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The 15t GChapter.
The High Hand!

s CYTOP ”

S A good many fellows on the Rook-

wond raft and the tow-path glanced

round as Arthur Edward Lovell shouted.

Mornington of the Classical Fourth was
pushing off in a skiff, in which Erroll was
seated. It was fo Valentine Mornington
that Lovell's shout was addressed.

Cortainly Morny must have heard 1f;
every fellow within' 3 very wide radius
Nieard it. But possibly Morny did not know

1hat the shout was addressed fo Iiim, AV

nll evénts, he did not heed it.

Lovell, with a red face, raced acrods fo-
wards the water.  Jimmy Silver and Raby
and ‘Newcome, who were-taking out a boat,
exchanged glances.

R \S {!lil e

“More trouble " sighed Jimmy.

A frood deal of trouble had been gathered
up by Arthinr Edward Lovell sinee he had
Become junior captain of Hookwood School.
Now it Iooked as if some more was coming
along.

“Stop !” shouted Lovell again. 3

Still Valentine Mornington seemed deaf.

“Hold on, Morny,” murmured Erroll,
“Lovell’s shouting teo you.” C

“Is he?" said Morny.

“Yes. Hold on——" -

“We're goin® up the river,.old bean:”

“Yes; but Lovell—* -

“Bother Lovell I e e

“Lovell’s junior captain now, Morny. Pa
hold on aund hear what he's got to say,”
urged Erroll.

“Lovell way be junior capfain now, bul
Lie isn't yet Emperor of Rookwood,” drawled

The Moderns yelled themselves hoarse as Tommy Dodd & Co.

Mornington. “He seems to fancy ‘that Lo
1, buat le isn’t—not a little bit. I'm goin’
on.”

“Mornington, stop, I tell you!” shouted
Lovell angrily, reaching the edge of the
raft.

The skifi danced a few fect away on the
water.

_ Morny looked at Tovell with impaticnt
inquiry.

“Well, what is if, then? We're just 'off

up the river, and weé're goin® as far as the

island.”
Lovell knitted bis brows,

“You're doing nothing of the sort:” ho

snapped.

“What??

“You're number four in the crew for,
next Saturday I suapped Lovell, “You're

drew ahead.

wanted for practice with the eight this
aiternoon [

“First I've heard of 31, said Meornington,
with a stare.

“Well, you've heard of it now I've told
you " gaid Lovell sharply. “Briug that
skiff in at once !”

“Wail o bit,” said Morningion coolly.
“It’s nsual to let a fellow know when he's
wanted for practice. Jimmy Silver used to
post it up.”

“Jimmy Silver =a'f junior captain now 1"
arunted Tovell.

“No. But—"
“ Never mind ‘ buttine ' ! Gel owt of that
boat 1

Mornington’s eyes elittered.
“¥You howl ont ot the last minute. whei
T'm startin® up the viver, that T wanted
(Cantinusd overicaf.) :
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" that we've arranged & picnic on the island.”

-suceoss of the job.

= He liad that opinion entirely to himself.

-House to hunt up the slackers, e had found

‘Jimmy bhimsclf knew that the Classical

“especially by a passionate-tempered fellow
“eomings by asswming a more and more

“in actunl fact monarch of all e surveyed,
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(Continued from previous

for practice with the eiglht,” Le said,
“*You've had all day to tell me, and you
spring it on me at the last tick. T'm sorry
I can't oblige.”

" What ?” shonted Liovell,

*You sce, it's such a rippin’ afternoon

said Mornington cooily. “Oswald’s gone
already with the tuck. I supposc we can't
leave Oswald langin' up on the island all
the afternoon, waitin' for ns?” -

“Oswald can go and eat coke !”

“Well, he's got somethin” nicer than that
to eat, as it happens. But we veally can't
leave him hangin’ about on the island. You
should have mentioned this before, Lovell.”

Lovell’s face was erimson with wrath.

Some of the fellows on the raft chuckled.
Raby and Newcome grinned. Buf Jimmy
Silver looked serious.

Mautfers were not going so well as of old
in the Lower School at Rookwood singe
Lovell had Leen elected junior captain.

The captain’s clection itsclf had been a
sort of comedy of errors. Onuly by a series
of eurious and unforeseen circumstances had
Artliur BEdward Lovell come out at the top
of the poll. And Lovell’s best friend—if
lie had hiad pyy friends left—ecould not have
said that Arthur Edward was making a

Lovell's own opinion was that lie was one
of those fellows who are barn to commaxnd.

Really it scemed difficult for any fellow
—even Lovell—to cram so many mistakes
into so short a tiwe.

Even in so simple o matter as games prac-
tice he secemed fated to pile one blunder on
another. Sometimes he forgot to post up
notices at all, But if the Fourth were noti-
ficd to turn up at a certain hour, they were
as likely a8 not to find the ground already
oceupied by the Shell or the Third. Once
Lovell had found himself entirely alone on
Little Side, and returning. enraged, to the

the whole school gathered in Hall for a
Head's lecture, Lovell having qmitled to
take duc cognisance of that function.

Jimmy Silver—unseen by Lavell, whose
back was to lim—made a sign to Morn-
ington in the skiff.

The junior eights were & very important
matter in the eyes of the ex-captain of the
Lower Sclinol. vell, as usual, had been
carcless, It was not till this nioment that

eight were to practice together that after-
nopn. But the important point to Jimmy's
mind was to beat the Modern boat when
ihe Rookwood junior boal race came off,and
all other things had to yield to that.

But Mornington was in an obstinate mood.

As' o matter of fael, Lovell's manner
was- dictatorial snd rather hard to hear,

like Marng. Tt roally seomed to be Tovell's
systom to attempt 1o make up for any shovt-

dogmatic ond  dictatorisl manner.  And
although Be wus juuior capfain he was not

as he seemed fo funcy.

" Mornington did not bring the boal back

to the vaft, He reached out with his oar

to give another shove off. He saw Jimmy

Silver's imploring sign without heeding if,
“Morny!” called out Jimniy. s
“Ma-ta, old son ! called back Mornington.
“Chuck it, old man!” excluimoed Jimmy

anxiously. “Oswald won't mind—at least,

e
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“Can't leave a cliap in the lavch like that
after tellin' him we'd join Lim on the
island.”

“But =
Lovell stared round at Jhmmy.
“You needn't chip in, Silver!” he

suapped. “You'ré not captain of the boats,
by any chance, I suppose?”

“No. i

“Well, then, don't butt in!
assistance I'll ask for it !"

Jimmy Silver bit his lip hard.

“Now, Mornington, hring that boat in!"
went on Lovell savagely.

“Sorry. can't be done.”

“You cheeky rotter!” roarved Lovell, lLis
temper quite failing him, “Get out of that
boat, or T’li jolly well jump in and piteh
you out!”

“Lovell ¥ exclmimed Etrroll

“You shut up, Ervoll”
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“Are you gebting out. Mornington:"

“T think I've said T'm not,” drawled
Mornington. “You couldn't bully me, Lovell,
if you were captain of the school—instead
of junior captain, who got in bzcuuse the
othey candidates were kept away from the
eloction, Go an’ eat coke!l”

Lovell set his teetl.

“Then I'll jolly well haudle you!™ lie ex-
¢laimed.

“Dear man, go ahead!”

Lovell made a spring at the skif. Morn-
ington watched him with a mocking light
in his oyes.

As Lovell leaped, the dandy of the Fourth
shoved with tlie oar and the skil shot
swiftly awsy into the rviver.

Lovell alighted whete the skiff had been;
but it was mo longer there. The next
insfant the river had closed over tle erim-
son, excited faee of Arthur Edward Tovell.

Q"

When 1 want

The 2nd Ohapter.
Wet !

PLASH !
“Ha, ha, ha!”

There was u roar of laughter on the
raft and the tow-path.

Lven Jimmy Silver, auxious as he was,
could not lelp grinning. The other fellows
roared.

There was something rather enterlaining
in the sudden downfall of Arthur Edward
Lovell.

“Hn, ha, hal”

Lovell’s hoad came up in o moment. His
cap was gone, lis luir drenched, and water
streamed down lis face as le struck out
for the raft. Mornington had sat down to
his oar.

“Pyll away, Errcll, old bean,” he said,
langhing. :

The ekiff glided away with both the
juniors pulliig. Arvthur Tdward Lovell
grasped at the raft, and Jimmy ' Silver
leaned down to give him a hand.

Liovell savagely vejected the proffered
help and clambered on the raft. streaming
with water., Grinning faces surrennded him
as he stood there panting, with & pool of
water forming at his fecl.

“Is it wet, old man?" inguired Conroy.

“What a wheeze, you know. to dive in
with one's clothes on!” remarked Gower.
“1 should prefer to strip first myself.”

“Ha. ha, hai"

Lovell's expression was one of concen-
trated rage. At the hest of times Lovell's
temper bad been a litlle uncertain; and
there was no doubt that it had detoriorated
sinee hi= guairel with his old chums, and
since lie had had the responsibilities of the
junior .captaincy on 'lhis shoulders, He had

made mself ridiculous ovee moré, as had
happened only too offen since he had be-
come invested with a little Lrief authority.
Lovell was very sensitive ou suclt oecasions,
thongl he seemed quite unable to aveid
them: i .

He pave the grinning juniors a glare
and tramped away up the bank. The most
niecessaty tliing for Lovell then was a rub
down and a change of ¢lothes. He squeiched
water from his shoes as he tram away.

*What about the practice, Lovell?" called
out Newcome: )

No answer. Lovell did not furn his head.

*Dash it all, we've got to know wlhether
the cight is rowing this afternoon or not!™
esclaimed Conroy.

Jimmy Silver ran after Lovell.

“Lovell, just a word—"

“Shut up !

“Ahout the boat practice—"

“Go and eal coke!”

“But we have to know——"

“Mind your own business ! ronred Lovell.
“T'm fed-up with you and your meddling,
Jimmy Bilver! Can't you get it into your
hiead that you're not junior captain now?
For. two pius I'd turn yon out of the
crew |7 <

“You silly ass!” exclaimed Jimmy, his
own temper giving way a little. “We wani
to kuow if—and when—we're to row—"

“Find out!"

With that snswer, which could not be
called a reasopable one in the eircum-
stances, Lovell turned his back on Jimmy
Silver and tramped buck to the school.

“Some captain!” grinned Conroy. “Well,
iz there to be a trial spin or wot—and, if
g0. when? Anybody know?"

Nobody knsw.

“We're to hang about till it pleases our
lord and master to zive us the tip,” said
Neweome., “I must say I'm getting fed-
up.ll
“I've got fed-up,” said Raby. “If Lovell
likes to fix the time I'll turn up to the
second; but I'm not wasting the first fine
afternogon of the term in hanging about
waiting for him.”

“No jolly fear!” said Newcome.

“TLet's get the bont out,” said Ruby.
“Morny asked us to his spread on the
island, and we may as well go.”

Jimmy Silver lesitated.

“But if there's a practice

“We're entitled to kmow the time of if.
Are we going to dawdle about here all the
afternoon?” bawled Haby.

“T jolly well know I'm not!" hooted
Newcome. “I'm jolly well going up to the
island.” |

“Hold on," said Jimmy uneasily.
Tiovell fen minutes.
then. we'll eut.”

“Rot "

“0Oh, hold on for teén minutes,”
Jimmy. “Keep smiling, you kiow.”

Raby and Newcome grunted impatientiy,
but tley agreed to Lold on. Renlly it was
an irritnting sltate of afairs, The after-
noon was hright and fine—s rore spring
afternoon—and many fellows had been

&
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If he’s uot back by

said

tempted to get a boat out on fthe river,
All the fellows who were down to Tow in
the junior Classical eight on Saturday were
ready and willing to put in all the practice
that their skipper demanded.

But they

wors tiot willing to eancel ari@ugements
they had made simply beeause Lovell lad
forgotten to notify them that they were
wanted—and they were not willing to be
heetored, And Lovell’s “latest ” really had
put-the lid on. Apparently he expected his
men to hang about the raft kicking their
hieels till it plessed him fo turn up, and in
his present temper it was qunite posgible
that he wonld lesve them there an hour
or so, or that he might even cut ocub the
afternoon’s practice altogether.

Raby kept an angry eye on the clock in
thie Rookwood tower, visible over the i¥ees.

“Time's up!” he said snddonly.

Jimmy Silver cast a final glance along
the path from the boathonse, There was
no sign of Lovell.

“Let's go!” said Newcome.

Jimmy nodded.

“Let’s " he assented.

And the ehums of the end study were soon

ulling up the river in the wake of Marn-
ington and Erroll, heading for the island
and the picnic. Conroy and Fons, two
other members of the Classical eight, ex-
changed a glance and saunfered away along
the tow-path. They also were fed-up.

Meanwhile, Arthur Edward Lovell, in a
towering rage, framped inte the House in
a hurry to change, Possibly he thought
that tlie fellows on the raft would wait till
it pleased him to reappear:. probably he
gave them no thought at all. Mr. Dalfon,
the master of the Fourth, sighted lim as
he came in and called to him,

“What is the matter, Lovell? What has

happened =

*I—T pitehied into tle water, sir,” mut-
tered Lovell.

“You shonld be more careful, Lovell !

Go and change at once, beforo you catch
eold !”

Lovell’s teeth were set as he framped up
the staircase. On the landing lie eame on
Tubby Muffin, who blinked at him and
burst into a chuckle.

*He, le, hel?

Lovell glared at him,

“He, e ! Been taking u bath with your
clothes on ?7 chortled Muflin,

Thimp !

“Whoop ! roared Muffin,

He sat down with gréat suddenness.

Arthur Edward Lovell was feelivg fed-
up; fed right up to the chin, as he would
have oxprossed it.  Devision {rom Tubby
Mufin was the last straw.

He strodo on his way, leaving Regimald
Muffin roaring.

In the Classical Fourth dormitory, Lovell
riubbed himself dry and changed, with
gleaming eyes and a black brow. He
sneezed several times. which added to his
wrath. Catching a cold, with Boeat Race
day so neay at hand, would really have been
the limit.

After chianging; he weni down, with the
intention of returning to the boathouse and
fixing up the vowing practice. Butb he did
not hurry limself. He had been treated
rottenly, and disrespectfully—in his own
opinion, at least—and all the fellows had
laughed at hiz mishap. Let the beggars
wait !

Having sulkily decided to let the beggars
wait, Arthur Edward Lovell loated about
the (uadrangle for a little while, with his
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. of no use to Lovell.
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hands in his pockets, smiling grimly. They
liad all cacl:'}eﬁ, blow them; bnt they were
going to learn that Lovell was skipper,
after all. After kicking their leels for
half an hour or so, they might regret that
they had not been a little more tactful with
one who was, after all, in authority,
Indeed, Lovell would have made the waib
fonger still. but that ho was himself keen

on the Rookwood boat race, and wanted to |

ret to work -~ Bo when about half an hour
liad elapsed, the junior captain of Rook-
wood sauntered down to the boathouse, still
in a leisurely manner, howeyer.

He stared when e artvived there,

Peele and Gower were sitting on a bench
there; but they were not rowing men, and
Nobody else was at
hand. i

“Where are the fellows?” Lovell ealled
ont.

Peele grinned.

“Oh, they're a1l gone!”

“Gone !" repeated Lovell

“Yes." Peele winked ot Gower. ' We'll
lielp von earry the boat out, if you want to
practise all on vour own.”

“Ha, ha, ha " chortled Gower.

The iden of Lovell taking out an ecight-
our to practise all on his own, struck Cuth-
bert Gower as comic.

Teovell breathed hard and deep.

He had made the beggars wait; but ap-
parently the beggars had not waited vory
long! Tovell had over-stepped the limib
once more. Hvidently, boat practice for
that afterncon was offi—very much off.

Pecle and Gower seemed very enferfained.
But, in Lovell’s present mood, it was not
safe for fellows like Pecle and Gower to
ehip in. TLovell was breathing wrath.

As the two slackers of the Fourth
chortled, Lovell fairly swooped down on
them and grasped them by their collars.
Peele snd Gower were jerked off the beneh.

Crack !

Two frantic yells were blended into one,
as two lheads came together with a loud
concussion,

Then Arthur Edward Lovell strode away.
Peele and Gower rubbed their heads
furiously, and glared after him.

“You cliccky rotter !” shricked Peele.

“You bullyin’ cad!” yelled Gower.

Lovell did not heed. He strode savagely
away, leaving Peele and Gower to rub their
damaged heads.

he said.

The 3rd Chapter.
Some Captain !

OMMY DODD, of the Modern Fourth,
wore a sunny smile ns he step
from a boat upon the Rookwood raft.

Eight Modern juniors followed him from
the hoat, and they all looked very cheory.

While the Classical rowing men were au
sixes and sevens, that sunny spring affer-
noon, the Modern oarsmen had been taking
a trial spin on the river; and Tommy Dodd,
the junicr captain of Mamders’ House, was
very satisfied with the results.

His erew were in good form; they pulled
tpacther well, and they had every hope of
pulling off Saturday's race.

In all the sporting contests between tlio
{wo Houses at Rookwood, Classical and
Meodory, Tommy Dodd & Co. were generilly
a little “up against ” it. Tle Classical side
heing much more numerous, there were
more men on that side to choose [Tom, which
gave the Classical skipper a big advantage;
and that advautage was accentuated by the
fact thal a larger proportion of Classical
men, than of Modern, were keen on games.
The Modern side hiad, therefore, a hard row
to lioe, in keeping their ond up, at rowing,
foothall, cricket, or anything else. It was
greatly to Tommy Dedd’s eredit that in the
junior contests he kept his end up so well.

Tommy Dodd had had lurking doubts
about the junior eights. There were twice
03 many rowing men on the €lassical side
as on the Modern. Any fellow who went
off colour could be replaced easily cnough,
Bul, in the present cirenmstances, the
Modern skipper had: great hopes; the recent
ehange in the affairs of the Lower Sclhiool
inspired him with unusual confidence.

As lie remarked ‘to his chums, Cook and
Doyle, the Classicals had a wider selection
of men, but the Moderns had a good
skipper

In which his chums, Temimy Doyle and
Tommy Cook, loyally concurred.

The three Tommies, in fact, drew great
hope from Lovell’s captoiney of the
Classical side TLovell was a gaod oar him-
self; as a membir of Jipimy Silver's crew
he would lave doné credit to his side. As
captain, the matter was quite different.
He had become thoroughly unpopular, for
one thing; and his dictatorial manner put
up the backs of his crew, for another.. And

L

There was a bump as the volume smote Jimmy Silver on the forehead.

—though it was quite unknown te Lovell—
his eye for & rowing man’s form was not
nearly so sure as Jimmy Silver’s. If was
guite probable that he would mot delect the
best possible crew for the Classical boat;
and 1t was quite probable that, having
selocted his men, he would guarrel with
them. It was more than likely that there
wounld be many changes in the Classicul
crew; quite probable that changes would be
made at the last moment.

From these circumstances the Modern
fellows derived hope of a crushing victory.
Lovell was, as Tommy Dodd told his fol-
lowers, their trump card in the boat race.
1If the Moderns were a little handicapped by
paucity of mumbers, the Classicals were
handicapped by their skipper—a point of
view which would certainly have infuriated
Arthur Edward Lovell Lad lLe been awarc
of it.

“Hallo, there they are!” said Tommy
Todd, glanciny round after stepping out of
the Modern boat. “But is that the crew?”
" “What a crew ! grinned Cook.

“That ean’t be the crew,” said Tommy
Doyle,- puzzled.  “Even Lovell souldn't
leavo out all his best men.”

“Wouldn’t he?” grinued Towle, coxswain
of the Modern boat. “Can a fellow ever
guess what Lovell will do? Believe me,
some eaptain

Tle Moderus grinned.

They stood there, looking on, guite in-
ferostod. Tovell & Co. were taking ont the
Classical boat, evidently for practice: Tf
{his crew was the boat race crew, it was

enough to make the Modern stare. Jimmy |

Silypr wos nob there, nor Mornington, nor
Erroll, nor Raby, nor Newcome. Conroy
wias absent, aund Pons. Rawson wae there—
the only man who ought to have been there,
beside Lovell. There were Townsend and
Popham, {he nuts of the Fourth, and
Smythe wnd Howard, {he nuts of the Shell.
These fellows conld row, certainly—in fact,
they rutler fancied their rowing. But in &
contest willh Tommy Dodd’s crew, they were
ahsolutely cortain to bo left standing.

Lovell glanced at the grioning Moderns,
and frowmed.

“Is thnt your crew, Lovell?”” called out
Tommy Dodd, keenly intercsted.

“Find out ! suid Lovell.

B 01 Tkt

*“Find out!”

“My only hat! Tovell’s manners have
improved since he beeame skipper,”
remarked Tommy Cook. “Jevver see such
polish?™

Tovell was about to make .an angry
exclamation when he was cut. short by a
sudden snecze.

“Atchooeoo I

“By. gad, old bean, you're catchin' a
cold, you know,” remorked Smythe of the
Shell.

“Don't be a silly ass, Smythe.”

“What?"

“Shut up and get the boat omt!”

Adolphus Smythe looked at Lovell.

Swythe of the Shell bgd héen immensely
bucked at being asked to row in the
Classical beat. It was an opporiumity,
Smythe considered, for him fo show all
Nockwood what he really could do in that

line, It wmade him consider that Lovell's

election as junior captain had not been
such a ghaslly mistake, after all

But Smythe of the Shell was a loity
fellow, very important in his own ocyes.
and there was a limit to the amount of
cheek that lhe was willing to take from
a Fonrth-Former, junior captain or not.

“That isn't the way to talk, Lovell!”
hie snapped.

“No fear!” sald Howard emphatically.
“Chuck it, Lovelll”

“Hold your silly tongnes and get into
the boat!” shouted Lovell angrily.

“Took here——"

“1 don’t want apy jaw, Smythe!
told you to shut up!”

The Moderns exchanged grinning glances.
The Modern crew pulled together as one
man; buft if Tommy Dodd had talked to
his ‘erew in that style. undoubtedly tliere
would have Dbeen tromble in the Modern
boat.

Adolphus Smythe knitted his brows.

“Look here, Lovel—"" he began Lolly.

“Get into the boat!” Lovell choked back
a rising sneeze. “TYou silly ass, vet in
before I chiuck you in!”

The actual fact was that Tovell felt a
¢old coming on, and a3 cold, at such a
time, was too overwhelming a disaster io
be contemplated with equanimity. He
refused to contemplate it; he disregarded
it, and went“on his way us if it was uol!
1t was all very well to iguore it, but there
it wns; osod the threat of it gave the
finishing teuch to Lovell's temper.

“Chuek me in!”  repeated Adolphus
Smythe, erimson with wrath, “Why, you
cheeky cad, do yon think that you c¢an
toik fo a chap like that? I suppose you've
yowed willh your old crew. or you wouldn’'t
have asked me at all. Go and eal cokel”

And with that the indignant Adolphus
turned and walked away.

Loyell stared afler him.

“Smythe!” Lie bawled.

* Rats!"

“Uome Lere, you slacking cad.”

“T'Il row for yon if you apologise, moh
otlierwise !” retorted Smythe of the Slicll.

“Get into the beat before I handle you!™
roared  Lovell.

“Pooaat I

Adolphus Smythe walked back to the
House, with rather hurried steps. Lovell
made a stride after him, and stopped.
Rowing practice had been “chucked * once
that affernoon, and Lovell had made
drastic changes in his crew in consequence.
Even Lovell realised that it had better not

I've

be chucked again while he handled a
recalcitrant member of his remodelled
crew.

“Well, are we going out?” asked Rawson.

“Yes!" snapped Lovell.

He was about to add “you idiot,” but
checked himself in time. He did not want
Rawson to wallk off after Smythe.

“Well, we shall want a man.”

- “That fool Smythe's no good, anyhow.
Here, Jones?’ bawled Lovell, catcbing
sight of Jones mingr lounging ‘round the
boathouse. . .

“Hallo, old bean!” said Jones minor.

“1 shall want you—hurry up!”

*Oh, good !” said Jones minor in astonish-
ment.

Tommy Dodd & Co. put up flheir béat
and walked away fo Manders® House with
broad smiles on their faces.

“Some skipper!” murmured Cook.

“If that's the way Lovell picks out hia
men for a boat race—" said Tommy Dodd.

% Ha, lia, ha!” 1

“ Let's hope the Clussicals will keep him
on as captain!” said Tommy Doyle. **Sure,
it won't bLe long before they lhave fo owu
up that woe're cock-House at Rookwood !

And the Moderns chinckled.

That evening there was only one opinion
in’ Manders' House about the result of
Saturday's race. Leggett, of the Modern
Fonrili, who lad sporting proclivities,
offered three to one on {lie Moderns; and
in all Rookwool there were no takers.

“N
sarcustically.

“No. Hook it!” -

It was a day or two later, and Arthur
Edward Lovell was seated in the window-
seat of the Fourth Form passage, with-a
book onr his knees und a wrinkle in his
brow. Jimmy Silver came up to ltim with
his politest mauner ou; but it booted nof,
as a pest would say.

Lovell wias not to be placated; aud he
was in one of his most autocratic moods.

He was uot really feclting well. His
plunge in tho river, between Morny's boab
and the rafl, had, in fact, given him a
cold, But Lovell was struggling against
that cold with grim determination. He
wans making superhuman efforts wot to be
knocked. out of Saturday’s race. And 1%
almost seemed that by shecr will-power
he would succced.

He was, at least, keeping the cold af
bay. though perhaps it was only receding
to spring on him with greater force! He
was drenched with euncalyptus and other
useful disinfectants to such an extest that,
thongh it really made it safer for other
fellows to go near him, nobody liked being
near him.

Lovell was leaving no stone unturned to
keep fit. And yet everyome but Lovell
could see that he was by no means fit, and
that lie would haye acted more wisely i
thinking ‘about bed than about a boat race.
More than once Mr. Dalton’s glance hac .
rested on him keenly; but Lovell kept up
appearances wonderfully well in the Form-
room, and succceded in hiding a good
deal from the Form-master's eves.

Feeling “rotten,” displeased with his
crew for Saturday, bitterly incensed by the
comments of the Classicals, and the jests
of the Moderns, Lovell was gettiug into a
state of temper that was almost dangerous

t close guarfers. It was pmcticnl?}_' in-
evitable that Lie should slack down in class,
as matters stood, and had Mr. Dalton
knownt how exceedingly “‘rotlen™ poor
Lovell was feeling, undoubtedly he would
liave gone very easily with him. But Mr.
Dalfon did not know. so well did Acthur
Edward keep up appearauces.

Now Lovell was mugging up Lalin, with
dizry eyes and ap aching head. Life was
hard on Lovell in  these days—as it
generally is on fellows who do nob know
their own limitutions, and fake on a job
a size too lurgo for them.

He was {feeling rotlon. and savage, aml
quarrelsome, He would gladly have hurled
Tiis Latin book at Mr. Dalten's head, had
fhiat, been practicable. Bul le lLad 4o
“ug ™ up this rotton staff, or land into
more trouble on the morrow. Mr. Dalton
was aware thai bout vace day came along
that week, and that the Rookwood boat race
coineided with it; but in neither event

The 4th Chapter.
Blow for Blow!
a word!”
“Nut anez” asked Jimmy Silver

orT

“did he see any reusou for slacking down in

class work.

Neither did Lovell-lind he only beeu feel-
ing his usual healthy sclf. But lhe was
very far from being liis usual self. He liffed
his glance from the worrying Latin and fixed
it upon Jimmy Silver with grim animos.ty,
as Jimmy came up. He did not want any
argument with the ex-captain of the Lower
School, and he did not mean to have any.
He was feeling more like punching Jimmy
Silver’s head than arguing with him. He
would, willingly, indeed, have punched any-
body's head that day, from Dr. Chishelm’s
down to the boot-boy’s.

“Hook it!" he repeated, as Jimmy stood
irresolute. “I don’t want any chin-wag,
and I don’'t want any advice. Just clear,
before you get hold of troublel”

“Aboub the boat——"

* That’s settled.”

“You can't call it settled, Lovell,” said
Jimmy Silver patiently. “You really must
be & bit reasomable, old chap.”

“I'm ‘ old chap’ to my friends!"” snapped

Lovell.
(Continued overléaf,)
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Jimmy, was tempted for a moment to ask
#im who were his {riends. He seemed to
have made only enemies since he fiad thrown
eyer his former comrades. But Jimmy
chiecked thiat questiop. He had not come
there t6 quarrel with his eaptain.

“Every fellow who cut practice against
orderd 15 spratelied ifrom the crew,” said

Lovell. *That includes you and Raby und
Nc“icgu‘te and Mornington. It's definitely
settled."

* You’ll make the fellows think that you
want the Moderns to beat this House.”

' “The fellows can think what they like.”

“Do hayve a little sense, Lovell!” ex-
claimed Jimmy Silver. “You yourself, for
instance, are in no state to row. If Dicky
Dalton knew low seedy you were hie would
order you into sanny.”

“That’'s Mornington’s
Lovell, between lis teeth.

“His fault or yours, there’s the fact.
Morny's one of our best cars—"

“That's enoungh.”

“*You know as well as T do thut youwll
crock up in a dozen yards if you row on
saturday, Lovell.”

" “T've decided 1ot to vow,” said Lovell.
“I'm going to cox the boat. Not that T'm
wader the necessity of telling yon anyvthing
about it. Mind your own business !

. “It's the business of every fellow in the
House, Lovell. We don’t want a frost on
Boat Race day.”

“You should
sooner."
= Jimmy's eyes gleamed.

“Then you don't care? he exclaimed.

“Find out "

_ T can tell you that if you keep on like
this—"

“You. needn't tell me anylhing. Shut
up " exclaimed Lovell savagely, “I tell you
I'm fed-up with ‘fou and your back-chat.
Another word and I'll jolly well shy this
Uook at your head!”

“"Look here, Lovell—

Whiz !

Lovell kept his word.

There wus 4 hump as the volume smote

Jimmy Silver on the foreliead and com-
pletely bowled: im over. He wat down in
the passage. -
' Uncle James of Rookwood was uoted fo
Hiis patience nnd good femper. But the
patience of Job himself mught well have
given out in these cireumstances, Certainly
Jimmy's gave ont. For a moment he sat
Blinking in amazement and rage, and then
he leapt up and rushed at Lovell.

Lovell met him balf-way. In a moment
tiey were fighting furiously.

There was a yell along the Fourth Foim
passage.

A fight! A fight!”

" Roll up M

By gad! Silver and Lovell!” slhonted
Mornington. “It's come at last!”

M Go at, Jimmy !

There was a rusl of the Classical Fourti
Lo see the fight. Most of the fellows would
have been distinctly pleased to see the
junior captain =zonndly licked. But the
fight ended as suddenly as it liad hegun.
«The 1wo juniors were grasping one
anothier and punching fercely, when Jimmy
felt his adversary crumpline up. as it were,
in his grasp. Lovell's first blows fell
Gorcely enouglt. fhen they wenkened,

. Jimmy's anger passed like magio.

He realised—as, indeed. he would have
Ennwn had not Lovall’s violeuce blinded him
with anger — thal " the hapless Arthur
Tdward wag in no condition for o fight.
The spirit was willing, Dbut the flesl) was
weak.

“Jimmy Silver

fault,” said

hiave thought of that

fore himsell loose and
sprang back. Lovell made a movement
siter him and reeled o little, and then
almost collapsed into the window-seat, gasp-
ing for breatli.

“Go i4!” roared Gunner of the Fourth.

“Pile in, Jimmy!” sgueaked ° Tubhby
Muffin. “Punch - him, old chap! He
thumped me the other day. Now you thump
him. I say, old fellow, 'l lold your
jncket.”

Lovell, with o dizzy bLrain, stagpered to
his feet.

B. F'.—No. 1,204.—March 27th, 1926.

| print

“ Come on, you rotter ! hie panted.

Jimmy Silver looked at him with a quiet,
compassionate gaxe. Nothing could have
induced him to touch Lovell then. Indeed,
lis heavt was full of pity for the fellow
who lad been his fricud and wlo was =o
hopelessly down on his Tuck through his
own obstinate folly.

“You lhear him?" grinned Moruington.
“Go 1n and win, Silver.”

Junmy Silver shook his head and walked
back to the end study.

“Call that o fight?” sneered Guuner.

“Funk!” voured Lowell, as Jimmy dis-
appeared into the end study.

Jimmy heard hkim, but he did not heed.
Lovell could have called him anything he
pleased just then,

The élassicul juniors dispersed, rather
disappointed.  Artiur Edward Lovell,
breathing hard, tried to fusten his atten-
tion upon his Latin task again. But the
anced before his eves.

He left the window-seal al last and went
down the staircase and out into the
quadrangle, Loping that the fresh air would
pull Ivim together a little. Indubitably he
did feel very queer. Bulkeley of the Sixth
glanced at him in the quad.

“Lovell, you're not locking well, kid.”

“I'm well enough, Bulkeley.”

“Well, you look ill!”

Liovell forced & laugh. '

“Fit a5 a fiddle " he said lightly.

And Tie walked on, Bulkeley glancing
after lim very doubtfully. Under the old

-

e I

six or seven; four or five was Towle's
opinion. 'The mnumber varied rwidely in
different estimations. Bul all the Moderns
were agreed upon one point—that it would
be a matter of lengths: Not & cise of
winuing by a nose or a meck this time,
Tommy Dodd declared jubilantly. And as
for losing, no man in Manders' House even
thouglt of it,

That was @ side of the gquestion for the
Ciassicals to think abomt. And they were
thinking about it—even Lovell! But Lovell
found it dificult to think about anything
clearly that morning. The neglected cold
had fairly fostened upon him. He felt it
all over ilim. as it were, from hig head to
his feet, and added to it was the stress of
mind, the excitement, the anger, the worry,
the sense of failure, the sense of savage
rosentment. Altegetlier Lovell was in about
as unhappy and “ rotten " a state as a fellow
could well be in on boat race morning.

But his iron determination still leld
good. It was a case of “no surrender”
with Arthinr Edward Lovell.

He folt so excessively “gueer” when he
got out of bed in the morning that he almost
tell, and scveral glances in the Classical
Fourth dormitory turned on him curiously.
But Lovell affected to have caught his foot
in the bedelothes, and pulled himself sternly
together,

At breakiast lie ate Lavdly anything, and
he felt Mr. Dalton's keen eyes on him from
the head of the table. Under the Form-
master's serutiny Lovell affected & careless

2%

My poor boy! You are not well.. Lovell, Lean on my arm,”

beeches Lovell paced to and fro, the keen
wind reviving him a little. Was he going
to be ill, he wondered savagely—ill, with
the Rookwood beat race coming off on Satur-
day? Why, if he was knocked out Jimmy
Silver, @s wvice-captain, wounld take his
place! Lovell gritted his teeth at the
thouglit. He was not geing to be ill. He
wonld not, conld not, shonld not be ill!

The 6th Chaptar.
Poor Old Lovell !

OAT Race duy!
The |lhistoric contest helween

Oxford and Cambridge was no doubtb
o mutter cf great moment outside the Lower
Scliool of Rookwood. .

But so far as the Rookwood juniors wera
concerned the boat race between Classicals
and Moderns was the “ goods,” so to speak.

From Putney to Mortlake cheering crowds
might line the banks of the Thames and
shout for Light Blue or Dark. But at Rook-
wood Classicals and Moderns were thinking
of their nwn more important affair,

Tommy Dodd & Co, wore cheery smiles
that morning. Lven Mr. Manders’ smappy
temper and acid tongne could not cast a
cloud over their cleery faces. That after-
uoon they were going to beab thie Classical
boat by several lengths, and that was what
they cared about. Oxford might beat
Combridge. or Cambridge might beat
Osford.  What did that matter?  What
matterad was that Moderus were going to
beat Classicals at Rookwood. By low muay
lengths they were going to win Tommy
Dodd & Co. had wot decided., Tommy
cautbiously put it down ot one length =t
least; (Cook thonght fwo or three;
Doyle, with Celfic exuborance, placed it at

and smiling air, thougl: his heart was sink-
ing. After breakfast e walked out into the
quad with guite a jaunty manuer, whistling.

‘aleptine Morninagton glanced atter him,

“Secms fit enougly, aiter all,” he remarked
to Erroll. "I was in hopes that he wes
goin® to crock up i time to save the race.”

Erroll shook his head. !

“1I think he's wery far from fit,” he
answered. “1 don’t quite understand Lovell
those deys. He must know very well that
hie's not fit to sit in the boat.”

“Sheer pig-headedness!™  said  Morny,
shrugging his shoulders, ~ He's seratched
nearly all the erow and forootten. to
serateh the worst of the lot—his giddy
self

Thore were glum faces among the
Classical juniors that morning. Never had
they looked forward to a contest with their
eld rivals with so little hope. When the
Classical Pourth went inte their Form-room
Lovell came in from the quad with slow
and Dheavy . steps. but as he came among
the crowd of fellows in the Form-room
passage le bucked up and strolled ionto the
Form-room with an cesy ait.

Ho sat down in his place, smiling—the
smile, as it were, frozen on his lips. He
feli—he knew—that he was going to. be ill,
lrat he would mot give in. His liead was
a little dizzy, and onee or twice the maps
on the Form-room walls seeimned to him to
be turmng round. He fook a grip upon
himself, as it were, and sat tight. BStill
the mechanical smile was on his face.

“ Lowvell 1

TTe licavd Mr. Dalton’s voice as through
o mist. Ho had oot neticed that the Fourth
Form-master had enfered the room.

“Lovell I

¥ en, "l

“Wihat is the matler with you, Lovell 2™

Lovell made an efiort.

“ Nothing, sir."”

“You are lovking quite ill; my boy.”

Lovell feit a dizzy spasm of rage. Was
even his Form-master joining up aguinst
him—minking out that he was ill, muking
out that he wasn’t fit for the Rookwool
1aee? |

“I—I'm guite all right, sir. In—in fact,
I—I teel splendid this morning, sir—splen-
did " lie stammered.

“You do mot look it, Lovell,” said M.
Dalton guictly, eyeing him. *“Come out
before the elass.”

Lovell moved out from lus place. He
knew mow that he was ill—almost in a
tover. He knew that Lis legs were unsteady
under him. ¥t was only by an leroic cffort
that he reached the spot where Mr, Dalton
stood, and faced him. All the eyes in tle
Classienl Fourth “were on Lovell—some
curiously, some mockingly, some compas-
sionntoly, He stood unsteadily under Mr.
Dalton’s searching eyes.

“Come, come, Lovell,” spid the Form-
master kindly., “You ard very far from
well, my boy. What is the matter?”

“I—I've got a slight cold, I think, sir,"
stammered Lovell. “But—but it's nothing.
I—I'"m all right. I—*

Lovell broke off dazedly. Mr. Dalton was
swimniing before his eyes, and the hupless
junior feit that e was swimming, too. It
was the strong grasp of Richard Dalton on
his shoulder that saved him from falling.

“My peor boy !” said the master of the
Fourth softly. “You are not well, Lovell.
Lean on my arm—so. Silver. I leave you
in chorge of the Form:room for a few
minntes.”

“ Yeu, siv,” said Jimmy.

Mr. Dalton Ieft the Form-room with
Lovell leaning heavily on lis arm, assisted
by Mr. Dalton’s strong grasp. A buzz broke
out smong the Classical Fourth when they
had disappeared.

** Crocked, by gad ™ said Mornington.

“Poor old Tovell " murmured Jimmy
Silver; and Raby and Newcome nodded in
silence.

Much as their formey comrade lad ex-
asperatod them, his old fricuds compassion-
ated liim st that moment. Tt was only tou
clear thut it was vot o “slight ™ eold that
was the matter with Lovell.  Te was going
to be ill, and he was being taken to the
sunatorinm, wlere he ought to have been
days ago. -

" Silver, old man,” exclaimed Morningtor
cugerly, “Lovell’s crocked 17

" Looks like it,” muttered Jimmy.

“And the boat race 2

“OL, blow the boat race! suid Jimmv
Silver crossly, He was thinking of his
estranged clium, not of the Rookwood race.

“All the same, you take econtrol if
Lovell's erocked, and—

“And we'll beat the Moderns!” said
Conroy,

“I fancy the ITouse ought to pass me a
vote of thanks!" grinned Mornington. I
helped Lovell te jump into the river the
other day, and thst's saved the sifuation !’

*“Hi, lia, ha!”

'Ok, cheese if, Morny!” said Jimmy
Silver gruffly. *

Mr. Dalton cawe back alone inlo 1lie
Form-room.

“Is Lovel coming back, sir?” asked

Jimmy Silver.

“No. Silver. Lovell is being faken to the
snonulorium, where the docior will sce him.
He will have to remain theve for a few davs
at least. 1 think. We will now proceed.”

And Mr. Dalton proceeded, rsther sur-
prised to see lis class looking 50 morry and

right all o a sndden. The Classical Fourth
were thinking of the afterncon’s hoat race.
uow lelt in the copable hande of Jimmy
Silver, and of the surprise that was in store
for Tommy Dodd & Ca. Even jimmy Silver,
sorry o5 he felt for Lovell. could not help
feeling “bucked " when he thought of that,

The 8th Cheaplar,
Tha Winning Eight!
L HERE'S Loyall 2"
Tommy Dodd asked that ques-
“tion guite anxiously when tlie
vival oarsmen of Rookwood met on the
raft that afternoon. 1
From Tommy Dodd's manner anyous
might really have supposed that Lovell was
his very best ehium, whom he loved like a
brother, so auxious was he at his absence.
Jimmy Silver smiled.
“In sanny,” he answered.
The Modern skipper jumped.
“In—in ssuny! Then—ihen he won't he
in the race!”
"Not guite " chuckled Mornington.
Aud therc was n weneral chortle amons
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the Claesical carsmen. The expression ou
Tommy Dodd's faco was guite enterfain.
ing,

3Thcn. you—you, Silver,” stultered the
Modern 'junior—"ynu’vc taken over control
—what#*

“Little .me !® assented Jimmy, with a
smile.

“You've made some changes in the
crew 2

“Just a fow.”

" Ob, my hat !” said Tommy Dodd. “Well,
I—I'm sorry Lovell's laid up—""

“He, ha, ha!" roared the Classicals.
They had no doubt whatever that Tommy
Dodd was sorry that Lovell was laid up—
irom other reasons beside benevolence.

“Never mind, we'll beat you all the
same [ said Tommy Dodd. t

"“All the same?” chuckied Mornington.
“1'd like Lovell to heur that! It would
buck him no end I

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tommy Dodd rejoined Lis micp, with a
serious face,

“You fellows will have to pull up your
socks,” be said. “ We've got our work cuf;
out to win. We're going to win, of course,
but——"

“Of course " murmured Tommy Cook, but
there was no longer absolufe coufidence in
his {one.

* After all, their practice has heen mucked
up all along the line owing to that ass
Lovell,” said Towle hopefully. “They've
chopped and changed aund changed and
chopped, while we've been pubfing in
steady practice, pulling together.”

“Xes, rather! We’re going to win,” said
Tommy Dodd. *Only, we'd hetter get it out
of our heads that it’s going to be the walk-
over-we fancied. It san't. You've got fo
pull up your socks, my sons, and go all out.”

The Moderus realised that clearly enough.
Their prospects had, in fact, changed very
considerably. But they were in great form
and ready for the pull of their lives.

Mr. Dalton cams down to the raft to start
the race. Rookweod juniors thronged on the

towpath, Classicals and Moderns, ready.

to encourage their champions with all the

A
et i
EEITE

envelope for a

A stamped addresaed
communications.)

The Sami-Finala.

power of their lungs. 'There was a cheer
that rang along the shining river as the
rival crews carried out their boats. It was
2 great occasion. Bulkeley, the captain of
the scheol, had come along with several
more of the Sixth; Hansom & Co. of the
Fifth honoured the scene with their
wresence, Alwost all the juniors of botl

uses were there. Tubby Muffin had
turned up, with e packet of foffee in his
fat paw; uven Pecle and Gower and Leggeth
bad given up cigarcttes in the study for
once; wnd Cuffy of the Modern Fourth had
for once forgotten the delights of noughts
and crosses.

“@Gao it, Classicals I

“Play up, Manders' House !*

Jimmy Bilver's face was cheery and
briglit. So wero the faeez of his men—
Raby, Ncwcome, Moruington, Conroy,
Erroll, and the rest. As tlie rival crows
beut to thoir oars, at the crack of the pistol,
a thunderous cheer rolled along the river,
aud it rolled as far as the school buildings
and reached the ears of a junior who lay
in bed in the sanstorium, and Arthur
Edward Tovell started snd listened, But
in all the thronging crowd by the i
river thore wos no one who remember
Lovell then. Even Jimmy Silver at that
moment did not remember him.

“They're off |”

“Hurrah ¥

“Pull, you beggars, pull !” roared Gunper
of the Fourth. *Oh, my hat! Do you call
that pulling 2"

“Shut up, fathead 1"

“Fut 1t on, you fellows

“Manders’ House! Manders! Manders!
Manders i roared the Moderns, racing
along the foy-path and yelling themselves
hoarse ‘a8 Tommy Dodd & Co. ﬁmw ahead.

“Mapnders! Manders! Manders!”

“Full, you dummies, pull!”
Guungr,

“Play up, Classicals !

“Manders! Manders! Manders I selled
1lie Moderns.

It was a hard race and an esciting oue.
In both Houses at Rookweod it was told
luter thut day, many times over, how tle

roared

Modern boat-got tho lead aud kept it and
gained nearly a length, liow the Classicals
crept on them foot by foot till they recovered
that len;ﬁk and drew half a len ahead,
how the Moderns won back that half-length
inch by inch, how tle rivals raced neck and
neck till the Classicals put on a foot or
more, and then the Moderns shot ahead and
the yelling Modern mob on the fow-path
yellod themselves almost into delirium, and
then how, amid frantic Classical shouts and
cheers, Jimmy Silver & Co. gained and
gained, every man rowing as if for his life,
till the Classical boat was hall o length
ahead, three-quarters of a length, s whole
}ﬁ;ﬂ_glf;h, and then a length aud 2 half at the
ish.

And then the Classical crowd roared and
yelled and raved, and tossed up their caps,
careless where they came down—or, indeed,

whether they came down at all—and fairly
hugged one another in their glee.

And Jater on, when the winning crew were
carried back shoulder-high to their House,
amid an uproarious crowd, the old guad-
raigle of Rookweod rang with cheers which
the grey old walls echoed back like thunder.

And  when that ovening news came
througl: about the result of the other Boat
Race—the lessor one, 80 to speak—hardly &
man on the Clossical side cared fo hear
whether Oxford or Cambridge had .won.
What did it matter, snyhow? The Classi-
cals had won that Rookwood boat race, and
that was all that mattered.

THR END.

(You'll enjoy “Friends  Again?’"—0wen
Conguest's tip-top at, of the chums of Rook-
wood School for J!o;z:y next, Don't miss itf
Order your cupy of the Ioys' Frienp in
advanee and thus meke certain of seeuring it /)
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RESULT OF “FOOTBALL PERSONALITIES ” COMPETITION No. 3.

In this competition no competitor sent in a
vorrect solution. THE TWO “UYMREX”
WATCHES have thercfore been awarded to
tho following competitors, whose efforis cach
contained one errof:

E. Bl‘id[ﬁur. 5§, Salisbury Gardens, Wellsted
Strect, Hull. .

F. Bridges, 8, Morningion Stroct, Leicester.
. Owing to the number of competitors qualify-
ing for the next grade of prizes & slight altera-
tion hias been necessary. The value of the six
footballs offered hus Dbeen compounded and
divided among the following sixteen compotis
tors, whose solutions each contained two erroys;:

Harry Baiden, The Lodge, Priors Coun,
Chieveley, Newbury. :

E. J. Booker, 81, Urawley Road, Horsham,
Sussex. ;

A, J, Brann, 8, OldGeld Read, Willegden,
London, N.W. 10

Thomes O, Bussey, §1, Kirby Road, Darnall,
Sheffield,

James Chanper, 325, last Strect, Old Kent
Road, London. S.E. 1T.

Leslio Doorne, 54, Providoence Street, South
Ashford, Kenf, 2

H. W. Doughty, ¢.o. B, Perks, Lsg., Green
Lane, Sheifiold, noar Walsall,

John Hall, 16, Baldwin Sireet, Vauzhall

. Wigan.
H. Ifolland, 53, St. Alb Av '
iTam, London, B. 6. e ALy Ee
= :;&.J‘ Newmar, 22, Green Street, Gillinghem,

AL
ch;rge Orpin, 107, Dongola Road, Londom,

doka Patton, 12, Park View, Wideopen,
Se&gﬁ? %urn. Neweastle,
“illri . Potter, 22, T ( 2
Rliilwdai;i“. i otter, redegar Sireef,
srold S8mith, 2, Hospilul
Lt‘!]ndgn.bboln d’l:]l!’, 6?-0. ospitzl Block, Tower of
. Sutherland, 66, Sussox Siroet, Glasgow,
Daniel W:Ilisma,’l, Panyvoll Road, Bittorne,
Southampton.

Tho correct solution to (he peragraph shouk
Jimmy Seed was as follows: PerEapR

Jiminy Seed, who plays at _inside-right for the
Spurs, can rﬁaﬂy bo described ss one of the
greatest footballers to be found filling the
postfion in London foothall. At one tima ha
wos understudy to the noted Charlie Buchan,
when they were both with the Sunderland
Football Club. Ho is what is tarmed a roving
type of playor, snd ono of the Spurs' finest
goal-scorers.

(** Qoalie " will bs pleased to anawar any queriss
addressod to him ¢/o the BOYS' FRIEND, The
Fiestway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

reply should accompany all

foo epasy, sccording to someo of the
forwards with whom I have come in
contuct—there s scarcely likely to
bo a repetition of the before-men-
tioned state of affairs next Saturday.
All the same, the struggles will be
grim fighting for ninety minutes,
with the winuers fully deserving of
the bonus whicl will come their sway.
A3 o reader of the Boys' Friexp
wishes to know what the bonus
amounts to for a win in the Semi-
Fina!, T may say that each of the
victorious players in this round gets
an additional four pounds, und thero
is eight pounds each for the winners

young full-back nemed Keoping was
pressed . into service. So well did
the substitute ploy thay Titmuss
found iv impossible fo get back his
place in the toens, and, not being

full-back, have plared in representa-
tive matches l.h?s season. It is this
fncility for producing first-class de-
fenders which has ensbled South-
Barh et O e e et

n the ca ition t an
other club outsido the First D,
sion during the last few years.

A Hard-Bheoting Forward.

' Leeds United, like many othor
clubs-in the First Division, have had
a big strugrlo this season to keep
themselves clear of the lowls places,
but the club is blessed with some

Once moro all is in readiness to
report progress in the Cup competi-
tion. On Sstupday the four clubs
whicli have fought their way through
to the Semi-Finals will be called
upon to tako this step on the road
to Wembiey. ¥or the sake of com-
parison I give the four elubs which
got to tl%o Semi-Final stage last
scason, and, as showing that con-
sistency is not a strong {eature of the

ing. extremely close fights, and 1
haeve a recollection of one scason
before the War when two Semi-
Finals wero played without a single
goal being scored in either of thom.
When the replays took place a single
ol was suflicient to win both the
pames.

What the Winners Qet.

In view of the fact that goals are
now & little bit easier to get—buk not

of the Final Tie. In view of the hig
crowds and the large money which
is usnally taken at these later stuges
of the Cup, the bonus doesn't scem
100 gencrous, but the pleyers regard
the honour as abiove mere Trepsury
notes.

A Football Tragedy.

That even twelve months bring
big changes in football 15 shown by
reference to Fred Titmauss, the Eng-

local supporters, and during the
rresent segson I have had mors
attors from my boy readers in

than any other centre. This shows
the right spirit, and I hope, for the
sako of those readers, that it will not
be Becond Division fare which will
bo provided at the Rlland Roszd
ground next season. One of their
men—right helf-back Edwards—haa
been recognised by the members of
Lnglish Selection” Commitiee, and

-high among the players, officials, and

Cup ‘competition, it will be noticed
that not one of the four bhas any
direct interest in the trophy this
time round. Indeed, not one of the
four somi-Gnalists of last season got
through the Fourth Round during
the present campaign. Here sre tho
four penultimate round clubs of last
goason @
Sheffield United Southampton.
Cardiff ity Blackburn Rovers.
Noturslly, hopes will be runming

supporters of the four clubs left in
115 seavon thel they will eventually
etjerge viclarious, with the silver
hauble in their possession for a year,
In the Bemi-Finals the choice of
ground no longer operates, and thus
nono of the competing teams can
claimm a real advantage. It will
usually be found, too, that these

ish International full-back, who was
rocently transforred to Plymouth
Argyle from Southampton. A year
ngo. when the Saints and Shefficld
United fought a good fight in the
Semi-Final at Stemford Bridge, Tit-
muss played a groat game for the
Southampton side at left full-back,
Ha had the mortification of seeing
his full-buck partner, Parker, deflect
u hall through his own goal, and I
shall never forget the dizappointed
look on Parker's face when he did
this. To score against vour side in
such an important mateh as a Semi-
Final may be regarded as the very
essence of tragody.

The ' Crowded Out’ Player.

Harkiug back to 'Titmuss, how-
ever, this player was injured in the
early part of the presont season

Semi-Finals have a habit of produc-

whi with Southampton, and =

W. CHADWIQK (Leeds United).

contont to Lkick his heels in any re-
serve eleven, ke was transferred to
Plymouth. His cosc certainly illus.
trates the necessity for heving some
sort of trousier system, for if it
were not possible for a player to
leave one ¢lub for another, he might
liave to spend the greater part of his
football carcer out of the limelight
through no fault of his own, but
merely becguse: his particular dub
happened to find u specially officient
pleyer for his position on the field.
It 18 cerbpinly o feather m the cap
of the managoment of fhe South-
ampton club thet they should so
frequently have produced most effi-
cient defendors, for Keeping is now
recognised os a man right wp to
Intornational standard, and both he
and Parker, 'the other *“Saints™

another player whom 1 regard as of
high qua?ity is Wilfred Chadwick, a
fine marksman, who was secured
from Everton somo time ago. He
comos from Bury, where ho first
slarted pgetling goals with the
Y.M.C.A. team, and since he got
into the first class T have scen him
score goals with tho sort of shots
which must make the hair of oppos-;

ing goalkeepers stand on end.

(There will be another ripping
Joothall article by “ Goalic ™ 1 our
next fssue. He aure you read o,

F. TITMUSS (Plymouth Argyle).

boys!)

DIVISION L
BLACEREURNY L. v. West Ham United,
CARDIFF CITY v. Leeds United.
EVERTON v. Notts County.
SHEFFIELD UXNITED v. Burnley.
Tottenham Hotspur v. Newcastle United,
West Dromwich Albion v, Liverpool.

Barnsler v, Middiesbrough.
BLACKPOOL v, Stoke City.
BRADFORD CITY v. South Ehlelds,
CHELSEA v. Waolverhamplion Wan.
Darlingten v. The Wednesday.

PORT VALE v. Preston North End.
SOUTHAMPTON v. Qldbany Alhletic.

WHAT MIGHT HAPPEN ON SATURDAY.

Below will be found our expert's forecast of the probable results of the big games to be played on Saturday, March 27th, 1926. The likely winping side is printed in capitsels.
Where a draw is anticipated, both clubs are printed in smaller letters. ]

DIVISION “1L DIVISION 1L, (8

ABENDARE ATHLETIC v. Swindon 1,
BRENTEORD v. Bournemoutls,
BRIGHTON & H.A. v. Exeter City.
BRISTOL CITY v. Gillingham,

Crystal Palnce v. Clurlton Athletic.
Queen's Purk Rungers.
NORTHAMI'TON v. Bristo] Ravers.

MILLWALL v.
Norwich City v. Luts

Watford v, Beading.

PLYMOUTH ARGYLE v. Merthyr Town,
SOUTHESND UNTTED v, Newpurt U.

lhern Section).
Asliington v. Bradford.
HARROW v. Chesterfield.

NELSON v. Walsall.
i Town.
EOUTHPORT ~. Durhawm City.

Wrexbam v. ROCHDALE,

DIVISION 1. (Northern Section).

COVENTRY CITY v. Tranmere Rovers.
Crewe Alexandra v, Hulifux Town,

DONCASTER R. v. Hartlepools TTnited,
LINCOLN CITY v. Accrington Stanley.

NEW BRIGHTON v. Rotlierhum United,
Wigan Borough v. GRIMSBY TOWN.

IVISION T.

Scotlish Leazue.
AIRDRIEONIANS v, Hiherniuns,
DUNDEE UNITED v. Cly nk.
HEARTS v, Dundee,
Motherwell v. CELTIC.
PARTICK THISTLE v. Morton.
Queen’s Park ». Kilmarpock.
RAITH ROVERS v. Falkirk.
RANGERS v. Aberdeen
8t. Johnstope v, Hamilton Acads,
8T. MIRREN v, Cowdenbeath.

B. F.—No. 1,204.~March 27th, 1926.
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A thrilling long complete story of the Grand National!

The ist Chapter.
A Disastrous Race.
“'j 7‘ 0OU ought to win by a street,
Clem .

Roy Carlisle was quite emphatic
as he addressed the words to lhis brother
Clement, as the two of them sfood near the
paddack: at Bogside.

There was a one-day meeting at the race-
course in Ayrshire, and Clem Carlisle was
due to ride Magie Circle, his own horse, in
the Ayrshire *Chase, the chief event of the
afternoon.

As Roy had implied, Clem should find
small difficulty’ in winning the big race of
the little Scottish meefing, for Magic Cirele
was by far and away the best class horse
entered in the Ayrshire ’Chase. And if
Clem had any pretensions, as indeed he had,
of pulling off the greatest ambition of his
young life, then he must certainly win with
Magic Cirele, for.it was in that horse that
lie: was pinning his faith to achieve the

. greatest honour that anyone can gain in

steeplechasing the wide world over—victory
in the Grand National.

Not only did Clem cast longing eyes upon
{he great prize attached to the winning of
the Grand National, but to him, as well as
to his younger brother Roy, there was
something more—something even more
valuable to be gained if he could only win
the big Aintree event.

Some twelve months ago, Roy and Clem,
who had never really kmown a mother's
love, for Mrs. Carlisle had died ‘when they
were tiny mites, had lost their father. It
was a bitter blow fo the brothers, for John
Carlisle had been everything a father could
be. And it was he who, mich to the satis-
faction of Roy and Clem, had taken them
in hand when ,they had left school and
had taught them everything that there
was to learn aboulb a racing-stable; hew to
run one with the utmost measure of

success, and all the tricks which go to

make an efficient rider over the “sticks.”
For racing was in the blood of the Carlisles,
and Roy and Clem were already wrapped up
in it, as had been the case of their
ancestors before them. Every member of
the Garlisle family had been born in the
saddle, so to speak, and their name ranked
Ligh in steeplechasing circles.

The Carlisles had always been extremely
successful in racing. They had won every
big race that was worth winning save for

the Grand Nafional, and the big Aintree.

event eluded them like a shadow; it was, in
fact, their bogey race. So far as the
National was concerned, the luck of the
Carlisles had not held:

John Carlisle had possessed high hopes

that he wonlitl change the family’s fortune’

in the Grand National, but now he was
dead, and it was left to Roy and Clem fo
carry on with the fask. For the brothers,
young as they were—Roy was just sixteen,
whilst " Clem was two years older—now
owned the Nest and the extensive stabling
accommodation adjoining it which had been
their father's property and lis ancestors'
beforo him.

When John Carlisle’s will had been read,
Roy and Clem found that the Nest and the
stables had been left to them, providing
that they carried on as their father had
done, training and running: his own race-
horses. For the Carlisles had never yet

B. F.—Na. 1,284.—March 27th, 1826,

trained a horse that did not belong to them-
selves. Further, the brothers found thaf
Carlisle senior’s horses, which numbered
exactly a score, were divided between them
—the thoroughbreds which, at the time of
his death occupied boxes Nos. 1 to 10, went
to Roy, whilst those in Nos. 11 to 20 became
Clem’s property. And then in a codicil fo
the will Roy and Clem had found, to their
astonishment, that a family heirloom, in the
shape of a handsome gold chalice, was to
become the property of the Carlisle who
first won the Grand National. This chalice,
it appeared, had been specially made many
years ago by a certain Simon Carlisle who
had owned a horse which it was thought
stood a chance second fo none of winning
the Grand Nationzl. But Simon Carlisle’s
Liopes had been dashed to the ground, and
he had had the chalice made to go to the
Carlisle coming after him who won where he
had failed. ;

As yebt the trophy had mot passéd into
the hands of the Carlisles, for until it was
won it was held by the family solicitor.

Small wonder then that both Roy and
Clem were keen to pull off the big Aintree
event where others of the Carlisles had
failed. )

Since taking over the Nest and the adjoin-
ing stables, the brothers had met with a
surprising measure of success in the little
time they had been racing, aud people were
beginning to look upon them with great
admiration, and to discuss the luck of the
Carlisles which had descended upon them.
And, in addition, racing folk discussed the
possibilities, that they held of breaking the
family bogey—the ill-luck attending the
Carlisles’ efforts in the Grand National.

There was mno doubt that tlie Nest
harboured some excellent thoronghbreds,
and whilst Clem relied upon Magic Cirele
in the brothers’ first venture in the Grand
National, Roy lad two animals entered in

- the race; Ne}ftnne and First Time.

Roy and Clem were the hest of pals and
helped one another where they could, and
they were generally liked by their stable-
hands, the majority of whom had served
under their father. " Each had his own little
band of employees, and whilst Roy had
taken over Larry Laird as his head lad,
Clem had imported a new man to look after
his affairs. And though Jake Jennings
had only taken over his duties as Clem’s
head lad a week ago he was already un-

popular with everyone else in the stable,

although this was not known by either of
the brothers.

The stable’s opinion about the chances
held by their candidates in the Grand
National varied. Some believed that Roy’s
Nepiune was a better horse than Clem’s
Magic Circle, some thought fhe other way
about, whilst it was agreed on all sides that,
despite his name, First Time was outelassed
by every other animal entered for the big
classic of the jumping season. And such
was the opinion of Roy. Although the
youngster had not scratched First Time
from the race, he had almost come to a
decision not to run the horse—to rely solely
upon Neptune.

Neither of Roy’s horses had seen a race-
course for some time; but Clem was 3
believer that practice makes perfeet, and so
hie had decided that Magic Circle should
meet his engagement in the big race of the
Ayrshire meeting, And, like his brother

"Chase,

Roy, who had accompanied him North to see
how Magic Circle shaped in the Ayrshire
lem believed that he ocught to win
the event easily.

“If the Inck of the Carlisles holds, Roy,
then T shall certainly win it comfortably,”
said Clem, with a smile, as he took his
brother’s hand affectionately and squeezed
it. “I’'m not one to boast or brag, but
Magic Circle’s a good horse and the best in
the race. Still, old boy, I'm a little
doubtful whether he’s as good as your
Neptune for the National. But there, what
does it matter so long as one of us pulls off
that race? The odds are against us doing
that, of course, but—gee !'—wouldn’t it be
2 feather in our caps if we did. And that
gold chalice—— But it's no good talking
about it. Wait till Ainiree, and we’ll try
our hardest. It'll be almost like a sporting
confest—a match befween you and 1.”

“It will,” returned Roy, with enthusiasm.
“Oh, how I wish the day of the National
would hurry up and come round! I feel I
can’t stand the suspense much longer.”

It was then time for Clem to see to the
saddling of Magie Cirele in readiness for the
Ayrshire *Chase, which was the next race on
the card. As his brother moved off Roy
shof an encouraging word after him, then
turned and leisurely wended his way
towards the members’ enclosure, from which
point of vantage he intended to watch the
big race. He had hardly taken up his
stand at the back of the structure with
Lavrry Laird, his head lad, who had accom-
panied the brothers to the Scottish meeting,
when from the paddock the ten horses com-
peting in the Ayrshire 'Chase made their
appearance.

On 21l sides the layers were now doing 2
brisk business on the race. Magic Circle, as
befits a National candidate, was a firm
favourite, two to onc against his chance
being the best price obtainable about him.

All eyes were riveted on the lorses as they
got info line at the starting-post.

“They're off "

The ery suddenly welled up as the splen-
did thoroughbreds were seen to get away to
a perfect start. The first jump safely
negotiated, it was noticed that Starry Night
showed the way, followed closely by Kemp-
shott and Magie Circle. The others were
lying handy, almost in a bunch, three
lengths behind the leaders.

And then came the first big thrill of the

race.

At the third obstacle, which was a hedge
four foot six inches high with a rail on the
take-off side and a ditch on the other four
foot wide, Starry Night pecked badly on
landing and slithered to his knees. Like
lightning and with great skill, Sam Mellor,
his jockey, had the animal righted, but
Kempshott, who had been hot on the leader’s
heels, in trying to aveid him, slipped up and
crashed to the ground, his rider shooting
clear and tumbling into the ditch.

Away went Starry Night, but Magie
Cirele, clearing the jump with a magnificent
bound, was affer him in o twinkling.

“There’s only two in it !” roared a voice
in the stands when Starry Night and Magic
Circle had completed the first circnit.

And the man was right, for the other
eight competitors were down, and it was
left to Starry Night and the favourite to
fight out the issue.

Oyer one fence and tlien another they

went, And then Sam Mellor, firmly con-
vinced that he had the race safe in hand,
lhad the surprise of his life. He caught
a sudden glimpse of Magic Circle drawing
up level with him.

“Confound him!" muttered the jockey
between eclenched teeth. And out came his
whip on the instant.

Now, Sam Mellor was a jockey who took
defeat in a very bad spirit, especially if it
were sustained at the hands of a rider of
the younger school. He did not trouble to
reflect that he could neot hope to win every
race he rode in. His only thought when
in the saddle was that he would win at
any cost if it were humanly possible. - In his
long career he had indulged in many doubt-
ful tacties on the racecourse, but so clever
was he in the way he set about things
that, although he had often been suspected
of foul riding, as yet nothing had been
proved against him, and ‘he went un-
punished as a consequence.

And now with the knowledge that in all
probability he had met his match in this
slip of a lad who rode Magic Cirele, all
that was bad in the older jockey surged to
the surface,

He touched up his mount with a vicious
cut of the whip, and for 2 moment it drew
away from the challenging Magic Circle.
But not for long. Clem Carlisle was riding
a clever race, and up to this point lie had
been nursing his animal.

As they cleared yet another obstacle Clem
came with a dash, thundering along the
rails which here divided the racecourse from
the River Irvine that flowed alongside.

Up, up dashed Magic Circle, his heels

beating a ropid tzftoo on the hard ground.
And as Sam Mellor caught sight of the
scarlet-and-black jacket and white cap of
Clem Carlisle beside him he swas at last
forced to realise that he was beaten,
unless——
The raseally plan which had come to bhim
a few seconds ago flashed into his heaa
again. There was only one way of malking
sure that lie was not beaten, and that was
by deliberately fouling Magic Circle. But
1o sooner had he decided to act upon his
scheme than for the moment the chance was
lost to him. They went round the fturn
bearing away from the river, and Sam
Mellor, trembling lest the ogportuuitj‘ of
balking the favourite should be lost to
him, used all the skill he knew to hold
Magic Circle 'in check.

Around the course all was tense excite-
ment. The bookmakers were even now
laying against the two horses’ chances, for
there was still another circuit of the course
t» be made, It was three to one on Magic
Circle, and there were plenty of takers.

In one part of the members’ enclosure
Roy Carlisle and Larry Laird were follow-
ing the race intently, their glasses seeming
to be glued to their eyes. On the other
side of the structure Mark Martin, the
owner of Starry Night, was as eagerly
watching the two thoroughbreds as they
thundered on and on, eclearing first one
jump and then another in masterly style.

“Confound the beastly luck!” muttered
Martin suddenly. And he lowered his
glasses. *Starry Night's beaten! ;

And he certainly seemed right, for,
having cleared the water jump with a fine
leap, Magic Circle suddenly drew out from
Starry Night. !

*“It’'s Magic Cirele’s race for a cert!”
yelled a layer hoarsely. “A thousand ta
one bar one!”

There was a roar of langhter from those
who were within hearing of the bookmaker.
Most of the great crowd were on the
favourite, and they were now on good terms
with themselves, for it secemed likely that
Magic Cirele, barring a fall, would winr'{:ly
a distance. In another two hundred ":';
he was out by himself, fifteen lengt
the van.

But then the thing happened which made
those who had supported Clem Carlisle’s
horse gasp in sheer dismay. Magic Circle
refused at the jump before the stands!

“Get him going, boy!” came in a sudden
hoarse roar on hoth sides of the rails,
“Get him going !

A look of consternation crossed Roy Car-
lisle’s face at sight of Magic Circle pulling
up at the jomp. Never before bhad ke
known Clem’s National candidate to refuse,
and he was quite at a loss to understand the
Teasonm. <3

“Good heavens!” he gasped.

“What's wrong with him, Master Roy="
asked Larry Laird in amazed tones. “Why,
in the name of all that's wonderful has he
pulled up like this? It's inexplicable!”

For & moment Roy was unable to answer
him, so taken aback was he.

Clem’s National candidate refusing! If
he was poing to develop that habit, then
Clem would not stand an earthly chance at
Ainfree.

“T can’t understand it at all, Larry,” he

5
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sepliedd at last. “Why, lic’s never shown
thie— AL

A gasp of relicf escaped him as Clem,

lmving tiurned Magie Cirele and retreated a

few paces, put lis mount st the obstacle
agail.

This time the lavourite made no mistake,
e went, over the jump like a panther. But
us he did so Starry Night came thundering
up, Sum Mellor belabouring his mount with
the whip,

The race had agein developed inte a
sirngele botween the two thorouzhbreds left
i the "chase, for in the brief space of time
which Clem had unfortunately lost, Sam
Mellor had drawn up level,

Amidst thunderons eheers that threatened
o+ veud the skies, Magic Circle and Staryy
Nicht flashed pust the stonds aund thadded
into the =tretel of the course whicl rau
alongside the river.

On and on they went, neck and neck, with
Ul keeping his mount close lu the rails.
Aud then, as the two animals tore dewn on
tlie jump which loomed abesd, Sam Mellor
contrived ftu swihe in Starey Night to
witliin & feob of s rival.

“My lieavens!” roared an alarmed voice
suddenly.  “They’ll be through the rails
auel in 1l viver if they don’t fouk out!”

Lverybody in the stuuds sprang to their
feet on the instont and stared in horror
down the course. It was to see Mugie Circle
and Starry Night collide with each other
as they Jesped at the jump. The mnext
moment the favourite stagrered under the
impact of the collision, sud, toppling side-
ways, nurrowly missed being impaled on the
obstaele. Iuto the rails whick lerc were
almost aotten with age, ihe splendid
thoroaghibred erasiied. ‘There was a rend-
inr of wood, and nest sccond Magic Circle
tumbled. into tle viver with & mighty
splagh, throwing lis young jockey clear of
{he saddle. And, unable to do anything to
reeover liis  onimal, ihe rageally Sam
Mellor felt lis mount hurtling fowards tle
river zlso, and the next instant he, too,
sptushied info the water, wilh Starsy Night
uder hini,

The 2nd Chapter.
1ll-Luck Befalls tho Carlisles.
i EAVENS above!  They'll
drowned

Roy Carlisle gasped the words
as, white-Taced, he stood staring from the
nembers’ euclosure to where Magic Cirely
and Starry Night and their jockeys Lad dis-
appeared beneath the waters of tlie River
{rvine. 'Then, as thie sudden sliock of the
catastroplie, whicl seemed for the moment
{0 Linve riveted him fo wherd Le stood swept
from bim, he dashed down the steps of the
stand, vaulted the barricade ul the fool,
and rvaced along the course.

On all sides excited racegoers were con-
verging on the spot where the disaster hiad
oceurred. Bookniakers and their assistants
lad left their stands unattended; tipsters
had forgotten the job on hand, steble-lads
and trainers, and even the officials of the
mecting, were sll Tunning towards the
soene, and an ambulance, quickly sum-
moned, was finding its way barred by the
surging crowds. .

“Stand back therc”

Half a dozen burly policemen wore
styiving yaliantly to keep the mob away
from the broken rails alongside the river.
And so great was the crush thab more than
once it scemed that dlie plucky eofficers
would be: swept into the flood. 3

“ Lot mo poass, plense! Let me passi™

Roy (.‘.-nrr;slu come frantically elhowing
his way through the throng, and, panting
breathlessly, lie gained the rails. When, as
he gazed at the river, ho gave a’zasp of
relief, for. apparently unhurt, both Clem
and Sam Mellor were swimming towards the
hank, and were even thew only some fow
foel from it.

“Here you are ! called a policemait, And,
siroti:hin:z out @ hend, he helped Clem
Corlisle trom Ahe water, whilst o sccond
coustible did the seme service for Ham
Meilor.

= Eravo ” .

A mighty rvoar whicl told of relief went
up as it was seen fhat the joekeys were
safe. Thon the erowd fmrmed its atfention
to the viver again, where Starey Night was

he

gt il woement serambling asliore on the
opposile  Dbunk. Tt Magic Cirele  was
ovidently in tronble, fer tle splendid

sreature. wis swimminge aboul, scemingly
terror-stricken, in the contre of the river.

“The horse con'b geb out; Master Roy!™
exclaimed Laryy Laird, who liad followed
master from the members’
enclosure. “Wlhat can we do to help him ?*

Roy, who had been wafching the ambu-
lance-men. attending fo his brother, swung
;maud on his hiead lad, He, oo, was al a
vis,

“I hardly Luow 2

He hroke off as a roughly-diessed man
pushed his way forward and clutched his
arng.

“(Get me va rtope, youngster, aud T'Il
soon have him out of there!” the fellow
exelaimed. “I'll lasso him "

Roy looked at the man blagkly. He did
not believe that anyone could possibly be
able to throw a rope from the bank and
ot it round Mngic Circle’s neck; that
feat, the youngster' knew, ocould only Le
accomplishod by an expert with the lariat,
* “But—" be began.

“Get me a ropel” intorrupted the other
impatiently. “I can manage it; I've had
experience en the ronches 1 the States.”

That did it, Roy kuew well enough that
liere was the only man who could get Magie
Cirele out of the walor without delay.
There was uo boat on the river for
miles, and to suwmon oue would mean too
wuch deloy. In the time one was fetched
Magic Circle might take great harm from
being submerged in the water on that
bitterly cold day. And Roy was auxious that
his brother’s horse should suffer no harm, for
be knew what o bitter disappointment it
wonld be to Clem if the thoroughbred was
not fit te take his chance in the forth-
coming Grand National.

“Lurey ¥ exclaimed the youngster sud.
denly. “Get o rope from somewhere,
quick i

The head lad was away like a shof.

As Roy turned to see how biy brother
was faring, Clem, who was looking very
wet and bedraggled as he stood between
the two ambulauce-men, suddenly turned as
white as ashes and fell bpek in the arms
that supported him.

With o cry of alarm Roy sprang ferward
as the ambulanee-men geutly lowered bhis

brother to the ground.” Next iostant be
was upon his knees bending anxiousiy
over Clem's stili form.

“He's unconscious, sir,” announced one
of the ambulance-men, “Suffering from
shock, I think.
along to the Tocal hospital immediately.”

He and his compunion ot once sprang
to the imotor-ambulance, dragged out a
stretelier and placed it on the ground,
Then, almost before Roy could realise what
wus hoppening, his brother had been gently

ub upon the siretcher, and it was lifted
tnside the von, The next instant, to the
sonnd of its tinkling bell, the motor-
ambulnnee was threading its way through
the gaping, sympathetic crowd which
watched ity departure in silence.

_No sooner was it gone than Loarry Laird
vame buck with a stout length of rope and
hianded it fo the roughlv-dressed man, wlo
stood regarding Magic Circle as the
splendid  thoroughbred still  struggled
piteously in mid-stream.

By this time Sam Mellor had dis-
appearcd. Evidently the rascally jockey
had taken no harm from his tumble, and
had gone to the changing-room to seck dy
clothes. On the opposite bank of the
river a stable-lad, having secured Starry
Night, was leading him away.

“Hurry up, my man!” said Roy Carlisle,
impatiently addressing the stranger, whoe

:l.' '?/:-

Sam Mellor felt his mount hurtling towards the river also, and the next instant

We hed better get him’

was makiog’'a running noose in the rope.
j{.oiy wps auxious for his brother now as
well as for the salety of Clem's horse. He
was in a hurry to get away und inguire
ihul}l!- his brother’s condition. “T'm afraid

e'll—"

“All right, youngster!” cut in the other.
“Leave it to me. Mike O'Dowell will seo
you fthrough.”

With thot he began whirling the rope
around his lend, and the gaping crowd
sturged back to give Lim room.

Whiz!

The lssso suddenly went snpking its
way across the river straight for the sleck
head of Magic Cirele, e ns a die it
dropped about the racer’s meck, and was
drawn steadily together.

With anxious cyes Roy watehed Mike
0'Dowell as he geutly pulled on the rope,
for the soungster feared that the fellow
might injure the animal—might even
strungle it. But Roy's fears were ill-
founded, for Mike, jerking curefully upon
the lasso, grodually urged Magic Circle
towards him till at last, reaching the bank,
the theroughbred gave a sudden leap and
sprang ashore.

“Quick. Lurry!” exclaimed Roy, us Mike
O’Dowell took the lasso from sbout Magic
Cirele’s neck, “Get him sway and do bim
down. And you might get the vet fo look
at him.”

On the instant Larry Laird vaulted over
Magie Circle's back, and, as the crowd
hegan to stream sway, he rode off,

Witly care-lined fuce Roy turned round
on Mike O'Dowell. As le did so he caught
sight of the number-bourd near the grand
stuud. = On it there pow appeared the
words *No Race,” indicating that, as no
liorse had completed -the course, no result
had been arrived at in the Ayrshire 'Chase.
A wry swile twisted the youngster's lips
for an iustant, then his gozo fell on Mike
0'Dowell, Pulling out his pocket-wallet,
Roy extracted two one-ponud notes, which
he slipped into the fellow’s ready hand.

“Thanks for your help, my man!” he
said; and before Mike O'Dowell could open
liis mouth to make v suitable reply ke was
burrying away.

As e made Lis way towards the paddock
Roy rav inte the clerk of the course, who
informed him that it was the stewards’
wislht that Te should attend the inguiry
into the accident which lind befallen Magic
Circle and Starcy Night. ‘This Roy did,
but not before he had received resssuring
news from the hospital comcerning |his
brother.
members’-room, st the back of the grand
stand, and, using the telephone there, he

‘rang up the hespital. From the surgeon in

chiarge Roy learned that whilst Clem was
in no grave danger, and had already re-
gained consciousuess, it would be necessary
that he should take things easy for
a while. He was suficring from shock as
a result of his tumble and - the sudden
immersion in the icy water of the River
Trvine, and, as a counsequence, e was a
little lightheaded. Further, the louse-

surgeon informed oy that Clem could be
moved on the morrow, and the youusmster

Starry Night under him!

The youngster procéeded to the

said that e would make arrangements to
take him liome next day.

Feeling somewhat cheered after his con-
versation with the doctor, Roy made his
way to the stewards’” room for the inguiry.
Onee again Sam Mellor's luck held. His
cleverness  pulled Thim  through  the
stewards' rigid-inguiry, and he was dis-
missed with nothing more than a severe
reprimand apd a caution to be careful as
to his future riding.

Roy took little mnterest in fhe affaiv. On
no aeccount did ho suspeet Sam Mellor of
deliberately fouling his brother in the Ayr-
shire 'Chase. Te amswered the stewards’
questions politely if a litile impatiently,
and waos glad when the inguiry came to
an end.

As he came oul of the stewards' room,
Roy's thoughts instantly went {o hie
brother lying in hospital. Poor old Clem!
Supposing ke were much worse than the
hospital’ surgeon had ied him to believe?
Roy croaned al the thonght. He must see
him immediately—after he had scen Larry
Laird and given him iustructions as to
returning to the Nest with Magic Circle.
Roy quickened his pace sud went in search

of his head lad.
mind. The hope that Iie or ‘Clem wonld
finish first in the great classie 6f the jump-
vanished.
His one thouglt was for his brother—for
the bedside of his brother.
The 3rd Chaptar.
(1]
I your own business, kid " >
With a strange lock in his eyes,
round sharply on his young brother in a
woy which suggested lie would strike him.
the Nest.
“Bui, Clemi——" he beguy anxiously.
!ll
I'll kick you ont!"
* But——"
them at all.  If I can’t attend to them
wyself, Juke Jemnings caa, He's piy man,
taken auy harm from that accident at
the Bogside meeting I should have held
thought he would crock up so badly that
he'd have to be scratched from the Grand
off that family heirleom, but 'l tell you
youw've mot! I'm going to—

All thought of the forthcoming rave for

the Grand National had gone from his

ing seasen, and so bresk the ill-luck which

had dogged tle Corlisles so long—all had

Clem, who lhad always been his best pal.

Nothing eclse matternd. His duty was at
. Troubls in the Stables-

T'LL pay you betfer if you mind
and fists clenched, Clem Carlisle swung
Roy. in groat alarm, Dacked round the
table of the well-appointed draving-room of

“Shut up, you little tool, and get out
cried his brother augrily. “If you don’t

“ Buough! T don’t want you inferfering
wilh my horses! You' ncedn’t worry about
aud las Lis iustructions: from me! And
let me tell vou this—if Magic Circle had
vou respousible! Faney letting him hang
in the river all that time: I sup you
National, and that you would then have a
clear field. You think yot're going to pull

But Roy wss gone—he had lieard cunough.
(Continued overleaf.)

he, too, splashed into the water with
B. I'\—No: 1,284.—March 27th, 1826.
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younger Carlisle.

In his wild ravings, Clém had pot realised
that his brother had elipped from- the
TOGHL.

' These days were trying omes fo the
He went about hardly
knowing what he was doing—went about
almost in fear of lus brother Clem. For
Clem, upon returniug to -the Nest the day
after he lad met with lis accident in
the Ayrshire 'Chase, had suddenly turned
upon iis brother and accused him of plot-
ting to ruin his chance in the Grand
National by attempting to get at ‘his
borse, Magie Circle.

Instantly realising that Clem's mind
must be semewhat unbalanced as a result
of tlhie shock which lhe had sustained, Roy
had refrained from answering lis brother’s
wild accusation and hud immediately called
in the local doctor. Dr. Seaforth, in spite
of Clem’s protests, had examined him, and
had confirmed the statement of the hospital
sutgeon at Bogside that Clem's mind was
aifected throngh his tumble. Further, Dr.
Seaforth had reassured Roy that there was
nothing else wrong with his brother; his
general liealih was good, and it was quite
likely that he would get over lhis irouble
as gquickly as it hiad come to him. Noj the
doctor was sure Clem would not get worse,
and be compelled to be put under restraint.
As o matter of fact, he thought that it
would be better if Clem carried on in the
normal way; there was just a possibility
that his mind might clear if it was Lept
fully occupied witht liis racchorses.

Roy's mind was much relieved by that
visit of Dr. Seaforth’s, but now—— He
felt distressed that Clem shounld threaten
him and hurl spch unpleasant remarks at
his head. The younger Carlisle wonld have

deone anything for Clem, as €lem would

have done anything for him in the old days.
But that seemmed impossible now. Roy was
at last foreed to reaiise the necessity for
keeping out of his brother’s way as much as
possible.

He had gouwe to Clem to speak to him
abont the Grand Notional, now only a few
days distant—to ask him fo allow him to see
to Magic Cirvele’s fingl preparations for the
big race. Tt had been an act of sheer good-
will, for Rov did uot want his Dbrother’s
chance af Aintree affected in any way; he
wislied liim, if it were possible, to staud as
mucl chance as e himsel? in the coming
struegle for the family heirloom. And
Clem had told lim to “mind his own
business.” y

Roy shrogged his shoulders as he passed
through the frout door of the Nest. How
was it going fo end? he wondered. 1In spite
of the doctor's hearfening words he feared
that Clem was going to crock np altogether.
And his fears were greatly ndded fo by the
Enowledee that Clem had informed him a
day or so ago, when he had pleaded with
him, that nothiug would stop him riding
Magic Circle in the Grand National. What
if :.Clem fell during the great steeplechase?
He micht be killed, for in his present state
Roy did not think lim strong enough to
handic 3 horse in so stiff » race—a race
that fests the muscle and brain of the crack
jockeys of the doy almost to breaking point.

As, with a rviot of thoughts tormenting
his brain, Roy made his way down a path

towards a gate which gave acress fo the

stable-yard, he cauglht tho sound of voices.
They were raised, and it seemed to him as
thousl there was a quarrel going on in the
direction of tlie loose-hoxes which housed
his and his brother's racers. As he passed
into the vard, Roy distinetly recogmised the
voices of Larry Laird and Jake Jenuings,
and saw tlem stauding before the loose-box
of. Neptune, his own championr steeple-
chaser. -

“1 tell you it’s none of your business ‘to
mess about with Master Roy's horses,” Roy
heard Larry Luird say.

“T'1l do as I please, you confounded up-
start ? ecome the angry reply of Jake
Jennings. “ Besides, I haven't scen Nepiuue
since I came fo thesesinbles, and I waut to
see your young master's National horse.”

As Roy came up Jake Jennings pushed

roughly past his lead lad and’ made to

siving open the doors of Nepiune's loose-
box. . With o quick spring, Larry Laird
clutched<Jake Jennings® shonlder and swung
him back. . > -

“No, you don't!” snapped Larry. “Mark
you, I mesn what 1 say, and—"

“Tet. me gol” shricked Jake, his face
erimson with Tage: “T am going to see the
brute if 1 jolly well want to!”

Tarry Laird’s lips set in a grim, straight
line.

“You're not,” he said firmly, “If yon try
I'll— Ow !’

With a sudden savage ejaculation Jake
Jennings elenelied his fist and crashed it full
into the head lad’s face. Larry Laird re-
leased his hold npon the rascal’s shoulder,
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Jake Jennings came hurtling down like a stone from a catapult; and
landed in the horse~trough below.

staggered back, and went crashing on his
back on the cobblestones of the yard.
“You'll stop me, will yon?” howled the

“ineensed Jake Jennings. “I'lIl——

He taised his foot and was about to Lick
e prostrate head jad when, with a exy of
indignation, Roy Carlisle leaped forward
and, grasping Jake Jennings by the seruff
of the neck; hauled him away.

“You brute!” cried the youngster
furiously. “You out-and-ont rotter! I've
a good mind to call the lads and get them
to duck you in the horse-trough !”

Roy was well-built and strong for his age,
He had been oue of the best fighting men at
St. Cuthbert's Schocl, and he found little
difficulty in retaining his grasp upon his
brother’s rascally head lad.

Jake Jennings’ cyes blazed dangerously as
he suddenly swnng round in Roy’s powerful
grip and faced him.

“What are you playing at?” he suarled.
“You have no right to interfere with me!
You ain’t my boss that I knows of, and——"

Roy, slow as a rule lo be roused to asnger,
was by this time fast losing his temper.

“Stop ib,” he said, and shook Jake like a
terrier shakes a rat until his feeth rattled.

It was then that Larry Taird, his nose
streaming crimson, stagacred to his. fect.
Dazed from the treacherous blow Jake had
landed him, he stood looking on in hewilder-
ment as Roy and the raseally head lad faced
each other seething with rage. L

“Let me go. confound you !” howled Jake,
almost foaming at the mouth in his anger.

“Not before you've apologised to Laird
for strikiug him,” said Roy grimly.

Jake struggled furionsly fo set himself
free from'the youngster’s grasp of iron.

“TLet me go I” he roared.

“Will you apologise then?” demanded
Roy.

“’Nu. hang you 1"

“Then T'l1l duck you in the horse-trough

till you do.”
*- The'din going on in the stable-yard. had
by now attracted the attention of 1he stable-
lads, aund they came . crowding upon: the
seene.  With wide-apen mouths they stood
watehing as Roy began to haul Joke Jen-
nings towards the horse-trongh which stood
close to the blank wall nest to Magic
Circle's loose-box.

“Now, you skunk!” said Roy angrily.
“You going to—"

He gob no further. With o sudden twist
Jake wrenched limself ‘free and, aiming a
savage kick at the youngster's shins, he
darted up the stairs which ran between the
wall where stood:the horse-trough and the
stall -of Wheateroft. to the stable-lads’
quarters above, £ :

S

oy clutched at his shin where Jake's
vicious® kick lad lauded. But the mnext
moment, uttering a cry of rage, he sprang
up the stairs after the rascally head lad. It
was Roy’s intention to fake 1t out of Jake
for that act of treachery.

All was excitement in the stable-yard now,
The lads had gathered around Larry Laird
demanding to kuow what liad happened.
They guessed that it was Jake Jennings who
was responsible for the head lad's damaged
face, and as a conscquence they were hot
with indignation,

“What the dickens is it all about,
Larry?” asked Victor Watson, the head
lad's great pal. “And why——"

It was af thot moment fhat a ery from
one of the stable-lads drew their attontion
to the loft immediately above the horse-
trough.

“Look! They're going it!"

Aud sure enough up in the lofft Roy and
Jauke Jennings were struggling furiously,
with their arms wound tightly about cach
other's waists.

Suddenly the pair lost {heir foofing,
crashed to the floor, and were lost to sight
of the watchers below.

“Great Scott, they'll Le out in.a mo-

ment " exclaimed Vie Watson suddenly.

Still fighting fiercely, Roy and Jake volled
into sight again. There was a door to the
loft in which the two strugeled, but it was
now wide open. It was the custom of the
stable-lads to throw the hay for the horses
into the yard from the loft itseli, and it
was a strict rule of the brothers that the
door shouid be closed divectly the place
was finished with. Evideniily some thought-
less _youngster had left it unfastened when
last e had been in the loft.

‘Thrilling with excitement and warvelling
at Roy’'s pluck, the stable-liands watched as

‘the younger Carliste and Jake Jennings,

pommelling each othier, rolled over and over
and came to the very edge the eight foot
drop to.the stable-yard below.

“Go it, yo cripples 1” yelled Bobby Brown,
the youngest of the stable-lads, dancing
i delight. “Ten fo one on Roy 1"

“Ha, ha, lia:!"”

There ‘was a roar of laughter from. the
crowd in the yard. But the next moment it
ceased abruptly as Jake Jennings, releasing
his hold on Roy as he received a blow in the
solar-plexus; came tumbling out of the loft.

Splash ! y

He came hurtling down like a stone from
a catapult, and landed in the horse-trough
below, sousing water on all sides, and
drenching the stable-Jads who stood about
1.

“Ha, ha, ha ! :

Wet though they were, the boys recked
with laughter as Jake Jennings,  looking
like a drowned rat, scrambled out of {be
liorse-trough and glared at the grinning
faces around him with deadly hatred.

Up in the loft Roy haid by this time re-
eained his feet, and, fearmg that Jake
Jenuings might be hurt as a result of bis
tumble, lie now came running into the yard.
As he did so, his brother Clement came push-
ing a way throngh the excited stable-lads,
and, with grim set face and eyes blazing,
confronfed him.

“You little bullying raseal!” howled
Clem, tightening his grip on the whip he
carried. *1 had an idea you were going to
meddle with my affairs, so T followed you
o the yard. And {rom the gate I witnessed
you figliting my lhead lad. You might have
killed him, flingine him from the loft like
you did !"

It was evident to all, as well as {0 Roy.
that Clem did not realise what he was talk-
ing about. The stable-lads werc aware of
the fact that the elder Carlisle’s mind was
somewhat unhinged since his spill in the
Ayrshire ‘Chasc at Bogside, and, in conse-
quence, they made every allowance for him.
And not wishing to overhear a heated argu-
ment between the two brothers, they now
discreetly moved off with the exception of
Joke Jennings. He stood a little distance
away, red with wrath, and breathing ven-
geance upon the youngster who had handled
him so roughly.

“But Jenniugs was interfering with mny
liorses, and he struck Larry Laird, Clem.”
said Roy, somewhat nettled by Lis brother's
sudden outburst.

Clem Carlisle burst info a bitter laugh.

“T like that!” he scoffed. *“You vom-
plaining about soméone interfering with
your horses when you are meddling witlh
mine. 1 tell you I won't have it! And if
I catch you laying a finger on Jennings
again, I'fl larrup you!"”

“Bub Clem——" hegan Roy.

“Shut upl”’ interrupted his brother
barshly. *“I don’t want to hear your ex-
cuses. Another word, and I'll lay my whip
about you now."

“But— Ow 7

Like a flash, Clem Carlisle swung up hie
whip and brought it down viciously .across
his brother’s shoulders. With a little a1y
of pain Roy recoiled under the lash. But,
next instant, his faee crimsoning with rage,
he leaped forward, and, grasping the whip
in his brother’s hand, be wrenched it away
with a lightning movement, It seemed, for
a moment, as if the younger Carlisle wonld
retaliate and lay the weapon aboub Clem’s
back, for, as it eame away in his hand, Roy
swung it up in busiressiike {ashion. But
evidentiy thinking better of the matter, lie
suddenly lowered his arm, tossed the whip
into the horse-trough, and, without so much
as -another look at Clem and the raseally
Jake Jennings, he strode quickly away.
making in the direction of the gate which
led into the grounds of the Nest,

As he went, Roy's heart was beatiug pain-
fully. He realised ouly too well that it
was his duty o stand by his Drother in his
trouble, but Clem had made that utterly
impossible now. Whatever he did or said,
Clem found fault with him—if was unbear-
able. And now he hiad been humilinted in
the presence of Juke Jenuings, a stable
hand., He had been struck with a whip and
had taken it lying down because he knew
that lis brother, in his present condifion,
was not responsible for his actions. Bui it
was the last straw. After all, Roy was only
human, and, #s a consegquence, he could
stand Clem’s threats no longer. And, in the
hope of evading further troubie with his
brother, he decided there and fhen to aveid
Jtim altogether in the future. It was a
sickening thought, but the younger Carlisle
could see no' other way out of the difficulty.

The 4th Chaptor,
Against His Brother !

AP!
I Clem Carlisle started to his feet as
the sound fell upon his ears; and
locked about him wildly. -

It was some hours since his guarrel with
his' Urother in the stable yard; in fact, the
evening was now well advanced.

He had been sealed in the depibs of a
luxurious saddlebag armchair in the druw-
ing-room of the Nest, gazing surlily into
the glowing embors of the fire, when he was
disturbed by a faint tap which eame from
lie knew not where. : -

He was alone in the Nest, 'although lie
did not know it, for both Boy and Mrs.
Stiggs, who kept house for the brothers,
were onut. '

Outside the rising moon was casting a
faint glow over the couniryside, and as
Clem stood irresolute, mot another’ sound
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reached Lim. All seemed guict as the
grave.

Tle was about to drop into his chair again
thinking that he was imagining things,
when——

Tap !

The sound. was repeated, snd, with an
involuntary start, Clem swung round. As,
wide-eyed, le looked towards ilie fremch
windows he made out a faint shadow upon
them. With fast-beating heart, he moved
noiselessly across the room and drew back
the fiimsy curtains whicli covered the win-
dows. Who was on the other side he did
not know: but, in spite of his nervous de-
meanaour, hie did not hesitate one momeut to
discover who it was. He drew back the
tustenings and swung the windows wide.
In the light streaming from the room he
recognized his visitor instantly.

“What do yoii want, Jennings®” de-
manded Clem curtly.

“A word in private with you, if you don’t
mind, Master Clement,” answered Jake,
touching his cap in feigned respect,

A lock of annoyance crossed the elder
Carlisle’s face, He resented being dis-
turbed in this faslion by his head lad.

“Well, it’ll have to keep till morning,
whatever it is, Jennings,” said Clem. “I'm
not in the mood to discuss auything tius
evening with anyone.”

“Buf it’s about your brother,” pursued
the head lad. * He's planning to spoil your
chance in the National, and—"

Willl a sharp ery Clem took a step for-
wird and grasped Jake’s shoulder in a grip
of iron. For a moment the crafty head lad
believed that lis young master resented his
words. The nest instant, however, he was
reassured.

“What's that?” exclaimed Clem, his eyes
glintine with a dangerous light. “You
know my brother intends to spoil my chance
in the National? Here, come inside snd
tell me what you know !"

With that he dragged Jake Jennings into
the room, and, after closing the french win-
dows and fastening them, hie crossed to the
fire and dropped into his seat. He motioned
Juke to sit opposite him.

There was a grin of triumph on the head
lad’s shifty face as he sank into the chair.
Jake had every reason to be well satisfied
with himself, for he had gained the' inter-
view he had sought.

Since the trouble in the stable yard he
Liad been seeking a way in which to ba re-
venged nponsRoy Carlisle. Aund the know-
ledge that Roy and Clem were at logger-
Jicads hid given him food for thonght. If
he could convinee Clem that Roy was ouf to
spoil his prospects in the National, perhaps
he could get the elder Carlisle to help him
in his schieme. -

That was how Jake looked at it. Im lis
present mood, the lead lad knew well
enougzh that Clem was ready to think almost
any evil of Roy; and was moreover likely
to fall in with any project he might sug-
west to pul paid fo his young brother’s
National hopes. And Juke Jemnings had
hie plan cut and dried.

“Well, what is it you
demanded Clem tersely.

Jake eyed him through marrowed Tlids
before he spoke. And in the cager look
Clem gave him he read that the youngster
was prepared, even as he had imagined, to
believe that s brother was working
agaiust him. .

know, Jennings?”

. o
“Your brother has arranged with Sam

Mellor, who was responsible for your tumble
in the Ayrshire 'Chase at Bogside, fo bump
you during the National,” said Jake, in
measured tones.  “And—"

“He has?” cried Clem, springing to his
feet. “Why, I'lI—-I'Il—"

Words failed him.  He stood, quivering
with rage, before his raseally head Iad, and
Jake Jennings had difficulty in suppressing
a triumphant grin.

Jake had heard how Clem had mefi with
liis aceident at Bogside, altbongh he wus
unaware that Sam Mellor had actually
fouled the youngster in the Ayrshire "Chase.
But he knew Sam Mellor o be capable of
indulging in doubtful tactics on the race-
course, and it was on this knowledge and
the fact that the jockey wounld be riding in
the National that he based lis cuoning
schieme to set Clem agaiust his brother.

*Yos, [ know that that is their infen-
“Your brother
thinks he’ll have a clear field if Sam Mellor
brings yon down. But, Master Clement,
don’'t. confront your brother with the
sharge. There’s a better way. Play him
at his own game. He wants to put Magic
Cirele out of the running: well, why not fix
it so that he will be unable to run Neptune?
Listen. I have a stunt that will do it a
treat!” :

For some little while Jake spoke in
whispers. He unravelled his rascally

scheme, and in his present condition it was
not ssurprising that Clem fell in with if.
There was no doubt that there was some-
thing radically wrong with Clem’s miud, or
otherwise he would never have dreamed of
believing Roy to be capable of anything so
underhand as Jake made out.

“It’s best to uct right away,” said Jake
suddenly. “Your brother's out; I heard
him tell Larry Laird that he wonld be
going to the station. this evening {o fix up

about the loose bex in which Neptune is

iravelling’ to Aintree. As a matter of fact,
1 waited until he came out for the chance
of seeing you in private. Do you know
where he keeps his keys?”

“Yes,” answered  Clem, lLis eyes glinfing
in his eagerness to carry out Jake's scheme.
“I'1) get: them at once. Here, slip outside
and wait for me in the yard.”

He crossed to the french windows, aud a
second later Jake Jennings had slipped out
into the grounds of the Nest.  Quickly
Clem fastened the windows behind him,
then, crossing the room, he switched off the
clectric light and went out into the
passage.

It did not take him long to reach the-
room in which Iloy did his business, and.
taking the keys to his brother’s loose bozes
off the nail lie burried dowustairs and out
of the house.

There were two sets of keys to the boxes
housing Roy's racers; one set the youngster
kept himself, while tlie other was in the

ossession of Larry Laird, his head lad.
lem believed that after Le and Jake had
carried out their cunning scheme he conld
replace his brother's keys withont anyone
knowing that they had been removed since
Roy placed them on tle nail just prior to
his leaving the Nest for the station.

Clem found Jake Jenmings waiting him
when he passed through the gote which led
from the grounds of the Nest into the
stable-yard.

“Got them?” asked the head lad eagerly.

i es.

“Then come on,” said Jake, “8harp's
the word. The lads are all in their recrea-
tion room across the yard. One or two of
them may come put at any moment or your
braother might return.”

Jake blessed the fact that the brothers®
father Lhad had a small building erccted on
the far side of the stable-yard for use as a
recreation room by the hands. The build-

-ing was divided into two; one half being

used as a gymnasium, the other as a

billiards-room. The fact thal none of the

lads were in the siable-yard or in their

quarters above the loose hoxes tended to

reduce considerably the risk Jake and Clem

“}ere ronning in the carrying out of their
an.

Silently the two stole across tha stable-
vard towards Roy's loose boxes. The rising
moon was now hidden behind a cluster of
clouds, and they had to step warily in case
they might run into some obstacle, for the
lands hiad a bappy knasck of leaving pails
cluttered about the yard.

Straight up to Box No. 1 which housed
Neptune, Clem and his head lad went.
Another minule and both the top half and
the boftom half doors were swinging wide
and, with opened penknife Jake Jennings
was creeping cautiously into the stall.

One sweep of the head lad’s Enife sufficed

to sever the rope which fethered Neptune to
a staple in the wall above his manger. In
the piteh black ‘of the box the splendid
thoroughbred gave a frightened whinny; it
seemed  to  scent something was wrong.
Next moment it moved restlessly, and Jake
Jennings, thinking that the horse mightlash
out at him, beat a hurried retreat.

. “Quick!” he exclaimed, joining Clem in
the yard. *“He'll be out in a jifiy. 1'll go
and open the gates!”

He went racing away in the direction of
the gates which opened on to the road that
led down to the willage. It was part of
Jake's plan that those gates should be
‘opened, for if Neptuue, when he was free,
did mot rum into the wall of the stable-
vard and so injure himself so badly that he
would be unable to compete in tge Grand
National, -there was just a chanee that the
thoroughbred would find its way out into
open country and be lost for a time, at any
rate. And even one night in the open was
likely to affect the racer’s condition; Jake
knew that well enough.

It was just as the head lad swung open
the gates of the stable-yard that Neptune
came ambling from his box. At sight of
the thoroughbred’s shadowy shape, Clem
broke into a run, making for the wicket
which gave access to the grounds of the
Nest. As he went through the gate he
heard the sound of approaching [ootsteps
on - the drive which led up from the road.
He gave a hurried glance to his right, and
saw a dark form moving round a bend some
little distanice away. It came to him in a
flash that it was Lis ‘brother returning
from the station, and, realising the
necessity of avoiding recognition, he dived
into a clump of rhododendrons at his side,
and went creeping away ftowards the house.

And ib was as well that he acted so
promptly, for mo sooner did Clem | take
cover than the clouds drifted from before
the face of the moon and the whole country-
side was bathed in a soft mellow radiance.

Suddenly there sounded away ‘in the
stable-yard the erash of an overturned pail,
followed by a rapid tatton of hoof-heats on
cobiblestones, and the frightened whinny of
a horse.

oy Carlisle started as he swung up the
drive towards the Nest. Tlen, reéalising
that there was something amiss in the
stable-yard, he darted forward, reached the
wicket, and went tearing through.

It was to see Neptune, frightened by the
noise of the pail he had kicked -over,
cavcering round the yard as if he were an
unbroken mustang. Beyond, Roy glimpsed
the figures of 2 crowd of excited stable
lads who, disturbed by the sudden commo-
tion outside, were now streaming from the
recreation-room, shouting to one another as
they came. 3 "

Straight towards his National candidate
Roy raced. Borne in upon his mind was
the urgent mnecessity for securing Neptuue
without delay, for he ’kuew the grave
danger the animal was running in the con-
fined space of the stable-yard. He did not
know, of course, how his thoroughbred came
to be rumning loose about the place.
Neither had he seen Ciem come flirough the
wicket, nor Jake Jennings at the gates.
All hie realised was that Neptune might run

into the wall surrounding the yard and
serivusly injure himself.

——— _ |

With fast beating heart Roy tore on, and,
as Neptune swung round at sight of the
stable hauds streaking across from' the
recreation-room and cowe bearing down on
him, the youngster caught a glimpse of the
wide-open gates,

“Boys,” he cried, at the {op.of his voice,
“the gates are open! Quick! Shut them
at once, or he’ll be out on the road!”

One or two of the lads went Dbelter-
skelter to obey Roy’s command, then the
youngéter {urned his attention to the fast
“approaching Neptune.

On and on came the splendid thorough-
Lred, eyes glinting, mouth foam-flecked,
and nostrils distended. Roy ‘caught a
climpse of the severed rope dangling from
his halter, and. then, as Neptune thundered
up to him, he leaped. Like lightning his
haund shot ont and grasped the rope. Next
instant lie was swung off his f{eét- and
drageged along on the cobblestones of the
yard. "With  griffed teeth, he hung on
tightly, and it secmed o mirdele that he
was not whirled under the fthorouglibred’s
thundering loofs and kicked fo death.

Yells sounded: on all sides as the alarmed
stable lads came dashing up.  Neptine's
frantic pace slackens=d under the weighf of
Roy draggine on his head and then check
altogether. Tle nexd second Roy, his head
recling, felt himself grasped by strong
hands and.-hauled to his feet.

“Are you all right, Master Roy?* asked
an anxious voive,

The yonngster grinned feebly as he
looked into the serious face of Larry Laird.

“Yes,” he gasped. “A bit shaken though,
but it’s nothing much. Have you got the
horse safe?”

Roy's head lad nodded.”

“ Yes." be said, and his voice held a2 grim
note. “But it beats me how he got out of
his box. \Why, Master Roy, you yourself
Jocked the doots of his stall before leaving
the yard this afternoon. Tt looks as if
someone bas been here and deliberately
set him free.” i

“TIt does,” agreed Iloy, " and if—>

He broke off as he remembered that
earlier in the day Clem had as good as told
him that he was unob going to win the
National, and the family heirloom: What
if Clem, to make gocd his threat, had let
out Neptune in the hope thit the animal
would come’ to some harm. and, as a  con-
sequence, be wunable to fulfil his Aintree
engagement? Toy shuddered at the
thought. He had no enemies that he knew
of, no one who would wish to harm him—
and then his tussle with Jake Jennings
Mlashed into his mind. He knew fthat Jake
counld be suspeeted, for it was not likely
that he would ever forget that fight in the
yard. His brother, or Jake Jenniugs, or
both? Roy was forced to believe that one
or the other, or the two jointly were re-
sponsible for freeing Neptune from his box.

The youngster wondered what he should
do ahout the whole wretched business. He
did not want to make further froumble with
his brother, and, without proof, he' conld;
not very well nceuse either he or Jake
Jennings. But knowing that there was a
likelihood of sonie further atiempt being
made to injure him through Nepfune, he
determined to guard against such an
occurrence.

(Continued vverlcaf.)
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Larry Luird looked at Roy oddly, but did
not spenk. He was wondering what was in
the i'\:(_)‘.mgtct.er'ﬁ mind, y

_“Lavry,” said Roy suddenly, “briug
Neptune scress to lis box, aud we'll see
liow he got out.”

They moved pcross the ward, withh the
Trowd of lads following them. A glance
sufficed o show that tlie locks liad been
upfastened with s key. and not picked or
broken. Larry Laird wulked Neptune into
his box, tethered him, and came out again
swingiug a bunch of keys.

“It% ‘obyious that the locks have been
opened with a key, Master Roy,” =aid the
Jead lad, closing the doors of the hox
behind him and making to secure them. “T
can assure you that no one can get at my
keys, for 1T always carry them upon me.
How sbout yours? If they're not accessible,
ther how the dickens were the locks
opened? 'Tliey were made specially for us
by the villnge locksuuth, and he said that
the keys vounld not Le duplicated.”

To Roy the sight of Lurry Laird’s keys
confirmed his suspicions of liis brother. Tflc-
youngster bad Jittie donbt that it was with
his own keys that Neptune's box had been
opened. And who other than Clem could
have obtained those keys without much
trouble? Roy was now convinced that it
was indeed lis Lrother who had let out bis
Nalioval candidate thit night.

But he did not give fongue to his sns-
picions. In spite of his failings, Clem was
# Carlisle, and Roy, thoughtful youngster
that he was, did nol wish him to be
degraded jn the eves of tlie stable lads. 1le
passed the matter over

“Well, whoever it was that let out Nep-
tune, Larry, he'll not Lhove another chance
to tamper with the horse.” snid Roy grimly.
“I want you tn set o =uard in lis box until
he leaves for Aintree.”

And no sooner did the head lad nod his
understanding than Roy tram away
towards the Nest. He was feeling more
morose than ever at the knowledge of the
treacherous #act of his brother, and it
needed a great effort on his part to suppress
the desire to seek Clem onut on the spot and
to eonfront him with his perfidy.

The 5th Chaptar,
Jake Jennings Plots Anew.
SAY, Larry !

‘1
Neptune and touched his eap as Roy
Carlisle came striding into the loose hox.

1t was early morning of the day preceding
the Graud National, and Neptune had just
eome in from lis pipe-opener on the Downs,
It' was Larry Laird's special job {o see to
the welfare of Roy's National cundidate,
and this the heod lad did in & conscientious
manuer.

At that time in the morning all the racers
in the Carlisles” establishment were usually
to be found at their gallops ou the Downs.
To-duy was uo exception. Save that Larvy
Laird had returned with Neptune earlier
than wsual, the spacious vard was devoid
af both horses and stable lads.

sinee Lhe night when Neptune had been
loosed from his box @nd o guard set in his
quarters no further attempt had been made
to “met at " the {heroughbred. Roy had
found his keys in their proper place after
that nefarious incident, and nothivg {further
way said about the matter,

“You want me, Master Roy?"” asked Larry
Laird, as the youngster placed an affec-
tionate arm round Neptune's glossy neck.

It was ot that moment that, nnbeknown
1o botl the head lnd and Roy, a figure came
creeping along the row of stalls and halted
at the side of Box No, 1. It was Jake
Jennings who, frem 1he stable  lads’
quarters, liad seen Roy enter the yard.
With an evil smile upon lis  nnpre-
possessing countenance Juke flattencd liim-
=elf againsl the wall and strained lis ears
in an endeavour to catel what passed
between the iwo inside Neptune's steil.

“1 do,” answered Roy in reply to Larry's

query. "“I've changed my plans and decided

fn travel to Aintree this morning; in fact, |

I am starting right away. I want to have
a zool look at the course before the race
and acquaint myseli-with the nature of the
obstacles. I don’t think there'll be any
further attempt wade on Neptune, and I
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Larry Laird turned from grooming

know I can safely leave things here in your
hands. Now, don’t forget fo see that the
borse is dispatched at five o'clock to-morrow
morning. 1 made arrangements with young
Bobby Brown yesterday that he should

[ accompany him to the course.”

“Very well, Master Roy,” said the head
lad, “I'll see that everything is O.K.
wish I were coming up to Aintree to sce
the race myself. Anyhow, good luck to
you—the luck of the Carlisles, you know.
I certainly believe you stand an escellent
chance of victory on Neptune. for he jumps
like & panther, and, after oll, that is what
counts in the National.”

He held out his hand, and Roy gripped it
warmly, for he had a high regard for his
head lad. Without Larry Laird’s assistance
Hoy knew that be would not have made the
progress he had sinee taking to steeple-
chasing,

“You ecan bet I'll do my utmost to Lreak
the wretched ill-luck the family has had in
the race, old chap.” said Roy cheerily.
“ But I'l] tell you this secret. T wish it had
been First Time that I was riding to-
morrow, for ever since I was a mere kiddie
I liked the liorse for hjs name alome. I
suppose it suggested to me that he won
every roce he competed in. BSo don’t be
surpriged if I send vou a wire to dispatch
the old chap to Aintree in place of Nep-
tune,” he added in boyish fun.

Larry Laird chuckled at that, and Roy,
after rubbing Neptune's nose, turned and
made for the door of the loose box, As he
did 'so Juke Jemnings sprang to life. and,
darting along the front of the stalls, Tio
reuched the stairs running up to the stable
lads' gquarters and feok shelter there.

And lie was only just in ftime, for mo
sooner did he disappear from sight than
Roy came cnf-into the yard and strode away
ia the direction of the Nesl.

Half aun hour luter Jake Jennings, watch-
ing from a clump of evergreen shrub ihaf
Lordered the drive of the Nest, saw him
come onb cf the house again, clad in over-
coat and cap and carrying a portmantenu.
The ‘rascally head lad grinned as ihe
youngster swuug past the spot where he was
concealed, and no sooner did Roy disappear
from view than Jake came out of his hiding-
place and went walking up to the door of
the Nest at a quick guil,

What he had overheard in Neptune's loose
box had given Jake Jennings an idea to get
square with Roy for "that hiding he had
sufigred some days age, and the head lad
was. all eagerness to impart the gist of it
to Clem. For Clem, disappointed and
chagrined that Neptune had been uninjured
when lie was freed from his box, was pre-
pared to go to any lengths if only le could
mike sure thot Roy did not succeed iu the
National. )

Clem’s Magie Circle was fit and well for
the great ‘chase at Aiutree, but the young-
ster knew well enough that he was inferior
to Neptune. That much had been proved
during the schooling of the two animals;
for whereas Roy's horse was fanltless in his
jumping, Magic Circle was apt to cateh his
licels on the top of an obstacle which reared
to the height of five feet, as did some of
the National jumps. |

Like Neptune, Mayie Circle was travelling
to Aintree carly on the morning of the race,
and Cleni was going with Ins candidate. He
was, of course, unaware of his brother’s
arrangements, and did not know thnt Hoy
lind already left for the sceme of the big
race.

Tt therefore eame as a surprise to lum
wlen, after. Mra. Stigegs had informed liim
that Jake Jenniugs wished o see him and
the head lad had been shown iuto the
drawing-room of the Nest, Jake told Lim
that Ins bLrother had already left for
Aintree.

“You sgay my brother has just this minute
ooue to Aintree,” said Clem, a strange light
dancing in his eyes, “Then, by jingo, now’s
our time to nobble his horse if we can. It
wag a greot pity we failed the oller night
to injure Neptune. What we should have
done was to doctor lis feed; that would
have made sure of things. But that kind
of thing is out of the question now that lic
is guarded night and day. It's evident that
thiey suspected someone opened Nertunc‘s
lopse box the other night with intent to
injure him, although a%)ureutly they don't
kuow whom to lay the blame upon. It was
fortunate you managed to get back to vour
quarters atfter vou opeucd the gates without
being séen. Have you anything to suggest
that——"

“T have,” qut in Jake Jenningy. “That is
why I'm liere. T've got u real zilt-edged
stuut, and it won't fail. Listen!"

And he went on to tell Clem what hie had
heard pass between Roy and Larry Laird in
Neptune's box a while ago. Then followed
the head lad's cunning scheme, and Clem’s
cyes lit up wlen he had Bepzd 1t in all its
detatl. o

“That’s just the thing,” he said in 2 tone
that was etrangel vindictive, *It’ll teach
that little beast of a brother of mine to plot
to> have me thrown in the National.® 1
mustn't forget to keep a close wateh on that
chap Mellor to-morrow. I bet he won't get
much chance to unship me in the race.”

Jake Jennings grinned at the bitterness
of his tone, a bitterness which he himselt
had cleverly and unscrupulously brought
into being Dy his Jying tale about Roy aud
Sam Mellor. The head lad revelled in the
knowledge that the two brothers were now
almost bitter cnemies, for he kuew that
while the state of affairs did not worry Clem
in the least, Tloy was simply ecating bis
heart out, so to speak, over Lis brother’s
treatment of uUim.

“Then shall T go over to Hunstan and
see that pal of mine, Master Cloment?"”
asked Joke Jepnings servilely.

“Yes." answered Clem promptly. * You
say he's going up to Aintree ab mid-day?
If that's the case, you'd belter zet along
al onee or you may miss him. Don't
forget to lel me kinow whether it's a1l right
directly yon get back, Jake.”

He let Jake Jenuings out of the house,
waleled hiw disappear down the drive, and
thien went hack to the drawing-room.
Flinging himself into an armchair before
the fire he gave vent to a shrill, Lysterical
:;mgin-—a laugh whiclh was uupleasant 1o
heay. )

" You think you're going to win the
National and the family leirloom, do you,
Roy, my fine fellow,” he muttered. "I say
you're not ] Just you wait till to-morrow "

And lie lpnghed again that high, nervous
langh, and rubbed his Bands in almost
babyish delight.

The 6th Chapter.
“"They're OF 1"
0Y CARLISLE wae in high spirits
R 48 ho wmade his way towards thuJ
paddeck at Aintree to saddle-up in
reindiness for the ‘Grand Nafional.

The youngster was feoling in no way ner-
vous at the forthcoming erdeal: rather
wis he keen to Le up on Neptune and
riding Lis hardest in the race. The blood
of the Carlisles was conrsing warmly in
bis veins, and he was determined’ fo do
his utwost in an eadeavour io achieve
succese in the biggest race of the jumping
season—a success which was long overdue
the Carlisles.

When he had been in the mewmbers’

stand watching the races preceding the
National, Roy had caught sight of his
brother on the far side of the structure.
and for a woment he was templed
to go ta him and endeavour o make
friends with him again. Buf it had
suddenly daowned on the youngster that
that was useless, for Le knew that Clem
was «till suffering from the effeets of fhat
tumble at Bogside, and that while his
brother’s mind was in its present state le
was likely to resent his very presence.
' ‘Now with the big race so near at hand
Roy had forgotten all sbout his brother;.
his every thought wos upon the event and
what it was likely to bring for him. He
knew every iuch of the course Ly now—
or thought he did—for no soouner had hLe
arrived on the previous day than be lad
walked round {he complete circuit aud had
studied the formidable-obstacles thoroughly
into the bargain.
Lis self-allotted task again that morning.

It was with cager eyes thal he looked
about him as he went into the . paddock
for signs of Bobby Brown and Neptune.
Some of the thirly-one horses competing 1u
the big race were already saddled. with
their jockeys stunding by in readipess Lo
go down 1o ihe sturtiuq-post. :

Suddenly Roy's gaze fell upon lis brother
and Jake Jennings who, oven' then,” wore
fixing Magic Cirele’s saddie-givtlis, - His
eves roved away to the left, and, catching
sight of littlo
Lenvily-clothed and blinkered animal, lw
Iurried forward with guickened pave.

“ Afternoon, Master Royl” said Bobby
cheerily s bis young master came up o
him. **And the best of luck!”

“Thanks, Bobby!" ianughed Roy, and
then added carvelessly: “Perhaps 'L nced
all: the luck that's going, for I'm number
thirteen on the card!"

Bolby Brown's face fell, for ho was a
superstitious youngster. He had had high
llopes of Roy succeeding in the big race,
and ho had come to Awntree prepared to
yell his head off, so to speak., if the
youngster shonld mnnage to pass the
winning-post in the van. But the dread
No. 131 That pat the lid on if, so Bobby
imagined.

“That's eaused if, Master Roy ! groaned
the stable-lad. *As il vou hadu’t lessened

And he had repeated

bby Brown standing by i |

your chance voursell by——"

IIe broke off. as Roy began uufastening
the straps which secured the vugs aboub
his racer, ond jumped forward to assish

“All right, Bobby, I can munage these
rugs,” =aid Roy. “Just you get lis
blinkers off "

The stable-lad  was  busy  the . next
wmoment. Roy, iu his exciivment, fumbled
with the straps, bot at last e got them
unfastened and streiched out a land. and
jerked off tlie rugs.

“Good leavens! First Time! What the
dickens lws happened?  Why in thnder
hasn't Neptune been senti”

With the bloed draiuning from his face,
and jerking the words iucohercutly. Roy
staggered baek as his cyes fell upon the
thoroughbred before him.  And his had
evory teason to be dumbfounded. for it
was indeed First Time usud pot Nepbuue
that stood there!

In alarm Bobhy Brown sprang forward
and cuught Roy as he reeled back.

“Bubk the wire that yon scnt last night,
Master Roy{” gasped Bobby, in Lewilder-
ment. “ You distinctly told Larry that you
had deeided to run Fivst Time snd oot
Neptuue [ 4

“*The wire T senl, Larey!” eried Rov,
hiz face white as chalk. ™1 told him to
send First Tipje instead? L didu’™ oo dirs-
thing of the kind; I never scut a wire!
Good heavens! First Time and not Nep-
tune! Ho much for my Natioual hopes!”

Dazed by the smazing discoyery, Roy
stood tremblinug in every limb.  Whaf
gliould Le do? What conld hie do?

It came (o hiw suddenly us he contrived
to pull Tis shattered wits together tlialk
he had been the victim of foul play—that
someliow or otlier his brother must have
had o telezram sent to Larry Laird jnforn-
g him that First Time should be sent
ta Alntree in plave of Neptune. I Rop
hael only cast 3 glance w the direction of
liis brother aud the crafty Juke Jennings
he would have seen from fhe trivwmphant
looks they shot at him that they lud
indeed been responsible for Ilirst Time's -
presence. g

But Roy was too wrapped up in his mis-
fortune to give thought to Clemi and his
hend lad. To the youngster all hopes that
he had held of suéeess iw the big. race
were dashed to the ground., For the pnsh
fow weeks he lad built lis hopes around
Neptune, and wow, at the eleventh hour,
the horse was in ifs stable miles away.
And in his place was First Timg, a lorse
that bad bLecn enfered in ihe Natioual,
but was not- reckoned to be iy thie same
clpss as his stable companion.

For a eccond or so Roy sfood irresohitle,
then, suddenly, his jaw syuored and a
fighting light cowe into his cyes, He was
a Carlisle, and the Carlisles had been fight-
ing 1o attain success in ihe National for
mony years. It was his duly 1o keep up
that fight, no matter Lhow long the odds
were against him.

*Bobby," e said abruptly. * Firsi Time
runs ! He hoas not been scrateliod from the
race, thank goodness! Get him ready af
once, whilst I see the stewards and uotily
them of the clinnge!"

He disap][;eme_ti i an justant. Wien: he
returned  Bobby Brown had Firet Thee
suddled,

All was mow bustle in the paddock.
There were certain preliminarics lo go
through before tlie horses woni down to
the post.  Avothor ten minules and all
was ready.

Roy Carlisle smiled ruefully. »as. taking
off the coat which covered his racing-kit—
the youngster's colours were pink jacket
with white hoops and blue cap-—his cyes
vosted upon the big figure fourteen which
showed clear on Thrst Thuoe's zlossy fank.
After all, he was not going o :'i;?n under
th¢ drend figure thirteen. for whorens Nop-
fune had been allotted that mumber, First
Time was No. 14 en the cand.  But for
all the chance be held Roy kiew 1hat Fivst
Time might just as well have curricd that
number which is shunned by all super-
stitious people.

Bobby Brown was very silent ss ho held
First Time's bridie, whilst Roy swung
himself juto the saddle. And the young
etable-lad found limself ineapuable of uttor-
ing the words of cucourngement that half-
formed on his lips. As the liorses began fo

L troop. from the  paddock, and oy swung

First Time into line with them, Bobby
stond there gazing aftey them with dismay
vritten large on his chubby fave.  And it
was not until several seconds had passed
that he managed to pull himself togethur
and go in search of some poiut of vantage
from wlich to witness the big race;
Meanwhile, Roy had recovercd his com-
posure on feeling Tiorsellesh beneath Tiimi.
The race was the thing now, fwin op lose,
aud, alfer all, if he [ailal—us assuredly
Le must—then he wouwld culy bio yet auother
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Cerlisle fo haye had his hopes dashed. But
the fighting light was still in his eyes,
and he was determined to do his best.

| As be swung out of the paddock le saw
the streteh of the turf sweeping away to

(zight -and Ieft of him, with the formidable

obstacles dotted here and there. On all
sides rose the hoarse shouts of the book-
makers and tipsters.  Everywhere Roy
glanced it was to see 3 sea of white,
expectant faces. The stands were full to
capacity, and there did not appear to be
an inch of room anywhere along the whole
Never had the
youngster seen such crowds as were  at
Aintree that day to watch the ding-dong
struggle for the Naticnal.

His eyes swept the number-board as he
drew unear it. In the frame showed “No.
14, First Time—R, Carlisle,” whilst a little
above lie canght a glimpse of “No. 9, Magic
Circle—C. Carlisle.” Then he was past, and
he set to studying the horses and riders in
front of him. He frowned a little as his
gaze rested upon Clem, in his scarlct-and-
black jacket and white cap, astride the
quick-stopping Magic Circle. Then they
were at the post. ;

The din around the course lhiad now risen
to crescendo. The fashionable folk in the
stands reised their binoculars and focused
them on the horses as they got into lime.
Excitement was at its highest when—

* They’re off I

The ery welled up above the monotonous

‘chant of the bookmakers as the string of

thoroughbreds got away to a fairly good
start. Almost 1mmediately the favourite,
Sunny Rose, ridden by Sam Mellor, jumped
into the lead and went bearing down on the
first obstacle, with the others thundering
behind, their jockeys mancuvring for a
clear Tun. : -

The first two jumps snfeli negotiated, it
was seen that Sam !;\[ellar eld his advan-
tage with Magic Circle a length and a half
away, lying second, and Great Guns, close
behind, third. Somec half a dozen lengths
in the rear came the rest of the field, with
Roy on First Time in the midst of them,
endeavouring to pull clear.

Over the next fence went the leaders and
away. But it was at that third jump that
there came the first biiatéhrill of the race.
The Water Rat pocked badly on landing on
the opposite side of the obstacle, and, slip-
ping up, shot his jockey clean out of the
saddle. A gasp of alarm welled up from
the crowd gathered about the fence, for as
the Water Rat fell First Time came leap-
ing over the obstacle dead in his path.

“Good heavens! He'll be killed I

1t looked for a moment as though TFirst
Time must land on top of the fallen horse
and his sprawling rider; liut Roy Carlisie,
cool as a veteran, hiad taken the situation
in at ‘a glance, and, fugging on the reins
whilst First Time was still in mid-air, he
contrived. to divert his mount so that it
Janded inches clear of the obstruetion.

Without turming so much as a hair af
the narrowness of his escape, Roy had First
Time into his stride in a twinkling, and as
he dashed on the youngster marvelled at the
way in which the thoroughbred was ecarry-,
ing him. From the way the despised horse
had taken those first three fences Roy was
forced to realise that First Time was not,
after all, so very much behind Neptune in
the matter of class,

Before he knew where he was Roy found
Bimself but a matter of yards from Becher's
Brook, The formidable abstacle loomed up
like a solid wall, but.Roy went at it as
though it did nof exist. He knew he was
mnow lying fourth. How far from the
leaders he conld not tell, for Sunny Rose
and Magic Circle and Great Guns had
already safely negotiated Becher's Brook.

A tattoo of thudding hoofs sounded above
those of First Time, and nexi second Boy
found himself taking Becher's Brook in
campany with another horse.

Cheers sounded deafeningly in the
youngster’s ears as First Time Ilanded
safely over the brook; but he did nof hear
the startled gasps which accompanied the
fall of Boy Blue, who had jumped the
obstacle with him only to crash on the other
side.

As he went thundering on, the fighting-
light still glinting in his eyes, Roy glimpsed
2 horse in front of him. Sciting his tecth,
he uwrzed First Time on to greater speed.
The gallant horse responded, and, clearing
the next jump, Roy found himself rapidly
overhauling Great Gums, who still held
third place. :

There were efill no signs of Sunny Rose
and Magic Circle. Roy knew he could
liardly hope o catch them up and pass them.

,That was something beyond First Time's

powers. But the youngster determined to
Leep on, So long as hie finished the course
he would be satisfied. That was something
to achieve, ai any rate,

Another jump was safely leaped, and then,
with Valentine’s Brook but a little distance
ahead, Roy found himseli level with Great
Guns—past him !

Thrilling to the excitement of it all, Roy
set First Time at the brook. With the leap
of a panther the splendid thoroughbred rose
in the air, cle the jump, and——

As Roy felt the horse stagger under him
as hie eame down, his hands took a firm grip
of the reins:and lie pulled strongly. For an
instant First Time wavered, but under the
strong handling of his young joekey he
righted himself and shot ahead again.

“Well jumped, young 'un!*

Roy just caught the shout of the crowd
at the jump as he sped away. With heart
thudding ‘against his ribs at the nearness
of his escape, he checked First Time's pace
so that the animal should recover his legs,
80 o speak. And as he covered tlie ground
to the next obstacle Roy groaned at the
thought that Neptune would mnever have
put a foot wrong.at Valentine’s Brook as
First Time had done.

But he had no time to dwell on that
reflection before he was at the next fence.

This time, to Roy’s relief, his mount made
no mistake. He cleared the jump mneatly
and landed safely on the other side.

To the cheers of the crowds lining the
course on either side, Roy went over fence
after fence, and then, as he neared the
water-jump, he caught sight of both Sunny
Rose and Magic Circle some little distance
ahead. He glimpsed them as they took the
obstacle, hen he was up to it himself,

from Becher’s Brook, and, with a feeling of
alarm,- he wondered whether it was Clem
who had come a cropper. The next moment
his eyes swept ahead of him, and, with a
gasp of relief, he cought sight of the
familiar scarlet-and-black jacket and white
cap of his brother.

So it was Sam Mellor who had fallen, and
Magie Circle was the only other animal in
front of him now. The thought urged Roy
on to renewed effort, and it was with a little,
thrill of pride that he realised that the
Carlisles were in the lead. '

He was at loggerheads with Clem, it was
true, but of what consequence was that now 2
Although he had cherished the hope that he
himself might succeed in the greatest
steeplechase of all, rothing mattered to Roy
so long as a Carlisle passed the post in the
van. If Clem succeeded, then he would be
satisfied. Buf though he knew that Magic
Cirele was undoubtedly a better hiorse than
First Time, the youngster was determined,
nevertheless, 1o fight the race out to a finish
if it were humanly possible.

And then, as First Time sped on and on,
clearing first one obstacle and then another,
the dread Valentine's Brook among them,
‘Roy suddenly realised that there was some-
thing 'wrong with Clem’s mount. The horse
Clem rode was a grey, whereas Magic Cirele
was pure black.

How this could be accounted for Roy did
not know, Little did the youngster dream
that when Sam Mellor had taken his tosa
at Becher’s Brook, Magic Circle had also
come down, and in falling had shot Clem

excited erowd, but never for a moment did
he check the mad rush of First Time.

“Number fourteen! First Time!”

“Come on, Carlisle! Lucky Carlisle !”

M First Time! Carlisle I ",

“FRirst Time ts it 1"

And'First Time did !

Amidst scenes of wild enthusiasm, the
gallant horse flashed past the post an easy
winner over Cakewalk, who finished second.
fifteen lengths to the bad. -

—

. Ths 7th Chaptor.
All's Well That Ends Well.
(2 H, well dope, Master Roy! Well
done !

As Roy, dazed and breathless,
pulled Tirst Time fo a halt, an excited
youngster eame elbowing a way through the
cheering erowds that thronged the course:

With face beaming, little Bobby Brown
grasped his young master’s hand and
squeezed ib. Then slipping & length of
rope through First Time’s bridle and secur-
ing it, he led the splendid thoroughbred to-
wards the paddock with jaunty tread.
There was no doubt that the young stable
lad was proud at the success that Roy lad
achieved, and he showed it in that chubby
face of his.

It took them some little while t¢ get
through the press, bub no sconer was ke in
the paddock than Roy dismounted and hur-
riedly unsaddled First Time. Then, with a

quicl instruction to Bobby Brown, hie hast-
ened to weigh in,

Suﬁny Rose and Magic Circle took the obstacle,

and, to his amazement, First Time, respond-
ing gallantly to a pat of his glossy neck,
cleared it as cleanly as Neptune wouid have
done in his ste

Roy's spiritsif_';'ightcned up ‘again. The.

first circuit of the course was completed,
and he was:atill in the race. And, what
was more; First Time was showing a sur-
prising turn of speed on the flat between the
obstecles. If ‘only he counld negotiate the
jumps again, he—— But Roy could not
bring himself to think of the possibility of
success. . He was still third, it was true, but
what of Sunny Rose and Magie Circie? He
had seen they were jumping superbly like
the good horses they were.

On and on Roy went, with First Time
keeping his fect in surprising fashion. And
then, as he cleared the fence before Becher's
Brook for a second time, lie saw that he had
lessened the distance between himself and
the leaders.

His hopes rose again, and he urged Pirsk
Time on to increased speed. TLike lightning
the splepdid creature seemed to cover the
ground, and as he saw Sunny Rose leap to
Becher’s  Brook, with Magic Circle but a
few inches in the rear, Roy knew he must
be but a dozen lengths behind them.

“Come on, old beauty !”

The words broke from between Roy's dry
lips as' Becher’s Brook lpomed high above
him. As if in response to his young
muster’s urging, First Time bunched and
soared into the nir with the grace of a
swallow. Clear of the fence he sprang, and
landed safely. And without sceming to
chéck in his stride he shot away.

Roy had s glimpse of a sprawling horse
and jockey on the ground as le got away

out of the saddle right on to the back of
Sunny Rose, who at the time had been
serambling to his feet. And so swift did
it happen that Clem, not grasping what had
occurred, had righted Sunny Rose and had
ridden on.

It was with mixed feclinas that Roy
realised that Clem was on the wrong horse
—that, even so, his brother eould still win
the National providing his new mount was
first past the post and that e himself could
do- the right weight on his return to the
paddock. And then it came to Roy in a2
flash that in such circumstances Clem
could not clajm the family heirloom, for
in the will it distinctly stated that the race
must be won by a horse owned by a Carlisle.

A riot of 'lhnu%hts surged into the
youngster's brain. Would First Time keep
his feet and retain his position? How many
other competitors were behind his brother
and himself, perhaps ready to challenge
them ?

As he rode on, eyes dancing with excite-
ment, the roar of the crowds ringing in his
¢ars, Roy determined to risk everything in
4 despernte endeavour to reach the winnine-
post first.

On and on First Time thundered, jump-
ing superbly, and then, with but one
obstacle to negotiate, he drew up level with
Clem on the grey horse. Both went at the
final fence together, and——

Out of the tail of his eye, Roy eaw the
grey horse stagger sideways, saw Clem shot
clean out of the saddle, then he was away
and riding his hardest over the remaining
flat of the course.

The winning-post loomed up ahead. On
all sides he heard the deafening roar of the

In the excitement of his great achieve-
ment—the Juck which had at last befalles
the Carlisles in the Grand National, the
youngster did not forget his brother for one
moment. He was anxious to kuow if Clem
had taken barm from his toss at the last
fence of the race. What if his brother had
sustained eerious injury? Roy shuddered
at the thought,

No sooner had he finished with the officials
of the course, than he raced away, intent
only on learning svhat had happened to
Clem. As he came out on the course before
the stands, and wondered in which direction
to look for his brother, his gaze rested upon
a figure in jockey's rig, who, supported by
two ambulance men, came limping towards
him.

“Clem !” he cried, with a gasp of relief.

The next gecond he went vacing forward.
Not for a moment did he wounder liow hig
brother would receive him. As o matter of
fact, e had clean forgotten that he Lad
ever been other than friendly fowards Clem.

Straight np to his brother lhe yvan.

“Clem !” he exclaimed anxiously. *Are
you all right? You're not——"

He broke off as he saw the bright light in
Clem’s eyes. Then lie remembered that he
was estranged from his brother, and—
Somehow Clem's expression seemed different
—that half-dazed look which had sat his
face since that fall at Bogside had vanished,
and in its place was one of boyish delizght
and friendship. .

Roy was dumbfounded. Had the shock of
this second tumble vighted Clem’s mind?
It must have done—Roy could not account
for the remarkable metamorphosis in any

(Continuwed on page 622.)
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EVERY MONDAY

READ THIB FIRST,

DICK TREGELL]S, who narrates his
advenlures with the daring highwayman,
CAPTAIN MOONLIGHT, hus had a locket,
whick proves who he is, stolen from him by
JACOB HOLLOW and his son PERCY, who
live at Darksley Heall, which was the pro-
perty of the late Michagl Wing, Dick's
grandfather. One night when Moonlight
and Red Dick— as young Tregellis is called
—are out riding on Darksley Baor, they
come la o signpost upon which ix pinned
a sheet of paper offering a reward for the
body, dead or alive, of cach of them.

The Ambuzh of the Bristel Mall )

i HUNDRED and fifty guineas
reward,” muttered Captain Moon-
light, “for the two of us!”

I read and re-rcad that fluttering quper
pinned to the signpost, aud a grim light
came into my eyes.

“Fifty guinoas for the body, dead or alive,
of the ﬂighwnyman wlio goes by the pame
of Red Dick !"

The printed words scemed fo stand out
from the paper. They held my gaze as a
frogz is held by the cyes of a snake. Fifty
zuineas for me, Dick Tregellis! Red Dick!
They had got my nickname; Lord Vallasyn
had told them that, of course—my old nick-
name, advertised now about the countryside
as the gobriquet of a higlhwayman! Fifty
guineas! And a hundred for Captain
Moonlight !

“Bee the name below, Red Dick?” mur.
mured Moonlight.

“Jacob Hollow ! T breathed, staring at
the scrawled sigoature in the dim hght.
“8o he is the man respomsible !

“Remember, he's Chief Magisirate,” put
in Moonlight. He laughed dryly. “But I
fancy that ’tis not but a sense of his
duties that has aroused this fine zeal in
Master Hollow! I'll make a guess, Dick,
tiiat Jacob Hollow would like nothing better
than to see you caught and put safe out of
the way.”

“But what has he got against me?” I
cried.

“Ah, that's just the riddle of it I” laughed
Moonlight,

He sat there astride the big grey, run.
ning the fingers of his right hand through
her splendid manc. His c¢yes had gone
Eighty thoughtful. But suddenly his face

it up.

" Pgwder me bones!” cried le.

“What if
that’s the truth of it!™
“If what is the truth?” I asked.
He glanced at me sharply.
“You are a grandson of Michael Wing,
Red Dick. The old man had no son alive
when he died. If there had been mo will,

you would have been heir to Darksley Hall.”

“But there was a will,” I objecled,
“leaving the hall and all else to Jacob
Hollow—so they told me.”

Moonlight's dancing cyes scemed to
glitter in the twilight.

“8o they told you,” said he. “But if
that will were a true one, why should they
have tried to murder you that night, and
why should Jacob have stolen from you the
locket that proves your identity? And why
should Jacob mow scem so vastly auxious
that you should be captured znd hanged
for a bighwayman? For he knows who
you really are—Dick Tregellis, his uncle’s
grandson; knows that you are mot o high-
wayman, despite that affair of .Lord
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" A powerful romance of the darin§

Knights of the Road!

YVaullasyn’s: mouney-bags! Ave, he knows
that. Yet here he offers fifty guineas for
you! The old villain! Dick, lud, I begin
to smell a rati” :

“What do I}‘ou mean?” I breathed ex-
citedly. But I fancied I already understood
his train of thought,.

*“The only reason he could have for being
so anxious to have you out of his way,”
went on Moonlight, “would I see it
—-t};lait You are the rightful lieir lo Darksley
Ba L

I stared at him with bright, burniug
eyes.

“But the will?” T c¢ried. “There must

‘bave been a will—"

D“ E’Fills have been forged before now, Red
ick 1"

I drew a guick breath and gazed at him
without speaking. My chestnut mare was
cropping the grass at the foot of the faut.
My eyes wandered off again to that Hutter-
ing paper.

"“The villain!” I breathed abt last. “But
I vow I'll got that locket back!”

“'Twill be difficult,” murmured Moon-
light; *Bul you must, if you are ever to
prove your case.” He leaned across and let
fall @ hand upon my shoulder. Steady and
friendly it was, and it bronght s warm feel-
ing of comradeship. “And in the meantime,
Dick?"

I made a bitter gesture towards the

printed sheet and s bard laugh broke from

me.

“Why, I'm a hunted outlaw now|™ I
cried. “There’s no chojce left for me| I'm
branded as a highwayman, and a highway-
man I must become, I suppose! Ay, let me
take to the road with you, Moonlight |

My words broke off shakily. Captain

Moonlight’s fingers tightened on my
shoulder.
*You mean it?” he whispered. “"Tis a

terrible step—as Captain Moonlight should
kuow well I

“1 mean it!” I told him, and laughed in
a reckless way.

Reaching out, T tore down the notice and
ripped it into a hundred pieces and scat-
tered them down the wind, Then I gripped
Mo:;ulight's bhand, And so we sealed our
pact.

We turned our horses’ heads and rode
away., The moon was rising now. I was
filled with sn odd sense of jovousness that
quickened my breath and my blood.

A Eunight of the Rond!

Ave, that I would be! I had been driven
to it; for sheer self-defence I would become
in very fruth the Tobyman for whom fifty
guineas reward was ofiered—IRed Dick the
highwayman !

“Ob, merry games we’ll have on the
Eing's bighway !’ cried Moonlight gaily.
“The Bath Road shall know Red Dick as
well as its old friend Captain Moenlight !
We'll lead the Bow Street Runners a joyful
donce between us! Heigho!”

And he broke into that wild song of his:

“The old moon shines,

The night wind whines,

The shadowy Dorsemen are riding by,

A far, faipt shot—a distant ery!
Then away !

Merrily down the road,

Over the hills past the gallows dark,

Over the hills till dawn o’ day,

Over the hills till we lear the lark!

Over the hills apd away I"

I joined in with the song—that song which
had ever power to thrill my heart! We
broke into a gallop, and ere long we came
out upon the broad Bath Road itself,

“Here we ore!” laughed Moonlight. “We
had meant to avoid it for a while, had we
not? But now that you, too, have turned
highwayman, we’ll have our fling to-night |
A fig for the Redbreasts; say T! We'll bap-
tise Hed Dick this very night!”

I nodded.

“I'm willing,” T told him, with, I fear,
ap eager voice.

“This way, then,” said he.

We turned to the right and rode off down
the grass at the edge of the road. After
a mile we came fo a spol where a huge
ouk stood a little off the road, and in the
shadow of it we halted.

" A favourite spot,” whispered Moonlight.
Every inch of rcI:}:d lie hsfg)med to kncm? of
those twenty miles of it which wound across
Darksley Mcor., *“Sec those gashes in the
bark? That is where some coach's guard
blazed at me with his blunderbuss. Stap
me, the old oak’s full ¢’ lead! All of it
}cag E!’lat was meant to fill Captain Moon-
ight !

gx\ tense slillness secomed to hove fallen.
Silent as ghosts we waited there, and even
the expectation of what was to come was not
enongh to rid my mind entirely of that
thrilfing idea which Moonlight had puf into
my head—that I might be the real heir to
Darksley Hall, and Jacob Hollow but an

impostar |
he idea might be false. Bub it might

be true. It would explain, ut any rate,
the mystery of the attempt to kill me on
the part of the bruiser, Sweet. It would

explain, too, the mystery of the locket—why
:??b Hollow should have sought to rob me
t.

I had vowed to geb that locket back.

If I could only prove that the Hollows,
father apd son, ﬂng no right to the Hall !
What o tricmph thet would he! I all bt
hugged myself at the thought, far enough
from fulfibment though it was. Aud Moon-
light would help me. For he, oo, had a
score to setfle with Jacob Hollow.

And then from far away came the sound
we had been listening for—horses’ hoofs and
the whirl of wheels. The gleam of lamps
came glimmering through the murk.

Every nerve in mae seemed {6 quiver like
a fiddle-string.

The voice of Moonlight came softly out of
the shadow :

“We're in luck’s way! I fapey 'tis the
Bristel mail I”

e

Buok Molladow,
HE Bristol mail !

I thrilled at the words. For those
modern mail-coaches, with their well-
armed guards and racing Lorses, were a
vastly different proposition to tackle than
the old, lumbering stage. hes. Indeed,
many of the smaller highwaymen thought it
best to let the mail-coaches well alone, and

confined their activities fo smaller game.

But not Captain Moonlight,

The oncoming coach was still some dis-
tance away up the rond, Thundering along
through the darkness it came, horses at full
gallop. T could picture the hunched, many-
caped figure of the coachman on the box,
the watchinl guard seated behind, with his
great blunderbuss at full-cock, eyes keenly

alert for the merest glimpse of any lurking
figures such.as us.

“Quick 1" whispered Moonlight. “I have
a plan! We don’t want te be peppered full
of lead like plums in a pudding !”

“What do you want me to doP” I
muttered,

“Get out into the road,” he said coolly.
“ Ride along and Iot the coach overtake youg
Do nothing suspicious, or the guard will let
fly at you in a moment; he'll have his eye
on you as soon a5 you ore noticed. Wait till
you heur me cry out to yon. Then turn and
L:oint your pistols at the coachman and make

im halt,”

I nodded. Just what his plon was I did
not know, and there was no time to ask for
more explanation. There was risk in plenty
in my part of the task, but I knew I could
trust Moonlight. In another momenf I had
urged my mare out into the road and was
trotting off, with the coach drawing swiitly
nearer at ‘my back.

But Mocu{i rhi's plad was simple enough.

The guard imd seen me by the time the
coach reached the oak, and so intent upon
me were lhis suspicious eyes that he never
noticed fhe shadowy figure of Moonlight
lurking there, The moment the coach was
by, Moonlight slipped out after it,

They were overtaking me swiftly; scarce
a dozen yards separated me from the lead-
ing pair of horses. The guard, his biun-
derbuss hall traiood upon me, wondering
if I was in realily the innocent traveller
I sppeared, nearly jumped from his skin a
moment later ‘at # cool voice from just
behind him:

"Hands up! Quick, man!”

The guard gave u startled cath and swung
ronud, with o white face. He cried oub ut
sight of Moonlight canfering easily along
behind hiny, a big pistol raised in one hand.
Iy his excitement, he pressed the frigger of
the blunderbuss, and, with a roar; it dis-
cliarged into the sky, Bnf with Moonlight
close behind, the guard knew that ke was
powerless. The weapou crashed over into
the read and the man raised his shakiep
arms above his head.

At the same moment T heard Moonlight’s
call, and round I swung in my saddle and
presented the two great horse-pistols from
my holsters {ull at the head of the coach-
man.

“Stand and deliver I

For the first time 1 had utfered thoss
dread words and the effech was startling.

The cosohman, his muffled face gone grey
and scared, dragged on the reins. he
leading horsea rearcd; the coach swoyed
alarmingly. In # moment the horses were
in & tongle across the road and the coach
had swung brosdside on. Moonlight came
riding into view from beliind it.

“Splendid " he laughed at me, as he
helted by the coach’s door, from whicl a
couple of comical, startled faces were
already protruding.

He dropped the reins, and Polly, the big
grey, stood mofionless as a statue. Moon-
light swept off his hat to lhe passengers,

i Good-~evening, gentlemen! I have but stopped you to ask if, by
chance, any one of you would care to purchase this fine hage?l'*
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who goggled at him. and then I saw that

atross his hiolstors he careied a fine hare;
He lind snatched it out of the boot of

the couch a moment before, and now Lo

held it “high for all to see, while in his

right hand Tie gripped his pistol.

“Good-evening, geutlemen !” cried Cap-
tain Moonlight., * Purdon this interruption
of your journey, I beg! I have but stopped
¥ou to ask if, by chance, any one of you
would eare to purchase this fine hare?”

The conchman and the disarmed guard
and the passengers within the coach—there
were four passengers, all men—gaped at
him as though he were mad.

“Come, come " said Moonlight coasingly.
“"Tis a fine hare! How much d'ye offer?”

Une of the men with his head at the win-
dow wiped the perspiration from his brow.

“8ir,” said he in a thick voice, “I am
vastly obliged, but I—I—I cannot abide the
flavour of game."

“ Nor I,” muttered o sccond shakily, * My
doctor has forbidden me hare, I swear!™

The face of Captain Moonlight went
mighty grim, though T could see that his
uyes' were dencing with amusement. And
mighty comical it was (o sce those gogeling
faces and hear each of the four passengers
vow {haf hare was poison to him.

“This will not do!” cried Moonlicht
angrily. “*You shall buy my hare! The
soomer we fix a price, gentlemen, the
Letter' [

He waved his pistol, and I saw the four
faces within the coach shrink back. Where
I sut astride my chestnut at the edge of the
rond, eovering the coachman and tie gnard
with my pistols, I liad a grand view of -all
that comiecal play.

The four passengers conferred a feow
moments, and then one held out & tiny
purse.

“We'll buy your have, sir,” said he in a
stammer, “ Here's ten guineas for it

Moonlight Inughed.

“Ton guineas for so fine a hare? An
insult—both {0 nie and the haro!”
The passengera conferred again.  Their

spokesman at length held out a'second purse
beside the first,

“Twenty-five gnineas.” lie bleated.

“T might as woll «ive it yon!” cried
Captain Moonlight, “Come—a hundred
guineas for the hare, and cheap at the
Price I

Though that was only twenty-five antineas
for cach of them, and they must have known
that we were lotting them off lightly, it
necded a further thircatening wave of Moon-
light's pistol cre they womnid hand out the
money.

Moonlight tossed two of the purses across
ta me. pocketing the other two himself.
Then- he handed in the lare with great

‘gravity, and, with a dofiing of our hats,

wo aalloped away and left them to shake
their fists after us and disentangle the
horges from the traces,

Dawn {found us dismounting outside the
Black Goose Inn.

And so T burnf my boals!

For a week we hpunted the Balll Road,
and many o thrill we had, By nights, the
areal highway. By day, the shelter of the
Blaok Goose Inu. A life of thrills, il ever
thore was one.

My econscience scaree pricked me, despite
it all, Had I—or Moonlight, either, for
that matter—taken fo the road wantoniy,

it would have been o very difforent state |

of thing<, with no jot of excuse to offer
for our deeds. But, as it was, we had been
driveil to it, cach in his different way, Out-
laws bath, we had to live thus by our wits
o1 pevish,

And of ‘'one thing we were particular—
never did we relieve a man of more than
1t was obvious he could well afford to lose.

Ay, a life of thrills! And in the excite-
ment of it T even forgol for a while my
rosolve to regain the Jocket that hod Leon
stolon from me at Darksley Hall,

But towards the cud of the weck some-
thing heppened {o vemind me,

We liad beeu lying, dismounted, in a little
copse n hundred yards from the road, witlh
the two mares eropping the grass elose Ly.
We had ridden many a mile that night, and
were resting, talking in quiet tones of the
rumour that had come to us at the Black
Goose that the posse of Bow Street Runners
had returned to Darksler Moor as a result
of our wild doings during the week.

Suddenly Moonlight raised- his load.

“What's that?” le murmured.

[ listened,

“There's a carvidre comine this way,” 1
suid quickly, “Shall we hold §t2”

Ay " said he, sprineing to his fest snd
calling fo his mare. “With all these tales
of the Bedbreasts coming to harry us off the
roily lel’s "make hoy while the sun shines,
Dick "

i

o

A vastly smart Larouclie we saw it to be
as it drow nearer in the light of the moon
that fillered down upon the road betwixt
the frees, Painted light blue it was, and
drawn by two snow-white lorses, 1
langhed.

* Someone wlio sliould be well able to pay
| toll for his passing,” T muttered, as we
| waited at the edge of the road, mounted and
Lidden in the troes,

“There's a man of fashion seated inside
of if, T swear [” agread Moonlight,

He drew his pistols and e ouf coolly
into the middle of the road. Presenting
the pistols, lie ovdered the coachman to
stand in pleasunt tones cnough,

L, too, rode out into the path of the light-
blue bareuche.
mighty promptly. Next moment {he win-
| flow of thut smart carriage came down with
a crash and o eold, haughty face appenrail.
The sight of two men, mosked and armed,
seemerl in wo whit, {o take away from ilie
geatleman his self-possession. But from me
there broke o startled gasp, ‘

For 'twas none othar than Siv Manvies
Melladew, the Corinthian. the man whom T
had seen at Darksley Hall,

And then T gave another gasp to see the
effect Melladew's presence Tiad upon my
comvade.

Moonlight had seemed to lurch back in
{ hiz saddle as from a blow.

“Great powers ¥ he eried hoarsely, He
swung yound tupon me. *“Away, ‘away !
Let him page1”

As he apoke, hie slipped his pistols into
their holsters and turned the mare. Mella-
dew started, and liis eyes gleamed on Moon-
light lilre a hawlk's.

“Egad I gaspad Le.  “Burely T kuow
that voice! Tt is! It is! I'Il” wawer n
fortune that it is! It's my old friend——"
i And then, when lie was just aboul fo sov
the name that would tell mie who Moonlight
really was, my comrade swung round ngain
upon the baroved and flung up his® hand,
His voice ent in nupon Melladew's. There
wad a strange tremor in it

“Stop ! he shouted.
Maurice |

He whipped off iz mask, and jumped to
earth, Sir Maurice Melladew fluny open the
door of the buronche and ran to meet him.
The conchman and I watched the scene with
amazed cyes. The hands of the two men
g:'i}llwd.

“Bo yon recoguised my voice !" bLreathed
Moonlight. *I had 110]]er to get awny un-
knovn! You! Fate plays strange pranks
upon us.” And then bhis face flushed
crimson, and he stepped back a poce. * You
would take the hand of Captain Muonlight,
the highwayman?” he muttered.

[ “What?" oried Sir Maurice. * Moon-
light! You are Captein Moonlight?"
Suddenly Le slapped his knee and broke into
n peal of laughter. “Egad, it beats =11!
Ta think that veu are Cantain Moonliglit !
Bub I'd guessed you'd taken to the road.
What else conld ¥ou do? But, step mwe, I
never believed you cheated at cards! An'
fo think o' vou holding up your old friend,
Buck Melladew | Bgad—"

- . e .

And again he broke into a peal of “rich

lanzhter.

“No names,

The man on the box cbeved |

" You would take the hand of Captain Moonlight, the highwayman?"™

| from

L

All this while T had been tvo unzzed to
stir a finger, But now Moonlight colied to
me, and I jumped from my mare and slipped
off the mask. Sir Manrice uttered a sharp
ejaculation when le saw my face.

“This is all very strange,” said lie.

He raised his elass to his eye.

“BEgad,” hie drawled with langhing eyes,
“’tis the youngster whom Hollow was
badgering up at the Hall! If T'd only
knows at tie time thal be wos a friend o
yours, (¢ 12

“No names |

* eried Moonlight, langhing.

“I'm trying 1o forget the old days,
Mauriee,” he went on gravely. * Remeni-
her, I'm Captain Moonlightt now, and 1 haye
no other nume."

“Buck 7 Malladew took my hani.
Throngly the corner of my eye I saw jvis
concliman 1ub his eves. The fellow must
Liave been wondering if ‘twas all a dream to
see his master chatting in {he friendliest
manner possible with the two highwaymen
who o moment ugo had ordered lim to
“stand and deliver !”

“*"T'was rare, the way you ¢scaped from
the Hall!" drawled the baronet, producing
a suuffbox, which he offered to us both
before taking a pinch himseli. *1 vow I
was never more amused in all my life than
I was when young Pevey Hollow was- found
trussed up in the place of your young friend
here—er—Moonlight.” le went on.

“But how was it yon wera at the Hall?”
asked Moonlight.

I had not happened fo mention Malladew's
presence there to Moonlight after my escape
Darksley Hall, But now he had
learnt of it, T could see it puzzled Lim.

“Not for {Iriendship’s sake!” drawled
Buck Melladew. “T cannot stand the man,
an' never counld, as you know. But he lad
some smart bits of blood in his stables that
T'd heard he was willing to part witli, so I
went there fo da business. Bought a team
of Clevelund bays, and let myself in for
something clse that T lbad not bargained
for 1"

“What was that?" nsked Moonlight.

“A TNittle wager with Jacob !” suid Siv
Maurice, in his lazy. drawling way. “A
cool Llwo thousand at stake for me. I've

got to find some voung fellow who knpows,

low to use his fists some time during the
next few weeks | Tt's two to one in thous, on
my producing 5 boy under twenty to give
that man of his, Sweest, the puegilist, a
tousing.” ‘

T laughed,

“T know." I told them.'' T lieard the wager

made, T was outside the door.”
“The dickens you were!” cijed Sir
Maurice, and chinckled, “Ba. that was

when you wore escaping, ch? Never heard
a sound o' you!” His face, which in vepose
wis somewhat eold and haughty, was now
beaming like @ schoolboy's, “T still can't
believe my eves ! he muttered. "It's like
a miracle! We must have & long talk—*

“Bnt wo can't talk liere I” put in Moon-
light. He, on the other hand, scemed
strangely sobered by this mecting with a
friend from the past,

“Tlien wlhers can we have privacy 2 de-
manded Sir Maurice,

Mooulight nodded down the road.

“There lies a village yonder, a place
culled Tetehly,” said he. **'Will you come

there 2

“I'll  come anywhere!” cried the
Corinthian cheerily. 8o long as I can
feast my eyes on you again after all this
douced “fime! Tiead the way, and I’ll
follow."”

We mouuted, and he went back to his aky-
blue carringe,

; “Follow these gentlemen, Charles,” said
Le.

The man nodded aud touched his hat. T
saw that he was staving ot Moonlight a
trific oddly.

“Can we trust that man?
take the risk?” T muttered.

“What, the coachman?”’ answered Moou-
light. ““He's safe, eovidently, or Bir
Maurice would not be trusting him.”

And so we sot off at a brisk pace for
Letchly, When we arrived there, we
knocketl up the landlord of the Stag Inn.
and under an assumed name, Buek Mellu-
dew ordered a couple of rooms for the night
—or what was left of it!

The advent of & patron so obviously dix-
tinguished, even in the middle of the night.
worked wonders. Erc long, we three were
seated vound a roaring fire in an upper
room at the back of the mn.

But after a while I felt that these two
wonld like to be nlone together, and, dog-
weary as I was, T was nof sorry fo retire
to the adjoining room #nd stretch myself
upon the hed. Almost at once T was asleep.

But I did not sleep long. The sound of &
great commotion below suddenly awakenea
me, and next thing I knew, Moonlight and
Sir Maurice were in.the Toom. T heard
Meliadew's voice. a furious mutter— ]

“The dog!" he kept repeating. “The
cowardly deg ! T’d have trusted that fellow
Charies anywhere! But it's the blood-
money he’s after! Tle dog I

Moonlight had gripped my shoulder in
the durkness. 1 was on my feet in &
moment. From somewhere below came the
sound of {ramping feet, and in the yard
I could hear the sound of restless horsos,

“What is it?" T stammered. “The coach-
man—has Lie betrayed us, d’you say?”

“Yes™ cume the murmuring voice of
Moonlight. “Aund the Bow Street Runmers
are here !

Is it safe to

Tracked Down !

HE Staz Inn was echoing to the
sound of booted foct as they came
Inrrying up the stoirs.  Captain

Mooulight slipped across and ghot the bolt
of the door. -

“We've got to get out
exclyimed Sir Maurice erimly,

“You must get out of it, Maurice, any-
way,” mutlered Moonlight. “"Twounld
never do to be found closeted with two
notorious highwaymen—and if your true
identity became Lknown, it might be the
ruin_of you!” i :

“Twaddle!” answered . Sir Maurica very
decidedly. *D'vou think I'd sec my old
friond tuken, ‘an® hanged? TI'm in with
you to-niglt—epad, ves!”

(ot psinend wuerlenf,)
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'Twas so obvious tlal le ,meant what
he said that Moonlight wasted no time in
argning.

“Then do as T say,” said he. “The
window and tlie roof—that's our.ocue hope
if we are to save ourselves from heing
cauglt like rats 1a a trap. Theyll be
watching the vard, but we should be able
to gain the voof safe cnough in the dark-
ness,  But there’s uo time to lose!”

Iiven as lie spoke a thunderous knock
upon the door echoed through the low
room,

"Twas Iollowed by a bellowing  voice,
which I recoguised us that of the man
Harpoer. the ceptain of the Runners, who
had  been hunting Moonhight before—the
man whom Tom Bayes had drubbed so
magnificently at the forge.

“Open, in the nawme of King George”

Moaunlight flung up the window.

The low eaves projected far over it, and
*twonld be o simple matter to swing our-
eclves oul sod then scramble up on to the
roof.

“You first, Dick,” whispered Moonlight
I obeyed, and Sir Maurice followed me as
I hauled mysclf up. Moonlight came last
of all. A minute later tlic three of us
were crouching on the shadowy side of the
gable, listening to the beating on the door
of thie room below.

“How now, Moonlight?’ drawled Buck
Melladery.

I noticed how easily he had fallen into
the way of calling my comrade by that
name.

“We must get to eartlh,” murmured Cap-
tain Moonlight. *They'll beat that door
in, and then they'll scarch tlie roof. We

"

wust get to earth—and then for a hiding-
place! There's a splendid one close at
hand—Martin's forge!l”

“Lead the way,” said Buck Melladew
coolly. *“'Pon my soul, I'm sorry for that
fellow Charles if ever I lay hands upon
him! The treacherous rascal! I shall
uever forgive myself for this, Moonlight!
"Tis all my fault for trusting the roguec!”

“The best way to repay our little debt
to: Charles will be to eunsure lis not carn-
ing that lhundred and fifty guineas!"
laughed Moonlight softly.

He rose into o crouching position, and
with us at his heels lie hurried along the
edze of tlie roof.

An instinet he scemed to have for suel
things! Ere ten minutes were up le had
led us safely over the dark gables of the
Stag Inn, down a rough stome wall into a
chicken-run, over what seemed nigh a
dozen more walls, and so into the main
village street three hundred yards from
the inn,

“ Now for the forge!” e whispered, with
a low, merry laugh. All his high spirits
seemed to lave come back fo him with
a rush, now that the spice of danger had
finvoured things., “Friend Martin and
yourig Tom will be only foo glad to hide
us for a while.”

“Good!” muttered Melladew, in lis
languid  way. “He raised lis plass
clegantly to his eye and glanced from one
to the other of us. “Egad! What scare-
crows we appear after tliose infernal walls
o' yours!”

1 could not Lelp but laugh at his comical
dismay. .

*“Yon'll never make a Tobyman !" lauglhed
Moonlight. “This is nothing, is it, Dick?
But see here, Maurice—"tis ‘Lutter for you
to hide alone! By making known your
identity wyon could spin some tale to
satisfy the Redbreasts casily enough, if
by yourself. But with us, you ure done
for if discovercd. We'll lead you to the
forge, and then Dick and I will take to
the moor——"

“You will not!” said Sir Maurice stub-
bornly. “Stick together we must. I tell
you I am in this to the end!”

All this while we lad been hurrying
through the shadows, making for the
forge. It was all in darkness when we
reached it, but a pebble at a certain
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IN PRAISE OF "CAPTAIN MOONLIQHT!"

Lefters veach e from all over the country
sitiging the protses of Francis Warwick's grand
romance of Captain Moonlipght and Red Diek.
Tt T know that there ave still some of you who
haven't as wet weitten and told me what you
think of the yvarn. Now. don't forget to drop
me o line, and do this right away, for T am
alweys anxious Lo kuow whetlher my chwns like
Lho stovies I am giving thom. Aund while you
are whout i, you might also lek pue know what
vou think of the other tales in Uz new nuuiber
of vour favourito psper,

FOR NEXT MONDAY.

There is bound to be a higger rush than over
for the next issue of the Boys' Iriexn. Why?
Simply becsuse the yarns in the forthcoming
number go one bettor than this week's. First
it the programme is avothoer exciting long in-
stalment of “ Captain Meonlight I All is not
well for the pallont Knight of the Road aud
his* doughty companions. The Bow Street
Runners have got them into a very tight
corner, and, what is more. the Redbreasts arce
determined to- gef them at any cost,  DBut
whether they succeed m capturimg Moonlight
and his comrades. next Mondny alone will tell.
Many thousand< of readers huve been asking ine
for a story of the sawdust ring, and al last [
hove been able to grant this vequest, Next
Monday's speeial 15,000-word story is entitled
“Goalkoeper and Acrobat!” This tale of foot-
ball aud eireus life ix chock full of thrills and
exciternent, and, if I know anything, it is going
to pléase vou all. Arother trcat on the Hill is
“Garage Jim's Star Turn 1" Ax you all know,
Jim Frver has always been-n plucky youngster,
but o Manday next ho will be found daing o
daritig stunt thai will positively make vou
colch your broath and gvip the arms of your
chaiv! You'll vote thet Jim 15 indeed a lad of
sterling worth wheo you have read Alfved
Lidizai's lutest and best yarn, And what about
Bookwopd? Owen Conguest will be well to
the fore next wecék with “Friends Again!”
There is really no need for me to give you an
idea ‘of bhe theme of this tip-top story of Jimmgy
Silver & Co. 'The title speaks for itself; =0 I
will leave it at that, chums. .

Q00D ADVICE FROM ''GQOALIE."

In our stext number, “Goalie ™ has another
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chat of special interest to all footer “fans”
‘His Football Nuws and Gossip is a festire of
the Boys® FriExp which'is appreciated far and
wide. and much useful advice has our expert
been able to give to many of my readers. One
voungster espectally is indebted to “Goalie ™
for the tips he has given m. The lad in
question is S, Moore, of Nottingham, who says
that the reason why he has proved such n sue-
cuss at inside-right for his local team 1s because
of the useful pdvice " Goalie * sent him through
the post.

A SURPRISBE!

1t is this: Look out for a great now pro-
gramme of storie: in a few weeks' tine. Ono
tale especially which will delight all readors is
g mugnificent school serial writtén by a new
suthor to the Boys' Fmesp. It is sinply
great, chums; so much so that you will be
telling all your pals to read it, too, by the time
vou have finished the first instalment, .Don't
forget! Keep on the watch for the special new
programme of firstrate ysrns in the Boys'
I'RIEND,

A QOOD HOBBY!

Althougll the days wre now beginning to
draw out and most of you will favour an
extra hour or so on the playing liclds, there
are many readers of the Boxs® I'mmexp who
wish to pursue some hobhy which, besides
keeping them busy, will interest theni. Now.
fretwork is s hobby that has a great sppeal
to boys, and, in addition. it is quite casy
to do. A fretwork oullit is not very expen-
sive and a lot of useful things ean be made
quite chesply You can get an outft,
togather with the necessary 3-ply wood and
designs of letter racks, mateh-box stands, and
even bookeanses at almest any toy eor iron-
mongers' stores, and if you are keen on the
hobby you will soon discover that you can
turn out articles that vour parents will be
proud to put about the home. But don't
overdo it—thet is to say, don't wish to stay
up late to finish off @ dortsin pretty piece
of work. T6 is far wiser to gef up an hour
earlier in the morning and carry on with the
job before you go to school. You'll be much
fresher then, and vou will do the work beiter.

Your Editor.

swvindow soen brought the bearded face of
the smith peering down at us.

“Who's therer”

And ab the answer, “Captain Moon-
light!"” a door was opened to us in another
minute, and we were safe inside the forge.

“Come upstairs, masters,” whispered the
voice of Tom Bayes throngh the darkness.
We groped our way after Him.

"Twas not the first time that Moonlight
had sought the shelter of old Martin and
his nephiew. They asked no gquestions, hut
led us straight to a little room under the
roof, It by a skylight only, so that the
light of our candles could not be seen
from outside. 'They brewed us hot drinks,
whicll were migzlity welcome. Buck Mella-
dew clapped Tom upon the shoulder.

“Good lad ! said he. “I thank you!”
He raised his glass to his eye and stared
in an admiring way at.the young smith’s
great shoulders and muscular frame. “Sta
me, you ought to take to the prize-ring!”

Tom Baves fiusled.

“I'd like to, sir; Dut I “cannot .leave
the forge!"

“Have you ever had a go with any
of the fancy?" asked Sir Maurice.

“1 sparred with Oak Oliver ouce, sir.”

“An' how did ye fare?”

“Well cuougly, sir,” le said,

“An' what does that mean?” demanded
the Corinthian.

“Well, sir, I put him down twice,
though I was down more times myself.”

“You downed Oak Oliver twice?” cried
Sir Maurice, with gleaming eyes. He
swaung round upon Moonlight and myself.
“Bgad, here's the man for wmy money!
Properly trained, this lad should be able
to give Sweet a hiding! If this boy were
my momination, my two thoussnd guineas
should have a sporting chance!”

Tom Bayes was looking mystified.

"How do you mean, sir, if I may ask?”
lis inquired.

“'Tia a wager,” explained Sir Maurice.
“I've bet Master Jacob Hollow, of Darksley
Hall, two to one in thous that T'Il find
a man—

His words snapped off.

“'What's that?” he muttered.

We all listened. Again it came—a heavy
knocking on a door below.

Quick footsteps sounded outside the little
room. The bearded face of Martin, the
surith, appearcd agitated;

“There's someone knocking below!" he
cried.

“Hush!" said Moonlight. *“Hark!"

Again the heating ou the door and o
muflled voice;

“Open, in the name of Hing George!™

Tom Bayes drew a deep breath.

Once again {he command, muffled and
indistinet:

“Open !
George [

“Tracked I muttered Sir Maurice Mella-
dew,"aund shrugged his big shoulders. He
took omt his gold suuffbox and took a pinch
of suaff. “Tracked!”

“Ay " T whispered licarsely.
followed us! They've tracked us from the
inn! Oh, they’re more clever than wo
thought them to bel!”

In silence we five stood listening—listen-
ing with set faces to the knocking en the
outer door.

That the men below wonid by now haye
spread around the forge we all realised.
Surrounded! Tracked down and surrounded
by the Bow Strect Runncrs!

Open, in the name of King

“They’ye

(Wil Captein Ioonlioht and hiz eomrades
be captured by the Bow Sirect Runners, or
will they sueceed in making their cseupe
from the forge? Whatever you do, don't miss
next Monday's long twstalment of this power-
ful romance!)

THE LUCK OF THE CARLISLES!

(Continued from puge 618.)

other way. And then he was assured, for,
uext second, he found Clem's hand out-
streteched towards him.

“Well done, Iloy!” eried Clem de-
lightedly. *['ve heard you did the trick.
Thank goodness the Carlisles have bagged
the National at last. And you've ecollared
the giddy family heirloom into the bargain.
Wonderful, old cliap, isn't it7”

Roy was too amazed to speak. With a
Inmp in his throat, he gripped his brother's
haond warmly.

To the younger Carlisle there was no
doubt that Clem was indeed his old self
again; but Roy eould not lielp wondering
whether his brother remembered anything
of what had happened since that day at the
Bogside meeting. He decided to approzeh
Clem on the matter at the first opportunity,
and so set his mind al rest.

“But you haven't answercd my question
yet, Clem,” said Roy. when lic found lis
voice at last. “ Are you fecling all right =

“Right as rain, old seout,” replied Lis
brother.

oy asceriained that, barring a straincd
leg, Clem felt fit enougli. Bul to make
sure, the youugsier lwrsuad{-d liim to eee
the course doetor, This Clem did, and the
medico ammonnced that he lad
suffered ne other harm.

“Bo that's that, Roy, old boy,” said Clem,
as they left the doctor’s ropm. “And mow
for home with the hononrs thick upon you I

It way in high spirits that Roy and Clem
reburned south together some lour or so
later. On the same Avain by which they
travelled went First Time, wiuner of the
Nationnl, and Magic Cirele, in charge of
Bobby Brown and Jeike Jennings. The
latter was in a tewering yaze al the success
achieved by Roy, oud lie was already seek-
ing another way in which te injure the
youngster. But little did the rascal dream
what wag in store for lim at the Nest, for,
as yet, he was unaware of the sudden
vhauge which had come over Clem Carlisle.

It was whilst in the compartment of the
train which had been resérved for the two
brothers that Roy hroached the subject of
Clemn's strange conditet of the last few days.
For some little while Clem struggled fo
bring to mind what had occurred sioee Lis
tumble in the Ayrshire "Chase. Then. of a
sudden; he remembered thab Jake Jennings
Iiad had a telegram senb to Larpy Laivd the
previous day informipg liim that First Time
should be sent fo Aintree in place of Nep-
tune. And fhe thought that-that wire had
borne his brother’s name caused him fo
tedden.

indeed

Shame-faced, Clem told Roy of that
scheme propesed by his head lad.

“Why, Roy,” he said suddenly, “I'm cer-
tain First Time left the Nest for Aintree
and not Neptune. Was it on that horse
that yon won ?"

He did not know that his brother had
ritdden First Time in the National; all that
the ambulance men had told Lim when tliey
picked him up after his fall was that his
brother had wen the big event. '

Roy smiled.

"“Yes,” he said quietly. *I won it on
First Time. But don't disiress yourself
about what’s happened, Clem. You've been
jolly ill, and I'm sure you did not realise
what you did to spoil my National pros-
peets, It is Jennings who's to blame for
that, for lie obviously took advantage of
your condition of health to set you against
mn-,?

Clem @id not seem to remember anything
about the night Neptune was freed from his
box, for he did not mention the matter, and
Roy decided -not to bring. it up. Tle
younger Carlisle realised that the less eaid
about the whole wretched affair. the Letter.

When they got back to the Nest, Clem,
at Roy's sucgestion, called Jake Jenniugs
to the house, and, mach to that raseal’s
astonishment, paid him a month’s salary
in lien of ‘notice, and politely informed him
that lie had no furilier use of his services.
And Juke went away hurriedly, for Ly thiy
time lre lhiad heard that Clem Thad com-
pletely recovered lis normal senses and that
tlie split between lie and his Lrother was
now healed. Perhaps the glinting light in
Clem's eyes helped to hasten his departure.

The reason why Larry Laird was deceived
hy the spurious wire was easily aecounted
for, Moy Lad told his liead lad just before
Ite left for Aintree on the eve of the
National not to be surprised if he sent liim
o wirg to despatel First Time in place of
Neptune, and although Larry had then be-
Jieved him 1o be joking, when the telegram
Lind arrived, DL instantly " thought that,
after all, Roy had meant what he had said.

The family heirloom duly passed inte
Roy's hands, and, to commoemorate the
youngster's great success in thie National,
a dinner was given in the Nest to all hands,

After the sumptnous repast, Clem, his old
bright self once more, stood up at the tahle
wliere he sat next his brother. and toasted
Itoy in foamingz ginger-heer, .

“To my brother’'s grand achievement,
beys.” was all he said, "“And to the luck of
the Carlisles 1”

And the stable lads raised their glasses
and drank lopg and decp.

THE EXD.

(¥ext Monday's Special Treat—"Goalkeeper

and. Acrobat!” A mugnificent 15,000-word

complete story of faotball and eircus Lfe.
You'll enjoy it no end, chumsl)
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other : fascinating tale

The 1st Chapter.
A Surpriss Tor Jim.

i NYBODY about?”
A Stending by the bench in the
garage, Jim started as the call came

to his cars from the wide doorway.
e turned, to see s man silhoustied against
the sunlit roadway behind, ’ .

"1 say, can you spare n ninute ™ the man
called a5 he saw Jim. The boy lsid down the
carburetter jet ha had been olesning, and
as he crossed the concreie fHoor he enught
sight of the cur that stood outside the garage,
{vom which the man had alighted. Tt was

L8 fwjiag Fiat, a low, streamlined muachine

\\I'h'h # body that blazed vivid red in the sun-
e,

Jim, looked. at the owner euriousiy: he was
tull and brown aud fean. ,His evebrowa woere
bushy. and the eves benenth them were a
lightish blue. very straight-looking and keen.
His hands, Jim saw, were grimed with oil:
tlu-i'o were seurs on his fingers—scars made by
1o0is.

“1 wondered if°1 migl:t- put my machine up
heve for o few nights,” be said.

Jim glanced st the Fiat. g

“Jolly glad te have it lLin exclaimed.
“Shové it in for gs long as you like,” and
Iiis eves glowed at the thought of Liaving that
woudezfl.ﬁ machine on hig haods; it could do
o hundred and twenty miles an' hour!

*Thanks;” said the man., “I'll wunt to
work on her—tune her up s littls, and so
forth,  T'm running in the races down ok
Sundy Beach next Seturdsy and—-"

“I'll give you & hand, 1f I can be of any
help ¥ Jim said quickly.

“Good! My name is Norris and—"
“Norris!™ Jim exclaimed. “Not Jordan
Norrist"

‘the men smiied slowly., and nodded. Jim
gasped. Jordan Norris was one of the most

fnnious speedmen i England—and he was put-

ling ohie of his machines up I Tinkel's
Larage!

“1 Dbrought the Fiat over here becmuse I
didn't want to stop near Sandy Bench,” Norris
told him, *“As a malfer of fact, I'm having
a' little private speed ‘duel with a man on
Sswurday, and I wanted to get somewhere

wliere I could work guictly.”

Jim's rugged face lit up as the speedmean’

spoke. 5l 7

“Proud o heve vour machine in heve, sic!”
Jia smid. Vil hielp you push it in!?

A minute later, and he was shoving on the
wedge-shiaped tail of the racing car, pushing
it until it stood, red and glowing, in the
cuntre of Lhe shedy garage.  'The man
could soe that. Jim was interested; he lifted
the engine cover and let Jim, foast his eyes
on_the smooth lines of the high-speed power
unit that was disclosed,

Bejore the car hind been in the place ten
winutes, Jim was sitting in the driver's seat
aud handling the controls—poering over the
top bf the cord-bound stecring wheel and
throngh the wire-mesh that guarded the wind-
sereed.

“TUl leb vou drive her before T go,” Norris
promised him,  *“That’s if you cun spare the
time to comeo and—"

“T' make time!™ Jim assured him.

The speedmen glenced around the garage:
suddenly” he walked seoross to whore J 1n's old
Renault stood in the corner, with its high,
dentod body and scratched paint work.

“This i= an old stager, isn't 1" ha ex-
olnimed; ho stepped back, and stood frowning
at the machine. *‘She locks familisr to me,
somchow,” he saad. "T'Il—" He liftod the
anging eover, and stood peering at the
ntaehine. Jim heard him muotter half excitedly
#a he bont Jower and thrust the bonnet highet.

“Bomething  wrong?" ssked Jim. as he
moved to his side. He tried to keep the old
Renault in good econdition, and he didn't

liko to think thet the specdman might have
founed somothing wrong.

My: Noreis swung round on him:

“Where did you get this car? lie asked
abruptly, and there was a vibrant bimbre to
Jiiz yoice that made Jim sforo at bim. The
speedman's eyes wera glittering, and there
wis 2 strange smile curving his lips.

“T picked her up cheap about a vear bask.”™
Jing answered.  “Wo use her for hack work,
and for fowing in—-="

“ Huek work ! the speedman excloimed, and
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something very like pain shiowed iu lis eves,
*“Heck work and rowing! You don't know
where the ecar came from oviginally, then?”

“No ides,” answered Jim. “She hadn't &
body when I bought hier: ihe one that she's
got now opme off & Wolsey. But ghe's & good
oar, and I—"

A pood car—she ought to be ! Mr. Norris
looked at Jim for a moment or 0, then he
added: ‘“Thiz Renanlt's s racing machine—
I drove her in the Grand Prix at Lyons fifteen
Tears ago Y

“Drove hev—ehe's 2 racing machine!” Jim
gasped. My old Renanlt & racing machine !

Ho starod at the speedman in blank emaze-
ment. He knew that, even as she stood, the
Roenault would toueh seventy milex an hour.
With ‘a bit of sttention to the engine, there
was no telling what she would do!

“The engine looks ar though it’s in protty

condition,” My, Norris said. “1If she

ad & speed body on her, slie could give a
fow of the best a zood run for their money.
How daes she ron?*

“Sound as a bhell! Jim answered, A
racing maehine, ch? T can hardly beliove igi"

He grinned as lie mazed 2t the batterod old
car. What would Smarty and the resl say
whea thoy heard abont it?

“You're nob kidding me?” he asked Mr.
Neorris doubtfully,

“Kidding you! [ should say not! You
look at' the oll-kide of the geur box and vou'll
tind a deep seraleh running from top to—"

“That’s vight! Jim eok in.  “Ti vuns richt
down ohe side. Tve often wondered whit
made 1t*”

*That wis tlrough & accidont st the
works,” suid Mr. Novriz, 1 conld tell you a
dogent inurks like that on the cdr, and bow
she gov 'em! Ii's my old bus all vieht! You
mast et me give ber s cun over the moor just
for old fime's sake!™

Jim zaid that he would Lu only tos pleased,
and as he spoke he noticed that & small group
had gathersd in the garsie doorway. DBob
Smari, Nobby Lee, and three or four others
were there, all staring 46 the low. red shapo
of the speedman’s Fial. Jim wenk noross to
them.

“Binarky.  whek I'vou  Udank!
Renault’s veelly a facing car !

“Gel oul!” said Bmerty. *She can go all
right—but she don't look a bit like this gent's
Frat *

“T kaaw shie doesi'r, but that's ouly brewuse
shie’s gol the wrong body on!” Jim told him.
“Come and look!™

They all swarined over to the machine. M.
Norris joined thenn aned in no time at all he
waus not onlv backing up what Jim had said,
but he was telling them of the great raco in
which the old Renanli had run. Presently,
he left to book & room at the Rayley Hotel.
lesving his Wiat in Jim's care. When lie had
pone. Smurty oxclaimed

“If the Renault’s a vacing car. vou can't use
it for messing about on and——"

“You'll huve to race with it!" Naobby Tiee

The old

cut in.. “ What abour taking the old body off
an’ puttin’® a new one on? And—" = He
broke off; tlien caught Jim's arm.  “"What

ahout them racos over &l Sandy Beach? Mr,

Norris goin' in for 'an—why don't you vace

the old Renaull? I'll como as vour mechanio !
“You won't—I will!! Smurty exclaimed,
“Shut up, Smarty, vou'd faint if the var

went fast!" Nobbv said sarcastically,
thought of it fArst and—* ;
“Who'd faint?” osked Smsrty aogrily.

“T've got more right in this garuge than you
have, anyway, An’ if Jim races I'm zoiog to
be his—"

“Who said 1 was woing fo racc?® Jim
askod. as he shoved belweon the pair of thom.
“Have a bit of seuse—wlhnt chanen wonld she
stond against cars like that Fiat? Thoy'ra
the sort that'll be vqnuivg ol Sandy Beaeli on
Satupday '™
LT wouldn’t anind  Dhoavin' & eub at it
Nndbh_\r t'ryld hin, “T bet I ¢ould make u sliow
an(e—"

. “Probubly break vour neck!” Smarty
chipped in. “Jim's right. anyway, The old
Renoult mighit have been. bot-stuff in her

time, hut she wouldo’t bo fast anough now.”

Bub Nobby wasn't satisfed. He was always
ready for anything that was risky. Han
wantod Jim to slael then and tliete {o take off
the old body and rig up one that was moere

filling o the car’s greal past, so that they
conld o for & speed-burst over the moor.
“Notling doing I" Jint exclaimed.
 Besides, T haven't got time: I've promised to
help Mr. Norris to tune up his Fist for Sandy
Beach. Buv when l's zone, perhans—"
He broke off and looked st the old Renaulr.
How would she go if thet clumsy, rattling old
body were taken off and o trim, strenmiined
one like that on the Fiar wore sabstituted ¥
Before he went home that night, Jim Tooked
vound the old Ronault again, and then started
up the engine, It purred smoothly: the ex-
haust scemed to have taken on 2 booming,
rouring note—almost as though the car had
heurd what they had been suving, and was
telling Jim that there was still a lot of her
ald spead left. 3
When he opened the throttle, the exhaust
crashed out with o stacesto mote, bellowing
znd thundering back from the garape walls—
like a1 echo of the speed-song shie had sung id
the Grand Prix long sgo.

The 2nd Chapter.
All Out on the Flat!
HY, next morning, Mr, Nortis came to

I thie zarage. He donned an old pair of

overalls, and then started work on

lits Fiae. Jim worked ab hie side, and
that day he learned many things from the
speedman,

Mp, Norris had patient, eifted hands—the
bunds of a born mechanic: it was plain to Jim
that he loyed the ferce-looking rod car. While
they worked, he {old Jim something of the
race in which he was to run on the following
Baturday.

It was n speed duel between himseif aud an
American driving s Warnock Special. The
Americen was a well-known racing man—his
name was Munroe—and he had Jboasted that
there wias not a c¢ar iy Europe that counld beat
his machine on & sand traeck.

“This American is always boasting about his
Warnock Special,” said Mr. Norris, “So I
took him up. 1 said I'd be af Sandy Beach
with & car that woulkl ieave his machino
behind; this is the one that's going to do it !
And he patted the scuttle of the Fiat. *“It'z
& ten miles’ vace, and T think I shall beat him.

his Munroe i5 a nasty sort of chap, and I
don't trust him. That's why I came alone to
Reyley, where I can work in comfort,”

“He wouldn’t be above tampering with your
machine—eh " asked Jim.

“Wall, T wouldn't ssy thal.” answered Mr.
Norrig,” and he smiled a little. “But you
nevey know !*

For two days they worked on the Fiai,
bringing everything aboue the mechine to por-
fection. In thie afterncon of the second day,
My, Norvis took the car out alone to test
different setlings of the carburctier.

*1f you like. we'll have a run in the morp-
ing," ho said fo Jim. “I suppote you eouldn't
dig out one or two of your pals to time us
conld you ™

*They'll come!”™ Jim told him. and when
he spoke to Smarky and Nobby, they said they
were rapdy to do unything.

The following morning Jin drove Smiurty
and Nobby out in the old Renault, while Mr.
Norris wenl ahead with the red Viar. He
soleoted w lonely stretch of road in the heart
of the moors; hie posted Smarty and bis mate
where they could watch the road and arrange
for them to tine the red machine over & half.
niile streteh, and, after that, to time the carp
over a circuit which was about seven miles
in length, He gave thiem a stopwatch with
which to work, then he turned to Jim,

“Sure you want to come?” he asked, “I'd

and——-"

grioned,

like to 'hm-c you just o wateh the gauges,
UL owouldn’t miss it for dovthing ! Jim
and he slipped o the ‘uarrow
mechanic's soat: beside the speedmsn.

Dials. were spresd out’ on the instrument-
board before lis eyvs: ready to lis Land.was
&n oil-pump with & dial above it: Close by
was & speedometer, with a vevolution counter
near if. .

“8ip tight!"” ealled Mr. Norris. above the
roar of the cngine: with a wave of the lund
to Nobby and Smarty, he sont the machine
BWay.

Crouched low in his seal, lis fingers wrapped
abont the leather holds, dim watched ‘(he wiiite
rond sweep towards them. He suw the speedo-
meter needle surging round the dikl, and as
the car leaped into its stride, it begau to
bucket and rock on the roud.

Onee round the pircuit the speedman took
the machine, warming up the engie, As they
returncd to the point trom which they had
started, he roared:

“ I'm going—to—les her go |

They hiad bern going fast before, Lut now
the squah pressed against Jin's beck as he
crouched lower stiil as the huriling machine
sent a gale of wind abont his ears:

Heo saw the specdomoter needle 8at on the
hundred mark. The vibbon of rond Rashed at
them. Ho sew tho s an's hands white-
knuckled on the shifting whesl. The car was
bucking and lesping—lis eers vwere filled with
the tearing crash of the blsck-mouthed
exhapst.

Qll-iun_w,: swipl to lis face from the metal
grid against whieh his feet wore pressed, The
sereaming roar of (he fiercely-revolving engine
came at him, thrilling throngh his bones.

JHe saw the speedman’s teoth gritted behind
his parted lips, Lis eyes narvowed and gleam.
ing, the muscles standing out on his jow as
he held fhe huriling machine to the road.

A bend showed. They went round it with
the rod tail wagging and the rear wheels
flinging erit and dust high bohind them. On
the straight beyond the bond, the speedometer
needle stid across the hundred mark, the big
dial shifting and dithering under Jim's gaze
so’i;hst he could no longer read the speed.

Thoy streaked past the point from which
Smurly wis to time them for the half-mile.
Ahesd showed rhe clump of frees which
marked the end of tho stretch, ITis gaze glued
to them, Jim watched the trees swoop down at
them. The car loaped from side to side, rock-
Ing to bhe tervific speed.

The trees loomoed up, the thuaderous roar of
ﬂ;s car slammed back from their mossy trunks,
then——-

Something brown moved on the far side of
the wees. The fraction of a second Jater, and
Jitn saw a4 moorland pany wmble on to the

ead 111 their patl |

Instantly tho shvill soream of brake-shoes in
their drums stiuck above the roar of the car—
and the peny stopped to look ot them !

They were on it a moment later!

Jim saw the speedman’s knotted liands on
the wheel shifting as be pulled the car over.
‘Lhey ckidded, the tail swinging round. ‘I'he
pony, scaved mow, durted forward—it seomed
that they must it if !

Abrupely, the pony vanished, Jim fouud
himself staring at the trees, The car had
swung completely round under the sfress of
the gripping brakes as the speedman strove
to save the pony's life. A mement later and
thoe machine left the road—leaping high as
{-Ee wheels struck the grassy bank tlat cdged
i

Tor an instuni they hurtled through the air,
(Continued overleaf.)

The pony, scared now, darted forward—it seemed that t!iey must hit it?!
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engine screaming, wheels threshing. Then
they Ine tho grass, skidding aud slithering.

There came a terrific shock as the wheels
dropped to a bread rut in the ground—the
car heeled over.

Jim fely himself hurled headlong. He had
a glimpse of the car erashing on its side, grass
and earth failing high: . bushes whipped his
face and hands: branches erashed, demp earth
plonghed up all aboul him—then lie came to
rest, staring up through a tangle of prickly
gorsg to the blue sky |

The 3rd Chapter.
The Renault Fills the Breach.

IM Jay where he was for what scemed an
age. The sound of crashing branches
somewhere near roused him; be found
himnsell staring up into the anxious,

blond-streaked face of Mr. Norris.
*Are you hurt, Jim? Jim—are you—"
Jiny sat up, thorns pricking the palms of his
hands as ho moved.
“No, I—I think T'm all right,” he said

owly.

He felt the speedman’s hand on his arm,
‘helping him to rise, supporting him as he
stepped out of the thick tengle of bushes.
Stending there with Mr. Norris’ arm about
him, lie felt strangely shaken, snd he blinked
rabout him.

The car was lying some distance away, o
‘cloud of oily smoke wreathing towards the
sky. Uptorn tufts of grass and heather lay
gl about it, and there was a broad brown
‘gash of newly-turned earth near the tail of
| the machine.
| Neither of them was hurt. Mr. Norris had!
not been thrown out of the car; he lind been
jjammed behind the steering-wheel, and the
(stesl body lhad saved him from cverything
"except o few bruises. He had cut his fore-
‘head ‘a little, but that was all
+ By .the time that Smarty and Nobby came
'tearing up to them, they were calmly examin-
*ing the ‘wrecked mueline—while the moorland
pony that had caused the smash was disappear-
g over the brow of a hill, galloping madly.

=1t we'd' hit it. we shonld have killed at!”
said Mr. Norris. “The crash would probably
have turned the car over, and we might have
'been badly injured! I didn’t want to run into
ihe poor brute, anyway—he didn't know what
he was doing.”

“Hé won't go within a milo of a car after
Ithis!™ Jim said cheerfully; then ke bent fo
the red bulk of the Fial

The two ofi-side wheels liad snapped clean
away, breaking at the stub-axles

“We needn’t look zny further,” said the
speedman quietly. “That's done the muchine
in for Bandy Beanch, at auy rate! We can't
repair thad in the, fime”

* Netther of the boys said anylling; there
was nothing much that they conld say.

“This means that Munroc will crow like the
dickens I, Mr. Norris exclaimed.  “THe'll say
I funked thic race. or something ! And I can't
get another ¢ar now—not one that 1 can rely

|”

Nobby glanced at him quickiy. He staried
fo  say eomething, then checked himsell.
Nobby looked et Jim; he could see that the
ame thotz{?t; was in Jim’s mind as wes in
his own. Nobby stepped forward.

“Why not race with Jim's old Renault?”

% he dsked quickly. “If this one can’t run what

about——" He broke off as the speedman
Jooked at him sharply, and then Nobby
added: “The Renault can’t balf go, you
r'imnw i

“The old Renault! exelaimed the speed-
iman softly, The old Renault! The car he
had driven in the Grand Prix fifteen years
ego—why not? Why not let her run her last
race? "There might be ‘just time to prepare
her—and he knew what she could do. She
was a match for the Warnock Special, old
tnough she might be.

Jim guessed what he was thinking,

“The Fiat's body isn't mucll damaged,
igir ™ e excluimed.  “We might make it fit—
and we'll all work with ¥ou, won't we,
Smarty!”

“Not half we won't—all night if you like!”
Smarty answered.

|
“If we iuned her up and lightened {he
frame," = said  Mr. - Norris **sh

slowly, she
mnght—-

“Let’s try, anyway!" Jim urged. “We'll
bring oub a trolley and get the I'iat home,
then—" i

He was off with a ruon, meking for the
Renault. Two hours lster and the Iiat was
back in the garage. Immediately they turned
o geiting ithe worn body off the old racing
machine, On the stripped chasss, Mr, Norris
took the Reuaull out for a frial run; he eame
back full of enthusiasm.

“¥You've kept the engine sweot os an
apple!” lie exclaimed to Jim. **We may not
beat the Americun—but we'll give him a
dashed good run!”

Half the night they worked on the old
racing ecar, and the whole of the next day.
By the Friday afternoon she was all but
ready, with the red body from the Fiat bolted
to her frame; they liad to build the body up
to make it fif, but it would serve, and when
Jim stepped back fo look st the car, he could
hardly believe that it was his old machine,

The fapering, blunt-nosed engine cover lent
the ear a wickedly-eeger appearance; it
seemed to bulk high against the low-built
body behind, making for strength. The big
copper exhimust of the Iist replaced tho
Renault's: own, and when they started up the
tuned engine the black mouth bellowed and
roared & song of power and speod.

Early in the evening, they took her up on
the moor and, with Jim at his side, Mr, Norris
tried out his old racing machine.

“*She’ll by a hit slow at the start,” was his
verdiet, “but once we get going, Jim—once
we get going—" laughed then, and
clapped the boy on the back. ** You won't be
scared to ride with me?” he asked. and Jim
shook his head, “You're a good sport fo
lend me the car!” the speedman exclzimed.
“And a better sport to let me drive it—but
it's like old times to feel her pulling under
me!  She’ll make Munroe’s Warnock look
pretiy small to-morrow, if we have any lock !

Lights were still burning at midnight n
the garage, while Mr. Norris made final
adjustments to the engine, with Jim and the
others helping him enthusiastically. None of
them had much sleep that night, and quite
early the next morning thev towed the
Rensult to Sundy Beach, a full fifty miles
away.

The speedman did not want the Renault to
run _under her own power because it would
spoil her tune; they reached the sea without
mishap, and parked fthe car away from the
crowd that wes already assembling.

Mr. Norris went off to see the officials who
were Tunning the meetingz.  He was gone
some time. Whila he was eway a nun
approached the boys as they stood abont the
car.

“Is this' Norris’ speedster?” he asked: and
they all guessed from his eppearanos and his

accent that he was the boastinl Munran. He.

wore & square-ont suit and blogk-toed: boots;
between his thin lips was a cigsr that was

gripped by yellowed tecth; his: head was
crowned by a broad-brimmed hat—he was a
typical picture-hook American, and Jim

couldn’t repress & grin as ho looked at him.
Y Waal, I never hev seen such a heap o'
junk !® Munroe growled s he looked the cor
cover,  “Renaunlt, hah? Say, he don’t think
hie ¢'n beat me with thei! What's under th’
Licod I and he made to lift the cngine cover.
Jim jumped forward.
“Don’t touch that, please! hio =aid.
“Waal, he must hev sumthin® stowed under
there!” Munroe snarled at hiin. “1'm gonna
** and he shoved Jim away.

take a look at io!
Smarty and Nobby caine up. Nobby edged

his bony bulk between the Anerican and the!

car.

“Keep your hands offl Mr. Norris® machine,”
he said quictly. “We don’i swant ~

“Having any trouble? 1o you want =ome-
thing, Munroc?” ‘The *British speedman’s
guiet voice sounded belind, and the Amnerican
whirled tound. "

“Jest takin' a peek at vour machine.,” lLe
said hastily. “I guess you gob sumthin' real
speciel under thet hood, Norris, an™—"

“Bomething very spocial,” answered the
speedman quictly. ““And we don't want lo
see you anywhere near us until we meet on
the conrse, Mr. Munroc!”

The American stared at him.

“Are vou lintin’ I might queer your car?”
he snaried. “Say, I don’t stand that kinda
talk from nobody, Nerris! If yon like, T'l
back my Warnock Special againgt this pile o

scrap. for wnother five thousand dollars
¥ r
an'—
Tl vake you!" said Norris, in the same
auiet way, and the boys gasped. Five

thousand dollars was a thousand pounds: and
it was evident from the wav that Munroo

crash-helmet.

spoke that there was already & wager of o
thousand pounds on the race. :

The American glared at the speedman, then
ho: looked at the old Renault, laughed’ sneer-
ingly, and stalked off.

Tl take your moncy after th' racel” he
called as he went,

Mr. Norris turned to Jim, .

“Tf we win,” be said. “TIl send that thon-
sand. povnds to the Rayley Coitage Hospital,
Jin. I hear they can do with funds?®™

Jim said nothing. This was the first that he
had 'heard of there being money wagered on
the speed duel. And if the Repault won, then
the local hospital wonld get a thousand pounds.
Wouldn't Squire Risden, the chairman, bo
pleased.

“We'll win—or the old Renault’ll bust!”
Jim told the speedman.

The spoed duel was to take piace hali-way
through the mecting at Sandy Beach. The
course was five miles long; which nicang that
the two cars would have to make u turn at the
end opposite from {he starting-point, the only
turn in the race, 3

The time passed slowly.  Fifteon miputes
before they were to go to the starting-line
they started the Renault’s engine, to warm it
up for the race. Presently Jim and Mr. Norris
climbed sboard, and the old Grand Prix racer
rolled down to the line.

The Warnock Special was already there. It
was a very long, very low-built, white machine;
its exhaust was spanging and chuttering im-
patiently ‘as the old Renault came up. Jim
got o glimpse of the American at the wheel;
now he was wearing a leather swii cand a
He gtinned sardomecally, then
turnad to wateh the starfer as he took up his
position with his fag.

To the right the sea stratched, rippling and
blue; on the left ranks of spectators showed
against the ropes that kept them from the
course; ahead the sand .was marked and striped
by the wheels of cars that had ron in previous
races,

“All right?’ came Mr. Norris' vpice in Jim's
car: and the boy nodded.

They had bound the stecring-wheel of the
old Renault with insulation tape, and the
speedman’s hands showed white apainst it.  The
windscreen. from the Fiat had been placed on
the Renault’s scatile; bub Jim had no pro-
tection as he squeczed himseli down in his
yarrow seat. 3

He saw the starter’s flag go up aud twiteh
preparafory to coming down and sending them
ofi. Above the Rennult's thunder he heard the
shrill ‘bark of the Special; then the Hag camc
down.

At Jim'zs side tho white American. machine
leaped away, surging alicad, sand spuming high
from the rear wheels, lashing back at them,
showering him as the Renault jumped after the
other car. :

The old Renault was slower—much slower—
the Special scomed to leave them standing as
it got away. Thoen Jim could feel fhe old car
picking up her specd. Back to him came the
crackling of the American’s exhaust; that
sound was drowned as Mr. Norris opened the
throttle wide. ;

They surged forward. | The Warnock Special
no longer gained from them. The yellow sand,
packed board-hard, flung beckwards from the
Amgrican’s wheels, slashing down on them as
thicy leaped into the spume,

The crowd dropped away; sand-dunes came
at the side. ripping past. The old Renault
thundered inte her stride, roaring at the white
car the mighty ehallenge she had flung in the
old Grand Prix.

The speedman’s eyes wore alight with the fire
of the race; the car itself scemed lo sonse tlio
challenge of the machine from across the
Atlantie. Buk they did not gain on the Special.

Out from the vellow flainess aliead Jim saw
a flag-topped pole jutting high. The turning-
point.  They scomed to be on it ahnost as
soon a8 ho saw it. The Warnock slowed, her
brakes sguedling; and the Renaull roared up
to him.  Norris had not touched the brakes.

The American went round the pole, skidding
madly. Sand founted from the slithering
wheels—a yellow wall that lifted up towards
the sun. Then they were skidding with him.

Jim -saw_his driver's hands tense on the
wheel, saw him drep a fist to the geat-lever as
they zot infto the turn; then ho was hanling
with ' all his strength as he forced the ecar
round.

They cleared the pole and roared on to the

straight again, with the Renault's blunt, ugly
nose: level with the American’s pointed tail.
Jim saw the exhaust stabbing lurid Aame; then
sight of it was gone, as Norrly pulled the
Renault out and began to poss,
. Now the old car was thundering and leap-
ing and sweying on the sand, crashing her
challenge as shie forced her Dlunt unoge level
with the other’s cowled radiator.

Jim saw Munroe, tecth gritted, face savage,
as they smashed past him.

They left him behind! Kicking sand back-
wards like a skittigh horse. the Renault plis-
tered the Special’s radiator.

Jimn saw the finishing-Rag lean vp before
them, white ‘faces beside it

“We've done it!” he yelled. “We've—'

iis words-clioked in lhie throat. 'Whe roar
of the Renaull's engine died abruptly. They
slowed.

He saw Novris' foot jabbing on the accelers-
tor-pedul; through the bellow of the American
machine, as it roared up to them, he caughi
the speedman’s vall:

“Throitle-rod come adrift !

The vibration of the straiving nachine had
either snapped tho connection between thic
pedal and the rod or & nut had worked loose.

Jun did the only thing pessible. He dived
forward in his seat, thrusting head under the
dush, groping through the opéning where the
footboards had been for the rod that controlled
the throtile. .

He burnt himself on a bot exhaust-pipe:
then found the rod, hanging lopse, aud pulled
on it.

Instanily the Renault's engine roared to lifi
again, nnd the car plunged forward. Humpoed
there, his slack body banging the sides of the
machine, the cdge of the dash hitting his back,
choked by the fumes of the engine, Jim set his
teeth and hung on.

He held the throttle wide—as wide as it
would go. He gritted his teeth until it hurt,
and suppressed a ery as the back of his head
crashed against unyielding wood. Deafenecd,
choked, battered, fighting for breath, le stuck
to it, while the old Renault toatched his en-
durance with a spirit of her own and showed
her breed as she swept on bo the finish.

Sick now, head reeling, burnts fngers
wrepped vice-like about the rod. Jim was con-
scious that the thunder of the engine abruptly
died. Heo heard the sques! of brakes, and felt
the machine slowing swiftly. Tt stopped, and
the speedman’s hands canie about him, to drag
him back 1o his seaf. J

Jint's face was black, his hands were blistered
and broised; it seemed to him that the whole
world reeled abeut him, then steadied a
moment as he forced his eyes 1o the spectlman’s
lean face.

“Did we win?' he gasped.

“By o yard!" answered Norns.

- . . . . - i’ .

In half an hour Jim was fit again. . But he
felt the broises for days afterwards; and it was
a week before his damaged hands would let him
handle ‘tools,

But bandaged hands did not prevent him
taking to the hospital 1he money that the old
car had won. Mr. Norris drove hiin there: and
afrer the gift was made the machine ran
back to the garage, engine purring smoothly.

Later they pit the old body back on her
frame, and it scemed to scttle down con-
tentedly into place. The old Renault had run
her greatest race and she was satisfied.

THE END.
Carege Jim's Star Turn?* iy Alfred
Eigar's grand story for Monday next, Jio
sure you read it! Order your copy of the
Boys' FriExp to-day!) =
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