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RACKE CARRIES OUT HIS RASCALLY SCHEME!

(An Exciting Incident from the Grand, Long, Complete School Story Inside.)
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FOOTBALL FAVOURITES. |

CHARLES FLOOD.
Bolton Waudcrcrs F.C.

JAMES TORRANCE.

A PLAYER OF DISTINCT PROMISE. of the day was injored, amd it = o <tamline
HARLES W. FLOOD, who was| joke at Folhanm tl when e lass of
recently transferred from Hull City | Torrance a8 8 centre-half are over, he ous
to Bolton Waniderers, is one of the [ to make a jolly good goslkeeper. A pl
many foothullers  who  developed | with a lion lheart wml o great enthosi

their game while serving in the Great War.
Me =, so [ar #s we know, the ouly prominent
feothaller in England ut the present time
who was harn in the Isle of Wight,

In the Army he served with the Royal
@arrison Artillery, amd i the course of only
seven United Service League games he scored
thirty gounls, onee getting =ix in o game, aml
Ry inoseveral other matehes, While playing
m these games he was spotted by Manager
Javk, of Plymonth Argyle, for whom he
played o few times as an wnatenr. On the
winri to wormal foothall vonditions, Flood
woent to Huoll vity, amd for three seasons put
monsotul service on hehalf of the “'Tigers.
Lost scu=un, for example, he was their lewl
me  voaldvorer, with  sceventeen suecossful
shot< to his -eredit in League matohes,

Flowl, however, is one of those men whe

are anxions to get on in- the foothall world,
atisl when he signed on for Holl e made it
a comsdition that he should he allowed to
eave when lie felt that the tine il con
for lilm to advance, This time he considered
hadd comoe at the emd of lust season, =0 in
May he was  traunsferred  to  Bolton
Wanderers, and it may he said that the
fancashire clih has seeured a player of
slistinet promise, Strictly speaking, he pre-
fers to pluy in the insile-left position; hut at
Mull he showedll himself a most versatile for-
ward, playing in all three of Lhe inside for-
wanl positions, wid at Bolton he is likely to
b villed upon whenever there i5 a vacancy
i hie attack,
e ods w big fellow, sbanding practically six
wt. al welghing over twelve stone, yet his
play van hest be described as brainy, rather
than tobust, He is also a  wvery fmr
erivketor, aml for several sumuiiers past he
has hoept wicket for the Hull Cricket Club,

A REAL HARD WORKER.

HE of  foathall  knows  no
maor whistie player on hehalf
of iy than  populur  Jimmy

" Torrgnee, who has now heen with

for® vleven  seasons, amd who is
ing ua well as ever, For a hig por-
5 perlosl of service with Fulbiant,

Vorrmss wag captain of the team, hut
during Lot season le relinguisiied the post
e eoler to bl i
B, whom fie
oapetionee of Lhils sort

It 45 worthy of note that when Torranee
st vcame to London from his native
sSeottiy plave, Coatbridge, he played at
cettrs tarwand, and sinee then he has oncu-
pival o nnmur. Linen every position on the

belil on behalf of the Craven Cotiage siile.
Onee e even went into goal when the keeper

muy rightly he expected to pnt up g decent
show in any position on  the feld, and
Tarrance possesses these qualitles to o very
mirked degree. e Is un ahsolutely tireless
worker, being specially good in the art of

TOMMY BROWELL

Manchester City F.C.

?m x ;:k"f"""“w ‘5 b

A Splendid Real ACTION
Photograph of this famous foot-
baller will be given FREE with
every copy of next week's GEM.

recovery, amd remdy to take any amonnt of
hart knocks with an air which sozzesis that

he i3 quite uneat e,

More than on the conrse of lils stuy
at Fallam, Tuir lius gone through a
whaole League  <cacon without missing o
mateh, and, in fact, viicea s nothing which

grieves Dime guite o miiuch as to s com-
pelled to stamd dowi from Lis place in the
siille owing to injury.

“ MY READERS' OWN CORNER.”

A Splendid Tuclk: Homper filled
with delicious Tuclk is awarded

fo the semder of what the
Editor considers the most
interesting puoragraph.

Half- |
a-crown is awarded for each
other contribution accepled.

(If your name is not here this
weeks it msy be next,)

F
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THIS WINS OUR TUCK

HAMPER.
Most Confusing.
CJohin,”  said  Mys.  Smilh,

vy do they quariel so much
nl:-un ponitry in these disgraceful

TR s

prizefights * Paunltey -
tered  Jolin,  Inving down
ewspaper.  *“ Now, my
whatever dv you mean ™" *

it s elear enongh!”  answere
Mrs, Simth. =1 vead it all my-
ol s weke down, It

white wan

avs the wits ielined
tn show his clucken heart, but
gave a prelty duck lo aveid his

volonred opponent,  \Why did he
want to avoul him?  Jost becanse
he vwas a coloured man? Then it

said the colowred man claimed a

fonl in the seventh round. Was
that the duck the white man--
gave?”’

A Tuck Hamper filled with

deficious Tuck has been awarded

TR
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tn K Ralph. 35 Foulsham
Road, Thornton Heath, Surrey.
S T T e

THE HAMMERKOP.

The hammerkop is an Aflrican bird,
velated to the herons and storks. It
about two feet long, bag brown plumag.,
and when the crest of feathers at the back
of the head is raised it gives the bird o
certain ressmblance o a hammer, -The
hammerkop is always found pear water,
amd it lives onn frogs, lizands, and fish.
It is sometimes called tie hanuinerhond, —
Half-a-crown has been awarded to Davil
Lecs, Riggend Schoolhouse, by Airdrie,
Scotland.

U
TUCK HAMPER COUPON
The GEM LIBRARY,

No attempt will be considered un-
less maccompanied Iw one ol these

Coupo
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| The Editor would like to hear from
his reader’ chums. Addresa all
lotters to Editor, " The Gem
Library,"” The l-'lutwly House,
Farring Streot, L 504
My Benr Chums,—

Tommy Browell, of Manchester City,
is the subject of next week's fine action
photograph given away with the GEM.
it is a very telling little picture, and
shows this champion at business. 1 will
miention here. that the ** Magnet ™ s
offering photos of J. T. Brittieten
(Stoke F.C.), and George Bulcher
(Luton Town F.C.), while the " Boys'
Friend " is well to the front with a
capital portrait of the well-known boxer,
Tommy Harrison,
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There I; an utra Iang slnry next week
of St. Jim's, Somehow there are always
stirring happenings at the school. You
will say, | am sure, ** The St. Jim's Run-
away!'" need fear no comparisons with
former yarns. It is pitched in Mr.
Martin Clifford’s style. The runaway is
a highly esteemed junior. 1 shall not
mention any names. He may wear a
monocle; he may he dressed like a tramp
who has been out in the rain, or quite
in the latest style; but it is too hot wark
in these summer days to gel guessing. seo
I shall let it go at that.

Of course, we hear more about Jim
Ready, the small oy far hard work, &nd
St. Beowull's and Jdorrocks. Duncan
Storm has falrly hit it with this, his
latest yarn. His characters stick
in the memary after one has read
ahout them. He was great-in his stories
of the Bombay Castle, but he goes one
better in his new narrative.

Ahaut our Tuck Hamper Comopetition,

which is still geing great guns, remem-
ber all entries should be sent to the
GEM Office, Fleelway House,
Farringden Street, London, E.C. 4.

As each week comes round, | gener-
allr drop in a reminder of the famous

oured plates of railway engines given
away in the * Popular.” Of course,
reminders are not in the least necessary
in the case of those of my chums who
have seen this splendid feature in our
Companion Paper, the ** Pop." It would
he a pity, however, for anybedy to miss
the treat offered, for thesp engine plates
are really so much railway history in
pocket form. They show something of
the pitch of excellence to which engineer-

.Ing has brought the iron road, and thus

constitute a notable record of railway
rogress. Keep your eye on the ** Popu-
ar ""—these of you whe are keen on
railways.

YOUR EDITOR.



Arz Your Chums Reading These Splendid School Stories ? 3

A Grand Long Complete School Story of the Chums of St. Jim’s, telling of Racke’s rascally action in
the Great Boatrace between the juniors of St. Jim’s and the Grammar School.

By MARTIN CLIFFORD.

, CHAPTER 1,
The Raggers Ragged |

" ASY all!”

E As Curly Gibson's piping treble rang out shrilly
across the sun-lit river, the St. Jim's racing eight
slowed down with a rippling swish of feathered oars.

Curly Gibson grinned.

At St. Jim's, a command from a Third-Former to a Shell
ot Fourth Form fellow would have been taken as check,
and punished accordingly, But here, on the river, it was
different. For Curly Gibson was coxswain of the St. Jim's
junjor eight. He was monarch of all he surveyed; and the
perspiring oarsmen obeyed his lightest word without question.

It was Wednesday alternoon—a half-holiday at St. Jim's.
It was also a week from the race between the juniors of St.
Jim's and their rivals of Rylcombe Grammar School. That
Loatrace was to decide which school was to be top of the
river that season, and, needless to say, Tom Merry and his
erew were determined to bag the honour.

For weeks now they had been in strict training, Prac.
tically every evening until dusk, and many an early morn-
ing, they had spent on the rivér. And the strenuous train-
ing had not been without its results, Every member of the
crew was as it as a healthy schoolboy can be, and Tom
Merry, the stroke, was rmore than satisfed with the pro-
gress of his crew.

Dut apparently Curly Gibson, the coxswain, wasn't.

As the boat came to a stop, and the crew crouched, pant-
ing and exhausted, over their oars, he proceeded to address
them with a few piquant and pointed remarks, Actually,
they had just done {Le full eourse iu record tiune—beating
the known Grammar School record by several seconds, But,
though inwardly jubilant, Curly did not intend his erew lo
suffer from swelled head,

“\Well, my hat!" he observed witheringly, “Call your-
:¢lves oarsmen—eh? Why, you're like a lot of old women
punting a barge along with telegraph poles. You're like
a lot of pillow-cases flopping abont! As for vyou, bow!”

From the bow thwart, Figgius, the lanky lepder of the
New House juniors, raized a beated, grinning face.

“What's wrong with me, cox "

“ Everything's wrong !"" snoited Curly Gibzon. * Use your
legs, man—usze your legs! They're long enough, goodness
kuows., If yeu cdn't make better use of 'em-in the boat,
hang ‘em over the side and use 'em for punt poles.™

“Look here—" began Viggins warmly.

“You needn't grin, No. 4." wen® on cox, addressing
Levizon, “ Blessed if T ever saw a chap handle an oar like
vou, Do try to remembe; yvou're handling an oar—not a
soup-ladle, i(f you must dig for gold in Australia, for good-
ness snke do the thing properly, aud take a trip round the
world. No good trying to dig the stuff out from this end
with an oar. No. 2, vou're the worst of the lot——"

“*Weally, you young—"

“TFor heaven's sake leave yonr blessed e cglass al home
next time—or else get arother one for your other eye to
bnlance you. You're lob-sided, man! Swing <traight, man
—swing straight!"

“Bai Jove [" gasped Arthur Augustus,

_“And you, too, No. 5! Gel a grip. man—gol a grip!
You're not there to look pretly. Why the thump—-"

“Here, I say; thal's enough, youngster!" laughed Tom
Morry. “We've done jolly well; and you know it, My
hat!" If you fellows will only back me up like that in the

race, we'll knock Gordon Gay and his crew inlo a cocked
hat.”

“Hear, hear!”

“Yaas, wathah!"” ;

“Anyway, I think that'll do for this afiernoon, chaps.
Just a gentie paddle back to the boathouse, cox.”

“Touch her, bow!” . i I

With a few deft strokes, Figgins straightened the boal,
and the crew came forward to await the order to paddle.
But before that order could be given there came an inter-
ruption. From she gloomy deL;tlu of the thickly-wooded
bank came a sudden mournful howl—followed by a succes-
sion_of mournful howls,

“Hallo! What the thump—" began Tom Merry.

“Sounds like a pig being killed,” remarked Blake.

“It is—that was ‘i‘rimble's voice,” grinned Lowther.
“Some kind friend of humanily has decided to end Baggy's
wicked career. What a blessng!”

“Ha. ha, ha!”

But Tom Merry did not laugh. DBaggy Trimble was the
fattest, laziest, and least-loved junior at St. Jim's. But
he was a St. Jim's fellow, for all that.. If he was in trouble—
and it certaiuly sounded like it—then it was up to the others
to go to his vescue.

YT expect the Grammarians have got the fat ass,” grunted
Tom. *“Blow the fat nuisance! But we'd beller go and
see, ‘Take her in, Curly!"

Curly Gibson nodded, and under his skiliul orders the
light craft was carvefully manwuvred towards the bank. The
bank was low here, aud bow side meiely raised their oars
and allowed the blades to slide over the soft grass as the
boat touched the shore. Figgins jumped ashore and held
the hoat while the rest stepped ont. Leaving Cwrly Gib-
son in charge of the boat, Tomn Merry led the way quickly
into the wood. .

The gloom was thick under the trees. But it was cool,
and the shade was a welcome change from the shimmering
river, Guided by the shyill sonuds of woe from ahead, the
parly pressed on swiftly, And in a grassy glade they came
upon a startling scene,

It was Baggy Trimble rvight enough; and, as Tom had
opined. lie was in the hands of the Philistines. He was
on his knees in the centre of the grassf path through the
woods, and he was a pathetic sight. IHis fat features had
been artistically streaked with mud; his jackel was turned
inside-oul, likewise his cap; and his trousers were turned
up to his fat knees.

But that was not all. His fat wrists had been tied together
behind his back, and his ankles doubled up under him and
his fect attached to his wrists. Behind him stood Lacy and
Carker—two of the shadiest juniors of Rylcombe Grammar
School. They were laughing uproatriously as they prodded
the hapless Baggy with sticks—apparently to encourage himn
to amble along on his knees.

Tt was a difficult task for anyone under the circumstances
—uiich less the fat and awkward Daggy Trimble, TFven as
Tom M took in the scene, Baggy lurched forward and
buried his podgy nose deep into the grassy path,

“ Yarrough !”

“You rotters!” shouled Tom Merry. “8iop 'em!"

With gasps of alarm the Grammariaus turned to bolt—
but too latc. In a Bash they were surrounded by the eight
S, Jim's juniors,

As Tom Merry released the luckless Baggy, his face
darkened. This was beyvond a harmless rag, It was, as
Monty Lowther remarked, “eruclty to animals,”

Tne Gex Linrary.—No. 752.

(Copyright in the United States of America)



4 Tell All Your Chums to Start Collecting Our—

“You howling cads!” breathed Tom Merry. ‘I suppose
you couldn’t find any Third Form fags to rag, and dropped
on Trimble—he’s just about your weight, Lacy.”

“The fat cad cheeked us,” said Lacy sullenly. «‘“He was
bragging about the boatrace—said we shouldn’t stand an
carthly, and——"

“Then he spoke the truth for once,” said Lowther. “My
hat! Wonders will never cease.” .

“Truth or not,” growled Tom Merry, “they’ve no need
to troat the fat duffer like that. You’ve got to go through
it for this, Lacy! We’ll jolly well— Stop him !

Tom broke off and sprang forward as Lacy made a sudden
dash to escape. Several other fellows also jumped forward;
but it was Levison who reached him first—to his sorrow.

His hand had barely touched Lacy’s collar when the
Grammarian tripped over a hidden root, and fell, and head-
Jong. over him went Levison major, with a crash.

In a moment six pairs of hands had grasped Lacy and
dragged him to his feet. Tom Merry stretched out a hand
to help Levison up, but Levison did not attempt to take

it.

“Hallo! What's the matter, Levison?” gasped Tom, in
sudden alarm.

For a moment Levison did not reply. He staggered to
his feet slowly, one hand gripping his other wrist. Then
he doubled himself up, his features twisted with pain.

“TIt’s. my wii'Stl’\””he panted, through his teeth. “It—it's

sprained, I thin!

“ What !”

Levison nodded hopelessly.

. ““But—but it can’t be—surely,” almost wailed Tom Merry.
“You're sure it isn’t just 4 >

“Look at it!” groaned'Levison. He held out his arm.
The wrist was red and bruised—already showing signs of
swelling. “I fell with my arm underneath. It's been
sprained once before—years ago. I'm—I'm awfully sorry,
you fellows.” &

Letvispn’s voice almost broke—so bitter was his disappoint-
ment.

“Well, it can’t be helped,” muttered Tom Merry dismally,
““And it’s jolly hard lines on you—as well as us. ‘But—but—
Great Scott! What awful luck!
too.”

The St. Jim’s oarsmen eyed each other in dismay as the full
extent of the calamity dawned upon them. Since Gordon
Gay had sent his challenge, weeks ago, they had toiled hard ;
they had pulled together, confident of victory. That con-
fidence was not only held at St. Jim’s, but it was shared—
secretly—by many at the Grammar School. They were
generally believed to be the best crew. ;

And now this had happened. There were plenty of good
oarsmen in the Shell and Fourth at St. Jim’s, certainly.
But it would probably méan reshuffling the whole crew. To
replace a man at the eleventh hour was asking for defeat.
And, like Levison, Tom Merry could have wept with chagrin
and disappointment.

CHAPTER 2.
Grundy’s Offer * Turned Down !”

LAKE broke the silende. His eye had happened to fall
on Lacy’s face. The cad of the Grammar School had
grasped the situation in a moment. Lacy was not a

_ sportsman. The thought that the interference of the

St. Jim’s oarsmen had probably lost them the great race filled
Lim with glee. He grinned a grin of malicious triumph.

Unfortunately—for him—Blake saw that grin.

“You howling rotter!” shouted Blake, shaking his fist
furiously in the cad’s face. “This is all your fault! Tl
jolly well make you grin, you cad! Put your fists up !”

As a preliminary, Jack Blake tapped Lacy’s long nose
.lsharlplg, and the Grammarian’s grin disappeared, and he
1owled. .

‘“Here, hold on, Blake !”” said Tom Merry quietly. ““After
all, it was an accident. Let the rotters go.”
“Oh, but that’s rot!” growled Herries warmly. “We

nﬁght”to teach the rotters better than bullying a St. Jim’s
chap.

“Yaas, wathah, ‘bai Jove!”

“Oh, all right!” said Tom dispiritedly.

'The next moment he was lending a hand—though with little
enthusiasm—in dealing with the two alarmed Grammarians.
Despite the frantic struggles, the cads’ hands were tied
behind them, and afterwards they were bound back to back,
with their legs free. A couple of handfuls of mud from the
ditch rubbed over their faces, and the same amount of green,
zlimy moss rubbed well into their scented hair, completed
the operation. .

“Now march, you cads!” ordered Blake. “If you’re not
out of sight in twa ticks we’ll start on you with our shoes.
March 1 -

And Lacy and Carker marched, or at least they attempted

THE GEM LiBrary.~—No. 752. :

Only a week off the race, "

to. But as both started off in opposite - directions ey did

not get far. A brief tug-of-war ensued; but Lacy proved
to be the stronger. With furious face and gleaming eyes
he. ambled along, and Carker, staggering and stumbling,
followed—he had to. : = ;
It was a ludicrous picture, but the sight scarcely raised a
grin on the St. Jim’s juniors’ faces. ot
Baggy Trimble had already scuttled away along the path,
and almost in silence they turned and tramped back to the
waiting boat,, Tom Merry then turned to Levison, who was
still nursing his swollen wrist. -
“You’d better ship your oar, old man,” he remarked
glumly. ‘“For once youll have to be a passenger. Kerr,
you’d better ship yours too—to balance the boat. ‘What’s the
matter, cox?” iy :
“Matter ?” almost shricked Curly Gibson. ‘What’s the
matter with Levison? You don’t mean to say—" ;
Tom Merry smiled ruefully and explained the situation.
And Curly Gibson’s youthful wrath was terrible to behold.
“©Qh—oh, you idiots ¥’ he groaned at last. ““‘Blessed if I
can trust you out of my sight. For goodness’ sake get in the
blessed boat, the lot of you-!”

Levison and Kerr shipped their oars, and a moment later
the boat was out in mid-stream. But scarcely once during
that dismal pull to the boathouse was cox’s voice heard. He
hadn’t the heart to criticise even Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s.
handling of an oar. They reached the landing-slip at last,
to find a crowd of juniors awaiting them. The sight of the
St. Jim’s boat with two of its crew not rowing had aroused
their curiosity. e

“What on earth’s the matter?” asked Manners.

“Levison’s sprained his wrist,” explained. Tom Merry
briefly. .

““Oh, great pip!”

A murmur of consternation arose at once.

“Eh? What's that?” demanded George. Alfred Grundy,
pushing his way through the crowd. : R

““Oh, get out of the way, Grundy !” growled Tom i-ixi‘lbly.-
“Let’s have the boat in, chaps.” : : .

But Grundy was not to be put off. As willing hands raised
the light shell on high he stepped towards Tom Merry,
his eyes gleaming. g :

“Ts that the truth, Tom Merry—is. Levison crocked 2’

“Yes; cap’t you see )

“Oh, good !”

“Eh? What’s that?”

“Good !” said Grundy firmly. “St. Jim’s ought to stand a
chance of winning now—that’s providing you do the right
thing, Merry. You’ll want another man now, and you've
no excuse to ignore my claim, Merry.”

“Oh, get out of the way, ass!”

“T suppose you can’t deny that I'm the next best man on
the reserve list—"

“My dear man, you're not on the list at all! There’s
something wrong avith your supposing apparatus if you
suppose that.” 2 : e

“You—you mean to say I'm not on the reserve list?”
roared Grundy. ‘“Then who does come next if I don’t—tell
me that?” :

“Certainly,” assented Monty Lowther gravely. “There
are ltlluite a number. To begin with, there’s Skimpole of the
Shell—” g

“Eh? Skim—why, you thumping idiot—"

« And all the rest of the fellows in the Shell,”” went on the
irrepressible Lowther. “Then there’s Trimble—"

“Don’t be a fool, Lowther ! I'll jolly well—"

« And all the rest of the Fourth, Then there’s Piggott of
the Third—"

“You silly ass—" 1 5

“And all'the rest of the Third. Of course, if they fail us
we'll have to fall back on the staff. Old Taggles is a bit
rheumaticky, but I've no doubt he could pull his weight.
Then there’s Dame Taggles. At a pinch we could persuade
her to take an oar.”

“Look here, Lowther—""

“And why not?” said Lowther innocently. “Lots of
ladies row nowadays—and jolly well, too. Anyway, if they
all fail us, then there’s still old Cornelius, the school cat.
You must admit that even he would be safer in a boat than
you, Grundy. Anyway, that’s the full list of reserves before
you, old man. If they all fail us, then, of course, you'll get
your chance, Grundy.”

“You—you—you—->

Grundy broke off, speechless with wrath, as a chorus of
chuckles went up. He raised a huge fist and stepped towards
Lowther—but he never reached him. :

At that moment—by accident or by design—the tapering
prow of the racing craft swung round and caught the warlike
Grundy a fearful crack on the side of the head.

“Yarooogh! Oh crumbs!”
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Despite the frantic strugglos of Lacy and Carker their hands were tied behind them, and afterwards they were bound
back to back, with their legs free. Mud from the ditoh was rubbed over tholr faces.
‘1f you're not out of sight in two ticks, we'll toe you along."

“ Now march, you cads ! "' ordered

(Se2 page 4.)

Grundy staggered backwards, tripped over a leese plank
in _the staging, and fell into the river.

Splash !

““Ha, ha, ha!"

" Another accident.” murmured Lowther sadly. *Good
job Grundy isn't our firat reserve—eh " 5

*You ass, Lowther!" said Tom Merry, smiling despite
himself. “Let's get the bont in, though, while that silly
duffer’s out of the way."

It took but a minute to house the boat, and when the crew
came out again, with (heir coats on, the great George Alfred
was just staggering ashore, .gasping and spluttering. His
hitherto nice new boating flannels were soaked and muddy,
and his wrath was a sight to behold.

For'a moment it looked as though he was contemplating
assault and battery upon the grinning crowd. But he
apparently® thought better of the project, for he turned
suddenly, and, multering to himself, squelched dismally away
along the towpath.

The bright little episode had raised the juniors' spirits a
little, and they chuckled as Grundy disappeared, ][.m'i-nn
had already hurried away to have his wrist seen to, and the
rest of the crew strolled towards St. Jim's, discussing the

situalion,

“Well, that disposes of one giddy claimant to the vacant
scal!” remarked Kerr. “But that doesn't help ac¢ all,

Pomamy. Have you any particular chap in mind ™

“I'm blessed if I know what to do, quite!” returned Tom
Merry reflectively. * But—hut I was thinking of —" lle
hesitated.

“What about Reddy?" suggestad Figgins,

“Redfern's certainly a good man, but ho's hardly up to
Levisan's woight,"” said Tom, shaking his head,

“There's Digby,"” said Blake, *“FHe's the man!"

“Yaas, wathah, Tom Mewwy !"

“1 was thinking of risking Cardew,"” said Tom quielly,

“Phew " :

“He's o lazy slacker, wa all know.” said Tom. “Bul
there's no denying we've scarcelr a fellow to tou=h hira with

an oar when he cares to exerl himself. If he'll only stop
acting the goat, and pull himself together for a week—""

“"That's a jolly big *if," though,” remarked Blake grimly.
“You know how erratic the chap is. He'll be dodging off on
some fool game or other five minutes before the race, or
doing something else like that. You never know what the
fellow is going to do next!"

“I'm willing to risk it,” said Tom Merry briefly. *Thal
is, providing Cardew will turn out. Anyway, Ull think il
over,"

Blake and the others shook their heads. but aid nothing.
And, for the time being, it was left at that.

CHAPTER 8.
A *“ Sporling "’ Transaction !
i H gad! What the thump—""

O Thus Aubrey Racke of the Shell at St. Jim's (o

his crony, Gerald Crooke, also of the Shell.

The two dingy slackers were disporting them
selves, ns befitted members of the idle rich, on the stile al
the end of the pathway through Rylcombe Wood when a
curious trampling noise from the depths of the wood behind
thetn became audible.

“What the thump,” went on Racke, in alarm, “is that?
Sounds like—— Oh, my hat! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Crooke. “Oh, whal a screan:!
What is it—a dashed four-legged spider *"'

Cerlainly Crooke’s description fitted the queer, grotesque
form which had just emerged from the shady trees admir-
alily—excepting that tho form possessed two heads as well as
our legs. .

It was, in fact, nothing more nor less Lhan Lacy and
Carker of Rylcombe Grammar School. They were still tied
buck to back as Tom Merry & Co. had left them. They had
had many tumbles and scratches, but here they were, oul of
tho wood at Iast. The sight of the two, staggering and
stumbling. and abusing each other savagely, sent Racko and
Crooke into fits of laughter.
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They reached the stile at length, and there Carker
collapsed, with a groan of exhaustion, dragging Lacy over on
top of him. :

“Qh crumbs!” chortled Racke, eyeing the
forms gleefully. *“ Are you chaps doin’ this for a wager?”
' ““You—you rotters!” hissed Lacy furiously. “If you’d any
decency, Racke, you’d let us loose I

“Yes;. that’s likely, isn’t it?” grinned Racke, with a’

“But, dash it all, who—ha, ha, ha I—tied you up like
that ?” L :

“Tom Merry and his pals—the howling cads! Tl get even
with them for this!”

‘I"Oh !3’ i E X =

Racke’s face changed as he muttered that exclamation. He
reflected a moment, then he grinned. He had no love for
ihe Grammarians, nor did he care personally. if they ever got
loose. But he was ‘“up against ” Tom Merry & Co. The
thought of spoiling one of his hated enemies’ “rags >
appealed to him strongly.

Without anothey word, he took out his pocket-knife and
released the luckless Grammarians. Lacy and Carker fairly
blinked at him. They had asked—but had not expected to
be released by a St. Jim’s fellow—and certainly not a fellow
of Racke’s kidney. 3

But they were glad, though not grateful. They scrambled
to their feet, and began to brush themselves down savagely.

“And now, what was ‘the trouble?” asked Racke
curiously. “How did you come up against Merry? 1
thought he was on the river.” :

“So he was. He must ha¥e heatrd—but never mind how !”
said Lacy savagely. “Anyway,” he added. with a wicked
grin, “we’ve already had our own back. If you’ve put your
last ﬂs}},irt on St. Jim’s winning next week, you’d better call
1t off. . 3

“How’s that?”

“Oh, mothing!”’ grinned Lacy.
stand an earthly!” ) . -
Aubrey Racke scowled. For all his faults, he had a
certain amount of esprit ‘de corps in his queer make-up.

“Don’t talk rot!” he said angrily. “You know—and
_everyone knows—St. Jim’s is the best crew. They've already
béaten the Grammar School’s best time.”

“But they won’t next week, my pippin; you can back on
that! That is,” added Lacy, with a sneer, ‘“if you’re not too
big a funk to back your opinion!” :

Lacy did not intend his suggestion to be taken literally.
ITe liked to fancy himself a “sport,” and he liked to talk in
a “sporty > manner. 5

But the sneer went home, and Racke took him literally.

“T'll jolly well show you if I funk or not!” he snapped
angrily.” “T’ll back my opinion against yours any day. In
fact, I'm willing to give you two to one on St. Jim’s, come
to that—in quids or anything !” ;

“Done !” said Lacy, still grinning. “I'm not rolling in
ill-gotten gains like some folks. But I can put a couple of
quids down, Racke.”

“Right! That's four for me to”put up,” said Racke,
flushing.

““What about you, Creoke ?” said Lacy, winking at Carker.

Crooke looked alarmed, but he took out his purse with an
affected air of carelessness. :

“Here you are! Ten bob—all I’'ve got——"’

“Half a tick!” snapped Racke. - ‘‘ What abont a stake-
Lolder, Lacy?”

“Then—t{len you really mean it?” he gasped.

‘“Oﬂnly St. Jim’s won’t
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Racke stared, and hesitated. But he had not the moral

“ eourage to draw back now.

“Of course I mean it!” he snarled: furiously. “What do
you take me for?” : :

*Right-ho, then!” grinned Lacy carelessly. * Here’s old
Hake! He’ll hold the cash like -a shot !’ ;

Lacy called to Hake, a Grammar School senior, who was
passing on his bike. Hake jurhped off, and listened as Lacy
explainéd. Then he chuckled. | Had it been anyone but
Hake, he would have probably knocked the young rascals’
heads together, and passed on. But Hake was by way of
being a ‘‘sporting blade ”’ himself—a fact Lacy well knew.

“‘Mean to say you're backing the school?” he asked;
grinning. “Then more fool you, Lacy! You’ll lose your
money.”’ i

“T’ll chance that,” smiled Lacy.

“You young fool! But it’s your own funeral. Hand over
the cash!”

Racke took out a well-filled pocket-wallet, and handed to
Hake four Treasury-notes, with affected carelessness. Crooke
parted with his ten-shilling note with obvious reluctance.
Lacy, like Racke, waswarely short of cash, and by borrowing
five shillings from Carker, he made up the required amount.

“I suppose I ought not to encourage this sort of thing
nmong ‘youngsters,” - observed Hake, pocketing the money
with a grin. “But it’ll do some of you young fools good
to lose a bit—teach you a lesson, begad! Ta, tal”

And Hake mounted his machine, and rode away. He
appeared to regard the whole dingy transaction as a joke.
Apparently Lacy did also.

“Well, by-by, Racke, old sport! See you again on Wed-
nesday after the race—when you come to collect your
winnin’s !” he remarked, with a mocking grin.

And he lounged away with Carker, who was looking

anything but happy. - : :
“1—T say, Lacy, old man,” said Carker uneasily, “that—‘
You knew Levison was

that’s a bit off the rails, isn’t it?
crocked, and Racke didn’t. It’s a bit thick, y’know!” =

Lacy shrugged his shoulders. As a matter of fact, he
already regretted his action. He had led Racke on i}:ore
with the intention of pulling that youth’s leg than anything
else. He certainly did not realise the seriousness of what
he had done. . ’

“Qh, rot!” he remarked lightly. “It'll do_that purse-
proud rotter good to be taken down a peg. In any case,
he’s bound to find out about Levison when he gets back, an’
he’ll be along soon, wantin’ to call it off. If he yanis to,
I will, of course! I'm dashed if I want his rotten money !”

Which showed that Lacy was anything but easy in his own
mind about the transaction. And, curiously enough, at that
moment Racke and Crooke were discussing matters in much
the same terms. :

“Vou're a dashed fool, Racke, letting that cad draw you
on like that!” muttered Crooke. ‘We'll win all right, 1
know. But—but there’ll be trouble if any of the fellows get
to know we’ve been betting on the boatrace.”

Aubrey Racke scowled. Like Lacy, he already regretted
his recklessness. He could see now that Lacy had led him on,
too, and he began to wonder. He had been too cowardly-to
ignore the taunt, and had made the bet out of sheer bravado.

“Oh, shut up, Crooke !”” he veturned uneasily. ‘‘You know
jolly well I didn’t want to bet, but I wasn’t goin’ to let that
swanky Girammar cad call me a funk. Anyway, if the rotter
wants to call it off, he can. I don’t want to handle his beastly
money !”’

And Racke led the way sullenly towards St. Jim's. As

et the possibility of losing his money had not even entered

ﬁis calculations.  He was convinced that St. Jim’s would

win. That a mgmber of the St. Jim’s crew had been injured

he had not the remotest idea. But he was soon to know,

CHAPTER 4.
The Ragging of Racke !

LIVE, Cardew, and several more of the Shell and

‘ Fourth were standing talking by the gates when Tom

Merry and the rest of the crew came along from the

boathouse. It was plain from the serious looks on

their faces that they were aware of Levison’s unfortunate
accident.

“] can see you chaps have heard the news,” said Tom
Merry, as they came up. “Seen Levison?”

“Yes. He's just gone across to the sanny,” said Clive.
“1 say, this is rotten, Tommy! Looks sick for our chances
of winning now.”

“T don’t know. We’'re not beaten yet,” said Tom, though
his looks belied his optimism. “We're up against it now, 1
know, and 1t won’t be an easy matter to find a man to take
Levison’s place. Still—" i
le‘ Have you thought of anyone yet, Tommy ?”’ asked Sidney

ive.

Tom Merry hesitated, frowning. But he decided there was
no {ime to be lost in seitling his mind vpon a substitute.
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oft his machine.
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‘The juniors at the gate stared for a moment at the approaching cyclist, then they roared. Racke slowed down and jumped
in a moment he was surrounded by a grinning crowd.
“ Bal Jove ! "’ ejaculated D'Arcy.

‘“ Qreat Scott ! '’ gasped Blake. ¢ What—

“ It’'s Wacke, you fellahs ! ! (See page 8.)

“Yes,” he replied quietly, walohing the dandy of the
TFourth closely “I had thought of Cardew."”

“Cardew !”

There was a gasp. Caldew himself gave a sllght stalt

“ Little me?”” he queried lightly, with a grin. ‘‘But, my
dear man, have you considered the terrible risks? You know
what a fnrrhtful reputation I've got Begad! I may go off
on the gnddy razzle-dazzle any day! I might even—terrible
thought—smoke a cigarette or two before Wednesday! Con-
sider, fair sir, ere it be too late!”

Cardew’s tone was light and his manner half-mocking. But
his eyes were gleaming eagerly, and Tom Merry's keen eyes
saw 1t.

“T1 risk that,” he said.
it, Cardew.”

“My dear man, I'm no end keen. T’ ll don the giddy mantle
of dear old Ernie with pleasure. But—-but I'm afraid your
choice won’t be popular dear old fellow.’

“T can’t help that!” said Tom, a trifle impatliently. * Pro-
viding I have your word to play up, and to refrain frora
acting the goat for a w oeL, T'll be satisfied.”

“ My dear chap I'll give you as many words as you want—
T will, really !” said Cardew lightly. “It'll be no end of an
honour to don Ernie's manltle, an’ I wouldn't dream of
draggin’ it in the merry. old dust, you know, I'll back you
up like a giddy Trojan, Tommy !”

“That’s good euough then, Cardew,”
of the Shell grimly.
at once.”

And, without glancing round at ithe slartled faces of the
othera Tom Merry walked away towards the Ilouse. He
was mlly aware that his choice would meet with the approval

*The place is yours, if you want

replied the skipper
“I'll post you as a member of the crew

of few—if any. Nobody doubted Cardew's ability as an
oarsman, but everyone knew (drde“ He was a queer
mixture., His S]El(-l\u(Sb, his caveless and utter indiffevence to

what others thought about hira was a byword.
Reckness Cardew play the gawc?

Tom Meuv believed that lm would, and he had the courage
to act upon his convictions, despite popul‘u apinion,

Arriving in the hall, he walked straight to the notice-board,

\\ ould Ralph

. Merry, and rushed up to him.

and, running his fountain-pen through Levison’s name on lhe
list, he wrote Cardew’s above it.

He had scarcely done this, and was walking away, when
Racke and Crooke came hurlymg indoors. Racke saw Tom
Iis face was pale, and his
eyes gleamed curiously.

“Just a minute, Merry !* he said in a low tone.
true what Trimble’s just told me—about Levison, I mean!
« “If he told you Levison was crocked—yes,” said Tom,
slaring.

"’If\le won't be able to row next week?”

“Ne.

Racke gritted his teeth.

“ Was—were Lacy and Carker of the Grammar School there
“hen it happened, Merry ?” asked Racke, through his teeth.

Fom Merry eyed Racke cuuousl\

“If you want to know—yes,” he answered curtly. *In

fact it was all through those rotters that it happened !>
“About what time was it ?’

“ About four I think. Anything else?
curious, Racke. Why——"

“I—I just wanted to know, that’s all!”’ muttered Racke. -

Tom Merry nodded, but he looked very puzzled as he
walked away. - He would have been more puzzled had he seen
Racke’s curious behaviour the next moment and after,

Immediately Tom Merry’s back was turned, Racke’s face
became livid with rage. The look on his ‘somewhat ill-
favoured featurcs startled even Croole.

“I—I knew it !” he hissed furiously. “I knew the howling
cad had some game on, Crooke! He—he knew all the time
tlmt Levison was cmcl\ed' That's why he led me on!

“Looks like it!” assented Crooke, startled. * He's
swindled us—the cad !” .

“1Tas he?” Racke set his teeth savagely. I don't care
a hang about the cash, Crooke, but I'm not goin’ to be dashed
well swindled by that rotter ! T'll make him call it off! I'm
goin' to the Girammar School now. If he won’t call it off,
L'II—T'Il smash the cad!”

And, without asking his chum to accompany him—a point
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Crooke was thankful for—Aubrey Racke rammed on his cap
again, and quitted the Hous2 in a towering rage.

A moment later he had run out his machine from the
bicycle-shed, and was riding hard along Rylcombe Lane. R
was just about tea-time, and fellows were streaming across
the quad on their way indeors when Racke arrived at the
Grammar School gates.

In the ordinary way, Racke would not have dreamed of
entering the enemies’ territory alone. But he was far too
angry to think of {he risk he ran of being ragged just then.
Leaving his bicycle leaning against the lodge, he entered
the gates. And, as luck would have it, almost the first fellows
he saw there were Lacy and Carker, lounging about just
ahead of kim. ; )

Ignoring the curious and hostile stares of the Grammarians
he passed, Racke ran on and caught the two up. His hand
fell upon Algernon Lacy's shoulder, and swung him round.

“Begad !” gasped Lacy. ‘' Here, what— Oh, it's you!
It's dear old Racke again !”

“Yes, it is!” said Racke fiercely.
Lacy! You know what about !

winked at Carker, and grinned. :

* Haven't the faintest notion, my dear man.” he said,
“unless it's about our little Autter.” .

“Your d swindle, you mean!” gnarled Racke
furiously. *“You knew all the time Levison was crocked !
You got me to back St. Jim's, though you knew they'd lost

“1 want to cee you,

.all chance of winnin'! You've got to call it off, you dashed

swindler !"

“What an idea!” smiled Lacy blandly. “My dear man, 1
don’t deny I knew the facts. ‘But isn't that in the game?
Isn't it just making use of inside knowledge, old bean?"

“Then—then you refuse to call it off 1"

Lacy chuckled. As a matter of fact, the young rascal
had already made up his mind to *“call it off.” But he was
enjoying the situation, and he intended to puni! Racke's leg
a hit longer yet .

“Just listen to him, Carker!" he said mockingly. * And
lie calls himself a sportsman! Dashed good thing— Ow!
Yoop! Stop the mad fool I

The humoroug Lacy Lroke off with a wild howl as Racke,
his patience exhausted, flung himself upon him. Almost
beside himself with rage, and forgetting where he was, Racke
shrew himseli upon Tacy, hitting out furiously. Lacy went
‘to earth, howling. i

“Tere, none of that, Racke!"” came the amazed voice of
Gordon Gay. y : y

And next moment the 8t. Jim's junior found himself in
the grasp of hall u dozen Grammarians,

CHAPTER 5.
Racke’s Resolve !

L ELL, my hat! What a thumping nerve!" ejacu-
lated Frank Monk, staring at Racke. * Fancy
having the check to come here pitching into one
of our chaps.” i

“*And Racke, too, of all people,” grinned Gordon Gay.
“What's the meaning of it?"

Lacy staggered to his feet, clasping a swollen nose, and
plaving furiously at Racke. That junior glared back just as
Turiously ; bud neither answered Gay's question.

“It's somelhing shady, I'll be bound,” remarked Jack
Woolton, shaking his head. *8till, that doesn't alter the
fact that this unsaintly Saint has violated our territory.”

“And despoiled the populace,” grinned Gay, evidently
referving to Lacy's nose. " He's evidently come along here
looking for trouble. It would bLe a crying shame to dis-
appoint him—what 7"

Racke's face paled. Ile saw he was in for it. and he
bitterly regretted his recklessness now. He began to struggle
angrily, as the Grammarian's grip tightened upon him.
Lacy and Carker, apparently afraid that something might
come out, slunk away and left him to it.

“Bring the dear man along to the wood-shed,” remarked
Gordon Gay quickly. “We really must make an esample
of the dear Racke, or we shall have those college bounders
overrunning the place, Awful cheek, I eall it.”

" Yes, by George!"”

Despite ‘his frantic struggles, the luckless Racke was
dragged and hustled towards the wood-shed. Here, in the
ilim recesses, Gordon Gay rummaged for a while, and then
he brought to light a tin of paint. It was red paint, and
Racke eyed it unecasily.

* Better preparve the canvas first,” suggested Wootton
wmajor. ** Artists usually do that,”

‘*Ha, ha! Yes!"

They proceeded to make a fow slight alterations to Racke’s
attire. IHis trousers were rolled up above his knoes: his
cufla were taken off and refastened round his ankles, Next,
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his Eton jacket and elegant fancy waistcoat were taken off,
and replaced qﬁnin. inside out, with the waistcoat on top.
His cap was also turned inside-out, and replaced on his
heldr again. When this was done, Racke looked very
peculiar, ,

But they had not finished yet. With a paint binsh, Gordon
Gay proceeded to paint rings round Racke’s eyes—rings of
red paint, while the unfortunate victim wrighgled and gurgled,
and struggled helplessly.  This done, the leader of the
Grammarians carefully wiped the brush on the wall, and
dipping it into a bucket of tar, he thoughtfilly tarred
Racke’s nose.

The effect of all this on Racke's snﬁeuanoe was truly
remarkable. It made the Grammarians howl with laughter.

“Looks like a giddy owl, doesn't he!” observed Gordon

Gay, critically viewing his handiwork. “Now bring him
along to his bike.”
. After making sure that no masters were about, the chart-
ling Grammarians hustled their hapless victim out of the
shed. They were none too gentle with him in the pro-
cess. The chaer&BGojdon Gay and his chums disliked Racke
intensely—an id pot trouble té hide the fact. 'They
lifted him on to his bike, and while Monk and others held
him_on, Gordon Gay tied his hands to the hhndle-bars.

“Now you can either ride, or jump off and walk,"
remarked Gordon Gay cheerfully. “But I should advise
you to ride, old top. Give our kind regards to Tom Merry,
won't you?”

And as Gordon Gay gave the bike a hefty push, Racke
moved off, followed by roars of laughter from the Gram-
marians. It was a case of either pedalling, falling off,
or-jumpiaE off. Racke chose the first. He pedalled away
savagely, his face—or rather the little that wasn't already
red paint and tar—white with passion.

He pedalled on until he had turned the bend in thé lane,
and then he slowed down, and jumping off carefully, began
to tug and tear at the cords rounds his wrists. i

But it was useless; the raggers had done their work
too well. Racke gritted his teeth as he mounted again, déter-
mined to Ecl. the unpleasant journey over as quickly''ds
possible. He rode hard. flashing past any pedestrians he
overtook at top speed. But he could not escape notice for
all that, and his progress along Ryleombe Lane was fol-
lowed by yells of langhter. : '

By the time the gates came in sight, Racke's fury was
almost homicidal. He groaned as his eyes fell upon a E;‘nu])
of fellows chatting by the gates. They stared for =
moment at the approaching cyclist, and then they roaved.

*“Ha, ha, ha!” "

Racke slowed down by the gates and jumped off. In
a moment he was surrounded by a grinning crowd.

“Great Scott!"” gasped Jack Blake., *What—who is ip?
What a sight!”

“It—it's—bai Jove! Tt's Wacke, you fellahs!" ejaculated
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, fairly blinkinf through his eye-
glass at Racke's decorated features. *‘Is that weally you,
Wacke, deah boy 1" .

“Can't you see it is!” snarled Racke, almost weeping
with bitter humiliation. “You grinning fools; why don't
some of you cul me loose?"”

“Wathah not!"” remarked Arthur Augustus emphatically.
“Aftah askin' in that wude mannah, I shall uttahly wefuse
to do anythin' of the kind, Wacke.”

And D'Arey turned away loftily; nor did Blake and the
others attempt to releanse Racke. They were too helpless
with laughter, for one thing. But Crooke happened to be
in the crowd, and he cut the cord that bound Racke's
wrists to the handle-bare, The moment Racke was free, the
luckless junior put his jacket, waistcoat, trousers, and
cap in order, and leaving his bike with Crocke, he dashed
off across the quad towards the School House.

A yell of laughter followed him, and Racke gritted his
teeth. He had received no more than Tom Merry and hia
chums had often received at the hands of the Grammarians.
But with Tom Merry & Co. it was all in the game; they
took it like sportsmen, -

Aubrey Racke wasn't a sportsman. Ife had a mecan,
revengeful nature, and his face was not good to look upen
in more ways than one as he dashed for the bath-room.
And while there, he apparently did some thinking, in addi-
tion to scrubbing, When he joined Crooke in Btudy No.
T some twenty minntes later, his features, besides bearing
traces of paint and tar, wore a hard and determined
expression,

Crooke looked at him somewhat nervously. He badly
wanted to know what had happened, but he dare not ask.

“Here you are, old man,” he said, trying to speak care-
lessly, ““I've made some fresh tea—"

“I don't want any tea!” returned Racke; aund he flung
himself into the armchair and sat biting his npails and
glowering at Crooke,

Crooke eyed him, not a little startled. He knew Racke
was not thinking of him. He also knew thal though Racke's
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voice was calm, he was inwardly smouldering with pent-up
fury. A

“I—I say, Racke,” he ventured at length, “what hap-
pened? You look as if you'd been through it.”

“I have,” said Racke calmly, his face flushing at the
memory of his humiliation. ‘“But-never mind that now,
Crooke. Look here! Do you happen to know for certain
which bank of the river Tom Merry will choose on
Wednesday ?” u- :

Crooke stared. 3 =

“Not for certain,” he answered slowly. ‘As they chal-
lenged, though, he has the choice, and is bound to choose
the left bank. ¥e'll have the advantage of the inside
berths both at that nasty bend by the willow plantation, and
at the one by the White House. He's bound to, But
i 4

“Then that means the Grammar School boat will pass
under the right arch of the old stone bridge—the one the
workmen have been repairing—eh ?”’

“0Of course! But—but—"

‘I noticed to-day,” said Racke, in a low tone, ‘‘that there’s
a scaffolding under that arch—a nice handy staging—just the
place for us to watch the race from, Crooke. In fact,”
went on Racke, in a significant tone, *we could not only
watch the race, but could easily drop a brick or some other
dashed thing on the Grammar School boat, and sink it.”

Crooke fairly blinked at his study-mate..

“I—I say, Racke,” he muttered uneasily, *““stow it!
do you mean?”

“Mean!” Aubrey Racke went to the door and glanced
outside cautiously. He returned and faced Crooke, his eyes

What

then, the rank and file of the St. Jim’s supporters began {o
visualise defeat and all it would mean. And the substitution
of Cardew for Ernest Levison did not remove their pes-
simism by any means. As Cardew himself had foreshadowed,
Tom Merry’s choice proved anything but popular. In fact,
it aroused the keenest resentment and foreboding.

But Tom Merry did not worry. He went on his way
serene and regardless of criticism. And certainly Cardew’s
progress and conduct during those next few days of strenuous
toil justiied Tom Merry’s selection. He displayed unusual
punctuality in turning up at practices, and he plunged into
training with the utmost vigour and enthusiasm. His
masterly handling of an oar should have silenced the croakers,

Buat it didn’t. The critics had to admit that he could row;
but they could not forget that he was Cardew. They still
believed he would let them down—that the cynical slacker’s
new-born enthusiasm would not last. It was a case of “give
a dog a bad name and hang him.” And there were many
anxious and apprehensive faces among the crowd which fore-
gathered to see the race on that fateful afternoon.

But they gave Tom Merry and his men a rousing welcome
for all that, as the crew emerged from the boathouse. Tom
Merry was smiling confidently; Monty Loswther was grin-
ning; Cardew was looking slightly amused; but the rest
looked grim and determined. All looked very fit and well,
and anything but a losing crew.

“‘Feeling all right, you fellows?”” called Talbot anxiously.

“Fit as fiddles!” smiled Tom Merry. . “We're’ going to
win, chaps!”

“What about you, Cardew?” asked Levison, who was

glittering vengefully. “I'll tell you what I mean. You saw | looking on sadly, his arm in a sling. “Feeling up to it?” =~
what those Grammar cads did to me this “My dear man, I'm simply biirstin®
agtcmoo% - They made audasl;:ad 1f.ool 1 o B ) e W with energy—you"\'e no need to worry
of me before .everyone—the howling about me !” said Cardew blandly, “1'm
cads! And, by gad, 'm going to make NEXT WEEK .’ goin’ to astonish the natives this after-
em pay for it! But that's not a!l'., noon. I sha’n’t be the giddy Jonah on
Youwve guessed, of course, about Lacy ? F R E E Real this trip, old boy !"

“He—he won't—"

“Exactly! He refuses to call it off,”
said,: Racke, through his teeth. “I
‘never expected he would.”

“The swindling cad!” hissed Crooke.

“He’s all that. But,” went on Racke,
clenching his fists, “Lacy isn't goin’ to
swindle us, Crooke—I'll see to that!
You'lt not lose your dashed .ten bob.
T'm. goin’ to kill two birds with one
stone, I’'m goin’ to get my own back,
an’ I'm goin’ to see that brute Lacy
doesn’t swindle us!”

“But—but don’t be a fool, Racke!”
gasped Crooke. in alarm. “You—you
can’'t mean to—-"

“I'm not goin’ to pitch bricks at the
Grammar School crew, if that's what
you're funky about, Crooke. But I am
goin’ to stop them winnin'! An’, after
all, it was all through the Grammar
cads that Levison was crocked. It -
isn’t right that they should win--you can’t deny that, I
suppose?” : ) y

“T—I supposc not,” assented Crooke, licking his dry lips.
¢ But—but what's your plan, Racke?” ;

“It’s not cut and dried yet—I'll tell you when it is. But
vou’ve no need to book seats for the boatrace, old bean.
You arfl I are goin' to watch it from a front seat—in fact,
from that staging under the bridge, Crooke, That’s certain.
And now, wha! about tea? I think I'll have some, after all!™

With an unplcasant grin, Aubrey Racke pulled up his chair
and started tea. He ate with a good appetite, and had
apparently quite got over his rage. But Crooke ate little.
He knew what Racke was capable of when in one of his
reckless moods, aud he kuew he would have to back him up.
He was not at all happy at the prospect of a front seat at
the boatrace. He would have been quite satisfied with a
back seat where “‘backing up ™ his pal Racke was concerned.

CHAPTER 6.
The Rival Oarsmen ! ;
THERE was a good deal of subdued excitement during

the next few days at St. Jim's. No sporting event
for a long time had aroused such keen interest as
the coming boatrace between the rival schools—
among the Lower School, at least. There was likely to b’e
much weeping and wailing and gnashing of teeth at St. Jim’s
if Gordon Gay's crew did win the boatrace. There had been
little fear of that, howevei. Weren’t Tom Merry’s crew on
the top of their form, and hadn’t they already beaten the
CGrammarians’ best time?
But with the crocking of Levison a change came over the
spirit of the Saints’ dream, as it were. For the first time,
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And Ralph Reckness Cardew smiled
serenelyswaround him. He was well
aware how his inclusion in the crew wasy
regarded, and the thought seemed to
amuse him.

A moment laler the final testing of
slides and stretchers had been done, and
then Mr. Railton came bustling up.
Mr. Railton had undertaken to be the
judge of the race.

“All ready, boys?” he asked cheerily.
“Hurry up, please. You've just two
minutes, Merry !” -

“All ready, sir!” smiled Tom Merry.

“Then you'd better start off. The
Grammar School crew are waiting at
the starting-point. I -hope you'll give
ns a good race!”

“We'll do our best, sir.”

And a moment later the St. Jim’s crew
were paddling up to the stake-boat, while
the horde of juniors -rushed off after
them along the towpath. Tp opposite to the starting-poini
(_!u-. bank was crowded with Grammar School followers, and
the Si. Jim’s juniors mingled with them, exchanging good-
humoured and chaffing remarks. To-morrow they might be
scrapping and punching each other’s noses; but to-day they
were merely friendly rivals in sport. 2
A couple of minutes’ wait while the rival boals manceuvred -
into position; then Delamere, the Grammar School skipper,
who was with Kildare in the stake-boat stood up.

“Are you ready?” he called out clearly. Then, after a
tense moment’s wait: “Go!” And simultaneous with the
word, sixteen oars dipped as one, and they were off. ¥

Both crews got away well, and a great roar of cheering
accompanied them along the shining river. After the sharp,
short pulls of the flying start, Tom Merry settled down to a
long, steady stroke. But so also did Gordon Gay, and the
two crews settled doin to the grim struggle. ;i

“Steady all!” came the shrill ery from both coxes, and for
fifty yards both boats raced along, dead level. Both crews
were pulling well, and so far it was anybody’s race. From
the rushing, jostling mass on the banks came frenzied shouts
and cheers.

“Jump on it, St. Jim’s !”

“Pull, you beggars—pull !”

““Oh, well rowed, Saints!”

And the Saints were rTowing well—every man of then.
They swung back as one man; the click of oars sounded like
clockwork, and the boat seemed to lift like a living thing
beneath them.

But the Grammarians were rowing well, too. Neck and
neck they raced on, until suddenly a shrill yell of delight

: Tre Geyx Lisrarv.—No. 752,
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came from the Grammarians on the bank as the nose of their
boat began ta edge slowly, but surely to the front. -

** Bch-ool, Sch-ool; you're leaving “em !

It was true enough, and shrill appeals from the St. Jim’s
partisans were hurled at Tom Merry.. But though the St.
Jim’s stroke realised what was happening, he still pulled with
his steady, easy style, and he still smiled confidently. Then
suddenly he gasped a quick command to cox; and young
Curly Gibson understood.

““Now, men, pick it up!”’ he screamed.
Up. up, up! Oh, well pulled, you beggars!” :

Then the onlookers saw as fine a spurt as perhaps had ever
been seen on the silvery Rhyl.  The boat simply flew-over the
water, and ate up the intervening space hungrily.s The Srt.
Jim’s entreaties and exhortations changed suddenly to a
triumphant roar. R :

But could:they keep it up? Tom Merry himself wondered
that. His only fear was of Cardew. Would the slacker and
dandy of the Fourth be able to stick the terrific strain.

But he had no need to fear for Cardew. Up at the school,
Ralph Cardew was just a lazy, lounging slacker. But here
in the boat he seemed nothing but steel and whipcord and
hard muscles. His blade cut squarely in with a measured
rhythm and clockwork-like precision beautiful to watch.

They had recovered the lost ground now, and inch by inch
ike St. Jim’s craft drew steadily away from their rivals. Half
a length between them now, and Tom Merry knew that if only
they could retain that lead until the bend by the White House
the race was as good as won. For though it was a nasty bend,
he had the advantage of the inside position, and he hoped to
‘“go up ” another few feet there.

And they did it. 1
$ciled to his men for a spurt. But though his men responded
galantly, it was useless. Gordon Gay had left his spurt too
late, and when the bend was passed, St. Jim’s had “‘ gone up ”’
another couple of feet.

“Jump on it! J

Passionately the Grammar School cox -

Increase Your Circle of Friends by Introducing the GEM to. Them !

“ Another few seconds, old man,”
“We’d better be getting ready.” :

Racke’s voice was low, and thrilled with suppressed excite-
ment. His hand shook visibly as he took from his pocket a
small paper bag. From this he emptied a quantity of pepper
into another bag, and handed this to the shivering Crooke.-

“You know what to do,” he whispered. ‘Don’t act until
I give the word, though, And for goodness’ sake don’t show
Yourself. 2= —ta :

There was little fear of Crooke doing that. He took the
paper bag hesitatingly; then he made a last effort to reason
with Racke, -

“I—I say, Racke, do drop this mad game before it’s too
late I’ he stammered hoagsely. “ We're bound to get nabbed.
Besides, our' chaps might win yet—without our help.

. “Rot! I'm goin’ through with it, I tell you. St. Jim’s
can’t win. As for Cardew, he’ll crack up before he’s gone
twenty yards. Don’t be a rotten funk. We're as safe—
Hallo! They’re off 1” * :
- They were. There came a sudden roar of voices, and in the
distance oars flashed and glistened in the sun. From Wally &
Co., on the bridge, came a medley of yells and whistles,

“The fools!” hissed Racke, with a bitter. sneer. ‘‘Cet
ready, Crooke.” :

Crooke did not speak. He licked his dry lips, his eyes
staring at the approaching boats. His hand, holding the
paper bag, like Racke’s, was held above a narrow slit betieen
two loose planks. Racke’s plan was nothing more than to
shower pepper down on to the heads of thé Grammar School
crew. .
It was a cunning and unscrupuloys plan, though none the
less likely to succeed for that. As he watched the graceful
craft racing towards him, propelled by sixteen healthy, lusty
pairs of arms, the baseness of it all occurred even to Racke,
and he flushed red with shame. But in the same moment

said Racke presently.

‘Cardew——"

DON'T FORGET! A REAL ACTION PHOTOGRAPH OF
TOMMY BROWELL NEXT WEEK!

Half the course run now, and St. Jim’s leading by three-
quarters of a length! Ahead of the boats loomed the old
stone bridge, and beyond that another fifty yards to go. From
the banks came one continuous roar of cheers from the St.
Jim’s supporters. To them the race was already won,

But the race wasn’t ended yet.

CHAPTER 7.
A Rascally Scheme !
“RIPPIN’ view from here, Crooke, old bean—what ?”

And as he made the remark, Aubrey Racke
chuckled—though it was a somewhat tremulous
chuckle. The two young rascals of the Shell

were lying full length upon the staging beneath one of
the two arches of the old stone bridge. To enable workmen
to effect ‘much-needed “pointing > and other repairs to the
stonework, a scaffolding consisting of stout baulks of timber
had been built some six feet about water level; and upon this
a platform had been erected. For some reason or other, work
had not been started yet. It was“this fact combined with
the belief that the Grammar School boat would have to
pass under the platform, that had given Racke his idea—an
idea as ingenious as it was caddish. :

Percy Mellish, of the Fourth, who was in the plot, had
rowed them there over an hour ago. He had then departed
with .instructions to return to take them off after the race,
when all was clear. 'n to w
wait, and had seen the banks gradually fill with juniors from
both schools, and had watched the preparations for the race.
From where they lay, they had, as Racke had remarked, “a
rippin’ view.” :

But Crooke, at least, wasn’t enjoying the view. He realised,
if Racke did not, what discovery of the plot would mean. It
was, in fact, only after Racke had requested, and pleaded,
and threatened in turn, that Crooke had at last agreed to take
part in the scheme. ; .

Now, as he watched the rival crews being jockeyed into
position, he bitterly regretted his rashness. Certainly there
was little chance of being spotted from thestow-paths. The
young schemers had guarded against that by erecting a barri-
cade of loose planks at either end of the platform. But the
remembrance that somehow Racke’s crafty schemes always
went wrong was net comforting. To add to Crooke’s alarm,
a group of cheery St. Jim’s fags, under the leadership of
young Wally D’Arcy, had taken up their positions upon the
bridge above their heads, and their merry laughs and chatter
reached the conspirators clearly.

ToE GEM L1BraRY.—No. 752.
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They had then lain down to watch and.

.swing together again.

remembrance of the previous aféernoon’s humiliation came
to him, and he gritted his teeth.

The roar of voices increased, and as the boats turned the
beHd, and he got a clearer view, Racke saw the reason.

We’re winnin’—gad! We're winnin’, Crooke!” he
hissed.

“Then—then there’s no need—"

“Fool! Of course there is! Think I'm riskin’® it?”

snapped Racke. ‘“Look out! Here they come !”

The St. Jim’s crew were leading by a clear length. They
had scarcely shot through the next archway when Racke
panted, “Now!” and shook his bag through the aperture.
Crooke was a second late, but his contribution was scarcely
necessary. s ;

Racke had timed it to a nicety. There came a splash of
blades, echoing hollowly beneath the archway, and into that
invisible cloud of pepper swept the Grammar School boat.

"'The result exceeded even Racke’s expectations.

To the onlookers the racing shell seemed to waver and
shake, as though it had been struck an invisible blow.

‘“‘Steady, all! Stick it, men, stick it!” yelled their cox.

But it was exceedingly difficult to be steady, and “stick
under the circumstances. Already exhausted, that
mysterious cloud of pepper was the finishing touch. Choking.
gasping, coughing, and in some cases half-blinded by the
stuff, the Grammarians struggled on pluckily but helplessly.
They were utterly demoralised ; their craft swayed and rocked
like a ship in'a storm. The next thirty yards was a wretched
scramble. The cox, who, though he had suffered like the rest,
also stuck pluckily to his job and managed to get them tlo
But by that time it was too late.
The St. Jim’s had passed the winning-post with three full
lengths to the good. z

““Gad !” breathed Aubrey Racke. ‘“We—we’ve done it !”

Crooke did not reply. In silence the two schemers watched
the two boats, with the St. Jim’s leading the way, paddle
gently towards the boathouse, followed by the excited yelling
crowd. There was silence on the bridge above them now.
Wally & Co. had gonge to join their triumphant schoolfellows
on the tow-path. Rdcke’s scheme had succeeded. But there
was little triumph on his face. Like Crooke, he was beginning
to realise now what a caddish thing they had done. And now
the excitement of it all was over he was feeling badly
frightened. So far nobody had seen them they were certain.
But did ‘anyone suspect ?

With white, strained faces they watched and waited. But
the minutes passed, and the tow-path near the bridge became
deserted. And, breathing freely again, they settled down teo
wait for the arrival of Percy Mellish—and freedom,
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swung into view.

In frantic haste Racke and Crooke moved the barricade of planks. They had, scarcely finished when the barge
Racke waited until he caught a glimpse of white sacks, then he gave a shout..
The two cads jumped.

“ Now !’ he cried.

(See page 13.)

“ Jump for it !’

CHAPTER 8.
From Rivals to Enemies !

The St. Jim’s crew stepped from their craft at the boat-
house, panting and exhausted but happy. They were
immediately surrounded by a cheering, laughing swarm of
delighted Saints. But Mr. Railton was the first to con-
gratulate them on their unlooked for victory.

“We’l“{l rowed, Merry—well rowed, all!” he exclaimed,
taking the St. Jim’s stroke’s hand in a hearty grip. “You
have certainly earned the right to call yourselves top of the
such a sweeping victory as that.”

“Nor did I, sir,” laughed Tomi Merry. “I can hardly
believe it even now. I thought the Grammarians would give
us a better race than that.”

“It was jolly queer,” remarked Kildare thoughtfully.
“They secmed to crack up all at once—just after passing the
bridge. Still, in my opinion they were a beaten crew then.”

“T fully agree with you, Kildare,” said Mr. Railton.

And the Housemaster and Kildare departed, followed by a
rousing cheer. Their going was the signal for another out-
break of enthusiastic hero-worship round the laughing victors.

“Here, steady!” protested Tom Merry, grinning. ‘‘My
agn’s already limp enough—don’t shake the blessed thing
o !7’

But they would not be denied. They had come expecting
to see St. Jun’s defeated. They had witnessed an amazing
and a slashing victory instead; and their delight knew no
bounds. Cardew especially came in for more than his share
of praise.

“You did wonders, you queer old dark herse,” remarked
Levison, shaking the smiling Cardew’s hand. “Good job for
St. Jim’s I was crocked !”

“Surprisin’, isn't it, dear old Ernie?” smiled Cardew
blandly. ‘It was,your giddy mantle did it. If I go on like
this— Hallo! Here comes the merry Grammarians!
Poor little fellows—don’t they look forlorn—""

“Like a lot of giddy moulting owls!” remarked Monty
Lowther. ‘,‘,Great pip! I do believe they've keen weeping,
!

““Ha, ha, ha!?
“What price the Grammarians now ¢*

river. I hoped you would win; but I certainly gid not expect

A chorus of chaffing remarks and cat-calls greeted the
approaching Grammar School boat. Only Tom Merry was
silent. He watched the rival boat uneasily. Keeping pace
with their craft onahe tow-path was a swarm of Grammarians.
He felt instinctively that something was wrong.

The glistening blades ceased to rise and fall, and the vival
boat ‘“lay to”” on the shimmering river, cpposite to the St.
Jim’s landing-slip. Gordon Gay twisted round in his seat, aud
his voice came over the water,

“Tom Nerry!”’

‘“ Hallo, old dear!”

“Can we come in? I've gol something to say .{o you!”

Tom Merry’s uneasiness decpened. It was quite unlike
g_ordon Gay’s usual cheery voice. The tone was harsh and .

itter.

“Certainly, Gay,” replied Tom, frowning.
for their boat, you fellows."”

The St. Jnn’s chell was moved along the slip, and the
vival craft came alongside. As Gordon Gay siepped ont,
Tom Merry advanced a step and held out his hand frankly.

“ Hard lines, old man,” he said quietly. *‘Beiter luck next
{ime, though.” -

Gordon Gay did not appear to see the outstrétched hand.

“You say next time, Tom Merry,” he said evenly. ‘‘That’s
what I've come to see you about. That race has got to he
rowed again—-"

“Great Scott!”

“What thumping cheelk !”

‘ What a nerve!”

Gordon Gay stared round him calmly. His face was pale,

is eyes, red-rimmed, were hard and steely.

“You've won, I admit.” he said bitterly. “But you haven't
won fairly. You’ve won by trickery—-"

“What!”

It was an amazed shout. Tom Merry’s face darkened.

“What do you mean by that. Gay?”

“1 mean what I say,” said Gordon Gay quietly.” ‘‘There's
been foul play, Tom Merry. I don’t say on your part; 1
know you couldn’t have had a hand in it. But the fact
remains. Some of your chaps played .us a dirty trick!

They—"
Tue GeM LiBraRy.—No. 752,
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“Don’t talk rot!” snapped Tom Merry, his face dark and
angry. “It was s fair race—straight and clean.  What on
earth are you gassing about, Gay? Are you potty ¥’

<111 tell you what I'm gassing about!” said Gay, his face
white with suppressed fury. * You were leading up to the
bridge—I admit- that. But we'd have pulled up all right.
We weren’t allowed to, though. Just as we passed under
the bridge some of your caddish fellows scattered pepper down
on us! It choked and half-blinded us! That's why we lost
the race, Tor Merry !”

“ Gammon !”

“Rubbish !

“Uttah wot, bai Jove!” =

There arose a deafening chorus of scoffing, withering
remarks, and the crowd pressed in angrily. 5,5 !

“ And you—you expect us to believe that yarn ?'* demanded
"Tom Meiry hotly. “ Well, of all the piffle—"

“Piffle or not,” put in Jack Wootton, “it’s true enough,
Merry ! Some of your chaps—Third-Formers they were—were
seen sitting on the parapet of the bridge. There's no doubt
about it!” :

“None whatever!” added Gordon Gay, glaring round
defiantly at the angry, threatening faces of the Saints. *‘ You
won the race through trickery, and we demand that it be
rowed again! If it isn't, then we've finished with you!
We'll have nothing more to do with St. Jim's, either in sport
or anything elsc! We’ll cut you dead!”

There arose an angry murmur, and Tom Merry glanced
round him quickly. There were bitter looks all round him,
and already hot words were being exchanged between the
rank and file of both sides. He saw there was going to be
irouble. He was angry himself, but he was more amazed
than augry. That Gordon Gay & €o. of all people should
take {heir defeat in such an unsportsmanlike manner
astonished him. But that they should excuse their defeat
by bringing what he believed to be a childish charge forward
amazed him.

“Look here, Giay,” he said, keeping his temper with an
effort, “what you say is rot—utter rot ! I don’t believe there’s
a fellow in the Third or the school capable of doing such
a caddish thing. 7 thought you were a sportsman. You've
lost. and it’s not like you to take a defeat like this !”

“Then—then you don’t believe us?”
flushing.

“Certainly not!” L

“You—you think that I'm bringing this charge to excuse
our defeat—to get it rowed again?”

- ¢T suppose it does amount to that. But I—"

“Then there’s your answer !" hissed Gordon Gay furiously.

And; almost beside himself iwith rage, the leader of the
CGrammarians struck Tom-Merry across the face with his flat
hand. The sound of it rang out like a pistol-shot.

There followed a moment’s breathless silence, Then Tom
Merry sprang forward, his face scarlet.- His left shot out,
and took Gordon Gay clean between the eyes. The Gram-

marian staggered back a step, then, with his eyes blazing, he

flung himself like an infuriated tiger at the St. Jim’s skipper.

Next moment they were at it hammer and tongs.

Tt was the signal—the one spark needed to set the bonfire
of the Grammarians' and the Saints’ anger ablaze. In almost
the twinkling of an eye several separate fights were in
progress.

From cvery part of ihe towpath Grammarians and Saints
came rushing up to join in the conflict. And what a conflict
it was! It was the biggest fight between the two schools on
vecord. Shell and Fourth, Third and even Fifth-Formers
joined in vigorously, until towpath and stage seemed like
one struggling mass of figures.

The conflict was too hot to last, though. The Grammarians
were in the minority, and were suffering heavily

Step by step they gave ground, until the rearmost found
themselves, pressed by sheer weight of numbers, into the
river. Then quite suddenly there came an interruption.

“Stop! Do you hear me, boys? Stop this hooliganism at
once !”

It was Mr. Railton.
his face full of alarm.
of the Sixth. -

The battle ended as if by magic. The popular Housemaster
was as respected, perhaps, by the Grammarians as by his
own boys. For a full minute Mr. Railton eyed the damaged
and disfmvelled combatants in grim silence. Then he spoke.

“I am disgusted,” he remarked quietly at length, “and
more than disappointed—disappointed that the boatrace has
ended in—in this disgraceful riot! What does it mean,
Merry ?”

“Tom Merry hung his head He found it rather difficult
to look at Mr. Railton, owing to possessing two swollen and
highly-discoloured eyes.

“It—it was just
stammered.

TeE GEM LiBrAry.--No. 752

He came hurrying along the towpath,
Behind him were Kildare and Darrell

little  disagreement.  sir!” he

A

said Gordon Gay,

“So T should imagine "' remarked the Housemaster dryly.
“ But how did it start, Merry?” o

Tom Merry looked for aid to Gordon Gay. That youth met
his glance with a stony stare. 1 :

“They—they claimed that.we won ‘the race unfairly, sir,”
he answered, after a pause.

“ Ah1” Mr. Railton raised his eyebrows. “But that is
nonsense ! However, this is neither the place nor time for
discussing the matter,” he added, glancing sternly over the
battlefield. “Gay, you realise, of course, that I shall be
obliged to report this matter to your headmaster?”

¢ Ye-es, sir !” muttered Gordon Gay.

“Very well. I should advise you to return to your school
at once. Kildare, Darrell, I will leave you to see to it that
these boys also return to St. Jim's without delay!”

Mr. Railton rustled away, his brows grim. The Gram-
marians, with glares of hatred at their enemies, boarded their
craft, and pulled sullenly away upstream. The crowd on the
towpath began to disperse, groaning and gasping, nursing
their injuries, and readjusting their disarranged attire.

“Oh, my giddy topper! What a scrap!¥ gasped Tom
Merry ruefully. “Just look at my eye!”

“And my nose! Oh crumbs!”

“ And I've lost two teeth !”

“But we beat ’em !” added Blake grimly.

“No mistake about that,” agreed Tom Merry.
have the blessed boat in now, you chaps! Hallo!
€ardew? Anybody seen Cardew?”

Tom Merry looked around him. But Ralph Reckness
Cardew was nowhere in sight. .

“Now I come to think of it,” remarked Figgins, “I didn’t
see anything of the beggar during the scrap. Perhaps he's
inside, though.”

Monty Lowther ran into the boathouse. to look. He
returned next moment, shaking his head. - !

“QOh, blow him!” said Tom Merry irritably. ¢ Why the
thump couldn’t he stay to help with the boat? Comeon! Up
with her!”

And they lifted and housed the boat without Cardew’s
help, though Kildare and Darrell lent a hand.

“Well, my hat!” groaned Tom Merry, as they started
out, a weary, dispirited, and disreputable band, for St. Jim’s.
“YWho'd have thought it would all end like this? It—it's
rotten !”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Fearfully rotten!”

“Too rotten for words!”

All were agreed upon that. It was rotten. The victory
had turned out a hollow victory indeed. But that was not
all. Gordon Gay & Co., their friendly rivals of many a hard-
fought battle on playing-field and elsewhere, were now their
enemies. They had liked and respected the cheery Gram-
marians, They had had many a good scrap, and shared many.
a jolly jape together, but it looked now as if all that was
ended. That friendly rivalry seemed like developing into a
bitter feud.

It was, indeed, rotien!

CHAPTER 9.
The Predicament of Racke & Co !

6 ‘ x J HAT on earth can have happened to the dashed

“Lel's’
Where's

19"

As Aubrey Racke muttered the words he

clenched his fists furiously. It was two hours now

since the schemers had watched the gradual clearing of toi-

path and river. But there was still no sign of Mellish, and

both Racke and Crooke were growing impatient, and not a

little uneasy. Supposing Mellish did not turn up—sup-
posing——

Racke and Crooke shuddered at the bare thought.

“Fle—he can't have forgotten us, surely ! muttered Creoke
uneasily.

“ Forgotten my grandmother !’ sneered Racke. “I offered
the miserable cad a quid to do it. and he's too short of quids
to forget that! But if he does fail us, I'll-T'll smash the
little cad !”

And Aubrey Racke pitched his half-smoked- cigarette into
the river below with a savage gesture. With a pack of
cards and a packet of cigarettes the time had passed quickly
and pleasantly enough to Racke & Co.—at first. But even
those shady, dingy pursuits had begun to pall. Besides,
two hours was a long time. If Mellish was coming, he
ought to have arrived long ago. e

The two Shell fellows could not understand it. Of the
startling events at the boathouse they were, of course, in
utter ignorance. They could see as far as the bend in
the river only; beyond that the dark mass of Rylcombe
Woods hid the boathouse and the river from their view.
Certainly the fact that they had scarccly seen a soul on
river or towpath was curious enough, especially on a half.
But that was all the more reason why Mellish should have
appeared before now. He had been instructed to come
when the coast was clear.
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“Hang him!" snarled Racke, looking at his watch.
gone five.. He can't be long now.”

Again Racke peered over the barricade of planks hope-
fully. As he did so he gave vent to an exclamation of
satisfaction. ;

“He's coming!” he muttered joyfully.
Crooke !

Crooke scrambled up eagerly and looked. Sure _euough. a
small boat containing a single oarsman v-as creeping slowly
past the wooded banks.

" good |” breathed Crooke, with overwhelming relief.
“wWe'll soon ba out of this beastly hole now !

But Craoke had spoken too soon.

The fellow in the boat was Mellish undoubtedly. He was
pulling along, steering “by his toes ”; and he was doing
both operations very badly. But he reached the end of the
woods at last, and then an astonishing thing hagpened.

A white-clad form suddenly emerged from the bushes at
the water's edge, and hailed the on ng boat. Startled,
they saw Mel ish stop rowing, and look round. Then
followed the sound of voices, and, to their alarm, they saw
Mellish pull into the bank. .

“"The fool 1" grated Racke savagely. “Oh, the silly fool!
Who on earth 15 1t? It's one of our fellows—"

“It—it looks like Cardew!" muttered Crooke, in alarm.
“I—I say, Racke, he—he can't have tumbled—"

“How could he, you idiot!” snapped Racke impatiently.
“He—he's only askin’ Mellish for a lift. If Mellish has
any sense— Oh, my hat!"”

Racke broke off, and his face paled. Scarcely had the
hoat touched the bank when the white-clad figure was seen
to spring in, sending the craft dancing out into the stream.
They saw Mellish gesticulating, and obviously _;Jroteoting':
then they saw Cardew—if Cardew it was—act swiftly. 5

He plucked Mellish from his seat, and dropped him
without ceremony into the sternsheets. Then he grasped the
oars, and next moment the boat was turned, and was being
propelled with vigorous strokes back towards the boathouse.

Racke and Crooke, petrified with alarm and astonishment,
watched it with feelings too deep for words.

At last, however, Racke found his voice.

“Oh, the howling cad—the rotten brutei” he muttered
hoarsely. *“Then—then he knows; he must know."”

“I don't see it. It may just be chance; it may be just
a lift he wanted as you said, Racke,'” said Crooke hopefully.

“Then what was he doin’ hiding in that bush—tell me
that? I tell you he knows! You know what a crafty
brute he is! n't you see his game? He's goin' to leave
us stranded. Tt's just the sort of thing the cad would
do. Oh, the brute!”

“It's

“There he is,

And Racke clenched his teeth in impotent rage.
C'rooke's face was white as chalk. It certainly did look
as if Cardew knew, or suspected somecthin fv so, then

. It
Crooke felt certain Racke was right He ﬁncw Cardew's
peculiar sense of humour only too well. Tt would be just
like the cynical, sarcastic Cardew to punish them by leaving
them stranded on the platform.

“But—but he can’t—he daren’t leave us here all night
gasped Crooke, almost tearfully.

“Of course he would, hang him!" said Racke bitterly.
“He's mad, I tell you—mad! He'd glory in doin' it. Can’t
you imagine the howling cad sayin' nothin' to anyone, an’
grinnin’ up his sleeve when everybody's askin' where we
are? Gad! But I'll make that funk Mellish sit up for
this! Why didn't the little sneak put up a fight?”

*Perhaps he'll came back yet,” said Crooke huskily. “He
knows better than let us down. Hc'll give Cardew the slip,
and try again.”

“Tf that brute will let him !" sneered Racke.

But_his tone was hopeful again. There was still a chance
that Mellish would give Cardew the slip, and try again
later. And the two settled down again to watch and wait.

But that hope proved a futile one. Amnother miserable

hour passed—two hours—during which time the two plotters
alternately rested and paced their uncomfortable perch like
imprisoned tigers. The shadows deepencd over the river.
A damp, cold mist began to rise from the water to add to
their misery. Bul. there was still no sign_of Mellish.
Stiff and aching in every bone, Racke jumped up at last.
b here, Crooky, we've got to do semething !” he said
wildly. “We can't stay here all night. We'll have to
shout, even if it all does come out!"

*Tt—it will mean the sack if it does!” faltered Crooke.

“Let it!" snapped Racke desperately. * Shout, you fool 1"

And Racke set the example with a half-hearted yell for
helr. But pedestrinna  were few and far between in
Ryleombe Lane—alter lock-up at 8t. Jim's, at least. There
was no answer. Racke was just about to shout again, when
he paused, To his ears had come the measured beat of
engines, .

“Tt's a barge!" grunted Crooke. “No luck!"”

DBut Racke thought different. Coming downstream was

1

a small, ancient tug, with an equatly dncient barge in tow.
As Racke's eyes fell upon the barge his face lit up.

The hatches were n;g showing piled-up sacks of four.
The sight of them presented to Racke a desperate chance
of escape. To jump down on the sacks as the barge passed
underneath them seemed to Racke beautifully eu‘i.

“I've got it, Crooke!” he hissed excitedly. “That dashed
barge! We can jump on to those sacks. Then we can tip
the bargee to land us somewhere. My hat! What luck!”

* But—but—"" be, Crooke. Then his eyes gleamed,
and he nodded. “Jolly gcod scheme, Racke, old man!" he
went on eagerly. *“Those sacks look as soft as cushions.
But, I say, supposing they go under the other arch——
My hat, no! They never do—the water’s too shallow under
the other arch. Oh, "

“We'll do it, then, Crooke! It's better than stayin® here
all the dashed night! Quick!"

In frantic haste, they began to move the barricade of
planks. They had scarcely finished when the tug. its funnel
lowered, came puffing and elanking under the staging, almost
blinding the juniors with clouds of black smoke. It was
past in n moment, however, and was followed by a length
of tow-rope. Then the prow of the barge swung into view.

One brief second Racke waited, until he caught a glimpse of
white sacks, and then he gave a shout,

“Now! Jump for it!"

And Racke and Crooke jumped.

CHAPTER 10.
Cardew Thinks it Over!
LEVISON and Clive were standing chatting oulside the

Common-room door just after prep that evening when

Cardew joined them. There was an amused smile

on Cardew's face, and Levison and Clive eyed him
very cunom!y. .

“Well,” said Levison grimly, *finished dry-nursing your
new pal Mellish yet, Cardew?"

“Oh, yes! Since lock-up, in fact!"™ drawled Cardew
serenely. ;

. “Since lock-up! Bit—but why—"

Levison broke off a trifle impatiently. The bland and
cynical Cardew put a severe strain on even his chums’
patience at times.

* Look here, Cardew,” he went on bluntly. *You've some-

thing on. It isn't like you to pal on with a chap like
Mellish for nothing. Trimble's telling everybody you've
been hanging on to Mellish all the evening—wouldn’t lct
him out of your sight, in fact. What's the game?”
. “My dear man, it isn't a game!"” said Cardew.. “The fact
is, you fellows, I've suddenly realised what a fine chap dear
old Mellish is; that's why i"'m been cultivating his nearer
acquaintance this evenin'. You've no idea what a charming
chap he is—no end amusin’!’

“ Rals, you silly ass!" grunted Clive. “He's a sncaking
little toad, and you know it. What's your reason for doing
it, Cardew?™

Cardew smiled.

“It's like this, old beans!" he remarked, with a chuckle.
“T happened to meet dear old Perey pullin® up-river alone
this afternoon. Now you fellows know that Mellish is sbout
as safo alone in a Loat as s hippopotamus in a walnut-shell.
In fact, I was so concerned for his safety, that 1 (urned
him back an' saw him home =safely.”

“But that's all rot—"

“Not at all, my dear man! Trimble will tell you I came
home with him.'

“But that doesn't explain—""

“Yes, it does. You see,” explained Cardew blandly, “T
rather fancied friend Percy might feel inclined to risk lis
life again in a merry old boat this evenin' if he wasn't
watched, That's why 1 pressed my chamuin’ society on
him. So 1 clung to him—closer than a brother, in fact.
Comprenez-vous, old beans?"

But Clive and Levison did not understand. They stared
more curiously—and suspicionsly—than ever at their chou,
That Mellish had ventured out alone in a boat astonished
‘them. But why Cardew of all fellows should attempt to ~top
him passed their comprehension. But before they could pass
any further remarks Tom Merey joined them,

““Seen Racke and Crooke anywhere, you fellows?" he
asked.

“No!" said Clive. “llaven’l they turned up yet*"

“Not yet; Railton's getting anxious, 1 suppose you
haven't seen "em, Cardew ?" 2

“My dear man, fancy askin' little me!" said Cardew
lightly. “DBut if I might make a suggestion—"

“Well 1" y

“Why not inquire al the police-station? The bright young
blades may have ‘been paintin’ the merry old village red an’

got themselves run in—"" ¢
Tug CGex Lisrany.—No. 752,
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“If you don't find 'em there,” went on Cardew, unmoved,
““T shouldn’t worry my little head about them. They'll come
home with the milk in the mornin' all right.”

And Cardew was moving leisurely away, when he stopped
obruptly, with a little gasp. In the School House doorway
had suddenly appeared an apparition—or rather two np}:ar:-
tione, There were two juniors, and lhey were covered [rom
head to foot with a whitish powder.

Ralph Reckness Cardew fairly blinked at them.

“Oh gad!” he murmured.

“Racke and Crooke !™ gasped Tom Merry.
"How on—"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The juniors burst iulo a roar of laughter as the Lwo dis-
hevelled and flour-covered juniors limped miserably towards
them, Evidently Racke and Crooke had found the sacks in
the barge much more floury and mnch more unlike cushions
than they had expected.

“Girent Scott, Racke!” ejaculaled Tom Merry. “How on
carth did you get into that state—and where have you been t”

“Mind your own business, hang you!" snarled Racke; and
he was pushing past the grinning juniors when Mr. Railton,
evidently attracted by the laughter, came rustling up. He
stared at Racke and ('rooke like one transhixed.

“What—who—Racke, Crooke!" he gasped. *'So—eo rou
have rvelurned ¥ Where have you been to—and how did you
get yourselves inlo thal disgusting state?"

Racke's answer was—lo the juniors, at lenst—suspiciously
prompt.

“We've been assaulted, sir!™ he mutlered. ‘‘Some—some
fellows caplured us, and shoved us in flour-sacks. And—and
we've only just got loose. It—it wasn't our fault, sir!”

“Bless my soul! I should imagine not!" said the House-
master dryly, *However, this must be investigated. \Who
—who assaulted you in this scandalous manner, Racke ?"'

“They—they didn't give us the chance to see their [aces,
sit,” muttered Racke slowly. *“But—but I think they were
Grammarians !"

“Ah!" Mr. Railton frowned and nodded. Being fully
aware of the incessant japing that went on between the two
schools, and in view of what had happened that afternoon, he
saw no reason Lo doubt Racke's statement. *Very well,” he
went on grimly. “Under the circumstances, of course, I can
hardly punish” you. I will, however, report thé matter to
Dr, Hplmes, who is making a report of the disturbance this
afternoon to the Grammar School headmaster. You had
better and clean yourselves without delnﬁ."

And My, Railton walked away towards the Head's study,
frowning. :

i Yoh—;mu rolter, Racke!" hissed Tom Merry, in disgust.
“What did you want to give the Grammarians away for?
You eneak!" .

“Mind your own business!" snapped Racke once again; and
he was turning away with Crooke, when he caught Cardev's
mocking glance fixed upon him.

“Dear old * Racke!" remarked Cardew
“What bright flashea of inspiration you do get!
a view of the boatrace, Racke, old top?"

*You—you rotter!” breathed Racke.

And with a glare of hate and fear at the smiling Cardew,
Aubrey Racke walked after Crooke, his floury features drawn
and haggard. There was no mistaking the hidden meaning in
Cardew’s last question, and Racke shuddered with dread.
That Cardew was the fellow who had prevented Mellish

“Why—how—it's—it's—""

“0Oh, my hat!

affectionately.
Did you get

from rescuing them, he had little doubt now. They had
escaped one danger—they had thrown dust into Mr. Railton's
eyes with the yarn of an assault by Grammarians—but the
thought that Cardew knew their secret, and at any moment
might open his lips and expose them was terrifying.

Neither Racke nor Crooke sleft. well that night. In the
evening Racke had interviewed Mellish—with a cricket-stump
—and what that luckless youth had divulged only increased
their dread. It was Cardew! But why didn’t Cardew blab?
Why, if he knew their secret, didn't he expose them? Racke
and Crooke couldn’t understand it.

CHAPTER 11,
(ardew Speaks Out !

ARDEW of the Fourth was observed to be locking very
thoughtful all durin€ morning lessons the next day,
Clive and Levison, his study-mates, noticed it, and
spoke to him about it after dinner.

“Blessed if I can understand what's come over you,
Cardew!” said Levison, eyeing his chum keenly. *What are
vou looking so thumping mpysterious about lately? Is il
something about this rowing affair"

Cardew eyed his chums reflectively for a moment; then
he nodded sadly.

“It is," he rejoined smoothly. “I'm worried—no end
worried. An' I'd like the benefit of your excellent advice,
old tops. If a chap's made a mistake, an' he knows he's made
a mistake, what should a fellow do?”

“Why, try to put it right, of course!" retorted Clive
abruptly.

“Good !" “Then TI'll do it. Comin’, old
beans 1"

And, without waiting for his chums to reply, Cardew
strolled away, and they followed wonderingly. At the end
of the passage Tom Merry and a group of juniors were stand-
ing in gloomy conversation together. Cardew joined them
carelessly.

“What a gloomy set of owls—a bright, clieers afternoon
like this, too!" he remarked, eyeing them quizzically. *Still
worryin' about the merry old Grammarians, Tolnmy "

Tom Merry nodded.

“That and something else!” he grunted. “I've just heard
that the Head's thinking of putting the village out of bounds,
Cardew."”

“Because of what happened yesterday?”

“Yes."

Cardew whistled.

“My dear Tommy, then that settles it!" he said, shaking
his head. “You'll have to heal the merry old wound—you'll
have to offer to row the race again—you will really!”

“We would be asses if we did Yon don't believe that
yarn about the pepper, do you, Cardew "

“Every word of it, old top!"”

Y Then you're a silly asa!” said Tom bluntly.
wasn't any pepper; it was just a feeble excuse—"

“My dear man, that's quite a mistake; there was,” said
Cardew. “I saw it myself In fact, I happen to know the
pepper merchants, too.”

" What *"

said Cardew.

“There

“Look here, Cardew!” pul in Levison quietly. “ You seem
to know a lot about it. What do you know? Let's have it!"
“Aren't I tellin' you?"” complained Cardew. *“Do give

a fellow a chance! While you fellows were wastin' time
(Continued on page 18.)
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Tales of the St, Jim’s
Sleuth,

Told by Jack Blake.

NOTE.—We are mnot giving away the

identity of our tame private investigator..

He,is a junior, and one of us, and has estab-
lished himself as a re%u!nr amateur detee-
tive. All little mysteries that crop up at
St. Jim's are taken to him, and the stories of
his cases from time to time will make
interesting reading.

THE RISING-BELL MYBSTERY.
4 LANG! Clang! Clang!
The strident clashing of the rising-
Lell tolled upon the morning air ab
8t. Jim’s, awakening the slumberers
in the dormitorics and bed-rooms,

“Yaw-aw-aw!" yawned Tom Merry, sitting
up in bed and stretching. *“I1 feel dashed
tired! Grooogh! Tumble up, chaps—that's
Tising-bell I"

“Rats!" sald George Alfred Grundy, 1dok-
ing at lis wrist-watch. *It's only hall-past
siX,  We've another hour before rizing-bell.”

*Your watch must he wrong, old chnr!"
replied the captain of the Shell cheerfully.
“There's no mistuking rising-bell. Get up,
slucker!"

Grundy, still persisting that his watch was
not wrong, arose from bed and dressed.
The Shell were not slackers, and were soon
out of the dormitory—although, ecuriously
enough, a numher of them showed peculiar
signs of sleepiness!

3 Jack Blake & Co. were on the stairs, yawn-
ng.

“Grooogh! Hallo, you chaps! I feel jolly
tired!" sald Blake, *Blessed if I can make

it out—we're all sleepy!”

“Bai Jove!" exclaimed Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy, looking at his famous ticker, “It's
uot seven o'clock yet, deah boys! There's
somethin' w'ong!”

“Must be your wateh, Gussy!” said Monty
Lowther.

“Wathah not, deah bhoy!" said Gussy Indig-
pantly. My tickah is weliable, and—"

"My watch agrees with Gussy's,” said Levi-
son quietly, *It's not seven yet!™

All the fellows who had watches consulted
them, and, sure enough, they were all more
or less in agreement.

By this time fellows were emerging from
other dormitories and bed-rooms, yawning
and stretching, Many of them were glaring
perplexedly at their watches.

“This settles it!" said the 5t. Jim's
sleuth, looking round upon his schoolfellows.
“The rlsinf-b{‘ll went an hour too soon, and
we have all been unnecessarily dragged from
our beds!"

“Bal Jove!"

“That Idiot Taggles must have undersiept
himself, and rung the giddy rising-bell an
liour too soon!" exclalmed Jack Blake, “My
hat! Let's go over and scrag the old
Luffer "

Quite a crowd of Indignant fellows surged
downstairs and grossed the guadrlugle to
Tageles' lodpe. The anclent porter was
standing by the gate, seratchiog his head.

“Tuggles, you old idiot. what do you mean
hy getting us up am hour early?" howled
several voices tn!.lnhﬂlf.

“Which Hi didn't ring that ‘ere rising-
hell!" exclaimed Taggles, blinking round. *
was in my room when it went. Wot I says
is this ‘ere, it's a joke of one of you young
rips, and if 1 catches 'im—"

“Whew!" whistled Tom Merry. *Then it
!nu:t't Taggy, after all! We—we've been
japed!"

Edited by TOM MERRY.

The whole school was up, of course, by
now, and everybody was amazed gt the news.
Some audacious person had rung the rizing-
bell at half-past six, and got St. Jim's out
of bed an hour too soon!

The St. Jim's sleuth soon set about inves-
tigating the mystery, for a thorough scrag-
ging was promdised the delb t when he
was caught.

He went into the little room where the
bell-rops hung, and examined everything in
there. Outside this room was a lobby and
a number of passages leading to some celiars.

It was interesting to watch our sleuth
tracing footprints around these passages.

“It's pretty evident that the fellow who
rang this bell did not belong to 8t. Jim's,™
he announced, coming outside at last. * From
the tracks of the marauder’s footprints, 1
gather that he was a stranger to the place,
and walked in several wrong directions before
he d.!u:overcd the room where the hell-rope
WAE,

“Bai Jove! That's awfully clevah of you,
deali boy!" exclaimed D"Arcy.

The sleuth immediately went over to the
gates, walked out into the Rylcombe Lane.
and examined the school wall in  several
likely places.

“Here's proof!" he said, pointing to some
gcratches on the wall. *Somebody has heen
over this wall within the last hour! He met
several others outside here, and they made
ofl together. We sha'n't have to look much
farther than the Grammar Sclhiool for the
merry Japer who rang our rising-bell!"”

“] f hat! - Of course, it's just the sort
of thing those blighters, Gordon Guy & Co.,
would get up to!" gjaculated Tom Merry.
“Kim on, chaps; we may catch ‘em!”

An expedition then et out for the Grammar
8chool, many of the fellows thoughtfully pro-
\"i'gtlllklg themselves with ecricket-stumps and
sticks,

Qordon Qay & Co. kicked wildly, but
t could not get rid of the b
which were roped securely to thel
feet. OClump, oclump, clump! they
went, as the luckless juniors trod
lumberingly on.

p

TR
PAID IN FULL. =

Gordon Gay, the two Woottons, Carbor,
and Frank Monk were standing by the cross-
roads in the Ryl Lane, chatti when
Tom Merry & Co. came up. They ted the
St. Jim’s fellows with many chuckles,

“Hallo! You chaps are up early!” grinned
Gordon Gay. *“Out for a constitutional?"

"No; we're out to find the merry joker
who rang our rising-bell an hour ¢arly this
morhing ! said the sleuth, striding forward
and gripping the Grammarian leader by the
arm. *“And I reckon I've got him here.
Look at his elbow, you chaps. Sce that mark
of whitewash on it? He rubbed it against
the whitewashed wall of the room where
t{le“p.el!-rope i5! 1It's as plain as a pike-
stall 1”

“Bowled out, you bounder!"” bowled Monty
Lowther. “Good old sleuth! Blessed if we'd
have thought of that!"

Gordon Gay & Co. proceeded to strugple
violently, but against such beavy odds they
were powerless,

The chums of 8t. Jim's hore them down in
the dust, and sat on them.

“Got you, my heauties!" chuckled Tom
Merry. “Now for a little bit of our own
back! Some of you chaps run over to that
barn in the field opposite, and see if you can
scrounge some rope and cord, Also, appro-
priate some of those bricks that are lying
around there.”

Much to Gordon ( .Ilf & Co.'s wonderiment,
bricks and ryopes and corda were fetched.
The arms of the Grammarians were tied
hehind them, and their feet also were tieW
:ggether ego that it was impossible for them

kick,
“Now, off with their boots!" chuckled
Tom Merry. “We'll make 'em walk on—on
Just tie a brick to the underneath

bricks!
of each of their feet—see?”

“You—you rotters!” spluttered Gordon
-Gay, as his rivals proceeded to remove his
shoes. “You—you dare fix bricks on my
feet—"

“Ha, ha, ba!" roared~Tom Merry & Co.
derislvely L

The Grammarians were powerless to resist.
Each of them had a brick roped securcly to
ench of hia feet, so that the hricks would
not come off. Their shoes and boots were
tled round their necks, and then their legs
were released and they were allowed to stamd
up.

Gordon Gay & Co. kicked wildly, hut they
could not get rid of those bricks. They were
just like cats in pattens!

“Now, then home you go!™ chuckled Tom
Merry. “Mind how you step, Gordon, dear
boy! Ha, ba; ba!"

Clump, elump, clump! went the hricks, as
the luckless Grammarians trod lumberingly
away.

Tom Merry & Co. shrieked—they couldn't
help it. The sight of Gerdon Gay & Co.
clumping along the road with their feet gn
bricks was too funny for words,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Gordon Gay & Co. uttered the most sul-
phurous threat upon our voted heads,
but that made no ditference, of course! They
clattered onward, followed by howls of
laughter from their victorious rivals.

The 8t. Jim's sleuth was clapped heartily
on the back for his proweas,

“Sherlock Holmes isn't in it with you,
old man!" said Tom Merry heartily. *~We
caught those bounders on the hop, didn’t
we—and we've sent them back on the hop!"
& "Ha, ha, ba!"

The affair didn't get to the masters’' ears,
hut the whole school yelled over it, and
whenever Gordon Gay & Co. were seen again
in public after that, they were chipped un-
mercifully about the hricks!
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Our Grand Serial of School Life and Adventure! You Will Enjoy It!
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THE OPENING CHAPTERS,

JIM READY, a sturdy lad of fourteen,
having seen his last friend laid to rest, is
left all nlone In the great world of chance.
He Is Icnvlnq the cemetery gates, when he
butts utp ngninst

A KINDLY STRANGER (John Lincoln),
the Erim:lpnl 1ou-rnor of the great school
of 8t. Beowull's, who had been watching
bim at the funeral.

The two walk along the road together, and
Jim tells his new-found friend that he Intends
starting work at the brickflelds in Denning-
ton, lie stranger smiles, and tells Jim it
Is education he needs first, He then with.
draws a pleco of parchment from his pocket,
and, after signing it, bands it to Jim. It is
a [free pass into the greut schiool. Jim Is
to take his chance as a Lineoln scholar at
8t, Deowull’s.

Jim gets a warm reception from the bullies
of the school, but the decent fellows weleome
him, drinking to his health that night in
Hall. After this ceremony Professor Faux
de Blanguieres, the French master, enters,
and presents his model fiying-machine,

Jim finds a friend in Wohbygong, a plucky
lad from Australia, and the mnster of a pet
kangaroo, Nobby, Wobby is giving a lantern
show, when Nobby makes a bolt out of the
window. The boys follow by the same exit,
and mounting some hunters on which the
scholara of St. Beowull’s are put through
the riding-school, they give chase. Up tﬁll
and down dalo travelled Nobby, with the
monnted juniors liot on his trail,

“We'll run him down ou the sands!™ cries
Waobby, as the horses galloped out of the
valley on to the beach,

(Now read on,)
The Mysterious Lights,

HE flat, smooth sauds under the tower-
ing chalk cliffs seemed to sujt Nobhy.
He bounded along ot a tremendous

; pace, and soon the boys were flog-
ging their horses aloag at full speed to keep
lim in sight.

These were tiving now, thongh Aeroplane
was roaring like a brass hand, and Gladeye
Gladys was lathering and panting.

Now and then the riders lost sight of their
quarry altogether, the white sheet dissolving
“.’E’{ﬁ“‘ the clitfts and great piles of fallen
chnik.

“Tide is well down,” sald Wobby., “Maybe
he'll lead us right round the headland. I've
had a good many kangaroo hunts, but I've
never had one like this. Dad will he
interested when I write and tell him all about
it. We've done fourteen miles now, and at
full speed, too. Keep the tambourine a-roll-
ing, boys; we'll have the caitifm yet!”

Tliey had a sight of the red-and-white fash
of the lighthouse up on the headland., As
they approached it, they saw that the tide
was coming in. The wide stretch of sands
oarrowed,  and they could hear the
aonntonnus splash of the waves close npon

em,

Nobbly kept on rounding the headland and
golng like o steamer.

Boon they were splashing in six inches of
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sca-water that the hreakers sent flying In
over the sands. This began to worry the

runaway.
“Now we've got him!" cried Wobhby
excitedly. “I1'll rope bim wp if we have to

swim the horses!”

They gained cn the klm}{nm rapidly now.
He could be Leard flopplng and splashing
through the water close abead of them.

“He's golng like a steamer duck!" cried
Woblby. "Ah, got you! You peb—you peb
of the beach!"

Nobby had had enough of it. The rising
tide h.d beaten him. He sat up in the
water with his paws hanging down, walting
for lis master, with a pleading look in his
dark-brown eyes, as much as to say:

“(io ecasy, master! I'm beat!"

“Come up, you rascal!” cried Wobby, And
leaning from his saddle, he caught Nobby by
his collur, aud boisted him across his saddie-

W.

Nobby made no protest. It was plain that
he was accustomed to being picked up in this
fashion. But Aeroplane, unaccustomed to
kangaroos as baggage, kicked and plunged in
the cold waters of the rising tide.

“Steady, you brute!” eried Wobby, master-
Ing his steed with wonderful horsemanship.
“You've got to carry this tug home, so you
may as well ﬁet used to him. Now, what
about it, boys?" :

He looked back, and then forward.

“Water come up pleuty !™ said Lal SBingh.

“We shall get cavght round the
said Jim.

“It's us bad to go back as to go forward,”
said Wobby. “We'll go ahead. Come on,
chaps! If the worst comes to the worst, we
can swim the horses. You can always swim
a horse!"

Nothing seemed to daunt Wobby. Yet the
situation of the Loys was anything but a
safe one.

The tide was rising fast, and a night wind
liad sprung wp, Increui%ze the sea that was
playing on the beaches below the headland.

Already the tide was up to the foot of the
chalk cliffs, and they had to steer cleat of the
base of these, hecause of the great fallen
boulders. They had near a mile to go before
the cliffs fell back into Cockleshell Bay.

The water was over the knees of the weary
horses. They plunged and stumbled along.
Now nnd then a wave larger than the others
would give them & wash, making them
stagger.

Nobby, the kangaroo, appeared quite
exhausted. He lay still in front of Wobby,
hanging Hmp across the saddle-bow,

“We'll have to swim for it!" said Jim.

The water rose hlrher and higher till it
reached the horses’ girths, and the great wall
31 ti:u: clift seemed to pul!: them towards the

ArTK Ben.

NSWE Rs

EVERY MONDAY__pRics 27

ead,””

phill Fight for Fame and Fortune. By DUNCAN STORM.

“Think of it!" muttered Wobby.
silly gink hadn't hutpm!
window, we might all
beds now !

“We be warm enough to-morrow morning,”
said Lal Singh thoughtfully. “We_catch
good ole smack for to-night ™

“We aren't caught yet!" answered Wohbr
cheerfully. “Looks as if we are more likely
to be drowned than to get a swishing, My
word, boys, did you hear those gipsies howl
when old Nob stoushed their fire for them?
There will be all sorts of tales of ghosts round
the countryside to-morrow!"

“Plenty more tale of ghost supposee we
drown,” said Lung, not too cheerfully, for his
horse was nearly swimming now.

“Oh, I've been in some tighter places than
this,” replied Woliby. “I was once caught in
a freshet ou the Woolooloo River, and, 1
can tell you that when it rains in Australia,
it does rain. The river came down like a
wall. This Is pothing to it!"

“Water him warm in Australin.  Water
him too cold here!™ maid Lal Singh, whose
teeth were chattering. 3

“That's the worst of you Indians!" sald
Wobby. "You eat too much rice and muck;
you don't get any stuffing into you. To
shake hands with one of you is like shaking
bands with a fresh haddock! Your hands
are flabby and cold. What you want Is good,
strong nourishing diet. Yon want keeping
up—five meals a day! Hallo!"

Aeroplane scemed to rise from the water.

“Good egg!" exclaimed Wobby. *We've
found a bank!"

He was quite correct. Aeroplane had
stumbled on a long spit of sand higher than
the rest, Following this, they made their
way to the shores of Cockleshiell Bay.

There was no more steam leit in the hortes.
They ambled along wearily, thoroughly
pasted by their long, hard run. )

“Horaes are tuckered out!™ said Wobby.
“But we've had a most enjoyahle little trip
round the country. 1 don’t think old Nobby
will want to run away from us again. Theres
one thing, il we follow the path up from the
hay, we're near the HRound of Beel and
Carrots, and will not he far off. the old
school. We can just put the horzes back nice
aod quiet, give them o rub down, and then
run tt{:e rabbit with Nobhy back to the little
old school, and nobody will be any the wiser.”

“What are you going to do about Nobby!
asked Jim,

“Why, he's qulet enough mnow, replied
Wobby cheerfully, *“We'll hoist him back
into the dormitory, then I'll warm np some
water in n spirit-stove, and put bim back
in his sack with a hot-water bottle to warm
him up. Nobhy won't take any harm. He's
tough—a regular peb, Nobby isl"

Wobby, like a general, led his party inland,
With an Instinctive eye for country,
made no misteke, but led them back to the
rear of the stables without faltering, follow-
ing the grassy, silent paths between the
orchards.

They led their horses into the stables,
Wohhy taking the precaution to fasten a line
to his pet's collar. Then they rubbed the

“If this
it out of the
e asleep in our warm
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horses down carelully, having off-saddled and
unbridled them. Never were four horses more
surprised to find themselves back in their
stalls than were these four gallant steeds.

“This is a funny old country !” said Wobby,
chuckling under his breath, as he made Aero-
plome’s toilet with practised hands in a
manner that showed that he had rubbed
down many a hundred horses in his time.
“It's a funny little old céuntry, this England.
1 bet the yarn will go round to-morrow that
these four nags have been witch-ridden.
Now, boys, it's back to the school. We want
a rub-down like the horses, or we'll cateh
chills and fever!”

Carefully, and by a roundabout way, they
approached the school.

The kangaroo was T.Ilet enough now.
followed Wobby like Mary's little lamb.

Wobby found a way through a break in the
hedge surrounding the school grounds, then
he led his chums towards the back of the
school, through which he looked to moke an
easy entrance.

They would come past Abbot's Room, and
glip round through Dark Alley. Then they
would get a chance of getting under the
windows of Dormitory No. 4.

“Qupposing all the chaps have gone to
sleep?” whispered Jim. “They must be fed
up with waiting for us!”

“That's all right!" answered Woblhy
gerencly. “I told Tennessee to tie a string
round his neck, and to drop the end through
the window. 1 just pull the string, and
Tennessee dreams that be is being hung, same
as he will be one of these days if he don't
wateh it. Then he wakes up and drops us the
rope. Savvy? It's all as easy as eating pie!
Now be q’uleb: we are right In the enemy
country. If old Blackbeard: the Pirate wakes
up, we are gone coons! We can throw up
the towel without u question. We have done
our dash!”

They made their way very quietly along
the walls of the old school.

All of a sudden Wobby, who was leading,

He

came to a sudden stop in the shadow of a

great clump of laurels.
“A light!" he whispered.
“Wherei” breathed Jim.
“In the Abhot's Room!” whispered Wobhy.
“Ia it the doctor, I wonder?” asked Jim,
“Dunno!” replied Wobby. "But me heart
would go down to me feet if thei wefen't
0

“A light!”

so shrunk and cold! Hold the kangaroo,
pardner, while I get forwards, and do a look,
see, It may be the doe, or it may be
burglars!™

A thrill of excitement ran through the
hoys. They knew that in the Abhot's Room,
the doctor's own study, were stored many
valuable objects. There was not only a collec-
“tion of rare gold coins there, but numerous
specimens of ancient jewellery—Roman,
Saxon, and Norman. Any burglar who could
make an entry into the Abbot's Room was
sure of a rich prize,

“Stuy right here, you chaps,” whispered
Wobby, in a parting injunction. * Don't show
yourselves, 1l it's the doctor, ‘null said.
We wangle round to the other side of the
Luilding. This is mnot our trail. If it's
hurglars, maybe we can wipe out the whole
of to-night, no matter what happens.”

He stole off towards the latticed panes of
the Abbot's Room, making his way in amaost
wonderful fashion, for, as a stalker, Wohby
had few equals.

The party could see a small flashlight
moving in the room, fQr ouce or twice jt's
pleams eaught on the diamond panes of glass,
making them shine like single Jewels,

Nobby, the kangaroo, wus ns good as gold,
He did not tug on the cord that was tied to
lis collar, lle sut on his tail pcacefully,
watching the crawling form of Wobhy with
interested cyes.

Soon Wobby had gained the shelter of one
of the grey old stone hultresses of the
school. He stole round this, and got under
the window behind which the mysterious
light was showing. He had his boomerang,
his only weapon, under hils arm. Very slowly
he raised his head. That strange light wus
dodging round in the great room like a glow-
worm In o forest. It was certainly the light
of n shielded electric torch.

“It's no doctor!” breathed Wobby to him-

self. “Doctor lsn't such a piecan as to come
out of his h¥e-bye at this time in the
morning. Yet he might have left his pipe

down in the Abbot's Room, and is looking
round for it. I've often heard dad come
down at nights, and stub his toes in the
dark, looking for his pipe when he could not
get to sleep!™

The light Alckered round fNtfully, There

was cerlainly someone moving about the
room, stealthily groping here and there.

Preseutly the light fell upon a hand that
was outstretched over one of the wumerous
glass cases in the rogm.

Wobby could only see the hand. It was
like a ghost hand. It did not appear to be
attached to any body. It was hovering over
the lock of the glass case.

Then another tiny light made its appear-
ance, flitting towards that illuminated hand.

Then the two lights seemed to come to-
gether, and two hands showed in the small
circle of their Hllumination.

There was the gleam of some stecl Iustru.
ment at the lock of the case. 2

“That settles it!" muttered Wobby; and,
snakelike, he melted along the wall, and
crawled hack to his anxious compavions.

“ Roys,” he said solemnly, “we are in Juck.
The night's entertainment is not yet over.
It's burglars! They are milking the doctor’s
gold-mine. We will surround and fall upon
the eaitirs!"”

He led the way, taking Nolby
collar.

Nobby seemed to know that he
make no noise, for he got ilong
fRopping.

“Good !" muttergd his master. * Good boy!
Got more brains than many!"

Ducking, the boys kept below the level of
the windows of the Abbot's Room till they
came upon the window through which the
burglars had forced their entrance.

The iron frame of the lattice had been
forced, and the leadwork of the diamond
panes was bulged and out of sbare. It was
plain that these two cracksmen Inside were
well acquainted with the school. They had
not attempted the great oak and iron door of
the “Abbot's Room, but hud slipped in from
the open country.

There were two large buttresses on each
side of the forced window, and hehind these
Wobby hid his troops to wait until the
burglars had done their job and were ready
to come through the window to make their
escape.

Wobby knew well that he could not uee his
chief weapon, the boomerang, in the room;

by the

was to
without

s0 lie was content to bide his time erouching |

below the windows and watching those mys-
terious lights.

There was no doubt that these were ex-
perienced cracksmen, for they wore kid gloves
to avold finger-prints, They were not loading
themselves up with auything that was not of
value to them. They had the doctor's case
of Saxon gold coins open now, and were ex-
amining each coin as
they took it. Some they
rejected as worthless to
the melting-pot.

Then there was a soft
erackling sound In the

darkoess, and they
moved on to the case of
golden torques  and

collars of the Saxon anmd
Danish periods,

There wus a muttered
exclamation of pleasure
from the lnterior of the
Atihot's Room, for tha
rohilers liad come npen
a fl. There wias sotne
good solid weight in this
old jewellery, which was
of soft and pure gold. ' i

Wobhy conld glimpse \ qo,‘mT
the dark fzures moy ; -'_,,l‘||ll|l i
here and there as st L
eves  urew  accustomed = |'l|]
to tlie gloom of the /L \ i
room.  Then presently i
it seemed as il the
burglars hnd made their
haul, for the lights were
sapped out.  An arm
showed in the open win-
dow, aud a leavy bag
wis jluced outside on
the grass,

Wohby took the hag,
and, crawling rouud the
bhuttress, handed it to
Jim,

“They are comingl”
he whispered, under his
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the sill of the Abbot’s Room. The crachs-
men had clicked, Now they were off with

their booty.
I the window of the Abbot's Room.
It was the shape of a well-dresscd
man, neatly attired in a smart suit of serge
and a Homburg hat.

He felt nbout for the bag which Wohby
Liad taken, and gave a muttered exclamation
of aonoyanuce as he failed to find it.

The boys, peering round the buttresses,
saw him groping for it as another leg came
through the window and a second miap cawme
into sight.

Then a third
window.

“Gee whiz!" thought Wobhy to himeelf.
“The Abbot's Room is crowded stif with
burglars!”

But the third man was the Inst man.

“What's up, Frisky?" he asked of the first
burglar, in a low voice.

“That bag I put throngh the window,”
muttered the so-called Frisky—"it's walking
about on its own! The thing must be
bewitched! [ jost put it through the window
—and it's gone!"

Then the notion that this was a scheol,
and there might be boys nbout, even at this
late hour, seemed to strike Frisky. He
made a sudden leap clear of the buttresses,
and found himself facing.Jim and Siogh!

He whipped his band to his pocket, and
Jim had the unpleasant feeling that he was
looking straight into the barrel of an auto-
matic pistol, behiod which was a smooth-
spoken gentleman, wlo would not make
much bones of pulling the trigger.

“Quit foolin', boys!" said Frisky, in good-
humoured tones, which, nome the less, had
a pote of grim menace behind them. * None
o' your school tricks lere. You are inter-
ferin' with bnsiness men!”

“Your business seems to he stealing!™ re-
plied Jim boldly. He did not quail before
that threatening pistol, for he felt that the
honour of St. Beowulf's and of the Lincoln
scholars was in his keeping.

*“Hush, you young fool!"
“Quliﬁ shootin® your mouth!

_The, Capture |
HE boys' hearts stood still as that
sinister masked figure crept out at

leg showed throogh the

snarled Frisky.
Give us that

Frisky got the bag, but in a way that he
did not expect.

“Take it!" snapped Jim; and, with all
his foree, he hurled it at the ruffian’s head.
(There will be another splendid instalmeant

of thisr grand serial mext week.)

breath. “The are .
coming! V'se that hag
A8 & Wweapon. It's
heavy !”

A ‘leg suddenly made
its appearauce OVEr

Wohbx gained
the school.

the shelter of the uunold stone buttress of
Very slowly he raised
the strange light dodging round In the

is head and watched
roat room like a
glow-worm in the for

Tue Gex Lisrary.~—No. 732,




18 Be Sure You Order Next Week’s Bumper and Free Gifé Number Early!

~“TOP OF THE RIVER.”

(Continyed from page 14.)

gassin’ yesterday T was findin’ things out. I noticed,

f'instance, that the Grammarians’ clobber was smothered in

Dem{{elr]-l—gﬂ’ chaps don’t pepper their clobber for fun.”
“Well? ’

“That set me thinkin',” resumed Cardew.
must have been chucked from the bridge, an’ I knew those
fags hadn't done it. Then suddenly I remembered that
scaffolding under the bridge——"

“My hat!” breathed Tom Merry.

“An’ ‘while you merry old.{irebrands were squabblin’, T
trotted up there to investigate. It was no end interestin’.”

“ And you sawv—"

“I saw quite a lot. I hid in the merry bushes and watched.
1 saw our dear old pals Racke and Crooke hidin’ on the
staging.” !
=~ ““Racke and Crooke?” ejaculated Blake.

“Yes. They kept bobbin’ up and down—watchin’ for some-
body. Then I spotted it. I knew they couldn’t have swum
there—they must have had a boat. An’ as there was no boat
there, I knew they must be waitin’ for it to come an’ take
‘em off.”

“Go on!” said Tom Merry grimly.

“Then,” said Cardew sadly, “I made my mistake—my
mistaken sense.of humour got the better of me. .1 thought
it- would be no end amusin’ if the boat was prevented from
rescumg them, and they were stranded there all night. So
when the boat turned up I stopped it. I threatened to push
Mellish’s nose through the back of his neck if he didn’t take
me aboard.”

“ Mellish 71 §

“Yes. And he did. I jumped-in an' turned the boat
round and took it back to the boathouse. Then I took
Mellish in tow back to St. Jim's.” '

“Then—then that was why you dry-nursed Mellish last
night !” gasped Clive. '

“The very reason, old {op!" said Cardew, nodding. *“To
prevent the dear boy goin’ back an’ rescuing his pals. That’s
the story. Quite entertainin’, isn't it? The Grammarians
wete peppered, an’ it was dear old Racke an’ Crooke did it.”

There was silence,

“But--but I don't quite catch on,” said Dlake, after &
pause. “ Why should Racke do such a thing? That rotter
would rather see us lose, if anything?” e

“Don’t ask me, Ym merely tellin’ you a story.”

“Yes; but, hang it all, Racke and Crooke came home last
night ! They were covered with flour, and sajd——"

My dear man, did you believe what they said?" smiled
Cardew sarcastically. “I didn’t. But I was puzzled myself
until I had a chat with Mellish this mornin’. T then learned
that the bright little fellows had escaped by jumpin’ on to a

“I knew it

barge which was passin’ beneath the kyidge, Ii wao loaded
with flour, an’ they {airly rolled in it. Catch ont®

They did. The juniors faitly blinked at Cardew.

¢ And—and you mean to say that's the truth,” exclaimied
Tom Merry, his face grave—"that Racke and Crooke scat~
tered pepper on the Grammar School crew, and lost them
the race?” : .

“f don't say it lost ’em the race, but I do say it’s the
truth, Tommy,” said Cardew grimly—“every word of it.”

“Well, my hat!” said Tom Merry, his face dark with anger,
¢ Oh, the howling cads! But—but why on earth didn’t yon
speak before this, Cardew? You might have saved all this
trouble. You’re a silly, thoughtless fool, Cardew !”

“1 know it,” admitted Cardew sorrowfully. *I ought to
have blown the gaff instead of attemptin’ to punish tho
naughty fellows myself. I’'m no end sorry, Tommy !”

“You onght to be!” .snapped Tom Merry. *“ Anyway,
we'll settle with those two howling cads at once! Comel!’

“They’ve both gone out of the gates towards Rylcombe,”
put in Manners. “Saw them go a few minutes ago.”

“Then we'll cycle over and put the matter right with Gay
without delay,” said Pom, his face grim. *“ We'll offer to
row the race again, of course, now, Racke & Co. can be
dea}t, with any time, ¥ou'd better come, too, Cardew, you
ass !’

“What a bore !” sighed Cardew,

But he went, for all that,

—_——

CHAPTER 12.
Racke Asks for it—and Gets it.
towards

OM MERRY and his chums rode bhard :

I Rylcombe. As the Grammar School gates came into
sight, Tom Meiry uttered an exclamation,

“Hallo! What's the commotion?” he

“ Something’s on!” . L

There seemed little doubt about it. In the lane just outside
the gates a group of angry juniors was congregated. But
what startled Tom Merry was the sight of two St. Jim’s caps
in the centre of the crowd of Grammarians.

“They're ragging some of our chaps,” remarked Blake
grimly. “We're needed here, Tommy."” B .

Tom Merry did not answer. Ile had recognised in the
two St. Jim’s fellows none other than Racke and Crooke.
The sudden thought that Gordon Gay had discovered Racke’s
rascality struck him at once. Ignoring the hostile glances
of the Grammarians, he pushed his way to the centre of the
disturbance.

Then he started. Not only were Racke and Crooke held
in Gordon Gay & Co.’s angry grasp, but so also were Lacy
and Carker of the Grammar School. Confronting them, his
features angry and disgusted, was Gordon Gay.

Tom Merry wasted no time. .

“So you've bowled them out, Gay?” he began, clutching
Gay’s arm eagerly. “We were just coming to—"

Gordon Gay shook Tom Merry's hand off. .

said,
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“Phen you van ecar off s oae sand cortly, * The le
we have to do with yon end your precicus sporismen (he
better!  And you can take fhose (wo beastly betting touts
back with you! If you want (o knew what's the matter, I'll
tell you, and leave you to deal with the cads.  They've been
bettmg with Lacy and Carker on yesterdas’s baatrace [

Tom Mervy locked hewilderod.

“Betting ! Boatvace ! he stuttered.  “1 don’t cateh o
1 thunglll.—--——"

“Then Tl explain!” suid CGordon Gay litterly.  “The
afiernoan of Levizou's accident, Racke, not kpowing about it.
offered Lacy two o one on St Jim's,  Lacy, like the rotler
he is, aceeptad the bet, thoweh he knew the facts— ="

“1t was only a lark! T swear 1 never meant to take his
dashed money ! stammered Lacy wildly. I never—"

*Shut up!” snapped the Granmacian leader, with a glance
of contempt at the shiveving Lacy, ' Anyway, you can guess
the rest. Racke and his pal came along to collect their win-
nings_just now, and Laey, believing ‘like the rest of us that
the vace woesn't woun fRrly, ve
nuarrelled, and when we came along 1t all came eut, 1
suppose Riucke wis too (ortous to care what he said. That's
what's the natter, Tam Merry."”

The St Jim's juniors were staggersd. They saw it all
now, VThe rasson for Racke’s cunning plan to stop the
Gramne School erew winning was clear to them now.

*Well, U'm hanged ! breathed Toin Merry, fixing a look
of seorn and disgust npan Racke's pale face,  * You—you
heastly cad, Rovke!”

Racke bit lns lip.  In his face was no temcvse -anly biller
chagrin, 'The betling transaction was sub new, and it was
all theongh his own savage, nngovernuble temper. When
Lacy had vefosed to pay up, he had flung himself in a passion
at the cad.  Aund when the crowd of Grammarians had
dragged him off, he had et it out, hardly knowing what he
said in his passion. He wondered now heiv on enrth he eould
have boen sueh a faol

But there was worse Lo come yeb [or Racke.

Tow: Murry turned (o Gordon Gay.

“And tow it's my twen to tell you something, Gay,"” he
saunl quicily: * You claim that the boatraco was won by us
unfaicly—thot someone from 8t. Jim's chucked pepper at
yon and mucked up your chance.”

“Yos, I do. Andit’s true”

It is—quite true,” agreed Tom Merry, (o the Gram-
wanuns' astonishment.  ** And that someons,” went on Tom,
pointing a scornful, accusing finger at Aubrey Racke, “stands
‘there ! Racke, helped by (a.ruoke, did it! They hid on that
seaffulding beneath the bridge, and scabtered pepper over
you as you passed beneath !"

Tom Merry pauged. From the Grammarians como a low,
anpry murmur,  €raoke stood, dumb and trembling.

U1t —it's a lie—a beastly lie!” muttered Racke, while to

used to pay up. Then they |
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e Lroke off, and glanced about him wildly. But there
was vo hope of escape. They were hemmed in on all sides
by the incensed juntors, Nehody scemed to guestion Fom
Meviy’s startling statement,

“ Racke and Crocke!” exclaimed Gordon Gay, a =udiden
light breaking in upon him, T mieht have gucssed it. This
betting business explaing the motive. We were right, {hen.
There was foul play.”

Tom Merry nodded, his fave grave. -

“Quito right,” he agreel *Wa came to tell yon that,
and we came {o tell you we're sorry, LGay—sorry woe over
doubted you! We eught to have hstened to you. Only
Cardew lere seems to have had the sense to figure things
out. Anyway, we hope you'll let bygones be bygones, and
meet us again on Saturday, Gay, We'll give you a good
race:”

Gordon Gay’s answer was prompt. He held out his hand

b frankly.

“ Like a shot, Tommy, old son 1 he said, grinning. “ And
we'll lick you this time! But what about these howling
cads? They ought to go through it—all four of them !”

“Yea, rvather! We'll teach the rotters to bet on school
sports !

Next moment the cvowd, Grammarians and Saints, were
surging in an angry swarm round the rascally four.

Aml Racke a.ndY Crooke, and Lacy and Carker, went
“through it.” First they wero trounced with a ericket-
stump, wielded by lusty arms; then they were frog-marched
to ihe nearest duckpomd and Aung in, and pelted until the
mdignant juniors decided the lesson had been pressed homo
suficiently, Dut that was not all. At Tom Merry's sugges-
tion, they were given the choice either of handing over the
whele of the stake-money to the Rylcombe Cottage Hospital
or of having their roscally conduct reported.

Needless to =ay, all four chose the former course,

The following Saturday the boatvace took place again.  Awl
what a race it was! Gordon Gay & Co. took the lead at
first, a8 hefore; but they did not keep it up. Once again
Tom Merey's gallant men overtook them and passed them,
winning the race by half a length. And this time nobody
questioned their right to call themselves “Top of the River.”

And in the evening a greab celebration took place in the
village tuckshop between the rival crews. The feud betweerr
the schools was ended, and Tom Merey & Co, and Gordon
Guy & Co. were friendly rivals once again.
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