Glyn gave a roar. :

“You fearful ass! I can’t leave this now. Here, hold
this handle for & minute, while I connect the wire!”

“(Ceortainly, feah boy!’ said D'Arcy, who was always
obliging, even in his most hostile moments. ¢ With
pleasure !” . )

“This handle! Quick!"” :

D’Arcy grasped the handle. The next moment a wild yell
rang through the study, and Arthur Augustus was dancing
convulsively.

“Ow! (3w! Leggo "

¢ Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bernard Glyn.

“Ow! Yow! BaidJove! Yah!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur Augustus tried to let go the handle. But he could
not. His hand clung to it, in spite of himself.

“Ow! Ow! Owl” 3

Je understood now that Glyn had made him take hold
of that handle, and had then turned on a powerful current of
electricity, to punish him for his interruption of the experi:
ment, whatever it was.

And he could not let go!

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Glyn,

“You howwid wottah!” i
‘“Ha, ha, ha !” : e
“Ow! Help! Wescue!” >
‘“ Ha, ha, ha !”

“Ow! Yow! Grooh! Yarooh! Help!"

“What on earth’s the matter?”’ exclaimed Ilarry' Noble,

‘rushing into the study.

And then he saw D'Arcy clasping the handle' and dancing,
and he yelled : :
“Ha, ha, ba!”
“ Weally, Kangawoo—' e e Lol
“QOh, my only hat!” gasped the Cornstalk. * This 18
funny ! Ha, ha, ha!” : !
& ¥elp! Yarooh! Wescue!”
Half » dozen fellows were looking into the study now.
They roared with laughter at the curious anties of the swell
of 8t. Jim's.
“Wescuo ! yelled Arthur Augustus, b
“Ha, ha, hat”
“ Shocking thing, ain’t it ?"* gasped Hancock, iy
‘“Ha, ha, ha!” Py
“ Will you get out of the study, make it pax, and not come
back again, if J let you go?”’ demanded Bernard Glyn,
“ Cortainly not ! i

]

am goin’ to thwagh you!"
f:};ll ‘t_larn it on a little stronger, then!”
Wl

“How do you like that 7"

“Yow'!"

“ A little more?”’

“ Yarooh "

“ Ave you going to clear out, then?”

“Yow—yaas, wathah!”

“ And not come back?”

“ Groo—yaas.”’ s

“ Make it pax?”’ : ; .

«Vaas ! wailed D'Arcy.” “ TII—TIl do anythin’, only shut
off that feahful thing. Pway don’t be a beast!” -

“Ha, ha, hal”

Glyn shut off the current.
staggered to a chair,” and collapsed into it.
perspiration in big drops on his aristocratic brow,
in the doorway were shrieking. ;

“Perhaps you won't interrupt an experiment again,
CGrussy,” grinned Glyn. “I'm making a new dodge for my
mec)'wni(‘ul man, and you came in at the wrong moment, you
see,” !

“T wegard you as a wank outsidah.”

“Well, you're an insider at present, but please get out-
side. You'ro an awfully nice chap on the other side of a
door with the door locked,” said Glyn,

“ Weally, Glyn——"

“ Outside, Gussy. I'm busy.” \ 4

“1 wegard you with uttah contempt. T uttahly wefuse to
have you in my eleven, Glyn,” said Arthur Augustus, and he
stalked out of the doorway of the end studi, shaking the dust
of that apartment from his feet, so to speak.

Bernard Glyn grinned, and went on with his work. = Arthur
Augustus D’Arcy walked away in search of recruits.  His
first attempt towards recruiting the second eleven had not
panned out very well; but he was not cast down. In the
passage a bony youth ran up to him, and caught hold of a
button with bony fingers. It was Skimpole, of: course.

- Al I've been looking for you, D’Arcy. I hear that you
Tee EM LiBrarY~~No, 102,

WARTIN irroro.

D’Arcy let the handle go, and
i There. was
The fellows
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are forming a second junior eleven to meet Highcliffe,” ex-
claimed Skim;;loie hreathlessly.

“Yaas, wathah!” RRew?

“1 am taking up football-—not from an{) predilection to-
wards childish games, you understand, but because I wish to
demonstrate in my own person the mastery of mind over
matter,” explained Skimpole. ‘I suppose yoy are willing
to let me captain the eleven?”’

“Bai Jove!”

“ Have you any objection?”’ 3 ;

“Well, yaas, wathah,” said Arthur Augustus, with heavy
sarcasm. ‘I fancy that if 1 thought the mattah out vewy
carefully, T could find a slight objection somewhere.”

“1.do not see why. However

“As a mattah of fact, Skimmy, I'm eaptainin’ the team
myself, and that’s settled.”

*“Oh, very well. Will you be playing centre-back?”

“(Centre which?”

¥ (entre-back,” said Skimpole, who had not devoted as
much time to studying football as to studying Determinism
and other varieties of nonsense. *‘I think I should be able
to play begt as centre-back.”

** Bai Jove !”

“Well, do gou accept me as centre-back?”’

“ You uttah ass, there are only two full backs, and how
can one be contre?”’ demanded the swell of the School House.

Skimpole rubbed his nose thoughtfully.

“1 suppose I have made an error. I do mot pay much
attention to these foolish games. Perhaps what T was
thinking of is the half-forward.” J

“The what?”’

*The half-forward. Wiil you play me as half-forward 7"

“You shwiekin’ ass, there isn’t such a thing. Pway go
back to Determinism, Skimmy—it’s a thing that suits your
vawiety of intellect-—and leave football alone.”

' Nonsense. What place will you take yourself?”’

* Clentah-forward.” ¢

“Well, T will be with you—say, next-to-centre forward.”

/* That would be inside wight or inside left, stupid.”

“T am willing to take the inside right, if it is left to me."”

“Eh! If it 1s wight, it won’t be left, you ass.”

“T mean if it is left to me. However, I am quite willing
to take the leftewing, and that will be all right.”

“I am afwaid you are gettin® wathah mixed, Skimmy.
In any case, I sha’n’t play you in the second eleven. When
I waise a team to play Colney Hatch or Bwoadmoor, T will
give you a place with pleasure--as centre-back, half-forward,
But qg&l then you can stick to

terminism.”’

“Really, D’Avoy—" g

But D’Arcy marched on.

‘Skimpole blinked after him through his glasses, and shook
his head sadly. s /

“Dear me,” he murmured, ‘‘this fs really shocking! T
cannot attribute D’Arcy’s conduet to personal jealousy—he
is above that. My doubts as to his sanity are strengthened.
How sad—how very sad—his brain seems quite gone.”

And Skimpole shook.his head again.

v CHAPTER 10,
Recruiting.

% OATI, deah boy !’
g Gore of the Shell looked round. T¥le was stand-

ing on the School House steps, apparvently waiting
for something or somebody, when Arthur Augustus D’Arcy
came up.

“ Hallo " he said.

Arthur Augustus wasn’t on particularly good terms with
Gore. - The fellow who had always been called the cad of
the Shell was certainly much improved lately.  D’Arcy, how-
over, though he never bore malice, could not forget caddish
actions in a hurry. Still, he was ready to *‘ tolewate” Core,
‘as he expressed it; and as he caught sight of the big Shell
fellow, it struck him that he would make an excellent recruit,
for D’Arcy’s eleven. Gore had lately taken very kindly to
football. 2 \

“ Goah, deah boy, I'm goin’ to make you an offah.”

“ Good,” said Gore, with a grin.  “If it’s a fiver, T'll take
old watch, I’ll think about it. If it’s one of
your tenor solos, you can keep-it.”

“ Weally, Goah-—-"

- “Have voua seen Tom Merry?”

“ He 'was in the quad some time ago, Goah.”

“T'm_ waiting for him,” said Gore. *“I want io speak to
him.  What is it you've got on your mind, though? You
can go ahead,”” -

*You've heard that I'm waisin’ a second eloven to take

Gore chuckled.
to Mighcliffe—"""~* = *°
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“T think the whole school has,” he remarked.

“Vowy good. Will you join 1t?”

“Join what—the eleven?”’

“ Yaas, wathah!”?

“ What for?"”

“To play Higheliffe, of course.”

“ Ask me again on the fifth of November,”
“Hallo, here’s Tom Merry! Merry, I say, Merry, I want to
speak to you.” ¥

* Weally, Goah~—""

“Merry! I say, Tom Merry!"”

“ Hallo!” said Tom Merry, halting by the
steps.  ““ What’s the trouble?”’

Gore descended the steps. Ay

“1 want you to put me down as a reserve for the Grammai-
School mateh,” he said. I hear you will be making some
minor changes in the team after playing ‘the Grammarians
before going over to Higheliffe. Do you think I'm goo
enough?”’

It was very different from' Gore’s old way of talking to
Tom Merry. The hero of the Shell nodded with a smile.

“Certainly,” he said. ‘‘We have four good / reserves—«

School House

Reilly, Glyn, Pratt of the New House, and Macdonald. Tl

put you down too. I may make five changes, though I expect
there will be only two or three. It's according to how the
Grammar School match works out. I'll do my best for you.”
* Thanks.”’ : ) ! ke
And Tom Merry strolled on in one direction, and Gore in
another. Arthur Augustus D'Arcy looked after them alter-

nately, and his very eyezlass seemed to glittor with indignas -

tion. Tom Merry suddenly turned back.

“ Gussy, old man.,”

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy——""

“ Wa're going to practise together shortly, the whole team.
Ave you in the team for the Grammar School, or are you
out of it.” 3

“T have informed you, Tom Mewwy, that I am captainin®

said Gore. .

2 new team to meet Highcliffe, and therefore shall not be _.

able to play in the Gwammawian match.”

“You've fully decided?"

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Very good.”

And Tom Merry wallked away whistling. :

Arthur Augnstus reimained on the. School FHouse . steps
thinking dee lf !

Gore in his famous eleven, but they were evidently not to be
had., The time was short, and he had not secured a singly
recruit so far for the new team. §

Ponsonby, of Highcliffe, was coming over to visit St. Jim’s
on Friday evening, and 1’Arcy wanted to have his team in
roadiness then for the Higheliffe skipper to vee. At present,
however, the team consisted wholly and solely of Arthur
Augustus D’Axey. ; :

Mellish eame up the steps, and D’Arey signed to him to
stop. Mellish wasn’t much of a footballet; but if he would
join, it would be a beginning, and others nright follow his
ezample,

“Mellish, deah boy, I want to speak to you,”

Mellish grinned. i

“ How many have you got so far?” he asked.

“ Eh?"

" “P'm not joining any amateur teams, thank you.”

“YWeally, Mellish—-—".

“ 1 tell you what, though,” said Mellish. *“If you.liko

to stand a big feed, you could get the fellows to join,

especially if you promise them ancther after the match.”
“Pai Jove "’
“1'd join myseli on those terms.”

«T should not like the fellows to back me up fwom base ‘

motives like that,” said Arthur Augustus, with a great deul
of dignity:

Mellish shrugged his shoulders.

“Then I fancy you won't get a team,” he said.

“Of course, I should wish to tweat my.men genewously,”
caid D’Arcy. *“ There‘is weally nothin’ mean about me, you
know.”

“Now:you're talking,” said Mellish heartily.

“ T ghould be most happy to meet the fellows over a decent
feed, and talk the mattah ovab with them” said Arthur
Augustus. ‘It would be'a pwopah and suitable occasion for
a discush.

LR €310 Al o h S ;

“ Powwaps you would be good enough to help me weewuib
on those terms, Mellish.”’ : :

“VYos, rathor. A feed when we meet, and a specially big
one after the match, whether we win or not.”

“VYaas, wathah!” e

“@Good. You could get half the Fourth Form to join on
those terms, to say nothing of the Shell,l’ said  Mellish
heartily. ¢ Suppose you go and see to the g ﬁ) It willstake
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Every Thursday,

some time. T'l] spcak to the fellows. T'll guarantee that after

uttornoon school we'll have a mass meeting—say, in the wood-

shed,”

“Veowy good.”

Arthur Auguﬁtus D’Arcy felt in his pockets for the latest
fiver from s ‘“governah,” and strolled away towards the
school shop. A fat Fourth-Former saw him go in, and
followed in his footsteps.

* Going to try the new tarts, D’Arcy?” asked Fatty Wynn
cordially. “'.lhey re prmw‘ I've h&d some, but I'm getting
stony. They’re very nice.

“T'm not goin’ to tw y them, Wynn,’

“The plum cal\e, I suppose? It’s very good.”

‘“Not at all.”

“Then what on earth do you want in here, any way?" de-
manded Fatty Wynn indignantly.

“T'm goin’ to lyny in a supply for a feed.”

The :New House Falstaff’s eyes glistened.

“Jolly good! A sort of general feed, I supposc—-nll tho
chaps invited 7"’

“ Nothin’ of the sort.

9 Your-——your what ?”’

“1'm meetin’ my team after school in the woodshed, and

T'm staudin’ them a feed,” said Arthur Augustus, mth
dignity. “No othahs will be admitted. Of course, if you
wishe to weslgn fwem Tom Mewwy’s eleven, and join mine,
T shiould be vewy ploased to welcorme you and any fwiends
ycuit c&rcd to bwi mg

N Oh 1 see! Jouldn’t you invite me as an honorary
niember 1 snggested Fatty Wynn anxiously.

“Honowawy membahs are not allowed.”

“Of course, I'd be glad to play for you if I could,” said
theNew Houso junior. ““ But you see, I'm in the junior
eleven, and they want me to keep goal. »

. “Then I am afwaid T cannot ask you to the feed. Yans,
Mrs. Taggles, you can send in fifty of the cweam puffs.”

I*nﬂ %\yrm s eyos nlmost started from his bead.

e 1‘1 cream  puffs!” he murmured. “Flft)
puffs ! hy only hat! Fifty—fifty cream puffs!

something like ! Fifty ”

“And two dozen lomonadc and twp dozen of gingah-beer,
pleaso, Mra  Tagglos.”

‘“ M

e And n couple of tl 1080 \ewy big plum cakes.”

¥ Great. Seott !

I'm standin’ a feed to my team.”

cream

This is

“And two dozen porl. pies, and h.o dozen ham pettics. .

A.r‘x'd1 Rlenty of tongue.”
“ A dozen whole pmnum\les——— .
Fatty Wynn’s mouth watored.

“A canister of biscuits, mixed, and fifty

Arcyl 1 say, D’Arcy, old man,
your team.”

D’Arcy turned his eyegladgs npon Fatty Wynn,

“I should be vewy pleased to have you Lcop goal for
‘me, deah boy, against the Highcliffe fellows,” he said: ¢ ¥f

. you weally intend to join the D'Aroy Kleven, pway turn up

- at the meetin’ in tho woodshed at o guartah to five. The

" feed will be- “endy
“ You soo——:"

“I'm standing a weally big feed after the match, on
Saturday,” said Arthur Augustus. “This is only a sort of
pweliminawy cantah, you know. Yaas, Mrs. Taggles, vou
ma put in six poundq of ham, and six pound«; of cold beef

3 as much wolls and fwesh buttah as you like, - The- dvah

- bovs will want somethin’ solid to lay a foundatm‘h =

“That’s what I always say,” said Fatty Wynn eagerly.

) If 8 always bost to Iay a solid foundation. I always said

g0."

“Bix poh of ftwawbewwy jam, too, and tlmee of wasp-
bowwy. )
“Oh crumbs 1 - |

e e ¢ say. D’ Arcy, wouldnt it be a good idea to hnvo a
bit of a snack now, and not W.lt till after school 2"

“Cortamly not deah boy.

“You see, I—I may have some difficuliy with Figgins
about reslinmi from Tom Merry’s eoleven,” said Fatty
Wynn, wit ook of distress, * Of course; k shall do the
best T can, but if they won’t lot me go——"

“Yon must take your choice, of course, deah boy. Only
membuhs of the D’Arcy Eleven are admitted to the wood-
shed. I expeet 3 uite a ewowd; I shall easily ﬁll up the
clovon. and put down a dozen names as weserves

“Ye-es, I should think so, with a feed like that. I-I-
) i ll ran oﬁ' und k to Frggms now, 1 think.

ah boy.
Fatty
zurned‘back There was doubt and dxstmsa in his
ace. : sk !

tarts.””
T'm going. to join

.
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~on Satur

ynn made a momment towsads the door, and then
umpA
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“I—T say, D’Arcy, suppose Figgins won’t agree to my
leaving the téam?”’

“And gix dozen marmalnde tarts, Mrs, Taggles.”

“Yes, Master D’Arcy.”

“I-T say, Gussy, suppose Figging won’t——""

“Eh? In that case, deah boy, 1 should advnse
administah a” feahful thwashin’,” sald D’Arcy.
twenty wipe owanges, Mrs. Taggles

“ But—but Figgins may—may—"" ¢

“Tf he cuts up wusty, deah boy, give him a foahful
thwashm. I think that’s about all, Mrs. Taggles, thank
rou.”

Fatty Wynn took a good look at the mountain of excellent
things piling up on the counter of the little tuckshop, and
then rushed forth, with determination in his heart, in quest
of Figgins.

ou to
ut in

CHAPTER 11.
Fatly Wynn Changes His Mind.

X FIGG’I'I{S'"
z, A 1) g’
(U Fxggms ! Tiggins! Figgins !”

It was a voice heard in the New House—even fhc Lg .
of Fatty Wynn, calling upon the name of hns long Timbed
chum.

“Figgins!| Figgins! TFiggy! Figg!”

But the voice of Figgins answerod not.
to the calling.

“Figgins | [iggins!”

Fatty Wynn looked into the compon-romis. 4. wenf to
the study, and found that Kigging was nof f 1ore. WTM
passages were drawn blank. But in the hgll Fatty Wynn
r]nn l“llm Kerr, and he grasped the' Scott Jumor by (-ha
shoulder

Tigging was ddpif»

“Kerr! T say, Kerr!” : 3
“Hallo!”? ejnoulated Kerr. ¢ Whab .gn c_artl_x‘,al_ the
matter 7"’ y o

“ Where's Figging?”’ Kiscl Sea
“In the ggrggmtb Tom Morry, practising a new Kiek:
\V’P‘ui\t 5 htho matter? e .

Nothin
Fatty ann “as rudhﬁxg off; when Kerr caught hl by
Hw shoulder and swung him' reund and bagk agiin, Fathy's
weight was great; a ‘mg lie swing broug ni § mnm i‘ound :
Cerr, and ﬁen‘ ila; ‘go, end Fatty W, : ] e
like a humming- tor.‘a,tlll he craahed

There, gaspihg:f «bmath. he stureﬁ am%‘l aﬁ i
What the— & %rthe dickens I -gasped Fatty - Wyxm.
* Ha, ha, hu’ ' shrieked Ierr.
“ You--you s
“T only wanted to speak to you,’ grmned Ker
didn’t know you were going to do this bnllet dancmg t:lck.
“ You—you. idiot——"" s
“ Let me help you up,” said Kerr consolmgty, gtuupjpg .
Fatty Wynn by the collar, and draggin hlm up.  “ You're
all right. What do you want Fxggmq or? y
“To speak to him, idiot!' G
“But what's on? What's the excntement ‘about 7 . %
““1 sha'n’t be able to play on Saturday, thui;s all tmd I f
want to tell Flggms
Kerr gave-a jump
“I\nt play Satur m 4
“ No,”” gasped I‘ntty Wynn,
to sond a chap spmnmg llkc that.
breath out of me.
“ Bub what are you domg to-morrow, then?2"”
¢ Play ing in D’Arcy’s eleven.”
“What !™ yelled Kerr.
But Fatt; Wynn was darting out of the I—Iouse. seekin

Off your rocker 7" : LY
“But I think you munt bes i
You've knocked all the

Tiggins. Kerr gave one long whistle of astonishment, ani !
followed him, A
“Playing .in Gussy's eleven—eh ?”’  said Ierr, "We ll ok AR g
see, you duffer. We'll sce, you fearful nss I x m
thore’a'a. feed at the bottom of it. Wynn! Stop! Stop l" 2
ut t ﬁ(ourth Tormer did not stop. : !
Plump as was, atty Wynn had a good turn of speed,
and he covered the: ground quickly, and he bu nﬁ : e

gym. at top speoed.
Figgins and Tom Merry and Blake were' there, 3
football to hit a certain spot marked on the,,wu .
gym., for practice :
The ball had hit the mark, from Fagfmn foot, as FQ&?‘
om Merry gatchm

aid Tom. “T always said you were a_
W ’ll make the nghnhﬁa dand;ee look

o What ho e saxd Blake emphatically. >
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“1 say, Figging—" ;

*“ Hallo, Fatty! = You're just the chap we want!” said
¥i ins, as he sighted the IG:aw House junior goalkeeper.
*“Come and stand against the wall here, and sce if you can

- atop this balfi" I'm going to pelt you.” :
% “I=T want to speak to, you.”

“Go ahead!” said Figgins tersely.

“It’s about the match to-morrow.”

; e three juniors-looked anxious at once. '
B “ Don'f say you're not fit!”’ exclaimed Tom Merry. “ Wa
: could play Gf n_in goal, but he isn't a patch on you.
You're all righ{ Fatty !

“Keep off tho grub for a bit, and you'll be as right as
rain 1" exclaimed Blake, with an encouraging dig in Fatty’s
ribs which made the plump junior gasp again.

“Look here, Blake—"" e

“He was all right half an hour ago, and talking about
the match, and the licking we were going to give the
'?ruﬂn;xg.rians!" exclaimed Figgins. ‘.‘%Vhat‘s the matter,
Fatty =

“I'm sorry I sha'n’t be able to play the Grammar

School,”

BN MR e L < .

M Is oa faet, Figgy. I'm sorry, but I think you’d botter
play Glyn as goalkeeper,” said Fatty Wynn. T thought T
ougl_w to tell you dt once.” F o
S “But why?’ howled Figgins. *You're not ill.”

“ Nenenoi I'm not ill.”

“Then what is it7” ok B

S I-I=T've got angther engagement.”
 You—you—you've got the cheek (o tell us you've gof
~another engagement, -and can’t goal for a junior match !’
'kuxcluimud Tom Merry,g’ecurccly able to belicve his cars.

“Yds:  You see-——

inqyiriu‘gly.

} you know anythih about this, Kerr?” Figgins
Ps._ doml:gde‘d.‘ “ Fatty says he oan’t. keep goal against the

rammarians.”
SHaphai-ha 1”0 o0 : A - ‘
. “What are you cackling at?” demanded Tom Merry
wrathfully. "'I‘his"ian't; a laughing matter. -~ What's the

TR

h o~ i .!\",.:'.‘ i

You see, he's gdﬂi‘o play for Gussy.”

. “Cussy " howled Tom Merry, Blake, and Figging to-
g ;

““You see, I've been, asked by D’Arcy, and T thought T
ought to strengthen his team for him,” said Fatty Wynn
£ apologeticully. ~ “I--T've got a lot of sincere friendship for
‘ﬁ" Cussy, you know. You all admit that he’s one of the best.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Kerr.

“What are you sniggering at?” demanded Figgins, ex-
asporated. ‘* And -what do you mean by this sudden friend-
nlnp for %ussy,. on fat oyster?”

*Look hero, Igiggins-——"

“ You're not going to play for Gussy's guy eleven: you're
going ,t'o play for St. Jim’s juniors.  What’s your little

game
JSWell, D’Arey’s an awfully decent sort. T like him.”
:: Es )eci‘x'x,lly when he’s standing feeds!” shrieked Kerr.

“Gussy’s standing bi{z feeds to everybody who joins his
eloyen !"” yelled Kerr. “You see, that’s where Fatty comes
out strong. He’s going to play for Gussy for the sake of the
jam tarts. He'd play for Germany for a German sausage,
or for Egypt for the fleshpots. He’s thinking of the grub.”
“** Look Ymre, Korr——"

. ““So that’s it,” said Figgins wrathfully. “That’s it, is it?
o You-you porpoise! You're going to leave the school in the
*+ lurch, and sell your blessed birthright for a mess of pottage,
are you?’
‘It isn’t a moss of pottage " said Fatty Wynn indignantly.
*Tt’s abont the most stunning feed that’s ever been stood at
St. Jim’s.”

* You~—youn oyster——""

‘It won't be leaving the school in the lurch, either. If T .

play Higheliffe for Gussy, that’s playing for St. Jim’s, ain’t
EL:

“This isn't a case for argumont,” said Figgins, getting
batwéen his plump chum and the door,  *“ This is a case for
persuasion. Collar him !’

*Oh! Look here—-"

** Collar the blessed grub-destroyer !” S

Fatty Wyun made o rush for the door, but Figgins inter-
conted him. .

Pue Gey Lierary.—No. 102

>

IO ¥

Kerr bﬁ\me’ ‘into“the gym. ~ The three juniors stared at hinm

't THE BEST 8™ LIBRARY D™ THE “BOVS’ FRIEND” 8° LIBRARY. "gtov

In a moment he was in the grasp of four strong pairs of
hands. :

“Quiet, now.”

* Look hove S :

‘“ Are you going to play for Gussy?”

“Yes,” said Fatty Wynn defiantly.

“Good! Bring him out under the pump!”

*“Ha, ha! Good egg!” 4

** What—how—why—leggo! Ohy} Ow! Yow! Leggo!
Groo!”

‘“ Bring him along.”

‘‘ Ha, ?m, ha! Shove him!”

“Leggo! I~T—-"

‘“Here you are!” 2

Fatty’ Wynn was hustled at amazing speed to
behind the gym. . Figgins let go him, nnf
of the pump. <
He begnn to work it up and down, and there was o gush of
water. Matty Wynn eyed the flowing stream with groat

L1

the pump
seized the handle

alarm. \ )
‘ Look here, you chaps——""
**Shove him under!”
“Ow! Ow! Oh!”

** Now, then,” said Figgins, with a firm grasp on the handle

of the pump. . ** Will you promise, honour bright, not to play =
» { AE

for Gussy to-morrow?
“No!” roared Fatty Wynn.
Creak—grind—gush ! K : !
A flood of water descended upon the writhing junior,
*“Oh! Groo! Yarooh!” :
' Ha, ha, hal!”
‘* Are you going to play ’f’or Gussy, Fatty?"?
1 s

: :;“

“Ow! Yes! No! No
“ Honour bright 7! . i
“All right!” gasped Fatty.
that thing still.”

“*You're going to play for us?”
“Groo! Ow!. Yes.”

** Honour bright ?”
‘ es 19

“Don’t be an idiot. Keep

‘“ Good I” ;

Figgins let go the handle of the pump. Fatty Wynn, run-
ning with water, shivered and gasped and glared.

Kiggins shook a warning forefinger @t him

** Now, let that be a lesson to you, Fatty ! he exelaimed
severely. “ Don’t think so much ‘of grub in future. We've
let you off lightly, beczuse we want, you to be in good form
for the mateh. Buzz off !” ik t

And Fatty Wynn buzzed off, to change his clothes. e
was wet to, fhe skin. He met D’Arcy as he crossed thoe
quadrangle.

v

The swell of 8t. Jim's put up his eyeglass, and stared at

him in blank amazement. ; ¥

" Bai Jove! You look wet, Wynn, deah boy !’

“T am wet,” grunted Fatty Wynn.

“ Yaas, wathah, you cerlainly are wet! You had bettah
change your garments, deah boy, or you will catch ¢old and
not be fit to play in my eleven to-morrow.”

“I'm not playing in your eleven.’

“Rhi?

“I've promised Figgins to stick to him.”?
:: Weally, Wynn——"

Brrr!”
And l“ntty Wynn buzzed off, to change his clothes. Ho
leaving Arthur Augustus D’Arcy staring after him through
his eyeglass.

CHAPTER 12,
D'Arcy's Eleven.

RTHUR AUGUSTUS D’ARCY had counted upon
Fatty Wynn for his goalkeeper, but the defection of
the fat Fourth-Former did not weigh on his mind.
He felt that he would have plenty of other recruits,

In fact, bofove afternoon-school a great many juniors had
come up to him with the announcement that they were willing
to play in his eleven.

During school in the afternoon, too, a number of notes were
passed along the desks, addressed to D’Arcy, with the in-
formation that the writers were anxious to attend the meeting
in the woodshad, and that they were very willing to join
the new eleven.

Arthur Augustus’s bosom swelled with pride,

He had often {clt that he was a born leader of his fellows,

and here was his secret conviction being borne out at last by

proofs. 5 >
It really seemed that he had only to exert his natural gonius
for command, to take the leadership of the juniors away from

Tom Merry and Blake and Figgins,
But Gussy would not do that.




Next Thursday. “THE GEM?” LIBRARY, One Penany, 15

Tom Merry and Blake stared at the dusty, dishevelled figure blankly. *“My hat, Gussy!"” ‘

8o long as he succeeded in raising an effective oleven to When the welcome dismissal came at last, D’Arcy was the
meet the Higheliffe team, he would be satisfied, and after a  richer by a hundred lines, but he did not give the circum-
glorious victory he was prepared {o retire modestly into the stance even a thcught.
background again. o He hurried out of the class-room, and Blake & Co. watched

He was thinking more of his new eleven than of his work with a grin how his followers gathered loyally round him—
that afternoon, with the result that Mr. Lathom gave him prepared to march anywhere under his leadership, especially
fifty lines, and the German master fifty more. to the woodahed.

But little cared the swell of the School House for lines. Arthur Augustus adjusted his eyveglass to his satisfaction,
s He had alroady received the names of twelve adherents, and glanced over the gathering crowd of juniors.

id Mellish had whispered to him that there were a crowd “I think we're all here, deah boys,” he remarked.

move all ready to join. ; “Yos, here we are,”” said Mellish.
Eagerly D’Arcy waited for the hour of dismissal to come; “ Pway follow me.”

and owen more eagerly his followers weited. “ \\'h‘:vltho";
D'Arcy was anticipating forming his eleven, and getting “Yes, rathon |

them some combined practice in the gym., under his own “Good 1"

. . 2 a8 » ~
masterly leadership ; and the recruits were anticipating a feed

in the woodshed, which was much more important in their
eyes.

Avthur Augustus walked on with stately steps, putting on
his silk hat as he went, and the recruits for the D’Arcy eleven

As it was necessary, as a preliminary, to beat Tom Merry’s followed him. §or e ¢
teain, before they would be allowed the responsibility of Blake nudged him in the l'l[)S» os he passed. .
meeting the Higheliffians, the reeruits took the football part of “All are welceme, T Slll’l)i’-%‘i’”,_he asked affably.
the matter more or less as a joke; but the feed was a serious I’ Arey shook: his head. s
business enough. They were all veady to take that seriously. *1 am sowwy to say no, Blake,” he replied. ‘‘On the
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pwosent occasion, T am entahtainin® only the membahs of my
eleven.”

““Is_that the kind of arvithmotic you learn in the Fourth
Form?” asked Tom Merry. * You've got twenty chaps in

-
vour eleyen,”

#4The west are weserves, of course.”
3 “Of course, it’s a joke about other fellows not being
‘ admitted,” raid Lowther, :

“Not at all, deah boy. 1 am quite sewious.”” D’Arcy

turned his eyeglass upon the grinning footballers of the junior
A eleven, ‘‘1f any of you fellows like to play in my team
> ""ft"ﬁd o[f".l‘om Mewwy’s, you can come ufong.”

o ats !’

“Vewy well. By the way, yoit wemembali your pwomise
tE) \\*xg'hdwuw your objection to my team playin’ Highcliffe,
¥

“Tf your team licks mine,” said Tom Merry, laughing.

“Exnetly.”

“ Well, you haven't much time,” said Tom Merry. “It's
too late for u match to-day, and to-morrow’s Saturday, and
we're too busy to-morrcw.”
~ “ Better ask the Head to lot us off morning-school to-
Spinm AN OLLOW, " su(fgested Blake, * He would be sure to do it if
Gussy askod him,” :

. A Pway don’t be fwivclous, Blake. T was thinkin* that we
e wight play in the gym. 'We should have plenty of woom
« there, and it weuld be all wight for puttin’ the match to the
b test, at all events.” f
b “Oh, I don't mind,” said Tom. ‘A little practice in the
gvm. will do us no harm."” 2
b “ Vawy well. We'll meet youw at seven.”
“ (rood.” )

“ Ponsonby is comin' ovah fwom Highcliffe, you know, to
) settle about those new awwangements, and he can see the
5 matoh, It will amuse him.” ,
) “My hat! It will—if he has any sense of humour,”
grinned Lowther.

*“Ha, ha; ha!”’

D'Axcy gave Lowther a glance of disdain, and marched off

with his followers, who were showing signs of impatience:
" That imputience,.ixowever, was by no means displeasing to

i

Arthur  Augnstus, 1 owed that they were keen, he
.+ +aought. So out the feed in the woodshed.
i l}j;r clied - rht to th -woodshed. 1’Arcy took out
X BRI D o
'! l BACTR 5 h will be here in five minutes, deah boys,” ho re-
4 may ordahed it to be delivered after we had

% L awwiv ;
L o l/q ’
“ Awfully thoughtful of you, Gussy,” exclaimed Kerruish.
“ Hallo, here’s one of the bounders fmnging round the door

now.

Fatfy Wynn was looking in round the corner of the door.
The juniors were lighting candles, stuck in bottles, for the

- jaterior of the woodshed was very dusky.
Watty Wynn's expression was quite pathetic.

“Wynn!" What do you want?’ asked D’Arcy.

“ No need to ask him what he wants,”” chuckled Mellish.

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ T thought I'd just give you a logk in,” said Fatty Wynn,
with a sickly smile. ‘‘If you had any cooking or anything
to do, I'd lend a hand.”

¢ MThere won’t be any cookin’, deah boy.”

“You gee,” went on Fatty Wynn, ‘1 wanted to keep goal
for you. They put me under the pump, and made me promiso
not to.”

¢ Ha, ba, ha!”’

“PBai Jove! That was awfully wuff!”

“ Keep goal for us all the same,” said Mellish.

D’ Arey frowned. :

“ Weally, Mellish, I twust

od, in case any of the wottahs should waid it.”

you will not tempt Wynn to
aveak a pwomise,” he said. ‘1 gshould wegard Wynn as a
oad if he played for me aftah Pwomisin' not to. But come
in, deah boy; we'll take the will for the deed, you know, and
wo'll be very glad of your company.”

Tatty Wynn came in with great alacrity.

** Hallo, here’s the grub!” 3 :

Taggles the porter came in with a large box on his shoulder.
Taggles was looking amiable for once. The school shop was
kept by Dame Taggles, and Taggles the l{)orter was suspected
of expending a certain amount of the profits on gin and water.
WHonce a good customer to the tuckshop was agreeable to

aggles. §1owever, he grunted as he put the box down.

“T¢'s ‘eavy !" he remarked.

“ Yaas, wathah! Open the box deah boys.”

D’ Arcy slipped a shilling into 'faggles’s horny hand, and
hie school porter departed. Sy :
" The reeruits opened the box willingly and readily enough.

The array of good things within made every mouth water.

‘Tt was close upon tea time, and the juniors had a whole
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afternoon’s hunger stored up, as it were, and ready to be let
loose on the contents of the box. .

“By Jove!” said Mellish, This is good! I think
D'Arcy is about the best football captain the Fourth Form
could possibly have.”

“Or the Sicll either !” said French.

«What-ho "’ said Kerruish. * This is ripping! My only
hat! There’s enough to cut and come again, and no mis
take. Now, then, Wynn, easy with the tarts!”

“ Pway go ahead, deah boys!”

The dear boys accepted. the invitation,

They went ahead. 4 3

D’Arcy had certainly not done things by halves in laying

in the provisions for that memorable feed. There was
enough for everyone—even for Fatty Wynn-—in fact, too
much! In a few moments there was only onc soun heard

in the shed—the steady munching-of active jaws.

(WSS e
e

CHAPTER 13, i
A Great Feed.
“ mD !Y) ~ .
“ Ripping I’
“ Pass the tarts!” '
“Shove the patties over this way!"
¢« Jelly for me—try the jelly ! A
“These pineapples are ripping ! ‘
“ Spiffing " Y y )
“ First chop !” s R 0
Such were the remgrks that punctuated the sil _'%litlm
woodshed, as the juniors began fo find time for talk.
Arthur Augustus surveyed the scene with.beaming sriles,
He ate very little himself. Fle was not a great catcr.’
But the others did enough for him. Fatty Wynn, especially,
distinguished himself. {mrgo as the supply was, it showed
a considerable diminution in the course of ten minutes.
“1 twust you find evewythin’ to your satisfaction, dealy
boys,”’ said D’Aracy.
““Yes, rather!”
“ What-ho !”
“ Absolutely ripping !” :
“ Vewy good ! Now about the football—"" ’
“By ‘George, yes; I'd foggotten the fcotball 1™ said
Kerruish, with frankneéss. “You were saying something

about a second eleven, or something, weren't you?

D'Arcy jaommed his monocle into his eye, and gave
Kerruish a look which certainly onght to gawe: withered
him up. But Kerruish was exploring the mysteries of a
pork pie, and did not even see if. : :

“ Woeally, Kewwuish—""

“Phis is a ripping pie !” S :

“ About the football, deah boys, I am gein’ to form up
the eleven aftah the feed, and we are gomn’ to play Toin
Mewwy's eleven in the gyin. at seven.” ?

“(Good ! Beef this way.”

“ And ham!”

“MPart! Tarts! Tartsl”

« 1 twust that we shall form a weally wippin' eleven, and 3
give Tom Mewwy's team a feahful thwashin’,” said Arthur 3
Augustus.

““Yes, rather! Pass the pineapples.” .

“Jt is uttah wot to say that there is no matewial in the
form to make up a team vewy nearly as good as the wegulai
juniah team

« Ham this way—and beef.”

“ Butter !”’
“ Cake!”
“ Pyway listen to me, deah boys——" 3

“ (ertainly. I was asking you for cake, Mellish.”

“ Here you are! I'll try those puffs, I think.”

“Thef’ve ripping, and there’s plenty of them.. Were
you speaking, D’Arcy ?”

“ Yaas, wathah, Hancock, I certainly was speakin'! 1
was goin’ to say that, though the new eleven would not be
quite up to the form of Tom Mewwy's team, still with me as
skippah I think things will turn out all wight.”

- I{a. ha !—I mean, yes, of course i e

“ When you have finished the feed, I will allot the pl b
in the eleven,” said D’Arcy. ‘‘All those who cam;?
places will be kept on as wesewves.’’ )

«T hear there's to be another feed after every mateli

“ Yaas, wathah!” ; , .

T suppose the reserves join in it, as well as the players.”

“QOh, yaas!”’

“Pray don’t be so particular on those points, young
Yates,” said Mellish, with a shake of the head, ‘“you'll
make D’Arciy think that we're thinking more of the feed
than of the football.” i

“Oh, no!” said Yates, shaking his head in his turn. “I'm
sure I’Arcy would not think anythin of the sort of us.”’

" “ e knows how keen we are,” said Kerruish.

:MARTIN BO{JF!'ORD. %
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“Vaas, wathah!” said D’Arcy, in the innoccence of hig
heart. ““ 1 know 1 can wely on you chaps to back me up like
anythin’.”

‘“ Ha, ha! Rather!”

“When you have finished—-""

“ Well, fthink I'm done,” said Mellish.

“ Ves," gaid Hancock, with a sigh. ¢ These things can’t
go an for ever—except with a chap like Fatty Wynn. - He
won't be done while there's anything left, I suppose.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”’

Arthur Augustus rose to his feet.

. 5 Ngw, jump up, deah boys, and we’ll awwange about the
eam.

The juniors showed no great alacrity in jumping up.
However, they rose-slowly, one by one, to their feet.

“Now, I think I shall wely upon you to keep
Kewwuish.” :

The Manx lad shook his head.

“Really, D’Arcy, you're awfully gocd, but I'm a bit out
of practice. I don’t want to shove myself forward in any
way. 1 think, perhaps, it would be safer to have me in the
reserves.’’ ] :

“ Vewy well; you ought to know,” said D'Arcy. “ Pway
stand aside.” ;

Kerruish sat down on a bench, and grinned. As a maiter
of fact, the juniors were all keen to get into Tom Merry’s
eleven: but when it came to D'Arcy’s eleven, they were
equally keen to get into the reserves.

“You will be inside-left, Smith.”

Smith shook his head.

“ 1 will if you think so, D'Arcy ; but I think I should be
better in the reserves. You see, I don’t want to put a better
man out.” 4

“Vewy well, go aside with Kewwuish.”

Smith minor sat down beside the Manx junior.
grinned at one another.

“You will be centah-half. Mellish.”

“I‘l(*n bit out of condition,” said Mellish.
think {sought to be in the reserves.
the side down, you know.”

“ Oh, vewy well!”’ ;

Mollish joined the reserves. D’Arcy’s eyeglass glimmered
over the grinning juniors, and rested upon Hancock.

.“}Illn}mcock, deah hoy, I shall put you down as outside-
wight. &

Haneock looked alarmed.

“1 say, D’Arcy, I hardly think I'm up to that,”” he ex-
claimed anxiously. I think you had better take me on as
@ reserve.’

“ Weally, Hancock-—"

“ You see, it would be very painful to my feelings to thinlk
that perhaps 1 was keeping some better player in the back-
ground,” explained Haneock.

“Oh, all wight! Perkins, I shall make you outside-wight.”

“ Bottor make me a reserve,” saidd Perkins, shaking his
Tead. ‘“T want to play, ever so much, of course, but am 1
quite up to it, do you think 7 :

“But 1 can't make you all weserves,” said D’Arcy, with a
puzzled look. A football team can’t ‘consist wholly of
weserves, you know. There must be eleven playahs.”

“Yes, that's unfortunate,” said Yales.

“1 know I'm jolly well not going to be one of them,”
furmured Mellish, slipping out of the woodshed, “I'd
rather risk missing the next %eed.”

“ Mellish !  Mellish !" 5

But Mollish seemed to be deaf.

¢ Pway don’t leave the meetin’ till the mattah is settled,
deah hoys!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus, looking a little
anxious. * YVou see, it's an.awfully important mattah,
baoause I have awwanged {o moeet Tom Mewwy’s team in
the gym. at seven o'clocl, and Ponsonby,. of Higheliffe, will
Le lookin' on.” ¢

« Perhaps it would bo better to postpone the whole
matter,” suggested Smith rainor.

“Vay. o good idea,” corroborated several voices.

“ Weally, desh boysg——"

“In n few wecks' time, vou see, D' Arey-—

“We have to play Higheliffe to-morrow, deah boys. 1
shall now proceed to select the teams, and I twust you will
not bothah your captain by any more false modesty,” said
the swell of the School House, with great dignity.

And  D'Arcy proceeded to make his selection. The
clegant junior could be firm when he liked. He picked out
ton fellows for the team, and the rest breathed.great sighs of
roliaf when they found that they were to be only reserves.

Tho members of the team exchanged rueful glances.
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After the feed, and with the prospect of more to come,
thy could not for very shame’s sake refuse to keep to their
bargain. But they were not happy.

Fatty Wynn rose to his feet,

. ““Thanks, awfully, Gussy !” he said. “I've enjoyed it
immensely. I'll put some of this cake in my pocket, if you
don’t mind, and some of the apples and tarts. Thanks !
Good-bye !’ ]

And Fatty Wynn departed in a more coniented frame of
mind than any of I’Arcy’s eleven. X

CHAPTER 14. ;
D'Arcy’'s Team Does Not Win.

OM MERRY looked round the gym.
g’}Il‘hlrl}re was a smile upon the Ewe of the hero of the
Shell.
it was close upon seven o'clock, and he was ex-°
pecting D’Arcy to turn up with his eleven any minute now.

Tom Merry had been doing the honours of 8t. Jim's for a
visitor. 4 ; N

It was Ponsonby, of the Fourth Form at Hﬁhcliﬁe—-—the
Upper Fourth. He was the same age as Tom M erry,'amd a
little taller and slimmer. He bad a languid air, which re-
minded one of Arthur Augustus; but a good look at
Ponsonby revealed the fact that he had not, as D’ Arcy had,
the sterling stuff under his outward graces. g
. Ponsonby evidently had an excellent, opinion of himself,
but it was probable that he shared it with no one.

“ o this is the gym.,” said Ponsonby. .

“Ves,” said Tom Merry. * Theré will be somethmf
worth seeing in here soon. We've got an indoor foothall
match going.” s

“Really 7 said Ponsonby. ;

“Yes, If you care to see it, you'll have time before you.
have to get back to Higheliffe,”” said Tom Merry. :

“T should like to see it, awf-ly,” said the Illghchﬁe ;
fellow. I haven’t seen any of you chaps Ylay footer.” |

“his will be something estra special,’” said Monty
Towther solemnly. * It willf give you an idea of what wo
shall show you to-morrow.”

“ Really 1"

“T think we've made all arrangements about tho match
to-morrow,” Tom Merry remarked thoughtfully, ~ *“It's
understood that we get over to Highcliffe at three-fiftecp.”

“And we'll be quite ready to kick-off,” said Pongonby.
“But really, you know, you'd do better to geratch the
match.” .

“Not at alll”

“Tt will be a hopeless licking for you!”

“«Wa shall wriggle a bit at first, though,
Manners remarked sarcastically.

“Really, you know—-"

“Tlere thoy are!” shouted Blake.
eleven " e

They all glanced towards the door. Tom Merry and his’
men were all in football garb, ready, and the ground—soma-
what reduced, of course—had been marked out with chalk
lines on the floor of the gym. :

D'Arcy and his merry men marched in, also clagd for
football. :

Tho swell of 8t. Jim's had his monocle in his oye, of
course. He spotted Ponsonby, and came over towards hin,

“Ilow d'ye do, deah boy?” he said languidly. “Glad o
soe you! 1I'm weady for the mateh, Tom Mewwy, if you
are.”

“Quito weady 1" said Tom Merry, laughing.

“ Pway twot out your men, then! 1 suppose
is goin’ to see the match?”

“Really, yes,” said Ponsonby.

“Vewy good! You will see somethin’ of what you haye
to expect to-mowwow,’” said D’Arey. ‘¢ Pway who is goin’
to wefewee, Mewwy 1"

«Lofovre, of the Fifth, says he will.” \

“Mhat's right,” said Lefevre, coming up; ‘11 do it fox
you. That’s what I say. T don’t mind if T do.”

“Thank you vewy much, Lefevre!” 4 ;

Tom Maorry and D’Arcy solemnly tossed up for choica of
ends. Tom Merry won, and awarded. the kick-off to his
clegant rival :

The elevens ranged up. Tom Merry’s eleven looked
decidedly businesslike, though they all had smiling faces.
D'Arcy’s eleven secmed somewhat uncasy. Some of them
looked at the door of the gym. as though they would have
liked to bolt, 4

Lefovre blew the whistle, and D’Arcy kicked off.

“On the ball!” sang out Blake. 3 ?

Arthur Augustus followed up the ball gallantly. There was.

I suppose?”

“Here's the new

Ponsonby

a rush of Tom Merry’s team, and the §§¥l€11, of St. Jim's was

surrounded. His backers were sent W

tions.
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Smith minor sat déwn, and Robinson sat on him. Grey
foll across both of them, Yates caught hold of another fellow
- round the neck, and clung to him. Arthur Augustus was
© ghifted off the ball in a twinkling.
Tom Merry rushed it goalward. ;
The fellows standing about the walls of the gym. shrieked
-m‘t‘h laughter.

4 My only hat!” gasped Lefevre, of the Fifth. * What
~ blessed sort of a match is this I'm refereeing "'
Tom Merry had sent the ball in with an effort.

r‘ - Hancock had not been able to stop him. Indeed Hancock
o

did not know the ball was coming till it was in the net,
‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bai Jove!”

* “Really,” said Ponsonby. “Is this what you call football
Jabt Bt Jim’s 77 ;
X 'om Merry overheard the remark,

ok hA"gloam of fun came into the eyes of the hero of the

Shell. .

"-'/'S He spoke in o low voice to his followers as they lined up
after the goal.

“Gussy's duffers can’t touch us kids! Keep a goal ahead
#o that they will be licked, and otherwise play the giddy
oat. Ponsonby wants to take back a funny account to

5

ground to-morrow.”

‘“Ha, ha, hal”

i “Good wheeze I grinned Figgins,

- “What-ho!" agreed Blake.

And the juniors proceeded toe play the giddy goat.”

D’Arcy’s eleven could have heen swept off the floor in a
few minutes if Tom Merry & Co. had cared to do it.

o It was not that they were particularly bad players. They

; were ull right in their way, but the official junior team
naturally included all the best players in the lower Forms,
?nd whut were left were naturally nowhere up to their
orta,

" Besides that, they knew they had no chance. and that
alene was enough to take away any wild hope they might
have entertained of victory, and to make themn fumble the

%. game,

. Moveover, they were not in .good training, and Tom
~ Merry’s eleven weré trained to the very highest piteh.

Naturally, the beginnere were walked over.

But Tom Merry had mercy upon them.

So long ns they took mno ‘goals, he was willing to allow
them to amble up and down tho gym., and kick the ball in
all sorts of impossible directions.

R Wihich they procceded to do!

The Merry players, too, performed all sorts of wild antics,
falling over one another, skymg the ball without rhyme or
roason, getting into one another’s way, and falling down
with lond bumps, and so forth.

Ponsgonby looked on with a curling lip.

It never crossed his mind for a single instant that he was
being “ rotted,” .

He took it all seriously.

And his politeness could hardly restrain him from audible
expression of his seorn for the fumbling football of St. Jim's

WNIors.
: This was the team he was to play on the morrow.

These were the fellows who had the astounding nerve to
suppose that they could come over to Higholiffe and meet
his team, after playing one match with the Grammar School
in_the afternoon.

It was astounding—unheard-of !

Ponsonby wondered whether he could seratch the match.
Tt was really too humiliating to have to meet such players
on the football-field.

1f he did meet them, he mentally promised them such a
licking as they would be a long time in recovering from.

" The match did not last the full time.

Before the first half was over two-thirds of D*Arey’s eleven
were on the sick-list, and the rest were staggering about
like fellows in a dream.

Only ono goal had been scored, the goal taken by Tom
Merry in the first few minutes of the match.

At "half-time Lefevre was not visible. e was disgusted
with the display of the players, and he walked off and left
them to themselves.

D'Arcy was quite keen to go on, but even D’Arey could not
fail to see that his followers were more fit to go to bed than
to go on playing, :

1 wesign the match, Tom Mewwy,” he said. “TI am
wathah afwaid that my men are no good, you kunow. It's
10 good goin’ on."” e e

: _ngn, erry laughed,
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“ Just as you like, Gussy. We're enjoying this, and we'll
play it out to a finish, if you like.” ; -
“Thank you vewy much; but, upon the whole, T think this

- will do.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”’ rodred Jack Blake. y

“Weally, Blake, I see nothin’ to cackle at! T have not
had time to twain my men, you seec; that is the weal
explanation. If I had had time to twain them, it would
have been all wight 17

‘““Ha, ha, ha!” ;

“ Howevah, under pwesent cires., it is evidently no good
twyin’ to play Highcliffe to-mowwow with a wotten team like

this 1"

“Go hon! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Upon the whole, I will take my place in the eleven, Tom
Mewwy, and we will play the Higheliffe fellows after tha
Gwammah School, as owiginally awwanged,” said D'Arcy,
as he walked off the ground. :

Tom Merry shook his head.

CCan't be did, Gussy!”

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy-——""

“You see, I've given your place to Dane now. Unlesgs
Dane chooses to give it up, I can’t possibly turn him ouf
to make room for you again.” q

" Of course, Dane will be willin’ to give it up.”

, ““Of course Dane won’t do anything of the sort!” said
Clifton Dane cheerfully. “I'm in the eleven, and I'm stick-
ing in it, thank you?!

* Weally, Dane——"

“Dane will play the Grammar School,” zaid Tom Merty
dectdcdly; “but you shall take his place for the Higholiffe
match, Gussy. ‘I shall make several changes for the second
match, and that will be-one of them.”

“1 do not see how it would be congistent with my dig. to
allow Dane to keep my place for the Gwammah School
match, Tom Mewwy !”’

“ Well, as a matier of absolute fact, I wasn't thinkéng of
your dig., but of the game,’” said Tom Merry cheerfylly,
“Yaas¥ but you see—" :

“T intended to play Dane for tho first match, and ane of
the reserves in his place for the second. ou can have tho
place for the Higheliffe motoh, if you like. 1t's a good
offer, and you can take it or leave it.” :

“A fellow hag to considor his dig., howevah., What do .
you think, Blake? Do ’you. think I can accept Tom Mewwy's
offah consistently with my dig.?” 3

Blake nodded solemnly. i

“Well, it's an important malter, and reelly reguires
thinking out,” he remarked; ‘ but, offhand, I should say that
it would be all right.”. = .

“ What do you say, Dig 7"

“T fully endorse Blake's remarks on the subjeet.”

¢ And you, Hewwies?” Y

“Toh? said Horries. B3 a5

“You are lookin’ extwemely thoughtful;, deah boy,” said
D’Arcy, noticing the heavy frown on Herries’ brow. *Iluve
you thought it out?”

“Yes,” said Herries.

¢ And ivhat do you think?”

“1 think it must be the fish.”

“Eh, what? 1 fail to compwehend, Hewwies,”

“1 think it must be the fish.  As for the rabbit, half of
that was given to young Wally's mongrel, and he is all right
after it. It must have been the fish.”’

“ What on carth are you talkin’ about, Hewwies?"”

“Kh? JTowser, of course!”

“Towsah!”

“Yos. He's been seedy to-day, vou know. You asked me
if T had thought it out,” said Herries, in wonder. “ I was
just turning the matter over in my mind when you spoke,” -

“Ha, ha, ha!” yeiled Tom Merry.

“You uttah ass, Hewwies!” said D'Arcy, “I wash't
askin’ you about the wotten health of a beastly bulldog !
I asked .you whethah 1 could accopt Totn Mewwy's
offeh with’ wegzard to the football match, consistently with
my personal dig.”

“Jh? Oh, blow your dig. !"" 8>%d Herries.

And he hurried away to sce “¥owser. D’Arcy cast an ox-
pressivo glance after him, and then lpoked round at the
grinning faces of Tom Merry & Co.

“Upon the whole, deah boys, I think I will accept Tom
Mewwy's offaly,”’” he said. “1 will allow" Dane t6 wetain
my cap for the (xwvammah School match;and will play High-
cliffe aftahwards. 1 am doin’ this for the sake of the side.”

¢ Good!” said Tom Merry, * Well, Ponsonby, did you
find the play interesting 7

“Very,” suid Ponsonby.
ug to-niorrow ¢’

“Certuindy ! o

#¥Yiue wathah !” e

"Okeﬁ;‘g\.f'y well! It’s time I was off now, I think.)’ said

“1 say, are you bent on playing

D.” By
al =iy MARTIN CLIFFORD.
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gl};) I*Eigh'cliﬂ'o skipper, looking at his watch. “DIll get my
ike.’

And o few minutes later Ponsonby was pedalling home to
Higheliffe, firmly eonvinced that the morrow’s match with
St. Jim’s would be a farce, and that Tom Merry & Co. would
be knocked gky high or higher,

CHAPTER 15

The Great Day.

ATURDAY afternoon was bright and keen and cold—

an ideal day for football. The juniors of St. Jim's
thought of ﬁttlc but the coming matches during the
morning. Two football matches in one afternoon was a tall

. order, as Blake deseribed it, but the junior team of St. Jim’s
__woere quite kcen to undertake them. The real struggle
_ would be with the Grammarians. If Frank Monk and his
men were once safely beaten, they had . little doubt akbout
Ponsonby & Co.  Though it was no light task to undertake
playing even a weak team, directly after a strugglo with a
strong one,

Frank Monk had done everything he could to meet Tom
Merry’s wishes. He had agreed to get his team over to St:
Jim’s, instead of Tom Merry & Co. making the journey to
the Grammar School” And he had said that "he would get
there as early as possible, and warned Tom to b2 ready for
him.  The St. Jim’s footballers were ready the moment they
had eaten their dinner, making a sparing meal on purpose.
Fatty Wynn was consoled by the assurance that there would
bo ample op;{zortunity for another feed in the train going to
Higheliffe. Monk did very well, for at one o’clock the brake
containing the Gramtnar School team rolled in at the gates of
St. Jim’s.

It was crammed with Grammar youths, eager for the tussle,
gmdf confident of victory--just as ¢onfident as the Saints were,
in fact.

Tom Merry greeted his old enemy cordially, and no time
was lost in making the preparations for the match. °
- Kildare of the Sixth, the captain of the school, having
nothing particular on for the next hour, had consented to
refereec tho match. This was an honour that the juniors
could fully appreciate. A goodiy number of fellows gathered
~ round the ground to watch, and among them was Arthur
_ Augustus D’Arcy. -

1’ Arey, in spvite of his clegant ways and his wonderful
tasto in ties and waistcoats, was a keen footballer, and he
~ had always had a place in the junior eleven, and had deserved
it It was not very agreeable to the swell of St. Jim's to be
‘a looker-on on this occasion. He turned the matter over in
* his anind, and then strolled up to the St. Jim’s team, who
wore standing in a group waiting while the Grammarians
- changed. g :
* Dane, deah boy!"
 Clifton Dane looked round with a grin,
~was coming.

“ Hallo, Gussy!”

“T've been thinkin’, Dane——""

““ What with?” asked the Canadian, with an air of gentle
- nterest.
. “Eh? I fail to undahstand you, Dane.
of course.”

- % Oh, I didn’t know you had one!”

“ Woully, Dane——-""

D“ Well, ‘I only judged by appearances, of course,” said

ane.

D’Arcy allowed that remark to pass without comment.

“ I've been thinkin’, deah boy, that it's a bit wisky leavin’
me out of the tean for this match. Tem Mewwy gave you
my can for the eleven.”

“Yes. Now, if he had given me your silk hat—"

¢ Pway don’t be fwivolous, Undah the cires, Tom Mewwy
would not feel justificd in turnin’ you out and puttin’ me in
. again.”’

“ Exactly !” .
© % Upon the whole,*I shall not insist upon his doin’ s0,”

“ Thank you for nothing tzw = -

“Howevah, I've been 1t inkg,and it has occurred to
meo that you might pwefer to give up thesplace to me again,
~ for the good cf the side.” ST TR
. *“Go hon!” ol

“ You sec, you take as much intewest
lowy of the school as I do, and you
ywammah boundahs, you know. Now thgit®
out to you, I twust you will see the pwo
{he peint.” LA .

“ Strange as it may seem, Gussy, I don't*”"

* Weally, Dane—-"" = ¥
4 ¢ P'm freezing on to this cap,” said Clifton Dalye

“ But look here, I'll tell you what. I don’t like:
left. right out of it, so I'll tell you what you ¢
can look on, and cheer whenever I get a goal.”

i " SKIMP(

SIS

I

He knew what

T

With my bwain,

honah and

3 pointed it
“of 'yieldin’
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“ Weally—"" &

‘ Hallo, they’re ready ! : $3) :

And Clifton Dane walked away, leaving D’Arcy shukmg
his head sadly. He walked back.to his place, and foun
himsclf between Gore and Mellish, in the crowd. Gore
looked at him with a grin.

‘8o you're not playing?’ he remarked. S

“ No, I shall be playin’ Higheliffe aftahwards, howevah.

“ (tood! I hope I shall have a chance, too,” snid Gore,
“ It's according to how this match pans out. Reilly and
Mac and Pratt are looking for chances, too.”

“ Yaas, wathah!” i “ 4

“Dane ought to have given up the place,” said Mellish
ingratiatingly. ‘It is cui‘lish of him to keep:it.” o

D’Arcy turned his eyeglass on Mellish. He did not even
guess that the cad of the Kourth was trying to l)]ouse him.

“ Mellish, deah boy, did I hear you wemark that Dane
was guilty of a caddish action?” 4

4 Yan, Ludid,”? . 2

“ 1 twust you will withdwaw that wemark, Mellish. T
wogard Dane as bein’ a peculiahly obstinate chap, and quite
blind to weal facts, but l))c is incapable of anythin’ ‘caddish.s
Will you withdwaw that wemark, Mellish, or \\'pl'n',(’} to'
quiet spot with me, and weceive a feahful thwashin’, v

Mellish smiled a sickly smile. S

“1'm waitin® for your answah; Mellish,”
Aungustus, in his most stately way. ¢

“Tt’s all vight!”” muttered Mellish. :

“ Does that moean. that you withdwaw ydur offensive
wemark wespectin’ my fwiend?”

“ Yo-es.” TS

“ Vewy good. You should get out of the habit of badk-
bitin’ and detwactin’ in this way, Mellish. It is wotten gpd
wascally, and some day it will lead to your weceivin @
feahful thwashin’ fwom somebody.”

Mellish gritted his. teeth and was silent.

“ Hallo, Monk’s won the toss,”” said Gore. .

“ And we're kicking off,” said Hancock.

“ Good!” Y E

“1 don’t know about béing good,” said . Kerrujsh.
“ There’s a pretty good bit of wind, and we're playing ‘against
] "

gaid  Arthur

Phip! 3

It was the whistle. S

The ball rolled from Tom Merry's foot, and in a moment
more Saints and Grammariang were mingled *in«a keen
tussle.

RS 4

CHAPTER 16.
Honours Divided.

# WAVO!”
B So shouted Arthur Augustus
rush against the wind by the

Figgins slamming the ball into the net.

“(Goal!” voared the crowd.

“ Hurray !” :

“ Bai Jove! Bwavo! Bai Jove!”

Arthur Augustus clapped his hands till his lavender gloves
split.
lThem wasn’t a trace of ill-feeling in t._ho heart of the
awell of St. Jim’s. If he couldn’t be kicking goals for St.
Jim’s himself, the next best thing was for somebady els.o
to be kicking ther, and he cheered and clapped with his
whole heart. :

It was first blood to St. Jim’s. ;

But the Gra]mmurizmp looked as if
when they lined up again. g

K.ildareyblcw the whistle, and they kicked off, and were
at it again, hammer and tongs.

If Ponsonby of Highcliffe had been present, he would have
cecn some football that would have made him open his eyes;
something very different from the farcical display in the gym.
the previous evening. : : . :

. 8t. Jim's juniors were playing up liké a League team.

Tom Merry was a born leader, and he had tramed his men
splendidly, and they wero in a condition of absolute fitness
seldom attained by a junior team. A

The Grammarians were in fine form, tco; buf, upon the
whole, a keen observer would have said that they were
outclassed by St. Jim’s. y

‘“Goall” et

1t was a goal by Frank Monk, this time.

Then the whistle went for half-time, and the players
retired for a brief rest, with the score level.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy strolled round during the
interval. He gave Tom Merry a pat on the back, and Tom
turned round end stared. He was digging a penknife into.,
the side of a lemon, and he suspended that operation for a
moment to stare at 1D’Arc

“ Jolly good. Mewwy,”

.
5
.

D’ Arcy, as a fine
Saints finished in

they meont business
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“ You'rve playin’ up well.” :

“ Wall, if you're not disappointed with us, Gussy, we
Tiaven’t lived in wvain,” said Tom Merry solemnly. * You're
pure you're satisfied.” ; : 3

“ Yaas, upon the whole, pewhaps there is some elight im-
swovement I could saggest. It could only be cawwled out
by permish. of the Gwammah skippah and the wefewwee,
howevah.” ; ;

“ Oh, go ahead. You know how valuable your suggess
tions are.” :

“ Yaas, wathah! I was thinkin' that pewhaps Dane mi ht
pwefer to wetire now, and allow me to take his place for
the second half.”!

““ Ha, ha, ha!”

1 fail uttuhlf]{
w sewious mattah,
match.”

“ My dear ass—

“ 1 wefuse to be called an ass. :

¢ Dane, what do you think of Gussy’s suggestion

“ Oh, rats!” said Dane.

“If you say wats to me, Dane—-""

“ Rats i : i

‘Arthor Augustus began to push back his cuffs. At the

- gamoe moment a squirt of juice from Tom Merry’s lemon-—
whetlier by accident or design—caught him under the chin,

There was a shriek from D’Arcy.

“Ow! CGroo!"” .

o lWhy, what's the matter now?” asked Tom Merry inno-
cently.

“(iroo ! My neck's wel, and my collah! You careless ass !”

% Ha, ha; ha!”

‘1 shall have to
Avthur Augustus wrathfully.
gocond half till I come back.”

And he dashed off towards the School House,

to see any weason for wibald laughtah. Tt is
T think, considewin’ that it is an important

)
”

o and- change my collah now,” said
“ Pway do not commence the

Tom Merry chudkled at the idea of delaying the second
Cyvhistle t after e short five sinutes, and the teams turred
in to their work again. 3 1
110’!&,;?1' e He turned his oyeglass upon the field
a0y i od. ¢
yomdrked. * 1 wogard his as wathah uncivil of him. How
ho sdore, Goah?* .

half of the match till D’Arcy returncd in a clean collar. The
It was ten tes before D’'Arcy came back. His collar
i nmm
nested To&Me\v&y'to_‘ wait till I woturnod,” he
R i o

13§
b

3

remqing,‘_ the same as ever, too, for some time.
:  Saints were trying hard to get ahead, but the Gram-
n 1liu.zzs,t':z.erelon theix'me&i}e, ;tr;o. ; :
"~ The struggle was very keen for some time. Iirst in the
‘ 3#.'.1}1;15 %ﬁf, and 't!:g in tho visitors’ half, up and down

“the touchlines, it swayed and ebbed.’ ;

- With the wind belynd their backs now, the Saints had a
bettor: 1 , but the Grammarian defence was splendid,
y s lnci the Grammar lads . were soon attacking, too, and they

¥ ..four;d their way through the St Jim’s defence, and Fatty
Wynn was called upbn again and again to save.
. But Fatty Wynn was quite equal to the task.

Humorous fellows had declared that Fatty Wynn was played

goulkeeper auso it was impossible for a ball to pass
t%’tween the posts while lie was standing there. This was a
ol, for Fatty, plump as he was, was far from filling -up

tho width of the goal. But all the same, it seemed almost
impossible to pass him. He seemed to be all hands, feet, or
head, as the occasion required. The most difficult shots, hard
or fast or slow or anything else, were stopped with the same
aocuracy by the imperturbable Welsh junior. There was a
good-natured grin on his chubby face all the time.

The struggle swayed back to the Grammarians’ end of the

eld, -
Tom Merry & Co. made a combined attack upon the visi-
tors’ goal, and pressed it home heavily and hotly. 5

Again and again the ball was rushed in, and at last it found
A.qufvf:g‘s ot _a:gndi lodged in the net. s R
- Then Bt, Jim's yelled. :

Sﬁi “Jim’s: juniors were two to one.
After the display that had been given all through the second
- half, it seemed very unlikely that the Grammar %cholol wo‘::id

- ‘ggﬁdm. 2L :

~ Bub Frank Monk and his followers made desperate efforts
: {;I)m,tho gamo restarted. i
bipies; aud they ticke
¥ ¥

L fi

i he;e‘remai&ed onllly ten mxrlmtes
_s_,wn_y.,rapidly, . More than one glance
eat clock of 8f, Jim’s, visible to all f,, the
ildare-swas seen to glance at his watch.
d have sheg:abod to Tor

. wonld “Tom Merry to pack his
wters (%vf'era, and simply prevent the

e 7Y
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Grammarians from scoring till the finish. That he could casily
have done. - ' :

But Tom Merry was a sportsman to the finger-tips.

It was not a League match, with points in a great compe-
tition depending on a victory; and even had_it been, Tom
Merry would have been a sportsman all throu%h. . He did not
need the yells of exasperated spectators to tell - him to ‘‘ play
the game.”

The St. Jim's team played hard for more goals, -and they
looked like getting them. But fortune was smiling now on
the Grammarians at the finish.

Carboy got away with the ball, and streaked through the
8t.-Jim’s juniors like lightning. For once Fatty Wynn was
found wanting. The ball grazed his finger-tips as it shot in,

“Bai Jove!” gasped D’Arcy. * Goall”

“ Goal I”

« What's that?” exclaimed Gore. ¢The whistle?”

Phip! -

The whistle it was.

The match was over. : e

The Grammarians had equalised, after all, at the finish, and
the match was a draw.

Tom Merry clapped Frank Monk on the shoulder as they
walked off the ﬁelld. Monk looked at him with a cheerful

grin, 5
“Jolly good, old man,” said Tom Merry. * Jolly good.”
“Same to you,” grinned Monk, ‘It was one of the best

matches we've had, I think, Tt was a fight to a finish, and

no mistake. I say, how do you feel about playing a second
footer match this afternoon.’
Tom Merry laughed. - :
“Oh, we shall be all right. The Highcliffe crowd are not
your mettle. It's a big order, but I think we shall carry it
through. We're going to try hard, anyway.”

—_—

CHAPTER 17,
Off to Higheliffe.

OM MERRY had made all his arrangements before-
hand, and he always:made Lis arrangements too care-
to go amiss in any matter of im-

fully for anythin; .
the 8. Jim!

portance. As soon as the mateh

port e v\‘kb over, ic
juniors changed, packed up their football garb, and boarded

a brake that was already in waiting, The .}u_nio: Eleven
and the reserves all got into the brake. The clugg, ‘in the
team conld be madecen route. The Grammarian brake:rolled -
out of the gates after them, and a P‘np&nied them down the
voad towards the village. When it turned off towards the
Grammar School, the Grammarians all stood up in the brake
to wave their caps and give their late opponents a parting

cheer. ; s
¢ Good-bye "

“@ood luck !” shouted Frank Monlk.:

And they parted. s

The St. Jim’s brake rolled on  rapidly to ‘the station,
arriving in good time for the train. ¢ el

Tom Meiry took seventeen third-class tickets, ‘and the
crowd bundled into the train-in adjoining compartmonts.

“Woll, we're off 1" exclaimed Tom Merry, settling down
with a sigh of relief in a corner as the tramn buzzed out of
the station.

“ Yaas, wathah.”

“1 say, I ho{)e you haven't forgotten it 1"’ exclaimed Fatty
Wynn* anxiously.

“ Forgotten what?"”

““The grub?”’

“What grub?”

“ Look here, Tom Merry, don’t be funny.
were going to have a meal in the train going to
We can’t play Highcliffe in a state of hunger. I ate hardly
anything at dinner.”’ 7

‘“Ha, ha! I was watching him,” said Kerr.
enough for three.”

““ Well, that was moderate for Fatty,” said Tom Merry,
“ Didn’t you think of bringing any rub yourself, Fatty?”

“Only ‘a couple of dozen sandwiches and a bag of tarts,”
said Fatty Wynn. ““T hadn’t time to get any more. Figging'
rushed me into the brake so quickly.” ; |

“Well, I've got a bag of sandwiches T asked Mrs. Minims
for,” said Tom Merry. *‘We only want a snack all round.
Foed after the mateh. I rely on you to seo that Fatty doesn’t
blow himself out, Figgy, and get out of form.”

“What-ho!” eaid ¥iggins. “ I'll keep an eye on him. T'm
going to stop him at the sixth sandwich.” v

“Look here, Fig :

“ The ux;%‘:andwwh, my boy,” said Figgins firmly. *You '
f.a/n_tg,r’?rg‘e hen we get home ta,g}‘ Jim's,  Six now is tho
imit, = e : !

“ But Pm hungry.” Sa0n 2 ;

“ Well, that ought to take the: “off your appetite, any-
way,” grinned Monty Lowther, 1 suppose you'd want a

You know we

‘“He ate only

N %’mv;

¢

1

Higheliffe, =
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\f\lhol,? bakery and a couple of bullocks to make you feel really
ull,

“T'm hungry,” repeated Fatty Wynn.
I had for dinner—"

' Oh, don’t, old chap; life’s too short to hear the list,”
said Lowther.

“There’s your six sandwiches,” said Figgins, jerking the
bag away from Fatty Wynn, and allotting the provisions.
‘“Not a bite more.”

‘“Look here, Figging—'

“I'mw looking after you, my son.
parentis on this occasion,”
and settles it.”’

Fatty Wynn grunted, and started on the sandwiches. The
other fellows had a couple each, but six seemed all too few
to the Falstaff of the New House.

He made them last as long as he could, but they were long
gone before the train rolled into the station at Higheliffe.

" Here we are!” exclaimed Tom Merry at last.

The train stopped,

Tom Merry & Co. poured out upon the platform, and Tom
led the way to the exit.

Highcliffo was only a few minutes walk from the station,

“TI tell you what

I'm standing in loco
said Figgins, “That’s Latin,
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as he knew. Fatty Wynn lingered behind on the platform
Figgins looked round for him.

“ Fatty, come on.” '

““All right!” called back Fatty., ¢“I'll cateh you up in &
minute.” .

He had stopped at an automatic-machine,

Figgins darted back. ;

“You'll jolly well eatch us up now,” he exclaimed.
blessed chocolates till after the match.”

“ Look here, Figgins 3

“Come on.”.

“T tell you—'

“Come on!” roared Figgins.

He rushed Fatty Wynn along the platform at a speed that
made the plump junior’s head swim, He rushed him ngbt
out of the station, and did not release him till they were in
the High Street of Higheliffe.

“ Now, march right on!” said Figgins severely. “If you
stop at a grub shop or an automatic-machine, mind, you’ll ‘get
it where the chicken got the chopper.”

“T'm jolly well going 2

‘‘ Exactly. Go.”

And Fatty Wynn went.,

““Na

’
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. Thoe juniors, carrying their bags, walked quickly 810:1.\% the
road towards Higheliffe School. On the way, Tom Merry-
apportioned the places of his team. All the members of the
team, and the reserves as well, had come along, for those
who were not to play were eager to witness the match.

It did not take Tom Merry long to decide, what changes
he would malke,

Dane, Dighy, and Manners were left out, D’Arcy and
Reilly and Macdonald taking their places. These were the

On}f' changes Tom Merry made. The three juniors dropped
had been most fagged by the previous match, and it was an

advantage to put fresh men in their places. And they
n.o'}mesced cheerfully. s

¢ here were aunite & crowd of Higheliffe fellows at the gate
of the school as the juniors of St. Jim’s walked up.

They greeted their visitots with smiles. 3

“Glad to see you,” said Ponsonby, as he shook hands with
Tom Merry. ‘‘So you've come.”.

“",(,,Eome I gaid Tom Merry. *‘ We arranged to come, didn’t
we'!

Ponsonby laughed. ,

“Yes; but I half expectéd a. wire.”

‘“ A wire!” said Monty Lowther.. “ Why a wire?”

“You see,” said Ponsonby, without even seeing the pun,
“we thonght you might think better of it. However, I'm
glud to see you, and we'll try to show you what Highcliffe
football i3 like. Mihd, you mustn’t blame me for results.
D'Arcy challenged us, and we accevted, ond you backed him
up,  That’s all there is about it.”

“Wa won't blame you,” said Tom Merry, with a twinkle
of amusement in his eyes. * That's all right. If you give
us an awful licking, we'll take 1t cheerfully.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

. *“We're ready for the licking,’
~ the licking to begin?”

‘“ We're ready,” said Ponsonby.

b Ba@ Jove, here’s my cougin Monson ! said' D'Arcy, as a
alim Higheliffo fellow tapped him on the shouldar. *‘ Are you
playin’, deah boy?"

“Yes," said Monson languidly, ““I’'m inside right.” ‘
% “Inside vight,” said Lowther. ‘‘That remind: me of a

story. There wus a chap—"

“Phis way,” snid Ponsonby.
© “There was a chap—-" 2 ¥

. “Come on,” said Tom Meiry, and they followed Ponsonby
_into the foothall fiold. Monty Lowther passed his arm through
D’ Arey’s, determined to securo one listaner at least.

“There was a chap——""

‘* Yaas, you've said that before,”’ said Arthur Augustus,
“J am quite willin’ to take your word for it, Lowthah. I

haven’t the slightest doubt of your statement.”

““There was a chap who—-—

~““This is a iolly good gwound; isn't it?"’

“There was a chap——""" - "

“I say, Lowther,”” muttered Fatty Wynn, digging the Shell
fellow in the ribs. *“ You don't happen to have any milk
chooolate about you, do you?”’

“No!” snapped Lowther.

“*Or a stick of toffee?’

o No'n

“QOh, all right!” And TFatty Wynn sighed and walked on
thoughtfully.

“There was a chap——"" recommenced Lowther.

“ Bai Jove, yoir wemind me of a gwamonhone I”" said Arthur
Augustus. ““ Don’t yon think it's about time you changed
the wecord, deah boy?"

“ ook here,”’ said Lowther warmly, ¢ there was a chap who
had been shot in the chiest with a cannon-ball,”

“Bai Jove! Was he hurt?’

“ You utter ass!”

“ [ decline to be called an ass, Lowthah., I——"

“Do you think you could be shot in the chest with a
cannon-ball and not hurt?”’ howled Monty Lowther.

“ Weally, deah boy, I have nevah turned the mattah ovah
in my mind.”

« Well, this chap was shot in the chest with a cannon-ball,”’
said Lowther. ‘* He was one of the forwards, you understand,
‘in the regimental football-team. They had to amputute part
of him, you know, and they made a clean sweep.’

“T have nevah seen a clean sweop,” said D’Arcy,
all look decidedly black and grimy to me.”

“¥h? Who do—what do?” .

“The sweeps.”

“ Sweeps! Who's talking about sweeps?” exclaimed the

] unhup{)y story-teller,

“ Why, you were! You said somethin’ about a clean sweep,
and I womarked that I had nevah seen one,” said Arthur
Augustus innocently. s i :

“Wou utter ass! I wasn't talking ebout chimney-sweeps!”

’

said Kangargo. * When is

"

¢ They

howled Lowther, beginning to wish that he hadn’t started on
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hat football-stovy.’ “1 mean when they .mnpu(ated bim they
made a clean sweep of his interior., You seo?”

“Bai Jove!” v

“ And after that they bad to play him- at outside-vight,” said
Lowther.

“Why 1"’ b i

“ Because he had no-inside left.” e

And Monty Lowther paused for a roar of langhfer.

But D’Arcy did not roar. He assumed a perplexed expres.
son.

“ Let me see,” he remarked.
shot by a cannon-ball—-"

“ Don’t you see the point!”

“Wats! A cannon-ball is wound, and not pointed.
waps, howeval;, you mean ono of those conical balls.
what you mean?’

““You shrieking idiot!”’

“ Weally, Lowthah—-""

“You frabjous burbler!"

-] wefuse to be caled a fwabjous burblaht I-—"

But Monty Lowther was stalking away. Arthur Augustus
gazed after him through his eyeglass for a moment, and’then
shook his head and followed.” Manners clapped him on the
shoulder,

“He's

“ What's the matter with Lowther?"” he asked,
looking excited.”

“ T weally do not compwehend. He’s beon tellin’ me about
a chap who was stwuck by a cannon-ball, and played football
aftahwards, and of course the whole thing was imposs., you
know. I was careful not to show any doubt of )Vt‘hah’;
;'Owucéty, but I cannot help thinkin’ he was womancin’, you
inow.” ik
Whereat Manners chuckled., He krew that old story of the,
inside-loft—he had heard Monty Lowther work it off a dozen
times at loast—and he felt & certain satisfaction in the fack
that the joker of St. Jim’s had met his match in Arthur
Augustus. 3 i :

“You say that the chap was

Pew-
Is that

—— e

CHAPTER 18,
: Something Like a Surprise.

ONSONBY & CO. wore superior smiles, 4 :
]1? They did not mean to be exactly discourteous to
their visitors—far from it. But they were self-asured
and docky by nature. - And Ponsonby had brought howe 4

glowing account of the football he had seen at St. Jim’s, |
And so the Highelifie team mMmelP regarding the . i

oy showed it in thei

0

coming match as a farce.  And

manner. ) . e g SR
Tom Merry noted the supcrior smiles, and he smiled too.

He felt that there was a surprise in store for the Higheliffians,

and he meant to make that surprise as surprising ible.

b would
und out

match, and 3
was to be

It would be distinetly amusing to sce the chang
come over the Higheliffe countenances wher
what sort of a team t errenl&y ad to tackl

A junior master of Highcliffo was referceing
he seemed smitten, too, with the idea that the thing
a walk-over. Yoy

“ Bai Jove,” Arthur Augustus remarked, s he changed into"
his jersey. ‘‘I am beginnin’ to feel 1-uito exaspewated
these silly asses, you know! One would think, fwom their
looks, that nobody else evah played a game of footah!” :

“ 1t will be their turn to be exasperated soon,” grinned
Kangaroo. ‘' They don’t look to me as if they were in form
to play a slogging game.” )

“ Nor to e either,” said Tom Merry. ‘‘ Mind, we’re going
to play hard from the start. Don't give 'em u second’s rest.
Rush ’em off their feet, and kecp them going till their heads
spin, That's the wheeze.”

‘ Yaas, wathah!”’

“Ha, ha, ha!” ‘

“1 want to watch their faces,” grinned Tom Merry, - “1I
like and respect a chap who is licked after a hard try, but
these cocky duffers want taking down a peg, and want it
badly. I don't believe they can play football for toffee, with
all their swank.” X

““ Same here.”’ .

“1 have scen their play,” said Arthur Augustus; “T we-
garded it as wotten, you know. I offahed to put Ponsonby up
to a few points, both in dwibblin’ and kickin, but he wefused
in a way that I could only considah wude.”

“ Well, we'll put him up to a few points now. No rough
play, of course, you fellows—everything perfectly fair and
above-board—only let it be hard and fast, and don’t give the
swankers a moment’s rest.” !

* What-ho !’ said the whole team heartily.

Ponsonby lgoked in g

“ You fellows ready?”’

“ Quite.” And they went out into the field.

Tom Merry swmiled as he noted the crowd round the ground. |
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Nearly all Highcliﬂ'e seemed to have turned up, soniors as well
us juniors, They all wore smiles. It was perfectly clear that
they fully expected to see Tom Merry’s eleven swept off the
field in the course of the first ten minutes after the kick-off.

“1 wegard it as iwwitatin’,” said Arthur Augustus, ‘I
iahull be vewy pleased to give, these swankabs a feahful
ickin’.”

The 8t. Jim’s juniors won the toss, and Tom Merry chose
to kick-off against the wind. Ponsonby looked at him, and
they all looked at him, and then the Higheliffe junior skipper
SpoOkKe :

b I say, Merry! If you don’t mind my mentioning it—-""

“ (lertainly. o on.” :

““ You've played football before, I suppose?”

“ Several times,” said Tom innocently; and his followers
chuckled. Tom Merry had played more football than Pon-
sonby had ever thought or dreamt abont. : :

“Well, about the kick-off. You are playing against the
wind.”

“Oh, yes!”

‘It would be an advantage to have the wind behind you,”
. and it's your choice,” mrged Ponsonby.

““Oh, never mind !
‘“‘ But youw're giving the game away.”
“ Well, the fact i1s, I want to give you chaps a chance,’
Lgaid Tomm Merry, * *““ The wind egainst us won't make much
- diffevence to us, you know.”
L Ponsonby gusped.
“' Really, Moryy-—<s&
‘“ We're ready, if You are.”
2 Ohy el righi ! said Ponsonby.
The Highcliffe players exchanged grins.

’

B “ Kick off |”
@ Tom Menry
L thing more to grin’about, He knew ihat they would not be
L erinning soomn, >
ansonby capiured the ball, and the Highcliffe forwards
got away n line, They rar the. ball wight up the field, amid
cheers and laughter from. the lai;i'1 crowd round the ropes.
- Fatty Wynn was in goal, with twinkling eyes.
 He had looked aver the Highcliffe erowd with the glance
~of an experienoed goalkedPer, and he was pretty well satis-
. fied that there wag no fellow there who could send in a shot
that be couldn’t save, * 2
And sp it proved. The ball came in from Ponsonby, and
on frows Moneon, and then from another Higheliffie for-
‘ward, and Fotty Wyun saved it with ease and grace, hardly
_troubling to stir himsclf, F
 From the fhivd attempt he sent the ball out {o the St.
Jim’s forwards. Tomh Merry thought it was time to begin
sincss, and he captured the ball, calmly taking it awoy
from. the foob of a Highcliffe hulf, and dribbleg it away
“towards the howmo goal. s
~ Ponsonby & ©o. raced after him., They might as well have
od ufter o Derby yinner, ; >
Tom  Mery siniply walked away from the Highcliffe
orwards and halves; and dribbled the ball round the feef of
backs, and slamimed it into goal. 3
s a

The goalkeeper wasn't quite prepared for that shot.
matter of fact, he had been .lounfing about his goal, exchang-
| ing Jwkm\o; remarks with the fellows behind concerning. the
Bt. Jim'’s style of play.
- Ho woke up too late to the fact that there was danger.
i The Lall was in the net!
My hat!’ gasped Ponsonhy.
. The erowd looked curious. The Highcliffe team looked at
ohg another oddly. The St. Jim’s juniors grinned.
L Ome u]p!” said Blake, as they walked back to the centre
“of the ficld. ““ Look at Ponsonby’s face. It's as good as o
- picture!”
*Ha, ha, ha!’!
Ponsonby kickcd off.
Again- the Higheliffe forwards were allowed to gét away
[ with the ball, but they did not get it as far as the visitors’
goal this time.  Herries, at back, stopped it, and sent it out
10 midfield, where Monty Lowther took possession of it
Lowther’s long legs covered the ground in fine style, and
f he had made a run for goal he would have reached it
ith perfect ease. Higheliffe had neither back nor half-
k that could have stopped him. But Lowther was in a
umoroug mood. }
He .dribbled the ball towards goal, and the backs rushed
an, and then he swerved and dribbled it towards iouch.
% Tlho i l;cl*liﬂ'mns )iu,r-{hqd gpon }l]]im, and he dribbled  the
4 ball round them, and kepton with it along the centre:li
towards the other side of the field, 3 .
~ His antics were so incomprehensible that the Higheliffians
§ stared in blank amazement, and Tom Merry burst into a
proar. v
. % Ha, ha, hat” kg
. Jack Blake threw himself on his back on the ground and
roared. . Fa s 4 ;e r

o
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L fuimbled with the ball purposely, in order to give them some- °

One Penny, 23

“Bai Jove!” gasped Arthur Auvgustus, *“I wegard this
as decidedly funnay.”

Funny indeed it was. : » ;

Lowther, having reached the opposite touch-line, withoni
the Highcliffians having been able to deprive him of the
ball, centréd to Tom Merry, with a cheerful grin. e

Tom received the pass, and sent the leather whirling
into the net before the Highcliffe goalie knew what was
happening.

“Two up " gurgled Blake. *“Oh, my only chapeau!”

The Higheliffe fellows were looking decidedly serious
now. i

It began to dawn even upon Ponsonby that the St. Jint's
team had been rotting them, and that the visitors, as o
matter of fact, outclass@ them hopelessly.

And then the Saints had their anticipated amusement of
watching the faces of the Higheliffe swankers,

It was, as Blake said, as good as a cinematograph.

The swank was all gone now. ;

The Higheliffe fellows played the game seriously and sedu-
lously enough now; but at their best they were not in the
same street with 8t, Jim’s, 2N

The crowd of onlookers were serious too. The mocking
smiles had quite faded away. All Higheliffe scenied to
realise that it was looking an ass, as D’Arey put it.

The first” half was played out, and it finished with St.
Jim’s five goals to nil. The IHigheliffians had never hed a
look in from the first. 3

The juniors chuckled in the dressing-room. 3

The Higheliffo fellows had heen so epenly cocky vhatb it
was impossible to feel much sympathy for them now that
they were taken down a peg. - Mg

The teams lined-up for the second half; and the differ.
ence in the Highcliffe looks was quite remarkable.

There was no swagger now.’ ; )

Indeed, they looked a great deal ag if they were going fo
exoccution. ~ee . " 5

The second half of that terrible match seomoed to the
Highcliffe team, afterwards, like some evil drcam. :

The first half had been rough on them. 1t had dis-
illusioned them in the most cruel way. It had taken the
gas out of them. But the seeond hal

St. Jim’s simply walked over them. They were rushed
and whirled in all dirveetions, till their very penses were
swimming, and they had left off counting the gouls piled
up by Tom Merry & Co, ¢

Goal after goal fell to the St. Jim's score, and the faces
round the field were growing ?onger and longer, while Pon-
sonby & Co. gasped and puffed, and med and . gosped,
gndJl‘abourcd in vain after the nimble-footed fellows from.

t. Jim’s. R

Three or four of the Highcliffe plagers were standing
bout the ground, too fagged out to take another step, and
the fellows who were still playing were only putting up the
feeblest of struggles. gihd

Goal after goal was taken, the Highclifians being quite
unable to stop them, till at last 8t. Jim’s ceased scoring
out of sheer good-nature.

The whistle went at last, and a burst of heavenly music
could not have been so welcome to the Higheliffe ears as
that shrill blast. :

They staggered off the field. ¥

The score stood at eleven goals to nil—a seore that made
the Saints shriek with laughter as they looked at it.

There was something strained in the manner of Ponsonby
& Co. as they said good-bye to the visiting team. Tt was
not to be wondered at.

“You must give us a return match, you know,” said Tom
Merry affably. 5 *

e ()i-—er— os !”” said Ponsonby.

But inwardly be registered a vow that wild horses should
not drag him upon a football field with Tom Merry & Co.
again.

The St. Jim’s juniors returned home in high spirits, Fatty
Wynn was made happy with a big bag of sandwiches and
a dozen tarts ih the train. St. Jim’s took a keen interest in
that match, and half the school was waiting to hear how it .
had gone. Tom Merry Co. were bombarded with
questions as soon as they arrived. And when they answered,
.5}91)? of laughter arose that could be heard all over St

im’s. :

‘“Ha, ha, hal” g

“ Eleven goals to nil [

*“Ha, ha, hal?

And it was a long, long time before 8t. Jim’s ccased to
chuckle over the Highcliffe match,

THE END,

(Another splendid compiete tale of the boys of
St, Jim's next Thursday, entitled "' Skimpote the
Third,” by Martin Clifford. Order in advance,

Price One Penny.) y :
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THE PRINCIPAL CHARACTERS ARL:
AVBREY VILLIERS, nicknamed Sam Slick. A lad who
has performed wondrous service for his country in
her time of need, during the terrible invasion by
the Germans.
STEPHEN VILLIERS, his brother.
panion 1n all his exploits.

The two boys are on their way to Luneville, in France, in
a wonderful airship, the Condor, invented by John Carfax,
a friend of theirs. The combined British and French forces
are cornored at Luneville by the Germans, and there are
rumours of a great disaster to the allics. By the Condor’s aid,
however, the battle ends in a great vietory for the allies.

Sam and Stephen are then commissioned to reconnoitre the
Voszes Mountain distrvict, which is being terrorised by a band
of éox‘mun Uhlans under a Colonel Hunde, known as the
Black Hound.

The two_young scouts ride into the mountains, where they
fall in with the Seigneur of Malmaison, who is waging
guerilla warfare against the CGermans. His castle 13
attacked by ‘the Uhlans, but with the exception of the
seigneur himself, all the occupants escape.

As the two young scouts with their mountaineer guide
take to the woods, they hear the roar of an explosion, and
the castle of Malmaison, with the old seigneur and his
enemies, i1s blown to pieces.

The boys rejoin Carfax, and they return to Paris on the
Condor, in order to attend a meeting of great importance.

(Now go on with the story.)

A Trzacherous Ally.

“ Wouldn’t have done to land anywhere near and attract
attention,” said Carfax, * Now, we shall spend as little
time as possible, but the fate of the British Empire may hang
on the decision.”

He entered the great building—not by the main gates—and
was soon taken in charge by a discreet official, who ushered
him and the boys to a sumptuous ante-room, whence, after a
very short waif, they were let into a small but very snug
and neatly-furnished room beyond.

At a bare table, on which were writing materials, sat three
men. One was the gold-master, Harrington Carfax, as
wizened and as keen-looking as ever. )

He nodded to his brother and to the two boys.

The other two were Lord Conybeare—a tall man with a
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bald head and a white moustache—and Mongjeur le Brun,
who was thin and dapper, and wore a poigted beard. They
rose, and greeted tha.now comers m)urlvot_mly. e

“Let me present Lieutenant and Sub-Licutenant Villiers,”
said Carfax.

The French statesman bowed, but Lord Conybeare looked
very supercilious.

“Is not our council becoming rather large?” he said coldly.
“Do we need boys at this meeting?”’

Carfax flushed slightly, and his eye kindled.

“ Pardon me!” he said emphatically. * These young gontle-
men have been my agents and helpers, and have seen the
biggest sort of diplomacy. They have been in all the chicf
events of the past months, and ‘were with me when I held
up Berlin. I wish them to be present.”

Lord Conybeare paused for a moment, and then agrecd
quite graciously.

“T beg your pardon!” he said, with a smile. *We have
to be caroful in this matter, you know. This is an irvegular
affair at the best, and only my confidence in you induces
me to agree to it. Let us get to business.”

Both the inner and outer doors were securcly locked, and
n. one was allowed in the ante-room.

The councillors took their seats at the table. It was
ovident the statesmen were depending on #he two Carfaxes.

“We can put the case very briefly,” said. Monsiour le
Brun.

“The danger is that Russia and Germany may combine
against us, and in twenty-four hours the harm may be done
beyond our power to prevent. Germany makes the offer.”

“Phat means that four and a half millions of trained
soldiers and five thousand guns will be thrown into the scale
against us,” said Harrington, who had the figures of every
army and navy at his finger-tips.

“ Exactly. i]nough to swamp us, or, at any rate, to increase
the sum of bloodshed and suffering a hundred times,” said
Le Brun gloomily.

“T¢ will wreck half Europe.”

“ Never mind about half Europe. Britain and France are
what I'm concerned about,” said Conybeare briefly. * We
had always supposed Russia to be the ally and friend of
France, and the enemy of Germany.”

“That’s true,” replied Harrington; *“ but would you trust
the Russian rulers as far as you can throw them?”

“No!” said the Frenchman bitterly. “The Russians are
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Asiatics, for all their white skins. They will join with the
winning side, or that which offers most profit, whatever their
promises may have been. I wish I knew what (Germany is
offering them.”

“ Where is the Tsar?”’ asked Conybeare. :

““ At his country place of Elsaff, in the mountains, at
present,” said Harrington.

_ ‘*Ah, so you know that?’ exclaimed Le Brun. “I was
just going to tell it you. The Tsar is altogether in the hands
of his advisers.” 7

“We must convinee him that he had better not listen to
them,” said Harrington.

“How?” said Conybeare, staring. p

“One moment!” replied the gold-master. *What is the
very latest news you have?”

“Our Seeret Servico is no match for that of Russia,”’ said
fi6 Brun.  “But all we know is this. The offer has already
been suggested to the Tsar.”

“ Well?”?

“ And we know that a special messenger will leave Berlin
to-night ‘for St. Petersburg, bearing with him the full terms
of the alliance, which he will communicate to the Tsar either
verbally or by despatches. That is fairly certain. But what
it is exactly that Le is empowered to offer the Tsar for his
aid we do not know.” 5

“ Just 80,”” said Harrington. ‘ And that's what we have
ot to find out. To-night, you said? Then he must leave

by the 4.50 train in the afternoon—the Imperial mail. There
ig no other fast-through train that will get him to St. Petess-
burg in time. Let me see,” said the gold-master thoughtfully.
“The train stops at Virkutsk at eleven p.m. to take m
water. Very good! There is nothing like going to the
fountain-head for information, and we will get it straight
from the German special messenger.”

**What 7’ exclaimed Conybeare.

“ Knowledge is power,” said Harrington, ‘ Until we know
what Germany is offering, we are working in the dark. We
must know it before the Tsar himself does. Gentlemen,”” said
the L&Qld-mnstcr, rising, it is time I left you.”

“How on earth do you expect to get information from
the messenger, even if you could reach the place in time?—
which is impossible I’ cried Le Brin.:

T think I shall contrive it,”" said Harrington coolly.
“When it is done, the Tsar must be obliged to listen to
reason, quite apart from his advisers.”

“But you won't dare tackle the Tsar, monsieur? THe is
varded like no other sovereign in the world !’ said Le Brun,
ooking bewildered.

“1 dare a good deal when the British Empire is at
stake,” said the gold-master drily. ‘‘Brother, how soon can
you put me on board the Condor? T am coming with you.”

“In thirty minutes,” said John Carfax.

“Wa will meke it fifty, and that will give me the time I
- need for one or two details. Let us go at once.” ,

il

claimed Lord Conybeare anxiously. *The council—"

* A, 1 will leave you to settle the affairs of the council, if
you will leave the Tsar and his messenger to me,” said
Harrington, in his suavest tones. ‘“Have I a free hand?”’

The two ministers looked at each other.

“Yes, monsieur,” said Le Brun, as Conybeare nodded.
“We have no hope of doing much to stop this disaster that
1 can seo. We may communicate with St. Petersburg ?”’

“You had better not do that until I've had my look in,”
' said Harrington. - ¢ It will be all over, one way or the other,
by to-morrow.” ] :

4 “Very well,” said Le Brun, with rather a hopeless shrug.

“(Good Yuck attend you, monsieur. You have a free hand.’

“I'm glad of that,” said Harrington, to his brother and
the two boys, as they left the building after a dignified
farewell to the ministers, * for if they hadn’t given me a
froe hand, I should have taken if, here is the Condor
going to pick you up?’

““ At the old well in Mendon Woods,” said Carfax. “You
know the place?” £ ;

“Yes; moet me there in forty-five minutes.”

Harrington hailed a motor-cab, and went off by himself.
The others made their way at once to the rendezvous, the
hoys full of eagerness to know what the next move was to be.

“I think I've got an inklim{ of what Harrington means
to do,” said Carfax; ‘“but he will soon make it clear
enough.”

“ By gum, T wouldn’t ask anything better than to go
campaigning on the Condor, with the old-master aboard!”

ve §said Sam. “ He’s never sailed with us before. There's some
\‘(i sport ahead.” . . : ;
o “1 feel rather in the dark myself as to what it’s all.about;”’

hour’ later, as they stood
“These politician chaps
But T'll

said Stephen, three-quarters of an
| al tho appointed spot in the woods.
tallk so much, you can’t get at what they mean.
put iy money on Harrington Carfax.”
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“Quite right,” said a dry voice; and the gold-master hime
self quietly joined them as they turned round, carrying a
good-sized bundle bound with a strap. * They do talk too
much, my lad. That’s why we’ve cleared out, and aro going
to act instead. Condor coming, John?” X

“High up to the westwa,rcf," replied’ Carfax. ‘‘They’'ve
spotted us with their glasses by now, and will be here
quickly. T suppose it will be a journey to Virkatsk as fast
as ever she can take us—eh, Harrington?” .

“Quite right,” said the gold-mastor. * I'll take charge us
soon as we're there.”” . 3

 What i$ it you’re going to do, sir ?”” agked Stephen, over-
powered by curiosity. =A% R :

“Tackle the Holy Russian Empire, my bo J? gaid Harring-
ton, as the aero‘s)lano swooped down swiftly as a thunder-
bolt and alighted.” “Get aboard.” : SO

Away they whirred into the sk‘):l long before any gaping
sightseers could locate the spot where the airship had come
to earth, and, turning,“the Condor put oub her best speed,
and travelled straight as a swallow in the north-east.

The Secret Messenger.

Hour after hour sped on, while Carfax and his brother, in
the deckhouse, consulted guietly. Hugh had the stecring of
the airship. : :

Presently Harrington came out. ok

T ghall need the help-of both you hoys,’ he said to Sam
and Stephen, ““though I warn you the risk ig an unusual
one. If anything goes wrong, 1l will mean either death or
worse—a Siberian prison,”’ :

“ Never mind what the risk is, sir,”” said Stephen; nor
would he have believed that any (fanger could ovortake sach
a man as Harrington Carfax. : ¢

“Very good. We have to get into the company of t}u:a_
secret messengar, who will be on tho 4.50 St. _I"aters.burg mail.

“1 was wondering how it’s to be done, sir,” said Sam,

“That's simple onough. The Condor will be over the
long before dark. She will voyage high
up, well out of sight, and will drop me within easy distance
of Virkutsk, The train the messenger is in will stop thero
to take in water at eleven o'clock. I shall be disguised as a
Russian officer of the Corps of Guards, who 1s too highly
placed for suspicion or questioning by tho police—not that
they will be given any opportunity. It will be necessary foy
m» to enter the same carriage with the messenger. i

“1 think I know the very man who will be sent but if
not, it won’t be hard to decide which he is. There will be a
fow travellers, and he is certain to have a compartment to
himself, Any difficulty about entering it must be overcome.
And once I am travelling with him,” said Harrington
grimly, “ he will soon impart to me the terms whlch”hq 1y
carrying to the Tsar, and on which everything hangs.

The boys glanced at each other, and remembered well how
Harrington had wrung from the German spy at Andover
the news of the plot for the Kaiser’s escape. g

“ He'll stand little chance once you get your eyes on him,
sir,” said Sam, with something like a shiver. ;

%1 shall take you two with me,” said Harrington, “for
T am not a strong man physically, and I want active and
powerful help at hand, 1n case it 18 needed. Probably it
won’t be; but we must leave nothing to chance—the stake i¢
too great.. You, Sam, will travel as mY gentleman-in-
attendance, and your brother as my orderly. I have the
dress and uniforms here.”

He opened the strapped bundle he had brought from
Paris. . '

« When the Condor has put us down,” he continued, turn-
ing to Kenneth, “you will take her on ahead at full speed
under my brother’s orders, well out of sight, and you will
land again and stop the train twenty miles farther on, in the
open country.” ’ ; ?

Kenneth nodded, listening aﬁentwe}f'. ¥

“ A rail across the line and a red flare set burning upon
a stick will force the engine-driver to stop. hen you have
arranged it, you will hurry back to the Condor, just before
the train comes up. It will nced some management, for they
guard the line fairly well. You will then mount aloft again,
and keep a sharp look-out for my signal, descending quickly
and picking me up as soon as you see it—a tn?le flash from
an electric torch somowhere to the southward of the line.”

“You can rely on Kenneth for the stopping of the train,
said Carfax. ‘“I’ll attend to picking you up, Harrington—
if there’s anything to pick up.”’ v

“There will be,” said Harrington, ¢ for we've still sharper
work ahead of us, if this comes off.”

“ ot some sleep, then, you boys,”’ said Carfax. You've
had a heavy day of it, and there's nothing more to be done
till Harrington needs you.” :

The young scouts were glad enough to turn in, and they
were as well able to sleep on the Condor as abaard a ship, ov
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better. They did not turn out again till it was quite dark,
and, coming out on to the dpck-{)lutform, they found the
aeroplane was travelling at slightly slower speed, but at a
great height, over a low, flat country, that showed scarcely
any lights of cities or villages, but seemed bare and desolate
—simply a waste of blackness.

‘“ Russia,” said Harrington to thém, with a nod. ' We
left the frontier behind half an hour ago.”

The boys felt a curious thrill, and seldom had they
realised so fully the Condor’s freedom from all earthly con-
trol. Below them was that great, half-savage land, ‘whose
police and spy system is a byword to all the world. They
knew how all but impossible it is for a man to cross the

-frontiers without everything being known about him and his

business, and that every stranger is watched from the
moment he sets foot on Russian soil.

But here was the Condor carrying the most dangerous
little crew ig the world right into the heart of that closely-
guarded cou’ fry, quite unknown to anyone but themselves.
Unless the police and spies had wings, they had little chance
of discovering her.

Harrington. beckoned to the boys, and they entered the
deckhouse and changed their uniforms for the Russian
clothes. This dressing was a very precise business indeed.
After they had got the clothes on, Harrington was inimensely
particular about the way they were to be worn, and how
details must be arranged. It seemed as if he would never
Le satisfied. :

* Yos, that will do now,” he said, at last, looking at them
critically, * You see, Russians wear these uniforms in a
particular way, and the smallest detail out of place would
arouse instunt suspicion, for every fourth man, and woman,
too, is a spy in this charming country.”

“ We are within two miles of Virkufsk,” said Carfax, from
without. ““It’s about half-past ten.”

* Very good,” said his brother,

“The less time we're on the ground, the better. Tt's a
dark enough night, and nothing to be seen skywards from
the ground, and at any height; so hold her poised until you
see the lights of the train to the westward. Keep watch
down the %ine with your night-glasses.”

It was wonderful ‘enough to anybody who did not know
the delicacy and precision of the instruments by which
Carfax navigated his airship that he should be able aven to
tell where he was. A faint glow, far below, and perhaps
half a mile in the slant, he declared to be the little water-
taking station of Virkutsk.

' They didn’t use to allow passengers to join the train
there,” said Harrington; “but they do now, ~ See anything
of her yet, Kennoth ?”

“Yes,” said Kenneth presently, for he was using the
powerful night-telescope. ““I can see the headlights of her
engine.”

““Down we go, John,” said Harrington. “Stand by to
jump for it, boys; this has got to be done uickly.”

The Condor swerved earthwards with a downward motion
that made even ‘the boys, seasoned as they were, feel as if
they had left their bodies a mile up in the air, and that only
their clothes were descending. A moment or two later they
were standing on a bare, windy plain, and the airship was
out of sight again in the darkness.

*“No one in sight—good !” muttered Harrington, stepping
out briskly. “If any peasant had seen us we should have
had to silence him. Lonely spot this! Come on! Walk as
quick as your clothes will let you. Feel up to the job—eh 7"

“Yes,” said Sam, ‘‘though the game’s rather more like
spying than I care for.”

. Spying, you donkey? This is secret service—a very
different thing. We have to meet craft with craft, that’s ali.
The fate of empires is often sealed this way. Now, you
keep quiet, and éon’t open your lips, whatever happens. " In

- the carriage, watch me for the signal, in case I give it. We

must have those despatches.”

Had not the boys known Harrington’s capabilities, they
would never have believed in his even finding his man. It
looked, too, as if they would be too late, anyhow, for ahead
was the station, and before they reached if, the train had
drawn up.

The gold-master knew what he was about, however.
Making his way imperiously through a knot of men round
the outside door, he entered the ticket-office. A gendarme,
socing his uniform, made a respectful salute, and brutally
thrust aside a peasant who was in the way of the supposed
officer of Guards. = Harrington was a small man, but he
soemed to fill out the gaudy uniform wonderfully. ¢

In a commanding voice, and in perfect Russian, of which'
he was a master, Harrington himself took three tickets to
St. Petersburg, and paid for them in Russian rouble-notes,
Thrusting these into Sam’s gloved hand, he strode on to
the platform as if in a_hurry, and walked rapidly down past
the train, as if looking for a compartment.

“ Here’s our man,” he said, under his breath, though he
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liad gone some distance past before stopping. He turned
back, just as the whistle blew for the train to start, and
turned the door-handle of a compartment, where a man,
muffled up in furs, sat alone in the far corner. 4

A porter came running up to open the door for him, for
the train was beginning to move.

 Not that carriage, Excellency !’ oried the guard, who
had evidently been tipped to keep the compartment for its
owner,

Harrington paid no attention, but, finding the door locked,
whipped a train key out of his cuff and opened if.
Bundling. Sam a Stephen in with him, the door was
slammed, and away sped the express,

“ What is the meaning of this ill-bred intrusion?”’ said the
man in the furs angrily. ‘Do you not see, sir, that this is
a private carriage? );ou have no business to bring yews.
servants into a first-class carriage !”’ b

Harrington made not the slightest reply, but, with insolenk
unconcern, relit a cigarette, though it was not a smoking -
compartment. He was playing his part well, for no mili-
tary Russian, especially of t{ne Corps of Guards, would deign
to answer a rebuke from a mere civilian. The man, wgo 1
was thin and dark-faced, became more annoyed and excited
at the intrusion, for he was a personage used to power and
his own way. b

“I will show you whether you will ride rough-shed over
me !” he said angrily, rising to his feet. I prefer to travel
slone, rather than with such bears !”

He reached for the communicator, actually intending to
stop the train, for he knew there was no help for his travel: §
ling right on to St. Petersburg with the intruders unless he
did so; but Harrington turned, and as his cold, steely eyes
met those of the German, that person etopped short with his
hand half-way to the cord. .

‘‘ Leavo the communicator alone, meinheer!” said the
gold-master coldly. “I_will now trouble you for the
despatches you are carrying in your breast, and the news
which you bear to his most high Majesty the Tsar |”

How the St, Petersburg Express Was Held Up,

A long sigh escaped the messenger. It would be hard to
say whether he heard Harrington’s words or not, for he £
looked quite rigid, and his eyes were glassy. |

The gold-master’s gaze seemed to burn right into his brain, f
and those terrible, mesmeric eyes held him in their spell.

“8it down,” said Harrington quietly. “I want a little
conversation with you.”

The man gave a shudder, as if he felt suddenly chilled.
He was evidently trying to resist the spell, and was calling |
up all the power of his will. Twice more Harrington |
repeated the words, bringing his eyes nearer to the man’s,

It seemed as though tﬁe gold-master were going to fail;
but at last the messenger sank back into his seat, and
seemed to shrink visibly among the rich furs that enveloped
him,

Sam and his brother watched breathlessly. The elder boy |
did not quite like what was going on, but he knew what
great issues hung unpon the result. He almost wished Har-
rington’s power would fail, and that he would be called upon
to take from the messenger by force the needed despatches, -
rather than witness the gold-master’s uncanny powers. But §
he soon learned that to do so would not solve the problem at
all.

‘“ He's got- a tough job there,”” muttered Stephen.

The messenger, though he had sat down, made an effort to
rise again, and his hand once more moved towards the ]
communication-cord. Harrington did not move a finger to
orevent him, but the boys could see the gold-master was |
}unling the strain himself, and perspiration glistgned on his
forehead just as if he were in a tough, physical fight. But
he conquered, for the German fell back again, dropping his
arms, and now remaining stiff an gid,

Harrington drew a breath of 1cf, and seated himself
opposite, still keeping his eyes on those of the messenger.

“ Now,” said the gold-master, in a dry, <]uiet voice, ‘‘ be- |
fore going into the despntches, you will tell me what your
verbal instructions are?”’ s ]

The reply came, word by word, as if it were wrenched out
of the man, and hardly audible.

¢ I—will—not—tell—you !”’ 2 ‘

“Oh, yes, you will!” said Harrington, in the same easy.
voice, bending forward. ‘‘Who gave you the messages you
are carrying to the Tsar?” 4

d

Slowly came the anewer, after a struggle between the wills § se
of the two men: . Wi
“Count Von Malkenberg.” ; B Y
“The German Minister for Forei Affairs,”’  said F sa
Harrington, “Very good! Besides. the despatches you f ar
.



Nezt Thursdaye

e mosh import
b, was it not?
Yes,”” was the reply.
he messenger’s fac
and only his lips mov

¢ Very good. You were to offer Germany’s terms to the
Tsar, so that Russia should join Germany agains 72

0 Yes‘i)

“What are the terms 22

The boys strained their cars o catch every word, for the
mesmerised man spoke very low. 5 :

“If Russia—bhelps Germany—to defeat Britain now—-—-""

The man paused, !

“Yes; goonl!”

¢ Germany binds hersslf—
conguer Manchuria—and tale her revenge—upon.

S

i
looked like ¢

e

gton drily. * Well, what else?”

 Also, when Britain is defeated—the British Empire—to

nese.
AR said Harzin

i

be broken up. Russia—is to have India.”
The voice stopped.
¢ Very good terms I
more 77’ :
¢ Germany will fake over the British Colonies in Africa,
and also the French terrviteries in that country. Africa ist
be German—and Asia R n

Sam drew a long breat
to every word. It v -
carriage, to hear the fate of empires coolly d
continents carved up. Yet, with the huge powers that lay
bebind, it might all prove quite possible and likely.

The messenger was lying back, looking as limp as a
ved rag, his eyes still held and fascinated by Harring-
He was quite unconscious of what he was saying or

caid Harrington grimly. * Anything

s

i listened attentively
in that lonely a

ch

ten's.
CroSieyy

doing.

a to throv
o Harrington s .

Yes; four millicn men, and five thousand gw
The gold-master paused, and thought for a mome
“Ts it expected in Berlin that Russia will agree?’ le

oy

053 it iz considered certain that she will agree.”
Russia take the field 7”7

or troop: ready—about eight hundred thousand —
will march within three days to join the Germans.: The
regnaining millions will soon be ready. Russia expects our
offer.” ;

Treacherous brutes

muttered Stephen.
“Are you to see i

Tsar himse

was the

he now 1
"hes which you
carry 77’

There was no reply to this, and Carfax beckoned to Sam
with his finger. :

¢ Unbutton his ¢
Do net come betw
my sight, you unde
_Sam could no more

> and him, so as to guard him from
while you are doing it.”

e disobeyed the gold-master than
inbuttoned the man’s fur evercoat,
Following Harrington’s in-
ner side of the vest a thin
From this he drew a

leather case, buc
despateh written
on it, but no &eal

“QOpen it said
contents 77

“Ves,”” answered Sam. T
in German. They are the ecr
proving who he Is; and there's
bottom, but no name or initial

“ Quite so. Nothing else?”

“Yes; here’s a sort of postseript of a few lines, but it's
written in cipher, and T can’t read it.”’

“Do you know what the cipher message is ¢n your
despatches ?”” asked Harrington of the messenger

€ i" .??

“ You have not the key 7’

(13 NO"’

“ Who will be able to read it 2*>

“The Tsar alone.”

“Then it was thought best not to trust the terms them-
selves on paper, even in cipher? They know you are trust-
worthy,”” said Harrington grimly. “ Well, I know it, too.
You will come to no harm, and that is more than can be
said if you had your own Secret Service against you. We
are cach serving our countries—you and I. However, you

or
“Can you read the
are quite plain, written

s of the messenger,
& < sort of sign at the
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wd what I am saying, so let it be.
es back, and button him up.”

drew 3 pencil from his pocket, and broad across
of the despatch he wrote the words “Dieu et
droit,” the motto of the Royal Standard of Britain.
he replaced the paper.

“There was no need for that,”’ said Harvington, who h
glanced at the weords. * However, 1t will do n
Russia is to be weil paid for her services, la
glancing at the messenger, who still sat as
*“Indias and the East—a just reward. Make ready, you
sters, * It can’t be long before—-"'

A loud, hissing, grinding noise was heard, and the i
began to pull up with bumps and jerks.

“ There it is I'? said Harrington.

¢ They’ve clapped on the emergency brakes.
danger s held us up.”

Sam let down the window, and thrust his head out.

*“Yes,” he said; *“there’s a red flare burning on the line,
and some men are hurrying to the place.”

“Out with you, boys!’ said Harrington. “T'll follow.
Mustn’t leave the fellow like this, or they'll know toc soon
that something’s wrong.” .

The young scouts turned the door handle, and stood ready..
v cast a glance back at the German, but what Harrington
was going to «do to him they could not quite see. Next
moment he hed joined them, and all three jumped lightly
down upon the permanent way just before the train came to
a standstill, Harrington shutting the door behind him as he
left the footbosrd.

“Get back there ! cried an angry voice in Russian from
near the brake-van. “ No leaving the train !?

“Over the fence with yoa, and smart about it!” caid
Harrington, sarmounting the wires that hedged the line in,
and taking no notice of the shout. *“ We're geen !

Somebody came running along the sleepers, but the il
compani had left the line, and darted away into
darkness before the pursuer arri

Down the track, not far ahead of the engine, was still
burning a bright red flare, and an iron rail lay acress the
lines, around which were several railwaymen. Not a glance
did the three comrades spare for this, however. They
dashed away as quickly as they could, for a shrill, piercing
whistle went up behind them.

“That's a police whistle!” =aid Harrington.
always a spy on the train. I it
en leaving, but they may h

arriage too quickly.”
& Stephen as i

do not und

if dreaniing.

Kenn

1

“ There

e reached our {riend in the

senses in about threo
It wouldn't have done to
o long: but if they've found him
s to, ’s something wrong. We shall have
cmmonly nippy.”’

“The Condor will pull us out of it, won't she, &
Stephen. :

“ We can’t signal her till we get a clear field. It's, above
all, important she shouldn’t be seen. That would spoil all
my plans. Just beyond the belt of trees yonder will do very
well, if there’s nobody about.” .

They knew the Condor, though invisible in the dark sky,
was waiting and watching somewhere far overhead, and
would come instantly to the signal. Harrington, though
hurrying, made his way with much caution.

“We've left the train people well behind,” said Sam, as
they reached the trees. “They’re not likely to catch us up.”’

“It's in front we have to fear most. That whistle will
have set any agent who's out this way on the look-out for
strangers. Kenneth’s flare will have stirred them up. ‘Abh,
I thought so0 17

A big, burly Russian, exclaiming harshly, “ Halt, there!
Who goes?”’ appeared from somewhere, and darted to inter-
cept Harrington, seizing him by the arm. In an instant
Sam’s revolver was out, and crashed upon the man’s head,"
felling him like a log. Without waiting to give him a
glance, they dashed on through the grove of trees, and cams
out on the other side. Harrington looked lkeenly over the
heathery moor, to see if anyone were in sight.

¢ They’re coming up behind us fast,” said Stephen.

It was true. The sounds of the pursuers passing through
the woods could be heard plainly. g

Harrington pulled a powerful little electric torch from his
pocket, and pressed the button. Three bright momentary
flashes it gave, and hardly was the last one doused before
there was a whir and a rush, and the Condor came swooping
down beside them like a great eagle from the night sky.

¢ Aboard with you ! cried Harrington. “ Let her go !’

Away went the Condor with one mighty swing. Heath,
train, and pursuers were left far behind in the twinkling of
an eye, and the Russian secret police had a puzzle to solve
that would last them many a day. :
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~cried Carfax

_you were anxious to know the result.
chave the information we wam

IP\C‘ a bad thing for him,”
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Preparation for a Capture.
- "Iow has 1t gone ?” cried Carfax, coming down from the
bridge.

“ Excellently,” replied Harrington coolly; & though we
Lad a narrow xha e ab rho last. Dut that fellow in the train
as all T could manage.’

1 thought he was giving
¢ Trouble! He was harde
ayverage tw '\'ny men put tog C(’hil b
sometimes, but very rarely. Some men
hypnotise, even to such science as T use.”
“ Confound the science! - What have you discovered?”’
impatiently. :
“ 1 beg your parden, ‘John I’

veu trouble, sir,” said Sam.

to get under control than any
It happens like that
are bad subjects to

said his brother. “1 forgot
All's well, and we
By the way, Leep her as
straight for the ELaﬂ? Palace as possible.  We must get
there before morning.’

He informed his brother

and Kenneth, who listenad

“eagerly, what had happened in ﬂ*e 1allway -carriage.

< Great guns ! said Carfax. So that's the bait India

tor Russia’s prize, and the breaking up of Japans power ! ?
e '«hdl’l'lg up of the British T.mmxe' We're dealing in

“They n.u.),fxt very well do it, too, if they did combine,”
1nuttered ‘\am

“Just so,” Harrington replied.
do is to prevent them. The Condor will do it on her own
account, and the Foreign Offices of our respected allied
countries can do th&, talking afterwards. We must tackle
ihe fountain-head.”

“What's that 22

¢ The Tsap.”

“ That will mkp some ‘dmn
power at the back of 1t all ¥’ :

“Noj but he has the final word,” said Harrington. ¢ Left
to hxmeelf I do not think the '[‘mr would throw his country
into a war with Britain and France. Buf he m weal, and
in the hands of a circle of unserupulous advisers.’

“The grand dukes and all those Johnnies. I've heavd of
thnm ’! said Stephen.

Tkey pull the strin

Carfax grlmlv

“We shall pull a string \‘nm, will fix the puppe* in his
1l show him why this allegiance against Britain will
Harrington answered, with his dry

, won't it, sir? TIs he the real

235, and the puppet dances!” said

“smile.
“But if he’

1

a puppet, can he make all that difference,

sir, even if he ed Sam,

“He's enough of a I\mg to make that difference,” said
Ilarrington, with a nod. “ Onee he's— 7'

“ Scared mto it,”’ put in Carfax.

"B gum ! said Sam, w1’(h wide-opened eyes. " But.

is advisers take care he never sees

how's he fo be got at?
I'm told. Even if vou

anybody they <don't want him to,
interviewed hlm at  Elsaff,

¢ And w‘naf we have to-

N
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“That's not easy, brother. You'd better tell me something
I don't know instead, for I'm qmte in the dark, and don’t
see hcm the game’s s t6 be played.”

“Of course I will. T had fo leep it till we got our news.
Ttem No. 1 you do not know. The Tsar, at F1~af“ has three
different bed-room suites, and sleeps in a differ -ent one each
night. This is Ihmvdny and he will be in the west-room in
the central wing.

“ How on earth do you know (‘hét 22

* Never mind how 1 know. IV sources of mfo ‘mau«,n are
prettv corvect, as a rule—aren’t they, John ?’
* Abs olmeb e

“ Well, then, the windows of the rooms he sleeps in are all
strongly barrer{ although they're seventy feet from the
ground. ~ The Tear's well looked after, you see. Of course,
those bars arc no obstacle. 'Ihes will gue way in a few
ni utcb to the electric fusor.”

 What's that, sit ?”’ acked Stephen.

“A little device of mine. You will see it at work pre-
sently. All T want you to do, John, is to hang overhead, and
to let Som and me down on to the sill of th(\ window by a
rope. It won't do for you to bring the Condor right along-

side the window till we're ready for you to take us off again.
Then you can.”

“ You're going to take Sam Villiers with you 272

¢ Yes; In case he's needed. [ dou't know that T've got
muscle enou“h to carry the Tsar,” said Harrington, smiling.
“You don’t mind laying those big hands of yours on a
crowned monarch, Sam 7'

““Not a bit,” said the y‘ouz‘zg seout-—
harm to Britain !”

“ Any job for me, sir?"" asked Stephen.

““ We must leave you behind this time, youngster. I want
someone that's sharp and active with me, but I can’t take
two.”

“Is there a Mrs, Tsar?”
the palace 7"’

““ The Empress, you mean? Sh

< She'll get her old man back when we've finished with
him,”” chuckled Kenneth.

“There’s enly one more thing, sir,” said Sam. < What's
the word of Russia worth, even if we get the promise we
want 77

¢ Very little.
given.

‘when he means any

asked Stephien. “ Will she be in

But the Tsar’s word ie goed, if it is once
ay that for him. Besides, he'll see it won't

Harrington would say no more, and the boys wendered
greatly how the most powerful and, at the same time, most
opstinate, monarch in the world was to be made to do any-
thing he didn't want to do. For evidently they were not
going to use force nor to keep him long as a prisoner.

Hour by hour the Condor flew onwards, passing over cities
that were mere glows of light far be]ow and over endless
dark plains and wilderne The mﬂht was nearing its
end when, slowing speed gmduqllv Carfax brought the air-

ship to the confines of a range

would he agree? Ife’s obsti- S’“' =

of low, rolling mountains.

nate as the old gentleman

vou'll bring this

“I’m not quxte eure of my

only make out the general

niel ifl o ltxue e bearings here,” he said. = “I
said about him at home.” b y P’{ ﬁ )j don’t Know the rict at all;
“ Quite so—at home. . 0%7 () O but by navigation according
here, on the Condor, or % to the charts we oug})t not to
ther field, he might be far off cur goal.”
reas‘on. e : . WHOM TO WRITE T¢ -The “ Your ulations  were
“Great  whiskers!” & ; / Lditor, “ GEM ' LIBRARY, 23-5, L) > said Harrington,
Stephen, startled. D 30 H » Bouveric Street, Ficet Sireet, [ who had the powerful night
mesan to Lidnap the e A0 Londott, who will bs pleased to @ glasses to hi
sir ¢ . i hear from you. 3 1Sh félﬁ E
otiion, nibs <Fe 4 “GKIMPOLE THE THIRDY § | T i seeomoie
arringoon, smiine. i e 18 ad 5 Tecoy itred
suzde him bto accompany us, § SK! 0 ddbha §  the pO,\HIO‘l carefully with
you should eay. How soon ) : 0 v r = ~ @  their glasses. They were able
“an you reach Elsaff, John?” e. -Kerr, of the New House, and Giyn, the § to make out the details of the
“By four in the mcnm}ng % inventor, make between them a pretty i zoilg:?f,t“nhm(l’uf w 1sla sort 05
ay, it beats me how ¢ i ba and
I must sa o ‘§ Eplot and what with imperconatizn of $ castle, whereas Sam could

Harrington. The palace and A
castle are moated - though, of \
course, that's nothing to the
Condor. - But he's guarded
night and day by spies, watch-
men, police, and soldiers.
Gentlemen-in-waiting sleep in
the ante-rcom of his bed-
chamber, and a great Dane
dog as bw as a pony sleeps on
the outer “Tmat.’

“Moll me something I don’t

Skimpole and a Mechanical
Dummy the Juniors of St.
Jim's are kept well
mystified.

darlk mass of the edifice.

Har oton  explained
quickly to his brother, who at
once saw. what he had to
do.

. “The quicker the better,”
said Harrington. . “Get a
thirty-foot rope over the side,
Hugh. Sam, stand by to fol-
low me at once. We shall not
be long over this job, if it’s to

be done at all.”

know !”* eaid Harrington im-
patiently.

- (Ansther I'nstalment neat week
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FOR SELLING 24 POSTCARDS

F R E SEND NO MONEY, WE TRUST YOU.

As an advertisement for our magnifl-end new mnguuf Lovely Post-

umh \w pive every reader of this paper ABSOLUTELY

» 1 REAL DIAMOND Hluu (Loady's m Gent's), a
,M) 5 Ih illiant 5-stone Orient DIAMOND Ring (both exactly

as illustrated), a beautiful Necklot with Pendant, a Bracelet or

Long Guard, for selling @ Cards (Comle, A('IIlv«sn Views, &c.) at
d. exch,

TR TIER,

Our lp ecial Free Prl;e List also comprises
Ladie Gents’ Watch Roller Skates,
clnem aphs Bowlngﬂaciunol, Dolls, Boy
Scout I"no nographs, Clocks, cuﬁery,
Need not | Musical Instrumonts, etc., etc.
cost youal All you need do is to send us your name and address,
and we will send you per return an assortment L)f
Penny of

posteards to se
your own|yus the moue

money. |forward you tl e
send you,

Il or use at . each. When sold, send
obtained, and we will immediately
sitt chosen according to the list we.

(nposteard will do) to

ROYAL CARD CO.

(Dcpt 70), Royal Parade, Kew, London.
“Boxing," 4d. ; ought Reading, " 4d. ;

RIPPING BOUKS (unumn dd. : ** Riddle nuul' mnmhnnx

“me ol n.. ks, 4. Lot, /4, all posb “Hypnotism,” 1/2. rlnml wtanp f
S & CO., Publisner . WESTON-S.MARE

A WATGH FOR SKILL

“ Juaditen,

In Hm centre of the Diagram you se Fig. 5. Arrange the figures
1,2, 3, 4, ,and 9 in the remainiog squares, so that the coluniis
add 15 up, un, noross, and from comer to corner.  If corveet, and
o you eomply. with the simplo condition we shall send, you, a
5 HANWNDSOME WATOH (Lady's or Gent's, gnaranteed 5
yeurs) will he sent you Entirely Free of Oo.t. Send your
! amswer NOW, énel |-v~4|||g stamp for reply to
| iDept. ), INVICTA WATCH CO.,
R T W 5 100, X!igh Street, Northfloot (Kent).

BLUSHING.

FREE to all sufferers, parbiculars of a proved home treatment that quickly

removes all  embairasyment and .ermnenuy cures blushing and
flushing of the faco und neck.  Enclose stamp to #y postage to Mr. D, TEMPLE
AABpecialisg), 8, Blonbcim Street, Bond Stroet, London,

SOLID

MASTERS' 27/- s
o “VERACITY ” LEVER

WILL LAST 20 YEARS.

We place within your reach the gl\-atcst 30/~ wa
bargain in the country. Masters' ** Veracity'
Watch, built by experts, Lun,nmce«l by a firm whose
reputation extends back 40 years. ~ Its jewelled
mechanism is covered by a dust and damp-proof cap
and Solid Silver Cases; its time keeping is true-—it
{ varics less than one winute a month—and it will last
B 20 years.  Our terns are 27/- cagh ; or send 2/6 mul
we send 30/- Watch; pay 26 on dx-]hz-ry and 2
mouthly, Gold Keyless 60/-, or 5/- monthly.
CATALOGUE—Watehes, Clocks, &c.

SECRET PANEL
LOVER’'S RING.
Diamond Centre, with Ini-
tials engraved underneath.
Gold, 30/, easy terms. Send
2/6 with si pay 26 on re-
veipt, and 2/6 monthly, Ring
List Free.

MASTERS, Ltd., 97, Hope Stores, RYE.
A Real Lever Simulation

GOLD WATCH FREE

will be given to all eclever readers.of this
paper who count the circles correctly ; but you
must._comply with our condition, and show
the Watch to your friends, * Send your answer,
together with stamp, that we may send you
result. - UNIVERSAL TRADING CO.
(@ Dept.), 43, Elenheim Rd., London, N.

5
NAMES.

ian Numnes,  Each star roprosents a letter to be supplied by
you, and if you sucgeed {n ving all the names o Ly, us por the ju«l jo's 8 lection,
which {5 deposited with onr Bunkers, you will positivoly be paid o £6 NOTE., No
dividing of Prlzs money, which will he prowptly paid Febraary 14t, 'The unl
conditions are that you enclose with your solation 1/- P.0, for e tablet of SER.
SKIN SOAP, and agree that if you witia £5 note you will, in return, do your best
for one week, to recommend this most perfect nud purest of skin goups tu your friends,
Judgo: Wel-known London Editor, whose decision is finul un t binding
'l‘r'll all.  Test your skill in this ge ||lnmu conutest, which is gunvanteed hy a flon with
yers' ) -nulutluu and sond yoursolution to-day.—Address : THE SERO SOAP
COMPANY, 483, King’'s Road, Che) ea, London.

CIRLS’

Here are four Girls’ Chris

- 205

PRIZES!

YOU CAN
START
TO-DAY.

including a

OTOR-CYCLE
“ Triumph”
Latest Model
Value £48.

ROLLER SKATES

ete., ete., in

“PLUCK”

NOW ON SALE. Td.
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